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You couldn'i find a finer school story than a “Morcove” yarn.
: story below will convince you of that.

~ THE MORCOVE
~_ MUSICIANS!

A splendid new long complete story of the girls
of Moreove School, featuring musical Madge
Minden and her pupil, little Maggie Shaw.

Twopence

Cora Thinks it Funny.
LVORA GRANDWAYS looked into the small
., study in which Paula Creel, the- Fourth
Form aristocrat, was lolling in an armchair.
“ Huh!"” said Cora, putting on her aggravating

air. “So you are not going to the festival,
Paula, after all

“ What? Oh, wun-away!” Paula answered,
airily waving a hand.  “ You wealise quite iwell,
Cowa, that are not only uncalled for, bai Jove,
going to the festival.” :

* Yes, I did hear——""

“ Pwecisely! Then wlhy pwovoke me, -Cowa?
Why awouse my temper, bal Jove, by twoubling
me with your wvidiculons questions? Questions,
Cowa, that are not only uncalled for, bai Jove,
but, I wather suspect, merely intended to show
what an aggwavating person you can be. - Yes,
wather " " o ;

Having delivered herself “of ' which lengthy
-speech, Paula lolled back in her arvmechair once

 again,

Cora sniggered.

- “He, he, he! But I can’t help laughing! It is
80 very x'ici\, to think that—"

“ Clowa——" & '

“To think that you girls have been getiing so
worked-up about the music festival over.in Bain-
combe, and now—now that the day "has actually
come, you're not going!’” -

““ COWH—'" . . .

“ All the singing practice you have had, the
times you have stood screeching your lungs out in
the music-room downstairs, and now—-"

“There will be some scweeching heah, in a
minute.” Yes, wather; bai Jove!" bivathed Paula.
for all she was the last givl in the world to go in
for warlike encounters. with other girls, “ You
wile me, Cowa. You are, I wegwet to wemark, a
particularly aggwavating twial, bal Jove!”

“I hear that Audrey Blain is going to the

* festival, in spite of wiat has happened,” Cora
* hung about the doorway to say. )
““ Audwey is Audwey, Cowa, and I-—I am Paula
Cweel,” said that young lady.  * Yes, wather!
And, as I happen to be particularly pwostwate
after our early morning hunt, would you mind,
Cowa, wemoving -your pwesence without twoubling
me any further, bai Jove?”’ :
© “Q0Oh, 'm going!”
¢ Thanks!”

sheer force of. habit.

By MARJORIE STANTON.

““What are you all going to do with your-
selves, though?’ Cora asked. * Wheie are all
the others?”

Before answering, Paula sat up a little and gave
ear to-certain footsteps in the passage. ~ °
“ Bai Jove!" she exclaimed, looking relieved.
Unless I am gweatly in ewwor, here are two of
the othabs. Yes, wather!” she added beamingly,
as Betty Barton and Polly Linton appeared at the
open door. s e .

Cora was still lounging there, and she did not
step out of Llhe way to lel the two girls enter
more easily. :

On the contrary, Cora stuck out a foof, and very
nearly sent Polly. Linton headlong.

It was a mistake, a great mistake. Ior Polly,
the madeap of the Form, was the very last giil to
play tricks of that sort with, and Cora knew it.

“I—Y'm sorry!” Cora thought she had better
apologise, as Polly recovered her halance - and
turned upon her with glinting eyes. . “ 1 conldn't

]

help. it.”. ) :

““No, perhaps you couldn’t,” .said Polly,
“ with feet like those!”’ ;

“Ha, ha! Bai Jove, wather smart, that'"
np?lnuded_ Paula,. from " her armchair. “ Bin-

gularly witty, bai Jove!”’
_-There was a moment whilst Cora Grandways
stood gnashihg her teeth. Why—oh, why coild
she not think of some a.nnihi}ﬂ,ting thing to say—
something to make both Polly an Pauﬁm squirm?
Bub it-was no use! Paula alone she could have
had great fun avith, but Polly—she never could
get the better of Polly!

‘She stalked away, nose in air, and the door was
promptly closed after her departure. .
“ Thatl geal,” said Paula, ““she is a downwight
disgwace to the Form, bai Jove! Even at a time
like this, geals, when she wealises we are all
howwibly ‘wowwied about poor Madge Minden,

she must come wunning awound to wile one!”

“1 know,” DBetty said, knitting her brows.
“Bhe and her two or three cronies are glcating
over the fact that we can’t go to the festival
to-day. They don’t seem to think how awful it is
that our. plans are only u);:‘set because of an
absolute‘ig serious affair. This disappearance of
poor Madge—""

¢ It’s more than serious,” struck in Polly, hoisi-
ing herself on to the edge of the study table from

“It's tragicl™ :
‘ Bai Jove, it is!” agreed Paula. “ And tivre's
another thing T can’t understand—how Audwey
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15in can feel like going to the festival after
what has happened. Bai Jove, it staggahs mel!”

“T'm disgu'stedg” Polly exclaimed, “‘and T let
her know it, too!” | 3

‘ Her, going is_certainly in worse taste than the
whole choir’s going would be,” Betty remarked,
in her quiet way. .- The choir had entered, so as
to do a bit of good. for the school, as a whole.
Some people might even say that the choir nﬂ%h't
to (%o, in spite of “what has happened; but for
Audrey to be going all by berself, to cpmpete
“for a prize that only means a 'personaﬁ triumph——
Ts that somebody at the door, Polly P’ the speaker
broke off, fancying she had heard a gentle rap.. -

Polly hopped down from the table and was ab
the door in a-flash, whisking it open. And then
she gave a delighted cry. 3

« Oh, it’s Lady Evelyn—""

“Pai Jovel? .

“(Come in, dot’ -~ .

“ May I7°

“VYes, wather!”

It was one of
folt electrified. - . ’

The wisitor—a very: beautiful, stylishly dressed:
young lady—was Lad; Lundf’e daughter.” The
Earl and Countess of ?Limd_y lived at _B-a.rngomhe_
Castle, and -to-day’s annual musio festival in. the
town was only -one of the many functions which~
owed their inception to the -great family’s fine
public _spir]_i_:‘;d Sl : "

ki (i Tundy had- had ‘a lot to do with
“hegirlsof Ove". T :during the- pash remg =,
or 85, ny of

and she ~was great chums with

athes 1. Y :
i@ all over. the tawn, T believe,””  Lady
Evelyn answered, ‘taking the - séat Paunla. was

5 hoatd; then?” "

! offering.. * She vanished yesterday evening, isn't
that “so? And the police “have made inquiries—
have searched——"" ~ 2 ;

“We have searched, too,”  Betty broke in.
Yo were all up at dawn, and we 'l unted every
likely spob. It's shocking 1" - *

« Poor Madge—yest” exclaimed -gthe visitor.
“ And,-of course, you den't feel like taking your

art in ‘the festival cantest now.. You haven't the

art.”’ . .
““That's it sald Polly; Twe -simply haven’t
- the ‘heart.” - g .

* Lady Evelyn nodded sympathetically. :

#The moment we heard at the Castle, we said
‘we didn’t see how 'you would manage the con-
test,” she remarked. .*' Besides, Madge Minden
was the very one who wag geing to conduct” you,
was _she not?” e .

“ Ves, wather!” exclaimed Paula. - “ You are
aweah, Lady - Evelyn, our music-mistwess was
called away, and Madge vewy bwickishly offered
“to twain us. nd now—"" " r .

Paula paused abruptly. The door, had flashed
open, - and Tess Trelawney was calling into the
Foom: - y

“71 say. - Excuse me, everybedy, but you are
wanted, sBetty. Miss Somerfield asked me to find
you. She is in_her room, waiting.”

“0Oh,’ T wonder what this means?” Polly burst .
- out exeitedly. ‘ Some news about Madge at last,

perhupsi” - - s
“Come with me and see—that's best,” Betty
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those' rare moments svhen _PauIa.

_the mysiery as fo what
“kmow, preying ©pon your

- grave.

Every T«Q‘Esda}j *

fnvited thom all cordially. *‘ Lady Evelyn, yow'll
excuse us for @ hit, wor't you?” : -

She jumped up, shaking her
to rights, 3 : :

«QOh, 1 must iyl I only hoppéd out of the car
for a moment, as_we were passing-—the mater and
I, yes. I avish T could stays;.and for goodness’
sake ring me up-if you get am

She went with the girls as far as:the entrance
hall bgé_nw, and then sped away, whilst Betty and
Co. atonce hurried to the eadmistress’s room
in response to that rather exciting summons.

Cora Gets the Worst of it. .
& H, Betty—all of you, come ‘in 1 Miss
# Somerfield exclaimed eagerly,
presented themselves in the doorway. «
Her expression showed that ghe “had  been

" ansicusly -awaiting the girld appearance, ind her

yenson for wanting to save every moment Was
soon to be made clear. il

., Hardly had the girls
her than she went straight to the point.

gested that they should' go

alll . )
T will he brief,” she said, * for if you are to
o0, then yon must get ready

Madge—ah, poor Madge

"o the festival, after

| 8he is still missing, and

minds just as much as
and iy eolleagues’. T

it s preying upon " Mine
»,}:an:ﬂgntg-m. g
or . singing. ~ Your .one
bocome of Madge? - Buk: i

exe-is. this ‘to bo said
he your minds, off

-the. witl
trouble; which you

brooding over. 1. myself would not  dream. of

" -going ;. but then T am, in ‘an .altogethor different .

am '-‘I not?

Oh, {

' As Headmistress, T
here to give all my anxiofs attention to the case
of Madge Minden,” she wont oi. “The same
with the mistressés. But: as for. you girls——
Well, there, I leave’
selves.” o i
- And then there was a

“If we do go,” Betly

1 i <
"WWeli? But T think T know what you are all
thinging,” the Headnristress said genily. ** Yeu

C3

want of heart as regards shis trduble about Madge.
There will be no chance for. people to form any
such idea. I shall take steps to. make it known
that you were advised o go to avoid harmful
brooding.” S :

i We'll gol? Betty exol

the sudden absolite assarance

ave wondering, will -peo&ra think you showed &

that it was right.

to go. © Ves, we willl You've changed my
opinion, Miss merfield—""
Miss  Somerfield detained . them - not another

moment. She was attending them to. the door as
she said soltly: " S :

“ There  ate times, aftér all, when one must
carry on—when it is best to-earry om, instead_of
sinking into useless despair.. Go, then, and think

{ake_n their si.af:d. bhefore

and be off at -once.

can 4o -ne good by :

¥ .
beaatiful - soft _furs_' %

news of Madge!” '

as the girls |

To their ulter amazement, she as good as sugs :

has become of her is, T~

wd - you -have very. hitle. heatt ..
t»ild\:.g’h??i#-wh'at “has. -

T dm-!l, of course, remaiﬂ__

i to you to decide for your: - :

ause. o
Eroke out. af Tast—"“if we -

aimed dedcisively, - with -

of me and my colleagues doing everything
possible, during_ your absence, ta solve the mystery
of Madge Minden.” i ; :

They were. words that ge ad t6 inspire these

-youthful hearts that had, indeed, been heavy with

despair only e prinute since. Away eped the girls
to teil others who were members o t_ha choir; and
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1t avae just as Polly bad said.  Now that they
were caught up in the excilement of getting
ready, they could see whal a mistake it would
have heen to stay away. .

They would carry or—yes, and that would not
mean  that they were forgetting all about poor
Madge, Far from it. Nor did it mean that they
would be going to the festival in the same spirit
in which Audrey Blain avas going.

For Audrey, by unhesitatingly declaring her
intention to' go early this morning, had indeed
revealed an utterly callous spivit.  The whole
m had derived the impi on—and it was a

wn

true one—that Audrey meant to go, and meant to
cover herself  with glory, mno matter what
happened.

Whilst the girls were ups
veady for out of deors, Cora
ing a malicious smirk,

astily getting
's appeared,

“ Oh, so you are going, T heai!”
. Yes.)
“ wather 1"

“1 thought you were all so broken-liearied
about o

“(orva, if you say another word like that,”
Betty cried out furiously, “T'll make you smart
for it! I will, so just you mind!”

Clora thought she had betier be a bit caref
To charge the girls with being callous, when th
loving anxiety for Madge had been dem 1strated
so unmistakably, was perhaps foo

“Who is going to conduct the choi
she asked, taking care to keep mnear

anyway "
the room

door. * Shall T corme and conduct for you? He,
he, he!
One or two of her cronies had suddenly joined

her in the doorway, and they shared her titier.

“ suppose Betty Barton is going te conduet,
being the Iorm captain,” sneered Diapa Forbes.

“ Betty Barton is going to do nothing of
sort,” said that girl curtly. “ We shall place our-
selves in the hands of somebody who will be
there to conduct other choirs.”

“1 pity the somebody, whoever it
chuckled Cora, I don't think I had beiler come;
1 shall simply shriek with laughter!”

This drew no retort from the givls, They were
giving a last hustle round, piior to hurrying down
to the private char-a-banc which had been ordered
by telephone to pick them up for the run info
Barncomnbe,
don’t get out of breath!” said Diana
“ You'll want it for the screeching com-
petition, won't you?”’ .

¢ Fa, ha,—yes!" said KEla Elgood.
who screeches the hardest gets the prize
give you ‘doh’¥”

“Yes, come on—give them °doh
Cora. “ All together—daw-aw-aw!”

« Rather flat!" grinned Diana, * Once
doo-00-00! Cock-a-doodle-do!”

“ Ha, ha, ha! 5 .
Cora and Co, always laughed viotously over their
own jokes. They began to roll about with their
Jaughter on the landing, whilst every mnow and
then they did some sort of ** take off 7 of a choir
singing.

Then suddenly Polly Linton came away from
the room—the first girl to do so.

“ Doh-h-h-h ! bawled Cora, right in
left ear. “Do-oh-oh—yah, leggo! she howled
next moment, the change of tune being due to
the fact that Polly had seized the mocker by her

is !

“ The one
't Bhall 1

exclaimed

again-—

Polly’s

air.
“ Ooo! Polly, you cat, lezgo
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% Now sing it—go on!” Polly challenged, giving
a tug at the handiul of h * Bing, duler—
SN

But Cora simply screeched for help, although
she was not really being hurt.

“ flolp! Di—Ella—Grace! Ow, stop if, Polly!
He-ee-Ip!” .
“ Bai Jove!” said Paula, coming away from

no wondah

the room., “With a veice like that,

you were turned out of the choir, Cowal

Polly let go the spitfive’s hair, and Cora seemed
glad enough fo fall back i
for

against the wall, gasping

Next instant, however, she made
uply a frenzied rush at the other girl,
ited Diana, Grace, and Elia to display
eful feelings.

All yound Polly they mobbed, pushing and
hustling her until she could hardly have known
whether she was on her head or her feet

breath.

RETTER THAN MOPING!

G you
go to the
festival,’’ said Miss Somerfield, ** | shall malke
it known that 1 advised you to go. It will
imply no lack of concern for the gl’rl who is

. missing-—Madge Minden.’

« Hallo—hallo—hallo " This ‘was Belty, as she
also came rushing up to lend .a hand at Polly's
rescue, *° Now, Cora—Di e

Tor a full minute there was about as lively a
scrimmage on the landing as Morcove, in its most
boisterous moments, ever knew. It awas such a
general mix-up, not one of the girls re
they were all slowly working towards head of
the stairs. And so suddenly the end came in a
manner as startling to them as it was amusing Le
those who were looking on.

Cora went over il 3
avas a hair-r

Bamyp, bump, !

¢t Ha, ha, ha!

The:y
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Bampity, bump—flop! finished Cora, at the
bottom of the staivs.

Polly shook herself to rights now that there was
a sort of truce,

“ Any more for the trip?
blandly.

Cora’s cronies, however, did not seem to be
keen on bumping all down the staivs after their
leader. f

she wanted to know

And, for fear of being made to go down
like that, whether they wanted to or not, they
“ Ah” commented Betty serenely, “then I
take it we are ready, and can be off?"

“Yes, wather! Hoievah,” panted Paula, ‘ let
me get my hair to wights again, geals. Bai Jove,
what a héwwible fwight I must Took, wumpled =o
dweadfully.”? i

“Voure a duck!” said Polly, winding her arm
about the dressy girl's waist.
and put yoursell to rights at the other end.”

And so, with the feeling that the bit of violent
exercise had done them quite a world of good,
they made a rush for it together down through
the house, and five minutes later they were off
and away in the char-a-bane, bound. for Barn-

combe and its festival,

A a vault-like place into which the light of
day seldom or mnever penctrated, for

windows there were none.

To such a gloomy spot as this does the scene
suddenly change. road daylight, indeed, flood-
ing upon the outer world at this very moment;
but here, in this dry cellar of a certain lonely
house on the Devonshire moors, there would have
been groping darkness,  but for the lamp dimly
burning upon the paved floor.

Perhaps the lamp had been burning for so man
hours continuousiy that its oil was almiost ai—)(i
used up. For the time had now coms when, to
make the wick give its' proper degree of flame, one
or the other of the two girls who were here had
to take hold of the whole ‘thing and give it a

Prisoners Both.
CHAMBER below-the level of the ground—

shake. :

Twao girls—yes, and prisoners both!

Ever since yesterday evening had they heen
helpless captives behind the massive, locked door
which formed the only means of communication
between this dungeon-like place and the outer
world.

All through the long winter's might had they
remained shut away together, knowing that their
imprisonment had come about in such a fashion
;hat an immediate rescue was hardly to be hoped
O ©
“And of these two girls, one—the elder—was the
missing Madge ! s :

““ Past migc]ay, Maggie dear,” Madge Minden
now remarked quietly, holding her wrist-watch
close to the lantern. ““We should have been at
the festival by now, if—if—"

“ Yes, Madge,”’ the other murmured, with
intense sadness, ‘‘if only my. father had not
served us like this. So eruel of him! Oh,
wonder how he could be go heartless I’

““ He was desperate, dear,”’. the elder girl
reminded her distressed companion, * Ah, we
must make allowance! He had done wrong, and
he feared that T was going to denounce him to
the police, and so he felt there was nothing else
to do but fly frem the neighbourheod,” :

The girl Maggie made no response to this, The
lantern-licht, shining upon both faces, showed
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“(Come on, duffer,

Every Tuesday
ihat hers was much the move anguished of the

WO. :

“We know, too, Magzie dear,” Madge Minden
went on, for she weuld Lave been ashamed nob to
say the best that could be said for the gitl's -
father—* we know that he really hated locking us
away down here before he rushed off. Remomber

what he ealled out to us, as his last word—that

he would see we. were set free before another
night came round.” :

* But—hut—— ©0h, Madge, i is like you to
keep all the anger and bit sss that you feel
to yourself !’ the child whimpered. * But when
1 think what it all means--what I have found ouf
father to 2 y

“Hush, my datling! Try—try not to think
about it, There, there! Oh, Maggie, don’ cry— -
don't, you poor little darling !’ ”

TFor the child was sobbing now. Such a sorrow
it had been.to her, as good and true a girl as
ever lived, to find that her father was no better
than a thief. i }

This_poor, motherless Tittle Maggie, ‘how she
had toiled from day to day, not only keeping the
humble home in Barncembe clean and tidy, bub
often earning a sixpence hy cleaning other
people’s steps, and never once had she murmured
against the hard life. Never once had she had
anything but loving compassion for her father
when he scemed unable to get any work. And all
the ‘time he had been, unbeknown to her—a

o—

. burglar!

“7 gould bear it all the beiter,’’ she faltered
presently, whilst Madge Minden keph closer to
her in a comforting way, “if only it had not
brought such trouble upon you! You weie so
good and kind to me, Madge, from the moment
when you found that T was fond of music and
wanted to improve my playing.”

“Vou made me want to he kind, Maggie
darling.”

“ And T was always telling father,”” the poor
child went on in her anguish, ‘“what a lot yon
were doing for me. How you were giving me
lessons at the piano, and how you had even en-

]

- couraged me to enter for tha Lady Lundy prize

at the festival in the town. I told him that your
friendship might ho the making of a—a careér for
me, but he could never have cared.”

 Well, darling, you ses how it was,” Madgs
murmured soothingly, ¢ All the time I was tak-
ing a purely friendly interest in you, he was sus-
pecting that I associated him with that burplary
at the school. He thought I was trying to pry out
evidence that T could take to the police. And then
—only yesterday afternoon—he had that letter
from somebody, warning him that T really meant
to denounce him to the police.” 7

¢ That lettér,”” Magge said hitterly; ¢ whoever
wrote it was doing you an ill urn, Madge! Far
from meaning to dencunce my father, you-—you
were actually ~worrying and- fretting as to bhow
he could be shielded, and yet turned from the
wrong path, Tor my sake—7" N 3

“Yes, Maggie, whether T wag doing right or
wrong, I only know that I felt so sorry for you, I
simply had fo shield him.” ! .

“Then who wrote the letter, I avonder?™

Madee did vot answer, but she eould have told
her {ellow-captive, if it had seemed expedient to
do so, what her suspielon was.

In the middle of the night that suspicion had
flashed upon Madge as she lay with Maggie upon
the mattress which had been given them to sleep
on. Lying awake for hour after hour, pondering
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“to his caplure as soon &5 a
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the whole terrible situation, the schoolgirls aveary
brain had suddenly leapt, as it were, al the name
of the person who had penned that fateful
message. a

Audrey Blain! i

The moment that name occurred to Madge she
had been amazed that ske had not thought of it
before. Because it -was all so_clear, so obvipus
that Audrey Blain was indeed the person who had
had a motive for warning the burglar to flee the
neighbourhood. -

1t was,. in fact—it must have been, Madge felt
certain—nothing else bub a cunning attempt on
Audrey Blain's part to rid hersell of a dangerous
competitor in the piano conbest for the Lady
Lundy prize!

As the great day Tor the festival drew.on,

Audrey had realised thai her one sorious rival
was Maggie Shaw. Ii Maggie Shaw “attended the
festival, then it was all up with Audrey’s hore
of achieving personal glory. But if something
happened to prevent Maggie's attendance, then—
then Audrey would have nothing to fear.
8o yesterday, on the very eve of the contest,
Audrey had written that cunning note to Maggie's
father. She. had warned him to flee the place,
unless he wanted to be arrested by the police; and
she had done this, feeling sure that when he fled
he would take Maggie with him!

But he had not done that.” e awould nob
hamper  himsel with the poor girl. He had
bluntly said that her goin% with him would lead

ko

For the police all over the country would be asked
to look out for o man who had with him his
twelve-year-old daughter.

Tn his sudden frantic desperation he had cast
boih Maggie and her schoolgirl chum into this
prison-cell, seeing no help for it but to let them
remain there until he had got almost to the other

end of the kingdom, s
“" His own safcty—that was his one thought !~

Little he cared that, by locking up the girls ike
this, he was causing terrible anxiety to all
Madge's friends, and was preventing his own child
from taking part in the contest. They would not
come to any harm, end that, in hiz  selfish
opinion, was good enouglhi. e

“ Mo left us some food and water, Madge,” the
other girl broke out presently. “Won't you
try to eat something?” .

“No, dear; I don’t feel T could,” Madge
answered. 1 am thinking, Maggie, if-only we
could get away, after all.”

Maggie's half-tearlul eyes went fo the bolted
door. '

Ah, if indeed they could only get away at once !
But they had tried several iimes already, tried
with all their stvength to burst opea the door,
and all in_vain. .

Yot as Madge Minden now stood up and wenk
soross to the door, Maggie joined her there
eagerly, Despite ithe sense of despair which had
come to them after those previous efforts, the one
girl was as eager as the other to fry again.

Madge burned . back and  fetched the lantern.
Civing it 2 shake so that the wick would pick up
the last few drops of oil in the - veservoir, she
waiched the flame burn up, and then held the
light close to the door. :

Hopeless, surely ! She could not - lielp feeling sc.
The door was a very solid éne, and aithout doubt

there were sound bolts on the outer side.
© Vea—oh, yes! Porhaps, Madge, if we—if we-

we-and-cry was raised. |
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take it calmly.  We—we were 50 excited—so
frantic, those other times,’ Maggie ruemured.

Madge knew_what her chum meant. Tt made
all the differende if they hurled themselves against:
the door with all their strength at the very self
same instant, instead of muking agitated thrusts
at it, not always in concert.

o, having set down the lamp, they acted with
greal deliberation. They took. time fo gather all
their strength and all their breath, and then,
taking their stand near the door, they were ready.
. “Now!”

The well-timed onslanght nwwas better than nﬁ
thing they had done before.

Thud! They hurled themselves —against the
woodworl at exactly . the same instant.  But
nothing gave; hardly” a timber ereaked.

No, it could ot be done!” It was hopeless for
two girls to try to force the door by that means.
Tt needed a battering-ram.

“And yet they tried again and again after that.

In mad desperation they hurled themselves
against the door time after time—thud, thud,
thud —only to leave themselves bruised and
breathless, whilst the stout timbers remained as
fast as ever. :

Here they were, and here fthey must remain
surely, whilst the cruel hours dragged by. E

No freedom for either of them until Maggie's
fugitive father had found such safe refuge £
himself that he could venture to send word to
the local police without bringing disaster upon
himself. -

That was his “intention, they knew—to drop a
letter fo the Barncombe police in some letier-box,
telling them to go to the house on the moors and
release two girls who were shub up there.  But
this the hapless prisoners also knew—such a
message would never reach the police before this
evening, at the earliest! .

_ And, meanwhile, this was the great day of the
festival, a thing that added how much bitterness
to the cruel situation!

Poor Maggie, indsed—above and beyond all
her anguish.over what had come to ]ig%lt abot
her father, forced to think of what she was miss-
ing—thé great chance that had looked like being
hers, a chance to achieve the first step towards 2
great careexr! .

And poor Madge, too, forced to believe thal this
was 2ll Audrey Blain’s doing, and that even at
this moment Audrey Blain was at the fe
assured of her coveted triwmph.

Audrey's Hour is Coming.

ARNCOMBE was en féte for the festival.
The charabanec in which the Morcove
choir had made the journey from the sehool
procesded ot a snail’s pace as soon as the quaint

old town was reached.

Tmpossible to do otherwise, when the narrow
High Street teemed with extra- traffic on account

_of the day's great event,

The cars of the wealthy, waggonettes and 'buses
from the villages round about, pony-traps and dog-
carts hailing from remote farmhouses—all were
here, proving what keen interest the festival and
all its music contesis had excited.

_There' wera banners and streamers of bunting
across the streef, whilst Belty and € 1
hawkers bawling ¢ Official  programme! long
before the fire Assembly Rooms had come in sight,
with huge placards framing its handsome entrance.

“ Programmeo! - Here yare, ladies! . Official
programme "

mor -
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Together, Madge and Magaie Shaw hurled
themsoelves at their prison door, but hardly a
: timber creaked.

Polly bought one right away, enjoying the fun
of reaching over the side of the ¢ -bane and
being held on to by Betty and ‘I for fear
of her taking a ‘‘header.’” BShe was a sort of
gipsy woman, with a baby slung at her breast,
who retailed a programme to Polly, which meant,
of course, that the poor soul was requested to
“ stick to the change.”

“ Haul me back, that's all I ask!” Polly play-
fully yelled at her chums, pretending to be in
danger of going clean overboard, *‘Quick—pull!
Pull me hard!”

“Afy gwacious!”’ papitated Paula, taking alarm
at this outery. She thought Polly was in real
danger. * Stop the dwiver—whoa! Heah, bai
Jove I”

And then Polly came upright in the slowly
moving vehicle, and there were roars of laughter
from all save Paula as. the madcap was seen to
be enjoying the scare she had created.

“Cheer up, Paula!” smiled Beity. * There's
the Assembly Rooms, and so we get down in &
mament.”

They had all mustered on the pavement, and

were making a move towards the Assembly Rooms -

entrance, when several of them noticed a queer
little' person giving them a keen, anxious look, as
if she wanted to speak to them.

Sure enough, Betty had only to come to a stand-
¢till and respond with a look that said, * Can we
do ‘anything for you?’ for the siranger to draw
near and spealk.

She was a shabby, grey-haired woman, all of a
chake with nervous excitement. Amidst the hub-
bub of talk going on around the girls, they eould
hardly hear what she said, in such a faint, flutter-
ing voice did she speak,
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“T heg yeur pardon!’ said Belty.  Would
you mind speaking a little fouder?”

And then, to tﬁe girls’ surprise; the queer old
soul said exactly the same thing in response.

“I beg your pardon, my dear! Would you
mind speaking a little louder? You see,” she
said, smiling from ome to ancther in the most
exg:}%&}]:l{g, way, “1 am deaf—very deaf.”

“ Yes, it is my misfortune to be very deaf,”’ she
exclaimed. ‘* And perhaps you wonder at a deaf
person coming to a music festiv
“Pai Jove, it is wather wemarkable!” Paula
said. ‘ Howevah—-" )

“ There is a reason for my being here,” the.hafd

lady went on, in her flustered marmer. ‘' Ah, a
great, wonderful reason! I camnob explain, for
that would be detaining you too long. Dut per-
haps you will find out 25 the day gees on, My
dears, T wanted to ask you—-"

She paused, taking a moment for breath,
~“You are Morcove scholays, T think?”

“Qb, yes! Yes, wather ! they chorused, feel-
ing more and more amazed,

“ Then 1 wonder, my dears, if you can tell me
—has Madge Minden got here yet?”’

The girls simply gaped in blank amazement.

“T am looking out for her—yes,” the strange
old lady continued. T am Miss Apatha Ainley,
and Madge knows me well, although you girls.
have never, T suppose, heard of me before.”

Miss Ainley? Oh, yes, we have heard of
you ! Belty now .cried out. A light was break-
ing in upon this strange situation. ‘* Of course,
you are the lady who lives at Parish Place—"

“ Yes, my dear—the house where your school-
fellow used to come to give music lessons to ab
least one pupil. I know that Madge will be here
to-day——""

< Oh, but she won’t be here!” several of the
girls exclaimed together distvessfully, ' Miss
Ainley, it is a thing that has upset us ever so
much, Madge Minden is—missing!” ‘

“ What—missing | Madge Minden—missing!”

Almost before that incredulous cry had died
away the girls bhad started to explain what a
strange mystery was surrounding the girl's dis-
appearance.

They had a-.suddent hope that this old woman
might be able to propound some theory as to how
and why the girl had vanished. But no, Miss
Ainley was completely at a loss,

All she conld say was that Madge had called
at Parish Place for a few minutes yesterday
afternoon, and had promised to lock out for her
—Miss Ainley-—at to-day’s festival,

“ Perhaps you ean tell us this. ahyhew,” Betty
said at last.” “ Why did Madge Minden start
giving music lessons for money? It was mnot
because she was in need of money, we know. Why
did she do_it, then—why?1” *

““Ves, why?’ chimed in Polly and the others
eagerly, ‘it has been a puzzle to us all along.
She took on a poor stepgirl as a pupil; she
advertised for ofhers y

“ That iz so,”” Miss Ainley answered, “ But
as to why she did it, T can only say that I am
sare her motive was a good one.”

““ Ah yes!" Betty was quick to assent, “ That
almost goes without saying. But we want to
know why—why éxactly did she do 11’

At this moment a policeman politely asked the
girls if they would mind not blocking the path
for others, and the next thing they knew was
that Miss Ainley was_lost to their view in the
throng of people arriving for the festival.
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“We shall see her again, anyhow,” Betiy
exclaimed consolingly. “ Let's look out for her,
irls, Hallo, there’s -Audrey, tolking to Lady
Gvelynt”
iven as Betty made the remark both Audrey
and Lady Evelyn saw the choir-party, But,

D
)
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" whereas Lady Evelyn at once came zig-zagging’

through the press of people to have a word with
them, Audrey slipped away.

Was che a little ashamed, after all, fo meet her
schoolfellows? -

Perhaps!

More than a little ashamed of herself, perhaps,
when she knew that, but for her own selfish
scheming, Maggie Shaw would have been here
to-day, and along with Maggie Shaw, mising
Madge Minden!

Still Time, Perhaps.
L AGGIE—oh, Maggie darling!”
M “ Yes, Madge.g:1
“1 have an idea. Oh, I do believe
there is a way, after all, of our breaking open
the cellar door!”

Madge had ended a despairing silence by her
sudden outery.

It was half an hour since that last futile attack
of theirs upon the cellar door, and now the lan-
tern was on the point of going out. The wick
had soaked up every atom of oil.

 Look—this pavement which covers the floor!”
Madge rushed on, pointing to the sione flags at
her feet. * There—there is o battering-ram for
ns! One of these big slabs of stone, if only we
can prise one out of place.”

Could that be done?

The glimmer of lantern-light showed Maggie's
face to be as suddenly excited as Madge's. To
think what it meant if only they could get away
after all—now, at an hour when the feslival was
still in progress! 5 .

“ There was a knife=I want it, Ma 5

« Here it is!” panted the younger , whip-
ping sbout and snatching up the ordinary d
knife which her father had provided them v
along with the food, a jug of water, and a mug.

Madge took the blade and locked at it critically.
Then she eyed the paving.

Fach slab was doubtless cemented ‘down, and
she felt it would be wonderful luck indeed if she
could loosen one—prise it up—with no_ beiter
jmplement than this dinner knife. But she was
going to try!

Down on her knees she dropped, asking Maggie
to. stand by with the lantern. In a state of wild
suspense, the two girls remained silent, Madge
hastily getting to work with the knife.

She. worked the end of the blade along one of
the fissures, thus cleaning away a lot of cement
that tiad become britile with age. If only she
could have got her fingers into the fissure, she felt
she would have found strength enough somehow io
drag the stone from its resting-place. But the
narrow slot’ between the stones would only permit
of the knife’s insertion.

In sheer desperation she began to try to use
the knife as a chisel, and then—snap! went the
blade at once. *

“ Ah, bother, that's done it!” Madge fumed.
* Maggie—"" i

“Oh, 1 believe the light is going out!" Lhat
girl could not help exclaiming frantically. * And
you can’t manage it, Madge—the stone?”

“Can’t I? Not that stone, but this one—
was the elder girl's sudden wild cry of joy.

]
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She had shifted her kneeling position on the
cold floor, and in frpnt of her now was a broken
siah.

“ Soe, Maggie. We can essily prise away one of
the broken fragments, and that will leave us free
to work at a complete stone. There—splendid!”

For, in an instant, she had used the shortened
knife-blade to pick out one of the broken pleces
of stone. :

Then the wick of the lamp went biip! and all
was groping darkness.

“ Oh, Madge!” 2 ;

“ Never mind, darling! T can do just as weil in’
the dark,” was Madge's heartening ery. “I can

wse my hands now and the fragments ave coming

away easily."”

“Tan't T help?’ pleaded the other girl wist-
fully.

¥or a few seconds Madge did not answer. In
that utter darkness, svhich now filled the prison-
chamber, she was working away furiously. There
was the sound of her hard breathing, and now
and then a hit of stone clinked as it was picked
out of position and tossed aside.

“Now you can help—yes,” came the cry at
last. “ ®iand closer, Maggie darling, and heave
with me at_this big slab. We shall get it away
between us.”

And they did.

Heaving together, sharply they jerked the slab
way from the rotted cement in which it had
been embedded. There was a moment whilst they
held it poised on one end; then, gathering hreath
for another effort, they carried it right across the
pitch-black cellar to the door.

L /-—- 1 = |
“MADOE 1S MISSING!”
This was Bsity’s stariling answor to filiss
Ainloy’s Inguiry as fo whather RMadye Minden

had drrived at the Festival.
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"That slab of stone—what a weight It was! A
little more, and it would have been almost too
much for the girls. But they could just lift it
between them, and now they levelled it edgewise
towards the door.

“One, two, three—go!” cried Madge,

They lunged it againsg the timbers, and there
was a deafening crash.

* Again, Maggiel”

sh! Thud! - Crash!

The door had to give way now. They knew
i, Timbers twice as stout, bolts doubly as streng,
could not have held oubt against such a furious
onslaught. '

Bang! Crash!t Thud!

Wuriously the desperate girls kept at their task
unfil, with a sudden splintering of the woodwork,
coupled with the loud snap of bursting locks, the
door flew outwards,

Done! R

At last—at last the girl captives were free—
free, with the light of day blinding eyes that had
beon immersed in that awful davkness of the
cellar,

Out of the vault-like chamber they staggered,
reeling with exhaustion, and yet they could not,

- take a moment to recover their spent energies,

There were some steps leading up to the ground
level of the house.  Clumsily they maie the
ascent, emerging upon a narrow passage. Another
mament and they were through the kitchen™and
whipping open the back door of the house, avhich
Mageie's father had left on the laich.

0O, Madge—the . fresh ~air—the
almost sohbed little Maggie, :

“Ves, dear; and the time—— - Oh, there is still
time I’ was Madge’s. excited rejoinder, as she
looked at her wrist-watch. “* Still timie, perhaps,
for you to taske part in the coniest, if only we
can get away at onee.”’

sunshine "

She pulled up for a mere instant to ‘wave
Maggie back to the house.

““Vour music, Maggie—fetch- if, quick! The
- Woodland Symphony *—that thing of Miss
Kinley's1” : y

4T know—vyes, all:right!” Maggie Ra.nte-d, and

dashed Mack inio the house, whilst Madge ran
owt across the rank garden, with eyes glancing
eagerfy in all directions.

She was looking for her bicycle. Was it still
here—the bicycle which she had with her yester-
day afternoon when she ‘came to sce Maggie?

.

For a minute or so Madge was tearing about

the great garden as if she had taken leave of her
senses.  Where was it—the bicycle? It musk
be‘iixifi’ for Maggie’s father would never have—

The gleam of bright metal had caught her rov-
ing gaze. With a pounce she Was in amonzst a
tangle of brambles, seizing the bicycls by its
silvered handlebars.

“Coo-ee, Maggie!

‘ This way?!”’
“Yos, 'm coming!

I've %ot. it—the music.”

« And T've got the bike! Oh, Maggie darling,”
the elder girl eried joyfully, *“it's wonderful—
this! You ate to

Eet yourrcﬁance, after all, and
that other girl, Audrey——"

“Who is Audrey?’ panted Maggic. “ What
has she to do with it all—Audrey?”’

Madge.feli inclined to answer: “ Audrey is a
gitl who has everything to do with it—every-
thing!”  But she refrained, and hardly another
word _passed whilst the. escaped prisoners made
their ‘way out of the garden on to the moorland
road, Madge wheeling the cycle.
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“ Vou must ride behind e, Maggie,”! Madge
cried gaily then, “on the step. You must know
how, surely!” ;

“Ob, yes! There, 'm all right!”

“ Hold tight, then; we're off I

And away they wenl—whir, whir, whir!l—
along the open road that would take them to
BlLl'llUOnle fow.

Away, with this furious whirring of pedals, on
this thrilling’ race against time. Away, with
i g, tr-ring! of the bell, so
as to reach the festival in time for Maggie to get
her chance,

Would they do it? Or would they geb to the
Assembly Reoms enly to find that the pianoforte
contest had been held, and the price awarded?
Awarded to Audrey Blain! t

: i Surpr"lse on Surprise.

T was half-past one, and the Assembly Rooms
had begun ta fill wp again after- a  brief
interval for lunch,

Possibly some of the patrons who had attended
the opening ceremony & couple of hours ago wera
not coming back, having other engagements. But
this did not mean a thinning-off of the audience,

Far from it, ‘There was going to bo a greater
crush than ever for the alternoon session,” and
in the next few mimtes the ushers-at the doors
would be crying: g :

*“Standing room only I .

Betty and her ehums resumed the row of seats
which- they had oecupied during. the morning

' session, with girls from other schools both in

front and behind,. This part.of the anditorium,
in fact, had been reserved for members of the
varions competing choeirs, so that they could enjoy
items in the programine with which they were not
concermed, ;

The afiernoon session was to commence Wwith the.
contest, open to all girl-pianists of a cerlain age,
for the much-coveted Lady Lundy diploma and
prize.

This, of course, was the pianforfe contest for
which - Audrey Blain_had eptered, and now &
could be glimpsed, aléng with other competitors,

. hovering in the “wing’ of the finesized stage.

Attendants eamo on to drag the grand piano
into @ suitable position for solo work, and then
a storm of applanse greeted Lady Lundy —oncs
again, as she came ferward in her unaffected way
to say just a few words.

“The contest that is now to be carried ont is, T
am. sure, one you are all keenly interested in.”
She stood there, smiling her pleasure at the fresh
outbursi of handicaps. ¢ Myself, I think the !
primary’ purpose of these festivals should be that *
of discovering talent—youthful talent.”

“Hear, hear! Hear, heat! Bravo, brave 12

“ There is just ons other point, her ladyship
continued, glancing at a slip of paper in her hand.
She was not enlarging upon the pianoforte cons
test for fear of appearing fo vegard it as her
owni pet production. * The choir-singing—""

Apother pause, to let the thunder of . applause

- die away.

“We who are on’the comthitbee feel it right to
say thaf a_certain choir is attending under very
trying conditions, T think you all know the girls
T mean, and I am sure you join with us in giving
them great sympathy. ¥—I don’t know, but I—X
think it rather brickish of them to have turned up.
And that’s all,” she finished, bowing with a grace
that simply captivaled everybody.

Then, avhilss the applause was_still going o,
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in iha pianoforte contest
walked forward rather self-consciously, with
another girl to furn over jor her. The audience
:shed irself immediately, and on the deadly
came the first notes of some exquisite
o which the girl had chosen as her ** bit.”
was a capital perf o—a difficult bit of
music played with great skill and an absence of
all affectation, At the finish, this  first g”l
deserved every bit of the applause she received.

the: first competifor

A second competitor was announced, and took

her seat at the piano, and now, with all the good-
will in the world, certain sections of the audience
could not help getting amused. ;

The gitl was a duffer. She should never have
been there at all. Only sheer conceit could have
‘made her think she was good enough for an open
contest of this sort, and she merited nothing more
than the moderate applause she got.

A third girl did better—much better. So did
the fourth competitor, no other than Miriam
Haste, from Barncombe High School. When a
Gifth had also given of her very best at the piano,
plenty of people in the audience frankly admitted
that they would not like to say who was the best
competitor so far, But the judges were there ;
they would know!

«"Nuraber Six, ladies and gentlemen,’ an-
nounced some official sitting well to the left of
the stage; ¢ Miss Audrey Blain.”

“0Oh, give her a clap ! exelaimed Polly,

As a matter of faet, almost instinctively the
Morcove girls had all started clapping. Thay felt
sore with Audrey, but—well, there, she was a
Morcove girl, and it seemed hateful not to back-up
one's own candidate.

Audrey was * all there.” That was perfectly
evident the moment she walked forward. With-
out being objectionably at heme in front of such
a vast audienco, she had a degree of self-possession
which was charming to see. The applause went
on a little longer than it had done in advance of
the other competitors’ performances.

She sat down, tried the piano, then wiped her
hands with a handkerchief. Then she took off a
bangle—a thing that Polly and the rest thought
she might have done before!

Hitching the piano-stool into better position, she
made some smiling remark to the girl standing by
to turn over. Then dead silence again, and again
the first notes of some wonderful piece that was
beginning quietly like this, only to work up to a
crashing finish, as the whole audience felt sure.

Before a page of the music had been turned,
‘Audrey's playing had made its impression.

Wonderiul!

That was the word which the most seasoned of
eritics weve ready to use. :

The delicacy of her touch. the way in which
she was getting the subilest effects of tone—
wonderful! ;

And then the passion with which she worked
up to the tremendous finale, her hands bounding
up and down the scales, her foot treading the
pedal and then springing away from it, only to
spring back, the glorions volume of sound awhich
the girl was getting from -this one instrument,
making the andience hold its. breath as it waited
for the last majestic chords! :

“Pravo! PBra—vo-0-0l” was the one cry that
accompanied furious handclaps, the stamping of
feot, and thumping of walking-sticks an
umbrellas. “ Bravo ¢ &

Audrey stood up. In the “excitement of the
fament she did not forget to smile her thanks to
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the girl ‘who had * turr Teking her
piece of music off the stand, she shuffled its pages
together, then faced the audience and bowed.

They were still cheering and clapping.

With the sweet, demure smile that she knew
so well how to assume, she bowed. again, then
turned to leave the stage. She had won—she knew
it for a certainty! - :

She even saw Lady Lundy, in the wings, waving
her to remain on the stage for a moment. : Was
she to be asked to do an encore? The audience
were yolling for one. Or was she to be acclaimed
the winner here and now?

Conscious of Lady Lundy and the rest of the
committee putting their heads together for a
lightning confab, she stood in the middle of the
stage, laughing at the crazy applause and bowing
again and again. T .

“ She's gob it!” said Polly, turning to Betty.
“ The prize is hers!” T

“Yes.” - 5

“ Bai Jove, ves, wather! Weal, geals, after all,
it is all to the school’s ewedit!” )

« Oh, yes!” said Tess. “But was Audrey think-
ing the least bit about the school's credit, or was

sh ¥
© Hallo—look I gasped Polly.

For, all in an instant, an astounding thing had
happened. 2
. Whilst Audrey was still holding the centre of
the stage, with the applause coming at her in
wave alter wave, she had suddenly had ther
attention distracted by something that was hap-
rening in the wings.” The nvhole andience was
aware of her looking staggered. She teok an
unnerved step, then recoiled. The sheaf of music
fell from her hiands, and she did not steop to pick
it up. 5 3 =

Then, with a.msh, two other girls dashed
through the aidience and climbed up the steps to
the stage. A bewildered outery arose from the -
audience.

There was something in all this that was not
in order, The two girls could have nothing to
do with thoe contest, They were untidy in aejr
dress, utterly breathless, and- so—who were they?
What did it all mean? -~ :

“Why "' someone shouted in the audience—and
it was Polly. “Oh, do you see? Girls—girls!”

«Jt's Madge—it's Madge!” yelled every Mor-
cove girl in the audience. ‘‘ Oh, Madge!”

For a few moments the wild voicing of that
name drowned all other sounds.

“ Madge! Madge! Oh, Madge! Hurrah!”

“ Order, please!”” some of lhe stewards felt they
ought to entreat at last.  * Order, please, young
ladies!” ce

Then Lady Lundy csme forward, weaving an
expression of joyful excitement. ¥

“Tt is quite all right!” she smilingly ecalled
to the stewards. * The girls may be excused
making a commotion. Ladies and gentlemen, T
am overjoyed at being able to tell you that_one
of these girls is the Madge Minden who has been
missing since yesterday!”

Tremendous sensation}! -

“Tha other girl is Maggie Shaw,” continued
Lady Lundy at last, % and we understand that she
wishes to enter for the pianoforte contest. Dot
girls are— But T will let Madge Minden
explain, shall 11" ]

It was another example of Lady Lundy’s setf
effacing disposition. She simply quitted the staga
withott another word, and there was breathless
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Madge, suddenly called upon to
audience’s wild euriosity.
* Ladies and' gentlemen
“ Bravo, Madge! Oh, hooray !’ This was Polly

ﬂgam, but her chums were shoutmg- with her:

“Good old Madge! Hurrah!”

““ Ladies anl gentlemen, we are sorry to have
rome bursting in a$ the last moment, but—but—
bctter hie than never—"’

" yes, wather, bai

satisfy  the

Jove!  Huwwah—
boov .\Ta.y 1” {

“ My friend Maggie Shaw—-"

“¥Your pupil, Ma.dgel You know she is!”’

“ Oh, welll” Madge gave a breathless laugh
as that correction came from the Morcove row of
seats. ‘‘ Maggie Shaw, at any rate, hopes to do
lustice to herself, alrhnugh she lias come here on
the step of my b1c3c]e‘

The audience, still puzzled, went off into a roar
of langhter ab that amusing detail. All over the

vast auditorium there was a great deal of excited
falk, whilst Madge fmlowcd her stepgirl pupil to
the piane.

Audrey was still on the stage, although she ha{l
shrunk away from the foch]rr[flts People saw her
give a rather ghastly smile to the two girls, and
they saw, too;, how her confusion. increased. as

i nm{‘hu Madge nor Maggie puid the least heed to

“'8ht 8h1” entreated voices in different parts
0[ the house now that Maggie was actually seated
at the piano,

The girl who- had heen turning over -for'the:

players up to now: was: gone.. She was a wnice,
nnassaming  girl,  who had ‘divined thai Maﬁga
ought-to be-the.one to-be at Maggiv’s side. "

Madge to Mabg-e veas. almost audible.

Fhen' Mab'gie Shaw playéd ‘the Woodlénd
Symphany.
Maggie, the 5tepglr}-—methe1kss Maggie, her

thoughts all the tnre with that fugitive father of
hers, as her chum knew full avell, eﬂthough that
was ;amoﬂ)mg the audience had no l\nomeugc of

whatever, There she sat, just doing the best she
could h the piece of despised: munc by which
poor Miss Ahucy had onee heped, to achieve fame.

“ Betty,” Polly felt she simply must whisper,
when the piece had only just begun, *“we know
that piece! It's that awiul symp?xm\y thing 1”

“ Yes, wather! Howevah—-""

“8ht Don't-  speak!” gestured Betty.
“ Listen ¥*

_ Polly shook her head. She felt she simply must
glve play to her feeling of grief,

‘Oh, why—why did Madge let Maggie choose
tfmt. awful ‘piece? You knew we have always

said it

“28h! - Polly dear——quletl
audience likes it?”

Then Poliy looked behind her, scanning the sea
of faces. o her amazement, she saw rapt expres-
sions everywhere—saw old and young alike lean-
mg forward in their seats, their looks transfigured

the emotions that this piece of music was
mapmng

Paula Creel had also looked round, Now Polly
and Paula-met each other’s astonished gaze.

“Well, I declare!”_said Polly’s e}e@
!’a,d~they like it !>

And Paula’s beﬂ.mlng rlance meant nothing if it
did not = an smphah{,

@

&

“It’s a
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Madge Mmdm befare - the

“Now,

s the audience ; Hushed itself, a last word frumi -t\\}l]ay.

Ho-a. point;

Can’t you see the-

Every T uesda.y

Lost and Waon,
IKE it?
There were peoplo in that audiénce who
would never know describe their
enchantment over this piece of musie to which
they were hstemng now,

1t was a piece that no osne had ever -heard
before. Its utle and composer had not been
announced; but this much those who were the
best Jud-fes of good music were already yearning
to say of it—it was a great, a marvellous com-
position !

But these keen eritics were just  the most
breathless listeners of all in the packed Assembly
Rooms, To miss a note would he a erime! What
originality, what harraony! Ah, and what skilful
rendering it needed for that same harmony nob
to become the most distressing sort of discord!
But this girl- pmmsb—~

Never mind who she was or where she came
from, she was & genius!

So the really capable eritics were saying to
themselves as they listened. T Audrey Biams
playing had deeerved the word * wonderful,”” then
what else could one say-of this girl’s playmg but
that it was magnificent, inspired?

And Audrey Blain, as keen a listener as any, as
che loitered in the wings, kuew only too well
before the piece was hall over that .she was
beaien:

She felt she wanted to rush away, but sou‘e- o
thing chained her to the. spot.

The frightful fear was upon her that the next-
few. minutes would see her bsing. denounced by
whole vast aundience
‘s a girl who had stoaped #o.the most wicked

~dayice éa keep a. dangetons -compelitor ot of the -
And et she: hﬂ& “to gfand, by, waiting for

end.

I was _as if -the Iateq, h-avmp; indulged her up
had met only terned. upon her sud-
denly, bul were hglding - her fast, so that shé
should “experience mortifieation, humiliation, the
bitterness of defeat, to the vary fall.

Maggic’s piece of musie did not round off with
the C"ﬂshl'\!\” chords that Audrey’s bad ended with,
The mplr'r]v simply rippled awu%be(ame fainter,
fainter,. then stopped, leaving the a‘wllbonnd
aundience ‘wondering if that reaily were the finish.-
or “whether there was not going to be some last”
bit of * fireworks,”

But no, that wes really the end. Maggie was
standing up, and now-—— ;

The audience stood up, too. Stood up to give
all the better expression to pent-up emotions—
stood up to shout deafening “ Braves!” and to
clap extended hands and wave programmes, and
in same eases even to flourish ha.ts fur necklets,
wallking-sticks,

Tt was, in fact, a scene of frownpd awvplanse.

One round of cheering was followed by another.
Maggie looked more fngntened than pleased.
@ho howed and hrwed ~acain mechanisally. and
ﬂ'\e&" turned to Madﬂe with a lock that plainly’
sai

“Can’t we rin away??

Madge, however, shook ber hend. She <herself
was intending to go, bui she meant Mun'gle to
remain.,

“ No, shoy,:dear,” was Madge’s quiet word; and
because ‘\n.. ould never dream of ﬁautmg
any wish of M cha gtayed,
" Bravo—bravo! Well donel

Encore—encors!™

18]
Ib was r‘ettmrr qmte too much for her. If she:



Twop. ez

ence more off itz
kad been fold not to

seut the
Aud she

bowed, that, onl;

head than ever,

rup away.

In a flustered way she glanced i
i committee only

it and left
ghed a

of the stage.

¢l She wards that she was ov

i trap-door wonld open and let Ther
po .

k h, when—thank goodness, Madge Minden
came Back!

And not alone, either!

But who—who s this person. then, the
audience wondered, whom Madge Minden rvas
suddenly bringing hefore them all? A ti
trembling little person i abby clothes—
little lady, who seerhed to be just as ag
Maggie was by all this wild applause,
then, was she?

S Why, it’s Miss Ainlex ! explo led Polly,
was just enjoying the whole crazy scene as bet
something quite after her own madeap disposition,
¢ Betty—Paula !
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e oul afresh,

only member of tl

¢ to cheer. Tt
st demonstratior
£ se for Miss Agatha Ainley, only dying down
when it became evident that she, in her own-
nervous way, wanted to say something.
“But, ladies and gentlemen,’ came
leys quavering whisper upon the hu
“pvhat can say except thank you
all? My heart is full—too full for words. My

poor litil symphony, as I used to call it—"

broke down for a moment.

indeed, it was tucked away as use:

Then
Polly
audience
panden

e applause brol
Linton was not tl
standing oh A& ¢
jum again—the

oroyears
fess, v . in my old burean at home., And
T can 1 never forget, ladies and gentlemen,

Y
that it would have been there to this day, but for
Miss Madge Minden's chancing to see it, an
begging me to let her do the best with it, I—L
owe everylhing to her, you see. That is what I
want to say. 1 am so happy!"’

THEY BE IN TIME!

“ Yes, wather! Bai Jove, geals!”

“ Hark! ’8h—'sh!”

The uproar died away in a moment.
was ready to speak..

* Ladies and gentlemen,’ she said, in a ringing
voice, “* with Lady Lundy's permission, may
introduce to you the composer of the piece you
heard just mow? Miss Agatha Ainley, of this
town—"

Madge

“PBravo! Br—"

“ And composer of the .‘\‘(oofiiznul Sym-
phony,’ ? Madge eried, checking the fresh out-
burst of - cheering. * Ladies and gentlemen, I

want to say one more word., Miss Ainley com-
posed the © Woodland Symphony ' years ago. She
could never get it published, never even get it
played. But, alter the way you have received the
picce this afternoon, T have not much doubt that
printed copies of it avill soon be selling by the
thousand,  What do you say, ladies and gentle-
men?”

¢ Thare’s my bike ! " exclaimed Madge joyfully.
be abla to get to the festival at Barncombe, after ali I *'

“we'll

Paula Creel sat down in {he seab

At this point,
It was too ‘ dis-

and began to wipe her eyes.
twessing ' !

“ And all my happiness—any little bit of fame
that has come to me in this wonderful hour—I owe
it all to Madge Minden! Madge dear—bless you,
bless you! You, too, Maggie Shaw! I.can say
no more, only kiss you both, my dears!”’

Which she did, with the audience going clean
off its head once again, whilst Polly, in her excite-
ment, fell off her chair and * squashed” Paula.

A minute later Lady Lundy was annourcing
that the diploma and prize of twenty pounds in
cash had been awarded by the committee to—
Maggie Shaw!

Happy Days for Magagie.

ATE that evening there was a rare jabbe

L of tongues in the study belonging to Bett
Barton and Polly Linton.

All their best chums were there, ane everybulty

was talking at ounce,

g
v
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Even Puula Creel, who looked as if she were
Lalf asleep in an armchair, was really drawling
quite a lot—without, however, getting the least
sttention paid to her.

“1 do wish you would let me get in one word,
anyhow ¥’ yelled Polly. *To get back to my
point. We don't know, even now, why Madge
Minden went in for giving musie lessons for
money.”’

“Supposing we go and ask Madge point-
blank 7 suggested Dolly Delane,

“ Hooray—yes |’

They wont along to Madge’s den, and found
her there alone, just gumming-up & letter-for the
post.

“ Madge,” said Betty, with sudden gravity, *' we
pirls  wounld like to heve one or two things
explained, if-it is all the same to you. Perhaps,
thongh, you wodld rather not say who caused you
and Maggie to be lecked up in the house on the
moors by writing a warning note to Maggie's
father?™ F

“No, T—

“ Vou have a pretty goed notion why that letter
was written, we may take %7
Y- Ves, I think I am entitled to say that,”
said Madge,

The girls exchanged glances, and then Betty
‘spoke again for all of them: »

“In that ecase, Madge, we shall say no more,
except that we also have a pretiy good notion,
too. Now for another matter, All this business
that has ended up in such a wonderful way
.to-day—it hegan with your getting the sudden
craze of taking musie-pupils.””

N Yeg— :

“ Any pupils, never mind who or what they
were, s0-long as you: got—pupils.”

“That is so,”’ Madge said, smiline serenely.

“ Wall,” gmiled back Betty, “why?  That’s
what wo are so puzzled ahout. Why did you do it,
Madge?”

_#0h, T can easily tell you now,’” said Madge.

“T have just been- writing to tell dad. T have
reminded him how he poch-poohed the idea ot
music being any use as a profession, some time
back, - Tt was after he had given me quite a_talk-
ng to about heing so keen on music, and had said
that it would be no earthly use as a means of
support if ever I should need to keep myself,
that T just made up my mind to carry out an
experiment.  Whilst I was still at gchool, T would
s%c‘!}low many paying pupils I could get. That's
- al

“Bai Jove!”

“T got a good few,” Madge pursued, taking
up a small notebook, T conld have got a good
many more, I think, only things began to get a
bit tense as regards poor Maggie and that awful
business with her father. Still, there is what I
earned, girls, and T really don’'t see why it
shonldn’t go to the Christmas hospital collection.”

“ Four pounds three shillings "

“In four weeks!”

“ Mostly out of Audrey, too, you'll see,”” Madge

'- Next week’s issue of “THE
SCHOOLGIRLS OWN?”
will be on sale, MONDAY,
DECEMBER 18th.
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remarked, with a dry laugh, ‘&he was a paying
pupil—Audrey, I wiii‘,a.y that.”

There was a telling silence alter that, before
Betty exclaimed grimly: :

“ONuff said about Audrey, T think, Then, %r]s,
all we have to do before we start talking about
breaking-up day is 10 take it out of Cora Grand-
ways and Co. just a little bit, for the wq‘r they"
perseculed Madge about her stepgirl pupil.”’ .

“ Clomie on—yes!¥ approved Polly gleefully.,
“They often made a row outside Madge's doors
Now we'il make a row outside theirs!”

And they did!

Tt was the work of a few moments for the girls
fo concoch a pavedy of that derisive song which
Cora and her eronies had baen so fond of dinning
in Madge's ears.  That song had been called
“Only a Stepgal.” Betty and ber chums thought
‘téheil; parody might well be called *‘Only a Spit-

re " -

S0 they announced it as such, at a moment when

.Cora and the rest were feeling quite sinall encugh

over. Madge's  final triumph, without any need
for being * ragged.”” .

¢ Oh——" ¥ began the chums, lifting up their
voices outside Cora's study door.

“ ¢ Oh, T'm only a miserable spitfire,

A-snapping and snarling all dey: X
My voice was no uge for the choir,-
For all T could do was 1o bray? "

“ Hee-haw, hee-haw! Ha, ha, ha!” vociferated
all the girls in the passage, =~ -

And the peals of laughter continued long after
Petty and her chums had romped away, leaving
Cora Grandways. and her kindred spinis simply
speechless with wrath. L

You will be wondering how Maggie Twed in
the days that followed, and what happened as
regards her father,

What happened was that Maggie, thanks to the
kindly interest tuken in her bv Lady Taundy, wenh
from triumph to trivmph with her musie, and she
had not turned sixteen before ghe madas the
greatest triumph of all at Queen’s Hall, London,
before a most distinguished audience.

Need it be said that one item she played on
that great mizht was the famous © Woodiand
Symphony 7 .

As for Maggie’s father, she had gone for years
without seeinz or hearing anything -of him, when
one day he came hack into her life as suddenly
as he had gone out of it i

But what a changed father he was!

He had heen abread all the years he had been
out of her life. He conld %ell her that he had
made complete restitution for all past wrong-
doing, and, indeed, would never have let himself
come back to her unless he had been able to look
her in the eyes as an honest man.

“ Maggie darling—little girlt’” he said over and
over again, kissing her. “ As I have made it up to
others for all the wrong T did, may T make it up
to you, Maggie, always so good and true?”’

And they clung and svept together, re-united
now, never to part.again!

[ENXD OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.]

(Mext week’s Iong complete Worcove story i
the first of a splendid new series, and is entitied
“The Treasure of Castie Qarth!? It describes
Belty & ©Co.’s Christmas holiday adventures.
Order your copy of next week’s Christmas issue
of the SCHOOLQIRLS’ OWN at once )



