THE EXPELLED GIRL'S TASK!

The task of making the Cliff House aprons had proved
a bigger one than Augusta had anticipated, and only her
strong will power and fierce determination to earn her

§ own living, kept her at her arduous labours.
(A scene from the magnificeat long complete story of the Girls of Cliff House, contained in this issue.)

Also in this issue:

“JOAN HAVILAND’S SILENCE’! =

A Great School Serial. By JOY PHILLIPS.
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RESULT OF *“SCHOOL FRIEND”
PICTURE PUZZLE COMPETITION.

In this competition no compe!itor
sent in a correct solution of all
the pictures. The First Prize of
£100 has therefore been divided
among the following seven com-
petitors, whose solutions came
nearest to correct with two
errors each ;

Eisio Barkar, 4, Palsioy Sircet, Anlaby Roag,
I.Illln o nmm. 30, Aghfield  Road,
cinh aoman. l. w«ﬂor Grove, me-

hutme,
Annie 8. Aluur-n. m.nukllirul Nﬂlil-
. toun, Glasgow.

athleen l:lm 13, Turville Read, Rirch-
field, B
_n.-l. Anderson, m Duke Street, Dennis-
toun, Glasgow.
Lily Dryden, 5, Barnard Street, mﬂw E.
The Second Prize of £20, and
the Third Prize of £5, have been
divided among the following
forty-six competitors whose solu-
U'nns contained three errors each:
Miss B, Simpson, 10, Brandon Grove, Sandy-
!nrd. Newcastie-on-Tyne.
Dorothy Pope, llm, Side,
Rodbourne, Swindon.
Sophia campuc, 1,+ Parkview Cardens, Toll-

cross, Glasgow.

Betty Humphryes, 70, Beaufort Roead, Edg-
baston, Birmingham.

Muriel Coles, !, Tlu Pavement, Taylor's Lane,
Wllllldﬂ!.

Jemima erhbtu lt. Beech Avenue, Garden

Canal

vil

Janet . Stewart, §7, Fordneuk Street,
Bridgeton, GI s

Sybil Shrewe, 11, Bertram Road, Eunfield,

Middlesex.

Dorothy lhlrg. 208, Gipsy Road, West Nor-
wood, S.E. 27.
Mabel Richland, 271, West Derby Road,

Liverpool,
Mary Platt, 13, Sumner Street, Birkenhead.
Conctance Olley, The Gardens, C

Court, near Reading.

Sylvia H. Menlgomery, Fermain, Castle Hifl,
Maicenhead.

Ida Forsier, 48, Hood Lape, Great Sankey.
H un:sr

Doreen Davyies, lul, Panton Rcad, Hoole, by
Chester,
Ethe! Dyte, 11, Barnstaple Street, Souih
op

Moiton, De

Gladys Cleaver, 2, Fleetwood Road, Lmnﬂar
1, Station Hoad,

Derbyshirg.

May Hallam, 5
Irene Manley, 116a, Asthury Street, Congle-
ton, Cheshirg,

Dorothy Miles, 5, St.

.lmn’ Gardens,
Muswell HUll,

Alsion, C
Iris Halder, 28, ounn Avenue, Huil,
Winnie su.nm 112, Ardsm_Road, Acccks
Gucn, Maﬂ.
Atice Giles, 1_. Phenix Street, llan’cm,

S, Browne, §2, Ashmead Road, Si.
Johw’s, 8.E. 8.
Edna, Orwies, 165, Baimeral Road, GCiiling-

l-.tﬂ
Kittie Lewitham,
S.E. 1.

i

-t. <5, Limes Grove,
Alice R. Gard, 5, Canna Park Road, Peverch,
Laura A. Breen, 6, Brunswick Road, Peplar,

E. 14.
Ena Hﬂm National Club,
London R

Ki De'h'l' Park View, Paisl
miss B. Kingsberry, 1, Par ie isley,
Scotland.

Sadie Roper, 232, Manor Street, Belfast.

Moﬂy Buck, 5, Staniey Park Road, Walling-
ton, Surrey.

Ndlh Penman, Bath Street, Kelty.

Hilda Pitts, 1, Allinglon ltoad. Southviile,
Bristoi.

Leonare Howard, 6, South Gate Avenue,
Ashford Road, Feltham, Middiesex.

Miss G. Bowden, u. Oxford Place, Plyrmm!h

Gladys L. Herring, 23, Drury Street, Darling-
ton, Durham.

Elsie Bellamy, 2, Hamoaze Place, Devonport.

Mary Murray, 18 Allan Street, Aberdeen. ..

Dorothy Andrews, 3, OChapel Creen, Long

Reserve

Melford, Suffoik.

Phebe Buckley, 1, Well Street, Hanley,
Staffs.

Winnie de Thier, 19, Park Avenue, Moss Side,
Manchester.

iIkeston,
Morfa ll. Oollege Road Bromiey,
s 'M e

Olive m spm; House, Menthead,

~Mnrgnrel, Street, Lurtc\u.

Twe hundred and fifty-one competitors
divide the eighty prizes of ten shillings
each, whose solutions contained four
errors each:

Kathlyn Keatiug, 14, First Avcuve, Sewllie,
P'iuc Dubifte; M.u,onc Line, Carlion Vilia,
r tireet, Newport Pa"m.ll Bucks; Ailu.
u.nhqu, 77, Leacroft vad, Derby;

Estvo, 45, Shuttle stuet l..th,o“
Betis, Friorhrook,
Tu.ut “}i\ [ l

Marivon
Shobnall Roud, Burtopsoi-
H u,,,!l 27, Ripou ndd,

Ahi.\un 1, I"IH
i Ayeative:

Mis
Graham, Fintonn, {towh Summit éﬂ ’bﬁh
ln; mﬁa Torster nmmme, Carlis'e

Pe:\cmk. a:, Valkyrie n.d \Ynlhu').
Llw.amru. ice M. Morgau, 7, G

Mauchest

. ltude 49, Warwick Stregh,
Nottingham; Grage . Varley,
Fosse t'uﬂd wr. Leigester; Miss A.
28, Bath Btreet, St. Helier's, Jessey, L. 1.

Nora Huet, High Street, W cotton Bas:
sett, Wilts,; “Ldm: Holmes, . Lhm:lly."i;

5 ree v l‘maruou

Grace
Leuton,

Bank noml Chor!too—cun? Hardy,
o , »
Seven l(lll Essex; H Simmonds, ,
Torento Portsmout s
Flm’em.e Ruyles. 6, Top-'r-&ﬁ: Brou;hu i,
Wrexham ; Padle; A 41 Denpw
Road Bast H “audswnh. 18; Ad:
Hn,ues. 063, oria L{‘\ tonstenc,
E1l May Guun, 15, Wa\’er‘ey Park, Edin-

’mrgh Chryssa  Davies, Mindwr, Water
Street, Pembroke Dock; Madeline ‘Wood, 9,

Lﬁ'&% \ﬂlm._

Allen, 49, Yoru: Valle

Elizahet H. Wicholsou 13?. Helmsl e Ru..
Jesmond, Neweastle-of-Tyne; Oli\o Eliis,
118, *-umour Avenue, Bruee Grove, Tottcu-
ham, XN, 17; !lar}orh. Walker, Eberpoe,
Woodhridge Hill, Guildford; Marjorie Cook
19, Mill Road, "Cleetho

Harrod, 93! Fmrn(ifhnnl Road, Jarvis

Sussex ; ary (Groves, ",
Gateshond-on-Tyue; Ruth 'Bm?ﬁ:. mmdli-
Miil House, Thornaby-on-Tees; Edith Harri-

<on, 23, Earl St reet, Grimsby; Alice Nlckion,
Maytair, Frindsbury, Rechester, Kent;
. cent, Newhon, 20, Belgrave Toad, Lovc-
ton, Stoke-on-Trent; Gladys Lewis, 32, Syt
ford Road, Thoruton Heath, Surrey; Rertha

White, Mount Pleasant, Jaryis, . Brook,
Sussex,

A further Hst of prizewinners, together with
correct soluttons, will he published in-a sub-¢
auent {=sue. 4
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¢ | A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of §
§ the Girls of Cliff House School, introducing :
¢ | Augusta Anstruther-Browne, the girl who :
¢§| was expelled.. By HILDA RICHARDS. |:
. .
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Augusta's neso[ve! by Hetty Hendon of stealing a £5 note | allowed that pt;i\'ﬂege. Perhaps she

AP, tap! -
“Come in!" called the voice
of Miss Penelope Primrose.
Seven Fourth” Form girls en-
terad her study in answer to the invita-
tion.

Barbara Redfern, Form captain, led
them. Mabel Lynn, the three chums
of Study No. 7, and Peggy Preston,
followed, Bessie Bunter brought up
the rear. : ’

Even on Bessie Bunter's face there
was reflected the same sadness and the
same fear and anxiety that the others
showed.

it was a deputation, $

Afd though guessing its meaning with-
?ut asking, the headmistress rose to her
eet,

“8o you have comé again—"

“Please, Miss Primrose, you musi
hear us this time!” Babs burst out at
once. “We are a deputation represent-
ing practically the whole Form. We
wish to spaﬂ‘:’ to .you about Augusta-
Aunstruther-Brown.”

Again Miss Primrose would have
checked them, but Babs rushed on.

“We know that you are taking a very
serions vigw of what has happened,
Miss Primrose. Augusta was away from
us all yesterday afternoon and evening,
and we know that she slept in the pun-
ishment room. But, if we can say noth-
ing else, Miss Primrose, we want lo beg
you to be merciful.”

Peggy Preston, the other appointed
spokesman, went on.

“We know that Augusta’s old record
is not a very good one, Miss Primrose,”
she said. “We know that there was a
time when she was reckless and defiant.
But all that has changed. The things
that haye been thought about Augusia
caunot be true. We know——"

Miss Primrose interrupted at last.

“T am sorry that I cannot receive an-
other deputation about Augusta,” she
said, a curiously steely tone in her voice.

“But, Miss Primrose—""

“Enough! I have already given you
my reasons, girls. Unfortunately, there
can be no sentiment in such a matter.
The ecase was quite clear—-""

“But won’t you listen to the pleading
of the whole Form, Miss Primrose?”
broke out Babs.

“Unfortunately, it is nol possible.”-

“Bat it is not fair, Miss Primrose,”
said Babs recklessly. “ After all Augusta
has done, after the way she has tried,
it is not right that such harsh treat-
ment—"'

“Not fair! Harsh treatment!”
. peated the headmistress sharply.

“In view of the circumstances

“Barbara! I will not have you say
such things " Miss Primrose exclaimed.
“Listen to me! Augusta was accused

re-

1

from her study. At the very time of the
accusation she was endeavouring to get
a pass to leave the school. In two more
minuvtes she would have been away. At
the direct- accusation she produced a
five-pound note reluctantly. The note
was examined and proved, beyond
doubt, to be Hetty's.”

Miss Primrose regarded their flushed
faces sternly.

“*Some of this may be news to you,
but it is the evidence upon which I have
judged Augusta. You have tried to tell
me before that you did not believe that
Augusta had gone back to her old ways.
Personally, 1 have come to a vastly dif-
ferent conclusion. 1 believe that it was
that sad lapse that has led to this most
regrettable ending. However that may
be, Augusta has been proved guilty of
altempted theft, and of trying to bluff
her way out of the school in 2 manner
that few other girls would attempt.”

The silence, as Miss Primrose finished
speaking, was intense.

But sowehow, even Miss Primrose's
logic «id not convince the girls who had
come to know the new Augusta after
sha had dropped behind her those old,
unlikeable ways.

“Miss Primirose ! said Babs.

““ At least you will grant us permission
l‘.r} speak to Augusta?” Babs asked.
‘She 'is our friend—we ought to be

The Irish Girl of the
Fourth Form.

Next Portrait:

The Welsh Girl of the Fourth.

might tell us—
“It is impossible, Barbara !»
“Impossible! But——"
Miss Primrose spoke very slowly.
“ Augusta has left the school already
—she went during breakfast-time !"
There was an audible gasp of amaze-

ment and dismay in the study, Babs
recoiled like one dazed.
“Gone?” she said hoarsely. “S8ent

from the school—expelled 7

“Yes, Barbara,” nodded Miss Prim-
rose, her lips set. “To save the disgrace
of a public expulsion I arranged that she
should leave early—"

“And we never had a chance to speak
to her; although she is our chum !"" Babs
exclaimed, the colour coming to her
cheeks.

“I wished no girls to have any more
to do with a girl convicled of such a
contemptible theft !" said Miss Primrose
sternly.

“But she wasn't ! “There was a doubt !
There must have been——"

“Barbara! 1 have already repri-
manded you for mentioning such words
as unfairness and harshness--—"

“But why didn't we know, Miss Prim-
rose " Babs protested, indignation well-
ing up in her heart afresh. *“We might
have been able {o help her! It isn’t
rizht &

“Barbara! Nol ancither word!™ cried
Miss Primrose. “It is a very painful
subject for all of us, and I regret that I
have had to act as I have done, but
there was no other course open to me.
You had all better go now, as there is
no use in prolonging this interview. [
shall make the announcement to tha
school after morning prayers.”

They gathered in the passage oulside
the closed study door. :

“Expelled I muttered Peggy Preston
in a choking voice. “*Augusta expelled
—like this! Yesterday, at this time,
nothing had happened. Now she has
gone. Oh, it’s not right—it's not.”

The hot tears were welling to her eyes.

“ Augusta’s expelled! I can’t believe
it’s true !"” muttered Clara Trevlyn. “It’s
a mistake, anyway. She didn’t steal—
she was too {olly straight for that.

Augusta was a

rick

Babs was at Peggy’s side, trying to
comfort the girl for whom this news
must come as a heavier blow than for
anyone else. The iives of Peggy and
Augusta had been strangely intertwined.
They had not always been friends. But
that was all forgiven and forgotten by
the girl who had come to Cliff House as

‘| a scholarship girl.

They went along the passage, dazed
by the news. Augusia had gone! They
had been given no opportunity of saein
her. How had she taken it a1? V\ouiﬁ
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$he believe that the whele schoel had
turned against her?

Poor Augusta! They knew what she
had had to fight against. They knew
the repentance that had bLrought her
back to the school to atone for the past,
to leave an-honoured name after all,
She had atoned! She had won the re-
spect and affection of all. And now—a
convicted thief, an outcast, an expelled
girl! Could they be blamed for wonder-
mg cven now that she could be really
gone.

Raised voices at the foot of the stairs
leading from the Fourth Forin passage
suddenly recalled them io themselves.

“I won't carry her bags—it's not my
job!” a voice protested, “That's the
porter’s work. f won't carry bags or do
anything for a girl who said such wicked
things about me "

Babs looked up to see that they had
come on two of the school maids, Jane
Lord was the taller one, the other was
Judy Grigg, a daily maid, and a new-
comer to the school.

“I've told you to carry Miss Augusta’s

bags, and I will be obeyed!" Jane ex-
claimed, not seeing the girls. “Now do
yoit hear?”

¢ *“ Augusta’s bags!" relorted Judy, a
malicious look on her cunning face. *
say I won't carry them! She told a
wicked story about me! She said that
1 had stolen a note from her aunt, and
sha saw me hiding it in a book—the

wicked girl!  Tried to get me
sucked i

Babs strode suddenly forward.

“You will excuse me!” she said. “1f
there is any question about poor

Augusta’s. baggage being sent from the
school, we will see to it, Judy! But

‘THE SCHOOL FRIEND.

what is this that you are saying -about
Augusta 1"

Judy looked up, mingled fear and de-
fiarice 1 her eyes.

“I was talking to Jane," she said.

“Yes—but about Augusta!” Babs
rapped back. * You were saying that she
tried to blame you for something. Let
me tell vou that I'd take her word before
yours, any day! Don't you dare to say
anything against her unless it is perfectly
true, or I'll report you immediately |”

Judy cowered back.

“But it is true!” she said. “She tried
to make out that I stole a note and put it
in a book, and that's hew she came to
have one on her. She said she hadn’t
said anything to me because she was
merciful to me—her being merecifull”
Judy sneered. ‘‘ As though she’s the sort
ever to show mercy—" \

“Enough of that! You have no right
to be so horrid !” Babs cried. “T don’t
care what has happened, and my chums
don’t! Wae think there’s a mistake. And
you, Judy — don’t you dare to utter
another word against Augusta in this
school! Now clear off !”

Jane lingered, although Judy slouched
nwaf. ;

“It’s all right, Jane! We'll get Piper
to take these down to the station,” Babs
said, giving the servant a kindly ned.
“It's the least we can do for }mur

udy

Augusta. But I had to speak to
like that—-"

*“Oh, I think she’s a horrid girl !” Jane
burst out. “Yeu did right, Miss Bar-
bara. And I want to tell yon that Miss
Augusta was always very kind to me, and
helpful, too, and I don’t believe that
she’s done any wrong, and I'll say it, even
if I lose my place over it |”

PLACES OF INTEREST AT CLIFF HOUSE.

This Week : THE COMMERCIAL ROOM

HIS is the room that proves of most interest to
those parents whose daughters are approaching
the age when they will soon have to leave school,
and who are destined for a business career.

Everything has been done to make the Commercial-
room at Cliff House complete and practical. Miss
frimrose is an ardent believer in education being as
modern and up-to-date as possible, and has spared no
R paius in equipping the room well.

The room itself has mno claim to being pretty or
historic. It is in the most modern part of the building,
is lofty and spacious, and contains twelve desks. Miss
Scott is the instructress. -

Business subjects, such as shorthand, typewriting, economics, banking manage-
ment and languages are taught to those girls who attend for instruction. On the
Ionig bench at the end of the room are the appliances specially provided, and they
include a small adding machine, two typewriters, and two duplicators. There
are other less important things as well,

It should be said here that there were two typewriters.
there is one typewriter, and nearly all the parts for making another one.
all Frances Barrett's fault!

Frances is a “Commercialite.” She claims to have a special aptitude for all the
subjects taught, as her father is alleged to be an influential business man in the City.
Whether her father is such a good business man is doubtful; his daughter certainly
But Frances does love tinkering

At the present time
And it is

does not seem to have inherited such qualities.
with a typewriter!

The Fourth may be exaggerating a little when they say that Frances hreaks the
keys of every machine she touches, but there is no doubt that she is responsible for
the unfortunate condition of the machine out of oerder. One of the letters was out of
order when Frances, in a fit of zeal, discovered that, and decided to remedy it.
With a screwdriver and spanner she took the machine to pieces—every little bit of it.
She cleaned all those little bits and ociled them. All that redounds to Frances’ credit.
The unfortunate part is that Frances can’t make a typewriter out of all the little
bits that she has got. The “machine ” that she did build up was a sight to see and
marvel at! .

Most girls In the school have a peep into the Commercial-room at times, if only
out of curiosity. The most persistent visitors, however, are Bunny, Pip, and Teddy
Bear, of the Second. They are always wanting to be taught to “typewrite.” When
they brought out an issue of the “Second Form Magazine,” they took it to the
Commercial-room, hoping that they would find some obliging girl who would print
them a hundred copies of it. So far, they haven’t been able to find such a girl in
the school.

The Commercial-room Is not the subject of “japes,” for the simple reason that
the machines provided are delicate, and very serious damage might be easily done
to them. Rather is it a studious place where girls make strange shorthand signs,
and mimble fingers click the typewriter keys, and Frances Barrett works out huge
sums that prove (according to her working) that Cliff House is thowsands and
thousamds or pounds in debt. 1_3m. Frances still has much to learn!

'-Tm: SCEOSL FEIEND. - No. 143,

Twopence,

“That’s jolly good of you. Jane!" said
Babs impulsively. “We're all sure that
Augusta has been wronged !”

Peggy Preston stared at Augusia’s
baggage as the maid went away, and the
tears came afresh to her eyes.

“ Angusta—she’s really gone!” she
muttered. * 8ee, the matron’s addressed
it all to her sister’'s home ! But—but—oh,
Babs, you know what Judy said "

“ghe’s a horrid girl,” said Babs, with
a shake in her voice, “to speak so mali-
ciously about a poor girl who has been
gent away—to refuse even to handle her

a ” .

“She sneered about Augusta being
merciful !"" Peggy put in, with a gulp.
“It's made me think, Babs. . I believe
that is how this mistake must have hap-
pened. It was Augusta all over, She's
changed ; but—but she's always had a
sort of sympathetic feeling for a girl who
was doing wrong. She was merciful,
Babs—always ! ]

“A brick!” said Clara gruffly, “If [
hear that little cat Judy say another word
about her, T'll gi\'e her the shaking of
her life, anyway !”

Then they all looked up as the door
from the quadrangle opened to admit
Miss Steel, the Fourth Form mistress.
From the expression on her face they
could guess instantly the mission that bad
I.lakeu er from the school so early in the
day.

Before any of them could spealk, how-
ever, a second fignre appeared. it was
the headmistress herself, this time.

“¥You are back quicfdy, Miss Steel,”
she said.

“Yes, Miss Primrose,” answered the
other. *“I have to report that I have not
carried out your orders exactly as you
gave them to me.”

“What? Augusta has not caught her
train, to he met by my friend in
London?” said Miss Primrose sharply.

“No. Ihave sent a telegram instead,”
answered the mistress, “When Augusta
reached Courtfield she refused te go by
train. She said that she would choose,
instead, to go to her aunt, who keeps the
drapery business in Courtfield. T en-
deavoured to persuade her to go to her
sister and her other relations, but_she
was absolutely stubborn. As she was
going to a relation, and her parents are
not n En%]and, I had no power to do
anything else.”

Miss  Primrose hardly scemed {o
observe the eagerness of the girls at that
statement ; in fact, she seemed hardly o
have noticed them at all.

“Tt is a pity that Augusta has not left
the neighbourhood,” she said. ‘I must
see that these bags are freshly addressed.
But—-"

“Thero is something else that T ought
to report, Miss Primrose,” said Miss
Steel, “It is a remark that Augusia
made to me when I left her. She de-
clared that she had not had justice, but
was fair enough to ask me to tell you
that the headmistress and other mistresses
had shown her every consideraiion
under the circumsiances. She said that
she still hoped to prove that she was an
innocent girl 1 :

“ Hurrah !"! burst out Babs wildly.

“Good old Augusta!” cheered Clara
Trevlyn.

Miss Primrose frowned heavily.

“What is the meaning of this?” she
cried. “What are you doing here at all?
You cheer a last defiant message——""

“Tt isn't defiant, Miss Primrose !" Babs
had fo say. !

“What? You consider—""

“We think everything’s been against
Augusta ! Babs rushed on. “But if she
could prove that there had been a mis-
take, Miss Primrose, surely you would be
as glad as anyone!”
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#1 should, indeed!” Miss Primrose
answered, in o very different voice. “If
1 could think—— But, no! It is impos-
sible! Augusta’s guilt has been proved—
there is no doubt about it. It will be
better for all of us when she has left
Courtfield. I should like to speak to you,
Miss Steel.” -

They walked away together, and just
at that moment a mellow, booming bell
began to toll.

* Morning prayers—and then the an-
nouncement to the whole school ! Babs
murmured. “‘But, girls, Augusta isn’t
going to give in without a struggle!”

“ And because she's resolved to stay in
Courtfield. Why, I consider that that
proves her innocence more than any-
thing !" Peggy Preston added. * Oh, if
only there was something we could do to
help Augusta, I'm sure we'd all do it!”

“We would !” said Clara.

Little did they think, as they went up
the stairs to Great Hall, how soon that
chance was to come to them !

mingle with other girls in the

school she had loved, the school
for whose fair name she had worked so
hard !

The thoughts drummed in Augusta
Anstruther-Browne’s mind in a dull, re-
lentless manner as she walked away from
Clourtfield Station after refusing to go
by train.

Her head was held high, and her mouth
was set and firm, but she was very near
to tears.

“Never to return!”  She could hear
the words even now. And she had loved
Cliff House! When ruin had overtaken
her father she had realised that love for
the first time. She had understood what
she had not known before, and the reso-
lution had come to her. As Olive Wayne
she had paid for the past, and secured
pardon. There had been impulses to
have just one day of the old gay life.
but she had suppressed them all.

Now, after all, she was expelled.

She knew why; she understood per-
fectly. Every word that she had told
Miss Primrose had been the plain, un-
varnished truth. Judy Grigg was the
guilty girl. She had stolen the note that
belonged to her aunt. Augusta knew
that she had intended to hide it in one of
Hetty Hendon’s books—she had actually
watched. Mercy had made her try to
save the girl from exposure as a thief.

But Judy at the last moment had not
hidden the note. She had changed her
mind. Augusta had blundered in conse-
quence. She had taken a note belong-
ing to Hetty Hendon, and had been
caught with 1t when trying to leave the
school. No, Miss Primrose could not
under the ciroumstances be blamed for
calling her a thief !

But it was Judy Grigg's fault. Judy
had lied when Augusta had made the
accusation against her. She had denied
going near the study. Rather than
admit her own wrong, she had allowed
Augusta to be expelled from the school.

Expelled through trying to give an
erring girl a chance !

Many times a mist seemed to swim
before her eyes. She tried to shut out
memories of the black horror of the
night she had spent in the punishment-
room before- being sent away in this
SUmMMAry manner.

She could not.

And Miss Ballantine, the generous
lady who was paying her expenses at
school—what would she think? Her
charity had been wasted on a thief!
Augusta had repaid her by stealing !

Her Back to the Wall!

XPELLED from Cliff House !
Cast out as a thief! Not fit to
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SHOULD GAMES BE
COMPULSORY?

A Lively Debate with the Girls of Danesford Hall,
Reported by MABEL LYNN (Fourth Form).

N interesting debate was held on Monday, in the Lower Hall, on the subject:
“Should Games be Compulsory?” Miss Philippa Derwent opened with the
proposition that they should not be compulsory, and wus seconded hy Miss
Phyllis Howell. Miss Uertie Thomas opposed the motion, and was scconded

by Miss Marguerite Carr. Miss Barbuara Redfern was in the chair.

After the visitors had been introduced: 5

Miss Derwent opened the proceedings with a brilliant speech, in which she con-
tended that schoolgirls never should be slaves, and although it was wise for all
girls to take suflicient exercise, it was not necessary to compel them to have it at
games that might be distasteful. “Here at Cliff House,” she concluded, “games
are optional. At Danesford Hall they are compulsory. Let us judge on results.
Need I say more?”

Miss Phyllis Howell ably seconded.

Miss Thomas then voiced the views of the opposition, She said that there were

- always slackers at every school, and they needed something to “shake them up.” A
girl should study the honour of her school, and if she would not do it voluntarily
she should do it compulsprily. “We are a smaller school!” Miss ‘I'homas tinished
drainatically. “I contend that if we were the same size we should beat you every
time at every game!”

Miss Marguerite Carr was just as confident in seconding, and the debate was then
declared open.

The Misses Annabel Hichens, Yang Li Wen, Bessie Bunter, and Dolly Jobling
hh_e?l rose, and procecded to talk at omce. Order was restored at length for Miss

ichens.

“ Ladies,” she said, “I have come here, not to speak at all.” (Urles of: “ What
are you doing now? Humming?”) “I have come here to make a protest. 1 consider
that sports should not be compulsory or encouraged. They should be entirely cut
out at a girls’ school, and the domestic arts substituted in place.” (Ureat disorder.)
“Which would a man rather have as a wife, do you think? A girl who could make
runs, or make a stew?” (Annabel endeavoured to proceed, but there was such an
uproar that she at length sat down in disgust.)

Miss Bessie Buuter spoke next, having a louder voice than Yang Li Wen.

Miss Bunter: * Ladies and fellow-sportzwomen, I do not need to tell you that L
have never been compelled to play a game. Sometimes they compel me to keep
away!” (Laughter, aud cries of, “ We believe it!”") “Oh, really, I haven't made a
joke, so don't you grin at me like that, you little Chinee!” (Loud cries of “Order:”)
“Well, she jolly well is, and she doesn’'t know anything about it! As I said, 1 am
kept down through jealonsy, and I consider that games should be compulsory to give
me a chance!" (Loud and prolonged cheers from the Danes.) “Oh, really! 1 forgot
you were tuking that side! I consider that games shouldn't be compulsory, for--for
the same reason!” (Loud laughter.) “I'll tell you when 1I'm making jokes!"™ (A
voice: “There's no need! You're always doing it!" and further laughter.) “All
pight!” said Miss Bessie. “You jolly well get on with the horrid old debate
yourselves!"

Miss Yang Li Wen then spoke in the pidgin English. She was called to order for
saying that compulsory games would make the silly “fat turlnip " into a “thin
turlnip,” and was threatened with reprisals by Bessie Bunter when she did it a
second time. Many of her arguments were quaint, but very amusing, and she kept
her audience pleasantly interested.

The final speeches by the Misses Jobling, Trevlyn, Preston, and Leigh, of Uliff
House, and M, and D. Lambert, Minter, and Stanley, of Danesford Hall were excellent.

After the replies of proposer and opposer had been made, the matter wus put
to the vote. The voting was not confined to two determined camps at all. Both
Cliff House girls and visitors voted freely upon what they had heard at the debate,
and the result was an equal number of votes for each side, the Chairman refusing
to give a casting vote.

Afterwards the visitors were entertained to a light and very cheery supper
before returning to Danesford Hall, and the Misses Yang Li Wen and Bessie Bunter
became almost friendly again! 4

Through the glass door she caught
glimpse of the shop. There was
counter, no chairs,
stands were
iled everywhere. The sight seemed
Il her with a dull horror.

Bhe felt that it would be repugnant
to stay in the very neighbourhood—to
see all the old faces. The story would
spread. They would all know that she
was an expelfer] girl.

She gritted her teeth.

“But I'm going to stay!” she mut-

o
no

The glass-fronted
one, and merchandise was

to

The shop furniture had been taken

tered. “Judy must still have that note. | away after all!

It may yet be found. And it shall be. Already the hand of ruin was tracing

It will prove that I told the truth, after | its grim message over the luckless busi-

all. And T will prove it somehow—I| ness of her aunt, Mrs. Sarah Browne.

will ! Augusta darted to the side-door that
Her voice choked. She had just| gave admission to the private part. It

thought of the other tragedy that this| was open. She went through, and

occurrence had helped to obscure. Her

aunt had been robbed of the five-pound | living-room.

hurried along the passage to her aunt’s

note in her hour of direst need. The
furniture firm had threatened to foreclose
and take the shop fittings!

She hurried on, too bewildered to think
collectedly of anything. A chop came in
sight at last. She recognised the name
of it, “The Cash Trading Stores,” in-
stantly. But what was the matter? The
shop door was closed. The window
looked disordered, a mere jumble of
scattered goods.

Augusta started
Worse and worse!
clutched at her heart.

suddenly to run.
A dreadful fear

_The tear-stained face of the woman
sitting at the table was averted listlesc|y
as she entered.

“Augusta!” said a husky, startled
voice.
Augusta steeled her heart. She un-

derstood instantly. Her aunt had given
in, overwhelmed by the buffels of a
seemingly cruel fate. She was despair-
ing at last. Something must be done.
*“ Aunt, why isn’L the shop open?”
Augusta exclaimed.
“Open!” came the pathetic response.
THE ScHOOL FRIEND.—No. 143.
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“Oh, how can T open, when everything
has gone, and I am ruined? DBut you,
Aungusta—-" i

“You're not ruined! And listen!
There's o customer tapping outside!”
Auguste eried.  *She must be served !”

“But what is the use!” came the
broken cry of the other.

Aungusta clenched her hands as she
heard another impatient tap, {ap on- the
l!')‘ e

Her aunt was in no state to see a cus-
tomer, even if she could be urged to
open the door,

She hesilated for perhaps twa seconds
—no more. Then she had taken her
resolution. She ran through the shop.
unlocked the door, and opened it.

“Come inside, please, madam!™ she
exclaimed to the customer outside. My
aunt is a little poorly, but I am sure
that I can serve you!”

“Oh, thank you, miss!” said the
woman, charmed by Augusta’s manner.
“1 want some sheets—something that
will cost about——""
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you!” she said, as she accompanied her
customer to the door.

But the smile on her face was frozen;
it could never be veal. It faded en-
tirely as she turned back to survey the
shop.

What a dreadful ruin it locked! She
wondered now that the first customer had
even stayed to be served. The men who
had taken away the furniture had cared
about nothing except getting back the
goods on which the next instalment
could not be paid.

She paced back (hrough the shop, and
came to the living-room. IHer aunt's
face was buried in her hands. She was
weeping afresh. Augusta set her teeth.

“I've served the customer!” she an-
nounced.

Augusta dropped several silver coins
on the table as she spoke.

Aunt Sarah looked up dazedly,

“You—you have, Augusta? Buf--

but "—she seemed to (ry to grapple with
things—** but
early?

here so

why are youn
After—

What does it mean?

THE SERVANT’S REFUSAL!

“ That’s the porter’s work,

“ | won’t carry her bags—it's not
my job!” Judy Grigg protested.

I won’t car bags or do anything for a girl
who said such thlng?nhout me !’ " »

Augusta listened, trying to still the
raging bewilderment of her mind and
altend to what was wanted.

Expelled! Disgraced! Her aunt be-
lieving she was ruined! The wickedness
of Judy! All those things on her mind
to worry her, and yet she must concen-
trate on serving a customer who was
bringing the money they were {o be so
sorely in need of. .

*“Why, where’s your counier gone,
miss 1"’ came the woman’s startled ejacu-
lation.

“Counter? Oh, making changes, you
know !” said Augusta evasively. *‘Ilere
—here are some very good sheets.”

3he selected them quickly from one of
the few fixtures left, and showed them
to her customer. She talked, trying to
recall all she had ever heard a shop-
assistant say. It needed a supreme
effort of will, but Augusta was equal to
- the oceasion.

She sold a pair of sheets, took the
money, and wrapped up the parcel. It
was the first time she had ever sold any-
thing in her life.

2 Goodtmorning, madam, and thank
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after all those questions your head-
mistress asked me yesterday, and the
blundering replies——" E

Augusta told her the truih.

Her voice was calm, almost hard.
There was need for one of them to be
strong. She had the mastery of herself
now. The look in her eyes was almost
the look of the old Augusta, who had

scorned tears and sentiment, Tt was
necessary now. & .
“Expelled!” gasped poor Aunt

Sarah, and again the tears came rushing
to her eyes. ‘' Oh, Angusta—-"

“It isn't. finished—1'm resolved
that I said Augusta. 3

“But, my dear, I—I am responsible
for this, You were trying to help me.
And—and I didn’t know the truth, 1
pretended you had never been here—"

“Nothing could have saved me, in
view of the evidence,” Auvgusta said.

“ But——"

‘“No. It’s no time for crying for
eithex of ms, auni,” said the girl firmly,
almost sharply, it sounded. ‘H\ Ve've got
to make the best of a bad jobh.  T'w
come here to live wvith vou, Aunt Sarah,
I can’t live # -the ‘bitsiness isn't going

on
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on, nor can you. So we've got to starf
it again, see?”

Aunt Sarah could only moan feebly.

“But we can't—we cant! It is the

d !

“What? If we can serve one customer
we can serve twenty, or two hundred.
We're going to, too! 1'm determined,
aunt! ['ve got to do this as much for
myself as for you! First we want a
counter—we must have one. This table
will have to do, draped with a piece of
Stuﬂ.‘l

She whirled back into the shop, not
even giving her aunt time for a single
fechble protest. The scattered rolls of
material she piled quickly to one side.
When there was a clear path for the
table she returned.

“Now, aunt! If you will help me,
please !

s Bub_l'

Augusta was perfectly firm, She com-
pelled her aunt., Her back was to the
wall, and she knew it, -~ If only the
whisper got about that the shop was in
such a condition they could say good-
bye to everything.

With the protesting assistance of Aunt
Sarah, the table was dragged into the
shop. It was very short. Augusta
immediately suggested that the other
one from the far room should be added
to it. It was—because she saw to it,
The two put together made a very fair
apology for a counter when draped with
pretty material.

“Now chairs—all you have downstairs
here, aunt !” Augusta explained. * You
can set them to the counter, and a rug
or two will make it look more comfori-
able. We can’t let the window stay as
it is!"

Five minutes lafer Augusta was in the
shop window, trying to repair the dam-
age caused by the hasty withdrawal of
the stands and other fixtures taken the
previous evening.

Window-dressing was a new art fo
her, but fortunately she had an artistic
eye. - With the aid of a couple of chairs
and odd boxes that she found in the
shop she gradually made the place look
more presentable.

“That’s better !” Augusta commented,
after surveying it from the street. “ We
can make alterations when we have time,
but it doesn’t look as though we've given
up business. Now wé want to make the
shop look befter. Serve any customers
if they come in—I shan't be away long.”

She was true to her word. In ten
minutes she returned, followed by a, boy.
Between them they lugged half a dozen
orange boxes.

“More camouflage!” Augusta com-
mented. “We haven’t got stands, but
we're going to disguise these with prettly

cretonne. They’ll do until we get some-
thing better!” :
And so the morning went on—ihe

morning of the first day of Augusta’s
expulsion from school! It was very
tirmg work, but in a way she was grate-
ful for it. For it kept her from brood-
ing on what had happened,

They snatched a hasty lunch of the
few eatables in the house, and then
Augusta went out again. She returned
this time even to be followed by a glass-
fronted cabinet that two 'men placed on
the temporary counter. "

“1t isn't really a show-case, but it will
serve as one,” Augusta explained. “I've
often seen it in the second-hand shop,
and wondered if it would ever sell.
They're going to hire it to us for hali
a crown a week, and we can buy it if
we like, aunt.”

It was another improvement, and
Augusta saw that it was quickly filled.
Then she went upstairs to her aunt’s

Fother rooms, and found a secomd cabinet.

That was. infroduced -to the shop, and a
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nest of drawers followed it. Augusta
draped them with cretonne to take away
the “ furniture look."”

“Looks a bit queer, but they can still
see it's a shop, aunt!” she commented,
as she surveyed the place from the door-
way. “I know what! I'll write a
ticket to explain the changes—* The Art
Btore!" "

Augusta laboured with ticket, ink, and
pen for mearly half an hour. The cus-
tomers who were now coming into the
shop more frequently, all had nprreesaf
tive comments to make on the change.

Poor Mrs. Browne was trembling
when the shop emptied again.

“Augusta! You've started things
again!" she breathed. - “I thought 1t
was hopeless. But you—in such a terr-
ble plight, dear >

“Don't speak of that to-day, aunt, at®
any rate!” Augusta said. ‘‘Let us work
and get things going again. Can you
manage now for a little while? I want
to have a look at the books.”

But that was not Augusta’s real reason
for escaping from the shop.

In action she had sought relief from
the crowding worries on her mind, but
now it was over. She had started her
aunt again—il was one off her
mind. Bul only one!

Business was not really brisk to-day.

Was she going to prove a drag on her
aunt, after all? Already Augusta was
forgetting that she had helped to right
matters so signally. Her proud nature
demanded that she should be worthy of
her keep. One was quite sufficient in
the shop.

“But I must stay!” Augusta mut-
tered. “Judy Grigg lives here! I am
certain that she still has that note. She
will probably keep it. A pcor girl has
a difficulty in passing a £5 note without
arousing commient. I may still get it

load

i——

Then her thoughts went to Cliff Houze.
Tt was a half-holiday. Would any of
them come in?

No one had visited her in the punish-
ment-room after the dreadful charge.
Augusta did not know that they had
been kept away. Perhaps they had all
turned against her? She could not
blame them if they had. The evidence
was overwhelming.

“ Augusta!” called her aunt’s voice.

She rose, thinking she must be needed
to help with the serving, and walked
forward with heavy, listless steps. But
in the doorway of the shop she paused
dead.

There was only one person in the shop
—a girl of her own age.

Augusta knew her at once. Her heart
seemed to miss a beat. She stood for a
moment, painfully irresolute, the colour
coming slowly to her cheeks. Then all
her reserve suddenly deserted her, and
the tears started unashamedly to her
eyes,

With a strangled cry of joy Augusta
rushed forward to grip the hand of
smiling Peggy Preston!

Peggy Preston's Mission!

6“ EGGY !
P “ 1 have come as 500n as possi-

ble, Augusta,” said Peggy softly.
“J felt I must. Oh, don’t cry,
dear, like that!”

Augusta had broken down completely.
The tears wera coursing down her cheeks.
Her emotion seemed too great to permit
her to speak.

It was a wonderful moment. Peggy
knew it. It was something very strange
and very touching in Augusta, whose
manner {md s0 often caused girls who did

not know her to say that she was digni-
" fied and aloof. eggy understood the
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depth of feeling that brought those hot
tears to Augusta's eyes.

“We couldn’t see you yesterday afller
you were taken from us, Augusta, or we
would have done then!” Peggy whis-
pered,

Augusta was clinging to her with a
grip that was almost painful.

“You couldn't?” She licked her lips,
and tried to steady herself. ** You were
not allowed?” she said hoarsely.

“Yes,” answered Peggy.

Again a silence. Augusta forced her-
self to go on.

“But you have come now, as soon as
possible, Peggy. Why?"

“I had to,” replied Peggy simply, “to
hear the truth from your own lips. We
—we all believe in you, Augusta.”

Augusta caught her breath.

“You believe me, Peggy?"”

**As though we could do anything
else, Augusta,” answered Peggy.

“Oh, Peggy!” gasped Augusia,

She had broken down again. She
clung to Peggy and kissed her passion-
ately. And in that moment, when her
restraint was so utterly gone, Peggy

Twopence. 7

“And you, Peggy? You've come—
you've risked ever_\'t{]ing 1" she said. *“1
suppose that, because I have stayed, this
shop is placed out of bounds?”

“Not really. But—" e

“But there would be a fuss if you were
caught coming here?”

“As though I care about
Augusta!” Peggy answered simply.
had to come. The others will come to
see you, too, as soon as they can.
Augusta, we know why you're staying,
and we want to help you, too.”

It was easy then for Augusta to tell her
story, and she did so.

Peggy Preston listened with wide-open
eyes, saying not a word. But she nodded
as Augusta explained away so many of
the things. that had first caused  the
Fourth Form girls to think she was re-
turning to her old ways.

Then she went on to speak of Judy
Grigg charging her of stealing that five-
pound note, whose disappearance led to
her own tragic mistake.

“And that is why 1T am staying—to
watch Judy,” Augusta finished. It is

that.

“T1

\.\ (7D doho

DESPAIR !

“ How can

“ Aunt, why isn't the shop ope
I open the shop,”
“ when everything has gone, lmrl a

nT" A&gumho:rlalmeld.
cams etic reply,
m ruined ? R.t i

came nearer to undersianding the ex-
pelled girl than she had ever been before.

It was only after the sympathetic Aunt
Sarah had urged them both into the
living-room, and she had closed the door
on them, that Augusta was able to find
words again. She was still holding
Peggy’s hand, still staring into her blue
eyes with that strange intensity.

“Peggy, I can’t thank you for this; T
won't even try !" she said, in a low voice.
*“] know you understand. The fact that
you have come is enough. You'll never
know how you have strengthened me,
what courage you have given ine to fight
on. And the others?”

““Babs and the others would have come,

too, if they had been able,” Peggy
answered quickly. “ But they are in de-
tention, almost the whole Form,
Augusta.”

“Why?" was the swift question.

“Because—well, because we were all
furious that we hadn't been allowed to
see you, Augusta,” Peggy answered.
“ Everyone was upset and disagreeable.
The mistresses were in bad tempers. It's
been nothing but scenes all the morning,
and detention for nearly everyone.”

Peggy saw that Augusta understood,
although she did not comment on it.

my only hope of ever proving my inno-
cence. I have got the number of the
note at last, and I can give you a copy.
But_you see my position, Peggy. Only
¥ Judy’s confession can I be cleared.”

Peggy Preston leaned forward eagerly.

“We had guessed that part,” she said.
“We already know what a horrid girl
Judy is, by what she was saying ﬁ‘li*
morning. Perhaps we can really help
you, Augusta. We'll try; 1 promise
that! The girl must still have the note,
of conrse! If only we could catch her
with it—""

Peggy became almost excited.

Some of her hopes, Augusta knew,
were too sanguine to be probable. Dut
it_was the spirit of what she said that
affected Augusta. Peggy believed im-
plicitly. Probably the others would as
well.

“But there's one thing, Augusta,”
Peggy exclaimed, showing a sudden diffi-
dence. “You've made this fine resolu-
tion to stay near the school, but in—in
this little business I don't quile
know how to put it—""

“You are thinking of money?’ said
Augusta,
“Yes."” Peggy hesitated again. *1
THE ScrOOL FRIEND. - No. 143.
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don’t want vou to take what I am going
to say in the wrong way at all. Until
things are better, until you can find your
fest or we prove your innocence, I
wonder if you would let some of us make
th#t five pounds loss good—"

Augusta laid a detaining hand on her
*3ta, thanks, Peguy [®

**No, thanks, Peggy

“ But, Augusta, you know——"

“T'm sorry. I know you want to help
me,” said Augusta quietly. *“I couldn’t
think of it, Peggy '1've been thrown
nut, and I've chosen this. I'm going to
work for my living until can come
back. If I can’t—well, 1 must go on
working. I've already decided that.”

She rose to her feet

“And now, Peggy, I can’t let myself
keep you any longer,” she said. “I'd
love you to stay all day. But I can't
help feeling that you've risked more to
come here than you've told me.”

Peggy was still worrying.

“RBut. Augusta, what sort of work? In
times like these—"

“Shop work, Peggy,” Augusta said,
with assumed lightness. * Fortunately,
Miss Primvrose insists on all of us learn-
ing something that might get our living
il necessary, and I've cfmaen needlework.
I'm not half as bad at it as I used to be.
I can get enough sewing to keep myself.”

She accompanied Peggy to the door,
self-sacrificingly insistent. Peggy knew
that Augusta would have liked her to
stay; that nothing would have pleased
her better.  But she was thinking of
Pegry, nol of herself.

“There's no one about, and your bike's
still there, Peggy,” she said, after a look
up and down I.g street. “I can’t thank
vou enough for coming and cheering me
up like this.” Her lips quivered, and she
knew that she had E‘l her self-control

again. “ Good-bye!” she said huskily.
_l't-%gy Preston rode away on her
bicyele. There was a lump in her throat.

She tried to blink the misty tears from
lier eyes.

Augusta was innocent! She knew it as
an absolute truth that nothing could ever
shake now. And she was ering. Only
Pegey had been permitted to have a real
If;lul:_qa-zu of the depth of the proud girl's
eeling.

*Aud we'll do something for her—we
must " Peggy vowed to herseli. * Per-
haps some work could be put in her way.
Augusta would do that. T know how
proud she is about money. She’d starve

actually starve—rather than accept
chavity. - And we'll watch that horrid
pirl Judy, We'll conviet her——"'

She drove so savagely at the pedals
that the machine leapt suddenly forward.
Il was proof of the mtensity of her own
feeling.

Peggy was in the country lanes at last,

but now she did not relax the fierce
energy  with which she was riding.
Aiother reason for haste had come to
~her, and she knew that it would be
unwise to dally any longer. For. as
Aungusta  had half-guessed, Peggy had
done a very reckless thing in coming to
see the (.‘Xpﬂl]ml gil‘l.

She had broken detention!

Yes, that was what Peggy had omitted
to say when she said that the others
were confined to the detention-room.
=he should have heen there with them
for an hour that afternoon.

Rui she did not regret, even now, the
inipulse that had made her ride from the
sehool in defiance of Miss «Steel’s orders
of the morning. She had been amply
repaid by seeing Augusta.

Augusta was innocent |
the school. 5

she reached CLff House at last, and
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She could tell
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descended from her machine.  Piper.
being in an obliging mood, took it from
her and wheeled it to the shed. Peggy
went breathlessly into the school, and
encountered Miss Steel almost imme-
diately.

“Peggy Preston!”

“Yes, Miss Steel 7" said Peggy, know-
ing that she locked guilty.

“Where have you n "’

“Out—on my bicycle, Miss
said Peggy lamely.

“Where ?”

Peggy gave no answer.

“You are apparently still in a dis-
affected mood, as you were when I

Steel,”

Twopence.

Gwen Cook, and home]y but stubborn
Annabel Hichens,

Mareia, Nancy, and Lady Hetty were
very prominent amongst their number.

Silence then until Miss Steel had
closed the door. And that was the
signal for an outburst from a wondering
chorus.

“Peggy! Wherever have you been?"”

“Why did you cut detention, Peggy?
What did Miss Steel say?”

Peggy looked round, and knew that
she could trust all of those still in deten-
tion, for obvious reasons. They wero

.the very girls whose indignation had

earned them the longest punishments,
She told all where she had been, and

THIRD FORM
NOTES!

Compiled by
MADGE STEVENS
(Third Form.)

Angelica Jelly, of the Fifth, has this
week been made a “ Beatrice in the Bag”
by ourselves, It is a Third-Form punish-
ment, as vou probably know, awarded to
those who cannot behave themselves in our
Common-room. Someone started the stupid
rumour that we had been to Angelica's
study and borrowed one of those ridicalous
baskets that she makes, and she came down
to see us in a dreadfu]l frame of mind.
After her head had been securely tied in
the bag for a few minutes, however, she was
frightfully repentant!

The Brownies are doing exceedingly well
just as present. We challenged the Danes-
ford Hall Brownies fo some games last
Saturday, and beat them easily. It was
really awfnlly funny abeut Elsie Brane.
Elsie always wants to be so nice, and always
wants to be teaching us something. She
wouldn’t p!a’y the games properly, but
stopped at all the ponds she saw, and kept
on talking about a “jawcrack,” or some-
thing like that. Judge our amusement
when she overbalanced and fell into one of
the ponds, and came uE with an awfully
funny-looking thing sticking to her dress!
We pretended that we thought it was a
jawerack, and we all kept on thanking her
for going in to get it for us, and I believe
she really thought that we believed that
she had jumped in on purpose. Elsie was
s0 confused that she could hardly say any-
thing—and that’s something for Elsie!

Jessie Squire is at present very amnoyed
with us. Jessie, as you doubtless know, is
very dignified, and down on japing. Re-
cently she called us barbarians. To prove
.to her exuactly what we should he like if
we really were barbarians, we acted the
part for twenty-four hours. Jessie was
treated to a crowd of “savages" at bed-
time, and after breakfast, and whenever
she appeared in the Common-room. It was
great to see Doris Redfern as the Chief
Gobble-Gobble, I can tell yom, and she
zeted the part rippingly! Although Jessie
is still hardly on speaking terms with ns
at present, 1 think she realises that we
are not as bad as we might be!

bGrigg and trying to cempel

sentenced you to detention !” Miss Steel
exclaimed, **You are three-quarters of
an hour late. You will go to the deten-
tion-room, Peggy, and remain there until
the end of the time, and write two hun-
dred lines thizs evening. Perhaps that
will impress something on your mind.
Come with me !”

Miss Steel led the way to the deten-
tion-room, and opened the door.

“ Those girls in here for one hour may
rise and leave!” Miss Steel announced.
“There are ten of you, 1 believe. The
rest are in for full time. Now, Peggz.
to your seat!”

There was a general scuffling as ten
girls rose eagerly to their feet. They
were those who had not felt so strongly
in their belief in Augusta, and included

most of what Augusta had said to her.
She told them that Augusta was inno-
cent, and that the real thiefl was Judy
&rigg, the school maid.

Barbara Redfern’s arm rested affec-
tionately on her shoulder as she finished,

“Peggy, you're a brick!” she de-
clared. "' Fancy bolting from detention
like that and going to see Augusta ! How
vou must have cheered her up! I think
it's ripping of you!”

“And we know for certain now
said Clara Treylyn. ‘“Augusta’s been
wrongly condemned. ““Oh, why can't
we convince Miss Prim?”

“We know,” said Babs, *because we
understand Augusta, and are willing to
take her word. If only we could get
hold of that five-pound note that Judy
must have stolen—-——"

“Yes,"” chimed in Mabs, “Miss Prim-
rose said that that was what made it
blackest of all. No one has ever set eyes
on that note that Augusta claimed,
except Judy !

They fell into an eager discussion that
quite made them forget any detention
tasks that had been set.

+ Some of them were for going to Judy
her to own
up. But Babs did not believe it pos-
stble. i

“ Augusta accused the girl,” she said.
“ What happened ? She wasn’t believed.
Nor should we be, because we're only
acting on her word. But if we let things
go the girl is certain to hetray herself
sooner or later.”

They had to admit that that was true,
little as they wanted to, and it brought
another problem to the fore. How was
Augusta going to live in the mean-
while.

“Miss Primrose has practically put the
shop out of hounds,” Babs said de-
jectedly.  **We can run the risk and
shop there, of course. But we can’t get
others to go. And we know now that
the business can’t be going very well.”

“Why "

“Because Augusta has recently been
trying to help her aunt—getting us to
buy things, taking those parcels there
last Friday night, and perplexing us so.
Is there any way in which we can help
her to show that we still trust her?”

They couldn’t think of anything then.

Detention was over, and Babs, Mabs,
and Bessie were sitting at a not very
cheerful tea, when Peggy at last had
an idea, and came rushing to them.

“(‘ookery aprons!” she cried, even as
she entered the door. *“I mean, perhaps
Augusta could make some, Listen! You
know we all had the soiled ones this
morning. don't you?"

“Yes,” nodded Babs quickly. *The
clean ones weren't there.”
“Well, you know why?" Peggy

rushed on. *“ There's been an accident
at the laundry with some strong chemi-
cals, or something, and all our aprons
that were at the wash have been spoilt.
Miss Primrose usually orders them from
London—" -
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“Aud gets a stupid, skinny thing for
me!” ejaculaied Bessie.

“Yes. But what do you think of this,
Babs? Supposing Miss Primrose gave
permission for Augusta to make a fresh
supply ? At least twenty-five would be
wanted, and the laundry have got tc pay
for them.”

“It would be work. Just what
Augusta wants!” breathed Mabs.

“But Miss Primrose would never give
work to Augusta—an expelled girl!”
said Babs in dismay. .

“1 think there’s a way of getting over
that, Babs. Anyway, I'm going to have
atry!l” i ;

With that excited remark, Peggy
Proston had sped away from the study,
leaving Babs and Mabs staring at each
other with mingled excilement and
dismay.

“It would be fine if—if only it were
possible !I"”" breathed Mabs.

“Yes. Things are often wanted in
the school. Only last week new gym-
nasium dresses were got for the Third,”
Babs nodded. “1'd never thought of
that sort of thing before. But what
can Peggy say? How can she convinee
Miss Primrose?"” A

They hardly touched their tea in the
ten miautes that followed. Then came
a sudden patter of steps, a glad shout,
and Peggy whirled into the study again.

“Tve gone it!” she cried.

“What?" echoed Babs and Mabs,
springing fo their feet.

“Miss Primrose says I can gef a
specimen apron made,” was Peggy's

lighted explanation. *“If it's good,
she'll order fifty of them!"

“Never!"”

“Put—but Augusta—"" Babs began.
in amazement.

“] didn’t have to mention Augusta’s
name, thank goodness!” said Peggy
happily. “I told Miss Primrose it was
a friend of mine, and I'd rather not
mention any names, and—and she never
guessed at all. Hurrah! I've got per-
mission to go down to-night and have
the specimen apron made!”

“Well done, Peggy!"”

“Bravo!"”

Babs and Mabs 'J;oined Peggy, and
started a trinmphal dance—of a sort—in

Study No. 4.
T gone back into the shop.
Augusta Anstruther-Browne still
sat on one of the rickety chairs that
had not been good enough to take into
the shop. They had had to hold their
cups and stand the teapot on the floor.
The meal had been very frugal, and
hardly satisfying. But Augusta was
thinking of none of those things as she
sat staring blankly across the room.

She was meditating again on the help-
lessness of her position. Most of all, she
was thinking about Judy—Judy Grigg,
who alone could clear her name.

Supposing Judy refused to speak!
Supposing the trade was poor, and there
was not enough money to support the
two of them! Supposing she couldn’t
get the work that would enable her to
earn her own living!

She caught her breath at the thought.
Her staring eyes were resting on the
door. en she became aware of some-
thing suddenly that she had not noticed
bef

ore.

The door was being opened very slowly
and carefully.

Without making a sound, Augusta rose
to her feet and took a step forward.

A bhand appeared. Augusta seized it,

With Peggy's Help!

EA was over at the Cash Drapery
Stores, and Mrs. Browne had
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and jerked it sirongly. The figure of a
girl was whirled into the room.

“Oh!™ she gasped.

It was Judy Grigg, the very girl she
had been thini'ing about !

“Yes—I expected you!" said Augusia
fnmly. “You didn't know [ was here,

suppose !”

The girl was gazing at her with terri-
fied eyes. It was a complete and wtter
surprise for Judy, who had made sure
thc‘al]M{s. Bj:;o“-ne was in the shop.

‘“Are yon going 1o confess every-
thing?” demanded Augusta,

She stepped closer, and her burning

_Twopence. 9

“Help! Oh, help!” shricked Judy.
Aunt Sarah came running from the

op.
“This is the thief who sicle ihe
note, aunt!” Augusta said, her veice
trembling. “This is the girl who could
clear my name if she would only confess!
Aund I'll make her—"

“Oh, Mrs. Browne, stop her!” cried
Judy fearfully. P

Poor Aunt Sarah was shaking like a
jelly.

“Augusta, we must Dbe reasonable
about this. You have alarmed Judy— - "

“I caught her creeping in here, per-
huaps o steal something else!™  saic
Aungusta triumphantly,

SECOND FORM
NOTES!

Compiled by
BUNNY, PIP and
TEDDY BEAR.

(Second Form.)

We're s0 glad that Barbara has asked
us to rite a little artical for the ~ Weekly,”
because we've had a most exsiting week
of it.

First of all, Frances Barritt, of the
Bixth, has been trying to take us in” hand
again, and you know what a #illy old duffer
Frances is! She got permission to take us
for one of our usual walks, and started off
by being awfully stern. We pritended to
be very fritened, hut after a little while
Bunny got very thirsty, and we had to stop
for her to have a drink at a cottage. Then
Pip suddenly fell over, and couldn't walk
any more, and Frances diddent know what
to do, and started to carry her. - Then
two or three others got stones in their
boots, and had to stop to get them out,
and all the time Pip kept groaning., and
telling Frances not to hold her so tight.

Of coarse, it was all a joke, really. We
weren't thirsty, and we diddept have stones

our shoes, and Pip fell over purposely,
and wassent hurt at all. But we didn’t
tell Frances until she us all back to
Cliff House, and then was so hot and
out of breff that she simpley coulddent
run after us at all!

Miss Scott's motber (Miss Scott is our
mistress, you know) has been rather ill, and
we collected up and managed to send her a
nice bhunch of grapes. Miss Scott was
awfully puzzled to find out who had sent
them, but ske finelly reckegnised Trixie
Forte's riting. She was =0 pleased that she
let us all off our impositions. But we
diddent do it for that, of coarse.

Someone said the other day that Bessie
Bunter was such an awfull dunse that she
might be put in the Second Form, and ever

* gince then we've had a ripping game called

“Bessie in the Second.” One of us put a
lot of cushions under her dress, and then
blows out her cheeks, and put on an old
pair of glasses, and pretends to be Bessie,
and we have a simply fine time. It would
be funny if Bessie really was put in the
Second! (But not for Bessie, I'm afraid!—
Editress, “C. H. Weekly.")

“1 wasn’'t! I was coming to help
Mrs. Browne!” Judy retorted, seejig
her chance at last. She's often asked
me to come down and give her a hand.
This is how I am treated, and—there!”

he heavy tread that came from the
passage caused an ntier change in the
girl. She gave a sudden wrench, and
tore her hand free. In another moment
she had jerked open the doo: aud fled.

Augusta hea her trembling voice
reciting her woes to some stranger
outside.

“I'll see her,” said a aroff voice.

Steps came back along the passage. and
the door was opened. A coarse. burl-
man, whom Augusta had alreadr been
told was Judy's step-futher, stood gazin:
at her. .

*So you've been accusing my danghter
of bein' a thief!” he asked, in an ugly
‘tene.

“She is!"” retorted Augnsta,

il“.'i...‘t?!!

Augusta stood her ground, and re-
turned look for look—with iuterest, She
could do it! And this was no ordinary
quarrel. It was all a very terrible
business for Augusta.

“You better not say it agin!”
tered the man.

“It's the truth!®
doggedly.

The man stamped his foot in a fury.

“It isn't. the truth!” he shouted.
“More’n that, I won't have such words
agin m daugiztar—espe(-ially from a girl
wot’s been expelled from her school!
Don’t you never let me 'ear you sayin’
such things agin! ”

“And what can yon do to stop me?”
said Augusta coldly. “I kmow. 1 saw,

blus-

said  Augusta

too! at girl cannot look you in the
face and say—"'
The man - stamped his foot again.

Augusta’s boldness only drove him o a
greater, if impotent, anger.

“Tll 'ave you arrested if you says it
again—that's what I'll do!” he roared.
“It's libel—deferation of carrickter!
You sha'n’t say such things against wmy
dorter to try and make yourself lock
innocent—so there!”  He brought one,
huge fist into the open palm of his other
hand with a resounding smack. “What's

eyes peered into those of the other. Judy
shrank back from her, and cowered
against the wall.

“I don’t know what you mean,” she
quavered.

“Yes, you do! T mean that yon stole
a five-pound note from here!” Augusta
retorted. * You took it to Cliff House,
and tried to hide it in a book. I saw
you! You can’t deny it to me!”

“]1—I do!” muttered Judy.

“What "

“1—I have denied it all the time,”
Judy went on, forcing the words. “I—I
didn't know you were here. But you
sha'n't t:u!lk to !!Il:f:l rIih,» ti.?_t. anyway—
you, a girl expel or stealing!™

Augusta’s eyes blazed. She leapt for-
ward in a sudden passion, and gripped
the girl's arm.

more, I'll see this shop is shut up, and
both of f'ou bundled into the street!,
Oh, ves, T could do it if T liked. -I'm 2~ *
builder, and T know a thing or two. T
could get this place condemned as un-
safe and un’aall.g if 1 only tried !”

“Oh!” moaned Aunt Sarah at that.

*“There—now you understands!™ ex-
claimed the rough man. “You've in-
sulted my dorter, but you won't do it
agin! Don't you never let e ’ear you
utter another word agenst her!™

Saying that, he slammed the door, and
Augusta heard him stamping away
along the passage.

“(0Oh, poor Augusla!™ muttered Mrs.
Browne.

Augusu furned.

“You helieve me, aunt, don’lt yon?
You know that Judy was the thief®”

THE ScHooL Frixp.—No. 143
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48 (UIDE For
v HyHOPPERS!

By Freda Foote.

BUTCHER.—A man who wears a blue apron, keeps on sharpening a knife, shouts
out, “Buy, buy, buy!” and sells you meat if you want any.

Steer Bessie quickly past this shop, or she will want you to buy three of those
nice little chops over there, as she could cook a very tasty supper if she had them.

PASTRYCOOK.-The gentleman who usually places his wile or daughters to serve
in the cold shop, and stops in the warm kitchen himself. He places far more delight-
ful things on view than you are ever likely to be able to buy. Bessie, having an
artistic eye, likes the pretty colours in his window. (This is the nicest way L can put
it.) There are six pastrycooks in Courtfield, and when you are out with Bessic you
will find that there ure six too many.

ROCER.—A man who keeps a shop, and sells sultanas, ralsins, currants, candied
peel, suet, flour, pickles and chutney, tinned sansages, tongucs in glasses, and many
other things that Bessie Bunter feels she “simply must have.”

“OFFICE.—In Friardale this is a little place presided over by two young
ladies. In Courtlield there are four of them, and a tired gentleman who welighs
parcels with an aristocratic air, and sometimes manages to hurl them into a basket,
four yards distant, at the third or fourth attempt.

At the post-office you can buy stamps with very pretty colours, but you will find
it expensive if you like other colours than green, , and brown. Stamp paper can
be obtained gratis (if you are lucky!) for use on cuts and scratches.

Bessie Bunter will have to linger some time whilst she makes inquirics concerning
a remittance that has been held up in the post.

~ GREENGROCER. A tradesman who sells fruit and nuts, and vegetables of all
eizes, shapes, and colours. Bessie can always tell you the name of the particular
apples (uuuatl{ the largest and most expensive) that can be eaten at the rate of
one a day to keep the doctor away, and you will be allowed, if you desire, to buy a
week's supply for two people.

~ CHEMIST. A gentleman who has large and pretty coloured bottles in his
window. Bessic Bunter often develops a hacking cough when near a chemist, and
:_.-n;a I:::l you that the best and most reliable remedy will be found in black-currant
Jjujubes, -

DRAPER'S SHOP._The home of the gentleman who sells all sorts of the clothing
that you wish you could afford, and displays it tantalisingly in his window. Bessie
Bunter will pause here to admire all the largest and most vivid hats, and will pass
on to the dresses, and point to each in turn, and say: “ How shonld 1 look in that

one?"
monotonous in time.

their recovery.

Clara usually answers: “ Dreadful!” or “Worsge than ever!”
You want to think of something fresh.
MI.IGE-BTATION.——._A charming and highly desirable brick-built residence, which
has a notice-board outside, on which are posted the details of all the things that
careless people have lost, and the amounts of money that they
Bessie Bunter will immediately become very keen on helping the
careless people, and insist on searching the pavement outside the police-station. All
}_ha way home she will be pointing to everything that she sees, and exclaiming:
1 say, is that a gold watch or a piece of orange peel?” and that sort of thing.

But this grows

are willing to pay for

“I do—oh, I do!” quavered Mrs.
Browne. “I suspected her at once. But
I was trying to warn you. I know how
she always runs to her father, and what
a dreadful, bullying fellow he is. He
has bullied me before when I have com-
plained about Judy.”

Augusta sank into a chair in black

despair,

Judy had the whip-hand—unless she
gave N's_vlf away now. Not a shred of
proof against her, except that she lived
m the house from whence the money was
stolen! Morc than that, her step-
father could make threats about closin
the business; threats that Aunt Sarnﬁ
believed he could carry out.
 She trembled slightly.

Could she ever hope to prove her inno-
cence, after all?

Another thought came.
to get work.

If she could not earn her living in
Courtfield, she might have to leave the
distriet, after all. Work or starve—
there was nothing else to Augusta's
mind, no other coirse !

* Augusta, my dear!”
voios,

She rose listlessly, and went to the
door. The sound of a voice started her
instantly from her preoccupation. She
ran forward eagerly to meet, for the
second time, Peggy Preston!

She had still

called her aunt’s

2, Pngy ! Again?” Augusta breathed.
‘;Oh. what are you risking to come like
this 7"

“Nothing at all this time, Augusta!"

said Peggy cheerfully. *“I've got some
news that will please you, I think. You
THE Scyoon —No. 143.

said that you wouldn't mind working
for money, didn't you?"

“Yes,” said Augusta
“ but >

“Listen, and Tl tell you,” said
Peggy; aud then she explained.

Neither Augusta nor her aunt spoke
a word until she had explained and. un-
packed a parcel. On the counter that
consisted of tables and *camouflage,”
she spread out a cookery-apron that she
had brought with her,

“There! Fiity like that is what Miss
Primrose is willing to buy,” Peggy
finished. “*She must buy them some-
where, because the laundry pay com-
pensation in money. She said that I
could place the contract if she approved
the sample; it's simply ripping of her
to have given me a free hand without

doubtfully ;

asking questions. Something a bit
daintier than this, she said.” Peggy
looked up at Augusta. *““So I wondered
if you would care——""

“(Care!” ejaculated Augusta. *Oh,

Peggy, it's just what I want to do!"

She was grateful and enthusiastic, and
so her was her aunt, except that she
thought it was rather a lot to try to do
imn a week. But Augusta laughed at
that.

“We can do it—I can do it myself!”
Augusta vowed. “There’s nothing like
trying. You want a sample, Peggy:
("ould you, by any chance——"

“Wait for it?” Peggy excluimed.
“Oh, rather, Augusta! I can show her
a sample to-night !

“Casement-cloth was found, and Aunt
Sarah recollected that a piece of the
very same material had been offered her

Twopence.

at a remarkably cheap price that morn-
ing. She would be able to see the
traveller on the morrow, and obtain it
on short credit—perhaps a fortnight.

“And that'll be ample !” Augusta ex-
claimed, busily working out figures.
“Why, I'm sure we can make these
epecial aprons much chearer than they
are in the shops if we only try!”

The pattern was very quickly cut out,
and the machine got ready. Augusta
turned the handle with a skill that she
could never have showed in the old days,
but her dressmaking apprenticeship for a
short period in London had not been
wasted on her.

Peggy tried the apron on when it was
finished at last, and capered delightedly.

“Miss Primrose will love it!” she
exclaimed. “Pack it up, Augusta, and
I'll run back with it at once! I'll see
if T can send you word to-night. Could
I telephone you in any way?”

“Yes,” said Augusta. “To the call-
box at the station. I will wait there
between eight and nine.”

“Another thing, Augusta,” said
Peggy, in low tones, “we’re all going
to watch Judy, and we feel that we'll be
able to do something, soorer or later,
for you. Good-bye!” L

Augusta felt the lump rise in her
throat again. She muttered her thanks
as she gripped DPeggy’s hand.  Still
trusted by all! )

1t seemed ages to eight o'clock. Well
befora the time Augusta was Iingcnn(gl
outside the callbox at Courtfiel
Station. The specimen apron must now
be in Miss Primrose’s hands. Would

| she approve it? Would she ask further

questions that would bring to light the
identity of the person who was offering
to make them? )

Augusta could only wait.

Tr-r-r-r-ring !

1t was the telephone-bell at last :

Augusta leapt into the box, clapped the
door shut behind her, and snatched the
receiver eagerly to her ear.

“Yes, yes? Who is that, please?”

“Jt is Peggy speaking. Who is that "
“ Augusta, Peggy! Can you hear
me?”

“Yes. Miss Primrose has approved the
specimen, and thinks they are awfully
cf:::p. She wants fifty of them made. A
week's time will do——"

Augusta was suddenly dizzy. Fifty!
She Ead the order, after all—thanks to
Peggy. She could earn her living—yes,
and be doing something for all those who
had been her chums in the Fourth at
Cliff House. Her head scemed to swim.
She hardly knew what grateful words she
poured into the mouthpiece. ;

Then back to the shop again, like a girl
walking on air! i

Considering that she was but a girl, it
would be a splendid week’s work. The
profit accruing to them would be a_hand-
some one if only she put her back into it
and worked hard. And perhaps other
orders would follow ! Expelled—yes;
but still the same independent Augusta !
She would have to rely on no one's
charity. She could still support herself !

There was enough stuff in the shop for
a start to be made. Augusta did not
waste a minute. She had kept a paper
pattern of the approved garment, and,
with that as a guide, she could cut out
all the others. .

Ten o'clock—eleven—midnight !

Working at one of the tables dragged
into the living-room as soon as the shop
was closed, Augusta was still busily
stitching, regardless of the hour.

Past twelve o'clock now—and a figure
lingered, unseen and unsuspected, in the
darkened passage outside Augusta’s work-
room. If the expelled girl had chanced
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to of
nise

once.

But Judy Grigg, listening to the dron-
ing song of the hand machine, did not fear
discovery, She tried to peep through the
keyhole, and she listened outside the
door, Bat it did not satisfy her curiosity.
And at last, tired and growing chilly, she
tiptoed back to the stairs that led to her
OWn rooim.

“1 wonder what!” Judy was mutter-
ing to herself, * t ever can it be
that she is doing? 1 ought to know, 1
Oh, I'm afraid of that girlhl
know! I'm in an awful muddle, and her
being here, right in my house, is the
worst of it! Oh, I only wish that she
had gone right a ! 1 should have felt
g0 much safer then!”

the cunning, thin-featured face at

S i

Judy's Guilty Secret!

HE days that followed were memor-

l able days for all concerned, but

most of all were they memorable
for Judy Grigg.

She was a thief, and she knew it. The
knowledge was always with her to fill her
mind with the dread of discovery. She
could never forget her guili and the recol-
lection of what she had done.

Now that there was that five-pound
note in her possession she realized, at last,
the enormity of what she had done.

Eavesdropping, aroused by curiosity at
Augusta’s late visit to the shop on the
Monday night, had provided the tempta-
tion lo Judy. :

She had reflected what she could do
with such an enormous sum as five
pounds—hats, dresses, moving pictures.
Greed and selfishness had proved too
much fgr her. She had taken it!

To be suspected at once!

Since then she had not known a
moment’'s peace of mind. She had not
expected the falschoods that she told to
Miss Primrose to be believed; but they
were. Eager to hide, terrified lest the
knowledge should become public pro-
perly, she had hidden behind a lie, and
had allowed Augusta to be expelled.

And now what was her position?

Augusta, who lived in the same house,
knew for certain that she was a guilty
girl.  Thanks fo her father’s threats,
Augusta bad said no more to her. But it
did not banish the burning look in
Augusta’s eyes whenever they met, a
look that scared Judy more thoroughly
every time she saw it.

And at Cliff House School, where she
worked by day?

It was as bad there! Nearly all the

irls in the Fourth Form seemed to be-
ﬁe'uin Augusta. She could gather that
from ihe chance conversations that she
overheard. She knew that they were all
hoping that Augusta’s iunocence might
yet be ed

proved.

By her own capture !

And how easy thal capture might be
after all! She still had the five-pound
note—a difficult thing for a poor girl to
try and change. First she had hidden it
in the little attic room used by the maids,
only to find Bessie Bunter there the
same day, prying into everything!

8he had hidden it next in her own room
at home, but to what purpose 7. Augusta
was there—determined Augusta.  Not
knowing the expelled girl’s character,
Judy had feared that the very first thing
Augusta must do would be to search her
room and discover it. 8o worried and
anxjous had she been that day that she
had nearly been dismissed for negligent
work by the indignant matron.

Since then she had carried the tell-tale
money hidden i her dress, but she counld
not banish- knowledge. Sometimes she

THE SCHOOL FRIEND.

n the door she would have rccog- | seemed to hear the crinkly paper rustle

as she walked. Would the others hear
it, too, and spring on her with the sudden
accusation that they knew where it was?

nd she was being walched by every-
one—she knew it ! :

Jane, the maid, who was her immediate
supervisor, always on her heels.
In desperation she had tried to hide the
note somewhere in the garden, to wait
there until the hue-and-cry should be
passed. It did not seem at all strange
that Babs and Mabs shounld stroll up at
the ve‘eroment that she got there,
putting her to guilty flight.

She hid the note in a cupboard, after
that, fearing that Babs and Mabs might
follow and accuse her. Babs and Mabs
did nothing ;' but Boker, routing in the
cupboard a few minutes later, all but
found the missing money.

What had she done next? Judy shud-
dered often as she recalled that. She had
thought of the desperate cxpedient of
trying to change the note at Courtfield
post-office ai the busy hour, when they
would be little likely to remember who
had paid it in. Bhe had been on the
point of producing it when the face of
Augusta appeared ouniside the window.
Her trembling hand had bought a penny
slamp instead !

A thief!

And it seemed to Judy that there was
some fate that mocked her and thwarted
her at every turn. That note, if found
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on her, would yet prove Augusla’s inno-
cence, and she could not gel rid of the
note! Was her discovery just being
delayed? i ;

Most of all she feared Augusta, the

| whom she had to meet so frequently.

the days that had passed Augusta had
been working with a feverish energy that
almost appalled No matter how
late she went to bed, she could hear the
drone of the sewing-machine. Early
though she had to rise to get to Chff
House for her day's work, the sewing-
machine was going as soon as she awoke.

And Augusta was r:l.mnged already.

Her face was pale and thinner, due,
Judy knew, to overwork.  Augusia was
finding her task a heary one to her un-
accustomed hands. But it told Judy
something else as well. It spoke of a
relentless determination on Augusta’s
part to do something that Judy could not
yet fathom. A relentless determination !
And how it still showed in Augusta's
eyes whenever they metl !

“It's her—it's her that I fear eo
much!” Judy muttered on the Sunday
night, when they come into contact more
than ever that day. *“If she'd only been
sent home the others would have for-
golten about her, and it would have been
all right. But she's stayed here, st tlus

v ouse !

eﬁe tossed relentlessly on her bed.
“They dou't forget her at the school,

cither I” she went on. “All those girls

[ S >
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may not pecp inside!
but they have never found out.

forel

figure in its pages.

man did spend hys whole Iyfe.
There have been heaps of

now think that it is only a

Cliff House. Others believe

will mean?

jokes.
time by girls of Clif House -things
a special place at the school!-

e o e

By MARJORIE HAZELDENE.

8 [ intend to write about some of the things only kmown to very few, ] must
necessarily -be guarded in what I say. 1
satisfy your curiosity om every point, yon will understand why.

From all the queer but little-kmown things st Cliff MHouse, 1 thisk ihat
the queerest thing of all is probably a book called “The Head Mouitress” Journal.
few girls in the school know that such a thing even exists; but it does. |
myself have been permitted to gaze on the cover, but no more!
Many girls have been longing to know what its secrets are,

The book was started eighteen years ago by one of the earlicst head monitresscs
at (,‘Illﬂ House, und her first, entry in the book records a mystery clinging round som#

gners who appeared in the neighbourhood at the time, and whose strauge actions
cannot be accounted for even now. From that the idea grew.

Each head monitress has entered in it, at the end of her term of office, the most
amazing, the most mysterious, and the wost unusual happenings that bhave come Lo
her notice. She writes with perfect frankpbess about everything that she has seen
or heard. Ghosts, and rumours of ghosts, figure quite large!y in the book.
there are, too, which will never become public property.

Even mistresses have mno right to examine this journal, for ten years ago Miss
Primrose officially recognised its existence, and passed a rule concerning Its custody.

Stella Stone, its present owner, would only tell me one thing about it, and that
is that in due course the names of Augusta Anstruther-Browne and Grace Kelwyn will

Something of quile a different character is the old “Ciiff House Key " that now
hangs in Miss Primirose’s study. This, a few years ago, caused a great sensation
in the school when it was dizcovered in a musty old drawer.
is the curious legend engraved in tiny characters on the heavy piece of metai:

“Whoso shall find ye one lock for which I was constrncted and [asiioned shall
indeede be richer in bodye and mynde, and shall solve ye secret to which a loyal

guesses as to what this secret may be. Some people
igantic bluff on the part of someone who once lived at
at there is some secret about the key itself—that if
it could only be umscrewed in some way it would be found to contain a parchment
chart, and I must say that the key has a very holiow ring about it.

There are also some mysterious Chinese characters engraved on a certain part of
the wall in the vaults, but as yet they have not been translated. 1 wondcr what they

Lastly there is the “Sixth Form Private Museum.”

Most girls at CHE Tlouse know of the existence of a locked cupboard in the
monitress' Common-room. There is no real
themselves, and their especial friends and near relations,

I can tell you, however, that if you were allowed to
a most extraordinary collection of things, and would think that most of them were
But they are not! They are the things that have been made from time to
adjudged to be so humordus that they deserved

Sk -

i 1 do not

hope, therefore, that

Even monitresses

Secrets

And no wonder! This

secret mbout it, but the monitresses

Ecep inside.
ave a look you would see
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who were her [riends—why, they still
believe in her! They come down here to
see her, although it’s forbidden. 1 tried
to drop a hint to that Miss Steel about
them, but she nearly boxed my ears.
And—and I'm sure that Augusia even
went up to the school the other night
after T saw her putlting that inch tape in
her pocket She's with them, still telling
that story ahout me! They're more sure
than ever. Oh, I must get rid of the
money somehow ! If I don’t—"

She trembled in her bed, and was a
long while belore fresh thoughts came
to her.

“It might not be so dangerous if 1
could get a job away from Cliff House,
and—and if Augusta had to leave the
neighbourhood I'" she murmured. * But
I don’t know whether it can be done. 1
don’t! Oh, 1 don't know what I'm
going to do!"”

She was still groaning when she went
to sleep, and all that night her active
mind dreamed of discovery. It haunted
her on Monday. She was late in rising
nm Tuesday morning, and late getting to

THE SCHQOL FRIEND.

Connie was not a monitress these days.
Disgrace had fallen on her, and she was
robbed of the power that she had used
so badly. Instead, she was irying to
appear a very different girl, and con-
stantly entertaining all those wha would
visit her, in an effort to win back the
respect of the school. Judy went off
eagerly on the errand at the end of her
day’s work, knowing that Connie tipped
generously.

As she was hurrying for the village an
idea came to her, an idea that caused her
eunning face to shine with pleasure. .

An opportunity to get rid cf the notle,
after all! .

She knew that “ Miss Jackson ™ must
be known to Uncle Clegg as a rich girl,
and one to be studied. Supposing she
passed over the five-pound note in pay-
ment of Connie’s bill, mentioning her
name at the same time? No questions
would be asked at all, and Connie would
never know. Nor would anyone else!
And the Treasury notes that she received
in exchange could be easily disposed of
without arousing comment.

Hilis Y
k‘\.‘(r!u‘& H\‘\
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RUN TO EARTH!

*“ There ! ' muitered Barbara Redfern, in a

faint whisper. The ?irl. could just see the back
of Judy Qrigg's figure. She seemed to be levering at the wall with & knifel
her work at the school. And after instantly, and, after a

breakfast, what a shock it gave her to
be suddenly stopped by Bessie Bunter in
the passage!

“1 say, Judy,” Bessie said
Augusta sent me any message?
pectling to hear——"

But just at that moment Babs came up.

“As though Augusta would send a
message by Judy!” she exclaimed scorn-
fully. 8She turned suddenly on the
servant.. “ Have you decided yet that an
innocent -girl has suffered long enough,
Judy? gecause, you know quite well
that—""

“] don’t understand what you mean!”
muttered Judy, with all the defiance she
could assume, and she walked away, to
meet Peggy Preston, whose eyes she
could never face,

Scared and * jumpy ™" was Judy all day.
It was a real relief for her when Connie
Jackson, the rich girl of the Sixth, gave
her a pound note at tea-time; and asked
her, as a special favour, to go to Uncle
Clegg’'s in the village and buy her some
tastries.and other dainties,
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She stopped
searching rmk to see that there was no
one who could watch her, drew into the
shelter of the hedge. From the pocket
of her skirt she withdrew the five-pound
note, already soiled and crumpled from
its frequent hidings.

Judy’s heart beat faster as she hurried
on to the village. At last—at last!

She came to the shop, and hesitated.
Then she drew a deep breath, and,
mustering all her courage, went inside.
She forced herself to smile at the genial
old tradesman, mentioned Connie Jack-
son's name, and started to give her
order,

It was a big order, and came to well
over ten shillings. Connie was not spar-
ing money in these days. Those girls
who could be wooed by extravagant and
generous hospitality were being courted
diligently by Connie Jackson of the
Sixth. -

“Twelve shillings, please!” said
1U’ne!e Clegg, tying up the cake-boxes at
ast. ¢

Judy laid the five-pound note on the
counter.

Twopence.

Uncle Clegg glanced at it in aslonish=
ment.

“A five-pound note!” -he exclained.
“ Deary me, I never did like these things!
So many forgeries about that one does
have to be so careful.”

“It’s from Miss Jackson,” said Judy
hoarsely.

She-felt an inward quivering. Was the
blood coming to her face? She did not
know where to look er what to say.

“A five-pound note!” mused Uncle
Clegg, crinkling it belween his fingers.
“Tll give you a receipt for it, young
lady, but you’ll have to wait unti I've
cashed it at the bank to-morrow before I
can give you the change. What is your
name and address, please?”

The shop seemied to spin to Judy's
startled eyes. To-morrow! The bank!
Her name and address! Would the bank
have been given thenumber of the miss-
ing note by Augusta? They must have
it! And such a crumpled note would be
suspected at once! Terror seized her.
She almost ran from the shop., It was
only dire necessity that gave her some
semblance of calmness.

“ Miss Jackson sent—sent something
s-s-staller if—if you couldn’t change
that 1" stuttered Judy.

“0Oh?” said Uncle Clegg. He seemed
to give her a very severe Jook. “I'd
rather not change 1t if she doesn't mind.
What else have you got?"” ‘

** A pound note,” whispered Judy, and
Jlaced it on the counter with a trembling
rand.

“That's better,” said Uncle Clegg,
opening the till. ““Eight shillings change
for Miss Jackson. You'd better waich
how you're carrying that five-pound note,
miss. You'll lose it if you Kﬁld it like
that !"

“It—it’s all—all right!” stammered
Judy. “I—TI'll put it in my purse!
Thank you very much!”

So agitated was she that she nearly
went without the cake-boxes. And how
she still trembled! She went through the
shop door feeling that Uncle Clegg must
have guessed her secret, to stop dead at
three figures she saw!

Babs, Mabs, and Bessie were crossing
the road, coming straight towards the

shop. Ry
Only for an instant Judy paused, it is
true. But in that moment she knew that

the blood had come to her face in a flush
of guilt. Then she went hurrying on,
not even looking at the chums of Study
No. & ; 5 -

Straight along the lane and round the
first corner. And then Judy, careless of
what happened to the pastries in the
boxes, heedless of the wrath to come
from Conmnie Jackson, ran as she had
never run before in her life.

“That silly old man will tell them
T've tried to pass it ! she was muttering
hoarsely. *They'll come after me—they
may even search me! I must get back
and hide it, anywhere! T must, or T'll
be caught! Oh, why did I do such a
silly thing?"”

She remembered a loose tile that she
had found that morning, whilst dusting
in the corridor. She had seen at the
time that it could be levered away from
the corner, and that there was a space
behind it. It was all she could think
of. It was a hiding place. Yes, the
five-pound note should be placed in there
and left—she did not care how long!

Caught!
i“ 00D evening, young ladies!"”
Barbara fern, Mabel

: Lynn, and Bessie Bunter were

in Unele Cleg‘('u shop, but they
nodded rather absently in response lo
his greeting.
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“Strange how scared that girl looked
when she saw us!” Mabs was saying.

“Yes, a real guilty look she had!”
nodded Babs, “I wonder why "

It was left to Bessie Bunter to give the
Eld" for the cake they had come to

ny.

rssie Bunier was concerned about
Augusta in a very sincere manner. No
one could doubt that from the many
mysterious and worried remarks that she
had made from time (o time. Bul Bessie
never neglected matters appertaining to
food ; a cake they had come to buy, and
a cake they must obvicusly have for the
well-being of Study No. 4.

So Bessie chose a very fruity-looking
affair, and coughed discreetly for Babs
to pay.

“Three-and-six, please,”
Clegg.

Babs fished in her purse, eansing a
slight rustling sound before she [ound a
ten-shilling note.

“Thank you, miss,” beamed Uncle
Clegg. “Do you know, miss, you gave
me quite a shock then! 1 thought you
were going to pull out another five-
pound note. ™

“I don’t understand.” said Babs in
surprise.  ‘“ Another, did you say "

said Undle

’

Uncle Clegg grinned as he clicked

open the cash desk.

“That young servani who was in here

just before yon, was
Jackson, miss,” he explained.
a five-pound note tfo pay
things !

*“What 1"
breath.

Uncle Clegg was busily counting the
change and did nol see their expressions.

“A lot for Miss Jackson to give to a
young servant girk,” he commentied.
“Of course, it's no business of mine,
but she did seem so nervous at having
such a lot of mwoney that 1 was quite
soiry for her! Fortunately, she had a
pound note as well, and Jm paid with
that.”

buying for Miss
her

for

“She had |

said Babs and Mabs in one |

“0Oh, I say!” squeaked Bessie Bunier !

excitedly. “ Why—Yaroooooop !
you jolly well stamuped on my foot then.
Ow—wow—wow !”

Babs was already taking her change,
and thanking Uncle Clegg, and Mabs
was piloting the still indignant Bessie to
the door. "

Between them they managed to get
Bessie out of the shop before anything
haid been given away.

Aud then Babs and Mabs exchan
one glance that told immediately that
from those few words they had guessed
everything.

“Judy !” muttered Mabs.

“Yes,” said Babs. She was beginnng
to tremble with excitement. *That's
wh was looking so guilty! Oh
Mabs, it sounds too good to be irue!
She's still got the five-pound note, and
the’s been trying to change it!”

“We've caught her at last!” was
Mabel’s exultant ery.  “What was it
Uncle Clegg said? That Connie Jack-
son had sent her to change it?”

“Yes, but Conuie’s too suspicious ever
o trust a servant with so much—a pound
is the limit!”. Babs answered breath-
lessly. *‘She’s gone back to the school.
Mabs. If we hurry we can catch her!”

“Yes, and accuse her point blank:”
said Mabel excitedly. “We will, this
time! We'll demwand a seareh! And if
the note is found on her—"

“It will mean that Augusta can be
cleared after all I”

“Let's run!™

“1 say, wait for me!” puffed Bessie,
who had been crowded riglzll. out of the
conversation, canducted in such rapid
romnarks. - “I—I ecan’t run after—after
a girl’s stamped on my foot !

Mabs, |
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Bui Bessie Bunter had to run if she
wanted to keep up with Babs and Mabs,
and she certainly intended to do that.
They did go so fast that she would be
left behind, but there was no lingering
for the fat girl.

Running side by side Babs and Mabs
led the way, aund Bessie Bunier splashed
along behind themn, and squeaked with
excitement and puffed with exertion.

They almost hoped to overtake Judy
on the road. but there was no sight of
her. It rather disappointed Babs and
Mabs, but at the same time coufirmed
their suspicions. Judy had evidently
run back to school herself. Why? There
was only one reason.

They had to ease into a walk for
Bessie Bunter's sake, but it was only a
short walk. ‘They ran again, and con-
tinued until they reached the gates and
passed into the guadraugle.

* And now—careful !" said Babs warn-
ingly. ““She’s somewhere in the school.
I don’t suppose that she’ll think that

Twopence. 13
“Stop her!" cried Babs.
Babs and Mabs raced in_ pursuit
Bessioe Bunter panted behind. They
rushed up the stairs and sped to the

landing above. But there was no sight
of Judy.

“Which way?” muttered Mabs.

“I'll go up, and you go along the pas.
sage.” said Babs

“Right 1

They were off again, leaving slower
Bessie to go whichever way she chose.

It was a very short start that Judy had
obtained, but it seemed enough.

Babs, running up the stairs to ihe
second floor, encountered several girls,
but none of them recalled séeing Judy
g> that way. Mabs, traversing the
passage, came on ‘Angelica Jelly and
Clarice Swan, of the Fifth, who wero
talking. They were equally positive thaw
no girl had passed them.

Retracing their steps, Babs and Mabs
met at the spot where they had parted.
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MISS STEEL INTERVENES !

sternly. ' They rushed at me ! '’ exclaimed Judy

* What is the meaning of thie com-
motion 7'' Iinquired Miss Steel,
Grigg, trembling.

we've found out so quickly. We want
to come on her suddenly before she has
timo to hide that note anywhere!”

They tiptoed into the school expect-
anfly, but even so, they did not expect
to come so swiftly on the sight that
caused fresh fluttering in their hearts.

“There !" muttered Babs in just a
faint whisper, and that was all.

“Mmmmmmm ! buzzed Bessie,
was dying to speak but dare not.

They cvould see Judy.

It was the back of her figure that they
could see just at the end if the corridor
that they had approached so silently.
She was doing something—levering at
the wall with a knife, it seemed ! ere
was something in her hand,

None of them remembered making a
noise. But something startled Judy.
She looked up suddenly—and saw them!

l| {)h !l]

“Catch her!” yelled Babs, no longer
cautious.

She tore along the passage with Mabs
at her side, but Judy had started. The
kitchen knife clanged to the-floor as she
took to her heels and fled up the-stairs,

who

“You haven't seen her?"

**No. Haven't yout”

“Not a sign!” said Babs, perplexed.

“8She isn't hiding in any of these
rocms ! puffed ie.

Babs gave a sudden exclamation,

*Oh, what duffers we are!” she cried,
**She must have darted into that dark
recess at the hali-landing, and given us
the slip! Downstairs again, quickly! At
least, we'll see she doesn't leave the
building *

They were furious at having been hood-
winked so simply. But now, as they ran
back, they began to meet other Fourth-
Formers. Peggy Preston was oune of the
first they saw,

She gathered the story from ihe -
breathless fragments they were able to
give her.

“And Judy has got the nofe on her?”
Peggy said. Her eyes were shining. “If
we can catch her we can clear Augusia?
Then we will—we will 1" .

But Judy seemed to have made good
use of that brief lead she had obtained.

THE Scuoot- FRrexp.—No. 143~
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Her wits had wundoubtedly been
sharpened by the dread of exposure.
tHler cunning brain was working as
quickly as it had ever worked before.
Cenfronted with almost certain exposure,
she had achieved something of the ¢ool-
ness of despair.

But the girls did not know that as
they hunted this way and that for the
girl whom they were going to accuse
gpon]_y just as soon as they could catch

er.

. Mabs was the first to see Judy again.

She came to Babs, who was gazing into
the darkened quadranglc for any sign
of movement, and touched her shoulder
lightly,

“8sssh! Not a word!”

“You've seen something®” whispered
Babs eagerly. And Peggy was at her
side at t.ﬁe same moment.

“It’s almost uncanny, but it’s frne!”
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along the corridor , and 1 saw Judy,
working at that wall again. It must be
a loose tile.”

“The same spot?" said Babs incredu-
lously,

“The vary same!"” X

“Then we won't miss her this time!"

They crept with quick but silent steps
to the passage. Mabel’'s almost un-
believable statement was true. They
could see Judy’s back as they rounded
the corner, and they could see that she
was working at the tiles with a knife.
In her disengaged hand she held some-
thing white.

They crept forward.

Judy went on with her work eagerly,
quickly.

Step by step, and still she did not seem
to hear them. Bessie Bunter made a
slight scuffling noise, but it did not seem
to disturb Judy. A few more yards, and

snid Mahs breathlessly. “I just peeped

then—

o No, I

“Q
tastéful to him, and settled himself more

you want?

Not that 1 wanted to go! 1 managed to

toe, and 1

good. to dig. Everyone had me in

inr the rain, and I nearly caught my death
And that wasn't the worst ol

ﬁ With the kind assistance of Katie Smith (Fourth Form.)

ULTE right, miss! Quite right!” said the spade. “I don't look badly treated,

do I can't really grumble that I have a bad time at Piper's hands.
He's a very good master is Pipe
He shook a piece of -earth from his blade as though it was rather dis-

“You want me to talk about myself?”
that. Piper and I never object to talking abont things. My most exciting experience

“Well,.the worst experience that 1 remember—and you can take it from me that
it was bad—was when the treasure-hunting craze came to Clitf House. Everyone
wanted to dig for hidden treasure, and, of course, they must press me into service.

c g .fﬂ between Marcia Loftus’ feét and tripped her up; but it wasn't any
a

it, by any means.

NOGHNCL

By PIPER'S SPADE.

it 3

comfortably against the wall
he continued. “ Well, 1 don't mind doing

make Dolly Jobling drop me on to Clara’s
torn. Bessie Bukter left me out all night
of cold through it.

When the treasure seekers

hadn’s got me I fell into the hands of japers, who buried all sorts of funny thingzs
for the others to dig up. One was an old pair of Miss Bullivant’s boots, and there
was & fuss when Angelica found them! ’

“Don’t mentiof treasure-hunting to me, please! It méans too much hard work!

“Yes, I help dig on the allotment when Piper feels so inclined. But we don’t go
in for deep digging, Piper and me! When he reads in his gardening book that for
tiis or that you want to go down at least three feet, he looks across at me and
winks, and I wink back, and Piper murmurs: * No three-feet digging for Augustus®’
And I'm with him all the time,” THere the spade suddenly broke into sohg.)

“We're real old Eritons, Gus and me,
Yo, ho, ho! for the land of the free,

- ‘Fhere’s but ene thing we always shirk—
That's the thing that folk cdll * work "!

“T feel better, having got that off my

I wus going to say chest!
-+ “By the way. you remember the real old-fashioned pudding that Annabel and
Agnes White once made for the school dinner, when there were no servants? All full
of sugar and pepper and all sorts of things—that's the one! Two feet below the
spot where you're standing at present lles that pudding. I helped to put it out of
mischief, I don’t suppose that, even now, there are any worms near it, and you
won't see any snow remaining for long over this spot in winter! ,

“I'm the fellow that Grace Woodfield, of the Fifth, had to carry when your friends
Japed the Fifth, and Mabs pretended that she was the dear old lady who liked going
ou! and digging for fossils. You ask Grace if I'm not a good weight! Yes, 1 really
did enjoy that day, because 1 was given a lovely ride on Grace's shoulder, and the
expression on her face when she dug was simply delightful!

“Now for a myaur{. miss, before you have to go back to your prep. I'm only
allowed to tell you the things you already know. I can’t do any more speaking than
that, so I can only tell you half this story. .

“Once, about ten years ago, there was a very nice girl in the Fifth Form. It
was when I was quite new to the school. Everyone liked lier, until one day she was
aceused of stealing a little gold clock, and the eyidence against her was simply
dreadful. Someone had seen her rise at night, and someone eclse. had seen her
earrying it, and the next day she had sent off a parcel just the size of that clock.
The evidence was so black that she asked to be withdrawn from the school, and left.

“Only when she had gone did people find out that she had developed that un-
]‘-!ensant habit of sleep-walking through overstudy. News came from London that she
ind met with quite an ala - accident while doing it. Those who had remained
loyal to her remembered a lot of things then—how muddy her boots had been on
the morning of her accusation, that the door of the tool-shed had been left open, ana
several other things. They guessed that their friend must really have risen in the
night, and buried that clock somewhere in the grounds, not realising what she was

“They dug and dug m?'rhere. hoping to find the clock and clear their friend’s
name; but they couldn't, and no one has been able to do so to this day.

“But they were on the right track, miss, for I can tell.you this much: I1'mn the
fellow who helped her bury that clock! I wish I could remember where she put it!”

h:mjle. g0 to speak. 1 know you thought
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“Stop !” cricd Peggy Prestou.

Judy wheeled and faced thew as they
rushed forward on her in a body.

“Hold her!"” Babs cried, and suited
the action to the word. *Now,
M.b‘_—"

“What are you doing?
rushing on me like this?”
shrill ery,

Other girls were beginning to appear
as though by magic.

“I've got it!” yelled Bessic Bunter,
brandishing an envelope that had
dropped to the floor. ““This is what she
was trying to hide! I've got the five-
pound note!™

“Let me alone!
that!” Judy cried.

And then—a sudden silence from ever:-
one except the cheering but shorti-
sighted Bessie Bunter,

Bessie had not seen Miss Sleel, who
had so suddenly appeared.

“I've got it! I've jolly .well got it!"”
cried Bessie, tearing at the flap of the
envelope she held. “The fiver's inside
here, girls! Jolly smart of me to sce her
drop it—eh? I said I'd solve the whole
mystery, and now I've——"

‘* Bessie!”

Why are yon
rose Judy's

I won't be held like

the meaning this,

| Judy's Triumph!

“ H!" said Bessie Bauler, blinking
up at Miss Steel. 1 didu’t
see—[ mean, 1 dido’t know—

‘ that is—"

“What is the meaning of =0 much
shouting, and this commotion?” inquired
Miss Steel sternly. “‘And, Barbara, why
are you holding that girl like thai'"

“They rushed at me!” excluimed Judy
tremblingly.

“What is of
Barbara?”

Babs was not loaith jo expiain - now.
| “We suspect Judy of having the five-
| pound note that Augusta spoke of in her
| defence, Miss Steel,” she said. *“We
|hu\'e an_idea that she's been trying to
| change it in the village to-night. We
| surprised her just now trying ta hide
| something—that envelope —behind  the
' loose tile in the wall.”
|  “Goodness gracious!” ejaculated Miss
Steel,

“We've believed that Judy was a thief
all along, Miss S{eel. Now we've caught
her making a second attempi-—"

“ Beéssie, hand me that envelope,” said
Miss Steel. “This is a very serions
matter indeed. I must examine the
ccntents of that at once!”

p Dead silence now as she tore open the

ap.
Babs and Peggy were eager, irinm-
phant. The others looked hardiy less
! excited. They just wanted to sce that
creased and crinkling paper and then
Barbara's heart seemed to miss a beat.
There was an almost audible sensation.
Miss Steel had opened the envelope.
She had drawn something out. But that
something did not look like a banknote.
It looke.?

just like an ordinary sheet of
paper.

'Fl!m sileuce was electric. Eyes turned
on Judy Grigi. They satw the faint out-
line of a mocking, cunning wrin on hev
face. And only then did they begin to
und’ign_good s

““Thi: ness
Miss Steel, staring
“Surely this is a' j

“What is it, B

racious?” ejuculated
y at the paper.
" b4

iss Steol!" said Babs

b Al"w d M 1,7 that
“A message,” sai iss Steel, “ tha
s: ‘Ever been had?*"” -
e -at?!” ]

Who-a - s
“Ti—it—oh, il's a trickl” burst ouf

Pegzy Preston,
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“Yes, Judy has tricked wus, Miss
Steel!” Babs echoed. “We are cer-
tain—"

“Silence, Barbara!” caid Miss Steel

sternly, “Judy, did you write this
message and put it in the envelope?”
“Yes, Miss Steel,” said the day
servant,

“For what reason?”

And then came the outburst that
ar_nilzed and bewildered the listening
girls,

“ Because—oh, because I've had such
horrid treatment at this school, and I
wanted to get my own back,” Judy
exclaimed, the words tumbling from her
lips. “Ever since that expelled girl,
Augusta, brought that wicked charge
agninst me there has been a plot to try
and prove that 1 am a thief. I've been
followed everywhere. They've pretended
that I must always be trying to hide
something; so 1 thought that I'd play
them a trick, ma’am, and—and I've done
this. Surely there is no harm in it, when
they have made my life nothing but
misery ever sinca I have been here!”

Babs stared open-mouthed at the girl
who could tell such a monstrous l‘a? -

“What have you to say in answer to
that, Barbara?”’ asked Miss Steel.

“ “It's untrue! Oh, it's all a made-up
slory, Miss Steel!” eried Babs, coming
back to herself. “Judy has tricked us
now, but because she knew that we
suspected her. We caught her here a
few minutes ago—Mabs, Bessie, and I—
and she ran away and gave us the slip.
She wanted to put that envelope there to

trick us. But she must have the note
somewhere. She ought to be searched
for it!”

“What Babs says is perfectly true,
Miss Steel,” put in Mabs, and Bessie
gabbled assent.

“8o you have been at this loose tile
hefore, Judy?” said Miss Steel, turning
to the maid. “For what reason?”

“The—the same one,” said Judy.

“Yon deny that you have a five-pound
note in your possession !

“1 do—oh, I do, ma'am !"

“Nevertheless, your conduct is very
strange, my girl!” said Miss Steel. “1
must ask you to consent to be searched
by .the matron. It is either that or
tnkinf stronger action. Do you object "

Judy seemed-tio see that it was use-
less to object, and the upshot of it was
that the matron was summoned. The
hopes of Babs and Peggy revived con-
siderably.

Just for ten minutes!

The very expression on Judy's face as
ghe returned at Mrs. Towle’s side told
the Fourth-Formers all they wanted to

know.

“Nothing at all, Miss Steel,” tke
matron announced. ‘“‘Judy bad only
eight shillings on her, and she says that
that is her change from an errand for
Connie Jackson. “Is that all, Miss
Steel 1"

“Yes, thank you, matron!”

Peggy could not help bursting out yet
agzein

*She’s hidden
Steel !

uwhat?”

“Yes, I’'m sure—" Babs struck in.

“Silence, both of you!” cried the mis-
tress sternly. “ Your first accusation,
that there was a note in that envelope,
fell through. The second one has also
proved groundless. On what evidence
do you say that this girl has ever pos-
sessed such a note, disregarding what
Augusta herself said?"”

“Mr. Clegg told us this evening that
she had tried to cash one at his shop!”
said Babs desperately.

s e1—I  didn't!” Judy.

it somewhere, Miss

exclaimed
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ment, I will give ber actuel words.
should not be in the Forth Fourm!”
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I should like to be abel to pull that tail.

<
in the puddings.

a mistake. It was one for Clairer!

fat lady was nevver ill at all,

sinders.

like I do.

have some honey when we wanted it;
although 1 willingly
fond of bees.

Jottings and Blottings by BESSIE
BUNTER (Fourth Form).

I am told that Miss Bullervint had bought a loverly new hat, but I take this
with a grane of salt, becos I expect it will only be anuther puding-basen. i

<

Miss Primrows informs me that I am very shortley going into the Fifth Fourm,
which will be a serprise for a good many geris.
She sed: “Reely, Bessie, 1 must say that you

: <<
T understand that Gwendolen Cooks has got hold of anuther tail of a ghost.
(There is a joak in this.—B. B.)

<= -~ <

In my larst letter from home my farther told me that our moater-cars are being
fitted with speshul brite lights, so if you see a bewtiful car out at night with very
brite lights on it, you will be abel to say to yourself at once: “Har! That is a
moater from Bunter Court, Bessie Bunter's home!”

<< <> .
I beleeve that Mrs. Pickels has now taken to cownting all the currents she puts
1 econsidder it very mean, and I see no RAIBEN for it.

o

Clairer Trevvelin read my last fine storey about the pyrita and Jhon Browne,
and sed that they ought not to allow loonerticks to get into a boat and call them-
selves pyrits; but I explaned to her that they were feroshus men, and she had made

: <= <& <
It §s quite untrne that they were thinking of offering me a jobh at the circus
(witeh I should have iudigfnunt]y refewsed) becos 1 have just fownd out thut the

<= < <~

I have just been reading a bewtifull book about Chiner, and it ses there that
they have loverly banquits, at which there are abowt sixty corses, and you sit there
and have to eat something of evverything..
that took me to Chiner, just to see if it is reely true.

<< = <<=
I was not offered any of the toffey that Dolley Jobbeling made last time, hecos
she said that there was a slite axident; but I reely beleave that it was all fall of

< <> <> ¢
My dear parritt, Polley, is a moast intelligent berd. I saw him skratchiiig his
head the other day, and I reely believe that he thort that he was-coaming his hair

< <= - '

1 sm gorry that Barberer is a bit unreesonable at times. 1 suggested the uther
day that it would be nice to have a beehive in the studdey, so that we could allways
but she did not seem to see the idear at all,
said that she and Mabs could get the honey, as 1 am not very

<> < <
I understand that at the provishon shops in Cortfeald there is going to be a
very fine idea, called a Speshul Tasting Day. There are going to be free samples
of cakes and jelleys and pams, and all sorts of things. Unforchernitely it falls on 4
Friday, but [ am still hoaping that Miss Primrows will proclame it a pubblic holliday.

R
1R

<>

As some gerls may dowt this state-

<=

<=

I should not mind if 1 had some advencher

“That's a falsehood, ma'am. Miss
Jackson gave me a pound note to pay
for her purchases.”

Miss Steel surveyed her
Formers grimly.

“Qo that is the position,” she said.
“1t will not drop at this, of course.
Judy, T cannot detain you further. You
are at liberty to go to your home. Bar-
bara and Peggy, you have both joined
in bringing a very serious charge against
this girl. I shall see Mr. Clegg, and if
he cannot confirm your statement con-
cerning the note, you will be punished
very severely indeed! That is all I can
say at present.”

She went, and Judy went as well
Peggy Preston was nearly erying with
dismay. Babs herself was too upset to
speak. What it would have meant for
f:gustn if they hadn't allowed them-
selves to be tricked so easily!

1t was Lucy Morgan who broke the
silence.

She snaiched up the envelope that had
fallen to the passage, and gave a cry of
amazement.

“QOne of my envelopes!” she cried.
“T've missed several from the study
lately, as well as other little things.

.lerth-

Judy must have been taking them!”

“Qh, why didn't you see that before?”
groaned Clara Treviyn.

“J—J1 didn’t think !" said Lucy. * But
can we see-her now? At least, I could
accuse her of pilfering!”

“Too late!” said Babs helplessly.
“She'll be gone by now—running as
hard as she can! e've failed. And
perhaps mow it may never be—be pos-
gible—"

Her voice trailed away to bitter silence,
and no one else spoke. They understood
without having to =ay so. It was
failure, when the opportunity had been
so nearly in their hands. Beafen, after
all, by Judy Grigg!

What a black evening it was to be in
the Fourth, after that! Black and de-
spairing. Yet, if they had known it,
they could still have done something.

Judy had not left the school yet.

| Even at that moment she was in the

qumlranFle, groping on the ground with
muddy fingers. And suddenly her haud
encountered something, and she snatched
it up before she hwried for the gate at
last, and disappeared into the lane.
Only by the light of the third street
Jamp that she came to did Judy snatch
just a:-peep at what she held. Then shs
THE ScEoOL FRIEND.—Ne. 143
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sighed with a sory of velief, but it was
@ palpitating sigh, for all that.

in her hand she held a muddy five-
pounrd note, wrapped round a few cop-
pers!

So she was away, alter all-escaped
from the tighiest corner she had ever
been in. Escaped for the time being!

Her ruse had worked better than she
had even dared to hope. The Fourth-
Formers had fallen into the trap as she
expecied, and it had put Miss Steel off
the scent. She had managed to get
away with the note, thrown so hastily
aut of the window with those coppers of
her own to weight it.

But could she ever hope to change the
money now, in such a dirty and creased
ptate? She couldn’t see how she could
gel anyone lo tuke such a note without
questions, Tt was still to haunt her,
pven though she had escaped detection
to-night, -

**And that Uncle Clegg!” she mut-
tered, with a sudden tremor. *Of
course, he'll say that I offered it to him
when he’s asked, and then the whole
business will start over again. ©h, what
ever am 1 going to do?”

Judy's triumph was not such a com-
plete one as it had appeared to the CLff
House girls.

After she had passed Friardale and was
heading for Courtfield the tears gathered

in her eyes.

“I can’t“pass it! T'll never be able to
now !" she muttered. *“ And to-morrow,
when they’ve seen that man Clegg—oh,
I don't know! T don’'t want to go to
Cliff House any more. I want to get
away from it. And I want to see that
flrl Augusta out of the neighbourhood.
f 1 could do anything——" )

Her mind work on excuses and
schemes and all manner of impossible ex-
pedients. Tt was the mind of a des-
perate girl—a girl ready to do almost
anything !

Earning Her Living!

TITCH, stitch, stitch!

. Augusta Anstruther-Browne,

ignorant of the dramatic events at

Cliff House, was at her seemingly

endless task of making the Cliff House
aprons. i

Ii. had proved a bigger week’s work
than she had anticipated. She had in-
sisted on doing almost everything her-
self. Only her strong will-power and her
fierce determination to support herself
had kept her at her arduous labours.

Now she was pale, and looked ill from
the strain.

Long after she went to bed that night
she knew that the tantalising needle
would still flicker before her strained
eyes. :

To some girls the task of making the
aprons might have been easier. It had
proved an ordeal for Augusta. She was
not accustomed to doing much needle-
work. She had never done so much
before in her whole life. And the
“finish ” and little “extras” had only
increased the magnitude of her task.

But she was nearing the end at last
on this Tuesday evening.

There lay the fruits of her labours all
aronnd her. It looked a bewildering
nnumber now that they were finished, or
nearly finished. But they did not con-
fuse Augusta. She had lived with them
and umonF.ﬂ them. In a way, it had
been a labour of love, for every gar-
ment, excepting those ordered as spares,
had been made to the measurements of
the girl who was to wear it.

She laid the last completed one to
one side, and took up a fresh one. She
had to smile as her eyes fell vpon its
voluminous folds. .
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“For Bessie!” she murmured. * She
won't have to grumble about this one
hurting her arms when she’s beating a
batter! Now, it wants a pocket,
think !

She started to cut out the ket in
the routiiie way; then, as another smile
came to her pale face, she let the
scissors run on a little further before she
rounded the material.

“ A big pocket for Bessie, of course!”
she chuckled. *“ My word! - Won't she
be pleased when she finds that it’s bigger
than anyone else’'s? How she’ll try to
stuff something in it when Miss Pluinmy
isn't looking! But she’s not a bad old
duffer at all when you know her!” she
sighed. “I wonder if I'll ever hear her
asking me if I want my breakfast
bloater again?”

It was a strange thought, and yet
oddly sentimental. 1t brought back
rushing memories of the dear old school.
Would she ever take part in those little
scenes that made up the life of the
school? Would she ever laugh again
at Bessie’s almost proverbial hunger?

A week had passed since her accusa-
tion. She had been an expelled girl for
more than six days. Was she going to
have justice as she had hoped and ex-

ted? Or was the opportunity gone?
H’?:dy seemed very cunning. Augusta
did not know how near she had come
to discovery that evening.

Her aunt appeared suddenly in the
doorway.

“1 have closed the shop, dear,” she
said.

Augusta gave her a welcoming smile.
‘“And it has been a good day?”
“As good as we could expect on such

a wet day,” nodded Aunt Sarah. She
ga?td in sndden concern at Augusta,
and hastened to her side. * But, my
dear, you can’t think of going out to-
night! You must stop' this endless
work, or you will be ill!”
Augusta gave a grim laugh. i
“Give up " she repeated. Her mouth
was still as firm as ever. “I'm not
ing to give up when I've nearly
nished! Only those few to do, aunt,
and they won't take more than an hour.
Then ly can send them wp to CLff
House, and we shall be paid. After that
—well, perhaps I can afford to rest for
a day or so before 1 start something
else.’
“You've done a fortnight’s work in
a week, Augusta,” said Aunt Sarah
admiringly. “I never thought it was

fossible—»and vou only a schoolgirl still !

insist, now, on finishing them!”

Augusta smiled doggedly.

“It’s no use insisting, aunt,” she
said. “You've done quite enough
already! T'm going to finish them all
on my own!”

Aunt Sarah
rickety chairs.

“At you will rest for a little
while, Augusta!” she begged. “It is
humanly impossible to go on like this!”

Augusta ran her needle into the half
made pocket, and sighed.

“Well, perhaps can, aunt,”
gaid. “Hark! What was that?”

“Homeone coming in from the street,
dear !"

“Judy 7" breathed Augusta.

“No, it wouldn’t be she!"” said Aunt
Sarah, shaking her head. “She gets in
before this, and never stirs out of the
house again!™

But it was Judy, for she had reasons
for being late to-night. More than that,
she was in a state of mind that would
have put Augusta instantly on the alert
if she had known. But she did not
know. Afier her arduous toil she was
weary and too tired to wo about
anvthing. She did not listen for steps
going up the stairs. She did not know

sank to one of the

she
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that the person whe had entered did
not go up the stairs, but crept along
the passage. L

“ Aunt; Fve had wonderful luck, being

‘able to make all these aprons like this !

Augusta exclaimed suddenly. * You
know what it means for both of us!
To-morrow we'll be paid, and then you
can pay for the special material you
bought. It will show you a handsome
profit. But for me-—well, it will Le the
first money I have ever earned!”

“I shall insist on you sharing
profit!” said Aunt Sarah.

“If T need it!” answered Auvgusia,

“B‘.ltf_'—'“

“No, we can talk abounit that later,
aunt!” Augusta sighed. I don't
mind; I only want to feel that I'm not

roving a drag on anyone. Thiugs are
ﬁound to come right if only I stay here.
But I couldn't have stayed if 1 hadu't
got work. If any hitch happened now,
and Miss Primrose would not accept
the aprons—"

“0Oh, Augusta, don't say that!™” cried
Aunt Sarah.

“] only said ‘If,” aunt!" Augusta
smiled. *They’ll be accepted and paid
for within a day or two, I know. If
they weren't—well, I ought not to have
mentioned that! ™ I can’t even bear to
think of it! It could only mean one
thing—that we should both be deeply in
debt, and I couldn’t think of staying
with you! And now—yes, I niust go
on and finish, or I shall get lazy. I want
to get them off my hands!”

She went on again, her eyes very
tired, forcing her nimble hands by sheer
will-power alone. Augusta had done too
much, and she knew it now. Tt she
was not going to give in when she was
within an ace of snccess.

Little did she ess then how her
words had carri through the thin
wooden door; how ears, tuned to a
desperate sharpness, had heard every-
thing. She did not know that those
chance remarks had started fresh
thoughts in the mind of Judy Grigg.

It was a full hour before Augusta was

the

finished, although she wor at the
last finishing touches with an almost
But her task was

feverish energy.
completed at fast. She' laid the last
garment on the table, and sank back in
her chair, a queer, forced laugh coming
to her throat.

““ Done !
“You've done amaringly  wel
Augusta |” breathed Aunt Sarah. ‘“An

now—perhaps { can urge you to go to
bed and get some of the rest you nced

so badly?”
Augusta braced herself together.
“No. Net yet, aunt,” she said.
“You can help me fold them. The

big hamper will hold the ahole lot,
We'll k them now, and then I sha'n’t
even have to look at them again. If
we're quick, I can get a telephone
message through to Peggy. and Piper
will bring a truck down m the morning
and fetch the hamper.”

Again she had her way.
careless of hersclf, set an example.
cdompletion of that order had become
the ruling impulse of her life. There
was probably no girl in the Fourth who
could have stuck to a resolve with
greater determination than she had
show

One by one the aprons went neatly
into the {ulmpcr. Carefully folded, the
did not make siuch a big pile after all.
The last of all was laid on top, and
tissue-paper tucked arovnd. Augusta
brought down the lid, and did up one of
the straps. She hesitated as she held
the other.

“I—1 think I need a bit of fresh air,
aunt,” she said. rather. faintly. “I'm

Augusta,
The
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goir telephone now. Wekca.n cord

the w
St Raieh Iotled ot B dluncly.

" You don’t look very well, denr~] i
come with yon,” she said, with decision.

Augusta smiled wuk}_y and the two
left gha house, The fresh air had the
effect of reviving Augusta, and after
walking a few yards she began to feel
her oltf

They reached the telephonebox, and
managed to ring up { monitresses’
room almost at once. Mter a short
delay, Peggy Preston’s voice answered.

Augusta passed her message, and
listened vaguely to Peggy's wondering
answer, and her promise t.blt Plper
<hould (e'duniy come the '5
morning. She returned a few words
thanks, .nd hung up the receiver.

did not refuse the u:whtrum-e mﬂ.mco
that her auot f‘ her as they walked
back to the sRop.

Even as she entered, her head swam,
and she fell, rather than sat, on one of
the rickety chairs. She clutched at the
tahle feehng strangely dazed.

“Augusta! Oh, dear, -rhalem:sllle
matter?” cried her aunt, holding her

The girl was trembling nolentlj.

*“1—1 don't feel well. The room seems
all funny. aunt!” she muttered. *It's—
it’s rest that 1 want. 1f you will help
me, I—1I'll get to bed at once !”

With the help of Aunt Sarah she stag-
gered from the room.

Her Aunt Sarah helped her to bed.
She was uloeﬁ almost before her head
touched the ow. And so Augusta lay
through the mgllt hardly ch her
position, dead to everything aro her,
sleeping the sleep of utter weariness,

—_——

Where is Judy 7

HERE was Judy? What was
W going to happen? Was there |

any possibility that even now
smnelhmg was going to happen
to clear -\ugusla s name?

Those werethe questions on every lip |
when interval-line came next morning, |

and the .Fourth-Formers dispersed. into
the quadrangle.

The discussion would have gone on |

had it not been for an interruption. But
in the middle of it Piper appeared be-
tween the school gates, pushing a small
hand-truck, and resting on that truck
was a light-coloured hamper.

“The aprons!” cried Peggy Preston.
And she was off like a shot.

With one rush the girls weni stream-
ing after Pe Preden Il was a heavy
hamper that brought, but
|hreeor[ourofthemnoondngged:.
between them, into the school.

‘What have you there, Peggj :

Peggy Preston looked up in astonish-
ment to hear Miss Primrose’s voice. But
she quickly understood that she must
h.ln\o witnessed Piper’s arrival, and ex-
pla

“Oh!" said the headmistress. “So
these are the aprons that your friend has
been making, Pegey!” she exclaimed.

“ Uncord the hamper and T will ins|
them: now. Some of you can try them
on to see whether they are satisfactory.”

Peggy beamed as she started to uncord
the hamper, the girls eagerly helping.

Eagerly they turned the hamper about
as they pulled the cord from Onlj
the two dur r ined to be
and Pegg'v ersell did those. 'l'hen she
paused, rather dramatically, just for a
second. The hush was , a8 it
should be! P smiled, took the lid
in_her hand, flung it back with a

g e i
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And then it seemed that an' icy hand “ Aungusia !” eried Miss Primrose.
gri at her heart. 3 “My—my friend, that is!" stammered
e saw the sheer consterration on | Peggy, her face flushing. *She would
Miss Primrose’s face. She heard the ne\er—

startled “Oh’s™ that came from all| “ Augusta!” repeated Miss Primrose,
round her. with increasing sternness. ** Peggy, you
And no wonder! will not deny that your friend in need

Peggy’s bﬂ“'l(k‘“‘d and horrified eyes | is the yery girl 1 expelled from this
were not gazing upon trim aprons at all. | school

The hmper contained nothing but a| Peggy hung her head, unable to deny
jumble of old papers, clothes, and odd- | that she had given away her secret in
ments! A scorched and blac kened coat | ber dismay.
lay right on top. A sooty rug lay be- -3 undersimd 1 bave been blind not

XTRACTS wrov |
MISS CHANTREYS

ﬁUTOGRﬁPﬂ ZLBUM.

From PEGGY PRESTON.
Hobbies come, and hobbles go;
to-day; to-morrow—no!
the stormy winds shall hlow,
thn the country’s wreathed im snow,
rike up music, off with woe!l
Trlp the light fantastic toe!

- e <

From DOLLY JOBLING.
In me, Miss Chantrey, you have found
be bound.

I really haven't too much m

But still, l cheered these words to get
From one g- rtner that I met:
“Ml‘y. said “it's awfully sweet
To tread so scldom on my feet!™

5 >
From BARBARA REDFERN.
“ Dancing, dancing’s my delight!”
That’s a motto truly trite.
Though 1 sit half the night

Full of tho! s that 1'd mcute,
la.hh' better can 1 write 5,
“Dancing, dancing’s my delight !*

-2 - -

!r- KATIE SMITH.
When some most exciting adventure I read,
1 nnd that my dancing is useful indeed.
Whenever tb. “villain ~ shall prance and rate,
I rise to feet for a Dance of Hate.
l‘hﬂcver *re fooled by the prmr’tpll boy,
] ;:yu‘lakip!uahmceot Joy.
plotting succeeds, and the world seems unfair
I shuifie and sulk in a Dance of Despair.
When the hero has got into cumming society,
1 jump and I stamp in a Dance of Anxiety.
But ail will come right; when the end is in sight
I cheer and 1 leap in & Dance of Delight]

- -
From BESSIE BUNTER. »
Now that 1 do thint that 1 have got
All the steps of the fox-trot,
1 see how gracefull that it Is,
And what a treat non-dancers
1 understand why a fox is snappey,
And why he sometimes looks unhappey.
It is because that he can see
He'll never be grasefull like you and me.
The animals can nevver dance, of coarse.
Fausey a one-step by a horse!
If you tricd to teach them they'd say, “Sha'n't try!”
That wouldn't be helpful, would it, Miss Charntrey?
Now gracefull danecing 1 have seen,
I'm glad that I'm a human bean.

side it. It was the most indescribable ;o see it before!” Miss Primrose went
muddle that could possibly be imagined. | on. “1 did not ask any questions at the
* Goodness guciouu 1" gasped Miss | time. But this—yes, iuee Jit, now! I

Primrose, was misguided enongh to give help un-
Peggy was still staring in speec.hleu wittingly (o such a girl as Augusta has
horror at the basket. proved. She kecps me waiting until the

“Peggy!” said the headlm-tre-q, get— other aprons are very soiled indeed, and
ting over her surprise. “Is t then sends this—this rubbish ! It is scan-
{_vu.r friend has rewarded my mdulgencc" dalous 1”
keep me waiting for a ueel: and then “Oh, Miss anme, that is not fair!”
this absurd and impractical joke?” | burst out Peggy. * Augusta has been
"\Io,m,mnanme"‘ l"dm.m truhdmmwulbemuuch\e
huskily. “There’s been been! She would never do this. I will
made. Inluu-k!lhnwth. admit that I've been to see her several

are all finished. Augm-tﬂle times,” and when last I saw her the
girl—" | Tue Scnool Friexp.—No. 148
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aprons were nearly finished. 1 assure

you (hat is true!”

“But—but—it is incredible!” said Miss
Priwiroes Wi bewilderment. “1 cannot
iriaxine— goodness gracious!”

And she had cause encugh for that
startled ejaculation, too!

The school doors had opened. The
pale, weary-looking girl in the faded old
coat who came forward was instantly
recognisable.

It was Augusta Anstruther-Browne !

“ Augusta !"" ejaculated Miss Primrose.
“You—you have dared—"

“I apologise, Miss Primroce, for
coming here when you cast me out!
said Augusta in a weak, unnatural voice.

“But—"

“ A little deception has been practised
on you, entirely because I begged for
it " Augusta went on. “Peggy did it
to help me because I asked her. IT've
felt that somehow it must come out this
morning, so 1 have come to explain that
the fault is mine, but I have done what
I have because—because I felt that I
must !” .

Miss Primrose seemed to become mis-
tress of the situation again.

“To explain what, Aungusta An-
struther-Browne?” she asked icily.
“That you have sold the aprons else-
where and perpetrated a trick 2

“What ?" said Augusta dully. 3

“Can you deny packing these things
in the hamper®"”

Augusta  went forward—and saw at
last !

No one walching her could doubt that
she was surprised—horrified. They saw
her sway dizzily, just for a moment.
Then fresh life scemed to come and
shake ull the weariness from her frame.
The hot blood of anger flamed to her
cheeks.

“Ji's a trick—oh, it's a trick!"
Augusta  cried.  “Miss Primrose, 1
didn’t send these things! Someone has
playved this trick upon me!”

“You mean (hat, Augusta?”
Miss Primrose.

“Yes!” Augusta’s wild eyes flashed

said

with sudden understanding. “Judy
Grigg—she must have done this last
night 1™ .

“ Another accusation against that
girl 7 said Miss Primrose.

“0Oh, 1 can prove this!" Augusta
answered. ‘“‘She must have taken the

They must still be some-
I—I can get them,
It means so

aprons oul,
where in the house.
Miss Primrose. 1 must!
much to me——"

She broke off, trembling.

“ Augusta,” said Miss Primrose, “‘if
vou have been tricked 1 must give you
an opportunity to make good this mat-
ter. Let me tell you that I should not
have allowed you to do this work had I
known whom Peggy meant by her

friend. But I can see that you have
been working very hard. I do not go
back on a gain. I will still accept

the aprons if they can be produced!”

“Can see Judy Grigg?” asked
. Augusta hoarsely.

““No,"” said Miss Primrose.

“But I accuse her——"

“Judy Grigg, Augusta,” explained
Miss Primrose, ‘““is not in the school.
That is why I said ‘ No." She has not
been near the place this morning. Have
you not seen her yourself?”

“Not—uot here!” stammered Au-
gusta. “No, Miss Primrose, I haven’t
seen her, either, but—but I was late
rising.” She looked round with desper-
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ate eyes. ‘' But 1 must see her—I must
force her lo lell me where the aprons
are. I will hurry back to her at once.”

With no more than that Augusta had
turned and was darting out of the school
agam,

Several girls would have followed, but
Miss Primrose checked them sternly.

“No!” she said.

She paused a moment,

“1 have seen Mr. Clegg, girls,”
said Miss Primrose, “and I must tell
you that I am puzzled. He entirely
confirms the statement that Barbara
made that a girl, answering to Judy's
description, did tender him such a note !”

“Then it proves it, Miss Primrose!"”
cried Babs.

“No. Not until that note has been
found, and Judy confronted,” answered
Miss Primrose firinly. 1 cannot forget
ail the previons evidence, and——""

Vivienne Leich gave a wild cry and
pulled the scorched coat from the top
of the hamper,
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“Look! Augusta’s best coat—the one
that disappeared !” she ejaculated. “It
looks as though it has been used to put
out a fire, and part of the evidence
against Augusta was that she had sold
this to raise money !"

“Are you sure that that is Augusta’s
coat ?”" asked Miss Primrose in a strange
voice.

“Positive !” came cries from every
side.

“It is an extraordivary thing!" mur-
mured the headmistress. “Only yester-
day, Mrs. Colley, of Melsham Towers,
was telling me that her daughter wit-
nessed a ClLff House girl pluckily ex-
tingnishing a fire in a little draper's
shop by using her coat.”

“It must have been Augusta

1" cried
5.

“And it happened that Saturday
night when Anita Colley brought her
back to the school in her car, and she
had no coat!” added Peggy.

“ And I said she smelt of smoke at the
time, and no one would believe me!”
squeaked Bessie Bunter.

Peggy Preston was facing the head-
mistress, trembling with her eagerness.

Twopence.

“Please, Miss Primrose, in view of
this, you will promise to reconsider
Alﬁystn's case?” she said pleadingly.

iss Primrose was looking very per-
plexed.

“There is very little new evidence at
all,” she said, “although I must admit
that I am impressed by this last dis-.
covery. But I must still remember that
Augusta was found with a stolen note
in her hand, and it requires perfectly
conclusive evidence to prove that she
made such an extraordinary mistake as
:iheJ said. Judy Grige must be found
an:

interrogated, and then, per-
haps—"
Perhaps! Yes, it wanted evidence,

of course. But Miss Primrose was say-
ing “perhaps.” It was the first real
turning point—the first doubt in her
mind that there could have been any
mistake. Tt thrilled the girls, “Per.
haps” might so ecasily be turned into
certainty, they hoped.
- . - . . L
They were hopeful, because they did
not knmow what awaited Augusta.
Buoyed up by the knowledge of the

® | cunning and desperate trick that

been played on her, she was hurrying
back to Courtfield. Those aprons must
be found somehow !

She must find Judy—must force the
truth from her, however she accom-
plished it. She must, she must.

Back 1o the shop at last, and to her
aunt she was telling the wild tale. Then
she heard a stamping step in the passage
and she was off again, through the liv-
ing-room, and into the passage at the
side of the shop.

Augusta was face to face with Judy
Grigg's step-father, whose lumbering
step she had instantly recognised.

“I want to see gour daughter Judy,
at once!" she cried. “She has served
me a trick—a very shabby thick! I

want _to see her immediately! Is che
upstairs?"
The man stared at Augusta, and

seemed on the point of grinning.

“Judy? Huh!" he said. “ More "orrid
things to say about my dorter? Well,
she's beyond your reach, young lady—
right beyond it! You've made ’er pore
life a misery enough as it is, and I'm
glad she's away. Judy's took a new
place this morning, and she's going to
live in, and if you sees 'er 'ere again,
or at ClLiff "Ouse School you're going to
be lucky!”

“Where is she?
Augusta persisted.

“You'd like to know that!” guffawed
the man. “Huh! I knows you would!
But that would be tellin"!"

And with that he stamped on and
sliammed the street door behind him.

Augusta gave a low moan and sank to
a chair in the living-room.

Judy had gone! She could not doubt
it! Judy had—disappeared!

The shock was so overwhelming that
it robbed her of all power. Judy must
have listened when she was talking to
her aunt. She must have known that
to cause such aprons to disappear would
prove such a terrible disaster for
Augusta. She had done it; she had
triumphed, and disappeared! And now
Augusta sat, and did not ery, and hardly
trembled, for she was utterly without
hope !

ESD OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

Where is she?”

(Xext Thursday's issue of the Scroon
Friexp will contain *“ The Schoolgirl
Waitress!"—a magnificent new, long
complete story of the girls of Cliff
House, by Hilda Richards—a splendid
instalment of “Joan Harviland's
Silence!” and numerous extracls from
the “Cliff House Weekly.” Order your
copy at oncel)
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The Opening Chapters of a Magnificent New School Serial!

THE LEADING CHARACTERS.
JOAN HAVILAND a poor scholarship girl,

who formerly lived in Brick Row, in a
London suburh.

RUBY HAVILAND, Ler sister, whose sudden
accession to riches completely spoiled her.

ELSIE DAINTON, the friend of Joan.

HILDA HEATHCOTE, an excellent girl, and
captain of the Fifth Form at Greyhurst

School.

SYBIL SARDONE., CLARICE CHOANE,
OLIVE COURTNEY, and PHYLLIS
FRANKLIN, four “cronies,” who formed

a “set” at Greyhurst, and were hitterly
opposed to Hilda Heatheote and her
[riends.

Joun and Rphy Haviland arrived at Grey-
hurst.  School separately—Joan with Elsie
Dainton, Ruby with Sybil Rardome. Ruby
had previously pressed Joan to keep silent
28 to their relationship.

From the first Sybil Sardone & Co. were
down on Joan, though Hilda Heatheote and
her chums hefriended the scholarship girl.
It was on account of this that Hilda became
accused by her enemies of favouritism, and
rather a good pumber of the Fifth-Formers
helieved this accusation.

This was shown clearly when Hilda wanted

ptayers for a hockey match. Joan spoke to
Rubliy in private, with-the intention of per-
suading her to fill a vacant place in the
team. And as the sisters spoke, a girl stood
ontside the door, listening.

(Now read on.)

Sybil Knows the Game to Play.

N one of the dim-lit dormitories occupled
by the Fifth Form, Joan and Ruby
stood facing each other.

For the first ftime since thelr
toming to Greyhurst School they were alone
together.

No fault of Joan's, that! If she had kept
silent about the relationship, it was only at
the earnest entreaty of Ruby.

The acute sadpess felt by Joan that things
shonld be like this expressed itself now in
her lowered voice, whilst her pretty eyes
also hetrayed the emotion she was feeling.

“Yon are not cross with me, Ruby¥”

“Cross?  Oh, no!” was the rather dublouns
answer. * But I thivk von ought to be more
careful! 1t is mo use promising a thing
unless yon mean to carry it out!™

*This talk with you will not get me sus-
pected of being your sister,” asserted Joan
gently. “Why should {¢? 1 called you by
your {ull pame just now in front of those
ather gdirls, just as if your family had no
eonnection with mine.”

“Yes; but T hope you are not always going
to be running risks of this sort,” grumbled

Laby. “What do yon want to speak about "
very simple thing, dear,” Joan
answered quickly.  “Will you play for

Hilda Heathcote in the lockey team next
Saturday?”

“Play .hockey! You kmow very well,
Joan—" .

“We are-both practically strangers to the
game, yes," assenfed Joan. = Bat, Ruby,

G

SILENCE!

By JOY PHILLIPS

— wmo_

there is time to put in a lot of practice
before Saturday! And if we play op for
all we are worth it will help.”

She added quickly:

“There must be positions on the fleld
where even an inexperienced girl may be
helpful. So do say you will play, Ruby!"

« “Why should 1?" pouted Ruby distaste-
fully. “I don’t feel keen on games.” .

“Ruby darling, the position is this,” urged
her sister. “Our Form captain, Hilda Heath-
cote, is being let down badly by a lot of
the girls. It is all through me.”

“Whati®

“In a way, yes. Hilda has been standing
nup for me like a true, loyal friend—and this
is the reward she has got! I am awfully
sorry about it!* gulped Joan, in great
distress. “One hates to feel that girls are
snobs, and yet—-"

“Oh, you are too sensitive, Joan!"

“1 feel it very much on Hilda's account—-
I cau't help it,” owned Joan. “I suppose
it is partly because 1 am only a scholar-
ship girl, and partly because 1 seem to have
come out in a bad light ever since I “set
foot imside the school. Anyhow, Hilda has
had to stand by me, and some of her old
fricnds seem to—fo resent it!”

Joan paused there. 4

She would not add that most of the mis-
chief was dwe to Sybil Sardope’s malicious
twisting of facts and cirenmitamces, so that
Hilda was being suspected of favouritismn.
Joan was remembering—with what regret!—
that Ruby was fond of -Sybil.

“So there it is, dear,” Joan went on, after
a moment. “I have prohiised to ‘rlk{ for all
I'm worth on Saturday. Elsie will play, too.
But Hilda is still one short for the team.

I would get a certain girl to play.”

" Meaning me?”’

“Yes, dear.”

Ruby gave another of her little frowns.

“That was running another rizk!” she
complained. “For you to suggest to Hilda
Heatheote that you could sort of inflnence
me to play—it will only make the girl wonder
what you and I are to each other! Coa-
sidering we are in different camps, Joan -

* Hilda is not the sort te be on the look-
out for other people’s secrets” =zaid Joan.
“She will only think I have approached you
about playing becanse you are a mew girl,
just as I am.”

“ Well,”
play.”

“0Oh, Ruby!”

“1 don't think Sybil and my other friends
will want me to play! It is giving one's
support to—to the captain!”

“ Ruby, it is only doing what one onght
to do—playing up for the Form and the
school!” Joan pleaded earnestly. * Do, do
promise! If yon have any love for me, dear
—and, oh, I know you have, Ruby! I know
that in your heart you still have a great
love for me and mother! Well, then, do
this for my sake, Ruby—won't you, dear?"

There was no answer, and at last Joan
exclaimed =oftly:

“Treat: it as a little thing, Ruby dear,
done in returm for my—my silence—"

“What! So youn are going to start threat-
ening me!”

said Ruby, “I don’t think I can

And I—Ruby, I—1 said to her just now that

“0Oh, no—uo!" protested Joan, In horror
“ As if I could do such a thing as that, Ruby
dear! Nothing will ever induce me to tell
others that you are my sister if you don't
want me to! I promised, after you had
given me the reasons why it was best for
you, that I should not be known as your
sister.. And when 1 promise a thing—"

“Well, you certainly seemed to
hinting—"

“1 was only hinting, Ruby dariing, that
you might do this thing out of—yes, out
of gratitude to me. I wouldn’t ask anything
for myself. But for the Form and the
school, for the sake of Hilda Heatheote,
who has been so good to me, your own sister
—oh, won't you play on Baturday?l”

Again there wasg a pause, a legngthy silence
filled in hy the soft music of Joyce Carroll's
violin downstairs.

Ruby was pondering, with knitted brows, a
sulky look marring the beauty of her face.
Joan waited, almost holding Irer breath with
suspense.

“] can't promise—no,” Ruby said at last,
with a shrug. “But if it is nof going to
upset Sybil Sardone and the rest of my
friends, then I'l! play on Saturday.”

“0Oh, Ruby, that is good of you!” exclaimed
Joan, all radiant in a moment, *“T will tell
Hilda this evening, and you—as soon as yon
feel certain—""

“8h! Hark!” broke In Ruby,
sndden gesture of intense alarm.

Mate and still, she kept her head reared
in a listening attitude.

“1—1 thought I heard a sound! she
gasped, below her breath. *“ A sound out-
side the door as if—— Joan, if anybhody
has been listening—oh, we are done for!™”

“No, Ruby'! Don't be afraid,” Joan =aid
soothingly. 1 heard nothing—only Joyce's
playing. But let us see!”

She stole swiftly to the closed door and
opened it, Ruby following step for step,

No one!

The dormitory landing was deserted, and
so. were the stairs for as far as the two
sisters could see down them.

“1 must go back, anyhow,” Ruby =ald, stil
ngitated. “And remember, Joan, we—we
can't always be meeting for secret talks.
1t is too risky!"

With a gesture that said: “Stay there!"
she herself went swiftly down the stairs.

When, a few minutes later, she entered
the study which she shared with Sybil Bar-
done she found that girl lolling on a couch,
book in hand. Tea was over, and Clarice
Choane, Olive .Courtney, amd one or two
other members of “the =et » were upon the
point of dispersing.

*Hallo, Ruby!" grinned Sybil, with an
indolent sort of smile. *“So you have not
deserted us!?

“Sybil fancled, I'm afraid,? said Clariee,
“that that scholarship kid was playing re-
cruiting sergeant for the worthy eaptain!
Ha, ha, ha!”

“In a way, she was,” Ruby said, forcing
a smile. “Joan Haviland has -been asking
me if I'l play in the heckey team oun
Saturday.” e

There Was a peal of deérisive Taughter.

“Ha, ha;, ha!” chuckled Clarice. the last
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to en& the merriment. "So the high-and-
mighty Hilda has been losing supporters,
has she! Syb darling, we are winning!”

“All along the line!” mpodded Sybil
exultantly. *“Oh, It was a great day for
us when that scholarship kid came to the
school and Hildn Heatheote started fussiog
over her! Most of the girls simply won't
stand it!"”

“0oh, noo!" agreed Olive Courtney, ready
to drift away to her own den. *“Rather
too offly, even for some of the captain’s
greatest admirers!”

“And do you want'to
Sybil quite pleasantly.

“I—well, yes, Sybil dear, if—if you don’t
oubject,” was tine faltered answer.

A look passed between Clarice and Sybil.
Then Clarice spoke in an offhand way, follow-
ing Olive and the rest from.the room.

“You had better discuss it with Syb, Ruby!
‘What Syb says goes with all of us!”

After that the door closed, and Ruby and
‘Bybil were alone together.

“Have a choe, dear,” purred 8ybil, reach-
Ing out a slender arm so that she could dip
her taper hand into the box of confectious.
*Bo g(su want to play on Saturday against
Heathington School?”

“I don't know where the match is to
he-—" Ruby began; and thea Sybil in-
terrupted: .

“It iz against Heathington School over
at Heathington, which is a fine town at
Jeast twelve miles from here, The team
‘goes by train, of course, and it is a chance
or other girls to see a bit of the town,
ou the strength of wanting to see the mateh!
Twig?" added Sybil, with a wink.

play, Ruby?” asked
.
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After n few short breaths she
desperately.
“In that case, Syhil, perhaps I had better

not play? Really, I don't want to play, if

spoke

“Yon will play! I say von are to play, and
you have got to play!™ Sybil eut in sharply.
“Do you think I am going to throw away
this chance of having a knock at Hilda?
Now be quiet!”

Ruby held her breath again, and sat down.
Watching Sybil, she saw that girl's lively
face clear as swiftly as it had darkered. The
taper hand reached out for another
chocolate, and then she stretehed herself still
more comfartably along the couch.

After eating the chocolate she put up her
slender arms so as to clasp her hands hehind
her cushioned head.

“Come over here¢, Ruby!" she =snid. “Yom
think I'm cross, don't you

“N-n-n-n-no, Sybil. Only sometimes you-—
sometimes you give me a turn!” faltered

Ruby, standing beside the couch.

“That's what I love to do!" Sybil answered,
amiling adorably. *“But 1'm a mnice girl to
youn most fimes, aren't I, Ruby %"

There was a pom-pom beside the couch. |

Sybil gave Ruby a playful pull that made the
girl sit down on the huge cushion. Then she
lolled over, rubbing her cheek against
Ruby’s.

“And you do like decing things to pleise me,
don’t you, Ruby?”

“Yes, 8ybil. I— Oh, you know how 1
love being your friend!”

“Yery well, then. To please me yon are
side on

going to play against your own
Saturday.

And that's that!™

Ruby swung her stick about stupidly —with deliberate stupidity, some
onlookers thought—and then muffed the shot

“You mean—"

“You will see what T mean when the day
comes!” laughed 8ybil. *Question is, do you
really want to play?”

“Yes, Sybil. But only if—"

“Oh, you ecan play, dear—provided you
don’t play too well!”

Ruby gave a short laugh.

“1 am not likely to do that, Syb. T've

played very little hockey."

“How lovely!” smiled Sybil, punching a
cushion to rights., “Then vou must certainly
play, Ruby! I shall be watching, mind, and
; e

She suddenly stopped punching the cushion,
and looked full at Ruby.

“ 8o don't let me see you playing too well!”

“But Sybil, if 1 play at all—"

“There is such a thing as playing to lose.
It is good fun, Ruby. Try it!" Sybil nodded
across to her. “I happen to know that Hilda
Heathcote is jolly keem on beating the
Heathington girls this term, just as they beat
us last year! Well, I want to see Hilda—
disappointed, shall I say?"

“You mean, Sybil, I—we—"

“Oh, you know what I mean!" was the
sudden impatient exclamation. “No need to
say more, Ruby. You are in my ecamp, and
if Hilda chooses to play to you, that is her
look-out! You may be in her team for the
day, bnt you are under my orders always!”

his left Ruby very pale and frightened.
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For the Form—and Against It!
ALF-PAST one on the followin
afternoon found quite a number o
Fifth Form Greyhurst girls getting
into the train at Greyhurst Station,
en route for Heathington.

Hilda Heathcote was in charge of the
party.

According to custom, all girls intending to
go to Heathington, either to play in the
match or to waich it, had had to give in
their names to Hilda, so that she could
obtain a railway voucher for the entire party.

How bitterly Sybil Sardone & Co. resented
this procedure can be imagined. But there
was no evading it. The best those girls could
io for themselves, to show their disloyalty to
the captain and the school, was to seck n
separate compartment for themselves.

This they did, proudly paying the execess
which the train guard demanded, when he
found the rebel section of the party in a
first-class compartment. For Hilda had taken
“thirds * for all.

There was no “swank " about Hilda,

Ruby was with Sybil and the rest of “the
swell set * in that first-class compartment —
the only one of them who was burdened with
a hockey-stick. As for Joan and her cousin
Elsie, the; were, with the rest of the players,
in a “third.”

As the train now rattled them along, Joan
and Elsie were aware of Hilda's mood being
# rather suhdued one. Joyee Carroll was full
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of vivacity; so were Evelyn Gray and Hetty
Wayne and the rest of the team. But the
captain was a prey to misgivings, that was
evident,

What wonder, either?

To-day’s fixture was one of the big eveuts
of the term. Season after season a battlc
royal had been fought om one ground or
another, between Greyhurst Fifth Form and
Heathington girls of the same age.

The matches were of the kind that are
talked about for a long time afterwards.
Vicetory was a thing to be justly proud of;
defeat was a reverse that the losing sido
could only vow to avenge when the next
mateh came round.

There was a defeat to avenge to-day. And
4 nice sort of team was Hilda Heatheole
at the head of this afterncon!

Fine hopes even the most optimistic counld
cherish of pulling off a win!

These chums of hers were an absolutelv
devoted lot, full of esprit de corps, as well
of personal effection for the captain. Such
count—they count tremendously. But such
things would be found to-day in the ranks of
the opposing team, plus the skill that many
of the Greyhurst girls, through no fault of
their own, were sadly lacking in!

Joan, for instance—poor Joun! Her spirit
was willing, but could she reasonably expect
to count for much on the field of battle?

Then there was Joyce Carroll. A girl can't
be brilliant at everything. Joyce was keen
on hockey, as she was keen on so many other
things; but Hilda Heathcote would rather
have seen Joyce fiddle-bow in hand any day
than wielding the hockey-stick!

Altogether, out of the entire team, the
captain could only count up five players of
proved relinhility.

Nor was Hilda able to ignore the fact
that Sybil Sardone & Co. were only attending
the mateh this afternoon, because it was such
i poor team that was to do its level best for
the school.

If there had been a good chance of winning,
was it likely that Sybil Sardone and her
cronites would have come along to help in,
the cheering? Hardly!

At Heathington—a big junction, serving
quite an up-fo-date provingial town—the
g.rls from the first-class enrriage carried on
in bojsterous fashion during the short wulk
to the playing-field. s

Hilda stretched a point, and did not order
the girls to walk two by two, as they wefe
supposed to do when passing through any
main streets. She merely asked them all to
keep in fair order. Sybil and the rest wanted
to show oft, however. They talked at the top
of their voices, and sent up peal after peal
of loud laughter, attracting as much atten-
tion as possible.

At last Hilda felt she must put her foot
down.

8he turned back to where Sybil, Clarice,
and the rest were chattering boisterously
outside a shop window.

“Are you girls going to keep with the rest
and be a little decent?” she asked quietly.

“Why, we rather thought of turning in
sl;e;gl for a bit of light refreshment,” grinned
Sybil.

“We don't suppose you will win the mateh
before we turn up!” added Clarice.

“0oo0, noo!" chimed in Olive. “We
be in at the death, non doot!”

“You'll come along with the team at onece!™
said Hilda flatly.

“More orders, is that it?" sneered Sybil,
spoiling for a Hare up. “And supposing we
do as we please?”

“I shall report you,” said Hilda steadily.
“1 have given everybody emough licenc:. If
there is any more rowdyism, I will report you
without the least hesitation!”

Then she walked on.

She had scored. Svybil & Co. kpew
Hilda seldom talked of reporting girls.
she did talk that way, she meant it!

They went without their light refreshment.
and were a rather snbdued lot for the rest of
the way.

The field where the great event was to be
fought out was part of the sports groumd
adjoining Heathington School—a massive
new red brick bujlding, very imposing in its
way: but Joan and Elsie, like other loyal
Greyhurst girls, felt they preferred Lheir own
school, stately, grey-walled Greyhurst, lying
right out in the open country, instead of oun
the outskirts of a big town.

Crowds wera lining the fleld of play—score
upon score of Heathington scholars, and at
least a hundred or more folk of all ages from
the town itself.

shall
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The latter, doubtless, bad a natural hore
that the home team wonld win, All the
same, the spirit of fair play was in the air.

As the rival teams took their places on
the fleld the ringing cheers went up to
hearten the one side just as mueh as the
other.

“Show ns a good game, and let the better
side win!” That was the essence of all the
preliminary applause.

But Hilda would have been happier if
thére had been no ironical cheers from a
certain set of Greyhurst girls.

Play began, and within two minutes of the
bully-off there went up the first sharp cheer,
proclaiming a goal.

Heathington had scored already!

The townsfolk were delighted. 8o, necdless
to say, were all the Heathington School on-
lookers. Yet all their comments showed that
they would have been still better pleased
had that first goal heen secured against
kecner opposition,

In other words, Greyhurst had already
|L.:rn-ll itself away as being but a makeshift

vam.

Hilda was hnin{; put to as severe a testing
now as any sports eaptain can know. Some
girls in her position would have grown short-
tempered, snappish.  Hilda remained quite
calm. No bitter reproaches when she saw a
missed chance or a bit of deplorable play
on the part of her team.

She just went on doing the best herself,
confident that others were doing their best,
too, and that it was not to their discredit
il the outlook was hopeless. They should
nc:ter have been playing in an event of this
sort.

* Hurrah!”

Another of those sharp, loud shouts from
all the onlookers. Heathington had scored
again. They were simply running away with
the mateh!

But a minute later with what a thrill of
surprise did the crowd see the home goal
suddenly in danger!

The thing had bappened so suddenly, only
the sharp-eyed watcliers had seen. Hilda
Heatheote and Elsie Dainton had, passing
the ball from one to the other, earried it
down the ficld, and mow—now they had the
ball close to the home goal, and—

* Look I

“Goal!”

“Hurrah! Brave, the visiters!” went up
the exhilarating cry. “Well played there—
well played!”

“Pip, pip, hooray!" shrilled Sybil and her
fricnds, with mocking faintness,

Vet they need not have begrudged their
sile that one goal. All ton soon the home
tenm scored again, making vietory for them
seem as certain as ever.

* Three—one !

Not a very decisive score at half-time in
any ordinary match. Buot with teams so
unequally opposed as were these, how could
the second hulf of the match possibly enable
Greyhurst to turn the tables?

In the moment when play was restarted
Joan glanced appealingly at her sister, stand-
ing lackadaisically a few paces away.

“Do let's bucl‘; up, anyhow!"” Joan im-
plored her sister frantically, “1 feel—-
Oh, bow I wish I eould play, that's all! It
wou't be like this next term, anyhow!”

“We are beaten!” shrugged Ruby. “What's
ihe use of trying? We only make ourselves
look all the more ridiculous !

“No, Ruby—no—" Joan began, and then
checked berself as she saw that the ball
was in play again.

She was not the only member of her side

who meant to fight on to a fnish. Joyce,
Evelyn, Hetty—those who owned to being
someé of the worst “duffers™ were, at any
rate, also the most spirited mow.
( Their play was not pretty to watch. It
was deplorable beside the beautiful work of
practised girls like Hilda and Elsie. But
they were active; they, at least, tried to be
wherever they should have been, instead of
letting themselves get lost.

Suddenly applanse broke ont from the
onlookers—applause that the Greyhurst girls
deserved—for they had carried the ball skil-
fully towards therr opponent’s goal.

The attack, however, seemed to be frms-
trated. The ball was driven away from the
home goal, still in play. Hilda and Elsie had
not suceceeded this time, and mow——o

“0Oh, good! Well played, there! Why, it's

~G-0-a-1!” 2k e :

Yes, a goal for Greyhurst, after all! A
goal scored by Joan Haviland!

How she had managed it Joao didn’t know.
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She even felt there must he some mistake
about it all when she heard that glorious
shout go up.

But no; it was a goal, right enough! And
she laughed and blushed whilst slie mopped
her hair to rights, feeling Hilda's grateful
glance upon her.

“Now,” said Hilda softly, “if we play up
for all we're worth we may make it a draw!”

“We must—we will!” declared Joan below
her breath. “Play up, Ruby Haviland!™

“Me? 1 haven't touched the ball once
yeb!” grimaced Ruby.

Three—two now, and plenty of time yet!

That last goal had rattled Heathington.
They were feeling just a little less com-
fident about winuing.

“Steady!" was Hilda's one word to her
team.

Perfectly steady was she hersell as the
ding-dong game went on again. 80 was
Elsie Dainton.

For several minutes the game continued
in a featureless manner, and suddenly there
was talk amongst’ the onlookers that the last
goal had beén scored.

Heathington was losing more and more of
ita dash. Attempts to score were spasmodie,
instead of being persistent. As for Grey-
hurst, one half of the team seemed unable
to take more than a perfunctory interest in
the game, whilst the rest were apparently
thinking only of defence.

Then suddenly—with qnly another minute
or so to go—Hilda, Elsie, and Evelyn were
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upon Hilda, striving to intercept her rush w
the home goal.

Hilda did the only thing; she saw one ¢t
her own players standing all alone in a
dreamy fashion, and she sped the ball te
her, erying:

“Now, you! Go on—go on!*

“Go on! Go on!” yelled the excited erowd.

Whether this was to mean a goal against
Heathington or not, it was thrilling play.

The girl who now had the ball was Ruby
Haviland.

It was-at her feet, as it were. She had
only to make one stroke, perhaps, to seud
the bail slipping right into the bome goal.
Ouly one stroke—and there was yet time
for her to make it a cool, decisive shot!

She swung her stick about stupidly—with
deliberate stupidity,’ some onlookers thought
—and then muffed the shot.,

Next instant, with a pack of Heathington
girls swooping towards her, a wild burst of
cheering marked the end of the game,

Heathington had won by the odd goal!

If Ruby had only taken that shot instead
of muffing it the result might very likely
have heen a tle. No defeat then for Grey-
hurt, but bonours even, anyhow! But Ruby
had failed; their side was beaten!

“Never mind,” was Hilda Heatheote's
only comment, as the players came rushe
ing together.

Joan, however, was almost in teara.

“0Oh. Ruby, how could you!” she cried ouf

tragically. “It was such a splendid chance!”

—_—

B/ 2AI T [

“ Come on, Ruby ! " said Byblll.
—think

‘ No, Ruby—no | " entreated Joan,
Oh, Ruby—don't go!”

 Stop

seen to be rushing the ball up the field,
when the home goal was almost herelt of
defenders.

XNo fluke this time!

Hilda and Elsie had been artfuily playing
up for this, and at last their chance had
come.

But how the Heathingfon team rallied in a
moment !

Back they pelted from the part of the
field to which they had been lured. Breath-
less after this last prolonged bit of play, they
dashed to save their goal from disaster, all
of them keenly alive to the way they had
been taken by surprise,

*“ Now—now! That's right! Ah!
Good I

8o the shoutz went up from the excited
crowd as the home goal was just saved and
the hall was carried back to midfield.

“Now, Heathington! Amother goal!' urged
the excited Heathington onlookers, “Go on
again!”

They came on, every one of them hent on
getting the ball into the Greyhurst goal at
this very last moment.

But mo!

There was Joan. She hooked the ball out
somehow, getting it across to Hitda. And up
the field Aashed the Greyhurst c:iptain again,
with hardly a° Heathington girl to oppose

Hurrah!

her.
Then, with a-desperate spurt, the Heath-
ington captain and one or two others were

“Well, I misged it!"” shrugged Ruby, start-
ing to wnl‘l'(r offl the field. “And I don't much
care, eithér! Didn't I say 1 couldn't play
hockey 7%

“Every girl can at least play her bhest!”
said Elsie Dainton bitterly., “That is, if she
wants to!”

Ruby went searlet then, and walked on
without saylng another word.

What a Spree! -
HERE was to be time for the Grey-
hurst party to have tea.in the town
before catehing their return traln at
five-past six.

In a red-and-white tea-lounge at the hack
of the best pastrycook's shop the girls took
their seats by-and-by, and it must have been
easy for other patrons of the place to see
that the scholars were divided into two
separate camps.

There was the Hilda Heatheote section
accupying two or three tables in one corner
of the lounge; in another corner Sybil
Sardone was queening it over her devoted
followers.

And whereas the Hilda Heatliote section
was duly moderate in its talk and langhter,
the ®ardone “rebels”  were being as
hilarious as they could.

The dainty tea was almost finished, whem

THE ScHooL FriExD.—No. 143,



22  Every Thursday.

somebody came into the shop with mews
that caused quite a sensation.

Listening to what passed, the scholars
gathered that there had been a big smash
up on the railway line between Heathington
and Grevhurst.

No one had been hurt, fortunately, for it
was a goods-train that had come to griel.
But the line was totally blocked; it would
be hours hefore the “breakdown trein ™
could arrive, and perhaps severa! hours
after that hefore trafic would be resumed

Sybil flashed round upon  her eqgually
excited cronies. =

“Do vou hear? What a spree!” she whis.
pered gleefully. “We can stay the night tn
the town! Go to the theatre! You saw the
piece the placards are advertising? Oh, Lkow
topping!”

The others were abont to express delight
at this glorious possibility, when Hilda
Heathcote came across from the other corner.

“You have heard about the smash®’ she
said, addressing Sybil as being the recog-
nised leader of the “rebels.”

“Yes. We shall get rooms at the Royval
Hotel across the way,” said Sybil, with
amazing audacity.

“You had better not do anything of the

sort—at present, anyhow,” Hilda rejoined
quietly. *“I shall go out and telegraph m
the school, and then see what can be done.”

Sybil stood up then, arranging ber furs
with elaborate dignity.

“This accident on the line is something
out of the ordinary,” she said insolentiy.
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“1 and my chnms don't reckon ourselves to
be under your wing now!”

“How do yon mean?” asked Hilda, raisiog
her brows. “I am in charge during—"

“Pille!” .eut in Sybil. “They are saying
it will be five or six hours at least before
we edn travel. Well, then, I am sure no
one at the school—not even the headmistress
—wonld expect us to bz kept on a string

by you all that time!™
“1 am quite sure of my duty in this
emergency,” said Hilda very steadily. *It

is to keep you all together.”

“You are mot going to keep ns kicking
our heels for five or six hours in a wretched

waiting-roomn!” Svhil declared flatly. “ We
—my friends and I—mean to stop the night !
bil, I warn you—>"

“QOh, you will report us, will you? Well,
report away! And I and my friends will
have our say when we all get back to
Greyhurst in the morning!” Sybil exclaimed
seornfully. *“We shall always insist we were
not flouting discipline, mind!”

“*0Ooh, noo!” put in Olive Courtney. “Five
or six hours. you know, Hilda! Too offly
trying!™

“1 am not asking you to kick your heeis
in any waiting-room,” Hilda answered. *0Of
course, if we cannot get on to-night we
must all stop somewhere. But I am golng
to get the whole party home if it can be
mapaged—and I tnk it can!”

Sybil simply ignored the captain then.
She beckoned to the waitress, asking for the
bill for herself and her cronics.

“Come om, Ruby—Clarice—all

of yom!”

Twopence.

she remarked, having received the docket.

“ Whilst we are arguing we might be enjoy-
ing ourselves!™

Hilda took hold of her by the sleeve, and
then, before aull the other people in the shop,
the two girls met each other's eyes

“You mean to do this, Sybil?”

“Certainly! You will find me and my
chums over at the Royal Hotel—either
there or at the theatre!”

And, hauoghtily shaking her zlender arm
free from the Form captain's hand, she
marched on to the pay-desk.

Clarice Chpane minced after her, giviog
a little ripple of langhter. The others, too,
were treating the whole thing as a “top-

ping spree "—all save Ruby.

For her this was another of those moments
when the “rebels’ ” folly was her misery.
She hung back, took a hesitant step at last,
then halted again.

“Where is Ruby?” Sybil said out loud, at

the shop doorway. “Come on, Ruby!”

“Nuo, Ruby—no!” was the sudden whisper
of entreah lrmn Joan. *“Stop—think! Oh,
Ruby, don't

Ruby looked ut her sister, hesitated, and
then went. And all of a sudden Joan sank
back in one of the basket-chamirs, with the
eyes of Hilda, Joyce, Evelyn, and all the
rest upon her!

( Will Sybil and her reckless friends really
carry out that daring idea of going to a
theatre? Another fascinating, lomng instal-
ment of this grand new school serial in pext
week’s SCHOOL FRIEND. Order your copy in
adrance to aroid disappointment.)
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My dear Readers,—No doubt many of yom
remember the time when Augusta Anstruther-
Browne, of the Fourth Form at Cliff House,
was one of Syhil Spender’s closest friends. lp
those days she cared little for the school
and for the girls. She was purse-proud, vain,
and reckless. At that time, she mever gave
a thought to earning her own living—she
never thought for one moment that she would
have to. Rince then, however, Augusta’s cir-
cumstances have changed, and she, too, bis
changed. She earns her living, as you will
read in this week's story, and her action
should cause you to admire her more than
you have ever done before, Knowing in her
own mind thut she is innocent of the charge
levelled against her, she is resolved to prove
her innocence in the eyes of all ClLift House.
That the task is by no means an easy cne, you
can see. But Augusta will not give in, and
thus in pext Thursday’'s story of the girls of
Cliff House School, you will find that she iz
willing to do anything that will assist her to
clear her name. The title of this story is

#THE SOCHOOLGIRL WAITRESS!"
. By Hilda Richards.

Of course, Angusta is the waitress, and she
isemployed at the Courtfield Creameries, the
tea-rooms frequently visited by the girls of
Cliff House. Can you imagine how Auguata
is treated when Connie Jackson & Co. visib
the Creameries, and are waited upon by
the expelled girl.

A point of special interest in nexi week's
narrative is the introduction of Sybil Spender,
Augusta's friend in the old days. Many of
yon will remember Sybil, the spendthrift, the
gir] who thought of nothinz but her own
pleasures. Augusta completely broke off her
friendship with Sybil. 1 wonder, therefore,
whether you can guess what happens wheo
in next week's story Sybil expresses the desire
1o renew thy friendship. Well, 1 am not, of
course, going to tell you here. This wili
c;ame as a hig surprise when you read the
story.
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Write to me as often as you like and let me lmou ‘what you
All readers who write me,

, may be sure of receiving a
All letters should be addressed:
School Friend,” The Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C. 4.
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think of * The School Friend.”
and enclose a stamped en

prompt reply by post.
The Editor, “ The
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There will be another magnificent instal-
ment of

““ JOAN HAVILAND'S SILENCE!"

By Joy Phillips
in our next issue. You bave read enough ol
this story to know that there will not he

a dull line in the next instaiment.
More extracts from the

‘“CLIFF HOUSE WEEKLY!"

will appear next week, and they wili he as
interesting#and varied as usual.

THE GREAT NEW PAPER!

I must again draw yeur attention to the
fact that No. 1 of a great new paper, the
“wirls' Favourite,” is out this week. Pub-
lished yesterday, Wednezday, no doubt most
of you have already procured a copy of this
paper. 1 strongly advise the rest of you not
to delay, or yom are almost certain to be
met by the chilly words: “Sold out!” You
will find the list of contents of No. 1 on
page 23 of this issue, and you will see that
the new paper is simply crammed with splen
did stories and articles. The stories are by
writers who have long been establishedl
favourites, and the argicles are of a kind to
appeal to all girls, The competition is most
attractive, and as to the superb coloured
plate -well, T promise you you will not he
satisfied until von have had it framed and
kung np in your room!

BRIEF REPLIES.

(heing to the fact that we go to press con-
siderably in adrance of publication, readers
should bear in wmind that letters caanot be
answered on this page within six tr(ri: from
the date of receipt.)

“An Admirer of the School Friend " (Herne
Bay).—I will see if Mez Lennox and Cissie

Ctare cannot each be given 3 prominent part |
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{ater.
white.

“An Enthusiastic Gymnast * (Bolton).—
There is every probability that the Girls of
Cliff House and Morcove schools will mect in
the future. Bessie Bunter's weight is stiil
a mystery. [ will bear in mind your sugges-
tion regarding a gymnastic display.

* A Sittingbourne Lassie " (Kent).—I cannot
promise that a Correspondence Club will ever
be run in connection with the “8chool
Friend.” The answer to your next two ques-
tions is—No. See reply to “ An Enthusiastic
Gymnast.”

“Eileen " (Park Farm, Hinckley).—Very
interested to learn which characters are your
favourites. I quite agree with you that no
girl is better able to il the post of captain
of the Fourth than Barbara Redfern. I
cannot yet promise another art plate of
Bessie Bunter. Bessie has two brothers-—-no
sister. Doris Redfcrn and Madge Stevens
will reccive prominence timc and again
Thanks for your keen appreciation of the
“Clff House Weekly.” The result of the
competition will be published very shortly.

“Iris anidl Pansy " (Watford).—Very pleazed
to learn_that you have been readers of the
“School Friend " ever since the commence-
ment. I can assure you that many readers
holid the same record.

“Crril and Jack ™ (Antrim).—At your ages,
thirteen and fourteen years, you would most
probably be plnced in the Upper Third and
Fourth Forms respectively at Oliff House.
Stella Stoue has np brother.

“A Bookworm."—I will see what can be
done in the way of a deseription of a dance
at Ciiff House. Augusta Anstruther-Browne's
hair is now exactly the same in length and
style as when she was introduced into the
stories. It iz doubtful whether Sheba Stanton
will ever return to Cliff House,

“Critigne."—1 am afraid 1 cannot quite
see eye 10 eye with you in your criticism.

The Clit Housc colours are red and

Your Sincere Friend
YOUR EDITOR.
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NOW ON SALE!
No. 1 or A NEW PAPER!

4

GRAND
STORIES

10

SPLENDID
ARTICLES

GIVEN FREE!
SUPERB COLOURED PLATE!

(“Sweet Sevenieen”)
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GREAT NEW COMPETITION !

LT

First Prize - £100!
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FEMININE Beauty . soon begins to
wane if the blood becomes weak and
poor. Keep your blood rich and red by
means of Iron Jelloids to preserve your

- youthful charm. Take an Iron Jelloid
three times a day for a fortnight. They can do you no harm
under any circumstances, and most women need them now and
again. Iron felloids

- - Give vigour to-the weak,
And crimson to the pallid cheek. |

(Pronouncea Jeli-Lioyas,)

g1 Read what MURIEL, VISCOUNTESS HELMSLEY, writes :—

“] have much pleasure in stating that your Iron Jelloids have been most
* beneficial to me personally during these anxious months. I have given them
“ to several of our staff nurses and probationers, and lo the children in the
“ National Society of Day Nurseries, and have found them a perfectly
“ excellent tonic.” . .

IRON JELLOIDS ENRICH THE BLOOD—
HELP TO RESTORE ENERCGY.

Dr. ANDREW WILSON, writes :—

*“It can be definilely stated that Iron Jelloids constitule the most effective and ¢
* desirable treatment for that common complaint Anemia or poorness of blood.” =

Iron Jelloids No. 2 for Anemia in Women.

For Anzmia in Men and Women ... Iron Jelloids No. 2.
Reliable Tonic for Men ... ... Iron Jelloids No. 2A.
For Growing Children ... ... Iron Jelloids No. 1.

Of all Chemists. - A Fortnight’s Treatment 1/3.

Manufactured by The Iron Jelloid Co., Ltd., London, E.C.1,

-I:rmfw Snd publi.mud chr i‘nur-duib the Proprietors, The Amalxam;;ea Press, Limited, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C. 4.
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