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THE SCHOOLGIRLS’ OWN

Magnificent Long -
Complete Morcove

. School Story, Fea-

. turing the Chums
of Stidy 12

WITH Ethel ccu}{way, Morcove's evef-pOpﬁlaE Head Girl, as the new ’
Editress of the ‘‘Fifty Years of Morcove’’ souvenir, there seems every
chance of Betty and Polly being ahle to ‘* get things done.”’ - But Althea Dillon;

although deposed, is by no means out of the picture.
e - story that thrills from start to finish.

“ No Admittance '
N a cortain door in- the Sixth Form corridor

in Morcove’s schoolbouse a notice in large

lettering was . displayed:

EDITOR'S DEN.
. PRIVATE.

It msu;? have been madcap Polly Linton, of the
Fourth Form,
warning :

NO PARKING HERE.

" For Polly was “on the staff.” Polly, at this

very moment, was c¢lacking away at a borrowed

typewriter as fast as she could go.

. Clack, clack—clack! Clack, clack-clack-clack,
_TING! Trrr-rrurr, crash! Clack, clack, clack,

clack, thump! =

Polly sat working the machine at a sm;nll- table

noar the window of this rather dingy room which
Authority had set apart for those girls who were
to be responsible for the production of “Fifty
Years of Morcove,” a printed “jubilee * souvenir,
- the work of Morcove girls, to . be. distributed
among parents and friends. N
At another table sat Betty PBarton, captain of
the Fourth Form., She also had been “loaned ”

who had added the. breezier-

Here is a fine school

to Morcove's head girl for the purpose of assisting
with the editorial work. . ; ; -

Yet another small table held a sloped. drawing-
board and all the materials for black-and-white
drawing: but the staff artist of *Fiffy Years”
was not in evidence at present. :

Tess Trelawney, as her Fourth Form school-
mates knew so w‘f;silt was temperamental.. She was
supposed to be using this room, but was more
often to be found at work in her study in the
Fourth Form quarters. : :

Clack, clack, elack, tack, érash, ting! Trurr!
Clack, clack-cladk-clack—— ’ e

“0h, bother!” . v oL E W

“ What's the matter, Polly dear?” -

‘“Nothing, Betty! Ribbon gone again!”

Tt was whilst impatient Polly was fiddling with
the twisted typewriter-ribbon that the door was

. tapped and then opened.

The head of the dusky imp, Naomer Nakara,
came round the edge of the door. :

“ Eggscuse me——"" ) ’

“PBuzz off, you!” oxploded Polly.

“Zat articackle of mine———7 5

A dictionary was playfully hurled; but Naomer
dodged it. ’ :

“Bekas, what sbout ze printed proofs, Polly

“Wha-a-t! Your MS. hasn't gone to ‘the
printers yet, duffer, Do you expect everything
to bo done in a day! Alles, tootsweet!”
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“Paiila ees here—"
“Yes, bai Jove, geals, ha

sing " beamed amiable Paula- Creel, drifting inte

_the sanctumn. ~ "I thought I would stwoll wound,

just to inquire, don’t you know.™ -

“ Betiy,” said Polly. - . Co

“Hallo!” from Beity, as if she were a great
way off.- el B T L
~ “We'll have to indent for a chucker-out. They
won't keep away!” Polly said in mock fury.
“That’s right;” 2s.Paula subsided into a most
comfortable armchair set near - the fireplace.
“Take the editor's chair.’”- - . i ¥

“Thanks! Bai Jove, most' westful, yes, wather!
But don’t let my intwusion, geals debar you fwom
working I : 2 Ty :

“Bekas—" : :

But Naomer saw Polly jump up to snatch at a
T.square belonging to the staff artist. Polly
fHourished dt. s ; : .
_YTf yod don’t buzz o1 -

_ “Zen what. about Paula?* s~

“Paula, if you have nothing better to do,” said
Beity sweetly, “you had better find Tess in her
study, -and sit to her-for @ model! . She has a
- head of a girl to draw, illustrating——"
clipped in. . “So Tun along, my pet!” . ..

#That is being extwemely personal, Polly deah!”

“My article. on ¢ Duffers We ‘Have Known’ is
nothing ‘if not persomal,. Where areé wei” said
Polly, and she routed out a sheaf of MS. -that

;%4 Vet another case was that of Pann
L T SR ‘

Creel

-1 “Baj Jovel”

- 4 This p’:."i:aa? ass was not only, deficient in

-braing—- "

4 As wegawds. hwains,” Polly deah, I twust
you have been fair enough to wemawk’ thdtwe
. Cweels are more wenowned for——"" e
. #<But, . Polly still improvised—" ¢ but! She
_was vain enough to imagine that her looks made
up for lack of ordinary mtelligence! Whereas,’ **
Polly continued, flicking over a page, * * the truth
compels us tosay that a plainer girl—"* :
«Qtory 1 shyilled Naomer. *Bekas, all zat is
ot written at alll She is !;i&qiingﬁ you, : Payla I
Therenpon, Polly took NMaomer by one ear and
gently led her forth "into -the -pastage, - She
rétirned and solemnly addressed lang-uid Paula.
“ Ate you going? Or must [—=> ~~ “uv -
“Bai Jove, I awise with extweme weluctance,”
‘sighed the amiable duffer.
: %&l -Jove, ‘you two geils are fowtunate to——
Yowpl” - ' 3 ‘
. “Then hurry up!™ . T
. “Fortunate!” snorted Polly, after slamming the
“dopr upon ™ both evicted chums, “They little
know]” she! said dramaticelly.” “Betty, I can’t
believe -we'll ‘ever get the f Fifty Vears” rinted
" in time for copies to be handed round at
»f -terin, - .Thefé’s some work io do, and -mo
_mistake.” el B e R e w
“Oh, we'll managel” & . -
.. “Tf thet Naoiher. comeés ‘back,” ‘muttered- the
madeap inimi * fur-

cally, and in antieipation of the
~ ther .interruption she placed. the .dictionary nice
-znd handy again. ‘ x
Clack, clack—
“{gh, dasht”
“YWhat is it now, Polly?”

et

4This ribbon!. It’s printing some letbers red

" #ad some bluel”
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" hagw are yoil pWOGWes-

“#¢PDyffers We Have Known,>” _P(}lly igki-ngly .

“ A wet halfer, too! -

e end.

- with (-.]:g:ming casu

- Every Tuesday

Beity heard this with a'laugh. Then, .resting
her pem, shke looked serious.. .. o ’

“Tolking of -typewriters, Polly déar, 1 wonder -
abouk Alﬁﬁea' s, Dillon! You know she was’ 7o
ing money out of that aunt of hers, to buy herself
a new’ machine when she had the job as editress. .
Now that Althea’s had the job taken away from
her, for inefficiency, I wonder if she has still had
the money ¥ - R

Betty added pensively: '

“T guppose- it’s not our concern—except -that
Althea’s Aunt Kathleen is a dear. We could'teﬂ
that she’s has to pinch and scrape, and. e hi
pounds for Althea to buy a new machine that
she doesn’t need now—"" 3
"¢ And wouldn’s have meeded, eyen if ghe had
remained editress,” said Polly, feeling more Tecon-

ciled to the ‘‘crock ” now that she had gob the

“ ribbon to rights again, *“But half & sec.™

‘And’ she pidked up the dictionary, ab i'.‘he_a:f.a.‘m.et
time looking towards.ihe door, as if expecting it
to open again. g .

Nexb moment—whizz! went the dietionary.
Flump! as it canght an intruder full in the chest.

Then, agape with herrer, Polly jumped up. -

“Qh, sorry, Ethell I thou‘mint it - was Naomer
again!” ; ‘ . S

Polly, in fact, had aimed the dictionary ab
her own editress—Ethel Courtway, the head girl.

But Ethel was not the sort to be disgrunt ed.
She laughed, bringing a bag of goli-cluhs with her

_into the sanctuin.
0 m}ighﬁ:.well‘hwé been -the -article.” *‘Listem to~
* " And she pretended to read from the })a.ges:

&

 “Top web again to-d¥y. Simply can't get a
round,” she remarked, unslinging the bag 1o let
it flop back into & eorner. “So what about a spot
of work! : Anything,” she inquired, sinking into’
t};:] ed;itorial armchair, ‘“you gitls wani to see me
about?” . - . . : T
There was! Tmmediately, she had Betty on one
sde ‘of her and Polly the other side. For ten
minutes the * staff”  took it in turns’ to_ask:
“Y¥¥hat about this?’ and “How about that?”
- Ethel, although so keen on golf and gemes in
general, made & fine editress. When she gave her " -
mind to the work, which she did with an air of

- carelessness disguising geal, decisions were brisk

and wise. . o 2 am
. 8o, presently, Beity and Polly ‘could retire to.
their different _tables, feeling reatly h

Once agaih, in their hearts, they were th pkful -
to have Ethel as their chief. - s
. They. had only fo recall the chaotic Beginning
made under Althea Dillon—although Althea had
Jaid claims to_being *‘literary “—to shudder over
the what-might-have-been. - .
. For a while Ethel Courtway read manuseripts,
most of them for the second time, )

« About this ¢ Nature Round Morcove,” Beity,”
she remarked '_gl:senﬂy. T won't return it; but
I think Biddy Loveland can gel more into it than
that! - She’s in your Formi; you could see her
about it, putting it nicely.” ]

“Oh, yes, Ethel.” !

“Tell her to pack it, yet kee% the nice- chatty
style. Can't she mention a few birds, and snakes,
and snails and things?? suggested the editress-

ess, ", t
" Ohe threw . a lump of ceal on the fire and got
uwp. - . - - . i

“ And now, you two, I expect you're ready for
tox? I asked Naomer and Paula if they’d care
%o lay tea for me in-my study and stop on-to have
it with us.” W % .

“Oh, Ethel!” . L "
- The eyes of Betty and Polly alike were a-sparkle.

“Care to ask .Pam and Madge .and others to
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look along to join ‘us? Not forgetting Tess,”
added the head girl. “ And return later!” -

She sauntered out, going round into a main pas-
sage off which her study:. opened.

At this instent another study door came open,
letting. out a senior to whom Ethel turmed with
charactoristic geniality. - .

"1 say, Althea—" .

VYes, what?” came brusquely. .

“You're going to do an article for the ‘Fifty
Years* "

“I? Oh, no, thank you! If I was not good
enough to be editress, I'm sure I'm not good
enough to write for the thing!” "

“Vou don’t want to look at it like that,” said
the head girl soothingly. “I wish you'd suggest
some Little thing that yow'd like to do. Running
to two pages, say.” ~

“T’m sorry; journalism isn’t in me,” was the
lofty answer of this highbrow semior.  “I only
write stories.”

“There's . a difference, is there?” exclaimed

Ethi,a’l, with engaging diffidence. * You surprise

“Should have thought yowd have known ok P

snapped the one who was disgmnt!ed over her

loss of the editorial chair, ‘Fiction demands

imagination. Anybody can write ~articles about
actual facts.” :

“T know somebody who can’t,” suid Ethel. “I
ecan’t! Couldn’t, to save
my life!”

“And yet they made you
editress,” sneered Althea,

. turning to walk away.
_ “Yes—strange, isn’t i$?”.
7 Althiea’s 4vord ™~ for © it,
muttered to herself, was
“Maduness !” But that was
only her jealousy.
° In her heart of hearts, as
she walked ~ away from
Ethel "Courtway, this ex- .
editress felt fatally certain
thag the gift-book, intended
for “all scholars, parents
and friends of Morcove
would be a big success.
.. Tt was only & few days
since . she, . Althea Dillon,
had. been deposed, after a
sccne  with - the * head- -
mistress. Since then there
had been ample evidence
of the will' awith which
Ethel Courtway and her
staff were geing about the
work.

And. now she realised
that the two juniors' had
knocked off from work to
go to tea in the head girl’s .
study. DBetty Barton
turned in  thers, whilst’
Polly set off towards the
stairs, ciying: ..

“7’1l fetch the others!”

Something seethed in
‘Althea, causing her -to
abandon the. idea of seek--
ing ‘boen companions of
hers for the present. Her -
mind went back to the end
of* last week, when she
had been having row after

. ‘row with those two juniors.

THE, SCHOOLGIRLS’ QWN
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Ethel seemed to know how to handle them befter
than to have to storm at.them. *‘But there, m
not -Kthel "—with a- private sneer. :

Moodily -drifting back into her own study,
Althea presently: knew that the editress.and her
staff were at tea-together, with sundry juniors to
make up a nice party.

Suddenly, then, the impulse came to her to go
out on tiptoe and take a peep, on the guiet, ab
the editorial den. ] :

She 'did so, and half a minute later she had.
passed, unseen, round the corner. A mervous
pause, and then Althea Dillon turned the knob
of the door and sncaked inside the room.

And in her eyes there was a look that seemed

. to proclaim not curiosity alone had brought her

hero, in such a furtive way, but a siate of
mind that meant fear and desperation. ’

" The Hour Will Come .

# FOR & moment, after closing the door behind

her, Althea Dillon held still, sullenly staring
at that “comfy ”’ seat at the fireplace which

-ﬁgm-ed as tha editor’s chair.

pzing.‘ or two
more to the

There must have been just a nast;
of envy; theri she gave her min

motive that had impelled this furtive visit.

She tiptoed across to one of the tables used by
the staff. It was Betty’s table, and on it were
several piles of MSS. that hed accumulated in

L

i You're going to do an article for the souvenir? ' ‘Ethel

Courtway inferred.

disdainfully, ‘‘If I wasn’t good enough to be editress I'm
sure I'm not good enough to write for the thing !'”

“ Thank you, no 1"’ Althea retorted .
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the last few diys. Som'”

passed ‘for the press” J
either 'to._be yet considéred or”

be aitere& of “turned down.”. - /
© Althea’s’ ha.nd ‘went,_out to & certain
papers, the . of 68
penoilled -4 O.K.” _She inférred: i
ﬁe MSS. in’ the, batch woul‘d be go' g mto the

ok .

She gou ht for, and feund ‘one” neatly wrﬁs’ben
MS. 51 hiad wanted té get a look ab: “G-:rls
We Are Proud Of1"” -

Hete it was—the fairly. lengthy artwle thaLMlss
Someifield” Herself, when 1 was’ first mggesﬁed
had said’ must go il ;

Althéa glanoqd it" through and-ahe could tell’

that " it “had been -finally* revzsed—-—was “yead,
sendmg to the' ‘printers.  *Gitls ‘Wa “Are’
Off"—and’ not even the briefest reference to -her!

So, i.hen, whii - Aunt - Khth ‘received a comph-

‘for

.menta¥y -copy -of the souvenir, as she was bound

to -do i, due- ‘gourse, she would look in vain for
the - ‘name, of -Althea. Dillon as . bemg a girl of
whom the sohool was p:oud

No-«menh.on of -her ‘that' nt:cle, nlthough she, '

Althea, had made out fo her gunp t‘hat she’ wag thJs
and that at, the school! @

Btrange : «and tersible, :t]'ns Nemes1s that was

overtaking: ‘ofte,: "The :lie -to be.-given to-all_the

boasting : and that. was awiul to contemplate when -

one ‘was Kath,  who -had
- pinchied an
a school Iike Moroove:
© Nor was_ this_all’
rendy :E ol

" with Morcove Récords.” -

Namea-of séholars who had . estabhshed recorda
for the gehool in the last ﬁﬂ:y years in every

‘Fendent upon Aunt

Glanmng at snother MS

- branch of echolastic®life were 1 listed.  And ngmn‘

her name -was not there!

She set. down all the papers, heavmg ‘a des- -

' perate axgh Back in the summier term ‘she had

thought it safe to boast to her aunt, then at a -

. great distance from the school, that she, = Her
adered: niece, had beaten all ple\rzous records ak
swimming and the high jump. . -

“Aunt Kath will never find out.” That had
been. the over-confident thought at the time,

came into her hands. .
With guilty -caution - bhe unha semesr ‘sneaked

out. of the_editorial-room; back: to her own study

. in_the main corridor.

8he dropped down into ‘a. chan' lookmg

* whacked.”
If only it were posmble to fmstrate the publica-
tion of those particular articles in the souvenir!

But one might rack one’s brains in vain about

that, it seemed.

. For hours last mght she had lain awake, think-
ing,. thin tie d all -to npo. purpese. . Those
!ga  of souvenir were. approved, for going
press, ‘and go to press they. wou!d.

Althy " a veice called.
It was a bo
to her closed .door.: The knob .turned; the door
opened ; Lena Grayaun sauntered m, en!nre]y care-

L
- “Letter for you AIthy! I thought I mlgh!:
as_well bring it up.”

It came spinning to Althea, who caught -it in .
her lap. Instantly she recognised her. aunt’s hand-

writing. on the envelope. Postihark—that Cornish
. resort where her aunt was in ocheap winter
qua.rf;ers - e :
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. mice;
scraped so as to be able to aﬁorcl~

the printers, Althea fou,nd t;hat lt ‘dealt’
e

But
now there- was this dreadful certainty; .she would- .
find out as soon. as a copy of the “ Flfty Years ™

. lost- the editorial job?” Lena asked

on: companion of hers, éust coming -

" thing . to those juniors.
‘late, Miss, Somerfield will find out.what & mis<
take it has been{™ .. ..

" whether the ‘Fifty Years’

Every Tuesday.
g « Say,,.&lthy darlmg, eoming into Bammmbo
or Ga

“QOh—er—it’s rather Webm—e? ./
« “What does that matier? - Mmzs'

know how it will be in the town .
nobody. about.

And
thia - wet.
We could slip into the-cinema igr )

~an hour? I.do want o see that ﬁlm they are
pleaded Althea =

showing this week.”

“I—I must read this firgt,”
“dully, settmg a thumb -to rip epen the envelope
“Excuse me just a minute, Lena. :

““Oh, that’s all rightt” :

Lena ‘threw herself into an. ohau' Ieamng
back and yawning. Meantxme Althea, skipping
the first page of Aunt Kath’s letter, which
described condifions in the ohea hoardmgahouse,.‘
reached paragraphs that INCrease

* And now, -Althea darling, how is the edltorm]‘
Work going on? Bplendidly, I am sure, know- -
;r]a"g how clever you are wi ycrur pen, a.s m all

s,

“You can lmagme how eager]y I am Iookmg
forward to_receiving ‘my copy of .the: Momove
souvenir. I shall want to show .it to 3’ it
friends, -as it will be largely your work. An
besides, there are bound to ' be. arbicles dealm]g.
with outstandmg events in the life of the school
and so your name will occur more than once. -

~ “ Althea dear, it will be nige ‘to have such-a

handsome volume, as I know it-is - going
ttzh fae recordmg your achlevememte along wi
. others -

“How is the old girl ? s Lena Gsayson :ﬁlppantly

" inquired, whilst admiring her ankles.

“0Oh, she’s quite well,” Althea murmu.red read
‘ing on. i

“I'do hope, dear, that the e:ght ponnds enabled

’ iou to get just-the right sort of typewriter. It
as meant someé pinching and serapimg, dear, but
-you_ know ¥ -don’t mind that, as 1t 15 for your hap-

piness and advancement.”.

“Weﬂ coming 7 asked. Lena, oz the ot.her
semer folded up the letter to put it away. .
Er—no Lena, I don't thmk €0, y. I—-

“0}1 be & sport and come én! Never mmd the
rain.  Well ,get an all the ‘nebter spree because

- of it, Al

thy.*

But Althea 8hook her head. Budden compunu— ’
tion-was upon :ber, and she wantad to sit down .
at -once and wnte to her aunt, returning the -
eight pounds. To go into Barncambe with
and perhaps one or two others, with that money
in one’s pecket, would mean- starting to spend it.

“Is it "that ‘you’re a bit down hecq.use%youva

& was -
smiling to see Althea lookmg g0 déjected. “You're
‘s stupe to care shout that, Althyi”

“Oh, Im not minding that a bxt I’'m glad

“in fact.”

“Ho you ought. to. be, I think. " The: amount oE
work it is going to he—pooh! I wouldn’t be in

- Ethel® Courtway’s place for anything.”

“Ethel isn’t Ag‘)mng to boiher. ‘much, » 'eame
jealonsly’ from .Althea.. .“She will leave: -every-
Oh, Well, when it’s’ too

“Personally,” . said. Lena,
ever comes oupt or -
Jot] My name won’t he in it, that’s certain.
1¥’s all very well for those girls who have been

-frightfally ‘clever . and scored: records, to have

the secret dread:. L

"I don’t care
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it all in print for their parents and guardians to
read | But you and I, Althy darling, don’t come
under that heading, do we?? W

“No, -I—I suppose we_don’t; Lena.”

“Then ¢ome on. out. Be gay, sweet maid, and
let who will be clever.!” Lena flippantly parodied
the famous lines. * Althy——" .

And, reaching ddwn, she- took that girl by
both hands, dragging her up from the chair.

“0Oh, Lena, please—I—" : ‘

“You're to come! There’s a good film show-
ing, just released! And we're going to sce i1”

“Just s moment, then.” : .

And Althea Dillon showed ' that she only
required that moment for the purpose of tearing
up her aunt’s letter into very tiny pieces.

After Lock-Up

o ELL, zank you very much for a good
tea, Ethel! A gorjus tea!” .
) “Thank you for the way you laid it
go nicely—" -

“Not ze bit of eot| Bekas I am always ready
to help lay & meal at any old time, don’t forget!
80 when you want me again—-7"

_“'Phone: One, two, Morcove,”
Polly. “Telegrams: Greediness, Morcove 1”

There was a general rising. up from the tea-
table ‘in Ethel Courtway’s study. B

“Perhaps, Naomer and one or two others of
vou would like to stay and clear away ?”. smiled
Ethel. “I don’t insist, Fagging is not—"

“Zerc is nothing in fagging when you get a
good feed for eet, no!l I'll stay, wiz ze greatest
of ze pleasure!” Y
. %841l raining,” Betty commented, after a glance
out of window. “8So, Polly, what about getting
back to the editor’s den?”

“Just for an hour or so—yes!”

“Y'l be round presently!” Hthel called out

to them, for they were already nipping away.
“Those two girls,” she said to their bosom
friends, “are as keen as could be. They leave
me nothing to do—nothing I ;

With smiles; Pam and the rest took leave to
doubt this latter assertion, whilst agreeing with
Ethel about the keenness of her “subs.”

“Before you go,” Kthel resumed lightly;: “is
there any i:;usmes‘s to discuss ‘with you girls?
Tess, vou just carry on! Nothing to say about

the ¢Irifty Years’ to you others—except that I -

think you, Madge, should try your hand at a
bit of music, t6 be given two pages—"

“ Music 1’ gasped Madge: **They could never
print ‘it at the * Herald ” office in Barncombe!”
’ “II’m sure they could,” the editress said care-
essly.
*Herald’ works. And so obliging!. You com-

‘pose # nice two-page piece, Madge, and we’ll do
the rest. It's allowed for in the. ma];e-lép.” :

“What I want to know is,” shrilled Naomer,
putting the tea-things together for washing up,
“when do I ses my ariicackle in
I don’t want zem to make any mistakes in my
spelling 1” . ; : ‘
“Naomer’s spelling being what it was; this
remark evoked peals of laughter. .

“Vour article will go along to the “Herald’
works in the morning, by post, with & good wad
of other stuff,”” was Ethel’s annguncement.
goin%emlmd to the den presently to get together
a batch of stuff for setting up in type.”

Meantime, Betty and Polly were already back
at their respective places in the den, and the
busy clack, clack, clack! of the typewriter
warncd their chums to keep away.

" THE -SCHOOLGIRLS!"OWN

chipped in

‘déwn for a full evening:in the den.

“Te's a most wonderful foreman at the -

print? Bekas -

“T'm"
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Z Goill ‘x ! 23 ‘ ¢
Seniors though they were, Althea and Lena
had to resort to furtive stealth. to make

theirsecret entry‘ili::::k Morco,ve School—after
[ x UPU’ } . . .

Only for a little more than half an hour, how-
over, were Pam and the rest. deprived of the
society .of the captain and the madcap. Then
that blithesome pair came running upstairs fo
the Fourth Form quarters, a ‘“cease work”
having been commanded by Ethel. s
. “8heé would make us pack up,” said Betty,
“although we're certain she ‘hersolf is settling
But I want
to find Biddy Loveland!” 3

Biddy, in a study with two others, experienced
8 heart-sinking - moment when the captain

_entered, MS. in hand.

“%bout your ‘ Nature Round Moroove,! Biddy
“Oh, I was afraid it would be no good!” ex-
claimed Biddy, the tone betraying mournful dis-
ap}l)ointmentz all the same, )
But it isn’t turned down—"

Tt ism’t? Oht”? ’ . .
. “Th just needs a bit more puf inbo it, Bthel
says. Aren’t there some more wild animals you
can work in? We can't expect lions and tigers,”
laughed Betty. “Bui—"

“T saw a hooded crow to-day. At least, I
think it was1” ;

“8tick it down. ‘In the wild weather, towards
the end of the year, , . . You know the sort
of thing., And if you can let me have it in the
momin% all right ! said the “chief sub.” ef
“ Fifty Years,” going out. )



gomer, -
« ¥ ocgEp, Lenat” ~.o°° . . . o :
‘;i_s it? . Oh; bother! Then our being

out laté hias got t6 be kmown!” ... - o
With the -raid ‘dripping - fx

macs, two seniors stood huddled together at the’

porech—undex cover at last, -after a ride home

through wind and rain, . =~ = o d
41 feel ai if I'm soaked,” wdiled Althes. -
“That docen’t matter ¥ . - . . .
“Lena, it'does. - ¥ou knot, I

e, —? _
*(h, - dow’t talk whilsk: I'm thinking! We

.didn't want -to ‘be caught-over this,”. muttered
Leépia. - “¥ we're to get into a row, let it be for
semething. worth while. - It was a stupid film,

after all;. iop worth the trouble ! -Althea, must

© we ring T - . R
“Wae ocan’t stand here all night!”
“That’s neither funny mor

iig—how about climbing’ in somewhere? = The

fire-escape ?” Lena whispered eagerly. .“I have
known the. doors opening . outwards fram the
house stairs on to:the outside .staircase to come.

open at & pull.”? : a5 s S

side. . The ‘plsh-bar arrangement—-"". "

“I know;  but there’s just. a chance.

" come round to the back, and we’ll-see what.can
be - done.” iy N e e T TR

‘So, oncé - again, the rain pelted upon "them as

they forsook the' porch to go-prowling round. the..

schoolhieuse walls, questing the iron stairway.
Suddenly, - however, Lena Grayson = checked

sharply, clapping a detaining hand upon Althea’s

shoulders.” * - = . : . ! ;
“Bit of luck, Althy! Look!” "

Lena was pointing to”a class-room window, the '

top sash of which had been left down a few inches
for airing purposes. ' . Y
“We'll- not better that,” she breathed joyfully.
“Shall T go first1” . ¢ :
“Oh, Lena, but supposing Someone comes into
fhe class-room, just as we're——"" '
" “Then we shall be for it, that's all!
should anybody .catch us?

any of the .class-rooms “duiing the evening.
Anyhow—-" . o - 2"
And Lena et reckless action ‘féllow the reckless

word.

The window-sill was on a level with her chest—

no higher than that from the ground. Easily
she - obtained, first a kneeling position, then an
erect one, after which she could pill upwards on
the bottom sash, - :

Very slowlg' she did this, dreading the screech

of unoiled wheels that took the sash-cords. .
*Ag for -Althea Dillon, she stood. waiting on the

. sodden gravel in a state of abject misery and
fear. Awful difgrace fo be caught out over.a
thing like thist And, in any case, she had just

. abiout done for. herself in one respect. She had
broken into that eight pounds—heavily. ’

- Lena, in mbe, i
gpending fit, and that had meant, one’s frittering
away money, if only for appearance salie. Nearly

. two pounds—gone! - . s

43¢, Althy,” came the other’s whisper out to
her from inside the class-room window. “It’s all

_right, so coms on. Tll be over by the door, in

“Thon Althea Dillen clambered in, making »
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There wére one or two other: girls o see. Then
Betty- could retire te Study 12, to take a look:at’
“prep * in - company with Polly, Paula; and”

om their glistening.

holgfal.: T'm rheans..

‘They are not supposed to- open from _i{he' out-

Here,

‘But why
The .room’s in, dark-.
" . ness, and you know. hardly a soul ever goes to -

Barncombe, had been seized with a
_up,
" size and address ib, -

Every Tuesday

very clumsy job of it, because she was tired and

depressed,

al

Paliko Lena, she did not allow for the elinging
dlinging

nature of a wei waterproof, Midway:

the wild scrambling te climb in over the sill, she
was badly hampered by the drag tupon her kr_xegs-

and at the ghoulders, v, A o
Her reaching the class-room floor at last did

not' dispel Althea’s peevish mood. Lena. softly

taughed aeross to her from the doorway, that ib

was still all r.i‘ihtl But. Althea, -delaying to. cloa? ‘

the bottom sash very camtiously, felt too “mervy.”

to be able to treat the escapade a3 a joke.

She tiptoed across the dark.class-room, a few ’

moments
flitted -away, - N .
- “8he might have waited for me!”.

. That was Althea’s ieritable mood; a readiness
" to quarrel with her so-called best friend,. Unless
she came upon Lena in the coat:room, hastily -
she would not -

hanging up’ wet outdoor thi‘nfiﬁ,
see her again until the nightly.

! L ; master in Big
Hall. “I want to be alone.” o

"And yet, .in loneliness ‘there oould only be &

brooding over the false position; Aunt Kath,
thinking all the world of one who had obtained

eight pounds by false pretences, besides all the -

rest. Oh, hang, what a sickener it was! .. = .
She had taken a few wary steps from the class-

room doorway towards the frent hall, when she. -

drew back sharply, heart in mouth. -

I expect she lmows I’'m overdue, with Lepa.”

Bui the head girl, at any rate,- had nob .cpmé_ ‘

down from the studies for any watching-out pur-

- poses. She_had ‘only to dispose of.a. letter thab
was too bulky to go into the school's letter:box,
- in the front hall, and so she left it lying just

Allthea. ;

beside the.bhox er a small table. . ..

Then FEthel fan upstairs again, and,
Dillon was free to. dart across to the .coa
and get rid of her eutdeor. things, ' Lena was mot
there. She must have acted with
reaching her study by way of the side staircase..
_ Althea did not'go that way. She. came out of
the coat-room to make for that bullcy letter lying
upon the hall fable. '

as she had guessed, it was addressed to: .
“Mr. Blakeney, .
.Composing Room,

‘ Barneombe Herald® Office,
: Barncombe.”..

The envelope was mn.rked for Iegmi;raﬁon, mﬂ!

. A Batch of “eopy ™ for the “Wifty Yea,rs_’-"f -
And was there any doubt that it included those -

latet, to find that Lena had aiready’

Someone coming downstairs—a senior. And, of .
. all seniors, it was Ethel Churtway. “Dash her!

t-room

lightning - speed, '

two features which were most liable to show her . -

up to Aunt Kath? Why sot; then—why not do

* ‘something NOW ; take a chance and hope fot the:

besk 7 ; ; - )
‘With the bulky envelope held close to her chest,. .

she glanced this' way and that. No one!
the time—twenty minutes short of that hour when
the school’s letters were sent off to the post.

Only iwenty minutes. Yet what was there to -

do to require longer than that? Simply o open
this_ envelope, take out two of the MSS., then seal
the remainder in a fresh envelope of 'similar

Ethel's handwriting;- that must be copied as
losely- as possible, Bub that would not be any
great difficuliy. - 8he wrote an ordinary hand, -

Althes took the packed envelope away with her,
mounting warily to her study by way of the side
staircase, - g e a 2z g

And . -
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‘Arrived ‘there, she wedged thé closed door ‘with.
n tilted chair, and then openéd. the envelope with
guilty: haste. : SR 5 R
As soon as the contents wére exposed to view
she was taking out those two MSS. that were such
o -direct menace to her future.- “GIRLS WE.
ARE PROUD OF,” and “SOME' MORCOVE
RECORDS "—she not only removed thém from
the batch, but tore thom up-instantly. © =
‘Then she found an envelope: similar to the one
used by Ethél.: This was casy to do, as it was an.
envelope stocked by the school. But she had no
blue pencil for making registration lines across
‘the envelope, A B S S
- . There would be one in the editorial den. In -
*‘a, tremble of terror she realised that she must ﬁo
round to.that room, If anybody happened to be
still working there—then she would not know.

what to dol - Blue péncils were not commen in. -
© tho.school.. . ) : e
" Bus -she ‘had burnt her boats mow and c;_Juld_ :

only go on. . . -
. Leaving the new envelope safely.oub. of sight

in her study, she went round to the editorial den, -

The passage Tound the cormer was very dim, yet
she could not’see any light along the bottém of
the .door, : ; : )
-, In ‘the belief that the den was deserted and in

darkness, she ‘turned the-knob and opened the .’

door—and- Ethel Courtway was thefe in the room, -
- reading MSS, by the light of a shaded lamp! *
“Yes, who is it?” asked ‘Eihel cordially,” with-
out breaki_x;‘ﬁ off from a bit of reading that
evidently delightéd ‘her. CET e f :
% Oh—or—er- — r i 3
Then- Ethel- slewed round in -her chair,”
. “Hallo, Althea! Want to sec me?” - .
“Fr—no, Ethel. At Jeast—er—-about that thing
you asked me-to write for the ‘ Fifty Years,’ ” the
flustered girl found herself saying, to :account for:
the intrusion. - e Ca Lo

€ " yes 7 . . s i . . & -‘

“J—— What sorf of.thing do you want me fo -

do, then?” =~ ~ =~ - =m0 .
#1 thought you would prefer to make your own.

suggestion. But look here;.you were explaining

- that you are an authoress, not a journalist to write-
-articles,” said .Ethel, looking’ faintly’ amused at
tho pedantic’ distinction, “Why not do a short
story T I oan give you—let me see,” haskily risin
to refer to her ‘‘make-up” book, “twd pages!”.

©fEr—all right,” - - o : ‘
-7 tell you what; it neédn’t be. anything to do
with Morcove, unless you fike,” the.editress_said’

" accommodatingly; ‘I will put it in as a sample -
of work by that gifted writer, Althea Dillom.” .

0Ok, don’t -be-sarcastic!” o W

# Athea, I'm not being sarcastic.” You have the
gift, haven't ybu? - Well then!’ And.TIl reserve
those two.pages.for you. - Let me have if as soon-
as pos. My word,” Ethel laughed to herself as
the other semipr withdrew, “not much space left

now!™ - e
“The girl who had gone out, closing the door

behind her, looked wild-eyed; frantic., . She had

not got that blué pencil! Instead, she had com-
mitted herself to writing.a story for the souvenir

—and she couldn’t write stories. She knew she

couldn’t! : - = : )

“.-In a vain, rash moment, she had- cribbed little

stories from -out-of-date magazines ,rumrnaﬁeg ‘
a

from’ obscure shelves in the library, -and

shown the MSS. rownd as being her -own com-

position. Sy o % = ZEARE 8

The ‘waves of heat and cold were going through

her again alternately. Where would all this end,
. . -
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she was wondering ¢razily. There was a sense of
going over the brink into a vortéx of trouble. ' -
‘But: the wurgent thing ‘was . that blue pencili'
Would there be one.downstairs, in & class-Toom, ~
on a mistress’.desk? Thal seeméd to be the only *
chance of obtaining one in a hurry. :

" She ran down to the ground floor and made fﬁr

_the Sixth Form classroom. To her intense: relief

she did find & blue pencil there, and back
rushed, to her study, to do the rest. o
Ding-dong! the school chimes:were ringing: out, .’
as, she sat at her table, copying Ethels. andwrit-
ing' as she wrote the address on theé fresh envelope.
By those chiimes she knew that only five minuteés or
so_was left to her. e R R

she

Last of all, she marked the envelope for regis-

tration preeisely as Ethel had marked the original
envelope. .. . T . -
Then Althea - Dillon - sneaked downstairs .yeb .
a%:nn, this time to leave the stoutly-filled envelope
where the other had been. left. - s )
R o s o, il periager=yen;: sin
¢- deed was done, -a per. yes,’ more
than likely—shé would profit by it! bla E
A great hopefulness was replacing the dire’
desperation. She could imn.%ine the two “stolen
MSS, as being treated, fina
printing works. . w i i
‘Not for some days, very likely, would . their . .
disappearance become known. Then there would
be too much of a rush to see about.having them -

‘re-written.- Something else would have to:go into!

the souvenir in place of them. ‘ -
Now that she was drawing breath, as it were,
after the -desperate deed, she feltless panicky”

~about the expected story. from her.own pen. -

- After all, she had done-it as often as that before
—cribbed several little storics and’ shown theém’
round as being ther own. Why should she-be

- found out this time? It was simply a case of dig-
- ging up an old enough magazine, " i -7

“And Aunt Kath will seo somebhing of mine in

the souvenir, after all,” she further reflected.: -
. “Something quitein a class by-itself,” Oh, it’s no

use worrying. I shall save my face somehow!”

HE official editress of “Fifty. Years at Mor-

L . cove’ was still at work in the den wlien'the
bell went for Big -Hall. - s o m Ee
A little tired then, and inclined to draw fingers '

under her eyes; she was yet as cheerful as ever,

mingling with schoolfellows on the way down--

* staizs. . . o S
. Before going to her place in thé Sikth Torm line.

she sought a certain parlourmaid.
“QOk, .Ellen—" " .
“Ycis, misls?” - . ' ed ‘ &
“T loft a letter to go by registered post——"
“Yes, miiss,- and it went off all right.." The

spiked.” : 3
“Good! I thought I had -better make sure,
"Night, Ellent™ : . ) AR i
“Good-night, miss!” & . ;g
- And a minute later Ethel Courtway was with
all the rest of Moreove's scholats in Bi - Hall,
where the organ would soon be pealing, ﬁeading
the girls in an evening *hymn, ; FRR e

* Printers’ Proofs - -

‘« ¥ _YOORAY! -Polly dear, just look at th.ese‘!'."‘

“What? Oh, joy! My goodness——7>
77 “Yards of them!” laughed Betty, who
had burst into the editorial den, draped in.
streamers of printers’ ?roofs. “Yards and yards— -
and still more yards!®. -~ - o & ik K
“So now for .something to do!” chuckled Polly. -

ly, as lost. at- the



few

.

thing - to .
-+ “TH, you twol™ requested & shrlll voice at tins

‘like, you wouldn’t be:

. Proud Of' Nor yob. ‘ Some Morcove Records.’ *
_ the ‘Records’ at-

. formatmn for that article,
 again.”
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~Ag 1f we haven’t been busy enough fl’.hesé Tast.
days. ' Whew, come. in,
chase, Betty, after we've gone to press!” . -

“Ethel handed me the 'whole batch of them,
saying that you and T could look at.them. She

" is gomng to give up .the. w}lole ‘of. ﬂus Wednesclay
afternoon. to proofreading.” . -

Polly: let this. go una.nswered.

B“They w&nt some sartmg out, 1 Iancy,
eit

“They do! I was ;usb wondenkg, too, what

" decs this word mean at-the top of the column?” -
lodked ‘at the “word,” which was some-

Bett;
thin {xke “ PRSSTGGYMMMELGM.” -

daess knows ! - The;g ve all got it!”
Tu Smmds like' the name  of a Welsh milway
station,”- grimaced: Polly. I auppose it"s ‘some-
lo with ‘the ‘printers”:

instanf, ~ “Bekas—
“Run_.awayl” Polly- roa,red a.t a certa.m dusky
face showing round the edge of the door,” -

~“No, bekas; what about my articackle? . OOQ,:

ees zat & - ro;af Ior me. to correct?

Bel_:a.s

: Flomp, | .
" But the door - ca.me open a.g&m,
ERRT ; 15 P L

Flump, . b&‘:ng, once more, followed thxs hme,.‘

by - a -fearful: squeal,” strongly snggestn'e of

passage. -
#We're . going to° ba mo‘bbed I suppose, was
Polly’s moe %{Dgrm " “Now that it is known that:

tho_printers are. sending in “proofs—at last] And.

Ingh trme, too.. ’I‘hey ha.ve been 8 whole week

e Ba: Jove, gea.]s is 11; w1ght t'hat pwoofs hcv'
- awwived 77, ‘

“‘Be[ms——’a’“? ;-
“Betty |7 .wvas the appeahn
aniother excited contributor at the doorway.

. my. article amonigst them?” g
G

“And mine, Betty?”, . .
“Betty

Polly ! What qbeurf—-—’*

. “Now, look ‘hers | stormed -Polly, ﬂéurlshmg'- :
the Tisquare: SAllez! . There's’ & ]ot to: be done .

before we—-
“But why can’t we' ’be—m”
“Out——s_l e requested the- ﬁexy ‘member of
the staff.:
““But this is busmesa—-—
“Yes, waﬂlel‘.!” : ; .
“Oubi You'ss spuaching mo "
“Owp! You re uashing me 5
i “Ha?ha ha 1* sq £ o
“© Hea]p I,, .
“Police | one membe:L of ths crowd ﬁnal}y
oalled out jokingly..

“You_ might,” gaid Polly,- "Jusﬁ ds weIl beatl

it, all of you! If you saw what these proofs- lool.
%0 eager. Ag for me, I'm

going to put in for a risel” .

She had got the door shut by now,

“What a life, Betty!”?

“I suppose another batah will be’ along by the

next post, Polly? I don’t see ‘Girls We Are

“ What! Whew, I hope they haven’t mislaid
the works.. en Craxg spent
1 don’t know how long, digging u
t cou dn’fs be done

. The madoap wsuddenly lapsed inte s state of
stupefactxon staring at one lengthy " proof
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handy- for ‘a paper- .

- Oh, to ‘goodness,”
She was now.
dhng £0me of the yardvlong proofs in o puzzled

smd i

- takmg it from’

ﬁhont Jrom yet '
s

“No admittance except on. bu.smess"’=

all the in-

; Evefji‘ruesday ‘

, j:nvgy hat, Betty o

. Heres Naomex's 'At Moreove Aa a- Qneaep_
We. reekoned to gwe it 3 page, didn’t wot”

“It's run mlt to. about two _pages and s half}
-groaned :Polly.. “Bui. we'll
hage“to out it, that’s all, Yank out a foob l.nd i
a half.” by

Next mormont her face. brightened.

. “No, I’'m wrong, and it’'s all rlghb—-hoorayl -
T]?ere s-half ‘of .amther nrhcle got mmed up with -
it 1

“Good! We'll mana.g'e'” Bet.ty was beaming,-
when she. saw the doox open in- front of—Althaa'
Dilfon.. - )

“ Er—Ethel Courtway not here’” Althea com-’
mented fHusteredly. *‘Er—it dogsnt matter. Buv
I'll leave this MS. of mine, It's the httle story:
tha.t she asked me to ‘do.”” *

Oh, .right-ho AIthea Thanks P’ s:ml Betty, :
© senior.

“‘Proofs .are coming. in, then?” . -

"™ Yes, at last! 'This stuﬂ‘ went to the 'Herald 2
works a week ago. And even now,” Betty re--
marked, “they haven't scat ‘proofs. for all the.
firsh batch.” :

Althea: Dillon. pretended ‘not to. be mterested
But in secret. she was quaking with dread. At
.any moment: new .it moight become known that

. those two MSS. bad never réached the printers. . -
Naomer's falhng ba.czk upon Paula—CzeeI, in bhe, :

“1.say, Betty,” broké: out- Poll 48 £OOh: a8
they. weru alone together again, “Here are a lot,.
of lines upside down}! . What do . -you do - mth

‘lines that are upside down 1

" Oh, just mark ‘em. The prmtera wx].'[ put
them’ nght 2. . )
Then Ethe} éame in. 3
“Going to be a most lovely ha.lfer, she Ipe<
dicted gaily. “You girls are not to si;a.y in t]us .
afternoon. The office will elose at one pip-emmier|! -
Even L,” she smiled, “must get a reund of golf.”
“ Abeut . these proofs, Ethel—=" -
““Horrid things! I iooked at one, and t.hought,
my eyes had ‘gone wreng.”
" % And, Ethel, here is an Ms. th.s.t Althea hu.n
just left with us,” .
"“QOh! TH read that straight nway o )
So there was silence m den n:ahl Tess'

" Trelawney came in to. submit_another pen-and-ink

sketch. for the souvenir: Not. that ‘Tess made

mauch, if any, commetion; she was more inclined

o ghp in-and then slip out again ‘without a -

word.
If there was anything wrong with ‘the sketch,
she would rather hest about it from: the edm.-ess.
through Betty, If there was anything to pmuse-—
she would-rather not be told about that at allt -
. Bat. Eihel, lolling : in, the- easy—ohmr near that
cosy fire which Authority san
was just at the end of Althea’s short sto

“You said something about o tailpi iece for—-’

“Oh, of coursel aw beautifully you have
done it, Tess. I can’t think how you do ! By
the way, could you lllustrate a story?”

“I’d have.a shot at it.”

“T wish you would. But I ecan’t et you have

the MS. now. I'd dlusf- like Polly to read it, ‘as.
she’ 1understands ese things. Polly-—aommg
over

And the MR, went fluttering across the room to
be caught by the madcap.

“The editress will now go to lunch, " ‘announced
Ethel, getting up:_ “The staff, dit tto] Leave a
nice . fire, eirls! 1 admired that_ little story of:

5 .

in the ﬂen,... \
“Let’s loek, Tess What's this for? I forget!”: .
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AItheas Liko a penknife—a sharp edge to lt,
and. closmg with ‘a’ snap, Isn't that the golden
rule?’ I 'don’t know |”

-And thus belittling ‘herself, she sauntered out.

" Just ' for fun, Betty and- Polly. let’” Naomer
have one of the proofs—they were all in dupli-
cate—of “Af Morcove As a ?ueen :
. They handed it to_her Royal impishness ‘on the
‘way into the dining-hall, and it became Naomer's
plea that she must Make zo good dinner, bekas
of havmg such a lot to do after-the-wards!” .

From the dinner-table, presently, Naomer

_rushod ‘ upstairs' to ' Study 12, there to mt dowm
to the thriiling task of cor- :
recting a printer’s proof. She
had dropped several drops of
iuk on'.the lengthy strip of

paper by . the time Boetty,
Polly and others came swarm-
.'EI'IF

i H,ow are you getting on,

id ?”
© “Rotten! BeLas \Ihat’ 28
diggings, zey have called oy
articackle * %"szggumﬂumph
or, somei;hm like zat!”

!!r

ha’ N
. But’; zey hnve, T tell you!

“Take no notice of that line °
of letters,” Betty counselled.
“Tt's somethmg to do w1th the
prinfers.” -

“Zen all I can say ees, Zere
is something wrong with ze
printors! Anwzrer thing—"

“And another blot”
chuckled Helen as a !ovely
one fell from a hair

“Bai Jove, perfect Iiry widicu-
lous,” chortled Paula, shaking
up a cushion in the armchair,
“TFar bettah.leave Betty- or -
Polly to oowweot Four pwoof
Naorer.” )

iim ,’:

“For tho simple weason-—
‘And theah is no need to look -

lilke that, either! No offence
—_ pr No off— Oach,
_ow, wowp!”

#Zen don’t you try to ma.he
out that T ean’t spell, bekas I
can! " Zere is-nuzzingk wrong
with my work; only this pen,
and | ze ink, hke mud, and

“Leave ;b,” eried Polly,

a'r:d come on down to hockey with the rest of

“Y  zink’ I hetter,” the dusky one decided.
“Bekas I don’i'like ze look of that proof. What
ze diggings, zey ‘have got o bit of ze middle at
zedbfgmnmg, and a bif" of ze beg‘mmng at ze
en - :

#“Ha, ha, ha!”

“T gink I better lcave him until nfter I have
had a good tea pr ’

“I would,” said Betty. “Hockey, gxrls e

“Whew,” cried I’olfy, starting to’ fly about
“I've forgotten what a game is like !”

*“ The Editress Regrets

QWN they all went, a few minutes later, m
great good spirits. .

This was the first fine “ha]fer - in the last

week or two, "All Morcme was going to he out
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of doors ﬂus afternoon. Betty & Co. noticed
Althea, eyoling away with Lena Grayson. -

“Shall T 'run and tell her thit Ethel liked (:he
short story, Peily # - -

Betty said it, out of her aboundmg gmd naturc
Then she w:scly decided :
e better not, perhaps A!thea mlght thml:
it cheek on my part,

“Not to mention that I ha.ven’f: read the story
yet and given it my blessing-!” jested the madcap

With a pardonable sense of professional jud f

to read -it, dlrect y

she got back to ths den, eariy tha.l; evening.

‘“ Bekas, what ze dxggings,” Naomer hooted ; ‘“ ze prmters
have made a muddle of my articackle | ’' Her "chums’ mirth
certa.mly did not “help to appease Naomer's indignation.

Betty was to come along as soon as she had
seen to a few captaincy matters. The Fourth had
beaten the Fifth at hockey, that afternoon, and
one little thing the captain had to see to was
that such a glorious victory was duly reported. -

The fire had stayed in, and Polly had it burn- .
ing cheen!y again as she sat reading Althea’s
MS.  Coal fire, reading-lamps, Turkey carpet---
not so bad, beéing & member -of the' “Fifty
Years” sta,if with a room like this te work in! .

But suddenly Polly’s spirits seemed to go
“phut.” There was an unhappiness about ber
that Betty noticed on entering the Den.

“What's the bother, Pn]ly?" :

*This story——

“ Althea’s? Oh, yes—— )

“That’s the bother ” said Polly grimly. “It.
isn’t Althea’s story. 'She's put her name to i,
but somebody else wrote it.”



 gzine that is now dead.”

Betty’s brows went wp. Her mouth formed: a
round-O ‘of amazement, " - i

“Polly darling, are you -gure? Think what
you're sayingl” - - hw, ’

“Betty, I'm positive. ~But I.¢an soon prove. it;
too.  She: has’ suilgly sat- down.to copy out a
story that appeared a long time ago in a maga-

© “Put that,” gasped Betty, *is terrible "
“T think so. Perhaps Pm a bit touchy on the

point, but I hate cribbers. - It's cheating. I would, .

rather somebody picked my pocket than took a -
story of mine and elaimed it for her own work.”

Betty went. back to the door and closed it. She
still looked :aghast. B i

“You. remember,” ‘said Polly, “back in the
Easter term, when: we .were doing some amateul
theatricals, I happened .wpon an old. volume of
that magazine in the library ome wet day that-
had & very good. article- about school plays and
how to gel them up.” :

“Wa had that old. volume in Study 12, knock-
ing about for some days.”

“Yes, .and at times

stories. ™ J S
“Polly fourished Althea’s M8,
_“This was one of those stories, Betty.
given if a - nt name, ofl ;

word for word, I reckon. At any rate, I remems>

ber how it began—just like this.” e

“Whew !

Beit: ﬂe;ﬁoted od. “1 thought Althea was 50

‘,Ii;mji;ary —found it easy tg write stories. ~ She’s -
“Wgexf showing them around of late.  Miss

field saw one and praised it, didn’t she?”

1 read some of ‘the’

3 -

She has -

written this one,” Polly  insisted fiercely. “She
has. lifted jt. That old magazine—she i ought it
.gafos to crib from it see® . - - .
“YWhere is that, old velume now, Polly? Would
it be in the libe?” 7. . b
%Yy it Wkely?” shrugged - sted " Polly.
“ Althea has faken. ' , - The last
I saw of it, ‘the volume was back-on, the shelves.
But we'll_took in vain for it now,.-of course.”
“Phen there'll be only your. word: for it, Polly.”:
. POnly my word for it, that's all.” " - ST
. ®thel will: mever doubt. it - But if we Ltell
Ethel, won't she”come, down -on- Althea liké-a
_Yon, of coals? ~We must, though—we simply. must
tell Ethel. ' Or how are we.to-get the sfolen story
kept.out of the souvenir?” - - - o o
“Tt ean’ go to press,” Polly said flaily. “It -
would gei the sohool inio a fearful row with the
publishers who-used to bring out that mag. They’re
still & big firm in London, -and somebody would
be bound. to write up, Waving spotted it.” o
.- “Shouldn’t - wonder,” Betly nodded glumly.
“Ts curious how these things do gat . spotted.
I remember-—" B : C
She broke off-as the door epened, letting in
Ethel Courtway. . i " o
““Nige firel And do you know that I holed
out in one this aftermoon?” i o
“We'll put-'it in. the °Filty: Years,” ” jested
el R ey
7] gee that’you don’t. I merely mention-it,”
gaid Ethel charmingly; “to actount for my extra-
. ordinary inclination to put in’a good eévening’s
- work. - Hallo, that's Althea’s story, Polly. - What °
did-you think of it.” - - :
S X pem,” said the madeap. -*Bub Beity and
1 don’t see hew we dan use it - -
. “You den’t? Why?"  sn s
Then they told her, She heard both juniors out
in -complete silence. S )
“TThere is only my word for if,” Polly stressed -
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" at the finish. “The old vulume could be hunted

. lines——"

- then there ig Althea’s own Aunt.

othierwise it is almost

olly, what an awful thing!” o4y N loklss somshow,

Sow‘-- given up worrying, having

be able to write stories. She hasn'§ .-

“were likely. to

‘of bridge after lights out.

‘yemnang of her reckless smile faded.

" use of the enclosed

- ford

Eiey Tiiesday

for, of course, bub we can’t hope to find it
_Ethel Courtway gave a nod in' agreement. i
- Althea hasn’t sitoply borrowed the idea 'in
that ﬂd_ printed story?  She has’ actually: copied
it out?™ . - . - ) :
“ Practically word for word,” Polly . insisted
quietly.” “I remember some of the bits of humour
5o well; the way the story began, and the lash

“Right,” the editress nodded. “If T keep silent:
about this rotten business, will you two girls do
the same?” - : : 5 ug P

“0f course, Ethel!™ o ' ’ :

“Very well, We must think of the school, and
Kath, who dotes
on the girl, we know. If this got.about, Althea
would be the scorn of the school.” )

Nothing more was said, Ethel Courtway was

" closuring the debate hly sitting down to put the
M ong Wigh

8. in an eanvelope, a -a brief -note.
Tive minutes later she absented herself from
the den for a minute—to fake the returned. MS.

- %0 Althea’s study. _

_ Althea was not there. If she had been, Ethel
would simply have put down the -envelope in
front of her and wallked out without & word. But
Althea, just then, was enjoying hetself in’Lena
Grayson’s study. ; : ‘ 7
J Althea. was . findingif -
gmte_easy.to—go all out for pleasure with: Lena
rayson.and -one or two . other senioss.. She had:
Y iug coms to the conclision-
thdt she belonged to that lucky class of people
who mever get found out. Py T
"Also, the balance of Aunt
had proved a mice means of

- Too often in the past had she

,K&ﬂi"s::gfgliii ponil'ds
“making a splash.”
felt humiliated

by not having -as much pocket-mon to frilter
away as had Lena and the rest. = Now' Althea
could keep to any pace. that those giddy spirits

set. : B o T my s
She came .away -from Lena’s study presenmtly,
finishing a laugh over some flippancy. There was
0 be another getting-together by and- by, and -
thiore. was even a daring idea of having a rubber
of - Megantime, evening
work must be tackled. I
" ‘Althea entered her study, and instantly the
gnickly to.the table to pick up é‘ioﬁlsoaﬁenved_
Tearing it open, .she tock out her S, and &
note: . T e e R
“he editress regrets that she iz unable to make -
story for the °Fifty Years
of Morcove,” ” N v

That was all. Nasty! = Not -even- a. “Dear
Althea, I am ver_%sorry, but—" S
"But, of course, Ethel had intended to deal her
this blow, even when she asked her to submit a

story ! : ;

Frz soized Altheéa Dillon. She crushed up the
formal note into a ball and hurled it into. the -
waste-paper basket.  Then, with “the MS., she
ﬂunﬁ out of her study, going round to the edi- .

den. - .

Throwing open the door, she stood glaring in

upon Ethel. Courtway,. ‘who ealmly voiced an in-

quiring : ;
T ;
-~ “¥ want to sec you!” panted Althea. . .-
. “Qh, right-ho!  Betty and Polly, you
just leave,” . . 4 . ‘
“Théy needn’t go! I'd rather they stayed! OF :
course, they lmow ‘that you have tumed down

might

7 th :
She ste{:‘ped T
2.



* girl -sternly. ;
- are-making. one bj

Two;&enfs

you!”

“Close that door will’ you?” requested Ethel,_‘

goiting up from the editorial chair.
. Althea slammed it shui behind. her, them ad-

vanced fo the extent .of one furious stride.

““You only asked me to do a story so that-you
could” have the paltry spite of rejecting it!” she

panted. - What’s wrong with that story, I'd like’

to know?”

“There is nothmg' wrong, w:th it, Althea, ex-

cept that it isn’t your story.”

Atthea fell hacl ns if smiten across the face.

“No,” Ethel said very steadily, “and you would
Have done better, Althea, to take the rejection
quietly, f.hmkmg yourself lucky to have becn
Sp: exposure.’

“Who—who sa s it -sn'g my own woﬂk‘" blus-
tered Althea wildly, -
: “Polly there—""

“Then Polly is-a liar.
her jealousy—-"

“Oh, that will do, Althca.”
 “It won’t! Can she prove it—can shet I dam

It iq si.ulply he‘r crivy,

" her to show- me that story in print, anywhere!”
© “You say. that, having taken good care, of

course; to destroy the .old volume from- which
you copied the story,” Ethel C-ourtwny remarked

" - Wwith annihilating contempt. -

- “I never copied the story! It's-a lie, I say!”
* Adthea, now listen,” reguested Morcove's head
“to

" mistake, and ‘that is,

“imagine that that old- vohime was the only one

that could be available for reference, Now, then!

Do you stl.!l accuse PolIy of brmgmg a falso. E

charge?” -
1 do, most cer’mmlvl”

- “You still chum that the story Wus yom' own
" work 1™

©“Of courée I do P Alt.hea almost shouted, with

*a dreadful sense of Tushing to greater disaster

]

. cortain to have their own office copies.
- files of printed matter ‘are never destroyed ¥
. .Althes stood reduced.to silence.

: v:olent defiance,
‘now?”

than ever, ’
“Very . well.
the year for which that volume was published,
as well as the name of the magazine. . The firm
that published it is still in existence.. They are

“In. any. case,” KEthel Courtwaj’. added
understand there is always the British
for referemce. ~ That . was a good class magazme,

" it would be there.”. ]
Such a dramatm mlence fo’lowed thhxs, veri the

falim of a txny emder fiom beaween the bars
sounded. loud.

“Do you ke back your aocusation agamst,‘
“Do you—'

Folly 2" ‘the iwad irl qitiefly repeated.
wish to be g everlasting ‘disgrace? Or a
I to go 1o e Head
ar-pot going to have Polly or any other girl called
a liar when'she has spoken only the fruth.”

“Again that intense silence.

.. Buddenly Althea. Dlllon made a dramatlc move-
- ‘ment. .

She started to tear up her MS, retammg 'the g

pieces in both hands.
Then, with
the fireplace and . flung all. ths pleces of paper
into the heart of the fire.
“Now say to Miss: Somerfield or anybod else
that T copied a story!” she laughed at Ethel in
- #“What is there fo prove it—
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-.my story? Thcn let them hear what I thmk of

“You had better be careful You

Polly. has been able fo give me.
' marched out.

Sucht
- -looks as she went round to her study.

Museum :

a few ﬂashmg steps,- she rosiched

44.5
Overheard Lo

' Phylhs : 1 say, Murie, that Sooken jolly bool:

- Muriel 1 1t 1S a jolly book | It's the GOLDEN
- ANNUAL for 1934. Aunt jaan sent it for
my birthday.

Phyllis Do let’s look | I say, that seems -
an excitingstory . . . and what. spzﬁ'irﬁ
pictures | . And theres a tale by Musi
Holden———o

Mugiel Yes, -and one by Ida. Melbourne,
She’s my favourite author, .And I'm just
dying to read Joan Inglesant’s story.

Phylhs : Oh, 1 simply MUST get a c0py!
How much, Murie ? .

Muriel : Well, T'm not really supposed to |
know, as it's a birthday present L But—l i
just whisper . . . .

Phylhs ¢ Only three and su:pence ! Why, 1t s

- “worth twice that |

Muriel : VYes, a.nd it's greatly enla.tged this

' year, too !

Phy!lxs Cheers { Well I'n off to get a copy_
dn'ecﬂy after school !

Follow Phyllis’s Wise Adwce—-
and Secure Your GOLDEN

ANNUAL at. once

“Nothmg " ‘
" “Ahat - Clever, aren’t you?” But you aren’t
mte so clever as I am, Ethel Oourtway———even
mﬁ have made:- you editress!”
another ' triumphant; laugh Althea
She took care to bang the door
behind her. = -.

There was a sort of wild exultatlon in her
‘As soom as.
shﬁ was alone m that room she Iaughed to her-
self.

- Bafe, after.all! . Another mstance of the “luck *

“that she had felt so certain was hers: ' That fool

of an Ethel Courtway, to have returned the MS.
80 that in a moment it could be tom up- hke that
=burned behind ‘the fire! :

- Bafe.| And so.she would be—somet.}nng seemed
%o whlspar the assmanc%m rega.rd tq a.ll *th

. resth
now—as I will, Althéal .[' ;

‘the den; Beﬁty and Pollv saw Et‘.hel Gourtway

N
I‘ staring at. the Jags flicker of fake camsed. by ‘
‘the burning . of -those scraps of paper: .- o

“QOnce a cheat, always a cheat,” Ethel said al:

last. “But there is plenty to - do glrls, and It'

propose. that we get on with 1!;.

< Onge a Cheat—

ORE jubilant oheermg by *the staff,” o
few days later, .
This tlme, it was .on acegunt of the

" arrival of “pages” from the printing  works. .
A bu.ky cmelope had arrived,” addressed to
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Ethel Courtway, who - ha,d no:- sooner -looked
through the contenis than'she was ready o’ pass
them on to Betty and Polly, '+ |

‘There was no neglect of edltorml superwswn
in this, on the-part of the editress. It was simply
an exa.mple of 2 goodmatured desire to let her
geipful ubs” eniny this latest thnH without
ela;

Betty a.nd Polly were thrilled, nght enough,
There they were, alone together in the den,
looking at one complete ‘page after another.- .

These sheets were still only" “proofs,” to be

read for correction; but they showed exﬁcﬂy what

" those parhcular pages would look like in -the
- finished book,

“Naomet’s article 1” chuckled_Polly; commg‘
“ And do look at Tess’ :llus-‘

upon it in page. -
trafion for 17 -

“A scream,” sa.ld Bat-ty “Tha;t’s Naomer,- to
the life,”

“So is the spelling! ‘What'a mistake it would
have been to edit Naomer17-
R y word, we're geiting on fasi now, » canie

bBeet.ty s rejoicing comment, a minute later. “Soon -

passing for press, Polly!” - .
“Yep! But, Betty dear—they still dont send
along those two, articles from the printers.”. | -
“¥You meéan, ‘CGirls We Are Proud. Of, and
‘ Some Morcove Records?? It is strange, ) Betty
agreed. “We haven’t had them even in rough
proof yet.”

“How  gbout’ zmgmg up Mr. Bla.lceney ai; the .

‘works P’
- “We could do that Polly I thmk 'l do 1t
- pow, just to make sure.”

Betity, turning to run away down to the ’phone,.
- almeost coIhded with Naomer in the doorway.

“Hil - Bekas what about articackle !
" Queek, bekas Ethel  Courtway says e is—"
“Qui—side, . kid 1"
““What ze d:ggmgs, be ze sport 'Polly, and let
me have ze squing !

“May I mfswude, Polly deah? Thea.h is a

wuéaeur that. my twifling eontwlbtmun is. m page, :

an
~ “Polly l" was’ the sudden clamonr from a whole
meb .of juniors,.-just arrived s.t the doorway
“0h, do iet us s¢e, Polly I :
~Fhe’ madecap..invited all woulclbe mt.ruders to
Bee, mstead that T—square—how menacmg!y she
- ‘conld wiel
! Meant:me, Betty was aIready at the te]ephonev,
downstairs, - waiting to be put. -through - to’ the
.composing-room at the “Herald * office.

**Hallo, hallé!. Mr, Blakenevf Oh, good-
xoorning, M- Blakeney this is Morcove School—~
the ° Fifty Yeers’ speai{mg‘ Isa.y- We are still
waiting for rough . proo L Girls We Are
Prond . Of’ %1 Some
Pardon . ng}lt T'll kold on!” -

‘Five minutes- later Betty ran upstaxrs agam ‘

She shpped through a going-away erowd of girls
and re)omed Polly:in the dem. . -
: They .say they have never had them!”
ll‘what !’J‘
“Those two ar’cicles—Mr Blnkeney says they
could never have been sent a.long to the works.”
. “But they were! Ask Wthel!” cried Polly.
‘The editress, as it -chanced, - came in. at this
_instant;
" -%Bat it's absurc] " was her 1mmedmte comment
‘on what the staff ‘told her. “Those two articles

- -were in the first-bateh to go to the prmters. I

- ean ta!] you when; just a see.”
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.- What,_ze dxggmgs 1. shrilled Naomer.

. }'elled Naomer.

-does I” -

Mqreove Records. ’

* Every Tuesday

She uﬁged open a table-drawer ‘and pulled
out a f scl}g sheet, headed: “MSS.. Sent To
Punters H er ﬁnger came ‘to rest umie‘r tWo
lines in the list.

_“There ‘you are, and t‘he dahe. . So Mr.

- Blakeney, nice man though he is, 18 wrong'1”

-%“He says they keep a note of all stuff' as it
comes in to be set up. Those articles a.ra uot
on his list,” Betty amplified graxe]y i
L Um I” - . 4
‘Ethel was tainng two or three moments for
reﬂectxon.

“Well, T know I sent them' Theres my
record!” Do you kBOW, I .think you fwo girls had
better go aloni to. the ‘ Herald’ works, in Barn-

a

combe, and ve things out with the Worthy'
Blakeney,”
“Now ” emd Betty, * They cIase from tv.elve,
to one.”
“Go now, and geb some. lunch at . the

Cre:lximery,l’l’ It;he editress deﬁxeei “Then the
works wi © opén again by the time you're
ready to look i jin there. T'Ml make it all right for
you this end.”
“Hooray.” Polly checred, "Oome on, Betty | 1
Lunch at the Creamery certainly prenused to
be-.a cnmpematlon for all this audden anxiety, not. -

to sa% mild panie, over. the mx MSS.. Betty
and ollf could not have. kept' the. delight, out
of their looks, whilst getting ready for the jaunt, -

even if they had seen any need to do that.
Accordingly, Naomer and others in the Fourth
Form, were for pullmg Iong faces. St
“ Bekas—sweendle 1 ¢ ‘

“Yes, boohl” ‘
“Bekas first zey_ give you a coal fire and a
Turkey carpet, and zen zey stand yom lunches! .

_“I am’
disgustered 1” : v
* “Same_here. Ha, ha, ha ! Ho
- “Bai Jove, you two gea.ls, you are wa,ther
fortunate, what?”

. *Not at all,” dissented Polly sweetly, dra,wmg -

en her hat. “You'd never imagine=the strain I® '
" “What about ze strain when I Wrote 1y &rtl—

cackle? - Do zey stand me a lunch - for !
“ Not even a smack 17~

"“Ha, ha, ha 1”

All this, of course, was good-natured banter.
Tt was.left to Ada Sharrow to comment, nastily,
as Betty -and - PolIy hurned awn.y to get the-r
‘bieycles: -

“Wind up! Oh that. will be . a lgively somemr
by . the” time it does come out, f-——l ewer it

She turned to Ursula Wa.de w=ho ]Jad Just
appeared upon the sceme, -7 T

“Now they've lost 2. couple of th@.-MSS ‘and
are going to blame it. en to the printers!” . ’

To_which Ursula. . responded w1tb, the equal
unfair: sheer: -

L They would {*

THIS was the very quietest tmne of year for‘
the Barncombe Greamerg on the caié side

. of its business;

Even at tea-time, few t&bles were in demand
except on these hali-holidays :when Morcoye girls )
could be relied upon. o swarm in. ‘A- ‘hot luncheon
was served dal o -.meet - the- wery ‘wariable
demands of folk who might have come in from a
good way out in the countey to do their shopping. |

. Betty and Polly stalled their machines in that-



Twopence
recognised . patking-place, the .bakchouse - yard.
Then they maede their way through the shop to
that room which ser\ed at this hcul, a3 a -
restaurant.

No one else was there. Healthy appetltes
secemed to warrant the half-crown luncheon.

" The place was so quiet, moutabl) both scholars
" were aware of somebody elso coming in ab last—
a ‘very quietly dressed woman, W:th a’ shyness
that made her hesitate about coming to any of
_ the tables that. were laid for luncheon.

The two chums heard her explain to an
dftendant
- “Just a cup of tea and a seone and butter—1£

I ight have that ?”

- “Yes, ma’am, Will you go through—

“QOh, I.can very well sit in the shop, as 1
am not Iunchmg, ‘And I wonder,” the timid
voice continued,. “could you 'recommend some
place where: 1. could stay for to-night'-.’
to be as near Morcove as possible.”

“ Thcre is the new Heudland Hotel at Mos-
cove—""

“*Oh, nothmg 50 grand -as that! P la.ughec{ thie
shy Iad v. “A -boarding-house, at the Morcove .
end of the town? But perhaps —wistfully—
“there isn’t one?”

Betty sud.den[y wlnspevcd Polly.

“See who it 1s, -Polly? Althea s Aunt Kath ("'

And Polly, after another look, gave a hastxly
suppressed -

“Crumbs 1 ‘

- Her timidity dispclled by the smiling invita-'
tion of a waitress, Aunt Kath came on into the

restaurant, after all. Then she noticed Betty
and Poliv and beamed.
“Why, surely—yes, - it is she exclmmed

briskly appmac}ung the two juniors, who stood
up. “The same girls whom I met when I paid
my flying visit to Morcove School, a week or
two back ! Althea’s editorial- aselstantsl How
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souvenir—the

I want,

~Althea that I am in Barncombe, please!

_again.
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are you, my.dears? And how is my dear niece?
I had.a letter; but that was some days ago.”

“ Althea is very fit,.I'm sure.”

“The dear. girl,” purred Aunt Kath, when
Betty had said - thet, *“And -the wonderful
‘ Fifty Years Of Morcove’? 1
hopo Althea isn't finding it too much for her 1

8o, then, Althea had mot told this aunt of hers
that she had been -replaced in the editorial’
chair.

“And you, my dcars! How prond yom must
feel, acting as editdrial staff. You find the new
t}pewriter useful 272

-Polly turned uncomfortably to Betty,
floundered into evasive speech.

“Fr—we are in town now about the souvenir;
have to go round to the local newspaper about
the printing. They're doing it for us, you see,

who

and—er—we really ought to be off at once, if -

you'll excuse us?” .

“My dears, certainly! But, before you go,
would you do me one little favour? Not tell
I mﬁan

uf

to call at the school and see her to-morrow,

.1 shouldn't like her to know that I am staying

the night in_this town, -and not asking her out

‘for the evening. If I ‘could afford to give her

some httle treat—but just lataly—my expenses
» 8 011 we quite understand,” Betty said, rather -
emotxonally There was somet"hmg guite touching
in this dear soul's cheerful candour about strait-
ened circumstances.

“1 shall drop Althea a line that she 'Wl]] get in
the morning,” Aunt Kath pursued. “VYou see,

‘my lawyer wrote that he must see me, and that

has meant going up to London for a day or so. I
can ill afford to break my journey, as I have done;
bust I felt T must make it a chance to sec my nices
I am so fond of her—and so proud!”

[ e ”,

LU

There wa.s no m:stakmg the figure of Aunt Kath, Pamc-stncken, Althea tu.rned

and fled.,-

¢t She must never see me here. . . .



Thoae laai words were to send Beit
away from the café in an embdrrasse
miserable state. ' Fond of Althea! : Proud-ef her!
. “And that,” seethed Polly, “13 the ginl who

. and Polly

stole- a story and iried to pass it off as being her

-and rather:
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own. She’s a.fraud, .an utter fraud! - And that-

dear old soul has yet to find out—"

“The money for the new typewriter, Polly, '
th never-
returned the cash, nor did she bily a new machine. .

‘sighed Betty. ‘“We know.that ea has.

Poor Aunt L&hh—when ehe does ﬁnd out"’

What Does She Ca.re 1

Herald ” were not exactly one of the irchi-

. tectural g!enes -of ‘the quaint. old. Devon-
Bnh in mmmture the sc'hoolgn‘l staff of - “F:fty‘

Years of Moreove” were soon- seemg the “how-1t-
is-done »* of penodical printing. * -

Fer the first time- in"their young lives they stood

n.f]ft printers:” and printing-presses.  Whilsk

i

THE printing works of the *Barncombe

liging foreman, Mr. Blakeney, had another’

m'e*estlga.hon in regard to -the missing.. MSS.,
Betty and Polly watched -a- linotype operator,
whose m:
. them with awe. .

* Then there were men workm
getting u
short an
tents bill,

But the thin
all was when Mr. Bhkeney, comin,
that those: MSS. really -couldn’t iave

- to the works, gook bo
- “Fifty Years,” in the printing "oha.ses, )

“How iunni it looks, everything reading back-
wards!” laughed Polly,
portrait, the wrong way round!*

very. stout-. worthy getting out-a_

to report

-~ “It'll come out right in the prmmng, mlssms, -
pe so! -

" chuckled Mr. Blakeney. ‘At least, we.
But about those two features. I hope you'll under-
stand; we couldn’t have had them!”

““Phen it's a licker what has become of them,”
Bett{y said. “Lout a.ny‘how no doubt about that
now ‘ ;

4 And ‘time is ge&mg ont” added Polly. - -

#Like, somethmg ‘else -t go ‘in- in. their Iﬂ&wea

_young ladies "
% I(OE
about that,” Beity answered. “Just. as it
pens; née two articles cost the writer a. Jot of
trouble.”
formation.”
‘Mz, BZ&Leney glanced at a waH ca.lenda.r, some
of ‘the dates on which were weirdly marked.
“Lash day for pa,ssmg your ‘pages for the press,
 Friday of next week,” he- commented ra
" solemnly.
- you.can doi”

"He .6scoried’ them to the way cmt into a yard,”

- conferring’ a handful of type as a “souvenir  of
.the scholars’ visit. .:

“Nice man!” said. Betty, ndmg a.way with
Polly.
‘to.‘the time-table all -the same.”

. “Fnday of next week,”  Polly zaid w1th mmock

imness, ‘‘Black Fnda.y 2% .

“0h, we'll mana;

. But, to get. b

© strai
chief,

" time.
pbrenked a.wa.y in quest of Ethel:

e, deari”
to school a.nd have to. go

increased the sense of getiing rushed for

- at cases of type,.
“copy * by hand.  There was one very
“ gonr-

been sent
girls to. look at pages of

we don’t Enow; we must see the. ed.ltresa'

ine;, in its wizard- l1ke operatnon, filled

.that ihrilled the Jumom most. of -

““And there’s Naomer’s .

he had"to look up such heaps of m- 3

-

“ And so obliging. But wa ve got ta keep -

t to .the olassToom without seeing ‘their -

At the half-past three dismiss they ﬂmp!y

-we'd enjoy the. leature—he,  Jie; hel .

* spree wi
_in five minutes, will you? The ¢

“Well, young Iadms, you’l! Soa whﬁr-'-‘ftrouble I-take over'a thing like thzs!"

Every Tuesday

‘There wag such Haste to: finid the- editress, 'it.
resulted in her being met by ‘Betty and. Polly -as’
she ‘eame am frony the Sixth- Ferm eclassroom
with &ll the other seniors. ‘And one of these: other.
seniors—Althea il of ‘the nussmg
MSS., contrived to keep within eershot; -

“Lost, .anyhow, as you say;,” she han.rd Ethel
Courtwa.y ruefully summing up-to the two juniors..
“And I suppose Im- to blame, although I really
den’t gee how!: «\You saw my list of stuff sent to’
be set up, and. those iwe articles m the ﬁrst
batch, But. there it is, and new—-"" -

“The articles can be done again, Ethel »

*Ch, thet:seems- to-be very hard-on the g:rl
who got them out in the firsk- instance,” demurred;
Ethel. - “Put in- something eclse!  And yet-—théy
viere. going o be such fine featuves!” -

“The * Fifty Years’ won't be complete without
them,” Polly declared. = '*Dash ‘it all, Beity and
P go at them again, ourselves; -if’ Helan leg
can't! But she wﬂi—-—you see I

- *T want- to see- Helon,” .said "-tbe edltresz

% You're right; those two articles. 'must -appear.-

You find- Helen, - Polly. A;nd you, Betty, come.
upstairs. with me to the den.” .

Every word .overheard by Althea! No Wonder
she drifted away, quaking with dread once more.
Those two features. would be- re-written. :

Fool, - fool that she"had -been o rely tm ‘some
wonderful run-of luck.- There was still ‘timde, and
there was the Morcove spjrit of deten?‘.mmon s
she was no better off thair before, with w&mt
a dreadful certainty was the D&y of Rec]:omng

_coming, after all}

“ Althy, I say!™ o '
She wheeled round. Lena Gra.yson was! nmnmg
to overtake her at the foot of the stairsl ‘
“TIt's all rlght Althy,” was whlspered
“T mean for. thas evenmg—you lmew _!
‘the four of us.” < :
"~ “But, Lena;, I- den £ 'Imow that I- feel JJ.ke——
“Oh, rubbish, Althy! Now what are you in
such a hump ahouf. 7" was the nnpainent murmm
“If you miss this ‘¢hance you wil be 'a .goop.”
Then, with a 'tatter “I could” hirdly: keep ‘a
straight face when I etting permisk from
Miss Somerfield herself Eie did so }m

“We
-to.get: away at once, dnd. bégm our!
& tes at_the Creamery. - -¥ou be ready
s know.” . -
“Right-ho!” responded Althea: dully. ~. ..
-8he had to_go up te her study .to dnmp some
books used. during. afternoon class; 'and . whilst

are poing

. there, with_the -door ajar, &he heard: Polly. g0 by
. with Helen Craig, meking for t&ede

,o]l
'wt taind w

- OF course I can write.the a
o other junior. wassaying.

. Then reckless: deapera::on swe%t thmugh Althea
erics more, - Dash. it all, if she had destroyed the
original, MSS., then surely she could destray the
82106 - art:c}es ‘when te-written! Simply get to

_them, in the den, and tear them up—hurn them !

Then there simply. wauldn b be. txme to h&v& f.hem
don& again, - :

“What was i she hndf heatd that ]umot ymg'

Just then ? ;
“T- don’t mind wheb trouble I fakei

- “Nor, dcr I mind wha$ risk T mke—now l” was-

the senior's wild thought. *Oh, lef me get out

of here and- fargsﬁ for a bit, a.nyhow!

O the point of Teaving hex study, she heard the =~

three juniors going by, evidently, seekmg their

j that. -



Twopence
own quarters for tea..
hearted. .

“Oh, wé 1 manage”’ was Bettv 5 old slogan.
- “You won't!” said Althes’ to .herself “fiereely.
“I'm going te watch that!” - .

Ten minutes later she rode away with Lena andl :
’ until -

two other happy-go-lucky seniors, '
half-past nine.:

Great was the merriment on the part of Althea s

‘on pass”

compa.nmns over the way the special leave had
This ‘evéning at seven oclock - -

been “wangled.”

there was to be a lecture at some small mission

" hall § in Barncqmbe on’ “The Future of the Mission

TField,

The spcaker was to be a retumed lady mis- "
sionary~~one of those splendid souls who give up
their fives' to 'the noble work in far-distant lands.

Lena.it was who had pitched a tale to. Miss Somer-

.field, laughing up her slecve " the while, about -

to hear this particular lecturer. "She

. Wantl
haj such a wonderful career, they say.”

*. As seniors, .those who ‘wished to go could be
trusted to do so without an escort, of course. *I
would have liked to sce more of you wantmg to
attend the lecture,” “Miss “Somerficld ~had
marked. “It is certain to be most mtercstmg

But not so mterestmg as, this week’s show at
the Barncombe Cinema !
of this belicf, "Althea’s three companions  were

* soon_comparing the small blue’ bllﬁ advertisin
the leciure with the flaring coloured povters o
¢ Serpent’s Trail,” that stupondous new * release,

- featuring at Iea.s: six flm stars, ..

The half-wintry afterncon was. already declmmg ‘

towards darkness.when the four seckers of stolen
. pleasuro marched into the Creamery for tea, after
some shopping along the High Street. .

- . Lena -was the one for letting the café waitresses
) reahsa that fun. was afoot.

But if Lena took the

. lead in making that tea-time in.the otherwise’

quiet café a very ill-behaved affair. Althes. was
no.means. the least indecorous of the four.

By now -Althea was in one’ of her plunging
- moods, What she had spent at the shops, a few
minutes since! More of that-ei
Never mind! Aunt Kath woul
" about that, anyhow!

And why, after a.II WOTTy—WorTy about aIi
the rest? There .was still that chance.
two articles, re-written, could: be destroyed
again! Théy could hardly be ro'written a third
time.
there be time?.

— %1 can’t believe thers MII be!”

"As for any outery about the dastardly action of
50me. person Or - persons unknown——pooh what
would that matter? :

. ¢ Althea’s cheering up!” lzmghed Lena, -“What
gave you the blues, Althy, just befere we started
out ¥

never find out

. “Nothing! TI'm all nght"’ she dectared ina
highly strung way, ““And I'd like another cup
—there 1"

' - spilling. dregs over the cloth. “Ha, ha, ha!"
“We shall be turned out,” giggled one of the
others. “ My word, Althy, 1f your Aunt Kath saw
you now!” .
- %Ha, ha, ha!”
‘Althea laughed -along with her oronies.
¢ Girls We- Are Proud Of!' ”. she flippantly.
uoted the title ‘of that mtended feature Eur the .
mu(emr “Ha, ha, bal”

THE SCHOOLGIRLS’ OWN
They were qtufe happy-

In mirthiful furtheranc& ‘

ht ‘pounds gone. -

Those ~

Too disheartening, and, in any dase, would -

as she uﬁset the cup in passmg it,

w
- THE HAMPER

BY IRIS HOLT

I'd hke te pack a hamper
And send it to .my chum.
I'd put in lots of happiness,
r’d put in lots of fun, . .
. And parcels full of wishes rare,
And sprigs of memory, ' .
" Then mark it ©* This side up with care ! »
To dear old Rosemary G

‘I 'd like to pack a hamper '
And send it off to-day,
With sachets full of laughter
. To chase dull care away-;
And little beams of su.nshme,
And bags of sympathy,
And seal it and address it
; To my ¢hum Rosemary. "

- Id lxke to pack a hamper -
With luck, and hope,.and m.trth.
- And fragrant bits of friendship
. _ The sweétest thing on earth,
I'd line it with affection, -
: In happy .memory :
Of schooldays, jolly- schooldays,
With my chum Rosematy. - .-

.
A'r ‘that moment in the Fourth Form corridor
at Morcove School, Helen Craig was gartm .
company with some . of her best chums w.
come. away . with her from Smdy

“I must turn in here, girls,” ‘said Helen, turning -

+the krob of her own st:udy door, “and start in
upon that re-writing.” PR
“It is a shame,” Betty sympathmed

* Bure ym._t“ s
don’t mind, Helen?” S
“%Oh, not a bit!” ‘
And & minnte latef, seated at her table, she"
dipped a pen and wrote the words, in title style,
across tne top of a sheet of foolscap:

| “GIRLS WE ARE PROUD om" .

A Scare for mthea

JELEN CRAIG, at work like that in her study -
starting it ali over again—and here, -in_the -

- darkened cinemsa, the girl who' meant to
geize ‘and destroy the duphcated MS8., as she'had .
~ geized and destroyed the originals. .

.And was Althea Dillon troubled. by any
of} commencs"‘ Not she! Every girl
self,

The great talkie drama reeled 1tself to a ﬁmsh
and the lights went up for a brlef mterval Re
placing incidental musio, the cinema’s own much-
advertised organ trumpeted awa.y in & manner that
sent Lena into convulsions. -And so an open box
" of '¢hocolates fell off her lap, to be lost upon - the
due floor—another “scream ”. for all four girls.

ere you are,” bleated A]thea, producmg a

pangs
or her-



450-
fresh box of chocuiates _“Have . some of:mine..
Or, I day, héfe’s a girl doming round for orders,
Mlss » she called across two rows of seats to ‘the
cumma. attendant, “ got any 1qe.s"‘ Brmg four,
please.”

They’ arrived, and Althaa. s pxoduction of a half-
sovereign note that the .attendant would ‘have to,
change produ_ced a showmg off altercatxon amongst“

the scniors. -
“ Althea,. you pa1d a.t “tea- t),mei” oo
“Doesn’t matter. I ordered. ‘these—
“But it's ngt fair—"
“Qh, don’t %e ‘sillyl But I've nothm

“I’lI brmg Fou i;ha ehange,

as the lights  went- down agam.® .

“I ‘wonder you .didn’t tell- her .. to kecp
ehange,” tittered Lena - You’!e gomg it, Aithea,
lately 7 :
- “What about you others? Bemdeﬁ, why shouldn’t
I spend if I've got it?"
. Althea was . almost ]ettmg a kmd of wild rage.
replace leviiy as she said that. It was good fun

to be out like this with-these girls. Buit, dash’

them, why must -they -make--remarks- about_her
spentimg'f

nearly oll gone.yet, . .
- But it was going,-fast. ’
A “comic ¥ came on, and *Althiea was in that

- state of hysterical “excitement she had tears run- .

ning out of her eyes as she laughed.

“Look at Althea!” fittered Lena, nudging the
iwo other meribers of the partg "Musm' oring
you again, -Althy—he, he, hel” T

The Fine Long Compléfe -

Morcove -School Story
- Next Tuesdays Number i
“Enhtled

BY MAR]ORIE STANTON

I-Iavmg carried deceit so far, unable to escape -
- from the results of her own wrongdoing, and yet

. wildly hoping that she will never be found out,
- Althea Dillon plunges recklessly from folly to

) folIy But Althea’s daring avails her nothing
' . as you will see when you’ re&d next
T*uesday s powerful ta!e.
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" breathlessly.

less than.
" thla note » Alihea gmnc'[ly informed the cmema

was whnspered )
the .

Ag'if they feared she couldn’t afford
it, when she could. VfI‘he eight pounds was not’

Every Tuesday
“We won't be coming again,” she laughed

ing out we’ll. make . the - Heaﬂland Hotel.
Dancing ™" .

© “ Althy ! breathed the others, pretendmg 0 be
seandalised,  “But th
wouldn’t it " Lena added. -

at- would
““ Expensive,. tlmughl”
“Oh, hang the eipenseY”’ swa gere(f Althea,
She 'felt very exultant - after .that.” Ala, these
other girls were having to consider expense, ‘wa
théy? - .“ And I've still got three pounds left.

T tell you what,” she said to. them mokleas]y,‘

" as - ‘all four scrambled- their. way ond - at. the

end of the show; “if you girls can" arrange m‘
.safe‘I%hI’ll pay for ail.”

“‘You mean-the hetel uiea'”’
“A]ﬂ]

“Qh, dont be hke that!™ sha folt ;mappish;.

again. “I ean spend as I lll\e ean’t I
“Of course, Althy, if you've got it.”
.“Well, T have got it, so there!”
Her -companions,. as she noticed,

glances, snd suddenly she had one of ‘those hot-

and-cold- turns.”. Good heavens, were thése croniecs:
of hers suspicious about her afflient state? -Or was
it simply ‘that they thought her a bit too siring-’
up.b and that it was tlme for her to caim down
a bit?

They themselves were b ecommg c1rcumspect ‘as’

they passed out into the flamiht High Sireet. A
hint to h But she had beiter lead them to
think that
She nmstni-. appear

“Not such. a hurry, girls!” she laughed after
them loudly. “I say, Jet’s go -along to the—""

Adteteshebroeoﬁn.alfastumlmgblow
had come. In the glare of light from the cinema
foyer, amongst the Hocking-away erowd of cinema
Eatrons, a staid figure, somehow familiar.  But
ow could ‘it be? - et it -was, for OW the iace
was turned this way.

Aunt Kath!
It took: Althes Dillon a moment or- 50 to ﬂght

off a swoening -sensation. Then she ran, as- 1f pur—'
. swed by some avengmg {atet ;

No Rugre to mght I-Ielen'”

*Pleage ! "smd
ingigténee ; and camé forward from the study
doorway to take the

“Belas time for a hand-round, Helen, in Stud
121 shrilled the dusky.one, showmg herse]f wi
Polly and others in the doorway. .

“Is it as late as al} that?” enghed Helbn . Oh

dear, and I have only done these few sheets! 1t

is- going to take me Jusﬁ as long, 1 do believe,
as ‘16 did the first time,”
“I'm sure it will,” said Polly.
ot until Monday noxb.
fa.:gpena—well g
langhed.
“But what can happen? The two features are
not going to get lost a second time, surely!”

“But you' Ve

“Better let me do some spare articac les, ml

case,” offered Naomer. * Bekas you never know.”

The captain rumpled the dusky ones head lov- -

ingly.
““One thing T do know.” said Befty. “We've
all done enougl for this évening. So come along!”
And they trooped to Study 12. ;

END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY,

gasped" i 'Lena.'_'

exahanged’

nything she had said was only due
to a fondness for pleasure.
'suddenly abashed.

m from Helen’s hand, and
-then gather together-the severial sheets of MSS .

“Next time we can wangle an even-

‘be’ a’ great spree,

YOUH

lighted
from -
eaver yi
write.

is s ¢
girls® (
Fleetw.
Farring
Londor
stam

" dressed

must |
forare

e Form captain, w1th smiling -

After that, if anythlng



