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THE GIRL
MORCOVE
MISJUDGED!

By MARJORIE STANTON.

An Entbralling Long Complete Tale of the Early Adventures of Betty Barton and Co., the
Most Popular Schoolgirls in the World,

GCHAPTER 1.
One of Her Moode,

" CADGAE
There was no response to ihe
long, drawn-out ery which Betty

Barton had voiced,

Standing at the open doorway of the
fine music-room at Morcove School, Betty
could hear the bell ringing its summons to
the Fourth Form to come wn from “hreak.”
She could alse Lear Madge Minden playing
on at the piano, utterly hecdless of the bell.
And so she thought it advisable to call
again, half-laughing as she did so.

“M-a-d-g-e! Aren’t you coming?”

Madge Minden turned a page of the
music and went on playing, t

Her hands crashed out wonderful chords;
the whole vast room filled with the briiant
melody which she was playing so perfectly;
and Betty Barton, at the risk of ﬁeing late
herself, just stood still and listened,

For Belty, ca?tnin of the Fourth Form,
was fond of all good musie. She could
not play the piano like Madge Minden.
No other girl in the Fourth Form—or, in-
deed, the whole school—conld do that, butb
Betty knew when a difficuls picce was be-
ing performed to perfection, and this was
tho case now.

There was a senrry of steps in the corri-
dor, aud several cther girls of the Fourth
Yorm: joined Betty at the doorway.

]

“My word, Belty ! burst out Polly Lin-
ton; I thought you were poing to give
Madge the tip that il's time o go iito
g]lass When Madge gets at the piano,
5110

“8h!” Botty raised a finger.
finish the picce!”

“But that's the wonderful rhapsody thing
that takes'half an hour to play!” gasped
Polly Linton.

“Yes, wather!” chimed in Paala Creel.
“A widiculously long whapsody, with o
wengeance ™

“Madge! Madge!”
“You'll be late, Madge!”™

Thoe only respanse from the pianist was
& sork of “Don't care if I am late !” shiug
of Madge's shoulders. Bhe turned over an-
other leaf of the music and crashed on
again.

Downstairs the hell for classes gave a last
violent tinkle.

Polly Linten nipped across to the piano,
looked over Madge's shoulder, and came

“Let ber

shouted  Polly.

ack,

“She's at page nine!” grinned Polly.
“And the pieco runs to seventcen pages!”

“Bai Jove!” breathed Pavla.  “Weally,
a widiculous hit of music, what?"

“TIt’s wonderi said Betty, “and T am
not surprised Madge forgets overything
else when she siarts playing it, but—
DBother! I feel you arve right, gils; wy
simply must get her to come away,”™
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“One last shout before we go, anyhorw,”
said madeap Polly. *“Madge, you duffer!
That's enough for the present, Madge!”

“Yus, wather !”

“Have a bit of pily on the poor piamo,

Madgo 1™

“Bai Jove, yes! Madge doah—"

“0Oh, bother you! Why don’t you run
away and play?” Madge glared round to
ery at them suddecly. She was still play-
ing faultlessly, knowing the piece almost by
heart.

“Ruyn away and play!” echoed Polly
grimly, *We've got to run for the class-
room, if we arc not to be late! And you,
Madge——"'

“1Jo come now, Madge, dear,” pleaded
Botty. “Just to save a bother with DMiss
Massingham 1"

#Oh!” Madgo looked as 1f she had been
about to say “ Bother Miss Massingham 1™
But she checked the impatient remark, and
went on playing. .

“Weal geals,” drawled Paula Creel, *1
wather think we had better get downsfairs
and leave her alone i her glory, what?”

“1t's a pity,” seid Betty, grimacing.
“PBut if we all stay that will only make
matters worse.”

And they mnoved towards the stairs. Just
a3 they reached the Fourth Form passage,
they heheld - Miss Massingham,  the
Form-mistress coming away from the class-
room with a quick, impatient step.

“Girl’s, how late you are, gotting back
jnto class! Go along to your places at
once | rapped out the Form-mistress.
“Whore is Madge Minden?"”

There was no chance for the girls to make
some discreet answer that might yet save
Madge from getting into bother. For that
wonderful rhapsody was still sounding
through the whole schoolhouse, and Miss
Massingham must have been deal not
to hear it.

“Surely,” cried the Furm-mistress, *that
is Madge playing the piano! That piece,
tno—a modern Russian composer whom
abominate!”

Waving the girls te go to their class-
rooms, she went swiftly up to the music-
room, striding close to Madge's shoulder
as that girl was just raitling off page
foncteen,

* Madge Minden!”

Madge did not reply. In fact, so_inter-
esled was she in her playing that it was

doubtful whether she leard {he Form-iis-

tress” vo c .

HGirl Miss Massingtham  almosf
shrieked. * Stop—stop, (his mowent!™

And at last Madge stopped |

“0hi" she exclaimed, revolving on the
music-stool. *“I'ta sorey:" She laughed,
“I really had no ides, Miss Muessing-
ham: 2l

“@Girl, you must have heard ihe hell!™
broke in Miss Massingham sternly, ' And
you went on playing You mcanl o go
on to the very end

“I thought you would exenw e, Miss
Massingham. The picce—-

“1 shall not excuse yon, MNladie!
picce is the very last one 1 wi
waste your time over, as
beforo mnow.  'This
stulf: .

b be'g- your pardon, M
but—-"

“Don’t argue with one who knows bheller,
Madge!”

“ Kxcuse

iece—""

1 dislike it

“Jt is played by all the great—" .

1t is not going to be played by you
or any other girl in my ¥orm! 1 liuve
given my views on the matter to the Head-
mistress. I have told you, Madge, I prefer
that my girls should learn picces of the
proper conventional kind. You have Men-
delssohn—"*

“Mendelssohn I Madge said scoflingly,

“@Girl, are vou going to arguc .that
the © Songs Without Words—-""

“J learnt them when I was ten years
old,” said Madge. “I'm sick of Mcendels
ssolin! I—1 like modern music!™

“1 do not; and as for ihis picco ot ~
modern music,” said Miss Massingham, whe
was thoroughly roused, “T will t have
you play it again, you nundersiang
Madge, as she reached ont a Lhand to lake
the picce of music {from the piano,
shrugged.

It waa shrog that would have nngered
eny mistress in Miss Mazsinglnm's place at
that moment, suggesting delinnee, And
suddenly the Form-mistress snatched at the
music and tore it across. :

“There, girl!" she cried. tearing tha
sheets agnin and spain. ' Perhaps that
will teach you to more obedient in
fature! Co at once to your place in class!™

‘The
you to
T have told yow
vidicnlons Russian

55 Masingham,

me; Miss Massingham, Lub 1hat
..
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Then Madge did another
glhiowed the sort of girl she was.
Before obeyipg that order to go down-
stairs, she stooped and very deliberately
picked up all the litter of torn music.
Miss Massingham might have been par-
doned if she had felt more annoyed than
ever, But suddenly she did a very credit-
able thin|
i h{n

thing that

" ghe szaid, in a softened voice,
“] made a mistake in forgetting your
rather peculiar temperament. I must make
allowances for your absolute passion for
musie, and your way of forgetting that you
are still very young—still ouly a schoolgirl,
We will forget all this that has happened.”

Madgo stood quito still, grimly mute,

“You have been sclf-assertive and rather
impudent, Madge. But we will forget it,”
paid Miss Massingham. *To restore a
sroper feeling between mistress and scholar,
’lct. mo moke a suggestion, dear.”

Madgo looked up at the Form-misiress tn
SUrprise,

“T have a great friend of mine arriving
this evening on a few days’ visit to the
school,” went on the Korm-mistress. *'1
would like her to hear you play, Madge, to

ou are indeed a very fine player, when you

ccp off fantastio modern stuff !”

Miss Massingham laughed, trying to res.
tore the girl's good homour by this bit of
toasing.

“So, Madge, you will let my friend have
tho pleasure of hearing you, won't you!
I'll ict you know the time for the-groat
recital when my friend has arrived. Wo
will have a real musical recital, Madge,
and you shall play some of your sonatalk
Beethoven—DBeethoven is so beautiful, don’t
you thunk?" ’

“Yes Madge spoke at last, "“but If
{fur friend iz anything of a music-lover,
Miss Massingham, she will be glad to hear
the: Motfkowski rbapsody. Moftkowski—-"

*“Wa will not discuss Motlkowski any
more,” Aliss Massingham broke in, rather
tensely. “I hope never to hear you play
another line of that barbaric stuff!”

And then she walked off, perhapg dread-
ing to stay another moment for %cm' of
another farc-up.

Madge Minden [ollowed; but just by the
stairs she ran up to the next floor, to {envc
the torn-up music on her study table,

Tt was still there when all the schiool came
out of class at midday, and Betly and
Polly, ¢hancing to go by in the corridor,

saw their musical chum trying to sort the
fragments out.

“"Hallo!” exclaimed Betty. *What have
you got there, Madge? A musical jig-saw
puzzle 17

“Oh, bai Jove!” cried Paula, drifting
into iladgo's study after Betty and Polly
had e’zltm'ed. “Why, gwacious, geals, “it

is——

" The Moffkowski rhapsody, yes!” Madge
Euralt’out. her dark eyes aflamne. *Torn to

its 1™ =

*“Torn! " But——"

“By whom, Madge?”

“8he did it—Miss Massingham!” blazed
out Madge, dashing all the picces of paper
back on to the table. * And then—sort of
adding insult to injury—she esks me td
x{xend an evening later on, playing piffling
old-fashioned stuff to a frumpish friend!”

“ Bai Jove!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” exploded Polly. *“E'm
SOrry, Madgo, but— Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Don't laugh 1" eried Madgoe, stamping a
foot. *1 tell you—*" J

“Half o sec., dear,” Betty pui in tact-
fully. *“Miss Massingham was meaning
well, 1 daro say, when she invited you Lo
play te her friend!”

“I'm not going to play to her friend!”

“QOh, Madge, don't talk lilte that!™ cried
Tess 'I'relawney, whe had come into the
room, and heard a good deal of tho fore-
going talk. “It was a compliment!”

“1 am not going to—— Yes, I will,
though!” Madge broke off, with a more
fiery look tham ever in her dark eyes. “1I'll
play to Miss Massingham and her friend
when the time comes, And I'll play the
Molfkowski rhapsody !™

“Madge!” gasped the girls.

“That's my intention!” Madge went on
grimly. “Tll got another copy of the bit
of music she tore up! And when the even-
ing comes, I'll jolgv well play it; let her
tear it up again if she likes!"

“ Madge—"" they all began again; but

she silenced them with a gesture.
“I'l} get another copy of the rhapsody
before the day is outl I can get one over

in Barncombe. 1'll go over on my biko
after tea, and 1 won't come back until I"ve
got another copy of that piece!”
“Madge!” pleaded Betty, half-laughing
and yet half distressed, “don’t do anything
rash! As friends of yours, we—"
“Clear out! That's the best

ou _can
do!” Madge broke in

“Wait a bit, girlsl
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—I— You know I'm awfully fond
of all of you, but when it comes to having
your favourite bit of music torn up in front
of vour eyes, then all I cay say is—"

“Malheur—hard luck !”” put in Trixie.

“*“Qui, oui:” chuckied Poily.

“Yes, wather!”

“Will you stop your nonsense?” Madge
almost raved. “I say it is a cruel shame
that I shouldn’t bo atlowed to play a picce
of music because it is a eut above the old
stuff' ! Barbarie!” She swept the fragments

of music into the wastepaper-basker.
*“What a word to use!”
“Yes, wather a stwong expwession,”

Paula said, still trying to pour oil on the
troubled waters. “‘My own feeling is thut
the picce of music is all wight in its way,
but—er—a twiflo long-—what? Scventeen
pages, bai Jove!™

“Soventeen pages too many !’ pgrinned
Polly. “All rigllt, Madge! I—I was only
——  Madge!’

“Qut you gol” cried Madge, rushing the
laughing Polly into the passage. * Aud just
stay out, too!”

Paula Creel dodged past the fiery girl,
and Tess and Trixie also escaped into the
corridor, where Polly was putting her rum-
pled hair to rights. On tho whole, Madge
scemed to be in a dangerous mood at pre-
sent, and even Betty thought it best to come
away, leaving friendly dissuasions until
later on.

Dut, although the captain of the Forin
got Madge in a quieter mood, after dinner,
and was allowed to say certain things with-
out getting her head ‘‘snapped off,” the
interview was all in vain.

Fow, at a quarter fo five that afternoon,
Betty & Co. saw Madge riding towards the
school gates on her bicycle.

‘;}Oh, she's off to Barucombe,” exclaimed

gladge—Madge chorused,
5i ng chase to the cyclist. * Now, Madge,
on’t po doing anything rash!”

“I'm going to get another copy of that
bit of musie,” Madge called back over ono
shonlder. *“And when ['ve got it I joliy
well mean to play it! ”

@

1 they all

But—"
“Ta-ta, girls
And, pressing harder upon the pedals

with her shapely feet, Madge Minden

skimmed through the gateway and took the
road to Barncombe tewn,

I

CHAPTER 2.
‘1 shall he therel!”

ARNCOMBE folk must havo thought
she was a very happy-looking school-
girl who pedalled along 'LEB High

. Strect round about six o'clock that

evening.

For. Madge Mindon rodo into the town
looking as if she had ot only enjoyed a
very nice spin on tho bike, but had had
E)DLhmg whatever to rullic her spirits during

o

She made for the Creamery Tea Room,
partly because that was a handy place at
which to store the machine for an hour or
so, and partly because she meant to have
a iate tca.

By now, another girl in Madge's place
might have wished that she had induced
a few chums to come with her on this jaunt,
but Madge, although very fond of Betty
and Polly and lots of ofl girls, could
bo happy for hours by herself.

She seated herself at ono of the vacant
tables, and gave her order Lo tho weilress,
and then looked through a weokly pictorial
until the dainty tea was brought.

In a leisurely .manner Madge drank her
tea, and partook of the cokes, rounding
off the meal with a fresh cronm bun. Then,

drawing on her gloves, sho stepped to the
pay-desk and settled her bill, and gquitted
the shop.

She made straight for the music shop
and entered. .

“Is Mr. Adamson about?” sho asked the
lLittle child who came forward from a pars,
lour behind the shop. “1 want to buy &
piece of music.”

“ No, miss,” tho girl answered very shyly,
o hand twisting her pinafore. * Father’s
out on a round of piano-tuning.”

“Oh!” Madge frowned. “When will
he be back, then?™

“I couldn’t say for cerlain, misa!”

“An hour’s time—two hours?™

“0Oh, he will he back beforo thom, I
should hope,” said the chihil. “’Cos I'm all
alone, ;you see, and [ather wouldu’t like
me to be by myself too long1” 8

“Taven't you any molher?"  asked
Madge. . '
“No, miss. DMother died Inst year, and

there’s only me and . Wo came kero
because the doctors said the place might
e'ure her; but it dide’t,  Amd so she--
Sho——*
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“You poor little mite!” Madge mur-
mured, as the child’s oyes brimmed.
*Well, look, hero are some choes! 1 bought
ihem to take back to the school, but you
can have them—do, to please me?”

The child whispered her shy thanks as
she took the beautiful box of chocolates.

“ I wish father was in,” she said, *“’cos

we don't hardly ever get any customers.
1: is only the piano-tuning that keeps him
going, so I would like him to sell you someo
mnsi .”
“Oh, I'm going to buy the music I want,
if he has it,” Madge said, with a quecer
little laugh. “¥Fm going to wait for him,
¥'li look back presently. 'Ta, ta!”

And she smiled herself out of the shop,
veturning in about an hour’s tie to find
the little child still all by horsclf.

“What, not back yet, little what’s-your-
namo ?” Madge said, laughing.

“Please, I'm Amy,” the child confided.
shyly. *And the chocolates are fine!™

*That's good. . 1 say, shall I play a bit
of music on the piano?” Madge suggested,
stopping to the old instrument that filled
o g!]mg}' corner of the shop. * Just to pass
the time away—eh?'"”

In that low-ceilinged place, with its win-
dow all crammed with music and printed
bills that blotted out the fading evening
light, there was already a decp gloom.
Little Amy’s far from rosy face had Ifc\okﬂd
very woeful when Madge camo into the
shop, but it brightened now, and Madge
thought to herseli: *Poor kiddiel How
lonely it is for her!™

Standing at the piano, and smiling rouna
all the timo at the child, the Mogcove junior
played a fow bars of music.

“'What do you think of that, Amy?”

“I—1I think it is very beautiful,”

“Not barbavic—ch ?” Madge said, with a
laugh. *“Well, barbaric or not, thit's the
bit of mmsie I want when your father comes
in.  Because I only half know it by heart,
and I— Hallo!"”

‘““Here’s father I eried the child joyfully.

A thin man, with a stooping walk, came
softly into the shop, mirmuring a polite
good-cvening te the girl customer. |

“Did T hear you plaving o fow hars of
tho Moffkowski rhapsody?” he said, his
thin faco creasing with a pleased smile.
“Fancy you, a mere schoolgirl, if I may
R G s

¥
*Oh, but I don’t know it properly yet,”
broke in Madge, flushing at the hulf-spoken

compliment, “That's why I am here now,
Mr. Adamson. I want a copy of that picce
to take back with me to the school.™

“Cortainly, cortainly,” he snid, selting
down the liltle leathern bag in which ho
carried his tuning instruments.  “ Ah—am !
Let me see now; the Moffkowski—yes! I
think I have a copy.”

He went biehind ﬁlu counter, rummaged
out a portfolio labelled with a big *“M,”
and whipped the vight piece of niusic in
front of Medge's eyes.

“Oh, good!” she cried, “I expect yon
think I have a queer taste in music, Me.

Adamson ?”
= NO;
2

oh, no! That is a magnificent

don’t think it is a triflo—bar-

He threw up his hands.
“It is & sublime composition, young lady—
sublime! The only thing is, so few peoplo
can manage it."”

He thanked her for the money, gave her
soma change, and bowed her ouf,

“Good-cvening, miss! Say good-evening
to the young lady, Amy dear!”

“Good-evening, and fank you ever so
much for the chocolates!” cried the child.

“Chocolates !”  exclaimed her father.
“ Kr—iniss—""

But Madgo was off.

High Time, too, she was thinking, as she
made for the bakchouse yard where her
bieyele was stored. Only by riding preity
fast all the way home would she be in-
doora before call-over.

It was still a calm Madge Minden, how-
ever, who was to be scen riding out of the
quaint old town five minutes later,

Not until she had gained the open road
did sho begin to feel that haste would be
better than dignity. Then she started in
real earncst to make up for lost time,
ehnugmg her graceful attitudn for a
huncaed-up one, her pretty head coming
well down towards the handle-bars, whilst
she whirred and whirred at the pedals,

After the first half-mile, she had to flog
slowly uphill; but there followed a lovely
level stretch which she eould skim along
most easily, tho wind being behind her,
‘I'he sky was overcast, but the dark clouds
only scemed fo invest the surrounding hills
with a greator grandeur, and Madge was
looking to right and left all the time,
drinking in the beauty of the wild Devone

shire scenery,
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And then, all at once—ping!
* Bother ' cried Madge, pulling ap
unoture 1

Jumping from the saddle, she glared dis-
gustedly at the flat tyre, and shook "the
whole machine savagely for *letting her
down * like this.

A puncture, at this time of the evening!
Just tho sort of thing that would happen,
of course!

“And 1 don't suppose for a moment I've
got a—— Yes, ave, thank goodness!”
she said aloud to herself, opening the
saddle-bag. *‘Just a little solution and one
patchI"

But Madge, even if time had not been so
pressing, would never have set about mend-
ing that puncture with very od graco.
Theo girl who could Jr!ny the Moffkowski
rhupssod?r was not fond of jobs like this!

She sla:
bank beside the roud, pulled off her gloves,
and set to work, fuming short-temperedly
when the rubber solution got all over her
fingers, and when the tyre-cover, after
taking five minutes to come off, took at
least twenty minutes to go on again !

Altogether it was an axnsgcmtiug job
that had only heen completed by a guarter-
past nine, and Madge, for once, renlly was
fecling quite panicky when at last she set
off again.

Past nine o'clock, and at least another
half-hour’s ride in front of her! And at
any moment—she felt she must hold her
Lreath as the alarming thought came to
her—at any instant that patched-up tyre
might give another ping! Mudgﬂ’s punc-
ture repairs always ci]id burst inside of ten
minutes !

Whirr, whire, whirr! On she flew, while
the still had the chance. The sun had set
now, and the dark clouds were fast blotting
out all the remeining daylight. To right
and left the wild moorland landseape dark-
oned with the omrush of night. whilst the
loucly road had to be peered at harder and
harder, if one was to avoid loose flints,

And now the level strefch ended in a dip
downhill——a gloricus free-whecl spin that
Morcove girls always revelled in, although
cne had to look out for danger at the cross-
roads at the bottom,

As Madge made the swift descent, the
darksess seemed to deepen rapidly. That

. was hecause she was whirring down inte a
valley amongst the hills. It suddenly oc-

mmed the bike on to tho grassy |

curred to her that she ought to be showing
a light; but she couldn’t pull up now, even
if she‘wanted to, So sho plucked away at
tho bell—tr-r-r-ring, tr-r-r-ring, tr-r-r-ing!
—and kept the back brake gently on ige
serapoe.

. Whilst she was doing this, she caught
sight of a lonely figurc plodding up the gill
towards her,

The solitary pedestrian was a girl who
wes alroady keeping well to the side-of
the road to let Madge pass, And all would
hal\cg golnu well, no doubt, only—

1|

ng

That was the back tyre ngain!

Madge felt the whole machino jolt and
wobble vielently as the rear wheel began
to run on its rim. Desperately she tried
to steady the bicyele, at the sameo time try-
ing %o pull up; but the worst was still to
happen.

The front wheel struck a loose stone in
the road, and the next Madge knew she
and the bicycle had crashed full into the
shrinking girl beside the road, felling hér
to tho ground,

Unhurt horself—although she had been
thrown headlong from the saddle—Madge
scrambled to her feet and ran to the other
girl's side.

“Oh, are you badly
schoolgirl’s aunxious ory,
am afraid you must
“No; I—I— Give mc = moment,”

faltored the other girl_weakly.

She suddenly desisted in the attempt to
rise, and, to Madge's lhorror, sank liwek
upon the roadway, in an utter swoon.

In a moment, however, her scnses came
swirling back, and she made a brave at- -
tempt to smilo 'as she saw the horrified ook
in Madge's eyes, .

“I am ro sorry,” was all Madgo could
543 ea‘rn?’stly. 1t wouldn’t have happened,

hurt7” was the
“.l'p'n so sorry!

I know; you were not to blawme,” broke
in the other girl. “I heard the tyre burst,
and, of course, that did the mischicf.”

“But you are hurt—you ar
ir exclaimed Madge, B groat
“Oh, do tell me what I cah do
Shall T find help ™

no!”  And in the girl
smiled bravely.  “1 feel quite all right,”
she added, getting on (o her feet, “except

that my armi—this wrisd of nine——""

“TIs it paining youi”
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“Your handle-bars
and U'm_afrai
. “Gracious! I don't like the look of that

gave it a nasty blow,

wrist I”” Madge cried. “It is going to be a
lok of trouble!” ) ¥
. “It is not broken, anyhow,” said the in-

ed girl, trying not to wince. *I'll
© it seen to when I get home, so don’t
you worry, please.” i
Madge now took a good look at the girl.
Sho was about eighteen, exceedingly pretty,
and with a certain air of refinemont of
which shabby clothes could not rob her.
“Promise me ono_thing,” Madge ex-
claimed presently, * You—you must let me
pay any doctor's bill, or bear any other ex-
Ppense arising out of this accident. Please 1"
“Thank you; that is very kind of you,”
5 gratofuly. “But you were not
o bit to blame, and so it, is ‘all nonsense
your talking like that. My wrist will soon
be all right again, At least, I hope so.”
This last remark escaped the injured girl
before she could check it at her lips. And
something in the sudden note of distress,
the way in which the speaker's faco
whitened, as if alarming possibilities had

ogeurred to her—these things made Madge

more sorcy for her than ever.

“You live in Barncombe, I suppose?”

“Ves, miss.”

I am Madge Minden—a scholar at Mor-
Tell me, please, do yon
have to work for your living? Because, if
80, you will lose your earnings by having to
be idle for a bit.” -

* That—that is just what was
me," the girl answered rucfully. “I didn't
want to bother you; but now you have
spoken so kindly, I can't hel confiding in

I am an ovphan, and T earn a little
money by playinggthe piano.”

*0h, you ?lny! 8o do I1” Madge cried
cagerly. “I am awlully keen on the
pisno 1# .

“The piano is my instrument.,” said her
new acquaintance.  “And have the
strangest sort of paid engagemont. Soveral
times & week I go to a certain dingy house
in Barncombe, fo play to a blind old lady
who lives there, all alone except for an
aged housekcoper.”

*“How strange !" 3

“It—it is more than strange, I often
think,” went on the injured gitl. *There
is something mysterious—very romantic—
abont the whole husiness, The old lady
never speaks to me.  She just listeus to my

worrying
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playing, and then I come away. But tho
money—-*" 5

“And now you must lose it! What a
shame

“Oh, woll!” The girl shru ged her
shoulders. “'T don’t miud losing the moueg
so much so long as I don't lose tho jo
altogether ! That is my worst fear—that tho

ly may tive of waiting for my bad wrist
hi.v get well again, and may engago someone
else.

*She shan’t do that—she shan’t have the
chance!” Madge burst out impulsively.
“Listen to mo, please. I mean all 1 am
gmllg to say. Whilst you are prevented
rom p]n;,'mg, I'll go to that old house |

“Youl”

“¥eos. I'll Bo there sevoral times a weck
and play——*

*“But you are only a schoolgirl. You may
be able to play much better than I can; that
wouldn't surprise me at all. But a school-
girl—" -

“My friends wonld teli you that when
Madge Minden makes up her mind to do
a thing, 'she does it!” Madge broke in,
with a grim smile. “So, please, now, don't
lot us waste time over needléss words. You
are—

My name is Alva Forbes, end T kve at
Prospact Terrace, Barncombo,”

“And the house where you go to lay T

“ That is at_this end of tho rown—gl'o. 10,
The Retreat, is the address. The old lady’s
name is Charteris—Miss Susan Charteris,
T'd like to tell yon what little I know about
her stvange history; but—"

“Yes, I must push on for the school,”
Madge broke in,- sighing regretfully,
“And you—you must hurry on to the town
and get that wrist seen to. I shall see more
of you, of course, as time goes on, Mean-

hule—-"

Wiy T

Madge picked up the damaged bicyole,
and then, meking veady to walk on, shoe
held out fier imm{

" Good-night,” sho said simply, “And
you quite understand, Alva Forbes; I am
going to take your place as the paid
pianist ! When must T go to the house?”

" To-morrow is one of the days—Wednes-
day afternoon.”

“Wednesday alternoon is splendid! We
have & halfor then. All right, I'll be
there 17

“0h, but—*"

“ Romember what 1 told

vou!" Madoa
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Minden smiled back at her new friend, as
she walked away. “When I make wp my
wind to do a thing, I do it! And I have
said—I shall he there!” 2

CHAPTER 3.
Off Againt
N _one of the Fourth Form studies at
Morcove School two girls were alone
tolicthar.
They were Cora Grandways and her
younger sister, Judith.

It was quite dork out of doors now, and
in the usual course tha whole school would
have been trooping up to the dormitories
at this time, for call-over and prayers had
ended ten minutes ago.

But the mistresses were rather disturbed
about the unexplained absence of one
scholar, and this anxiety had’ resulted in
the girls as a wholo' being left to wait
about, for the present, pending hoped-for
news of the absentee.

“Kark!” said Cora, suddenly starting
ont of her eliair. “1 think that is Madge,
back at lust!” )

But, after opening the door and listenmﬁ
for a mere sccond to some burst of tal
downstairs, she turned away with a shake
of tho head.

“Nao, Judy. She’s not back, even now !”

“Good job. too!"” muttered Judith
Grandways. *What T hope is that she has
done somecthing at last that will get her
into a row 1"

“T shouldn't break my heart, either,”
Cora said, with a malicious grin. *“Not
that T have any particular grudge against
Madge. Dut Betty Barton and Polly Lin-
ton aro very fond of the girl, and any
disgrace she geots into——"

“TThat’s just it ! smiled Judith. * Never
mind how the trouble comes about—
whether it’s Madge's doing or_ anybody
clso’s—we want to see Betty with her hands
full of worry!”

Cora fung herself into an  easy-chair
again,

“1 wish it was Betty who was out late
likke this ! she pondered- aloud. champing
at a coral necklace. “Oh, Judy, what
wonldn’t T give to sec Betty Barton—not
Madge of any other®girl,” but upstart
Beity DBarton—bundled out of the school.
She—— [Tark !

Cora sprange to her feet.  She darted to

v

the door, whipped it open, listened cagerly,
then flashed round.

“Yes, it's Madge! She’s back!”

“Qh!”

«
C

“8Bhe is being quistioned by Miss

l\lassmghnm, downstairs. Cou on,

Judy !’

And next instant both girls went whirling
along the passage and down to the hall
below.

Almost all the rest of the Form was
thore. DBetty Barton and Polly Linton:
Trixie Hope and Tess Trelawney; Paula
Creel—these wero only a few of the scholars
in a crowd, which also included many
members of other Forms,

And there, too, was Madge Minden—only
this momont arrived indoors, looking very
pale with En.tiﬁm, and yot still the same
mgmrturbublo +Madge!

ora and Judith, as they rushed forward
to join the crowd, realised one strange
thing instantly. Of all present, Madge was
certainly the ‘calmest, her dork eyes scem-
ing to ask the bland gquestion of mistresses
and scholars alike: “‘What are you all
so scared about?”

“¥ou cyecled into DBovncomho at tea-
time?” Miss Massingham was_questioning
the scapegrace, as Cora and Judith drew
close to listen. *Well?"

“I had a puncture on the way home, Miss
Massingham.”

“That was unfortunate. But, if you had
started back in reasonable time, Madgoe,
you would not have been as late as this !

“I mended the puncture,” Madge said
demurely. “That took e ages. It always
does take mo ages to mend a—"

*We all know that punctures take some
time to repair,” Miss Massingham ecut im
impatiently, “but how* is it that you are
so late, Madge?”

“The mended puncture burst——"

“Ha, ha, ha1” laughed most of the girls,
amused by Madge's coolness. .

“And then?” questioned Miss Massing-

ham.

“1 had to ¥leel the bike home I’

“That sounds very plansible,” said the
Form-mistress, “but it does not explain
away one unplcasant featnre of the case.
You must have started for home far too
late, Madge! You were not hreaking rules
by eyeling to the town so early in the even-
ing.” But what time was it when you
started for home?”

“ About cight-fifteen,” Madge answered.
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“Far too late!” frowned Miss Massing:
ham. “I shall not gate you for the rest
of the week, as perhaps I ought to do. But
vou understand, Madge, the town is out of
bounds to you for the next seven days !’

Thoe Form-mistress scemed to think that
shie could not do better than let that sen-
tence of punishment sink into the minds of
other girls who were crowding round. So,
as a check to all the excited whispering
wiut had started, she ordered everybody of
to bed, and then hurried away to report the
whole affair to her pri cipn{

* Hard luck, Madge!” said Betty, when
the crrant schonlfirl was going up to the
dormitory with the rest of the Form.

* Yes, wather I'

“CGrand malbeuwr—great  misforiune!
sighed 'I'vixie sympathetically.

*No going to Barncombe for a week "
nwurmured Tess.

*Oh, don’t be so sure about that,” said

Macge. “If T want an ice at thé Creamery,
I shall get ono!”

Bei Jove!”

* Now, Madge——"

“Of couvse 1 shall go to Barncombe if I
want to!”

Whilst Madge's scandalised chums were
golting over the shock of this alarming
statement, Cora Grandways nudged her
sister, Judith,

Some_ moments later the two sisters
dropped behind to exchange a few whis-
pcreé’ words before psss-iuf into the dormi-
tory, where all secret talk

heard, Judy?"” whispered Cora
exultantly. “She wiil go to Barncombe if
she wants to!”
© “And if sho does that?” said Judith
smiling maliciously in the dark—*“oh, if
only she does go to the town, and is scen I
“Weo will take good care that she is
seen, Judy,” was the elder sister’s sinistor
rejoinder. “Yon and I, dear, we always
enjoy spending an afternoon in Barncombe.
We'll slip over to the town to-morrow !
And if only we have the luck of sccing
Madge Minden there—"
Judith broke in with o soft langh.
“That will be our chance—eh, Cora "
“Yes, But—sh! No more talk now!”
They paszed on _to the dormitory, doubt.
less hoping that Madge Minden would let
her tongue run away with her, making rash
remarks about her intentions for to-morrow.
But Madge, although so proue to give an

would be im-

OWN * LIBRARY 9

airy hint betraying her readiness to revolt,
was not one to brag.

There wes proof of this before the girls
were half undressed; for Cora sidled up tc
Ma_(llge. and said, with a fawning sort of
smile:

“You don't really mean to go to Barn-
cotmbe to-morrew, Madge, in spite of Miss
Massingham ?> !

“What is it to do with you, if T do or

*don’t?” Madge retorted coldly; and she

turned her back upon Cora, thus showing
that she had no intention of indulging in a
lot of boasts,

It was just this absence of boasting, how-
cver, that tade Betty and other well-wishery
of the spirited girl all the more uncasy on
her account. :

1f Madgo merely said once that she meant
to do a_thing—ell, she was far more likely
to do it than any girl who boasted fifty
times !

That was the Form’s opinion, bascd on
past cxpericnces with Madge, and so Shey
ali felt pretty sure thot to-morraw the feck-
loss givl would be doing rockless things
agoin, worse than ever!

Could they do anything to save her from
herself, as it were?

That was the question which Beity and
Polly debated noxt day, in their study, with
Paula, Tess, Trixic and Dolly prescat to
make what suggestions they could.

“ Weal, geals,” said Paula, when the talk
had gone on for some time, 1 shall gweatly
wegwet it if Madge does go twapseing off
to Barncombe presently.” For t}m debato
had taken place just after dinuer, “But,
bai Jove, we ean't keep the geal on n
5twinl3, don’t you know!”

“Hardly!" said Polly. “Madge is (he
last girl to stand that sovt of thing.”

“Pweciscly,” went on Paula. “How-
cvah, I have a suggestion to make, peals.”

*Then for goodness’ sake out with it!"
clamonred Tess, Trixie, and Dolly.

“I pwopose,” said Paula, in her leisurels
fashion, “that we go wound to Madge's
study in a minute, and wepwesent to licr
that we sheli be stwicken with gweif, if
Madyge is expelled for going wather too far
—what? That is what I would wepwesent
to Madge, if I may say so.”

“Dravo, Paula!” laughed Betiy. “Really,
you have suggested the only feasible thing ™
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“Didn't tlink you had it in you, Paula!”

“ssed Polly,
“Pway ‘welwain from widiculous we-
marks " said Paula languidly. . “I have

pweviously wemarked, geals, we have bwains
in our family, as well as beauty. Yes,
wather !” .
“Well,” said Tess, jumping up, “let’s get

on with the business. Proposed and carried
- unanimously——"

*“¥Yeos, wather” »

“That this meeting do_wait upon Madge
Ainden, and that Betty Barton, as caplain
of the Form—"

“Loud cheers!” put in Polly, thumping
Betty on the back, G

*That Betty Barton puts things to Madge,
on our behalf,” finished Tess. “Lead on,
then, Betty
S “Righ:-ﬂol" smiled the ecaplain cf the

m,
“Play up the band ! eaid the irrepressible
Polly, falling into line with the others,
“'Fa-ra, ta-re, ta-ra! Tum, tum, tum!”
“'Ha, ha, ha!”

Botty openéd the door, end they all filed
aut inko the passage. In a few seconds they
were ut Madge's door and the Form eap-
lain knocked.

There was no response.

+* Encouraging for speeches!” muttered
Polly. *She doesn’t even want visitors of
any sort, let alone doputations!”

“ Pway welwain——" Paula began again,
Tt she wes i pted by an ejaculation of
alarm from Betty, who had epened the door
an inch or twe,

“She's gone!” Betty cxclaimed, in_great
distress, facing round wpon her chuma.
And her going off like this, withowt a
word to anyone—""

“DBarncombe, for a certainty!” groaned
Polly.

“Yes, wather!” Bai Jove, this is—
weally,” sighed Pala, “this is most twying
of Madge! Most distwessing!”

Betly pulled the door shut and then made
@ sudden rush for the stairs. The others
chased after her, understanding what was
in her mind when she led them downstairs
and out of the house, still running on to-
wards the cycle store, o

In a minnte the girls were inside the shod,
and in vain they looked amongst the
muchines for Madge's.

Tt was not therel

“Then you weve right, Polly,” Belty ex-
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claimod, at last tragically. “Madge has
really gone to Barn—=" S
. “Sh—sh!” hissed Tess, in great alarm;
and sho breathed the warning words;. “ Aliss
Massingham I

That lady came to the shed doorway a
moment later, falking with a couple of
scholars who had joined her on the wa
across tho ficld. They were Cora and Judith
Grandways, end these two went straight to
their machines,

*“Grirls,” Miss Massinghan said pleasantly

to Betty and the rest, “lave you seen
Mad inden
“Not since dinner,” Deity answered,

whilst_her chums tried to look as calm as
possible,

“When you see her, you might give her
a message from me,” went on the mistress.
“Tell her please, that I would like her to
come to my room round about tca-tim
with some music. She will understand;
said yesterday that I would like her to pi-gr
before a friend of mine some time or other.”

“Yes, Miss Massingham, *We'll tell her

“ Yes, wather!”

“Let her know in good iime,” edded Miss
Massingham, turning away. "I expect you
will find her round the place, for she won's
have gone out for the afternoon, I imagine,™

“ We may come across her in Barncombe,”
Cora Grandways said with a laugh, and she
and her sister were preparing to ride awayx

Miss Massingham stared.

¥ You are joking, of course, Cora! .You
know very well that Madge has been for-
bidden by me to visit that town for the
csent. Madge may have gone for a little
e round the countryside, of course.
Parncombe—no I 8

And the Form-mistress walked away,
whilst Cora and Judith looked .at eack
other and sniggered, then sct off on_their
bicyeles, leaving Betty & Co. muto and still,
with looks of great dismay. ~ .

CHAPTER 4.
The Blind Eyes Weap.

O this was the house were the blibd
S old lady lived! 'This dilapidated

place, one of a forlorn row of dwell-

ing-houses that could not have known
a pm.:m] of outside pninting for yoars and
years!
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Madge Minden, having found her way
to The Retreat, hm‘ncolube_. after leaving
her bieycle at a cycle shop in the town, had
walked past No. 10 once alveady, taking a
good look at the dingy exterior. Now she
was walking by on the narrow pavement
yeb ogain, feching that she liked the look
of the housc less and less.

That unwhitened doorstep, the tarnished
knocker, the gloomy windows with the
faded curtains—rcally ono . would have
imagined that if anybody lived here at all,
it was only the rheumaticky caretaker of a
house past all hope of ever being let or
sold ! 2
And now, to strengthen this impression,
the face of a lean, withered woman sud-
denly appeared at a ground-floor window,

Her shrunken eyes stared out at Madge,
&nd the sight of this sombre figure almost
unnerved t%m schoolgirl. She welked to the
top of tho street again, wondering if she
had better fulfil her mission after all,

“Then the same thoughts that had urged

er to come to Barncombe this afternoon,
in defiance of Miss Massingham’s command,
conquered all scruples once again.

In fairness to Mndi;e. it must be said
that, rightly or wrongly, she fclt there was
no choicc but to fulfil the promise given to
that poor girl who had been injured over-
night.

Perhaps it had been a promise that never
should have been made; but Madge had
been actuated by the best motives; and
now the sense of being in honour bound to
go through with the adventure put her on
her mottle,

“If the girls find out that I camo to
Barncombe this afternoon,” she was think-
ing, as_she turned back along the dingy
street, “they may jump to the conclusion
that I was doing it out of pure reckless de-
fiance. But they will be wrongl I
promised Alva Forhes, so here goos !

She had drawn level with No. 10 again,
Taking & good grip on hersolf, and yet foel-
ing her heart beating very fast, she stepped
to tho shabby street door, and knocked.

There was no immediate response from
inside, and Madge spent the uncasy interval
mi'lrielg through the glass pancls into the
hall,

Then she drew away from the door a shep,
or go as she heard somcone coming forward

to open it. Bolts were drawn; a chain

1

was slipped off the catch, and very eau-
tiously the old woman whom Madge had
seen at the window opened the door just
wide cnough to show her face to the visitor,

*Uood-afternoon !” Madge managed to
say fairly steadilv. “Are you Miss Susan
Charteris’ housekecper?”

“Ay, I'm_Janet,” answered the old
woman, and her torne was by no mocans as
forbidding as her appearance. *What do
you want, my dear?” 5

“If you please,” said Madge, after fetch-
ing a deep breath, “X have come to play
the piano, in place of the girl who usually
plays. She met with an accident last night,
and I offered to fulfil her engagement.”

'*Ay, but you—you are only a schoolgirl,
my dear*”

"I can play the piano—rather well, somo
people think,”"

“Oh, ay! That may be so,” nodded the
womun. “But—I durne,” she went on,
with a shake of her grey head. * Anyway,
my dear, Miss Charteris is very peculiar.
She has her whims, has Miss Chartceris. Sho
may be rude to ye, my dear, at-your coming
instond of Miss Alva.”

“Miss Charteris is blind, isn’t she?”

“Oh, ay! Blind these last twenty years!”

“Then—pleass, Janet, do what I say, for
the sake of that poor girl to whom the cn-
Bagement means so much ! pleaded Madge
carnestly. “Let me go in, and play, and
como away at the finish without saying a
word!  Poor Alva s so afraid that her
accident may loso her the engagement alto-
gether. Bho will be able to play again in
a little while, no doubt. 8o, in the mean-
time-—""

The schoolgirl's rush of words was cut
short by a silencing gesture from Janet,

“Sh!” breathed the old woman, “It can
bo dono, my dear, because Miss Charteris
often lets Miss Alva come and go without
speaking a word. But don’t let her hear
your voico! She can hear a whisper alinost
threo rooms away. Blind folk allus are so
keen o' hearing, you know.”

This was followed by a sign to Madge to
step inside, and the girl obeyed, feeling all

er misgivings sct at rest,

One thieg was certain; Janet, despite her
grim looks, was a faithful, good-hearted
soul,

“In here, my dear,” the old woman mur-
mured, throwing open a door on the left of
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the passage. “8it down, and start playing,
und then I'll bring in Miss Charteris, if
+he’ll come.”

AMadge went straight to the piano—a very
old ipstrument, with the tone of & harpsi-
chord. Sho sat down on the old-fashioned
revolving stool, took seme music from the
cese she had brought with her, and started
to play

And then, for the first time, she won-
dered—would the old lady notico any dif-
ference in the playing to-day?

Luckily, Madgo had begun with a piece
of musi¢ that most pienists know by heart.
1* was one of the “Songs Without Words.”
Hoping desperately that this was a picce
that Alva FForbes had often played, sho went
on fingering the yellowed keys, whilst all
ile time she listened to the sound of steps
at the door, and watehed that door out of
the corner of her eyes.

Suddenly it swung open, and Janet came
in, giving her arm to a tall, stately woman
who was garbed in black,

Madge's hand faltered for a moment, for
Miss Charteris, halting just inside the
door, turned her handsome, thin face to the
girl, and it waos hard to believe that those
sunken cyes which Madge looked into were
blind—blind !

But the blank leok of a blind persen re-
mained in the tragic lady’s face, and with
a throb of relief, Madge realised that the
unbappy woman knew nothing of the sub-
stitute who had taken Alva's place to-day.

Guided by old Janet, the strange lady
went to her pecustomed scat, and a little
sigh came from her thin lips, after she had
sottled herself. Not a word to Madge; uot
a word to Janet even!

. When the Mendelsshon piece had come te
an en<, the silence in the room was pro-
found,

And now, what was the next piece that
i would be safe to play? Madge was just
nsking herself that desperate question, when
sho caught sigh® of some old albums of
music on the pieno-top, It flashed upon hor
al once. Very likely, any of the picces in
cne of these old albums would please the
listener, Most likely, indeed, they were
the picces Alva was accustomed to play.

She took down one of the volumes, and
turned the pages rather Austeredly.

All at once her eye caught sight of the
famous Beethoven ©Sonate Pathetique —
tha “Pathetic Sonata,” as it would be called
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in English, Madge dropped her bhands to
the ivory keys, und commenced the piece,
and in a moment she wus rewarded by a-
deep sigh of intense satisfaction from Miss
Charteris, .

The schoolgirl pianist looked round, still
playing, and old Juunct, sianding sentinel-
like ai the blind woman’s side, nodded vehe-

“Yes; go on.”

And so, for the severnl minutes that that
magnificent picce of musie occupies in the
playing, Madge gave herself up cntirely o
her task.

With such as passion as she hai! for musie,
it was a pleesans enough lask, 3he forgot
the strungeness of her survoundings, lorgot
the strange charncter of her tragic auditor,
and simply played on with all her heart and
soul in the impressive sonuta, trying to
render it faultlessly,

But afterwards—in thoe ver,
when the piane was silent ag she felt
as confused as ever by the vamantiv charae-
ter of this queer adventuro in which she
had become involved,

Still not a word from the blind lady!
Nothing but tragic silence whenever l{u
pieno had ceased to fill the faded drawing-
room with its tender mulody.

Madge was turning the leaves of the
album, secking another picce to pley, when
she was startled by a tap upon the shoulder.

She turned about with a nerveus jump,
to find Janct at her side.

The old woman beckoned hér away, and,
wondering what was going to happen now,
Madge followed her out of the room.

Janct first elosed the door of the drawing=
room, then spoke in the faintest of whis-

s,

momend

TS.

“Aiss Alva always has an interval
for refreshments,” she said in that guarded
tone. ““Tis the old lady's wish, you see.
So come with me, my dear.”

Then she shuffficd out to a room in the
rear of the dwelling-house, where Madge
was to find another cxmulﬁu of the strange
mode of living followed by Miss Charteris
and her housekeeper.

The place was no hetler than a sort of
combined living-room and kitchen, and yet
the china that was luid for tea was of the
costliest kind. :

When Madge was sitting down and taking
the sup of tea that was handed io her, sho
felt horribly afrnid of drepping it, in her
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nervo
“antique.”

“Did I play all right?" she whispered to |

Janet.,

“Ay,” nodded the woman, over her own
cup of fea. “And especially that last piece
of yours! I don’t know much about music
miysu]{- but you played it better than Miss
Alva, 1 should say, judging by Miss Char-
teoris” Jooks,” -

“ Did she seem—pleased

*“She looked happy again for a moment,
my dear. Not for many a long day ha' I
seen her lock so happy !”

“I do hope sha won't guess that it was not
‘Alva_who was playing!”

“Maybo she thought Miss Alva had im-
proved wonderfully,” was the smiling re-
Joinder. *I shall know by-and-by, perhaps.
What do you think of her, my dear?”

“Of Miss Charteris? I—I think she is a
very tragic figure, Very mysterious, too.
How long—"

f seid  the old

“Curious, are you?”

housckeeper. * Well, T'll tell you just a
bit o’ the story. 'Tis forty years now since
that lady bogan to live this sort of life.

@ Miserly, you think? But that isn't the
word for it,”

“8he is what people call a recluso?”

“Ay, thai's the word! A rare happy,
beautiful lady she was, all them years ago,”
went on Janet. “Dut she had a great sor-
row come upon her life.  Death took from
her the man she was going to marry.”

“Oh, how dreadfully sad!”

“Ay! I was with Miss Susan Charteris
in them days, And I remembor it all so
well, He was a rare 'un for music, was the
gentleman she was going to marry. What
they call a genius, I suppose. And then
when he was took ill, sudden-like, on the
very cve of the wedding, and Miss Charteris
came home from his funeral, a week later,
und just shut the door on all the world.
And it's been shut like that ever since—ay,
{hat it has!”

Madge set down hor cup softly. Xier
bright, girlish spirit was AuJ:ienly oppressod

ith the sorrow and tragedy that haunted
ilont House.

“ Never let her know T telled ye,” Janet
whispered. finger at lip, as they got up
Trow tlieir chairs to return to the front
vocm. “Years o' this lorely life, and her
allns a-hronding o’er tha nast—it has made
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her a bit difficult, You umnerstand, my
aar "

“Yes. And yet—how I wish I could pw
my arms around her, and say how sorry 1
foel for her! Oh, it is so dreadfully sad!’
Madge murmured. “Perhaps I havo been
playing onc of the very pieces that he usvd
to play.” 2

“"Iis whet she has Miss Alva here for,”
returned the old woman; “so she can sit
and hear the old picce—especially that piece
you played that pleased her so—and ecan
dream of the days when she was o happy
bride-to-be. Ay, poor dear, I'm sorry for
her myself, T can tell "ee 1

Pursing her lips after that pitying ex-
clamation, the housekeeper led the way back
to the sombre drawing-room, and Madge
went straight to her seat at the piano.

Miss Charteris was still in the same creet,
attentive attitude in her favourite chair, and
likke the mero efligy of a living being she
remained whilst the recital went on. Picee
after piece Madge pluyed upon the ivory
keys, with always that profound silence in
the brief intevvals. By-and-by the girl's
wrist-watch told her that it was four o’clock,
and she felt that she must make the noxt
item the last. She ﬁlnnccd round at Janot
to convey a hint that it was time to be
going; and then & strango thing happened.

Just as if thosc sightless cyes had scen
everything, Miss Charteris spoke.

“Play the * Pathétique * again, Alva,” vha
said. “¥You are staying longer to-day, 1
know. But I will mniu it up to you.”

How Madge longed to reply; But that
she dared not do. Hastily turning to the
Beethoven sonata again, she played it
through as carefully and as beantifully as
before, wondering what would happen when
sho came to the end.

Woukl Miss Charteris engage her in falk?

But, as Madge took her hunds from the
piano for the last time, not a word came
from the blind lady.

There she sat, as mute and still as ever:
and yet—ah, she was like no lifeless cfligy

now! Out of those samo sightless eyes
teare were (rickling down the withored
cheeks !

Madge felt a lump rise to her throat.

In a few séconds the old housckeeper came
softly into the hall, cautiously shulting the
drawing-room door beliind her.

“You ha’ dono well,” she snid, patting
Madze on the shoulder, ©T'd make ve vain
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if T was to say what Miss Charteris mur-
mured a second ago. Don't take it ill that
she didn’t spealk her praises to_ye.”

“Oh, I dida't want hor to! I was dread-
ing=—"

*Tis all right, so far as that's concerned,”
said Janot, “And so you'll come again—ch?
Next Sat’day arternconi™

“T— Y 1 feel I

es, I'll come again.
ou‘ghr. to—I must!”

“Thankee, deat! You aro doing a good
work, 1 can tell 'co that. And now. my

dear,” went on the old woman, steppin
with Madge towards the front door. "
wunner if ye'd mind doing me a little

favour, aforo you go? 'Tis only fo run
round to the cinema, in the High Street,
and get a ticket for me for fhis evening.”

She gnve a low chuckle. )

“¥e'll think me a queer sort, fnncymi
the pictu: , dearie? DBut, ye sce,
went in once, just to give 'em a try, and 1
found them such a change to all the queer
fifo I spend with Miss Charteris, I've got
into tho hobit o' popping in for an hour
now _and then.”

““But must you get a ticket in advance?”
‘questioned Madge.

“"Pig far the best, for me,” nodded the
woman. *I ha' to slin out last thing, you
soe, and sometimes I've found the wholo
place erowded out. So I get the milk-boy, or
summnn like that, to get me a ticket when
I think Tll be able to manage an hour or
iwo off. 'Tis only a foew minutes from
Tiere, dear; still, if you'd rathor pot——"

l“ Oh, no, that's all right,” shrugged
A

adgo.

“ & shilling scat, then, and perhaps yo'll
tell 'em to keep a good place for old Janet
this evening 7™ said the woman, slippil the
money into. Madge's hand. ~ “Thank’ee,
dearie, you are a right kind lassie!”

She drew back the latch, and set the door
open, and Madge made almost a dart for
the pavement, fecling a rreat sense of relief
at being in the open air again.

CHAPTER §.
Seen by Cora.

OR two hours on end, Cora and
Judith Grandways had been roam-
ing around in Barncombe on the
look-out for Madge.

Had she come to the town after all? With

"| other well-wi:
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malicious feelings of rogret, the
sisters were now inclined to think that
they were to foiled, once again, in their
attemnpt to stir up trouble.

They had visited the Creamery Tea
Rooms, and had not found Madge there,
Nor was hor bicyele hoing taken nglurgu of
in the hakehouse yard.

Where was she, ihen, if sha was in Barn-
combe at all? What doing?

Cora and Judith would have given a
whole term’s pocket-monecy for the chance
of being able to say that they had seem
Madge in tho town, in defiance of the Form-
mistress’s command. Bui that chance, so
far, had n denied them, y

And all this while, with what different
feelings were other scckers aflter the crrant
schoolgirl on the look-out for hert

Botty, Pellr. Paula, and half a dozen

hors—they had ridden over to
the town in great haste, hoping to run
acress Madge and so bo able to give her a
fricndly warnping.

““Back to the school at once, Madge!”
Back, full-specd, so that sho might yet be
in time to fulfl the invitation to play in
Miss Massingham's room—that was to have
been the cry from Botty & Co., if ouly
they had encountered the wayward giel.

But they had not found a traco of her;
and now it was all too late. Past four
o'clock! And so, even if they should comeo
face to faco with her, the warning would
he no uso! -

With this gloomy thonght oppressing
them, Doty and her companions were at
last turning in at the tca-rooms, to get a
little rest and a cup of tea nftor so much
futile chasing esbout ihe town.

If one of the girls, taking {ea in the ups
stairs room of the creamery, had chanced io
get up from hier chair and stand by the win-
dow, looking cut at passers-by in the High
Streot! Ab, then what a difference it would
have made to all that camo afterwards!

But not ono of them was at that window,
to sco Madgo cross ilic road and cnter that
placarded foyer of the cincma. No one was
a witness to Lhe fact that Madge was only &
minute inside the booking-hall, getting a
ticket for the evening performance. i

When she came oul again, however, there
wero witnesses |

There bad been a short, shirp, summer
shower, and Cora and Judith Grandways
had sheltered in the outer veitibule of the

iteful *
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einema. As Fate would have it, they wero
still there when Madge emerged. rom

hind a stone pillar the Grandways sisters
watched her as she came away from the
plece of entertainment,

Madge Minden went straight on, not
looking to right or left, nnd failed to sec
the sisters:

“Cora! Why, goollness!”
excitedly. “She has actually
~the cool cheok—"

“My word!” broke out Clora exultantly.
*“So that’s where she has been all the after-
moon! The cinema—a place no Morcove
girl is ever allowed to go to, except with a
mistress !

“I wouldn’t have drcamed of such a
thing,” said Judith, whilst she and lier
sister kept woll clear of the girl they were
watching. “It's the limit, even for Madge
Minden!” -

“We ought to be able to make some-
thing out of this!” Cora smiled ominously.
“We won't follow her—no! Let's get our
bikes, Judy, and save cverything until .we
and Madge and all the rest are hack at the

anlwl Judith
had the cheek

school. ' Then—my word, we'll have some

fun 1*

When the malicious couple got to the
‘creamery, however, just across the way, they
heard familiar voices floating out through
an upstairs window, and the fact that Betty
& Co. were having tea up there was too
“tempting for Cora.

Sho ran softly np to the tca-room and
put hor head inside_the doorway.

- “Glad you arc enjoying yourselves!” she
said mockingly. “Have you scen Madge
inden " '

“No1” exclaimed Betly and her friends.

“Well, Judy and I have! Madge is in
the town, right enongh!

“Where—whera?” clamonred the girls,
starting up in great excitement. “Where

s Madge been all this time?”

“That T will tell you by-and-hy!" Cora
answered, gloating over their alara.
“Good-by-ce 1"

And shd ran swiftly down the stairs,
laughing shwilly. >
' No more thought had Betty & Co. then

«for their half-finished tea. In a minute
thoy were oub of the shop, trying to find

! Mildge

3 Dividing into _couples, they scoured the
main thoroughfares once again in all
direefions,” but without result, and after
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that there was mnothing eclse to do bul
return to the school, sick at heart with the
thought. of what tho consequences fox Lier
wilful conduct might be to Madge.

Sho had not yet como in when her an-
xious chums arrived indoor.
Study Ne. 7 with most of her friends, saw
that door stending wide open, aud Cora
and Judith in thore.

“Well, did you find her?” sniggered
ot 1 d insido the

ctty promptly stepped inside the room,
followed by the ul‘herzp

"Did you really seo her?” flashed the
captain of the-Fourth Form. “Or was it
only another of your ill-natured japes?”

“Wo saw Madge,” Cora said. “We saw
her coming out of the cinema!”

“What1” z

“The cinema!” echoed half a dozen girls,

-| in tone of sheer horror.

“Yes!” exulted Corg.
tries to deny it, she will

4 f a sec.; hero is Madge!” cried out
Tess excited " Madge—in lerel ou
are wanted [

And next

“And if Mauadgo
1

Betty, passing -

moment the imperturbable
-| Madge was standing thers, her chums rang-

ing themsclves about her, whilst she faced

Cora and Judith.
“Well 2™

*I have told these fricnds of yours,” said
Cora quictly, “you have been {0 a cinema
show this aiterncon.”

“I have not!” cried Mad

‘* Madge, don't tell fibs!”
holflIy. .

been

noon !

e,

struck in Judith
v sister and I saw you!”

am not telling any fibsl I have not
to see any cinema show this aftci-

place

Cora’s cry had the ring of truth in it, and
the girls were astonished to see how Madge
remained, quite calm,

“That's another pair of shoes altogether.”
said Madge. “You are a bit too bhasty in
forming charitable judgments, Cora!” Tho
emphasis was on that word “charitable.”
““Just because you saw me coming out of
the cinema, that doesn't prove that I
attended the show!™”

“Oh, what nonsense!” eried Cora scorn-
fnll_v.”:'llndgn. T'd be ashamed to try such

uff !
“It's not bluff. You say T was at the
show, and I =ay I was not. I merely went

"Bu't. we saw you coming out of the
1" '
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to the paybox to buy a ticket for someane!”

“Rubbish! ¥or whom would you want to
Iy a ticket 77

“That's my business!”

“Tt's a fibbing excuse—a bit of pallry
Blufl 1” retorted Judith scathingly. “You've
Aeficd Miss Massingham, and have been to
Barneombo. You've been to a cinema show
all the afterncon, and you haven't the
pluek to admit it !>

“Pon't you question my pluek!” Madge
caid fercely, teking a strido towards the
sneering Judith, “1've gob fifty times more
pluck than you ever had, I know that 1"

“Yon haveu't the pluck to admit it! You
were ab the einema——"

*I was not!”

*Madgoe — Cora — Judith 1" interposed
Belty. " This isn't doing any good at all
Alydge has never been known to tell a
falschood yet, and I for one don’t believe
sho is fibbing now! Do you, Polly?”

“Well—> Tt was o very hesitané an-
swor from Polly. “I'm sure I don't know
what to think!”

*Aleaning, that yon think I am fibbing 7"
Madze turned upon her angrily. “Aud you
ara supposed to bo my chum!”

“T think I have been a chum, Madge,”
was Polly’s reproachful answer. “We have
all been spending the whole afternoon try-
ing to save you from trouble. Like Betty,
T've always known you for a girl whe tells
1he truth——"

< Hear, hear!” murmured others.

“Buat when it comes to explaining your
leing seen at tho cinema on lines like that
—well1” And Polly shrugged Ler shoulders.

“Let's clear out of this study and finish
ihe tulk somewhere clsc,” Betty pleaded
desperatoly, “It won't make matters any
hetler by standing here and letting Cora
and_Judith—"

“Ida, ha, ha!” lsughed Corn shrilly.
ey tont ke to fecl that wos know the

{ricks Madge has been up to! You arve
afraid, and well l‘:'Qu may be! No doubt you
wonld like to hush things up, snd save
Madge from being expelled; but you have
me aud Judith to reckon with!”

“Come away, girls!” broke

in Decity,
ing to the door.
et

were all sweeping through
{he doorway, carrying Madge along with
them, when they stood absolutely trans-
fixed hy the sighl of—DMiss Massingham t

CHAPTER 6.
For Alva's Sake.

HE Form-mistress singled out one
girl with her caglo ecye. And that
girl was Madge Minden,

“1 feli it was time to inquire into
the meaning of your hehaviour, Madge,”
tho misiress said, im an ominous tonc.

hat do you mean by flonting my invita-
tion for tea-time, this afternoon’t”
“ Invitation ! cchoed Madge.

“Vos. I told all the girvls (o let you know
that—"

*One moment, please,” Droke in Belfy.
“ Madge—we—sho—- The fuet iz, we failed
to give her that invitation.”

“"And whese fault was that?” asked Miss
Massinghem sharply. “Did yon all forget?
I can hardly belioeve that such a thing is
possible "

“They did not forget,” cried ont Cora,
coming forward. *They eonldn’é o the
messagro to Magdge, because Macdge has been

tor

“Cora, if you dave!” Delty almost
showted, whilst other chums of Madge
Minden murmured and glared fiercely.

<Oh, let hor say it il she wants to!” said
Madge, quite the colmest of them all.

“1 will say it!” eried Cora, “Because T
don’t soo why o girl shonll do wrong, and
then be shickled by 1he Form's own captain
and all her eronics! Miss Massingham, I
think you ought to ow that Madge
Minden has been to Bi e

“Never 1

+“&ho bas heen Lo a cinema show in Barn-
combe !”

“Miss Massingham, T did not go to the
picture house to sco the show. I—I metely
went to get a ticket for somehody.”

Miss Massinghams drew herself up and
stared hard at Madge.

“Have you been—fo—-Rarcombe—this
afternoon?” she asked, with cmphasis,

“Yos

“In épilu of my order that Barncombe
was out of hounds Lo you for a wee g

“es. T can’t help it, Miss Massingham,
—_

“What explanatiou-—cxense  have’ yow
to_offer?”
Madge, staved

pash her questioner at the
wall,

his pave the givl the appearance of
nly nt: vet Madge was
it of sheer pev-

versity.
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Explain! HHow could she cxplain? Even
il explanation could save her from any pun-
ishment, they could only be made at the
expenso of that oiher girl’s peace of mind.

Poor Alval What would her grief be, if
everything came out, and if a letier avas
went to the blind lady, from the school,
ng oub that a scholar bad played ns a
_ ~ubstitute for the paid pianist, and that sork

of thing musk not oceur again!
wet into a bother with the lady on whom
she was dependeut for a living, and Miss
Charteria might. refuse to allew Alva to
play to her again,

“You are silent,” said Miss Massingham
sternly.

“I must be,” was Madge's shrugged an-
swer.

“Jilence, in this case, mneans s
nation,” was the mistress’s v
deoply vegret that Cora Grandways has
folt consirained to reveal another girl's mis-
doeds. But 1 rogrot still more, Madge
Minden, that those misdeeds should ever
have occurred !”

$he waved the miscreant to the door.

“Go o your Hcad-mistress’s room.
Madge! The offence of which, in my
opinion, you stand scli-condemned, is too
serious a one for me to deal with. We will
soo what Miss Somerficld has to say. And,”
<hio ndded grimly, following Madge into the
passage, “1 feel pretty confident that Miss
Somerficld will pronounce the one decrce—
espulsion 1”

* Expulsion 1"

The word burst from Mad,
this was to what her actions had brought
her! For s moment sho stood motionless,
and then she turned and made her way
along the corridor, followed by Miss Mas-
singham.

Betty and her chums gazed after the girl
and the mistress, and then turned back into
their study. .

Was it to be 507 Was that dread penalty
to be injcted upon their chum—a chum they
all loved, in spite of her headstrong disposi-
tion? Whilst Bett: ‘ﬁ, frionds, crowding in
Tier study, were all disoussing the situation
in lowered voices, Betty herseli was stand-
ing silent and thoughtful.

“You are very quict, Betty,” Tess turned
fo her to say, whilst tho talk was still flow-
ing on. “What do you think about it,
thought”

's lips. So
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“I thought I had made it clear,” an-
swered Befty. ‘““Madge was in Barncombo
—that is admitted. But as for tho charge
of visiling o cinema to see the show—I
accept her denial’ abzolutely.”

“Yhen, for once,” said Polly rcgretfully,
*I must disagreo with you, Betly. That
yarn about going thero to buy o ticket for
someonc—it is too feeble.”

“Tt is Madge's explanation, Polly I”

“Y can’t help that. Tt is too fecble.”

“ Yes—er—wather 1”  murmured  Pauls
sadly, “I would like to welwain fw
stwmﬁ expwessions. Butl, geals, I agweo
with Polly Linton that Madge’s explanation
was wather a pwevawication—what?”

“Then am 1 the ouly girl here who still
clings to all the old faith in Madge?” Beity
asked, gazing from one to another.

A goowy silence grecied that question,

“You, Tess? And you—and you?" Betby
faltered, appealing to one girl after an-
other. “Are you going to believe that
Madge not only went to Barncombe, bub
that she also went to the cinema?”

Again—dead silence,

“And you, Pollyt”

“Tll say oxactly what I think,” said
Polly. “We know that Madgo is crazed on
musié. My opinion is that she weit to the
cinemna to hear the music there.”

“Bai Jove, yes!” exclaimed Panla. “I
wegard that theowy as wather weasonable,
Betty—what ?"

But Betty shook her head.

“Madge denied that she was ot the per-
formance, and I still bave faith in her as a

irl who could not tell any fib! You think

ifferently——">"

“T'm afraid I must,” said Polly, “I'm
sorry. We are not going to fall out ahout
it, 1 hope; but for once, Betty, for once
you and I are nob in agreement.”

Betty winced, -

“Just so,” she said, at last. *And this is
the sorb of thing for which Cora and Juditl
have been secking! Something to come &as
& Little rift within the lute! Semething to
make o shade of difference to the old, happy
friendship 1™ . .

“No, Betty—no!” Polly exclaimed, taking
a stride and holding out her hand. “We
can still be fricnds—we aro friends, dear,
and always will bel”

“Yes, wather !
Betty's faco cleared a little then.

“Hark!” cried out Tess, suddenly break-
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ing the silence. “That's Madge's door clos-

ing now. She’s back I" .
“Then let's go—" |

“Yes, wather!” .

into_‘the passage and

They swarmed
flocked along to Madge's door.
“Madge—Madge ! they  clamoured,

bursting in upon her as she sat in a chair
Ly the table. “What did Miss Somerfield
say? Are you—is it expulsion?”

“No. I'm not to be cxpolled this time.
T'm sort of let off with a eaution.”

“Lucky you!” they chorused.

“But I am gated for the rest of the
torm.”

“Oht”

“So now you know,” said Madge, draw-
ing o hook towavds her and flinging it open.
“Sorry I can’t ask you in for a talk, but
1 am not in the mood for—company.”

There was a moment whilst the erowd ab
the doorway waited there, staring. en,
finding that the miscreant really had no
intention of saying more, they began to
drift._away,

“Well,” said Ella Llgood, “lucky is
Ii%lli‘.!"

"Yes, wether !* hit 1

“Yet gating is going to hit her ity
hardly,” murmuran Tess. ** Poor MnF&;c!

Gating is no_joke for any gixl. But she
really has asked for it!"

“Where is Betty?” said Pollly, suddenly
missing the captain of tho Form.

They looked back, and were just in timo
to scc Madge's door open again and Betty
come out.

- “0Oh, wvou stayed behind!” Tess ex-
claimed. “Had Madge something to say to
you, then, that she wouldn't tell us?”

“No: she would say nothing,

“Just as well,” rejoined Polly, with a
touch of bitterness. “I'd rather Madge said
nothing than hear her telling more—fibs1”

Betty winced, and was silent. -

CHAPTER 7.
Mot Liks Other Girls.

C OLLY dear.”
P “Yes, Betty.”
For at least” five minutes the
two girls had been alone together
in their study at Morcove School without
breaking into ialk.
Now Botty Barton, who was captain of
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the Fourth Form, roused up to end a silencs
which she and her chum had been causing
by their lapse into deep thought.

“I am just wondering, Polfy, about to-
mOrrow turday.”

*Queer,” commented Polly Linton, “be-
cause I was just wondering, loo, whether
we can't get a bit of fun out of the halfer.”

“We are not booked for any sperts.”

“And T am not sorry, for ance!" struck
in Polly. “For this heat wave—— Thanls,
!]J:!otty. I will have another glass of sher-

et 1

There was a fine big tin of fresh sherbek
on the study table. Also, therc were glasses
and a big jug of water. Polly scooped the
sugary powder into a couple of the tum-
Dlers, added the right amount of water, and
stitred vigoroualy.

“There you are, Betty. May os well pro-

so a toast whilst we ave abonl il; so—

ong live the Fourth Form!"

Betty smiled.

“I was going to snzgest that w
tea out of doors to-morrow ufte
said. “We needn’t fag far, bub justye =
little way.”

“Down to the shore?” suggeslell Polly
gleofully, “All amongst the cool rocks,
under the big cliff, I think I conld really
get cool for once. Hallo, come in, girls!”

.. “Cool! Gacious, geals!” drawled Paula
Creol, entering the study. “Whal lucky
cweature is able to keep cool this weather?”

“You find. it rather warm, Paula?™
grinned Pelly.

“Yes, ma&cr! I much wegwel using o
stwong expwession, geals, bui I liwl tho
weather wather [wiz‘f.ﬁng I ,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A few other girls had drilicd in will

Paula Creel, and they all langhed nt thet
girl's drawling verdict on the high tem-
perature.

“Help yourself to the sherbet!™ Tolly
invited them. “Paula, you'll have v gluss?”

“Yes, wather”

“Sherbet—my hat!” cried Tes Treluwney
joyfully. *Whose bright idea was this?”

“Retty and I bought the tin yesterday,”
said Polly. “And it's lueky you nll came
in when you did. Another five minuies, and
then the tin would have been finished.
Who's going to fetch some more water1”

«Oh, I'll go!” cried Dolly Delave, and

e did.
“Chand temps, aujourd'hui—hot weather
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to-day,”
French.

“The wemark, Twixie doah, was made
pwoviously, I wather fancy,” drawled
Pavla, “Howevah, it was wather nice to
heah it said in Fwench, bai Jove [

“Qui, ouil” gaid PoI%!' who always
mimicked Trixie's habit. e will proceed
with exercise one thousand and eleven.
Have you seen the gardener’s watering-can1
Non, non. But here is Mademoiselle Dolly
with a full jug. Hurrah!”

Then the spoon an to make ita pleasant
tinkle in the vulijggs glasses, coupled with
the fizzing of the sherbet, and the tumblers
were passed round.

“Betty bas a brilliant wheeze for to-
morrow,” said Polly Linton. “She pro-
poses tea out of doors down on the shore.”

urrah

*“Wipping ides, bai Jove!” '

“I'm glad you are all so keen,” smiled
Betty. ““But, whilst we are together for the
moment, iris\, there's one little point I'd
“like ring up. It's about Madge
Minden.” i

“Oh, Madge Minden!” echoed two or
three, rather gloumil;{. The rest kept silent.

“Madge is gated,” said Betty. “Gated
for tho rest of the term, and——

“Weally, Beity deah,” put in Paula
gontly, ‘““without w:shing[bo use any stwong
expwession, bai Jove, wather fancy it
servos Madge wight if she is gated—what”

“Tt does,”” murmured the others, Polly
included.

Betty Barton Jooked rather embarrassed.

“I am afraid,” she went on tactfully,
“bringing up Madge Minden’s name is
rather a risky business just at present.
But——""

“Qh, "it needn’t be!” struck in Polly
cheerfully. *“It is quite true, Botty, that
you and T had our first disagreement,
thanks to Madge Minden, but we haven't
Mev!’ punching cach other's noses, have
Wi

said Trixie Hope, airing her

“Gwacious, I should wather hopoe not1*
put in Paula, “I always leel, geals, what-
evah little diffewences we may have, let's

fwiends.”’

‘“Hear, bear!”

““Then, listen, girls; and if I'ln making
a suggestion that you don't like—well, it's
for you to say so,’’ Betty went on. “My
idea was that we ask Miss Massingham to
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lot Madge Minden come with us to-morrow
afternoon, as a special act of grace.”
““Oh, yes!” agreed Tess and Dolly
romptly, whilst Trixie murmured: “Clest
\bon—that is good!" and Paula said: * Yes,
wather 1" i/
“What do you say, Polly 1"’ asked Betty.
“Of course; I don't mind,” was Polly's
ready response. “‘But will Miss Massing=
ham i;ant the favour? She was jolly wild
with Madge for going ever to Barncombe
last Wednesday, when the town had been
put out of bounds to her for a weck.”
“Madge may be allowed to join us on

condition that she doesn’t go out of our
sight,’? said " Anyway, if you are
all willing, I'm eure others will be, and eo

I'll put it to Madge at once, shal} 17"
“Right-ho!"' eried Polly.

Detty darted away light-heartedly.
sce such hnrmon{ prevailing in the Form
was bound to fill her with joy, for, although
she did not put on airs as captain, at heart
she was proud of her position, and her
dearest wish was to vetrin the loyalty of
her schoolfellows. N

She had retained it eo Ea!'—y"ea.‘iu .:pitu

M arints ok st .

To

of p -

on tho part of two girls who were her
avowed cnemies. Cora and Judith Grand-
ways, those two sisters were simply longing
to {)‘ﬁng about her downfall. SEe knew it,
and she knew the roason for their malicious
vendetta.

So long as she had a hold on the Form as
a whole, the Grandways pair had no hopo
of gotting together a nico littlo “set” of
their own.

Madge Minden was alone in her study
when the Forin captain knocked an
entered. A remarkably pretty girl, with
large, dark eyes, that were capable of
flashing fire when her spirit was aroused,
Madge was sitting by the table, a
despondent look upon her face.

It gave DBetty—so quick with hor sym-
pathies as she was—quite a pang of dis-
tress to sce her chum like this; but she
shrewdly refrained from nmkimgd_ any
“‘cheer up " remark, knowing how Madge
woukd rececivo it

Madge was the too ““indepoendent *’ sort to -
feel ashamed of accepting othor people’s
compassion in & time aof trouble, and
similarly she was very slow ai confiding
even in her proved friends.

In a roundabout. brecry fashion, Betty
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lud up to the idea about to-morrew after-
noon. She expected to see Macge brighten
uge at the possibility of being granted
liberty from tho school bounds for that ono
afternoon. But Botty finished speaking,
and still Madge sab silent and moody, not
at all elated by what had been suggested.

“‘Perhaps you think it is too much to
hope for?” "Betty vontured gently. *1I
don’t think so, Madge. It has been done
before, you know. ' A girl in disgrace has
just had to promise not to slip away from
the others, that's all.”’

““Oh, no doubt!” Madge spoke at last.
““Quite likely I'd be let-out, Betty, on
that condition. And it's very good_of you
to have thought of me liko ‘this. But™—
she ebrugged her shoulders—*'1 don’t want
to be taken ont on those lines. Next thing
I shall have to be kept on a lcash, and
even wear a muzzle, I suppose.’”

“Ten on tho shore, Madge dear! Isn't
it worth while giving your word that you
won't give us the slip for a troat like
that 7’

“Not to-morrow,” Madge said, with a
shake of the head. I don’t want any
picnics on the shore to-morrow. I wani—I
want—  Oh, I can’t tell you what I do
want *

“Madge 1"

Detty Barton came across the room and
slood with a hand on tho dejected girl's
ehoulder.

“What Is the matter with you, Madge
dear? Ono way and another, you—you
have been puzaling me lately.”’

“I'm sorry.”

“Oh, it’s nothing to be so sorry about!
Ouly, why not end this state of things,
dear? I mean, it is such a pity to make
matters worse for yourself by keeping apach
fram overybody und brooding.”

“Keeping apart  from everybody !”
echoed Madge. ““Do any of the girls scem
frightfully keen on my company just at
present?'” :

“You know that T believe in you still,
Madge dear, anyway. Then why—why
uot make a clean breast of everything to
me now? Don’t think I am inquisitive—
oh. I detest hanging round people for the
of getling their_confidences !'—but you
t are troubled, Madge, and I'm your
i

“As good g friend as any girl could

wani—I know ' that,"” Madge said, with
deep fecling. ““All the same, I won’t con-
fide in you, Betty!"

“Then you don’t wish me to beg you off
for to-morraw ?”

‘“‘Not on those lines, thank you I’

Detty, visibly disappointed, went away,
and then Madge Minden shut the book and
sat back in her chair, looking more de-
jected than ever.

In a few moments sho drew a letter from
her dress pocket and conned it with a
strange exprossion of mingled pleasure and
perplexity.

*Prospect Terrace,
* Barncombe,
“Thurscday evening.

“Dear Madge Mindon,—I Tecl I must
write and thank you with all my heart for
fulfilling your promise to play the piano
yesterday (Wodnesday).

“I called at the house in Barncombe,
where the blind Jady lives who engaged mo
to play to her, and I epoke ta Janct, tho
old housckeeper. Janet told mo that you
did splendidly, and that Miss Charteris does
not know that I am prevented from play-
ing by my damaged wrist, and that you
have been acting as my substitute.

““Janct also said that you had promised
to go there again on Saturday.

“It is awlully kind of you, and T do
thank you very much. I am suro that if

ou had not come forward as a substil
§Iiﬂs Charteris would have engagoed soum-
one clse permanently, and then 1 would
have lost the job and the meney thatl is—oh,
s0 great a help to me!

“I hope you will bo alle to
letter, but my bad wrist make:
awkward for me to manage loi
Still, don’t worry ah
Although it was your bic
me down the other evening, ax 1 said at
the time, you were not a bil §

“"Your grateful el
CALVA Fonrnes,™

Madge raised her large cyes from this
]ct{ﬁ:r and stared thoughtfully at the study
wall.

The pleasure she had feli whilst reading
the Tetter was inspired by Alva’s heartfelt
gratitude, and also by the knowledge that
she, Madge, really had managed very well
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last Wednesday. As for her perploxity,
that can be very easily aecounlcdpfor.

She had promised—yes, promised to go
to the blind lady’s bouse to-morrow, Satuv-
day, and how was she to falfil that
promisc?

In any easc, it would have been difficult
encugh for her to get over to Barncombe
alone and Fulfil the engagement unbeknown
to anybordy at the school. DBut now, to make
matters fifty times more difficult, she was—
gated

She got up from her chair and roamed
about the room, frowning with stress of
thought.

Must she resign herself to the situation—
abandon all idea ol getting to Barncombe
to-morrow? Must she write to Alva and
make the sad, humiliating admission that
it had heen impossible to go on with the
undertaking ?

How could she possibly go to Barncombe
to-morrow—how? Only by ﬂauntinﬁ all
nuthority and breaking bounds! Should
she do that? It would ho very wrong of
hor, of course; bub wasn't there some ex-
cuse? -~

Beyond all doubt, if she failed to fulfil
the promise to,Elny again to the blind lady,
it meant trouhle and hardship for poor
Alva. The blind lady was a moody re-
cluse, capable of acting with irritable im-
patience. Finding that no one came to play
1o her, she would ask why it was, and then
old Janet would have to explain that Alva
had a damaged wrist. And then, most pro-
bably, Miss Charteris would say: “Well,
engage some other player. I can’t wait for
Alva Forbes to get well1”

Breaking in npon Madge’s desperate
thoughts came a footfall which pansed out-
gide her study door. She thought it was
ono of the girls again, and was making up
her mind to go down to the playing-field
and roam away in search of fresh solitude,
when the door opened, and sho found her-
self face to face with—Miss Massingham!

This was the Form-mistress who, very
fairly, had caused Madge to be gated for
what had been a fQagrant defiance of
suthority last Wednesday. Madge was not
hearing Miss Massingham eny ill-will on
this account, and it is fair to say that the
mistress was not nursing angry [ecling
against the miscreant.

On tho contrary, there was a most con-
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ciliatory look on Miss Massingham’s lace
us she now confronted the girl.

‘“Ah, Madge,” she broke out pleasantly,
“] was on my way to the Form captain’s
study, and I thought I would look in here
first? I want to say something that will
make you happy, I am sure!” v

Madge stood mute and still.

“A leiter has just come from Lady
Lundy, at Barncombe Castle, Madge.
There ia a small outdoor function over
there to-morrow, and the Fourth Form is
invited, amongst others, to give some of its
part-songs.”

Miss Massingham paused. She was won-
dering why Madge had not brightened up
at once, for anything to do wilh musio

usunl}v excited the girl.
“Of course, we shall go,”” tho mistress
went on.  ““ And your gating will bo over-

looked for the occasion, Madge. You will
go to Barncombe Custle with the others, for
they will need you at the piana.”

Then the misiress might well have asked ¢’

“YWhat thoughts are runming in your head
now, Madge, that you look so strangely
agitated?’ For Madge was betraying

roat excitement at last, &n excitement that

ad no dolight in it, but was all nervons
tension.

“I ehall be very Thd' of course, Miss
Massingham, to be allowed to leave bounds
to-morrow,” she said et last. *Thank you
very much!”

“Well, if you behave yourself in future,
Madge, you may probably be allowed many
ather exemptions from the gating order, a3
the days go by,” Miss Massingham said;
and then she was gone, and Madge waa
standing there all alone.

““T’s my chance P she said to herself, in
an excited whisper. “My chance to fulfil
the promise!™

CHAPTER 8.
Taking Her Ghance.
| ETTY, have you seen Miss Massing-
B Liam 7"

“No; why!™

Betty Barton made that answer
as sho sailed inte her study, to find the
asual half-dozen special chums looking very
excited.

“Pity yon were not here for the

moment. Stil}, it doesn't matter. You exn
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soc the Form-mistress presently,” Polly
rashed on. “8he.looked in to tell you a
. wonderful bit of news!"’
** Eclipsing all the tea-on-the-shore idea 1"’
chime Cess,
- *Well?” said Betty. * Qut with it1”
“Lady Lundy—we are to go over to the
eastle to-morrow 1"
S Oh1

“We are invited to an outdoor function,
&nd wo are to do some part-songe.’”
My word, that's splendid !”’ eried Betty.
Tt beats the other idea hollow, of course.
ides, wo can have a picnic on tho shore
old halfer!”
Yes, wather!’”
“And another thing,” rattled on Polly.
#Madgo Minden is coming with us|”
“Is ehe?”’ exclaimed Betty. ‘‘That's
gricer—I mean—-""
“Why is it queer?” asked Polly eliarply.
Betty was looking as if she regretted
hor cjaculation, But it had cscaped her
lips, and now it must be accounted for.
“Well, tho fact is’* sho admitted,
*Madge didn’t want to come with us on
any pienic, even if wo could have begged
or off.”
*“Dh, is that sot"’ was Polly’s rather curt
* rejoinder. *‘But when an invitation comes
Castle, Madge can
¥ —,I wouldn't put

it .quite like that,
dear.”

“But it's true,’”’ insisted Polly, rathér
disgustedly. “Miss Massingl told us
when she was in here just now that Madge
had jumped at the chance of being let off
the gating for once.”

“And ‘T eall that sort of thing—well,
paltry " chimed in Tess Trelawney.
“Really, Madge Minden is not going up
in my estimation!"”

“Nor is mine”
the others.

“Oh, but—"" began Betiy, only Polly
cuk in again, .

*Of course, you are goil:]g to defond her,
Boity! Really, though, doesn’t this sort
of thing make you feel a bit tired? We
were ready to do Madge 3 _good turn by
getting her let out for the picnic, and now
you say she didn’t want us to trouble our-
sclves on her account! Then the invitation
comes to Barncombe Chastle, and she is
kron enongh to go to that.”

l)ly"

jum;

“Or mine!” murmured

. tion poor Ma
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“Well, Polly——"" .
“*Just because it is Barncombe Clastle,
and all the people there arc wealthy 1"

“ Oh, surely you know Madge better than
thatI'" broke in Botty Hesperately. * She
is mo snob, whatever clso she may be !

“I'm not s0 sure now,” said Polly. *I
call it snobbery !’

“Hear, hear!”

““I think you are doing an injustice to
Madge,” Betty said frankly. *You forget
ono thing, girls. Bhe is passionately fond
of music, 8he probably jumped at the
Barncombe Castle oiting becauso we are
to do the singing and she will bo at the

iano.

“Go on—keep it up!” Polly eaid, with a
forced laugh. *“*Any old exeuse for
Madge!”

“ But—>""

“‘Madge is mad to_go to tho castlo be.
cause sho and Lady Lundy's duughtor get
on so well together. That's my opinion |’
said Toss regrebfully, “As for tho singing
and playing—""

“Geals, without wishing to uso a stwong
expwession,” said Paula, “I wathor fancy,
don’t you know, that the being mad to go
just for the sake of the music is all
wubbish 1"’

“‘Hear, hear!’*

“Dear, dearl What a bone of contons
is becoming I"* Botly said,
with o forced laugh,

' Poor’ Madge! T don’t sen that she
has much to be pitied for I’ mumbled Polly.
““Bhe deserved the gating, If sho Ladn't
gono to the cinema——"

“That's_starting the old argument all
over againi'” broke in Betly gently.
‘*Hadn’t we_better—er—talk uboul eome-
thing else, girls?” s

“Yes, wather!” cried Paula. * What-
evah diffewences there may be, pwuy lot's
wemain fwiends all wound!”

And then they all laughed, and once
again there was rostored barmony, al
though Bmt’y felt in her licart 1)
timo. Madge’s name eamo uy
the feeling against her was L
and more_scute.

Nor, to Betty's bitter disappoinlinent, did
Madge Minden %i\'ﬂ tho givls cause for
thinking better of hor, cillice during thab
evening or on the following morning.

They had Miss Massinghan'’s word for-
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it that Madge bad *‘ jumped * at the chance
of being set freo for the afterncon, instead
of being kept within bounds. But Madge,
whenover she ivas mingling with her Form
mates, showed no desire-to discusa the out-
ing.

There was a certain aloofness in her atti-
tude that jarved badly upon Polly Liuton
and the rest.

Beity noticed it, and deplored it, griev-
ing that every day should seo a really like-
ablo girl like Madge becoming more and
more independent.

Directly after an early dinner the
trooped up to their studies, and, though it
would be another hour before a start was
made for. Barneombe Castle, ‘there was no
tho]\‘:ght of soitling down to any serioua
task.

Doors along the corridor wers mostly
Jeft wide open, and talk Howed on in a sort
of shouted way between one study and
another, whilst now and then ome girl
would break into a snatch of song, thus
starting up all the rest. Best things to
wear were being “looked over,”” and al-
together the Fonrth Form quariers were
in a pleadant atate of high epirits.

Cora and Judith Grandways, of course,
were marking their hostility towards Betty
by remaining to themselvés in their studf,
and theirs was s closed door. S0 was Ursula
Wade's; bub then nobody cared a rap about
Ursula, for sho was a justly despised
member of the Form.

But it peined Betty to seo that Madge's

door also was shut fast at a time when
there was so much high-spirited romping
to and fro in the passage.

She longed to bave a talk with Madﬁ:’
and so presently she made her wey to the

study.

“Hallo 1™

‘Mad, eted her quite amiably, and
yet wig: all the old suggestion of preferring
to be alone. :

“T say, Madge dear,” Botty, exclaimed,
t'wo've another half-hour yot before we
ptart on our bikes. So supposing we go
down to the music-room and try over a few
of those songs wo are to sing at the castla?”
_"Oh|” Madge gave a shrug. “No, 1
don’t think we necd to try them over. I
could play those songs blindfolded."”

“But wouldn't it be—well, rather nice?”
Betty suggested. ‘I moan— Oh, I sim-

e -

irls |

o

ply must put it plainly, Madge! I want
you to come oup of your shell this after-
noon. The girls are all fond of you, Madge,
but if you go on like this you will try their
affections, you know.”

They are going to have the pleasure of
my company all the way to ,combe,
Madge said, smiling grimly. “It will be .

time enough th:n for me to_start being

sociable, At t, I— No, I've got
too_much to LE:ink about.”

Then with Betty standing a little way off,
r“'?l"-".“' and pained, the strange giri
apsed into 'a precccipied state once ‘again.

What was she thinking now 7 Betty won-
derod. Surely her thoughts could only be
“!:,fm“ event to which they were nl’{ in-
vif at the castle, and tho pleasure it was
to mean? n

“By the way, Madge, your bike is quite
i]&:lghi for the journey, isn't it?” asked
Batty. 5

Madge gave a little start n: Detty threw
out that romark. She turned and gave the
Form captain a direct look.

“ It may get me as far as the town, Betty.
Then I may have to look in at the cyele-
shop, and get a few things done that ought
not to take long.”

Betty nodded, then laughed

“ Your machine alweys is in rather a bad
state,” she said. “You haven't the kn
that some of the others girls have—of doing
igur own repairs, Even n puncture is'a

ig K:h for you, eh 1”

hateful ;ilc:b 1 ggread Madge. “And
that's why I shall most likely call at the
cycle-shop, overtaking you later on.”

‘Was Madge going to hali at tho cyole-
shop s0 as to break away from the party of
girla?

Tt almost looked as if that was the easé.
But why should Madge want fo break away,
from her schoolfellows in tho town?

It could only be for the sako of being
able to complete the rest of the journey
alone, and of arriving alone at ‘the castle,
thus ensuring an individual weleome from
Lady Lundy and her daughier! But that
was not Madge's idea; Betty felt confident
of that.

Less than half an hour later the whole
party of girls set off on their bicycles,
pedalling out on to the main road in twos
and threes, and then whirring along with
much merry jingling of the cycle-bellx.

_ When they roached Darncombe, Madge
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Minden announced her intention of Jeaving
the Fourth-Tormers and ealling at the ciele-

shop.

Many of the Fourth-Formers demanded
the reason why, and to judge by the expres-
sions on their faccs they did not readily
accept Madge’s excuse that it was impera-
tive for her bicycle to reccive attention.

But Madge refused to bo drawn into a
lengthy discussion, and left the party of
cyclists. She mnde straight for the cycle-
shop, and asked the man’s opinion as to
what the machine needed to put it in
thorough repair.

“You ought to leave it with me for a
woek, miss,” told her, at the conclusion
of his inspection. “There are a dozen jobs
that I ought to do, but I couldn’t tackle
them all at once. I should have to fit 'em

in like.”

“That's quito all right,” said Madge
cheerfully. “But can you let me hire out
another machine in place of my own?”

“Why, as to that, miss,” the cyclo-agent
said, scratohing his head, “I have one
machine that ought to just suit you. But
this is our busy scason, you know, with so
many folk down from London for the
holidays. The machine has been hired out,
and won’t be brought back until four
o'clock.””

“That will do beautifully !” Madge eried.
I look back then.”

And next moment she was out of the shop.
setting off at a rapid pace on foot through
the quaint old streets,

The dating scheme had answered, and
her purpose was achieveal

She was at large in Barncombe, free for
an_hour, at least!

That hour she would spend in fulfilling
her rash promise to play again to the blind
lady, and nobody—nobody eat the school
would ever know!

So she was saying to herself, little dream-
ing how all her daring plans wers to bhe
upset by tho strangest turn of Fate!

CHAPTER 9.
Time Flies.

HERT. was the shabby old house that
M"df" had visited before, and she
could like it no-better to-day than

.. sho had last Wednesday.
Slightly out of breath after her sharp
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walk through the strects. Madge Minden
knocked at the door, and in a few minutes
she was being ndmitted by Janet, who had
the care of blind Mrs. Charteris. -

“Well, dear,” was Jonct's grecting,
“you've kept your promise, then? Ay, but
*tis good of ye, young lady. that it is!”

“I—F felt 1 must come,” Madge =aid,
speaking in a guarded tone. Yor she had
to remember that if Miss Charteris should
chance to hear her voice, the Indy would
know at once that somcone was acting as
a substitute for the hired playel
von did turn
e softly, “for
the old lady seems to wank the music to
comfort her very much just at present,
She's been very down, the last day or so,
and has spoken more fhan onco abouk music
boing the only thing that ean make her
happy. Ay, poor dear, ’fis sad—sad,
indeed 1”

Taking a few steps along the dingy hall,
Janet threw open the drn_wiug-mum door

and gestured to the schoolgirl.
“Go in, dear, and just start play at
once, liko you did afore, and I'll bring in

my mistress in a minute,™

8o once agein .Madge stepped dnto tha
room that had such a pent-up air ahonb it,
as il it was & mero stoveplace of costly
furniture, rather than part of a wealihy
lady’s home. And to-day the tragedy of ik
all impressed the girl more than ever,
because she now knew the sad slory of Miss
Charteris’s blighted lifo.

Now the room door swung open, and,
with Madge still playing on ai the piano,
old Janct led her blind charge into the
dim apartment, placing her in ey favourite
chair. )

For all the schoolgirl pianist knew that
the unhappy lady was quite hlénd, it always
gave her a thrill when those same cyes
were turned towards her. No shade eovered
them, and it scemed to Madge ax if they
must be staring at her and recognising her
as_® mero substitute player.

Not a word from M Charieris  did
Mad_ge receive during the & breuk in the
playing. As on the prev oceasion, the
grief-stricken woman just sai there, mute
and still, listening, listening, whilst her
mind went back to the long ago.

No doubt, Madge reflected, if she came &
hundred times to the house to perform this
good turn—for it was a good {urn, done
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both to Alva Forbes and to Miss Charteris
aliko—it would always be the same.

When the &inno was silent, at the end of
a picce, ali Madge heard was a very faint
sigh, aud then she knew that her music
was giving as much comfort as ever Lo the
tragic lady.

Madge went throngh the swonderful
Sonate Pathotigue, remembering how that
giecc had made a specinl improssion upon

or. blind listener the previous Wednesday,
and then it was time for the usual interval.

Janet crossed to the door and beckoned to
Madge to follow her out of the room, and a
fow moments later the pair of them were
in the gueerly furnished kitchen,

A kettle was boiling, and Janet made the
usual cup of tea for Madge, pouring out
one for herself.

“1 wonder if my mistress would like one,
too, just for oncc?” muttored the faithful
old soul. “I've tried her afore, dear, but
she has allus said ‘No.”

“] wonld certainly tvy her with a cup,”
Madge said. “Poor Miss Charteris, 1 can-
not look at her without feeling so veory
sorry for her. Oh, it is all, ali s0 sad!”

Ay, sad's right!” murmured Janct,
passing from the room with tho eup of tea.

Madge heard the woman's step padding
along to the drawing-room, and then, burst-
ing upon the tragic silonce of the house,
‘thore came a sound that made the schaol-
givl’s heart leap in her breast.

he hoard o shavp sorcam of horror and
dismay [rom old Janet.

Next moment the frightened woman was
rushing back .into the kitchen, - gesturing
appealing to the schoolgirl

“ Quick, quick, dear! My poor, dear mis.
trosg——"" -

“What's the matter?’ panted Madge,
getting down her cnp and jumping up.

“She’s badly. dear! She’s ill—pot a
seizure or snmmat! Oh, my dear, fotch a
doctor—quick! Find one zomewhore, and
get him to come at once! Quick—aquick I”

«All right, I'll go!” Madge exclaimed,
darting for the hall, “Tll be as quick as I
can!”

"« Thank’ee, dear—thank'ce! And tell him
it’s heart trouble, wont you? Oh, my
degr, tell him to huery ™

Madge, by now tugging back the stiff
latch of the strect door, nodded hastily.
Sho dragged the door open and was off
and away up the guiet street.
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A doctor—where could
nearest one?

She was excited. fully impressed with the
p‘oed for haste, but she was not flurried.
The shrewd thought came to her, like some
calm suggestion, that she could not do
better than try the main strect of the tows,
which was not far off.

So sho ran in that direction, and in
another minute her fleet figure. wos speed-
ing amongst the leisured folk who were
th?ng-mg tho street.

t one_point she hed to go past the town
hall clock, and at frst sliﬂ gave the big
hands only a casual glance. Then, with
a throb of alarm, she looked at them
again.

Four o'clock !

It was four o’clock, and by five o’clock at
the latest she must be with her chums at
the castle, for at thut hour they wore to
givo the part-songs, with herself as the ac-
companist,

Bhe had known all along that she would
be a little late in getting to the castle, only
that had not seemed to matter much, except
that it might get her into hot water with
Miss Massingham, il she found out. Bat
being as lato as all this—letting down the
whole Form by not being thero to play for
them—liow annoyed they would all be with
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she find the

er |

Then she thought of peor Miss Charteris
again, and forgot all other anxietics, all

rsonal perplexities. She stopped & passer-

v and panted eagerly:

“A doctor! an” you tell me, please,
where—"

“You want one ab once, miss?”

*“¥Yes, ves!t”

«Dr, Marlowe lives at the white house,
just past the County Stores, It's not a huns
dred yards—"

“Thank you!” cried Madge, and sho sped
on_again.

But Dr. Marlowe was out on & round,
and the maid who answered the ring of the
bell did not think ho would be back until
six o'olock.

“Try Dr. Briscombe, in TFast Street,™
said the servant. “Ha's gonerally in at this

time.”

But would he be in to-day? wondered
Madgo, as she sped off again.

Luckily sho knew the shortest way to
East Streot. Tho route took her pest the
town hall clock again, and sho saw how the
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big hand had moved on, es time always
must move on«—relantles&iyl
Ten-past four!
Madge’s mind switched back to what
would happen if she was late for the part-

BONES.

There would be such anger. not only
from the girls, but from Miss Massingham
and the headmistress, as would compel her
to make- some excuse for having been away
s0 long.  And what excuse could she make,
oxcept that the had been detained hy hav-
iﬁg to find & doctor for somcone who was
iz i &

That excuse would suffice, she know, pro-
vided she could say who the person was
who had been taken ill. And could sne do
that—dared she ?

It meant making a clean hreast of every-
thing, and how would a full confession
affect Alva Forbes? o

That poor girl was living In dread of
losing her pai ition as Miss Chartoris’
hired pianist,
breast of everything to the headmistress,
that lady would say that it was out of the
question for a Morcove scholar to go on
playing as a substitute under such strange
conditions.

As soon as Miss Charteris was better—if
she did got bettor—the headmistress would
sond her & letter, or call to explain matters,
and then an entirely new professional player
would be engaged, and Alva's position
would be gone for ever,

East Street at last! And there on a house
wall was a doctor’s brass plate !

Ma spurted for tho surgery door and
pressed hard at the bell, |
“Dr, Briscombe—is he in1"” she panted,

when the usual trim maid opened the door.
i z

“Ves, mis: 5 . x

“Then tell him, please—quick! He is
wanted at No. 10, The Retreat. Miss Char-
teris—she's ill1” .

“Wait ono moment, will youT" said the
maid, and she went away,

An ecternity of waiting scemed to follow,
but really it was less than a minute when
De. Briscombo came hurrying out to her,

“Well, young lady, you only just caught
me!” he greoted her pleasantly. was
just going out in the car. Wil u -come
Lapk with me to the lady's house

“No, thank you—yes!” DMNadgo said,
changing her mind suddenly. “I feel I must
know what is going to happen to the poor

If she, Madge, made & clean.
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M% whether she is going to live or die.”
e doctor’s chauffeur now brought the
fing car round to the front of the house,
and in a flash Madge was nbe;ving 3 wave of
the hand that meant “Jump in!”

Dr. Briscombe seated himself boside her,
and away they went, with the motor-horn
blaring again and again as the car threaded
its way swiftly through the narrow streets.

The front door of Miss Charteris’ strange
home was standing wide open when. they
got to it, and Madge, in spite of her agita-
tion, found herself wondering how long it
was since that door had been wide-flung ﬁil\
this? Years and years, as many as forty
long years, perhaps!

Madge took no part in what followed, but
went through to the kitchen and waited
there, whilst old Janct remained with the
doctor in attendance npon the patient, Tick-

tock ! went the old-fashioned clock on the
mantelpiece—tick-tock, tick-tock!

Half-past four, and still the schoolgirl
was beneath itheo roofl of this houso of sorrow

and tragedy! .
But now Janct’s shuffling &tep came
along the passage, and the old woman

bustled into the kitchen

“] dunno how to thank’co cnough,
deay,” she said, pressing a hand 1o her heat-
ing heart. “The poor lady was so badly, if
there’d been any delay—"

*She is better now, ihen

“ Ay, happen she’s out o' danger for the
present,” nodded the old housckeeper
shakily. “But Dr. Briscombe would tell 'ce,
it's beon touch and go with her, poor soul.
There’ll be no more playing today, of
course, but happen yuu's like to wait—""

“I would, indeed; but I mustn't,” broke
out Madge, with another glance at the

ock. "%I must be off at once, Janet. I
shall be thinking about Miss Charteris all
the time, though, and shall long to know
how she is. If—if I can manage it, I will
come again. 0 , I am not sore where
I shall be before the next few days are
out !”

Expelled, perhaps! Sent liome! That was
the grim thought rumning in her mind,
although she did not carc to rovenl it to
Janet. Bidding her a hasty good-hye she
darted into the street again, and now it waa
a brenthless rush round to tho cyels-shop, -
“That bicycle yon were to let mo have on
hire, is it in now ?” she gasped out, when
sho hurst into the shop. ¥
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“Yes, miss. Been in this last three-
quearters of an hour,” the man answered.
“ There it is, miss, and ”»
- “Thank you!” she =aid, and, springing
into the saddle, she pedalled off.
 The machine came gfrango to her after
the one ehe was so used to, and she started
wobbling badly. But, tetting her teeth and
taking a good grip on the handlebars, she
whirred away at the pedals, whilst the
desperate thought ran on and on in her
mind: Would she be in time, after all?

Seventeen minutes to five by the town
hall clock!

Could she do it, after all? The road out
to the eastle was tho usually hilly one com-
mon to this part of Devonshire. Could she
do the journey in seventecn minutes? If so,
she would at least be in time to play the

art-songs, and none could ever say she had
ef down the Form. 5

Nor perhaps would everything have to
come out about her visits to the blind lady’s
house. Let the whole school think what it
liked, she could still keep silent for poor
Alva's sake—could ga again te the house
and play for her, if only—

Pin,

In the céntre of the busy thoroughfare
Madge had to_jump from her saddle and
staro in sheer horror at the back wheel of
her machine.

Just her lnck—a puncturel

CHAPTER 10.
@etty Filled the Breach.

188  MASSINGHAM,  breaking
M away from one of the many groups
of people who were thronging the
grounds of Barncombe Castle,
sauntered across the grass to where Detty
Barton and her chums were standing.
“Well, girls,” she eaid, “I am sure you
are enjoying it all, eh 7™
“It’s glorious!” said Betty Barton.
“Weally wipping!” agreed Paula Creel.
“ Magnifique—magnificent!" eaid Trixie

[ope,
And murmurs to the same effect cameo
from Tess Trelawney and Dolly Delane.
“¥You will be quite ready to give your
art-songs in a few minutes!” pursued
fiss Massingham, glancing at her wrist-
watch, *“Lady Lundy said she would like
you to open the outdoor concert with your
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items, at fivo o’clock precisely, and it i
now five to five.”

“Yes, Miss Massingham.”

“All right, so long as you are prepured,” -
nodded the mistress, beginning to wander
off again. *“Madge is going to play for
¥you, of course. fha\-o not cnug‘l’mt sight
of her, but she must be amongst the crowd.”

Passers-by closed in between the mistress
and her girls, and—oh, what a relief it
was to Betty & Co. to be done for the
moment with Miss Massingham !

For she was perfectly ignorant &t present
of a fact which had already made most
of them feel very angry indeed.

Madge Minden had not turncd up at the
castle !

For the last hour or so etty had been
suggo&tlr}% all sorts of excuses for the ab-
sentco. But those excuses had como in for
less and less patient hearing by Polly,
Paula, Tess and the others. And now,
when the moment had almost arrived for
the singing to take place, matters had
reached a erisis.

Between Betty, still elinging to her faith
in Madge, and all the rest of the girls,
the split was widening fast! 5

“1 call it disgraceful!” fumed Polly Lin-
ton. *Bhe has simply made that call us
the cycle-shop an excuse for going off on
her own.”

“But, Polly—"

““Oh, don’t trot out any more excuses,
Pleﬂiu, Botty ! exclaimed Polly impatiently.
“You know no more than we do, all the
time, and so why suggest that ghe may have
met with an accident, and all that sort of
nonsensc? It is oniy making up a lot
of rubbishy excuses!”

“Yes, wather!”

“To fry and smooth things over,”
finisned Polly. ' And, so far as I am cons
cerned, things can't be smoothed over any
longer! Unless Madge is here on the stroke
of five, 'm done with her!”

“And I!” *And 11" muttered tho
others.

Cora and Judith Grandways suddeniy
appeared, with smirking looks on their

fooes.

“Seen Madge Minden?” they called out’
loudly. %

#“No—where?” eried Betty’s chums ex-
citedly.

“0Oh, we haven’t scen her!” said Cura,
walking away with lher sister, *“No ane
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has! I expect she is at the cincma agam.
Ha, ha, hal”

“Just as if she would go to & cinema

when she had this invitation to the out-

Betty. —

gcal-s—hlrk}'" struck  in
in dismay. “That's five o'clock
now, bai Jovel”

Madge not hero! All right,” said
Polly grimly, **this is the end of it! Bhus
no longer & chum o{ minel Letting down
the I'orm like this!”

“One thing,” muttered Tess, “she will
heve to pay a mice ponalty for her goings-
on! - She will bo oxpelled this time, lor
a certainty!” :

“Yes, watherl But, geals, I—-
Cwacious!” Paula exclaimed. “Ifesh is
Lady Lundy, bai Jove. coming -to ask us
to sturt the concert!™

Butty, like the rest, cast a dismayea
glance at the lady who was smilingly
approaching the

At the same ti the girls were aware
of the throng setting towards the spot
where the open-air concort was to be held.

“Girls!"” cried Ludy Lundy gaily, “I am
go grateful {o you for promising to open the
concert, because I know how shy the solo-
ists [ecl if there isn’t a bit of chorus-eing-
ing to apen with."”

She turned and waved a dainty hand to-
wards the concert-ground.

“You will find everything ready for you,
%:1 ls, and the audience will be settled by

o time you have assembled. So off you
g0, and I'am sure Morcovo Schaol is going
to give us a very fine musical treat!’

Then she had to hurry away, her duties
as hostess kecping her every moment on
the move.

“Umph!” said Pelly, sturmg hard at
Betty. “In a bit of & iix, aren’t we? And
all through Madge!1”

“\What a shamo it is!” exclaimed Tess,
frowning.

“You ought to have.explained to Lady
Lundy,” one of the girls said to Betty
bitterly, “we can't do our ijtem becauso
Madﬁo Minden preferred to go off on her
own.

door fote!” exclaimed
“ Gwacious,
Pnula,
)

THE GIRL MORCOVE MISJUDGED!

Betty and the rest knew was from Cora
Grandways.

“Do come along, girls!” Miss Massing-
ham repeated, striding towards thoem.
“Madge—where is Madge Minden?”

“She—she is not here,” was all Betty
countd say.

“*Not bere! You don’t mean io say that
she—she has nob yet arrived 7>

Silence answered that question, and Miss
Massinghamn lost all tho good humour thafi

she had been showing all throughout the
afternoon.
“XNot. here! Then sho has {aken advan-

tﬂgu of tho special favour she wus shown
in being allowed to come, to ot into fresh
mischiel 1  She has gone off to scek lier
own amusements!”

*8he has let down the whole Form, any-
way I said XElla Elgood disgustodly.

“1 should think Madge will be bhere

soon,” put ora Gramdways, with o
malicious grin. “The cincma closes tor
an holw at six o'clock!”
e he, he!” sniggercd Judith.
"'1‘l\|s is no laughing matter!” Miss
Massingham said sternly. *I—— lhallv,

nothing short of expulsion will teach Madge
Minden a lesson, that is evident! But wo
cannot wasto time bnlking about her now |
The audience is—"

Aud there Miss Massingham

p:ulsc:l,
gasping with dismay,

“I am forgetting,” sho cxclaimed. “ With-
out Madge Minden, you simply can't give
those son| sl hey are nothing without
tlm iano

Vo shall never hold together, I'm sure,”
murmured Po!l’y “if we do try them with-
out the piano.

“I am annoyed—oh, 1 frel
noyed !” fumed Miss '\rhslmgham
the Headmistress will say about this, X
dread to think| 1& is making us all look
so ridiculous, and all because of one girll
Well, I must find Lady Lundy and tell her
that we—>"

*Miss Massingham, one momenl !” broke.
out Betty, who had been frowning and
biting her underlip in an agitated manner.
“;Szzpp?'exng' 1 take Madge’s placo at the

most an-
at

“And a nico sort of thing that is to |piano?

bave to own to!” grimaced Polly,

““Yes, wather! Weally, geals, [—""

“ Betty—all of you!” broke in the voico
Miss Massingham, from a fow paces
awav. “Come slong! They are waiting 1™

*#a, ha, ha ™ pealed out a laugh, which

of

“ ’\Ylouz'l, it Mad,
“My playing is tmt a patch on Ma '8,
I know,™ u.ldg Betty, gn?nlf red and wgl:)te
l\{ turns, “but if you will say the word,
hlsa Massingham, I—!'ll maonage some-
ow |
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*“Burely, though, you will never——"

“Yos, sho will, Miss Massingham,” put

“1F Betty says she will manage,
she will just do it!"

“Then, for goodness' sake, hurry, Betty!
All of you!™ urged the Form-mistress ex-
citedly, “hurry along and make a start,

forc ™ audience loses patience!”

Betty set off, and tho others swarmed
after her. In a minute they were behind
the curtained-in plot of ground that was
reserved for the artistes, and there they
took & moment for breath, whilst Betty
rummaged out the songs which had been
brought along by Miss Massingham in the
©ar.

The warm, summer air was full of the
hum of talk, but that subdued sound died
away as Betty, taking a good grip on her-
self, stepped forward to the piano. "Then
someone started to clap, and the plaudits
swelled out as all tho rest of the girls
trooped from behind the curtains on to
the makeshift stago.

Betty took her scat at the piano.. She
opened out the first bit of music, and saw
a wholo pm}e of prelide confronting her
That page had got to bo played by lhor,
and would be lnbened to by this critical
audience before the voices joined in. What
an ordeal for the girl who accounted her-
self no brilliant pianist by any means!

But sho was on her mettle now. BShe
struck tho opening chords, and then sho
became deadly calm.

Hushed. too, was the big audicnce. Not a
sound, save the ripple of the pmno-nntvs,
until, in perfect unison, thoe singing started.

“Than gwdmss!” Butt} was breathing
to herself, *no blunder at the beginning!”
- Nor was there to be any humiliating
breakdown half-way through the song.

* Belty played, and the girls sang almost
faultlessly. 8o the audience seemed to
think, at any rate, for the ond of the first
song was the signal for a round of sincere
applause.

They gave another piece, and that, tuo,
was received with de t. A third song
should have been the last, but the audienen
elapped and cla P\:ﬁpnd and eried out for
an encore, so that Betty had to hold a
hurried consultation with *the choir,” and
then swiftly turn up another picce in the
album,

* Bravo—bravo, gir applauded tho

nndiencoe. at the conclusion of this extra

woug, “Well done, Morcove! Brave!”
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““Oh, goodness, fet's get out of this:™
Polly "was stying, below her breath,
‘“¥Yes, wather!” agrecd Paula. *Gwa-
?ons, geals, 1 feel quite w1d:culous, bai
ov

But before they could scamper away
someons came forward, holding up a hand
for silence, and instantly all the hand-
clapping died away.

it was Lady Lundy who had suddenly .
stopped before the audience.

*Ladies and gentlemen,” she cried look-
ing very pleased, “before we go on with
the little concert—before these girls leave
tho stage, possibly to scatter over the
grounds—I1 think 1 ought to say how grati-
fied I am with what they have done, as
I am sure all of you are!”

“Hear, hear!”

“I am all the wmore pleased,” went on
the hostess, “because I now understand
that the girls have done their turn under
rather dillicelt conditions. The girl who
was to have played thmr parts has failed

to turn up, snd so—"
ravo, the rpiani sang ont one

hearty old gentleman.
“Yes, indeed!” laughed Lady Luundy.

smiling at the blushing Betty, “I think
we all oufrht to give you a little cheer ali
to yourself, Botty Barton!™”

“Yes, wather!” cried Paula, whilst
Polly and the rest looked ]usl: us eager
to npplnu(l their Form captain’s success.

“Hip, hip! then,” eried Lady Lundy,
with a wave of tho arm.

“Hurrah! Hurrah! ”

Tho cheering was tremendous, and 1t
only died down when Lady Lundy raised
her hand for silence,

“Ladies and gentlemen,” she said, **aI-
though the Moreove girls have p:.r!ormr-d
so_creditably, and entortained us to such
splendid music, I am going to ask them
to gne us just one more item. Will you.
girls?

Hurrah !
'J‘hem was ancther terrilic burst of cheee-

Had Betty and tho others wished Lo re-
fuse, they could searcely have done =0, in
view of tho reception that Lady Lundy’a
prnpuB\ImH lhad received.

Thc mnusic was soon proe ved, an
2 bar

d Befty

piano, when a rod,
soen 1o dash towards the §1| lr-,m
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It was Madge Minden, the girk who had
failed tho Form!

So surprised was Betty, that, for a mo-
ment, she panmd in her pllymg, and the
rest of the girle uttered cries of amazement,

And then Madge did a very wise thing.
She saw what was happening—saw that the
Form was giving the entertainment, and,
turning suddenly she made her way to the
back of the platform.

And the Fourth-Formers continued with
their playing and singing, to be applauded
at the end with a burst of cheering ana
hawd-clapping that could be heard for miles
around.

Madge had kept out of tho way during
the performance. What would her chums
think of hor? That was tho question that
was agitating her mi

She was soon to know, for, after the per-
!ormnnce !hcy crossed over to her.

*Hallo

“Bo llnre }ou are, Madge |”

* Bai Jov:

Cries of lhu sort camo from Betty
Barton and Uo,. as they came upon Madge
er:d:-n v\xmng af the back of the siaj

ch, I've got here at last!™ l\ﬁdge
“I'm awfully sorry that I am
?:lel But—but have you finished 7"

“Yes!" Half a dozen ot the girls spoke

lr.. once. “We've done ol part in the
ﬁmmme!"
Hanaged without youl”

“Yes, wather! And made a gweat sue-
cess, bai Jove!”

“Thanks to Betty managing the piano!™

Madge Minden looked lﬁunderstruc

“Betty played beautifully,
specially than el by Lady
Polly Linden.

“Im. glad of that!™ exclaimed Madge
“T mean. glad she won such praise.
Betty—

ne mumunt‘, Betty,” interposed Polly.
“If you are going to let Madge Minden
claim your company, then you are going
to lose mine. Tllnl'u all 1>

“And mine!™ “And minel”

“Weally, Betty deah, I shall gweatly
wegwob taking any stwong action, but if

and  was
undy !” said

you are going to listen to Madge Minden,
then I'm off, bai Jove! Yes, wather!”
“Wait—ol, wait a moment!” Betty

pleaded desperately.  *“*Madge bas “some
t.v!.lulm!.mn surely ! Fair lllla-h girls!”
“Well?” said Polly, halting in the act
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of turnmg BWEY.
tion 7

Madge had recovered her broath, and
was_much calmer by now.,

“Y was detained,” she said, “by halng
asked to fetch a doctor for someon

he, ha!” chuckled Cora
Judllh who were close to the group.
boautiful excuse—if it is true!”

It is truel” Hashed Madge. * After
getting hold of tho doctor, I got a bike
from tho cyclo-shop and started to ride
ard. I would have been in time, I do
beht-\c, ondy e

“You had a puncture?” suggested Cora,
wi:h another malicious smile. *I thought

* Another

“What is the explans-

“A

“He, he, he!" giggled Judith.
puncture !”

Madge bit her underlip.

“If you don't choose to believe mo——-"

“Oh, we believe tho puncture ha lppcned,
right enough I”* sncered Cora. *“Only punc-
turcs sometines happen becanse someone
sticks & pin in the tyre on nuumsol

*“Puncture or no punﬂturc, cried out
Polly d:sguslﬂdly, “you've let us down
shamefully, Madge.”

“No, Po{ly " said Betty quickly, " Mndge
says she had to fetch o doctor—

“That doesn't matter; she sllouhln t have
been roaming about the town, and then
she wouldn’t have been drnppml on for the
errand 1” Polly asserted angrily. * Vou've
been away a]f tho afternnon, Madge, and
you ought to have been here. And I say
that's the finish of it1”

The other girls were murmuring their
full agreement with this angry remark,
when Miss Massingham suddenly appoared
in their midst.

“When dnd you arrive, Mn_duu \lmdun !”

“A ago, Miss D

“Where have you been sinco ¥ou parted
with the girls at the cycle-shop 1"

This question drew no answer from the
miscreant, and so (A)ru Grandways put in
a snmashc remark.

“Madge has hed her bieyclo punctured

again! He, he, he!”
“1Is that the excuse—the sameo paltry ex-
cuse that you gave before¥” cried Miss

quxmgham. giving full play to her anger
at
% She has another oxcuse,”
Judith Grandways, grinning. Sl)o had to
fetch a doctor for somncone, a, ha, ha!®
“For whom did you have to fotuh a doo-

remarked



_ field’s car round at the castle front.

'i.zood Cora and
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Madge Minden
l' me cverything!
Then Madge spoke again.

“Jf you please, Miss DMassingham, I
would rather not tell you!”

“Tt does not please me at all!” was the
stern comment on this reply. *“Madge, §
am utterly disappointed in you. You wena

i Tell me the name--

graoted freedom from the school to-day, as|.

an act of grace, and this is ]mw you rc\\ard

your for lncr
Miss Massingham paused for broath
“Go from here this very instant, L
she resumed. “ You will find Miss Sgo‘i"nekl
ake

our seat in it, and douw’t you dare stir until

iss Somerfield and I join you! II you
have a bieyele with you, I m‘ll arrange to
have it rcturned to tho shop.”

These commanding words were followed
by a stern wave of tho hand, and next
moment, Madge, with drooping head and
rather pa.ln cheeks, was passing away.

Amongst the crowd of schoolfellows only
one girl had a sorrowful glance for tho
culprit, and that girl was Betty. Polly,
Peaula, Tess, Trixte, and manz others—
they did not scruple to betray utter disgust
for one whom they felt to be undeserving
of the least compassion. And there, also,
udlth gloating with de-

ht.
Now for a_thorough bust-up, Judv dar-

.- ling, between Betty aud her cronies !” Cora

whispered gleelully to her sister,
moved away.

Judith nodded and smiled with equal
assurance. And, indecd, there was ample
proof in the course of the next hour or
two as to the tense situation existing bo-
tween the Form captain and her following.

The Grandways sisters rode home with
the rest on their bieyeles, and they did
not_fail to notice how glociny the wsually
merry party of girls had become.

Hardly & word passed. When they got
to the scthool perch, Miss Somerficld’s car
was standing therc r.\mptj and Betty made
‘an eager dart at a senior girl who w-.s

as they

passing by to ask a question.
W here is Madge; do you know,
please

The queehom:d senior was Ethel Court-
way, the head girl of the school.

“Madge is in Miss Somerfield’s ltudy
who answered nreh‘ *“and ﬂlxat u going
ta Innprsn T don’t like to thin!

Well,” burst out Polly thon. ":f Madge

r
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is ecxpelled, t will only be \\lml she de-
sorves! I can't help saying so!

There swas a chorus of murmurs o Lhe
same cffect from all the rest.
But Betty sighed hard,

Qe ——
CHAPTER 11.
Losing Her Friends.

HE long summer’s day was cndml at
last, and Madge Minden was sitting
all alone i in her study with a brood-
ing look in her large eyes.

This evening there was an unusual
silence in this part of the great schoolhouse.
No cheery voices of other givls camo to
the one who was sitting here like this
Silonce and gloom! In a vaguoc way she
was conscious of these things, and vaguely,
perhaps, she felt that they typified what
wns in store for her for many days to

com

&llenco, because she would be left all
alone by those who had once been her
friends; gloom, because her mind would be
ever darkened by the thought of all tho
disgrace in which she stood,

Bub now—hark! Here was someone tap-
ping at the door. It opened, and Botty
Barton came in.

* “Madge dear—"

“Oh, whv did you bother ;ourse![ about
me, Betty "

“I had to come in for a moment belore
lock-up,” the Form captain pleaded softly.
“I couldn’t bear the idea of going to bed
and h g to lic awake and think about
you, without knowing the reason why you
—why things have gone like this.”

“If you are asking me {o tell you where
I went to-day, Betty, it is .no use,” Madge
said, stiffening in her scat. *Not a bit
of mse!”

Betty sighed.

“J can't make you ont at all, Madge.
Don't you feel the necd of somcone—a
friend—at this timo? A friend who sull
belicves that you can have done nothing
to be really aglaumed of ¥ 2

Madgo furned her dark eyes upon the
chptain.

¥ Yes,” she gulped, “I do feel the naeld,
Betty. IPs guite & new thing for me i
feel ¥ want to be less independent. You
keep on showing your faith in me when
cverybody else has given mo up as a baa
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job, and I want to repay you by ftelling
yon—something.”

*Then why not——""

“It wouldn't do, Betty. 'Lhat's all T can

Madgo shook her head and then sut vory
still, staring at the wall. 1n the deepening
pgloom, she seemod to sec o vision of thaso
gs about which sho dare not tell Betiy
~—tho vision of horself at the old piano in
ihat house of tragedy; the vision of a blind
lady sitting mute and sti}l, listening to the
musie,. Would such a scene take place
again? It wight have to take place. zv
Madge was thinking.

The blind lady would get over her illness,

and in a little while—in a few days it
might be—she would be wanting to hear the
ukf melodies again. But Alva Forbes
wonld still be prevented from playing, and
so-—what must happen?
. Was it not certain that there would be
a sudden appeal for her—Madge—to go
over to the house once more? It was guite
certain, she felt, and this very cortainty
was the reason why she had been unabloe
to tcll everything to Miss Somerfield—why
she could confide nothing to Betty.

*“There mre all sorts of vague ruinours
gomg around,” Betty broke out at last,
*as to what Miss Somerfield is going to do
with you. I should like to know the truth,

ladge.”

“T can tell you that, anyhow,” was the
answer. “Y am to be stricily guted for
the rest of the term, and I am not to come
back to Morcove atter the holidays.”

. “That is—expulsion,” said Betty, winc-
ing.

“¥es. It is a polite form of expulsion,”
nodded Meadge.

*1 am awfully sorry for you, dear—I
am, really! Because, even now, Madge,”
whispered Betty, stepping close and laying
an affectionate hand on the miscreant’s
shoulder, “I feel that you don’t descrve
it. IE"we only Enew———"

“* Ah, if you could only be told, it might
make a bit of difference!” Madge broke in
softly. “But I can’t tell you, you see, and
so—— You had better leave e, Betty.”

. Tl say Iguod-night now, Madge; but,

in a sense, am not leaving you, nor will
ever, if I can help

tain of the Form.

and  always

£riend '™

it,” said the cap-
‘Guuﬂ-m%ht, Madge,
remember  that am:° your
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Next moment Beity took ker departure
from the study.

Blowly she went along the dim corridor
to Study No. 12, -

There she found Polly and a whole erowd
of Fourth Formn girls, all of whom fell
silent as she rejoined them.

“I heve just looked in upon Madyge——""

“We guessed you liad,” broke vul Grace
Garfield stilly.  * Well ?”

Betty did net like the
Wl

**She had nothing to say, oven in confi-
dence.”

sound of that

“Thore is nothing she cu ay Lthat wall
excuso her recon ehavio: ' said Ella
Ligood tartly. “Thal’s what we all feel,

don's we, girls?”

“Yes, Betty,” sighed Tess. “It is no |
vse! If Madgo has preferved to risk ex-
pulsion rather than give up the mad course
she bas been following lately, that’s her
look-out. But we are thinking that it js
hardly the thing for our own Form captain
to remain Madge's champion !

Several of the girls murmured, as if thoy
were pleased at the way Tess bad pub
things.

“How can you go on defending her?™
Polly burst out at last. *“She has bo-
haved disgraccfully—has flouted our friend-
ship, and been too jolly independent alto-
gether 1V

“Yes, wather!”?

“I do not defend her,” Betty said
quietly, sitting down at the table. *“A¢
least, I mean, T am not wanting io make
light of the things she appears to have
one,, They put her quite out of court,
I know, but, supposing there is something
sho has been doing that is really all to her
credit, if we only knew?"”

“Oh, that’s nonsensc!” grimaced Polly.

Round tho edge of the open doorway
appeared the heads of two other girls—

ora and Judith!

Betty saw them, but paid no heed to
the spiteful couple. What she did Beed,
with a pang of sadness, was iho gradual
drawing together of all the other girls,
leaving her with a sense of isolalion.

“Surely,” she pleaded carncstly, “it is
nothing very l:orrﬁ;ulu if I still cling to my
faith in Madge!”

“TIt isn’t fair!” said Grace Garfield. *'1f
you are going to support her, then you
can't oxpect us to support you!”
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“TIs ihat whai you all say?» =
* After what bas hoppened to-day—jyes,”
said Ella ¥lgood and hall a dozen others.
“Aud you, Polly 7
“I think (he Form"naptnin ought to drop

Minden now,
wl if the Form captain feels she
ean’t £

Polly shrugged her shoulders, moving a
liftie farther ﬁ'om Betty.

“Lhen I must drop the Form captain,
that's all. But I hope it won’t come to
shat, Betty.”

*Yes, wather I” said Paula, in great dis-
tress, i

In the sudden, lense silence that fell upon
them all, they lieard the bell calling them
10 the evening muster in hall.

By twos and Lhrees the girls drifted away
uniil Betty was aware that she and Polly
wure the only two left Lehind,

“Bhut that door a moment, Polly,” the
Form captain pleaded gently.  * Before we
go down, dear, let’s—oh, let’s sec if we
can’'t agree to differ!”

But Polly kept the door wide open, and
tock a step towards the possage,

“I am fraid, Betty,” she said, “you aro
a bit unreasonable, I'm like the  rest—I
don't feel inclined to back you up wheil
you are all the time backing up a gir] who
has played about with us—let us dewn—
shown that she doesn’t eare s rap whether
she gets expelled or not!™ "

“Madge does ecare, Dollyl Oh,

T

she

‘Bo you ihiuk, and that
difier, of course!™

Then Polly, like the others, was gone,
and Ay Barton sat for a full minute
alone in the study, her pretty face show-
ing very w in the deep gloom.

When_at last she aroused herself with a
sbarp sigh, and passed out into the corri-
dor, she canie npon Cora and Judith, talk-
ing with Xlla Elgood, Grace Garfield, and
two_or three other girls.

“Very well!” Corn ended the conversa-
tion by saying, as the Form captain came
along.” “Then y and I will see you in
our study at tea-time to-morrew,”

“¥es, all right!” was tho chorused an-
swoelr,

And DBetty knew ihea thet wiat she had
feared all along was now o 1inyg to pass.

All the friends she was locing 2o fast—
they .were_going to back up Cora Grand-
wiays againl

is where we
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CHAPTER 12,
Trusied By One.
ROM a shady cornev of the big play-
F ing-field at Movcove School, Madge
Alinden  stood watching a  cortain
purty of givls at a pick-up game of
ericket, '
Madge was guite alone, and a stran,
might have mustaken her for a “nev
scholar who had not yet bad time to make
i;icmls with other members of ihe Fourth
orul,

- she was not only quite apart from tha
gitl ericketers, but reccived no Friendly hail
from them, altheugh they mmst have been
aware of her presence fifly yards away,

Yet Madge was anything but a newcomer
to Morcove.

Watching the party at thei
could name every member o
remember when cach of these gi
her friend.

There was Polly Linton, iho
the Form. There was Paula Crecl—aristo-
crati auln, with her amusing simper,
There was Tess ‘Lrelawney, one of 'the nicost

irls in the Form, and her chum, Trixic

ope, who had a fancy for talking French,

Dolly Delane was also here—“Dolly the
Doormat,” as she had been dnbbed, be-
eauso her obliging nature was liable to let
people frample on her feelings. And,
amongst others, there was—

!

game, sho
and could
liud Leen

deap of

No )

It was a thing that Madge Minden was
realising with a sudden nasfy pang ut_this
mouent. Betty Bacton, the captan of the
Yorm, was nof taking put in the game.
And why was that?

Why was Detty abscit from the field alio-
gether at present ?

Madgn could guess the reason.

It was one that made her draw her dark
brows together over her large, lov cyos.
Heaving a deep breath that was very much
like a sigh of distress, she suddenly walked
away, ing straight towards tho school-
house <oor.

It was that delighiful part of the summer
afternoon round about tea-time, Classes
bad been dismissed at three-thirty, and there
had been a full hour in which the gitls
could cnjoy themselves out of doors before
ronping in to tea.

otty  Barion—withont doubt she would
have been onc of the first to throw herself
heart and seul inte thal game of cricket, if
avly tha vest of the givls had usked her to
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zoin them. But they must have kepb aloof
rom lier to-day, and once again Madgo
Minden knew the reason why.

With that look of distress deepening on
her pretty face, Madge made her way up
to the Fourth Form studics, and, going past
fier own, knocked at Belty's door.

Tt was all as Madge bad feared. .

Betty Barton, the Form captain, was
aleae in this study, bitterly conscious of the
fact that chums, once so.eager to throng
aronnd her, were hardly chums any longer,

“(Can we have a bit of o talk, Betty!”
Madge asked, entering the room.

“Oh, yes; sit down,” the Form captain
said, Di |%lm:uing up with rather an effort.
“‘I'ho girls won’t be indoors for fcn minutes
and even then they—they mayn't
lock in here.” Y

“Even Polly may kecp away?” sug-
gested Madge sadly. “Even Polly, who
xhares this study with you, and who used to
Le hardly ever out of your sight?”

Oh, well "—Betty Barton gave a shrug,
siill trying to Jook cheerful—*"little differ-
ences between friends are bound to occur, I
suppose, from time to time!"

“Betty, it is no use your making light of
things; I know " how serious they are,”
Madge said. after a pause. *This is_no
trifling tiff between you and the other girls,
Polly, in d]mrticullr, was a -great chum of
yours; and even she has changed.”

“Things arc not very happy just at
proseiit; I pretend they are,” said Betty.
“But we *maun bear wi’ it,’ as folk say up
ir. the north. What can’t be cured must.be

Madge.”

it can be cured,” said Madge
AMindenr  carnestly, © “That's  what has
hrought me lhere now, Betty. Down on the

field just now I saw all your old chums
playing together, and you were not there,
and it—it hurt me, Betty, to realiso that
it's all through me.”

“You shouldu’t make yoursclf miscrable
on my account,” said the Form captain,
“ After all, Madge, you didn't bog me to
stand up for you when the other girls began
to lose fuith in you. I did it quite of m
own _ accord. id it—well, because
couldn’t liclp feeling that you still deserved
to be trusted instead of doubted.”

Madge was not a girl to display her feel-
ings vﬁn’ openly. She was ﬁ a reserved,
independent disposition. But her eyes shono
now with unmistakable gratitude towards
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this true friend who had defended her at

such bitter cost to herself.
“What can I say, Detty?” Madge said
huskily.  “Only that your csufidence in me

is not altogether undeserved. T really have
not doserved one half of the hard things the
girls have said about me, But there it is;
npﬂcamuues have been all aguinse me, an
1 have no right to be angry with them, I
suppose, for
*Still, dea
“Wait a moment,” went on Madge
quickly. “That being the cese, you really
ought not te be expected to take this stand
for me, since any oulsider would say that
the girls-are right and i,-ou are wrong. I

losing faith in me.”
i

never wanted you to stand up for me, Betty;
I ought not to let you.”

“] am afraid you can't prevent me,"”
emiled the Form eaptain. “1f I choose to
believe that Madge Minden, in spite of
appearances, has never reaildy done anything
to bg ashained of, Madge Minden can’t stop

e !

“No,” said Madge, with a rueful grimace.
“But I do feel I ought to persuade you,
Betty. That's why % have come to you
now, Betty. I can't bear the idea of your
going on_like this—losing fricnds eon my
account. I'm not worth it.” E ;

“Then I must differ from you, as I have
differed from the others.”

“You arc an obstinate little brick!”
Madge cxclaimed, with a sharp laugh that
bad little mirth in it. " As captain of tho
Form your plain duty in this case is to take
the samo-poiut of view that the rest of the

irls have taken, Detty They say that I

ave been doing disgraceful things again
and again just ht:‘liy; that I've as g as
got mysclf expelled, because you know, I
am nof allowed to return to the school after
the holidays, and so they can’t trust mo any
more.”

“Nor would I be able to trust you,
Madge, if T were only guided by what has
come to light,” Betty rcjoined. * You cer-
tainly appear to have covered yourself with
disgrace in many ways. DBul——-" N

“You.just feel that there has heen some-
thing behind my conduct all along—some-
thing that, if it were known——"

“Ves that is what I feel, Madge; and
whilst that fecling remains I can’t look wpon
you as a girl to be dropped and despised:™

There was another pauso hetween the two,

Madge got up and took a turn sbout the
room, sighing softly to herself.
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“Once again, Betty, this is awfully
brickish of you. I—— You will never
know what it has meant to me, finding that
there is one school friend of mine who has
never lost faith in me. Of course, what I
ought to do is to reward you by tai:mg you
into my confidence.”

“Oh, I bave given up hoping that you

will ever confide in me or anybody !" Betty

said, with o sad smile. *You always were

so_independent—more's the pity 1”

“It’s not that so much now,” Mad
answered, with a slow shake of tho head.
““I know I have been rather one to keep my
affairs to inyself in the past. DBut—"

. Pausing & moment, she took a sudden
step that placed her close to the Form
captain, and she Jaid a hand wpon that
girl's shoulder.

“Betty, do you know that I long to con-
fide in you now, and I can’t 1"

“Oh, if you went to, Madge, then don't

say you can't!”
l?, daren’t]! I'm not being obstinate,
Betty. I'm not !:eepin% silent out of false
pride, or—or anything like that. I really
must not try to explain why it is that several
times I’ve been away from the school for an
hour or twoe under circumstances that made
the Headmistress think I was doing rash,
foolish things,”

“You never went to that cinema in Barn-
combe, anyhow, Madge, although every-
thing pointed to your having been there,”

“No; I denied it at the time, and I deny
it still, Betty., And then that other time I
was suppmwé to have been enjoying myself
in the town—there was nothing of the sort,
Bettg—molbing! If enly you could know

“Madge, you must tell me!*” Betty cried,
jumping up. “You must, dear. 1 am not
one todpry——you know that. I only want to
be told—*

“You deserve to be told, Betty: - but I
can't—I daren’t tell you!”
“ Madge—>"

“8h1* cut in the girl who was in dis-
race. ‘“There arc the others coming.along
lie_passage now '

She quitted the room hastily, and Betty
had not been alone & moment or so before
Polly Linton, parting from the rest in the
passage, came in,

Betty expected to see her study mate go
ont again at once; but no.

Polly dropped into an easy-chair, and sat

.
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there, getting her breath back ‘after the
strenuous exercise out of doo,
“Well, I suppose we had better think
about tea,” she said presently. o
Before Baetty coqu answer, the door
opened and Paula Creel looked into the

room.
“Polly deah,” she drawled, “aren’t you
wu{\l_r coming to tea with Tess and Dolly 1"
““No, thanksl You heard me say that
I— Oh, I'm having tea here with Betty 1"
“Vewy well, Polly,” said Paula, with a
shrug, and she withdrew her head and shut
the door again.

“What’s that about your net’ wanting to
have tea with those others?” Betty asked

gently.

“.\nthinﬁ," said Polly lightly, *except
that I—well. T thought I ought to be with
you for a bit.”

“ Polly—"

“I'm sick of going on as if—as if—oh, as
if we had had a violent split!” Polly burst
out, jumping to her foet. “You didn't
come down to cricket just now, Detty!”

“How could I, Poly? mean, it only
makes a sor ol painful situation, We
haven't quarrelled.”

“No, we haven't quarrclled. But wo—
Oh, bother—hother A m]_ge Minden, I say,
for cnusing tlis npset!” yushed on Pol
storming about the room. “Ii it bad nof.
been for Madge we shouldn’t be in this
state 1 :

She was flinging open a cupboard door,
to start %cu.ing_ out ihe tea-things, but
paused to face round upon the troubled cap-
tain of the Fourth,

“And our sort of strained relations,
Betty, that’s not the worst part about it at
all,’”” she added gloomily. “There are soma
girls not content with being a bit huffy with
you as ¥ am—I admit it —at present. They
are not only “off ' with you altogether, but'
are ‘on’ with the Grandways sisters.”

Betty winced.

“I know, Polly. Of course, Cora and
Judith Grandways are glorying in this sr]it.
They always knew that my loss of a follow-
ing would bo their gain. “That’s why I did
s? want to avoid ever falling out with any
of you.

“Then why didn’t you avoid it?"” Polly
cried reproachfully. *““Why didn’t you have
the sense to sco that we were all bound to
feel fed-up with Madge—disgusted with her,
a_rr_i tglwt your defending her was very
riing
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“I_conldn't adopt your attitude fowards

ber, Polly.”

“Not even to avoid a split ?”
3 ‘:Nm ., You don't know how sorry I um,

U

“All right; we won’t talk about it. I
don’t want to quarrel, and we come very
near to quarrelling when we bring up that
hateful subject, We'll bury the hatchet over
tea, an, 1t

“That's awfully nice of you, Polly. But—
nrv-:;.)?lm ’f«mr- is, ! am not staying in to tea.”

“Oh

“I am going oul for a oycle ride, and
=hall get a cup of tea somewhere in the
town.”

“Tn that cuse,” said Polly, slamming shut
the cupboard door, *“I may as well go an
have tea with Tess and Dolly and the rest,
after all.” 5

*Yesr, op Iv.
will da,” said Botty.

Then she sradm{ to put on her outdoor
things, whilst Polly promptly went off to
explain to Tess Trelawney & Co. how
matters stood,

That's what T hope you

It cost the Form capiain a pang to sce
her for chum go off like that; but she
felt had been up to her to save

Polly the ordeal of having tea in this study.

It would have been en ordeal, no doubt
about thalt and for that rcason Betty had
spoken of going for the cyele ride.

She didn't want to go out, 8he would
have preferred & bhundred times more to
day in and have tes with Polly, even under
rather strainec conditions. But she was not
thinking of her own feclings. She was try-
ing to stady Polly's,

In a_ecounple of minutes she was ready to
set off, and” she passed quietly from the
study, closing the door softly.” Tess and
Dolly’s study was next door, and Betty
heard a pleasant murmur of voices coming
from the whole roomful of company.

That made her wince again; but the most
painfnl moment of all was yet in store.

Fven as she went forward along the
vorridor some five or eix girls suddenly
turned into it whilst at the same instant
another study door was opened, and Cora
Crandways looked out,

Cora gave & swift, hostile glancy at the
lonely KForm captain, then eried to the
approaching girls:

* Come on, all of vou! ‘lea is made !”

She stood back, joining her sister Judith
just inside their study
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With the table all Jaden with o very lavish
meal, and with tri:!mghx.nt looks upon their
handsome faces, the designing couple stood
ready to give a gushing welcome to the
girls who had accepted their invitation té
the little banquet.

Betty was a witness to it alll

Nothing could bave pleased Cora and
Judith better.

< Cheerio, Ellal Come along in, Grace "

So the almost shouted grectings went on,
the two sisters raising their voices on
"“T{’f" to let Botty hear,

“Well, Etta, it's a long time since we had
this pleasure!”

These were not girls who had been the
Form captain’s best chums up to the time
of the “split.” Ella Elgood, Grace Garfield,
Etta Hargrove, Elsie Drew, and the one or
two others who were now filing info the
Grandways' study—they had been the last to
§m: Betty their support when she was made

‘'orm _captain, and thoy wero now the first
to switeh their favours back to Cora and
Judith,

But what elso could poor Betty think
ext‘;ept. ihat it was only the beginning of the
end?

As these girls were doing to-day so others
would do to-morrow perhaps! Not Polly!
No, suroly she. at lcast, would nover be-
come friends with the Grandways couple!
But Paula—Paula might. So might Eva
Merrick and Diana Forbes, and Mabel
Rivers. Tess, Dolly, and Trixie—were they
even to be trusted not to let their dis-
approval of Betty’s 1;]mlic};- in regard to
Madge Minden lead them into a mistaken
Eriendship with Cora Grandways & Co.?
Botty could not be certein

Was it all a mistake, then, that sho had
made in clinging to her faith in Madge and
so rufiling tho feelings of other girls ?

As captain of the Form—as one, too, who
knew hoew fatal it would he for two girls
like Cora and Judith to get 2 lead in the
Form—ought she not to have given way to
the general feeling about Madge ?

0, and again no! So ber straightforward
nature answered these doubts as they aroso
in her troubled mind. One ought,” at all*
costs, to be true to one’s conviclions. That
was what she fell. And her conviction was
that Madge Minden had had a reasen for
beheving as she had done of late.

Poor Botty! It wns nol only

; { very dis-
heurtening, birt bitterly humil

ng,. too, to
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feel how she had lost all the firm hold upon
the Form that had promised so well,

Here was a time, she reflceted, as she
drifted downstairs and into the open air,
when she ought to be in the midst of a
merry tea-party, such as she and the others
had so often cnjoyed together. But she
knew that in Tess and Dolly’s study there
.was a tea-party where her presence would
only be an embarrassment, whilst in Cora
and Judith’s den—

She sighed hard.

How well she could imagine what was hap-
pening in that den!

Cora aud Judith wonld bo fawning upon
Ella and Grace, and all the rest, using this
tea-party as & means of induncing these girls
tuy&et others to come next time.

Nevor would the epiteful sisters cense their
cunning work until thoy had won back to
their side every former friend. Paula, Toss,
Trixie—Polly cven, if possible! 'That was
their vow, Betty knew, to rob her of her
following and leave her as utterly friendless
as on the day she first sct foot inside Mor-
cove School !

Suddenly tho sick-at-heart captain was
roused out of her troubled state {:y becom-
ing aware of n stranger runhing towards

er,

Even as Betty’s gaze was drawn o this
visitor—a pretty girl, well past the age for
séhonlini—ghe saw that the young lady
looked thoroughly exhausted, as if she had
come a great distance on foot.

“Onc moment, please!” tho stranger ap-
pealed to Betty breathlessly, “They told
me at tho gatewny where I could find the
Fourth Form quarters. But I am so full
of anxiely, I must ask you. Can you tell
me if Madge Minden is to be found in-
doors?™

“Madge Minden

“¥es, She is a Fourth Form girl 1”

“Oh, T know the girl you mcan! T was
with hor a few minutes ago.”

“Then she is indoors, and I can get a
word with her?” the stranger to the school
exclaimed, still panting for breath. “Oh,
how relieved I am! All tho way here I
have been so anxious, dreading to find that
Madge had gone out!”

“If you go indoors and up to the—
Why, here is Madge!” broke -off Betty, as
the girl in question suddenly emerged from
the ancient doorway. “Madge, there's a
girl here wn;nim: to see you[”

a7

Detty was called upon to take no further
part in the steange incident,

For now, with Madge Minden looking
very white and startled, the visitor ran to
mect her on the grass, and so the captain
of the Form had nothing else to do bus’ -
quictly walk away, )

When she looked back, a few minutes
later, it was to sec the unknewn visitor
speaking to Madge in a wild, imploring
manner,

What did it all mean?

Betty wondered!

CHAPTER 13.
The ' Firm Hand » of Pally.

I’ tho captain of the Fourth Form had
l heen of a prying disposition she could

easily havg loitered close at hand. And

though she mighe not bave been able
to hear what pessed, sho would have scen
strange things happening.

For Madge Minden betrayed great exeite-
ment when the visitor to the sehool ran up
to her in that imploring manner.,

“Wait! Don't blurt things out here!”
Madgo cut the girl short, with an uneasy
glance around. ““This way !

And she led the girl to a more remoto

ot, luoking very uncasy still when at last
they were facing each other again.

“I was afraid you would be annoyed with
me—" began the breathless visitor; but
Madge cut in:

“I am not annoyed, only rather alarmed.
You know everything hos been kept sccret
about what I havoe been doing on your
secount, Alva Forbes?”

“8o I understand; and I was not goin
to breath a word to anybody else if T ha
failed to find you at the school,” Alva
enswered quickly, “It is not to be im-
agined that your headmistress would ap-
prove of what you have been doing. And
yet—— Oh, you have becn doing a very
fine thing indeed—a thing that shows how
kind and sympathetic you are.”

Madge Minden smiled ‘feebly.

“1 don't feel there is anything for me to
pat mysolf on the back about, Alva, At the
same time I do know that from first to
last I have only wanted to help you,”

“ You have helped me very much indeed 1
exclaimed Alva Torbes gratefully.

“That second visit of mine. last Saturday,
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ended rether excitedly,” said Madge. Do
you know that Miss Charteris was iaken
seriously il: whilst 1 was thero, and that 1
had to search all over the town to get a
doctor”

1 have heard about it all from old Jane
the housekceper—yes,” said Alva. *“And
am very, very sorry you were pui to all
that extra trouble and upset. Did you—did
it mean your getting into a bother at the
school 27

*Oh, it couldn't be helped !” Madge said
cvasively.

She was not going to tell Alva that
through having to rush all over the town
in quest of a doctor she—Madge—had been
unable to fulfi an engagement to play for
tho Fourth Form et a certain open-air func-
tion at Barncombe Castle, and that her
failure to do this had got her into very
great trouble indeed. =

“Well?” Madge asked alter a moment's
silence on cither gide. “ What has brought
you here to-day in such a state of excite-
ment?”

All the old agitation came back to Alva.
She again gestured imploringly to her
schoolgivl friend

“Can you go to the blind lady’s house
agein?”" she Burst out anxiously. “That is
what I want to ask you. Oh, Madge Min-
den, can you manage it for me—just once
cagain? I have hcard to-day that she is
very ill, and is asking all the time for me
to play to her. You know how it is with
her, poor, unhappy woman! Her only
comfort has been to hear the music that is
associated  with her tragic past. She is
asking for me, and I—I can’t play the piano
even now. My wrist is not recovered; I
couldn’t manage a note!”

“Y¥You want me to go at once, then?”

“Oh, if only you could do that I’ Alva ex-
claimed wistfully. *I hated coming to ask
you. Already you ‘have done so much for
me. But now,” she went on quickly, “it is
not so much for my sake—for the sake of
wmy keeping the puid engagement—that 1
ask you to go if possible. It is for Miss
Charteris’ own sake!”

Madge nodded her understanding.

“You mean——"

“Things are in that state, Madge Minden;
it would be a merey to one who is perhaps
in a very critical state for you to go and
play to her. And not o ge may mean that
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she may aggravate her illness by fretting..
Really, it is almost & caso of life and death!
‘The doctor himself told Janet that the long-
ing for music must be gratified !

ge's lips parted, but she checked the
words that were coming. There was so
much that she dared not blurt out—how
she was already in decp disgrace over the
goed turns dono in secret, and how she
was actually gated, so that she had no right
to go to Barncombe,

“Of course, Madgo, you mustn’t run
risks—mustn’t do anything to get yourself
into a_bother!” Alva exclaimed suddenly.
“Ii it is at all diflicult for you to get permis-
sion, then I must go back and do the best T
can. DBut if you can manage it—-"

_ “I'll manage itl” Madge Minden broke

in, with that reckless decisiveness which was

part and parcel of her impulsive character.

“I'll be there as soon as possible,” P
::T]lis) evening?”

“0h, Madge, how grateful I shall be for
this—more than I can ever say! DBut you
mustn’t—"

“Don’t be uneasy on my account. I'll ba
at the house some time this evening.”

“Then I'll go back now and call at the
house and tell Janet to expect you,” said
Alva Forbes, “And thank you—thank you
very much for your kindness!” ‘

With that Alva made her way towards
the gates, and Madge Minden turned her
steps towards the schoolhouse.

Half a minule later she was upstairs in
her study, making hurried pm&rntiona for
the secret journey to Barncombe. .

Whilst she did this her mind was in a very
calm state, planning all details,

he bad no bicycle, for her machine was
at a cycle shop in Barncombe being re-
paired. Nor could she possibly walk all the
way to the town; that wonld take up too
much time. But there was a train from
Morcove Road, & little wayside station not
far from the echool; could ca
train by starting off almiost immediately, .

Another thinf—most scrious thing of alll
She had no right to leave the school bounds,
being under tho penalty of gating. 8o, in
a few minutes, she must lip out unscen by
anybody and leave the scliool precincts by
any other way but the proper one,

t last she was ready (o make the ven-
ture. It scemed a favourable moment, for



“THE SCHOOLCIRLS'

Trixie Hope, hm study mate, was having
tea in Tess and Dolly's study, and all the
vest of the scholars were doubtless settled
down to the afternoon meal.

She went softly to the door, and was just
opening it, when she heard someone cume
away from “another study., And then—

Trixio Hope came whirling into the study
wherc Mndgc was, and their eyes met,

“Hallo,” 'I'vixie exclaimed, forgetting to
speak French for once, *‘you ure not going
out, Madge, surely?”

“What's that to do with you if I am?”
Madge rotorted curtly.

“I just looked in m gel: another hanky,”
said Trixie, et some tea just now
and hed to use one hanky te sop it up with.
But, Madge, I don’t like to sce you like this.
Whut’s the matter with you?”

“©h, find the handkerchief, and go back
to your friends!” Madge exclaitoed irritebly,
*I am nothing to do with any of you now !”

“Cela ne fait rein—that doesn’t matter!”
Trixie said obstinately. “If you go get-
ting into fresh mischief I shall be forte
triste—very sadl Madgo—" ;

Madge Minden broke in with an exas-
perul.ud stamp of the foot,

ou and yomr !I"V "French jabber—
I'm sick and tired of it!” she cried, *“Just
hold your tongue, Trixiel”

Then ‘the door swung wider open, reveal-
ing several girls who had come away from
Tess and Dolly’s study.

Polly was there a§ the doorway, so was
Paula Creel; so also were Tess and Dolly,
Norah \Iug'ent-, and Sybil Farlow.

“What’s the row?” asked Polly gravely.
“Madge, you don’t mean to say you are
going oub 1

“T don't mean to say whether T am gmng
out or not!” Madge blustered furiously,
“It is no business of yours, either way!”

“There you are mistaken,” said Polly.

“Yes, wather ! " simpe; Paula.
“Weally, Madgo, we wather fancy you arc
in gweat enough -]ugwace at pwesent, bai
Jove, withont getting inta worse—what 7"

Whilst Paula was making this grave re-
mark another girl-joined the group at the
doorway. It was f} tty Barton.

"What is the matter?” she asked anxi-
ou
g “ l‘hc matter is,” said Polly Linton, with
a look of disgust, ** Madgn is going to break
bonnds I*

* What 1
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“Ysn’t it perfoctly obvious,” went on
Polly, “when Trixie and the rest of ue
have just caught her in the act of slipping
off 7 Look at ] adge now, Betty ; there she
is, with her hat on/

“Can’t I wear a hat for wulkmg about thc
gmnmds"" flashed Madge.

“Do you ever wear & hai whun you walk
about the grounds?” retorted Ella tartly.
** Madge, it won't do! As Paula said, you
are in decp cnongh disgrace as it is.  You
have made us all thoroughly dmgunted with
you—all, that is, except Betty!”

“And T should think this will just about
end Betty's faith in you!” broke in Tess
bitterly. “ Really, Medge, you are the
limit 1

“How many more of you wizh to lecture
me?” eried Madge angrily. “What right
bave you to stand there telling me what I
nhl. nud what I must do, and what I musin’e

"\onu of us have any right to Jeoture
you,” said Betly. “ But we have every right,
Madge dear, to try and save you from your-
sclf. I don’t understand a bit what all this
means; but the givls are evidently right.
You were going to slip off agajn, and—"

“Go back to your tea-dvinking and your
gossip I cried: Madge, “Talk about me as
much as you like somewhere else, but not
h}nlare, l}mcnuw I won't—I won't stand it, so
there

“Madge, dear,” Betty pleadod again,
taking a nh.\p mwnrﬂq her and plucking her
by tho sleeve, “now do think twice before
domg anything to make further trouble!”

Madge™s answer was to shake hersclf free
of the Form captain’s hand; and then Betty
wn:tutccl o step, sighing with disappoint-
me!

There was a moment’s stillness in lhc
crowded room, then Madge spoke.
“I can’t hang about like this,” she said:

“Where I am going, or what I mean o, do,
is not your business at all! And so—"

Tt 1s—it is ! burst ont Polly hotly, “ And
I for one, am not going to Jet you make
‘more trouble for yuurseli and. the Form |
If the captain won’t act——"

“I have begged Madge to he scnsible ™
broke in Betty desperately. “What more
can I do, short of stopping her by force?”,

“Then forco iz what we must all use,
that's all!” was Polly’s rash rejoinder.
“Madge, you are not going outl”
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“What "
“1 say vou shall not go! I you try to
pass that door I—T'Il stop you somchow I
Madge Minden instantly accepted this
clhallenge. \
Tolly Linton sprang after her and scized
her firmly. v

“No, you shan't go—yon than'tP' cried
Polly fievcely. “I've said I would stop you,
aud so I will! Givls, shut the door whilst
I hold her back until she sees reason!”

“Take vour hands off me!” Madge panted

huskily.

“I won’t!”

“¥You will be sorry if you don't!
in the mood, 1 warn you! Once again——"

'St Look out, girls!” came Sybil Far-
low's sudden whispered warning i}rom the
doorway,

Not a momeni too soon, cither!

Madge waos still  standing - there with
Polly's hand gripping her, when the throng
at the door was parted in two, and Miss
Redgrave, the undermistress of the Form,
stopped into the room.

Polly Linton let go of Madge then.

More than that, she did her best, along
with all the others, to give Miss Redgrave
the impression that nothing whatever was
auiss.

But the previous disturbanee had been
quite andible to the assistant mistress, and
ow she glanced from one 10 another of the
givls, invitinﬁ\ explanations.

No one zpoke.

“Well, girls,” said the assistant mistress,
“what is the matter?”

The girls looked from one to another,
wondering who would speak fiest. But no
one_broke the silence.

“I*heard violent quarrelling,” Miss Red-
grave went on, “What was the ecause,
please 3%

Still no answer from the girls.

YTooking very grave, Miss
turned lior gaze upon Madge.

“1 begin to form a certain suspicion,
Madge,” she said sadly. “You were the
centre of the storm that was raging just
now,” .

“Yes, they were trying to dissuade me
from going down into the open, if you
evor heard of such a thing!” said Madge
indignantly. “Some of theso girls think
<hat by being gated gives them the right to
%eep me like a dog in a kennel!”
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*Oh, Madge!” they all cried,

“You know, Madge dear,” added Beity
gently, “that is very unjust to Polly and
the rest. Tlhey were only acting for your
own good.”

“Oh, rubbizh!” said Madge.

Miss Redgrave frowned thoughtfuliy.

“Madge,” she said slowly, “surely jou
were not contemplating running into frosh
mischief "

“Miss Redgrave,” the scapegrace of tho
Form said curtly, "I have encugh questions
to answer when I get into disgrace ard haye
to face the headmistress. I think I mighe
be excuscd baving to plead not guilty before
I have oven started to do a wrong *hing!"

“You were starting to—" Yolly began,
but checked herself sharply.- * fl. ceme
away, girls!” she cried, pushing 1o tle deor.
“The less said, soonest mendad now !

“That, at any rate, is sound sonse,”
smiled Miss Redgrave. “Yes, girls, you
had better disperse.”

Sho waited until they bad drifted away,
leaving only Betty here with Madge; and
then she locked from one to another of
these two girls.

“Now, Botty; now, Madge!” she broke
out calmly, “can’t we have a frank explana-
tion?" = .

“J dor’t feel I cen say anything,” said
Betty, “But I do wish that Madge would
convinee us that she hadl been misjudged by
the girls.”

Madge was wearing an aggricved look.
She picked up a book and started to glance
through it. The hint could not have been
& plainer onc, and it was mnot lost upon
cither Betty or the under-mistress,

“Yon «don't mean to say any more,
Madge?” Betty questioned at last. *Very
well, I may as well go!” .

And she went.

“Now you have only me to speak in front
of,” said Miss Redgrave ihen. “Madge -
dear, will you tell mo¥”

“No, Miss Redgrave.” It was the ag-
grieved tone agnin, forcing the under-mis-
fress to think that Madge really had been
misjudged.

#Very well! T, too, must give it up,”
sighed Miss Redgrave, “One word of
warning before I go, however, If you were
contemplating any fresh Dit of ‘mischief,
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Madge, then I implore you to abandon it!
QOne move misdecd, and you will be seut
home at once. 1 could not intercede for
yon; no one could !”

“] have not been left in doubt as to
what the penalty will be if I break the rules
again,” Madge said, with a bitter smile.
“1 am being warned—reminded—all day
long " -

“You bhave feiends avound you, Madge,
whose friendship you doe not appreciate,
That is what it amonnts to,” said Miss Red-
grave sadly. “ Whether they were right or
wrong in fearing you were intending somo
fresh misdeed, they were ncting for your
own good, I am sure

And then the under-mistress passed from
the room, the door clicked shut behind her,
and Madge Minden was alone.

Only for a minute or two was she content
to remein there in the study, Dlld_(.‘\'l‘!] dur-
ing that bricf poriod she wps pacing to and
fro, looking grimly desperate.

A glance at her wrist-watch told her the

hour, and she thought of that train which.

would be stopping at Morcove Road
Station,

Could =he still catch it? In other words,

avas she to go through with her urgent
mission or ot ?
“Rightly or wron;lx'l,v. Madge's answer to

that question was “¥es ™'; and ail at onco
she was creoping out of her study with the
utmost stealth.

A few minutes later Detty Barlon got up
from her chair in Study No. 12, whete she
was alonoe with her bitter thoughls, and
stopped to the window.

y chance she sent a roving glance out

< across _the school grounds, amnd with a

violentthrob of alarm she Leheld a signifi-
cant sight. "

She saw a Moreove girl
towards the boundar:
to the shelier of shrul
of the way.

The girl was Madge Mimden!

Arxrived at the hedge the miscroant cast
a quick, cautions glance avound, and then,
with a sndden dive down and a hasty
seramble, sho was through the hedge, hav-
ing found a placo where it could be easily
penetrated.

% Oh, sho's gone—she's off I Betty gasped
to herself, in wild dismay “Then ik was

he girls were right. She has
actually broken honnds again!™

going  warily
hedge, kecping close
and trees every step

1

For a moment Bekty, in the study, stood
utterly distraught.

She could no longer sce Madge, and hind
1o idea which way the miscreant had goi
Vet it scemed too awful to hang about in
this study after what had happened.

Was iherc no chance of overtaking the
girl, of trying to bring her to reason, of
coaxing her back before the disastrous
action was discovered by others?

Detty darted to the door and whipped it
open.

The passege was empty; all the Fourth:
Formers were still in the vavious studies,
chatting over their tea.

Without pausing to put on her hat, she
hurried away, and in a few minutes sho
was Beyond the school bounds, her mind
charged with the almost frantic thought:

Where could she find Madge now ? Ilow
could one hope to save her, after all?

CHAPTER 14.
There and Back.

ADGE MINDEN,: meanwhile, was
going Ly an out-of-the-way route,
and as fast as possible, towards
Morcove Road  Station, The

moment. she had serambled through to the
outer side of that boundary hedge the rash
girl had laughed recklossly to herself. And
now, as she sped on, a_grim smile hovercd
all the time about her lips,

s had been the case so often in the past,
once her “boats had been burnt ” she was
not. going to worry about almost inevitable
consequences.

In a reckless state of mind she van on
and on over the sunny fields, giving thai
little laugh of hers every time she looked
back and saw that there was ne pursuit.
But soon a glance at her watch warned her
to make still greater haste, and she could
not afford to look round afior that, buk
had to race along faster than cver. ]

Just in the nick of time—as she thought
—Mndge got to the wayside station.
Breathlessly she rushed into the little book-
ing-office. thinking that the train would be
on the move by the time she sprang into
a compartment, for the “local ¥ was even
now alongside the platfosm,

“ Barncombe—return !’ she panted, slap-
ping down ler money.

““All right, miss—no hurry 1" the Looking-,
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tlerk answered cheerfully the

e ed ¢ through
px!aign-hole.“ She's not going yet.

h
Qi

“8he'll be another ten minutes, maybe.
There's a. ballast train in front of her this
afternoon.”

Aadge didn’t know what a ballast train
was. Dot she did know that this sort of
thing was just her luck, and, picking up lier
ticket, she went out on to the platform and
walked up end down, longing for tho
moment when the guawed wouﬁl give the
warning for her to take her seat.

She was the only passenger, and the
entive station was in such a lifcless state if
1ade her feel as if the train had no inten-

" tion of starting until some time to-morrow.
" . Suddenly, as she stood on the platform,

she saw n distant figure that startled her,

Far down the voad from Moreove School
a solitary figure was tearing along, the
figure of a schoolgirl. .

A Fourth Form girl, toa!

Madge peered eagerly, and in a moment
she knew who the girl was.

Betty Barton!

Squeak went a signal wire along by the
15, and now the guard cried lazily:
‘ake your seat, miss; we've off 1"
hank goodness!” panted Mndﬁe. div-

“ Another
minute, and Betty would havoe heen here,
telling the guard not to let me go. DBut——

h, wo ere not off even now!”

The train had certainly net started, and
she put her head out of the window.

“(inard, I thought you said we were off I”

“ &8s e nre, miss, in one minute,”

“QOne minwte!” Madge breathed, whilst
she shot another dismayed glance towards
the road. “And Betty is coming on full
pelt!”

Aladge hit at her lip and stamped & foot.
She was fast getting more and more worked
up. Granted that Betty was meaning well;
but this pursnit—it was intolerable! So the
desperate girl was saying to herself. Why
couldn’'t Betty and all of them just leave
Tier to her fate?

“Right away!"”

. That was another cry from the guard,
Dut even now were they really going to
start, or would Betty get here in time to
wnake a seeno? i
No—yes! They were actually off now!
‘Fhe “whistle bBlow, the engine puffed
Tussily, the train glided past the platform—

and there was Betty Barton, still a hundved
yards from the littlo waysido station, still
running as havd as ever, but too late!

“Thank goodness!” gasped Madge, flop-
ing down on = seat. “XNow I.can breathe
reclyt”

The train rattled along, winding in and
out amongst the valleys between the great
Devonshire hills, and 'in a few ‘minutes it
plszmred into the thriving old town, draw-
ing alongside a platform crowded with
passengers bound for Eseter. .

Madge’s own peolp]o lived at the famous
cathedral city, 1wo hours distant from here,
and the thought crossed her mind whilst she
was hurrying out into the teeming stroets
of Barncomhe—would she hevself ho on the |
way home to Exeter this time to-morrow?
Perhaps!

Her spirits fell heavily for a minute or so,
then suddenly rcse again as she found her-
self approaching the shabby old house whera
Miss Charteris lived. Sho had done right
to come, that was the schoolgiri’s decision.
Be the consequences what they might, some-
how sho was always going to be glad that
she had done this thing.

And now she was at the street door of
the gaunt old house, and her hand was
pressing the bell.

With a bLeating heavt she. stood there,
waiting for Janet to come forward and open
the door. There had been a lot of delay
on former occasions, but this evening the
summons was to be speedily answered.

% QOh, you've come, hless you, dearic!” was
the old cronc’s whispered grecting, the
moment: she set eyes on Madge. “What a
relief 'tis to me, my dear! Time scemed to
be a-dragging on, and no onc came, and I
was fearing—"

“How is Miss Charteris now 1 Madgo
asked softly, stepping into the dingy hall.

“Well, dear, I hardly kuvow what to
sav,” sighed the faithful old housekeeper.
“To see her as down as she is, one ’ud
think sho can't last long. And yet, now
she’s got over another of hev attncks, the
doctors say she really ought to mend a bit.
Seems to me, dear, 'tis the mwusie is going
to do her more good than the doctor.”,

“Y only came, Janct, becanse I under-
stood that she was pining for the musie,”

“Pining! Pining ain't the word fér it,
dear! So come along into the drawing-
room, and then you can hegin.”

The woman swung open the door of thal
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gombre room where the piano was, and
Madge got a sudden shock. -

She had been counting on Miss Charteris
being - in_bed wpstairs, and on " having to
play loud enough for the lady to hear the
music quite plainly whilst up there. But
ontering the drawingroom, the echoolgirl
at once saw the tragic figure of the blind
lady stretched along a couch, with blankets
wrapped about her. R

Tt was ono of the eccentricitics of the un-
lappy woman that she never spoke to the
pianist. Alva Forbes had been in the habit
of coming and going without the inter-
change of a singlo word, and Madge had
been subjected to-the same strange trcat-
ment. Strange indeed! But Madge know
full well that no rudeness was intended.
This poor woman who was before her cyes
now—she had been o happy woman in the
long, long ago, snd it was a terrible
calamity that liad changed her into a
morose recluse,

Madge sat down at the old piano, and
started to play; and all the time she was
thinking of the wonderful romance behind
the blind lady’s craving for the music. .

After runming through two or three pieces
with hardly o pause, Madge was reaching
down an album of sonatas from the piano-
top, whon—wonders of wonders !'—sbe heard
Miss Charteris speaking

“Thank you, Alva dear!” came the feeble
voice. “I have never told you how grent a
eomfort your playing has been to me. But
this evening I feel T must, hecanse perhaps
you will never have to come again to play
to_me.” 3

Madge stood up and faced the blind lady
es she lay upon the couch.

The gitl's heart was full of pity for her,
She longed to voice that pity, only—dared
she? For if she spoka wouldn’t her voice
betray her ac a mero subsiitute player?

“(Come here a moment, Alva dear,” the
blind woman whispered. aftor a moment.
“Y¥vo somcthing olse to mi:{.“

Then Madge, crossing the faded carpet,
resolved to speak a word or two—she felt
she must speak—taking care to imitate
Alva's voice ns closely as possible,

“Doar Miss Charteris,” she said tremu-
Jously, “T am so sorry for you! All along
I have felt =a sorry, and now, this even-
ing—" 5

Tears rushed to Madge's eyes.  If she had

wanted] to say more sho could not have

a3

uttored the words for there was a big
lump in her throat.

“Now, listen to me for one moment,”
went on that tired, sad voice. * Your play-
ing has pleased me so much, Alva, I am
gumg to reward you in a special way, apart

rom the usual payment. You have mever
once failed to keep tho appointment, and
you have played the picces that he used to
play with fine skill. Pcople may think
Susan Charteris a difficult woman to deal
with; so I am, perhaps! But you, Alva,
are goinf to find out that I'can be generous
when I like.”

There was a pause, and Madge held her
breath, wondering what was coming now.

“Whetker I live or die, Alva, I am going
to have & present of one hundred pounds
sent to you by my lawyer. You are & girl
whose circumstances are hard, I know; and
you have been only too glad to play for
the little that I paid you. Now you are
going to reccive the roward of your good
conduet. You will get the hundred pounds
in a fow days. That is all I have to say.”

Madge gulped. .

“Miss Charteris, I—L don't know what
to say! It is very generous of you, and—
and—"

“Tat, tut, my Jdear! Just go back to the
piano for a little while agein and say mo
morc. Only, play me the eonata that I like
the bost of all,” Alva dear. The Sonata
Pathetiquo—play it again, Alva—that piece,
for perhaps the last time.”

Janet was turing _appealingly to
Madge, and so the whuolgirlpf.umed to the
piano, sat down, and started the stately,
golemn picce which she knew so well,

The last time, perhaps! With that im-
prossive thonght to stimulate her, Mndfo
played the grand sonata as perfcctly as she
conld; and yet even now her mind_ was
hardly given up altogether to the music.

he was thinking of all that Miss Char-
teris had said to her just now,

Knowing nothing of Alva's having found
a substitnte to play the piano, the blind
lady was making thet handsome gift of
‘money to the girl—a girl who stood n dire
need of it.

One hundred pounds! What a blessing
the gilt would be to poor Alva, an orphaned
girl forced to support herself as best sho
could! And if she—Madge—bad not “filled
the breach ” whilst Alva was suffering from
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that injurcd wrist this gift would never have
fallen to the needy girll

That was the fact on which Madge’s mind
was dwelling whilst her fingers drew won-
derful molody from the old piano.

8he felt proud and happy, conscious of
having achieved great things for Alva at &
time when that girl was in a serious pre-
dicament. Only, what Madge did not
realise, as sho should have done, was that
she had gone the wrong way about doing a
right thing.

Miss Charteris did not speak to her again.
At the end of the lengthy sonata Madge
took her hands from the yellow keys and
stond up. and then Janet signed to her to
pass from the room.

One last glance tho schoolgirl gave to the
blind lady, lying there upon -the couch—
the very last, indeed, perhaps. Then the
door closed between Madge and Miss Char-
teris, and who could say whether the tragic
lady and the youthful schoolgirl would ever
meet agrin ? »

Hurriedly Madge said good-bye to old
Janet, and in a few minutes the schoolgirl
was back at Barncombo railway-station.

The avening was still not very far ad-
vanced, and there was a train fo Morcove
Road in five minutes' time. Could she ho}}‘un.
{hen, to get back to the schoal before her
nbsence was discovered I  Betty knew, of
conrse, but DBetty would never give her
away !

During that interval of waiting on the
station platform Madge hegan to feel a
great longing to escape further trouble with
the headmistress.

Evoen now there was no knowing but what
she—Madge—might not be called upon to
play ngain; and whilst there was the chance
of this call being made upon her she felt it
was impossible to confide in anybody at
the school.,

It was the old, old mistake. Bui she did
not sco the error of her way. Partly out
of pride and egotism, and partly from sheer
youthful innocence, she still failed to sce
how much better it would have been ‘to
enlist others’ help and advice m the whole
strange affair.

The train came in at last, and Madge
spent another bad quarter of am hour sit-
ting alone in a carriage compartment, with
that anxiety growing apace in heart and
mind. Wonld she get back to the school
undeteeted 2 1F not—— <
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No ono_ulse aliﬁhted at Morcove Road
Station. The sun had not yet set, and call-
over would not be for another hour. DBut
sho was a girl who had been gated, and it
was not a question of getting in Ey call-
over. It was a question of creeping back
to the school bounds without: being scon.
Warily she made her way in great haste
across t|‘1'u rosy fields and along T:My lanes,
And by now the anxiety had become a

gnawing one.

On and on she hurried. The school
grounds came into view, Bho could even
see, a couple of hundred yards away, the
very hedge through which she hal got to
s:vamblo it the coast was clear.

And then suddenly she got a violent shock.

Whilst she was going with glower, more
cautious steps along the last stretch of
leafy lane, some bushes close at hand rustled
sharply, end a figure sprang from the
shelter thoy had been affording it.

The figure was that of another schoolgirl
—Detty Barton!

"Madgo—Mudﬁe!” whispered the captain
of the Form imploringly, “Stop—don’t go
on! VYou are going to get caught!”

" CHAPTER 15.
The Price of Her Loyalty.

ADGE MINDEN stopped dead with
M a leaping heart.
“Caught!” she echoed; and for
onece this self-reliant, headstrong
girl was turning pele with dismay.

“Yes!"” whispered Betty, stepping closer.
“Cora and Judith Grandways—they are on
watch for you!”

“Those girla1”

“They must have made up their minds to
Yie in weit for you at the boundary hedge.
It will give them extra power, of course,
if they can catch you in the act of creeping
back. I was looking out of my study win-
dow just now, worrying about you—-""

“ Ah, Betty, you worry toa mnch!”

“No, I don’t. Anyhow, 1 was locking
from that window and I saw Cora and
Judith going across to_tho boundary hedge
They hid themselves there; they are there
now.”

“And so"—Madge was silent for w
‘montent, looking at this loyal friend of hers
——“yon came out towards me.”
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What else could ¥ do, Madge?”

“I am thinking what is it going to mean
for you, Betty, if the Form finds out that
- ¥ou, its captain, have tried to save me ™

Betty shrugged her shoulders, setiing her

“Never mind sbout that,” she said
grimly. “T'll manage. Only lot me smuggle
you in somehow, so that those sneaks can
mever have it in their power to say that
they nactually caught you in the act, and
1 don’t mind what follows !"

Then, beforo Madge could say another
word, Betty whispered her plan of action.

The hedge was being watched, g0
Madge must not dare return by that way.
Nor could she dare enter at ono of the
ordinary gateways,

But there was a walled-in kitchen garden
behind the school buildings, and in tho
high wall thero was an arched gateway, tho
door of which was always bolted en the
inside,

Scholars were forbidden to go in or out
that way, and Betty would be risking deep
disgrace for hersclf by carrying out her
plan. But that was not going to deter her.

“I’Il return to the school by an ordinary
intewny, work round in secret to ihe

itchen garden, and unfasten that door!”

whispered to Madge. ““You will be
waiting outside "

“But, Betty—" :

“It's no use hesitating on my account!”
Betty cut Madge short. “I must cither let
you in at that gateway, or you must be
caught! And I am not going to have that
bagpanl“'

0 nymﬁ; she darted off, thus giving
Madge no chanee for further argument, and
the scapegrace of the Form could only set
oﬂ'“cautiuusly towards the gateway in the
wall.

Without a hitch she got to that spot, and
there she waited, full of great anxiety on
Botty’s account now.

Vividly Madge realised the risks that the
Form captain_was running, all for friend-
ship’s sako! Now she wished she had flatly
rofused to let Betty aid her; but it was too
Inte, and she could only hopo desperately
that no one would cver know.

Five minutes—ten—fiftcen minutes must
have crept by before Madge suddenly
illed at the sound of a bolt being worked
n (e other side of the wooden door.
‘v the hinges creaked, the
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door was r]ragﬁed open a foot or =0, and
Betty's voice whispered :

“Quick—quick "

Madge derted through, 2

‘With a wild throb of rclief, she renlised
that sho was within bounds again, and that
now, no matter who mot her, she was safe,

Bafe! Thanks to Betty!

Tho captain of the Fourth Form pushed
the door shut softly, and made the bolts
fast. Then, checking Madge on the point
of speaking, sho gestured to her to hurry
awsy.

Fecling very small, the seapegrace did so,
stepping swiltly along a cinder-path between
a lot of raspberry cancs.

Betly, meanwhile, was making off in an
opposite direction. Bho felt her heart throb-
bing with relief. for che whole thing seemed
to have gone off so splendidly.

True, the Form knew that Madge had
been missing for several hours since tea-
time, but as Madge had now got within
bounds again without being caught, how
could any direct nccusation ever bo made
against hor? ,

Suddenly, however, all the' Form captain’s
sense of joy at having saved the miscreant
was cruelly banished.

A quick step warned her of someonc’s
approzch, and, turning, she saw a figure

- running towards her—tho figure of Cora

Grandways!

"'l‘hn look in that girl's eyes—it told Betty
all,

Rage at the way she—Beity—had tried
to checkmate the attempt to catch Madgo
in the act; gloating triumph at having
found, after all, proof of Mu&e's breaking
bounds—that was what Betty read in those
glinting eyes!

“Well, you arc a precious fine Form cap-
tain. I must say!” Cora broke out, with
a sneering langh. *All right, Betty Barton!
Now I know!"

‘“And you are going to sneak, are you?"
Befly could not help saying fiercely.

“I shall tell the whole Form—why
shouldn’t 17" returned Cora. “When Judy °
and I were on watch near the hedgo it sud-
denly flashed upon me that perhaps you
might try to smuggle Madge in. I thouglht
of the gateway in the kitchen garden, and
so T came along at ouce, leaving Judy still
by the hedge.”

“Wonderful_cleverness!”

“Anyway, T was too clever for

you,”
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smiled Cora maliciously. “My word, 1
wouldn't care to be in your shoes when the
Form is told! They have been just about
fed up with your championing of Madge.
This will be the last straw!”

Betty know it, but she did not intend to
bandy words with the sneak.®Vith a shrug
of contempt, she turned aside into another
path and walked on, leaving Cora staring
after her with a savago expression on her
handsome face.

A few mi later the tri hant sncak
rejoinad hor sister at the boundary hedge.

“Como away, Judy darling—come in-
soors|  It’s all right! We have beaten
Betty Barton beautifully I was Cora's glee-
ful annauncement.

And thon they went together across the
ficld picking up one Fourth Form girl after
another on the way, by hinting thats there
was great news o be told indoors.

Grace and Ella, Diana Forbes and Mabol
Rivers, Etta Hargrove and Klsie Drew—
ileso were with Cora and Judith when they
got to the schoothouse porch.

So were Paula Creel, Tess Trelawny,
Dolly Delane, and necarly all the rest of the
Form, In fact, when Cora took a glance at
all of them as they came crowding into
Study No. T only a minute later, only une
girl was absent whom she would have liked
to sec here.

Polly Linton—sho was not present.

“I'vo called you together,” Cora began,
*eeause 1 thinﬁ it is only right you should
be told of a very sorious thing.”

“About Madgel” questioned several
eagerly,
“Madgo and Betty!” answered Corn.

“You all had a suspicion that Madge must
have broken bounds again this evening be-
causo no one has been :eeing anything of
her. Sho is back now, and I expect you will
find her calmly in her den—thanks to Betty
Barton!"

“What1”

“Botty has shielded her—actually helped
her to get back to the school without being
caught!” Cora went on, raising her voice.
“Our Form captain—she has been standing
up for Madge all along, and that was bad
enongh. But what do you think of this for
the lastest? She has netually smuggled that
irl_into the school 1"
o—no, Corn, I can't believe it!™

‘The ringing cry came from Polly Linton,
as she §udd¢m y appeared in the doorway.
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“Cora, bo careful what you say!” she
cried out hotly. “It can't be truc!”

It is truel Betty Barton undid the
kitchen garden door to let Madge creep in!
I was close at hand and saw everything I

“If you don't believe me, go. and ask
Belty herself, and see if she dare deny it!*
Cora almost shouted at Polly.

“I will!" was that gicl’s fierce reply.
“ And if it rcally is true—well, I shall know
what to da!”

Cora and Judith exchanged glances and.
smilcs. It was Polly who had spoken like
that—Polly |

If that gi[é finished with Betty utterdy
now, then who clse would have anything
more to do with the Form capiain?

Polly strode along tho passago to the
study which she sﬁnrod with the Form
coptain. Betty was not there, and so the
excited girl turned back and went to Madgo
Minden's den.

Only Madge was. there, sitting down by
the window, book in hand.

“Have you scen Belty Barton?™

“Not for the last ten miuutes or so,” was
the calm ansver.

"Ia it right that Betty let you in this
cvcninﬁ at tho kitchen garden door?” Polly

demanded in 8 voice that scomed choking
with anger.

“I think you know,” Madge answered
evasively. “1I don’t care about answering

guestions, Still less do T care about answer-
ing guestions about other people.”
! But—-""

“I"'m reaeding 1"

And Madge returned her gaze to the
printed page.

Polly drew a deep breath and went out,
!tﬂglping all the way ck to her own
study. -

“Tt's true!” she said fiereoly to the girls
who wera crowding after her. “Madge
doesn’t like to adimt it, but——"

“Of course it is true!” insisted Cora,
hovering in the background. “Da vou think
I would dare make up a story of that sort?*

o n_what are we going te do about
;:::c'l' exclaimed Tess miserably. “It's too

ke

“1 know what I am going to do!* Polly
cried angrily. “Stand clear, girls! T am go-
ing to got my things together and get out
of this study ™

“AWhat 17
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“Bai Jove!”

“Phew 17

And at that instant, whilst all the givls
were still letting eries of excitement csche
their lips, Betty Barton appeared in the
doorway.

Sho saw Polly in the act of collecting
things together, as if preparing for a ro-
moval, and her fucu Jwent deathly white.

“ Please go away!” Polly a pealed to all
the others, and something in ber tone com-
pelled obedience.  They dispersed without
another murmur, to stand about in the
passage waiting, whilst inside the study
Polly and Betty faced each other,

“¥ou are going to lcave this study?”
Betty asked ot last,

mless you con give me a flat denial ni
a thing that has been charged against you,”
Polly answered, **Did you shicld Madge
just now by ivll.mg her in through the
Lk‘lmn arden I

ca,ﬁ’o Hy, I—"

“Very well; there is no need to say
more,” Polly broke in bitterly. “T must
find some _other den to shake down in. One
of the girls will take me in, no doubt.”

“You meah that we—that you and I—

“It's the end of our being together
T'm sorry, Betty: but I think any
would feel as I fecl about it all!™

Betty scemed to answer “Yes” by nod-
ding Taintly.

% have not been in a burry to break
with you,” Polly went on, getting her
tlnng-s ]gcthel all the while sho was speak-

iven when some of the other girls
luni al)so]utaly given you up, Delty, bm.-nusu
of your attitude over Madge—eéven then I
wouldn’t have a downright split with you!
felt, as others did, that Madge no lonf er
deserved our trust or friendship. You
cﬁthen\ ise, and we sort of agreed to d-Eor.

ut

She sl.lmd still for a moment, drawing a
deep breath.

adge lms been breaking bounds a.gnn.
and thnt proves that wo have been in the
right all along, Betty, and you havo been
in the wrong! You have been wasting your
lymplﬂl) over a girl who doesn’t deserve

¥
girl

Shl no response from Betty.

““This evening, when you found that she
had broken bounds, you.cven helped her
to got back! T would do the same for any
other givl, in different circumstances,”
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Polly went on. “But I wouldn’t_bend ms
little finger to help n girl like Modgo!"
“Very well, Polly I”
“You don't even sny why you helped

or

"l will tell you why, only I shoukl
have thought you wounld have guessed,”
Betty said quietly. ‘I still believe that
Madge, if wo only knew it, has hrd somc
roason for her strange conduct.”

“¥You still have faith in her?”

“T still believe that s]m could do noihing
renlly to bo ashamed of I

Poll\' laughed bitterly.

“Well, I believe that she has been break-
ing bounds time after time simply for Ler
own enjoyment !” struck in Polly. * Avd ba
cause you are still sticking up for her—you
the Form cupf:mi-—]. am going to lcave
lhln study "

* Polly—"

“1t’s no use, Deth'- I'm going!”

“I can’t stop 101!,” tighed Buttv sadly.
“I can’t even try to persuade you not lu

go. And yet—and yet—— Ob, Polh i

Sho swellowed back a lump in her throag
and turned her eyes away for the moment,
beecanse they were brimming \ﬂth tears.

“I hate to sce you so cut up,” Polly said,
with a tremor in her voice. *But am I to
blame, Betty, or are rou? You have been
losing ‘your ?ollou'mg, all through your mis-
takon faith in Madge; and you wouldn't let.
that be a warning,’' You've sdon some of
the gitls actually going over to Cora and
Judith again, and still you bave clung w
your obstinate belief in thut girl)”

Betty looked round.

“You are not going over to Cora and
Judllh anyway, Pully%

“I am leaving this study—leaving vom,
that - menns,” was the shrugged answer.
“What will bappen as the result of this
split, time must show |

A sudden stillness fell upon the room;
and then therc were rustling sounds as
Polly went on rushing her things together
in an agitated way.

Some of the girls came back to the door-
way, and looked in, hesitated, and with
drew once more, without having spoken 2,
word. 1
Then, vresently, Polly went out with her
first armful of things. Sho must have
dumped them in the passage, for in a
moment she was back in the study, taking
up a second Joad.
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Thres ov [our iimes she came and weont
Jike this; and thon, at last, she returned for
ihe very last load.

Betly was standing by the darkening
window, mute and sziﬁ as a statue.

“There’s the study—all to yonrself now!”
Yolly said, backing out of the door with
ier last load, *'Or perhaps you will invile
Madge to share the den with you!”

Betty winced sharply.

“Anylhow, I'm finished here,” Polly
said grimly. “So I'll say—good-night!”
And then the door closed between them.

Ialf an hour had erept by. The bell for
sall-over was ringing and Betty DBarion
licard it as she sat alone in the darkening
study, brooding over her desperale position.
Suddenly Madge cnlered, voicing one

stion sharply, i .

Whete is Polly Linton?”

*“She is in one of the other studies now.”

“Is it right that Polly has clearcd ont
nl".ln&grr,Tleft you altogether, Betiy?”

8.

“She has done ihat because of what you
did for mo this evening 1

“Yes,” the Form ecaptain was bound to
answer once again.

Madge drew in a hissing breath.

“ Botty,” she said, after a moment, ‘‘your
loyalty to mo has cost you too much ! ¥ou
are paying too hard for it every hour of the
day! I ought not to lot you do it—I
mustn’t! And yet—"

She paused, held up once more by per
plexing ‘..houghfs. .

She wanted to go to all iho other girls
and mako a clean breast of the whole busi-
yiess, so that they could judge better then
whether Betty’s loyalty and help had been
eserved or not. Only, was she [rec, even
now, to tell tho whole story? .

Once her lips had voiced that story it
would be all over tho school in no lime. It
wonld reach the cars of tho mistresses; and
what if, after this had happened, thero
should come yet another call upon her to
#o 1o tho blind Jady's housc as-Alva’s sub-
shityte?

She would not be allowed to go; or, if
she was sllowed, it would be only under
<uch couditions as would prove disastrous
for Alva,
iss Charteris would find out that a sub-
siitnie had been wlaying for Alva. The bun-
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dred-pound gift would be cancelled; and s
n!!. poor Alve’s fears of unemployment and
distress would be more than fulfilled!
“Betty,” Madge broke ont, when these
alarming thoughts had had time to pass
through her troubled mind, “can you e
with it all for a littlo while? T want to set
you right in tho eyes of Polly and all the
vest of the Form: but I can’t do it now—I

daven’t! Tt ‘would perhaps mean grave
hardship for somecone else outside the
school.”

She stepped nearer.

“It is crucl bard on you, Betty, that you
glould be asked to endurc things like this!
DBut I will set you vight in the end, if—if
only you will just wait awhile, Will you—
will you do that, Betty?” And Betly, lift-
infz‘mrl:'lropping Lead, answered readily i

“Yes!”

CHAPTER 16.
Uunder Sontence of Expulsion.

" ADGE MINDEN! The Headmis:

M tress wants you 1™
There was a smile-of mulicious
delight on Cora Grandways'
face as she opencd the door of a Fourth
Form study at Morcove School, and sang

out that announcement.

Madgo Minden was silting there, all
alone, A book lay upon her lop; but it’ was
certain that she had not been veading. Her
whole mien was that of a girl brooding over
h'oulbles which she could share with—mo
one!

“Zo yon had heltter look sharp!” added
Cora, with a spiteful laugh. |

Madge gave a dignificd pod, that saidy
“Youn can go.” Yet Cora still loitered in
the doorway, exulting over this other girl's
unhappiness.

Tor Madge Minden’s tronbles, during
the past week or two, bad been Clora Cirand-
ways' joy. Kvory fviend lost to Madge
Minden ind been almost another friend
gained by Cora.

Almost—but not quite!

It was a sore point with Cora {hat she
and her sister had not yet “roped in™ cor-
tain girls for inclusion in the “sel” which
they were trying to form.

““Well, what do you wanit?” Madge ex-
claimed irvitably, slamming nside ihe book
and jumping up.
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“Y—ha, he, ha! I only want to sce that
you do go to the Headmistress! I was told
to bring the message, Madge, and—"

“Your duty ended therel” 2

“Perhaps it did,” sniggered Cora. *But
you might decide not to go, and then plead
that I never brought the imnessage! You
are such a girl for doinf as you please, and
you are not above telling a fib, when it
suits you!"

“That's a bigger fib than 1 have ever
told1” Madge answered fiercely, “But I
make & mistake in bandying words with
youl”

She strode from ibe roow, almost pushing
Cora in front of her, and then shut the
study door—slam!

“All right,” sneered Cora, walking off
with a shrug. *“¥You needn’t think I am
tempted to stay in that study! 1'tc got
my own room to %n to, Madge Minden, and
T’'vo got heaps of Iriends for company, when
I got there! Ha, ha, ha!”

With a white, sct face Madge passed in
tho other direction, making for the stairs.

Reaching the ground-floor of the big
school-house, Madgs turned inte a panelled
passage, and came to a door marked:

HEADMISTRESS.
Private.

She tapped at once, and Miss Somerfield’s
own gentle voice answered the knock. In a
moment Madge was standing before that
lady, as she sat at her littered desk.

“Yes, Madge, T wanted to sco you ab
onece,” Miss Somerficld began in a pleasant
tone that was not without n hint of sad-
ness, "I have had—she picked up a mis-
pive from ihe desk—"a Jetter from your
parents.” )

IMadgo drew o deep breath, but said no-
thing.

“1t is only a brief note,” went on the
headmistress. “Your father and mother are
coming to the school to-morrow.”

“Yes?" Madge said, very eomposedly.

+It ought to be a bit of nows affording
pleasure to mo as well as to you,” Miss
Somerfield said, laying down the letber.
“ But, oh, Madge, how it gricves me to say
it! I shall {:1 compelled to tell your
parents what disgrace you aro in, at this

- time 1

The gitl nodded. .
“If your offences had been only. minor
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ones, Madge Minden, T could sirctch a
ﬁomt. and keep silent about themy. But what

as your record been during the last weck
or =0? What is your position to-day, in the
eyes of all the scfmol?"

As the headmistress asked those questions®
she stood up, eyeing the scapegrace scholar
rather sternly.

,“Not onee, Madge Minden, but several
times you have defied all (liscipiina in a most
fagrant way! You bogan by making a visit
to Barncombe after that town had been put
out of bounds to you. You were gated, and
again you visited the same forbidden
locality. I warned you thet you would not
be allowed to come back to the school after
the approaching holidays, and what was
your reply to that warning 7"

No answer from Madge!

“You actually went off again to Barn-
combe, as I was informed by certain girls
only yesterday,” 5

“Oh! Then Cora and Judith Lrought
that tale to you, Miss Somerficld !” Madge
exclaimed disgustedly. *The—the sneaks !”

“I bave not said it was Cora and Judith
Grandways,” Miss Somerfield said. "My
policy is all against tale-telling, and I was
not pleased at having the story brought to
my ears, ospecially as I could see ihat the
girls were not acting for the good of the
Form, but .only out of personal spite
Howevor—-"

“Miss Sometficld, did they tell you any-
thing about—someone else?”

“Yes.” The headmistress looked very

ined. “They hinted that after breaking

ounds yon were smuggled back into the
school by the Form captain, Betty Barton.”

"Wi,alat a shame! Oh, Betty only did it

“T ean guess DBellty Barton’s motive,”
broke in the headmistress, “‘and you can
trust me, Madge Minden, to make allow-
ances for what Betty did out of pure
Joyalty to you, a friend whoso waywardness
has been a great grief to her. We will ve-
turn to tho point. Your offences have been
so serious, Madge, I cannot alter my in-
tention, which is, to tell your parents that
you_cannot come back herc nexb term.”

“Vory well, Miss Somerfield.”

“Js that all you have to
well "

“I can only say one other thing, Miss
Bometfickd. I—I am more sorry than you

say—" Very
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may believe, at the trouble I have caused—
especially to Betty Barton,” . .
Tf Madgo had been of & whining disposi-
tion she would have noticed the softened
expression in Miss Somerfield’s eres, and
would have wondercd—was there yet a
chance to plead for pity, a chance to make
an abject appeal 7
_‘Mut no such ontreatics eame from the
culprit’s lips, and at last the headmistress
hinted gently : ¥
“Ts it any uso my keeping back the state
of affairs from your parents, Madge, during
their visit?” .
“0h, no. They have got fo_be told in
the , so Lthe sooner it's over the hetter I”
iss Somerficld gave -a nod of agreement.
* [ think you do right to resign yourself,
Madge! You may go back to your situdy,
then, and you will understand that when
your parents arrive, I shall have to acquaing
them at ouce of the position!” X
“Tho girl's head drooped submissively.
Prossing her lips-togethor, she turned and
talked to the door, opened it, and passed

out. 3 T
And then she sighed—hard, v .
Motionless she stood for a litile-while, in

that silent passage, as if at a loss what to

do with herself now.

Back to tho study again, there to sit
through another spe‘ll of lonely brooding?
;So. not that, at any rale, she ‘decided at
ast,

An indoor clock struck the hour—four
o'clock. Classes had ended for the day et
halt-past three, and most of the girls had
been out of doors since then. Now they
svould be coming in from the playing fields,
eager for tea. Whilst they were all mdoors
she would take' a spell in the open air.

8o, to avoid the main entrance, she went
round to nnother rear passage, and out
through a back door into the summer sun-
shine, thinking to escape an encounter with
all other girls.

Jut fate was against her.

The burning heat of the afternoon had
causesl many girls to seck the cool shade to
be found at tho back of the big schoolhouse,
and Madge had hardly stepped into the
open before she wished she wwas anywhere
but here,

No n

dodging back! That would seem
i Tukings a good grip on herself,
sha walked <traight on, whilst a score of
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heads were turned languidly, so that scorn.
ful looks might be flung at her,

Conscious of * being  cold-shouldered,
scorned by .all, Madge walked leisuvely to-
wards the other side of this shady court.
vard, where so many of her schoolicllows
were gathered. There was a gateway beforo
her, and how thankful she would be to get
past it, and so beyond reach of these hostile
stares! 5

On the other side of that gateway, how-
ever, she wa3 to come in for just such ans
other ordeal, and this time they were her
own Form-mates into whom she blundered !

At least a dozen of thewn, with Cora and
Judith Grandways in their midst, wers here,
and once again Madge vealised the
cowardice of e,\_zrnmf bacik.

Straight on she forced hersell to walk,
her dark eyes staring fixedly at nothing,
whilst this crowd of Fourth Form girls
stood still on purpose to demonstrate their
feelings agninst her.

Cora and Judith Grandways cxchanged
audible remarks, and sniggered openly; but
some of the others were in no mood to make
a joke of Madge's disgrace. She was con-
scious of this, and it huré her far more than
the sisters’ warst jeers could have done.

Such silent contempt—yes, that was the
word—contempt for her, a girl with whom
they had all been so friendly, up to a week
ago; how it stabbed at her heart! 5
The bitter looks of reproach, the disgust
which frowning eyes proclaimed, how hard
were such things to bear without flinching!
Harder still, because they were not de-
served !

Cruelly misjudged by the whole school,
scholars and nistresses alike!

That was what Madge Minden knew her-
sclf to be, at this time. And yet hers was
not the case of o girl who, knowing herself
to be iree from blame, can find comfort in
her own senso of innocence. She was being
misjudged, end yet—sho really had dono
many wrong things, lately!

That was the worst of it. She had gone
the wrong way about doing a right thing!

Up to now she had felt compelled, for a
certain reason, to withhold all explanations.
But was the time at hand when sho couls
confjr]o in somcone at last—Detty Barton,
say !

On the top of that perplexin;
as it arose in i

another.

question,
adge's mind, there came
Bupposing she did speak out
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frankly, before everybody, would anything
she had to say restore their faith in her?
‘Would it save her from expulsion?

Very likely not! People bad such scant
ptﬁv or those who did wrong things in
order to achieve a8 good purpose!

She ‘was in mid-field now, wandering
about in an utterly aimless manner, when
ghe heard someone futtering towards her.
call{\;gﬂwistfully: *

“ Madge 1

ge

It was Betty Barton, the captain of the
Form—DBetty, all by herself, And, indecd,
was the poignant thought that darted across
Madge's mind, whilst she turned in an-

“swer to the ¢ry, when was Betty with any
“of the other girls now? By standing up for
her—Madgoe—during tho last weck or two,
the Form captain had suffered the losa o
all her own friends. Even those who had not
“gone over” to Cora Grandwaoys and her
sister were at least *done” with Betty.

“I only wanted to ask you, Madge, wuere
are you having tea? At the school tables,
or in your own |tud¥; i 54

“Tea—I hadn't thought about it," said
Madge. “I suppose I must go to the school
tables and have it there.”

“No. Come up to my study, Madge. 1
am ell atone, I mean—"
“Alone. Yes, you aro always alone now

—thanks to me, Betty!”

“0h, don't say that,” the Form captain
exclaimed, taking the dejected girl by the
arm. “My troubles are nothing, compared
with yours. They are going to blow over,
some day, Madge, but you—" Madge
sighed heavily, “*Term is drawing to an
end, Madge; 2nd you are not to come back
after the holidays! Oh, how sorry it makes
me feel!” %

Then she added guickly, as if regretting
that pained exclamation: .

“Well, come up and have tea with me,
Madge—you must! It ia already laid for

0. .

“1 will—yes,” Madge said, with such
sudden cagorness that Betty was startled.
_“It spems a shame to inflict myself upon
you, when I'm the eauso of you losing so
many friends. But I will come this once,
Betty, because—because—— Oh, you'll see
why, presently I" i

And Betty knew, even then, what this

meant. . X
At last; Madge Minden was going to con-
fido in herl
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The unhappy girl had reached a stage
when she could no longer maintain the old
independent attitude. She was hungarins
for someone’s sympathy—and she shoul
have it! .

Uundisturbed by any of the other girls, '
they took tea together in Betty's study, talk-
ing very little whilst the meal was in pro-
ﬁ_resa, But when it was over, and Betty

ad been helped by Madge to clear away,
they gach sat down in an easy chair, and
then Betty gave her companion a direct

oo, -

“Well, Madgo,” she broke out gently. “I
know wf:y you accepted my invite. You are
zoir:‘E to tell moe something, aren’t you?”

“Yes! Pity I couldn't tell you deys ago,
Betty !” Madge burst out sadly. *“But you
know there was ot least one moment when
I camo very near to telling you—-"_

“That was when Polly Linton cleared out
of this study, because she found I had smug-
gled you back into the school,” nodded
Botty. “It upset you, Madge, to sce me
losing even Polly as a chum. %ut you asked
me to bear with things for a few days, say-
ir_u;h that then purh«ma ou could set me
right in the oyes of the Form; could show
that you had deserved my trust and help!"

“And so will show them, very soon
now !” Madge said, with flashing eyes.
“Betty, thoy think I was continually
breaking bounds to visit Barncombe all for
tho sake of enjoying mysell at the cinema,
and things of that sort. They were wrong1*

“1 knew it] I always knew that your
denials were truthful ; that you really could
not be doing anything fo bo downright
ashamed of,” Betty exclaimed. * What was
the real reason, then, Madge? Every time
you broke out of school and slipped over
to the town—"

“1 was doing a wrong thing, Beity, and
for that rcason I don't deserve pity. But
1 was doing it all for a good motive—""

“0h, why didn’t you toll us so!” Betty
cried, jumping up excitedly. “If only you
had told us, Madgo!”

“Y couldn’t. From the very first, I had
to keop silent, hoping that my friends in
tho Form would have faith m me; and
what happened? They all lost that faith—
all of them excepting yow, Belty!"

“Forgiso them, dear, for they will be
sorry enough when they know the full
story,” Betty pleaded carnestly. “And you
are going to tell them that story at- once.
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aren’t you? IF you like, I will go and get
thein all to come to this study now, or—"

And there the Form capiain broke off
abruptly, for the door had flown open, and
she saw that there was no necd to collect
the girls together.

They were at the threshold even now—the
whole” Form, almost ready to swarm into
1thiséstud_\r, with Cora Grandways et their
head ! -

CHAPTER 17,
No Proofl

£ ILI. the captain of tho Form
W please grant us an interview?”
Cora Grandways asked mock-

ingly.

“As a matter of fact,” Betly answered
cn!mlf, “jf you had not turned up like
this, I would have been calling you together
in o minute or so. But let's hear your busi-
ness first.”

Cora swaggered forward, and Judith and
the rest crowded after her, ranging them-
sclves round the room.

“It's aobout you and Madge,” tho clder
of the Grandways girls began, letting her
eyes fill with all tilu old hostility as she
kept thﬁr,p upon Betty.

W Woll 2

“You have been entertaining Madge to
tea, we believe?” -

*“ And what if I have?” Betty flared up at
once. “Is it any concern of yours?”

“We rather think it is!” Cora said, as
haughtily as she could. “We talked the
maiter over when we heard that Madge
had been brought in here to tea, and we
dcci(led»to let you have our views on the

ntter,”

“1Vell?” Betty asked wgain furiously.

“Qur feeling is, Betty Barton, that you
have dono cnough already, to disgrace the
position of Form captain, without inviting
to tea a girl who is under sentence of ex-
pulsiont”

“I would like to point out,” Betty said
tartly, 'that Madge is here as my friend—
yox, whether sha is expelled or not!”

“Oh!" ¢came in a shocked tone from quite
‘@ number of girls, 2

At<lis instant the door opened, and three
or four other girls slipped into the already
erowded room

Omne was Paula Creel, another was Trixie
Tone. s third was Tess Trelawney. - And
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here also Polly Linton, completing &
quartet who, although “off” with Bet
Barton, were not by any means “on” wif
Cora and Co.!

These new arrivals made no remarks, and
Cora went on with the talk as if there ha
heen no interruption,

“S0 Madge was invited lLere as your
fricnd 7 ghe snoered. “That just about fin-
ishes it, 1 think, girls] When the Form
captain so far forgets her position as to
proclaim herself the friend of an expelled
girl, it is no use our saying any mote—not
tn the Torm captain, anyway!”

*Hear, hear!” murmured Judith and éne
or two others.

“We hardly expected you te shout about
boeing Madge's friend,” Cora went on, in the
same sneering tone,  “Some of us even
thought you might have the decency to
admit that it was a mistake, inviting Madge
here! We eame here, to give you the chance
to apologise——""

“ Apologise!" gasped Betty.

“Tgo the whole Forin—yes! But far from
being inclined to apologise, you are ready
to say, I suppose, that you will have Madge
hero again, if you wish to?”

"1 certainly shall invite Madge when—"

“Then we had better go, girls!” Cora cut
in, smiling round u her ?ollnwing. “And
the next thing to do is to lay o complaint
before the Form mistress!” .

“Hear, hear!” -

“We simply are not going to have a cap-
tain_who—"

“Stop—wait, all of voul”

It was Madge Minden who voiced that
commanding cry, causing the wholo crowd
to stand motionless.

“Now let me have m‘i say!” she said,
her dark eyes flashing. “Your peint is that
Betty Barton has dono a disgraceful thing,
ns eaptain of the Form, in clinging to her
faith in me?” y

“So she hast” of the
chorused.

“ And you feel that you have done quite
the propor thing in dropping me. as being
a girl not fit for you to mix with?”

“You have covered ;}']mxr:eff with disgrace,
Madge Minden! You have forced the head-
mistress to expel you—7"

“And for what reason have I done all
this?" Madge took them up fiercely. * You
say, just for my own amusement, out of
pure recklessness. But you ave wrong, and

some girls




Betty is right in one thing she bas plways
asserted. Ighuve not been doing anything w
be really ashamed of 1"

“‘Oh, nonsense!” scoffed Core.

“I'm going to tell you why I broke
bounds so often—a thing that was wrong, I
admit; but you are going to hear how I
was driven to do it, for the :ake of h:lping
others !

- “Blow musicl” snecered Judith Grand-
ways. “Turn on the limelight? Madge
'« thinks she is a heroine, eviﬁenh]y."

“Oh, give that tongue of yours a rec-t,
Judith Grandways—do ! came impaticntly
from Polly Linton. " We hear it a bit too
often.”

" ¥Yes, wather!” simpered Pauls Croel.

Judith made a face at tho two who had
epoken, bubt did mot retort, for she was
aware that even her and her sister's sup-
porters were anxious for Madge to con-
i 4 If anything bu

count myself anythin, t a heroine,”
e said, shrugging hir shoulders. *
went about things in the wrong way. I took
3 Eity on somebody—did my t to help
er without getting any outside help—"
“You always were so stand-oflish 1" struck
in Cora, “1 hope it has taught you & lesson,
trying to do everything off your own bat!
But what have you done, or tried to do,
that cxcuses everything? Wae have yet to

“It was liko this,” Madge resumed, speak-
: ing to Betty. “Oune cvening I knocked over
2 a young lady named Alva Torbes, when I
was riding back to_school on my bike, The
accident loft her with an injured wrist, and
I found she was dependent upon what she
earned as a pianist. 1 offered to take her
placo—" .

“ At the cinoma 1" suggested Cora dryly.

“No! Alva Forbes' engagement was with
a blind old lady in Barncombe. The lady
is a rccluse, who lives all alone with a
housekeeper—"

“My word | How thrilling! You ought to
write storics, Madge! This beats fiction |
chuckled Judith,

“ Perhaps it is fiction!” added Cora, with
a laugh.
© “You ean believe it or not; it is the
‘truth 1" Madge cricd vehemently. “'I broke
bounds. in and again to take Alva
Forbes’ place at the piano, so that she
wouldn't lose the job she was dependent
upon for her living, If I bad not played

“THE SCHOOLGIRLS'

OWN " LIBRARY 53

in her stead, the blind lady would have
found somcbody else, and iopt the new
player on permanently. She is very cccen-
tric, and it doesn’t do to disappoint her.”

“Did you disappoint her with your play-
inF 7” smiled Cora.

"0k, of course, Madge charmed tho old
lady !” snecred Judith. * We all know what
a wonderful player Madge is!”

“@irls,” broke out Betty Barton, “don’t
you think Cora end Judith are overdoing
it in their attempt to show off their clever-
ness before you all? You may be wild
with me, and utterly upset agrinst Madge,
but. surely you still believe in fair play "

“Yes, wather !” eried Paula.

“] was not meaning you, Paula,” Beity

said gently. mean the girls—Eila
Elgood, Grace Garficld and others—over
there, the girls who have been quite

friendly with Cora and Judith lately!”
Ella Elgood was ready with a retort.
“You a-k us, Betty, 1l wo still Lelieve in

fair play., We do. That is the simple reason
why we have had to stop bucking you up
as captain! On the face of things, Madge

doesn’t deserve the support you tere giving
her, and so if there has been any unfairness,
it is on your side, not ours!”

““All the same,” chimed in Syhil Barlow,
“Madge should have a fair hearing now!”

“Yes, yes,” agreed the others. “What
Madge is telling us puts a different look
upon overything.”

“Tf it is trua |" Cora hinted uzain.

“T'm not going down on my knees to beg
you to helieve it,” Madge said curtly. “'lhat
13 mvslvr cxplanation—"

“Why didn't you tell us before, then?”
demanded Judith,

“*Perhaps [ was wrong in kecping silent,”
Mudge answered ; “but I felt it was out of
tho question for me to speak out. So long
as thero was tho need for me to play in
Alva's place, I felt it might upset every-
thing by confiding in anybody. Even now, I
don’t know but what I may be wanted to
play ogain, although I think that Alva’s
wrist really must b all right by this time.™

“Then you cxpect all the girls to praiso
you now that you have spun your yarn,’
smiled Cora. ““You—"

“1 expect this!” flashed Madge. "I expect
you to admit that Botty was nght and you
were all wrong. And T expeet those of you
who believe in fair play, as you sey vou do,
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to end all this coldness towards the Form
captain

] shall feel more inclined to do that
when your story is proved,” said Grace
Garfiold, causing a look of delight to show
in Cora's cyes.

“Give us tho chance to prove it!” Cora
challenged Moadge. “Tell mo where the
blind lady lives, T'll go there this even-
ing—start off this very punute on my bike—
and ask her if it is truel” s

“You'll do nuhhin‘gnof the sort!” Madge
retorted sharply. “Haven't I been trying
all along to prevent the blind lady from
knowing ﬂmtl; was Alva’s substitute? I am
not going to tell you where she lives, and
have you sceking interviews!”

“Aha! Oho!” Cora laughed derisively.
“What a jollg artful girl you are, Madge!
Yon seo her artfulness, girls? She has in-
vented an excuse for not being able to givo
us the chance to prove her story!”

“Ti's a downriﬁhk pack of fibs—that's my
belicf,” said Judith, turning towards the
door. “We'd be duffers to listen to any
moro !"

“1 agree,” said Grace Carficld, steppn:
after Judith ; and sho was not the only gir
to_do that either.

With a peng of apguish, Betty saw that
all the onc-time friends of hers, who werc
now friendly with the Grandwoys sisters,
rolused to place the lcast faith in Madge's
story. They were drifting from the room,
di ing tho explanation t them-
srlves in tones of utter scorn.

Madge was very white now. Her fierce
eyes watched the "gir!a trooping away, until
the whole Cora “set” was gone, and only
Polly, Paula, Tess, and Trixie remained

B

behind.
“And you?" she turnced upon them to ask
assionately. “Do you also think I am tell-

ing more fibs than ever?”

“The story is too extraordinary to be be-
Lieved, without proof,” said Polly Linton.

*Yes, wather! Weally, Madge,” Paula
Creel plended, in her simpering tone, with-
out wishing to use any stwong expwession,
1 wegard the story as most extwaordinary,
bai Jove!” -

“You must prove it, Madge—you really
must 1" said Tess Trelawney.

“T can't! I tell you, to let any of you go
to the blind hd{a house—it, would bo fatal
for  Alva!” fadge cried desperately.
“Pon’t you sec that?”

-wildly.
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“I see that you have a very
reason for not letting us prove i’
swered. -

“Then don’t stop here any longer, any of
you, or you'll make me say things 1 don't
want to!” Madge stormed, in her passionate
way. “You've dropped me, and you've
dropped Betty for standing up for me.
Betty isn't sick at heart about it ali, L am!"”

“Betty knows,” =said Polly, withdrawing
to the door. “I was miserable enough when
this split came about. I would rather have
had anything happen than all this. But
thero it is. Without being s spiteful about
it all as Coora and Judith are, I say that
Betty has done » very wronf thing, as.cap~
ta:l' Min defonding you all along !”

Ly ane

Ly explanation shows that I deserve
Bettg s confidence ! eried Madge.
“Y¥our oxplanation needs to be proved,”

Polly said; and with that she walked from
the room,

king the three other girls with

her,

Tho door snicked shut behind them, and
all at once Madge sank into a chair and
burst into tears. :

* Hateful girls—all of them !” she sobbed
“Oh, Betty, Botty: 1*

“Never mind, dear., Oh, don’t ery, ot
else I shall—""

“Y won’t shed another tear about it all I™
Madge jumped up to say fiercely, whilst
she wiped her brimming eyes, “The loss
of such girls' friendship is not worth cry-

about! I am going to leave Morcove

ad !

lansible

an,
Slngnoo'l', and this makes me feel glad—yes, *
-4

“Madge, dear,” Betty entreated sooth-
ingly. *Don't say such things. As regards
your expulsion—your not coming back next
term—surely, that can be wiped -out now?
You will explain to Miss Somerfield?”

“And be disbelieved, for lack of proof,
by her !”

i Madge sat down again, drooping her

ead.

“It’s no use, Betty. My parents are
ﬂ,ommgh to the school to-morrow, and they
arg \L\?h e told—" :
af

"

“Pold that I must be taken away from
the school ! p

“No, nol Oh, Madge—"

“It is settled, Betty, and
grieve for me,” Madge explained tragio-
ally, “I shall tell my parents, and they
will believe mo without proof. But they
will not be able to get Miss Bomerfield *°

ou mast nob




believo the story, any more than I could

myself, They-—*" .
“Madge, listen to me!” Betty broke in

earnestly, “Ts it really the case that you

dare not provide proofs? I can quite sce

‘that nmo one must go to the blind lady's

ho.um]; but how about Alva Forbes?”
“Alva

“The girl for whom you have been doing
all this? Why, of course!” cried Betty,
brightening up. *“You have only to get
into touch wit]; her, and she will come to
the school and confirm everything you have

said I
* Bug-—"
““Where does she live, this Alva Forbes,
. tell me?"
. Madge did not answer for a moment.
shlo reddened a little, then turned very
ale, :
i “I—I don't know what you'll think of
-me, Betty,” she faltered at last, “but I

can’t tell you where Alva lives!”
There was a sudden deep silence,
“You can't tell me, Madge!”
“T've forgotten where she lives in Barn-
L combe I
** You—have—forgotten I
“Ves! She only gave me the address Ly
word of mouth, at the time of the accident,
‘ She gave it to me, along with the blind
3 Jady’s addvess, and I was fixing that in my
mind and forgot the other, The blind lad
! is Miss Charteris, and she lives at No, 10,
The Retreat. But—"
“No. 10, Tho Retreat,” Beity echoed
softly. “ Then—"
Sha drew a deep breath.
“Sm?enne lives with

Mad,

= . There is a housekeeper—a woman
named Janet.”

After this reply there was silence again.
i Meadge waited a while, ready to answer
: any more questions; but none came.

etty sat down, with a thoughtful frown
on her face, and suddenly the awful con-
viction scized poor Meadge—even Betty was
Leginning to doubt the whole story !

That she, Madge, had forgoiten Alva
Forbes' address was perhaps too much for
Beity to swallow! nyhow, Betty's atti-
tude had suddenly changed like this. She
bad nothing more to say—nothing !

A.minute passed; then Madge crossed to
the docr and went out, her dark eyes full
of sadness and despair. After all, she was
saying to herself tragically, was it a wonder

the blind lady,
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if Betiy had indeed begun to share the
others’ ~diskelief 7

So, with a slow, dejected step, Madge
Minden went to her own study, and shut
herself in there—~and she never know how
Betty, loft alone, suddenly looked at the
tine, and then dressed herself hurriedly
for some journey out of-doors!

CHAPTER ‘18,
Betty Tries—And Fails.

UST as thoe school chimes were striking
half-past_five, Betty Barton was get-
f.iil:fl her bicyele out of the school eycle
shed.

It required no attention, and in a moment
she was in the saddle and pedaliing away.

Out through the great gateway "she
skimmed: .then, with the road to Barn-
combe lying before her, she spurted along
at top speed.

She was going to do what Madge had re-
fused to let the other girls do.

She was going to call at the blind lady’s
house! .

To Betty, at this time, had como a tre-
mendous sense of reliof.

Thae last few days had been days of miser-
able helplessness and dejection, Now che
had started upon a quest which had ail
the thrill of detective work in it—a quest
that might end oh !"so huppilg.

Only let her get to No. 10, The Retreat,

srncombe, and make cautious inguiries
there—taking care not to let the blind
lady know there was a visifor—and what
a changed situation it would be ere roli-
call was over this evening.

Not only would Madge’s truthfulness be
vindicated, but all the old happy state
would be restored to the Form! :

The girls would see that Madge’s worsh
offence had been, as she contended, that she
had gone the wrong way about doing the
right thing. The Headmistress would sce
it all in ﬁn's light, too, end surely thera
w_otlllld be no more talk of cxpelling the

rl!
mAmi 50, to-morrow, when Madga's parents
came to the school, no mention would he
made of recent events.

Madge would be back at the dear old
school when nexi term commenced: an
bofore that—before this last woek of b
old term wos over—the Fourth Form won's
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no longer Le divided into sovoral different
camps,

Whir ! whir! whirl went Bethy's pedals,
as she sent the bieycle speeding along the
almost deserted roadway ; and all the time
her spirits were mounting up and up.
Sho even folt sho wanted to langh with
Lt;y, as she thought of the surprise 1t would

to all tho Formn when she got back to
the school, Iater on, with proofs of Madge's
story being a truc -one.

No ono knew that she had started off
upon this quest—even Madge did not know !
And the joy of producing proofs, by and by,
wonld bo all the greater beeause everybody
would be so surprised.

Whir! whir whir! Taster still raced
Betty along the level stretches of road.
Down the sloping parts she went, full pelt,
and steadily she phigged away at the pedals
on the rising hits of ground, refusing to
dismount nnﬁ walk,

So, in what must have been &linost record
time, her journcy from the school to the
outskirts of the quaint old Devonshire town
came to an end. She was in the main street
now, and she slowed down to ask a little
girl the way to The Retreat. -

“First to the left, and then to the vight!”
oriedl the child, “It's a very dingy old
street ! i

And so Deity found it to be, when she
turned into it s few minutes later.

Teaving her bicycle agoinst o wall at
the corner, she went swiftly along the pave-
ment, and camo to No. 10. T his scemed
the very shabbicst bouso of all. It had
a shutup look about its extevior; the front
steps had nok been swept to-day, lef alone

clennod; and the front windows were
shutiered.
Betty walked past the house, taking a

ook at it, then turned back and

5.

When she rang the bell, there was a fnll
minute’s wait before respousive sounds
eame from within the house. Bub at last
the schoolgirl heard a_step padding along
the dim passage; the door was open a foot
or so, and a very slatternly woman, with &
sour face, looked out.

“Well, what do you want?” she snap ed.

lease?” Betiy asked,

“Are you Janet,
takon aback by this ill-tempered veception.

“No, I'm not,” was the curt nnswer.
“ Janct—who is Janet?”

“Surely sho is the housekeeper here
Retty  said, foeling more surprised than

[ Janot—which I
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over. “T was told that the housckeeper’s
name was Janet.” ‘

“Well,” supposing 1 did happen_ to be
don't,” said the disagree-
ablo woman, * what do you want with her?”

“1 am a scholar at MNovcove | Pl
Detty began to explein, “and T have called
to make an inquiry, although I don’t wank
Miss Charteris to know anything about my
calling.”

“Miss Chacberis—there is no one here of
that name!”

“What!” gasped Betty,

“I'm telling you, Mliss
hero,” .

“But—ihis is the vight address! No. 10,
the Retreat,”

“That's right.
living here i

Charteris isn't

And the only person
js miysolf,” said the woman im-
“S0 don't bother me!”

“Plense, though—oh, don’t
door!” Betty pleaded desperately. “I had
such an important reason for calling” I
wanted to ask whether it is truo that a girl
from my school has been comivg here, at
different times, to play to o blind old lady
named Miss Charteris.”

“1 toll you, Miss Charteris isn’t here, and
T don’t know of any schoolgitl coming to
play the piano:”

“Phen—>"

“You've boen told a lot of nonsense,
that's cleax!” the woman cui Betty short,

grimly. go back to your precicus
school, and don’t come bothering here any
more !

Slam !

That was the door, as it was shut against
Betty’s face.

. She walked away
ing quite dazed,

Aftor bring lifted so llish on that wave
of hope, she was now cast down into a surg-
ing sca of fresh despair. o

From what that woman had said to her,
nothing was known of a blind lady at the
house! -

“A lot of nonsopso!” That scornful ery
of the woman's still rang in Beity's ears,
Put the girl felt that it was far worse than ~
mere nonsense. It meant—oh, what else
conld it ll mean, but that Madgo had made
up the story, after all, about the blind Lady,
about everything?

Betty roturned to her bieyele, bub she
folt Eco upset to mount at once. '

Slowly sho wheeled the machine out of

from the doorstep, feels
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one street into another, hor mind all the
timo charged with the saddest thoughts.

8o mugh for the hopes she had built
upen this scerct_journoy to the town!

Instead of l‘mdqu proofs to tuke Lock to
the other girls, she had only fouudd out
things that made it really hard for her to
believe in Madge any lcmﬁnr.

The girls had been right all alang, then!
And =he, the captain of the Form, ha
been in the wrong! Folly, Paula, Tess,
Trixie—all of them. They were not to
have cause to regret the atfitude they had
taken up. Tho regret was to be hers—yes,
hers! She had got to admit by and by
that now she kucw how little Madge hiad
deserved to be trusted.

And how Judith and Cova would yell
with triwmpl, even if other girls wére con-
tent to let her off with only a few re-
proaclies. These spiteful sisters—avowed
enemics of DBetty's as they woere—they
wonld never let her hear the last of this
unhappy affair,

The disappointment made itself felt most
of oll when she was in the main street of
the town again, with the road te the school
lying before hor. Was thero nothing clse
ghe could do, except go back now? No-
tl;i‘l’i!g‘: %

lhearted, she made only a slow
journey ever this samo open road along
which she had come just a little while ago
in such o hopeful mood.

Half a mile from the school she met a
party of Fourth Form girls, who were also
on cveles, They whirled pust Betty with-
out speaking, and_ the encounter left her
even more miserable than ever,

TF her ission’ had been successful, she
would have stopped those gitls with a
triumphant_cry that Madge's rectitude was
proved !  Bul the mission bad failed, and
the could only keep silent about it, unless
ehe wanted Madge to be held in greater
gcorn than evor.

She stalled her machine in the eycle-shed,
and then walked across the playing-fields
towards the schoolhouse, At one of tho
tenois courts Polly, Paula, Tess and Trixie
were playing a fast game, Time was when
they would have pauancl, no matter how
theilling lhe game might be, to call across
to_her. But now—

She sighed hard to herself.

The one comforting thought, as regards
those girls, was that they had not thrown in
their lot with Cora & Co.
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All the way back from Barncombe there
had been no thought in her mind of speak-
ing to Madgo about the finsco of the visit,
But now, as sho was making her way up-
stairs, she felt the sudden desire to confront
the girl and give way to & little indignation.

Swiftly sho strode along the corridor, and:
tapped at Madge's door, then walked into
the room.
“Hallo!” Madge exclaimed, starting up
from her chair with a brightening counton-
ance. “1've been wondering what lind be-
come of you, Betty! You were not in your
room when I called there, half an hour
ago.” p

“No, I've been to Barncombe.”

“* Barneombe 1

“On my bike, yes. Madge, 1'vo been to
No. 10, tho Retreat—"

“Oh1”

“ And there is no blind lady there! No-
thing is known of any schoolgirl going there
to play the piano!”

adgo almost recled back with the shock
of these words.

“Bat—but,” she stammered, *“whom did
you see?” s

“ A bad-tempered old woman—"

“Janct? Was it Janet?"

“No. Sho said her name was nob Janet,
She said thab I must have been fold u lof
of nonsense ! Oh, Madge, I went there, full
of hope, thinking I was going to make sofe
inquirics that would prove the tiuth  of
vour story. And that is what I was told,”
¢ etl‘!'Selt_y bitterly, “It is a lot of non-
ransal’

“Then you think T made HE that story®”
“ No—at least—oh, I don’t know what to
think ! All the way home 1 have been feel-

ing‘_disnppointcd—miwrable! Buk  now
in the eyes!" Madge

“ Betty, look me
tiwoke in sharply.  “For the last time, I
declare that my story was all true!l And
now do you doubt me, like tho rest?”

Their cyes met.

For the space of five seconds they gazed
steadily at cach other, and dwing those
tense, silont moments Betty realised that
she still believed in Madge Minden.

Yes! Despite the forgotten address of
Alva Forbes—a plea that sounded so weal~
and dospite the finsco of that journcy to
the Rotreat, somchow the captuin of the
Form felt that she must still have faith in
this girl who, doubled by-all ofthers, had
become the outeast of the Torm.
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. "I cannot understand it—your Eoing to
" tliat house, and being told that!” Madge

exclaimed at last. “And I can’t go thero
- myself to demand explanations, T am

ated—like a prisoner in the school! If I
%mn.k out again, I shall be pnt in the deten-
tion-room—a nice thing for a girl whose
parents are coming to-morrow! DBut ob,
this is driving me mad ! .

Ani she paced sbout the room in a state
of helplesa rage.

“If only I could remember that address
of Alva’s!” she broke out again, sweeping
a hand across her forehead. “ Why you were
spoken to like thn.t‘ Betty, at the Retreat
baffles me. I can't imagine who it was
answered the doeor! <

Betty said nothing. She was letting
Madge talk on, feeling that the girl's
desperate exclamations all bore witness to
lier veracity, if nothing else did. ;

= Unless,” Ma exclaimed, suddenly
stopping dead, “Miss Charteris has
away from that house, becanse she has
ill and nceds a change of air. But then,
why should the person left behind tell you
that no schoolgic! wis ever at the house?
It's a slame—a shame !

As the passionate outery died away, Betty
gave a stariled glance towards the door.

Was she mistaken, or had there really
been a sonnd of whispering from the pas-
sage outside?

With a fow quick steps she reached the
door, and whipped it open. -

And there, in a stooping attitude, as if
lior ear had boen at the kexhole, stood Cora
Grandways, with Judith af her side!

CHAPTER 19.
Beity Tries Again.
& OU  horrid snoak-—envasdmpimrl”
Beity Barton cried out fiercely.
‘““Ha, ha!” was the brazen

8,
laugh ~ which both Corn and
Judith sent up.
“He, he, ho!”
“Sneaks, both of you!” Madge now

anted, with even greater passion than
ctty’s. “ Listening at the keyhole to talk
that doesn’t concern youn !™

“Oh, doesu't it?’ retorted Cora, scowl-
ing sullenly. “You are wrong there,
Madge Minden! Tt is » matter of general
interast, when the Form captain comes back.

Eone
n
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from Barncombe to say that no blind lady
lives at the Retreat!” .

Betty tried to say something; bub she
only emitted a gasp. .

“Wait till the guls come in from their
eycle ride I Cora went on gleefully. " Judy
and I will have a pretty story to tell them
then! Ha, ba, ha! You must be feeling
nice and small this evening, Betty Barton!
Not much to crow about, have you?”

At this instant tho footfall of scveral
other girls sounded along the passage, and
audd'enf Betty and Madge saw Polly Lin-
ton and her usual trio of companions stop
dead, close to the door.
“IWhat's the row now?” asked FPolly
breczily.

row—only a great joke!” sniggered
Cora. “Betty thought she would be clover,
and rwn to Barncombe to get proof of
Madge's story being true. Madge, it scems,
told her that the blind lady lived at No.

reat, and Betty went there.”

10, the
Well 1
“Well, the joke is,” chuckled Cora,

“Betty got her head snapped off by the

person who really does live there!"

“Bai Jove!” breathed Paula Credl.

“In other words,” interposed Judith,
“instoad of getling proofs to show thag
Madge has been tclling the truth, Betty
only got proof that the story was a made-
up onc! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Gweat gooduess—pwoof !” :

“Proof—that Madﬁ:: has fibbed!” Poll
exclaimed, falling back a step. 1
then! Detty, you are going
with that girl now? Say the word, and I'If
movs back into your study right away !”

“Yes, wather!” chimed in Paula
“Weally, Boity, aftor this, you know, you
must agwee that we have been wight, bai
Jove!”

“Which is it to be, Betty?" Tolly went
on impatiently. “Will you have me back
this evening, or will you still maintain that
that girl is entitled to be trusted?”

A tense moment or so ticked by. Then
Betty spoke. .
“Y want yon back, Polly. If I had &

thousand friends—and I've hardly one to .
call my own at this moment—I'd still be
lonely “without you. But I ean’t ask you
to_come back on those terms.”

“You still defend Madge Minden?'*
“T slill -have faith in her—yes!”
“Duffer!” ex Cora_ Grandwaya.
“Ha, ha, ha! What a captain!™
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“Hpo, he, he!” tittered Judith. .

Polly glared resentfully at the sniggering
couple, scemed about to say something, but
hBlcFl:erself in check. . *

* Paule, Trixie, Tess!” she called to those
girls, “1 think we had botter move onl”
“Yes, wather, bai Jove!” .

And, with a peined loock upon their
faces, they all four passed on to other
studies.

Cora and Judith were still hanginfI about
the open doorway, glonting over Madge's
misery, and that girl, flinging herself into

a chair, gestured wildly to Betty.
“8hut that door, Betty! If I sce much
more of those girls I shall for thom!”

Betty shut the door swiftly, sctting her
teeth as she heard the .sisters go away,

laughing shrilly.

That derisive sound died away, and then,
‘suddenly, the FKorm ecaptain heard a
strangled sob from poor Madge.

“It's not what they are doing to me!"

the girl cried out, burying her fece in her
hands.  “It what it is costing, you,

“Hush, dear! tho Form captain mur-
mured soothingly, with a hand on the girl's
heuvmg”shou 15. “Let me stay, Madge,

Lil
“No, leave me! You have done all you
can for me now, Betty!”

And although Betty stayed a little Ionatls:,
she had to come away at last, fecling b
Madge's dcspniri:g cry was only too true.
What else, indeed, could one do for the
unhappy girl now?

But, Inte that same night, when Beh:,’y was
lying wide ewnke in her bed, pon ermf
t{le whole sad situation, thinking, above all,
how the morrow would find Madge’s parents
at the school, and how t‘!;:;xg must be told of
their daughter’s disgra position, thore
flashed upon her an idea that almost took
her brenth away.

“QOh, why didn't I thiok of it before!”
sho said to herself excitedly. “If only I
lmdhhalg the idea when I was in Barn-

mbe 1 .

8till, she comforted herself by reflecting
it was not too late even now. To-morrow—
ves, to-morrow was Saturday, and she would
be freo from after dinner onwards; free to
carry out this idea that had come to her,
and perhaps—

Perhaps she could yet vindicate Madge
before the girl's parents arrived at the
echool !
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In the morning Madge’s wan face told of
a night of broken rest anfl great anguish of
mund, and it was a hard struggle for Betty
to refrain from hinting at what she intended
to do. But sho intended to keep the plan
secret, and that afternoon nol saw the
ci ptain quit tho school, nor weuld they have
known whither she was off to, even if her
doparture had been scen.

She was off to Barncombe again. Not by
cyele this time, Walking to Morcove Road
railway station, she joined the train there,
and in a few minutes her short journey by
rail was over.

And now, as she stepped on to the plat-
form at Barncombe station, her fresh spell
of detective work began at onco!

She waited till tho other passengers had
passed through the bairier, then went up
to the man who was collecting tickets,
:mnded. over her own ticket, and questioned
e,

““Please,” she said, “I wonder if you have
seon & blind lady leave Barncombe by train
Juirng tho last lew days

“Blind lady, miss?’

“Yes. She would be elderly, and would
have an elderly companion with her.”

The ticket-collector scratched his head.

“No, miss, I can't say there’s been any
passenger of that kind, T don’t know of
any blind lady living in Barncombe, either,”

Detty felt that this was the first blow at
her renewed hopes; the first bit of fresh
failare.

She could do no more at the station, and
so sho wandered out into the town, not
beaten yet, but certainly disheartened. She
would try other places—ecab proprietors”
yards, and the town garages.

One of the latter she came upon all et
once, not far from the station, and she
d into the ramshackle office.

A girl elerk was sitting thore at a swmall
table with a typewriter, and Betty made the
same inguiries of her that she had made

of the ticket-collector.

And then—oh joy! The schoolgirl dotec-
tive saw that she was on the track at lust!
The young lady clerk was nodding in the
affirmative.

“Voy, miss,” Betty heard her saying,
“we did have.a car hired out by a blind old
lady. She has gomo to Braunton Sands,
fiftcen miles from here, and there's no rails
way, you know.” .

“ Braunton Sands—fifteen miles!” echoed
Betty excitedly.




-

o

She looked at ihe offico clock.

“0Oh,” was her desperate cry a moment
lator, “if only I could get there and back
this afternoon! It is so important! I
would give. fifty pounds if T had it—"

“¥ don't suppose you have fifty shillings,
et alonc Gfty pounds,' smilclf the lady
clerk. “And it would cost you quite four
pounds to go there and back by car!”

“Four pounds?’ DBetty's heart sank
again; but she whipped out her purse with
a desperate fecling that she must manage

somchow. “I've  got twenty-seven—no,
thirty shillings in all, no more!” she
amounced, “DBut I can get plenty of

money; my people are well off. Oh, miss,
uuult‘ij you wait—will you do your best for
me?

“Iow do you mean?”

*Ciet your people to let me have a car!”
entreated Betty. *I'll pay this money now,
and the balance shall be paid in & day or
two, when I hear from home! It is so
urgent! It may mean wonderful things
for a friend of mine, if I can find that blind
lady to-day! Do—da!”

Theo lady clerk was clearly impressed. She
left the office, and returned in a few
minutes with one of the chauffeurs.

“Our manager is out,”” this man said,
‘““and I don't know that we ocught to let
you have & car on those terms, without his
permission.”

“I4 is urgent—oh, so urgent!” pleaded
Betty. ‘Do stretch a point and get me to

Braunton Sands and back as quickly as
se:’?le: I'll give you all the money I
ave!” .

“You get a car ready, Hawkins,”’ said the
{]l_.(ll_:.' ‘c,lerk, *‘and I'l take the responsi-
ility.
She added, as the man went off to obey
this injunction:
“It is not the money I am inclined to
fidget about, miss, You are only a school-
irl, and I em wondering if you ought to
allowed to hire a car all to yourself. You
are not running away from school, are

you

Betty laughed.

“Oh, not™ 3

“Al the same, it iz most unusual, and
=" The lady clerk sudderly had an in-
spiration. *‘Iknow! Il leave someone elsa
in charge of the office, and just take the
afternoon off! Then I can conie with you,
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and sce that you come back all right. I am
surce the manager would approve.”

“Oh, what a kind friend you are to a
oom]lﬂetu stranger!’ Betty exclaimed fer-
vently. “'Thank you, miss!”

“Rate White—thal’s my name.’”

““And mine is Betty Barton."”

The lady clerk was already taking her out-
door things from a hook on the wall

In_a couple of minutcs she was ready for
the journcy, and both cntered the car the
chauffour brought out. That journcy was
done in so short a space of time that Betty
was astonished, and she thanked the good-
Ratu:cd Kate White from the depths of her

cart.

The chauffeur pulled np right in the
centre of the bungalow town, and Betty,
having jumped ont slong with Kate White,
got the direction from the man, and set off
at_top speed along a sandy track,

oon she came upon the isolated wooden
cottage where she had been told Miss
Charteris was staying. v

Tt was a ramshackle place, but the sun-
shine and tho romantic surroundings mada
it look pietu ue enough. Treading upon
a snndfr path that was lined out with bj
sea-shells,
paused there, panling for breath.

The cottage was in deep silence. All she
could hear was tho tick-tock of s cheap
clock. What, then, had she better do?
Should she knock softly, and perhaps rouse
the blind lady from an afternoon nap? Oh
if only somecone would come out to her, and

“Do you want to see Miss Charteris?” a
gentle voice suddenly starlled Betty by

asking,

She faced about sharply, to find a tall
young lady had come after fner up the sandy
path from the seashore.

““¥—Miss Charteris? No, I don’t want to
see that lady,”” Betty jerked out in an
agitated whisper. “I want to sec Janet, if
she is here, please."”

**Janet has taken her mistress out in the
bathchair,”’ )

“Oh1? )

“But I am staying with the old folk. If
there is anything I can do for you?” said
the young lady. “My name is Alva
Forbes.” ;

‘“Alva Forbes! Then you,' cried Betty
wildly, “you are the very person I most
want to seel”

she came to o trellised porch, and”




CHAPTER 20.
* ‘A Race Against Time.

EFORE Alva Forbes had time to voice
a single exclamation of surprise, Betty
rushed on excitedly:

“Tt is about my chum at the school
—Madge Minden. She is in disgrace, and I
belicvo most of it is all unmerited. She is
going to be expelled—-""

“Joxpelled 1”

Yes, And at this moment her parents
are on the way to tho school. They are to
be told, as soon as they arrive, about their
daughter's disgrace, DBut I want to pre-
~ent all that—I must! Oh, tell me quick!”
entreated Betty. ‘It is trwe, isn’t 1t, that
Mnrdge took your place as the blind lady’s
hirefepianiet.!”

“Yeal!”

“Then Madge is cleared—cleared! T can
ﬁu back at once—get to the school before

er paronts arrive. And you will come with
me, won’t you?” i

“To the school " Alva Forbes was ns
agitoted as Belty now. “Oh, if it is to help

adge Minden, I must come at once, yes!
‘And yot—"

She suddenly sighed desperately.

“No, I dare not come at once! T have
to plag to Miss Charteris directly she re-
turns from her hour out of deors. Dut I
will yun over this evening, somehow. I will
do that, I promise. I have plenty of money
to hire a cor—"

“How good you are!” Betty broke in,
half sobbing. ~ “But, after all, need you
come, if you give me a lettor 7'’

“No: I will come.” Alva deoclared firmly.
*You can go back at once, and speak for
me, saying that T am coming along by and

v. I ean guess why Madge needs help,
What she did for me is the cause of all her
disgrace !"’

““Then what shall T fell them at the
school 77 Betty asked eagerly.

“Tell them that Madge was acting all
the time out of regard to my desperatn
-position,” Alva answered quickly. . “Tell
them that the cngagement to Eiay the piano
meent so much to me. and thet she saved
me from losing the ition altogether.
More, it is thanks entirely to Madge Mindon
acting as my deputy that Miss Charteris,
who knows ‘nothing about my being laid
gside by the injured wrist, has made me a

e
: present of one hundred pounds!”
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“Thal’s a welcome gift to one in your

necdy ition I
“It 15, agreed Alva. “Only I fecl that
l\l:l:lgo ought to have the money. o—-""

he won’t want a penny of it, I am
sure of that!” DBetty exclaimed, with a
sharp laugh, due to her excited state. “She
only wants tc be cloared—to have it proved
that she never made up any pack of false-
hoods! The girls think her story was just
a pack of fibs, and there has been no prov-
ing its truth up to now. I went to the
Rotroat, and was told that po blind lady
lived there—"

“YWhat 2"

“And that no schoolgirl had ever been
there to play the piane! Even now,
can’t understand—'" 5
hen let me explain,” broke in Alva,
with & sudden look of comprehension. *I
sce why it was—yes! The doctor ordered
Miss Charteris to come to the scaside place
with Janet, and Miss Charteris begged me
ta come, too, to play to her. I accepted,
for my wrist is all right now. Janet must
have warned the old woman who was left
in charge of the Barncombe house that
nothing must be said about any schoolgirl
hn;‘l'inlg been there.””

o

“Don't blame Janet, She was acting, as
she thought, for Madge's geod,” pleaded
va, “Least said, soonest mended, {!uu
know. But in this case poor Madge has
been the victim of too much secrecy!”
“Yes,”" said Betty, “When I think of.
what Madge is suffering in her inind at this
mament, I feel I want to be off at once,

ani

“Then gol” cried Alva, clasping her
hands. “And—oh, may you be in time to
set evervithing right before Madge’s .parents
reach the achool!”

And there this strange, brenthless inter-
view ended.

Without another word Betty was off and
away to the car Bhe saw Kate White
down at the water’s edge, watching tha
wavelets, and called to her excitedly:

“Qui We have to go back imme-
dintely I

The girl came running up at one
chauffeur came

journay.
“How do the traing ran te Morceve Hoolt
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at this time of the day i Betty asked her
companion prelently. *, %

Kate White looked at her wrist-watch.

“It’s half-past three now. There’s a train
at four from Barneombe to Morcove Road—
& train that comes from Exeter—'

“Exeter] Then Madge’s people will be
in that train!"”

“I don’t know anything about Madge.
‘Who is she, or what have her parents to do
with all this?” laughed Kato White. '‘But
if you want to catch that train—-'"

““Oh, T must—I must!"”

“Then, Hawlkins! Let her rip!” Kate
called to the chauffeur. ‘“And go straight
to the railway station when you reach the
town!

He -nodded to show that he had heard

and would obey, and faster than ever sped
. the car along white ribbon of road until
the town was at last reached.

A .couple of minutes more, and a swilt
sworve brought them into the station yard,
Betty jum out almost before the car had
stopped. -

“*Thank you-—thanks, ever so much!’ she
panted, “f—"

‘“‘Never mind about the money now.
Send it on! You must catch thal train—
it's already inl’! eried Kate White.

And Betty, with 1:]1_e sudden clangour of [ P4

the platform bell dinning in her ears, darted
for the booking-hall, and rushed out on to
the platform just as the train was puffing
out.

CHAPTER 1.
, Polly Moves Back.

NTO a thirdclass compartment Betty

bupdled, and then—phew |
She sat back, fanned her heated face,

. panted for breath.

At Morcove Road she found two other
passengers alighting from a first-class com.
partment. They were a lady and gentle-
man, with luggage, and in a Hash Betty
saw the family likeness.

Madge Minden’s parents!

*“Hallo!"” exclaimed the gentleman, as
Betty was going past him_and his wife.
*“One_of Madge’s friends, I expect! Can
we give you a lift to the school? The
sheadmistress has sent a car to meet us.”

Barely had the car pulled up outside the
echool porch before Betty was jumping out.

Mumbling an apology to the other pas-

sengers for her rude haste, she davted into
the house. In a moment she heard Mr.
and Mrs, Minden giving their names to the
maid at the door; and that maid came
hurrying after Betty to the headmistress’
private room.

“You wait, please!” Bett;
the girl in cap and apron, an
she herself was inside the
blurting out everything!

‘What Mr. and Mrs. Minden thought of
their being kept so long awaiting a recep-
tion by the headmistress nced not he set
down liere.  Nor is there any need to record
all Betty's breathless statements, and the
bewildered cries that came from Miss
Bomerfield again and again. -

We are only concerned with the result o
that interview, which result could be

athered from a sight of Betty Barton’s
nce, as she came swiftly from the room,
ten minutes later.

She was beaming with joy.

Up the old stairs she Bounded, three ab
a time, and so into the Fourth Korm pas-
sage. it was that slack time, just after tea,
when _girls were to be found drifting about,
and she came wpon & number of them idling
e sesn tudy 7 sh

“Will you all come to my stu " she

nted m:citedlly. “I've something very
important to tell you!’
hen she threw open a certain door and
cried wi]dlf:

““Madge Mndgz! It’s all right, dear!
Your parents are here, but you are saved!”’

“What! What's. that Betty is saying?”
exclaimed a dozen or more’ girls surging
into the passage. *‘Madge saved? at
does Betty mean?’

““I mean this,’”” Betty turned upon them
all to ory, when she had reached her own
study, and they were crowding in at the
doorwa{: “Mad has been telling tha
tn‘:%].]nl,ll along! I have proof of it—-'*

“Alva Forbes is coming here this even-
ing to bear out what I say,”” Betty rushed
on breathlessly. ““Meantime, she told me
to tell the hendmistress—and 1've done that
already—that Madrgs 'was acting all through
out of regard for her—Alva’s—position.
And what Madge has done, at so much cost
to herself, has put a hundred pounds intq.
a needy girl's pocket!™

“*Great goodness!”

““Hooway!” shrilled Paula.

gestured to
next moment
private room,

“Bai Jove




““Then we—all of us—we’ve been nﬁs{ud;:-
ing Madge from the very first!”" cried Polly
Linton.  ““And you have been the only
ﬂrl in the Form, Betty, to stand up for

adge, when ghe was made to feel like an
outcast :

“Hooway!” cheered Paula. ‘Weally,
geals, this is a gweat welief, yes, wather!
Why, we are going to be iwiends ail
wound [

““Oh, of course, dyo‘u and Polly and a few
others are delighted !”’ Cora snapped fiercely.
““You've shown all-along that you'd be only
too glad to know that Betty was right and
you were wrong! But there are some other
girls—ones who have become friendly with
me and Judy just lately—and 1 want to
know, are they going to go back to Betty
nowt

“I am, for one!” said Norah Nugent
bluntly. -

“And 11" *And T1” criod others.

With that the girls turned their backs
on Cora and Judith, and made for the

loor. '

Whilst the spiteful couple sat ponplussed
in the room a maid in cap and apron came
up to the group of girls. :

“Is Madge Minden here?’ she inguired,
peering in upon the excited crowd.

*“Yes, I am here—"" 5

“Yes, wather! Heal's Madge,

for her,”” said

Jove!”
They are with

bai

‘“Her parents are waitiug
the maid, turning to go.
the headmistress now !

was standing close fo Betty
Barton. 8he straightened up for an instant,
breathing jerkily; turned to the Form cap-
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tain, with some incoherent murmur of grati-
tude, and then—-

ud !
It was the dull sound of a girlish figure
falling to_the r. .
Musge’ Minden had fainted!

It must have been fully an hour later
when Betty Barton was sitting all by her.
self in Study No. 12, smiling happily at her
thonghts.

She had returned to this study alter being
one of several girls to give prompt attention
to Madge, when that scholar swooned away
out of sheer excess of joyful relief. At the
most, it hod only taken the girls fiva
minutes to bring Medge back to her senses,
and they had seen her walk away after that,
quite steadily, to meet her parents.

Thump, thump! came a sudden heavy,
kick against the closed door. .

Betty started up from her chair to auswer
the violent summons, when somehow the
door was thrown open—crash l—and into the

old st sailed Polly Linton, with an
armfud er belongings,
* Polly—""

“I've come back!” oried Polly, slumming
down her hefty load, “I'm moving in
again, right now, Eetty; that is if you'll
have mel” .

“Have youl Oh, Polly—

“Bai Jove!” struck in Paula’s gleeful
simper, as that l_','oung- lady lounged into the
room, ““Weally, geals, this is a gweat
welicf! Twiends all wound again—-yes,

wather "
‘“And if—if we ever have another bust
up, Betty dnrling.",sai:]

won't bo my doing!

Polly, * well—it

NOTE | -Two more splendid numbers of * The School-
girls’ Own” Library will be on sale on Friday, June 5'h.
See page iv of cover lor further particulars.
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MAY'S THE TIME FOR WALKS,

1t
it

o

Every season has jts own particular
attraction for the girl who likes walking in
tho country, but can there be avy to t

Pt

the spring? Or any month in which spring
shows its very best other than the merry
morith of May?

Nearly all the poets have said in suitable
language low beautiful the country is in
Muy, aud, despite the q}:\eel- habits” of the
English weather, it i3 the same to-day as
ever it was. There's no doubt upon that
Bcove,

And another Point that cannot be ques-
tioned is that the best and only real way
to see the full ]glury of the couniryside is
by getting off tho beaten track, by desert-
ing the main ronds, with their incessant
siream of motor traffic, and making for
g\g most beautiful and secluded spots on

i,

-Bome girls, with the spivit 'of the pioneer
strongly developed, like o choose their own
iracks, keeping to the road until a promis-
ing bypath tompts them to dopart from
it, and’ nob caring whither they may go
until the time for Feturn arrives.

Others, more cautions souls, prefer to plan
their route aheud, making for some definite
spot, of .which they have probably heard
mich from previous visitors.

Well, you can ensily plan your route and
yet keep away from the well-frequented
paths, for there are many handbooks sold,
tnmp[eta with maps, which will provide a
complete guide to the most out-of-the-way
corners of your county.

In these special handbooks, the footpaths
and byways are as well-charted as the main
rouds are on the Ordnance Survey maps,
and as long as lyou heed their instructions
you need never fear that your footsteps will
unwittingly cause you to trespass, as may
be the case if you select your paths at
random.

If you have not yet felt the call to g0
rambling over the apen country, you should
certainly give it a trial now. 3

And dov’t forget that for health and
heauty there ix w0 finer exercise in tho

=

world than walking, and no better place
than the fields and woods of the country, *

To the unimaginative, rambling is dull and
uninteresting compaved with such vigorous
{)ush'mﬂs as tennis and cycling. Actually, it
holds fur more jntevest thun either.

In your travels you will come across
quaint old-world villages—villages that were
once considered large and important centres.

Tu these places you will discover relics of
other and more romuntic times. Here you
will find a set of stocks, perhaps bearing
some quaint inscription, to remind you of
strange punishments that have long since
been out of fashion.

and picluresque churches are weil
worth visiting, for, as you stand in them
it is easy to imagine that you have s]ippeei
back two or three hundved years in time,
and on their walls you will find inscriptions
in Old English relating « ks whosoe
names probably are mentioned in your
school history "books.

But, unless you are pasticularly intevested
in these matters, you will spave them only
a brief time, Your main interest is in get-
ting good exercise, recreation and fresh air.

Not many of us care for our own com-
pany so much ns to seek pleasure alone. If
you have a companion on your walks, you
will diseover thut the joy of the opeu will
tend to develop closer fiiendship.

Somehow or other it is easier to give and
receive confidences in the sympathetic atmos
sphere of the green felds.

Besides human eompanionship, there ave
two ther great aids to the enjoymont of
couniry rambling—a dog and a camera. IF
you have a dog, he will show you just how
much fun theve is in the open-uir.

Give him open green spaces and he's a
different dog from the lazy c
clines sleepily in [ront of the at_home,

As for the camera, there is 1o need to tell
you how handy that will prove. There are
50 many happy moments in yonr cowmtry
rambles that youwll be hard put to it to
docide when to put the camera away and
say ““No more!”
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YOU MUST NOT MISS THIS
SPLENDID COMPANION VOLUME

The Schoolgirls Own Library s
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An enthralling tale of two girls who discovered a
mysterious island inhabited by British people who had
not progressed since the Eighteenth Century,

NOW ON SALE,
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i[ROUBLESOME TWINS '
TUCK SHOP TWO MORE
il g SPLENDID
STORIES FOR
SCHOOLGIRLS..

ON SALE
FRIDAY,
JUNE 5th.
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DON'T DELAY!

ORDER
NOW!

or
you may meet with
disappointment

shed on the first Friday i cuch ma! th '}f the Proprictors, The Amalgamated Press (1923},
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