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Magnificent LONG COMPLETE CIiff House Story featuring Barbara Redfern & Co. and—

Marjorie in Her Element!

6 NYBODY know
where Marjoric
Hazeldene s

lara Treviyn,
the tomboyish captain of

Junior School games at

Cliff House School, asked thai question

as she popped her rather untidy head

into Stndy No. 4 in the Fourth Form
corvidor.

There were four girls in that study.
One was Barbara Redfern, “the bh
eved captain of Junior * hool; t
second was Mabel Lynn, Babs golden-
haired chum and studymate. The third
was Leila Carroll, the American Fourth
Former, and vhe_fmlrdn Doris Redfern,

Babs® younger sister from the Upper
Third.

They all stared at the Tomboy.

“ Marjorie?” Babs repeated. “Nao,
Clara. = Haven't seen her—not since
dinner. Why?”

“Nothing; just looking for her,”

Clara said. She frowned a little, for
€lara was very, very fond of the

gentle-hearted girl who shared Study-

No. 7 with berseli and Janet Jordan.

“Y'm just trying to get a pickup side

in hockey together, and I thought it

would be a good idea to ask old Marj
Sh

to play @’'s been swotting pretty
hard just lately, and hasn’t scemed her-
solf at all. Apart from that, T don’t

believe she's been out for aver a week.’
Wel!. che’s studying for the nursing
riificate, isn’t she?” Mabs asked.

[AlL rights of $his paublication are ressrved
snd reproduction is strictiy forbidden.)

0[&2%%@%&0(

/8 #

“VYes; she's doing that all right
And then there’s that Second Form
first-aid class of hers. too.  Buat it's
not just that,” Clara added; “there’

something else. Ol Marj seems diffe
ent, somehow. Sometimes I catch her
locking at me with such a queer, sad
look—almost, you know, as if she were
going to burst into tears.”

“That's funny,” Mabs interrupted.

“Funny? I'm dashed if T see—"

“Np; I don’t mean funny in that
w chimp " Mabs said. "1 mean,
I've noticed myseli. She’s off her

food, too. She havdly touched her

Just like
plea for

kind, gentle Marjorie Hazeldene !
help even though it means sacrificing her chances of

ARJORIE!

for a minute looking at me in the
quecrest fashion, and then in a stiff
sort of way walked towards the door.
It didn’t dawn on me umtil I heard
the handle go what she was deing.”

“And then young Doris asked,
with breathless interest.
“Weli, I went after ber, 1 dadit

awaken her, of course. It's frightfuily
bad, I've heard, to startle sleep-
walkers. ¥ caught her half-way down
the passage, and gently led her back.
She came without a murmar. I can
tell you,” Mabs said, " it shook me up
at the time, and it's a dead-sure sign

Unable to resist a

remaining at Cliff House .

Unsuspecting
responds  nobly to her

the selfish motives of another girl, Marjorie
plea, and thus unwittingly paves the

way to the finest deed of her life ;

and last night "—here
wrinkled—*T'd  almost
But I caught her

dinner to-day,
Mabs’ brow
forgotten until now.
sleap-walking.”

“(Qh, my hat?’ Clara =aid apprehen
sively. *“Mabs, you've sure?’’

“Well, yea. I was awake, you know,
thinking over this Christmas play we've
just got into rehearsal—- That re-
minds me, Doris, you'll have to snap
up that dance in the second scene a bit.
Suddenly I heard a movement irom
Marjorie’s Bed. 'The moon was shin-
ing full on i, so I saw everything that
happened. Marjorie got up. 8he stood

ie’s got something on hey

that Marjc
mind.”
The three Fourth Formers gazed at
each other in consternation at that
Doris Redfern shook her head
Perhaps in that moment they all felt
a little guilty of neglecting Marjorie
Hazeldene; but what with the new
riding-school activities, the auestion of

the Christmas play. and the hectic
hockey programme of the Lower
Sohpuh they had left gentle Marjoric

to her own devices rather more than
usual.

1t was all so easy, somehow, fo leave
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Alarjorie alone. Marjorie, always busy,
never lOIanmuiug‘ hating always to
spoil her chums' fun, or to interfere
in their activities, when she herself
had no part in them, was so frightfully
and sweetly retiring.

had

And, as Mabs said, Marjorie
been extraordinarily busy on her own
accoun} just late

For Marjorie, in thc first place, had

been given charge of the first-aid cla
in the &:ccond—l"urm Quite a big job
in it It was Miss Charmant’s idea
that lhu tiny-tots of ClLE House's
youngest Form would learn better from
u girl much younger than a prefect or
mistress, and it was Marjorie, who
already looked after the -aid sec-
tion of the Clff House Girl Guides,
who had been made their teache
And hardly had Marjorie taken ov
the task of coaching the would-be
nurses of the Second Form, than the
Fullwood Nursing Certificate had been
announced, and Marjorie had entered
her name for that.  That naturally
meant extra work and extra study.
For the Fullwood Nursing Certificats
was an institution at [ouse, even
if it was not an institution frightfully
well patronised.
It had bmn inaugurated many years
girl, who' was
alist in London’s
Harley Street, and was de-
of course, to help girls who
sit for full nursing

famous
signed, of
were anxious to
Lionours as soon as they left school.
The winner’s reward was a cheque

for fifty pounds, a n’.ducnon of school
fees, and a six wee course in Dr.
Fullwood’s London nursing-home every
£urmmer.

Normally, however, there were never
very many entries. BMost girls at CLff
Flouse had ambitions which Asmu'\(l
above nuraing. nly seven, indeed,
had entered for the certificate this

vear, and four of those- -(z(‘tugmi
Bkeppington, Constance srenier,
Theresa Graves, and Celia Forbes,

were Upper School girls, the remainder
being Marjorie herself, Elsie Effing-
ham, and, amusingly surprising, Eliza-
beth Gertrude Bunter, the fat duffer
of the Fourth.
Not, of course,
B s entry smaouslv,

that anyone regarded
except Be:

herself. Bessie had a habit of entering
for everything it was possible to enter
for.

“ Marjorie's “mkmg too jolly hard,”
Clara frowned. ought either to
concentrate on tl'u_ exam, or give up
the first-aid class; but :.uu know what
Marjorie is once she's sct her hand
to a_thing. Blessed if I know why she
should go sticking her name down for
that exam, after shc :l taken the kids’
first-aid class on—

“Well, shcs always been mtcrcﬂm'\
in nur-cing Mabs pointed out

“And,” Babs added, more
ally. shcs not well o{T, is she

Another pause, That was very, very
true.  Everybody in CLf House kuew
Marjorie  Hazeldene's  circumstances,
and everybody admired her for her

uncomplaining, plucky fight, which for
so long she had waged against adversity.

Most decidedly Marjorie was not well
off Her father, a struggling clergy-
man, with rather a poor parish 1n
Suffolk, would never, indeed, have been
able to pay his daughter’s "school fees
if Marjorie had not been clever enough
to make her own clothes and help things
out in a hundred and one other small
and clever ways.

The fifty pounds which went with the
Certificate, therefore, and the reduced
fees which it carried with it as its
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reward, would have come as a godsend
to the Hazeldene family.

“All the same,” Clara added, “where

is she? You haven't seen her, young
Doris 7" ) )
*“No, Clara,” Doris Redfern said,

then looked quic] towards the door as

a step sounded outside. * Perhaps this
is_her.”

But it was not Marjorie

A fat, beaming face, adorned by a

pair of thick, round spectacles, bel “hind
which magnified eyes shone with sup-
pressed excilement, was thrust into the

Oh erumbs! I su you girls!”
e Bunter breathlessly said. T sus:
you know, I've gig-got a first-aid
set.”” And Bessie entered the study
and proudly duunmd a black japanned
fin bu'( on the table. “Look !” she eried
prou

They looked.

“What's that for”“ Clara demanded.

“QOh, really, Clara, you know what a
jolly clever first-aider I am,” Bessic said

offendedly. “That’s in case I have to—
to do |hmga of course! Now, for
instance,” she added hopeiully, “sup

posing you walked out of this room and
fell down the stairs

Clara glared.

“You might break your leg, you
know. Or your arm, or something,”
Bessie said cheerfully. “Then, of course,
I should be able to rush to your aid and
bandage you up in —in—

“A bread-and-butter poultice,” Mabs
snggested.

\y ‘(\\\

MARJORIE'S eyes were upon the frail woman in the bed.

hardly conscious of Elsie's departure,

+ ance,

Be:
“R

loftily sniffed.
ly, Mabs, don’t show your ignor-
* she said. “Who's ever hculd of
a bread-and-butter poultic
look !”  And she unfastened hm
:-ud hcx ancl bcamnd “There ! Bessie
rd “Now, what do you
thuﬂ of rhat." I\Iy Aunt Annie sent it
to me, you Bnow.”
he chums grinned. A firsi-aid box
was a new toy for Bessie Bunier, i;m 1t
was obvious—for the time being, at at
rate—that Bessie was in earnest.
“Ient it lovely?” she crowed.
- (‘]'nn, are you going to pl

, my mind was drifting in that
ction,” Clara grinned. *But why
udden interest?™
“0h, nutl.in;r: Bn! I thought, vou
know, that I'd b r be there—just in
case somebody brcu a leg, or someone
is stunned,” Bessie added hopefully,
“ Broken legs are my strong suit, you
know—at least, Marjorie says so, and
orie’s taught me an awfal lot about
aid, you know—though nobody in

i sil]y school ever thinks of bre
a leg,” she Jdd(’d wistfully. *I
Babs, you—you're sure you're feeling all
vight 7"

“Eh? Of course T'm feeling all right,
ninny ! Babs said.

“I thought you were looking rather
pale, vou know,” Bessie said seriously.

“Mind you, it takes an expert fo sce
these things, Youw're sure you |7‘\\E‘r|f
eaten anything to disagree with you?
\ou might,” Bessie added seriously,

“be suffering from poisoning, and not
know it. You haven’t got a pain in the
tumi »

“N

Vo

“Nor a headache 7
“No!” Babs glared. “Nor a broken
Nor concussion of the brain!

She was
She certainly did not see the

slightly sneering smile the girl she was helping gave.
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Hor—but what the dickens is the matter
with you, chumnp?”?

“Qh, really, Babs, I was only
anxious,” Bessie said disappointedly.
“ Naturally, being such a jolly clever

first-aid expert, I could cure you in no
time. I've got some ripping stuff here
1 want to try out, you know. say,
Mabs, you don’t think ydt're sickening
for anything, do you?”

“No, I Eun'l.; but I know ons fat
chump’ who jolly soon will be,” Mabs
threatened. ~ “If you want someone
to practise on, go and see Connie
Jackson or Sarah Harrigan—or Miss
Bullivant.”

.“QOh, really, Mabs! If that’s meant
to be funny, 1 think it's silly,” said
Bessie offendedly.  * Wait until I've won
the Nursing Diploma, and have got a
row of medals for doing things to the
sick and \voundedv}‘nu%l all be sorry
vou grinned, then. As Marjorie was
SAYINE !

“Have you seen Marjorie?”
questioned,

“¥h? Of course I've scen Marjorie !”
“Now, only half an hour

Clara

Bessie said.
ago—""

“Where is she 7’ Clara asked quickly.

“Oh, really, Clara, 1 wish _you
wouldn’t , talk when I'm speaking,™
B said peevishly. As I was

1 Oh crumbs, what was 1
saying, Babs?”

“Where Marjorie was.”

“Kh? Marjorie’s in the Second Form
class-room, giving a lesson,” Bessie said.
“But never mind that. I say, Clara,
don't run awgy when I'm talking!
Here, Bahs, wait a minute! Mabs, I
say, abs— Oh  crumbs!”  And
Bessie  blinked. “1  sus-say, you
know, Doris, they've gig-gone !”

“They have |” Doris grinned.
I'm going, too! So-longl”

“But look here, I want to tell you
that——""

“W

"6

" And

ait till Christmas,” Doris advised
cheekily, waved her hand, and vanished.

While, Babs, Mabs, and Clara, hurry-

ing down the corridor, approached the
Second Form class-room.
That room was at the extremity of
the west wing, the very young girls
being kept as far away as possible from
the more boisterous elements of the
Junior Scheol. They reached the room
and peered in.

“ (h, look 1 breathed Babs.

They looked. Marjorie was there.
Marjorie, dressed in a nurse’s uniform
—that also was Miss Charmant’s idea,
Miss Charmant averring that dressing
the part always made a profound im-
pression upon the younger mind—was
talking to her class.

The class, to be sure, was not a large
one, and except for Mary Treherne of
the Lower Third, contained nine of the
kiddies of the Second Form, all of whom
were staring with a serious sort of rap-
ture at Marjorie, who was, at the
momant, in the act of putting dummy
handages on the arm of little Dolores
LEesendon. ?

Very sweet, very trim, DMarjorie
looked, in Lber meat, clean, white
uriform, very sericus and gentle her
face as she talked.

Babs paused, feeling a queer little
gulp in her throat. Here, in such sur-
roundings, and with sucl n audience,
doing such work, Marjorie Hazelderne
seemed particularly in her element.

“And now, you see, having got the
bandage fixed, we have to tie it,” she
was telling her wide-eyed class. _“This
is the way. Get your scissors like this
—snip the bandage at the end for a few
inches, so that it makes two ties
You see that, Chrissie?”

“Oh, yes,  Marjorie!”
Wadhurst said.

Chrissie :

“Then,™ Darjorie_explained, “take
this tie this way, and the other tie the
opposite way. Carry it right round the
bandage, like this, and tie in a neat
little bow on the bone of the wrist.
That’s not too tight, is it, Dolores?™

“No, thank you, Marjorie !”

“ And then—there you are I” Marjorie
smiled. “When you are bigger girls 'l
show you how fo fix the bandage by
pinning it. But we're not going to use
pins now, becausc you might be dan-
gerous, you see. Now, Ivy Finch, you
come out and take the bandage off
Dolores’ wrist, and let me see you put
it on again.”

“0Oh, Marjorie, let me!” Dolly Drew
begged earnestly.

Yes, Dolly, later,” Marjorie smiled.
“You shall all have a turn at it. This
way, Ivy 17

Littie' Ivy Finch, erimson-faced with
suppressed excitement, stepped out in
front of the class. Babs smiled. At the
same moment Clara pushed open the

door.

“Hallo !” she said.

“Hallo!” Dolores Essendon greeted
them, bright-eyed. “1 say, you know,
T'm supposed to have a burnt hand.”

Marjorie flushed a little.

“We're dni;\g first  aid,” she said

an

quickly, T getting  on  famously,
aren’t we, kiddies? Did you want me,
Clara 1

“Well, yes. I-—T thought perhaps

you'd like to come and

kave a game of
hockey,” Clara said.

“You're not look-
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ing too up to the mark, old Marj. If

you can chuck this for a while—"

Marjorie’s pink became a red.

“Thank you, Clara! It's sweet of
you I she said. “All the same, I'm
quite happy, thank you Neo; I den’t
think I'll come to hockey, if you don’t
mind. In any case, 1 couldn’t very well,
beeause I've got to run into Courtfield
later and get some bandages. You—you
don’t mind ?” she added hesitantly.

“0Oh, I don’t mind—no ! But ”—Clara
looked at her—"all the same, you do
need some fresh air, old thing, and I'm
sure all this swotting isn’t doing you
any good. You're sure you wouldn't like
to play—for a change 7"

“Please, Clara, no!

* And—an - ‘stumbled.
“Oh, all right, then! e you later.,”

“Yes, later,” Marjorie smiled.

Baks, Mabs, and Clara, feeling that
they hadn’'t got much out of the inter-
view, went. But Clara was still worried.
She did not, as she had arranged, get
up a pick-up side for hockey. She weng
instead to Study No. T.

“T—I'll wait for her,” she told Babs
and Mabs at the door.

“Right-ho !” Babs said.

They went off. Clara, with a frown
on her face, entered the study. That
study she shared with Marjorie and
Janet Jordan, and Janet was there at
the moment darning a pair of stockings.

She locked up as her Tomboy chum
came in.

THE SCHOOLGIRL

“You look worried, old thing,” she
said. * Anything wrong 1"

Clara shrugged.

“It’'s Marjorie,” she said. She stared
at Janet, who had bitten her lip. “Oh,
I don't know!” she said worriedly.
“But, Janet, there must be something
wrong. I've just seen her again. She
looks sort of tired. I can’t think it's
altogether her swotting that’s ggtting on
her nerves. You know that sorl of stuff
never seems to do her much harm. But
she’s %qt something on her mindg-some-
thing big.”

“And,” Janet asked slowly, “she
hasn’t told you 1

“No. Why, has she told you?”

“Well # And Janet shook her
head. “Well. yes,” she said. “S8he

couldn’t very well help telling me.
This morning I picked up a letter of
hers in mistake for my own. Before I
realised what T was looking at, T'd read
the important part, It came from her
father: o

Clara glanced at her quickly.

“And—and—well, you're Marjorie’s
chum; 1 think you ought to know,”
Janet said. “T should have mentioned
it, in any case. I don’t think Marjorie
is kee]_) on the news being broadcast, but
she didn’t exacily ask me to keep it
secret. And—and T think we ought to
get together and try to do something for
her. lara, did you know "—and Janet
looked at her—“did you know,” she
repeated, “that at the end of the term
Marjorie might have to leave CIliff
House for ever?”

She Couldn’t Refuse!

ARJORIE MHAZEL-
DENE sighed.

Her gentle faca

was very worried as

she peered through the fall-

3 ing dusk in the direction of

Courtfield, there bound to collect the

bandage supplies ordered from the

chemist’s by Miss Primrose, the head-

mistress, yesterday.

For Marjorie, unsuspecting the sub-
ject of tha conversation between Clara
and Janet Jordan in Study No. 7 at
that moment, was also lhinﬁing of the
letter which Janet had inadvertenily
picked up and half-read that morning.

That letter was a week old now, and
to the disastrous news it contained
Marjorie had more or less mentally
adjusted herself. Things had been going
ill' with her father. Poor, struggling
curate, fighting a desperate stmggﬁa all
along the border-line of poverty, the
most crushing blow had befallen him.

Apart from the rather meagre living
of his parish, he lived entirely en the
interest from certain stocks and shares
which he held in an oil company in
China. These stocks had now been
rendered worthless—which meant, of
course, that he was no longer in a posi-
tion to pay Marjorie's school fees,

Calm, uncomplaining, and resigned as
always, Marjo! had said nothing to
anyone of her sceret sorrow until that
morning, when she had told Janci
Jordan,

Her heart ached for her father; ho
never had-scemed to have a great deal
]u_[ tuck. If only—:if only she could help
hiny !

Perhaps she could. She was going to
try, anyway. It was thinking of him,
not herself, that had caused her rather
hurriedly to enter her name in the list
of the Fullweod Nursing Certificate.

If she won that—and Marjorie, though
she was ever modest, believed with a
terrific swot she conld win it—it would
case the situation immensely.
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On Saturday the examination tock
place, Dr. Fullwood he travelling
up from London to take if. tween
now and then she had to work, so fright-
, so terrifically hard that she could
ly visualise a spare minute in which

=

ha

she would not have to study. All the
same, she'd get through it| She must
got through 161

“Hallo I & voice said.

Marjorie stared Almost  without

wing it, she had entered Courtfield,

dy lit up. A group of girls were
g on the corner of the street-—-a
oup in Cliff House uniform.

Marjorie recognised them at once.
They were not girls with whom
ordinarily she had a great deal to
‘u—i\ul girls  whom she numbered

r her own circle of friends by any
But s similed.

Iallo, Lydia I s
10 had hailed her.
Going far?” Lyd

said to the girl

leed.

“Only 1o the chemi

“0Oh ” Lydia Crossendale frowned.
“Your first-aid stunt?” she asked, with
a half-sneer.  “Wouldn't you like to

come 1o the dance at the cafe?
Marjorie shook her head, though she

frowned a hu[n for the densant at the
Courtfield Cafe was not a form of amuse-
ment \mnch was looked upon with a

tolerant eye by the authorities of CLff
Hou:

Still, it was not her business what
Lydia Crossendale, ¥Freda Ferriers, and
Frances Frost did, and, having no desire
to interfere in anyone's pleasures, she
rode on,

Well, here she was u* the chemist’s.
Propping her eycle on the kerbstone she
we

in.
The chemist’s was a small shop, and

vy well lighted. Another girl was
as Marjorie came in, rather im-
;.ul tly tapping on the counter. She
;lnrui as she heard the footsteps behind

“That old fool ! she began, and then
jumped. “Why, Marjoric I” she cried.
‘It—it is Marjorie Hazeldene, ien't it %"
“Why, yes!” Marjorie cried, and then
hers rif kt'uted “0Oh, great goodness!
‘!l Elsie, what ever are

er
“aahmgtun laughed breath-

. and

ce got a job,” she said. “T V—
wused as the chemist peered over
counter—*1 want Mrs. ‘Cope's pre-
scription, please,” she “The one
I left here yesterday Tarjorie, it’s
s )d to sce you a, n!" breathed.
u know, it's funny, but I was just
thinking of you.

Marjorie dunpled and smiled.
still felt intrigued, however.
known Els \"‘B.“JHHREOH several years
I for Elsie was the daughter of one
of hor own father’s paris l.mnnrs and had
been a member of the church’s mixed
choir.

A nice girl, Marjo had always
thought—a very dear girl, with a most
terrific  fondness for her widowed
mother.

I‘Itu went on now.

Tve got a job,” she said,

. mn=mg a sick old ¢ at Mill Cot-
You know i t you? In a
Mother's

and—and well,
I hate to tell bad but she’s ill—
dreadfully ill,” Elsie said, and turned
hrr face away.
)h, Elsie, I am sorry to hear that!”
\[dr]arl(' said, her ;;emh- heart melting
with compassion at o

“It's dreadful 1 Lla!f‘ said. “0Oh,
Marjorie. you wouldn't believe how she
suffers! And the worst of it is,” she
added, “I'm simply tied to this old Mrs,

living in Courtfield nov

Cope. What with one and another,
T'm almost run off my fect, you know.
Mother is asking for me all the tin

Mrs.

house,

Cope hates-me even to leave the
because there’s no one to look

after her I—I'm supposed to be seeing
mother now,” falteringly went on,
“but how can 17
Marjerie shook her head. It was
characteristic of her that all her own
oubles and worries should fade inte

gnificance when listening to another
She said:

sie, if could do any-

“But you couldn’t, could you?” Elsis
asked, but rathe hope-
Ala cic, if you could—

Id, for instance, just come

with Mrs, Cope until I've

and seen mother—it uld

Iw such a help! You wouldn't mind

giving up a little of your time, would

you?”

“But_ wouldn’t  Mrs. Cope mind?”
Marjorie aske

“Oh, I don't |'th so! It's not

me she \\.ml«;
any case,” E
\\Ouhln! ma
can’t. had a stroke

a sort of paralysis. She can’t
even speak, ind anything

else  Oh, Marjorie, wonld you
help me?" she added breath-
IN-I\

—I'd love to,” Marjorie

breathed

And she meant that,
did think, with a flecti
may, of tha swotbing sh
negle

8

even though she
ng pang of
“would have to

e’s plight was worse than her

“Shall we go, then?” said Marjorie.
“But, oh, dear me, wait a second! I
almost forgot my bandages.”

The bandages wege forthcoming.
Elsie, with an eager light in her eyes,
led the way out of the shop. As she
mounted her own bicyele, which she had
left propped against the wall, she
smiled strangely—a smile which, for-
tunately for her, Marjorie never saw.

By Hilda Richards 5

“Iy was Mrs. Cope's brother who gave
me the job,” she explained, as she ar

Marjorie pedalled off. *You do
know him, do you? Although he kne
your father. A wealthy man, and

simply dotiug on this dear old = hlu of
his. He practically pursed her
he was called a

Scotland or somewhere on’ some
fully urgent business.
of man, too
And

ght
Frightfully strict
He made me pro-
then suddenly she
she added,

sork

THE chums were on the trail

of Marjorie. Absolute
silence was necessary. And
then, of course, that dear duffer,
Bessie Bunter, had to choose
that moment to stumble !
Thud—thud, and clatter-clatter |
as the first-aid box hurtled

. down the stairs.

“1—1 wonder il—if you'd do same-
thing else for me?” LKlsie stumbled. I
hate to ask you, ceeing that you've
alre heen so sweet.  But—but
aboy 1r. Cope. He—he made me pro-

mise, you know, that I'd never leave his
sister, except to get medicine and so_on
He wouldn’t und and about mothe
vyou know, and if he knew that I'd ey
left sister he's the sort of man who'd
distn me as soon as look at me. Mbur-
jorie, would you mind very ‘much not
saying anything at all abou tit?

Marjorie frowned a little.

“But won't his sister tell
asked.

him?" she
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“I've told you she can't,” Elsie said.
‘She can’t cven speak. Marjorie, you
won't say anything—not to anybody 7%
“No,” Marjorie said.

Presently they reached Mill Cottage—
a lonely looking, thatched little building
which stood at the end of Church Lane,
a hundred yards away from its nearest
neighbour,

Quietly Elsie led the way in, switch-
ing on the light. In the sitting-room she
paused.

There'll be nothing to do,” she said.
* Just watch. You can read to her if
von like. She's frightfully fond of that
Brett Young baok there. Here we are,”
she added. “You'd better put this
uniform on. She likes me to look pro-
fessional, even if I haven’t a nursing
certificate.  You don’t mind 1"

“No,” Marjarie said. .

All the same, she had a most curious
ing that she was trespassing.
donned the uniform, while rather
impatiently Elsie stood by. That done,
the showed her up the narrowed stairs
into 1h‘r.\l‘]ittle chintz-u\;rugnedbbcddruomu
its ceiling =u rie y _broad oak
heams. A%qd a‘:piche first sight of that
worn, pitiful figure on the bed, Marjorie
forgot everything else.

The figure was that of a woman—a
woman not old, but middle aged.
Motionless she lay on the bed, her un-
naturally large and bright eyes fixed in
o stare as the two came in. The g:g:duy
of her posture showed that Elsie’s de-
ption of her case was, alas, all too

1

tr

ue !
Siricken, helpless, deprived of either
power to speak or move, she Was a pity-
provoking figure indeed.

Aarjorie’s tender heart seemed to
burst and overflow.

“Oh,

the poor thing!”

she whis-
ored.
2 Mrs. Cope, this is my friend, Mar-
jorie,” Elsie said, without replying.
“T've brought her to look after you for
a Jittle while. You don’t mind, do
you "

The eves fixed upon her. From her
they went to Marjorie. It seemed thot
AMarjorie saw in their depths the hing

of a smile. ¥

“Well, then, that’s all right,” Elsie
said briskly. “T'll leave you to carr
on, now, shall I, Marjorie? 1 don’t
think I've anything to tell you—but
please don't leave her until I come
back, will you? So-long!” she added,
rather hu:-riodlK. .

“So-long I” Marjorie muttered, her
tear-brimmed eyes upon the figure on
the bed, and was hardly conscious of
her going as Elsie, with rather more
noise than seemed advisable, clatiered
down the wooden stairs. Mis.
Cope ** ¢he choked.

. The brave eyes smiled.

‘While Elsie had reached the sitting-
room again. Her face was alight as she
grabbed a powder-puff out of a drawer,
quickly applied it to her face, brushed
her hair, and made up her lips. Then
hastily she took off the rather shabby
blue coat she was wearing.

Tuderncath, had Marjorie only seen
it, was an extremely smart and pretty
k. The girl smirked as she tool
down another coat from hehind the
door—abrown coat this, the collar
trimmed with dyed ermine.  She
struggled into it.

“And _now,” she murmured, “I'm
ready, Lydia Crossendale, for the
And I hope,” with a glance at
anding above, “you enjoy your-

Miss  Tender-hearted ~Marjorie
She stifled a giggle.

a
self,
Hazeldene 1"
“My hat, T wonder what mother would
say if she knew I'd pui her down as

All the same, cheerio!”

almost dying 7
she waved a hand

And mockingly

towards the ceiling. Swiftly she let
erself out. Ten minutes later she was
meeting Lydia & Co. at the crossroads.
“Sorry,” she grinned breathlessly,
“I'm late. DBut I told you I'd have to
find someone to earry out the job,
didn’t I7 Well, T found her sll right,

and quite by accident, uess who 7%
“Tlorence Nightingale 7"’ Lydia
asked, and there was a laugh.
“No; somebady youn now quite
well,” Elsic chuckled. ” “ But not a word.
A girl in your Form at school. A girl

you've mentioned to me since we met a
week ago. 1 don't think you like hex

very much.” and t} hile Lydia &
Co. stared, she chuckled  again,
“Marjorie Hazeldene "

Marijorie Takes Charge!

A ARJORIE HAZEL-
. DENE, however,
“’? was not even think-
in of the hypo-

(>R . critical Elsie Washington,
Her every  thonght, her

every care from the moment she stepped
into that room of sickness at Mill Cot-
tage was for the sweet-faced patient in
the bed.

She leoked round the room. She was
glad as she took in its detail, thut she
knew something about nursing. It was
obvious st once that Mrs. Cope’s bed
had not been made up properly. She
attended to that, Though it was cold
outside, it was stuffy inside.

Alarjoric
opened the window a little, and was sur-
prised and touched at the gratefully
glad glow that showed in-the eyes of
her patient.

She went to the washstand and,
rather shocked to find the washing-
basin  unemptied, went down and
emptied it. The carpet she found
quite dusty., She discovered dustpan
and brush, and cleared that up.

So many things she found to do all
at once. So many little lhlnﬁs which
had cbviously been neglected by Elsie.

She discovered, to her joy, that Muys.
Cope, at least, could move her arms—
the only part of her poor body, indeed,
which seemed still to retain the power
of animation.

AH at onee she beckoned to her,

Marjorie went over to the bed. The
woman extended her hand. She could
not speak, poor thing, but her eyes
spoke for her, and Marjorie, insiine-
tively responding to anyone in pain or
distress, seemed to know at once what
she meant.

She put her hand over the cold, rather
tragically emaciated one of the invalid,
and pressed it.

And hew happy suddenly that seemed
to make Mrs. Co?e, What wonderful
joy and radiance for a moment danced
mn her eyes as she looked at her. What
immense gratefulness, as though indeed
she said: “My dear, you have cheered
me! My dear, am so very, very
grateful for all that yon are doing?!
My dear, how wonderful it is to have
you here!”

From that moment Marjoric had
ken her to that golden heart of hers.

Meantime, she was not noticing the
time. She was looking round, acquaint-
ing herself with everything.

Presently, behind the washbasin, she
found a card containing several lines
of rather cramped handwriting, and
signed with a name—Dr. Kelly-—the
invalid’s own doctor. The card, which
apparently_had not been used for a long
ime, was a list of duties, obviously
written out for the inexperienced Elsie,

Marjorie frowned a little. Really,
sorry as she was for Elsie, she could not
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help fceling she had been rather slip-
ghod ever her work.

But she was grateful for the card,
glad of the instructions and the times
written there, She read it through, and
saw that towards the end it said:
mperatuare,

Medicine,

6.0.—Light fruit supper, with milk.

Marjoric laughed a ﬁttie'. That gave
her something to do. A, further hunt
disclosed the thermometer and tempera-
ture chart,

She took the temperature, rapidly
entered it np, and huong the chart at
the top of the patient’s bed. She found
the medicine and administered it
Downstairs she found fruit. With her
assistance, Mrs. Cope ate two oranges,
waving the rest of the fruit aside.

Wy, declare,” Marjorie said
cheerfully, *““youw're looking better
already I

Again re was a smile in the eyes,
Marjorie fclt strangely happy. I
was so marvellous, after all, to be

doing something like this,

Downstairs she tripped, put on the
kettle, and made heorself a cup of tea,
bringing it up with “Brett Young's >
book to Mrs. Cope’s bedside. And then
while she drank the tea she read.

Presently she looked *down, Mrs
Cope, looking somewhat different, con-
tent, was asleep,

Quictly Marjorie closed the book.
On tiptoe she went across the room and
stairs, the teacup in her hand.
the tiny kitchen. she put on hot
water and washed up the soiled crocks,
aud then, for the first time, became
aware of the time as the neighbouring
church clock struck the hour.  Seven |
. Marjorie came to herself with a
jerk. ~ Oh, t goodness! She had
never even noticed the time! She had
promised herself to be back at Clifi
House by half-past fivel

Quite a flutter Marjorie was in then,
Where was Elksie? Iler face paled as
she thought of the swotting she had
meant to do.

. An hour and a half of her valuable
time gone—an hour and a half which
might make all the difference to her
winning the Fullwood certificate and the
relieving of hee father’s finaneial burden
and her own future happiness!

Where was Elsie?

But of Elsio there was no sign. Elsie,
had Marjorie only known it, was at thag
moment tripping round the dance flooy
in a fox-trot at the Courtfield Cafc!

The Price of Her Good Turn!

(13 ND Marjorie isn't
here?” Miss Prim-
rose asked.

Clara Treviyn
and  Janet Jordan, busy
R doing preparation in Study
No. 7, exchanged a worried glance

“Well, no, Miss Primrose,” Clara
confessed  unhappily. — “But—but .
will be long, sou.

don’t suppose sl
now.”

“You have no idea where she is?”
Miss Primrose asked.
i 2. But I don’t suppose, she's far

away.”

The headmistress looked annoyed.

“That, Clara, is beside the question.
Tho hour is now seven o'clock, and
it’s obvious that Marjorie has not heen
in the school during the whole of prep-
aration time. I am not used,” Miss
Primrose =aid rather angrily, *to
having the favours I dispense abused in
this way. Because Marjorie tock charge
of the Becond Form first-aid class, and
because she has entered the Fullwood
Certificate Examination, I have excused




WO “ colobrities ” this weel—and

both in the space of the usual
one. Bub you musto’t think I'm
cheating. Tt woild be just impossible
to write sbout FErmyntrude Ophelia

Terraine without linking her to her twin
sister, Priscjlla Agatha Terraine.

The Terraine twins look alike—so
hewilderingly alike, indeed, that they
bave to wear diffumnb-culuurcd hair
ribbons in class to distinguish one from
the other. They act alike. They have
the same hobbies. Except one, they
have the same interests.

They both tie for the ninth position
in class, both score exactly the same
percentage of marks. They dress alike,
they speak alike. In food, in habits,
their tastes are exactly the same. Even
though they wear distinguishing hair
ribbons, those ribbons are both blue—
Oxford blue for * Ermy,” Cambridge
for Priscilla,

And yot—

There are differences—yes! But you
have to know the twins a long time
to get fally acquainted with them.
Ermyntrude, for instance, is slightly the

No
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elder of the two—hy balf an hour.
Ermyntrude, although you would never
guess it, is the stronger of the two and
the real leader when difficulties arise.
Also (and this is quite unaccountable !)
Ermyntrude has a flair for acting;

cilla hasn't !

But that’s all to be said for differences.
Look at them and you see the reflection
of one face in the other. They both
possess very fine, light-coloured hair,
which they wear in two plaits. Both
are rather thin, pale complexioned, and
have light-brown eyes. Both arc serious
and solerun. And each is so devoted to
the other that they have o desire to
make other friends.

Most of the Fourth regard them as
oddities and leave them rather to
themselves. Recently, as a result of
their feud against Connie Jackaon, it
seemed at last as if they would * come
out of their shells ™ (Clara's oxpressive
term ; you know what she means), but
as soon as the excitoment had subsided,
back they went into them !

Very prim, they share little of the life
of the Form, bit at least they do not
interfere, and if inclined to be so eom-
pletely self-sufficient, have a fine scnse
of schoolgirl honour and would scorn to
sneak or play any trick which might
offend the usual code.

CGames ¥ No, they do not play them,
though they love to watch—together !
Hobbies ¥ Reading. Film favourites ?
Yes, two—Zasu Pitts and Slim Summer-
ville. Ambition ? Ah, you have me
there. I don's think they've ever
thought about it !

They have favourite colours, howover
—Oxford and Cambridge blue. They

Pr

have & favourile flower—the crocus
(blue for preference).

They both take size three in shoes
and their home is in Northumberland.

They are both fond of Mrs. Henry
Wood's books — *“ East Lynne™ in
particular.

It is peculiar, though true, that even
in their reading they seem fo kee
almost exmct paco with each other.
That applies, too, to writing, though it
would take a handwriting expert to
detect the difference—if any—in their
styles.

“An odd pair, yes, but very inoffensive.
Their ages are fourteen years and six
months, and their height four feet nine
and a half inches. They have uo
particularly favourite mistress and no
particular dislike among mistresses
they never get into bothers !

But I'm suro—and you'll agroe—that
if there is any. strenl\. of animosi
their make-up’ it is entirely dirested at
Connie Jackson !

her pn\paratmn, so that she could give
her attention to her nursing examination
she

studies. If, as seems evident, is
using this time for other purposes, I
shall seriously have to reconsider my
decision.  Please, Clara, send her to
me as soon as she comes in.”

And Miss Primrose, with an angry

Rur:slug of her lips, rustled out of bmdy
o
* And that,” Clara said, pulling a face,
“is that! But what on earth can have
happened to the silly old chump?”

““She went to Courtfield,” Janet said.

“Well, who doesn’t know that? But
she only went to the chemist. Hardly
likely 1t would have taken her three
hours to go to Courtfield and back.
Semething must have happened to detain
her. Oh, rats!” and with a worried
gesture Clara flung her pen upon the
wable. “I'm going to see Babs., Perhaps
she knows something.”

She strode out, rather upset.

Babs and Mabs were at prep when she
reached Study No. 4. Bessie was care-
placing the various articles in
her fivst-aid box. She blinked up.

“Hallo, Clara! 1 say, any tlnnx*wmng
v-\th you?” she asked hopefully. *Iu
you've got a sprained wrist or anything

'm the girl, you know."

“Thanks,” "Clara_said quite gruffly,
“But wait until I've got a sprained
wrist before you start operations. I say,

abs, I suppose you haven’t seen old
Marjorie? Primmy's looking for her.”

Babs shook her head.

“Hasn't she come in?

“ Well, would I be asking you L footling
flu(‘sllOTl like that if she ha Clara

emanded rather irritably. * T thougm
xﬁu’ might have heard something, that's
ll 17

But neither Babs nor Mabs could help.
Clara rather disconsclately wandered off
into the Big Hzll, just in time to catch
Lydia Crossendale, Freda Ferriers and
Frances Frost coming in.

:n[e eyed them quickly.

"Ye'.-, und what does our dear little
Tomboy say?” Lydia mocked.

“0Oh, don’t be funny !” snapped Clara,
for the Tomboy's quick temper was
swiftly roused in her present worried
state.  “I just wanted to aszk you a
question. Have you seen DMarjorie
Hazeldene ?°*

The Llnree looked at each other and

es,” Lydia said.

i 0}1, where

“In Courtfield.
four o'clock riding a bicycle.”
answered coolly.

* And not since?”

“No!”

" Clara grunted. She walked on, missing
the amused wink which Lydia threw at
her two companions.

It pleased the precious trio to see the
Tomboy upset—especially when they
knew the cause of that upset.

Lydia & Co. never had had any love
or Clara, and because she was the

We saw her about
Lydia

Tomboy’s chum, no love for Marjorie
Hazeldene either. Maliciou: wlone
would have held them to the secret
which Elsie Washington had improssed
uron them to keep that afternoon, mm
arjorie, while Elsie was en;mn\g
self, was doing her work for her!
L\dm & Co. that presented itself as a
sttuation rather amusing.

Apart from which, Elsie Washington
had been accepted wholeheartedly into
the ranks of Lydia & Co.

For Elsie, though Marjorie did not
know it, was a friend of Freda. Freda
had mef her last year whilst on holiday
and when she had spied Freda in Court-
field a few days ago she had hastily
sought to renew that acquaintance.

Not at first had Freda been keen,

but

when it became obvious that Elsie, from
fu

some mysterious source, had money
burn, then she had been made a
welcome member of the * Bnobs’ Co.
And while her money lasted Elsie wa-
likely to go on being welcomed by the
enobs of the Fourth.

So they passed on, chuckling. Whil«

ara, more worried and perplexed
than ever, drifted towards the Hall
doorway. There for a few minutes she
stood looking into the darkness—a dark-
ness unrelieved save by the lighted
windows of the porter’s lodge at the
far end of the drive.

No sight, 1o sign of Marjorie! Still
no sign when call-over bell rang,

More worried than ever, and

in o
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decidedly bad frame of mind—for
Clara reacted irritably to worry-—she
took her place in the ranks of the Fourth
Form,

Sarah Harrigan, deputising for Miss
Charmant, spotted the absence of
_Marjorie even before she started to call
the roll.

. “Hallo, where's Marjorie Hazledene?”
asked the unpopular prefect.

“(Oh, my hat!” Clara muttered. “She
—she went out,” she called, “for zome
bandages I”

“ Whatever
the time to he
ticked a mark against her name.
listen, and stand still  there,
Bunter 1™

The roll was called. Still no Marjorie.
Call-over was dismissed, the girls
drifred off in twos and threes.

And then suddenly there was acry. A
breaihless figure, panting but pale, hurst
among them. Clara stared.

“Marjorie, at last ! Yousilly cuckoo !
Where have you been?” -

Marjorie paused.

“Oh, dear! I'm sorry—am 1 lat

“Late?’ Clara glare “Call-over’s
gone,” she said. my is looking
for you and Sarah Harrigan at this
moment is reporting your absence. Dut
what happened?”

“Oh, nun-nothing!” Marjorie said.
“That is to say, I—I met someone.”

“And stopped in Courtfield?” Clara
asked incredulously.

“Y-yes !”

“RBut what abont your studies?
Primmy o

“J—1'll go and sce Miss Primrose
now,” Marjorie said, “Please, Clara 1”
And while the Tomboy gave back in
amazement she hurried past her. “I—1
wor't be long,” she promised.

“But, look here—— Clara hooted.

Marjorie, however, had gone.

With her heart beating fast, she was
hurrying up the stairs. Her face was
strained and pale now. For, of course,
ghe couldn’t possibly have allowed that
dear Mrs, Cope io remain there all
alone, and Elsie, pleading that she had
had to wait at her mother's bedside and
seo the doctor, who had been late, had
not come in until a gquarter-past seven!

In tho cloak-room she hastily divested
herself of her outdoor things, and then
hurried off to the headmistress’ study.

Miss Primrose was inclined to be ex-
tremely annoyed.

“Unless you have a yery satisfactory
explanation to offer, Marjorie, I am
afraid 1 cannot be lemient with you,”
she said, “Why were you not in at
preparation? And what made you late
for call-over”

Marjorie, thinking of ihat promise
she had given to Elsie Washington,
gulped.

“J—] mei a friend, Miss Primrose,”
she said.

Miss Primrese frowned.

“I do not consider that a satisfactory
explanation at all. If that is your only
excuse—"

“Well, I—T went home with her—"

«1 still regard the explanation as
inadequate.”

“0Oh dear!
stumbled.

“1 grust vou are,” Miss Primrose said
angrily. T, too, am sorry, Marjorie.
1 thought,” she added a trifle bitterly,
“you were taking your nursing studies
serionsly, but as they are apparently of
so little importance in your estimation,
I must tell you here and now that the
privilege of missing preparation 1
withdrawn. Apart from that,”” Miss
Primrose went on tartly, “you will be
detained to-morrow afterncon, which is

he went out for, she knew
n,”’ Sarah snapped, aud
H Now
Bessie

I—I’'m sorry !” Marjorie

half-holiday, for missing call-over. That
is all, Marjorie.”

And Marjorie, her face very white,
slowly left the room.

Bessie's Little Blunder!

EN o'clock !
The Fourth Form
at Cliff House School

soundly slept.
Except one girl—and that
girl Marjorie Hazeldene.

In the darkness she lay awake—wide,*

startlingly awake—staring at the ceiling
rendered grey by the darkness. For an
hour Marjoric had been staring thus,
her mind twisting and turning with a
million teeming thoughts,

Things were not going well
Marjorie Hazeldene !

Not that she regretied her good turn
of the evening Believing 1implieitly in
Eisie Washington, she was glad indeed
that she had had the opportunity of
helping her to visit her stricken mother.
She was® glad from the bottom-most
depths of her heart to have met Mrs.
Cope, to have brought a little happiness
into her pain-racked life, if only for
two short hours.

But she was regretting now that she
had given that promise to Elsie. Iow
much easier it would have made matters
if she had been able to tell her chums!

For she hated to see that puzzled,
hali-hurt look on Clara’s facel She
hated to see the worry in Barbara Red-
fern's. And there was Miss Primrose,
too.

She sighed. t

Now she was thinking of her m
swotting. In three days the examin
tion would be here—and she, so far, was
unprepared for it!

In the next bed Bessie Bunter turned
over with a grunt.

Marjorie bit her lip. She never,
never would be able to catch up, she’
told herself. And yet—she must catch
up! That fifty pounds would make
auch a difference to her father. What,
she asked herseli with a sudden burst
of inward anger against herself, was
she thinking of 7 Was she so tamely to
submit withont a fight? '

She could—and would—eatch up! She
must make fime te catch up! If she
could not work during the day, there
was no reazon why she should not work
at night—no reason why she should not
start now—this very minute!

Her books were in Study No. T
Nobody was likely to come into the
dormitéry now until rising-bell.

She lay still for a moment debaiing
the question. From Bessie’s bed came
another grunt as the fat one, in the
throes of a dream, turned over and
Then

for

muttered something in her sleep.
suddenly Marjorie rose.

Hastily she slipped on slippers and
dressing-gown, silently moved towards
the door.

then that Bessie, jerked out
oep by her dreams, awoke,

s first instinct was to grab for
her spectacles.  Almost instinctively she
put them op. Her next was to feel for
her first-aid box, which, with some dim
idea that some girl might faint in her
sleep or something, she had brought to
hed with ber. Her third reaction to
her awakening was fo glance towards
the door which, at that mement, gave
a creak as it came open. And then she

jumped., - .
The light was poor, but only ope girl
in the Fourth Form wore & pink

dressing-gown, and Bessie recognised it
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at once as its wearer disappeared. And
Bessie was seized with a most terrific
excitement.

With stattling-agility she leapt out of
bed.
. “Babs!” che hissed agitatedly, shak-
ing that girl, who slept in the bed next
to hera. “Quick! M-Marjorie——"

In an instant Babs was awake. From
Clara’s bed next to her came a muiter.

“Oh goodness! Go to sleep, some-
one 1”7
_ “But what's the matter with Mar-
jorie ¥ Babs asked sleepily.

“She's gig-gone out,” Bessic said.
“ Babs, she's sleep-walking again. Babs,
sus-supposing she falls downstairs?”

“My hat!” Babs said in alarm.
“Clara—>

“Hallo !” Clara said.
awake now

“AMarjorie’s
says 0.

She was folly

sleep-walking. Bessio

Do you think
But in a moment Clara was out of
bed.

“I thought somothing like this would

happen I” she exclaimed. “Oh dear!
Come on, Babs, let’s get after her—juss
in case anything happens. You're nol
coming, Bessie.”
. “Oh, aren’t 11” Bessie glowered. “ 1
jolly well am! As the first-aid expert,
naturally you'll want me.  Supposing
she falls downstairs or anything?
posing she faints——— Here, you givls,
don’t lul-leave me behind I

Babs and Clara, anxious only for ihe
safety of Marjorie, had already disap-
pearcd through the door.

But not Bessie to be deterred. With
her first-aid box under her arm, she
hurried after them. She reached the
passage.

“Here, 1 say—"

“Less row, you jabberwock!” Clara
hissed fiercely over her shoulder. *“ Babs,
there she is—going down the stairs!”

Bessie breathed hard.  She did nof
mean to be left bebind. In a sudden
burst of energy she shot past Babs and
Clara and reached the stairs first.

But alas ! for Bessie.

Bessie, being short-sighted, did not sec
the mop which had heen left at the head
of the stairs, and was npow standing
against the wall.  One of the maids,
called away in the middle of her duties,
had propped it there, and had subse-
quently forgotten it.

The first Bessie knew of it was whea
her hurrying foet caught against it.
The next Bessie knew was that she was
stumbling into space, and thal her
beautiful new first-aid box had left her
arms.

There was a thud and a howl
Bessie rolled down the stairs. But th
was a most terrific din and clatter
the first-aid box, hastily released from
its anxious owner’s grasp, went clatter-
ing. smashing, and jingling down before
her, spilling 1ts eontents, filling the quics
atmaosphere with a startling noise, and -
bringing an irate Miss Bullivant out of
her study with such ecatapulting swift-
ness that she might have been fired from
a gun.

“(ood gracious — girls!”
claimed. “ What is this?”

Marjorie, in the act of turning the
corner, wheeled in dismay, and Clara
and Babs paused, with a groan, on the
staircase. Up from Bessie, sprawled at
the bottom of the stairs, went a wail.

“Oh erumbs ! I sus-say, you know,
T've broken my spine! Bring my fuf-
first-aid box—"

“Bessie 1”7 thundered Miss Bullivant.

Bossie blinked and proved hersell
perfectly all right by hastily scrambling

she ox-

to her feel.
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“Oh crumbs| Are you sleep-walking,
too, Miss Bullivant?”

“What "
“Well, 1 thought—I thought——>
And  then, as Bessie's dishevelled

thoughts arranged themselves into
sort of order, ns it dawned npon he)

a dreadful mess she had made of things,

sha

blinked ag “Oh erumbs !

v, 'm sor you know. Is Mar-
all right, Babs?”

Marjorie was all right, thongh pale.
She bit her lip.

“0Oh, Bessie,
muttered.
“But what,” rapped the bad-tempered
mathematics mistress, “is the meaning
of this?”

Babs gulped.

“Well, vou see, Miss Bullivant, we
thought Marjorie was walking in her
8 g

you silly thing 1" she

" Anud you weren't, Marjorie?”
“Oh, no, Miss Bullivant !

“Where were you going?”

“I—I was going to my study,” Mar-
joric faltered. “Oh dear, I—I'm sorry !
I dido’t know that Babs and Bessie and
Clara were following me

“And what,” Miss Bullivant
demanded, “were you going to your
stu for?”

“To—to do some wor Marjorie
“Miss Bullivant—-

“Thank you, that is enough! As you
are so fond of work,” Miss Bullivant
5 ecidly, “you can do two hundred
but you will not do them, if you

in the middle of the night!
and you, Barbara—as you appear
to have been under some misapprehen-
i [ will execuse you. Bessie, for
h a disturbance, you will

said

“But, look here, I was under a mis.
mis—it wasn’'t my fault, you know. I
was only going——"

pi take fifty lines
t's jolly well unfair—

hundred lines
in a deep and heavy
you!” she said bitterly.
d if I'll ever try to be a
heroine again! A hundred lines! You
't have given Florence Living-
a hundred lines for trying to save
e of a girl who might have been
king every bone in her body—"
“Bessie, one_more word, and I will

in you!” Miss Bullivant rapped.
v, pl —1 presume,” she added,
unable to the temptation even then
of correcting a mistake—" vou are refer-
ring to Florence Nightingale! Living-
stone was an explorer—not a nursel
Now, off to bed—all of you, and let
there be no more of these disturbances 1”

And, rather soberly, the four ascended
the siairs, Marjorie biting her lip,
Bessie glowering in virtuous indignation
as she protectingly grasped her first-aid
box to her chest.

¢y arro!” murreren Clara Trev
“Bhe’s gone again

It was next morning—very early next
morning.

The scene was still the Fourth Form
dormitory The time half an hour
before rising-bell. Clara made that
observation fo Babs as she sat up, star-
ing al the empty bed which had con-
tained Marjorie Hazeldene.

Babs shook her head
significantly at her chum.

*“Working ?* she hazarded.

Clara nodded, and worriedly rufied
her tousled hair. That was the only

She looked

possible solution.
m he
night,
mornin,

“The silly chump !” growied tne Tom-
“8he’ll knock herself up at this

All the same, it's funny, you

It shows that Marjorie was de-
d for a pretty good reason in art-

terday What sh we do,
Go down and see her? T'd like
to drag the old chump out for a sprint
round the cinder-tr i
shook h .

‘No,” she counselled, “leave her.
After all, as she has got up so specially
carly, it’s hardly playing the game to
go and interruplt her.”

Marjorie, as Babs had guessed, was
at that moment busy in Study No. 7.
There was a pile of books before her, a
sheaf of impot paper on her blatting

I
I

Marjorie, thwarted
efforts to resume her studies last
had extra early  this

boy.

hoad

I

“THIS wig is a pretty good m:
** Now scoot |

pad, and Marjorie, looking very worried
and very pale indeed, was working for
dear life.

She had been working like that for
over an hour now |

8he plodded on, noting, copying,
sketchi Oh, great goodness, what 4
lot of terms and technicalities there were
about nursing! When she had done this
her lines must be tackled, and this
afternoon given over to detention.

Rising-bell rang. A quarter of an
hour ‘went by. Then suddenly Lady
Patricia Northanson, duty prefect for
the day, looked in. 8he smiled cheerily
at Marjorie.

“’Morning, Marjorie!” she said.
“Up with the lark—eh? But, T eay,
there's somebody on the phone for you—
a girl, T think, by the sound of her voice.
Better cut off.”

4
E

atch for your hair, isn’t it ? " said Mabs.
And Marjorie, with a grateful smile, ‘‘ scooted.”

By Hilda Richards o

Marjorie smiled. With no little won-
derment she went out. In the prefects’
room she picked up the receiver, and
then started as she heard Elsie Washing-
ton’s voice.

“Oh, Marjorie, T hope you don’t mind
me ringing you ! Elsie said agitated]y
“But you're my only friend—the only
girl I can possibly call upon. I just
received awful news about mother
She’s got to have an operation.”

Marjorie felt her heart jump.

“Oh, Elsie, I'm so frightfully sorry !”

“They're taking her away this
afternoon to the Courtfield Hospital,”
Elsie went on, “and—and as there's
no one to look after her, I've just got
to go. But you know, Marjori 1
daren’t leave Mrs, Cope. Oh, Marjorie,
I—I feel as if I'm going off my head!
Can you—can

Only
an hour!”

you help? for

Marjorie stiffened.  The thouglt
flashed through her mind—that deten-
tion! And even as the thought camc,
Marjorie despised herself for having
thought of it. As if she could turn a
deaf ear to such an appeal; as if, even
if it meant expulsion, she could for ono
moment withhold her consent to a good
turn like this!

“Of course I'll help, Elsie!” she said
then.

*Oh, Marjorie, lhat—thaﬁ’i h}vc]y of

you,” the girl gasped. . don't
know how Tl ever thank youw But
look here, will you meet me at the
Market Cross at half-past two? I'll ler

you have the key of the cottage then.”

“I'll be there,” Marjorie said.

She rang off and shook her head
Poor, worried Elsiee. And how—how
was she to get out of the detention?

She paused at the corner of the
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are as she came face to face with
el Lynn, bs stared a little.
Hallo, Marjorie, looking
upset. Anything I can do?”

Marjorie looked at her swiftly as a
sudden thought leapt to her mind.

“Qh, Mabs, would you—-"

“Why, of course !””

“Would _you——" and Marjorie hit
her lip. Quick as she was to respond
to others' requests for help, she had a
diffidence about asking favours for her-
solf. “But no, it’s not fair,” she said.
“Jt would mean you giving up your
ﬂlflt'rnonnv I—I' 11" think of something
elze.””

Mabs glanced at her curiously, but
she r-augﬁt her arm as she would have
turned away

“Wait a minut she said quietly.
“Aarjorie, what is it? You know, old
silly, that if there's anything 1 can do.
the afternoon’s at your disposal. And
anything else you like to ask! The
only thing I've got on is a rehearsal,

but T can get Sylvia Sirrett to run that
for me. Now out with it.”
“Well,” Marjorie said, and her

“Tt seems a frightful
But—Mabs, you know

cheeks went red.
check to ask it.

I'm_detained 1"

“Ves|? Mabs’ eyes were upon her
sori(msl{,

“Well, I--I've-got to go somewhere—
somewhere most  frightfull urgent,”
Marjorie said. “1—T1l tell you about

it some time, Mabs, but I cant just
now. But 1 can't get out of detention
unless somebedy takes my place, you
see, and—and does the wark for me.”

“ And you want me to do it?” Mabs
asked. She felt a litile startled, but
she did not show it. ‘“All right then,
Marjorie, rely on me.”

“(h, M:ﬂ)s, it—it's so frightfully nice

of you—-

“Stuff 1”7 Mabs laughed.

And so that was arranged. Naturally
Mabs said nothing to anyone about the
arrangement. Not even to Babs.

And at two o'clock thab afternoon
Marjorie presented herself in the class-
room, where Lady Patricia Northanson,
as_duty {:refe:t, was in charge. 5

Lady Pat set her the detention task
tild and easy one and went out,
g the door behind her. That, as
Marjorie knew, wonld be the last seen
of Lady Pat until five o'clock.

At half-past two the key turned in the
lock of the door and Mabs eame in.

“Q.K.” she whispered. “Get
zoing now, Marjorie. The coast is
clear, Il sit here o that if anybodﬁ
eers through the door they'll “thin
"m yon.”

Sle laughed a little as she withdrew
» dark wig from. behind her back and
clipped it neatly, expertly over her own
garcﬁm locks. . For Mahs was the
shining light of the Lower School’s
Dramatic Society, and it had been easy
to borrow the wig. =

“Had to do this,” Mabs said, “in
case, This wig's s pretty good mateh .
for your hair, isn't it? ow =coob I'"

And Marjorie, with a grateful and
rather admiring smile, hastily scooted.

She made her way to the cycle-sheds.
There she. got out her machine, leaving
not by the main gates, but by the
servants’ . entrance, and, in order to
avoid the main road which might be
peopled  with  stray  prefects — or
mistressos, took the path through the

woods.

She did not guess that only ten
minutes before Babs and Clara had
also taken that path.

Iurriedly she pedalled, anxious only
to keep her appointment on time. . Not,
indecd, until she raced round the corner
of South Copse did she see Babs and
Clara, who had just turned off into

the narrow lane that led o Pegz. She
bit her lip.

Oh, goodness, would they see her ?

She eycled on, trying to pretend she
had not scen them. 1f she stopped
there would only be awkward questions
she could not answer.

Clara heard the whirring of wheels
and looked round. Then she almost
fell off her machine.

“Marjorie——"

Marjorie pedalled hard.

“My hat, it's Marjorie,” Clara said
to Babs. “But what the dickens is
che licking along like that for? And
how the dickens has she dodgzed
detention 7’  She glanced in a startled
fashion at her friend. “Q0Oh, the
chump 17 she breathed. “Bhe's just
asking for trouble. She's taking the
C'ourtfield path. 1 say, come on, get
after her.”

Babs paused.

“But mightn't she objeet?”,

“She might,” Clara said grimly.
« At the same time I objeet, as her
chum, to-letting the silly niany run her
head into mere trouble. Turn round.”

They turned, Babs not uite easy on
the point, but Clara, thinking only of

4

Marjorie’s  good, determined. But
Marjorie had a pgood start then—
and Marjorie perhaps fearing the Tom
hoy n-oulld follow, was fairly racing
away.

No sign of her they saw indeed, until
they reached Courtfield. There, riding
rather perspiringly inte the Market

Square, Clara gave a cry.
“Babs, look, there she is!”

There Marjorie was_indecd—iust in
{he act of mounting her bicyele and
waving her hand to another rl who
stood by the Cross.

“Marjorie ! Clara cried.

Marjorie, however, did not, hear. She
had hastily pedalled off. Clara’s eyes
fashed.

Grimly she put on a spurt, only to
jerk on her brakes as the traffic Lights
changed from amber to red. By the
time the green showed again Marjorie
had got well away.

And of the girl she had been trailing
there was na sign.

“Well 1" . gasped Clara, “Oh, my
hat! A fine chase that was—for
nothing!  Pipped on the post! But

who was the girl she was talking to?”

Babs shook her head.

“ me 1" was her not very intelli-
gent rejoinder. “Well, what now?
Ave we going back to Pegg, or hang
about here?”

Clara snorted.  Clara was put out.
Noi, to be sure, because her own efforts
had been so unavailing, but because she
was anxious for her chum.

“YWell, what about a spub of tea?” she
suggested. “There’s a new cafe noxt
to the’ cinéma.”

Dabs agreed at once.  Afler the chase
throngh Friardale Woods a cup of tea

woul be welcomingly  refreshing,
indeed. ,
So off they went, trundling their

machines with them. The cafe was nou
far away, and to reach it they had to
pass the cinema. Clara, for no other
reason than that of idle curiosity, flung
a plance towards the cinema as they
pas And then she stopped.

“Bahs, 10ok—that girl! The one with
Lydia Crossendale & Co

‘Babs stopped. She looked: and then
Ler eyes contracted a little. For, enter-
ing the cinema, were four girls. Three
of them were recognisable at once as
Lydia Crossendale, Frances Frost, and
Freda Werriers; but the fonrth—the girl
who at that moment was laughingly
opening her bag—

Clara glanced queerly at Babs.

!
"
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“The girl Marjoric was talking to,”
s};ews,md. “PBabs, who the dickens i3
she !

Dear little
What

what

Rough on Mabs!
(14 OMTY, Mrs. Cope ™
7 And Marjorie
s Hazeldene  smiled
brightly “Now,
would vou like me to read
for a little while? 1 expect

Elsie will be back in half an hour.”

The paralysed muscles of the face of
the wan, white woman on the bed in
Mill Cottage did not move, but there
was a world of expression in her eyes.
An expression showing her feeling of
tranquil happiness, somehow, of fervent
gratitnde. [t was as though most
desperately she were trying to tell
Marjorie something.

Marjorie smiled again.
woman! Poor little woman!
pleasure it was to look after her,
pleasure to nurse her

With unconscious pride she glanced
round the room—neat, clean, spick and
span. So different from the rather
dreary apartment she had entered half
an hour ago.

Everything _gleamed, and glistened,
and sparkled. ove the bed ihe
temperature chart hung, with the latest
reading written upon it. Next to if, just
in case Llsie forgot, was the doctor’s
chart of instructions.

On the chair next to the bed she sat
down, opening Mrs. Cope's favourite
hoolk, her sweet face smilingly theunght-
ful.  She glanced fondly down ay her
patient.

“Now we start at a new chapter,” she
caid. “You'll remember that Oh,
goodness 1" She broke off with a laugh,
and closed the book. *That's a knock,
Mrs, Cope! Do excuse me while I run
and open the door!”

Downstairs she flew, the book in her
hand. A middle-aged man, keen-eyed
and intelligent-locking, stood on the
doorstep. He scrutinised her in some
surprise.

“(Oho !” he said. “8o we have a
nurse, have we? 1 am Mis. Cope's
doctor—Kelly,” he added. “T thought,
as I was round this way T'd just give
her a look in.” He smiled at her, and
Marjorie, for some veason feeling ridi-
culous in ker nu s pﬁu‘b all at once,
blushed rosily. I rather thaught,” he
sdded keenly, “that a change had hap-

Were you here_last night?”
. yes,” Marjorie “said.

“] guessed so.” He smiled &t her.
“I wondered what had happened to
ihe room—and my patient,” he said.
“She seemed so much happier and
brighter in herself, somehow. And
you're the cause of it 1 He smiled
again and patied her head. “Good
woik 17 he said. “ Very good work!
Now come along, while f run the ruls
over my patient. I'd like to have you
with me, in case there’s anything I
want.”

Marjorie’s blushes became hot.

Dr. Kelly nodded again as he entered
the room, turning to hestow a lock of
apErm‘al upon_her.

“Now, setand there, please, by the
foot of the bed.”
Marjorie stood. She thrilled -as she

watched, foreibly reminded, for the fivst
time, that she was heing a real helper
in_a real case. )

This was eﬂ;cncnce—rcn], practical
experience. o sort of thing fully
aualified nurses had to do. -

Quickly she dashed off for the hot
water the doctor asked for, willingly
cleared up afterwards, and even list-
ened, at his instructions, to the beating
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of tho patient's heart through the
sicthoscope. He smiled.

‘CGood work I he said. “Consider-
able improvement. Go on at this rate,
and we shall be hearing Mrs. Cope talk.
But you,” he added. “I want to know
about you. You seem remarkably smart
and intelligent for & young girl. What
you doing here? And how. may
T ask, did you come to get here "

So Blarjnnt‘ blushing, told him.

He

frowned.
“And Elsie's mother is ill, is she?”
he asked thoughtfully. “H’ m! What

time are you supposed to be back at
school 7 he jerked out suddenly.

“Oh!” Marjorie blinked surpris
the question, but it hmught. her up v
a shock. “W-well,” she stammered,
-—TI should be back there now.

i see |” He smiled. » “Then,
Marjorie, would you like to go?
don't think I “ould wait for Elsie, if
I were you—and, in any case, I have
some time to spare I'll stop There and
talk to Mrs Cope.”

Marjorie rose, glowing a little. DBuf
she was grateful—thinking of poor Mabs
ing her place in the detention-room.

Just a hasty kiss for Mrs. Cope—and
how wonderfully those tired eyes lit up
as the fresh young lips louched her
faded cheeks. A ha'uT) handelasp from
the doctor, and she own down-
stairs. There, rapidly esting herseli
of her uniform and donning her own
hak and coat, she raced back to Cliff

House,
Tt was dark then, of course. But
selieved in taking no Tisks.

Marjorie
As sho had escaped, so she went back

ta

—through the servints’ entrance, in-
ternding to sneak along up the back
stairs, Jet Mabs out of detention,
and take her place again,

And all, it seemed, was prospering
her plan. Not a soul she met on her
journey to the school. Not a soul, as
she stopped through the servants'
guarters _into the Second Form
quarters,

For a moment, in West Lobby,
d.

1—too late—she retreated.
For a figure was coming towards her
—a figuro who stared as she saw her,
whose voice b 2 into a cry.
“Marjorio ! iy, bless my soul, T
thoughi you were in detention !”

Co.”

secret of their chum’s mysterious

* BABS, look—that girl ! ’’ exclaimed Clara.
“‘ The one with Lydia Crossendale &
It was the girl they had seen talking
to Marjorie, the girl who could give them the

r

And Marjorie halted, petrified. For
the figure was that of Miss Primrose !
“ Marjorie, you—you have been out?”
Miss Primr eyes were startled mud
wide. “Y¥You have broken detention?”
less for Marjorie to deny that.
Miss Primrose pursed her lips.
“And how ” she dcmnnde, «
get out of the class-room
“Ok dear | Oh, Miss I‘rnmmso I—I'm
i \Iauorn. blurted. * But—but—
sar—I—1 had to go out! I—I had
she blurted. “I—I had to see

did you

tol
someone !

“Your m
Miss Prim
tempt in her voice

srious friend, no doubt!”
said, with a ring of con-

> “Thank you, Mar-
You need nof repeat that story !

jorie !
You will come back with me to your
¥ ormn-room at once
s Primrose, please——" che
lmmznd
“* Marjorie, this way !

Bick \\1lh dismay, ’\J:Lr;om\ had per-
force to follow. Nothing, it seemed,
could save Mabs now.

And nothing could—or did!

Bessie Tries Her Skill!

DISASTROUS after-
noon, that, in _all
truth. A bad after-

noon which put poor
Z4 Marjorie farther back than
ever. For, in addition to
getting an extra hour’s detention, she
was also rewarded with another hundred
lines. In the Form room she groaned
inwardly as she worked at her detention
task. It seemed hopeless—hopeless that
she could ever catch up nmow with her
idies.  Apart from that, she was
viling herself about \I'\hﬂ.—\[ah\, who
had earned a detention of her own for
having taken her place.
Marjerie did so hate to involve others
in her woes. But still she wouldn't give
Look ! Here

up. There was a_chance. K
was the end of the detention task
finished. THalf an hour to write her

lines, and so work off her impositions.
And after that tea, prep—precious

little time for swoiting, though.
Undeterred, she bent to h

ive o'clock came, and v

task
h it Miss

activities.

By Hilda Richards 1!
Charmant, the mistress of the Fourth.
She nodded kindly,
“Marjorie, you may go n
“Thank you " Mur]nnc saic
She rose; she went. Outside she was
pounced upon by Clara.

“Come on!” Clara sai “You're
gumg to have tea in Study No. 41 And
you're jolly well going,” she added,

when they were in that aparin
do a bit of explaining, Marjor
your pals. You know that the one thing
in_the world we want to doanost is to
help you. But how,” Clara demanded,
“can we help youn if you won't tell us a

thing?  Where did you go this after-
noon

Marjorie shook her head

“I'm sorry, but I—I can’t iell you!”

“But, Marjorie,
Mabs asked.
‘\h-r_]orlc worriedly bit her lip

why can’t you tell

“Well, I—I promised 1= £0INeone
Id l\rvp it a secret,” she said

There, the truth was out now ! Mabs,
Clara, uml Babs, who were in the study

essie at the moment having been
snvnud to tea by her little admirer,
Mary Treherne, of the Lower Third
Form—Ilooked at each other.

Clara became ralher &rim.

CAnd the someone,” she asked, “is
the girl we saw you with in the (omt
hr‘ld market-place this afternoon?

“¥-yes I” Marjorie faltered.
“Who is she ?” Clara A\LG‘L!

me any
pleaded
helping.

do miy

more
“She—she’s just a girl
that's all. vow, I really
prep! Please excuse me !
Clara shrugged helplessly. Obviously,
Marjorie did not intend to say further,
Marjorie hurried along to Study
No. T, and, with & sigh st to work.

I'm
must

Well, goodness
her detention were worked of
g‘DUdIJL‘.‘E, to-night, that prep
casier than usual! Vhen i
finished she immediately got out I)m

nur»-mg books.
ow, she iinwhl, to catch up with
her studies !

{1

WO BROKEN legs!” Bessie Bunter
murmured ecstatically. “That’s
what you've got, you know, Mary ! Two

broken legs !
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have
anxmush

“ But I—T lla\t‘ut reall
tittle Mary reherne a%kcc{
‘Th? Oh,

no; not really I Bessie
beamed. “This is just pretending, you
know. One leg has got just a sumple

fracture, you know. The other is con-
taminated—I mum-mean, commiputed !
A simple fracture,” Bessie explained,
with all the prestize of a superior
knowledge, “is when the bore is broken
only in one place, you know. A cour-
communistic—I mum-mean, comminuted
fracture is when i one is_broken in
more than one plac Now, Mary, you
get on the operating-table 1”

And Bessie happily beamed
Bessie, notebook in hand,
v}rml‘nr. Mary Treherne, who would
not  have hurt Bessic's feelings for
worlds, was net so greatly in her
~lement, and looked rather nervous and
appreher g

But Bessie had persnaded her to act as
a subject for treatment, and loyal Mary,
having given her promise, would not
have let the old duffer down for waorkds.
Rather reluctantly xlm climbed on the
table in Study No. 4.

Bessio glowed.
mniform Marjorie used
element.  Out of her fi
her bandages and scissors and iodine.
From her school bag she iook the
padded splinis she had raided from the
sanatorium.

Mary blinked as B

again.
was in her

¢ was in her
id box she got

ic grasped her

ankles,

“1 say, it won't hurt?” she asked
apprehensively.

Hurt? Of course not! When I've
finished, vou'll never even know you've

had two brcken legs, you know,” Bessic
said. “Now I

Text-book on one side of her, para-
phernalia on the other, she got to work.
Very carcfully and very slowly she
worked, geiting in rather a mess with
the splints and bandages, but persever-
ing. Bessie was so engrossed that she
did not cven notice the two Third
Formers who poked their heads into the
study in search of Mary., They starcd,
griuned, and retired gigeling.
ary shifted unecasi
I say, have you finished yet?” she
ed.
Very nr-m]y, Bessio beamed. T
say, this is a jolly good job. I've just
got to finish bandaging your legs
logmi\m, aud then I'll go and get Mar-
jorie to come and have a_look at it,
vou know. Of course, Marjorie doesn’t
knew as much about first-aid as I do, but
she can give a useful hint now and then.
There—and there !” and, triumphant
and red-faced, Bessie tied the last Knots.
“(an you move your legs?”

“Nun-no !” stuttered Mary.

“Then that’s the stuff, _)D\l }.no\\
That's ripping! Just wait here.’
Mary had no alernative. With

both her legs firmly sccurcd, ang thing

else would indeed have been an im-
possibility.

With doubtful eyes she walched
Bessie as she beamingly rolled off
throngh the door.

But Bessie was not destined to

reach the study where Marjorie. Hazel-
Jdene ai that moment was most fever-
ishly swotting.

For hardly had Bessic taken half a
dozen steps aloug the passage than
Sarash Harrigan loomed into view—
and Sarah was sm“hng

“Bessie  Bunter,” she rap;:ed,
“swhere are those lines which
Bullivant gave you to do last mght.

Bessie sto) pm}

“QOh, really, Sarah, 1 haven’t dene
them ! How can Miss Bullivant
expect me to de lines “when my mind
is sa occupied with loftier matters?”

the nurse's -

“8o!” Sarah smiled grimly
yowd better cut off and
to her,” she said. “I fancy

“Then
i

interested. No, this way,” shc :\ddod
]gnmly, as Bessie
her.

“That’'s the way N
’s passage—down the corridor.

Go

But look here—"
£ snapped Sarah.
hhnkr\l “mthfull), but obvi-
ously she had no chowe in the matter.
Under Sarvah’s grimly vigilant eye
she rolled off. Hardly had she and

her escort disappeared, however, than
the door
Clara

of Study No. 7 opened and
and Janet, having finished their
and anxious to leave Marjorie
do her swotting, came out.
wned, :
“Come on, we'll and old
Bal )<"’ she said.
Janet nodded. Clara went off up
the corvidor. In her usual boisterous
fashion she crashed into Study No.
The door_with a slam_went back on its
hinges, charging against the wall
And’ it the crash there came a gasp
from & queerly trussed figare on the
iable. It was a gasp followed by a
san-al aq Mary Treherne, right on the
<§1 he table, violently started and

l)lcd straight overboard.

There came a bump, a howl, and
(lara, springing round, gave a cry.

g0 see

“Oh, my hat, she cried.
“AMary {” ~ And her face went white.
“Oh erumbs! She’s bleeding !” she

cried in orror. * Janet—quick !

Fetch Marjorie 1”

Clara Takes a Hand!

MARY’ ww.s I)‘lm!dmg

—and howling  at

1}1(. same time. To

uré, she was not

at all hadly hurt—she had

rather severely. hit  her

nose on the carpet, but being very

young the sight of the blood terrified
her.

Marjorie, ance more jerked away

from her studies just as she was begin-

ning to settle down, rushed along at
ance. L 3
In that swilt, decisively practical

manvertwof hers, she took charge of the
situation.  Babs and Mabs came on
the scene and gave a hand.

Under Marjorie’s instructions ih
got Marg to Dold her arms above her
head, while Marjorie applied cold

compresses to nose and nape of neck.

Al the same, what with Mary’s
zhivering f[right, it was a long time
before they had restored her confidence
and put vight her injury. So long,
indeed, that further swotting for that
evening was unmistakably at an end.

Rather tired, Marjorie went to bed,
feeling, not  for the first tirne,
thwarted—so  tired, indeed, that,
although she had determined to get up
early next morning, she slept soundly
until rising-bell.

During “the morning it was obvions
that her thoughts were far away from
her work, and in the second period
of lessons she earned a hundred lines
Miss Bullivant.

s another phone

call for Marjorie, nd after after-
noon lessons Clara found her once again
dressing ready for going out. She
blinked.

“Marjorie, you're never going

Marjorie faltered.
swolting—tlie ~ cxam

your
takes place the day aftey to-morrow 1™

_ington having a rattling

" Janet Jordan.
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“I know." Marjorie bit her lip.
“But, oh, L,lara, I—1 couldu’s
refuse to gr' * she said. you
Lrlnu, you'll understand.”

That girl again?”’ Clara asked
gr:miy.

“Well—y
oric went.  But Clara
was not satisfied.  She had an un-
canny suspiction that Marjorie was
beingz made a fool of.

When, half an houi later, she =aw
i._\,t;lha Crossendale & Co. going out, sha
a

an idea. Clara was p(-rfn-:ﬂv
satisfied in her own mind that there
was a definite  connection between
Marjorie's mystery friend and . the
snobs of the Fourth, and obvicusly

through them a clue fo Marjorie’s
secret activities might be found.

For once Clara sought ne assistance
in the carrying out of her idea.
When Lydia & Co. left Chff House she
simply followed

Tt was not a hard matter to keep
track of them in the growing darkness,
and she was not surprised, reaching
Courifield, to find Marjorie’s mystery
friend waiting for them again.

Her lips compressed a_ little as sha

saw them turn into the Courtfield
Cafe and disappear.  Then, wit
another brain-wave, she approached

the cashier al the desk.

“I say,” she said, “you saw the
three Clif House girls who came in
here just now

es,” tie cashier smiled.

Cro%sonjaln and her friends.
very often come here,

“With that other g:r]“” Clara ques-
ticned.

“Miss
They

“Who, Miss Washington? Oh, yes!
Bhe’s a nurse, you know,” the cashier
went on chattily “She’s nursing a

Mrs, Cope who lives somewhere about
here. I don’t exactly know where. Is
there anything I can do for you?”

“Neo, thank Clara said.

But her gleamed. 8he had
clue then. thought she saw the
scheme now.

Elsie Washington, Elsie Wash-

good  time
while she got golden-hearted Marjorio
to_do her work!

Just the sort of
would do, of course!

Vevy well, Clara \m\c‘d.
going to shn]: here and now

She  went  back to ChiT House.
There she found Babs, Mabs, and
he told them what
and when Marjorie
before  call-over,  she

ey
She

eh?

thing  Marjorie

this was

she h.:.rl found ou:
came _in just
tackled her.

“Marjorie, T dowt want to upset
you,” she said; “but I think you ought
to know. TImL friend of yours, Elsie
Washington-

\[arjorii\ gave a jerk of surprise.

“You know her name?”

“I do! And I know, foo,” Clara
gaid grimly, “that she’s telling you
some yarn, so that you can go and
nurse *Mra, Cope, whilée she - goes off
with Lydia & Co., having a_good time.
I took the tmul.lo to make a few
inquiries, you see,” she added, “and
I've found out quite a lot. he's just
making a fool of you, Marjorie, If
you take my advice, youll have
Jn:hmg mare to do with her!”

Marjorie bit her lip. A look of real
distress came into her eyes. Not for a
moment did Marjorie doubt Clara,
but strangely enough she was not
thinking at “that moment of the
duplicity of the girl whese place she
had taken. 5

&he  was thinking of Mrs. Cope—
Mrs. (‘ope wha yesterday ‘had seemed
so much beiter, who the doctor had
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said scemed as if she had staried along
the road to recovery at last.

She had arrived that afternoon, how-
Mrs.

ever, to discover that Cope had
bad a rather startling relapse. The
‘situation at_the moment was one of

utmost gravity.
“Marjorie, you hear?” Clara said.

“Yes, I hear,” Marjorie nodde “1
—1I can hardly believe it of El:l(‘, she
said, but the very tone in which she
uttered the words showed that her

mind was not pre-cccupied with Elsie.
“Oh, dear, I—] ? do wish she’d take a
turn for the better,” she murmured dis-
tractedly, and Clara, hardly knowing
to what she referred, stared.

And with that Marjorie hurried off.
When she sat down to her swotting, and
realised how much time she had given
up to the care of Mrs. Cope, she was
frighteningly 1('nmui(d that the ex-
amination took place to-morrow after-
naomn.

She must work—and work now as she
had never worked in her life. And
work she did, right until the last
minute, At five_ o’clock mext morning
she was up again, and again she got
down to it.

By dint of terrific concentration and
will to work she caught up. he felt,
indeed, by the time breakfast arrived,
that dus])lm all the terrific handicaps of
the last few days she had made good
progress.

This afternoon the examination would

came in. Clara’s face
grim. She looked at her.
shed, Marjorie?”

l\{arlcme said.

“¥ou—you feel all right? Fit for the
exam?"

“Oh, yes!” Marjorie laughed.

“Good, I'm glad to hear it!” Clara’s
face cleared. “ Because, Marjorie, we
alt do so want you to win,” she said
anxiously. “If “you don’t win—how
simply awful it's going fo be! You
\\ould have to leme the school, wouldn't

u ¥
4 Mar]orm no:ldul calmly.

was

“Andfaud-—" Clara took a turn
up and down tlm study.  “Then,
Ma.rjona, win!” she implored. * For
goodness” sake win! Cliff House won't
seem the same sort of place without you.
Tt would be just teo awifully rotten
having someone else in this study in
your, place! The trnublr- with  you,
Marjorie, is that you're too easily #m-

osed upon. 1f it hadn't been for that
g\z\slnugluu girl, you'd never jolly well
have had to work as \ou ve been work-
in, Youwre not going to have any-
thmg more to do with ll(r, are you't”

“No,” Marjorie said, “but

“But what 1

“QOh, Clara, you don’t understand.
It’s not Elsie—I don’t care about her.
It’s Mrs. Cope. Clara, s such a
dear—such a sweet, helpless thing. But
why are you looking at me like that?”
she added quickly.

“QOh, nothing !> Clara blurted.

But she changed her mind then about
telling Marjorie what she had intended
to tell her—that she had just inter-
cepted an urgent message on the phone
from Elsie Washington, who had said
that Mrs. Cope wanted M
rather bluntly had told E
eat coke |

"or ra, of course, did not believe,
especially when ehe had heard Lydia &
Co. making arrangements to go out for
the day.

Anybody could work upon Marjorie’s
gentle feelings, and Clara, as her chum,
did not intend to see. Marjorie fooled
any longer.

And yet,

had Clara only known if,

ihar message was genuine. The relapse
:h Mrs. Cope had undergone was a
\cr) real one. Something like a crisis
was approaching.

No, Clara did not know zhar and
Mﬂr]ﬂl’ll, was not thinking of the per-
fidy of Elsie Washington. She was
thinking of dear Mrs. Cope, and of the

examination which was to t place
this afterncon when Dr. ull\\'ood
arrived from London.

8o -much depended upon that. So

frightfully much it would mean to her
father, herself, her whole future!

And then when Clara, Babs and the
rest had gone off to hockey practice on
Little Side, came the second telephone
message that day.

This time it was not from El It
was from Dr. Kelly himself.
“Marjorie, I had to ring you,” he

said. “I'm sorry, but I must have your

tance if we are to pull Mrs. Cope

little gft.
you know that, don’t you ? (Though
friendship, and as I can’t send a pres
send just one each week.

bed.
Esther’s letter was a delight.

Bhe

are, Esther.

You’'ll see I am dividing the names
or for a frisky little one. ~Big dogs :
Rajah. Little dogs:
Buster,

Esther.
My love and best wishes to yon
all, my dears !

cannot repeat this '\pprecla.tmn too much.

As you know, I have been giving a little present each week to one reader
—just picking a letter that has appealed to me and sending that reader a
I do not choose a letter chiefly because it
of them do!) It's ]ust my way of expressing how much 1 do value your

ESTHER DANSER, whose address is 75, Lansdowne Road, Tottenham,
London, N.17, receives my present this week—a Chromium Clock for her
room, or for any other room for that matter.

pup soon and would like me to suggest some names for it.

Tango, Trix, Bimbo, Max, Jumbo, Bouncer, Pancho,

There, I hope you find a name to suit your pup- to-be among those,
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one way; pity, compassion for Mrs,
Cope the other.

ity and compassion woun. Swiftly
she hurried to_her study. There she
serawled a swift note to Clara and

raced off.

And in the meantime Dr,
had arrived. When Clara &
off the hocl eld everybody look-
ing for Marjorie. Not till Clara found
the note in the study did she guess the
truth. That note said :

]* villwood
came

“Dear Clara,—If I am not back in
time for the examination. will you
lease excuse me to Dr. Fullwood? T

have had a frightfully urgent call—a
matter of life and death !

Clara's hand shook.

“Life or death!” she raged. *“Oh,
my hat, the fool! The si oft-headed

chump ! Babs, Mahs, come here !

she

HilbA RICHARDS’
SURPRISE PRESENT

Tae * ScmoonaieLl ” OFFICE,
Freerway Housk,
FARRINGDOX STREET,
Loxpox, E.C4.

MY DEAR GIRLS,—Another little

letter to you all—and again I

must open by saying “ Thank you.”

Thank you all for your letters, and
for ;your friendship.

You do know, dout you, how much

1 love your letters? But I feel I

ralses my stories,

T must admit, very happily, that most

ent to each of you—as I'd love to !—I

told me she was going to have a little
So here you

into two groups—for a big, stately dog,
Jupiter, Rex, Prince, King, Duke, Bcn,

Hotora, ideharctd

through. I believe if she doesn't see
vou soon she will go completely under,
This morning she rallied a little, and
for the first time for Hks she spoke;
just one word—Marjor

Marjorie felt a qulck thrill shake her

from head te foot.

“And, Marjorie, can you—will
please come?” the doctor asked.

a matter of life and death. I feel,
you by her side, that she will
tﬁroug "

“ I come ! Marjorie zaid.

But her face paled as she said it,
realising what it was going to mean to
her. If she was not at the examina-
tion

For one swift second Marjorie fought
a battle with herseli. Duty to her
father, herself, her chums tugging her

you
“Tt's
with

pull

It's
.uddo:i
nd l!o examina-

called frantically.
that Elsie girl.
Marjorie again, nnd—
tion starts at two.”
Babs blinked.

“It’s one mow,” she sajid
ay, what are you going to de
1 it was plain what
going to do. Almosi savagely

throwing on her coat.
“Coming ?” she asked.
“Yes, of course. But T don’t sce
“Never mind what you see,” uam
answered bluntly. “The position
this. If Mﬂrjol‘lcs not preaent when
the examination starts, she'll lose hev

“Ruad
St

“Clara, 1

ara

she

was
was

is

chance. Well, Marjorie’s not going to
lose her chance. Marjorie's being made
a fool of, and we're just going to

(Concluded on page 16



16 “Golden-Hearted Marjorie!”
(Concluded from page 13)

rescue her from hierself for once. We're
going to fetch her.”

“But how do you know
is?”’ )

“1 don’t,” Clara said, “but I knove
where Elsie Washington is. 1 heard
Lydia & Co. talking over their plans
this morning, ard them =ay that
at the Royal
Restaurant., 5 shington will be
with them, and Elsie's the one who's
jolly well going to lead us to Marjorie.
Come on; we've just time to catch the
bus 1"

And in a body she and Babs and Mabs
ran down to the gates, just in time
to catch the Courtfield bus as it came
along.

where she

The Crisis—and After

113 OLD her hand,
Marjorie. I do
believe” Dr
Kelly whispered,

“ghe's coming round.

only wish to goodness that
other girl were here. She'd be useful,
if it was only to wash up these other
things. Keep your eye upon her,
I\ia rjorie.” .

Marjorie sat perfectly still.

From Mrs. Cope there came a long-
drawn sigh. It seemed for a moment
as if a spot of colour appeared in her
wax-like features. Marjorie, looking at
her, felt the tears rushing to her eyes,
felt her heart throbbing and pulsing,
a choking lump in her throat.

Poor, poor woman |

But the fight for her life was at its
height now. For Mrs. Cope for an hour
had lain in that death-like coma, while
Marjoric_and the doctor had worked
jikeo two Trojans to bring back the ebb-
ing life to her body. The struggle—
or the greater part of it—was over.
They could only wait now, and hope.

Would she come through?

The tender heart of Marjorie Hazel-
dene was aching. She had a feeling
if this battle was not won that she
would be haunted by the sight of this
pinched, paper-white face for the rest
of her days,

Another sigh. The eyelids fluttered,
Doctor and schoolgirl nurse stared with
almost bated breath inte the wax-like
features.

“(Oh, doctor!” Marjorie choked.

*’Shush 1"

Downstairs there came a knock.
Neither heeded it,  They were watch-
ing—watching.  The doctor had his
watch in his hand now.

Another sigh, and then

“YTook; her eyes fluttered!” the
doctor breathed. “Let me see.””  And
he took her pulse. “It's faster,” he

muttered.  “The blood’s pumping up
again And there's colour in her
cheeks. Now——"  And suddenly,

tensely, he held his breath.

They both bent forward as the white
lips moved ever so feebly, and a name
faintly breathed, almost a zephyr
whisper, came from them.

“Marjorie I

Downstairs the knock sownded again
—more impatiently this time,

“Hold her,” the doctor whispered.
“I'll go and see who that is. I
expect it's her brother. I found a
letter from hin: this morning, and sent
a wire to him asking him to come
right away."”

Marjorie nodded.
She was looking,
the concentrated foree
would “instil new- life
woman on the bed.

She hardly heard.
looking, as though
of her gazo
into the frail

The eyelids fluttered, closed, flut-
tered again, and Marjorie, fecling her
heart pounding, bent forward. Then
suddenly, widely, they opened.

And the joy—the incredulous joy and
{zladr\esa in them as they fastened upon
rer |

“Marjorie ! the woman said again.

Marjorie fought back an hysterical

desire to burst into tea
“Mrs. Cope! Mrs, Copel” she
choked.

“Marjorie,” the woman said, “Mar-

jorie, my dear! My sweet girl! Mar-
jorie, I can talk I she whizpered, in
surprise at hearing her own voice.
“Marjorie, my specch has come back
o me. You—"
The door epened. The doctor stood
He motioned back someone
m. He strode forward.
come to——"
s, she—she's come to,” Marjorie
said tremulously. *“She spoke. And,
doctor, the muscles of her face twitched.
She's got the use of them back.”

The doctor almost laughed.

“ghe’ll pull  through,” he said.
“&he'll pull through, thanks to you, my
girl!  Now, Mr. Cope, you can come
in,” he said, turning. “I want to tell
you your sister is out of danger, and
rou've this girl to thank for it.
Mrs. Washington in with you.”

Mr. Cope entered. He looked wonder-
ingly at Marjorie, who, reacting to the
enormons strain of the last hour and a
half, was almost on the verge of
collapse, before he crossed with quick,
agitated footsteps to his sister’s bed-
side, But Marjorie stare at the
coman who had entered the room with
Mrs. Cope’s brother.

“AMrs—Mrs, Washingion ! she said.

“Marjorie, my dear,” Mrs. Washing-
ton smiled, “I did not expect to find
vou here,” she said. *‘I hardly under-
stand what it’s all about, even now.
Mr. Cope fetched me from my home—I
am living in Courtfield since 1 left your
father’s parish, you know.”

“ And—and you aren't ill
stattered.

“Good gracious, my dear,
have never been better in my Lif ug
my daughter Elsie—where is she?”

“She,” came a voice from the door,
“js here—if you're talking about this
worm !’ And into the room came red-
faced Clara Trevlyn, accompanied by
Babs and _Mabhs—Clara grnspinﬁ a

5
2" Marjorie

no! I
B
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thought,” Clara added grimly, " it was
about time she did her own job and
left our Marjorie to get through her
examination, ~which she’s jolly well
nearly robbed her of already! We
5ankc)d her out of the Royal Restau-
rant.”

“Clara!” cricd Marjorie. “Oh, my
goodness ! But—wait, you can’t come
in here!” And in fluttering agitation
she rushed outside, Mrs. Washington,
looking amazed, following. A moment
later out came Mr. Cope himself.

His eyes fastened upon the
faced Elsie.

“80,” he said harshly, “this is how
vou have locked after my sister, is 1t?
Don’t liel I know! T had a talk over
the phone with the doctor this morning.
He has told me all. I left my sister in
your charge. You, to gratify your
desire for a good time, handed her over
to somebody else, at the same time tell-
ing that somebody else your mother
was ill and s And what,” he added,
“has become of the money I sent to my
sister_every week for her comfort 7

,Elsieis checks quivered.

white-

You've

"I know—or I can guess!
i Oh,

spent that—on your good time!
you little wretch1” he broke out. “If
I did my duty I should prosecute vou
for that! Buf I won’t. Mrs. Washing-
ton, please take her away, and, if you
can, teach her a sense of responsibility,
But you, my dear "—he turned towards
Marjorie—* will you come into the bed-
room, please, and bring your friends
with you?”
Clara gasped.

“But Marjorie has to attend an
examination. Oh, my hat, you don’t
understand ! Tf she doesn’t get her
nursing certificate she will lose fifty
pounds 1”

He smiled.

“Oh, no, she wor’t! My sister,” he

added softly, “wants to tell her that she
will pay everything she may lose as the

retult of missing the examination.
You need mnever worry any more,
Marjorie. As long as she or T are

alive, you will never have to hother
about money any more 1"

And, while the chums blinked, and
while the tears at last unvestrainedly
flowed from Marjorie’s eyes, he led her
forward to the happy litile woman
whose life she had saved.

quivering Elsie by the arm. END OF THIS WEEE'S BTORY.
Great excitement at Cliff
House. End of term approach-

ing, and Babs & Co. rehearsing
Mabel Lynn’s own play. But—
disaster overtakes them. The
scenery is smashed. Impossible,
jt seems, to mend it in time,

And then comes—

Eagerly enough, cheery young Boker sets to work to save

But, in so doing, he leaves himself open to the

attacks of a vindictive girl who is determined to get him

It seems that in striving to bring triumph to

the chums of the Fourth, Boker must bring misfortune
to himself.

Don't miss this appealing LONG COMPLETE story
It appears next Saturday.

the day.

the sack.

by HILDA RICHARDS.
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Early chapters of our wonderful Morcove serial—

0
NAOMER NAKARA,
PAM WILLOUGHBY,

JUDY CARDEW, td mention only a few,

join forces with
JACK LINTON & CO., of Grangem
a coneert party which, visiting wealthy
Ba il during the Christmas
Tiolidays, is raising a fund on behalf of a
children’s home.  They have as chaperone,
MIRS LESTER, a charming lady they adore.
At Morcove, during preparations, a walu-
able concert frock 18 ruined. Betty & Co.
seek the miscreant in v TeVE] pect-
ing that it is actually Miss Leste
(Now read on.)

oor, to form

What Daylight Revealed!

(13 HAT was an awful row in the
night, girls !
“Terrible 1
“Zomething to do with you,
Retty, wasn'c it?”
“ Something—yes !
And, more than that, Form captain
Betty was not disposed to say.
It so happened fthat her reticen
did not trouble the Form, whilst ge
ting itself washed and dressed in readi-

ness for another day in school—and
that day, the last but one before break-
ing up.

Indeed, any row that had disturbed
Morcove's rest in the night, must have
heon as nothing compared with the
row going on &t present in al
dormitories.

There was &n inclination to go
“whaopee,” . all _on account of the
approaching holidays. And next week
-~Christmas. Hurrah! -~

There were pillows all over the floor
at this moment. There were wet marks
on the walls left by skittishly aimed
sponges that had missed intended tar-
gets; there were tongues going &t their
strongest piteh. Above all, there was
the shrill voicer of dusky Naomer,
standing upon one bed to get a chorus
started.

“Bekas,” the imp starte to sing,
at the same time beating time with
a curtain-rod :

«Qnly anuzzer day of schoolwork!
Only anuzzer day in—""
“Cl * sang the Form, as with one
voice. And it continued :

“Then we go away—
Hip, bip, hip, hurrah!
Off once agan for
A jolly good holiday !”

“ Hurrah ! and “Ha, ha, ha!”
“(irls, girls?” pleaded Miss Mer-
vick, shewing her smiling self in il

doorway. “Can’t you be a little less
hoisterous

No, they couldn’t.

Or, at any rate,

they  didn't see why they should.
When Betty scooted away from the
dorm, it was as riotous as ever.

“Hi, Betty!” She was hailed by a
pursuing chum, just as she turned into
that first floor passage which led to the
sewing-room, * Wait for me.”

And there was Polly, coming along
ai a gallop.
“You think
thing,

May do, All T know is”
Betty grimaced—“I had no proper
chanee in the night to see if any harm
had been done to our theatrical stuff.”

“Wonder who - it was, Belty?’
frowned Polly, as they went in. * You
say you didn’'t get a chance cven to
glimpse the wreich?”

“Worse luck—no.
so long as'I arrived
any harm being done.
a good look and sce.”
Then the lid of a
oi—one of several
such as theatr
on  tour—cr

Buh never mind,
time to prevent
Now let’s take

wicker dress-
strongly made
al companies
ked as Betty

fell at once

Her
upon dress fabries that had been folded

eyes and Polly's
away at the close of yesterday after-
noon’s “sewing party.”
“Well, that's all right,” was Betty's
relieved cxclamation. She was gently
lifting out some of the topmost layers.
“ Nothing wrong here. Hallo, though!”
che next moment gasped, whilst Polly
shouted an alarmed:
“Oh, mind, Betty-—mind
A fair-sized bottle, uncorked, and yet
primed with a brownish liquid, had
fallen out of the dainty fabries Betty
was handling. Plop! to the floor the
bottle went, spilling its contents upon
the carpet.
“My hat !’ Betty said fiercely.
LT Polly raged. * That is the
v limitl What is the stuff in the
bottle? An acid to burn? No,” she
was instantly eonvinced, having knelt
dovwn to inspect the spilt finid closely.

giddy

Cough mixture.”

“ What |7

“(Cough mixtore,” repeated  Polly
grimly. 7

“This is pretty roiten,” the captain

muttered.  © Breaking-up week. There

= /
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ounghtn't te be such a_rolien
as thig being played. Jape

stood to lose half:the material
we’'ve been saving up to buy, not

mention all the work we put in yes
day afterncon. Lf we complained, ic
would. just aboub phut out everyene's
spirits.”

“ Better not shreathe a word, that’s
all.”  Polly nodded. “1t is preiiy
rough on us, though. Dash!” she sud-
denly raged. “Jsn’t there a single

biessed clue to be found that will help
us to nail the girl? Dido’s she leave
Dehind any traco of heself last night?”

With a thoroughness due to raging
anger against the unknown miscieant,
they began to search around. And
chums of theirs, coming in at this
moment, were no sooner told the latest
than they alse joined in the hunt for
a clue—anything that might be an in
dicator. however feeble,

All for nothing, however, did the
victimised girls strive so desperately
to obtain evidence. 'There was none.
Whoever it was had been *getting at
them ** so cruclly, looked like having
the langh of them.

But Detty & Co. were of one mind
about mot letting the unpleasant affair
become known in the school

Ti might threaten the efforts of the
concert party.

Presently the chums locked up the
sewing-room, Betty retaining the ke,
Tn a spirited mood of * Carry on, Mo

cove !” they all trooped downsta to
breakfast, and then—pleasantssurg ise !
Letters, this morning, were being given
out early.

A big mail it was—swollen Dy
Christmas cards, posted in_good time
{o catch lots of girls whilst still ar

hool. Parents, too, had b
ing, to notify the latest
arrangements for Christmas. The
hall, where letters were always given
out, was one greab riot of girls, shell:
ing open envelopes, the very sight of
which meant huge delight,

And for Form captain Betty there
was one leiter, on erested paper, the
address, a certain famous town house
in the West End of London.

“Girls, here—guick " Betty called
ont to Polly and others, as she started
to read. “From Lady Aberforth!”

“Ooo

And over Betty's shoulders peered
her chums, their cyes acquiring a still

brighter sparkle as they read:

ecn

“Pear Betty Barton,—I have heard
through Mrs. Willoughby all about.
the show you girls are geiting up
during the Christmas holidays, in

By
MARIJORIE STANTON
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aid of the fund to acquive Rock
Hill House as a seaside home for poor
children,

“I am giving a party here on New
Year's Eve, and if you and your
hums are not already hbooked for
at evening, I do hope you will come
along and “do your stuff.’ N

“I think I can guarantee a nice
collection when you go round with
the plate.

“Please let me know, and if not con-
venient, T will arrange some other

ate.

“ Bincerely,
“MURIEL ABERFORTH.
“P.S.—Vou will, of course, stay on
after the show for the rest of the
evening's fun.”

“ Lady Aberforth!” cried several.
“Who's she ™ -
Pam could tell them. And  what

Pam told them meant wilder delight
than ever. New Year's Eve, too.
was a date they had been keeping
open, on the advice of Pam’s mother,
in case a very special invitation should
turn up.

“Gorjus I yelled Naomer, who had
clung on Pam Willoughby's back, so
as to be able to get a look at the letter,

“Really, we are in for a round of
parties,” gurgled Bunny. “If only one
of our prizes to-morrow could be a
rice book on etiquette 1"

“Must telegraph,” Betty blithely de-
cided, putting the letter away. “0.K.
and best thanks”

YouR "ANNUAL"

TREASURE-TROVE!

This superb
volume,
NOW ON SALE
at all newsagents
and bookstalls,
Price 3/6,
is simply
crammed  with
gorgeous stories
1o suit everyone.

But, most thril
ing fact of all, it
is really Babs &
Co.'s annual, for
the chums of
Cliff House
appear again and
again.

A
by Hilda Richards.

g
|
g “IT W
§ ‘“*WHEN CLIFF HOUSE MADE

most serious.

Here are some of the contents :
S FUN FOR THE FOURTH!™

HISTORY ! **
tale of one of Clara Trevlyn's ancestors—as bi

‘BESSIE THE BEAUTY QUEEN!
shows Hilda Richards in her gayest mood—and the fac girl of the Fourth in her

Topping long CIff House story |
¢

A delightful old-fashioned
a tomboy as Clara herself.

A screamingly funny story, which

§ §
§ And other enthralling tales, on 3 whole variety of themes, by numerous popular
: authors. ;
Don'c delay.  Buy your copy NOW. Or, if pennies are short, ORDER Y j
§  COPY'TO BE SAVED FORYOU | pen sher ouR 3
L3 3
o e - P s {
To lovers of Morcove There are also two
the * SCHOOLGIRLS" other fine annuals

OWN™ Annual, price
6s., makes a simply
irresistible appeal, for
Betty Barton & Co.
" appear in numerous

delightful features.

The GOLDEN—3/6
and
The POPULAR Book of
Girls' Stories—2/6
both packed with en-
thralling features.
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And then, directly the school was out
for “break,” Betty & Co. went to the
i oow again. Other girls mighs
going away to snatch a half-hour at
games on the field, but Study No, 12 was
all for pushing on with ils dressmaking.

The following midday, all Forms wero
marched into Big Hall for the prize
giving. Dressed their smartest, and
very keyed up, they formed line behind
line, whilst on the dais were already
congregated many distinguished visitors,

Like the other girls, the chums were
eager o sce who was here. In a
moment they picked out Lady Lundy,
who was {o give the prizes away, and it
was their delight to see her ladyship
chatting with—Miss Lester.

s attractive-looking as anyone in the
fashionable throng, there was the lady
who, yesterday, had so charmed the
chums—their chaperone-to-be.

Thmr WERE prize
and one of

* Encouragement. Prize

as had been known to

s for Stndy No

1 was 4 e

ta

for Naowmer.

Which prize,
happen ~ before, the dusky junior
regarded as a “sweendle.”

It took Naomer only about ften

minutes before tea, that afternoon, to
run through the gift-book.

Then, during an argument, she hurled
prize at Polly’s head.
t would not have been the madeap
to fail to dodge in fime. A smashed
ornament was the result, but Study
No. 12 decided that this dido’t matier
term being as good as ended.
milarly the rattling cut of tea-things
meant a final end to various bi
crockery that had long been due f
dustbin. There was, by now, that ps
ticularly joyous sense of doing ever

1k

thing for the last time this term, coupléd
with a happy idea of making a fresh
and grand start next term.

But all unruliness, so far as the chums
were concerned, was to end very soon

after tea. They had barely got back to

the sewing-room when Miss Merrick
their Form-mistr opened the door
and_blithely inguired :

lay we come in, girls?”

“Oh, don’t get up—don’t stop for me,
please !” added Miss Lester, who was
with the mistress. “I am sure you need
every moment !”
ice of her!
thinking, working on as fast as "
even whilst they returned her friendly

So the chums were all

Btarting a round of the well-lit room,
she first engaged the captain in some
pleasant talk, looked at what Betty was
doing, and praised it; then she moved
on to another of the busy bees, to have a
little talk with her.

“Just faney! You girls only bought
your materials yesterday, and yet you
have gobt on so well!” came her
ghted ery to all of them presently.
rat businesslike, efficient girls they
The theatrical baskets would make too
much for the girls to take with them, as
well as their own luggage,” the Form-
i remarked.  “So Betty herself
is going to put them on the half-past
nine train at Morcove Road.”

“To go via Barncombe, of course?”
Miss Lester inferred. “And then you
girls follow by the later t{rain—the one
that joins the London express at
Exeter 7

“Will you be going up by our train,
Miss Lester?” clamoured some of the
girls. “We do hope so!”

“To give me a first experience of my

deli
W

job as official chaperone ?” the lady
laughed. “I'm sorry; nice of you all
to want to have me with you on the




EVERY SATURDAY

train. But I've got to go by the earlier
train, and break my journey to a
relation.”

“Then the next time we sece yon,”
eried Polly, “it will be where we're all
going to stay in London?”

1 Mrs. Willoughby’s town

s,” beamed Miss Lester

“Haw awfully good it has been of your

parents, Pam, to give up the place to
us all 1

“¥Yeos, well,” was Pam's serene
response, “they saw it as a chance to do
their bit for the Rock Hill House
scheme.”

“As I am sure I want to do my bit,”
Miss Lester rejoined, with an earnest-
ness ithat was not lost upon the chuns,
“(Good-hye then, girls—until to-morrow,
in London I”

“(ood-bye, Miss L
hen she was g

r—'byo 1”

rone, leaving the sew-
om in a buzz of talk about her.
Seceond time she had been amongst ithem
all—and they liked her even better than
the first time !

Up to the last possible moment, that
Jast evening at Morcove, the sewing
room continued as a hive of industry.

Girls of other studies were holding
high jinks, but Betty and her chums we:
just as happy, working away togethe
And, anyway, when at last they packed
up for the night, they could let them-
sclves go—with a vengeance !

From that moment, when the captain
pocketed the key of the sewing-room
door, to go romping away with the resg
of the Co., there was no bit of Form fun
in which they did not have the biggest
share.

Bed-time, and  there was the
traditional “last night ” raid upon the
Fifth Form dormitory. As Miss Somer-
field happened to -be giving a dinner-
party for the teaching staff, conditions
were favourable to attack and counter-
attack.

More pillows were burst than ever
before.  As victors, Betty’s Form
emerged from the final set-to with such
thirsts as no mere water could be ex-
pected to assuage.

Accordingly, a foraging party went
down, and got back safely with a resi-
due of lemonades and *squash ” from
various studies, also a good many left-
overs in the way of cakes and pastries.

Then, with the dormitory supper-party
going well, it became the happy idea of
Ktta Hargrove—always one of Study
So. 12's best well-wishers—to propose a

No.
toast.

“Look here, girls
sidering what a_jo!
going to be for all those
enough money js colle
Hill House——"

“Hear, hear1”

“And considering what a lot depends
upon Betty & Co.—I mean to say—er—
you know what I m “

“Hea-rrr, hear
was helped along.

“Woell, then, jolly good luck to the
AMaorcove Concert” Party I she blurted,
ctanding up with a raised tumbler.
“With 2

gk 17

“With a hip, hip, hip—"

“ Hurrah ! cheered Betty & Co.'s
Form-mates, not caring if such
ovation was | d downstairs,
pip, hurrdh 17

“And again!”

“Hur-rah I

“That’s just about doi
Betty, standing up to
1l “say, girls, before

said Ltta, ‘con-
good thing it’s
um kiddies if

d to buy Rock

1 falteving Etta

a—

n

=

“Hip,

e it 17 laughed
ply.  “So all
we into

nip

“Look out!” whispered somcone over

i KA

HORRIFIED, Betty turned to Dave. ‘‘Our props—they haven’t
Had their mysterious enemy stolen them ?

arrived ! '’ she gasped.

by the door, bub with such a grin as
nt a false alarm.

All I'Il say, girls, is—thank you all
for your good wishes, and may youn have
as jolly good a time as we hope to
have—-"

“In Society!” drawled Fay Denver.
“Aw-haw !

“ ¢ Should  Auld Acquaintance * 1"
droned Etta, as a hasty means of over-
whelming the jarring note struck by
Fay, and instantly the supper-party was
on its feet. Hands were joined.

“tShould auld acquaintance be for-
ot

sang the dormitory, at full strength,
¢ And never brought to mind
And so at last the Form was in bed for
the last time this term.
Miss Merrick, coming
would find the girls all g
Also, she would find
orange-peel, banana-skins, cake-boxes,
empty bottles, paper serviettes, and
fruit-cans, about which something ought
to be said in the morning, only there
never was & chance at a time like this!

up later om,
mnely azleep.
tidy dump of

The Mystery of the Baskets!
r][ {ERE were a hundred-and-one
found next morning by scholars
and staff alike.
downstairs; studies to be finally tidied
up: holiday addresscs to be exchanged
Above all, plenty of standing about in
corridors and on the stairs for last
As for Betty, her activities had
started at daylight, and one of them
each of the concert party baskets.
In a very large, clear hand, Betty
abel. Afterwards, she and Polly
securely corded up the baskets.

things for which time had to be
Packing to do; luggage to be got
along with promises to “ keep in touch.”
snatches of talk.
was the addressing of a linen label for
wrote the address upon each uniearable
Then Moreove's chauffenr had toﬂf‘md
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time to romp those basketz along to
Morcove Road Station, with Betty and
Tolly on board to see them finally put in
the guard’s van of the nine-t ¥ fo
Barncombe Junction.

From this itable little trip they
w back atb n -forty, to find Morcove
School in the very throes of “breaking-
up.

Getting indoors, they were r
by Buuny Trevar.

“They’ve rung up from Grangemoor-—
the bays have! It's all vight; they’ll be
joining our train at the station for their
school 1"

‘ 8plendid !”

‘hen, when the old familiar chimes
were ding-donging in their ears for the

hed at

last time this term, all the chums of
Study No. 12 were in one of the speeial

hired conveyances running between
school and station.

“Good-bye Bett
bye ! came a ch

How they yelled their heart-felt
vesponse, as the motor glided away,
Polly end Naomer and Bunny semehow
managing to get their heads out of one
window. .

“'Bya, Morcove, until mnext tern!
llappy Christmas! 'Bye again, Miss
Somerfield—Miss Merriek 1"

Handkerchiefs were flutiering.

“Three cheers for the Marcove
Concert Party !” the headmistress’ own
appeal went up. “Hip, hip—"

“ Hurrah

Then they were at the little wayside
station, where a fine saloon carriage had
its windows proudly labelled:

all of you! Good-

s,

RESERVED FOR
The Morcove Concert Party.
But best of all was a subsequent
stop at a country station where
boys * were waiting to board the t

Another .minute, and the narrow
mahdgany table running down the
centre of the saloon was nicely accom-
modating a gramophene, also various .
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boxes of chocolates and bags of fruit
wh b cen  bulging  overcoat
pockets when Jack and his got
aboard.

The gramophone, set going, was
more than a %n scrafchy, the records
having suffered rough treatment in &
certain Grangemoor study.

But; even so, the music was deemed
to be a pleasant background, as it
were, to n{l the laughter and talk that
went on during a first hand-round of
sweets and fruit.

Then there was Jack's banjo—one
that had no case, having been bought
second-hand That why he had
come along from the school this morn-
ing with the instrument slung across
his back

Unt they got fo
(olli'ntf_d himself with a mere thrum-
ming at odd moments. Afterwards,
however, with the express for London
tearing along at sixty miles an hour,

pals

Exeter, Jack

better use was made of the banjo.
The “M.CP."—initials for Morcove
Concert  Party—didu't  see  why it
shouldn’t make use of the journey-

time by holding a rchearsal.

So, ene way and another, the happy
b;md of juniors got through their
run to London, s cr-ﬂ taxis
ng them away from a noisy

terminus to the Wlllnughb; s fine house
in Mayfair.

The manservant who
wide street door to them
all—every one of them. There
glad smile as well as his usual
to imply a “Welcome!” that
own mother was next moment

the
them
was

opened
knew

voicing.

In front ot a jolly hall
became congregated, whilst luggage
was brought in from the cabs. Then,
with the street door closed against all

fire they

the roaring mnote of mighty London,
the first chatter-chatter had to end, so
that the youthful visitors might be

taken upstairs at once to their different
rooms.

No sooner was Betty left alone with
Polly and two o:hcr chums, with whom
She was going to “share,” than she
darted to one of mo \\lmlc\\s, held the
blind aside, onci peered out.

All around, in the early darkness of
this December evening, were the homes
of the great and the grand, for some
of which the “AM.C.P.” already had its
invitations.

i GirLs’ CRYSTAL
012 Sale Ewry Friday—DPrice Zd

_;Voufdn’t you love

How, then, could the concert party
possibly fail in its worthy purpose?

Betty, asking herself that question,
let a confident little 'laugh answer it.

“Say, girls,” she next moment came
away from the window to exclaim at
her room-mates, “Miss Lester’s late,
Ia"lt she 17

“And what about our dress-baskets?
They're not here yet !

“Oh, bubt they soon will be!” Betty
was in a position to answer happily.
“Pam’s mother told me, downstairs;
someone iz even now picking them up
by car, at the station, in ca
way company might not be able to
deliver them until the merning.'

Then came an unexpected tap at the

door, and Mrs. Willoughby entered.
“About your dress-baskets, girls—the
man’s back from the station without
them.”

“What!” stared all four juniors.
“Why 2

The baskets, they knew, should have
been taken off the train hours ago.

“It's hard to understand why they
weve not there,” Mrs. Willoughby
frowned. “Hope to goodness they

lnvon b got nn)m:] up with goods- traffic
stuff 1"

“Can’t have done!” Betty insisted.
“1 marked the labels so plainly ‘ Per
Passenger Train.” Perhaps I'd better

keep my, things on and go and see
about it.”

“1 think perhaps you had better,”
Pam’s mother approved the idea.
“We know what the railways have to
cope with at this ne of year. But

take one of the boys with you, dear.”

“Right-ho 1™

Quict Dave chansed to he on hand,
downst when Betty ended her race
down the bed-room. Of all five
lads, he was the very b to go with
her.  Out on the pavement, they
hailed a passing taxi that had the flag
up, and so he and she were soon being
sped back to the huge terminus at
wirich the entire parly “had so recently
deirained.

At first Betty had thought how nice
it was to have Dave with her, simply
because his reasonable, even-tempered
nature would be such an asset, if the
coming -inquiry led fo any argument
with over-worked railway officials. But

I

from

AN ENCHANTING
PARTY-FROCK
TAFFETA
All cut out and ready to make for
6/-

Full details of this Wonder-#

ful Bargain Offer appear

next week in our com-

panion paper:—
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now she felt thankful for her own sake

as well rhat this was Dave sitting
beside her in the taxi
one of the other boys cau!d have

her from getting in'a bit of a
dither about - those dress-baskets, as
Dave saved her, by talking about all
sorts of other things.

In a greater roar than ever was the
thronged terminus when they got to
it. Jumping out of their cab, they
were aware of half ‘a dozen other taxis

drawing up behind, to set down in-
tending travellers.
Rumble, rumble, porters’ barrows

were being trundled,
luggage. With a vision of the enor-
mous  stacks  of trunks and

manteaus being dealt with at
Passengers’ Luggage Office, where the
dress-baskets sh nug Betty wanted
io rush to make hr‘r anxsous inquiry.
But Dave kept her to a calm walking

pace.

“You say they were linen labe!
aid. “And  that's eve n
There’s the counter you have to ask za,t
anyhow.”

With such a crowd in front of it!
For two minutes, at least, did he and
she have to t, whilst proplc in front
of them received attention. Then a
shirt-sleeved, perspiring man kmhmd
the metal- toppcd counter asked wearily
W uh his eyes:

Yes, mi

“You lmw lhrne theatrical dress-
baskets, sent off by passenger train
from Moreove this morning?” Betty
rather panted.  “The nine-thirty,”
she stressed.

The mau turned his back on her to
bawl the inguiry to some male
toiling amongst the dumps of luggage.

“Bilit  Three dress-baskets off this
morning’s up-slow from Morcove?”

Kept waiting, Betty set her eyes
hunting for a sight of the baskets,
knowing that Dave alse was trying to
pick them out.

“Don’t see them!™ she
“Oh, Dave, what does it
thes're lost, then

piled high with

» Ile

quavered.
mean?

we're all done!”

The man behind the counter faced
round again,

“No dress-baskets here, miss.”
“What? But they must be! I saw

l'hrm got into the van at Morcove.”

Well, they haver’t arrived.”

“You mean to say,” Dave now
aquietly p the inquiry, “you've
scen nothing of them? Dress-bazkets

vou'd surely remember them?

"Slmu]d do. That's why I'm telling
you both—they baven’t turned up.

Next, please!”
Betty and Dave siccd away from the
counter, making room for others

“Qtolen 7 she panted her sudden
terrible belief “Stolen in  tramsit,
Dave?
“ Nt

then—where 7
Dma, with a
‘and  we're

“Where are they,
“Somewhere,” said
ready-for-action m:ulc,
going to find them.”
Betty nodded.
too.

Then, as they siaried
together—

“Hallo,  you
merrily hmlcd

And’ right in front of them, looking
ever so amused by this chance en-
counter, was Miss Lester.
VAV HAT EVER can have haj gpened to

all the costumes and props?

Is it possible that the chums' secret
foe has been responsible for this terrible
set-back ? ' On no account should you
miss next week’s enthralling instal-
ment.

o felt like that,

to drift away
were

ol they



