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“You Will Love Jemlma Carstau-s, Who is Featured in this Fme Story'

. The Qirl Who was in Coventry. ;

£ E. can’t leave the man here!” said Befty
Barton worriedly.

“And equally,” agrced Madge Minden,

L don’l; see that we can go and tell Jemima and

ma.ke mxrseives miiculous

e Yes cheat i noddcd Pol]y Lmtsm

spoke wzth an excess of grimness.
t ot Polly, the madeap of the Fourth Form at
Morcove, should be at all out of temper, for her
nature was sunniness itself.

“1 dide’t mean quite that 7 Madgo. explamed
after a pausé, f.
~gnd worse. What I mean is she has snch a
way of being amiable and friendly that one ean't
rebuff her. If we’ weit into her ‘study and said
that a visitor had called for her
—well, as an overturo of hjcndsinp

“Yeos, . wather, deah geals, Buh pewwaps if T
. went_’!

" . 'That intervuption was hastil
‘chorus of dissent, and Paula
surprised:

“Weally,” she lisped, “I fail to see the, weason
for that, you know, As a girl with’ pleuty of tact
end diplomacy———

“Oh, my word—tact!” said Polly, and the heavy
clouds watted from Her brow as she chuckled in
ge'lglllt at her avistocratic friend’s description ‘of

BI'SE
- Paula might be severa! sm'ts of a ‘darling, but
she was anything but taetful,

No,” said Betty decidedly—and as Betty was
captain of the Fourth-Form- she had to make what-
ever decision there might be—'"no, girls, the .solu-

- tions would be simple enough if.a tnaid were about,
- . or any of the servants. We've got to let Jemirme

know that her father's secretary has called to see
" her, and the only way is—"

Betty was inferrupted then by Madge Mmden s
nud ing her arm,

They were standing in 2 small group in the

drowned h

school hall, and girls of other Forms were passing
and repassm%at every moment; but the girl who -
adge Minden to interrupt Befty's -

"had caused
eloquence was a member of their own Form, a
1:1 with thin face and close-seb eyes.

You know whnt shc -
% hked nothing' better than to-listen to- other girls’

Polly

It was unusual . interest  for-

" intevest.

although she certainly is a. cheat -

she’d take it a8
- Ursula,”

ool looked qulte )

- mured, sml]mg to hersclf.

‘& -blue pencil that was one of Polly
. proudest possessions.

_Even though ‘the whole of the Fourth Form‘
at Morcove School is against her, Jemima -
.. Carstalrs, the strange new girl, does not -
.. allow that to worry her. She goes on in
the same ofd way—and it is Betty Barton
& who discover they have made a
mlsiake, and mis;udged her afi along.

She was walking by, appamnl:lg engroseed in
thoughts, but once she pive a quick glance aside

‘. at them—a glance -that sbowed pretty clearly

that she’ Was listening’ to, every worﬁ t cy were
saying. -
That was Ursula. Wade all over; of -cdurso, Sho

conversation, even when they had no particular
her. But this eomexsaimn had

8o everyone ivas silent, and such was the atten-
tion . Ursula: receivod that she had the grace to.

" hlush ‘and hurry- on.

“Ursula would do,” Polly Linton satd. “stuh

_-and Jemima are birds of a feather, after all, aren’t
they ? . She’ 5. the only one in the Form’ who speaks

to Jemima.”

“And Jomima's the only one who spealm to
pointed out Madge, “They’re six of
one and half-a-dozen of the other, We shall hiave
to write out the message on a strip of paper, and
put it in at the door. That's all that one can do.”

i | suppose it is,” Bel.t_y n.dmatt.ed “Jemima
will smile,”

“Let her"’ Polly exclalmeﬂ
her smiles,” ‘ o
“Well, it would be 1at11c1 éueer’ Betty mur-

ot, as Madge says,
it is the only thing to do. Jemima can laugh,
but it will sting, too.” .

“Yes, and a good job, too, real]y, ooncurzeﬁ
Madge Minden, - with a curt nod -of her head.
“She. wants to f:e taught a lesson she’ll remember, -

3 "’.\Va don’t mi:m{

-Thanks to her personality, she can go through life
flouting people’ &s she Eleasas—domg wrong, and
" then winning. her way

. got to learn that. it won’t do always.”.

k to favour Bui: she's
There was ready agreement” with” that expressed .
on every face, and Deti~ Barton burrie away
to get possessmn of a large pzeoe ‘of paper and :
inton’ 8

15 was easy to mark ouf the message and Betiy
and the ohhers went up to the Tourth Form

corridor,
Jt was easy to tell which study belonged to

Jemmm Carstairs, for there came from it the
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and the group halted outside that door.

Betty arranged the placard for easy display, and
tapped on the door panel. : alia

Twice she bad to tap, ho‘#éﬁet‘,_ before .ﬂio
received attention: Then the tﬁwri ng ceased..”
Betty turned the handle of door, but it did .

- not-move. It clicked, however, and at that there
vame from the other side a pleasant, soft voice, a
* voice that was kindly and gently masive.
“Door’s locked. Dash away—th e's a good kid,
Ursnla; Rush up and down the corridor; and time
youreelf, T'm bugg—"" L
Betty smiled [aintly and shook the handle,
., 16 secmed that their little trick would not work,
for someone would have to talk to Jemima now, it
-, seemed, otherwise how would she know that BT
wagrt Ursula? :

That problem ' Madgo Minden solved, though, -

by speaking to Paula in a loud tone of voice,
“Door’s locked, Paula.” :
“Yes, wather—appawently.”

Then, as Madge -Minden had sﬁrmiséd, there .

canmie the scrape of a chair, and the next moment
Jemima Carstairs bad the door open, and was
standing stm-mﬁ at them. R

Jemima’s .well-shaped oval face was fushed with
the exertion of work, and her grey eyes regarded
the girls with surprize. One hand was dived into
the pocket of the blue “smoking-jacket,” while
the cther groped for and found s horn-rimmed
monoele, - Fu o
cwnOh, .what cheery” .
“Quite a batch -of visitors] | S
- fat home’ day, what? Quite understand. -
i, and make yaurselves at home (¥ - T )
The monocle ‘'was screwed info- her right eye
. &nd-ihe ribbon dangled down gra(‘:_efullly.' "Behin
her the light” was_silhouetfing the outline of her
‘reddish-brown, wavy hair, and shining full upon
the faces of the gihls who_had brought her the
Inessage, : : o

An unkindly light it was, for it made their cona
fusion far tod” obvious for their liking, and they
felt, on. ihe whole, rather foolish, ’

But Betty Barton walked pp-the passage to
Jemima, whils Madge, Polly, and Pauls discreetly
walked away, o . {

Betty would gladly have handed over the mes-
sage into Jemima's keceping, but that girl had
both hands in her jacket pockets now, and wag
eyemlg the thing with interest.

“Mr. Bmvmlee-wa.itmg for me downstairs, I
say,” she exclaimed, “ho

how biight, my very decar Betty,
" ave’ conceived this brilliant notion.
ing’s & bit wobbly, But what of it 1"
Betty Barton went crimson. and drew down her
notice with as much dignity as she could muster,
“In the waiting-room—where’s that 1* " added
Je’ﬁuega. %:fgtre Botty ME]% wiflk off, 1. ol
e iy - barton, compelled. by natural. po) iteness,
halted. Girls had
Gmnd\vays—'bt'it'-when they were in-Coventry the
made no efforts to s'gea!g_fer fear of the ?Zgzifs. 7

Jemima seemed oblivious of the. fact thai she
wag in Coventry. b . Ya o om

Betty was sorely tempted to answer ithat fjues-

‘tlon, Lut she groped for her pencil, and could not -

_-find i, -

- Jemima, with a quick smile, w%nt back to her -

- table, and handed over a black-lead.
“Or,” she offered, “my machine is at your dis-
posal. T've just finished typing my pater's play—

& brilliant effort, The play, -that is—not the
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rogular ticking of a quiclly-operated typewriter,

“then nodding her head.

e o'bseg\red amizbly, -

6 it was iny -
d. Come

w pefectly stunming !
- friend” TUrsula

- {riends, and you——

seen sent to Coveniry before.
.now—Ursula bad beén sent to Coventry, 1;.yzk:l.C:ora. :

Every Tuesday
typing. ' Perhaps T'll give a reading o the Foim,
b s R

She handed Betty the peneil, and ihe captain
of the Fourth did-a burried diagram of the lowor
part of the schdal shewing the way to the waiting-
room, e M, Brownlee, socretary of Captain .
Carstairs, the” famons _dramatist, #waited. his
employer’s daughter’s attendance. w1 ;

demuma, -with an almost paternal salicitude,
watched ]§etty’s efforts, putting her head this way
and .that, stepping back and if “closing. hor eyes,

“Awially nice of you,” she commented, “to
come and_amuse me like thiz; Shows o
friendly - d mean o say, to waste your
time deawing puff.puffs and what not.” °

Betiy’s eolour deepened, and she scribbled on top
-of the sketch: ‘ -

« Way to waiting-room.” s .

“T see,” said Jemima, with a quick nod. Her
cyeglass gleamed in thie light, and she stigled upon
Betty. “I just go up fork Yightaing, hali by the
bit of broken leag, go along the conperting—"'

" Stdirs,” Betty wrote by what Jemima ‘had
designated a concertina. TeEE Ty .
“Btairs, T mean,” agreed Jemima. “Then so on
and-likewise so forih. Awfully kind and all that
stuff, Betty, I'Hl just rush down at once. How
do you like this frock? . New one. ' Just arrived,

Spartan cut, you know. No frills or' nonsense, B

Like it ?”
Betty looked at the freck 4ngd liked it.- Terribly
kard 1t was to look coldly into those . friendly
rey eyes, tervibly hard t6 walk away dehbemtely;
ut Betty was captain of her Form, and-as captain
had to lead. - . g
The Form had by common. oonsent sent Jemima
to Coveniry, and the Form’s decision was somes
thing of vast importance. - , o
So Betty walked away,. just as Ursula arrived.
Ursula’s arrival was the. sighal for Jemima “to
gather all her papers together in a great hurry,
“Don’t bother, Pl do-it,” Ursula offered, .
“No bother,” mmiled  Jemima, | “Quite . 8
ﬂfasm‘e, I assure you.” she bowed, * You'l
-delighted to hear that Fve finfshed the pafer’s °

bad-~
what ? ; ;

“I offered to help,” Ursula pointed: out, with
an angry look! “You wouldn’t let me. Anyone
would think———?> - . o

. Yos P queried Jemima as the other broke off.

“ Anyone would think I was an enemy instead of
a friend. My father is your  fatheds closést
. went on quickly, “You  know
your father said I could help, He wants us to he

.. Im not, what ¥ sighed Jemima, "How sad
life is! Didn’t T take this Youg and arduous jour-
ney to Coventry with youd* | . :

‘It was your faulti” Ursula . retorted, a red
8pot of colour in either cheek. "I know you took
the blame. T'd have done it for yow If you
hadn’t taken the French vrib hack, nothing would
bave happened, I conld haye got away with it.
Your priggishess was what was wreng. . If yould
minded-your own business—> _ . . -

Jemima raised her hand; ,

“Sorry to dash away 0. the middle,” she said,
“Pm terribly absorbed in Your pearls of. wisdom,
but I really must scoot now. There's the machige,
Just.type out all you have to sa Ursula, my very

play. A single-handed effort thet isn’:
t?” . .

_dear one, and. we'll put it {6 mpsio when come’ -

back. i ) .
And off went Jemima Carstairs, with anything
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‘but @ boyish walk, despite her many queer masou-

line affectations, Not even closely-shingled hair
made her look boyish. But she was queer—very
Queor—as everyone at Morcove agreed, and
ueerest of all she seomed to Ursula Wade,- whom
she had left in her study biting her lip vexatiously,
conscious that she had been foiled,” : :

Jemima is Adamant,

‘ M R. BROWNLEE would have had every t_axcuée

for impatience. He had been waiting in the
school waiting-room for more than twenty
minntes, but he stood by the fireplace, lookin
round- the ropm, and not betraying any signs o
excitement or impatience. - He was a good-looking
yourxﬁ man, and he smiled as Jemima entered,
- “Cheero, Brownie!” said Jemima, :
“Hallo, Jlmmfl” said Mr. Brownlee. “You
must have run al
to be so quick before.”
“Ah,” said Jemima. “It’s the toughness of
school life, Brownie. How’s the guv'nor 1”
“Working hard,” said Mr, Brownlee. “He sent

. me along to collect the play, you know.
. you've finished it.

-Hope

Car’t understand his leaving
the typing to you,” - T ’
smiled, LE ‘
“'Pater’s sonsitive about his stuff,” she said,
“Great brains, you know. Great es of sensi-
tiveness cdoze over me often, O and often.

But I've finished, -though, I didn’t know he. '

wanted it——" : .
“Wants to show it to Mr. Wade,” explained the

" secrotary.

His duties as éacretarj were_very light indeed.
He was employed ,chieﬂg,‘ Jemimé gathered, as a
librarian, for her father’s library ‘was very exten-

“sive, ‘and was in progress of being re-catalogned
‘and re-conditioried, Also

Mr. Brownlee had to sort
out reference works in: the British Museum when

" the playwright was engaged wpon the serious task:

of writing long and heavy volumes upon' the early

* years of art and civilisation,

. “To Mr, Wads,” Jemima murmured, and flicked
i}_xa play with her bhand. “Guv'nor there with

im 7

", “No; he's in town,” said Mr. Brownlee, “I'm

‘ve.been asked to see that e play_is_safely

“delivered to Mr. Wade, - He's going to read it
-through and criticise it,” - - : .

Jemima could not help smiling, She remem-
bered Ursula's father, a portly gentleman' with
emall, blinking eyes, and a face she did not trnst.

“Do you know, Brownie,”” said Jemima seriously,

the Wade gentleman.” 5 T
“Not. very nice, is he?” grinned Brownlee.

“Don’t like him myself. Ho can’t: do anything -

funny with the play, though, can he ?” -

“Not so sure,” sighed Jemima, ’

“He's your father’s greatest friend. Your
father would trust him anywhere.  And I suppose
?enought to know,” added the secretary thought-
fully,

"%’m 1" .said Jemima reflectively. **Humph!
as one might say. Guv'nor’s so trusting. Awfully
sweet and dear of him, of course, But there, you
know what people are!” S

Mr, Brownlee smiled and looked at his watch,

- “I can’t wait long,” he said, “Anything you
can say against Mr, Wade meets with my approval,
but not with your pater’s. Gof the play here?”

He picked up his hat, being obvionsly in a hurry.
But Jemima rested on'the table and Irowned.

- @yes upon it,”

the way! I've never known you -

- " &
Jemima screwed her monocle into her eye and

iust packing- the thing and going back to-morrow.

t find my heart year_ning great wyearns for )

‘patted Mr. Brownlee's
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“I shan't send the Flay.” she vemarked.
Mr, Brownlee, startled by that amazing decision,

. looked at her, then smiled.

“No; I shall take it.” = .
“Can’t be done,” decided Jemima. *“Much too
important, really. Mr. Wade might grub it all
oveJ.I“ ﬁitb his little fingers and spoil my nice clean
work,” . ) . o
“But your peter says he's to hdve it, and his
word is—well, law,”’ Mr, Brownles remarked. ‘
Jemima saw that clearly enough, but slie also
saw what sheo thought was_the undesirability of
letting the play get into the hands of Mr. Wade.
“He’s too keen to set his small, little, hrxiht
3 she sighed. “ And so's that lovable
light of his life,. Ursula. Tell him I'm not sending -
it; Brownie. Give him my love, and say I have
cha:'lged my mind—or rather, to be precise, the
guv's,” g1 L

"JEMIMA IS ADAMANT! . Come
b ' along,
Jimmy,’" sald Wir. Brownles, “@ive me the

lay. = 1 must hand it over to Ursula Wade's

ather.” ¢ You can tell him that I refused to
hand it over to anyone but my father ¢ ¥ peplied
g Jemima. 2 E

Mr. Brownlee looked at Jemnna, smiled. and

~shook his head,

“Otders, Jiminy, are orders,” he said kindly. “I
sympathise with what you feel, ‘But Mr, Wade
has got -to have the play. Hang it, it’s vour

.pater’s to do with as he likes! He'll be frightiully

anncyed if you don't hand it over. I really think
you ought to.” s
Jemima tucked the gnlay under her arm, and-
road shoulders. -
“Cheer up, Brownie,” she said. “Troubles coma
not in single Fies,‘ as Wordsworth wittily remarks,
“but in whole eight-conrse dinners. I shall get

"into very tepid water, but I can bear it. Comes
of being a.Spar?an,‘ what ?” :

“Bat I say,”. Mr. Brownlee protested, “bo



w .c;tra hiened hersel

qen:uble, Jxmmy. You must hand it over, you
know, 1t’s got to be done soomer or later. Wade

-will report 11; to the guv nor, then the fat w1li'
*This play—_ "

be in the fire,”
© % Lt it sizele if 1t §s,” said Jemima,
‘ _doesn’t leive my hands except for the guv’mr‘s.

©o “* Afraid 1 shall lose, it?” -

“Not that, Bmwme, oE colrse not "But when
" I .see the guvinor qgam, shall give him a little
lectiire, © T shall illustrate it with choice and alle-

gory, you lkmow, about the lion that trusted the .

. mouse: which bit his ear or something, and guide
him away from ‘the Wade man.”

-Mr. Brownlee was. not. lmpreﬂased he ﬂmled

n]beit with impatience.. "
*Oh, conie on, Jimmy,™ he sa:cl
- play, and don’t ’be % yo ﬁ fool. " What 'am I io
- say to Wade? can’t b
) -a.y it wasn’t reacl o

Say that 1. i'efused to- ‘hand it, over to you—to
the, guv'nor
“play, he'll eome down and see -
. me, and. Pl put it o him like a- Dutch auntw-

anyone but the guv’nor,

’I'hen, i
“wants to have. his

.“hntever 4 Dutch sunt is, you know.”

Biownles was a 1Emizle young man. He‘

: 1eac‘1ed forward to take the play by force, since
‘he could not tgke i from its possessbr by reaconing,
: J’eml_llma., howewir, stepped out of - his reach, dai'ted

to the doer,

elammed it 1
Before Mr. Prownlee Z:ad the door open she was

out of night down the corridor, and after a second’s
_ peuse in tha l!dl, e sh
went.  Then' J emcrged from her hiding-

ace,. :md. stdl ‘shaking her head smiiy at her

ather’s !Ee stairs,
- She p’assed 'Bqtty ‘and - Polly: oni; im way,. and
gave them a cheery, though™ somewhat  absert.
_minded, md apﬁzrent!y failing to mﬁwe that they
-did not look at

" But she did notice, and she. s:ghed heavﬂy

“And mow,” she fold herself, “Y shall have to
. doa tezugfartan exercises’ to get inte trim fm a

voally up-and-dewrier  with - the guv’nor.
. What with bem% apoped up-in a small room with
- gil like Urenla Wade, and being barred from
- chatting chippily with the only péople worth know-

ing, I seem .tg %unxe struck: the thin ice ‘near: the -

dange1
And she went’ sa.dly hack o Utsula Wade s af:udy
humming to herself, “1 At Nobody’s Darl

with .quite an amount ~of feeling, but comp eto"

“absence of tlme.
' Beaten nespno Al

-

o : A T tile moma‘nt when Jemima, returning ta her . -

. si:udy, opened - the : door, Ursula Wade was

‘ busy running through a heap of papers in a

’ lsmggd‘ steel’ case at wmaﬂy was very seeurely
QC!

o Nery. qmetly the door opened and .Telmma,

" although she smi said not ‘a word. The rustle -

of ‘ihe fiercely-shuffled papers. prevented Ursula’s -

hearing the dao’ bem% swung close, ‘and Jemima
seated herself ' stealthily in’ a- chair, and picked
up one_of theé sheets on the tablé-and commenced
. to read it—a sheet upon which she bad made
- mistakes, and had therefore discarded ,
© Bhe was srtting there, reading, when {Trsula

other " said: Ursula
- Daddy said—"
23 though she had 1ecewsd ) Iow‘ on the back,
wheeled round, .
She " looked at Jemlma who did-"not even
. trouble to- glance up U:sula went paie a.nd ‘her
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“ (Hive'me the -

htm a whopper, and '

shrugged his shoulders and )

“rather - th:
“Where can it be? o2

_Jemima.. rustled the paper sli hily, and- Ursula, 3

~ Every Tuesday
beart seemed 16 stand still, Her
and she stood there, ‘gaping st Jemima, while
that girl dropped the paper on-thie ground, yawned,

and leaned back to sarvey I}m!a casually th.mugh

her monocle,
"‘Hiu]io—nullol” she saids _ “Dn't say you’ vo losh

" the use: of your’ Tower jaw, my much-beloved
& soy. that the flow of brllhmlt small -

Ursula. Don
talk has for ever Jaeen stilled, what >

“How long Hiive yuu.baen hare g pani:ed Ursula. )
©“I didn't hear

you come In,

“ Just strofled in,” said Jenyina lazily. “Hated
~ to interrupt you Wil ig(m weré fmsy Hope 39{1
ound what yon wante

Ursula bit hér lip and said nothing, She neve.r
knew what to_say to Jeinimia, who was al\vsj»s 50 -

, cool, and resourceful, -

- “Jast: as’k Jimmy,” said Jemima Innd!i with-an -
encoumgmg wave of -the hand.. “Any -advice
wanted, come to James the Eyer Ready. Soiry
‘Tm so frtghtfuﬂy careless, ¢ Pwer g0’ untidy that
you can't tind enything 1”7

# I~~dropped something into. the case, _;l g T )
- of rubi:er,” stammered

Ursyla, recovering “her -

nerve. That is all. T wam't lookmg ab yuur
pers .
% Oh mg dear,” mtesi;ecf Cfem;ma in. pamed
tones, e hornd sug stiont Tu,sh! Never

et it be said that Ursula, t e stiekler for etiquette,

the . girl of i'mnour, would d 9 suchi a. thing! No,

no, & million times I

Ursula turnied her- bacls a.n& ehsed the case wu‘,h
a snap,

“T1 leave it,” she smd s'fmrtly. R 2 can alw&xs

- -get anathes piece.”

She -pulled: & chair 1p 3 3he; Tuble, tiew, i

stared at. & crossword puzzle: which was on the
- table. It was not really ?m}d

ing her attention, and
not many minutes elapsed, therefore, heiore, her
curiosity gaining the better of her, she looked at
- Jemima agam.

“Did you give Bmvmlee_the phy 2% sha aaked

“He wanted it. for your fabher Jen.uma, Te-
marked carélessly... “ Your father is l;g ing to brmg
his brains to bear upon “it, -to make suggestions
and alterations, and all that dort of rot. -Great
brain, your .father A man, anp anight-say, of deep

- *Yes,” sa,ld Ursila, puzeled “He ¥
She -tried to tmi her excitemient, bub. ‘was”
conscious. of Jemlmn s, gieammg Inonocle and . the

" Tesource.

close scrutiny from the pleasani :
" 4“8o nice i?o have ﬁelpfu‘l ﬁ!xengge’y .Immma said, o

¥ eriticising, one s, jolly old work a.nd like,”

“0Of course,” . agieed %:mﬂm uncom’fortabl
“My father usuall_y males—-—makes hel;aful sugges
tions,”

S g0, agreed Jemima, “T é'honl& s&j.

8he gob up. from. hex. chaii t!ien 3
together’ thalmpages that lay on theha!e
“Whenever she made a misiake, 'she restirted the
page, so that there should be no mark of .soft
ribbing out'or deletion, "It was an excellent plan
“where neatness was eorcerned, and the typescript,
neatly pinned - between brown-paper sheets, was.
someshing to 1egnrd ‘with pleasure and acInura-
_tion.. -

Ursula was, rega
an any
“%That isn't {;he ng?” -she exc]almed be{ore
she could prevent the utteranes of the. ineantious

it w;th Ionging, however‘

"a\# dropped,-- -

WO 2
"That?" sald Jemima earaless{y, and tos sed it

“ aside.. May as well burn these otd pagcs, -

5U] :
ﬁe looked aﬁ the ﬁre, wWhich. was a goo& one, and



- that

B suspicious,. but now

.. 'a blind helper in her father’s st

o that Ursula® would .be with her..

.. .That would not be the end,

Twaﬁmce -

,:-‘ then ‘stooped. to. gather the odd o5 irom the .
“box. She took stéck of everythm pag

“ Bei.ter wrap ‘them into a
advised, “and’ take them down to the fu-nace
. Much ‘better to do that.” -
.. Tt was a good idea, and Jemima thnnked har for

it, and found a copy of an old
-tore the pages into strlps and put them into the
ocpen newspaper 5ot

Ursula watchéd her,  and. on’ an occedsion when

. -Jemimd’s back. was turned took the opportunity
fo open the brown | paper covered typescript.

. “You forgot .to” gwe your father’s seeretary the‘
o ty rlp{'., sutelgl

she exclaimed.
Forgot? , nol”. said Jemlma.

" hand it over.”:

© 7 Ursula. looked up at tha.t sts.rtied She wanted,:
* to ask why, but she knew already, and bit her «
" lip with. annoyanee. -How. mauch ‘her, father wanted:

.. to gain possession of that typescript she knew.

: Ever{l artifice -had been tried, and it’ seemed now

e really’ had succeeded..

. "Her orders were ‘very .clear mdeeﬂ n!though
‘he had. hinted only at_first, and" gmzn her false
" clues-as to what was his objéch. -

‘From ‘the first time she knew that Jem:ma had

action. She. had deﬁmte]y not sent the t}pe&crip!‘.
apparently. .

. “T ghall post it on. to the guv'nor,” Jenuma
" explained lightly. “Thaf will be all right.’

he turfied-again to throw .one-or two papers -on.
skilfully -
% fully

rsula, | {eamng forward,

- the fre,- and
box a -piece of pa.per elose!y

‘picked from . the -

-~ “written upon in small h:mdwutmg "
For that she’ ‘had searched in vain- befo're J emima

. had eutered, but Jemuda had turned it ‘out from

a. sacret bottom oE the box, and Ursula's ‘oyes.

What to dm with t‘hat Ipapar fj b?ge i1:1he eddzs
t was stroyed—

" povered-it she knéew-well. -
. to ba burnt, if possible, “There i in the grate ‘burned
- the fire, and the manuscript was in‘her hand.

" Perhaps, when Jeminia was gone—— .

But there would be the aghes; and_she mlght
- he caught iy the act-of bmmnﬁ ¢! Ursula wag

" Inow that this blue paper, with- its closs” hand:
. writing, ‘was to be destroyed, and her quiek mmd
- found a way ouf. -

Under the heap-of torn paper in the newspaper,

" she’ pushéd: the manuscnpt Just before Jemima
" “turned. again, :

ST earry ° :t “for” you. _ U:sula. offered, - am:l
Jemlma, in ‘the act of picking it up, hes:tated

A ﬂlckermg stnile passed aeross, her hps, nnd she:.‘

. nodded her head.

“What. Ursula’ hoped to do at’ t}us eleventh hput."—'

- i“sbe did nhot-know, and she was rather ghid, too,
In that case, she" -
would not Have to worry abouh the typescnpt

‘‘she was leaving ‘behind.

Smiling still; Jemima - followed Ursula ou{: of

"the_room; am} Ursula’s heart beat quickly, She
. could even ‘gfford. fo_ smile; for how simple her -
" sclieme was, _an& yet b

: ex ent.ly 6 wWas

- waorking!
She would throw the. bundle on to the ﬁre, a.m:l

. ‘then the manuseript would be lost. -

. témte. For when
" .it-was half-burnt,-when it wou be“too late_to

. Eetrleve that. paper, she wouEd pomt zt out to
Flushed with. exmtement- 5!!9 led the way -t

“the. fu;nace that heated t.he water for’ the central

T'H E SCHOOLGI RLS’ OWN

with her kéen.
~ eyes, and nodded her head in satisfaction. -
: bindle,”: Ursula.*

néwspaper. She -

. "I chdn’t .

Jemima ' was- taking

eme, but she did - . -
‘Jem;lma\ swished eut the flamies and set her lips!

- byt
. heating system. A ]arge fumace it \’\&‘;, a,nd when
the door was open the heat was. intense. To
-stuff that burdle itito the opening: was not going.
to be easy; but Ursula managed ity wss sco;eh,mg
her hands slightly. :

“H'ot

“Now a!am the doér!” advmed Jemzma
{'.lshr, isn't it 7

* Ursnla poked the bundla into the nnddle of i-.hc

furnace, and it caught light.
soon flared, .and so di
‘paper, but. the manuseript papar at the bottom did

The newspapér cover

- mnotlight so easily..

~Ursula raked'it over, and, raioed it; too, so that .
, the blie paper showed clearly: - .

"Quite casually; Jemima had. beenr wabchmg until
then. but- now her, ‘eyebrows weht ‘up, -and the .
“#rionacle dropped to the end oE xts r:bbon. and sho
“stared.” . :

“Goodness -

reater semousness than Dlsu!n. hail ever ‘heard
“her
¥ sajd rsula, mply. .

“Blue. paper” V___py ’

-.Jemima whapped up - the rnke a.nd pushcd nt
msxde Bui. the rake could not reach the-

-now, for Ursula had cinningly pushed it ueI m,

and her arm wns-longer than Jemima’s.,

“The metal was red hoi, and Jemima drew her .
hand back, all “red and scomhed Her . face, -
marked eontrash wa.s pa!e 2

"That’s. the guv'nor’s M8, 1 she .exclalmed ."l,.
-left it in the box: Iknowldxd! E—" %

-“You put it in’ fhe bundle. I saw’ yoir, " Ursula‘
said- innocently. .. * Didn’t you mean. fo . - :
T put yeu: i the bundle I; Jemima- exclanmed :
“Here; (.!)asa me that othm poker. thlngqulackl;,'
Hg}fl out! - 8lip! Jump!” - ‘

e waved the red- hot rake, anc] Urkula handed.
the poker over guickly -cnou in .

‘In vain' Jemimé& fr ant:cally med to g the two
together with the ribbon forn from her monecle.
‘She tiied to tear the rough material of her dress,
and then sho whipped: off: Ursula’s hair-ribbon. )

She could’ just’ reach. the - -paper then, and was o
gradually dragging it-out, but the paper was weli

‘ ahght arid pmotuaﬂy doomed

Then, of course, the ribbon mught athh, and “ -

5 rkrm o nethmg’" she murmured, more in’
“herd ca.sual tone -

me. some m to put on the burns Fm-goin
ask for.’ tﬂ !” she added a5 Ursuls stood still.
+ *Then, . with lips compressed; &ha ca.ug‘lt ‘hold "of - .

the now tembly ‘hot end of ° hhe rake,‘and pushed
* her’ arin‘inside;” - The rake gathered” i.i;e paper-and .
‘pulled it out. " In another seconid all-would: ha.ve
-been over,” What the pain was like. only Jemima
fnew, but-her jaw was'locked  grimly, and-she.
_ did not finch—riot ) eeve suddenly eaught.
ﬁre did she"diag out hér-arim. .
“In’ a ‘second the flame” was smothered and - she

might even then have succeeded but Ursula re- -

turred, and the matron was with Ursula, - - -
“ Miss Jemima,”
at -once |- Goodness;
, my . goodness, child!” :
She ‘cauglit - Jemima'’s shoulder;” and Jem;rra
wrenched herself frée; sBut it was too late. Her

ou rer!)urned' Your dress! ;

. left arm, preparing to dive. into ‘the: furnace, was - A

snatched s.way just -as: the paper really caught

5 No go beaten .she smd ?z uletly, " a5 the poatt
Thanks Utsula., my dear e turned and looked"
ab: Ursu!a -ealmly,
mnergency you would take beang flhe brmgmg.- :

the- torn, :thin -strips of - i

What’s that 7 she: said i in tﬂnes OE L,

: ‘;Why, that. blue pape1 mth handwutmg, you-.- '
put.in

ush away, Ursula, and. get s ox

gasped the matron, “come awa.v s

“For sheer resource in an - -



|

‘f

" GAUCHT IN THE ACT!

“ Bothar !
Where can
it be 7 7 Ursula was asking herself, when she
heard the rustlé of a paper and turned round.

Jemima was In the room and had seen her
_ searching through the papers ! Yet Ursula had
- s " not known } g

- of the matron was a master siroke. I congratulate
you on a marvellous brain.” - g
“ & good job she did bring me |” said the matron
tartly.  * (iood .gracious me! What are you girls
coming to?” - :

But Jemima was not *coming to.” She clutched

the matron by the arm, and then, with a faind,

half-heard murmur, fainted, ‘ R
*Oh, goodnessi” she said softly. " “I must be

Ypartan, what §¥ = :

Where was the Typescript ? ' ;
T was-an_ awiul position for the TFourth, of
course. . They were simply yearning to know
- just what had happened to Jemima—simply
longing to know why she had her arm swathed in

" bandages, just as Ursula was longing to tell them. .

But since Ursula was in' Coveniry, how -could
they speak to her or listen to her? o we g

Jemima, rather pale, but smiling as though her
arm did not throb a bit, walked by Ursula’s side,
avith her monocle in her eye, minus a cord and
minus a glass,

“What—no band?” said Jemima Dblithely as
she saw the girls in the Fourth Form corridor,
“This is a sad welcome, Ursula.”

_ “Veryi” said Ursula, who was feeling quite
slated. “Does your arm hurt much, Jemima?”

Jemima shrugged her shoulder.

“Which arm?”. she said, . o
“The burnt one,” Ursula said, Tt must have
hurt ¥ L ‘

And she glanced at the other girls, hoping they

" had heard, and weuld break the silence. When

Ursula had news to impart, it veally was hard not
1o ha able to talk: : o
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and Ursula threw dpen

‘news. You

Every Tuesday
So dra.matieajiy she covld Have told the story—

with- such exaggeration, too? s b v :
In silence, however, they walked to their study,

e_deor, . Jemima’s arm-
was in a sling, and she walked str,a.:ght into the

. study. Once inside, she halted.

For the study had an occupant, & genileman
whose face was stern and whose brow wore a heavy
frown that served to-keep his monacle in place.

“Why, guv'norl” exclaimed Jemima,

‘Captain Carstairs rose from his chair and looked
at her in amazement. ’ !

““What's this, Jimmy, old man? DBroken arm,

" .what, what ?”

. “Purns,” said Jemima. - “Nothing mmech. I
3, ; :

: looked upon the poker when it was red, you know.
. Hot things pokers. Never chitch the hot end of

& poker, guv'ner, will yow? Promise!” she asked
flipparitly. E o

Captain Carstairs was not in & Sippant mood.

“How did it happen??! ho asked, nodding to
Ursula. ! L

“Tried to rescue some paper.from the furnace,”
explained Jemima, and became serious. “ Matter
of fact, guvnor, I have some perfectly horrid -
know your mammscript—blue paper?
Well, it is no more. It has been cremated.”

Captain Carstairs looked at his daughter in
alarm. i .

“Burned—destroyed !’ he said sharply. “What
on earth—" € N

“Pure accident,” sdid Jemima. *Just my care-
Jessness. I eould have sworn 1 left it in the box!”

“You must have put the p:aper on top of it, and

gathered it by accident,” sai Ursula, with an air

of kind friendliness. “Tt ot mixed up with the -

paper you meant to burn.” § :

“Great Scott]” ejaculated Captain Carstaive.
“But—but, good gracious!” .

“Qhe tried to reseue it,” said Ursula eagerly.
“That’s how she got burned.” Only she—" -

“Only I didn’t,” finished Jemims. ~“Thai’s
about the most accurate deseription of the f}:iﬁhtfui
scene, guv. Smoke, flame, and fun, you know.
But I really am sotry about the manuseript.” - -

And she was, . too. But sorrow alone could not
vestore the manuscript, which her carclessness ha
been thce means of losing, Jemima saw that, and
her father saw it, - o
 But, whatover he may have been feeling, be said
nothing in the way of a rebuke. Tt was rather '
late in the day to do so, and it would have beon
of no avail whatever, = : .

“ 1t cannot be helped. But what could be helped
is, Jemima—-" o

“Yes, guv'nor?” :

“Your extraordinary refusal to send the copy
of the play to Mr. Wade. I sent my specific mn-

structions, and if Brownlee did not make himseif ~.

clear .

“QOh, he-did; but—" '

“But what?” said Captain -Carstairs shortly.
“Tso't it typed?? ,

“Yes, guv, Beautifully and artistically typed,"
Jemima said.  She turned  .then to Ursula.
“Ursula, you might run down to the Form-room,
please, and look in my desk.- Youw'll find a bateh
of papers there.” - . :

Ursula, although she longed to hear what was
said, went. Bnt she intended to remain -outside
the door, an intention .that was frustrated by
Jemima’s opening the door and giving more in-
structions as to where the paper could be found.
Midge Minden and Dolly Delane were talking in
the corridor, and even Ursula had not the nerve

to listen at a door with an audiénce. :




* approval in his tone.

. Twopence

Bhe had to hurry away, and Jemima, returning

at the study, closed the door rather ominously.
“Very mysterious,” her father said, warming
his hands, with . s back to the fire. © -
“Yes, rather,” agrced Jemima., “Fact i, one
_has to be mysterious, I'm really sorry about the
maruserips, guv'nor, and you can't blame me.
_But as to the other—I don’t like the idea of

“sanding that play to Mr, Wade.” :
“Not like it—but why 7" asked her father. “My

“'dear Jimmy, I didn’t ask your opinion, you know. -

. What is your objection to his reading the play 7,

Jemima puckered her brow, for the explanation

. wis not going to be at all éasy, This was not a
moment to which she had looked forward at all.
“It's jolly awkward, criticising =people,” she
- decided, screwing the frame of her monocle into
her eye. “Jolly awkward, - But, to be honest and
-candid and above-board and such-like, I don't like
Mr. Wade.” - . o
Captain Carstairs drew himself up shiffiy. i
“He is my friend, Jemima. I trust him."”
There was rebuke in his tone, and Jemima looked
exceedingly ill at case.” She hated ! h
father, and this must look wuncommonly like
" griticism, ‘ ;

“But you see, g

_ guv'nor—" she -murmured
weakly, ﬁghtmgﬂ"for words to explain her meaning.
“Nonsense! You have some quarrel with Ursula,
no doubt,” said hor.father.
the look of her very much-—-— -
“Chip off the old block,” smiled Jemima, “You
wouldn’t expect to get grapes from thorns or figs
from thistles!” - . =i -
Captain Carstairs look at her sharply.: -
“It is no proof that the father is like the
daughter at all, Jemima. You are prejudiced with-

“; cannot say I like

out reason. I gather that you were be:{_:)g punished.
I

the other day for something that - Ursula had
done?” -

Jemima started.  She had not expected that to
be seen through so clearly, bui she could not
deny it. - A
- “Ves” B :

“1 pathered as much f{rom your manner and
Ursula’s,” said Captain Carstairs, “I hold neo

brief from the d,au%htnr, but I'm glad that you were

staudingr‘oy her. She needs a friend and a friend’s

- help. And that helg could not come from one
- better than the deughter of her father’s friend, I
_owe_it fo him—and you to me,” -

“Y-e-5,” agreed Jemima., “I'm 'stickhig by her

like anything. We're never apart, in fact. Jolly -

old chums, you know. Tweedledum and Tweedle-
dee, But—" ‘ )

“But you don’t like her,” exclaimed her father.
“Porhaps not, but I'm asking nothing more of

‘ you, Jemima, than to hand me the typescript of .

-tlil]_ei play. All respousibility for it T take. That is
allV” . ; :
He spoke quite shar%ly. and with strong dis-
e was not really angry,
but he was as near to being angry as Jemima
cared to see him. He was the one person in the
world for whom she really cared, and his dis-
pleasure was more to her than any amount of
ciuelty and punishment could have been. - -
“Oh! Right-ho!” she said rather Iifelessly.
“The word has gone forth. I'll get you the thing
to hand over to him.”
. With worried face she searched the papers, and
then handed him over a neatly-bound typeseript,
just as Ursula returned with a bunch of papers.
“Oh, thanks!” said Jemima. “I shan't ncedit,
I find now. But never mind.” ‘
And she dropped the papers carelessly. on to
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to criticise her -

her book and smiled,:
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the table, while her father tucked tho typeseript

into the pocket of his coat. It was a heavy travel-

ling-coat, and the pocket was exceedingly spacious.
That done, he prepared to g6, looking first -

“through the window down into the quadrangle,

where- his car awaited him. -He kissed Jemima,
and then said good-bye to Ursula, hurrying away
with a quick smile at the two of thom. y
He had gouc, perhaps, twenty yards when Ursula
pan after him, :
“0h, .ave you going to see my father?” she

" asked.

“Your fathei? } Yes. Now, it there is &

. message-~-—"

. Ursula nodﬂed,: and in the dark corridor gave
some simple mossage she intended for her father,

‘Jemima opened -the door of the stndy ab that

‘moment. 3 .

She saw her father take out a small seribbling-
gad that ke always carried, and watched him jot

own the message in the faint light available,

But her attention was focused mostly upon
Ursula Wade; a flicker of a smile passed .across
her lips as she noted Ursula's every action. Then,
before her father put the notebook back:inte his
pocket, Jemima retirned fo the study, and was sif-
ting down when Ursula reappeared. Ursula, how-
ever, did not reappear for some time, and when
ghe did come back she flashed at Jemima a quick -
and somewhat ahxious glance. 5 i

Jemima, however, just looked over the top of

% . 1;.

“All’s lfvell tltlﬂt ends W(_.BH,” fshe saﬁc-, “and your
pater will get the typescript aftex all,” ’

“Yes, after all,” said Ursnla. *1 ean't under-
stand why you didn’t send it» - :

= (5‘.@

ey

=3

A

.‘ f,r‘.

Jemima caught

Ursula by the

arm. ' Speak up, Ursula ! she said. “ Tell

them how you picked my father’s pocket and

sent the play to your father1” But Ursula
was too limp and frightened o speak.

EXPOSED AT LAST!
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pl-:e..e arid easy agreement “Thank goodness I've

ot my guv'uor to dash round and look after me, -

' g‘zstead of oy havmg to dash and look after him,
Cwhat 3t

* “"Yes, rathei,” Ursula saxd a.nd looked down at .

her ‘erossword pnzzle again.
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1“No; queer girl I 'am,” said Jemiivia, in com-"

Every Tﬂesday
father, smyway.. You seam tu have some stra‘lge'
. notions in your h Jirpmy,” "
He did not notice imw “Ursuls, hung back in “the

" shadow—how. she . hag- searchéd furiously in the

“She  was hardly  settled agsin, however, ﬂlan_ i

there came hutried foofsteps in the corr;dor out-

side, and to their ears came a masculine voice.

" Ursula vaised her head, and her eyes locked
startled. Jemima dropped her book and leisurely
e

“This room—here? A, yes, 1 remerber.”

" And the door opened fo reveal Captain Carstairs, -

" in his long ttavellmg—mt looking - excited and
‘perturbed.
“ Back agmn?” murmured Jemima, “Anythmg
wrong, guv?”.

“Wrong? . Yes, the typeseript,” - said Captam
Clarstairs, in. agitation. “The .thing has slipped

- out of my pocket. " I could swearI had it!”

E “You certainly put it in,” said Jemime. “But,
it cdnldnl; have dropped. out of - that .

y word,
'Em a pocl’:et surely 7™
Captain Carstairs searched the floor anx;ously,
moved a chair or two, and thén scratehed his. chin,
“ Must have done, if T put it zn—am:l ﬂ_ere doesn’t
seém any doubt of that.’

Jomima stroked her- hmr and looked down ah :

" ‘ihe floor. :Then ‘she looked across ab:Ursula,
. “You didn't sce it in. I;he comder? Xou- fol-
lowed -the guv'nor: down.”

. 17 No,” said Ursula, with stninge nervouss
ness, I chdnt gée ity
his pocket.”

“Ves, yes! " But where is i now?? said the

: D}a}’Wn ht fﬁ:ﬁ-fully “It is the only copy! . Do

© . you realise t
""" He looked at Jemima in- despair, and she looked-
. back at lnm, iu Iy eamprehendmg what the loss’

meant.

" “It must bs: {found {” he exclmmed
organise & searchl
room ? 1 mugh see; her!”

“We muqi

Girls’ sere i tha eom&or ana every word: ewlrl '
Clarstairs: went .

be overhesed i tain

out into the:esrridor. ‘and ‘eased the crowd.
“ Now then, good ‘Samaritans 1 e smd briskly.

“1 have lost a most important
pages and brown-paper cover. Just
and search, will you, please? " I shall

mdebteri to you.”
That was- enough for the glr]s, and i m 2 moment
everyone was huntmg :

" Polly - Linton took a box of matdaes into ﬂle

E  davkest places, 'and all the doors were: opened, fo .
. shine on 10 the dark ‘eorridat, - gst-an's and down- I'Or

“Jemima in a queer, P

 stairs they looked—a whole: ﬁmw
even searched the drive. -

Paula Creel- found a’ magmfymg g]as;, although
“hat she was going to do w:th that shc was unabla
‘to say.

“Not & sxgnl Not a sngn ¥ muttered the play-
wright, “The thing can’t have vanished into thm
air! I's most amafm most amazing 1”

“Well, no ones likely to tave stolen it,” said
Jemima quietly.” “I mean no, one wuuld have
picked ‘your pocket. No one’ was mear enough,
f&vcept U!suia., and—wel],
her.

Her father Iooked at her sharply

of tllem. - They

“There would not be a great deal of point in |,
since 11: was gomg to herr

it,” he said qu}ckly,

It was—-he put it into:

Whers . is. the ‘beadmistress’s

‘most unhke]y

Qla.ces—and Jeninda just smiled,
.well,” she’ said, “nothin fm it but- f',o
reconstruct if the thing is lost, gu noh.
- “Reconstruct] Wrte it a.gam?
not in the same wayl
“1 could t;ge it in time,” haui Jemm:a, eaﬂxly-—u
every word

“Surely nofl” he exclwmed "Your memory

“{sn't good enough,” B
- . But Jemima did hot answor bhab, "She had her
own ideas ‘on the subjeet, but she realised that to-‘ L
‘expresd them was hardly wi s
.. “Perhaps it will turn r;p,” smd Ursula hopefiﬁiy._ s
"“'I‘hmgs do in the queerest way, of course:

" might be in the litiing of the: cos.t.-or in the car.” .

- about any more. ‘'The probabili
has found it and-taken 1 to.the’

“Y've searched everywhere,” said t.he playwright,
shruggmg his shoulders. “'i‘he thing’s gone, an
I can't think where, There’s no dense in hunting
is: that someone
sadmistress.” . .

That cerfainly was an_ides, and “half a_dozen

: girls offered to show him the way to Miss Somer-

field’s study.. The headmistress, however, had
heard nothig of any such ¢ steovery, although she -
promised to- put a notice on.the board. T! -

© was the faintest : possibility fhat some girl had

found it, and,-not knewing .of the hue-and-cry, har}‘

. taken it to her ; room tO redy :
“That, indeed, was the only feasible Bxplanatxon, <o
- and one with which Captain Carstairs had: fo be '~

content. - On the morrow he would return for news,

. but until then all hope of finding the f.ypeaer:pt

- of writing his

ither round .
immensaly .

. had to be dbandoned.

- But for a long time it was- d:ecussed in studiés, .
and many were the 3uee1 theories put forward, .
Something strange ha ed to it, obviously;

but that it.must be inside. thé school scemed =
obvious ‘to them all, unless—unless it had drog&e o
e 2

on to the running- -board -of the car when th

_wright had entered, and had subsequenﬂy dropped * ‘

into the roadway, to-be.,

before the loss had beén dzsm:zere ]
In that case there was small: hope of fmdmg 1l; :

pitd’ Captmn Carstairs would have the weary. wm'k

g.by a p&sner-by

only a slecder hope t.hat Jemm could retype. from

memory, :
“You -couldn’t . reallﬁv » said Ursula. “But lf-
ou'd sent it with the secretary. this ‘wouldn's

ave bappened, and it would, never ‘have besn

“lost 1

one couldn’t suspoct :

She said that with: trinmph, but Jermma Iooke&‘

-up from her apparently absorbing book and smiled,

“H'm!” said - Jemime. . ‘I wonder 7% ;
- And Ursula Wade’s look of triumph va.mshed' )
e rest of the evening she kept looking at

way. What had Jemima meant by that remark ?.

More than once Ursula intended. to speak, hut
refrained from .fear.
overcame her fright. -

“Meaning,” she exclaimed. mddenly, “that you
think T stole the typeseript?® ..

Jemima frowned reflectively.

“Oh, I see !’ sho nodded. “Sh!i worryimg abou{'. ’
that?, My dear; beloved Utrsula, surely the guvnor -
put the comple'oe kybash on that ?" Why shoulcl
you want to steal it?” .

“No reason afall,” 'Urmia mswered qmckly i
didn’t. But that’s what- g think. VYou're sus--

icions of me for some silly reason, and I dom’t

ika if. It' I wmted to read the play, 1 could eaﬂzly

couldn’t-—-_' ) '

play all over again, for there was ‘

uzzied, and rather frightened - -

Eveﬂtually her cur1031ty 2 *



 Taopeiice "

get leave to: go and see my “fathér to-morrow,

without nskmg unpleasantness by pzckmg your

: father s pocket,”

" “Hear, hear;”" s,greed Jemima . enthusmstmally.
“Well ﬂmught of ! - And ‘now, Drsula, w

at the dear old crosswords, and bury the hatchet,

This book is Eascmatmg, and grsppmg me like. any-- :

~ thing?! Shush{?

o 611&.
“Ym, wnthet—afwald to say t}wt she pml:ed it

And there ‘was nothmg ‘more to be lw.d from

" ." Jemima that evening. ' But the book was not hold- -

ing Jemima at all. Jemimi. was thinking hard,

and smiling at something that was not in the book, -

although what she, had to smile: at it was e little

difficult to sée.
. Completely in 'hot water, J.emxma. ‘was—] rhapa*-‘
- she would be' in-hotter water still later on' For-
" the. best laid schemes, the poct. says, are apt to

ga.ng ag[ey _
= " A Shock for the gohool. =

I"SPITE the nofice  which Miss Bomerfield had .

affixed to the board, no riews was heard of
.. the. lost : ﬁ{pescr:pt
was amazing..

articular, felt a rsanai

“Who. could poss:f)ly hme taken
the typescript, ahd not reﬁurued it?*
“Gurl ‘may - hc afra.\tl

. up and wead it.”

“Though she couId enstly drop it.in some place‘
-where it could. easily be fourid,” Madge remarked.
“1 don’t see wh_!; she should keep the thing-—really

I don'sV”
And there

Was; in

. sion -might’ lncﬂmmate her, and. cause'a great deal

-of ‘awkwardness. .
*-“It would be 3us['. plam theft 4 frcrwned Polly )

"% And we haven't.any thieves ™

i

It puzzled: them, and it puz.zled eve1yone else..

Ursu a, of couirse, t 'h

of such a thing, |

the manuseript was going 4 to her father anywav
“Tm. just- wondering,” ‘Madge murmured

Jemima may be the cause_of it"all?”

o % Temimg

- “Yes: . Jemima was ver ﬁsure t]lab Bhe eould re.
type it>from mmemory;”

adge said,. “and: shels
been proved deceitful.: Suppose,fof instance, she
hadn't typed it at all! She™is-rather “a-slacker,

‘you know. Buppose her father arrived in ange1 I" ‘

“Phew!” said Betty.

Tbey were. in’ the Common—room, talkmg, for tile. :
- affernoon was a ¢ drencher,” and there was-nothing .
" to do ot-of-doors, Jemima was not there,- but-
" Ursula ‘Wade had just come in, and had halted by

Ly _the doorway.

Betty did ot t}otlce her, and the. others Were‘
. -concentrating. their interest on -what. Madge was .
saying, s0

- lis

Ursu!a managed t.o stxmd ‘quietly’ an(i

“You “don't mean that !m mver lm.d thigltype-
58y,

script at all{” exclaimed Polly Linton.

" that would be playing rather low; you Imow ”

-she sald qmetly

Madge agreéd that it would.

“But what we-know of Jamm:a. isn’ t agamsl; xt i
ow do' we know l;ha.ﬁ. :

“And h

_Ursula wasn't-working hand-in-glove with her?

“Then Ursuls stote softly out of the door, closing
it withont anyong's “bemg ‘aware thet she had

: entered tha room,
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worry away ' 'b% poekeﬁ

But. interest takerr -
t. was 1;119, talk ghethe schin‘ and . . that she had to’ shart all-over agiin.
- Betty’ Bar’honr & Co., in =
© interest.in it, since t.he oss had: ocm:rred in thelr'
. own quarters i 4
o "It's . s0 quaarl"-Betty Ba.rton said, “for the
hundredth time. .

: wonderful mmmng——tf it's rlghf 2

Madge’ Mind nted
s Mitidges it , Jemrna,.

o int of fack, httle reason for:
any gﬂ']’s retaitiing the typeseript, ‘since its ‘posses:

ey all agreed, wonld be capable

but she was ruled out, becaiise :
:; _ the - mystery.

695 .
: "Somethmg in that,” concmted Betty Barton, -
ltartled though she was by the idea. “ Jemima
ay have given-her father just a’few pages,.the ' -
rest blank, and left Ursula to sneak it out of that
A child could have:done it!” " -
‘he theory was startling, without a doubt, ami,
yet it really "did -seem tremendously. pl&us:ble to .
them.:” For now Jemima would stert working ovex: °

" again, and, if she had already typed a lxttle, her

task would not be hard, ...

“One- thing, though,” murmured Teas Trelawncy
—“don’t forget that Captain Carstairs has lost
the. original as well. It  got burnt; thats hDW"
Jemima got buined, trying to'save.it.” )
"Whieh shows thak she . didn’t bum it on pur~

- pose,” Polly exclaimed.

- But " there was, - Madg'é Minden reaspned no
reason why Jemitha should have wanted to burn

‘the original; all she wanted to do was ‘to keep i
. from her father's knowledge the fact that she had

fiot done the work in-time, If it were half done,
she. would -do"the remaining half in appatently
wonderful time, if he were-urder the :mpresswn

“Wha!_r
- #Oh; well, it’s 'only a.theory,? Madge admltted

with & Faint. flush, Perhaps I oughtn’t to’ ‘have )
‘said anythmg, as it is merely- guesswork Aﬂyhow, g

“But what curming}” muimured - Bétt_v

"it lsnb our biisiness.  But if it is true——

“Then it shows we wete . right “in cuthng :
Bettﬁ nodded. “Pm finjshed with the -
1 who does:t
%lt; ‘moral comage l;o admzt 5
that trouble?”

“But' we don't: know,” Paula Creel nghed

ilt;. and causes all-
! rrI

v.ouldnt; accusa any gu-! of domg that untﬂ i

now. ;
“Nor [ reed Madge readﬂ:;' “The ptty ia

that we shalg never. find out,. of coursewunlesa_

‘Jemima comes forward with half the "play. typed.-"

- But she wouldn't do that, I should i.mag'me -H. .

would give her away too. campletely

.+ So the diseussion, since it ¢ould ‘go no- further,-; '
* “ended there. -

No proof,: of course, and- yet: ‘prag--
tically every girl was convinced that Madge Minden .
had astutely sfumbled. on the correck . selutmn th

Yet she was. m‘hher sorry that mthout prooi ‘she'

i'.had eaid enythi r;f all, for it ‘seemed rather akin -
d Mo

to talkm§ secan re sorty still she would have

been had.she known that Ursula Wade had. gone

.stra:ght to her study, and there, alone, had-com- . R

© pose

_which' sho sealed in an cnvelope dirécted in’ the - -
same :writing. to. Captain Carstairs-. at the

‘mob so far away, where he was sta'ymg with her

a note in dxsgmsad ‘handwriting, - & -note

father. ;

“She - n;ighﬁ Thave waited. Tob. him to. appear at the
school, .and -in: sonie wa ]{ 1841t fall. into his hands
then;. but he:-had' telephoned, a5 Ursula Jmew, o .
82y that he ‘would .not -arrive until the morrow, -

That anonymous communication seemed to fake .
a load off her mind, and Ursula went -about. the

‘school with & mord,cheerful oouatenanca than she .

bad worn for many a day.

Nor did' Jemiima -seem. ab. aﬁ worried or per-
utbed. . She ‘made mo- effort to . re—tyﬁe fhe pday‘.
rom - memory, nor. did. she smake the shghi;ess

.attempt to search’ again or to make inguiries.

That, Betty and- the’ others, watching . her, felt
#ras o - point. in.:favour of Madge’s/theory. TFor -

~wonld not. Je!mma., in other. cu:cumstances, have‘
asked quest:ons ‘8verywhere, and have given added ..

publicity fo. the loss in the hope thaf ab lesst a.

. olue to ‘the manusoripfs- whereabouts m\ght be _

dlscovered ?

at sort of thm% s, gtel who hasn’s . .
au

Holte, . . ~



It did not seom natural to them that she should
take it so casually., Rather did it poin to the fact
that ghe -must he preriect!y, well aware..that * the

'or ever. : :

. tygb‘smi%tiwas { .
- " Probably, as Polly said with a s@hruﬁ,.rwhat she

" - Lad typed of it had now heen destroye

, since the
. possession-of such half would ine y 1

d mean her e

Tt wos inevitable, tog, that Madge's theary should- -

spread through the school; but the interest in that
theory wes nothing . but: the last flicker of . &
smouldering fire, ; v s )
. H the manuseript were lost for ever, then it was
. of no:use worrymg about it. - How Jemima coul
be exposed they did nob see, since there was ne

praof ahout it, and ail that could happen now was

“that the manuscript would be rewritten.- . -

“And refyped by someone else, if her father’s
wise,” commented ~ Madge Minden, in tones. of
finality. : :

Unfortunately, Jemima liapﬁened ta be passin s

on her way down to breakfast. It was the secon
day- after the loss, .and by that time every girl in
the school was fully aware of Jemima's position’
+* in her Fornt, ~ - o N
. Bvery girl knew_that she was in Coventry, and
Jemima Teceived 'sll sorts of stares, and .gitls
. pudged each other in_passing, . o
" But i Jemima had heard Madge’s murmur now,
_she took not the slightest notice of it. Vet she
was aware of ‘what Madge meant—ahd knew, foo,
of the meaning of the nudges. - ol

+Wea don’$.seeni to be getting any more popular,
Utsala,™ she sighed, .“ Do wei” : ;
© “¥on don’t;” said Ursula,

guessed what really happened that-day—pethaps
. they’ve guessed the real reason for your not send-
‘ing the typescript to my father.” .. ° £, 4.
. «Ah perhaps,’” said Jemuma casually. “Who

knows?- They
_ you méan.”

- going-red..

"There -were

" dogen girl: taking a deep interest in what was being °

satd, yet Jemima did not seem to mind. -
Al the credit ‘she got wis the remark that she
wag “pretty hardéned.” - BRI -y
“If only she’d be .ashamed?!” murmured Tess

Trelawney. - Bul : .
. it were something teally clever, you know.” -~ .

"’ ¥_was surprisig that Ursula too was willin

p}a%%f{lopﬂt i the scheme: i+ -5 - o
% #Which makes- it all tHe worse,. sifice . Jemima
tried to make out that Ursula might have-iaken
it,” Madge whispered to Betty. “I don’t like thap
 gnd at all, Betty, She’s not what she appears to
~ be oguthe surface, . On tho surface one might like
her, but she’s deep : e

. *Fhen: did Jemima look up and smilo agrocably

‘gt Madge. . . iy g e
“We're dro‘gpe& another ten -points,” she said
to Ursula, © At least, ;
But_your name, ty dear ohild, is unsullied. They-
would nob believs evil of 3}0}1 P
Ursula shrugged her sh

coffeq. : e R
“Your father’s ‘coming to-day,” she

;pig;'i!'he‘_ hsggens to hear #. . .- - )
Greab pity,’ agread Jemima cheerfully, -
And it really did look as though she did not

‘although, ~on .cccasions' when she did mnot

cire;

know that she was being watched, Jemima locked -
: : one anxious
" glanee out of the window during’ the morning

" troubled indeed, snd gave mors i

lessons.

. getting out.ﬁ . - B
" He came husrying up the cowidor, and entered -

© was very serious indeed. A o h
but selected: one—a slip of paper ..

“looked ab it and then looked away. . .
_ “From a friend,” said-Jemima, pursing her'lips. -
" “Nice to get charming Billets-doux from. ubsent

© some surprise,

% Perhaps “they've’

" drhas ot what I mean,” fotoried Ursula, -
half ‘s doderi gilé near them, half 4 - 1 want te gob to
" wasg it the right p

But she biazens it-oub, as though. -

& give publicity to-it. - Ursula,. thiey décided, Bad

1. have.’ Shocking, isn't it ¥ .

onlders pnd ‘sipped ber.
3w A

-other thing,.

_ Her father, hewever, did nab asrive until jus§ ~ 7 -
before dinner, when Jemimia and Ursule were in " -

their study, Fu{:ting away the morsing books and
hose needed for the aftednoon. . - :
the study in a state of smit'emeﬁt D
. “ Any news]™ he exclaimed. . S
He raised his eyebrosws, and jammed his monocle

“into his eye as he surveyed the two. girls.

“No. news,
“-%a.d l;wl?] isn't iﬁe‘.?d” ‘n bis packet,
er father gre iz his pocke

i A \Vhﬂ!ﬁ--ileap'of things

he brought out,

~—which he banded ta his.daugbter, and Utrsula

friends, g]kv’nor.""_ﬂ . .
“Read it,” he said. -

Jemima smoothed out the netc and surveyed it, *

It ran:

..“Your d&ﬁgﬁﬁe_r “OVer iype‘é; the play at all '
ve you blank paper,- which she stole back_

She
‘and burned.” - . N i
- «This only arrive to-day?” asked Jomima, in
i “'Wgyf,_it’s been the talk of ‘the

while,

gchool for a-long H il
¥ s Wo

him- in amusement. - er, your_ know.

- Qirls must. have something to tafk sbout, Rather-

and his _f&ce b
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guv'nar,” sald Jemima szmply.

g‘tlv;”,w: she smiled 8k l

bright, I call it. The grammar could do with &

- little improvement, of-pgglse,ff_, IR,
9 Never mind the grammar, Fimmy, I wantyou.

“todenyit” - Ll oo VO e e g
_ “What-ho! T deny it,” Jemima smiled, “Not -~

C 8 ‘wyorﬁl ,?f,\‘q:uth' in ih,‘ggx'v"ngr.’f ;

-certainly saw him, if that's what - h

Ho looked ab hex keenly.. . .

“T confess I can’t make head o tail. of it,” ho

seid. ““I'm not going ta suspect you, first of deceit
and then. of telliig & deliberate lie, Jimmy, but.
tha hettem of it ol Was

play that. you gave me my. p{g&
glance -at one ‘]:iage. It waa typ

. Jemima screwed the mionocle
smiling, and shook herhead " oL
" “Nao, guv'nor, To b honest, it wasn's.”
CeWhatt v 7 T 2

Captain Carstat

eyes. Tha. doar was opem; and- quiside

wondering

bers of the Fourth were listening ta every word.

. Usula Wade, though, wos more amazed than o
' any

any of them—more amazed than Jemima's father
¢ven, and he ‘was shaken consideral i o
_ “But, Jinmy, .grga‘t;'.Scbtt'P’ a “exclaimed.

“Oh, T typed itbr Jemima said. “And here
it far . i ? :

© “What are you sayiug? You ean’t mean you
didn’t type ii:—"—that;‘ﬁdti%éoﬁ?m&‘-me?”‘ y T

~ She turned then to her dispatch-cuse, unlacked-

it with the smalt key she kept round her neck, and
produced ! ;

aper-bound typeseript.

a . S
Captain Cgrsta.irs teak i, stared ab if, and pes.

tarned his attention to his dawghter, = "~
“You took it from my pe et,_':f;mmy,” he said

in flat tones—in -tenes of.shane disappoing-
“ment. “Y had a higher opinion of-youl I—" "
“Not ‘st all, guvl I didi't da the pickpocket

geb,” Jentima inte

Fere’s the typesoript you wanted, and as for the
that will some to Hgt” .

tairs started; and hls Ixand &XDPPNT
“away to his side;'_‘Bé_,,ﬁxe'd‘his—_élai:_‘ghter-,with

fas-that - - .-
T did just -
erfectly, but - .-

‘in the -corridor one oy two. less. scrupulous mem, - °.;

: *Good - gracious,
nol T'm. not clever encagh:for that. you know..




 Twopence’

4 Come to light? What do you mean? I don's
understand. I'm »ll at sea, Jimmy.” :
And Captain Carstairs slammed the door and sat
down in the best chair, . L
. Ursula _looked as though she would like to sit
down,. Her face was the colour of chalk, and she
. looked at Jemima in bewilderment and fear.-
o Let's have it,” said the playwright testily.
. " What's it all about, Jimmy? hy should that
other thing appear? What was it 7" :
" ““The play of yours they produced a long time
ago in_Ametica, guv'nor—that one that American
chap, Krayner, produced.” -

“I remember. The only play I Lave produced
there—the only one of mine they’ll ever see! They
swindled me frostily. Krayner is following 'me
now, whining for contracts—" :

He broke off then abruptly. . His anger had car-

" ried kim away from the point, and he remembered
Ursula’s presence. - . : :

“I know Kreyner swindled you,” Jemima

nodded. “Bnt he'd give thousands for & play of

RSN SRS s

IT MUST NOT BURNI

" answered Ursula. * Biue paper?"-

‘' Goodness !

ours now—or one that would sell as well—wouldn's,
e? That was n marvellons success.: Mr. Wade )

remembers it,” o 3
“Mr. Wade! I woi't hear a word against My,-
-Wade!" I'm tired of this petiy suspicion, Jimmy
And the playwright brought hig hand to the table.
“Great Scott! T believe you merely gave me thos
wrong copy so that he shouldn't get the play!”
“I did, guv’nor.” R . :
Her father opencd his mouth to speak, and closed:
it. Then grimly, the play gripped in his Liand,
he rose. - Py o w -
“Jinmy,” ke said, “you have. acted like a little
" outsider, and T'm ashamed of you. I thought you
were white all through, but you're not, This is
mere petty spite, and nothing more.” :
Jemima paled, but said not a word.
prepared for this,
“As for the play,” went on her father, “I shall
take it to Mr, Wade at once!”

‘She was
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- Jemima. ‘' Wh
Jomima snatol
. manuscript.

He went to open the door, but it was opencd
for him, and a maid peered in,

“Captain Carstairs ?” asked the maid,

“Yes, yes, What is it?” .

“There is & visitor to see you—a Mr. Krayner,”

And then into the study stepped a man’ with
a-round, florid, but cheerful face, 4 man whose
voice filled the study, and who held out a fat hand
to Captain Carstairs, ,

“Waell, Carstairs,” ho beamed, “here you are,
hey? Chased you all over the place!”

He mopped his face with. a silk handkerchief,

‘while Captain. Carstairs drew himself up with

dignity.

*You: coulil have saved yourself the, exertion,”

‘he said cordlyl'. “I have told you a hundred times
w

at least that I will not have you touch any more of
my plays! I will not produce another in America 1
“Rasy! Hasy!" said Mr. Krayner, still beam-

ing. “I haven't come about that, you know. Im

domg vou a favour.’

What's that blue paper fn the stovs ¥ - nasped -
K, it's the paaer_ you threw in with the others,’
e

d up the rake and tried to recover the important

T don't want vour favours!” .
Mr. ‘Krayner was not- perturbed. .
“Um sgring you. from plagiarism,” he said.
*People cribbing your stuff, under different names,
different title of play, and &0 on.” '
Then the agent produced the typescript, with
a flourish, from his pocket, .- i ’
“Cast your eye over that!” he said, .
Captain Carstairs looked et thie typescript, and
then gave a startled exclamation of surprise.
- “But. this iz the play that I produced in
America, with different names! What is the mean-

“ing of this? Where did you get this 7

Ursula Wade crouched back, as though prepared

- for_the playwright to turn upon her in tem or,

and Jemima looked from the agent to her fathor .
with growing interest, yet with no surprise what-
ever. . ‘
“From a gentleman who said 1t was a new play,



and wanted it produced in America. He was to
put up the money, nnd take most of the profits,”
“But his name

“ Wade—stout man, small eyes »

" (iatgntmg %&gs{:?u's tuEJd not a word, ;but }:ém hemd
ightened ugon the ript; crumpling it.

“Wade—my rmendy w B

- this dplay t] at was produced in America? I'm
afraid I den't understand.”

Nor, apparently, did the agent; but Jem:ma
knew, and Jemime clutched Ursula by the arm.

“Speak up, Ursulal” she coaxed.” “Tell them
haw you picked the R4 "nov’s pockei: and sent the
plsig to your father.

ut Ursuls Wade, .too limp and frighteried to
speak, snatched her arm from Jemima, and then
holted out of sight, the agent staring after her
in surprise, and mopping his hrow.: - -

“Pm tremendously grateful to you, Krayner »
said Captain® Carstairs. “Pﬂhaps I can see you
in town at some time ?*

s Righi! A ‘plea:.me, captain, ” said M. Krayner,
in dehghﬁ A pleasurel Re]y on me,”

- heing perfectly. well aware that he was nob wanteci
en, he hurried out..
C?ptam Ga.rsta.ils tumetl to his daughter and

“You.were mghﬁ, Jimmy,” e said.’ “I see their
: gamg clearly oW, I suppose Ursula ‘burnt the
gerip
“Made me burn . it;” Jemima tgreed.
shuffled ii somehow a.moncrst the paper to be
burned.
girl I have treated as the ‘apple of my. eye.”
Captain Caystairs’ face was. grim and hard.
. ‘:iI have found my play—and Iosi; a frlend ” he
© gak
“Friend " . exclaimed - Jemlma. "What—-Mr
Wade? Doing his best to produce your new play

" his faco . was.

under & dsﬁerent neme in America, and burning
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he said, ‘‘But—but—why.

. you away with me.

“She
Bad life, isn’t iy, guvnor?. That’s the

" stand Ursula’s face. -
. ' Ive grown! But there, wo'll hive a really merry
. eyening to-morrow, and

" The first is entitled: * Their
and tells of the shadow which came between twe - N

Every Tuesday
the only duplicate you had, ust to make sure he

-ooulclnt be bewled out}l I‘r:end of your bosom,

guv'nar, what?"

Captam Carstairs smiled: fasutly,

“I seem to have acted fike az fool,” he saxd
 But, thank goodnesg, 1 had you to look after me,
Jem:maf What yon have endurec!, inmmg your-
self to be friendly with thak girl Yrsula

“Tush!l- Let's forget!” implored. Jemima, -with
a shudder. “The horrible f.hmg is T shall T have
to stay on here——*"

“No, you won't,” said her father. “I’m taking -
I shaw’t allow you fo remain
in a school. with that girk J:mmyi You re eommg :
away with me now! hy,

He broke off in asfenmhme.nt, for tha daor of the
study- had o%ened to admit Betly Barton, Polly
Linton, and Paula Creel, wnh Madge Minden not

. a yard behind them,

“OhY’ they gasped.

4 We—we thought you had gane,” stammered .

Betty, in confusion. “Ws came to apo]ogme to

Jemima for—fopr—-="

“For i;!unkmg she was & snoak and a ehea »
went on Mad, Mindem, - ta’ has just cofl-
fessed; she a e& us o came and: tell yeu. Why
didn’t you say, Joming——*

“Yes, wather,” Why didn® you iet'- us kncrw,,
deah geal? It was herdhy faiah, g

“Well, perha s not,” Jemam& reed. “Bui If
had to stand by my jolly old pak Ursula, you: -
know. So-.nice of her to- eunfess, buh tell her it’
really doesn’t matte¥, as she Won't be reported.”
~“No, no; I want ne I:mphet%y P> shuddere& her
{father. “Jlmmy is vmg Marmqe as ik
happens,”

“Leaving? Oh{” :

And there was ehorua of dm\ppomtment at
once, Too bad, ¢ thought, thut she should
leave them, When ¥ Were I]i usk beginning: to
understand. They had treated her so badly, they
Felt, although mostly i wds hor fault.

“Sorry to go,” Hna.
“Oh, . but,” prtrbashed Betty, wa really
thelgh »’ : :
“Hear; hear,” ag:eesl Jemima; ‘"Dont look =0."

sad! Td- stay on like o bird, but fact is, I couldn’s
H you kew Bow tired of it

then Tt love you and
leave you, what ?”

- A'merry evéning thex certamh: bid, and Jemima
¥ras gaiety and’ mernmens itself,

- and Polly and Madge. with as many of the otheérs’

. as. could sdueeze in. ©Oné

Bef.iy was there,

gir}, however, had not
been invited; but she had Teason to be thankful
that she was at Morcove at all; although® Motocove
had little to be thankful for on that score.

Ursula Wade, however, was lying low, and when, .
at last, Jemima, waving & gay bandkerchief from,
the taxi window, departed, Ursula heaved a greas
sigh of relief—a sigh that was echoed hy Jemima
herself, only tao.glad to have seen thie last of her
false “friend.”

‘ (Eiw OF THIS WERE® STORI)

Next week a grand newl series of complete

stories, relating the adventﬂres of-the chums ‘of

Morcove, on holiday at Lintori Hall, commences.
Christmas Truecel"

loyal ¢chums fust before ‘‘ hreaking-up ™ day,
Those readors who would like to. continue read«
ing of the adventures of Jemima. should order a
copy of next week’s issue of our splendid com-
panion ~ paper, “ The - Scheel Friend,” . which
contains a story featuring this popular character, |



£

T am afraid thero is going to be no Cﬁrishnns ?
treat for Ruth Hargreaves and the rest of the

‘that they cannot bear to

66%Edijr"s' ‘Chal.|

¥V rite to me, and adaress your

i. girls Own, The Fleetway House,
R  Fareingdon Séreet, E.C.4,
MY DEAR R&ADERS, ‘ . S
REAKING-UP day! Can you possibly think of
a happier day? I don’i suppose yvou can,
ospecially when the breaking-iip day is the
one before the Christmas bolidays. Well, in next
week’s special long complete tale of the girls of
MorgbvéiSc?rdol. which is entitled: ) o
“THEIR XMAS TRUCE!"
By Marjorie ‘Stanton,

you will read of now Morcove School broke up for
the holidays. - Betty & Co. are such inseparables
be parted from weach
other even at Christmas-time, and it is Polly Linton
Who solves the difficulty by taking them all off to
Linton Hall for the festive season. But just before
the gitls leave Morcove something happens, and, as

- & vesult, there aro strained relations between two -

of the girly who are to go to Linton Hall. Of
course. such. a thing is unthinkable at Christmas-
time, so these two girls have a truce over the
holidays, Then things happen—— But what they

are you must wait to know until Miss Stanion

herself tells yon. Bub fell your chums about this
fine- new Christmas _serics of stories which com-

mences next week, and tell them, too, that - their

own Christmas holidays will be ever so much more
enjoyable if they have the doings of Betty Barton
& Co. to read about during the fostive season.

“CASTAWAYS OF MYSTERY ISLAND !
By Gertrude Nelson.

EVERY

THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN

s letters The Editor, The School- -

DON'T MISS THIS SPLENDID FREE GIFT!

Presented free with THIS WEEK'S issue of our splondid companion paper

| o, THE SGHOOLGIALS WEEKLY |

castaway party of the South Seas, One cannot very " .
well enjoy Christmas when they are placed in the .
unenviable position in which they are. But some.
startling developments take place, developments

which you will follow with the greatest of interesh. .

“IN MOTHER'S PLACE!”
" By Mildred Gordon,

4 SHopkeepers, a3 you know, have a very busy time °

of it during ‘the ‘days preceding Christmas, and
this gives Emily Davis' relatives a further chance
to strike against her. Her spiteful Cousin Clara
does not let any thoughts of “peace and goodwill *'
prevent her from carrying on her campaign to
force Emily to give up her liitle shop.  But you
will see- next week how Emily fared in the days
that preceded Christmas, : : S

In response to the requests of many readers, T,

“have prevailed upon one of onr authors to zive us

a story about the Sea Guides, and next week you
will be blo to read 2 ’

“BRAVO, THE SEA GUIDES!”
" By Ruth Maxwell, .

who,“you will remember, wrots “Myra. Harvey’s -
Choice!” and other fine stories for us. This is an
excellent story of some sterling British gitls who
did not waver when duty called them to do a greab
deed. T am sure you will enjoy this talo, whethor
you are a Guide or not. € ;oo

* Christmas s very much'in the air jnst now, and
in a fortright’s i{jma you will have our _
SPECIAL CHRISTMAS NUMBER.

"This week T have not enough spaco to tell you

of the fine things I have in store for you that week,

but in my chat next week I will give you full

information. Ho keep your eyes upon this page of
mine! .

Your sincere friend, : ‘

Yoor Ebrroz.

~ THE
“RED HEART”
PUZZLE

A CLEVER PUZZLE,
NOT TOO DIFFICULT,
BUT NOT TOO EASY! -
CAN YOU SOLVE IT? -

PRICE
- TWOPENCE,

et e




