INISNOD S 193D YINVd—'6gl 'ON—IdVIFIT- NAO STIEIDTOOHDS dHL

ADVENTURE

OF P -
BETTY BARTON (7%

ous

By
Y

REEL



; YOURANNUALE]AST_ -
Goon’ﬁnNGs

_4/6

THESE FINE BU[]KS Nl]W[lN SALE‘




No. 139, THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN" LIBRARY.

CHAPTER 1.
The Beginning of Term.
" O larking about, Polly desh! 1

N must weally wequest you not

o
“But, Paula, this is the first
day of the new term!”

“Yes, wather! Howevah, I do not wish
to awwive at the school looking an uttal
week, So pway, Polly denh——"

Paula Creel had no chance to finish her
entreaty. .

It probably had something to do with
the bottle of lemonade which Polly Linton
was opening. Polly was short of elbow-

“room, for tho compartment of tho after-
noon train from Excter to Barncombo was
simply packed with schoolgirls, And Polly’s
cramped position meant that she had to
hold “the lemonade bottle with its stop-
pered mouth pointing at Paula.

ee-ish | .

“Theah you go, bai Jove!” soreeched
Paula, as the first fizz came off. # Naow,
Polly deah, pway woaliso! If you—r->"

Sheeish! Wizz-oo!
“Healp! Stop it!"
“Ha, ha, ha!” pealed all the rest of

the girls, Polly included.

“I am trying to stop it, Paula!” asserted
the madeap of tho Form. “But the more
I try the moro it scoms tow—?"

“Oh, bai Jovel” wailed Paula, as the
lemonade sprayed all over her face again.
“Betty deah, you aro Form captain! Pway
keep this geal in order!?

But  Betty, being in  convulsions of
laughtor, as were Madge Minden, Tess
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Trelawney, Trixie Hope, and others, wai
simply helpless to put an end fo Polly's
antics, even if she had wanted to,

*“ Hooray I yelled Polly, suddenly  hold-
ing aloft the foaming bottle. *You have
this ono, Paula, und Tll open unather !

“Thenks, bai Jove; but I would much
wather you kept that one, and Pl open
one myself!” Taula  pleaded—with great
shrewdness, as she imagined. “T do not
wish to get dwenched again !

Quite a large stock ol Jemonade had heen
taken on beard at Exeter, along with eakes

and buns. With n quiet wink, Tess
handed Paula an unopened bottle.

“You know how to do it, Paula?”

“Yes, wather!” y

“You just pwess the ball with one
finger—»"

“Bai Jove,wks! Waiher hard fo pwoss,
howevah—what? I will give it one more
twy, and then—-"

Zec-oop! Shh-zurr!

* Gwaclous—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Poor Paula! Once again her pretty facc
had been sprayed by a fountnin of foam,
and his time it was all her own doing!

No wonder she fairly collapsed, whilst her
chums’ ghrieks of merviment must have
been heard by all the dozens of other
scholars who were on ile train, going bhuck
to Morcove for another term of school
e

aie,

Paula hastily dumped the fizzing bottlo
into Bluebell Courtney's lap, and then plied
a handkerchief, Not content with drying
her cheeks, she took out a pocket vanity-
case and busied herself with a comb.
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“Understand, geals, under no cireum-
stances whatevah ™ will I evah twavel with
you again!” she announced tragically. “I
am u week!™

“Have ‘somo lemonade !” niischievously
suggested Tess, offering ancther bottle.

“Yos, do!” implored Betty, holding out
yeb unother.

“Have o bath-bun, Paula®” urged Madge
Minden. “Or some of my chocs, ?”

Paula’s disdainful tess of the head was
delicious to sce. She was on ber dignity
now, and Paula was never so amusing as
when she tried to look haughty.

“You do not seem to wealise,” she re-
marked presently, when all her chums were
quite busy with the refroshments, “T have
a special weason for looking wespectablo
when when we get to Barucombe, and
change theah for Morcove!”

“Oh. to be sure!” cried Botty, rolling
a finished lemonade bhottle under the seat.
“You are meeting that consin of yours

Barncombe Station.”
“Yes, wather! And so, Betly deah—for
¥ou are not as fwivolous as Polly, theah—
perhaps you will tell me. Does my hat
stwike you as being auite siwaight?™
. “Perfectly straight!" said Botty, laugh-
ing.

But before Panla, the swell girl of the
Form, could heave a sigh of relicf, Polly
Linton burst oul:’

“Straight! Turn the other way, Paula
—right round!"

Papla turned ber pretty head abediently.

“ Further round than that, dnffer!”

“Weally. my head won't go wight wound,
you_know !

“Of course not! -Tt nover was serewed on
the. right way ! teased. Polly.  “But keep
looking st the wall like that, and then-—
Yes. now I'll put your hat quite straight

ying, Polly stood up in the jolting
train, and began to manipulate that hat
of Paula’s.

The train gave an extra violent jolt. and
Polly swerved, pulling the bat over Paula's
left. car.

“Heah! Bai Jove—"
* Sor Ialf w  sce, and then—o
Whao-er Pollv chuckled, as the train

flung her the other way.
This . tho  lhat
TPaula’s right ear,
Next moment, it was crushed right ever

was  jerked over

her eyes—then dragged right to the back
of her head—then round to her left ear
again, Paula all the time protesting :

“Polly, stop it! Healp! Hsow fwi
lous you are, weally! l‘s’lo\v look at me,
geals!”

“He, ha, ha!” .

I wouldn’t look at you for a sovereign!”
said Polly, just as if she had had no hand
whatever the disarray. “Of all the
sights—

“Yes, wather! Dut—"

“How you can go about looking se un.
tidy, Paula, T don't know!” Polly lectured
the swell girl, who was fast gotting specch-
less with indignation. “ Your hair—your
hat—awful "

“You should remcmber, Paula,” chimed
in_Tess soberly, “onc is supposed fo look
a big rr(.\sentablo og the first day of term !

Paula tried to s]&nk. but simply groancd,

“Bosides which,” said Betty, “you dis-
tinctly told us you are to moet a cousin
of yours—this girl vou speak of as being
50 \\'ondﬁrful! 1f she sees you looking like

“And wo are running into Barncombe
Station now!” put in Madge.

Paulu yelle

“What-a-at

“Oui, oni—yes, yes!”
Hope, fond as ever ring her alleged
French.  “Viola, lo ville—behold, the
town! Vite, vite—quick, quick, Paglat”

Out came Paula’s tiny vanity-caso aguin,
Off came her hat, and like lightning she
swept tho comb through her hair,

“Look heah, geals!” she complained
sadly. “If T am going to be the viclim of
vour fwivolity all this term, then I—1 shall
go on stwike!” »

“What have
opening her eyos,

“Without wishing 1o use a stwong ex-
pwession.” Pauln said severcly, “J wegard
you as downwight aggwavating! Heah we
are, ut Barncombe, bai Jove!”

sang out Trixie

I done? asked TPolly,

“Yes. hero we are—hooray!” Polly
cheered, putting her head out of the open
window ‘as ihe train ran alongside thoe

platferin.  “Dear old Barncombe! And so
all ‘change, please!”

Paula clapped on hier hat, Aud ithen, as
she taok a final glimpse in the pocket-
mirror, her vexod expression vanished.

“Bai Jove! Wky, I look quite im-
pwoved !” i
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“You nre absolutely A 1, Panla dear,
about the best girl in tho werld!” Betty
said, giving her a caressing pat on the
shoulder. " And it’s too bad of us to tease
yon so!”

“No, no, geals! Weally, hai Jove, you
know vewy weal I like it! Opening day,
too; we must be mewwy, of course! How-
evh——""

And Paula broke off her good-humoured
eries to join in tho rush to get down light
articles of luggage from the racks.

A few seconds mare, and the stalion plat-
form was fceming with girl scholars, all
bound for the famous school whose fine pile
of buildings crowned a certain great head-
land on the rugged coast of North Devon.

The fussy little train for Morcove Road
Station was waiting, and stenight fo it
surged most of the girls, carrying attache-
cases, hockey-sticks, and other parapher-
nalin of school . DBut there was really
no need to hury, and the chums of the
Fourth Form hung back on the main plat
arni.

'e‘l!. where is  she—that  wonderful |
cousin of yours?” Beity asked Paula, *I
thonght you said—-"

“Yes, wather! Howevah, geals, T fail to
see her, don't you know!” was the swell
girl's rather agitatell answer, * And that’s
a nice thing!” -
- Betty and the rest dumped their things
for the moment, and took a scurry round.

The much-talked-of cousin of Paula Creel
was coming to the school for the first time
to-day, and they all wanted to do the
chummy thing by taking her under their
wing at once. But—where was she?

“Stwange!” oxclaimed Paula flusteredly.
“Weally wemarkable! Tt was awwanged
that 1 should meet her heah. Sho is quite
a stwanger fo me: but T know the sort of
geal to look for.”

“Your age, Paula, 1 think you sad ?"
remarked Madge. *Dark hair——?

“Yes, wather! And altogether a wipper
in  appeawance! Bwenda Wavel js a
stwikingly pwetty geal, I!nnderitund, and
ut—"

» was no youthful stranger hang-

ing about the platform of that description,

Apartfrom all the Morcove scholars,
distinguishable by their dross, there seemed
to be only lacal people—Barncombe folk, a
farmer of two, and a. few farmers’ wives.
going home from market.
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The porter sm:ng: the bell, and now Betty
and Co. had to snatch up their belongings,
and streak for the local train.

“This  compartment!” cried Bluchell
Courtney. whe had heen keeping by an
open door whilst the others were scouring
the station for the missing Brenda. *“Some-
body else is coming in, but—="

“That's "all right; wo can't expeet to
have it quite to ourselves,” panted Polly.

“In  with you, Poliy! Madge—Tess!
Hurry up. Paula!”
“¥Yos, wather, bui Jove! Howevah,"

wailed Paula, dropping her hockey-stick
with a elatter, and picking up the stick only
to let other bits of luggage fall, “this is
a twiflo twying!"

The whistle was blowing. Betiy fAlung
her own things into the compartinent, and
darfed to Paula's aid. At the same in-
stant a late passenger came: whirling past
the ticket-inspector at the barri

Bhe was a town girl, apparently : at any
rate, there was nothing ahout hey to nsso-
ciate her with Morcave School.: . Up the

platform she tore, with nothing in her hands
save her gloves,  Panting for dmeath, she
pulled up st the deor of Betty and Co.'s
compartment. end  blundered” in—almost
pushing Betty and: Paula out of the wav
to do so!

Chen sho stepped beiween the lwo rows
of scated girls in the same unmannerly
way, to get to the #orner seal that she
had reserved by dumping lnggage there.

This luggage sho swung off on to the
floor—incidentally letting it fall on Polly's
feet.

Not a word of apology—no!

The girl simply ignored all her comy
panions until the train was on the move
and she herself was settled, Then:

“I say!” she broke out, in u tone that
somehow jarred upon her listene “De
you know u girl ealled Paula Croel

“¥es, wather!” shrilled Panla. from the
other side of the carviage, “I'm Paula,
bai Jove!”

“Oh. are yout” cxclaimed the
“Well, I'm your cousin Brenda!
T come and sit hoside von 7™

The shock of it all, to Paulat

She looked like fuinting right away. And
her chums, s they also stared aghast ab the
last speaker, could only think:

“No wonder!™

other,
So shalf
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CHAPTER 2.
: Not Paula’s Sort at Al

OUND  about seven o'clock that

R evening, Paula Creel was in her old

study at Morcove School—the one

which she had made to look so nice,

and which she had been so pleased to share

with Blucbell Courtney, when that girl first
camo to the school, -

Paula had a companion at this moment;
but that companion was not Blueboll,

There, on the other side of the table, sat
Brenda Ravel, and Paula, as sho gazed ot
this girl, was evidently thinking:

“Whatever shall I do with her?”

DBrenda was to have a share in this study.
She had even asked the headmistress ii
she could be put with her cousin, and, in
any case, it was probable that those who
arranged these matters at the school would
have thought it culy right. that cousins
would want to be together,

8o here was Drenda, sitting at the table,
and Brenda's belongings were all over
the floor, and occupying various chairs,
and crowding one or two corners,

Not that the girl had brought a vast
amount of luggage to school. The trouble
was that she had no iden about being tidy;
no thought at all for othe onvenience. |

It was not a case of this being & girl who
had been spoiled Ly being waited on hand
and foot at home. Brenda was untidy by
nature. One knows the type. for one
mects with it in everv degrec of life.

And s0 it can be imagined how Paula
Creel wes fecling just at present, faced as
she was with the praspeet of being saddled
with Brenda Ravel throughout the term!

Paula was no snob—far from it. Tf this
cousin of hers had ecomed to be just a
“rough diamond ”—a nice girl at heart, but
one who had suffered through the poverty
of her people—then Paula would have been
only too happy to welcome her into a
spheve where she would  have a botter
i; But Taula had wever heard her
talk as if Brenda's mother—her
father was dead—werz2 a poor relation,

Punla.  the dainty, band-boxy aristocrat
of fhe Fourth Form, tock another look at
the gicl,

Brenda'’s coarse hair wos tousled, and she
didnlt seem to want to put it to rights.
Her clothes must have cost a good deal of
money; but she was wearing them all any-

how. The way she sat at the table; every
movernent she made—ugh! How it all
jarred on Paula!

And the worst of it was, she certainly
meant to make a most intimate companion
of Paula! )

In the train to Morcovo Road Station, she
had said at once, “‘I shall come and sit be-
side you!" And she had been with Paula

every moment almost since that first dra-

matic encounter,

“Where's that oiber girl—Blucbell, don't

¥ou call her?” Brenda suddenly asked, *“I
hope she isn't keeping out of the way just
because I'm 'ore!”

Paula shuddered.
time Brenda had dropped an aitch.

“Pway do not take offcnce, Bwenda, be-
causo Blucbell is not heah. She has a
gweat number of fwiends, don’t you know;
and it is usual, at ihis time of the ovening,
for geals to dwift inte one another's
studies—yes, wather!”

Just like Paula to make a genial, good-
natured response of this sort! She quite
well realised that, much as she was going to
dislike this girl, she would never be able
to be anything hut polite to her!

“If T wasn’t here," said Brenda, with a
smirk, “I suppose you'd bo mouching
around to see friends?”

“Yes, wather! I mean——
pway don't let that distwess you!
bettah here, Bwenda, in my own sudy.”

“I's not a bad old show.” the cousin
said, looking round the walls. “8till, if
you want to be sociable, you just say.
Il come along too, if you like.”

“Oh, no!” Paula said affably, whilst she
thought of the number of girls who wero
certainly galhered together, on this first
evening of the new term, in tho Form eap-
tain's popular study. -

Betty and Polly, Madge and Tess, Trixie
and Dolly—they at least were there, for a
certainty. And Paula could remembor the
particularly comfy armel which she was
always allowed to appropriate.

Buddenly her own siudy door was rapped,
and then it flashed open.  Trixie Hoepo
came in.

“You know my errand, Paula?” she said,
smiling. *“Subs Tor tho Literary and Dra-
matic Seciety, winter term.”

“¥es, wather! If you will look in my
purse, Twixin deah—it is on the mantel-

Howevah,

Ii was not the first

I—1 am|
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plece theah—you will find a half-crown.
Er—Bwenda, you will want {o join, of
course 7"

“What? Some club? Oh, yes, o’ course!
But. I don't know as I've got the money
now.’

- “Pway do not let that distwess you!™
said Paula. "Twixic‘, will you-please take
for Bwenda, too?

“Thanks, Paula, dear,” said Trixie, help-
mg hf‘l"'ﬂif to & couple of half-crowns.

“Merci beancoup—thanks very much!”

“My! Do you go in for talking French
nmongsL yourselves?” commented Brenda.
“0Oh, no!” Trixio laughed, on the way

out of the reom. “I'm the only one who

has the habif, and it is cn'ly alleged French.”
She went ont, pas!mg another girl who

had just halted to look into the room.
This other girl now stepped inside—a very

heautiful young lady, so to speak; fault-

lesq as Paula in her appearance,

“ Hi

allp, Paula!” sho said sweetly, “I've
I.urned up for nncther term, you see!”
es, wathe

Paula slaod up to greet the visitor, but
did not look pnrhcnlnrlv charmed.  Nor
was ihis surprising. Audrey Blain, the girl
who had just ecutered, had got herself
disliked lasé terin by trying to sow discord
and form a ““zot” of her own,

The whole ambitious schemo had heen
nicely nipped in the hud, though whether or
not it was to be forgotten would depend
upon Audrey’s behaviour during the coming
term.

As if she quite realiced all this, she sud-
denly said, with an engaging smiles

“Paula, I am going to play the game,
this term! I am, really!™

“I am welieved to know it, Audwey!
And- neow, pway let me intwoduce a new
scholar, bai Jove!”

Audrey hwd already shot a critical glance
at Brenda. She now looked at her .|gmu
and then at Paula, as if to ask:

“Who is this awful person?”’

Brenda was not standing up. She simply
nodded and smirked as Paula made the
amnzmg announcement :

“Er—my cousin, Audwey; m;
don’t you know—Bwenda Wu\el! .

“Indeed!”

Audrey gave the sweetest -smilo and the
most graceful inclination of her lovely head.

""Well,”” she said, swinging round to the
daor, “1 am going aleng to Study 12, to

cousin,
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make my peace with Betly Barton, and all
the rest, who are most likely there.”’

Then Audrey was gone, and Paula was
feeliug she must resign herself to anather
awful spell with this uncouth cousin of hers,
when relief came.

Oh, joy! The matren sent for Brenda,
for the usual interview that a new girl
always came in for on her first evening
at the school,

The girl had not bcen gone half a minute

fore Paula was also out of the study.
She went along to Study 12, and was within
a step or two of that door when it flashed
open, and Betty Barton came forih.

“I was just coming to rout you out,
Paula. It's not like old times withoui a
look-in from you!™

““My deah Betty,” sighed Paula, “pway
wealise haow I am placed! It is most dis-
twessing! T eannot leave my cousin alone.
I cannot be wude to her, don’t you know!”

“But you should bring her along.”

“To your den? No, Betty!' said Paula
tragically. ‘‘T—weally, don’t you know,
have a gweater wegard for the geneml
company !

“Oh, come, come!” Betty said cheerfully,
for she saw that poor Paula looked abso-
lutely miserable. = “If your cousin isn't
quite what you expected her to be, wo
must all put up with her, the same as you
will have to.”

“That is exiwemely bwickish of you,
Betty! Howevah, I— No, wealiy—""

“Come along in now, anyhow!"

. “But, weally—"" g

"“Vour old. chair is waiting for you!”

That settled it.

Paula gave in, and next minute she wos
sinking, with a sigh of profound satisfac-
tion, into that favourite easy-chair.

“Bai Jove, what a \\ehef'” she mur-
mnures
The den was crowded. Half the Form

seemed to have drifted in here thif even-
ing, ta join in the talk about the new form,
In her languid way, Panla noticed that
Awdrey was making herself very nice to
everybody, but was not siffling out cortain’
girls for special winning overtures, as she
had been too fond of doing last term. 3

One or two remarks were made about
Brenda Ravel's appearanee as a new scholar,’
and it was mentioned that Cora and Judith
Grandways had not come back to-day, but
were expected to be a full week late in
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returning from the holidays, ., Then the
ossip switched to hockey, the clubs, and

the wintee programme in general,

The chatter was at its very height, when
all at onee Polly eried:

“Hark!”

eil ub onee, and in that silenco
curd a long, shrill whistle from
out of doors,

“Queer!” muttered some of the girls.

1o certainly was u most unusual thing for
them to hear & sound of any sort from out-
sido the school after uightfall, save the
noise of the sea and the elements,

The school stuod absolutely alone on the
ciiffs, and, whet: darkness Tell, one could
rely upon the seashore and the moorlands
being hereft of human beings.

Bilence

L
hy

Red.
" said Botty,
Hark!”

*No, it was

v it i3 again!’’

vl still they ali remained, whilst
that prolonged, faint whistle shrilled upon
their hearing.

Then Betty, Polly, and several others
daried o the window—crowded there, with
the blind held aside, to peer out,

The nigh moonless and  gropingly
dark, Aft inoment, Betty raised the
d theu they werc able to put

listen again!” whispered the Form
'Sh! Next time, we shall he
tell th rection fron. which it

caprain

able o
comez.” g
And, even as they held th breath to
isten, for au fhird time they heard that
mysterious sound :
rep, peep, eep!
signal " pantod Polly.
how strange!”
A signal,” agreed Betty softly, “from
somebody just ontside the school Dounds!™

“ But,

CiAPTER 3.
What is Brenda Ravel Up To?
HAT did it mean?
Why should anybody eome lurk-
ing around outside  the school
grounds after nightfall, somd

W

to

taal signallike whistie shrilling  through |

the Aarkness?

Who could it be—and for whom was the
signal intended ?

The girls were puzzled, mystified,
_After a lengthy interval, dur which
they had waited Iu vain for a repetition of
the sound, they drew in their heads, and
closed the window. But the strange inei-
dent still occupied all their minds.

*“We have no poachers round here, for
there is nothing to poach ! said Betty.

“Burglars, waiting to breuk in? No,
that's absurd!” Etta Hargrove answor
herself. “‘The Jast thing burglars do, I
imagine, is to give signals to one another
that anybody can hear !

“Yes, wather!”

“Hark!"

Polly raised u silencing hand; but her
ears must have played her a trick.

“I thought 1 heard some sound ngain;
but T was mistaken,” she owned,

*Oh, well, I suppose it is nothing to do
with us!” Betty said at last, shrugging.

nd so, as tho whistle was certainly not
heard again, they fell to talking about the
topics that had been engaging their minds -
before the ubcanny disturbance oceurred.

For nnother hali-hour at least the Form
cuptain’s study remained as crowded out as
ever. Then, however, the girls began to
drift away by twos and threcs.

“Lioing, Paula 7"’ remarked ol
swell girl got up from that casy
every sign of reluctance,

She and Blucbell were two of the last
girls who still remained.

“Weal, yes.” sighed Paula. “1. suppose
I must go back, bai Jove owevali——
Pway understand  this, geals,” she went
on quickly. I don't feel nshamod of my
coustn just because she doesn’t know how
to dwess, and how to keep her hgir fo
wights! T wounldn’t mind & sewap. Oither,
soor geal, only needing a help-
&wru is no snobbewy abont me,
But—""
on to

v, as the
with

il she wos n
hand.

ing
th

the door, sighing

To be quite fwank, geals, Dwenda is
waiher impossible.  Theah, Y had to say ;

i iz

Then the made a rather hasty exit
leaving those who weve siil
lly in the study, o exe

atge looks that

“Poor Pala! Tt is rough ou her, ‘and

I ne mistake!”
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Yet Paula had one scrap of comiort.
When she re-entered her own den, her dis-
agreeable cousin was not there to greet her
with that unpleasant smirk.

Paula stepped about the recom with a
comical expression of relief ut tho girl's
abseuce, followed by one of chronic dismay
over the sight of all hor untidy belongings.

There was going to be no forgetting her,
even when she was mot here! That was
Paula’s ruelful thought. And when she was
here--well, she was going to be always re-
minding Paula’about the cousinship!

That was the most alarming part of the
whole business. The gir]l evidently meant
to hang on to the skiris, as it were, of her
puplll&l cousii.

“Dweadful !
“Tt wequi someone who can dow
wight wude to her now and then; and I—
na, weally haven’t the stwength of
ehawacter '

In a few minutes she heard some piano
musie coming from the music-room down-
stairs, and she knew that that was Madge
Minden, who often slipped down late in the
evening. for a practice.  Paula was still
alone, and so she drifted off downstairs,
meaning to sit and listen to her chum's
brilliant playing.

On one of the half-landings the swell girl
paused fto peer out through the window,
whilst she thought again of that strange
whistle which had sounded so like a signal.

he action was an almost idle one; but,
the very instant Paula put her face cl(me
to the dark glass, she was fully alert.

“‘Bai Jove!” she breathed excitedly.

For down below in the grounds at the
rear of the great schoolhouse a figure was
lurking !

One of the girls!

From windows here and there a little
light was filtering ollt into the garden—just
sufficient to enable Paula to detect that
slinking figure; sufficient, also, to make the
girl, whoever sha was, extra careful in her
creeping towards some back door below,

Panla drew away from the window
sharply. She fel{ quite upset. In any case,
it was a startling thing to find a scholar

making secret trips cut of doors after
nightfall,  And only half an hour ago there

had been that shrill whistle!
Had the one thing anything to do with
the other? Surely not! And yet—

Paula commiserated herself. |
|
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Paula pulled herself together, then wenk
swiftly, silently down the remaining stairs

Bhe was no sneak; this was simply a case
of doing one's duty—finding out who tho
errant girl was, and giving her o friendly
warning to ‘drop that sort of thing.'

Even as Paula was creeping round to a
back passage, she heard the brass knob of
the garden door raitle faintly, Then the
hasp of a lock squeaked.

She held back, allowing the unknown giri
time to slip  into the house. Then che
st,e;;pcd from cover, and peered along the
dim-lit passage.

There stood the girl who had beeu steal-
ing out of doors for some mysterious reason.
And that gisl was—Brenda Ravel!

“Bwenda!” Paula exclaimed. in a sur-
prised tone.

The new scholar went to pieces utferly.
She turned pale--clenched her hands—tried
to stammer an explanation that was ob-
viously not the truth.

“Will yon kindly wepeat that wemark?”
Paula asked, going closer to her.

“I—T've oulv been across to—to the gym-
nasium, Paula.””

"Oh weally ! Did you fmd it?’

“Ves, left ono or two things: there—
after T'd finished with the matron, I—it—
it is a fine building!”

“Yes, wather! ~ Did you notice,
cvah, that is is all made of timber "'

““Yes, Paula—"

““Oh, weally? Haow wemarkable!” Paula
said mhlly “For Hne gymnasium hﬂppcns
to be built of bwick!

Brenda went very red. .

“You know a bwick when yon see nne,
don’t you, Bwenda ! asked Paila.

‘“Ve-ye-yes, aof cours

“80 'do 1" answered tho swell il of
Moreove Schoal. I am vewy partial to
bwicks—especially the human sort! And
T gweatly wegwet, Dwenda, that you are
not one!”

With which telling rem l"\ul.zl\f“rct'l
turned on her heel and wal ay.

Brenda stood in the dim p.\wl"c clench-
ing and unclenching her hands, whilst her
face worked excitedly.

“What a blunder at the very rt!™ sho
was saying to herself fiercely. *“How am I
ever going 1o escapo homg found out? But
I must go on with it—I must! For, as
mol.hvr suys, it is a game worth the win-
ning 1"’

how-
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CHAPTER 4.
The Face at the Window.

. HY, Betty—look!"”
\g/ It was Polly Linton who spoke.

In w most startled way, she|

had suddenly pulled up in the
hurrow country lane down which she and
her chums were saunterin

Her oxeited exclamation intos
general falk, the girls furning
upon e

HGwaeious, Polly deah!” Paulu Creel re-
marked. **Whatevah is the mattah naow,
pway 1"

“Am T the ouly une of us with cyes?”
was Polly’s half-imputiont retort. *‘Can’t
you sce that this old furmhouse we are
passing. "

*'To be sure,” struck in Belty Barton, *it
is just an ordinary house like any other
house in the neighbourhoad.”

“That’s not the point for the moment!”
rushed on Pally. * “Look at that uppor
window—you see the one T mean? 'To the
right, lhcruT”

ted the
puzzled eyes

“Gwacious—-"

“How stwange!”

Almost cvery one of the hall-dozen school-
girls had an exeited word to voice. And
no wonder.

“Who s she, then—thabt girl at the
barred windew ?” panted Polly, who had
been the first to notico the white face which
was visible theve. “Ib is just as if she
were ploading for help ™
wai  Betty Bartou’s uncasy

remarked Tess Tre-
¢ she is againl Qh,
What a strange look

N
pale face!
giving us!”
I tell you,” said Poliy, with increasing
zeitement, T don’t like the look of things!
That’s o barred window, and-—"

“*Oh, what rubbish you do talk!’ burst
oul one girl who had been silent up to
now,

Tt was Brenda Ravel.

Alinden is the only one amongst
you with a serap of sense!” Brenda went on
vely. ““That girl at the window—she
of the household, of course!”

he doesn’t look the part, that’s all I

it

COUSBIN'

know!” declared Botty.
ened—anxious—"' i

“Well, she is a delicate girl, 1 suppose!”’
Brenda argued. **You sce how easy it is
to uccount for irifles that seem to you to
mean a mystery! Some town girl, down
here for a’ change—that is why she looks
56 queer]”

With which
her cousin,

“Coming, Paula??

That girl did not respond in any way
whatever.

There she stood, sharing all her chums’
unabated curiosity—looking, indeed, as un-
easy as any of them. This was rather odd,
for Paula Creel, the amiable aristocrat of
tho Fourth Form, did not usually allow
herself to be perturbed. 1f Paula’s frock
fitted her, and her hkair was quite tidy, then
that was generally sufficient to keep her
mind quite at rest.

Not that she was a self-centred girl; far
from it. She was merely blessed with one
of those easy-going, amiable dispositions
which make it impossible for their owners
to take life too seriously, .

Suddenly that appealing face was with-
drawn from the window again, and it did
not reappear, 3o, after waiting and watch-
ing a few moments longer, the whols party
of girls sauntered dh—obvionsly to Dronda
Ravel’s relief.

The school clock was chiming five when
the ramblers turned in at the wide gate-
way. This almost made the idea of tea
in study out of the question, and, in any
case, they were not disposed to hother
about getting their own spread at such a
late hour. Tea was on the tables in the
dining-room, and they turned in there.

It was, as usual, a very informal meal.
Miss Redgravé was ‘“‘presiding "’ in a very
indulgent manner, and there was no attempt
to quell the high-spirited uproar talk
which Betty & L%o.’s entry created.

Whilst the late-comers were still getiing
their tea, the under-mistress stood up to
go, telling the girls that any who cared
t0 do so might also dismiss.” And so up
jumped most of them, to scampor away,
whilst one girl rose from the table wiih
noticeable dignity. '

It was Audrey Blain, the girl with all
Paula Creel's daintiness and grace, but
without Paula’s charming amiability.

““She Tooks Fright-

remark Brenda turned (o
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When Audrey was nice, she was “‘sweet,”
{In other words, she put on her moods—and
changed them, too, as often as she changed
iher frocks.

At moment,
grcnh dignity. :
“Bretxda Ravel,’” she said, in a hurt tone,
stopping close to that seated girl, “did you
borrow a novel of mine, without asking
permission 77

“1 took it—yes,
with it,”" said Brenda roughly.

“Well, T had not done with it; and so
you will kindly retarn it,” said Audrey;
and she walked away, chin in air.

+ There were smiles over the manner of her

her mood was ene of

1 thought you had done

exit. All the same, Betty & Co. could fecl
some sympathy for her, For was there one
of them who had not been ‘‘riled ™

Brenda’s liberties with other people’s be-
longings?

“Her silly old book!"” exclaimed Brenda,
grabbing broad-and-butter from a centre
plate. “She can have it back, and wel-
come! Tass the jam, somebody!”

Puula Creel sighed softly, and rose from
her scat. She made her way towards the
school grounds. %he felt sho wished to be
alone for a while,

It was hali an hour before Paula felt like
returning te the Fourth Form corridor.

“There the met Audrey Blain, on the point
of entoring her—Androy’s—study,

“Hello, Paula!” Audrey threw out, with
8 sort of pitying smile. “I really must con-
dole with you over the possession of such
an outlandish cousin! If you should sco a
novel kicking- about the floor in your study,
you might remember it m the one Brenda
borrowed—without asking !

“Yes, wather! Bai Jove, T will!” said
Paula feebly.

‘And she dig. .

Sure encugh, the moment she entered the
study which she now shared with Breonda
and Bluebell Courtney, the swell girl saw
a brand new book lying upon the floor, just
outside the fender.

Bluebell was away from the room just at
present, and Paula Tound lierself alone with
her cousin.

That girl had got hold of Paula’s work-
basket, and was turnmg it upside down to
find a_needle,

All in a moment, Brenda found what she

wanted, and then she bundled the tumbled

articles back into the basket,

flinging it

1.
Paula made no remark about this; bul
she looked at the book as she sat du\ul

“Bai Jove,” she remarked quietly, “is
that the womance, Bwenda, that you had
fvom Audwcy to wead 7

“Yes—why ?*

“Oh, I wather imagined you would have
weturned it by now! Audwey Blain—"

‘“She has been making a fuss about it
again, has she?” cried Brenda, * Bother
her!  Sho shall have the book back this
very minute!”

Snatching it up, she fairly stormed out of
the study, flustered along the corridor, and
flung open Audrey’s door without the polite
tap-tap that girls usually gave.

Audrey had seated herself, taking another
book on her lap, when ihe door crashed
open like that and Brenda whirled across
Lhe threshold.

ere’s your precious book !” Brenda
shouted, violently flinging the volume on
to the table.

It rucked up the tablecloth and knecked
over a vase of flowers much prized by
Audrey.

1hat girl sprang up, mddonl-\r angered.
It was like her to strike just the right atti-
tudo of indignation that would show off
her el:\gm\t figure.

“Yon illlmannered clown!” she fiercely
said. hero were you dragged up, that
you haven't any idea how to behave? Look
at that vase—the water all running down
the cloth on to my carpet?”

“Well, you shouldn’t mnke a fuss about
nothing—a trumpery book !’

Brenda was swinging back to the door
Ina Ila.-:h, Audrey was beside her, holding
her still.

"Stop' Clear up the muc}c]lu you have
made! Go o

“Do it Bmuda
coarsely. “Let go my arm!”

For an instant, Audrey the beantiful stoed
quite still, her handsome eyes full of con-
tempt for "the other girl,  Then she pushed
her frem her—so violently that Brenda
crashed against the wall,

That gir’s crude nature displayed itself
fully now.

With a sort of yoll, #he simply *
Audrey !

A seufle hegan the refined, lightly built
Aundrey quickly getling the worst of it.

shouted

went Yor
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chair was overturned, and altegcthor thero
was such n_commotion as-speedily brought
the whole Form rushing to the open door.

“If you can push, so can I!" Brenda was
shouting, just as Betty, Polly, and at least
a dozen others thronged the doorway.
“Take that 1"

And the push was violent cnough o send
Audrey sprawling headlong on tho carpet,
amongst the fallen Oowers, the vase, and
the spilled water.

“Brenda,” said Detty,
side the room, *“look her

“Oh, hald your tongue, you Brenda
snapped, At that moment she looked
coarsely repellenl. The girls who were there
simply”gasped as she pushed past them.

“My deah Bwenda,” palpitated Panla,
lool quite ill with the upset, “weally,
you know, this is most distwessing!"”

“She’ll get some more, if sho ‘gives me
a word!” Brenda choked out, glaring back
at Audrey, who was now picking herself up
from tho floor. *“Her and her precious
swank—bah |

“Bwenda, I vewy much wegwet—" R

“It's nothing to do with you!" cried
Brenda, walking off. **So shuf up !”

“Bwect croature!” said Polly; and the
girl heard that remark as she re-entered
her study,

taking & step in-
of

CHAPTER 5.
“Her name is Brenda!”

T was an carly hour of Baturday mornfing—
H =0 carly {hat the before-breakfast post-
<« man was still making his big round of

the rural disirict lying between Morcove
Schonl and Barncombe town.

A good hulfmile extra he had lo tramp
this morning, merely to deliver a letter ut
the house jn the lano where the chums had
keen the face nt the window. p

That letter was shot_through tho slot in
the door jush as a surly woman, whd was
tenurt of the old farm house, was preparing
breakfast for hersclf, As the missivo came
with a rharp flick through the slot, she gave
I nevvous stait

Anather moment, and she had the letter
in her hands and was slashing open the cn-
volope,

Th:n, 5s she scanned the contents, her
expression changed to one of abso
vagery,

Her clenching fist suddenly crumpled np
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the sheet, and she-fell to bestriding the low-
ceiled kitehen in great agit "

“T should lmve%m& a word before about
all this!™ she fumed to herself, *Rut
there, prose it was her first opporiunity
for writing [

A kettle on the fire suddenly boiled over,
The woman snatche off and dumped it
into the fender with -tempered violence ;
then she went from the stuffy kitchen and
climbed thy dim staircase to” the bedroom

The old house was commodious cnough,
From the upper landing, one passago went
to the righs und another to the left, giving
admittance to the various chambers. But
the place was not now furnished o moeet the
needs of a full houschold, Only one of the
two passages had a floor covering ; the other
was so forlorn-looking as to suggest that any
rooms in that direction were abgolutely bare.

S0, with every appearance of heing tho
mere carctaker of a decaying property,
rather than & woman who was renting it on
a so-called “furnished” seale, the ill-
favoured porson mounted unother flight of
stairs to the utties.

ere, at the vory top of the house, ac-
comnrodation was still ample, as it often
is in dwellings of the old-fashioned type. Tn
addition to the attic doors at tho top of the
stairs, there was & passage round the landing
corner, leading to at least one move bed-
room. The woman went along this passage,
and thus reached what must have been the
remotest parl of ihe whole rambling build-
ing.
ihe opened a door, and then called into
the dingy room:

" Come here—I want you 1"

The gitl whe was here, suddenly arvested
in her task of making the bed she had slept
in, came forward. .

“Now, my girl,” the woman broke out
viciously. “T’ve got a bone to pigk with
you! fvhnar that you wero scen a win-
dow the other aftérnoon—seen by some of
the schoolgirls as they went past in tho
lane 1™

 Yeag—r

“Then what do you mean by it?” cried
the womau furiously.  “How dared you !
Haven't I warned you not to show yourself
to a living soul? Haven't T told you that
for two pins I would make an absolute
prisoner of you?"”

The girl " looked at
sudden fearless way.

i

the woman in a
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“You would never keep me under lock
and key!” sho said, with calin defiance, “I
would have becn out of this house days ago,
only—"

She shrugged as she paused.

“I have my own reason for giving in to
you, at present.”

Then the woman laughed.

“Just sc. And I know—oh, I'm quite
aware what your reason is! It put a nice
check upon vou, didn’t it, when I warned
youl One step on your part, outside this

ouse, until the tenth of next month, and
T shall destroy that paper—the document
without whicl vou can do nothing—nothing ! |
And I shall destroy it, mind, the moment I
find you trying to go behind my back 1™

She smiled with such malicious delight at
the girl’s powerlessness, and the smile made
hcr? k so repellent, it was not surprising
that the girl secmed to shrink.

But in a moment she had recovered her
nerve.

“You know I can do nothing without that
document; why, then, are you so hard on
me as all this? 1 would promise not to
breathe a word to anyonc as tu who I really
am, if you would let me—"

“Go out for \\alks, ch?
friends with those schoolgirls? Not ]ikoly,
my dear!” sneered the woman, “You
won’t come to any harm by being cooped
up for a bit!"

The girl took a step forward, her hands
clenched.  For an instant she looked like
making a wild rush past the woman, and so
out of the house.

But the woman was aware of the desperate
impulse that had seized the girl, and she
stood zquarcly in the doorway, obviously
ready to use forcible restraint if necessary.
But now the girl suddenly unclenched her
hands and turned back, with a hard
breath of rengnanon

“Q0h, go away !

And make

Leave me!"” she eried
out distractedly. “Perhaps you only taunt
mo so as to keep me glways in mind of my
helplessness without that document! How
awful it is to think that my dear father
was so deceived in you! But you were a
different woman in those days! Tt is only
since his deatt vou have shown what a ruth-
less, cruel, unscrupulous person you are!”

“I'm hard on you,” lhe woman answered
from the doorway, ‘becanse you have
forced mo to ho hard! If you had been
‘sensible——"
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“Sensible ®* You mean, if I had been
content to stand by and keep silent !”

“You woula have done far more good fer
yourself that way,” was the reproachiul
answor, “You_know what I was ready to
promisc you quite enough money to ive you
a comfortable life, on condition that you
held your tongue.  You would not agree to
that, however—and see the position you have
got yoursell into! Now you'll get nothing
—nothing ! And serve you right!”

The speaker waited a moment to hear any
rejoinder,  Not for the first time, how-
ever, the futility of discussing the c'{aﬁn‘lnl
ing situation had impressed itself upen {he
poor girl.

She turned her back and resumed her
work about the meanly furnished bed-room.

The woman moved away, shuiling the
door behinc her with a significant slam.

A great sigh came from the girl as scon
as she was alone. She straightencd up from
her task, and sncpt a hand ncross her fore-
head.

“Is it really any use going on like 4his 7"
she said to berself despairingly. “Ob, I do
hope T am acting for the best; but some-
times—TI don't know; I feel 1 am taking too
big a chance!”

She moved
tractedly. -+

“And yet,” hor desperate thoughts went
“‘nothing would be easier than for her to
stroy that document the moment T took
action—and where would I be then? No,
no, I must be patient; I must go on from
day to day, hoping to get a chance to find

about tho tiny room dis-

on,

it

I‘o!dul neaily upon the dressing-table was
a mewspaper. It was one which, doubtless,
she had brought up to this reom of hers to
begujle away an hour or o of her strange
existence.  Now she took it up and looked
at tho date line. -

“Only a fortnight!” was her agitated
whisper.  “Only fourr;-en days now to the
tenth of next month!”

CHAPTER 6.
“Defy me if you dare!®
ARK night fell upon the lonely worla
D of Morcove once again.
It was ten o'cleck, and by now, ne
doubt, lights were going
one at Morcove School. At the

ut one by
d house in
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the lane, however, the light in a ground-
Hoor windsw still shono forth as steadily as
ever. g

Evidently, therefore, the ill-favoured
woman who was the tenant of the lonely
house in the lano was in no hurry to seck
her night's repose,

Suddenly a step was audible in the farm-
house hall, and the woman crossed the room
quickly and flung open the door.

“Now, my girl, what wero you up to
then?” she asked suspiciously, as she saw
a girl moving towards the front door.

“Cannot T take just a turn in the garden
at & time like this?” the girl exclaimed
spirit}edly then. “How you do watch
me !”

*“No closer than you have given me cause
for watching you [ was tho grim retort.
“Don't I know what your game would be,
my girl, if you had half a chanee?”

The woman added viciously :

“And it is no timo for mo to bo care-
less, either, when there aro those prying
schoolgirls getting all sorts of notions in
their heads. I'm not sure, even now, but
what they belicve that you are a prisoner
against your will.”

“¥ou nced have no fear that the school-
gitls will come around the liouse at any
timo liko this,” the girl remarked. “They
are in bed by this time every night.”

“Yes, that's ono blessing. ~As Brenda tells
me—" Tho Wwoman paused to give a
strange smile that scemed full of mockery.
“As Drenda at tho school, tells me, thero
are all sort: of rules and regulations; so it
is hardly likely they will be able to make
much headway with their clever detoctive
worle. * Still, you go te bed now, my girl.
And another” night no slipping info tho
garden without my permission !”

That there was a bitter enmity hetween
this woman and the girl was perfeetly ob-
vious_ not only from the nature of the' talk,
but tho looks that passed,

In the light from the parlour lamp, the
irl’s handsome face was pale and tenso with
the loathing which she felt for the woman,
And all the while that woman was scowling
or leering in a way that seemcd to say.
“Dely me, if you dare!"

The mysterious girl was too spirited, how-
over, to let indignation or anger make her
graccless, So now she offered a quiet
** Good-night, Mrs. Ravel!” as she took up a
candle and passed aloft to a remote attic,
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There she had her sleeping -quarters—this
beautiful girl whess presence in the lonely
house was, for some mysterious reason that
was only known to hersclf and the woman,
a thing to be kept secret,

Shutting the attic door, she set down the
candle, then sank very dejectedly into the
only chair that the room bgasted.

Her lovely face was as tr&ylnd-luukmg as
ever when at last sho began Uisrobing for the
night. 8he had heard Mrs. Ravel come up
to her room, and she knew it was inadvisablo
to keep a light going in this attie bed-room
too late. It might ﬁc the megns of putting
that woman on the watch for hours,

8o, mastering the desire to stay up, lpon-
dering tho strange and desperate plight
that was hers, she completed her undressing,
and then placed her dressing-gown ready to
hand at the bedside.

Last thing of ull, beforo blowing out the
light, she looked at a enlendar which stood
upon her dressing-table.

“The tenth of next month,” she whis-
pered to herself, in sudden great agitation.
“How the days and nights are passing, and
am still helpless! Another day gone! Less
than a fortnight now—and that decument
she holds, where is it? Oh, if only I had
the slightest clue !

Extinguishing the light, she got into bed
and curled down, as if to scek repose as
quickly as her disturbed mind would allow
her to, 2

Bug cither she could not sleep, or clse she
was really keeping awake for a set purpose,
for, quite two hours later, she suddenly sat
up in bed withont u sound and listened, |

Dead silence prevailed everywhere, and
presently she crept from her bed and put on
the dressing-gown and her slippers.

Then she stole aeress to the door, and
listened ‘again.

Not a sound, unless it was the measured
breathing of Mrs. Ravel, asleep in her room
on_the floor below.

The girl took up the candlo and a box
of matches, but djd not nmke a light at
once. .

* Leaving herself in groping darkness, sho
stealthily opened tho attic door and passed
along tho narrow passage to the siairs, ;

Wildly her heart was beating with appre-
hension as she erept down the stairs, dread-
ing to sct the old woodwork ereaking.  Sho
adopted the precaution of treading close to
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‘the wall, and probably that saved lev from
making the least bit og noise.

And so0 at last she was in the dark parlour
of the old house—that room where, as likely
a3 not, the document she needed to set hands
upon was hidden away. But where—where
should she begin lier midnight scarch?

Cautiously she scraped a matoh along the |
box, and then lit the candle.

This parlour, it was the one rcom properly
furnished in the whole house. Thero was a
bookease, with a burcan—jist the sort of
Eiacc where an important document should

e kept. DBut the trouble was that Mys,
Ravel knew how this girl was bent upon get-
ting hold of the document. if possible. In
such cireumstancps, it was being stored, per-
haps, in tho most cunning of hiding-places—
behind a bit of furniture, under a floorboard,
not in this room at all, maybe, but hidden
in onc of the empty rooms of the old house.
There was no telling, alas !

The girl only knew that she had & woman
to deal with who was as cunning as she was
covetous,

“But I will scarch this room to-night, any-
how [ she was thinking desperately, ¢
have frequent chances of scarching the
empty rooms on the quiet, but this parlour
where she lives—""

Hark !

What was that sound ontside the closed

door? A soft footfall—Mrs, Ravel's own
step !
. X sort of palsy of dismay seized the girl,
! Ivon before sho had decided whether to
blow out the light or not, tho door flew
open, and into the room burst her enemy,
looking flushed with anger, i3

“Aha, my girl, so I've caught you at the
game, have I!” tho woman cried furiously.
“Oh, vou sly young minx! For two pins I
wonld—"

“You bave caught me—yes,” the girl
broko in hoatsoly, “but that deesn’t give
you the right to abuse me! T have nothisg
to be ashamed of—nothing! I tell you
again, Mrs, Ravel, T regard it as my duty
'to get that document from you.”

© #No doubt you do,” was the vicious

retort.  “And I tell you, my girl, you are

'not going to get it—no! Tt would have
-ibeen torn up or burnt weeks ago, only I

Jknew it meant keeping a sort of hold over

“you, to keop it for the present. Until the

tenth of next month. Ay, my dear, that's
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the day I'm waiting for, just as youn are, T
know [* .

With a harsh laugh the woman stepped
swiftly nearer and violently scized tho
candlo from the girl. | i

“There, get back to your room, . you
young hussy ! sho ordered her snappishly.
“I ought to box your cars for this! I ought
to put you under lock and key, and that's a
fact! But I can afford to laugh at you—
ha, ha, yes!” H

Once again the poor girPs eyes gleamed
with bitter hatred and contempt for this
gloating creaturc. i

Mrs, Ravel secmed quite ready to have a
battle of words, but the girl simply ecorned
to bo drawn into any verbal conflict. Lo

With a slight Iift and fall of the shoulders,’
betraying the inaudible sigh of despair sho
had given, sho passed from the room and
up tho stairs, Mrs. Ravel attending her as
far as the attic passage. - i

“Yes, you got back to your bed and got
to sleep !” was the woman's last mocking
cry. “Whether it's ncedful or not, if I
catch you at this little gamb again I'll have
yo_in under lock and key in the cellar—so I
will 1™

The girl had enlered her tiny bed-room,
and now she shut the door upon that hateful
figure and tho snarling voice,

For a fow scconds she stood mute and
still, cxcept for the bard sighs that camie
with overy breath. And then suddenly,
completely overwhelmed with anguish and
despair—she threw herself upon the bed and
burst into tears. .

b Enan

CHAPTER T.
“Marching Orders!"

"UST .before the Fourth Form team
moved out on to the field for a scratch
game against the Fifth at half-past two
on the following Wednesday afternocon,

Paula Creel got a quiet word with Beity.

“Betty deah,” murmured the swell girl
of the Form, “I wealise that you have mado
a hold expewiment in playing Bwenda to-
day.” .

“Oh, that's all right, dear!” Belty said
lightly. “I give every new girl & c}wé 2

“I wealise, Botty, that it is pwobably for
my sake you have sacwificed your feelings,
for I am awah "—Paula sighed mournfully
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“it is far fivom being a pleasure lo have
Bwuudu-&ouﬂd about one. Howevah—"

“Yes, doar; cheer up! After all, she
may play qml.u a good game to-day.”

“T know this, Betty, deah. At heart the
geal weally is keen on being iu the team
Paula dcci‘nrmi “It has quite turned b
head, bai Jove! if only she gets

thwough all wight, Betty, and pwoves a
cwedit for once, what a welief it will be !
Betty could say ‘“Hear, hear!”
with all sincerity.
The Fifth Form had got together a very
strong
however,

to that

team this efternoon. There was,
no need for Betty & Co. to fecl
" Except for Brenda Ravel, who
was an unknown quantity so far as hockey
was concerned, Betty way leading a well-
tried baich of gl!"i on to the ground.

With a goodly crowd of keen onlookers
in evidence play began sharp on time, and
Iram the very moment of the bully-off it was
us fine u contest as had been fought for
many & day.

Belty was a believer in getting “one up’*
on your rival side as soon ws possible, nud
her chums, sharing the same theory, went
all out for a goal right away. They got it,
100, thanks ta a full display of encrgy From
the v start,

This, of course, leuched up the epirit of
the Fifth Form team, and for the next two
or three minutes there was a breathless
effort. by both sides, whilst the onlookers

1 d up to tho work of cheering and
or-cheering.

Then, with n swdden theilling tussle, the
Fifth Form: got its first goal, and now it
was the level scoring that spurred each side
to play up and play hard.

Gonl again erc another minute was out!

And  now the Fifth  were leading.
Buck up, Fourth! This won't do!

But-although some such thoughte as that |
was no doubt passing through the minds of
Betiy & Co., those girls were all smiling
good-hinnouredly as I.g( game went on. All
save Brenda, that is.

She, as anybody could see, was getting
rather wild with the excitement of the
game,

When  the opposing team  scored thal

sceond goal she committed the unpardonable
offence of shouting a derisive “ Yah ! Such
thines were not done at ®lorcove School;

nor, indeed. are they done -anywhere
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wmongst sporting girls.  Paula squirmed,
the others felt ashamed, and the Fifth-
Formers certainly loaked surprised,

But worse was now to come.

Tho game, s it warmed up, was 'hrmg-
ing out every bit of spirit on both sides
without causing any loss of temper—except
in the case of Brenda. She, to L horror
of Betty, Polly, Paula, and the t, was
indulging in rough play.

“Steady, Brenda!” Betty felt she must
appeal to the girl. “That sort of thing isn't
hockey I

“T'in only giving ns good as 1 getl”
panted Brenda, suggesting  that  some
member of the rival team had accidentally
hurt her,

But Beity kncw there had not been a
scrap of rough play on the part of the rivals,

** Keep your temper,” she adyised the wild
girl gently. “There will be complaints if
you don't,”

The captain’s quiet words were spoken all
the whilo play was in progress, and Betty
herself was next moment doing all she could
to help save the home goal,

In vain! .

Up wenh the sudden ery again:

“Gioal ! hree—one | Brave, Fifth,
brave! Buck up, Fourth!”

“Yah!” jeered” Brenda once more.

“'Phey’re cheats!”

This was awful!

Poor Puula Jooked as il she wanted the
carth to open and swallow her up.. Graco
Garfield and Ella Elgood shrugged, as if to
BAY -

« “We knew it! What else could you

w{-l"‘g‘f from that girl! Blame DBetty for
this

As for Betty herseM, she could only look
{«cross at the Fifth Form eaptain with a
| pained expression that was a muto apology
for the insult.

At half-time the score was still thréo—
one, but in the first minato of the next half
or so the Fourth just managed fo get its
| sccond goal. That was bettor! But it was
[awinl to hear Brenda yelling:

! “¥ah! What about it now !’
‘ Then suddenly a really drcadful thing
happened.

One_of the oppesing team took the ball
from Brenda with a skill and swiftness that
enraged the unsporling girl.  She made a

i wild swipe al the ball fo get it back, missed
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it, and then had her revenge—ona could
call it nothing clee—by hitting the Fifth
Form girl about the ankles. .
Play stopped instantly. Tt was as if the
whole ficld of hockeyites had been turned
into statues,
Then the spell broke, and thero was &
encral rush for the spot where Brenda, her
aco aflame, was trying to leok as if sho
didn't care, whilst the vietim of her ill-
temper nursed a bruised ankle.
“Brenda,” Betty said sternly, “leave the
field I”
“What do you mean? She began it!
th

he

“Leavo the field this instant !” insisted the
Fourth Form captaif., waving the miscreant
away. “You have disgraced yourself, and
have disgraced the whole school I

“What clse did you oxpect her to do?”
put in Grace Carfield bitterly. “We blame
yon for this, Betty !”

“Vos 1”

“No,”_contradicted Polly hotly. *Detty
knew what sho was about !”

“I think T did know,” Betty rejoined
calmly. “T had overy right to include her
as a new girl in tho team. All tho same, if
I had known she could do & thing as bad as
this— Oh, go away, Brenda!”

Then Bronda, breaking clear of the dis-
gusted  girls who had ecrowded -around,
simply hurled her hockey-stick across the
grass and marched away.

Her ugly smirk was ovidently an attempt
at a “Don’t care—so there!” sort of smile.

The Fifth Form girl who had been lamed
had to retire from tho game, and so the
side remained equal in point of numbers,
although the greater skill was now with
Betty & Co. They had merely lost a poor
player; the Fifth had lost a skilful one,

But, as a set-off to this, there was the
sudden collapse of Paula Creel.

She was looking very upset when play
restarted, and all at once she hod to give

up.
Half tearfully she protested that she had
tried to keep going, and Betty & Co. were
quite aware of that without being told. But
now——» .
“I'm awfully sowwy,” sho wailed sadly,
+

but I foel wather too dweadful! Ves,
watha:)?) No, geals, if you will oxcuso
mo——-

“Of course, dear,” DBetty said, “We
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v ought to loso two girls against the
she was such a brillient

So Paula retired trom the game and went
straight across to the schoolhouse and up to
her den. Brenda was not there, and Paula,
alone in tho study, crashed into the first
chair that came to hand.

There, too, Polly Linton found her half
an hour lster, when the never-to-bo-for-
gotten game had ended in & hard-won
victory for the Fourth, the winning goal
being brilliantly taken just on the stroke of
time.

Polly came whirling into the study, like
the madcap she was, ready to shout the
glorious news of the victory, But the happy
ery died upon her lips, and in & moment she
was on her kneos beside Paula, who was
weeping pitcously.

“Paula darling—oh, Paula!” Polly mur-
mured soothingly. “Den't dear—don’t!"

“Weally, Polly, I'm twying not to,” was
the sobbing answer. “But it is too dwead-

ul; T ean’t stand it, don't you kunow!
Bwenda’s wuflianism—"

“ Paula t”

“I=I'm sowwy to uso such a stwong cx-
pwession,” Paula went on, wiping her eycs.
“ Howevah, theah is no othah word for it.
That geal will be the wuin of me1”

“No, dear,” Polly comforted her lovingly.
“It_is trying, of course, but you mustu't
let it distress you so.”

“I twy not to; ovah and ovah again T
am t\winq!" was the wailing  response.
“But she's my cousin, and evewybody
knows it. And then for the geal to behave
liko that! T shall havi a bweakdown, Polly.
I—Im not stwong, you know.”

“It is a shame—a jolly shame!” Polly
burst out at last, her real feelings coming
to the surface. *'Oh, Paula, T veally don't
wonder ab your being so upsct !”

“Thank you, Polly deal. You arc a twue
fwiend, T wealise only too well haow you
and Betty wegard me. You won't thwow
me ovah, T know, because I am that geals
cousin 1"

“The idea, Paula!®

“Howevah, there are geals in the Form—
they are weady to call after me, so angwy
they are. And what wonder, bai Jove
I— Howevah, Polly deah, nevah mind
my iwoubles!” Paula wound up, putting
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away her handkerchicf at last.
win the matel, that’s the point?
““We did, Paula, by a thrilling goal at the
moment! 8o cheer up, dear!” Polly
ed, catehing the still rather tearful girl
by both hands. “The Fourth for ever, you
know!”

“Did you

Only I wish, Polly—ch,
ish Bwenda hed nevah entered the

school !

At that very instant, as it Lappened,
Brenda entered the study. She saw that her
cousin had been weeping, and she scowled
seornfully.

“Huh, what are you howling about ¢ she
snapped,  “If you were me, there might be
some excuse .

“PBwenda,” Paula said tremblingly, “I
wouldn't be you for worlds!”

“Through being ordered off the field
Brenda rushed on, her speech conrsening as
it always did when she was excited, * Miss
Ttedgrave has got me gated for u weck.
Anmd that’s what DBetty wanted, no doubt,
the sneak !”

“Bwenda,” said Paula as tremulously as
“I wegwet having lo use a stwong
expwession, but if the twath musl be told,
it serves you wight. ¥Yes, wather!

“Wha-n-at * serceched Brenda,  * You
are my cousin——"
“And well she knows i, interpesed

Polly. T don’t want to use any sirong
cxpression cither, but I think you are a
nasty, -detestable givl! A--a—a—-"

“You hear what she calls me?” yelied
Brenda, uppealing to Paala.  “Me, your
own cousin

“And,” cried Polly, after talking a deep
breath, “the sooner you clear out of Alor-
cove the better!”

Then the madeap was gone, and the door
closed behind her—slam!

“Huh!”  snorted Brenda
that's what you say, loo, Paula?”

“Yo—yes; Bwenda, yos, wather!” Paul
had confessed before she knew what she
5

“Porhaps

ving.
““goll, I'm not gone yet!” Brenda flared
out, turning back to the door. “And until

am gono you've got to put up with me
whether you like it or not !

Hor hand w d tho door open, She
slermed from the room, and then the four
wally shook as she shut that same door with
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oven
usedl.
Bang! went the deor, and poor Paula
collapsed again with o hand at her heart.
“Dweadful—dweadful I she moaned to
herself.  “Gwacious  goodness, whatovah
shall I do if this goes on much longer 7

twice the violenee that Polly had

SR

CHAPTER &.
The Meeting in the Dark. .
UT would this state of things, so dis-
B turbing te the whole Jife of the Form,
have te go on much Jonger?

Girls even us undesirable as Brenda
Rarvel sometimes have to be tolerated, in tho
hope that by degrees they will he “licked
into shape,” and it is not for their school-
fellows to scheme to get them expeled. Nor
were Betty and Polly, necdless to say, bent
upon getting rid of Brenda just beecause of

her objectionable ways.

They were willing, as Belty had shown by
including Brenda in ihe hockey team, to
give the unpleasant girl every chance,

They bad finished their prep. and were
sitting quietly in the study discussing low
best they could help Paula and her difficult
cousin, when suddenly that very signal camo
to their ears which they had heard on tho
first night of ihe term.

A faint, shrill whistle!

Polly bounded up, whilst Betty rose to
her feet in a less excitable manner., .

“Wait w bit,” DBetty pleaded softly.
“What pavt of the grounds did that sound
come from?” .

In a few moments a repetition of the
shrill whistle gave the answer.

The person who was sending thal faint
call through the darkness was stationed
somewhere on the outskirts of the spacious
grounds behind the schoel buildings.

“Porhaps along the side Jane,” con-
| jeetured Betty, “and I guess I know the
" exack spot wherve the person could have gol
| through the boundary hedge.”
| * Do you think it has any conneetion wi
Brooda 7 asked Polly.

Betty nodded. TPaula had told her how
Brenda had left the building in answer to
that whistle.

“I think it has,” rveplied Betty, “And I
think we ought fo find oul who Brenda’s

N

visitor is.”
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“Well, then, come along!” urged Polly,
fuming to be off. .

The girls very seldom went downstairs at
ihis time of the evening, so, as a pretext for
leaving the etudy, Betty had already written
out some notice for the Form-board. She
picked this up, and had it in her hand as
she went along tho corridor with Polly,

Just as well, too! For as they were going
by Paula’s door it opened and Brenda stood
revealed. She yas coming away from the
study, bub ]Il’.‘si\.}ﬂbed, and her eyes flashed
suspicion for an instant, as if she associated
Betty and Polly’s movement towards the
stairs with that mysterious signal, Then she
saw the paper ijmf. Beity held, and her
face cleared. :

But she turned back into the study and
closed tho door, having changed her mind
ovidently about going downstairs as the
coast was not clear, .

A minute laler the chums wore at a back
dovr of the schoolhonse. Tt was not locked
until tho time for call-over. Full of joy at
taving encountered no one, they slipped out
into the deep darkness and silently closed
the door behind them,

At that moment they heard the whistle
again.

“Good!" was Polly’s gleeful whisper.
“Don’'t mind how often the signal comes
now; it will guide us to the spot where the
signaller is Jurking.”

But, as Beity had said, there was really
no need for guidance, All they had to do
was to work forward very cautiously under
cover of the darkness to the back boundary
hedge.

This they began to do, although some-
thing happened beforo they had gone fifty
paces to make them stop dead with heating
hearts,

The faintest sound bad come to their ears
from the back porch which had been their
starting point.

Someone coming after them? Yes, surcly
the back door had been opened and elosed
again as softly as possible!

Then a thought flashed upon the gil's
ds, and alarm gave placo to renewed

of cource, was Brenda—Brenda

cping out to answer the signal, little
dreaming that two of her schoolfellows were
going to he unseen auditors, listening to
v word that passed!
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“Down—down I* Betty gestured to her
chum, and in a twinkling both girls wero
erouching low, with a surround of bushes to
screen them.

‘Lurking there, they actunlly saw Brenda’s
vague figure go stealthily by in the dark-
ness. Sho was in & nervous stale. At every
othor stop she cast a frightencd glanco
behind or looked this way and that. But
she never saw the schoolgir] detectives!

A few seconds of tense suspense and sho
was gope—had vanished into the darkness,
making for ihe boundary hedge. Aund now
Betty and Polly felt that it was safe for
them to go on again in the same direction,

Never in their lives had they trod with
such cauti How great was tho need for
care, however, when one clumsy step might
spoil overything |

But if Betty and Polly were treading
softly, so was the girl they werc stealing
after. And in this way cxireme caution
nys].:]y frustrated the vory purpese of the
girls. 5

Tor suddenly they found they, had slmosi
overtaken Brenda. Two or three more
steps in the darkness, and the chums would
surély have been discovered.

Heart in mouth, they came to a dead
stop, still unnoticed, luckily. A woman
was close at hand. Sho had picked up the
sound of Brenda’s approach somehow, and
was_whispering : .

“Is that you? This way—quick !’

. “Sh!” Drenda could be heard whisper-
ing back. “I am not sure it was safo to
come. I must not stay——"

“There is no need,” broke in the woman.
“Here, take this—take this paper quick,

and guard it! It is “the document—you
know [

Woman and girl were close together now.
The paper, whatever it was, passed from
hand to hand; then Betty and Polly werke
aware of Brenda’s whipping about and
darting back to the schoolhonse,

There had been no conversation after all
—only the handing over of that document
for the schoolgirl to guard. Bub surely
that in itself was very mysterious?

Betty and  Polly crouched down, for
Brenda was geing by very close to their
ambush. She did nof seo them, but a few
seconds after she had elipped away some
faint sound made by the girls startled the

lurking woman.
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They saw her shoot a frightened, peering
ﬁlance towards tho sim: whero they were

iding; than she flashed about, and sped
away.

Tho bushes rustled for a moment; then
she was through the hedge, and Betty and
Polly were all alone in the nightbound
grounds, with nothing else to do but creep
back to the schoolhouse and slip indoors
without being seen,

This they did, and five minutes later
they were back in their study, telling
Madge. ;

“Boor Paula, too!” Betty suddenly ox-
claimed, nfter they had talked things over
in hushed voices. “You know why I say
that

“ Becauso——" .

“The girl is hor cousin, and yet ihat girl
is clearly leagued with & wornan over some
kit of villainy!” muttered Betty tensely.

Polly Linton nodded.

“Yes, bui who is the woman?"” DPolly
asked.

Betty was silent for a moment.

“I am not sure,” sho replied at length,
“but I think she lives in tf:e house in the

ane.
Polly whistled.
“What—where we saw the girl's face at
the window ?” she asked. .
Betty nodded.
*“Then docs that mean Drenda is con-
nected with the cottage?’’ queried Polly.
“Obviously,” returned Betty. :
‘“Poor Paula!” ejeculated Polly. “And
Brenda is her cousin I .

CHAPTER 8.
Not a Nice Girl.

o UICK, girls! Now is our chance—
sho's alone!”
“Oh, good!”
“ Spiffing I
The words passed in excited whispers,
suggesting a conspiracy,
Four girls in all were parties to the mis-
chief that was afoot.
. Ome—the girl who had suddenly returned
into this Fourth Form study at Morcove
with that gleeful cry: “She’s alone ["—was
Grace Garfield, and Grace was cvidently the
ringleader.
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“Where's
eagerly. :

“Here you are,” was Ella Elgood's ready
response, as she whisked a large sheot of
cardboard from under onc corner of the
study carpet. “I thought it best o change
the hiding-place. The cupboard was mnot
exactly——-""

““No, just as well,” approved Graco.
“Brenda Ravel is just the sort to stallc
in here when nobody is on hand and poks
about.™

“Ha, ha, ha!” chuckled Eva Z\Icn",
looking over Grace’s shoulder at cortain
words hand-printed upon the cardboard.
“I can’t help laughing!”

It is rather good,” agreed Mabel Rivers,
with a titter. “Well, then—"

“Yes, come on!” whispered tho ring-
leader. “We have twenty minutes before
afternoon school begins. 'Sh! Quiet!”

But all four wero tittering still as shey
stole out into the corridor and tip-tocd
along to one of the other studies.

Next moment the door of that study was
flung open by Grace, and she headed a
rush into the room. ,

Eva Merrick, coming last, flashed sabout
and shut the door, then stood with her back
to it. .

Altogether, the girl who had been alono
in the study a moment since had some
excuse for jumping up in surprise. But was
there any real reason why she should glaro
so furiously at the intruders? = Their broad
grins showed that this was only a bit of
schoolgirl fun.

the placard, then?” she pauted
Glla—>"

“Here, what do you want?” Brenda
Ravel snap}')ed. “Get out of here! Go on
—sheer i

“ Brenda—-""

“Clear out, T tell you!"

“There, you ave!” exclaimed Grace Gar-
field, appealing to her cronies. “She
hasn't got it in her to behave nicely, even
when we do pay her a visit, Lot her
alone, and she as good as yells after you:
‘Yah, stuck-up snob!" Pay her a visit,
and she tells you to clear out.”

“Oh, she's a horrid girl!”
“Do you hear, Brenda?

»

said Eva.
You really aro

“A tiresome creature!” said Ella.

“ Anything but a nice girl, really!” said
Mabel. 7

“I don't caye if T am, so ses!” Brends
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)
"fAared out again. 1t was a great mistake
on her part, but sho always did the clumsy
thing. “Nice or nasty, I am Paula's
cousin!”

The moment sho zaid this, all four girls
went off inte peals of laughter.

“¥Ha, ha, ha! He, he, he! Oh, dedr!
Ha, ha, ha!”

“You silly lot of idiots!”” snapped Brenda.

“But it is too funny,” Grace explained to
her chucklingly. “Not a nico girl, but
Paula Creel’s cousin! Just what we are so
sick and tired of being giveh to understand,
Your slogan, Brenda—* I'm Paula’s cousin !”
-—wg almost hear it in our sleep!”

“In fact,” said Ella, who had possession
of the cardboard, “we thought we would
do you a kindness, Brende. We thought we
would get the words printed for vou. so
you could wear them round your neck.”

“That's tho idea,” tittered Mabel. “8ive
you the trouble of saying them so oftcn.
Show her, Ella.”

Then ‘Ella turned the big card face-wise
to this girl. who, truth {o tell, deserved
every bit of the dislike sho had incurred
amongst her schoolfellows,

Brenda Ravel glared at the words. and
then her ugly temper revcaled itself to
tre full,

She snatched up a ruler—would have
hurled it at one or another of the teasing
four, but they were too quick for her.

With & combined swoop they fell upon
her--not roughly, but very effectively, all
the same. The ruler was whipped from
that clenched hand of Brenda’s, and,
struggling madly, she was bundled down
into a chair,

There Mabel and Eva held her fast, whilst
Graco and Ella set to work to tie her
sccurely to the chair with some lengths of
strong cord that had been brought along
for the purpose.

Again there was no roughness about the
way tho japers did their work: but, again,
that work was most successfully accom-
plished. -

Twoeminutes—no longer—and Brenda
Ravel was a squirmiing, helpless captive in
tho chair, with a placard hanging about
her neck.

“AP vight, yon eats!™ she hissed, as the
mirthful four prepared to depart. *You
Wittt
“Ha, ba, ha!”
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“T'll_get you into frouble over this, I
willl T'Il get the whelo pack of you—7"
“Ta-ta, Paula’s cousin!” mocked Grace.
She blew tho infuriated captive a kiss,
;;.\Ei,nd you let Paula sce the card! Ha, ha,
a !

And they went out, slamming the door
behind them, and could be heard laughing
all the way along the corridor =

“He, be, hie!”

CHAPTER 10.

“So distressing”
FEW minutes ecarliec Paula Creel
A had been turning into the Fourth
A Fopm corridor. She had been up-
stairs to comb her ir, Paula
therefore was looking exceedingly dainty
when she had encountered Graco Garfield
and Co. These young ladies bore the swell
girl of tho Form no real illwill. But they

loved teasing her,

“Yes, quite nice,” remarked Grace, look-
ing Paula up and down. v

“Weally, you think so, do vou?” Pauln
responded, with a pleased smile, *Thank
you, Gwacie deah! A compliment is always
gwatifying.”

“The pity of it is,” sighed Grace, “ that
cousiu of yours doesn't know how to dress
nicely,”

“Er—er—yes, wather!” smiled Paula.

The smile was fading. That cousin of
hers—when, when Wml}%‘ she hear the last
of her? .

“Your cousin, Paula—"

“ Er—pwecisely, geals! Howevah, if yon
would kindly wefwain for once—"

- “Oh, you don’t like us to talk about her!
But you always remind us that she is your
cousin, Paula, den't you?” said Grace. .

“T—er—yes, wather! Wealising, goals,
that Bwenda has wather & way o aggwa-
vating some of you, I do feel constwained
to wemark, now and then, that she weally
is my cousin. T wegard it as a duty,” said
Paula, “to wemind myself fwequently thas
Dwenda is my cousin.”

“Brenda docsn't allow you to forget it,
does she?" twittered Mabel,

“Hark!" sai Eva. “Surely that fia
Brenda now, calling for dear Cousin Paula!
Can’t you hear her?”

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed Paula, giving ear
to the very distinet sercech that was coming
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from her study. *Yes, wather! A most
distwessing  ewy! A twuly howwible
seweeeh! 1 wondah what it means?”

“Better go and see!” all four mischief-
wurkers advised her, scampering off,

“Yos, - wnther—yes, bai Jove!” Paula
sighed heavily to herself, as she went an
alone to her study. * Weully, life is twuly
twying these days! Howevah, I must twy
to forget, when I can, that 1 have a geal
like Bwenda for my ‘cousin. I——  Oh,
gweat Scott! Bwenda!”

Tor Paunla, pushing open tha study door,
boheld that girl writhing in the chair to
which she was tied—beheld, too, the label
round her nec

Another mmlnderl Ugh'

“I'm not a nice girl,” shricked the
_placard, “but I'M PAULA CREEL'S
LOU‘%!\T'“

“Bwenda!”

“Cousin  Paula!. Here, set me [free,
Consin Paula!” velled Brenda.

“Yes, wather! Pweeisely! Howevah,
pway, Bwenda—"

“Don't stand gaping! Don't stand sim-
w idiot!” fumed Brenda. “Do

“My dear Bwenda, I—T am supwised!
Pway wemove that placard! It is a we-
minder that you are my cousin, and =
“How can T fake the thing off when 1

o

am tied up?
“Bai \T{no, no! IID\\'Mah———-'
“Scissors—get  the scissors! Cut  the
cords!” cried Brendm shrilly. * Oh, these
;m'ls Oh, won't I pay them out some-
how

Paula, in a sort of dazed way, started to
hunt for the scissors. But before she could
find them there came a sudden rush of glrLs
about the opon doorway.

“Hallo! Oh!"

*Goodnesst” -

“How funny! Paula, is sho going into
school wearing that label?"

“Beissors!” shriecked Brenda.  “Pauln,
how can you let your cousin be termented
liko this? Come on—quick!”

But ula, being unable to find the
soissors, though sho was doing the next
best thing by going to the door and ap-
pealing to the mirthful erowd.

Paula did not slam the door in their
faces; she was far ioo amiable and polite.
Ti she had slammed the door Brende would
have Dbeen satisfied.  What Paula simply

"J
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did, however, was to make the most affable
appcnl to tho crowd, with Brenda all tho
time writhing in the chair and coming out
with savage cries.

“Deah fwiends,” simpered. Paula, “1
wegwet that you should have awwived ab
this extwemely awkward moment. How-
evah—"

#Paula, scissors—a knife—a—"

“Howevah, geals, you will wealiso that
Bwenda is in an unfortunate pwedicament.
Ycu. wather! Some wascally geals have

“Gct me out of this, you idiot!
away—

“Perpetuwated o cwuel jape. Tt is ex-
twemely impwobable that they wealised how
cwuel it was, geals. . Howevah T

Crash! came a sudden interruption to
Paula's amiable meanderings, as Cousin
Brenda, in an effmt fo burst the cords,
Eo]l over, taking the chair with her,

“Half a sec.—don’t move!” Grace Gar-
field now pleaded quite gravely, stepping
into the room. “Let me read that placard!
Oh, but this is nothing m\w' We all know
s}:s is vour ecousin, Paula!’

“Yes, wather! Howevah——"

¥ We all know, too, she is not a nice
girl.

“ Pweeisely—T mean———

“Then why the pl;\cud 7" asked the vcry
girl who had helped to concoct it.

“ Ab,~why indeed 7 asked the mild Pauln.

“That is what surpwises me, So—so twuly
superfluous—iwhat |
evah—"

However, at that moment Brenda burst
tho cords, and up she sprang like a tigress.
With a sort of howl, she launched herself
at Grace, starting to scratch and claw.

Nor would Grace have come off 1ght1v,
pethaps, if it had not been for one hind-
rance to Brenda's fury.

The large shect of cardboard was still
fapping at her chest, and she had to pause

Como

and full back a step to get rid of the thing.!

Grace, amidst yells of delight, made a
leughing flight from the study.
drew to the far end of the corrider, then
fetched up to go off into fresh peals of
laughter. Ella, Eva, and Mabel ran to re-
join her, and ‘that was the signal for the
rest of the crowd to disperse.

In a few moments two girls only were
left at the doorway. They had turned up
just as Gracoe scampered away, so they had

She with-

L

Yes, wather! Flow- -
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missed the cream of the business.  For
which reason Paula Crcel now embarked
upon what promised to be g very graceful
but most boring explanation.

“My deah Betty—my deah Polly,” Paula
began; but Betty Barton, the Form cap-
tain, made a sign that she could draw her
own_ conclusions,

“I wegwet to say, geals

“Oh, turn them out, those two!” hissed
Brenda. “They are as bad as tho rest. Get
away, the pair of you!”

Then Betty and Polly, shrugging, passed
on, causing Paula to heave a sigh as sho
closed the study door. -

“Theah again, Bwenda,” she said regret-
fully, “you made a gweat mistake, ci‘::'m
gou know. Pwobably Beity Barton was
extwemely disposed to sympathise with you
for once.” d
“Piffle!” sneered Brenda, flouncing her-
self to rights. “I know Betty Barton! I
know Polly, too! I hate the lot of 'em!”

“0h, weal—"

“And how you, my own cousin, can he
so pally with them, I don’t know!" stormed
on the unpopular girl. “You don't care a
gerap how they treat mel”

“Bwenda, T must pwotest!” Paula said
gently, “I do care a gweat deal how they
tweat you. It gwieves me—yes, wather!
Howevah, T also care how you tweat them,
don’t you know.”

“0Oh, shut up!”

“I should be extwemely glad to wefwain
fwom all wemarks, Bwenda. Howevah, I
weally am—er—constwained to wemind you
that you are & most ‘p)vovokixxg geal”

“1'm your cousin!”

“Yes, Bwenda, T do not forget it,"” sighed
Paula. “It is my own cousin who is always
aggwavating the 'geals. Tt is my own
cousin who was dismissed from the hockey
field the other afternoon, for wough play.

‘here  have been other disagweeable
mnl.b:hs, bal Jove, Howcvah, I wefwain

“You'd _ better!” snapped Brenda.
“There's the bell for classes, so the best
thing you_can do is to get away down-
stairs. ~ MWL good you are to me! Oh,
& fine friecnd I have in-my own cousin!” -
. This_wes almost too much for Paula—
the unfairness of that reproach! She was a
girl of keen sensibilities, and any rough,
unkind wopds hurt her eruelly, If there

»
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was an interval of two minutes or so be-
tween the time Paula left that study and
the time she got down to tho classroom,
and if Paula did look rather red about tho
Bfes when she was ready to go into tho
class-room—well, it is not to her disgrace.

renda found her cousin mooning about
oulside the class-room, although the other
girls had all gone in by now.

“What, haven't you gone in yet?”
snapped the rough girl.

“I wather thought it was my duly to
wait for you, Bwends,” was the genile

answer,

“Huh! Well, come on, then! .And if we
get rowed for being late, I'm going to
tell, so sec!”

A look of horror came into Paula’s face.
If there had hbeen time to do so, sho
would have implored her cousin not to bo
50 mean a8 to make any complaint; but
Brenda was already entering the class-room.

Wark was to begin this afterncon undor
Miss Massingham.  And there stood that
Jady—quite the sternest mistress an un-
punctual scholar could have to reckon with
—waiting to receivo the two with a cold: ~

“What does this mean, pray? You heard
the bell I

Then Brenda did the dreadful thing.

To Paula’s increased horror, she pointed
out Grace Garfield,, who was sitting at her
desk with tho other girls,

“T'm late, Miss Massingham, becanse that
girl tied mo to a chair,” shrilled Brenda.
“And she's got to be punished!”

“Oh! Ocoo!” eame from the whole clasa.
They were sharing Paula’s horror to tho
full—horror that one girl should ‘“blab
against another. .

Miss Massingham herself looked disgusted.

“What are you saying, Brenda?”

“I'm saying that Grace Garfield—"

“Do you think it right to say it?" cut
in the mistress sharply, " Whatever silly
joke has been played upon you, don't you
now better—haven't you a better sense of
ordinary schoolgir]l honour—than to tell
tales 1

Then the mistress turned to poor Paula.

“Paula, this girl—sho is your, cousin?”

“Er—yes, wather! I wegwei—that is to
say, Miss Massingham, she is my cousin.
Pwecisely,’> 3

“Then I think it is a pity,” exclaimed Misy
Massingham withnring]!;, “that you do not
try to instil a little spirit into your cusin.”

v
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AT do twy I protested poor Paula sadly.
“Weally, don’t you knmow, I twy most
fwightfully |  Howevah—"

“¥ou had better keep on trying,” said
Miss Massingham dryly.

And on that understanding, as it were, she
waved both girls to their places.

Brenda went to her seat with a swing of
the shoulders at every step. She wanted to
show how little she cared what Miss Massing-
ham thought of her, or what the girls
thought of her, and sho certainly succeeded.

nd Paulu* .

“You had betier keep on trying,” she
scemed to hear Miss Massingham saying
over and over again all that afternoon.
Just as if sho, unhappy cousin to that
graceless girl, had not tried cnough.

It was an hour later, and Miss Redgrave
had taken ever the class from her superior,
when Polly Linton suddenly whispered be-
hind hor hand to Betty, sitting next to her:

“Look at Paula, Betty! Is she erying?”

No, it was not as bad as that. But Betty,
seizing her chance when Miss Redgrave was
busy at a cuphoard, slipped close to the swell

girl.
“What's the matter, Paula dear? Can’t

you do the wok? You do look so
troubled.”
“The work’s all wight., DBetty,” was

Paula’s sighing whisper. *You know—oh,
" &

you know what’s wong.
Then there was a quick nod from Botty,
and a soothing word :
“Como to Study 12 after school, Paula!”
Yos; Betty knew!

CHAPTER 11.
To Solve a Mystery.

HERE was a most inviting look
I about Study 12 when Paula Creel
drifted in at half-past four

whits cloth was setting off

dainty tea-things, The aroma of {reshly
brewed tea was in the air. 2

“Now, you just take tho old casy chair,
Pm'xlu dear,” counsclled Betty, “and cheer
up I” i
* “Yes, wather1” assented the aristocrat of
the Form. “Geals, this is extwemely
decent of you, hai Jove! What with one
thing and anothah, I have been feeling
weady to dwop!”

.the impressive alk,
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Paula
low_chal.

“You shall have tea on your lap,"” sug-
gestd® Polly gaily. “And then for a talk
about— allo, Madge! 8o you remem-
bered the invitation, instead of gning off to
play the joarner in the music-room ?”

“Yes, of course 'I remembered,” said
Madge. “I thought of the hard life Paula
is having at present. T condole with you,
Paula.”

“Thank you, Madge deah!” exclaimed
that young ]nci_y taking her teacup upon
her lap. “This is weally a welcome
wespite, bal Jove, to be with you geals,
away fwom my howwid cousin for.a few
minutes.”

““Madge knows we want to have a serious
talkk about Brenda presently,” Betty re-
marked gravely, “But have your tea first,
Paula.”

Thus, for a fow minutes, the talk was of
a generel kind, although it was not as
mirthful as usual.

“You see, geals,” Paula exclaimed sud-
denly harking back to that trouble which
was proving the bane of her life, “therc
is no knowing how long it is going to last,
bai Jove! This covsin of mine may even
weturn to school next term.”

“Ohb, nol” seid Detty, with conviction.
“Somehow, I don’t think this state o
things will go on much longer.”

Paula was sitling very ereet in her casy
chair—a most unusual thing for that lan-
guid girl to do. Seldom, indeed, did sho
let herself get ns agitated as she was at
this moment.

“What have you found out, then?” she
added tensely. “Tell me—"

“We think the time has come for us to
tell you, Paula,” Betty said gravely. “And
we must warn you that it is going to give
you a nasty turn. We have found that
Brenda’s mother is living within a mile or
80 of this school in that loncly house. She
visited the schoolgrounds one evening to
see Brenda, and 1 made inquiries and learnt
ber name was Mrs. Ravel. 8he is supposed
to be living alone. but we think she is
not alone.”

“We saw someono clso!” Tolly took up
“There is a girl in
»

gu;\ed Paula. 4
“You mean to say— 1

“Not a prisoner—no; bub she is under

dropped there and thea into the
r.

that lonely house—"
“What 'a pwisoner?”

-
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some rostraint or other,” DBetty
quickly, “Why wo have yet to find out.”
*“Bai Jov s wathor !” Paula ex-
claimed, standing up out of sheer agitation.
¥ { gwacious geals if it is like this it
wather begins o look as if Bwenda and
her mother aro—are—— Weally T don’t like
to use a stwong cxpwession but are they
w'ong ‘uns, geals?  Aro they?”

“8it down, dear; keep calm,” Betty
soothed the agitated girl., “As I said just
now, it was bound to be a shock to vou.
There is really some ugly business behind
it all, If not. why should your ecousin
Brends have to hide the fact from veu
and all of ws that her mother is af that
house 1

“Apd why do the two have to meet in
secret?” msked Polly grimly.

“The mother eimo to the school
grounds after dark the other night,
Paula.  That is a thing we did not tell you

T
at the time,” Detty said. “Polly and I
were on walch, and we saw Brenda slip
ouf and speak to Mrs. Ravel.” |

“Cood gwacious +  |—T—— Weally—-"

“And wo saw,” put in Polly impressively
~—"we saw Mrs. vel hand a paper—sonie
mysterious document—to her stepdanghter.
Brenda has that paper now, and wouldn't I
just like to know what it is!”

Paula sat down as il quiic overcame.
Then she stood up again, fanning her face
with her handkerchief,

“Geals, weally, I—— Bal Jove !” was all
sho could stammer, “It is getting dweadful,
don't you know! Who is that geal at the
lonely house, ther? Who is she?”

“Ah!” cxclaimed Polly, exchanging an-
other glance with Betty and Madgo. * That
is what we have to find out, tho sooner the
better 1 H

“Yes,” was Botty’s sober rejoinder,
whilst Madge gave a nod of agreomont.
“And to find out who that girl is, I, for
am ready to do a rather desperato

me!” said Polly exuberantly.

“I aw in this, too, but net you, Panla,”
M;dgc added, with rhut calm smile of hers.
“Your part is_simply to go on putting u
with Cousin Mendn.” g ¥ £

Paula gave a grimace,

“You wish me to wetiro to my own den

pwesently, and spend the evening with
Bwenda? Ugh! Howevah. 2
“No need to s.th‘k {oo close to her,” Beity

said 1 said comfortingly
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“Just do as you would
do any other cvening. Only, for gooduness’
sake, bo careful not to let a word that will
put her on her guard! You will bo very
careful, won't you?”

Paula’s wnswer te that was about the
most emphatic “Yes, wather!” that sho
had ever voiced.  She showed a readiness
to quil Study 12 at once, but the chums
would not let her hurry away,

Nor, when tws or three other girls
droppod in. did Betty and Tolly give any
hint that company, for onece, was not de-
sired,

Only it somehow came about that, by
six o'clock, Pauta had gono at last, and so
had all athen callors, Madge, too, was
heard runving o some of her brilliant
pieces.

And now did Betty and Polly set shout
doing that desperate thi at which they
Lad hinted during their after-tea talk with
Paula s

Something fac more thrilling this cvenin
than a trip ost into tho pightbound
grounds to lie in wait for a chance visit
by Mrs. Ravel.

They were going -0 slip elong to the
house 'in the lane although that house was
more than a mile fiom the school.

Ov rather that was what they hoped to
do if only they coukl manage it,

Scizing their obanco when the corridor
was deserted. tha Study 12.couple slipped
away from that ronm  Swiftly and silently

they sped downstairs, bearing, amongst
other sounds, Madge's brilliant  piano
playing.

That particular sound seemed to amuse
Dolly. She was ulmost chuckling as she
and Betty crept round into a certain pase
sage leading to a back way out of tho
house.

“Madge is going it at the joanna as hard
as usual,” whispered the madeap. “ Who
would ever think she had promised to join
us i:al:ltsidr: before another Gve minutes iy

Botty gestured with onc finger: “'Sht”
Sho peered back along the dim passage,
then shot a questioning look at her chum,

“Now, shall we venture?”

“Yos, cut along 1™

8o’ without a sound, the handle of the
unbolted door was furned, and next
moment the Form ecaptain und her chum
were in tho open air ! .
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CHAPTER 12.
The Houss in the Lano,

HIE scene changes. Wo see tho in-

I terior of that old house in the lane

which has become the centre of so
much interest to Betty & Co.

This lamp-lit parlour on which the eur-
tain has risen is onc of the very few rooms
which are habitable. Many are quite un-
furnished, theic floors laden with the dust
of years.

But here, sitting in a brooding attitude
by the small fire is the mysterious woman
whom the chums of Morcove hayo come to
speak of as Brenda Ravel's mother.

An illfavoured woman truly, Tall and
angular, with a bard face that looks as if
it was casily conforted by Bashes of temper
-~that is Mrs. Ravel,

"That beautiful young girl whose presence
in the old house is a secret that Mrs, Ravel
is guarding—why is she not sharing the
warmth and brightness of this cosy room
this evening?

Has she been banished to some other part
of tho house—to some room that is really
1o better than a prison cell? Do they
really stand in that relationship to each
other—gaoleress and girl prisoner?

If so, ther surely 1t is time indeed that
Betty & Co. cleared up tho whole strange
mystery, even ab the cost of a month’s
gating for breaking bounds!

. . . x

In a moment that a lond-ticking clock
struck the half-hour after Mrs Ravel
got up from her seat by th ¢, It was
as if sho had been waiting for what, she
had decided, should be the time for certain
actions.

Having made up tho fire, she went to the
window and took & look at the night.

Then, picking a dark cloak from the baclk
of a chair, she put it about her shoulders,
thus equipping gcrsnlf for a journcy out-
of-doors

But only a moment afterwards she was
seizod with hesitation, and off came the
cloak, to be laid upon the cheir again.

#1 had better be sure first!” she mut-
tered to herself.

Very stealthily after that she opened
‘tho room door, and stole forth into the
passage.

Just as stealthily she made her way up
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one flight ot stairs after another, until sho
was right at the top of the house, umongst
what were once the servants’ attics.

Going silently round a corner and along
a short passage, sho stopped at o door at
the end. A glimmer of candle-light came
through the ﬁ(ryhole, but this was soon
blotted out as Mrs. Ravel stooped and put
one cye to the tiny aperure.

What she had scen by sceretly pecping
into the room cvidently gratified her. She
was giving a leer of satisfuction es sho stole
away from the door and round the corner
as_quictly as the had come.

Less than a minute later she made the
same errand to that attic door again, only
this timo her step was perfectly audible.

This time, too, she tapped ai the door,
then swept into the room.

The light of the candle showed n young
girl lying in bed—not asleep, however.

“Huh!" exclaimed Mrs. Ravel, after eye-
ing her very distrustfully for a mowment.
“Early to go to bed, my girl!”

“Yos, I know it is,” was the answer;
“but 1 felt it was tho best thing I eould

0.

“Why "

The girl lying there, on what was little
better than a pallet bed, shrugged.

“Starting to ajl, are you?" Mrs. Ravel
threw out unecasily. “But how am I to
know you are not shamming? Just to
make me have the doctor in to you, and -
then—* !

“No, I am neither ill nor pretending fo
be ill,” the girl struck in coldly. *Is it
likely I want to make you fetch a doctor,
when you have warned mo that anything 1
do to reveal my cxistence to others will
force you to destroy that paper.”

“Ah, yes—that paper!” Jeered the
woman, “I am running. risks by nod
destroying it at once, but its existence cer-
tainly does serve that wuscful purpose.
Whilst you know it is still about the house
somewhere, there is a strong inducement
for you to keep in with me—ch?”

This time the girl did not answer She
twitched about in her bed as if she wanted
to ery out: “Oh, go away! I hate you!™

«Well, there, ta get to bed is about thoe
best thing you can_do, my girl, these long,

dull, lonely evenings,” Mrs. Ravel ro-

marked, hes suspicions allayed. ““Do you

want the candle fo read by*” . !
i h. DD!“
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“Then T'll take it away, shall 17"

Mrs. Ravel made that remark as care-
lessly ns the girl had made hers. At heart,
however, the woman was quite execited. The
candle’s not being wanted was proof, she
felt, that the girl really meant to try to
get to sleep.

" Good-mught, then, though 1 shall most
likely look in again last thing,” Mrs Ravel

- said, backing into the passage and taking
the candle with her.

“Good-night I the girl responded curtly.

The door clicked shut, and in the dark-
ness she ab once watched the keyholo in-
tently.

By the way the light from the other side
slowly faded from tﬁat tiny hole, she could
tell for certain that Mrs. Ravel really had
gone away.

Left in this deep darkness, and with the
whole house so utterly silent, there was
every inducement for a girl, full of lassi-
tude through being cooped within doors
day after day, to scck sleop at once.  But
sleep was the very last thing this girl do-
sired, as her actions now showed,

For a little while sho sat up in her hed
listen intently. Then she threw back the
coverings, stepped to the floor, and*put on
a dressing-gown.

Without a sound she passed from the
dark attic #nd_round to onc at the front
of the house. Tt was perfectly bare, Cross-
ing the dirty flom in her stockinged foct,
she took hor station at the curtain less win-
dow and watched,

A young moon was shining on this side
of the house, and a silvery radiance was
nupon the ocuter wold.  So presently it was
an casy thing for the watching girl to de-
teet a cloaked figure going away from the
honse with quick, silent steps.

Mrs. Ravel! .

Tt was not hard to understand the mean-
ing of that triumphant smile which now

ickored at the girl's lips.
Her ruso had sueceedad !

She had only gone to bed early this even-
ing in the hope that her retirement would
induce Mrs, Ravsl to make a journey out
of doors.

From that front attic window the
saw  Mpys. Ravel pass out through
wickgt-gate and hasten away down the
mooit lanc. That was good cnongh. An-
other moment, and tho back attic had its
youthful oecnpant again, although the hed
was to remein empty.

girl
the
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Swiftly the girl dressed herself in hew
day things, hen she went downstairs,
straight to the front door,

Opening it just wido enough for the pur-
pose, she slipped out into the trellised
porch, and listened awhile.

“8Sho is not roturning,” she sald, in a
whisper to herself, and then sighed heavily.
“Ill be able to search the house once
more !

Hark !

What was that sound—a sound as
someone’s stealthy movements nob
in_the darkness?

Mrs. Ravel!  With a leaping heart the
girl stood wondering, Was it Mrs. Ravel,
stealing back to take her by surprise?

It might be—yes, it might he Lifo
was nothing but a battlo of wits between
them theso days. Time after time cach had
resoried to o ruse, a frick, and it was nok
at all unlikely that Mrs. Ravel had been
resorting to a trick this evening when she
left the house just now!

Once again the faintest of sounds, tho
stealthy movemeni of someome, just be-
yond the limits of the garded. Someone
was there, and who elso could it be but
Mrs. Ravel?

Whoever came this way after dark, to ro
past the lonely house, much less fto start
prowling around it?

She waitéd. For dlen, fiftecn,
seconds she waited and wateched. Then to
ber relief she seddenly made out  three
girlish figures, lurking cautiously in the

if of
far oft

tweniy

| shadows which the mooulight cast amongst

a clump of evergreens.

The daring trio had actually entered the
garden—not by the wicket-gate, but by
scrambling through thoe hedgo which partly
bounded the rank lawn,

The excited girl could no longer restrain
Lerself.

Through the silence she gent the faintest
of eneouraging signals:

“Coo-ec! Coms here—quick!”

She heard the girls' startled gasps, and
then she saw them streaking towards her,

“In here—it is safest!"’ she whispored.
stepping back into the dark house. *“‘Mrs.
Ravel is away., You must think it's strange
my ealling you like this, but since I saw
you in the lane—— Do you remember?

They were all
is what we arc

on 1"

“That

I
“Who—who are
speaking at once.
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dying to know. Who are you? Why are
you here? What is all the mystery 1" .

And then—amazing answer—tho gicl said
in great distress:

“1 cannot tell you—no, I cannot tell you
yet!™

CHAPTER 13,
Hide and Seek.
HE threo schoolgirls were BDetly,

l Polly, and Madge, for Madge's

piano-playing had not lasted long.
he, too, had suddenly slipped
down to a certain back door of the school-
house, reaching it just after the Study 12
couplo had made & dart for the open air.

In spoechless amazement for & moment or
so, these three chums stared at the girl
whoso identity was so puzzling, and she, in
return, peered back at cach of them, tho
cager scrutiny ovidently confirming all her
oxpeclations of the type of schoolgirl they

were. Tho best!
“Put lock here!” broke out Betty
“This is aliogether too queer.

breathlessly.
You have been living here with Mrs. Ravel
all this time—""

Yo

*“And sho bas kept your presence n
53&[’?“4?"
“Yes.”
“Not only that!” put in Polly excitedly.
“You have been compelled, for some reason
. or other, to keep to the house as if it wero
your prison. 1 mean, although yon wero
freo to run away, you did not dare.”
“No.'

“Then why—what—""

“ And yeb you are glad that we have come
{o sco you, Yes, we were on the way to
seo you when vou called us in,” Madge
.\lingan interposed. “Do you need help?
You are glad we have turned up this even-

ing—your looks tell us hew glad you are.”
“(lad! Oh, if you only knew how glad I
feol P tho mystery gitl exclaimed. “1 want

to talk with yon—tell you many things
before you go away. Only I cannot tell you
my name for the present, I feel it hest
net to.”

“TThis is the question!” Polly burst out,
interrupting the calmer Botty. *‘How can
we help yout Will you come away with
we—naw, this minute? Do—dol!”

They wero still standing together in the

.a few days ago.
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‘unlighted hall. But the parlour door

was
fire
the
the

open, and a gleam of flamo from tho
gave sufficiont illumination to show
chums what a wistful look came into
girl’s face as that entrcaty was voiced.

No doubt about it, she longed to come
awny with them—at once!

“Daren’t you, then?’ whispered Madge.

“I-I— Oh, it is not so much that 1
dare not! T havo to consider whether it is
wise—the bost thing for mysell in the long
run; the best thing for others, too.” was
the mystery girl's answer,

“¥You puzzle us!” exclaimed Tolly. *Oh,
why—why: i

“T will tell you in a fow words,” the girl
broke out, nn({ eagerly the trio listened. b
ought not to leave this house—I really dare
not run awey from Mrs. Ravel, much as [
dislike her and hato the dreadful life—-until
I'have found a certain paper.”

“A paper!” echoed Betty sharply.

“A—— Do you mean a document?”
jerked out Polly, “Oh, then. =

“Yes; a certain document.”

“Then that is the document, surely, that
Mrs. Ravel handed to Brenda a few even-
ings ago!” Polly exclaimed, turning  to
Betty and Madge.

Those two nodded quickly.

“QOf courso, you are quite awarc that
Mrs. Ravol has & daughter at the school?”
Betty said to the girl. *Well, there have
been secret mectings between the two.
Mrs. Ravel has boen stealing into the school

grounds after dark to talk with  her
daughter.”

“Yes, sho has gono to the gchoul this
evening.”

“Phew!” was Polly's whistled” comment.
“Then that was tho woman we dodged nside
to avoid on the way here. Dut to get back
to that papor. A few cvenings ago a couple
of us eaw Mrs. Ravel hand Brenda Ravel a
document. It was done in a great hurry,
but—— Why, what a turn this scems to
be giving you!"’

“ A document—handed to
whispered hoarsely.  “Oh, then, you aro
right—you must be! That is tho document
T have been longing to get hold of. It was
hidden nbout the house, somewhere, up to
1 know that, because Mrs.
Ravel made a point of letting me sce it now
and then.”

“So as to induce vou to be patient and
stay on here?” .

Brenda!™ she
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“Yes, thal’s itt DBut if she has since
handed it over to the girl who is at school

“Why, it simply means,” struck in Polly
exuberantly, “you have no need to stay
here any longer!
us, as wo want you to.”

“T havo need to get hold of that paper.
Ob, that is my desperate need!” the girl
answered, beating her {:ands together. “It
is awfully pood of you to be so fricndly and

elpful, and you musi think me very unfair
not to toll yoy everything. DBut I—I still
fecl bound fo silence until that paper is in
my hands.”

“Very well,” said Betty quickly; “you
know best. But the paper is at the school
now. DBrende Ravel has it. 8o why not
come along to the school with us?'’

“And force her to give it up?”" The girl
drew her brows together. *‘It might beo
impossible to foree her. . Sho might destroy
‘it at a moment’s warning, just as Mrs. Ravel
threatened to do.” .

“Then I know what!" burst out Polly.
W catch Brenda napping. We'll get
held of the paper before she even knows we
are_ after it..'

“Polly's got the idea! Brave, Polly!”
exclaimed Madge. **Only, does that mean
we are to leave you here?” she added
carnestly, addressing the mystery girl.
“Can’t you eome back avith us, in case
Oh, perhaps it is a needless fear, but we
girls think you may corhe to harm if you
slay on much longer in this house!”

“ And so, perhaps, T may,” was the girl's
thrilling answer. “That woman—she is a
ruthless creature! I do believe she avould
stop at nothing i—"

“Then that settles it. You are te come
with us—you must!’ insisted Betty, taking
her by tho arms. *Even if you eannot go
to our headmistress, as we would like you
to, but must hide the present, that will
be better than to—

“Hark!” interjected Madge,
rearing her head to listen.

The wicket-gate dutside had clicked—only
in_the wind? L

No!

suddenly

Now a quick step was aundible, coming
along the flggged path towards the porch.
“My goodness!” Betty gasped faintly.
“That must be——"'
“Mrs, Ravell We are caught!”

You can come away with |

a7

“Hush!  Sho mustn's cateh you—she
shan’t!” the mystery girl said in a fierce
whisper. ** Quick—quick! Up there] Tho
back door is locked, and she has the key.
Up there—quick 1"

And she waved them towards the stairs.

Not an instant did the chums hesitate.
Sinco the back door was locked, it was a
case of darting out of sight up tho stairs or
being found by Mrs. Ravel. In lightning
fashion, they fled to *‘cover,” and alter
them sped the girl they were hefriending.

How all four of them managed to rush up
tho first flight of steps without stumbling in
the dark they could never understand. It
scemed a sheer miracle of luck. But thero
they were, anyhow, by the time Mrs. Ravol
lifted the latch of the front door and re-
entered the dark hall, safely out of sight
round the first landing, and standing dead
still.

Mrs. Ravel cmitted a peevish exclamation
as she slammed the door shut.

She must have come back for some reason
or other before her mission was accom-

plished, and was accordingly in a bad
temper. Going into the parlour, sho took
up the poker and rattled at the bars, to
stir the fire into a cheerier blaze,

Another bit of luck for the girls! Whilst
tho woman was making such a sti~ down
there, she was not IiEcly to hear their
wmovements,

“And so they stole on up another flight
of stairs, and aunother after that, until
they were in the attic passage.

“How long, though, will she be down
there?” Betty askeﬁ, in the faintest of
whispers.  “8he has only come back for
something, surely 2

“1 cannot say,”

was the mystery girl's
whispered answer.

“She may not go out
again,”

“Goodness !I”  breathed Polly. ¥ Then
what are we to do? Supposing she—"
wogh 1

The woman was coming up the stairs,

CHAPTER 14,

The Escape.
. they could hear hor fooifall on
Y he first flight of stairs, and was it
»  a wonder if. for a moment, all four
%rls looked simply panic-stricken ?
Mrs, Ravel, it was certain, was coming

.
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up to the attic floor to meko sure that the
girl she had last scen lying in bed, as if
ready for sleep, was up to no tricks. And
she would find—a nice state of thingsl

But after that one moment of helpless
dismay, tho chums found: their nameless
friend gesturing them to dart inside one
of the other attics.

They understood, and in a flash the three

‘schoolgirls were round the passago cormer

and tip-toeing into & front attie. They
could hear Mrs, Ravel’s steps plainer than
ever, Had she heard theirs—the tell-talo
creak of a board, perhaps? That was the
question. )

Without a sound Botty shut the attic
door the moment they were across the
throshold. Then they stood as still as
possible, suppressing their quick breathing.

Mecanwhile, the mystery girl had flitted
into her own furnished attic and closed the
door. Off came her dressing-gown. Into
tho bed she serambled, and drew the cover-
ings up to her neck,

Noxt moment she was like one lying fast
asleep.

Creak, creak sounded a floorboard, ns
)%rs_ Ravel came along the atlic passage.
Sho carried no light, nor did she strike a
match when sho had reached the girl's
door and softly opened it.

She merely peered inside, sew the occu-
pied bed, and gave heed for a moment or
two to the measured breathing of the girl,
then withdrew.

On her way down the stairg again she
began to talk to herself out of sheer relicf.

“So it was all right, and I ncedn’t have
turned back, after all. What a jumpy
person I am becoming! But there, what
wonder, when there is so much at stake!
Besides, I could swear that three girls
dodged past me, coming in this direction,
back there on the high road. Three school-
ﬁ)r]s they must have been, and they might

ave been coming here, Yes, they might
have been.”

Regaining the sitt oom, she set about
getting herself an evening meal, and littlo
she, dreamed what was happening the
while, up there at the top of the house!

. Tho pellet-bed no longer held its *sleop-
ing" occupant of & few moments ago. That
girl had silently risen up once more and
was dressing quickly, Now she was out on
the Janding, and the chums wero with her.
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In a perplexed way those threc were ask-
ing with their round eyes: ‘‘Whatever
sllmll we do?” But she was ready with a
plan,

First, she pointed to a skylight imme-
diately above their heads. Then, signing
to them to follow her, she crept back to
the furnished attic. :

Tip-tocing after her, they saw her rum-
mage out a coil of rope from a corner
cupboard,

“I have kept this ready,” she whispered
to them, "in case I might want to get
away at any time when the woman was
keeping mo here by force. The skylighs
and this rope—I have had them in mind
always."”

“Quite right,” Betty whispered back,
whilst Madge and Polly nodded, ‘“And
now—-" . i

“You must get away through the sky-
light.” : g

“But you—you will come, too?” !

“Yes. The paper is no longer here. I
am coming with you to the school. 'Sh!
Don’t make 4 sound! No more talkingl
Now ! 4

And with that hushed word, she tip-toed
out to tho landing sgain, taking a bed-
room chair with her.

Down below, Mrs, Ravel had begun upon
the meal which she hed been laying for.
herself. They could hear the faint clatter
of a knife and fork. H

Hastily the girls sot the chair beneath .
the skylight, and then the chums’ namecless
friend, being familiar with the working of
the roof window, set about opening it.

Mounting on to the chair, she reached up
and reised tho skylight a couple of feet or
so at one end, after silently undoing its
fastenings, . Then, with the rope coiled
about her shoulders, she took hold of the
skylight's framework end hauled herself
through the opening.

The chums had wondered what sort of a
figure she would cul from an athletic point
of: view. They need not have been uneasy:!
They themselves, when their turn came to
make the desperate exit on to tho reof,
showed no greater agility than the mystery
girl had displayed. .

Madgo, indeed, almost came to grief,
and there were some hearl-in-mouth
moments as her companions just saved her
from a slip that would have sent her crash<
ing back to the landing floor. . i

.i‘::xccpt for that scare, however, all wend
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well. In silence they emerged upon a flat
portion of the roof, and now an ecven
riskier task lay before them,

They had to get to carth by means of
that rope!

he nameless girl {ook it from about her
shoulders and started to pay it out—a very
thin rope, ail too thin, it scemed to the
Eiri.s. But they had to have faith in its
cing stronger than it looked.

Between them they made this end of it
fast about some seeure ironwork, and then
it was for cach girl in turn to let herself
down, hand under hand.

Again the mystery girl went first; by hor
own desire, and the chums had to agrees
that this was advisable, for she knew the
ground below better thran they. Anxiously
they listened as she began to slither down,
but her descent was made in silence and
with marvellous rapidity.

In a fow seconds the rope was bein,
jerked from below, as o signal that an-
other girl might follow.

8o Madge took her turn, and after her
presently went Polly.

Suddenly, and before Betty had got the
signal that she could follow, that girl was
horrified by hearing very significant sounds
from inside the heuse,

Mrs. Ravel had somehow divined that all
was not as it should be aip on the attic
floor. She had jumped up from her supper
—was racing up the stairs.

With a thrill of alarm running through
her. Betty erawled to the edge of the roof
and took hold of the rope. - §

The signal did not come, and Polly’s
weight was still straining the line. Would
it bear Betty’s added weight? |

In any case, perhaps, Betty would have
taken her chance; but in the very nick of
time she got the signal “all right.” Over
the edgo she went, and hung by both hands
to the rope.

Then down—down. as fast as ever she

‘could slither, with ihe rope burning her

hands like a red-hot bar, whilst at every
instant she slmost cxpecled to find Mrs,
Ravel coming after hor,

The woman certainly reached tho sky-
light bLefore Betty landed amongst her
chums in the garden. They all heard her
cry of rage, buMshe did not venture dewn
the rope.

"Instead, the girls hoard such sounds as
told them that the enraged woman was
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dashing down through the house, with the
intention .of reaching the garden by tho
front door and then giving chase.

“Come on!” they all four panted to one
another. *“Quick ("

And away they sped, heltor-skeltor, out
of the wilderness of a gerden, straight
across u(floughed field, and so on to the
main road.

“Well, you've done it now,” chuckled
Polly softly, putting herself close to the
fugitive girl, *Morcove for you to-night "

“Yes," was the breathless answer, “buy
I must not go to your headmistress. No,
no, I dare notl emember what T told
you—I am tongue-tied— I cannot say a
w?‘rd—-lmtil"that. document is in my hnm{s."

U

“If you like, I will part from you here,”
the girl offered, whilst they still all ran
on togethor. *I can fend for myseclf some-
}m\\‘. ”Thu country is wild and Funn];,', and

“No; if that is the case, and yon must
E“ into hiding until that paper is in your
ands,” panted Betty, “then tho only
thing is for us to smuggle you into the
school.” :

“Yes, wes,” agreed Polly ecagerly.
“Smuggle her up to the attics at the achool,
and—-" 4

6 Look out—someone coming!”
interjected Madge. * Hidel” :

They stopged dead on the instant.

At first they only heard the thumping
of their hearts; then there were sounds
which told that Madge was not mistaken.

Somcone was coming along the road
from the divection of the school. f

Off the roadway nipped tho girls, to find
cover behind a solitary bush—the only bit
of shelter for them in the moonlight!
Would it screen them?

Thet anxious moment was intensified
when, in the next few moments, they saw
who it was coming towards them. A
schoolgirl—Brenda Ravel. i

That girl—the very last person belonging
to the school whom they could afford to bo
scen hy! !

How the girls held themselves brrntﬁc\ss'
and still behind that miserable bit of shelter
a3 the girl came hurrying towards them
along the road! i

Would she see them—wduld she?

What a disaster if she did!




CHAPTER 15.
Five More Days.

UT Brenda Ravel, at the moment when

B her hurrying steps brought her level

with the nlfn fﬁdzng-mm, had her

own anxionus thought— a thought that

kept her hastening on without a glanco to
right or left.

%hc had broker bounds this evening.
Could she reach the lonely house and have
a few urgent words with her mother there,
and then get back to the scheol before her
absence had been discovered ?

She had been running every yard of the
way since she got clear of the school hounds,
amnd by now she was almost exhausted, Still,
she struggled on. however, encouraged by
the thought that it was not far now.

Aud then suddenly, as the agitated girl
was rounding a bend in the roadway, she
almost ran into the arms of the very woman
she was Jonging to speak to.

“You!” pantcd Mrs. Ravel, whilst the
givl jerked out exhaustedly:

*“Oh, I was coming to the house to warn
you! I had to! Three girls from the
school—they have slipped out this evening,
and I am sure—"

“Yes, thoy have been to the house,”
struck in Mrs, Ravel, “Your warning—it
has come to latel They have been, and

the,

"\A"lml!" gasped Brenda Ravel. “Surely

“¥eg, I tell you! That’s why T am rush-
ing about like this. They have got away
with her through the skylight,” panted the
agitated woman, “That paper—yocu have
it still, haven't yout”

“Yes. Up at the school, safely hidden.*’

“Guard it, then, more carofully than
cver,” urged the woman. “If the girl is
taken by the others to tell her story to
your headmistress, destroy the papor at
cnco.  But if she docs not do anything
like that—— T don’t know; she may go
into_hiding.”

“Yes, I understand, And perhaps T had
better get back at once.”

“¥You should—at once,” agreed the
woman. **And I—I must trust entircly {o
you now. Be careful—oh, be very carcful!

Remember what depends upen that girl
never petting hold of the paper. At any
.
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rate, until after the tenth=of this month,”

“And today is the fifth,” muttered
Brenda. “Five more duys! All right;
Tll do my best. Before I go,” she added,
turning fo start back, “is there anything
clse to tell me?”

“No, no! Only be carcful!
ht slipping into the school.’
Not me!” was DBrenda Ravel’s un-
grammatical rejoinder, as she dashed off
again.

But all the way along ihat dark road
she was a prey to the greatest alarm -as to
whether, after all, she would be nble to
ged into the school-house undetected.

N , Don't get
e

Evidently the three girls and the fuliive
from the house were ahead of her. hey
might slip into the house and then bolt
the back door, so as to shut her out!

And  that, it presently appearcd, was
exactly what they bad done.

At half-past eight—only half an hour

short of call-over—DBrenda ‘got to that back
door, to find it locked against her. Badly
supprossed gasps of exasperation escaped
her.  She felt crazy with despair.

Impossible to enter the school now, until
~—ah, unless she could slip back the fasten-
ing of some ground-floor window. Could
she do that.?

Almost frantic with suspeuse, she hunted
about at the back of the house, and then
along one side of it. There were many
dark, deserted rooms, but the windows
were all fastened.

“No, no, I can't get in anywhere!” was
her despairing thought at last. “They aro
patent fastenings, and in any case—— Ah!”

Another idea had fashed upon her—ono
suggosted by the sight of an iron ladder

ermanently fixed to the side wall of the

ouse. -

It wus a fire escape, running all the way
up the wall to the top of the building.

In an instant the desperate girl was
clambering up, feeling sure that, cven if
she could not gain an entry at any of the
windows which the ladder ran closo to,
she could get to the Hat roof and there find
a skylight, She was certain that. in readi-
ness for an alarm of fire al any time, all
exits on to tho reof would be kept un-
fastened.

Up and up she climbed, therefore, more
often than not kecping her eyes shut, to
avoid the dizzying cffect of Leing at such
o height from the ground. The iron ladder
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projected fully six feet sbove the parapet
of the roof, and so at last she step d on
to the stonework without any tﬁ::llliux
seramble,

Then, having taken a moment for breath,
sho trod cautiously towards a skylight not
ten paces away.

To her intense relicf, yet only as she had
expected, it was open.

She little dreamed that, if it had not
been the custom to keep that skylight open
night and day, it wnu!dphnvc been Fastened
against her now. Fastoned by four girls
who had preceded her up the ladder und
down through the skylight only a fow
minutes sinco!

Yor the chums and their nameloss friend
had been: compelled to cnter the school
by this means. It was not their doing that
the back door was locked against Brenda.
They had found it locked against them.
selves,

Someonc—a mistress or u senior scholar—
finding the back door wnlocked after dark,
had simply turned the key, no doubt think-
ing it was best to make it fast.

And now where were the three chums

and the ystery girl at this moment when
Brenda Ravel was descending from the sky-
light by a wooden ladder to the top land-
ing ?
?\'ot so far away, had shc but known!
- At the foot of the Mdder she stood quito
still and listened. Not a sound up here.
It was all right. When she got her breath
she would go down to her study, and no-
body would ever be any the wiser,

Sf‘)’c took a little turn along a narrow
pasage to compose herself, and then it was
that the chums, just inside a certain empty
altic at the end of that passage, heard o
footfall that alarmed them.,

“'Sh! Who's that!”

Whether it was a mistress, & prowling
senior, or Drenda herself, the four knew
that they could not be-too cautious now.
Whilst that reason cxisted, as the mystery
girl *said it did, for her remaining in ob-
scurity, discovery would bo disastrous.
“The attic was faintly illuminated by the
moonlight, und, as the girls peered around,
they saw some old sacking lying in a
corner, At the sclf-same instant Betty and
‘?w the fugitive girl towards that
whilst Polly remained by the door.

There was a key, but it was too late to
turn. it in the lock. The hasp was bound
to give a tell-tale squeak.
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And so all Polly could do was to stand
there, ready to Evcep the door shut fast
aguinst anybody who might coma to try
it, whilst Betty and Madge hastily threw
tho sacking over thelr nameloss chum, who
was now crouching in the corner,

But Brenda Ravel, out there in the pas-
sage, all unsuspicious as she was, did not
think of prying into any of the attics. Now
that she had calmed down, she stole back
to the stairs, and passed below to her
study,

Paula Creel and Bluebell Courtney were
thero but they did not seem to he inclined
to guestion where she had been during tho
evening. Nor, indoed, did she give them
much to ask questions,

In a minute she was out in the corridor
again, going to Study 12 on some pretext
or other. She wented to sce if Botty and
Polly wero there, and if they were,” what
they would have to say.

That study, however, was cmpty, and not
until the beil was going for call-over, and
all the girls were starting to troop down
to the muster, did she sugdnuly como face
to faco with the Study 12 couple und Madgo
Minden,

The three were looking absolutely calm,
and Drends made one of her bad blunders
when she blurted out:

“Hallo! Where have you been all the
evening I

“Where have you been?" retorted Betty,
retaining all her self-possession.

“And in any case, what havo our move-

ments got to do with you?” Polly asked
warmly.
. " As a matter of fact,” Madge said, turn-
m_% to make tho remark to Paula, as that
girl suddenly camo along, “we have had a
most successful evening.”

“Fai Jove, have you?”
aristocrat of the Form. *Then, geals, pway
permit me to say congwats.”

They passed on together down the stairs,
and many another girl went by in the same
direction, whilst Brenda stood in a sort
of stricken attitude.

She had scen thoss clever three E’oiund by
Paula, and she could guess how t wore
quietly telling Paula a nice exciring‘*nry.
Telling her, most likely, how they had
fotched that girl away from the lonely
house,. and where that sames girl was now
in_hiding! 3

The call-over bell stopped ringing, and

exclaimed tho
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now _all the school must have been lining
up in the greaf hall. But Brenda, when
at last she pulled herself together, could
not go down at once,

Instead, sho darted® back to the study,
shut herself in alone there, and hunted
about until tho had got a parchment-like
paper in her hand.

“They will be after this now, those
clever three,” sho said to herself in a tense
whisper.  “Five more days before the time-
limit oxpires—five days for them to try as
hard as they can to get hold of it. DBut
even if they had until tho rest of the
term, they should never get it—no!”

And she added as she returned the
coveted document to its hiding-place:
£ "Wo will beat them yet—my mother and

But would she beat them? The namelass
girl was not alone now; she had Betty and
Co. to help her

CHAPTER 16,
Bofore Brekker.
" \\ONDLR w]lnl: sort of a might she
H spcut Polly
“1 \\nmler, Betty 1
It was a very early hour for twao
girls to be talking together in their study
at Morcove School. But this morning Betty
Barten and Polly Linton had had an urgent
reason for getting n\my from tho dormitery
as soon as possi

All night the rnnf of Morecove School had
sheltered a guest known only to the chums
of Study 12 and two other girls, and this
morning, somehow, that guast had got to
he provided with breakfast!

A bit of a poser for Betty and Polly,
when it is remembered that they, two of the
most popular girls in the Fourth Form,
were hardly ever able to get a minute to
themselves.

At this instant Betty showed what was
in hgr mind by dariing to the corner cup-

“Here is our larder, Polly. Question is,
what sort of a brekker ean we scrape to-
gether. Theve's cake and—-—"

“'Sht! Who's this coming?” DPolly whis-
pered across from the door.

A false alarm, as it happened, but Betty
did not deride her chum for being over-
eautious. The girl, wheever she was, who
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had gone past in the corridor just thcn
mr,?ht have been looking in for a chat,
Cake, and some milk Jeft over from
ycslurdny still sweet,” the Form captain ro-,
sumed in a whisper, “a round of scones.

0]1],I I t]xink she will be uble to manage,

“II chy we can get the food up to her
~—yes,” agreed Polly Linton, with = grlm
smile. “But it is jully awkward!”

“It is, Jolly. Just the very worst tlmo
of day to dodge around upstairs, when the
girls are in and out of the dormitories.”

Now, however, Polly Linton had one of
hur inspiraions,

“H a sce.! Here's a

way,” sllo

chuckled,

On top of the corner cupboard was an
old cardbonrd box that had brought o hat
by post at some fime or other. Polly
mounted a chair and whisked the box
from its u.atmg-plm

“ Now

It was still lined with elean tissuo paper.
She seized the eake and placed it in 1he
box, added the round of scones nnd somo
other catebles, including a pot of jam
and some butter, and finally fitted the jug
of sweet milk in & secure position.

Then she put the lid on. 1

“Half a sec.!” was still her ery. *Ghvo
me that old hat down from that hook, if
you will, Betty, please,”

DBetty understood by this time. She nob
only reached down the hat, but took a
summer sports coat of her own from its peg,
and &lung it over one arm.

“And_this other old hat,” she added,
l.akmg it in her hands. *“1 sce the idca,
Polly.”

* Hark, then! In a minute, perhaps, wao

can make a move.’
They listencd. By iwos and threes the
girls wero coming down from the dormix

Many were scampering away fo
the ground floor, but a few turned into tho
corridor to go to their various studies,

there to read pending the call to breakfast.
Polly, still listening, made  whispered

comments on tho voices she could hear.
“There's Paulo. with that horrid cousin

of hors, Brendn Ravel, hanging about hery

of course! Do yqu hear Grace Garlield and
Ella Elgood twitting Paula nbout her
cousin? But they have gone into theis

1

study now, thank goodness!
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already in the music-room!” commented
Betty. “How good!™

“That's the stuff to give 'em!” quoth
Polly. “Who eould over dream that Madge
shares our secrot! I say, the coast is get-
ting clear, T believe, Betty.”

“Aust. be.  Anvhow, we shall have to
chance it. Ready ?™

“*All serene, if you are.”

And so, after another brief wait, during
which the staivs and corridor became s
quict as the chums could hope them to be
at this seurrying first hour of the school’s
day. they opened the door and marched
forth.

Polly carried the hat box and the old
hat which she had nasked Betty to hand
her. Betty earvied the sports jacket and
another hat.

All along the corvidor they went in safefy,
and then—

“Hallo!” a certain  girl greeted them
very sweetly, as she ecame zailing round
t)m-rornm‘ looking in great good humonr.

“Are you moving?” Audrey asked ihe
Inden girls mirthinlly. “Before breakfast,
too!”

“All this stuff, it is no use in onr study,”
Detty said, quite truthfully. “So we had
a clear-out. It’s going upstaire”

“Oh, T seel” .

And Audrey passed on.

“That's the wheeze!” was Pellv’s whis
pered comment on their successful disposal
of the girl. “At thiz rate. T don’l mind
meeting half a dozen girls.”

Lucky for the. pair of them, however,
that not one other scholar did meet them,
lef alone half 4 dozen!

They had got to the dormitory landing,
and were going on again, making for the
attic, when a gasp of dismay came from
Betty.

- “Goodness, Polly! Hold still! No, keep
onl . Oh!”

£ Why, what—"

4 ‘Look—look at you!”

TPolly did not look at herself. But she
looked down at the eardboard box, and
then her face made & comical grimace.

‘ Drip, drip, drip! Some milk was spilling
to the floor:

“*0h, dear! Now, how did that—"

“"$h! Hurry on! You must have tipped
the ‘ug about when we fetched up sharply
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jusk now at the corner where Audrey met
us,” whispored Betty, *Gracious, what a
trail !

It was a most tell-talo trail, indeed! All
along the floor were litile blobs of milk,
their whiteness showing boldly against tho
dark onk. %

In her desperate alarm, Betty did a reck-
less thin

Fhirling the sports jacket into a bundie,
she used it as a mop.

With o hasty sweep here and there, she
wiped np all the milk. whilst Polly senttled
on to tho attie stairs and simply whirled
up them noiselessly. .

“Tp's all right—yes, but what a frighiful
thing to have happened!” panted Betty,
overtaking her a few moments later.
“Hark!” .

No one. Here they were, in the attic
landing, and not & soul was any the wiser.

“Pip, pip!” breathed Polly, living up to
her madcap reputation. “Come on!”

And next minute they were inside a half-
dark, unfi hed attie, and the door was
shut fast behind them.

Not a_word passed for ifle moment. On
iip-toe the two schoolgirls crossed tho dusty
floor to a certain corner, the dingiest of all.
And there, on a pile of old sucking, with a
bit of blanketing drawn about her, lay the
secrel guest of Moreove School, fast asleep!

“Poor thing !” Betty oxcliimed, in a com-
passionate whisper. “Shall we wake her,

or

“No, lot's leave the stuff, Betty, and she
will know that we—— Hallo, though!”
broke off Polly softly.”Sho is rousing wp
now.”

But tho girl's measured breathing had
changed to a series of decp sighs, whilst she
stirred npon her makeshift bed.  Another
moment, and her eyes opened, and beauti-
ful eves they were, befitting her very beauti-
ful face.

She exclaimed faintly, “Oh!” as she saw
Betty and Polly standing there.

“Faney my being asleep at this hour!
she broke out with the next breath, “Bul

“You were a long time gollinF to sleot
last night?” conjectured Betty, *Not sur
prising. Well, dear, are you all right?”

“VYes, yes.” g

“You look it,” waid TVolly. “But
long you will be all right, living

how
under
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such conditions as this, I weuld not like to
say. Such a wretched place, this attic!”

. "No—at lcast, to me it seems a thousand
times botter than my hateful bed-room back
at that lonely house in the lane,” the girl
hastened to assure them. “Oh, how thank.
ful T am that you came to that house last
evening, and persuaded me to come away !
How grateful T feel! You can never know
how grateful!”

- “Piffle!”  was

# Polly's light-hearted re-
;,mndar to this.
I

“We've got you some
ekker, anyhow—not the hats and the
acket, no! They are only a bit of—"

“Camoullage,” grinned Beity, “In that
box of Polly's you'll find plenty to ecat.”
1 *“And some milk, unless it is all spitt,”
said  Polly, “We shall ecome again, of
course. We shall keep you going with all
you want.”

“Only,” broke in Betty, ever tho more
#autions of the two, “wo ought not to
stag now. One question, though. Aro
vou still convinced that it would not be
advisable to go to our headmistress and
tell her everything?™

** Absolutely 1"

“Bhe is a good sori.”

“Yes, I can quite believe that,” said the
seered guest, “hut it would never do. It
would perhaps be the worst possible thing
for others, as well as for myself.”

8ho had risen from her bed by now.
and was looking vory agitated.

“You know what I told you last night,”
she went on, in a guarded tonc. “So long
ns that document wna in Mrs. Ravel's pos-
session at the old houso in the lane, T had
to stay theve in the hope of getting hold
of it. Bnt you have told me that—>"

“Brenda Ravel has got the document

aow,” nodded Betty. “Wo know it for
:ertain,”
“Then it is for mo to romain In hiding,

sither here or elsewhere,” the mystery girl
rejoined decisively. “I do not want to bo
n bother to you, or get yon into trouble,
Oh, T wouldn’t for worlds get Fou—~="
“That is all right. We aro doing a lot
that seems very extraordinary, to say the
least, for schoolgirls to do,” Betty said,
“but wo have a good reason. Or, at lenst,
we .':"han have when everything is explained

“Ah, yes! But will it ever be, T wonder?
Will the truth ever be revealed 1" exclaimed
tho mystery girl, striking her hands to-
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gether. “Unless T got hold of that paper,
how can I ever end this dreadful bufiness
successfully 2. To-day is—what? The sixth
of‘lha month, isn't it?”

“Then I have only four more days,” was
her agitated rejoindor. “Only four days
in which to get hold of that paper in
time!”

“That is how you talked last night,”
Betty murmured, “and it does puzzle us
so! Can’t you—oh, can't you confido in us
fully? Can't you even tell us your name?”

But even that earnest entreaty, backed as
it was by so much goodwill towards the
almost distraught girl, drew a shake of
the head from her.

“No, I cannot,” she sighed heavily.
“Much as I long to, I fecl certain that j&
might prove a great mjs—-"

“Hark!” intorjected  Betty  sharply.
“The bell for our breklker. We must go!”

The girl in hiding nodded a ready, “ Very
well; I shall bo quite all right” and next
instant tha chums were tip-tocing back to
the attic door.

“Mako a good brekker yourself,” Polly
whispored to %mr.

“Above all,” was Betty’s last word, “re-
member we are going to help you all wo
That document which Brenda Ravel
is keeping—we will get it if possible.”

Once again the girl .in hiding gave the
chums an eager. grateful glance. Then
the door opened quickly, and they wera
gone—gono without a sound.

In the cardboard box was food for which
tho mystery girl must have beecn hungry
enough, Vet for at loast a minute after
sho had been left to herself again, sho gavo
no thought to it.

Motionless she stood, just whero the
chums had left her in the cenire of that
dingy, cheerless attie, gazing towards the
closed door—gazing as if she could still seo
them standing tho

“What a thing it i3 to fall in with
friends like that,” sho was saying to her-
self fervently. “What chanco did I stand
of getting justice for myself and othere
before I gmd the help of those two girls?
But with their valuablo aid—"

Her anxious, half-despairing look sudy
denly gave place to a brighter one—a loo¥
of revived Eopcfulnesa. i

“With their aid, I may yot get the docu-
ment—and get it, too, in fime |”
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CHAPTER 1.

The Baiting of Paula Creel.
T the close of school that afternoon,
PFaula Creel was suddenly accosted

on her way to the study corridor
by Grace Garfield.
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“0h, I‘nu]n, I wish vou'd come to my
den for a moment,” Grace said, with a
niceness that disarmed suspicion,  “Ella

Flgood and T want a word with you.
you mind?"

“Quite all wight!
instantly beamed.

None so ready as this amiable aristoerat
of the. Fourth Form to eredit other girls
with nice intentions!

Grace and Ella had, in fact. been coun-
ducting quite a campaign of persceution
against Paula during the last weck or so,

Do

Yes, wather!” Paula

all on  account of Paula’s ¥illinannered
cousin.
cilessly  the girls had teased and
twitted poor Paula abont her cousin, until
n Paula’s owd words—life had become

"

downwight distwacting, bai Jove!
The only comfort she could derive was
from the thought that all the teasing was,

pechaps, free from any real malice. All
. it was rather wearying. s,
But now. in & moment, the amiable

aristocrat felt certain
was to cease.

Grace and Tlla were going to make the
amendo hongrable, that was obvious. They
might even be going to ask her to take
tea with them!

Sure r.\nnugh,\ Ella Elgood's manner was
just as mnice as Grace’s had been when
Paulus got to the couple’s study. Tea was
not laid, nor vwas there a word. at present,
about any happy function of that sort.
But perhaps that would come in a few
minutes,

“Paula, dear,” said Grace, in the same
sugary tone as before, *the fact is we girls
feel vou have been hn\lng a rather trying
timo_just lately.”

“Yos, wather! Honevnll, that
all wight, don't yon no\v,

“How do vou moan—* quite all right’?"

that all the baiting

is quite

asked EJla.  “Ts vonr cousin going to leave
the school, then?”
ir—no.”
“Oh! We thought perhaps——"

“Not j\vrciseiy—no.” saidd Paula, rather
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regretfully. It is extwewely impwobable,
geals, that Bwenda will weturn next term.
Ho“ﬂal—-—

Let’s get through this ope
ce.  ““She leads you an awful
life, surely #”

“]Lr—\wthout wishing to use a stwong
expwession, bai Jove, she—-"

“She is the limit—eh? For had manners;
for coarse z-pcoch and—-"

“Weally, geals, pway wemember,” broke
in Paula gently, “with all her faults she
is still my eousin. I=1 vewy much wegwet
many of her ways. Howevah, you vuu
wealise N

“Yes, DPaula, wo realise that you are
more to be pitied than Blamed,” Ella said
gwmg the amiable aristocrat a wuthm:;
pat. nd so Grace and I have clubbed
mgcther and hu\e made a little purchase -
o present for you.”

“A pwesent, bai Jove! ©Oh, geals,
extwemely—""

“This!" said Grace, suddenly clapping a
small paper pncksge into the amaze

how

toerat’s hands. ‘You will find it useful,
we are surc.”
“Yes, wather! Hownvah——

“It's British make.”
“Bai Jove! How extwemely—-""
“And you ought not to have any frouble

with her after this, if you follow  the
direetions, Paula.”
“The—er—the dmu.uuna, wo-

did you

R

mark ? Weally, geals—""

Crace and Ella, it was obvious, counld
hardly bottle up their laughter any longer.
They turned their faces away for
moment,

“Weal, theah, to be sure!” simpered

Paula, gazing ab 'the package. A pwesent,
bei Jove—Bwitish make, and diwections,
you say. Er—geals—"

“The rlxrcct_mn! are inside, Paula, dear.”

“Weally 7 By Jove, then, pewhaps I had
\-.'alhcr bettah open the package—what!"

“Yes, do!”

So Paula did, and out fell a large leather

muzzla nnd a steel chain!

HA, ha, ha!" (‘xploded Gju(‘v and Eila
at last. *He, he, he! Oh, dear!
“Geals——""

* *“This f\uvuluus nonsense, geals——"
“Ha, ha, ha!"
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“Bai Jove, you widiculous cweature, how y entreated Paula, who was quite horrificd at
—what—pway tell me, now! What is the | what she had done. - *Weally, don’t you
pweciso use of this thing to me know, T—— Weal, theah, T nevah meant

“Why, don’t you sce? He, he, he!|to be so wough---no, weally!"”

Eenled Grace. "It is for you to—ha, ha, “8mashed!  You'll have to pay—7

a!-—for you to—he, he, ho!™ < With pleasure—yes, wather!  Pway,
“Pway stop your widienlous mowwiment, geals, twy to forget that T evah did such a

geals! Pway-——" thing!” " implored the penitent Paula
“The muzzlo and chain iz for you to—— | desperately. “I, weally—"

Ha, ha, hat” shricked Ella, doubled up with | “That’s a frightfully valuable vase—
Jaughter. “Tell hor, (race, because she “Yes, wather! I mean. is it, bai Jove?

ddesn’t sce it even now. He, he, he!” I should not have thought myself that it
“I wegwet,” said Paula gravely, “I do | was not extwemely valuable, Tt looks wather
not sece the joke. Howevah—'' like & weeeptacle for pweserves, bai Jove!

Then Graco dried her tears of laughter, | In othah words, like a jampot. Howevah
etfd panted for breath. =t
“It is for you to keep vour horrid consin wHa, ha, ha! Oh, go along—?"

in order with, Paula, See 1" o Weally, though, if you wish me to pay
HOht

* Ghivi : ] “Duffer! Get oul!” pealed the mirthiul
Ihbcjl);aein};(‘"r the muzde, dear—keep her on Grace, almost bundling the arislocrat inte
wy, athorl At Tamst b the corridor. *““When will you see a joke?
s, wather! At least: 9,' YOU | But, as you won't take the muzzle and nse
downwight wascals at dewiding me! Paula | 3¢ 700" hall have to present it to Brenda
suddenly  wailed, losing_ her patience. | g5 o Ha, ha, ha!”

Genls, I ,w'il "I"t submit to 't" I;!wny And even when Graco and Flla had shut
understand ! v!— =1 wefuse, do you heah themselves in behind the slammed door,
10, el dovel Withoub wishing to 1ise & | yiiPun, (0 SOI0C, e siaiiio
atwohng cxpwession, if you laugh at me Paula went in a dazed sort of way fe
agiuﬁ ha, hat” | Btudy 12. always her harbour of refuge in

SRt <IN h—if vou | times of distress.

Geals, Jf_ynu lllttcr another laugh—if you Beity and Polly were there, getting tea
de.‘r‘eHLo igwul\ 1 for themselves and any chums who might
i R s chance to drop in.

‘_12:5 “:5 too much for the long-suffering “Geals, T wegwet Lo intwude,” apologized

aristoera " : bipcees D ORIEY
ho took a step to the door, earrying the | ilaj:r\;lu;‘ed f.“,r““‘*"“h’ # dweadful thing has

muzzle lhnd chain wilth her, " Grm:clz nnd“]‘l‘.lllz:, 3 g;? What 2

werg still in convulsions of mirth. Vit [ ; y g

what was meant to be a withering look of siia g‘gfcﬁcsngﬂf hf.‘(;*nibcet';]&ﬁgr‘x’i‘;ﬁ::f

contempt, Paula returncd the muzzle u,nd"jf ‘camEe but T chy‘mt T lost my‘

chain to its brown-.paper wrappings, and Fed ¥

3
burfed it—ycs, Paula’ hurled iti—et her | *JPCr” doar!” grinned Tolly

tormentors, it “Yes, wathor! Howevah, I— Weall
Of course, they ducked asido in time, and | 1 4, extwemely sowwy now. I hwok
of course the missile took a fatal course! vaso, tool”
Tt whizzed across the room and smashed | = “Brgln A vase—you 2’

an ornament on the mantelpiece. - “Pwactically weduced it to smitheweens,
“Oh, there, now you've done it!” cried | bai Jove!” said Paula tragieally, Sho
Ella. flopped into her favourite armchair, “And
“ ¥es, wather!” agreed Paula, looking | you wealise what it all means, don’t you,
apologetic at once. ‘‘Howevah—-:" | geals 7"

“That's your bad temper—the sort of “Wo_realise that for once you Hava
thing you have caught from your horrid | asserted your spirit, Paula,” said the Form
cousin " eried Grace, preténding to he very | captain, with admiration. *Bravo!l’’
indignant, But Paula shook Ber head.

“Geals, pway accept my apologics!” “It means, geals, the pwesenco ‘ my
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cousin, Bwenda Wavel, is having a dis-
twa.nling effect upon my tempewament, bai
Jove 1"

“Would you kindly say that again, dear ?"
pleudad Polly.

, pway don’t be fwivolous!” entreated
the anstncrnt wegard it as a down-
wight twagedy that th geal evah came to
the school. bave not known a moment’s
fweedom fwom pwostwation since- her first
day here.”

With which remark, Paula sank a little
lower in the armchair,

“Tea up!” suggested Polly, turning to
Betty. *“That's tho remedy for Paula's
hump!"*

“1 must confess to a feeling of de-
pwession,” said the swell gn'l sadly. “Pway
forgive me, geals.

“Cheer up, Paula, dear!” Betty said in
a graver and more guarded tono. “You
know what we aro hoping. Only let us get
hold of that document which your mys-.
terious cousin is hiding somewhere in the
school, and lots of things will happen.
Amongst others, yvour cousin Brenda will
surely be cleared out.’’

“Yes—vyes, wather, bai Jove! It is
wactically certain, I wealise, that she and
her stepmothah are ‘a pair of downwight
schemers,” Paula assented. ‘“And that, bai
is a nies thing for me, Brenda's

wealise! ?‘gll, how howwid T

I—

PnIIy dropped the lid upon the teapot,
after pouring in boiling water from the jug.

“There! There we are, and so now—
Hello, Madge! Just in lnmu‘" she broke off
to m\, as Madge '\!mden qnﬂdsnly put her
head in at the door. ‘ome on. and i
there are ar); more, T hope they will stay
outsida for once!”

“I" vather hope so, too,” murmured
Dotty, “We four could do with a quiet
five minutes, to tulk nbnut tlm whole

strange business that is going on.’

Just as it chanced, no other girls did look
in for tea and gossip this afternoon, and so
the four were goon carrying on a very
grave debate, whilst they sipped their tea
and ate sparingly of what was on the table,

Study 12 was famous for its unstinted
living, but just at present these four girls
had to think of the secret guest up yonder
in tho attic, and so they went short for the
sake ofgensuring an unlimited supply of
foad fo¥ her,
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“I have not seen hor to-day,” Madge
whispered. “You know my feelings—that
it is hest for not too many of us to meddle, :
If you, Betty, and you, Polly—*

“Ves, wather!” put in Paula.
have wefwained fwom intwuding in the
attic. Howevah, that is not to say the geal
has been out of my thoughta Bai Jove, I
do wondah who she is .

“It is & puzele,” smd Polly, shrugging.''
“There she was, up to last evening, living
with that mother of Brenda Ravel's in'
the lonely house in the lane, and all the
time the mother was keeping the girl's:
exisience a seeret.”

“ Amazing ! was Betty's Op nion. “And
what are we to make of all this about the
hidden document? Brenda has it now, and
unless it is got from her before the tenth of
this month, it scems as if some great wrong
wnll be dona to—"

“I, too,

'I‘he han:lle of the door had rattled.

“Come in!"’ sang out Betty, with normal
heartiness.

Next moment it was all Paula could do to
suppress a groan.

Her cousin  had entered—Brenda, the
hoyden—with a smirk that was supposed to
be an ingratiating smile.

“ Any tea going for me?” she asked. “I
see you're having a cup, Paula, so p'r'aps
there’s one for your cousin.”

She added, still leering:

“I don’t often have tea with the Form
cap., do I?"

Betty would have been perfectly %mtiﬁed
in returning a curt retort. But she had her
wits about her,

In a flash, the thought had come to her—
as it had to her chums as well, pcrhaps:
“This girl has come to spy. She is longing
to find out what has becomo of the mystery
girl. Well, we are lungmg to find out where
that document i dden and so a little talk

may provo usol!”

“No, we ha™ not done much in the way
of entertaining you,” Betty agreed affably.
“By all means, have a cup!”

“You're very kind,
andn “I want to
Ugh' ' Paula shuddered.

Brenda looked at her; then resumed:

“Seeing as how I'm Paula’s cousin, and
vou're such friends of herst’

ure,” simpered
o friends, seeing as
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“Er—yes, wather!” Paula said, half auto-
matically, to cover her distress,

Brerda's specch was awful!

Betty poured out for the newcomer, and
the others plied her with breadand butter
and cake, und she began upon a very hearty
tea indeed.

“T eay " she exclaimed, aftor some gencral
talk, “I'm thivking o' having a look round
somu of them caves along the shore one of
these days. They must be interestin’.’’

She spoke in a casual way. yet all four
chums were aware of her being on watch
with those shifty eyes of hers to sec how
they took the remark.

Yes, she was undoubtedly spying! If any
of them had given u stari o had changed
colonr when she mentioned the caves, she
would have known that the runaway from
the house in the lane was in hiding down in
the caves

Why not, then, let her get the idea that
that was precisely wheve the girl was hiding ?

The brilliant notion must. have oceurred
to all four girls, for in the next moment
they were  purposely looking  confused.
Polty, holding her breath, oven managed to
gef a bit red in the face,

“The ~the caves. did you say " Deity
stammered. *'Oh, you had better not! At
least—~that is to say—"

“I wouldn't go near any of the caves,
Brenda,” Polly said, as if coming to a
flustered chum’s reseme. *“Not at this time
of the year. In the summer—-"

Y Er—yes, wather! Er—quite all wight in
the summer, Bwenda. Howevah—"

“You'd advise me to give 'em a miss just
now—ch ¥’ Brenda said. Her shifty eyes
were dodging from one flustered girl to the
other.  “Oh, well, you know best, «
course!”

“Yes, wather—yes! Bai Jove, those caves

“What say?” leered Brenda, i.m Paula

had paused, ~ **Not safe, p’r'aps P’

“Keep away from thom-—that js
advice,” Betty said. .

And then she turned the talk on to other
subjects—the very thing any girl would have
wanted to do had $he been embarrassed hy
Brenda's referenco to the caves.

Perhaps Brenda waes satisfied that the four
hadt o secret veason for not wanting her to
go near the caves, or perhaps she avas
wondering whether, after all, the girls were
not throwing dust in her eyes. There was

our
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no iime to tell, for all at once nunother tap
at tho door was heard, and then Graco
Garfield entered, with Ella Elgood and two
or three other cronies at her back.

“Soury to intrude,” Grace said, *but——

LI say,” sho exclaimed, addressing Brenda

quite excitedly, “is your name Drenda 7

The strange question produced a strange
effect, |

Brenda suddenly turned pale.

“Yes—why 7 she jerked out, half starting
up from her chair,

“Roally Brenda? B—R-—E—N-—D—4A 7"
spelt Grace.

“Yes," Paula’s cousin said again huskily.
And again, tarning paler than ever, she
asked in great agitation : “Why 1"

CHAPTER 18,
Can This Be True?

RACE GARFIELD allowed an

' ;a_muso:l smile to play about her
ips.

“Thank

“Then we now

Where is it, Rl

“Iere wo an
lady.

And next moment she had handed over
that. big muzzle and chain!

“Oh, there you are! Catch!” chuckled
Grace, tossing the thing to Brenda. *“It is
engraved with your name, you will see, so—
wear it! Ha, ha, ha!”

Then the deor slammed, and Grace and
her cromies were whirling off down  fhe
corridor, yelling with langhter.

As for Brenda Ravel, she looked furious.

There was a_ moment whilst sho stared at
the muzzle and chain, realising that it was
a jibe at her untamed nature. 'Then sho
!tul'lmd upen Paula, and started to storm at
her. .

- “Look here, Paula; you are my cousin!
Wot d'yer think of this? Why don't you

goodness 1" she exclaimed.
know to whom it belongs.

answered  thet  young

take ’em in hand? Why not stick up for
me a bit? Call yourself a cousin!”
“Bwenda,” Paula answered then, with

some difficulty, “I do not wegard mysell as
a cousin of yours at all,”

“Wha-a-at!” gasped Brenda.

She changed colour again, just as she had
dono when Grace, although only in fun, had
asked hev: " Is your name Brenda 77
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. “What on ecarth do you mean?”’ she
panted at Paula.

“You must wealise what I mean,
said frigidly. “I wefuse—yes,
nbs@lnie‘f weluse any longer to
as any cuuam of mine, bai Jov

“PBut I amn your cousin!” insisted Drenda
agitatedly, “I—I—— It's stupid of you-—
tlus' ¢

“I wegwel, " Paula said,
with you.

* Paula
\mlhcr' I
gard you

“I cannot argue

“()!1 all right! DBut-—" Drenda was
stepping back to the door.  * Not my cousin
—bah!” she eried scornfully, and flung out

of tho room,
Silence followed her departure, as tense a
spell of silenco as Study 12 had ever known.
“ Bai Jo\c’ * whispered Paula at  Jast,
ﬂoppm" down into her easy-chair. *Geals

"}ui nodded  Betty, whilst she ex-
changed looks with l’nl!v and Madge, “it’s
queer! Ii is—very queer!

“Is she—is she really ln\lln s cousin, after
all? 'That’s the question!” Polly exclaimed,
going straight to the pmnt in her downright
way, “I doubt it! Sho has given herself
away as an impostor,”

*“She has,”” said Madgoe gravely, “or clse
we all fnul are ultterly deceived by what our

A—a downwight im-
The way she changed
colour when Gwace asked her if her name
was weally Bwenda! And then when I said
T wefused te wegard her as my cousin!™
_ "It all pointed in that direction, cer-
tainly,” murmured Detty thoughtfully.
“And il sho is not your cousin, nfter all,
but_only an impostor, then—then—-"

e

* DBai Jc\n"’ -

“Who is the girl um{uns in the attie?”
finished Belty excitedly. “Qr, rather, is
she—*"

“Yes, she 18! Polly burst out, in n
guarded tone.  “She is Paula’s cousin—that
girtl we are hiding!”

Paula tried to sit up, bat she was tod
overcome.  She took out & handkerchief and
fanned herself.,

“l;\sauuu* geals!

“But, exclaimed  Detty
softly. “Think of the rel it means to
you if this horrible gul really is no relation

Weally, you know, I

w

Paula—think!
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of yours, but only an impostor!
nice girl whe is in hiding—-""

“Yes, wather! Oh, bai Jove, pwecisely!
And you wemember, geals, the cousin T
was told would be cowing to the school this
term, sho was weckoned to be such a nico
geal. That was where the howwid suppwise
came in  when that dweadful eweature
turned up instead!”

“Dut why-—why did thet nasty girl turn
up, then 7" Madge asked soberly. * Why i
she lievo in another girl's name, pretending
to be your cousin, whilst the real cousin is
forced to behave so mysteriously 1"

“I tell you, it's a puzzle!” said Tolly,
swinging in to tho cdgo of the table, # About
é.he hlggcsf mystery we have ever handled

29
Aud if that

“\\ ell,'” Betty said, afier a turn about the

room, "1-emember this, girhs‘ We must not
let that
found her out, as I am sure we have. Pnula.
you must shJ! treat her as your cousin.” -

*Yes, wather! Bai Jovo"'

% whatever you do,” added DPolly,
ct her find out that' that other girl
is in hiding upstairs "

Tho amiable aristocrat was not, as a rule,
capable of acting with any great amount of
diplomacy. Dut this mystery attaching to
“Cousin Brenda ¥ was, for once, to bring
out Paula in quite a novel light.

As for Betty, Polly, and Madge, they not
only took good care to see after their hidden
friend in the attic without giving tho alert
Brenda a chance to catch them at that busi-
ness, but at the same time they were ready
at any instant to pounce on any clue that
would lead to the whorenbouts of the hidden
document,

Was it hidden in Study No. 6% That
\\n: what they wondered and tried to find
out.

During the next two or three days it was

a sheer battle of wits that went on below
the surface of the ordinary life of the
Form. -
Brenda Ravel, as we must still call her,
all the tima trying to find out where the
runaway girl was in hiding, and whether
the chumns were helping Ler with food and
other comforts; the chums all the time
trying to find out where that vital docu-
ment was hidden!

It was a situation rlmt might have lLeon
amusing if only the issue at slake had not
been so greve a one,

impostor imagine that we have ®
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How grave it was, however, Betiy & Co.
were bouud to realise more and more as
time went by.

Never oncc did they steal up to the
mystery girl in the school attic without ob-
serving her tragic dismay at the way time
was running out, and still the decument
was in Brenda Ravel’s keeping.

The tenti: of the month! Unless that
document was wrested frem Brenda by ihat
date, she and Mrs, Ravel would have suc-
coeded in whatever cunning scheme it was
that they had been carrying out, and the
mystery girl, us she was saying to ler
friends of the Fourth Form so often. would
have striven in vain—suffered and striven
in vain to frustrate that wicked plot, and
1o prevent a great wrong being committed |

And so at rfcasl the very evening of the
ninth came round, and still the document
was undiscovered.

When Betty and Pelly went up o the
attie. in scerot that last evening before the
fateful tenth of the month, they found
their mystery friend in a very wronght up
state. .

The last night!

Quly a few more hours now, and all hope
of averting that frightfn} wrong—an injus-
tice which, even now, she could not be per-
suaded to specify—would be at an end!

No wonder the poor girl was in n sad

“lute of mind  Ne wander the chums folt
e sorry for her than ever,
You cannot imagine how we foel (he
fuilure,” Betty said carnestly., “1i docsn’t
rcom good cnough to assure you that we
have done our ulmost to try and find ihat
document.  'We should have sticeeeded, und
we have failad i+ .

“ Ah, doo’t talk like that!™ the mystery
gicl entreated softly, T know o v loo
well, from my cwn experience when' Mrs,
Ravel had the paper, how one’s most des-
perate efforls are bafled. You have dene
vour hest—you have been wonderful in
your cfferts te help me, and T am grateful
to you. How grateful, I can never hope
to prove,”

£he wdded after n panses

“The last night | Is there #till a chance?
101 told you what it is in my mind to do,

it might alarm yon, So T shall nothing
shont that, and vou must lea ine now
* But--—
“You have Leen up here long 1gh,”

PAULA CREEL'S COUSIN!

she whispered.  *“Better stick to the rule

that has served us so well all along, and
not stay too long, - And to-morrow, the
uth of the month, I suppose I must dis-

closo mysoll to your headmistress, and tell
her all my story.  Unless——"

But she would not tell them, and so they
left her nt last, taking away with them
the impression that on this, ilo very last
night that was left to her, she meant to
carry oub some final desperate effort to
possess that paper,

When they got down to Study 12 Paula
was there, and that girl reported that
Brenda Ravel was in o very strung-up state
this evening.

Evidently it wns a cause of feverish ex-
citement to Brenda to realiso that this was
the last evening, and that sfter to-morrow
—only one more day I—she and Mrs. Ravel
would be able to snap their fingers at tho
victim of their scheming.

The effeci of such se excitement upon
ire as crude as Brenda’s was to put
» # hoydenish moed. And so when

a
her i

| bedtime came, she was “jarring” rotty
LI

badly upon the girls in general.

“Here, out of the way!” she said
roughly to Grace Guarfiold, at the same {ime
pushing that girl aside from one of the
washstands. * You are always in my way,
1 are !

This to Grace of all girls in the dormi-
torv—Grace, one of the first 1o rctaliate!

“Don’t you push me,” said Crace, “or I
shall push you !» )

“Oh, shut up 1”

“Brenda Ravel —*

“Get away. I {ell you ! the hoyden said,
quile beside hersclf with the clation which
was upon her. “I want to wash my hands.”

The rest of tho dormitory paused Lo
walch developments,

They camel

iraco did not make a rush at the insolent
girl to recover the lost position at the wash-
siand.  TInstead, she resorted to thal teas-
ing tongue of hers.

“Sho_wanis_fo wash her hands. TFor
once! Look, Bienda is actually going to
Lave an extre handshake with the soap 1™
A titter went up,

“Why this thusness?" Gruce pursued
vtly, addressing Bronda, “Such polite-
all of a sudden! Such a scrubbing

lathering 1
. held your

2]

i
and a
“Oh

row!” was Drenda’s



coarse retort to this, “You are very

funny. ain’t you?™

“Have my manicure set—do !”™ pleaded
Grace. “If you really have made up your
mind to get those nails of yours to look
nico—about time, too, I must say!”

“If you say any more—=" burst out
Brenda truculently. .
= shal just  say this,”  said

Grace, as sweetly as ever. “T don't know
where you were dragged up, but——"

“Oh, look out I came in a sort of chorus
from the onlookers. “Grace |

TFor all in an instant, Brenda Ravel had
snatched up the water-jng.

“Take that!” she snapped, at the same
timo slopping half tho contents of the jug
at her playful tormentor,

But Grace was quick cnough to avoid the
deluge. She darted aside with s little
shriek of laughter, and all the water did
l\_\'as to splash Audrey Blain from head to
oot,

“Oh—oh !” gasped the girls.

Audrey had not started undressing. She
looked dowa at herself, biting a lip. then
at the savago Brenda

“¥You absurd creature!” Audrey said
witheringly, “Just Jook at what you have
done!” :

“1 don’t care!™

“I care, anyhow 1" flashed Audrey, firing |
up, “This dress of mine, you bave ruined
it !

“Oh, shut upi”
evitable retort.  “Get to bed

*“Bteady, there:™ Betty said, coming for-
ward. “Brenda, thot's not tho way to talk.
;iﬁ“ had better npologise to Audrey, or
£ il

was Brenda's almost in-
It

I shan't apologise!” exclaimed Brenda.
“You can report me if you like, tcll-tale )
1 don't carc!”

“Fr—Audwey.” interposed Panla in
grent distress,  “cr—pway accept my

apologies 1”
“Your apologies I'* eried Audrey.
“ Weal, yes,” sighed Paula. “I wealise
that your “clothes are spoiled, don't you
know.” '
“Pay for them, Paula,” Ella suggested,
with a titter.  *“You arc Brenda’s cousin.”
“Yes, wather—I mean— Weal, yos,
Audwey,” said Paula, partly out of sheer
ood natare, and partly to appear as if
she il believer hersell (¢ bo Prenda's

<
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cousin, “T will pay for the damage, don't
you know.™
«Oh 1

“Theeh

you rre, let me make mysclf
wc:rnnsible for the damage. Weally,
Audwey, I shall wegard it us a—a pleasure,
bai Jovo [

“Thank you, Paula.” A rey said, very
quictly, “but I cannot think of letting you
suffer to that extont for your cousin's
pleasant ways.”

“But, Audwey—-""

“No, Paula, I will have un apology
from Brenda herself—if nat to-night, then
in the morning.” Audrey finished, in that
deadly quict way of hers.

And then, to show that the incident was
closed—for the time bLeing, at any rafe—
sho moved to another part of the hig dor-
mitory, rid herself of all damp attire, and
was soon curled hetween her bedelothes.

Breada went,on with her disrobing with
a smirk upon her face. As the chums
were aware, to ahi her sceret elation over
the business of the hidden document, thero
was added a senso of gleo' at having
“scored” a small triumph just now.

Audrey bad talked of getting satisfae-
tion in the morning, but no doubt Brenda
thonght that that was a mere feeble threar.
She did not know Audrey !

But Betly & Co. knew that givl, and
they could” fecl sure that the morning
would bring its sequel to the affair of that
water-throwing, What they did not know
was {hat that sequel, strangely cnongh,
would have the most vital bearing upon far
graver matters,

If only the chums could have been awarn
of this—ah, then how much seoncr would
they have dropped to sleep that night, in-
stead of laving awake and thinking, des-
pairingly, that, to-morrow was the tenth cf
the month, and the paper still beyond their
reach [

CHAPTERgg?,
Face to Face,
TFIE night sad worn on to the small

hours.
Over the hushed world of Aor-
cove tho school chimes Dad i
Jdonged tw o'clock.
An honr, surely, when overy sclhislar in
the school should have been asleep—even
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such anxious-minded schelars as the chums
of the Fourth Form. And aslecp those
girls were, at last.

But in that particular dormitory enc girl
there who had cither been lying awake all
this time. or clse she awoke from a very
light sleep at tho faint sound which now
broke the dead silence of night-time.

The merest creak-creak of a floorboard
somewhere round by the stair
and yet it served to feich
in _her bed, listening keenly.

That girl was Brenda Ravel.

Moonlight was flooding into the dormi-
fory, und the siiver gleam was strong
enough to reveal tho sudden excitement in
her eyes,

Why that sound? she must have boen
asking herself, with a special reason for
feeling =0 curious, Somebody moving
sboul the hous: at (his late hour of the
night? Ti so. who is it?

And perhaps the excited girl was think-
ing—the runaway fiom the cottage! That
girl, she had been in hiding in the scheol
all the time. That was her stealthy step
which had set a board creaking just then—
her ecautious tread, as sho crept from her
hiding-place—for what purpose?

To hunt fer the hidden document, per-
haps? To make a last desperate search for
it on this last night that was left to her!

Brenda Ravel suddenly whisked aside the
Led coverings and stepped out upon the
dormitery flcor.

Silently, swiftly, she put on her dressing-
gown and slippers, then stole between the
beds with all their slecping inmates to the
door. :

It was standing ajar. She slipped past
it into the passage, and went on again,
Without a sound she gained the landing;
without a sound sho passed down the stairs
and so reached the Fourth Form corridor,

Before venturing into that passage she
took a cautious peep along it.

No one!

But how about Study No. 6, the study
which she shared with” Paula and anothor

girl erect

vitl?  Was someone in thero at this
moment? The door was closed, as were
the ‘doors' of ull the other studics.  But

aow if the runaway from tho honse in the
} lo Study No. 6, scarching for

With a sudden swift, silent rush, Brenda

PAULA CREEL'S COUSIN!

Ravel got tc the study door and whirled it
open.

The room was bright with moenlight,
And there stood a girl, fully dressed, ‘bub
not in schoo! attire, surprised in the act
of searching the study!

Mute and still ¢ho remained, whilst from
tho lips of Brenca Ravel there came a gasp-
ing “Ah!”

“You, at last ! Brenda whispered across
to her, after a moment or so. “I was right,
then! You have never been far away from
here: vou have been in the school all along,
hoping for a chance to find that paper.”

Thoe other girl made no response, only
stood very still. like some figure in a
tableay, sturing back at the one who had
taken her by surprise.

“Well, you never will find that paper !”
Brenda_went en in a malicious whisper,
““This is the last night; to-morrow is the
tenth of the month, and you know as weli
as I do what that mcans. 8o what are you
going to do now —now that I havo caught
voi and put a stop to this midnight hunt®”

Still there was no response from that
white-faced figure whose large eyes were
gazing at Brenda fiercely.

“I know what I, for my part, am going
to do,” Brenda resumed, with a gloating
smifle. “I'm going to follow you when yon
go from this room—as go you must. And,
remember, if you try to make any trouble
for me, I have only fo— Ah, would you?”

For, in a flash, the girl she was mocking
had made a rush ab her as if to strike
her. The action was only a feint, and as a
feint it achieved its purpose. .

Brenda recoiled a little, putting hersclf
on the defensive, and next instant the other
girl, instead of rushing at her, had darted
from the room.

Away she , along the corridor and
round to the stairs. 2

The whol: thing left Brenda for the
moment  startled out of her wits. As
quickly as possible she: pulled herself to-
gether and ran ont silently fo give chase,
but she was teo late.

_Already tlie other girl had whirled out of
szf;lnr. and now not a sound camo to tell
where she could be sought.

‘What, then, was Brendu to do now?

How carry on a bunt for the clusive girl
through the whole schoolhouse at a time liko
this?  And yct to go back to one’s bed and
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gu to sleep again, leaving that girl to ereep | what thrilling things were taking place in
back to Study No. 6, perhaps—no, it was out | the schoolhouse to-night.
-

of the question !

. The mind of the cunning girl was,_ soon
made up.  She would retwrn to the dormi
tory and wait—yes. li
and let half an hour go by, in the hope that
her vietim would be tempted-to creep back
to the study to resume the search.

As quictly as ever, she stole up the stairs
and regained the dormitory.  She was back
at the bedside when suddenly a thing hap-
pened that held her rigid with surprise,

From somewhere oulside the school there
came a sound she knew to be a summons for
herself.

A faint, shrill whistle ! ] :

That whistle, it was the agreed signal
which Mrs. Ravel always gave when she
wished to” hold communion with this® girl
inder cover of night.

But why—why was Mys. Ravel lurking in
the sehool grounds at such an hour as this?
Brenda herself could think of enly one ex-
planation.

On this, the very last night before the
fateful tenth of the month, suspense had
proved too much for her confederate. She
had come along to the school to make sure,
if possible, that all was still going well, and
had sounded the whistle in the hope that it
would be answered.

“¥Yes, mother has guessed that 1 would be
lying awake on a night like this,” was the
thought that passed through Brendh's mind.
“Can I go down to her, tﬁough? Dare I7"

Even whilst she was standing in such un-
certainty the signal ecamce again, and that
decided her. Yes, she would go down. But
first of all sho must put on her day clothes.

And now, whilst she stealthily donned her
ordinary attire, her active brain suggested a
second visit to the study. It \\'uuldgtnke her
no more than a dozen steps out of her way
down to the back door of the house. And
Ly this time, perhaps, the girl she had con-
fronted just now would hflve refurned to the
study and could be caught in the act again.

It must not be supposed that Brenda got
through her dressing without many a heart-
in-the-mouth  pause, fearing that some
sleeper was rousing up.  Again and egain
the guilty girl had a seare of that sort, but
it never came (o anything,

Betty, Polly—all of them. they slambered
on, never even dreaming as they slept of

¢ down upon her bed |

At last Brenda was ready, and again she
tip-toed across the reom and went stealthily
ownstairs.

At every step she was on the look-out for
any glimpse of the girl whe had cluded her
a few mrinutes ago. There was no sign
of her, however, nor did a sound come to
tell of her presence anywhere. d

Was she, though, back in Study No. 6 by

this time 1

No.
Brenda crept along to that den, only to
find it deserted.

8o now she turned away and made for tho
ground floor,

In a couple of minutes she was at the back
door, und here a surorise awnited her,

‘ha bolts were already drawn back; the
unlocked 1
id this mean?

She guessed in an instant.

That other girl had quitted the schooi-
house within the last fow minutes, e ha
left by ‘this door, and, of course, had been
unable to make it fast behind her.

Brenda turned the kunob, softly opened the
door, and slipped out into the grounds. Less
than three minutes later, she was stealing up
to the woman who was lurking there.

* Mother !” was tho cautious whisper with
which the girl proclaimed her presence to
Mrs. Ravel.  “I'm here, mother!”
“Oh, good ! T had to come, hecauso—'
wrigh

“Why, what's up?” the woman questioned
sharply. "“Isn’t it safe, then, Rachel?”

That- was the name she  voived—not
Brenda, but Rachel !

“¥es, wo are all right. 1 hope.” the girl
answered, whilst the pair of them glahced
around uneasily if tho moonlight,  “But
Brenda is not far off, mother.  She has been
in hiding in the scheol——"

‘*Ah, just as we thought!”

“And to-night—toniggl I cuught her-—
caught her in my study hunting for the

door was
Whal

d she get it? Don't tell me that sho

"

“No; she—-  Why, look!” the girl
broke oftf with an excited gasp. * There she
goos—see her?  Over there!”

Mrs. Ravel flashed about to follow with
her eyes the direction in which her daughter
was poinling.
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Distinetly in the bright moonlight the
woman saw a girlish figure flitting towards
the. boundary hedge. There was a moment
whilst Mrs. Ravel stood nonplussed; then
she turrgl and whispered excitedly to her
daughter :

“Beck to your bed, Rachel—quick,
back! As for the girl, T will deal with her {”

And with that significant word she rushed
away, giving chase to the fugitive figure.

CHAPTER 20.
The Fateful Day.

HE night had passed. Morning had
l come again, and with it the tenth of
the month!

" Day of bitter regret and sorrow to
the chums of the Fourth Form—so they folt
it was going to be, as they roused up at the
usual time and mado their toilettes.

Regret that this day should have come
round at last and found them still at a loss

. a8 to where the eoveted document. was
hidden. Borrow that their failure to got
hold of that paper was to mean the triumph
of wrong over right!

During all the bustle of dressing in the
dormitory there was a good deal of falk
about the drenching of Audrey by Brenda,
and a possible soquel in the course of the
next few hours. But Betty and her con-
fidantes took no part in the more or less
fippant gossip, p

Tlieir thoughts were with their nameless
friend, the girl whom they had been aiding
s0 loyally during her enforced period of
hiding in the attic,

Once again—and, alas!’it was for the last
time—the chums must see about some break-
fast for her at the first possible moment.

. So, nItImugh Paula dallied in front of a
bed-room mirror, and whilst Madge went
below to tho music-room to get her usual
ten minutes’ practice before brekker, Betty
and Polly slipped away to their study,
meaning to sorapo together a meal for the
secrob guest of Morcove School,

Hard!y a_minute had they been alono to-
gether in Btudy 12, however, beforo they
heard a great disturbance coming from some
other den farther down tho corridor,

“Hark!” cach exclaimed to tho other.
“That's Brenda Ravel, surely!”

PAULA CREEL'S COUSIN!

And Polly added in the next breath:

“ Audrey is there. Oh, therc's a row on!
It's Audrey making @ to-do about that busi-
ness last night!”

Polly was right.

At that instant Audrey Blain. was con-
fronting tho girl whom all Morcove School
knew as Brenda Ravel in the latter's study.

Audrey had already demanded an apology
from the girl hooligan, thereby drawing a
loud, impudent refusal from her.

Now Audrey was waiting for the vulgar
voice' to die down a little, while at the open
‘doorway gathered a whole crowd of girls,

Grace Garfield was there, so was Ella
Elgood. So were half a dozen other girls
who had been looking forward to a “good
old rumpus,”

"Brcnﬁlu Ravel, once again, will you
&

“No, I won't! And if you don't clear
out, I'll spoil your looks for you, just as
you say I spoiled your dress!” the violent
girl shouted.

“Oh, isn’'t she a beauty?” commented
Grace Garficld in the doorway. “What can
we do with & girl like this?”

Audrey was in a pale, dangerous state
of anger. Her tone of voice was icy as
sho said :

“I know quite well what to do with her.
If she won't apologise, I must make her—
on her knees!"” |

“You just try—you!” Brenda defied her.

By this time Beity and Polly had got to
the "doorway. Paula also had come from
upstairs, and was an agitated onlooker,

With a Iightnini spring Audrey leapt at
Brenda. Nothing but white-hot anger could
ever have given Audrey’s slim, elegant form
strength enough for her to grapple with the
hoyden. But she had that strength now.

In spite of Brenda's heavier build and
her naturally violent disposition, she was
suddenly held by the shoulders and shaken
furiously.

“Now!” Audrey said fiercoly. “You
‘shall say you are sorry—on your knees! Get
dow'n. you ill-bred young monkey! Down, 1
say |

Then a violent struggle began. Several
girls—including Betty and Polly—moved
forward to try and stop it, but those two
combatants still wrestled on furiously. i

All over the room they battled together,’
knocking over chairs, pushing the tablo
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awry, eweeping odds and onds to the floor,

“Stop! That's enough!” pleaded Betty,
“Now, Audrey- -

“No, she asked for this, and she shall
have it!” was Audrey’s passionate answer.
“We have put up with her foo long!”

“Hear, hear!” chuckled Graco and Ella.

But now Brenda tore herself free of
Audrey and sent her rvecling. That ginl
charged back at her, and again they
wrestled madly.  Audroy, however, was
lesing strength at Jast, whilst Brenda was as
full as ever of animal cnergy.

Crash! The violent girl sent Audrey
against the wall, and with the shock of tho
impact Audrey swept a hand up wildly as if
to find support.

There followed another evash as that
sweeping hand fetehed a picture from the
wall and sent it smash to the floor, the
string broken, the glass in smithereens.

“Now stop!” insisted Betty, striding be-
tween the furious pair. “This has gone too
far alrcady. Brenda—-”

“Get out, the lot of you!” that girl
shouted hoarscly. “If you don’t—— Here,
leave that picture alone, you !

This was to Polly, who had suddenly
pounced forward to snateh wp the ruined

picture.  She did not heed the furious
injunction.
A sudden wild shout came from her,

leaving every other inmate of the room
stricken mute and still with amazement.

“ Betty—Paula !” yelled Polly, “hook—
look 1 :

“Let it alone—give it to me!” came in a
sort of frenzied shriek from Brenda.

She hurled herself at Polly, who, however,
dodged aside adroitly. .

And now the others saw that the madcap
was waving aloft a sheet of paper—somo
paper that she had snatched from the back
of the fallen picture.

Study No. 6 had yielded up its secret!

“It's the document!” Polly cried exult-
antly. “Look—look! Oh, Betty, Betty 1

“Hold it, Pally!” panted Betty, for
Brenda was ready to rush at her again.
“Take car

“¥Yas, wather! Bai Jove—"

“Give it to me!” stormed Brenda grazily.
“I will have it—I will! You—you

“Girls, what is all this dreadful com
motion 7 was tho sudden stern, shocked ery
that someone voiced in the doorway.
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“Stand still, all of you! Whatever does this
ean !

And there was Miss Massingham, the
Form-mistress, towering eo impressively in
the doorway that even Brenda was suddenly
bereft of all power to move or speak |

“Explain! Yon, Betty, as captain of tho
Form——"

“T will explain readily enough, Miss Mas-
singham,” answered that girl. “Thero has
boen an upset betwen this girl Brenda Ravel
and Audrey Blain. But what I most want
to explain is—thi

And with the word she took the document
from Polly’s hand and held it out.

Miss Massingham simply stared,

“This document,” soid Betty, “has just
come to light. It has been kept behind that
smashed picture. Brenda Ravel put it
there, and wo would nevor have found it if
there had not been this rumpus. But it has
been found, and now—— Oh, Miss Mas-
singham, there are some of nws who know
that it is a document of vital importance I

“You say it is, Brenda’s? Well, then

“Yes, it is mine, so malko her give it back
to me!” panted Brenda wildly. “Oh, do—
do order her to give it up!”

“ Miss Mussingham, if you did order me

| to do that I could not obey,” was the answer

with which Betty amazed most of her
auditors. “Now that Polly has found the
paper we must keep it. We must tako it to
the girl upstairs!”

“The—girl—upstairs |” cchoed Miss Mas-
singham with pardonable astonishment.

“Yes. Upstairs a girl has been hiding
for several days,” Betty’s amazing story
went on. “Polly and I have been giving
her food and seeing after hor. Sho did not
dare disclose herself—did not dare present
herself to Miss Somerfield and confide in
her. We don’t know why oilg is, but sho had
to stay in hiding and fry to get hold of this
paper by the tenth of the month,” '
& i cried out

And today is the tenth!”
Polly. “So—ch, don't let’s waste a
moment !”

“But I must—I must hear more about
this 1. was the Form-mistress’ extlamation.
“Tell me, Betty—"

“The paper is of vital importance to the
girl we have kept in hiding,” Betty rushed
on. “Wo don't know who she is, only that
she was foreed 1o live with Brenda Ravel's
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moiher at the old house in tho lane. We
—

But now Miss Massingham held up a
hand. Bhe had come to a wise decision.

“Tho Headmistress must hear about all
this at once, It is a matter outside my
authori Betty and Polly, you will come
with me "

“Pauta should come, too.”

“Yeos, w;nher!”

“Very well, if you think so. As for you,
Brenda Ravel,” the Form-mistress added,
looking mcross at that pallid, agitated girl,
“you will remain alone in this study and
hold yourself in readiness for an interview
with the headmistress. The rest of you
will please disperse at once. To breakfast—
yos

The injunction was not one to be set at
naught, and so, very reluctantly, the be-
wildered girls moved off, falling into twos
and threes to discuss the day's sensation as
they trooped downstairs.

“Now!" Miss Massingham said in her
rommanding way to Betty, Polly, and Paula,
und sway they went, y keeping a tight
hiold of the priceless document.

The moment they were gone, leaving
Brenda to herself i the study, that girl
slammed the door, then took several dis-
traught turns about the room.

She was like one crazy with despair.

“On the very day—the tenth of the
month !” sho panted, beating her hands to-
zether.  “Oh, what will mother say about
all this? How can I ever face her? On the
very day when we were to—— But is it all
ap with us even now—is it?” she suddenly
stopped dead to ask herself excitedly. 3

Ancther moment and she was talking on

e

again in an agitated whisper, whilst her eyes

began to gleam with all the old cunning.

“It is the day, but we have a few hours
yeb to get a start of them. That document
~——— After all, they can do nothing with it
without the girl's help. And she— Yes,
thero is a ciancefstill a chance if T get
wway at once.” b

Below the whole school was sitting down
to breakfast in the great dining-room.

8he couldl do it?

Pulling the study door shut very softly,
sho stole off downstairs, and five minutes
{ater she hod got clear of the school without
being ohserved by anyone.
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CHAPTER 21.
The Empty Attic.

Y ELL, girle! This is altogether a
most astounding story you have
told me!”

Thus Miss Somerficld, tho head-
mistross of the school, when at last the
chums of the Fourth Form had unfolded all
thoy knew about the great mystery.

The four firl&*fur Madge Minden was
here; they had picked her up on the way
to this private room of the headmistross’—
were lined up in front of this handsome,
white-haired lady who was so good at hand-
ling any eritical situation,

“You know what this document is, of
course ?” she pursued, casting a glance at it
as it lay upon her dosk,

“Why, the fact is,” Betty owned for her-
self and friends, “we have been o excited
and have bad such a little time—>

¥ Quite!” Miss Somerfield nodded with a
faint smile. “I may tell you, then. It
appears to be a will, disposing of a great
deal of wealth.”

“Bai Jove!” breathed Paula.

“Yes, and I sce your own nameo here,
Paula.”

“Gwe
am—->"

“You certainly appear to be entitled to
inherit some money under this will. Another
share—a, larger one—goes to Brenda Ravel.
And that girl is—not the girl we have had
at the school, if what you have told me is
the -casé, but—" i

“The girl we have holped!” cried out
Polly excitedly. *Yes, she is the real
Brenda Ravell The other girl—the one
who has been in the school all along—she is
an impostor, as we have felt she must be.”

“Thero is much to be proved yet,” mur-
mured Miss Somerfield, “and time is short.”

“Yes!” exclaimed Beity. ““That is what
I am thinking all the time. The tenth of
the munth—tiat wae to be bhe vital day.
Oh, Miss Somerfield, may wo go at onco to
the girl in the attic and let her know?”

“By all means. Run away. One
moment ! You will bring her back to me as
quickly as possible, of ¢ourse?”

Y o8

ous! Do you weally mean that T

“ Yes,‘ wather [*
And away sped the four, whilst Miss.
Somerficld exchanged a smile with the
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Form-mistress, who had.bcen standing by
all this while.

*1 thought we would let the girls run u
to this poor friend without our goin, witﬁ
them,” ‘the tactful headmistress said. *I
expect we would have found it hard to keep
pace with them, so eager they are. And no
wonder I

She returned her goze to the document in
her hands.

“Time—it is all e question of time,
indeed ! she muttered with sudden extreme
gravity. “Unless this document is produced
in the right quarter by five o’clock this
very afternoon, certain moneys: left by
Brenda  Ravel’s father—the real Brenda
RaveSs father—will go to his undeserving
stepdeughter and her mother!”

“That scheming woman who has been
living at the house tho girls spoke about?”

“ Vs,

“And where,” asked Miss Massingham
after a pause, “where is tho rightful
quarter for this document to be produced
¥y five o'clock 1

“That we do not know,” was Miss Somer-
ficld’s solemn answer.

She set the paper down.

“‘Unless tho real Brenda Ravel can tell
us exactly where to take the document, it
will be worthless in our hands.”

And at that very instant what was the
alarming discovery which the four chums
were making?

“Brenda Ravel—Brenda Ravel!” they
had ealled aloud to the girl in hiding as they
gnined the topmost floor of the great school-
house. Tt is all right!”

“Quite all wight, Bwenda! Bai Jove!”

“Wo have found it—got it—the paper!”

80 they had all been erying jubilantly as
they got to tho attic door. Now they flung
it open and surged together into the dingy

room. And the real Brenda—where was
she ? :
Not here!

Not here in the only place they knew
where to look for her!

Gone—vanished! Gono from the Liding-
place, leaving no message behind, ne elue
at all as to where she could be sought.

Gone like this, and to-day was tho tenth
o month, and in a few minu tho
dismayed chums would bo hearing t
rolemn  words that Miss Somerfield had
voiced just now to the Form-mistress:

same |,
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“Unless the real Brenda Ravel can bo
found and can tell us whero to take this
document, it is worthless in our hands.”

What, then, could the chums do now?
Where could they scck the strangely missing
girl? - And even if they had tho luck to
find her, would they bhe in time?f

That was the question with which tho
chums of Moreove were to be faced. Could
thoy yet be in time?

“We must find ber—we must!” was the
declaration Betty mado when she heard the
news from Miss Somerficld.

“It will be a most awful thing if we
don't 1¥

And they raced away from Miss Somer-
field's study again.

“Yes, wather, geals! Howevah—"

“Half a sec., all! TLet’s ask these girls if
they have ecen anything of her.”

Hetty made a rush at the small party of
scholars who had just come up the stairs.

“Grace Garfield, have you seen anything
of a girl—not one belonging to the school at
all, but a girl in rather plain, shabby
clothes 1"

“Is it a
flippantly. |

“Don’t be silly!” cried headstrong Polly
Linton, the Form captain’s chum. “It's
serious.”

“Yes, wather! Bai Jove!” Paula Creel
exclaimed in her amiable way. “It's pwetty
thwilling, T weckon.”

“Listen, Grace,” pleaded Betty. “You
had better be told—tho sconcr the whole
school knows, the better. We are desper-
ately anxious to findsa girl who is suddenly
missing this morning, She doesn't belong
to tho school, but we——"

“Helped her to keep in hiding up in the
atties,” put in Polly, who could not be
silent, “And when “ went up to her
just now- *

“Bai Jove, vou know!*

“Bhe was gono!”

Graco and her companions looked enitably
amazed, So did the half-dozen other givls
who were now gathering around..

“What—what 1"’ exclaimed Grace. *Nice
sort of sensation to spring upon us all, just
as we are getting ready to go into morning
school.”

“Bchool! I don't think there will be
much _school for any. of us this morning,”
said Betty. “Wae have simply got to find

catch ?*  returned  Grace
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that gixl!
few hours.’

“But who is the girl, then?’ came in a
bewildered chorus  from  the gathering
throng, for now that something was amiss
was spreading rapidly,

“Panla’s cousin!” “said Betty, causing a
great “Oh!” to go up.

“Ol, Taula’s cousin! But, stop u hit!
How do you muke that out?” several givls
said all together. “Paula’s cousin—Brenda
Ravel—has been at the school all along "’

“Bho hae notI"” was Betty's startling an-
uouncement. “That girl was a sheer im-
postor! She came to the school personating
the real Brendn Ravel, and the real Bronda
is the girl we were hiding."”

Eetty fetched a hard breath. She looked
like bolting off to pugsue  the  desperate
search.

“But_there s really no time to explain,’’
she wailed. “Woe can only say that if the
real Brenda is not at a eertain placa by five
o”clock, she loses an inheritance. Paula her-
self will Jose one, ton! Oh, come on !’

“Yes, geals.””

“Ali join in the hunt,’” the Form captain
appealed to her schoolfellows., “And whe-
pver gicks up a clue, o finds the girl, let
Miss Somerfield know.”

She raced off at last, and with her went
certain of her closest friends-—girls who
had been concerned with Betty in {his
mysterious business from the very start.

There wus Polly Linton, of course, and
there was Paula Crecl. Madge Minden was
another member of the party, which thus in-
cluded four gils of absolutely diffevent
characters
But _this morning all four scholars were
ke in cne thing—their tense excitement
over the quest of the missing Bronda Ravel,
the desperate longing to find her in time for
her o take that document to the appointed
place which only she could name!

“I tell you what,” panted Betty. “I, for
one, mean to get along to that old house in
the lane. She may nof be there, but—""

“Then won’t it be wasiing time !’ de-
murred Polly.

“I think not,” was the captaiu's prompt
reply. “We found out, ten minutes ago,
that the sham Brenda Ravel has holted from
the school.  And supposing that little im-
postor has ot off to her mother at the old
house, (o warn her that the document is in

% a question of time—only a
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our hands? Supposing they mean to rush

“Before they are canght!” exclaimed
Madge. *There is something in that., If wo
can't find the real Brenda, we can at least
get hold of the fulse one, perhaps! And
from_her we might force an admission as
to wheve the real'Brenda is.”

“Bai Jove, that’s the ideah, geals! A
bwilliant notion!” was Paula’s delighted
comment. “Howevah—-""

“Don’t forget this,” muttered Betty
gravely: “that hoirid woman, the false
Brenda’s mother, has been at the bottom
of the whole business all along.
have been the e of the real Brenda
suddenly vanishing like this. So there may
be something in getting after her, ton.”

“Yes, wather!”

“Then hurry up!” was Polly Linton's
hearty 1'0{05:-(1913 although one would have
thought that they were tearing along as fast
as they possibly could. *Up,
Tuery 1

They were at the great school gateway
by now. Through it they sprinted, emerg-
ing upon the open highway.

“Now, see who can give the lead!” was
Betty’s rousing cry,

And just as if, indeed, aach girl's very
life depended upon her never falling behind,
they pelted on—on, along that country road,
like the spirvited lot they were.

Ding-dong! they heard the school chimes
suddenly dinning out as they raced along,
;;zﬁ they counted the solemn strokes of the

Marecove !

Nine o'clock!

Only eight hours to go between now and
five o'vlock this afterncon, and the missing
Bronda Ravel had yet to be found|

CHAPTER 22.
The Flight of Two Schemers,
! T the moment when Those

school
chimes were riqﬁing out from Mor-
cove School a girl was crashing open

the wicket-gate of the old

the lane,

Darting along the garden path, all breath.
less with running, she dashed past the
trellised porch into the house, crying:

Q“ Mknthar! Are you there,” mothert
uick !

Somewhere upstaits a door slammed, and

house in
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then a hasty footfall sounded along a pns!
sage.  The woman who was thix exeited
girl's mother came hwrying down,

“Why, Rachel—" *

“I had to come, mother!” the schoolgirl
panted.  “Whatever shall we do? That
document has been found—seized by the
vlgr_v mirls who were longing to get hold
of 1t 1"

“Found! And where is it now—where is
it?” was what the woman wanted to know,
Inoking panie-stricken.

“The headmistress has it, T suppose,
mother, don’'t blame me! You know 1 hid
it carcfully in my study at the school.
But this morning those girls got hold of i,
There was a most frightful scene. One of
the mistresses took them all 1o the Tcad,
and I was told to stay behind until T was
sent for,” ¢

“And_instead—*

“T bolted—yes.I felt it was the best thing
—that perhaps thero would yet be a chance
for us 1f only I could get to you in time.”

The mother of Rachel Ravel, who was the
girl who had personated Brenda Ravel, ran
into the parlour to lock at the cloek.

“It is nine now,” she muttered tensely.
""Get somo things on, Rachel! Wo must
get away from here. We must clear out,
in any case, whether we ean win or not."

Rachel Ravel had a small bundle under
one arm. She unrolled it upen the table,
and as the contents rolled out they proved
to be an outdoor jackel and a soft hat.

“Oh, what a thing to have happened on
the very day!” Mrs. Ravel went on, beat-
ing her hands together. “The very tonth
of the month to-day, and this has hap-
pened 1

“I couldn’t help it, mother!”

“Well, I suppose not. You certainly had
good reason®for being careful enough,”
the woman oxclaimed. *You knew that if
only we could get over to-day-~the tenth of
the month~the timo limit for the produc-
tion of that document would be run out.
And then your stepsister end your cousin
would have been unable to inherit. But if
they get to Lhe lawyer's with the paper in
timg—-~""

* Mother, they can’t do that—unless they
find Brenda,” tha girl struck in excg edly,
“"How ecan they know where to l*,tho
paper? The addr You
remember——"

Oh,

wes is rot given.
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Mrs. Havel started.
“And Brenda 1s safely out of tho way,"”

she snid softly, yet exultantly. * Yes, there
may be a chance fof us, after all. Only
eight ho left before the time limit ex-
pires. We can beat them yet!”

And she added. as she whipped some oul-
door things of her ‘own from behind the
oor

“One minute, Rachel, and we'll be »ff,
We must get to Barncombe on foot wnd
catel the first possible train,”

Racbol nodded eagerly. Then, bLreaking
the panse whicl was attending her mother's
hasty preparations for the journcy, she
asked in a tense whisper:

* Where is Brenda, then? You caughi her
last night, did you?"

“Yes, I caught her, and well she knows
it!” was the grim reply. “That girl »

“Where is she now, mother? Toll me!”
pleaded Rachel,

“Never yon mind!” was the snappish
veply. "I will just tell you this; I have
done her no harm, and T can easily send an
anonymous message to the scheol when it is
safe to do so, telling them where to find the
girl and release her. Now I'm readv, so
como on!”

A repellent woman she looked, Laking hor
last flurried look round the old farmhouse,
this place which she had repted, partly
furnished, at the time when she sent her
daughter (o the school to impersonate the
real Brenda,

“That Brenda!” she fumed below lLer
breath. “There would never have been
anything of this sort if she hadn’t been
sharper than I tBought she was. Dut
there, it is no uso talking 1"

- Bhe made a sign to her daughicr to pre-
cede her out of the house, and then fal-
lowed the girl into tho open.

Slam! wont the doo™Rs she pulled it shut,
and having turped the key, she drew it out
and threw it away.

i shull never want that any more,” was
ill-tempered comment on 1'e acticn.

“The back of the house is ali lecked wup,
and so-———"

“Iark " jerked out Rachel Ravel, in
sudden alarm.

She gaid in a whisper nest moments

*I thought I heard people coming along
tho road from tho school!  Mother, sup:
pose they do come, will they——-"
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“Leb them. come 1™ exclaimed Mrs, Ravel
iiercely,  “Wo shan’t bo here, anyhow.
Come on, my girl, and let’s sco if we can't
get to Barncombe in half an hour. There’s
a train [rom there, I believe, at nine-forty.”

She led on to the garden gate, whilst the
givl followed, shaking visibly with nervous
cxcitement.

A minute sinée the daughter had put on
somo gloves which she had taken from tho
jacket pocket, mow she as distractedly
tugged them off, wondering, perheps, why
she had put them on. They would only
make her hotter than cver during the rush
to Barncombe.

In a flustered way she thrust them into
her coat pocket—or thought she did, any-
how. But one of the gloves fell unhceded
to the ground, and there it lay, whilst its
panicky owner and
woman sect off upon the flight.

On they went, and all the while cach was
keeping a wary look-out; and suddenly a
gasp of dismay burst from Rachel.

“There! Sce, mother!” she whispered,
cheeking sharply to peer ihrough the almost
Jeafless hedge. “Down on the main road!
See them?”

Mrs. Ravel camo to a standslill, panting
Tor breath, and gazed in the direction indi-
cated,

“Girls from tho school, of course!” she
muttered.

“Yes, the very ones, I am certain, who
have been on my track all along ! Rachel
answered fiercely, “They are going to turn
into the lane; they are going to the farm-
house, mather!”

AMre. Ravel went very white in the face.

“Weli, come on!” she panted desperately.
“I tell you, Rachel, wo may beat, them
yeot !”

And reaching a peint whero the narrow
y-lane suﬂdnnﬁ' weunt steeply downhill, they
tore on at o faster pace than ever,

GCHAPTER 23.
At the House in the Lane.

AT-TAT-TAT! -
R “They are_gone, Betty.”
Rat-tat! Rat-tat-tat! .
““It is not.a bit of nse knocking,

Betty. The birds have flown!”

the cqually exciied |

Jwun a mile or
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“I am afraid they have!” sighed the
Form captain, as she gave up plying the
brass knocker of the farmhouse door. *“ An
now the question is—"

“Bai Jove, geals! Look heaht”

That was Paula Creel, calling from the
gateway.

Poor Paula! She had dropped behind to-
wards tho end of the race from the school.
When she reached tlie wicket-gate & fow
moments ago—by which time Betty was
thundering at the closed door—shoe had
leant against the gatepost, utterly exhausted.

Now, however, somo discovery had braced
her up again.

“Heab, bai Jove, theal's a geal’s glovel”
she cricd, pouncing.to pick up the tell-tale
find. “And it is one of Bwenda's, bai
Jove—the sham Bwenda, I should say 1™

“Of course,” was Polly Linton’s rather
slighting comment on the find, *“That qirl
has holted here this morning, and the point
is that sho has bolted off again with her
mother.”

“Yes, wather! Howevah—"

“There is something in the find, Polly,”
remarked Betty Barton, taking the glove
from the drawler. “Tt is still warm.”

“Bai Jove! Betty deah, it would nevak
havo stwuck me there was anything to de
dneo fwom that!”

“Still waem, is it?” eried Polly, * Hurrah,
then!  And bravoe you, Paula, for spotting
it! Now we know they can’t have been
gone more than a few minutes.”

“Gone _where—that's the question?”
broke out Madge Minden, *To Barncombe.
do you think? To the railwdy station?”

“Why, yes!” exclaimed Betty. “Oh, why
—why didn't we come along on our bikes®
The hunt is going to take us farther aficld
than we expected. Barncombe——"

“Yes, bai Jove! When wo have alweady
more! Howeveh, geals,
I'm weady to wun another, bai Jove!”

“No, wait! Hip, hip!" sang out Polly
again, darting into the lane to look along
it. “Here is ono of our girls riding a
bike.”

“Qh, bai Jove, what a welief! Geals

"It is Blueboll Courtney!
Bluebell ” Polly fairly yellad.
someone with a bike—quick I

Come on,
“We want
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Bluebell put on speed when she heard
this ery, and in a few scconds she was
springing down from the saddle, to stand
with the bike held ready ‘for re-mounting.

" Bluebell,” DBetty proceeded to cxplain
quickly, “the shagm Brenda and her mother
have bolted from this place within the last
few minutes. Do you think you can run
into Barncombe? = You'll recognise the
sham Brenda if you sce her, won't you?"

“In a flash, I will!” uxclmmed Bluebell,

“And I'll be off. now, like u shot! What
do I do, though, if I see them ?” ghe paused
to, hsk cagerly. *Give them into custody 77

Bai Jove, yes, wather!” said Paula.

But Betty said:

“No, hardly that, dear!"—with a laugh.

*“Follow them, Bluebell, and if they go
to the station, then find out where they nre ]
hnukmg to. Then back to the school——"

“Or telephuxm," suggcfsted Madge.
“Right-ho! Ta-

And Bluebell “a‘] oﬁ'

“Good!" commented Polly, “ felt half
inclined to borrow the bike and do the
journey myself. Bui perhaps there is useful

work to do around the farmhouse, What
say, Betty?”

What Beity bad to say did not transpire
for the moment. Before she and her chums
had taken their eyes off the depaltmg Blue-
bell, they heard a sharp ping! and they
knew what that meant.

“I have no puncture outfit!” sang back
thc‘ crestfallen Bluebell.

“Ob, dear!” sighed Betty.

“Then ride on the flat!” was Polly Lin-
ton’s advice to the solitary cyclist. “I
will, if you can’t!” she offered again.

Blucbell was not going to shy at doing a
ihing which others were ready to do.  Into
the saddle she vaulted again, and away she
went, making quite a good speed in spite
of t!u- flat tyre,

Betty glanced at her wrlsr\\atoh.

"Twr‘nty-ﬁve past nine. How {ime
Hying

"Yps wather! Howevah—— Bai Jove,
geals,” "Paula broke off, turning in a startled
way to stare at the hrmhouse “Did ydu
heah that?”

The gitls hushcd themselves on the in-
stant. All four girls had, in fact, come in

is

for Ilm same sharp shock. They had heard
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a sound from within the old house, and now
they were listening to its repetition.

[t was not a cry for help, or they would
never have held still like th:s full of hesi-
tation. It was just a faint commotion, such
as anybody might make by a blundering
step, and so they were forced {o wonder—
were the mother and daughter in the house,
after all?
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In spite of the locked doors and the
fustened dows, and the dropped glove at
the wick ate, had it been an utter mis-
take to think that the guilty zouple had fled
the placa®

That wus what the gicls w
themselves in perplexity when th
another sound.  This time it was more
clearly defined. They all telt sure it was
the noise made by somecono hammering
upon a door in the heart of the house, end
how significant was a thing of that sort
when they were hunting for a missing girl!

Without a word Betty suddenly pipped to-
wards the house porch, Jusi as silently her
chums ran after her, and the next fow
moments folmd them listening again, close
to tho front door.

Lhud—hnng—hhuﬂ! the hammer-

Thud,
ing was continuing, growing louder and
louder,

And then, to set all doubts at rest. they

heard a hoarse voice calling—calling piti-
ably:
“Help—help! Let me

oul! Help!™

. CHAPTER 24.
Found at Last,
", ERE, 10mu on!” Betty 'vro!w out
ot to cud thisI”
“Yeos, wather I guavere
whilst Polly showed her uf:pm\ml by whisk:
ing about to hunt the garden for something,
Her chums knew what
Polly mcant to find a baticring ram fc
make short ¢mk of the stout old onken
door, i
"1 know—a clothes-post!” she suddenly
exclaimed, and would have sped round tq
the back garden only Betty called:
“No, Polly! Why noet the window 7
Here goes!”
And with the

word Morcove’s Tourtl
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Form ecaptain simply smaahod a pane of
glass to smitherecns with a heavy stone,
Whipping out her handkerchicf,
swiftly brushed away the splinters lying
upon the si then she was scrambling
through the smashed window into the room.

After her went Polly, whilst Madge fol-
lowed next. By the time Paula was taking
her turn to seramble over the low sill, th(-
old house was ringing with the other giris’
cries,

They were answering the faint shouts
that had again fallen upon their hearing.

*All right; we are here to help you!
Brenda Rcvni, it is all right! But where
are you?"”

" Oh,
called,
by any renssuring cries.
me out!”

Betty made a grim comment as
dashed with  her equally agitated
panions out into the dingy hall.

For they were suddeiily realising that the
imprisoned girl was beating upon the under-
side of a trapdoor.

The warst they had expeeted to find was
that she was locked in a room, but tho dis-
tressing sounds drew them to a stone-flagged
kitchen ; and there was the trapdoor beneath
which she was imprisoned !

The massive square of oak planking was
made fast to its framework by rusty bolts
that had been shot howe on the upper side,
thus denying the hapless caplive any chance
of cseape by her own cxertions.

In o flash Betty and Polly were on their
knees, working back tho countersunk bolts,
Then, jumping up, the two girls were helped
by Madge and Paula to heave back the
heavy lid.

It rose on ond, and they let it fall back
against the stome flags with a deafening
thud. Then, bending over, they peered
down. %

Tor a moment the darkness baffled even
their scarching cyes.

“Brenda ! thoy shouted anxiously. “Hure
wo are!”

The response that eame up from the dark
cellar was one of such exhaustion that it
left them heart in mouth with renewed
alarm, There were steps all the way down,
and Betty lost no time in descending, \Vhl‘ah

she

help—halpt” the poor girl still
as if she were past being comforted
“Let me out—let

she
com-
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onc of her chums—it was Madge Minden—
seized a box of matches from the oil-stove
that stood over by one wall, and held a tiny
flame into the opening.

So, when they got to the foot of the steep
stairs, she had just enough light ecoming
down to her to sec where Brenda was.

That poor girl, suddenly abandoning her
fruitless hammering at the trapdoor when
she knew that rescue was al hand, had tot-
tered to the foot of the steps. Now she
was huddled there, half swooning.

With a rush, down came Polly Linton,
guessing that it would take two of them to
help their mystery friend out of her prison.

Nor were Madge and Paula slow to offer
help, They were ready to lend their %cnﬂn
aid when at last poor Brenda Ravel was
on the topmost step, and they took her from
Betty and Polly and almost carried her to a
chair,

Bhe secemed, for the next minute or so,
too dazed to speak, but when they had
given her a sip of cold water and had main-
tained a tactful silence, she began to talk in
a feeblo, gasping manner.

It appeared that, during the previous
night, she had loft her hiding-place in thd
school to mako a last desperate scarch for
the vital document.

The sham Brenda Ravel, her stepsister,
had surprised her in the aet, and then
Brenda herself had slipped away from ths
schoolhouse, beeause she feared that her
being found there by some mistress or other
would geb her schoolgirl chums into trouble.

And then in the nighthound school
grounds she had been surprised again, this
timo by her stepmother, Mrs. Ravel.

That cunning woman appeared to have
been lurking there to gain a scoret meeting
with her daughter Rachel.  Brenda had
tried to give Mrs. Ravel the slip, but had
failed. A fierce struggle had ended in her
Leing hustled part of the way to the lonely
house. Then she had swooned,.and when
she came round she found herself in the
dark cellar.

Mrs, Ravel had called down to her that
she, Brenda, would be see free without
suffering any harm in a little while. But
the poor gir}’s desperato anxiety to got out
may be imagined.

“All the time,” she told her awed lis
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teners, in great agitation, “I was thinking
how the coming dey was the tenth of the
month, and that I was to be kept prisoner
until the time-limit.had expired. = Mrs.
Ravel would have set me free then—oph,
yos! She would have let me go where I
liked then.”

“But now—what?” broke out Betty, as
Brenda's gasping story came to an end at
last. *“The time-limit has not expired, and
we have the document!”

As those words left the Form captain’s
lips they wrough® a great change in Brenda

avel. .

All the exhaustion. and despair scemed to
pass from hor in & moment.  She staggered
up unaided.

“You have the document?” was her joy-
ful ery. ¥

¥ ¥os."

* Bai Jove, wather!” .

“At least,” rushed on Betty, “the head-
mistress has it. But sho has told us that
unless the paper is produced at a certain
place by five o’clock to-day, it will be worth-
less.”

“That is so,” Brenda answered, with a
hard breath. *Tho time now is——"

“Ten o'clock,” exclaimed Polly. “Seven
hours yet! Oh, Brenda, isn’t there time,
after all?”

“Burely 1” was the word with which che
set all their hearts bounding. *It is & great
distance from hers, but perhaps a car—or
there may be a train—"

“No, a car is the thing! Miss Somer-
field's car!” Paula cried, clepping her hands.
** Betty—Madge—Paula ! The thing is for ns
to get Brenda back to the echool with us.”

“That's it 1"

“Bei Jove, wather! Howevah, see how
pwostwate the poor geal is!” was Paula’s
compassionate rimnark. '

Brenda's responso to that was another
effort at pulling herself together.  She-took
another draught of the reviving cold water,
laved her face and hands at the kitchen
sink, ‘and then turned to her cxcited chums,
looking quite restored.

“I om ready,” she exclaimed. “Porhaps
I shall lag & little on the way to the school,
but if I do you ean run on in advanco.”

“Seven hours!” Polly said, in her bois-
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terous way, as she led the rush to the door.
“We'll do it yot!  Come on!”

And next minute the old house in the
lane was utterly deserted,

CHAPTER 25.
Again Great Ouds.

N her private room at Morcove School,

I }Im headmistress was pacing too and
ro.

How anxiously she was waiting for

possible news of the missing girl was evident

from tho eagerness with which she ran to

the telephone when the bell suddenly
tr-r-ringed sharply.
“Yes, who is it?” she called into_the

instrument. “Morcove School=—ycs. isa
Somerficld speaking. Who are you, please?”

Her face scemed to light up as a familiar
name camo in answer to that question.

“Bluebell Courtney, did you say? Oh,
then, you have been joining in-the search,
Bluebell?  Where are you now?”

Bluebell’s message was to the cffect that
sho was at Barncombe, but that she had
seen nothing of the fugitives.

The sound of several girls storming across
tho hall and along the wids corridor that
led fo this room holped to dispel Miss
Somerficld’s disappointment,

Nows—more news surely!

Miss Somerfield took a fow quic!c steps
towards the door, then checked as it burst
open and four gu'fs surged in upon her.

“Found !” was the first word that came
from_their lips breathlessly.  “Wo have
found her! Miss Somerfield, she is found—
found !”

“She is hero at the school—coming into
the house by now,” Detty panted, glancing
back at -the wideflung door. “Wo left her
a little behind at the finish, but—"

“Here sha is!” was one of Polly’s jubilant
shouts,  “Hurrah! This way, Brenda!
Here is our headmistress—in here!”

. T4 was Wmo of those moments when Misse
Somerfield’s fine nature revealed itself to
the full.

She had never seen this girl before—this
pule, agitated girl who now stood in the
doorway, seized with sudden shyness. But
to know that here was the innocent victim
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of scheming and villainy was enough for
Miss Somerfield.

She went up to Brenda Ravel and simply
put loving arms about her.

“My dear,” murmured the headmistress,
with such tenderness that tears suddenly
rushed to the poor girl's eyes, “if the s
unything 1 can do—anything—only 1l
mel!”

Brend: tried to voice some word of
gratitude, but she was too overcome.
Mutely she showed, by her ardent eyes,
what her feclings were, whilst she took n
few moments to steady up. .

“That document which has been at_the
bottom of all the trouble—it is here,” Miss
Somerfield said at last, taking it from her
desk. “I know the position, Brenda Ravel,
The paper should be lodged with someone
—a lawyer, presumably—by five o’clock
this afternoon. Well, it is now a quarter
to cleven.” .

“8ix und a quarter hours yet!” Polly
interjected soltly.

She seemed to bo keeping count of every
minute as it passed.

“Is there still time, then?” Miss Somer-
field asked Brenda with growing calmness.
“We ean_surely get to tho lawyer in good
time?  Besides, I might be able o
telephone.”

“Bai Jovel!”

“Why, of course!” Betty and Polly and
Madge chorused.

They had clean forgotten the possibilitics
of the telephone. s

Brenda’s eyes went to tho instrument,
but her schoolgirl chums were suddenly
dismayed to see u look of despair coming
back into hor whito face.

“I do not even know his name,” she
said tragically.

It was an admission that staggered those
who heard it.

“What 1"
“My gwacious! Bwenda deabh, yon mean
ta sy, bai Jove, that you weally don't

know the lawyer's name!”
And Brenda’s rucful sheke of the head
confirmed the alarming admission.

*I have never had a_chance to discover
the name.” she said huskily.  “But T know

-possible for the journey.
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the town, and T think I could guide you to
the office.”

“Ah!” exclaimed Miss Somerfield.

“Years ago, when T was quite a child, my
father took me with him to sce someonc
who, he said, was a lawyer. But I never
picked up the gentleman’s name, and
would not be able to remember the town
to-day, only we stayed there a few days.
It was a country town—Lowhampton——m-="

“Lowhampton ?” echoed Miss Somerfield.
“A hundred miles from here.”

“ Dnlly a  hundred miles!” Polly said
oxcitedly to her chums. ‘A mere nothing,
in a car!”

“Bai Jove!”

“The car—ycs,”" Miss Somerfield said,
nudding eager approval. “We will be off
at once, taking the paper with us. Betty !

The Form ecaptain stood forward.

“Make it known at once, Betty, that
there is no need for any further scarching,”
ths headmistress instiucted her quickly.
“Then all of you get ready as quickly as
Brenda shall stuy
here—have something tu cat and a rest—
whilst T am arranging for the car.”

“Oh, good—spiling!” Polly chuekled,
and did one of her capers. “Six hours and
ten minutes! We'll do it ensyl”

“Yes, wather!”

“We'vo ages of time!”

“Bai Jove, and what a welief that is!”
Paula remarked, darting after her chums
out of the room.

Just as the school chimes were striking
eleven, Detty, Polly, and Madge returned
to Miss Somerfield and Brenda Ravel. The
girl was looking much better already after
the restful interlude and the coffec and
sandwiches which her wise, kind friend had
preseribed. Starting up from her chair as

| the three schoolgirls entered, she exclaimad

that she was ready to be off.

But where was Paula?

“T know!” Betly lot ont with a laugh.
“Half a sec.!”

Twenty seconds later she  was lmrstin‘g
into Study No. 6, to find just what she had

wxpected.

ere was. Paula Creel, taking the last of
many “last” glances at  herself in .the
mirror ! :
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. “Pauls, hurry up—hurry!” panted Betty.

“Bai Jove, Betty deah! -Are you
weady
“Ready? Come on, do! Don't you

understand that every minute is precious,
even mnow?  Supposing we have a hitch
during the journey #”

“Quite all wight,” said Paula affably,
whilst she gave a last carossing touch to
her tidy hair. “I ouly wanted to make
myself wespectable, don’t you know!”

“You are the limit, Paula!”

“I am weady—quitc wendy,” was the
amiable retort fo this, “Howevah, if you
Just let me wun upstairs for a diffewent
pair of gloves, Betty——"

“Come on!”

“Weally, though =
Betty ended all argument by taking her
dressy chum by the arm and fairly dragging
her fo the stuirs.

In the hall below they found the others,
waiting to be off. The car at the
porch—the 1 v of two cars which the
school always kept in use, Tt was a roomy
six-seater,

Betty and "Polly volunteered for places
next lo the quiet, business-like driver, and
thus there was ample room for Miss Somer-
field and the other three in the body of the
car.

They could, indeed, have casily found
room for cither Betty or Polly, but thut
couple preferred to bunch together, like the
inseparables they wero!

There had been a cancelling of all class-
work this morning, so that all who chose
to do so could join in the search for, Brenda,
Now the mews had spread that ‘'she was
found, and nalready a great number of the
scholars had come carcering back to tho
school.

They were teeming avound the ear as it
-started away, and many a spirited cheor
went up from girls who were waving their
good wishes. ’ :

“Hurrah! Good Juck, Brendan Ravel—
wood luck to you all! Sufo journey! And
let’s ‘hope you are in time!"

“¥Yes, walher!” scrcamed back Paufa
Creel, above the general uproar. “Ilow
evah— Vhat o stwong  bweeze, bai

Jove!” she broke off, the car licked

ag
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towards the main galeway.
wuffled alweady!”

“Five-past!” sang out Polly, still keeping
count of the minutes. “IHurrah—hooray1
We arc going to do it casyl”
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“My hair is

CHAPTER 26.
On the Road,

UM, hum, hum-m-m-m!
H A warning blare of the horn,
and then again:

Hum, hum-m-man-n!  sounded
the car's powerful engine s it swung tho
six-seater, with its seven occupants, at a
smooth thirty miles an hour along the un-
dulating Devonshire roads.

Miss Somerfield was sitting porfectly
guiet now, and so were Madge and Brenda.
Now and then, however, Paula had to give
a little yelp of aiarm as the wind caught
her an extrn hmed buffet, to the sad dis-
ordering of her hair.

As for Betiy and Polly, (hey talked uil
the time. Right beneath their eyes, us
part of the driver's accessories, there was a
small clock, so Polly could keep count of
the minutes now better than ever!

Both girls, too, could watch the speed-
meter—how the hand flickered. this way and
that with the car'’s varying speed. Twenty
miles—thirty—a sudden dvop to ten, then &
bound to thirty-five! On and on—on and
on

Signpost after signpost, village after
village, town after town! 8till the car
bousmed along, handled by the quiet, steady-
cyed driver, with a skill that oxcited the
gitls’ boundless admivation, i

They had passed through the beautilui
city of Exeter hefore the town they sought
began to figure on the signposts.  But thore
was the name at ‘last;  now they were
speeding in an  easterly  direction-—Tow-
hampton, so many miles |

What « great vumber of iniles, toa,
judgéd by the standard of fornter daysi
Dut wi'h this wonderful car to remind the
gitls  hew modern inventions had simnly
ihilated space and distance, they cou'tl
glance at the mileages marked on the posts
without W Teeling of dismay.

Thoy wold :
persisteritly  shou
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would do it “casy”! Tho car was a
“licker 1

“¥es, wather!” squealed back Paula

again and again, above the hum of the
engines. “And we'll all have time to put
our hair to wights—what!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” the others always exploded
then. “What a girl you avre, Paula!”

By two o'clock the signposts were telling
ihem that Lowhampton was only thirty odd
miles away. And those last thirty miles
they could hope to cover in a trifle over
the hour. The road looked like being very
quiet the rest of the way—quiet and ensy.
Unlike some of the Devonshire highways
which they had had to negotiate round
about Exeter!

So, with an increasing certainty of getting
to the town in time for a frantic scarch to
be made for the unknown lawyer’s office,
the spirits of the whole party rose higher
and highers

And then suddenly, at a_moment when
anything of that sort secmed least likely to
happen, disaster befell.

They were purring along a nice level bit
ot road, bordered on cither side with trim
hedgerows, A straight mile lay ahead of
them, and absolutely nothing was in sight
to put the driver into an extra-alert state.
But suddenly Betty and Polly yelled
together:

“0h, look out!”

Just in front of the enrushing car some
bullocks had come charging out of a con-
ronled gateway that opened from a meadow
into the road.

Even then the skilful driver might have
merely pulled up smartly without any
accident. But at the selfsame instant a
farm-boy came bursting through the small
opening in the hedge, and made a rush
into the roadway, his one thought being,
apparently, to turn the bullocks back.

The chauffeur saw this boy whirling about
in wild confusion when the car was but
a few fect from him, On went the brakes,
and then the big car swerved. It was the
only thing the driver could do to avoid
kuocking down the lad,

Next instaut—crash! went the front of
the car into a telegraph-post heside the
yoad. There werve shricks as if every girl
nccupant of (ho six-seater was injured !y
ths violent smash. but the shricks were -
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Paula’s,
after alll

The car, though—the car was done for,
so far as the present journey was concerncd.,

One front wheel was all awry on its axle.
The bonnet was shapeless, and underneath
were engines knocked all out of ordsr.
Miss Somerfield and the girls serambled
out. Pale with the shock of this violent
upset, they turned paler still as they stood
in the roadway staring at the broken-down
cal'. %
Its clock was still ticking away valiantly.
Polly went closer and looked tragically at
the hands.

Hulf-past twol

Here they were, stranded at a distance of
cighteen miles from a town which they had
not only to reach, but to search from end
to cnd, perhaps, before five o'clock!

‘What were they to do?

Betty rushed after tho bhoy, who had now
turned the troublesomo bullocks back into
the field.

“The neavest village—how far?” panted

And Paula was not a bit hurt,

Bcliy.
“Kour miles,” he said.
Any gurage there? No. Any chance of

getting hold of a car—even a tradesman’s
car? No. No one kepl a motor there.
“My goodness, then!” the Form captain
said below her breath. “We are done!”
< .quld she heard Paula saying, with a heavy
sigh:
sf‘.I.!‘.li Jove—yes, watherl 2

CHAPTER 27.
When the Clagk Strikes.
that very moment when the

T
A motorists were standing nonplussed
on tho lonely country voad, Mrs.

Ravel and  her daughter were
entering a certain  lawyer's office ‘n
Lowhampton!

“Good-afternoon!” ali: vel said with
affected graciousness to the clerle who got
oft his stool in_the outer office to attend to
the callers. “Is Mr. Carmichael in?”

“Yes, ma'am. What name, please?”

The scheming woman could hardly keep
a triumphaut note ont of her voice as she
answered




'THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN * LIBRARY

“Mrs. Ravel. Aund if Mr. Carmichael is
puzzleds as to why I have called, you can
remind him that it is—the fenth of the
month |

The clevk scemed to becomo infected
with sudden excitement. He was, in fact,
disposed to betray far more nervous tension
than old Mr. Curmichael himself revealed,
when that sober-natured gentleman had
received the callers.

“Mrs. Ruavel? And your daughter, 1
presume?  Ah, yes—yes!” Mr. Carmic|
murmured c;nlmllgr as he shook hands h
each. “And you have come—yes, of course;
quite so! The tenth of the month!”

Mis.  Ravel's covetous eyes were
gleaming.

“The last day for the production of uny
Jater will than the one which you have held
all along,” she exclaimed, breathing quickly.
“The time-limit has expired, Mr. Car-
michael.  Your advertisements in the per-
sonal columns of the papers have had uo
eflect. T told you it would be so.”

“Yes, ma’am; quite so!”

“There never was a later will!” Murs.
Ravel asscried with needless vehemence.
“All  this delay is simply humbug—the
usual thing with Im\'ytjsrs. But now—now

that the time is up—"

“One moment, I beg!” My, Carmichacl
put in gently. “I must remind you that
tho time-limit docs not expire until—ahem !
~—five o’clock. The office’s closing time,
you understand.”

“Rubbish!” was Mrs. Ravel’s impatient
ery. “Just as if anybody is %oing to come
bursting in upon us ut the last moment!
Mr. Carmichael, it is your duty to act at
once! You——"

Dul he held up 2 hand, calling at the
same time to his clerle:

“Hudson, let me have the bundle of
papers dealing with the estate of tho late
Johu Ravel.”

Whilst “the elerk was ferreting out this
bundle from its pigeon-hole in an old:
fashioned cabinet, fho luwyer repeated his
request that Mrs. Ravel aud her danghter
would be scated.

Rachel obeyed, looking very strungp;
but Mrs. Ravel remained standing, taking
frequent turns about the room.

“Ah, yest  Tlere ave!” Mr, Car

we
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michael said presently, having opened out
some of the papers. “Of course, Mrs.

Ravel, you are quite rvight about the date.
It is perfectly true that, no later will having
been produced, in spite of officinl warnings
in the papers, hoth at home wnd in
Australia-——*

He paused, looking over his glusses at the
woman

“We  advertised  iu _Australia, as
know, because the late John Ravel—*

“Of courso I know why you advertised
out there!” snapped Mrs Ravel. “John
Ravel rried ‘me. his  second wife, wut
there, and died out there. Well 7

“Quite so, Well, then, it really looks as
if, acting under powers conferred by the
Courts, T shall be able to congratulate you
on inheriting the wholo fortune, I have
always regretted the delay, Mrs. Ravel, bus
the High Court, you know—>

“The whole thing has been sheer nou-
sense, just to pile wp the costs, that is my
beliefI” eried Mrs. Ravel. “Delay! I
should think there has been deluy!  And
that is why I think you should hand over
the securities representing the fortune with-
out any further dilly—dnﬁyingl”

“ At five o'clock, ma’am,” howed Mr. Car-
michael, with a composure which left Mrs.
Ravel speechless. *“If you would not mind

ing away and coming back then? At
five_o’clock, ma’am, the securities shall all
bs handed over. I will have them ready
for you.”

Mrs. Ravel made a sharp clucking sound
with her tongue,

By a glance of the eye she invited Rachel
to follow her out of the reom and out of
the building, and together they emerged
upon the High Strect.

A few doors off there was a teashop.
They turned in there and sought a corner

yoa

|

table to themselves. Except that she
snapped *Teal!” at the waitress’ head, not
a word did Mrs. Ravel voice. There che

sat, with nothing to say to her daughter,
nor had that girl any comforting remark
to make. .

Mother and child--schemcrs  hoth—they
sat fn that shadowy corner, fi
fter a tiresorue railway journey invelving
many changes, yet finding no relish in the
reflveshing tea. gm:d_v. il at ense, full of
the wildest susnc™e, the pair of them!
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For they were thinking, whilst the
ininutes crept by, how if Brenda Ravel had
been found, perhaps, several hours ago, and
how il she and her friends were even now
on the wny here!

On the way with the paper, to flourish
it befors the eyes of that_stubbom old
Jawyer, before the clock struck five!

“Drink your tea, Rachel!” the mother
snapped at last.

“1 can't, mother!

“Yos, T know. But is it likely, after
all?® Mrs, Ravel  excluimed, with a
desperate effort at composure.  “They can’t
telegraph, anyhow-—that’s one comfort.
Brenda never knew the lawyer’s name—
ouly the town where he lived.”

And yot—

There was that terrible  feeling—the
paper might be produced in time!

They stayed us long as they decently
could in the tea-shop, then went out and
yoamed the tow Il the time they were
in momentary dread of something happen-
ing. It chanced thut they went by a
police-sergeant  and an_ inspector in the
High Strect, and Rachel felt herself turn-
ing pale as both officers gave her und her
mother a steady glanee.

Supposing Brenda and her friends, un-
able to pet here in time, had telegraphed to
ihe police!

It was n thought that sent a shudder
through mother and daughter alike.

When the time eame for them fo return
{o the office, they felt afraid to go back,
in case the polico should be there.

But they took a grip on iheir failing
courage, and re-entered the office just as
1he town ball chimes were beating out half-
past four.

Mrs. Ravel made the insinuation to the
clerk that perhaps Mr, Carmichael would
see them mnow and get the business over.
but no! The. implacable lawyer sent out
the bland message—would they please
make themselves comfortable in the wait-
ing-room? . .

It was a bare, dingy room, adjoining the
outer office, n ihe wall hung a large
clock, and with eyes alight with feverish
exeitement the guilty sehemers watched the
“biz hand creeping on slowly—oh, so slowly !

Twenly to five a quarter to, ton to—still
no'eause for alarm. ¢

11 feel—"
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Five to five, at last; actually only,
another five minutes to wait, and ztill no
disaster to the daring plan which eed of
gold had prompted! E

Five to five! i

What could happen mow? What could
possibly happen in these last few minutes ?

And yet— i

Uniil the clock struck, how could they'
be certain?

CHAPTER 28.

Hurvy!  Hurry?!
FANWHILE, . where were  the

M stranded motorists ?
Wot still in that Jonely spot

where the car had como fo grief ?

They were making for TLowhampton,
after all, but would they be in time—oh,
would they? was the frantic {hought in
cach anxious mind.

Could they still hope to be in timo when
there would be only a few minutes left for
Brenda Ravel to let the mosk vague
memories guide her to the office ?

“Four o'clock!” muttered Polly Linton,
still kecping count of the minutes. O,
what nn age we had to wait for this train
at that wayside station!”

« And then it was late!” grimaced Detty.

“Bai Jove—yes, wather!” said Paula.

There was a panel of looking glass in
this first-class compartment of the train
which they had joined half an hour afgo.
Punla stood up {’nr the third time in five
minutes to put her hair to rights.

cheerfully
“one pwesumes

"_Hownvnh," she remarked
gazing into the mirror,
"

“Oh, Pauala, don't fid
“(3ive your hair a rest!
“Quite all wight—"
«Then if it is quite all right, why net
leave it alone?"

“Pai Jeve

wgit still, duffer!™ Polly said, pulling
ihe aristocrat of ihe Wourth Form back
into her seat. “You—"

“Yiglle,. another tfotion—and another
stop! Um!” put in Madge Minden, turn-
ing down the eomers ol her mouth.
“\What a train! What place is this?”

1 Kpockham, * read out Drenda, scan-

ot " fumed Polly.

B

ning the platform notice.

L

4
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“Knockbam! T'd like to kick ’‘em,”
said I.[”olly, “for having trains that stop
cre |

Whereupon Paula grinned feebly,

¢ How [wivolous you are, Polly deah!"

“I don't feel frivolous!™ fumed that
voung lady; and she certainly did not lock
it.

She, the headstrong Polly, was suffering
dreadfully during this exasperating jour-
ney by © crawling train that stopped for
several minutes at every little statiun.

There should have been a ten-mile run
for Pully, instcad of an hour's cooping-up
in this railway carriage. Then sho would
have been happy!

“No one gets in, and no one gets out,”
was her withering comnent, as the train
crawled on again. “But we stop, and
when we stop, we stick there—ages and
ages|”

“Yes, wathah! Howevoh——"

“Paula, if you dare touch your hair
again!” the madeap warned her dressy
chum—so grimly that Miss Somerfield
burst out laughing.

For, in spite of Polly's irritable remarks,
that gitl was next moment smiling in the
most affectionate manner at Paula.

Dear old Paula! Neither Polly nor any
of them would have had her ho one whit
different from her usual character to-day.

What. & thing it ‘was to Paula’s credit,
indecd, that she could still be just her cld
amiable sclf at a time when she was per-
sonally concerned in a very great crisis.

If they got to the lawyer’s office in time.
then Taula herself would inherit certain
money under the will. But money—Paula

never was one to bother about money. 8o
long as her Cousin Brenda—the real
Brenda, this nice, well-bred girl, with

whom she was quite in love—got justico
for herself, that would be “quite all
wight.”

Tweniy past fc:r‘, and they wero still
crawling along in the fussy little train, and
Polly at the window could sec no sign of
Lowhnmpmn in the distance, or any other
town. Yet they were supposed to be in
by half-past,

At this rale they looked like gelting to
Lowhampton just in time to hear the town
hall clock striking five! .

More than once Miss Somerfield looked
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F,nm-cas at Brenda Ravel, ready to murmur

a comforting word if the girl showed ;!"y

ut
nda still eat there perfectly composed,

the headmistress, like her scholars,
only admired the girl all the wmore for
her fine spirit.

Suddenly the train slowed round a eurve,
and Polly, even whilst sho was rearly
thrown off her balance and nemly sitting
down on Paulas lap, fairly velled:

“Wo are there! Hurrah, we're there!”

1t was not quite tho case, of eourse, but
the train’s rounding that 'p eurve had
suddenly given them a glimpse of the old
provincial fown of Lowhampton.

And now, as if to make up for all tardi-
ness at the very last moment, the train
ook quite & sudden rushl

With n scream of tho engine's whisile,
and a great blowing off of steam, they
clatiered into the great junction, and in
another minute Miss Somerficld and the
Lgirls were tearing across a wide platforra
to the exit. ¢

sign of being overcome by despair.
B

" Quarter to five!” panted Polly, “Oh,
I say, it’s awful "
of despair.

X d chuckle, ex-
sin; madeap’s  delight. over * tho
thrill of 2 close finish,
st Jike Polly! And how like Betty it
. too, when she said gravely :
We'll manage!”
Out into the station yard they ran, and
i there were some cabmen and motor-drivers
offering convexances.
#Cab, ma'am? Taxi, ma’am?” ]
“Thank you, no; we have to walk,” said

Somerfield. “Now, Brenda dear!
I wonder if you will find the way in
time?”

The girl did not answer. She saw the
main strect, running to the right and alss
to the left, and alveady sbhe was at a loss
which way to go!

Polly almost groaned. Madge and Betly
exchanged uncasy glances.  Paula put her
hat straighter than ever,

“I think—I think it
Brenda hazarded at last.

And she was wrong !

After going a couple of hundred yards in
that direction she suddenly checked, with
a shake of the head and a hard sigh.

[ -

is to the right,”
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No, the lawyer's officc was not in this
part of the town. .

Five minutes wasted!

That must have been the rueful thought
in the minds of all as they rushed back t
the station to make a fresh start.

Ten to five now! Only another ten
minutes, and then the Jawyer himself wounld
say:

“No, you are too late!™

“It's frightful!I” Polly whispered, tearing
along with the rest of them.

“Yes, wather! Howevah,” said Paula,
half olmck\n to look in a dress-maker’s
window, “what 2 wipping fwock, bai Jove!

Heah, geals—

“You silly duffer, come on!” Polly al-
most yelled at the avistoerat of the Form.
“I mever did see such a juggins!” B

“How now, Brenda dear?” Miss Somer-
field asked that girl, *‘Is this better?”

“I think I secem to remember coming this

way=-yes,” was the half-hesitant answer.
“But the place is changed. .~ Have they
widened this street, I wonder?  Oh, it’s

yound here, V'm sure!” she added, with
sudden conviction.

8o they tore round that corner, and
along & street of business premises; and
then——

“No, I'm wrong again!™
‘“Bai Jove!”

It was ncarer the town hall.” Brenda
said excitedly,  “We are getting away
from the town hall this time.”

“Yes, wather! Howevah—"

“Six minutes to [ive, breathed Polly.
“0Oh, Betty—>Madge!"”

“We'll manage!” said Betty desperately,

They got back to the main street after a
breathless 1ush, and then tore on again, a
public clock now in full view.

“Look, five to five!” gasped Polly, point-
ing t:nmml]) “QOnly another five minutes,
and then we aro dono !

“But this is the way—it must be!” eaid
Brenda, scanning  onc  building  after
another, “Yes, this old-fashioned tea-
room; T remembor father taking e in
there to have an ice.
a little further!”

“Oh, then, hurry! TFaster!”
Polly. “Come on, Paula! Q oy

urged

It's further on—only !

“One  moment!” Brenda  suddenly
checked again, “I'm wrong!”

“Oh 1"

“We've gone past it!™

“Dai Jove!”

“It is over there—close handy, c‘uifﬂ'
close!” Brenda cried. “One of those
buildings over the way!"”

X Thcy flashed across the strect, Polly lead-
in

“Hol‘c here!" the madeap yelled, as she
fanded on the pavement. A ia\v)‘era
office—Mr. Carmichacl!”

“Carmichael!  That’s
panted Brenda.

There was a dingy doorway. Through
it they surged and plunged into the outer
office of Lowhanipfon's leading solicitor.

“Hark! Tho town eclock is stnkmF.
isn't it?"” gasped Polly, as Miss Somerfield
started to speak breathlessly to the clerk.

“No,"” said Betly; *but—"

She pointed to the office clock.

One minute to five!

Miss Somerfield snddenly lefi off talking
to the clerk and flashed round upon the
girls,

With & gesture she signed to them t
follow, and then walked straight along 2 Mg -
corridor to a door marked ‘‘Private.”

With a hasty knock she threw the door
wide open and led the way in.

Mr, Carmichael was there, taking som
qa.pers from his safe, Near the table stoo
Mrs. Ravel and her daughter Rachel.

“Stop—stop!” cried Miss Somerficld, in
the very instant that she entered the room.
“This document! We are in time!”

But only just!

Even as she laid the vital paper upon tha
table, they all heard the town hall clocl
strike five!

the  name!”

CHAPTER 29.
A Race Woll Won.

NLY too - clearly were the town

O chimes audible in that room, for
there was suddenly dead silence
there.

Utter silenco, that is to say, except for
the hard breathing of those who had
finished that thrilling race against time at
the very last moment.
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Cormichael, after turning about,
aggered.  His startled gaze went
. s Bomerfield and tho girls to the
i paper lying on the table; then he looked
i

impressively  at Mrs. Ravel and her
= daughter, .
% That woman’s face had turned sea-green
with despair and fright, Rachel seemed
« to want to slink away. .
“Mr.  Carmichacl?” Miss  Somerficld
1 began at last; and the lawyer bowed, fast
# recovering his composure,
© “You were on the point of handing over
“ certain securities, representing the estate
of the late John Rave!, of Australia.” the
hoadmistress pursued, getting her breath
back.
S “Yes. Under an order of the court,
- duly advertised in various papers,” the
" lawyer said, “I was empowered to transfer
. the whole estate to this lady, who was
i gplén Ravel’s second wife at the time he
v died,” =
“A timelimit was fixed for the produe-
tion of any document varying the will you
were acting upon i’ :
+ “That is the case. And the time-limit
@ xpired two minutes ago.”
“But we were here by fivo o’clock I"" said
iss Somerfield, with precision, “There is
u cerfain document—the one I placed on
gour table beforo the time-limit expired.
is a sort of codocil, leaving cortain

moment, I begl!” the lawyer
Mpleaded; and then he took up the parch-
Ziment sheet. In a flash his practised ef-a
%\“gat at the gist of its contents,. and he
adnodded . slowly. .

b : A
" "Yes. There was ilways somo supposi-
ion that a deed of this sort might be in
-existence, That is why the disposal of the
estalc was hung up. Mrs. Ravel—"’

He was smiling in a dry, vet satisfied
way as he looked at that quailing woman.
. “T will have you furnished with a copy
this deed, Mrs. Ravel,” he snid com-
osedly. “In the meantime, I must notify
¢ you formally that it was presented beforo
i the time-limit expired, and therefore it is
Fvalid.  Out of the estate which I would
otherwise have handed over to you in its
entivety, I must now pay a legaecy of ten
thousand pounds to John Ravel’s daughter
by his first wife.”
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“Oh!”* shouted Polly. “Brenda dear, do
you hear? Ten thousand pounds for you!”
“And likewise,” said the lawyer, “a sum
of two thousand ponnds h}; Jthe testator's

favourite niece, Paula Creel.
“Oh " shouted Betty and Polly together,

“Paula, ear, do you hear? -Two
thousand—" "
“Yes, wather! Iowevah—"

“All I ecan say is, it's a shame!'’ Mra.
Ravel suddenly burst out furiously. “What
does a gal like that need with the money ?
And Brenda there—bah! A eruel shame, T
call it! For me to have been left—"

“Mrs. Ravel,” the lawyer broke in
sternly, “that is ungenerous of you. Your
late husband left you amply provided for—
you and your daughter ~both. That
daughter was your child by a former
marriage, and—"

“I don't care! We onght to have had
the lot!"* panted Mrs. Ravel vulgarly.

The lawyer shrugged.

“t is the law of the land, Mys, Ravel,
that & man may still dispose of his own
property as he thinks fit. And T am bound
to say that John Ravel seems to have dono
his best to be fair all round.”

“I may add this, Mr, Carmichael,” put in
Miss Somerfield gently, “Mys. Ravel says
that she and her daughter should have had

the lot. Well, they have certainly done
their best io get the lot—unfairly. It is
entirely due to certain of my girls—

members of my school at Morcove, von-
shire—that Brenda Ravel and Paula Creel
were not cheated in the most ruthless
manner.”

“You and your precious gals—bah!” Mrs.
Ravel sneered, at the same time striding
towards the door. “Come on, Rachel gall
That's enough of this. We don’t want any
argument |* 2

A smile quivered at the lawyer’s lips.
To see this woman 3o anxious all at onco
to end the interview and get out of the
office was quite énough for him to know
whether she were an injured party or not,

“One’ moment, though,” he said, with
sudden sternness, stepping after her. "It
may be that this lady from Morcove School
will requive me to take action in the
mn{:ber. There has been unscrupulous work,
and & .

“Mav I suggest that we leave it to
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Brenda Ravel and "Paula Creel to say
whether any steps shall be taken?” broke
in Miss Somerfield. “Brenda dear—Paula,
now that your rights have. been secured,
what do you say 1"

*I say this,”” said Brenda, with a calm-
ness and dignity that obviously pleased the
Jawyer. " After spending two very unhappy
years with my stepmother and my step-
sister since my dear father died, I wish to
have nothing more to do with them. The
sooner they are out of my sight the better!”

“Yes, wather!” agreed Paula affably.
“Bai Jove. I weally cannot help wemark-
ing that it will be a gweat welief to me,
ton! IHowevah—"

“Come on, Rachel gal!” exclaimed Mrs.
Ravel, plucking hor daughter by the sleeve.
“Don’t stand staring. She's a fool, that
Paula !”

Rachel, realising that nothing in the
nature of a criminal prosecution was going
to happen, was now looking much bolder.
She looked, indeed, as if she would very
much like to flare out at Paula and all of
them. But her mothgr was still as anxious
as ever to get away—what wonder, either!

—and next moment the door had slammed |

behind them both.

“Just as  well,” commented Mr.
Carmichael, with his dry smile. “And so,”’
be said, offering his hand to Brenda Ravel,
“you are John Ravel's daughter by his
first wife. What a fine girl, too, to be sure!
And this is your cousin.”

. "VYes, wather! And pwoud to be her
cousin, too, bai Jove!” beamed Paula.
* Howevah—-"

“I gather that you "had a trying time
getting this office?”’ remarked the
lawyer; and Polly said below her breath:

“Oh, didn't we just! T wonder, Betty,”
she was heard to add in a whisper, “if
there is any chance of a cup of tea?”

“Bai Jove, geals, now you make the
wemark——""

to
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“Tea!” exclaimed the lawger genially.
“To be sure! Perhaps the most practical
way, in the ecircumstances, of celebrating
the occasion. Here is my hat, and the tea-
shop is only a few doors off. May I have
the pleasure ?””

And above the delighted murmurs from

Miss Somerfield and the others, came
Paula’s emphatic: “Yes, wather!”
. . - . . .

Over the teacups during the next half-
hour the lawyer was put in full possession
of all the facts that had come to light in
connection with the great conspiracy, and
he agreed most emphatically with Miss
Somerfield that a very great wrong would
have been committed if it had mnot been
for the astute and plucky behaviour of the
chums of the Fourth Form. -

1t fell to the headmistress to unfold most
of the amazipg story, but one explanation
devolved upon Brenda.

Betty & Co. were still rather puzzled as
to why the girl Rachel had been sent t
Morcove to personate Brenda. And so tha
girl—Paula’s real cousin—explained that
all arrangements had beeh made for how
going to the school when she discovered th
existence of that document entitling h
and Paula to a share in the fortune.

As a result, Mrs. Ravel had warned the
gir) that if she took any steps towards dis-
closing the true situation before the time-
limit expired she would simply tear up the
document, and then Brendua's statements
would be beyond confirmation.

At the same time the ruthless woman
had hit upen the idea of sending Rachel
to the school in place of Brenda, so thut
nothing would ever be suspected by Paula
or her people.

Well, the school would see no more of
the sham Brenda now, and was there any-
body who would regret her departure?
Nobody ! !



“THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN " LIBRARY 63

But it was going to be a matier of very [a happy home and such a sweet woman to
genuine regret that the real Brenda could “mother ** her, that she declared in favour
not take her place in the school. of that life at once.

Her education was far advanced, how- 8till, we are going to meot Brenda again,
ever, and it so happened that a certain | most likely, when wo go with the chums
maiden lady—an aunt of Paula’s—was in of Morcove on some of their holiday
need of someone to brighten her rather adventures !
quiet life. A DBrenda freed from ihe persccution of

Brenda paid the lady a visit, and in her | an ill-natured stepmother, thanks largely
[ own orphuned state was so glad to find such | to Betty Barton & Co.

-

 Three more splendid numbers of “The Schoolgirls’
:,wa\z "_l.i_l_);ﬂty will be on sale on Friday, Oct. 7ih.
' ‘See page iii of cover for further particuiars,
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IF YOUR DOG

P

Quite a number of girls will, without doubt, give
an wnused smile at the title of this artiele. * My
dog can talk, or as good as ! they will be thinking.

Quite true, too! The average dog, no matter
whether o be mongrel or thoroughbred, has a
Janaunge all his own. But it is dogey language, and
by it they convey quite n lot in thelr own pretty
way.

When o dog goes to the door, for Instanee, and
gives it a light tap with his paw, he is very obviously
enying,  Please let me out!”  When he rattles
the picce of snlphur which you put in his water-
hastn to keep him liealthy he Is very plainly saying :
" No water left, mistress.”

And =0 on, with a host of other small but very
telling actlons, he is able to make himself clearly
understood. i t you ever fomul your do

sitting up and looking with a most intelligent and

patient gaze into your cyes, as If he has something
to impart and is trying bis hardest to make you
nnderstand what it is ?

“I'm sure ¢hat dog is trying to tell me some-
thing 1™ iz a remark you, a3 well as most other dog-
uwners, must bave made many and many a time.
Tt is then that the dog, failing to fnd actions
to replace words, must devoutly wish that he could
speak in human language.

If your dog could speak, the first thing he
would say to you when he secs you in the morning
would be, ** It's really n lovely morning for a walk,
mistress. No, don't look out of the window and say
it's too dull, or too windy, or too hot, or too any-
thing else | It doesn’t matter what the weather's
ke in the morning, “cos it'll do you all the good
in the world to come out and have a scamper with
me. Come on, if only for ten minutes,”

That's advice which is well worth listening to—
both for the dog’s sake and your own.

This fsn't the only time of the day your dog
will plead for a walk.” He will do it at any time, but
that Is where you say & few words to him,

CYou've got to understand, Spot.” yon tell
him, ** that twice a duy regulatiy your misfress will
teke you for a walk. “Te nutes in the morning

. and ao hour ab night, ith special trips during
lplidays,™

FAR AR Ao R e e R e e et

COULD TALK.

HoReoReR e Rk

He will quickly vnderstand that, when you get
into the habit of it.  Habits are excellent and
necessary things for dogs, and If they could talk
you would quickly find out that a privilege granted
one day is expected the next.

You give yonr dog a biseult at tea-time on one
occasion. Next tea-time, as soon as the biscuits
come 1o view, he will come and beg, or rest his chin
up[on your knee and say as plainly as possible :

“ Isn't it my tea-time, too 77

But that 1s a habit which should not be encour-
aged. A dog that is allowed to ask for tit-bits, and
to be sure of receiving them, will quickly be spolled.
‘There's no reason why he shonld nob recelve some
dainty " oceasionally, bt It should be given him
only as & reward for some speeial exhibition of
cleverness or goodness,

Another thing your dog onld ask for i be coul
talk would be a proper grooming cvery morning or
evening.  Probably he would say, *I'm always
getting into trouble for seratehing out loose hair,
on the earpets and rugs. Everyone says * Tha
dog’s hairs arc an awiui nuisance. We réally mus
keep him out of the house.' But if only you would
give me a good brush onee a day and an oceasional
combing with a fine-tooth metal comb, there would
be no loose hiairs and T shouldn’t have to serateh.™

Being a very intelligent animal, he might add :

* And please don’t do my grooming when it's timo
to go ont for a frolic, "cos I shall be so excited that
I simply won't be able to stand still. T shall be as
patient as anything, though, when I've had a good
un.”’

A dog may think all these things, but, unfort:
natety, his vocabulary is limited to “ Woofe
“Grrirrs 1" and similar sounds. Ammlly. he says
quite a number of things in this way. The deep,
warning note which means * Come into this housa
at your peril | ' Is quite easlly uuderstood.

But he ecan also express anger, fmpatience,
pain, sorrow, and many oiher emotions by the same
means,  As this is the best he can do in the way of
talking, and will never be able to wse human
language, you will find the best way to wnderstand
your dog is to try to learn his language,

nn
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