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Y DEAR READERS, I can
M safely assume that you are all
of one opinion concerning the
last two numbers of the
gcnool Friexp—last week's and the one
before vou now—and this is, they are
the finest pair of numbers that I have
ever published. I have closely scanned
both issues several times, with the fixed
intention of finding faults, but I have
been quite unable to hit on a single one!
I am sure that my readers, too, have
found the first two numbers of the
enlarged Scuool FRIEXD to be absolutely
perfect in every detail.

Last week 1 informed you that the
chief fgure of next week’s SCHOOL
Friexp would be one of the best-liked of
Fourth-Formers. And, indeed, which
of my readers does not like

PHILIPPA DERWENT,

the Tasmanian girl of the Fourth Form
at Cliff House? For her many sterling
qualities, her bravery, and her even-
temperedness in particular, Philippa—or
Flap, as the girls call her—is admired
by every reader of our siories. But
amongst Australasian readers Flap is the
most popular girl at Cliff House.

The beautiful art cards of Peggy
Preston and Clara Trevlyn have led you
to expect the coming

EIGHT COLOURED PORTRAIT CARDS

to be equally superb. 1 can promise
you they are all just as excellent, and
the COLOURED AR1l CARD OF

PHILIPPA DERWENT, which will be |

presented with next Thursday’s ScHOOL
Friexn, will be just as fine as the cards
of Peggy Preston and Clara Trevlyn
whick you already treasure.

Philippa Derwent not only features on
this dainty art card, but she is to take

THE LEADING PART

in next week's magnificent new long
complete story of the girls of Clifl ITouse.
Its title,

“PHILIPPA DERWENT’S PLUCK! ™
By Hilda Richards,

at once suggesls the dramatic nature of
this fine narrative. Not for a long time
now has Philippa Derwent taken the
leading role in one of our stories. But
weo all remember the manner in which
she rode a barchacked horse thigngh the
teeth of a thunderstorm to ﬁve an
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All readers who write me and enclose
a_stamped envelope may be sure ol
Teceiving a promge reply by post. All
letters should e addressed: The
Editor, ‘" The School Priend,” The

Fleetway House, Farringdon Street,
London, E.C. 4.

* Philippa, Derwent’s
Pluck?” will show you that the
Tasmanian uirl is just as vahant, just
as ready to take daring risks for others,
as ever she has been in the past.

But we have not vet finished with
popular Philippa Derwent.  The next
number of

“THE CLIFF HOUSE WEEKLY

injured man's life.

will be a
SPECIAL “ PHILIPPA DERWENT "’
NUMBER.

It will be simply packed with informa-
tion concerning the Tasmanian junior.
You will learn how Flap arrived at ChLiff
Housge, how she came Into possession of
her dog, Grip. how she finds the work
of “getting interviews,” as well as
information concerning her home life in
Tasmania, and details regarding her
study. There are other very interesting
features, too, as well as amusing articles
by Bessie Bunter and Frances Barreit.
You will find this Special Philippa
Derwent Number a_very worthy follower
of the Special Peggy Preston and Clara
Trevlyn Numbers of the " Cliff House
Weekly.”

The third absorbing long instalment of

“ FRIENDSHIP FORBIDDEN ! **
By Ida Melbourne,

will be the opening feature of next
TFhursday's ScuoorL Friexp. I am sure
the trials of Dolores are affording you
the deepest sympathetic interest. How
would you like to be a pupil at such a
school as the Limmershaw High School,
surrounded by such chummy, sport-
loving girls as Kitty Crichton, Pearl
Hardy & Co., and yet forbidden their
friendship— forbidden to take part in all
their sports and enjoyments, and con-
demmned to live a lonely, solitary life?
That is the lot of Dolores Kalenzi, and
one cannot help sympathising with her
for rebelling against it.

And then, as usual, there will be
uPother fine, long, enthralling instalment
o

“THE SIGNALMAN'S DAUGHTER !
By Gertrude Nelson.

This story grows more and more
enthralling as it proceeds, and Olive
Walters shows herself in a finer light
each week. Though times seem to

become worse Tor her, and Sybil Duke
jumps al every opportunity for torment-
ng L v, Olive rises Lo every occasion liko
the valiant little heroine she is.

And now, who is (o be the favoured
Cliff House character for the following
week—the girl who is to have a superb
art card of herself presented, a story in
which she takes the leading part, and a
special number of the “Cliff House
Weekly " devoted to her? Again I must
leave you to guess the popular girl's
name, but you have now no more than
seven characters to guess from, and I
do not doubt but that many of you will
be correcl in your surmise. Whether or
not, you will one and all be not u little
pleased when; next week, the nume of
the chosen girl will be revealed.

Don't forget that there are EIGHT
more superh coloured art cards of yonr
favourite characters to be presenied,
EIGHT more magnificent long, complete
stories of the girls of Cliff House in
which the chosen girls will take the lead-
ing parts, and EIGHT more fine Special
Numbers of the “Cliff Ilouse Weekly.”
Lest you have forgotten the names of

THE GIRLS WHO ARE YET
TO FIGURE

in these grand numbers I will set down
their names again—not in the order in
which they are to be dealt with, but
exactly as I published them before:
Barbara Redfern, Mabel Lynn, Bessic
Bunter, Marjorie  Hazeldene, Dolly
Jobling, Phyllis Howell, Philippa Dgr-
went, and Avgusta Anstruther-Brownce.

Your sincere friend,
YOUR EDITOR.

BRIEF REPLIES.

(OQuwing to the fact that we go to press
considerably in advance of publication,
readers should bear in mind that letters
cannot be answered on this page within
siz weeks from the dale of receipt.)

_ “Squibs " (London, E.5).—Your wish
is gratified this week, for Clara Treviyn
takes the leading part. You can obtain
back numbers of the ScmooL FRriExn
from our Back Number Department, 7
to 9, Pilgrim Street, Ludgate Hill,
London, E.C. 4, enclosing 3d. in stamps
for one copy and 24d. for each additional
copy. This, of course, covers the cost of

posting them on to you.

LOVELY

ALL COLOURS, 114d. sq. ft.
DOROTHY BAQS, and save money.
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If only 1 eoupon is sent, the price is 4/9, 2d. being
{Pocket Clip, 44. extra.) This great
offer is made to Introduce the famous Floet Pen to the SCHOOL FRIEND
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GIRLS ! Why have straight, lank, unattractive hair,
when IN' A T

** CURLENE " it can be transformed into a radiant
mass of RIPPLING CURLS. The eficet of each
application lasts for some days and after a short
course ng treatment the hair develops a tendency
to I\‘\-A\ E NATURALLY. About ope month’s
tria! supply sent, with GUARANTEE, for 1/9.

. THE CURLENE
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Characters in this Stcry.

DOLORES KALENZI, a darkeyed,
olive-complexioned, and very attrac-
tive Eastern girl, who, by the orders
of her aunt, is forbidden the friend-
ship of

.KI'TTY CRICHTON, PEARL HARDY
& Co., the upright and lighthearted

Fourth-Formers  at  Limmershaw
High School.
YELMA KALENZI, the aunt of

Dolores, who is really not at all an
unkindly woman. but is under the
strict orders of Dolores’ uncle.

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

Lalter Dolores brought some Eastern
paintings and photographs to the school,
and showed them to the girls. A man's
photograph was instantly singled out by
the girls, who were struck by the resem-
blance in features with those of Dolores.
Was it her father? At that very instant
her aunt” dashed on the scene, and
snatched the photograph.

“Where did you get this, Dolores?”
she almost shouted. “It is not your
father! How dare you bring this to the
school !

Why ?

13 UT, aunt @ . L
Dolores, amazed at her aunt’s
oulburst, - stared _in surprise.

She had never before known
her aunt so cross. Sometimes she was
angry; sometimes she spoke sharply,
but never had she acted like this!

“Come, Dolores,” said her aunt.
“You must come home. Lessons are
over.”

Dolores bit her lip, and looked rebel-
Tiously at her aunt; who pow gripped her
arm.

“There is a games lesson, Aunt
Yelma,” she answered, rather sulkily.

The girls in the crowd looked on in-
terestedly. Pearl Hardy and several
others smiled; but Kitty Crichton
frowned seriously.

It would not do for Dolores to rebel—
all the same it did not seem quite fair
that she should be compelled to miss

_ o
IDA MELBOURNE.

games lesson—the most popular lesson
of all.
Pheep!
The sharp sound of the whistle made
everyone in the group look round. o
1an

Miss Poole was waving her
excitedly.

“Time for tennis,” said Kitly
Crichton. *“ We'd better go.”

She turned to Dolores, and stretched
out her hand.

But Dolores” aunt prevented that hand
being gripped. She wheeled her niece
round forcibly, and several of the girls
laughed.

“Put her in the corner,” said a voice
from the edge of the crowd, and Dolores
flushed.

“ Come!” said her aunlt impatiently.
“You must come home.”

Dolores, after but a second's hesitation,
moved off with her. She turned her
head back, and Kitty Crichton waved.
From the other came a laugh.

Then Dolores turned her head reso-
lutely, and, choking down angry words,
wenl quietly with her aunt. Nor did
her aunt speak until they had gone some
few yards down the lane outside the
school.

She halted, and looked about her be-
fore she spoke. :

“ Dolores,” she said sharply, * to how
many have you showri this photograph ?”

““ Thes» drzssas—better than friends ?

repeatad Delores. ‘“No, no! Thay are

wonderful—yes, aunt ! But nothing could
be better than—— friendship ! "

MYSTERY SERIAL.

.

the misiress—and some of the
I don’t see any

“To
girls—those you saw.
harm, aunt—you made me look a silly.

You could hear how they were all
laughing al me.”

“To the mistress!” repeated her aunt.
“You had np business to take the
things to the school. What did the mis-
tresg say?”

“She said that T was to get your per-
mission. She wants to show them to the
school —""

“Tush!
at home?”

“Yes, aunt,” Dolores admitted, un-
afraid. “I did. But they are only
photographs. I don't see why you should
be afraid.”

“ Afraid!" snapped the woman. I
am nol afraid.” She paused, and tried {o
smile. “I—I am not afraid, Dolores,”
she said. “But you know I—I am a
trifle quick-tempered, and—and 1 was
cross that you should have been inquisi-
tive enough to have searched amongs!
the many things at home. Give me tho:e
photographs !"

In silence Dolores handed them to her
aunt.

The woman examined them, looked
quickly at Dolores, then nodded.

“This is all?” she asked, although the
quesiion seemed parily a stzlement.

“Yes,” answered Dolores, and
turned to the hedgerow.

She turned on tiptoe, and waiched the
playing-fields, which she was just able
to see.

The tennis-courts were clearly marked,
and the white hats of the tennis players
bobbed about delightfully.

On Dolores’ face was a wistful ook,
and her aunt noticed it.

“Why do you look sad, Dolores?” she
asked softly. “ I do nol wish to be cruel.
But you must not be inquisitive. These
photographs are my property—what are
you regarding so intently?”

“1 am watching the other girls,” said
Dolores slowly, in her soft voice. “1 am
watching them enjeying themselves, look
ing happy and free of care—and—and I
must go home. Oh, aunt, it isn't fair!"

“Isn't fair!” ejaculated the woman,
““ Nonsense ! Come home, Dolores.
You are foolish. Any more such non.
sense as this, and you will be taken from
the school, Games! They are but a
pussing girlish fancy—nothing more.”

“It 1z not fancy, aunt!” protested the
girl indignantly. “T have a right to
play with other girls. Why should 1 be
kept at home? Why should I be hemmed
in? It is right to play—"

“Nonsense, child, nonsense. Come!"

And, almost by force, she dragged hor
niece away. The green fields. faded from

Tue ScuooL Frrexp,—No, 157,
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sight, apd the sound of the tennis players
wid their avdience became fainter and
fainter.

Dolores’ arm was hurting where her
aunt’s hand gripped it firmly, but she
gave no gign of the fact. She must obey
her aunt.

Now that she was cooler she was
thinking over the strange incident—che
could picture now her aunt’s face as it
ad been when snalching the photograph.

Why had her aunt been so angry?
What did it matter that someone had
suggested a resemblance to her father?
It was not an insult, for that particular
photograph was of a fine-looking man.

She glanced at her aunt, whose faco
was set, and whose eyes were narrowed
thoughtfully.

“When did father die, aunt?!” rhe
asked softly.

Her aunt turned her head abruptly.

“ Your father? Ile died when you
were young.'

“Was he ever in Doralia?”

* Boralia 1"

.Dolores stared in amuazement at her

“aunt, who had halted. She noted her
annt's deep breathing.

“Is this more rubbish?”

“But Miss Poole, my Form-mistress,
says that the inhabitants of Boralia are
clothed as in the photographs—-"

“Tush! Ulter nonsense, child!”

But Dolores ‘was frowning thought-
fully, wondering what all this could
mean. Why was her aunt so mysterious?
Boralia—there was nothing wrong.
surely, in mentioning that country?

She sighed, am‘f shook Ler head
wearily. Her heart ached for freedomn;
and she was caged in. She longed for
friends; but she was not even allowed to
mix with the other girls when gchool
was over,

“Aunt Yelma! she began. “I—"

She broke off, and stared at her aunt
in amazement. Truly her aunt was
puzzling this afternoon. For now zhe
was gazing fixedly at a tree.

“What's the matter, aunt? What is
it that you stare——""

Slowly Dolores’ eyes followed her aunt’s
gaze to the Lree.  She looked al il per-
plexed, seeing mnothing about it that
should cause comment. .

But her aunt’s breath was coming in
quick, short gasps, and her eyes sccmed
about to start from her head.

“ Aunt—" .

“ Come,” said Yelma Kalenzi hoarsely.

Dolores was half-dragged along to-
wards the large greystone house her
aunt called home, and she called prizon,

But Dolores looked back at the irce,
Then again she stared at her aunt and
iried to speak. Bub now her aunt waus
looking fearfully from side to side.

Up the gravelled path they went
through the large portico. The door
was opeied by the dusky servant in blue
attire.

Dolores stood by while her aunt spoke
rapidly to the man. It was a language
that Dolores did not understand. Seldom
had her aunt used it; for Chilean. the
servant, could speak a few words of
Enzlish.

The dusky servant’s eyes flached, and
Le shot home the top and botiom hoits
of the huge door.

The tapestry-hungz walls made the hall
dark, and the fanlight above the door
was now closed, '

*“Why does Chileen lock the door <o
carefully 7" Daolores asked. .

“Ti. is necessary; we do not want
burglars,” explained her. aunt, in some
agitation. * Dolores, go to your 17am !

Dolores went elowly along the corridor,
Lrushing by the curtains: On the stair-
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way she paused, and saw her aunt go into
the large room to the left.

Peering, by leaning forward, Dolores
saw her aunt fling the photographs into
the grale and apply a match to the
already-laid fire.

Her aunt turned, and Dolorces drew
back against the wall as Yelma Kalenzi
passed out of the room.

Now she saw the pholographs in
flames. For one moment she stood
irresolute, then she ran forward, and felt
on her knees hefore the blazing phato-
graphs. d

She snatched at the long one—the one
that showed the handsome man Pearl
Hardy bhad suggested might be her
father, With one eye turnos fearfully to
the door, she smothered the flamez, and
stuffed the phoiograph into the neck of
her dress.

To save the others was impossible; and
now at any minute her aunt might
return, o

Dolores straightened herself and crepl
from the room. Chileen had gone down
to tho basement, and she ran upstairs to
her room, unseen,

She slammed the door, and leaned
back against it, breathless for the
moment.

Very quietly she turned the key in the
lock, and walked to the open windows
ithat gave on to the stone balceny.

There she stood in the afterncon sun-
light, examining the charred photograph,

Her father! Could it be true? Was
that man her father?

She looked at it almost longingly. If
she had a father—if her father were
alive, then she would have companion-
ship, and perhaps she would have
freedom !

Then she shook her head, as though
Jaughing at her own thoughts. Tt was
absurd.  Her father was dead. How
could Pearl Hardy know? Pearl was
joking ;" she usually wad. The man was
not like her—

As though to seltle that matter, she
ran  to e large looking-glass, and
séarchingly regarded her own image.
Then she looked again at the photograph.

_ There was a likeness—or was 1t her
imagination? . How -could it be her
father?

She was trying to laugh down the
belief—the belief that had come creep-
ing over her. Tt might be her father; a
photograph of him before he died. But,
if it were, why should her aunt show
such alarm?

Why?

It was a question she was unable to

answer. This house—was it, too, not a
mystery?  She had often asked ques-
tions. But they were never answered.

Tap!

- —
'

* All Friendship is Feigning!"'
«F Tia X, your Aunt Yelma, Dolores.”
I Dolores went io the door, and
unlocked it as she recognised her
aunt's voice. 4
She pulled the door
Kalenzi entered. In her arms were
dresses—beautiful dresses that made
Dolores’ eyes light up immediately.
“Ah!” murmured Yelma. * They
are fine, are they not, these dresses?”
She held one aloft for Dolores’ in-
spection, and the girl clapped her hands.

n, and Yeima

“Better than friends?” repeated
asked Yelma slyly.
“Better than friends!"” repealed

Dolores, “No, no! They are wonderful,
But, aunt, nothing could be hetter than
[riendship !

Yelma Kalenzi frowned, and lowered
the dress. .

“Then you slill cherish that foolish
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notion,” she said. “Tush! Ti is non-
sense! Look at these dresses—this diess
brecaded in gold! What girls at the
school have such a dress? None. Look
at this string of Penrisl Look at them—
the loveliest——" -

She held them aloft, and it was casy
to seo that she at least worshipped their
beauty.

*They—they are truly beaulifui, Aunt
Yelma,” admitted Dolores, a triile
sadly. * But, oh, will you never undcr-
stand? It is not them I want—it is not
them I erave—but friends, companiois,
girls of my own age!”

Yelma Kalenzi sighed. )

“You are an absurd child, Dolores' I
had thought better of you. You have
riches— why do you want friend=?
Friends are traitors when opportunity
oceurs.  All friendship is feigning.
Better by far to stand alone. When yon
have friends, you share secrets; and a
secrel. shared, Doloves, is a secret no
longer."™ .

Dolores shook her dark head.

“You do not know the Fourth Form,”
she said proudly. “We of {he Fourth
do not tell tales, and we can keep
secrets, Oh, if Kitty were my own
friend——" ;

“ Kitty !
noon ?”

“Yes, aunt. Kitly is the Form cap-
tain. She is so good at icnnis! And—
and all the girls love her—"'

“She is top in the class—the clever
girl—"

“Well, not top,” said Dolores, with
hesitation.  “But she is quite clever.

She was there this after-

The top girl is not—not admired. They
call_her a swot—"
“Fools, all of them! They cuare

ncthing for learning, enly for games. 1f
a girl can hit a ball, then she 1is
wonderful.  Will you always think that,
Dolores? Do yon think when you are
grown to womanheod and wisdom that
you will admire those who can o
nothing better than hit a tennis-ball?”

“1 shall always admire Kitty Crichton,
Aunt Yelma.”

“Tush! That is what you think now.
I know better. Always you will admirs

1s—always you will admire dresses.”

“Not mora than friends, aunt—"

“Tush, child! I know. When Kitly
Crichton is gone—when no one at your
school knows her name—then still will
these pearls retain their lustre; they will
still be beautiful. They were beauntiful
before you were born—before I wes
born.  For what_does one friendship
count? There have been thousands of
friendships, bul they are gone. Thera
is only one string of pearls like this!”

Dolores sighed hopelessly. Truly her
aunt seemed determined not (o be con-
vinced by any argument,

“But aunt, Kitty—she is so splendid!
She is honourable, and—and I want o
friend. And—and can’t you understand
—1I want friendship!  What have you
against Kit{y?”

““Against her? Why, nothing, child!
She is net worth thinking about! Now
you admire her hecause =he is caplain,
and hits a ball well and slraight; in yeurs
to come she will be forgotten. Her
fame will die with her schooldeys, Put
yours—"" She broke off, and stroked
the dress.

“Mine?”’ Dolores laughed bitterly.” 1
have no fame. No one knows me; no
ons wants to know me, aunt. I am just
no one at school. They laugh at
me___._’l

“Let them laugh; it is but the
h]s:ught,er,of fools! You should not mind
that—"

“ Oh, aunt!" sighed Dolores. *“ You
can  never have been a schoolgirk
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Laughter does matlter. Why do you
always fetch me from school-—"

“To save you from making friends
with the other givls,”

“But why—why—why!"

Dolores voice almost rose to a shriek,
and there was a traceable catch in it

“Whyt"” Yelma shrugged  her
shoulders. “Can you not understand?
1 have told you a thousand times.
Friendship is useless. You shall not
make friends. I order it. They are use-
fess. You are not sent to school to make
{riends—you are sent there to learn.”

Dolores sank on to her bed, and
Jooked helplessly at her aunt.

“ Oh, aunt, why are you so cruel? 1
am not happy without friends; and—and
all I ask of life is to Le happy.”

“Tush! I can make you happy. You
were happy before you went to the
school. Be not so weak. Cast thoughts
of them from your mind. Let books
and such silent companions be your
friends, not trust yourself to wagging
tongues and prying eyes.”

“They do not pry; they are not in-

uisitive,” said Dolores angrily. “You

o not know them, It isn't fair to say
that of them.”

Her soft voice had
grating in her anger.

Yelma Kalenz ehrugged her shoulders.

“If vou argue until your faco turns
Black 1 shall not give way,” she said
firmly. “There is a fable that tells us
of a dog who, looking into a brook,
dropped the bone he had, to snatch at
the reflection of it in the water, and
thus lost both. Do not snatch at friend-
ship, Dolores; take this dress. I'riend-
ship is as fleeting and unreal as that re-
flection. You think you have it; then
it is gone.” z

But Dolores did not move. No argu-
ment that her aunt could bring forward
would shake her. She wanted a friend.
She wanted to be friendly with Kitty-—
with all of them. Why should her aunt
object?

“I—I know

almost become

ou mean well, aunt,” she
said hesitatingly. “ You mean this for
my good. ut, oh, I would much
rather take my chance of the wagging
tongues and prying eves. Let me find
out that friendship 1s false—if false it is—
let me learn by experience.”

Her aunt’s face shaded, and she saw
that she had gained a point.

She rose from the bed and crossed the
room, Placing a hand on either of her
aunt’s shoulders, she looked up into the
dark eyes.

“(tive me that one chance, aunt,” she
pleaded. *Let me try—let me see what
friendship can be. If it is false, as you
say. then "—she looked away sadly—
“{hen it will make me unhappy. But
I can't believe it true. Let me try—"

“ Later,” murmured her aunt. * But

not now. Not yet.
Something about her nervous reply
made Dolores stare. Her aunt had

-seemed strange to-day.

“ Aunt,” she said suddenly, * what
is the matter? Why are you so strange?
What was it mm{o you stop at the
tree?”

“ The tree? Nothing! This dress will
suit you.”

“Yes, aunt. What was it, and why
was I not to show the photographs?”

The questions ran out rapidly—the
questions she had stored up. And Yelna
Kalenzi bit her lip,

“It is nothing, Dolores,” ghe said.
“You sh®uld not worry about such
things, child. The Eholograrhs were
my property, taken by an old scheol-
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friend who died in that country., T did

not want them taken to the school for
them %o see, to set their tongues a-wag-
ing.

“There was no harm,” murmured
Dolores, looking keenly at her aunt.

“FEnough !” Treplied Yelma Kalenzi,
with a nod. “They were my photo-
graphs, and it is I who shall judge what
is to be done with them. You should
not be inquisitive.”

“T am sorry,” said Dolores, “I-1I
did not mean to be inquisitive, But I
had seen them before, and the mistress
at school mentioned such a dres: as was
depicted.”

“Yes, yes,” said Yelma Kalenzi hur-
riedly. “Say no more about them—not
to anyone, Dolores. I will leave this
dll;n_aﬁ‘”and the pearls. Do mnot worry
child.

Then she kissed Dolores and left her,
closing the door.

But even after her footsteps had died
away down tho stairs Dolores did not
move. She stood staring at the closed

Twopences 3

from the bed, and knotting {hem securely
f.o%‘ether, after she had twisted them.

he drop from the balcony was not
great, and Dolores was a lithe, active
girl.  Her muscles were like steel
ribbons, and she had no fear,

Working patiently yet quickly she
tied the sheets to the balcony pillars,
It was useless to hurry and be careless.
F?]r carelessness might mean a nasty
all.,

But the sheets were dangling down
within six feet of the ground, and with
hardly a tremor she elipped over the
balcony.

Down the sheets she went, hand-over-
hand. Near to the ground shéd drépped,
and rolled over. But she was unhurt,
and with a last look at the balcony she
crept along by the side of the house.

She was free for awhile, and now
she would find ont what had frightened
her aunt, Away from the house, she
took the photograph out and looked at
it. She nodded, and went quickly down
the lane,

A 1
i \% Q

Pearl Hardy, winking at the others.

‘“ What—what are these ? "’ asked Dolores falteringly.

““ Bigns,” explained
‘“ Some secrat agency mado them—
aren’t thoy alarming 7"

door, wondering if what her aunt had
said were right—if the photograph had
been taken by a friend of hers—a friend
of her who did not believe in friends.
But why had she been alarmed at sight
of the photograph?

And why, too, had her aunt been
alarmed at sight of the tree? Dolores
could not remember seeing anything
strange about it, Yet something there
must have been. And the girl had a
vague feeling that the orders given to
Chileen—the orders to lock the door—
were not unconnected with that tree.

She looked over the baleony. Then she
crept to the door, and silently nnlocked
it, She looked down the stairs, and
heard voices. Her aunt and uncle were
talking.

Her uncle she seldom saw,
seldom addressed her.

They were talking rapidly, and in a
language that she did not understand.

But assured now that they were not
paying her any attention, she went back
to her room and locked the door.

A daring plan had occurred to her—a
plan whereby she could gain freedom for
a few minutes.

Already she was tearing the

and he

shects

The Sign'!

CECYTRANGE!”
Pearl Hardy, of the I'ourth

Form at Limmershaw High

School for Girls, put her head
on one side, and gazed in wonderment at
a trece by the roadside.

Kitty Crichton nodded, and one or
two of the others moved to Pearl's
side.

“Some guides,
Kitty, * Might
tracking sign.”

“Tt might,” agreed Pearl. “Shouldn't
be at all surprised if those girls from
Miss Tomas' are out on some stunt——""

“Oh, that would be splendid!”
laughed Kitty. “Miss Tomas’ girls
would be great on guiding, or on any-
thing else that required intelligence
and ‘go.”

Pearl Hardy grinned and nodded.

“ All the same,”” she said, *‘some
of them are guides. It may be hard to
believe. But they are. Lot of silly,
stupid ninnies, most of them.”

There was a laugh from the olhers—a
laugh of agreement.
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'M}ss k'l['otnaﬂ' givls appl.ranﬂg werﬁ
aot ed up to by the girls of the Hig
Bchooll . | i

Thus the lapghter; when Pearl sug-
gested that the Tomasses were on a
guiding expedition.

“SQee—there are the tracks,” pointed
out Pearl. *“Someone has been tread:
ing there."”

“Of course,” smiled Kitty rather sar-
castically., * How clse could that chalk
mark have got en the tree? Someone
must have put it there—and they couldn’t
have done it from the read, unless their

arm happencd to he a few yards
“long.”

“0Oh, rubbish!” said Pearl, who
ohjected to being a butt. *“It's the

Tomasses, and I'm going to show them
how to be guides.”

“What do you mean?”

Pearl cmiled.

““Dear childven,” she said. *“This_ is
where your Pearlikins shows you which
ia what. These girls are gniding? They
are going to follow thal ingenious chalk
gign on the tree?”

“1 suppose so,” said Killy slowly.

“ Of course they are!’ said Pearl deter-
minedly. “ Now I suggest that for once
we are kind to these children. Suppose
we give them more signs—eh 7"

*You mean mark the other trees?"”

“You are brilliant to-day, Kitty. That
is what I mean,” nodded Pearl. * What
fun, girls! And we'll hide behind the
hedge, and watch them—eh 7

Kitty Crichton shaok her head.

“ Boetter not,” she said, “1 don't quite
like it; it isn’t fair.”

“Fair!” exclaimed Pearl. *Oh, rub-
hish, Kitty ! Don't be squeamish. 1t will
do the Tomasses good, Who's on ?”

And Pearl looked round at her fol-
lowers.

Several hands went up, and only a few
seoemed not to like Pearl’s brilliant idea.
Perhaps those who voted in favour did
not mind much what was done so long as
Pearl did it.

“Who's got some chalk ?” asked Pearl.

But there was a shaking of heads. The
girls were not in the habit of carrying
chalk with them.

* That’s awkward,” frowned Pearl.

One of her followers pointed through
the hedge.

“There’s the bit the girl, whoever she
was, used to make the original mark,”
she said. ““Use that.”

“(Good idea!”  exclaimed Pearl.
" Ripping !"”

So she darted through the hedge and
picked up the picce of chalk. It was a
lwnp—not a stick of the blackboard writ-
ing variety. But it marked, as Pearl
discovered when she ftried it on her dress.

“Where shall I begin?" she asked.

Kitty Crichton caught her by the arm.

4 Deon't do it, Pemﬁ,” she urged. “It
doesn't seem fair, It may be some im-
portant tracking commetition.”

“Not likely,” said Pearl, determined
not to be put off her great scheme.
* Nothing the Tomasses ever do could be
important, Kit, I'll start on that tree.”

Kitty sighed and gave it up.

f;]If you will—you will, I suppose,” she
kaid.

Pearl, chalk in hand, pushed through
the hedge and stood before another tall
tree.

“ A circle, isn't it?” she asked as she
made an oval shape,

“And a triangle in it,” said Jane
Prestwich, who was determined to help
Pearl, if only because it annoyed Kitty.

Pearl added the triangle and smiled.

She served several trees in the same
manner, and - surveyed her handwork
trivinphantly.

“How’s that?” she exclaimed.
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“Jolly good!” applauded Jane Prest-
wich. “What nboug—-—a- '"Ware—some-
one eoming!”

At that warning there was = rush for
the hedgerow on the opposite side, and
Pearl followed. Kitty was left in the
roadway.

*¥ou sillies !” la.ug'hed Kitty. “It's
only Delores Kalenzi.” )

“The infant!” exclaimed Pearl in-
dignantly. ‘‘ Goodness, I thought it was
someone important.” And Pearl, rather
annoyed at having taken cover, came
out. -

Dolores was ecoming down the road
and all could plainly recognise her. Kitty
waved, and they saw Dolores wave, tqo.
Then the dark-faced girl hurried forward.

“ Hallg, Dolores!” said Kitty, smiling.
“1 didn’t expect you.”

“Nor did I,” said Pearl, wagging her
forefinger, “Time you were in bed,
infant. - Nursey's looking for you.”

“My aunt!” ejaculated Dolores, with
a nervous start.

“She’s joking,” Kitty reassured her.
But Kitlty had noticed that starl, and
was frowning.

“I—I've just come along to look at
something,” said Dolores.

She glanced in hesitation at the group
of girls, and they looked at her, with
smiles on their faces.

Dolores looked up at the tree, and
blinked as she saw the crudely-made
cireles and triangles.

“What—what are they?' she asked.

“Signs,” explained Pearl, winking at
the others. ‘‘Home secret agency made
those signs. Aren’t they charming?
I suppose the whole of Limmershaw’s
going to be blown up.”

There were chuckles at that, and
Dolores, realising that Pearl was making
fun at her expense, tightened her lips.

She looked at the signs, and walked
farther along. There were many signs,
and she knew that they had not been
there before.

But there was one sign, neater than
the others—a eircle neatly described
round a triangle. And that sign was on
the tree at which her aunt had stared.

Could it be at that her aunt had been
so alarmed? .4

““ What's the matter, Dolores?"’ asked
Kitty as she noted the girl's look of
mingled concern and amazement. *‘ Don't
believe Pearl; she's pulling your. leg.
This is her idea of a jof{,;.'. She made the
signs,” .

*Poayl did??
“Oh ™

“ Stupid; fancy giving' the game
away !” ejaculated Pearl in disgust, and
she shook her fist at her friend.

Pearl went up behind Dolores.

““ Yes, T made them,” admitted Pearl.
“Jolly good, aren't they?"

And she slapped Dolores on the back.

Dolores nodded, and stared at the
signs, She was sure that it was the sign
that had scared her aunt—the sign. But
why? What did it mean? Had it some
sinister significance ?

She hardly heard the giggles of the
other girls, and by now she was used to
them. They were laughing at her; they
always were.

But now she was wrong. They were
not-looking at her, but at Pearl, who was
drawing semething in chalk on a 'school
exereise-hook. - .

Very laboriously, and with chalk laid
on thickly, Pearl made a circle, and then
a triangle. The chalk must have been a
quarter of an inch thick.

Pearl winked at the others,

ejaculated Dolores.

then

coughed.

“Good -old Dolores!” she said, and
slammed the dark-faced girl on the back
with the exercise-book, - .
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“Oh!” exclaimed Dolores, and the
‘other girls langhed. “Please don’t do
that,” she said. ‘It hurts!”

But the other girls chuckled.

“ Oh, do let her alone, Pearl!” said
| Kitty Crichton half angrily. *She has
done nothing to you.”

“Oh, T think she’s fun!” cried Pearl.
“Good fun. Now go home to nursey.
Anc]“ mind the Tomasses don't catch

you.
" I y

"

N~

don’t - understand,” said Doloves
puzzled. i

And the others laughed at the expres-
tsion on her face. The idea of her walk-
ing about with the chalk circle and
triangle seemed to afford no little
Famusement, :

The chalk marks were elear and un-
mistakable. If Pearl Hardy were right
-in her surmise that the Tomasses, as she
called them, wereon the tirail of the
circle and triangle, then Dolores might
well be their quarry.

Dolores pulled down her hat nervously.
She hated being laughed ai; more
especially when she warited to be these
girls’ friend.

Why was she so amusing to them?

“Look out!” called Pearl warningly.
“ Here comes your nurse! Hide ‘her,
girls!” She'll get caned and put 1o
bed I

Pearl made a dart to coneceal Dolores,

| but Kitty shook her head,
Down the road, hurrying as she had
|l never hurried before, came Yelma
Kalenzi, Dolores’ aunt.,  And behind her
was the native servant.

“Oh!”" groaned Dolores, * Let
o0 !’l

“But Pearl, pretending to help, was

me

keeping her back.
“Dolores!” panied Aunt Yelma
breathlessly,  “ Dolores!”

Her eyes were starting, and she wus
almost devoid of breath. ,

Dolores pushed past Pearl, and hurried
towards her aunt.

“Oh, oh!” "panted Yelma Kalenzi.
“ Doleres! Then you are safe?”

- Yes, aunt, I have been no farther
than this, I—" |

IIer aunt, breathing decply, took her
by the shoulder, and the dusky servant
tock the other arm.

“Thank goodness yon are safe!’
murmured her aunt, to the other girls’
amazement. - - >

In astonishment the group of girls
watched the two hurrying Dolores, pro-
testing, along the road.

“I's a shame!” said: Kitty Crichton
angrily. * My goodness!”’

In silence they stared as they saw the
native servant halt and point in obvious
alarm at Dolores’ back.

Iis shaking finger indicated the circle
and triangle. .

Anxionsly Yelma Kalenzi  whisked
Dolores round, and stared at the sign.

She miade some ejaculation, and the
watchers moved forward, for Yelma
Kalenzi had collapsed in a faint.

(Why this extraordinary effcot made
by the chalk sign? Can Pearl Hardy's
joking remark that it has been made by
the agent of some sccrel society he the
correct solution? Then, if so, how dors
it affect Dolores? Next week’s long in-
stalment of this splendid and exciting
serial will plunge you deeper into the
mysterious doings that are going on ut
Limmershaw, Ovder next Thursday's
issue of the ScHOOL FRIEXD al once, so
as to be sure of seouring syour copiy.
The demand for your favourite paper
at the present moment &3 very greal.)
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The Muddied Oafl!

1 H, Clara!”
O Marjorie Hazeldene looked
up at her study-mate reproy-

ingly. Marjorie was busily
engaged writing lines, and a sudden
bump in the study had caused her to
start—a permanent evidence of the start
remaining on the foolscap in the form of
a large. spidery blot.

“Sorry !"” grinned Clara Trevlyn-cheer
fully. “I'll rub it out for you!" -

“No—no, thank you!” said Marjorie
hurriedly. And her tone suggested that
Clara had a} some previous time erased
a blol.

“Don’t bounce that ball again,” said
Dolly Jobling, the third occupant of
Study No. 7 on the Fourth Form corri-
dor at Chff House School.

Dolly’s face was red. which was not
surprising considering that the tempera-
ture of the study, due to the hot
summer’s day, had been unnecessarily
increased by a roaring fire. According
1o Dolly, a fire was necessary for her
cooking operations. Clara had mooted
the question of the necessiiy for Dolly’s
cookery—a question that Dolly had
politely declined to answer.

“I sha'n’t bounce it inlo your silly
toffee,” said the cheerful Clara, ss she
held the football tightly.

“I hope you won't!” retorted Dolly
stifly. “But you make me nervous with
that ball in the study—you'll break some-
thing.”

“Yes, Clara dear,” said Marjorie
Hazeldene, in her genlle way, “do be
careful. You broke the clock last time
vou had it in here. I really can't see
that you need it this weather. It isn't
the netball season, for one thing; for the
second thing, we don't play netball.”

“Oh. that™s all right!” said Clara
amiably. “I'm not going to play
netball.”

“Oh, good!” sighed Marjorie. * You
are going to put it away, then, dear?”

“T'in not,"” said Clara.

“(0Oh, then—then what are you going
to do, dear?” asked Marjorie. *'I hope
vou're not going to practise shootimf it
into my workbasket, as you did last
time "

Clara grinned and shook her head.

“Wrong again!” she chuckled. “If
vou want to know, Marjorie, I'm just
going to have a kick-about in the quad-
rangle—

arjorie Hazeldeno dropped her pen,
and almost fell of her chair. Dolly
Jobling even went so far as to withdraw
her attention for one second from her
toffee.

“You're what?” asked Marjorie.

“You're which?” ejaculated Dolly.

Clara Trevlyn grinned and let the foot-
ball drop to the floor. On the rebound
she caught it

‘did not explain.

A Mﬁgnificent New
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the Fourth Form.
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RICHARDS.

“1 said I'm going to have a kick aboul
in the quadrangle. You know what a
kick-about is, don’t you? That's what

my brother calls it. You know, just boot

the ball—'

“Just what?” gasped Marjorie, who
was never-failingly surprised and horror-
stricken at her chum’s rather boyish
expressions.

“Boot,” explained Clara. * Kick. biff,
punt. You know, just kick it up—so!”

Clara dropped the ball and gave it a
gentle tap. But the tap was not quite as
gentle as she hoped, for the ball hit the
wall with a dull thud.

There were three separate “Oh’'s!”
and three pairs of fascinaled eyes
watched the ball bump on to the table,
bowl over a vase of flowers, and then roll
over Marjorie's imposition,

“0Oh—oh dear!” murmured Marjorie.

“You duffer!” exclaimed Dolly Job-
ling, with the candour of a true friend.

“Mum-my hat!” murmured Clara. in
dismay. “1 say, Marjorie, I'm awfully
sorry, you know! Can—can I do it for
you? . I mean, I'll do it again—the writ-
ing, you know!”

Clara was immediately repeniant. and
her generous heart impelled her to
rectify the damage she had done.

“It’s all right!” smiled Marjorie.
“It—it doesn’t matter. Luckily, 1
haven't done -many on this page. It
won't take me long to redo it. And
Miss Steel doesn’t want the lines until
tea-time.”

Clara sighed and picked up the ball.
then she smacked it and grinned.

“'8 I ought to be smacked,” she
remrme. “ Just my luck!™

“Just your fatheadedness!”™
Dolly.

“QOh rats!" said Clara. “How was I
to know that the silly thing was going to
bounce back?” She looked hurriedly at
the wrist-watch on the mantelpiece—the
clock having previously had an unfor-
tunate argument with the football. *1
shall have to hurry, or I shall be late for
the kick-off.”

“The—the kick-off?” said Marjorie,

iving her chum a queer look. “1 say,
gon't you think you'd better sit down,
Clara?”

“T can't. I shall be late now,” said
Clara. “I must have a kick-about—"

“But why?"” said Marjorie mildly.

“To shock auntie,” explained Clara.
And with this she bounced out of the
study.

Marjorie leaned back in her chair and
sighed. Dolly Jobling shrugged her
shoulders expremi\'elir.

“] knew it would come sooner or
" said Dolly Jobling, with the air
of a philosopher, What “it” was she
But Marjorie seemed

grunted

to understand. . o
“It may be the sun,” said Marjorie

anxiously. “It's been very hot lately.
Bul Clara always was a bit tomboyish
and eccentric. I can't think what sl
means by the *kick-off,” and scaring
all}lil', 1hough.”

“Oh, shc'fl gel over ii!"” said Dolly
easily, and poked at her toffee.

Marjorie rose from her chair and
pushed it under the study table.

“I think I'd better follow her,” she
said. “‘She’ll get into trouble.”

Which was really not improbahle
Marjorie knew Clara, and knew how
often her friend’s irrepressible spiriis had!
got her called to account.

So Marjorie hurried downsiairs. But
even when she was in a hurry Marjorie
did nol go down three stairs at a lLime,
as Clara did; nor did she make use of
the banister’s polished surface,

Another girl, grinning broadly, was
coming up Lhe stairs, and Marjorin
stopped her.

**Bridget, have you seen Clara?"

Bridget O'Toole grinned more broadly
than ever, and Marjorie's hearl jumped,
Bridget had a great sense of humour--a
sense thalt was nol incompatible with
Clara’'s. I’E.'rllnps the trouble had begun,

“Faith, an have entoirely ™
chuckled Bridget.

Then she turned and pointed along the
corridor at the foot of the stairs.

Marjorie, who expected to see at least
a shattered chandelier or pulverised
window, stared in no little alarm in the
direction Pridget indicated.

Then Marjorie, too, was
smile.

For in a fat heap on the floor lay the
well-known fligure of Elizabeth Certrude
Bunter.

“Yow-ow-wow !"

Apparently the fat girl of the Fourth
was not a believer in the time-honoured
maxim that little girls should be seen
and not heard. At the present moment
she must have been audible half a mile
away.

Marjorie hurried forward, and Dridget
followed.

forced to

“ Bessie,” oxclaimed Marjorie, wid
concern, ‘‘arc you hurt, dear?”
Bessic Bunter ceased to howl, and

groaned.

“Oh!" she inoaned. “My bub-back's
broken! I've ricked my spine, and she
—she's bub-broken my glasses!™

Bridget 0'Toole burst into a gust of
heartless laughter, and even gentle Max-
jorie smiled. i

“Here are your spectacles,” she said
gently. “They're not broken, and I
don't think your back is either, Dessie.”

Bessic Bunter groaned and blinked.

“1f 1 cuc-catch Cuc-clara I'll pull her
plait!” she wailed. *“She threw a bub-
bomb at me!”

“Ha, ha, ha! Ye gossoon!" rcared
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3rid; 0'Toole. “’T'was only a foot-
ball

“Oh, really, Bridget!” said Pessie
Bunter stiffly, as she ceased to groan.
“1 know r thairyou do—it hit me!
It was a bub-bomb !”

Satisfied that Bessie Bunter was not
serionsly hurt, if hurt at all, Marjorie
hurried on into the quadrangle, and
looked about her anxiouslf,

A group of langhing girls in the centre
of the quadrangle gave the clue to her
chum’s whereabouts.

Bump! Bump! Bump, bump, bump !

The pleasant, if wintry noise of a
bouncing foctball sounded through the
quadrangle. On this pleasani Wednes-
day alternoon the quadmnqlc was almost
deseried. Most of the girls had elected
to spend the half-holiday on the river,
but scrme had chosen the ericket field.

The Fourth-Formers had had a‘match
arranged for that day, but the other
side baving failed to pul in an apmr-

n

ance, other arrangements had
made,
Barbara Redfern, caplain - of ®he

Fourth Form, and her chum Mabel

Lynn' were taking part with the Filth

Form in a match against the Sixth,

who also had a vacant date.

The Fifth Form team was “in,” and
_ it was those who were waiting their turn
at the wicket who now gathered round
Clara Trevlyn to watch her efforts at the
noble art of football.

“Go it, Clara!” laughed Freda Foote.

“Head it!”

“Hee if you can land it between those
elms,” laughed Phyllis Howell, hevself
a sportswomar

But Barbara Redfern frowned, and
iried to capture the ball.

“ Betier take it in the echool, Clara,”
she said. “ ¥You'll get into trouble if
you don’t. Yon'll break a window or do
something !"

Marjorie hurried up to the group and
caught Barbara Redfern’s arni.

“Do st.or her, Babs!” she urged. *1
know she'll do some damage.”

Biff ! Bump, bump! Bump!

The ioatbu.!; sailed up into the air from
the impact of Clara’s rather large-sized
shoes. That Clara eould kick was cer-
tain, but that might not be sufficient
excuse to exonerate her from blame
should damage be done.

“Do stop, Clara,” urged Babs; and
Mabel Lyon chimed in, too.

But Clara Treviyn only laughed and
shook her head.

“What, before auntie comes she
“And I'm doing this for her
benefit ¥

“Fuf for her benefit ?"”

Clara kicked the ball, and the crowd
broke hurriedly to give it a clear flight.

Piper, the scl porter, was just
entering the gates, and Piper pulled up
in quite natural amazement at the sight
of “one of the young ladies ¥ perform-
ing with a footbalk

*“Look out, Piper!”
“Save this if you can!”

She ran back behind the stationary
ball, and prepared to take a mighty
i.lu‘l}lr Piper, frozen with horror, stood
sl

“*Sicp!” cried Marjorie.

Clara waved her chum aside and ran
forward.

With 2 mighty kick she sent the foot-
ball hurtling fo the gate, acccmpanied
by “oh’s " from her audience.

With a curving, high trajectory the
ball sailed to the gates.

The school porter moved this way
and that hesitatingly, uncertain whether
to face the ball and save his citadel—
the gateway—or take flight.

He had not much time to thirk. The
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ball bounded in front of him, and he
d:%pr.l the broom he was carrying.
1

!

The fooiball caught Piper under his
chin, and Piper, with a howl, subsided
on kl) the cold and unsympathetic quad-
rangle.

And then from the Fourth-Formers
cal‘na h.' concerted gasp.

Cousin Amelia!

(11 H!u
That sound of mingled shock
and horror came from the
schoel gateway as a severe-
looking woman, with a small cape and
bonnet, paused in time {o avoid the
foothall as it bounded over the fallen
Piver.

With the stately woman was a girl,
well-dressed and ohviously squeamish,
who drew back from the ball

“Qh, my hat!” groaned (,'iarg
Treviyn. *Auntie! T've done it now !

Marjorie Hagzeldene sighed, and most
of the girls laughed.

“Qh, Clara,” said Marjorie, “ what
ever will happen?” i

There was genuine alarm and anxiety
in Marjorie’s voice. She, at least, rea-
lised the seriousness of the cffence.

1 shall ask auntie to boot that Lall
back,” replied Clara, with a chuckle.
“Wonder what sort of goalkeeper aunte
would make?”

The lady in the gateway was pointing
indignnutl{r a{ the tallen porter with her

sunshade, and her voice was raised
angrily.
*She's going for oid Piper,” sid

Babs. “Looks as though she might hit
him with that green sunshade.”

Clara brushed the dust from her drill
dress and strode across the quadrangle,
while the crowd of Fourth-Formers
followed her. y

Piper rose mainfully and looked ques-
g The girl in the
dainty, immaculate dress stared at him
scornfully.

“It is positively .disgraceful !” ex-
claimed Clara’s aunt quite angrily. “1I
am surprised to see the school porter in-
dulging in such pranks.”

“Ahem !” said Clara discreetly.

But as yet, Clara had not been seen.
Her aunt was not finished with Piper.
And the school porter was gaping with
excusable stupidity, what time he clasped
hig aching chin.

“1 ghall report you for this,” said
Clara’s aunt. * But for the intervention
of my niece, Amelia, I might have had
a severe fall over that ball.”

" Amelia looked self-consciously down at
er shoes.

“1 shall tvertainl; take the matter up,”
ram; on Clara’s aunt, while Piper
continued to blink at her. “To think
that you are setting such a terrible ex-
ample to— —""

“Ahem! Aunt—-"

Clara Trevlyn, slightly rved in the face,
stepped forward.

Her aunt wheeled round {o her, and
surveyed her through a pair of tortoise-
shell lorgnettes. In silence the crowd
waited.

“Clara!” she said. “My dear girl
Dear me—you—you are dusty.”

“Yes, aunt. J—er—"

Clara. fumbled for words.

“This foolish man nearly (ripped me
up with his ridiculous tomfoolery with
the ball.”

“Ahem! Tt was my fault, aunt !

“Your fault!”

Miss Trevlyn's tone was scandalized,
and Amelia, her thin lips curled inio a
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u:‘i?ht sueer, gave her consin a reproach-
ful glance. \

“1 was just h\'il’ a kick-about with
the footer, aunt—-

“Clara!”

Miss Trev:zn drew herself upright, and
from some of the Fourth-Formers in_the
ecrowd came sounds of stifled mirth.
Others, with more sense of proportien,
looked expectantly

“How many times, Clara, bave I
ordered you not to make use of slang?
You can say what you wish to say m
Enﬂish‘,,

“Y-y-yes, aunt. 1 was just playmg
football, and kicking the football with the
evident object of guidin‘f its course be-
tween the gateposts—and Piper failed to
save. It caugnt him—I mean, hit him
under the chin,”

“Indeed. Then the man i not to
blame.” She turned to Piper. I am
sorry that my ignorance of -the irue
state of affairs caused me to blume you.
Bat it did not occur to me that any girl
—that any girl—jeast of all my own
niece, could be guilty of such disgraceful
Lehaviour.”

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Clara.

“T came to the school, Clara,” said her
aunt, in the same tone, * hoping,
apparently vainly, to you more
cultured, and less of a tomboy.”

“Yees, aunt. But there’s no harm in
football—or in hockey.”

“T do not approve of such games for
girls,” said Miss Trevlyn decidedly, and
with finality, “There is no need for
them. Surely, it would be better for
you to employ your time in learning de-
portent. Amelia finds no need for
football.”

Clara looked al Amelia and grinned.
Amelia returned the grin with a sneei.
There was obviously liitle love lost be-
tween the cousins.

*1 am shocked, disgnsted, at your con-
duct, Clara. And I hope sincerely that
you are not typical of your Form——"

“Dear me, no!”

Annabel Hichens, the old-fashioned
girl of the Fourth, shook her head and
stepped into the limelight.

“ We are not at all like Clare, Miss
—er—Treviyn,” she said. *“‘1 have toll
Clara repeatedly that she is far from lady-
like. 1 have cffered to give her lessous
in deportment. 1 am prepared (o do =0
now. A vwoman's place is in the
home——""

Clara glared at Annabel, and the other
Fourth-Formers chuckled. When Anna-
bel Hichens had once embarked on her
favourite topic she became like a runa-
way horse, very difficult to stop.

ut Miss Irevlyn seemed quite
pleased, and she smiled sweetly upon
Annabel. e

“T am pleased,” she said, “ that there
is at least one girl in the school who
appreciates the value of deportment.”

And, with head in air, Clara’s aunt
strode on. Amelia, afler pausing just
one second to snecr at her cousin, walked
on, too!

For some seconds after Miss Treviyn
had gone there was silence, broken only
by a chuckle from that lady’s nicce.

My hat! And that js that!” said the
irrepressibie Clara.

But Marjorie Hazeldene was looking
Very serjous,

*Qh, Clara,” she said. “Why did youn
do it? Yon can see your aunt is cross.
She may report you to Miss Primrose !”

** Oh, not suntie,” said Clara.

“If yon had only listened to me,”
said Annabel Hichens gravely as she
wagged her forefinger, “yon would now
be a lady—you would—"

“You—yoh burbling, stupid nipmy !”
exclaimed Clara crossly., “Do you think
aunt would like it if I looked like youI™
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MMy dear Clara—"

“Don’'t ‘my dear’ mel” 'snapped
Qiara, guite cromsly. Clara never did get
on exiremely well with Annabel, which,
in view of the fuct that they had not a
great deal in common, was not eurpris-
ing,

%&nd Clora quite suddenly turned on
her heel and left the group. Marjorie,
always patient, went to pick up the foot-
ball.

The others were either greatly amused
or greatly pecturbed, and in groups
talked of the incident.

“There’il be trouble,™
Redfern.

And Mabel Lynn nodded.

* There generally is,” she said, * when
Clara gets on the war-path. Poor old
Clara.”

Bat poor old Clara soon recovered her
good spirits, She was never out of
tomper for more than about two minutes,
and now, as she walked down the main
corridor in the school-honse, she was
whistling cheerfully. .

Actually, Clara could not whistle.
Dolly had told her so in very plain words.
Marjorie had Lroken the news more

gnid Barbara

gently, But Clarn still- went  on
whisthing. i
The way lo the stairs led past the

headmistress’ study, and even Clara rea-
lised that Miss. Primrose, the head-
mistress, might not appreciate her
rendering of *Bwanee.”

B as she turned inle the head-
mistress’ corridor, Clara stopped in sur-
rise.

My hot!” she murmured softly, and
gave a low whistle of surprise.

Tor some seconds she slared in dumb
amazement at a pink-clad lgure hali-way
up the corrider. And well she might
stare, for the pink-dressed girl was kneel-
ing, with one ear close to the door of the
headmistress’ study.

Clara Trevlyn, with all her faults, was
not a sneak. She was honest and out-
spoken, and anything underhanded, any-
thing that savoured of the dishonourable,
roused her ire.

She strode forward, not quietly, but in
her usual way. The girl at the door,

however, was too engrossed in her eaves-|

dropping, too intent on what was being
said in the headmistress’ study, to hear
what was happening in the corridor.

But she was soon to know. Clara
Trevlyn, an angry frown on her face,
was now level with the girl.
and with forcfinger and thumb took hold
of the eavesdropper’s rather prominent
and disengaged ear.

wi Oh "

It was an exclamation of surprise and
alarm.

“Come up!” said Clara grimly, as her
angry eyes met the startled ones of her
cousin Amelia. “Your ear's coming!
You can pleage yourself whether you
come with it or not!”

“ Let go—="

“Caught !’ growled Clara.
in the act, you sneak—sF e .

Amelin's dark aoyes Jﬁnl{ed in fright
at her counsin's grim expression, and her
lip ‘trembled.

“This way !”

The indignant Clara dragged her
cousin's inflamed ear along the passage,
and Amelia reluctantly, but of necessity,
accompanied it. Not until they were
some yards from the headmistress’ study
did Clara stop, and then she released the
paining ear, to which Amelia's hand went
up immediately.

“Now, you lovely little sneak ! said
Clara, with contempt that pierced even
Amelia’s skin; by Teason of its genuine-
ness.

Amelia bit her lip and scowled.

#1—1 don't want any impertincnce

“ Caught

She stooped, |
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from you, Clara!” she remarked, with a
pitiful effort at dignity. She rubbed her
ear, and her scowl became still darker,

“If you were in the Fourth,” said
Clara, *you'd be shown up and sent to
Coventry "

“Oh, really!” exclaimed Amelia, with
an attempt at laughter, * And your dear
Form-fellows would be greatly interested,
perhaps, were T to teﬁ them how you
crawl round auntie.”

“I don't listen at the door——""

“I was doing no such thing! My—my
shoelace became untied, and I stooped
i

“QOh, don't lell me those fairy-tales!”
snapped Clara irritably. “You can't
pitch those tales to me, Amelia! You
pretend  butter won’t melt in your
mouth! Oh, you sneak! I can’t think
how auntie ever puls up with you. She’s
a funny old stick, but she’s a good sort,
and straight as a die! You—you're like
o corkserew 1"

“(Clara, how dare you! Tt is like yon
io sneer at dear auntie behind her back!

0~
i
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little—what shall T
Extremely boisterous!”

“A good deal more than merely
boisterous,”  sniffed Miss  Trevlyn.
“When a girl—a young lady—plays foot-
ball—football—"

8he leaned back in her chair, and left
completion of that sentence to Miss
Primrose.

“ Ahem ! Tt is unusual, and T shall see
that Clara is punished,” said Miss Prim-
rose. “ Football is not one of our school
games. Hockey is played at ClLiff House,
and one or two girls have attempted to
start a petball club——"

“1 have never approved of such games
for girls!” said Miss Trevlyn emphati-
cally, and with an air of finality.

In her own household Miss Trevlyn's
word was law, and woe to her who dared
gainsay it! But in Clff House she was
not so much of a personality.

“The directors {’mve signified their ap-
proval of the games,” said Miss Prim-
rose mildly. * And, really, I can sec no
harm in them. They teach a girl {o have

say ?—boislerous,

L

JUST LIKE CLARA!

There were three sesparate ‘““Oh’s!" and
three pairs of fascinated syes watched the ball
bump on to the table, bowl over a vase, and then rol

imposition ! “ Mum—my hat !"’ murmured Clara In dismay.

moross Marjorie’s

But you'd be glad enough to have her
money if she died !”

T 11" exclaimed Clara warmly. “ Why,
of all the cheek ! If—if I were a boy I'd
jolly well hit you for that!”

She raised her arm threateningly, in
Frﬁlence of a blow that was not likely to
all.

But the coward heart of Amelia was
not up to the strain. She stepped back,
and cried out in real alarm:

& Help f'l

s ]

Taming the Tomboy!.
(13 Y dear Miss Primrose, it is
veally tco  terrible for

~words "7
Miss Trevlyn sat upright in
the armchair, and fanned herself. Her
face was worried, and she wore a look
of really genuine concern for her way-
ward niece.

Miss Primrose, headmistress of Cliff
House School, sighed, and adjusted her
pincencz, - She had been engaged upon
Fourth Form essays when Clara’s aunt
had been announced, and she was not
wholly pleased at the interruption.

“Yes, yves,” she said. . “Clara is a

consideration for others—they fteach a
girl to play fairly. The girls who do the
school most credit are invariably sports-
loving girls.”

“H'm!” sniffed Miss Trevlyn., “No
doubt—no doubt. My other nicce,
Amelia, has never played hockey or nel-
ball. But she does know how to conduct
herself as u lady should. She. does not
come in with her hair in a tangle and her
dress muddy and torn. Really, T some-
times feel quite ashamed to think thaf
Clara is my niece !

“She is a very straightforward and
kind-hearted girl,” said Miss Primroso
rather stiffly, feeling that she cnght to
support her scholar, for Miss Primrose
knew Clara’s sterling worth— knew that
her faults were on the surface and always
seen. There was nothing underhanded
about Clara. I admit that Clara is in-
clined to be rough. Her mauner is bluff,
and she is thoughtless. But 1 like her.
She is popular, and that speaks well for
any girl, I think !

“H'm!” grunted Miss Trevlyn, “1
was fond of Clara as & child, very fond
of her, and, of course, 1 like her now, if
only she wouldn’t be so annoyingly tn-
tidy, undainty, end rough.  Amelin is
THE Scuool Frrexp.—No. 157,
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fuite ldiﬂ'erent.l It is feally a predica- “ And she will prove an example 1o you.

ment 1?5

Miss Primrose, though she stared
ralher, made no remark. She wondered,
however, what the predicament was,

“You see,” said Miss Trevlyn slowly,
“I am getting old, and some day my
money wilk pass into other hands. 1 want
to distribute it fairly io my nieces, of
whom I have two—Clara and Amelia.
The boys are provided for. But 1 wish
to be quite certain that the money -will
not be squandered. Neither of them will
h_nhpoor,'aud my money will make them
rich—-"

“I see,” nodded Miss Primrose; “‘and
tho. question is which shall have the
larger share—and, I suppose, whether
Clara is to have any at all, no doubt.
You fear she may squander 1t.”

**Maost certainly, yes. And unless
Clara improves, then I must disinherit
her, I have given her chances to reform
her vough ways, hut she does not take
them.”

She paused, and Miss Primrose, feel-
ing, no doubt, that something was ex-
pected of her, murmured, * Exactly !”

“With your permission,” _said Miss
Trevlyn suddenly, leaning forward, “I
will stay at the school and watch her.
I want to see what she is like. 1 do not
wish to judge the girl harshly from just
one glimpse of her. A weelk’s stay.”

*“(Certainly,” said Miss Primrose, after
slight hesitation. *There is ample room
in my house—"

“Thank you! For Amelia as well?
Amelia is on holiday with me. She is an
uffectionate girl—very fond of me——""

“Yes, I think I could manage Amelia—
I mean, I think there will be room. I
will see that there is——"

Miss Primrose half-rose from her chair,
then paused. From without came a clear
sound—a shriek almost,

“ l{elp]}l

“Amelia’s voice!"” exclaimed Miss
Trevlyn, and sprang up. Miss Primrose
followed her to the door, and together
they stared down the passage.

“Goodness me !’ mmrmured Miss Prim-
rose, as she blinked in amazement as she
saw Amelia cringing away from Clara.

“Don’t let ier hit me!? wailed
Amelia.

Miss Primrose strode forward, with
Miss l‘revl}-n a pace only behind her.

*Clara ! she rapped out.

Clara lowered her half-raised arm,

“Yes, Miss Primrose,” she said
weckly,

“Were yon abont to sirike that girl?"

*“No, Miss Primrose,” said Clara
fruthfully. *“1 was only trying to
frighten the silly kid—"

“She was goinq to hit me!” said
Arcelia sharply. “Just out of revenge
hecanse Aunt Jane spoke to her
crossly 1

**Oh, rats!"” said Clara.

“Clara 1”

Miss Trevlyn and Miss Primrose
ullered the name together; and Clara
groaned,

“Clara,” said Miss Primrose, ‘“you
will kindly refraih from using slang in
niy presence—""

“Or from using it at all,” said Miss
Trevlyn sharply.

Clara groaned aloud, and gave herself
up as lost.

“Your aunt is most displeased with
your nnruly conduet,” said Miss Prim-
rose sternly. ‘It is really about time
that you pulled yourself together. You
are not a child now. - Your aunt is stay-
ing with me for a week, and her intention
il?} kceP an eye upon you,”

“Oh ! gaid Clara dully, ““ And—and
is Amelia staying, too?"”

“ Amelia is,” said Aunt Jane fartly.
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Most certainly Amelia is staymf.”

“0Oh crumbs!” murmured Clara. *“I
mean—oh goodness !”

“To remind you that fgotball is not
to be played in the quadrangle—"

“Or elsewhere,” interrupted Miss
Trevlyn.

“1 shall require you to write me out
one hundred times, ‘I must not play
football.”

e in your best handwriting,
although that 1s far from good,” added
Miss ’f‘revlyn. “If you are wise you
will mend your ways during the ensuing
week.” She turned to the headmistress.
*“And now, Miss Primrose, I will make
arrangements for my stay, if you do not
mind.”

“Yes, yes,” said Miss
“Clara, you may go!”

And Clara, not unwillingly, it must
be admitted, went. She went ver
quickly, enly stopping once to look bac
and groan again, “Oh crumbs!”

There was quite a crowd of girls await-
ing her in Study No. 7 when she reached

Primrose,

it.

At the sight of the lugubrious lock on
her face there was a chorus of friendly
sympathy.

*Poor old Clara!” said Babs.

“Get it badly 7" asked Dolly Jobling.
“A lecture?”

“Partly,” admitted Clara.
worse is to follow.”

“Not going to be expelled?” asked
Marjorie Hazeldene anxiously, *
Clara !”

At that Clara grinned.

“No. Amelia’s staying for a week !”

“That all?’ asked Freda Foote, in
r:urprig:_-. “1 don't see anything in that

“But

“You don’t know Amelia,” grunted
Clara. “I've got to be meek and mild
for a week—a whole week! 1 haven't

fot to sing, whistle, or play hockey,
_suppose, and I haven't got to
slide down the banisters. Tt will

be a week. And to crown it all, there’ll
be Amelia. Ugh!”

“Poor old Clara!” chuckled Freda
Foote. “You can’t say that you haven't
asked for it, can you? The ouly surprise
to me is it hasn’t come before I

Clara groaned.

*And after all I've done for auntie,”
she said.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

" Poor old auntie,”” chuckled Freda.
“1f you've got any sense you’ll be
unkind to her for the next week, Clara.
She'd be much more pleased if you were
like Annabel.”

“I've a jolly good mind to be,” said
Clara. “Then she'd know what it is to
have a nice jolly niece about the place,
making it bright and cheery. It was
jolly miserable at her house before I
went, I'm not so sure that I sha’n’t
imitate Annabel, and pay her out. You
never miss the water till the well runs
dry, you know. She’ll miss my happy,
smiling face.”

“T'll say she will,”” grinned Phyllis
Howell. “8he wants you to bLe like
Amelia. Like a dutiful niece you enght
to please her, and become a nice, well-
behaved young lady.’

“Lul-like me,” said Bessie Bunter
encouragingly.

“You—you fat stupid,” growled Clara.
“She doesn’t want to g0 into hysterics
every time she sees me.”

“0h, really, Clara!” protested Bessie.
“1 wasn't speaking about histories! If
you had a figure like mine, I could
teach you to be lady-like, like I am |”

“ Ahem !” said Freda Foote tactfully,
as she saw Clara’s ire rising. *‘Joking
apart—"

“1 wasn't j-joking, Freda.™

Twopence.

“ Never mind, Bessie, you oughl to
have been. As I said, joking apart, we
ought to help Clara become a lady.;'

She looked round the room, and winked
at them all with the eye farthest from
Clara. S

“Hear, hear!” said Babe. “We'll
turn her ont a shining, gentle lady, who
wouldu't dream of looking at a football.”

* And every time she uses a slan
expreszion, we’ll fine her a penny,” sai
Freda. *“We can hire a yacht with the
money and go to Africa.”

* Oh, chuck it!” said Clara.

“ Penny, please!”

“Oh, rats!”

* Twopence !

Clara Trevlyn grinned, and then, {o
everyone’s amazement, handed Freda
Foote twopence,

“It’s a go,” she said.

And- Clara meant it, unbelievable
though it was. Clara intended to alter
her ways., 1t was an excellent intention,
But those who knew Clara and her little
ways—and they were many—asked them-
selves the question: *For how long#"”
And Marcia Loftus, with a sneer, asked
e ‘\"hy?”

Her Last State Worse than
the First!

[ OU’RE not going down like
that 7

Barbara Redfern, caplain of

the Fourth Form, stared at

Clara Trevlyn in amazement. Aund the

other  Fourth - Formers, who were
gathered round, chuckled,

Bab’s question was not unwarranted,
nor was her amazement. It scarcely
seemed possible that Clara Trevlyn really
intended going down to breakfast es sho
was then,

It was not exactly Clara’s clothes that
caused attention; for ehe was wearing
her drill dress, but her hair was certainly
amazing. )

Clara’s hair had been bobbed, and it
inst reached to the nape of her neck in
the ordinary way. At present it was
done in an extraordinary style.

“I've done it like Annabel's,” said
Clara. *“So it must be right‘ Aunt
is sure to like this, you know.™

She put her head sideways and peered
at herself in the glass. It was quile
impossible to pretend that the style of
hairdressing affected by Annabel suited
Clara. The only advantage il possessed
was its simplicity. But it was never
intended for short hair. ;

Clara, by dint of brushing and Lugg‘inF,
had got her hair straight back so tight
that it raised her eyebrows. 'Then, wi

ins and ribbons, she had tied it in place
gy bunching the residue at the back.

“Clara. You mustn’t go down like
that,” protested Marjorie, * Miss Steel
will be angry.”

“But Annabel’s is like that.”

“1 hope not,” said Annabel stiffiy.
“My hair is tidy, as a woman’s hair
should be. Although I prefer your hair
to be tidy, I cannot imagine that it looks
nice bunched back.”

“0Oh, well, it will have to do now,”
gaid Clara easily. And she smoothed if
back. Then ghe took some hair oil and
sprinkled it on lavishly—so lavishly that
some ran down her forehead.

“Ha, ha, ha!” ehricked the Fourth-
Formers.

“Tron it,” suggested Freda Foole.

“Oh, rats!”

“Penny, . please,” said Freda,
clinked a box.

“Here, don't you give it to her,” said
Bessie Bunter hurriedly, and as if by
magic the fat girl of the Fourth produced
a tin box with a wide cut in its top.

and



Every Thursday.

T'iom inside, when she shook it, came a
sound that was reminiscent of latchkeys
and rusty nails.

*“No jolly fear,” said Clara. “If you
want tarts you buy them yourself,
Yatima.! Buzz off I”

“Twopence,” said Freda Foole
inexorably.

Bessie Bunter conlinued to ratile her
lin; but with little result. Clara,

knowing Bessie, was not likely o add
real pence to the rusty keys.
“Twopence,” said Freda, and Clara,
with a sigh, handed the humorist of the
Yourth a sixpence. )
“And if you want any more coppers
xou can jolly well get them from some-

"

one else, I'm.fed up with fines,” said
Clara. i

“That’s another threepence,” said
Freda thoughtfully. “Jolly is slang,

coppers is slang, and fed-up is slang.
Fivepence in all, and you gave mo 8ix-
pence. Say something else in slang and
make it an even sixpence.”

“Rats!”

“Good! Now we're quits,” said Freda.
“ Hope your funds will last out, Clara.
You're doing eplendidly. Two bob since
yesterday afternoon. Two bob in hali
u day—average, five bob a day, and abou
fifteen shillings when you play hockey.”

“Oh, do dry up!’ {m-wlad Clara,
trying to pin her hair back more tightly.

“Think I'll make a note of them,”
murmured Freda, “and let you have a
weekly account; but you'll have to get
vour pocket-money rased. Let me see,
another penny.”

Clara still looked in the mirror, and the
girls looked at Clara.

“I— shouldn’t go down like that if
I wera you, Clara,” said Marjorie gently.

But Clara ehook her head.

“ Auntie’s cross, and I'm going to
make her glad,” she said. “She'll be
so jolly surprized when she sees me in
this get up, her wig'll fall offt You
wait. I'm going to reform. I'm going
to become neat and tidy like Annabel—
stupid and fatheaded, no good at games,
no good at anything excepl making a
guy of myself "

Freda Foote, who had been writing
away with the rapidity of a shorthand
cxpert, looked up with a wrinkled brow.

“ Another fivepence,” said Freda. *‘I
under-estimated.  Still, you'll ease off
during lesson-lime. And if you go care-
fully, you may get through the day on
five shillings." .

“Excuse me, Clara,” said Annabel
Hichens rather angrily. “I fail to see
your reason for using me as a bult for
vour absurd humour. If you wish to
learn a little of deportment, and if you
wish to be of service in a house, then
let me instruct you

“Give it a brecze till after brekker,”
said Clara.

“Twopence,” "said Freda, with
engrossed air.

Clara breathed deeply through her
nose, and looked sideways at Freda.

“1 say, Freda,” said Bessie quickly,
““you write down, and be secretary.
I'll be treasunrer. And I sus-say, Clara,
if you like 1'll give you ladylike lessons
at ten shillipgs a time—"

“I don't like—""

Clara turned to the girls around her.

“Now, don’t all grin like a set of
jackanapes!” she said. “Miss Steel
might smell a rat—"

The door of the dormitory opened, and
Stella Stone, the school captain, looked
m.,

*“Come along said Stella sharply.
“You're all late fer breakfast. Miss
Steel will give you all a hundred lines
if you don't Goodness!  Clara,
what ‘ever have vou done to your hair?
It does look a sight!”

an

e
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My hair, Stella!” said Clara inno-
cently. “But it’s done in a ladylike
manner. I'm trying to please auntie.”

Stella Stone grinned.  Possibly she
had heard sbout Clara’s Aunt Jane.

‘“Oh, hurry along!” she laughed.
““And you'd be wiser, I think, to take
your hair out of that sticky mess,
Clara.”

Then Stella went. The Fourth-
Formers hurried out after her; and
Clara, a little dubiously, went with
them. Clara had uneasy doubts as to
the manner in which her new departure
would be taken.

She intended the venture as a lesson
to auntie. Perkaps it was not such an
oxcellent scheme as she thought; but
Clara detested convention, and was not
enamoured of the girl who could not
lay games. Unreasonably, perhaps, she
imagined that others must think the
same.

If her auni saw her as a'good, neat,
unathletic girl, Clara supposed that she
would at once realise how much more
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finnicky step, to the amunsement of the
otherz,

Annabel walked ahead into the dining-
hall where the other Forms were at
breakfast.

She waited until the other girls had
entered, then she went in, and Clara
followed, mnfitating Annabel’s step.

All heads turned at their entrance,
and for a moment a pin could have becu
heard had it dropped. Then——

“Ha, ha, ha!”

**Oh, look!”

‘“He, he, he!”

Roars of langhter went up {rom eyery
{able, and Clara ‘rather nervously
stopped : then, grimly, she went on, see-
ing that Arnnabel had not minded the
laughter. Clara was determined to be o

ady.

“Clara Trevlyn?" almost shouted Miss
Steel.  “Goodness gracious! Do my
eyes deceive me? You have the im-
pertinence to present yourself in that
ridiculous manner! Walk properly, girl !
And what have you done to your hair?”

|

CLARA’S WAY!

Clara’s finger and thumb closed about the disengaged
ear of the eaveadropper.
grimly, as her angry eyes met the startled ones of her couain Amolia.

“Come up !’ she ordered

splendid was a care-free, jolly girl who
could slam a footer or cricket-ball,

Unfortunately for the scheme, Clara
and her aunt did not think along the
same lines.  Ridicule of propriety in
conduct and dress was not really likely
to alter Miss Trevlyn's ideas of long
standing.

“It would be better,” whispered
Annabel Hichens, so euddenly that Clara
jumped, “if you were to walk more
sedately, and not with that unmanneily
stride. Walk so!”

And Annabel, with mincing step, and
fingers held daintily in a pose, sicpped
along a few yards ahead of Clara.

"ngmat Scott!” * ejaculated Clara.
“What’s that—the elephant falter, or
the chimpanzee stagger? Is that what
they did in the ’eighties?”

“This is the manner in which a well-

bred lady -carries herself,” weplied
Annabel a little stifly, as though
ministering a gentle rebuke. *Omne does

not stride—"
“Oh, ripping?"” said Clara, and she
clumsily attempted to imitate Annabel’s

“Ahem!” stammered poor Clara. 1
—er—g new style to please my aunt,
Miss Bteel. I—I'm reforming——"

Miss Steel simply blinked. And in the
broad light of ‘the dining-hall Clara’s
headdress appeaved ridiculous; even
more than Annabel's, from which she
had modelled it, for Annabel’s haic was
long, and could be drawn tightly back in
salety.

“Oh, indeed!” said Miss Steel. -*1It
is by request—er—you will all take filty
lines for being late to breakfast! And.
Clara, do not mimic other girls when you
walk in to breakfast; an additional fifty
lines may impress the fact upon your
mind !"

Then 3Miss Steel, breathing hard,
settled down to breakfast. But from
time to time her glance strayed along
towards Clara, and Clara’s hair. It
might have been noticed that Miss Steel
smiled—a most unusual, yet quite
excusable occurrence. .

All through the meal Clara was silent,
and Miss Steel seemed genuinely sur-
prized. For it was not usual for Clara

Tue ScHoOL FriExD.—No. 157,



40 Every Thursday.

to be silent. One way or the other
Clara generally managed to make her-
self heard on all occasions.

It was most mysterious, and everycne
seemaed to notice 1t.

After breakfast Clara ran across her
cousin. Amelia.

As she saw her cousin approaching,
Clara patted down

her dress and
attempted to look prim. =
Amelia stopped short and stared.
“Good-morning, cousin Amelia,” said

Clara meekly. ‘“It is indeed a fine morn-
ing, is it nol1"”

*What do you mean?” asked Amelia,
staring. Amelia did not look any too
pleased. “1 suppose this is another of
your practical jokes, Clara?"

“Practical jokes!™ Clara raised her
hands in horror. *Oh, cousin Amelia,
how crude your suggestion appears—

ractical jokes! Surely, they are not
ady-like.”.

Amelia blinked, and the Fourth-
Formers behind were nearly convulsed
with mirth.

“Go it, Clara,”

Foote.

“Desist!” said Clara, rolling her eyes
upwards. “Such mirth is unseemly.
Dear, sweet cousin Amelia, what a plea-
sure 1t is to see your sweet, honest face—
radiant with the sunshine of early
summer—how happy and good it makes
me feel "

“Don’t be absurd!” exclaimed Amelia
crossly, none too pleased at the change in
her cousin.

“Absurd!”

murinured Freda

Clara’s lip trembled, and
she stepped dainfily forward. “Oh,
Amelia, let us not quarrel, life is too
short—er—hearts are too precious to
break. Kiss me, dear Amelia!”

She bent forward and hestowed a
cousinly kiss on Amelia’s check.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Amelia sprang back and clenched her
hands.

“You little idiot!” snapped Amelia.
She glared at Clara and the laughing
Fourth-Formers, then, her kead in the
nir, she stalked cff, and Clara looked after
her tragically.

“Spurned I she groaned. * Alas! My
{riendship scorned—am I not enough a
litile lady?"

*“Oh, my hat!” laughed Freda Foote.
“ Do run along, Clara, We shall all get
gated for being late for lessons.”

“It is unseemly to hurry,” reproved
(Clara, and she walked along with
mincing step.

Clara, the Sweeper.

“ LARA, you are late again!”
Miss Steel spoke quite crossly
as Clara entered the room
daintily.  Most of the other
girls were seated, but Clara had only
Just entered.

“Yes, Miss Steel,” answered Clara
meekly.

- W{ly did you not hurry?’

“Hurry! Oh, Miss Steel!” exclaimed
Clara in shocked tones. ‘' Aunt Jane
says a really nice girl never hurries—it is
unseemly.”

“Oh—oh— indeed!” said Miss Steel
tartly, and stared at Clara.

The Fourth-Formers rocked aboui in
their seats with laughter. Clara blinked
up at the Fourth Form mistress with
demure, innocent eyes,

“I think you had better get to your
seat, and let me have no more of this
freakish conduct, Clara.”

Clara bowed her head, hesitated in her
own mind whethet or not she should
curtsey, then walked to her seat and
sat down gracefully.

Miss Steel’s.eye was still upon her, and
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not very approvingly. Miss Steel had
always looked upon Clara as one of her
most unruly pupils, yet a pupil {o be
trusted. She was still to be trusted, but
Miss Steel could not make out how much
of this was a_joke and how much earnest
endeavour. Her previous experience of
Clara led her to believe that the former
had the honours with an overwhelming
majority. =

Clara sat bolt upright in her place,
looking straight, before her. It was as
much as Miss Steel could do to refrain
from smiling. For Clara looked amusing.

Annabel Hichens gave Clara approv-
ing glances, and Bessie Bunter blinked
at her through thick spectacles. Freda
thought of her slang fund which was not
likely to increase rapidly. Clara had
“gone off ” slang.

Clara’s attention to lessons was remark-
able, almost uncanny in fact, and Miss
Steel began to think that perhaps Clara
was serious.

But suddenly Clara broke the silence
of the Form-room.

“Qh!” she exclaimed in horror.

“Clara, what is it?" exclaimed Miss
Steel.

“Oh, T am sorry, Miss Steel, that I

unwittingly gave verbal expression to my.

surpise and—and shock. But I've a hole
in my stocking !"”

Clara spoke as though she had suddenly
discovered herself armless. And there
was a gasp of amazement from the
Fourth Form. Clara was renowned for
the holes in her stockings. 1f Clara ever
darned a stocking it was cause for re-
mark and perplexity in the Form; it was
an occurrence as remote as a universal

ood.

“Indeed!” said Miss Steel coldly, as
the girls tittered. “Indeed! 1 have
noticed” it myself, Clara, on several
occasions. “In fact, T have informed you
of the fact more often than 1 can
remember——""

“But, Miss Steel, what would auniie
say?” ejaculated Clara, ahnost tearful,
a look of woebegone seriousness on her
face. * Such a large hole, too!”

“Possibly! You had better darn it
immediately after lessons. For the pre-
sent you must forget it—annoying as
it must be to a girl so tidy and precise
as you,” ea’d Miss Steel sarcastically.
“1 hope it will not bear so heavily upon
your mind that you cannol pay aitenlion
to what I am saying.”

“Oh, mno, Miss Steel,”
meekly. “My Aunt Jane
should be seen and
Auntie—"

“Yes, yes,
chatter!”

Clara looked meekly at her desk, and
the lessons proceeded. Not ancther word
did Clara utter until classes were over,
;ggkthsn very tidily she gathered up her

5.
The other girls filed out, and Clara
stooped to pick up a piece of paper.
Then she went all over the floor picking
up oddments, scraps of paper, and pencil

said Clg\in
says girls
not heard.

Clara. Please do not

shavings.
From the doorway the Fourth-Formers
watched er umbfounded. Clara

Trevlyn picking up paper—Clara being
tidy! Truly, it was amazing.

As for Miss Steel, che hardly knew
whether she was awake or whether she
was dreaning.

“Cuara,” she said in a weak voice.
“Lessons are over, and—er—you are
free. If you wish to play cricket—"

“My Aunt Jane, Miss Steel, says that
cricket is a rough, unladylike game.”

“Indeed !”

Miss Steel stared after Clara as that

ir] primly walked from the room. In
ﬁer time Miss Steel had experienced

Twopence,

many sirange girls, but Clara wes surely,
the strangest!

Outside the Form-room Barbara Red-
fern gripped Clara by the arm.

“You didn't mean thatabout cricket 7'
she asked anxiously.

Clara looked. at her coldly.

“If you mean to suggest that I have
any desire to play cricket, Barbara Red-
fern,” she said, “allow me to tell you
that the imputation is extremely
offensive.”

“Oh!" said Babs.

*“Oh, don’t keep it up with ns!” said
Freda Foote. *“We're in the know.
You can rag Miss Steel, but you can't
rag us. We don’t allow jt 1"

‘Rag — rag——" murmured Clara
\aguell‘y. “1 really fail to understand
you, Freda Foote. What is rag—a por-
tion of material—or——"

“Well, I'm blessed !" exclaimed Dolly
Jobling. * There’s something the maiter
with you, Clara. You know what a rag
is—a jape—a wheeze—a stunt—"

Clara raised her eyes and looked

mournfully at the ceiling. :
b this  some strange fanatic
language ?”’ she murmured. * I know it

not. A wheeze—surely that is akin lo
asthma——""

“Clara,” murmured Marjorie, “don’t
keep on with it, dear! Do_be serious.
You seem to forget there is a cricket
practice after lessons.”

“Of course she remembers!” scoffed
Dolly Jobling crossly. = *If she thinks she
can pull our legs, she's jolly well mis-
taken 1"

“ Hear, hear!”

“Stop it, Clara "

The Fourth-Formers were no longer
amused. It was all right for Clara 10
play her little joke upon the mistress.
But when she turned it upon them—well,
as Freda said, it was a little bit too thick.

“T1 really fail to understand. 1 fear
that you are vexed with me for somelhing
1 have done,” said Clara, in agitation.
“I do hope that nothing T may have said
in all innocence has caused you annoy-
ance—-""

Barbara Redfern looked ai Marjorie
and sighed. Mabel Lynn, who could see
the point of this, and was rather admir-
ing Slura’s acting, smiled. ¢

Freda Foote, hersef a humorist,
objected to her estate being l(respassed
upon. .

“Come down to ericket, and don't play
the stupid!” urged Barbara Redfern.
“We haven't any time to sparel!”

“Indeed, nor have I,” said Clara
solemnly. *There are stockings to darn,
and the study wants sweeping out and
tidying-up after Marjorie—" "

“ After me!” ejaculated Marjorie.
“Why, Clara, it is you who threw the
work-basket on the floor, and you—"

“Ahem! Anyway, it wants tidying
very badly,” Clara went on. I have
little time for frivolity., Cricket is a
rough game in which no nice girl should
take part.” i

“Hear, hear!” said Annabel Hichens
while the others gaped at Clara. uf
agree with you entirely, Clara. T am
more pleased than I can say that you
have at Jast come to your eensea. I will
accompany you to the study and give you
instructions as to cleaning it."”

“ Oh—er—that is kind of you, dear
Annabel I” murmured Clara., *Your
kindness is exemplary. Perhaps we can,
in time, bring these misguided girls to see

reason. A new cra_ will start. Dolly
Jobling shall be taught to cook—""

“QOh, shall 17" asked Dolly, “I'd like
{o know who can teach me!”’

“Tt would be difficult. We can bhut
try,” answered Clara.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ One for yon, Dolly I”
Clara smiled, and took Annabel’s arm.,
(Cantinucd on page 45.)
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eyes, Upon inquiry, s
we learn that she did §
not have her hair $
hobbed in order to he §
in the fashion. Tt was ¢
in  order that it §
“wouldn’t be so much
in the way ! "

It is not casy to decide which forms
Clara’s outstanding characteristic—her
slangy method of expression, her vigor-
ous way of doing everything, her rather
large feet, or that eternal ladder in the
leg of her stocking. Perhaps the honour
goes to the first named, as we hear her
voice more [requently than we =ee the
other things mentioned.

P AnANANY

In fact, her predilection for slang
always has been-—and probably always
will be—the despair of Marjorie Hazel-
dene, with whom and Doelly Jobling she
shares Study No. 7. We nevef hear
Clara “say “Dear me!” It is always
“My hat!” and “Great Scott!” Clara
never talks about being willing to do
anything. She is always “game.”

Two such opposites as Clara and Mar-
jorie are not to be found in the Fourth
Form—if one excepts, in the matter of
mere appearance, fat Bessie Bunter and
thin Agnes White. or fashionable Meg
Lennox and old-fashioned = Annabel
Hichehs. Clara is a complete tomboy,
as vigorous and sweeping in everything
she undertakes as Marjorie is gentle
and delicate. It is hard to imagine Mar-
jorie  Hazeldene running downstairs
three at a time; it is harder still to

. CONCERNING

imagine Clara descending in any other
way. No doubt it is on account of this
striking disparity in temperament that
Clara and - Marjorie are such close
chums,

Clara expressly wislies me to make a
distinet statement as vegards the size of
her feet. She takes a T in shoes—noth-
ing larger!

She has rather stronger likes and dis-
likes than most of us. Her pet antipathy
is slacking. She can’t stand slacking in
any shape or form, particularly, in the
old days, in the shape and form: of Bessie
Bunter. It used to be almost her mis-
sion in life to reform Bessie. And now
she says, in rather grievous tones, that
now Bessie's character has altered in
so many ways she does not find life the
same !

Clara is more than good at every
branch of sport we have taken up. Bul
in short-distance running, swimming,
cycling, and wicket-keeping at cricket
she excels, So far as pluck goes, she
has more than once proved herself the
equal of any of us, and in daring, which
has a meaning rather different from that
of pluck, she is certainly the leading girl
in the Fourth Form.

For verse-writing she has a peculiar

CLARA TREVLYN.
By Barbara Redfern (The Editress.)
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into rhyme and mnoter
with the greatest of
easo. Froda Foote and
Katie Smith are very
good on their day, but
Clara 1 can always rely
on for really good
verses, ab the shortest notice, whon some
gaxl'w‘suted contribution has not  happene:l
in.

Japing is an inlellectual pursnit to
which Clara is not unaddicted. In fact,
I am inclined to belicve she is the lead
g japer of the Form, I can remember
a particularly amusing jape of hers. It
was just after the occasion on which
burglars tried to break into Cliff House.
The Bull got into what Clara would call
a “blue funk.,” and had burglar alarms
connected with her window and doer.

It was Clara who set an alarm, and
put it under the Bull’s bed, and, immme-
diately following the stroke of twelve
that night the alarm went off. The
Bull simply leapt out-of bed and aroused
the whole school, and the whole building
and grounds were scoured for the imagi-
nary intruder. It was the biggest mid-
night commotion I have ever known, and
certainly far greater in effect than poor
Clara had ever bargained for.

No one thought of looking for a
hidden clock, and that marked the last
of the Bull's burglar alarm—and the last
jape of the kind Clara ever practised!

But Clara, with all her noise and tom-
boy ways, is a great favourite with all,
and holds a place in our hearts that
could never be taken by any other girll.
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just as boisterous, just as careless, just as slangy as she
was when she came to ClIf House.

seems to make any difference.

Dear me!

ungraceful and dangerous.

down one of these days,
purposel .

How she lias managed to go so long without having an accident
But | am very glad indeed that she has been go
fortunate, and, if she must be so unladylike, I must hope her

1 do not know.

luck continues.
And her stockings!
ladder in cne of them? Never!

the very strongest pair in the world in a week! S
her to take more care in the wearing of them, bui I may just as

well not talk at all.

But the excess of slang in her conversation is perhaps her most
Why she should always say “My hat!” in-
“Great Scott!™
gracious!" I cannot understand. I have pointed out that all this is
just a bad habit of hers, and can easily be broken.
Clara, T amr afraid, will always be Claral

reprehensible quality.

stead of “Dear me!" and

good !

WILL I EVER REFORM
CLARA?

By Marjorie Hazeldene.
Tl’) tell the truth, T am beginning to feel doubtful.

The manner in which she descends the stairs is most
I am positive she will fall all the way
and so I keep on telling her. But to no

When do we see Clara’s stockings without a
I believe she could wear through

Clara is

No reproof of mine

T

My stars!

And her stockings!

hole in them!
1 keep on urging
the moon!

instead of * Good

But, it is mo

WILL I EVER REFORM
MARJORIE?

By Clara Trevlyn.

(After reading Marjoric's article.) W N\
0 be quite candid, I am beginning to throw up the sponge.
Marjorie is just as quiet, just as careful, just as mild in
expression as when she first came to Clilt House.
blowing up from me seems to make any difference.
You should see the way Marjorie goes downstajrs!
First one toe, and then the other—the picture of maidenly elegance!
1 am positive that she will take root on the ‘stairs ome of these
days, and so I keep on tellinz her.
And as to running down two steps at a time!
Fancy Marjorie doing that!

a ladder in either of them?
wear the flimsiest pair in the world for a week without rubbing a
I keep on urging her to put & bit more tear in the
wearing of them. But I migit just as well talk to the man in

No

But nothing doing!
My giddy Rat!

When do we see Marjorie's stockings with
Never! I jolly well belleve she could

But the absence of slang in her chinwag is perhaps her most
inapprehensible quality.
instead of “My hat!” and “Good gracious!” instead of “ Great
Scott!” beats me hollow.
habjt ol hers, and can easily be knocked on the head.
N.G. Marjorie, I can bet'my boots, wiil always be Marjorie!

Why she should always say “ Dear me!”

['ve pointed out that all this is just a bad
But 1i's
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RIGHT and brewzy Clara! Bright and
breezy from the day we met her,
Clara’s irrepressible high spirits have

q never been known seriously to tflag,
and she is as bright and breezy now as ever
she was. No wonder she is such a general
favourite all round}

Clara  Trevlyn does- not often play a
dramatic part. Such a part does not quite
suit her. But when, with a number of others,
she takes part in a dramatic scene, she
always, if at all possible, introduces a breezy,
care-free element into the affair. That she
ean rise to a dramatic occasion single-
handed, however, was amply demonstrated
by the affair of the coiners in the tower,
during our period of camping-out,

It is guite difficult to sipgle out the hap-
penings of note in which Clara Treviyn does
not play a prominent part. First of all, we

d her scheming—with definite success—to
remove the then objectionable Bessie Bunter
from Study No. 7. Next she played a very
prominent—but mnot  suceessful—part in
“ecanvassing,” in order to have Marjorie
Hazeldene elecfed as Form captain. And in
the following occurrences Clara was always
more or less in evidence,

Perhaps Clara's first noteworthy triumph
was gained during our sports contest with
the girls of Danesford Hall, in which she
brilliantly won the 220-vards fiat race; Ethel
Jeremy, of Danesford Hall, getting in second
a yard behind Clara. And after that, at
atout the time whemr Agnes White eame
to the school, Clara first showed her prowess
as a wicket-keeper.

Her next notable performance in order of
time iz the one above refcrred to—the affair
of “Hooker's” Tower. Whilst Augusta
Anstruther-Browne and Marcia Loftus were
imprizoned in the eastle itself, Clara and a
fev more of us had been trapped by the
rascals on the narrow parapet.

It was here that Clara showed both her
pluck and her resource. At no little risk
the swarmed down the inside of a chimney,
and introduced hersell to the coiners’
There she had a desperate skirmish

kitehen.

CLARA TREVLYN.

with one surprised coiner, during the course
of which that gentleman received a bag
»f his own spurious coins full in the chest—
literally paid in his own coin —and was
bowled over. Then, escaping from the
kitehen, she was able to let us in from
above; amd, finally, through a peculiar
manceuvre on the part of Bessie Bunter, to
prevent the coiners escaping. This forms
one of the most dramatic incidents in Clara
Treviyn's career at Clift House.

Clara is updoubtedly a tomhoy. She loves
to clatter about the corridors, indulge in
hoisterons games, use slang, and raise her
voice as much as possible. Above all, she
loves to observe a cold and unemotional
demeanour as much as ever possible, Far
from being cold and unemotional, we found,
on the occasion when her two chums
quarrelled, what a soft, sympathetic heart
is hers.

On that occasion Naney Bell schemed to
bring about a quarrel in Study No. 7. She
succeeded, and so very completely that
Marjorie and Dolly were each so convinced
that the other was guilty of a very mean
and spiteful deed that they ceascd to he on
speaking terms,

In spite of that, it was clear to every-
body—Clara particularly—that they were
still deeply fond cf each other in their
hearts. Clara's laborious eflorts—such as
arranging for Dolly to attend to Marjorie’s
cut finger—to bring them back to speaking
terms, were both amusing and psthetic. In-
deed, it is not teo much to say that one
could both laugh and cry at the methods
Clara adopted to pnt an end to that first
unfortunate quarrel that Study No, 7 had
ever known. But she saeceeded in the end,
and Nancy Bell was exposed.

Clara Iras been loyal to Babs ever since
Marjorie was beaten in the struggle for
the Form captainey. It is generally agreed
now that no better captain than Barbara
Redfern is te be found in the Feurth Form.
Strange to say, however, it was Clara_who
nominated Bessie Bunter as futvere Form
captain when Miss Bullivant, in a fit of bad
temper, suggested that Babs should resign.

At a year I Just missed falling out of my pram.

That 1 didn't succeed shows how Jucky 1 am!

At two I sat down on the carpeted floor;

Though I wasn't in pain 1 gave vent to a roar!

At three 1 picked up a small coin of the realm;

The joy of this find did my mind overwhelm!

At four I fell into a six-inch deep stream;

People thonght 1 was drowned by the way I did scream!
At five T was caught in a wind on the green;

I wasn’t blown down, but I might well have been!

At six I first started a tomboy to be;

¥ threw twigs at the gardener, and, turning, did flee!

At seven I was worse, for I climbed a small trec;

And by way of reward got a graze on each knee!

At eight 1 was queen of the little girls nearabouts;
Said they: “ You're the strongest and bravest girl hereabouts!”
At nine T was thinking of coming to school;

And wondering whom there would be to befool!

At ten I arrived, and met Marje and young Dolly;

Our Second Form days were, to say the least, jolly!

At eleven I scored my first goal in the Third;

*Twas against my own side—I won't say what occurred!
At twelve 1 was working off jape after jape;

Always in trouble—in scrape after scrape!

At thifteen an Upper Third-Former was I;

More tomboy than ever, my friends testify!

And now, a Fourth-Former, T let fall a téar,

As I write the last line of MY LIFE-YEAR BY YEAR!
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‘MY LIFE-YEAR
BY YEAR!

By Clara Trevlyn.

occasions.

speed,

stockings.
NOW-—never)

But Clara, of course, had a deep motive
in this. The exact words used by the Bull
were, “Bessie Bunter would make a far
better captaln than you do, Barbaral” Thus
the nomination of Bessle Bunter as Form
captain was nothing more than a gentle jape
of Clara’s upon the Bull. It was a lesson,
too, and a very effective ome it proved.
Bessie Bunter made such' a hopeless hash of
everything she undertook, that Miss Bulli-
vant, driven almost out of her senses,
apologised to Babs, and ordered Bessic to
resign.

In the history of Study No. 7 there have
been but two serious quarrels. The first has
already been mentioned with some detail,
But it was Dolly this time caused the rift
in the lute of Study No. 7, on account of the
short-temperedness with which she returned
to the school after the holidays. So un-
bearable did poor Deolly become that Clara
and Mar]%r!e actually removed into another
study. ily, in reality, was engaged in a
a noble task to heip her brother; but the
quarre! this time was really her own fault
for net taking her chums into her confidence,

Nevertheless, once again wé find Clara in
her Iahortous role of peacemaker—this time
burning toffee, with the ulterior motive of
tempting Dolly to help her with it. But
Dolly’s snappish reply—"I'm not interested in
toffee!"—quite took the wind out of cven
Clara’s sails! Still, it all came right in the
end, and, with the worry removed from her
shoulders, Dolly Jobling became the same old
lovable, clumsy Dolly that Clara and Mar-
jorie had always known.

Henceforward, Clara has never been in the
background, yet pever quite the principal
charaecter in a dramatic incident. Everye
thing she has done has been typical of Clara

—always creditable, always useful, always in

a good cause. Clara stood by Babs all the
while that Sheba Stanton was scheming
against her and gaining such an influence
amongst the Fourth-Formers. Whilst the
Fourth Form parliament held its brief
reign, Clara Treviyn held the office of
“Usher "—and very successfully she [ulfilled
her duties!

Clara was amongst the firmest believers
in Augusta Anstruther-Browne's innocence
when gheg wag expelled from the school on a
felse charge. Indeed, it was Clara who
pursued aud captured the culprit—Judy
Grigg—when that very mean type of girl, as
Clara expressed it at the time, was
“bunking.”

In all, Clara Trevlyn is more than well
worth having as a friend, and, as Marecia
Loftus and Nancy Bell might corroborate,
not at all desirable ag an opponent!

CLARA-THEN AND

NOW!

By Freda Foote.

(Comparing the Clara who arrived at Clif House with the one we

now know.)

THEN Clara used to say “My hat!” or “Great Scott!” only on
NOW we hear them in every other sentence!

THEN Clara made a pair of stockings last a week without intro-
ducing ladders into them,
NOW her strongest pair won't last more than three days!

THEN, I believe, she only took size 8 in shoes.
NOW I am sure she takes a 14!

THEN she would come downstalrs at no greater tham runuing .

NOW she makes an express train look slow!

THEN she would only play japes upon her own Forin, and the .
one immediately above,

NOW she practises them on anybody and everybody!

THEN she had Marjorie and Dolly for her chums,
NOW, for variety, she has Dolly and Marjorie.

THEN she wrote verses without rhythm, rhyme, or meter,
NOW they appear without meter, rhyme, or rhythm.

THEN she would sometimes be seen trying to mend her new
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QUESTION AND
ANSWER!

* By Clara Trevlyn,

Is versifying easy? No, it jolly well isn't! That’s my experience,
anywiay! 1 can remember the difficulty I once had in finding a line
to fit the one: * When Bessie was chased from the orchard.” The
best rhyme for orchard I could find was “tortured.” 1t took me
ever so long to find a suitable Thyme, and by the time I had formed
the couplet, 3

When Bessie was chased from the orchard,
My giddy old hat! She did scorch hard!

Ressie had altered her ways, and my labour was in vain!

Do 1 ever intend to devote an evening to mending all my
** ladders "? Yes, I do intend to. And that's as near as 1 intend
getting towards it :

Do | think | shall ever alter my ways? The counter-question is—
Why should 17

Do 1 find class work or games most congenial to my tempera-
ment? My stars! Class work or games! GAMES, of course!

Hew do | think | will fare In the next exam?
down into the Third, I should think!

Do | think Clif House §s Improving or Declining? Improving,
Leyond question, though why 1 should be asked to answer a ques-
tion like this beats me! We're better at sport than ever we weTe
before, and the last exam showed that the whole school had earned
a higher percentage of marks than had been known for some time.
So it looks as if we're improving, doesn’t it?

Topping! Be put

1f 1 could, would | rub out my face and draw another? If 1
could, would I—my word! What wouldn't I give to know who'd
left: this silly list of questions on my desk! 1'd give the duffer the

MY POETS’
CORNER!!

By Clara Trevlyn,

“Cliff House Weekly,” and when at last Babs said I could
have a whole page for the purpose if 1 liked, I simply jumped
for joy. And then, in a single evening, my views changed!
Why? Why this strange thusness? Well, 1 sent round the
joyful news to the poet laureates of the three chief Forms—self-
laureated in each cuse—and the results were promipt. And that is -
as much as 1 can say in their favour,

I T has ever heen my ambition to control a Poets’ Corner in the

From Angelica Jelly, of the Fifth, T received
HEIGH-0!
HEIGH-O! 'The poet hath entered her own!
Her songs will henceforward adorn a
Full page of the “ Weekly,” so every one"
Will look forward each week to our Cornerl

Nerve-shaker Number Two:
FROM CLOOM TO GLADNESS!
By Eugenie Ayres, Upper Third Form.
We pocts are frequently sad,
So wan that there’s few who look wan-cr;
But now we are bithesome and glad,
For at last we've se-cu-red a Corner!

The Third and Final Act of the Tragedy:
HUZZAH!
By Frances Barrett, Sixth Form.
Muzzah! ecrics the poet from her den!
Huzzah and Huzzah! Every morn a
Fresh sonnet will flow from this pen,
And appear in the new Poets’ Corner! y -
Not for some time will

shaking of her life!

(Clara is now making an energetic search for Freda Foote!—Ed.)

Which, you will agree, puts the lid on it!
Babs hear me again clamour for a “Poets’” Corner!
(*Poet’s note.—Pronounce WOAN.)

N7

‘ Iifﬁw
MY FAVOURITE HOEBBY.

HOPE 1 won't occasion much surprise by
I remarking that- my favourite hobby

is not mending stockings, por cultivat-

ing -a fairylike tread. It used to be
reforming Bessie Bunter, but now this seems
to be no longer necessary. Ever since the
“Weckly " started, verse-writing has been my
hobby., 1 believe 1 ecould keep on writing
verses without stopping for a month and not
get fed up. I have wrilten at least one
parody on every poem of mote in the whole
of English Literature. I've got a boitom
drawer crammed full of verses. On the fly-
pages of all my text books you'll find verses.
Seribbled on the back of her cookery articles
Dolly finds couplets. Tacked on to her
peedlework instructions Marjorie often finds
lists of rhymes—and she doesn’t appreciate
the addition, either! If I'm mot jolly care-
ful, this hohby of mine will degenerate into
a giddy manial

MY FAVOURITE WALK.

My favourite walk is among the boulders
and cliffs and caves along the coast east of
Black Pike. When out walking I never fail
to wear substantial shoes, and carry a walk-
ing-stick, and I seldom go without Marjorie
and Dolly. Dolly,. especially, never fails to
make a walk interesting and full of varied
incidents. T don't know how it is, but some-
how with every few hundred yards or so her
Tegs seem fo get entangled with my walking-
stick, and down she goes with a bump! Each
time, 00, she threatens never to come out
again with me unless I leave that stick
behind, but up to now she still risks it!
1 am rather partial to a walking-stick, and
Dolly really can't expect me to leave it
behind simply because of her clumsiness. We
have always, however, to keep well clear of
the brink of the elill because of Deolly’s
regular tumbling-over act!

CLARATIREVIYN

CONFESSES!

MY FAVOURITE SPORTS.

In winter, hockey; in summer, cricket.
But supposing a summer evening is ehilly,
and seems to demend a game rather [aster
for each individual than cricket, then I find
I favour temnis. And, again, supposing we
have only a “seratch” game of .cricket
booked for a *halfer,” and the afternoon is
of the “picturesque” variety, then a row
up river is the sport for me. Without brag-
ging, 1 might state that I am immensely
popular as a boating compauion. The reason
is, when in 2 boat I like to do the rowing,
and many are the girls who like to take on
the “cushy ” job of steering! Last Wednesday
afternoon, however, 1 surprised Mareia
Loftus, Nancy Bell, and Hetty Hendon by
acceding to their request to accompany them
in their boat.” But I surprised them still
more by making them do all the rowing,
whilet I did nothing but steer!

MY FAVOURITE SHOES.

I have a pair of substantial old shoes that
sinit me for walking better than any others
1 have ever had. Perhaps it is because they
are a shade larger than any others
I wear! Quite recently these favourite shoes
of mine mysteriously disappeared! I had
persuaded—Dolly calls it browbeaten—Mar-
Jorie and Dolly to accompany me for another
walk that bright evening. And my walking
shoes were not to be found! In fact, all my
shoes—save the indoor ones which was
wearing—had done the vanishing trick.
in the accustomed place of my walking shocs
weré a pair of high-heeiea ones of Marjorie's!
That Dolly was the éulprit 1 knew by her
cheerful demeanour. She wanted me to wear
Marjorie’s shoes so that I would keep my
walking-stick more to the ground beside me,
thus giving the clumsy Dolly a chance not to
fall over so much. But, after a great
search, I found my favourite shoes—in Dolly’s
hoiling-pan on the gas-range! So poor Delly
did not etcape the usual perils of our outings!

And-

MY FAVOURITE WET WEATHER
PASTIME.

This consists of nothing more or less than
exploring the vaults in exciting hut fruit-
less searches for more secret passages. Both
Dolly and 1 find this really exciting—when
there is nothing of importance to be done!
On the last wet day we had a spice of excite-
ment in ccimection with this.  From one of
the schoolhouse windows we had seen,
through the drizzle and mist, a rather
strange-looking girl dart to the cld tower
and disappear. Dolly and I gave chase
eagerly ahd grimly, found the secret door—
which, you might remember, Lorna Manton
discovered—wide open, and, taking separate
directions, we scoured the vaults. You can
imagine our surprise and disgust when we'
found that the “strange-looking " girl wag
none other than Meg Lennox ! eg, attired
in the very latest spring coat and hat, and
there to cscape the rain, and doing a hit
of “exploring ¥ to fill in time! It was a
regular auti-climax! :
MY FAVOURITE INDOOR PURSUIT/

Most emphatically, kecping in the trim of
condition in the gym! 1 don't know of any
other to equal it. I don't know how I should
feel were the good old gym to be abolished.
My+mind is full of pleasant ‘memories of
happy hours epent in the gym. One or two,
however, are not of the pleasantest. 1 re-
member once I had scaled to the top of one
of the climbing ropes—a thing we are not
allowed to do unless we have placed the
thick mattress at the foot. 1 felt quite a
pasty semsation as the stout irom hook at
the top started to break away from the
woodwork. 1 clasped both hands romnd the
rafter over my head, and yelled for a ladder.
The long gym ladder was missing, and whilst
the girls held the mattress beneath me, 1 had
to wait until Piper's ladder was fetched.-
This was done, and 1 reached the floor in
quite a quivery state, after one of the most
unnerying experiences I have had!
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CLARER TREVVERLIN

The Gerl and Her Werk.

By BESSIE BUNTER.

(4th Form.)

0 1 heer you arsk, deer reeders: “lmpreposterus! What can
be the meening of the titel. * Clarer Trevverlin: The Gerl
and Her Werk,” when we know so well that she nevver
does uu{ werk?” Well, deer reeders, the trooth is, that

erery ekspreshun. Nuthing more or less. It's the

titel s just a fit

kind of thiig we litterery krittiks are in the habbit of saying.
We often see such titels as, *Charles Thakkery: The Man and

Mis Werk,” and “ Willyum Makepeace Dikkeng: The Man and Lz
Werk.” We know that thev, too, nevver did any werk, hecos they
were novverlists, 8o “Clarfr Trevverlin: The Gerl and Her Werk ™
is a similar kind of titel. It is a litterery ekspreshum, which is
the name of spmething that bas no meening. Thus my titel is
nither impreposterus nor stupidiculous. It is a litterery ekspreshun,
yhich meens thut it bas no meening. '

In this artikal | mean to praise Clarer. just as 1 praised Peggi
Presstun last week. Clarer will be no end pleezed when she reeds
it, and will blush with pride.

Ferst of all, there are a lot of peeple who think that Clarer is
nuthing but a big, silly. orkwerd, neoizy, useless, slangy tombey,
with feet and hands twice too big for her. I will now prosced to
phatter this forlse impreshun. It is not Korrekt te think that
Clarer is nuthing but that. She is something else as well.

She is a riter of verses, for one thing. No praize of mine could
be too high for her power 2s a verse riter. Her verses are heyomd
the bukkit—or should I say the pall? —of krittisizzinn, They aie
ideel in evverything eksept ryme, meter, werding and konstrukshun,

That is but one wss-pekt of the gerl and her werk. The way she
gets the lazy slakkers like Nancy Bell and Marsher Lofiters out of
bed in the mornings is trooly admirabberbul. [ have no payshunee
with lazv slakkers. They are mot wanted at Clif Howse. RBut
;‘llarer goes too far. thoh, when she starts to drag me out after

\eim -

+ Clarer's stockings are the objekt of much krittisizzum, and I am
Yeddy to meat and skwosh that krittisizzum. Clarer evvidentiy
heleeves in ventillasimm, which is helthy. For another thing,

‘larer, like a sensibbul gerl, knows that When she mends her
stockings she makes them look much werse than the ladders did,
and for that reeron she leeves them aloan.

ller shooze, agane, are subjekted to much sarkazzum and kon-
temt from the gerls, and I am riting this to diffend them against
that sarkazzum and kentemt. Clarer wares a sensibbul sighs in
shooze. She dizzerves applause for being the only gerl who's
shooze 1 ean get inte. Clarer was arsking peeple only larst nite if
they knew anything ahout.-lier best shooze, which she had fownd
cracked and caiked with mudd, and lobbing over at the heals, BShe
will be honnored to lern that [ borrowed them, and wore them Lo
take a short cut threw the plowed feelds to the villidge, They
fitted me puflikiy, she will be redeeved to reed!

8o here ends “Clarer Trevverline: The Gerl and Her Wer
the objeet of

(Bessic, as well as Freda, is now an energetic
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WHEN CLARA WAS
MY FAG!

Specially Contributed by
STELLA STONE (School Captain).

WAS captain of the Fifth Form at the time, and Clara

Trevlyn was in the Third. 1 ean well remember the Clara

of those days—a small,. cheeky, dishevelled youngster, more

like Madge Stevens than any of thie present members of that
distinguished Form, only a little more cheeky and a good deal
more boisterous. o

In those days the Fiith were allowed to “fag” the Third and
Second-Formers, and, by one of the most unfortunate decisious
1 have ever made, 1 chose Clara Treviyn as my fag! ;

Perhaps as a layer and lighter of the study fire Clara has
made the most indelible picture in my mind, Clara ellectedethis by
three distinct and original movements. First she would tilt the
scuttle fnll of coul inte the empty grate; on to that ghe would
toss a bundle of firewood, usually not troubling cven to cub the
string, and on top of that she would drop two or three folded
newspapers. Once, by way of a little variety, she used my prepara-
tion instead of the mewspaper!

Then she would apply a match to the papers, and leave me to
enjoy a pleasant evening by the fre—which, of coursc, as soon as
the paper burned out, ceased to exist!

Her way of laying a table was quite typical of her. So Lypical.
in fact, ihat I ceased to avail mysell of ber assistance in this
respect after the first day. ‘Lo start with, siie dumped everything
from the cupboard on to tie table--food, empty tins aud bottles,
all the crockery, and even {he mousetrap, and set them out any-
how. 'The table set for a party of three lovoked like a badly
arranged anctioneer’s table.

Then she began in earnest. She cul eight slices of bread tvo
inehes thiek, and . used nearly a pound of butter in spreading them.
she boiled eight eggs as bard as concrete, and dropped two un-
cooked ones on the cloth, The pickles, which weren't wanted, she
also apilled over the cloth. She put salt instead of sugar into the
“tea "—I quote tea, becanse that beverage was the thing it least
resembled —and spilled ink over the cake. My guests did not stay
to teal

I remember that Clara was a particularly bad hand at delivering
messages correctly. 1 told her to inform the rest of the Fifth thatl

Sy,
B
%

:?’

1 intended helding a meeting in ihe music-room one ¢vening. Clara,
delivering the message, iatroduced the word *commereial-room’
inslead ©f “pinsic-room.” Thus [ spent an interesting evening

whilst they spent an
in the commercial-

Form in the music-roon:.

waiting for my 1
waiting for me

equally interesting evening
room.

Tie weekly amount of crockery Clara broke in washing up was
astounding— and expensive! I recollect, too, that cvery time she
depaited from my study shie would cither leave the door wide open,
or close to it with a terrific, resounding siam that upsct my nerves
for an hour afterwards! .

I liad a lot of difficnlty in disposing of Clara as my fag. There
were no *takers.” But al last I chunged her for Mary Patterson's
fag, Pausy Carter, who was in the Second. Mary Patterson then
was just as deal as ever she is now, and, therefore, much bette®
constituted than T for having Clara about the study. 1In fact, |
remember Mary saying that she liked the sound of Clara closing
the door, for it helped ber to feel that she was uo longer hard
of lLaring! :

scarch by Clara!—Ed.)
PEFTDEREPPEES

THINGS
1 HAVE TRIED
MY HAND AT!

LT
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SOME OF MY DUTIES!

(Self-Appointed and Otherwise.)

By CLARA TREVLYN.

—-——— T K arir v
By Clara Trev]yn_ ERSE Sub-Editress of the *“Weekly." | Form. Mutinons and disrespectiul remarks
| - - i —his is wy principal duty. Babs | concerning ‘our captain are met’ with short
8 the Clff House Weather Expert, 1 admits that 1 take » good deal of | shrift from me!

once had a fn?mi‘m l'l‘nie soméll;-\\‘e:-'t work oft her shouldérs in  this
corner of Lngland, and another it respect. The amounl of “poetry " that is : " IR S
the south of Ireland, and I got them suhlmitlmi for eur v-'-naide!ratiofi is really FJnmnf J:]ﬁ }]:'“1‘-;'\::‘-‘, il‘ .U‘NP L FiEs
Sn write to me each day, eiving a careful | sucprising, Engenie Ayres. Angelica Jelly, | Form at Cliff House? Tt is here to be Japed
escription of the prevailing weather. Thus, : # by the Fourth, of course! I regard it as up

i my {Ireland friend informed me the
weather there was brilliant, and my (riend

If you don’t k
word ~ poelry.”

and Francis Barrett be
v why I have quoted the
sce the feature headed “My

ing the chief offenders. | ¢/ 1o {5 see that the Fifth is used for its

true purpose here, apd that it is japed at

n the south-west of England remarked that
he weather there was dull, but getting

brighter, 1 calculated that a brilliant spell of

g.'eat.]u,-r was passing scross here to the east
f England. But alas! I prophesied wet

when it turned out fine. and viee versa, until
got into ill-favour all round!

|\ Gardening, washing,  knitting,  wall-
papering, and mending bicyeles, cricket-bags,
tennis-racquets, and shoes and stockings are
put a few of the things I .have tried my
band. at, and failed dismally!

Bpace won't allow me to mention the
hundred and one other things 1 have tried
my hand at. But the results have mostly
been equally disastrous for all concerned—
mysell . particularly!
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Poet's Corner ~ in this number!

Ronting Out the Slackers.—This iz a “sell-
appointed " duty of mine. but I fulfii it with
perhaps greater zeal than I do any other.
It includes seeing that all the girls tumble
out of bed with t1he ringing bell; Naney
Bell, Marcia Loftus, Hetty Hendon, and
Bessio Buntet being the.ones on whom I keep
tiie keenest eye. I nlso see that every girl
takes a regular part in  games—Nancy,
‘Marcia, Hetty, and Annabel Hicheus nceding
special gupervision in this respect.

Backing-up the Form Captain.—I admit
that T Nave tricd more than once to have
Marjorle Hazeldene made captain. But now
that Babs holds the reins—and holids them
so wel —I make a special point of sceing
that loralty obzerved throughout the

regolar intervais,

Keeping the Third In Order.--Disreapect
from a lower Form should not be encouraged.
The Third have a tendency to bear the same
attitude towards the Fourth that we bear
towards the Fifthy which is net to be
tolerated.  Therefore, at regular intervals
1 organise a rald on the Third Form Common-
room, and the checky youngsters are made
to admit that the Fourth are in every way
superior to them, and anything else we may
think of at the time!

Minor Dutles.—Amongst my minor dutics
are: Trying to bring Annabel Hichens up to
datée ‘in her vicews. Keeping a check on
Bessie ‘Bunter's appetite.  Knocking some of
the {aziness out of Nancy Bell. And 2 variety
of others.
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CLARA TREVLYN’S TEST !

(Continued from page 40.}

“We will leave these foolish, jesting
girls, and bestow our valuable attention
to work.” .

And Clara, with Annabel at her side,
turned to walk off.

For a moment the others were {co
transfived with amazement to speak.

Then Babs ran forward and called to
her.

“Clara,” eXclaimed Babs, *don’t take
this too far! You must practise this
afternoon. There is a match on Satur-
day—"

“Tt is impossible !” seid Clara. “Iam
thinking of arranging a sewing-bee for
Saturday !”’

“ A—a—a sewing-bee !”

“Clara!” .

o Sl,le must be dotty ! Clara—a sewing-

i

“1t's ridiculous ! said Marjorie Hazel-
dene rather worriedly. _“Clara was a
bit—a bit of a tomboy. But I hope she
isn't going to become like Annabel.”

sy ﬁ. it's only her joke!” said Mabel
Lynn confidently. * Prcbably when she's
out of sight she'll bump Annabel on the
floor and leave her. She’s pulling our
legs.”

#That's so,” laughed Freda Foote.
“Give her a few minuies, then let's
follow—eh? I should like to sece Clara
cleaning a floor [

“Ha, ha! Yes!” ,

“T think we ought to go,” nodded
Babs, “if only to pick up Annabel. I'm
sure Clara couldn’t stand her for more
than a mjnute.” :

And Mabs led the way with Fredu just
behind.

Half-way along the passage Barbaia
Redfern stopped and held up her hand.

“ What’s that ?” she asked.

From the direction of Siudy No. 7
came a bumpiugg sound,

Bump, bump!
“Poor old Annabel!” said Freda
Foote. *“ Rescue her, girls!”

And Freda Foote led a rush forward.
She flung open: the study door, aml
almost fell over backwards with surprise.

For in the centre of the study, an apron
yound her waist, and a duster tied round

her head, stood Clara Trevlyn, sweeping

the carpet !
‘C

ten or twelve girls in the door-

way. But Clara Trevlyn did
not look up. She went on sweeping the
carpet vigorously, and clouds of dust
arose, nearly choking the girls in the
doorway.

Anua{»el Hichens stood by, holding a
dustpan and brush. On the floor was a
pail of water.

Evidently
started. ; )

“Clara !” shrieked Dolly Jobling, and
rushed into the study. Sge went to the
fireplace, and dragged off a pan of toffee
that had been left on the grate to cocl.

The toffee, owing to Clara’s sweeping
energy, had been covered with dust. 1t
!ookes anything but appetising.

“ Look ! exclaimed Dolly.

But Clara went on, energetically sweep-
ing the carpet.

“PDon’t thump so much,” said
Annabel. “Hard as you like, but make
the movement horizontal, not perpen-
dicular.”

Thump, thump, thump!

The noise attracted juniors from the
Third Form passage, and soon quite a
crowd was outside,

Doris Redfern, Barbara's gister, ran

Pleasing Auntic!

LARA!"
The name was voiced by the

the spring-cleaning had

smirk,

THE SCHOOL FRIEND.

down_into tho guadrangle o tell her
friends of the Third that something was
“on " in the Fourth Form passage.

She ran across the (Luadrai:gle and
almost bumped into the pink-attired
Amelia, who drew back.

Amelia was with Miss Trevlyn, and that
stately lady glanced scornfully after the
retreating Doris,

“Shall I rebuke her, aunt?’ asked
Amelia, in her wheedling way.

“It wonld be as well,” admitled Miss
Trevlyn. * Although it is hardly right to
interfere—"

But Amelia did not hear that. She
was always pleased at an opportunity
to bully anyone smaller than ggrself.

She caught Doris Redfern by the arm.

“Now,” she said, “what do you mean |
by humpinﬁ into me?” H
" . didn I

g protested Doris.
“Madge !” she called to her friend.
Madge Stevens ran forward to answer
that call for help, and Amelia rather
sullenly released the fag's arm,
“Yes,” said Madge, looking at Amelia

angrily

Twopence, 485

Miss Trevlyn led the way across the
quadrangle, her head held high, and her
sunshade, which seemed a permanent
portion of her equipment, gripped
tightly in her right hand.

“Where is the Fourth Form pas-
sage?” she demanded of a girl in the
doorway,

“The Fourth Form passage?” said
Stella Stone, the school captain, * Here,
Marcia Loftus, take Miss Trevlyn to the
Fourth Form passage, please.’

Marcia Loftus scowled at Stella and
looked at Miss Trevlyn.

“I want to see my nlece, Clara—
Clara Trevlyn,” said the stately lady.

Marcia Loftus smiled.

“This way, Miss Trevlyn,” she said.

And Marcia led the way to the
Fourth Form passage. Marcia did not
know what was happening in Study
No, 7, but she knew that there was
something amiss. And, like Doris Red-
fern, she had attributed it to Clara
Trevlyn playing some new, freakish,
tomboyish trick
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DOES IT SUIT CLARA?

was no denying that that style of hai

Ol:ln Treviyn put her head sldeways,
an

‘*Clara, you mustn’t go down llke that ! " protested Marjorie Hazoldene,

red at herself in the glass. There
ressing altered her tremendously.

“There's an awful rag in the Fourth
Form passage,” said Doris excitedly,
forgetting all about Amelia. *“Clara’s
gone mad or something! She’s thump-
ing away, playing football or some.
thing. There’s a tremendous crowd.”

“My stars!” exclaimed Madge. And
she turned and waved to other fags.
“Come salong! Fourth Form passage!
Clara’s got a pew rag!”

The fags darted off, and Amelia, a
thnughthﬁ frown on her thin face,
looked after them.

Very slowly she rejoined her aunt.

“They are running off to see Clara
do something,” she said, looking side-
ways at her aunt. “They say Clara’s
playing football, or semething ¥ike that,
m her study.

“Football 7" exclaimed Miss Trevlyn.
And she set her lips. ““After all T have
said! I shall investigate this, and if it
is true—"

Miss Trevlyn did not finish the sen-
tence, but Anselia gave a sell-satisfied

“Yes, aunt,” she said.

“Clara really
does go a bit too far,”

“This is the passage, Miss Trevlyn,”
she said. “There is the study—the one
where all the girls are.”

Miss Trevlyn raised her lorgneites and
stared through them at the crowd of
girls gathered round Study No. 7.

“Go it, Clara " came a shout.

“Give it another!”

“Gracions !"” exclaimed Miss Trevlyn,
“This—this is really outrageous. Amelia,
keep by my side, I fear Clara is doing
something veally desperate.”

“It seems like it,” said Amelia, and
she smiled trinmphantly.

For some moments Miss Trevlyn's
voice could not be heard above the
shouting. Then Phyllis Howell turncd
and saw her.

“Pray allow me to pess,” said Mizss
Trevlyn, very red in the face.

“Cave!” exclaimed Phyllis,
aunt "’

The girls faded away as though by
magic, and Miss Trevlyn strode fo. the
study doorway. A hush had fallen upon
the excited girls.

But apparently the change in the

Tne 8&cmoor Friexp.—No. 157.

“Clara’s



16 Every Thursday.

crowd’s attitude had nol been noticed
by those in the study.

Miss Trevlyn blinked in amarement ai
the sight of Clara sweeping the floor,
Clara was piling into it, and Annabel
Hichens was bent double with coughing
and sneezing.

“(Clara—atishoo !
Miss Treviyn.

. Amelia was sneezing, and her dainty
ink frock was alrcady specked with
dust.

“Clara, what arc you doing ?

At lInst, realising that there was a new-
comer, Clara ceased work, breathing
hard through her uose.

“Good-morning, auntic,” she said
pildly. “Ien’t this room dusty? I'm
just having a summer clean. Don’t you
think it wants it—atishoo—atishoo!
Oh, dear!”

“Clara, open the window, you foolish

irl, and waft soms of this dust away.
t is really intolerable!™
. Clara obediently opened the window
and vigorously shook a duster aboul.

Miss Trevlyn shut the door, and
Amelia stepped in, just in time.

“Dear, dear, this is shocking!" said

fiss T'révlyn, as she sank into a chair,
*Really, Clara. you are the most extra-
ordinary girl I have ever met. Surely
you know betler than to make this
mess "

“ Annabel's been instructing me. She
Lknows all about sweeping.” said Clara,
rubbing her nose.  “Only I've been too
busy to listen to her. It seems all right.
I think I've gol a good bit of dust out
of the carpet.”

“You have!” said her aunt sarcastic-
ally. “Novertheless, 4 am glad to see
that you are taking zit intervest in domgs-
tic affpire, Clara. And I hope this
chango is permanent.”

“Th-thank  you,”
M Fr—er—-'"

“I was under the impreszion Lhat this
was some foolery of yours,” said Missg
Trevlyn. “However, as it is really a
perious, though unfertunate and mis-
placed endeavour to reform, I apologiae.‘
for my uncharitable suspicion.” \
i “ Ahem !'™ said Clare, and she flushed.

Cla—atishoo !" said

"

stammered  Clare.

“I—I am most favourably impressed,
and I hope that you will continue in
this fashion. though apparently you
require schooling in domestic affairs.”

“Ye-ves," stammered Clara.

Miss Trevlyn surveyed her nicee,

“The next thing you must do, Clara,
Is to attend to your attive—your stocking
equires darning, your dress iz dirty.
&‘ake Amelin here as your model, If
you can become as meat as Amelia, and
as nicely spoken, you will do well!”

“Yes, nunt,” murmured Clara meeckly.
“Am [ to bocane just like Amelia?”
“Well—yes, Clara, as nearly as you'
un !ll
Miss Trevlyn turned and beckoned to
Amelia.

“We will leave her
work,” eho said.

And Clara was left in the study with
the dust and Annabel.

All through lunch-timne Clara sat silent
and thoughtful. Marjorie spoke to her,
and jestingly offered a penny for her
thoughts.

“Never you mind,” said Clara darkly.
‘! Some don’t appreciate a g
thing till they've lost s{—no one values
the best till they've had the worst!”

Which philosophy was eubtle and
rafsitl'ymg; and Marjorie cast a doubt-
ful side-glanco at her chum. Clara was
fort]aiu!y rather strange -in her actions
ately.

During afternoon lessons Clara behaved

to finish (he

in the same exemplary manfier as
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during morning lessons, end Miss Steel

found no causo for complaint.

But when lessons were over Clara was
uot ta be found, and though Marjorie
nd IIFF waited tea for some time,
Clara still' did not put in an appearance,
The study was considerably neater in
appeararice, - though there was still a
trace of dust in the air, and everything
they touched seemed {o be.dasty.

Dolly was having her neconc{ cup of
tea when the study door opened, and
Marjorie had a glimpse of a pink dress.

“Good-afternvon, Am-——" she began,
then stopped. .

“Oh, good-alternocon ! said an affected
voice; and Doliy Jobling slopped her
tea into her lap as she recogmsed the
voice of Clara Trevlyn.

Dolly simply blinked, and Marjorie

ared.
Clara Trevlyn, in a pink dress that did
not commence (o fit her, and with her
hair done up iu a gigantie black bow, was
smiling al them, a slight sneer on her

ips.

- “0Oh, how dusly this room is!" said
Clara. “How very dusty, my dear girls!
'm afraid it will speil my dress,
¥y kuow."”

And she stood up. posing, with one
foot poiuting sideways like a [ashion
plate.

“My gracions!” said Dolly. “Clara,
¥ou siily! Why on earth have you done
that?”

“ Dear Deolly, pray do nol be inguisi-
tive. I am Ameliaing—"

“Amelia-— Oh, you silly, Clara!”
laughed Marjorie. ““ You munstu’t walk
about like that. Your aunt will be
frightfully cross—"

“My dear Aunt Jane will like it so
much,”  simpered ra. in the same
affected way. ““ She wishes ine to becone
like Amelio, a silly, affected snob, sneak-
ing and prying. And I hopa she'll like
it.”

“She won't!" grinned Dolly. *She'll
ba as raad s a hatter. For ness’
saka be sensible, Clara. Sit down and
have some tea, then darn socks, if you
like; but yvour aunt will be wild if she
sees you like thal.”

Clara smiled, and sat down at fea.
Her chums, st least, preferred her as the
real Clara, and she was certain her aunt
did, if only she could be brought to
realise the fact.

“We'll see,” she said. “1'll try it on
auntie, and then you'll know. She's sure
to like mo if U'm like Amelia, whom she
likes. Tsn't it likely 7™
" And Clara Trevlyn, with a [fainl
chuckle, got on with her tea, c

————
b

Clara Has a Relapse! :
“ HERE, I think that's finished !”
I Clara  rubbed her nose
thoughtfully, and held up a
black woollen stocking. In the
heel had been a vacant spot now filled by
dint of an hour’s labour. *
Marjorie nodded, and tlook the
stocking. )
“You see, darning isn’t really difficult,
Clara,” she’said. “You—— Oh!”
Clara groaned as Marjorio smiled.
“Ten't it all right?” she asked.
Marjorie coughed, and looked at Dolly.
“Well,” began Marjorie tactfully,
“the hole—the hole doesn’t show now,
but you've darned it with coiton !
“Well, of course. Isn’t that right?
You sew with eotton—-"
“But this is a woollen stocking,” ex-
plained Marjorie. ‘It should be darned
with wool. I shouldn’t she this to your
aant—" " : 8
“[ think il's all right,” said Clara.
“That's a jolly goed darn. Why, it took
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me an hour! I've had time to write half
a dozen verses for the ‘ Weekly ' while
I've been doing that silly thing. Blessed
if it’s worth while going to all this
trouble Lo give anntie a lesson,"

“Well, dear, I'm quile sure that she
won't like this,” said Marjorie. I
should leave it behind."” "

“I've got to take something with me.
I can’t go and ses her without an
excuse,” said Clara. " “That's all right.
She's bound to like me as I look like
Amelin——"

And Clara picked up the stocking and
left the study.

With the stocking in one hand, she
jiuntily crossed the quadrangle, It was
broad daylight, and there were quile a
number of girls about. At the sight of
Clara in o pink dress, however, they
ceased their several occupations, and
chuckled.

Clara, unheeding. marched on to Miss
Primrose's pretty house.  She pushed
open Lhe gate, aud boldly walked up the
front path,

In response to her energetic hammer
on the knocker a neat maid appeared.

“I want to see Miss Trevlyn, please.”

“Yes, Miss Clara. This way!”

The waid went on ahead, apd tapped
at a door. She entered, and Uian heard
herself announced.

The maid returned.
© “Miss Trevlyn is out al present, but
Miss Amelia says if you will go up and
wait, you will not be kept long.”
~ Auwmnelin was seated in a comforiable
armchair, and she looked up from her
book as Clara entered.

But as she saw Clara’s attive she sprang
up.

“What

tood avening ! said Clara, “ This is
a perfectly sweel room, my dear Amelia,
How is our dear aunt——"

Amelin frowned.

“I don’t undersiand you, Clara,” she
said tartly.

“1 mmn endeavouring to please auntie,
explained Clara. “ She wanls me to look
like you, and now I do. 1'm being very
good ; youn see, I've even darned a stock-
ig—a thing T never do as a general
rule.”

Ameclia sneered.

“Yes, I've heard a great deal about
your turning good. Auntie’s been laken
in, im“" bo pleased to hear. She quite
thinks you've reformed. I was speaking
to Lady Hetty Hendon about you—-"

“Lod Hetty "' exclaimed Clara.
“Yes, {luppoea she’s about your sort,”

Lady Hetty Hendon, whose father had,
from a lowly position, been raised unex-
pectedly to a title that had been in
abeyance for years, was not popular in
the Fourth Form. The Form had made
no difference on aecount of the fact that
she had once been a servant in the school,
but her underhand ways and spitgful
rature did not tend to make her
attractive.

As Clara bhad said, Lady Helty was
j!u;t- the girl for Amelia, who worshipped
titles.

“Yes, I was speaking {o her. She is/
not a friend of yours; she says that no
lady of title could lower herself by mix-
ing with such a rough girl as you. “And
she told me that your reform is only a
joke. Still, it has taken in aunti 4y

“What do you mean—taken in
auntie?” asked Clara, her face flushing.

“Mean't”  Amelia lmlghod. “You
dear innocent,” she said. = “Of course,
you tean all this seriously—porhaps.
You’don't shout, and you don't whistle—
oh dear, no; you're a very good girl, as
long as auntie stays here. When she has
gone it won't matter, will it?”

“What do you mean?”

-

neions ! she exclaimed.
o

”

exclaimed
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Clara, breaihing deeply. She had a
shrewd suspicion now of what her cousin
meant.

“It’s quile simjﬂc. 1 iell you, auntie
has . been fooled completely! She's
under the impression that you're going

to be a nice girl. ° So she’ll probably
make you her favourite in the will and
leave you the money. Oh, very clever,
Clara! I can see through it, but yon've
fooled auntie!"

Clara drew herself up.

“Well, of all the sneaks!” she ex-
claimed. *“You're the sneakiest one
I've ever struck! 1 hope no one really
thinks T'm like you. As for auntie’s
money, 1 haven't thought a word about
it. 1 don’t want it, and 1 wouldn't
have it as a gift!”

Clara paused, and Amelia langhed.

“Oh, that's very fine to tell me!” she
said. ‘I sha'n’t tell auntic. She knows
you're after the monecy.”

“I don’t care tuppence what she
thinks—if that’s her opinion of me!”
said Clara, thoroughly roused now. *I
only wish I hadn’t wasted all this time
on her! Tl jolly well show her I don't
care tuppence, too!”

“Bow-wow !” said Amelia. “Don't
try to pull the wool over my eyes, you
little hypoerite—oh |”

She jumped back as Clara swished the
stocking round -and flicked Amelia's
cheek with it.

“You can tell auntie from me,” said
Clara angrily, “‘that if she wants to test
me, she needn't bother! I don’t want
her money |”

And Chira swept out of the room. On
the landing she paused to regain her
composure, Her breath was coming
heavily, and her face was red. Clara
was wondering whether others thought
the same as Amelia.
to Clara befaore,
cold all over at the thought that others
might think she was currying favour.

From downstairs came a well-known
voice.

“My niecel”
“1 will see her.”

Clara drew a breath. Now was the
time to assert herself. If her aunt came
upstairs, it might be too late—Miss
Trevlyn might think that she really was
currying favour. And (Clara did not
want that.

Then . suddenly bursting into a loud
whistle, she came clamping down the
stairs,

Aunt Jane jumped back, and threw
up her hands in amazement. The maid
sniggered behind her hand,

“Here I am, aunt!” said Clara
cheerily.

“Clara—Clara, you—you terrible girl!
How dare you—how dare you come into
this house and perform as though—as
though you were a performing monkey !”

“QOh, auntie, you're not cross?” said
Clara chidingly. “ Talking about mon-
keys, you haven't taken mie to the Zoo
yet; you promised to,”

“Then that promise will most certainly
be broken,” said her aunt stifly. *‘I
shall most certainly not risk my life
taking you anywhere—it would not sur-

rise me were you to.let all the animals

e in the Zoo! 1 am ashamed of you,

asked Miss Trevlyn.

Clara, positively ashamed!”
“0i1, aunt }”
“Go! And do not let me sece you

again until you are repentant for your
most unmannerly eonduct!”

Miss Trevlyn pointed to the door.

Clara went, and as she walked down
the short drive she could be heard still
whistling shrilly. Miss Treviyn put her
fingers to her ears, and went upstairs.

“The girl is incorrigible!” - she
stormed.

It had not occurred |
And she went hot and |
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Clara in Form!
LICK!
Clara Trevlyn was in great

form, and quite a crowd had

gathered round the net to watch
her, When Clara was batting the
crowd was always sure of seeing some-
thing happen.

When Clara hit she opened her
shoulders and hit hard. To-day it did
not seem to matter who bowled or what
sort of “stuff ” they bowled, Clara was
ready for it. True, she was not siylish,
and her cuts were often grievously late,
But she was strong on the leg side, and,
as Dolly expressed it, “pulled Lke a
horse " from the off.

Stella Stone was watching from the
ropes, and Stella was interested. Stella,
being captain of the Sixth Form and
school team, was interested in any
promising juniors. And to-day Clara
Jooked maost promising.

But there was someone watching who
did not seem impressed. That someone

?
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“ Goodness, she’s in torm ! murmurad
Stella. *“I must try her again.”

Six balls in all Stella bowled Clara,
and each one was slogged away, if not
stylishly, at least powerfully. Clara’s
muscles and wrists seemed made of
steel.

“Isabel !" called Stella io her friend.

Isabel Drake, the next best bowler of
the First Eleven, came forward and took
the ball from her captain’s hand.

“ Give her your best!” urged Stella.

Down went the ball, then away, io
a chorus of deafening cheers from the
Fourth Form. Clara flushed and waved
her bat to them.

Not once did her wicket fall, though
it had one or two close shaves, and
several times the ball found the
boundary; and at the end of fifteen
minutes practically all the Sixth Formn:
had tried their hands at her.

“Come on!” called Stella. “We give
you best. My word, you're a slogger,
Clara. You haven't much style, but
vou've got a straight eye and pretiy

was Clara’s Aunt Jane.
) 1/};{
i H.!{/f ’ m
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CLARA’S GREAT BATTING

wicket the Fourth-Fermers crowded on to the ground.
Clara !" was their resounding ory.

§ As Clara Treviyn
® returned from ¢
““Hurrah! Goodold

TRIUMPH

And Clara saw her aunt from the
corner of her watchful eye,

“Do you mind if T try my hand ai
Clara 7 asked Stella. *‘She seems pretty
well set to-day!”

“Not at all!” said Babs, flattered.
“1 don’t think you'll move her, Stella!”

Stella smiled, and iripped the leather.
The others stood back, and there was a
hush behind the net. Clara tapped her
bat confidenily on the crease,

Stella Stone was a good bowler, and
there were few who could withstand her
for more than a few overs. Everyone,
therefore, expected to see Clara’s middle
stump go somersaulting up the back of
the net.

“Play!”
short run.

Her right arm came from behind her
back, and the ball went down the pitch
like a three-inch shell, But Clara was
watching it.

Click !

Bat met ball straight and truly, and
away went the leather, sailing upwards
to t[vw clouds, amidst admiring exclama-
tions from behind the net.

called Siella, and took a

good judgment. If you can always hit
like that, you're a treasure.”

“Glad someona appreciates me !’
Clara, a trifle sarcastically.

“Well, I do. I've been looking for
someone like you,” eaid Stella. “We
want someone who can hit for Saturday.
A girl like you can sometimes pull a
match out of the fire with your slog-
ging.”

“On  Saturday!”  repeated
dazedly, and she blinked at
“You don't mean——"

“But I do. There’s a place in Satur-
day’s teamn for you.”

Clara Trevlyn executed a war-dance,
and most of the Fourth tried to get near
her to pat her on the back.

In horror, Aunt Jane walched her
niece executing that tremendous war-
dance, and at that moment Miss Prim-
rose appeared. .

“ Aunt—annt,” eried Clara joyously,
“I'm playing for the school—-"

Then her voice was drowned in
shout from the Fourth Form.

“Well done, Clara! Chair her!” cried

TuE ScrooL Frrexp.—No. 157,
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Phyllis Ilowell. “Don't let her get
away."

And before Clara could get away they

had caught her up and “chaired " her— [

raised her shoulder high.

“Hip, hip, hurrah for Clara!” ecried
Philippa Derwent. “Three cheels for
the Fourth!™

Clara, red and trivmphant, waved her
panama in the air, and Miss Trevlyn,
though she tried to look very stern,
smiled slightly.

“It appears that my niece is popu-
lar,” she said. A

“Yes. From what they are saying,
and from what Stella said to me”

smiled Miss Primrose, *“1 rather suspect |

that Clara is to play for the school
cricket team on Saturday—a great
honour for herself and her Form.”

“Indeed !” murmured Miss Treviyn.
* And this ericket, is it difficnlt 2

“It is far from easy,” veplied Miss
Primrose. ‘It requires courage, re-
gourcefulness, physical fitness and aleri-
ness, and unselfishness, Clara is athletic,
i‘}he always plays fairly, and does her
est. "

“All the Trevlyns ave athlefes,” said
Miss Trevilyn proudly. *“ My brothers
played sporis. We are a!ll determined.
vou know., We very seldom fail at any-
thing we take up.”

“Indead !” smiled the headmistress.
“Then Clara is a splendid representative
of the family.”

“Ahem !” Miss Trevlyn realised sud-
denly that she had altered her line of
action. *“Clara would be all right as a
voy,” she said, “but Clara is a girl.
Cricket i all very well for boys. But I
should like to see Clara more like Amelia
here. Why, she's gona!”

Miss Treviyn turned iu surprise, o
ﬂ_nld that Amelia had vanished from her
side.

“Yes, your other niece is over there,
talking to Hetty Hendon of the Fourth
and Marcia Loftus.”

Miss Primrose frowned, knowing well
the natures of those two companions
Amelia had found herself. It occurred
to Miss Primrose that there was a greal
deal of truth in the old adage, “ birds of
a feather flock together.”

“Clara and Amelia differ greatly in
temperament and character,” murmured
Miss Primrose, as they walked away
from the ground. “Of the two. despite
her rough-and-ready waye, 1 prefer
Clara.”

“She is certainly a Trevlyn,” agreed

Gokery
in Betines
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Aunt Jane. “Bui—well, Amelia is
sweet and nice, and, indeed, all that a
girl should be—"

She stopped as she saw Amelia cress-
ing to her, and waited. :
~"Oh, "Aunt Jane,” said Amelia,
“Lady Hetty has been pressing me to
visit her people. I should so much like
to see their estate. Would you mind if
I deéserted you just for a little while on
Saturday, auntie dear?” &

“Not at all, Amelie. If vour friend
would like to take you with her—"

She smiled at the girl, and Amelia
bowell her head.

“Thank you, aunt!™ she said meekly.
*1 shall love it so!”

Clara’s Way!
1 EELING fit for a century 7"

F Babs patted Clara Trevlyn
on the back as she asked thab
question.

“Fit as a fiddle,”
“We're going to win.
sha’'n’t be ashamed of me. And I'll show
auntie what cricket’s like.” She craned
her head forward and stared at three
girls who were walking across the quad.

“Ilallo! Amelia with Lady MHetty
and Marcia =

“Yes; they've got
is afternoon.” said
‘“ Apparently they're
together.”

Mabel Lynn did not gay much heed
fo Amelia; in truth, abel was mnot
impressed by Clara’s cousin. Amelia had
not proved popular with most of thoe
IFourth-Formers, but Lady Hetty and
she had found a great deal in common.

Clara stood staring at her cousin
thoughtfully; but she turned suddenly
as o hand was laid upon her shoulder.

She turned Lo find Stella Stone by her
side.

“1'm ready,” grinned Clara, twiddling
the bat in her hands, “Fit to smnash
any bowling.”

But Stella Stone did not reply. Her
face was unusualiy serions. Babs and
Mabs looked at one another meaningly,
wondering if Stella, at the last moment,
had changed her mind.

“Where is your cousin Amelia?"”
asked the school captain, “1 wanl to
speak to you both.”

Clara called 1o her cousin, and Amelia,
after some hesitation, came towards her
slowly and with dignity.

“Well?”  asked  Amelia,
insolently.

Stella looked at the two gitls and
placed a hand on a shoulder of each.

“1 have some rather bad news to
break,” she said. *Your aunt—"

“Nothing wrong?” asked Clara
quickly, her face paling. **Aunt’s not
i

“Iler fortune is gone, I think,” said
Stella.  “Miss Primrose asked me to
break the news—Miss Trevlyn is now
penmiless,”

“Peuniless ¥
Amelia together,

Stella nodded, and from the Fourlh-
Formers gathered round came murmurs
of amazement. Miss Trevlyn had always
been looked upon as extremely rich, and
il scemed impossible that Fortune's
wheel should have spun round so cruelly
that she became penniless.

“Poor old auntie!” murmured Clara,
with a slight catch in her voice,

“ Penniless!” murmured  Amelia,
“Good gracious! -And she’s been
making out she’s rich. Wasting my
time—"

Amelia spoke crossly, and she bit her
lip. Claras stared at her.

answered Clara.
The Fourth

some affair on
Mabel Lynn.
all going out

rather

exclaimed Clara and
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¥ What do you mean?” she exclaimed,
“I reckon it's a shame. Poor old auntic |
Come on, Amelia, we must see her;
she'll want someone to console her."

“T can’t,” said Amelia, looking away.
“I—Y've got an appointment this after-

noon, Bhe’ll have to wait—"
“Wait4” ejaculated Clara. * Your
appointment’s  nothing. You'll” be

wanted—you're her favounrite, and she's
bound to want you near her now that
things have gone so badly.”

“I don’t_sce that it's anything
with me!” said Amelia surlily.
didn’t tose her money. I suppose in her
cocksure way she invested 1t in some
silly thing! "She'll have to wait! I'm
going off "

And Amelia walked off, with an angry
toss of the head, Clara stared after her,
her eyes blazing, looking as though she
would willingly have hit her cousin.
““Of all the little cats ! she exclaimed.
“ After all auntie has done for her! I'm
going, if she isn’'t. Stella, can you fill
my place in the team, please? I—1
can’t leave poor old auntie—and 1
shouldn’t feel much like playing now.”

Stella nodded slowly,

**Yes; I can find someone,” she said.
“I want you, Clara, but I'm not going
to prevent yon from doing your duty;
and I am giad that you waut to do it.
You're a good =ort, Clara.”

_And Stella gripped Clara’s hand. But
Clara did not speak. Al that moment
she could not have, had she wished.
she ran off towards the headmistress'
house, and turning., she had a last
glimpse of Amelia going through the
gates.

She banged at the door. and, brushing
past the maid, hurried to her aunt's
room.

Miss Treviyn was silting by thé open
window, starmg oul, but she turned as
Clara entered.

“;?unt," exclaimed Clara, running for-
ward, “I've heard Im awfully
sorry, auntie dear!” she cried. *“ Poor
old auntie!™

And she flung lier arms round Miss
Treviyn's neck.

“Yes, yes, Clara dear,” said Miss
Trevlyn.  “Poor Clara! Ias Amelia
been told?"”

Clara did not reply, and Miss Trevlyn
repeated the question.

‘She’s—she's got an appointment this
afternoon, aunt,” said Clara. *She—she
can't come. But I dare say she’ll come
to you when she returns.”

“Oh! Then shoe knows?" exclaimed
Aunt Jane.

“Y-yes,” admitied Clara reluctantlv.

Miss Trevlyn was silent, but she
stroked Olara’s soft hair.

“You're a kind-lhearted girl, Clara,”
she said softly. “I—1'm glad that ycu
are sorry for me.”

“Poor auntia!”’ murmured Clara.
“What ever will you do? You can come
and live with us—I'll write and ask dad
to-day.”

“We must wait; it may not be as bad
as I suppose,” said Miss Treviyn. “But,
Clara, are you not participating in
some -great athlelic event—a foothall
match——"

“Hchool cricket match, aunt,” said
Clara gently. “But—but it doesn't
matter,” she added, with an effort,

“You shall play, Clara,” said Miss
Trevlyn. *“You want to, and you shall;
but—"

She broke off, for the door of the room
bad opened, to admit a uniformed man,
whose face was red with excitement.

“'Scuse me, ma'am,"” he said breath-
lessly, fiddling with his hat, “but I
understands vou are the mother of Miss
Amelia Trevlyn—" S

Miss Trevlyn turned swiftly.

to do
i |
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“I armn her aunt,” she said. “What
has happened

“Young lady hired a car, ma’am,”
said the man, “and I was supposed to
drive. But they got me out on some
excuse, and gave me a tip to post a
letter.” He paused for breath. *Then
one of the young ladies drove the car off.
It went wobbling down the road. I
don’t think she can drive—and if the
car’s smashed I shall lese my job!”

“Is not the car under control ¥ asked
Miss Trevlyn uwervously, * This—this is
amazing !”

“One of the young ladies shouted
‘Help!" and the car swerved. They’ll
smash up before they've gone a hundred
yards,” answered the man breathlessly.
. “Gracious I exclaimed Miss Trevlyn,
in agitation, * What is to be done?”

Clara jumped up.

“I can drive,” said Clara. “T'll catch
them up if they aven't going fast——"

“Clara—how can you*”

But Clara was hwrrying from the room,
and her aunt followed, the chauffeur
bringing up the rear.

_Clara went down the staivs (hree at a
time, and Miss Trevlyn descended them
faster than she had ever done before.
But Clara was balf-way across the
quadrangle as her aunt reached the door.

She stopped as Barbara Redfern,
Mabel Lynn, and Marjorie Hazeldene
came towards her, and Miss Treviyn
hurried up.

“It’s Amelia,” said Babs. “Phyllis
has just come back on her bike. They
passed her and nearly knocked her off.
Fhey'll be kilted !”

Clara led the way to the gates. She
was not quite sure what she mtended to
do, but she was going (0 do something.

Suddenly there was the sound of a
motor-cycle engine, and a man rode into
the quadrangle.

“Any of your girls in a car, ma’am?”
he asked Miss Trevlyn. **'There's three
schoolgirls blazing along in a car, and the
girl driving doesn'i. know the first thing
about steering. She nearly killed me.
They’ve struck across the fields towards
the gquarry—"

“ Across the fields!” ejaculated Clara.
“My hat! They'll go into the quarry!
Oh gracious!”

#nd Clara went white. But the others
were struck almost dumb with consterna-
tion. The man had got off his machine,
and now had kicked down the back-rest.

He was trembling with nerves, for, as
he explained, he had had a narrow shave.

“We can't leave them (o run into the
quarry !” exclaimed Clara. And she
shook the man by the sleeve. “W
didn’t Jou chase them and pull the car
u ¥ ”

*1 daren’t!” said the man. “T'm not
going out of my way to gei killed &

Clara wrung her hands in despair.

“Fool I she exclaimed, quite forgel-
ting herself in the excitement. *Then,
if you're too big a coward, T shall go!”
© And she caught the motor-bicycle by
the handle-bars and kicked up the stand.

“What are you going to do?” ex-
claimed the man. ?

“Chase that car.” said Clara grimly,
and she pushed the largo bike forward.

"T'he crowd buzzed with excitemenit,

“Clars,” said Miss Trevlyn sharply,
“that is a man’s mator-cycle! ¥ cannot
allow you te ride it, Clara "

“Sorry, auntl” said Clara.
only way 1"

And Clara, with a businesslike air,
stam on the kick-starter., Tt started
on ihe second thrust. and she let in the
clutch before she was on the machine.

It had all taken but a moment or two.
Then, leaving the whole crowd gaping at

“It’s the

THE SCHOOL FRIEND.

road, she beut low over the wide handle:
bars and opened the throttle.

It was a powerful bike—the speedo-
meter’s reading was eighty miles per
hour—but, though she did not bang the
needle against the pointer, Clara speeded
up so tremandouaf; that the machine
hardly seemed to be on the road.

Its roar was deafening, but Clara kept

her wits about her. The gap in the
rotted fence by the roadside, and tho
wheel-marks skidding from the road,
showed her where tlie car had gone.
. She left the road, and, with a sicken-
ing bump, the machine cleared a ditch.
On she went over the uneven ground,
almost shaken to pieces, the handle-havs
almost wrenched from her steel-like
hands, e a2

It was a test of nerve and endurance.
Bui Clara Trevlyn came throngh. iler
tomboyish. dauntless nature stood her in
wood stead then.

Torn and bent corn showed the irack
made by the car. and she kept to it,
the stalks whistling and shrieking as she
tore through them.

And beyond the cornfields, far aeross
the wild moorlands, was the car bumping
along jerkily.

She gaw two girls jump from it, and
knew that they must be Lady Hetty and
Marcia. But Amelia stuck to the whee
—as she must if she valued her life.
Were she to let go. the car would topple
over with fatal resulls.

The motorcycle rveared across
moorlands, Clara hali off the saddle.

She was ncarcr—nearer,

A white palch ahead—the quarries,
dark and treacherous. | Perhaps Amelia
did not know of their exislance.

Nearer, nearer, neaver! She was level
with the car. She canght it, and quickly
shut off her engine. Then on io the fooi-
board she went, and the motorcyele
careered erratically off al a tangent.

Over the back of the front seat went
Clara, and brought back the goarlever
into neutral, cutting off the power from
the wheels. The engine was running
idle.

But the quarries were near.

She canght the steering-wheel and
with her steel wrists jerked it, jamming
on the brake sharply.

With a shriek the car skidded on a
muddy stretch and spun round in a semi-
cirele, thesrear near-side wheel hanging
over the deep quarry’s edge.

Quickly she engaged a gear, and the car
went slowly into safety. She looked
round at her vousin—gut- Amelia had
fainted.

the

i Well Done, Clara!"
through the crowd that had

Clara, who now sat smiling in_ charge of
cycle, little ithe worse for its wild journey, |
down, and no one scolded her; it was not
years to come.
not spare Clara’s blushes.
a thing—remarkable! Clara, you are a
enough to ride a motor-t':;cle -

As the car was driven slonly

Clift IIouae.g:heer after cheer went up for
In the back of the car was the molor-
Amelia, white and shaken, was helped
g2 upon another such jaunt for many
crowd the story of the chase, and she did
‘It is wonderful that a girl conld do such
Amelia that gou happened to be tomboy
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{rembling slightly with the reaction ol
that strenuous rigs.

“Wonderful is the word,” said Stella
Stone admiringly, *“We haven’t started
the game yet, C{ura. We're batting first,
but we couldn’t my while we knew
?omeoup was in ger. Are you [t
or——""

. “Am I not!" ejaculated Clara. “T'll
jolly well show dmm whether 1'm fit!
If—if aunt doesn’t mind.”

“Gracious, no!"” said Miss Trevlyn.
*I1—I should like to see you play.”

Amelia was standing by, but Miss
Trevlyn E)ai(l her na heed.

The chauffeur, having ifaken Lady
Hetty Hendon's name for reference, as
she had hired the car, went off, assuring
her ladyship that in course of time she
would get a bill for damages.

The motor-eyclist left a minute laier,
and Lady Heity, in an outburst of osten-
tation, offered to cover any damage that
might have been done. But Lady Hetty
did not impress the crowd. They were
more concerned with Clara Trevlyn—the
heroine of the hour.

“Come on, don't let's waste time!”
said Clara breezily. * We've got to lick
Claretonyales

And Clara led the way lo the crickei-
field. But Clara did not go in first
Stella and Isabel Drake opened for Chif
House, and Clara found her aunt a seat
in the pavilion.

But  Miss
perturbed,

*Clara,” she said, “‘there is somelhing

Treviyn was  looking

I must say to you—and to Amelia, I«
there somewhere quiel—""
“The pavilion, aunl,” said Clara.

surprised,

She beckoned to Amelia, who, [riglt-
ened and ill-at-ease, was standing by.

The three went into the pavilion, and
Miss Trevlyn closed the door.

“I do not wish to spoil your chance of
suceess, Clara,” she said; “so now I will
tell you how you have_been tested. [
luve not lost my money—not a penny.
But I did it at Miss Primrose’s -instiga-
tion to test your patures. You, Clara,

were sorry—you even left your game
which meant so much to yon. But you,
Amelia,” she went on sternly, ‘“‘you

wenl off; you did not carea if 1 were
penniless. And you ran into dJanger,
from which only your cousin's resource
rescued you.  Apparently I have been
labouring under a delusion regarding
you. You will leave Clilf House as soon
as your bag is packed, Amelia.. I will
order a cab.”
And she
Clara.
“Aunt " exlaimed Amelia, her face
dead white. * You—you don’t mean—

turned from Amelia fo

1 don’t understand. T—I didn’t’ hear
that you lost your money. 1 didn't
know——"

* Amalia, that is not true. 1 walched
from the window, and saw the school
captain speak to you both. You are sly
and deceitful. [ see now how you have
deceived me. It may interest you o
kuow that to-morrow I alter my will, and
not a penny do you get !”

“Bot, aunt—-"

“Enough! Go!"”

Miss Trevlyn pointed to the deor, and
Amelia, hanging her head, went. Half
an hour later, immoticed, she left Cliff
Houze io return home, and Amelia was
not feeling happy.

1 say, aunt,” murmured Clara, “I—
I didn’t do this with a motive. If you
don’t nzind, I'd rather not be in your

will——

“"Tush, child! T am (o decide that.
You have proved yourself a girl of whom
i1 can be préud. If you are a tomboy,

your tomboyishness this alfterncon saved

T HURRAH W
thered round the gates of
the wheel.
as the owner found on investigation.
necessary. For Amelia was not likely to
Lady Hetty Hendon was telling the
“Gracious !” murmured Miss Trevlyn.
truly wonderful girl! It was lucky for
“Oh, that’s all right!

snid Clara, try-

ber, she flew through the gates. On theing to look normal, althongh she was

alife!” )
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. And Miss ‘I'vevlyn went back to her
‘peat in the stand.  Clara, her mind in a
whirl, sat beside her aunt,

Not until a sudden shout told that
Isabel's wicket had fallen did Clara pay
heed to the match; and thenm, with a
glum look, she saw the scoring-board—
-totil, 7; last player, 2. Isabel was out—
Isabel, one olpthe school’s best bats.

As Pauline Wilson took up her stance,
there was a breathless hush.

Only 7,  and the first wicket down!
Clara watched the bowler's action.
tricky run, the ball went down. It beat

Pauline “all ends up,” but it just scraped

by the wicket, and the wickel-kecper
caughtt it. .

What an agonising minute it was while
the bowler slowly gathered up the re-
turned ball, screwed it in her hand, and
looked round at her field ! .

By a gesture she moved point a pace
or two farther back. "

Then, walched by a hundred pairs of
eves, the ball went down the pitch.

Click !

Pauline had played forward, and there
was a faint hand-clap, followed by a
rroan, for al a tangent the bzl had shot
ﬁigh in the direction of point. :

And point was watching it, stepping

O0eK.

“She'll miss it!" murmured Clara.
“Jt's spinning like billy-oh!” .

But point had been placed in her posi-
tion because her hands were sure. Back
went her right hand, and then. farther
back, with the red leather tightly
gripped in it.

Pauline, her bat hali-way from the
ground, stared at her, and point, smil-
iy, threw up the leather and caught it.

“Out!” said the umpire laconically.

And Pauline trailed back regretfully to
the pavilion, while Barbara Redfern, the
scorer, allered last player from 2 to &
large O.

Yivery eye was fixed expectantly upon
the pavilion entrance, and down the steps
came Connie Jackson, swaggering on to
the pitch, her bat under her arm.

(lonmie leisurely toolk up her stance,
aud locked round the field.

“Middle and leg!” she called to the
umpire, and held her bat erect.

It took some minules before she was
satishied,

Clara watched the bowler, and saw her
smile at long-off, who nodded.

T'hen down went the ball. It hit the
ground and shot across the wicket, while
Connie essayed a graceful but futile leg-
glide.

Cliek !

Down went the middle and the leg
stumps, springing out at angles of thirty
degrees.

Connie remained in her graceful atti-
tude, apparently waiting for the camera,

But the only response was a slight
chuckle from the umpire.

“QOutt” M

“Oh  ker-umbs!” groaned Clara.
“Three down for 7! Three! OCh, my

only giddy aunt!™

The Cliffi House crowd was silent and
morose. Stella, at the other end, was
preparing to face the”new bowler, with
Vlera Cann as her partner. From the
crewd came a niizh of relief as Stella
drove the first ball for 4. The next she
sent for 3, and Flora took the bowling.

Flora broke her duck’s egg with a
beautiful cut for 2.

Sixleen the score stood at now, but
that was not remarkably hopeful.

Flora's next shot gathered a single,

NSWERs
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and the batsmen crossed. There was no
further scoring that over, and Flora
faced the deadly bowler. g

She snicked the first for a lucky 3, and
Stella, with a single, gave the "lymwling
back to Flora. :

Thihgs seemed to be brighlening up,
and Flora was Slaying cautiously. She
stopped two, and then out she went to a
loose one.

Click !

“How's that ?" exclaimed the wickel-
keeper, throwing up her hands.

And Flora Cunn, the athlete of the

Fifth Form, looked gloomily at her dis-{

mantled wicket.

Stumped—and with only <6 to her
credit ! The total was 21. Twenty-one!
And the Claretonvales were sure 1o
average 15 2 wicket. Cliff House, 21 for
four, and only six more wickets to fall !

“Come on, Clara [” said Isabel Drake.
“Pull us together. Show them how to
play i
. “Dear me!"” said Miss Treviyn. “Is
it your turn, Clara? Remember vou are
a Trevlyn!"” she added proudly.

“Rightho, aunt!” grinned Clara.
*“You watch.” .

As Clara Treviyn entered the field
there was a roar of cheering from the
crowd. Clara waved her hand cheerily.
She was wearing pads and gloves, and
she was gripping her trusty bat.

The bowler grinned at the sight of a
junior, and winked elaborately at lcng-
0O

“Centre!” cried the umpire.

The bowler looked round, and screwed
the ball in her hand. She jumped into
the air, and took a furious run. Clara
set her lips. She had faced such bowlers
before, She knew that that run was in-
tended to sirike fear into her hearl.

But the bowler had awakened the
wrong passenger; and her run put her
completely off her length.

Clara’s sure eye judged the ball’s flight.
She opened her shoulders, and caught
1h];e loose ball on the drive—a beautiful

1k,

Away went the ball, while the bowler
walched it open-mouthed,

Bang !

It hit the pavilion side withoul touch-
ing the grass once, and the Fourth Form
fairly danced with delight. Six, at the
first shot !

Clara chuckled and griuned at Stella.
The bowler scowled, and kicked the turf
with her heel.

But Clara had got her eye in. Bang
went the next for four. It was not a
stylish stroke, but, as Clara would have
expressed it, “it got there.”

The Claretonvale team spread them-
selves out deeper, and the bowler sent
down a catch chance, Clara pulled it,
just as the bowler had anticipated. But
the bowler had underestimated Clara’s
hitting powers. For the ball sailed a
good yard over deep mid-on’s head, and
went bumping to the boundary.

Fourteen in three hits! The crowd
nearly went mad, and Aunt Jane rubbed
ker hands enthusiastically. Aunt Jane
had forgotten her niece's gentility; she
only remembered that Clara was her
niece—a Troviyn. And a Trevlyn was
leading the way!

No wonder Miss Trevlyn looked round
at the other spectators, and her face
flushed with pride as she heard the
cheers.

After that it was like a firework
display. Stella played carefully, and
Clara just hit like an antomatic hammer.

Bowlers were changed but without
result. The field got in closer—the field
opened out; but all the taclics were
withoutb success.

Clara drove and slogged persistently.

It was a slow bowler who at last
caught her, Her bowling was difficult

Twopence.

to time, and Clara, slepping oul, returred
too late.

As she went. hack to the pavilion,
whistling cheerfully, she glanced at the
board, and almost jumped as she saw
Babs affix her score,

Last player 62! 2

The Fourth-Formers crowded on to Lhe
pitch, and there was almos{ a riot.

“8ixty-two !” shouted Phyllis Howell.
** And nine fours“and three sixes t

“Hurrah !* Good old Clara !”

Cl at last forced her way up the
pavilion steps to her aunt. Miss Treviyn
rose, her eyes shining.

“Splendid, Clara—splendid!” she ex-
claimed. “It was most remarkable!
Splendid ! I am proud of you!”

And she kissed ('lara affeclionately,

In the rest of the game Miss Treviyn
had not much interest, although she
noted, when the final score was
announced as 160, that her niece had
scored a great many wmore than a thicd
of the score.

Everyone around was praising Clara,
and Miss Trevliyu looked admiripgly at
her niece.

Clara’s part had been played. and
played well. She was not expected to
howl, although she was sure al fielding.

The other side, however, were tired—
made so by chasing Clara’s slogging hits.
And there was little spirit in the batting.

Stella and Isabel rattled down the
stumnps right merrily, and the Cliff House
crowd was nearly mad with cheering.
But one girl stayed the rot, and Chif
House cheered her to the echo at her
plucky stand.

One hit to leg proved her wmisfortune.
For square-leg in the shape of Clara
Trevlyn held the ball firmly. Only
Clara’s rather large hands could have
held that shot. The most dangerous
opponent was dismissed, and after that
it was a procession from and to the
pavilion. It was-all over bar shouting.

And the shouting was only delayed five
minutes,

Clara* Trevlyn was hoisted shoulder-
high, and carried round and round the
field by her admiring Form-fellows.

And when at last Clara was replaced on
terra firma, she found her Aunt Jane
before her,

“Girls,"” said Aunt Jane, *1 am deler-
mined Lo celebrate this evenl, Clara has
done wonderfully, and I am proud of her.
You shall all be my guests to-night. 1
will hold a banquel in Clara's honour, in
her study !

And what a royal banquel that was,
with Clara at the head of the table and
her aunt beside her!

When Miss Trevlyn departed on the
morrow Lhere was a tremendous crowd Lo
see her off ; and the last sound she heard
was cheering—cheering her. As she leant
back in her cab, Miss Trevlyn dabbed
at her eyes, although at the same time
she smiled.

*A jolly good sorl,” was Clara’s ver-
dict. And a verdict, too, that was
echoed by the others,

And never did Clara vegret being
natural. The tomboy had come throngh
with flying colours !

THE EXD OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

(Xext Thursday's issue of the ScHOOL
Friexp will contain * Philippa Dere
went's  Pluck!"—a  magnificent  new
long complete story of the girls of Cliff
House ~ School, a special.  Philippa
Dervivent aumber of the “ ClLff House
Weekly,” and further long, absorbing

instalments of ‘' Friendship - For-
bidden!" and “The Signalman’s
Daughter!  Order your copy of the

ScHOOL FRIEND in advance.)
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THE PRINCIPAL CHARACTERS.

OLIVE WALTERS, a pretty, goldeu-haired
rirl of fourteen, who attends St. Mildred's
“chool as a day boarder,

TOM WALTERS, Olive's father, a signalman
who was on duty at "Gosbridge Box.”
¥, 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.

Through an enemy of Mr. Duke’s tamper-

ing with the levers in Tom Walters' box, a

special train  bearing the flnancier was
iterailed, and Mr. Duke was injured. From
that moment his daughter Sybil, at St

" Mildred's, was the bitter cnemy of Olive,
and toak every opportunity for sclheming
against her.

Tom Walters was discharged by the rail-
way company, and, on top of that, the bhank
which hecld his small savings suspended pay-
ment. Swallowing all her pride, Olive
sang in the streets to earn money. But
worse troubles were to be showered upon her
brave little head. At St. Mildred’s ghe was
aceused by many girls of stealing an ex-
amination paper, with the intention of
helping herself in the coming exam; and
then, shortly afterwards, she was seen sing-
ing outside a theatre by none other than

Sybil Duke!

e

T Sybil Duke, resplendent in her
expensive furs, confronting her,

None of the dpeople who had been
listening appeared to notice the breaking
of the girl’'s voice, however,; for already
a storm of applause had burst out, and
the clapping drowned its sudden
quavering.

Old 8am arose from his harmonium,
and, taking off his hat, he moved towards
the theatre queue to begin collecting.
His eyes were dim these days, and he
failed to notice the agitation the sight
of the other well-dressed girl had causéd
Olive.

For a long moment Olive and Syhil
Duke stood silently regarding one
another.

In the eyes of Olive was something very
like horror; in those of Sybil stull an
incredulous amazement.

Sybil was the first to recover herself.

A slow smile—a scornful, cruel little
smile—came to her lips. * Very de-
liberately she placed the shilling she had
profiered Olive upon the harmonium,
which stood on the kerb. Then, gather-
ing her fur ceat about her, she turned
upon her heels and walked haughtily
alter her mother into the theatre.

With a little gasp of hot indignation,
Olive snatched up the shilling from the
harmonium and thg it into the gutter,
She was breathless—a litile faint. She
sank down on to Simple Sam’s camp-

Read on from here.)

Refined Cruelty!

HE concluding note of Olive’s song
broke unmusically as she found
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stool, and remainad there until the old
musician returned, smiling delightedly at
the weight of the coppers and small silver
nlnins that had been dropped into his
hat, y

It was as through a haze that Olive saw
hin before her. He was speaking, but
his voice to her was no more than a
confused nmrmer.

‘1 feel faint, Sam.” the girl said in a
stifled voice. “Let us go home. T can
sing no more to-night.”

Instantly old Sam was all concern,

“Let me go and fetch you a taxicab,
missy,” he suggested. “We can well
afford it, and it will not cost very much.”

“*No, no. Sam,” Olive protested.
“I—1 shall be all right in a moment.
[.et me sit here for a minute or-so, and
—and I shall be able to walk. Something
has happened to upset me, but it is no use
my explaining. You would not under-
stand.”

Her brain was whirling dizzily. The
contemptuous face of the girl who had
already so cruelly persecuted her was still
sywimming before her, and she felt weak
with dread when she thought of what
their fateful meeting would mean to her.

Sybil Duke would be only too glad to
l'url:iwr humiliate her, and to-morrow all
St. Mildred’s would know that she had
sung in the streets for alms. Dare she
ever show her face again at the school?
As she let her mind picture the fresh
sneers and gibes mnow possible Olive
shuddered.

She summoned all her courage, all her
will power to her aid, and stood up.
Simple Sam still eyed her with anxiety
as he closed his camp-stool, attached it
lo his portable instrument, and hoisted it
on to his bacle.

But Olive walked steadily enough as
they turned towards her home.

She had thrown offi her temporary
faintness, and, determinedly setting her
lips, she was deciding that even this
fresh opportunity given her schoolfellows
to heap contempt and insults upon her
should not make her forgo the chance
of winning the scholarship, which would
mean Tight of entry into college and fifty
pounds per annum for threa years.

8he knew that it would be hard,
terribly hard, to face it out. But was it
not her duly to cling for the time {o
St. Mildred's because of the chance of
bettering herself ?

No! Let her lot e what it would,
she would not leave the school!

Nevertheless, in spite of her plucky
spirit, Olive spent an almost sleepless
night. Apart from imagining all that her
schoolfellows would say and think when

they knew about her having been singing:

outside the theatre, there was the accusa:
tion 8ybil Duke had made against her in

w”;@g
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-~ Qur magnificent new Serial of _His
" Railway, Home, and School Life.

By GERTRUDE NELSON.

(Author of " The Ivory Seekers,” " The
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i]'c-gard to the scholavship paper to trouble
her.

. she should have gone to Miss
Symes’ study and admittedly opened her
desk on the \-crf' afternoon that the head-
mistress missed the paper of questions
was most unfortunate.

Fate seemed io be against her. The
girl who so bitterly disliked her had been
given yet another weapon to wield
against her by this last cruel trick of
circumstances,

“1 am innocent! I did nat take the
paper, and @ have nothing to worry
about, no matter what they say, if I
prove the winner,” poor Olive whispered
to herself again and again, as she lay in
her hed. Dut, for all that, she tossed and
turped restlessly, and sleep refused to
come nntil it was almost dawn.

At breakfast she was unusually pale.
Iler mother commerted upon the fact,
but knowing how great was the trouble
of her parents, Olive refrained from
making known her 6wn worries,

She set out for school at the usual
time, though had she known all that the
morning held in store for her, brave
though she had determined to be, she
might have quailed.

f\ray at Si. Mildred’s Bybil Duke was
already m the quadrangle,

Syhil was a resident boarder, though
occasionally, as she lived so near, she
wouild spend a night at her home, as.had
been the case on the preceding evenin
when she had visiled the theatre wit
her mother.

A dozen girls, who had wandered into
the quad after breakfast for a breath of
fresh air before the bell rang for morning
school, had ullered snrprised exclama-
tions as they found Sybil arriving so
early.

“Why, Sybil dear, do wae see this wone
derful display of energy?” asked a gir]
named Iilda Ware, who was a member
of the Fifth, “Did you [ind the bed
hard?”

Sybil shook her head, a curious smile
curling her lips.

“Gather round, girls. 1 have some«
thing to tell you,” she said. *“It is some-
thing not one of you could even guess at,
too |”

Sybil's especial crony, Agnes Graham,
Hilda Ware, and anolher Fifth-Former,
Esme Conyers, drew nearer. Other gitls,
vealising Sybil had something of interest
to impart, joined them, and formed a
bcircle aboul the works-owner’s daughter.

“Do tell us your news, Sybil darling,”
begged Agnes. “Do not Leep us i
suspense. Iave your people como into §
fortune and bought you a motor-car,
sotething 7 :

‘Bybil Duke ngain gave a shake of hot
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“No, it’s nothing like that,” she said.
“But what I have to tell you concerns
the girl whose father caused mine (o lose
a small fortune.”

“Olive Walters?” Esme Conyers mur-
roured, understanding.

“Yes,” Sybil nodding. “ What
do you think the wrelched little council
school upstart was doing last night when
the mater and I went to see ‘The Brass
Bottle ' at the Theatre Royal ¥

“Selling programmes?” Hilda Ware
asked, making a guess, .

**No; singing in the street oulside the
theatre with a ragged old tramp with a
harmonium,” Sybil Duke answered, with
a contemptuous laugh. * It's almost un-
beliovable that a girl who is a _ach_ola'r
here should dare to do such a thing, isn't
k4 ‘I'

The other girls stared at her in blank
amazement. For a second or two they
were incredulous, speechless. Then as at
last they found their voices, all began
to ply Sybil with questions at one and
the same time.

“ Binging in the strect !’ gasped Agnes
CGraham. i

“Singing? You mean begging for
money outside the theatre?” asked
anothes.

“Cood gracious, Sybil! Are you sure
vou madoe no mistake, and that it really
was she?” asked Esme Conyers.

“Mistake! There was no mistake. I
was as near to her as I am to you, Esme,
and swod so that I looked her full in
ihe face,” Syhil Duke answered.” “She
was startled and annoyed (o see me,
too, I can tell you!”

“But why can she be doing such a
thing?" Agnes Graham asked. “Is it
because her father and mother are in
want?"”

8ybil shruzged her shoulders. )

“I'robably,” she had to admit. * Her
father was discharged from the railway
company for his wicked carelessness in
leaving his box and allowing the accident
to happen—and rightly, too! He ought
io have been sent to prison! You sce
what comes of a scholarship making il
possible for a board school girl to enter
a school like St. Mildred's. What would
the girls at the grammar school along
the road say if they knew that one of
the scholars here sang in the street for
coppers "

“It is too scandalous!™ agreed Hilda
Ware. “Fancy our having to associate
with such a girl!”

“It is not fancy but veality,” Hsme
Conyors said, tossing hor head. b |
@hinl: we ought to tell Miss Symes about
it, and try to get her sent away from
here. I, for one, should hide my face in
shame if I thought the grammar school
girls knew about it and I met any of
them!” :

A chorus of agreement came from
Sybil's other listeners, with the exception
of Agnes Graham.

The latter was curiously silent and
thoughtful. Perhaps she was picturing
how bad matters with Olive at home
might be and pitying her a little,
realising the sterling moral courage
needed to sing in the streets.

“1 do not know about telling Miss
Symes. What the girl does when away
from the school is, afier all, really
nothing to do with Squibs, and I fail to
sec how she could expel her,” said Sybil.
“But she deserves to be bounded out of
St. Mildred’s, in my opinion. Firstly,
she got every girl in the school into dis-
grace when she played that vicious joke
on  Squibs. Secondly "—she glanced
quickly about her to make sure Winnie
Norris was not amongst these about her
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—%“she stole that scholarship paper,
you can be sure, and now, lastly, she has
done her best to disgrace the school b,
descending to the level of a beggar. {
think we ought to take the law into our
own hands, 2o to speak, and make the
school too unpleasant for her to want to
remain !

“Yes, you are right, dear,” declared
Hilda Ware, “and we will do it. We
will show her whal we think of this last
abominable thing she has done!™

ther girls chorused their agreement,
and the little crowd dispersed, Agnes
Graham walking with Sybil towards the
school. .

“Don’t you think, Sybil dear,” Agnes
said suddenly, “that you are A little
rough on Olive Walters?”

“Rough! What on earth do you
mean, Agnes?” Sybil demanded, in real
or well-feigned astonishment.

Agnes seemed a little confused. For a
long time now she had toadied to Sl{bil
Duke, as, even now that Mr. Duke's
income had decreased, Sybil was always
well provided with puciiet-money, and
‘:;ve frequent “feeds ” in her study.

hilst on occasions Agnes was invited
to Sybil’s home, and was sometimes
taken motoring with the latter and her
mother.

But Agnes Graham had in her some
little good, and now that she had taken
the plunge she contrived to keep some-
thing of a bold front.

“1 mean, dear,” she said, “that, after
all, she might not be so bad as you think
her. Supposing—just supposing some-
one did enter the signal-box and inter-
fere with the signals on the day of your
father’s accident and Olive Walters did
struggle with them, to try to save the
train, as she says?”

“Do you believe such a thin yarn for
a moment,  Agnes?” Sybil asked
heatedly. “If you do, you would per-
haps like to make her your bosom [riend,
though it would mean that I should
never dream of speaking to Eou again !
There she is—coming through the gates
now. Why not fall upon her neck and
tell her how sorry you are that you
helped in that jape upon Squibs? She
would be interested {o know who was
responsible for the booby-trap for which
she was blamed, and "—sarcastically—
“of course, she would not dream of
giving you and me away."”

“Don’t be silly, Sybil! You know I
am your friend, and that I should stick
to you whatever you did,” Agnes sai
hastily, paling and finding her tem}‘)omry

luck deserting her. ‘‘Ah, there’s the

ell!  Look at the beautiful sunshine!
What a pity we have Lo stick in a stuffy
class-room all the morning !

It was true that the bell for morning
school had commenced to clang out its
sonorous summons. It brought all the
girls who had been in the quad hurrying
into the school building, and, for that
reason, Olive Walters, who had just
arrived, was spared fresh humiliation—as

yet.

Sybil was a little abstracted as she took
her place in the foremost row of desks in
the Fifth Form class-room. The words
of Agnes Graham were repeating them-
selves in her brain, and she was wonder-
ing, as she had wondered secretly before.

Supposing someone had tampered with
the signals? had been the gist of what
her crony had said. And supposing
Olive Walters had tried to prevent them
and struggled with them, as she had
declared at the official inquiry?

Well, what if she had? Sybil asked
herself, her eyes flashing with a fierce
light. Tt did not alter the fact that
Olive's father had been absent from his
box. He had left it because he thought
his wife was dving. But what was the

d | standing by her
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wife of a signalman to her? She would
continue to pitsue the object she had
vowed io achieve—to persecute this
man's daughter until she drove her cut
of the school !

“8ybil Duke, you are—ahem '—failing
to attend to me!™ she heard the voice of
Miss Symes say severely; and she
realised that the headmistress, who was
mstracting the Fifth again that morning,
had begun her lesson.

She sat upright in her seat and fixed
her eyes a little resentfully upon the mis-
tress; and until moming ool was
over, Sybil Duke was forced practically
to dismiss Olive from her mind.

Olive, loath to go out into the quad
amongst her schoolfellows, lingered be-
hind in the school-room. She helped
Miss Symes stack away some books in a
cupboard, the usual monitress having
been sent on some trivial errand.

Out in the 3und. Winnie Norris waited
for her friend, but as she failed to see
Olive emerge with the other girls,
Winnie vetired to her study. She
wanted at least to make a show in the
forthogm;mg scholarship examination, and
was giving almost all her spare time to
“coaching ¥ herself in subjects she
thought might arise.

If she could only come out near the
top it would satisfy her parents, as they
would know that she had been trying.

The books put away, Olive had no

further excuse to remain in the school-
room. Though she dreaded the scornful
glances she fully expected to meet in the
quadrangle, there was nothing for it but
to obtain her hat and face the music.
_After all, she thought, as she set her
lips tightly and flung up her head a
little, the situation ind to be [aced
sooner or later, so why not at once?

As Olive emerged frem the school and
the fresh spring wind fanned her cheeks,
rather to her surprise she found none of
the other girls near the building. But
almost at once she realised that a vast
crowd of them was gathered near the
ornamental iron+gates which opened into
the roadway.

Almost half the school must have been
congregated there, and Olive, as
made her way in that direction, vnfuely

of the

wondered what was the cause
excitement.

Poor girl! She was to krow scon
enough.

As she drew abreast of the crowd, it
parted, and Olive beheld Sybil Duke
wide-brimmed straw
hat, which lay, crown downwards, on the
ground.

Sybil was assuming an expression of
exaggerated misery, and as she saw Olive
she began ‘to smg in a still more
wrelched voice that favourite song of the
beggar class of street-singer, * Oh, Where
is My Wandering Boy To-night 1™

Her imitation of a street-singer of the
more vagrant type was really almost
clever. It could have been admired and
laughed at had her efforts aimed at a
better cauge.

Between every few words of the song,
which she sang jn a quavering trebl
she paused to give a pronounced sni
and held out her hand as cne soliciting
alms.

For just a moment Olive pavsed. She
had drawn a quick breath and flushed
painfully,” and tears of humiliation had
sprang into her eyes.

Hilda Ware, Esme Conyers, and a few
others stepped forward and dropped half-
pennies into Sybil’s hat. - Then there was
a positive uproar of jeering, scornful
laughter from the crowds of girls who
looked on, and Olive, her cheeks still
scarlet and her eves smarting and blinded
with her tears, made to flee.

“But it was not easy to reach the gates,
Some of the girls deliberately
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themselves in the way, and jeering words
were hurled at the unfortunate girl.

“Common street-singer!” cried one.

“We don't want you in this school !"'
gibed another,

Blindly Olive thrust her way through
them. Almost, this last and grealest
humiliation had broken her spirit, and it
was only by an effort of will that she
vofrained from breaking into a run as
she found her way clear to the gates.

She walked through them, however,
though she quickened her pace as she
gained the road.

Her tears still made her vision hazy,
and a butcher's boy on a bicyele almost
ran her down.. 8he did not hear.the
sarcastic remarks he flung after her as
he rode on, and she ecrossed to the oppo-
sile side of the unpaved road.

The girl hurried onwards without a
glance behind. 8he kunew instinctively
that a goodly number of her tormentors
were gathered just outside the gates of
the school, rumily to hurl further insulls
Lier way should she look back.

Tt was a Wednesday, and consequently
half-holiday, and Qlive had not brought
with her anything to eat, as was her
custom on other days now that her
parents were in straitened circumstances,

The girl reached the stile and the foot-
path a short distance along the road. She
still had io traverse the latler to reach
her home, though that was now in the
populous town.

At the stile she paused. There was no
one to see, az she was hidden from the
school by a curve in the road, and, seat-
ing herself vpon its step, she dropped
her face inlo her hands.

Her slender shoulders shook convul-
sively, and her sobbing was of ene whose
heart was near to breaking.

Why was it possible for fellow-beings
o be so cruel 7 she wondered. With but
one exception, the girls of St. Mildred’s
seemed hopeless snobs whose one aim in
life of late was to wound and hurt her.

Olive suddenly felt a hand laid upon
her shoulder. With a start, and stifling
her weeping, she looked up. A little
cry of astonishment broke from her lips
as she found Miss Crawford standing

over her.

“What is the matter, Olive?” the
mistress asked quielly.

Olive's bead drooped again. Tn spile

of her efforts to check them, sobs il
shook her slim figure, and she found it
impaossible at once to speak.

“Why did they ali crowd round you in
the quadrangle, child?" Miss Crawfonl
persistéd gently. “I followed you to
find out. I saw them from the window
of my study.” ‘

“T—I cannol tell you, Miss Crawford.™ |
Olive faltered. “It—it would be 100
like sneaking.”

“No—no, it would not, dear,” the!
kindly .mistress objeclied. “I promi:c
that T will keep stricily to myszell any
confidence you give me. I ask yom io
tell me just what has been happening
as a friend, not as a mistress of your
school. 1 feel, somehow, that you are
great trouble, Olive, and, believe me, 1
want to help you if it lies in my power.”

Her kindness brought a lump to Olive’s
throat, and she had hard work not lo|
hreak down again. Gratefully she took
the -misiress’ hand, and held it for
moment dumbly. Then she felt how great
was the need to confide in one whom
the could call friend, and she no longér
hegitated to be frank with the teacher
who had previously shown sympathy
towards her,

“I-—I have been singing in—in
slreets, Miss Crawford,” sﬁo whispered

i
i
|
|

the

in a stifled voice, *“and they have found
out, That was why—why they all
gathered about me and jeered and

Iaughed, I—I ought not to have dene it,
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perhaps, bul things were so desperate ul

home, and I sapvg in the streets fo earn

maoney to help my father and mother.”
“¥ know, child,” was Miss Crawford’s

qniet yet startling reply.
Y
wonderfully svmpathetic glance
of Miss Crawford, regarding
in amazement,
[ you kuew that 1T went witl' the
olid gentleman—he is ihat !'—with the
harmonium and song in the siveets, Miss
Crawford #” she repeated, a little aghast.

Ags Miss Crawford’s hand rested
upen her :houlders, and the mistress
smiled.

“Yes, dear, | knew before you gave e
your confidence, for I was in the town
the night before last, and saw yon when
you delighted the people who waited out-
side the Hippodrome,” she said. “* And
do you know what 1 think of those who
have jeeved and laughed at you for what
you did #"

Mutiely, Olive shook her head.

“J think,” Miss Crawford said, very
deliberately, her eves growing stern and
contemptuous, ‘“‘that they have far
more reason io feel a sense of shame
than you if they {rouble o examine their
own consciences. 1 wonder if any one of
them would have had the courage to
stand in an open sireet and sing, suppos-
ing their parents wers in dislvess? I
thuik mnot, and I advise you, Olive, lo
disregard all that they may say, all their
empty sneers. I can feel only admiration
for you. 1T think that what you did was
just splendid.”

Olive's eyes momentarily shone with
pleasure, then she sadly shook her head.

“Ah, if only they would think thaf,
Miss Crawford! Bul they never will,”
sho said. “Accostomed to their fathers
and mothers having wealth—or, at least,
being in conflortable circumstances, they
cannot understand what it means {o see
one’s parenis next to penniless and fac-
ing absolute wani.”

*Has it been as bad as that at home.
Olive?” Miss Cravford asked, with quiet.
carnest sympathy.

Olive flushed and hesitaied. She had
not really meant to admit quite how
desperate matters had been with her

A Fresh Disaster!
OU know #*

Olive raised Mer ayes (o the
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parents, having a harror of the kindly
mnistress offering to help her with a gift
of money. Bul, baving gono so far, sho
could do nothing save incline her head
in agrecment,

1 am so sorry, child!”, Miss Crawford
said. *“But perhaps I can help you?"

“My people have money to go on willt
for a time now, Miss Crawford,” the girl
said hastily. *7T earned quite a lot when
I sang on those twe nighis in the city.”

“Yes, yes,” Miss Crawford nodded,
understanding what was in the girl's
mind and admiring her pride. ‘' But
there 13 no reason why your voice should
not eontinue {o earn you a little for your

parents, especially under improved
conditions.”
“I do not nidersland,”  Olive

murmured,

“I mean on concert plalforms, dear,”
explained the inistress. “ As a mattor
of fact, I went into the town to buy somo
musie, and whilst in Day’s Musiec K-
porium I met a certain gentlemon and
his wife, who are of ihe Conservatoire,
or school of m and T spoke lo them
concerning you.'

She laughed at Olive's surprise.

“You see, Olive, you have a voice 1
am a little proud of having trained,” she
continued. ** Mr. and Mrs. Wilberforee,
the couple 1 speak of, are very inHuential
people in the concert world, and [re-
quently organise very high-class concerts
themselves. For that réason they are at
all times anxious to discover new talent,
especially in young singers, who might
be trained into something out of the
ordinary, and I asked them if it were
possible for you te be given 2 trjal.”

“0Oh, Miss Crawford, how kind you
are!” QOlive cried impulsively. Do you
think there is a chance for mg?”

“Yos, dear, there is,” the mislress
replied, pleased at her enthusinsm. “*Ag
the end of next week this lady and
gentleman are canducting a concert in
aid of charity, at the Memorial Iall,
and they have promised to inclnde your
name upon the programme. They will
both be present, and if only you make
another hit such as T witnessed you
making I think your future as a concert.
singer is assured, 1 shall be there, too,
aund, if you wish, will accompany you in
your songs. You must fry nol to be
netvous, and do your very best.”

1]
»

Sybil
wretched voice a street singer.

Duke, standing by’ her wide-brimmed hat, was imitating in a
The tears of humiliation sprang to
Olive's eyes.
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“Y will, I will, Miss Crawford!” Olive
declared, a cal in voice. * How
can 1 thank you enough for giving me
this “Qpporluml;!"

“Win sucress, and 1 shall be more (ham

repaid, Olive,” the mistress answered.
“(ome to me during the luncheon-time-

io-morrow, and we will practise somed
new songs | have which, I think, will

suit you. T can |et you know further
details about your appearing at the
Memorial Hall then or later. You poor
little soul, I fear your lot has becn &
hard one. Bul cheer up!
there are better times in store.”

Miss Crawford stooped and kissed the
g'rl"s tear-stained cheek, n she
pressed her hand and left her, and, cross:
:ng the stils, Olive began Lo wend her

wa wa

Tears still trembled on her lashes; but
slie was happier than she had been, per-
haps, since Lhe coming of her parents’
great trouble. One could not converse
with the sunny-natured Miss Crawlord
without somehow buin’ heartened. Then
there was the mistress' promise that she
should have her opportunity to ﬂdhee her
foot on the first rung of the ladder of
fame as a singer.

“How kind she is!” Olive thought
again and again, as she crossed the
meadows. ['or the time being she forgot
even the studied cruelty of her school-
mates, and to her the fulure scemed to
smile brightly with hope.

Olive knéw that there is praclically ro
limit to earnings of a singer at con-
certs of the right kind. She was young
enough to be superbly optimistic, and
she was inclined to see in her forthcom-
ing chance the beginning of the end of
all her father and mother’s troubles.

She helped her mother with some
housework during the afterncon, telling
her her wonderful news. Mrs., Walters
was delighted, and more than once, as
they worked together, Olive surprised
ber mother regarding her wilh a proud
light in her cyes. :

‘he girl said nothing of what she had
sulfered that morning at school. She
knew that it would hurt her mother ter
ribly if she knew how she had been
humiliated, and at all
pluckily made a point of keeping her
iroubles to hersell. She told herself that
her parenis had far too many worries of
their own to be distr upon her
acgount,

In the evening Olive noticed that her
mother looked very pale and tired, and
urged her to to bed. After a lLitile
pressing Mrs, q‘?alu--s complied with the
girl's suggestion, Olive promising to wait
u}) for her father and Lo make him a cup
of cocoa when he eventually came in
from his daily search for work.

Mrs. Walters had scarcely relired when
Olive's father cacie in. He was carrying
a large cardboard box, and as Olive rose
from where she had been scated to greel
himn she saw that he was smiling happily.

“Work at last, father!” she cried joy
ously, understanding.

“Yes, lass,” Tom Walters agreed,
placing the cardboard box upon the floor
and stooping 1o recoive her kiss, “T have
had the most wonderful luck! I called
on a man with whom I used to go to
school years ago when we_wer2 both
boys. His name is Gregory Carson, and
be has done very well in life. You may
know the name of Carson & Matthews,
the big wholesale drapers. Well, he is
the founder of that important business,
awhich he started in one small shop in a
back street. He has just produced some
dainty lines in blouses for the coming
summer, and he has trusted me wilh
pamples of the various fashions. He was
genuinely sorry to hear how up agains'
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it we had been, and chided me for nol
ing to him before. He is going o
pay me two pounds a week as a standing
wage, and commission on sales, To-
morrow I stari travelling with his new
lines in blouses around the various retail
shops, and I am certain [ shall do well.”

“It's splendid, daddy!" cried Olive,
tears of joy glistening in her eyes. * Oh,
how pretty and delightful !"—as he raised
the Iid of the box, slood it on one side,
end showed her his samples—blouses
ciiefly of crepe-de-Chine.  “But how
expensive they must be!"”

“Yes, Olive,” Tom Walters nodded,
laughing. ““The retail prices range from
tugnty-five shilings to three guineas
apiece. Al wholesale rales the blouses
in this box are valued at just over fifteen

unds. An{one but myself would have

d to have left some security with Mr.
Carson befors they took them from his
establishment.”

“ He has proved a friend, faiher,”

“One of the best, dear,” Tom Wallers
answered; then he gave a grave shake of
his head.. “Je is a good fellow, and I
wish I could have found him in better
health. He told me that of late he has
sulfered severely with his heart, and even
whilst I was with him in his office he
had an attack that frightened both
young Mr. Matthews, the junior partner,
and myself. [Iallo! Whom bave we
here? a

There had come a swift patlering of
feet and an eager whine. Tom Walters
had moved the lamp a liltle nearer the

[l gt
A
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Mr. Walters cams in carrylar":

cardboard box, and
to her feet.. " Work at last,

large
jum
ther 7" she cried joyously.

edge of the table, so that Olive could
admire the sample blouses, and the girl
was so intent upon the dainty garments
that for the moment she did not realise
the presence of old Simple Sam’s dog,
l'allll

The dog had come rushing inio ihe
room to find her, Tom Walters having
left open the outer door,

With a bound the shaggy animal feapt
on to the table in a frantic desire to
lick Olive’s cheek and attract her alten-
tion. Tom Walters ultered a cry of
alarm and sprang forward as he saw dis
aster pending. But he was too late.

Patfie_v. in his anxiety to display his
affeclion for Olive, ('o!tiJ{‘d with the lamp
end, toppling over and falling upon its
side, it burst with a dull explosion. Next
moment a siream of blazing oil had shot
over Lhe table and was dropping into the
box of flimsy blousas,

In an instant the blouses with which
Olive's father was at last to have had a
chance to make good were blazing furi-
ously and rapidly being reduced to a
heap of worthless ashes!

y.
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Dark Threats!
O make certain of eninguiahinﬁ the

‘ flames that had threatened to

envelope Olive, Tom Walters beat
at the rug with his hands,

“The blouses,. father! The blouses!
1 am all right; look them !” Olive
gasped, though her arms been burned.
paiufuil_\', her eyes were streaming, and
her face twilching with the smarting
agony.

Her father scrambed to his feet, bub
it was only to stumble over Paddy in
the semi-darkntss, and to [lall heavily as
the dog made to scamper from the room,
his epology for a tail ween his legs.

Paddy yelped, for he was badiy
frightened. He rushed from the Walters'
quarters; a for the time,
Olive's father hurriedly rose to his feel.

But even as he swung towards the
valuable rments the last of them
caught, and a bright tongue of flame shot
towards the ceiling. The fired oil had
set alight one side of the cardboerd box
and Ilso the ::léle-coh:elr, and Ll?: b:x.—
signalman groal as leapt to U X,
turned it upside-down, uns shook it.

Only a mass of crinkled .W:Iu lo
the floor. The unexpecied fire des
stroyed the fifteen pounds worth of goods
with which he had been enlrusted in
little more than as many seco

Fearing that the whole room would be
n:{t_ ablaze, Oliil:-;' l'néher lduhed inlo I!I.l
adjoining scul . Snalching up a pai
he filled it at the tap above m Bll,llk. He
left a small galvanised bath in its place,
and rushed back with the pail of waler
into the living-room.

He flung the water over the spot whers
the flames had gained their most for-
midable hold, noting as he did so that a
strip of carpet and the upholstered seat
of a chair had also started to flare. 2

Without wailing lo see the result of
his effort to extinguish the blaze, Tom
Waiters tore back to the scullery with
the pail. . He changed that for the bath
which had been beneath the running tap,
and for the second time hurried back lo
the scene of the disaster, with the three-
parts filled bath.

Towards the fames Olive's father
hurled the water, and it was then that
a frightened screamm came from the
adjoining bed-room, where Mrs. Walters
had been sleeping. Glancing up, Tom
Walters saw his wife's figure framed in
the doorway.

“ Keep back, molher—keep back " he
cried, for Mrs. Walters had flung a
loosely fitting dressing gown oyer her
nightdress, and he feared that the flov-
ing Earments might come in contact with
the flames and catch,

By this time Olive had stroggled out
of the rug with. which her father had
enveloped her and risen to her feel,

Her arms were burned sufficiently to
cause them to smart badly, but ing
like they would have been had her father
not acted so promptly, The girl forgot
her pain in her anxiety to help her r
put out the fire which threatened their
little home, and she sped afier him as he
returned to the scullery with the hath,

The contents of the pail, which Olive
carried into the kitchen, did much to
check the already decreased fire. And
when Tom Walters siaggered after her
with the bath again Glled and emptied
that over the last of the fames, they died
out, and the room at least was saved.

Olive lit some candles, and, coughing
because of the smoke that hung thickly
ondlhe air, M?."“’alteu herum iom‘:'r’d
and gazed ruefully at the damage the
flames and the water had done.

“How did it happen, Tom? And what
was in the box?" she asked, looking a
little przzled as her eyes fell upon the
latter.



Every Thursday.

in the dim light of the candles Oljve and her father
regarded one another in gloom and consternation.

“M$ goodness, what shall T say to Mr. Carsoni”
ex-signalman groaned.

“It—it was an accident, wasn't it, father " Olive faltered.
“The dog was trying to lick my face when he jumped on the
table and upset the lamp. He knew no better, and we can
hardly blame poor old Sam, his master.”

“No, we cannot blame him; but, even if we could, of
what would be the use, Olive?”" asked the ex-railwayman,
“Sam is as poor as we, and not in a position to help hy
paring even a part of the damage. I am afraid this w illl e
end of all my hopes. Old friend though he may be, Mr.
Carson will hardly find it possible to overlook this loss.”

“Perhaps, daddy, he would let vou make the damage
good by paying it a little each week out of your wages and
commission,” Olive suggested,

“Ah, if he only would,” her father muttered. “ But he
is bound to be angry. Could anything be more unfortunate ¥

“Tom—Olive, what does it all mean? What was in the
box and been destroyed?” Mrs. Walters asked again.  And
then her husband and the girl between them explained,

Mrs. Walters turned back towards her bed-room, with a
sOD.

“Will our luck never change?” she asked in a despawing
tone. * Perhaps this will lose you the berth, Tom, before you
have been given the least chance to make good.”

“We'll try not to think that, mother,' Olive said. {ollowing
her into her room aud slipping a comforting arm about her
waist. “ Mr. Carson, from what father says, 1s a kind-hearted
gentleman, and fifteen pounds cannot mean very much to him.
Surely, if father explains, he will deduct a part of his earnings
each week until the blouses are paid for, and give him other
samples o take round to the shops he calls on,™

Tom Walters was on his knees, mopping the water from the
floor. By the light in her bed-room, as she turned up the
little night-lamp, Mrs. Walters saw how Olive’s arms had
suffered, and, with a ery of concern. she insisted upon sinearing
them with vaseline before she would allow the girl to return
to the kitchen to help her father.

The unfortunate incident of the burned blouses was respon-
sible for the hittle fammily of three getting very little sleep
that night.

Olive's father lay wide-eyed nearly all through the nighi,
wondering what he should say to Mr. Carson on the morrow,
whilst his wife was as concerned as he and slumbered only
fitfully.

Then, in thé case of Olive, though the had had little rest
the night previously, sympathy for her father and anxiety as
to how Mr. Carson would receive the news of the calamity.
kept sleep from her eyes for hour upon hour.

PIO\\' hard it was that he should obtain this new work and
almost immediately stumble against a cruel trick of Fate
such as this, which might dash all his hopes !

Olive's father was silent and moody during breakfast. Ilis
honest face was drawn and worried, and he scarcely touched
a morsel of food,

Just before it was time for Olive, whose arms siill

smarted painfully. to think about leaving for school, Tom
Wallers arose to his feet, ‘intending to go round to Mr.
Carson’s office and report what had happened.
_ But as he was on his way towards the outer door of thuir
rooms there came a rat-tat-tat upon it, and, opening the door,
Tom Walters was surprised—a little disconcerted under the
circumstances, to find Mr. Carsen's junior partner, George
Matthews, standing without.

Mr. Matthews was a young man with a bulldog jaw and
a scowling brow. He wore rather glaring gloves, was bold
of glance and aggressive of manner. Jlis clean-shaven face
was that of a hard man, the lips thin and usually compressed,
and the eyes steel-grey and stern. The gold-mounted walking-
cane he carried, the diamond ring (hat flashed upon his
finger, and the heavy gold watch-cham siretched across his
fancy vest, were his natural complement.

As Tom Walters drew back Mr. Matthews stepped over the
threshold almost rudely.

“ Ah; so this is where you live, Wallers,"” he said, as he
entered the living-room and glanced about him with a hint
of contempt. ‘' Not a very mviting neighbourhood, yours,

the

Olive's father flushed slightly, and the girl, who had (urned
from gathering together her satchel and some books, regarded
Mr. Matthews in some little indignation,

Most of the signs of the fire had been either removed or
concealed by Olive and her mother when they had arisen that
merning, and, as he took the most comforiable chair in the

room, Mr. Matthews did not notice the traces that were left. -

“¥You seemed o be well acquainted with my partner; in
fact, he seemed to treal you almost as a friend, Walters, so
I presume you will count what I am going (o tell you as bad

(Continued on page 56.)
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A Record-breaking

CORSET OFFER

ASTOUNDING BARGAIN.

| 1411 Ambron Corsets for 811
e R g e

THIS remarkable Corset Offer is
unparalleled : 50,000 readers of
ScHooL FRIEND are beiug given the
opportunity to benefit by a unique
scheme for introducing quite a new
Model of the Ambron Gold Medal
Health Corset,

Make sure yon secure one of
tiiese Models at almost half
price, for fortunate indeed will
those ladies he who participate
in this record-breaking Corset
Bargain Offer.

You have the assurance =f

[ the largest Mail Order Corset

House in the World that a
Corset of the quality of Ambron Model
“* A™ is absolutely unpurchasable at any
Draper’s or even the largest Stores at
a less figure than 14/11.

Just read the specification of this
Corset, which appears under the illus-
tration. The garment is made of Ambron
Super Corset Cloth of exceptional fabric
strength. A small picce of this material
requires a strain of 240lbs. to break it.
In the usual way a cloth that will stand
a strain of 95lbs. is conmsidered good.
This Is only one of the reasons why the
p Ambron Model “ A" marks such a big
- /i advance in Corsct manufacture,

So you have to-day an opportunity of
securing really exceptional 14/11 Corset
I > value for 8/11; in other words, you are
J/ being presented with a bonus of 6/- to
illgl::; you to give this beautiful model
a 5

GIGANTIC NATIONAL .SCHEME
OF “ON APPROVAL"
PRIVATE FITTING AT HOME.

By this plan you are able to have one
of these wonderful «Corsets sent to your
own home for a Private ‘Fitting and
absolutely on the Approval or Return
Basis. You are not cven asked to send
the Bargain Price in the first instance.
All you have to do is to send 1/-, and
if, after the closest examination, you are
not absolutely satisfied with the garment,
you simply return it to us and the 1/-
you have sent will be immediately re-
funded. If, however, you decide to keep
it—as we have every confldence you will
—then you have the additional advan-
tage, if it suits your convenienee to do
so, of paying the balance in instalment=
of 1/- per week.

Fill in the coupon below, send it

y, and as soon as the posiman can
bring it to you, t‘ou will be the happy
recipient of the biggest Corset Bargain
ever made.

The new Model*‘A*’Ambron

in - D.bve m’éﬁ-.'t
S0

Ww.ﬂm for hard

wear. The Bust is low, being

cut tmzh inches above waist-

able woven lock suspen
which can be detached. The
whole garment is washable
without the trouble of re-
moving trimming, busk, or
supports.

_GIFT_COUPON

: Post this Coupon with 1/- deposit and 6d.
14/11 Ambron Model * A ™ Corset in Dove
to youn on approval.

which cancels
of the price,

6/-:
art postage, and a
outille will be sent
When vou complete the purchase your 1/-
deposit will count as 7/-, and the balance of 7/11 you can remit

If not entirely

in one sum er by weekly instalments of 1/-. P

satisfied, return the Corset at once and your deposit wil
reiunded. Please give measurements here @

W s aiovvons TExson semmnes
Pin Coupon to a sheet of paper, on which write name and
address very plainly, and enclose with postal order which
Bluabc cross thus / /. o
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Post your order atonce to AMBROSE WILSON, Ltd,
126, Allen House, 70, Vauxhall Bridge Road, London, S.W.1.

l The Largest Mail Order Corset House in the World.
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news,” the junior partner of the big
wholesalé drapers said. * You'll remem-
ber Mr."Carson had a heart attack in the
office yesterday. Well, he had another
when he reached home last evening, and
it provett fatal.”

“Fatal, sir?” Tom Walters gazed at
him blankly, aghast. *"Mr. Carson is
dead"~he cried, shocked.

Mr. Matthews nodded.

“Yes. © The altack carried him off
suddenly, after he had dined,” he said.
“It is very sad, of course. Dut, even
the death of its most important member
does not permit of a firm such as ours
showing any slackness. Cgmpetition in
these days:is too keen. I have called to
see you, Walters, as there are one or two
matters I should like to discuss with you,
and I was not sure whether my late
partner had arranged for you to report al
thexofficesprior to starting out upon your
round, or otherwise.” + = :

This was a falsehood of convenience.

Mr. George Matthews had known that
Olive's father was to have called at the
firm’s offices, though Mr. Carson had
arrahged, that he should interview the
proprietors of one or lwo retail shops
with_his samples on his way.

Again Mr. Matthews looked around the
scrupulously clean but simply furnished
room.~ His real object in calling had been
to fuid out just where Tom Walters lived.
He ‘had suggested to the partner, who had

low and regretful.
i s
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g0 suddenly passed away, that the firm
ought to be given some security against
the valuable samples Tom Walters would
have to be supplied with and another
reason he was here was to delermine
whether the ex-signalman owned suffi-
cient furniture to form such security.

Mr. Malthews was a man who trusted
no one, and he never took risks if they
could be avoided.

“I can hardly credit Mr. Carson is
dead, sir,” Tom Walters said, his voice
“It is so sudden, I
mean. Poor—poor Mr, Carson! You
say, sir, that you have something to say
to me. Firstly, perhaps, 1 had better tell
you of a mosl regrettable accident that
has happened.”

“ Accident ¥

Mr. Matthews frowned.

“ Accident ? What do you mean?” he
asked sharply. - -

Tom Walters moistened his lips with
his tongue. For-him it was a most
difficult situation, .

*“An accident to those blouses which
Mr. Carson gave me as samples, sir,” he
said a little huskily.

“The blouses? What has happened to
them 7 Matthews demanded, his eyes
hard, a little suspicious.

“The lamp was overturned, sir,” Mrs,
Walters put in, realising her husband’s
embarrassment. * The blazing oil from it
fell amongst the blouses and—and—"

“They were totally destroyed, Mr.
Matthews,” the ex-signalman said, as his
wife paused, dismayed at the angry roar
with which the junior partner of the
drapery firm had sprung to his feet.

Twopence.

The signalman, as he had spoken, had
jerked the partiallv burned cardboard Lox
from . beneath the table, and now he
pointed to it with a helpless gesture. '

“It was entirely an accident, sir,” hp
began, " and "

fe broke off, staring in surprise at the
wholesale draper, as the latter langhed
harshly, incredulously, b

“Oh, an accident, was it,” . Mr.
Matthews snecred. “ A pretty story,
that, my man. But do you imagine that
I credit it for one moment?" L

“Do you think, sir, that I am ngqt
speaking the truth 7" Olive's father asked
in an indignant tone. -

“] make so bold as to doubt it,"”
Matthews said bluntly. * D’you know, I
had an idea something like this might:
happen; for a man who is dismissed from
one situation in disgrace is not likely to
do well in another, in my opinion.” =1
could not override my senior partner, but
1 considered him very foolish to take you
on trust as he did, and if 1 had had ey
way, you would certainly néver have left

] pur establishment with those . valuable

samples withont leaving ample security
in our hands! By James, I have half a
mind to go for the police and prosecule
you right away."” ; 1

Olive had been tensely listening, her
face strained and white. Now a sharp &y
burst from her lips, and she came quickly
round the table towards the wholesaler. -

P N
(How will Olive reply to the harsh
charge of her father's employer? « “'gl
poor Tom Walters again be thrown out
of work? Don't miss next weelk’s instul-
ment, and do me a favour by réeon-
ménding this serial and ** Friendship
Forbidden! to all your friends ) '‘S*a
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FREE

PHILIPPA DERWENT’S PLUCK!

A Long Complete Story
of Cliff House School.

SPECIAL “PHILIPPA DERWENT” No.

of the ** Cliff
House Weekly."

|| calm> | <ap> | @« | Es | @ | «Es | @D | am> | .l

PORTRAIT CARDS!

D ) ) T ) ) ] ) e
WILL CONTAIN R -}

Another of our Beautifql'_:

Coloured Arf _._ -8

Printed and published every Thursday by the Proprietors, The_Amalgamated Press. Limited, The Flectway Heuse. -Farringdon Street, Loudon. EC. & < -

Registered for transmmission by Canadian Magazine Post. &
5s. 6d. for six months. Sole agents for South Africa: The Central News Agency, Ltd.
Gotch, Ltd.; and for Canada, The Imperial News Co., Ltd, (Canada).—Saturday, May 13th, 1922,

Subseripiion rates: Imiand,

s. per annum, §=. 6J. for wix months; abroad, s
Bole agents for Australia aud New Zealand: Meears, Gordom &
: DN o

per aunum,




