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YES!

“ OTHER it!” growled Wimnie, my chum, as we
escaped from .‘“sa Wright's glance at last for a

mcment or two. **As though school hours aren’t

long enough without making us step to fusty old
lectures on the subrect of Rmnnn remains, and such thrilling
things 1"

“1t is a nuisance !” T agreed, a good deal put out myself.

“I'm sure I'm not a tiny bit interested in Roman lunauls--—
o1 any other remains. 1 specially wanted to get home.”

“They keep us at it from morning till mght" went on
Winnie, still determiined to have he; grouse out. “We have
to get to school early enough—niiie o'clock, or rather ten
to nine—and we're stuck in a fusty old school-room for three
and a half hours, with a ten minutes’ break. We have to get
back to school after dinner at two o'clock, and don’t get off
till half-past four: and then they have the cheek to keep us
after school hours, to sit in a stupid old class-room and listen
to a lecture on Roman remains.”

Judging by the disgusted tone in which Winnie made
this concluding remark, it was the last straw which broke
the camel’s back; but I confess, girls, that 1 entirely
sympathised with” Winnie.

Don't you think school hours are too long? 1 do.

I think school hours are miles too long, considering the
heaps of things that schoolgirls are expected, and supposed,
to do when they get home.

I know most mothers and music-teachers, and teachers as
well for all that, cau never understand why schoolgirls
hate school, hate music practice, hate home lessons, and
hate everything, in fact, but play. But I know the reason—
Win and I have often talked the subject over.

They expect ns all to do too much. It's a bit of a
strain, you know, to expect a growing girl, full of the
desire for strennous bodily exercise, to sit still and lihten
to a teacher ;.I\IHH' a lesson for five and a half or six
hours a day. Then that same girl must perforce occupy
the piano-steol fm another hour, and do her homework —
then help maother do little odd jobs, perhaps.

Taking it as a whele, T think most uhoolgni: lives are
all at school. Of course, I know we've got to be trained
to work, but T think the majority of girls will agree
with me when 1 say grown-up people try to make us
work too hard.

They're disappointed if our reports turn out badly, but
it’s taking things altogether from their point of view, and
not from ours. I know perfectly well that I'm ]0”\ well
tired of lessons and tired of that old class-foom long before
half-past four in the nl'lprnoon

I can just hear oldor le saying, “Ah, the girl who
wrote that ought to have r\ed in the times when child
labour was employed; when poor little children of seven
and eight had to work ten, eleven, twelve hours and more,
for their very existence. She would not grumble at her
very easy fate, now.”

Perhaps I ought to have lived in the dark ages. bt 1
don't. { live in a world that expects schoolgirls and boys
to work mentally. not twelve, but six hours a day—
and I'm still zure that it’s too long. There should be more
breaks and more games, fewer dry lectures, and fewer
detentions for every poszible and impossible “short oming.

Are school howrs tao long? Of course they are!
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L OW. girls, we will. take this
you specially to note —"
ng-l ling-a- Img

specimens 1 want

bing ! slam !

Miss Hartmg fmkml up, her eyves glinting.

“Girls,”™ she said ominously, u!thongh the bell has gone,
my lesson has not vet cone uded "—and she went on with
the deseription of the flower the was holding, while twenty-
two girls sat in sileace aud listened.

The Fourth are noted for the promptitude with which
tirey welcome the bell which puts an end to lessons for
the day minute school is over nearly all of us slam

our desks and prepare to depart. And most of us grouse
if we're kept a second over the prescribed hour of departure.
Personally, 1T must confess I'm always glad, these daye,
when school is over; but that's not te say 1 think =chou!
hours ate too long.

I don’t!

I always used to think so, until my elder sister left school
and went to business, and since then she's told me so many
times that she would give anything to be back at school. .

So I'm busy now, making the very best and most of my
schooldays. And I've come to the conclusion that there is
so much 1 want to pack into my schooldays that school
hours are, if anything, too short for my liking.

But, personally, T iﬂll](l like to see school hours changed
a little. I should like to have an hour or an hour and a
half added on to schoel hours, in which we eould all do
our homework or prep.

I know the idea would necessitate more- work; the
school would have to remain open later in the af!ernoon
and there would have to be mistresses on duty; but, never-
theless, T think it would be an idea that would help all
"-o..hoolglrls immensely, and then, once prep was over, they
mluid go homme and "have the rest of the evening to "then:-
selves.

We had quite a :iisﬂ;saion the other day, in the junior
Common-room, on the subject of too long or teoo shdrt
school hours, and most of iiw girls came to the conclusion
that junior g'u_ls should have their school hours lengthened,
whilst senior girls should have an hour or half an hour
put on to the time they spend in =chool.

I don't agree wiih that.

In fact, I don’t really sec what any schoolgirl has got
to grumble-about in the length of time Jthey spend in
school.

“Yes,"” argues one of my readers, “but in our school
we have a teacher who drones on and on, and you simply
can't listen to her. It's awful to sit still for an hour, while
she’s taking a lesson. Then suppose a mistress happens
to be cross—it c]m‘h oceur sometimes, you know—that lesaml
that she takes is ssmply tervible. - All lcssons are too long.”

I wonder how many givls there are in the world whose
parents tell them that “their schoal days are by far the
happiest, and that “ when they grow up,” ete., ete, Well,
I've determined that no grown-up shall have a chance to
say that to me. [ love my schooldays—I love the tim@
T spend in school, and ﬂmrmlf'h!y enjoy everything con-
nected with it. That’s why I den’t consider school hours
are a minute too long.

What do you think abont it?

(What is your opinion on this subject ? Write and tell your Editor.)
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The Gardens of Disillusionment.

6 H daddy, daddy! Is this all
O ours?”
Ruth Hope's hands were

clasped, and on her pretty face
there was a look of radiant happiness—a
look that delighted her father’s heart,
although he felt twinges of a remorse
he was doing his best to stifle.

“Yes, Ruthie!” he whispered, as he
laid his hand on her silvery fair hair,
“ It is all ours—yours and mine—and here
we shall live !” .

A sharp intake of breath grected his
words, and Ruth caught at her father’s
arm and clung to him. »

“Roses and lilies, lawns, and—oh, such
wonderful trees!” she whispered. . |
never dreamt, never believed that vour
surprise was this—this wonderful garden
with its water-lilies on a silver pool, and
its sweeping lawns and long terraces!
Oh, daddy !"

A strange smiie hovered in John
Hope's eyes for a moment, and then had

one. He was locking down inio that

aatiful and enthusiastic face. ITow like
her mother she vas in her joy. The same
love and clinging nature, the same stal-
wart and proud character, the same joy
in all the simple beauties of life.

“I knew you wounld be surprised,” he
whispered. “But I never fancied that
you would be so surprized and delighted
as this.

“Why,” he added, “one would almost
think that you had come from quite a
poor home ; it wasn't =0 bad at Eversley,
was it 7"’ he asked gently,

A film of tears had crept into Ruth's
eves as she raised them to her father’s.

Her lips trembled.

“There was a happiness we last there,
daddy,” she whispered. “Something
that made it wonderful and never to be
forgotten, small as the house and gardens
were [

John Hope nodded.

He was looking out over those stretch-
ing lawns and was picturing the womon
be had loved and lost. Ruth’s mother,
who had given such charm and delight
to their preity little home.

Mrs. Hope had gone, but she had left
the beauty of her spirit behind her, and

John ﬁ

often, when ope and Ruth knelt
over that little Bower-girt ve beneath
the soft laburnum-trees, they felt that

she was very, very pear them

,
One would have thought that RUTH HOPE should have been ashappy as the day is

long. She has a beautiful home, a kind and indulgent father, and is the lucky possessor of
a cheerful disposition, and yet—she is unhappy ! A most curious state of affairs, but one

“Daddy,” whispered Ruth, “I am
sorry, I have made you sad!"

John Hope looked down at her with
loving eyes, and drew her to him.

“Sometimes, Ruthie,” he whispered,
“1 feel that she is not dcad—I feel that
she lives again in you.”

For a moment he was silent, but only
a moment, the next instant a-soft smile
had come into his eves. Sadness lay in
his heart, but his one object in life was
Lo keep sorrow froin Ruth.

“There will be happiness for you here,
Ruth,” he said, * '1'{1)9 stretehing gardens
will be your kingdom, and no pain shall
come into your life—none at all. There
will be happiness and beauty. ‘ Roses,
roses all the way,” as the poet said!”

Ruth cauzht her breath, and her eyes
danced with light.

“Daddy, daddy!” she exclaimed, “I1
know—1 know ! If I could not be happy
here, I fe=! that there is mot such a
thing as happiness. T know that I shall
love everything, and I feel that there
will be no shadows—none at all—in the
future !

“Pray Fate that it may be =0.” said
John Hope reverently. “Now,” he
added, “there is work to be done. 1
have got to see the estale people and
arrange for the telephone, there are one
hundred and one things to be done, and
done they must be. I can leave you to
ewJJloro, can’t I? But,” he added,
“don't get lost, the grounds are nearly
large erough for you to miss your way !”

Ruth laughed merrily as she watched
him walk away.

Her cup of happiness was full to over-
flowing.

All about her, as far as her eyes could
see, the land belonged to her father,

Ruth had an eye for beauly, and the
sweelly pretiy Elizabethan manor-house
had captivated her affections at once.

She could see it mistily through the
trees now. Mullioned windows and ivy-
covered porch over which roses hung.
They climbed upwards to make the front
of Rosedale Manor seem aflame with
flowers, A

Ruth, carefree and lighthearted,
laughed into the <unlight that cast deep
green shadows over the turf that had
grown green and glistening through the
care of centuries.

Happy! Why? Now-she would always
be happy—always!

There had only been one shadow in]

HERRACHES!
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that forms the theme of quite the finest story you Have ever read.

her life, and that had come when her
mother had passed away afier a short
illness.

Seating herselfi beneath a spreading
elm-tree, she made rosy plans for the
future.  There would be village fetes
and bazaars, she would make friends, and
they could enjoy this glorious garden
with her.

Flattering sweet dreams came into her
mind—days of joy and laughter to come,
evenings of wonder when the great
diamond stars peeped down from the blue
mantle of the suinmer night and laughed
inlnl the unruffled swrface of the lily

ol.

She could see that pool from where she
sat. It gleamed like a large crystal, and
was set in the most benuliful spot of that
lovely garden.

It lay in a hollow with the lace-like
leaves of the acacia-trees hanging over
it as though H’?'ing to kiss the still loveli-
ness of the pool.

Water lilies floated in great profu-
sion, and the sudden reddening of the
pool’s surface was the glinting light
from the scales of goldfish that gave
additional glory to the clear depths,

Ruth clasped her hands, and [:ler eves
were large with wonderment.

She had never dreamedsthat the heart
could hold such a quantity of joy. ller
happiness held her spellbound.

Slowly she rose to her feet, and idled
towards the pool, and the sun as it found
her little frock and her face and hair
named her as being lovely as the flowera
to which it gave an added charm.

Little did she know that eyes followed
her movements,

Eyes that were as green as jade and as
mysterious. Strange, keen, and hard eycs
—eyes that were secretive and cunnin
in their glances—eyes that peere.
enviously throngh willow fronds.

A mouth that seemed as one small
crimson line became even thinner, and a
peculiar smile lay on that mouth—a smile
that was covert and scheming.

The next moment the eyes had turned
away, and a swift figure crept stealthily
through the degse undergrowth of a
little wild patch in this natural garden.

Ruth came to the marble stcnes that
ringed the pool around. here was »
white marble seat set beneath some trees,
and upon this seat she sat down and

Tue ScHoor Friexp.—Neo 165,
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I Ruth could see her own face mirrored in the water, and there was ancther
I face Lhere now—the face of a kecn-eyed girl!

lnnl.l'::d into the mirror-like depllis of the
pool. S

She could see her face in the clear
depths, and she laughed into the water,
and her eyes smiled back at her.

“Oh, 1 am happy—so happy in this
sheltered- garden, where no gloom, no
uthappiness can come !

Hmhlc'nl!y she looked up. Was it faney,
or had a laugh, a mocking laugh, really
cut into the summery air?

Ruth looked about her, but there was
no sign of any figure—it was as though
=hie were alone in all the world at that
moinent,

Strange though! Something had sent
a shiver through her héart—something
vocxplainable.  There had been an un-
pieasant note in that laughs but it wasn't
a laugh, it must kave been a bird. The
garden was empty save for herself, and
hier father was m his study busy with his
vwoik.

*Foolish thoughis, Ruth!™ she whis-
perad 1o herself. ** You ara letting happ -
ioss gel the better of you!”

A vagrant wind stealing through the
trecs fanned her cheek, the scent of the
Howers came to her, and, parting her
lips, she drew jn the freshness of the air,
and was glad, |

Something saddenly ruffled the paol,
and she leant forward, to see a goldfish
swimming down into the coloured weeds
that stirred lazily in the crystal depths.

She watched its descent, and then a
sudden ery came to her lips,

Were her eyes deceiving her?

Ruth could see her own face mirrored
in the water, and there was another face
.here now—the face of a keen-eyed girl.

What could it mean?

She sat up suddenly and looked behind
her, and as she did so there came a rust-
ling of leaves, and then silence.

Ruth sprang to her feet and looked
about her. There was not a sign of ary-
one save herself, !

Thoroaghly surprised now, sh€ ran
ihrongh the trees and peered keenly
down their shady aisles.

No one was there. Bul slagy—

A speck of white in l;w distance caught
lier notice. It was gore as guickly as it
had appeared, and now she ‘}nm-ied that
she saw a figure flitting through the
trees.

A laugh came inlo her eyes.

Tue ScHool FRIEND.—No. 165

Someone had kesn aflracted {o the
garden, and had invaded it to examine
its beauties.

No doubt it was someone young who

‘had fancied the house enipty. '

Ruth sped down the uisle between the
trees, and mow she caught sight of a
white frock and a pair of quickly moving
legs that sped over the turf of a little
glade. ) .

Ruth followed, and calied out as she
ran, but the figrre she pursued did not
slop.

Ruth saw Lhe flash of ithe dress, and,
judging that the runner had doubled on
her tracks, she cut off at right angles,
waited behind & laurel-bush, and regained
her breath.

Feet—hurryving feel—were coming to-
wards her. Now they were nearer, and
now—— i

Ruth stepped out and faced a flushed-
faced girl, who. seeing _her, canie to a
dead stop.

And the colour drained from the new-
comer’s face. " :

“Hallo!™ said Rih, with a smile.
“You needn’t have run away like that!”

Her eyes had taken in the other girl—
for girl she was. :

The invader was dark, and it was the
same face that Ruth had ssen mirrored
in the pool.

There was no smile in the eyes. though,
and the mouth was mocking and con-
templuous. 2

It seemed that the girl was recovering
from the start that Rnth had given her.

“Well?” she asked abruptly, almest
udely.

Ruth smiled.

“1 thought that T was alone in my

garden,” she said softly. 1 did rot
thnk a
“Your garden!” ecame the biting

ejaculation. “*Who said that it was your
garden?”

Ruth flushed.

“T am Ruth Tlope,” she answered
quietly. “My father is the ewner of
Rosedale Manor "

A harsh and bitter laugh greeted her
words,

“Oh, I see!” came the sharp exclama-
tion. “You are the danghter—his
daughter!” .

A peculiar emphasizs had been laid on
the “his.”

“1 am,” said Ruth softly.

Twopeact.

The giri's manner was irrilaling in the
extreme, and Ruth was suddenly slung
to the question.

. “What are you doing hera?” she asked
n quiet tones.

ﬁlrl'a lips curled into a contemptu-
ous siile, 5

“I have more right here than you
have!” she cried bitterly. * More right
than the daughter of that man!”

“What do you mecan?” asked Ruth,
angry and amazed.

*“I mean what I say!” came the sharp
reply. “And if you knew, you, too,
wouid understand !"”

Ruth had never seen such hatred on
any face as the hatred thai had come inta
this one on the mention of her father.

Those green eyes had become tiny
points of bitter light, and the hard mouth
was cruel and defiant.

*This is all a riddle {0 me,” Ruth niur-
mured. “I don’t understand. 1 fancied
you had eome into the garden by mis-
take. Now I find yeu saying strange
lhm‘ﬁrr—things that puzzle me. Who are

The girl laughed sharply and placed
her arms akimbo. &

“1 am Sylvia Saverance,” she
answered. “Perhaps that will explain
matiers to you—perhaps that will cdnvey
my meaning——"
. A look of utter surprise crossed Ruth's
ace

““Severance—Severance!”  she whis-
pered. “My father bought this honse
and estate from Mr. Severznce. They
were associated in business.”

“Bought! Bought!” echoed Sylvia
scornfully. “You mean, slolen—stolen!
That is what you mean!”

The words lashed into Ruth’s brain.
They were unbelievably ¢ruel; they had
been said with such biting incision ; they
had a ring of frightening sincerily about
them. g h

“Try and enjoy it!” continued Sylvia.
“Try and find glory in the flowers, the
gardens, the sweet pool by which I saw
you seated ; try and draw loveliness from
it if you can! It is not yours—not yours
to enjoy or admire, not yours {0 have or
keep! It is all false—all false! Your
joy¥s will be false, for you will know—
always know—that you are an interlopsr!
Nay, worse—a usurper! The daughter of
a thief—a thief——" 4

“Stop !” f

Ruth’s cry rang fthrough the garden.
Her hands were clasped to her face, but
the heart-Aung exclamalion had escaped
her lips.

Sylvia smiled cruelly.

“1 shall not stop!” she said bitingly.
“] shall say what I have to say, and I
shall say it to-day, to-morrow, and the
next day!”

“You shall not! You shall not!” said
Ruth almost fiercely. *“The gardens
shall be barred to you—the house for-

bidden you! I shall not sce you! For
what you say is untrue!”

Sylvia Severance laughed—laughed
mockingly. -

“ And I shall nol see you again to-day,
or to-morrow, or the next day, sha'n’t 1,
Miss Hope?” she scolfed, *““And how
will you prevent mie seeing you and tell-
ing vou again and again that your father
is a thief?” -

“You cannot help yoursell!” came
Ruth's quick response. “You fancied
vou were clever in saying what vou said
about my father; but, for all that, yon
shall not be allawed here !

In amazement Ruth was locking at
Sylvia as she continued :

““You have told untruths about my
father. You shall be barred the gardem‘
I tell you. Instructions will be given,’
Ruth added. “My father—"
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Sylvia smiled—a smile of mocking
contempt.

* He cannot keep me ont. You cannot
keep me out,” she said incisivoly. *‘And
for a very good reason—"

* What reason?”

“For the simple reason, Miss Hope,”
whispered Sylvia smoothly, and in calcu-
Iated tones, “that your father would
never dare—"

“ But he would dare—for he is innocent
of all you accuse him!”

that Mr. John Hope would go against
me, or forbid me the house; for you must

know-a very important thing—a very im- |

portant fact that Qre\'f-ms you keeping
me from Rosedale Manor.”

“There can be no fact that can prevent
me carrying out what I intend,” said
Ruth firmly. 4

“But there can!” came the instant
response. “A thing you have not

. reckoned with in the shightest degree!’

Ruth raised an indignant face to that
of Sylvia Severance. I .

“Yon have stayed too long,” she said
coldly. “ You can go—and now I

Sylvia only smiled. )

Sgne came a step nearer to Ruth until
ghe was almost touching her, and the
older girl's eyes were piercing like flames
into the face of Ruth Hope. 2

“Go—go! You tell me to go!” she
whispered viciously. ““How can you fell
me to when—when,” she murmured
bitingly, “I stay here—must stay here
because your father dare not turn me’
out!” .

Ruth stepped back in amazement, and
looked blankly at the tall and imperious

irl,

% ““Stay here?” she cried.

“Yes, Miss Simple !” came the retort.
*You fancied yourself clever a moment
since. You were going to bar me from
the gardens, forbid me the house, weren’t
you? Little did you know that it was
not in your power—not in your father’s
power—to do this {”

Ruth’s hands had fallen limply to her
sides. She was looking at Sylvia
Severance as though Sylvia were some
statue.

She was trying to collect her thoughts,
trying to grasp ont and retain those silken
cords of happiness that had wound them-
selves about her so short a time since,
and which now, one by one, had been
anaﬂ‘;ped and drawn from her.

er heart was aching.
very near to her eyes.

1t was all too ferrible and unbelievable.
But then calmer reasoning bade her
doubt this jade-eyed girl.

Sylvia Severance was standing and

Tears were

watching Ruth with a gloating smile of |

satisfaction wreathing her thin lips. It

seemed as though she was enjoying to|

the full each heartrending emotion that
swept through Ruth Hope's soul.

A smile lay in her hard eyes, and she
laughed mot‘iingl_v.

“You know now—know all ! she said
éruelly. “Go and enjoy your gardens
and your home now—revel in the new
luxuries to which you have come—

luxuries to which you are not used. See |

of you do not find thief branded on every
tree. Why,” she ecried, *“‘the very
Aowers will mock you—the branches of
the elms will laugh at you when the wind
touches them, for you have no right here
—none; and I have. That is why I stay,
and why one day you will have to go!™

Sylvia gave a sharp langh, and then
turned on her heel and languidly walked
away, leawing a bewildered and trembling
girl behind her.

In a few minutes all the joy of the
morning and of this wonderful surprise
had been snatched from Ruth. In iis

e had come bitterness and an awful
oubt.

FHE SCHOOL FRIEND.

Were the girl’s words true?

Was her father a thief?

But no—no, that could not be {rue!
She would ﬁo to him and tell him every-
thing, and he would smile and explain to
her—eonvince her that what had been
said was a tissue of falsehoods.

And then reason came into Ruth’s
brain.

If the girl was speaking untruths, how
was it that she was living here—remain-

. =L | ing in the home that once her father had
“Not he " mocked Sylvia. * Not likely

possessed? That was a fact that could
not be explained unless, in its explanation
came an absolute proving of her biting
and accusing words,

A thief!” she whispered to the warm
wind, and the wind seemed to echo: “A
thief I

Growing Suspicions.
UTH, this is Sylvia—Sylvia
Severance. I want you and
Sylvia to be very good friends.”
Ruth was holding cn to her father’s
desk, and now, as he spoke, she extended
a lifeless hand to the hard-faced girl who
smiled mockingly at her, and they shook.

Some few moments since she had been
summoned to her father’s study, and,
truth to tell, she had not known how she
could face him. The presence there of
Sylvia had not helped or encouraged her
one little bit.

Her heart was beating with hammer-
strokes, and she wandered if her face was
betraying her real feelings.

John Hope glanced from Sylvia's calm
and confident face to the pufe visage of
his daughter. He wondered at her
pallor. ad she not been the embodi-
ment of joy when he had shown her the
gardens that afternoon.

He made no comment, however,
although his keen eyes had noticed the
lack of enthusiasm when the two had
bowed and had then shaken handa.

Neither had betrayed the fact of their
previous meeting, and he put the slight
stand-offishness to Ruth’s natural restrain
and retiring disposition. He had always
Iqo::ed upon Sylvia as being a strange
girl. :

Her looks had revealed nothing. She
wore a mask of contrelled feelings, and

o
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Johin Hope saw nothing to make him
give her a second glance.

Nor did he notice that Ruth's eyes
were averled. There were business
things to attend to, and he looked to the
two girls to enterlain each other for the
evening.

“8ylvia is staying here for the time
being,” said Mr. Hope. “You will con-
sider her as our guest, Ruth,” he added.
“1 leave you two to make plans together,
and I am sure you will get on well!”

There was a suggestion in his words
that he wished to be left alone, and both
girls realised the fact.

Sylvia, a peculiar smile of triumph on
her lips, turned and walked from the
room, but Ruth hesitated.

“Well, Ruth?”-smiled Mr. Hope, in-
quiry in his eyves.

“ Daddy 2

There was a sigh in Ruth’s tone as slie
uttered the word, and she was going to
speak—speak out and have this thing
settled for all; but then the terrible
thought that her father might have to
confess the truth, came over her, and
with a forced laugh she backed towalds
the door.

“There was a question,” che whis-
_pererd. “But it will keep until the morn-
ing!”

“If my little girl wishes to speak
now—""

John Hope's face was kindness personi-
fied; his voice was soft and full of affec-
tion. .

Ruth's Auttering heart bade her keep
silent.

“No—no!" she whispered. “The
morning—in the morning, daddy!”

She flushed, and before he could call
her back, she had turned and had run
from the room.

The anxious eyes of John Hope fol-
lowed her, and now, instead of turming
to his work, he laid down his pen and
looked thoughtfully into the distance.

There was a slight frown on his fore-
head, and his eyes were not the eyes of a
man who is happy with his thoughts.

He shook his head, and then, stretch-
ing out his hand, picked up a photograph
which was standing on his desk.

It was in a silver frame, and was the
li_holograph of a very beautiful woman.

he eyes were the trusting eyes of Ruth.

‘1 know all !”" cried Syl via Severance.
this estate—yes, stole it!"

‘| know that your father stole
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There was something honest about theion one of (hé oaken pews and commenced

chin—something that demanded honesty
in others. 4
And, as he looked at it, his lips formed
two words that he did not utter.

“T wonder ! "

Then, with a deep sigh, he placed his
Tips to the photograph, Tai'd it down, and
continued with his work.

Ruth, shivering slightly, although the
night was not cold, stood in the hall,
nncertain as to how to spend the
evening. ;

Miss Hope, her father’s sister and now
ihe housckeeper at Rosedale Manor, had
Exe to her room complaining of a

e.

Ruth was not sorry, for there had
rever been much love lost between Miss
Hope and herself. Agnes Hope, John
Hope's eldest sister, was of the hard
and caleulating type, and her nature con-
trasted strangely with the soft and sin-
cerve characteristics of her niece.

When Ruth’s mother had died, Agnes
Hope had come to manage her brother’s
houschold, and although there had n
no quarrel, Ruth had always felt that at
some period of her father's married life,
sister Agnes and Ruth’s mother had
never quite hit it off together.

Rauth sighed deeply, and wondered how
the should spend the eveming. ..

Had Sylvia been: anyone other than
Sylvia Severance, there might have been
possibilities; but nmow, no -possibilitics
presented themselves.

A little shudder stole through -Ruth’s
frame, and she walked into the empty
dining-room, The servamts had just
~leared dinner away, and Ruth was glad
to be alone—alone with her thoughts

Ter eyes saw the erest above the man-
“lpiece, and she started back at the
realisation that she was really a stranger
in this house, that the crezt there was
the Severance crest and coat-of-arms,
and that Sylvia was the only person
vwhoe had a real right to remain here.

The -thought made her iremble.

Inwardly she felt ‘as though to fiy
the place would be the best course.

Why hadn’'t she spoken to her father?
Tt had been beltter to find out at once—
siiscover if what Sylvia had said were
false or true.

In Ruih’s mind there were not many
doubts. Her father’s anxiety for Sylvia

and her to be friends; the fact that
Sylvia remained - here These things

= eginod conclusive evidence of her father’s
guilt.

She heard a soft laugh echo behind
her, and turned to see the mocking face
of Sylvia regarding her.

“So, you see,” whispered Sylvia Sever-
ance, *“| was right and you were wrong.
You are here under false pretences, and
f{ou'r?_' got to realise the fact, Ruth

ope !
Ruth did not speak.
With a dead white face she |

to read.

But reading came diffienlt to her.
There were so many thoughts in her
mind that obtruded to drive the plot
of the story from her attention, and at
last she laid the book down and -gave
herself np to thought.

* Daddy ! I)adgy!” she whispered.
“If only this thing were not true—if
only my bitter thoughis could cease
their evidence against you!”

But, expressed as her thonghts were,
that fact did not give her relicf or peace,
and now her little face was lined and
troubled, the light had gone from her
eves, ihere was no smile on her lips.

She sat therg looking into the embers
of the small, and unnecessary, fire. The
evening was close, almost suitry, and
only convention had made the under-
housemaid light the fire.

The flickering embers brought no en-
conragement, no happy castles in their
flanies—only the terrible feeling that her
father might be found ent, and robbed
of all that he owned, and honour as well.

Something came into her thoughts—
a sound—and it was not a usual sound,
It was soft and secretive, the noise that
a careful footstep would make.

Ruth sat back in the inglenook. Per-
haps Sylvia had come into the lprary.

She hoj that Sylvia ‘would not see
her, for she did not want to suffer more
agonies—she had suffered enoligh that
day as it was .

Ruth waited and listened. The new-
comer had s —had paused in some
part of the hbrary.

The sound of metal upon metal came
to Ruth’s ears.

What céuld that mean, she wondered ¢

Perhaps, Ruth pondereéd, she should
make her presence known- but ne, if
Sylvia saw her Sylvia was bound to open
up the old subjeet, and she cculd not
stand that—not that.

Turning’ her head she glanced round
the pew, and what she saw cent amaze-
ment into her eyes!

Bending over one of the japanned tin
deed-hoxes that her fathér had brought
{o the Manor, was ane of the maids.

Ruth recognized her at onee,

It was Mildred. the youngest servant
in the house, and Mildred was looking
into the tin box and poking about amids#
its contents as though life depended on
her doing so.

Ruth watched her with fascinated eyes.

It had been her first thonght that she
would convey to Mildred the knowledge
that il was not usual for a servant to
pry into her master’s affairs, but as she
watched the girl, a feeling that some-
thing lay behind this came to Ruth,
and she sat back and watched.

Mildred's busy hands moved bundles of
papers to either side, and once or twice

at Sylvia, and then, turning her back
on the eruel-faced girl, she walked from
the dining-room and made her way to
the library.

Perhaps she could find a book here—
here amidst ihe neatly-arranged volumes
and the legal boxes that Mr. Hope had
transferred from Eversley, their late

ome.

The library of Rosedale Manor had

always been one of its chief prides. It

was furnished in black oak, and at the

farther end of it, by the fireplace, there

was an m&l:'nonk with two old oaken
o1

high backs, and at
like boxes, for one
seats of them from

the I 3
s faking it to
- wise

#

she lifted papers out of the box, and
ked | after examining them, slipped them back
again.

She was so engaged when, from the
hall without, thetre came the sound of

footste;

With a hurried movement, Mildred
.!]i]:fled the papers back in the box the
had opened and closed the lid spftly.

The maid had barely done so when the
door opened and Mr. Hope walked into

the library.

He seemed mrﬂ'nd at seeing Mildred,
Lut the maid had lost hone:of her
presence of mind. » ;

“Just came in to see il the fire was
all right, sir!” she murmured.

For a moment he did not speak. He
looked closely at the maid. E

“1 see, red,” he said at last.

Mildred walked sharply from the room,
and John Hope watched her go. &

Ruth saw the anxious expression in his
eves, and, forcing herself to be calm <he
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sat hack, for he was walking towards
the inglenock.

Apparently he had only one interest.
It was the fireplace that commanded his
attention, for he was examining it care-
fully, and from a position where he could
not see Ruth, . <

“1Wm!"” he exclaimed, seemingly nok
convinced that Mildred had been attend-
ing to the fire. c

‘hen, turning, he walked towards one
of the boxes, lifted the lid, extracted a
paper, and feturned to his study.

Ruth's amazement knew no bounda,

That Mildred had told a falsehood she
knew full well, but what amazed her was
that her father should+have taken such
pains to find out whether or not the girl
was speaking the truth,

Mystery was crowding upon
unhappiness on unhappiness,

‘ Father, is Sylvia telling the
truth 7'

LY night long she had iossed {o
A and gro in her bed, trying to woo
the sleep that would not come.
Perbaps the suliry nature of
the night had conspired to make sleep a
difficult matter, but Ruth’s brain was on
fire with fears and misgivings.

Once she had stolen from bed and
looked out over the gardens of Rosedale
Manor, to see them lit up beneath the
fitful flashes of sammer hghtning. The
storm that bad threatemed wiih early
evening had not broken over the district
but somewhere it was raging, and the tail
end of it was giving an ominous sound {0
the night. F

As Ruth gazed below her there came a
broader flash than usual, and for a
mament the trees were picked out against
the lightning, and in tll:t moment Ruth
fancied she could see a figure running
across the lawn—a girlish figure !

She craned her head forward, and
waited for another flash., It camie, but
revealed nothing. She convinced herself
at last that she had seen nothing, that all
this was the outcome of her fevered
imagination, and the suspicions that
Sylvia Severance had implanted - in her
| heart,
| Ruth returned to her bed, and at last,
with the first faint tints of the angry
dawn, she fell asleep and dreamed on end.
(i rotesque visions came to her, pictures of
thoe hours of sleep, in which the jade-
coloured eyes of Sylvia followed her with
relentless persistency.

She was glad when at last she awoke;
but then, with the return of memory, her
fears increased tenfold,

Ruth determined that she could not
stand it any longer—the matter would’
have to be t out.

Nor did the day help her. It was a
morning that threatened rain to come,
and a mist hung over the lawns and
gardens of the manor.

The manor—her home !

An ironic smile came into Ruih’s eyes,
and she dressed listlessly, nor did break-
fust fascinate her. ’

Sylvia, bright and smiling, was seated
next to Miss Hope, and Miss Hope haad
been somewhat tart in her remarks &3
Ruth had entered the breakfast-room.

“You're very late, Ruth!” she
snagpped. “We can't have Eversley
hours here, you know. Rosedale Manor
is a large house to manage, and things
must be done with met here.”

Ruth Aushed as her father raised ine
ijniring eves from his correspondence.
Tie frowned slightly as he looked at his
sister. .

“] must teach Ruth to conform to
Rosedale hours, dear Miss Hope,” said
Sylvia sweetly. 3 SOF

There was saoch apmarent sinteérity iy

rmgsler}'—-
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Syivia’s mauner that Mr. Hope smiled
and nodded.

Ruth bent over her plate with the tears
very near to her eyes.

Sylvia and Miss Hope chatted together
and apparently the topic was dress,

Miss Hope, turning from Sylvia, looked
at Ruth.

“You must try to smarten Ruth up,
Sylvia,” she murmured, with apparent
sweotness, although a barb lay bencath
the soft expression. “ She is inelined to
et dowdy, aren't you, Ruth dear?”

Ruth raised a flushed and annoyed [

faca to that of her aunt.

“I haven't noticed it, aunt,” she
answered. “1T confess that I do not spend
all my thoughts on my clothes.”

Miss Hope's eyes narrowed.

“Don’t get cross, my dear,” she said.
“1 was only hinting that Sylvia, here,
might i

“Sylvia can keep her dress ideas to
herself,” said Ruth, almost losing her
temper,
well 17

Sylvia was smiling blandly.

“0Of course, dear Miss Hope,” she
murmured, “if Ruth ever does want my
assistance in such matters she can have
it*and gladly. You know that, Ruth?”
the maid, leaning across the table.

; - Ruth did not speak. She glanced at
Miss Hope, whose attention was directed
to Sylvia Severance.

“How thoughtful you are, Sylvia
child ! said John Hope's sister, “I am
sure that Ruth doesn't meet your offer
with the generous spirit in which it was
made, but you must make amends for
Ruth. The lack of influence of a mother,
vou know !"”

* Agnes!”

John Hope had raised his head from
his correspondence and was looking
dagrers at his sister.

“Yes, John?" said his sister.

“1 will ask you to leave Ruth’s mother
out of it !” he said sharply. “1 am quite
satisfied with Ruth and Ruth’s clothes—
you understand ?"”

Miss Hope rose to her feet, and threw
her serviette on to the chair.

“I can see that you side with your
daughter against your sister, John!" she
snapped. It was always like that with
vou. Even as a child you were
obstinate.”

With that she walked from the room,
and Mildred entered to clear away the
breakfast things.

Ruth fancied that Mildred cast a sharp
glance at Sylvia, and that Sylvia returned
1, but she could not be sure.

Mr. Hope gathered up his correspond-
once, and, with a worried look on his face,
hurried off to his study.

Mildred, completing her duties, left the
room ; but at the door she paused, looked
at Sylvia, and shook hér head.

Ruth saw the action and glanced at
Sylvia. Sylvia had not taken the
slightest notice of Mildred's signal, if
gignal it was.

The eyes of Sylvia Severance were
focused on Ruth, and Ruth found them
hard and compelling.

“ And how do you like your wealth?™
ghe mocked.

Ruth rose from the table, folded her
gerviette, and then faced Syivia.‘

“What you have said is a tissne of
falschoods I””  Ruth  exclaimed hotly.
“ And you know it, Sylvia Severance !”

. Sylvia's eyes narrowed, and she smiled
with her lips. ;

“That is where you are wrong, Miss
Clever !” she retorted, with a light laugh.
“1 spoke the truth, and I reiterate the
truth—you have no right here, and you

“I can look after myself quite |
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—you mark my words and sec il he
doesn't !”

Ruth clenched her hands.

“Come with me!” she cried. *Come
with this story to my father and see what
he says !"”

For a moment Sylvia hesitated. Her
face had paled slightly—she had drawn
back.

“T am not afraid of that!" she said at
last., “Far from it. If you want the
]h-luth vou can have it, and as soon as you
ike !

“Then let it be now!" cried Ruth.
“1 will not stand these accusations
against my father any longer !”

She walked towards the door, -and
Sylvia followed her. For one trembling
moment she had fancied that Sylvia
would not make good her boast, and her
heart sank as she saw that the other girl
was coming towards the door.

They did not speak as they walked
through the hall.

Ruth taﬁped on her father’s study door,
and, as she heard the soft.‘‘come in,”
she turned the handle and entered the
study.

Twopence.

Questioning, appealing hands were ex-
tended to John Hope. The dear true
eyes of Ruth were gazing into his own
whilst. her fond heart suffered unutter-
able tortures as she waited—waited for
his denial to ring out aud confound this
girl who had accused him of theft—theft
of her home.

“Tell me—tell me that she has spoken
falsehoods !" eried Ruth.

John Hope lowered his eyes.

“Daddy " she exclaimed. * Why do,
you mnot speak? . Speak, daddy—for
.pity’s sake speak!”

There was dumb suffering in John
Hope’s eyes as he raised them to his
daughter’s.

He laid one of his hands on her
shoulder—tenderly aud comfortingly.

“My little girl must go and have a
game of tennis,” he murmured. * Have
I not supplied her with the most wonder-
ful of gardens, the best kept of tennis
lawns? Go and play, Ruth !»

Ruth looked up, her eves suffused with
tears,

“Go with Sylvia, Ruth,” he whispered
again.

It was Mildred, the youngest servant in the house, and she was looking
into the tin box and poking about amidst its contents ag though her life
depended on it.

John Hope looked up in surprise.

“Well ?"" he inquired, raising his eye-
brows. “What is it, Ruth? What is
the matter?”

As he said this he glanced at Sylvia,
nervously, as Ruth fancied.

“Daddy!"” she exclaimed. “I hated
coming here on the mission upon which
I have come, but it had to be done,
daddy !”

“Well 7" he Eromptcd.

Ruth raised her hand and peinted to
Sylvia.

“Sylvia Severance here has accused
you,” she cried—‘ accused you of being
a thief, daddy—of having stolen her
home! Tell me—tell me that what she
says is false—quite false !"

John Hope had cast a bluziu% lance
at Sylvia and that g}ilrl had paled, and
was holding on to his desk as if for
support.

For a moment he did not speak. He
looked at Sylvia as though to lash her

ill soon learn that you have no right. | with his gaze, and lash her it appeared

our father has thieved this property,
and be will have to answer for that theft

to do, for she wilted beneath his glance.
“Daddy !”

Dumb pain in her eyes, she turned on
her heel and walked from the room.

He had not spoken. Her father had
not denied the terrible accusation, and
there was guilt on his face.

Ruth, her limbs suddenly grown weary,
paused on the Manor threshold, and, as
she did so, the tall figure of Sylvia stole
to her side.

“What did I tell you?” she whispered
triumphantly. “What did I tell you,
Ruth Hope? Did he deny it—did he
deny it?”

(And 20 the Dbeauties of Rosedale
Manor have all vanished for poor Ruth
Hope. She feels that it is not hers to
enjoy.  She ds here under false pre-
tenees. | Does not her father's silence
prove that?  And now, what iz she to
da?  Next week's long instalment of
thiz splendid story will enthrall you
maore than ever.  Order your copy of
ithe ScHooL FRIEND af once 80 as te be
sure of securing the next issue.)
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Glad News For Augusta!

“ OT cricketing 7"

N Augusta Anstruther-Browne
shaded her eyes from the
scorching sun, and allowed her

cricket-bat to slide through her hand

until it rested upon the ground.

As she asked the question, she smiled
at a sun-tanned girl who was taking
advantage of the shady porch of the
school entrance.

The afterncon was alight with summer
sunshine, and the quadrangle, with its
tall, leafy trees, made a picturesque
scene. o

Cliff House, with its ma
Tudor carving, seemed built
of summer days.

But no less alluring were the playing-
fields, where whife-clothed figures made
elusive shadows.

“I'm going on the river soon,’
‘answered Philipps Derwent lazily, as qhe
pulled her papama hat further over her
eyes. “ Al present I'm waiting for the
postman. Poor old chap’s haviug a rest,
1 suppose. The lane’s frightfully dus[y

*“Something awfully important—I se

Well if it’s a remittance, I hope you rret

Ph;hppu. Derwent shook her hmd

“The Aun!ralaf-wn post’s in,"” she ex-
plained. * My people write noarl) every
post, and I'm anxious to get this par-
ticular leiter,”

“The Australasian post?” exclaimed
Augusta, *“Oh!”

Philippa Derwent Jhailed from sunny
Tasmania, and the Australasian post had
a special interest to her, for naturally she
longed to hear of her people in the far-off
colony.

But Augusia was no less interested.
She was. smiling brightly, and her eyes
shone.

Philippa, locking ab her,
smile.

“May be a letier for you, too.” she
suggested. *“Your people are siill in
Australia, aren’t they "

.»\uguata. nodded ; and then a thought-
ful loock came into her eyes. She almost
forgot the sunny afternoon, the green
playing-fields, the chirping birds.

She was thinking of the time not so
far distant when her father and mather,
their money lost, had gone to Aus tralia
to recoup their fortune.

The time seemed long to Augusta, and
letters from Australia were more than
welcome.

“I'm going to wait with you, then,”
she anmounced. * There’s almost certain
to be a letter for me.”

_ And, leaning upon her.bat, she waited
n }he shady porch beside the Tasmanian

gir!
“1 <hail wake old Biggs up when he
Taee Scuogt, Em1END.—No.
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does come,” Ph:hppa yawned. “If he
doesn’t come in a minute, I shall fall
asleep, Fancy keeping a girl waiting all
this time! I've a good mind to buy a
wireless set and have \nry words with
the pater down under.”

“Not at all a bad idea,” -smiled
Augusta. “Buti— Hallo! He*e he
comes }”

They both stepped forward as through
the uiool gates came lhe portly though
beut figure of Postman

His heavy boots m'um;g the dusty
drive, and the two girls, to save him
further weary paces, hurried to meet
him.

“ Letter for me?” ukod Augusta.

*““And me ?"” added F!

Postman Biggs stghod slung his bag
round to the front and opened it

“T dunno as 'ow I 'ave!” he mur-
mured slowly. “And yet I can’t say 1
ain’t. Miss Redfern, Miss Stone, Miss
Augusta Anstruther-Browne — there’s
yours, miss.”

He sorted out the Cliff House letters,
and handed one to Augusta.

A brief glance at the stamp and the
\\'mmﬁn told her that it was from
Australia, and from her father.

Phl]l{ppa Derwent almost snatched her
letter from the postman.

“You'll deliver
asked doubtfully.

“Yes; leave them with us,
said Philippa, and she took them.
there's somclhm for luck.”

She slipped the postman a shilling,
and he, with cheerful smile and nod, took
his crunching departuce along the drive.

*“Now,"” said Philippa, “for a good old
read. Come under the elms—"

But Augusia was already half-way to
the elms, reading her letter line by line,
holding it quite tightly. Her breathing
was short with excitement, and ptesently
she lowered the thin, cioaelymrmen
t]u ets, and turned to her companion.

l'lap !” she exclaimed, calling the girl
by her mckuame. “Oh, Ffap—such
news!”

Flap waved her hand, then looked up.

these others?” he

Blpqr
JXIL(]

“Hallo! What's bitten you?" she m-
quired genially. *“Have they sent a
fiver ?”

“Better than that!” exclaimed

Augusta, her eyes shining with excite-
ment

* Better—ten I
credulously.

** No, no—a thousand times better than
that! Oh, Flap, dad is on his feet again
—he is coming home. and once again he
will be rich. We shall have a home—"

in-

asked Philippa

“My word! Honest Injun! He's
really ntruck gold—""
“Not gold! But he's on samethmg

important, and he's coming home——"
Augusta caught Flap by the arm.

g By HILDA RICHARDS.
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“0Oh, don’t you see? Can’t you under-
utand'" she exclaimed in an excess of
joy. “They're coming home, pater and
mater—both of them. 1 shall see them
again soon. To-morrow—"

She looked back at the letter.

‘F Derwent smiling, gripped her
fnou

“Jolly good luck ! she cried, in her
jovial way., “My word Augusta, 1 be-
il:eco I'm as bucked as you' is is
simply splendid—tophole! I—I gzlf
wish my people were coming,” she ad
rather wistfully.

“Poor old Flap! Perhaps they will—
I didn’t think mine were coming. See?
He’s sent me a paper—something awfully
important.’

She held up a foolscap envelope that
had been folded into the rather large
letter she had received.

“Plans or  something?”  asked

Ph:l 3
}5 didn’t say what it is exactly—
only- I'm to meet him at Snuthampton
w hon he lands, and give it to him.”
“Something too awfully important to
rizk losing on a passage, I suppose 1"

“Yes, it must be. But oh, Flap, you
don’t know how 1 feel! To think that
they're really uomim; home, after—after
all these months—’

Augusta's voice was almost husky, and
Philippa gripped her arm, and her brown
eyes smiled.

“1 understand.” I know what it means
to be miles and miles from home—not to
know how they're faring, never to seo
them for weeks, for months, and some-
{imes years on end.
stand !

For a moment they stood thus, regard-
ing one another in silence—a silence
hrnken a. minute later by Flap.

And they are coming to-morrow, you

say ! 7

“Yes, to-morrow the boat should
here. 1 suppose Miss Primrose will let
me go!”

“Why, yes, she's bound to! How can
she refuse? Oh, it'll be splendid for Fou,
\uguqia on such a fine day as this——"'

“Yes, they'll like old England,”
agreed Augusta [ndiy “1 shall bring
them to the scho(ﬁ

“And we'll have a regular banquet—a
welcome home,” added Philippa Der-
went. *I say, it'H be splendid !"

“Yes, won't it?" cried Augusta.
*“Oh, 1 must tell them all—I must——*

She clutched the letter tightly in her
hand, and looked towards the sunlit play-

ing-fi fields.

“Come along,” she said light-
heartedly, and mught. Philippa’s arm.
The girl from Tasmania, laug , fole

lowed, despite the fact that her letter
was still not read.
“Hi! Hi! Oyez!”

Of course, I under--
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As Augusta, her bat waving round in
circles, ran on to the cricket-field, there
was a mighty shout.

-~ ““Here she is!"”

* Augusta, you slacker

“We're waiting for you!™
" But Augusta was not at all perturbed
by the shaking fsts.

“Where on earth have you been?” de-
manded Clara Trevlyn. * You said that
you'd be along in a minute, and it's
twenty minutes—"

“Oh, bother the minutes—"

“Wh-what——""  stuftered Phyllis
Howell. “I suppose you'll say bother
the match, soon!”

“Bother the . match!” laughed
Augusta, and the Fourth Form cricketers
almost collapsed.

Barbara g:dfern. the Form-captain,
and her friend and study-mate, Mabel
Lynn, looked at one another helplessly.

“Of all the stupids,” said Barbara,
“you take the biscuit, Augusta. Don't
you know that there’s a match on®”

Augusta nodded,

“1 did know,” she agreed, “DBut T
forgot. Look 2

She held aloft her letter, and smiled
broadly.

But the letter did not seem to interest
the Fourth-Formers. They simply
stared, and Clara Trevlyn ominously
tapped her forehead, and shook her mop
of bobbed hair.

“Borry I've kept you waiting,"” said
Augusta more calmly. “But I've had a
Jetter from home—from Australia—-"71

“Oh 17

The Fourth-Formers simmered down
at that. Letters from home could be
* awlully important. They might coniain
money; good news, or bad.

But Augusta’s face showed that the
news was good. ]

“YWhat's happened?” asked Barbaira

Redfern  interestedly, “Something
l'lji'ghtf}l'l!_v important.  Pater struck
oil—

“Yes. But—"

“0Oh, topping!” »

There was a buzz of talk, and the zirls
locked genuinely pleased.. Augusta was
a popular member of the Form, and they
were glad that fortune had onee more
smiled upon her people.

One and all remembered the time when
Augusta had been rich; but in those

- days she had not been popular. She had
swanked, and she had spent money not
wisely but lavishly.

It was the fall of her status—her
father's loss that had changed her. And
that change had been complete. Sheshad
left Cliff House never expecting to re-
turn, and but for the.kindness of a Miss
Grey, who had befriended her, she would
even now not be-a member of the school.

But Augusta was back again, and her
past was forgotten.

“My word !"”

“What luck !

“\WWill he be awfully rich?” inquired

the fat voice of.Bessie Bunter, the
Yalstaff of the Fourth.

Augusta shook her head.

“I don’t know really,” she said. “ But

I'm not so awfully pleased about that
part of the news. T should like him to
be rich—for his sake and mother's;
They've been used to a lot of moner,
But I have learned to do without it.
But——"  She paused dramatically.
“They're coming home——"

“Home—here to England—"

“Yes, and to-morrow, too!”

Augusta's face simply shone, and she
waved the letter about in delight.

“Oh, isn't it just too wonderful, girls!
They're coming home; and I shall meet
them when they land 1"

“Splendid I 2
. “Good luck, Augustal™
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And they pressed about her in a.crowd,
anxious to shake her hand to show that
they realised and shared her joy.

“You'll be rich again, then!” smiled
Peggy Preston, the girl from Lanca-
shire. - =
“Yes—rich again!” .

And in Augusta Anstruther Browne's
tone there was reflective sadness, She
was remembering—calling to mind the
days when she had been rich, when she
had not been popular with these girls,

The Woman in Black!

L EARLY ready?” asked Gwen-
N doline Cook casually.

Augusta nodded, and went
on with her packing.

“Will you do me a favour?” said
Gwen.

“With pleasure! T'd de anyone any
favour possible this morning! Want
some postcards of the jetty ?”

“No. Bul Kyra Lamana is coming in
by the “Sahara.” That’s the boat by
which your pecple are arriving, isn’t it ?”
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Society for the Scientific Research into
Supernatural—"

“Jf you like,” laughed Augusta.
“Only hurry up! I haven't much time
to spare!”
off in great glee, and
Augusta put her hat straight.

I%er heart was beating fast with excite-
ment, and she felt in a mood to laugh at
anything. Gwen Cook was amusing, and
she did not in the least mind taking a
photo of the bearded man,

She was ready when Gwen Cook re-
turned.

“It's a Kodak—you know how it
goes,” said Gwen, “You can't miss
him. Black beard and blue tie, There'll
be most of the society there; they'll have
blue ties, women and men alike. I hope
vou're successful.”

Augusta smiled, and slung the Kodak
on her back. She picked up her bag and
hurried down the passage. Half-way

along she stopped, as a dozen or so of the
Fourth Form waylaid her.
“Ready

PED

asked Barbara Redfern.

Aoy b g,

IS THIS TRE TRUTH?

‘* Your mother and father left the boat at
Aden,"” sald the strange lady,
they asked me to get a paper or something from you "

“Yes; but who on earth’s Kyra—whal
you said o

And Augusta was frankly amazed.

“Kyra Lamana,” echoed Gwen.
equally amazed. . * Mean you've never
heard of him—the ghost specialist *"

“Ha, ha, ha!” Augusta stroked back
her hair and laughed merrily. *Oh.
Gwen, you'll be the death of me! The
ghost specialist !’ Do you want to mect

him ?” .
Gwen flushed. Gwen Cook was the
ghost expert of the Fourth. She had not

seen a ghost, but she lived in hopes, like
the man in the poem.

“Teavas wondering,” she resumed, with
dignity, “if you would mind trying to
take his photograph?”

“But I haven’'t a camera !”

“I can lend you one, if you promise to
take the photo. Do, please. You can't
miss him! He's got a long black beard,
and a big blue tie. Ii's the sign of the

“You're catching fhe local from ¥Friar-
dale, of course? You can pick up the
Southampton train at Courtfield.” =

“Yes, the nine-thirteen. 1 ghall have
to hurry.”

Barbara Redfern nodded.

“We're cycling in. You can ride in,
and I'll bring your bike back. 1 can
wheel it beside my own. Miss Steel
l\\'e‘:m't mind if we're a minule or so
ate.”

“She won’t have i0,” added Clara.
“We're coming.”

And, with Peggy Presion one side and
Clara the other, Augusta was hurried
along. Barbara Redfern took her bag,
and in a crowd they crossed to where the
bicycles stood ready.

“It's very good of you to see me off,".
murmured Augusta, as she rode beside
Barbara Redfern. :

“Not at all. We must see vou safely
into the train, and we’ll have a tophole
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banquet ready Eor vyou. The boat does
come in to-day1”

“Yes, ahout midday. We shall come
Lack to- n:gilt for certain.’

L‘\ou\e got the paper you had to
ta

“It's in the bag. I-didn’t forget that.
Pater wants it wgently, It's very im-

portant.”

“Good I

In a merry mood they rode up to the
small  Friardale Station, and there

Augusta entered the train.

The local train only went as far as the
junction at Courtﬁeld There she would
change into the train for Southampton.
Only n few other people were on the
train, and she found a compartment
where she could be alone.

Wlhen. her bag was on the rack she
Teaned out of the window, talking to the

cheery friends who had come to see her

vil.

“Don’t forget that photo. Promise !”
:au%mmd Gwen Cook.

‘1 plmuN 1" agreed Augusta. with a
gile. *“And T'll bring me pater and
mater back to the banquet.”

Peggy Preston stepped forward, but
the {ruin jolted, and someone pulled her
back.

There was a waving of handkerchiefs,
and Clara blew a kise,

“Cheery-cheery !"*

*Good luck !”

And Bessie
F rclwll, cried :

“ Bong voayargee |7

And the last Augusta heard. of her
friends as the train left the station was
the laughter caused by Bessie's
* Frepch.” -

But she waved her handkerchief until
they were mere specks and the station
had all but !nded away in the distance.

* Au revoir!

She sank back on to her seat and took
off her hat. -

Her journey had begun. A few hours,
and she would be with her people—her
father and mother, who had come thou-
sands of miles back to the homeland.

Awd the happiness of the reunion was
mingled with sadness at the memory of
ihe parting.

She took her father's Icile1 from her
pocket and scauned it.

“T am writing to Dorothea, and hope
that she will be able to come——""

She looked up from the letter out at
the pasgsing  fields and edgerows.
Dorothea, her sister, was in the North of
England. 8he had been living with
friends near to the place where she was
working, The sisters wrote to. one
another often, but lately Dorothea's
iciters had been less frequent.

But now Augusta drew a letter [rom
her pocket. It had arrived that morn-
lng but she had been too busy to open

The writing, large and round, told
Imr it was from her sister.

She felt rather guilty that she had not
read it before, and wondered what
Dorothea had to say.

Had she received fier father’s letter——

But Avgusta broke off in her medita-
tion as she noted the name of the town
on the rubber-stam, impression, It
was not where Daorothea lived.

She opened the letter quickly. slitting
the envelope, and hastily scanned the con-
tents. Then she started.

*“I have changed my nddleﬂ And if
vou write, write to me, ‘ Post Restante,
Lime Street Post-office, Ha.ngton s

That sentence seemed to stare from
the letter. The rest, a few common-
places, some inquiries about school, dis-
cussion of a letter she had received—
nothing more.

Dorothea had moved. "ﬂ)e had left the
friends. What could it mean? -
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She looked at the date on the letter,
and ,realised that Dorothea would' not
have received the letter from Australia.
She did not lmow that. her father was
coming home.

But why had Dorothea. changed her
address? Why, indeed? And Augusta
felt a little depressed that her sister
would not be at the home-coming; and
she knew that her mother and father
would be disappointed.

But she soon forgot Dorothea, dismiss-
ing the thought with an intention to
wire to Hangton from Courtfield,
although it would be too late.

At Courtfield, however, she had to
rush in order to catch the train, and
tumbled into a carriage just as the train
was on the move.

A mumbling porter who had chased
her slammed 510, deor, and she put her
bag on the rack.

A woman dusted her—Aungusta's—
dress where she had fallen, and Augusta,
thanking her, settled down for the
journey.

Tha train was an express, and rocked
along the rails at a colossal speed. On,
on sped the train {ill the houses told
that the town was near.

Augusta got her bag down, and re-
slung the camera. She smiled as she re-
membered Gwen Cook’s ghost specialist,
and wondered what he would leok like.

But she remembered suddenly that she
did not know where the Sahara would
come in. Two women were talking in
the compartment, and Augusta waited
until a lull came i the conversation,
lhen addressed the one nearer her.

“Do you know where the boats from
Auttraha come in. please?” she asked.
“Australia? The Sahara comes in to-
u.u' ]~ that the boat 7
\Iv “friend here is meeting it.”

The other woman nodded.

“If you-would care to come Wlth me,
I will show you the way,” she sai

Augusta, glad to have a guide, thanko.]
her. It wes not many minutes later that
the train pulled up.

As they walked, her companion asked
her guestions, and then told her that she,
too, had relatives aboard the ship.

Soon they were one of a huge throng
that waited for the boat, and she scanned
the excited, anxious faces.

And as a cry went up, her nerves
tingled. and she strained her eyes to see
what other keen eyes had seen—the fun-
nels of the Sahara._

How slowly she seemed to approach !

Augusta pressed nearer, trymng to pick
cut figures on the dgeck. kindly man
‘close Ly lent her field-glasses, and she
stared at them through the bows of the
huge liner.

But it was impossible yet to dis-
tinguish faces, and the decks seemed
crowded. She handed back the field-
glasses and surged forward with - the
crowd.

She wanted to laugh, to ery. to cheer.
In her excitement she pushed forward.
and an angry woman reprimanded her,
But Augusta did not care. As she saw
that the woman was wearing a blue tie
she smiled.

Remembering Gwen’s request, she
moved her camera round to prepare for
the snapshot that was to comie, and,
great dexterity, she wedged her way to
the front of ti‘:e erowd.

Her camera was ready. and the boat
was nearer. She snapped it, and then
prepared for the man with the beard
and the blue tie.

Now she could distinguish faces. The
man in the blue tie was to the fore, and
he waved his arms. His companions on

shore cheered back to him.

‘Augusta’s heart beat faster, and she
lowered the camera, searching for her
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mother and father. But she did not see

them, and she was still searching when

the gangway was down and the first of
the passengers descended.

Now she resolved that it would be
wiger to watch the gangway. But there
was a halt.

The bearded, blue-tied man went down
alone, posing for his friends’ cameras.
Behind him were a woman and a girl
of fourteen. The girl would have des-
cended but for the woman’s detaining
hand.

Quickly Augusta took her snap, g]nd
that the obligation was over.

Then the people seemed to flock down
the gangway.  Augusta watched them
breathlessly, But apparently her mother
and father were in the rear.

Someone waving in the back! Per-
haps it was they., She waved, and
cheered.

One by one; then twos! Soon only

a few remained on deck, and Augusta’s
heart beat anxiously. Were her father
and mother below de&.k sorting luggage ?

Disappointed, she urne% forward
through the crowd that was now around
her. Everywhere people were greeting
friends—handshakes, merry  chatter,
L[‘;G(‘\

And here she was, alone.

She evaded a sailor and ran up the
gangway. An officer was near by and
she caught his sleeve.

“Can you tell me, please,” she said,

\r\’l;mre Mr. Anstruther-Browne’s cabin
is ?

The officer pushed back his cap and
Ioolwd at her.

“ Anstruther-Browne " he myrmured.
lookjng up at the sky. “Hold hard, I'll
sce.

It seemed hours before he returned,
although it was merely a matter of
minutes,

“Mr. and Mrs.
he asked,

“VYes, yes! I want to see them!”

‘“Sorry, miss. They went ashore at
Aden, but didn’t come back. They must
have been detained. Sorry !”

And he patted her arm gently.

Anstruther-Browne 7"

I Must Keep My Trust!"
€ OT come!”
- The knowledge stunned her,
Her mother and father had
not arrived, and she alone of

all these people was disappointed,

It was too bad. All her excitement
was gone—all the thrill and zest of their
arrival. Perhaps now they would not
come for weeks, months.

She looked out to sea, and almost
cried aloud as she thought of the miles
that separated them. Had they caught
a boat—were they on the way? Surely
they would have done that.

Feeling lonely and lost amongst all
these people, she tried to wend her way
back to the station. B8he felt a.hand
upon her arm, but. did not turn her
head at once.

But the hand was planted more firmly,
and she turned. A thin woman in black
was smiling at her.

** Excuse me, you are from Cliffi House
School?”

. Yes !l'

Augusta stared in surprise, wondering
if the woman were some acquaintance—
a friend of someone at t.he school—Flap

Derwent's——

“And . is your name Anstruther-
Browne, Augusta?

“Yes! Why"

The woman smiled, and linked arms
with her.

“You were waiting for your mother

and father on the ara? .
“Yes! But they haven't come!”.
“No—they left the boat at Aden. and
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for some reason stayed there. Your
father asked me, before he left, to get
a paper or envelope or something from
Syou——-"

She looked at Augusta, and her eyes
were hard, though her lips were curled
in a smile.

“My father asked ygu 10?7

Augusta repeated the words almost
incredulously, and she looked at the
woman more critically.

“Yes! Your mother aud I were great
friends in Australia. I will sec you to
the station. Perhaps it would be better
to give me the papers there®”

“But my father’s strict instructions
were that [ was to let no one have
the papers!” A

* Ah, but he did not know that he was
to lose the boat. 1t is of paramount
impo'l“tauce. To-morrow even mnay be oo

c.
~ “Then why did father stay behind at
Adent”

“IHe was unavoidably detained,
missed the boat. Your sister?”

#She is not here, yet.”

“1 see. .You are hungry, perhaps—
shall we lunch?”

Augusta frowned rather
She was feeling mizcrable and lonely,
and now that the woman mentioned
lunch, she realised that she was hungry.

“Yes! I should like some lunch.”

And when she had said it she won-
dered if she had done right in accepl-
ing. But surely this woman_ was
genuine. She had said she was a riend
of the family, she knew her name and
the -fact that she was at ChLff lousc:
and so far Augusta had had no real
causa to disbelicve the woman's slate-
ments.

“Will you wait just ene minute then?”

And, with a smile, the woman turned.
Augusta watched ber receding  figure
until it stopped. In her eves there was
a puzzled look. She seemed lo remem-
ber the woman—she had secn her sowe-
where before.

Then, as she saw that she was speaking
to a girl, she remembercd where, She
had seen the girl on the gangway behind
the man in the blue tie. And it was
the woman who had held the girl back.

She waited until the woman returned,
then mentioned the incident.

“ A girl—yes, I saw her trying to push
in front of the bearded man who was
being photographed. I don't know her,”

“0Oh, I thought it was. the. same girl
you were speaking to just now!"”

It wast One makes friends on a liner,
vou know. And now—lugeh.”

She took Augusta by the arm, and
together they walked to the town. 1t
was to a large hotel they went, but at
ike entrance the woman paused.

_ “The paper is in that bag?”s

& ch!"

“Then we had better leave it with the
manager. It is too valuable to have with
us.  Anyone might steal it.” J

And, almost before Augusta had time
to protest, she took the bag, and walked
acioss to the manager’s office with it.

Augusta, seldom caunght unawares,
watched, and noted that the manager
took it without delay, that he locked it
in a cupboard.

“There, that is safe now !” smiled the
woman, as she returned. “Now for
lunch !”

But Aungusia hesitated. She was keen-
witted, and not to be deceived easily. If
the woman were genuine, all was well;
but suppose she were not? Was it pos-
sible that she was an enemy—someone
who had designs upon the paper?

Augusta could not help feeling that
there was a possibility that ber suspicion
might bear fruit, and she resolved to
keep an eye upon the woman. .

At present the ba~ was safe, and she

and

doubtfully. [«
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intended (o make sure that the woman
should not gain possession.

“It was really rather thoughtless of
vour father not to have cabled when he
missed the boat,” said the woman, when
she had ordered lunch.

“ Perhaps it is at school wailing for
me—"

“Maybe. However, I have promised
to sce to this matter for him, so all will
be well.”

And the woman fixed her dark eyes
upon the girl's face. Augusta Anstruther
Browne returned the look steadily.

Augusta was the oldest givl in the
Form, aud perhaps the best judge of
character.

The instinclive dislike she took to this
woman was not unreasonable. ller eyes
were close together, and never scemed to
remain steady for an instant,

Her hands twitehed, and Augusia had
learned to judge deceivers and liars not
merely by their eyes, but by their hands
as well.

And the woman’s hands moved rest-
lessly while she talked.

“You are going back
night ¥ she asked.

to schiool to-
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“How many boats pass Aden?” she
asked. mean—is there a regular
service ¥

“Really, I could not say. It is likely
that there is a service. It is quite a
prominent calling-place.”

Augusta nodded. and relapsed inio
thought, Surely, she mused. her father
and fnother would resume their journey
with all speed. The Sahara had stayed
at the place a day or so ago. There had
been ample time for them Lo wire. i

And if the affair was so prgent they
would have canght the next boat.

Why had they not wired? Or had they
sent a message which had been delayed in
trausit so that it "had arrived in CLH
House during her absence.

“ How strange of father to have Janded
without giving some reason!”s she re-
marked idly. I suppose rveally he ex-
pected to be delayed, as he told you to
take the papers on?”

“J rather fancy that he did. His visit
must have had some connection with this
affair. . Possibly he suspected that
danger lay ahead, and handed the com-
mission to me in case of accidents—lest he
should be detained.”

EA0edsha

“STOP! STOP!”

As Augusta shouted she ran along the centrs
of the road, dodging in between the motors
and omnibuses.

“Yes. I must see how the trains run.
Only 1 am anxious about father.”

“But he will wire %

“1 hope he does, 1 want to kuow
what to do with the paper.”

* But I am taking that.”

The woman tapped the table im-
patiently, and looked about her. 1t was
obvious that she was growing restless.

“ Your sister—will she be coming down
to see you? She is older than you:”

“Yes. Dorothea is twenty-three. 1
don’t think ske will be down.”

“] see.” A

The woman went on with her lunch,
and occasionally looked from the high
window to the street below.
~ “You have a camera,” she observed.
“You wish to take photographs of the
town, perhaps?"”

“1 bhadn’t thought of doing so. Tt is
not my camera, but a friend’s. 1 pro-
mised (o take a photograph for her.”

“ oh !,,

The ‘meal -was nearly finished when
Augusta speke again,

Augusta bit her lip. The thought that
her people had met with some accident
miles away was not comforting, and she
began (o wonder just what all this secrecy
meant.  Wigat was this affair of her
father’'s? What meant the paper of
which she was in charge?

The woman's keen eyes were upon the

girl's face relentlessly, and now she
leaned forward.
“]1 am wondering,” she said, with

affected nervousness, ‘“how dangerous
this mission is. I do hope it is not risky,
for T have promised your father. Has he
any enemies, do you know "

“No, I think mnot,” Augusta replied
slowly. *“But he may have found some
in Australia. No doubt people are after
this paper, if it is so important.”

“No doubt,” the woman concurred.
“1 must be very, very careful, then.”

Augusta smiled.

“0Oh, I don’t think they will bear you a
grudge just because you were friendly
with father and mother in Australia !”
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“But the paper—ihey may follow me
to that—-"

get
“Not at all. 1 am ul.:ingnthe paper

until father sends instructions.
0 I “e ”

The woman zat silent for a few restless
minutes, then she gathered up her gloves.

“I will get your bag from the
lulll"lger," e said. “Wait here for
me,

She rose, and hurried across the room.
- But Augusta followed her, keeping out of
sight as much as possible. She meant to
!u!fie no chances of losing the bag.

But a pay-desk was in the corner, and
& man stopped her.

“Your bill, please 7"

“My friend in front—"

He nedded, and, hurryin
taught up to the woman. 8
and Augusta, smiling, passed her, i

“T will get the bag,” she said, and, still
siniling, she knocked at the manager’s

door. -

“The brown bag that was left here—
initial A hyphen B, please.” P

“Yes, certainly. A lady left it—
Ah, you were with her!”

He unlocked the cupboard, and handed
her the bag, and she, thanking him,
returned to wait.

The woman had not yet appeared, and
Augusta went down the steps of the
= .

She slung the camera round and pre-
pared it. A few seconds after the woman
in black appeared, and then—click ! The
snapshot was taken just as she stood in
the entrance. .

The woman in black siopped short, a
look of momentary alarm on her face.

“Oh, I've got you in as well !’ laughed
Augusta. “Never mind! I can give
mother and father a snapshot of their
friend now.” .

The woman's frown changed o a smile.

“Do let me have a copy,” she said. “'1
will take the films and have them de-
veloped for you here. 1 should so like a
copy !

“1t isn't my camera,” fenced Augusta.
“Gwen Cook loves developing. w1
send you a copy if you wish—"

“No, no! I am not. certain of my
address. It would not take them long
here. They would forward the photo-
graphs to you——"

“But as they have not your address
they couldn't forward yours, so that
would be no good,” said Augusta keenly.
“By the way, please let me have my
I:m'ch-bilL It was silly of me not to take
it.”

forward,
paused,

“That is quite all right,”” murmured
the woman, m as friendly a tone as she
could muster. *“I think you had better
take ; taxi tsoh:?lalsta.lion.h lti”is not very
near here. carry the bag "

As Augusta shook her head, she called
a taxi.

“To the station, please! The driver
will take your bag.”

The taxi-driver touched his cap, and
{ook the bag from Augusta. She made
no resistance; for in front there, the

. woman could not touch it.

But Augusta had not yet measured
sufficiently the woman’s cunning.

“Oh, do get me a paper, please?” she
asked eagerly, and handed Augusta a
coin.

For a moment the girl hesitated, then
she ran quickly to the newspaper-boy
near by.

She almost snaiched the paper, then
turned. Her blood ran cold as she saw
that the taxi had moved off. It was
across the road, and a car coming in
the opposite direction prevented her
catching it up before it had gained
momentum.

“8¢ 2

Tue

1

stop!” she shouted,

and,
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watiched by a dozen eyes, she ran along

the centre of the road, dodging cars
and other vehicles.

On, on she ran along the greasy sur-
face. The taxi was up, and

E speedin
she could see ae woman ]i:nﬂ:“k look-
ing back at r throug e square
window in the back.

But she was nearly breathless now.
An electric. horn sounded behind her,
and she dodged aside.

The car had slowed up, and was
slowly passing her. Without more than
a sccond’s thought, she mounted the
running-board.

“Oh, catch up that taxi,
He's gone off with my bag!”

The chauffeur, who was alone in the
car, nodded, and motioned her to open
the door. She did so, and, breathless,
sat down in the seat beside him

A touch of the accelerator, and he was
close upon the wheels of the taxicab. He
sounded the electric horn, and the cab
dr%\‘: into the side. a "

ey were running parallel now, an
Augusta, thtnhing‘ the smiling
chauffeur, stepped mmbly from the car
to the taxicab.

The driver of the latter blinked at her,
then slowed up.

“Thought you wasn't comiug!” he
grunted. *“Hop in, miss.”

“Can I have my bag, please?”

She took the and opened the

.

“I'm awfully sorry!” ejaculated the
woman awkwardly. “IL tried (o stop

!

Augusta shrugged her shoulders,” and
said nothing. But when the station was
reached, she paid the taxi fare, and
bade the woman a curt farewell.

Then she made for the train. Once
scated in the compartment, she felt at
ease. The woman was nowhere to be
scen, and, for the moment, at least, the
paper was safe; but what of the days
to come?

please !

The Newcomer!

EARER and nearer came the
train.
It came to a standstill,

and Barbara Redfern and the

others on the platform sear the

carriage windows with their eyes, and

Bl'll_']l:lra raised her dl:nd for acc.gxeer. ;

e carriage r opened, an
Aungusta alighted.

i i began Barbara.

“Hi hlp—-—"
Then her voice tailed off, and she simply
stared and the forgetting the
cheers, stared, too, as they saw Augusta
shut the door and come towards them.

“Great Scott!”: murmured Phyllis
Howell. “Where's her pater and mater?
Haven’t they come?”

But as Augusta came forward, the ex-
pression on her face was enough to tell
them that Phyllis’ surmise was right.

Augusta was alone.

As she advanced, they ran forward,
plying her with eager, anxious ques-
tions.

*“Haven't they come?”

“What's the matter, Augusta?”

Augusta smiled wanly.

; ey—theg haven’t come,” she said.
“They left the boat at—at Aden, and
were detamed. They'll catch the next
boat, I suppose. Has there been a wire
for me?”

She caught Barbara Redfein's arm
eagerly as she asked that question, and
Babs shook her head.

“I haven't seen one. Why, Augusta,
you don’t think that there has been an—
anm—"'

Barbara paused, not wishing to voice
her thought, and Augusta bravely shook
bar head.

Twopence.
“I—] don’t exactly think that,” she

said. “But—but it's strange they
baven't wired. I dou’t know what io
think.”

There was a silence amongst the girls,
save for an i whisper.

“8o the bub-banquet’s no good,™
stammered Bessig, in great disappoinut-

ment.

“The banquet—oh, I had forgotten!
I should ve wired. 'm  awfully
sorry !” said Augusta penitently.

“It doesn't matter,” murmured
Barbara Redfern, with an effort. “Ii's
a pity, but it’s more of a pity that they
haven’t come. Poor old Augusta!”

Augusta turned her head away, and
several girls mnoticed that her lips
trembled. About her eyes there was a
trace of moisture, and not a few girls
felt lumps rise in their throats.

“It is a disappointment,” murmured.
Augusta huskily. “I thought they had
come and—and now it may be weeks—
mont g~

“Or days,” added Pegg{ Preston
gently. * Happen they’'ll catch the next
boat. There’s nothin iss, Augusta.”

And the girl from Lancashire took her
friend’s arm sympathetically. |

But Augusta thought otherwise. She
was thinking of the woman in black,
and she d not help imagining that
something was very wrong indeed.

She handed in her ticket mechanicaliy, -
and then followed her chums into the
street. There she halled, and stared in
surprise at the horseless four-wheeler,
and the girls around it. .

“The equipage of honocur—the state
coach,” explained Barbara. “But I
suppose you're not in the mood for it
now ?"” d

Augusta forced a smile, and shook her

head.
“1t's frightfully decent of you,” she

said gratefully. “I—I only wish they
could here.”
“Poor old Augusta!” murmured

Clara, more gently than was her wont.,

| I should go back to school if I were

you

“1 shall. But I hate having spoiled
your welcome.”

“Let’s hope we can have the real
thing pretty soon,” said Mabel Lynn.
** Perhaps they’ll be here in a day or
so.” This has been a useful rehearsal;
and I dare say Bessie will be able o
rake up another banquet, if someone
provides the funds—"

And Bessie Bunter smirkingly agreed
that she could.

Old Joe was duly compensated, and
his horse returned to his four-wheeler.
Then -in none too werry a crowd the
welcome party returned to the school.

On the homeward journey Freda
Foote made various humorous but un-
successful attempts to enliven the con-
versation. But  although  Augusta
smiled obligingly, she was not to be
cheered. .

*Oh, by the way,” said Barbara Red-
fern when they were near the school,
“someone has arrived in your abscuce.”

"%mﬂg.r 1 I;\n{sb. you k h

“Ye Y aw—you know, the
girl from the North.” r

“Oh, I remember,” said Augusta
casually: *“A new girl who was coming
from a school up North. Anyone you
know, Peggy, from your district?"”

Peggy shook her head.

“No; she’s not from Lancashire,
apparently. I thought she was. From
what she said, I imagined she might
have coma from the pl where your
sister Dorothea is.  She's in "the
North.”

Augusta for a moment did not reply.
Then, when she found Peggy looking at

(Continue? rn nage 269).
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Augusta Anstruther-
Browne is fifteen years
ol age—a year older
than the average

General Information Concerning

peful, Ler mouth
ays tcady to smile
and Jier eves bright
with a ! rightness ver,

AN

-For! She different  from that
Fourth-Former. She is a T R Roqu . T Tawt
g il : to bhe their charac-
graceiul i heure, vith AUGUSTAANSTRUTHER-3 fo e their _ctaric
soft, grey eves and retained tie best
I!nel'y-chiselkd,' lrut!zrr = that was in the old

aristocratic features.
She shares Study No. 3
with Lady Hetty Hen-
don. Augusta and Hetty ;
bave little—or nothing-+ g =
in common, with the re- o e o

sult that the two can- ) =
not be called friends. Augusta’s bosem | guise of “Olive W,
chum is Peggy Preston—the two, in fact, | £lasses. the bLoh

handsome girl—tall, and %

are the dearest of cliums. t‘imt made her au
I think I might truthfully describe }][!;)||Rﬂ{‘*f",, o *""ﬁ"*’l"
Augesta as the most interesting and striking why. th .

girl at Clit House. Her character since she
came has undergone the completest change
imaginable. I have seen a few Cliff House
girls’ characters change greatly for the
better—those of Vivienne Leigh, Bessie Bun-
ter, Agnes White, and wry younger .sister
Doris, to be exact—hut never has the ¢hange
been so dramatic and =0 complete as that
in the case of Augusia. Y 4§

We may know ler as the mildest, ten-
derest, and softest-hearted girl probably in
the whole school, eagerly ready to extend
a hand to those in trouble, and upright,
frank, and honest in every way. When she
arrived she was a pronounced snob, her great
object to “rule the roost ” in the Form, her
pet hobby to defy all school rules; and she
was consequently shwnned by most of the
girls in the Form! What a change indeed'®
Famey any of us shunning Augnsta now!
We all cherizh her friendship to-day.

Her whole expression, even, has undergone
a complete change since her early days bere.

of us, we |
mask.

The eyes
grey, and merc
infinitely sad. T

expression of
one of hum

ation.

In that dram

BARBARA REDFERN (The Editress).

vie,”
hair, and
ire g0 effective.

her trials.
seemed
ailed to sce Augustd® heneath the

that had formerly

perious, with a metailic rir
low, géntle, and often searce T
hard, almost cruel lines of her mouth had
vanished, and her lips had grown prone to
trembling. And the altogeilier supercilicas
her face had besn replaced by
and often
Yerily, Augusta’s disguise was far more com-
plete than ever she realised at the time!
We all love {he memory o
tic role Ang
showing what a fine sterjing type of girl she
really was. She showed how
deep-rooted was her repentance.
felt that we loved Olive to the same extent
that we scorned the expelled Augusta'®
Though the pathetie saduess of expression

Augusta—ior even in

those days she showed

that there was a

better side to Mer

nature—and the best

qualities of “Olive
: Wavne,” too!

That dominating spirit that was so pro-
nounced in the Augusta of old is as strong as
ever within our present chum. but it has
been directed into better channels. We now
see it on the ericket-field ‘when we have a
mateh o pull out of the fire. We sea it in
the {ennis-court when she has lost the first
two games of a set against some formidahle
opponent. We sgee it in a hundred-and-one
wa)ys every day.

Abgusta is a superb all-ronnder at ericket,
excellent cither as half or forward at hockey,
thoroughly first class at tennis, whicl' is her
favourite e, and auite one of eur main-
tays at rowing, swimming, i
She is fond of these sports, », and t
rather sad air of hers is displaced by com-
plete cheerfulnesz when she is engaged in
them.

On the whole, however,
5 e al rather to favolir quiete
“Olive Wayne "' { 12t came under ?]u L 3
a sneceeded in | i fond of reading, and ususlly prefers th
“heavier “ kind of literature—very different
from the =illy “love " novels which at one
time used to he seattered ahout her room!
Her violin. ton, claims a good deal of her
attention : she ia a thoroughly accomplished
player. and soft strains of mewhat sor-

By
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the \limp
1t was
expression
That was
ianliar to some

of Ther

heen cold,
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When " Augusta, expelicd. and repentant of | of “Olive Wayne”™ has not altogether | rowful music are often to he heard emanat-
ber headstrong carecr here, returned in the | vanished, Angnsta’s face is now cheerful and | ing from Study No. 3.
m“sg@m“ e e T e e et P e

WHY WE LIKE AUGUSTA!

A———— -

By Madge. Stevens
(Third Form).

UGUSTA is immensely popular among us Third-Formers,
There is nothing distant or aloof about her, as there was
at one time. She is always ready to help us in any ‘way—
in fact, the only Fourth-Former really at all like her in

this respect is Marjorie Hazeldine.

Augusta is clever at everything—lessons, sporis. and all
pastimes. And she’s jolly iuteresting and entertaining in every
way. You know what a fine cricketer she is. She ranks with
Barbara Redfern, Phyllis Howell,” Clara Treviyn, and the best
players of her Form. I wonder how many of these, apart from
Augusta, would be willing to spend a couple of hours of a fline
evening coaching Third-Formers? Augusta often does so, and 1
can tell you we thoroughly appreciate it® Ehe doesn’t waste her
time with us in vain, e‘her. We find we have all improved after
each lesson from her. She bas tanght us how and where to pitch
m ball, how to keep the ball down when batting, the correct and
safest way of making different kinds of catehes, how to field and
return with the greatest possible speed, and all kinds of thiags
that are not easy to find out for onesell.

What we can't make out is where all that old fierce temper of
Augusta’s can have gome to. I haven't known her to be out of
temper for ever o long. Nothing ever Seems to make her aRgry.
except the sight of children or animals being treated cruclly, an

that kind of thing. The other week we had rigged mp over our
Common-room door a booby trup of cushions for the beneflit of
Bessie Bunter, who had prdmised to look in and give us a few
tips on how to play cricket.

To our dismay, it was Augusta who came in and got the cushions.
But she-never looked angry for an instant. It was surprise thu:
filled her at first, and when we blurted out our mistake she was
actually amused, and laughed quite heartily. She had called, az we
remembered then that she had promised, to mend the broken splice
of Iris Marshall's cricket-bat, and she mended it so perfectly that
the bat is, in my opinion, a good deal better than it was when Iris
first bought it second-hand from Clara Treviyn!

She has mended our tennis rackets for us more than once, and
has always. made splendid jobs of them, BShe gives me the im
pression that nowadays she simply must be helping someone, and
doing good in some way or other. And as Augusta seems to know «
good deal about everything useful, you can imagine how popular
she is with us, and with everybody else!

With onr prep, for instance, she is always willing to help us out
of difliculties, andaeshe is always capable, too, for she is clever.
and spends a lot of her time in study. She never seems. st all
bored. or out of patience with any question we ask her, either
concerning lessons or anything else that interests us.

In her cupboard she has a splendid first-aid outfit, and il ever
any of us Third-Foriners ever meet with troublesome cut lingers,
grazes or sprains, Augusta is the girl we make for. Our proper
course, 1 know, should be to go to the matron for attention, but
Augusta is just as well able to deal with minor mishaps. and there
is never any fear of being scolded, still less reported, by Augusta.

To think that this is the same girl who used to cufl us almm-E
whenever we were in her path, and spurned us whenever she mul-l;
No, it simply isn't the same girl! Angusta now is a dlﬂel‘e!!t"ll
altogethar’ And =he’s one of the very best girls in the school®
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BRIEF

HE history of Augusta Anstruther-
Browne is more dramatic than that

1 of any other girl at Clif House.
Augusta arrived at Cliff House with
the fixed determination to “open the eyes”
of the girls with whom she was to mix, and
to be generall the
Fourth Form. Her parents were very wealthy
then, and, apart {rom doting on their younger
daughter and spoiling her, they allowed her
a far too excessive amount of pocket-money.
Augusta was a mean, self-centred snob, and
bad pever heen hmgfn to be anything else.

In Vivienne Leigh—a very different girl
from the “Viv"™ of today, as her hrief
bistory will show—and the mean Marcia
2 lol‘tm.:“:‘l:.u'm[a !l.onld ml cronies. They

were n fact, w pping Augusta
because of her wealth and her st
manner. Vivienne then was just the weak-
willed type of girl to be influenced by
Augusta’s ineering charm, But among
the best girls of the Form Augusta made a
very bad impression.

Peggy Preston arrived at the same time
as Augusta, and the latter's snobbish nature
received quite a shock at the idea of a
scholarship girl being a member of the same
Form as herself. things
as bard as possible for Peggy, and do her best
to drive her from the school, and everything
was blick for her—for a time.

The first dawn of the great friendship
between Augusta and Peggy came with the
‘CHl House fire. Augusta was trapped by the
flames in the dormitory, and Barbara
Redfern, coming to rescue her, was trapped,
too. Both girls were overcome by the |mo.5§

and fainted. But Peggy Preston a handkér-
chiel ever ber face, fought her way through
the flames, and rescued both in the most
dramatic manner! XNo wonder Augusta still
treasures the cheap handkerchief that pro
tected Pegey from the overpowering smoke
during her great deed!
Augusta’s gratitude was deep and genuine,
and at the time she seemed a changed girl
y when
one that

But a girl's whole cha
stromg
been—is not easily

that character is the
Augusta’s always has

altered. Augusta had never felt cause to be
:ngl;a:: ,el.‘:tar:!q ll::m ‘he!on. stin,
. Auy quite amiabl isposed towards
Pegzy, though her recklessness was as
strongly pronounced as ever —more so, in fact.

She borrowed her father’s car, and went
for a jaunt with Marcia and Vivienne, brush-
ing aside Pezgy's earnest protests. The reck-
less three succeeded in losing
some distance from school, and met with
disaster to their car, spending the night in
the open air, during which time a tiger had
escaped from a vl-ltlnf circus! One can
Imagine the consternation of the head-
mistress about the missing girls when Babs,
as in duty bound, informed her of the three's
escapade,

The next day the tiger caused wild alarm
by paying a worning call to Cliff House, but
this was as nothing compared with the
terrible dread that held the watchers as the'
three truants unsaspectingly entered the
gates. Augu was knocked down' by the
tiger, but Barfara Redfern. dashing up with
an upraised chair, doubtedly saved the
reckless girl’s life by driving the animal of.

But Augusta was anything but grateful
for this service. She actually belicved she
could have escaped from the tiger through
her own resource! And she felt a semse of
bitter grievance against the Form ecaptain
for reporting the matter of the motor-car.
Thereafter Babs took Pezgy's place in bear-
ing the self-made enmity of Augusta,

She broke bounds to visit a dance, and
Barbara Redfern, trying to save her, was
teen and almost quelled. Augusta, who had

not relished Babs' interference, intended to
allow the Form captain to be expelled—for
Bahs would pot break her silence. But Peggy

Preston interfered at the crocial moment.
with the result that Babs was let off, and
Augusta escaped with a euhr
In the memorable stories of the Princess
Zelie, Augusta, with Marcia Loftus and the
~ princess, were captured by the latter's
Tue Scuooi FRiExXD.—No. 165.

THE CLIFF HOUSE WEEKLY,

HISTORY OF

AUGUSTA ANSTRUTHER-
BROWNE.

TR

enémies. And it is here we see Augusta in
the best light so far, thoogh it is purely on

account her recklessness and love of the
“limelight.” Both the princess Marcia
Loftus were safely rescued the con-

s Ry SRk e s gt
With a m y & ew

could have made, she broke free, and warned
the Fourth-Formers, in whose dormitory

slept, of the kidnaj ' intention. Thus,
when the women a , the Fourth were
ready for them, and they were captu - And
all Augusta! Avgusta, so different
from the quiet, and ing girl
with whom we are mow familiar, did pot

ing change in
initiative had made
follower, and when her great test came she
rose handsomely to the , and showed
hersell to be one of the finest girls in
Fourth Form. But Augusta went heedless!
on in her old, reckless, trouble-making style,
finding Nancy Bell a suitable substitute for
Vivienne.

In that entbralling business of the Cliff
House treasure, Augusta did not show up to
advantage. She all she could to hinder
the treasureseekers, scoffing and jeering at
them, and did all in her power to blacken
the character- of Mary Carnaby, the big-
hearted gipsy schoolgirl, who was =0 instru-
mental in bringing the vast and arrient
treasure to light. Aun did not show up
at all well. Nor did improve her record
when she joined forces with Connmic Jackson,
when that girl ruled the school. But,
despicable as had been many of her parts,
she was to appear even worse bhefore the
turning point came! ,

8he formed an acquaintanceship, which was
as fascinating as it was to preve fateful,
i Spender Court. Under

said
any impression on Augusta. In fact, Augusta
openly snubbed and spurned her as the ~ poor,
shabby, scholarship kid ™ of the Form.

psed now under Sybil Spender’s influence
She smoked cigarettes, and she actually stole
money from a charity fund of which she bad
been made a trustee. In order to pay back
~ borrowed,”
for money with Sybil Spender and her
friends. But the money was wanted by the
headmistress whilst Augusta was away, and
Barbara Redfern, in the greatmess of her
heart, replaced it.

Babs had saved her enemy from disgrace,
but Augusta was not thankful, She hated
Babs all the more! And why? The reason,
kuowing the old Augusta as we do, was
understandable in her case. She won money
at cards, and, with this, offered to pay Bahs
back. But Babs, knowing how the money
had been , would not take a pemmy
of it. This cut Aumu to the quick. It
was the cruellest b ber pride had ever
received. Barbara Redfern should suffer—for
her very kindnesa'!

With Sybil Spender she hatched a remark-
ably cunning and callous plot. At Spender
Court there was one young servant remark-
ably like Babs in looks and stature, and,
without having any real knowledge of the
phn, she was persuaded—or forced—to dress
in schoolgirl’s attire, and to be g_hotoguphed
with a cigarette in her mouth. This “ faked =
photograph brought no little dhﬂ“c upon
poor Barbara's shoulders at Clift House, and
she lost no time in calling at Spender Court
with the object of thrashing the matter out
with Sybil ler.

And there the deep and cruel plot really
began. Barbara was locked in a spare room,
whilst Sybil Spender rang up Miss Primrose
on the telephone. Then, ring hersell
to be Barbara Redfern, and imitating her
voice, she commenced a most ‘insolent con-
versation with the astounded headmistress,
which termiuaied in that lady slamming down

Zelie |

ke
HELIRE T
before the whole school for
:&m of public uplh‘:: At ""n:ﬁ

blow upon newspaper
mmthwhmt“hhntu-

tion, a gla attracted her, and
she read that father's great business had
rashed !

[ 1
What were Augusta's feelings now? For
a future of

hersel{—for -

thrift living? That is exactly what ome
expect. Buts no! Bhe f

thinking of her ts—how would they bear

paren

the new condition?

daughter she

much for her, what could she

in return? Little though she realised it, her
seconds,

nature had altered during few
Her heart was full of unselfish,

feelings she had never before cherished. It
was the old Augusta who, t
had boarded the train at le, but it

was a very different girl who alighted at the
terminus in the big city.

Augusta loved her parents as she had never
loved them before, and when they were gone,
bound for Australia, and her elder sister had
been found a home in the North, Augusta was
forlorn. . Work was found for her under some
hard people—the Jenners—owning a millinery
business, where she had a wretched time. So
miserable was she made that she ran away,
and after wangdering desperately about the
London streets, weak from worry amd lack
of food, she was knocked down by a motor-
car.
h;’he om.'dliu Balln;he tod“ pl'tt_yt on

light, and engaged Augusta act as
ou-::l‘u to hA" wayward mk:'md miece,
Lorma Grey. Augusta gave name as
“Olive Wayne,” and, full of heartfelt thanks
for the care of the generous Miss Ballantine,
2‘1}“" regretted her
1}

y Bessie Bunter, and the
particularly of the first two, whom she had
wronged s0. What strange, bitter days of
her lifé were these!

The time came for Lorna Grey to go to

Cliff House School as a new pupil, and
Augusta had had such a restrainin uence
on the impetuous Lorna that Miss Ballantine

decided that Augusta must go, too, to look
after her!

Thus, ‘cutting and bobbing her luxuriant
hair, and donning tinted gl as well as
walking with a limp caused by her accident,
Augusta came back to Cliff House with Lorna
Grey. Not a girl saw through her disguise—
50 altered was she in every possible respect—
and she became a general favourite with ber
sad, quiet, and demeanour. Sbe kept
her word to Miss Ballantine. Time and again
Lorua would have got into trouble with her
waywardness - and recklessness, had it not
beeu for the i of “Olive™ and her
wonderful restraining inflyence. How it hurt
Augusta to see. Lorma trying to follow the
very same path that she herself had
traversed! And, at last, by saving Loma
from an onrushing train when her foot was
caught in the points, Augusta both revealed
her identity and atoned for her past.

Yes, Augusta atoned was allowed to remain
at the school; and that ner atonement is
mnll.ne was shown quite recently when
Sybi i
But Sybil had notebargained for
spirit, and soon learnmed
sought out her
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school, an

to too true!
that plunged me into my darkest hour.

staggered expression on the white faces of dad and mum.
hour darker was the fact that they thought only
1, who at this crisis
should have been capable of earning money for them, and helping
them until brighter times! That, iudeed, was my dark

MY BRIGHTEST HOUR.

what made that
of me and Dorothea—myself particularly,

The hour following the moment when,

consciously babbled that Olive Wayne was Augusta Anstruther-
Browne, Miss Primrose at last decreed that 1 was mot to leave
How well 1 can remember how Babs and Peggy and
their friends, who were really responsible for the decision, came
dashing into the sanatorium, falling upon me, and bursting out the

ings! The rest of that brightest of all hours we spent gabbling
about all that had happened, and discussing our plans for the
And the thought that I,
after such a terrible struggle, was once more one of them—well, 1
could hardly believe that it had all been true!

MY BITTEREST HOUR.

‘When, after obtaining Lorna Grey's promise to prevent Vivienne

from spending the money that might not be hers, I came
al Lorna had broken her
I felt very bitter then, for I had expected better than this from
Lorna. But still, when one considers Lorna’s reckless nature, and
chance that the money might have come into Vivienne's
hands, ome realises that there was at least a little excuse for

MY SWEETEST HOUR.

-Of recent days 1 have had so many hours that all seem to merit
this beading, that I don't know which to chose. That, following
the cancellation of my expulsion order, I should think, most
megrits it, though I have described that as “my brightest hour.” 1f
it were “my sweetest moment” I had to mention, and were
allowed to limit the time to wifhin the last few weeks, I should
say that this was when a boundary catch of mine won a great
ericket match for us by one run! But as for my sweetest hour—
well, there is nothing I find more sweet than solitude when I am
in the mood for it, so it is not surprising.that my sweetest hour
this week was one of my quietest, and I spent it doing—nothing!
The hour was one between sunset and dusk, and T reclined in a
sloping meadow, half a mile from the school, idly watching the
stars one by one ‘appear in the deepening sky. The day had been
a swelterer, and the evening breeze was like a warm breath, and
full of fragrance, and I felt—well, thoroughly lazy! And as I lay
there the whole of my past life seemed to float before my eyes like
mic picture, and during that hour I felt with delightful
sweetness that fate had been working for the best all along—that

-.ttez,cll it was best that everything had happened as it had! That
hour was I felt wonderfully calm,

Clif House!

tidi

Christmas that was just uponm us!

I.eiih :
back to find Vivienne in disgrace!

the good
Lorna,

& panora

! indeed the sweetest of its kind.
tranquil and ‘toutent.

HE tastes of Augusta Anstruther-
Browne and Lady Hetty Hendon,
who together share Study No. 3 in
the Fourth Form passage, are as

opposite as the two poles. To many it is
something of a mystery how they manage
to Eet. on together without quarrelling. But
perhaps, when one considers the matter, this
is not at all mysterious. Augusta is so mild,
gentle, and pacifical by disposition, and Lady
Hetty makes a point of keeping herself so
aloof and * diggernified before inferiors,”
that they do not eross one another’s paths
enough to quarrel. But if, say, Clara
Trevlyn were in Augusta’s place—well, what
on earth would happen?

I do mot know in what respects the tastes
of Augusta and Hetty are similar. Augusta’s
favourite colour, for instance, is a quiet fale
blue. lleug's is a glaring red! Hetty likes
o the” Tainhow.  Auguity prefers s qui

Tain . ugu refers a quiet
blue and white. e g 3

When Augusta wants companionship she
usually goes along into somebody else’s
study, but Hetty invites her friends to

HOURS OF MY LIFE!

By Augusia Ansiruther-
Browne.

MY DARKEST HOUR.
EYOXND all ‘Poujhlo question, when I was expelled from the
read in the paper of my father's gigantic crash
in buainesl, and then, returning home, found the black news
be all That was the terrible, unexpected blow
I shall never forget the

And

est hour!

after T had semi-

for charity. Still,

romise !
Cliff House.

it might have

affectionately,

without you!
expected to

that’s all,
me know what
Anstruther-Browne.)

<K

Study No. 3. Hetty's idea of what she calls
a ‘““convivial” evening—or, when on a
larger scale, an At-lome—is to entertain
large mnumbers of the most unpopular
girls at Clif House, let them eat as much
as possible at her expense, and then regale
them with her “singing.”” Hetty's singing
is terrible—shrieking and out of tune—very
different from the melodious strain from
Augusta's violin or her own clear, low voice.
Hetty, for her part, considers that Augusta’s
violin is ** dismal, squeaky, and skworky!™
Augusta’s taste in summer dresses as
plain and simple as it is sweet, whilst Hetty's
dresses are both extravagant aod absurd.
Augusta’s poise is naturally elegant and lady-
like, whilst Hetty's is both aflected and
silly. Their tastes in literature, of course,
are correspondingly opposite; and, as for
;forts, Augusta loves them just as much as
etty scorns and despises them. Hetty's
taste in study furmiture, too, is half a dozen
times more extravagant than ever Augusta's
was in the past.
| So, verily, the tastes of these two ill-

matched s* *v-mates are. Tastes That
Differ] 2

LETTERS TO HAND
THIS WEEK:

By Augusta Ansfrulher-
Browne,

“ Dear Augusta,—You must excuse our cheek in writing to you.
The reason is, we've heard the full story from Sybil Spender—jyou
know, how you were expelled from the school for stealing some old
rags, or something, and took that awful job at Spender Court to’
put things right, and Sybil took full advantage of your position.
Well, that just about finishes it with us so far as the fair Syb. is
concerned. Candidly, we never thought she could be so mean.
heard the full story quite by accident, and we're ashamed to think
that we ever helped Syb. in the spiteful business at all.
deserve a pat on the back, Augusta, and you'll get it when we
jump on you suddenly some time next week!
meet once more that pretty little friend of yours from the North—
Peggy Preston, isn't her name? I know we were mean enough to
poke fun at her when she turned up at Spender Court, collecting
we didn't mean
apologised when you pointed it out in that light, Avgusta, didn't
we? Well, we're going to show you and Peggy just
we can be. And there’s Vivienne, too!
another waltz round with Viv!
looking forward to a jolly couple of hours with you and your chums,
Augusta!—Yours ever,

“Kiki Barbour, Phillida Tankeray, Cora Clayton, Daphne Lunton.”

“My dearest Augusta,—Or shall I call you Olive? 7That is the
pame that seems to stick in my mind.
a delightful and instructive time during our tour of the Continent,
and we only wish you were with us.
better for yourself that you should be accomplishing yourself at
You will be glad to learn that Your restraining,
softenifig influence upon my miece has been far more lasting than
appeared when 1 took her away from Cliff House.
Had you not been called away from the school to attend Dorothea
in her illness, Lorna would not have so lost control of herself. She
is always talking about you, Augusta, and in a way which shows
how strongly you have influenced her for the better.—Yours most

We
You
And we want to
it spitefully at all We
w friendly

We simply must have
Is she still keen on dancing? We're

My niece and I have had

But, of course, it is much

“E. M. Ballantine.”

“Dear Augusta,—] am having a simply ripping time so far away
from you; but—well,
You're
miss yon anything like so much as I do!
heaps and heaps to be seen, and I'm enjoying myself immenseiy.
And without spending much money, too!
to make rash outlay

I feel much more lonely than I expected
such a quiet and retiring being that 1 never
Still, there's

When I feel I would like

s, 1 often find myself thinking of you, and
then—well, I don't spend! And I feel just as happy_by saving the
money as by spending it. ) 2 .
route, and got on quite well with the foreign girls, but—well, it
isn't like Cliff House!
“With the best of love,

(There was also, of course,
that precious document, and a letter from Dorothea,

not quite understand at the time.
if I include a short letter from my Aunt Sarah, letting

a pleasant time she is having on holiday.—Augusta

I've been to a few boarding schools en

“Lorna Grey.”

the letter from my parents, emnclosing
which I did

1 was soon to, of course! And

SCOOOOTTOOOTTOTTOT

AUGUSTA!
By Clara Trevlyn.

Adored by us all is Augusta
For her modesty, mildness, and grace.
Far diffcrent from when she was just a
Proud spendtlirift—the scorn of the place!

Her temper was hot, even spiteful,
And with her we'd many a * row !
She was quite the reverse of delightful—
How different Augugta is now!
At the time when we were her cpponeuts
We owned she had courage to spare,
And Clif House had few such exponents
Of the spirit to do and to dare.
And even when she had the fancy
To “chum with"” and take up the part
Of Marcia Loftus and Nancy,
We knew she despised them at heart.
She suffered; but, facing disaster,
All heedless of trouble and pain,
In tl:ue part which Dame Fortune had fast
er—
The part o’ the girl, " Olive Wayne.”
And now she has all our affection—
This- girl who was put to the teft.
And the cry comes from every! direction:
* Augusta—she's one¢ of the best!”



" ON
HOLIDAY
WITH
AUGUSTA

By Peggy Preston (Fourth Form).

8 you might sappose, the kind of holi-
day that »is most econgenial to
Augusta’s temperament is a very,
very quict one, For my own part, I

rather appreciate a somewhat bustling boli-
day among throngs of peopls, unless ] wish
to study.

+ At the close of our adventures in France,
when we had made dear little Suzanne
Lupin one¢ of the happiest girls in the world,
the party of us had a few days om” our
hands. Most of the girls spent the time in
much-needed rest at their own houses, but
Augusta could not very well do that, and
she and I visited my parents, who were
taking their holiday at one of the quietest
covés on the South Coast. g

Well, I wasn't sorry for the ‘quief, after
the stirring times we had had across the
water, but Avgusta—she simply revelled in
it! When 1 asked her, later, what had been
her happiest hour of the holiday, she said
that it had been an hour she had spent
Iying full length on the grass-covered cliff,
sazing placidly at the waning tide—alone
with her thoughts!

But I can assure you that a holiday with
Augusta is not by any means the cheerless
business this might suggest. That was simply
the way Augnsta liked to pass her time
when I owas indoots, studying, But there
was a gmall tennisconrt not far away, and
many an enjoyable game we had there. We
also had many a delightful ramble.

Purt of the short time Augusta spent writ-
Ing verse, and in trying to paint one or two
pivturesque gea and inland scemes.  Twice
ghe showed how eager she is to help cren-
tures o distress,  Once she climbed some
dungerous erags to rescue a small bird with
i broken leg. On the other occasion she
saved the life of the afiectionate little dog
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OLIVE
WAYNE !

By Augusta
Anstruther-Browne.

INCE the day I resolved to make good,
my one regret has been that 1 dia
not learn my lesson earlier. And
what a day it was, too—the day when

I, definitely expelled from Clitfi Hodse, picked
up that {ateful newspaper in the train, and
saw the mews of my falher’s crash!

That was the only occasion 1 remember on
which I have found myself” considering
others before myself. Them I knew how
mwuch I loved my parents, and how grateful
I was for the good time they had let me
have, and realised how 1 had wasted that
time and their mopey! I was heartbroken—
full of torturing emotions.

I gave myself the name of Olive Wayne,
because 1 wanted something that was
totally unlike Augusta Anstruther-Browne—
something that was quiet, simple, and retir-
ing. 1 gave it, yon may remember, first
of all to a policeman who was struck by
my ill appearance as 1 wandered, homeless,
among the traffic about the great London
thoroughfares. It was the sight of the
moon—the waning, doleful, hopeless-looking
moon—that suggested the surname as being
a very fitting one for me at that moment.
And Olive—~what could =ound quieter and
more peaceful than that? \

Strauge as it seems, 1 do not miss the
old times in the least—the times of extrava-
gance, role-hreaking, and  pleasure-secking,
I never feel tempted to return to them. 1
get much more pleasure from a game of
cricket, now than ever 1 did from an evening
with Rybil Spender,  Buying a pretty, but
plain, dress now ont of my moderate allow-
ance, gives me much more delight than it
ditd 1o buy half a dozen of those gorgeous,
elaborate, and fincly-cut dresses on which I
spent such sums in the old days.

Nbo; I never feel that 1 want to.set foot

AUGUSTA
ANSTRUTHER
BROWNE !

R

By Angelica Jelly.

NLIKE the majority of the Fourth-
Formers at this school, Augusta
Anstruther-Browne is a remarkably
interesting girl. At all events, her

eareer is decidedly interesting. It has made
me wonder recently whether I myself will
ever be called upon to play in the same part
—whether I shall ever plunge into a sea of
recklessness, get myself expelled, and return
in the role of a second Oliver Wayne!

To tell the truth, I rather famcy myself
in the role of an Olive Wayne. There is
something fragrantly romantic about il.
Augusta did it Temarkably well, but I say
without hesitation that I could fulfil the
part much better, and deceive the whole
school much longer. With my hair bobbed,
tinted glasses before my eyes, and a limp
or hebble, I shopld be the centre of attrac-
tion at Clifil House!

Augusta was expelled for her recklessness, |
and now I feel I must divulge a secrel
whieh will surprise and shock my readers. 1,
Angelica Jelly, admired for my fine and
sterling earriage as 1 am, have a tendency
to be headstrong and reckless,  Realising
that the whole school regards me as its
model of sehoolgirl uprightness, I tight down
the temptation. But there it is! do_not, .
of course, spend the moncy on ¢lothes that
Augusta did, nor have I jt to spend. But
I have sometimes reficeted that, attired in
my new party dress’ and dining ont with
smart friends, I would look rather fetehing!

I hope—I earnestly hope, for the sake of
the school which regards me ns its exampliy
which looks up to me to do the proper thing
—I hope that 1 will not break out and do
anything desperate—anything that will get.

which had waccompunied her on a lonely
ramble, and which had got into difficulties
in the sea.

evening,
tented as 1 am,

again on the old path—not even for a single
I am completely happy and con-

me expelled from the school, to return as a
second Olive Wayne! But—who knows?
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MY VARIOUS
INTERESTS!

—

By Augusta Anstruther
‘Browne.

IFE at Clif Honse is simply crammed with interest. 1 bave
as keen an interest in sport as anybody. whem I am en-
gaged in it. When 1 am taking part in a cricket match
I think of nothing clse. I am full of zeal to do my best.

On the river I am the same—obsessed with that, and thoroughily in
my element swimming, rowing, or whatever might be afoot. Yes,
sport is one of my keenest interests!

But I have others which I cherish. In classes I set myself to
learn as much as possible, so that T may be quite accomplished
when 1 pass from Cliff House into the wide world. I am also fond
of reading, though of late I have favoured writings that take a
good of thought and concentration to appreciate.

My t enjoyable hours, however, 1 spend with my violin. My
violin is a companion which always shares my own emotions—sad,
gay, tranquil, or excited, always exactly the same as | am! _

I have lately spent a fair amount of my time composing music
myself, and the results bave proved much better than ever 1
anticipated. I don’t know what the judges would think of my
efforts, but every now and again, when I am in the mood, it gives
me the completest satisfaction to play them myself, and among
the girls they have met with the greatest appreciation.

Another interest that has recently grown within me is that of por-
traying any pretty scene of nature that strikes my fancy. First
of all I love to gaze at the scene, almost enraptured, then I set
to work to write verses—of sorts!—about it, and then 1 sketch it
in outline, and then I paint it. This may seem a queer interest,
or sequence of interests, and however worthless my results may be
from an artistic standpoint, I feel I must do as 1 have detailed!

Another quiet pursuit I am fond of is peedlework, though I am
not by any means brilliant at it. And yet another interest that
claims my attention is gardenigg! I don’t know why this is; per-
haps it is because, when gardening, the mind is absolutely at rest,
and sort of resuscitating itself, but I often give old Ephraim
Pennyfarthing a helping hand, much to his surprise and delight!
So on the whole T find | prefer these quieter interests to the more
vigorous-ones of snort.

ORGUSTER
ANSTROOTHER-BROWN
A YEWLERGY.

By Bessie Bunter.

0, deer rgeders! Sertingly mot! The above 15 not, in case
you have got the idear, an insult! It is not the samé us
saying: “Orguster—A Duffer,” or “Orguster—-A Boohy,”
tho I admit that it looks like it.

You_will ind the werd “ Yewlerzy,” spelt rongly, as yewsyvewal, in
the dikshunary. You will see that it means enkoamium, aud when
you look up the meaning of that you will find that it is panuyjirrik,
and when you look uwp the meaning of that you will find that it is
adderlayshum, or ekstollashun, or lordashun, and when you ask
somebody the meaning of all that, they will tell you that it is high

raize
y That is what Orguster dizzerves—high praize.
this yewlergy is jollv well going to give her!

Orguster is ferst rate at everything were other gerls are good,
and sh¢ also eksells at things where only a few gerls are good—
such as mewsic and akting. She is a fine orl-rounder at krikket,
and in the feeld at deep mid-slip point she is only to be beaten by
one gerl I know. [ dop’t give you any cloo as to the name of this
gerl, for, as you will have seen, I have made it a ferm rool to
leeve myself rite out of these brillyunt artikels.

Orguster would do anybody for anything—1 mean, anything for
anybody. 8he is not the gerl to carst dowt on a geri’s staitments
conserning ekspekted remmittunces—not often, anyway. She is a
splendid gerl! She cashed a remmittunce in advance for me only
this mornin! She's a ripping gerl! She let me help my:elf at her
cubberd only this afternocon! She’s a topping gerl! But when {
bumped into her as she was drinking tea, she chased me out! She
has her faults, of course, like most peeplé!

This brillyunt yewlergy, deer reeders, will not be compleet withon
a werd of praize to Orguster's farther, Mr. Orguster Anstroother
Brown. Mr. Orguster has ®one to Orstraylier to make a forchun
and this is a very wise plan on his part. It's {ust what T'll do if
ever I'm broke. You just take a boat, and tell them to stop ab
the Yewnited Straits of Orstraylier, and then make a forchun,
and come back with it, and there you Wre! -

S0 ~now, deer reeders, three chears for Orguster Anstroother-
Brown, and her iuther, and her sister Dorrertheer, and Mre

And that’s what

Orguster Anstroother-Brown!



Every Thursday.

AUGUSTA’S TRUST!

(Continued from page 264.)

her searchingly, she answered in the
affirmative. %n point of fact, the men-
tion of Dorothea had caused Augusia to
remember her sister’s letter. Dorothea
was in the North, but not in the same

locality.

“And she knew the name—that's
strangs,” added Mabel Lynn.

“Kuew {he name,”  ejaculated
Augusta. “How did she know Doro-
thea 7" A

“Yes, che hecard the name. She

started rather when 'we mentioned it,
and couldn't say where she’d heard it."”

Y Oh, perhaps someone who’s
acquainted with Dorothea’s {riends!”
murmured Augusta, and she frowned.

Could this girl supply news of
Dorothea? she wondered.  Her sister’s
change of address had been sudden, and,
as far as she knew, without reason.

“Why,” exclaimed Phyllis
enddenly, “{herve’s the gil! Ask her,
Augusta.” She put her hand to her
mouth and called: *Caryl! Car-ryl!”

A dark girl who was standing near the
irees turned, and Phyllis waved.

She hurried forward.

But Augus'a, who had moved forward
to greet her, stopped. Her bag slipped
from her fingers to the ground.

Her eyes almost goggled from her head
as the found herself staring at the girl
who had been on the boat—the com-
panion of the woman in black!

Howell

Mistaken Identity or——

L1} UGUSTA I”?
‘““What
matter |”

In amazement they stared at
their chum as she stood as though rooted
to the ground, blinking at-the new girl.
And the new girl—something in her atti-
tude seemed to tell them that thesa two
had met before.

Caryl Bagshaw was the first to speak.
She advanced, with hand outstretched,
smiling.

“How do you do?” she said. *1I sup-
pose you are the girl who went to
Southampton—Augusta Smith?”

““ Anstruther Browne,” Augusia cor-
rected her. :

*Oh, I thought that was the name of
the girl who lived in the wnorth”
answered the other quietly. “I make
such silly mistakes about names.*”

“My sister lived in the north. Did
you know her?”

“No. I've heard the name. My
father’'s solicitor’s married daughter had
that name, but we quarrelled with her,
That's why I was so surprised, when
someone mentioned the name.”

“It isn't a common name, either,”
added Peggy Preston. ''Still, the north
is full of strange names—and the south
and east and west as well, for the matter
of that.”

“But I've seen you before,” eaid
Augusta. “You came off the Sahara at
Southampton.”

She watched the girl’s face keenly to
note the effect of that remark, and she
was not disappointed. For a second the
girl ehanged colour, Then she laughed
rather awkwardly.

“I1 haven't been nearer to Southamp-
ton than Friardale Station,” she said.
“I came from the ngrth, where I'm
living.” . .

“But, I'm certain,” protested Augusta.
#Y¥You were on the gangway——"

on earth’s the
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The girl still smiled and shook her
head.

“I've never even seen Southampton!”
she laughed. “There are probably dozens
of girls like me about.”

“But I'm sure. 1 should not forget
your face so soon——"

« 'The girl shrugged her shoulders.

Barbara® Redfern looked a
surprised.

“1 suppose she ought to know where
she’s been, Augusta,” she remarked
chidingly.

“She " ought to,” “agreed Augusta.
“And,” she added laconically, “I don't
suggest that she doesn’t.”

. A glance round at the faces of the
other girls showed her that they regarded
her attitude as peculiar. But she did not
care. There was-no mistaking that face,
nor the figure,

" “Well, one can hardly be in two places
at once!” protested Caryl Bagshaw.
““Anyway, T don't see that it matters,”

“Nor do 1,” agreed Dolly Jobling.
“Poor Augusta’s overwrought——"

“I am not. But I won't argue; I'm
too tired. Where's Gwen Cook? I've
got a photo for her.”

“Gwen’s doing lines.
see you.”

Augusta nodded as she left the group.
Looking back, half-way across the quad-
rangle, she saw that they were talking,
and that some of ‘them were casting
curious glances at her.

To them her persistence that Caryl had
been at Southampton must have scemed
peculiar. But, peculiar or not, it was
the truth, and she would stand by her
statement. ®

Now she hurried into the School
House to find Gwendoline Cook, Gwen
was in the Form-room, busily writing
away, but at Augusta’s entrance she
jumped up.

“Oh, here you are, then!” she ex:
claimed. “I wanted te come to the
station, but Miss Steel lined me for run-
ning about in the corridors. Iave you
got the photo?”

“Yes. And there are two of mine
there. One of a ship, and one of a
woman in a doorway.”

*Oh, your mother, T suppose?”

“No; someone else. Mother and
father haven't come.” -

trifle

She wanted to

“Haven't come? I say! What has
happened?”
“They went ashore at Aden, and

didn’t come back ; so I suppose they were
delayed.”

“Oh, I'm awfully scrry, Augusia!”

said Gwen sympathetically.  * And
haven’'t they cabled, even?”

“No. hat’s what's so funny, I
s}muld have thought that they’d do
that.”

“Yes, it is sirange. But they’ll write.
I shouldn’t worry, Augusta.”

Gwen tock the camera and returned to
her desk.

“Thanks awfully for getting this snap-
shot 1" she said. *‘T'll finish the reel, and
develop them. There's only two blanks
now.”

“Yes.
Bye-bye !”

Augusta hurried to the dormitory, and,
looking round first to make certain that
the room was deserted, she opened the
bag and brought out the paper.

* She racked her brains for a hiding-
place, then smiled as an obvious one
occurred to her. 3

Over her bed was a picture. A
Garden in Late Summer,” it was called,
Unhooking it, she scon had the back off,
To slip in the paper, and return the pie-
ture to its former position was but the
work of a moment.

Smiling at the excellence yet simplicity

Any time will do for mine,
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of the hiding-place, she unpacksd ihe
rest of her bagay

But suddexﬁy she paused, and the ex-
pression of her face altered. She turned
suddenly and stepped back.

For in the centre of the room was Caryl
Bagshaw !

“Is this the Fourth Form dormitory?"
asked Caryl, with an engaging smile.

“Yes. How long have you bheen
here?”

“Been here?
The school?”

“Noj this room!” retorted Augusta
snappishly, - “You know what I mean.
You have been watching me.”

“Watching?” repeated the other.
“Wh shou?d I watch you? Anyone
would think you were a criminal by the
guilty way you started when I came in.”

“You came in just now, then?™
Aungusta asked, with a sigh of relief.

She could have kicked herself then for
the way in which she had acted. Had
she asked no questions, perhaps Caryl
would not have suspected anything.

Now, what else was there for her to
do? Caryl must suspect that something
was wrong.” And if, as Augusta thought,
she were in communication with the
weman in black, then she would searchk
the dormitory.

And now Augusta fixed her with a
keen, penetrating look,

“This is the Fourth Form dormitory/"
she said elowly. *‘Is there anything you
want? ,Your bed, I think, will be that
one ,

And she indicated a bed that stood at
the far end of the long row.

“I see. That is what I wanted to
know. May I use that dressing-table?
My hair is untidy.”

“Yes, if you wish.” ¢

Augusta hesitated; then, as the girl
turned to the dressing-table, she went
from the room. For a short distance che
walked down the passage. ”

There she paused, thinking. To all
intents, Caryl was innocent of any
uiterior motive, but—— Augusta felf
that there was a very big “but ™ indeed.

A movement in the dormitory caught
her ear, and she crept back softly on
tiptoe.

Still cautious, she threw open the
dormitory door, and peered round.

Her lips tightened at the sight that met
her eyes. ;

Caryl Bagshaw was standing by her
bed, and the picture of late summer was
in her hand, )

She had just turned it over, and was
now opening the back.

“You did come earlier, then?”
marked Augusta coldly. .

Caryl wheeled round, and the picture
fell on to the bed. Her frightened eyes
met Augusta’s, and she stammered a
reply.

!"{‘heﬂtlm picture fell down. It must
have been hung .insecurely.” .

“You mean you were watchingswhen
you came in—" ;

“Watching you!
with the picture?” :

Augusta paused, Caryl Bagshaw was
evidently not an easy girl with whom to
deal., Her face befrayed her, but her
words were cunning. *

“1t would be better if you spoke the
truth occasionally.” That picture did not

Whery, do you mean?

re-

What has that to do

fall down. And you were on the
‘¢ Sahara 'V
. “T was not on the ‘ Sahara.” Don’t be

absurd! Why, I came from the North
this morning.”

“Tt is useless to tell me that!” snapped
Auguste. “I know. that you were.
do not forget faces.” She paused, and
smiled. * Besides, I have a photograph
of you. You were behind a man with a
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blue tic; he was bemg phol.ogrlphed and
1 was one of the pl otognﬁ
mmriber now, you were in the photo
W here is the photograph !
“When Gwen Cook has developed it

1 will show it to you, after I have shown
it to ’lhe rest of the Form, and denounccd
you.

- Denou need
mean?

“1 don’t krow why you are here that
is what I mean. Your mother, aunt or
whoever she is—that “omnn in black—

me!  How do Fou

she tried to get the pa

“Paper! You must be mm:l! I don't
understand.” -

And Caryl DBagshaw Inolied really
amazed.

Augusta laughed.

“I'm mnot a simpleton!” she said
angrily. “ Please don’t try to deceive
me! You ec from Australia. You
ther is. 1 sce it now—
you and your black-dressed friend
schemed io get my father and mother
ashore, and leave them there——"

Now Caryl looked really dazed.

“You are talking above .my head.

What black-dressed woman do you
mean "
Augusta snapped her fingers im-

patiently.
“Don’t foo!l 'me! 1t is only wasting
time. . I tell vou,” you shall never get

the er !"

Caryl smiled. ’

“I am sure vou are making some |
great mistake,” she - said. “1 know |
nothing about a paper——'"

Augusta deew 4n a deep hreath,

“Very well,” she said: “we shall see.’

She crossed “to- the pieture, opened the
In- k, and took out the envelope she had
placed there, .

“Here is the paper!” she exclaimed.
“Look at it care ‘[I\
you will’ ever see it.”

And she noted tlml Caryl did look at

i keenly, but Carvi's eyes were innocent |

~hen she looked at Augusta nzam
+ I think you're over-excited,”
rl‘lml_v. and in the most enraging mannecr

was not there, I tell you!|

the said |

“Perhaps it would be better ‘.

S1Me.
E:’l")ou to lie down and sleep for a while.
You will proh'\blv hear from your father
to-morrow."

“Sleep!” echoed \ug’uth
that you can steal the paper!

“*Yez; so

The other shrugged her shoulders. and |

turned back to the dressing-table.
Aungusta waited a minute, then went from
the room, still' holding the paper,

And the rest of the evening she spent
in her study, after resolving to hide the
paper when night fell. Bed-time was not
far , and she strolled down to the

Common-room, hoping that the enliven-

ing atmosphere there might cheer her.

But as she opened the door, she
realised that the Atm ere, though
cnlivening, was not ul,  The

Common-room was in an nprolr.

“IVs a rotten trick!” Gwen Cook waa
saying. “1 don’t know who has done
it, but it's mean!"”

Gwen's tone was tremulous, almost
tearful.

“Well, I haven't seen’ it,” declared
Ciara Tre\-l\m determinedly. "~ “I think
ghosts are all bosh, and that you're a
silly fathead to think about them; all
the same I wouldn't take your camera.
And I don't see why anyone else should
want to steal a ltupld photograph of a
ghost maniae—""

“Perhaps ‘ym don’t!” retorted Gwen
shortly. “‘But—but 1 want that

th I‘l, rh A k- f

“Well, pe ugusta took-it for
something ?’ smloo hotheaded,
Gnen, uid Barhn Redfern.
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r;nr!ﬂ crowded round her,
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All heads turned, and Cwen came !
quickly towards her as Augusta spoke.

“You haven’t had my camera?"” asked
Gwen eagerly. “I left it in the study,
but it's gone now!™

“Your camera
Augusta; and she

1

gone ! ejaculated
looked round thc

room
e “think I can guess who has takon
it,” she said slowly. “Caryl Bagshaw.,”
*“ Caryl Bngshn\\ P
It was an in But
.\ugnstu nodded, &

“Yes, In the photo 1 took of the
g-hmt-man ‘Caryl was included. She was
just behind him. It was proof that she
was at Southampton——

“But, what on earth! Why should
she want to destroy it, even if she were
at Southampton ? And she says that she
came from the North.”

“Well, she didn’t ! I had proof in that
photograph——""

us chorus,

Augusia stopped, as a g.rl in a dusky

corner of the room rose.
ixeuse me! T must defend myself,”

said the quiet voice of Caryl. “But I
was not at Southampton; and T didn't |
take the camera. I have not the pleasure
of Gwen Cook’s acquaintance, nor o
T know where her study is.”

“You could find on‘f" interrupted
Augusta. “You s on me in the
dormitory. If you have spied once von
will spy again.” Girls "—she looked at

them all—"that girl is here to steal the
paper father sent. . A woman at South-
ampton tried to get i from me, and
Caryl Bagshaw was with“the woman, as
the photograph would prove.”

. There was an excited buzz of talk at
l]lul and all eves were turned upon the
:]n!. girl in the centre of the room.

** You still keep up that ridiculous in-
venlion ! she asked, with an impassive |
“T tell you, that yon are excited |
I don't know what
paper you have. But it would case your
wind {o send-it back to your father.”

“1 don't know where ke is, That is
a thing you kmnow.”

Fhere was a dranmtic <ilence then.

But  Agnes ' White, frowning rather, {
l:-m! forward.

“But you have heard Trom your
iathor Augusta  surely | rhe  asked.
.\ l!‘legrlm came for you.’

“For.me?

“Yes, the bey brought it—""

Agnes White broke.off and coloured,
“ Where is it?" asked Augusta.
‘Aghes, frightened, bit her lips, and the

“Don't say you forgot to mention it
exclaimed €lara Treﬂyn “ You--you
absent-minded dummy!”

Agnes went a deeper shade of pink.
Her reputation for absent-mindedness
was colossal.  But this—it was frankly

the “limit,”

“I—I'm most awfully sorry !’ she
stammered. “The—the boy gave it to
me.  I.mecant to bring it to you. I—I
thou ht T had—"

ever mind!” inter ruplml Augusta,
“The point is where is it now ?

Agnes, feeling herself the cvnosure of
accusing eyes,

“I—T think- it's
pocket,” she md
safe while T—"'

Clara Trevlyn stepped forward.

in my sports coal-
“I put it somewhere

“What's that stuck in the neck of
vour drill dress?” she asked.
Agnes started, and drew out an

orange-coloured envelope.

There was an angry buzz of talk, and
some laughter, but Augusta heeded
neither, She took the envelope and
ripped it open, her eyes dancing with
exciterment.

But as she straightened the crumpled
telegram, her face took on a startled
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look, and she read the message {hrongh

and through.
“Bad mnew=?" exclaimed a dozen

voices,
“I-I don’t know,” murmured
Augusta.  “It's not from father—it's

from someone else,”

Then. to their amazement, she walked
from ﬁno room, shutting _ the door.

Caryl” Bagshaw made a movement as
lhough to follow her, but stopped. And
while the girls in the Common-room told
the forgetful Agnes what they thought
of her, Augusta was standing in the
passage outside.

Her eyes were full of amazement, and
with reason; for the telegram read :

“Be in your study to-night at eleven.
Mum's the word.—DoOROTHEA.”

B first stroke of eleven, Augusta

rose frem her bed and lhpped on
- ber slippers and dressing-gown. From
under the sheet she drew the precious
envelope, then stole scftly from. thes
dormitory.

Very cautlou-]\ Auqu;l‘.a opened the
study " door, and peered mln the dark-
Hess,

Then, to show her sister that she was

in the study to keep the strange appoint-
ment. she lit a stump of a candle that

Caryl Comes to Terms!
0O0M !
As the school clock struck the

4‘ was in the cupboard.

Its fickering light made the shadows
awesome, and Augusta, listening to the
ctately ticking of the clock on the mansa!-
shelf. wondered how long her sisler
would be.

She leant her arms on the table, and
unmied the ticking seconds of ihe' clock.

“One bundred and four.”  she
mumbled, and almost imperceptibly hee
head nodded.

She rested it upon her hands,

Tap, tap, tap!

She lifted her Thead, and her heart
seemed lo beat in her throat.

Tap, tap! came the distinel sound.

Augusta blew out the candle, and im-
mediately the mopulight silbouetied a
figure on the Llind.

Swiftly she let it up, and she could
rol help a start of surprise as she saw
ihe face of Doro!h(-u pressed against the
windew-pane.

“All right!” she whispered, and, inch
by inch, with consummate care, raised
tha window.

Then she gave her sister her hand and

kelped her in.
“At last!” murmared Dorothea
shakily. “Oh, gracious, Augusfa!”

And, mometitarily bereft of breath, shia
sank into the armchair. Augusta pulled
the blind. 7

“Well.” she exclaimed sofily, “ you
nlwaysewere an athlete, Dornthea—bur
you dou't mean to say you climbed the
ivy!”

Dorothea smiled wanly and nodded.
She was a pretty girl with deep blus
eves and a roguish smil Her ¢l
once siylish, were dus't and threadbare.

“Same old togs,” she smiled. breath-
lessly. *““Oh, Augusta, I'm in a merry
Gz

And her face saddened. The weak
lines about the mouth, the lack of firm-
ness ‘%lil the chin, wet-u* n:iurﬂe

“What's wrong,” ugusta.

Ii was tg see that she was ihe
stronger of two. Always she had
tnkon the lead, though she was vounger.

“QOh, same old stunt! I acted the
goat. You know what a fool T am.
Cissy Blades ran up a huge bill, and then
stole to get the cash, but she left the
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blame on me. It was my fault. If I
hadn't been such a chump the evidence
wouldn't be against me. But there it
is, And now there’s a warrant out for
me.,"”’

*A warrant?” asked Auvgusia. “A
police warrant?”

She looked at her sister, aghast, and
Dorothea nodded,

“Well, I can’t give Cissy away, and
it’'ll take the police months to get me.
I'm going to Australia to the pater.”

Augusta drew a deep breath.

“Then you didn’t get his letter.”

“What letter?”

Dorothea loocked amazed.

““Why, the pater and mater are on
their way home.”

And Augusta explained briefly what
had happened, while her sister, leaning
forward, listened in amazement. Despite
her twenty-three years, Dorothea had a
child-like look of simplicity at times, and
now her flippancy was annoying.

“What a rare old do!” she chuckled.
“And you've got this paper. Wonder
what it 1s? Shall we see?”

“No, we won't! It's the pater’s, not
ours.”

Dorothea shrugged her slim shoulders,

“Funny kid,” she said. “You've
changed lately.”

“It’'s a pity you haven'l,” returned
Augusta grimly, *“ What do you iniend
doing now? You can't go to Australia.”

Dorothea looked round the study.

“It’s not too bad here,” she mused.
“T could shake down in this room all
right. Of course, it’s rather small.”

Augusta frowned,

“Don’t you realise that the police are
after you? Suppose they come here
and arrest you, Can you prove your
innocence ?"’

“Oh, they won’t arrest me! DBesides,
you can hide me here. There are secret
passages and places. It'll be rather fun.
Besides, I'm not tall—with a drill dress
and my hair down and a little make-up
I could look like a schoolgirl. There are
so many here they wouldn’t realise a new
face.”

“Of course they would. Marcia Loftus,
for one, would find out about it. You've
been here before.”

Dorothea chuckled.

“Talking of that—remember how I bet
you I could climb- this ivy?”

“ And I said you'd be insane to do so.
And I still retain that opinion. Suppose
it had given way.”

“Oh, suppose—suppose—suppose ! Sup-
pose the sky fell in!”

“Oh, do talk sensibly!” said Augusta
impatiently, ‘It must be nearly twelve
o'clock. Goodness, I've got enough to
worry me as it is! Doesn’t it worry you
that father and mother are missing, and
that this paper may be important ?”

“Oh, well, yes! But the pater ean
look after himself. You worry too much.
It'll all come right.”

“Yes, that's the way you loock at
things. I admit they generally do come
right in the end—for you. But you don’t
do anything towards it; you leave it to
other people.”

“Y leave it o those who are com-
petent,” said Dorothea, with a sarcastic
tilt of the head. “And you, dear
Augusta, are competent enough for both
of us. I leave it entirely to you. My
fate is in your hands, and your dear,
sweet conscientiousness will carry me
through the toughest day, as Shakespeare
Ilj'l." i

“Oh, for goodness’ sake, be serious!
What 18 to be done?™ R

And while Augusta, frowning

anxiously, pondered on the difficult ques-
tion, Dorothea hummed a musical
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comedy waltz and lounged back lazily in
the armchair.

“Got anything?’ she asked, as
Augusta’s expression changed slightly.

“Yes. It's the box-room for you
to-night, Dorothea,” she said grimly.
“Like 1t or lump it! I'll get you some
food, and lock you in.”

“The box-room! Oh!”

Dorothea groaned aloud. She rose
from the arm-chair, stretched herself,
and lounged to the door.

Augusta opened the eupboard door and
took out a loaf of bread, some butter,
and a tin of milk. Raking in the drawer,
she found a tin-ovener,

“That’s your ration !” she said.

Dorothea pulled a face and pouted.

““No fruit salad, no merry oysters—no
nunninks !

“You're on prison diet now to gel you
in  training,’”” said the younger sisier
firmly, and Dorothea groaned in resigna-
tion.

“Oh, well, I leave it o you, as usual.”

Dorothea opened the door, then paused,
starting nervously,

P

?
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but she couid not pretend to like it!
Suppose the police should come to the
school? It was a far from remote possi-
bility ; in fact, it was a probability.

And if they did, Augusta knew that
ounce more it would be ‘“up to her.”

She could imagine Dorothea weak and
pleading, Dorothea helpless. Besides, she
must stand by Dorcthea. Dorothea was
her mother’s favourite, and perhaps her
father’s.

If she deseried Dorothea there would
be irouble. And ASgusta, feeling her
responsibilities thick upon her, sat up
and tried to think hard.

The paper—she had that—yes, that was
all right. Dorothea was safe. Until her
father wired, there was nothing for her
to do but wait—for until then she had no
idea what she was to do but guard the
paper, g

That much was clear; and Dorothea,
she must be kept in hiding till—till
goodness knew when—Augusta did not !

But a girl not far away, in a bed into
which she had just crept, a girl whose
first night it was in the school, thought

‘ is i ’ 1 3
CANCELLED ! § 0, os. o2t no2 S tne rmsod for i now 15
ugusta shook her head.

“Thought I heard someone,” she said,
“ —a door shutting 7"’

“Rubbish! Nerves,
hunted criminal
Dorothea.”

But Dorothea was not mistaken about
the door !

With many grumbles, Dorothea settled
herself in the dusty box-room, amongst
trunks and boxes. Augusta, bidding her
good night, left her with the bread,
butter, and milk.

Certainly Dorothea would not starve,

And Augusta, happy regarding that,
returned to bed.

But she did not sleep.
much to worry her.

Dorothea had taken the matter lightly,
but Augusta had seen through that
fiippant exterior. She knew her sister
well, knew her every gesture and
emotion, and she knew mstinctively that
Dorothea's flippancy to-night had been
but a disguise. Dorothea felt that the
end was near,

Dorothea could not lock after herself—
and it had always been Augusta’s task to
look -after her., She took it as nataral,

~ You've got the
feeling! . Box-room,

She had too

that she could make a very good guess.

And, as she heard Augusta turning
restlessly in bed, she chuckled softly to
hersélf.

Caryl Bagshaw held a trump card up
her sleeve, and she was sufficiently devoid
of scruples to play it.

The Trump Card!
o XCUSE me!”
E Augusta turned sharply, and

looked far from pleased as she
heard herself thus addressed by
Caryl Bagshaw,

“You want me " she asked coldly,

Caryl smiled.

“Unpleasant, but true. T want you!"
She looked about her. “I've got a
trunk,” she said cantiously.

Augusta stared at her.

“So have 1,” she said. “I believe
Babs has—and Mabs. Even elephants
have them !”

Caryl smiled.

“Exactlv. Bul T want my trunk. ¥

Tee ScrooL Friexp.— No.-165,
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‘don’t want to create a scene, but I want
my trunk—"

‘Augusta stared at her,
ihan ever.

“And the trunk's in the box-room!
But the box-room's locked ! You, as an
old scholar, may knov\ where the kev is!”

“The key

Augusta gripped her hand tightly, and
clenched her teeth, hoping that she had
betrayed no sign of amazement.

““What sort of trunk is it " she asked.
“Perhaps I can ge@it out for you! I—I
may be able to find a key that will fit!”

“Oh, if the key's missing I shall have
to g0, to Miss Steel !”

more amazed

“No, don’t do that!” exclaimed
Auguala quickly.

“Don't—why "

Augusta bit her lips, and gave the girl
a keen side-glance. .

Caryl was smiling slightly, her lips
twitched, and there was a faint twinkle
in her eyes. Perhaps it would Le better
described as a glitter.

“I-—I can get it out!” Augusta said,
with an effort.”

It was hard to clidib down to Caryl.

“XNo, thanks. I don’t want it out. I
want to look for something!”

Augusta drew a breath and clenched

er hands harder. She would have liked
Lo shake Caryl; the girl's smile incensed

er.

“ Just gu e me the box-room key,’
Caryl. “It'll save me going to Miss
Steel. You wouldn’t like me to do that,
would yon ?”

“I—I-I don't see that it matters to
me,” said Augusta rather huskily, and
fear gripping at her heart made her
wonder what the other girl had dis-

covered.
But—do think of

*“No, perhaps not !
your sister !”
And Caryl lnughed softly as she beheld
iho r-vprcumn on Aug:mm s face.
I-1 don't  understand!
s-hh\r ad
“Yes.. You can't keep her locked up
there all day! She'll get tired of brown
bread and butter, and tinned milk !”
Angusta’s eyes blaze, d.
“You—you spy!” she
thickly.
Caryl held up her hand.
“ Shush ! she molioned. *“You don't
want the whole school to know!
Gracious, what would the Form say, eh,

" said

My

exclaimed

give me the paper,

not
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if they learn that dear Augusta’s sister
was a thief? What would your mother
and father say if, when they came home
from Australia, they had to visit a
duughter in prison 7"

“Don’t! Don't!" pleaded Augusta,

Caryl shrugged her shoulders.

* An unfortunate picture when painted
in true colours; but—well, I'm mﬁmg {o
keep silent.”

Augusta did not reply. Perspiration
was standing on her forehead in beads.
Her face was strained. From the bottom
of her heart she loathed this girl, and
now she knew that she was in her power.

And Caryl knew it. Caryl thought the
time ripe for her trump card.

“Your mother's fond of Dorothea,”
she suggested. “I know that she is. She
said so on the boat. Yes, I was there all
right; but one has to step carefully.
Your mother and your father are both
fond of Dorothea. They'd hate her to
be in prlaon' On the other hand, the
option

“The—paper ! exclmmed Augusta.

“Yes, the paper; the option of the
gold clmm is pauth(ally worthless [

“It is not—it

“That is for you to decide!
then,

If you
of cowrse,
Dorothea goes free. But——"" She leant
forward till her face almost touched
Augusta’s. “Bat lf—you—du——not—ﬂu;‘n
I—tell the police !™

“Tell the police !”

Augusta repeated the words in a daze,
and at first the full enormiiy of the
threat did not dawn upen her.

Caryl would tell the police, Dorothea
would be arrested, and then—then the
picture that Caryl had painted would
come true!

Oh, what a home-coming for her
mother ! Tt would break her heart to
find her daughter in prison. It could
be.  ¥Yel Dorothen would be too
lackadaisical to gather evidesice to prove
her evidence.

She - might even judge: prison to he

“ratber -a lark.”

But Augusta knew what it would
mean to her sister in later vears—knew
that it might break her mother's he cart.
Oh, if only she could know Dorothea's
innocence !

Would there be time?

Caryl seemed to be reading the girl's
thoughts.

“Yon can take your time,” she said
casually. **But T mean just what I have
said, and T shall keep my eye on the box-
room and its precious contents.”

Augusta took a step forward, then hesi-
tated. To take strong action would not
help, dearly though she longed to be a
man facing a man, and be able to give
physical expression to her over-wrought
feehngs

Caryl had the whip-hand.
was there to do?

Her sister—she could not let her go to
prison. But if the paper were important
—and deubiless it was. since there were
such persistent efforts to steal it—that
must be kept.

Caryl had mentioned a gold-mine and
an option.

Had her father a chance to buy some
land that confained gold? If so, then
the paper was probably of paramount
importance. She must not part with it !

And she looked at Caryl determinedly.

“1 will not part with it!” she an-
nounced, fixing the girl with her eyes.
& bather has trusted me with it—-"

“ And you really think that he would
rather let his daughter go to prison? 1
wonder what dear Dorothea would say
about it?” laughed Caryl jeeringly.
“You had better speak to her before you
make rash decisions. Tt won't be
pleasant for you, mind, if the police

And what
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c]c;mo fo arrest your sister. Don’t forget
that !

“I haven't forgotten it. ' Only =
coward would make such threats. How
a girl couhi be such a sneak I can’d
think !

“Names do not hurt me, so don't
waste your \ulunble breath |* nhrugged
the other. “And don't keep me wait-
ing. Better make your decision as nool'
as possible,”

And she turned suddenly and wnlked

Augu._lu breathing deeply, watthed
her recedmg ligure, realising that the
climax had been reached. Caryl Bag-
shaw had showed her hand, and Augusta
could not but admit that it was a power-
ful one.

And she was left to make the choice—
the terrible choice. Either she must
betray her sister or her father’s trust.

What would Dorothea say?! Augusta
felt a tremor of nervousness. Dorothea
was unreliable. Would she be weak

now? Would she suggest giving up the
paper ?

No. Burely there must be some way
out, some intermediate path that avoided
either drastic course?

Caryl's was no idle !hreat Out of
Elte the girl would betray Dorothea to
the police. She had no better feelings,
and to hope that her threat was empty
would be foolish.

So Augusta, distressed in mind, mads
her way with great caution to the box-
room.

She opened the door quietly, and
entered.
Dorothea from a seat on a trumk

looked at her. and smiled.

“Cheer-ho!” she said. “T've had a
jolly night. The view from here is
good_tophole in fact. And I can keep
an eye on the gates in case the merry
police should enter—"

But she paused, and examined her
sister’s face.

Augusta was looking worried and per-
turbed. The way in which she closed
the door told of her uneasiness,

“What's the matter ?” asked Dorothea
quickly.

And Augusta told her.

“My!” Dorothea exclaimed, and her
look was semious. “You mean that the
little spy knows all about the paper, and
is simply here to get hold of it *”

 Apparently.”

“ And she \\nnh me to Le given up to
the police? Why?”

““ She doesn't uaut it. Only if T do not
give up the paper she will give up you.
She thinks I'm certain to give up the
paper.

“And you're not?” murmurod Doro-
thea, with a whimsical smile.

She leaned back against the wall,
clasped her hands behind her head.

“Well, how can I, Dorothea? If this
paper means the possession of a gold-
mine—wealth to the pater and mater—
I:ow can I give it up? I have no right

and

‘1\0 of course not. My fault, really !”
mghed Dorothea. “I'm al\\a\w getting
in the cart. Now, if I weren’t botherin’
you, you could tell-that kid to go and
eat coke.”

She frowned despondently.

“The pater's a good sort,” she mused,
rather wistfully. .* Ie's done a lot for
me, and he doesn’t grumble. I don't
suppose he'd grumble if you gave up the
paper to save me, but it wouldn't be fair.
It wouldn’t.”

She smiled.

“After all, I need a lesson. TLet them
get me, Augusta. I sha'n’t hurt in

rison, shall 1?7 They get good food, TI've
'l:enrd and it isn't as though I'd ‘done
anything to deserve it.™
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Buby Augusia could not accept that
light view of the matter.

“The mater couldn’t bear to know you
were in prison. Bgsides, the disgrace!
1f you're not guilty, we can save you,
surely 1"

Dorothea shock her head.

“It's an off-chance,” she said. “I've
promised the girl I shall keep silent, and

T must. It won't hurt me. After all,
you're between two fires. If the paper
goes, the mine goes for ever. And—and

I sha'n’'t get more than a year,” she
added, with a half-hearted smile. ‘‘Then
1 shall come out. and it'll be over. The
mine and the wealth will live down my
pest perhaps.” i 8

“PBut, Dorcthea, innocent or guilty, it
wounld ruin your life. Mother couldn’t
bear it.”

Dorothea shrugged her shoulders.

“Dear kid, if the choice is beiween the
two, it must be either the paper or—"

Augusta shook her head.

“I—I don’t know what to do!” she
“said huskily. “How can I make the
decision—-~"

She broke off and listened. Dorothea
went to the window, but her sister
pulled her sharply back.

“Don't show your face. They are call-
ing. It sounded like my name.”

Then she caught sight of a uniformed
boy in the quadrangle.

“ A telegram—perhaps a cable. Oh,
Dorothea, it may be from father! I
must sec.”

And she whirled from the room, but
not too quickly to lock the door securely.

Down into the quadrangle she went,
and almost collided with Clara Treviyn,
who ran excitedly to meet her.

“(able for you!” cried Clara breath-
lessly, and she waved an envelope.

Fxcitedly Augusta took it from her,
and ran her finger through the flap, tear-
ing it open.

She spread out the slip of paper and
reard the contents eagerly.

Her face lighted up, and she turned {o
run back to the School House.

“All vight?” asked Clara.

“Yesz, They!ll be home in a day or
two. hut I can't stop now.”

“Well!" exclaimed Clara, and she
slared after Augusta’s fleeting figure in
amazement.

But Augusta was thinking only of-her
telegram. She rushed up the passage to
the box-room, and almost forgot caution.

It was not until she was nearly to
the door that she remembered. Some
Third-Formers were in the passage, and
she wailed until they had passed by.

" Then she unlocked the deor and flung
it wide.

“A cable!” she cried excitedly.

Dorothea nodded.

“Read it out,” she said.

“¢ Arriving shortly, letter follows.
Take paper t6 Dawson, land agent, 13,
Dulecque Street, London, before twelve
o'clock p.m. Thursday 23¢d.” ”

“ Dawson,”  ejaculated - Dorothea.
#0Oh, he's a solicitor or land agent or
someone, isn't he?! Then this'll be
urgent. My word, isn't to-day the
twenty-third 7"

Aungusta rather worriedly nodded.

Dorothea smiled.

“8imple, then,”
of the hand. “I have a way out.
maust let me plead with Miss Caryl.
the only way——"

*“What's the good? She won't let you
off. Is it likely, when she wants the
paper 1" ;

“Indeed not; but we can argue, and
bring a little cord and perhaps a hand-
kerchief -into the discussion—not to
mention a hat and veil, and possibly a
cloak.”

“ What on earth—"*

she said, with a wave
Yon
It’s
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Angnsta, posilively amazed,
blinked at her sister.

Dorothea laughed softly.

“Where there's a will there's a way,”
she exclaimed for her sister’s edification.
“The problem is this. The paper must
reach Mr. Dawson by twelve; when it
has done so, presumably friend Caryl's
tricks will be done "

“But that won’t prevent her giving
you away—"

“No, it won't; but I will, with the aid
of cord and .a handkerchief—"

“CGoodness ! Hold her a prisoner!
But—but yon can’t for ever. Then she
will give you away

“But I shall be far, far away by then.
Don’t you see the wheeze now 1"

Augusta nodded quickly.

“Yes. And I think you're right, too.
Twelve o'clock—and it's nine now. . I
haven't too much time. I will get Caryl
here.”

And, acling on the impulse, she rose,
and set out to find Caryl Bagshaw.
Caryl was not far away.

“You have decided?"” she

asked

eagerly when Augusta approached her.
“We want you in the box-room to
It’s no good here.”

talk things over.

simply”
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snatch, But too late! Caryl Bagshaw'
had the precious envelope, and, cpening
the door, sped down the passage.

* After her!” cried Dorothea.

But her ery was needless. Augusta
was already i chase. Caryl had run
along, the passage and dived into one of
the rooms.

“Stop!” cried Auvgusta.

She flung herself against (he door even
as it closed. Once again she used her'
weight against the panels, and this time;
the door fiew open wide, so that she
all but fell into the roam.

Caryl Bagshaw, envelope in
stepped back.

Augusta, regaining her balauce,
obtained hold of the envelope. Caryl
seemed to have lost heart, for she hardly »
struggled.

“You sneak!” exelaimed Augusia
contemptuously. “And now 1 suppose
vou will give my sister up to the police ?”

Caryl shrugged her shoulders taunt-
ingly.

“Why not?" she asked.

“Kven if I give you the paper?"”

" Perhaps.”

And reluctantly Caryl retraced he¥
steps to the box-room.

hand,

in a daze, and then suddenly she

realised the full meaning of the threat.

' “PLL TELL THE POLICE!”

Augusta repsated the other’s words ]

Caryl hesitated, then nodded agree-
ment.

“1 will come,” she said. “DBut bring
the paper—that is necessary.”

“Wait here, then.”

And Augnusta sped off to her study.
But it was not only the paper that she
brought back. In her dress was con-
cealed strong string and a large hand-
kerchief.

But Cary! Bagshaw did not know that;
at least, not at present, Later she was
to learn; and not so very miich later,

3y

either!

She entered the boxroom, and
Dorothea bowed to her.

“Here you are, then,” smiled
Dorothea., *“Splendid! You wish to

hand me over to the police, I under-
gland, in exchange for the paper?”

“That is so,” smiled Caryl. *And
1 consider it’s a cheap * let off ’ for you."”

“Probably—"

“That is the paper. Let me look. 1
do not wish to he deceived!”

“1 haven't decided yety” remarked
Augusta coldly. *“Perhaps you may not
hiave the paper——"

. She drew back as Caryl made a quick

“Got her, then?” asked Dorothea.
*“Splendid! Now for the giddy scheme.”

She pounced upon Caryl, gripping the

irl's arms - behind her bac The

rightened spy would have screamed, but

Augusta, quick as lightning, jammed
a portion of the handkerchief in her
mouth, and secured it there tightly,

It was the work of enly a minute or so
to truss up Caryl so that she could not
move. IHer eyes glittered above the gag,
but speech was impossible. .

““And that’s the end of you,” chuckled
Dorothea. **When you are released,

swhich may not be for hours, 1 shall be

far, far away; and the paper will be in
London !”

And Augusta, holding the envelope
tightly, nodded. She looked fiercely at
her enemy, and frowned as the dark eyes
seemed to smile,

“PDon't take chances, Dorothea,” she
whispered. *“Wait only till I shall be
in the train, then go.” )

““What-ho !

Then Augusta took her departure,
leaving the spy to the tender mercy of
Dorothea., i
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. At the Last Moment!
6 TOP I
Augusta paused, and turned
back.. She was walking through
the gates of Cliff House, and her
heart sank, for she thought that perhaps
she had been seen by some monitress.

She was taking I'rench leave. There
was not a minute to be lost—and suppose
Miss Primrose refused consent?

To be stop at the last minute would
be unthinkable. She was half-inclined
to run on. But, looking back, she saw
that the person who had called to her
was no one connected with the school.

"(he woman’s dress was bright, and her
bat small. A veil, patterned o that little
of the face could be seen, hung from it.

«  And under the hat showed some golden
hair.

“Can you direct me to Miss Augusia
Anstruther-Browne, please!” the woman
inquired.

* Why yes. ;
answered In surprise.
an awful hurry.”

“But this matter is urgent. I come
from Mr. Dawson, a land agent. Your
father has a valuable paper that must
be handed to Mr. Dawson by noon to-
day. Do you know anything about it.
It is very late.”

I am she,” Augusta
“But I—I am in

Augusia’'s hand went- to the large
dorothy-bag she ecarried. Then she
paused and eyed the woman keenly.

“Yes, it is on the way there,” she
answered.

“On the way there?”

In the woman's voice there was a note
of alarm.

“Yes. It will not be late >

“But the post. If it reaches there later
than twelve—  What a pity it has
gone. I have come especially to fetch
it. I have a fast car.”
~ “Is it near by?”

gt

“Then could you possibly give me a
lift ‘to London, please?™

The woman hesitated, and Augusta |
tried to conirol her excitement. As vet |
she had not made up her mind whether
this woman was honest or not. If she
were, it did not matter; if she were
not, it would be rather daring to take |
the paper to London under her very nose. |

*1 am afraid pot,” she said. “I shall
not be going to London now. If the
paper has gone, of course, it is too late.
But really 1t was rather foolish to trust
it tq the post—"

“?\'ot b; st; by special messenger.”
* “Ah! {ngr. sort nfppercnn'.‘"

The question was eager. Dul Augusta
made no effort to answer it.

“1 have a train to catch,” she said.
“Mr. Dawson will find who the
messenger is when he gets the paper.”

The woman bit her lip and glared.

Augusta, nodding politely, walked past
her through the gates. She was watk-
ing, " since to have cycled would have
called attention to herself. During
lessons Piper, the school porter, had the
key of the cycle-shed, and it was
impossible to ask him for the key.

Looking back when she had walked
some few yards, Augusta saw the woman
in the gateway, and she laughed.

“If it were so urgent,” she asked her-
eelf, *“ why did not Mr. Dawson telephone
or telegraph instead of sending a mes-
senger ?”

The woman was an enemy, she felt sure
of that. But, enemy or not, she was

.
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thrown off the track now, that was
certain, *

A glance at her wrist-watch, and she
commenced to run.

She had delayed with the woman
longer than she imagined, and  mnow
there were but a few minutes in which
to catch the train’

But Friardale station was near,
she ran well.

She bought her ticket and reached the
platform as the train was about to leave
the station.

Into the nearest carriage she bundled,
and fell back upon the seat, glad that
she had thrown off pursuit.

But a yell from the
hasten to the window.
saw the woman running along the plat-
for'lt"ll; h peed

e train was gathering s now,
and had nearly urr?ved at the end of the
platform. The woman’s face was red,
and her breath came in gasps, but she
did not abandon her chase.

A last, mad rush, and her hand was
on the handrail of the guard’s van. She
stumbled, and was dragged along for a
few yards. Then the strong arm of the
guard came to her rescue, and she was

undled into the train.

Augusta, her face white for anxietg‘t:!
her enemy, returned to her seat. e
woman was safely in the train now—but
what a mad rush—what a reckless race
against seconds! The paper must truly

of importance. And this woman one
of the enemies!

As the train bumped and ratiled along
she looked at the carriage windows,
watching the scenery with unseeing eyes.
Her thoughts were elsewhere.

Then the train arrived at Courtfield
without incident. There Augusta waited,
but she could not see the woman. To
delay longer might lose her the London
train, nnﬁ she crossed to the up plat-
form.

The train came in a second latér, and
she found an en?ty compartment.

But she was determined to keep it
empty, and she stood by the window,
ready to prevent the woman's entry if
possible. Certain now that the woman
was an enemy, she expected to see her
at any moment. The woman had told
untruths. Why should she do that :if
she were an emissary of Mr. Dawson’s?

And while she pondered the subject
in her mind she kept a keen watch from
the window.

Nor did she relax that watch until the
train was moving. Then she turned, and
a gasp of astomishment left her lips.

“You!" she exclaimed.

For in the far end of the compart-
ment sat the woman with the veil!

“Yes, I!" Nearly missed this train—"

“How did you get here?” interrupted
Augusta angrily.

*“Oh—the other side!”

Augusta’s hand slid to her bag, and
sighing with relief as her fingers closed
on the envelope, she kept her eyes on
the woman.

“We v as well understand ong an-
other,” she said. “You are not an
emissary of Mr. Dawson’s. You want
this paper. You sha'n’t have it!”

The woman smiled.

“That is a matter of opinion,” she
said. *“I shall have it! is_is a non-
stop train, remember,” !

* And if you did get it, do you think
1 should allow you to take 1t to Mr.
Dawson?” asked Augusta, with great
contempt.

e woman shrugged her shoulders.
“I"should ask you to prever’ me doing

and

rter made her
noking out, she | doo
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paper as long as Dawson doesn't get it
18 no matter!”

" &lt ”

The woman rose, and crossed the
comiurtment. “

“1 shall pull the communication cord "
exclaimed Augusta. =

“That will not prevent me getting the
B:per and throwing it away. We shall
crossing a river soon.”

For reply, Augusta lunged out with
her hand, caught the woman under the
chin, and forced her head back. It was
a time for action, and Augusta was not
at a loss.

With a hard thrust she sent the woman
reeling back, then she turned to the
door and opened it. The train was rock-
ing as it gathered speed, and the wind
whistling by made it difficult_for her to
open the door.

But she did not hestitate. She intended
to take what she considered the easier
course.

- At Clif House Augusta’s nerve was
renowned.  She needed all that nerve
now, as she stood on the footboard of

the express.
The door swung to, and she shut it,

as she hung grimly on to the grip.
Inch by inch she crept along the goolz-
boards.

The adjoini rtment was
empty, but one%rﬂamg was occu-
pied by two men and a.woman. She
paused by the door, and the ihree faces
stared at her in alarm.

A mau opened the door gently, and
help&d her .

“Great Jupiter, girl, you'd have been

killed! What's the mutﬁer?"
_And Augusta, when she had lost a
little of her shakiness, told them that a
woman had tried to rob her—but that
was all,

“You'd better let me see you to a
taxi when we get to the station, then,”
said the n;au‘.‘_‘l;if it;ls something valuable
you've got. ere do you want to go in
London ™ .

Augusta told him, and he nodded. But
after thanking him for his offer she
relap?ed into silence, although she smiled
occasionally as she realised that the chase
was indeed over.

She saw the woman when the terminus
was reached, but highway robbery was
;r;poss.lt ble—Augusta’s escort would see to

at.

And, thanking him again, she raced
across the platform between the lines
of l?eople and hailed a taxi.

rom the small back window she saw
the woman wending her way through the
people, but she had not seen Aungusta.
And the TFourth-Former chuckled
de}i%htedl 3

‘hrough the London stréets went the
taxi, stopping now and again for traffic
halts that made Augusta angry.

She glanced at the clock, and started
as she saw time.

Twenty minutes {o twelve !

She would be in time, although nane
too early. She glanced at the envelope,
then smiled again.

The taxi had st now, and look-
ing out she saw the name of Dawson
on a brass plate at the side of an
entrance.

She alighted, and fumbling in bher bag,
found half-a-crown, which she handed to
the driver.

Then, smiling happily, she ran through
the entrance and ,ug the flight of stairs.

“Third floor,” she muttered to her-
self, and on that floor she paused.

There it was—“A. D. Dawson.
Inquiries.”

She tapped at the door and a small

at,” she laughed. “The game 1s | boy opened it.- g .
nearly ending. If you get it to Dawson| “Mr. Dawson, miss? Yes! This
before twelve, you've won! If you| way.” :
don’t, we win! What happens to the  And he showcd her into a square, com=



Every Thursday.

fortabie office. A balddheaded man at the
desk looked up.

“Mr. Dawson?” she asked: and he
nodded.  “I have brought this paper
from My, Anstruther-Browne.”

He frowned, i

“H'm! The oplion, eh? He wired me
the money. Just in. time; I should close
it at twelve. Give it to me!”

He seemed rone too pleased, and she
stavred in surprise, but handed him the
paper.,

He ¢lit open the envelope. then
searched in it. His fat fingers brought
several sheets of paper to light, and
Aungusta leant forward.

For the sheets of paper were blank!

“What's this?” he grunted. “ Blank
paper? Huh!

He drew ont a smaller piece, and with
a smile handed it to Augusta. With
trembling hands she took it.

Three words, written in ink, were on
the paper. and she stared at them wide-
eyed, while Mr. Dawson chuckled.

. Fonr the three words were:

“My game.—Caryr.”

“Oh! Then the paper, il has Leen
stolen! Mr. Dawson ”—she leant for-
ward agitatedly—*“someone has stolen
the paper, Please let me get it. I had
it

But Mr. Dawson shook his bald head,
and stroked it nervously,

“My dear young lady,” he said, with
an oily smile and ountspread hands,
““business is business, That paper wa:
an option éh some land in Australia, A
man named Peters bought an option an
it—an option to buy it for two hundied
pounds.”  He looked at the clock. “In
@ quarter of an hour that eption expires,
aud I shall sell the land for my client for
five hundred pounds or more,”

“But the minc? The land is father’s.”

*He bought the option. But the land
is not his unless he cares to pay the
price. It is unfortunate, But if the
oplion is here before twelve he shall
have the land.
option on his death-bed.
it is useless. . You do not know where 1t
st

‘““At school. A girl took it. I can get
il in—in an hour or two.”

“Too late!”

Augusta clenched her hands, and stared
at the blank paper in bewilderment.
Caryl had stolen it—but how? She must
bave substituted it.

Too late!

She sank on to a chair, and felt that
she wanted to cry. Oh, what a fool she
had been! Too late!

3he stared at the clock with wide eyes.
The hand had jumped! It was ereep-
ing towards the ten mark, Ten minutes
~-ten minntes in which to save the land
—the Jand that she knew now contained
gold! _

Ten-minutes in which a miracle might
happen! But the days of miracles were
Jiast.

Nine minutes now,
creeping round.

“It is no good
Dawson -impatiently.
return the money to your father.”

*“Not. before twelve o'clock,” said
Augusta grimly. *“Your 'phone—let me
use it, please.”

My, Dawson shrugged his shoulders
impatiently,

“Ten minutes!  Why, -the school is
miles away. How ean it be sent that dis-
tance in ten minutes—eight minutes, to
be exact?”

“(an't the option be extended?”

“No. There's a client ready to pay
twice—perhaps four timés the amount.
Your father has told me he cannot afford

’for. the hand was

" exclaimed Mr,

“l had Dbetter

Peters gave him the |
But now—weil, |
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it. Very well; he must either get the
option to time, or forfeit it.”
“But he was delayed.”

Mr, Dawson shrugged his shoulders

_again, and looked at the clock.

‘“Six minutes,” hasaid. “Impossible
now. Nothing can travel at the speed -
nothing gt

He broke off as a tap came at the
office door, and frowned.

Augusta jumped up, her face colour-
ing, and her eyes suddenly bright. For
a voice she had heard often before came
from the next room,

*Don’t bother, sonny; leave it {o me !

Derothea! Dorothea here! What
could it mean?*

Augusta tore open the door, and
Dorothea. her sister, smiling, entered.

“The meiry oplion—and to time!”
she said,

Mr. Dawson snatched the envelope,
ripped it open, then scowled.

“1 see it’s all right,” smiled Augusta;
and then her reserve broke down, and
she clasped her sister passionately.

And while My, Dawson saw to the
matter in hand the two sisters watched,
with glad smiles,

“Quite-simple,” said Dorothea, as she
and Augusta, their luuch ordered, sat at
a quiet table in a City restaurant.

*“But how did you know?”

“ Accidentally.  Dear old human
nature, you know. I loosened dear
Caryl’s bonds just before I was prepar-
ing to leave, and then she gave the ggnie
away completely., I told her I was free,
and that you had the paper. Then she
interrupted me. Waggled an envelope,
and eaid she'd won, Said she’d got the
real paper. I didn’t believe her; and
she told me that she changed them while
she was in that room.”

“When she escaped from the hox-room
with the envelope, She must have had
ane all ready then.”

“She did. Well,” of eourse, T just
snatched the paper. She warned nie
that I daren't got to London, for fear

of arrest. But—well, 1 had to,
hadn’t 1%

“But were you chased?”

“I was—yes. By a deteclive. I sent

him off the track, though,
Never mind.”

I fancy.

“Never mind!” ejaculated Augusia. |

“You braved the police—braved arrest to |

get the paper in to time?”

“Well, yes. Let me see, when must
we get back to Mr, Dawson?”

“Two o'clock. But you needn’t come.
The detective may be there——  Oh,
bless him !”

Dorothea sprang to her feet with an
exclamation, and Augusta frowned, as a
short, fair man advanced towards then.
He raised his hat.

* Miss Dorothea Ansiruther-Browne?”
he asked.

Dorbthea drew back.

“Oh, gracious, you're the 'tec!
done, Augusta!”

The man nodded. .

“I am the detective,” he agreed. “Bat
I have not come to arrest-you. I've
been following you to inform you that
your inmocence is proved. The guilty
party has been arrested.”

“(Oh, great jumpers!”

Dorothea almost collapsed on to her
chair. And the detective, rasing his hat,
walked from the shop.

“Oh, Dorothea!” murmured Augusta.
“'To think that—that you've been hiding
like this, and it's been all right the
whole time !

“Thank goodness, the mater won't
know!” breathed Dorothea. ~“That's
what I think about it. My word, I shall
go easy after this! I have been a

1

chump !

I'm
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“Yowve been- a brick!” murmured
Augusta,

And with that sentiment the Fourlh
Form. when they learnt the facts of the
case, heartily agreed.

*“I reckon your pater ought to be proud

of both of you!” murmured Clara
Trevlyn.  *“Caryl had the sense tn
vanish, We haven't seen her again., 1f/

she had stayed I'd have bhumped her.
But now I'm going to get the welcome
ready for your people,”

“Yes; they're really coming {o»
morrow,”  smiled Auvgusta, *Thank
goodness !”

And Mr. and Mrs. Ansiruther-Browna
did not disappoint again. In the Fourth
Form there was great excitement, and
Philippa Derwent led the horse while
Old Joey's cab was pulled part of the
way home by the Fourth Form,
~ Mr., and Mrs. © Anstruther-Browne's
joy knew no bound, and when they learnt
of the trials Augusta had endured to
keep her father’s trust, their pride in
their daughter increased tenfold. But
Dorothea was nol forgotten, though men-
tion of her unfortunate cecapade was

omitted,
“You wonderful girls!” said DMr.
Anstruther-Browne, *“No man could

have better daughters., Had I gueesed
that there would be this trickery, 1
would have told you the whole business,
and«given you the address. But the first L
knew was when we were kidnapped at
Aden. Luckily, we were able to hribe
the nafive who was our warder. They
nearly succeeded, and would have done
but for you two.”

“Hear, hear!”

And that evening there could not have
been..a happier assembly than that
gathered in and about Study No. 3 to
celebrate  the suecessful conclusion of
Augusia’s {iust,

THE END.
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CHARACTERS IN THIS STORY.

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

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

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

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

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

The Limmerghaw girls had the gfeat for-
tune to discover a vast treasure in a cave
among the ecliffs. But shortly afterwards
the treasure was stolen from the school, and
Dolores discovered its hiding-place—in the
dungeon beneath her own home! For the
gake of her aunt she put the girls off the
track, but a cunning, prying girl, Jane
Prestwich, was not so easily shaken off.
Looking meaningly at Dolores, she declared
that, when the police arrived, she would *do
her duty!” What did the girl kpow?
wondered Dolores.

( Kead on from here.)

“ The Arm of the Law.”
OLORES found that the girl's eyes
D were upon her, and she drew
back slightly, her heart thump-
ing with fear.

Did this girl suspect? How much
did Jane Prestwich know? She had no
chance of speaking to the girl; for other
I'orms who had heard of the discovery
were arriving now to make inquiries,

Dolores walked about impatiently,
wishing that she could go home and
warn them, awkward though it would
certainly be to broach the subject.

But she stopped in her pacing as a
blue-uniformed figure entered the schaol
gates.  She recognised the policeman,
and stared.

Other girls had seen him, and now,:

with Jane importantly in the centre, they
hurried to meet him,

Breathless, they explained all that had
happened; and he, listening, made
laborious and slowly-written notes in his
small black book.

Jane's evidence he took down with
many a “hum and ha!” loocking at her
querulously. But it was obvious that
bher evidence impressed him immensely.

The bell rang for classes, then, but
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although the others rushed off, Jane re-
mained, talking to the policeman.

With the crowd that ran to the school-
house went Dolores. But half-way she
dropped ouf, feigning that her shoe-
lace was loose.

And, bending low over her shoe, she
managed to glance back at Jane:

Hastily she rose, for Jane's eyes wero
fixed upon her. She did not wish 1o
draw suspicion, although she suspected
that Jane was not altogether unsus-
picious of her already. :

Slowly she went into the school, look-
ing about her. How could she go into
lessons, leaving her aunt's fate in the
hands of circumstance?

At all costs her aunt must be warned.
For Jane Prestwich could not be trusted.
It was not unlikely that she would men-
tion the Kalenzis to the =zealous
constable.

Through a window Dolores saw Jane

advancing. She noted the smile on the
girl’s lips, and hurried to the door—
with what object she knew not.

Jane stared at her for a moment, then
laughed.

“Well, hitle Miss Mystery ?” she said.
‘““You're Christian name is solved. See
what you make of that.”

And, with a short laugh, she walked
on, leaving Dolores, her eyes round,
staring after her.

For a second the full purport of the
remark did not dawn upon her. Then
she saw 1t, and turned white.

On the steps of the schoolhouse she
hesitated, then ran down them, pell-mell,
aware only of one desire—to reach her
home and give her aunt warning.

Forgetful that she was hatless—that
she should be in school-—she raced along
the lane, covering the distance to her
lhome in record time,

- Breathlessly, she hammered on the
door, and the minttes seemed hours ere
Chileen’s soft welecome footsteps sounded.

The door opened, and she almost fell
int6 the hall. The servant caught her
in his arms. '

“What is it, mam’selle?"

Dolores choked for breath, and leaned
back on the closed door., Chileen,
alarmed, called for Aunt Yelma,

As her aunt came hurriedly down the
stairs, Dolores staggered forward.

‘;Uh, aunt!” she gasped. ‘' Aunt, the
—the——"*

. She broke off, and wheeled round as
a sharp knock came at the door.

“What is 1t?” she asked in alarm.

Chileen, puzzled, went slowly to the
door. He stood on tiptoe and peered
through a small sliding port-hole.

““A policeman,” he said, turning back.

“0Oht”

Dolores clutched her aunt’s arm fear-
fully, choking for breath, The police!

They were here, then. The end had
come—through Jane. The place would
be searched—the treasure found,
If she could only prevent them—if—
But her wild meditation was broken
:zihm't by repeated hammering on the
oor, -

A Searching Inquiry!

HILEEN, his eyes wide open,
‘ stared at Madame Kalenzi, who,

. upright and motionless, gazed

fixedly at the servant.

“Open the door, Chileen,” she said,
without a quiver in her voice.

Chileen bowed, and turned to the door,
Silently he withdrew the bolts and swung
it open. Dolores drew back, biting her
lip. holding her breath in agitation,

For the local police-constable stood in
the doorway.

He seemed rather surprised to see her,
and frowned portentously.

“What do vou want here?’ asked
Madame Kaualenzi sharply.

The constable coughed, and dug his
vhumbs in his belt.

“I be come to hask you a few ques-
tions, ma'am,” he announced.

“0Oh, perhaps you will enter,
stable.”

Chileen stood aside, and the policeman
clumped in., He awkwardly removed his
helmet, and looked about him.

“You wish to see my husband, no
doubt,” murmured Yelma Kalenzi, and
Dolores could not but marvel at her
ﬂ.llnt-‘ﬂ L‘-ﬂ.hl]IlEﬁE ﬂﬂd f'ﬂllﬂdf‘ﬂf'tH

To look at her, no one would have
imagined that her house harboured a
valuable treasure stolen from a scheol.
There was no light of fear in her eyes,
and Dolores gained courage,

But every inch that the policeman took
seemed to her a step nearer to discovery
and then, disaster.

But Madame Kalenzi saw to it that
the policeman did not walk too far into
the house. The constable was peering
about him curiously.

Never before in his life had he seen
such a house, and such_furnishing, His
experience was limiied to the rustie
dwellings around the town in which he
spent all his time. 3

Yelma Kalenzi, with great skill, steered
him into a small back room, and there
he was more at home. For the room
was sparsely furnished, and bore little
that told of Eastern ownership.

There he waited awkwardly.

Dolores, after a momentary hesitation,
went into the room. She did not quite
know 1f he would make some sort of
search. And she meant to do all in her
power to frustrate any such attempt.

But the stolid constable had no such
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enterprising thought in mind; and when |
her uncle appeared, Dolores drew back. |

Her uncle’s keen, dark eyes Exedl
themselves upon the local constable, who |
coughed, and tried to look official.

The peliceman was portly, and that
word might also be applied to her uncle,
save that he looked strong and active in
comparison (o the constable’s stolidity.

The chief of the Kalenzi household
gripped . his short, black, square-cut
beard, and tugged it slightly.

“You want -to- ask. questions?’ he
queried slowly and distinctly in his
rumbling tone.

The policeman nodded.

*Yes, A young lady wots at the
school with miss ’ere "—he jerked his
thumb in Doloves’ direction—*" informed
me as you could give definite statements
regarding Doralia, Some ‘jewels, which
is believed to belong there, ’ave been
stolen.”

“ Boralia?"” 'S

Vuecle Kalenzi shrugged his broad
shoulders and spread out his hand ex-
"pressively,

“Poraiia,” he smiled.
noi. What jewels are these

“The treasure, uncle,” added Dolores.
“Tlho treasure the girls at school found
in a cave by the sea e

Without turning his head, her uncle
l!-‘hhflul.

“1, understand,” he answered slowly.
“ And you, officer, have come {o see me
sbout ihis. In what way do I become
connected with it?"” . :

Ha spoke ‘with slow perfection of
Fnglish, and the policeman nodded
stolidly. 7

“That’s right, sir,” he agreed, flaitered
o bo addressed as * officer.” *I wants to
hear just what you knows of this place
Boralin. Oi 'ave been informed, as you
know.” .

Again the bearded man shrugged his
shoulders. .

“How can I say,” he smiled, “ when
1 have not seen the country, and know
of it only by such casual mention of its
customs as appenr in newspapers?”’

“Then vou ‘even't been there?” the
policeman inquired, in deep disappoint-
1ment.

“I have not. It grieves me that I
eannot give you information. Who was
it informed you that I have knowledge
of Boralia? Tt might be of assistance—
perhaps 1 could- discover of whom “she
was thinking. Possibly 1t is merely a
eonfusion of names.”

“Well 2

The econstable scratched his head, and
locked doubtfully at Dolores. It was
obvious that he was not anxious to re
veal the identity of his informant.

“Jane Prestwich,” said Dolores
quickly. A

“Well—yes:. Miss Prestwich it was.
She nsked me not lo say, but, seeing as
you knew, miss—"’

““Ah., Prestwich—Jane Presiwich:!™
smiled Dolores’ uncle. “That is inter-
c=ting. Did she say why she thought it
vas [ who knew something of Boralia—
T'mean, she gave nothing but the name—
na other form of distinction 7"

“Matter of fact, sir,” said the con
stable laboriously, shifting rather awk.
wardly from foot i

“1 know it

1)

to foot, “she said
Madante Kalenzi—"

““I see! And her reason

There was a strange, almosl magnetic.
compeiling force in Monsieur Kalenzi':
voice, and his questions were answere<d
always.

“She—well, sir, I fancy something
Aladame Kalenzi said had made her think

1

it. She gpake of .photographs, and—er—
several thines.” -
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“The girl is probably thinking of some-
one else. Schoolgirls, Kéen though they
are, make mislakes regarding names.”

*Yes, sir. But—well, your name ain't
a common one—not to be mistaken with
Smith or Johnson.”

““Ah "no! But is it not possible that
this gir]l Prestwich may have mistaken
the person? She may have thought that
my wife had the photographs, whereas; it
was some other person.”

“Yes, I suppose so,”
stable, rather heavily.

ITe felt that he was being guided—
gently persuaded that a mistnke had been
made. And he was quite right. Mon-
sieur Kalenzi did not do things by haives.

‘It is rather annoying. constable,” he
went on, “to have one’s afternoon dis-
turbed in this manner. Kindly see to it
in future that the witnesses are sure of
their facts. It would -save wyour time,
and other people’s. Girls may be [ond of
joking. But I am not. To me this
flavours distinctly of a jcke.”

And Dolores drew in a deep breath,
She knew that it was no joke. Jane
Prestwich had been in deadly earnest.
Juha might have sent the constable on
a wild goose chase, but Julia would not
have been so vindictive as to accuse any
special person,

No; Jane had intended to make things
awkward, but she had failed.

“There is nothing further T can do for
you. officer?” asked Monsieur Kalenzi
snavely.

“I think not, thank you kindly, sir!"
murnuired  the outwitted policeman,
“Sorry 1 troubled you!"”

And he followed Chileen to the door,
bidding the servant a gruff * good-day.”

agreed Lhe con-

With his grim smile on his rather
swarthy, well-defined face, Monsieur
Kalenzi watched the man disuppear.

Then he turned suddenly to his mece.
« “This girl Prestwich, Dolores?” he
asked sharply. “Who is she—what is
she? A busybody?”

“Yes, uncle. She came here—"

*“Here?"

He turned sharply at ihe tound of a
footsfep in the doorway, and saw his
wife there, frowning.
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“This is (hat givl Jane’s work, then?”
Madame Kalenzi demanded.

“¥Yes, Aunt Yeclma. Bhe told {he
policeman. I do not know what she sus-
pects.”

59

“ Suspects?

They both stared at her then, and
Dolore:, with an inward start, realised
that she had said too much. She was
supposed to know nothing about the hid-
den jewels, "

**Buspect—what can she suspect?” de-
manded her aunt inquiringly.

“She may think that—that we have
something to do with the jewels, She

.thinks we know about Boralia.”

“Indeed? You must dizsuade her of
that notion, Dolores. It is absurd!”

“Yes, aunt. But—but the photo-
graphs I took to school !”

Her aunt and unele exchanged a quick
look, but not so quick that Dolores eould
not observe it.

“They were nothing—sent by a friend ;
I was not aware they were of Boralia.
However, no matter. It is not likely that
they would interest the constable,”

*“No, uncle. I-—I will try to tell Jane.”

“ Perhaps we had better see her,” sug-
gested Yelma Kalenzi, and she looked
meaningly at her hushand,

*“ Possibly,” he assented.

“Jane—Jane thinks the ring and
triangle gang stole the jewels,” added
the girl quickly. “8he says that she's
found out that they're a Boralian secret
society I

She looked at her aunt and uncle io
nate the effect of the statement, and she
was not disappointed. -Amazemenl and
alarm were expressed in equal proportion.

* “You must ask this girl home,
Dolores,” said her -aunt quickly. “She
would be’interesting. I remember her.
Do not forget.” Aad, with a nod of the
head to her niece, she went from the
room, her husband following a second

later.
“.[

but from the girls gathered around
her there was no resnonse,

Jane held her audience; for Janc had

Jane Forms Her Own
Conclusions !
TS ridiculons [”
Jane Prestwich snoke angrily,

““ Look ! " cried' Pearl Hardy, flourishing the newspaper.
about the robbery!"

L Here's all
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‘always plenty to say, and knew how fo
say it.

“J don't see why,” murmured Kitiy
Crichton, as Jane looked round
triumphantly.

Afterpoon lessons were due to begin
in twenty minutes’ time, but already the
quadrangle was crowded. Girls” had
arrived early. It was a fine afternoon,
and their intention had been to get in a
little practice on the tennis lawns.
| But their good intentions regarding
tennis were forgotlten when Jane held
forth on the subject of the lost treasure.

“The local constable isn't brilliant ™
said Jane scoffingly. ‘ Anyone could
twist him round their little finger ! What
did you expect the Kalenzis to say—that
they knew of Boralia?™

“To tell the truth,” returped Kiity,
rather angrily, “I, for one, don’t see
what the Kalenzis have to do with the
affair! You seem to bave dragged them
into it! And it was like your cheek to
send the police to their house—"

“Hear, hear!”

It was a regular chorus, and Jane
flushed angrily as she saw that she was
losing her grip on her andience.

“1 have my reasons,” Jane returned
coldly. ‘““What they are is not your con-
cern. But I say this—the Kalenzis know
something about Boralia! We know that
they do! Yet they hide it! Why?”

“For their own reasons! It's not our
business ! retorted Pearl. “Some day
vour nose will get biffed if you poke it
into things that don’t concern you!”

Jane Prestwich shrugged her shoulders,
and sneered.,

“1 don't mind abuse,” she said. “Ttis
no argument. You can call me a fool,
or any other name you care to, but it
won't alter facts. Dolores brought a
Eotoguph to the school—a photo of

ralia! And Madame Kalenzi was
alarmed—"

“She was angry!” retorted Kitty.
# My mother wou dﬁambnbly be angry if
1 brought photographs to the school.”

“She wouldn't be alarmed. There was
no reason why she should be. Anyway,
whether she was right or wrong in being
angry or slarmed is beside the point.
The point is that she knows something of
Boralia, so the photographs were of that
country.”

There was no answering that, and Jane
looked triumphantly at the silent girls.
She saw that she had impressed them,
and her eyes gleamed.

“That being so,” she went on, “why
did Madame Kalenzi deny that she knew
anything of Boralia when the jewels were
shown ?

Still there was no reply, although the
buzz of talk showed that Jane's well-sown
seed of suspicion was germinating.
Madame Kalenzi must have known some-
thing of Boralia.

“Wait a bit, though,” interrupted
Kitty Crichton, “You haven't proved
that Madame Kalenzi knows anything

. about Boralia, Jane. There is no proof
that the photographs were of Boralia.
The costume was similar, but there was
no writing or printing to say so. It may

be a photograph of a fancy dress ball

party.

“ Rubbish !” icered the schoolgirl
detective. “I tell yon she knows a great
deal about Doralia I”

And she thumped ome decisive hand
into the palm of her other.

“And—if she does?” asked Julia
Parsons, “If, as you say, she does know
something about Boralia, what of it?
What concern is it of ours?”

“What concern?” Jane laughed.
“Dear simpletons,” she went on mock-
ingly. “What  concern? Madame
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Kalenzi knows something of Boralia. The
jewels were ian jewels; the secret
society is Boralian. Madame Kalenzi
fears the secret society. Why?”

But her question was only echoed, and
she shook her hand dramatically.
J“I won't bother to explain,” she
{e_ered, “if you are too dense to see!
Why? Why should a woman be afraid
of a secret society from a foreign land?
Some jewels of that land are within a
mile or so of her house—"

“You mean that Madame Kalenzi had
the jewels—that she stole them from
Boralia?” ejaculated Julia Parsons in
amazement.

At that there was an amazed buzz
amongst the members of the crowd, and
Jane Prestwich smiled.

“I say nothing,” she answered. *I
make no accusation. My conclusions are
my own. You may come to what con-
clusions you can. That is all.”

Jane was cunning enough to keep her-
self clear of any libellous statement; but
that Julia Parson’s conclusion was the
sanie 28 Jane's was obvious,

“Tt's absurd !” exclaimed Kitty Crich-
ton angrily. “Positively absurd! Yon
have no proof against Madame Kalenzi,
and it is unfair to make such accusations
without !

“1 have made no accusation,” smiled
Jane. *Julia made the accusation.”

“Oh, it's all very well to blame it on
to me !” exclaimed Julia crossly. “I was
asking a question. You implied it if youn
di(‘l‘ ilot say it.” .

Jane broke off, as Kitty Crichion
held.up her hand.

“What's the matter 7"

*“ Dolores.”

There was silence then, and all heads
were turned to the gates. Chileen and
Dolores wera just entering, and all
watched as Chileen halted, %;owed, and
departed. .

Dolores seeing the group. came to-
wards it.

“Mind,” Kitty warned Jane, “not
a word!" :

Jane shrugged her shoulders, and the
group partly broke up, the girls dispers-
ing in twos and threes.

As she saw the crowd melting away at
her approach, Dolores halted in wonder-
ment. Why should the girls disperse?
Why—what had she done?

She went forward guickly, and Kitty,
smiling and friendly, took her arm.

“Don't look so worried, Dolores,” ehe
smiled. :

“1 am not werried. Bui—but why did
the girls go away when 1 came? Why do
they look at me so?”

“It's nothing, dear,” murmured Kitty
Crichton soothingly. *“Only Jane hold-
ing one of her lectures, you know.”

“ What has Jane been saying " )

The question was awkward, and Kitty
Crichton was for once lost to know how
to reply. She had no desire to worry
Dolores by mentioning what she con-
sidered Jane P ich’s idle suspicion.

But Dolores looked about her inquir-
ingly, and caught Jane Prestwich’s eyes.
She sirode angrily towards the girl.

“What do you mean?” she demanded.
“You have been talking about me!
What have you said? Tell me!”

She spoke insistently, and gripped ‘Jane
Prestwich’s wrist. Dolores’ blazing eyes
wrought fear in the craven heart of Jane
Prestwich. =

“] have—have said nothing,” she
stammered. “Who had told you? Did

Kitt o i L
i I{'iuy said nothing. But this is proof.
You have spoken of me! You have been
tel'lin%)lies! What have you said 7"
b !

L
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gem_eneu, an insistency that brooked no

And Jane found herself wavering.

“1 only said that there's more in this
treasure than— meets the eye. Your
aunt can pretend that she knows nothing
of Boralia, but—"

“ But wiut?"

“ But I know better,”™

Jane had recovered her composure now,
and her eyes narrowed.

“*What makes you so afraid of what I
say " she querie«i.

he ongry voices had attracted "the
girls, and now the crowd reformed about
them.

*1 am not afraid, you—yen sneak !”

“Not afraid! You call me preity
names. I have said nothing about you.
It merely seems strange to me that your
aunt should be afraid of this circle and
triangle society from Boralia, especially
when the iewe‘e were found so near your
house—"

“ Near—near the house?”

As that wavering echo of her chance
shot showed her her words had struck
home, Jane Prestwich fairly quivered
with excitement.

“Tt was not I who suggested that your
annt had stolen the jewels from Boralia,”
she said cunningly.

“My aunt—"

Dolores’ grip on the girl's arm re-
laxed, her cheeks paled, and then sha
stepped back.

“How dare you!" trembled Dolores.
“You have no right to say those things.
You hate me—you try to harm us at
every turn! You sent the police to the
haus'e! Why? What have you against
us?

Jane Prestwich laughed.

“Nothing,” she said—*“mnothing, my
dear Dolores! 1 make no accusations
only—""

“My aunt knows nothing of Boralia!”
exclaimed Dolores quickly.

“That remains o be proved, and I
shall prove that what I think is right !

Then Jane Prestwich turned on her
heels and walked off.

Dolores started after her, amazed,
alarmed at what she had heard.

She wheeled round to face accusing
cyes.

“You do not believe her?” she
exclaimed hoarsely. * Because my aunt
is not English they say this of her!

She—"

“We do not believe it,” said Kitty
Crichton spoftly. “Do6 not be alarmea.
No one heeds Jane, Dolores.”

But Kitty was wrong, and allhouf,l;
she had said that no cne believed t
accusations Jane had made, there were
girls who had'doubts and suspicions.

For the Kalenzis acted strangely. It
may have been because they were foreign.
But—and the ﬁirls felt that there was a

very big “but.
[

L newspaper excitedly as Tan
into the Form-room after after-

lessons.
noon s!t!wfi!"'t

———

News of Boralia!

00K 1" :
Pearl Hardy flourished a

The girls were at their desks
together the books they would require for
their homework. :

“YWhat's the matter with you?” de-
manded Julia Parsons. .

“Miss Bowden gave me I.hu'rrpa_' ur
exclaimed Pearl gleefnlly. “¢The Lam-
mershaw Gazette ' 1” S

As she opened the paper cn her desk the
others crowded round her, all trying to
get a glimpse of the news that was
causing this perturbation. z

“ngt is it—a report of the crickets

olores’ eyes there was a maichless " match?” asked Kitty Crichtor
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“Neo. Something even more interest-

ini’. Look 1™

earl pointed to a column that Miss
Bowden had marked heavily with blue
penail.

There was a craning of heads, and Jane
Prestwich read aloud the heading :

“¢Strange happenings at the Iligh
Srhn?‘l ! Boralian jewels found in
cave o

“My hat! Whai dc they say? Any-
thing much?” asked Kitty Crichton
eagerly. .

Dolores, an anxious light in her eves,
leant forward, but several heads blocked
& view of the paper from her eyes.

“Read it aloud, Pearl!"” urged Kitty.

And Pearl Hardy read aloud a more or

less accurate deseription of how the jewels
had been discovered in the cave.
_ Further, there was a description of the
jewels, ‘and a statement that they were
the erown jewels of- Boralia, which, the
paper had discovered, had been missing
for years,

“Now they talk about the burglary,”
went on Pearl, clearing her throat.

And she read of the mysterious robbin
of the school, and how the jewels hac
been taken. .

“Hallo.!” she exclaimed, and stooped.
“Here's somecthing exira—something
new

“Well, read it out! What is it?” they
asked her excitedly.

Pear] cleared her {hroat again.

+ ““‘The police have completed their in-
vestigations, and the recent discovery of
the empty jewel-box on the coast leaves
na room for doubt that the inspector’s

. theory regarding the flight of the thieves
holds good. It is evident that they hur-

ried to the shore, and thence went to sea,

probably picking up a steamer or motor-
hoat that awaited them.

“4 1t is further assumed that the jewels |

have found their way back to Boralia.
Thus the last scene of this romantic drama
has been played, and the curtain falls,
screening the stage and actors from the
public.”

“My word ! ’

“They've gone, then!”

“That puts the kybosh on your theory,
Jane!” -

Jane Presiwich shrogged her shoulders
carelessly. g

“Perhaps s0,” she agreed. *“ But it
may be that what I said first is true—the
circle and triangle gang are responsible.
They came to fetch the jewels, and now
they've got them.” .

A hubbub of discussion started then,
but Peur! Hardy held up her hand for
silence.

“Here's another rather interesting bit,'|

givls,” she said, and holding the paper
up she went on reading :

_ **In connection with this affair it is of
inferest to note that news had been re-

ceived- of Captain Valce-Huris, wheo
recently attempted the trans-Asiatic
flight. Captain Vance-Hurts, it will be

remembered, was thought lost, but news
to hand recently announces that he has
started for England.

““Owing to engine firouble he was
forced to land in Boralia, There he
found an eld_man, apparently a hermit
of the hills, who proved of assistance to
him in that he could speak English and
Boralian. Who this interesting person is
it is impossible to surmise, but it is
understood that he is returning with the
gallant airman. Possibly the large red
machine may fly over our native town on
“jts return journey, as it did on the out-
ward flight. - No doubt the hermit, be he
so disposed, could tell the story of the
lost jewels. Buf that we must wait and
..ee.' ”

Pearl lowered the paper, and looked
round at the crowd about her,
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“Hew’s that?” she asked. *‘Limmer-

shaw’s to the fore.”

“Yes, rather?” agreed Julia Parsons
excitedly. ““Suppose we can get this old
chaf: here. What fun! What tales he
could tell nus of Borali &

“ He speaks English,” added another.

And there were broad smiles of excite
ment at the romantic prospect,

Even Jane Prestwich was smiling.
But perhaps the reazon for her smiles
differed from that of her form-com-
panions, <

She left the group, and, smiling, went
to the window. For a moment she stared
out into the quadrangle, then she went
back to the desk.

““May I look at the paper?" she asked ;
and almost before consent was given,
took it from Pearl’s hand.

She ran her eye down the column,
then took up a pencil and heavily scored
the margin. :

“What on earth are you doing that
for?” inquired Peari” Hardy in amaze-
ment.

But Jane smiled, and made no reply.

Iler reasons, as usual, were her own,
and not to he confided.

-

Her heart beat wildly as the aeroplane
banked and circled. Was it going to
land here!

“That's Miss Bowden's paper!” ex-
claimed Pearl. “Don’t take it away.”

“I'll bring it back =

Pearl caught her arm.

“Where are you going with it now ?"”
she demanded.

“To show Madame Kalenzi (he
splendid news; she’s sure to be interested
in it—"

And, teariig her arm loose, Jane ran
from the rcom. Dolores crossed to the
window and looked ovt. Her aunt and
Chileen were below. Both had -called
for her to take her home, and she hurried
down the stairs,

“Jane must be mad!” frowned Pearl.

And she angrily crossed the room.
PDolores followed but a second later, and
then the whole Form swept after her.

What Jane expected to happen when
the paper was shown to Madame Kalenzi
they did not know, but they intended to
be present.

Madame Kalenzi viewed the approach-
ing girls with amazement. She saw that
Jane Presiwich was the leader. and her
eves narrowed. Madame Kalenzi had
little cause to like Jane Prestwich, and
she was not pleased to see her now.

“You want me 7’ she asked quickly.

But she did not see the paper. She
looked round at the approaching girls,
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and waited. Evidently she expecied
something to happen, and intended tha: .
they should be present when it did.

She held up the paper.
“Perhaps you have mot seen this,
Madame Kalenzi?"”  she asked slyly.
(1)

“Your native country——
The woman gave her a quick, pene--
trating side glance. and took the paper..
She held it up to read it, and, to the
chagrined Jane's amazement, held it in
such a manner that her face was con-
cealed from view. ;

“I see,” Madame Kalenzi observed, as
she lowered the papers. “These jewels,
they are the ones you had stolen. They
have gone to this countiry “"—she looked
at the paper—“Boralia. 1 am glad of
that, if that is where they belong.”

Jane Prestwich’'s face fell in disap-
pointment.

“You haven't read on,” she said
crossly,

Madame Kalenzi glanced carelessly at
the paper, but she was not reading.

Jane, observant though she was, missed
that point,

“You mean about the aeraplane?”
asked the woman, and she frowned in
rather a puzzled manner.

“

Yes. The man coming from
Boralia.” .
“You know him?" asked Madame

Kalenzi, with affected stupidity.

*“No, no. e is coming from Baraha,
He may come here.”

“I have read that. 1 fail lo sce any-
thing to caunse excitement.”

In silence Madame Kalenzi
back the paper. .

“Jt was kind of you io show it io
me,” she murmured. “Thank vou! 1
am glad that the mystery of the lost

handed

treasure has been solved. It was so
romantie,” ’
Jane did not reply. She almest

snatched the paper.

“Don’t mind her, Madanie Kalenzi,”
sail Pearl Hardy, rather angrily.
“We're not all as ill maunered as Jane,
you——"

“Quite so. Deolores, are you ready "

And in silence they wended their way
homewards. Dolores was feeling far from
happy, and tea-time did not make her
happiness any greater. OUccasionally
during the meal her aunt and uncle
spoke, but it was in the strange language.

Tea finished, Dolores hurried upstairs.
She went into her room, and wearily
picked up her school-books.

But she was not in the mood for vwork.

and she went out on to the sunny
baleony. . y
It was a glorious evening, and she

sighed as she heard the singing of birds,
the hum of a bumble hee a yard or co
away.

She started rather, for the sound of the
bee seemed louder—strangely loud, more
Iike a myriad of bees. Now 1t was
louder. A passing car? )

She leaned out of the window, and
then glanced searchingly at the sky.

It was not the hum ‘of a hee. or of
millious of bees; it was the sound of an
engine, yet like no engine the had heard
before.

But as she gazed at the sky a distane
speck that moved rapidly teld her the
meaning of the humming. An aeroplane.

It had taken shape now. The sun was
apon it, and she saw the colour—red.

Her beart thumped wildly a= the aero-
plane banked and circled.

Was it going to land here?

(Aunother long instalinent of thiz
faseinating story in nezt weck’s issue of
the ScrooL FriENp. Be surc and srder

" your copy at once. )
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Twopence.

“You do like ‘
Biro's Cusrarp”

=7 Who does not recall happy
“#zn childhood days spent in the meadow

. )y~ amidst the buttercups?
<

In the early summer days,'t_he fresh
growth of the grass, so eagerly consumed by the cows, yields milk which is
richer than at any other time of the year. Thus it comes about that

- Brrds Custard,

nourishing at all times, becomes still more nourishing. Therefore, now is
the time for our boys and girls to gain stronger bodies and sturdier limbs.
Build them up with milk made into Bird's Custard.

Mothers cannot do wrong in serving Bird's Custard in abundance with
plenty of stewed frait, and plenly of steamed puddings. =3
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Y DEAR READERS,—The summer
M holidays  will :oon be upon us.
How many of ns are not already
: looking - forward to  them  with
cager anticipation? _Very few, I imagine!
The very thought of them conjures up

pleasant visions before our minds. Some ;of’
us think of the vast expanse of the sea, the
breez the distant clifls,
athe ing bronze sky forming a
nopy for the scene. Others think of gome
inland ¢ . with its, wopds and glens,
apacious stretches of green meadows, of leafy,
lanes, and of rippling brooks, It all depends
upon whetlier™ we “are looking forward to a
holiday by the sea or a holiday inland.
T - ——— =
hara- Redfern & Co..*like ourfelves, are
1z eagerly, forward to _their summer
‘Holitthy. + But - which¥ of these 1:1‘r-tun-.= have

long-stretching

S06

they "filling their minds? The¢ sea—or the
country ¥+ The fitle of next ;Thi ay's mag
pificent, new long complete story of the
girls of Clif House, |
#THE.SCHOOLGIRL
CARAVANNERS!"
. By Hilda Richards, -
iz doubtless sufficient to tell yon. The CIliff

House gi are to spend their summer vaca-
tion in the country—travelling through the
leafy, picturesque southern country in
earavans. No kind of holiday could be more
health-giving, beautiful, aud serene.

tut if Babs & Co. are looking forward to
a “quict ", holiday, they are destined to be
mistaken! = Their novel  holiday will he
simply eramméd with adventures and excit-
ing incidents. The merry chums of the Fourth
Form can be trusted to enjoy themselves
nnder very mnearly the most adverse con

Gotch, "Ltd.; and fer Caoada,
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i Your Editor’s Corner. |

tions, but their tempers are sorely tried in
next week’s grand story, They fall into the
had graces of a person who i in a_ position
to make the first part of ti holiday, at
least, very unpleasant, "The steps this person
takes to do so, and the steps the famous
chums take in the opposite direction, miake

the most fascinating reading. The finish of

the _gtory will leave vyou with a greater

admiration than ever for the fine spirit of
bara Redfern & Co.

The second powerful and fascinating long

instalment of

‘“NO JOY IN HER RICHES!"
By Joan Inglezant,

witich  this week's must make vou await
eagerly, will be in your hands next Thursday.

Who does not mpathise with poor Ruth
Iope's position at Rosedale? “Ii v painful
one for her, as it would be for any other
sweet and upright girl. Sylvia Severance
states that Ruth’s father has not come by
the estate honest and Ruth'’s father—he

does not deny it! To another kind of girl
this. would not cunt deeply. After living in
modest circumstances, the life and the sur
roundings at Rosedale would seem so ex-
quisite, gorgeous, that she would npot

0

concern lierself “deeply as to whether or not
she was entitled to sneh conditions. Lt
Ruth—it cuts Ruth to the quick. FEnrap

tured as she w by everything at first, her
magnificent surroundings now have no eliarm
for her.” To poor Ruth everything is litile
less than hateful. Her father—a thi
estate of which he has eome into pos
it is not his! - Can this be true? 3
Severanee ( not forget to keep brin
it up before our poor heroine. She is striving

her very ntmost to make Ruth's life at Rose
dale unbearable. Ruth is full of pluck and
grit—shdis a girl with a splendid spirit, but

well, this charge is just the very thing to
crush” her. And that is' precisely what the
spiteful Sylvia knows—it is a fact which she
means to exploit to the full. -

Do tell your friends about this grand new
story. None of them should fail to read what
will, I am sure, prove to be the most populur
story we have ever had.

There are” many dramatic
next Thursday’s instalment of

happenings in

“ FRIENDSHIP FbFlﬁ1DDEN pis
By lda i\’lelbaurne,

all of which will still Further increase your
interest in this story.

Next week's number of the
“ CLIFF HOUSE WEEKLY ! "

will appeal to you all, for it will be
less than a

nothing

SPECIAL CARAVAN NUMBER !

It will be as bright and breezy, and as full
of incident, as cyver vou could wish, o take
eare not to miss it!

There will be ancther pleasing article next
Thursday, and in- it von. will learn two
interesting points of view concerning

THE “ CROCODILE CRAWL."

Should sehoolgirls be
ilong the streets in a

compelled to walk
long line—in “ecroco-
fashion, that is—-under the charge of
or should they be allowed to
they please? In this article yon
will find opinions and reasons for and against.

Your Sineere Friend,

YOUR EDITOR.
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