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Every Tuesday

A Splendid Complete Morcovz tale in which Dolly Delane learns that she has been—

e .

Even while Grace Garfield is wondering
desperately how she can preserve her
guilty secret, the chum whom she has *
wronged is coming to a realisation of the
truth. What will happen now 2
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Her Luck Still Out!

N the Fourth Form class-room at Morcove
l School there was the orderly silence of lesson-

time.

Row behind row, the many scholars were
wrestling more or Jess strenuously with that least
attractive subject, maths, At her own desk in
front of the class, Miss Redgrave was proceeding
with the correction of some of the work done
overnight.

Suddenly she raised her eyes from one excrcise-
book that had received copious correction. She
looked towards a certain scholar, who happened
just then to be gazing vacantly around the
room.

“Paula_Creel !”

“Yes, Miss Wedgwave 7

A quiet beckoning gesture from the mistress
caused elegant Paula Creel to come away from
her desk and stand in front of Miss Redgrave's,

“I have just heen going through vour last

eveuing's  prepavation, Paula.  You don't—
improve.” . . ;
“Er—you don’t think T do. Miss Wedgwave i

taid Paula.

This from any other girl but the duffer of the
Form might have sonnded like cheek, but Paula.
as usual, was only being polite.

*“No, Paula: on the contrary. Your spelling—
everything— )

“1 wealise,” allowed Paula, now ihat she was
being shown red-ink corvections, “just wecentl
pewhaps, I have not been in gweat fowm, Miss
Wedgwave. Howevah. vou will wecollect that I
was away fwom school fovr a week or so.”

*“That was ten days ago or more, Paula.”

“Yes, wather! Howevah— "

“The other girls were also absent. The whole
Form was in quarantine, owing to the fear of an
epidemic. which, happily, did not take place.”

“Pwecisely " agreed Paula. “It was a gweat
welief to me, I am sure, that the illness was
stwictly limited to two geals. Pewsonally. Miss
Wedgwave, if I had had the illness, T am sure I
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-what the word meant to her.

would have been a sowions case—1tusst sewious,

yes, wather! Not being stwong. as you will
wecollect—
“That. Ps ic beside the point. Yon have

lost no move schooling thau the rest. They have
all picked up. Bur your work—look ar it!”

“1 gweatly wegwer the cwwows in spelling,”
pleaded Paula, with adorable simplicity, *How-

cvah, pewhaps it wather suggests that T was

wather in need of more quawantine than the

west of the geal Not bemmg stwong——"
“Paula, the fact i *

alter-effects  of  gnawantine, s
: )

interrupt, Paula!™
, Miss Wedgwave., I am merely womarking

an do better if you try!”
I twy and twy—"

ess of the armchair out of class Paula,””
smiled Miss Redgrave, hitting the nail on the
head. " After rhis warning. T shall expect a
speedy improvement. Go back to your scat now,
ﬂ“l?ri you ht tell Dolly Delane to come here,
please

hanks, thanks'™

Paula retired, and in a few moments homely
Dolly” Delane stood before the Form-mistres

“Well, Dolly! You feel all right”

“Oh, v Miss Redgrave!”

Dolly Delane was one of the two givls who had

been peally ill with a slight fever. from which
they had now convalesced, or, of course, they
would not have been back in class to-day. All the
same, Miss Redgrave was anxious that neither of
the recent patients should be over-taxed.
. You are working all right, Dolly, T am very
glad to see. But I was given to understand, just
before the class assembled this morning, that Miss
Somerfield has had a letter from your people.”

Dolly’s brows went up.

“The headmistress will probably be sending for
vou, Dolly. Meantime, it is as well o let you
know, the idea is that you should go home for a
week or two.  Your people have a farm in a
beautiful part of Hampshire, and that is your
native air. It <honld eertainly  reinforce ~ the
convalescence.”

“But—but T'in quite all vight I

“You would not be in class this morning if you :
were not,” smiled the mistress. “Wouldn't you
like to go lome, though, just to—well. have an
casy time ¥’

“Home?’ The sparkle in Dally
Never

es showed
was there a
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girl more fond of home.
Redgra\e' Only—-"

A tell-tale shade of anxiety suddenly clouded tho
bright face.

“T know,” nodded Miss Redgrave feelingly, “I
was thinking of that, Dolly. You wanted to enter
for that special exam. at the end of term. to see
if you could pnll off the Cillingham Grant. But I
am afraid, Dolly It’s awiully hard luck, but
vou conld never sit for the exam., never prepare
yourself in time.”

“Not 1[ I-if T hard, Miss
Rodgrave '

1 Youi |Ulio:s has been such’a big interruption—
a handicap that cannot be allowed for. No,” was
Miss Redgrave’s compassionate murmur; “this
time, Dolly, I am afraid, you must give up all
hope of sifting for that inter-school contest,”

Dolly Delane pursed her lips to keep back a
bitter sigh, If possible, she would not let her
looks betray the sad disappointment that it :ncant.

It was not that she was one of the brilliant givls
who must have a shot at every special contest. for
the sake of the glory. In her case the Gillingham
Grant—in other words, a prize of twenty guincas—
meant a great deal. _Her people were tenant
farmers, going through very bard times just now.
and what Dolly could do to lighten the expense of
her education she always wanted 1o do.

“Yory well, Aliss Redgrave,” she said at Jast
with a resigned smile tha. tauched |Ilc heart of the
mistress.  “That ends it, of conrse.’

And back she went to her place in class—hrave
Dolly Delane, so little deserving such a bit of hard
luck!

Several of the other givls looked up from their
work to flash her a ﬂmxle Thex all loved Dellv—
“Dolly the Doormat.’” as she had been dubhbed
long ago—because of her obliging, self-effacing
dlaposmon

“ Anvthing the matter, Dolly "7 she was asked
by a near-by girl in a whisper, as she resumed her
seat.

“Vﬂ
home!”

5 (:omg home!”

“Bai Jove, Dolly

But that was as far as the talk was uno\\m to
proceed.  Miss Redgrave reminded the girls gently

“No rtalking, please! If vou, Paula, will con-
centrate on vour work, perhaps we shall sce the
iniprovement that is so desivable!”

And Paula, with an inward groan, retuined her
evos to maths.

“ Cloncentwation, bai Jove!™ she execlaimed dis-
mally, coming out of class with the rest, ten
minutes later, “When I have wacked my hwains
untilb—until—  Weallv, it's dweadful! Aliss
Wedgwave doesn’t wealise that T am not stwong.
That's the twouble, geals. Ow!”

‘“Ha. ha, ha!”

“Healp! Dwop it, Naomer!” squealed Paula,
now that impish Naomor had taken a flring lean
on to her—Paula’s—back. Ay hale—my fwock ™!

But Naomer. with her usual tenacity, lmng at.

She would either hme what she called a * piggy-
i'mck’ or cause I"aula to flop down in despair.
Panla flopped, and it was great fun to some of the
girls, as they followed from the class-room, to have
to steer clear of Naomcr and her long-suffering
vietim.

Betty Barton, the Form captain, came to Doliy's
elbow,

““YWhat
Dolly 7"

“I shall love it, DMiss

worked extra

nothing, except that I thiuk I am going

were you saying aboui geing home,
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“ My people want me back for 2 week or two, and
it scems that Miss Somcrficld is keen for me to
go- W

‘For a sort of change of air, after your illness
Tolly Linton took the slsoakm up astutely. “Wel!
that’s all right for you, Dolly!"

“Oh, I'm not grumblin

“Surprising if you were!” was Pollv’s amused
reply. “I sometimes have a grouse. Paula—well,
she s one big grumble. But did anyone ever hear

t‘ho Doormat complaining? What do you say,
Grace? You are Dolly’s study-mate, so you ought
to know!"”

Grace Garfield turned her eyes upon Dolly as
with great affection.

“She never grumbles at me, which is saying
hing I” laughed Grace. “I'm not tidy, and
is. Btill, we get along all right. Dut I shall
miss you fearfully, Dolly, if you do go home!"’

“We shall all miss her. But, there,”’ eried
madcap I’o]h. =he hasn't gone yet! Give us fair
warning, Doﬂ

The l;%htlg spoken words took emotional effect
upon Dol They werc a hint that when the time
came for her to pack a bag the Form would get
busy, so as to give her a right good send-off. If
time permitted, they would hold a farewell spread
—another order for the Creamery—and that sort
of thing was going to be rather upsetting.

It was onrly to be expeected that going home at a
time when other girls were still in full swing at
the school was going to make her feel a little
unhappy,

Straight from the class-room. most of the girls
were uachmff out to the games-field. But Dolly
was now asked by one of the parlourmaids to report
to Miss Somerfield—why, cverrone could guess,

SOMETHING NEW ! shopnk gugok L0

Naomer,

*Tea !’ But Paula waved

her away. ‘““Do not twy to distwact me.

Naomer. 1 am wesolved. Wild howses shalh
not dwag me fwom my work %

round the door.
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She hurried away, and Crace Garficld. who had
been staying in talk with her, was le’t alone.

“Coming out to games, Grace?’ one of the
others called, speeding for the open air.

“Yes—at least, I'll sce,” (race hesitantly
answered, and in the end she mounted to the
Fourth Form quarters, there to pass into the study
which she shared with Dolly.

These were days when Grace Garfield stood very
high in the esteem of the rest of the Form. She
had -become, in fact, quite the heroine of the hour.
This was not because of the marvellous windfall of
five thousand pounds which had dropped into her
lap just lately, 4

Sudden aceession to riches did not eount for much
in Moicove's eyes.  But the rcason for which
Grace had been endowed with the money—that
counted for a great deal!

For by now it was known that the nice little
fortune was simply the reward made by the grate-
ful parents of a certain girl whose life-she had
Ba\'ed lBSt sumnier,

The facts of the case hiad not been revealed, but,
in spite of Grace Garfield's own becoming
reticence, Morcove had found out this much—that
she had performed a heroic deed, saying nothing
at the time. And so she was being admired, and
was being made rather a heroine by all.

An enviable position for a girl to be in, anyone
would have said. Why, then, were there times
when she felt she conld not stand the populariiy ?
They would have weleomed her at this moment on
the games-field, and yet—she had come apatt from
them all, like this! Why?

Tt was a question that she had no need to ask
herself, Only too well she knew. Only too often
was conscience telling her that there could be no
real happiness, but simply fits of reckless liveliness,
whilst she was enjoying what should never have
come to her!

The reward and the estcem alike were not hers
by rights! Presently Dolly Delane would come to
this study, and so Grace Garfield would be con-
fronted once again with the very gitl to whom the
five thousand pounds was due. And then, once
again, Grace Garfield would want to. own up!

For the great reward kad come by mistake to a
girl who was by no means devoid of a better
nature.  She was no ruthless, erafiy girl who had
schemed to cheat another,

Looking back, she marvelled at the fateful way
in which the fortune, once dropped into her lap,
had been allowed to stay there,

At the same time, she knew that becanse evers-
thing was in her favour, and she seemed to stand
no chance of being found out, that did not excuse
her silence. It was all the.more up to her to
speak out. Only—FIVE THOUSAND POUNDS!
And she had beceme used to thinking of the money
as being her own, her very own, for life!

The deor flashed open. and Dolly walked in.

“Well, it's settled,” that girl announced, with
another of her resigned smiles, “I've got to go
home to-morrow.”
= “Aren’t you glad, Dolly? Yon must be!"
cxclaimed Grace, feeling so verv glad herself,

““I shall love seeing them all at home, of course,”
was the quiet answer. “But it means I can’t hope
to sit for the Gillingham, And vou know, Grace,
I—my people—if T could have puiled off the Grant.
the money would have been so useful. Still!”’

The sight of that homely face, charged with such
cheerful resignation to the hard luck, was more
than Grace could bear. She walked fo the window
and Jooked out.
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“You couldn’t have swotted up for the exam.,
even if you had stayed on at school, Dolly. They
wouldn't have let yon—not after the illness.”

“N-n-no, I'm afraid not. Or else,” said Dolly -
wistfully, “I would have written home, begging
them not to have me back, although I know it's
because of their love for me. Perhaps—""

Grace faced round.

“Yes, what 7"

“Perhaps, after all, T could cram for the exam.
at_home!” was Dolly’s sudden desperate thought.
“L don’t know if it's possible, bui I might try. I
know T shall feel awfully fit, afier being about on
the farm all day, 1 shall take some books,
anyhow,”

Never yes had Grace suffered worse in her
conscience than now. Unwittingly, this other girl
was displaying such pluck, such stoicism, urged on
as_she was by absolute need.

Need! And by rights she should have been
enjoying to-day the fortune of five thousand
pounds |

Truly there was fate in it all; fate in their being
study-mates like this; fate in Dolly’s being so very
hard hit just at present, She had heen the only
girl, except one other, to fall ill. That illness,
whether she went home or not, had spoiled her
chances for the end-of-term exam.

“It—it’s a shame, Dolly! Awfully hard luek!®
Grace felt bound to exclaim huskily, *“But don’t
grieve about it.”

“I shall try not to, Grace. Ouly, you are not
like me. That Gillingham prize is twenty pounds,
and that seems a fortune to mo!”

She added, with a queer little laugh:

“I'm not like you, Grace; I haven’t come inta
a fortune of five thousand!”

Grace did not answer. After a pause, she went
from the room rather quickly, lest the other gul
should see the tell-tale pailar i her cheeks,

Just Like Dofry.
L AUCLA! Ooo, gueck—queek 1™
“Wun away (kg

, Naomer!
“Then you must come,
queek [

“Don’t wowwy me, Naomer! Iow do You
suppose, bai Jove, I can concentwate on all this
dweadful wowk when you come womping in like
a wetched lunatic? Yes, wather!”

It was close upon tea-time. Paula, for ance,
was i her own study. ore remarkable still,
although she had but recently come out of after-
noon school, she sat at the study table with an
;army of exercise-books and primers in front of
1cr.

Naomer, amazed at this
almost yelled ineredulously :

“You not going to do ze prep. before you have
ze tea?”

“T am,” was_ the solemn response from the
elegant one, delivered in the hollow voice of one
suffering a stern martyrdom.  “Do not twy to
distwact me, Naomer, Do not wemind me of the
appwoach of tea-time. I am wesolved—yes, wather!
Wild howses shall not dwag me fwom my wowk:”

“But why

Paula heaved a big sigh.

“Theah is a distwessing weason, Naomer., deah!
Tam the vietim of a _gwave miscawwiage of justice,
bai Jove! Miss Wedgwave, I wegweb o say,
wegards me as a delibewate twifler,”

Naomer's only comment on this was to march
round and attempt to tip Paula out of her chair,

too! Queek—

unwonted industry,

“as the first step towards a move for Study 12,
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“You come along—gueck, quoek!”

“ Naomer, no! Pway dwop 1t, Naomer, for T am
frm. I am woused! I am also dying for my
usual afternoon cup of tea,'” Paula said pathetically.
“PBut I will be bwave. I will wather wowk until
I dwop than have it said that I do not twy my
hardest!”

“Ah, bah. what docs eet matier?” advised
Naomer, starting to shut up all Paula’s books.
“You feel better after tea!™ 2

“Do not tempt me, Naomer, No, T am alwaid,
1 am gweatly afwaid that tea will have a demowalis-
ing cffect upon me. X shall weeline in the arm-
chair, and then Miss Wedgwave savs I am too
inclined to weeline, if you understand what I
mean?’

“1 do not!” langhed Naomer. T zink you are
a bigger duffer than ever, that is all!”

And she whirled out of the room.

Paula sadly resumed her seat ar the tuble.
Sadly she opened all the books again. Then she
took out her pocket-mirror and comb and fiddled
with her hair, which Naomer had certainly vufiled
for the fifticth time that day.

When Paula had satisfied herself that she looked
all right, she took a kind of shuddering pecp at
ane of the questions set for prop.  Then she
groaned.

“Cwuel, positively ewuel of the wetches, who-
ever they are, to pwint such pwoblems! Howevah,
1 will not give in. If I sit here fwom now till
midnight, I will turn in pwep. that does me cwedit
—ves, wather!”

Then the door flew open again.
madeap Polly who bounced in.

“What's this nonscnse about prep.

1

This time it was

hefore {ea,

Paula ¥’

“Ah’? “sighed Paula, “that is my wigid
wesolve——-"" .

“You silly goose, come along and join our ten-
party!” )

“Polly, deah, T gweatly wegwot—-"

“Have vou forgotien that Dolly Delane is off
first thing in the morning. and that we are giving
her a sort of farewell spread in Study 127 What
shall we do without vou, Paula?”

“You will have to cawwyr on without me some
day. you geals,” was Paula’s doleful response.
“When I have been weduced to a newvous bweak-
down, when I have been cawwied out of the sch
on a stwetcher—— And you needn’t laugh, Polly !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“] am pewicetly sewious, Pollv. Do show a
lirtle pwoper spiwit when vou see a geal like me
heing wongly wegarded as a shirker. I do not
shivk the work. You know vewy weal, Polly—"

“Yes, we'll have all that after tea!™ interrupted
the madeap. © You shall sit in the aimchair—-""

“Nevah ! Polly, nevah again will T be pwevailed
upon to wecline in any armcheah! When I am
woused, bai Jove, I am woused! Leave me—-""

“It's going to be a jolly tea,” remarked Pollr.
“The cream-buns are extra special to-day, and
they’ve sont along some of those lobster pattics
which vou b

Paula conld siand no more of such beguiling
talk. She heroically plumped down into her chair
at the fable, thumped her elbows on the table. and
covered her ears with her hands, At the same
time, she began fo read out loud, in a desperate
tone. tho problem which was harrowing her:

4 If four bwicklayers Jay five hundwed

“Donghnuts and jam tarts!” Polly interrupted,
dinning the words into an ear from which she had

()
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dragged away the scrcening hand. “Rwiss roli,
Paula! Come on:”

*No, Polly!”

“Yes, Paulal”

At this moment Npomer reappeared,

“Doo, yes; gueck—queck!”

Then, to make short work of Taula’s sclf-

. imposed labours, both the madcaps proceeded to

carry her out of the study, chair and all, much as
if she were a guy on Guy Fawkes Day.

At first Paula’s sensations were mingled ones.
She felt alarmed, because at any moment she was
Jiable to be capsized out of the chair. She also
feit indignant, as this was a downright refusal on
the part of her chums to let her go on Leing a
heroine,

Dut as she was borne closer to the wide-flung
door of Study 12, and caught the aroma of fresh-
brewed tca, as she was carted into the study and
beheld the really gorgeous spread, she had
pleasanter sensations.

“Yes, wather!"” she was already heaming, whilst
raischievous Polly and Naomer carried her in.
* Under pwotest, geals, T weally iniended to stay

I had wowk to do. But I wesigned myself,
alize vou weally want me, and so I will—
VWoup!”

“Ha. ha, ha!”

Tor Polly and Naomer had suddenly tipped the
fatuous one out of the ordinary chair into the
armchair.

Theah's a siliv thing to do!™ justly complained
Panla, *“Then Miss Wedgwave wonders why I
can't spell! How can I spell pwoperly when I'm
always being spilt all over the place®”

Leaving the oft-teased one to make another
hupried use of mirror and comb, Polly and Naomer
now joined with Betty in receiving invited guests
who were drifting in. :

Another minute found the study fairly packed
with all those girls to whom it was a favourite
rendezvons. Madge Minden and Tess Trelawney
were here, and so was Helen Craig. Trixie Hope,
joining in the chatter, seasoned her remarks with
as much alleged French as usual,

Then there was Grace Garfield, whose own con-
tribution to the spread was such a lavish one. Rhe
had wanted to pay for the whole thing, but Betiy
& Co. had said a firm “*XNo!"” to that.

The girls had. however, secn no objection to
Girace spending rather a lot on this farewell tea
to Dolly Delane, as beecame ‘one who was now so
well-off, whilst being Dolly Delane’s own study-
mate,

“Hurrah! Come on. Dolly!” Polly led the
genuine applause, as the home-going scholar rather
shvly appeaved.  *The Doormat for ever!”

“Hear, hear!"

“Yes, wather!”

“Tf you were going away, not to come back. we
just couldn’t bear it.'” said Betty. “But the week
or ten days will soon pass, Dolly., You'd like to
sit next to Grace, of course?”’

Tt was a moment for Dolly to feel how fond the
girls-weve of her and she of them. This occasion
was totally unlike any of her frequent inclusions
in a 8tudy 12 tea party. Amidst all the frivolous
talk there ran a curvent of genuine sentiment.
Tt was their love for her making itself felt under
all the frivolous gaiety. She felt greatly moved.

All the time she was sceretly puzzled about Grace
Crarfield.  That girl seemed to be just as sincere as
the rest about the eoming loss of her—Doliy—for
a week or so. Yet there were moments when
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something would, as it were, flicker in Grace's
looks, suggesting uneasiicss.

And so, against all her own gencrous inclination,
Dolly was bound te experience again the horrid
doubt that had assailed her often of late in regard
to her studyanate. It was very distressing.,

Dolly wanted to feel a complete faith in the
other girl, but there was
More than that, there was a kind of suspicion, a
sort of grave theory in regard to Grace's recent
windfall, which troubled Dolly gicatly,

The result was that Dolly did not heed one half
of the pleasant remarks made about her during
tea, and she had to force her spirils,

Perhaps Betty and the rest attributed her slight
maoodiness to the coming departure, but it was not
that. It was something even worse than the loss
of all chances for the Gillingham Grant that
oppressed poor Dolly. It was this uneasy fecling
in regard to Grace, summed up In the one word:
SUSPICION !

Tea2 over, madeap Polly suddenly jumped up,
pushing her chair in close to the table, -

“Come on, girls' Hands round for ‘Auld Lang
Syne’! Wo willl” = -

“ Qoo, yes; queek—queek !”

“Give us the tune, Madge!” cried Helen,
laughing.

“I've no piang!”

“What about this ?* grinned Tess, catching up
the famous ukulele, to hand it to Madge.

There was loud laughter, but then, in all earnest-
ness, the girls ringed round the table, with hands
joined crosswise. One of Dolly’s hands had to rest
i Grace'’s, as that girl was next to her on the

—

TO SPEED DEPARTING DOLLY.

‘“ Bhould auld acquaintance be forgot,” sang
the girls with a will, while Madge accompanied

them on the famous wukulele. Dolly’s eyes
were misty at this sh:w of their affection for
ers
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very cold hand was Graee's, Dﬁ”j"
led off, whilst

and a
thought,

- Should Poliy = herself
Madge struck up on the ukulele. .

¢ Ehould auld acquaintanes be [orgot— = o

The singing swelled to a tervific choruw: 8

*“ And never brought to mind! *’ %=

The entire school must have heard ths rest, The
sceond time Study 12 began to dance round ihe
table, and, altogether, things were at their
heartiest, when the door opened. :

Cora Grandways looked into the room.

" What are you idiots up to now 2 g

The offensive interruption made no difference fo
the chums. They had “‘once round again ”’ for
luck, aud then gave ringing cheers. e

“aod old Doormat! Hip, hijp—-7

“ Hurrah ™

“And now, what do you want Polly inquired
of Cora Grandways, with icy politeness. L. v

“Only to sce what all the row’s about.” -

*¥You have seen, end so—hop jt1™ ° »

“Qoo, yes; queek—queek!™ 2

“Allez!” chimed in Trixic,
de-suite !’

Cora made a faee, and then made her exit,
whereupon Paula, for one, flopped into the easy-
chair and got out her conth. and mirror.

“You can go and do yvour prep. now, Paula,™
said Poliy Eweetly, E

vight

3 0

L Allez—vous,A tout-

* Er—ro

" Or would you like to stay and elear away i
iy

“ Let me clear away!” proposed Dolly, and thers
were shrieks of laughter.

}Tlle old obliging disposition had popped out just
then.

“On weflection,” said Paula, “1 will have a west
before wesuming my dweadful labours. ¥ wealise
that I shall gwapple with that pwoblem about the
wetched bwicklayers wather better if T just sig—""

“Not here!” decreed Polly, tilting the duffer
out of the chair, *Pass out, please! More room
down the ca!l;:”

o U Polly—-

“Mind the step!”

And with that flippant injunction from the mad-
cap, Paula found herseli thrust with more speed
than cleganee into the passage.

She drifted away, but in five minutes she was
back.

'Geals, if it takes four bwicklayers—?

“It won't take me two ticks to como for yom, if
you don’t buzz off!”’ threatened Polly, briskly help-
ing to clear up after the party. N

*Are you geals going fo do pwep. 77 5 &%

“What did you think? That we might be
wanting to do yours?”’

“Yes, wather! Er—I mean to say, if you were
& weal bwick—-

"It would take mere than four bricklayers to
lay mo—yes, wawthah P’ chuckled Polly. “But 'l
be along in a jiffy, Paula, to render assistance.”

*Oh, thanks, thanks!” P

And Paula retived to her own den, greatly com-
forted.  Pending the appearance of Polly, she
reclined in the easy-chair, sighing blissfully.” Miss
Redgrave would have no fault to find with the
work to-morrow !

©Well #° Polly cried. suddenly sailing in, true to
her word, “These bothersome bricklasers—where
are they ??

“You are extwemely good, Polly1” exclaimed
Paula, jumping up and advancing to the table,
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“Heah we are—yes, wather! You just wead the
pwoblem, then see “ha.t you make of if
Polly did so. With a sort of careless conre
for such mental gymnastics, she read fhu numbere
paragraph.
*“Obviow
.And went out.
“ Heah—-"
Slam!
“Dweadful, dweadfui!” groaned Panla.
She tore at her hair. Then she took out the
comb and mirror. and set it to rights.
- **Bai Jove,” sighed Paula, s?rt}ng down aga)
resume her own unaided stucdies, “"haow 1
were the one to be going away for a west to-
mowwow! This life I'm led at Morcove School s
retting wowse and wowse. I declave! A little
more, bai Jove. and—— Hullo, Dolly, deah! What
do vou wanti”
The Doormat, entering quietly. closed rhe door
** That bricklayer problem scems to puzzle you,
TPaula. Bo let’s see if I can shed any light on it

* she said, ““the answer iz a lemon!™

Hard Times at Home !
g E}&T morning, the moment breakfs
Dolly had to run and get her ¢
Her

t was aver.
zs on for
was the eightfifty

the journey. train
from Morcove Road.

“It's a pity we can’t all come to sec you oft.
“but we daren’t ask to be cxeused
Hope vou have a nice jouracy,

“¥es, wather!” beamed Paula. floating in to join
the baich of chums who meant to attend Dolly
down to the car for the station. **And come back
soon, Dolly, pway do!”
< “T will, girls, as soon as I can,
sure!”

It is extwemely unfortunate that you are going
away,” sighed Paula, her face falling. *“The
assistance you \rumlm-c-d last evening-—thanks,
thanks! Those wetched bwicklayers had no
tewwows for me after vou came in. Wather nof.
bai Jove! Good marks for me, this m Owp!”

_*Ha, ha, ha!”

“You fwivolous cweature, Naomer!” complained
the oft-teased one, hoisting a sleeve to look at that
part of her forearm which had been pinched,

“f give you ze good mark to go on with—yes!
ou mind I do not tell Miss Redgrave—ha, ha,
hat Dolly Delane do all ze prep. for you

vou may be

Sh! Here comes Miss Redgrave!" cautioned

hE o'}\ whilst Paula turning faint, breathed tencely :

“Howwows! INaomer—Naomer, don’t betway
me! Not a wowd!"”

The Form-mistress merely paused in the doorway
tc address a kind remark to Dolly:

=1 have given Grace Garfield permission to see
vou off at the station, Dolly. Sorry T cannot le:
the others go with you, but work must be done—
mustn't it, l‘aula

**Er—pweci

The mi
the girls wi
laughter.
indignant.

“ don't zec what there is to gwin about ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Then Grace wandered in, looking greatlv plen
most of them thought, ar being alloved to g
the station.

- “Did you have to ask permission ?"" asked Beit:

“0Oh, no: Miss Redgrave told me! Dut-—but
T'm awfully glad, of course!” declared Cracs, with

Yeos, wather!’
3 pn-med on, lf--nmg hali a dozen of
h handkerchicfs to their faces, stiff
Paula, for her part, looked
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1 pasted thrs

“En SEGBET 0["‘! ‘letter tagether
and learned everything,”’ said Cora. Qrace
made a wild snatch for it. ‘' Qive it to me!
It's not yours ! ’' she gasped.
rather overdone heartiness.  “When vou are readv,
Dolly 1

She was ready now, and so madeap Polly sud-
denly grabbed hold of the Doormat’s bag, to porier
it down to the car. Nuoomer dashed away, found
the ukulele, and zame back thrumming it
furiously.

In the end, Dolly. went downstairs and across
the hall, escorted by a batch of high-spirited girls
whose attachment to her was unmistakable.

She began to shake hands with one and another
in the open air, but suddenly Naomer insisted upon
kissing and hugging, incidentally casting away the
ukulele as & momentary encumbrance. After that
Dolly had to kiss and be kissed by all. excent
Grace. That girl was already in the car.

“Byre-bye, then, Dolly!” sang out Polly. when
the Doormat had faken her seat. *Pleasant
journc)’! Mind you write!'

" Yes. wather!””

“ Ay love to all the pigs and ducks
eried Helen.

And don’t get doing too much sprmg ('Eemnng'

and things!”

was Ma(lge= half-serious  advice,  “Cood- bye,
D')H\ :
od-bye, all!™
¢ Good- h}@'
And the car whirled away.
“Lucky geal sighed Paula.  “As for me,
nothing but wowk, wowk. wowk!”

The train, as usnal. was alongside the platform.
Morcove Road Btation was the terminus of
branch line.

The chauffenr put Dolly's things in a third.
saluted., and would have gone off instantly, hut

Dolly stepped up to him shyly. offering a tip. It
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was only threepencn, but, somchow, the man seemed

to sense that here was one of the few necdy

scholars, and his *Thank you, miss!” was as if she

bhad been a juvenile millionairess, conferring a
. sovereign.

Meantime,
office and sccured a first-class return, with her
own money.

“Your ticket, Dolly!"*

“0Oh, Grace!”

“BDon’t be silly! I want to pay for your journey.
I've—~I've all that money, and—it>s only fair!”

Fair! When she—Grace—was cheating the other
girl out of the entire five thousand pounds!

True enough, Grace had wanted to pay for the
journey, but enly to quieten her conscicnee, if she
could !

So the luggage was transferred to a frst-class
compartment, into which Dolly stepped with a
sensation of awe. The train was signalled out. She
closed the compartment door, then let down the
window to exchange a last good-bve with her
study-mate.

It suddenly flashed upon Dolly that they ought
to be kigsing, since the other farewells had been
so specially affectionate. But—no. she could not
offer to kiss Grace. 'This girl was different from
the others. This girl was—what?

The lurking suspicion againt

“So long, then, Dolly 1" the girl on the platform
said brightly. “You'll scon be back!™

“I hope so. It's horrid, missing o much—
getting dropped out of the school as I have been
this term.” Dolly spoke musingly. *‘One thing
scems to have led to another, I fell ill, and had
to stay in the san. I was still in bed when you
others, who had only been in quarantine, were set
frec. T missed all the fun you had.”

**Yes, Dolly.”

“I missed seeing that girl, Daphne Cranford, the
day she came to the school—Daphue, the daughter
of the people who gave you the five thousand
pounds. I'd have liked to see her, Grace.”

“Yes, it was—hard luck,’” condoled Grace, whilst
she thought: “What wonderful Tuck it was for
mel’’

There was a pause, cut short by the ecngine’s
whistle,

“Good-bye, Dolly "

“Good-bye!”

Dolly said it like one in a dream, At that
moment, when her train was gliding away, she was
under a strange impulse to lean out and scrutinise
the other girl’s face closely—to see whether there
was real sadness at the going away, or relicf!

Was there relief—was there? Dollv could not
be sure, and, like the gencrous-minded girl she
was, she instantly gave her study-mate the bencfit
of the doubt. :

As the train fussed along te Barncombe, winding
amongst the little valleys of the moorland country.
Dolly- sat so that she could be sure of getting at
least one or twe last glimpses of the school,

Presently the line was running elose ta  the
Tamiliar high road, and she could sce a certain spot
that was associated with very vivid memories.

For it was just there. last summer, that she had
saved an unknown girl from a runawav farm-
horse.

As if it had all happened only yesterday, Dolly
reealled tho sudden horror and alarm of the short-
lived scare. She and Grace were strolling

together when, all in a moment, it had been up

to her—Dolly—te <top the runawav. Grace lad
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Grace had dashed to the booking- .

Every Tuesday

keen able to do nothing, for she had wandered :p
a high bank to pick a fow wild scabions,

From that day to this, she—Dolly again—had
never seen or heavd aught of the gl whose life
she had saved: 'The girl had been very shaken and
upset, and had gone upon her way after confusedly
saying only u few words in heartfelt gratitude.

Nor was Dolly the sort of girl to have looked
for any better veward than the rescucd one’s own
simple thanks,  Only—and here was the gist of
that unpleasant suspicion which had forced itself
upon her lately—was it possible that Grace's five
thousand pounds was a reward gone astray 7

In other words, was it possible, Dolly had been
compelivd to ask herself over and over again of
iate—was it possible that Daphne Cranford was no
other than rﬁ: givl saved from the runaway horse
last summer 7

Did it mean that Daphne Cranford had caused
her parents to reward the wrong girl, simply
because of some confusion of memory ?

Anyhow, was it not a very strange thing that
Crace had been rewarded for a hercic deed about
which no details had been revealed ? y

At Barncombe there was a train waiting to take
Dally Delane upon the next stage of her journey—
to Jixeter. From the latter fine city she went on
again a little after midday, speeding across all the
giorious countryside of Devon, Somerset, Wilt-
shive, and at last her own beloved Hampshire.

She changed again at a rural junction, and ence
more it _was a shabby local train that rattled her
along. She would soon be home now! The scenery
was becoming as familiar to her as that around
Morcove, She had an eye for the spring crops, and

hoped ecarnestly that dad’s were looking every bit

as good.

It would be such a blessing if they had a good
harvest this year! Times were hard enongh for
farming folk in any case, without any need for set-
backs like a spoiled crop.

Suddenly the train whistled round. a eurve and
rll:_ltgered towards the station at which she must
alight.

Dolly lugged her one bit of luggage from the
hat-rack, gave & pat or so to her hair, and then
her head went out of the compartment window so
that she could look ahead in the hope of seeing
someéone who had come to meet her.

“Dad! Coo-eel”

She was waving gaily all the time the train was
crawling to a standstill. Then her own dear [ather
was whipping open the door, and she fairly jumped
out into his arms.

“My Lttle givl—got here safely, and that’s a'l
right!” murmured Mr. Delane, as he kissed hls
schoolgirl daughter. “I’ve got the pony-trap here,
and you’ll scon be home and sitting down to the
late tea that you must be dying for.””

A youthful porter touched his hat to Dolly before
taking her ticket and carrying out the bags.
There was a buxom enttage woman going off by
the train, with a basket of produce, and she, tou,
became all smiles at se@inﬁ the Delanes’ daughter.

As for Joe, the pony, his delight was manifest
when Dolly went to him and stroked his white
uose and patted the sleek neck,

“Ciood old boy; good Joey,"” murmured Dolly.
“He iooks well, dad!”*

“Aye, but he doesn’t zet the ocats he shouid,
my dear,” regretted Mr. Deiane, mounting after
her into the trap, “All my live-stock could da
with better feed than they are getting. But this
is a lean t:me of the year, and precious little money -
coming in."?
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“Never mind, dad; it's zoing to be a erand
summer for the corn! You'll pull through!”

Thus the girl who had been cheated out of five
thousand pounds comforted the father whose &p-
pearance bore witness to the strains and the wear
and tear of a struggling existence. .

He was not by nature a grumbler—far from it.
As they bowled along in the old-fashioned pony-
trap, sheer joy at having Dolly home again made
the tenant farmer very cheery. He agreed that
the fields Jooked very promusing, and, anyhow,
complaining was of no use. |

A mile or so along the prettiest of country lanes,
and then they turned in at the farm gateway, ta
find Mrs. Delane running out with glad cries.

“Me in my apron still, as late in the day a3
this,” langhingly exclaimed the farmer's wife, aiter
a prolonged exchange of hugs and kisses. “Butl
have just been making butter——"

“T know!” nodded Dolly, going towards the o 1
fashioned porch with her loving mother. W
you must let me make the butter to-morrow,
it shall be a gold medal brand! I won's lose §
uny customers!”’

“Dear child, T am sure yau won't,” the
fervent reply. © Let's have another leok at you,
Dolly. You're thin—" .

“Oh, mother, I'm awfully fat! I'm gaining
every day now. And wait till I get at the clotted
cream! Oh, here’s old Bouncer ! Hallo, boy 172

And not, at the doorstep, Doily knelt to pat
the shaggy sheep dog who had grown very, very
old in the family's faithful service.

Next, Dolly had to remew her acquaintance
with the tabby eat, just then walking about with
a kitten in her mouth. From the dim parlour,
where the happy-hearted girl was to sit down to
her late tea, came the lusty song of a canary.

Later, she roamed out to get a look round the
old place before nightfall. The twilight was linger-
ing because of a clear sky that held a new moo
The silvern sickle hung low in a lemon-yellow sky.
and Dolly could count on a fine day to-morrow.

She peeped in upon the cows, all placidiy chew-
ing the cud after their evening feed, and then had
a look at the latest calves. Not so many as there
used to be—a bad sign! Tt meant that dad was
having to sell his young stock, to get yeady money,
instead of being able to “run them along.”

But all roung the place there were these sigus
of hard times. Ricks had been threshed and the
com sold, whereas dad always used to wait for
that time which brings the best prices.

The stables held monster Shire horses who were
old friends. She spoke to each one soitly by name.
Handsome crentures—but ft was a horse just like
one of these from whom she had saved that un-
known girl’s life. Dolly came out of the stables,
thinking of that affair allvover again.

The lonely farmlands were darkening at last;
but she felt she must sit for a minute on the top
bar of a feld gate, to watch the silent owls wing-
ing by, whilst the young moon set behind the
hills. She was giad to be home again, and yet
not glad. She felt free from all loneliness when
ghe saw the homestend’s lattice windows glimmer-
ing through the gloaming: and yet she was lovely,
very lonely, when she thought of Morcove.

“Dolly, darling!”

“Yes, mother, I'm coming!"

Down she jumped from the high gate. and
sauntered towards the age-old farmhouse. Before
going indoors, she stood to take one last look
round.

Home! Nor could home heé dearer to any other
girl than was this rural habitation to her. Cp

=
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there was the dormer window of the very room
where ghie had been born. Would her parents have
to give up in the end? If they did, it would only
be beecause they were ruined. Nothing but black
ruin would ever make them sever their connec-
tion with the place. They loved it so. Supposing.
then—supposing there was a poor summer, and
prices went from bad to worse?

“And yet some people seem to have so much
woney " Dolly pondered, half-aloud. “The girs
I know at Mercove whose parents are so rich!
And think of Grace Garfield, coming into that
windiall of five thousand pounds—all for herse:l!
1t I could have come into a fortune like that—-
Oh, but what's the use of thinking such things!”’

And she added, in a suddenly altered tome cf
cheerful pluck: E

“1 brought my books with me. I'm_zoing ta
stick at them, this evening—yes, I am! I'm going
to if T ean't sit for the Gillingham after ali,
witen the time comes !’

The hrave. celf-reliant girl, so richly deserving
better luck tnan had been hers of late!

But perhaps some guardian fate was to watch
over Dolly’s interests after all? She was to receive
ner veward in the end—perhaps!

Better to be Colly than Qrace !
IT had been a very jolly after-prep. gathering in
Study 12 this evening.

The girls were dispersing now, for in a
ninute or two the bell would be ringing all Mo-
cove School down to the bedtime assembly. Grace
Carfield, coming away from Study 12 in talk wirh
Helen, Trixie, Madge, and two or three othevs,
looked as light-hearted as auy.

Nor was she having to foree her spirits. Ever
since Dolly went home, a few days ago, Grace hadl
felt wonderfully easy in her mind. It seemed to
have made all the difference in the world to her, to
11:.\'9 the cheated 2ivl no longer always confronting
her.

“Oh, Grace CGarficld—just a sec. !’

She turned round surprisedly. It was a sudden
hail from Cora Grandways, and what Cora shoud)
wané with her it was impossible to imagine.

“Well 77 (race asked, declining to turn back
in the passage. :

“T want a word with you. Private!”

Whatever was Cora driving at? With an
amnoyed look, Grace felt compelled to go back
after all, turning the corner at the end of tue
corridor to follow Cora into the latter’s study.
‘It’s like this, Grace; I thought I'd ask you
u'd come out with me to-morrow afternoon, as
a halfer?”’

Cora’s mauner, although so sweet, scemed to he
tinetured with something threatening. She was
smiling, but whether out of liking for Grace or in
mockery, that girl could not guite tell.

“Nol” Grace refused, guite bluntly. “Haven't
1 let you see plainly enough, Cora Grandways, that
T've no time for you, any more than the other giris
have 2

“Wait a bit.” said Cora, suddenly putting her-
self between Grace and the closed door, * Thar
anawer——""

“It’s the only one you'll get. Why do you
persist in thinking that just because T have
come into money, I would make a nice crony ! ]
am not thé least inclined to——"

“PBut 1 am—see?” Cora retorfed,
wide grin.  ©1 frankly admit, Crace,

with her
I could
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do with a friend, and, uflter all, we used to get
along all right.”

“That’s. going back to a time I'm ashamed
to think of now!”

Cora laughed.

“If you have nothing worse than that to be
ashamed of, Grace—— Look here, think it over.

Isn’t . it worth while juining uwp with me and
having a few treats, instead of getting nothing
but games with the Betty Barton crowd? You're
like. me now—got money to spend——="
“Never you mind about the money, Cora.”
“I'm alraid I do mind, Grace. T'm afraid L've
been wondering about it a goed deal lately.

Wondering,” said Cora, her handsome eyes looking
straight into the other girl’s, “how you will
feel when you have to give it up!”

There was a sudden deathly pallor in Grace's
face. Bhe stood utterly struck back by this fear-
ful blow from a totally unexpecied quarter.

If Cora’s words meant anything at all, t
meant that she knew—she knew!

“Yes,” that girl said, as if reading the other's
very thoughts, “I know all about it, (irace. The
school imagines that you have refrained from
giving details as to why you came into that
money, out of pure dislike of having a fuss made
of you. And instcad, the reason is that you
never did perforin any heroic deed!” -

““‘How dare you say so!” panted Grace des-
perately, “I—1—" ’ .

“Bluster won’t shut me up,” was Cora’s blunt
retort. “I say what I knew to be true. It
was Dolly Delane, not you, who saved Daphne
Cranford from a runaway horse last summer. If
Dolly had not been in hospital when Daphne
came to the school on a flying visit the other day,
you would have been found out! Daphne made 2
big mistake in naming you to her parents as the
girl_who should be rewarded. Daphne doesn’s
realise, even now, but she has caused the wrong
girl to be rewarded, You did nothing towards
saving her!” < !

There was a great pause. Grace took out her
handkerchief and wiped her lips, then walked
wildly about the room as if she were in a trap.

“1 deny if, she gasped cut at last
frantically. * You-—you have jumped to wron
conclusions.  Tt's horiid of you—the sort of thi

you would do! I did deserve the reward!”
“You did not, Grace! You lave known

for
some time now that it should have gone to Dolly

Delune. You must have known when you first
heard from Daphne Cranford, She wrote a letier
explaining why you had been given the money by
her parents. This letter!”

Bo saying, Cora suddenly pulled open a table
drawer aud took out a peculiar object.

It was a small pane of glass, on to which had
been neatly pasted the scraps of paper representing
a ‘torn-up letter.

One wild glance, and Grace saw that cvery tiny
scrap was in its vight place. Cora had fitted the
scraps together like a jig-saw puzzle,

“Hee?” smiled Cora, taking up the sheet of
glass to show the eother side. *“Tt's all here;
you can read both sides of the letier. becau
I used glass. Do you want to read .he letter.
Grace?  Shall I read it aloud for you?”

“No! I— Cora

“Let me refresh vour memory, anyhow,” the
Grandways girl said, enjoying her triumph.
“Look at this postscript. where Daphne speaks of
another girl being with you, that day last
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summer—Dolly Delane. 1f this letter did not
upset you at the time you received it, why did I
find you mooning about in the grounds, as gloomy
as could be?”

“Give me that letter—it’s not yours, it's mine!”
burst out Grace wildly, “I'm going to have ib
back. You cheat! Give it to me—"

“Not likely!” laughed Cora, adroitly dodging ~
away from her schoolfellow. “But I am quite
willing to hand it to Dolly Delane, when she
returns to school! She ought to see it—-""

“Cora, listen! Oh, let me explain,” broke
from Grace, as a miserable acknowledgement of
her guilty silence up to now. “I never wanted to
enjoy a reward I hadn’t earned. T never schemed
to cheat Dolly or anyene! It just happened—
this_mistake that Daphne made——"

“Because her recollection of the hairbreadth
escape was such a confused one?”

“Yes; that's how it camo about. And I—I
admit, T did realise at last that the money shonld
have gone to Dolly, But by that time I had
grown used to spending freely. I wanted to give
up the fortune, but I couldn’t, Besides, what
would the school think of me?”

“*Not mueh, that's certain,” prinned Cora.
“You mustn’t mind my laughing, it does seem so
very funny. T mean to say, you have been very
chummy with Betty & Co. lately! You would
have nothing to do with me. T was ready to be.
friends, but yon kept me at arm’s length.  Grace,
that was a mistake! I make a good Iriend, but
a very bad enemy.”

Helpless to say anything in vesponse to this
stinging remark. Grace again stood away from
Cora, wild-eyed and despairing.

“Sl!” resumed Cora, softening a little, “I
am not so spiteful as to want to show you up,
Grace. Tt's no joke to be in your shoes now.
You'd have to leave, or else remain to be shunned
by the rest of the school. Sooner ‘or later, you
simply must, let Dolly have the money. Bui
supposing, for the present—well. supposing I let
you ga on enjoying the money 7"

“Enjoying the money!” echoed Grace, on the
verge of tears. “A fine lot of enjoyment it has
been to me!”

“Oh, come! You have had some jolly times,
cven if your conscience has been troubling vou.
The mistake has been, Grace, for you to he
chumming with Betty and the rest, whilst doing
a thing like this. You should have ehummed
up with me!”

The guilt-stricken gil returned her sombre cyes
to Cora’s handsome f

“Are you wanting me to—io do that now ?”

Cora shrugged.

“You know what I am, G
with this life at Morcove.
ar givls who play games.

ce—always fed-:n
I've no use for games
I like ypetting abour,
and it’s not surprising that now nand then I feel
i'd like to have someone sharing the fun. I never
zo down on my knees to ask a girl to be ehummy
But——"

“You think you can compel me!™

“I vather think T can—don’t vou?” was the
smiling retort. “But why jorce me to furn nasiy ?
Here I offering to be quite chwmmy, treating
the whole thing as rather n joke. Come out with
me to-morrow afternoon, and you needn't imaginz
that I shall be twilting vou ahout the money.
1 shan’t say a word.”

Cora suddenly gave heed to the bell that was
vinging downstairs,
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“Time to go down to assembly, Grace. So you
just think it over. You go along now, whilst
I put this letter away, and to-morrow—it’s grand
weather now for motor-cycling—you come for a
run in my sidecar!”

In a crushed and despaiving way Grace went
fto the door and opened it. On the point of cast-
ing a look back at her schoolfellow, she refrained.
It would have been an imploring lucl\ that \mu]t]
only have amused Cora. There wrs no hope of
mercy  there. All that Cora offered was either
an alliance suited to her owp wayward nature,
or—exposure !

Grace’s slow step took her towards the main
corridor. Then she checked. The thought had
seized her—— Clould she get hold of that patched-
up letter and destroy it?

Cora

But what use would that be? None!

knew the facts, and so, even if thke tell-tale letter
were destroyed, Cora would always have it in
her power to make a statement.

“Then T must own up before the whole school,
despanm"

that’s alll” was the guilty givl’s
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Cora only means that Betty and the rest will be
grieved. Lo own up about the fortune means that
they will be scornful, furious with contempt!”

Suddenly, the “mtched gitl felt every fine im-
pulse funnkmg her again.

She could see nothing but reasons for drifting
on and on, in guilty possession of the fortune,
Even now, Cora alone knew what a mistake there
had been. Apart from Cora, Grace was as safe
us ever! And all Cora wanted, in veturn for
silence, was a companionship that would end her
Ioneliness.

Tragieally, Grace realised that this was the hour
when she, the cheat, must make her choice. Which
was it to be, then—swhich? The fortune still hers,
with a possibility of its remaining hers for life?
Or—fairplay for Dolly ?

Far into the night she lay wakeful upon ilie
bed that had so often been a eleepless one, just
lately. Which—which should she choose? A biind
continwance along the path of secret guilt, trust-
ing to luck to save her always, or—the straight
and narrow one?

BACK HOME.

As Dolly and her father turned in at the farm gateway, Mrs. Delane ran
out with a glad nry. M

in my apron as late as this!’’ she ex-

claimed, as she k d her daughter. Dolil

decision.  “It’s no use, I simply can’t go on—I
won't! Sooner or later I have got to do the
right thing by Dolly 1™

For a few moments she felt herself to be nerved
for the dreadful confession. Now, to- night, she
would make a clean breast of everything! She
would get hold of the headmistress even before the
aawmbis took place.

But Grace had only to encounter Betty and
some of the others, a few seconds later, to fulter
in that fine decision.

She found herself amongst these trusting, ad-
miring chums of hers—girls who put fairplay
before all else! How could she forfeit their friend-
ship? How bring herself to stand disgraced before
them and the rest of Morcove School?

And yet—

Was it not going to put her in disgrace, to ally
herself with Cora?

That question was quickly answered by the wealk
side of Grace's chavacter, “Not a tithe of the
disgrace that the other means! To go about with

Y
on the farm.

She knew the need of constant hard work

Her choice was made before she slept.
And the following afterncon she was oat and
about with Cora.

As Fate Decreed !
TINE motorcar, with a great quantity of
lu"‘gag‘e strapped to the grid, came purring
along the main road from Londou to Soutir-
ampton,

Ii wae a perfect spring day, and the three pas-
sengers were enjoying to the full the loveline:s
of this part of the journey. The countryside could
not be prettier than it was just here, in the heast
of Hampshire.

Daphne Cranford, as the car ran by a finger-
posted by-road, gave a sudden excited ery.

“ Dad—mother! Oh, can we stop for a bit?
Do let’s stop, please!””

“\Vh\, my dear?"’

“That finger-post: it
Farm '—and
lives!

said: ‘*To TFallowheid
that's where the girl Dolly Delane
I know. because one of the Mou.me girls
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mentioned it. T would love to ecall and ask if
she is quite well again. Her parents will know,
for certain.”

Mr. Cranford, most indulgent of fathess,
promptly pave orders to the chauffeur, and they
manceuvred round on the main road, then ran
back to turn down that side lane.

“We've plenty of time,” commented Daphne’s
father. “Our boat %r Havre doesn’t leave until
late this evening. And this is a delightful spot,
anyhow, for a pullup, Pity the girl herself won't
be at home, Daph !

“Yes, dad. It will be nice to find out, any
how, how she has gone on. You know she was .5
in_the school san., that day T visited Morcove.”

My, and M, Cranford nodded, and whilst the
car lumbered down the rough lane they chatted
with Daphne about that flying visit of hers to the
school.

Five minutes later the car was ai the farm,
where tho lady and gentieman genially introduced
themselves to Mrs. Delane, explaining the motive
for the call. Mr. Delane was away at market,
and as for Dolly-——

“She’s at Morcove, of cowse!" was Daphne's
taken-for-granted remark., * What, not at school 2"

*“No, miss; it so happens we have had her home
for a week or two—"’

“Oh, do you hear this ?"* Daphne Joylully turned
upon her paremts. *Dolly Delané is at home!
We can actually see her!”’

“Bhe can’t be far away,” said Mus. Delane con-
fidently. “If you ave in a hurry and want to get
her——*

“Yes, 1 do! Let me rum and find her!” ew-
treated Daphne, a-dance with joyful eagerness. T
didn’t see her at the school that day. I don':
want to miss her this time I

“My daughter is not in the dairy, making butter,
€0 I imagine that you’ll find her out in the home.
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meadow, amongst the poultry sheds. Our Doly
is seeing after the rearing, and—-—"

,Fi"’ut. it was no use saying move. Daphne was
off !

Gally she whirled away from the farmhouse, fo
fash across a cobbled yard, and t hrough an
open gateway, into the first meadow. Some cows
looked up, then vesumed their grazing. One corner
of the field was given over to pouitry-sheds and
1uns, and Daphne eaw a giil just there, stooping
over a coop.

Swift as ever the youthful visitant sped across
the emerald grass. She was quite close before
Dolly Delane heard her and, afrer lugking round,
straightened up.

Daphne approached, greatly enjoying the pleasant
surprise that it was to mean for the other girl.

“Dolly Delane? How are you. after all this
Eme? You've got over that illness, anyhow!

nt—-""

And there the speaker paused, for Dolly had ‘et
fall the metal jug with which she had been giving
witer to a mother hen. The had dropped
from a nerveless hand. Amazedly she cried our,
at last:

“Why, you—you are the girl—last summer—-—""

“Daphne Cranford, yes,” nodded the owner of
that name, herseli turning pale as a shock went
through her. “And you— Oh! Aven’t you the
girl who—who saved me from the runaway horse 7%’

“I-—— Wes, I did happen to-—to be the one,”
falteved Dolly, in great asitation, “Have yon
been thinking that—that Grace Gurfield was tha
one P’

“Of course T have!” eried out Daphne, dis-
mayedly. “Or, why should T ever have gob d
to give her that reward! You know—five thousand
pounds—it was simply to veward the girl whn
saved my life! And I gave dad the name of
Grace Garfield!® ~

“Then you made a mistake, Daphne Cranford.
I have wondered a good deal—have been forcod
to wonder—whether there had been .a mistake.”

“Did a gl ever make a more awful blunder!”
was Daphne's distressed outery, # how te
rible! But I can only say, Dolly, there iz a lot ‘o
accouns for the mistake., I was s0 upset at the
time of the accident; we didn’t remain in talk
for long, You remember "’

“¥es!?

“But, if this is the case, what has that gitl
Grace Garfield been about, to stick to the money ?**
Daphne rushed on, in sudden great indignation.
“Mind you, when I visited her at the school, I
2ot a shock then, I felt that although the namea
was the one I had meant, the givl herself was
not the one! But I decided that everything must
be all right.*

“*Naturally,” Delly nodded. becoming strange'y
calm, whilst Daphne’s distress only increased, “you
concluded that there could have been no mistake,
or Grace wounld have corrected it,”

“y One trusts people. Surely one wouid
expect a girl to speak out! And that is just what
Grace has not done! Oh, how shameful, how
mean and ciuel!’ panted Daphne. “The unfajr
ness to you—a chum of hers, I think

“T have always thought that she and I were
chums, yes,” asented Dolly sadly. She picked up
the jug. “Oh, well! Buf how on earth did you
chance to turn up like this, Daphne Cranford 7

“I don’t feel T can {rouble to explain that,” was
the sighing answer. "T and my people were motor-
ing down to Southampton, to catch the boat [or
France. A fingerpost put me in mind of Four
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Jome address, for some of the girls had mentioned
that you lived in_Hampshire, on a farm—Fallow-
field Farm. So 1 got dad to come along here.
Dolly, the point is—you ought to have had thus
five thousand pounds!” _

With the fluffy day-old chicks prettily running
around her, Dolly stood silent, her homely face by
no means charged with sudden great joy at tho
prospect of being rewarded after all. She must
have had thrilling thoughts of what the fortune
could do for her and her pecple. But there wus
this sad thought of how her schoolfellow and study-
mate had cheated her like this!

Daphne, in a real passion by now, resumed :

“T am going to have the thing set right, Doily!
My parents are indaors, with your mother. We'l
go in and explain straight away! That girl at
Morcove—ohi, if T had her herel She is a litile
fraud, a cheat!”

“Rut rhere was the temptation,” murmured
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if some day CGrace Garfield owns up of her own
accord ?"*

% All Morcove will be happier,” was the steady
answer. “And Grace herzelf, by owning up in
the end, may even escape lifelong disgrace! Oh,
Daphne, you are not a Morcove girl; but if you
were, anc? had the school’s name to think of? If
you were in my place, Daphne—wouldn’t you
want to be silent, for the present at least, giving
Grace a chance?”

“Yes, I suppoce I would!™

“Then you will let me, won’t you?”’ entreated
Dolly emotionally. “Surely, if T want lo do this
thing, you will agree to do your part? It oniy
means being silent for a bit!’

“Then you don’t mind being without the money
a little longer?”

“The money! If T didn't see how greatly it
would help dad and mother, T would say, let
(irace keep it for ever, rather than have her shown
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Tolly. “Let us remember that. 8he never schemed
to cheat me. The chance came, and—it wuas too
much for her; 1 suppose.”’

“How yon can talk like that!” Daphne ex-
claimed, admiring the other’s restraint. “Bhe
doesn’t deserve the least pity, Who can forgive a
girl for cheating—a chum?”’

“It hos been most unfair of her; a thing I
could never have imagined a Morcove givl doing,"”
gighed Dolly. “That’s what 1 have to think of;
she’s a Morcove girl. And if we show her up

“There's no ‘if’ about it. Dolly Delune. I
em going to see that you have that money! Come
»

. wait "' exclaimed the Morcovian, gesturing
earne;tly. “(oodneas knows, [
with the money. At least, my parents can. Tor
times arc very hard in the farming world. And
I suppose 1 can feel entitled to—to accept the:
money, although it seems such a lot. Bub do
wothing to-day, Daphne—please !’

ot tell my people? This time to-morrow
they and I will be on the Continent! Dolly, you
must—you must let me—--"

“No, I dou’t wish it—please!” was the suppli-
cating cry that left Daphne agasp at Dolly’s for-
bearance. “I think of things that you can’t he
expected to bear in mind. Morcove School—Grace
Garfield’s position—""

“QOnly what she deserved!™
“That may be so,”” allowed Dolly sadly. “And
ot, much as I want th money. I do feel T
3 Oh, how shall T say it! Be patient;
give her a chance—yes, Dapline, a chance to own
up, instead of being dencunced!”

Daphne stood mute and very still, suddenly im-
pressed with the full meaninz of the other’s
venerous words. Ider eyes dwelt upon homely
Dolly, in her simple cotton frock, with intenso
admiration.

“You medn, Dolly, you'll be so much happier

Daphne, I can do.

up! But fair’s fair, and T am going to have tho
reward your people so_generously gave, for my
people’s sake,” Dolly said, her eyes aflash. *Oniy,
let’s wait awhile, Daphne! Say nothing to-day!”

“What a sport you are,” came from Daphne,
after a little pause. “Very well, then, I agice
to what you ask. Perhaps, in your place, I woud
feel the same. 1 hope T would, anyhow! For the
sake of the school’—she held out her hand, so
that.a firm clasp might seal the understanding—
“we arve going to say nothing at present?”

“That's right,”” said Dolly simply. “For the
sale of my school! And,’ she added, v a
sudden mote of great angunish in her low voice,
“for (trace Garfield’s own sake, too!”

In silence, after that, the two girls walked off
in the direction of the brown-tiled farmhouse. Tt
seemed as if not another word was to be said;
but suddenly Daphne halted, voicing the uneasy
thought :

“Supposing it doesn’'t answer—your giving:
Girace Garfield this chance? Supposine she doesn’t
own up? The longer the time she has been given,
the worse they will all think her to be!”

“She must own up,”’ Dolly said, with quint
desperation.  “If, when I get back to Movcove
next week, Grace does not speak out of her own
accord, then T shall know what to do. Somchow
or other, I shall simply make her!”

And, whether or not Dolly Delane was forced
tg carry out that fne resolve, our next story will
show !

=z

(THE ESD OF TMIS WEEK'S STORY.)

Things are getting more and more exciting
where the wrongly-hestowed fortune is concerned.
Will Grace own up, or leave it for Dolly to make
her do se, some way or other? Yeu cannot afford
to miss a word of next week's fine complete
Morceve story. It is * The Silence of Doily
Delane.”



