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COURAGE!

Keeres

Miss Brown was one of the most popular
captains in the whole of the Girl Guide move-
ment, and, in the course of cne of the friendly
little chats she frequently had with the Guides
under her control, she touched wupon the
question of courage. i3

« Courage,” she said, “is the most admir-
able quality a girl can possess.”

The assembled girls smiled in agreement,
and more than one pair of eyes travelled to
the lithe, graceful figure of Madge Stewart,
who had so recently won praise and admira.
tion from them all’ by reason of her plucki-
ness in rescning a little, belpless puppy from
a fire. :

Without doubt they thought Miss Brown's
words were intended mainly as -a tribute to
Madge; all agreed that she was the bravest
girl in the patrol.

The captain saw
minds. -

“No, girls,”” she said, “1 wasn't thinking
of any girl in particular when | made that
remark.”

And. she smiled over at Madge as though
to tob her words of disappointment.

«Don't you think,” Miss Brown resumed,
turning to the other Guides again, * that soine-
times we mix up the wmeanings of the words
“courage ’ and * bravery 't 1 would call Madge
a brave girl; she has proved hersell such by
her actions. In fact, we wusually associate
pravery with action.”

“ Yes,” struek in one of the givls. *One
uearly alw41yn suys, ‘our brave soldiers'—="

« And suilors,” added unother.

« And firemen,” cried someone else.

«Quite right,” agreed Miss Brown. “They're
all brave men. But isu't courage something
rather different? Something that eveq girl
can possess without proving it by valorous
actions? 2

«The other day | wanted a certaln girl,
whom I kmew to have a very sweeb voice,
to sing at the coming Guide concert. .But
when I asked her to do so, she told me’ that
she had never sung in public before, and that
she thought she would be too scared to sing

clearly what was in their

a note.

«T told her to *pluck up her courage,’ and,
after -a few moments of hesitation, during
which time: I could. see that she was fighting
a very hard battle with herself, she said that
she would come and sing. Well, 1 call that
real courage, don't you?” 5

That was practically the end of the Guide
captain’s chat with her company, and, as the

*

girls wended their ways_ homeward, many of
them were thinking quite a lot about what
Miss Brown had told them.

Before, they had never worried particularly
as to the exact significance of the words that
formed the subject of the little lecture they
had received, Vet they realised that it was
intended as o mild lecture, and that the in-
stance of the girl who had been persuaded
to sing was put before them as an example
to follow.

Miss Brown had sald that courage is the most
admirable quality a girl can possess, and, as
they all wished to stand high in the opinion
of their captain, it made them wonder in what
ways they, too, could prove their courage.

One girl soon had her opportunity. On arriv-
ing home she found that the exam. she had
set her heart on winning had proved too diffi-
cult for her. She.had falled to pass; so, the
letter her mother handed her informed her.

Tears of disappointment sprang up into her
eyes, but the next moment, by a tremendons
effort, she was smiling' again. G

« Never mind, mother,” she said, with real
courage. I shall be able to enter again
next year, and I'll work so hard till then that -
I shan't be able to fail again.” 3

None but herself knew how bitter her dis-
appointment had been, and how hard she had
striven to pass the exam: It was sheer courage
that made her hide all that, and think only of
“next time.”

A few days Inter another of the Guides had
her eourage put to the test. Accidentally, she
broke a vase which her mother treasured, She
hadn't an opportunity to- confess, for her
mother was out at the time.

That evening, to her surprise, her - mother

sald:

“«I'm so upset.- The screen in the drawing-
room hlew over whilst the window was open,
and it must have smashed the vase off the
mantelshelf.” 3

Coincidence had provided an opportunity for
the girl to say nothing, and to escape the
blame. It wouldn't be putting the blame on
to anyone else’s shoulders if she remuined
silent. 1{ was diffieult to spenk out, for she
knew how . upset her mother would be at her
carelessness.

Yet she knew it was mot homourable to say

nothing.

She summoned up her cournge and spoke out,
and, even after ber mother's reproaches, she
felt better for having done so.

The Guide captain’s few words on “courage ™
had not gone unheeded.
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A Magnificent Long Story dealing with Betty Barton’s Arrival at Morcove School

By MARJORIE STANTON,
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CHAPTER 1.
The Home of the Bartor; Family,

UST ome little faco at the “schoolroom

window pecping but at the pelting
raint
Such a sweet, protty face; but oh, how
pale and thin, and with what a world of
trouble in the bright blue cyes!

Would it never stop—this winlry rain
that had been lashing down for two.hours
on end?

It was after mid-day now, and only this
one girl was left behind in this big council
gchool.

All the rest, being better equiplpcd against
the storm, had gone dushing homewards,
whilst the_ schoolmistress herself had kept
this_one scholar back.

“No, Botty Darton; with those leaky
boots of yours, you ought to wait a while.
Gracious I the mistress had said, “it is
enough to give you your death, to go pad-
dling through this!” And you have only
that rag of a shawl to cover your head.”

Yes. Only a shabby old shawl, almost as far
gone with wear as the leaky boots—that was
all Betty had to protect her chestnut hair
and her poor clothes from the downpour.
And she know it was kind of the school-
mistress to advise her-to wait till the clonds
rolled by, Only, would they ever do that?

Poor ‘Betty Barton! No wonder she had

sad doubts about the matter. There were
so many dark clouds shadowing her life just
now, and nona of them looked like ever
breaking up to let the sunshine throngh !

“It's little Joe and Doris I'm thinking
about,” was her fretful mumuyr. “ What-
ever will they do, waiting there with no-
thing at all fo cat until I get indoors aund
give them their dinner? Ob, I must make
a run for it—TI must!”

Spurred to action by that
thought, she suddenly made ber way into
the draughty passages and took her dash,

Across the half-Hooded playground; out
through the narrow gateway; then off up
the mean strect as hard as shoe could go.

On she ran, fighting a breathless struggle
with the rough wind, whilst the merciless
rain whipped her face and lashed ahout her.

desperate

Like all Betty's schoolfellows, the thou- - -

sands of toilers from mill and factory had
already slipped homo to the mid-day mical,
and just at present the streets were empty.

Betty's world was a wilderness of brick
and ‘mortar—nor had she ever kmown a
better one—down by the canal. She got
to the old iron bridge, and that was half-way
home, thank goodness! But wet—oh, if sho
had just been dragged out of that same
nasty canal, she could hardly have felt
more bedraggled !

Now there was a rather wide sireet to
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cross, and Beity had to wait for a motor-

car to go by, Its lwnhlng tyres sent foun-

tnm of liquid mud over her, and she could
not holp casting a bitter U}lneo after the
ing. vehicle,

'I.‘l:atwaﬂmm Iﬁmtmbnlnmu
to the Gr’mdmm ?ﬂ;{ wui?o:ﬁ
it ftook the two Gra wlysanrlalnmd
from their school, wh was called a
“Privato Acad Daug
Guﬂldolk.“ plenty of folk in this work-

ere wore in this
Lancashiro town of Ribblcton who
said that the Grandways were not such vory
gontle ™ folk |ﬂor all.  In fact, lllm
'wm pooplo who said that Josiah Grandways | v,

o i weahlh Ly profbeiog

had becn poor
had only ncqmmd his
'"mf tho ur Ho now owned acres
working-class dwollings, and was anytlung
Iaul', gentlo in his dmﬂ'y other people.
A Mrs. Grandwuyl mm gl\rn ; ‘
any m‘t to l"ﬂ ¥
trnmpatod‘wlsrud moans of tho loca

ki 1l about the G
“Bdt;‘ now al amo randways, bo-

t
tho mill which they owned, ey el

Away qml that luxurious car, afltor be-
spattering the humble council school girl
from head to foot; and sho thought to her- | ¢q.
solf: Woll to bo the Grandways girls on &
day liko this!

Boft scats to loll at cato upon; costly
alothes to one's back, and nover Im! tho Joast
need to dirty o woll-shod faot b y slopping

along the pavements! Well to be them,
mduodl As for horself—

But Botty suddenly banishod all the bitier-
ness from her_thoughts lnd Iool%mlho
* mow came in sight of her humblo

Sho saw _her mite of a brother and sist
on watch for hor at tho window, and lmr
woeful wero their faces

\\'.lhalutbreaﬂulaat he got to the

stroaming _ doorstop,. lifted tllo Iatch, and{ Bo
darted into the dingy passage.

In a moment, Joe and Doris were about
her, Im'lf-n-ymg with hunger and all the
misery of this cheer home—choorloss
through no fault, oi thoir larmﬁ. mnh, but
only uso mjsfortune had
Jiond upon them.

ot | “Wy did

day's clllml[. mwlnd thon, at the
pu.la other end | §

de:ﬁ! mht, Joo, dlrlm§I All “i
but just Iurk ot the rain l”

“Wo' I 1” wailed 1 Hi
whs l::i:lom? nﬁ%’f ru“' &ﬁﬂ' ln{:_ uné.l
wns sorry enmgheh hn T:M sho :::‘.
coulﬁln t lwlp Y kil .

"J"nl sol
Botty,” said Doris -dly.

Mmmnmhtdmdnﬂnf oll

"hom mind; T'll mmml"Mmul..
:ﬂm, “Tll soon got a bit -
a and have dinnor on the table for

"Bul;oumullmwa * said Doris softly.
"Yon ought to koo to yom £ first.”

iy g
quito a i was o fa
phraso o% one sho had

t, Doris
m late;

penny | jnto the lnhit nl llymg. heuun ™ _ol‘!‘eu:

she simply had to manago somehow.
Quick as l-;Mnint neuy got lln ﬂu

d wenl the- sancepan of
gmll.-tet. ol hd H’t in readiness. Ol' lll .
troubles and -trials

bnd to go to. housos that were rlght at the
otlm ensi of the town, and that was the caso

But ‘what an able’little doputy had mother
left behind her in the person 'Bdty

You should have scen her
cloﬂlwm qmelILIor dinner, "mfhnu

ha gotting that
l!u'n.::: bubbling in :I;.mpot. without
burning it.

Best of all, nlliouldlummhot
spooning out all tho best scraps of mest,
and what few bits of potatoes thero wore,
into the plates for Joo and Doris, whilst hor
own plate cama in for little more than gravy.
“There, Joo darling, you can do with a
big bit of bread like that, I'm sure,” said
Botty, as sho carved tho.stale crust, “And
Imn!s a nico slico for yow, Doris!"
n:l‘f'm you'vo hardly got any for
Fow o
“Oh, I'm not hungry to-day!” laughed.
Mrh, “That's why l’clm"nnt any

"lt must be jolly not fo feel hungry I



“THE SCHOOLGIRLS’

said Joe, who was already tilting his plate
to spoon up the Jast bit of gravy. “Just

fore you came in, Betty, I felt so hungry
and_mis’b] i

“Yes, I know, you poor old chap! Well,
have some more, Joe—come on!”

“I would like a little more, please,” fal-
tered Joe, “only I mustn't be greedy, must
17 1f there is just a litile more, Betty——"

“There’s heaps,” insisted Betty, ladling
the last spoonfuls out of the sancepan.
“Now, if Doris wants any more—"

“Oh, no,” said Doris, seeing that the
saucepan was empty: ‘Joc, what a greedy
boy, you are; you've left nonc for Detty !”
- “Me=—I shan’t want what I've got,”
langhed Betty. “So do have it whilst it is still
hot, Doris dear—do!”* she pleaded, pushing
her plate close to her sister's, **Some of it,
then I .

“\;)Ve]l, if you really can spare it, Betty

“Yes, take all you want!” ontreated the
unselfish girl, knowing that theve rcally had
not_been enough to go round.

“Thank you, Betty,” whispered Doris, her
eyes sparkling gratefully. “Only, I would
feel mis'ble if I thought you were going
without, just because——  Gracious! Who's
that knocking at the door?”

‘The knock was a double rat-tat! causing
@l three children to jump in their scats.

Betty, still without her boots and stock-
ings, went into the passage and opened the
street door.

“Whero's the missis?” came in a very
gruff, lond voice from the man who had
knocked.

" He was a tall, burly man, with a red face

that made him look as if he were always,)|
purple with anger. Nor was he in anything
like a sweet temper at this moment; that
was -evident,

Stepping, uninvited into tho passage, he
stamped the rain from his waterproof over-
coat, then glared at Betty. #

“Now, my lass, you heard what I said!
Where's the missis?”

“ Mother's out working,” answered Betty.
“T'll tell hor you called, Mr. Bowler. She

“You tell your mother more’n that,”
growled the man. “This makes four weeks
she's behind with the rent, and it ain't ﬁod
enou]gh! You can tell her there must a

- couple of quid for me by SBaturday evening,

or we'll have the brokers in 1”
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“Oh, sir!” gasped Betty.

“That’s my ordor, straight from Mr.
Grandways himself,” tfm rent collector almost
shouted,  “Mr. Grandways bas been’ going
through the rents with me, he bhas, and he
says I've got to get aftey folk as arve behind..
"I'wo pounds off on Saturday, or out you go
—mind that|”

“Mother will do her very best, siv, I'm
sure. But— .

" *Oh, ab! You're jest like your mother—
all promises ! sneered the bully. * You look
at this hore ront-book—"

“I don't want to look at it!” flashed out
Betty, on her nettle now. “I shall teli
mother how you bave threatened us with the
brokers. And—and you can tell Mr. Grand-
w;,'y‘.}he gyght to be ashamed of himself I

“Him, to talk about turning us into the
street, when he knows how we are placed
—what a struggle it's been for my father
and mother |” Betty cried shrilly,” “Mr.
Grandways knows what father carns et the
mills. Only ecighteen shillings a weok—"

“Ay, and that’s more than ‘he's worih!”
growled Bowler,

“Ddd was worth his five ponnds a week
before ho got hurt by the machinery,” spoke
out Betty. “I know Mr. Grandways thinks
#t was sort of charity to give poor father a
light joly after that. But there’s plenty of
people who say ihat what father ought to
have done was to have gono to law over his
injurics, and then he would have got a
proper pension. It was no fault of his that

“Yah, old woman's talk!” shouted
Bowler. “Your mother carns something ;
what does she do with it all ?”

This was too much for Betty. She was
going to make o very spirited answer, when
someone came dashing up to the porch, and
blundered into the passage, gasping for
breath.

Betty stared at the newcomier in startled
surprise. He was Chapman, the fat little
grocer from the nearest corner shop, and he
had come running here in his apron, and
without any hat to cover his bald head.

“Your mother, lass—is she out?” ke
panted. -

“Yes, Mr, Chapman—out working.”

“Dearie me; ob, gracious me,” gasped the

er. “Here's an unfortunate business.
Betty, lass, 'm sorry, but I've just had it
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from one of th' hands abt th’ mill your
father’s been run over—""

“Oh, no, no!”

r in the yard, and took to the
hospital,” Mr, Chapman went on breath-
lessly, * He's not killed—no. But your-mother
ought to go to him, Betty !I”

"“She must go to him at once!” faltered
the dismayed girl, who had turned as white
2s a sheot. “Oh, whatover shall we dof
Poor dad—oh, my poor darling dad! Dut
T'll manage somnchow 1

The old, old phrase! Even in this ter-
rible erisis, Betty would manage somehow.

“Thank you for letting mo_know, Mr,
“hapman,” she said jerkily. “T'll run to
mother at once. Don't stop there stering,
Mr. Bowler; there's no rent for you, so you
can go! Mr. Chapman—*

“Run over

“My lass, I wish I could leave my shop
and scek your pogr mother. But—"
*Oh, I know how yon are placed. It's

all right. thank vou™ all the same. Tl
manage :
Flinging the still wet shawl ahout her
head and shoulders, she kissed the tear-
stained cheeks of her brother and sister, and
then ran to the street door. A
“Sban’t be long1” was her Inst cheery
ery, as sho sped away. But, after slamming
tho street door behind her, the anguish of.
hor heart flooded over, and she ran on and
on, through the dreary strcels, sobbing to
Tierself :
Dad—poor dud! Oh, how he must bo
longing to see mother at his side!”

CHAPTER 2,
The Grandways Girls at Home,
ETTY BARTON ran_ right through

B tho noisy town, her heart thumping

wildly. Boon she was clear of the
squalid streets, had darted across
wide thoroughfares where the trams glided
by, and was in the richest part of the town,

There, in a beautifully quict road, lined
with lcafless trees, she found Grandways
mansion,

It stood amidst several acres of stately
grounds, and it look her a full minutc to
race up the broad gravelled drive to tlie
{front porch.

There was a bell marked *Visitors.”
Betty gave it a violent tug, then waited in
the hnge stone porch, irying to get back her
breath

Whils|

t she was-still panting hoarsely, the

glass doors were thrown open, and a pomp-
ous footman, in livery, stared down at her,

“ What do you want? ho asked curtly.

“I want mother!” cried Detty, “Dad’s
been taken to the hospital, and she must
£o to him at once. - Oh, please tell mothor—
Iet me go to her and tell her ! There's not
& moment to lose!”

And she was setting foot inside the hand-
some reception hall, when the footman
pushed her back. ‘

“Half a scc.,” be cried. “Your mother
mn"t"bo here—mother of a little urchin like
you!

i ¥eu, she is here—she's your charwoman

“Oh, my starsi” laughed the footman.
“Ha, ha, ha!, Look here, my gal; you want
to go to the back door, you know! Iop it,
Youngster—sharp!  The idea of a little
guttersnipe—" )

“What's the matter, Saunders®” came n
drawling voice from the back of the hall.
And next the spenker app d.

It was the clder of the Grandways girls,
and she gave Botty a s|ighting look.

“Pray don’t troublo yourself, Miss Cora,”
said tho footman, with 2 bow. “This is
only the charwoman’s child 1”

“What, Mrs. Barton's- kid!” exclaimed
Cora Grandways, “Well, the cheek of jt|
To come ringing at the visitors’ bell !”

“Whero's  mother? broke in Betty-
wildly. “I'm if I came to the wrong
door; but, oh, does it matter so much when
I tell you that my poor father is in hos.
pital? = Mother——"

“Betty—oh, Betty derling ! broke in an-
other voice at this instant. And Betty spun-
round, to find that her mother, coarse-
aproned, and with her sleeves rolled up,
had_come rushing round to the porch.

“I heard your voice, Botty, whilst I was
cleaning the back steps,” the excited woman
explained. * What's that about your father?
Hospital—”

“Yos, mother—an sccident! But don’t
be afraid; only go to him at once! I've run
all the way here—"

“Bless you, Betty!” the poor distraught
mother cried, tearing off her apron and
unrolling her slecves. “Oh, my lass, how
good it was of you! T'll go at once!”

“You'd better get permission first, hadn’t
you?” broke in Cora Grandways coldly.
“Mprs. Grandways is out, but there is the
housckeeper—you can sco her, you know.”
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“I won't see any housekecper. I'm
going I” eried -Mrs. rton, half crazily.
“Oh, Betty darling, if only I had the money
for a cab! I feel I want to fly to father1”

Betty thought of the Grandwnys' car

From where she was standing in the porch,
she could ece the motor in the garage, do-
ing nothing. And in spite of her dislike
of begging favoure from these hard-hearted
people she cast a look of appeal at Cora
Grandways,
" “You see how it is, miss,” she faltered.
“Oh, if you could do something for mother
—let her go in tho car—we would never
forget your kindnees!” 3

For answer Cora gave a burst of dorisive
lnuﬁ!ttur. : S

“The idea!” she chuckled. “What's to

stop your mother using her legs and walk-

ing? It's not reining now! Even if it was,
the has nothing to speil!”

“Come away, Betty lass,”” quavered Mrs.
Barton, who was all of a tremble. I know
what these people are, and I'll be done
with them after this!”

“Glad to hear it!” snid Cora. *Mr,
Grandways will be glad, .too, I'm sure?! It

. will mean that you finish with him by pay-

ing all the rent you owe 1

“Oh, you cruel girl!” ehouted Betty.
“Haven't you a scrap of heart, that you can
talk about the rent at a time like this?

-Muther', darling, you were right; we must

“Yes, dearie; and let me run on, and you
get back to Joe and Doris,” broke in the
distraught mother, erriing down the wide
steps. “It’s the town hospital, I suppose.
Anyway, I'll go there first.” .

And off she ran, looking the figure of wild
anxiety, whilst Betty was still held there by
the sound of a newcomer upon the scene.

She had some desperate hope that it mig}:ﬂ.
be someone belonging to the household who
had a scrap of pity to offer. But she was
mistaken.

“What's ell the palaver ebout, Cora?”
drawled the younger Grandways girl, saun-
fermi out from the drawing-room.

“Oh, a great jokel!” uckled Coru.

*Here's old Mother Bartons kid turning
‘b at our front door as if she were a visitord

=-ha, ha, ha|”

*“ What about?” drawled the younger girl,
eyeing Betty up’ and down. :

*  “Oh, nothing!” answered Cora, “That

malingering father of hers—he's met with

an accident somchow, You know. what he
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is, Judith; always blundering about the
mill. Dad says t[‘:at he's very little use!”
“Then ]your dad is a wicked monster!”
Beu'{ conid not help cryins angrily.

“Are you going to stand there, lotting
that kid shout at you?” Judith said to her
sister. A nice thing we arc coming to!
jlmlc]nl'(”ut the mud she has brought into the
hall §

“Outside !"” said the footman, taking tho
hint from the snobbish girls. * Now, eut
away, sharp, and no more of your impu-
dence 1”

There was a peal of merviment from the
Grandways girls, and Betty—lier heart swell-
ing with indignation—was going to cry
shame on them both, but in an irstant the
footman had hold of hor and was thrusting
her forth.

“You didn't hear the best of jt!” she
heard Cora laughing to her sistor, *The
kid nactually thought we'd let her mother
go driving off in our own car—ha, ha, ha!”

“0b, dear—ha, ha, ha !’ sniggered Judith,

Then tho door was slammed shut, and
Betty—with those derisive laughs still echo-
ing in her ears—went blindly d"’:]wn tho stono
steps, to make all haste back to lonely little
Joc and Doris, in that humble, poverty-
stricken home which was now overshadowed
by a blacker cloud than ever!

CHAPTER 3.
_The Darkest Hour.

IT was after dark when Mrs. Barton re-

joined her threo children in the stricken’

home.

There was a look of pent-up grief in
the good woman’s face as she entercd the
house, and for a fow minutes Betty felt
alraid to ask questions.

“Well, Betty—well, my lambs,” the poor
woman eaid at last, forcing a cheery tone,
“It is not so bad as it might have been.
t'?{our. dear father is having the best aiten-
ion 1"

“And ho'll get well again, mother?” said
Betty, very wistfully. “Oh, what do the
doctors say, mother? Will he got over it?”

“They kept on telling me to hope for the
best, my dears,” answered M. DBarton,
looking down upon all three childven, who
were now clustered about her. “It seems
that poor daddy slipped on the greasy setfs
in the mill-yavd, and a lorry ncarly went
right over him, But—"

‘Poar dad !” exclaimed Beity, in_horror.
“It’s as you have so often said, mqti]cr.; he
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ought never to have had to be about the
mill, all lame as he was with that other
accident. How often has he been nearly
run over, getting to and from his work!"”
“"Twill be many a long day now, poot
man, afore he eces the mill ngain!” sighed
Mrs. Barton. “They tell me he will have
.to have an operation at once. ‘1 wanted to
keep it from you, my darlings, but 'tis no
use. Oh, your poor father!”

And suddenly the sorrowful woman erashed
into a chair at the table, and, hiding her
face in her hands, sobbed aloud.

Belty wanted fo run to her and put com-

* forting arms about her. But she did what
was perhaps even a better thing than that.

Seeing that Joe and Doris werc starting
to cry—and what wonder, poor little miles!
~Betty drew them apart and whispered
hopeful words in their ears.

“You sit etill, mother, and havo the cup |

of tea that you ought to have had ages ago!
I'll ece to joe and Doris!”

And Detty had her own way, chattin
ever so brightly all the time she was with
her brother and sister, getting them un-
drossed and washed for the night, and into
theiv mended nightgowns.

As early as the following day there was
comforting news from the hospital. -

‘I'he operation hed been,a completo success,
and the house surgeon was confident that
Joe Darton would yet bo scon about agnin
in Ribbleton, hardly any worse for his cruel
accident. .

Only, it was going to be a slow business—
of that, those at home were plainly warned,

Wecks—months, perbaps—might drag by
before the patient could get his discharge.
And in the meantirme, how was the home to
bo kept going?

Mrs. Barton, brave woman that she was,
answered that question by taking on extra
davs at her job of charwoman.

If only it had been possiblo she wonll
have gone into the mills and worked the
whole weok through without missing a singlo
day. But that she could not do, having
two children so young'as Joe and Doris,
whilst even Betty was still only a mere
schoolgirl. - :

Only a schoolgitl! It was a thought which
;-in\'n pain to DBetty often enough, these
days. i

How she wished she had been just a litile
older, so that she herself coyld have done
somecthing to bring in a weekly wage.

But in one way, at least, she helped the

_money to come in.

By being more than
cver a deputy for her hard-working mother,
she made il possible for the good woman
to go out as often as she did.

The Grandways' house was no longer ono
of those to which Mrs. Barton went for a
day's charing. True to her firm resolve she
had finished with those hard-hearted snobs,
finding work in _other directions. No doubt
this 'was very riling to' the Grandways, and

ﬂ:e{ would have hit back by putting in‘the
brokors at once if the rent had been still
owing. -

But it was not owing at present, Mr.
Chapman, the grocer at the corner, had
spoken to the rent collector, when the pair
of them met insido tho Bartons’ home, aml
thé result had been a reccipt for all the
arrcars of rent! E 3

Bluff, big-hearted Mr. Chapman had
wiped off the debt out of his own pocket.
Ho had done tliis as if it wero a more triflo
not worth mentioning, in spite of the fact
that life’ was a bit of a struggle for him.
In spite, too, of the fact that the Bartons
had a little account with him for groceries
supplied. )

There was nothing of the Grandways
nature about Mr. Chapman! Just a sim ie,
honest tradesman, doing good by stealth,.
and fecling more than rewarded when he
sew the tears of gratitude in Mrs. Barton's
eyes! . .
So Josinh Grandways could not hit back
at the poor woman by putting the brokers
in.  But he meant to have his revenge in
another way, Mrs, Grandways having
pointed out'to him what n bit of impudence
it was for a common charweman to pick
and choose her jobs!

Ten days after Joe Darton’s admission ta
hospital, the bullying rent collector served
notice to quit to the Bartons. - )

“And if you don’t ED at the end of a
week from now!” he shouted at Betty—for
it was she who answered his knock—"we
are going to get a magistraic's order to
have you put out! The whole pack of you—
furniture and all—you'll be shot in the street,
s0 mind you tell your mother that!”

Betty ehut the door in bis face, then stared
at the official notico that had been thrust
into her hands.

“The whole pack of you=-furniture and
alt .

Bowler’s words were still ringing in her
cnrs. She took her eyes oll the printed
sheet,and then gazed around the bare room.
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Not much furniture would there be to put
into the strect! That was her sad thought
~—one that brought tears to her eyes at last.

For, in spite of mother's heroic efforts,
things were getting every day more des-
perate. She was working her very hardest
to provide for herself and the children; but
her meagre earnings provided nothing to-
wards the rent.

8o, to keep the rent-book straight, she had
been smuggling things, bit by bit, to the
pawnshop and the dealer’s, exchanging many
a treasured bit of home for a mere shilling
or two.

And now—oh, what a black day this was
for the Barton family—there was another
knock at the street door, and this time
little Betty had to face an angry tradesman.

He was the baker—a different type of man
altogethor from Chapman, the grocer,

“Taking bread day after day from my
shop, and never expecting to pay!” he thun-
dered at Betly, “It's got to stop, my girl!
T've put it in the lawyer's hands, and there's
a summons coming along! Just tell your
mother that!”

A burly policeman delivered the blue
paper belore Mrs. Barton got home that
night. And so both grim documents con-
fronted her, after Betty had paved the way
for the shock,” by putting arms about the

. poor woman's neck snd kissing her, whis-

pering :

“Don't worry, mother! Oh, mother darl-
So long as dad is
gebting better, we will manage somehow !

But those two stern documents—one, a
notice to quid; the other a summons for the
baker’s bill— they could not be ignored.

Bravely as Mrs. Barton tried to make light
of them, at heart, she was weighed down by
& feeling of utter despair,

A week to find a fresh home to go to,
when there was an absolute famine in
houses, _ lodgings, anything that offered
needy folks a bit of shelter! It was hope-
less.” And then the baker's bill. Unless it
was paid in ecven days, she must appear
in court!

Rat-tat!

Mra. Barton gave a mnervous cry as the
double knock sounded.

. “Oh, who's that!” she exclaimed trembl-
ingly. “Not more trouble, surely !”

“I'll go, mother,” said Betty, and she
darted into the passage, returning in a mo-
ment with a buff-coloured envelope.

"“What—a telegram!” quavered the

mother, turning whiter than ever. “Gra-
cious, what has happened now? DBetty, lass

, my poor Iamge, if this should be from
thad ll_:'ospital, telling us that poor daddy is

a
“Hush—hush " murmured Betty, to- her
brother and sister. ...* No, mother darling';
things have got so bad I am sure they can't
get worse! Open. the telegram and see!”
Mrs, Barton did so.
With trembling fingers she tore the flimsy
sheet from its envelope, and scanned the
pencilled message.
Then, with a wild ery, the overwrought
woman staggered to a chair and sank down,
completely overcome. .

CHAPTER 4.
Sunshine at Last.

ETTY BARTON darted to her
B mother’s side and picked up the fate-
ful telegram, whicl

had futtered to
the floor, :

After hearing that wild ery of her
mother’s, the anxious girl felt certain that
there must be torrible news df some sort.

“What's this, mother? ‘Handed in at
Lime Street, Liverpool,” ”* Betty read aloud.
“* Landed from America to-day; coming on
by car—Un~ore George.! Oh, mother darl-
ing, it is not bad news surely?”

“No, no! It is good news—wonderful
news!” cried Mrs. Barton, rising unsteadily
to hier feot. “Only I have beon so strung
up, it sent me all to pieces. Your Uncle
George—that’s your father's brother, who
went to America five years ago. I suppose
you hardly remember him, -Betty. He was
down on his luck, and your dad gave him
zwané%poﬁ:is to emigrate with. And now
—— Harl

“Yes—hark!” cried DBotty, as the un-
usual sound of a motor-car came- from the
mean street. “Perhaps that is Uncle
George. “Yes, it is| It is!”

The car had stoppod at the kerb. Betty,
almost erazy with .excitement, dashed info
the passage and flung wide the street door,
crying wildly: -

“Uncle George—oh, is that you, Uncle
George?” .

“Ay ay, that's me, my dear!” sang out
the car's one passenger, as he strode ncross
the threshold. “And who are you?—Betty,
of course! “Well, I declare, what a little
woman since I saw you last! And your
mother—hallo, Nell?™ he cried, looking to-
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wards Mrs. Barton, as she appeared at_the
living-rooin door, with Doris and Joe.
“All tho jolly family, eh—except father?
Where's he—where's my brother Joe?”

Then they told him—everything.

George Barton—sun-tanned, well-dressed,
prosperous—was simply horror-struck when
the tale of dire trouble had been brought
to an -end.

Sitting in the old armchair, with Joo on
one knce and Doris on another, e just
gaped in speechless amazement whilst his

sister-in-law told how misfortune had pramd_

upon them. .

But as soon as the distressing story came
to an end, he dumped the youngsters on
to the floor and stood up—a giant of a waun,
with a hearty voico that seemed to make
the very walls shake.

“Notico - to quit! Summons from. the
baker! What the dickens!” he roared,
crumpling up the official papers and fling-
ing them in the fire. “ Look here, Nell, it's
all right! Get that into your dear old
noddle! Tm rich! I'm as rich as Grand-
ways or any of them! Got down to my
last dollar, then struck ile, as they say over
there. So—notice to quit, ha, ha, ha! Ho,
ho, ho!”

“(eorge, dear—"

“I tell you what, Nell; I give you notice
to quit! g)ut of this house you bundle! Tf
you can't get a fine mansion in Ribbleton—
the beet part of th’ owd town—then you shall
stay at the Grand Hotel!”

“QOh, hooray!” cried Betty, starting to
dance round the room. “Hurrah! Joe—
Doris—" :

“Boo, hoo! Can’t we have something to
eat!” howled Joe, throwing aside nll res-
traint. “I'se hungry, I tell you—I'se so
hungry "

“He's hungry—you’re all starving!” eried
Uncle George. “And here am I, with my
pockets ‘stuffed full of money! Oh, hang
talking! T'll be back in a jilfy, Nell!”

He rushed into the strect as he spoke,
and,” shouting an order to the chauﬁ'uur,
was driven off, whilst Mrs, Barton—guess-
ing what was in the wind—started to bustle
around, singing blithely. ¢

On went the clean table-cloth: out came
the worn knives and forks, and the cracked

lates; and on to the lifcless fire went the
ast_pieces of coal!

©  When Uncle Goorge came back, it was
_hardly. like the arrival of a motor-car.

WHEN BETTY C!
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Rather was it like the unloading of a pan-
i-technicon ! : ~

The things he had bought all inside half-
an-hour! .

_Bntt_y, darting in and out as she hel
with the unloading, found a crowd gather-
ing. People scomed .to have guessed the
good mews, which was now flying all ever
the town, And Betty had just time for one
quiet thought, amidst so much excitement -
and joy. 2 ¥

She wondered if the -Grandways would
hear tho news to-night, and what they
would say about it all. :

During the next few days, Betty had
many a gorgeous ride in her .uncle’s car.
He had bought it on the spot the same
afterncon that he landed in Liverpool.

No school for Betty these days! At the
ond of a week there was a foimal note from
the head-mistress asking why the girl was
ahsent. Mrs. Barton gnnded the note to
Uncle George, who just laughed as he
cerumpled it up. .

“Bend 'em a polite line, Nell, to eay that
your daughter is going to one of the best
schools in the kingdom,” he chuckled..

Then he turned to the astonished-looking

etty. ; 3

*“What do you say, little girl? If I send
you to a nice big boarding-schosl, close to
the biune sea and the glorious country? Do
you think you’ll be happy?” 3

“0Oh, uncle!”- A

“You'll be amongst, some ricn girls there,
you know!” he smiled at her. . “D’you .
think you'll keep your end iip—eh?”

“Yes, uncle,” was the answer,
manage ! .

Whereat Mrs, Barton joined with Uncle
George in a burst of laughter, detecting the
old, resolute nature in that simple answer;
and their hands rested lovingly on Betty's
shoulders, whilst she held up her face to be
kissed. % )

What with all the bustle and excitement
of moving into the fine mansion which he
bad bought and furnished, and what with
engaging scrvants, and going twice o day
to sce the children’s father in hospital, it
was a wonder that Uncle George had time
to bother about that new school for- his
niece, -

But quite suddenly he «almly informed
Betty and her mother that the whole thing
was settled, and it ouly remained for them
to do a rvound of the <hops, to buy a tip-

“Tlt
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top outhit for the future member of Morcove
School, on the coast of North Devon.

That same day, Betty and her mother,
~ after their visit to dad in_hospital—where

they found him_etill mending famously—
sﬁnt a nYlendid time, buying everything
that a girl at a boarding-school was likely
to require, .

On the way home, their car passed the
one helonging t¢ the Grandways, but the
Grandways girls were not in it,

“I haven't secen them about lately, have
you, mother?” Betty remarked. “I suppose
they have gone away on one of their visits
to iriends in London.”

Mrs. Barton nodded.

“Very likely, dear,” she myrmured.
“They are allowed to stay away pretty
much as they like at that l;!:recious Academy
for Young Ladies. I shall be sorry to lose
my little Betty for a time; but oh, I
wouldn’t have been heppy, sending you to
a school of that kind !

“No,” eaid Betty. “I think, if T were
not going to boarding-school, I would rather
keep on with the Council school than go to
the same place as the Grandways girls!
What I did learn at the Council school I did
thomughky. And there were no snobs there
either 1" ;
© “I do hope,” said her mother, after a
moment, “none of the girls will lock down
on you, Botty darling, becanse you once
went to a Council school. It will be a great
shame if they do!”

“They won't!" said Betty, with convic-
tion. “If they ask me, I shall just tell
them, and, of course, they will foel jolly
glad, on my account, that our sudden rise
to honest wealth has given me a chance!”

Poor Betty !

How often, in the days to come, did
she recall her simple faith in the goodness
of other hearts—after that' faith had been
50 sharply shattered

CHAPTER &.
0f to Boarding School.
LUE was the sky on the morning
B that Betty Barton said her last lov-
m% good-byes to them all at the
railway-station.

. No clouds to-day! That was what she
was eaying to herself when at last she
took her corner scat in the corridor train
and peered through the window at mother,

and Uncle George, and Joe and Doris.
Mother—well, of course, she was looking

rather moist sbout the eyes, But she was
smiling, all the same, quite sure that her
little girl was going to be so hapg‘y; in the
new, strange world of life at a boarding-
school, -

“Tll write and tell you all about it!”
sang out Betty, jumping up to stand at
the lowered window of the clesed door as
the whistle blew. * -bye, mother !
Good-bye, Joe and Doris, you darlings!
Good-bye,” uncle, and thank you ever and
ever so much |”

“Dear lass!” cried Uncle. George, wav-
ing his hat like a schoolboy. “8he's going
to be a credit to you, Nell—that bonny
lass. of yours!”

The train was gliding away, and Betty
had only time for ome last cry.

“Tell dad he must be here to mecet me
—at the station—when I come home for
the holidays I” 2

“He'll here, right -enough, Betty!”
was Uncle - George's - shouted answer,
“Good-bye—good-luck, liitle girl!” -

And then the express troin drew clear
of the crowded station, and in a few
minutes Betty had dried hor eyes and was
taking her last glimpse of workaday Ribble-
ton, with all its parrow strects and giant
mills and factories, and the tall chimneys
that belched snakes of smoke over the busy
town
. It was a famous express which was whirl-
ing Betty off to her new life. Sho was at
liberty to  wander from one end of the
train to Another, and there were dining-
cars in-which meals were served.

Betty had such a jolly dinner, later on,
with a lady and "gentleman who had

romised her mother to look after her as
ar as Lxeter.

It was rather late in the afterncon when

they got to that important junction, after
coming hundreds of miles through the most
lovely scenery.
*Here the lady and gentleman put their
young friend into a slower train, which
was soon puffing away eoross very beautiful
country, all amongst rolling hills,

8b, just as daylight was giving out,
Betty” reached the linE station where she-
would be done with train travelling,
although she knew that a long carriage
drive still lay before her.

Such a quaint little, out-of-the-world
railway station Betty had never seen before.

Therc seemed to be only ono porter, and
there weve just a couple of dim oil-lamps
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to lighten the gloom of the eveniig. The
wind blew with a loud swoo-00! and Betty
sniffed at the brecze, scenting the smell .of
the eea.

A carriage had been sent to meot her,
and n very jovial fellow, in the schoo!
livery, put ail her luggage on board and
made her snug for the journey., And then
they drove off, with the carriage lamps
shining brightly through the dusk.

Up and down the hilly road-~clip-clopped
ihe horse, at a steady pace. At first, Betty
kept her face to the carringe window, try-
ing to take note of the countryside; but
it was getting too dark for her to see
around the wild hills, and she could only
feel that part of the world was very beanti-
ful and romantic. :

By and by the carriage euddenly swung
round, to pass through a handsome gate-
.way, and a minute later it drew up at the
front entrance to the big school,

“Here wo are, miss!” cried the jovial
driver, getting down and opening the car-
1-ingfe! d?br. “I'll have your traps out in
u jiffy I” b

“You've got back all right, Steggles?”
called someone who appeared in the lamp-
lit doorway., “VYour passenger came by
that train?”

“Yes, Miss Jackson !”

Then Miss Jackson, who was evidenllg
an nnder-mistress, stepped forward an
grooted Botty in a very pleasant way.

“How do you do, Betty Barton? I'm
s0 glad you got through without any hitch.
Such a long journey you have had. Here
is my colleague, Miss Redgrave, another
junior mistress. You will be in her form,
so I will turn you over to her.”

Miss Redgrave was just as nice to Betty
a3 the other mistress had been. ly, per-
haps she was not quite so vivacious. She
scemed to Betty, at once, to be a young
and protty mistress, who could have been
very riit and jalli, only somothing had
touched ther life with sadness.

“How tired you must be, Betty, after
such a long journey,” said Miss Redgrave,
nshering her inte the great square hall.
“I know what a distance it is, hecause I
come from ithe North myself.”

“Oh, do you?” excliimed Betty, fecling |

drawn towards this beautiful young lady.
*My bome is in Ribbleton—*

“¥Yos, I know it,” said the youthful mis-
tress quictly, Then she added quickly :

WHEN BETTY CAME TO MORCOVE

. “The Form mistress is out for the even-
ing, so I can’t do better than take you
straight to the study you are to share
with some other girls. After a little chat
with them, you can get them to take you
to the matron. This way, Betty!”

With a hand resting lightly on Betty’s
shoulders, she led her to a broad staircase,
End they wont up it together to the second

oor. .
Plenty of lights were banishing the
gloom of the great old place, and Betty ex-
changed glances with several girls who -
were standing about in the Fourth-Form
corridor, chatting together. Some gave her
a friendly smile at once, and that did a
great deal - towards driving away her
natursl nervousness. . )

“8tudy Seven—here we are,” said Miss
Redgrave, knocking at the door. :

She turned the handle and -pushed the
door open, causing two girls to rouse up,
langnidly from their low armchairs.

“Girls,” enid Miss Redgrave, “here is a
new scholar who will share this study with
you, and I hope you™ will be great friends,
Come in, Betty Barton, and don’t be shy!”
. Betty stepped into tho room. Remember-
ing how those girls in the passage had been
so quick to show friendliness, she an
to smile. But it was a smile that froze on .
her lips. 5 S v

For here, in the heart of Morcovo School
—in the very study sho was fated to share
with them—were the Grandways girls!

CHAPTER 6.

§ Not Wanted,

HE soft click of a closing door was
i I “«the only sound that Lroke upon the
the silence.

Miss Redgrave had gone from the
stady. Botly Barton was left alone with
these two girls. 3 .

They stood up, stiff as pokers, whilst the
languid looks on iheir iproud faces gave
place to an expression of fierce disgust.

“What's this! gasped tho elder of the
two_at last,

“You know what it is,” answered the
younger sister. “It is the Council school-
girl !I Qur charwoman’s kid—come to this

ool I -

“Then all I can say i3,” said Cora
Gnndﬁags flercely, “she has come to the
wrong shop! But what does jt mean,
Judith? How dave they have Council
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schoolgirls at a school like this? How
dare they ! . "

“And then, to thrust the kid on us, like
this!” added Judith hotly. “To dump her
into this study! My word, we have got to
do something about it, Cora!”

“Do something? We'll soon have an
alteration!” choked Cora, slamming down
the book she had boen weading. “Council
school kids—here! It's the limit.”

At this instant, and whilst Beity was
drawing breath for a spirited word or two,
the door opened and several girls drifted
in from the passage.

“You don't mind, do you?” they said to
the Grandways pair. “Miss Redgrave sug-
gested we should look in and chum up with
the new girl.”

“Oh, chum away !” said Cora Grandways,
with a bitter smile. “There she is! Have
you been properly introduced, though?”

“That's_right,” sniggered Judith, guess-
ing her sister’s malicious intention. *Tell
them who she really- is, Cora !”

«Ladies,” said Cora, pointing at Betty,
“permit me to introduce you to the new
member of the Fourth Form. Our char-
woman’s daughter, at home.”

“Wh—a—a—+41"

*“This is’ Betly Barton, yes,” went on
Cora, with that bitter smile of hors, * Her
mother used to clean our steps!” .

“Qh, no! You're joking!” they all cried
blankly. .

“Pell them, Betty Barton, whether it's
the truth or not!”

“Tt is true,” said Betty faintly. “My
people were very poor once. My father was
a oripple, and it was a great struggle for
mother to keep the home going !”

“So she went out charing?”

“Yes. And I'm not ashamed to admit
it!” flashed Betty, on her mettle now.

“ And-—ahem !” said one fall girl loftily,
#Did you —er—make the acquaintance of
the house-flannel and hearthstone 7

“I went to school—" .

“QOh, really!” The girl with the lofty
voice pronounced it “weally.” “So you
weally had some sort” of an cducation !”

“A jolly good ope, as far as it went,”
answered Betty, feoling deadly calm,

*“ And bow far did it—ah—go 7~

Cora Gulmdul-lays struck in with her
sniggering laugh.

f"»{\a far as the C'ouncil school—ha, ha,

!

n

There was another gasp of amazoment
from the crowd. : s

The girls began to move away.

“The Council school! Oh, help1”

“I say, you know, a jape's a jape; but
don't carty it too far,” said one girl, whose |
dismay seemed to have a flavour of merti-
ment._“Sho can’t really be a Counéil school
girl. Why, her face is clean !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Betty waited until that latest laugh had
died away. Then she spoke.

“Miss Redgrave said that some of you
would porhaps show mo where to find the
matron, So, please, if one of you will be
kind enough—"

“To be sure, what are we thinking
about?” struck in Judith Grandways. *“We
must.all form up in a line, girls, and make
a fuss!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Betty turned very white now,

“Do you mean to say that not one of you -

‘| mean to be the least bit friendly now rou

know I am a girl from a Council schopl ?”
she asked scornfully.

“T think that is the position,l" said Cora
Grandways, turning to the others. i

“Jixactly I they nodded.

“All right!” said Betty, “I'll manage!”

And in another moment she would have
stalked from the roem, only just then
Steggles, tho porter, came to tﬁc open door-
way with all her belongings.

“There you are, miss!” he said.

“Qh, thank you, sir—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Don’t laugh at the poor dear,” sniggered
Judith Grandways. “No wonder she calls
the porter ‘siv’! She would have been
glad to black his boots for a copper or two
in the old days!”

“Here, Steggles,” sald Deity at the door-
way. She had opened her purse and was
giving him half a crown. :

“Thank you, miss! I could bring them
right inside—"

“Oh, no, thank yon! I'll manage!™

So Steggles went off, whistling, and Betty
took a bag in each hand and brought it
into the crowded study.

With at least a score of her future school-
follows lonkini on, and never offering to
help, she got the whole load of luggage into
the study. a

“S8o you think of settling down in here,
do you?” asked Cora Grandways ieily,
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“Yes. This was
gruve brought me to.

** And supposing we object 1

Betty laoked very steadily at Cora.

“Whether you object or not, I suppose it
won't make any differcnce! You are only
the same as me—here to obey orders.”

“Tho same as her!” Cora shrilled. “Did
vou hear that, girls? This washerwoman’s
daunghter—this kid from a Council school—
she puts us on_a level with herself!”

“No,” said Botty, “I put mysclf on a
higher level, if anything 1*

“What P

“The cheek—the cool check of it!”

It was uproar for a moment, and again
Betty waited pationtly until she could make
herself heard. )

Then she spoke very calnly, standing
creet before them all, and with a sort of
pulse beating in her pale checks, ¢

“I haven't come hero with uny big ideas
about myself,” she szid. “I'm 2 new givl,
and I expect to be sat npon a bit Jike a new
firl anywhere. But I've got a bit of pride.

n spite of the step-cleaning and the Council
school, 1 and my people are as gnm‘ any day
in the week as the two of you that I know !”

The Crandway girls bristled with anger.

“What utter rubbish?* shrilled Cora
Crandways. “Our people have been rich
for yeors!”

““And bow have vou wsed your riches all
that time?” flashed back Retty. *What
about all the slums in Ribbleton that your
futher owns—the slums that helped to make
his fortunc? Has he ever pulled them
down, to build better houses for the poor?
Has he ever used his riches to make others
happy 7 TFor all their poverty, my parents
have given far more pleasure o other folk
than yours ever have, and I'm proud -of

};hc study Miss Red-

them, and T say they always were miles and |

miles ahove you!”

““Ha, ha, ha!” laughed the snobs.

Betty felt her heart swelling with
righteous anger.

The .moment she had set eyes on the
Grandways girls, in this study, she naa
known what to expect from them. But that
all these other scholars—the whole Form,
surely !—should bo so full of sneers and
derision; it was awful!

“Are you all going to be against me,
then 77 she asked |ﬁum;ily. “0Oh, surely, in
a great school like this, there must be some
of you who have a deeenl spirit!” ]

There was a spell of {rigid silence after
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that, and then ane of the girls gave a hard
sign as she shook her head,

“It's tho step-cleaning business—""

“And the Council school,” chimed in
another. “We can't get ovir that!”

“No,"” said a_third girl, " We've got no
use for Ceuncil school kids at Morcove
School. It's a jolly disgraca that you have
managed to squeeze into the place ”

“Hear, hear!"” was the chorus. *And the
sooner you clear out the Letter for you and
for ust?”

“T shall not clear out,” said Betty. “I
wouldn’t even if I were frec to do so!”

“Then stay!” snapped Cora Grandways,
with a savage laugh.
we'll lead you!”

“Vory wellI”” said Betty.

And without another word she passed
from the room, helding her head bravely
erect as she felt the eyes of all fixed scorn-
fully upon her. .

CHAPTER 7. .
B Betty's Resolve.
HEY slammed the door behind her, |

. sending up a peal of derisive laughter,

And what wonder if, as she found °

herself alone in tho passage, with
that tousl aught hoing in her
ears, she let her head droop at last, whilst
her blue eyes filled with tears, %
- Her future schoolfellows, and all were
united agdinst her!

Whilst she was still drifting about the

assage, feeling utterly lonely and dis-

eartened, the door of the study she had
quitted snddenly whipped open.

Out of the corner of her eyes Betty saw
Corn Crandways come whirling forth to
make a rush for another study.

The snobbish girl entered this other room,
but was only a few momonts therc. Then

.she darted into the passage again, calling:

“Here, Betty Barton! Paula Creel, our
Form Captain wints to-see you !”

Although the ery came from Cora, it
filled Betiy’s heart and mind with & scnse
of renewed hope, ~

The TForm captain! . "

Now, was it possible, Deity asked herself,
that a girl in that proud position could fail
to nice? .

Surely she must be a scholar who owed
her very election to the captainey to a
number of fine qualitics—a sense of fair play,

.a sporting spirit, and a fineness of character

that was above paliry snobbery!

“And sco the life .
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But Betty's expectations were doomed to
another rough schock, .

The moment she entered the eaptain’s
study she looked in vain for her ideal leader
of the Form. "

What she saw was a tall, slim girl lolling
on a couch, with a very bored look in her
eyes, the lids of which had a Janguid dreop.

Paula Creel had tossed asido the book she
wns reading, and it was lying upon
carpet. :

Her right hand toyed with a scented hand-
kerchief, and as she fanned her face with
this_thore was a jingling of gold bracelets.

“Hallo-ee, bai Jove, so_theah you are!”

- exclaimed. the captain, without sitting up.
“Let's look at you, bai Jove]”

Cora had not quitted the room, and now a |

number of er girls eame to the open
doorway, perhaps to see the fun.

“I am sure she is a girl who will just
suit you,” said Cora, a remark which puzzled
Betty, so nicely was it spoken. )

*VYes, 1 like the look of her,” said Paula,
with an approving nod. “Quite a bright
specimen, bai Jove !”.

“8he is strong, too,” put in Judith.

“ And experienced,” added Cora.

Then Betty knew that she was to be de-
rided once again, and she spoke with a hint
of defiance in her voice.

“] was told yon wanted to see me,” sho
said to Paula Creel. “Well, whet do you

want ?*
‘Eh, want?”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“f ask you plainly, what do you want ?”
“Bai Jove! I want a strong girl, don’t
you know,” drawled the captain, sitting up
at last. “A useful person, to do a bit of
spring cleaning in this study. So what day
can you give me, bai Jove?” .
“You are either as big a snob as all the
rest, or else you have been deceived,” said
Betty sharply. “I'm a new girl.” S
“){ wh-a-z-at!”
“A new girl!”
“QOh, help! Bai Jove!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

With that sudden explosion of laughter
dinning in her ears Betty promptly turned
her back to the startled-looking captain and

- tried to push her way out of the room.

“Stop her! Look out!” chuckled Cora,
and she and Judith laid hands on her.

“Steady a bit!” said the -elder of the
sisters. “We can guess your liftle game!"”

“One they always teach at Council

.shaking up
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schools!” sniggered Judith.
* Tell Teacher’ !

“Ha, ha, ha!” J

*Oh, bai Jove! Dut take a hint from
me, you Barton person,” said the captain,
with that fatuous smile of hers, *there’s
nothing of the Council school teacher about .
our. Form mistress. Rather not, don’t you
know! Miss Massinghain believes in tone!
Same as I do—wather I

“But there is the Head Mistress,” re-
marked Corn, who was really in fear of
Betfy complaining to somcone. ““Unfortun-
ately she 1s a Head Mistress who is so—
ehem—democratic !”

“Jolly democwatic!” said Paula Creed,
a eushion. “And this is what
comes of it, don’t you know! A—a—what
do you call her? A washerwoman’s daughter,
bai Jovei A—a-—a—a proper common
skivvy, what?” i

“Ha, ha, ha! What a scream you are,
Paula, once you are started!” chuckled
Cora.” “I pguessed you'd be rather hor-
rified I

“Howwified, . bai Jove! You girls
shouldn't spring these japes. on me, vou
weally shouldn't. A thing of this sort ought
to be bwoken to me gently!”

With a sudden sharp gasp of utter disgust,
Betty tore herself freo of ‘the Grandways
girls, and pushed past the others.

This time there was no atiempt to stop
her, and once again the door was slammed
shut behind her, whilst a fresh peal of mock-
ing laughter pursued her.

The thought came to her that she ought
to be seeking the matron; but was it a
wondor if she felt too upsct to feel like
meeting anyone else bencath the roof of
Morcove School ?

Alas for the joyful hopes that had filled
her heart directly she had word from Uncle
George that he had meant to pay for her
schooling at one of the best schools in the
country !

All the happy daydreams that had been
hers at the time when she, with her loving
mother, made thoss rounds of the shops;
buying an outfit for the school, they were
dreams that had heen shattered in this very
first hour amongst the sct of girls who were
her future compenions!

Her first hour heneath the roof of thia
great school that was a little world in itself
—and what had that first hour taught her?

She was to be despised, shunned, just be-
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cause they knew her to be the child of
parents once 50 poor and ‘ncedy.

And how long would it all on? To
what cnnel means would they resort to carry
out that. vicious threat which Cora Grand-
ways had voiced on behalf of all?

" 8tay at the school—and sce the life we
will lead you!”

As those spiteful words went round and
round in Betty's mind, she set her teeth,

“Let them do their worst, ont of spite
and snobbery,” sho said to herself, with
flashing eyes. “Let the whole term go by
withont bringing me a single friend ! all
the ool is to be against me, even from
first to last, then I will still manage some-
hew! Tl manage—alone!”

+ And in that heroie spirit did Betty Barton
embark upon her new life amongst the girls
of Morcove School.

CHAPTER 8.
The Baiting of Betty,
“ HERE is that Council school kid?”
“Do you mean the washer-
woman's child
“Yes, that’s the girl we mean!”
These loud remarks came to the cars of
B('t%y Barton as she sat al] alone in her
study.

The spenkers were standing just outside |-

the closed door of the study, and it was onl
too clear to Betty that the spiteful wo
were specinlly intended for her cars.

“That’s her study,” went on one of the
girls in the Fourth Forin passage. *“You'll
find her in there.”

“All alone in her glory. Ha, ha, hat!”
chuckled another girl, cansing a general
burst of langhter. f

As the jeering talk and laughter died
away there was a tap at the door.

Then two girls came into the study with
a very mock-polite air, whilst a crowd
gathered at the open doorway to watch the

“fun.”

“Pray excuse ns, Betty Barton,” said the
leading girl -very sweetly, “but no doubt
you would like to contribute to our usual
annual collection 7

Betty made no - answer. Soveral things
warned her that she was to be the vietim
of nnother of those ill-natured japes which
had been making hor life a misery since

. she arrived at the school twenty-four hours

ngo. L .
The girls in the background were grin-
ring. And was that a proper money-box

% | Think ! Eve}:‘yI},ittle helps!’
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which the leading spirit now rattled? Tt
was covered with a duster, and looked
almost as big as a biscuit-tin,

Rattle, raitle, rattle! : .
. “Now, Betty Barton, be gencrous, even
if you can't be a lady,” ui% the japer-in-
chief. Her name was Grace Garfield, and
she was a tall, fairly good-looking girl.

Detty made a pretence of going on with
her work, | - %

“Tell her what you are collecting for,
Grace," said the mirthful girl who had
ontered the room with her. ’

“Right-ho, Ellal” . Rattle, rattle, rattle!
“Hear the coppers, Betty Barton? They're
in aid of the Home for Indigent Washer-
women !”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Botty Barton closed her books now, and
sat back in_hor chair at the table, quite
self- %”’“‘;d- i i gl -

“Isn’t this geiting rather played out?”
she asked them all, with deadly calmness.-

“0Oh, no; just beginning !” they chorused,
whilst Grace Garfield whipped the duster
from the sham money-box and dumped that
article in front of Betty.

“Do you see what it says, Betty—that
label 7" .

“How can you ex| the poor child to
rend when she's fresh ‘from a Council
school 7 chuckled Ella Elgood, . * Listen,
Betty, and I'll read it for you. *BStopl

“Ha, ha, ha .
¢ Every ttégpenee subscribed provides
one Council school child with soap. Funds

urgently needed !’ "

out ¥ Y

Crash! Bang! . X

That was_the biscnit-tin _money-box, ak
Betty snatched it up and hurled it, clean
over the heads eof the crowd, into the pase
sage, where it smashed against tho wall.

“My word 1” - i

“Oh, the

“Ha, ha,

“You have gone just a bit too far,”
panted Betty. “Now clear out—the lot of
you !” ;

“Wha-a-a-at !” drawled Grace Garfield,

She drew herself erect, but suddenly
looked very small as Betty gave her a push
that sent her reeling.

“QOh? yelled the crowd. *The spiteful
catl® -

little fury!” -
hat”?

“'Spilo!ull It is yon who are spiteful, and

“Ha, ha, hal Ha, ha— Oh, dear, lock
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you know it!” cried Betty, with such right-
eous’ anger in her eyes as made kher tor-
mentors-quail. * Setting up for being such
grand young ladies, and yet stooping to
sneer and jeer at me from morning till
night! I can stand as much as most girls;
Dbub I'm not going to have my time wasted
like this. Clear out!”

The crowd had seattered nwm{I from the
door, and it was a proof of what a firm
spirit in one dg‘u-l could do amidst such

. hostile swroundings that a goed many of
the tormentors preferred ot to show their
faces any more. . .

Even Grace Garfield seemed to think it
wiser to retire and think things over. And
so the whole band of snobs slowly melted®
away, leaving plucky little Betty quite
amazed at her own achievement®

She sat down by the table, and dropped
elasped hands about her knees, whilst her
pretty face slowly lost its angry flush and
assumed a very troubled look. :

Not a friend had she made yet—not one!
And why was that?

This first twenty-four hours at boarding-
school—what bitter disappointment it had
brought her! And there seemed to be no
respite for her. She was alone ab this
moment—but for how long? .

Even if all the girls did not come swarm-
ing in again, after hatching fresh forms of
oruel teasing, at leass tho couple who shared
this study with her would be back direotly.

Betty’s blue eyes gave an angry glint as
she thought of those two girls in particular,
recalling how they "had been the very first
to set others against her the moment she
arrived at the school.

Cruel misfortune, that she should have
come to this 00l, looking forward so
eagerly to a happy life, only to find that
two enemies were on the spot to greet her.

“They tell me I am out of place here,”
Betty ruminated Dbitterly. “Well, from
what T can judge, it is cerfainly more their
“style of school than miue. worse Jot of
snobs I don't think could be found any-
where, Even the Form captain, Paula
Creel, scems to have been chnsen for her
gnobbishness. Not one friendly girl—not
one! Oh, what would mother and dad think
of it all—uncle, too—if they knew ! But—""
. Tap-tap!

Ancther knock at the door. And what
did that portend? More cruel japing; more
jeering allusions to the [act that her
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mother had once earned daily bread for
her little ones?

The study door opened, and Betty was
surprised to see only one girl appear. All
the same, she remained suspicious.

The visitor was Ursula Wade, a thin-faced

irl, with pale lips and colourless eyebrows.

etty had already marked her out as a very
quiet girl; but the quietness was of the
sort that goes with slyness, Af least, so
Betty had judged.

“I've just been asked by the captain to
bring you a_message,” said Ursula Wade,
looking past Betty instead of at her. ““You
are to go to her study at oncel”

““What for? Do you know?’’

“Not the faintest iden.”” This was said
with a sulky sort of shrug.

““ A]l right,’’ Betty remarked; ‘I suppose
I had better -go, although I ean guess it
only means some more fun at my expense.
The Grandways girls are with Paula Creel,
ur?‘n’t tk,l’ey {3 i

“Then I'vo a jullllly ood mind not fo
go. Look here, Ursula, 'll ask you plainly,
do you think it fair—"" : e

““Oh, don’t begin at me; T've got worries
of my own!’’ shrugged Ursula Wade, turn-
ing to go out. “I've given you that mes-
sage, mind!”’

““Veg, ull right. But, Ursula—"

. But Ursula had passed from the room,
and Betty was left staring at the door as
it closed between them.

“Worries of her own!” A puzzled frown
drew Betty’s brows -together. “I wonder
what she meant by that? What worries?
Have ‘I misjudged her? Oh, how sorry I
shall be if tilat is the onse. Her guietness,
that I felt was due to slyness—it is only
because she has something on her mind.”

Betty’s hard life in the past had made
her ever ready with sympathy. BShe darted
to the door, whipped it open, would have
called to Ursula ngain, but the gixl had
vanished.

So, feeling it was just_as well to go along
and find out what the Form captain really
wanted with her, Betty went up the. cor-
ridor and tnp‘;;md at the right door—No. 12.

“‘Come in! )

Betty entered the showily furnished rootn,
and the mere sight of one of Paula Creel’s
companions was enough to explain the

‘summons.

Grace Garfield was here!
Betty, nevving herself for another firm
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stand, took her eyes off Grace Garfield and
|glnnced at the iwo other girls who were
neve.

One was Cora Grandways, and”Betty won-
dered what had become of Judith, the
younger. Cora was sitting on the edge of
the“table, swinging a leg—a negligent atti-
iude, meant to impress Betty with the fact
that she, Cora, was great friends with
Paula Creel, and was quite at home in this
study.

The third girl was the captain herself,
exceedingly tall and slim, and old for the
Form she was in.

Betty found out afterwards that Paula
Creel had *'hung about ™ in the Form for
a couple of years, partly out of indolence
at her work and partly because she revelled
in her proud position as captain,

“Oh, thore you are, you geal!” said
Paula, lolling back on a couch and fanning
her face with a handkerchief. ‘I say, don’t
you know, there are complaints about
onl”

“I'd like to know what they are,” said
Betty bluntly. ;

“Let me deal with her. Shell I, Pavla
dear?’ said Cova Grandways. ou
don’t want the bore of all this, do you?"

“Wight-ho!” drawled Paula, with a half-
yawn, I don’t know that I mind what
you do ubout it. Bhe pushed a girl in a
most spiteful manner, and so, don’t you
know—-"" Paula broke off to rearrange a
cushion for her kead. “You'll have lo get
her to beg pardon, don’t you know.”

“QOh, that is the complaint!” exclaimed
Betty. ““I' guessed as muoch when I saw
Grace Cutfield here. Well, I'm not going
to do any begging Pardonl”

“You ave—what ?"’ |

“T'm not. going to—"" .

Betty was cut short by the opening of the
door to admit Judith Grandways, who came
sailing in at the kead of a small procession
of Fowrth Form girls, all in high spirits.

“(heerio, geals!’ their languid captain
greeted them.  ““Just in time to hear a
most pwiceless joke,  This Barton: person
isn't going to do any begging pardon, don’t
you kuow."”

“That's what she says,” muttered
Grandweys, with a vicious smile.
porhaps she’ll change her tune presently.”

“You saw her strike me, anyway,” broke
out Grace Garfield, addressing the orowd.
“Of course, 5, I wasn’t going lo lower
myself by striking back.”

Cora
«,
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“Rather not!"”" was the choius.

“Yet a_thing like that can't be passed
over,” said Cora. *“It’s bad enough for the
kid to be here at all.” . -

“Heur, hear!”

_"“But when it comes to gutter tricks—hit-
hungeoplle and—""

““Just the thing orie might expect from a
Coungil-school kigl"

And then Betty flared up.

“I pushed that girl away from me because
she was going to make some more cruel
taunts about my mother,”, she said
spiritedly. “I felt wad with the lat of
them; but this girl was the worst. And I
won't apologise—I won’t!” -

“Yah, yah, yah!” said Cora Grandways,
as if she were mimicking d very vulgar
voice. ‘‘This is going to make our heads
ache. Just remember, Botty Barton, you
are not in the back streets of Ribbleton
now " §

“Yes, do please wemombor where you are, .
you geul,” drawled the captain, “It is so
extwemely common, don’t you know!” .

“*She knows no better,” grinned Judith
Grandways. '“But that's no reason why she
can’t bhe taught!”’

‘“‘Hear, hear!” - P

“Quite so,” said Cora Grand\w:irs bsiuat-

ingly: ‘“And the first lesson shal the
correct way to apologise!  Stand here,
Beity, and—""

“Take your hands off me!” Beity cried,
shaking her shoulder free of Cora’s firm
hold. ““I'm not going to—"' :

“You are going to beg Grace Garfield’s
pardon.””

“I won't—I won't!”

The fierce refusal was followed by a sharp
seuflle, Betty struggling for freedom as the
Grandways pair pounced upon her,

“T’ll show you how to manage her!” said
Grace (rarfield. And, stepping close to the
struggling group, she stooped down and

‘canght Betty by the ankles.

ith a sharp dragging ' action, Grace

pulled Betty's feet from under her, and -
lﬁext moment the poor gixl was down on the
00r.

“There we are!” cried Grace.

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“Now!” chuckled Cora Grandways. She
and her sister were towering over the new
girl, forcing her to the floor. “‘Say after
me: ‘Please, Grace Garfield, I am very
sorry, and I promise—'""

“I won't!" gesped Bettv.
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““S8he won’t apologise,” .snidl -Cora,

By

“Her face—it’s too clean for

aula, it's for you to say what must

il to ]IG[’."
“Oh, just do what you think best, don’t
you know,” was the captain’s shrugged

thoroughly glorying in Betty’s A
TS ¥y

answer. “‘But not in here, please!”’
Nothing could have delighted the girls
more than this languid remark of Paula’s.

In a moment, whilst Betty was still being
kept on her knecs, a lot of whispering
started. Then, ﬁiving chuckles of sccret de-
light, some of the girls sewrvied away.

“Get up!” Cora Grandways said curtly to
the captive. “You are coming with us,
Betty Barton!”

“And don’t stmfg'le, or you'll spoil that
wonderful frock of yours,”” Judith Grand-
ways added.

The door was thrown wide open, and
Betty—still struggling, but completely over-
powered—was hustled into the passage and
almost drn_gged to that study which she had

h

to share with the Grandways girls,
Hardly had they got inside this room
before the girls who had scuiried off a few

moments ago came hwrrying in, carrying
a strange assortment of articles culled from
the domestic regions.

‘‘Ha, ha, hat”’

It was a loud peal of langhter as all the
things were dumped upon the table—
brooms, a dustpan, 4 -sack-apron, blacklead
and brushes, a lump of hearthstone, and
a bucket.

said Judith.
a chagady. =~ You remember, Cora dear,
when this kid’s mother used to come to
our house to clean the steps—"

“Yos, she always had a dirty face! Hp,
he, he!”

““You wicked snobs, to say such cruel
untruths!” Betty almost bed, ¢
mother was always tidy. She was the best
mother that ever a girl—"

‘“Ha, ha, bat” g

This time the laughter was caused by
Cora dabbing blacklead against Betty’s face.

“Bit realistic—what 1"’

“‘Real life. Ha, ha, ha?”

“Rather! Anybody can see what she is
at a_glance,” chuckled Ella Elgood.

“‘But in case not,” chimed in Grace Gar-
field, “we’ll label her, eh?””

“‘Bravo, Grace!” applauded the heartless
crowd, and in a couple of minutes this huge
label was done in large letters on a big
sheet of cardboard:-

“I Want Work!

Steps cleaned by the hour, day, er week!
Member of the Royal Society of Scrubbers!
Daughter of the World's Champion
Charlady 1"’

When this label had been slung round
Betty’s neck, the gloating crowd stood
lm:a[%l ing for quite a long time.

en, with a sudden stifling of laughter,
the door was thrown open, and the helpless

““Topping !’ was Cora’s chuckling com- | yiati i i
ment, ”gﬁut. the door, g’irls! And now E?,hpn;,::gg_m/ so-oalled Jape was. thrust duto
lend a hand, some of you! ; “Now, just to let the whole school know.

They swooped upon her with such!_jiopether!” chuckled Cora. And she
malicious energy as nearly seb her swoon- began to chant: “Ste-cps to clean! Any
ing. Weaker and weaker grew her efforts washing_or scr-ubbing to-day? - Ha, ha,
to Euuh her tormentors mvuﬁ. Pale and [pap>
giddy, she had to submit at last, and then ‘ A -
the cruel jape went forward with lightning CHAPTER. &
speed. | . *

Round her waist and up to her shoulders A Friend,
the sack-apron wus tied. Brooms and ssible for Betty Barton to try

rushes were forced into her hands, "and
when she refused to hold the things, the
gitls tried a different plan,

They tied the various articles to her
wrists, so that they dangled thore, whilst
the iron pail was slung from her waist,

“We are getting on,” chuckled Cora
Grandways, stepping back to admire the

eCcl.
“Ha, ha, ha!” i -
“But there ‘are certain finishing touches,”

and hold back.

Mercilessly she was pushed and
thrust by the crowd around her, whilst
-the mocking chant was sent floating

lT was imy

through the whole building: ) s
“Ste-eps “to clean! ny washing or
serubbing I'* -
And now the few girls in the Form who

had not taken part in the tormenting of the
new scholar looked out from their studies,
wondering at the commnotion.
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; ])imct]ly they, set eyes on Betty they burst
lout lnughing. :
“Ha, ha, ha!" =

Betty, helpless as she was, felt a raging
anger in her heart, Perhaps the teasing
erowd hoped to ses her burst into tears, or
beg to be spared; but, if so, they were
doomed to dxsagpomhment. ) .

Desperately she was bearing up, feeling
-sure thab patient submission was a far more
telling answer to this cruel persecution than
an; gm'la rosentment could have been.

%ut, oh, how her heart raged with anger!
" How she would have welcomed ‘one pity-
ing glance from a girl who felt the shame-
fulness of this treatment, and there was nok

one!

Still ‘as friendless as ever, an object of
derision to the whole Form! b3

The only girl who failed to join in the
merriment was Utrsula ade. rsula
turned into the passage as Betty was being
hustled along it; but she went 'past the
whole crowd with a face as moody as ever.

And so, in a few moments, Betly was
jostled ta the head of the stairs.

It was quite clear to her that the laugh-
ing crowd meant to troop after her, down
to the lower flcor, exhibiting her to the
girls of other Forms. DBut suddenly there
was a check, Cora Grandways giving an
excited exclamation,

“Hark! Oh, dear, it's Miss Redgrave
coming up! What shall we do,- girls?"”

The crowd hesitated, and then—one or
two of the most cowardly girls setting the
example—it began to melt away.

“‘Betty Barton shall go down, anyhow!’
whispered Cora, one of the last to flee.
“Hurry up, duffer!” i
_ And’she gave Betty a violent pustn]tPat
seqt her stumbling helplessly down half a
dozen stairs. . g

“With a subdued peal of laughter, Cora
and her remaining chums fled %mk to the

studies, whilst Betty checked her headlong |

rush just as Miss Redgrave came into view.
In the sudden deep hush that.had fallen
upon the scene there sounded a startled
gasp from the mistress as she stopped dead,
confronted with a girl so strangely dressed
‘that_recognition was almost jmpossible.
*“What nonsense is this?"’ Miss Redgrave
exnla},med at last, still staring. ‘“Who are

you?

“I'm Batty—Betty Barion!”

““But what hns possessed you to—— Oh,
1 see why it is!”” Miss Redgraye broke off,

. Miss
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“How shameful ' to

in an altered tone.
play such a cruel trick on you!

““Please, Miss Redgrave, it's all right;
I can ‘manage now they've run away,”
Betty was saying, when the mistress checked

“Come with me,” she said, *“and I will
help you to Bet rid of all that rubbish
and make you tidy again!” .

There and then she tore the mocking
placard from Betty's chest; and untied the
articles that were fastened to the girl's
wrists. .
Another moment saw the apron removed,
and that bit of sacking was used by the
mistress to wrap up all the other things.

“Here is my handkerchief, Betty; you
can wipe some of those smears your
cheek, and then—=""

“Let me run away and_wash properly,’”
fl?nde{;, Betty huskily. “I feel—so dread-
X ——

$Very well,” said Miss Redgrave. “*Only
come to me in my room s so0n as you
have made yourself tidy.”

With a very bitter look on her face, she
gathered up the apronful of kitchen utonsils
and hurried away. Five minutes lnter Bett;
found_her, alone in the private room, still *
frowning at the things, which were now
dumped in o corner. .

The youthful mistress came up to the new

irl, laying a soothing hand upon her
shoulders.

“Ah, lyuu look as bright as ever—that
nice henlthy colour again, instead of those
vile smears.”” ~She smiled. “But you
haven’t taken enough trouble over your
hair, Be’t!:y—iuch pretty hair it is1 One

‘| moment |

There was an_odd comb on 4 little corner
bracket. Miss Redgrave caught it up and

ssed it gently ﬂmug’h tty's ruffled

ir, soon making it ook nice and glossy.
_4*Betty,” Enid the junior mistress gently.
T wonder what you think of the girls in
39 }i"?urth Form, when they trgat you like
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“I don't know what to think, indeed I
don’t,”” said Beity bitterly, ‘‘If there were
ust two or three stuck-up girls, I would not

e so surprised. But the whole Form—even
the _girl who is captain—""

“Yes, it is a sad state of affairs,” sighed
Redgrave. “I have had to watoh the
snobbish element getting worse and worse
for some little time. Those Grandways
girls turned up here a week or so before you
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arrivt’.',d, and they made things worse at
onee

*Is the whole school like it ?” Betty could
not help asking. *The other Forms—surely
they can't all be so horrid!®  Then she
addod, as Miss Redgrave shook her
head: “Uncle said I was coming to one
gf bhﬁ biggest and best schools in Yhe king-

lom

“Your uncle was quite right, in many re-
s,” answered the young mistress.

**Morcove has a -great reputation, And
there was a time when anything like snob-
bery would soon have Leen put down,.if not
by the givls thewselves, then by the Form
mistress,  But ohanges came about in the
Fourth Form when the present mistress was
appointed.” s

* Miss Mnﬁsmﬁﬁmm, our Form mijstress,
soems quite all right,” Betty rejoined.
“She—7

“Yes, she may bo in many ways,” broke
in the jumior mistress,”only, like most of
us, she has one fault, Betty. I hate to dis-
cuss wy superior, of course, but I am trying
to show you how it is that snobbery is so
rampant ” .

Botty nodded quickly. i

“You mean our Form mistress is a—"

“’Sh1” The junior mistress shot a swift
glance at_the closed door. “Rightly or
wrongly, Betty, Miss Massiogham has cn-
couraged the girls to boast about their
parentage and that sort of thing. I em
sure her intentions are good; but we sce
the result in the treatment you are receiv-
ing.”

“I wonder I was ever accepted as a
scholar,” Betty said. “I am sure uncle did
not get me into the school under false pre-
tences. Miss Somerficld, tho headmistress,
must bave known how poor my parents were
nthw "time, and how fwent to the Council

“Miss Somerfield is no snob. She is a
good, true woman, and she would never be
prejudiced,” answered the mistress. “She
welcomes to the school all who fulfil the

conditions framed by the governors. Your
parents may have been r, but they were
always respectable; and your own char-

acter, Betty, was blameless !
Betty blushed now, and felt she wanted
to dhange the subject.
“Miss Redgrave,” she exclaimed, glanc-
ing all round the cosy room, “you must be
very happy with such a lovely place all to
yourself. How beautiful everything is!”
“Y am afraid I have not done much to

1

beantify the room,” the junior mistress said,
forcing o laugh, “It is mostl{y as I found
it when 1 obtained my post here, a little
while back. My Freducmsur had heaps of
moncy, Betty. I haven’t!”

“I'm sorry,” said Betty, with that ready
sympathy of hers. “But, of course, you
can’t be what I call really poor=—"

“I am really poor, Betty! I wouldn’t
mind a bit, if only—" sigh was all
that followed these quict words.

“Oh, it is like that?” exclaimed Betty
sadly. “You, too, have a lot to put up
with in the scheol, just because tgcre 15
something for which they feel you can be
looked down upoun!” :

The junior mistress kept her face averted
{Dl‘ 11 moment, whilst she scetned to ponder
hard.

“The fact is, Betty,” she broke out then,
“you are the only scholar in the whole
school who knows that I am poor.”
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“I have told you a sceret, yes. At least,
I bave confided part of it to you, because [
am sure you are to be trusted. And per-
haps, before long, I will tell you all the
rest, Betty.” :

“ How npﬂy it makes me feel, that you
trust me!” Detty exclaimed; and for the
fiest timo that day her eyes shone with jay.
“But why, if nobody else knows, do the
girls in our Form s;]lgak as if—as if—"

“You may say it, Betby.”

“I'm sorry,” faltered Betty ; “but they do
treat you rather as if they didn’t care much
about your authority, don’t they?”

Ruth Redgrave was silent for a moment,
bitir{F hor kip.

“Yes,” she =aid at last; “and you shail
it is, Bebty. They have found
am not popular with Miss Mas-
singham. They have often seen me snubbed
by her., They have found, when I have
called then to account, thap they can usually
get leb off any penalties imposed by me, by
appealing to the Form-mistross—"

Miss Redgrave paused, and glanced at the
clock on the mantelpiece. . :

“T think you had better go back to your
study now, Betty. hope you will soon
know happicr times. Count upon me to
help you all I can. I am your friend!”

“As T hopo to bo yours, always!” said
Betty softly. .

And, with that earnest rejoinder to the
junior mistress’s gentle words, the desq;lsed
meinber of the Fourth Form passed from

know_ wh;
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the room, fecling certain that tears of
“anguish were again springing into Ru
Redgrave!s eyes, now that sho was left alone
with her seeret sorrow.

CHAPTER 10.
As a Thief in the Night.,
¥ H! Hush! ’Sh?”

S Cora Grandways made a gosture
for silence, as she stood listening
at the door of the Fourth* Form

dormitory.
1t was lock-u
mitories now

time, and most of the dor-

eld their full complement
of scholars. In the big, airy room which
was given over to the KFourth Form, only
one girl had still to make an appearance.

That ?irl was Betty Barion.

«\We'll have a game vith her!” chuckled
Cora Grandways, tiptoeing away from the

“A few japes—"

“Oh, rather!” was the eager chorus;
whilst Paula Crecl expressed delight in her
own favourite fashion—a dmwlingh'.

“Bai Jove! Topping notion, what?”

“ Look!” went on Cora, wh:};ping oubt &

handful of string from fer dross_pocket.

“It's an old wheeze, but it is always a
The bedelothes, you know!”

“8h, sh!”

Then the laughter died down into very
suppressed_tittering, as Cora step) ed across
to Botty Barton’s bed, and tied one end
of the string to a ocorner of the bedclothes.

Unravelling the string—a task which took
a minute or so—she laid it nl‘nng the floor,
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—off flew all the bedclothes, leaving her
shivering in her nightgown.

It was, of course, tho jape, worked by that
biv of string which had been tied to one
corner of the bedclothes. *

“Oh, look at her!” chuckled Judith
Grandways, as Betty could be faintly seen
gust}!'wring up trhﬁg 'I:Jedﬂotlma ::do‘m thcﬁﬂucir.
“She’s going off to the pawnshop with the
blankets 1” £ w "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Force of habit!” sniggered Grace Car-
field. “Even now that she has a rich uncle
to pay for her schooling, she must grab all
she can! I say, kid, io you find it cold
standing in your bare feet!”

“She doesn't feel the cold—a kid who
hardly ever had shoes and steckings to her
feet!” encered Cora.

And so they kept it up among themseclves,
this merciless jeering and :acoﬁina,1 whilst
Betty, untyix;ﬁ the string from the bed-
clothes, laid them across her bed.

Her failure to fly into a temper was, how-
ever, a disappointment to the tormentors.
They scemed to lose heart for further japes,
although Cora's last remark to the others
was t}%at she had thought out some fine
“wheezes ¥ for to-morrow!

Betty snuggled down again, remaining for
a time all on the alert. t she was lelt in
remo and soon she had the comfortin
ief that she was the only girl who had not
dropped off to sleep.

But Betty was mistaken there.

Fully an hour later, when she hersclf was
still a long way off from sleep her weary
head being so full of troubled thoughts, sho
was suddenly aware of in the dot-

gnsamg it where y th other
eds, -~ |
“There you are!” chuckled Cora gleefully,
when the siring was properly adjusted.
“Vou just wait until the kid is getting into
bed, and then whe-izz! Off go the bed-
clothes™! .
“Ha, ba,.ha!”
Then Betty entered the dormitory, and
undressing quickly, 'got between the sheets.
- Not _ono of the girls spoke to her. United
in their policy of snobbish aloofness, they
settled down in their beds without a wor
for the " Council school kid,” and the only
“Good-night 1” she got was that one which
Miss Redgrave murmured during a last
look-in at the dormitory.
The junior mistress glided away, the
lights were out, and Botty was just getting
nicely comfortable in her bed, when—whisk!

mitory risiuq stealthily from: a bed.

Anobher "jape "—was that what it
meant ?

No wonder some such question darted
through Betty’s mind. 2

Her life at Morcove School had been, so
far, such unbroken persecution, it seemed
a very likely thing that one of the worst
girls—Cora Grandways, perhaps—had pur-
posely kept awake to perform some mid-
night trick. i

But the girl who was stealthily getting
out of bed—she was not Cora, nor y2i inc
of tho others who had been so actively
hostile to Betty. .

A liitle moonlight was ﬂﬂmn% inta the
dark room, and, with a throb of surprise,
Betty had already recognised the girl, whilst
pretending to be fast asloep.

be- *



“THE SCHOOLGIRLS

Ursula Wade!

That was the soholar who had crept from
her bed—one who had not, so far, been con-
cerned in the badgering of Betty.

In the most guiltily nervous manner, the
midnight prowler crept to the daoor, after
putting on some afﬂ?ler day clothes, and
went silently from the room.

Betty, pondering possible reasons for the
prl"s_agsﬂ.ing up, felt anything but re-
assured.

She could not.ignore the fact that Ursula’s
every movement had been extromely

- stealthy. -And this was the girl who had
owned miserably to having “ worries of her
ownl”

What, then, was the matter?

Al Betty's former interest in the strange
girl was now quickened. She felt anxious—
uneasy about her.

That settled moodiness of hers; the re-
mu_n-.k, “I’ve worries of my own!” and now—
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It was enough to make anyone feel mn-
easy, thought Betty; and suddenly she
yielded to the impulse to get up, put on
some clothes, and creep out on to the Jand-

ing.
%‘-hero she listened, holding her breath
the while. But not a sound cameé to her
betraying Ursula’s wheveabouts in the
hushed house, or what she was doing.

Five minutes—ten minutes crept g_‘r, and
Betty was still waiting, listening, her
anxiety undiminished.

Such a lapse of time only jncreased her
uneasiness, and at last she tiptoed to_the
stairs. and went down them without making
the least sound. :

Direotly she got to the Janding below,
she knew where Ursula was.

At the far end of the Fourth Form corri-
dor a ohink of light was shining along the
bottom of a study door, and from that study
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For Urusla Wade had a money-box in one
hand, whilst ber other hand eld an or-
dinary dinner knife, i

She had given a shuddering gasp of terror
as the door flew open, and now she stood
like one stricken with dismay.

Betty, full of pity for the tempted girl,
rushed at her, snatching both money-box
and knife from the would-be thief’s hands.

In doing so, the blade made a little cut
in one of Betty's fingers; but she was too
upset to take notice of this at the time.

“Oh, Ursula!” she whispered tragically.

And all m a moment Ursula burst into
tears.

“I know—I know!” she moaned, whilsk
Betty shut the door to prevent the girl's
sobbing voice going farther than this room.
“But was so worried—so driven for
moneg!"

“That was your worr;‘—t:hu need for
morey? Oh, why didn’t you ask me?”
Betty exclaimed compassionately. “I have

lenty, Ursula. If only you had told me,

would have given you all you nceded. I
would give my last penny to keep anyone
from doing a thing like this!”

There was & pause, whils# the weeping
girl struggled with her emotions. Then
she broke out, sobbingly:

“I bad had enough of asking others to
help me! It has on:i(: led to sneering re-
fumls'! And I—-I thought you'd be the
same!”

“How much do you need 7" asked Betty.

“Nearly a pound,” was the faltered an-
swer. “It's a bill I ran up in the town.
The shopwoman has turned nasty, and has
threatened .to come up to the school to-
morrow, unless—" .
. “T'll give you the money in the morn-
ing,” Betty broke in softly. “Go back to
bed now, and don't worry any more. One
moment, though! Had you got any money

there now came a faink chinking sound. out of bhis box before I camo in?"

“That is not Ursula’s study—it is the one| *“No.” ¢ %
Ella Elgood shares with Grace Garfield,”| “Then that's all right. Where is it
Betty realised, with another throb of| kept?” i
anxiety. “What is Ursula doing in that rsula ‘answered by taking the moncy-

stucly, when all the rest of the school is
asleep 1 ; .
It was a question the answey to whick
Betty felt she was entitled to find.
8o he went sciﬂ;ly ?itgmg the landing, and
—scorning to play SpY, peeping
% Eeyhol&—bo[%{y

through ‘the opened the
study door. 5

she did so, it was to give a startled
gasp of horror.

box from Betty, and placing it at a certain
spot on the mantelpiece. 2

‘Then she took the knife and pui it away
in the cupboard, whilst Betty now gave a
g}]ln.mm to her cut finger. Tt was bleeding
slightly, and she put her handkerchict
around it.

Ursula was calmer now; but suddenly, as
she was going stealthily td the door, she
turned back with a wild look of entreaty.
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“ You—you mean it, Betty Barton? The
mouney—youn really

Oh, .if you fail me—' i
« You shall have it beforo breakfast,” said

Belty.

Uéu]n‘ did not stay to prolong the talk;
but if thanks were what Betty wanted, she
got them next morning. 4

Tully half an hour before breakfast-time,
the two girls met downstairs.

'he Grandways sisters were not down yef,
so Detty felt it was quite safe to ask Ursula
into Study No. 7, that heing the one which
Betty shared with Cora an Judith.

And there, behind the closed door, the

irl who was scorned by the Fourth Form

id her secret act of kindness.

TSTN make it hirty shillings, Ursula—
there you are,” ‘Betby said simply, handing
over the paper maney. “And now T hope
this is the end of all your worries.”

" nk you—thank _ you!” qunysrad
Ursula, %uu-ing away the money with a
shaking hand.  She was trembling from

_ head to foot. «T'll do more than repay
you, Betty. If ever I can help you—be &
true friend to you—T will!”

And those words—oh, they seemed sweet
as music in Betty's ears. ¢
© Her face lit m; her shining eyes showed
the answer which she longed te voice, only
one thought kept her silent.

«Phen be my friend now!’—that was
what sho longed to cry out cagerly; buk she
was afvaid that Ursula might think the gife
of money had only been inspired bg a cun-
ning desire to buy friendship. An such a
mean thing as that had never for a moment

- been in Bebky's mind.

«1 need a friend or two, goodness knows !

was all she said wistfully. ““And after this,

Ursula, I shnljl think of you as being one.”

“Yes, yos!

Once again Ursula spoke with fierce
earnestness.

“ How could I fail you at any time, Betty,
s,ﬂc% |tl:e way you have—"
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Betty gestured sharply for silence.

There wore voices outside the door.
i It opened, and the Grandways girls came
n.

CHAPTER 11.
One Girl's Silence.
RSULA went ?iok%mn the room,
shutting the door ind her,
- “Um!” muttered Cora Grand-
ways, staring after the girl. “Whal
was she doing here, Judy ™

do mean to help me?| lad I
O » "Jr’sula h
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“Trying to borrow money from the chat-

suppose!”  sniggored Judith.
as been hunting mobey every-
where this weck. I don't know liow she can
bring heself to do it—I couldn’t}”

“ Porhaps you may have to do it somo
day,” said Betty, fecling it right to defend
the absent Ursula, who was now her friend.
. Perhaps I nhnli,” snapped Judith, “But
if aver I do have to borrow money, it won't
be from 8 kid who was in the gutter only
a month ago!”

“Not in the gutter,” said Betty. Bhe
fell like giving as good as she gob, just ak

resent. I and my {)eople wera in ons of
those lovely slum dwellings thas your father
owns! One of the buildings—"

“(h, that will do!”

«T wouldn’t interrupt—it is rude,” went
on Betty, “And you ride yourselves on
being such woll-broug'gt-up ladies, don’t
you? My home—please be more exact in
future-—~my home was in one of those streets
of houses that there was such a scandal
sbout. You remember—"

“Will lyou be quiet!” yelled the Grand-
ways’ gitls.

“You remember how the town council
were going to condemn them, only—"

A hurled dictionary, missing Betty’s head i

by a mere inch, struck the wall, and Cora

Grandways followed up this missile by

making a rush at the girl she despised.

“Come on, Judy!” she called to her
gister. “It's bad enough to have her in
the study; but when it comes to saucing
us—"

“(iot you!” hissed Judith, as Bolty
avoided Cora only to fall into the younger
sister’s hands, “Now then "—aln}lnl “Per-
haps you will learn to "—slap, slap, slap!
—*hold your tongue, you—>"

Smack !

That was one on the cheek for Judith!
In seli-defence Betty could not help strike
ing her enemy. . . 2

%0h; tho cet! Hold her, Coral” panted
the younger sister. T

Cora simply hurled hersell upon Betty,

 and another moment would certainly have

seen tho scuffle waxing fjercer than cver.

But now there was a sudden outery from
one of the other studies, and next second
Ella Elgood and Grace Garfield came whirl-
ing upon the scene.

*Shut that door |  We are giving the kid
a lesson !” panted Cora savagely.

But Grace Carlield burst out excitedly s
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“Hang the kid! Come along to our den,

you girls! There's been a thief at work in | b

the night!”

“What " ;

“Nico doings—ihat’s 'a " fact I” was Ella
Elgood's remark., “Someo low thief has
been trying to get coins from my money-
box 1* -

Such startling pews caused the Grand-
ways gitls to dart away after Ella and
Grace, who ran back to their own study,
picking up other Fourth Formers on the
Wi ¥

y.

This left Betty all alone; but she could
not stay here.

Her heart was throbbing with dismay at
what she had heard. ;

Betting hovself to rights, after the fierce
scuffle, she went along to tho other study,
where a_whole créwd of Fourth-Form girls
had gathered.

Ella and Grace were in the centre of the
throng, talking excitedly .about their dis-
covery.

“There's the box—look I” cried Ella, hold-
ing it up. “It has a little grease in the
slot, proving that some horrid thief was
trying to get coins out, by means of a
greased knife!”

“And herc’s the very knifel” added
Grace dramatically. “It was put. back in
the cupboard, but we know it was cleaner
than this. If you lock.at it in & certain
light, you can see where grease was rubbed
on, at.the end ! * “

One of the girls standing by took the

knife und scrutinised it, then gave & nod.
“What's this rusty speck on the handle,
tuo?"”.rhe remarked. “Hallo! It might

“It* is|” cried  Grace Garfield excitedly.
“A spot of blood. Oh, hooray! Hero's a
cluo, girls I

“A clue?” . = .

“Yes. Don’t you see, the girl who used
the knife must have cut her hand with it !
So the girl who has a cut on her hand this
wornin

‘She's the culprit|” went up the chorus.

“Girly,” rushed on Grace, “I'm sure you
are all quite ready to show hands—"

“Rather! Ha, ha, ha! . This is greaf
* fun—except for the culprit ” they chuckled.

And, shuffling a little apart from one an-
other, they held out their hands, turning
them this way and that for inspection.

Betty was standing by the door. Her
head: seemed to be swimming with giddi-
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nleu, and the whole sceno was a dreadful
u

Lol 5
Ursula Wade had linined the erowd, and
Betty could not belp looking at her in great
enxicty. But Ursula would not meet the
eyes of the girl who had befriended her.
She edged to another part of the room,
and then—— .

Betty almost reeled with dismay, for she
saw Ursula Wade holding out her hands
just_like the other girls! .

“Yours are all right, of course~and
yours, and yours,” said Grace Garfield,
working round the rcom to inspect the
hands.

" Bhe passed on, and came to Betty.

“Hallo] Here's a girl ‘who doesn’t like
to show her hands. old ’em out, Betty
Barton. Wo don’t expect to be ve
clean. Girls who come from Couneil schools
are—oh, I say! Look here, girls !

The erowd surged close in a moment.

“A cut finger—" )

“A cut that has not had time to heal!”

Every girl in the room, it seemed to poor.
Betty, was shricking the words‘, excepting
Ursula Wade. .

Yet even that girl had pressed close,
with the others, and was staring at the
injured finger.

“How did you get that cut, Betty Bar-
ton?” It was Ella Elgood who spoke.
“("iumaI on—no bluster 1

“8She can't answer! And look at her
white face—look at - the misery in her
eyes!” sang out Judith Grandways. “She
is the thief|” .

“I am not!” cried Betty in a ringing
voice,

“You are—you are!” Once again it was
a chorus of fierce disgust. “The cut finger
has betrayed you, %‘ntty Barton, It is
proof positive I

“I am not a thief!

money from the box "

“That's your artful bluster !” eried Ella,
“No money has been taken; but you tried
ta get it

At this moment, when the whole room
was scething with excitement, several girls
near the door were forced to make way
for a newcomer,

It was the junior misiress. Bhe had
heard all the commotion, and wished to
know what it all meant.

A babel of voices answered her, all lead-

I have taken no
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ing up to the same cry of fierce scorn.
Betty Barton was a thief! =
“What do you think of it?” Grace Gar-
field’s cry rose above the others, “A girl
who has plenty of money herself, and yet
ghe must try to steal!” .
“It's in tho blood—must be!” struck in
“Hushi You ask mo what I think,” the
youthful mistress eaid, in Erent distress.
%1 think it is quite impossible that Betty
can be %nilty. etty Barton, how do you
account for that cut on your finger 1
“She can’t account for it1”
«Silence, please!” Miss Redgrave spoke
with some sternness, Lot Betty speak.”
And then they all waited—and waited in

vain. A

No answer from Betty Barton.

She 1f was as conscious s any of
¢he sudden deep hush that had fallen upon
the scene; and she was wondering, desper-
ately—when would Ursula Wade's voice
end this tense pause?

For surely Ursula would speak out—
would own up to clear her?

The very girl whom she—Betty—had

the actual theft;

saved from cummitti:dg
the very girl who been so vehement

in her thanks—surely she would prove her
gratitude now !

Yot no word camo from her—not one.
_So much, then, for all those professions
of gratitnde!

o much for those earnest promises of
prp\'n"lg a iriend, if ever tho need should
arise | .

Here was the dire need of help such as
only Ursula Wade could give. And Ursula
Wade was silent!

“We are waiting for you to speak, Betly
Barton,” the junior mistress said ab lagt.

“I—I have nothing to
husky answer,
tried to steal any money.”

Tho faltered plea of innocence let Toose
another string of fierce denunciations. A
dozen tongues lashed gt the poor girl, so
that she swayed giddily and would have
fallen, only the mistress steadied her. -

“Come Wwith me to the Form-misbress,”
seid Ruth Redgrave quietly; and then the
sudignant crowd made way for them.

Criusl ﬁf "Tllise{—horrid flil:tish:hﬁhiaf el
pursued Betty as she passed from the room
with the inl:lior mistress. But oh, far
harder to bear than even the worst of those
cruel crics was the silence of that one girl !

say,” was the
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Ursula Wade—still silent, knowing that
in silence there was safety.for herself !

“You may come in, Bethy.”

Miss Redgrave made the guict remark
as she came to the door of the Form-mis-
tross’s room, outside which Betty had been
left waiting for a few minutes.

“1 have explained all_the circumstances
of the case to Miss Massingham,” the
junior mistress whispered to the girf lead-
ing Eer forward, “Now she will deal with
you.

In a blind way poor Betty crossed the
big room, and came to & standstill in front
of the Fourth-Formn mistress. i

An impressive, avistocratic figure was
Miss Massingham, in her stately black
dress, and with her head of snow-whits
hair. Gold-rimmed glasses were in keep-
ing with her distinguished looks; but, when
the best had been said of her, she seemed
rather a cold, statuesque heing.

«What does this mean?” she asked Betty
sharply. ‘*Have we really a thief in our
Form—my Form?”

r‘I" am not @ thief, Miss Massingham

“But it has been proved!”

“Qnly by -circumstantial evidence,” pub

in the junior mistress gently
“Miss Redgrave, 1
assistance in dealing .with this matter I”
the Form-mistress said tartly. “Don't go—
no. _Only, pray kepp silent, and trust me
to_deal justly. It is purely_circumstantial
ovidence, Betty Barton; and that fact is,
I fancy, all that is saving you from sum-
mary expulsion ! .
“Qh, Miss Massingham !”
«Toarful looks do_mot move mel” was
the hard_answer.
impreseed by some explanation, but that
you cannob give mel Silence condemns
you, Betty !”, .
“Unless—" Miss Redgrave exclaimed,
.and then stopped, biting a lip.
“Unless what1” demanded ‘the Form-
mistress.
“Dnless she is keeping silent to shield
some other girl!”
 #You oredit this gitl with chivalrous
instincts which, I am afraid, cannot have
been implanted in one with_her upbris
ing! No, Miss Redgrave. There are gir
who nobly sacrifice themselves for others,
but_they are girls who belong to greab
families whose chivalry is traditional| As
regards this most unpleasant affair of

0. not require your

gasped Betty. ‘

“I would be far more '
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snoney-box, ii cannot be proved except
circumstantial evidence; and so again
cannot do what I would wish to do! ¥ou
may go away, DBetty Barton!” 4

“But, Miss Massingham, do you mean’

that Lam—"
“Come away, Beity !” the under-mistress
whispered hastily. “Come with me!”
g “ But—but- i
Betty's choking voice failed her, and
. bofore she could swallow back her sobs of
grief, she was out in the passage.
“Hush, dear!” seid the junior mistress
sympathetically. s
“Qh, the cruel hardness of it-the wicked
shame |” Betty muyttored. “Bho sends me
back to the girls, for all of them to go
on believing that I did it! And I didn’t
didn’t! I am not a thief!| Ob, it is
eruel—cruel " : :
In the gloom of that dim passage, Miss
Redgrave bent down, wound a loving arm
about the innocent givl, and kissed her.
“My poor Betly, how my heart grieves
for you!” she whispered.
hard life may be for you, remember, dear,
you are going to win your way in the
end! Something tells me that you will yet
zise to a place of honour and esteem;’ in the
eyes of all’ the school I”
Betty went to her place in the class-room,
and there she felt agnin the glances of
cruel scorn that were being bestowed upon
her; whilst all the time Ursula Wade sat
there, still silent, still unsuspected :of any
patt in the attem:g;:d theft. e ¢
With money of Betty’s still in her posket,
to save her from disgrace, and knowing
that it was her own midnight misdeed that
had brought this trouble upon her friend
}nk nec](]l_, P'rsulu Wade could yet keep silent
ike this!

What was there left in poor Betty's ach-
ing heart but the bitter feéling that she
was fated to remain the unhappy victim
of treachery and malice; fated to a last-

ing object of contempt in the eyes of the
school; and all this, without ever finding
ono {rue friend to turn to in one’s troublest

CHAPTER 12.
Keeping Her End Up.
" RE you going to clear out of this
A study 1”
“No |”
SWe will

put you out!”
*You won't!” .

“But, howover | h

25

“Bag and Daggage, out you go, Detty
Barton 1"

And so -saying, the Grandways girls
seized hold of Betty's belongings with a:
violence ‘that betrayed the desire fo inflicty
injury upon them.

Cord, in the act of flinging wide the study
door, spilled half thé contonts of an o
bag. And Judith, following with another
bag, simply kicked the spilt articles into
the passage.

Hor choeks flaming with anger, Betiy
now, whirled to the doorway, and sent
Judith, bag and all, back into the room.
Then she hastily gathored up the litter of
things, returned them to the other bag,
d made a rush to re-enter the study.

Slam!

. The door banged in her face, and from
inside the room came a series of mocking

Then', suddenl, , Cora Grandways -opened
the door sharply, allowing her sister to
Betty's ings into the

ge.

Quick as a flash, Betty stuck:out one
foot, so that the door could not ‘be closed
again. And then, fairly roused to a white
heat of anger by so much cruel pereecutjon,
she made a grab at Cora’s hair.

Betty pulled—hard! A shriek rent the
air, and next moment Cora was only oo
glad to release her hold on the door, to
induce Betty to let go of the plait she was
pulling. ; s

That was & win for Betty!

Into the_ study she swept, quite xeady
to continue the struggle up to the bitter
end, rather than let the spiteful, snobbish

irls think they had a spiritless vietim to

eal with.

The stidy door remained wide open, and
now girls  from other studies suddenly
appeared, looking highly clated . at the
prospect of watching “baiting ” of

Betty.

“What's tho trouble, Cora 7 chuckled one
of the newcomers.  Have you given her
notice to quit?”

“That's the idea,” said Cora, putting her
ruffied hair to rights. “And in two ticks
you will see the thieving kid bundled out,
traps and all!”

FGirls

The cry caused a fluiter in the crowd.

url more of

1 For that one word was the first hint they
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had that their Form-misiress was amongst
thom. - .

# Ahem 1 coughed Miss Massingham, as
_the throng fel apart to allow her to sweep
into the study. “What s the trouble
here? 1 heard—really, it was a most un-
seemly disturbance 1

Her hard eyes fixed themselves upon
Betty, as the suspected cause of the com-
motion,

“Do you think it fair, plense, Miss Mass-
ingham,”éyroke out Cora Grandways, in &
fawning tone, “that Judith and should
be asked to fave this girl in our study?”

Betty Barton's face flushed with anger.

. “Miss Massingham,”  she exclaimed,
“this is lhe study I was told to ocoupy when
1 cane 1o the school, so I refused to leave
it P ;

Miss Massingham frowned. .
%o not say ‘ refused.” * Refused’ is not
at all a nice word, Betty Berton,” she said.

“But—" .

“Silence, Botty Barton !” cried the Form-
mistress, ~ And, turnmg to Cora Grand-
ways, she added: *I presume the junior
mistress placed this girl in here?”

Miss Redgrave is so tact-
less " sighed Miss Massingham. Had
i;ou‘ brought the matter to m notice, Cora,

would certainly have h the trouble
remedied. But surely there is a spare study
“which Betty Barton can occupy !”

Some of the Fourth-Formers nudged one
another and exchanged delighted smiles.

“All the studies are occupied,” Cora
hastened to say. “But there is that box-
hw:mm round the corner, Miss Massing-

am.” %

The Form-mistress nodded. 3

«T know the place. When I looked at it
some time ago, I decided that it could be
used as & stu&y in case of necessity. It
will suit Betty Barbon nicely! Betty—"

“Tll go at once, Miss Masaingham "

“Do, please!” said the Form-nmatress.

Arnd, with that remark, Miss Massing-
ham marched away. *

“Hurry up” snapped Cora Grandways.
“Get slong with all your iraps

“Qhe can't take them all at once, so let’s
help her !” suggested Judith. . .

‘And she sof the example by snatching
up one of Betty's 'be]ong}zngs “and -tnk_inf_ 1t
as far as the passage,-where she let it all.

The fun caught on, . «

In & twinkling, half a dozen girls were

“Qnite so!

WHEN BETTY CAME TO MORCOVE

having what they, considered fine sport with
the new girl's things, pretending to help
in their removal, but really flinging them
ifnto the passage, and kicking them to and
ot

Botty was locking very palo mow. It
was a_eruel lifo thoy were leading her, and
fow girls in her ;lﬂm would have kept. the
chock on her feolings that she did.

After carrying two of her heaviest
articles to the box-room, she returncd for
some of the things that were being kicked
up and down the passago. She made
soveral journeys of this nature, without
uitering a word, and so ab last oll her
possessions were dumped  into her new
quarters, and she was able to shut the door.

Slam ! 5

It was getting on for eix o’clock, and
even out of doors the daylight was nearly
gone. In this tiny room, - with_its grimy
window, there was the deepest gloom. She -
found an electriclight switeh, but when
she turned it on, no light came, for there
was no- electric bulb in the pendant that
hung from the cobwebby ceiling. .

“Never mind—I’ll manage 1” she said to
herself fercely. *“Once I get this place fo
rights, Pll have one thing to be thankful
for—I shan’t have those girls nagging ‘at
me from morning till night!”

Then she went downstairs, and calmly
asked & maid in the kitchen for a candle
and a few things with which to tidy up.
the place.. It let her in for an argument as
to why she wanted the things, bub she did
not mind that.

On the way back, laden with the candle-
stick, a dustpan, and & broom, she had to
pass through the hall, and now she. saw
a girl, who was a complete_stranger to
her, entering the house, whilst Stéggles,
the porter, was bringing in a portmanteau.

“«Hallo |” said the strange girl loftily.
“you might fetch in my other things from
the cab! Bteggles s gtousing, and I can’t
carry everything in myself.”

“{'m sorry I can't help you; but I'm not
ione of the servanta!” said Betty, rather
resenting the other girl’s manner.

«Qh 1" said the girl, staring. ¥ What are
you then—not & olar1”

es, I aml i
"« A" scholar? But_what are you doing
with a dustpan and broom? A Morcove
School girl—my word, this is something -
new !” lau the new arrival, in a very,
amazed fashion,
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“I am pew,” Botty said then, in a
softoned tone. “You will find out all about
me soon enough, no doubt!”

And with that she continned on her way,
reaching the Fourth-Form passage, to find
Ill.l’lllfﬂﬁ the whole Form lined along the
walls,

“Hooray! Herc comes the
champion charlady 1

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Now for a demonstration, ladies!”
ochuckled Cora Grandways. “This way to
the show!”

They swarmed after her, as she went
swiftly along to the box-room; and Betty
suffercd their malicious attentions pationtly,
having hit upon a good plan to “get her
own back ” presently. '

Lighting the candle, she started to sweep
industriously, whilst all the time Cora
Grandways and Company hung about in
the doorway, laughing and jeering.

So amused were the tormentors at their
own play of wit, they did not notice how
Betty was gradually sweeping the litter into
a nico big heap, close to the door.

“There's the professional touch!” snig-
gered Cora. “Bee kow the poor kid has
inheritod her mother's art? Ha, ha, ha!
That’s right, kid, sweep away! Don’y
forget the corners, you know! And bow
about the chimney? Getl Jsome soot down
itk
dirtier than she is!”

world’s

whilst you are ahout i
“It can’t make her
said Judith. :
Betty, suddenly shovelling up & whole
panful of the litter, shot it clean into the
assage—in other words, full at the jeer-

“QOooooo!. Oh, dear!”

With howls. and wails of woe, the dis-
comfited snobs scattered from the doorway,
and next moment the door was shut.

Nor, for the time heing, at a.nﬁ rate,
did any of the dusty girls feel like bother-
ing Betty any more |

CHAPTER 13.
Oné More of Them?

UT how little did even that temporary
B victory comfort Betty, when her
task of tidying up was finished and
. she could sit down to ponder her

position ! s
Alone! Utterly alone now, in every

sense of the word.
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“But I'll stick it!” sho vowed to her-
solf, dashing the tears from her eyes. “It's
what I mado up my mind to do the very
first evening here., Even if I have to. go
through the whole term without ever find-
ing one fricnd to turn to, I'll still keep my
end up!” K

Only, was the sad thonght that made
more tears glisten along her lashes, what
a life it was going to bel

What & fecling of unmerited disgrace
and shame it loft one with to be here, in
the heart of this great school, and to know
oncself shunned by all!

Never to know a friendly smile; never
to have any part in those things that every
schoolgirl ~loves—games, sports, rambles
oytho doors with jolly parties of other
gir!

A murmur of voices was sounding just
outside the door, nnd she wondered H fresh
mischief was afoot.

Tor once, however, she did not appear -
to ba the topic of discussion. .
“What sort of a time did you have,
Polly ?* she heard one of the girls asking.
Betty recognised the questionét’s voice;
she was Grace Garfield, a scholir who was
as keen as any on the baiting of the *“Coun-
cil school kid.” But Polly—who was

Polly?

Then Betty understood in a flash.

Polly must be that girl whom ehe had
met in the hall just now.

“QOh, it made a nice little holiday for
me, going home those few days for the
wedding,” answored the girl who had been
addvessed. “Everything went off very
well, too. But I had to rush for my train
to-day, and that started a splitting head-
ache.”

“ How unpﬂ:asnnt, Polly

“Oh, Tll myself again in the morn-
ing! 1 just fecl I want to tumble inte
bed and go to sleep!” . .

Then, although the conversation -still
went on, it sank to such a subdued tone
that Betty,. oven if she wanted to overhear,
could not have done so. .

But there was no desire at all on Betty's
part to hear any more. :

Having been roused from her bitter
thoughts, she felt it was best not to start
thinking of her trials and troubles all over
again. So, with only the dim candle-light
to aid her, she sat about making the room
as comfortable as possible.

The place could hardly be regarded as
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furnished. There was a rickety old table
and ope creaky chair, and that was just
about all. .

“Oh, but I'll soen change all this!” Betty
eaid to herself, with a grim smile. “I've
got heaps of pocket-meney. When I've
made this reom of mine look ever so nice,
by buying things te my own taste, then
the girls will euvy me, instead of being
able to chuckle over my misery! I'l buy
a pice——"

Tap—tap !

She faced round to the door sharply.
Who was outside now? What was coming
—moro trouble with her tormentors?

On guard against so-called “japes,” she
ignored the soft kmnocking; and now the
door was opened a foot or so, and a girl
looked into the room,

“Um!” she said, giving & glance all
round the den. *“8o this is where they
have-put you” |

* Yes,” said Betty. “And now you know
what wanted with that dustpan and
broom,* 3

“1 don’t envy you!” said the other girl,

*“You will, when I've finished making
the place what I mean to make it!”

Then the other girl gave her a very
divect look, and for perhaps a couple of
scconds they were gazing straight into
other's eyes.

“¥ou must have upset the Form-mis-
tress, to be stuck in here,” said the girl
at the door,

“I_haven't wanted to upset anybody,”
said Betty. “Dut they are up against me
~all of them!”

“80 I'm told,” nodded the other girl.
“It is an unpleasant business, and 1 l'egxlvn
you'd be glad fo leave the schoal.”

“I don’t mean to leave it!”

“You don’t? Then you look like having
o pretty rough time! We are a school for
young ladies, you know!”

This may have been said with just the
least touch of sarcasm; but Betty—was it
a wonder that she took it as a sign that
this girl was like all the rest, %!n:li of
snobbery ?

. “Haven't you made any friends?” asked
the girl at the door.

“No, not one.”

“That's bad. There must be something
pretty strange somewhere, for all the Form
to be down on you!” The speaker added,
after a_moment: “I'm Polly Linton, you
know. I share a study with Ursula Wade.”

WHEN BETTY CAME TO MORCOVE

“Ursula_ Wade! Are you tihat girl's
friend 7” Betty exclaimed.

“I think I can call myself that,” was the
answer,  “ Why 1” .

But Betty only shrugged her shounlders.
She was not going to blab about the bitter
experience she had had with Ursula Wade.

Polly Linton waited for B
tinuo tho talk; but, as ro word came, she,
too, shrugged, and then withdrew from
the threshold, shutting the door. .

Next moment tho lonely gixl heard a
babble of talk start up in the passage, as

etty to con- |

Tolly met the Grandways sisters and one *

or two othors, %

“Council school kid-—ﬁositi\'c disgrace to
the place!” Phrases of this sort, all uttered
with the greatest contempt, came to Betty”
ear. *“The sooner she goes the better |”

Then something was said by one of the
snobs, in a low voice, causing a great shout
of laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Betty sat down at the bare table, and
stopped her ears with her hands.

Why was it that this Iatest burst of de-
risive laughter hurt her more than cver?
‘Why—except that she knew Polly Linton
was amongst the scoffers, and must think of
that girl as making yet another mem
the jeering crowd. .

Qne more of them to take delight in her
humiliation | :

One more of them to despise and shun
her, as if she were the daughter of utter
criminals’! .

Polly Linton, seemingly a nice girl in‘ma
ways—wonderfully f)retty,'. full of higl
spirits, and evidently a girl of character,

ut_was there any doubt that she, too,

would join with all the rest in leaving the
“Council school kid ” alone?

Alonel
Once in the terrible senso of - cruel
isolation filled poor Betty’s heart, and she

dropped her head upon her folded hands, ‘as
she lay upon the table; and choked back hex

sobs. P
Not'a_friend for Her—not onel
CHAPTER 14,
The Cruelty of Cora.

HAT night, when Betty Barfon got ta
the Fourth-Form dormitory, her entry
caueed several girls to end a lot of

whispering. i
With quick nudges and a deal of mystery
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ous winking, Cora Grandways and Company

moved apart, and began to discuss ordinary

topies whilst they undressed. : ot
Betty went straight to her part of the big

room, at the end farthest from the door,

Hor bed was uniform with all the others,
and it had the same warm mat beside it.
8he was on the alert for “japes ” at her
expense, but when she turned back the bed-
clathes . to sce if anything had been put be-
tweon the shects, nothing unusual met her
eyes. e
All in an instant, however, she was taken
by surprise in an unexpected manner,

Tho mat she was standing on suddenly
flew from under her feet, leaving her all
a-sprawl on the bare floor,

“Ha, ha, ha!” 5

It was o perfect scream of delight from
her tormentors.

Cora and a few others had hold of a length
of stout cord, one end of which had been
tied to a corner of the mat.

With a lightning pull they had whisked
the mat away, and that peal of laughter
followed tho thump with which Eetty
crashed to the floor.

“Hallo! This kid is having fits!”
chuckled Grace Garfield. “What can we do
to rovive her?”

“Try this!” cried Grace’s crony, Ella
Elgood. And, grabbing up a pillow, she
made a swinging blow with it at Betty’s
shoulders, .

_ Biff!

PBetty staggered under the soft but forcible
blow, and next instant half a dozen of the
snobs were belabouring her with other
pillows and bolstors,

*“Ha, ha, ha!” v

Biff! Flop! Thud! ’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bai Jove, girls, 3 never get to slee
for the dust you aite waising!” drawlel
Paula Creel, who was disrobing languidly
in the special corner reserved for the Form
captain.

“Gorry, Paula!” said Cora. “It’s the
E:id!'{swclulhcs; they are so dusty!l Just
ook ! :

Biff! Biff! Thud!

Betty tried to rise, only to be floored
again by another furious onset.

“Phew!” panted Judith, at last, givin
up for sheer lack of breath, *Can't we fin
some less violent form of wxereise, zirls?”

23

_“A change wouldn't be bad,” agreed ker
sister. “I know!”. :

And with a rush, half a dozen of them
wore upon Belty, dragging her to one of
the drossing-tables. s

In vain she struggled; she was uttorly
overpowered, whilst hor gasps of belpless
desperation only causal more merriment
than_ever,

“Ha, ha, ka!”

As the gleating laughtor died away a girl
whe had gone to bed spoke irvitably.

“Can’t you girls stop your row? Can't
we havo that light out? If you had a head-
ache like mine you would soon hold your
noise I" -

It was Polly Linton who had spoken.

“Bai Jove!” sang out Paula, from the
other end of the room. “8how o little con.
sidewation for Polly, don't you know! Stick
a seween wound her, bai Jove!”

“All right, Paula!” cried one of Betty's
tormentors. -

Thero was a folding screen in & corner by
the firoplace. In a moment it was taken
across to Polly Linfon's bed, and placed
avound it, the girl who did this murmuring
teasingly :

“There, poor dear!”

“Oh, go away!” exclaimed Polly. “If
my head werent splitting so that I can
h!alrd'ly stand you wouldn't play about like
this!”

“8he'll be all right by the morning; let
her alone,” Cora said impatiently. “How's
this, girls?” .

With an extra malicious grin she rubbed a
bristly brush against Betty's face.

“Topping I” -

* Priceloss I .

“He, he, he !” tittered Judith, “And now .
someone ought to do her hairl”

“Let me—"

“No, me—me!”

A dozen of them wore eager for the
further bit of “fun” at Betty’s expense;
but Cora pushed them all away.

“This reminds me,” said Cora; “she
pulled my hair a few hours back.. And one
good pull deserves another!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

A ga'sping' sii;h of pain came from poor
Bett;

Y.

Her heir was being pulled and tugged at
most cruelly, and, what with this and all
tho indignities that had gone before, she
was on the verge of a swoon,
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“Look ont ! exclaified Grace Garficld, in
swdden alarm, “Stop, Cora—that will do!”
“No—one more for luck. Ha, ha, hal”
chuekled Cora, giving another wrench. .

Then they lct her go, und it looked as if
?ctty would drop to the floor in a dead
wint.

But she pulled hersclf together somehow,
and the others” sudden alarm only gave
place to further merriment.

TFeeling as if her heart were bursting with
dnger, she went swiftly back to her bed-
* side. Against so many, what else could she
do but simply suffer in proud silence ?

Nevertheless, they were rousing in her
such a ficree spirit as would, she felt, wreak
ample retribution on all of them in the time
to come. il

Now all the girls were haetily preparing
for bed, whilst they kept up & chorus of
sneéring remarks about their vietim, But
to Betty it secmed a trifling thing to have
to put up with mere taunts and jeers. 8o
long as they left her alone they could talk
away as much as they pleased,

Yearning for her bed, where she hoped to
forget all her troubles and sorrows by soon
dropping off to sleep, she undressed as
quickly as possible and got into ber night-
gown.

And then—ecrash!

Her bedstead had collapsed just as she
was getting into it.

Bror-r-rang! Crash!

It fell flat upon the floor, with poor
Betty caught hetwoen the fallen ironwork
like some wild thing in a trap,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

*Oh, dear, look at her!”

Paula Creel sat up languidly in her bed
8o did every other girl who was between
sheets; whilst those who were still stand-
ing about the room simply doubled up with
laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bai Jove, geals ™

“He, he, o

Botty herself would have roared with
laughter if this had been a good-natured
“jape,” for her position was very comical,

But the mocking laughter infuriated her.
Madly she fought clear of the wreckage,

causing the ironwork to slither and jangle
notsily.
“Bai Jove, geals!” drawled the Form

captain. ““What has happened to that kid’s
bedstead ?”
“Some giddy japer must have had a lark

CAME TO MORCOVE

with? it!” tittered Cora. “I wonder who it
was 1"

“Will she be able to put it up again in
the darkness?” asked Judith,

“No,” chuckled her sister.
can’t keep the light on for her ! "

And—click '—out went the electrie light,
plunging the whole room into darkness.

But Detty did not mind. Hastily she_set
abont trying lo re-erect the bedstead. But
some parts of it secem to have been
taken away, making it impossible for her to
get the ironwork securely fitted up.

And all her efforts only caused such a lot

“Bubt wg

of jangling and slithering, highly amusing

to the other girls, that she soon thought it
best to lhother no more with the thing.

Dragging the mattress and bedclothes
clear of the ironwork, she spread them on
the floor, and there laid herself down to
rest. . :

Chuckling remarks and merciless titters
came from all over the dark hed-room. She .
drew the coverings up to her ears, and still
the bantering talk came to her, depriving
her of that sleep for which her weary brain
was craving. L

And then, when at last the chatter died
down, she found hersolf gotting cold, so
cold, lying there on the floor.

A fit of shivering seized her, and she
could not shake it off. Tighter and tighter
she drew the clothes about her curled-up
form, and still the cold penetrated, seeming
to strikd up through the very bedding from
the bare floor. :

It must have heen close on midnight
before she dropped off from pure exhaus-
tion. ;

How was it, then, when she awoke, just
as the school chimes were ding-donging two
o'clock, she felt quite warm and snug

The startling sensation of comfort filled
her with amazement.

She lifted herself up sharply, all but giving
a cry of surprise as she saw that over her,
as sho lny sleeping, someofie must have care-
fully placed extra things for warmth, .

Blankets—two of them! .

Utterly amazed, she stared at the extra

coverings, whilst her mind tried to sﬂ ple
l;wit:h?t.l'la question: Who had placed them
ere

She could think of only one plausible

answer to that question. : J
Cowardly uneasiness, ‘not compassion for
her, had inspired the secret action.

¢ of all the girls who had been the
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means of forcing her to pass the right on
the floor, there must have been one who
had been seized with the fear of the victim
catching a scrious chill. '

“Tt must have been so!” Betty reflectod
sadly, sinking down to seek further sleep.
“For what girl would ever have done it out
of sheer pity? Who is there in the whole
school who feels & serap of pity for me?
Nobody! They are all—all alike, scorning
me night and day!”

CHAPTER 15. |
i “The Worst Trick of All,
WHEN Cora: Grandways and Co,

opened their eyes next morning,
ag the bell eent its rousing
clangour through the school, their

first action was to look at Botty DBarton. .

Then they chuckled,

.- Betty was still sleeping; and no wonder,
efter the broken night's rest that had fallen
to hor lot. She was sound asleep now,
curled up there on the floor beside the
tumble-down bedstead; aud the joke of it
was that she. looked like lying ro until

the Form-mistress herself came: up to see

what was the matter!

“I seo she has menaged to get hold of

- somo exira blankets in the night,” Cora

remarked “softly, whilst she and her cronies
were dressing quietly.

““Went to Miss Redgrave, perhaps, qnd
toldla tale about us,” suggested:-Judith
sourly. o E e

“My word, if there has .been any tale-
telling,” Cora muttered grimly, “she shall
smart for it! In any case, I vote we have a
game with her this morning, girls!”

“Rather I !

“Bai Jove, what nn extwemely pwotiy
eweature I” Paula Creel said, with that ex-
aggerated drawl which she liked to affect
at timie:. “Quite the sleeping beauty, bai

ove I' ) _ i

“8h! You'll wake her!” said Cora, with
‘& gesture.

And after that the girls rushed through
their dressing without making any sounds
that were likely to disturb the weary victim
of last night's “japes.” ~ i

By twos and threes they all slipped off
downstairs, and presently & haif-dozen or so

drifted together in the Fourth Form pas-| Bai

sage.

E‘:m Grandways sauntered to the door of
that dingy room to which Betty had been
ns;igned, and looked inside. i

3

“Ha, ha, ha! T can't help laughing,

irls!” she chuckled, as the others joined

cr in the doorway. “It does make such a
gg\}z}lrg’« boudoir for our. grand Council school

id!

* “Bai Jove!” chuckled Paula. “It is a bit
bare, what?” 3
- “He, he, liel”

“I know a topping lark we could have
with hor!” exclaimed Cora, bringing her
hands together with a little clap. ““The
Barton kid is feoling simply mad, of course,
at being dumped into this room all by her-

self.  You can just imagine the things she
has heen saying to herself about such treat-
ment.”"

“Well 1

“Here's the wheeze—a brand new one!”
snid Cora gleefully. “We'll scribble all over
the walls, making it seom as if she herself
bas done the writing, of course. All sorts
of insulting remarks——"

“Oh, I say!”

“About the Form-mistress, and so on,”
continued C'ora.  “Then, when the writing
is seen by Miss Massingham—" *

“ My word |”

“Bai Jovel”

“Is it a go?” asked Cora.

“Rather "

“Topping wheeze!”

Judith darted off to S8tudy No. 7, and
came running back with a couple of sticks
of hlue crayon. :

Then they closed the door, and the cnn-
ning work of ‘decorating™ the shabby
walls went forward with all speed,

“Tor goodness' sake don’t forget to write
boldly, and in a disguised- hand I” Cora
warned the others. “It'll be a nasty thin
fof us if the kid can ever prove that we di
it

* Al sereno!” answered Judith, “This is
going to be accounted her bit of work, right
enough, isn't it, girls?”

“Rather! And if it doesn’t get her ex-
pelled, it will be thanks to some very won-
dorful fluke!”

“Bai Jove, ves!” chuckled Paula Creel,
looking on, “If Miss Massingham gets ounly
2 glimpse 9f the writing she will— Hallol

i Jove !" .
The study door had suddenly opened,
throwing all the conspirators into great con«
fusion. )

“Qh, it's you, Polly Linton!” exclaimed
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Cors Grandways, tho first to pull herself
together. “Ha, ha, hat” - .

“Bai Jove, you id give us a surpwise!”
Eid "Puuln. “Extwemely thwilling, in

“(lome in, Polly1”

“Yes, do!”

Tt was an eager chorus from the whole
mirthful band. 3 ;

“See the game we are going to have with
the Council school kid "

“Not’ mow; I'm not in a, mood for
games,” said Polly Linton, stepping back to
close the door, "

And noxt moment she was gone, leaving
the Grandways girls free to pass airy com-
ments on her failure to join in the fun.

. “She hasn’t got over that headache of
hers,” said Cora lightly. “Never mind;
sho'll be feeling better after breokfast.”

“Rather! We all know what a one Polly
Linton is for japing.”

. Meanwhile, up _in the Fourth-Form
dormitory, Betty Barton had openod her
eyes at last, to find hergelf alone in the

T00m.

Out of her makeshift-bed she serambled,
and simply_rushed through her washing and
dressing.  No bells were going; and this,
coupled with the fact that the whole school
was very quiet, enabled her to fix the time.

Tt was tho hour for breakfast. Whether
she would -get any remained to be. seen.
But one thing was certain—she had fo miss
the morning muster ‘and first prayers, so
trouble was surely awaitin;

And here was the w.
bed to be put to.ri
as it was, for the chambermaid to find and
make a complaint about.

Directly she turned to at the bedstead she
found that the missing parts had been re-
stored, 'That told a tale of the other_girls’
desire to evade any. trouble with the Form-
mistress over their cruel “jape,” and once
again Betty could not help exclaiming:

“Cowards, the lot of them!”

For five Erﬁecious minutes she was keph
busy with the bedstead, and only then was
she able to whirl off downstairs, going
straight to the great dining-hall.

As she had feared, the meal was half over,
Except for the servants, everybody was
seated, and Betty felt a hundred pairs of
eyos upon her as she went to her chair at
one of the Fourth Form tables,

“ Glood-morning, Miss Redgrave” she said
confusedly.

her.
,- tumble-down

ts! No use leaving it | v,

| wriggled freo of that clinging eml 3
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“ Good-morning, Betty!” answered the
junior mistress softly. “I presume you had
a bad night; I remember you looked very
pale Jast thing.”

A titter went round the table, and Ruth
Redgrave frowned, then bit her lip. When
she spoke again it was still to Betty.

“Try and meke a good breakfast,” she
said. ~And then, turning to one of the
maids, sho added: “Marion, let Botty Dar-
ton have some porridge, and then the

bacon.

Just as the maid was bringing the por- -
ridgo from a sideboard, Miss Massingham,
eittmg at the head of another lable, cried
in a loud voice:

«Er—Miss Redgrave! Aro you leiting
that girl have the full breakfast?™

Ruth Redgrave stood up to answer.

“Yes, Miss Massingham. I felt it would

be o {)ity—“
“Tho rule is, a scholar late for breakfast
must have what is on the table when she.
takes her place,” said Miss Massingham.
«8o Betby Barton will havo bread-and-
butter, and perhaps a little marmalade.”

That ended the discussion; but it*did not
ond Betty's distress.

To sce the porridge taken away before she
had tasted it was nothing to her; nor did
she worry about having no bacon. But it
hurt her to hear her champion snubbed.

Directly, tho signal was given for all the
glorls to Miss Redgrave hurried away.

did the Fourth-Formers, amongst whom
Betty had noticed a great deal of winking
and smiling, as if some fresh bit of mischief
as afoot, .

Another thing that Betty noticed was the
girls seemod to mako of
Polly Linton.

She was the cenire of a chattering group
as she passed from the room, and ono of the
girls put an arm about Polly’s waist in a
very affootionate manner, Only, Polly
as.
if it wore a.bore to be so popular. = -

Coming almost last from the dining-hall,
Betty aftorwards found Polly Linton stroll-

ing about at tho foot of the stairs all by
hersclf. The eyes of the two girls met, and
Polly nodded

Only a nod; but it meant a_sudden, wave
of fesling in Betty’s heart. BShe hesitated,
mb“rllt?s with nervousness, then ventured a
hoge your headacho is better this
morning 3* ‘

AT
uI.
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“Oh, rather!” said Polly. “A most un-
usual thing for me to have such a splitter;
but I started it by running for my train

. yesterday.” .
“ Botty took o step towards tha stairs,
halted again, caught sight of the clock, and
then gave up all idea of further talk. She
had boon lato at breakfast; it wonld never
do to be late for morning lessons.

Swiftly sho mounted the stairs and mado
for her study. It was by no means & com-
fortable den at present, but Betty intended
to transform it in such a fashion that it
would make tho rest of the Form feel en-
vious, g

On the way along the passago sho noticed
that most of the girls scemed to bo stand-
ing about, with rather expectant  expres-
sions, Nono made any sneering remarks
as she passed, and that, too, was signifi-
cant. .

What was in the wind, then—another
“iaps M1 3

Tho question was answered in the very
moent that she reached her den.

Amazing was the sight that met her cyes.
Nono of her belongings had been tam-
pered with; but, just as if sha herself had
yielded to furious rage at being given this
box-room for her study, the s nﬁhy walls
were serawled over with remarks of a most
rebellious kind.

“I won't live here!” was ono sentence,
done in thick blue crayon.

k|
“This will get the sack for Miss ‘Massing-

ham!” rend ancther violent phrase. “And
serve her right!”

“Expel me if you like!” was yet a third
flaring jnscription. “I don’t care!”

Ang then, to crown all, there were thesa
bold words:

“Thero is only. ona decent girl in the
school—and that's mysolf I

Standing just inside the doorway of tho
den, Betty gazed in blank amazement ot
the writing on_the walls,

For‘tho moment she could not fathom
tho cruel cunning that had inspired  this
bit of work, which must lave been carried

. out whilst she wag oversloeping herselt this
morning.

It tho flaring words had been insulting
remarks directed against herself, she could
have understood the reason for their being
cre. But such words a8 these—whaé was
their intention ?

The_answer came to her in an instant, as
several of the girls suddenly drew close to

.]ilg!;

the open doorway and looked into the

roon.

“Oh, T say!” ‘

“Oh,. fancy I” ’

“My word, if the Headmistross scos this!”

“Cheek! impuduncn! o sauce of it!”

Such were some of the crics of pretended
amazement which rang out, drawing all the
rest of the girls to the spot.

“Ha, ha, ba!”

“Oh, my- word!” .

“But it_won't bo a joko for her, when
Miss Massingham hears about it 1

“Rather not!”

Betty's heart was beginning to beat
rapidly, She faced round, her cyes blazing
with_wrath,

“You cruel girls!” sho eried hotly. * You
know I never did this!”

“What 7" .

“Bai Jove!”

“It's a_plot—a plot to get mo expelled 1"
Betty rushed on furiously. * You want Miss
Massingham to think that F wrote the
words |” -

“Aren’t they just tho words you might

be expected to write?” sncared Cora
Grandways. : :

“Hear, hear!” sang out Judith. “You
know very well, Beity Barton, ¥you werae
mad about being put in here!” :

“That doosn’t matter,” panted Betty. “I

never wroto those words! [——"

“Hush, girls!  What is all the trouble
now ! broke in the voige of Miss Redgrave.

And next moment sho was in tho midst
of the erowd, giving o horrified gasp as she
stm'g]t lg‘t the rebellious phrases,

“Oh1"

“Miss Redgrave, I did not write tho

words!" cn‘egr Betty desperately. “You
may let Miss Massingham seo them, if you
T can’t help it! I did not—"
No; Miss Massingham must not sco
them vnder any circumstances!” tho junior
mistress oxelaimed shavply. “ Quick—hand
me that duster!”

Snatching at tho cloth, sho started to
rub away ono of the inscriptions; hut they
still showed faintly on the wall.

“This needs intliazbbor,” sho broke onk
desperately. “One of you girls go quickly,
nnd-goktr:: good quantity, ¥ou, Polly Linton
—quick !

ho girl in question raced away; and
then the junior mistress siill wont on 1ub-
bing at tho writings, rendering them all
faint and hardly readable,

“You must keop ai‘t.bom with the india’
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rubber, when it comes, until the writing
is quito rubbed out,” she paused at last to
say to Boity. “Those words—they would
get you expelled, if your Form-mistress saw
them !

“1 know—I know!” cricd Detty passion-
atel?\-. *“That is why they werg written!”

“My word! 8he’s sl\%gost.ing thai we
wrota thom!” cried Cora Grandways. “If
there is to bo any taking her word against
ours, Miss Redgrave, wo will ask to have
the whole matter handled by our Form-
mistress!?

“Hear, hcar!”

“Dai Jove, geals!”™

“That will do,” said tho junior mistress
calmly. But sho was very pale. “I don't
intend the mattor to come to the knowledge
of Miss Massingham.” .

“Becanse you—"

*Silenee, Cora Grandways!” said Ruth
Redgrave, with such spirit as mado that
girl flinch.- “I say, wﬂoevct wrota these
shameful words, ‘it should be everybody's
desire, for cf tho school, ta hush
the matter up.”

“T did not write them!” insisted Betty.

“8he did—sha did! If sho didn’t,”
chorused tho girls, “then who did?”

“I say you did!” waa tho ringing retort
—not from Detty, cither.

CHAPTER 16.
A Friend at Last,
THE carnest ery feli liko a bombshell

in_the midst of tho excited erowd.
In sudden utter confusion, Cora
and the rest of thom foll apart, then
stood gaping at the speakor,

“I say thoy did do it!” repeated. Polly
Linton, all breathless after her run_down-
stairs for tho indiarnbbers. “ Betty Barton
is spooking the truth, Miss Redgrave, an
they are not!*

A howl of disgust went up from 1ihe

“« Polly I”
“Bai Jove!” .
“Listen, cverybody!” gried Pullg _OX-

citedly. “I'm a  girl who: hates blabbing;

but there is something in all this that fairly
sickens me, and the truth has got to be

told by me. . X
“Well 7 asked the junior mistress quietly.
“T saw some of these girls—I won't sa

which nm\s—doinﬁ that writing on the walls

before breakfast! .
Another howl of rage-

d | snobs went shufling away,

WHEN BETTY CAME TO MORCOVE

** Bneak—sneak * :

" | Shame on you, Polly' Linton! -
You, whom wo thought to bo above siding
with a girl like Betty Barton!” .

“You thought wrong—that’s all!” Polly
Linton answored blantly. “8ay what vou
like about Betty Barton; fair is fair! You
have snnrly put your heads together to get
hee oxpelled; bat—"

“Tool You have said it onco, sneak!™
wont up the savago chorus again. “Tell-
tale] Sneak!™

“Shout .away!” said Polly, drawing her-
sclf very ereck and facing them all. ™ This
has been coming for a long time, and now—
I'm glad! Yes, glad to done with the
lot of you i

“Bilenco! Silence, all!” rang out Miss
Redgrave's voice. *“Now, girls—and you
in particular, Cora Grandwnys—in view of
what Polly Linton has said, ara you still
sorry that I am going to hush this matter

No answer from Cora! No answer from
any one.of them! .

% Ara you still anxious to have tha whole
thing brought to Miss Massingham's
notice 7 i

And again—no answer!

There was a leok in Ruth Redgrave’s
eyes that showed sho was anything but con-
tent at having to sparo the. real culprits;
but she wns acting on the wise old rule:
“Least said, soonest mended.” .

“Go to your classes, nnd consider your-
sclves utterly disgraced—in my eyes at
loast!” she said, with withering scorn.
“Botty Barton—and you, Polly Linton—re-
main behind, and remove tho last traces of
that abominable writing!”

Shame-stricken and sullen, the humbled
followed by
their scornful mistress; and then Betty and
Polly were alone, looking straight into each
other’s honest cyes.

“How can I thank you?” was Betty's [al-
tered ory at last. -

Apd Polly said, holding out her hand:

“How can I help you, Betty? For that's
what 1 want to do! And_there’s onother
thing. Perhaps you feel this place is rather
small for two girls to share it? DBut, with
a bit of a squecze—" "

“You mean, you want to come into this
den_with me?”

“That’s ,the idea!” said Polly. “And
mighty glad will I be to be done with
TUrsula Wade!” z
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*I—1 don't undorstand,” faltercd Betty.
“Last night, when I asked you if you were
hlt-r friend, you said you called ~yourself
that.” .

“And so I can, if boing a friend to a girl
means helping her many =& time on the
quict!. But whether I can think of her
as being my friend, in roturn, that’s
another matter!” said Polly bittorly.

“Then sho has served you cxactly as she
served mo!” exclaimed Betty. “I did her
a good turn—never mind what—and she was
oh, so oxtravagant in ber gratitude. But
when it came to proving her words—I tell
you, the disappointment fairly broke my
heart! “ T was F
truo_friend—but I didn’t find that friend
in Urusla Wade!”

8ho added, with deep regret:

** And then, yestorday, you turned up, and
o conclusion that you wero
liko all the rest! I was fecling so bittor—
oh, how I misjudged you! You, wha have
proved yourself to bo such a friend indeed!”

“I only wish I could have taken my stand
besido you Jast_night,” said Polly gravely.

- " But that splitting headache of mine simply

would not allow mo to interfero when thoso
girls wera treating you so shamefully in
the dormitory.. I was bad, Botty!”

“T know.”

“I was miscrable, too, 6n your account.
I was sorry for tho way I spoka to you
downstairs, and long after the others had

noe to sleep, my poor head was full of sad
thoughts about you. I thought how cold
you must be—" .=

“And it was you who put tho blankets
over mol”

“0h, well—*

“Polly "—thore wero tears in DBetty's
eyes; she scomed to gulp back a sob—" what
a good chum you were to me, in sceret!”

" Nothing to what T want to be, in

ublic!” was the smiling rejoinder. “ Paula

récl, tho Grandways couple, and all the
rost—oh, I have been fecling torribly fed-up
with them, T tell you! Isn't snol
hatoful thing, Botty? Wouldn't it ho
glorious if somebody could fight it—stamp. it
out—bring back the finc old spirit that tho
Fdl'l}’l was onco able to boast! You and I

“You and I!” cchoed Botty, with a
sudden radisnt look lighting up her profty

ace.
“It can be done, Betty,” said her new-

found chum carnestly, *and wo aro the
couple to do it! It will be a stiff struggle;

onging for a [riend—just onc-|

bery a | fi
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but think of the fun, too! You sce how T
am sﬁ)mling for tho fight—the fight against
snobbery ! ~ And you, Betty—there 15 somo- -
thi Ig in your eyes; you arc thinkin K

“I am_thinking of somcthing Miss Red-
§;ave said to mo in a quict moment yester-

iy, Botty answered dreamily, “It scemed
50 strango then—so impossible!  But now

“What {s it? Tell me!”

“Only that she had a conviclion that T
would win my way in the end; would some
day win a placo of honour and esteem in
tho school 1”

“Just s0!” said Polly, giving one of her
%‘ny laughs. “Botty Barton, captain of tho

ourth Form1”

“Ha, ha, ha! What nonsensc!” lnughed

otly.

“Tho day will come,”
“And when it does,
dicted it

But Betty still smiled, and shook her head.

"“Only,” "she said, suddenly catching at
Polly’s hand, “onc thing I am quito suro
about pow. Como weal, como woe, lifa for
me at Morcove School will be different aftor
this! So lonely T was, and longing for just
ono true friend to turn to in my twub{cs!
And I have found that friend in youl”

“Your friond, Betty, through thick and
thin—always!”

. “Yos,” said Betty, with a sigh of intonso
Joy; “my one truo friend—at last!”

insisted Polly.
don't forget that I pre-

CHAPTER 17,
What a fark!"

LY A, ha, ha!”
H “It's lovely 1"
" Priceless 1”

And another peal of Jaughter
came from tho group of mirthful girls who -
wero gathered in Study No. 7.

The study door swung open, and the mer-
riment grew louder than ever as the girls
saw who it was that had come {o join in the

un,

** Hallo, Paula!” was tho glecful grecting
which the nowcomer reccived from Cora
Grandways. “Yes, come in! We want you
to hear about tho latest wheeze !”

“Paula, do look!” pleaded Judith Grand-
ways, drawing the captein’t attention to the
manuscripb! “Isn’t it simply spifing 7

“Hallo! Ob, help!” drawled Paula Creel,
casting her eye over tho written pages.
“This looks like the book of words of o
sort of play, don’t you know !*
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“Right first time!" grinned Cora Grand:
ways. “Just o little fillup for the school
concort to-morrow evening.”

“Qh, weally, bai Jove—"

. .“Ha, ha, hat Say, Paula dear, what do
ou think of the title?” chuckled Judith
jrandways. “Isn't my sister jolly clover to
have planned all this? Do rcad a line or
two, Paula!”

There was some half-stifled tittering as
Pawla, with raisod brows, glanced at the
first page. r

«Little Mother—A Scene From Weal
Life,”  the Form captain read aloud. “This
sounds as sewious as Shakespeare! Weally,
you know, is it tho sort-of thing they want
2t the concert? 1 always think sewious plays
such an awful bore, don't you know. Now
something funoy—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” 3

“Soincthing with a skit in it—"

«11a, ha, ha!” laughed all the girls again,
and they rolled about the room, so helpless
they were with laughter.

“TPocause, don't you scc—he, ha, hal"—
C'ora tried to explain in between. her titters
—* this is going to be funny, Paula! A real
scream, in faot! ¢ Little Mother '—don’t you
sce? That's tho Barton person— our Botty
DBarton! Hd, ha, ha!”

Taula tossed the manuscript on to the
table, and sat down.

“Dai Jove!” sho cried, starting to rook
with mirth. “Haw, baw, haw! Now I
cateh tho dwift, you geals. I say, what a
pwiceless wheeze it is] ~ Haw, haw, haw!
Your work of genious, Cowa Gwandways—it
is just a hit at tho Barton person!” :

“That's it!” chuckled Cora, “We'va got
it all here. You know what he-was beforo
hor rich uncle came homo from the States
and sent her to this school. We show her in
her old home, in a Lancashire slum. Wo
show her poor-hardworking mother—"

“Ho, he he!” sniggered Ella_ Elgood.
“I'm going to be tho poro ‘ard-working
muvyver!” ~

“Bai_Jove!”

“And then there are the other mombers
of the Barton family,” said Cora Grand-
ways, whirling the pages of the manuscript.
“Potty Barton has a brother and sistor
called’ Jooy and Doris. In the play they

will_be Joris and Doughy !”
“Ha, ha, ha!” -
“@h, weally, geals! How, haw, haw!”

aid Judith Grandways.
somchow, to
had her faco

"1'm Joris,” sai
shall dress up in awful rags,
look like a girl that hasnt

“1f
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washed for a month. And Luey Lyddon
is 1&&0 be the boy Dnugh{::

o Form captain threw k her head
and laughed long and softly.

“Bai Jove!” sho finished. “And what
about the pwiceless hewoine, eh? What
about * Little Mother,” don't you know ¥

“0Oh, I'm the heroine! a, ha, ha!”
pealed Cora Grandways. “I am Barty Det-
ton, and Tll do it all to the life, you seol”

“It's ?om to be a scream from start to
finish,” Tuughed several of the girls.

“Seweam ?” drawled the captain, She got
up and walked to the door. “Bai Jove, it
will bwing the house down, don’t you know !
1t must be an awful fag, swotting up the
parts, but, weally, I
twoublo! Well, geals—

She broke off as the door-knob which she
was bolding ‘was suddenly turned by some-
one on the outer side, Then the door
opencd, and Miss Redgrave, the junior
mistress, stepped into the room.

“Txcuse my interrupting you,” said Ruth
Redgrave, in her cordial tone, “but Miss
Mnssinﬁﬁam asked me to inquire whether
you girls can say what you are going to do
as your share in the: concert to-morrow
evening.”

“Qh, it is all seitled,” answered Cora
Grandways. “We have just been telling
Paula. We want to do a little play—"

“A play! That is a eaPitu[ idea, girls,”
said the under-mistress, **May I ask what
it s about? The title, too—I ocught to have
that for the programme.”

Some of the girls took out their hand-
kerchiefs nnd pub them to their faces:
others bent down to tie shoelaces, or turned
to the window so as to place their backs fo
thoe lady usher.

But Cora had a perfectly straight face as
sho answered:

“It is & play called * Little Mother” It
is drawn from real life, Miss Redgrave, and
it ought to be very—"

“Pathetic,” said Judith Grandways.

“Very well,” said Miss Redgrave. oy
will just give the titlo-of the piece to your
Form-mistress, and repeat what you have
told me—that it is a pathetic little play of
your own composition.” -

“Thank you, Miss Redgrave,” Cora seid
demurely,” .

The jumior mistress withdrew from the
room.

After going a few steps a!rmiz the corridor
she turned back, tapped at the door, and
then looked into the room again,

guess it's worth the
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" Cora and the others were simply con-
vulsed with silent laughter,

“I have just remembered to ask you,” the
under-mistress said, after waiting a moment
for the givls to quieten down, “Is there a

att in the play for Betty Barton? And
{Lolly Linton—what about her 7"

“0Ob, Betty Barton figures in the play,”
smiled Cora. “As for Polly Linton, I don't
suppose she wants to have anything to do
with it, as it is our getling up. She seems
to_be done with the lot of us!”

Miss Redgrave nodded, to show thet she
had taken in this remark, and then went off
again. * Her fine dark brows were drawn to-
gether in d frown; she was walking in a
very preoccupicd manner towerds the stairs
when two_ girls came hurrying up to the
landing laden with heavy. parcels. X

“Oh, Betty—Dolly I” exclaimed the under-
mistress, a smile suddenly I'ifheiug- up her
lovely face. “I was just inking about
you. But whatever have you got
big pareels”

“Ah!" laughed Betty Barton, whilst
Polly Linton came very near to winking at
the questioner. “¥t's a secret for the
present, Miss Redgrave.” .

“Very well;: not a guilty secret, I'm
sure,” smiled Ruth. “As n matter of fact,
I think T can gupss. Shall.I11”

b yes!” exclaimed the breathless pair
eagerly.

“You have cyeled into Barncombe, and
have been buying things to make your den
comfortable.”

“Right!” laughed Betty.

“And why shouldn’t  we, Miss Red-
grave 7” cried Polly.

“Why not, indeed?” was the answer;
givon with a_sudden sharp sigh. “Now 1
really came along to speak to you about to-
morrow night's concert.”

Polly Linton shrugged her shoulders.

“We are not toking any part in it, Afiss
Redgrave,”

Nk i

“Well, you sec,” said Botty, “the—the
fact is”—she looked at her friend—*I
haven't been asked, and Polly won't take
part without me, she says.” ¥

“Oh. don’t make a fuss about nothing!”
blyshed Polly. *Miss Redgrave, I am only
doing what every girt should do, When I
came back to the school, after being absont
a few days for the wedding at home, I found
Betty here being xlmgﬂf and shunned be-
=auso her people were once so poor and she

in those

i

herself had to go to the Council school,
And so—*

“You took your stand beside Botty—yes,
I know,” the under-mistress exclaimed
kindly. “You did the right thing, Polly,”

“I am perfecily curtuin'i did,” said Pé{ly
quietly.

Miss Redgravo smiled.

“Well,” she said, rather slowly, “you say
neither of iou is taking part in the concert.

And yet the girls have just told me that
J'Dtl-!, Betty, figure in the play they aro
acti

“They must bave changed their minds,” .
said Betty, “Even if they haven't, we can
manage somehow-eh, Polly 1

“Ra-ther I

And with that frm resolution both girls
hurried on with their bulky parcels upstairs
to their etudy.

“My word, it looks a bit different, doosn's
it?" chuckled Betty, as she threw open the
study door and gazed around,

“A bit of an improvement, rather!”
agroed heartily.

. Having shut the door, the two chums were
Just starting to carry on with the work of
makmiﬁwlr quarters thovoughly comfort-
n].ld]c when they heard a step stop short out-
side. N

Then the door opened a few inches, and
Cora Grandways thrust in hor head to speak.

“Just 2 word to you two,” she began
curltly. “Not g0 much hammering in nails,
and—"

And thon Cora broke off,

Poliy

suddenly . im-

‘pressed with the fact that tho study, which

was to have n a standing joke amongst
the Fourth Form, was looking quite trans-
formed !

She almost gasped with surprise, whilst a
jealous look showed in her cyes.

Without another word she went away,
shutting the door quickly.

“That's the boqinning‘! Ha, ha, ha!”
Polly laughed softly. “Bimply green wilh
envy she is. Thero’ll be other girls along
in a minute to inko a peep, you see,”

‘“They shall find us still busy,” said Betiy.
“Here_we are, Polly—this parcel that we
didn't have timne to open a few hours ago "

Whilst Betty was trying to unknot the
string, Polly snipped it with some scissors,
and then the eager hands of hoth girls
clawed away the paper wrapping.

“How's that!” eried Betty.

“There's not another study in the school
can boast such lovely curtains,” declared
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Polly.
lorely I”

“Bai Jove!”

The deor had opened again, Taula Creel,
captain of the Fourth Iorm, was looking
round the room with jaws agape.

“Oh, weally!” she exclaimed. “You are
ravther going it, what?”

“Why not?” returncd Delty ecalmly.
“This is onr study.”

“And visitors are not wanted!” Tolly
chimed in bluntly.

* " TPaunla Creel was too fatnous a girl to be
ready with a retort. With another feeble
gaxr she beat a rotreat, and the.langh was
with Betty and Polly.

“Ha, ha, hat”

Just as they were trving the curtaina to
see how they wonld look when hung, there
was a heavier footfall in the passage, and
then a thumping knock at the door.

Detty nipped across the room and an-
swered the summons,

“Oh, Steggles—ves, they are for us,
thanks!” she cried gaily, as the school
porter appeared in the doorway. “In here,

lease !

‘*And this chenille table cover, it's

Steggles, with one wicker armchair over
his head and another slung at his side,
stamped into the room.

“This here is & mwere trifle,” he said, sef-
ting down the two chairs. “Dut, my sakes,
voung ladics, you've heen buying some stuff
to-day! There's a noo carpet, and a corner
bookshelf, and-—"

“Bring them up, Steggles!” said Polly
sweetly.,

Then she plumped down into ope of the
new chairs, end leaned back with ankles
crossed_and her hands folded in her 'lap
whilst Botty followed suit with the other.

Steggles went out, leaving the door open,
snd in 2 moment prying cyes were looking
into the room.

“What do yon want?” Polly asked, still
lolling back in great comfort. “This is our
study—not yours, Judith Grandways!™

“Call to-morrow,” added Betty. “We
Tny ]’lnvu some old lumber to give away
then.”

* Oh, the cats!” was all Judith could fume
to herself, as she walked away.

Prosently Steggles came clumping up the
stairs and along the passage, almost stag:
.gering under the load.

“Phee-ew, young ladies!” he breathed,

WHEN BETITY CAME TO MORCOVIE

corner bookshelf, & hearthrug, I think
that's tho lot.” :

“Thank you, Steggles,” said Betty, slip-
mnf a tip into his honest palm. “Now,
Polly.” .

And at it they went again.

In three minutes the beautiful carpet was
properly opened upon the clean floor.

1o hearthrug was placed in position, and
now Polly set about nailing up the corner
bookshelf, whilst Betty “carried on " with
the curtains.

Bang, bang, bang! went Polly’s hammer.

After the second nail had been driven
home a door slammed violontly next door,
and someono came whirling round to this
study in a terrible fury.

It was Ella Elgood who burst in upon the
chums, her face red with anger,

“8top that row! T won’t have it!” she
yolled. .

Bang, bang, hang, bang!

. “You are bringing down all the plaster
in_my room!”

Bang, bang, bang, bang!

“Do you heatr mo? Stop—stop!”

Polly Linton suddenly looked round in
surprise, a8 she stood upon her chair,
hammer in hand,

*“Hallo, what do you want?’ she asked
Ella curtly. “This is our study, not yours.
All Fr:!d Iumber will be given away to-mor-
row:

.l'lrll If you dare to hammer in another nail

Bang, bang, bang!
“I tell you I'll—"

Bang! .

Ella Elgood stormed away, speechless
with rage, slamnrting the door behind her.

“Ha, ha, ha! Well, there we are, Betty
dear,” eried Polly, jumping down. *That
bookshelf is a fixture, 1 think. Oh, thoso
curtains—how jolly they look ™

“T like the way they go with the carpet,”
said Detty. “It was a good idea of ours

to—

Another break in the talk! TFor once
again the door had opened, and now a girl
namead Grace Garfield was peering into the
rootn.

“And what do you want?” asked Polly.

“I'vo come to sce all the rubbish you've
bought,” jeered Grace, -

“(Oh, she has come to look at the rubbish

sotting down his burden. *One carpet, one i we don't want,” =aid Betty, keeping a very
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straight tace. “Wo were going to give it
away to-morrow; but still, you can take it
now.” ¥
“You—you——" spluttered Grace. “ Who
wants your old things!”
“Well,” said Polly sweotly. *“This rag
of a carpet we are throwing away ’(:ol.i]tl

give Enints to yours. Take it, Grace.”
“Oh, don’t be funny!” -
“It’s  being nerous, nof * funny!”

grinned Betty. “We are lctting you have

first pick at all the old lumber before your

chums have a look in. Do you want an

cupty packing-case? Here's one that we
th ,

Slam!

“That’s the way to talk to them!”
Jaughed Polly, as she and Betty found thom-
selves alone apain. “Nothing like keeping
cne's end up!”

“Hear, hear!” agreed Betty. “We are
goiﬂg to give them as good as they give
us!

After which cniphatic remarks the high-
ﬁpiiitcd couple continued their getting-to-
rights.

There was no further troublo with the
snobs, and the two chums were able to
scttle down to their prep., and get through

it without onco being disturbed. .

CHAPTER 18.
Some Unrehearsed Effects,

T was not until after seven o'clock that
I Betty and Polly were put on the alert

again,

‘What they then heard was the soft
opening and shutting of several doors along
tﬁac assage, and some whispering and
smothered giggling.

“Hallo!” muttered Polly, with an eye on
the door. “That sounds suspicious!”

“Let them all come,” said Botty, “We'll
keep our end up somehow.”

But “they " "did not come. TInstead,
the . whispering wirls could Me heard
}neacntiy going downstairs in a bunch, their
aughter and talk growing less restrained
as they reached the ground floor.

Polly got up, went to the study door,
opened it, and listencd.

“ Mischief brewing,,, that's a cert,” she

said. “I wonder—
“Perhaps it is somathing to do with the
play for to-morrow night,” said Betty. “A

rehearsal perhaps !”

“My word!” exclaimied Polly, “That's
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about it, Betty! Well, what about gelling
a look in?”

“I don’t like !n-y.ing, Polly, and neither
do yon. But—"

“Exactly! It is pretty clear the whole
play is going to be a sort of joke at our ex-
pense, and P -

“ At my expense, Polly !

“Same thing,” gaid Betty’s  chum.
“What they do to ono of us, they do to
both, you kiow. So down we go, ch?”

“I'm game, if you are!” )

“Half a sce., though! Suppose we give
them five minutes to get started * suggested
Polly brightly. “Then wo can walk right;
in and catch them in‘the midst of it. T ax-
pect they are rehearsing in the common::
room.” F

“That’s the idea!” agreed Betty.

And so they waited, allowing a good ten
minutes - to- ereep by before they set off
downstairs.

By that time tho rehearsal—if a rohearsal
it was—had thrown Cora Grandways and
Co. into fits ‘of merriment.

- As Betty and Polly reached the foot of
the stairs thoy heard shricks of laughter
coming from the Fourth Form common-
room.

“That's a rehearsal, right enongh,” said
Polly.  “You can hear them talking in
stagey voices, clowning about—-" t

“And thoy have givon out that it is a
pathetic picce,” Betty oxclaimed, with
sudden flashing of her eyes. “0Ob, we have
not been far out in our guess as to what the
gamo is, Polly!”

“ Hark 1"

They poth listened as there came anothor
shrick of laughter,

“DBetty, you stay here a moment,” said
Polly, in a whisper. “Pll go and walk
right in, and come out. again, and then in
a minute you can take a furn.”

Betty nodded approval, and thon Polly
walked straight to the eommon-room door
and entered. .

In a cleared space at one side of the
room were several of the girls going
through their parts, They were not dressetl
up; but, even so, the rehearsal was delight-
ing thoge who were looking on,

“Clear out of here!” Cora- Grandways
snapped, catching sight of Polly Linton,

“Detty Barton is not here, I see,” said
Polly,
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“Ts it likely ?” snapped Judith Grandways.
#*You won't find that kid mixing with us!”

“\Yell,” said Polly, *I know Detty is
rather perticular about the company ehe
chooses!”

*“QOh, go away !”” burst out Cora furiously.

#“]1 have nd wish to stay,” said Polly
tartly. And she went out, cfasing the door
behind her.

] wish that girl had not taken up with
the Council school kid!” exclaimod Lila El-
good. “I did hope ‘wo should sec Betty
Barton going without a single friend right
through the term.”

+ “T suppose it's no use trying to win Polly
away from the kid?” said Lucy Lyddon.

“We might try, but Im jolly certain
we’d. never succeed,” said Grace Garficld
bitterly. “There's something about Pu“f
Linton you can't get over easily. Oh, well,
let's carry on! ™

“Yes, come ont” cried Cora, chturing
with a handiul of manuscript. “You sce
how the play goes on, girls. The whole
family are squabbling and snarling, and
then—"

“Thore is & cry of ‘ Fire—fire!" "

“That’s vight,” said Cora. *“And then
we have the chance of showing Barty Bet-
ton, the wonderful heroine, In a strong

light.”
r;"{‘(]th fire, in fact,” chuckled Grace Gar-

eld.

“Yes, the stage will all be lit up with.red
fire,” nodded Cora. “We'll get permission
to use a little. And Barty will rushing
abart, yer know, saying she must save tho
dear old 'ome !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bat Jove, it's ;priceless 1” spid Paula.

. “Really clever, don’t you know [ .

At this instant the common-rcom door
opened, and Betty looked in.

“Clear out!"” cried the snobs,

“Polly Linton—she is not here, is she?”
said Betty, looking all round the room.

“No, she is not, so you bo off !” snapped
Cora Grandways.

Betty went out, and the girls were on the
point of resuming their tallk when Cora
gestured for silence, .

Snatching up & big sponge, which stood
beside a jar of wator on the floor, she
stoeped it in the liquid,

Then, with a look that said “ Watch!” she
called aloud:

i
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“Halk ,a sec., Betty DBarton!
back !

No response from outside the closed door.

“Betty Barton—hero!” all the girls sang
out, in quite friendly tones, “Quick!”

Then a step sounded on the threshold.
The door swung open, and Cora Grandways
Iet fly with the sopping sponge.

Whiz-z-z-z!

Come

lop ! ¢ .
Tho sﬁongfs shot through the air right at
Betty’s head. But in the nick of time Betty
ducked, The missile sped swiftly over her

head and smote the wall. k :

“Missed her, bai Jove!” gasped Paula
from the doorway.

Betty smiled to herself as she hurried
along the passage. Bhe felt that she had
good cause to smile; and there was no doubt
she had,

Cora Grandways and Co., somewhat dis-
aippointcd, roceeded with - the rchearsal,
They felt t Betty Barton had scored
again b%newnﬁing that sopping sponge, and
fiercer than over was the dosire to stop this
continual “turning of the tables.”

“But only wait!” Cora Grandways said
fiercely to her cronies last thing that night.
“Wait till the play comes off. - If that
doesn't make the kid squirm & bit I shall
exclaimed  Judith

bo mightily surprised !”

“Another thing,”

Grondways, with a malicious chuckle, “we

can have a game with her over the pro-
ammes. I1f Panla Creol, as captain, tells
or she is to sell programmos—"

“Dai Jove!”

“She'll have to sell them,”  finished
Judith. “And what a lark we can have!”

“Rather! Ha, ha, ha!”

One or two girls patted Judith on the
shoulder - for having thought of such a
“grand whoeze.”

“We shall be sitting in the front row
during the first half of the show,” chuckled
Tla Elgood. “We'll have a topping game
with the kid. He, he, ho!”

And so, about six o'clock the following
cvening, when the big hall was filling up
for the concert, Betty Barton found herself
suddenly confronted with Paula Creel, who
held a sheaf of cyclostyled programmes.

“ Here, you kid, take these and*sell ‘em!™
said Paula 'l.oftily.

“Bal

“Don’t argue wilh your ecaptain, bal
Jove! Tf I tell you to do a thing, do it,

-
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don’t you know! You are not doing any-
thing elso towards the concort!”

Beity took the sheaf of programmes.
‘And was sho distressed at having such a
“lask thrust upon her? Noj not in the
least! G

“Here's a bit of Iuck for me, Polly I” she
whispered gleefully, sidling up to her chum,
“You know how I wanted to be able to
leave the audience when the play came on,
so that all their jibes would miss five? Well,
by selling the programmes—"

*Oh, topping!” chuckled Polly. *That
job gives you the chance to keep out of the
audience during the porformance. T'l1
take a few and sell them.”

“Nol”

“Yos!” .

And Polly had her way. She insisted on
taking at least half the programmes, and a
few minutes later she was amongst the
audience with Betty, retailing the sheets at
twopence each.

There were some savage glares for Polly
from the Fourth Form snog;, as they saw
how she had taken her share of Betty's
task. But Cora Grandways and her cronies

one fact to comfort them. Betiy's
humiliation was not in having to sell
'Hl‘ogrammoz, a thing that any girl might
ave been pleased to do; it came about in
the gay she could be spoken to during the
-sele of the sheots,

“Pro-gramme ! sang out Cora, beckoning
to Betty, “Come on, duffer! And no giv-
ing the wrong change 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!” 5

“She makes a good programme-sclier,
doesn’t she?” Inugied Judith.,  “That’s
what comes of practice. You used to sell
evening papers, didn’t you, DBetty Barton?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” £

“Bai Jove!”

“Don’t rake up the dreadful past,”
sniggered Ella Elgood. * Bosides, she
didn’t sell papers. Her mother used to ifo
out washing, of course. But -the family
conldn’t have gone into the paper trade,
They hadn’t the money, poor things 1”

Another ripple of laughter., -

“Givo mo one, Botby Barton,” said Clrace
Garfield. “There’s o sixpence, but “you can
keep the change,”

“Thank you!"

“Oh, don't thank me: it's only to avoid
teking coppers from your hands!”

“Bai Jove!”

“Ha, ha, hai* )
“Thank = you,” Betty repeated, loud
enough for girls in tho other rows of chairs
to hear; “but your sixpence isn’t a six-
pence at all. It's only a silver-papered
fnrlhinq." £

“Oh!”

“Bai Jove!”

“Wha-a-att” shricked Graco
Then she forced a laugh. “He, , !
Of course, I was only having a joﬁe, girls !

“You were getting o programme for no-
thing, if I hadn’t spotted the trick,” said
Betty, “And that is—"

“You he quiet ! '

o t is 2 very mean thing to—>"

“Hold your noise!” raved Grace, “Tt—
it's only a joke—a trick I've often played.”

“What u lot of people you must have
cheated then,” said Botty; and now there
was a roar of lnughtor from the audience in
general, whilst the Fourth Form snobs
looked very sick and savage,

The selling of the programmes went on
smoothly after that, and Betty had sold out
by the time the lights were lowered and the
concert began, .

The overture, which was played by a
quartette of senior girls, was well rendered.

Other itoms just as well done followed—
songs, rocitations, violin solos, pianoforte
picces, and so on. At the conclusion of
each item Betty fairly stung her hands with
clapping, because it was all such a new cx-
}‘:enenco, such a great treat, for her to ba
istening to such good music, There had
knen no concerts for her in the old days at

ome.

When the interval arrived Cora and her
cronics all got up from their seats and
trooped off to be got ready for their
*turn.”

Presently there was a ringing cheer as
Cora Grandways stepped before the curtain,

* Ladies,” eried Cora, facing the audience,
“with your kind' permission some of ws in

Garfield.
he!

the Tourth Form are going to give you a
Rnthetic little play = entitled, *“Lit-tel
Toth-her!'” i

“Ha, ha, ha!”

. “Bravo, bravo!” .

Amidst much merriment—for it was
obvious the “pathetic ™ play was going to
bo & screaming force—the delighted

audicnce settled down and hashed itsolf,
and there was solemn silence for half a
minute, :



a2,

Then a bell tinkled behind the stage, and
s the curtain went up Betty and Polly
slipﬁcd quictly out of the hall.

There was an immediate roar of laughter
s the curtain went up, revealing the scene
tlllat had been set for Cora’s “pathetic”

ay.

F A baro deal table, with rickety logs,
broken-backed windsor chairs, a washing
besket, draped with an old shawl—these
were some of the “realistic ” effects.

At the back of the scene was a folding
sercen, This had newspapers pinned on it,
to resomble wall-paper, and one picture was
hanging up, all lopsided.

To tho right of the stage there was a
rusty old stove, with a sauccpan and kettle.

Then suddenly a lob of squealing sounds
started, off tho stage, and two awful-look-
ing choracters slouched into view, scrow-
ing their knuckles into their cyes as a sign
that they were weeping.

“Doo-hoo! Boo-hoo!”

“11a, ha, ha 1" shricked the audience.

“Qw, dear! Boo-hoo!”

The two weeping chargoters were Joris
and Doughy, acted by Judith Grandways
and Lucy If ddon.  'These two “lkiddies ”
were dlmscdyup in bits of sacking and old
aprons, and as they mouched round the
stage, howling, their big boots went slap-
slapslap on the boards. T

“Boo-hoo! Ye-ow-o00! Ow, I'm hungry,”
wailed Joris.

“Yer ain't so 'ungry as me, yer ain’b!”
yelled Doughy. 4 5

“Carn away wiv _yer!” retorted Joris.
“T'm more "ungry than you, Hi ham!”

At this point a frosh voice took up the
squalling, and Joris made a dash at the
wash-baskot,

She took a small bundle out of the basket,
and began to swing it up and down, as if
it were a-baby.

““There, there,

said,

“Tire, that ain’t the biby !" cried Doughy.
“That's the washing as muvver takes in to
keep the 'omo fires burning.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Carn awy! Yor knows yer muvver's
took all -the washing to tho pawnshop, to
get a few bob to buy ‘erself a fur coat
wiv!”

“Ha, ha, hat” ’

«Ush! Slow music!” said Doughy. “1
hear the fairy footprints of our Barty!”

‘old yer noise, do!” she

WHEN. BETTY' CAME TO MORCOVE

«Little Barty, the lec-hight of the "ome!”
said Joris, still swinging the bundle. “’Ere
she comes, strite home from the Council
school 17 £ )

And on to the stage pranced Cora Grand-
ways, dressed up in shecr rags, with all bher
hair floating loose. 2

“The pore ald "ome, *ow it breaks me 'art
to see it sho cried, clasping her hands.

The audience lnugi‘md again.

«“Well, Barty, old gel,” said Doughy,
;’cw: did you got on at Couneil skule ‘ter

oy i/

“Qh, foine, I.did! Teacher says as ‘ow
T'll soon he hablo to go to a proper board-
ing skule. T'm that clever, I am. Yuss!
You won't 'ave no little muvver to look
after yer then!”

“You'll be a lidy at boarding skule,
Barty ! said Joris.

“Raver! 1f I don't set up to be as
;f-lvod as any of them my name ain’t Barty

otton. You wait and see! Wen muvver
gots the money from uncle—"

“100's untle, Barty?” asked Joris.

“Wot, don't yer know who yer uncle is?”
cried DBarty, causing another yell of
langhter.  *“Why, yor rich uncle, as has
struck ile out in Ameriky, yer know! He's
goin
Doarding school, he is!™

At this point there was a terribla
stumbling noise, and then another awful
figure, in a sack skirt, shawl, and  big
bonnet, almost fell on to the stage.

“'Ome agen, me de-harlings!” cried the
figure, which was supposed to be the hard-
working mother of the family. “In luck,
too, for wunst! Mrs, Waysgrand gimme
a. jar o drippingi 1

Y0oray ! cheered all the children, *’Ip,
ip, i—" |

Thero was another big mnoiso off stage.
Then the father of the family—Ella Elgood
Zin a man's overcost, borrowed from the
school porter, and a battered bowler hat,
came on to the stage.

“Jllo, me darlings!” was the father's
groeting. “Once again I'm back in the old
‘ome, just in time for dinner!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, Jittlo muyver,” evied Mr. Betton,
turning to Barty, “where’s the grub?” .
“Yuss; 'ow long are_yer going ter be
with that there .stoo?” domanded Mrs.
Betton, whilst Joris and Doughy began to

wander about the stage wailing:

ter come ’ome and pay for me to go . .
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“TIm so hungry! Ow, I'm sterving!”

“You all sit down at the tible, and T'll
soon ’ave dinner for yer!” sang out Barty
Betton, going to the stove,

Then ticm was some contic business with
the rickety table and the broken-down
chairs, which bit of fun, being of a more
simple kind, with no snobbery for its origin,
went well with the audience,

“Tike yer 'at off ‘wen yor sit down,
farver!” Barty turned round to call to My,
Botton, - “ Fancy you, farver of a gal wot's
going to boarding skule, not knowing better
nor that! Jist remember I'm going to
boarding skule, so you must give yourself
airs now, same as me |”

*“Ha, ha, ha!” -

Just as this rather feoble langh died away
there was a surprise for the audienco,

Barty Betton st a match to the five,
which gave a mild sort of explosion.

Then a reddish glow sulfused the whole
scene, as the red five began to bum.'

“ Wot's gone wrong wiv the fire?” yelled
Mrs. Betton, jumping up in pretended
alarm. “’Ere, Joey—"

“ Oh, muvver, the house is on fire!” yelled
Barty Betton, .

- “’Ooray|” cheered Mr, Betton, “Now
fer the insurance money
» “Ha, ha, ha!”

The moment had now arrived for Cora, as
Barty Betton, to “bring down the house ”
by a bit of mock heroism,

-“8ave yourselves, and let mo save the
dinner!” she cried, rushing about the stago,
“Never shall it be said that little mother
was a kec-oward !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” }

The audienco had an idea that the actors
were getting a bit confused; but they did
ot suspect that anything was wrong, They
thought any hitches were simply due to the
fact that tho play had been got up at
short notice.

But_something really was wrong,
Cora Grandways knew it!

She knew that the. red fire had gone off
with unexpocted fiercomess, starting a real
fire on the stage!

And that fire was
mowment !

Dense smoke was filling the air, making
it hard forher to see properly. There was
a moment of great agitation for her, whilst
she wondered what she should do; and
then, getting into an uttor panic, she made

growing bigger every

and’

a frantic sign for the girls in the wings ta
lower the curtain,

As the draperics rustled downm, the
audience clagped aud cheored, thinking that
was the right ending of ‘the whole Eit of.
nonsonse.

*“Oh, what shall be do?” gasped Cora dis-
tractedly. “Look!"

“Uood gracious!”

“Bei Jove!” |

“Put it out, quick1”

“We can’t!”

And then a thing happened thet was to
the lasting disgrace of Cora and the rest of
the snobs, .

One of them bolted, ;

Others followed, infected with cowardice,
utterly off their heads for the moment, and
behind the lowered curtain the flames went
on spreading this way and that, whilst in
front there was that light-hcarted audience,
still laughing and clapping and crying.

“Bravo!  DBravo!”

CHAPTER 15,
The Girl who Loved the School.

L ETTY=Betty !”
B “Oh, is that you, Tolly?”
“Yes!"”

The two girls rushed togelher at
the spot from whi E Cora and the others
had just fled in panic.

‘" Look—look I”  quavered Polly, aghast
with dismay. “They Lave started a real
fire! Oh, Botty

“I know, I was just ontside the hall
when they came rushing away, and I heard
thom talking, And the audienco—-" .

“Betty, we must avoid a* panic,” whis-
pered Dolly, with desperate calmness.
*“Perhaps I can do somothing—find help on
the quiot—if—>" £

“You want me to keop the nudience
amused?” -

“Oh, if yon could, Betty! If you could

go and sing—" .
“I'Il recite to them,” Detty broke in
vickly., “Singing takes time to arrange.
? mean, you know, somcone would have
tu_l}:a at the piano. But I'll recito if you
will—"

“!i':ll manage the curtain, yes, trust

e !

Betty's answer to that was a look which
said, “Trnst me, too!” And then she went
through the smoke. and took the contre of
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the stage, in

“ Ladies—

“Brave, bravo, Betty Barton!” wont up
tho burst of applause. -

“With your kind permission, T am going
to give an item that is not on the pro-
gramme.”

“Brayoe!”

“It is enly o
Jearned before 1

,Smmt of the lowered curtain.

little recitation that I
came to this school. But

1 lll\u it will pleaso you. It is called—
called—'

Poor Betty! Whatever was she going
to_recite?

of everything she had ever

Every word
to have gone from her

learned scem
wind.

“Tt is called—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

«Puying o Hat!”

“Bravo, bravo, Betty

And then Betty struck
began her recitation.

Lovcifully, titlo and all had suddenly

come back to her, and she hoped to struggle
through somchow. If she got stuck half-
way ticn—well, she must simply “‘make it
up” as she went along!

The recitation was a witty one. Betty
was supposed to be a girl ina ‘West End
hat-shop, pi oosing, and finding

icking and ¢
fault, and changing her mind fifty times
'uvcri]

o
an attitode, and

and at last walking out without hav-
ing bought a hat at alll

$l‘he fan was &l in good taste, and Bettg
soon had the whole audience rocking witl

laughter, whilst behind the lowered
curtain——

Dehind that curtain—which Betty fearad
might burst into flame at any instant—was
the fast-spreading fire !

Starting with some litter which had been
thrown down carclessly during the setting
of the scene, close to the make-shift stove, 1t
snread to some flags and other draperies on
the walls. ¥

These, after burning for a fow seconds,
had dmppcd in a fiery mass on to the other
combustible stuff, and so the hungry flames
had plenty of food to devourl

Polly, with a handkerchicf bound _round
the lower part of her face, was behaving
with sublimo courage, Yet, as she made
use of one firc-bucket snatched from a
hook in the wall, sho was thinlc'mg only of
Betty’s bravery in going through that calm,
word-perfeet recitation, knowing ell the
time what & dreadful crisis this was.

‘firo, at the same time giving a

v

WHEN BETTY CAME TO MORCOVE

Slash! Splash! The bucket of water
went & very little distance towards extin-
guishing the flames.

Here and there Polly damped out a bit
of the blaze, only to sce bigger flames than
over leap up as some fresh stuff took fire.

She left the stage. for & moment, but only
to seck fresh means of fighting _!im confla-
gration. And well was ier calm courage
rowarded.

In an out-of-the-way corner the danci
light of the fire suddenly showed her a red-
painted object, standing on a bracket,

She know it at a glance. It was a patent
fire-extinguisher—a metal canister, charged
with liquid chemicals, and having a brass
nozzle at the top. .

Snatching it up, she rushed back to the

twist to the
nozzle cap.

Tor a moment she had an awful fear that
the cap would -not unscrew. But af the
third wrench of her fingers it slipped round,
and ih a trice the chemicals were spraying
from the uncovered nozzle.

Wonderful invention! Wherever the fine
spray fell upon the fire tho flames died down
in an instant. This way and that way she
directed the jot, her heart bounding with
relief as she saw how swiftly, et last, she
was conquering the blaze.

Siss-sigs-hiss! wont the nozzle, end the
chemicals still sprayed forth; and shove
that faint, hissing sound Polly could hear
Botty's calm voice, speaking the words of
the recitation, and the peals of laughter
that were rising, again and again, from tho
audienco. :

Then suddenly—as if the fire meant to
make one last bid for mastery—it sent o
flame licking at the curtain!

o stuff took fire, being alrcady dry and
hot with the biaze that had been going on
so_close at hand. U? that side of the cur-
tain ran a tongue ‘of flame, visible to the
people in front.

At the self same instant Polly realised
that the chemical was almost used up.

She rushed close to the burning curfain,
and played the last dregs of the stuff
agla,inst the burning part, sobbing with
reliof as she saw the flames dio down. And
then—

“Tire—fire!” went up a wild cry from
someone in the audionce.

Polly was almost swooning with heat and
smoke, but she bore u bravely. .

Clawing the muffier from bor mouth and
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nostrils she darted round the edge of the
curtain that had been in flames, and raised
a gasping cry. .

"Stop! Stand still! There is no fire!”

The audience had risen to its fect. Some
of the more nervous girls were in the act
ol’_:‘:limbing over their chairs, to get to the
exits.

‘'Keep calm!” Polly pleaded !ga.spingly.
“Thero is no fire at all. We will raise the
curtain and show you! Come on, Betty !"

Like so many figures in some enormous
tablenu, the scholars remained perfectly
still, whilst Polly and Betty darted to the
wings and raised the curtain,

Then there were renewed cries of alarm,
as the whole stage was seen to be packed
with smoko .and ?umes.

“The fire is quite out; thero is uuthing
whatover to alarmed about!” yelle
Polly, “Isn’t that so, Betty?”

“Yes, it is all right! Polly has put it
out,” cried Betty, in a ringing voice. ** Keep
calm, please!”

In the renewed stillness that fell upon ihe
audience one figure at the front could be
seen moving,

It was the figure of Miss Somerfield, head-
mistress of the school, who had come into
the hall just before tho conclusion of Cora
Grandways and Co's so-called play.

She scrambled past tha piano and climbed
fo the stage, whero her first action was to
give a reassuring gesturc to the scholars,

Then she turned to Betty and Polly,

*“There was a fire, then! Merclfulygood-
ness, there has been guite a big blazo!”

“It v:as getting protty bacf" said Polly,
“but as soon as I had hold of the extin.
ghuishe’r. I—well, any kid can use one of

ose ! !

“Let me understand properly,” said
Miss Somerfield, her composure returning.
“You two girls—you found yourselves called
upon. to avert a panic, The other girls
started the fire.”

*“By accident,” said Betty.

“The accident was perhaps excusable,
said Miss Sometficld. **But their running,”
away—oh, that. is abominable of them.
Where are they now? Miss Redgrave, will
you go and find them, please—and bring
them back 1" :

The undermistress hurried away, and at
the same time Betty and Polly tried to
snoak towards the stage win s; but Miss
Somerfield was too shatp for Fhem.

“One moment, you girls! I liave some-

-| one of you, then, that will not res
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thing more to say about all this. Tt meany
that you, Betty Barton, actually came out
to do that recitation knowing there was a
fire behind the curtain!”
“I—I—I knew that Polly would do her.
P ”»

best,

“Polly Linton did do her best, and a very *
fine best, too,” broke in the headmistress
uickly. * But what of your courage, Betty

arton? What would have been happen-
ing at this very moment if the pair of you
had not rivalléd each other in the display
of such heroism as— Really, I have never
seen the like of it before!”

And with that emphatic outburst tho
speaker turned to the hushed sudience.

" Girls of Morcove Schoal,” she oried, *“da
;F)u all roaliso what has been’ happening ?
wo girls—"

“Yes, clamoured the
excitedly,

“It 15 ontirely thanks to them that a
serious penic has been averted! Is ther'e
ond,

yes!” scholars

when I call for three cheors for
Barton and her friend Polly Linton? Now,
glrle——’; " 1

“Hip, hip, ?_"

* Hurrah-h-h-h I”

It was such a cheer as Morcove had never
hearcLbe_Eum. but almost louder was the
next, whilst tho third and last seemed to
B L:gr and Polly—full of confusion, and
blushing as red as bectroots—to take a
minute ‘to die away.

When at last it did so, Miss Redgrave
stepped upon tho stage, at the head of the
collected batch of runaways,

“Ah” said the headmistress, turning
& stern eye upon tho  sheepish.
looking row of girls,. “Did they seem
raayl;l?m‘:'t to come back, Miss Redgrave!”

0. ¥ N

“Of course not—when you were ablo ta
tell them that the danger was past! You
girls—" <

Miss Somerfield paused. Not often was
she seon to swoll with anger, for hers was
2 ‘calm, even-tempered nature, equal to
most of the trials and perplexities which
filled her daily life as the able
principal of this great school,

But for once the usually gentle eyos as-
sumed an angry look.

"I am disappointed in you girls,” said
the Headmistress. “T am amazod that
vou should have exhibited such shameful
cowardice in running away divectly the fire

tty
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broko out! I will say no more,” wound up
the irato Miss Somerfield, cniming down
agein, " oxcept to add that your cowardice
was on a scale as great as the beroism—the

splendid  heroism—of Betly Barton and
Polly Linton! You may go!”
“Travo! Hooray! Hear, hear!”

And, despite the gesture for silence which
the headmistress made, the cheering and
hand-clapping went on and on, until the
whole building scewmed to shake to its, very
foundations!

CHAPTER 20
An Appeal.

“ AY I come in, girls?”

M As if any of the gitl scholars of
Movrcove School had the right to
refuse admission to their own

Headmistress.
But it was jnst like Miss Esther Somer-
_field to speak so raciously; just like her
to scize cvery chanco of putting true

womanhood before pride of position. There |

was nothing of {he”snob about the Head-
mistress of Morcove School! -

“Pear me, you have a very charming
little study here!” she exclaimed, looking
all vound the room in pleased surprise.
“ Delightful 1"

““We have made it so,” said Betty, with a
smile, as she looked past the Headmistress
and saw Cora Grandways peering round the
cdge of the doorway. Polly and I made
up our minds that this should be the jolliest
study in the wholo Form !”

#And I must say you have sneceeded !
declared  Miss Somerfield, causing Cora,
in the background, to scowl sava ely. “IE
I remember avight, this particular room
had been shut up for a long time. In fact,
1 seem to remember ordering that it should
not, be used.”

She added, after a pausc:

“You had orders to move
course

Ve, Miss Somerfield,” said Betty, and
added quiekly; “T¢ is quite all right now,
at any rate.’

"The Headmistress nodded.

“1t must bave been far [rom all right
when you were placed in here,” she said,
<gand T am astonished that you were ever
told to make your abode here. Surely there
are plenty of other studics where you coul
bave been accommodated, along with other
girls?”

in here, of

‘reward mow. I declare, your own

’

WHEN BELTY CAME TO MORCOVE

Then Betty looked at Polly, and Polly
looked at Betty. .

Tt was Miss Massingham, the Fourth
Form wistress, who had ordered Botty to
occupy this particular room, but neither
Botty mor olly had any intention of
acquainting Miss Somerfield with this fact.

“Ah, welll” exclaimed the Headmistress,
dismissing the matter with a shrug, much
to the chun’s relief, for they would have
hated having to tell the truo facts to Miss
Somerfield. “Even if you found this room
slightly bare at fivst, you have got your
Form
captain might envy you this place!”

From somewhere out in the passage thore
sounded a gasping whisper, which was very
much like Paula Crecl's: *Bai Jove!”

Betty and Polly smiled again,
clear to them that all the snobs wero listen-
ing in iho passage; and, like all Jisteners,
they were not hearing avything to their
advantage, ' ¢

“Vou nre doing very well, Betty Barton,”
continued tho Headmistress. - “That 1is
something, you can tell your people at home
when you'write. Your tiue conduet at_the
concert 1 have already told them. Your
parents also,” &o Polly.

There was another splutter of whispers in
the passage, which the Headmi
peared not to heed.

“You ean tell your people I called you
both @ credit to the school,” said Miss
Someorficld. !

"And with these'kind words (he Hoadmis-
tress passed out, leaving Befty and Polly
wearing “the smile that won't come off.”

“Mhis shall be celebrated!” cried Polly.
“You stop here, Botty, and guard the place
whilst I go and get the biggesh and_ best
bar of chocolate cream I can buy. Shan’t
be long!”

"And with this Polly flung out of the study
like a shot from a cannon.

Sho had not gono more than & couple of
minutes when & knock came on the door.

“Who's that 1" called out Betty, instantly
on the look out for enemics.

«It’s moe—Ursula Wade. Do let me in.”

Belty opened the door, and Ursula crept
¢ 4

nside,

“Well 1 demanded Belty.

“Betty, 1 wouldn’t have comne to you, only
I .am in a bit of a fix—"
‘ Not for money, surely 1"

"Rnaily, Ursula, 1 am rather surprised

It was °

tress ap-
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that you have the check to come to me—for
it is cheek, isn't it?” said Botty.

I~I told you, I wouldn't have come to
you, only I can’t get holp from anybody
else,” replied Ursula. .

“Yot you regard all thoe other girls as
friends, whilst as far as I'm concerned,
you’ve never been the least bit friendly with
mo!” exclaimed Botty. . .

Ursula cast down her cyes, biting her nails

«

again, 5
*That is really the case, isn't it, Ursula?”
asked Beity.

““Yes, I suppose—->"

“You aufposel” said Betty. “I don’t
want to rake up the past, but asking fpr
money makes me think of that other affair,
Ursula—an affair I would have been only
too pleased to forget. I gave you moncy
one night; it was to save ‘you from {Jlnymg
the thief. I was sorry for you. T could
seo how driven you woro—'

. **Yes, 'you were good to me, Betty, I—
you_know how grateful I was!”
You said you were grateful. DBut the

very next day—how did you show your
ratitude? By siding against me with all
the other girls!” .
“Again Ursula was silent, knowing how
true was the bitter reproach.

“To this day they think that I was the
would-be thicf! And yon never said one
word to clear me!”

* How—how could I?*
with a gesture.

“All right! But how can you expect me
to como to your help again? *No, Ursula!”
‘And Betty shook her pretty head. *“I am
not hard-hearted, I hope; but that other
affair—it taught me a lesson!”

“Then you—you won't—"'

“I'm sorry; but I don’t feel T am called
upon tc; gl'.ve”]’ou money again,” o

gulped Ursula,

c

" Well, what do you want it for, anyway ?
[Tell me that, and then, perhaps, just to hel,
'you—sithuugh I can't fgel you are & frien
of mine—".

I want the money badly, Betty, But I—I
can’t tell you what for—I can’t!”

""Oh, then I can't give you eny, that's
all” -

another big sigh, and at last slurk out of
the room, L

The moment the girl was gone, Betty
Barton stood_staring at the door, Ome
could see by ner eyes what was passing in

Ursula heaved her narrow shoulders with

a7

her mind. Sho was thinking—had she been
rether too firm after all?

Then the door swung open, and Polly
Linton sailed into the room.

“Hallo! Why are you locking so worried,
Betty 2! she eried. =

“Polly, that girl Ursula was here a
moment ago,” said Betty, closing the door.
“If sho had asked you to lend her money,
would you have—>" o

“Qertainly not!” broke in Polly. *I
don’t think my worst enemy ever called mo
hard-hearted ;" but X have had so many
bitter expericnces with Ursula——?

“Yes. And you know—-"

“You have had ome experience of her,
too, although you have never told .me tho
details,” said Polly, “So if she -expected

ou to help ler, it was downright check on

er part !’

“Oh, well!” sighed Betty. "But, alter
all, I'm always in funds, It wouldn't have
hurt me'to give her a few—>"

“That's not the point,” insisted Polly.
“*The point is that Ursula Wade is a down.
right undeserving case, Don't talk to mo
about Ursula, Betty dear. When I think
of that girl, it makes me—"

Polly broke off abruptly, rearing her head
to listen.

“Hark!” she cxclaimed. “Why—-"

“The school-bell I broke in Betty, in

amazement. “Af this time of day—just

after tee-time!”

Dong, dong, dong! thoe decp-toned bell
was chiming.  Dong, dong, dong! = .
Polly Linton gave a soft whistle of sur-

ise.

“Phew! T wonder what has happened 77
she said. “That's the bell for a special
muster I :

GHAPTER 21.
Ursula Wade's Scoret,

ONG, dong, dong!

With that rather solemn hell
sending its iron-tongued  voice
5 through the %rreuh building, the
irls of Morcove School came trooping into
516 nssemb]¥ hall.
Form by form ihe girls.lined up, facing
towyrds the rai platform from which it
was supposed that their Headmistress
would be addressing them on some mattor

of startling importance.
None knew, at prosent, the meaning of
this summons, ?
Even the senior girls did not know; and
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when questions were asked of the Form-
mistress, thero were shruga and head-
shakings for reply—nothing more.

In a fow minutes the muster was com-
plete, and now tho vast assemblage began
ta_quicten down.

The only  sounds were the answering
voices of the girls as their names werc
called from the roll. That was a formality
oni in a minute, and then tho girls were
as still as soldicrs at attention.

Even so, thero was a formal cry of
“Sileneo, all!” as a door at tho sido of
tho platform_ clicked open. i

Then, amidst that ~deep hush, Miss
Somerficld, the Hoadiistress of the school,
advanced to the contre of tho dais.

«Mijss Massingham!” she called across to
the Fourth Form mistress. "I would liko
vou to step up here, leaso. Miss Redgrave
will take chargo for the moment.”

Then the Fourth Form knew that this
st)winl muster had aomat]'l_ini_‘bo do_with
them—or olse why was their Form-mistress
asked to go on to_tho platiorm?

A little exeited \\'isis{»crln broke out
amongst the row of girls, wl ich included
Polly and Betty; and Miss Redgrave, the
junior mistress, pleaded softly:

“ Hush—quict, girls, ploase!”

After that thero was » moment whilst
Miss Somerficld sent a roving glanco over
the assombled girls. Then sho spoke.

«(iifls of Morcova School,” sho began
quictly, “I am sorry it has been necessary
to call you hero at such a timo ns this;
bt a matter has been brought to my notico
about which I have to spcak to you all,
‘An article of great valuo has eithoy beon
Jost or stolen !

“ Prosumably, stolen!” struck ,in Miss
Massinghaw, in o harder tono than that
wl')i%l;, lhjg Headmistress was using.

*The
Miss Somerfiold. * Miss Massingham had a
necklace, which she values at i‘i‘fty pounds,
and that necklaco iv missing!”

“ Pheo-cew ! gasped the Fourth-Formers.

« Miss Massingham tells mo that sho has
always kopt tho necklaco with her other
trinkets, in a deawer of her dressing-table.
She has not worn the necklace for somo
time; but this afternoon sho looked at her
trinkets, and found the necklaco was gone.”

«And it could not have got mislaid—of
that 1.em cortain!” Miss Massingham added
grimly. “Tho theft—"

“One moment,

Betty Baiton bent forward and

acts, girls, uro_ these,” went oni

WHEN BETTY CAME TO MORCOVE

Headmistress gontly.  “I think I had better
say oll that is necded, Miss Massingham.” -

“Veory well, if you will make it quite clear
that—"

“] medn to make it quito clear,
that all tho circumstances point to thef,
Juther than to loss by sccident,” said Miss
Somorfield, “and I wish. to ask you, here
and now, do any of you know anything ot
all about the necklace!”

The row of girls rustled oxcitedly, but no
one spoke,

“T will put my_ question in a clearer
forny,” said tho Headmistress. “Does any
ﬁ:_l:l happen to havoe heard of a pocklaco

cing found—talked ahout—anything of that
we will say 1"

irls,

sort—by an outsider,

Siill no answer.

Tho gitls wero eraning their heads to look
this way and that, in case any scholar could

scon who was on the point of speaking.
lanced
along her row, and thus it chanced that she
caught sight of Urswla Wade.

Tsula was standing as mute as any, but
her face was deathly white.

Y Vory well,” said Miss Somerfield, with a
shrug. #1 take it that no onoe is kecping
silent—I won't say becausc of guilt, because
that is unthiokable, that an girl of " this
school cpuld have comumitted a theft! 1-
hope it is absurd to harbour such an idea for
a single moment. But T did think that per-
haps somo girl might have—well, heard
something which she would now feel it right
ta rcpeat.”

Then thore was a pause—a long, heavy

uso—whilst the Headmistress waited for
Ez(:r words to sink home in the minds of ell
wha had heard them. K :

“Tot mo mako one thing uite clear,”
sho resumed at last. “T am ready to roceive
any information at this moment, or it can
be ﬁimn to me in complete confiderfoo later

Oncc again after that she let a full minute
go by in silence. Then, as the rows of girls
only rustled and buzzed with pent-up ex-
citoment, she gave the sign for dismissa and
quitted . the platform. .

“Girls, you may dismiss,” snid Miss Red-

rave; whilst the same remark was given by
those in charge of other Forms.

‘And in an instant the ranks wero broken,
and a jabber of talk burst out.

Seniors went off in twos and threes, de-
bating the sudden sensation in grave voices.
The Kifth and Third Forms, always glad of

I beg,” interposed the | an excuso for showing their rivalry with the
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Fourth, trcated their rivals to scornful
looks, as if it was_certain that the Fourth
must bo mixed up in the affair, since it was
the Fourth Form mistress who was the
vietim.

And that, of courso, did not leave Paula
Creel and Co. in any
it ag[.‘- Y O

“QOh, come away!” snapped out Cora
4 Thisyiﬂ sickening 1”

“Bai Jove, it's extwemely embawwassing,
what?” complained Paula. “I do wish it
was somo other mistress, don’t you know!
Qur Form——"

“If it's not one bother, it's another!”
muttered Judith Grandways, following her
sister, “And it will always so, as lon;
as anybody is allowed to come to the schoo
who can afford tho fees.”.

Polly nudged Betty.

“QOh, bai Jove, you don’t weally mean
il an Paula Crecl. 2

“I had better not say what 1 mean,
Paula!” said Judith Grandways.

“No,” burst out Botty hotly; “not whilst
I'm within hearing!”

“Oh, dear!”

“ Bai Jove I"

Half a dozen of the most hostile girls
had faced round upon Betty Barton at once.

_“T’ll say what I mean, though,” the one-
time Council schoolgirl went on calmly.
“1f Judith or anyone else-insinuates that I
had nrqthi'ng to do with the theft—"

“You're pretty touchy, considering I
never mentioned your name!” laughod
Judith, .

“Perhaps the cap fits!” chuckled Ella

Elgood.
. ‘g‘;{ou, ha, ha!”

“Bai Jove, pewhaps it does, don't you
0 o Betty dear,” whispered
“Come away, etty dear,” whisper
Polly. “These girls are beneath our con-

temgt [ i
Then, suddenly Miss Massingham loomed
close to the group.

“Well, girls, are you not 3'01115:l to dis-
perse? I-am sure that none of the mem-
bers of my Form could be implicated in the
-aborninable theft—for that is what it is.
No, no! I flatter myself that all of you
would be above committing such an act,”
said Miss Massinghamg She glanced at
Betty. “Of cotrse, some of you might feel
inclined to suspect & girl in your Form,
but— Did you speak, Betty on'?™

“Yes, Mi~ Massingham.” ’ge girl was

e S : o
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very white now, “I—I hope you are not
suggesting that I shquld be suspected. of

“I—really, Betty Barton, yon must not
challenge your Form-mistress liko that!”
exclaimed Miss Massingham, with great

ignity. ¥
= Betty has been roused,” interposed Polly,
standing by her chum, like the loyal girl
sho was., “And what you said, Miss Lfns—-
singham, it really did seem——"

“Silence " cried Miss Massingham. “If
you cannot to your Form-mistress in
a better tone, I shall have to seviously think
about_placing you in another study, away
from Betty Darton!”

And with that grim remark, the stern
TForm-mistress walked away, leaving Cora
Grarddways and Co. to troop off to their
studies in high gleo.

If only Miss Massingham would
Betty and Polly--oh, the joy it would be!
They had done their best to woo Polly away
from her chum, and all in vain. But, if
Miss Massingham made it an order that the
two girls were not to associate—well, that
order would have to be obeyed.

- “Oh, Betty dear!” Polly exclaimed sadly,
as they were going last of all up the stairs.
“What have I done? Did you hear what
Mis.!” Massingham said? If they part us

arate

“Tt—it was only a threat,” faltered Betiy,
trying to make light of the sinister words;
but tg!my were weighing heavily upon her
heart. “Don’t think anything more about
it, Polly.” % : 3

But Polly, when she and her chum bad
reached their study, suddenly<burst out
again, in great sadness.

“Wo have made the study look so beau-
tiful and comfy 1 she cried. “And we have
been such great chums, too, Betty! Oh, if
—— Hallo! Where are you off to, dear?’?

“Back in & minute!” was Betty's cheery _

answer. i . ;

And then, shutting the door quickly afted
her, she went straight to the study which
Utrsula Wade had all to herself.

The unhappy girl, was there, starin®
moodily out of the window. But when she
turned round and saw who it was had en-
‘tered, her white face lit up with relief.

“Qh, you have thought better of your
refusal,”” she panted. “Are you going to
lend me the money, aiter all!”
hiemm bl =
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Betty Barton shut the door and stood
with her back to it

““1 am going to ask you, straight out,”
she said, very steadily: “Did you take the
necklace?” .

And Ursula Wade burst into tears.

It was a moment of horror for Dotty
Barton.

Those tears of Ursula’s—the wretched
girl's wild burst of grief—gave the answer
to that thrilling question,

Here stood the sclf-confessed thief—and
s}]xlo was & scholar of Morcove School, after
all!

“Yes, I took it,” Ursula faltered.
was about the same time that I—that T was
tempted to take the money; that time when
you stopped me!” 3

:E}“N’ei G \irhera ils the neclidvéee now !”]

e guilty girl gestured despairingly.

“I haven't it,” she faltered. “That’:
why ¥ want the money so badly—to get it
back! If only I could get it back, and put
it somewhere so that it would seem as if it
had_been_ only mislai ”

“Yes; but where is it? You have parted
with 61"

“I—I pawned it!” muttered Ursula.

TPawned it

“Over in Barncombe,” faltered the cul-
prit, 4ryin,g her eyes, and trying to steady

own. “I've got tho pawnticket, of course.
I always meant to get the necklace back,
but I never had enough money® Then
heard there was to be a party on Saturday,
and I knew that Miss Massingham would
miss the necklace when that time came, if
not before. As it is——

“8ho has found out her loss to-day! Na
wonder you looked so upset in the hall
just now!” exclaimed Betty. .

“What do you mean? Did I—did other
girls notice me, do you thinki” Ursula
panted, in fresh agitation. *Oh, don’t tell
me that I am = d 1"

“You are not,” Betty said quickly. “And
Eer!mps you can pull through all right, if-1

el'p you,  But—

You will help me—you mean it—truly?”
I must, of course,” was the brisk reply.
FHow can Lrefuse, when I have discovered
exactly how you stand? But'can ybu get
thet necklace, if I give you the money~I
mean, get it without risk?” | .

* "Yes, yes!” Ursula clasped her hands ex-
eitedly. “I can go now—there is still time,
without my being back late! I can ride my

-t
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bike—pedal hard all the way there and
back I

“Very well,” said Betty, pulling out her
purse. “How much is it?”

“Oh, it is an awful lot of money!”
moaned the distracted girl. “Three pounds

“I'ye just about got it,” said Betty.
“Hero you are!” ,

“Thank you, Betty Barton! Oh, I don't
know how to thank you for hel;l)ing mo
like this I panted the miserable girl, snatch-
ing at the notes. “I know I didn't prove"
veory grateful that other time; but this time,
etty—="" k:

“Don't make any promises, and then you

won't break any!” y broke in, “You
had bettor be off. But pull yourself to-
gother ¥ .

“Yes, I must. Tt won’t do for me to look

like this,” Uvsula said huskily, staring at
her haggard face in the mirror. “But
don't you bother, Betty. Now I have the
money, that's everything I

“I wish it were!” sighed Betty, {urning
fo quit the room. “But X shall be terribly
anxious until you get back from that risky
errand | ;i ’

Bhe was passing out of the roomi, whea
Ursula made a dart after her, plucking her
excitedly by the sleeve.

“Ono morgent, Betty! You—you won't °
say a word about this to anybody—not even
to Polly?”

“As if I would want to!” answered Betty.

rsula back, gazing tearfully at
her friend in need.

“What a good girl you are, Betty Bar-
ton!” she seid. “It is a shame, the way
they run you down! After this, I won't
allow any girl to call you namies!”

“We shall see about thatl® Betty
answered drily.

Then she closod the door behind hersolf
and Ursuls, and went to her own study,
where Polly was singing away, blithe as
ever, at the same time re-arranging some

pictures.

“Hallo! There you nre!” cried Polly.
“I say, how do you think this picture looks
here, Betty—and that one, there! Good-
ness, though, dog't look so miserablo!
What have I done, Betty?” 7

“You, donel” exclaimed Botty. She
forced a laugh, then suddenly caught her
chum by the hand, swinging it in the old
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allectionate manner. “Just as if you could
do anything to rile me! No, Polly!”

*“Well, then—"

“Don't ask questions, and you'll be told
no fibst”

“You'd never fib to me or_anybody,
Detty, But, of course, I know what's upset
you—yow are brooding over that little
fluster you had with Cora and Co., aftor
the muster in the hall,” said Polly.

“No, I'm not,” said Betty smiling. “To
tell you the truth, I'd almost forgotten
about Cora and the others. Their , attitude
doosn't worry me in the least—and it won’t
whilst I've got you for a chum!”

Polly colourcd slightly, and then, starting
to hum a tune, she entered heart and soul
into the joy[ul task of smproving the study’s
appearance.

She thought ono far corner would look
boiter if it had a photograph hung there.
8o sho stood on a chair to hang up tho pic-
ture—and that was Betty’s chance to slip
out of the room again, without being ques-
tioned.

In spite of thte checrful manner she had
adopted in talking to Polly, Betty was still
feeling concerncd ubout Ursula Wade.

 Had she gone off yet, or was she still
hanging about—perhaps funking the whole
risky errand ab the last moment?

With such uncasy thoughts as these
harassing her,
have no peaco of
sure that the unhappy
started off. And so she
study door, and knocked.

There was no answer. i

Botty opened the door, and peered into
_the room. i

Ursula was gone—that was evident. Her
outdoor things were no longer to be seen
langing from their usval hook, and here
and thers were a few tell-tale signs of her
hasty getting ready for the urgént journey.

A drawer from which she had snatched
her gloves was wide open; on the floor, be-
side o chair, were the indoor shoes she had
kicked off, and a buttonhook that had been
thrown down after it had served its purpose.

« Untidy kid 1” Betty muttered. “ Just the
sort of tging to lead to trouble, tool If
anybody should look in here there is enongh
to sct them wondering what’s thrown il
girl into such a fluster.”

So, stepping right into the room, Betty
thought it was only doing another good turn

mind until she had mado
girl had at least
went to Ursula's

Detty thou%ht she would

at heart she hoped that
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to_her miscrable schoolicllow to put every-
thing to rights.

‘She_put the discarded shoes' out of sight,
picked up the buttonhook, and thon—-

“Oh, od gracious!” she gasped.
“\l\'hnk‘s this?" P "

t was a piece of pastehoard lyin;
the carpet—a cardbonrd ticket githg
writing on it in ink,

Betty snatched it up, examined it cagerly,
and knew that her sudden fear was justified.

Tt was a pawnticket—the very ticket which
Ursula Wade should have with her fo re
deem the necklace ! )

“And she's gone without it!” gasped
Betty., “She has dropped it in her haste
and excitoment, and doesn’t know that it's
here! She won't find out until she gets to
the pawnshop, and then—"

Betty plumped down into a chair and
sighed deeply.

At the journey's end Ursula Wade would
be unable to get the necklace after alll

CHAPTER 22.
A Tragic Encounter,
HAT a nice muddle was this!
What a finsco, after all that
Betty Burton had done in the way
of Jonding Ursula money to saye her!

Such thoughts as these passed through .
Detty’s own bewildered brain as she sut
Lhere staring tragically at the pawnticket,

But only for a moment—no longer—did
the semse of despair hold her in its grip.
She jumped up, stuffing the cardboard ticket
into her dress-pocket, and then slipped out

the room.

‘Her mind was made up. She must chase
after Ursula somehow, and restore this
ticket that had obviously diopped from the
girl's pocket or purse during her agitated
preparptions for the journey.

In the corridor Betty-came fabe to face
with Polly.
“Going
tacks!" sang out Polly gaily.

moment !

Betty gave a bright smile and a nod; but
her good chum
would be much longer than a momgnt!

Pack in their own study, she caught up
her outdoor things. and then made off again,
slipping down to the ground floor by way
of some back stairs.

. And so, in a ceuple of minutes, she was
etting her.cyule out of the shed alongside
the gymmnasium.

upon
so0me

downstairs for a hammer and
“Shan’t be &
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“T'll follow the main road to Barncombe,”
she said to hecself when she was pedalling
off. “Then I shall meet Ursula if she has
turned back, finding she hasn’t got the
ticket. Bat I don’t suppose for a moment
she will miss it until she gets to the place!”

Whirr, whirr! Betty's feet were a mere
blur as she kept the pedals turning. At the
start this was a lovol bit of road that lay
before her, and she wanted to fly like the
wind along it. For only on the levels could
she hope to gain on the girl she was
pursuing, The hills—and what hills they
were l—would have to bo walked up, whether
onc was in a hurry or not.

How she wished she knew the district
better—knew of somo side roads that 'per-
haps avoided these huge Devonshire hills;
leafy lanes winding, perhaps, along the
valleys. .

It might be that Ursula was following
such 2 route, for Ursula had been long
enough at Morcove School to know all the
country round about. Never mind—it
couldn't be helped] If she—Betty—
chanced to miss the girl after all—well,
Ursula could never say that the best had
not been done for herl

And now the first steep ascent confronted
Betty. Panting for breath, she jumped from
her saddle, and started to wheel the machine
uphill, The climb left her red-hot and gasp-
ing; but sho reached the top at last, and
after that she was off again, whizzing down
the other side.

The road was quite deserted, and she let
herself go, the machine quivering .with its
speed, whilst every now and then it jarred
over 2 loose stone, And then, suddenly,
disaster came !

Just as she was starting to pedal again,
after reaching another level strip, there was
& startling “ping !* i

And that was a puncture!. .

““Oh, dear!” groaned Betty, pulling up.
“A puncture; and that means a delsny sf

ten minutes, even if I’ve got a repair outfit |

with me 1"

She started to cﬂ:en the' saddlebag, but
suddenly she desisted, whilst she straightened
up and stared Almntf

e moise of & railway engine blowing off
waste steam had come to her ears, giving
her a brilliant idea.

The railway |
. She could see the engine; it wag stand-
ing with its train of five coaches at the little
wayside platform of Morcove Road Station—

WHEN BEITY CAME TO MORCOVE

only a couple of hundred inrds from whero
she had been landed -with this puncture;
and perhaps the train was. not leaving for
& minute !

Betty acted then with lightning speed.

Dragging her machine off the road, she
jammed it amongst some bushes, where it
was completely hidden. Then off she sped,
with her anxious eyes watching that train
at the wayside station. 3

Tho engine was hissing as if with im-
patience to be off. Within fifty yards of the
station she heard the combined porter and
booking-clerk slam shut the booking-office
door. Then heclumped out on to the plat-
form, and waved his fag.

“Right away!”

Betty made & last desperate spurt.

“Stop—wait, porter!” she cried, with her
last bit of breath. “Stop!”

But the whistle blew. Betty could never
have caught that train if it had not been
for the leisurely habits of the railway folk
in this out-of-the-way part of the world.

With his hand on the lever ready to turn
on steam, the driver leant out of the ca
to bave a last joke with the station *staff.”

Betty, knowing the booking-office door
was locked against her, made a dart for the

latform fence, climbed over it, and dived
for a_compartment.

““Ticket, miss!” exclaimed the porter.

“Pay other end!” gasped Betty, flopping
down on the cushioned seat of a first-cl
compartment.

porter waved “All right!” and off
went the local train with Betty almost the
only passenger.

“Oh, my word” she puffed. “What a
seramble I
ﬂ;FDr slevera.l tmh';nutes she could o:l]y :_.ie

ere, elone in compartment, panting for
breath. The_ train halted for a while at
another wayside station, where again there

was hardly a passenger for it, and then
puffed on agmin.
The line curved sharply, this way and

that, Iollowmg e t of the valleys,
whilst on_either side Betty saw the giant
hills looming against the evening sky.

The sun had set, and it was small comfort
to Betty to notice how early the darkness
i!fi?lmed to be gathering in tho fold of the

5. .
But she knew that the journey would be

over in a few minutes now, and so she stood

up in the carriage and put herself to rights.
hat with rush on the bicycle, and then
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thet spurt to cetch the train, she felt a
pretty sight! -However, when she stepped
on to the platform at Barncombe Town she
looked very calm and tidy.

“T hadn’t time
the collector at the barrier.
please, third class?”

“Tenpence, single, miss.”

~ “Give me a return, please. And what
time d.?es the train go back to Morcove

‘““Eight-fifteen, miss!”
“Wha-a-a-at 1"’
Ly “Eght-ﬁft.een is the first train back,

“How much,

niss,

Betty almost dro;:ged. ;

“ Eight-filteen 1” she echoed, with a gasp.

#Oh, my goodness! Here's & nice thing "
Tho elderly porter looked reprovingly at

Bett‘{. i
“Vou should have consulted the time-
table, miss]” he said. :

“T—yes, but I was in such a burry!” said
Betty. “I had a bike—I~—— Oh, never
mind; you don't want to know about that!”

The collector handed her the voucher for
her fare, and then gave her the change out
of a half-crown.

“My last half-crown, tool” muttered

* Betty.

Sho went out into the twilit station yard,
and was instantly seized with a feeling of
guilt at being about in the town so late in
the day. anybody from _the ool
chanced to see her—well, it might mean a
severe punishment, never mind what excuse
she had to plead.

And what excuse could she plead, if such
n disaster ha ed? She could not betray
Ursula by telling about the necklace at the

pawnshop !
The moment came, however, when Betty
t that guilty feeling to ﬂigi:b. Bhe told
E:rsc!f that her conscience was quite clear,
and so long as that was the ¢ase, why should
she slink about in such. 8 trembling fashion?
Barncombe was & fairly big provincial
town with some modern shops, as well as
fine old churches and & quaint market-place.
Betty went through the latter during her
hamt for the pawnshop, the address of which
ghe got by consulting the pawnticket.
tor looking at that bit of folded card for
the name and address, she put it back very
carcfully in her purse, where her small store
of money was reposi

Y.
for a ticket,” she said to| g

ing. .
#A nice thing if I go and Jose the ticket
after Ursula’s dropping it in the study,” she

53

thought to herself grimly. “But it will be
safe enough in my purse.”

Swiftly she threaded her way along the
darkening thoroughfares, making for East

treet. Having made the jcurnei by train,
she was pretty sure thut she ady raced
Ursula to the town; and so every now and
then she looked behind her to see if she
could eatch sight of that girl xiding up on
o bieycle.

But no! Betty reached her journey's end,
and took & few turns in front of the dingy
pawnghop, and still there was no sign of her
schoolfellow.

Then the night seemed to shut down
with cruel swiftness upon the quiet town.
A !qmpehdghtar came along ll%’l!:ting the old-
fashioned gas lamps, and the pavements

lowed here and there with the il umination

ooding forth from the more up-to-date

ODS.

“Bother!” fumed Betty. “Why doesn’
she come? If only I'had the mone I could
go in end get the nccklace; but _haven't
anything but a few coppers, worse luck 1"

And so she d to and fro for another
five minutes. Then, thinking that she had
better not be seen even by the folk of the
town hanging about for so 1011% close to the
B&wnbmker’s, she walked a little way in the

ope of meeting Ursula on her bicycle.

There was very little vehicular traffic in
the street, and so _she could sce a g]ood
distance along it. When a cycle lamp g im-
mered at some distance away coming towards
her, she felt her heart give a bound—but it
was not Ursula,

Presently, with eyes that were getting
blurred with so much straining ahead, she
saw & beautiful car gliding slowly towards
her. Its glaring headlights dazzled her, and
she looked down &t the pavement to &void
the blinding rays.

In this attitude she meant to remain until
the car had gone by; but, even as it drew
level with her, a gloved hand rapped
sharply at the window, signalling to the
chauffeur. He stopped at once, and then
the window of the door was slammed
down, and a head was thrust ous.

“Yes, I am rif’ht: it 8 a Morcove
scholar|” cried a familiar voice. “One of
our girle—here, in Barncombe Town 11

Betty Barton, standing transfixed, stared
stupidly at the lady who was lacking out
of the car. .

Miss Massingham1
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Yes, it was Miss Massingham, the Fourth
Form mistecss!

The latoh of the car’s door clicked
sharply, and the door itsclf ewung open
violently. . .

Swelling with dignity and indignation,
Miss Massingham stepped down to the

kerb. . .

“Betty Barton!” she exclaimed, in 8
withering voice. i

“Ves," said Betty. And, indeed, that
was about all she could sugl

‘A girl from_Morcove School—from my
Form!™ went on the astounded Form-
mistress.  “Ob, abominable—disgraceful !
Cirl, what have you to say for yonrself?
What excuse—— But there can be no
excuso for this—none!”

Yet the nngi;f] mistress’ next words were
a fresh demand for explanation.

“Tell me!” she r-pgeﬂ out furiously.
“How do you come to be heve? How did
you get here?”

. “By—by train,”’ .

“Train!’' ejaculated Miss Massingham.
“And are you in the habit of making
eecret visits to Barncombo at any time you
please? Do you care nothing for the
school’s rule, which eays that no girl—not
even a senior—may visit the town except
on_half-holidays?” . :

“Y—T have never done anything like this
before,” said Betty helplessly.

“What are you here for, guilty of an
offence equivalent to breaking hounds 1
demanded the Form-mistress. *‘Was it to
buy something?”’ .

No answer.

Betty’s purse was in her hands. With a
sudden pounce, Miss Massingham snatched
it from the girl. 3

“T have a right to find out, if possible,
why you are here, T there is much money
in your purse, I shall concluded that you
came here to frivol it nwa{ |

“Mids Massiuqham, case—I—please
return that purse | " gasped Betty, “Ohb, it
is not fair!"

“YWhat do you mean—not fair? Girl, I
am your Form-mistress, and responsible
for your good conduct! I shall open the

urse and sce how much money you—
What? Oh, what is this—this ticket?”

It was the pawnticket, of course, and
Miss Massingham held it, at arm’s length,
between finger and thumb, as if it were a
ﬂl‘i‘m{ with venom in its stin 4

A~

2.
pawnbroker's  ticket!” she

panted. “So that is why you are in this
town, unbeknown to anybody at the school!
This ticket—why, my goodness, it is for &
lady’s necklace '’ .

Tor a few moments the Form-mistress
stopd scanning the [ateful writing on the
ticket. Then, saying nothing to Betty for
the time being, she turned to the amazed-
looking chaufteur.

“Turn round, William!” she ordered.
T shall not,necd to go to the polico about
my necklace, after all.  There will be no
need to Erint bills offering a reward. I--
oh, the shame I feel at saying it!—I under-
stand where my necklace is now!'’

Then, as the driver started to turn his
car in the narrow street, the Form-mistress
glowered upon Betty again. -

“You stole my necklace 1 she exclaimed.

“No, Miss Massingham "' said Betty.

“But theye is proof ! How can you dony
it? . Adding falschoods to your original
offence of stealing! You stole the meck-
lace—pawned it—and you were here this
e\'ﬁrﬁngllyo redeem the pledge!”’

o

“1t is perfectly clear, girl! ¥ou wanted
to get tho necklace back without your mis-
deed being discovered !’ ) ‘

“Miss Massingham, that is not true!”
Beity protested hotly. “I am not a thief!
How could I have been going to redeem
the pludge. when you see I have no money
on me?”

““There may be money in your pocket,
besides the small change in your purse.
Or perhaps,” Miss Massingham conjectured
shrewdly, ““yon were going to pawn some
other article.”

“I was not_ going to the pawnshop !'
cried Betty, * Indeed, I was not, Miss—""

“But the ticket was in your purse! Did
you find the ticket, then? Tell me, did
you find it?” ;

Yag?

It was the truth. Bettf veally had found
the pawnticket—in Ursula’s study.

“Where did you find it?" asked Miss
Massingham.

“That I cannot tell you,” was the husky
answer.
“Then, do you know what 1 am going
to tell you?"’ returned Miss Massingham,
her eyes flashing with scorn. *‘I am going
to tell you that your feeble pleas are not
convineing. You may try to make out
that you found the ticket, but I simply
Eun‘f believe you!” 2 P
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The chauffeur h
to the kerb, aft
Massingham whip,

brought the car back
tuening  round, Miss
ed open, the door, and

then gestured to Betty.
“In wiih you!” she exclaimed. )
With a sinking heart, the poor girl

blundered into the car, and the Form-
mistress joined her there.

“PBack to the school, William, as fast as
possible!’! she cried, slamming the door.

Then, sinking back on the cushions,” with
her fiorce cyes dilating upon poor Betty,
she snapped out one grim prediction.

“You can take 1t from me, Lty
Barton, this means ox ulsion 1"’ she said.

And, less than an hour later, the door
of the detention-room at Morcove School
was being unlocked and thrown open, for
Betty to pass inside. -

Whito as death, trembling from head to
foot, thero she stood in that dim-lit pas-
sago, whilst Miss Massinghain herself un-
Jocked the door with a key handed to her
by the Headmistress.

For Betty. had been taken before the
very highest authority in the great school—
her own Headmistress, And even Miss
Somerfield, after hearing the case against
the almost speechless soholar, had been
forced to share Miss Massingham's belief
in her guilt.

#In there for tonight!” said Miss Mas--

singham, as. she threw open the detention-
room door. ‘‘And to-morrow, as you must
have gathered from the way your Head-
mistress spoke, you will bo expelled 1”

Lurking well back in the shadowy pas-
sage was an_unseen listencr fo those im-
pressive words. X

Tt was Ella BElgood—and Ella crept
away, then went dashing up to the Fourth
Form studies with the sensational news:

Betty Barton was to be expelled |

CHAPTER 23.
Nothing to do with her?

ING, ting, ting!
Tt was the silvern bell of the
pretty clock on & study mantelpiece

at Morcove School striking the

hour,
Polly Linton glanced up from the book
she was roading, as she sat in ah easy-
. chair, then flung the volume aside.
. “And even now,” she muttered, staring
at tho hands of the clock, “she is not back!
1 do wonder where she has got to!'
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Springing up from the chair, she went to
the window, and drew clown the blind. For
it. had been quite dark out of doors this
Jast half-hour, and Polly had nobt troubled,
to draw the blind when she switched on the

li;q‘:t. .

o shut out the darkness now made the |
study scom all the brighter and cosier;
but it also made Polly feel more than ever
shut up with herself. # ;

#“Oh, bother, I can't settle down some-
how!"” she exclaimed. “I do wonder—""

And, wondering, she went out into the
corridor and listened.

From the various studies came a mur
mur of talk and somo bursts of Jaughter.
Then Polly saw a solitary gir] come away
from one of the rooms and go with a slink-
ing stop towards the stairs.

“That you, Ursula?” Polly sang out.
«“Have you seen Betty Barton?”

“No!" Ursula faced about sharply to
answer., “Why?"”

Polly shrugged.

“She's been away from our study ever
so long, and I can’t make it out.”.

“T—no, I have not seen anything of

her,” said Ursula, licking her lips. “I
have been by myself; in my study, this last
half-hour. I went for a cycle ride, and—

and came back1”

That bit of information did not interest
Polly. She swung away, veturning to the
study which she shared with Betty. -

For another half-hour, perhaps, she
waited about, wondering more and more
what had become of her chum. And then
suddenly she heard a girl whirling along
té):ﬁcorridor. and thought that must be

Ve

But it was not. . ;

The hurrying girl turned in a$ one of
the other studies, and now Polly heard =
great babel of talk start up.

What did it mean?

Sho wenb out into the passage and lis-
tened, just to catch the drift of all the

chatter,

“Tt is a fact, I tell {ou 1" g girl in Study
No. 7 was insisting loudly. ““I saw her
taken to the detentionroom !

“What?”

“Bai Jovel”

#§aw hor with my own eyes,’”’ the news-
bearer rushed on, above all the startled
cries of other girls. ‘‘She was caught in
Barncombe town by Miss Massingham!”

“QOh, great Scott!”.
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“Bai Jove, you don’t mean it!”

#“Qh, she is going to be expelled, right
enough!” ' It was Ella Elgood who was
speaking, - with great pride at being in
posscssion of sensational tidings. “I've
heard what Miss Massingham remarked to

Miss Redgrave a minute ago. It's ex-
pulsion "
“But why? What for?"

And then the door of Study No. 7
crashed open, and Polly stood before all
the startled gossips, voicing her own
question.

“Yos—whet for?’  she  demanded
fiercely. “What has Betty Barton done,
that she is to_be expelled?” =

Cora Grandways and Co. stared resent-
fully at Polly Linton.

Then suddenly their angry. looks gave
place to smiles of malicious glec.

“Well, listen, and I'll tell you!” crowed
Ella. “Miss ssingham caught Betty
Barton in the town, and Betty was going
to the pawnbroker's!”

“Tho wh-a-a-nt?” yelled Cora Grandways

and Co. -

“The pawnbroker’s shop,” said Klla.
“And what do you think she was goiRg
there for? A hundred tries, and you'd
never guess! She was going to get the
stolon necklace:out of pawn!™

“Oh, I say!” :

“Bai Jove!”

“Impossible!” flared Polly, * You are
making all this up, Ella. You—"

“Am It Find Miss Redgrave, and she
will tell you!” flashed back Ella Ei%ocd.
“Jf it is not true, how is it that Betty
Barton is in the detention-room, and is to
ai.ulg there all night?” 5

olly Linton backed towards the door.

“Very well!” she cried. “I will seo for
myself I . .

‘And next moment she was going swiftly
slong the passage.

Down the stairs she whirled, thon became
suddenly cautious as she was making for
the detention-room, For it was & rule that
no scholar must scek to approach any other
scholar was was banished to that p{m of
punishment. 5

Polly seemed to be in luck, howevet.
The decad room, so seldom , was in an
out-of-the-way corner at the end of a pas-
sage with several turnings in it. She tip-
toed along this dimn-lit passage without see-
ing a singlo girl, and it was only a question

of five seconds before she was kneeling

WHEN BETTY CAME‘TO MORCOVE

down at the locked degr. with her lips to
the keyhole, .

“Betty—oh, Betty dear; are you in
there?” she whispored.

“Yes, Polly! T—

“8h! Not so loud!” Polly exclaimed, in
a hushed voice. ““I ought not to be here,
Betty dear; but—"

“How thankful I am to hear your voice,
Polly! Oh, T have been wondering what
you would think of it all when you heard !”

“But, Betty, surely it is not true what
they aro saying about you?” Polly whis-
pered, with a sob in her voice. “That you
wero getting the stolen necklace oub of
pawn—it can’t be true?”

“It is not, Polly. Bul i

“You had the ticket on you?".

“Yes. Oh, don't ask me to explain!”
came Botty's hoartbroken whisper through
the keyhole. “Only believe in me, dear,
like the good friend you have been all
along—my one true friend, Polly!”

“I do believe in you, Betty. Only I must
do something for you. I—I can’t bear it.
Betty dear, tell me—"

And there the desperately- anxious girl
broke off, startled by a footfall close at
hand behind her. - .

She looked round; ‘at the same time start-
ing: erect. .

“Polly Linton!" cried the Fourth Form
mistress sngrily—for she it was. “How
dare you—how dare you try to converse
with a scholar in the detention-room!”

“ Because, [_)!ense—"

“S:E,ljanm, girt! There is no possible ex-
cuse !

. “Yes, there is, Miss Massingham! "Betty
is my chum, and I can’t believe this thing
about her! It can’t be true!”

“Jt is true!” snapped out the Form.mis-
tress. “The whole school will learn to-
morrow, from the Headmistress herself,
that Betty Barton is a thief!”

. . . . " [} [}

The bell of Morcove School was making
itself heard from end to end of the vast
historic building, calling the girls t6 their
el ly, when {h

ut-suddenly, when ihe spacious passage-
way on to which all' the class-rooms opened
was teeming with girle, the hubbup died
away in an unusual fashion, i
Everybody stood quite still, the girls even




«THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN* LIBRARY

holdinig their breath as if suddenly stricken
with awe. -

“Yes, here she comes; youw'll sece her
now!” was the excited whisper which one
girl managed to voice, as she stood motion-
less as the others. :

In the deep silence that ensued, the ap-
proaching footsteps of two persons swere
audible. Then, emerging from a dim, nar-
row passage, Miss Massingham appeared,
with a white-faced girl at her side.

“This way, Betty Barton—and don’t lag
behind ! she said, with great asperity.

It was an entircly needless remark.

Betty Barton, who had just been brought
away from the detention-room, where she
had spent the night, was walking swiftly,
and would have been only too glad to hurry
in advance of her mistress. For this ordeal
of being led past so many girls—it was
agonising !

Their %rigid silence ; the way some backed
eway, as it afraid of coming into contact
with her—-how awful it was!

Miss Massingham suddenly darted a
watchful glance at Betty.

 Now, be careful; you know what I have
warned you!” she rapped out. “No girl
under detention is allowed to communicate
with another, even b hanging glances!”

Then the Form-mistress swept on with a
ouickoned step, conducting Betty nlon,g the
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other end of the room, and they talked
there in whispers for at least five minutes.

“Miss Massingham will take you back to
the detention-room at once,” the Head-
mistress announced, coming across to the

condemned scholar. “And  to-morrow,

Botty Barton, you will leave Morcove .
School—for everl”

These last words were nobt spoken

harshly ; but Betty shook from head to foot’
as she heard them.

_There was a moment whilst she stood
very still, a hand pressed to her fluttering
heart; then, with another gulp, as if she
wero swallowing beck a great sob, she
walked to the door.

Miss Massingham followed her out of the
study and round to the detention-room.
Thore was no sunshine on that side of the
house, and the so-seldom-used place looked
as glnomy as it was bare.

“"Poke your meals when they are brought
to you,” the Form-mistress said ourtly. “If
is no use refusing them, as you did your
breakfast this morning. And when you
want anything else, touch the bell.”

She went out, closing and locking the .
door like a wardress in some prison.’

And then at this, the bitterest moment
her life could surely know, Betty Barton
sank down on the cdge of the iron bed-
stead, and burst into sobs of apguish.

I t, utterly innocent, and yet she

passage leading to the Head pri-
vate room.
) a;Iéss Somerfield looked up as they en-

tered.

“Betty Barton,” she began, “I felt that
the evidence against you last evening was
absolutely conclusive, or I would not have
placed -you in_the detention-room. T said
then that perhaps you would have some-
thing to say—to plead for yourself—when
the morning came, And so, if there is any-
thing, let me hear it at once!”

Betty, with her lips tight-pressed, shook
her head. } ;

“ Nothing? Betty, this is all very bad—
vory serious indeed I the Headmistress cx-
claimed; whilst Miss Magsingham stood by,
listening grimly. * You know what it must
end in?”

«Expulsion—yes,” the girl answered, with
& sort of gulp. i

#You will have to be expelled, Beity
Barton—yes,”  said the - Headmistress
heavily. It is my only course!”

... Then she drew the Form-mistress to the

must suffer as if guilty! .

Expulsion from the school was the sentence
that had been pronounced. ?

No hope for her—none! To-morrow she
would be in the train, on the way back to
her home in Lancashire; and, a8 Miss
Somerfield had said, the school would know
her no more. )

She was to be banished in dire disgrace;
banished for ever, with that stigma upon
her name—the stigma of proved guilt!  *

And oll the time the real culprit was at
large in_the school, not a breath of sus-
picion Mndhinim her; a girl who was
mingling with her school-fellows as if she
were s innocent as any! .

But that compassionate thought was fol-
lowed by one of intense bitterness. Ursula’s
base ingratitude—oh, how it rankled! She
had been amongst all those hostile girls in
the passage-way just now; ehe, the real cul-

rit, had been one of those whose eyes were
ull of contempt!

All over again yesterday's incidents re-
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sed themselves in the gixl’s weary mind,
. at last she could bear the thought of
them no longer.

She .got up from the bed, took a few sj
at the gloss of milk which had been brought
to her when she refused her breakfast, then
crossed to the window. 2

The school chimes sounded, and it startled
her to find how the time was flying. She
must. have been sitting there for nearly two
hours, although it had seemed only like ten
minutes, for now the girls were coming out
into the quadrangle. .

But, hark!
camsé faintly to Betty’s ears?

Some gir]l was outside the detention-room
window—all alone out there, calling softly,

urgently: .
‘Betly! Betty dear] Oh, Betiy!”
She darted to the window, and peered

out. i
“Polly! Oh, Polly, ought not to be
here, trying to talk wi’;‘;)ume!“ she said.

“1 mustl”dgmtad the loyal chum, stand-
ing close under the. window. “‘But there
is only -a moment, Betty, for I ought to be
going into lessons now, me—""

*Polly, it is no use, I can’t!”

“You can—you must tell me, your
chum?!”’ cried Polly.

““It is no use, I tell you,” said -Betty, ‘‘I
was lyi.t,lg awake all nigaht. nearly, think-
mng———

Qo was I, Betty,” broke in Polly; “‘and
P've_vowed 1'll help you somehow! You,
to be expelled, and for a thing like that!
Ob, 1 must save you, Beityl”

“Hush I’

Bolty gestured excitedly, then stepped
away from the window, for ghe had seen
Miss Massingham suddenly loom round the
corner, eager to pounce on any girl who
might be talking with the one in deten-

- tion.
* Polly’s back was to the Form-mistress,
and the only warning was that gesture of
Betty’s—a warning that came too late,
“Polly Linton—how_ dare you?” cried
Miss nuingham, making a dart at the
gitl. * You have been talking through the
window with Betty Barton in defiance of
the mlajI Don't den; itl”ﬁ o il
k€ trying to deny it, please?” aske
Polly calmly.
“And now you are impertinent!'” was the
angry rejoinder, “Did I not give you lines
- v

What was that ory which |
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yesterday evening for trying to speak with
that girl in the detentden-room "’ i
“I have done the lines, Miss Massing-
ham—"" . i .
“You will do me another five hundred,
anid will be gated untii Monday,” -the
mistress broke in sternly. “I am certain
if the Headmistress knew that this is-your
second offence, she would give you double
the punishment! Now, go in lo your class!’
Polly walked off with a toss of the head.
he was in a reckless mood—felt almost
ready to do something that would get her
expelled, along with Betiy.
At the best of times there was something
verdy hot-headed about Polly’s behaviour; |
and this was one of the very worst of times,
as she was grimly tellin erself. '
But she did the wite thing, for once, by
going quietly to her place in the class-room,
though she still grimaced rebellionsly at the
thought of having to do another ﬁ{-a hun-
dred lines.
“Bothered if I'm going {0 do them to-
day!” she said. *“‘Not whilst I have to
think of Betty in that hateful detention-
room—her last days at the schooll As for -
being gatad-—oill,. blow! If I wani to go

out, I shall gol : i
And—as events were to show—when Polly

said that, she meant.it!
GHAPTER 24.
Ursula Gives Hergelf Away.
OR hour after hour that night, Polly

F Linton remained wide awake in
Foyth Form dormitory, whilst all

the other girls were fast asleep.

For the second night in succession she
was worrying about her ill-fated um; .
ehinkix:’% of her dragging through these last
hours of hers in that horrid detention-room,
and of what the morrow had in store.

How could the Tour girl’s expulsion be
averted? How could she be saved—how ?

Polly was i‘eel‘m;;haimoss crazy with des:
peration. To put those questions to oneself
was the same as asking how it was that
Betty, an innocent girl, had been involved
in such a web of circumstantial evidence.
And that was a mystery, a puzzle, that
simply defied solution! .

was dropping off to sleep ab lust,
out of sheer. weariness, her mind refusing
to grapple any lon;

1 r with all the hopeless
questions.  After being so determined to
save her chum, it seemed awful to be sink- .
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ing to sleep like - this, in sheer despair of
doing anything after all,

Once her eyes were closed, she would be
asleep, and then in a twinkling the morning
would be here, and by midday Betty would
be leaving the | for ever. }

Polly was not an emotional girl. She was
of the madeap, headstrong type, seldom
given to any display of anguish, however
much she might be ing it. But for once
_the tears glistened along her lashes, as she
turned over wearily in her bed, and gave a
last tragic thought to ty. A

And then suddenly the dozing girl was
startled by a wailing cry from the occupant
of another bed.

" Polly’s nerves were in a tense state. .Bhe
started up at once, all of a tremble, at the
ery of distress which had come to her. It
was only some girl crying out in her sleep,
and it imrl awakened none of the others.
All the same, Polly could not settle down

again. .

Softly she slid from her bed, and stepped
across to that part of the dormitory from
which the feeble cry had sounded.

There she found that one of the beds was
Ursula Wade’s, and it must have been
Ursula who had emitted that plaintive ery,
for she was even now stirring in her sleep,
as if troubled with ugly dreams.

Polly Linton bent over her and roused her
gently.

“Ursula—wake up for a moment. You
are dreaming!”’ she whispered.

The girl started, wide awake in an lustant,
and sat up with a moaning gasp.

““YWhat—what's the matter?’” she gqua-
vered, gazing excitedly ab her schoolfellow.

““Nothing, I hope,” sa'd Polly. *‘‘But you
eried out in your sleep, and so I thought it
best to wake you, in case P_rou might &u on
dreaming, and end by yelling out. Was it
nightmare "'

SI-1 was dreamingl’’ Ursula panted,
sweeping a shaking hand across her fore-

head.

“What about?"”

“Oh, don’t ask me—I don’t know!” was
the wuiling answer. “But it was horrible!
Polly, T'm feeling so miserable, T—T——""

* %Go to sleep again, that’s best,” Polly
broke in soothingly, “‘It's very late!”

“Ts it? Then why are you awake? Bub

perhaps 1 only woke you up?

-4 No haven’t been to sleep yet.
been thinking about poor Betty!" -

Ursula said nothing then, but sank back

I've
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on her pillow. And Polly added, with a
touch of bitterness:

**Of course, you don't care aboub Betty
being expelled! You are like all the rest,
Ursula—""

“What good can it do, bothering about
her?”’ broke in the girl who knew
herself to be the culprit. *“It only makes
me more miserable than I am!™

“T don’t seo why you should be so miser-
able,” Polly said, "as she turned away.
“What have you got to be miserni){
about 1"

Ursula did not answer; but in a sudden
flash of enlightenment Polly got a possible
reply to that question, directly she was be-
tween the sheets again.

‘Was it Ursula whom Betty was shielding?

In her hot-headed way, Polly felt like leap-
ing out of bed and going across to the girl,
to challenge her there and then.

For she felt almost certain that she was
on the right track at last.

Raﬂidly the whole case was piecing itself
together in her brain, from which all weari
ness had suddenly fled. ’

Utsula, she knew, had made some secret
appeal to Betty, round about the time the

eft of the nscfﬂuce had been made known
in the sehool, And surely it must have
been an appeal for money to redeem the
necklace Trom the puwnsho:{:!

“Why—oh, why didu’t I think of Ursula
before?”’ Polly fumed to herself. *'I know
her character. If there is one girl who is
likely to have taken that necklace in the
first instance, it ia Ursula! And she is going
to et Betty be expelled, rather than conless
to everything! Not if I know it!”

Once again the impulse came to her to nip
out of bed and go across to Ursula.

“No—steady I’ she said to herself, ** You'll
never do any good that way. She will deny
it—bluster from first to lastl Didn’t she
say to me, after Betty had been caught with
the ticket in her purse, that she had nothing
to do with the affair? It is like Ursula—
to tell any £b to save herself!"’

Trombling with the excitement of her
convictions, and full of rage against the
cowardly culprit, Polly set her wits to work.
The guilty girl would never confess if merely
challenged—that was certain, What could
gne?du, then, to prove the thing against

er

She was not deserving of the least mercy
—she, the guilty girl, mingling with other
girls all unsuspected, and-only troubled in
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her dreams about what she had done; whilst
Bef.ty—dpom-, innocent Betiy—had already
suffered so much unmerited shame, and to-
morrow she was to be expelled!

* To-morrow!

As if to remind Polly how fast the time
was flying; the chimes now dipned out upon
the nightbound world, Bhe knew that she
ought to get to sleep, because nothing could
be done until the morning. But even when
the morning came—oh, what could she do
then to avert this terrible . miscarriage of
justice ?

“It's school for me—stupid old lessons!”
she pondered distractedly. ‘‘Have I
to go into class, and {ry to give my atten-
tion to lessons, whilst poor Betty— No,
I won't! I can’t!”

And that same desperate revolt against
her position was seething in her mind when
the morning came, N

Directly after breakfast she made for the
study which she had shared with Betty Bar-
ton. In a few minutes the bell for first
school would be clanging; but she was not
going to heed it.

There was a thing she could do, to right
the wrong—a thing that had occurred to her
the moment she had awakened. It meant
a big breach of discipline; but it was for
Betty’s sake—for the sake of a chum who,
in a few hours now, was fo be elled
from the school for a misdeed of which she
was absolutely innocent!

On the way to_her study, Polly overtook
Ursula Wade. That girl cast an anxious
look at her, and then spoke.

“How—how do you {eel, after last
night ”* she faltered. “I—I'm sorry I spoilt
your rest!”

*“If that is the only thing you have to be
sorry about, you needn’t look so miserable!”’
Polly retorted grimly. ‘‘By the way, you
h‘:lvett;::t told me yet why you are so miser-
abie

“It—it was nothing,’” gulped Ursula, her
shifty eyes falling away, “I only meant, I
was_dreaming.”’ ;

oy kmmu were,” said Polly. “And I
can guess t your dream was about!”
Ursula gave a visible start; she put a

hand out to the wall to steady herself,

. “What do you mean?"’ ehe panted, look-
ing deathly white. “I suppose you are hint-
in ﬂﬁat dou,ght. to 3:;': ere Betty Barton
is ut don’t you suggest to anyone
that T had 'snyl:gl%g to do \}E\‘iﬂ 4
of the necklace, or—'*

the pawning | to
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*You will deny it, of course!” said Polly.
“I am not going to suggest it, Ursula, “1
am going to prove it!”

And with that parting shot, Polly hurried
to her own study, leaving Ursula staring
after her with eyes full of wild dismay.

In the study, Polly tugged open a table
drawer and started to rummage through a
maes of old letters, postcards, birthday
Ereatmg'n, and other oddmenis which she

ad accumulated whilst at school. 8he was
looking for a photograph, and at last she
found it.

“Hurrah! Here we are!l” was her trium-
phant exclamation, as she dragged out the
mounted print.

It was a good photograph of the Fourth
Form, taken by the local photographer at
the commencement of the present term. All
the girls were there—excepting, of course,
Betty and the Grandways sisters, who had
not then come to ithe school.

Paul Creel,~Grace Garfield, Ella Elgood,
Ursula Wade, Poily herseli—there was a
small but good likeness of all the girls, with
Miss Massingham and Miss Redgrave at the
back of the group. .

“Now!"” said Polly, folding up the print
50 't"tétt Ethoulg b:haho away in ‘-‘;)er
pocket. ““Néw for the next step in my bit
of detective work "’ ¥

The. bell was ringing for first school, She
did not heed it. 2

In another ten minutes she had crept by
a back way out of the school, and was on
the road to Barncombe Town!

CHAPTER 25.
Polly's Loyalty, .
HAT the good folk of the quaint old

W Devonshire town thought of her,

when she walked amongst them at
ten o'clock that morning, Polly
did not like to think.

To get a bicycle from one of the sheds
had been out of the question, Nor had she
been able to hang about for a train at
Morcove Road Station: 8o here she was at
lagt, in the heart of the old market town—
with shoes and stockings white with the dust
of the roads.

But Polly was not the sort to be thrown
into a panic just because a few people looked
at_her askance,

Let them think what they like; she knew
very well why ehe had tramped all this way
e town, instead of going into school!
It was a most darlng thing o have done,
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and if she failed—— But she was not going
to fail! Only let her get to that pawn-
broker’s shop in_Enst Street, and her case
against Ursula Wade would be complete!
.“With such strong faith in her impending
triumph, Polly cven felt quite cheerful as
she threaded her way along the mnarrow
streets of the town. This was an:adventure,
and the theill of it wus to her liking.

““Here we are!” she muttered joyfully,
catching sight of the shop she sought.

Tt was a very old-fashioned, low-fronted
shop, with one window given over fo the
display of jewellery, whilst other windows
were stocked with a weird collection of un-
yedeemed pledges—men’s suits, musical in-
struments, fishing tackle, pianos, and what

not.

Polly walked right past the shop, then
turned back.

She saw that there was a little alley-way
u}) one side of it, and in that alley was the

edge department entrance. It a swing-
gggr wi L I? pnwnhi?ike{ihaignbeigpendﬁd
above it, eri'xpns she hat r make
her inquiries in there; and so, after another
turn on the street pavement, she darted up
the alley and took her plunge through the
swing-doorway.

Slam! went the door behind her, and she
found herself boxed up. in a_cupboard-like
compartment, with a very high counter
opposite the door. The place was very
dingy, -and the air reeked of camphor balls.

A stout man came forward and asked her
what she wanted.

“Are you Mr. Solomon, please?” she
asked.

«Ach, yes, mees!” the pawnbroker said.
#Und vot you vant with me?”
Pu‘l‘ll come from Morcove Bchool,” said
“Ereashua me! Morcove School!” ejacu-
lated the man, getting very agitated. *‘Is
it a letter from your Headmistress, then, or
vob is 7"
" ¢ Did you expect a letter, sir?”

He spread out his hands in a gesture of

despair.
“T- not know vot I expect mext!” he
sighed. ‘“Your meestress como to me yes-

terday, to get a necklace out of pawn. I
am told, then, that it was stolen by the girl
who pawned it with me. But how vos 1
know that at the time, voi?”’

“1 don’t suppose Miss Somerfield blames
you, sir!” .

“Bhe has no right to blame me, vob!”

to | he declared. *
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protested the pawnbroker. ‘‘When that
necklace is brought to me, it is brought by
a girl who says she is a visitor to this town.
Well, I have had _that happen before—often,
She.says she is short of money on the holi-
day, and asks for only a little money on the
nec%laoe. 8o I give it her—-vell, vy not—
vot 1"’ .

“She was a Morcove scholar, sir,”" said
Polly. *“Of course, you know all about
that now. But it is the wrong girl who has
been blamed for the theft, and I want to
get justice for her!”

“ Shustice !’

“For my chum, yes!” rushed on Polly.
“It is not Miss Somerfield’s fault that my
chum has been deemed guilty. But, oh, sir,
will you look at this, please, and see if you
can pick out the girl who brought you the
necklace 2"

Polly had started to drag the folded photo-
graph from her dress-pocket. She pulled it
forth with a final wrench, and held it in
front of Mr. Solomon’s bulging eyes.

“Look at it!” she said,

¢ But, creashus me—-""

““The thief i3 in that group, 1 am cer-
tain!” Polly insisted excitedly. ‘‘Look care-
fully, and see if you can recognite her!”

0ld Solomon awhipped out his gold-rimmed
glasses and stuck them upon his hawk-like

nose.

Then he took the photograph, and went
close to the shop door for a better-light.

“Vanderful!” he ejaculated, a moment
later. “‘Here, leetle girl—see here!'’

As Polly égrted close to his side, he
whipped off his glasses and used them to
indicate a certain face in the P’muP.

“Phere it is, my leetle girl—""

“rsula Wade!” Polly almost shouted.

“Vot? Yes, berhaps that is the real
name; I do not know,” he shrugged. “'It
has been told me how the name that was
given, when the necklace was brought here,
was a false von. Only, that is the girl,

yeal”
«Ursula Wade—as T guessed I’ exclaimed
Polly, taking back the photograph with
"trembling hands. ‘‘Oh, you are eure about
it, Mr. Solomon—quite, quite certain?” ;
‘* After seaiug such a fine bortraid, yes!”
‘Und now, vot do you do?"”
‘What Polly did was to bolt straight nﬁ
of the shop, as if she were %-oing to run
the way back to Morcove School.
| But she whipped round in'a few moments,
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and came darting towards the dazed-looked
Hebrew, d

““I can you will identify the girl, Mr,
Solomon, if she is brought before you?”
she asked.

““Ach, yes! But—""

But Polly was off again, thrusting the

Flmmgruph back into her pocket as she
d along the pa 6

Just alter cleven o'clock!

How could she get back to the school in
time to stop Betty’s expulsion. To walk the
distance would take an hour at least, and
there was no rain until close on two o’clock
—that she knew.

Polly took to her heels and
hardest.

Supposing—Betty had already left the
school |

ran her

GHAPTER 126.
A Thunderholt.
L] ERE she comes!"” was the sudden

H cry that went up, as Betty Bar-

ton, bag in hand, came out of
the house and walked slowly to-
wards the gates. ‘““Now then, girls—get
ready!” L

*‘Rather!" 5

At this moment a girl came running,
alone, agitated, and joined the iroup with-
out making any remark; but her sudden
appearance did not escape comment.

1t was Ursula Wadel

““Hallo, Ursula!” grinned Cora Grand-
ways. “‘Feeling better now 1"

“‘I—yes!”' stammered the unhappy girl
feebly.” “My turn in the open-air.has—has
done me .

“You don’t look very grand, all the
same!”’ said Judith Grandways.

. “That you don’t, Ursula!” chimed in
others. ‘‘Good gracious, what’s the mat-
ter? You are all of a-tremble "

“Oh, it—it’s nothing!” quavered the girl,
in great confusion, “I have been run-
ning !*

“So as not to miss the send-off, eh?
Well, you are only just in time!"\ crowed
Cora. ‘“Here she comes—so now then, girls!
All together!”

** Boooo-00-00 1"

‘““Hiss-g-s-s8 1" .

“Thief—thief!” yelled Cora, leading the
cruel demonstration agpinst the poor girl
whe. white of face, was drawing nearer to
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the gates, outside which a eab was waijting
to take her to the station. *“Thief!”

““Ha, ha, ha!” i

It was a peual of gloating laughter, as
Betty shot au indignant glance at her toi-

mentors.

““Good-bye, Betty Barton!" cried Cora
Grandways. “My love to your mother, the
charlady I'*

““Mind you tell them that you didn't steal
the necklace!” added Judith. ““Poor, inno-
cent little lamb, aren’t }you?”

‘‘Ha, ha, ha! DBooo!

The rest of the Fourth Form had erowded
close to Betty Barton. They swarmed about
her, voicirzdg derisive cries, taunting and
jeering, und shrieking with laughter at one
another’s *“jokes.”” =

And then suddenly the ill-natured girls
were thrown into confusion by a command-
ing voice—the first hint they had that Miss
Somerfield had come hurrying down the
drive to check the demonstration.

‘“‘Stop! Girls, what is this unseemly be-
haviour 2" cried the Headmistress, with a
dart. that placed her in the midst of the
jeering erowd. ‘‘How dare you!” S

“Surely she deserves it!”” Cora Grand-
ways spoke up insolently. *‘The girl has
disgraced the school I”

‘““Hear, hear!”

“‘Oh, wather!”

‘‘Boo-oo-00! Go home, Belty Barfony

and—""

“Bilence, all!"" Miss Somefield cried
again, “If another girl makes a sound I
will punish her severely!” - - 4

Betty Barton reached the gates at last,
and made to climb into the cab. N

‘““No! Stop—stop!’’ Dt

The wild, breathless cry caused Miss
Bomerfield to face around with blazing eyest

She thought it must be some scholar still
showing sheer deffince of authority, Bub
it was not so. "

“Miss Somerficld—oh, tell him to stop!”
panted the same girl who had cried out
before. *‘Betty mustn’t go to the station}
She mustn’t be expelled !’ i

““What?"” . : §

*“8he is innocent—quite inuocent, I tell
you!” Rt

The startled Fourth Form girls had scat-
tered to right and left, leaving Miss Somers
field confronted with the excited apelker.ﬁ

It was Polly Linton—Polly, breathless ane
exhausted as if with running.
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“Polly Linton!™ gnsped. the headmistress,
falling back a step.. ‘“‘The girl who ab-
snnteﬁ herself from school this morning,
without permission!”

“Yes, [ know!” panted Polly. ‘‘But you
will ‘excuse all that,.I am sure, when I tel
you. D’vo been to Barncombe Town-—to the
pawnbroker’s!  I've seen the man there,
and Y've gob proof that Betty is innocent!”

“Tunocent "’ . :

“Yes! said Polly. “The man has seen
a photograph of the Fourth Form. He has

icked out the girl who pawned the neck-
ace! It was not Betty at all, Miss Somer-
field, as he will tell you, Here is the photo-
graph. ok I
“And the girl—the girl he identified?”

““There!” cried Polly excitedly. ‘‘That
is the girl—the girl who is standing here,
trying to look innocent !

“Ursula—"

“Ursula Wade—yes!”

‘Miss Somerfiel was looking ° very
agitated. She tried to call to Ursula to
approach, but her voice failed for the
moment, and she could only make a beckon-
- ing gesture. '

Ursula came slinking forward, with all
the other girls staring aghast ot her. .

“Do you admit it?"’ Miss Somerfield
asked the culprit sternly. ‘‘Answer me,
$Yes' or ‘No'l”

“No!"” said Ursula huskily.

But her very eyes gave the lie to that
answer. »

“T gee!” exclaimed Miss Somerfield bit-
terly, “‘But how it is that you, Betty, had
the 9Pawntickot on you a couple o days
A T ¥ .

““She must have found it in the school!”
Pogi chipped in excnt.edlg. “She's such a
brick, you know, she rushed off to get the
necklace out of pawn, and then—"

“Ts that so, Betty 1’

“Yes!” gulped Betty, a rich flush of
colour, replacing the pallor of her cheeks.
“Polly is right; though how she has
managed to }:iecn everything together I
simply don’t know! I~T folt I couldn’t
give Ursula away! I—"
™ «Betty—oh, Betty!” exclaimed the head-
ristress, almost overcome with admiration.
“What can I say about it all 1’

* Nothing, please! I—""

* “Indeed, nothing I can “ﬂaﬁ present will
do justice to the case!” Miss Somerfield

broke out. ‘“Get back into the cab; an

d | stop that sort of talk!”
you, Polly Linton, go with her. _Wii]iuu}!_
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turn round and drive them to the school-
house !”’ i

Hand in hand, Betty and Polly ‘made a
dive for the cab. They bundled in with
almost comical haste, and then, whilst tho
cab was turning, Miss Somerfield swept her
gaze over the great crowd of excited girls.

“Well " she cried, half sternly. ‘‘Are
you going to be silent now? You, who
were ready to hoot Betty Barton a minute
ago—are you going to refuse her a cheer,
now that you know she is innocent? Or
does your sense of fair-play—"

“Yes, come on!’ broke out a score of

irls belonﬁing to the Sixth and Filth

orms. *‘Hip, hip, hip—"

“Hurrah! Hooray!"’

“And again!” cried Miss
“Hip, hip, hip—"

‘‘Hurrah!”

But Cora Grandways and Co.—they were
silent!

Miszs Somerficld swung round to stare
sternly at the sullen’ group. She was on
the point of saying a few words that would
have left the ill-natured girls squirming with
discomfort. But now she saw Ursula Wade
ooweriniein tho background, and she ad-
dressed herself to that girl. ;

*Come here, Ursula Wade!"” she ordered.
“You will go with me to the schoolhouse—
straight to the detention-room| And to-
morrow you will . .

“Expolled!” was the word that Miss
Somerfield was going to voice. Buf it did
not cone.

She broke off abruptly as she saw Ursula
Wade take ono tottering step, #nd then
drop to the ground in a dead faint!

3 & = = R a

Somerfield.

The’ eventful day was over. In their
cosy study, Betty and Polly had switched
on the eloctric light and drawn the blinds.
To celebrate their joyful reunion, the chums
had indulged in quite a high tea, chatting
all the time. - o

Now they were nicely seftled in their
lounge-chairs, leaving the clearing away of
t.en-tﬁ?ngs to be done later on. -
My word, but this is jolly!” Polly said,
for at least the fftieth time in the lasi
couple of hours, “To think that I might
have been sitting here this evening al

Ao ly, T replly think ou had bette
olly, really mk you a T
% leaded Belty, with
a queer little laugh. It sorb of gives me
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a pang every time you remind me of what
so nearly happened!”

““All serene!” chuckled Polly. “I won't
say another word about it, then! nl;, it
was a close shave for you, wasn’t it?

‘‘There’ you %o again ! : :
“Well—"" Polly joined in Betty's light
laugh. *‘But, Betty, how can I help it?

A thing like that doesn’t happen every day
in the term!"

“The sueer thing is, in a way I feel glad
that it did happen. For it has all ha]{ned
to show me, better than ever, what a splen-
did chum I have in you!””

“Well, I'm jolly glad things worked out
so well!” said Polly. “Therc is only one

thing that is. inclined to spoil my hap-
pinesg——’
‘“ And what is that "’ asked Betty quickly.

“I'm thinking that Cora and Co. are
going to be more bitter against you than
ever after this,”’ was Polly’s answer. *You
have been righted in the eyes of all the
school, Betty. You are going to stay on,
of course; and the girls in the other Forms
have Shown pretty clearly how high you
stand in their estimation. But Cora and

* *“They can do what they like!"” said
Betty, * Jong as I've got you for a
chum—-"

. “You'll have me, ﬁﬁht enough,” broke
in Polly cheerily. the same, I see
rocks ahead of you, which means, for the
pair of us! ra and Co. were glorying in
the fact that you were to be packed off.
It has left them feeling very small, your
being proved innocent; and when girls like
that are made to feel small—'2

“I know,” nodded Beﬂg.
?isﬁd; t:l“.“ keep our e
oily; they—

There was a knock at the door, and then
it opened to admit Miss Redgrave. With-
out a word she went up to Betty and clasped
ber in her arms.

“I am so glad, Betty dear!” she mur-
mured. *“And you, Polly—what a loyal
friend you have proved! That misguided
and mean girl—-"'

“Ursula Wade!” cut in Poily. “Thank
goodness she is not l:'keg to trouble us any
more. She'll be expelled—"" N

“Oh, that I cannot say!” returned Aiss
Redgrave.  ““The headmistress hasn’t yet
made up her mind. he ma;
another _chance.
tries to be ag’ lenient as;ussih!e." )

“Well, I'm glad,” said Beity. *'This is
the best way things could have ended.”

“Yet there is another ending I want to
see,” murmured Miss Redgrave, “‘and that
is the end of this absurd feud against you,'
Betty. All the

“But never
p somehow,

aloof.”
Pallys belpr Tl

olly’s help, T'll manage,
—Pcsu'%]y laughed gaily.* =

“Mark my words, Miss Redgrave,”’ she
said, ““One of these fine days the Fourth
will wake up
4 real good captain, and then—

She paused with a dramatic gesture, and

added :
*“They'll choose Betty Barton!™

NOTE!a-T;vo more splendid numbers of “The Sc

girls’ Own Library ” will be on sale on Friday, July 4th.
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