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My Dear Readers,—

Well, and what do you think of it all?

Was [ umluly enthusiastic in my announece-
ments of all these mnew features which are
pow before you? 1 do not famey you will
think | was, apd I shall be greatly surprised
i I do mot get shoals of letters telling me

that the ~Sclwwl Friend © has scored jet
another triumph.
And now about next week’s issne,

The coloured art card to be given away is
of
CLARA TREVLYN.

You are all fond of Clara—Clara, with
the “tomboy * ways and the bright and
breezy . disposition. . She s amn immense
favourite with Cliff House girls and * School
Friend " readers alike. You will like this
pretty coloured card of ler every bit as
much as you like the card of Peggy Prestdn,
presented with this issue. Like this one of
Peggy, it will be a positive

WORK OF ART

and yvou simply must not fail to secure it.

According to my plan of producing these
splendid  bumper numbers of the *School
Friend,” popular Clara Treviyn is to figure as
the leading character in the magnificent new
long complete story of the girls of Clilf House
school, entitled:

“ CLARA TREVLYN'S TEST!"
By Hilda Richards.

What is Clara Treviyn's test? Al who
know Clara are well aware how she can rise
to an occasion, how well she has acquitted
herself in the past in tasks that have
appeared hopeless. It is true that Clara has
mot had many great parts to play until now.
The tenor of her way at Clifft House has not
been quite the same as that of Peggy Preston
or Aungusta Anstruther-Browne. Her parts,
in fact, bave been mainly of the lighter
variety. ut Clara Trevlyn’s great.test has
come at last. How will. she acquit herself?
Will she come through with flying colours,
or— But the lesa 1 tell you of this splendid
story thie more yon will enjoy it when it is
before you next Thursday.

Hoéw have you found the Special “Peggy
Preston " Number of

THE “CLIFF HOUSE WEEKLY"?

Does it not, as I told you it would. tell
von all of iuterest there is to be known about
Pegay? Do yéu not find that you love Peggy
Preston more than ever after reading it? |
am sure you do. ‘The more one learns of
t:I-'r-gﬂ\' Preston the fonder must one grow of

Well, when you have read the
SPECIAL OLARA TREVLYN NUMBER

of the “CHf Honse Weekly.” which is to be
one of next Thursday's many fine attractions,

THE SCHOOL FRIEND.

All readers who write me and enclose
A stamped envelo may be sure of
t

recelving a prom b
letters -hnuld e addressed:
Editor, " The School Frien

Fleetway House, rarrln,dcm llrut.
London, B

yon will find that, as in Peggy’s
xrow more and more fond of Ulara,
thing you could wish to know about Clara is
dealt with in this number, and it is rather
surprizing how much there is to be told about

case, you
Every-

this popuiar character. Lack of space this
week prevents me enlnr-zng upon its many
interesting features, hut 1 oen assure yom
that, as Barbara Redfern puts it in her
Editorial this week, “in its different way you
will like this Special Clara Trevlyn Number
every hit as much as you do the Spceial
Peggy Preston Number.”
The second absorbing long instalment of

“FRIENDSHIP FORBIDDEN'"
By lda Melbourne.

will also he hefore you, You want to hear
more of Dulores, and her unhappy lot at the
Limmershaw Grammar School. 1 do not doubt
for an instant that she has gained Your
eptire sympathies, This mew serial is as
fascinatinz as it is novel. and mext week’'s
saperh instalment will beold yeu from start
to finish.

There will, of eonrse, he another
thralling long instalment of the serial
ar: al! emjoying,

“ THE SIGNALMAN'S DAUGHTER!"
By Gertrude Nelson

Al with that 1 think I have singled ont all
the fine attractions that are to be provided
by next week's

SECOND CREATLY ENLARCED NUMBER

of the “School Friend.”

Another word. however. ahout onr beantiful
art card. You have already got your picture
of Peggy Preston, and next week you will
be' in possession of the handsome card of
Clara Treviys. And then—who is to follow
Clara? 1 should like to tell yon, but this I
must keep a secret until mext week. Suffice
to say, the girl in question is one of the hest-
liked of the Fourth<Formers. Can you guess
her name? not forget that, including
Clara Treviyn's portrait, there are XINE
MORE TO COME! ° 3

en-
you

BRIEF REPLIES.

{Owing to the fact that we go fo press con-
siderably in adrance of publicatien, readers
should bear in mind that letlers canmot be
answered on this page within siz weeks from
the date of receipt.)

“Billy” and “Fish™ (Durham). The
answer to your first gquestion is *“No.
cannot premise that. there will be a s\eu.ond
srial written by a CIHT House girl.

“ A Regular Reader " (Glasgow).—It is quite
probable that the girls of Clif House and
Morcave schools will meet in the future.

“Simo, Jings, asd Billy"” (Melbourne;
Australia).—Yon cam obtain all the informa-
tion you require from a book, entitled: “Girl
Guiding,” published by Messrs C. Arthyr

Pearson, Ltd.. Hewrietta Street, London,
E.C., price 25 3d., post free.

“Two Tomboy Chuma ™ (Victoria,
Anstralia).—As you wish to become Girl
Guides, | advise you to write to the Girl
Guide Organisation, 25, Buckingham Palace
Road, London. W., and you will be seut fuil
particulars. Kegarding the rest of the infor-
mation You require, see reply immediately
above.

“Francie,” aged 14.
letting me see your sketehes.
t:llﬂd

“Grace * (Earlsfield).—Glad you are so foud
of all the features in my papers.

“Olive " (Derhy).—Thanks for letting me
know which features you like best, aud whiclh
characters are your [avourites.

“An Admirer of the * School Friend "™
(Newbury).—I will consider your suguzestions,
hut a few of them are rather impracticable.
| cannot promise that Ivy Lyon and Ruth
Preston will arrive at Chiff House together.
Tiu: future must <how.

“Freda ” (Bridge of Weir).—Your wish is
heing gratified, for portraits of your favourite
characters are uow being presemted with the
“School Friend.” Yes, Marjorie Hazeldene is
very pretty indeed.

Your

Many thanks for
They are quite

Sincere Friend,
YOUR EDITOR.
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Alone!

8 IMPLY topping!”
S Kitty Crichton spoke enthusi-
ustically, and her blue eyes shone,
“Yes, it is a good idea,” agreed
Pearl Hardy modestly.  “ You can always
trust me to hand out the good ideas! A
cycle ride, and a picnic in the woods.
Look at the sky, girls—blue, blue every-

where. Not a cloud.”

The other girls in the group nodded,
and one or two echoed Kitty Crichton’s
enthusiasm. 1f Kitty were keen, then it
was indeed an excellent idea For Kitty
Crichton was the leader of the Fourth
Form at Limmershaw High School.

“Hands up those in favour!” called
Kitiy.

There was a show of hands, and some
girls, in their enthusizsm, held up two.

“ Fifteen,” she said thoughtfully.
“ Let me see—"

“Wait a minute,”
Hardy. “ There's the infant.
her hand up."”

All eyes turned upon a dark-haired,
lithe-looking girl, who stood some yards
from the group. Iler hand was raised,
but when all attention was centred upon
her, the hand was lowered, and her dark,
violet eyes shadid.

“Hallo!" said Kitty cheerily.
you want to come with us?”

It was an invitation, and yet it scemed
forced. Dolores Kalenzi flushed beneath
her olive skin, and seemed to draw away
irom the girls.

Of course she wanted to go, would not
anyone want to go cut on such a day?

< Join us if you like,” said Kitty,

“If nurse will let you,” added Pearl
II.’!Td_'.',

At that there was a peal of laughter
from the group of girls, and Dolores’
colour showed a pink tinge—as near a
pink her rather dark complexion
allowed.

“ Perhaps nurse will bring you out in
the pram if you ask her nicely,” sug-
gosted Pearl, who fancied herself as a
humorist.

But Kitty Crichton shook her head, and
frowned at her chum.

“Do vou think you
Dolores ! she asked.

The dark girl hesitated. She looked at
the school gate, and at the green trees
waving against the blue sky. Could she
join her Form-fellows? Once again she
ioﬂked towards the gates.

“1—1 should like to,” she replied, her
voice soft, almost purring. * can
cvele, There is a cycle at the house.”

Pearl was evolving another joke, but
Kitty Crichton had a look of sympathy in
her soft blue eyes. She was sorry for this
lonely girl, whose aunt came unfailingly
each day to fetch her from the school.

interrupted Pearl
She's got

“De

as

could come,

IDA ME

By p——
LBOURNE.

“Shall T ask your—your nur—I mean
aunt 7" she hazarded.

Dolores looked towards the gates, from
the direction of which a tall woman was
crossing the lawn.

“Let's all ask,” said Pearl. “I don'(
mind pushing the go-cart, Is it a go-cart
you have, Infant? Or does nursey carry
you't"”

“1 walk,” veplied the dark girl. 1
wish you would not joke so. It 1s not my
fault that my aunt comes lo ihe school.”

The tall woman was drawing nearer
now, and her dark face could be clearly
seen. According to Pearl, this “ nurse =
was a gipsy; but that Dolores denied.

What Dolores’ own nationality was the
girls did not know. Her accent and her
peculiar English were not British, nor
were they akin to any of the foreign
languages they learned. Dolores Kalenzi
was a mystery

She stood now facing the appreaching
woman, almost glaring at her. The
others were smiling.

% Dolores,” said the woman as she ap-
proached, it is time to come home.”

Her voice, too, was soft, but there was
the same accent {raceable as in Dolores’,
alihough Dolores’ English was betler.

“I “think I'll stay to-day, aunt,”
answered the girl. “1 want to go cycle-
riding with these girls 4

“(ycling 7" repeated the woman, and
she looked keenly at Kitty and the others.
“You must come home, Dolores. T am
late to day. It is unfortunate.”

She took her niece by the arm, and was
about to walk away, when Kiity stepped
forward. i

“Excuse me, madam,” said Kitty.
“ But if you don't mind, we should like to
have Dolores with us this afterncon.”

“We'll look after her,” added Pearl.
“We won't let her get out of cyesight.
I've zot some toy reins at home——""

“PDolores must come home,” said the
woman, with a quick look at Pearl
“(Come, child."

Dolores hesitated, and looked at the
group of girls, and at the trees waving
against the blue sky.,

Most of the girls were smiling, and
Pearl Hardy openly chuckled.  Only
Kitty Crichton seemed serious.

“Come !’ said the woman more sharply.
“Tt is useless to delay.”

Dolores bit her lip, and for a moment
thought of resistance. Then she
shrugged her shoulders, and, turning
sharply, led the way to the gates, her aunt
following.

“You should have come home,” said
the woman. as they passed through the
gates. “Have T not forbidden you to
remain there after lessons?”

“ But, aunt.” protested the girl, with a
gesture, *this afternoon—when the sun
shines—when the big blue sky calls me,

and the trees whisper bescechingly, what
can I do? Must [ stay at the house—"

“Tush!” said her aunt. “ What can
you want in the open? You have your
room, and your books. Be silent,
Dolores, and do not become a prey Lo
complaining."

Dolores made no reply, though in-
wardly she seethed. Bhe was angry with
her aunt—angry at what she called her
aunt's stupidity.  How foolish she was
always made to appear ! The girls jeered
at her. Their mothers did not fetch them
away from schocl.

She turned to her aunt.

“ Aunt, I wish you wouldn't come to
the school for me. TI—TI'll come home.
Bat it makes them laugh ai me.”

“Tush!” said her aunt. “What
matter they?  You want little to do with
them, child: They can teach -you

nothing, unless it is- mischief. You zre
better at home. Lock! Whal can a girl
want better than that?"

She pointed to a large greystone honse,
lall, and with queer gables that scemed o
cave in at the side like a Chinese house.

A large cedar-tree waved sombrely in
the. garden, and the gravel drive, weedy
and unkempt, seemed while in the bright
sunlight.

But the house was beautiful. The blue
curtains flapping in the slight breeze
made it an enchanting picture.

“1 know,” murmured Dolores rather
wistfully. “1It is very beautiful,”

And for the rest of the way home she
fixed her gaze upon that large house.
Her home—her home. Almost mechani-
cally she murmured, “ Prison !”

Prison ?

Yes, that is what the house really was
her prison! A prison, beyvond the gates
of which she was only allowed for a few
hours.

“Come, Dolores,”
kindly.

And the girl realised that her aunt was
already half-way up the drive. She fol-
lowed then, quickly, and stood in the
dark porchway until, in answer to her
aunt's ring, a dusky manservant in quaint
blue attire, opened the door.

He bowed as they entered; and
Dolores' aunt gave him not even a pass-
ing glance as she walked through the
long corridor. The corridor was high,
its walls covered with tapestry.

She paused by the tapestry, while her
aunt went on inlo the back regions of
the house. Then she ran lightly up the
wide staircase and along to a room thal
she called her own.

For a second she looked round it—at
the expensive hangings, the quaint pic-
tures, and the carved ivory figures.

Then she moved quickly across the
thick-carpated floor to the high windows,

Tas Scaoor Friexp.—No. 156.
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sne opened them, and walked on to the
nalcony. )

There she stood, looking up at the bine
sky and at the distant skyline and the
slue-grey of beyond. Beyond which led
lo—where? She knew not. For she had
not since she could remember moved
from this house.

She had faint memories, but nothing
distinet,

Presently the door of the room opened,
and she turned her head. Her aunt was
crossing towards the window.

“I have brought you something to eat,
Dolores.  Then you can stay in this
room.”

Dolores turned and looked at the tray
her aunt had brought. It was a carved
tray, beautiful to look at, and the fruit
upon it looked even more beautiful. But
Dolores, who always worshi beauti-
ful things, paid them no heed now.

“Aunt,” she said, “look at the sky,
look at the trees and fields. They are
calling me, aunt. I want to run about
in the fields. 1 want to sing—to shout—
out .i'n the open. Here I am caged in

“Tush!” said her aunt. “You arz
romancing. Those girls have put fochsh
ideas in your head, Dolores. What can
you want? You have everything. You
have diamonds, pearls, wonderful dresses
to wear, books, and pets. "Tis but a
passing fancy to go out. A few chance

words spoken by those girls. You will |

get over it.”

“But I sha'n’t—7 sha’n’t! This I have
been wanting for vears. I want friends.
I want to be care-free, as they are. Why
must I be caged in?”

“You are not caged. You can come
for a walk with me through the fields at
the back. Those fields do not differ from
othars—they are beautiful. You can
skip, you can jump. You can do that
here—"

“Put not with other girls. If only
1 could have friends to this house, and
show them my treasures—""

* Vanity !” remarked her aunt. * Your
nncle orders that you stay here. You
go to school because you must learn—
sou must be taught English, and by
English teachers. You are not sent there
to make friends with the other girls.
Why should you want friends when you
have everything? Have those girls dia-
monds, pearls, wonderful dresses—a room
such as this? No——"

“Yet they are jolly, they are happys.”
pointed out Dolores wistfully. * They
are jolly, and I—I am sad! I am caged,
while they are free. Oh, aunt, why can’t
I be free? Why can't 1 have friends?
For just one hour of friendship I would
give my diamonds, my pearls—every-
thing! Just to say 1 had a friend N

“You talk nonsense. The sun has been
too powerful ; you must rest !’ exclaimed
her aunt, in some agitation,  “If the
[:;irls put such ideas as these into vour
wad, then you shall not return to the
school.”

“They had nothing to say to me.
They do not want me, because I am not
like them—free.”

Dolores spoke bitterly, and her dack
eves glittered luminously. Her voice,
which had been raised and hard, was
now softer, and she became pleading.

“Just one hour. aunt—""

“Not a minute !

As she made that reply a worried shade
crossed the woman's brow. She looked
at Dolores in a2 puzzled way.

“Calm yourself,” she said.
fruit. Eat it. You are hungry.
return soon.”

She went from the room and closed the
door, leaving Dolores standing with her
back to the open window.

The girl went out on fo the balcony
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and leaned against the stonework. Shae
was angry, she was disappointed, and she
looked longingly at the sky.

She watched the white clouds that
drifted off, but she did not seem flo
observe them. Not for some minutes
did she see that the clouds had changed

from white to grey, a sombre P
almost black. And the air was still,
The birds had stopped singing. She

realised that they had gone in search of
shelter,

The air was heavy. The sky was over-
cast, and faintly came a distant whistle
of wind in trees. Creak, creak! went a
poplar over the way. The dust lifted
from the road, and over all there was a
painful silence. Thunder rumbled in the

distance dully. A flash of lightning ht
the sky, and then followed a crash of
thunder.

Flash after flash, but still Dolares stood
on the balcony. And then down came
the rain in a driving sheet, swamping the
lawn and beating down the few flowers
mercilessly.

“Dolores, you will get wet——"

)
‘* | want friends, aunt !"* cried Dolores.
‘“1 want to be care-free, as they are!
Why—why must | be caged in?7 "

Her aunt had re-entered, and Dolores
turned, The woman came towards her,
bearing in her hand something that
glittered and sparkled.

*Oh, an emerald!” exclaimed Dolores,

“Yes, an emerald! 1 thought it would
make you forget friendship.  This
emerald is more wonderful than a hun-
dred friends. 'There, take it.”

Her aunt smiled and walked from (he
room triumphantly.

Dolores stared at the emerald sparkling
greenly in her hand, and an angry ex-
pression overspread her dark face. This
—a stone—to replace friendship! What
was it? A stone—nothing more—a
beautiful stone, yet a stone, nevertheless.

Impulsively she raised her arm, and
next minute it was flying through the
window.

She ran forward to see where it had
landed, and then drew herself up and
gasped. For coming towards the house
were cyclists, drenched through, but
apparenfly cheerful, for they laughed.

Dolores waved. But they did not see.

“Bound to get shelier of some sort,”
she heard Kitty Crichton say, “They
can’t refluse.”

Clang. clang! went the bell.

| She may not have known
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Dolores clapped her bands and danced
back into her room. They were coming!
Friends were coming! She had no need
to search for them. This was splendid
indeed! Now her aunt could not com-
plain. What a surprise for Kitty and
the others when they found her in ihe
house !

She ran back to the balcony and
leaned over. She heard Kitty speaking,
ther: heard her aunt’s vaice. l;:‘-m:lmi,
she listened. Kitty's voice sounded engry.

Slam !

There was no mistaking that sound.
The door had been shut, and the cyclists
were outside. She leaned farther over
and heard angry murmurs.

Then slowly the cyclists retraced their
sleps to the gates.

“Kitty !” she called. “Kitty!"

But what was her soft voice matched
against a storm? Soon the cychists wers
gone.

Gone! Her aunt had twrned them
away—turned away the girls who might
be her friends! She was not even
allowed to have friends here. Why was
she forbidden to have friends?

Back into the room she went, and cank
on to the scft covering of the carved
bed.

Friendship forbidden her; yet she had
all this splendour, -all this weaith. How
worthless it seemed beside friendship!

She buried her head in the pillow, and
asked herself again and again—why,
why, why? But the only reply was the
sound of thunder, and the echo—uhy?
‘O

cally, and looked round at the
other girls who were her com-
panions in the Fourth Form-room:.

“Yes, she could have spoken,” agreed
another girl. *'1 suppose the Infan{ wes
annoved that she couldn’t come with us.”

“But that was no reason why she
should not let us take shelter. It was
her house; her nurse opeéned the door.”

Pearl looked at Kitty Crichton for
confirmation, but Kitty was frowning.

“Y1 think you're a little hard on
Dolores,” said Kitty slowly. It was

her aunt who refused us—nol Deolores.
about us

A Ray of Sunshine!

F course it was her faul .
Pearl Hardy spoke emphati-

calling: =

“She did; I saw her looking from the
balcony above,” said another girl. *“It
was her revenge. I don't think she's
English i

“T think it's all prejudice,” said Kitly
Crichton. *“We have no proof that she
saw us, or that she didn't want us to
go into the house.”

But Kitiy’s was not the general
opinion, and her voice was drowned by
the others.

“8he’'ll be here in a minnte!” ex-
claimed Pearl, holding up her hand.
“Then we can ask her.”

It was nine o'ctock and almost time
for lessons to begin. The Fourth-
Formers crowded to the window, and
there came an exclamation from Pearl as
she pointed towards the gates.

“Here comes nursey and the Infant,”
she said. “So nice and good.”

Delores, crossing the quadrangle with
her aunt, looked up at the Fourth-Form
window crowded with faces. At the
door of the School House her aunt
stopped {0 say au-revoir.

“ Now, my little one,” she said, kiss-
ing Dolores upon the cheek. *Hurry
back when school is over.”

“1 will come home,” she said. * Good-
bye, aunt.”

And she hurried into the school. She
ieft her hat and coat in the lobby, and
ceanged into her school shoes, {hen, very
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reluctantly, prepared to face the scorn
of her school friends.

Timidly she opened the Form-room
door and peered in.

“Here she is!" camo a perfect shout,
and Dolores nervously eptered.

“We've got a bone to pick with you,”
said Pearl Hardy seriously, wagging a
forefinger at Dolores. “We've most of
us got colds to-day, because you wonldn't
let us In your house—"

“Hear, hear!”

Dolores stared at them.

“ Because I—" she repealed.  “But
T wanted you to come in; it was aunt
who refused. I was on the balcony. I
called to you—"

*Yes, 1t’s easy to say that now," said
a thin-faced girl. *Very easy. But you
could have called us back; your nurse

may not have known we were your
friends.”

Dolores lowered her eyes, and her
hands were tightly clenched as she
walked to her desk.

“Dooby!” said the thin-faced girl.

“She’ll ery in a minnte. Then she'll
want her nurse.”

“Oh, stop being funny!™ exclaimed
Kitty Crichton quite angrily. “You're
hardly the one to talk about being a
booby, Jane.”

Jane Preswich scowled, and tried
become less prominent.

“You would stick up for the kid
she muttered.

“Yes, T would! Because 1 don't think
you're being fair to her. The Fourth
has got a mname for playing the
game i

“Do you mean to say we're not play-

to

ing the game!" gqueried Pearl Hardy
indignantly.
Pearl’s face was flushed. For she

realised that there was in her leader’s
remark an element of truth—a big
element. And that realisation did not
make her very well pleased with herself.

“Well, yes; it isn’t like yon, Pearl.
It may seem funny to you; but, obvi-
ously, Dolores doesn’t think it funny.”

She crossed to the dark-faced girl, and
laid a hand upon her shoulder.

“Cheer up!” she said kindly. “Tt's
only their }IHIZ they don’t mwecan any
harm, you know.”

“I know,” said Dolores. “I—I don't
mind.”
“Why do’'t you explain to your

aunt,"” asked Kitty. “I'm sure she
wouldn’t come and fetch you if she knew
that it made the girls laugh at you.”

“I have told her,” answered Dolores
miserably. ‘““She pooh-poohs it.  She
says friendship does not matter. But it
does—it does. 1 want to be friends with
you alL.”

“Of course you do,” said Kitty under-
standingly.- “You shall, too. It's
games lesson this afterncon. I'll teach
you how to play tennis, and then you
can stay to watch the seniors’ tourna-
ment.”

“Oh, 1 should love to!" exclaimed
Dolores, her eyes shining. “Yon are
kind. 1 do want to learn tennis!"

There was a scuttling of the other

Fourth-Formers back te their desks
then; for the Form-room door had
opened, and Miss Poole, the Iorm-

mistress, was in the room.

“Be seated, girls,” said the misiress,
“Kitty, in your place, please!”

Kitty leaned over to Dolores.

“See you in the interval,” she said.

Then she ran to her desk and sat
dO\\'l’l.

Desks were opened, and boocks were
hrousht out. But Dolores sat staring
ahead, her eyes aglow with a new light.
She was going to be taught to play
tennis; she was going to be friendly
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with these girls. How splendid! Her
life of solitude would be over.

A sharp remark from the Form-
mistress made her realise that it was
lesson-time, and she opened her desk,
and brought forth her geography book.

Dolores was a good pupil, and Miss
Poole had a favourable impression of
her. Perhaps lack of friends made
Dolores more attentive, or perhaps it
was that she spent so much of her time

in_reading.
. Miss Poole tried to make lessons
interesting, although several of her

pupils had opiunions that differed vastly
as to that. She talked to great length,
and tried to make lessons less matter-
of-fact.

Dolores listened infently as the mis-
tress talked of the East, and its quaint-
ness and romance, Always keenly
imaginative, the dark-faced girl could
picture the scenes and the peoples the
mistress described.

“You will see in your books," said
the mistress, * pictures of the people of
Bouralia. Their costume is picturesque
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precious slones in the land. Tt was the
smile of friendship, and to the lonely
girl, the world seemed a fairer place.

The Photographs!

LANG, clang, clang!
It seemed ages before the bell

rang- for the interval, and when,

at last, its welcome clang was
heard, Dolores shyly made towards
Kitty Crichton,

Kitty linked arms, and led her down
the corridor to a quiet alcove.

“Now we can chat,” said Kitly, and
sat down beside Dolores on the small
corncr seat. *You're going to learn to
play tennis, and become one of us,
aren't you?"”

“I shall play, but only in game
lesson—when school is on,” said Dolores
wistfully. ““Aunt, she will not let me
be here after school, I know "

“But why?” exclaimed Kitty, natur.

ally puzzled. *“It does seem strange.”

|

]‘;_ ol
i

i

" Where did
ather, you stupid girl !

ou get this, Dolores ? " demanded her aunt.

It ie not your
How dare you say itis!"

—it is rather an outlandish kingdom,
and not a great deal is known of it.
These photographs are unique. In fact,
I should think there are none other like
them in the world =

Dolores, breathing hard, leaned for-
ward on her desk. Suddenly she raised
her hand, and the mistress looked at
her.

“Yes, Dolores.”

“Miss Poole, I have photographs and
pictures at home of those people—my
aunt has them——"

“Realiy !” exclaimed the mistress,
greatly surprised.

The others in tha Form turned to-
wards Dolores, and there was a buzz of
talk, quelled immediately by the
mistress.

“They are of people dressed like this.
I will bring them,” said Dolores eagerly.

“That is nice of you, Dolores. We
shall be delighted to see them,” said
Miss Poole kindly. “They will be both
interesting and 1nstructive.”

Dolores lowered her arm. Her face
was flushed slightly with excitement,
and Kitty smiled at -her. That smile
to Dolores meant more than all the

“Why? I know not. It has always
been the same—ever since I could re-
member. DBut before I came here a
week or two ago, I seldom went from
the house, save to wander round the
fields——""

“But where were you at sachool
before? You must have been at school
somewhere !

“I wasn't,” she said.
remember being at school. I—1I have
always lived in that house. At least, 1
can remember another hounse—a large
house, a splendid house like a fairy
castle. But where, I know not. Aunt
says it is imagination. Butl it isn't. T
know that it isn't. T can remember the
blue sky behind that large, white, fairy
castle, and then the sea. I remember
a tall man in fine clothes—but only
faintly "

Dolores was speaking earnestly, and
her voice was slightly raised above her
ordinary soft tone. i—ler eyes sparkled.
But as she finished, she seemed to slip
back into her shell, like a shy snail.

“PBut where were you born?” asked
Kitty.

“I can never
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“TI don’t know. Aunit says France,
but when I asked her before, she said
Italy. My father died when I was very
young,” she said. *“So did my mother.
Bat aunt never lels me question her
much. She is so funny. There is a
rcom into which I must neverego—l
know mot why. It is always locked.”

“Goodness—how queer!” exclaimed
Kitty. *“Your aunt is a little bit—
strange, isn’t she?”

“Yes. But she is quite kind, and
lets me have everything—everything
but what 1 want most—friendship.”

“ Friendship,” murmured Kitty,
seeing the sad look in her companion’s
eyes. ‘“Why, Dolores—I can give you
that—if you want my friendship.”

“Of course, I do,” said Dolores. ““Oh
—Kitty—may I call you that? I do so
want a I};iend-—aud you more than any-

radiantly,

cne else.’

She smiled clasped
Kitty's hands passionately.

“And we can go out and about to-
wether,” she cried. “How splendid!
We can have splendid times—perhaps.”

She broke off, a thoughtful shade on
her brow. What would her aunt say to
1;;1:52; Would her aunt allow this friend-
shin?

and

As these questions ran like fire
through her brain she sighed.
“If—if we can,” she murmured,

turning to Kitty.

Kitty smiled.

“No one can prevent friendship.
They can prevent us meeting, bub
friendship will always live.”

“I hope s0,” murmured Dolores.

Kitty Crichton jumped up.

“Then come aloug,” she said. “You
can have a bang with the racquet,
there’s still a few minutes left.”

But Kiity had underestimated the

time.  Hardly were they out in the
quadrangle when the the bell rang, and
they had to hurry indoors.

When morning lessons were over, Miss
Poole called Dolores to her.

“Bring those photographs, please,
Dolores,” she said. “1 should very
much like to see them. They should
prove extremely interesting.”

“Yes, Miss Poole. T will.”

Dolores hurried from the room, to
find_ Kitty waiting for her,
“I come your way home,” said Kiity.

“Come along.”

And she linked arms with Dolores,
Together they crossed the guadrangle,
and several girls looked curiously at the
pair; thinking it strange, no doubt,
that Kitty Crichton, the leader of the
T'ourth, should have “palled” with the
Infant, as Dolores was called.

Pearl Hardy hurried towards them,
and nodded eurtly to Dolores, as she
walked round to the other side of
itty. .

The three linked arms, and Delores
looked proudly at the oiher girls, who
were walking in twos and threes, -

She had a friend now, even as they
had—she——
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She siarted, as through the gates,
came the well-known figure of her aunt.

“Oh!” she exclaimed. s

The woman stared at the sight of her
niece and the others girls with arms
linked. She hurried forward, and Kitty
halted, frowning. Trouble was in the
air, Kitty had scented it.

“ Aunt,” exclaimed Dolores, a trace of
nervousness in her tone, *“this is my
friend, Kitty Crichton !”

“Indeed !” Her aunt bowed curtly to
Kitty. *“I have called because I want to
take you to see your uncle, Dolores,”
she said. *“We must hurry! Come!
Bid your friend good-bye!”

Dolores staved at her aunt, and Kitty
frowned.

“But—" protested the girl.

“Come! We must not be late!”

Dolores allowed herself to be led away,
and looked back imploringly at Kitty.

““ Good—good-bye !" she called.

“How many times have I told you not
to make friends!” exclaimed her aunt
angrily. “You are sent here to learn;
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not to make friends! Come home!

Dolores, in silence, allowed herself io
be led along. But Dolores was angry and
a trifle resentful. Why wasn't she
allowed to make friends? It did not seem

fair.  Other girls had friends—several
frier!lds. And she was forbidden even
one

She went upstairs to her room, and
stared gloomily through her window at
the distant countryside. Not for some
minutes did remember the photo-
graphs and pictures of which she had
spoken to her schoolmistress.

Where were they ? She had almost for-
gotten. She went to the door, with the
object of calling out and asking her aunt
the question. But then she paused. Sup-
pose her aunt objected to that? There
was no reason why she should, but she
might, and to return to the school with-
out them would make her appear silly in
the eyes of the cther girls.

So she crept downstairs, and searched
the large, high-ceilinged room, the walls
of which seemed papers with books, ceil-
ing high. On the soft, thick carpet her
feet made no sound, and, free from dis-
turbance, she rummaged amongst the
old papers in the gquaintly-carved bureau.

At last! Here they were—a few faded
photographs, and some painted pictures,
a carving, and a spear-head.

She slipped the photographs down the
neck of her drill slip, and decided to leave
the spear-head behind.

Then, silently and
crept up to her room.

What a painful meal dinner seemed—
how long-drawn-out! Every moment she
expected the photographs to drop from
her dress. But they did not. And when
the meal was over she was free, although
not until it was almost time for lessons
to start was she allowed to go to school.

She reached school in a breathless state,
having run all the way. Even then she
was only a few minutes early for lessons,

unobserved, she
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Miss Poole took the photographs witli &
emile, and examined them Ereen}y. while
Dolores stood by proudly. Then the mis-
tress examined the paintings and the
carving.

“These—these are surely very valu-
able !” she said. *I suppose your aunt
knows that you have brought them!”

Dolores’ face fell.

“No—no!” she admitted.

“Oh! Then I think you should ask
her permission. 1 should like to show
them to other Forms, Will you ask her,
please ? Take them back with you, and
ask her. T am sure she will not mind.”

Very reluctantly Dolores took the
photographs and carving back.

“I—1 will nuk‘ Miss Poole,” she said.
“T hope she won’t mind."”

“Very well. But I should not like to
be responsible for them, unless with her
permission.”

Doloves, rather disappointed, went back
to her seat, and immediately was re-
quested by the girls around to let them
see the iiings. But Miss Poole put a
stop to that.

When the ordinary lessons were over,
and it was time for tennis, Dolores found
that she had become suddenly popular.

Girls pressed all round her—all with the
same request—to see the photographs.

“You may look,” she said to Kitty,
and handed her the treasures.

Kitty Crichton, with the others all
around, examined the paintings, the
carving, and the photos.

“Aren't they wonderful?” she said.
“ And this photo is rather remarkable,
Look at that tall man—"

She held it high to get it away from
the shadows cast by the other girls’ heads.

“Goodness ! she exclaimed. “T seem
to know his face! He's awfully like
somecne ! She stared at it a second
longer.

Then Pearl Hardy exclaimed suddenly :

“Why, he's like the Infant! He must
bo her father! Is he, Infant "

They all turned to Dolores, who raised
her brows in surprise.

“My father!” she exclaimed.
don’t know. I don’t think so.”

She took the photograph and stared at

“1-1

it

“ Aunt would know,” she said thonght-
fully.

*Well, here is your aunt,” said some-
one, “just coming across the quad.”

Dolores turned, and for the first time
was really glad to see her aunt coming
towards her.

“ Aunt, aunt!” she exclaimed, running
forward, and brandishing the photograph.
“The girls say this is like me! This
man—is he my father "

“Your father!” exclaimed the woman
suddenly, and she looked suspicionsly at
the group of girls. *‘ Let me see.”

She snatched the photograph.

“Where did you get this, Dolores?”
she almost shouted. “It is not your
father, stupid girl! Tt is—it is some
native of a foreign country! How dare
you bring this, you wicked girl!”

desire,

Who cannot sympathise with Dolores, forbidden by her aunt to have friends ? It is indeed a
pity, for in Kitty Crichton and Pearl Hardy she could have two of the best friends any girl could
But why is [riendship forbidden poor Dolores? Why must she be ever under the vigil-
ance of her aunt outside lesson hours?
annoyed that Dolores should be showing them to the Limmershaw High School girls? There is
evidently -a deep mystery enshrouding the young lile of Dolores, and the solving of it will
make the most absorbing reading. Do not spoil your interest in this fine serial by missing a
single instalment. To make certain of securing your copy of next Thursday's issue of THE
SCHOOL FRIEND place an advance order with your newsagent—a standing order, prelerably—
and do me a lasting favour by recommending * Friendship Forbidden!™ to all your Iriends.

And those photographs?

Why is her aunt so
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The Cheat!
CRATCH, scratch!
The soft scraping sound made
by at least twenty pemns wriling
at the same time was the only

sound that broke the silence in the
Fourth Form class-room at Cliff House
School on this pleasant May afternoon.

1t was the first day of term after the
holidays that had proved so pleasurable
and so exciting for most of the girls,
and this hour and a half would form
the only real work that had to be done
to-day. They were answering guestions
set on their ‘““holiday task,” the book
that was given for all to read during the
vacation.

To most of the girls it was not at all
an uncongenial task. To one who sat
writing quickly and fluently it seemed

a real pleasure. This girl was Peggy
Preston, the pretty girl from the
North. Study mnever came hard to

Peggy and examinations never daunted
her. She had cause to be grateful to
the study that had allowed her, when
poor, to come to Cliff House ou a
scholarship grant,

What was more, she had thoroughly
enjoyed reading the chosen book—a
sympathetic tale of fine honest friend-
ships and all the things that she loved.
Her blue eyes shone as she went on with
her writing, for she meant every word
that her facile pen put to paper. Once
she paused to the brown cnrls
back over her shoulders, but it was only
a momentary halt. Peggy had cause to
be proud of her good looks, but she was
100 easy-going and unaffected to make
comparisons in her own mind.

“Girls!” said Miss Steel's voice,
suddenly. And that stopped all of
them—even Peggy. “I1 am going out
of the room for a few minutes. sup-
pose that it is unnecessary for me to
say that I leave you on your honour to

earry on as though I were here?”
“Certainly, Miss Steel,” answered
Barbara Redfern’s k

woman for them all.
murmured assent.

“Thank yom, girls,” said Miss Bieel
in her dignified way, and she walked
out of the room and closed the door.

There were one or two whispers, but
not concerning the examination. And
they quickly died down—all save one.
A voice that no one liked went on,
coming from the desk right beside
Peggy. And it said:

“YWhat did happen to Sir
This stupid No. 3!

Peggy Preston looked up and met
Marcia Loftus' eyes. Marcia looked the
same as ever—thin-faced, sallow, mean.
There was a worried look in her greyish
eves now, and she appeared rather
anxious, too. Peggy could guess that
Marcia, as usual, had been slacking.

John?

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of :

. the Girls of Cliff House School, featuring

Peggy Preston.

- By HILDA RICHARDS. '

“Did you ask me, Marcial” said
Peggy, in her quiet way.

“Yes, I can't think for the life of
me !" said Marcia. “Do tell me.”

“ Miss Steel’s left us on our honour,
so it wouldn’t be fair,” said Peggy.
with gentle reproof. And she went on
with ﬁer work, intending to forget all
about it.

About a minute passed. She was
writing quickly when a faint rustle,
like the turning of a page of a book,
came to her ears. She did not heed it
until it was repeated. Then, suddenly,
her eyes glanced to the side. She saw
Marcia make a hasty movement and
push something, shielded by her arm,
under the desk, and make a fumbling
attempt to go on wriling.

Peggy resumed her work for ancther
rainute. Then she heard the same
nowse. This time she looked up at once,
and, as she understood, the colour came
to her cheeks in a swift flood. Marcia
was cheating ! And- not merely by
asking questions that the others could
ignore if -they liked—she had the
“holiday task™ on her lap, and was
reading the page that gave a full index
of the contents of all the chapters!

““Marcia !” gasped Peggy.

The girl started and %oalmd up, a
spot of colour in each sallow cheek.
Her eyes met those of Peggy fearfully.

“Yes?”

“Put that book away!™
Peggy.

Marcia had hidden the book as swifily
as before. She stared at Peggy with
eyes that tried to be bold.

“YWhat’s the matter with you?" she
demanded.

“1 saw!” said Peggy in a low voice.
“You were cheating!”
~*“Oh, T wasn't!” retorted Marcia.
“And don't you dare to say that to

me !
Baks whirled about in her desk.

whispered

hnn‘ug at last become aware of what
was happening.
“Peggy!” she said. “What's the

malter with Marcia?”

But Marcia answered the question
herself. with an attempt at that bluffing
way of hers that was so well known.

*Peggy's trying to be funny!"™ she
said bitterly. “Just because she's
mugged and swotted all the holidays
she wants to show off. I wasn't doing
anvthing.”

Peggy had no wish to make any
scene, but she could not let that go.

“I'm not doing anything of the
sort ! she retorted. “You were cheat-
ing, Marcia. You had the holiday task
book there!™

“Wha-a-at?” came an incredulous gasp
from the class,

“I hadn’t!” cried Marcia, her cheeks
flaming. “I was looking at a stupid
geometry book that someone has left
under the desk!”

* Show said
hotly.

“I won't—just to please you!" re-
torted Marcia. “You're only an inter-
fering, sneaking Council school kid,
and that’s how you know so much
about cheating! I expect you had a
few cribs when you sat for the examina-
tion that brought you to Clff House!™

““Shame, Marcia ! .

“Take it back!". said Babs indig-
nantly. “You've no right to say such
horrid things !”

Peggy, driven to an unusual anger,
made a sudden grab to tuke the book
from under Marcia's desk.  Marcia
gripped her at the same moment.
They were locked together when the
door opened, and Miss Steel returned.

“Goodness gracious!  This scene—
when I trusted you on your honour!”
said Miss Steel with a touch of bitter-
ness. “‘8it down both of you! You
should be heartily ashamed of yous-
selves—especially you, Peggy DPreston!
If T have anything like this again you
will both be placed in detention.”

They sat down—Peggy with a burn-
ing sense of injustice in her breast.
She tried to go on with her answers,
but she had lost the fluency. Her paper
wounld not do her justice, and it would
be through the meanness of Marcia,
But, even so, Peggy would have tried
to dismiss the incident from her mind—
tf she had been allowed.

When the examination was over, Miss
Steel told the girls that they could rise
and take their departure while she col-
lected the papers. They did so, and
it was out in the corridor that an
indignant erowd formed around Marcia

Loftus.
i “Peggy, just a minute, please;"
Babs exclaimed. “ Marcia was perfectly
horrid in class, and it was awfully mean
of her not to own up, We all think
she ought to apologise. Isn't that so,
girls ¥

“Rather!” said a chorus of voices—
particularly clear being those of Mabel

the book!™ Peggy

Lynn and Bessie Bunter, Barbara's
chums. i
“Apologise, €h?” Marcia stood

against the wall, her cheeks coloured
again, a greenish glint in her eyes.
She looked the Marcia of old just then
—the sneak and the mean-spirited
schemer who had so often offended the
form. “Think I'll apologise to Peggy
Preston, the scholarship girl?”

“Peggy is mot a scholarship girl
now,” said Babs curtly. “It wouldn't
matier if she was, to our way of think-
ing. Are you going to apologise,
Marcia?”

“What for?"” said Marcia bluster-
ingly. “You believe what Peggy -said
about me?"

“Of course, we do!"

“Did you see the book 7"

”ﬁnz ScHOOL FRIEND.—No. 156.



8 Every Thursday.

“No. But—hut Peggy said—"

* Peg, said!®  sneered Marcia.
“Well, you go in there and lock under
my desk, and find the bock if you can!”

“We can’t, as Miss Steel is going to
stay and correct the papers. But we'll
certainly look later——"

“Yes, and if you don’t find one there
you'll put one—I know!” retorted
Maicia recklessly. “Oh, you needn’t
jook at me like that, Barbara Redfern!
I've not come back this term to purr
on you, and think what a lovely, con-
ceitedd Form captain you are! 1 know
you'd do anything to fry and score
off me, and that's why you're trying to
back up Peggy. But I know a bit
about Peggy mow, too!” She gave a
chuckle, queerly nervous and malicious
et the same time, ‘' Yes, a good bit!”

“What do you know about me?”
eaid Peggy, speaking at last.

Marcia chuckled again.

*Oh, a good many thinge—especially
about examinations!” said Marcia, and
suddenly pointed. “There! look at her
blushing, girls! She knows what I
mean, all right!”

And with that Marcia Loftus turned
suddenly and walked away. Peggy was
blushing, but from quite different motives
from those Marcia mnplied. It was the
eruel spite of Marcia's tone that brought
that colour.

“J—I really don’t understand—"

“Of course you don't, Peggy,” said
Babs quietly. “We understand Marcia
of old. She's come back this term
determined to =tir up as much trouble
as she used to. Marcia sha'n’t succeed
if we know anything sbout it. Never
mind what-she said—all of us are quite
cerlain that she was trying to cheat!
Who says a walk ?”

Quickly a goodly number were ready
for a stroll, and they fell in with the sug-
gestion. that the neighbouring town of
Courtfield should be their goal.

Peggy Preston, of course, went with
them. She walked with her chum,
Augnusta  Anstruther - Browne, and
Augusta's cheery banter soon drove the
gloomy expression from her pretty face.
1t was only when they reached Courtfield,
at last, that they had cause to remember
the classroom scene. Looking over the
road, Augusta suddenly saw Marcia
Loftus, who was not alone. With her
walked a smartly-dressed girl of about
her own age, and the two were evidently
on the best of terms.

Augusta drew Peggy's attention.

“See? Marcia’s found a new chum!”
Augusta said. ‘' She looks rather a nice
gir to be chummiing with Marcia. 1 won-
der where they met? She can’t really
know what Marcia’s like.”

Peggy saw a quiet, round-faced girl
of fresh and nice complexion, and wae
vaguely puzzled.

“I seem to have seen that gir! before—
but it's a very long while ago,” Peggy
said.

“How fanny!" breathed Augusta.
“Do you know, 1 was thinking the same
thing, and wondering if T had met her
when I used to know Sybil Spender. 1If
ou've seen her before, it can’t be that.

ut perhaps we're both mistaken, and
thinking of someone like her. Hallo,
where are they going?”

“Looks like some new attraction in
Courtfield !” mused Peggy Preston,
looking at the brighily-painted shop out-
side which the tweo girﬁm\rere stopping.
“Yes, they're going in.”

A minute later Peggy and all the others
had reached the same place, and Babs,

s, Bessie—who were leading—had
paused as Marcia had done. They were
gazing at the shopfront, not without
amusement. .
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It was certainly a new attraction for
Courtfield. Bills announced that * Mrs,
Jordan's Waxworks * were on view with-
in, but were only staying for a limited
period. The usual attractive and highly-
coloured bills were to be seen in pro-
fusion. A poster right in the middle of
the windows promised a most unusuzl
attraction. ;

1t said:

“You must see
MOLLY, with the
Marvellous Mind.

She will deseribe the
Wax Replicas
and make up

Witty Rhymes.”

Peggy's Old Chum!

0 QOKS decidedly interesting!”
laughed  Barbara . Redfern,
having read all the notices,
“It's something new for Court-

field, too! 1 wonder what Molly is like !

“1 say, let's go in, girls!” squeaked

Bessie Bunter excitedly, “It says that

they have all the Famous Explorers.

I expect they'll have my’ Uncle Corny

in there!”

““Shall we have a look round,
asked Babs.

“Certainly, Babs,” said Peggy, and
that decided the eight of them. They
paid their money at the little office, and
went past a red plush curtain. In the
first room they came to were numbers
of very well executed wax figures.

But what caught their eyes at once was
the form of a smallish girl, wearing a
mask that hid the features of her face.
She was dressed in a picturesque
costume, and gave them a timid bow
as they appeared. .

“ Are you Molly, with the marvelloue
mind 77 asked Baﬁs smiling.

“Yes, miss,” the girl answered. *If
you will come with me, I will show yon
round the exhibition. Just name the
characters you see, and any event you
can think of, and I will try and make up
a rhyme about it.”

“dplendid I Babs “3
think I'll choose—"

But Pezgy Preston hardly heard. She
lanced first at Augusta, then at Babs.
No, they were just watching interest-
edly, nothing more. The others—yes,
they were waiting for Molly to go on.
They had not noticed it. But Peggy's
heart was pounding madly.

She had heard that voice before !

Yes, she was sure of it—quite sure!
And suddenly, as she looked, she saw the
eves of the masked girl resting on her
for a moment, and then look away. The
girl recoznised her, too! In that moment
Peggy understood who the girl was.

Molly—that was her real name! But
here—here in Courtfield, with a wax-
work exhibition! Peggy found it hard
to even attempt to listen to the glib and
ingenious rhyme that the girl was con-
structing around the personality of Oliver
Cromwell. Molly Martin was here, and
Poggy was yearning with all her heart
to speak to her!

But she hesitated, being uncertain of
her ground. And while she followed
dumbly behind the others, Molly led
themm round the exhibition, winning
flattering and whole-hearted applause
from the delighted girls. And they
were ecspecially pleased when, becoming
bolder, she fitted words to the tunes of
pogu]ar songs and sang them charmin%lg,

ut it was torture for Peggy. e
only pleasure she had was that they did
not meet Marcia. In the further room
was an exit door, and through there

Peggy ™

was saying.
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Marcia must have gone on hearing them
arrive,

** And that, young ladies, comipietes the
exhibition !”

How pleased was Peggy to heur that
remark that Molly made at last. And,
turning to go, she whispered suddenly
to Augusta.

“1 want to stay behind—for a few
words, Augusta,” Peggy eaid. “I’l
catch you up—in the Creameries, eh?
You don’t mind if T don’t say more just
now ? You'll explain to the others?”

“Why, certainly,” said Augusta, and
che smiled in that manner that showed
that from Peggy this was quite sufficient
explanation.

So Peggy stayed while the others went,
.":‘hei was alone at last with the masked
girl

Quite alone—and then the girl made
a sudden movement and whipped the
black covering from her face!

“Peggy !” she breathed.

“Molly Martin !"" muttered Peggy, and
suddenly she had clasped the girl in her
arms and kissed her. ‘' Oh, Molly, even
now I can’t believe that it is really youl
But I knew your voice at once.”

The girl gave her a delighted hug.

, ““Oh, Peggy, T didn’t realise how near
I was to your fine school until 1 saw you
come in here!” she said, in her charm-
ingly unaffected way. ‘ And then—well,
I could hardly think of my words at all.
I wanted to” speak, but of course, I
couldn’t do so in front of your smart
friends.” ik

“Oh, you could have done, Molly—I
should have been proud!” Peggy
answered quickly, “And now you must
tell me everythmg—why are you doing
this, Molly, and how long since you took
this employment? It must be awfully
hard and trying for yon, when I know
that you longed so much—"

‘No, Peggv, no! You've said that
before !” Molly interrupted ecarnestly.
“This is no hardship to me, and Mrs.
Jordan pays me well.”

“And yet, if I hadn’t won the scholar-
ship, you would have been at Cliff House
school now—perhaps one of the happy
party visiting here,” breathed Peggy.
“*Oh, Molly, you can’t help me looking
at it that way, knowing that you were
second on the list when there was only
one vacancy——""

“PBut the better girl got it—I never
grieved, dear! And now i

“Molly!"” Peggy said, interrumting in
her turn. *“*Why did you stop writing
to me? TI've always wondered, because

we were such chums at school. Was it
because—because of this?”
“Ves,” said Molly, and the next

moment she was deep in explanation.
Knowing Peggy's sensitive nature she
had kept the news from her. It had
become necessary to do something to
earn her own keep. After all, it was
not a bad sort of life at all. The mask?
Oh, that was partly to make her more
wnysterious, and because she still had thas
old timidity and blushed so rluickly when
spcken to. Also, it would make 1t
easier for anyone else to take her place
if it became necessary.

“Take your place?” Peggy exclaimed
guickly. “How? When?

And then Molly, unable to hide it any
longer, told her old school chum the
rest of the story. Mrs. Jordan, who
owned the waxworks but always lived in
hotels and seldom came near the exhibi-
tion, was really a very good sort. She
did not want to lose Molly, but would
not stand in her light. If Molly should
leave, Mrs. Jordan’s daughter would
take her place, and the mask would help.
The proprietress wanted her daughter to
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Z:arn the sirange business in the same
way that she had done herself.

“She has just left a boarding school
where she wasn't a great success,”
Molly explained. “I don't know her
name, and don’t believe I've ever seen
her. She hates the waxworks and will
never come mear with her mother. If
1 should leave she would realise that
she had to come here—"

“ But what will you do if you leave?”’
Peggy asked anxiously.

“J—I—och, I can't help telling you
everything now, Peggy ! Molly said, all
in a rush. “I'm hoping to win a musical
scholarship, and I can take the examina-
tion in Courtfield while we're here.
There! That is my secret hope, dear,
and now you know!”

Peggy was wildly excited. Her chum
irying for an award that would lift her
out of this queer, blind-alley calling!
A musical scholarship—and Molly had
always been so good at music, too!
Yes, it wasn’t just a vague sort of hope
—she must stand a good chance!

“Oh, Molly!” Peggy said, in her
sincere and earnest wav. “This is
splendid news! And, Molly. 1 want to
help you in any way I can—I do really!
Do you think I can?”

“1 find it very hard to study, leading
this sort of life,” Molly confessed wist.
fully. “But I don't see how £

“Are you always open here, Molly?"

“No. Usually only in the evenings.
Tt is because the schools are mostly re-
turning to-day that we are :

“Then come to Cliff House and have
tea with me to-morrow afternoon,
Molly!” Peggy pressed. “You will?
Oh, yes—don't be shy, dear! My chums
are not snobs—they'll be delighted to
meet you. And if you bring the papers
we can have a quiet talk over them, and
then I can get some advice from Miss
Chantrey, who's our music mistress and
awfully clever.”

Two little unbidden
stood in Molly's eyes.

“0Oh, Peggy, you are too good!” she
murmurad,

“No!” Peggy was standing still, hold-
ing both her hands in her eager grip.
“You remember when we wére younger
that we—we once formed what we called
a comrades’ club at school, Molly? We
promised to help one another if ever we
could. Well, T haven't forgotten that.
TI've left the old school, but I'm proud
of it, and 1 never want to forget the
chums 1 had before I made new ones.
I will try and help youn, Molly 1"

“But your friends—they won't under
stand—"" she still demurred.

“Yes, they will! They know how
proud I am of my humble start. 1
shouldn’t be much of a girl if I turned
my back on the things that helped me
to become a Cliff House girl. You will
come to-morrow—yes?"”

“I shall be glad to come, Peggy.,”
Molly answered gratefully. “But there
is just one thing. You will not tell
anyone that I am working for this
scholarship?”

“Not if you wish it, dear,” Peggy
said. ‘

“1 have a queer reason, but I must
ask you to promise,” Molly explained,
looking away. “A week ago I went to
my trunk and found that all my speci-
men examinations had been torn up—
and it put me awfully behindhand with
work wuntil T got fresh omes. Other
things like that have happened; pages
are missing from some of my books, and
that sort of thing.”

“Good gracious! Who could be so
mean!” Peggy cried.

“I don't kmow—but ii's happened.™
Molly said, in a worried voice. I could
never suspect Mrs. Jordan—she's too

tears suddenly
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nice. The commissionaire and the cash-
taker are kind and thoughtful, teo. 1
can only say that it just happened. But
I have been pretending since then, that
I had dropped the idea so that I ean
work in secret. That is why I azk you
to say nothing, Peggy.”

Peggy gripped er hands
warmly and impulsively.

“And T promise, Molly—I promise!”
she said, earnestly. “I don't see any
reason why we should tell anyone. But
I'm going to help you in this, Molly—
I will! To-morrow afternoon we start !”

And as Peggy went, something very
strange happened in that inner room
that should now have been deserted, and
as still as its store of waxwork figures.

One of the curtains moved!

If Peggy or Molly had been there they
would have investigated instantly. But
there was no one to see that movement:
no one to find out whether it was just
caused by a playful eddy of wind, or by
the acticn of a hidden eavesdropper!

again,

Twopenca. 9

Another scene came to Peggy's mind.
She remembered that first meeting of
the comrades’ club of which she had
spoken. They had all been younger
then. How serious their little faces
must have been as they all made the
promise that none of them really ex-
pected to be able to fulfil! But they
had meant what they said.

And here the wheel of chance had
spun, and Peggy’s parents were rich and

could give her almost anything she
desired. She was no longer a scholar-
ship girl. She could have thrown her

money about, and joined in any sneb-
bish set like that forined by the arrogant
Lady Hetty Hendon of the Fourth. But-
Peggy was still tha scholarship girl at
heart.

Steps in the passage took her runming
to the door. And there, looking into the
passage, she stopped with a little marmur
of disappointment. Marcia Loftus was
coming along with the smart friend they
had seen in Courtlield yesterday.

AN ATTEMPT TO BE FUNNY!

Peggy angry and confused, tried to go on playing.

“ Lum-tum tummity tum!*
chanted Marcia mockingly.

Proud of Molly!

EGGY PRESTON was alone in her
P study after lessons had finished
on the following afternoon. The
table was tastefully set for two.
Peggy had warmly pressed Augusta to
stay as well. but Augusta had ?]:ought-
fully excused herself, knowing how much
Peggy would have to say to her old
chum, Molly Martin.

Peggy looked at the tea-table, and
added restless finishing fouches,  She
paced to the window and looked down
into the quadrangle. She saw, as in a
sort of vision, little disconnected pictures
of other days. Walking home from
school with Molly, each of them swing-
ing their shabby satchels, speculating
on what they would be having for their
tea. “A nice iced cake, 1 expect!”
Molly remarked, very seriously. And
Pegzy, in reply had said: “Oh, we shall
be having fruit and cream, and bonbons
to pull afterwards.” They had both
laughed and walked on, softly singing,
realising what a queer little pretence it
was. For each knew that little more
than plain bread might await them in
those days of their deepest poverty!

“Peggy !" Marcia called.

Peggy stopped, instead of returning to
her study.

*“Let me introduce you,” said Marcia,
gwing Peggy a look that puzzled her,
‘This is Peggy Preston—my friend, Pris-
cilla Bayton, whom I met in the holidays.
She's just come to tea with me."

‘Priscilla took Peggy's hand in a warm
grip, while Peggy was still puzzling her
brains as to whether she had ever seen
her before.

“Charmed to meet you. You have got
a ripping old school here!” Prisailla
declared. “I've been telling Marcia how
fortunate she is to be at such a place.
I only wish I'd been at CLff House for
years like most of you.” °

“Oh Peggy, bhasn't been here long.
She came as a scholarship girl, Priscilla.
The first one !™ Marcia saig that as only
Marcia could !

“Scholarship, eh?” DPriscilla asked
jovially, * Xh. well, you deserved it,
Peggy. I can see that! You're all such

4 happy liitle family here. It must have
been a fine feeling coming here after
your old life, what?"
It was said with a charm of manner so
Tue ScHoor Friexp.—No. 156,
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different from Marcia’s sneering_utler-
ance that Peggy could only smile and
reply in the same spirit. ut at that

moment someone called from below for

Peggy. She was excusing herself in-
stantly and rushing off, and a few
seconds later she came face to face with

her own visitor—Molly Martin.

Barbara Redfern and Mabel Lynin, the
cheery chums of No. 4, had met
Molly and brought her into the school.
She was walking shyly between them,
evidently tongue-tied. And at first glance
Peggy could not help noticing the great
contrast . between this poorly though
neatly dressed visitor, so out of her ele-

« ment, and the stylish girl who had just
come for Marcia.

But the comparison was only for a
moment. In another instant Peggy was
kissing her and setting her at her ease.

“Thanks awfully, Dabs and Mabs,”
Peggy =aid. “Won't you come to tea
after all?”

“No; but we will look in afterwards,
with pleasure!"” Babs declared. “A
chum of yours, Peggy? That's good
enough for us, eh, Mabs?”

“Rather !" said Mabs.

Peggy sped off to her study, Molly at
her side. Her old chum was startled at
the sight of the cosy little den and its
decoration,

“What a lovely place!” she breathed.
“0Oh, Peggy, you slmu!dn't have brought
me here, because I know that some of
them will only talk—""

“Let them, Molly dear!” said Peggy
cheerily, * By-and-by you’re going to
the Musical College, and then you'll ga\‘e
a study like this yourself! - Good, the
kettle's boiling, so we can start at once.”

And with such a genial hostess, not one
whit changed from the girl she had
known in the old days, Molly was very
soon indeed at her ease and thoroughly
enjoying herself, At Peggy's request
she produced the papers relating to her
examination, and also some of ﬁer own
written work, and Peggy ran through
them. She clapped her hands several
times.

““Why, Molly, you are clever!” Peggy
said admiringly. “You're miles ahead of
me at music. I don't think there's much
I can help you with after all!”

“Oh, yes. I don't know everything 1
should,” Molly confessed. ‘“Besides, it's
s0 nice to have someone interested in it
as well. And T haven't got a teacher
I can go to with any knotty point. Thave
to try and find it out from my bools,
That isn't always possible with sing-
ing.”

Every now and then Peggy had to
break off to inquire after some old friend
whose name came suddenly into her
mind, but she quickly returned to the
subject so important to Molly. She had
scarcely finished looking through every-
thing before Augusta appeared, wanting
to be introduced to Molly. DBabs and
Mabs came quickly afier that, and a good
many others as well. By the time that
Molly announced that she would have to
be going, to be ready for the evening
show, she had met most of Peggy's
chums.

“I'l have a long talk with Miss
Chantrey when she comes to-morrow,
Molly, and I'm sure she will heip.”
Peggy promised, “And now, if you
really must go——""

She broke off. In the passage they had
come abruptly on Marcia and her smart
friend, Peggy was sure that Marcia saw
them, although she affected not to do so.
She took a sudden side-step, and—

Bump !
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“ H!” gasped Marcia Loftus, and
O stared at unhappy Molly, wi

whom she had collided, “I
wish you'd look where you're
going when you come here !”

“1t was your own fault, Marcia ! said
Peggy Preston indignantly.

But Marcia broke into a sneering laugh
of well-assumed surprise and satisfaction.

“Priscilla, look!” she exclaimed.
“See who's here! It's Molly, with the
Marvellous Mind—the waxworks’ girl!
He, ha, ha!”

“Is it really, Marcia?"”

“Yes. She's one of Peggy's old
friends. They knew each other before
Peggy got the scholarship! Peggy’ll
bring anyone up to the school here.
There’s no snobbery about Peggy! Ha,
ha, hal”

And’ then Peggf r
hounded. Not a bit like Marcia was this
stranger—not o bit! Instcad of en-
couraging the sneering laughter she gave
timid, startled Molly a quick and friendly
smile, and took her hand,

“But Molly’s so clever, Marcia, she is
really !” Priscilla declared. ‘How are
you Molly? Awfully pleased to meet you
without your mask! I heard you the
other day, Molly, and I think you're
simply splendid! You'll make a fine
name for yourself if you keep at it!”

There were involuntary murmurs of
approval from the girls in the passage
who had witncssef the scene. No,
Marcia had not found a chum really after
her heart at all!  Priscilla was glad to
shake hands with Molly!

“It's one for you—and you asked for
it!1” whispered Clara Trevlyn, to Marcia
who stood very awkwardly at one side. *

“Oh, mind your im

Preston’s  heart

" own business!
Marcia, snapped. “ Priscilla doesn’t know
as much about Peggy as I do!”

An unpleasant situation, however, had
been turned very effectively. And
Peggy was more delighted still when
Miss Steel and Miss Bullivant, meeting
them on the stairs, paused to shake hands
quite impartially with both the visitors,

“There, Molly !” said Peggy. “Now
you won't be afraid to come here again,
I'm sure! I'm so sorry you've got to
rush off like this, but perhaps you'll come
earlier next time?"”

She returned to her study and cleared
away the tea-things. Augusta helped
her, mentioning that she had known
Molly by sight in the old days. She
langhingly alluded to many liitle scenes
that came to her mind—memories of
those old days when she had not been on
speaking terms with Peggy, but had seen
Peggy and Molly together.

They did their preparation, which was
light that evening, and went inlo the
Common-room, As they opened the door
they could hear that Marcia Loftus was
inside, and talking excitedly: she broke
off at sight of Peggy.

“Ha, ha, ha!” Marcia pealed, as
though at some great joke. “Here is
Peggy Preston herself, girls! Here's
the girl who accused me of cheating
vesterday ! Now you can hear what she

as to say about it herself!”

Peggv stopped, amazed at the curions
looks directed at her by so many of the
girls.

“0Oh, Peggy, I'm =0 glad you’ve come
in!” Barbara Redfern burst out impul-
sively.  “Marcia’s _been saying horrid
things against you. Marcia, répeat them
to Peggy's face, now that she is here to
answer you—if you dare!™

Pegey's heart seemed to miss a beat
as Marcia broke again into that mali-
cious chuckle, and her eyes shone green-
ishly and more triumphantly than ever.

“Repeat them ?" she said. *“Why, of
course I will, if you like! I'm mot
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afraid to do that. Peggy accused me
yesterday of trying to cheat. Now I'll
tell you why Peggy is such an expert at
cheating—something that you've never
heard from her own lips! She was
caught cheating herself just before she
sat for the examination that brought her
here. Now!”

Peggy Preston staggered back, her
face white with horror.

“Oh, Peggy, you will deny such a
wicked falsehood at once!” Babs cried.

Pegfy fought to regain her seli-
control.

“Yes, I-T do deny it!” she said
breathlessly. “I was not caught doing
such a thing at all—7 )

But Marcia interrupted her again.

“No. Before you finish your denial,
let me tell you the rest!' she cried.
“Then you shall explain it all—if you
can! 'i:hree days before the scholar-
ship examination took place, [’eg[.]{y
Preston, there®was a smaller exam. held
in the school. You don’t deny that?
Good! When it was over, a bundle of
cribs was found under your desk. You
were acrused of cheating. Can you deny
that also is the truth?”

Marcia flung the question at her, and
then stood wailing. There was a
dramatio silence. Every eye was turned
on Pepgy. Aud how white and abso-
lutely unnerved she looked !

“Peggy, give Marcia the answer she
deserves !” Babs cried.

But still Peggy hesitated.

“Peggy, you can deny every word, we
know !’ Marjorie Hazeldene put in
anxiously.

“J—I can’t deny every word!” said
Peggy huskily.

“%’ha-n—at?” came a gasp from every-

ne.

“But I do deny what Marcia means,”
Peggy went ou, with -a sudden rush.
“TLasten girls! How she has found out

this I—1 don’t know. But now you
have so much I will tell you
everything. - Such—such a thing did

onee take place.”

“Peggy !"

“But 1 was innocent, girls, and—ani
it was proved! The writing was not a
bit like mine, and—and the headmistress
examined my papers, and said that the
eribs could not possibliy have helped mie.
That is the true story !”

“How is it we've never heard of it
before, until 1 found it out?” sneercd
Marcia.

But here Augusta spoke up bhotly in
her chum’s defence.

“How ?"” she queried sternly. “Why
should Peggy, or any girl, spealt of =«
mistake once made—a false accusation
against her? I was once accused cof
being a thief, and expelled from here;
but, as you all know, I was proved inno-
cent! Marcia has only told a half-story,
and no one who knows Peggy can Fn--—
Feibly believe what she means to imply.”

“Well done, Augusta!” Babs cried.
“You've put it splendidly ! As for you,
Marcia—"

But Marcia had not finished.  Still
with that mocking smile on her face, she
lul-ned to Peggy again.

‘How is it, Peggy Preslon, that
you're suddenly making a fuss of this
cld friend of yours, Marvellous Molly—
the girl who would have won the scholar-
ship if it hadn’t been for you? Don’t
forget that I know that she came second
on the list !”

“Everyone knows that!” said Peggy
in amazement. “'I’ve never made auy
secret of it at all!”

*“Oh, I'm not going to believe that yon
lot it out accidentally !” scoffed Marcia
Leitus, ““Of course, you've had to keep
to it now., Bot it’s funny that I've
found this out. and that you're suddenly
making such fuss of your old ‘friend’
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al lhe same time. Some of us, if weis saying all this lo gel whal she pro-

were at all suspicious, might even think
that vou had a reason for wanting to
keep her quiet.” .
“0Oh, how can you say such a thing,
Marcia?” gasped Peggy, white to the
lips. “You're pretending to think that
I got here by some unfair means
1 believe that's what Molly, the
Marvellous One, thinks,” said Marcia.
“Chumming with a girl at the waxworks
—a common show-girl, indeed!  As
though vou'd do that, Peggy Presion, if
you hadn’t some reason. Think what
vou like, girls; but it's pretty clear to
me, especially in view of the exam, thai
Peggy can’t deny.”
Indignation broke out at that.  Almost
without exception, the girls turned —on
Marcia. They could not believe such a
cruel and unwarranted suspicion as that
which she voiced. They told her so,
plainly and without mincing words.
Peggy was too popular for Marcia to be
alloved to make such slatements. un-
challenged.
But there was

a question on the lips
of many of them, too. How had Z\;Im‘cza
managed to find out so much?  Peggy,
listening dully to all their voices, \gant{‘d
to hear the answer to that question as
much as anvone did. In the middle of
iho scene the door opened to admit
Gwen Cook. ) 4

To the surprise of everyone, an
almost heedless of the commaotion in the
ronm, she went straight to Marcia.

«Marcia—that old green coal that you
had last term!”  Gwen e‘x'clmmer].
“ What have yon done with it?

Marcia, ignoring the others, turned lo
CGiwen at once.

“Why do :rm.xdusk ”]i]“ Have you

it?” she said eagerly,
Be??\\en'a answer came like a bombshell.

“SQapn it?7 she repeated.  * Eitker
that, or one marvellously like it. 1 went
{6 the waxworks in Courtfield when I
was coming back from my music lesson,
just to see this Molly, of whom vou all
speak so0 well.  And, girls, Motlly was
wearing a green coab—either Marcia’s
old one, or one just like it !” )

In the dead silence that fell, Marcia
said : )
“M¥ old coat, Gwen; you were ruite
right.” She went off into a sudden
smigger of laughter, “But it's quile all
right. I kunow about it.  There’s no
need to make a fuss.”

Again a silence, decper than ever,
Then, uttering a wild ery, Peggy rushed
across the room and gripped Marcia’s
shoulders. Her face was flooded with
colour, and her hands shook visibly.

“1 know what you mean by (hal,
Marcin—oh, T know !"" she said hoarsely.
“Ti’s an insult to my chum Molly! You
know thal she knew about the exam,
but promised, as everyone did, never to
breathe another word about it. You're
trying to make everyone think that, in
exchange for your coat, Molly's been
telling you secreis!”

Marcia tried to smile, but it was a
feeble atlempt.

“ You haven't been told anything by
Molly; I’ll vouch for that,” Peggy went
on., “I don’t believe it’s your coat at
all that she’s been ceen wearing this
evening !”

“Oh, yes, it is!” Marcia said.

“1 don't believe you—I don’t! Yonu
sha'n't imply such things against my
chum. It would be too mean and horrid
to believe thal she had been telling vou
such stories against me——"

Augusta  Anstruther-Browne, al that
point, intervened. She took Peggy's
arm_and urged her away.

“Don't, Peggy — don’t!” Augusta
whispered, cooler than anyons. *1 can
see through it if the others can’t. Marcia

bably considers her revenge because you
caught her cheating herself.”

Marcia Loftus laughed again, openly
and without restraint.

“All right, my girls, think ii—think
what you like!” she cried. “But you'll
find out that it is my old coat that Molly
is wearing! And before very long, too,
vou'll find out the sort of girl Molly
reially is, and why Peggy has brought her
here! And if you see much more of her
after another day or two my name is not
Marcia I”

Spiteful Marcia!

ARCIA LOFTUS’ words had not
M been without their effect.

Peggy Preston realised that

only too well when Moily

Martin came to ses them the following

afternoon.

Babs & ('o. were as cheery as ever, and

seemed to have entirely forgotten. But

there were girls who listened to Marcia
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everyone had promised that not anothor
word should be said. They had not dis-
covered the real culprii, but Peggy had
not minded that in her own joy at het
name being cleared.

And now that episode that should have
been completely blotted out was made
public!

She was innocent, of course, but she
could not deny the facts, They re-
mained ; they had been published abroad
by Marcia. The girls like Gwen, who
liked to consider themselves ‘“‘open
minded,” might take the “facts” more
readily than the explanation.

Still, Peggy could never believe that
Marcia had got to know through Molly;
but she did have to ask her a ques-
tion about the green dress.

And Molly’s answer was an exira-
ordinary one.

She admitted wearing such a dress the
previous night.  Why? It had been
placed on the top of her basket, with a
note pinned on it: *“ Wear this to-night.”
She had assumed that it was Mrs.
Jordan’s wriling, as she was in the habit

st
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[
“Ha, ha, ha!” Marcia Loftus exploded. ‘ Qirls!
Peggy's been out at har old job of cleaning !’

sometimes only ioo readily. Indeed,
Gwendoline (fook, Cissy Clare, and a few
mare like them rdéally believed that
Marcia had hit on the truth, they just
said smong themselves that, *there was
no anoke without five, and there might
be something in it.”  And so they
avoided Molly, or did nol appear to
notice her when they passed in the pas-
sage, and Peggy understood only loo well
what it meant.

She was not a bit herself that after-
rioon, miuch as she struggled to overcome
her feelings. That episode of her old
lite—no, she had not thought of it twice
in the last year! Within an hour of
sccusation  she  had  been absolutely
cleared. A parly of them had met to-
gether—her t(eacher, the headmistress,
Molly, and not more than two or three
olhers.

“Peggy is innocent, and I want you
all to promise that no one shall ever
breathe a word about this unfortunate
charge,” the Head had said. “Tt would
be very unfair to her, especially as she
is going in for the scholarship examina-
tion.™

Peggy remembered the scene, and how

of receiving such notes. Thal morning
the dress had been missing again. 1t
was all Molly could say.

Peggy Preston refrained from giving
details.

She chatted with Molly about the
musical examination, but rather dully, it
must be confessed. Her mind was con-
fused. How could the dress possibly have
got there?

It seemed absolutely unreasonable o
suppose that Marcia could have got inlo
the waxworks and played such a trick!
Even Marcia eould nol have found such
an opportunity. Yet what else was
Peggy to think? The only other answer
that she could form .in her mind was that
Molly was nol speaking the truth—that
Marcia had “got at her,” as she implied.

But that was monstrous!

Pegey's loyalty was almost proverbial,
Bhe could never think such a thing as
that about her old chum. Never! There
was sotne explanation that she could not
guess at present. Yes, Molly had spoken
of torn-up music—

“1 say, Peggy, there’s one thing!"
Molly said suddenly. “It's the thing
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T've dreaded mosi, and—and I'm cerlsin
that youn can help me with this, Before
I take the examination I've got to attend
before a board and sing a song. 1 know
what it will be—it's the same song for
everyone, But I'm nervous about that.”

“Molly, you have a beautiful voice!”
Pegﬁl;xglmmed.

" ks, Peggy!” said Molly grate-
folly.  “But—but even so, that isn't
everything. You'll understand what -1
mean. I—] haven't been trained in ex-
ﬁ:&‘non, and that's what you've l!w&f!

n s0 good at yourself. If you could
train me to sing the song »

Peggy asked what it was, and was
told. lyt. was a fairly new song, but she
kn_e“vv lY.'he ‘Li!roﬁf it. o

“Why, y,” Peggy said, “if you
think T could help in that way—" 4

“Yes, you can, Peggy—you ecan!”
Molly exclaimed. *“You know that at
school that was always one of your
greatest points—your expression. If you
conld sing that som, i

“I haven't gol a copy now, Molly.
Have you?”

*No, mine isn't here. But—but—"

“1 know!” Pe ejaculated.  “The
Chanter has it. {‘:ﬁyuk her to train me
in it to-morrow morning. She will—like
a shot! And then, to-morrow evening,
Molly, I can sing it when you come here.
If you come in the Common-room, where
our piano i: 4

But Molly suddenly looked alarmed.

“No, please! Not—not that, Peggy!
I should have to meet——>

And there she broke off, looking more
confused than ever,

“Who would you have to meet?” said
Peggy wonderingly.

“I—I—— Oh, % it’s my stupid
shf'ness, I suppose!” Molly confessed.
M should feel so awkward sitting
there, making notes.  And—and the
others would guess that you were teach-
ing me; and you know that until the
exam is over I want it kept a secret.
Not becanse I want to rob you of the
credit——"

“I know what yon mean, Molly,” sard
Peggy in a worried voice. “It is a diffi-
:I'.Il'l:\’, to be sure. DBut what else can we
o-.l

*Is the piano near the window ! Molly
asked suddenly.

4 Yea ”

“And the window—do you have it apen
olten?”

“ Always,” said Peggy, and suddenly
understood. *“Why, Molly, you think
that I could sing it at the open window1”

“No, no—not really that!” said Molly
confusedly. “I—I'm only trying to think
of something—"

“But I shouldn't mind it at all, dear!”
Peggy Inuﬁhud. “1 often sit by the
window and sing. 1 know how you feel
—that you can't attend properly if
everyone is watching you. ]? you really
thick that it wonlg ialp you to stand
beneath the window while I was singing
]l_”

Molly hugged her impulsively.

“Oh, Peggy, it is so of you
make such an offer!” she cried.
couldn’t think of anything I'd like more.
It would help me so much just to stand
there in the twilight and listen. I'm like
that, you know—in the dusk I can attend
% much better!”

“Plem; of us are like that,” nodded
Peggy. "And this, of course, has other
advantages. Molly, I'll do it. Tell me
when you'll be along, and I'll promise
tc be there at the window, and sing the
song as well as I can. And when it's
over I'll come down and meet you, and
bring you up, and no one will guess!”

They were both delighted with the

to
wl

idea, and the clouds seemed to have
rolled completely away from Peggy's
Tae ScmooL "D.—No. 156.

THE SCHOOL FRIEND.

mind. She was in gquite gay spirite when
Molly rose at last io go.

And in the pessage they mel Marcia
Loftus, as though she had geen lingering
there for that purpose.

Marcia gave a grin, and went into her
study. 'l.'ﬁ!y heard the key turn,

“What's the matter, Peggy? Why was
she langhing?” asked Molly. -

*“Oh, it's all right. Just Marcia's way,
dear,” mumbled Peggy awkwardly.
“Marcia wasn't laughing at you, of
course,” )

Thus Peggy kepl her counsel and
allowed the sneering smiles of Marcia to
pass apparently unnoticed.

On the- following day Miss Chantrey
came, and after a chat with her the
misiress offered to teach Peggy the
song very willingly indeed, and arranged
a practice during the dinner-hour.
Pe, tackled the singing of it as she
had seldom tackled anything before, and
had real cause to be gratified at Miss
Chanlrey's praise,

“Your expression is very good indeed,
Peggy,” she said. *There 18 no gitl in
the Form who interprets a song better.
Do you know, you reully teach me things
at times!”

How encouraging were such words
when Peggy did want to play the part
of a teatﬁer! At least, she really could
help Molly in this way, and she under-
stood how important it was. '

The evening came, and Peggy tackled

er preparation immediately tea was
over. Molly had arranged to come at
seven o'clock. She was now known to
Piper as a visitor, and it would be com-
paratively easy for her to gain that little
bricked alcove very near to the Common-
room window in which she could stand
and listen without being seen. At ten
to seven Peggy rose to go to the
Commen-room. Would there be any
hitch, she wondered?

In the passage she met Marcia Loftus
and Priscilla Bayton.

“Hallo—good evening, Peggy!”
Priscilla exclaimed, in her charming
effusive manner. * Keeping fit?"”

“Oh, yes,” Peggy langhed. “ Thanks
very much. And you?”

“Oh—just lazy, that's all!” said
Priscilla, “I've just been telling Marcia
how lucky she is to be here! 1 always

envy her whenever I come up here, you
know.” 5

Peggy went on to the Common-rocm,
strangely gratified. True, the lwo girls
were following her. But charming
Priscilla—such a strange chum for a girl
like Marcia—certainly had a great influ-
ence over the mean-spirited Fourth-
Former. Marcia would be nicer with
Priscilla there than without her. If
only the friendship really could do Marcia
some good! )

Peggy Presion crossed to the piano
and raised the cover of the keyboard.
She tried to say, casually:

“Anyone mund the window
open?”

“Yes, I do!” spoke up Marcia, at once.
“It's horribly draughty in here. Why
can’t you stay in your study if you want
the window open?”

Peggy was puzzled at the queer glint
in Marcia’s eyes.

“1°d like it cpen if no one else minds,”
she said, beginning to breathe morve
quickly.

Marcia turned to her friend with a
sneering laugh.

“Oh, you're going to hear something
now, Priscilla—Peggy’s going to sing!”
she exclaimed. “Ha, ha, ha! Must
have the window open, you know, so
that all the girls can hear her sweet
silvery voice echoing away con the even-
ing air—fearfully poetic, isn't Wl

being

I

Twopellcm

Poetic—that’s it! Not conceitedness, of
course! Ha, ha, ha!”

Peggy went very red. But Priscilla—
how strangely she turned Marcia's words
at once! =~ -

“I should think Peggy sings rather
nicely, Marcia,” Priscilla answered, with
good-humoured reproof, *“I1'm very keen
on singing myself. 1 hope she really is
going to give us a song!l”

———

Where Molly Had Been
deserve for being so hornbly
sarcastic !"" exclaimed Barbara

Standing !
“T HERE, Marcia—that's what you
Redfern. *“Come on, Peggy.
Do sing us that song we heard you

practising at dinner-time—it sounded
awfully pretty!”

“Yes, do, Peggy!" came quile a
chorus.

Paggy struck the opening chords of the
song.

“Lum, tum, tummity-tum!” chanted
Marcia mockingly. “Lum, tum—

Awayeeee, in the morning !” She broke
off from her shrill and unmusical “ simg-
ing” to laugh. “Sorry, but 1 started
in the wrong place. There's more lum
tumming to come! Ha, ha, ha!”

Peggy, very red, and looking angry
and confused, tried to go on playing.
Marjorie Hazeldene broke the dead
silence that fell. =

* Marcia, you ought to he ashamed of
yourself ! she said, indignantly. “ Why
must you be so offensive to Peggy?”’

“Why should Peggy always be show-
ing off I Marcia retorted, and again her
eyes glinted at Peggy. *‘She hasn't got
the only voice in the Form !~ If she will
come in here and play at the open
window— ¢

“It's no business of yours!" struck in
Babs.

“Yes, it is! “She’s showing off !”

“You're trying to show off in front
of your visiter, Marcia! 1 hate to say
it, but youn sha'n’t insult Peggy like
that!”

“Oh, very well,” M\arcia yawned.
“It's quite all right! Peggy's going
to sing after all—I haven't insulted her,
I can see. That's a jolly good thing
about Peggy, Priscilla! She knows how
to take snubs for praises. Nothing will
stop her when she means to let us hear
her voice!"

With Marcia still humming softly and
mockingly, and the girls ‘'only tolerating
it because of her visitor, Peggy played
the opening chords again. She was cer-
tain that she had heard Molly’s low
call. Now she would sing the song.

Her voice rose, sweetly, triﬁing]y,
now loud and challenging, then just a
sweet, pathetic echo of that former
strength. Pegzy sang on. 1t was a song
that needed great interpretation—for
that reason it was an examination piece.
Peggy supplied that interpretation.
Even Marcia was caught at last under
the spell of that beautiful voice that had
no rival in the Fourth.

The last verse came. From its quiet
and slow opening it worked swiftly to
its climax—to the freedom and defiance
that the singer must feel and convey.
The Common-room echoed with the full
melodious sound of the singer's sweet
voice. For the last bar or two the girls
seemed to hold their breath. The voice
tailed off —there were three last, crashing
chords—and then, dead silence.

“Qh, well done, Feggy—well done!”
Babs cried, catching her breath. “The
best thing you've ever sung. Bravo!”

And that was the signal. Everyone

(Continued on page 17.)
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My Desr Readers,— ANAANANAANAN AN AAANARAAANANAAAAANANY Py And now—which of
Just a few lines to § the other nine chosen
introduce to you our 2 girls is to follow Peggy?
Special Peggy Preston ? You are already aware
Number, and to explain ¢ =gz ® [z that, in all, Ten Con-
t]he changes that Turik S At % secutive Special Num-
this w s issue both . > bers are to deal with
of the “School Friend ” F 5)’ Barbara RCdfcrn. ten selected Fourth-
and the “Cliff House § Formers—Peggy  Pres-
Weekly.” In a Special ¢ > ton, Mabel Lynn, Bessio

Number like this, where

as much as ever possible has to he mentioned
in connection with the character to whom
it is dedicated—Peggy Preston—there isn't
much rcom for anything very great in the

way of an Editorial. In faet, I was under
the impression that it would have to be
left out ogether, for it was until no

more than a few minutes ago that 1 dis-
covered that I could just squeeze it in.

was to be increased in size, we saw at once,
as the REditor of the “School Friend "
pointed out, that a most important point
would be a neat and balanced arrange-
ment of its features. And so, with an extra
serial starting, what could be better,
brighter, and more uniform than to have
the new serial at the beginning, *“The
Signalman’s Daughter * at the end, and the

Bunter, Marjorie Hazel-
dene, Clara Trevliyn, Dolly Jobling, Phyllis
Howell, Philippa Derwent, Augusta
Anstruther-Browne, and myself. Which of ns
is to have the honour of succeeding Peggy ?

You won't be disappointed. with the
answer. Clara Trevlyn is the girl, and the
Special Clara Trevlyn Number will Le in
vour hands next Thursday. “Bright and
breezy ¥ is the motto and the keynote of

“Clit House Weekly"”

Your first glance through the pages of the
centre pages?

“Weekly * will make—or have made—you
wonder—Where are the four centre pages
which were filled by “The Signalman's
Daughter "? This fine and much-liked serial
now begins on Page 24 of the *School
Friend,” and the explanation for its
altered position is simple and satisfactory.

When we heard that the “8chool Friend "

time this week.
too, will promptly
not be improved upon.

We readily agreed that mo other arrange-
ment could be more satisfactory all round.
and this is the attractive form in which
you see the “School Friend " for the first
I know that all readers,
agree

occupying the four | this namber, and every one of its many
features possesses that characteristic “Clara
Trevlyn " atmosphere. Youn will like it, in
its different w=ay, every bit as much as
you do the present Peggy Preston Number,

Xeed 1 say more?
Your sineere friend,
BARBARA REDFERN.

that it- could
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General Information
concerning
Peggy Preston.

By BARBARA REDFERN,
(Fourth Form.)

EGGY PRESTON is fourteen years of age, with light brown
curly hair and very eclear blue eyes. Bhe is considered the
prettiest girl in our Form, and I heartily endorse that
opiaion. Though, perhaps, just a trifle less in height than

the average Fourth-Former, she more than makes up for this with
her many accomplishments. i

In my endeavour to place a Jaithful description of Peggy before
you, 1 find it hard to decide which of her talents should take first
place—her achievements on the sports field, her class work, her
charming singing voice, or, above all, the sterling pluck and
determination she showed when she first came to Clif House as
a poer scholarship girl, and which has been her prominent
characteristic all along. Never once has Pegzy been guilty of any
mean action. Not a single act of hers could we point out with
the accusation, “That is not like Peggy Preston!” She is as
peerless of *character mow as on the day when she arrived here,
poor and iriendless.

1. editress-like, feel tempted to place Peggy the Story-Writer
before any other of her powers, Mabel Lymnn, who instinetively
puts ncting first, finds that she has the greatest admiration for
Peggy the Singer; Phyllis Howell feels that Peggy really excels
as a sports girl; and I, again, who know what it is to pass a
scholarship exam, have no end of admiration for Peggy the Seholar.
And Peggy the Pretty has admirers throughout the school.

As a story-writer, Peggy excels. We all read and enjoy the
short stories she writes from time to time for the “Weekly,”
and may she honour us with many more!

On the sports fleld, Peggy is one of our best all-round players.
At cricket she can always be relied npon to reach double figures,
to field without mistakes, and to act as a very effective ciamze
bowler. We never dream of leaving her out of am important
match.

Class work never presents any difficulties to Peggy Preston. Even
Miss Bullivant is satisfied with her work. Pezgy's singing causes
her to be the leading spirit of any concert we give, just as Mabel
Lynn is the shining light in any play we perform. Peggy's sweet
voice has an irresistible appeal, and some of*her triumphs have
been simply gorgeous.

Peggy has a younger sister, Ruth, aged eleven. She is to become
n member of the Third Form before very much time has passed,
and we shall all he xlad to meet her again. She is in every way
a worthy sister of Peggy Preston.

-

Peggy Preston:
My Chum! '

By AUGUSTA ANSTRUTHER-

BROWNE (Fourth Form.)

OCKED away in a little drawer in my study is a handker-
chief—a very plain one, and costing no more than a few
coppers when it was bought, there is too good reason to

‘ believe. But no money in the world would ever buy it from
me. Itg worth to me is not of the kind that can be estimated in
any coin.

Why? It is the handkerchief that Pegiy wore to protect her
mouth and nostrils from the smoke when saving my life from the
Clif House fire. You will understand what that bit of cheap
material means to me.

From that time Peggy’s friendship towards me was simply wonder-
{ul—wonderful because of the way I returned it! Looking back, I
almost shudder to think of it all. I wonder how she managed to
put up with me and my woeiul lack of gratitude. Any other girl
would have broken off with me once and for all.

But Peggy—why, one might have thought it was I who had saved
her life, by her great forbearance! Ever patient, always pleading
with me to be her friend—to act as she did, and be a eredit to the
Form!- How cBuld I have been so blind as not to see the loyal
chum I had in Peggy—the chum I was daily snubbing and spurning?

I don’t know. But the time camie when my eyes were opened.
Those awful days in London—between my being expelled and re-
turning as “Olive Wayne "—I missed Peggy then! The rest—yes, I
missed the rest of the girls, but Peggy most of all.

Then I knew the girl I had snubbed and scorned and slighted.
Then I knew her for the hest chum a girl could ever have, and
time and again since she has proved it.

Again, quite recently, when I was for a second time expelled
for the theit committed by Judy Grigg. Peggy was the first to
come to my zunt's to conscle me.

But why? Why has always striven, with all the ardour
of her loyal heart, to help me—to save me from myself, in many
cases? Just us if, as I sajd before, I had saved her life, instead
of her having saved mine? She has never had anything to thank
me for. Indeed, she had every reason to hate me. And yet, such
friendship, such a loyal, self-sacrificing, determined chum!

There is only ene thing to account for it. It is that
sympathetic nature of hers.

S0 Peggy has won in the end. She wanted me to try to he a
credit to the Form, and that, just that, is what I try to be.
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very, very ditferent Augusta from the
one we pow kmow.,

How Pegey was snubbed and persecuted by
the then rich, proud, and snobbish girl does
not make pleasant history. It is far better
skimmed over lightly. Both Peggy and
Augusta, dearest of chums now, wish to blot
it all completely from their memories.
Suffice to mention the climax came when
Augusta was trapped by the fire at Chff
House and Peggy Preston saved her in the
most thrilling and self-sacrificing manner.
‘Thereafter & very curious friendship existed
hetween tlie two new girls, 2

Peggy Preston, with her mill, patient, and
forgiving disposition, and the then Augusta,
quick-tempered and glorying in her reckless-
ness, were two exactly opposite types. For
how long could such a pair—setudy-mates, too
—remain friends? " In the few weeks that
followed Peggy showed what is undoubtedly
the very finest side to her character, With

EGGY arrived cimultaneously with
Augusta Apstruther-Browne, then-a

Such a history as this must of necessity be of the briefest
possible deseription.
—particularly those who have made Peggy’sacquaintance but re-
cently—of the chief happenings that have occurred in connection
withthe one-time seholarship girl sinee her arrival at Cliff House.

THE CLIFF HOUSE WEEKLY.

A BRIEF HISTORY OF
~ PEGGY PRESTON!

It is simply intended to inform the reader

wonderiul forbearance, a close and loyal
friend of Barbara Redfern, and yet striving
to keep on friendly terms with the wiiful girl
who was plotting against Babs—was pot
Peggy at her best then?

But for Peggy Preston, jt is curious- te
conjecture what would have hl&pﬂlﬁi both
to Barbara Redfern and Augusta
Austruther-Browne, Barbara Redfern would
have been expelled on a false charge, for a
certainty, and Augusta herself would have
earned expulsion soomer or later. But Peguy
altered all this, and proved a sterling chum
to both girls, removing the guilt from Babs'
shoulders on to the real enlprit’s—Augusta’s
—and the upsuecessful pleading with Miss
Primrose not to pass upon that girl the order
of expulsion so richly merited.

Indeed, Peggy's strongest qualities were to
the fere in this phase of her career at Cliff
Itouse—her cool clear-mindedness, her strong
will and determination, her forgiving dis-

position, and her splendid loyalty—the loyal
iriendship that would mot be altered by all

the spubs and taunts, and, indeed, cunning
with which it was returned. g

Since their Arst day at Cliff House the lived
of Pe‘fgy and Avgusta have ever been en-
twined. It was on account of this that Peggy
became so closely associuted with Vivienne
Leigh, Augusta’s erony in the days when
Pepgy and Augusta shared Study No. 9, and
]tiviesnne and Marcia Loftus occupied Study

0. 3. .

Peggy could never refrain from striving to
help a girl in distress, and wheu Vivienne,
for the first time, showed that splendid trait
in her character, when she stood accused of
—and would not deny—the theft committed
by bher brother, Peggy Preston was one of the
three girls to believe in Ler as longz as ever
possible. Thus began thc deep and lasting
friendship between Pegey and Vivieane.

Yes, Peggy, on account of her own exX-
perience, no doubt, has ever been the first
to tender her sympathy and help for any
girl in need of it—particularly anyone un-
{;;rtunnle enough to Lave the Form against

T.

It is not at all surprising te find that
Peggy Preston is as modest as she is noble.
Such girls almost invariably are. This was
instanced when she saved the life of a little
girl from drowning. Peggy endeavoured to
keep the affair a secret, and it was not unti)
another girl claimed credit for the noble
deed that Peggy was obliged to admit the
real faets.

Peggy Preston is now no longer a scholar-
ship girl, but in a hundred ways she has
shown herself to be just the same brave,
loyal, big-hearted Peggy we have known o
the past.
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O our power in the realm of sport
I Peggy Preston is an sequisition. We

are admittedly the lcading sports

Form at Clifl House, and Pegzy is
one of those who have well assisted us to
merit the distinction. We can always rely
«an her to strive ber utmost the whole time
in whatever branch of sport she is engaged.

True, there are girls who just exceed
Pezgy at most branches of sport—Barbara
Redfern, Clara Treviyn, and Flap Derwent.
This is accounted for, I do not doubt, by
the fact that studious little Peggy is not
quite of such robust constitution as other
giris. She is not so fitted to bear the wear
and tear of a game or contest,

But it happens that vigour and strength
are not by any means all that are required in
sport, Skill is no small asset, and Pegey is
as skilful at games as she is at lessons. Yeu
would know this if you zaw her play cricket.
hockey, or tennis,

Peggy has had one or two triamphs at
ericket and hockey since she came to Chff
House. - Like the rest of us, she has her good
day and her bad day. This seems to me to be
an ideal opportunity for writing a few words
about Peggy's greatest cricket trimmph, ior
she gained this only a few days ago in our
rcturn matceh with the Darnes.

Our first match of the season with tie
Danes was contested last week. We managed
to beat them by no more than a single run—
due to the magnificent slow bowling of Freda
Foote. It was onc of the most thrilli
matches ever contested at Cliff House, an
there was no doubt we were most lucky to
win by that marrowest of margins

The Danes were determined to get their
revenge on their own ground the following
week, They opened the game with a vim
and vigour which surprised themselves as well
as us. Each Dane in tarn brought off slash-
ing drives and culs all round the wicket,
playing like masters of the game, and each
partnership seemcd to our disinayed senses
ihat it would last an hour, The Danes, in
addition to their grim purpose, were on the
top of their form.

We got them all out at last, and started
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PEGGY AT SPORT!

By PHYLLIS HOWELL.

(Fourtl? Form.)

our inuings. Peggy had flielded finely during
the early part of the match, and brought off
three glorious catches. As bad luck would
have it, she strained hersel! rather badiy in
making the third, and bad to retire to the
pavilion. When we joined her, Peggy decided
that, if she were really wanted to bat—which
seemed eminently probable—she would go in
Tast.

Our wickets fell with melancholy regu-
larity. Seven girls returned, and we had
only made half the Danes’ score! Delly
Jobling was stonewalling in her own rock-
like style, but then Marjorie leit her, and
then Vivienne Leigh, after putting up a fine
fight, enme hack with twenty to her credit.
Forty more runs were wanted when Peggy
made her way rather painfully to the wicket.

How she got those runs she never knew.
She says she simply stuck to it, taking as
much care as possible. 8he never hit out, but
simply guarded her wicket, snatching a run
whenever the ball went between two fields.
And thus, run by run, with Peggy as cool
as a cucumber from first to last, and Dolly’s
wicket always safe, the match was won by
a wicket!

Her greatest triumph in hockey was in a
match with the Fifth. when Bahs was hurt
and Peggy took her place at centre-forward
We were two down at that point, with only
twenty minutes to go, and Peggy proceeded
to |Iri\;e a sparkling display, and scored three
goals!

At rowing, like all other branches of sport,
Peggy is exceedingly good. She is one of the
last girls we should think ef leaving out of an
“eight " in an important race, But it i3 in
the skift that Peggy really shines, She
can cut through the water at a really amazing
speed,

We have had an “unofficial " river contest
with the Danes recently. And at swimming—
varions distances—and diving, and eight-oar
rowing we shared the points, The deciding
event was hetween two small skiffe, and
Peggy took ours whilst Gertie Thomas re-
presented the Danes.

Flap Derwent is just about the hest oars-
woman in the Fourth Form, aud in ordinary

circumstances she would have taken the skiff,
But Flap had jarred her wrist slightly in
stopping a fast ball at cricket practice, and
hardly felt like testing it in a skiff race,

But we knew a little of Peggy's prowess
with the skiff, and we could rely on her to
put up a game fight with the long-armed
Gertie. So little Peggy, with her pretty face
seb firmly, took her seat and rowed to the
starting-polnt with Gertie, and the pair
waited for the signal.

Barbara Redfern dropped the handkerchief,
and they were ofi—Gertie taking long, sweep-
ing, powerful strokes, and Peggy, though hers
were perceptibly shorter, rowed with splendid
vigour, In view of the unimportance of the
contest—which is not included in the records
of the two schools—the race was amazingly
thrilling. Girls were posted at wide intervals
along the bank of the River Sark, and each
girl watched them pass breathlessly.

Pegey led first, but then Gertie's long,
powerful strokes began to tell, and she crept
up to Peggy and slowly forged ahead—this at
the third stage. 1 happened to be the girl
pested here, and I could see Peggy set her
small teeth and pull with all her might.

The extra effort told. At the fourth stage
she was level with Gertie again, From that
point all the way to the fifth stage they were
dead level, both boats appearing to he glued
together. The race grew more and more
exeiting. Strangers walking along the towing-
path paused to gaze hreathlessly at the pass-
ing boats. Scme of them actually got so
enthusiastic as to cheer and utter urging cries
to which ever girl they fancied.

At the winning-point quite a crowd of girls
and strangers had gathered by mow. A ery
of some sort burst from practically cvery lip
as Peggy was seen to shoot forward, rowing
with wonderful vigour and freshness, leaving
Gertie lagging and obviously tiring.

And them, at this crucial moment, one of
Peggy's oars spapped across the blade.
Everybody—evea people who had néver set
eyes on Peggy before—fclt grievously dis-
appointed. Would this mean the defeat of
the “little 'un,” as some of them ecalied her?

But, no! Peggy rowed more strenuously
than ever, though, owing to the mishap,
Gertie was now steadily decreasing the dis-
tgnce between them. And at last, in a queer
curving line caused by the faulty oar, Peggy
reached the winning-post just a Tength in
front of Gertie. It was a brilliant feat, and
one that has stamped Peggy as one of the
leading oarswomen of the Fourth Form,

On the tennis-courts Peggy is very popular
as a partner, and has an effective backhand
volley which is quite her own. And at swim-
ming, running, high-jumping, and creling,
Pegzy holds a position well above that of
the average Fourth-Former.



PEGGY AS 1
SEE HER!

Opinions obtained

throughout the

ﬁi school by PHILIPPA
‘@ DERWENT.

BARBARA REDFERN.—Without a doubt
the girl of whom our Form has the most
reason to feel proud. Generous, big-hearted
and forgiving to a fault, she seems to excel
in everything worth while excelling in—
lessong, sports, good looks, and pluck are
just a few. She deserves every grain of her
great popularity.

MABEL LYNN.—I am apt to judge 2
girl chiefly on lier powers as am actress or
cntertainer of some kind or other. As an
actress Peggy is well above mediocre, but as
a singer she shines unrivalled at Cliff House.
Her voice is more than sweet—it is exquisite,

ANNABEL HICHENS.—I do declare 1 get
more out of patience with things the longer
1 live! Peggy Preston s suppesed to be the
most  accomplished girl in  this Form!
Indeed? MHow can a girl be accomplished if
shie does not tuke to scrubbing floors, scour-
ing pots and paus, and geperally keeping the
home as clean as a new pin? 1 declare again,
1 am right out of patience!

MADGE STEVENS (Third Form).—We must
admit we rather admire Peggy Preston, In
spite of her being a member of the silly old
Fourth. Peggy has stuck up for herself jolly
well cver since she came, and that's what we
like. It’s a treat to watch her on the cricket
field, and she's jolly clever at lessons, too,
and we've often had help from her. And we
must say we'd rather have Peggy's singing
in our Common-room thun those awful duets
from Pansy and Iris! "

MINNIE JEROME (Third Form).—Madge
Las stated our opinion of Peggy Preston quite
correctly, but 1 should like to know why
Peggy’s hair is curly, and if she found it
hard to win her scholarship, and what sort
of pen she uses when she writes her stovies,
and why —?

ALICE CONSTABLE (Upper Third Form).—
Peggy Preston meets completely with our
approval. We would perhaps like her to be a
little more maidenly like ourselves in some
respects—on the hockey fleld, for instance—
but on the whole we have nc =erious fault to
find with Peggy Preston.

BUNNY, PIP. AND TEDDY BEAR
(Secopd Form).—Oh, we like Peggy intensely!
We don’t know any girl so clever and brave
and kind. She and Babs are cur favourites,

GRACE WOODFIELD (Fifth Form).—Con-
sidering that she is merely a Fourth Former,
she is remarkably accomplished and efficient
I might almost say that she would make a
worthy member of our own Form!

STELLA STONE (8chool Captain).—One of
the most admirable girls in the lower school.
Excels in almost everything, and will prove
a credit to the school,

MISS STEEL (Fourth Form Mistress)—
Very satisfactory indeed at all lessons.

MISS BULLIVANT (Drill and Maths, Mis-
tress).—I could not possibly find esny fauit
with her in either of my two subjects.

PIPER (The Porter).—A reg'ler fine girl,
that there Miss Preston! Gived me a shillin’
tip this morning just for going into the vil-
lage for her, she did!

AUNTIE JONES (Tuckshop Proprietress).—
I wish all the girls were like Miss Preston, 1
do! A regular customer, never Owes me a
farthing, and most Hin-teresting to listen to
in comversation across the counter,

MRS. TOWLE (Matron).—Miss Preston is
one of the few girls who do their own mend-
ing, and so take a lot of the work off my
shoulders. You can quite understand that she
is a favourite of mine, Miss Derwent!

THE CLIFF

MY LIKES
AND
DISLIKES !

By
ez PEGGY PRESTON.

Y likes and
numerous,

dislikes are mot very
and I hopc not very
strong. Babs suggests that 1
. shoul %ive a general outline of
them, without actually rlru;ln:;I In  such
trivialities as what 1 like for dinner, and
which foot I like to put before the other.

I don’t know quite where to begin on a list
like this, The girls, 1 assume, should ecome
first, but even then I hardly know what to
say! 1 like so many, and I try my Lest not
to dislike anybody!

Still, 1 think I might safely say that
Augusta Austruther-Browne s the girl for
whom 1 have the greatest liking. 1 always
felt, way back in the old days, that her
actions were dae to thoughtlessness and reck-
lessuess, and not to a spiteful nature. As to
dislikes, I don’t know that 1 dislike any
girl in the school, though 1 admit certain
of them are not all that they might he.

In books, 1 find I like Dickens' works as
well as any. That writer had such an under-
standing and sympathy for pour people and
their struggle for existence.

In sports I like cricket in the summer. 1
cannot say exactly why I prefer it to tennie.
It may he because I play cricket better, or
perhaps because it is, after all, a higger
sort of game than tennis. For the winter I
do not censider that hockey -could ke im-
proved upon. Swimming I am especially fond
of, and my present great hope is that the
summer will be favourable for it,

In dresses there is nothing 1 prefer to
plain white silk, and in flowers 1 like the
roee—red or white.

Do I prefer study to games? That is a ques.
tion I have heen often asked. I can only
reply: When I am studying, I prefer study:
when I am immersed in a game, 1 could like
nothing better. The truth is, I find each one
a refreshing change after the other!

Singing 1 am particularly fond of, and 1
am not at all out of my element where
dancing is concerned. ° For story writing I
have positively a passion. I get a niost re-
markable gratification from secing a story
take form heneath my pen.

Taking long walks and cycle rides makes
a great lg‘gegl to me. Most of the girls like
to take their “outings " along the coast,
but I much prefer to delve inland.

1 was surprised to learn that a few of the
girls are under the impression that I prefer
solitude to eompanionship. This is quite off
the mark. I'll admit I don't like to have
someone talking into my ears whem I am
studying or story-writine. But when I have
no n for concentration, I like nothing
better than companionship.

I have heaps of other tastes I could refer
to, but I doubt if they would be sufficiently
interesting to mention. But you will have
seen at once that my likes are far in excess
of my dislikes, and give me reason to he
sore than satisfled with my lot at Cliff

0use.,

%@@%@@@@@@@@@@@@@ﬁ
Our next issue of the

. CLIFF HOUSE WEEKLY %

&" will take the form of a Special &
% CLARA TREVLYN NUMBER. %

% Everything you could desire &
to know about popular, bright
¢ and breezy Clara Trevlyn will &

B

% be contained in this line Special &
& Clara Trevlyn Number, ?
5] 2
=4 01 -4
% DON'T MISS IT! 2

SEETHHIEBEETHSEEE

HOUSE WEEHKLY.

SHOUL]; g PEGGY
FORM-CAPTAIN ?

Fourth Form Opinions
secured by PHILIPPA
DERWENT.

BARBARA REDFERN.—I should not in the

least mind handing over the captaincy for a
riod to Peggy, The question is—would
eggy like to tuke on the job?

MABEL LYNN.—Peggy wonld make a
good captain, and we should all back her up
our utmost if she were elected, But she is
inclined to be too forgiving, and she would
never be able to deal with Marcia and Nancy
with Bab's firm haod.

BESSIE BUNTER.~I have nothing to say
against Pegey as a captain, Flap, ouly your
question is perfectly ridiculous. For Peggy
to become captain the captaincy wonld have
to pass from Barbara—— What’s that, Flap?
Yes, you're right, that's logic! Now, if the
girls wanted a captain in place of Babs,
whom would they be certain to elect? ME,
of course! Lullul-look here, Flap, .there's
Juj-juj-iolly well nothing at all to cackle
a

f—

AUGUETA ANSTRUTHER-BROWNE.—
Speaking entirely from my own standpoint, I
should not like Pe[igy to he captain, though
I cousider she has practically all the
uecessary qualities. I feel that we are closer
vﬂunl? with both of us ordinary members of
the Eorm.

MARJORIE HAZELDENE.—Both Babs and
Peggy are excellent girls, hut as Babs has
been captain all along, and has given us
nothing but the highest satisfaction, why
should we think of changing?

CLARA TREVLYN.—Ask mec this again,
f‘lﬁp, when Peggy expresaes a wish for the
ab.

DOLLY JOBLING.—I should not have the
slightest objection against Peggy as our
captain. But I must admit, though, if Babs
resigned, 1 should nominate Clara or Mar-
jorie, my study-mates, for the captaincy.

VIVIENNE LEIGH.—I know Peggy coull
be relied upon to acquit herself well in the
captainey, but I cannot helr thinking things
would not seem quite so well with any other
captain than Babs.

FREDA FOOTE.—The only great point of
difference between Babs and Peggy 1 can
think of is Peggy has much more patience
with my jokes and puns than has Babs., The
question, as Hamlet would have remarked,
is: is that sufficient reason for my wanting
Pegzy as captain?

ANNABEL HICHENS.—As peither Barbara
nor Peggy seem to realise the fundamental
faet that a woman's place is in the home, 1
do not consider that either of them are fit
captains for this Form.

PHYLLIS HOWELL.—I think T will speak
from the point of view of sports, Flap. In
cricket, Babs and Peggy are about equally
good, though Bahs excels at hockeg. n
running, swimming, and other sports there is
nothing much to choose between them—Babs
excelling at one thing, Peggy at another.
Peggy, with her studious tendency, cannot be
expected to devote so much of her time to
sports as Babs—still less to the organising
part of them, which is the chief concern of a
captain. 8o the one conclusion for us is that
Babs, from the sports standpoint, makes the
better captain,

MYSELF.—Power of organisation, as
Phyllis remarks, is the chief need for a c.‘aP-
tain. Peggy will be the first to agree that in
this Babs excels above all the rest of us.

PEGGY PRESTON.—Most decidedly mot!
We're all satisflied with Babs, and coald
mention quite a few girls who would be
bhetter fitted than myself by temperament for
the job—Clara Trevlyn or Phyllis Howell, for
}nst-nncl:. But Babs is the captain for my
AnCY.

Tont Scroo FrieNp,—No. 156,



lnteresting Similarities!‘

“How I am like Peggy Preston!”

By ANGELICA JELLY

(Fourth Form.)

GOOD deal of fuss is being made of Peggy Preston just
' at the moment. On consideration, 1 must admit that she
P deserves it. In most things, she is well above the standard

0? the average girl in her Form. And the thought
ibuddenly struck me that, in this respectl, Peggy Preston and I
arc very similar. To put it in the form of a ratio: As Peggy Preston
i3 to the Fourth Form, so am I to the Fifth.
+ Not the least thing in which Peggy Preston excels is beauty.
Peggy Preston is exceedingly pretty. Indeed, ome might regard
her as the prettiest girl in her Form. And is it not curious that
I, too, should hold that homour in my Form? True, there are
certain jemlous and spiteful girls in the Form who disagree with
this obvious fact—all of them have at one time or another—but
that is because beauty is never appreciated at home.

In the village, however, 1 have known children to stop and look
at me, with the words busting from their lips—"0Oh, her face!” and
“Just look at her face!” Indeed, when the other day I was wearing
that becoming spring bat of mine, I notice several grown-ups smile
admiringly at me! :

Ea'm. in hockey, Peggy Preston and I hoth excel. How curious
thiat, in the recent match, Fourth v. Filth, when Peggy scored
three goals against us, I also should score three! True, one was
against my own side; but the other two weré simply wonderful
achievements, and would have won us the game had not Stella
Stone faultily judged me to be several yards offside in either case.
1t is really time Stella thoroughly masticated the rules of hockey!
y In lessons, too, Peggy and 1 shine with parallel brilliance.  In
other directions, Peggy has saved two lives—one from fire and the
other from drowning. 1 have performed exactly the same deeds!
Grace Woodfield’s dress once caught fire, and I, with remarkable
presenee of mind, beat out the fames with her overcoat.

Far from being grateful, though, Grace scolded me, because I
h]n_p e;.teed to be responsible for having accidentally set her dress
alight! -
| On another occasion I saved Flora Cann from drowning. I was
out walking with her along the towing-path. when I accidentally
tripped her up, and she plunged into thie water. 1 seized a severed
branch, and extended it to Flora, who, after first receiving an un-
lucky blow on the head from it, seized it, and clambered out.

_ Thus, it will be seen, that between Pegegy Preston and myself
there are mavy very interesting similarities. .

Bt % -

B] RUTH PRESTON!

Her Latest
Letter!

not be

like this could called complete without

(A number
reference to Peggy Preston's pretty little eleven-year-old sister,
Ruth. Ruth has only visited us once, but we are all immensely
fond of her. With Peggy's permission, we print below Ruth’s latest
letter to her sister.—Barbara Redfern.)

b
! EAREST Peggy,—We do hope you got over that strain you
t met with in the cricket match. Mother and I are quite
i anxious about it. And how are Babs and Mabs, and that
: plump chums of yours—Bessie? 1 find I want more and
more to go fo Clif House, and be one of you all. Still, I am very
hiappy here, and there's always something happening. 1 didn't tell
you in my last letter that T had found a mew pet, did I, Peggy
dear? It is a poor little linnet, and T found it lying in the garden
Wwith a hroken leg. I took it to the doctor wmyself, and soon had
the leg set, and bought a cage for the bird. The poor little leg
ended very quickly, and the linnet became quite tame, and grew
immensely fond of mother and me. We christened it by your
name, dear—Peggy! I took it the other evening to show all my
Brownie friends. You know of an evening we use our main room
4t the High School as our drill-hall? Well, the Brownies were
delighted with Peggy. But when we turned our backs for a moment,
leaving the cage door open, we turned romud again to find that
Peggy had—gone! It was an awful shock to me. I felt fearfully
upsct. It was only with ever such dificulty that I went home
to tell mother we had seem the last of poor Peggy. Mother
listened to my dismal tale with a grave face. When I stopped, she
said: “Never mind, Ruth dear! I've just got another little bird
for you in the next room!" I didn't care about any other little
bird but Peggy; but 1.went in, and saw on the table, among a lot
of bird seed—Peggy! It had found its way from the school right
baeck to our house, and mother knew it all the time! There's no
need to say how happy I felt! Now, do write as soon as you
read this, Peggy dearest, and let us know bow you are.—Your

loving sister, RUTH.
Tue Scuoon Femsp.—No. 156,
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PEGGI PRESSTUN!

An Appreeshiayshun.

By BESSIE BUNTER.

et

WHO is the gerl who brings such honnar to the Forth Fourm

in evvery thing she qdoes? Who shines so britely at

lessons and all kinds of sports? Who has shown hersell

to be so full of plukk and dairing? Who has saved lives
gallore? And who, on top of all that aforesaid, is kind and jennerus
to a fault?

No, deer readers! Do not lift up your voyces and showt in
yewnizon: “Bessie Bunter!” 1 want you to forget for a moment
that I am a member of the Forth Fourm, aud then arnser. The
arnser you reply—or, in other werds, the reply you armser—is:
“Peggi Presstun!”

Yes, Peggi is the gerl we are so prowd of. Peggi it is who shines
s0 britely at lessons and all kinds of sports. Peggi who has shown
herself to be so full of plukk and dairing, who has saived lives
gnllur{e, ?i:.'l'd who, on top of all that aforesaid, is kind and jennerus
o a fault!

Kind and jennerus, yes! Peggi is not the kind of geri to let a
hungry gerl go without a littel snakk from her cubberd! She just
lets me help myself to her caik! So let this APPREESHIAYSHUN
ring owt lowd and troo; let it be showted from the howse-tops!
Lern it off by hart, deer reeders, and spred it threw out the land—
spred it threw the woods and the forests, threw wilderness’, jungels,
prayeries, dezzerts, swamps, and whatever else there mite be!

Phew! That was splendid litterary eflert—one of my best! But
it is worth thé good corze! This is an appreeshiuyshun, and this
is the way it should jelly well be written!

There is ouly one gerl in the Fourm to come anywhere neer Pegai
at lessons, sporte, plukk, dairing, life-saiving, and jeunerocity. But
I don't want to be akkyewsed of blowing my own trumgitt, so [
will not dyc vulge her name. ‘

Her story-writing is brillyunt, and the only faults in it are in

spelling, frazing, stile, plot, and Kkarrikter droring. If Pegai
steddily reeds my artikles and cerials to the “Clif Howse Weakly ™
she will be able to pick up tips concerning those detales—

partickyewlerly in speling, o s

Pegei has the addishonal advarntidge of belng one of the most
bhewtiful gerls in the Forth Fourm. How orphan do we leer it
sald: “Ii Bessie Bunter were to leeve, Peggi Presstun would be
the prettyest gerl at Clif Howse!" Peggi has much to be prowd of.
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Here's to Peggy Preston, who's
A credit to the Fourth!

I know a few we'd rather lose
Than Peggy from the North!

We've liked her from the day she came,
When Bessie, in a fluster,

Got faulty as regards her name,
And took her for Augustal

PEGGY'!

By CLARA TREVLYN.
(Fourth Form.)

I'm sure that everyone agrees
She merits recognition.

Fourth-Formers all aver that she's
A splendid acquisition!

My giddy hat! In what respech
Can Peg be called deficient?
In laoks, in sport, in intellect—

In everything proficient!

Her singing’s quite a treat to hear;
At fiction, too, she's splendid.

Her “Minstrel Girl " was such a dear,
It grieved us when it ended!

In strength, perhaps. she ian't greaf,
. But what she lacks in force
She makez up for—with overweightl—
In “pameness " and resource!

snt the quality one moat prefers
To all she does possess,

Is that great tender heart of hera
For people in distress,

May nothing her content alloy!
No-grief her path encamber!

May every reader, too, enjoy
This Peggy Preston Numberl



Every ﬁmhy.

PECCY PRESTON'S LOYALTY!

(Continued from page 12.)

took up the clapping—Priscilla Bayton
and even Maircia. They were calling for
a repetition when the door opened to
admit a monitress, Iris Bentley.

i i 1" she exclaimed, heedless of
the applause. *“That girl who bas been
visiting _Jyou—are you expecting her
to-night ?

Peggy was stariled at the sharp
question.

“Yes. I—er, I'm expecting her any
minute now, Iris,” she said.

“Oh,” said Iris. “That’s just as well,
because I saw her just now as I came
into the school hanging about in the
‘S,"’""d'_ri‘m under this window 1
should imagine. She had a il or
something in her hand. I think you'd
better go down and see what she wants.”

With that, Iris withdrew from the
room. Marcia Loftus gave an excited
ery and starled to snigger.

“Ha! Now we know why Peggy
wanted the window open!” she cried
{riumphantly.  “I said it was swank!
Peggy wanted her old chum to hear her
singing to us, and hear us clapping her!”

“Marecia, what a horrid suggestion!”
blazed Babs.

“Oh! But can Peggy deny it?" asked
Marcia insolenily. _

They saw the nervous flush on Peggy's
cheeks as she rose from the piano.

“Of course Peggy can deny it1” said
)\urgusu Anstruther-Browne  stoutly.
“If her chum has come along, she natur-
ally wouldn’t like to come up and inter-
rupt until the song was over,”

“*Let's hear Peggy deny it, anyway!” ;

said Mareia, pressing forward. .

“1'm going downstairs to meet Molly
and bring her up,” Peggy tried to answer
off-handedly.

“If she's still there!”™ Marcia per-
eisted.

“Still there?”

“Yes! You can’t deny ihat you've
been singing for that girl to hear you—
that you've been swanking. Now you're
pretending that she was coming up in
any case. I don’t believe it! I'm
coming down to see!”

Babs and Mabs interposed,

“You stay here, Marcia!” )

“] won't!” said Marcia. “Tt’s a bit
thick to have council school girls hang-
ing round the school and someone in
lwlnking to them, I want to see Molly
myself I’ i

Peggy Preston, not knowing what to
say in answer to Marcia's clever distor-
tion.of the actual truth, was lmrg:ug
from the room to find Molly. bs
whispered to the othera.

“ Mareia’s out to make a scene, and we
won't allow it, girls!” Babs said. “You
know how shy Molly is—we've all noti
it. Let's go down and give her a jolly
reception, and make her feel at home!™

“u olly good idea!™ they agreed cor-
dially.

Ma,mil Loftus was ahead of them,
with Priscilla apparently urging her to
steady herself, e girls hurried along
behind, determined that, even if Priscilla
wae not successful, Marcia should not in-
sult P:ggy'n old chum as she evidently

intended to do.
Théy came to the quadrangle, and hur-
ried along. reston had turned

P
the corner alwlif g? them, and was cllhpg
for Molly. When they came up wit
hoﬁ.slu was still looking about and
calling.

“Jsn't Molly there?” exclaimed Babs
disappoint,

y.

THE SCHOOL FRIEND.

Before Peggy could reply Gwen Cook
gave a cry o? absolute cousternation.

- gracious! Girls, look thgre—
just look at that wall! See what some-
one has done !” .

*In a moment every eve was following
the direction of her pointing finger.
They gazed at the wall that was just
below the Common-room window and

£ 8

gever had they expected io see any-
thing like that at Clifi House !

e wall l'l:', mver:;ld 'm-‘,fhlg:l
rawings and big, prin capitals, ne
re, with immense glasses, was labelled
“Teecher.” Ancther, with open mouth

ry hair, looked upthongh lm.

to represent {2l
There were five or six of those
scrawlings. Never had anything like it
been seen at the school before!

“Peggy! My word, look there! Look
what Moily has been doing!” yelled
Marcia Loftus, grabbing Peggy's arm.
“Just look at it! No wonder you can't
find Marvellous Molly now! 8he's an
artist as well I

Peggy Preston gazed ai the wall, and
her heart seemed to stop beating alto-
gether. Her throat was dry; she could
not speak.

Almost at the very spot where she had
arranged that Molly should stand !

No girl could have helped the instant
lm_rrlfyin% suspicion that leapt to her
mind. ut 1t was only momentary.
t.-\golliv would never do such a thing as

at!

“Girls, just look at it!” Gwen Coock
went on, in rising indignation. * Are we
going to tolerate a girl who comes here
and does this sort of thing 1"

“ Not likely !"”

“1t’s disgraceful ! %

Peggy Preston found her voice at last.

“@Girls, this is not Molly's work !” she
burst out huskily. “Someone else has
been here aud done this!  Molly isn't
responsible 1

Marecia laughed maliciously.

“Phew! As though anyone will be-
lieve that 7" she cried. * Why has Molly
r;:n Jaway, Peggy? Can you answer
that ¥’

Crimson-faced and panting,” Peggy
stood facing them. She couldn’t explain
it in any possible way. She could only

den{’ it.
“Peggy,” said Babs, a curious tremor
in her voice, *you admit that Molly has
been here to-night. Can yon tell us why
she waited here, and did not come up-
stairs? Were you expecting her 1"

“Yes. I—I was expecting her!”
Peggy muitered. “I—I—" She broke
off tremblingly. Haw could she go on
without giving away Molly’s secret, and
the reason for that song?

“TIris Bentley said she saw her holding
a pencil in her hand !” ejacnlated Nancy
Bell. “Was it really a pencil, girls, or a
piece of charcoal 7"

“ A piece of charcoal, of course ! cried

noticed | Lucy Morgan.

“Tt wasn't! It was a pencil!” cried
Pegzy, forgetiing herself.

“Ah! And there are pencil marks as
well I said Marcia triumphantly.

Babs took Peggy's arm.

“Peggy, it's an awful shoek for you, 1
know,"” she said. ““But surely you can't
deny that Molly mnst have done this, and
taken fright when Iris saw her at work ?”

“She—she's gone because of seeing
Tris!” Peggy muttered. * But it's my
fault. It's her shyness that has made her
go. I—I know that Molly would not do
ln‘ythinf like this—" <

“Well, T say Molly has done it!”
Marcia Loftus cried. = “It's absolutely
proved, girls! T consider it's disgraceful
that P should associate with such a
girl! I've told you before what sort of

4 wopence, i7

gitl she is!
1 sls:w her 15-
egiy Preston was pale and trembling.
ﬁ:le made a desperate appeal to all of
em.

“Girls! Surely you will take my assur-
ance that T know Molly well enough to
know that she would never do this!”

“But how can we think anything else,
Peggy 1" ed Babs.

'eggy_ Preston turned away. She
conld stand and listen no longer. Molly
Martin, her old chum, had fallen in the
estimation of cveryone. She knew that,
and no argument could, at present,
change their minds. They were enti
to ]?.'h". such evidence as that on the
wa

But ihey were wrong, all wrong!
'ltl?“y was, innocent—she was certain of
163

1 summed her up as soor as

; Marcia the Mimic.

ARLY the following morning, be-
fore rising - bell had sounded,
Peggy Preston was out of bed and
dressing,

She had been awake for at least a
couple of hours, her mind tormented with
thoughts. 8he knew that the majority of
the Fourth-Formers had at last lost con-
fidence in_her chum. She could not be
angr{ with them because they had done
so. It was a great test for her own
loyalty. h

A test—yes. Her sweet, kindly face
was pale and worried as she dressed, and
considered all the things that had hap-

Many a girl, she knew, would already
have Jost confidence in Molly. How had
Marcia found ont about those events of

the past 7 How had Molly obtained that
dress? Who had scrawled thoSe
drawings?

There were other things, too! Marcia
must have known Peggy's plan when she
opened the window—Peggy was sure of
it! Marcia must have known that Molly
was coming ! Again, how had she found
it out? Had Molly told her? Was she
really against her as Marcia hinted ?

For ihat matter, was the whole musical
business a fraud? It sounded such a
flimsy story that she had told! It mmst
be kept a secret becanse she “had some
enemy " who had torn up examination-
papers! Was it not more probable that
that was just some invention, so that
Peggy should not tell the others the pre-
tence on which Molly claimed her friend-
ship, while secretly working against her
to humiliate her?

No!
“Never that—never that!” Peggy
muttered, clenching her hands.

Then she remembered her reason for
rising, and quickly finished dressing. By

that time rising-bell was ringing, a
there was a sleepy stir in the dormitory.
But few indeed were the “ good-
mornings ” eried to her now. t was
typical of the feeling of the Form.

Peggy leit the dormitory, and went
downstairs. She was lhﬂing of that
scrawling, and knew that no one
in authority must see it. In the passage
she encountered l:i.ter. carrying a pail
and flannel, and asked for the loan of
them. He gave them io her, after mak-
ing a queer and :poloﬁho.nutement
sbout the “strange ‘aviour ¥ of
Pegey’s visitor, who had come the pre-
e ek skl foe 4o, A
gy wenl ou e school, gritting
]:el-eg She could not listen to Piper
or anyone. Somehow, things were very
black against her old chum. She was ’nﬂ.
going to believe in her—that was all!
How hideous those drawings a|
in the cold light of morning !
Tas ScsooL Friexn.—No. 156. -
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effigies must be cleaned off before any
official eye fell on them.

1t was hard and laborious work. Peggy
rubbed and rubbed until the perspiration
stood on her brow, but only very slowly
she cleaned the wall. By the time she
had finished it was almost breakfast-time.

By the worst possible luck she en-
comntered a group of Fourth-Formers just
as she was returning to the school, carry-
ing the pail of dirty water.

‘ Ha, ha, ha!"" Marcia Loftus exploded.
“Girls, Peggy's been out at her old job
of cleaning! She's been out to wash the
wall where Molly scribbled !

“Molly didn't scribble!” Peggy could
not help retorting.

Marcia grinned cynically.

“And that's why you wouldn't leave
them there for anyone to see!” she
sneered. “‘ Absolute proof of dear little
Council School Molly’s imnocence! Ha,
ha, ha! 8till, I expect Peggy's enjoyed
herself, girls! A pail and house-flannel—
back to the old love! I don’t suppose
it's the first time she’s washed a wall !”

“Oh, be quiet, Marcia!” cried Bar-
bara Redfern indignantly.

“No wonder Peggy's so fond of her
old chum, afier all!” Marcia said, as a
final thrust. *Takes her mind quite back
to the happy old days of scrubbing before
she won the scholarship! 1 dare say
Molly would like to see you with that
pail, Peggy, and know that you hadn't
forgotlen the old Saturday morning
doorstep cleaning that you ﬁrobabl'y did
together when you were such—pals!”

egEY pa on, Clara, greatly in-
censed, was giving Marcia the shaking
that she had asked for, but the mischief
was done. Those bitter jibes were not
without their effect.

In a queer flutter of anticipation,
Pogiy received a note after breakfast in
the handwriting of her chum. She re-
tired to a guiet corner to read it. This
would explain matters, surely!

But it explained nothing. It was a
friendly and grateful note, telling Peggy
how wonderfully she had sung the song,
and how much it had helped Molly, She
had managed to score her music all the
way through with the necessary expres-
sion. Ang then thle note Enilhh : i

- gY,—1 am sorry that I went
without se:igng you, but one of the girls
saw me, I didn’t want her to come
back and ask questions in case my secret
became known. 1 h you won't be
offended with me for doing this, but T
thought it best. Again, ever so many
thanks, for 1 can never repay vyou for
your kindness.”

And never a word about the chalkings
on the wall! Could they have been done
after Molly went? No, that was impos-
sible—there was no time. Had Molly
scen them and not thought of mentioning
the matter? Well, there was no reason
why she should. She could not know the
scene that had taken place.

Peggy set her mind to a fresh task.
Who was really responsible?

She thought instantly of Marcia Loftus,
as the most likely girl. But as soon as
she started to make inquiries she found
that she must rule that out. Marcia and
Nancy Bell had been in the Common-
room right until the moment of Pris-
cilla's arrival the previous evening.
Several girls remembered that.

Then who had done it? Peggy was
baffled. It tested her loyvalty agam.

Peggy resolved at all costs to see Molly
that evening. Augusia, her chum, cheer-
fully offered to walk across to Courtfield
with her.

They were half-way there before Peggy
even brought wp the subject that was
uppermost in her mind: She said it then,
with a rush.

* Augusta, I value your opinion a lot,
you know,” Peggy said, impulsively.
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“Yon dor't really think that Molly is
guilty of that scribbling, do you?”

A sta answered as calmly and
quietly as ever.

“On the face of it, it looks as thou
she is responsible,” she said. “Candidly,
too, practically everyone in the Form
thinks you’re mistaken in her. I don't
know anything about Molly, Peggy, but
1 do know ¥ If you know her well
enough to believe that she wouldn't do
such a_thing, 1 take her at your estima-
tion. 1If she's good enough for you, she's
good enough for me.”

“Oh, Augusta, that is rippinF of you!”
said Peggy grnlequ{. “1 felt that you

on,

were like that all . I'm going to
see Molly. I hope she’ll be able to
ex

lain everything.”
ut it was to prove different from that.

When I‘egg‘y went into the waxwork
exhibition, alone at Augusta’s own
request, it was {o find a very depressed
and cheerless little Molly indeed.

She was overioved to see Peggy, of
course, and full of gratitude for Peggy’s
rendering of that song. But her old
friend divined instantly that she had
something on her mind, and Molly
reeded little pressing to speak of it.

A dress was missing!

It was one of the spare costumes, blue
sateen trimmed with lace, laid aside while
a figure went to be repaired. Soon that
figure was coming back. Molly had
hunted high and fow for the dress and
conld not find it anywhere !

“And I'm really in charge of them.
That's what worries me so much,” Molly
finished. “I dare say I shall find it
somewhere. There are still some old
box_es to look in. But I get worried so
easily, Peggy. You know I was always
like that at school.” j

Peggy kwew that it was true.

Beyond getting the statement from
Molly that she had seen chalked figures
on the wall when she reached the school
the previous evening, she said nothin,
about what had happened at the school.
How could she? Molly would eonly see
that she was suspected of doing that. 1t
would only worry her further!

So, for a little while, the two old chums
talked of the musical examination. Molly
said that she expected to hear any day
that she was required for the singing test
that came first, and spoke of the increased
confidence that Peggy's assistance had
given her. She promised, on parting, to
send Peggy a note as soon as anything
fresh happened.

Peggy went out of the shop deep in
thought. They wanted her {o suspect
that Molly was playing her double—that
she had one tale for her, and as soon as
her back was turned, she was doing all
she could to injure her.

Never could Peggy believe such a
thing asz that about an old chum, and
especially about sweet, frank, shy little
Molly! 8he was imecapable of being so
deceitful!  There 1was some other
mystery—something that Peggy could
not explain, ’

Peggy walked back to Cliff House at
Augusta’s side, not knowing what to
think, They reached the school, and
encountered Bessie Bunter on the stairs,
Bessie Bunter was littering with great
amusement.

“1 say, it's awful of Marcia, really, but
she is saying such funny things!" Bessie
told them. *“She's in the Common-room
now! You must see her! He, he, he!™

Peggy, suddenly alarmed. walked along
to the Common-room and opened the
door. Her heart seemed to leap as she
looked.

Immediately her eyes lit upon Marcia
Loftus, and i(arcia's method of “being
funny !

Marcia Loftus stoocd, grinning, beside

a dummy figure. It was evidently a
costume stand, taken from the dress-

Twopence.

making class. A cardboard face and an
old hat gave ii a passing resemblance
to a waxwork figare. DBut it was the
costume that caught and held Peggy's
frozen attention. The costume was of
blue sateen, with white lace trimming!
“Ha, ha! Here's Peggy!” Marcia
cried. “Peggy, I'm going to have
some waxworks of my own! Aa you're
so interested in the Courtfield ones, I'm
sure vou'll like this. Just listen while
Mareia with the marvellous mind makes
up a rayme!™
Peggy fought regain
possession. She saw Marcia grin at the
“waxwork,” and then heard her start
to concoct a rhyme, saying it in a high-
pitched, illiterate, and wavering voice
that was a cruel skit on Molly.
‘“’Ere you see a figure of Peggy
Preston,
Do you like the clothes what she is
ressed in?
She’s only a scholarship girl rose ‘igh
in the world,
But she sings very nica, and ‘er "air's
all curled!
At any exam. she will never c:ib—oh,
not ‘er!
And she thinks—"
“Stop ™
Peggy gave a cry and leapi forward.
She caught ai Marcia's arm, and caused
her to break off abrupily from the cruel
and spiteful rhyme.
"Sl,tg:v‘“ Peggy panted. “You're
pretending to ‘take off ' Molly, Marcia
—I know ! But you sha'n't do this thing
—you sha'n’t go to such lengths!™ She
stared into Marcia's glinting = eves.
“You've gore too far this time! Where
did you get that dress? Answer me!”

to her self-

Marcia stared at her, coolly and
arrogantly.

“*Where?"”

“Yes! Tell me at once! I know

what’s happened! T'll make you sorry
for this, Marcia, if you don't speak!™

Marcia, with supreme coolness, fished
in her pocket, and produced a crumpled
slip of paper.

““Here's the bill for it, Peggy, if you
want to know,” she said. * id ten
and six for it from John Smith, the
second-hand dealer. It says on the bill
what I paid the monay for.” :

Peggy's heart seemed fo stop bealing
altogether as she looked. It was true.
The bill was for a second-hand sateen
dress blue in colour, with white lace.
Marcia had bought that dress—boughi
it! -

“All 'right ?” Marcia’s taunting voice
seemed to come to Péggy from an im-
mense distance. “And now, perhaps,
you'll explain why you went for me in
such a manner, Peggy Preston? I
thought, whea 1 bought it, that it looked
like a show dress—the sort of thing they

might have at a waxwork show! And
now—" i
Peggy staggared away, white and

shaken.

“My word! It is! T guess everything
now!”  Marcia cried triumphantly.
“(irls, Peggy thought I'd *borrowed '
this dress from her chum. I believe
her chum ‘borrowed ' it first! Peggy
Preston, can yon deny that this dress 13
missing—that your friend Molly has
‘lost ' it?” g

Peggy staggared across the room with-
out a word knowing that every eye was
upon her paliid face and trembiing
gure.

“It's true—it's true!™ Marcia cried,
louder than ever. How quickly she had
managed to guess! “Girls, there's a
dress missing—Peggy can't deny it.
This is the dress that's missing, evi-
dently * Dear, honest little Waxworks
Molly is the one who has lost it. Peggy
Preston!” Her voice arrested Peggy
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at the door. “Turn round! Tl he
kind and make you an offer, if you like
—just to save a scandal over the name
of your old chum. You can have this
dress for the money I gave for it, if yom
like. If you refuse, I'll never make the
offer again! What do you say?”

“I—T'll think about it!” Peggy
mumbled, and then, in a stumbling
rush, she went to her study. There she
dropped into a chair and buried her face
in_her hands.  What had happened?
What had she said? What would the
girls think now ¢

Only one thing, surely—the very
thing she had practically admitted!
The missing dress had Leen sold in

Courtfield. Molly could not have lost
it as she had said. Luck had aided
Marcia to bring the worst suspicion of
all. The whole Form would hear of
what had happened—the whole Form
would believe that Molly Martin was
little belter than a thief!

Anything to Help Her Chum!

AP, tap!
: *Come
listles

y.
Barbara Redfern
appeared in answer to hes
“Hulo, Peggy! Why
down at the nets?” Babs
“I thought you might be
You've only been down
term "
“I—1 wasn't thinking of cricket,
Babs,” said Peggy, with a wan smile.
Babs patted her shoulder softly.
“Buck up, Peggy! Buck up!”
whispered.
get so depressed.

in!" called Peggy
smilingly
call.

aren’t you
exclaimed.
up here,
once this

she

We depend on yen
for cricket, you know! I'll tell you why
I've come hurrying up like this. The
Fifth have challenged us to a game this
afternoon, and Phyllis and 1 have
accepted. Of course, you’ll turn out,
Peggy ™

Peggy wavered. She had wanted to
see Molly this afternoon, but was it fair
to her Cliff House chums to desert
them? They were not flattering her
when they spoke so highly of her bowl-
ing, and Peggy loved cricket herself.
Miss Steel, who encouraged sport,
would give her an evening pass if she
played in the match.

“I'll be pleased to play, Babs,” Peggy

said, “if—if you're not already made
up. But—"

“As theugh we should think of
leaving you out!" said Babs, with
assumed heartiness. *“ You kuow we—
we—oh, Peggy, I can’t evade it. I
know why you're so unhappy; we
all  know. Peggy, you mus'n't

think too much about what has hap-
pened. No omne can do anything but
admire the ripping way you stuck to
your old ec¢hum until—until  that
happened !

Peggy bit her lip, and there followed
an awkward silence. Babs, she knew,
wanted to be sympathetic. But what
was there that Babs could say, and still
be honest about it?

“You'll play, anyway, Peggy?” Babs
said, at last.

“Yes. With—with pleasure,”
mumbled.

Babs squeezed her hand, and reluct-
anily left her study, but that hand
pressure conveyed more than many
words could have done.

Peggy rose when the bell went for
class, and went listlessly to her studies.
The talk of cricket was in the air during
interval, and at dinner-time. ‘' She tried
fo interest hersellf, But it all flew
suddenly from her mind when Boker,
the page, handed her a note as she left
the dining-hall, )

Peggy

“You mustn’'t let yourself |
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A nole—in Molly’s writing !

With tingling pulses she ran to her
study, and tore it open. Why should
Molly send ‘her a note marked
“Urgent”? What had h?pened? She
gazed, in excitement and dismay, at the
message she read:

“My dearest Peggy,—What I have
at last plucked up courage to ask you is
more ithan I ought ever to hope or ex-
pect, and I don’t mind if you refuse, at
all.  The fact is that they have only
just informed me that my song will be
heard this afterncon in -Courtfield at
three o’clock, and it will be over in less
than an hour. It means that I have got
to leave the waxworks, and Mrs. Jordan
is away, and I can’t get her to take my
place.

“But I can’t miss this opportunity,
Peggy, when I have hoped so much to
have it. I am going to slip out for an
hour and irust to luck. I know it is
asking an awful lot of you, but could
you come down here this afternoon and
just see that the visitors who come
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enthusiasie, “Want to hear Bessie's
idea of how to do the hat trick 7"

Peggy forced the words by a great
effort :

“No, The—the fact of the maiter,
Babs, is that T want to be excused from
playing this afternoon!”

“What ¥

Everyone seemed to ask the question
at once.

“I—I've. pot to go out, you see,”
Peggy apologised. “I'm awfully sorry,
but I—1 can’t do anything else.”

Barbara Redfern’s smile was gone,

“Peggy! You're never going to let us
down at the last minute?”

“1 must go out,” said Peggy haltingly.

Babs stared at her in obvious dismay,

“Atl least, Peggy,” she said at last,
A will assure us of one thing. It
isn't anything to do with Molly that
utakes you leave the team?”

Peggy lelt the colour” coming to her
cheeks,

“Yaa ¥

¢he said, “it 1s because of

{ i |

G.‘.ﬁ‘_:-u‘s"wq

E"oun" ! Peq?y leapt forward, and catching Marcia by the arm caused
her to break off abruptly from the cruel and spiteful rhyme.

in don’t damage anything?
only fear and is the only thing that
would annoy Mrs. Jordan—she won't
mind me going otherwise.”

Peggy’s brain whirled.

This was the day of the first examina-
tion. It was a preliminary to the real
test but it might make or mar her old
chum’s future. What else could she do
but heed that appeal for her help?

Her mind was instantly made up.

There would be-a dozen more cricket
matches before the end of term. There
might never be another chance like this
for Molly. She had made that promise
in the past, to stand by her and help
her, if ever she was able, She had
meant it.’

Yes, and she was still loyal to Molly
—still her friend. She would not
believe what malicions tongues had
whispered against her. Her course was
clear. She rose and walked to No. 4

L

study. i
“Come in, Peggy! called Babs
turning from a cricket con-

cheerily,
versation with several of the team’s

That is my 1

There was a long and heavy silence.

““Nothing will make you c!)mug-! your
mind 77 asked Babs at last.

“Nothing, I’'m afraid.”

Bahs aigﬁed heavily.

“Then I'm sorry, Peggy,” she said.
“Y¥You force me to speak. I didn’t want
t2 do it. You're not doing the right
thing. Everyone in the Form feels that.
It isn’t fair to us or to the Form to leave
us like this and go to Molly!"

“Why not?” panted Peggy.

“We know the sort of girl she has
proved herself to be?” said Babs steadily.
“She's no friend of yours, Peggy. it
can’t be all talk—"

““Oh, it is—it is!"” Peggy burst out, in
sudden anger. *You don't give her a
chance! T didn’t think you'd ever be so
;la]l;j on a girl! I will see her whenever

ike.” ;

And with that she flung out of the
study and returned along the passage,
panting.

What had she said? Already she was
sorry for those rash, angry words te

THE ScHoon Frienn.—No. 156,
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girls who had been such good chums.
But she had been unable to help herself.
It was love for a dear chum, for an old
chum, that she had spoken. The words
had come from her heart. No one
should turn her from Molly !

With sudden resolution she picked up
her hat and coat and put them -on.

Five minultes later, without sceing
anyone else, Peggy was leaving the
school. - S8he hurried for Courtfield, and
arrived well before three o'clock. Molly
was amazed ‘and delighted to see her—
and fearful as well. It was so good of
Peggy, she said; and Peggy knew that
she meant every word. Had it been
quite easy for her to leave the school?
Had she had to sacrifice anything? Those
were her first thoughtful questions.

Peggy glossed over difficulties with &n
ease that she was far from feeling. If
Mrs. Jordan did fiot mind as long as
there was someone to supervise, she said,
Molly had better start as soon as possible.

And so Molly, after taking the card
announcing her performance from the
window, started—with Peggy Preston's
wishes for good luck still ringing in her
ears.

She went along the street so excited
that at first she did not see two figures
standing together, talking. Then, with
a sudden gasp of surprise, Molly observed
them—and one was Marcia Loftus. She
was talking to a lady whom Molly had
seen before. Abruptly changing her
course, Molly crossed the road.

But Peggy did not see anything of that
as she paced up and down inside the
little exhibition, waiting for the first
customers,

What a queer thing she was doing!

Here she was, instead of playing in
the first cricket match of the term, taking

the strange part that Molly, her old
chum, took to earn-her living!
She heard steps in the shop. and

peeped between the curtains that divided
the main part from this smaller room.
Her heart leapt. For the moment she
was frozen with horror.

Her first customer was Miss Bullivant !

Miss Bullivant, of Cliff House!

Pegey's heart began to flutter wildly.
True, she was wearing the mask, but that
would never be sufficient to disguise he:
from the CLff House mistress. And she
mustn’t be caught here! Miss Bullivant
would order her back to the school im-
mediately—she knew that.

. She must hide!
| Desperately Peggy glanced around her.
Hide! But where?

A wild idea came into her brain. It
seemed the only thing to do.

With a lightning movement she was
on one of the side platforms where the
figures stood. She had grasped the large
hat and cloak of one of the female
figures, and was, pulling them on herself,
She. kicked the card across so that it
stood just beneath her. And hardly had
she taken up a rigid attitude than Miss
Bullivant appeared !

Would she see through the new *wax-
work figure "?

Peggy hardly dared to breathe.

She felt that some movement must
betray her tp the mistress. She feared
that her eves would blink at the wrong
moment, or she would sway. Thank
goodness the other figures were very
realistically made!

Miss Bullivant stood still, looking
everywhere. Never had Peggﬁ seen her
look quite so keen, so eager. She glanced

here and there, then suddenly erossed to
the curtains at the end of the room. She
looked behind them in every corner.
As though she was searching for some-
one—hoping to find someone hera !
Peggy's heart seemed to sto
goether as Miss Bullivant turn
Tue ScHooL FmIEND.—No. 135,
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and ran her eyes over the figures. Yes,
she looked at Peggy. Peggy was certain
of that, although her own gaze was fixed
staringly on the wall. The mistress even
moved nearer to her. And then she
turned away, '

But not for a full two minutes did
Peggy dare to move from her position.
It was only when she was postiive that

' Miss Bullivant must have left the build-

ing that she descended from the stage,
trembling, the hot colour in her cheeks,
marvelling at her escape.’

Why had Miss Bullivant come here?

Peggy could not answer that question,
but it had upset her for the afternoon.

Other curious visitors came in, but to
them Peggy was an almost dumb guide,
only once making any real attempt to
play the part of Marvellous Molly. All
the time she was fearing that Miss Bulli-
vant might come back again, or that
;ameone else would appear, and recognise

er.

She will never forget the fAutter of
anxiety in which she remained until
Molly at last rea]:geared. And then—

Agitated was Peggy, but her chum
seemed even more s0.

“I—I don’t think I can possibly have
passed my exam,” Molly whispered
tremblingly.

“You don’t ?” Peggy exclaimed, almost
as agitated as Molly. “Oh, surely,
dear——"

“*The—the examining gentleman was
so stern!” Molly explained nervousiy.
“I did my best, Peggy—I did, really.
—I believe T sang as well as I've ever
done, But I was so eager to do some-
thing fine; and he only nodded, and said
that he’d write to me. And-—and when
I came out I wasn't looking where 1 was
going and I nearly got run over.”

Peggy patted her back reassuringly.

“Then that is what has made you feel
more nervous, Molly!” she exclaimed.
“But, thank goodness, you're still safe
and sound. Molly, if you've done that—
why, I'm sure that there’ll be a more
hopeful verdiet than you expect! Keep
your spirits up!”

Peggy stayed a little while longer, and
then bade her chum farewell. She
walked away from the shop, fecling that
she had at least done her duty. The
promise was partly redeemed; she had
made it possible for Molly to attend her
first examination. There would be un-
pleasantness in the Form because she had
left the cricket team so unavoidably at
the last moment. But what did that
matter? It was the price that she had
to pay for her loyalty to an old chum.

Loyal, yes! * Peggy still believed in
Molly implicitly, in spite of everything.
Little couid she guess, as she walked
back to the school, the shattering blow
that was still to fall—the blow that would
try her to her heart!

The Last Straw !

i EGGY PRESTON! Where have
P you been?”
*  Peggy was startled and
amazed to find Miss Steel, the
Fourth-Form mistress waiting for her.
Her expression was sterr, and her voice
was hard. The sight of her filled Peggy
with a strange apprehension.

“I1—I've been to see a friend, Miss
Steel,” said Peggy.

“Oh! Who was this friend, Peggv'”

‘“ My old school friend, Molly. Martin,"

“Where did you two go?”

Poggy was silent. They had gone
nowhere together.

“You had better tell me, Peggy. I
want an exact description of your move-
ments this afterncon.”

Peggy was still silent. How could she
tell what she had been doing? Why did
Miss Steel want to know?
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“Very well, Peggy.” said the mistress,
“Go up to your study now. I will seo
you again.”

Peggy went upstairs: In the passage
she came on Barbara Redfern and
several of her chums. They stopped
talking at sight of her, and Babs came
forward.

“Peggy! What ever have you been
doing this afternoon?” exclaimed Babs,
in a strange voice.

“Doing?" burst out Peggy. “Oh, 1
had to go out—there was nothing élse
for it. I didn’t let the team down inten-
tionally—""

“It isn't that, Peggy.” said Babs.
“Tt's this business about the ecinema,
where—but there, 'm not going to be-
lieve it! I know you can explain where
you've been. You haven’t been out
with Molly to the pictures, have you?”

“Good gracious, no!” said Peggy.
She stared at the grave faces of her
Fourth-Form chums. “What do you
mean, Babs? What is all this mystery
about the cinema?”

“ Homething rather unforlunate has
happened,” said Babs.

“Unfortunate! How! What is it?”

“T'll tell you,” said Babs. “Someone
has telephoned to the school during the
afternoon to say that two girls were
ordered out of the Courtficld cinema an
hour or so ago. They created quite a
scene inside. One of them wore a CIliff
Houze hat-band, and appeared to be a
Fourth-Former. Miss Sieel is trying to
find out who the girl was.”

Peggy Preston recoiled.

“And she suspects me, Babs?" she
breathed.

“Miss Steel, like everyone else, doesn’t
know what to think,” said Babs slowly.
“She—oh, Peggy, it wasn't you, was it?
You wern’t there with Molly Martin this

afternoon?”

“Of course nal, Babs!" Peggy
answerad instantly, “But—but why
should anyone think soch a thing?”

“ Because there's a story going round
the Form that vou were seen there!™
Babs answered. * Goodness knows who
started it. But none of us would believa
it of Peggy, would we, girls?V

“No. It was too bad altogether,”
they answered.

“You can explain where you were,
Peggy, of course?” Babs asked anxiously.

Peggy did not reply to that. Could
she explain? It meant describing her
own good turn. It meant telling Molly's
secrel. Peggy was more sure than ever
that Molly had an enemy.

“You can't tell?” said Babs, after a
long silence.

“No,” said Peggy, and suddenly
looked up. ““Oh, I know you think I'm
mistaken in my old chum. I'm not!

She’d never be the sort of girl you've
been thinking her to be. I—I want to
think things out. Only I can tell you
this—I've never been near the cinema
this afternoon.”

Peggy went into her study and dropped
into a chair, She was dazed and be-
wildered, not knowing what to think.
There was a tap at the door, and she
looked up in surprise to ses Marcia
Loftus.

“What do you want, Marcia?" said
Peggy, shortly.

Marcia closed the.door very carefully
and came acrozs the study, a nervous
smile flickered about the corners of her
month.

“T want to speak to you—about the
cinema,” said Marcia.

“What is it?”

“Tve been out Lhi: alternoon myself,”
said Marcia.

“ Good gracious!

Then you're thes

A girl Miss Steel wants?” Peggy ejaculated.
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: Mareia watched her with twitching
ips.
“Yes. But you won't tell abont it,
Peggy,” she said.

Pegey jumped up in her chair,

“1 shall if you don’t confess yourself !”
she cried. “I'm not going to be blamed
for what you've done—"

“8sessh !” warned Marcia.

“Why should I not speak?” Peggy
demanded.

Marcia answered her in more of a hiss
than a whisper.

“Because of who I was with, Peggy
Preston! See! I wasn't alone at all.
I was with your friend—Molly!"

“Molly!" panted Peggy.

“Yes! I was mad to go ouf with her,
but she said she wanted a spree and
would tell me some more things. It was
her bad manners—"

“1 don't believe it—I don’t believe
it!"” choked Peggy Preston.

Marcia stepped back, z sneering smile
on her face.

“ All right, then!” she mocked her
pale, trembling companion. * Speak if
vou like, and then I'll tell everyome
about Molly, and just what she did!
You'll be sorry ii that happens, Peggy
Preston !

“Molly hasn’t been out with _you!"
panted Peggy. . “T know it! I know
where she wen -

“To a musical exam?”
Marcia, and laughed outright at Peggve
amazed ° and  horrified expression.
“That's what she told you, eh? Ha,
ha, ha! 1 guessed that was her story,
Peggy Preston, from what she said.
"And I know where you've been this
afternoon, too! Miss Bullivant is a
witness, if necessary, that Molly was
away from the waxworks!”

“How do you know this?”
huskily.

“Oh, T saw that!” Marcia returned.
“ Ag a matter of fact, we were watching.
Does that satisfy yoa? Are veu going to
speak now, and—and give your friend
away as well as me?®”

“Molly wasn't with you,” muttered

said Peggey

Peggy.
“All right ! Speak. and then it will Le
proved!" returned Marcia. * Miss Steel
and everyone will know the sort of girl
vou've n assoeizting with, and it will
all eome out. I'll see that they knotv
everything! I don’t suppose she’ll keep
her job at the waxworks after that!"”

Marcia backed slowly towards the door.

Peggy watched her as though fascin-
ated. She saw the greenish ghnt in her
eyes, and saw them wavering, too,
There was something strangely {earful
as well as triumphant about Marcia. But
Peggy could not consider that then.

The door closed, and Marcia had gone.
Peggy lowered her eyes at last and
buried her face in her hands.

Molly—with Marcia?

It seemed too dreadful to contemplate
at first. Molly associating with Mareia,
her enemy? The musical examination
all a fraud? Everything wasted time?

Marcia’'s words were a‘;nning in her
ears. Marcia knew everything? From
whom could she have learnt about that
secret change this afterncon if not from

Molly?

\Tﬁf had Molly come back in such an
agitated state? Why had she told Peggy
that she did not think <he had passed—
as though she was preparing her to hear,
at some later time, that she had failed!

The door opened suddenly—how long
after Marcia’s disappearance Peggy
could not say.

“Peggy!” said Miss Steel's voice.

Peggy rose dumbly to her feet. She
knew why Miss Steel had come. What
was she to say to her? She had not re-

chuckled |
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flected on that. Was she to give away
the guilty girl, or—1

** Have you decided to make any state-
ment to me, Peggy ?” asked Miss Steel.

Peggy stood, with thumping heart,
trying to think what she should do.

“You are still silent?” asked Miss
Steel, frigidly. “Very well, Peggy
Preston, I will not prolong a painful
matter. I am shocked to think that such
an occurence has happened, and so
early in the term, too! Already I have
had to reprove yon for an exhibition of
bad manners. You will be gated for the
rest of the week, and wil also write two
hundred lines, Peggy. Also, you will not
artend the entertainment arranged for
this evening. 1 am sorry 1 have ever
had to deal with such a case.”

Miss Steel turned away.

Peggy went back into the study and
closed the door.

She heard a voice in the passage say,
quite loudly:

“(Of course, we know why she wouldn’t
say anything! She didn't want ques-
tions asked about Molly !”
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Pegey could never believe thai Molly
hed been false to her this afternoon.

How did Marcia know so much 7 There
was some cther explanation. Someone
—someone—must have seen that letter
that Molly wrote to her, asking her to

come to the exhibition. Who? Peggy
could not tell. But things had gone too
far now—they must be straightened

somehow. Peggy felt that she could not
bear to think of anything else until this
mystery was cleared up.

She rose suddenly and donned, almost
mechanically, her hat and coat. She had
forgotten the gating. She was going to
Courtfield now, at once, to see Molly and
find out why everything kept on going
wrong. :

It was the supreme {lest of Peggy
Preston’s loyalty to an old chum: New,
in the hour when she should have
doubted most. her trust was stronger and
firmer than ever. It wasn't Molly's
fault:

In the passage girls were still standing
about, talking. Peggy glanced at none
of them. Scattered seraps of conversa-

- e
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WILL SHE BE RECOGNISED

turned and, running her eyes over th2 figuras,

Peggy's hsart seemed to stop
altogether as Miss Bullivant
lookad direct [at Peggy.

And it sounded like Marcia Loftus’s
voice.

Peggy hid her face in her hands again,
and tried to choke back the tears. Marcia
again! What a double game Marcia was
playing mnow, as always. She had
threatened Peggy to silence; now she
was making capital out of it, althcugh
i6_lP'eggy she had admitted her own
guilt !

Peggy bit her lip as a swift shudder
passed through her.

Why had she heeded Marcia? Why
had she believed her? No, it was not
really belief—Marcia’'s accusation had
just scemed to stun her for the time
Le' If she bad not been so upset, she
would have told Miss Steel evervthing
just now }

She tried to face the situation, and
what it came to.

Did she believe Marcia ?

No! Perhaps, for the moment she had
wavered; she had doubted. But now
the old conviction came back to her with
added strength. Marcia had not told her
the truth! It was false for her to say
that she had been out with Molly !

tion reached her ears. The girl didu't
appreciate Miss Primrose’'s kindhess at
all, they were saying. Most of them
would stay away from the enterlainment
as a protest.  But Peggy did not heed
what it was hbout, as she sped swiftly
down the stairs towards the quadrangle.

*“Stop! Peggy—come here!”

The ery came just as she reached the
gates. It was in the voice of Miss Steel.
Peggy knew that instantly ; she realised,
at the same moment, what she was doing.
Only momentarily she paused. In another
second she had gone out and was in the
lane.

“Stop, Peggy!” came a last order—
and then silence. Peggy knew what she
had done. She had broken out, and
Miss Steel knew that her punishment had
been defied.

“But 1 must go—I must!” Peggy
muttered. “I've got to see Molly and
find out how it is that Marcia can plot
against her and always win.”

And Peggy went hurrying on. It was
defiance, although she considered it justi-
fied. Snppocing Marcia was righ!, alter
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all, and Molly had been deceiving her
—but she wouldn't think of that! It
couldn’t be—it couldn’t!

She passed a cart in Friardale; heard
its driver asking for Cliff House. Put
she was too anxious to give it one curicus
glance.

And so, at last, Peggy came to Court-
field. It was a long walk, and had 1-

ied a full hour. During that hour she

d had time to dwell on many matters
in her mind. If she had told Molly more,
perhaps so many things would not have
gone wrong? Anyway, she would see.

The door of the waxwork -exhibition
was shut, and there was a note pinned
to it. Peggy Preston read it with dared
eyes:

“Qpe'ning at eight o'clock this even-

ing.

ghut- until eight! Then where was
Molly? Had she broken out and come
here on a wild-goose chase—had she
risked everything in vain? Dully she
went into the adjoining shop and made
inquiries.

“Why, they've gone to give a little
show at your school, miss—CLff House,”
said the man behind the counter.
*“Didn’t you know about it?”

“CLff House?” repeated Peggy, in a
dazed voice. :

“Yes. Your headmistress arranged
for it this afternoon, so I'm told. They're
not very busy until late in the evening.
One of thé mistresses came this after-
noon to see about it, and went off to
fix it up with Mrs. Jordan. It's that
clever Miss Molly that got them such
an engagement.”

Peggy thanked him and came ont of
the shop. =

She remembered everything now. Miss
Steel had spoken of an entertainment.
She knew part of Miss Bullivant's reason
for appearing there this afternoon. She
remembered the girls speaking about
staying away from the Hall—as a pro-
test. She recalled that cart in Friardale.

What a duffer she had been to make
such a muddle of everything in her pre-
occupation ! If only she had listened she
would have known that Molly was com-
ing to the school, She must have actually
_passed her on the way. Now she was
three or four miles away, and perhaps
the entertainment was already in pro-

gress,

She had muddled everything ! Probably
when she returned, Molly would be gone
—and in goodness only knew what fresh
disgrace ! Miss Stéel would punish her
for defying her orders! Everything was
wrong !

What could she possibly do mext?

OLLY MARTIN’S exhibition at
ClLiff House was about to com-
Chiefly on Barbara Redfern’s
pleading, most of the Fourth Form girls
had come to applaud. In their eyes
Molly was already condemned and *“un-
asked to come here. They did not mean
to give her any encouragement.
Former who looked pleased. That girl
was Marcia Loftus, She grinned at the
rounded by the few waxworks that had
been brought, and then grinned across
EVERY MONDAY_pRice 2°
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Lifting the Veil at Last!
mence. -
were attending. Few of them, however,
masked.” They were sorry she had been
But there was at least one Fourth
masked girl who stood on the stage, sur-
NSWER
S
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at a girl sitting at the back of the hall
with a stylishly-dressed lady, said to be
Mrs. Jordan, the proprietress of the
show, The girl came across to Marcia
and whispered.

“All right

Marcia nodded. :

“Yes. I think that Molly will go down
this evening in the estimation of a few
of them!” sha_ chuckled softly. “I
managed to add something lo the paper
you told me about! You watch for
events,”

“1 shall!” nodded the other, laughed,
and returned to her seat.

Molly had started her entertainment.
At first she asked for dates and events
connected with her figures, and, as usual,
supplied little verses that were simple
but witty and ingenious., Then she went
further, holding short dialogues with the
figures that had been brought. She made
the final announcement that she would
endeavour to deal with a few Cliff House
characters and incidents, and consulted
a paper lying on the table in front of her.

And that was where Marcia sat up
afresh, with an anticipatory smile. They
were notes that Molly had, placed there
by Mrs. Jordan herself, after a chat with
Miss Primrose. But Marcia had seen
that further notes had been supplied.

The first was about Piper—"“a porter
who kept by the gates there, and slept !”
—and raiseg a peal of laughter. :

The second attempt that -she made
dealt with sport at the school.

The third—to the horror of everyone
except Marcia—dealt with a certain
Miss Steel who was supposed to have
left the school.

Molly was constructing a rhyme about
a Miss Steel who had been compelled to
resign because of bullying the girls, She
stammered and looked uneasy as she
went on with it. The growing silence
in the hall warmed her that something
had gone wrong.

With a sudden movement Miss Steel
leapt to her feet

“Stop!”

Molly paused in the middle of a sen-
tence.

“ Miss Primrose, there is some mistake
here! What this girl is saymg—neither
L nor anyone else can be expected to
listen to 1t !”

And then Marcia was on her feet as

well.

“It's o shame! We can all sce what
the girl is driving at!" she cried.

“Hear, hear!” a voice added. '

Molly was standing rigidly still. The
air of the hall seemed electric.  Miss
Primrose was on her feet as well, be-
wildered and annoyed. The girls were
wondering whatever would happen.

But they were not prepared for what
did actually occur.

At that very moment the swing-doors
of the hall burst open. .

Through’ them burst Peggy Preslon,
and behind her came an elderly man.
They both stopped still, but only for the
moment. Before a stylishly-dressed girl
at the back of the hall could move out of
sight the man suddenly raised a hand
and pointed.

“There is the girl
said huskily. . .

Peggy started forward. At the same
moment Miss Steel moved and held her
arm.

“Peggy, what is the meaning of this
interruption ?”’ she breathed. “Take a
seat somewhere immediately. 1 have
something to say to you at some later
time.”

Peggy trembled.

*Oh, Miss Steel,” she gasped, “if that
15 the case, it is just another plot! I
can explain it—I know I can! There is
a girl—- "

there, miss,” he

- Oh, she is trying to escape !
And with that breathless gasp, Peggy

Twopence.

E

managed to slruggle away fromn Miss
Steel, and went rushing across the hall,

- The smartly-dressed girl who * had
been stealing so rapidly towards the door
was just too late. Pcﬁgy seized her arm
apd whirled her round. She found her-
self staring at Priscilla Dayton, Marcia's
new friend.

“Oh!” Priscilla gasped, as though sur-
prised. “What is the matter?  What
do you want "

“1 want you to confess!”
in a hard voice.

“Confess?” The girl stared at her.
“Why, you must be mad, Peggy! What
have I to confess to? What is the matter
with youn?” >

Miss Steel had come hurrying forward,
with Miss Primrose close beﬁind her,
The elderly man who had accompanied
Peggy had also drawn near, and so had
Mus, Jordan, the waxworks proprietress.

“You understand, Priscilla Bayton!"
said Pegg{) sternly. “You know what
I mean! Do you recognise this gentle-
man who has eome all the way from
Courtfield with me? He is a second
hand dealer—Mr. John Smith. Ha
knows yon, Priscilla—you once sold
something to him. Now do you under
stand what I mean?"

But the next one to speak was not
Priscilla. It was Mrs. Jordan who
exclaimed:

“This is all a mistake, I am sure—
some muddled identity!” she cried.
“You are spezking to my daughter, and
her name is not griscilln and never has
been. She is called Nora—Nora
Jordan !

Peggy Preston looked staggered for
the mement.

“She is Nora—your daughter?” she
gasped. Then her look changed to one
of trinmph. “Why, then that explainy
everything—everything that has puzzled
me so much!” She took a step nearer
to Nora Jordan and looked into her eyes.
“1 think,” she said very quietly, *that
it would be better if you told the story
yourself.”

And Nora, suddenly losing the whola
theatrical pose, dropped her eyes, clung
to her mother, and said in a trembling

whisper :
“Yes; I'm caught! Tl tell-1 will,

LAt

really !

said Peggy,

- . . .
It was under as dramatic conditions a3

could be imagined that Nora Jordan,

alias Priscilla Bayton, told her story.

From first to last, but never suspected
by anyone, she had been Molly Martin's
midden enemy !

It was easy to understand it now.
For she was the daughter of whom
Molly had once spoken—the daughter
whose existence they had all forgotten.
Why was she Molly's enemy? Even
Bessie could have guessed that now.
For Molly to win her musical scholar-
ship would mean that stage-struck Nora
would have to take to the waxwork exhi-
bition that she despised and hated,
although it had always been her
mother's livelihood !

That was why she had been, in reality,
as deeply against Molly in secret as
Marcia -, had  been  openly. But
Priscilla had always been *‘acting "'—she
had always “ posed " before the Fourth-
Formers, and deceived them as to her
true charecter.

Of ccurse, there were other explana-
tions which she gave freely in her con-
fession. How had she known of that
exzmination that belonged to the past?’
th' she knew the girl who had been
really guilty of cheating—it was & cousin
of hers, whose name was instantly
familiar to Peggy Preston. That
accounted for the strange familiarily that
they had noticed in * Priscilla” horself.

And it was not really wonderful that
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the should happen to be in possession of
such information, cousidering that she
and Marcia had met in Peggy's home
town during the Easter holidays. That
was wherg their acquaintance had
etarted; that was why, when they had
met in Courtfield during the time of the
waxwork exhibition, they had been able
to plot together so whole-heartedly—
Nora against Marcia, and Marcia
apainst Peggy.

She admitted it all now—everything

that there was to tlell—seeing that
nothing would now save her from the
indignant eentence that her mother had
already proncunced on her. No longer
thould” she lead an idle life attending
“dramatic academies!” Nora's duties
“l. the exhibition were {o start the next
day !
She told her story co frankly that
Peggy could see the small amount of
real justification that she had had in
acting as she had done. All along, as
Peggy could now recell, ““Prisaila ”
had not worked =0 miuch to humiliate
Molly as to keep her away from a chum
who was likely to encourage her to go in
for the musical examination, and help
her with her studies! That was all she
wanted—Molly to remain satisfied with
her position. It was when Marcia® had
taken a hand that the more ugly events
had taken place.

But Nora did not shield Marcia. Of
course, they had been hand-in-glove, but
Marcia had suggested ‘‘Priscilla’s
taking of the dress and eelling it to John
Smith, so that Marcia could *“‘buy’ 1t
there, and so shame Peggy Presion.
How "had *“Priscilla ™ got the dress?
With the greatest of ease. She was
always able to use her mother’s key
when the waxwork exhibition was not
open. Bhe had entered {o tear up
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Molly's examination papers. She had,
in the same way, left that dress of
Marefa's to be worn for one night, and
“pborrowed " the other, so that Molly
might fall under a suspicion that would
cause Peggy to “drop ” her,

Who haﬁ scribbled on the wall? Not
Molly, nor Marcia. It was ‘‘Priscilla,”
the girl whom no one seemed ever likely
to suspect of such a thing. Marcia's
eavesdropping had apprised them of
Peggy’s plan to sing to the waiting gitl
They had concocted “evidence " with-
out, diffieulty. . 3

Even the stir during this " evening's
performance was a last attempt on
Marcia’s part to humiliate Molly. Mrs.
Jordan’s daughter, having such ‘“‘inside
knowledge,” knew of the paper of
“prompts ” that was to_be put on the
table for Molly’s help. It had naot been
difficult for Marcia to add the words
against Miss Steel's name that had
threatened to cause such a stir.

Who had "been - expelled from ihe
cinema? Marcia and her friend Nora,
of course!

A long confession: but at least it was
an honest one. ‘‘Priscilla ”’ admitted
everything—even to the opportunity
that chance had afforded her ¢f reading
Molly's letter written that morning.
And then there was ncthing left unex-
plained that the girls could not guess—
no single slur on the names of Molly
and her gallant Cliff House chum, Peggy
Preston !

. . . . .

At the termination of the wonderful
scend that marked the feting of Peggy
Preston in the Common-room that even-
ing, she was pressed by the repentant
girls to explain how she had managed to
unmask a plot that, in all the annals of
Cliff House, had few rivals. :
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“It was only by hard thinking when I
was in the lig]vllesl, corner of all,” Peggy
confessed laughingly. *And yet I can't
understand now why I didn't guess it at
first. If I hadn’t known Molly s=o
well—"

“1f you hadn't been such a wonderful
chum, and so loyal, you mean!"” smiled
Augusta  Anstruther - Browne. She
looked across at the chair where Molly
Martin was sifting shyly with the others.
“Molly, you and I sﬁam the friendship
of Peggy, I think; and, in my opinion,
we're two of the luckiest girls at ClLiff
Housze.”

“I'm sure we are!” Molly exclaimed, -
and then blushed more than ever.

Molly, here? Yes, it was that that
completed Peggy Preston’s joy to-might.
Mrs. Jordan, to make up for the wrongs
that her employee had suffered, was pay-
ing for her to remain at Cliff House to
have special musical instruction until her
examinations were over!

And Marcia—what had happened to
her? Marcia was in bed at that moment,
sent there after an exemplary caning that
should certainly teach her beiter, to say
nothing of her fortnight’s strict gating!

Tt proved a jolly evening—a wonder-
fully jolly evening. For Molly it was
one long, sheer delight, for the girls
were doing everything they could pos-
sibly do to atone for the suspicions that
had proved so unwarranted. And Molly
was tq have several more of these jolly
evenings before her exam—an examina-
tion, let it be said, that she was going
to pass with flying colours, and for ever
get out “of the rut of that blind-alley
occupation.

And this joyful ending had all come
about through Peggy Preston’s loyalty {0
her in memory of the old days!

THE END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.
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“ FRIENDSHIP FORBIDDEN ! ”
“THE SICKALMAN'S DAUCHTER!”
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“SCHOOIL FRIEND?” be a |

“CLARA TREVLYN” NUMBER.
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THE PRINCIPAL CHARACTERS.
OLIVE WALTERS, a pretty, golden-haired
girl of fourteen, who attends St. Mildred's
School as a day boarder.

TOM WALTERS, Olive's father, a signalman
who was on duty at “Gosbridge Box."
M. THEODORE DUKE, a big financier, and

the father of
SYBIL DUKE, who, with Olive, is a member
of the Fifth Form at St. Mildred's.

Olive’s mother had becn ill for some time,
and her iliness suddenly took a segious tura.
Olive rushed away to fetch her father, who,
putting the signals at “danger.” risked
leaving the box for a few minutes.

A special, bearing Mr. Duke, on important
business, was shortly due. A ruffian in the
cmploy of an enemy of Mr. Duke's tampered
with the levers, and knocked Tom Walters
to the ground as he returned to the box.
The special erashed into some trucks, block-
ing the line, before it could properly pull up,
and was derailed, Mr Duke being injured.
The signalman was discharged, and made to
leave the cottage, and the family fook
lodgings in a poor quarter.

Meanwhile, Olive was having a very bad
time of it at St. Mildred's. A piece of
scheming on the part of Sybil Duke resulted
in Olive's being shunned by almost the whole
Form. But the crushing blow came when
the bank in which her father had invested
his small savings failed. Then Olive, heed-
less of what anyone might think, sang in
the street to.earn money, ul_:d wonderful was
bier success.

(Read on from here.)

A Surprise for Olive’s Father!

LIVE felt there was no shame in
O singing in Lthe streets.
It was not as if she were
begging. The money Old
Sam had collected had been given
because her singing had been appreci-
ated and surely she had as much right
to sell her talent in this way as had a
singer on a concert platform or a stage,
who earned a huge weekly salary for so
doing.

Al;l1lr the same, she hoped her school-
fellows would not find out. ;

Olive had had much biiter experience
of how cruel and snobbish they could
be, and she shuddered to think of their
scornful laughter and contempt even if
it was but pretended, should they dis-
cover how she was keeping the wolf from
her parents’ door.

0ld Sam returned to her, his hat heavy
with coppers and small silver coins,
He was so excited that he could scarcely
speak for a moment, and when he
laughed delightedly, the sound had a
touch of hysteria about it.

“It's wonderful, missy—wonderful!”
he declared, when he did find his voice.
#1 would never have believed we could
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have collected so much. We must have
two pounds or more, altogether.”

“Bravo!" Olive exclaimed cheerily,
though there were tears of relief and
joy mn her eves. “We will count it
when we reach home. But wait! I
must sing one more song. It is only
right to these people, after they have
been so generous.”

With alacrity, old S8am hobbled round
his harmonium, and seated himself
before it.

“What shall it be this time, missy?”
he asked, looking up at her enguiringly.

*“* The Old Folks at Home," I think.”
answered Olive, for she was thinking of
her mother and father. ‘Yes, please
play that, Sam. It—it is very suitable
to-night.” :

Thé notes of the aged instrument
made music beneath the old man's
fingers. Olive sang the old, old song

she had named, finishing it just as the
Hippodrome's doors were opened, and
the people began to file into the
building.

Nevertheless, those remaining still
outside applauded her with a will, and,
as the girl smiled her acknowledgments,
she was well satisfied with the recep-
tion of this, her final song.

“That's all for to-night, Sam,” Olive

said. * Let us go home now, and count
and share our takings. If you are
willing, we will come out again to-

morrow evening, and see if we can re-
peat our wonderful success.”

“If I am willing! I should say I was,
missy,” the old man cried. *““And don’t
you worry about being successful !
Singing like yours couldn’t fail to appeal
to people—take it from me. I do not
think I have heard quite as sweet a
voice as yours for many years. But
look here, Missy! I don't like taking
half the money. I say again that it was
your singing that earned it, not my
playing. Give me, say a quarter, and
I'll be more than content.”

“You are going to have half, and
then I shall insist upon paying half of
Paddy’s vet.'s fee,” Olive persisted.
“J couldn’t have done it, Sam, without
you. 1 am sure I should have been
too nervous to stand in the street alone
and sing. Besides, your accompaniment
made my singing ten times better than
it would have been without it—ten times
more noticeable.”

The old man shook his white head in
protest, but Olive meant to have her
own way sbout the divison of their earn-
ings,

Tha girl helped him hoist his har-
monium on to his back, then they set
off back to the tenement building.

In its passage, a gas jet flickered in
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a wire cage. The passage chanced to
be -deserted, and producing the money
they had taken, old Sam placed it in
piles upon the stone stairs, counting the
coppers into shillings, and laying the
silver for the present on one side.

There proved to be twenty-eight and
tenpence in copper coins, and, when
Olive counted the silver that totalled
to fourteen shillings, making a grand
total of forty-two shillings and ten-
pence.

The girl took a pound, and forced the
remainder upon the still-protesting
Sam.

“You have got to take it!" she =aid,
stamping her foot in mock anger. *“‘The
odd two-and-ten will be enough to cover
the fee for the veterinary surgeon,
expect, and we shall have paid half each.
When will you take him?”

“T have half a mind to take him right
away, missy. It's past the hours of the
vet. I am thinking of, but he is a nice
young fellow, from what I have heard
of him, and I do not expect he'd mind
looking to Paddy, if he is in.”

“Go and get him now, Sam,” Olive
urged, “I will come with you, if it is
not too far. I feel anxious to know if
poor Paddy can be made well.”

0ld Sam nodded his agreement.

He toiled up the stairs with his har-
monium on his back, and Olive stood at
the foot of the staircase, awaiting his
return.

He was smiling, when he presently
came down the stairs, with the dog in
his arms.

“He seems a little befter, missy," he
announced, “but I will take him, all the
same. The vets place is only round
the corner, and the journey will not
take us long.”

Olive nodded, and moved towards the
exit of the building, old Sam hobbling
by her side with the sick dog.

They were fortunate. The veterinary
surgeon was at home.

“It's out of hours, you know,” he
said, “but bring your dog in, and I
will see if I can determine what 1is
wrong with him.”

Old Sam carried the faithful, shaggy-
coated creature into the vet.’s consult-
ing-room, and Olive followed. Here
Paddy was laid upon the table, and the
vet.,, who was quite a young man, with
a grave and kindly face, thoroughly ex-
amined him.

“It’s old age principally that is his
trouble,” he declared. “He hus a
severe cold into the bargain, though,
and you anust not bring him out again
until he is better, once you get him

[ home. Don't you play a harmonium in
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the sirecls whilst he performs? I
seem (o have seen you doing so.”

" Yes, sir,” Sam answered, “but"—
with a grateful glance towards Olive—
“there’s no need to take him out now.”

“Good! Then follow my advice
with him, and give him a dose of the
medicine I will make vou up, as directed
upon the bottle, and you wiii soon have
him well again. All right, old chap "—
patting Paddy, as he turned his faithful
brown eves upon him—“I'll not hurt
you. am going to make you like a
puppy again.’

He disappeared into an inner room,
presently to return with a botile con-
taining a dark liquid, which he handed
io old Sam.

“Three times a day—it's on the
hottle if you forget,”” he said. “Eh?
Oh, half-a-ecrown wiil be sufficient. If

you want any more medicine for him,
it will be a shilling, and you can have
it by sending round.”

Sam’s eyes were incliced to be moist,
as he pocketed the medicine, picked up
the dog, and placed him beneath his
threadbare coat. He was more than
relieved to learn that, apparently, there
was little chance of Paddy dying, and
tears of joy were very near.

The old man’s story was a sad one.
He had been quite a famous musician
years ago, bul the death of the
daughter, who had been so like Olive,
had done much to break him up, especi-
ally as it had followed within a few
weeks upon the decease of his wife,

Sorrow had made him listless and in-
different where his work had been con-
cerned, and he had losi many of the
pupils he had had. Then, a strcke of
paralysis had kept him for months in
a hospital, and, when he had at length
emerged 1o face the world again,
practically a cripple, he was quite desti-
tete,

He had drifted from one town to
another, existing from occasional work
in the way of playing at concerts and
other entertainments. Then, for a vear
or two, he was more or less comfarizhle.
having obtained an engagement with a
picture palace. But the proprictor of
this eventnally went bankrupt, and old
Sam was once again thrown out of
work.

A lover of animals, and one who had
wonderful influence over them, he had
trained his dog, Paddy, to do tricks,
whilst he had been in regular employ-
ment, That had been purely for amuse-
ment, but, when the picture palace
closed and he had to seek some other
livelihood, it had occurred to him to
turn  Paddy’s cleverness to  better
account.

With a few pounds he had contrived
to save out of the slender salary he had
taken each week for his playing he pur-
chased the portable harmonium, and,
with this and his dog. he had taken to
the streets, and managed to make an
existence,

For years he had lived a lonely life
with the nondescript dog as his sole com-
panion, so that it was small wonder that
he should feel grief when there had
seemed danger of Paddy dying. 'To
HBam it had been as though a very old
and dear friend was likely to be taken
from him.

The old fellow, having paid the vet.’s
small fee. brushed his coat-sleeve across
his eves and hobbled towards the door.
Olive followed, and the vet. showed out
the curious companions,

Arriving back at the ienement build-
ing, the strange friends parted, though
not before Olive had arranged to meet
the old man on the following evening, to
repeat the night's programme.

- Olive agcended to her parerts’ humble
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rooms, and entered the living-recom, for
she found the outer door ajar.

Her mother was in the adjoining bed-
room, and her father was seated deject-
edly at the table. He was reading a
newspaper, which he had picked up from
where someone had carelessly flung it
upon the building’s stairs.

In the paper was a short announcement
concerning the affairs of Harmer's Bank,
| which the ex-signalman had naturally
read with interest, though the report was
anything but heartening.

The Senior Official Receiver, it stated,
had discovered the bank’s accounts in a
hopeless tangle, and for that reason it
might be many weeks before he could
declare any sort of dividend for its
victims.

The spectre of starvation loomed large
before T'om Walters, as he stifled a groan
and laid the paper aside, and he was
quite unaware of his daughter's entry.

Olive’s lips parted in a smile as, taking
care not to clink the coins together, she
took the pound made up of silver and
coppers from the pockets of her coat.

She stole to his back; the money in her

}
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“Mother! - Mother !"—calling his
wife. “Come here and see!”

Mrs. Walters came from the bed-rocom
as her husband dropped his hands from
Olive’s shoulders and turned away, shak-
ing his head in mystification.

In her turn she stared blankly at the
heap of money.

“Oh, where did it come from, Tom?"’
she cried, thinking her husband, who had
only recently come in, had placed it
there, and regarding him with something
very like alarm in her eyes,

He nodded towards Olive,

“ Ask our daughter, dear,” he said.
“She is responsible for it being there,
but so far she has kept me in the dark
as to how she got it.”

“Qlive, where did it come from?” Mrs.
Walters asked, repeating her question.

“T earned it, mother—with my voice,"
the girl answered, smiling delightedly.
“You dear old things, how I am puzzling
sou! Don't you understand? 1 went
with the old gentleman they call Simple
Sam. and, whilst he played his har-
monium, 1 sang—outside the theatre,
yon know; and, later, o the pacple

to

‘| have just found that one of the scholarship papers is missing from my l
desk ! said Miss Symes. ‘‘ Does any girl present know anything about it? "

cupped hands. Then, with a suddenness
that startled him, she dumped the heap
of money upon the table before her
father.

A cry broke from Tom Walters, and
he sprang to his feet with a suddenness
that sent his chair crashing backwards
to the floor.

He stared first at Olive, then at the
heap of coing, and seemed to be resisting
2 desire to rub his eyes.

“Olive!” he gasped.
did you get it?”

He gripped her by the shoulders wiih
a nervous strength that hurt her, and
peered carnestly into her eyes.

“You do not think 1 stole it, daddy?”
the girl asked, still smiling.

“No—no, I don't think that, lass! 1
know my litlle girl too well for that,”
Tom Walters said. ‘“But it is so amaz-
ing! Here we are with scarcely a penny
in the world, and you walk in and put
—vhat is it?—a pound or perhaps more
upon the table.”

“There is just a pound there, father.
and I earned it quite easily,” Olive told
him. *“You would, I am certain, never
gress how.”

“You earned it, lass? Do you mean
you have found some sort of employ-

"“Where—where

ment?? her father asked, puzzled.

waiting to go into the second perform-
ance at the Hippodrome.”

As they recovered from their astonish-
ment Mr. and Mrs, Walters looked at
cach other questioningly. Disapproval
was evinced on the faces of both.

“I don't think I like your deing this,
dear,” Mrs. Walters said at length;
“thongh the money is, of course, a
veritable godsend.”

““But why not, mother darling?” Olive
argued, as she went to her mother. put
her arms about her neck, and kissed her
wan cheek. *“Why should I not turn a
talent to advantage? Many big singers
earn hundreds of pounds a week by doing
so. Surely, if they may do it, I may do
it, too, in a smaller way.”

“But in the streets, lass!” her father
said, shaking his hedd in protest.

“1 cannot see that it makes much
difference whether one earns money by
singing in the open, or on a stage or
platform indoors, daddy,” Olive pointe:l
out. “What about the troupes of singers
who sing in the open air at almost any
seaside place one can think of? Anyway,
dears, you must not offer objections to
my doing it until father can get some
sort of work., DBesides, there is another
whom I am 11r-11ni11;§ with, it besides,
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it's r old Simple Sam, as the
neighbours call him. His dog Paddy,

who used to do tricks whilslt he played
his harmonium, is ill and cannot perform
for the time being; and, but for my
going with him and singing, Sam would
not able to earn a living.

“Now, not another word [ she begged,
laying her fingers gently upon her
mother's lips, as she would have spoken.
“1 expect you are both hungry, and I
am going to take some of this money and
slip out to buy something hot that we
can have for supper.”

She whipped up some of the silver,
and before they could speak she had
darted from the room, and they heard
her running down the stone slaircase.

There were tears in the eyes of Mrs.
Walters as they met those of her
husband.

““ Ah, bless her, it is always others, and
never herself, whom she thinks of, Tom,”
she said ; and the ex-signalman nodded.

“She has a heart of gold,” he agreed,
a (race huskily.

The Missing Scholarship Paper!
" HERE — ahem! — is Sybil
Duke?”
Miss Agatha Symes, the
headmistress of St. Mildred’s,
who was that afternoon to take the Fifth,
adjusted her gold-rimmed pince-nez and
fixed her glance on a vacant place in Lhe
joremost row of desks.

Agnes Graham stood up. ;

“She went home to dinner to-day.
Miss Symes,” Sybil Duke’s crony volun-
teered. “Perhaps something has hap-
pened to prevent her coming back to
school this afternoon.”

“Ah, perhaps it is—ahem!—as you
suggest, Agnes. You may resume your
seat,”” Miss Symes said, nodding. At
tention, girls!” )

Studies commenced, and, meanwhile,
the absent Sybil was tearing towards the
school on her bicycle.

The reason she had gone to her home
to-day was because the specialist who had
dealt with her father’s case had been due
to pay a visit to him again that morning
and make another examination of him.
And Sybil had been anxious to know
what opinion the eminent brain specialist
wonld pass. . s

There . had come ]prau'hrullv no im-
provement in Theodore Duke's con-
dition since he had risen from his bed
after his accident. : e

The specialist, after his examination
of Theodore Duke to-day, had gravely
shaken his head. The one hope he
could hold out was that another shock
might bring back the works-owner’s
memory as completely as the first shock
had robbed him of it. And Sybil Duke,
stubbornly refusing to believe the
stories told by Olive Walters and her
father at the official inquiry into the
railway smash, felt even more bitter
against Olive as she rode back towards
the school.

“It is all through the father of that
Board school upstart!” she was think-
ing, an almost fierce light in her eyes.
*‘He ought to have been sent to prison !

Tt is almost as if he had killed my
father.” .
Well, she had been revenged to an

extent upon Tom Walters through his
daughter, by getting Olive shunned by
practically” every girl at St. Mildred’s.
But—and Sybil's face grew so bitter
that it was almost ugly—she was far
from satisfied as yet! She would make
Olive suffer even more keenly before she
had done with her.

“Can I beat her in the scholarship?
J do hope I can,” she mused, as she
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pedalied into the road in which stood
the school. “Apart from making it
possible for me to enter a college, wEer
otherwise mother mighi not be able to
afford now to send me, I should have
the satisfaction of knowing that I had
kept her at St. Mildred’s, where I have
made the other girls hate her.”

Sybil knew that Miss Symes had
recentlv not been taking any of the
classes in the afternoons, she having
been working at preparing the examina-
tion papers for the forthcoming 8ir
John Howard scholarship. Therefore,
as she presently entered the hall and
glanced up at the clock, to find she was
quite ten minutes late for afternoon
school, she decided that her best plan
was to make her way to the head-
mistress’ study and explain the circum-
stances.

She was unaware that Miss Agatha
had almost completed her task in re-
gard to the scholarship now, and that
she was instructing the Fifth in mathe-
matics this afternoon.

The staircase and corridors
deserted.

wera

““You are right, Winnie," said Olive

firmly. “To leave St. Mildred's

and forgo my chance in the scholar-

ship would be cowardly. 1 will

remain and face it all out to the
bitter end!”

Sybil ran lightly up the stairs and,
knocking at the door of the head-
mistress’ study, she entered.

Though Miss Symes was not there,
Sybil seemed a ouriously long time
before she emerged. Then, she glanced
up and down the corridor almost fur-
tively, the colour coming and going in
her cheeks, and her hand upon the
pocket in her skirt.

A little sigh, which might have been
born of relief, escaped her lips, as she
found that there was no one to see her.
She retraced her steps downstairs, and
a second or two later, entered her class-
room.

Mis Agatha Symes turned upon her
entry.

“You are very late, Sybil,” she said
severely. ‘*What—ahem '—excuse have
vou to offer?”

“1 have been home, Miss Symes, to
learn the result of a visit of a specialist,
who came to see my father this morn-

ing. I am sorry I am behind in re-

turning.” -
“Under the circamstances it is ex-
h

cnsable,” the headmistress said,
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irusi there is improvement in your
father, Syhil.”
“Why, no, Miss Symes,"” Sybil re-

plied. And she flashed a look of vin-
dictive haired at Olive Walters, who =at
with her friend Winnie Norns in the
second row of desks.

“I am sorry,” said Miss Symes.
“You may go to your seat, Sybil.”

Sybil obeyed, and for the next half
an hour the instruction of the Fifth
continued without interruption. Then,
thero happened an incident which,
trivi']l in itself, was {o have very far-
reaching results,

Miss Symes sneezed suddenly, jerking
her pince-nez from her nose.

She made a frantic effort to catch the
eyeglasses, but they slipped through her
fingers and fell to the floor. As the
mistress, who was very shortsighted,
stooped and regained them, she uttered
a vexed exclamation, for both lenses
were broken.

“Dear me! How—ahem !—very
annoying,” she said. **Will one of youn
go to my study and fetch the spare pair
of glasses lying upon the muutelpiece
there 7"

Always obliging and thoughtful for
others, Olive jumped up from her seat.

“I will go, Miss Symes,” she said.
And, as the mistress nodded, Olive
quitted her place, and hurried from the
class-room.

Miss Symes was at a scrious disad-
vantage without her glasses, and it was
next to impossible for her to continue
the lesson until the spare pair were in
her possession. She, therefore, seated
herself at her desk, and waited for Olive
to return with them.

“Dear me! Where can the girl be!”
tho ejaculated, at length, drumming
impatiently with her finger tips upon
her desk. And certainly, Olive Walters
was a sucprisingly long time upon her
errand.

When she did at last return to the
class-room, she was apologetic.

“1 am sorry I was so long, Miss
Symes,” she zaid. “But your glasses
were not upon the mantelpiece, as you
thought. “I could find them nowhere
antil 1 thought of your roll-top desk.
It was locked, but you had left the key
in it, and I found your glasses on the
blotting-pad inside. I hope you will
not mind my having opened your desk
to find them.” ‘

“Not at all—not at all,” the head-
mistress answered, as she adjusted the

nippers, which Olive had handed her.
“ Attention, girls! Let us resume the
lesson."

For a further hali-hour, mathematica
tested the brains of the Fifth. Then,
Miss Crawford made her appearance, to
conduct a singing lesson until the bell
for dismissal should sound.

Miss Symes handed over the class to
the under-mistress, and betook herself
to her study, to complele the small
amount of work still needed upon the
acholarship papers.

More than once, Miss Crawford had
to speak severely to Sybil Duke for lack
of  attention. The works-owner's
daughter seemed curiously abstracted
and uneasy, and, though the mistress
did not notice the fact, Sybil's eyes fre-
quently travelled with a curicus ex-
pression to Olive Wallers.

Abruptiy, the singing lesson was inier-
rupted. “Miss Symes thrust open the
swing doors and entered the school-

room, a worried look upon her some-
what aggressive face.
She advanced, and stood before the

class, Somehow, there was about her
a mnervousness quite foreign to her
nature. Miss Crawford, who had raized
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her hand for silence, seeing the head-
mistress had something of importance
to communicate to the girls, glanced
at Miss Bymes with a rather puzzled
air.

“Girls,” Miss Symes said, at lengih.
] have to mention a matier 1 have
already mentioned in the other class-
rooms. [ mention it not because I
suspect any girl here of a dishonour-
able act, but because it forms a mystery
I feel it my duty to try to clear up.”

She paused, her eves travelling from
face to face gravely, uneasily, it
seemed,

“What oh ecarih is coming, Olive?”
Winnie Norris, who sat next 1o the
signalman’s daughter, whispered. * Has
someone stolen she family plate, her pet
Pekivese,-or—-"

Miss Symies conlinued speaking.

“When I left this ¢lass-room, I went to
my study to complete some work upon
the papers connected with the Sir John
Howard scholarship,” she suid. T found
that one of the papers—one of the scholar-
ship papers, containing quesiions which
will form part of the examination—was
missing {rom my desk.  Does any girl
present know anything of the missing
paper?”

There was a dead. {ense silence.  Then,
Sybil Duke turned in her seat and flashed
a glance full of suspicion at Ohve
Walters. Olive, realising s signifieance,
as she had adwmittedly gone to the
mistress’ des<k, started and drew a sharp
horrificd hreath. .Sybil suspected her.
she thought, of purloining the paper!
Would others share her suspicion?

1f Miss Symes saw Sybil's action and
Olive's change of expression, she paid no
heed.

“Very good,” she said quietly. *1
scarcely expected that any of you would
know anything about the paper. Just
before 1 left my study to seeck my
luncheon, I tore up several sheets of
paper upon which 1 had been scribbling
cerlain notes. T can only conclude that
inadvertently I destroyed the scholarship
paper at the same time, though, as 1
Lurut. the papers T tore up, I conld not
be sure. Let your lesson—ahem !-—con-
tinue, Miss Crawford.” I am sorry it was
necessary for me to interrupt, you.”

Olive Walters was glad when the bell
for dismissal was rung, much as she
loved, as a rule, to sing. Sybil Duke had
whispered in the ear of Agnes Graham,
and both girls had turned when Miss
Crawford’s eyes were not upon them and
vegarded Olive with bitter scorn.

Olive velurned their looks unflinchingly,
knowing that she was net guilly of the
thing of which they suspected, or pre-
tended Lo suspect her. But an icy hand
seemed 1o be clutching at her heart.
Could anything be more unfortunate
than her having been to Miss Symes’
desk. now that this wretched paper was
missing ?  Instinetively she knew that
these girls, who were her enemies, would
suggest to others that she had mis-
appropriated the examination paper and
brimg down upon her renewed contempt
and mental torture.

Being in the front row, Sybil Duke
and Agnes Graham were in the quad-
raugle before Olive and Winnie Norris.
When Olive and her friend emerged, they
fol Syhil and Agnes Graham with a
ring of other girls about them, and Syhil
flung up her hand and pointed scornfully
at the ex-signalman’s danghter.

“There she is, girls! There's the thief
amd cheat i she cried. * She ought io be
expelled from the school, and she would
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be, if Squibs were able to see a yard be-
fore her nose!”

If Olive had been pale before, she was
doubly so now. She took a step back-
wards, and Winnie, seeing the indignant
tears that had welled -into her friend’s
eyes, faced Sybil almost fiercely.

“Will you explain what you mecan,
Sybil Duke 77 she asked hotly.

“I will—if you are as slow-wilted as
Squibs and need an explanation.” the
works-owner’s danghter Aashed. “ Though
it ought to be obvious to anyone with
intelligence. She stole the paper of ques-
tions when she went to Miss Symes study
for the pglasses!”™ she eried, pointing
again at Olive. ** She stole it, so that she
can gain an unfair advantage over the
other girls who are in for the scholar-
ship, by reading up the subjects to he
dealt with by the exawiners! Oh, vou
contemplible frand! T wonder that you
have the audacity to look any of your
fellow competitors in the face, and—"

“It is nwbrue! T did not take the
paper!” Olive cried. lighting with her
tears. It is a wicked thing of which
to aceuse me, Sybil Duke! You know
in your heart that I did not steal it.”

“Do 1?7 T know that you did take it,”
Sybil Duke sueered. “If you win the
scholarship, you ought to be disualilied
and P

“Hiop!” Winnie Norris commanded,
her face angry and flushed. *‘I, for one,
think Squibs accidentally tore up the
paper, as she herself thought possible. If
you dare to repeat your accusations, Syhil
Duke, I will go to Miss Syme and tell
her of the things you are saying. Yon
can call me a sneak afterwards, if von
like, but T'll not hear my friend’s name
blackened by you like thus.” ~

Sybil shrugged her shoulders and
moved away. She was quite conteut, for
she knew”that she had firmly planted the
canker of suspicion in the minds of the
othér girls who had heard her, and that
whispers of the mecan thing Olive was
supposed to have dome would quickly
travel over the whole school.

The schoolfellows who had been her
listeners dispersed, but their expressiong
were hostile and scornful, and poor Olive
turned, with a sob, to Winnie.

“You-you d8 not think I-1 took it,
Winnie?” she faltered brokenly.

*No, dear—1 know you too well! 1
would never believe such a thing of you
in this world ! Winnie declaved, still in.,
dignant. *“Take no notice of what the
others say or think—it*s not worth while.
Because she dislikes you, Sybil Duke
means to hurt you at every opportunity.
That is plain.”

But Olive shook her head miserably,
the tears trembling upon her long lashes,

I cannot help taking notice, Winnie,”
she said, choking. am so
wretched ! They all hate and shun me!
I haven't a friend here, save for your-
self, amongst the girvls! T think I shall
withdraw from the scholarship and leave
the school.”

“QOlive, darling, that is the last thing
you must do!” Winnie cried. “1 would
never believe yon took the silly old paper.
But—oh, well, don’t you see?—to the
others, it would look as though yon were
afraid amd had run away. It wou!d look
like guilt, dear.”

Olive was silent for a mement. strngg-
ling with her tears. Then, she flung her
head up sharply, and, though they <till
glistened moistly, her violet eyes were
resolute.

“You are right, Winnie,” she said
quietly. “To leave St. Mildred's and
forgo” my chance in ihe scholarship
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would be cowardly. I will remain and
face it all oul—to the bitter end!”

In spite of this placky determination
to stay on at St. Mildred’s, Olive Walters
looked unusually pale and dejected as, at
just before seven that evening, she waited
at the foot of ihe sione staircase in the
tenement building for her new friend,
Suuple Sam. .

She set her lips firmly as she heard the
uncertain footfalls of old Sam upon oné
of the npper flights of stairs.

~ When he appeared, with his porfable
instrument upon his back, old Sam’s
pleasant face was wreathed in a smile.

*I have good news, missy,” he said, as
he camwe down. ““The medicine has done
Paddy a wonderful ameount of good, and
he is almost well again.”

“Oh, T am so glad ! eried Olive.

“Where to ihis evening, missy?”
Sitple Sam asked.

Mive thought for a moment.

“To the Theaire Royal, in Grey Sireet,
I think, We did well there the first night
we wenl oul together, Sam,"” she said;
and she little dreamed of the cruel trick |
Fate was playing her when it caused her
to choose that particular theatre for their
entertainment. :

When they reached Grey Sireet and
the vicinity of the Theatre Royal they
found an even larger crowd queued up
for admittance than on their first visiv
there, and, pravided Olive's singing was
received as well as had previonsly been
the case, quite a miniature Eldorado was
promised,

The broken-down musician siood his
little harmonium on the kerb, placed his
camp-stool fore if, and struck the
opening bars of Olive's favourite, “'Lhe
Song That Reached My Heart.”

There were those who glanced at the
pair with contempinous amusement at
first, but when Olive began to sing the
expressions of these people speedily
changed, and they listened to her sweet
voice with increasing admiration and
enjoyment.

The song finished, Olive was clapped
heartily, and she sang again, notifor the
moment neticing a closed moter-car
which had pulled up in the kerb abreast
of the entrance to the stalls. -

Olive had her back towards it, or she
would have seen those who had been its
ocenpants emerging—a middle-aged lady
and a girl, both wearing expensive furs
over evening atfire.

“Oh, wmamma, doesn’t that girl sing
splendidly " the younger of the two said,
“Do wait whilst I give her a shilling.”

Olive felt a hand touch her arm and
tirned. 'Then she heartily wished that
the earth could wvawn at her feet and
engulf her. For, still holding out her
hand, in which was a silver coin, but
staring' now in ineredulons amazement,
there stood before her the last person in
existence she had wished to krow of her
venture—Syhil Duke.

{Sybil Duke—the very last perspn
Olive eould have wished to harve seen her
here! How will Sybil aet now towards
made her cncmy?
miss next week's instalment on

the qgirl she has

and persuade all your
“The

any

friends  to

Daughter!”)
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A SAFE PLAN

Do not take too much for granted in the matter of
health. Do not think that because you-have not
had any serious illness and because little disorders
and complaints which you have experienced have
disappeared without any special treatment or
attention, therefore you can safely ignore all
symptoms of stomach and bowel trouble.

with some apparently slight case of indigestion or
‘ constipation may result in a serious decline in
health and energy.

It may easily happen, that the neglect to deal ;

You will find it a far safer plan to take a little

. reliable medicine whenever you feel at all out

of sorts. Thus, an occasional dose of Beecham’s

~ Pills will enable you quickly to throw ofl any

disagreeable and threatening ailments and to
maintain a high standard of health.

BEECHAMS
PILLS

Worth a Guinea a Box. |
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