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“Pm cut off,” she called in shaky
tones, “Is there anyway up the
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 JUST OURSELVES.

THE EDITOR CHATS WITH HER READERS,

My Desr Gireg— )

‘Have you room 1% yotr hesirls for dnothet Jriend,
and can you find space for d fresh siderest#  Berause,
if so,—and you can easly squbtre bobh iR, tan't
yro, now F—then I want you to lend e youf seriond
attention just for a few minutes. ;

There’s no one al hand to infroduce us, so il
Rave lo do 1t mysclf,

Who am 17 A woman devoted to giN8 and all
thetr concerns, who numbers wmang amongst her
personal friends, and who has not forgoften her oum
schooldays. I have the honour to be edrtor of this

rew weekly paper, THE Sceooréiy, whichk is
making its bow lo the public ikis week, and hope
io enrol you. each one; 43 a reqular reader.

Al sorts of visitors come to your house atmost daily
Some are old, some are

to call on your parents,
goung, most of them are
really nice, and you jump
for joy when you see
them. They are generdlly
' and bright, like
'L[.f'?tc!e Jack; forinrianse,
‘ho alwayt Mys bome
Junny tale to M # (hat
vou langh &li the dime
he's in the house, or
siceet-eoteed Aund buey,
perhaps, whnse bag iz 10
variobly bulging with
reets or chocolates, and
whose heart is- full cf
love and affeciion . for
her nieces.
Well, these arewelcome
- visitors, and I want you
to look wpon me and THE
Scro0LGIRL in much the
same way. Take it kome
with you every week, and
you will find lots to in- .
ferest.anstrucl and amuse.

Poruvrar FEATURES.

Don't tmagine that I shall put all my best goods
in the first number, as the shopkeepers do at Christmas
when dfessing their windows. [ have a whole lof of
ativactions up my sleeve. The best known and
wmost popular of writers are lo contribute the jolliest of
serials, series of advenlure, long complete rollicking
tales, and short stories of the kind which schoolgirls
always read with eagerness and love to discuss with.
each other.

We shall have simple fashions, hints on meedle-
work, Aow to make Little g/ fis and articles for yourselves
and your friends, and ihe most tempting f cookery
articles, 1 really feel as if I should like to leare
my dest after reading the recipes and go
straight o the Eitchen and start making candies,
cakes, dc. *

A VARIETY OF Comrmmmﬁ.
There will be fairy taled for the yodnyet girls,

Jascidating painting compditions, and all sorls

of other compelitions, which yom will want to
enter for and to win the money and Yher altractive
prizes whick will be offered week by deek, as well
as other gifts—Like Sharp's Kreemy To_g‘ee, which
I'm swre you have all enjoged already. .

Then theré 14 Uncle Jack's Menageric, described in
most wdtounding coloured pictures,

SporTs A%D OAMES,

In summer we shall Mate arirles on outdoor
sports of every Aind, for altheugh I don’t hold with
the idea that a girl should attempt everything that
her brother does, because her musenlar frame is not
equal to his, still, I'm a firm believer 1n games for
girls. The more you are out in the sunshine and
the open alir, the tiore you exercise your limbs end
muscles, the stronger and better equipped physically
will you be to fight the
battle of Ife whey you
leave school and go eut
inlo the world to earn a
living.

Besides, in the give
and take of the hockey
match or . crickel field
you learn “lo play up,
play up, and play the
game.” You ezert
yourself in the inter-
ests of your fleam or
side, and 8o gain some
tdea of rendertng service
to others, which is one
of the first and fore-
most virfues in @ (true
woman's characler.

A Pagr or
Your VErY Owy.

't be much pleased
to hear from any of
you, whether you have
a question to ask or nof,
Jor by thiz meana I shall gel to krow you personally,
realize what your lastes 1n fiction and weekly papers
are, and provide just those features whick you like
best,

In fact, Il sel aside a readers’ page and invile
you lo send in original contributions for {t—either
suggestions for discussions on school or Rome affuirs,
original verses, shorl articles, jokes, sloryeltes, and
drawings, and I shall award prizes for all paragraphs,
etc., published.

‘Now then, girls, herd’s your chance. Let me
see what you can do this very week,

With all good wishes, Belicre me,

Yorr Sincere Friend and Helper,
Tar Eprros.

P.S8.—F woukin't be a woman’s letter withoutl a
P8, would it? Address all letters—and I trust
theie will be veryy many—the nore the merrier—bo—

The Editor, o
T Stwovtarmt; .
11, Qough Square, E.C. 4.
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CHAPTER I. .

_ An Adventurous Pair,

““Tt's no good—she won't let us. She says the
water’s sure to be too cold, and she's not going to
allow any sea bathing until next term.”

A chorus of disappointed groans arose from the
occupants of the Fifth Torm sitting-room as
Freda Gresham, head girl and senior prefect of
St. Agatha's School for Girls opened the door and
made the above announcement. And Jean
Randell, who, although she had not as yet attained
to the dignity of Sixth Form, was the best swimmer
in the school and vice-captain of the senior swim-
ming team, cried impetuously:—

“But, Freda, did you point out to her that the

. thermometer's been seventy-nine in the shade for a
week, and that often we've bathed in the summer
term when it hasn't been more than sixty?”

“Sixty! I'm sure that on some of, the days
we've been made to pathe, it hasn’'t been any-
where near sixty!” said Phyllis Deane, another
keen member of the swimming team, and Jean
Randell's bosom friend in the Fifth.

“More like zero,” commented Edith Green.

“Besides, everybody knows that tho time of
the year is nothing to go by in England. Even if
it is only April, it may be the warmest weather we
shall get this year. Did you point that ont to
Miss Duncan, Ireda?” asked Clarice Furnival.

“Do go and ask her again, Freda,” urged Jean.

“Ask her yourseH, if you want to do any more

S asking,” laughed Freda. *'But it won't be any
use. She’s quite made up her mimd about it—and
you know as well as I do that when the Head
makes up her mind about a thing, wild horses
won't make her change it.”

And Freda withdrew from the Fifth Form sitting-

” room and made her way to the Fourth, to announce

there the results of her mission to the _headmmtress

Lefore returning to the prefects’ sitting-room,

St. Apatha’s was at the seaside, and in the
summer term the delights of sea bathing were
added to other summer joys. Sometimes, if the
weather was still fine and warm, the bathing was
continued for the first few weeks of the autumn
session. But, hitherto, nobody, as far back as
anyone could remember, had ever dreamt of the
poseibility of bathing during the spring term. But
this year, the weather had been exceptionally
mild, until now, within a fortnight of breaking-up
day, it had turned so fine and warm that even
sea bathing did not seem quite out of the question,
And when, after some days the heat still con»

No. 1.

"
3

2

i
-

ﬁatﬁm&mﬁaﬁmﬁmmmﬁ*ﬁaﬂwmwmunmﬂLﬁmgu&qémﬁm CTECTRL
T R RETNE T W T e e Y e

tinued, the keenest swimmers amongst the girls
had persuaded Freda Gresham to go to the lead-
mistress and ask if some of the seniors, at any
rate, might not take advantage of the fine weather
and bathe in the sea.

But Miss Duncan was not impressed by the
abnormal height of the thermometer, and had
returned an unqualified refusal to the head girl's
petition,

* What rot it is—not ]ettmg us go on a hot day
like this,” said Edith Green discontentedly, when
Freda had disappeared.

“As if it could possibly hurt us—even if the
water is a bit cold,” grumbled Phyllis.

“It's a shame! It's probably the only decent
weather we shall get this year,” lamented Ruth
Manton.

“It would have been top-hole bathing to-day,”
said Jean gloomily.

“Oh, well, it's no good talking about it. If
Dunkie’s said ‘No,’ there's no more to he said,”
sighed Clarice,

‘Come on, the dinner-bell will go directly.
We'd better go and get tidy for dinner,” said Jean
resignedly, slipping down from the sitting-room
table, on the edge of which she had been perched.
Putting her hand on Phyllis Deane's arm, she led
her off to the small bedroom in the south corridor,
which the two friends shared together. :

A splendid view of the sea could be obtained
from the window of Room Fifteen, and Jean

_groaned as she caught sight of it v.hen she entered

the bedroom.

“Doesn’t it look lov e]v“ Miss Duncan's a perfect
pig not to let us bathe,” she said.

The sea certainly did look very inviting, It lay
stretched out beyond the edge of the cliff, blue and
silvery and shining in the bright sunshine that
really was extraordinarily hot for the time of the
year. Hardly a ripple disturbed the smooth
surface of the water, and there was only a faint
white line to show where the waves broke on the
yellow sands. Phyllis threw the window wider
open, and leaning out gazed at the water medita-
tivelv.

“It does look rather ripping,”
Then she asked an abrupt question.

“What time does the sun rise to-morrow morn-
ing?"” she said.

Jean looked at her friend in some surprise.

“I don’t-know—oh, about half-past five, 1
:hmk What in the world do you want.to know
Or 5y

she agreed.
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“Qh—just an ides T had,” remarked Phyllis.

“What idea? What are you up ta? Do tell
me?” begged Jean curiously. Phyllis’ ideas, as
Jean Lnew from past eXperience, usually meant
that she was up to something. :

“Well”—Phyllis’ tone was stil meditative—"1
was thinking—why shouldn’t you and I get up
early to-morrow morning, and go and bathe in the
sea before breakfast?” ¥ A

“Phyl!” Jean gasped at the audacity of this
idea. ‘* After Miss Duncan's said No?”

“Rhe hasn’t said No to that,” remarked Phyllis,
still with an air of calm aloofness, *What she
said No to was when I'reda asked if the senior
school might go bathing this afternoon. Nobody's
ever asked her if two members of the awimming
team might go for a private bathe before breakfast
to-morrow morning.” :

“But, Phyl, it would mean the most awful row
if we were caught,” renionstrated Jean.

“1 know,” agreed Phyllis. “Question is—need
we he caught?”

“Well, of course, half-past five is awfully early.
Even the maids don't get up till six,” said Jean
weakening.

“No, and, anyway, the maids don't matter.
They're an awfully decent lot this term, and
wouldn’t give us away. 1f we Jet ourselves out by
the side door, we could slip down through the
shrubbery without any risk of being seen from the
windows. .And we could be back by the time the
dressing-bell goes at seven o’clock. Seems to me,
if we are ordinarily careful, the chances of our
being caught are about ril-—-and it would be top-
ping to have a swim in the sea.” _

“Tt would be gorgeous,” said Jean, her eyes
sparkling with excitement at tho thought. “I've
a0t my bathing-dress here with me, too.”

*“So have 1,” said Phyllis.

“Shall we go, then?” asked Jean.

“Yes, if you're game,” replied Phyllis.

“T'm game enough,” said Jean. * But how are
we geing to make sure of waking up in time?”

“Oh, I shall wake up all right,” said Phylls
confidently. “I nearly always do wake up just
as it's getting light. I usually turn over and go
to sleep again, but it won't be very difficult to
rouse. myself quite up for once. We'll draw up
the blinds hefore we go to bed to-night—then
I'll be sure to wake.”

“We shan’t need to get up so very early,” said
Jean, consulting a small pocket almanack., “Let’s
see—to-morrow’s Saturday, April the eighth,
isn't it? The sun rises at five-twenty-three. If
we get up just about five o’clock, we ought to be
down on the beach in time to see the sun rise over
the sea.”

“Ves—if it's a day like this, it ought to be
rathey jolly,” Phyllis said approvingly. *“We
might wait until the sun is quite up before we go
into the sea. We shan't want to be in too long,
for T expect the water will be rather cold, as it's
still so early in the year. If we went in about a
quarter to six and stayed in for about half an hour,
we could get dressed and up to the school again
well before seven, and_be back in our bedroom
before the getting-up bell rings.”

- “What shall we do with our wet bathing-
dresses, though?" Jean asked.

“Wrap them up in paper and hide them at the
hottom of our lockers,” Phyllis said promptly.
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“Matron will never find them there, and they!l
be dry long before we want to pack them at the
end of term. Tell you one thing, though—we
shall have to wear bathing-caps. If we don’t, we
shall never get our hair dry hefore the breakfast-
bell goes. I've got one with' me, fortunately—-
have vou?” -

“Yes, I've got one,” answered Jean, “T hardly
ever wear it, but I expect we had better put them
on to-morrow.” :

“There’s the dinner-bell,” said Phyllis, and in
the hurry of getting downstairs in time to take
their places at the dinner-table, the two friends
dropped their absorbing topic of conversation for
the time being.

The scheme did not go out of their minds, how-
ever, and when at last they were alone that night
in the small bedroom that they shared—most of
the girls in the senior school at St. Agatha’s slept
two or three in a bedreom, instead of in the big
dormitories, which held some twenty or thirty
girls apiece, as the juniors did—they once mors
discussed their arrangements and laid their final
plans, Phyllis had begged a whole armful of old
newspapers from a friendly maid, to wrap their
wet things up-in, she explained to Jean. And she
Jad also contrived to pocket several handfuls of
plain biscuits.

“I bagged them at supper ag we went out,” she
said, “We shall want something to eat before
we go info the water.” .

“I do hope we shall wake up in good time,”
said Jean as she pulled the winﬁow blinds up to
their farthest-extent, in order that the morning
light might come into the room and arouse them.

“You nébdn't warry about that—I'm certain
syre to wake up,” said Phyllls as she got into bed.

THEIR MORNING BATHE.

She was as good as her word. FEarly the next
morning, Jean was awakened by someone shaking
her gently. and she opened her eyes with a star$
to sec Phyllis’ Jaughing face bending over her.

“Wake up; it's just on five,” the girl said.
“And it's going to be a simply glorious morning.
The sky's as clear as clear—once the sun’s up it
will be a lovely day.”

Jean jumped out of bed at once and scrambled
into a few under-garments, and the gym tunic and
knickers, which she and Phyllis had decided over-
night. would be. the most suitable wear for theix
journey down to the beach. They both puf on

‘zym shoes which they had, with much forethought,

brought up to their bedroom from the boot-lobby
the previous evening. Then, with their towels
and bathing-caps and dresses wrapped up in neat
paper parcels under their arms, they stole softly
from their bedgoom, and tip-toed down the stairs
and through the corridors until they reached the
side door through which they had determiued to
make their exit. )

The door was bolted, top and bottom, but the
bolts worked smoothly from frequent use, and
Phyllis drew them back and sueceeded in opening
the door witheut making any undue noise. Then
they closed the door behind them, hurried across

the small open-space that separated them from

the Shrubbery, end then, safely sheltered by the
bushes, made their way quietly down to the
garden gate. This also was bolted from the
inside. But it was an easy matter to drew the
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bolts, and in a few-moments more the pair found
themselves outside the school premises.

“Al right so far,” said Phyllis in a tone of
satisfaction, as they set off at a good pace along
the road that led them to the cliT and the sea.
- “We'll get down to the beech and find some rocks

- to sit on and eat our biscuits while we watch the
sun rise. Then, at a quarter to six, we'll undress
and take our dip in the sea. I am looking forward
to it, just!™ -

“So am I,” said Jean.
be in the water again,”

A few minutes later the two were down on the
beach, sitting side by side upon a conveniently Jow
rock, munching biscuits end watching the sun
rise out of the sea. It certainly was a glorious
kight. ““Almost worth getting up for, just to see
it,” Phyllis remarked condescendingly. Then,
finding a secluded corner behind some tall rocks
just below the cliff, they undressed, and slipping
into their bathing-dresses, ran across the smooth
. sand to the sea.

"0Q-0-er! I say, it's rather chilly, isn’t it ¥"" said
Jean, as she emerged from her first plunge.

“Well, of course. It's awfully early yet—only
just six o'clock,” said Phyllis. *‘It's all Dunkie's
fault for being so pig-beaded about it. If we were
ollowed to bathe at the proper time it would be
all right.” :

“Dunkie didn't insist upon our bathing before
breakfast,” said Jean with a shiver. “I'm not sure
she wasn’t right after all. The water really is
rather cold.”

“If you mean you aren't enjoying it—-
bezan Phyllis, with soms warmth, But Jean seat
a shower of water over her before she could com-
plete her sentence; which provocative
action called, of course, .for instant
retaliation, and by the time the little
seyimmage was over Phyllis' slight attack
of huffiness had vanished.

“Don’t be an ags,” said Jean, with a _
laugh. * Of course I'm enjoying it. Only =
it is & bit cold, and we shan't be able <=
to stay in a very long time. Come on,
let's have a race out to that line of ==
rocks over there. Are you ready? ©ne
—two—three—Go!"

For another ten minutes or so the
two girls stayed in the water, then they 2
awam towards the shore again, both of 3
them, if the truth must be told, beginning
to feel rather chilly. ; :

“Hallo! There's somebody else. going
for o swim,” remarked Jean, as she and
Phyllis found themselves touching bottom
and began to wade the remaining dis-
tance to the beach. A girl of about
their own age, or slightly older, clad in
&. bathing-dress of vivid scarlet hue,
had just run down the sands from the
cliff and plunged into the water, “I
wonder who she is?” ;

“One of the visitors from the hotel, T
expect,” Phyllis said, as she stood for a
moment, shading her eyes from the sun,
waiching the scarlet-clad swimmer dis.
porting herself in the waves. *I wonder
at a girl of that age being allowed to come
out and bathe alone.”

“ Perhaps she isn't allowed,

“I'm simply longing to

L b

She may
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have come out on the q.t., as we have,” suggested
Jean. “Come on, Phyl, let’s come and get dried,
I'm beastly cold; I'll be glad of a good rub down,”

“8o shall I admitted Phyilis, and the two
hurried back to their sheltered corner beneath the
_clifi, and, stripping off their wet bathing-dresses
rTubbed themselves down vigorously with tha
toweis they had brought.

The operation soon warmed them, and then
they dressed themselves guickly intheir gvan tunics
again.

“ What's the time?”’ asked Jean, es'she stooped
to tie up the laces of her shoes.

Phyllis consulted a wrist watch which she
breught out from the pocket of her tunie,

“ Quarter past six exactly. Plenty of time to get
up to the school and be back in our bedroom
before the getting-up bell goes. My word, won't
the others be wild when they hear what a topping
swim we've been having!”

“ Do you think we'd better tell any of the others ™
asked Jean donbtfuliy. _

“Why, of course. Nonc of them would split.
I suppose we'd better not let the prefects know, or
any of the other forms. But there’d be no harm
ia telling the rest of the I'ifth. They'd be perfoctly
safe, . They'll be all mad to go and do it them-
selves,”

“That’s just it,” said Jean, “they’d all want to
go and do it. And some of them would try it on,
and they'd go and get caught, and then the whole
business will come out.”

“I never thought of that,” said Phyilis, con.
sideringly. “I suppose we'd better not tell any-
body. then?”

1t would be safest mot to, I'm sure. There'd

“* Don’t be an ass,”’ said Jean with a laugh.

** Of course I'm enjoying it.”’

-
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be an awful row with Dunkie if it ever did get
known. And as we're the ringleaders, the row
would be worse for us than for anybody else. No,
Phyl, old thing, let’s keep it to ourselves for the
present, Next term, perhaps, we might take the
others into our confidence. It will be a thing of
the past by then, and won’t matter so much.”

“All right; I'm agreeable. Let's keep it to
ourselves, if you think it safest. I'm sure I don’t
want to get into & row. Are you ready, Jean?
1f you are, I think we'd better be getting back.”

“T'm ready,” said Jean, who was down on her
knees on the beach, rolling her bathing-dress and
towel up into a parcel. And, rising to ber feet, she
followed her friend up the steep path that led to
the top of the elifi,

“I say, we cut it rather fine with the tide,”
remarked Jean, &s the two paused for a moment to
rest when they reached the top. “Look how fast
it’s coming in. It will be right up to the foot of
the cliffs directly. We couldn’t have got down
on to the beach at all if we’d heen very much
later.”

“Oh, well, it doesn’t matter. We're out of the
way in plenty of time,” said Phyllis easily, Then
she suddenly held up her head in a listening attitude,

“Hark! What's that?" she said.

“What's what ?”” asked Jean. _

“T thoyght I heard somebody caliing. There!
There it is again! Don’t you hear it? Tt sounds
Jike somebody calling for help.”

Jean, who was still sitting on the ground, gave
a sudden gasp and sprang to ber feet.

“The girt in red!” she eried, and shading her
eyes from the glare of the sun, she gazed out to sea.
Jor & moment she could see nething, then Phyllis
gave a sharp exclamation.

““Jean, | believe she’s round in Smuggler's Bay.
She went round there to undress, I'm almost sure,

for I saw her coming from behind the point when
she went into the sea. 1f she went back there again
to dress after she'd finished her awim, she'll be
ent off by the tide by this time, for there’s abso-
lutely no way up the cliff from Smuggler's Bay.”

RESCUED FROM DROWNING.

Jean did not waste much breath in talking.

“(‘ome on,” she gaid briefly, and she set out at
top speed towands the part of the cliff that overhung
the little shut.in bove, which was known locally as
smuggler’s Bay. :

Phyllis' surpiise was right, es-the two girls
found when they reached the spet.

The steenge gir! had come in weder the eliff to
dress, and was now quite cut, off by the rising tide,

She was ding at the foat of the cliff in an
attitude of ir, and she raised & white, fright-
cned face when Jean hailed her from above.

‘Y oan’t get out, Pm cut off,” she called in shaky
tones in reply to Jean’s shout. “Is there—is
there any way up this cliff#”

“No, you'll_have to swim for it,” Jean called
back, “If you just swim round the next point
voull find & path you can climb up by. Buck
up—the sews coming in rather fast.” »

«}_I can’t swim very well,” eried the girl.
“I—Pm afraid I csn’t swim round  the point.

Do you think you could geb gsomebody to come
with a boat?”

Jean and Phyllis Jsoked 2t each other. “Is
therc time for that?' asked Phyllis, Jean gave
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g shake of her head, as she saw how very quickly
the tide was coming in. '

“No,” she said. “We must swim round and
bring”her in purselves.” And she leant over the
cliff and waved an encouraging hand to the girl
below. :
“It's all right, we're coming round to help vou, .
Hold on till we come, we shan’t be long,” she
called. Then she rose to her fcet and began to
run back to the place where she and Phyilis had
mounted the ¢hiff a short while before.

“We'll have to go in as we are,” she said, os <he
reached the spot and began to sersmble dawn.
“We haven't time to change into bathing things
again.”

“No,” said Phyllis, “but we might just bring
our bathing caps along, don’t you think? It's
going to mean such a ghastly row if we go home
with our hair 2l wet.”

“Y'm afreid it's pretty certain to mean & row in
any case,” remarked Jean grimiy. “Still, you
may as well brng the bathng caps along.”

* They hurried down the cliff in breathless haste
and phunged into the sea, pausing only to put on
their caps and kick off their shoes.

It was none too easy, swimming fully dressed
round the point with the tide rising so guickly.
But they rounded it at last and reached the foot
of the cliffs in Smuggler's Bay. The girl, leaning
white-faced, against 2 rock, greeted them with a

uivering smile,

“I's—it's jolly decent of you to come round
for me,"” she said in & voice that she was evidently
trying hard to keep steady, *“But, but T'n afraid
I ean't swim back again with you. I can only go
a few strokes, and I got cramp when I wasin just
now, the water was so cold. T really oughtn't to
have come bathing alone, I suppose. But the
beach looked so safe, and I had no idea the tide
came in so fast.” : _

1t comes in rather quickly here always,” Jean
said. ‘“But come on into the water, we'll get you
round the point all wght.” .

“QOh, I can’t,” said the girl desperately. “I
cen never swim all that way. I shall be drowned
if I try to doit. I'm sure I shall.”

“You'll be drowned if you stay here,” said Jean
brusquely. And after some further persuasion,
the girl was induced to step into the water again.
Then, with Jean and Phyllis on either side of her,
she began to strike out feebly in the direction of
tho point.

She was quite correct in her statement that she
could not swim very well. Jean and Phyllis
marvelled that such an inexperienced swimier
should have dared to venture into the water
without & companion. She would certainly have
been drowned if she lad attempted the journey
back alone. As it was, the lives of all three of them
were in considerable denger, and had not Jean
and Phyllis been dnusually good swimmers for
their age, they could never have accomplished the
journey. But they both swam well, and both of
them had plenty of pluck, and by dint of dogged
perseverance, they succegded in bringing themselves
and their companion safe to land at lest.

The girl was almost exhausted by the time they
got-her on to the shingle at the foot of the cliff,
and she sank dowa in & little limp heap on the
gronnd, But the sea was still coming in, and
J-an and Phyllis urged her up agdin and on, .
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'uprlght and looked at the stranger.
- wes lying back,

- as she spoke.

=~ or a prefect,
+ felt sighs of relief when at length they reached the
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until ai last, by ahmost superhuman efforts, they
got her to the top of the clif. There they all thece
collapsed on the turf, and for a few momvnts no
one spoLe

.Jean was the first to revive a little, She sat
The girl
looking dreadfully exhausted,
and Jean gave a little exzlamation of concern,

A SPEEDY RECOVERY.

“I say, what arc we going to do with you now ™
she said,

The girl lifted herself up and smiled back at her
pluckily enough.

“If you wouldn't mind just help'ng me home,™
she-sufgested. “‘I'm stopping at the Metropole
w.th my mother for the week<nd. It's awfully
s:tly of me to be so done up, but’I shall be afl right
once I get back to the hotel.™

“We'll sce you there,” Jean said, and although
both she and Phyllis felt many an imward qualm
at the way time was flying, neither of them said a
word to make the stranger feel uncomfortable.

They hurried her along betwcen them as quickly
as they could, feeling very relieved to-see the
colour gradualiv coming hack to the girl's white
face as they led her along. It was really fright as
much as fatigue that had caused her partial collapse.
She was rapidly recovering now, and able to take
note of the condition of her rescuers,

“You are wet!"” she said in concern as she sur.
veyed their dl'lpiﬁt!]]g figures, *“ You'll have to come
into the Metropole and get your th'ngs dried,”

“Oh, no, we can’t do that!” said Jean in alarm.
“YWe've got to get home as quickly as we can
cnce we've seen vou safely to your hotel.”

“Indeed, I can’t let you do that!" remonsirated
the girl, “You must come in—really you must,
Mother will want to thank you for what you've
done. Of course I can't let you go away dripping
wet, What would your people sav if I did? And

- aftér saving my life too!”

*Oh, rot!” said Jean, grow.ng uneomfortablv
red. “It wasn't anything—anytody would have
done it. It was just luck we happened to be there.”

“Yes, of course—it was only ‘luck,” puyt in
Phyllis. * “You haven't got anything to thank us
for.,” She took a surreptitious look at her watch
She had left it behind on the cliff
when she¢ and Jean took their second swim in the
sca, and had retrieved it and the towels and bathing
dresses before they had set out for the hotel. The
hands of the watch pointed to seven o'clock., The
getting-up bell must just be ringing at St, Agatha's,
Phyllis thought. It would take her and Jean all
their time to get back to school and change ready
for breakfast at a quarter to eight, even supposing
they were lucky cnough to regain the shelter of
their bedroom: without encountering- & mistress
She and Jean both breathed heart-

steps of the Hotel Metropole.

“You'll be all rlght now, won't you?" said.

Jean, “You won't mind now if we leave you.
‘.{'( “re frightfully late. We must get back at once.”

“Oh, ro, you can't go yet.  You must come in
and see my mother,” cried the girl in dismay,
making a detaining clutch at Jean's arm. But
Jean detached herself from the stranger’s clasp
with.a gesture that was almost rude in its abrupt-
ness, while Phyllis thrust the rcd bathing-dress
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wich she had been carrying into the girl's hands,
saving hurriedly :-—

“We're awfully sorry, but really we must go.”
And before the girt could say anything more, her
tvrc(ai reseuers were tearing off at top speed down the
roa

“Ten past seven!" gasped Phyllis as they rushed
along  Jean could only grunt inarticulately in
reply. She hadn’t any breath to spare for talking,
for it wasn't any too easy running in wet clothes,
hampered, morcover, by bathing-dresses amd
towels which they had had as yet no time to wring
out properly. One or two early-risers starcd
curiously after the dripping, flying figures, but
there were not many people about, and they reached
the school at last without mecting anybody who «
mattared, :

CHAPTER 11,
The Re'scued Girl Again.

“Now for it,” groaned Jean as they hwrriced |
through the ~]1mbb01} and gained the side-door.
“Bet you anything you like we run bang into
matron,”

But they didn't—marvellous to relate. Matron
had an awkward habit of turning up whenever sh
was least wanted. The side.door was closed, jus:
as they had left it, and they opened it noiselessly.
and shut and bolted jt again from the inside, in th-
hope that nobody had discovered as yet that it
had ever been unbolted. There was no one in th»
lswer corridors, they encountered nobody upon’
the stairs, and they gained the safety of their bed-
room at last without a-glimpse of even the smallest
junior. A large can of hot water stood outside the
door of Room Fifteen, and Jean picked it up amd
carried it inside, while Pliyllis shut the door upon
th"m with a deep breath of relief.

“All r'ght so far,” she remarked.
" How long have we got 27 asked Jean, b{wmn,nﬂ
te strip off her wet clothes,

Phyllis consulted the watch again,

“Quarter of an hour—it's just half-past seves,”
she said.

“With any luck, we'll do it, then,” said Jeaq, as
rhe tore open her drawers and began to hunt feyer.
ishly tarough them for dry underclothes,

HASTY TOILETS.,

The oceupants of Room Fifteen were both used
to dressing in a hurry. In less than ten minutes
they had discarded their wet garments, performed
a hasty toilet, and were neatly arrayed in the pavy-
blue frocks with the white stlk collars, which were the
regulation moming wear at St. Agatha’s, Anothcr
two minutes sufficed to roll up the wet clothes
with the towels and bathing dresses into tight
bundles, and hide them at the bottom of the
wooden lockers which stood at the foot of each bed.

“VWhat the dickens we're going to do next gym
class if our tunics aren’t dry, I haven't the least
ilea,” remarked Jean,

“They'll be dry all right by next gym class,”
said Phyllis reassuringly, “To- (‘av 8 onh Saturday.
and we don’t have another one till Tuesdey., We'll
be able to get them dried all right by t then,”

“I'm not =0 sure—they're rolled up awiully

tight, Rolled-up things take a: fearfully long time
to r_iry. And they'll be rmost frightfally crumpled.”

“We'll have to hang them out on our towel-
horses at night-time,” said Phyllis, *“Thev’ll dry
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then. I daresay they won't look so bad either.
Gym dresses stand an awful lot of crumpling
I's rather a lucky thing, though, that there's
only a second eleven match this afternoon, and
that neither of us are playing hockey. We'd be
in a bit of a Hole if we were—for we couldn’t
possibly wear our tunics this afternoon.”

“Yt's a merciful thing, too, that We toek
our bathing-caps with us when we -heard that
girl calling,” remarked Jean, as other and more
important details of her toilet being accomplished,
she prepared to devote the few moments that
remained before the breakfast-bell would ring to
brushing out her hair. ;

“Wasn't it, just!” said Phylls. “1f we'd bad
«to go in that seeond time with our hair all loose,
we should pever have got it dry in time for us to
appear at breakfast. We really have heen rather
lucky, Jean.”

“Humph, yes—]I suppose we ‘have,” shid Jean
doubtfully. ‘“But we aren’t quite out of the wood
yet, yon know. If it happens to be matron’s day
for poking round out room, she’s just as likety as
not to land upon our wet clothes. They're not
like a bathing-dress which ene can roll up small
and pack away in paper—my locker’s half full of
dripping clothes.”

“So’s mine,” said Phyllis. “Still, we've come
through safely so far—we may get out of it all

right.” 2
“There's that girl, too,”” went on Jean, dis-
regarding her friend’s cheerful assurances. “She
was horribly grateful, and made no end of a fuss
about our going-in and letting her mother thauk
ns. Suppose she -manages to track us to St.
Agatha’s?” ' ' :

‘T don't see how she can do that,” said Phyllis.
“There wasn't a thing about us to show which
school we belonged to, and there are dozens of
schools in the town, you kunow. Besides, I don't
think it occurred to her that we came from a school.
She talked about our people—don't you remember
~—just as though she thought we lived in the place
I don’t think we said anything that could put her
on our track. She's only stopping at the hotel
for the week-end, she said. So there’s every
chanve that she may go away without discovering
who her gallant rescuers were,”

Then she gave -a rueful laugh.

“1 say, Jean, do you realize it? We really are
sort of heroines! 1f we'd reseved that girl in broad

daylight, with other people looking on, we'd have .

had our names in the papers, and heen presented
with medals and things for saving life.”

“Tt's to be hoped that we don't get our names
in the papers under the circumstances,” said Jean
grimly. *If we do, we shall jolly well get them
into Dunkie’s bad books, too--that's one thing
very certain!”

“Tn afraid it is,” said Phyllis, with a regretful
sigh. “It’s jolly rough tuck, though. T've alwavs
Jonged to play that rescue stunt, and have people
=heering me and pointing me out as the Girl Who
Saved Another's Life. And now we've done it—
and we can’t say & word about it or claim any of
the glory and renown. Rotten luck, I call it, to
have things happen in such a provoking way!”

“t’s the way those kinds of things always do
turn out except in hooks,” commented Jean.
And then the sound of the breakfast-bell cut short
the conversation, _
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The two friends had no further opportunity of
talking about their exploit during the morning.
Saturday was a haif-holiday at St. Agatha’s, and
there were no morning classes. But there was &
couple of hours’ preparation for the senior school 3
to be put in, and then an hour had to he passed in '
the sewing-room, going through the week’s launday
with matron, and patching and darning and sewing
on buttons and tapes, and making such other
repairs to torn linen as might be necessary. There
was no chance of conducting a private conversation,
without the risk of its being overheard by dozens
of other ears. But though they could not talk
of it, nejther Jean nor Phyllis wag able to keep
her thoughts from the morning's adventure. To
tell the truth, the consciences of hoth were begin-
ning to prick them uncomfortably, and every
time a door opened their hearts jumped up into
their mouths, for fear lest it should herald an irate
matron, descending upon them full of anger,
demanding to know the reason of lockers half-full
of wet clothes; or a message from Miss Duncan.
summoning them to meet face to face the girl
whom they had saved fronr the sea.

AN UNLUCKY ENCOUNTER.

But the morning passed away and dinner-
time came, and the headmistress of St. Agatha's
put in her usual midday appearance at the high
table in the dining-hall, and said grace and smiled
benignly upon her girls, and passed out at the
conclusion of the meal without a single reference
to sea-bathing, or people who rescued strange
girls from the sea. Matron stopped Jean for a
moment in the passage ta tell her that there was 2
parcel for her in thé office, if she cared to come and
sign for it and fetch it by and by, and never
breathed a word of wet clothes or misused bedroom
lockers. And the two friends presently found
themselves walking up to .the playing-field to
watch the second eleven hockey match, with their
seeret, still their own. :

1 really do believe we're going to escape,” said
Jean. “Matron won't go round our rooms now
again until Monday, and I should think that girl

“has given us up as & bad job by this time.”

1 should think go, too,” agreed Phyllis. Then
she gave a sudden jump, as she heard a call from
the rear.

“1 say, Jean, there’s Miss Headley caliing you-—
what do you suppose she wants?”

Jean gave a scared glance towards the Fifth
Form’s mistress, who, dressed in her outdoor things,
was hurrying after them, calling her by name.
She turned, as in duty bound, to meet her; but
her heart was thumping wildly as Miss Headley
drew near.

“Yes, Miss Headley—did you want me?” she
asked apprehepsively, as the mistress came up.

“Yes. 1'm going into the town, and I wondered
whether you'd like to come with me. I'm going to
choose some prints to hang on the classroom walls.
and I've got permission to take two of my girls,
I know you're rather keen on pictures, Jean, so
1 thought you'd do for one. And Phyllis can come,
foo, if she cares to.” '

““Oh, I'd Iove to!” cried Phyllis enthusiastically.
A shopping expedition into town was & treat at any
time—in company with Miss Headley, who was
adored by her whole form, it would be an almost,
unbelievably delightful joy. :
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“That's all right then. Hurry up and get your
hats on. You're neither of you playing hockey,
are you?” '

*“No, neither of us,

* gaid Jean, “1t's a second

= cleven match this afternoon, and Phyllis and 1

were only going up to uatch it. But we'd both
much rather come with you.’

“ Heaps rather,”. breathed Phyllis, with fervour.
“It will be a rotten match to watch, for you can’t
expect anybody to play hockey well in this heat.
But even if it was going to be most frightfully
thrilling, we'd rather come shopping with vou.”

Miss Headley smiled at her enthusiasm.

“Off you go, then,” she said. “T'll wait for
vou round by the front door. Be quick, for I've

vot lots of things to do, and it’s rather late already.”
Jean and Phyllis did not make her very much
They tore back to

|

later, theic bedroom and

changed into their best coats and hats in record

time; then, armed with gloves and purses—just .

in case Miss Headley should permit them to do
any private shopping—they hurried round to the
iront door.

They found Miss
drawing on her gloves.

“Good children,” said the mistress approvingly.
“Youve been very quick. We'll go first to
Baxter's, I think, and choose the prints—then T'll
do the rest of my shopping afterwards. Which
way shall we go? Along the cliff path®”

Jean and Phyllis exchanged startled glances.
The walk along the cliff led them by the 3Metropole
Hotel—it would never do to risk an encounter
with the girl they had rescued. So, although at
any other time, both would have voted unhesi-
tatingly for the cliff path, Jean said quickly:—

. ‘“*No, please, Miss Hea(ﬂm—mfw we go along
Sutherland Avenue?’ 5

Headley standing there,
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“Yes, let's’ go along Sutherland Avenue”
chimed in Phyllis, “It's a shorter way to the
" shops,”

“Shorter? T doa't think it is,” said the mistress
in surprise, for she had been sure that her pupils -
would choose the far morve attractive walk alopy
the cliff. **Of the two, I should say the cliff path
was much the quicker.”

“Qh, but we go along the cliff path so often,™
said Phyllis hastily. “Do let's go down Sutherland
Avenue for a change?” :

“We'll go that way if vou like,” said the mistresa
good-naturedly; and, greatly to her charges
relief, she turned off into a road which would lea:l
them into the avenue, instead of continuing alony
the path that would presentiy bring them out upea
the cliff. .

The two gicls, thus reminded of the morning's

“* Phyl, the
girl in red,”
Jean breathed

}

adventure, glanced about them rather appre.
hensively as they walked along. But there wax
no sign of the girl from the Metropole, and ther

reached the print shop at length without any

untoward happening. Thev had an opportumt.
for a little quiet conversation as they followed
Miss Headley to the right department, and Jean
lowered her voice and said in uneasy tones:—

“I forgot about that bothering girl when Aliss
Headley asked us to come shopping with her
W hatever »hlll we do if we run acress her while
we're out?’

“Oh, T don’t expect we shall run across her,™
Phyllis said, “'She's only a visitor, you Lnow,
and visitofs neariy always spend all their time
down by the sea. As long as we can keep B iss
}[ea.diev away from the froni, I don’t expect
there's any danger.”

“ All the same. I rather wish we hadn't come,’
said Jean, with a worried frown. **We'd ha'.c
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been much safer up on' the hockey-ficld than down
here in the town.”

“Well, we couldn't help it. Miss Headley
would have thought it aw{ully queer of us to have
refused her invitation. Buck up, Jean, she's
loqking round for us. Don't let her see us whisper-
ing together, or she’ll twig there’s something up.
She thought it rather mysterious when we dian’t
went to come by the cliff path.” And Phyllis
hurried her companion across the shop to the
counter by which Miss Headley was standing.

In the interest of helping to choose the pictures,
Jean forgot her qualms. But when the pictures
had been chosen, and had been set “aside to be
packed and sent up to the school, something hap-
pened which brought her fears back again with
vedoubled force. Miss Headley was standing at
the pay-desk, waiting for her” bill to be receipted,
and Jean and Phyllis were examining some frames
on a counter near thie entrance to the shop, when
sultdenly the swing doors were pushed open, and
a lady, beautifully dressed in grey, came in, fol-
lowed by a girl in a red velour costume, with & red
tam-o'-shanter upon her head, at sight of whom
Jean gave an audible gasp.

She put ovt her hand and clutched Phyllis” arm
as the girl passed by thew, fortumately without
recognizing them, .

“Phyl!" The gixl in red!” she breathed in
agonized tones, and in & moment Phyliis grasped
the situation. ' '

“(ome ountside—quick! She hasn't seen us
yet,” she-said im a ‘whisper, end catching her
friend’s hand, she dragged her through -the doors.

“Thew! What an escape!™ she said as they
found themselves outside; bub even as she spoke,
she tightened her grip of Jean's hand.

" “Quick! They're coming out again!” she
gasped, and with frentioc energy, she dragged Jean
round & corner and up & side street.

““Come into this shop and bu _,somﬁthibﬁg, 2ad
lot: them get past,” she said, and Jean obediently
followed her into the shop she indicated, which
heppened to bé a newspeper and tobacconist’s.

" “I say, though, whatever can we buy here?”

asked Jean, in some consternation, as she gazed

around. “They only seem to have tobacco and

~ newspapers, and you know we aren’t allowed to
buy papers or magazives.”

“Qb, ask for pens and pencils ar notepaper, or
gomething .like that,” said Phyllis. “I expect
they. keep those.”

“But Miss Headley will think it so funny of us
to go buying pens and pencils when we can have
gs many as we want for nothing up at the school,”
objected Jean. '

“ Ask for an ink-eraser,” suggested Phyllis, with
sudden inspiration. ‘““We can’t get those up at
the school.”

The tobacconist was not at all certain that he
had any ink-erasers, but after some searching, he
produced one of doubtful guality, which Jean
clutched at eagerly. -

““That willaﬁd,” she said. “How much is it?
~ Fourpence-three-farthings? Here’s a sixpence then.
1t doesn’t matter about the change—-were in
rather a hurry.” And pocketing the eraser, she
and Phyllis rushed back.to Baxter’s, to find an
annoyed end rather irate Miss Headley waiting
for them by the door.

“Where have you been?” she demanded as
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they came up. “‘Have you been buying some-
thing?” ‘

“Only an ink-eraser, Miss ¥leadley,” said Jean
apologetically, very relieved to see that there was
no sign of the girl in red. She pulled her purchase
out of her pocket, and exhibited it for the mistress’
benefit. "in

“You had no business to buy anything without
first asking if you might,” said Miss Headley
severely. **Are you quite sure that was all you
bought ¢”

“Quite sure, Miss Headley,” said Jean, flushing
uncomfortably: and Phyllis added a quick:—"

“Honour bright, Miss Headley, it was the
only thing.”

“Well, mind you don’t buy anything else unless
you ask my permission,” said the mistress, Then
she added, her annoyance passing:—

“(lome along now, or I shall never get thraugh
my list. I want to go to Longley’s next to match
some sitk for Miss E%astman.” And the three set
off at a brisk pace down the street.

The two girls stuck dutifully to Miss Headley’s
heels for the rest of the afternoon. They helped
her match her silks, carried her parcels, and made
themselves so useful that the mistress guite re-
lented towards them at last, and appeared to forget
their strange bebaviour in rushing off to buy ink-
erasers without asking permission, When the Jast
purchase was completed, she looked at her wrist-
watch consideringly. '

“Quarter past four. We shall never get back to
St. Agatha’s now in time for tea. Come along,
we'll go to Pritchard’s and sample his cream buns.”
And she carried the two delighted girls into the
most select tea-shep in the seaside town.

The cream buns were delicious, so was the tea,
with heaps of sughr and oream, and the daintily-
cut breed and butter, and the fancy cakes and the
vanills ices which Miss Headloy indulgently ordered
for her guests when the more solid part of the meal
was over, The girls would have enjoyed it all
very much had it not been for their ever-present
fear of the girl in red. As it was, they kept one eye
on their plates and one an the door, in terror lest
the girl and her mother should elect to come and
take their tea at Pritchard’s. And, as though their
very fear brought her, just when they were half-
way through their ices, the door of the tea-shop
opened to admit the girl in red. .

Jean and Phyllis caught sight of her simul-
taneously, and with dismayed eyes they watched
the progress of the two across the shop. They
were looking about in search of a table, and Phyllis
and Jean looked round, too, in an agony of appre-

hension until they should learn where the new-

comers intended to sit. So far as they could see,
there were only two tables vacant, one in a distant
corner, partially concealed by some tall palms, and
one close beside them, To their horror, the girl
and her mother appeared to be coming in their
direction, and, acting upon the impulse of the
moment, Jean suddenly stretched out her hand

and tilted up one of the chairs at the empty table, -

making it appear as though the table was engaged.
Phyllis, quick to grasp the idea, sprang from her
seat and tilted up the second chair also, much to
the scandalized astonishment of Miss Headiey.
“Girlst” she exclaimed in horror, “ whatever are
you doing " o )
(Continued on page 11}
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UNCLE JACK’S MENAGERIE

the pantomime, ‘‘ Jack and the Beanstalk,’’ there was great excitement all along the
line. At every station great crowds of children, with their mothers and fathers, all
dressed in their best clothes, were waiting to cheer them.

. ,_-"';.,"‘. : %) " —t : s ; : i
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2.—At each station the children shouted with joy as they recognized first one and
then another of the animals. Tommy Giraffe was to the fore, as usual, and he kept
poking his long neck out of the window until poor Uncle Jack became quite worried

in case he should get his head knocked clean off.

,,,,,
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3.—Teddy Bear was always at hand when danger threatened, and, with the aid o!
Jacko Monkey, pulled Tommy back into the carriage every time the train dashed
into a tunnel. At last the merry party reached London in safety. I wish you could
have heard the cheer when the long train steamed into the station.

: < i (Continued on page 28




The Schoolgirl

FEBRUARY 21, 1922

SR LEUE R VT R T TR i

% Chicks ’ 

On Sophie’s birthday she always went to the
Zoo, and directly she got there she ran straight to
tlio Parrot Iouse.

Sophie loved the parrots because of their beautiful
feathers, and because of the noise they made.
And because some of them could say “Hallo!” or
“Giood morring.” Sophie liked to spend whole
‘mornings with the parrots, giving them little bits
of cake and coaxing them to say “ Pretty Poil!” or
“Hallo!?

But on Sophie’s seventh birthday everything
“went wrong. When she arrived at the Parraot House

there was a bay there giving the parrots bananas,.

-and he was making them all talk. But when Sophie

came up and spoke to them, not a bird would say
a word. They just cocked their heads on one side
and rubbed their beaks glong the perch. And they
did not want any cake, -

Sophie spent & long time trying to get them to
talle. At last she left the big parrots in the middle,
and found a little grey parrot in the corner.

‘The little grey parrot took some cake and it made
a noise in its throat. Sophie hoped it said “ Good
morning.”

Just then Amntic Janc camc up. Auntic Janc
waits outside the Parrot House as a rule.

“ Why, Sophie,” she said, *“can’t you make them
talk this morning? They are all talking to that
ligtie boy.” R :

Sophie winked away a tear.

“This little parrot talks to me, anyhow,” she
said. “He said ‘ Good morning.’ "

But just at that moment g keeper was
and he said, over his shoulder:—

“That bird can’t talk.”

Poor Sophie! Her eyes filled with tears. Now
Auntie Jane would think she told stories. Besides,
yon know, she was not quite sure the parrot had
said *“Good morning.”

Auntie Jane said she could not stay ip the
Parrot House another minute, The noise was so
dreadful. She went to wait outside. and directly
she ha¢ gone—what do you think happened?

The grey parrot winked an eye at Sophie, and
said quite clearly:—

“He said I can’t talk.”

Sophie jumped.

“Oh, can you?™ she said. _

“Of course,” said the parrot. “We can all talk,
only we are forbidden to.”

“*(Oh—why?”" asked Sophie.

“(Open my cage door and you shall find out,” said
‘the parrot. :

Sophie looked

passing,

round. The lesper had gone.
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The Parrot That Could Mot Talk. ez wac

Everybody had gone. She was quite alope in the
Parrot House. She quickly undid the-door of the
cage and the parrot stepped out:

“Now hop on my back,” commanded the parrot.

“But ? began Sophie. She was going to
say that she was much too big, but, to her astonish-
ment, she found that she had suddenly grown tiny—
ting. No bigger than a thimble.

“Be quick!” said the parrot. *‘It's magic.”

Sophie took hold of the parrot’s wing feathers
gnd pulled herself up. The parrot looked round,
ruffled up the feathers between his shoulders, and
pughed Sophie down among them with his beak,

“Hold tight!”” he said, and rose and sailed over
the heads of the people outside the Parrot House.

They seemed to shoot through the air. The grey
feathers stood up around Sophie and made a wind
screen, otherwise she would have been blown away.
She nestled under the warm down and looked back,
over the tail of the parrpt, at the strange lands they
flew over. '

{n less time than it takes to tell, they reached
beautiful warm couyntries. quite different from
anything Sophie had ever seen.

“These arc the hird countries,” called the pagrot.

I cannot describe here all the beautiful bird
lands Sophie saw—the pure white swans’ land and
that of the many-hued kingfishers, and jays. She
loved them all, and was just admiring a beautiful
silvery-grey land, the home of the ring dove. Then
the parrot began to plane down, and there, below,
was such a country that Sophie had never even
imagined. It was so bright and so many-coloured,
and—oh, the noise!

“This is the home of the parrets,” screamed
Sophie’s guide. He had to scream. “Now, can’t
parrots talk?”

They could indeed. And they all talked together.

“But why don’t you talk in the Zoo?” shouted
Sophie. '

“Come and sge the queen.
shrieked the parret.

He WhiSkE!i Sephie off to a great white paiace,
surrounded by white trees and beaytiful whita

She'll tell vou,”

~ fountains. You see, the queen was white.

When they got inside the palace everything was
absolutely (ﬁie& That was magic.

The beautiful saow- white queen was perched on
an ivory throne, carved like a tree. '

The grey parrot bowed his head to the ground
and spread his great wings flat on the floor. _

*“Your Majesty,” he said, ““ this young lady craves
audiexce.”

(Continued on page 27.)
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SAVED FROM THE SEA.
(Continued from paye 8.)

“I'm sorry, Miss Headley. l-—we didn't want
those people to come and sit near us,” blurted oug
Jean, in ¢eep confusion, but overjoyed, nevertheless,
to see that the girl and her mother had changed
their course without perceiving them:, and were
now making their way towards the table in the
distant corner behind the palms,

“Why not, pray?” demanded Miss Headley—
a question which Jeéan found it somewhat difficnlt
to answer. In her embarrassment she upset her
ice-plate on the floor, and in making a blundering
cflort to retrieve it, succeeded in creating an
unmeditated diversion by tripping up a waitress
and bringing an avalanche of buns and scones
about her head.

“Jean!” exclaimed Miss Headley, jn mortified
accents, And poor Jean, red to the ears, stumbled
to her feet with profuse apologies and began to
pick up the scattered scones, while Miss Headley
endeavoured to pacify the angry waitress, None
of the party felt inclined to linger in the restaurant
after this accident, and as scon as their bhill
had been paid Miss Headley led the way outside
the shop. -

“I—I"m awfully sorry, Miss Headley,” stammered
Jean, and she looked so really contrite and miserable
that the mistress's wrath evaporated at once.

“Never mind,” she said cheerfully. ‘“It's no
zood crying over spilt milk-—or spilt buns, either.
Nothing was broken, after all, so there wasn't
much harm done. Now we'd better be quick and
get back to
school.”

The walk
back to.
school was
not a very
happy one,
in spite of
Miss Head-

nanimous 4
behaviour. M
Both girlsH]
felt that they §
had behaved
very badly,
and that
their con-
duct must
geecm VBT‘\_-'
rude and ex-
traordinary
in their form
mistreas’s
eyes. Jean,
in especial,
felt very

tion she had
made of her- .
self in the
tea-shop
over the buns

.
episode.
“Miss

I The Schoolgirt

Headley will never ask us to go shopping with
her again,” she said disconsolately, when they
parted company from the Fifth Form mistress at
the school door. "I daren’'t imagine what she
must be thinking about us; and it's all the fault

‘of that wretched girl in red.”

“She's keen on red, isn’t she?” commented
Phyllis, “Red bathing-dress, red costume, red
tammy. -‘Well, it's an easy colour to see coming,
that's one good thing, We shall have to keep our
eyes open everywhere we go and dodge that figure
in red.” ‘

JEAN’S PRECIPITATE FLIGHT.

““She said she was only down for the week-end,
didn’t she?” said Jean. “Thank heaven, there's
not much more of it left. Do you think she’ll be in
church to-morrow moerning?”

“Oh, I shouldn’t think so,” said Phyllis. “She’s
a week-end visitor, and week-end visitors hardly
ever go to church. No, I really don’t think she'li
be in church to-morrow.”

But she ‘was, all the same. 8t. Agatha’s girls
occupied seats in the chancel of the old-fashioned
church they attended, and Jean and Phyllis, b7
virtue of their seniority, were two of the favoured
ones to sit in the front row. The congregation was
ginging the first psalm when two late-comers
were conducted up the aisle by a dignified church-
wardgen, who showed them into the front pew of
the seats in the chancel, direlly opposite to the
pews occupied by St. Agatha’s. Jean, who wa3
singing lustily, did not notice them until Fhyllis -

A Wi

Jean tripped up the waitress and brought an avalanche of buns about
ber head.
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to her, gave a sudden gasp
and stopped singing. Looking up, Jean saw her
chum staring across the chancel with a look of
frozen horror upon her face. As sho followed the
direction of Phylis' gaze, Jean stopped singing
and gasped too. For there, kneeling down in the
pew directly opposite, SO placed that she could
hardly fail to recognize them when she stood up,
‘was that ubiquitous girl in red!

Phyilis was the first to regain her scattered senses,
She clutched Jean's arm and whispered to her
hurriedly :-—

“Jean, P'm going out. I'm going to pretend
Im ill. You must come with me and help me.
Buck up; there isn't a moment.to be lost, She’ll
see us directly she stands up.” And, pushing by
the girls who ‘were between her and the end of the
pew, Phylis made a bolt for the chancel door, at
a pace that was hardly consistent with the role of
a person overtaken with faintness,

Jean bolted after her, and Miss Headley, who
wag sitting in the back pew, pat down her prayes
hook and, extricating herself as quickly as possible,
hurried after Jean. The pompous churchwarden,
arrested by the movement as he was returning to
his seat in the body of the church, turned back
again and made his way, too, towards the chancel
door. Jean caught a glimpse of them hurrying
sfter her as she reached the steps, and she dashed
outside and seized Phyllis by the arm.

. “They’re coming after us. Seoot for all you're
worth, or they'll see at once you're only shamming,
and make us come back,” she gasped. '
Phyllis needed no further warning. She flew
down the churchyard in frantic haste, closely
followed by Jean, and they made such good pace
{hat they both gained the churchyard gate hefore
cither Miss Headley or the churchwarden bad got
sutside the chaticel door. Even then they did net
pause, but, regardless of what the inhabitants of
the very select seaside town might think at seeing
two of St. Agatha’s girls racing at top speed through
{he stréets on & Sunday, they tore along until they
had put several corners between themselves and
any possible pursuers. Then at last they drew up
and gazed at each other, panting.
“ Well,” said Jean, emphatically, as soon a3 she
could speak, “that’s the last time in my life I'm
ever going to rescue anybody from drowning,”
S0 it 38 in mine,” said Phyllis, with determina-
tion. - “They always say it's bad luck to save &
~person from drowning.”
rsg’s certainly brought us bad Tuck,”  said

“Jean gloomily. “We've ahsolutely dove for
ourselves with Miss Headley now. What on earth
are we going to say to her? We shall get into
a frantic row for bolting out of church like that.”

“Pon't you think it might wash if T said 1 felt
il1?” asked Phywls. “1 really did feel awfully

who was standing next

queer for a minute when T saw that girk”™
“Vou didn't look it, then,” Jean said. “You
looked in the very best of health.” Aund, indeed,

Phyllis’ rosy, sunburnt countenance would hardly
have succeeded in persuading the most eredulous
person that she felt at all il

“Well, then, I'l just have
stick church & moment longer and let them
me mad. And you can say you thought I must
be faint, and came out after me.”

“But 1 dide't,” expostulated Jean. “ And,
anyway, that won't explain our rushing off home

to say that I couldn’t

think
= “Qh, gooduess,
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to tell Miss Duncan
will be frightfully
just to skip church,

like this. Miss Headley's sure
about it, and M\iss Duncan
ratty. She'll think we did it
whatever we say.” _

“QOh, well, she’ll have to think it, then,” replied
Phyllis recklessly. “ Anyhow, it's better she shoulil
think that than Know that we went bathing when
she'd expressly told us not to.” N

“Y._yes, | suppose it is,”" said Jean doubtfully.
But it was & poor consolation ail the same. And
the two girls wended their way hack to the school
in o very depressed frame of mind, and going to
their sitting-room, waited with gloomy foreboding
for the return of the church party.

In due course an orderly crocodile wound its
way through the school gates, and the girls compos-
ing it dispersed to their varioug lobbies and dormi-
tories to take off their outdoor things and prepare
themselves for dinner, Phyllis and Jean wero
besieged with curious questions as to the reason
of their abrupt exit from church. But they re-
turned evasive answers, and were relieved when
the dinner bell rang, and tbey were able to geb
away from their inquisitive companions. (n
their way into the dining hall they iwere waylaid
by Miss Headley. _ _

FOUND OUT,
~ “Phyllis, what was the matter with you when
you went otit of church this morning?” the mis-
tress inquired sharply. I wenf out after you,
but you were nowhere to be seen.”

«{-_T—{elt rather—rather funny, Miss H eadley,”
stammered Phyllis in confusion. )

“1 don’t think you could have felt very bad,
or you eould not have rushed away s0 quickly,”
said Miss Headley, with severity. “ And, Jean,
why,did you go out? Did you feel queer, t00?”"

YN —no. Mise Headley., I—1 just went oub
after Phyllis,” Jean said lsmely.

“14 was net your piaes to go oub after Phyllis,”
commented the imistress with a disapproving
frown. *And, anyway, néither of you had any -
business to rush off home like that—you must have
known that somebody would come oufr after you
to sec what was the matter. . Noy girls, I'm afraid
those feeble excuses wilt sot wash. I saw you
whispering together during the gervice, and I am
afraid it was an arranged plan fo escape from
church. I feel obliged to report you to ¥iss
Duncan, Y consider that ﬁgu both behaved very
badly, and I should not doing my duty if 1
passed your conduct by.”

And Miss Headley passed on into the dining
hall, and took her seat at the high table beside the
Head. :

Troin their places in the body of the hall the two
culprits could see their fonu mistress talking
gravely to Miss Duncan. ‘‘She’s telling her,” g
said Phyllis with a groan, and neither of them was :
surprised when, at the end of dinner, after she had
said grace, the headmistress paused for a moment

befpre descending from the dais wpon which the 2

high table stood, to say in her quiet, but distinct
tones:—

1 wish Jean Randelt and Phyllis Deane to come
to me in my study at three o'clock.” _
‘we're in for it,” murmured
Phyllis, a3 sho and Jean stood up with the other
girls and walted for the mistresses to follow the

Tead out of the dining hall
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At five minutes to three the two made their
way sorrowfully to the headmistress’ room. Miss
Duncan’s study was half-way up the centre stair.
case, and as they stood on the little landing outside
the door, waiting for the clock to strike, the culprits
had an excellent view of the entrance hall and the
front door. ‘The front door bell rang just as they
took up their positions, and a neat maid appeared
instantly and crossed the hall to open the door.
There was a few moments’ parley, then the maid
held the door wide open to admit two visitors,
one an elderly lady dressed in grey, the other—
the girl in red!

Jean and Phyllis watched in spellbound silence
as the visitors were conducted across the hall and
skown into the drawing.room. The maid closed
the drawing-room door and, running up the stairs,
knocked at Miss Duncan’s study. She went half
into the room and said something which the two
girls waiting outside did not hear. Then she
caine out, went downstairs again, and opened the
drawing-room door,

" ¥iss Duncan will be with vou in a few minutes,”
the girls heard her say.

A SEVERE LECTURE.

The clock began to strike the hour of doom as
she disappeared towards the servants’ quarters once
more, and Jean turned
towards her companion
in misfortune with a
ook of grim resolution
on her face.

“Phyl” she said.
“it's no good fighting
against fate. Yhether
they've tracked us hero,
or whether they're only
ordinary visitors, I don’t
know and I doa't care.
I'm going to make a
clean breast of it to
Miss Duncan, and if
she expels me—well,
I'll just.have to be expelled—that's all. 1 can't
face the prospect of being haunted by that girl
in red all the days of my life.”

“ All right, old thing,” said Phyllis with a rueful

SIS

LS

grimace. “I'm with you. It's no good fighting

sgainst our luck any longer. We may as well
be hanged for & sheep while we're about it. Come
on in and let's get it over, She can’t eat us, after
all,”

“No, but she can get next door to doing it.”
gaid Jean with a wan smile, as she knocked at the
Head’s door. .

Ske could—and did. Only the knowledge that
there were visitors waiting in the drawing-room—
so Phyllis declared afterwards—prevented that
interview with the Head from lasting until tea-time.
As it was, the two were dismissed after some

_ fifteen minutes, but the headmistress managed.

to say a good many scathing things in the short
time at her disposal. . )

“I am disgusted with you—utterly disgusted,”
Miss Duncan said when she had extracted the story
of the early morning swim and the various untoward
happenings that had followed in town and clwureh,
“1 thought I could trust my gitls, but you *have
made me feel at the moment ag though I shall never
. be able o do so again, If you were making a frec

13
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THE DEARFST THINGS.
When God makes a lovely thing,
The fairest and completest,
He makes it little, don't you know?
For little things are sweetest,

Little birds and little flowers,
Little diamonds, little pearls;

But the dearest things on carth 3
Are the little boys and girls,

: . 9
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confession, I might pcrhaps be able to look upon the
matter more leniently. But, according to your own
account, you are not doing so—you are .mereiy
telling me the truth now because this girl whom von
say you helped"—neither girl had told the full
extent of that help—*‘is now in my drawing-room,
and you are afraid that I should learn the truth
from her. Your behaviour in church this morning
was bad enough, but yeur cxplanation®of it makes
it a hundred times worse. What your punishment
will be, I cannot tell you now. I shall have to talk
it over with your form mistress before I decide.
Meanwhile, you are hoth of you to go to your
bedroom, and stay there until supper-time.”

And two very crestfallen and miserable Fifth
Formers crept off silently.to Room Fifteen,

“Do you think she’ll expel us?" asked Phyll's
forlornly as the two réached the shelter of their
room. But Jean shook her head,

“No, I don’t think she'll do that,” she said.
*She'd have told us at once if it was going to be
that—she wouldn't keep us in suspense, Put I
expect it means something pretty roften. Never
wmind, though, I'm glad she knows all about it.
After all she was right—it was too cold for bathing—-
and it was beastly mean of us to have sneaked out
like that and gone, Supposing we'd got cramp like
that girl? We might quite easily have “been
drowned.”

“Yes,” said Phyllis
soberly, “it would have
been rather horrible.”
She gave a little shud-
der. “I'm not sure I'm
not rather glad the
Head knows everything,
I feel better now than
I did while we woix
waiting to go to her,
anywey. I hope she'll .
buck wup, though, ang
tell us what our punjsh-
ment’s to be. It's beastly
bzing kept in suspenge,™

“T expeet. she'H let us know some time to-day,”
said Jean,

And then the two settled down to endure theiy
imprisonment with what resigration they . could
muster. :

But, after all, they did not have to wait in their
room until their sentence had expired. Somc
twenty minutes later there came a quick step
outside in the corridor, and the next moment their
door opened and the headmistress came into their
room. The two- prisoners started to their feet in
some trepidation, but Miss Duncan came up to
them quckly and put a hand on each of their
shoulders. _ . _

“My dear children " she said, in quite a different

tone to the one they had last heard her use, “My
dear children! You rever told me the whole story
of your bathing adventure. I have just been
hearing about your courageous action, Why
1didn"t, you tell me.you had saved the giri's
ifet” - %
- “We—we didn’t like to, Miss Duncan,” stam. °
mered Jean. “It-—it scemed like asking you to
make excuscs for us—just because we'd the luck
to do something brave.” ; . .

Miss Duncan smiled down at her guite kindly,

“I'sce. Then it was copscience that made yvoy

SESSOSSSSSS
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own up after all—mot just the fear that you were
going to be found out?”

“No, I'm afraid it wasn't quite,”” said Jean
honestly. '‘We hadn’t meant to tell yau about the
bathing part until we were wditing outside the
door and saw that girl come in, We thought it was
Fate. We'd been Yunning into her all the time—-
it seemed as though we just couldn’t get away
from her. When I saw her walking across the hall,
I made up my mind I couldn’t go on any longer,
and that I'd tell you the truth whether that girl
had come to tell you about us or nof. And Phyllis
felt the same,™

“Yes, I did,” said Phyllis. “We both felt we'd
rather be expelled than go on being haunted by that
girl in red for the rest of our lives,”

Miss Duncen laughed,

THE HEAD’'S FORGIVENESS.

“Then it was partly guilty consciences? Well,
never mind. You've not behaved so badly as I
thought you had. TI'm very pleased you didn't
try to escape your deserts by trading on the bravery
of the deed you had performed. When you said
that you had  helped " a girlin the water, I thought
you meant you had been teaching her to swim, or
something of that sort. Of course, yow've both
acted very wrongly, and I shall have to give you a
pretty severe ponishment, I'm afraid. But you
won’t be expelled. You needn’t worry yourselves
about that. = And for to-day, at least, we will say
no more about the affair. Now make yourselves
tidy, and come down with me to the drawing-room,
I want to introduce you properly to the girl in
red.” s :

“ Please, Miss' Duncan, may I ask a question 77
said Jean diffidently, as the two girls followed the
headmistress down the stairs, * Please, have they

4404440008000 8080 0 L0008 0000084043846 60000004 o&o-u' setaset seden doeedoqe
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THE SNOWDROPS,

“Where are the snowdrops 2" said the sun;
“Dead,” said the froat,
“Buried and lost—

Every ong!”

“A foolish answer,” said the sun,
“They did not die;
Asleep they lie—

Every one,

“And T will awake them—I—the sunm,
Into the light,
All clad in white— :

Every one.”
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found us--that gidl and ker motlicr—or are they
just ordinary visitors?”

“They're ordinary visitors,” said Miss Diufican,
turning round with a emile as she reached the foot
of the stairs. *The girl's mother is a very old friend
of mine, and being down here for the week-end, she
brought her daughter to call upon me, They
happened to mention Marie's narrow escape from
drowning yesterdey morning, and said how sory
they were not to be able to find the two girls who
had saved her. Then, of course, T hegan to put two
and two together, and Y can’t tell you how glad I
was to find that you had not tried to evade consc-
quences by trading on the fact that you hadl saved
this girl’s life.” . .

But the consequences, after all, though they
followed inevitably, were not so very bad. To bo
debarred from playing any games for the rest of the
term was certainly a serious deprivation. But, then,
the rest of the term only consisted of two weeks.
And five hundred lines apiece was a fairly severe
punishment—but nothing to what being expelled
would have been. While giving up their bedroom,
and going to bed ab eight o'clock in a dormitory
with the juniors, though very humiliating, was a
eross that could be borne with fortitude if one set
onesclf to it—as Jean and Phylls did.

And, as a compensation, there was the delightful
acquaintance that ensued with Marie and her
mother, who were hoth so grateful that it secmed
as though they tould never do enough for the two
girls who had saved Marie’s life.

Bo, after all, things weren't so bad that they
might not have been worse. And, anyway. as
Phyllis said philosophically, it was better than
being haunted for the rest of their lives by the
Girl in Red.

THE EXD.

Q.Od‘: dbebdatbad s
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RORBIN REDBREAST,

Pretty little Robin with your red breast,

Do you come from the East, do you come from
the West ? '

Do you come from the deep bank hedge where
you build your nest?

Poor little Robin Redbreast! The snow is on the
ground,

He hops about and locks for meat, but no meat’s
to be found.

What can we do for Robin, he locks so cold and
chiil ?

Who will go and put some crumbs outside on the
window sill 7

N

BRER RABBIT'S ORCHESTRA.

Conducted by Furry Tail.
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SIMPLE. FASHIONS FOR SCHOOLGIRLS
By KATHLEEN. o

would be extremely effective, and the bands of a needle from another.
could either be hem-stitched on for a few Manv schoolgirls have
pence a yard or faggoted by hand. little leisure for such tasks

The frock would require two and a-half as blouse or dressmaking,
to two and three-quarter yards of forty-inch but anyome, I imagine,
material, according to age of wearer. would covet this dainty and
* . useful little apron, which

It isn't every school-
girl who is eapable of
makifig her own frocks,
but there’s no reason why
she shouldn't if she per-
suades her mother or some
grown-up friend to do the * * *

FAGGOT STITCH.

Faggot stitch, which is merely another
name for the old-fashioned herringbone
ctitch, is very popular at present, and
appears on quite 2 number of blouses and
frocks, on account of its lightness and
laciness. The georgette bands on the pretty
frock illustrated on this page could be
attached by this means.

\ T find the simplest way for flimsy mate-
) rials, anyhow, is to tack the cdges of both
on a strip of stiff brown paper and work
from left to right, as shown herewith. '

Another method of joining ninon or silk
is to run a thread like a bar at regular
intervals between the edges, and whip it

{wo or three times, slipping the needle and
¢hread at the back of the work and -
repeating the stitch.

Still a third notion, if you are in a
hurry, is to crochet 2 chain and 1 treble
right along one edge of the material and
overcast the other border on to the crochet.

cutting out, since every-
., ®hing iscarried out on the

a clever young artist has
sketched for wus. Her
own one, which 1
asked her to copy, was
of bottle-green casement

simplest lines possible at
the present time. -
A CHARMING

FROCK TOR ALL
OCCASIONS.

The artist has skotched
for us this very charming
and useful dress, which
could be made to serve on
a variety of occasions, ac-
cording to the material
chogen. In ivory silk or
crepe de chine it would be
deal for a confirmation
Iress, and in coloured silk,

lienne or any fancy ma-
erial would be admirable
for semi-evening, spring or
summer wear.

This is very eflective as a veining for

camisoles and blouses, etc.

* . % * * * *

A SIMPLE VEINING

A PRETTY APRON.

cloth, which wears anr
washes well. She had em-
broifered it in a variety -
of fancy stitches in jazz
colourings, which simply
means all sorts of shades
and colours jumbled to,
gether without regard to
artistic effect, and not

_ content with that, had

appliquéd motifs in colours
to match on the bib and
the corners of the skirt.
1t was really most effec-
tive, and just the very

thing to wear when onc

The majority of girls love their needle
from the time they started to make clothes was doing a little dusting
for their family of dolls, and learned the or cooking to help mother.

k If destined for the latter,
; {he bands should be of a

contrasting shade of geor- ;
gette or of creamy net. fascination of stitchery and needlework, or when attempting one of

A saxe-blue frock with although I have known a few women who our painting competi-
touches of Dbluish pink boasted that they didn't Lkunow one end tions.
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Delicions Dai
. B,

“Coffee -and Candy d-(%/(aking‘ .

nties any" Girl can -Turn Out.

GRACE WATSON

1 know, whenever your eye lightens on the above
title, you will say, *Oh, T must read this, for I'd
love to make tofiee, if only 1 had & proper recipe!”
Well, here are a few old favourites, which anyone
can make successfully, if a few simple rules are
aitended to. Making toffee is an ideal ploy for
spring evenings or a wet Saturday afternoon—and
in this fine cold weather, it will not take long to
set, and ong’s patience won't be tried too much,
ere mother says, *“ You may taste your own handi-
work,” '

Home-made toffees and candies are much cheaper
than the shop oncs, provided they turn out suc-
cessfully; but should mother see her precious
sugar being wasted, then she won't allow you to
experiment often! To avoid a catastrophe, read
the directions below very carefully, and then your
efforts will be a certain success—and the family
will all say, * Please make some more.”

: BUTTER-SCOTCHL.
First let us make some butter-scotch. Take a
fiat tin, and grease well-with margarine. Have in
Teadiness & good strong saucepan, and measure
into it two ounces of margarine and one teacupful
of water. When the margarine melts, add onc
pound of granulated sugar, half a pound of syrup,
and one teaspoonful of vanilla essence. Boil exactly
twenty minutes, aud do not stin Test a drop in
cold waier, and if it will form into a ball in the
water, then pour the toffec at once into the pre-
pared tin. When cold, but not hard, mark into
squares.

Treacle toffee can he made in exactly the same
way, simply by substituting treacle for syrup.

Nur TOFFEE.

Another good toffee is made from two pounds
of granulated sugar, half a pint of water, some
monkey nuts (chopped roughly). Boil the sugar
and waier twenty minutes, test same as butter-
ccotch.  Add some nuts and pour into prepared tin,

Grxcrr CANDY.

Prepare the tin as above. Place two pounds of
moist brown sugar into saucepan, and add one
dessertepoonful of ground ginger. Pour, on ome
teacupful of water. Stir over a gentle heat till
the grains of sugar are dissolved. This is the
great secret of having nice soft creamy candy,
free from grit! Bring to the boil, and beoil ten
-ninutes. Remove saucepan from fire and stir
vigorously till mixture is like porridge. Pour at

once into tin, and mark before the candy is quite ofi

hard.

The point to remember in making this sweet-
‘meat is, do not stir till the mixture will hardly
come out of the pan. If you do, half will be
‘wasted, and the remainder will be very rough
in appearance. Only continue stirring till you
feel the mixture is becoming creamy, than your
candy will have & smooth surface, cut up much

more neatly and, best of all, it will taste delicious!
Now, if you can make that recipe correctly, you
can make any variety of candies, simply by chang-
ing the flavouring.

Cocoxur CANDY.

Add a quarter of a pound of desiccated coco-nut
{o the two pounds of sugar, The coco-nut should
not be added till the saucepan is removed from
the fire. If liked, half of the candy only can be
poured into the tin, and a drop of cochineal added
to the remainder—and that gives a very nice
pink and white variety. A melt-in-the-mouth
candy can be made by putting in, along with the
sugar and water, the grated rind and juice of an
orange. '

Vasira AXp WarnxuT CANDY. p

A very delicious candy, but certainly & little
more expensive, can be made from two pounds
of granulated sugar, a sixpenny tin of condensed
milk, one ounce of margarine, one teacupful of.
water, one small teaspoonful of cream of tartar,
and a few drops of essence of vanilla. Put the
water; suger and cream of tartar-in saucepan,
The cream of tartar helps to make the candy more
creamy. Dissolve elowly, then add the Nestlé's
milk and margarine,  Boil gently for twenty
minutes, Remove from fire, add flavouring and
stir till creamy. Pour into greased tin, A few
chopped walnuts may be added to this, if liked.

PEPPERMINT ICE.

Then, perhaps mother does mot want you to’
dirty any pans, or to use the stove, after it has
been newly cleaned—so here is & simple sweetmeat,
which requires no boiling. Take two pounds o#®
icing sugar, one jar of cream, or & small tin Car-
nation milk, one teaspoonful of oil of peppermint
Sieve the sugar into a basin, add sufficient cream
to make a*stiff paste. Flavour. When well
hound together, turn on to sugared board, and
cut into rounds. Set aside to harden. These
sweets will not keep longer than a week—but 1
don’t suppose they would be allowed to, in most
households—they are toc goed!

TURKISH DELIGHT.

This is o great favourite with most girls, and is
very easy to make, Soek one and a-half cunces
of Cox’s gelatine in one breakfastcupful of water
for twelve hours, then add another breakfastcupful;
of water and two pounds of granulated sugers
Boil fifteen minutes, stirring well. Take from th
re, and add quickly one teaspeonful citric acid,
and one dessertspoonful of lemon essence to
flavour, A drop of cochineal to colour iz & great
improvement. Pour at once into a tin which has
heen rinsed out with cold water, or pour into two
deep plates (wetted). Set in a cool place till
mixture is cold and firm. Cat into neat squares,
using a knife constantly dipped into boiling water,
and toss in icing sugar,
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CHAPTER 1.
An Exile From Erin,

“SuorE, Aunt Doreen, and it's the pify it is to
stop you when you are fairly into your stride,”
cried Norah O’Neal. “ But there’s Patsy O'Donnell
at long last, and it’s just dying 1 am to show him
Doreen’s new pups. And if once Mike gets him into
the workshop there will be no dragging him away
till after dark. And there Mike, the young var-
mint, is!”’

Tor while her aunt, Lady Ashford, had been
lecturing her on the proper way for a well- brought.
up girl of nearly fifteen to bebave, Norah had been
keeping watch at the window for the appearance
of her boy chum, Patsy O'Donnell, a neighbouring
voung squire. Norah had never missed girl chums,

She was as happy as the day was long with “ Patsy.

and the boys.”
iShe gave as little thought to proper behaviour
as to her own looks. Yet one could have searched
Treland from end to end and not have found a more
winsome, lovable, or bonnie lass. It was old
Nurse Biddy’s loving care which made her great
mass of black curls glisten like the raven’s wing;
but it was Norah’s own true, loving heart which
made the big, dark blue eyes of her shine like stars,
And it was the free-and-easy outdoor life that her
aunt decried which gave her the “cheeks like the
roses” and the skin as soft and smooth as a babe’s.
For lucky Norah never tanned or freckled—
thanks, perhaps, to the fact that morning, noon,
and night for the better part of the year she wore
the old panama hat which her father had brought
her from his one continental trip, some half-dozen
vears before. ‘The boys declared she even slept
in it. Her “real panama” was certainly the
gartorial pride of Norah's life.
To-day the slim, lithe figure was clothed in a
2 homespun brown “skirt which could stand any
.. amount of rough usage and “didn’t show the dirt,”
and an old cotton shirt blouse, once as blue as
her eyes, now allost white.
Norah leant over the wide open window. Her
lear, musical voice was ringing out in the call:—
" “Patsy! Wait, Patsy! Don't be after going
* with Mike just yet. I'm needing you very specially,
pov.”
The tall, handsome Irish lad. who was crossing
the rough sward dignified by the name eof lawn,
“turned and looked up to the window. His eyes,
shining with pleasure, were well-nigh as clear and
bright as Norah's own.

“q

“TFaith, and that's good hearing, mavourncen.”
he returned, * Forshure the last word ye had for pie
was that ye would never let the pretty eyes of ye
look on me again.” )

“Shure, that was half a hundred years ago,
Patsy, darlint. A lot can happen between Monday
and Wednesday. Stand clear, boy; I'm going to
jump.”

Before her horrified aunt could find breath to
protest, Norah had taken a flying leap over the
window-sill, straight into Patsy’s arms. For that
young gentleman had paid no heed to the command
to stand aside.

But when the two kissed each other, in token of
peace restored, Lady Ashford’s wrath found voice.
Her eyes were blazing as she whirled round upon
the girl's father, who sat at his paper-strewn
writing-table, not at all upset by the turn of
affairs. ‘ '

¢ After that, Denis O'Neal,” she stormed, “you
will surely acknowledge that 1 am right in saying
that your girl is being ruined. I was never so
insulted in my life.” : _

“Shure, Doreen, the colleen meant it for no
insult,” answered her brother soothingly. *It's
just the way of her to turn a deaf ear to lectures
and sermons, just as ye did yourself at her age, -
mavourneen.” :

My lady turned a deaf ear to that soft impeach-
ment.

“ And to think of the brazenness of her, to kiss
that rapscallion of an O’Donnell before my very
eyes.” ' .

Bally O’Neal laughed outright.

“Before your face or behind your back, girl.
dear, where's the harm in a kiss between a boy and
girl who have known each other all their
Lives?”

My lady deigned no answer. The squire warmed
toghis theme,

¢ Jaith, come to think on’t, Norah is more like
a sister to Patsy than any of his own sisters are.
Empty-fly-aways, the pair of them, with no thought
of anything but pleasuring and dress. If that's
the kind of young lady you want to make of my
little Noral, Doreen, shure, I'm after baving noue
of it, my girlL” |

“There’s a wide difference between a life given
up solely to the pleasures of Socicty and that of a
girl taking her proper place in thé county as
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wmistress of her father's home, as Norah should be
doing in a few years’ time,” said Lady Ashford,
more quietly. ‘' But what chance has she of ever
doing that while you let her run wild with her
brothers and the O’Donnell boy?”

She paused, as the father made no answer.

“I don't deny that she has charm as she is,” her
ladyship resumed, *“and 1 know she is happy now.
But the day will come, Denis, when it will be the
bitter blame she’ll put on you for bringing ber up
to know less than any peasant’s daughter.”

“(Oh, come!” the squire protested at last.

“That’s what it amounts to, Denis,” his sister
insisted. *Why, I've never seen her with a needie
in her hand, unless to sew a bandage on an animal’s
injured foot or something like that. And her
mother’s lace and embroidery “were the pride of
the convent where we were both educated.”

Her voice shook a little now.

“Tf Ler mother had been spared, think you she
would have been the tomboy that she is? You'ro
wronging the girl, Denis O’Neal, and the day is
coming when“you’ll see it with no words of mine.
She'll tell you, and she won't—she never does—
weigh her words.”

O’Neal of Bally-o-Neal got to his feet and walked
over to.the window. His face was working pite-
ously. He knew there was truth in his sister’s
words, but he simply could not think of the old
place without Norah, With unconscicus cruelty
Lady Ashford ran on:—

“There's the (’Donnell girls laughing at her

. ignorance before her face and behind her back,
for Patsy has owned if to me himself, But that
lack of manners isn't the blame of their first-class
English school; and it’&i_ no reason why Miss
O'Neal of Bally-o-Neal should be behind.

“Vou used to have some pride in you, Denis,
but it seems to have gone completely. I suppose
they'll be saying it's beécause. you havew't tho
money. If that's the hinder, boy, dear 1

The squire flushed, and with simple dignity
stayed the offer on her lips.

“The money can be found, Doreen, as if has
been found for the lads. If 1 have failed in my
duty, it's because I didn't realize till this momens
-that she was growing up! She has learned enongh,
by fits and starts, not to be humiliated, go where
she likes, I know nothing of English schools, so
T'lt leave it all to you, Doreen, but don't say
school to me or Norah till it is all arranged.”

Lady Ashford was too highly pleased at having
gained her point to take exception to any con-
dition. She knew that once his word was passed,
there would be no drawing back, however much
the father heart might regret!

So Norah went on her happy, light-hearted way,
while Lady Ashford wrote and received lengthy
letters, arranging all the details of the girl's exile.
Then there came a day when the squire called his
little lass into his own den, put his arm around her,
and held her close.

" “Mavourneen,” he said, and his very accent was
a caress, ‘“‘we've come to a hard bit of the way.
You're growing-up, and your old dad never realized
it, nor thought that the time had come to send you
away to learn the things your mother would have
taught you, if God had spared her to us. We've
found a governess no good. The boys have seen
to that. So'it has got to be school, Norah, my
" owf, and your kind aunt, for sure, has chosen the
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pick of the bunch for vou., You've been crazy
to go over to England, and i

Norah had grown rigid and pale beneath the
tan, But now she put out her hand and gripped
the arm which held her so firmly. ' :

“Daddy, you don’t mean it,” she said in a 4%
strange, mufiled tone. ‘I wanted to go to England
for a holiday, and it didan’t matter if it never fitied
in. But school! Ior what would you send me to
school? To grow like Patsy’s sisters, to feel
shame of the Irish name and blood of me, and to
be after wanting a rich English husband? And
how could 1 live, daddy, dear, away from Bally- 4
o-Neal? Shaure, it’s all a mistake, and w&ll teil
Aunt Doreen not to trouble herself any more!”

“Shure, it's to have you grow like the angel
mother of you, my darling, to teach you how to
il her place that I've made up my mind to it,”
said the squire brokenly. ‘“‘And 1t’s all seitled
that you cross with Aunt Doreen on Monday.
She’'ll take you to London first, and see about
frocks, and show you the sights and all the rest,
and then go to the school with you, just to see you
settled. And it’s the good time you’ll be having
with all the nice’girls, and-—"

“I won't—I won’t!” sobbed Norgh. “I don't
want girls! Tve no use for girls! I just want
you and Patsy and the boys! I don’t want fo
become a fashionable voung lady. But if I've
got to go”’—as her father’s ominous silence struck
a cold chill to her heart-*“it’s the wild, wicked
girl I'll prove myself, so that the English teachers
will be glad to send me back!” j

“You won’t be doing that, mavourneen, puiting
the black shame on your aunt and me,” her father
assured her. ‘“‘And though we don’t want yon
to grow up like Pdtsy’s sisters, it isn’t seemly
that we should give them the chance to put the
shame on him by teasing him about your ignorance,
for he owned as much to your aunt himself.”

“Patsy didn't! Patsy couldn't! Patsy wouldn’t!
Patsy thinks I am all right as I am!” stormed
Norah. )

But to her amazement, though her brothers
protested neisily, Patsy acknowledged that it was
right for her to go. And thus he cut her to the
very guick.

Indeed, in the last hour, no one really satisfied
her but old Biddy. : .

“If it’s bad they are to you, acushla, it's not
for staying yow'll be!” was her Tarewell advice.
“Your old Biddy will always be here, waiting.
And if the squire should be for sending you back,
it’s Biddy who'll stand by you, maveurneen, for,
faith, it’s no school you're; needing to make ve
perfect in old Biddy's eyes!” :

_ Perhaps the squire echoed the”final words in
his heart even while he rebuked them.

“Shure, you mustn’t be putting silly nonsense
into the colleen’s head, Biddy, woman,” he told

Clome along, mavourneen. Barny’s getting im-
patient, and we've little enough time to catch the -
train!” :

So Norah tore herself from Biddy’s arms, kissed
all the servants and her brothers once again, and
sprang to her seat in the jaunting car—to be borne
swiftly to the station by Barny, the pride of the
stables, as if even he did not care that the young
mistress would soon be a heartbroken exile from
Erin and home!
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CHAPTER II. g
Her New Surroundings.

To Norah's great surprise, she enjoyed every
neinute of the journey, while her week’s stay in
. London was simply erowded with pleasure. After
= all, she had a true girl's love for pretty things,
tlmugh it bad never been gratified to any extent,
-and the outfit her aunt provided had all the beauty

of that exquisite simplicity which proclaims to
the understanding a refined taste with no need to
consider the cost.

When Norah first saw herself in her ““best”
costume, she cried aloud in her joy.

“Shure, Aunt Doreen, I never dreamed that blue

. serge could look like that. T detested it! That's
\\hy I wanted the reddishy-purplish thing you
wavted away as if it would bite! TFaith, w;t,h my
hair brushed till it shines like silk, and

tied back with those two great huws, I

look quite the young lady already, and

I beljeve, if Patsy were here, he’d be

afraid to kiss me. Perhaps,’”” musingly,

“'twould be just as well. We never

think nmch of the thing we get too

cheap!’

Lady Ashford smiled, a trifle wist-
fully, After all, she felt o little sad
at the thought that the wild Trish girl
had begun to change into sedateness so
soon!

.But she mneed not have feared,
(‘lothes might help Norah :to look the
new part, but the smiling Jrish eyes of
lier, the happy Irish heart would soon
betray her, to say nothing whatever of
her speech. When they duly reached
the fashionable ladies’ school on the
outskirts of a Midland town, Norah
soon upset the formality of their
reception. '

*“We are delighted to welcome your 7
niece, Lady Ashford, and I am sure she *
will be an aecquisition to Cherryfield
House,” the principal said ih polite
fashivn; Lady Ashford bowed her
acknowledgment of the compiiment;
bus Norah laughed heartily, showing
every one of her beautiful white teeth.

“JFaith, Miss Meredith, you speak
too fast,” she cried. ““It’s the worry
T'll be to you entoirely, for T don’t know
any Society manners, and any educa-

J tion I have I've just picked it up as
I’ve gone along. Ididn’t want to come here at all,
and I vowed I'd make yon glad to send me home

_ again, Shure, now I'm here, and see from the

> smiling eyes of ye that ye aren’t half so stiff and

standgfiish as ye pretend,I’m goingto promise to,try,
and ye couldn’t ask for more than that, mavour-
neen, could ye, now?”

Lady Ashford fairly gasped, and looked around

h< if she wished the floor would open and swallow
her up, But Miss Meredith's carefully-restrained
sense of humour warred with her stern ideas of
discipline, and prevailed. &he could foresee much
trouble with this latest addition to her highly
seleet list of pupils, and half wished she had not
stretehed a point to take in Lady Ashford’s niece,
though 16 was mid-term, and the school full. But
she could also foresee a new spice in life, an end
to the somewhat dreary monotony of it all. So

A

.ask for nothmfr nore.
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she decided to meet Norah on her own ground,
and laughed brightly as she made reply:—

“My dear Norah; if you do your best, T can
1 know you will find it a
littlo difficult to settle down into our regular ways,
and to remember that a mistress must not be
addressed in the free and easy fashion of girl to
girl. But we certainly won't be hard on }-"ou till
vou learn the rules and customs nf the school.
And T think your brother Patsy—

“Shure, now, Miss Meredith, Patsy isn't a
brother, but just the best boy pal any “girl could
have,” brohe in Norah. *Taith, none of our own
boys think I need any education at all. Mike
would rather have had the money for a motor-
bike, and Denis for the new stables we'll never be
able to build,”

“ Stand clea:, boy. I'm going to jump.”

Here Lady Ashford interrupted sharply:—

“Norah, Miss Meredith isn't at all interested in
vour family affairs, and to talk of them in that wayv
iz what no well-brought-up girl would do.”

“Shure, Aunt Doreen, I'll try to remember,”
she whispered. “And must I try to hide that
we're so poor that I never had a tailor-made
costume in my life before? It's going to be harder
for me than I dreamed here, and I'm for thinking
I had better go right back home now before 1
make any more mistakes.”

Obeying some uncontrollable impulse, Miss
Meredith bent and kissed the quivering lips.

“My dear,” she said gently, *“ just be your own,
sweet, natural self, and we shall have very little
fault to find.” And frem' that moment Norah's
passionate devotion belonged to the headmistress
who had never before unbent in such a way.

bty
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Miss Meredith was her calm, dignificd sclie
however. when she took the Irish girl to the big
dining ha!! where the school was at tea.

“This is onr new pupil, Norah OfNeal, girls,”
¢he said. “And as she has never been at school,
ar even in England before, 1 hope yon will all
o your best to make her fecl at home. She will
share your study, Margaret Verney, and sleep in
Dormitory B.” ' ;

Margarct Verney, short, fat, solemn, with big,
innocent babylike blue eyes, rose, and Norah's
beart sank. There wouldn't be much fun in
rooming with a model of deportment such as
Margaret Verney seemed to be. But when the
introduction was duly effected, and place was
made for Norah at Margaret’s table, she was
specdily reassured.

“Now, this is what 1 call serumptious,” giggled
Margaret, digging her elbow into Noral's side.
“Yere crowded out, you know, and I've had to
take a tiny room never meant for a study at all,
and it has been most awfully lonesome. We
w=ually hunt in couples, unlike the high and mighty
Qixth Formers. They've studies like palaces all

_to themsclves. When I knew we were to squeez?
in a new girl, I was fearfully afraid she would be a
goody-goody, but 1 saw vight off you weren't
that.”

A cirl in an iflfitting and dingv brown frock,
wearing her hair drawn fightiy back from her
broad brow, but reaching, in a thick, golden-prewn
plait to her waist, leant across the table and said
to Norah:—

“Unless you arc very fond of hot water,” sheo
caid, “vou will keep that base decerver at aru's-

* fength.”

" “gGhure, I prefer ot water to eold on a frosty
morning,” returned Norah, “and Patsy—one of
‘the boys,” hastily correcting herself, ““told me
that England is a cold, frosty sort of place, enough
to turn warm Irish blood to ice.”

«Qomehow, T don't think it will turn yours.”
said the shabby girl in brown. and smiled, a smile
of wondroug sweetness which completely trans.
formed the over-grave young face. And Norah
smiled in return, some instinet teiling her that
girl's friendship, not lightly given, wourld be well
worth the winning. Later on, she lesrned that
Hazel Nesbit's. mother had been Irish,.and the
motherless girl had therefore a warm corner in her
teart for all who hailed from the little green isle.

1 pever knew Hazel Neshit talk so much to
anyone,” Margaret told Norah after tea. “She's
a queer girl, but true blue. She has rather a
rotten time here;, because she is poor and shabby
and doesn't go in for games. Someone said that
her mother was a distant relative of Miss Meredith,
and that she is kept here cheaply on that account.”

“I'm sure she's nice, and clever, too,” said
Norah. - '

“Clever!
who is in the same street.
nervous at exams, so it’s a chance if she wins
the Masterton, our best scholarship, which means
three vears quite free at Girton. Mabel Warner
is studying hard for it, though she can have Girton
and anything else she fancies for the asking from
her father. 1It's the honour she wants, and. the

Jcasure of beating Hazel, whom she hates”

“VWhy?" asked Norah’

- “Qb, just because Hazel is so clever, and perhaps

There isn't another girl in the school
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a little becanse the kiddiez, who herd in the
schoot-room till they are study-age, adore Haze!
and fight shy of Mabél. Not that she bullics
them. - :

“But, hush, here she comes, making straight
for us.” . T

Norah's lips tightened as she watched the :
approach of the tall, graccful girl, with the clear-cut.
aristocratic features, the cold, prowd  mouth.
and the hard grey eyes which must instantly repel
the warm-hearted Irizh girl.

“I have just been hearing that you are the
Farl of Ashford's niece,” she began in crisp tones.
“His Devonshire place is quite clese to ours, and
my father and le are great friends, so you and 1
must be the same.”

“'m not the Farl of Ashford’s niece. Lady.
Ashford is my aunt. 1 am Miss (’Neal of
Bally.o-Neal!” And Noral’s tone was that of a
orincess of the blood rather than the happy-go-
lucky Irish girl who had gaily proclaimed the
family poverty not an hour before.  “Uncle
Ashford is a dear, but his family was only born
yesterday! An O'Neal has no need to hide under
an Fnglish lord’s wing!”

“Why, of course not!” answered Mabel, anfl her
langh made Norah's blood boil instead of turn to
ice. “I'm sorry I've kurt your lrish pride, which
is no doubt your chief postession. But 1 hope we
shall be good triends all the same, though. of
course, it 1sn't usual for a Sixth Former to chum
up with a new-comer.” ; '

“Phen please do not put yourself about for me.”
eaid Norah, with a haughtiness Lady. Ashford
herself could not have surpassed, and she turned
back to Margaret, in token that the interview
was at an end. o

The Sixth Form girl's face was black with anger
as she walked away, and Margaret looked and gave
voice to her uneasiness. o

“Oh, my dear, you shouldn’t have snubbed hLer
s0,” she said, in breathless tones. “She will hate
you now, and you know a monitor can do you a

ower of mischief when she likes.”

“Shure, she's welcome to try for all 1 care!’
cnid Norah easily. I don't like her, and I'm not
coing to pretend that 1 do. That isn't our Irish
way. What's that bell-for?”

“prep, The kiddies go off to the schoolroom,
the big girls to their studies. We're not supposcd
to stic out of them till nine, unless to go to the
mistress on duty if we need help. Though you
haven't any lessons for {o-pight, you had better
come along. ¥ do hope you will be put in my form.
Tt's much jollier when your study-mate is in the
same form. Miss Meredith usually tries for that,
but, of course, it can't always pan out jnst
so.” :

1

The girls were favourably impressed by the new-
comer, who hadn’t a scrap of side, though she was
Lady Ashford's niece, a fact which had already
lut no org
made any reference to it, and neither did Norah
find it again necessary to mention that she was
Miss O’Neal of Bally.o-Neal! Those new acquaint-
ances were all frank, bealthy-minded schoolgirls.
with but little of Mabel Warner's snobbery, and
Norah's eves were shining when at iength they
rcached the little study at the end of a long
corridor,

“Shure, 1 love them all atready. as if they were
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Trish, Meg,” she said, wasting no time in adopting
the girls usual name for the sedate-looking
Margaret. *‘And it's a jolly little den, though you
wouldn’t have much room to swing a cat, if you
wanted to do anything so silly. Are those empty
shelves all mine? Can I put as many pictures
as I like on the walls? Wouldn't the castle do
nicely just above the mantelshelf? Patsy took it
for me, and Denis made the frame. You'd never
guess from the picture that it's all tumbling to

. pieces.”
E “Why?” asked Meg. _ ! _
“Shure, for the usual Irish reason, me dear,

that there’s no money to patch it up.”

Meg smiled, but made no answer, while Norah
ran on:—

“1What does the window look out to?” skipping
across and drawing aside the blind, “Oh, the
tradesman’s yard! Shure, to think of getting up
and seeing nothing but a tradesman’s yard. But
there’s always some compensation, ag Patsy says.
There’s a nice handy pipe, if you were just dying
to slip out unknown any time.”

Meg drew & long breath.

“ Are you really game for that?” she asked.

“I'm game for anything,” said Norah carelessly,
continuing her tour of inspection, *‘just so long as
it i9 good fun, and noting low down or moui.
The boys and I were regular pight-hawks, and we
never went out by the door. Aunt Doreen was
horriied when she knew we had gone sailing by
moonlight, Denis and Patsy and 1, after all Bally-o-
Neal was asieep. Daddy only laughed, TFaith, I
wos forgetting! One can’t do these things at school.
Jt's the biack shame I would put en daddy and
Aunt Dorcen if I did!” x

“Yes, if you were found out,” said
Meg suggestively, ““DBut I've gone out .
of that window every Friday night since
| came to this study, and I havent
heen caught vet! I’m crazy over cinema
pictures, and at home I-go mnearly
every evening. Bt\lf: Misa Meredith is ;,
a regular back number in heaps of =0
ways, and every picture-house in the .fjr
town i out of bounds. Not even &=—=

mistress dare go, she hates theny so =
much, and that’s what makes it so safe
for me. Mother knows I go, and
doesn’t mind. She is an_emancipated
female;, you know. Father-would have
me jog along oin about sixpence-three-
farthings a week, but mother gives
\ me whatever money I ask for, so I can
«fiord half a-crown for a corner-seat in

. v & box. They keep it for me. T can see
everything without being seen, unless
I choose. If you come along this
- Friday, 1'll stand treat.”

Norah grew red and white by turns.

T hat “mother knows T go” gave quite
“an air of respectability to the weekly
escapade, but, still, she knew that she
was being tempted to do wrong. Sho
thought of all her good resolutions, her
promisc (o Miss Moredith, “and her
father’s grief if she bot into trouble
yight away, but set against it all was
her longing to see a cinemg show.

Nothing had been forbidden her at
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Bally-o-Neal which was attainable. Her father
did not share his sister's prejudices against a
picture-house. Then where could be the harm
in stealing the sweet pleasure so unreasonably
denied ? i

Her head was bent, her hands were moving rest-
lessly amongst the books and papers on the table.
Meg saw that she was tempted sorely, and did not
wart for her to speak. '

“They always run a ripping serial at the Palace,
and there's a new one beginning this week.
They've usually some scrumptious animal pictures
— polar bears last week. They were screamingly
funny. Do you like animal pictures?”

«7 don't know. 1 never saw a cinema picture,”
confessed Norah, :

“What? Ob, but you're having me now! It's
true? Well, you are a back number. Why, the
tiniest kiddie in the First Form would simply shriek
with laughter if you told her that!”

“She won't get the chance,” was the quick,
impulsive reply. :

“Then you'll come,” said Meg ecagerly.

“Qhure and I'll come,” was the prompt reply.
“ And faith, school promises to be good fun, after
all, though I wouldn't own as much to the boys
for the world!” ‘

. CHAPTER III.
A Stolen Visit to the Cinema.
Noran's first week at school more than
reconciled her to her exile, though she had many
moments of bitter home-sickness, She made
many blunders, betroying her ignorance at every
turn. She was so ready to laugh at her- own
mistakes, so pathetically eager to learn the new
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customs and ways, that teachers and girls alike
vied with each other in their anxiety to help her.
She had speedily smiled her way into all hearts
save Mabel Warner's,

Miss Meredith smiled over the reports, but she
was in no special hurry to count Norah amongst
her model pupils.

With so much to interest her, Norah gave scarcely
a thought to the promised adventure for Friday
evening, and Meg made no mention of it till they
were safely in their study and the door shut.

“I slipped up and got our gym shoes,” she said,
““Put them on now, to save time, and get out your
books. We have to wait till Miss Harris has been

round. There’s no risk when she’s on duty. She.

has never been known to enter a study twice in one
night-- unless there’s a noisy rag on.”

Norah flushed a little. Miss Harris was her own
form mistress, who had been kindness itself to her
in those first few days.

“Shure, Meg, 1 don’t just like it,” she began.
“T want the fun, but I wish we could have it open
and above-board.”

“ Tt wouldn’t be half the fun if we did,” retorted

Meg. “And you’re afunny Irish girl to be in favour

of the government. I don’t want to think you are
afraid.” .

“ Afraid, is it, vou dare to say to an O'Neal?”
eried Norah, kicking off her slippers, and grabbing
at the gym shoes. And when Miss Harris looked in
about ten minutes later, both the black head and the
vellow one were bent so closely over their books that
the young mistress smiled knowingly as she closed
the door. Her own schooldays were not very far
back. . woa :

*Some mischief brewing between those two,” she
thought. *It’s the first time I haven’t found them
talking nineteen to the dozen, I-guess I had
better be blind and deaf, however. Our little Irish
girl cannot be out of the need of finding a safety-
valve in some rag or other. Luckily I am on duty,
instead of one of my colleagues who has forgotten
that she ever was young.”

The moment the mistress had passed from that
corridor, Meg, slipped noiselessly across, locked the
door and prepared for flight. |

Once they were safely outside, however, "the
spirit of the adventure fairly gripped Norah. It

. seemed the greatest fun imaginable to dodge along
by back streets, keeping a sharp look-out for a mis-
tress or any acquaintance who might recognize
Mcg and deem it his or her duty to sneal.

- They came in safety to the Palace, where they
drew their hoods more closely round their faces,
Norah's heart was beating in most uncomfortable
fashion while Meg bought the tickets and chaffed

" gaily with the gorgeously-attired man at the foot
of the richly-carpeted stairs.

Meg caught her arm and made her start.

“(ome along. We're just in time. The serial
film is going on in five minutes. I've arranged that
they’'ll keep two seats for us every I'riday, without
any booking fee. They are real sports here. T'll
bet you they wouldn’t do as much at the Olympia.”

In a very few moments Norah had forgotten
everything but the wonder and the joy of witnessing
a thrilling picture drama for the first time. It far
surpassed all her dreams, and the two young meun
who were the only other occupants of the box were’
much more interested in the naive Irish girl than
the film on the screen. - :
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“I can't—oh, Meg, 1 can’t bear to wait till next
Iriday to know what happens!” she said, drawing
a long breath, as the serial film ended, and a come-
dian danced on the stape. -

“I could tell you, but it wonldn't be fair,” said
one of the young men, in quiet, courteous tones, and
Norah turned her smiling Irish eyes upon him.

“Shure, and how could you do that, sir?” she
asked. ‘‘Meg says it is quite new.” =

“Yes, to- Middleton. It's ancient history in
London. And I chanced to write it, while myv
friend here—take a good look at him”—with a
smile—"he looks innocent enough, doesn’t he?—-
well, he acted the villain you wanted to tumblie
head first into the Bally-o-Neal bog.”

Norah’s eyes had grown big with wonder, and
something like awe. This was indeed the adventure
of her life.

“He looks harmless enough there,” she said
hesitatingly, and the two young men laughed.

“She doubts you, all the same, Carlyle!” said
the author. *“I'll stand sponsor for him, though,
Miss 3"

“(’Neal,” said Norah, as he hesitated. ““Norah
O’'Neal. Shure, but how awfully clever you must
both be. 1 never met a real live author before.
How do you think of it all?” _

“My dear child, that is too big a question to
answer here and now, for Charlie Chaplin will be
making his bow to you in a few minutes, and I'll .
have to take a back seat. But we are staying here
for awhile, in search of what we writing folk call
* Jocal colour,” and may have the pleasure of meet-
ing again,” answered Jaek Warner, who was exceed-
ingly fond of “girl kiddies,” and was thinking that
this-was the most charming of: the species he had

T .

‘met for a long time,

As he spoke, his glance fell on the scarf on Meg's
knee. His eyes widencd as he recognized the
Cherryfield School colours. Tor he was Mabel
Wainer's cousin.  She had primly refused his offer
of a box for herself and friends during the run of his
play in Middleton, because picture palaces were out
of bounds. So he straightway jumped at the
truth, and spoke out impetuously, in ** big brother™
tones:— :

“Look here, kiddies, I don't think either my
friend, Carlyle, or I are spoil-sports, but you know
it isn't the thing for girls like you to be out alone
on a Friday evening in an industrial town. Won't
you let us sce you safely home?” )

It would be still less the thing for complele
strangers to see us home,” said Meg. with sudden
primness, even while she was thinking it would be
quite a jolly finish up to the evening if the young
men weren't the sneaky kind. For she had glanced
at the author’s name on the programme, recalled

fortune writing plays for the movies, and straight.
way concluded that he might be good for quite a
Iot of “Dbig brother treats” if luck should let them
be introduced to each other in the conventional®
way.

Jack Warner was just as much a mixture of
impetuousness and shyness as Norah hersell
Meekly accepting the snub, he drew back into the
shadow of the curtains, and did not speak again -
until he glanced at his weist-watch and quietly
remarked:—

“I faney vou will he due at Cherrvlicld House
by nine, girls. Tt is bafly o quarter to.”
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Meg looked at her own watch and paled a little.
She caught Norah’s arm as she jumped up. .

“I say, so it is! It’s too bad, Norah, for this is
a ripping film just beginning. I saw it in town
jast holidays. But we can’t risk being late.”

Slowly, reluctantly, Norah got to her feet. The
author stooped and lifted the Colleen Bawn cloak
which had slipped to the floor. As he put it round
her shoulders he whispered in her ear:—

“Don’t do it again, little lass. Believe me, it
isn't worth it, Andif you have just a tittle patience
we may manage to work it that you will learn “what
happened to Nancy ® in an honest, open way. I
mean to call on Miss Meredith ore of these days
and perhaps convince her ” .

Here Meg gave Norah's arm an impatient tug,
<o that she could not collect her wits for a direct
answer. But she smiled, as only Irish eyes and

]

Jips can smile, so that something new and strange

stirred in the rather self-centred, worldly-minded
yvoung Englishman’s heart. He felt glad, exceed-
ingly glad, that there was absolutely nothing in
this play which those frank, honest
‘young eyes should not see. He suddenly

decided to scrap the greater part of the
play he had begun. There wasn't
anything wrong with it, but, still 3

“Pm going to recast Her Greal
Adveninre, Carlyle,” he. said, quietly.
“I wouldn’t have felt comfortable if
that jolly kiddie had seen it for her first
picture play.” -

Carlyle merely nodded his under-
standing. It wasn’t his first experignce
of what the silent and wholly uncon.
«cious influence of a true-hearted
young girl could do even for a grown
‘mai.

The moment they were outside Meg
allowed her anxiety to show itself.
“We'll have to take the quickest road,
streight down the High Street, and
run for it at that,” she said, but the
next instant caught Norah’s arm and
drew her into the shadow of a doorway.,

“Pon’t Rpea]{,” sbe murmured. ** Who Norah
do you think has come out of the private
door ofsthe fancy-work shop two doors
down but Hazel Nesbit. I wonder if she has a
permit, or if she has broken bounds, too. What
a jolly hold that would be over a monitor if she
has! If only it had been the Warner wretch
instead!”
~ Norah grew hot and cold by turns. The sudden
fear that Hazol might possibly be guilty of the

. same brought with it a realization of the enormity
: of her own offence. '

** She is taking it too
Meg whispered next,
back road, after all.

easily to be out of bounds,”
“We'll require to take the
Some girls might hush it up
for a consideration if they caught wus, but not
azel Nesbit. T never had such rotten luek.”
Norah was still silent, and as they sped home-
wards Meg put that continued silenco down to
fear. That it could be bitter self-shame never
eutered her head. _

Their luck, as Meg put it, was in, after all. They
aot safely over the yard fence, climbed, swiftly as
any boy, up the too-handy water-pipe, raised the
carefully oiled window, and dI‘OI_’ID(‘:d on to their
ctudy floor just 4s the first bell for prayers sbunded.
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“Just gives ue time to get our hreath,” Mey
laughed. “It adds to the fun now that the danger
is over. Where are you going 7" sharply, as Norah
walked straight across to the door and unlocked it.

“To tell Miss Meredith how wicked I've been, and
ask her to punish me at once,” said the puzzling
Tvish gird, “I never felt like a thief in the night
before.”

Again Meg paled, but did not lose her Lead and
‘storm: and rail. ;

“ And where do I come in?”" she asked quietly.
“A Jecture, and perhaps gates for a few weeks,
would be all that you would get, because you are
new and ignerant, but it would spell expulsion
for me. If that is your Irish idea of fair play I'm
not wanting any of it, thank you.”

Norah stiffened where she stood, while the rare
chadew darkened her cyes. She had given no
thought to Meg in the matter. Her one desire was
to be rid of her own burden of guilt through con-
fession and penance. But she could not attain to

it at so great a cost to another.

o % |_".‘. 3 )
I'i_' bg/‘;}, 2 e
forgot everything in witnessing a picture
drama for the first time.

“Shure, T never thought of that, Meg,” she said
slowly. * Of course I cannot get you into a scrape.
Perhaps the misery of holding my peace is meant
to be my punishment.” g '

Tt was Meg’s turn to remain silent. The working
of the girl’s mind was beyond her understanding. .

But she was still anxious in ease Mabel Warner's
cousin would give them away. Yet she slept the
sound sleep of the just, for all that. Norah alone
tossed restlessly on her pillow, and watered it
with bitter tears of sclf-shame for the first time in
all her life.

She was a little late next morning. - The whole
staff was already assembled when she entered the
big schoolroom, where the day was commenced
with prayers. Miss Meredith looked unusually
grave. There was a subdued fecling of excitement
in the air. -

“There's. something up,” Meg whispered, &3
Norah slipped into her usual place. “I don't
think we're in, but vou never can tell. Mabel
Warner’s cousin might have given us away, though
it isn’t likely.” . ;
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She climbed swiftly as any boy up the
too-handy water pipe.

Norah did not really grasp the last words, Had
they been seen, after all? Would she be sorry or
giad? Neither Mag nor she joined as carnestly in
the morning's devotions as they should have
done.. .

The brief service over, Miss Meredith remained

at her desk, and did not utter the usual word of

dismissal. :

“Sit down, girls,” she said very quictly, but there
vwaz that in her tone which brought instant stillness
on the most reztless gir! there. “I have something
very serious to eommunicate to you. Yesterday,
some time between half-past eight and nine, a
pouad note and ten shillings in silver were removed
from the table in the games secretary’s study, and
while Ruth Laird is to be blamed for leaving her
room to visit another study, and especially so for
Jeaving the money lying there openly, that does
not lessensthe guilt of the girl who took it.”

She paused, because a sudden lump in her
throat had choked her utterance, and her voice
was not quite steady when she resumed:—

“I am sorry to say that there is no doubt that
the guilty person is one of our senior girls. I shall
be in my private room until ten o’clock, and [
trust that the guilty girl will come there and
confess, thus justifying miy hope that she yielded
to a sadden temptation, and has already repented.
That is all, meanwhile, girls. Dismiss!” -

But as she turned to leave the dais, Mabel
Warner jumped to her feet.

 Miss Meredith, I know who stole the money!”
she cried, in breathless haste. “I didn't think
anything about it at the time, but 1 went along
to the hockey captain’s study about a quarter to
uine, after my prep was finished, and just as 1
was opening her door, T looked-back along the
vorvidor, and saw Hazel Nesbit coming out of
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Ruth Lamb's study., She glanced up and down,
in a queer, furtive sort of way, though it didu’t
strike me as such at the time!”

“Mabel ——" the headmistress began; but the
girl ran on, unheeding:-— _
“But something clse did strike me as strange, &
knowing that Hazel never has—I know it sounds
mean, but it's true, all the same, for we all knoy
it—that she has, scarcely any money at any time
but just after prayers, when we senior girls were
chatting together before going upstairs, I chanced
to glance round, and she was standing over by
the corner window, looking into her purse, in a
aloating sort of way. I strolled over, and before she
could shutit, I caught sight of a bank note. What
[ would like to know is where she got that

money 7"

“Mabel, T am deeply ashamed of you,” Mis3
Veredith said sternly,  *“I did not ask for evidence,
real or circumstantial, as yet! When you have
offered it in this way, Hazel must have a chance
to refute it, Where were vou at a quarter to nine
last night, Hazel?”’

“T was in the town, Miss Meredith. with vour
special permit,” she answered very quietly, thongh
the cowardly attack had sent the last vestige of °
colour from her face. *“With your permission, 1
prefer not to say in what part of the town, or
what took me there.”

“But vou must say!” cried her enemy hysteric-
ally, as she saw her whole wicked plot in danger
of destruction. ““She had aniple time to be back,
as I know she was. Who let her in, and
when?” :

Then silence for a tense moment, while every
girl and mistress seemed to hold her breath.

“ forgot to tell Mary that I was going out,”
Hazel answered at last, and her voice shook a
little now. “1I rang our bell two or three times,
but got no answer. So 1 walked round to the
private door. When I found it was not locked, I
simply walked in. The first bell for prayers weunt
immediately, and I did not go upstairs at ail,
but left my hat and coat in the senior cloak-
room,” ' ,

“I thought as much!” jeered Mabel Warner.
“That is how vou came in, no doubt, but at least
fifteen minutes hefore the first bell!”

The next instant, Norah was on her” feet, her
eyes ablaze, )

“Qh, the bad. wicked heart of ye!™ she cried
passionately. “Shure, Miss Meredith, it's all a
made-up story, because she hates Hazel for being
80 much more pretty and clever and kind than she

is! I know where Hazel was at a quarter to nine,

"

and-——

A band gripped her arm and dragged her back
to her seat.

“Hold your tongue, you little fool!” Meg hissed.
“Hazel will clear herself without you ruming .
vourself and me!”

But every eye was turned to the Trish girl nc
and Miss Meredith was opening her sternly-
lips to speak.

. (T0 he continued.)

See Next Week’s
Thrilling Instalment,
" and read how Norah
got out of the serape.
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Send Her Photograph and Win 5s.

Have you ever tried your ’prentice hand at
editing a home or school magazine? I have scen
come of these efforts, and they were very amusing
and most creditable to the youthful journalist.

Perbhps you have just such a production at
your school. If so, will you post me a copy, and
T shall publish a list of these, possibly a criticism
or a quotation. 1If any of you care to send me a
short paragraph about your sports and games
with rival school teams. with a photograph of the
winners, I shall suitably reward the sender.

Some of you who attend council schools may..

neither possess a magazine nor sports teams, and
are thinking you have no chance of contributing to
this page and so gaining publicity for your teacher
or chums, but I've thought of all that, and would

like' to make vet another suggestion, for 1 wish- . AT
¥ e - that you may feel you have a very special interest

this page to be one of the best in the paper.

THE BELOVED PRIZE.

In many schools a prize is offered yearly by the
headmaster or headmistress for the pupil who is
voted the best all.round girl. Sometimes it -is
called The Beloved Prize. Now, if you wiltsend
me the photograph of the most popular girl—
not the prettiest or the eleverest—in your school,
or anyone who within the last year has won such

WHO IS THE MOST POPULAR GIRL IN YOUR SCHOOL?

an honour, I shall award the sender of all photo-
graphs published a prize of Js.,, which she can
divide with her hercine if she has a mind
to. : ; e

Al photographs must be accompanied by a
coupon cut from the cover of this paper, and they
must bear the names and addresses of the girl
photcographed and the chum who sends it, and
should reach this office within ten days of the
date of publication. e

Now put your best foot foremost, and Jet’s sce
which school will be the rst to carry off the
honour and the prize. ) ‘

BUDDING WRITERS AND ARTISTS.

As I mentioned in my editorial letter, T shail
also be delighted to consider carefully for publica-
tion and paymeht any short stories, verses, jokes
or sketches you may send from time to time, so

in this particular page, _

Many of you dream dreams, and see visions, just
like older foll:, but you are too shy to show your
inmost thoughts on paper to the home cirele.
You think they would either be over critical or
perhaps too indulgent in their praise, and you
would rather have an independent adviser. Isn't
that so? Well, then, send them to me and I'll
pass judgment. :

GRAMMAR IN RHYME,
¥very grammarian should commit to memory

the following easy lines, and then she need never
mistake a part of speech:—

Three little words you often see

Are Atticles—A, An and The.

A Noun is the name of anything,

As School, or Garden, Hoop or Swing,

Adjectives tell the kind of Noun,

As Great, or Small, Pretty, White or- Brown.

Instead of Nouns, the Pronouns stand—

Her Hair, His Face, Your Arm, My Hand.

Verbs tell of something being done—

To Read, Count, Laugh, Sing, Jump or Run.

How things are done the Adverbs tell,

As Slowly, Quickly, 111 or Well.

(onjunctions join the words together,

As men and women, wind ¢nd weather.

The Preposition stands before

A Noun, as In or Through a door.

The Interjection shows surprise,

As Oh! bow pretty; Ah! bow wise.

The whole ara called nine parts of “-Ip?&?h

Which reading, writing, speaking teach.

9D @
% . ; :
D BEAUTIFUL GIRLS @
D ' i
D Beautiful faces never wear .
499 The lovk cf hale or selfish care. (;f}
( [y
t@ . Beautiful eyes should ever show E‘%
e The kindly thoughts that dwell below, @j
?;— Beautiful tips have words of love %
¢ For all below and all above. =/
& O
& Beautiful hands no work »will do @
iss That is not carnest, good and lrice. )
tg) ) L of g o - ‘(D
% Beautiful feet with gladness go &
‘6‘—9 On helpful crrands to and fro. &
o) Béautiful shoulders cver bear &
‘g_"‘j Of someone’s daily cross ¢ share. C_"Gg
‘ j’j Beautiful souls are those that shine %)
%) Filled with the love we call divine. &

&



The Schoolgirl

W hat Shall e Play?

the

erossedd
Atlantie, is' sufficiently interesting and amusing
to be adopted as a means of entertainment at tea
parties, or for a round indoor game any evening. *

An American idea, which has

The competition requires little preparation,
Each guest is provided with a pencil and card on
which is written a list of questions, the answers
of which are to be found in feminine names, or
the questions may be read out at intervals of two
minutes by the hoatess, and the guests could write
their replies.

On the conclusion of the game, the correct
solutions are called out, each girl checks off those
on her list which mrr(,spond and prizes are pre
sented to those having the greatest number
correct.

Much es your Editor would like it, she cannot
invite you all to tea, so it occurred to her that
the next best thing was to announce this Girls'
hames Compf*t:twn, and give lots of prizes.

1. What would an army do if it found a river
i too deep to ford?
. An admirable quality in women?
. . How to write a posteript?
A gem?
A favourite opera?
Suuwtlxing a littlc girl likes (o possess?
Most prominent of Easttr flowers?
A virtue?
. A little valley?
. Two consecutive letters of the alphabet in
transposed order.
. A mark of punctuation?
‘The cry of a horse?
. One of Rider Haggard’s novels?
. Reads the same backwards and forwards?
. A poetical measure?
. An accessory to Japancse attire?
. Name of a battlefield?
. Name of a -beautiful lake?
What a bicycle an(l a muffin man have in
common ?
, Title of one of 'l‘enuvsonw poems?
21, A city in Ttaly?
92, A suitable name for a lawyer's wife.
93. A suitable name for an accountant’s wife,
24, A suitable name for a musician’s wife,
25, A suitable name for a porter’s wife,
26. A suitable name for a farmer’s wife.
Zi. A suitable name for a gambler's wife.
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A GIRLS NAMES

Here’s Your Chance!

FIRST PRIZE : Lovely Silk
Jumper ( any colour).

Thirty Prizes of Bead Necklaces, Perfume.
Brooches, Gem-set Pendants, gtc.
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28. A suitable name for a fisherman's wife.
29, A suitable name for an auctioneer’s wife,
30, A suitable name for an astronomer’s wife.

("ut out this page and enclose it with a ecard or
sheet of paper on which you have written and
numbered your replies, with your name and
address most distinetly. You can send in as manv
solutions as vou like, but each must have a coupen
attuched.

Mothers, sisters, cousins and aunts may com-
pete, too.

Mark ** Competition " on left-hand corner of tle
cnvelope, and send in By March 6th iu the Editor,
SHCHOOLATRL, 11, (-ulwh Square, E.C.

CAN YOU TELL ME?

How do bees dispose of their honey?-
cell it.

Why is a member of parliament like a shrimp 9—
Because he has M.P. at the end of his name.

How many peas are in a pint?—One P,
_ “ hat is most like a cat’s tail?—Another cat 3

-Tho_}

“]I.d.t three letters turn a girl mto a woman ?—
A-G—5.

What island is nearest heaven?—The Isle of

Skye.
What is that which is alw ays invisible, yet never
out of sight?—The letter i in invisible, %

A FIRE PICTURE.

Tf you would like to draw a picture with fir
here 13 the best way to set about it.

Prepare a strong solution of saltpetu‘ and water:
Use this instead of ink, a small paint brush instea:l
of a pen, and draw on a sheet of paper what yon
please. After the paper is dry, light a line in the
~drawing. The fire willvkeep to the lines you have
miade with the saltpetre, and thus you will have A
_ the figure sketched out in fire. This -must he :
" done very earefully, in case of accident.
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The queen stopped swinging by her beak on the
topmost bough of her throne, snd nodded pleasantly
to Rophie. '.

“Speak up,” whispered the grey pgerot.

“Please, Your Majesty,” began Sophie, “why
mugtn‘t the parrots talk when they come to our
land ?”

“ Becayse,” said the queen, “they 3z¢ oply sont
to your land when they are naughty. (ne parrot
was sent to-day. He was vain, 8o we could Rot keep
kim here. Bat fo-morrow buyou will find him at
theZoo,wgsx _'_.‘YP_'!’" _

“Qh!” exclajmed Sophie. “And what about
the ones that say ‘ Good morning * or * Thank

o ? ?I, h

“Those are birds that were rude. They are sent
away to learn manners, and they have to keep on
saying ‘Thank you,” don’t you seel”

“Yes, 1 see,” said Sophie. ** And,” she whispered,
looking at the grey bird beside her, with its head

bowed before the queen, * what about the ones that

can’t talk?”
“(Oh!” said the queen. *Those are the ones that
did rot quite tell the truth. Told little fibs, you
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know-—things they knew were not quite true.”

- *“And aren’t they ever allowed fo come back?”

asked Sophie. :
“Oh, they all come tack,” cried the queen.

“When you think they die. it really means thab

they are forgiven and are called back here. And

now, I think you should go back to Auntie Jane,”

* ¥ ¥* ik & * *

“Why, Sopbie!” A woice spoke in Sophie’s ear.
She looked royad. ; Fhe queen and had all
vanished and she was back in the Parrot House in
the Zoo, standing before the grey pagrot’s cage.

“Why, Sophie,” said her aypt, “are you still
looking at that parrot? Has he said * Geod
morning ~ again?” '

“Qb, auntie!” exclaimed Sophie. “I've had
such a lovely adventure. I’ll tell you all about it.
But first of all, I want to tell you that 1 do mot
think he said ¢ Good morning.’ 1 think it was a
little noise in his throat.”

“Perhaps it was, dear,” sa‘d Auntie Jane.

And the grey parrot looked very hard at Sophie,
and winked one eyc.

—
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4 .—Fortunately a lot of big policemen on the platform looked after the travellers.
After a terrific struggle, the policemen managed to conduct the pets to a large motor-

bus, labelled ‘ Private,” which was waiting to take them to the theatre. It was a
tight squeeze, especially as Trunky Elephant took up nearly half the bus.

5. A triumphant procession trooped proudly up the grand staircase. Uncle Jack
led the way, followed by Piggy-wiggy Porker, who was quite out of breath when he
and the others took their seats in the grand circle. Uncle Jack was determined that
his pets should have a fine time, so he had booked seats in the front row for all of them.

& /
&

’

! AN w7
3 " ('h i
c % I M
c“:%/,// " :
- 6+—Sharpy Porcupine, being rather small, had been provided with a tall stool all
to himself. In addition to those pets already mentioned were Leggy Stork, Shaggy
Lion, Stripey Tiger and Spot Terrier, who barked with delight as the curtain went up.

Seyveral of Uncle Jack’s pets had been very naughty, and so had been left behind.

(Next week You will hear all ahout Their Lovely Time in the Theatre.)
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Schocl was over for the day, and Evelyn and
Doris raced each other across the barrack square
and down to the married quarters, which was their
home. “ Beat you in!” cred Daris, who generally
WO TACCH, t»housh she was only ten and E\;elyn.
twelve.

“Never mind, I'll win to-morrow,” laughed her
sister, and pushed open the-door. A lovely savoury
smell greeted them, and Mrs, Smith, bending over
the fire as she watched a sizzling {rying pan, gave
a joily laugh as they came in, -

““Ham and eggs for tea to-night,” she said. “It’s
a:special treat, and I'll give you three guesses why.”

The chjldren flung their satchels on the sofa and
ran to wash their inky hands—a strict rule in the
Smith household—before they sat down to the tea-

table. 3

“T'll have the first guess, as 1'm the eldest,” saud
Evelyn. “It’s a letter from dad.” :

“Mrs. Sonth’s eyes twinkled, * Yes and no,” she
1'(:1;]3_(3.:!, “You're warm, but not }I(}t, Evie?

“Dad has sent me that Egypt beetle
he talked about in his last letter,” broke
in Doris.™ _

““QOh, no; you're quite cold,” said
her mother. ‘“‘Now, who's going to
have the last guess?”

"'he two children both spoke at the
same time. ‘He's sent you-s present,”
and “He's coming home on leave” was
the simultaneous ery.

Mrs. Smith laughed. “You are a
couple of duffers,” she said, ‘“No, it’s
better than any of those. There’s a
family boat going next week, and a
few of the wives on the strength are
going out by it to Egypt, and we're
among the lucky ones.”

“There .was a chorus of excitement
then, . which you should just . have
heard. Doris spilt her tea, and Evelyn
clapped her hands so loudiy that old
Polly, the parrot, looked over the top
- of her cage with a most scornful expres- i
sion, saying, ‘‘Sich a goings-on:—sich i
a goings-on,” which was a remark she
only made when she was really annoyed
with the family.
© Mrs. Smith was overwhelmed with
questions. What was Kgypt like?
(‘ould they take Polly? Did she suppose
Polly would like Egypt? Were they
soing fo live in tents, or would they
he in barracks s at home? And so
on, till Mrs. Smith laughingly threatened

to pack them all off to bed if they Doris clutched an old tin box, audEvelyn held

asked another question,
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‘Ghe . Adventures of &velyn
in Ggypt.

By E. CHIVERS DAVIES.

Directly tea was over and the tea-things cleared
away, Evelyn fetched out her atlas, and she and
Doris pored over it till bedtime, making up the
most wonderful imaginary journey, so that their
mother declared it would take them at least’ six
months to get to dad if they wanted to see all
these places on the way.

Mrs. Smith, though she fook the news rore
quictly than the children, was really just as excited,
for it was over a year since Sergeant Smith and
two companies of the regiment had sailed for
Egypt, and at that time it had not been possible
for wives and families to accompany them. .

Evelyn and Doris had heen born in India while
the regiment was stationed there, but they had
heen brought home when they were both stil} too
little to remember anything about the country,
and neither of them had been far from Edinburgh,
which was their first home station till the war

broke out. The regiment was now.in York, and .

the grey old cathedral city was really.more “hne”

(l

o Polly’s cage,

L4
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to the children than any other town they could
remember, : ;

Mrs. Smith was a soldier’s daughter herself, and
she liked the chance of change which regimental
‘moves afforded her, so she had been much dis-
appointed when there had seemed no possibility
of going with her husband to Egypt. Therefore,
though the next week was so full of bustle and work
that both Mrs. Smith and the chiidren got very
tired, they were all as happy as larks,

Mrs. Smith, as she often said, was ‘an “old
campaigner,” and it was wonderful to see the
amount of things which she managed to stow away
into boxes and bundles. Tvery day Doris and
Evelyn would bring fresh treasures which *“ couldn’t
possibly be left behind,” and even when-it looked
absolutely hopeless to find another inch of space,
Ars. Smith would say cheerilv: “What, must |
find roem for any more of your rubbish?” and
pack the “rubbish™ as carcfully away inio some
corner or other as if it had been fine china.

They were all so busy that the week which
elapsed before the Zenobia was to sail simply flew,
and at last the morning dawned which was to see
them start from York. They had to be up with
the dawn, for the train left very early, and, almost
too excited even to eat any breakfast, the two
children sat with hats and coats on, Doris elutching
an old tin hat-box that held things they were
likely to need on the voyage, and Evelyn holding
the cage where a most irate Polly sat, quite in-
dignant at being sewn up in white cotton with just
2 little ventilation hole out of which she could
peey if she liked at the top.

“Now were really going,” said Evelyn, de.

lightedly, as the irain ioved off, ** Good-byc, old
York., You will be still here when we come back,
but we're going to Egypt”’; and from the depths
uf ker shrouded cage Polly poked an Inquisitive
head and echoed “Good-bye-ce,” which she had
picked up from a drummer boy during the war.

1t was a very long journey down to Southampton.
aud the children got very tired and rather cross by
the time they reached their journey's end. All
arrangements had been made to take them down
to the docks, where the Zenobi/a was waiting. She
looked a very small ship, berthed as she was between
two iuuch bigger Hners, and the children were sadly
disappointed. '

“Why, mother, that ship will never be big
enough to take.us all on board—not with the
Inggage,” exclaimed Evelyn, in a disappointed
sort of voice. But Mrs. Smith only laughed.

“You wait a bit,” she said. “You'll see we'll
all be as snug and comfortable as can be in half
an hour,” and in her usual capable way she sorted
the luggage out and spoke a friendly word with
the quartermaster.sergeant, who was goiug about
with a list on a piece of paper. Doris, a little
bewildered by the lights and confusion, clung to
¥ivelyn's hand, and Evelyn, followed close on her
mother’s heels, w.nt down the companion-way and
along a marrow corridor, with doors on cither side,
to the cabin which had been allotted to then.
They were to share it with the farrier-sergeant’s
wife and her two little children, but the Smiths
~were first on the scene, and Mrs. Smith, taking
advantage of the empty cabin, set to work at once
to arrange their belongings so as to take up as
little room as possible. :

“"Youll have to be ncat and orderly here,
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Evelyn,” she said.  “For there'll be little enough
space when we all get in, and you, Doris, stop
jumping up and down and come and unpack your
bag. Then, when you've helped me to put th's
place to rights, you shall have your supper and get
to bed—theére’ll be plenty of time to see the ship
in the next fertnight, and they’ll not want a pack
of children running about $ill we're off.”

The children presently had the cabin all fixed
up, with everything so placed that they could get
at it easily. and nothing in the way. Mrs, Gregery,
who came in with her little Ivy and Baby Jim,
exclaimed when she saw them all working away as
husdy as bees. “Well, my word, Mrs. Smith,” she
said. “Inever saw anyone who lost less time than
you do! TIl have to he getting my things ou:
if Jim will let me, but he’s so tired out, poor lamb
and Ivy's erying for her supper.”

Evelyn took hold of weary little Ivy's hand.
“We'll take her to supper,” she said eagerly.
“Won’t we, mother, and then Mrs. Gregory can
get Baby Jim to bed ?” .

Just then a big bell rang, and the steward
walked down the corridors telling everybody that
supper was ready. It was immensely exciting
cating supper in the ship’s saloon, with a glimpse
through the port Loles of the lights of the docks,
and the shining dark water lapping all around.

What a change it was to wake up and look out,
not from your familiar bedrcom window, but
out of a round porthole on tossing grey waves!
It wasn’t a bit casy, either, to get dressed in such
close quarters, and the three children ceme very
near guarrelling once or twice as Ivy's boots got
mixed up with Doris’ and Evelyn's hair-brush
had somehow walked across the cabin and slipped
under Mrs. Gregory's berth. . :

However, at last they were washed and dressed,
and after breakfast they began exploring the ship.
It was rather cold, with a fresh breeze blowing.
and as the ship got out into open sea she bezan to
roll a little, which made it difficult to walk
properly, and they had “balancing matches™
with three or four other children, which meant
seeing who could walk from one end of the narrow
cotridors down below, without touching the brass
rail either side to steady themselves.  Hardlv
anybody managed it, and mcst of them got a
tumble or two in the course of the morning, but
it was great fun all the same, and the dinner-beli
sent them all trooping in as hungry as hunters.

Alas! before the day was over the rolling of the
great ship grew worse, and both Doris and Evelyn
though they had been rather inclined to he
“hoasty” about- their *“‘sea legs”—were only too
glad to creep into their little beds, and be tucked
up by Mrs. Smith, who was an excellent sailor.

She was very much relieved when_ first Evelyn.
and then Doris, began to take an interest in food

and gomes again, and not to mind how much the -

ship bounced up and down on the big waves. °

They had their first peep at Gibralter, which =

leoked, as Doris said: *Just like a big rock lion
lving down,” and they saw the sun rise and make
the brown rocks all pinky red. And once in the
Mediterrancan the weather was lovely, with blue
skieg and a bright blue seca, that Evelyn said
reminded her ¢f Reckitts’ Blue l—whick was net
a very poetical comparizon,

The two children were general favourites, for
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they were jolly little people, always ready to take
patt ineany games that were going onm, playing
fair and never minding if they didn’t always win,

_and very kind to the tiny tots on board, who did
net find it casy to amusé themselves as the older

enes did.

One morning Evelyn ran up to her mother, in a
siate of cxcitement. ‘Oh, mother,” she cried,
“do you know to-morrow morning we shall be at
Malta, and we'te going to stop the whole day to
get some more coal. Do you think we could go
ashore?” : -

Of course, Mrs, Smith said Yes, for she hersgelf
had never been to Malta, and it was a chance 0o
good to miss. So she put out fresh cotton frocks
for the two girls, and the next morning they all
looked very gay and summer-like 28 they went
Jown the ship’s ladder into the little boats thab
were waiting to take them into the port.

There on the quay, who should be waiting . for

them but Mrs., Gregory's brother, who was a

petty officer in one of the warships lying in Valetta
harbour,

“Well, if this isn't luck!” said Mrs. Smith.
“Now we shall see the sights properly!” And s0
they did, for Mrs. Gregory's brother took them
everywhere—to the governor's palace, full of fine
old armour, pictures and tapestries, where they
heard wonderful stories of the stormy past of
Malta from the guide; to the Chapel of Bones,
where the martyred victims of the great massacre
were laid; through the guaint old street connected
by long flights of stone steps, where they saw
herds of goata being driven from bouse to house

to he milked on the doorstep.as the people wanted,

and horses with gay high-peaked leather saddles
and\ bright woollen tasscls bobbing In every
dirootion. They admired the Maltese ladies, with
their curious hood-cloaks made of black silk and
stiffened with wire, so that it stands out Like a
ship in full sail on one side.
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As the midday sun was really too hot to make
any more walking about enjoyable, they all piled

into two little carriages with awnings to keep the

heat off their heads, and drove right out of the

town to some beautiful gardens full of the most
lovely flowers, where for the first time the children
saw oranges growing. Alfogether it was such a
lovely day, that if it hadu’t been for the prospect
of seeing dad and Alexandria, I believe the Smith
children would quite have liked to stop several
days in Malta. But, of course, that wasn't at all
pessible, and as the sunset gun went off from the
forts at Valetta, the Zenobia steamed cut of tha
%xrimur, and was once more on her way to Egypt.

The Zenobia came into Alexandria harbour at
midday, and all the children were eagerly lining

Evelyn and Doris hung

over the deck-rail and

gazed on the mrinarets
of Alexandria.

the sides of the ship expecting every moment to
be allowed to land. They forgot that a big ship
cannot go straight into port without satisfying
certain regulations, and they were very disappointed
when they were told that they would have to wait
until the port doctors had heen to see that nobody
wag ill. Presently the little motor jaunch came
pufing out, and everybody gazed eagerly at the
brown-faced Egyptian crew who were ratber
disappointingly dressed in uniform, with only
their red fez to mark them out from ordinary
Europeans. Hewever, when the doctor’s visit
was over and the pilot came alongside to take them
in, they found his crew much more interesting to
look at, for they were dressed in what the children
described as ‘ dressing-gowns” of gaily-striped
stuff, and one had a gorgeous turban wound round
his head instead cf a fez, a “tarbrush,” as they
learned to call it. .

Evelyn and Doris hung over the deck rail and

=
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gazed over to the flat-roofed buildings and tall was sewn round again, as Mrs. Smith was afraid
minarets of Alexandria. she would make too much noise going throigh tho
“ Look,. Doris,” said Evelyn, who, as the eldest, street if she could see completely out. So oniy
rather prided herself on heing able to give informa- the top of her smooth grey head was visible, and
tion to her ten-year-old sister. ‘Those tall spir:- she was muttering and chittering away to herseif
looking things are minarets, and they belong to at the hottom of her cage, repeating over and
the Egyptian people’s churches—those are the over again: “Naughty Poll—poor Poll--Polly ’
churches, the round, fat buildings by the sid> wasn't naughty Poll,” like a gramophone record
And dad says this city is a thousand vears old that has gone wrong. 4
and more, though it was all burnt down once in a As the boat drew alongside the quay everyone ' :
bad fire—worse than the Great Fire of London”— crowded to the side, cagerly scanning the faces of  +
which” the “children had just heen learning about the people on the dockside, and waving their
in history lessons at home. *“ And there’s a big hands excitedly as soon as they found a familar
inuseum with mummies—dried dead yeople, you: fizure.
know, lnoking just like they used to look, because ~ “Look, Doris! look, Evelyn! there’s dad!™
they've all been preserved in spices—and some of eried Mrs, Smith, as excited as a schoolgirl, for she
them are thousands of years old too.” had heen the first to catch a glimpse of Sergeant
Doris, however, was not particularly interested Smith’s tall form among the mass of khaki uniforms
in mummies or museams—she never was, thongh on the quay. '
Lvelyn really liked history and pictures. Boris  “So it is—there he is—wave, Doris,” cried
much preferred “alive things,” as she called them, Evelyn, jumping up and down eagerly, and calling
aad her inquiry was: *Will there be camels at at thetop of her voice: “ Here we ark, dad—hotter
Alexandria? Dad said there were in Cairo.” Jate than never.” There wasa few minutes hurly-
Evelyn wasn’t sure.  “T don’t think, somehow, burly, and the children had to control their impa-
Alexandria  will he wild e:n‘urg}u for them. I tience unti! the officers had collected their men and
expect they're only for the desert. But I know marched them off. before they could get at their
there’s a Zoo here, don’t you remember dad said father. Then the ship was invaded by Egyptian
so in one of his letters? And there's a big one in porters dressed in all colours of the rainbow, little
(airo, so 1 hope we go there some time. I expect boys selling oranges and Turkish delight, running
dad will take us everywhere when he gets a day in and out on bare brown fect.. Baguage was being
or two's leave.” coltected, officers’ servants seemed afraid to
“I wonder how Toby is,” said Doris, Toby was take charge of their belongings, there was noise
their father’s little dog, who had gonc out with him and bustle and the shouting of orders in strange
en the treopship,  “T expect he'll have forgotten  tonguos—it all seemed like' a dream that Doris
all about us, though T don’t suppose he’H have and Evelyn could hardly realize it when they
forgotten Polly.” The two children giggled as found themselves packed tightly into a “gharry "
they romombered how Toby, whu was a fricudly a little Yictoria cab—-with their father and mothear,
and inquisitive little chap. had put his face inside an excited Polly, and all the Iuggage, driving out
Polly’s cage one day to try to find ouf what the of the dock gates thrdugh the narrow, twisting
queer beast was that made such queer sounds, strects crowded with people of all nationalities
and cried “meow” and “me-e-clk” when there which lead in®o the town.
wags ncither a cat nor the milkman ahout.  Cnfor- “Well, and what sort of a voyage did you have ?”
tunately, Polly hadn’t at all appreciated his inquisi- asked their father. **Of course, you weren't
tiveness, and she had given him a great tweak sea-sick,” with a laughing side glance at their
with her sharp heak, so that for the rest of the day mother.
Toby had gone about rubbing his poor sore nose  *“Yes we were,” confessed Evelyn. “We were
with first one paw and then the other, as if he both iil, and then we got better and it was 10\'61}-‘“.“
couldn’t make out what was the matter. “ And we saw oranges growing in some gardens,”
Polly had enjoyed the voyage. Her cage had chimed in Doris, “and we drove out there in a
Lecn hung up by the cook’s special request outside  little carriage like this, only nicer, and it had a
his galley, as he called the neat little kitchen hood over the top.”
where be worked, and that, just pleased Polly, who  “And Polly loved it, and she’s learned ever so
was of a sociable disposition and loved bustle and many new words, and why didn’t Toby come
commotion. All the sailors had made a great with you?” broke in Evelyn again. '
pet of her, and of course, she was well known to”  Their father laughed. ““Oue at a time. kiddies,”
allthe regiment so everyone that passed the galley he said.  “T'm nearly deafened. Look, there ave
had a word with Polly and tried to teach her to the native bazaars, I'Il bring you down here
say new sentences. shopping someiimes, all of you, but you're never
She had a comical way of hanging up to her cage to come here alone.”  And they all gazed out
when the ship rolled, with a look out of the corner eagerly at the narrow streets and lines of little
of her eyes, saving in a sepulchral voice: *“Oh, booths with brown-faced men sitting beside them 3
lor—now she goes—up she comes,” very slowly, ready to sell their wares.
as the ship went this way and that, which used  One street was full of nothing but shoe-shops
to send the crew into fits of laughter. Polly- and there were rows and rows of coloured leather
thoroughly enjoyed being the centre of attraction, slippers hanging on strings outside the door.
and Mrs. Swith said she was afraid the bird would - Another street was full of a noisy “tap-tap”—
find life very dull when she had to go back to ‘‘chipk-chink,” and here were men beating out
Lhome Jifo again. brass into flat trays to hold coffee-cups, or working
Fvelyn was holding Polly’s cage, which had had the pattern into a big brass bowl or water-jug.
the sacking removed after they got on the ship, Another street was the leather-workers' street,
but which once more, to the bird's great disgust, and here weve saddlers, and leather bags nad

.
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pouches of all shapes and sizes
being actually made in the open
air, before the children’s delighted
eyes.

“It's like Chu Chin Chow,”
xclaimed Kvelyn, who had been
en to see that piece at the
dheatre on the only visit she had
>eéver made to London; and this
made her father laugh, for, as he
told her, they had copied Chu
Chin Chow from the Xast and
not the East from Chu Chin
Chow!

“Why, kiddie,” he said,
“they’'ve been making slippers
and brass trays and earthenware
pots—Ilook over there—there’s
a potter working his wheel now
—-like that in the strest for hun-
dreds of years,”and 1 don’t
sappose  they've altered the °
pattern much in all that time.”

Doris was specially fascinated
Ly the potter who sat working
a troadic with his foot which mado
his wheel go round, while with his
hands, he shaped the clay; and
she ‘would have liked to stop and
watch him working, but the
little "gharry was moving too
quickly, and soon they were in
wite European- looking streets
with fashionable ‘shops and
tfamms running down the middle and Fronch
signs over the shop fronts. “You’'ll have to learn
to *parlez-vous’, here, miss,” said her father to
Kvelyn jokingly as be noticed her spelling out
one uf the names, “ Thore’s lots of French people
here and Greeks, and they speak as much French
23 their own language, and so do a lot of the
Gyppies.” o _ '

T8, Smith lwughed, and said English was good
enough for her; .but Evelyn thought it would be
rather fun to learn a little bit of Arabic so as to
tallz to the natives, if it wasn’t too difficult.

Tt was a long drive up to the barracks, but
there was su much to see on the way that none
of the party grew weary, and they were quite
astonished when at length the gharry stopped
at the big, gate. Their quarters were pleasant,
airy rooms, whitewashed and bare, withoat much
furniture; but they had beautiful little balcomies,
which delighted the children, who ran out at once
to explore them, followéd by an excited Toby, who
was simply overjoyed to see them all—even his
old enemy, Polly, who looked quite at home
presently, with her cage hung from a nail which
the sergeant had fixed up on one of the walls,

“Now we'll all have to set to work and unpack
and make the place a bit more like home,” said
. Mrs. Smith. ‘““And then to-morrow dad’s got a
= whole day off, and he’ll take us round a bit fo see
the sights,” and she pinned a big apron over her
Aress and set to work with a will, just as if she
were in York. .

“ My "word, but it’s gocd to see you all here,”
said the sergeant, as he watched them all busy
as bces, putting out the home treasures, a picture
or two. the old clock that used to stand on the
dresser. and the blue vases that his mother had
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They all looked out eagerfsr
at the narrdw streets and
lines of Ii;tle‘ booths,

given him and which Mrs, Smith had packed with
such care that they hadn’t even & chip. And
Evelyn stopped to give him an extra big hug for
being so pleased to sce them again. :
Soon all was as cogy and home-like as possible,
and after tea, the children, wearied out with work
and excitement, were glad to tumble into bed.
Doris raised a sleepy head from her pillow to
whisper to her sister. “I say, Evelyn,” she said,
“T've got the loveliest sort of feeling that we're
going to have lofs of adventures in Egypt.”
“Have you?” said Evelyn drowsily. “I'm
glad of that, for I love adventures.” ' 2
But neither of them remembered the old proverh
that “there’s many a true word spoken in jest,”
nor guessed what exciting times lay before them
beforo they found their way back to England’s
shores again. '

NEXT WEEHK:
‘Look out for

DORIS’ TERRIBLE
EXPERIENCE.

A Bar of Sharp’s Kreemy
is Given Free with each
copy. Did you get yours ?
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| Terry and T}IC Nfgg@f Mz'nsz‘re[s

A SHORT STORY
By MALCOLM CHEER

“Where's myv dressing gown 9" berieg on the table so a5 to zot a mare cominazding 355

“The sheets have gone from my hed ! position, =

Cliirls, someone’s put treacke in mine! ™ “Listen o thjs: g
(19 -

“Oh, the Leasts, they have sewn up the neck of “At the concert to be givenin the Big Hall on
niy nig}ggmm!" Saturday €VenIng next, in aid of Heat hiiolda
Dismal wails rose from Dormitory B, whers Hogpital, Misw Phyllis Newell and Miss  Moljy
Terey Grabame ond  her three chums, Pauting Vivian, with six of their clazemates, have t'f_'-r:\’

Stephens, Madge Wrynon and Luju Stidd slept. kindly congented (o Appear as niguer myinstrel.
Ferty clambered iato bed and hurst forth with “There, Terry, Madge, don't You sec? Hera
a stifled shriek, s onr big chance for r-'r-rcvengo:"’
Tl Uw' A hcdgcimg —-Or a }'.l(:l'f,‘:Jl:Ene--- M She rolled her CYes r_lralnntii;al}y.
my hed!” “Alrrready, my sweet and  innocent com.-

“How ean T elesr this {reacle away 2" lunented  panions, yeur little Polly has hatched o plat.”
" Pauline, as Torry leapt out of bed. and, Tummagivs “Come dowa, then, and teli,” said Terry. sitting
under the clothes, produced two stiit-bristied ha'r up and making & grab st Pauline’s ankles,

hiraches. Paulize descended with more haste than ciginty,

“I can't find my shocts anywhere,” sniffed and ths four heads, vellow, bhrown, red.gold and

Madge, dolefuily, poking carefully in the chest of black, were bent together, a sight that boded

drawers and under the heds, ill for somenne,

“The beasts,” $aid Luby, ripping the neek of * = % " - % *

lier nightgown open recklessly, T wager you Two days later Phyllis and Molly and th-ig

anything it's those girls, Phyllis and Molly." troupe of niggers bad a dedss rehearsal, ;
A stifled giggle from the door scemed to confinm Terry strofled into the big dressing.room whora

her words, and with one accord end mufilsd  they were putting the finishing touches to thejr

cries of [RSES !Imv\'. sgtzed their Pillﬂ‘n'r} wil] ﬁun;_{ J.Il‘rlk‘(“U{).

open the door to reveal the rapidly_refreating Kight black faces were turned to her.  Eight

forms ol rhyllis Newell and Molly Vivian. Yerry red buns hobbed above thems. '

burled her pillow aad werds of roge al Mollys  **You do {ook frights,” she smiled encoursgingly,

({('I)FII'HIIH form. : “Oh, Terry, do bunk off, ™ said P]}j‘“i;‘ from th-
“ligs! We'll pay you out, see if we don'tt”  other end of the big room. “You're only in ths
At this juncture Miss Monkton, the Maths way.”

Mistress ot St. Apatha’s, came sailing round the  “Thank vou, my darling sister pupil,” said

cornior and stopped fuether discussion, Terry, makmg a mock how, “for those fow Jind
Having given them a lecture, “short and sweel,” words: all the eame, I mean to stay,”
o the behaviour of voung ladies, she departed, Sho roamed restiessly round tha room, untif,
fivst pausing to put out the light, and left Pauline of a sudden. her exes lighted on a large Dl Dottle
CEMbnoegiog fathe poul of treacle in the dark, that stood in a conspicuous place on the dresainy
S Tnet 1ot them “‘:‘it-,“ “’hi.t‘.[)-(‘f‘(‘(.l TUI'I‘}' I an ldl]]{-". .
ormnous voiée,  “They'll hear of this one day.” She opened it and sniffed gently, then, with a
And when Terry (rrahame seid a thing she meant wry grimace said: “What a delichtful perfume:
it. What is it, Nina?” To one of the niguers,
% * g i * * * “The stufl we block ourselves with,”

“irls,” said Pauline, bursting into Study A, “Humph! You  have my  sympathy Y
where Terry and the two others ot cating cream  chee-ild ! _
putfs and grumbling at the scarcity of wealthy CIE wipes off casily with a little cold or am,”
uncles and podparents, “I've got preeisely one said Nina,
ha'penny,” said Lulu, sadly, cyeing a cream pufl  “It does? Lucky for you. T will begone.”

with her head on one side. She waved an airy hand, and departed, followed
“Girls, do listen,” said Pauline, tweaking Teiry's by a chorus of: “Thank goodness! ™
pietail.  “Or, rather, look at this.” That was on the Wednesday. The followire

She waved a serap of paper over Madge's heal. Satarday, the day of the concert, cume in die
Madge wrinkled  her’ nose scornfully. “My course,
sweet Polly, as 1've hardly the energy to cat a  "f'he big dressing-room  waz a seene of wild
cream puff, how do ven think ['m gomg to sit up  confusion,
aad read anything?”  And she subsided into the “Doosn’t thic stoff emell funny ?* said Mabe!
Gl Phillips; as she applied the black make-up with a
“You read it, Paul,” prompted Lulu from the generons hand. **Seems somehow  different,”
flnor, "0y she popped the last picee of eream it “Imagination, Maks,” said Phyllis, as ghe
intu her mouth, steaightened her red bow., “Do I look all right 7
“So be it, O Lazybones,” said Pauline. olam. “Here, you don’t want all ths mirror, Rene.”
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‘.‘Daisy, do pin me up,”
sl »“Ouch! That's my tee, if you don’t mind,

S

> Pauline popped a wicked face round the door.
‘ “Tive minutes more,” she twinkled. “My!
ou do look beautiful-- the enchantresses of the
file.” She threw herself into a Cleopatra pose in
the centre of the rcom.
“My dear infant,” in scornful tones from
Phyllis, ““we are niggers.”
““You certainly look it;” laughed Pauline, as
she - departed. _
Mabel Phillips dabbed the last spot of black on
a white patch at the end of her nose, and, pulling
on her wig, fastened her bow, and prepared to
follow the others, who were already hurrying down
the stairs. :
Mavis Vincent finished her song, rose, and bowed.
'The noise of clapping, and the buzzing rise and
. full of voices reached the ears of the nigger minstrels
‘standing at the side of the stage.
“0Oh, dear, I'm =o—s0 nervous,’
Dora Beaston, ;
“Buck up, soon be dead,” said Terry cheerfully,
as she passed, and joined Madge, Polly and Lulu
on the cther side of the stafe, where, for some

stanmncred

S S

X

2o

The Schoolgirl

unaccountable rcasom, they were chuckling
wickedly. : ’ '

The niggers went on, acted their parts, singing
and dancing well, and received their well-earned
applause, then retired, flushed with success beneath
their dark complexions, and at peace with the
world. ' ' ’

They ascended the stairs lo the dressing-room,
chattering merrily, and Terry and Pauline
followed. :

“It was ripping, Phyl,” they gurgled, as the
girls poured into the dressing-room, and toking
off the nigger wigs, clamoured excitedly for the

ecold cream.

Dora took her towel, and with a sweep across
her chin, removed the grease, but noet the
black, '

She rubbed a little harder, and Phyllis and
Molly rubbed their noses with some heat.

“Whatever's the matter 27 asked Terry anxiously,
“Won't it come of 77

“0-.0-0-h! How dreadful,” said Poily, raising
seraphic hlue eyves. “Girls, whatever will you
do?$1 . A

“But it must come off,” said Phyllie, almost in

tears, as she rubbed hard, and the wails of the other
girls rose around her, ' '
" Mabel applied more cold cream, with little
sucees: They lathered with soap and water,
theysscrubbed with nail-brushes, and still their
faces remnined a dark grey tint that was decidedly
unhecoming, :

Terry hurled her pillow at
Molly’s .departing form.
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“I'm going to Miss Hunt,” wailed Phyllis at
length, throwing the nail- brush away,
The seven other niggers vanished after her

“through the door, and after a wild fit of giggles,

Terry and Pauline pulled themselves together and
followed.

They found Miss Hunt, the head mistress,
surveying the weeping niggers with a grave face.

“<Oh, Miss Hunt,” said Terry. ‘\’E hat could
have h"!ppened""

“Do you think,” asked Polly, blus eves wide
and innocent, her voice shocked, ‘“that anyone
could have been wicked enough to change the
bottles‘?"

“I sincerely hopa not, Pauline,” said Miss
Hunt, )
“Besides,” broke in Rene Godfrey, “there isn'y

another bottle like it.7

Miss Hunt turned to Mabel Phillips.

“Go and fetch the bottie here, Mabel,” she said,
and Mabel vaniched, ‘Weeping copiously, to reappear
holding the bottle at arm’s length.

Miss Hunt wrinkled ber nose da.mhlv ‘over it.

“It looks the same—quite the same,” she sald
“My dear girls, are you sure if isn't?"

“Tt can’t he.” wailed Phyllis. It come off
all right at the dress rehearsal.

“Have you tried to get it off?”
headmistress. .

“Tried! We've ruhbed it, cold creamed it,
Jathered it, s-s-scrubbed it, and s-still it w-won't
come ofl,” said Dora, dissolving into tears.

“Turpentine, then,” said Miss Hunt, rising and

marshalling them before her. She took them back
into the dressing room,  and sent Nina to the
storeroom for some turpentine.

Some half an hour later she surveyed a group
of girla, whose faces were tinged an unbccomirg

cmokp-ﬁro\' tint.
“I'm afraid we shall have to leave it ot that,”
“It will fade off in time.

“Please, Miss Hunt,” said Phyllis, pausing on
ths top stair, ‘‘nced —need we go to classes till
it's faded?”

“Why not? Of course you must go,” said
Miss Hunt. And slowly, sadly, the cight wandered
down, to be met by Terry and Pauline.

“Poor dears,” said Terry sweetly,
look frights. Don't you feel bad?”

“Much the same,” Pauline twinkled wickedly,
“I should thick, a3 I felt when I was clearing
treacle from my bed in the dark.”

Phyllis scanned Terry with a secarching glance.

She raised wide, innocent eyes and smiled
seraphically, then she sniffed daintily. “What
a queer smell that stuff hax,  Smells—like— like —
rather Jike—hat dyc-—den’t you think?”

Phyliis gasped, Molly gasped, the six othcrs

azked the

“You do

-gasped, as the truth slowly dawned upon them.

“Terry! Oh, how could you? You little cat!”
burst from mght indignant pairs of lips,

But Terry and Pau?ine had vanished, and were
rolling in glee on the floor of Study A. .

“Q0-oh, Polly!” gurgled Terry, as her eve fell
on four empty bottles labelled ~ Hat Dye ™ standirg
in a row on the mantelpiece. *“Ogoh! Four
bottles at one and sixpence per bottle—s1x shillings

it—o-oh— oh—means no—orcem pufls—or chocs
¢or years -but—Polly, darding—do hold me vp—

& was worth it,”

“her out.
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THE MASCOT DOLL
A Money-making Idea.

1%

-

A oirl of my acquaintance was greatly interested
in a sale of work and ¥vished to give a contribution.
She hadn't much time for needlework and very
little money, so she put her brains in soak and
decided on mascot dolls, She bought half a dozen
saucy ones at twopence each, found some pale -
primrose-coloured crepe paper in the house, alss
part of a ball of Sylko. From the former she cut
oblong pieces to simulate wings, pleated each in
the middle, and tied it round the doll's neck with
the Sylko.

Some squares of stif coloured paper served for

the fortune and the rhymes, ete., and she per-
suaded her sister to type these for her. The squares
were folded envelopewise, tacked together tightly
with the Sylko, and tied round the body.
. She sold her first lot at ninepence each to friends,
bought a dozen next time, and got rid of them
almost as fast as she could make them, and went
on in this way, till she made altum-thm thirty
shillings for the sale—a splendid donation.

L aaa i T LT 2 XS T e I T R TR A T T ey

THE MOTTOES

. These gave her the most trouble, but a girl
chum who could string rhymes together helped
Here are some of them, and no doubt
others may suggest themselves to you,

My dear, “twiil ever be your part,
To reign alone in one true heart.
# * * * * * *

Unless you quickly mend your ways
You'll find yourself with none to praise.
* * ¥ * * . ® *
('onstant, clinging, tender, true,
Your mate is steerdng straight for vou.
* * * *® * * *
Be very sure she loves you well,
But being shy, she dare not tell.
+ * * * # * *»

You're a sorry flirt; take care that you don't
" fall between two stoo‘q
* * * ¥* ¥* * *

An old man’s nurse, for a big fat purse

w
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Storyettes.

A MOVING CRACK.
- Atipi8; there’s hair in my soup.”
5, Nohimetise, Harry; it's ofily 8 crack.”
‘T #ever knew erscks moved before.”

=1

A HUMAN RAINBOW.
A litfle girl wad recently heard to say to her

doll: “Well, dolly, if first you cry and then you
smile, & rainbow will corhe on your face.”

GOOD ADVICE.

A schoolgirl, on hearing of a companion who was
unkindly treated at home, remarked: “Little
girls should be very careful in their choice of
})arents.”

AN EXCITING WALK.

Nellie, aged four, returned home with nurses
and running up to her mother, called out: “Oh,
I've been for & walk, and my hat blowed off, and
I came home all the way with my head bafe-
footed.” . -

TEA AND TONGUE.
Mrs. Jones was entertaining & select company

to tea, and Bobby, who had behaved very well, -

refused some cake,-and asked: ‘‘Ma, may I have

gome tongue instead?”
“ But there isn’t any, dear.”

“That's funny,” remarked her young hopeful,
“for I heard pa say there would be lots of it.”

A FPERFECGT LADY.

Her mother was entertaining in the drawing-
room when Jenny clattered noisily down from the
nursery,

“ (o upstairs again and
said Mrs. Jones,

A short pause ensued, and Jenny reappeared,
saying:—

*You didn’t hear me this time, did you, mother?”

“‘No, Jenny, you came down without a sound,
as a lady should.”

“H'm! yes,” returned her daughter.
down the banisters.”

come down very quietly,”

“F shid

THE FAIRY FOLK.
dieh fovely giests as birong my gates
Wers pever seer, I trow— _

. (iRt fairy folk with lightsome step

At many & curtsy low.

Grave, #entle dasves in parple eaps,
Wee babies ih bonttets white,

Fair maids in gowns of pearl and rosc,
A gay and gladsome sight!

My neighbours say, with careless air:

~Your sweet peas bloom to-day!”

They know not these are fairy folk
A-keeping holiday.

i’

The Schoolgirl

The Care of Bosts and Shoes.

Never wear a shoe shat will Hiot allow the
great toe to lie in a straight line.

Never wear a shoe that pinchies the heel.

Never wear a shoe or boot that is tight
anywhere.

Never wear & shot or boot 85 large in the
heel that the foet is not kept in place. -

Never wear & shoe with & gole tdrhing up very
much at the toes, as this cfiuses the ¢ords on
the upper part of the foot to contract.

Never wear & shoe that pressés up into the
hollow of the foot. '

Never come from high heels to low ones ab
one jump.

Never wear one pair of shoes déy after day
unless obliged to do so. Two pairs of boots
worn a day alternately last longer, and are
much more healthy.

Never wear a short stocking or one which,
after being washed, is not at least half an inch
longer than the foot. Bear in mind that stock-
ings shtink. Be sure that they will allow your
toes tb spread out at the extreme ends, as this
keeps the joints in place and makes a strong

"and attractive foot.

SHOE LACES.
When the tags come off quite new laces, smear
the ragged ends over with black sealing wax and
press into a point while the wax is warm. ‘

SHOES THAT PINCH.

1f a boot or shoe pinches in any particular parts
a cloth wrung out of very hot water and laid over
the place while the boot is on will expand the
leather and give relief. g

WHEN BUYING SHOES.

These should be tried on in the afternoon or
evening, when the feet are at their Jargest. Wear
your thickest woollen stockings on these occasions
and you need never be troubled with painful feet.

HOME-MADE HEEL PRESERVERS.
These can be easily fashioned at home from the
wrist part of old kid gloves. Five inches iz quite
wide enough, and orie and three-quarters in depth
gs they must not be seen above the shoe. Cut an
ieave the centre part for the under part of tha heel,
the fength being about three and a-half inches.
hen séw about six inches of strong elastic at each
¢orié#; those who have a very high instep would
afts more. Of course you sew the upper to the
andeF part, then it fits the hee!, and is & great saving
td the stockings.

THE SCHOOLGIRL
COMPETITION COUPON

21st Febriary, 1922, [
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If there's anything that will get Lazy Bonés_
- out of bed quicker than anything else it’s

SHARP'S SUPER-KREEM TOFFEE. You
won’t really eat it before breakfast, of course,
but it’s a.Scrumptious thing fo look forward
to later in the day, and a fine thing to dream
about when tﬁé Dustman claims you at bed-

time. It’s just the very nicest, the purest, and

most nourishing sweet you can possibly have.
Everybody says so—so it must be true.

8d. per b QTN
EARRERtd SUPER-KREEM

If uMuﬂﬂe in pour district kindly send
posteard greing the name of your confectioner

E. SHARP & SONS LTD., MAIDSTONE.

The Largest Manufacturers of Toffee in the

. TOFFEE

Worid « It speaks for itself.”
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