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Story, Feaiurl}ig Betty and Co,

' HAV.iNG carried deceit so far, unable to escape. from-her own w_roné;doing
"~ and yet hoping that 'she will never be found out, Althea Dillon plunges
recklessly from folty to folly. But Althea’s daring avails her little when

Busy As Bees -
“ HAT do yon make the time, Pam?”
“Just gone half-past seven, Helen.”

: “It has? Then these manuscripts
won’t catch the post to-night!” -

“ Paper-fasteners, Helen?”

“Qh, thanks!” . .

And Helen Craig dipped cagerly into the box
of brass fasteners ﬁmt her study -mate, Pam Wil
loughby, had passed across the table. ’

“There's one article!” said Welen, having
clippea together a cortain sheal of closely-written
pages. “And there,” as -she  picrced a second
sheaf at the top left-band corner, and then thrust
through the fastener—"is the other!”

" . “Bravo, you!” smiled Pam. ;

“Y don't think so,” demurred this. other mem-
ber of the Fourth Form at Morcove School. “I
ought to_have been able to krock them off mauch
quicker, Pam, this being the second time I've had
1o write them.” a : : :

“You had a lot of information fo-look up, all
over again!” ;

. “That was just 4! Not that I minded,” added

Helen, hitching back a chair to .rize, “DBui I
would like to know what became of these two
articles in the original! It's a mystery that has
noves been cleared up.” )

the hour of reckoning comes, and she is face to face with- discovery |

“I5 was a great shame, we're all agreed as to
that* was Pam’s sympathetic rejoinder, “Going
to run down pow to the editorial den?”

“Yes, Pam but only to hand them in! 1
shan't stay,” y

“Yes, well, T expect they're busy enough, down
there!” w

They were!l. . ;

Helen Craig, with her two MSS., got to a cor-
tain door in the Sixth. Form quarters that bore.
the  temporar inscriptions. “EDITORIAL
OFFICE—Strictly Private,” and “No Admit-

-tance Except on Business,” alko the warnings:

““No Parking here,” and *“Interviews by Appoint-
ment Only.”

Granted that some of these notices were of a

' playful nature, being merely scribbled in blue

pencil, -there really was & serious businesslike

- activity going on in the sanctum. .

Helen heard a typewriter being worked ab top
speed. Also, she heard voices, and thé snip-snip
of scissors, and a sound ‘as of someone pounding
down pasted bits of paper, to get them fo stick,
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’ Nevertheless,_ Helen's own ‘tap at the door was
promptly and eordially answered. '
<t 001113 in_lr: K e o

Entering, Helen was so- éhﬁ.rn';éd by the genizil - ‘ g !
h 1 ior; an " article,™ .was the comment -that sent” Helen' upon

mood of. the den’s .cecupanits—a 'senior, iwo
juniors—that she felt a little pledsantry on her
part-would not be amiss. - ’ -

Ts this;” inquired Helen blandly, “the editorial

“office of ‘' Fifty Years of Moreove’ 2 ‘
“Tt ig1” responded madcap Polly Linton, whip-
ping a finished sheet from between the typewriter
rollers. “Name, please?’ she inquired; to make
it clear that the burlesque might be carried a step
or two further, g @ . :
“Miss Craig,” said Helen, keeping up the joke.
« And, please, I have brought the two articles that
had +o be re-written!” . 3
_ Thereupén Polly 'stepged_woés to the senior,.
- who was in-an easy chair begide the mice fire,
“Miss Craig]” the Morcove meadeap anngunced,
“To see thé editress!” oS : -
“QOhy agk ber in1” :
14 waslike Morcove's head girl, Ethel Courtway,
ntex.inty ‘any. bit of spontaneous nonsense.
That - ,w]iy'sgel.pret-ended not to.see Helen
until the-madeap brought that chum across from
the doorway, .mock-solemnly repeating: %,
“Misg. Craig!” - = ‘ ‘

" Angd’ there .was, that ot&igf : a'u]:-gditresé,' Beity
Barton, smiling brighily over the bit of nonsense, ..

whilst using ‘paste-pot and scissors as briskly as
ever at her owir little table. .- ' .

“Well, Helen ?” said- Ethel"'rqi}r;:'rtway 'sweeﬂ:}. .

“PBoth articles?” .
“Roth,.. yes 1™ .: TR foe
“&ilendid? If contributions were paid for, you
should have 'a cheque now!”

Helen Craig's smile showed that sH_e feltamply.,

rewarded by the receipt of such an ‘affectionate

smile from the editress.

C«As it is,” Ethel chatt

the staff, must bé-content to do it for love—love -

of the oldischool! - Do I have to read these two

articles, - Helen—your. writing “beirg what it-is 37 -
“J think you should,” was the quite serious
answer to a guestion put in fun,--“Pve tried to -

ra

"be as carcful as ever; but—-’

“Qh,’ I'll'read thém’ and then Betty will read

" them; and then Polly will read them and. then
. we'll send them down to the printing works, to’
‘ be pub inte ‘type,” Ethel droned.. *And then
thesgll come up in proof, and I shall redd them
again, and Betty will; énd so will Polly—and you'll
be given your own anthor’s proof, Helen| - And
‘so, we hope, no mistakes will go through. We
. hope so!” the editress stressed, getting up from
‘her easy chair, : - i

Helen. o }
*"_“Coming over, Betty.” . [ '
.. The editress was throwing both MSS. for her
- “chief sub-™ to catch. o :

“You had bbtter look after them for to-night,
Betty.- If they should vanish a8 the originals
‘vanished, then-I.don’s want to feel I'm re-
sponsible!” ; ' 5y
- riarked. ‘Tt was good of you, Bthel, to give me
- the chance to re-write the:arlicles, when you might
have put in something else.” o
%My ‘dear ' gifl,” said Ethel genially,” ‘we
couldn’t have dreamed of putting in anything else
in-place of ‘GIRLY WE ARE PROUD OF ’-and
‘SOME -MORCOVE RECORDS.: What would

THE SCHOOLGIRLS’ OWN

. staff1”

‘bit of hockey.

. " Betty .and Poll
. shave-imagined that the  editress wes an awful-
. slacker; even~s hindrance rather than a help to
‘her staff. There could have been no greater mis- -

“ At that rate, I 5]161i—1<i hOpa so too!” ]:a.ngh'ed-:-' “laden- tray.
A # : o “Bekas—

* stuff in the
‘o salary list,

“Vou're - busy, 0 .I’il. elear out,” H.élen‘ re- is—remind me, Betty, ‘please, to mention in my

. ¢ Fifty Years of Morcove’ be like “without those -

"Evéry. Tuesday .

two featyres?. By the way, you didn’t mention -

vourself in *GIRLS WE ARE PROUD OF’?”
“Y certainly dido’t!” .. " e S S

- T ghall have to mention you in rmy editorial

her way with a very happy face. “That is,”” Ethel"

“addressed Betty and Polly, now that she was. '
.alone with those two again, “if I've any room %o

sparo after necessary referemces to—the staff!”
“You don’t need to make any allusions to the .

““Dont I, Betty!" When the ‘pair of ymz -have

‘worked so hard; ;n'd.ly taking tcn minutes for’a -
A standing rebuke to. me, every .

time I've gone off to get a round of golf!” . -

Ethel seemed to be inclined to knock off from

work now. . She had her golf ¢lubs in the cormer, - -.
and she took a putter from the bag, then dropperi
a golf ball upon the hearthrug., - ]
“TForel” she warned Betty, who accordingly
stood out of thé way. . . W :
Polly ' Linton, sitting -down’ to ' the -typewriter .

_ again rattled away at the keys..-

Clack, clack
clack, TING !
thump! ) § o ) e

“What did I say?” c¢ried the editress, -angling
with the putter so that it’s metal-end’ might. stir
Polly’s back hair. B Y e i ;

“Didn’t hear you say anything, Bthel?” & = °

“Qpell-Q is indicated, girls! Let the hooter.go.
now, you two! And jthere will' be- fio need for -

. tap, click!” Thump, dlack, clack,

“eithers-of you .to - be "down before five in "the

morning."”’

chuckled: A stranger mighs o

toke, Bowever: All Ethel Courtway’s easy-going-

] : . ness ‘was really only part of a charming, unassum-
B I Rt WU -t o) .natore- . - wieg, :
ed on, *contributors; liké g -natire.

. Bhé bad that rate quality of being quite effective
withput needing to put on any- air of authority.
Her genius for knowing when to relax; affer a

.spell “of really. hard work, was. wonderful in its

her.

effect wpon those who had to work with .
*Are:

“Tim not a bit tired!” Polly declared.
you, Betty " ..~ . E
“Goodness,” no!” - "R T :
 Véb -how jaded . and- fagged the two - juniord
rhight have been. feeling, at-the end of such a
longthy session of editorial work, if there bad-been.
gome testy, irritable girl for chief! Lo
‘Suddenly there was a kick at the door—a most
decided ick—and then are entreating: 5
“ ““Hi, one of you! . Queek, pledse!” =~ g
- It was Ethel who openéd the door, letting in
that dusky junior, Naomer Nakara, "bearing a

a refresher for ze ejjitor and her staff 1”

: ":sparkled Naomer. ‘‘Ze grand patent clove-corjool,
‘and- sangwidges if you went them; eof not,- zey

will- do for- mel” . . . : e
“4These,” said FEthel, helping berself to a

sandwich, “ are the amenities of life, girls. Is that
1. 1f there were . - .

. hot. drink ? - Good
womer, you should be on it. As it

editorial article: * Refreshments by Naomer 1"
“"Nor must I omit a refersnce to EHer Majesty
Queen Naomer of Nakara,” Polly - prompily-
concocted the .imaginary,paragraph. ¢ Who, by
her sedulous -attention to the -gastrohomic fiseds

. of the staffi—-"?"

s had better: write. the ediforial page for-
me, Polly,” exclaimed Fthel. “But no;. “for then

Thrurr, - clack, : tap, tap_da?k' wo
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Is{cvu’d Yeave out all reference to yourself. Well,”
avi:ngi quaffed a half-tumbler of the famous clove.
cordial, “I will mow bid the staff good-night!
If Naomer likes to call in at m study, when she
‘leaves, I think there may be a box of chocs.”
. “Qoo, gorjus! I will be thers for them,”
shrilled the dusky one, “as soon as I have helped
Betty and Polly to finish ze sangwidges!”
Nor did Naomer fail to keep to her word, Two
" minutes later she made her exit from the editorial
sanctum, and Betty and Polly could then see about
leaving everything right for the might, before
‘betaking themselves to Study 12, upstairs.

Soon the editorial den was '
left deserted and in darkness. .
But not for long. )
 Silently; like a thief in the
night, someone opened the
door and came in on_tip-toe.

The last flicker of firelight,

~
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fitfully illumining the room, ] it —+
revealed this . cautious .in- e
truder as a well-grown girl
in Morcove attire—a senior.

She was obviously in the
greatest  dread of being -
taken by surprise. After -
closing the door behind her
without a sound, she stood
still, not merely listening to
make sure that no one was
coming, but peering around
to decide upon some hiding-
place, should the need arise.

A half-minute of this, -and
then. she tip-toed to -one of
the three small -tables. It
was the one used by the
editress herself.

Stedlthily the unauthorised
visitant .pulled . open and
searched first one draw and
then another, - @ ="

.- Whatever it was that her
thieving hands were seeking
they did not find it there.
She moved _to another
table—Betty Barton's—and
searched there. ) I

Instantly she found what
she wanted; a couple of

S58., {mt away in one of
the table-drawers. The fit-
ful firelight enabled her to
read the boldly written
titles: “GIRLS WE ARE

" PROUD OF,” and *S8OME
MORCOVE RECORDS.”
Another moment,
" towards the -dying fire, to thrusé thegiwo manu-
scripts pmongst the red coals. i
Sﬁa waited and watched until the folded papers
had tardily taken fire. ! .
* Then, with an exuléant look thdt proclaimed her
gonge of triumph, she
and was gone, as silently as she had come.

Sleepers, Amongst a World of Sleepers
ING-DONG'! and again ding-dong!

Morcove's pretty chimes were ringing out

. on the still, frosty night air. The quarters
gounded, and then followed the deep-toned strokes
of the - hour-bell.

Midnight,

. And up here in her cubicle in the Sixth Form
sleeping quarters, one senior was awake, . .

‘Why—why must ghe lie awakoe like this, still

and this girl wes stooping

~ before!”

backed away fo thé door
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full of dread, still in fear of a terrible reckoning
hour? Hadn't she enjoyed the best of luck a few
hours back, contriving to creep to and from the
oditorial den and to destroy those iwo manu-
seripts, without being seen? .
Althea Dillon shook up her pillow and settled
her head again.. “I won't think about anything
any more ! Y .
“Vain resolve. Her weary brain would nob’
concede tho longed:for forgetfulness. Bomething
in that guilty mind seemed €o persist in address-
ing her, ‘to the continuance of all her .secret
terrors. B

EDM
NV B
e i A M
o ; -
i ¢ I)t’ .GF‘

N

&

4Bekas—a refresher for ze Ejjitor and her Staff | " cried
Naomer, as she marched into the Editorial ‘‘den.”

“Vou know you are mot safe even now, Althea,
They can have those two articles written a third
time, - as they have had them -written twico

Nor did- ¢hat comprise the only reason for
anxicty.

“And what about Aunt Kath?” that mysterious
voioe scemed to demand tormentingly, “Is she

oing to turn up suddeniy at Morcove School?”
You are certain that you saw her .in the town, the
other night—when you believed her fo be more
than a hundred miles awayl! Why, then, hasn’t
she looked you up at the school? What does it
mean—spying upon you?!” :

Another quavering sigh from Althea; another
restless furning-over in bed. “This suspense!”

At last she arose, put on a dressing-gown, mnd
stopped to the little window serving her cubicle.

o moon was riding high above the guiet sea,

which it silvered here and there. A mile away,
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* have resulted . from- this standin
- was marred by her noticing the :

ETOTITeT) P, ”‘" AR08 GESILGESRRING IR
FULL PARTICULARS of

"

one or two lights still showed in upper roomg of
the mammeogh -Headland Hotel g

Any relief to her troubls I
a,tl the window
o 2 T

To see the great building Iooming

moon]iiht night was to be reminded of the rash
thing she ha said to Lena Grayson and other
cronies. . ;

If they cdred to “wangi-le Y .an evi?lning’s fleave_'-'
thea, would pay for a -

from the school, she, A
“spree "' at that. hotel. She.had recklessly made

the offer—and the girls were going to take her ab .

her woxd

“Fool—fool that I have been, to go on with

Lena and the rest, at such a time,” she raged -
. against herself.” * Just at a fime when in
danger of Aunt Kath’s finding out—the fruth

T stand in

about mel”’ . . : ‘ i1
Aunt Kath, who pinched and sora ed so that an

idolised niece might be at a fine school like this!

Aunt Kath, whom one had déceived all along!

- Snch an, eagy thing to_do, it had seemed; 80

safo, too, ‘Bub there had been no hint, at that
time, of & printed souvenir ultimately coming into

the hands of every parent -and iiuard%?nl nfw 8.
ke “Girls We.

Morcove * scholar, with features:li { v
Are Prowd 0f;” and “Some Morcove Records.”

Your Editor’s Great GIFT

SCHEME NEXT WEEK!

i 8o, she was up in towh ugain!.

P e

y W’_héré wss;_Aﬁﬁt Kath, toright—where? Stay-

ing at thee oheap boarding-house down in..Corn-
wﬁl—.or staying, in secret, in Barncombe? If
- only one knew! - NG

© . at a cinema,

unt with the

"But_whether here or there,

u copy of that Morcove Souvenir would come into

her hands. - Day, of reckoning for her -Althea, who -
o ade_out that she was this and that in the

school, and really she was nothing! ..
Like the flicker of a film upon the white screen
Althes had visions flickering upon
her darkened mind. - She.saw her
} “Fifty Years of Morcove” in her
hands at last; saw her searching page after page
for the expected referemces to a miece who was
“everything.” . e
" Waetchedly, she turned back to her bed. Once
agait the plljﬁw received her weary head. ‘

the walls of

. “But sho was to hear the single stroke of: one in

- “Yau know what you

. the morning beab out; she was to hear the chimes

time . after. time, at their regular intervals; and
then two, before she dropped off—at long last.

And inevitably it seemed as if she had been no
sooner asieep than
the getting-up bell for the wholae school. )

She was half-way through ber morning toilette
when Lena Grayson came in' past the ¢ntrance-
gurtain of Althea’s cubicle. ]
. ‘¥Morning, Allthy darling 1” )

Lena, still in pyjamas, was as gay &s a lark.

“B8ay, Althy it’s fo be this evening!”. = .

- What is17 ) i
'« Why, you know! Our nest spree—""

. % Qh, f i k S L
' Now, don't_begin to ery off,” laughed Lena.
] said, Althy! Mind you,
we others don’t mean to hold youtoo fast to your
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‘mind that might’

blackly in the ~

Clarice Berkel

this was-certain; .
‘Kunt Kath was looking forward to the day when

she was awake again, hearing

" been mistaken.

Darling Althea,

Every Tuesday |

We
for the -
But you

“Lena, I—I wish you wouldn’t bother me-NowW,
anyhow.- I. haven't had & partienlarly good

night.” -
) g‘Yqu haven't? Now I,” rippled Lena, *slept
beantifully, My good conscience=ha, ba, hal”
Then she made a face -at the cmtain-drapinél
the entrance to this cubicle, hearing the voice ‘
Ethel Courtway, in the passage-way. - Seniors
were not supposed to visit each other in the
cubicles and gossip first thing. in the morning, and .
the head girl was saying: “Lemal” in mild
astonishment. N w oy
“Oh, all right 1" pouted Lena. “Well, see you
later, Althy. I think you'll agree that it will be
quite safe, the way 1 have planned it, with

word about .your paying for . everything.
expect it to come to a pretty penny,
[Headle.m,l’ is very de luxe, of coursel

ey.”. s
Althea was '&-inking of other things. . &
Five minutes later; she was downstairs, lefting
anziety take:her towards that Earlourmaid-w}\o )
was_performing the routine task of sorting -oub
the first delivéry of lebters, ’ oG o=
“Er—morning, Ellent” S R
“Oh, good-morning, miss ! Co ® i
¢ Anything for me, Ellen? Sorry to bother you,
but—er I am really anxious for a letter from my
aunt.” i : Lo . .
“Just a_mintte, miss; and I can tell you, Oh,
but here is a letter for you, miss!” . :
. “What? Oh!”. And it was rudely snatched by
the senior, who walked away, opening the missive.
with feverish haste. . 3 .
Then she stood still, to read. The: address was
that of Aunt Kath's tiny flatlet in North London.

«“Dear Althea,—This is just a brief note, in great
haste, to tell you thai I.had to come up from
Cornwall guite sudderly, on acoount of my lawyer

‘needing to see me.

“Vou will be surprised to learn thas, T was in
Barnéombe the other night! The fact is, Althea,
when I had to leave Cornwall, T thought I might

43 well break my journey so as-to look in'on you

.t the school. I got to Barncombe, to sleep the

- night tlsx’e_rg, meaning to look you up mext day.

But—

. A voice interrupted Althea’s réading.
“ Althy, has Lena told you?* - =" .
«“YWhat " she snapped round upon the gues-

tioper, who ‘was Clarice Berkeley.,’ '

" #That it is to be this evening——" 8
“QOh, go away, when I've other things to think *

‘about !

“You are cross, Althy¥ . L P
“Yes, well, I— Oh!” she fumed, and took a
fow furious strides to_be by herself again,. -

Then she resumed the lefter: _

_#But I took a lodging for the night that proved
most. uncomfortable, and felt so cheap next morn-
ing that I decided to get away to London at once.|

“In Barncombe, that evening, I had such a!
shock, Althea, I was going along the High Street, |
just as the picture house was emptying, when I
thought I saw you! But, of course, I must have_i

i You would not be: out on your:
own at that late hour, would you? :

“Besides, I am sure you are very busy

every !
evening, editing that souvenir for the

; school. |
how I long for my copy——" .. ..
- Ugh! She could read no further then, Savagely:
she crumpled up ‘the note and put it away like that
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for _the time being.. Maddening, to'find Aun{
Kath writing in that strain! 7. © ¢ @ om

" Then, suddenly, the hardedrivem senior felt 2

big reaction from all the suspense and. wretched-

ness. After all—after all;-the .position was no
worse, even if it was no better! Auni Kath was

still in blissful ignorance. - - S

“The luck, holding out? Why shouldn’y one in-

dulze that comforting belief? * Let me think!”
" Both those MSB. destroyed last evening. And

it HAD been Aunt Kath in Barncombe High

Street a few evenings ago, and so there had been

a very marrow escape from what might have been .
If that wasn’t the purest— .

- a disastrous encounter,
good luck—wellt - - e :
“Sp Tm. s fool, a fool to worry,” she said
‘fiercely to- herself, going upstairs to the Sixth
.Form quartets, * Any ‘other girl, after-the Juck
T've had, would feel certain it is going- to be
all right. Oh, I can kid Aunt Kath somehow, if
she wonders - why. I'm .not mentioned in the
‘souvenir,” : ) s E
; Why, of course! ~As editress, all reference to
‘oneself had been carefully suppressed! ‘
As that idea belatedly flashed upon
_ mind- she broke inio smiles.

The answer, although obvious, did not occur fo
her. 1If she really had been editress, she would
not have. been .the one to suppress, in modesty,
_roferences to herself, - It would - never have
acourred to her to do that. . . v
_Quite jaunty of step all at once,.she turned inte

‘the Qixth Form .corridor—and -mext. ‘second she

‘was being nearly knodked over by a junior..

. Polly Linton had come rushing wildly round.

the corner, in a gréat hurry..
“Qh, sorry, Althea—" :
“You clumsy kid!” she stamped.
of -the way!” ool
. “T want to find Ethel Courtway—"
"“Then find her! Tm mnot her keeper.” )
Polly whitled on again. She went downstairs
with a rush of feet, conld neither find the head
‘girl nor be told where else to look for her, and
- ‘50 rushed aloft ogece more—this time 4o the Fourth
‘Form guarters. . w4 oy
.7 ““Betty!” was Polly's breathless cry, as she
whirled ‘in upon. the "Fourth Form captain and
.other chums, in Study-12.  “Those two manu-
‘scripts! Where did you leave them, last night 7"
“Leave theni? In my table drawer, of course,
JPolly! You.saw me! PP 2 3 o
““They’'re not there now!”..

. . By Whose Hand ?
B JHAT!" gasped Betty. :
) &1 can’t lay my hands upon them
; anywhere in the den!" Polly panted on
dismayedly. I went there on purpose to read
+4hem through in these few minutes before breldeer. -
‘But_they're one.” . .
“They can’t be!”.
“ They're missing!”’
“Polly dear—never!” e ;
“ Howwows!” came Paula Creel's-appalled com-
ment,  “Pwecisely the same awticles that were
‘lost before, bai- Jovel”: e o
“But,” cried Betty, “how on éarth—~ T mean
" 'to say, what can have happened ko thery, this time?
‘Or has Ethel taken them. to read before. brekker "
f;Ehhél hasn't .got them, that's .97 cert!”” Polly
said.

“Cet out

“Wé know what Ethel is; she never lets
anything interfere with a bit of cxercise:out-of-
doors first thing. She’s oub now,, somewhere—
_ proctising her =olf swing, I dare say,” grimily.
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“gtand !

" Polly says.

. under
“Althea’s
“Why ever didn’t 1 think. of that beforo?”

" solemnly declared:

B
head girl. - oo ; oo
© *Itg-all right, Betty; I'm not imagining -that. * .

s

Pam, Madge and Tess.

i s m " _— . R
- At this instant, Helen Craig sauntered in, with.
“Helen: dear,” - Betty ‘began 'ilﬁcdﬁfor.tabljr;‘

* ¢ you—er—haven't taken back those fwo  manu.

scripts for any reason? To make 'corrections, for
instance 7 © - e ke o e
: i %t‘)f! %}.’hope they're guite correct as they' *
“They are—er—not to be found in the den,
But we'll go down and have another
look.” ik . s i
“Not t5 be found!” cried all. four newcomers
upon- the seene. “Those two articles—missing -
“An- astounided silence followed. - :
“(Soodness!” Polly exploded at last. “‘But if
those two manuscripts don’t go along to_the print- -
ing works to-day, then I don’t know where: we'll, -
be! Friday is press day—Friday is! Think of i1
“Yes, bekas, we were going to have ze grand
cellerbration, after ze last pages. had gbne to. zé
press!.. A gorjus spr—" A e
‘f-Yow% -owch, ow !  howled Paula, .collapsing- -
the weight ~ of . Naomet; “who  had ~been
toppled over by an imﬂigtient tﬁzmsb from Polly.
“Naow look at me, geals! A weck,.a wun!™ . .
But this was nob a time for standing to look at
Paula. - With the captain dashing away, -to" go
to the editorial den, Polly and.ethers followed..
Only Naomer temained behind .with Paula: in- the

study. S g, B D P e
was feeling that she must get “hersel

Paula _ hy s
tidy. again, after the recent ruffling: and Naomer;

" by having the door banged in-het face, understood:
* that-she ‘was not to.follow to the den. i If she

did, ‘the samie hand that had 5ban5;d that door
might start. to -bang something - e se—Naomer's
head to wit! =~ T - Yo
“What z¢ diggings, Paula, do you make of eet?
Beokas, manuseripts can’t get‘eaten by mice in ‘ze
night, like. we know our cakes.do in ‘our ‘corner
cupboard I .. . .- e
- Er—hev. we mice, Naomer?” . @ '
. “What ze diggings! - Eef not, -how ees it that -
éakes  do vanish?” demanded the dusky one.

‘/

- % BRekas we know they do!”

*Yes, wather |  Howevah, I would pwefer not
to pursue the subject, Naomer, I—— Heah,
stahp 16!  Ow—=" - . - 2 P
_ “Bekas I believe you zink L.am e one “Who -
eats cgkes oir-ze gquiet ! - And zat is an insult; and.

“Yarowp! ‘Oooch, t]ziét’s my h:iir—'-f” : :
“Zen you be easeful, bekas you are not Polly,

.to be able to say what you likel”

Meantime, down in the editorial den, a renewed

. search for the missing MSS. was being carried

out. - - - y . . T
Betti and Polly, with several good chums to
help them, hunted the whole room through, and

in vain. Inside of three minutes it was definitely
established - that' the itwo manuseripts were gone. .

‘Ethel Courtway hed sauntered iné' after” dumping .

gome golf clubs in her study, an:
as any of the juniors. . o B R
8he had not touched -the MS8S8.—had not seen
them since she handed them to Betty, overnight,
for safe keepm%; . ) g e
“And I put them away in this drawer,” Belty
“Polly saw me do 1t! We
left directly afterwards to go upstairs to Study 12,
and we didn’t look down here again.” . - -
" “Second . time |” - Ethel frowned.- There, was -
no easy-ﬁmgness about her now, This affair of.
8., was putting” her on her-mettle as

wos astounded. . !



. for yow?”: Ethel -igsisted distressf

" ‘to the school tables,
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’ thene has been any carelessness on. your part, Wa.s
"I carcless’ about the original-M88.? I know I
was not! But they. disappeared.. And now the
re- -written articles ave vamshed Y
..8he chewed a lip;;
“It isn't good emnm-}:ll Who is it p}aymg l;hu
gainc upon us.f”
“Y must write the a.rtmles all over again, that’s
a.ll » Helen. sald cheerfully. :
“Oh,: you can’s 1V cried Ethe] )
"I dont mind, if you feel that “the souvemr
sheuld contain :thase two. features.”

““We're.all agreed, it won't be edﬁaplete with- ..

- ont thcm But the trouble; the- time you’il have

- te give'up to’them, I—Ielen L

. “TPo-morrow is our Wednesday ha.lfe;r " gho
remarked. ~ “I aw:sure Betty will lei me off

games, - so that T can push on. And I have this

événing, . of ~Course; prep doesn’t take long.

Come. to¥that;” He]en a.d ed, I could start -m

at midday 1.~ -

-+ Betty and ?eully, ]rke the 'hea.d girl, gazed a.t

i WJng ‘Helen Oraig in admiration:~. -

© “But I-know, what :a-lot. of: twuble they- mean

ully. “Especially

' »tﬁeo‘ol;aearﬁk‘ [eaim'e‘ .You.ha¥e school records

- “Almiost, ‘.'begmnmg 1o, know them by
heart 7 laugheﬂ Helen.. * Anyhow, do let e I”
9T shall. k. Miss Everard 4f she’ll let yoir* off

_ afternoon-class: tu—day, that’s all,” was. the -
511‘1’3 decision.” “If the two* features” are to;. be
one all over again,: then you  must be. Jet: off

some schéolwork. Bother, though'! 8hall I -have . .

. to’‘explain " to MiSS E\remrd about ‘the” mlssmg
MBS, 2
57 dor’t- see that you need,” Bctﬁy broke .out.
‘““Affer. all, Ethel, won’t it do if you -just say

. that- Helen is wanted to. do some~work for.the -
4 FRifty Years’ w oy

that is rather behmd o

The editress nodded.

*Something like that, yes! We s:mply mustn’t‘
spread it about that those rewritten manuseripts
- have been stolen.-' It will mean & scandal in the

- school,” Obvioasly, there 'is spite-or jealousy, or
_something else as despicable, at the bottom, “of

this business. - Miss Somerfield weuld be so angry,
she'd gate the school - until the ‘affair had been
gleared up.”
‘The gong, was soundm;ﬁ the call fso breakfa.st
».  “Leave it ab that, then,”” Ethel

tummg to- pass’ out. “And all T can say 1s,
youre a ripper, Helen! ¥ou Jumors——l dont
know, but you can gwe some. of s samors points,
I thmk - o

She left them tnlkmg amnngst themselves,
although they would soon be following her down

the' Sixth Form corridor, she was- aware of Althea
" Dillon coming towards her. That .senior had a
moment since w1thdrawn irom somebudy else’s
study—Lena’s,

They “had to -pass each other in the corridor—
Bthel Courtwaav and. Althea Dillon—and although
Althea seemed to wadt to flaunt by, insolently,
she suddenly cast down her eyes as if her nerve

“had ﬁaﬂed her. Her ‘smile changed to an. uneasy
smirk,

‘Not a word was: exchn.nged. 'Ethei Had pré-

viously said’ her- “ Good-morning ™ to -this school- -

.mate.- Buf; after they had passed eacli other like
* that, the head girl stopfped and looked round. -
It was not that she
rémark to Althea, after all. It was simply that
Ethel had been struck by +the ‘other’s mood. :
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onoe mote.\ e

hip!

d ﬁgures to :check very care- . .

' enough?

_ one of the best, reallyl”

'bemg on ze' staff !

wound, up,- -€jjitorial den, with-.a coal fire and a -Turkey

to} call at ze
“classes !

As she passed round into -

- for me fo

elt inclined to address a

' l'~ ~.Every ‘Tziesdray,

“I wondezr?” Ethel murmured o herseif. wﬁ_.
moment or two- later. “I wonder!” ..
And-she was 1n deep thought as" s'he went bn

Naemer ]oms the S‘l:aff R
FTER midday, Polly eame bounding mto,.'
Study 12 us 1f she had “gone whoopee.”
“Cheersd” she shouted, waving, “Hip,
Although there is no need,” she ha,st.ened
to inform Naomer and Pa.ula._. # for you two. gu'ls S
to get excited {” L EA 5
7 like zat!| Bekag—" - ’
“It doesn’t councern : -either of you,"’ Poliy ”

“added with playful heartlessness,

Then Betty came in, all smiles.. She and the‘ ‘

“madeap exchanged fehclta.t.mg looks,

‘;Wasnt Miss Everard awfully mce‘?” Bei:ty
581 3

“A real sport l” nodded Polly,

“Bai Jove——"_ -

*Yes, what 26 diggings 1 Bekas what is ze
sweendle zis’ time, I'd like to know 7 . -

“No swindle at all,” Polly answered sweeﬂy.

““Simply that Helen Craug has been. Jet cﬁ' after-

noon school——" "
- “CGood 1” beamed Paula.

“ And so have Betty and I

Paula looked as if this were net qu@t.e S0, goud.
As for Naomer—— o

#“What 1” she: felled ¥ caﬂ zat ze fnost’ abomm- !
abubble sweendie that ever was, ‘I dn. What
abeut me ™ .

“You arfe not on the staﬂ’ kid I

I have yritten.an articackle ! Isn't thai: -good

of I don’t deseive' a let-off from
sohool, after all ze trouble I took with my s;:ell-
ing ! Ah bah, I am disgustered 1”* .

“Tess is. lei: off, too, as hemg staff artlst,” :
Polly further announced. “Oh, sts Everard is

“T wealise, geals, pwessiite of. wark has waw—
wanted  your - being~ weleased . fwom- - afternoon .
classes,” drawled :Paula. . “Howevah you _can
hawdly expect us Dot to envy you, wha,t'! Pwn,y )
don’t imagine tha$ I, pewsmially, foel’ a.ggw;eved

U gop ‘stamped Naomer. Bekas I-viever got.
a look in!' See what you girls’ have had, for
First, zey givé.you a gorjus

carpet. Zen zey let you go into Barncombe to
have lunch at ze Creamery, bekas you have got.
¥ prmtmg works And now--no

“But think,” cned Pally “of the " stfain t
Friday, press dayf -Last pages to be psssed fnr'
press on Friday next !”

CE “Ba.1 Jove, it is' wather an ala,wmmg p*ao-
_speot,

Paula sym athnsed- ‘“Enough to pwe-
cipitate a newvous bweakdown—ryes, wather I”
“Qh, we’ll manage |” 1aughed Betty. “Get a
bit of exercise after. dinner——>
““And then at two o’clock,” said Polly,
when
school:

just
you, others are a]I -going. mt‘.o aftarnoon o

- “Yowp, ow, groogh 1 came the sudden howl.

from Pa,ula.. ‘_‘Naomer, what do you want. to go'

Bekas*—-—- A,
“Wowp ! HeaI 1" Beity deah, sta,hp her !” .
“Naomer led the -ca tam “stopl®

"+ 4 Calm; my chlld " requeste Polly in a mother: - |
“These tempersl Do ;you W1sh e to. - -]

ing tone.
use the ruler™




“Twopence -

“J don't ecare & hoot for you! I am dis-
gustered, I tell you.”’ .
“Qhe is dangérous,” said Polly, retreating in
mock dismay from Naomer, “Look out, alll’”
“Why I should weceive: the full fuwy of her
attack, I don't know!” wailed Paula, putting back
hair that was all over her eyes. - e
“Ha, ha, ha!” - : :
“An idea,” said Betty brightly. “I say, Polly,
why can’t we beg Naomer off from school this
afternoon to lend a hand ?”
“That kid lend a
incredulously. ) :
“She can run errands for us,” Betty suggested.
«Take proofs and pages to.the printing ‘works in
Barncombe, There are some you know, that real-l;;
should go by hand the moment they are ready.”
“Qo0, gorjus! Bekas, zen I can call- at ze
Creamery, and—" .
~ “And lose all the stuff for the printers—yes,
we know!” said Polly.
" But this grimness, as usual, was only in fun.
At heart the madcap wanted Naomer to be let
off the afternoon class. .
‘A wink to Betty conveyed this'chummy desire,
and away went Betbty accordingly to se¢k another
interview with the Yorm-mistress. - :

handf" gasped . Polly

Ten minutes later there was no happier girl in

all the school than Naomer; there never had been

a more joyous one.
“Bekas— Pipoora

afternoon! ~Gorjus!

| .No school for me ‘zi.s
o you hear, Paula? Hi,

“Owp! Theah you go again. QOw—"
“Bekas I am so eggscited—""
“You meedn’t maul me about!”
 “What ze diggings, I must do somethink!™
Again Polly intervened, dragging .the excitable
imp away from a freshly-rumpled Paula. :

“Naomer,” said Polly solemnly, “now that you -

have been taken on the staff as a printer’s ‘ devil,’
you must do differently.
that it is a great honour.
thin i
- another thing to be an officially appointed
. ossistant to the staff of ‘Fifty Years.," Stand

still, for I haven’t finished yet.” ’

S0 Naomer stood stifly to attention, grinning
from ear to ear, ,
- “Who knows,” said Polly solemnly. “A great
-future may lis before you, Naomer. Work
and, above all, Naomer—above ali eschew sweet-
stuff shops!
ployers’ errands, hang about in creameries! Gob
ﬂﬁ?ﬁ?’" Then now let me look at your hands,
child! )

Naomer held out two chocolate-coloured hands.

“They need a wash,” said Polly, “Now that
"you are on the staff, Naomer, you'll be_expected
to wash, you know. One word more, You may
wish for something on account of salary? Here
is tuppence!” - - s ‘

“Qoo, zank you, much obliged!”

And- Naomer retained the twopence on the
Erinciple apparent}v that every. little would help

er in town this afternoon. : :
© “You will report for duty,” Betty now carried
on the joke, “at two pip-emmeér.” ‘

Remember it is one

“ And if you are a minute later—nay, & moment,” .

added Polly, “the sack for you, my girl1”

“Bai Jove!” chortled Paula, who had enjoyed:

all this whilst relaxing in- the best armchair.

“Powfectly widiculous cweatures, all of youw.

Haw, haw, haw! Owp! Gow!”

- “Zen don't you call me a widiculous eweature,”
shrilled the dusky one, “now zat I have become

.ze Bshily appointed printer’s debble! THooray!”

.=
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Remember, Naomer,

to be a humble schoolgirl, like Paula, and -

ard, -

not, when-sent upon your em--

_into the- best editorial circles;

N
Unable to stop, Polly collided with- Althea
Dillon. ** You clumsy kid!'' stamped the
irritable senior. ‘ Get out of my way !’

Even if Naomer had nét been so artlesslf proud
of her temporary job, the Form in general would
still have got great fun out of her “official
appointment.” . . )

‘After dinner a special apron, “subséribed for by
the Form,” was brought out to Nacmer on the .
games field. A bibt of hockey was interrupted, so
that the solemn besfowal and putting on. of this
apron might be made. )

Also an- official badge was forthcoming—an
armlet in red flannel. ~Skittish minds had con-
ceived the idea that Naomer should be numbered, -

_and her number on the badge was 0.K.5159.

“What ze diggings, just as eef I .were a motor-
car?” cried Naemer. "

But she was quite agreeabls to having. the
badge put on—by Polly. ) )

“And so the police will .be able to take your
number,” said the madeap in one of her happy
improvisations. "~ *‘Guard that badge of office care-
fully, It may not get you a discount at the
Creamery counter. But it will prove a passport
One word more.
Always take it off when you go to wash. You
had better take it off now, Naomer!” = - :

“Ha, ha, ha!” the erowd laughed, changing to
facetious cheering as Naomer scampered away in
apron and badge to get properly dressed for out-
of-doors. She hoped te be sent off upon an errand
to the printing works as soon as she reported afb
the Den. . i

When presently Betty and Polly were turning
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..into the passage leading to.the Den they heard
loud langhter, Their immedjate belief was -that
some of the ‘seniors.were teasing Naomer,"

. But the my -inﬁn@, they .discovered, w'as.-goin%
on in_Althed- Dillon's study, ‘and it really
nothing to do ‘with their- dusky chum, whe. had

" olready got * to.. the. Den, and, having nothing

s,

betier to-do was sp_zla_ﬁling in the jedjiaoi:'k_ chair,
B “Those “ Bright ‘Young: Things * -
HA, HA' How lovely!” -

“ 7 A, .
I I “But listen, Althea; thsat isn’t .all”
" It wag Althea Dillon “whose fresh. burst

of laughter had caused Lena Grayson to break off.

ouce ‘more - whilst. giving a - most amusing

-description of & recent interview with the héa‘d:' :

mistress.

Lena had other Tisteners beaides Althes. 'Dreday

Daphne Mervow was here, and so- was_ Clarice

Berkeley. And although Daphne and Clarice were

- hearing. the joke of ths interview all over again,
they were tione .the less amused. -

“The fanniest part of all,” . Lena tittered on,

“was when: Miss Bomerfield reminded e that we

" had. special leave one -evening last weéls. I really

‘dido’t kriow how 0. koep a straight face—"
““Ha," ha, hal” pealed Althes, again throwing
back her head.' “But that was go that we might
go to the lechire on foreign missions. He, he,
el” it o L o
“Just 50,” modded Tiena, and thén they all four

Janghed together. “Mind you, I felt awifully

windy: for a moment. "Wondeved.if Miss 8. wounld
-suddenly ask ‘ By the way, how did jou like that
lecture 7. . . Y e
“In which odse,” tittered Clarice, . *you would
have said it was a lovely film, of course. Ha, ha,
ha! Oh dear, how very funny!” R
“Yes,” rippled Daphne... “When you .think
. what & really fine’ programme they gave ws that
.evening at the cinema.” o 2
" 'Altheastood up, still smiling, :
. “Well, I suppose it's {ime to.go down to Form:
"I suppose we’ Shl;l.,“‘ have to think what.{o wear

for this ‘evening {

. “Oh, we riust dress for the cccasion!” stressed -
Daphne, glancing at .herself in' .a mirror after -

riging. - “They say the Headland is becoming’ quite
famous for #it way its people dress. Nothing
equal to it anywhere in the West Country.” - ;

© “Besides,” grinned -Clarice, “Lena’s .parents

will expect us to ‘dress—won’t ‘they, - Lena
darling ?* - ) - - o
There  was the ¢ream .of the joke in this, and

they all went into_fresh fits of laughter. For the -

“joke ” ‘was that Lena’s parents would not be at
the Headland Hotel this evening, although
on the understanding that they were to be thete
that Miss Somerfield had granted special leave to
other seniors. .. L

Lena and these

- . “Look here, we must steady up-a bit,”™ séid ‘

Clarice, straightening her face.’. “Or somsebody
will be smellipg 'a rat. And don’t any of you
catch my eye in.class this afternoon. I shall
' scream ify ou do ¥ : s g Y
" *How (f: we getb there this evening?” Daphne
asked with less [evity. -“It will be 4 fine night.
Do we walk?" - . = : :
#Wallk—no!” Lena answered derisively, *“There
“will be.a car from the hotel to fetch.us at six-
thirty. My parents are sending it—at least, so the
old: girl understands.” ;. g
“Lena, you. are!” burbled Althea. Go along,
all . of you.. . I must -stay and get my books

together. But it will be a great spree—a glorious

- razzle!” sheradded rapturously,
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had

should make

. thing. have sudden

* read just those words agai

it was

It was a sign of her strung-up state that"she
gﬁive a sudden liftle langh whten left to-herself- for
this last minute or so before .school. During. th
book collesting. she moved about the study
jauntily, : i '

. Eoery Tuesday

- e
0t -

. Thert, with a few moments. still n; hand, she .

took out that letter from Aunt ¢
morning, and seemed to find & feast_of delight in
the last page. - They were those closing lines ‘that

she had omitted to read when the lefter was first - . 7

Kath, received this -

looked at before breakfast. -But she had beén .

thidse lines

en,

“And now, ' Althea

you awf

pinching and scraping for your Aunt Kath!

.. “The lawyer had me up to town about a won-

derful stroke of fortune.” Some sharés of mine in

a gold nHning comf)ang that were not worth ahy-
y bo

readin,
since

a _very rich reef out there. I will explain fully
when I next ses you, but that won’t be yet-awhile,
Pm ‘afraid. . o

Meanwhile, you ‘may be ‘sure,
that to be able to do more for you
done so far is one of the
to—

than has been

and yet she still liked to filch out the letfer and

and.again! -
- ~“Wonderful stroke ‘o
last Hines tustified, if it had proved that for Aunt
Kath’ herself, so it was to prove for-her, Althea.
“, . . Able to do ‘more for you then has. been
dons so far, , , 7. . Lo
Close one’s ely
visions of a golden future. Aumt Kath living. in
luxury, and keeping: her only living relative, her
adored ‘niece, in luxury!- 5
- The luck again, -“Say I'm not Iucky!” Althes
rhhmpered, as if challenging ‘something within her
at
out. And.she is ‘going to be. rich—rich, -
Kath, who dotes on me—rich!” = .
No: wonder Althea had surprised her .so-called
friends by being so “ full of beans * just how. Her
hoad was turned. She 'did not reaﬂs ;
€0, 7 « N L . : %
. Now it seemed Yo her that she might go to
any lengths, at any time, and she would come
oft all right, Billy. of her, to have .gome in dread
of a Reckoning Day. There was 10 be no Day.
of Reckoning! Her luck, her destiny, to be one

Aunt

of those who were never found out. .-
- And s0; by-and-bye, she would be engaging in
that fresh escapade with the utmost confidence, a
ecnse . of - complete security. She lau‘ﬁiled-. again,
picking ‘up her books to go down to class.
A little dinner for.four at the Headland! A
than had ever been .perpe-

more daring thmi
trated by any batch of Morcove girls,

It ought to be put in the ° Fifty Yéars,’ ” she |

smiled to herself, ~~ “Amongst ‘Sorhe Morcove

would doubt it. “She is never ‘going {o find’

e, but i was

again and again at odd times -

darlinﬁ, something that
ully -happy. © No -more

omed, They have found .

Althea dearest, .’

greatest joys at this time .
*“Your loving Aust Kate?
Words that Althea had' got bﬁr heait bir hbw}

fortune!” . And as these

es now and there were mental

‘Records”’ I ty i )
And yet, for all its audacity, how safe the
scheme was. .‘Miss Somerfield had béen” completely

satisfied that Lena’s parents would be at the

hotel this evening, just arrived -from London,
and that they wished their daughter to join them

&t dinner, bringing two or three special friends to' -

share in the treat,

letter that Lena had been able fo show the
" Headmistress had borne out all this, Lo
- What Miss Somerfield did not know was thay

e



>

s
“

" the editress decreed.
. right place for you girls at ‘tea-time.

* such toileting.

© room

. luggage, at the entrancé to the Headlen

; bxecur.t

waﬁeﬂce‘ -

the letter had been tampered 'w1th 'before being

shown to her, "It was next Tuesday Lena's father
and:-mother expected to go into residence abt the
Headland Hotel, for a fortnight_or so. :

In the éditorial den, towards tea- time' tﬁal, after-

noon, Ethel Courtway and her hard-working staff
were a good deal annoyed by  constant peals of

" laughter, coming from a s&&dy just round the

corner,
“Dash! o Polly eproded at lagt.
not going to. have that all the evening!”.

“QOh, no” camé Ethel’s quiet assurance, “It's

" "Adthea and her intimates, and they. are going: out

;hls evenmg Invited across to .the. Head!.und to
me

“ What ze. dxggmgs, bekas—-——’

“Kid,” . Polly moekﬁt.ernly addressed the latest
addmon to the staff,
you mush go outszdef"

Naomer, -back from an errand to the prmtln
works in Barncombe, would not consider herse
off duty for .the rest. of "the day, although no
further errand running could be dome.

-She had found a seat for herself, and had kept
quite quiet, excopt that now and then her fingers

rustled into a paper bag and her {:eeth gave 2

toffee-grinding: scrunch!
“I tell_you what- you can do, Naomer,” sald the
echf:rese. “Pop downstairs for me and bring me
-a cup of tea from the school tables, and a

never get back to this job.”

“'l‘ha.ts how I feel,” said Be

And I"’ chimed i Polly.

we—-7"

£ You—may——not I ‘
“I insist, Sfudy. 12 is the
showing your faceg here again un'tll six- tlurty at
the earliest!™ -

“Half-past ﬁve 2 Betty amen&ed eoaxmgly

- ““Bix-thirby, 1

- 'And six-thirty It had to be, with the result that
‘Bei;ty and Polly, then makmg for the den, ‘were

just in time fo see four seniors setting out to go

to a waiting “car,

" “Whew 1” the madeap said, under her breath.
‘Althea Dillon & Co, were dressed as for a gala

occasion.  They must have rivalldd one another

in the attempt to create a.sensation over at the
Headland Hotel.
It was exclusive,” .

Betty and Polly d1shked all. four senjors.. But

fairhess compelled the opinion tl'mt the four !ooked“

oxtraordinarily pretty.

There was nothing * of the seml-evemng
about. the frocks they wore. - These were ball-
“dresses in- the.very latest style.

Nor had one of the seniors, in.her rej ard for

finishing touche; added anything that ¢

“‘Altogether, theé four made up a human bouquet
of a “colourfulnéss that was lovely:

.. With restrained smiles of" prlde in theu'

appearance, they swept past the Study 12 pair,

who turned to watch them.
““Girls we are proud of!” jested Betty.
“I don’t- think E” saxd PoIIy grzmly. s

; Dumer For’ Fom' S
AT that meoment, ‘when Althea Dillon and her

cdompanions were entering the car. at the

* front door of the School House, another
oar- was setfing .down a. single passenger, . with
Hotel.
ls was_a. hu-ed car, from Barnoombe and
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the. lug%'age which. the dnver off loaded bore ‘the-

“T hope we Ie .

“if you cant keep quiet,

If I break off for a proper tea, I sh:;[l ‘

‘¥So, Ethel may -
Spell’ O for you two glrls.. .
And no

“ Class‘y ” was not the word for _ " the . threequarter-length fur coah

“with the driver of

“Waterloo ¢ Barncombe » label,
A hotel porter flew.forth to bring in the varicus
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dressmg-bags and: trunks, which all looked brand-

new.

“I have mot wired for a room,” the lady.

passenger. remarked, rather timorously, o' the
porter, whilst paying the cha,uﬂ;'eur
not full up?”

“But 3 you are’

“We're having a good aea.son, madam But I

wpect they can gnre you 2 g'ood xoom.” s
“Thank

- “The shy- okmg arrival found a. revolvin,

being spun for her by a pageboy. Then, "

Hoor
ving

.passed through into all the warmth and brilliance -
-of the recelptmn -lounge, she was directed by a. ~

liveried . hall “porter:
“Reception office on the leEE” madam 14
“ Thank, you,”

Like moet gentle natured people, thm lztﬁe :
lady from London was all- rewardmg smiles.for a any -

little politeness shown. .
She stepped to the counter of the. recepﬁmn
offies, where a young hdy was.in charge, .

“I am thinking of staying for a few. days, .lf’ j{;u' :

can. !et me ha.ve a nice single room, m’m 4 sea
view.’ .

““We can gwe you one of our best Tooms, wit}r

private bath, on _the first floor, mada,m

- you like to see it? Page!”
~*“Oh, I am sare it will satlsfy me, so my lug- :

gage m1ghﬁ go-up at onge?”
“Certainly,” madam!
porker, Number Forty-seven for this lady,

please, madam ?”
“Thank you,” as the pen was offered.

"Page,. tell, the Tuggage -
Then =
come back to show her up. Would you kindly
SIgn in,. k

And the fresh arrival from. London, l'uwmg‘

.‘str:pped off a glove wrote, w;th s!aghi‘. neryous-
‘ness:

“Ka&hleen Dlllon-—London—Bnhsh ”,

THE car brmgmg four . seniors. from Morcove -

School, turiied in at the entrance-gates of the

‘Headland Hotel and did a final swnsh up the hew-

made gravelled drive.

It -stopped before the grand entrance to the

mnglmoth building; and oitf Iumped Atthea Dﬂlon -

“Burr 1 gaid- Clauce Berkeley, shrugeging mto
that she wore
over her lovely frock. “Cold!”

-But -they were ali four ‘to he under cover in a
brace of seconds; eTth};ate was no delaymg to. settle

e car.

tions—pick the ity up for the return: trip at ten

He had'his -instruc-- -

o'clock. Then they would settle for both Jjourneys, -

- “Ah,” smiled Clarice, “this is better {

The* revolvmg doors  had ‘let ther thtough and
now that fur coat and other thmgs worn for the
journey here could be stipped off,

- The lounges were .almost deseréed, but that, as _.‘
: the party realised, was only because.. people had

gone up

to dress. “At any moment now guests
would

trooping . down, first to .dine in the

]

restourant, then to while away the. rest of t’he_.

evening in various delightful ways. .
‘A framed announéement,
recéption oﬂioe, proclalmed

W DAN{}ING T0- NIGHT
. ab 90 pm, -

the
BA LL ROOM. .

%1 ﬁres bla.zed upon miore ‘than one spacious:
hear

hangmg near thef e

The most up- tmdate lnghtmg devwes'



- ~ Daphne Merrow.’

'rendeted the lounges and public-rooms brilliant.
Masses . of hotliouse flowers
arranged at the hases of marble columns,

Tt really 'is,” Lena conceded,” standing Jrrap-
mer-lsrm with the others to gaze around, .
nice !

The ha.ll-pm:ter bame up, bowing. A tactful,

.-experienced man, he yet seemed to be sli dghtly
nonplussed b{ the arrlval of, four yotng la

obvmu.aly still schoolgirls—*all on their own.”
But Lena; for one, treated him to her smile.

—ar—gt)od evening,” -ghe said blandly,
“We 1;hor.t%_I of dining {7 -
I— I gee, miss! You have no one
. sta;,mg here, expcctmg you?.

"Ve good, miss! The Testaurant is open
now,;- J.f you oare to——"
“Qh, 1’s rather early thanka,” Clarice drawled.

“We’ll wait until there’s o bit of life about the

place.”

8o the hall- ozter bowing, retired to his lair.

" The four Morcove seniors went to one of the
fircplaces. - Retained coats “and wraps were

dropped .across the backs of lixurions chairs, and’

for & piinite or iwe there was enjoyment of the
cheerful blage, with very little ta]kmg but & good
deal of inward laughter. -

‘Then they had*the delight of. watchmg guests

were -tastefully

“quite’
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h, no1’—lightly, and the others !aughed..

; who came own., some by the g'ra.nd ﬂ:a,nca.se and~:

some “by the i t.

Su' erb B-Page Album ‘and Over. 40‘
¥ ‘C'ha'rmmg Photos of Their: Majesties. -
“THE KING and QUEEN
" Full Details Next Tussday.

: “Ii;’s a Foream !” tltterea Althea
we've just arrived with some’ grown-ups. That

* fab old dowager—she’d have a fit if ‘she mew 1

“@he may like to chaperone. us,” grinned

shiugged Clarice Berkeley, are

: "Chaperonea,;
Cooff.” W

© . in.  Shall we—"

- “Yes, come on 1” '

Followed, .a ﬁuckmg up of the. retamed furcoats
éss mood which.

_came of a sense of security, could saunter as

as any of them i':owards the

. and wraps. Althea, in that reckle
erect and as boldl
. wide-set doors of the restaurant,

“You see about a table,
Clarice -at the “last moment, “and dont let him
put us away in some corner.”

By “him,” Clarice meant the head waiter, who
. wah in readiness fo’ receive any strangers. Amly,
. the four seniors sauntered: intd the restaurant,
and promptly he came towards them, bowmg-
. “Four—yes, please,” drawled Lena, -

“Four!” he echoed as if he..had - thought
thére might be other members of the party st111
to come.

Then hs marched shead -of them to where he -

" svould havé them sit=at a table by a wall.-
© “Qh—er—what'do you think?” emurred Lena,
’ i;lurmag to her companions. “Tb's not _very nice
. here?” >

*They think

Lena,” quspered'

Every Tuesday -

“Tt isn’t I” agreed Clarice Ioudly. Gf all gxﬂs,
she liked to be seen, - ;

So the lead waiter found them a.nother 'bable,
more in the eentre of the great restaurat. Two
other waiters Tushed up 1o slide in chairs behind
the girls as they sat down. menu Wwas
flourished; "a dainty card, dated and typewrll‘:ten.

“We'll have the dinner.” - :

Both waiters bowed themselves away to fetoh’
the first " course. ‘

“What's it going to be?”’ asked Lena., takmg
a fresh look -at one of the eards. They need a
new typewriter, I should say.” i

Glancing up then, she was surpnaed to see
Althea lookmg quite pale of a sudden. . - :

“What's the matter, Althy " ‘

“Nothing 1"

“Althys afraid it is going to he oysters,”
laughed Clarice, - & 7 ’

“Oh, dont be funny !* snapped Althea. That
allusion to “‘a new typewriter * lmd g-n'en her a
bad-turn,

“As a  mattor of fach, it is oysters!” said
Ea;:lh!ne i | say, this“dinner is e1ght and~s:x a

ea ” .

—“Oh, lgv l” said Althea, w1th résﬁoreci reeklass-
ness; told you I'd pay.” - ‘
“Youll have enough?” Daphne’ asked ra.ther
anxiously. “For Pm rather spent up. Buf. I’ll
pay for coffees, presently, anyhow 1* :

‘Pity we couldn’t- have given -the dmner @
miss, I think,” said Clarice. ““But, of course,
you can’t come into a place llke ‘l‘jJ is, for the
dancing, unless you dine.” :-

“It’s a fine band, anyhow,”. eonceded Lena a8
the dinner programme started. “*¥ suppase - the
same band plays,in ihe ball-room, later on. = Oh,
‘let’s cheer. ?.lpl Wha.t’s f:he matter «with us, all -
at once?”. .

“ Nothing [ They were all ag'raed as to thab.

“We shall get an -hour’s dancing, anyhow,”

_ said Althea, wilh desperai;e lewty, after. the soup

had come.

“More than that,” said Lena,
‘the car wa:tmg at ten! In for a
pound, I say. Wha‘b thm soup.

“Dash it, keep
fenny, in for a

* thick I

deﬁmtely. Wel], they seem to be going

“ It looks, 1o me, sort. of oily on top 1™ grxma.crz(i
Althea.

“Turtle soup; that’s how it should be,” said
Daphne, the only one of them whe knew the

'French for “turtle.” -

“Well,

I don’t like it,” Althes had I;o ‘own
sourly. .

“What's the fisri course "
. ‘' Boiled, turbot—-"

*Boiled ! “Oh dear,” sighed Alt.hea, “I hate
boiled fish1” '

“So do I exola,lmed Liena, "Waiter !”

He flashed up. :

.““We won’t have the fish.”™ e
T2 A Teetle cheeken?”—as he removed the uns

. finished plates of* -soup like a conjurer,

“for this dinner.

. forced laugh. .

- *I suppose 0.” droned Lena, after consultmg
the others with her eyes. .

“There is roast beef, after the chicken, if*we
want it,”: Daphne rema.rked looking a.gam at the
menu when the waitsr had gome.

. “But who,” sighed Clarice, “wants rousk beef

when we get that every other—day at. saiiool? M

Well, - Althea, I'm glad I'm not having to pay’
So far—what have we had??

“Nothing I” They were al! agteed as to thaty

i before.

%°Qh, but T don™t mind,” Althea sald “with a
“Those . who are well- off” must

always expect to pay for _more ﬂmn they gm‘..”*' i

wish ¥'d had -



Twopence_

It was throbbing in her mind that Aunt Kath
iwas well-off now, and that- this made her, Althea,
& girl with. great expeoctations.

. “What wo want to do is_to throw our weight

about a bit,” she presently declared. *‘Here,
waiter! I don't-like this chicken. It's—it’s
raggy 1"’ : ’

“Y think I' must have got the pérsc;n’s nose,”
said Lena loudly, hacking with -her knife.

“The head walter came up,

“Ts -everything to your liking, young Iadies?”

“Oh—ei—yes, thanks,” they faltered,
their impudence in face of his dignified bearing.

“But I can't read this line for the sweet—
so smudgy,” Daphne Merrow complained.

"¢ An ice, miss; Neapolitan.” )

“Tges for all,” Lena gave the order, *Right-

aitzld six each, for an ice, Althea. It comes to.
that " : ]
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losing.

“In dire panic, terrified of being seen by Aunt Kath, Althea
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harmless-looking woman coyld not have been
imagined. - §he was quite-in awe of the head
waiter as he approached her, bowing. )
" But Althea—— Althea knew instantly.. Merei-
ful goodness—ATUNT KATH! :

The great room, all in white and gold, seemed to
heave about as if it were part of a liner rolling
in mountainous seas. Althea’s brain was reeling,
in fact; her oyes goggled, turning the head waiter
into an wncouth monster for the moment.

Then her vision righted itself, and Aunt Kath
was still ‘there, Or, rather, she was now being
conducted to & table, over by a wall. = -

And -Althoa knew that as scon.as Aunt Kath
had scttled in her seat, she would send a roving
glanee all round the room. .

And ' if Aunt Kath saw her— :

Althea fought back the feeling of faintness that
stole over her. : oo :

—_——

blundered out of the

dining-room, leaving the other séniors to make a more dignified departure,

“So you would think,” sighed .Clarice, “that
they. could afford a new typewriter for the menusl!
What's the matter, Althea ?” ‘

. “Nothing! But you do so keep on aboui new
typewriters,” Althoa testily protested. *It isn’b
funny " o s

“No one,” Clarice said,

am merely waiting to see what sort of a failure
the ice will be.”

© ¢Have some. bread,” grinned .Lena, “to be
oing on with! Well, it has been a wash-out, -so
ar! I feel like starting a rough house, Goodness,

what's the matter now, Althy!”.

* That “bright young thing’s” -face had sud-

denly turned livid. She was staring—as well she

mighs! ; : o .
Perhaps her cronics could not be expeched to see
anything alarming. in the coming-in of & solitafy

lady guest, guietly garbed in black silk. ‘A more

“can be funny on an
empty stomach, I wasn't trying to be funny. I.

# Serve You Right 1"
L LTHY da,r]’izzg, are you ill? irls, look ab

" A{t}g———- : . .
"+ .“Oh, shut wup!” ‘Althea snapped at
Lena,” who was genuinely concerned, “Look here,

I—you—— Dash! I must get out of here!” was
the wild whisper, = ~ ’
“What!”

“ Must!” par;ted Althea, her forehead starting
a crimson flush whilst her cheeks remained. as
pallid as ever. .“‘Someone who knows me!”

“What? Where? Who?”’ 3 :

The agitation had instantly spread to Lena,
Clarice and Daphne. S :
“Don’t look; you idiot,” hissed Althea. “It's
Aunt Kath. ere, can I—change places with
you, Lena? T'd have my back to her then,
But, no,” Althea feebly groaned; *‘she’d noticel”
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BY THE FAMOUS EDITOR OF

CHILDREN'S ENCYCLOPEDIA:
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| Arthur Mee's

i

‘ Arﬁui Ma;. whose books and papers have
. keen yead by Millions while this generation

lias been growing up, has heen looking round
the worl ain, sceing Youth everywhere
waiting for its opportunity, listening im~

iently to-its suggestion that it has no chance
in these days. This is the message of the new
: * bouk he has made.
It is not true that there is no chance for Youthin
this T'wentieth Century. What Youth needs is
.., not Opportunity but Courage. .The cryis for the
.. courage that will not fail, the spirit that will not
. quail, the eager brain that sees the boundless
2hances of this brave new world. ~
Al through the ages there have been such men,
- such women. If ife is hard to-day it was harder
a thousand times for them, but they went on,
They did their work in the dark hours of the
world, not ohe with your opportunity, your
chance of victory. They did incredible things.
They made the world we live in. -
In His--New Book Arthur Mee
’ Tells Us Their Stories.-
There is the slave writing the fables every:child
loves to rea "here is Socrates drinking the’
oison, Joan in the fire, Tyndale being hunted 1o
eath. There is Captain Cook making the British
- Empire possible, Earaday _peéring inta_electric
mysteriés, Clerk-Maxwell founding the Wireless
- Age: with nobody believing him, Busybody
Gurney dreaming of motor-ears with everybody
mocking him. There is Cervantes at the galleys
with Don Quixote rip}inlling in his brain, Grotius
locked in his box with the League of Nations in his
mind, William Willett fighting to make us believe
in Summer Time, Mallory and Irvine strujgling
up Everest and’ disappearing in ‘the ouds.
Here is inspiration, Here are the gloxious
hours, the shining deeds of men. . are.
~ they who made our race immortal,
Yeu will néed to see Part | of this new work, *

~ FULLY ILLUSTRATED
_ At all Newsagents - - -

§1000 HEROES |

PART 1 TODAY

. here to stay?”

| part.” scowled Clarice.

6d.

. Daphne asked perplexed

et

Every Tﬁ_esday

A waiter, - smiling, came along with the ices,

" ho set them down with a triumphant flourish.

“QOh—er—— Yos, the bill;" waiter, pleasel”
stammered Lena. ’

“Pardon y = -

“The. bill! We—we must be off. We find—"

“Train to catch,” Daphne put-in glibly. At
least—er "—as she lost faith in this excuse—* we
have to go, anyhow.” .

Then the head waiter came up 2gain.

“No complaints, I hope, young ladies?””

“QOh, no, but—quick, please, the bill!” Althea
entreated frantically. “Here, Lena, you stay and
pay. I—I won't wait.” ’ .

By now, all four “bright young things” were
up from their chairs. The agitation was nrob con-
fined to thoir speech, They dodged about, as if
on hot bricks, . ) . .

“Well, leave me some  money to.pay with,”
Lena begged huskily. *‘Pull yourself together,
ou idiot,”” she added in a fierce whisper. ‘She
asn’t seen you yet.” B .

But Althea could not recover -her shattered
nerve, Her knees were knocking together during
the, few moments that she had to remain, finding
.money to hand 6 Lena, for the settling-up.

The head waiter was writing out the bill, &n
the back of a plate. One of the ordinary waiters

.drew the chairs clear for the ‘““young ladies” 1o
“depart. As he. mioved; Althea’s chair she-seemied

to feel like a captivée whose shackles have been
knocked off. ; I : = i

Bhe took 2 few quick, faltering steps in the
direction of the way out; then she almost ran for

. it. “Her wraps and gloves, left behind, were picked

u? by Daphne, who hurried out after her with
Clarice. ; : ‘
“Nice thing!” Daphne fomed at- Clarice, who
muttered: . 2y I A

- “Awfull In front of all those people. Worse ~
than being ill in a railway carriagel”

They_ overtook Althea near the exit into' the
open air. Where her face was. not scarlet it now
looked sea-green. : . P

#How was T to.know?” she-began to spluiter,
reading furious rage in the eyes of Daphne and.
Clarice. ‘I understood she was up in London.
I heard from her oply this morning, from her
flat in Town.” .. .- K

“Didn’t she .say .anything about coming down

“Not a word. She did sa.{ -t}mt she wouldn’s
e-’ EH:%

bo seeing me again yet awhi

“Let’s hope that she doesn’t see pou yeb
awhile,” sniggered Daphne. ~ “Get away from
here before she does—all of us. Oh, there will be
a row if we don’t look out!” ’

# And all four of us ‘in it; fthat’s the rotten
“Hang your tiresome
old aunt, Althy!” ‘

Léna came away from the restaurant. There
was a V between her broiws. :

“Qickener !” she emitted throngh clenched teeth.
“The bill was one pound eighteen, Althy. I
don’t know anything about change, I Teft it for
the - waiters,” ) :

“Y gave you two pounds en!” -

“Y can’t help it if you did! You also gave me .
indigestion, making me jump up like that! No .
dancing to be bad, either,” Lena raged on softly:
“Talk about a spree! Ugh!” .

“How about ettinF back to.the school?”

y. “That car was ordered
‘for ten o'clock!” ' ST e



Twoperce.

“We must walk! Here, Althea, not such a .
hurry 1" T . : ‘
_ But Althea, having struggled into her outdoor
coat, was already making for the revolving doors.
They caught her—bash l—and then ~gob

jammed, as it were, and lost her head.  Her .

ultimiake exit was made to the accompaniment of
much banging and muttering. - ’ :
Then, without waiting for. the others. to walk
with her,. she set off at a tearing pace for the
school. ‘Dire panic decreed a haste that she knew
.to be useless. - All up with her now! .
Tven if Aunt Kath had not seen her, she was
there to stay in that hotel—less than a mile from
‘the gchool. And.to-morrow, of course, she would
ba across to the school. = - ‘ ‘
- Day of Reckoning, to-morrow—after, alll

“Fool, ‘fool that I was!” she-almost whim) ered. .

to herself. “To imagine that I was safe! You're
‘nﬁver safe—never! This evening has proved
that!” ‘ -
Nor did the journey.Back to Morcove School,
without getting into any row, dispel -her renewed:
despair. Lena told some plausible
. “four of them having come back—“as my people
haven’t turned up!” It was acceépted, and thab
enabled three of the miscreants to go -off into
Taughter about the Sasco, upstairs in the studies.
But_Althes would-have no more to do with her
cronies. that might., Another night for her to lie
_awake, hearing. the chimes' hour’ after
another sleepless night-for her!- And to-morrow—
the Reckoning Day!. - R T
" She awoke to that new day with. the low epirits
" -of the.condemned. Now she . understood ; -there
had been only so much imaginary “luck ” jusi-to
. tempt her on, She had been raised,up simply that
the downfall might be greater, .~ s
. Maddening to know that the crash was fo come,
~ just after. Aunt Kath had been raised to riches.

Even now, ohe oould mot be sure that she had -
. for what else could she do?

_ nob seen and recognised one in the réstaurant, last
evening. - i - )
 In-any case, Aunt Kath was close at hand; she
was certain to visit the school, and then— How.

about the supposed editorial work? How about.

that eight pounds? 4 .
_ The wild autumn’ winds, -shricking about the
schoolhouse, seemed to be shrieking at Althea.
They were like the taunting, mocking cries of
invisible - epirits . as’ éhe prepared “for morning
school. : R
“You've done for yourself, Althea. Dillon! She'll

finish with you; find some worthier girl to take "

an interést.in, and to leave her all her money in
the end. And serve you rightl!” : .

. A sudden tap at the door, and how her:heart "

" Jeaph. i :
‘lé)thel Courtway looked into the room. . - -
Oh, Althea, 'Iywas to - let- you know!. Miss

Somerfield has had a_note from your Aunt Kath,
who _ arrived at the Headland overnight.”

<% Er—Aunt Kath did?” - - i :

- “%VYes. 1 wonder,” Ethel said bleakly, “you

. didn’t geb a surprise meeting with her! But, any-

how, she has sent across a note that she is coming

to_see Miss Somerfield this afterncon. I was to

tell you that Miss Somerfield doesn’t intend to

menaﬁ;o,:l that the editorship was taken out of your

.- %“0Oh, I don’t mind if’s 'bein%amenﬁon_ed!”‘
s

};Alti?éa blustered desperately. I -shall be telling’
jer I” - : L ;
“You have other things to your ecredit, is that .

k2" Ethel said ‘coldly, and went out,

_Then Alihea, ‘alone again, gave a lift and fall ':of
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‘takes a girl of spirit to do
" motive for doing it~—not the cowardly dread of
- being found out. C

story about the .

hour; -

. wonderful stroke of fortune?
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the hands. There was a “Whatam-I-to-do?”

- look.in her eyes; a half-crazed look. .

The chimes again. So the time :was. runuing
out’ swiftiy now. A few more hours, and then:
“Oh, I've.-a good mind. to.run away!l”’ she

‘moaned to herself. :

But her monéy was ne‘afly: all gSne, and she
was mnot the sorf of girl to. fend for herself.. If
that, and a worthy.

How she' got through that morning’s work in
Form she did not kmow, Ab times the -awful
suspense seemed 0 make the morning an endless
one; - at other times—when . the -chimes wére .

‘sounding again—she trembled to ‘think how soon

the end must come for her.

Tt. was "the -mid-week “halfer " for all the

T

school, and, in spite of her self-absorbed. state, she . -

could not remain unaware of how others meant to
spend the afternoon, . R
Lena came to her directly after dinmer, grinning.
a proposal for somne fresh “razzle” But -Althea
was 80 snappish that the other senior went away to .

tell Daphne and Clarice  that they had bétter-all '
- three be doné with the girk & =

tem

“She’s never two minutes alike!” ™ -’

" Then there was Althea’s knowledge of how l;hé

editress and staff of “Fifty Years of Morcove”
would be spending the halfer. The wretghed:

--genior, skulking in her_ stidy,- was. bound to: hear

light-hearted remarks ‘that let her .Bhow;: Ethel
Courtway -had prescribed at least an hour off from
the editorial work for self and staff.. - .
. Boat two o'clock there ‘was no-clack-clack of ..
typewriter keys audible from the Den round the .
corner, . That room was deserted, ‘as-were many

‘of the Sixth Form studies. o

 'This - bright, if ‘windy afternoon had fefched:
almost every body out of doors excepting -Althea,
alone_and- moody. in her study—waiting - for the
end. = As she must wait now in blank’ despair—
And presently & footfall at her door; a step
that didp not sound like any girl’s, .. "
Aunt Kath, for a certainty .

’

. 1a Luck Againl . -.- .

‘AP, tap! the closed door was.soft]ly; rapped. -
.*“Are you in there, Althea darling?” :

7. There-ft was, the gentle vaice of one who
in évery way was so gentle, . | )
- #“Er—yes, auntie! -Oh—er—how - are
auntie 7"’ stammered the guilty-minded senior. as
she opened the door to admit her visitor. “I-L

heard that you were comiug. I waited inl” .

you,

4Vou had & surprisé, Althea. I'm sure it must 4

have been;”. beamed Aunt Kath, offering her

_ cheek for a kiss.- “Let me look_at you, dear.

But you look very pale,” Althea!  Have you been
wcir}cJ ng too hard ai the editorial job? I trust
naﬁ- e Al ’ 0 ' ’ ) .‘ o
“No-n-no, auntie. I—T'm all right, really.” .
 %Jast a little excited, perhaps, about my

" coming?” was Aunt Kath’s pleasanter .inference.

“ And about the news I gave you in my leétter— .. -

eh, dear? Oh, and don’t you think your Aunt .
Kath must have rather lost her head over that

Althea darling, I have been doing & e most -

‘impulsive things.”

- Bhe sat down, .Iau%hing gently.
T told: you in‘-mﬁ etter that I would not be
geeing you yet awhile,. And--as soon as the-
letter was in the post, what must I do.but ask

miyself:” Why not go -down to Morcove—treat my: .

I-frankly admit, - .
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seli to a little stay ab that loyely-new: hotel:: Oh
but, Althea dear, there hds beén'so much’ pmch--
ing and goraping; I have had fo many years of

: cheap holidays sﬁab boa.rdmg—houses—-‘—-

*“Yes, auntie.: nd—and; v - all, why

G shouldn’t you en_]oy yourself now that you are -
. rich again?’ '

“1 hope’ I»shall never be. one to want to Iwe
constantly id luxury, Althea. I'intend to keep oh
my little fldt in London.. But X did feel I must
treat myself to this change at the start of m;r
‘changed conditions., - That is a beautiful. hote
A]thea. You st come 1o dinner one evemn$

+%Oh, “thank- you, <aumtie] - I—Id love to—'
ha“We might make it tt}i'te fﬁ‘st ;gmng aﬁ:e; ytgxu

ve “gone {0 press - wi ges o e
souvenir—eh, dear? When will~ that’pl:e Althea?™

“Oh,: I-~T fanuy bext Friday is, supposed to be.

the last'day for-going to press, But [—er—"
“A little behind, -is- that it?" “Oh, well, 1 donﬁ
the printers' will make-any fuas, my dear.

r editress, although I expect by
- Y ) féel: quite professional.”
Aunt, Ka lanoed around the study.

- néw- typewriter that I gave you
y. .Nor any proofs and sach-like.”
 hittls langh..

Angt] er:
fme_l ou- hﬁ? umecl in proofs, my dear.”

gorner where——""
. % 0Qh,. is_ thefe? You Tnean thqy ve - glven you
: your own special - editorial demn? - Althea, how
thrilling! - ¥ must See the editor’s.den: Wont.
. you take me xound to, it now, dear?”
‘ &’ matter of fact—er—-—-no one 8
ihere at present. -I mean—-"
“You and your staff are taking an: hour or two
. off 7 . Quife right, dear. But,” said Aunt Kath,
picking. up her umbrella as she rose, “‘take me
* round, Althea. I do so want to see that type-
wm;er, whether it’s a good one.

-* cogb-about’ twanty.” .

“They—they Te ~much cheaper now,
‘Ever so mrach!”

Althea was :Eee.lmg moist all over, and. yet she
was eold from head to foot, despairingly drifting’
out after her aunt, who turned to the right to go
. xound the corner..

. - To the giuzit-stncken girl it seemed madness not

t;o ‘have blurted out a full confession back«there
in the study. But she bad been afraid—afraid.
Oh, how terrible it was going o' be to have to
undeceive- this trustful, idolising aunt of hers.

aunls:e

““Dear, deal“f" Joughed Aunt Kath, reaching
den, Wwith its mock. "

the" closed door ofb the ;
frmportant ‘warnings about priv “I may go in,
of course, as there is no one toacgzi‘.ermpt P

And .ahe threw the door wide round m frong of- i

“Oh bui:, ,Althea.; dm'lmgF how dehghtiul!

How like the' real thing in Hleet Btreet, surely.

You must be having'some busy times. The papers.

. —the proofs.’ which is your oharr, Althea

- dear? The editorial chair,’ dear 2" .

““F—that one, auntie!” -

. ¥I have only one ¥egret, Aithea., how I wmh-
1 could. have taken tﬂ u . by surprise. snttmg there.
I am so proud to think that my owWn niece has

. heen entrusted with this ambitious pisce of work.

- X am sure, Althes, if there had been any need for

_you to geb your living, by and by, you might have

done blg things up in London in Fleet Street. .

But your future it amply provided {or now,
Adthea,” added Aunt Kath blissful]y. ;
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they:will wish to show every indulgence -

dnmg “the -work in here, Althea’ :

“I quite -expected - to .

o Brthe  work-—. Theres a room round the_
. me whmﬂoure rea.dy’

- do with—~-an hour.” -

Eight pounds. -
seems -very little -to pay, Alﬁhﬁa. I.thought. they -

. right for her.

. Every Tuesday
- She' stepped to one - of the - " paper-bestrewn

ta bles.

- Arg thes ges of the ¢ Souvenir,” hemg
firially oonectedpafnr printing? Al the hittle cor-
fections that” somebody has been making, How

ever do- you girls know how to do it all1”

She glanoed at another table on which steod
Morcove’s spare typewriter—that old crock which
scholars were fres to borrow  whenever they hked.'

“That isn’t the new machine, Althea.”

““Qh, no, auntie! Er—that’s the old onel”

’ “ ngwou.sly. Then where m the one you bought,
ear

“Why—er—as & matter of- fact e Ah‘.hea p]unged )
head long into- falsehood, I had to retum Hy

“Indeed Oh., pity, when' you so badly needed

“They teok it back at the shop I—it was
uaranteed,” Althea ﬂotmdered on, “So I shan't
ave to pay anything extra.”

“But the hindrance, and you and your ‘staff so0.
busy. Well, dear, I mustn’t keep you here.. You
spend enough of your free time, I'm suré, working
hard at the “ Fifty Years” Wouldn't you like to °
put.on your hat and coat, Althea, and stroll back
with me to the hotel ? You GOl:lld have tea \-nth
me ‘there,” ’

*Yes, auntie.. - Th-thanks, I'd love to. I—if you . -

"could ailow me ten minutes or so?” -

“Certainly, * my- dear:. "Will . you- oome aui; f;o
Tl wait in_ the o
Althea, ore’ may be a- game on the. fisl )
wateh, - I haWrg already seen your: eadmlstre.ﬁs.
and I don’t wish to be in anybody’s way.” -
. “0r, aunﬁe could I come across to- the_hotel -
in an_hour's 'ti;e 7. Althea counter proposed fol-
‘Jowing her idoliser out of the den. “I. could really,
“Just as you please, . my deal‘ we'll mako it
that, . then

They parted for the t[me bemg, at "Althea's'-

Studia doorway. Once apain the 1 was. back
t study-—alone with her wﬂdgltl:houghts. :

Even now—even now, Aunt Kath .had not found
out.

It was. stuﬁ&adous Iuck eure]‘y " By 4 sheer
miracle, one been able to go with her to the
editorial -den and not have to say’ that one had:
no personal right to be there! - g

Out of the depths of despair- Althea rose aga,m,
on another tremendous wave of hope. It was all

It was all right. Wgy should Aunt
Kath ever- become any the wiser after all?

- “Staying on for .a bit at the Headlandﬂyes i
‘Althea pondered agitatedly. “But that needn’t
matter. “She has been once to the schoel; she wor’s

come agam. She said she doesn’t’ wxsh 4o be.in: -

anybody’s way.. She’s like that—so shy, so
retiring. - .So- everythmg that I hoped for still
holds good It does!” .

S;lile walked ab(mt cIappmg her hazzds together
S0

“It does hold f‘ood Even when the “Souvenir * 3
comes out, she’ll still believe I was the editress.
No references to mgself—that will be because 1.
was the edxtress' Oh, this is g'reat I can. breathe

cireely again!”

But it was just as well to have: beg ed that
hour to - oneself, One needed to calm down, to |
steady up a bit,
in the world—that’s - the - thing now. It pays!
Fortune,” she quoted to herself w;th a wild little
Iaugh “favours the brave. . .”

-And at the utterance of that word. " Iort-une
she thought again of her aunt’s own goed for-

“And act with all the cheek ~
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Twopence .

tune ‘and the golden future
that it meant—"for me as
well I” - .

~ After Al

“ DOUF™ puffed Betty
; --Barton, at the end

.. of a good half-
hour’s brisk. “praccer ¥ on
the field with, a number of
other juniors. *‘And that's
all the hockey I'm going
to play to-day!”

“Samo  here,”  eried
Polly. “You, kid,” play-
fully mcnacing the dusky
one with a hockey-stick,
“can  carry on  still
But 2 :

“Not ze bit of eet!
Bokas, eef you two girls
are going up to ze den,
s0 am II”

“There is nothing to eat
in the den,” Polly stated
flatly., “And there are no
crrands to rum, Youll be
thrown out; simply thrown .

“Ha, ha, ha!" '
“Bwceendle! . Bekas I
want to earn ze bit of
overtime as well as you!
Naomer must have
‘meant this for a joke: vet
she strongly resented Pauly -
© Creel’s laughing, whatever
" other girls might -do.
Beity and Polly scampered :
away, whilst Paula’s pro- B

testing - “Ow!” was still -
going up. 2
“We shall be a bit

" before our time; but Ethel ) :
won't mind,” was Betty's blithe comment, as she
" and the madecap ran indoors.”

“8he can’t very well give us the sack, anyhow,” -

jested Polly. “Not this side of press day.

fancy we shall find her already in the den, Betby. .

Bhe's just gone in.”

. A minute after this both juniors got to the
sanobum; tofind the official editress of “Fifty
Years of Morcove * usm% an umbrella as a puter,
with a golf ball on the Turkey carpet. =~

“Fore!” - Ethel warbed the entering juniors,

- "Whose umbrells, you girls?”
© “What! Goodness, we don't know,” Betty
mnswered for self and madéap. Has - Miss
Somerfield been hére? But that doosn't -appear

- to be hers?” CoL 7

“I¥s a brand-new one,” commented Ethel. ** 8o
don’t get using it upon Naomer, Polly! Why,
by the way, aren’t you two girls still at games”

5 “We thought. we'd do a spot of work,” smiled

etty. : )

.'.“gg;range 1” said Ethel blandly. "“I had the
same thought, too, for once in a while. We are
going to proof-read some more pages, are we!?
A few straightforward ones for me, please.”

Ultimately, however, she made her own selee-
tion, and sat down in the editorial chair, to go
through a bateh of pages that called for very
carefu] reading. - - :

- ‘Betty and Polly- went to their respective tables
as they might have gone ta their seats in class. -
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‘‘That is the old typewriter,” inferred Aunt Kath. *Where
the one you bought—with the money I lent you?”" Once
2gain Althea could not speak the truth.

" the. editress.

) e

¢ I—1I had to send
it back,’” she faltered. : .

There was some -t{’ping for Pelly to do, and she
reeled in a sheet between the rollers. .

Then, just as she was starting to clack-clack at
the keys: S :

“Althea dear, are you in there?” came the
gentle hail from' somebedy evidently coming-
towards the den. .

Then the door opencd.

“My umbrella, Althea dear? - I think I must
have left it——* . i ; :

“Oh, is it yours?” cried Betty, jumping up to
rostore the lost umbrella” to its owner. * We
wondered 1” :

“Thank you, my dear! But,” gasped Aunt
Kath, fixing startled eyes upon Ethel, who was
smihng round the editorial chair, * where's Althea,
then ?’ : B |

“Qh, her study is round in the
corridor—" : :

“I know. "But this is her editorial den; that's
her editor’s chair you're sitting in!”—to Ethel
in a scandalised tone, - - . e

Polly burst out laughing. .

“Qh, Miss Dillon—no! . You
She’g—"

“H'm!” Betty conghed checkingly, :

Too late! Impulsive Polly had as good as
said sufficient, and now a staggered, horrified look
was in Aunt Kath’s eyes. .. @ - ;

“Nothing to do:with the souvenir?” she echosd .

main

-niece is not
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blankly. *But I understood that she was editress,
Isn’t she?” %, " )

“Miss Dillon, I'm sorry,” said Ethel, getting
up -from the sacred chair., “The headmistress
might have explained, only she wished to spare
you_the “disappointment over Althea,” ‘

- “Disappointment? How do you mean?”
* *Althea was appointed editréss at the first go

off,” the head girl said, with engaging simplicity .

of -language. = “But things ,werc not going
smoot,gxly, and go they asked me. to have a shot

at it
" “Then you are editress !

“Well, yes.  Although really these two subs _éf :

mine do the lion’s share of the work. Miss Dillon,
won't you sit down?” ; 3 :
A shake of the head was the only response.
Betty sot forward a chair; she thought Althea’s
sunt looked so ‘completely stricken. :
“Thank you; my dear, but I—I won't sit down.
I won’t stay. This has—come. a3 a surprise.”
- FPm 50 sorry I Polly burst forth emotionally,
“It. wds like me to. blurt out.things, and now I
could-kick imysélf.” . ]
“You are not a bit to blame, my dear,” was tho
uavered assurance. “It was only right that you
should correct my mistaken belief that this senior
wag—was sort I&Y usurping’ Althea’s place. in the
room. Now [ quite. understand.” * ‘
Aunt Kath addressed Ethel again,
“You have been editress—since when ¥
_‘'Oh—since the ‘frst. day or two, one might
say.” ;

4 L] A
“I scel Well, thank you. I shall look forward .
“to my gift copy of. thg souvenir, none the less. .

Good-bye. ) .
Hali-way oub of the den, she turned round to
speak again. ; .

“And that old machine over thero is the only
typewriter there ‘has ever been for tho work?
3 niece has not bau%’ht -2 new typewriter?”

“Not that [ know of,” said the head girl.

“You haven’t scen hér with one?”

“I'm afraid I haven’'t, Miss Dillon.”

“I see. Thank you for those answers. -I realise
you have tried to make them sound as well as
ossible for Althea’s sake. You three girls are all,

am sure, a groat credit to Morcove School. As
for Althea—" . )

The rest was a heartbreaking sigh, followed by
the gentle closing of thqeggor. oo g =

Thén, in the editorial den, madeca . Polly did
the—for her—almost- unheard-of thing. - She
dropped down inte a chair, and locked on the

“point of bursting into teats. :

"That poor soul!” she said chokingly. “The
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Every Tuesday
~ ARTHUR MEE'S 1,000 HERCES

- . Arthur Mee
4 little impatie
nces in these days,
He has Iooked back to the dark days that have been
before and has seen how men got out of them, - He has
laoked about in every age and every land and chosen a
thousand heroes equal to their situation and told their
story In a new 6d. part work called ** ARTRUR MEE’S
1,000 HEROES.™ ' -
. Some of them were heroie all their Hves, facing hard
times and overcoming them, Some have made themselves
... It is not true that Youth has no chances in these days.
Whiat Youth needs is Courage, Here are o thousand heroes
who have known dark days and-overcome them. They have
%one_ incredible things, They have made the world wo
ve in, . p .

Here are a thougand great adventures of Humsnity, told -

in that fine way in which Arthur Mee’s stories are always
told, glowing with life and feeling and hope and courage.
Herc is nothing for-the pessimist, but here is something for
all who arc thrilled by the past and belicve in the fufure,-
Here are the Greathearts of the world. Here is ispira-
tion for these dark days. Here is the very book the world
is waiting for, the very thing Youth needs. v ¥ &
Ask for “ ARTHUR MEE’S 1,000 HEROES,” the new.
slxpenny in about 50 weekly parts, Part 1 on sale now.

look in her eyes. Oh, and it is my fault—mine 17
“'Bh! Polly dear, noi?” Bety said soothingly.
“You heard what she said about that, Polly.”
“Yes, . Polly,” said Fthel very quietly. “It
had to be. Booner or later, it had to be. Hark!
That sounds like Miss Dillon, speaking to Althea
now, round the corner——" o

R OURD tho corner, ‘Althea was suddenly face
‘ to face with Auni Kath, whose expression
was none the less terrible becauso it secmed to
threaten laughter. :

“I went back to the den for my umbrella,”
Aunt Kath said. And then her laugh came—
bitterly scornful. “I have seen—the editress. Do
you understand what [ mean by that?”

Althea swayed, and her right hand pressed the
passage wall for support. :

“Don’t come to tea_presently at the hotel,”
Aunt Kath commanded sternly. “Don’t come
near me any more. Never, if it can be helped,
show your face to me again!” '

And she passcd on blindly, the tears suddenly
coursing down her grief-ravaged cheeks’ whilst
.Althea Dillon' stood there in her study doorway,
like a figure turned to stone. - i 5 :

'END OF THIS WERE'S STORY.

One last t;pportunity for Althea
Dillon to redeem herself ! '

‘What is it ? o
And how does she act?

‘Be sure to read this enthralling
. long complete Morcove story in next
Tuesday’s '
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has been looking round the world again, -
" looking back and looking for:]v‘;rd I m
" hearing it gaid that Youth has no ¢

i

" immortal by great decds which all the world remembers. -
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