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'I:eepgng a Form-mistress waiting.

 of that?” .

- of hair into exact -position.
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A < Morcove” story appears -every
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week, and there is mof a school

story you will enjoy more.

A Schéclgirl’s |

- Treachery!

A magnificent new long complete story of the girls of
Morcove School, which tells of the further thrilling

experiences of Madge Minden, the Musiclan
Fourth Form.

By MARJORIE STANTON.

in Madcap Mood,

“TDAULA!"

P “ Yes, Polly deah?”

¢ Time for choir pracker!"

“ Oh, bai Jove! Yes, wather!” E

And Paula Creel started fo heave out of the
low armchair in which Polly Linton had found
her reclining at ease.

“ Well, hurry up!” laughed Polly, the madeap.

“ T will not detain you one moment,” declared

“Paula. At the same time, she showed signs of
relapsing in the chair, “1I will fwankly. admit,

Polly deah—"* S e

“Yes, but come along! Hustle! Its not like
} You will be
keeping Madge Minden waiting, you know ! Think

Howevai—"  Paula was

““ Yes, wather! 3
She continued with her

lolling back orice more.

* umiable drawl:

“T will fwankly admit, Polly deah, T was en
joying a wather wefweshing doze when you came
in with wather morc noise than cewemiony, bai
Jove! 1 was dweaming dweams, Polly. I—

“ Oh, my patience ! Polly cast about her for
a nice large cushion to huyl at the.drawler. "And

she found one.
g

vou—~don't—get out—of that chair,
Paula——" :
. “Polly deah, pway wefwain fwom thwowing
things about,”” pleaded Paula, starting up with
real alaciity. ‘It only wesults in my getting
wumnpled hair.© And you weally must wealise,”
she said, taking out a pocket mirior and comb,
“1-do like to look wespectable when I go into
class ! . k.
“ What were you dreaming about, at- eleven -

o'clock in the morning, duffer?’ Polly asked, at -

the same time nodding a ** Hallo, Betty I’ as the
Form. captain looked into the study. 2
“Ah!” said Paula, putting a dear little tress -
** Wemarkable thing,
I was dweaming that the school choir won fhe
gwa:nd" pwize at the Ifestival on Wednesday, bai

“ Remarkable!” echoed Betty, lightly. ¢ That
dream ought easily to come true, Paula dear!”

“ Yes, wather! Howevah——""

“ It won't,” chickled Polly, *if you don’t turn
up for singing pracker before another minute is
out! What a fraud you ave, Paula I

“ A fwaud, Polly? Pway—"

¢ Getting let - off a whole morning’s work in
class, with the rest of the choir, because the

* Jove!

“in youwr study, and-—~— Oh, hurry up!

of the

Festival is so close now; and then going to sleep

etty

“ We really ought to,"” agreed ¥. !
“ Btick - the looking-glass away!”. Polly fairly
roared at the finicky aristocrat of the Form. “ Vou
and your bothersome hair—there, look out!” ,

And whiz! came the hurled cushion at last, as
Polly let fly. g .

Paula yelped Pullg deah !” and dived aside, '
and the cushion only fell plop! upon the seat of
another armchair. There was no shortage of
armchairs in Paula Creel's study.

Some dust flew up, and Paula coughed.

“Most distwessing !” she sighed, * Just ‘when
I want to keep my voice in twim! I feel a
tickling in my thwoat, Polly, all thwough you!”

Whereupon Polly lugged a paper bag from her
dress pocket,
¥ Poor dear!” she said, with scathing sympathy.
“ Try a cough lozenge, Paula. Take two, dear;
they’ll do the trick I .

““Bai Jove, Polly, how good of you!” said
Paula, cagerly popping two littic bits of sweet-
meat into her mouth, *‘There are times, Polly—
there arve times when I wealise that you—that
you—-— Bai Jove!” she broke off with sudden
breathlessness. * Polly——"""

. Don’t cry dear!” said Polly. I know you
love me; but you needn's ery about it!"”

¢ I—weally, T am not cwying on that account,
Polly ! . T—gwacious, I can’t help ewying ! Heah, .
heip.-, I am losing my bweath!” Paula zasped,
waving -her slender arms about in distress.  “I'm
weeping cceans of teahs, bai Jove, and I--hoo!
I—hah —gwacions—TI can’t wealise what’s wong !
F 2, ha, ha !”” went off Polly deliviously. * Oh,

. “Hoo!" pipli.ed- poor Paula, suddenly Hopping
into a chair.  “Bai Jove! . . Bweathless!
Pwostwate! Geals, I—-—p\"{l:y get a doctor, .quick !

-1 feel dweadful I”

“ It must be the sweets " said Betty.
“It weally is the—hoo, hah!—the wetched
sweets ! gasped Paula. “ Polly said they would

do the twick, and thev—they've done it wight

-engugh! They've killed me!”

_ Polly simply staggered about the study, shriek-
ing with laughter, .

“ How fw-fwivolous you are!” Paula panted re-
proachfully. “If you knew how mnear I am to
‘expiwing on the spot, bai Jove! Betty—both of
you—my gwacious—""

“ You d%‘a.t' old. duffer I’ chuckled Polly. * What
did you want to help yourself to menthol lozenges
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for, instead of ‘the cayenne ones?” Polly exploded,
thus throwing light on the cause ‘of Paula’s’sudden
collapse,  ““Two of those menthol lozenges are
encugh to take one’s breath uwa{!_’ '
“They—they are, deah! 1 can beah witness to
that,” gasped Paula. * Howevah, I—I will not
wepwoach you, Polly deah. You meant well—yes,.

wather 1 S ge ;
It may have been  Detty's opinion that -her

chum Polly had meant Paula to take the wrong -

sweets; but she held -her peace.  The three girls
really ought to Mave ‘got down to the music-room
by now, and the merriment ended in Betty and
Polly helping Paila out of the chair, and more or
less fxe!ping'her all the way downstairs, o 53

a music-room; some twenty scholars ha
assembled.  TFhey, ,gﬂ‘h Betty, Polly. and Paula,
formed the choir which had been made up out of
the Fourth and Fifth Forms, with a view to com-
peting against other local cheirs at the ‘much-
talked-of Musical Festival which was to take place
in Bamcombe towt, on. Wednesday next.

The room was hot at all like the sﬁaﬂy-coﬂ-
structed chamber which the girls had m accus-
. tomed to at Morcove School, :
That fina range of buildings had been burn ouf;

already

by a fire several weeks ago, and for the present.

the “vatious -Forms were quartered - in different
parts of the neighbourhood. - Here, at The Priory
-—a fine 0}d_mansion—the Fourth and Fifth Ferms
were in vesidence, under their. usual mistresses.

“'Nor was the fusic instructress, who now came
into the room t
whom the girls
pasts. e 3 ; 5
A stranger, indeed, would have stared in amaze-
ment to see—not a learned-looking music-teacher
who_ had_been - through one of the . colleges of

ad . been accustomed to in the

music and who~could Ip'lut_'lgtﬁers after he_r name,”

but™a mere schoolgirl ! : g
Yes. - 8She. was a girl no older than the girls
in the choir itself, who now came into the room:
She was, in fact, one of them at all times except
- -during choir practice, Madge Minden; - of the
Fourth ' Form—so she would have described her-
self to any 4uquiring stranger—simply. A
- But Betty and Co, would have had far more to
say about her than thatl & R S
The%woulé’ have been only too eager to explain
how Madge was & most talented musician, .and
what a perfect ingtedctress she made, filling the
breach caused.by the sidden unavoidable absence
of the schaol’s official teacher. = i 4
In a gobd-natured way, the choir made a bit of
tun--cut_of their “being “ under’’- Madge these

days. " But:the fun always took place outside the

music:room,
Tnside
ad orderliness and serious attention to the lesson,
© for_the choir was dead kcen about the coming
contest. R ok X
‘Tt viewed. the competition in just the same way-
that it viewed hﬂckegﬂmntehéﬁjaghins\‘z ‘other school
teams: here was a chance for Morcove to do credit
to it&éif, and the thing was to-go in‘and win [
« A1l here?: Good !’ was Madge’s” delighted

comment, ag she scanned the assémbled choir after -
S Well, it is -

“ the girls had takentheir places,
Monday, and Wednesday next is the day! I won’t
" ‘say_-any more " she finis
smile that enhanced the eharm of her good loo
_and then she gave them ‘‘Doh.™ - 3
- Every girlin the choir sang the. note, and sang
it me.well“as she could” But~ something was
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. ‘What on_earth was wrong? . -
Tn the: spadious oot which was doing duty as

. fork once agaim,

tiken a }i'g]illnin
eavered wit
take the.choir at. practice, one -

y .“.0 =

. hat
# Y ORAT ;

“fiick- upon the choir.

it—at .ﬁme;”li];e this, for instance—all =
girl on to her feeb.

-vulgar ‘protest showing how seant was the, good

-a nasty, malicious creature, whe seemed to dclight

ed, with an angaﬁing s
s,
‘Tap ! went the tuning-fork “‘F;?h Madge’s desk,

Every Tuesday
wrong They:would have known it, even if Ms.'rlia
haél lnét_mde a- gtimaee as if she had tooth-
ache ! e . : .
“ Is somebody hege. with a eold7” she.said, pre- .
parm%eto sound the note again. ‘‘If 'so, she:
had betier be off before: she gives. it to: the .
others I”? & oo el 650, O A
“Ves, wather!” Paula could not_ help. agree- -
ing, in a very audible undertone. &
“Doh-h-h-hP?

3

Again the choir sang the note, and a;

aiﬁ4\}gﬁ 1
“Doh-h-h-h}* sang the choir. But there it was -
again—one awful voice, putting out all the rest:

A horrible, flat ‘“ Daw-w-w:w-w "’ ; .

"« Bai Jovel” exclimed Paula, gazing around.,
4 It's dweadfuk¥h o . ot ey

% Awfall . Who—what——"" " Other girls were :
starting to exclaim, when Madge struck the tuning

““Now! Doli-khh12" . - e, ot e
< Dohhth-h—ee-eee !’ pu}p in a scrcechy voice. . °°

« Eee-cec-ce ! - He-haw, eee-haw !¥ sl foid
It was a downright donkey’s bray, at last, and

in a moment the whele choir was in ahi uproar.

“« Oh——? 4, s b i

“ Bai Jove—""

“ It’s someone—-"" " b
‘Then came an abrupt ending to_the outety..
. Before the. eyes of all the choiv, Madge had
stvide to ‘the- table.” It was
: a cloth that Hung down all ‘round. ™
She puiled the cover aside, and there, under the
tablé was a crourching grsﬂ her .grinning face -all .
red with bottledup laughter: . =~ A

¥ Cora—Cora Grandways¥! chorused the. choir.
% Come "out of -that, Coralt
panted Madge. fiercely. & B

4 Hee, haw!" brayed Cora, mockingly. Tee,
haw—hae, haw! Honk, honk, honk!” Ha, ha,

This instant ™

“ Donkeya ' Indesds
“Hee, haw ! Ha, ha, hal Oh, dear—Hha,
“ ha, ha ! shrilled-the gir} who had played this
“ What alark !’ . -
But next moment. hérﬁ fiment was receiving .
o sudden check. - -Madge ha - datise "of humour,
and she could take a laugh agninst herself as well
as most, of ug can, But this-
the ‘choir, and she meant it to be-no-joke forCora
in thé end! oo o X
« Come out of that!” she eried fercely; and,
without _giving Cora time to obey, she seized hold
of her and simply hauled her from under the table. -
Tt was like Cora to lose herifemper at once.. :
4t Here, you leave me—~—" ".. - . G TR
“ Stand up )’ Madge was_already-shaking the -~

“You. leave me alone ! flaved out Cora, her
nature at the “bottom of the “!:joke:”:  Madge,
indeed, would not have'iurned as fierce: as this
had she-found another girl under the table.” But. i
it-wag Bora, V.. o5 s i
Madge knew Cora. - All the school knew her for

in making mischief. B .
T have a good mind to bex your cars!” Madge
o ; -

said. :
“ You try I'? i &
“ @ on, Madge—do i urged all the choir.
““ Yeg, wather I'~Bai J ove&—dls’g,wacefﬁl;'." ey

_“Turn her out—turn-her qid

is—thiswyas no joke for .
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¢« yah P sneered Cora, then, founcing about to
face the angry girls, * What do I cave for you?'’

““ About as much as we care for you, I expect!”
said Polly. -

“ Any old choir can sing as well as the lot of

you !’ snapped Cora.
“Any old donkey can bray like youl!” .re.
torted Polly, causing a  burst of delighted
laughter. (o away and join a donkey choir—"
*Yes, wather!” . .
“That will do,” said Madge, very quietly.
“ Cora, take yourself off this instant, or I will
report you—yes, I willi”
“ You'd love to, I know !

th 1 1 Just to show off your
authority ¥

€ Oh, drop that, Cora!™ struck in Betty from
her place in the cheir, ¢ It's feeble. here’s
nothing of the tell-tale about Madge. If she re-

ports you, it will jelly well be what you deserve I

“ Hear, hear I'" from Polly, heartily.

“ Dear me, dou’t we think a lot of ourselves !’
sneered Cora. * With our wonderful music mis-
tress! But I've had my fun, and so mow 1 leave
you to get on with the caterwauling ! You cer-
tainly need to practise !” .

“his,"” said Madge, 4s quietly as ever, ‘' is all
because I had to drop you out of the choir, be-
cause you have Mo voice. Cora, what an idiot you
arve to—-"", . :

“ Nothing of the sort!’ flaved up the spitfire
again. “3Who wanis te belong to your silly
choir? T don't! I don’t believe in learning unde:
a mere kid.of o teacher—a schoolgirl who goes in
for pgiving inoney-grubbing music lessons to
wretched little——"

«(llear out!” shouted some of the girls.

“ Wretched _little- step-girls! Ah, that’s
rattled her!” Cora exulted é)éinﬁng a scornful
finger at Madge, as she backed away to_the door.
o« Elghteenpencc an hour, and wever mind where
the kids come from!” -

She reached the door and weni out, slamming
it violently—bang! Aund there, in the passage,
were several girls whose grinning faces told how
they had been in the know about Cora’s little
# joke,” and had come along to hear the fun.

“You did it, then, Cora?” tittered Ella Elgood.

_ % He, he, he!”

“ Yes, we beard you,” chimed in Diana Iorbes.
# Tt was great! I say, shall we all give cne shout
into the room before we go back to class? Break
is mearly over, but there is still a_moment!”

“Good wheeze!” approved Mabel - Rivers.
“ All together—eh 7 -

3 don’t mind,” said Cora. *But I tell you
what, I’ve got a ripping notion for later on! Such
a game with Madge. by and by !”

“That will keep,” said Diana, proud of her
own suggestion. ** Shall we—now?”

“Yes, let's!”

And they did.

Waiting a few moments, until the choir was well
started with ‘the singing lesson, they suddenly
flung wide the door ancf; sent a most discordant
din into the room. :

¥ Daw-w-w! Hee, haw! Ha, ha, ha! Dough,
raisins, meat, fat, suet, lard, tea, dough!”

And then they fled, after clapping shut the door
again—fled round a corner, «8 if in fear of their

ves !
All that happened, however, was the calm re-
sumption of tge music-lesson in the music-room,
whilst the afler-bteak bell tinkled its summons to
the ovdinary classes to_return to work.

“ Never mind,”’ said Cora, giving her low,
malicious laugh, “ wait till by and by !”

THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN
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And she and her kindred spirits certainly did
get some more ' fun” at Madge Minden's ex-
pense before the day was out!
Hard Times for Madge. .
OMING into their own comfortable den, round
about tea-time that afternoon, Betty and
Polly were surprised not to find Paula Creel
keeping an armchair warm for them. .

Groater still was their amazement when they
found this note from Paula, scribbled upon &
half-sheet of paper: ;

“Have stayed in to get n mnice tea ready for
you in my study. I feel ashamed of the number
of times you have had me to tea in your study.
Don't_be a moment later than four-thurty I

“VWell, wonders will' never cease!” exclaimed
Polly. * How she must love us, our dear old
duffer of a Paula, to put herself about like this!”

e have been going to have tea with Paula
for ages,”’ Bebty mused, with a smile. * But.
something has always happened !”

“ Yes. What has happened is that Paula has
taken her seat in that chair, and sat up in the end
to have tea at our table!” chuckled the madcap.
“ Never mind! She means business this time—,
hooray! It's nice, going out to tea!"

“ Let's give her five minutes’ grace,” suggested
Betty. “ Paula will have her work cut out,

. getting tea for us in her study, single-handed I

So, with nice considoration for their hostess-to-
bLe, they waited until four-forty-five by the clock.
‘Then they went along to Paula’s study. :

“ Well, Paula darling!”’ they both began ex-
uberantly—and then stood aghast.

Tea was not-on the table, as promised. The
cloth had not even been laid. Peering across the
room, Betty and Polly beheld Paula, lolling in an
easy chair.

¢ Paula!”

PAULA AND HER GUESTS I, /onir

Linton. * You keep on saying ‘ one moment,’ and
you still sit thers, Paula! 1 supposs we shall
have to get the tea ourselves!
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““ Oh, bai .Tove, is’ tha{; you, geals? T was just
gemg f,u.dwop wound fo see youl” dmwied Paula.
** Howevah, pway come in!”
. “Thaik “you so much !” Poily “said s::rcustic-
ally.. ““So good of you to ask us’to come right
in! You had 'perhaps forgotten that you n5kad
us. to coile in to tea?”

“Bai Jove! 8o I did, goals! Oh, pway ex-
cusc me!” Paula cried, out ﬁettmg up, ~how-
evor. T had quite fmgotten on’t. you -know.

We'll soon have tea; imwevehvyesa wather [ In

one moment, geals '

“ You say in one mumemt “but you™ stzll Csit
there!” cne,d Polly, whilst Betty simply chuckled,
Y Oh, it’s no- use talking to you, Paula! “"We'l
ha\a 0 get tea for ours ves, of course!”

“¥es,” laughed etty “and we mlght have
lnown that would be it

“ Yon shall not go to any twouble at all, geals!”
Paula stoutly declared _trying to get out: of E]er
casy chdir, " Howev you!ﬁ find the cloth in
the cupboard, don’t you know, “and’ all ‘the
cwockewy, too | Yes, wather " n g

“ Yes, ‘wather!” mmucked Pally. ¢ Burr
You're a beauty, you are !’

After which candid - expression of her fae]mg%,.

the: madeap ]Dmed wit
-qutckl as possibls

Pau% directed ; opamtmns from the armchair ; for,
as she said, she was * weally wather a duffer "with

Betty in getting tea as

the cwockawy * whilst her c}xums were 50 acous- .

.tomed to laying a stud%
.““ There you arel” ‘Betty a:ud at last, vith

Paula.”

““Oh, don’t let her tax herself,” said - Polly,
glmely. “ You know she is not strong!”

“'No, geals, I am wather a fivail cweature, I
admit, IIowemh 7 said  Paula, languidly getting
to the tea-table, “ T think I can manage now !’

J ust. as Betty
real shout of laughter, the ‘door was tapped and
then thrown open, disclosing a remarkably pretty

"voung ladf in out-of doors things.

“OhT” cried Bett,y B.nﬁ Poll
Paula. axt.immed 4 BB.] Jove'

hter!”
%t:ﬂ 1emem'be.‘fed am 197
Wemvmbered' Why wather | My deah Lady
\'efyn beamed Paula, rising gracefully to make
the visitor welcome, .*‘how extwemely - nice of
you! Pway sit dawn .pway have a cup of tea;
pw?y—-e::--wemove your for a few . nunui:ea,

m“ Bsgt I shall- ha;:ed t&‘;]gyl.‘ in.no tmi]e*’ salcz
@ “stylish. young Ja ¥, Jooking ' very happy . a
* being .with * ti;e girlsi+ v You. know why I slipped
over in ‘the car form Bamcnmbe? A}mut the
Music Festival—"2% - "o -
4 Ah, yes!” )
“We are so° glad ﬂze schoo! s entermg a chon'
for’ the singing contest.. Thanks, deir!” Lady
Evyelyn chatted on, as she ook her cup. ** And
then_the ‘prize for the best pmnoiurte Player, open
to aEI_ comers—""
“Yes, the school is in for that, too!” ‘ex-
claimed’ Betty. - “ We have one girl who' s awfully
keen ‘on’ beating all comers!”. - .
o Madge Minden, " of - course 1™
vmtm'

o }3 no," sgid Betty. ¢ Madge—oh,
shé s qui te ou’b of the pianoforte.contest, She- has
debarred herself by—guess what? Taking pupils
for motey 1 ’ i L Loy

SNeverBhr -

joyfally, whilst
t's Lady Lundy ]

THE‘ SCHooLGmLs' OWN

Mad,

was, Polly’s slangy answer.
‘world: of harm, 'SHe has taken on at least one

© “ 8o all you’ ve got to do is to pour out, -

and Polly were going off info a -

‘Aheir mouths to

guessed the

Every Tuesriay

“ Yes, wather!’ Howevah—""
“ Madge wants 30113 good talking to,”.
claimed Polly. . ¢

We've: tried, and.it’s no use, so )

you should have ‘a4 go, please, Lady Evelyn! - She ° © e

came back :from a week-énd .at
sudden crazy ‘idea -al ouf, teaching ‘musio_ for
mone: l’ 3
“Gracious! But, have her paoplo Iost a- lot of
money, then?”’ Lax]y Evelyn asked, ready to.dis-
play keen \\aympathy. She was very ond “of
ge.
o Gh no! Tt's just a—a silly sort of stunt!”
“ And it's done her a

1rl—?

pupil outside the school—a poor

“ Yes, wather—fwightinlly poor! .
Lady F\elyn the geal " is “a—ah—er——
Pwecise, she is a ste ﬁge&! ? Paula said.

- Lady Evelyn lau

‘* How lovely !

ow deliciously democmhu!”
“ Yes, wather "7~

%oy democratio for some of the gn]s-—mn{; us,
. -but-the Cora set!” grumbled Polly.
leading: Madge an” awful llfe_, just bec:mse of her
i si:erp il pupil.” :
m going {6 see: \cladge ¥l ht away I ‘the G

ook back et

vxsltm said, jumping up. © “I

~of course!”

“Doi” they hegged
find Mmlge s study I’
 With' all the: cha.!'mm;i intimac
of the things the gitls hiked: her or, Lady Evelyn
said * Ta-ta for

i Four doors along you'll

Thut 5111 all alolre in har stndr‘r, wag !eo'kmg
pale and ‘worried dy Tvelyn thought it
was the best-thin f.o go straight to the point.

‘“ Madge dear, how are you? Now don’t let me
disturb you; but I—Fm sorry to see you looking
so'humpy ! It's all because of Cora Grandways and

‘Company, ¢h, deatr?’
_» Madge flushed then, o'ﬂy ta go paler than ever_ ?
in the next moment. :

% No,” she said- huskily.
Lady Dvolyn I—oh, I can’t: expluml I daren’t
‘even tell Betty and I’olly and other. c]mrhs “ilut. a
‘middle I’m in I’
- Madge
Evelyn, as she saw the’ ﬁui drop- into a_chair and
fake ‘her head between her hands, A little anore,

y Evelyn felt, and the schoolgirl would be
burz-tmg into~ tem'a’

And-it. was just at this kmmful moment that Cova -
heir Zatesé blt of fun out

and Co. started to get 1
of the harassed girl.
Tiven whilst Lady Evelyn wag standmg close to

Madf;e11 resting a "compassionate *hand upon the.

girl’s shoulder, Cora and her crouies’ were; silently
assembling. outside that study door.

A few of .the:
eep back their laughter. - Cora,
for' her part, ‘was: grinning up to her ears.as she
stood ready-to- wave a conductor’s batan with her

“ Now I”” she-whispered gleefully “ When T say
%0. make all the row you can! One—tn o—-three—

.-'outstretched ‘right_hand:

And they went, ;
Away went their vojces, at full p:tvl:, as .dis-
cordantly ‘as possible, -For-the noxt few moments

there was the most dreadful caterwauling outside. -

Madge's closcd door, 'Then Com nappcd for
silence. _ ;
oohfull 2 al’ze said out loud. “I_m sure

K1 Be
you wil )vxn‘the contest, gitls! And no wonder,

Fixetor, with a

Tn fact, deah
To ba, 5

“They are

“which was gna .- .

e present ! and’ hmrmd away, .
and m a few moments she- was whisking in upon ]

i€ It- is not that-at all,

It was a- dwmaye& cty from I.suiv

irls were elapping hands across -

ed, sotting down her cup.’ -
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wheu’yéu bave the professional services of a won-
derful “schoolgirl-teacher like myseli—hem! Now
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we will do that.be-yootiful little song called

“Only a Step-gifll'"”

The ‘mock " choir * was almost
laughter. ; ;

““Stop it!’ pleaded giggling Diana. Forbes,
“How can I sing if you others make me laugh?
He,; he, he!” - " o
" “Ha, ha, ha!’ » 4

“'One, two—daw-w-w-w " sang Cora, wagging
the baton, * Hem! hem! - Get it right, gils!
Doooo-0-0-0! That’s be-yootifulI” - -

‘At this instant, doors all along the passage began
to open, Madge's was oue, and Madge stood re-
vealed, her eyes”aflash.

collapsing with

. “(Go!l? Cora quickly gave the word. ‘Al
- together I” e
And then, with their grinning leader to beat

time, naid all in as much discord as -ever, they
began howling and yelling these words:
« Oh, I'm only a pore little step-girl,
A-cleaning the steps all day! ..
T'd like to have lessings in moesic,
But I ain’t got no money to pay !’
“ Bravo, bravo!” Cora applauded her *
. % QOne mniore verse, and then we'll go round with
the hat! Ha, ha, hat” . .
‘But the nexl verse never came!
Out of Cora’s hand the baton was whipped. by
Madge. It flashed high above Madge’s head, as

“ chipir,”-

if she meant to-bring -the pastebeard stick shavply .

across Cora’s shoulders—slash !

“You do !’ hissed Cors; cringing in fear of such.

a blow. -

«F will, if you are not gone, the whole pack of
you, in a moment!’ Madge cried passionately.

. % You hateful snobs ! 3 :
"4 Ya, ha, ha! That's rattled her 1" two or three

of the tormentors exulted, at the same time back- -,

ing to a safe distance. “ Once again!”
“ 0Oh, Pm (m]&l a pore little step-gal,
A-cleanin e steps all day!
T'd like to have lessings at moosic,
But—""

“ Oh, Jook: out!” yelled
half a dozen of Madge’s chums makilig a rush at
the * choir.” :

“ Now, then! _Now, what obout it?” was
Polly the madcap’s cry, as sho launched herself
_amongst ‘the “scattering tormenlors, along with

“Betty, -Paula, Tess Trelawney,
irls, !
sent banging against .the passage wall.

000! Polly, be quiet! Betty, leave off 1" .

“Qw, yes, leave off I the rest of the.choir began

“to howl, ‘thrown into utter.confusion.. *~ - - -

% Ahal - Binging a different tune now, aren’t

you'f”" Betty cried grimly. < We'll- teach you

“‘l %top it, you \vljegclrles i

. " (Go on, you girls!” Lady
Betty and ’Co. _gleefully,

. Madge's den. ““ How lovely! Ob,
kicking ! Shame!"- s -

s,

Evelyn encouraged

Except for Cora’s lashin, 01-11; 'Vw_i'th her feet, as -

stie sat upon the floor. with Polly almost on top

of her, it was & most comical mix-up that pre-

vailed for the nmext minute or so, ' 2
.Such a scuffling and flustering there was, endin
af last in the utter rout of the.Grandways * choir,
with Betty. and Co. in full putsuit! -
© .., Slam—bang | went one or. two stud,
the pursuers’ faces; and then Betty mng

doors in
Co. came

and other spirited .

pearing at the door of-
shame, Cora— .

Cora, .4s she beheld -

"¢ Stop it~ Stop it ! screeched Cora, as spe \lv;ns
4 s

. awake at nights.

-the diploma

. going, wi
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drifting back to where Lady Evelyn had been
enjoying the whole diverting scrimmage: - ~*.
That tactful young lady, noticing how pale -and
agitated- Madge was—as if stricken with humilia-
tion at the way she was being ridiculed—thought
it kindest to say a breezy < Ta-ta!” without
further defay. Nor did Madge look anything else
but relieved over the girl's hasty departure. As
soon as the schoolzitl was alone, she furned the
key in the lock, and then gab down to think:
\;Jitb a hard sigh, she thumped one, elbow on
the table, and rested her cheek against a clenched
hand;, whilst her brows came together-in a heavy
frown, ‘i e F - :
At that. moment she “was the very picture ‘of
utter despération; a~ girl pondering, alone, fome’
awful trouble she dared confide to no one..
Right or wrong—which had_shc been
actions during the past few weeks?
That was Madge Minden'

in."her

's constant thought, at _
present—the ugly question which was keeping her .
‘And when a girl is troubled .
with a question like that, what wonder if she
feels miserable, disttaught? .

To have followed 2 certain course of action im-
pulsively, and then to be faced with the uneasy
doubt: was it a right thing to have done, after
all? ‘Enough to set one’s nerves on edge !

There she sat, full of the gravest misgivings,
and suddenly her stress of mind ' caused her to
say with intense sadness: . :

“ Poor Maggie—oh, poor Maggie! Who would
not have done as I did, out of pity for that girl?”

There came a sidden rap at the study door, and
Madge . burst out. ieritably: -
© ¢ Yes, what is it?" )

¢ Have you forgoiten, Madge?” called the voice

-of Audrey Blain, I was to have a music-lesson -
at five o'clock!” . i !
‘Madge Minden sighed again, and got up from’

her .chair. % =X i

« All vight,” she  ansivered “I'm

i} gently.
coming, Au.rh'e]r_!” . .
! Maggie's Fai!ler"la Afraid. "
ROUND_ about that hour when Audrey Blain
‘was. practising her piancforte recital for the

. coming Festival contest, another girl was
doing just the same thing in a house not many 3

- miles away.

A very different sorb of house from The Priory—
and a very different sort of girl from wealthy
Audrey Blain! o .

Here, at the lonely house on the moors, where
poor. Maggie Shaw and her father were acting
as caretakers, the motherless child—for she was but
a child still—had sat down to play through her
Festival piece for the twentieth time to-day. .

h, and what it would mean to little Maggie,
if she did manage to pull off the wonderful prize;
na that meant so much to one's future
career, the Lady Lundy gold ‘medal, and the. .
twenty pounds in hard cash ! ] ¥

No going to_the contest, a3 Audrey. for one was
an. idea of covering oneself with glory
and being made a lot of by all the %ta.nd- patrons
of the Festival. Nothing like that about Maggie !

What did it really matter to Audrey Blain
whether she got a diploma, and all the rest, or
not? Eer heart was not in the music, She would
never ‘he called upon to carve out a career for
herself. e w - :

Butb this motheiléss child—it meant, oh, so much
to-her; this chance thit kad come her way, largely
thanks- fo. the great-hearted’ schoolgizl who had
befriended her.’ .



" bitterly cold.. Now that

_me—unable to get work,” he sai

=

§  Hallo I coried
® the girls joyfolly.
Oh, do come in and

A WELGOME VISITOR

‘*Lady Evelyn II.umi;rl

oin us at tea!’’ 2 i

But for Madge Minden's helpful guidance—all

. given free—little Maggie would never have had the

temerity to enter for the contesi. But Madge
had encouraged her, given her the most valuable
tuition, -and had declared that she, Maggie, stood
as good a chance. of winning the prize as any
girl that Madge knew of, ;
This large, low-ceilinged drawing-room at the
lonely - house, lit only EIJ& a penny ecandle, was
] aggie had got so chilled
that, she could hardly play any more, she got up
from- the piano, closing the shiny wooden cover
over the ivory keys with a very careful hand.
Taking the music from the stand, she shuffled it

‘together and laid it aside tidily. Then she went

with the candle out to the big kitchen—the one
room where she and her father had a fire, and
where they partook ‘of the frugal meals that little
Maggie's busy hands so cleverly contrived. .
e was there at the fireside, pipe in mouth ; not
a very attractive father for such ‘a girl to have,
one would say., He was shabby and unshaven,
and his looks were of the sullen kind. :
¢ Finished, have you?’ he threw ouf, with les
amiability. than the ‘girl-deserved.

' For this evening, yes, father dear.’”

“ Huh!” That was his only ‘comment for the
in%mcnt. But after he tapped out his pipe on the
ioh : : ) B
“T s’pose you think you're going to win that
there prize, ‘eh? Is that the notion that there

schoolgirl has been stuffing into your noddle

Maggie was starting to lay the cloth for supper,

for he had glanced at the table as a sign that he
conld do with something to -eat. She could not
heIP ];lausmg for o moment, however, :

“ Oh, father dear, you would like me to win the
piize, wouldn't you? Think what it means——"

“ Ay, twenty pounds isn’t to be sneezed at, with
3 d huffily. “ But
it ‘all seems to me sheer nonsense, you 2:thinking
you can beat others as'll be at the contest. You,

THE SCHOOLGIRLS’ OWN

Every Tuesday

that was only larned to play at the council-
school—"*

 They taught me very well there; Madge
Minden said I must have had a very good
fgroundmg,” the girl said gently,  * And, just
ately, father darling, she has been giving me
special lessons. She says—"' e

“ Ay, I can quite befieve she has a lot to say—
stuffing you up, T call jt! Howsevver, Meg, if you
think you can do a bit o’ good for yourself, go in
and do it, As for me——" ]

*Ah, father, you mustn’t get down!” the girl
said, coming round the teble 1o rest a hand upon
his broad shoulders, ““I know you do try and try
fo get work, without success; but we have had one
bit of good fortune lately, haven't we?"

““ Getting the job o' looking after this Here

- house "' he returned, as sullen as ever, * Ves, ib's

not so bad; it suits me—I don’t say it don’t. Only
it won't last. You never know——""

ITe paused, looking suddenly. uneasy, e

“I never know what's going to thappen,”’ he
muttered, more to himself than to the girl, And
in the next moment he sipod up, and drifted out
of the kitchen, as if to avoid talk. :

Making his way to the top of tho liouse, he
began to act in a strange, suspicious manner,

As if in fear of being spied upon by his own
daughter, he paused at the head of the stairs and
listened.  Then, taking. a key from. his pocket,
he softly stepped rmmg to a certain aftic-door and
unlocked it.

- His hand fumbled for a hox of matches, and

next moment, he had struck a light and was hold-
ing it above his unkempt head, to peer around.

The attic was in a strange congtion. Al over
the bare floor were little mounds of, apparently, old
lumber, although each pile of stuff was so sheeted
over that it was imposible to guess what lay under-
neath.

“ Ay, the stuff Pve got—if only T could get rid
of it the man muttered to himseclf. * I’ﬁ have
to find someone, before long, who'll take it off my

-hands without asking questions!. Tt seoms one

thing to lay hold of the stuff, another thing to turn
it into cash!” i i

The match burned down, and he voiced an angry
snort as he dropped it from his scorched fingers
and trod upon . the spark. e did not strike
another light, but backed out of the room and
locked the door after hini, 2= 0

“One thing, no one bas a suspicion,” he con-
soled himself darkly, *“unless it’s that schoolgirl !
I don't like the look of her butting in upon us,
just to_teach young Meg the plano} There’s gals
ag fond as boys or men are at playing detective—
especially -at that there school ! An’ I can’t forget
that her taking an interest in Meg all began round
about the time T did that job at the schobl !

Loitering in thought on the datk landing, fie
scowled with greater uncasiness,

Apart from bis uneasiness ahout Madge Minden,
he always felt a thrill of fear when He thought
of that * job” at the school, It was one which
had nearly proved a disaster. - :

Where would he have been, this évening, if the

olice or anybody else had found the clue which
he had unluckily left behind him on the night he
broke into the school and looted one room 7 .

He would have been in the town gaol, awaiting
trial at the sessions! A housebreaker, caught at
last, with a whole series of burglavies in the neigh-
bourhood to be answered for in the dock !

“ Ay, if T were sure the girl was only coming
to see Meg to find out mere about me,’* he re-
flected grimly, “I'd soon know what to do! One
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thing,” he again said consolingly to himself, *it’s
a lonely place, out here on the moors. I—I must
keep my eye upon.that there girl!”

Strangely épough, he saw her next day—not ab
the house on the moors, but in Barcombe town.

He was loafing through the narrow back streefs,
in the poor quarter of the town where he had his
own little home that Maggie, in the usual course,
k?t s0 spic-and-span, when he saw Madge Miiden
ride by on her oycle,

She-did not see him. The day was windy, and
she was riding with ther head bent low to the
.gust, That she should be in this poor part of
the town gave him fresh cause for alarm. He

_ Anstantly wondered if she were going to call at his_

house on some artful pretext, but really to find
out if it were a burglar’s lair. She might have
asked Maggie to meet her there, anc};—

No; there was nothing like that, he was able
to tell himself with a dgasp of relief almost imme-
diately. She had ridden past the end of his
street instead of turning into it. He quickened his
pace, however, to fry and see what her errand
was, and so he saw her alight outside a guaint
little house in Parish Place.

“ Huh, I know who lives there; the deaf old
}Ja!‘l—y what's a musician herself, but can’t give
essons  no more,”’ he said to himself. “ All the
same——"" ¢ E .

All the same, the lurking fear remained.

No getting rid of that uneasy suspicion about
that schoolgirl! He was a man so base himself,
he could not credit anybody with generous in-
stinets,  He could not {:»elieve that Madge was
acting out of pure friendship towards Maggie.
At this vory moment Madge was with old Miss
Ainley in the latter's dingy little bome.

“ And so you are going to conduct the school
choir at the Fegtiva? to-morrow 7"’ Miss Ainley
was saying, keeping her admiring. eyes upon the
handsome, intelligent-looking schoolgirl. * What
a feather in ggur cap, my dear!”

“It may be; but I sgall be glad when it is
all over, anyhow,” Madge owned with a mirthless
laugh. “I came to ask—you will be there, of
course {77 -

“Oh, yes, yes, indeed !”’ was the earnest answer.
“ How could I remain ﬁwa?', my dear, when I
know that my own_ poor little
played by that.pupil of yours? That piece I com-
posed s0 many, many years ago! -Ah, how strange
Tife is, my deax!” . -

“ Sbmnfe, and very sad, sometimes,” Madge
exclaimed, sighing. “To think that you will bs
unable to hear the piece, when little Maggie is
playing it! But at least you will hear the ap-
plause; for I am sure that will be lovd enough to
wake the dead!” she added with a brighter ex-
pression, -

_ “ Applause—for my poor composition, after all
the years it has been laid aside, rejected by pub-
lishers, cared for by no one except tgw poor foolish
séul who once thought she would be famous!”
said Miss Ainley. “If there is applause, it will
be for little Maggie—and Maggie is welcome fo if,
yes. That child, how T hope and prny it will mean
the beginning of %reat things for her!”” -

4T think, I honestly believe it will,” said
Madge. “ But you must not be so pessimistic
about that ¢ Woodland Symphony * of yours! It
will make & hit at last, I am certain. And then
you will become famous in a day!”

“Oh, my dear, how you talk! %’ut it is sweet of
ou !’ the poor soul said, with eyes a-shine, She
eld out her hand. )
47 see you are in & hurry to be off, my dear,
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and so—good-bye antil to-morrow at the Festival!
Good-bye, and” thank you; bless  you, Madge!
The happiness you have brought intp the tired
heart of a lonely old woman—into the life of that
pco??r il’t,tle'sbep'girl with her ouf-of-svork father!

* Nonsense ! Madge exclaimed; but she could *
not help feeling cowforted,  If she had been
making ghastly mistakes, she had at least done
some bit of good at the same time. »

“ It is folk like you, my dear, who make the
world go round,” Miss Ainley said very tenderly.
“Good-bye once again, until to-morrow at the
Festival I . _

“1 shall be there early, and will look out. for
you,”' was Madge's last word at the doorstep.
“Ta-ta!” : . :

And she rode away. i

“There early!” had she said? X

She little knew the danger that was closing in
around her! s

She listle knew.how terrible was the cafastrophe
that threatened to prevent both her and little
Maggie from being at to-morrow’s Festival!

Audrey Sees the Way. :
LL the members of the school choir were
being let off classwork this Tuesday after-

noon, And Audrey. was one of them. |
She had spent a full hour at the piano, trying
to imagine that she was cven then at the Festival,
playing her chosen piece in_front of all the keen

judges aud an enormous audience besides,

@it is girls like you; my

\
GRATITUDE !

dear, who make the world
go round,” Miss Ainley said tenderiy;, grasping
. Madge’s hand. o
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As her deft fingers came to rest upon the ivoiy
3, after the last crashing chords, she had seemed
{wmt the thunder of applause that she felt certain
would fall to her tomorrow,

‘But—was' she going to be acclaunsd the- pmud
winjier of the prize?

Not if Maggie Shaw was there!

That was the bitter fact that Audrey had to face;
the maddening thought “that had possessed her
brain for several days now:

Madge -had_frankly -warned her thut little
Maggie's playing - would eclipse hers, Audley 8
- And_Audrey, ‘having given at least ‘one secret
hearing to Maggie’s pJa.ymE] at the house on the
moor, could: not feel a.nyt ng but Jealcmsy and
despair, - 4
. Maggie wouid prove ‘the winner, unless—unless

she was kept away from the contest]_But how to
prevent the girl from being present? That as the
question over which Audrey had racked her brain;

hour after hour,:and she ‘was taking the first step -

even now. One could not be certain, but it might-
achieve her purpose—yes, it might! -
Alone in. her study, seated at her. fable, she

in a disguiséd hand:.

waa writing these lines.upon a sheet of notﬁpaper, .

““To Mr. Shaw, - ‘

“ Take was-nmg ! Thele is somehody w.‘uo_

knows- what you are, and all abunt your burg‘iary
at the schooll -

*“Unless you’ want to sée yourself -betrayed ‘to -

the get away. at once,

l!‘mhce nnd take- your
daug ter .with you! -
’ ‘An

hour's delay may mean all the difference -~

between freedom and imprisonment I”?

- Bhe=did not sign the warning message. It went
agmmt the grmn with her. to put some such words

¢ A Friend;” at the end ‘of the note. She had
not ‘o spark. of friendly pity for Maggie, let alma
Maggie’s rascally father. =

Shpping the note info an e.nve’[ope she gum'med ;

it “E and then glanced at. her wrist-watch.

e aft;vl.noon was well advanced; but there was
_{ime—if she “ flew “—time for hsr to get out to
. :ihekbouse on the moors: and back again, befo‘re

ari,. -
~On " went her hat and out.door coat and five
minutes later she was pedalimg a.Long the open
road as fast as she-could g
Then, presently, she slowed down and sprang
frém the seddle. She ~was in sight of the lonely
house, although it was still some. distance away,
shslbered ‘amongst some stunted h‘ées well off the

’ Audre hid her

- prickly.
for the back entranee to ' the grounds.:

* In the gerie silence shé suddenly picked up

faint sound that made her: smile queerf; to’ herself

The music of a ;pmno‘ So; then, Maggie was at

the piano at i.h)s very momeut -practising hard

cle | nmongst some - of the

. for to-morrow’s thrilling contest !

“ Bhe m.:g htjust as . well save Le.rself the
trouble;”'was Audrey’s cynical thought.
Then she: caught sight of another girl’s bicycle,
I gmd ‘against-a tree-stem . in the negl ec'beti
garden. 1t was Mndges machme. Audrey re-
cogmsed it in a flash,
" 96 she'is here again, this afbemocm is she?
" Dmnq all she possrbly can to help Maggie win the
-prize! I wonder_hd% Madge will feel when her
womleri’ul step-girl prodigy fails to turn up to-
‘morrow? Herve her ngght for wanting to.see an
; outaxder win the prize!
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Stealthily- she entered the rank . garden. and
prowled amongst the overgrown shrubs to‘the back "
door. There she. found a letter glot, ansl she .

slipped her nute mto it, then darted away..

Done! - -

Yes, the th.mg was. dane, The missive was ad-
“dressed on the outside to ** MF. Shaw,” and it was -
hardly likely that little Mag e would open, ity .
And what matter even if sh gl

She wonld learn with horror thaf: her awn father
was_a wrongdoer, and for his sake she ‘would be
anxious for him to flee the neighbourhood at once,
taking her with him, ;

Audrey found her bl(‘fc]a where she had left 1t. 5
Vaulting into.the saddle, she rode swiftly home-
wards, smiling all the way with
faction,

secret - satiss

What _Will Happen Now?
N the ﬁa.‘rkemn dra.wm -rooin  of ‘the house on.-
the myor, 0 was {eking her leave
of Jittle Maggw, nitor a half-hour at the piano. .
““ Fancy your riding-on out here to ses me, after
your journey into the town!” Maggie was ex-. .
dmmmg as she shut up the piano as cmeiully as. -

ever. ** It was good of you I?

““Oh; on the bVike, the distance .was nothmg,

dear !’ Madge said lightly. = * But ¥ shall have.
éo hmry, and no mls‘:‘u e, 1f I am.to get in before”
ark

L I suppoae ‘you must, murmured ‘\«,‘[ag ie, her
large eyes resting. adonngky upon “th choolgizl . .
who had been such & friend indeed to hare= L,
wish “you  could haxe. 'sf.opper.i o.mi Tet me gfve you .
a cup of tea——""

- Oht?

You see, father hein Dut ma'Ees all t}m d:ﬂ’er‘- y
ence,” Maggie sa.idi, wi t of a gulp. I
—I know you don't like me.ehng fnt;hé'r" iy

““ Maggie, dear, you—you -musti't think that
T Tt was Madges turn to-faker. She even
- broke dowri altogether, unablé to pretend that the .
- father was a man whom she.could fake to.
could she, when she suapect-éci hlm of being a .
burglar?

“T'm not su:prlsed" caine. very fetly. from
Ehe pwifhﬂd h“ I hav:} ofteuhnnotme to b s ple

on’t take to- him, and ‘perhaps—peérhaps s e
“why he doesn’t get any. reghlar work, But he- .
really is the best of fa&ers. TI—=Fd be ashained.
not to—to love him, just 'because he is down on
his:luck.”

‘“ Ah, Maggie darling,- when you talk like that!’’
Madge excfnmad feeling ‘her eyes grow moist.
“ Wihat a brick you are, dear! And how I hoye
and pra# that some daﬁ you ‘will be—"

. ‘ Hark, though! ere is father coming in

now !’ Maggie interjected, reating hex head to
- listen, *“Yes, thai’s dad! But it doesn’t. mm;{er,
does it.2"”

“ No, dear,” Madge had to assanﬁ, wlulsf: lier-
heart. beat fast,

‘the hundredth {ime she went over the u't‘gll—
men s, for and’ against, of denouncing him to_the
police, He was a danger to society=—true! Butk, .
then, he was Maggie’s father ! “Poor'little Mag- io
—the shock ! . She might never geb over it.
she must hold her tongue,

- “T—I suppose I had better go .ou\‘. “the back -
way, as usual 27 muttered Madge. -

She said it, hoping that Maggie for once would
suggest unbolting the front door. The father wes
at the- back door, and fo go out that way meant
coming face to face with him- m the kitchen. -
%1 don't know, I'm sure;” Maggie hesitated. ~
“ As carctakers, we are cmly supposed to use the

How ' .
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back entrance. You—you won't mind just meeting
dad for—for ‘'a moment?”

“ Why, of course not, dear ! Madge forced her-
self to say lightly. . o

So they wenf together round to the domestic
regions,” afid there was Maggie's father, standing
full in the: doorway whilst he started to open a
note that the child was surprised to see. him
bandling. a s B

“ A letter, dad ?”

« Ayt I dunno what about. ’Arterncon, miss!”
he. nodded sullenly at Madge, whilst he thought
to hi;‘naelf suspiciously:  ** You here agen, are
you!’ .

¢ Oh, father da-rlingﬂ if it should be about some
work for you!” little Maggie exclaimed excitedly.

« Ay, but—but it ain’t,” he suddenly said
huskily, still staring at the note, which shaking

. hands held before his dilating eyes. * No, it ain’y
about work, Maggie!” o

“ Then what—"" > e

#Jth? Never you mind, my girl!” He sud-
_denly crumpled up the note and thrust it into a
jacket pocket. . R

Then he stood looking across at - Madge, his
“purly fignre still barring her way to the back door.

& i{r. Shaw,” she faltered, rcading some ugly
menace in his shifty -cyes, “I ran_out on my
machine to see-Maggie for the last time hefore the
contest. You know—-" _

“Ay, T know! I know more nor you think,
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then, grimiy. “ She may have tc make her bed
along of vou, Meg.” - 3

¥ What . gaspeg the child, in wild amazement,
whilst Madge s‘uddanﬁ burst out indignantly : %

“ How dare you, Mr, Shaw! Please let me go
this instant—Y insist ! ‘You have no-right—"

“No vight! Ay, mebbe not!"” he cut in
roughly, at the sante time making a sudden grab
and holding her by one wrist. “ When it comes
to that, howsevver, what right had you to spy on
me-~track me down—=""

vy

“ Mr. Shaw—— A . ¥ w
““Vou dursn’'t deny it!” he said with rising
fury. “ You ha’ only beenm making friends with

my darter there to worm out all about me! -And
vou've found out too much—I know'it! - You're
a-going to gimme away. to the police, now that
vou've gat all the evidence! You—you-artful
minx " N ’

Little Maggie -Lad: burst into tedrs:

% Dad—dad, don’t! Oh, don't say such things!
I—I've never seen you like this before! Madge,
I think he's ill—mad—-"" . : ;

“Nay, my gal; not mad, leasterways, in. the
way you mean,” he said fiercely. “Only mad to
think as a doublefaced, foxy schoolgirl should stoop
to.a game like this! But you're caught, youn
lady ! It’s you, not me, that's caught, arter alli” -

““Let go my hand this instant I Madge asped
at him, whilst she felt ready to swoon with horror
of this awful plight she was in. * You are allo-

There is @ GRAND “MORCOVE” SERIAL now  appearing in
« THE GIRLS’ FAVOURITE?” entitled:

« THE RIVALS OF MORCOVE "|

Featuring ETHEL COURTWAY, the head glil of the School. You must on no

account miss this splendid yarn.

young lady,” he ocut her short, taking a slow -

step towards her. -
Madge. shrank back slightly, and Maggie went

close to her, c]aspmf her about one arm.
"¢ Wather!” the child jerked out in great dis
tress.  Oh, don't look like thai at both of us!
What  have. we done; father dear? k
h-ien;n;}, of mine—what offence can she have given
ou? ¢ -

 Without answering, he reached ‘behind him and .

drove the kitchen door shut,

No one to Save Them.

ATXGE’S heart was pounding fasier than

ever, She had guessed the meaning of
~®77 his truculent looks. He knew that she
suspected him. i
What, then, was she to do? :
What else could she do but get away before his
threatening mood grew. fiercer. .
“ (Good-bye, Maggie !’ she managed to say conr
posedly, turning upon the’ all-unk owing child.
“7Y shall see’ you to-morrow, then! . Good-after-
noon, Mr. Shaw, I mustkhecioing! I—"
“Wait a bit,” he said thickly, waving her back
as .she would have gone past- him to the back
door, *“Don’t you be in such a hwrry, my gal!”
“ But, father,” ventured little Maggie, * she
must hurry, to get back to the school before dark !”
“She don’t know for certain that she's goin
to get back to the school at all to-night,” he sai

This kind

 Maggie, who was trying to

gether wrong! Far from wanting to beiray you
to the police, I have shielded you ! -7

“So you say! But the warning I’ve just had
says summat else,” he retorted. ** Meg, stcp that
snivelling ' : :

““You've upset your poor child,” Madge said
tearfully, as she ‘cast a glance at little Maggie:
“This is the first hint she has ever had that
you are—~what you are! Oh, why did you say a

- word? “Why did you ever mistrust me?”’

-*TI've a-becn mistrusting you, I tell you now,
from the very start,”” he owned huskily. ‘ And
i[] \d\'ere right to do so seemingly ! That note I've

il :

“1 ecan’t help that!
sha'n’t detain me here!” o

At this instant poor Maggie simply threw herself
between ber father and the schoolgirl, erying out
wildly to him to let her He still held Madge
by the wrist, but the child’s desperate intervention
confused him, and suddenly the schoolgirl tore
tlie imprisoned arm free.

In the self-same instant she flashed about and
darted away to the hall; hoping to reach the front
door and: escape that waﬁ. E

Then she heard him s ou.fi,n%l furiously at lLittle

i ‘hinder his pursuit,
and for the life of her Madge could not run on.

The poor child—he was going to vent his rage
upon_her, and that was tog terrible. 3

“ Oh, run—run!” the brave little soul cried

You must not—you




" kingdom! -
- omust!”

¢ linge—?? . : Ml o,
- '%Ax,',’ he said with a rongh Jaugh, < you’d like |
to pretend that she ‘may be traced, is that it 7" But -

‘do; how can T save you, Madge?” _

- when
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out in an agonised voice, as she realised how Madge
was hesitating. . * Never mind me, Madge—run,
runl “Get away, quick! Father—dom’t, father
darling—oh 1 oL ’

‘“ Out of my path, Meg !"” he roared. ““You little
fool, ‘d’you Jnow what it means if she does get
away 7' Prison for me1” ' - S !

“ No, nol Oh, you don’t know her—how good
and kind she is 1 sobbed the poor child, o,

Buthe cried fiercely; “ Bah, don’ talk 'to e I
and put her roughly-aside, . .. - ire

Then Madge resumed her frantic rush throdgh
the house 'to the front hall.
30 she remembered that the front door was locked
and bolted.,. .

How could she get away, when he was only a
few paces behind her? : e

She did not get away. -Even as she reached the
locked door, he overtook her, and caught her once

But even as she did -

again. She struggled fiercely, madly, and the very -

shock of the struggle made all hier senses reel.
Anather moment, and she was falling crash o
the floor in a dead faint. §

Instantly he-stood away from her, ca’.ﬂihé @,u_'hi_s

daughter: . . i
-““ Meg! Come here, gal!” ) 5
All of a tremble, and with the tears coursing

‘down_her asher cheeks, - the terrified child: came

hurrying forward from the kitchen, and he pointed
io'the préne girl,: - d :

. Now, - don’t’ you
growled roughly. “P
Answer 'mo ! Do anybody at
came to this house to-day 1"

%0 afainting,” 061"~ ke
nll 1

youiself together, Meg !’

the ‘school know' she-
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- door and peeped into the room. -

‘“Then what are you doing in _her room?”

“ What's that to do with you?” snapped Cora...

Betty felt it was-quite -her business to find out. '
She was just abont sick of seeing Madge being
japed and derided in the most illnatured manner
by Cora and her eroniés. Had they been. devisitig -
some fresh plan for Madge’s humilistion:during = .
her absence ? i % o i S
* It looked rather like it; and Betty opened the

She ad

Then she gave a gasp of indignation.

- been right in-her suspicion. Pinned to one of the

“stidy walls was an enormous eartoon, done'in white -

“N-nnmo, father. At least—ob, _'f_az_t‘her‘_d'n‘r-"-:

yow've given yourself away, my gal!" No-one has
ever-inown about her coming here!” . . |
" Hé pointed down’ at Madge: again.

“ See here, then! I'm

and you along- of her—’ 5 ;
“Oh, father—nol?. the wpoor child almost
shrieked.. ** Why will you be so cruél, sp wicked?”’

“It ain't that I want to_be, but I -must,”

gel away, and I'm a-going !

Iam! You—you can’t.come with me—

" he: answered' desperately.. *I’ve.been warned to .
Ay, this very .hour;_ :

She was weeping again, half crazy with fright .

and horror. -
“ I don’t understand, father dear! What have

-you ever done that you should have to M ‘away?

This girl—so kind and good to me—" :

“ksﬁa_e could give me away' to the. police if she
went back-—and so she*would,”” he déclared fiercely.
“Anyhow, I'm taking no chances! -She’s here,
and here she stays until I'm at the other end of the
And-.yowll stay along of her—you

He stamped off hack to the kitchen, and in.the
dark-hall. poor Maggie still knelt beside her sense-
less friend, raining tears upon the Hmp hand
that she clasped in her own, . .~ ;

“ And you were so good to mé—so good and
kind 1" the child whimpered. “ Oh, what shall I

P "From Qay o Qrave T |
T was that Nme of the evening ‘whe
. at The Priopy usually. settled go
Betty Barton ‘was goin
she chanced to see

en the girls
wn fo ‘ prep.”
along to her study,
ora Grandways and

* Diana Forbes-come out of Madge, Minden’s den.

Is:Madige back, then?” Betty asked.
CMENedL L : , xER TR

. mistresses, She-——

grgmop_hona at this instant, and, Pelly shouted:

_who looked like going

-and we are all {rightfu

“you're mristaken ' sai
.machine,

2% Qur ‘danoe, T thitik, whit what?”". Polly eried, *
‘putting on: the air of ‘a_young Johnny..
- tended" to fix a-mb_noc_?e' in her-eye. -** Haw, 1!19',_W,

‘remarked-to the Fornt caplain,
it seems. - Bhe's late! But perhaps she liad special

chalk en browm paper, . & g, T
It showed a Iou}}g gitl in rags and tatters, with .
a turn-up- nose -and tousled hair, thumping away’
at a piano, whilst ‘another girl—this was a caricas
ture of Madge, ‘and ‘a most “insilting - otie, tog== . -
stood by the piano, ‘waving ‘a eonductor’s baton. .. -
" Betty never paused to read the detisive wording
at the foob of the cartoon. She simply tove down -
the great sheet agg crumpled it up. o,
" Then she stamped .on it. Further, to make quite
sure that the thing would never meet Miad e's
eye, she took the destroyed sheet along with her
to her own den, and hastily stuffed it away in an.
odd drawer, b 2 : : ok
Polly was there, but she.ohserved none of Betty’s
silent angev, for Polly had gét the gramophone
gom%. g \ pae ) e vty
=4 That's. the: stuff to]-lfive'_’am. ‘and bother sym-~- " °
phony things!”. chugkled - Polly, as 'she- took @
& nee River ”” off the instrument and puf on a ’
« - And now for. a bit 0f -a-dance,. Betty -
dear, because it’s -the - siight before the: Festival,
;bucﬁe_f;}w_’ * .

=

¢ Your Janguage, Polly 1 .
“ Eh, what?” chuckled the madea

1,'- \\Efﬁaing L
at the handlo.  ““ Yes, eome in; :

aula I

awa; ¥
_'f'%_ai- Jove—the . gwamephone,. what? How
. ~“wippin TEL it L .
’n’g'ﬂihg-to lock her up; - _(!313 1

eals??
you ‘think

But i geu are go t-o. sit down, Py
Polly grimly, starting the - .-
“No you don’t,: aulat Tt's a fox- -

trot~—""."

“ Polly deali—

She pre- -

how jolly I : : -
“1 ‘quite agwee,” said Paula, lolling back in
the armghair, - “"f[_-lm\’evah, ¥ am ‘just wealising
that it is time to begin pwep, bai Jove !” &
“Prep! Sit.on hey, someone P? sald Polly, wind: -
ing up the gramophone again.. . *“We'll have . -
another. dance round; anyhow, before we settle
down I+ L5 f 8, S
8o -Madge isn’t here with. you, Beotiy !’ Tess
. " Not _back yet,

permission, and is coming "back with one of -tha:

-} went' some “bit of mechabisim in

Oh, therel  Bust again, Betfy I
 Ha, ha, ha!” . . e
“Malheur—bad Inck 1’ ‘said Trixie. = *.

“ Wather a welief, T imagine;”’ murmured Paula,
to sleep in her favourite

chair. " * Howevaly—r"" Py ]
© With a swoop, Polly was upon her. o
madcap,_‘

“T'll_give you “ relief * }” chuckled the ,
lugging Paula .out of the enticing.chair; ‘" Cheel,

to. be g?ad'becau“se the gramophone is busted:
again I PO

“Haow downwight widiculo



Twop.nc:

oh, T didn't mean to be offensive,” Paula said,
dodging away from the madcap. ° Geals, if you
are off, I'm coming too, hai Jove!”

They scampered away to see if Madge had ve-
turned, but there was no finding her anywhere
“about the place. What the girls did find, instead,
was that Miss Massingham and the -other mis-
tresses were very uneasy over the girl’'s pro-
tracted absence.

The girl had been granted ready permission to
go into Barncombe in the afternoon, and it would
not have been surprising if she had got back only

iust- before nightfall; for there had been many

ittle things for her to sec to in the town, in con- .

nection with the Festival,

But here was dark night lying upon the lonely
countryside that lay around The Priory, and she
was not back even now!

What did it mean?

It seemed hardly credible that she could have
met with a cycling accident without being found;
for there was no parl of the road -between the
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Betty, Polly, and Tess were the last girls to
return from the search, round about half-past nine.

“It's no use, Paula!” Betly declared tragic-
ally, “We can’t go to the Festivall Almost
time to start for it—and Madge is still missing !”
. They stood talking about it all for a few minutes
in subdued tones, and then Betty and Polly drifted
away. In the corridor, they came upon Audrey
Blain, who, they kiew; had goue off alone during
the carly morning search. .

< Which way did you take?’ Betty asked.

“ Oh, I was on my bike, and I—T covered a good
bit of ground,” she answered vaguely.

She had been out to the house on the moor;
but she was not going to tell them that!

She knew that Madge and little Maggie were
both helpless prisoners there, whilst the child's .
father had flown from the district duving .the
night. But not a word did Audrey mean to say
about this. ;

Time enough for her to discover Madge and her
fellow-captive after the Festival! That was
Audrey’s opinion.

il
; iy
il ‘ll

Mad led th ble-cl «
THE CAUSE OF THE DISCORD! Grariutys, wncee Fumetons vores nad spolled the ‘cholrs

opening e

Priovy and the {own that remained absolutely

deseried for hours al a stretch. 5

No. The theory that was formed, and which
gained weight with e\rer{rbod , girls and mistresses
alike, was that the girl had gﬂu{ a sudden lapse of

. memory, and was simply wandering about af a
complete loss, .

Tt was realised how hard she had been taxing
herself lately, and how she had shown signs of
strain, All this induced her anxious friends to
fear that something had “gone snap.” But, in that
case, it was certain that she wwould be found at
1ast, wandering around in a vacant way, and would

- only need to be brought home and given every
care to be made guite all right again.

Well before the dawn, Betty and Co. were oui
of their beds, dressing quickly. As the first streaks
of daylight crept into the sky, they set off to
make their own search, with the mistresses’ full

- .approval.

Far and wide they hunted _the district, in
scattered parties of fwos and threes. 8iill no
Madge, and still no news, no clues of any sort!

-the very first

“ What about the Festival ¥’ Betty turned back
to ask Audrev. * Nome of us girls in the choir
want tor_ go. I don't see how we can go! But
you—— s .

1 shall go,’” said Audvey;, tucking a stray
wisp of hair into place. “ Not that I want to, of
course! But I entered for the Lady Lundy prize
-for the sake of the school and the Form, and I
feel I ought to win it if I can, in spite of -all
this trouble.” : e S .

Betty and Polly were silent.

“1 feel,” said Audrey softly, “ Madge would be
irl to want me to carry on, noct-
withstanding what has happened. She puis mu
before everything else!” | )

Still silent, Betiy and Polly walked away.

[END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.]

Will Audrey’s mean plot succeed ? Will she
be able to triumph at the Barncombe Festival 7
Don’t mies next week’s long complete Morcove

story, entitled ¢ The Morcove Musicians!” it
is simply thriliing. Order your copy at once.



