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The Qirl Who Kept Her Temper.
“ T course, you make excuses for her, Betiy
Barton! = You nvould!” P
“ Not at all, Cora Grandways, T really
don’t see amy excuse, except that it pleases hex
to do it.”
““ Then why not stop it?”’
Y How can any of us stop it?’ Betty Barton
blandly returned.
“ Yes, bai Jove, that is the pwoblem ! drawled
Paula Creel, from.the dépths of an armchair.

“ Pwecisely fiow can one weason with the Lwying.

geal 7’

No one answered for the moment. All the
gitls, in fact, who were at present thronging the
Fourth Form ecaplain’s den at the Priory feli
quite nonplussed. — ]

At last Cora Grandways risked a hint that she
felt sure would be resented.

“ Wea might tell—"

““ What!” went up the lowl of indignation.
 Wh—at, tell?”

“Bai Jove, don’l you know!" remarked Paula,
fanning herself with a perfumed handkerchief
whilst she looked very disdainiully at Cora. ** You
ought to wealise by this time, Cowa, we geals
don’t go in for telling.”

“Ji we did,” said Polly Linton grimly, “I
kno‘ﬁ, one girl who would have been expelled ages
ago!

“ Yes, wather! Howevah—"'

Paula said no more. She was in one of her very
languid moods, and the chaoir was most com-
fortable. Bhe even cloted her -pretty eyes as if
for a doze.

I want you to guite understand,” said Beity
Barton quietly, ** this thing Madge Minden is
doing grievés me. I'm not a snob, and so I don’$
talk a lot of nonsense about the loss of dignity
in Madge's engaging to give music-lessons for
money; but——"’ -

: “ Hear, hear!” put in Polly, sitting on the edge

of ﬂt!e ta‘l‘ﬂe and swinging her legs, “ But, girls

—but—— {4

“ 1 do think—and T have told Madge so.”
‘weni on Betty—* whilst she is doing a thing like
. this she must let Form matters slide.”

“ (f course she will!’ flared out Cora. * Didn't
we have a taste of that last SBaturday? She was
down to play in the hocker-match, but backed ont.
Just to go touting for music pupils, ¥a, ha, ha!”
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A magnificent new long eomplete story of the
girls of Morecove Sehool which tells how musical
Tadge Minden carried through a novel scheme.

By MARJORIE STANTON,

Cora’s jeering laugh always grated on_the other
girls, At the present moment it stung Betty into
voicing a word in Madge Minden’s favour, which
perhn}:a,might not othermvise have been said,

<% Well," Betty said, ““we know this—Madge
always has been so keen on music,”

“ Oh, yes!” came sweetly from Audrey Blain.
“ And T, for ome, think it—well, just amusing.”

Polly looked at her none too amiably,

“ Tt is quite 2 good thing from your point of
view, I should say, "Audrey. ¥You want to go in
for the music festival at Barncombe, and it must
be rather fine to have Madge coaching you.”

“ Fanéy Madgo being ready to coach other girls
when she is entering for the very same contest
herself I exclaimed Dolly Delane,

““ Pooh ! said Polly. “ Madge knows, of course,
that if she teachos some of you from now until
Doomsday she can still beat you hollowv.”

Audrey turned away, putting up a hand to
fiddle with her hair. When Audrey did that she
was oither trying to attract attention or was feel-
ing ‘“rattled”” At present she was * ratiled.”

“ That’s what you say, Polly,” she remarked
airily, passing towards the door. * But what you
know about music doesn’t count for much.”

“No, it doesn’t,” laughed Polly., *‘‘I leave
others to go mad over sonatas and things,
Umpty, iddly, ooo, tee-tee!” she cried, running
her hands up and down an imaginary row of
piano-notes.

“ Yes, wather! Howevali—''

Polly swung oft the table and made a dive for
Paula.

“ What are you talking about? You're asleep,
Paula, so wake up!”

“ Bai~ Jove !” .

““QOut of that chair; or else take me on your
knee !”*

“Polly deah, pway wefwain fwom beirig so
fwivelous,” entreated the aristocrat of the Iourth
Form, * You are squashing me, Polly! Help,
geals—wescue !

“ Ha, ha, ha!” pealed the others, as they saw
Polly, the madcap, bouncing up and down on
Paula’s lap, ] .

At this instant someone. came darting to the
open doorway with tidings that caused a small
sensation, X .

%1 say! Miss Somerfield is here! She has

just turned up.”
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“ Hooway! Piway get off me, Polly deah, You-

bave wuffled ‘my hair dweadfully.”

Polly, part of whose aim in {ifs was to tease
tlle swell girl, got to her feet again to discuss
the gratifying announcement that had just been
made, And thereupon Paula, lolling back in the
armchair, fetched out a tiny pocket-mirror and
comb and made a careful toilette. - ) :

8o Miss Somerfield hag turned u Pl ex-
claimed’ Betty, *On account of last Saturday
night's burglary, I suppose, ~ Not that there -

seems to be any likelthood of a development over. -

that business.’ : ¢

“ No, worse luck !’ grimaced Polly. ‘A fab
lot the police .did when they were fetched along!
No clues, of course!™ = . .

Tess Tralawney spoke, after glancing at the
study clock. .

“Four o'clockt T'm off, for one. No, Betty,
don’t -ask ‘me ‘to stay to tea, as per usual, ‘As 2
m:}'tfvovw of fact—""" : .

“1 think # would be nice to %o down' to tea
this. afternoon,” Tess angwered from. the = door-
way, “Nice to_show up down- there, since we
know that Miss Somerfield is on & ﬁgmg visit.”

Thé arrival of - Miss Somerficld, Morcove's
beloved Headmistress, was quite an event. Ever’
since the fire at the school, some weeks ago, the

 Fourth and Fifth Forms had" been quartered
here at the Old.Priory. Other Forms had been
accommodated ' elsewhére in -the neighbourhood,
and so the Headmistress had to divide her. time

’ amonﬁst the various ‘‘ gamps.”: A g

Well in advance of the tea-bell, Betty and.Co.
were scampering. off downstairs, although:_ Paula,
who  was - cerbainly ﬁrt of the “Co,” 'was a
notable exception. ~ Let Paula Creel get in front
of a mirror to tidy her hair, and one never knew
when she would turn away from it! .

But even she took hér ‘seat at the tea-table
‘hefore the cups had been passed round, and so
she was ' all there?” when Miss Somerfield’s entry.
called: for a welcoming outburst from the scholars, -

Miss - Somerfield, grey-haired and slately, gob!
as far as ** Well, girls!” and then——

“‘ Hurrah 1" Betty led off her Form, whilst the
captain of the Fiith did the same af another.
. table. -t iz good to see.you again, Miss Somer-
field I’ M : T 7 =

“ Yes, wather 1" o T T, ’

. Spiffing !”” was madcap Polly’s way of express-
ing her feelings. “ Hip, hip—hooray? o

“ Tt is nice to be amon you, let me say in.
return,” smiled the dpopu ar Headmistress, not
taking her stand to address the girls, but starting
to saunter from table to table. “Still keeping
your end. up, girls, although conditions are so
makeshift?’ 5 :

“ What-ho!”” from Polly, and a hearty: ‘' Yes,
wather!” from Paula, whilst the -other - girls
‘chorused equally jubilant responses.. s

“But why hasn’t somebody canght last Satur-
day -night's burglar?’® Miss Somerfield jested,
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_to get you a new instructress. But

“rassed. The
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causing a burst”of laughter. * Betty—Polly,” she
added, with mock solemnity, ‘‘you generally
figure well as amateur detectives.” .
“ Yes, wather, bai Jove! Howevah—" !
“No clue!” Betty called to the Headmistress,
with a laagh. : ) i

“I confess,” said that lady, with" less levity,

e iave me a very unpleasant turn to hear about

the
givls.
“I’?P}ghly,

“ Bai Jovel” ; To v g

“ Yes, girls I am very sorry to say,” went on- -
Miss Somerfield, taking a letter from her pocket . °
for reference, - your visiting -music-mistress has
been called away to the Nerth of England on very

urglrf;g. We live in disturbing timies indeed,
18

morning I have had an_other

3

‘important business, and so:1 have to find another

at very short notice.”’

“ Phee-ew "’ Polly did- not miqd"whistlinﬂ;
indead, she was riot-the only girl who: fel
gered, s

A nice thing, this! Just at a {ime when they
were to start training fer a certain competition in
conection with the musical festival at Barncombe!

“ That is the trying part about it all,”’ agreed:
Miss_ Somerfield, guessing the gil's . rueful
thoughts, “It will be & shame if your chances
at the festival are all handicapped by my having

{ will do my:

and,
stag-

best, girls.””

That went without saying, and Betty, for ome,
was on the point of saying so when she heard
(ora Grandways making a sarcastic remark across
the. tea-table to Madge Minden. :

“ A chance for you to earn a guinea or two, ,
Madge! He, he, he! Why not offer to take on
the 1?ob of coaching us? Oh, my, what a lark that
would bel” - . | 5 N
*You be quiet, Cora I’ X o
Betty %la.z'ed at that girl, for the sneerer had
spoken almost loud enough- for Miss Somerfield
to_hear, : g ’
EBpt Cora only laughed, and turned to Audrey

ain. . :

“You saw that kid in the town Madge has
taken on as a pupil, didu'bﬂ.xou,- Audrey? %Nasn“t:
she the absolute limit? Ha, ha, ha! Nothing
better than a step-girk.”. S

By now the whols tea-table was feeling embar~
3 irls in general really had felt
pained at Madge Minden's taking on music-pupils
a so much an hour, but they dreaded any of the
mistresses getting to knoaw about it. .
.Y Cora,”. Polly breathed fiercely, ‘* if-you don’t
jolly well hold your tongiie——""

“Yes, wather! Weally, Cowa deah, pway
betway a little wegard for westwaint.” Ty

“He, he, he!” Cora. tittered again; and she
would have continued her taunting of Madge, it .
is certain, only just then the signal to leave the,
tablos was given., - . &

. Miss Somerfield at that moment was over by
the Fifth Form -table, and so the Fourth Form;
scholars ‘trooped away withoat further s]geech with
e

or, - Outside the room there looked like being a

T -3t
flare-up . hetween Polly and Cora, but. Betty. . ':

managed to keep the peace. - When all the girls .
had ascended to  the studies, however, where

there was no rtisk of Miss Somerfield’s hearing-*:
what passed, a demonstration took place which :
tht&y could never. have quelled, even if she had °
ried, - .

Tt was an outburst of scoffing cries and tﬁuﬁh
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‘as guadge Minden came by on the way to her own
study. .

o I[Y-I_cm"s the step-girl getiing on with her
Beethoven, Madge?” sniggered Cora,

«Can I pay you threepence on -account, and the
rest next week?’ grinned Ella Elgood, e Was
one of the girls who had * booked lessons "’ more
out. of fun than anything else. #

 How . nuich-.commission do you pay if I get
you new pupils?”’ a third girl wanted to know.

And so it went on, nearly every member of the
Fourth ¥orm having some _]}texsj to make, in‘'a more
or less ill-natured way, at Madge’s expense.

Not a_word did she answer.

She simply walked straight on to her den,
entered, and closed the door. And she did not
slam that door, either! s : :

L Madge Knows Somsthing,

T rankled, though!

Ves, it hurt her to be the butt of the Form

_ like this. - ! .

Bcoffed at even by some of her very best
friends; positively jeered at by less good-natured
scholars, chief of whom was -that despicable: Cora
Grandways ! ] g
" But they would not shame her out of it—uo.
‘A thousand times nol .~ - ~
8o she was saying to herself at this moment.
‘Apart from the fact that anything like derision
was the very thing to set Madge’s back up, she
had something ever before her in her mind to
strengthen her resolution, : 7

Calmly she was considering another little enter-
prise that would Perhaps cause another serisation
in the school, Well, what if it did?
what she was about, s

With a determined air she got up and passed
from the room, and a minute later sheé was in
the handsome downstairs room which bad been
reserved for Miss Somerfield’s use when that lady
might be at the Priory. .

The -Headmistress was away for the moment,
so Madge waited, ~On the table was a_current
cnp]z of the local paper, and to pass the time she
took it up and began to. skim through it, Her
eyes scaned the preliminary announcement of the
coming festival, then wandered to the news pages.

8o, all at once, she saw an item that her eyes
devoured eagerly, It was an account of the
burglary at the Priory on the previous Saturday

night. 2

%‘-wice she read the paragraph, then put, the
local newspaper down, and stood staring absently
before her. e mg :

She was thinking of the poor, shabby liitle

soul who had engaged- to “take. musiclessons
because music was a passion  with_ her. Poor
little Maggie Shaw, living in one of Barn-

combe's back streets, along with a-father of whom
she had said: b

“T can't tell you what he is. I don't know
what he does for a living.”

No, she did not know, and that fact heightened
the suspicion that Madge had that Maggie Shaw’s
father was -the burglar of last Saturday night!

_ Out in_the corridor Miss Somerfield’s returning
step suddenly became audible, and Madge pulled
herself toﬂfthsr for the interview. ¥

* Well, Madge dear?” :

Tho sweetest of smiles went with Miss Somer-
field’s cordial greeting as she came intq the room.

“Jan'’t it a shame about our being without our
- music-teacher just at this_important time?’ the
- Headmistress exclaimed. * You, of course, Madge,
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She knew ~
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deplore the situation as much as any girl cany
music is such a passion with you.” A

Then Madge went straight to the point.

“ Miss Somerfield,” she said calmly, I have
come to ask you, May I be allowed to train the
girls for the festival?” tie

Miss Somerfield held her breath and stared. -

Madge’s Step-giri! e

A T that moment, in the study oecupied by

Grace Garfield and Ella Elgood, there were
great doings!

Half a dozen girls were. there, all engaged in
dressing up a most awful-loocking dummy with
lightning speed. v !

‘A skirt and blouse had been pulled over the
bolster -that did- duty for body and legs. Btock-

ings stuffed- with paper were the arms, a safety-
pin securing each arm t6 a shoulder.

e TN -
- = ‘

'MADGE’S PUPIL ] When Madee Minden
*Ainley’s house, little Maggie was cleaning the

step. ' I—I1 didn’t expect you yet, miss!”
. she faltered. * g

As for the dummy’s head, that was a huge
turnip, out of which a face with a hideous smile
had been carved. By the use of pen and ink the
teeth had been marked out, and eyes and eyebrows
drawn ‘with great skill.

“ Now the hat!” chuckled Grace, stepping up
to the awful dummy with a very battered bit of
headgear, . loole—""

*“Ha, ha, ha!” - ’
- The. other girls simply doubled up with
laughter.

“He, he, he! What a guy!”

. “ Madge's step-girl pupil to the life, T enll it,”
said. Cora Grandways. %
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She it was who had fnspived this little jape
at Madge Minden’s expense. At first Grace and’
the others had had scruples, feaxing that the. joke
. might séem to be ill-natured; - but they had

decided that it could be done in a good-humoured

way, -and so they had promptly got busy. . -
Llla had routed out an old pair of white gloves,
and had stuffed them with paper. . It was an easy
_ task to fasten these dummy hands tothe ends of
the dummy arms, and then—well, “the
screamed ' louder than ever with Taughter.-
““ Ha, ha, hal Oh, dear, how lovely!” .
“’8h T ‘Cora cautioned them. “ We musin’t
give the joke away yet awhile, You know my
idea—we'll take .it down to the music-room and
“seat it at the piano, He, he, he!” "
.Cora set off, hugging the ﬂoppy dummy in her
arms, In the passage she encountered Audrey,
‘who raised her brows. . e
‘“ What on earth——"". . : i
“You musﬁ'recolg‘mse it, surely!” grinned Cora.
“ Madge’s step-girll’”
“Qh¥* - And Audrey burst out laughing.
Then another door opened, and Paula
stood. revealed.. o #
‘“Eh—what? Oh, bai Jove!”

Creel

“Isn't she- a darling?” exclaimed Grace Gar- .

field, ‘referring to the dummy.* ‘* Cora assures us
that it is.Madge’s stepgirl to the. life.”
“ Yes, wather—I mean— - Howevah, a jape’s
a jape, [ suppose,” Paula Creel 'said.. - " .
- ** Where_are. Polly and Betty?” Ella Elgood
watted to know, “ They ought to see it.” - ..
It appeared, however, that the Form captain
and her bosom chunt were to miss this bit of fun—
for the present, anyhow. ’I‘ﬁew‘-sm;? was looked
into, _nmf' found to bedeserted. - Evef Merrick gave.

it. as -her opinion that the twe-girls had gone -
* down to see Miss Redgrave in connection mvith -

some Form affair.

-So, forming a sort of giggling procession, the

gitls trooped on down the stairs, escortirig the guy

to ‘the room that was doing duty as a music-room
at the Priory. ;

The place was 1 up/ for it was the custom to .

keep the ‘music-roont ayailable for gitls who might:
wigh to put in an odd five minutes at the piano.
during reasonable hours, - No, one was' at the
‘piano when the ‘mirthful crowd swarmed into-the
- room, and so Cora was able to dump. the. guy

upen the musicstool at once. ~ ' .

Not content with doing this, Cora arranged the
dummy so that the hands looked as if they were
banging away at the piano-notes. - She also
enthanced- the realistic effect by turning the head so
{hat the turnip face was looking towards the dodr,

“ Gorgeous ! - Spifing I’ were some ‘of the
_merry comments. P
s ﬁn.]f a sec., though?” pleaded Grace.

She found a sheet of foolscap, and, by means of
a spill of dp&pﬂr dipped in an inkpot, printed off
_these words n large capitals: -

' MADGE'S ‘STEP-GIRL!

.. 'This glaring placard was placed in a prominent
position -at" the “footof the music-stool, and then
all the girls stood away to admire the effect from
a distance. =7 A ., Ty Ay

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” The langhter was starting again
when Xlla came whirling i with & warning: .
o (S)il-fﬁ"’ She’s coming—Madge is coming I

Those girls who were 'cI.ose to the deor darted .

away from the room, . Others, feeling there wvas
.. mot {ime to take te flight, hastily scrambled into-
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- crawled under a table.

girls -

‘when Madge first

_the music-room.

_head was turned, just as if a real gir} might have

mustn’t mind “if T laugh,?

Evé}y Tuesday :

empty cupi}&ards.-_:, Othérw again crouched ‘down
behind _ couches or benches. - Two of the japers:

Tha€ were all more or less hidden from view -
several seconds before Madgs turned into -the
passage that led to the musie-room.. -

She had come straight from. her brief “interview
with Miss Somerfield to the music-room with a.
heart that was very light. For that interview—it
had been successful, wonderfully successfull
‘Miss Somerfield had had her breath taken away
oke., That the girl -had
ad hardly dared to expect

expected. ~What she

‘was_the' quickness with which her amazing pro- .

posal had been agreed to.. It iz one thing to'feel
quite capable of undevtaking a certain . responsi-
‘bility; it is often quite another thing to- get others
to share one’s confidence! - o A

“And T am to be-paid for the work!” .was
Madge's exultant “thought as .she -came’ towards
““What about: it now, dad?
en you warned me that nobody can expect to

- make monéy at musio; and——"'

And there the girl's jubilant thoughts broke off.
She had reached the musie-room doorway—was
stopping dead with the sudden shock of a great
surprise. S Gy e = "

No wender, either |

- TWhere at the piano sat « frightful sové of guy  #

in the attitude of strumming at the notes. . The

turned her head ‘to smile & greeting to :someene.
entering the room. ; S oe v
Only this was no-smile that the turnip face had
for Madge. - Tt was the most hideous grin one
could imagine! ) ¢ ’ W S
Then, as Madge. tore. her fascinated gaze from .
the grinning face; she saw the placard: = - ;

' MADGE'S STEP-GIRL}

Madge was not without a sense ‘of humour,
But this was a thing she simply could not smile at.
If the guy had been labelled *Madge,”. then -
she would_have taken the jape in good part. Buk
that. word “ 'step-girl --it jarred, It burt her.
Tt was o cruel jape against littls Maggie Shaw—
Maggie, making such a brave fight of it with her
young life ; motherless Maggie, innocent daughter
of a man who was most Ilkﬂiy a erimingl’ ’
She heard some smothered . tittering,” and knew.

then that the girls responsible for this jape were 2

hiding—some of them, at least—in the music-
room. 4 £ s
At the same instant there was a flurry of steps.
behind her, and she thought that other ii:ls were'
making a sudden rush to catch her. in the act of
staring at ihe dummy, and so enjoy her angry
But in this she was wrong. =~ . 3 S T
Three girls came hurrying up Lehind her=a .
trio_whose locks showed that t-he?_mare no parties -
to the: jape. Betty, Polly, Paula o o B
“ What’s the joke,  Madge?’ questioned Betty.
¥ Paula here has said some;hjnﬁlabout_.a guy.”
“Ves, wather! A most™ widiculous cweature,”
bai, %-fm" Howevﬂ'-—-“ hote 5 ]
s it's you they are guying, Madge, you
said frank Polly.
4 Oh1? : - G .
Polly repeated the cfy with rising. anger:
“ Oh, lodk, Betty! —_%9 the label 1 "5,
Betty saw it richt enough, and her face grew
stern. She and . Polly together strode into. the
room. They were going close up to the leeting




Twopencé :

figure avhen, with a yell of laughter, all the
‘girls in hiding rushed out, - b

“Ha, ha, ha!’ went up_ the_ shrill laughter.
“ What do you think of it, Betty? Polly, isn't it
good? He, he, he!” 5t e

“Hush! . Don't interrupt the poor dear’s music-
Jesson !’ sniggered Cora.  Tumpty, umpty, iddle-
ee-dea!” = - i

There was another shriek -of laughter,

“[Ha, ha, ha! . Bravo, the step-girl!
genius?” i . X
“Then suddenly the merriment died away. To
the japers’ amazement, Betty had caught up the
derisive label and torn it across. %

“ Here, steady a bit,” Cora broke in, thrust-
ing forward. “You had no right to do. that,
 Betty! Don’t you be so cacky!”

“Any girl has the right to stop a poor girl
being made game of I'* Betty fashed indignantly.
#Tt's o shame—a shame!” -

‘t Tear, hear!” shoufed Polly.
© 4 Yes, wather! Geals, T wanted to expwess my
wegwet when I first saw the guy. Howevah——""

“ Bpoilsports, all of you!” Cora said fiercely, ™
. %A fine lot of sport.in ‘a_thing like this I
. vetorted Polly.witheringly,  Don't get hold of
any wrong idea, you girls. If you had been meking
fun 'of Madge—well, that would have been differ-
ent. It's the making fun of Madge’s poor friend
in the town—" = 3

What a

“ We—we hadn’t looked at it in that light,” two- -
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This time she seized the head, and thai, too,
promptly detached itself from the bolster body..

Crash! went Cora, as she lost her balance and
went sprawling. ]

“ Had enough?”’ chuckled Polly. :

Apparently Cora had not. -Up she scrambled,
and made a third rush, only to find Polly biffing
her about the shoulders with the headless dummy.

By now the shrieks of laughter -were loud.
enough to be heard all over the house. So to
avoid drawing too big a crowd to the scene of
conflict, Pally suddenly sped away, hugging the
remnants of the dummy in her arms. :

. “Catch me, if you can!” she defied Cora from
the doorway. ;i

Whereupon Cora, in sheer blind rage, snatched
up the turnip-head and hurled it.

miss | : 3
Polly ducked aside, and next moment the turnip
smote the passage-wall opposite the door—thump!

“ Yah, clever!” Polly cg_uckled; then fled, with
the infuriated Cora breathing fearful threats as
she tore in pursuit. e ;

Betty and some of the others gathered up such
relics of the guy as littered the place, and pre-

ared to withdraw, From above stairs came the
ang of a study door, suggesting that Polly had
réached her den just in fime to slam that door
ag%if g his h 4" B d cquiet!

“[t’'s a pity this happene otty said quietly

to Madge, finding tgat girl's eyes mpon her.

There is @ GRAND < MORCOVE" SERIAL now oppearing in
« THE GIRLS’ FAVOURITE” entitled: :

« THE RIVALS OF MORCOVE"!

Featuring ETHEL COURTWAY, the head girl of the School.
- account miss this splendid yarn.

- You must on no

or three of them began to plead, with looks of
genuine contrition. *“We are not snobs, Polly.’”

“You have played into the hands of a_snob
for once, that's quite certain!” cut in Betty
Barton. * Well, get rid of the wretched thing.”

“ Do what?” shrilled Cora, taking her stand in
front of the guy. ‘T am not dgomg to have it
tméchg‘d by you, Betty, nor yet destroyed to your
order.””. ;

«QOh, if you say much more!” panted Polly,
spoiling for a Eerimmage. .

T#¢ DIl say what I think ! snapped Cora.-* Touch
it if you dare!” %

- Then Poll
dummy—both. .

In s fiash she tilted Cora out of the way and
cauiht up the guy. A :

The madcap’s tactics set even Cora’s fellow-
japers laughing, and their laughter maddened her.

he returned fo the attack, only to have the guy
thrust in her face. <
. Go it, Polly!”

¢ (o -it, > Cora!”

So’ the mirthiul cries went ug), as a desperate
struggle began between the madeap and the spit-

* fire for possession of that guy. .

Polly had it about the waist and held on
grimly. Cora grasped the figure by its arms, and
pulled—and backwards she toppled, as the arms
came away, causing fresh roars of laughter.

©._“You  idiot!” howled the infuriated Cora,
charging in again. -~

simply * went ** for -Cora and the

“ More
suppese.’
adge said very steadily: «

. Thanks, Betty! Tell Polly, too, will you, that
;& 1‘;‘;&?5’ good of her to see the thing in the right
ig - 5
And then, just as if nothing at all had occurred
in the nature of a commotion, she took her seal
at the piano and began & piece from memory!

A strange girl, thisMadge!

want of thought;‘ than any.i'hing else, I

Madge Minden—Musio-mistress.
assed.

AN hour had .
w In their “ comfy ' den, Betty and Polly

. were just giving a last moment to the
evening’s prep. when the door suddeuly flew open
in front of some ‘breathless news-bearer. .

“ Botty—Polly! - Whatever. do you think!”
“ Anofher guy?’ sighed Polly, looked quite
préepared, however, to deal with 16 if necessary.
“No, this ig serious,” p: the newdomer,

. who was no other than Tess Trelawney. * Madge¢

Minden— Oh, just fancy!”
“ Well, out with it!"”
‘¥ She—she has got-the job of music-mistress!”
* Wha-a-a-at!” .
X To the Fourth and Fifth Forms.”
“(Goon! You are kidding! Tmpos—"
“Ti’s on the board downstairs!”
Yes, wather, bai Jovel” chimed in the
drawling voice of Paula, as she suddenly floated
upon the scene, ‘' Betty deah—Polly | "It weally is
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DOWNRIGHT FUDENESS! o5 ind

ers made faces through the window at NMadge
and Maggie. The poor step-girl stoppe play=-
ing and stared at the mookers.
the most wemarkable occnwwence! — Lxbtwa-
e

ordinawy ! Inewedible, in fact!

«1 ghall believe it when I sce it,”? said Betty.
“ Madge Minden, music-mistress | 12

“7 tell you, they're kidding!’ chuckled Polly.
But she soon- knew better than that. :
It was only necessary, for her and Betly to dash
away downstairs to see the official confirmation of
that astounding bit of news. o, >

Down from their studies came other girly, just
as excited -and sceptical as the Form captain and
the madcap; and, like those iwo, they simply
gasped as they read the nofice which Miss Somex-
tield’s-own hand had penned: *

BARNCOMBE MUSICAL  FESTIVAL.
As the school's visiting  music-teacher is-un-
fortunatel debarred from -fulfilling her engage-
mént, it has been decided that the choir to be
trained for. the festival contest shall receive
instruction from Madge Minden. - !
This girl's musical atteinments are known to
the gchool, and I am certain- that scholars will
shave my belief that the afrangement will
prove altogether satisfactory. e g f

(Signed) ESTHER ‘SOMERFIELD,

Headmistress.

e—catch me!” was

« Toke instruction from Mad ek s
sha'n’t

one - Fourth-Former's resentful cry.
enter for the cheir-singing now.”’
«T shall!” cried Cora, with her malicious grin.
« Think of the fun we can have with her!l . ‘What
a lovely caterwanling when she starts beating time.
Ha, ha, ha!”? . . ‘
« Buf, seriously,” seid Tess, “ how is she going
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_ if they had the right to do so.
“Hu
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to do it all? H’er.-own personal part in the
dl};l.vloma contest, paying pupils to eoach in the
school, paying ?uplls in the town, and then the
choir practicel’ g

“ Well,- she loves it—music!”

“ Yes, wather, bai Jove! Howevah— :

Pauia_checked’ sharply as she suddenly realised
that Miss Somerfield herself had come quietly
upon the scene,

“ Has it given you 2 shock, that announcement
of mine?”’ smiled the Headmistress. ** But, -gitls,
just think ‘it over. Madge not only knows the
work, she also knows how your visiting mistress
hag been coaching you; she knows you all so well.
Now, a stranger would take a little time to
settle down, even when I had found one with
satisfactory qualifications. And time is short.”’

This was all true enough, and. even the most
astounded girls began to “feel that it was_going
to be anything but a mistake, their having Madge
to fill the breach. i
L 41 suppose,” Cora Grandways inquired, with
seeming mnocence,  Madge is to be paid. for her
services?’

" YBS.” B " :

Cora was secretly elated when she saw how the
answer. she had drawn left several girls grimacing.
“Another ¢ come-down > for Madge! "

“ OF course she will be paid,” went on the Head-
mistress. ** What she does with the mouey is her
affair, not yours or mine. But I would” have te -
pay any other instructress,’so why should I ‘not
pay Madge?” - a e e

Miss Somexfield turned away as- she finished
-speaking, as if she conld hardly believe that. any
scholars would wish to dispute that argument, even

"

11 said Cora scornfully, when the lady
“J know what Madge will do

was out of carshot. 9 ]
Put-it in a stocking, to add to

‘with the money.
ler hoard!”

“ Oh, drop it! Betty
just about tired of your

¢ Cora, I am

exclaimed.
on about

keeping

Madge !’ : .
5 Hear, hear!” from Polly, as usual; whilst
Paula drawled: .

“ Yes, wather, Pway wemember, Cowa, Madge
is still our fwiend, whatevah her faults may be.”

Then Cora gave. a You-do-as-you-like I’ sorb
of shrug as the three chums walked off. She could
certainly afford to treab the trio’s loyalty to

- Madge with air contempt,. for the rest of the
Form were plain inclined to side with her.

In the studies that ni%‘ht the most caustic things
were said about Madge's ?lrubbmg fm'.money.”
If she had volunteered for the position simply for
the love of the thing, then it would have been to
her credit.  Bui—oh, she Jad got to have her
fee, of course! ;

s early as next day Madge put up a notice
inviting girls of both Torms to enter for the.
choir. And what a rush of names came in!

Various reasons accounted for this. Some of the
gitls were only enfering so as to get let off some
of the regular classwork. Others were joining
for the mere sake of having a lark with the school-
girl cacher, But quite a good majority wante
fo go in ofr the contest in real earnest.  They
flattered themselves they had good voices, they
had faith in Madge, and they wanted Morcove
School to carry off the prize for part-singing and
sight-tests, 5«

So in the music-room that afternoon there was

uite a huge gathering. The fact that Madge was
already -there did not prevent Cora and a few
others from making a good deal .of row at the
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start. Madge called fov silence at last, but the
row still went on.

Then Madge gave a rap-rap on her desk in
front of the mustered girls, and somehow her
steady nerves and capable air quelled the noisy
choristers.

“I want- to say at the start,” Madge said
calmly, and her words fell on a thoroughly hushed
assembly, “ whatever else I may be to you outside
this room, inside it I must be your midtress. Iam
afraid there is going to be some weeding-out for
me to do. Well—~

She paused. .

“idf T do have to send any gicls away, as being
likely to spoil the others, let it be on account of
voice only, and not for—horseplay.”

“ ¥Yes, wa— I beg pardon, Madge deah—T
mean—— Pway pardon my intewwuption,”
Paula floundered, I was forgeiting, bai Jove,
that you. are weally a pwofessor of music now!”

“A paid professional—yes,” Cora said, in a
stage whisper, .

Madge ignoved the spiifire’s sneer. She said
thoy would begni with some sight-reading, and
nlmk up her pomter and stepped to the tonic-solia
chart.

Striking the tuning-fork, she gave them * dol.”

The first response was a rather confused, flat
one, and Madge herself joined in the laughter.
Next time the result was distin(:tliy better,

* Once again, please—doh-h-h-h!” she led them,

Then, with one exception, the whole roomful of
girls sang the note really well. Cora, however,
screeched ‘' Daw-w-w-w [ -

“(Cora Grandways,” said Madge, “if you do
that again I shall have to send you out of the
room!"”

Cora reddened with fury, She wanted to sing
the note all wrong again, out of sheer impudence,
but she did not dare. There was something about
Madge that warned her to be careful.

But when the sight-test had gone on for a few
moments, Cora screeched again—not intentionally,
but simyiy because she really had no voice at all
for singing. :

Madge stopped the singing.

“(Cora,” she said, “ you had better net
remain.” i

“T1 shall yemain!”

“ You will not remain,” Madge insisted flatly.
“ You only spoil the others. They mvant to do the

best for the school at tle festival, and it is my job

to help them. You may go.”

This produced a dead silence. The whole class
‘was holding its breath, wailing to see how Madge
would enforce her command upon a girl as insolent
and defiant as Cora.

“ I—I couldn’t help that last false note,” Cora
blustered at last.

“ 4 know you couldn't,
go,” said Madge., *
voice.” *

Then Cora, suddenly rushing from her place,
steod and yelled at Madge :

% Oh, go on, be as ng as you can! Just
because you have swanked thizs job out of Aliss
Somerfield! Who do you think you are?”

“ For the moment I am your teacher.”

“Bah! miserable money-grubbing minx!
One thing,” Cora threw oul, as she flounced to
the door, “I suppose I'm not to be the only
girl to be weeded out by our wonderful pro-
fessional! Professional! Haw, haw!”

And the door closed behind her—slam!

She certainly was not the only girl to be asked
to “stand out.”” ~DMadge, with a perfectly un-

. That i3 why you must
“You- really haven't the
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shaken nerve, went amongst the assembled
singers whilst they were going through other

tests, and now and then she just silenced a girl
who was spoiling the others by a tap on the
shoulder,

And the girl who received that gentle hint could
either take it in good part or not; Madge did
not seem to mind in the least.

As a matter of fact, her very carnestness so
infected the whole class, there was hardly a single
case of resentment against her decision. - Most of
the weeded-out girls effaced themselves from the
scene  with  good-humoured resignation, whilst
those who * passed ” Madge's critical ear felf
prouder of themselyes than ever,

“If you girls,”” Madge said to the score or so
remaining at the finish, will stick at it for all
you are worth, then I think there will be a
success for Morcove School at the festival,
That's all to-day.”

She laid down her *“baton.”” And by so doing
she laid down all authority over them.

Next moment she was passing from the room
without any put-on air, She was a Fourth-Former
again.

““ Worse girls than Madge, that's all I know,”
Polly exclaimed heartily.

And Paula said:

“ Yes, wather!”

Tllliﬂ Poor Child.
UY the Form felt as sore as ever with her
next. day, when a mid-week “ halfer’” meant
a hockey match against the Fifth—and Madge
couldn’t play!

" .
WAS SHE TO BLAME ! Madgo readthe
plece of paper: * Fourth Form BEATEN by

three goals ! '—another ‘‘ dig®" at her giving
her time to music.
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One of the best hockeyists in the Fourth; but
no, sae could not play to-day. Shehad to go into
town—and why? To make more money over those
wretched town pupils! ) : ;

There was, as:a matter of fact, only the one
$own pupil—the girl Maggie Shaw. Bui Cora and

a number of other girls took the view that Madge

- still meant to get more pupils if she could. .
In any event, there was the case against her,

Fven though she only had one pupil at present, it
was a claim upon her spare time—time that should’

have been given to backing upsthe Form on the -

hockey-field. . e .
% And you aré shielding her!’ Cora sneered at

Battg Barton.” ““ A fine captain you are! Never
mind if the Form gets whucked,,’ so long as Madge

‘can rake in money for herself!

Betty was gecretly ll%rieved that Madge's enter-
prise was clashing with her part in the life of the
Form. At the same time, it angered her to hear
Cora making -such a song about the team being
let down,

“ Perhaps, if you and a few others had been
keen. on becoming good players,’” Betty was stung
intp saying,  Madge's dropping out would ‘no¥
have been the serious thing that it is!”. ~ . *

‘t¢ Hear, hear—heat, hear!” Polly -came along in
time to say emphatically. ** 8o that's that, Cora i

The spilfire shrugged, * Huh!” and flounced
away, to find an auc%ienee who would not be dis-
inclined to listen to_her inflammatory talk. -~

She did not seek in vain. In every school there
is a section who are easily swayed by those who
want to stic up strife, Cora found such girls a8
Grace Garfield, Ella Elgood, Diana Forbes, and
Mabel Rivers ready to ‘‘side’”
hice little demonstration -against Madge was pre-
pared for that girl when she should quit the school
after dinner, - ° . . ; :

As Madgo came away from her study, dressed
for the cycle ride into Barncombe, Cora and her
small following were hanging about for her.

I suppose -you are going tp pul your fees up

. to the step-girl,” sneered %o a, ‘“now that you
are the officially ‘appointed music-mistress to the
two Forms?’ S :

“ Madge, half a sec.!” cried Ella Elgood, for

Madge was walking on with absolute indifference -

to the -taunts. “ Don't forget to tell the step-girl
_she must give you halves if- she wins the twenty
pounds. that goes with the diploma!”
- "« For, of course, she is gomg in for the festival

contest !’ yelled. Cora, leanmg"over the banisters -

to shout down to Madge. -
* "Madge’s step-girl! He, he, hel” . -

Not ‘& word, from Madge. . But' all the way
-round ‘to. the cycle-shed, -gnd’ afterwards, “whilst
.she was cyeling into Barncomb
* thought there was beating in her brain!

Yes, Maggie Shaw should indeed: go in for the
contest. She, Madge, would teach some of them
what it meant.to sneer at & poor girl's ambition!

Gold medal!iﬁtf#

© _Wait until the day of the festival, the hour when *

the great- contest, open to all comers resident in
. the district, took place! ~There were less likely
things than Maggie’s winning the diploma, the
go'ld medal, and the- twenty pounds by, her per-
formance at the piano.  And -1f the poor girl did
achieve that well-deserved triumph—what about
Cora. and Co.’s sneers then?
- Tt was barely half-past two when Madge got
to the town, and she was not due at her * academy
of musio "—the iiny villa in Parish Place, where
her c}reer old. musical friend lived—until. three
o'clock, Bub she held on her- way to that humble
quarter of the town, feeling that it would be nice
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with her, and a .

‘beating !

what a fierce

Every. Tuesday. .

to have a chat with Miss Agatha Ainley before
little Maggie turned up. . : -
_ Little Maggie was already there, hotvever—clean-
ing the doorstep! e T

As Madge agighted from her machine, at ‘the
kerb, she saw. poor Maggie down on her knees With

a pail of water, hearthstone, and brush, doing the . - -

step most - thoroughly. -So intent wae the step-
cleancr upon her task, she never noticed Madge
until that girl spoke, % g

* ¢ Maggiel” . )

* Oh, miss!”-Maggie gasped rather breathlessly,
looking up in a startled way, *°I—1 didn’t expect
you yet!” ) " .

““'hat’s all right, dear. Finish your task, if you
haven’t = finished » already,” Madge answeréd,
regarding the whitened step atross which Maggie
was drawing artistic wipes. . “I shall be‘indoors,
all ready 4or you whenever you like,” . . -

Then she saw that gueer soul, deaf Miss Ainley,
advancing. from the kitchen, and she stepped.into
the passage to take that lady’s extended hand.

* Your little pupil from round the corner,” Miss
‘Ainley said, as soon as they.were alone together,
“ swhat a good little soul she is! You know, she
hasn't & piano at her own home, and she does so .
want io practise. So she asked nfe if she could
clean my steps and do about the house for me 3
bit, in return for using the piano. . By &

% Poor lititle Maggie!” exclaimed Madge, her .
heart. entirely stirred.- “‘She .has the music in -
her, hasn’t she?” ¥ . - .° i H

“’My dear, she’s a maryell” -~ .

Then Mad’ge_ confided her plans to her elderly
friend. Maggie must be persuaded to go in for
the festival.contest. Oh, yes, she would be com-
peling against all comiers, including girls “from
tlle schools round about and clever girls in the
town., Never mind; Maggie would take some

“But what about ymuself, my . dear?? smiled
Miss Ainley,  ‘“Aven't - you' entering for the
contest?” o o,

< QOh, bother all that!'” was Madge's shrugged
answer. * Think what it will mean to Maggie—
the diploma, the gold medal, twenty Eoundsl An
interest taken in her by people like Tady Lundy,

and then—"

Madge did not say the rest. But she was think-
ing—an assured future,-then, for little Maggie!
Maggie, cleaning steps to-day, and with a !aﬁ;er'
of doubtful character! =~ ~ | i

Five minutes later a very différent Maggie
came into the tiny parlour for her afternocon’s
lesson,  Gone was the coarse apron; tidy mwas the
hair that had been streaking about her face, ‘And.
Madge could have kissed her!

_After the eager liltle soul had been at the
Emno half an hour or so, with Madge sitting by

er to impart many a bit of adyice that. any }

ualified teacher would have seen was mast helpful,
they had a bit of a talk about technique. It was
Madge’s chance, and she seized it - . ;

“ Maggie, she. said, ** you will have to go in
for the Lady Lundy prize at the festival.”

“ Oh, miss! -Me, cpmﬁ:ete-'-agaimﬁ-w‘"

“Yes, Maggie,” said the other girl, with a smil-.
ing firmness that left her modest pupil over-
whelmed, * Lady Lundy. instituted the annual
contest for the encouragement of local talent, and -
you have just as much local talent as anybody. Tt
is only a question of constant practice.”’

“T'm so glad, miss; I can come here as offen

.-as"I like to play,” Maggie exclaimed fervently. -

“We've no piano at home, and, of course, I can
never expect dad to buy one just for mé, although
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ho seems to have got gquite a lot of money just at
present.”

Madge thought of the school’s- cesh that had
been looted from the safe last Saturday night
and this sudden influx of wealth. Suspicious—
highly suspicious ! - . W
- Well, dear,” said Madge, *‘ you must put in
all the time you .can at the piano here, and just
see if you can’t win-the Lady Lundy rize.”

 Oh, if I could!” the girl murmured, her eyes
- ashine. - “ Wouldn't father be proud of me thenf’’

-""Madge thought. to herself: “If he isn't proud

of you. already, Maggie,-ho ought to be,”

She opened-her music-case and took out a-sheet
~of musie. i :
%] mwant - you to make this your test piece for
the contest, i:Iaggie. It is a little symphony thing
that poor Miss Ainley composed years ago, It has
never been published, but I think it wonderful.””

7 am sure it is, miss, if you say so.’’ -’

* Anyhow, think of the pleasure to that .good
woman, dear, if she can be at the festival and
Know that hor own piece is being played.. -Bhe
won't hear it played, because she is deaf, but—
well, “who knows?’ Madge ended up hopefully.
¢ She may hear the applause; it may prove to be
8o loud!” - .

Maggie's elated face Eroclaimed her enthusiasm.

..« Yes, that’s fine!” she exclaimed. ~ “ You play
. it, please, will you, so I can see how it goes?’

X dge took her seat on the stool at once, and

next moment her own deft hands had started. the
% Woodland Symphon%.“ 2

Once again that shabby little front parlour filled
with the rapturous melod, 0
composer of the piece would never, it seemed, be
able to hear any more. h 5
" Tp's. heautiful—wonderful I'? agreed Maggie, the
manismt”Madge finished. © Now shall I try?”’

o -

"So they changed seats again, and after a rathér .

hesitant start, due to nervousness, Maggie hegan
- 4o master the intricacies of the symphony quite
_ -cleverly at first sight.

~ Then suddenly a thing happened  that simply

maddened Madge. ;

At the parlour window appeared the faces of
soveral girls, who were impudently looking. into
the room. ;

Cora, and a few of her weakling followers !

Not only did they stare into the room, but
they made faces, first at Madge and then at
Maggie. -Naturally the poor step-girl broke down
at once, staring in a scared way at the mocking
crew, e men <
" Clora lifted her haiids before her and made a

diimb show of strumming upon a piano, whilst she.

still leered through the glass. . . . :
“Ha, ha, ha!” pealed the other  gixrls.

.. Madge {elt the impulse to fly to the front door,

whip it open, and launch herself ameongst the tor-

mentors, boxing their ears. But-she did a better

thing in the end.

o S

One of the Finest Stories ever
<o written entitled:

“ SISTERS—
" ALL ALONE!”

is now appearing in
“THE SCHOOLGIRLS WEEKLY ™
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In a dignified manner she simply walked to the
window and drew down the blind. .-

“ There,- Maggie! Theyll go away- now,”’" she
said soothingly, = “Bo you -can i

“ Who—who are. they?”. faltered Maggie.

¢ A pack of dolts,”’ said Madge, feeling ashamed
to admit that they belonged to Morcove School.

«They are very rude, whoever they are,’’ was
Maggie's quiet comment, after which she hegan,
the ‘¢ Woodland Symphony 7 all over again.

No. disturbing - tappings at the window ~were
heard, much to both. girls’ relief, and so they con-
cluded that the mockers really had departed. Nor
was there an{ﬁ_n%n of them when Madge presently

ind. <

But Cora and Co. had not_ had all the fun yet. -

Twenty minutes later, when shabby Maggie
came away from the villa, setting off at -a brisk
walk round to her own mean home, she came
upon & group of girls, who burst out ia\ighin,g ab

her. -

[ hope you-didn't forget to pay for your
lesson |’ sniggered Cora, ‘*Madge Minden hates
giving credit, I'm sure.” ]

* Where arve your gloves?’ grinned Mabel
Rivers, looking disdainfully at Maggie's hands, all
rough as they were with toil.. ‘ Pianists should be
careful not to get chapped hands.”

“ Are you going to play ab the festival 7"’ was
Diana Forbes’ I';eenng question, “If so, we must
have special bills printed.” # .

“ He, he, he! Ha, ha, hal”
Iathing together. = - 7

«T am going to play at the festival—yes,” said
Maggie, when the merriment died down.  Bince
you are so inquisitive—"" :

“ What! Oh, my! Oh, dear, she is goinﬁr to
810&37 at the festival! A step-girl—ha, ha, ha!”

ra was almost shrieking, when a familiar figure
suddenly rounded the corner, sailed right 1lnto
th-c[ai zlrxiflbt of the scoffers, and scattered them right
and left. ¢ 3

They were .all .

adge! - - ; e
It w'ns. Madge, oo, and she was thoroughly
rou i
“ Vou hateful pack of girls!” she stormed atb
them furiously. © I've put up with you at the
school—I don't care a rap what you say to me or
call after me—but if you think you are going to
torment this girl—"" ' &
“ You mind -your own business!” flared ~out.
Cora. . *“ We're not going to ask you who we're to

“I. expected you to. make it your business!"
flashed back Madge. It comes naturally to you

-to .make all the mischief you can!”

Then, co_ntralling herself, she put herself close
to the shrinking, bewildered Maggie.
_ “Come on, dear; I'll see you to your door.”

And they went on together, Madge of Morcove
School, and Maggie of the meanest street, in Barn-
combe, whilst Cora and her cronies stood glaring
after them, somehow abashed. -

“This is the Man. - i
SO this was motherless Maggie's humble home—
" this little box of bricks In a ruinous row of
_houses with no front gardens and only a bit
of ;urd ab the back! o .
< Father is not in just now, so ou
would--like to see my home?” little Maggie iad
shyly suggested when she got to the drab. street-
door with her schoolgirl friend. I
_ The very pride in the step-girl's quiet voice had

made Madge accept without dez'nuy Yes, this

erhaps

egin  agaln, .-
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brave little soul was proud of her home, and well
,-she might be. . Nothing to “ show off ""—quite the
contrary. But Maggie could certainly be proud
of the cleanliness of the place, a place that any-
“ody might_well have despaired of ever keeping
clean and tidy. . ’ c ;-
““Ses my kitchen!” the girl exclaimed, after she
. had shown Madge'into the tiny front parlour. She.
preceded the sc

and there was another poorly . furnished -room

made so mweet and wholesome by Maggie's free.
that Madge felf she .

- use_of the scrubbing brush
could have eaten her dinner off the very flooxt - -
«Pd.like to show you my own little bedroom
3 ufatairs, but T don't suppose you want fo stop,”
Maggie remmrked in a few moments. “ We ‘have
three hedrooms—my own, my father's, and then
one he keeps locked, and so I never go in there.”
“ Never go in there, don't you?” muttered
Madge. : i iy
“\Well7" Maggie suddenly asked, with her shy
smile, for Madge was keeping very quiet. :
“You keep your little home_beautifully clean
-and tidy, Maggie dear, I can only say that I hope-

the day will come when you will have no . more
poverty to face, and—"" ) .
P Hark! - Oh, heve is father, coming in now!”

wwas the startled words which came from Maggie, as
"4 step sounded ab the street door. ‘ Never mind,
though. 1 am sure you will like father.”
< Madge hqgle;i she was not turning pale.
entered the house, his step:was sounding. along the
narrow passage. oo o <R SR T e -
‘A moment, and ‘his tall figure was filling
Xkitchen doorway. - Sharpl -
 more than startled ‘at fin ing a stranger in the
honse. - His sharp eyes regarded - Madge sus-
piciously. .- _ - - ¢ C
.7 % Father dear!"” g . iy
“ Who's_this,. Muvgﬁie?" he asked curtly. .
“ A young lady o is being kind enough to
~ give ‘me music-lessons - free,”’ aggie explained
eagerly, *‘ And, father darling. she wants me: fo
go in for the contest at the festival. She belongs
‘to Morcove - School.? :
4 Where?? =7 g

"« Morcove School, father. - Bt they are at _the'

Priory now, as perhaps you know.”
> Ky, Ive ﬁenrd summat about that.”” Madge
could . see he was taking a grip. upon himself,
“ Well, miss,”” he nodded at her, * it’s very
o you, I'm sure. O’ course, you won’t be coming
here to give the lessons. We've no pianner, have
we, Maggie?” - 4

¢ No, - father,
“ But, you know, I feel sure that some day, when
you get regular. work, we shall ‘be._able to go in
for one.” el :

“ Ay, ay, when I get work,” he muttered, look-
ing sideways shiftily. - ' e, !

“ Now your father has come in, Maggie dear, T
“must be going,” Madge said, her calm voice dis-

guising the greatest secret agitation, * Good-
‘bye, - then; good-afternoon, Mr, Shaw!”
- Arternoon, miss. Half’ a sec. I’ he threw

out, as both girls - were going forward to the
sbreet . door. -“*The ‘Priory—weren’t there a
burglary. there last Saturday night ?” i
“Yes,” -Madge called back. " y
41 heerd about it,”” he nodded, sinking into a
<hair, ** I suppose you, being at the Priory, hain't
heerd anything about.them that done it being
likely to get caught?’ . 2
The newspaper says the:police have no clue,”
Madge answered. : ;

. He said no miore, simply nodded again, and so
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yon think?” .
oolgirl to.the back of the “house, ’ .

“ wonder why he seemad so uneasy.

I catch

He had should -betray her knowle

the
he had halted- there,

kind .

not yet,”” she said hopefully.'

* it : All because

Downwight

" practice at the piano, for the brilliant

4y 4 24y £ . ) ¥ i,

Every Tuesday:

the two. §i,ris went on ta the streel door; where &. ..

whispered good-bye tdok: place.

“ Maggie gal,”’ her father said, when she gafm'e'i

back alone to the kitchen, ¥ .she’s really giving
you lessons, is she?” P e 2
“ Ves; father. And isn’t it good of her, don’t

“ Ay, T suppose so, if-—""
| He lapsed into silence,
stand to gaze at him in his sullen mood and

She wanted
.to get tea for him at once. :

So in @ moment she was
whilst ‘he. still sat silent in his ladder-back chair
putting up a hand now and then to rumple liis
black lacks in.a.perplexed, uneasy WAYe -

What was he thinkivg? ' = 3

He was thinking, -supposing . Madge Minden,
being one of the girls ab- the Priory, was trying
to be clever about. catching the burglar? Suppos-
ing she had found a certain clue, and had formed
certain suspicions, and was out to win_glory for.
herself hy. doing what the police could not-do?

“ Music-lessons for ' my * gal—first T've -heerd
o' it,” he was reflecting gumly. Ay, well, i
she is u}:\ to any

\er ab it, 'l soon know what to do.

bustling to and fre,.

ame o amatoor detective, and

and Maggie did. ‘ndt-‘ ‘7 :

x; "

Such was his sinister thought—one that. boded -

ill, indeed, for Madge Min

Minden if ever she, the
very ‘gitl who was savm‘f i

‘him’ from _the police,
dao of bis gulit ©

She, in her great-hearted pity for Tittle Maggie,

nvanting only to save -that hapless gir] from knows= -
ing what- her father was, aned 59}:‘, by her _veof’y‘ ;
! owly..

friendship - for _the - burglar’s
and surely drawing upon ‘hevself al
distrast of the burglay himself}

Was it not a dangerous path
den to be treading?- Ay S

All the more dangerous hecauseé the peril would
be always about her without her

aughter, sl
-the deadly

for Madge Min-

; All Madge’s Fault.’
HE hockey-match was over,

Back into  the -temperary -schoolhouse at

.. the” Priory were trooping a gleeful lof of

girls—the Fifth Form.team and their supporters. - -

Behind them came a-dejected lot of Tourkh-
Tormers, looking very inoody after the drubbing
they: had received. fig o :
~“Walloped I’ mumbled Polly Linton. . “ How
disgusting I’ :

% Yes,. wather! Howevai—"

« And all becau * :

ever knowing ith-

i o .
- *Oh, Polly dear; don’t say it sighed Betty

Barton.
< But I must, Betty.

We've the right to say

chasing . after. paying pupils instead of playing for
her side.”

Madge Minden prefers to go.

- ¢ Without .wishing to use a stwong expwession;””
g to us D

murmured Paula, - it _weally

is ~ distwessing !
twagic, bai Jovel Howevah—-"" -
“No, it will be best not to reproach Madge
when she comes in,” suggested Betty. = -
< Don’t know -so_much ‘about that!” grimaced
Polly.. “ Too bad, T call ig P - ¥
They reached the house, r
}L)}ising that a good few of them got the idea that
Jadge nvas alteady back and ‘having & bit of
i iece they
could hear certainly sounded like her %‘nyllng.
But it was only Audrey Blain, as they found
when they turned out of their way to take a look
into the music-room. i ?

 “ Hallo, girls!” Kndrey greefed them, ‘getling -

and it ivas not sur-




Twopence

up from the pianc.” She came across to the door-
way. “ You won, I hope?” d

““ We lost,” =aid Polly bitterly.

“ A cwushing blow to our
wather!” sighed Paula.
bing, Audwey.” E

“What a.shame!’ was that girl’s sweet com-

.ment. “I would have been only too glad to
stiffen up the team if T could have been any real
use. Is Madge back?” »

“Oh,, don’t talk to me about Madge!”’ ex-
claimed Polly, swinging away. ;

Audrey turned back to get her music from the
piano; whilst the other girls drifted off to go to
their studies. There was a smile at Au 1'3&’5
vivid Ted 1?5 as she stood glancing over the
piece she had been playing. She felt she had been
i brilliant form just now. If she went on like
this, that diploma and the gold medal, to say
nobf)ing of the twenty pound prize, would yet be
hers., And all the glory that such a triumph was
bound to mean!
8till pondering the hopeful prospects for herself

at the festival, she sauntered to the music-room

pwestige—yes,
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“A dweadful dwub-
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“Oh, so you are back!” the spitfire eried ab
Madge. coatsely, “ What about giving 'me’
eighteenpenn’orth of music after tea, or are you
done with having me for a paying pupil?”
¢ Your money is as_good as anybody else's,”
Madge said calmly. * If I were poor, and had to
get my living, I would have to take anybody who
came along. So——"" i

“ Tixcuse me, Cora,” interposed Audrey, *I've
booked Madge for after-tea.” -

“ Oh, have her and welcome!” laughed Cora.
% Yon.know how much I really care for her
zotl;n t‘?aching! It’s only a joke with me! Ha,

a, ha!

Ma&gn said: ‘“ Very well, then, Audrey, after
tea,”” =nd passed on to her room, i

Closing the door she stepped to the table, and
was' surprised to see a slip of motepaper lying
there, with something scribbled upon it, She
took it up and read these avords:

Result of the Match.

" Fourth Form: BEATEN by three goals!

il /=
“GO IT POLLY”! °™

window, and from’ -there, suddenly, she
"Madge coming up a path all alone.

How fagged and pale the girl looked! That was
Audrey’s immediate thought, and again the
pleased smile- flickered ab her lips.

“She.is overdoing it! My only rival for the
festival—she has taken on much ioo much, and
she will be a wreck on the day. Well, all the
better for little me!” was the artful girl's
sxultant thought,

Two minutes later she encountered Madge in
the ocorridor,

“ Hallo, dear! [ say, after tea, could you find
time to give me an extra hour at the piano?”’

saw

Audrey_pm,'fed. “I am afraid I'm not getting on_

at all well.” i i
“ Yes, T think T can manage that,” said Madge.
“ Not that it matters very much if you can't,”
Audrey added. “ After all T'm not so fright.
fuliy keen on the festival contest.””

Then Cora Grandways suddenly sailed round

from the slairs with her companions of the aftei-
noon. '

Grandways and Polly Linton struggled hotly for possession of the
guy, while the spectators roared advice and encouragement.

Her face quivered. After drawing a breath oz
two, she took the sheet of paper with her to the
Form captain’s study. i

Betty and Polly were there, as usual, laying
tea, and Paunla had “ dropped in,” after her
amiable custom. . ; :

“Polly,” Madge said, breaking . the painful
gilence which her quiet entry caused, ““I think-
this is your handwriting.”

. “Wes, I wrote it.' I am -not ashaned to. admit
it. When a crack player goes trapseing off to
make money at music—money that she isn’t in
any need of—instead of playing up for her
Form—"" .

Polly paused for breath, s

“1 think,” she finished gaspingly—*‘even her
best friends ought to say what they think of her.”

“T am sorry you lost the match,” Madge said
huskily. *“ You may not believe it, but'I am very
Eorry.’ All the same, sport ¢an't alivays come

rsb.’ : : ] .

“I think it might come before grubbing for
money that you don’t need,” cried Polly. -
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«Well, well,” put in Betiy soothin ly.. ¢ Will
you stay to tea, Madge, and—and_we'll try to e
just- as gond friends as ever? Oh, I hate this
drifting apart—I hate it!”

“Thank you, Betty,” Madge said,
back to the dooxr, “but I can’t very well accept.
1 would haye to be off directly tea was over. l'm
gw_xtl;g”Audtey ‘Blain an extra. music-lesson pre-
sently. i e : ;
«Oh 1" fumed Polly,” slammiiig’ down the bread-
platter. * Bother music! Bother everything 1

Then, as the_-door . closed after Mndﬁf’s with-
drawal, the madcsp of the Form-did a thing that
was mosb unusual for her to be guilty of. She

burst into tears,
1 can’t help it! T'm a cat!” sobbed Polly,

dabbing a Handkerchief to her eyes. ‘T said I
was not ashamed of putting that slip of _paper
and yet cam

on Madge's table just now,
ashamed—I ami” = Sl B s
. “Then, bai Jove, tell her so, Polly deah ! Pway
et m i s
“No, you dare!” Polly almost shouted, sending

Paula flopping backwards into the armchair with a .-

violent push. . < You sit 'still.”
: *t Ah, dear,” Betty said presently, “7 wish I
knew how all this is going to end!” LI

How would it en‘&—:for ,M_afiée and_ all of them?
~* They might wonder,
guess ! 3

[EXD OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.]

This laughable scene depicted on next
week’s cover ol

 shows turther of the japea played .on.‘ Mandge- Minden
by her form mates. This story is entitled:
“MADGE MINDEN'S SECRET”

4and the wgecret,” together with her musical trials
#and tribulations forms one of the moest exciting
" “stories you could possibly wish to read.

ORDER YOUR COPY NOW,
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G e OANTERBURY SLICES. - _ .
188 - GRILL, our. cookery mistress, ‘lifted her
cakes from the oven and stood them on to
the table in front of the class. .
*‘Now, girls,” she seid, * you can all start and
make your cakes. If you carry oub all my instruetions,
yours will be-as nice as those that T've just made.””
May Strange and ‘1 walked over to the hoard
4o Tead the instructions which Miss Grill had written

AT RN

" up for our guidance,

How to Make Canterbury Slicos. i
: ired : Three and a half ounces of flour, two
,ounces of castor sugdr, half a teaspoonful of baking-
powder; two ounces .of margarine, two ounces of
:sweeb almonds, and one egg. ‘
Blanch the almonds and chap them finely. = .
Creari the margarine and sugar, add the egg
(well-beaten), and  beat the mixture until itis
* frothy.” : L il
Mix the flour. and: three parts of the almonds
together, gradually add them to the mixture, and
bheat well. - e iRy N 2 a8
Lastly, add the baking-powder and’ beat * again
for a minute. B . 1o
Pour the cake nikcture into a well-greased, shallow
tin, sprinkle over the remaindexr. of the chopped
almonds, and bake the cake in- & moderate oven for
twenty minutes. 54 wh o
The ceke, when ddne, should be nicely browned
on top. s : H
Turn the cake on to & board which has been
sprinkled with caspor sugar, and,” when it is cold§
eut the cake into slices. e = e
There was a- little competition among ‘the “girls

* dor fixst tums with the geales, ete., but we soon
gttled down to work, i

What Bertha Burns Did.
“What are you doing, Bertha Burns 2 asked

~ Miss Guill, in an angry tone.

We all stopped work and ].6oi;e¢i in the direction

* _ of Bertha, who stood looking very foolish.

. ‘She was actually just going to add. the egg to the
cake withoub first beating it well. g

Beating eggs until they are -frothy:is one of the
gocrets of light.cakes, . &« g .
. Miss' Grill had explained this to us durin p]: the
lécture, but Berths hadn’s been attending ; s0, ry
she made herself look ridiculous in front of the
whole class. . ;v R )

Mabel Cook’s Confusion. =
“Presemtly Mabel Coolc left: her place end came
running towards May and one. :
WY can't find & baking-tin,” she said. “ Have -
you one to spare 1" =i s
« Now, Mabel Cool,” said Miss Grill sharply.
« Y¥hat are you gossiping for ? 2 . )
And when Mabel explained ahout the tin, she
was still more. angry.
You see, Mabel should have greased the tin before’
she mixed the cake. ’
" When their cake emerged later, it was hoth sticky

Owing to not weighing the sugar, thejhsd added
too much; and while Mabel was chasing. round
after & tin the baking-powder had lost its strength !
E DOLLY HOFPE.
*




