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CHAPTER 1.
“ Breaking-up '

QUR-FIFTY "
F Madge Minden rubbed her nose

thoughtfully and looked up from
the railway time-table.

But Madge was not heard, and was cer-
tainly not heeded.

In Stody Q at Stormwood, where certain
ol the gitls from Morcove were temporarily
installed, there was chaos, for Betty Barton
& Co. were packing. It was not Betty, the
captain of the Fourth Form, who was caus-
ing oll the commotion. Polly, her friend,

was doing that,
“Here's your hat, Paula!” Polly, the
madeap, said. ”L‘ouxing over!
Polly! Pway be careful,

“ Gwacious,
‘deah geal I’

Polly was nevdr careful, though, and
the girls gave a merry po!\l of laughter as
t'm kat plomped on to Paula Creel’s head.

*Oh, ripping!” said Polly glecfully, as
ghe trod on one of Betty's hand-mirrors,
#Spiffing!  Why don't you always wear
your hats like that?”

“Yes, why not?” Betty asked. Then
;!:c saw the hand-mirror and made o dive
or

Souvl grinned Polly.
brokcn—uniy scratched a bit.
it to Paula.
stand that|”

But Betty, smiling,

Day,

It isn't
Don't shaw
It's in too weak a state io

decided to risk the

“WHEN MORCOVE CAME TG STORMWOOD,"
“WHILST MORCOVE SLEPT

“MORCOVE'S @IPSY
ele., ele.

harm to the mirror, and held it just under
aula’s nose.

Paula Creel, aristocratic and languid,
b\mtmd rather sleepily in the glass,

ai Jove !

As she saw the reflection of hcr face and
the hat that so peculiarly crowned it, Paula
sat bolt upright.

“There] Who s I shouldn’t make a
good milliner?” asked Polly. ‘hat dent
rather fmproves it, you know !”

And she eocked her head on one
ter to survey the result of her
venture into the art of millinery.
‘he dent 1" murmured Paula.  Then ghe
and the expression on her foce was
ng.
Smu]w she r‘murcd that once precions

side the
ecidental

hat, and the chums watched her, smiling
broad
“Tt pwoves it1” I'mh gasped.  “QOb,

ewumbs !  It's wuined!’
* Ruined ?"* echoed Polly
“T reckon I trod on i
dent info it=--ver:
“Splendidly
And then it was

in pained tones,
mean, put that

Barton agreed.
Madge Mindan

Detty
~“Oh, you're grovelling in the time-

“The

'rt us to

dear,

<
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nection that
Hillehurch.”

‘Then Paula's hat was forgotten. Even
Paula put it aside, although with a regret-
ful sigh and compassionato look, for Paula
was fond of her cmlhos. and had a speeial
weakness for hats in particular.

However, even Paula realised that the
time of the train was moro important ai
the moment than the hat,

“Where?” "asked I'ally. puckering her
brow as she looked at the time-tuble.
“Goodness, what 2 mass of figures!
it is a time-table, aud not o set
oganlfﬂm or square roots of something "'

“Silly, of course not!” Madgo said, with
superior wisdom,  * Time uhhs are simple
'hmr-s to understand.”

But it did not seem o, judging by the

faces of the three girls who crowded round

will take us right down lo

':'JJai Jove!" said Paula, smoothing her

dress. “There's wailier a wipping twain &t
thwee o'clock. It doesn't stop any-
where—""

“Tat lot of good, then!” eaid Polly.
“Yes, wather ! T mean, no, wather nm',' S
Paula corrected herself hastily, “As a
mattah of fact, it does stop, you know
“Bristol, or somewhere,” said Madge.
“You are a duffer when it comes to time-
tables, Now, this is the onel”
nd she pointed to a list of times that
cross tho page.
supposa 1t 15" nodded Poll “y
found one like that ence, but it was the
square root of fourteen or somnething.”

ran

Betty, |lo\i('\L=1, was taking the matter
niore serious]
* Four-fift, sho mu“cd “Then wo've

got heaps of time to sparo.’

“Heaps of time1” Paula achoed, und fier
al"lthClﬂ.llC fuce  brightened. That's
wippin’! I can go mto Barncombe and
get those shoes I ordered.”

“It’'s four-fifty to-day 1" Polly teased.
“We know what you are with shoes.
Madge's aunt is expecting us to-night.”

“Pesides look aé the weather,” said
Botty. “My word, it's beginning to
snow !’

They all glanced out of the window then,
whenee they had a view of the school
grounds, At the present moment girls werae
making their way to the gafes, and cabmen
anl their assistanis were carrying luggago
to their vehicles.
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A drizzle of snow was falling, aud lightly
ceking the figures with white.

‘Halle, there goes Monica Munro!” said
Betty,

And she waved her hand to a member of
her Forun whe was walking cheerily down to
the gates, accompamed by a trunk that the
school porter was carrying.

il

Stormwood was breaking-up {or
Christinas | .
That wus the explanation. That was \\‘hy

there were so many girks

[

hurrying acros
why the mlr](]ora
the voices of a few

quadrangle, and
«l =0 strangely
g girls,
bustle and hurry there was!
Fivery one of the givls was busy. Some
van upstairs with parcels, and some ran
[HESHTN

" Faney, iU pinst lunch-time,
haven’t packed _»,(‘L\ sighed Detty.
Madge Minden looked up from the time-
\I; v, 1 which she was again ubsorbed.

“1 wonder if I'd better wire my sunt§™.
sauid g
“ J\Lu as well as we're going into B:Lgo

and we

combe,” said Polly. “We shall Le passing
the ’c.w'ruph ollice &s we go to the
station,

“8he’ll bave a shock when she sces the
crowd of usl” DBetty smiled. <

But Madge Minden shook her head,

“0Oh, no!  Auntie said bring a fow
friends.

“A few——"

Polly grinned cheerily.

“Well, we uare a fow. There are only
soven of us, inciuding Naomer Nakara,”

i .\'uomcx, by the way, is going to meet
ws later,” said Madge Minfw. “It's &
puv Zonia couldn's come also.”

e has gone up north to see my

purents,”” said Betty. “They thought it |
would be better for her to go up thera as’

soon as possible. And we were out when
sho and Naomer went.”

“Nuomer left me & message,” Madgo
nadded “She is coming. Isn't thns
jolly 1

They were all glad that little Naomer
Nakara, the daughter of an Tastern’

pmmta.tn, was accampanying them, for she
was ht ord happy, just the very girl
for a Cjiu'ish'ﬂas holiday party. She wag
picturesque and cxhaled an Rastern afe
h1t was wholly attractive,

“Wish she were coming wi ith us now!™
snid Polly. “DBut it can't bo helped, I
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am glad that Trixie Hope is making cne
of the party. Isn't it about time that she
was here?”

Trixie Hope opened the door of Study Q
at that moment. Tess Trelawney, who had
gone to met her, was with her.

“Nous voici! Here we are!” said Trixie
Hope, who fancied hersell a linguist. She

ad come over from Morcove School that
morning, having finished her prcking early
and left her trunk at Barncombe Station
on tho way over,

“CGoo wussi! Here we are!” said Polly,
with a bow. “Je suis—er—er—obilgay—er
—j"ai de la plume de mon ami! What-ho,
but I have not the box of Cousin Jack!"”

“Oni, oui,’” smiled Trixie, who was in
such high spirits that she didn’t even mind
Polly's teasing, *“J'ai la plume!”

“La plume,” said Polly seriously.  *Oui,
mais je n'ai pas les bananas. Yes, we
have no bananas.”

Madge Minden bronght a eushion foreibly
down on Polly’s head.

“Thore! I said 1'd do that next time
yon repeated that silly sayingl” she said.

But Polly only laughed. Tess laughed,
tao, even thoupgh Polly, in throwing back
the cushion, accide y hit hor,

No one over was cross on “breaking-up ”

ay.

And there was much fun when they sat
down to have a pienic on the trunk, for
the trunk and the bags were packed at
last, and somehow or other the things were
crammed in. How they managed to get
everything in the girls could not say, but

they did; and that, after all, was all that
mattered.

Betty Barlon & Co. were going to catch
the four-fifty.  As _their holidaye
going to be spent at Madge Mi

aunt’s, they left her to fix the times.

“Better pive ourselves plenty of time,”
observed Madge Minden when the picnic
lunch was finished and they wero chaiting
gaily of the holidays that were to come,
and of the holidays they had spent in
vanem places,

“Yes, Pmllas gub to get some shoes,”
Polly agreed. can see our spending
Ohristmas Day in the uhn -shop if she's got
to try some slippers on

“Weally, Polly, I twust that I am not
such & wowwy as you pwetend,” Paula
said wenllv. “Dut a geal must be par-
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ticular about her shoes.
her shoes, you know.”

Judge a lady by

“But suppose she wears boots?" said
Polly. "Football boots, for instance!”

“Foothall  boots? Good  gwacious!,
Surely no lady—— Oh, you were jokin®
again!"

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Never mind, Paula!” Betty laughed.

“Come along and take your choice at the
boot and shoe department! We'll fix a
time limit, and then, whether you've got
your shoes or not, you'll have to come
bundling out of the shop!”

That was how they decided it, and when,
some minntes later, they dressed them-
selves ready for the journey to Barncombe
Town, Paula was quite elated. The trunks
and bags had been despatched to Barn-
combe already, and the girls were following
ot their leisure.

The school looked so lonely and forlorn
that the girls were glad to walk down the
steps into the guadrangle.

Snow was falling lightly, and, by the
look of the dark sky, it scemed as though
more were to follow. Already the daylight
waa fading fast, and by the timoe they took
their departure it would be dark.

“Detter hoory!” Beity advised.  “We
may just catch a local to Barncombe, and
then hurry on with the shopping.”

Betty was right, and they managed tc
mot a seat in the local as far as Barncombe
Town, The gitls who had missed the
earlier train were om the platiorm; but
whilst they took trains to vavious pavts of
the country from Barncombe, Betty & Co.
walked through the barriers into the town.

It was derk and cold, eud the snow fell
incessanily, covering their shoulders with
a thin film of white. There secmed every
probability, too, of there being a severe
snowstorm.

They eoon nearcd thoe shoe-shop, which
was lit up, as most of the shops were, and
Pauls halted.

Polly halted, too, buoi ! 'olly was  not
]ookim: at the shoe-shop s staring
at 2 Lo news-

8
ag r-nlq next door:

“CONVICT AT LARGIE!
DARING FRCAPEL?
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CHAPTER 2,

A Surprige for the Chums.

CONVICT"
A “My word!”
The six girls stood and staved

at the placard. Convicts did not
often escape, but they bad heard of one
escaping before now.  The prison, dgrh’
and gloomy, was several miles away across
the moors, yet near enough to make the
escape of a prisoner something of very
special interest,

“Ugh! Poor wretch!
meors to-day 1"

And  Polly
pathetically,

“In thin clothes, perhaps,” said Betty
seriously.

It was certainly not a day that one would
choose for a visit to the moors. The cold
wind would be biting, and the snow and
tho wet would be treacherous in the
cxtreme.

“I think I'd rather be a prisoner,” enid
Madge Minden, frowning slightly, “or, at
least, choose a better day for escape.”

“Yes, wather,” Paula nodded. “But
pewhaps, you know, he’s escaping  for
Chwistmas "
or Christmas?™
The girls were silent again.  Sym-

Faney, out on the

Linton  “shivered  sym-

nathetically minded, there was not one who
could not realise the awful penalty of im- |
prisonment, the loneliness, the shawe, and
the slowness of passing time.
prisoner at Christmas!
Christmas time for forgiveness?
“Perhaps they won't try to capture him,”

o

Was  not {

said Polly
more

inton. People aro usually
lax at Christmoe. If 1 were the
ities, I'd let him got off until after
s

. wather,” said Paula. “Tve weed,
that they don't have turkey in
They have skilly, or something.”
killy,” smiled Betty. “Perhaps so. 1
don’t know. I don’t suppose they have
luxuries. Still, what about shoes?”

And into the shop they went, to forget
for a while nbout the convict on the moors
and the miseries of less fortunate folk.

Paula was rather difficult to please, and
a vast stock of shoes had been prod

and tried on before she announced hersolf
satisfied. At last the girls left the shoe- !
shop. '

“Hallo1”

Madge Minden cauzht sight of a clock
in a shop window and pulled a face.

“We shall miss the train. Look|”

“Great Scott!”

How the time had flown they could not

imagine. Paula had taken a long time,
but it did not secm as long as it had
actually been.

“We can’t do if, even rumming! And

look at the crowds !

Betiy spoke  quite helplessly now, for
Barncombe Town was crowded with visitors
from the neighbouring vi s.

“Is there a_quicker way ?” Madge asked
auxiously,  “We simply must catch that
train [

But no one could think of a short way
through the town,

“There’s the wood,” said Betty. “Wa
can take this side twrning inlo the wood
and then branch out again at the other
end. That would do it all right.”

It was a bright idea, and the girls lost
no time in adopting it.

“I don’t want my aunt to get annoyed,”
Mudgo said. “She’s a good little sort and
awfully nice and sweet—but her daughter |

Madge's tone was sell-explanatory, and
the girls understood by it that her cousin
wis not everything to be desired.

“She’s all right in her Madge
hastened to add. “But Cousin Kyra and
I have never hit it off, Still, you judge
for yoursclves.”

Madge was never a girl to run anyone
down, and, although sho had not spoken
very encouragingly of her cousin, she did
not intend to open the girls® eyes to her
shorteomings.  Doubtless they would be
ouly too patently visible when they saw

her.

"My word—it's dark[”

It certainly was dark. In the town they
had not_noticed the dark sky above tho
ight lights of the shops, <o i1hat they
ere not prepared for this inky blacknesa,
“Ugh! Not at all cheerful,” said Polly.

“Never mind] It won’t take us lung,;
and there’s nothing to fear,” Deity eaid,
“We must catch that teain N

But they did not look very chéorful ag
they entered the dark and silent wooda,

“Lucky T brought my torch, Madge
Minden smiled. And she flashed it on the
usnes,

o
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*irust Madge for remembering things,”
Tess said admiringly. **Good job there
aren’t any footpads here!”

“Yes, wather, y° know. Bai Jove!”

Paula jerked suddenly to a standstill, and
the girls turned to her anxiously.

“Hallo! What’s wrong with the works?"”
Polly asked.

*“Nothing,” Paula said. “Ouly, I was
thinking, what about the conviet?”

“The_conviet!'”

“QOht

The girls exchanged serious glances, and
in more than one pair of eyes there was a
look of alarm,

The convict! It was quite likely that he
would be in the dark, lonely wood. It was
truc that the police might be patrolling, but
they could not patrol everywhere at once,
and most people were far too intent upon
their Christmas shopping and preparations
to give much thought to convicts.

“I—1 say,” ‘Trixie Hope murmured.
“QOught wo to risk it7"

There was another pause then, a pause
that Polly Linton broke with a laugh,

“There are six of us! What doos it
matter? The man’s probably far more
afraid of of our seeing him,” she urged.

#1 dare say that’s true,” Betty agreed
slowly.

But she looked rather uneasily over her
shoulder into the darkness of the wood.
Somewhers, quite close to them, a iwig
cracked, and they ell started quickly.

“What about the train?’ Madge asked,

It was enough, Convict or no conviel,
they had to go, and go on they did. They
walked quickly keeping together in a com-
pact group.

Madge -led the way, with Detty by her
side, picking the way by the rays of a
torch.

Polly Linton, bringing up the rear, looked
many times over her shoulder, although
probably she would not have admilted as
much for worlds,

Tt was not pleasant in the woods.

“It isn’t that we are afraid,’” Tess said
for the tenth time at least.

“Tut we're frightened,” Polly grinned.

“Tm not,” Tess said indignantly. “Oh,
what was that?”

YA twig, =

“PBai., Jove! Look out! Something

touched me!
tremulously.

“Yes—I did,”” Madge laughed. ‘'Don’t
be so nervy! Remember the Creels—the
whole line of Creels, who started life at
Brighton.""

“The Battle of Hastings! Oh, ewumbs!”

“Now what’s the matter?”’

Paula peered through the darkness, and.
Madge swivelled the torch round. Sud-
denly she stayed her hand, and the beam
was, for a moment, fixed,

1t shone across the path, lighting up a
bush—a thin, sparsely-clad bush that was
transparent.

And the girls stood stock-still, their eyes
fixed and their breath coming in gasps.

For, through the twigs of the dead bush
was discernible the figure of a man. Clearly
in the light of the torch they could see his
clothes—a simple suit with a large herring-
bone pattern—very largo.

“It’s the broad arrow!” they whispered.

And Betty Barton huskily murmured:

“The conviet!"”

““The convict!

“My word!”
for it—quick!”

In a bunch the Mereove girks turned and
ran swiltly and madly down the path
towards the station, nor did they pause
once for breath until they had the welcome
view of the station lights,

Oh crumbs!”

gasped Tess. “‘I say, run

CHAPTER 3.
The Face at the Carrlage Window.

# FF at last! Thank goodness we've

O left Barneombe behind!”

Tess Trelawney sank back on to

her seat and heaved a sigh of

relief, then she glanced round at her friends

in the compartment, Whatever they cared

to pretend, there was no mistaking their real
feclinga,

“Barncombe and the convict!" nodded
Madge Minden. “‘Poor wretch!”

“Poor wretch! Yes, wather!” said
Paula softly. ‘“‘How wotten to be out on
such a night! I wondah what he had done
to be impwisoned 1"

There was silence again, and n cloud
seemed Lo have seitled over the small party
that had once been so gay.

“That’s about the place!” Betly said

Bai Jove!” exclaimed Pa.ulaisuddc:.ly, and pointed out into the dark-

ness,
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The train had waited for a moment out-
side the station, and now was steaming
slowly past the steep embankment the other
side of which was the wood.

Tt was there, right enough, that they had
seen the conviet, and the girls craned their
neeks to see.

The darkness was too deep to =ee much,
but the lights from the carriage window
Jit up a portion of the embankment, and
now into one small patch of light there
rolled a dark figure.

*“What was that——"

“That figure "

In an instant they were on their feet and
crowding to the window.

Dut the dark face had vanished. Culy
for a moment had they seen it, but the
looks they exchanged were mystified and not
a little alarmed.

“It—it locks like the convict,”
Madge, voicing the general thought.

Polly leaned right out of the window and
then regained her seat.

No, we fancied it," she eaid.

“What—all of ust"’ Tess asked.

That, however, scemed rather impossibie.
They could not all have imagined that the.
had seen a figure. But then, as Betty said,
it must have been something or someone
else. They had not been able to see it
clearly. It might have been a dog.

“1 feel vewy sowwy for the convict, how-
evah,” sighed FPaula, "It must be tew-
wible being & convict, you know. I should
wefuse to go to pwison.

Polly grinned,

:"'Ihey’d take a lot of notice of you,” she
sand.

The girls were not serious for long. Soon
Tolly s making her usual quips and
jokes, and tha carringe rang to the girls®
Jaughter. Doubtless people in the neigh-
bouring compartment emiled tolerantly at
the girlish langhter.

Yor at Christmas-time
govdwill amongst all.

What fun there was in the Morcove co

artment—laughter and joking and tea
But no one minded, and Paula, who w
naturally recipient of the teasing, minded
least of all.

Paula looked very chiarming in her smart
hat and well-cut coat, and when she looked
charming she felt happy.

“Snow—and more snow!” sighed Madge.

said

there should bs

&

“How really like Christmas! I wonder il
there’ll be a log fire 7"

“Yes, wather! And a Chwisimas-twee;
y' know!”

““Oh, yes! And
Polly, and the w
Barton suggested th:
tioular Christmas ther
of Banta Claus,

“But  there
know "

**Not really 1"

“Are you sure?”’

And there was more loughier then, until
Meadge Minden said she thonght it was time
that they were at the junction. She went
to_the window and leaned out,

Next moment she brought her head in—
and so sln:u-fjly that she bumped it.

But Madge, although she must have
hurt heself, did not even gasp. i

er eyes were staring, and her cheeks
wera pale,

Detty sprang to her feet.

** Mad, ladge, what is it?"”

1rscﬁ'{" asked Tuss, slipping
her arm around Madge's waist.

But Madge slowly shook her head.

“ N I'm all right, but—"

a Santa Claus,” smiled
k that sho wave Bsity
rhups on that par-
would be some sorg

&'t a Santa Claus, ¥

No, no!
Bhe turned to the window, backing away
from it, and pointed, i

But there was no need to point.

Btill as a tableau of stone, the girls stood
staring .at the window, staring fixedly at
a face that was pressed aguinst it.

For scarcely a minute

e remainec

the §
a3 t

there, but so intense gaza that
they took in every detail of dt was a
strong face, a stern face, with grey,

thoughtful eyes, a face that was kindly,
sad, and care-worn. 2
But it was not so much the

drew their ention, it was th
cropped hair and the suit, emblazoned,
clearly with broad arrow. v

“The conviet1”

"Oh, quick!"

“Hold the door!™

“Pull the cord!”

Dut there was no necd for that, As

quickly as it had appeared, the face
vanished, leaving only the bluck durkness,
and fast, fleeting, ing snow.

“Gone!” said Tess, sinking down on te
the seat. “Oh gooduess{”

Tess was quivering, and the others were
no better; their faces wero chulky, and
their hearts were pumping fast,

e
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Madge asked husk
crouching when I Lookcd out.”

“He may n.uc fallen,” Polly =aid.
gmng to look I’

"No, Polly—don's!"”

Betiy clutched her

him

Uugne—ougnt wo tn inl
“I

the cord?”
saw

nly; but Polly, the

madeap ui the IForm, did not pausc to con-
risks,

sider
put her head out of the window
could stop her.
No, Polly!* Come back, Polly!™
Polly turned.
"Hvs in a compar
closed,” said Polly.

ent, and the door’s

hen followed a temse moment when
every mind debated the same worrying
question.  What was the proper line of
action?

" Pooah wroteh!” said Pavla.  “We
o t Ul‘l“JV him 1

“But we ought to! Ii's our duty! Ho

may be desperate!”

“He didn't look
Minden said quietly;
cold and hungry I”

Sympathy or duty—which?

For if the man had been imprisoned, he
s by law regarded as uwpsafe to bo
Who knew of what orime he had
ber\n rfu:l' 'f? Who knew his character or
n ?
that they knew, he might have
(‘%r\.{u'd in order to seek vengeance, and
their nulV was clear,

“Wo shall have to report it,"” said Betty,
at last. “]—I hate doing it, ina way, and
)(=t it's an‘w right 1"

desperate,”  Madge
“except desperately

“It's justice, I suppose,” said Madge
Minden.
But her .voice was heavy. She wished,

and they all wished, that the man was not

i that he might honestly find his
?rrcd(:-n and fight his battles again with-
out {ransgressing the written laws.

And they had scercely madoe their
decizgion when tho train drew in at the
junction

They wailed until the train drew to a
standstill, and then Detty—it was always
Betty who took the lead—went to find the
stationmaster.

The ulhua Tollowed her
in amazement to their st

He was a prastical man, and he ected
guic]

and he listened

y.
rst the indica
searched, and then ik

ted comparttment was
whaole train. People,
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startled and frightened, were turned out of
compartments, while the floors beneath the
scats were scar ]

But the convict had vanished !

“He must h'we jumped off before he got
to the station,” ‘enid tho stationmaster,

“IIo was too cuto to get out here, They
will have to search the line
He turned then to the echoalgnls and

patted Betty's arm,
ut never mind, missy ! You won’t sce
him again to-night. He'll lie in hiding!”

"1 suppose he will,” Bet tly said. “We'ro
ealching a train in a minute’s time, aud ho
won's be in that ene.

“Neo fear! He'll lic low!”

And then, thanked by many people and
%\mstionrd by many, they had to foree
their way to the train that was to take
them to Madge's sunt’s house.

This time they found a compartment

1 other people, and it took many
minutes for them to thaw out again,
“We've scen the last of hun now!"”

Polly said with a sigh.

“Yos, !ma not i|kvh to come aeross our
path again,” Madge nodded.

But they wore both wrong. They were

destined to see tho conviet again, and
before much time had passed !
CHAPTER 4.
Madge Minden's Cousin.
. ERE we arc!”
i—i “At lasti”
They smoothed out  their

dresses, and looked about them
on tho small platiorm,

Snow now covered it an inch thick,
more snow was fallin Overhead the sky
loomed dark, and tﬁe oil-lamps on the
quaint station pierced the gloom fer but
a few yards.

The plaiform  was illumined for a
moment, howeover, by the windows of the
train, and the sccne was cheery,

At the other end their lug{,aga was being
turned out, and Paula ran to sce thab her
things were all right,

Ewr_\.lhmg was thero—hat-hox
cases, dressing-cases, and every

“Loave that to the man,” M
“My aunt has prelnh!y sent the car. It
may be here by now.

“There's o man there,” said Poll

The train was steaming out

and
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station, and the light had left the platform.
But before the last carriage had left the
station they caught sight of a sturdily-built
man standing near the entrance.

Into the darkness of the night the train
rumbled, and the girls watched its
rkp'lrturo—vatc‘n.d the line of lights get
iaint, until only the red tail-lamp conld
be seen. But that vanished round a bend
in the lme, and then they were left with
only the dim oil-lamps.

“‘He's coming towards us,” said Madge.
“TI'll ask him.”

" Excuso me, but have you come from
'\[r‘ Moore?” Madge asked.

e man raised his hat and bowed
m'h{'r stifily, smiling in a slow, grim way.
“ N have not that pleasure. Mow-

ever, I believe that you are the girls who
paw tha escaped conviet on the train—just
before Maudley Junction?”
“Yes,
v d.

we are,” Madge replied, greatly

'--:I at the man with renewed
a hushed and audible

\vhwmr Pol Ey mnndc-} that he was a
detective.
“Correct,” ho said, sumo slow

1 am a detect
deseription uf the n

e had effected any
any change in his clothes. De
closely, please.”

He got out a note-beok, and Madge,
with much unreguired assistance from the
others, described him.

“Hmh He hasu't fnuml a
clothing,” thB il & Ie lovked
up at the sky. 4 he Il eome back
to rm°t of his own accord on a night like
this.”

“My goodness, yes!” Madge said.
leoked frozen and hungry then!”

“IIe’ll remain so, unless he finds a
change of clothes, or is captured,” the
detective observed grimly.

Ie enapped the book, and the girls pre-
pared to walk off, but with a gesture he
smmmd them,

“Did T understand that you were expect-
mrz a man from Mrs, Moore?” he asked.

Fes; she is my aunt!” Madge said
simply.,

“Ah!”?
then at
hongt

nt you fo
or his
fuise or
be him

change of

“He

ITe looked at her intently, and
the others. Next, he added, as
he was answering a question in his
own mind, “There’s a car outside—perhat

‘Thanks for
It

that’s for you, Good-night,
your assistance—and a merry Christmas!
“Merry Christmas!” eaid the girls,
But cven then he was not finshed. He
turned back for a second, and handed te
Madge Minden a small ¢
“In case you should gam any more in-
formation about this man, in~ case you
should see him again, I should be obliged
if you would Commumua\u to me at the
address given there.”
Then, raising hi
the dnumesi, leaving the gu]a

o crowd
round the small pasteboard under the dim
hgn of the oil-lamp.

* Fergus  Dormayne,’
“‘ Boar Hetel, Hil Lv‘imr(. o

The)es an old London address seratched
out,” observed Tess Trelawney. ' My word |
A real detectivel”

They looked at one mmthm‘ and Polly
Linton smiled faintly, The idea of any-
thing mysterions or dnnmt appealed to
Polly, and the roduction into the affairs
of a detective did nob displease her in the

loast,

read  Madge.

“Yes, rather!” Madgo smiled. L ¢
wonder- Hallo!”
She uttered that Inst exclamation as,

turning, she found herself face to face with
a girl of her own age, but a girl whose
face was not so pleasant and not ncarly
so_interesting ae Madge Minden's.

The expression of that face was petu-
lant, and her voice, when she spoke, did
net belie it.

8o you're here!”

“Yes, we are here,” Madge said cheerily.

Kyra Moore looked at Madge and then
at the girls,

“You've brought a few friends,
maiked.

After that remark thero was a short and
rather painful silence. Perhaps Kyra had
not meant to accentuate the *‘few,” but it
was equally possible that she may havo
meaut to. The fact remained that sho did.

““Auntie asked me to hring a few
friends,” Madge said, giving her cousin a
sharp look. “‘Is the car outside $?

“1¢ is,” said l\y Ty, “although I
t]unt kunow if youw'll manage to get into
i

she re-

"Ob V\c’h EJ) ;.nd Madge, g’nmg her

2 ce
tality.

L
:
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“Wo
rassedly.

“asily,” Polly Linton agreed.

For they wo»ﬁd have walked miles and
miles order 1o avoid any unpleasantness,
and they felt keenly for Madge. Madge
Minden was the personification of hospi-
tality, and, judging from the invitation she

can walk,” said Betty embar-

had received from her aunt, Mrs. Moore
was, oo,
The ecar was oulside the station, and

Kyra led the way towards it, leaving the
solitary porter to bring on the luggage.

“T say, Madge!"”

Betty tugged Madge Minden’s sleeve, and
that girl turned.  Poor Madge looked
worried and concerned, and Betty was
nntu;all sympathetie.

I—I don't mind walking
likely to be full,” she said.

if the car's

“No, nio, Betty—don’t! It's Kyra. At
times she’s—she’s—oh, well, you can sce
for yourself!” Madge said hopelessly.

And  indeed, explanations on Kyra's

character were not nceded. Excuses might
have been more to the point, but there
were nene to be found.

Kyra had had every possible uppm-tunn.y
of becoming a charming girl. No expense
had been spared in her education, and her
governesses had always been the best pro-
curahle.

Yet here ehe was, ill-mannered, ill-
graced, a girl whom Madge Minden was
mot at all proud to introduce ae a relation.

“My  word—freczing!” said Polly
cheerily,

“Yes, wather—wippin'!” said Paula, who
intended to make the absolute best of cvery-
thing {for Madge’s sake.

“You'll have to pack in any old how,”
said Kyra, with ill grace.

“Oh, that's all wight! We don’t mind!
Allhou sh 1 hope we shan’t pwevent youah
having a good seat,” eaid Paula graciously.
You needn’t worry about that,” Kyra
as: aer her. “I'll see that I get a good

sou
“'lluet you!" Madge said scornfully,
Wyra shrugged her shoulders, and it was
evidenced at once that the dislike was not
all on Madge Minden’s side.
“Jones!” 1\} sait authoritatively,
The chauffear, who had just started
engine, ran fmwmd Jouching his cap.
‘s, Miss K
“Don't gape a

the

i duffer!”

,|t, you ohl
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Kyra excluimed angrily. “There’s piles of
luggage to get in! We don’t want to be
out here all night1”

The old man touched his cup and moved

off.

The other girls were frowning their dis-
pleasure, and casting sympathetic glances
b the old chauffeur. Obviously Kyra was

“showing off 7 for their benefit. But they
did not intend to encourage her by giving
her their approbation.

“Wather a charming old cheuffeur, bai
Jove!” Paula murmured.

“Poofl Lazy old goat!” said Kyra. "I
dnut know what servants are coming to!”

hem "

There was a elight silence then, as the
girls bent their chins down more deeply
i the high, warm collars of their coata.

All around was dark, and only the faint,
vague, shadowy forms of the trecs showed
up.  They looked like ghostly figures, and
Paunla shivered slightly.

“Hope we shan’t be
theah,” ehe murmured.
welcome.,”

long in  getting
“A five would bo

“Yes, rather—jolly welcome!” Polly
Linton agreed. *“‘My word, look at the
luggage!  Phew!”

“AMy \\eld“'

"\\'o can’t take all that lot!” said Kyra.

And for once she was \1’\'31{ It wonld
bo as much as the girls could do ta pack
lhunsd\cs into the car, let alone the
luggage, Some wounld have to be taken,
but the trunks would have to remain.

“Bai Jove! But my qux)hm"

Paula broke off in the middle of her
sentence and sighed. She was torn between
a desire to take all the beauatiful posses-
sions that were stored in the trunks, and
a_ counter-desire to be obliging under all
eircumstances,

Polly nudged her and made a grimace.

“Weally, Polly, what a tewwible facel I
do hope youah not in pain— Oh, bai

Jove! Weally—" Paula backed away,
ing on one foot.
' osaid Polly. “Duffer!  Now

ask me why 1 stood on your foot?”

But Pavla bad guessed.
ing at the lu
quite loudly.

At
den's cheeks see

ery word Madge Mi
ol to grow redder and

reddes
“Bai Jove! How wolched, y'know!
Pour old Madge!”
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Paula croszed to the twe, and Detty, not
being sure of her intention, tried to inter-
vene. Paula often bad the best possible
intentions, but the worst possible way of
putting them into operation. However,
on this particslar occasion, Paula did not
live up io her usual reputation.

“Pewwaps we'd bettah take only the suit-
cases, y'know. The u(hu things can come
along in the morning.

“"hc- '11 have tol

“Kyral
rebuke.

“Well, so they willl Goodness gracious!|
The meter doesn’t want the springs of
tho car broken, Tl send Bands down in
the m.numg

Kyra said.

Madge cxeloimed sternly in

Sands! She's still here!™ Madge said,
trying to steer the couversation inte
quicter channels,

“Yes—bother her!” Kyra said. “I've

tried to get her sacked—the old duffer! I
don't want a governess! I can look after
myself 1"

“0Oh, my “ortl\' said Polly £ v

“Poor old s, if & a governess to
this!” Tess Trelawney murmured.

And Taula eaid:

“Yes, wather!”

But at last the luggage affair was scttled.
The poricr was tipped to take the luggage
back into the cloak-room, whilst the_chauf-
feur bundled the suil-cases on to the top
of the car.

The lights of tho 15-1 laulette g]eamod
fechly, and the engines “ticked over " none
too quietly. But “inside it was warm, and
the girls soon found that the more there
hem the” warmer it would be.

Madge decided to go in front with the
chauffeur, without agking anyone. Of
course, they would all  have dutifully
offered, but Madge was a hostess in tho
frue sense of the word and was trying to
make them all comfortable,

{yra it was who took a comforiable
in the er seal, and wrapped
. Polly plomped down
next and took Beity on her Lnee, Paula
equeczed in :ml to Polly, and Trixie and

Tess mi ifortable in the
small s s were two suit
cases v ot too much
room oOr com fc:t—nxupl, of course, for
Kyra.

At last the ear moved forward, and the
hezdlights were switched on, their reflec-
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tion in the snow-covered road being almost
blinding.
“Soon be therel”
“Yes, wather! Wippin'!”
And Paula gasped for breath
corner, but she did net grumble.
would soon be there.

caid Polly.

in_her
They

CHAPTER &,
Migs Sands’ Scoret.

LANG! Clang =
‘ The bell ran« noisily from ihe

turret of the ulu Manor House,

It was an eerie bell, and cch

far across the countryside. In the years
gone by it had been a firo bell, hm. now
it had been humbled to announce visitors,

Perhaps not humbled on this particular
occasion, for it announced the :mu:xi of
the Morcove girls

Out of the landaunlotto they jun‘ped to
commence darting about and leaping tc
warm _themselves.

“What a splﬂing place
cestatically.  *“Oh, how rippin

Polly was the loss pootical of gl
even she was entranced by the quaint,
fashioned beauty of the Manor.

Snow covered the ground in front of it,
and snow covered the old gabled roof,
whilst snow was festoonced  also in the
leaded windows.

From those same windows came a cheer-
fui, yellowish light that shone down cheer-
fully on the snow.

Through one large window was visible an
old staircase dimly lighted, and through
that window came sudden flickering shafts
of red light that told of a brigh.])'%nrnluﬂ
fire.

Clang! Clang!

Now they craned their necks to scc that
bell. Polly said that she could see it, but
Kyra laughed scoffingly at the idea, omt-
ing out the fact that it was hidden b} the
which interrupted the view.
tly the enow fluttered down, cover-
mg their coats, hats and faces.

Tow Christmassy it was, that old house!

Pnlly said

, but
old-

How splendid the en looked it
dimpvd on m the old
a  canv Tess

Trelawney. "Wculdn ¢ l just love to paint
that picture!”

“Wouldn't be much painting to do”
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Polly pointed out. “It's chicfly black and
white,” .
Then, as though struck by a brilliant
idea, Polly steoped and gathered up somo
BNOW.
“Who says a danece?” she asked.
“Bai Jove, wippin*]l With lanterns,
y'know! Yes, wather!” 4
“A ball? You'd like one?” Polly in-

quired.

“Yes, deah geal. T—— Oooocoococh!
Cug! Qooch!” as romething soflt camo
whizzing ihrough the air. It was some-
thing cold as well as eoft, and it broke
on ﬁ@r elegant, aristocratic nose with a
elight plomp!

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, deahl TUght
Paula. “Polly, you little imp!"

Paula gouged the snow from her face,
and Polly, doubled up with laughter,
dodged round Betty.

“Yon eaid that you wanted a ball!”
chuckled Polly. *That's it—a snow ballt"

“What? You twicked me! Stand still,
deah ge: —"

“Mind 1" shricked Polly.
—you'll smash it!"

Paula lowered the hastily-made snow-
ball in surprise,

“The window’s nowhere near you!" she
aid,

“T know. That's why it's in danger of
being hit!" said Pelly.

The girls gave a peal of laughter as they
saw Paula’s expression, and in their merri-
ment they ontirely failed to notice that
the door of the ¢ had been opened.

A maid steod in the doorway, and behind
her was an elderly woman with a pleasant,
soiling face.

“Oh, help! Stop her!™ Polly gasped, as
she dodged out of Paula’s way.

$ dodged into the light from the cpen
v, and Paula took careful aim, but
nowball left her band Polly ducked.
i

“The window

Whiz!
The snowball hurtled through' the open
doorway, and [rom the elderly woman there
came a smothered gasp.  Fvery bullet is
supposed to have a billet, and the same rule
applies to snowballs. The billet of the
one Paula threw was the shoulder of the
elderly woman.

Horrified, the girls stood quite still and
stared.

“Ohn!™

Sus-snow " wailed §

“Bub-bub-bai Jovel Oh, deah!”

But there was one girl who was not
horrified.  That girl was Kyra. She
pointed to the eldwly woman, then threw
back her head and laughed.

* Oh, ripping! Ha, ha, ha! Good shot!”

Panla gave her a ferocious look an
stepped quickly forward, her checks burn-
ing red.

In the doorway, the amazed woman was
!\J\‘Ip]l‘l!g the snow from hor face. The maid,

acking behind the doorway, ftittered in
merriment.

“Dai Jove! TI—er—pway excuse me,
madam. I assuah you that it was entirely

an accident, ¥
the snow.
fwiend."

ow. Allow me to wipe
I—-1 was throewing it at my

Yes, it was an accident,” rid Polly
hastily.  “Tt was my fault, T ducked!”

And Poliy wus quite contrite,

Paula, with great care, used one of her
most exclusive handkerchiefs to wipe the
snow from the woman's dress.

“Oh, my word, sho can look after her-
sell 1" enid Kyra. *“It’s only Sands, my
governess I

“T suppose a governess §s human,” said
Detty, rather tartly, forgetting momen-
tarily that Kyra was the daughter of her
hostess,

“Pool! A governess!” eaid Kyra, “ You
den't take notice of them! I'd throw a
ton of enow at her if 1 had the chancel”

Detty set her lip and said no mare. It
}/.{'ns cvidently uscless to say anything to

¥ra.

Migs Sands was apparently used to such
tre nent, for she emiled faintly as she
cle: er face.

“It wos no maltler,” she said,
take a joke.”

“But—but it wasn't o
Paula exclaimed worriediy.
hopo that 1 should neve
ing jokes upon my cld

T(\'r:; simpered,

“Oh, no, ¥'know !
Good gwacions! Deah, deah!
kind to your nice tec-chars! W
mothah say 1"

Paula’s checks beenme redder (ian ever,
and Madge looked as though she  wers
about to fling herself on Kyra.

“1 quite understand,” id Miss
hastily. % was an accident!
things will happen "

“Yes. wather!” Paula podded in great

“1 ean

weally 1
us |
of play-

Not on n

ds
These
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relicf.  “I couldn’t help it! It was most
unfortunate.”
“Very!  But all is well,” Miss Sands

d, and her smile was sulliciently warmn
self to thaw the remaining snow.

once DPaula liked her, and smiled

ck.
“8he’'s a  brick!” vowed I’o}ly. “1
Fancy

ghouldn’t mind her as a Eruvi.‘rmvh
slinging snow at Miss Massingham—even
by accident!”

And there was a breathless hush even at
the bare idea, for Miss Massingham, their
Form-mistress, was strict—very strict. The
result of such an sceident at Morcove
might have ended differently from this

I\yrﬂ. did not fail to notice the impres
sion that the governess had made, and she
Emuucd slightly.

“You're all right now, Sands,”
“You'd better help Jones in
trunks whilst I t;\.o my
mother,”

*“Yes, Kyra dear!”

“All right, Sands dear!” Kyra retoried,
ind grinned slightly, as though she had
said something clever,

Miss Sands, hewever, pretended not to
notico the mimicry of her tone, and went
down to the chaulfeur.

“I say, wo'll lcnd o hand,” said Polly
uickly, “We can’t let Miss ‘Sands go out
thers in the cold without a coat!”
“Rather not!” Madge agreed.

wouldn't mind lending 2 hand.”

As if they would mind!

Readily they gave the aid, and Kyra stood
wntclnug- them.

“You go in, Miss .‘:a.nds,” Madge said.
“Wo can soo to this."

Mlsa Sands, smllmg, thanked her.

“1 could do it,” sho said. “Eui it s
eold! Thank you very much!

Sho went back into the housc and Kyra,
her face black with rage, Jumped down the

ste

PI[arc I told Sands to do f.lnt Madge!
Madge, I was speaking to you!

Madge did not answer, Pc\rhupq she did
not_hear, for she was clambering on to the
roof of the landeulette. But, anyway, she
did not heed.

“Madgo P’

Kyra ran forward and clutched flereely
at_lier cousin's

Madge gave a

ehe said.
with the
guests to sce

“If you

ntched at the rail

of the root, and t jod heavily in the
£now,
“My word "

Polly Linton simply sfared. She had
never seen quite such a girl before, and the
others shared her feeling, DBetty quickly
gave Madge a hand, and Madge's checks
told their own story. She limped slightly
when she stood up, and winced.

Hurt yourself 1" Tess asked.

“No, not much!” Then she turned to
Kyra. *I supporo you did that] Why ”
" Beeauso Ip did 1"
And Kyra turned on her heel and strode

off.

Polly Linton regarded her retreating
figure, and whistled softly to herself,.

“Phew! My word—what a nice girll”

Then, realising that Kyra was Madge's
cousin, she coloured shght]y

“0h, don’t mind me!” Madge said. *I
don't }mId any brief for Kyra. My own
fecling iz one of sorrow for anyone who
comes near her. I—I didn’t realise, though,
lem:. I was letting you all in for this!”

“It's not your fault,” Betty asf-ulcd her,
"I’arlm s she will qumren down.”

“Sho's always the same. None of her
governesses ean  do anything with her,
Sands "—Madge  sighed—“I'm  awfully
gorry for Miss Sands, She scems so miser-
able, so lonely, and Kyra is simply horrid
to her!

“Doesn’t your aunt stop her!” Botty
asked,

“Well, I think that auntie doesn't notice
it. She's rather wrapped up in her own
interests, and thinks that Ixym 15 awfully
cle‘.arh imd forward for her age.”

"

Thus were they prepared for Mrs. Moare.
She was a guiet woman, palefaced, ob-
viously away with her own thoughts, even
when sho was entering quite brightly into
general conversation,

“Miss Sands will show you your rooms,
dear,” she said to Madge. “Dinner will be
ready s00m, but you vnl ‘hear the gong for
dressing.”

“Yes, auntie dnar.
dinner, of course?”

“Perhaps, dear. I do hops you won't
think it awfully rude of me, but I am in
the middle of an arficle I am writing for
the geological review, and it must bo
finished to-night. You shall read it.”

. “Thauk you, aunt!” Madge eaid duti-
ull

You'll bo down to

%{c&, I think, after all, that I will have
dinner on my own, if you mli excuse me.
You won't be missing much,” she added,
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with a faint smile.
companion at table, am

Then she strolled olf, und left them to
capable Mise Sands,

They w shown their delightful rooms,
t'my' and comfortable, and then they
was

“T'm not a very bright

Shall I have time to change this dress?”
Paula_wanted to know,

So Madge ran along to Miss SBands’ recom
to ask what time the dinner would be
ready. She was gone several minutes, and
when she re-entered the room her faco was
serious,

Betty noticed it at once, and so did
Paula.
“Hallo!

What's wrong, dear?” Betty
asked sympathetically, “Not Kyra againi”

Madge shook her head,

0, it's not Kyra. Dinner's ot aight
to-night—rather lafe—so youw'll have time,
Paula. And our trunks have arrived.
Miss Sunds ct?ec\cd there to be more than
would go in the landaulette, and nrrnngau
for a farm vehicle to fetch nhcm

And the conversation passed other
channels, without Bctf learning _ the
cause of those worried {mes on Madga's
face.

But when they wero going down to
dinner Madge hung back until she d
Betty were alone, then she eaid quictly:

“Betty dear, something is amiss. I went
into Miss Bands’ room just now, and found
her orying!”

CHAPTER 6.
Footsteps in the Snow.

¥ IERE'S Sands?”

\x'f Kyra automatically asked that
question as the girls took their
places at the table,

Miss Sands had not yet put in an ap ear-
ance, and Kyra, as hestess in her mother’s
stead, was making the most of her position.

“In her room,’” said Madge. “I don't
suppose sho’'ll be more than a minute.”

The parlourmaid sighed slightly, and
then looked the other way as Kyra glanced
towards her,

Below atairs, the opinion of Kyra was
nat o fattering one, although the know-
ledge of that would have surprised the
auntocratio daughter of the house.

Kyra was quite under the impression that
she was highly praised and admired every-
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where.  There could not have possibly
een a more H’]lhtl\kcl‘ lmprr'simn

“hua“ I go mld tell her?” Betty nsked,

“Yes. Tell her to hurry up—the old
slow-coach!” Kyra said without thanks or
grace,

Betty smiled tolerantly, and went from
the room. Already she had learned her
way about the nhl rambling house, and
without  hesitation she went to the
governess' room,

It was dark in the corrider, and if
seemed that there was no light under Miss
Sands’ door.

At first DBetty thought that the room
must be deserted, but that idea was in-
stantly dispelled when she heard the sound
of voices within.

Miss Sands was there, and apparently she
was not alone.  Fur a moment Betty
paused, and a floor-beard creaked. From
the small room came the sound of shuf-
fling, and then the voices ceased.  Then,
ig seemed to Betty, & window opened and
ut,

She waited a moment, puzzled,
in, what was BI“IS&

Vhy had the voices ccazed at the sound
of her approach? And why had the win-
dow opened and shut?

And now was silence, and she wondered
if she had imagined those sounds, but even
as the doubt entered her mind she ban
ished it. This was no case for doubting.

Someone had been in the room—two per-
sons.  And now it was silenf. One thought
jumped mto her mind., There was an ex-
planation of the darkness, of the hushed
voices, of the ovening and shutting of the
window.

“Burglars{”

She muttered the word hall zloud, and
quick as thought hurried forward.

Her hand was upon the knob. end the
door was open in a second.

The electrie light switch, sh= knew, was
just inside the doorway on the right, and
she groped for it.

Flick!

The room was flooded
she stared about her,

ut presently her gaze fixed upon the
one occupant of the room, the fgure at
the tabla.

“Miss Sands!” she murmured,

But the governess did not move.  Her
shoulders were shaking, and her head was
buried in her arms,

wonder-

with light, and
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Betty, uncertain what to
say for the best, hesitated,
in the doorwa;. staring.

The room hud not been cmpty.  Miss
Sands was alone, What, then, of the
voices—the other voice that could have be-
longed to a man?

“Miss Sands.”

She stepped forward as the head was
raised. anu had half & mind to turn and
go awny without letting anyone know what
she had seen, but she was not sure that Miss
Sands was well.

Now the governess slowly raised her
head, and fixed upon Betty amazed, tear-
brimmed eves.

“0h, how did you come in? I didn't
hear—"

Betty coloured slightly.

“PI'r sorry, Miss Sands. I—T didue't
mean to intrude, but—but I heard voices.”

“Voices 1"

Cone then was Miss Sands’ listlessness.
‘At once she was on the alert, and her eyes
seemed bright and piercing through the
tears.

“Yes, I—perhaps I was mistuken,” Betty

do or what to
standing there

said, staving in amazement at the gover-
ness' expression,

“] was talking to myself,” Miss Sends
said slowly,

“T thuu}r-lat I heard o voice—a burglar,

“AR

Was it relief that crossed her fnce then?

Betly could not say, but she was more
than ever puzzled when Miss Sands
dropped her head back into her hands and
rencwed her tears.

“Miss Sands, don’t—please don't. What
is the matter? Please tell me.”

Betty, all sympathy, was upon her knees
at once beside the governess, putting her
arms comfortingly about her shoulders.

“1t's nothing! Do-don't worry, please.”

“But I hate to see you miserable, to see
you erving., Is it Kyra?

“No, no! You wouldn’t understand.
It’s quite different!”

Tho woman braced herself as though to
throw off her grief, but although no tears
fell the lips trembled, und the eyes were
heavily sad,

“T'm silly! I suppose,” she said softly,
“jt—it is sentiment. To think that it
is Christmas-time—the time when all
hutehets are buried, when—when—-»"
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“You're—you're thinking of someone
vou've lost? I understand,” Belty said.
“I'n sorry that T butied in like this, only
1 thought that T heard voices."”

Miss Sands nodded her head.

“You did the right thinm It might
have been a burglar. Perhaps there was a
burglar—in the next room!”

Her voice was Jow, and as she rose from
her chair sho tottered slightly.  Betty put
out o strong, protecting arm, and held the
frail figure tightly.

How ihin the cld lady was! 0ld fo
Betty, yet only middlo-aged. Care it wus
that had turned her hair white, that had
lined her face beyond her years.

And ns Betty stood there, there came in
the corridor the sound of oihes steps.

“Sandst Sands!”

The governess tried to straighten herself
and reply, but Betty it was who called out:

“Here wo arel” .

And in a second peevish, angry Kyra was
standing in the doorway.

“0h, you're here!  What a time you've
heen! We've been waiting sges and ages!
Goodness!  What on earth-—"

Kyra stured at the sight of the governcas
in Betiy's arms,

“Here! Hi, Madge, and you lot!” she
called over her shoulder. *““Look at them
cuddling each other!”

Madge Minden was there in & second,
with Polly Linton only just behind her.

v, what is it77”
othing,” said the governess. *I
felt faint.”

“You always are!” snecred Kyra,
“Goodness, 1 never come across you but
you're snivelling aboul something, Sands!
Fancy a woman of your age-——"

“ghame on youl” said Polly Linton
quickly. “You ought to be jolly well
slapped "

Kyra simply had no reply ready. She
was not used to being spoken to In that
manner. She blinked at Polly and dropped
her jaw.

“Pon't you feel fit for dinner?” Betty
asked the governess.

“Yes, ves. I am well.”

“T frightened her,” Betty said to Madge.
41 thought I horrd burglars.”

“Thore may have been burglars. It
wg;}d be as well to look,” the governess
said,
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“Burglars!”
Here»

“In the next reom,” DBeity exclaimed,
anxious to get them out of the way so that
Miss Sands could have the room to herself.

Into the next room the girls went readily
enough, all excitement and keenness.
burglar was indeed something about which
to get excited.

“Poof | Stupid nonsense!” Kyra said,
crossing to the window, out of which Polly
leaned. “Let me look1”

Polly drew back, and her face was bright
with e‘(mtcmem
in

Polly eried. “My word!

the snow!l Coodness!

“Bai Jovel”

Snow was falling rapidly, but even so
footsteps were scen bcﬁnw. Qomeone had
been down there receatly, and not many

minutes ago, for already the imprints were |

getting blurred.  As they watched they
could detect their growing faintness.

“A burglar I” Polly said. “My word!
Weo'd better cateh him 1"

“Rather 1"

And downstairs they tumbled, with Kyra
well in front, rcady to take the lead as
far as tho door. But out in the darkness
she drew back, and the leadership was left
to Polly.

They traced the footsieps for yards, but
prmcnt]y found that they ended in blurred
confusion.

There they halted, and it was whilst
they were discussing the strangeness of it
that Betty arrived. She had left Miss
Sands in her bed-room, and, being assured
of the old lady’s safety, had descended to
join her frienda, i

“8ee? This is where they end!” Polly
exelaimed. “What do you make of it?”

“YWhat do you make of it, anyway?"”
Kyra asked. The fuutstnpa stnrtr.-d under
the old guy's window.”

" Bai Jove, whom do you

"“"‘13, Sands " K}!‘IL sniffed. “Likely
as not sho lots in burglars to steal the
late 1 Her cyes gleamed. “That's it!
(’hun did you hear tho eounds?” she
asked Botiy.

ctty ﬂmon hesitated only for a fraction
of a second. Her mind worked quickly,
and ehe realised at oneo that with only a
sugpicion of proof Kyra would be prepared
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to blacken the governess’ name, and make
all sorts of unsupported or unsupportable
accusations.

“1 couldn’t say,” she answered.

“Well, 1 wouldn't mind betting that
that’s her game,” Kyra exclaimed. “I'd

She broke off as Polly Linton clutched
her arm.

“Shush ! Someone moved in the bushes 1™

“In the bushes!”

In u instant they ran forward, and com-
menced a rapid search, From bush to bush
they “vnl under the giant trees, in and out.

! Seen him{”

ancy so. I saw a face,” DBetty

said haltingly. "But he's gone now!”
The others gathered round her, talking

excitedly, but she could apparently give

them no

e ption. Her face was rather
white, and she scemed shaky.
“Poor old Betty 1™ I’o}ly said,  *It
made you jump 1"
“It did,” DBetty confessed. “My good-
ness! What a night to be at large 1"

“He plmscq himself 17 Ky

“I wonder—""

That was all Betty said, and she was
silent as they wandered back to dinner.
Dinner, of course, was ruined, and cock,
below stairs, was giving her private opinion
of eatering for schoolg

But, cold though it was, the girls found
it enjoyable, and under the influence of
the fond, they brightened, and even Kyra
became chccry and ecracked jokes.

The fun waxed fast and furious, yet
Betty Barton smiled rarely, and her smilo
and her look were far away.

For Betty Barton was thmklr‘g of some-
thing else—of the faco that sho had seen
in the bushes.

But Betty’s air of gloom was charmed
away by Polly, and ='m lnughed with the
rest right merrily until it was the hour
for hed. i

Then, with the others, yawning, she went
to bed. eru a time they lay awake, talk-
ing until tho clock struck midnight, and
then, thoroughly tired, they went off to
sle

va shrugged.,

v snow had ceased, and Lhruugh the
dow Betty DBarton, wide awake, leoked
t on to the dark night and the cheery
sky above.

A sad smile crossed her face. Two pie-
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tures were clearly in her mind—one of Miss

ands crying in her room in the darkness,
and the second of the face she had seen in
the bushes. Poor Miss Sands! It re-
quired no great cleverness to realise that
gha”was the -prey to some secret sorrow.
“What could this sorrow be?” wondered
Betty. And as she thought she wished—
oh, how she wished she could help her!

Then her mind switched o the conviet,
and he, too, partook of her pity.

Little did she know how Fate was going
to grant her wish!

CHAPTER 7.
A Telegram from Naomer,

Al !
l}ott» PBarton opened her eyes

I sleepily, and blinked about her in

the attractive bed-room.

For a moment sho was rather lost imagin-
ing" herself in her usual surroundings at
Morcove School; for Betty was still balf
asleop.

"Yu-nwmuw "

She sat up against the pillows, blinked,
and looked at the bed beside her.

“Polly,” she said sleepily. “there’s some-
one at the door.”

J‘iUm—um_" mumbled Polly Linton,

n

“f‘omc in,” said Betty rather briskly,
ponsidering how sleepy she was.

The door opened, und into the room came
a servant,

““Miss 1’».1\((:“ ?” she asked.

“All right," Betty answered promptly.
“I mean, I'm here. Oh, gracious | r'd
forgotien this wasn’t ’\Iomoxc——

The servant smiled, and handed her an
orange-coloured envelope.

“A telégram, just arrived,” she said.
“It came by the postman; they don't
deliver after seven in the evening, and it
came last night.”

Betty smiled her thanks,
gram, and slit the envelope.

To read it wa: but the work of a
moment, and then she looked up at the
servant.

“No answer, thanks. Polly—Polly,” she
eried excitedly, jumping out of bed, “it’s
a wire from nomer.  She’s  coming
to-day,”

took the tele-
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Now, oi course, Polly Linton was
t‘luruughly awake. .
" Naomer—oh, good!” she exclaimed

“I'm so glad. That just completes the
party. My word! With Naomer here we
shall wake up the old Manor House, eh?™

“Wo shall” Beity agreed, “T'd for
gotten we weren't at Morcove.”
after a pre

It was cold, and Betty,
liminary qhncr, put on her dressing-gowr
and slippers.

“Snow [

excitedly aa 511(
dow.

l.mron out of bed in
a single leap. Polly had not earnt the
name of the Madeap of the Fourth Form
at Morcove for nothing; and snow
appealed to her sense of fun,

Betty was just as merry; thongh, as cap
tain of the Fourth Form, it befitted her
to appenr morae staid. even though she felt
as exuberant as her chums,

Tor a while tha two stood side by side,
looking out of the window,

All across the grounds below was snow.
Tt covered the trees and bushes as though
one immense white mantle had cloaked the

whole scene.

“Hooray | Cl:rishm\a 1" Polly cheered.
“I sayl What fun! Where's Pauln,
Mz Ir]p;p, and the othors?

“Paula’s in there—asleep T zuppnsu,
Betty smiled.  *Let her sleep on—="

“What? On a morning such as this?
Polly exclaimed.

And she dashed to tho communicating.
door, bursting it open violently. In thai
room, which was a small one, there was
only one bed, and in that bed lay Paula
Creel.

Paula’s aristocratic eyes were closed in
slumber, and her breathing was deep and
regular,

“What a picture I Polly laughed. “Oh,
Retty, just look ! What's she dreaming of—
ancestral hal 1ls?”

“The Battle of Huatmga " Betty smiled.
“Don’t wake her, dear 1"

But Polly, with dancing fun in her eyes,
stepped towards the cod. olly mnever
could resist teasing Paule—often and often
Pauln had said that her life was made
almost unbearable.  Yot, somchow, she
scemed to survive, and cven enjoy lifel

For & moment Polly paused, and Betty,
who knew her chum very well, could seo
that ghe was thinking out mnsc}ucf of some
sort. But it was uscless to think of trying

g

i
That brought 1’011;[
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to prevent any action of Polly's! The mad.
cap usually had her own way !

Genily Polly opened one of the sunlit,
old-fashioned windows that helped to make
Hillchureh Manor House so attractive, and,
with it propped open, she seooped with
her hands some of the glistening snow.

It was wonderfully erisp, and was casily
made into a snow At _that part Polly

sinton was skilled—and  judging by the
smile on her cheery face, it was an occupa-
tion that gave her unbounded pleasure.

“Have mercy on a slumberer, dear,”
Betty laughed.

But Polly hushed her to silence, and tip-
toed towaerds Paula’s bed.

Now Paula turned for a moment in her

gleep and lay on her back. That was
Polly’s chance.
With a deft, skilled movement she

planted the ball of snow firmly on Paula’s
nose, o that it balanced there. Then, with
e giggle of sheer joy, she ran to_the com-
municating-door, bustling Betty into their
own_ room, and waiting with the door
partly ajar.

Tt was only & sccond before a movement

came from Paula’s bed—and small wonder |
“Oh, bai Jove! Ught”
blinked and gasped as the snow,

htly, trickled down her face,
pl Healp—geals! A glacier,

“Ha, ha, ha't”

., The others could restrain their langhter
no longer; and Paula, blinking her eyes
hard and clutching frantically at tho air,
had n glimpse of two heads pecring round
‘the doeor.

{ At that precise moment tho snowball
tumbled from Paula’s nose, nnd she gazed
at it blankly. The expression on her faco
was so comical that 1t proved too much
for Madge Minden and Tess Trelawney,
who at this moment had joined Betty and
Polly, and they simply doubled up with
]aug)ﬂer.

| “Merry Christmaa!” gurgled Tess Tre-
lawney. ~ “Oh, Paula dear, you'll be the
!death of me!”

I “But—but—-" Paula
Polly—you were jokin
“Oh, no,” Polly said, “nnot ronlly—>"

“Weally, Polly deah, I do wish that you
would not be o fwivolous.” Taula touched
her nose tenderly, “I'm fwozen, y'know.
My nose 3

#Oh, it still looks a bit Norman,” T'olly

gasped.  “Weally,
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said consolingly. “I supposc it’s snow
joke, but your nose has a patriotic glow--
a red, white and blue look—"

That was enough for Paula. Out of bed
she skipped in her dainty nightdress, and
regarded herself in the mirror.

“Never mind your old nose,” said Beotty,
“I've had a telegram from Naomer.” .

And then even Paula’s nese was for-
gotten,

“Nuomer—bai Jove! She is eoming!”

“Yes, and to-day!” Betty said 1
| she cleared her throat to road the tolegram
{aloud. “‘Listen1”

7

=

“Halla! Present! Shall come by train;
get to Hillchurch nine o'clock morniug.
Hooray

¢ Naoxer.' ™

There were many smiles as the
was read aloud. Nuomer Nakara, the
Morcove girl from the East, had never
quite assimilated the nicctios of the Eng-

telegram

lish langnage, and even on a telegram she
allowed herzelf what Polly termed * poct's

licence.”

“We'll have to meet her at the
Madge Minden said. “Auntie won't
yet, but we can get the car all right t

“Good biz!"

Madge Minden's aunt was a kind hostess
and they all liked her immensely.

“Then we'd hetter get dressed at onee,”
Betty remarked.  “Is your aunt an carly
riser, Madge 1" she asked.

“ Auntic—no. She usually lias breakfast
in bed,” Madge replied.  “But my cousin,
Kyra, will be up, and Sands—->

“I'm wather fond o dizs  Sands,
y'know,” Paula remarked. “I wegard her
as a wippin’ governcss for Kywa, and my
only wegwet iz that Kywa tweats her v
such gwoss wudeness.”

As o rule, Paula’s little eches, as
Polly Linton was plepsed to call them,
were not popular; bat, on this particular
occasion, Paula was but voicing the opi
of themn all.

yra Moore, Mudge Minden's cousin,
did not make any effert to hide her con-
tempt for her governess—a contempt fhat
was wholly undescrved—and out of sym-
pathy the Morcove girls had made them-
selves extrn nice to the unfortunate re-
eipient of Kyra’s rudencss,

“T dare say Kyra will be up,” Madua
mused as she paused in the doorway
“DBut we don't want her with us—"
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“Don’t want me?"”

It was a sharp, unmusical voice that in-
terrupted  Madge's  remark, and Madge
went quite rod.

“0h, I-—I didn’t know that you were
there, Kyra 1"

“T didn't suppose that you did

There was  something  altogether un-
pleasant in Kyra's tone, and tho girls in
the room were silent when she entered.

“8o youw're going out?” she asked.

She wore a smart dress, and Paula eyed
it not without envy. Indeed, but for the
unpleasantness of her expression, Kyra
Moore might have been regarded as very
pretty indeed.

That expression—how it ruined her
appoarance | 1f only she were to smile
instend of sncer; if only she were to Le
preparcd for pleasantness instead of un-
pleasentness ! But if she were different
she would not be Kyra. Nat, however,
that that would matter much.

Of all her housohold, only her mother
had affcetion for her; and Madge’s aunf

e

to [ much heed to the de-
velopment of her daughter’s character.

It was Mrs. Moore's great ambition to
avoid worry and trouble of every deserip-
tion, and to that end she placed the
governing of hor daughter entirely in the
Lands of Miss Sands,

That would have been all right if Miss
ids had been given an entirely free

. " 8he had not, however, To begin
yra bad gone fo her mother with
complaints, and then, solely beeause she
did not w
mother insisted that her daughter should
do cxactly as she chose.

So perhaps there was somo little excuse
for Kyra's ways, The laxity of a mother
©n
quite nincty per cent
ananner.

Now Kyra stoed regarding the girls with
an_unveiled sneer.

“You do not want me?” she asked.

“1 don’t suppose you want to be dragged
down to tho station to meet someone,”
Madgo said, trying hard to smile. “I sup-
pose we can have the car?”

K looked at her,
o you can't.

her writ

),

of her unpleasant

If you want to go

to the n you must walk, I want the
war to go shopping.”
And with that Kyra slammed the door,

ed with her books and |

h to be troubled with them, the |

ossed in other interests contributed to |
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1 In the room there was quite a paiuful
silence whilst Madge Minden fought for
words to express her shame.

“[—I'm sorry. I—1 didn't mean to let
| you in for this. Kyra has got worse and
|\mr.~u. [ she’s unbearable—"

“Yes, wather,” frowned Paula; then
| added hastily: “T mean wather nat, not at
1, bai Jove!

a
“Wa can stand her,” said Polly, “if we
try hard. But, anyway, it isn’t your fault,

Madge. Don't lock o glum.” .

“Well, I feel glum, having a cousin like
that,” Madge said.  “Stil '—she shrugged
her shoulders—*I suppose it
helped.”

“0f course it can’t, dear,” Betty said.
“If wo can't have the ear, we must walk.
A trot to the station will do us good.”

“It's snowing!”

“ All the more fun!"

And that is how the girls intended to
| take the affair. So that, alfer a hurried
breakfast, the party sct off in gay spirits,
‘ with roat and mufilers and warm gloves.

As Betty said: .
“Wc'll ‘manage 1”

can’t be

CHAPTER 8.
A Clue to ths Convict.
i 0000 ! Paula—Polly—DBetty |
Ello!  Present1”
The train had scarcely jerked
to a standstill, when the door
?pqr\m!, and from the train tumbled a lithe
figire,
Naomer had  caleulated  without  the
momentum of the train, and she twirled
| slightly as she landed. Her feet shol from
}undor her, and she skidded along on the
| slippery path.

“(ogoh! I like 'im not! Help!”
Bump!
Befare any of them eould reach her,

! Nanomer had landed lightly on the plat-
! orm; and there she sat in the snow, her
| merry foce aglow with fun, and her dark

eyes spar 2.

I “PBai Jove! Are you hurt, Naomer, deah
geal?”

T Hurtl Ooo, mot I like 'im, the slide!

| Ha, ha, ha!” .

And Naomer rolled in the snow,

{sprang uy
e

and then

Polly. “You Easterners

L
don’t like snow!
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“I like” im,” Nnomer said, in her
peculiar English. And then she caught

sight of Paula again, end o positive beam
of joy radiated her face.
“Oono, Paulal T love youl"

She jumped forward, and spread out her
arms.  Paula backed away, but she was
not destined to resist the embrace of
Naomer,

With  tight, vice-like
gripped her, and held.

i I\Tlny Christmas—yees!

arms, Noomer

We
She laughed exhilaratingly, and  the

others, infected with her ]nughter, joinad
m without quite knowing why they did

slide,

“]t s good to hear your laughter again,
TN aomer,” Betty said.

Yes—Christmos, he is very good, eh?”
Naomer cr dancing roun

She seemed to have forgotten ‘her luggage,
and Betty it was who dived into the com-
partment just before the train started, and
retrieved the bag and rug. The trunk had
already been dumped on te tho platform,
and the solitary porter was waiting by it.

“Goodness!  However shall we get the
trunk to the house?” Madge asked.

“Leave it uutll we can find a convey-
ance,” Polly said. “I iugpuﬁ' there’s a
tm or somrlhmg in Hillchurch?”

adgo smiled.

"l m afraid you don’t know l[xllchurch
Polly,” she smd “Still, we can try.

{ake the bag.”

But PoLly already had hold of it, so
Madge took the rug, also the lead.

Naomer, talking quickly and excitedly of
her journey during the night, was between
Paula and Betty, and their constant smiles
showed that Naomer was in her usual good
spirits

“And yvau—yon tell me about
holiday ! Nuomer amd

“Lots has happened,” Betty said.
=—someone clse for Hillehurch 1"

Someanc had alighted from the train ust
before it had started, and it waes at him
that Betty was looking.

e was an old man, stooping slightly,
and his white beard gave him a distinet
and reverent appearanco; ho was in all a

erson once scen, not casily forgotten. But

'im—this
“Hallo

e turnad to look at them, and Belly
glamed away.

“That  man's  walk seems vaguely
familiar,” she said. “1I thaught he might

be the convict in disguise.
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“Convict? What
good?  Qooo, tell
rolled her eyes up
un:: inable.
Yoll,
d.

is a convict? Is it
me!” And Naomer
in tho drollest way

I'll tell you outside,” Botty pro-
mise

And, true to her word, as they walked
through the village, she fold Naomer tho
st

"!t all started in Barncombe,” sho said.
“We did a little shopping there before we
caught the train here, and we heard thst
a convict had c-.cnpcd from prison.
prizoner, you know,” she exclaimed. " Aud
—we saw him in_the wood1”

“0Ooo! How jolly! What was he like!”

“He was quitc_harmless, and very cold,”
.sud Betty, langhing. “Buﬁ we ran—-""

“Purely strategical,” Polly Interposed

hastily.

“‘-lrnmc’—”
kpow 'im 1"

“That means,” Madge explained, *'that
we don't want you to know that we were

a bit afraid—>"
“Ab-hh!” said Naomer, “Polly afraid

Naomer frowned. "I not

“J] wasn't!” denicd Polly indignantiym
“Duly-—only we had to catch our train, you
know—="

“Yes, and when we dld catch it,”
went on, to save Polly

" Belty
“whom should wa

see but the com;cl-—’

“Again! Ile follow you?” Naomet
asked.

“Well, hardly.” Betty smiled. " Not

purposely, anyway. You see, he was try-
ing to escape. Anyway, we told the
station-master, and the train was rearched.
But the convict had gone. Next thing,
when we ':rrnr'd here, & deteclive was waite
ing for us—

% Oooo—to catch the convict, yest How
cxcltab!e—
“ Eixcitin, Betty corrected gently.

“Yes, the c c_tec!i\'c gave you o card, didn’t
Hr" * ¢he finished, turning to Madge Min-
en.
But Madge had already taken
visiting-card from her coat.

ithe

“Mr. Ferguson Dormayne, Detective,
The Boar Hotel, Hillehureh.”
“Oooo! A real detective!” Naomer said

excitedly,
In Hillchurch, they locked about for the

man who had alighted from the train, but
he had vanished; and they hunted for a
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place where it might be possible to hire
a trap.

They tried everywhere, but without suc-
The roads, indeed, were not tempting,
wd possibly many of the people thought
that the walk woufd not harm the girls.

Morcover, at such an hour the town was
not fully awake.

At one place they were ready to hire out
a vehicle, only—and the mun was very
apologetie—it had just gone.

He pointed down the road, and the girls,
in great disappointment, looked ia the
direction indicated.

A Ford car was bumping slong the road,
and its sole oocupant was visible to them.

The man with the beard.

“You say that you wanted to go to Mrs.
Moore’s P’ ho  asked. “Tg the Manor
House.”

i “Yes,” Madge nodded eagerly.
arl’

“No, you will walk it quickly. But it is
strange, for that is the destination of that
man,

“It isn't

He, too, is bound for the Manor
House I’

QR

But they made no further comment until
they were oub of earshot; then they paused,
and eommenced talking excitedly.

Tt jen't the convict, then?’’ smiled Detty.
“No, fear, hut—'" Madge hesitated.
“Suppose—could it be the detective 1"

“he detective! Why should he go to
the Manor House—and in disguise " said
Tess Trelawney, greatly puzzle

“(Pect  vraiment mystericuse,” Trixie
Hope agreed, airing her French, as usual.

“Tf it is the detective,’” Madge murmured
doubtiully.

Dut Polly waved her hand excitedly.

“Yes, yes. Of course it is the detectivej
and 1 know why he has gone there, too!”

“Why "

Polly emiled.

“Don't you remember the burglar last
night 77

“Burglar " Noamer exclaimed.  “What
is he?”
iere

said

was an alarm,”  Betty

“Wo didu’t see a burglar—
hoard somecne talking in Miss
Ban room—or the room next to hers,
though,” Polly remarked. “And we found

X
ds’

foot in the snow.”
s strangely nt. She
ven the al ; for on

MORCOVE'S CHRISTMAS PROBLEMI

her way to Miss Sands’ room haa swe not
heard & strange voice? It had seemed to
come from the governess’ own room, bus
that room was in darkness; and, fearful that
there really should be burglars there, had
she not entered—to find Miss Sands erying?

Miss Sands, who always looked miserable,
had actually been weeping, and Betty, her
heart always kindly, had endeavoured to
console the woman.

But of the reason of her grief, Miss Sands
had said not a word, only muttered aguin
and uFaLu that phrase: ‘*Ah, if only you '
knew 1"

What that had meant, Betty could not
tell, and she had joined in the burglar hunt
with tho others. Footsteps had beer found
and traced. But they had ended suddenly,
as though the owner of the feet had
vanished into thin air.

Not satished with such a conclusion, they
had searched the bushes, and there, un-
beknown to the others, Betty had seen a
face peering out—the face bf the convict!

That, then, was why DBetty was silent—
why a worried frown had settled on her
brow,

Miss Sands—the convict—the detective.
Somehow the three were linked in her mind,
and she felt uneasy.

Why she should connect the convict with
Miss Sands she did not know, and yet that
idea had jumped into her mind.

If the convict were there, it was natural
that the detective would follow him.

DBut why in disguize? Why vot with an
escort of police?  Unless—

Unless, if it were possible, he had reason
to suspect that the conviet would make for
the Manor House, And why, if he had not
some good reason?

That was how Betty worked it out, and
a¥hough she could not have given a definita
reason for her feelings, she felt somo slight
uneasiness on Miss Sands’ aceount.

“Hallo—what are you moping aboutf
Polly asked.

3 “?;[npmgl" Betty smiled.
i

“1 was think-

malking a snowball,
back—a snowball fight.

Pally commenced
“When we get
Who says yes?”’
“0h, yes.
“Tf we go through the w
off half a mile,”” Madge said.
it’'s slushy—but so’s the road
But the wood, as it happened, was not

like him, the snowballs!”
, we can cuf
“1 dare say

It
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half as slushy as the road, and they enjoyed
the walking more. Polly made snowball
after snowball until her arms were full, and
they walked on, leaving her making some
more. This was unwise, for suddenly-—whiz
—whiz!

Snowballs quickly hurtled through tis
air, and there was a succession of frantic
yelps and wails from the recipients of them

“Here—chuck it!"" gesped Madge Minden

And Polly took the advice literally, The
snowballs whizzed fiercely, and this time
Madge ducked. On went the snowball iv's
course unchecked.

Over the top of the bush it lnnded, and
then there came a sharp ery in a masculine
yoice.

“Oht
The girls stopped, silent and amazed.
‘““Who—who’s thera?"” cried Detty.

But the silence of the wood was almoet
painful, Presently a twig snapped with a
loud report, and they knew that the
mysterious person was escaping.

“Quick—snowballs!" said Betty. ' They're
better than nothing."

And then, out into the open sprang a man,
o soft felt hat on his head, and a large
cloak wrepped about him,

“Fire!” cried Betty.

The snowballs whizzed through the air

- and broke about the man. One aimed by

Polly caught him on the back of tho neck,

He paused, then gasped, collapsed and
rolled over. The bat rolled off, and the
girls had a glimpse for a moment of a
cropped head.

“The convict!”

“ After him1”

“No, no!”

As Polly made a wild run forward, Betty
caught her sleeve, But that ery of Polly’s
had been sufficient to alarm the man and
to cause him to run off, leaving his hat
behind.

“A clue!” Madge exclaimed, pouncing
upon_it,

“Yes, wather! Pway let me look! I am
wather good at deduction!”

But, of courss, it was not a clue, as Betty
pointed out. The hat was the property of
someone he had robbed in order to cobtain
clothing. .

Vet, all the same, Botty gave that hat a
close scrutiny. She even turned back the
lining; but when she saw the initials she
said nothing. -
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¥or the initials were L. 8.—and the hat
was 3 woman's.

She kept the hat, and it was not until
they had walked a few more yards that she
said quietly to Madge Minden:

“Madge, what is N Sands’ Christian

7

nama .

““Misa Sands. I forget. Norah, I think,”
Madge said. ‘*No—wait a minute. I do
know—Lilian "

“Lilian—oh !'”

And Betty Barton’s face became very
grave.

L. 8., then, was Lilian Sands, end she
knew now where the convict had obtained
his head covering,

CHAPTER 3.
O only 1 could tell you!™

" ANDS "
S Kyra opened the door of her bed-

room, and yelled out the name.
There was no reply, and she yelled
it again.

Kyra was perhaps the most impatient girl
imaginable, and she never once paused to
consider whether it was exactly right to
open her door and yell for the governess
in that manner. Such a thought was not
likely to enter her head. Bhe did open the
door and that was enough for anyone, It
was not that she did the right thing; but
everything that she did must of necessity
bo right. Which was ome way of looking
at things.

“Sands, oh, where is she {"

Angrily she clapped her hands, and a
servant appeared as though Iyra had
rubbed o magiec lamp.

“Miss Sands?” the maid inguired. "1
think she is in her room, Miss Kyra."”

For once Kyra did not order the maid
to fetch her governess. Instead, she tossed
her head, and slammed the door of her
room behind her.

Sadly the maid watched her as she
walked with fieree steps  down the
corridor.

“Abh, me! How tempestuous she is!

Poor Miss Sands—so lonely, so miserable,
and then—this!"”

Had she know that, in the servanis’ hall,
she was referred to as “this” or “thab,”
Kyra would net perhaps have beea
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sattered,  However, she did pot know, so
wll was weil.

In blissful ignerance of her true status,
<be stalked along to Miss Sands’ room, the
complete picture of indignation and rightful

rage.

Qutside the governess' door she halted.
1t did not occur to her to knock, so she
seized the handle and thrust the door open.

“Qht

As the door opened, the frail, white
woman in the room spun round and hid
something behind her back, Tears were m
her eyes.

Kyra sighed with impatience.

“Oh, dear, crying again! What a water-
works you are, Sands!  Goodne yau
sught fo have kept e handkerchief shop
instead of being a governess!”
iss Sands wiped the tears from her sud
and sought to swile.

“J—I am sorry, Kyra. You don't under-
stand.”

“1 don’t, and neither does anyone clse!
You make me tired with your perpetusl
snivelling.”

“1 try to conceal it; I did not know that
you were coming!”

“Did not know!” flashed Kyra crossly.
"I suppose you pretend that 1 was sneak-
ing in—"

“You did not knock,” the governess said
in gentle reproof,

Kyra drew hersell u§, and her expression
was voleanie. Indeed, she seemed on the
point of cruption.

“Knpock! Knock! T knock at your door!
And who, pray, do you think that you are,
that I should bow to you—an cmpress?”

“There are many less ihan empresses o
whom you should bow, Kyra—"

“Perhaps! DBut not to—to servants!”

Miss Sunds sighed sadly and shook her

.

“Very well, Tt is uscless to argue. You
wanted lo sce me, whyt”

“Never mind that now. I want to know
why yow're snivelling. What did you hide
when 1 came in?”

“Kyral”

Miss Sands was dignified now, ard Kyra
seermed abashed, but net for long.

“Now, don't try to start dictuling to
me ! ghe encered, “It was a phatograph
you had! Whose photograph? Answer e

“That. Kyra, is not n concern of youis,”

“ Everything that happens in this house is
wmy concern. When mother is in bed I am
mistress of the house. She said so.”

“8ho did not mean in that broad, sweep-
ing sense, Kyra, as you must understand.”

“(Oh, I understand well enough,” the girl
returned.  And she seated herself coolly on
the edge of the tuble end folded her arms.

Aliss Sunds, her bands still bebind her
back, regarded her steadily, without @
tremos.,

“You've crawled round those girls with
your snivelling,” lKyre sneered. 1 suppose
you told them lew ill-treated you are? 1
wonder you don't get out of it, if that's the
case. Dut you can't,” she ended triamph-
antly.  *You daren’t, beeause you're a
;1:m[l1cr. I heard mother say thut P’ou had
nowhere clse to go—that you had oo
proplo—that your brother—"

“Stop |

Hoarsely Miss Bands cried the word,
with an imperious gesture—yet a gesture
of concern and of alarm.

Blankly Kyra stared at her.

“It's true,” sho said, with a toss ol the
head. * You uve nlone in the world since
your brother died.”

1t eccmed that o shudder passed through

Miss SBunds,
“Do not speak of my brother, Kyra, i
you have any pity, uny human feeling.
8pare me that, Ay brother—he—"" The
words scemed to choke her, preventing
their utterance; but Kyra, eave for a feel
ing of surprise, remained unmoved.

“Woll, if he is deud, he's gone,” she said
brutally. " Perhaps thut is a photo of your
Lrother?" she exclaimed.

“What?' Miss Bands’ hands elenched
hard, and for a mament she swayed.

Then, grasping a chair for sapport, she
steadied herself.

* A photograph of my brother. Kyra, you
do not understand, There are some things
——some cmotiong, some finer feclings, that
you will never understand, unicss you be-
come completely changed.”

“Oh, I'm not a fool!” said Wyra easily.
s“put T don’t mope about sitly things like
that. Goodness, all the erying can’t bring
bam to life, can it?”

“We will not
trembled the w

And for onee her voiee was firm and
steady.  Kyra looked at her besitatingly,
and shrugged her shoulders,

discuss wy brother,”
an.
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“All night.  But let me tell you this,
Bands: You can't keep secrets from me!
Why cun’t you show me tlmt photographi
There's no harm in it——?

i not show you. I do not choose
t3 show you; thut is sufficient,” the
governess said in low tones.

And Kyra, who was not hali as keen as
she nnagined herself to be,
puzzled the governe:
kad seen M 3
she had heard the

servants saying
passing ber room, they had beard her cry-

ng. But this was her first actual ex-
perienee of strong emotion in Miss Sands.
Hitherto the had regurded her governess
£ rather weak and rather silly. She
I thought that the tears were due to ber
inabiliiy to control her pupil; and Kyra,
believing that, had thought hersolf raiher
clever and rather forceful of character.
That there was anything despicable in ber
actions she did not pause to consider.

80 now Kyra wos rather ut a loss; and,
not knowing quite which course to adopt.
she shrugged her shouiders carelessly and
tonk her Emarturm

Inside the room the governess waited,
ma'mnlﬂﬂ as a figure carved from stone.

"Oh, so close, 50 closei” sho whispered.

 If sho had entered a second soener—if she

had scen the photograph! It is too danger-
ous—ton dangerous——""

But she brought the photograph from
behind her back, and sadly regarded the
sad, handsome face portrayed there.

“0Oh, to see you once egain, Arthur!
Oh, to hear your dear voice! Never once
down the long years have I forgotten its

charm; never once have I deserted you in
my thoughts. Always you have lived, you
poor dear, you victim of another’s

wrong !

And the strong face looked back at her,
and the steady eyes seemed eloquent, as
though they glm\r‘d with life.

“Last night—last night—how you bave
umrmil How grey, how eold, how miser-
able! Bui now—freel”

And then her eves sparkled as the sun-
shinu lit the way throngh the tears. Slowly
she wnk into a chair, and stored through
the window,

Next she draw from a sceret pocket in
a key, and with it unlocked a
ing-c 0 ﬂm stnod on the table
beneath the window
It was an

ald “rmnz-(-am that  had
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evidently done service for many years, and

now she replaced the photograph with

great care. But she was not [fnished.

I'rom one ot the almost innumerable
pigeon-holes  she drew forth a sheer of
paper, and by the way in which she looked

round, it was cvidently & paper of great ®
importance.

Very slowly, and with great care, she
unfolded 1t, glancing over her shoulder
every second, and with such sudden starts
ot alarm that ehowed how the least sound
jarred on her troubled nerves.

It was a dirty piece of paper, and the
message that was on it had been marked
there clumsily with a stump of charcoal
from an end of & burnt match.

It was & message composed of figures in
an a!most meaningless way., Dut to Miss
Sands they had a very poignant meaning,
Each lotter she ticked off elowly, making
a mental note of it.

So slow was she that the decoding took
some time, and it was many minutes before
she had sketched on a spare picce of paper
the meaning of that message.

Then she stared at it, her lips trembling,
her eyes sad. more dramatic message
there could not have been. It was a oy
for help, for mercy, for relief.

“For mercy's sake, food. I'm starving.
Dring it, if your movemenis are nui
watehed, to the old hollow cak in the wood.
Burn this. Love.—ARTHUR."

Transfixed, she etared at the paper, then
she snatched it up and threw it, a crumpled
bali, into the fire, Not until it had becoma
dusty ashes did she turn away, and even
then, a moment later, ehe pulverised tho
ashes fiercely with a poker.

“There must be no trace—no trace,”
she muttered.  *“This is the last desperate
attempt, and it shall not fail through any
fault of minel”

Assured at last of that message being
lost for ever to the curious eyes of Kyra,
she turned from the fire back to her
writingcase, and withdrew [rom it the
photograph.

Whilst it was still in her hand there came
from outside the sound of heavy crunchmg
in the snow. Glancing out of the window,
she saw a car halted down the drive, and
now frem it walked an_old man with a
leng. flowing white beard.
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Who he was she did not know, but at
that moment all things spelled danger
Closely, and even fearfully, she regurdod
his face, thinking, perhaps, from it she
could learn his mission. Bat, if that were
her intention, ehe was sadly disappointed.

Without even glancing up at the house,
ho entered it, and Miss Sands stood at the
window staring down at his footsteps in the
s

now,

She had feared, first of all, the girls; but
che had now learnt that they were friends,
and not enemics. But this stranger!

e might be quite a different person—he
might be an enemy. Ho did not losk like
a friend; but, despite his age, he did not
appear to be very benevolent. His eyes
were too keen for that. They scemed to
stare right out of his beard, and gave him
an unusual air of youth that his appearance
rally belied.
absorbed was Miss Sands in the con-
templation of the -stronger that sho failed
{o notice that the door of her room had
oponed, and that somcone had entered.

That someone was Kyral
s Miss Sands was half-concealed by the
cartain that hung from the window, the girl
did not at ence see her. Now Miss Sands
opened  the  window, and then Kpyra,
naticing  her for the first time, gave a
sharp coxclamation.

*(Oh, goodness!”

“Kyral”

The photograph in her hand, Miss Sands
swept round to face the girl, and at the
samme moment Kyra made a snatch.

“Ahl  There's the photo!” she ex-
claimed.  “So it is your brother——"
“IKyra, be silent——""

DBut Kyra made another snateh at the
photograph, and Miss Bands, to hold it out
of her way, extended her arm out of the
window.

}: <yra, how dare you! You must not!
Oht"

The girl, thoroughly exeited, caught her
moverne arm and gave it so sharp
Dang against the window-ledge that the
phategreph dropped inte tho smow below.
{ th a sudden exclamation, darted
room, and the sharp click teld
ad locked the door aiter her.
With Miss
be o ta

n was obvious,
it would

aph  ang grnl..;."lhe.- rage,
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burning, but unreasonable, curiosity re-
garding il

Miss Sands clenched and unclenched her
hands in feverish desperation and turned
from the door to the window. For one
mad moment it seemed that she would hurl
herself into tho eoft snow below.

In a minute Kyra would be there, and
then——

But at that mement there came through
the gate a sceond car, which sped swi[ﬁy
up the drive, bearing a heavy load. Not
far from the window the girls alighted, and
Betty, sceing Miss Sands at the window,
waved her hand,

By good chance, a passing car had given
the girls a lift when they had emerged from
the wood, and now they were back at tho
Manor in execllent_time.

“Quick, please, T have dropped some-
thing|” Mizs Sande cried frantically, And
her pleading was not in vain.

Betty Barton ran swifily forward and
picked up the photograph just as Kyra
emerged from the doorway of the house.

“Iere, that’s minc! Leave it!” Kyra
called.
Betty, the photogroph in her hand,

looked from one to the other—from the
excited, angry face of Kyra to the iwhite,
careworn face of the governess, and Betty
knew then that someibing was amiss.

There was no chance of handing the
photograph  back to the governess, and
Kyra was almost at band now, breathing
hard in anger.

“Don't let her see it—please don't!”

It was pleading so low, so desperate,
that Detty at once resolved that, whatever
happened, Kyra should not sce the photo-
graph. She did not stop to ask questions;
there was no time for that.

OF the two, she ki quite well that
the governess was more to speak the
truth than was Kyra; and so when Kyra
arrived upon the scene it was to find Betly
placing her hands behind her back.

“Give it to mel”

Kyra spoko with abrupt fierceness, and
Dotty only smiled

“Is it yours?

asked,

“Yes; e it to me—don’t play the
silly 1"

Betty banded v way ahout
to Kyra. Tmmed that girl turned it
av and then her face was suffased with
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*The photograph—where is it ?”

“Photographi—which 1" asked Betty, in
all innocence.

And. try though she did, Kyra could get
no reply. In high dudgeon she stalked off,
without a word of greeling to any of them,
without even looking at Naomer.

“What is it, Betty?" Madge asked.

“Oh, Kyra is p‘u‘mg the goose!” Betty
raid.  “Phew!l Tsn’t it cold? Time we
got in,”

And she led the way towards the house,
as though nothing hml Lappened. But
when they were all in Naomer’s room,
listening to a description of that girl's
journey, Betty stole n!ung to Miss Sands.

“Your p..o‘ogmph che smiled. “She

did not see iti"

“QOh, thank you, thank you!" The
zoverness coloured Jlghtly. “It may seem
strange; perbaps it is etrange. But I
have a reason. Some day you may under-
fand. IF only I could tell yon—if—"
e sighed and turned away as Betty
silently stole back along the corridor.

Dut in the alcove Beity halted, and sank
heavily on te the couch there.

“Phew! My word! I dida’t mean
to look at the silly thing, bul couldn’t
help it. It's the same face—tho same, but
younger. Dut it’s an old photo.”

No wonder that ler face was pale and
anxious for the one short ghmpse she had
obtained of the photograph had told her
why Miss Sands did not want Kyra to see
it—why she kept it so eecret.

For the face of the photograph was the
face that Betty had seen peering through
oln--cm‘md bushes—the face of the

CHAPTER 10.
Christmas Day.
LEWWY Chwistmas!™
“Yes, rather—merry it
agreed Polly.
The girls shivered slightly as

ist”

M

ey dvessed, for the morning was cold.
But it was just such a Christmas merning
as they had hoped to sce.

Outside, o mantle of snow seemed to
Lave enveloped tho country-side whilst the
h before had been heavy, now
ened, as though glad to have dis-
vosed of its weight.
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"“’andﬁrf\;] P sighed Delty,
isn't it cold?

“Yes, wa ‘hcr~\cry cold, y'know; but I
don’t mind

“Nor do 11

Nor did any of them, it seemed. Cald-
ness in seasen, they did not mind-—and,
after all, Christmas was the time for snow
and_coldness,

“Merry Christmas—merry Christmas|”
chanted Polly, daneing round cireles,
“Oh, my word, turkey and Christmas pud-
ding 1

:'ch. wather,

*Qoo—yes—
a0
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“Oh, but

. Wippin' I
mas puddin
asked Naomer deligh

And Pally from memory, told her practi-
cally all the irgredients.
of course, Naomer's
watered, and she wanted the
dinner to hurry along,
still some hours before dinner, and all
the hwrrying in the world would mnot
shorten the Lours; it might, on the other
hand, lengthen them.

Bdut the girls found that there was plenty
o do.

First thero was the present for Madge's
aunt.  They had bought her a beautiful
silver brush and comb.

Paula, who had rceeived a rather largo
money present from her father, had con-
tributed the biggest share; but Paula was
alwayes genercus like that. And they had
all contributed according to their means.

There was a Er(ﬁont for Kyra, teo—a
very atiractive handbag that Paula had
chosen; and P’aula’s choice conld always be
relied wpon,

But there was also another present ; somie-
thing quite small that Betty had bought,
and which they now all wanted to help to-
wards paying—a present for Miss Sands.

“She seems so very lenely,” said Belty
sadly.,  “And on Christmas day surely
everyone should be happy !”

“She certainty doesn’t lock very happy,
poor dear !” Madge agreed,

And there was extra caro takem in ecal-
ing that package for Miss Sands, It v
a writing-case, & well-made leather
well-filled with writing-paper and env J::qu,s,
and amongst tho writing-paper they hid a
card,

Tess, the artist of the party, quickly
found pen and ink, end, in a [vhngul
manner, drew holly and robins all reund
the edee of the card,  Then with groat

What

mouth
Christmas
But there wero
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care she printed a really Christmas mes-
sage from the Morcove girls.

Then Pavla began to tell & [unny siory.
Paula always forgob the funny points of
Yior stories, and she lost the peint of this
entirely.

She peused in the aet of scaling a parcel
to tell it, and the wax dropped down on
to her dress unheeded.

“Tt wes nbout & man, you know,” she
gaid. "It was awfully funny. I've for-

gotten it mow: but it made mo laugh
fwightfully at the time! Ykuow |
1t was about some legpings or

gaiters—or something that a man bought
in a back yard or en slley or something—
and he said he—ha, “ha, hal” she
laughod. “He—he said he'd beught some
owocodiles, ¥ know [
Polly frowned.
“Did he, then?
funny 1"
“Yes, carry on, dear,” said Madge.
“This funny story—what about it1”
“Bai Jove! That is it!" said Paula,
rather puzaled. “Jt—it doesn't scem 50
vewy funny, y'know. Yet 1 laughed like
anything when dad fold it to me—"
“Porhaps ho said that the mun had
‘bought como alligetors,” said Pally sud-

denly.

“Yes, wather—owocodiles

“ Alligators, silly—bought some gaiters
down an alley,” laughed Polly.

“Oh, bai Jove! That's so. Funny I
forgot. I wead lots of widdles at Morcave,
yknow.  Widdles are very funny, y'know
at Chwistmas—"

“Yes, well, get on
dear,'” said Belty.

“Yes, wather!  Howevah, here's a wip-
pin® widdle, yknow. What is gwocer
than o gwocer "'

They looked at her and thought for a
ent.  Paula giggled joyously, and
ve it up,
hy 1" asked Polly.

“Decause, deah meal, there's a league be-
tween the first and last letters, bai Jovel
T, ha, ha! Wather funny, eh?  And
there's anothah—"

Ha, ha, ha! Very

"

with the sealing,

“Here, tvait a minute,” said Madge. "I
haven't s that yet. What is grocer
grocer?  Becauso there’s a league
the first and last letters?"”

Lod surprised

|
ve

That's wong, That isw’tlshe led the attack, whilst Naewer
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the answer, now I come to think of it.
Vewy stwange, bai Joye! It was an aw-
fully” good answer, yknow.  Howevah—
there’s anothak.  Oh, bai Jovel”

he gave o sharp yelp as a deftly thrown
pillow bewled her over buckwards.

“There's a riddle for you,” laughed
Polly. “What's the lifference between
1"uui)n and a silly donkey "

And in chorus the girls gavo
tic answer:

“ None !

And that, at least, Polly declared was a
correct answer to the correct riddle, how-
ever Paula cared to argue.  If there were
no league between the first and last letters,
thore was a league—a veritable conspiracy
—between the girls,

After that riddle they went downstairs,
wishing o merry Christmas to everyono.

Kyra they met, and gave her the present,
She smiled, opened the packet, wnd looked
at the handbag. -

“Oh, I've got one,” she said ungraci-

. “Besides, I don’t care :r\ucE for
1 thought it would be something
ting 1"
adge Minden coloured for shame. 1f
anyone had to colour for Kyra's shameful
method of receiving a present, it was nol
likely to be Kyra. That was certain.

But the girls made no comment as they
strolled away, although the sarze thought
was in every mind, and momentarily tho
cheeriness of the party was damped.

an -

pk

e

xci
M

“I—I can't say how sorry 1 am,” mur-

mured Madge.
But Detty squeezed her arm. It :vu.sn‘t
s ho

poor Madge's faulf.
blamed for  her
manners?

“Petter pus Miss Sands’ present in her
room,” said Betly.

The reom wes empty, and it was cosy {o
put the parcel down_and steal away.

Then they took rs. Mocre's preseut,
and her delight was sheor joy to them, and
once again the sunshine returned to their
lLcarts, and their faces were all smiles.

Alter a merry brealfast, they went ont
into the snow and had great fun, Poor
Paula was an unfortunate tavget, and i
scemed that overy timo Polly and Nuomer
threw a_snowball it hit Paula.

Once they had sides and a mimie battle,
Paula was allowed to captain her side, Mﬂ
an

For coul

cousin’s  un
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Polly were close behind with an armlul of
snowballs.
‘Bai Jovel Now,

Fiah!"

And “fiah ™ those {wo mischievous ones
did. A whole volley of snowballs whizeed
through the air, and they were well aimed.

Biff 1 Diff1 Biff1

Betty and the other attackers aimed at
Paula with all their might, and froin be-
hind came the excellent firing that Paula
had ordered.

She  had not
should use her as a target.
ail the same!

“Qoh! Oh, dear! Dai Jove—ooh

“Qooo-woo!” cried Naomer., “Paouls,
she is funny, eh?”

Paula was on her knees, and Polly rolled

deah geals—quick!

intended that her army
Dut they did,

her over and over, so that the aristoeratic |

girl gathered snow as she rolled. The
more she vrolled the more snow she
gathered.

And when Paula had scraped the snow
¥, it was nearing the time for the Christ-
nml dinner—time, ot least, to start dress
ing

l}[trv hurried along the corridor frst,
and as she passed the door of the
governess’ room, it opened.

“QOh, Betty 1"

There were t -.s

and

in the governess’ eyes,
he gripped the pirl's arm warmly.
Yes, Miss Sands?” Betly answered.

“Thank ‘you for the present—thank yeu
a thousand times. If you knew what it
means to me.  You girls—what a spirit
of happiness you bring into the house. I
can almost imagine myself to be happy
when T see your faces, Please, please
convey my thanks {o the girls, I—I shall
never forget—""

t was nothing very much,”

e thought is the
thing in the world, Bett
ing-case—it is what T o always yearned
for, but could never afford. I shall keep
it alwavs, and if I should by mischance
never see you again, it will serve as a
memory of your happy faces!”

Betty felt a lump rising in her throat.
Unhappiness was written largely on_the
governess'  face. And was it surprising
that, with such a charge as Kyra, she
should be unhappy 1
T shall never forgot,” said Miss Sands,
A very merry Christmas to you all. And
—and if I scem miserable, den't let it

said Betty.
most wonderful
And the writ-
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dampen your feelings, I shall ke mora
cheerful soon. 1 will be merry with you
all to-day-—-I mean to be braye!"

And a rare smile played on her lips—a
sinile that was seldom scen there,  But
Betty did not know how that smile van-
ished when she went away, or how the
governess tenderly raised the blotter and
kissed it.

She, whose life had been so full of bite
terness and unhappiness, what a great deal
this kindness meant to her, what hope it
brought into her life!

True to her word, she was merrier that
day. And, indeed, who would not hava
made an effort io be merry when they
all gathered round the table for the splen-
did dinner?

Mra. Moore was there, and the strange
visitor, the bearded man. And perhnps he
was the least merry of them ull.  His look
was so searching all the time.  He seemed
to be watching and listening as though for

a purpose.

Yet cven he warmed up when the mecl
began.

What eries of delight thare were when
the turkey was brought into the room, and
when the candles were lit on the table.

1t was dark enough for them, and they
added such a quaint festive air, augmented
with the light of the fire that flickered so
brightly in the grate.

“Christinas!” said Polly. “Just like
Dickens—"

“Christmas is going off,” raid the old
man, “Tt is not the Christmas of tho
good old days. When was young, it
was different—very different #

“Yes, wather,” eaid Paula politely. *'I
suppose 50, 1 can wemember when I was

young—quite o geal, y'know

And at that there was a peal a laughter.
For Paula spoke as though she were old
and haggard, and had a past century to

look back upon, instead of only her four-
teen years.
Dut it was to the Christmas pudding

course that they were }unkmg fnn\ﬂrd and
Naomer could not refrain from clapping
her hands in sheer delight as the smiling
maid entered the room, bearing a buge
Christmas pudding held high upon a dish.
In the centre of that pudding was lolly,
and boneath it was a circle of blue flames

that danced merrily, as though coutrolled
by sprites and goblins.
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“QOooo!" coced Naomer.
the pudding!”

i sho did like the pudding. They ali
ice to it.

de the suow fell incessantly, and
inside there was a huge wood fire, and
the candles.  When the pudding at last
disappeared, there were nuts to follow, and
Lon-bons,

Naomer wanted to pull one with Paula.
She did, too!

She tugged at it with all her consider-
able strengeh, and then at the last moment
released her hold. What n shrick of mirth
she geve as Paula toppled back into her
chair !

But when they pulled again, the luck was
with "aula, A mighty crack, ihat made
he clegant girl jump nearly out of her
ounced that the cracker was
and that its treasures were laid

“1 like him,

skin,
broken,
bare.

Thoe treasure of that particular cracker
was o hut—a peculisrly pointed, old-shaped
affair.

And for quite fivo minutes afler

Poula had donued it there was laughter.
N

word " said Polly, suddenly re-
membering something that hitherto she had
forgotten.  “I've got a hat for you—a
Christmas present. Santa Claus will bring

“Bai_ Jove! You don't believe
Banta Claus, Polly?”

“Don’t I!” said Polly. "You haven’t
scen Saunta Claus yeb this season, but per-
haps he'll como to-night-——""

“What 1

But  Polly winked across at  Madge
Minden.  Polly had a great idea in mind,
for she had learned from Madge that in
a cupboard upstairs there was a Santa
Claus rig-out that Mrs. Moore had onco
when Kyra wes a little girl—and that
given DPolly her great idea.

“You don't believe in Santa Cluus?”
she asked.
*No, wather not, bai Jove!”
“Not if you were to sce him "

“T shall nevah see him!"”

It was only npatural that efter Sania
Claus the talle should turn to ghosts, and
then to the ceriness of the house. Dolly,
of eourse, wanted to explore, and when
Madgo Mindon suggested a game of hide-
and seck, Polly was all enthusiasm.

They had the room to themselves, Mra.
the old gentleman, and the

in

!
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governess having departed to the drawing-
room.

Hide-and-seek received a fine show of
hands, and Paula was the one selected to
stay behin

tho old, rombling house there was

| plenty of scope for hiding, and, with no

lights, sceking would be a difficult matter.

Paula, however felt quite cenfident, and
she smiled slightly to herself as she buried
her head in a cushion and counted the
requisite number.

Kyra, with a faint sneer, watched her,
not caring to join in the fun, much though
she would have liked to.  Baiting the
governess or nothing had been her dielum,
and the girls had not minded at all when
she had defiantly announced her intenticn
of “not playing.”

“Bai Jove! Now
them, yknow, Kyral”

“Are you? Then you'll play peep-bo,
I suppose, or hunt the slipper "’

“Yes, wathor!” Paula ngreed, deter-
mined to be pelite under every conceivable
circumstance.

Then she dashed from the room,
crept along cautiously on tip-toe.

Iler great idea was that, if she moved
with exceeding caution, her presence would
not be known, and she would therefore be
able to pounce upon the girls whilst they,
in their unpreparedness, made some mo
ment. It was what Paula would have
called “stwategy,” and Dolly stupidity.”

“Bai Jove! T can heah a sound,” Paula
mnurm softly to herself. “I hope
Pally t playing a silly joke. FPewhaps

.I’m going io catch

and

51

She stopped short, and tiptoed forward,
for a slight sound in the darkness had
caught her ears.

A board moved slightly, but nois
Paula gave a short, sharp exclamatio:

But from the darkness there came no
movement, She knew that she was near
a small aleove, however, and guessed that
probably in that alcove a gitl was waiting.

Now her groping hand eaught a cur-
tain, and she scarched it ecarefully with
her hand. It was slways a shock to come
in eontact with a face.

“0Ohl”

o

and

Her hand had touched an car, and Tess
Trelewney's voice yelped out as Paula
gripped her ear.
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" Discovahed, Dai Jovel Discovahed!”

“Goodness, yes! DBut you meedn’ts pull
my ear off,” grumbled Tess.

“Bowwy ! All's faizh, y'know. But pway
don't think that you can escape me——
Hallo, what’s that?"

A figure fied by in the darkness, and a
langh told that Betty Barton had slid to
“home,” whilst Paula was making 2
“speech,”

“Bai Jove! Betty, deah geal, como back,
I wasn’t pwepahed.”

“All’s fair!” said Tess, rubbing her ear,
but grinning slightly now. *This is hide-
and-seek, not hide-and-speak, Paula.”

“Yes, wather. 8till, T must say that
Betty was wather pwevious in her escape.
I have scarcely— Goodness, whe's that?”

““That’s Trixie,” said Tess. “If you wait
here you'll have a splendid view of the
procession,”

But Paula had realised that fact, too,
snd now hurried on, moving carefully on
tiptoe. It had not occurred to her that
Noomer and Madge Minden, at the other
:nd of the corridor, had already got home.
and, considering that there was no one near,
her ecaution was over elaborate.

Down the next dark corridor she crept,
and then halted, her eyes gleaming as she
heard a faint sound.

“Twapped!” she murmured, and the
noise ceased. “Wondah who this is?
Madge, pwhaps, Bai Jove! TI'll make her
jump. Or, pewhaps, Polly.”

It was someone, for a curtain moved
slightly, and Paula stepped towards it with
silent steps.

There she remained, listening to the
steady breathing. "Then she stretched out
her hand, and it closed upon hair. Then
her hand slid down to the ear, and then

“Oh, bai Jove | Healp!”

For tho hand had rested, not en the
smooth cheek of one of her friends, but
on the rough, unshaven check of a man!

GHAPTER 11.
Who Was I17

" EALPI”
H There was the sound of rustling
in the darkncss, and then of

quick, running footsteps that died
suddenly away.
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But fresh footsteps, light and pattering,
told of approaching help, and Paula
breathed more freely,

“Switch on the light,” said Bctty's veice.
“Paula, Paula, where are you?" i

There was a click as Madge Minden
operated the electric light switeh, but no
light came, and Betty, who lit a light,
glanced up momentarily at the lamp-holder;
the bulb had been removed,

“Paula, coh, there you are!™

“Yes, wather! Bai Jove!
wight, v'knaw."

“All right] You look scared,” said Tess
Trelawney. “What's the matter?”

And Paula told of her dramatic dis-
covery.

“A man—a burglar!” exclaimed Betty:
and just as she was aboubt to voice un
alternative, she hesitated.

But Madge voiced it.

“The convict, perhaps. Likely as not, he'd
get into a house such as this for warmth
and fead.”

*“Yes, rather, Where
did he go, Paulaf

“I don't know,
anything——""

“Didn’t you try to stop him?” Tess de-
manded.

“Yos, wather, y’know. DBut he was off
likke—Ilike a flash, y’know. Yes, wather. Just
like a flash of lightning.”

Betty and Madge searched vp and down
the corridor, whilst Trixic and Tess glanced
out of tho window,

No_one, however, was in sight.

“We mustn’t leave him at large,” Beity
said seriously.  “He may lock himseli in
some room.  What shall we do—hunt first,
or report?’?

“Oh, hunt, I suppose [

“Or give the alarm to the servants. Some-
one may go into a room, and it would
be rather a shock to find him there,” Madee

I'm all

Eha:’n probable.

He wan, yknow—like

said.

And they hurried to give the alarm.
Dawn the long corridors they went to the
staircaso, and it was there that Detty gave
a sharp exclamation, and halted.

“What's that1” she gasped.

Madgo Minden peered into the darkoness,
and then langhed,

“Oh, my word!
claimed.

“Bai Jove! Wheah?”

“There—look 1”

Santa Claus!” she oxy
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Now the stranga figure came into the
bright light, and hesitated.

t was Santa Claus to the life, with a
long, red cloak touching the ground nearly,
a maek and moustache, and beard, with red
hood and cap mmplctn

“DBai Jove! "It is
Claus y'know!”

‘“Santa Claus !

Tt was Naomer. She had seen the girls,
and, on hearing the name of Santa Claus,
had bohbed from her hiding-place, forget-
ful of the game.

"H'xl]n, Naomer, here's old Santa for
you!” said Madge, pointing to the station-
ary figure.

’l‘hc figure bowed, and then, stiill howing,
retreated step by step into the darkness.

wather like Santa

“Who—who?" asked Betiy “Bure it
isn't Mr. Good-old-days. dressing up?”
“Ha, ha! No,” Madge 5a|d “Not
likely
“But it is someone dressing u
“Yes, wather, bai Jove! \’\ hcnll 5
i

Polly " Paula asked suspiciou
all heah except Polly. G 'lmousl
be a jokel
“Not really 1" teased Madge. “Dont say
that it isn't really Santa Claus—
“No, i's Pol
o Puih 1
And then eamo the familiar voico of the
madean of tho Form,
“IMallo "

We'te
It must

And Polly Linton st
“What's the pamef”

ed into tha light.
sho asked indig-

nantly. “I've been crouching in a corner
until T'm stiff. Why didn't you say you'd
[‘m]ﬂhml you duffers?"

“Sorry, dear,” I!c!t' apolcgiscd. “PBut
]‘auhh saw the conviet.”

“And we've just seen you a3 Santa

smiled Madge. “It was a quick

e
Yes, wather. But it didn’t take me in

“Didn't take you in!” Polly frowned and
looked at Paula in surprise, “ What do you
mean?™

“Why, your Santa Claus® disguise. We
saw vou over thero, on tho other landing.”

Polly Linton's jaw dropped.

“You—you saw me as Santa Claus?” she
exe lnwwl in measured tones. "\\'hy. T've
been hiding in a corner for ages.

Then thers was a sharp, painful silence.
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“But—but it must have been you!” said
Betty.

“You said that you were going tol" ex-
cleimed Madge.
“But 1 didn’t. T was hiding. Besides,

if T were thersa a minute ago, how could
ossibly et Lack here in this time? The
only way is lu cross the hnil "

Pally frowned.

“I looked for the things a minute ago.

and they were gono. Perbaps it is Kyra?"
“Kyra—of course it is"”

But Madgo Minden, withont
pointed down to the hall,
room  emerged  Mr.
Kyra,

“They conld not possibly have got down
there without being observed,  That puts
|'wm out of the reckoning.” said Mad

“ Then—then who is it?” asked Pﬁl}'

Madge Minden gave a long, low whistle,

“1 tell you who might have used tho
things,” she said excitedly, “A mask—a
cloak—what better disgnises—-="

And then they all cried together:

“Tho convict "

“My goodne:

Down the st they
of the hall,

speaking,
where from a
Good-old-days and

ﬂffcr him 1"
went,

leading te

one side and then up the
others.
At the top they were confronted by

’\I|~= SBunds, pale-faced, but emiling.
“Why the hnery 7 &ho askod.

“The eomvict!” il Polly  exeiledly.
“IIe'a just disgnised as Senta” Claus—over
bera he wag-—"

The governess slarted,

“The conv as Santa Claues, But—bat
tlnl could not bo—"
“Bul it must have been!  Who elso

would have done nsked Polly.
And then Miss ‘inmlq in the most alrained
and awkward manner possible, Inughed,
“It was noi the conviet—il was 117

CHAPTER 12.
Hommaod In.
‘ TLIAN, where fire you 1"
l By tho light of the fire, the
man in the red clonl peered al
the governese ns  sho  entered

beord, nnd moustache had been
.—uu! the hood pushed back re-

Tho maslk,
removed,
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vanl?d the close-cropped head of the con-
viet

“ have pub them off the scent, Arthur;
they aro looking eclsowhere. And yet—yet
I am afraid that they may suspect—-"

The conviet buried his face in his hands,
swayed slightly, and groaned.

“Huspect—suspect! I am hunted like &
fox, with the hounds everywherel My
word ! Prizon is not worse than this——

“ Avthur—Arthur, don't talk like th

There was agony in the governess' tones
1s she [lung herself on her knees beside
aer brothor.

“ Arthur, you are free—freo to start lifs
igain—iree ta prove your innocence of the
crime for whiug you were imprisoned—="

“Yes, free—if only I can remain so
But I am hemmed in on all sides; I dare
not even move! DBut, come what may,” he
said, and there was a fierceness in his eyes—
“ecome what may, I must be free to-day!
I must spend to-day with you—Christmas

" He scemed to choko slightly, and
Miss Sands, looking up, saw that his eyes
were glistening.,

Then together they looked into the fire,
remembering the Christmas Days they had
spent together—the Christmas Days in the
old home, when mother had been alive.

“Do I remember!” he echoed. “Ah,
Lilian,” said the man, “if only we could
live those happy days again—oh, to bo a
‘child, Lilian, care-frec and happy! I'm
Santa Claus now! How I wish I were
really ! If only ane could be o small, happy
ghild aganin, waiting at night for the stoc!
ing to %o filled! Oneca Christmas Day was
‘the most wonderful day of the year, Now—
what will to-night bring? I shall dream of
& stocking—a stocking filled with warders
and pn!fcumnn—n stocking that is really a
cell I”

e

“ Arthur I

But, try to dissuade him though she did,
though sgu tried to protest that all would
be well, Miss Sands knew that he spoke the
truth,

Te-morrow—what would it bring?

CHAPTER 13,
A Present for Paula.

L OORAY "
H Polly Linton sat up in bed,
and out of sheer joy throw up
arms. Tho madeap of the

o
Tourth TForm at Morcove School was

| T forgive you, Paula,
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smiling cheerily and Imipi]y, and ehe
danced out of bed to look at the snow,
which surrounded the fine old mansion

bolonging o the aunt of Madge Minden,
their schoolfellow, wheroe the Morcove girls
were spending their Chrisimas vacation,

Betty Barton, the captain of the Fourth
Form at Morcove, was awake, too, and she
crawled across to Polly. '

“My word! Toppi Ripping I Polly
exclaimed in elated tones. " Just look at
lh(,.v snow! I'm going to roll Paula Creel in
i

At that, there came a murmur from tho
adjoining room, a faint murmur of anxiety
and alarm from Paula Creel, known as tho
arstoerat of the Fourth,

“PBai Jove! Weally, Pally, deah geal!”
she cried. “Pway wemembah that it ia
the scason of guog cheah aund forgiveness,
y'know I

“ Forgiveness 1" said Polly. “Hear, hear!
for being such a

duffer 1"

She opened the door of the adjoining
room and peeped in. Betty Barton, put-
ting on her dressing-gown, followed her.

It had been arranged the night beforo
that they were all to go into PFanla’s room
directly they awoke, Betty and Polly were
the first there, but a moment later Madgo
Minden entered, then Tess Trelawney and
Trixie Hope.

“Bon jour |” said Trixio, who hoped some
day to speak French fluently.

“ Ben-bon—and  Christmas-pudding

i Iy.

onr-
sell 17 said  Pol “Hallo! ere's
Naomer "’

They all turned then as the door oponad
and a dusky-izced, smiling ntored.
Naomer Nakara hailed from
her dressing-gown cerfainly bro
an Dastern savour, being very
attractive—sa much so thet 1 , n
great authority about clothes, declurod it
to be “extwemely fofching, bai Jovoel”

“'Ello, prescnt! fou liko Lim, Paula,
the New Year's Day, yo onol Noomor,

Noomer seemed ta Lo eoncealing somo-
thing behind Ler Lack,

“Tet ces tho preseot for Peule,” eho =aid,
“How 1 love 1* '

And she (ung Trer round the arisio-
eratic ifure of Panla, and gave her euch
an imnense bog thak Poade segaonded.

Mnomer, like Polly Linton, loved to teaso

Panla.
“A pworent, bl Jove!? said  Paul,
Sl vewy e of you, deab goal !
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“I'va one

MORCOV

you, too,” said Polly, her
Christtnas has gono, but

for
11
't we have New Year

presents”

“Bai Jove! Why uot?”

Pauln put down the parcel that Naomer
had given her, and looked at the foot of
the bed, where another pareel wus Iying.
She sal up at once, beaming and bowing.

“Phank vou, deah gea Tt is kind of

you, deah geals!” she murmured.
Then  she turned to the first parcel
Nuaomer and the girls gathered round with

great interost,
It was a that Madge

ut  Hillchurch

happy party
Minden's aunt entertained
Manor, and there was no doubt that the
vs would be a great success. II it

ed fun, it would not be through sny
fault of the Morcove girls!

Three layers of paper, with many
wrinklcs and crackling, were opencd, und
then there yet another wad, When
that was removed thero was yet another.

By this timo the parcel had considerably
diminizhed in size, and the pirls gave vent
to spusmodic giggles,  Paulan  frowned
serinu and unfolded another wrapper.

“ Most wemarkable ! she muttered,

Three more layers were removed, and
right in the centre, was o solitary
caramel |

Dazedly Paula stared at it, blinking, and
from the other girls came & peal of merri-
mient,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bui Jove! W

o Ly—
“Too bad!” eaid Polly.

“Try the other

ing. Sho had
csent—a hat!
is,” she

; me Polly was not jok
bought Paula a very useful p
“1 gpent a long timo cho

snid seriously.
*Yes, she did,” said Betly,
& undone, i

ns the parcel
“It is & very charming
at, and ought to suit you splendidly.”

“Tai Jove, that is vewy nice of you,

wis

Polly, deah geal—vewy nice indeed—and I
appweciate it immensely, But > Paula
hesitated then.

Tolly’s choice of hats was not exnclly
tastefu! o her mind, and, indeed, Paula, if

she could help it, would not have been secn
in the hats that Polly wore.

Dut a present.

=1 very hurt if you den't like
it,”” Pal casting a glanco at Petty.

not help smi
red, foppy affuir, of a

at was b
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most glaring and offensive colour, which
was not aided by the green ribbon that
Polly had sewn on it. Nor, indeed, could
the yellow fenther that curled from it ba
considered an advaniage.

The others who knew the hat smiled
broadly, but Paula was not leoking at
them.  She was waiting for the parcel to
be undone,

At last the string was torn apart and the
paper unrdlled.

“Here we arve!" said Polly. *“Herel
Why—what—""

And the article that she had pulled from
the pareel tumbled from her hands, [or
instead of the hat they had all expected to
see there was a coat, a man’s coat of a
peculiar colour and design, a coat stamped
clearly with the broad arrow!

Tt was the coat of the convict!

CHAPTER 14,
Paula’s Hat.

1 Q0D gracious!”
‘ i “The conviet's coat!™
Well did the girls know that a
convict was at large in these
parts, and the discovery of the coat seemed
to sugzest that he was actually in this very
house !

“Bai Jove! How evah did it get there?
Pway—pway did you put it there as
joke, Polly?"

1T » said Polly, her face rather
wale, “Noj of course pot! As if 1 should!

joodness knows how it got therel I put
that hat in this pavecl, and put it in the
cupboard in the corridor.”

¢ psked  Madge

“Whicli  cupboard 77
v

Madge know the old Manor House well—
knew overy nook and eranny of it, and she
was inlerealed at once to kunow the exact

where the Santa Claus outfit
said Polly. *You remember that X
was going to dress up a3 Santa Claus, and
the clothes were takeni”

l"Yns, yes,"” Madgs nodded.

Wil

‘'Someons

olso bad them. Someone—we thought it
wus you. Then we thought it might be the
conviet, Then we——"

“Well, this is proof,” said Polly, in
ious tones.

v exchanged glanees of alarm. A
‘4 at large in the house—for he must
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be here somewhere! Outside in the cold

and snow—that was no place to hide when
it was possible to get into the warmth of
the house.

But et Ly Barton said nothing. Betty
Barton, perhaps, looked more worried than
any of L{wm, for keen, cute Betty had sus-
pected what had not occurred to any of
them—that the eseaped conviet had found
refuge in the house because he had a friend
on the premises.

“Faucy v
Tolly. W

“Take
walch !

“I

g the clothes about!" said
rad we better do?”

them back,” Madge said,
them back,”

! take
softly, “Now!

wving her
di

said

Betty

chums still discussing the
covery, she hurried down the stairs,
going ‘quickly yect cautionsly to the cup-
bhoard where the Sante Claus things had
been stored,

On the floor below she paused and hid
the p-‘;rc:\l behind her as she saw, a few
yards Miss Sands, the governcss of

Madge Minden's unpleasant  cousin,
Kyra, y
Miss Sands turned, and Betty noticed

how_drawn and white was her face, just
as if she were undergoing somo great

anxiety,

“(xood morning! A real, old-fashioned
m:mara day I’ said the governess, twitch-
ing her features 1mo a emile.

“Good-morning,” returned Betty zoftl

Her keen cyes surveyed the other’s face,
noting the distress and agitation. Miss
Sands was not far from the cupboard from
where the clothes had vanished, and Belty
“mrml for her to pass by.

t is g splendid morning,” observed
Miss Sands, and continued on her way
down the passage.

Only when the governess was ont of sight
did Betty hasten towards the small cup-
board” that stood open.

No sooner did Betty pause and bring
the parcel before her than the governess’
6.0 ; :-appeared round the corner

“Oht”

8o sharp was the exclamation that Betty,
completely gurprised, let fall the parccl,
and out on to the floor dropped the cou-
vict's clothes!

Betty, flabbergasted, stared at the coat.
‘As for Miss SBands, she scemed absolutely
paralysed,

Then quickly the governess sprang to life
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and hurried forward, her face white as a
sheet.

“That coat!” she gasped.

And the tone of her voice told Betty
what for some while she had suspected,
that the governess was the conviet’s sceret
friend |

For quite a while Betty and sho erond

looking at each other, and whilst they
stood thus a figure appeared at the top of
the stairs, tho figure of a girl about

Betty's own age. It was Madge Minden's
cousin, Kyra Moore.

It was Betty who saw her, and quickly
stooping, she wrapped the paper round the
coat.

“Quick! Take it—before she sces!™ sho
whispered to Miss Bands.

All pretence was gone then. No use for
Betty to pretend that she did not under-
stand—useless for the governess to pretend
that she did not know whose clothes they
werel

Like lightning, Miss Sands grabbed at
the coat, folded it, and hurled it along the
corridor. Only just in time, too, for Kyra
Moore came quickly down the staircase,
with ill-disguised curiosity to know what
her governess and Betty Barton were doing
together,

“Miss Sands and I were =
seasonable thoe weather is,” Betty
reply to Kyra's guestion,

ow Betty hated such curiosity and
prying!  What business was it of Kyra's
if she cared to sprak to the governcss?
“Oh, i3 that all?” snapped XKyra
What was that parcel? Have you bee
ng my governess another Christmas

Iuynt 11" Betiy p']rrm(l
*“Oh, if you're sil en h to do so,
there's no more to bo s scolfed the
other, who treated poor Miss Sands more
like a servant than a governess
Betty Qhru;,g( »d her shonlder
“Well, T didn’t give Miss Sands a pre-
sont, 80 don’t get ruflled, Ium I camwe to
get a present for Paula.”
Betty opened the cuphoard,
her fingers cncountered a
the right one this time, cor

uml auickly

for Paula. Betty understood

happened.  Miss Sands had put ber p.-Im.l

here, a d Polly had sei the wreng one
th t : containing the conviet's

B o
“which the governess had hidden.
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Taking no more notice of Kyra, Deity
urried away to rejoin her fricnds.
“Here’s the hat, Paulal"

Paunla was dreased by now, and she
turned from the mirror, whers she was
doing her hair, to reg-nrd the hat.

“Bai—bai Jove! Wea

Polly came into the mom and gave a
chirrup of delight.

- That’s it!” she said. “Don’t

There!
you think it's topping1”

Panla  grasped the dressing-tablo for
support. X
“Toppin'!” she murmured. "Oh, bai
Jovel”

“I trimmed it myself,” said Polly,
locking at it with one eye. “Some day I}
shall be a milliner!”

“Good gwacious! Surely not! You

must be joking1”
Polly looked terribly offended.
“Jaiungt” she said. “(modpass-—no! 1
do like that! After—after all my labours!”

Her lips trembled,

Paula, contrite at once, hastened for-
ward.

“0Oh, deah, weally! I didn’t mean it
I think it's wippin’, only—ahem [—the
colour 1

“Don’t you think Lmt they tone well "
asked l’u{ anxiously. *1 fhcug,]nt that
they were our exact colours.”

““Yes, h, deah!”

anly-
Polly (.u.liul out to Tess Trelawney.
Tess came in.

“Look, Tess!” cried Polly, *“Isn't it
lov-er-lee ?

Tess looked and gasped.

“Oh, splendid!” she said. Tess was
an artist—a quite clever one, too--and

what Tess did not know ahout the com-
bination of colours was, as Pnlly declared,
uot worth troubling about. “T didn’t know
that you were an artist, Paula, You'll
have to come on a painting expedition with
Faney your being able to design

Paula almost shrieked.
You don’t think that I
cd—" Then she caught sight
¢s and _coloured, “Ahem! I

must w o to sail under false colours—
vewy falsel Polly did it!”

“Polly 1" said Tess. “Good for you,
Polly | They harmonise beantifully, like a
beautiful sunset. Don’t you think it is like
o sunsct, Paula?” :

“0Oh, deah! VYes, wather! Like a wain-

| said Madge Minden sternly,
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bow, too, y'know. But I don’t like wearin®
sunsets or wainbows

Polly lowered the hat and flashed a
glance in pretended anger at her elegant
chum,

“¥ou don’t mean to say,” she said in
steady tomes, *‘that after my labour of
love, after the way in which I have man-
aged this sunset effect, the very latest
Parisian effect, tlmt tmt you refuse to
wear that hat?’

Paula looked at the girla and gulped.
Every oye that was fixed upon her was
serious and disapproving.

“Think of the noble lincs of Creels!”
“Did your
great-grandfather three hundred times re-
moved refuse to wear his Norman head-
geari”

“Gwacious!  Oh, deah!” The struggle
went on in Paula’s noble breast, and she

sighed heavily,  “Bai Jove! Natuwall
I will weah ltl 1 thank you vewy mucﬂ
for it, Polly.”

“Good! Don't mention it—a pleasure!”

said Polly.
Madge \.lm(leu went mw the next room

| to smother her laughter in the bedelothes,

and etty had to twn away as Paula,
with great seriousness, placed the awful hat
on_her head.

She shuddered visibly, and her face
paled.
“Nico!" said Polly.

“Sweet!” said Tess.

“Tres chio!” agreed Trixie Hupﬂ

Whilst Naomer Nakara put her dusky
head on one side, and said in her soft-
toned way:

“0-0-0hl
ducky1”

“1t is moking Poula go goosey,” said
Polly sotto voce, and added aloud: *“Even
though it does look ducky, it wasn't made
by u quack milliner. I fancy mysa]f as a
milliner. Do you, like it, Paula?”

Let ees—what you sayf—

U
Then I'll alter all your other
s, eaid Polly.

“What ! clly, you mustn’t. Goodness
gwacious!"" shrieked Paula, almost paralysed
at the baro idea.

Aud then the girls could keep up the de«

ception ro longer, They let forth n perfect
peﬂ.l of laughter that rang merrily through
the whole house.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
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And Paula, amazed at first, laughed her-
with true relief and joy.
did: that matter as long as
sho didi't have to wear that awful hot?
So when, a moment later, they trooped
down to breakfast, Paula’s was the most
radiant face of all, and she didn't seem

to mind in the least the chuckles of the
othars.
“Oh, dear,

I wish I conld have kept it

up!” Polly gurgled.  *“How I wish you
hn? worn it!”
e h geals! Wubbish! You
me.”
“I'm wather smart, ¥'know, 1 would
have bowled you out. v ly, 1T was

uob
But tha! would not w
another peal of laughter,

taking it weally

h, and there was

CHAPTER 15.
A Yisitor for Mies Sands,

L] ETTY!"
B Betty Barten halted as she heard
lier name ealled, and turned.
Down_in the hall her school
shums were wating for her, yet the moment
ihe voice hailed her sho stopped, and all
r]mm_vh of her friends went from her head.
“Miss Sands!”

The governess was in the doorway of
her room, and it was evidently sho who
had called.

“You called me?"” whispered Botty.

“Yes. If you ecould spare a minute ?
T shall rot keep you long.

Betty entered the quicL little reom, and
the door closed.

Miss Sands made no effort to break the
silence.  Well did Betty understand her
feelings, guessing what an agony of in-
decision and dnuht and hesitation there was
in the governess’ min

And ilen, as though nuwermg the ques-
tion thnt sho felt was being asked in Miss
Sands’ mind, Detty exelaimed :

You can trust moe. I—1 heve guessed
that the conviel——"

“You know?”

The governess spun round and clutched
Betty’'s arm.

ok T gucsest =l Tliy aimple

Tt seemed almost as though a \\Np,hf had
huon lifted from DMiss Sunds' mind, as
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h she were glad of being saved the
ity of explaining all to Betiy.
bowed her head

en you know that—that
brother?” "Her voico trembled.
viet. But although a conviet,
cent! On my \\old of hon
guilty of the crime for which ho was con-
victed. He escaped from prison. He
hopes to find something that will prove to
the world that he is innocent. You will
keep  silent? Oh, I know you will be
silent for my sake, Detty dear. Not even
to your friends, will you say a word! Ob,
promise _me

Beity looked into the other’s eyes, and if
ever truth was uuttbn it was written there.

b ¢ pmmtsn, she whispered., “DIerhaps
I could helpt®

“How noble of yon!” the governess ex;
claimed.  “But—but I cannet ask t

“Oh, but I w.u)t to help you!” eaid
Betty, “Surely it is only 1righi thet one
should help Ln prmcnt an innocent man's
return to prison?

Miss Sands placed her hands on the girl's
shoulders.

“It is right—it is right!” sho eried.
“But you have only my word that he is
innocent,”
“That is enough for me, Miss Sands.”

The governess smiled gently throngh her
misty ey

“You are
not  wonder
Oh, if only

he is my
“The _con-
he is inno-
r, he i3 not

a sweet girl, Betty, and T de
that your friends love you.

my pupil, Kyra, were like
youl"

Betty flushed unrr;rr-fmh.)ly
“What can 1 do?” she asked quickly.
“Is there anything to do no Is your

brother hiding in these cluuhr<7‘"

“Te took off that coat when he adopted
the Santa Claus disguise,” said Miss Sands,
“He put the coat in the cupboard; but
when I took the parcel from the mmbmrd

I found, instead of the coat, a hat. The
coat had  vanished, Oh, wmy agony of
mind! T—you know-——"

She shuddered at the remembrance.
oMy brother is hidden in the house!”
“Hero
Botty pursed hee lps.
that 2 hiding-plece in  the house wus
f[u,uj.rhl with gt(.kl. dangor.
“Yes,” muttered the governess, " But
what ¢ was I to dot Outside it is too
cold, and in the snow tracks are left. It

To her it scemed
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is difficult—terribly difficult; yet there was
no other course to take,”

“But Kyral She is very keen some-
times,” said Betty anxiously.

“Yes, and Mrs. Moore's other guest—
Mr. Hampden. I fear him greatly, owing
to the keen look he gives me at times and
tho strange way ho has of rouming about
the house.”

“I—we suspect him to bo a detective,”
said Betty. “But I may as well tell you
all from the beginning, “We first saw your
brother, Miss Sands, at Barncombe, in
Devonshire, where the school is. Wao heard
that a convict had escaped, and then we
saw him in the woods. Next wo saw him
on the mnnin?;—board of the train—or Polly
did, Naturally we reported it. We didn’t
know that he was your brother, then.”

“You did rightly,” Miss Sands agreed.
“But he was not captured.”

“No; they cculd not find him again,
or hear of him.  But directly we got to
the station a detective was waiting. He
asked us many questions, and then gave
us hiz card, o was m Mr. Ferguson
Dormayne.”

“I have not heard of him,” Miss Sands
said in great agitation. “I did not know
that they were so closely on the trail.”

“It is rather puzzling,” frowned Betty,
“If they suspect that your brother is here,
why don’t they make more effori? There
has been no cfetettim of any sort—unless
this man, Hampden, is a detective in dis-
guise.”

“In disguisel A delective!”

Miss Sands was as white as a sheet,
and she swayed slightly.

“Of course, it may not be,” Betty said
wickly, “We only wondered. He badn't
gone anything at all to justify the sus-
picion, really.” He seems just to sit about
and_do nothing.”

“Yes, that—that is what is strange,” the
governess agreed in a low tone.  “1 could
not understand hie presence. Kyra said
that he edited some paper, but I know she
wag not telling the truth. I know that
she was speakmg without knowledge. Ho
is as much a mystery to her as he is to me,
But thank youw for putiing me on my
guard, Betty. I will be carciul.”

“And I will, too. T will watch him.
Ile will not suspect me,"” Betty murmured.
“Wo had better not speak too much, lest
We appear to be in league.”

TMAS PROBLEM!

“Yes, yes.”
 Betty,
plice I

“I was one before I had your confi-
dence,” Betty smiled. “I have promised
not to say a word. I will keep my promise,
But if T could have some clue, somothing
to guide me, to help in my altempt ic
prove your brother innocentT

“Yes, I will try. I will get some proof
of some sort,” the governess eaid. “Per.
haps 1 may find some old cultings; they
will tell you all.”

She was about to say more, but Betty
raised her hand. Footsteps sounded in the
passage, and they halted outside the door,
There was a rap on the panclling.

“Miss Sands!”

Betty stood aside, and Miss Sands crossed
to the door. Outside in the corridor was
a servant,

“There is somccne to see you, Miss
Sands,” said the girl.

“To seo me?  Who is it?” Miss Sandg
asked, gathering control of herself. .

Betty cagerly listened for a reply,

A police-inspector.”

3 Then the governess paused.
I hate to make you an accom-

CHAPTER 16.
Her First Real Friend.

POLICE-INSPECTOR? Oh!”

Miss Sands pulled herself to.
gether with a great effort. Betty
kept out of sight, not wishing the
maid te know she was there,

“Are you sure that he wanted to see
me?"” the governess asked. “Did he say
what for?"”

“He didn't sny. But he said that he
wanted to see you,” the servant replied.
“He’s waiting. = Shall I show him upf”

“No, no. I will see him downsteirs,”
Miss Sands said. “I shall net be a moment,
Tell him so."

Then, the maid gone and the door half-
clozed, she turned to Betty.

“Quick Betty—for my sakel!
=burn itl No, thera i3 not time! Wait,
though! Behind that bookease, behind
the sercen, is a small panel that lifts up,
There is a recess behind it. You open it
by pushing the knob in the left of the
panel.”

“Yes, ves, I understand.”
When the governess had pgong,

“

That_coat

Betty



darted behind the sereen. It was not dif-
ficult to move the bookeass or to find the
seeret panel; but scarcely had she moved
the bookcase into place than the door of the
room openecd, and someone entered.

The step was firm, and at once Detty
jumped to the conclusion that it was the
palice-inspector’s. To make quite sure, she
peeped through a small hole in the sereen.

Standir in the centre of the room,
stroking beard, was the old gentleman,
the etrange visitor, Mr. Humpden!

“Where--where 1 wonder—"  Betty
heard him murmur to himself fretfully, and
she saw his dark eyes wander round the
room.

Betty was crouching down in such a posi-
tion that she was ablo to watch his actions.
He straightened himself, and thrust his
hand into his pocket. Gone was the bent
back of the old gentleman, gone was his
pluggish movement.

The man was alert, active, and guick to
move. He was certainly no longer the old,
repit person who had wandered about
house the last day or so! Suspicious,

de
the
this!

Betty Barton’s heart beat more guickly
as she watched. That he was ‘the detective
ghe could uot now doubt. Quite unwittingly
he had given himself away, for he was not
to suspect that there was another occupant
of the room.

At onco Betty suspected that the visit
of the inspector had been arranged by him
1o keep Miss Sands occupied below whilst
her room was carefully searched.

And certainly she was right regarding
the senrch, for, with a success that told of
practive, Mr. Hampden went to Miss Sands’

esk. From his pocket he brought a bunch
of keys, tvied three, the last of which
opened the desk. e rummaged inside.

He was there for a considerable time,
looking through the papers; but, judging
by the exclamation when he slammed down
the lid, and closed the desk, Betly knew
that he had found nothing.

But he had not yet finished his search
ings. He made a {éur of the wall, exam
ing the old panel closely, tapping each in
turn, and listening intently.

Betty held ker breath, whilst her brain
worke like lighining to devise some
scheme to prevent his searching her side of
the room.

Dut he was slow and sure, waiting several
minutes at each panel,

#HE SCHOOLGIRLS'
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And Betty knew then that socuner or
later, to-day or some other day, he would
reach that panel behind the book-case, and
then—then, indeed, there would be develop-
tents.

But where there was life there was hope,
and in Betty there was plenty of life and
plenty of good sense.

The man was now by the window, and
his back was turned to her. e was so
absorbed in the oceupation of testing the
punels that he did not hear the slight move-
ment at the end of the screen, but what
he did hear a moment later caused him to
wheel round.

Tap, tap!

It was a tap on the panelling of the door,
and the man uttered a sharp exclamation
of annoyance. The interruption was unfore-
seen, and it did not for a moment oceur to
him that the door panels had been rapped
from the inside.

His gimlet-like eyes shot round the room,
and in a minute he had adopted a line of
action that Betty had not in the least ex-
pected.

He made a quick step in the divection of
the screen, with the obvious intention of
hiding behind it; but, before he could do
0, the deor of the room opened.

Ho nmazed was Betty that she gasped
aloud, but she was not heard.

“Why, I-I Hallo, Mr. Tampden!”

t was Kyra, and Betty set her lips as
she realised that probably Kyra had come
on the same mission as Mr. Hampden.

“Ah, Misa Kyra,” he said, stooping into
the adopted attitude of the guise of an
elderly ‘man, ““where is your excelleut
governess? I wanted to ask her a gques-
tion.”

“You'll find her downstairs,” said Kyra,
“if you hurry."”

8‘:1, but she will return here!”

“Well, I want to see her,” said Kyra
abruptly, making it clear ihat she didn't
study other people. ““We cannot both sce
her ‘at once. My business is private. If
rou | £o downstairs, I daresay yow'll find
1er.

Mr. Hompden gave her a look that no
one could have described as benevolent, and
then departed.

“Billy old guyl” muttered Ilyra, slam-
ming the door.

She stood in the centre of the room, look-
ing about her as if wondering where to
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t Betty, behind the screen, tried | know Botty's code of honour.  Reading
hi at ehe herself should do. another person’s lotters was just such o
Kyra might be as dangerous even as the "‘f”z’ as Kyra would delight in! "
detective. She might start at the other end iere is something funny about her!
of the room, and, morcover, it was pos- JQ'S’TGE(I- Have you noticed any-
eible that Kyia was aware of that secrot | thing? W
pancl. 1f that were s would be the { ["How, funnyt"” - , i
very fust place she would search, Well, mysterious,” Kyra gaid. 41
+ :h the screen Betty peeped ot the | have noticod it, and 1ean to solve the
tching her as ehe moved towards | nystery. 1 want to know what ler sceret
: b {is. It isn’t right for mother to employ a
time Detty decided not to tap on | Boverness whose past isn't everything that
door. Bhe had a better scheme in | it should be!” she added with a virtuous

ind. a
yra was tiying to force the lock of thei nodded her head, glad to
desk, and sho was far too engrossed in what | hinmv thut Kyra had not discovered o great
she was doing to notice tho slight move. | deal. N ) : ’
ment of the screen, R { DBut Kyra had admitted her abject in
n a second, Betty wes stunding in u,oicntcrmg the rooum, ciwou‘gh, indeed, sho

i

i

|

room by the door, ‘and with it half-open | could not very well disguise it. However,

she coughe iwhen she heard the governess’ returning
“Ahem |’ j footsteps, Kyra hurried quickly from the
Ivin wheeled round. Her face esloured | room, eaving Detty nlone.

elightly with anger at heing covered, as | Miss Sands sighed in relicf as she on-

ehe thought, by the governe but seeing | tered and closed the door of her room,

that it was not the governess, she seowled. “Well 1 nsked Detty anxiously.

«

**Sands isn't here 1 she snapped. “8he's | “He asked me questions, but 1 managed
downstairs." g h ) fo evade dircet answers. I don't think
Betty smiled. that he suspects,”

the armcheir and eyed Kyra curi | i bo 1 "
“Can T help you?” ghe nsked. Wero | q'{ﬂj‘“ %.‘;5“&:5 r?ﬁr oo 'l'["(‘\'“‘?,'ft once I,
yod Srym t!o]brcuk that lack? If so, a | ] I}l:t(tér not !l»-u-ln thlc;'r')? né‘:c" Botty ad
cht help.™ o L ! 4 e d Holh
k the lock? Why should I want | Vised-  “Better wait until night-time.
the lock 7 Kyra nsked furionsiy, They will not burn in bulk. They nug_ht
to be burnt separately. ppose the in-
spector should come to the room end find
lEL‘ a!hos‘.”;
! ; Miss Sq dded her head.
hat’s ‘wh_v youre stuying here,” she ‘,&‘:‘:ut"[::ré n:igh?f]’ H;:):e m::iu" “as you
”f"“'}‘c'j- to burgle? i always are. We must wait. For the pre-
Yes, I L,:‘we often thonght of becoming | sent they are safe,”
a burglar 1” Betty smiled,  * And one | And then, just as Belty was leaving the
ought to start learning and get practice study, she called her back, and impressed
young. - Perhaps you could give me a few | gy the girl’s cheek n kiss that was sincere,
s = 3 gmteruf and of deep affcetion.
I don't want any xmpur]m](-:- from you, No wonder that Miss Sands’ heart
]il‘!‘gy Barton ! T suppese you'll tell Sands | warmed to the girl—her first real friend,

“Good! I'll wait1” She took u ecat in | Lhen Detty told her of Mr Hampden's
iously. search, and the governess’ alarm increased.

to hreak
“I don't know; curiosity, 1 suppose,”

Detty said casily,

v looked at her angrily,

Well, I don't care if you dol” s
mumbled. “Why should Sands have |
smi‘n\ls—d:m;n"s);s there is something che is CHAPTER 17,
ashamod of ¥
Ahl Why i Detty agreed. “Tell yon The Seeret of the Pancls.

what, Kyra—if wo read her letters ns they | " TALLO! Tlere's Betiy 1”

came, we might be able to find out. “Where've you been?  Pre.
Betty kept her face so straight that Kyra clovs little breukfast left for
was not at all sure that the siggestion was vou!"

nol made in real seriousness. She did not “You've deserted us!”
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“I've ‘been talking to Miss Sands,”
thly langhed s she sat down at the de-

pleted fable. “But what's the game now
—-Enc\\ balling

“Not \mﬁ’ Madge =aid. “As a nm‘tt\*r
of fact, I've been t\.Hmr' them that ther
are, perhaps, seerct panels in the lnusﬂ

“Oh1”

Betty bit her lip. 8he trusied her
friends, but, having promiscd Miss Sands
that she would not lot them into the seeret,
she naturally could pet tell them angthing

g

of the mystery. o
And now they all unwittingly were |
going to search for secvet pancls. Bup-

pose th hey found the one in which was the
convict’s clothes?

“You = snid Madge, “it’s rather
funny about the convict. Those clothes
have disa; pe sared from lho cupboard where
ou know.'"
Betty

eried in mock
surprise.

“Yes, and it’s pretty certain
in the house.
see someone.”

“Phow I” said Betty.

“ Yo it's up to Morcove {o capture the
convict 1 Polly interrupted. “Personally,
I don't think he is friends with anyone 1n
the house. Perhaps hie ma

; that he's
A policc-inspector camo to
bt

us by chance, you kpow, and found that
tm wis o b-m house.” |
“Yes, thero's nothing to prove that he

dovs know anyone here,” Betty agreed.

“Nothing at =all! Therefore,” said
Polly, “we must look for him Ln off,
Ma[!grc and show us the panels.”

P.m Madge shook her head.

“I do quite know where they are,”

aid, “but they are sonm\vl‘oro about
1 1 wuuui think they are in the upper
corridor.”

“How about asking Kyra ¥

“My word, she ought to know,”
Trelawn

Ve

Tess

think that is n good
idenh, ¥'k 3 l'!ut pway let me take the
lead, deah geals, It is o mattah we-
qmwm r toet and Judrnmnt

grinned
¢ Paula.
on. Tin-

“Tacks and udgment !
Naomer. “0Oh, t,l‘ht‘i of ta
tacks are good for wood, chi”
mattah, vknow., We nmst do our duty
to the west of the ennpnmity, and wound

Then sho can keep her hair
“Weally, Naomer, this is a sewious
up this scoundwel ™

ed to follow |

£
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“You're wound up all right!” eaid
Polly. * onl{ someonc would lose the
key, we should have a moment or two of
peace sometimes,”

“Bai Jéve, Polly. I didn’t mean

But Polly placed her hand firmly over
Paula’s mouth, thus losing for ever the
words that would have tumbled forth
in n coherent stream.

“T'Il ask Miss Sands,” said DBetty, after
a elight pauso. “Perhaps she'd know.”
“Yes, good idea.

You seem to get on

well with her, Betty,”” <nwl(,d Madge.
“And Il go and ask Kyr

The others  waited whllst ithe two
hurried off,

Betty, in great perturbation, entered the

governess’ room and explained quickly
what the girls intended doing.

“Are there other sceret panels?
asked anxiously,

But ss Sunds’
thare were.
Arthur, my brother—he is hiding in
ono dark, gloomy corridor. It is the
cighth pm:.! along on the upper landing.
Oh, Beity, if you can prevent them going
there! If they found him——"

“¥ will do my best, but it won't be

sho

palencss {old her that

casy,” Betbf said worriedly.

But, resolving to try, she ran back to
her friends.

Betty found the girls waiting for her,
and Madge and Kyra were talking
eagerly.

“1 nm sure there is some such panecl-
ling on the landing above,” said Kyra.

“Daddy once said something about it, onlv
I fancy it was screwed up. Sands ou

to know. She was daddy’s secrctary %or
a time, end kncw where his secrct placa
had been made.”

So they all turned eagerly to Beotty as
that girl camo running up.

“Not much use,” Betty z-.ud
no puanel here.”

And she indicated the walls by which
th oy Were standing.
least, |f there is, Miss Sands docen’t
know of one I

“Poof! Sands forgets,” said Kyra
am quite sure t]mt there is one ups
We'll try, anyway.”

So upstairs they ran, all excitement and
eagerngss. Yot Betty did not seem keen,
Allhnllgn #he feigned to take an intercst
in

“There is

o
airs.

lTr-r feeble attemvt ut putting *ham off
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had failed, and, indeed, it would secem to
be something very important that would
now prevent them continuing with the
searei,

They stood in the corridor and looked
about them.

“No scense in all being together,” DBett;
said. “Let's start taking a panel cach
and tapping it—pressing  all round the
es. ‘Lhere are eight of us, I believe.
Sight 1 'Then let’s tuke this order1”

And then Betty numbered them off, so
that number eight fell to her. Polly had
the next position of number seven, nnd
Beity. meant to deceive Polly by some ruse
and prevent her looking whilst the search
for the panel was made.

Eagerly #nd exeitedly the girls tried,
and there was quite a deal of rapping and
pressing going on.

Betiy lefi her panel alone, only making
a pretence of searching, and when, alter o
few moments, nothing had been found, he
gave o glad inward sigh.

“Na good!” said Polly. “None here!”

But Kyra was nob so certain.  She bad
heard that there was a pancl, and she
meant to discover it

“Wo can’t tell this way, you silly!”
the declared. " We ought to tap them in
turn one after the other, so as to tell the
difference in tone. See?”

She went to numher six panel and tappad
it twice. Then she went to nuinber seven,
The sound was the same.

In o second she would have touched
rumber eight, and Betty, quivering slightly,
wondered how she was going to stop the
girl touching that panel.

Somewhera  behind it the  convict
crouched. Somehow he must he warned!

Two sharp taps had been the pre-
arranged signal, Miss Sands had said.

K Moore raised her hand, then
h she tapped the panel.

‘Tap, tap

!
It was a faintly hollow sound, and Kyra
jumpad back.
“Tt's hollow !” she gasped.

And then caught her hand and
pleaded for silence.

Yor now, from the other sido of the
panel, eame o distinet sound and answering

kneck

Rap, rap!

There was a breathless hush, and it was
indeed time for silence if the conviet was
not to he warned; but perhaps because it

was such a time, Detty Barton gave a loud
cry:

“My goodness, the conviet—the conviet!
Bee that he doesn’t escape by some othex
panel in the sidel”

4] girls stood back from the panel, ond
Polly locked down the passage. .

Betty looked ddwn and craned back her
head, then she simply jumped off (he
ground.

“Quick ! Quick, girls—this way "

They did not hesitate. They did net
doubt that she had scen the man, and
followed her Tead, as they had alws
Even Kyra, who did not follow people’s
lead as a ryule, ran with the others, for it
scemed so certain that Beity must have
seen the man.

But Detty, leading, smiled to herself and
sharply turned the corner. It would be easy
to lose sizht of the imaginary person, and
then the chase would be over.

Prebably she would be able to lead them
a fine chase, and give Miss S8ands a chance
to release her brother,

But as she turned the corner Betty
haited, and beforo she could turn or utter
a sound, Polly, Tess and Kyra were besido
her, staring in the same direction,

All of them saw what had made Betty
halt—a panel that slowly opened, showing
a dark interior.

Blctty clenched her hands and clicked her
teeth.

Instead of leading the girls astray, the
hiad actually led them straight to the seeret
exit of that passage! The conviet, probably
shinking that the girls were on the outside
of the panel, had deemed the coast clear
ta eseape another way.,

And now

betty could have kicked herself for her
folly. Yet it was something that could not
have been helped. Had she known of this
exit she would bave acted differently; but
she had npot known, and now thero was
nothing to do.

Already Pelly and Kyra wero tumbling
excitedly down the short flight of stairs that
led to the panel, and Polly, with a gesture
to Kyra, halted, realising that it would not
do to v the man a second time.

The.e was a hush—a dramatic hush—ns
{hrouzh the opening of the pancl there
cnme o log, and then the head and shoulders
of a man,

Tho man stood upright, and for a memeni




“THE SCHOOLGIRLS

did not sce the girls—not until they uttered
4 sharp ery of surprise.

“Mr, Hampden!”

Ie was not the conviet, after all}

Betty  breathed again, and actually
langhed; but tho other girls were not
langhing. They were angry and annoyed.

“We—we thought it was ihe conviet,”
aaid Detty.

Mr. Hampden dusted himself.

“Conviet!” he said. *“No, I happened
to find this panel by accident—leant upon
the spring, I suppose—so I walked in.
Ugh, it was dirty "

Then he stopped short in his action of
dusting his clothes and looked at the gi
noting their excitement and the fact that
they had obviously Leen running,

“What's this about the convict?”
asled.

Detty was silent, and nudged Peolly.

Polly gurssed at once what her chum
meaant—or thought she did. “ Moreove
Game,” she whispered to the others, and it
was a message that Kyra alone did not
wnderstand.

But as Polly chose herself as spokes-
waman, that did not matter.

he

We
he has heen geen in this district.
naturally, when we saw the panel

“Wo thought you were the cony
hear
3

op

“We thonght it was vou. Bai Jove! How-
evah, wyon don’t look like a convict
y'know,” Paula haslencd to assure him.

“W'm! T hope not! DBut if you girls
rco that convict you'd better report it to
the police; or, betier still, tell me, and T
will tale up the matter.”

But he might have realisad that the girls
wanted the honour and the glory of the
capture themselves, without his assistance
or interference, But he did net realise, and
went his way, probably thinking that they
would

Vel

i,

id Pollv, when he had de
parted,  “what now? Tt wasn't the
convict !’

“85 that panel, if it is hollow, contains
o one,” Tebty =aid eagerly.

But then it was that Madge Minden
interrupted.

“Not at all,” she said in her quict way.
“He would surely have mentioned alout
the rapping. Why shonld he keep quist?
And when we tapped, why should he give
answering taps?”

OWN" LIBRARY a1

“That's c0,”" Polly admitted, while Betty
eilent.
Well, lot's explore this passage,” Betty
“and see if it lvads to the

And, of course, they were then all enthu-
siazm and eagerness. So cxcited were they
that they did net notice, when at last they
had opened the panel, that Betty had die-
appeared.

But Betty was running for all she was
worth back to the other panel.

Twice she tapped, and the answer cama;
then carefully the panel opened.

“Are you there?” Betty whispered. "1
come from your sister. Lscape somehow
from here. My fricnds are scarching the
panels 1”

The conviet gave an exclamation.

“1 will see il the coast is clear,’”” Betty
added,
nd when she was assured that no one
was in sight, she gave the word to the con-
viet. She did not see him ecscape, for she
unning to meet her friends, whose
wes eho now heard.

YO

So when Jater they examined the other
passege, they found that it was quite
empty.

“It must have been Mr. Flampden who
tapped the panels,” said Dolly.

Betty said nothing at all to dissuade
them from that idea.

. CHAPTER 18,
The Escaps.

« FOR Paula in the vori
F Polly.  And_she ind

of snow on the windo

“Geod! Tt will be lov
Paula, yeu ! Noomer cried. 1 am long-
inz far the mornings
“Poor old Iaulat” Detty,

“What o life she has with you two 1"

“Oo.00! Dut I love her terribly so!”
* Rathe nereed Polly. © She pave mo
a v glanee to-day, and fold me I

pouted cold water on her ideas; so, you sen,
it she gives a freezing glance to the cold
water, she ean’t be surprised if it frecze:
and londs on her as soow.”

“Sho will he surprised, though!"” Betty
laughed. “Tt wonld surprise any girl.”

But Polly and Nuomer intended that it
should be a still greater surprize.

The
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pils of snow they had ga
window-sill was remarkable, To push n
off would be simplicity, of course, snd
when Naomer had lured Paula under that
window Panla would indeed believo that o
gky had iallen in on her.

T ieau pitah durls ek Gid fust Halow
bed-time, so, yawning, the girls trooped
off to bed. They had had a trying day of
snowballing, convict-hunting and other Fun,
Bo it was not surprising that almost directly
their heads touched the pillows they fell
asleep.

Miss Sands had told Betty that once her
brother obtained clothes and a disguise
all would be well, but to get them was the
great difficul for, apart from Mr.
Hampden, there were no men in the house.

Also, since the police were watching the
house, the purchase of men's clothes in the
district would be merimineting evidence of
the most convineing nature.

What was to happen Betty did not know,
but she decided, when finally all her
<hums were asleep, to creep down the stairs
and sce what was going forward.

To lock her friends in was her firsg de-
cision, but somchow she conld not guite
bring herzelf to do that. As it was, she
hated deceiving them, but unfortunately
there was no help for it. Heowever, to lock
themr in was another metter, and she de-
cided to leave them free.

It was not very difficult to creep down
the dark staircase without making a noise,
and she managed it quite easily, Down
below all was dark and perfectly quict.

Betty stood still for several minutes,
hqtcmng intently, but no sound met her
ears.

If Mr. Hampden were up and about, he
was cxhdordumrlly quiet. But then, sumly
a detective would know how to make his
movements stealthy ! Such a man was not
likely to avouse a sleeping household!

Nor was Betty. She went down the stairs
sne at a time, slm\ly and steadily, treading
s0 that the floorboards did not creak when
fier whole weight was upon them,

Ii the detective were about a creaking
board would certainly alarm him,

Suppose he were about, what should the
do? Woeuld it be best to make a noise and
lead him astray, or should she give the
nlarm to_the governess and endeavour to
prevent the detective's interferenca? -

Betty progressed nearcr and nearer to the
governess' studv  where. even at  that

iered on the
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moment, Miss Sands was holding conver-
sation with her brother.

The brother, dressed in an old suit of
Kyra's  tather—DMr. Moorg—that  the
governess bad discovered, was drinking a
cup of coffce.

The two used the same cup, lest an in-
trusion might reveal the fact that two hm]
had coffee in that room, and there would be
mquuus for the other person,

“Arthur, you cannot gol
sible " she was muttering.

He smiled wanly, and put the cup back
into the saucer,

“I must, Lilian! T have imposed upon
you too leng, 1f I stay here I am in
danger of being captured.”

* But if you go, what chance have you out
in the freezing cold?”

Ie shrugged his shoulders.

“ln eitner case I am likely to be cap-
tured; but if 1 am captured here I
implicate not only you, but the brave girl
who has so courageously assisted you. I
must not only think of myself.”

His sister was silent. e was right. But
how could she allow him to go mto the
pitiless night and out into the shricking
wind and the drniving snow?

She shuddered and drew closer to him.

“Ob, Arthur, if only there was some safa
way we could think of I

He nodded sadly.

“No one would be happier than I if
thero were; but this man Hampden—I do
not trust him, At any minute he may ex-
pose you and me. ou know wlmt thu
punishment vmqu be for shielding me.’

“Yes, but—'

“Lilian, there are no ‘buta'! T must
try to get as far away from here as pos-
sible. Buppose this man Hampden is
watching ; suppose this place is surrounded
—who knows? They'll want to know whero
I got these clothes, and they'll soon find

It is impos-

that out. Then what of you?”
“1 ecan stand the blame,” she eaid
proudly. “It is little enough to do.”

“T'li say that I broke in,"” ho exclaimed,
“T can have stolen them. ¥Yes "—he looked
at the clock—"well, it's time I was going "

He tred to steady his voice, but he could
not, and when his arms were round his
sister and he was thanking her for all her
brave help, there was a faint glimmer in
his eyes, ms though tears were not far
away.



“THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN” LIBRARY

But ho blinked his eyes and turned up
the collur of his e

1

“Now for it, Lilian 1" he said. **Switch |

out the light.” Then he turned swiftly,
“A step in the passage!” he exclaimed
huskily. *'Who is it? Quick!”

Ile hid Lehind the screen, and Miss Sands
opened the door,

“Who is there?”

“ I—Betty.”

Betty stepped forward out of the dar
ness.

"I think all is el

And then, as Miss 8a
for her, she entered the study.

* Arthur, this is the girl1 This is Betty 1"

The conviet eame into the light.

“You are the girl who has nisked all for
my sake,” he muttered. My dear, 1 thank
vou! 1 have never seen you before. I
don't know why you have done this; but
you have proved s friend, and I shall not
forget. Perhaps, some day, circumstances
will be altered and I may be able to repay
| not forget.”
hope you get free and away,”
Betty said, her eyes shining. “I am con-
vineed that you are innocent, and if only
I had something to go upon—seme clue—
I'd iry to prove iti"

M. Bands' eyes narrowed slight

“1, too, want a clue,” he said.
who has brought me to this pass—ah, if
ever I come face to faee with him1” He
pansed and frowned. *Well,” he went on,
{57 here any longer I shall get
you all implicated in my trouble. Good-
bye, Lilian 1 Good-bye, Detty 1"

He shook Betty’s hand firmly, and his

* she said,

'he man

eyes looked gratefully into hers, Then
abruptly he turned to the window, and
Betty, ling that the two wished to take

a last farcwell, went into the corridor,

‘Lhere, nert to the window where Polly
and Nacmer had piled their snow, she
looked down inio the darkness,

A fuint noise teld her that the convict
had opened the window and that he was
on the sill.

Betty opened her window and peered out,
On the right she could sce t%m convict
cronching on the sill, and below—what was
that dark sh in the snow?

The dark shape moved, and Betty uttered
n sharp exclumation.

Mr. Hawpden—watching down there, and
waiting !

nds opened the door |
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the warning?
ren mow  the
ing

What should she do? Give
But it was too &
conviet had left ti
down the pipe. Mr. Hampden crept
forward.  Now he was under the next
window—the window where Polly had piled
the snow.

Then it was that Betty's great idea
catne,
Mr. Hampden was below the window,

and the snow was there ready, waiting 1o
be pushed off the sill—a whole load of it on
of the only window that opened

! as o flash Betty
windaw, then pushed the snow.
It whizzed down through the air, and
then from below there came a sharp yell,
breaking the silence:
“Gh! Ah"

opened  the

Betty popped her head out of the window
and peered  down, Buried under that
perfect avalanche of snow, quite dured for
the moment, vwas Mr. Hampden, aud eoon,
down the corridor, from behind Betly, came
the shouts of the girls, Mr. Hampden's
ery had roused them from slumber,
“Betty, where are yuu‘!"

MIs it the conviet?
Betty did not reply at once. Out into the
rkness the convict had vanished, and
ling snow quickly covered the light
rack that his feel made.

Below, Mr. Iampden struggled and
asped,

Yes! Quick ] Down the stuirs!”
Betty.

Down the stairs they went, all excitement
and joy. They were all fully dressed, for
Polly had awakened, and, noticing Betty's
absence, had sroused the others, and sug-
gosted an exploration party.

T was lucky that they were diessed, for
the night air was icily cold.

The big door was flung open, and t
dashed into the darkness.

I'here! Who's that " asked Beity.

Mr, Hampden was just struggling up,
and Betty shied o snowball that sent him
stuggering down egai

In the darkness it was diffienlt to distin-
guish him save for dark figure, and
Polly gathered up handiuls of snow and
hurled them accurately.

Suowballs fell gquick

Tumpdcen rolled over &
stnowed under.

ordered

hey

na suddenly Mr,
Jd over, completely
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On him they fell in a horde, rolled him
this way aud that, until he scemcd one
huga snowball,

- Cnpt\m'lml I Paula exclaimed.

“Ugh! Ugh!” gasped Mr. Hampden.

And then, to the g,nriu amazement, with-
out a word, he serambled to his feet, dodged
them, and ran off into the darkness.

S AFtor him 1" Polly cried.

But Betty canght her arm.

“No, dear; it wesn’t the conviet. Look!”

And she held U‘l something that she had
picked up from the snow—a bear,

Polly glared ot it, but did not under-
stand! DMadge Minden jumped to it at

“My word,

once.
“Mr. H.: w-ndw\ 54

what a frost!

And a {rost—a freezing, bleak frost—is
what Mr. Hampden had judged it.

“But the convicl——"" Paula exclaimed,

“He's gonel IF he was here,” said
Madge. My \xmd I'm ncarly frozen!
Who's coming in?"

They all went in, disappointed and dis-
d

she said.

hen they reached their bed-rooms, they
burst into laughter,

“Ha, ha! Poor old Hampden!” said
Tolly.  Then she became serious again.
“But the beard—he is in disguise. He is

!hc detoctnc, after alll”
o5, suppose so,”’ Be
“ Phew gasped  Polly.
And ﬂ)o convict: Girls, in the morning
we'ro going to capture that conviet! Mr,
Hampden may be o detective, but Morcove
leads even detectives!”

“¥es, wather! Being a detective——"

“Brorrer!”

Holtv laughed.

“I don't want to throw ccld water on
your ideas,” she said, "but I den’t supposo
vou'll get himl_‘"

And Betty yawned, and got ints bed,
quite happy to know that the conviel was
freo of the house.

But free for how long?

If only his innocence could be proved! If
auly there were some eluel  And with that
hope in mind, Betty fell asleep.

But_that night there was no sleep for
1is: nds.

v sho rnced her room, wonder-
ng how her brother fared, wondering what
the mormng would bring, yet full of the
deepest  gratitude to Detty DBarton, her
zchoolgirl friend.
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CHAPTER 19.
Paula’s Idea.

TY was eilent the next morning
when the irls foregathered for
breakfast. Kyra, as usual, was not

down at the same time, whilo Madge's

‘aunt had her breakfast in her own roorm.

Miss Sands was not to be scen. Betty
could understand that the governess would
prefer to remain in her own room, and to
avoid any mention of the cvents of the
night before.

But the ono topic amongst the girls was
that of the convict and of the mystery of
the beard which Mr. Hampden had shed.

“I think that there is not much doubt
that Mr. Hampden is really the detective
now, " said Madge Minden.

“Yes, wather,” said Paula. “¥Y'know,
geals, 1 always lhought. theah was some-
thing—er, fisy about him[”

I saw just naw as I came down,”
said Madge quietly. “Ile was wearing his
beard again. I wonder why, We all know
now_that it is a false one.’

“Perhaps ho is still “cnrm?; it in case
the conviet should see him,” suggested
Polly. “You see, although we know that
the h( ard is false, the conviet doesn't.”

‘It nlmost seems as if he didn’t want
convick to recognise him,”  said
Madge.

Boiiy started. That was the very thought
that had been crU;sn‘g her min

“Yos, wather,” broke in Paula. “Bai
Jum, geals, tha.;s it1”
“Huo went nut early this morning,” con-
lmmd Madge. “He was wrappe in
a heavy ovmcoaf and his hat pulled own

over eyes, and wore a mufflor.”

“Then we may depend upon it he has
gone out to look for tracea of the convict,"”
tmd? ,1’olly “Hallol What's wrong with
ou
i This last question was addressed to
P1ulu. who was standing lost in thought.

“Bai Jovel” exclaimed that worthy.
“I've got a jolly gr?od idea, gealsl”

“Thcn keep it, uuln dear,” said Poliy.

Weally, mhat do you mean, Polly?"
asked Paula, in a slightly aggricved tone.

“Well, you sce, dear,” said the irrespon-
sible l’nllﬁr ou so rarely get a good 1dea
that ouldn’t iot this one cscape you

when you've got if
“Ha, ha, ha!” iaughed the girls, while
In.ufa Zaspe:
“Weally, Pon " said Paula, “you know
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my ideahs are always good. I often think
I would have made a jolly good detective.
In fact have sewiously considahed taking
up the pwactice of cwiminal investigation
when my—er—scholastic caweer is ended.”

This was too much for the girls. The
prospect of Paunla as a fuiure Bherlock
Holmes set them off into roars of langhter.

“0Ooo, Paula! How funny you arel”
eried little Naomer, bounding forward and
scizing the gonial aristocratic girl in a
crushing embrace. “But I leve you, you
duffer

Paula gently disentangled herself from
the encircling arms.

“Weally, Naomer," she said gently.
“Buch demonstwations of affection may be
all wight in Nakara, but weally, deah, they
are not done heah, y'know—not in weally
good circles |

“Well, what's this good idea, Paula?’
asked Polly.

“You see, geals,” proceeded Paula, “the
detective has gone out. Now, supposing I
Siteins: tiuatl ws tHe dotective  Daihums.
vou know, tha eonvict will show himself.
Y'know, it stwuck me that the detective
might not be the detective, weally.
wemember  weading a stowy like
once |

“Something else will strike you, Paula,
if you make inane remarks like that,” said
Polly, picking up a cushion and flourish-
ing it significantly.

But  Betty was silent. Paula’s remark
might have been inane, but there was some-
thing she had said which made Betty
think. The detective might not be a de-
teetive, really |

Was there anything in that?

But nol! It could not be. DBetty dis-
missed  tho idea with a shrug of her

that

shoulders. It was only too obvious that the
man was genuine. esides, was not the
name of Mr. Ferguson Dormayne well
known ?

“You are very quiet, Betty,” said a
gentlo voice at her elbow, and Betty turned

to find Madgoe had come close to her.

“(h, it—it's nothing!” she stammered,
and she turned away.

Vet Betty Barton was sad at heart., For
the first time in her life she was keeping
something from her chums; the had a
secret she could not tell them.

But that was because Botty Barton was
remaining true to  Miss  Sands, the
governess, who was proud—and justly
proud—of her schoolgirl fricnd,
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CHAPTER 20.

A "' Treat” for Miss Sands.

HAT to do with themsclves for the

\gf rest of the day was a problem that

now faced the Moreove girls. It

was not & difficulty that usually
troubled them for very long, for Betty &
Co. were not hard to amuse, and generally
one of them would come out with some
suggoestion that was agreeable to the rest
of them,

But to-day they scemed to ba without
a leade It was rarely that Betty Barton
was so quiet and unresponsive to her chums’
presence as she was now.

They glanced at her, sitting by the win.
dow, gazing out across the grounds as if her
thoughts were far, far away.

Polly skipped over to her side.
“\V’ﬁnt’s ihe matter, Botty dear?”

Madeap Polly was frequently not the
most considerate of girls, but when her
chum Betty was concerned, she always had
some sympathy to spare,

Betty Barton woke from her reverie with

a start.

“Why, nothing,” she answered, *“I—I
was just thinking 1" 3

“Thinking ? ; ctty, vou looked as if you

wanted to cry }”

At those words Betty looked more uncom-
fortable than ever. She rose from her seat,
obviously conscious that all the girls' eyes
were upon her. )

“What—what are we going to do this
morning " she asked,

“Hurreh—hurreh, for the cap.! She has
provided the burning question of the mo-
ment ! Now, girls—get your brains to
work 1"

Polly, once again the madeap, mede a
dive geross the reom towards Paula. Per-
haps Polly thought that Betty wanted cheer-
ing up, and that “ragging ¥ Paula would
help to do it; at any rate, her intentions
were obvious,

Even the aristeerat of the TFourth
realised them, and backed somewhat
anxiously,

“Now, wenlly, Polly,” she commenced.
“1 sincerely hope that you are not going
to be too fwivolous. 1 am perfectly willing
to think out semething to rfe this morning,

es, wather, but you will not healp matters

B )

¥ heing wongh-——

“Excuse ze smile,” ecried Naomer.
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"Qur-ck, Polly, I will help Paula to think,

\numer was ulways willing to join in any
fun that Polly might originate.

The future for Paula—that is the imme-
diate futurc—loomed very black.

Bat, as it happened, sho was Lo be spared
on this occasion. Polly had barely luid a
haud on her when there was the sound of
footsieps in the passage, and Madge Min-
den entered the room.

“(Girls,” sho announced,
matinee this afierncon of the
the Royal Theatre at Manndsley. Aunt
wondered if you would like to go. She
can "phone through for tickets, and the car
can make iwo jourpeys each way so as to
take us all there and back.”

Polly Linton turned from her contem-
plated rmuplmp of the innocent Paula.

“Splendid I she (c are

*It is very nice of your nunt * Betty re-
nnrl\ul and there were murmurs to the
s effect from Tess Trelawney and Trixie
Honc\ whilst Faula murmured ;

“Bai Jove, o wippin® twcat. Pway con:
roy  my I\m;lual. tlmnl.s to your aunt,
l\Iud e

She broke off as she felt Naomer shak-
m,r: tho sleeve of her blouse.

“there's o
antornime at

“1 beg your pardon, Naomer, what is
it you wequire?” .
“Ze panto—what-vousay! Will T love

him?” the little
inquire.

“Yes, wather!” answercd Paula.

“We'll learn all sort of new tricks to
play on Paula there,” Polly promised,
thinking of the humorous dame, and the
fun and backchat thero is in any panto-
mime,

Naomer clapped her hands,

“Then T like him very much!*

Sastern” girl wanted to

sho de-

clared, and cdanced excitedly round the
room.
But the other girls had noticed that

Madge had =mm‘thn1" further to say, and
now they were giving her their attention.

“I thought,” Madge hrg'm “that if you
girls didn't object, we'd ask Miss Sands
to sccompany us. ‘She hasn't been looking
too well theso last few days, and perhaps
the change will do her good—*

“Jolly good 1dLa"’ declared Polly.

"Yns wather!"

liere was o chorus of a

ement from
all the girls except Betty.
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Betty seemed to have relapsed once more
into her moody reverie,

“VWell, that'll make nine of us,” Madge
Minden com.inucd, not noticing the Fourth
TForm captain’s quictness.  “ Betty, Polly,
Tess, Taula, Naomer, Miss Sands, Kyra,
and myself, Tl po and tell my aunt o

“Waon't your aunt give us the pleasure
of her pwesenee this afternoon?” asked
Paula,

“Hear, hear!"

“Of course, your aunt will come,
Madge 1"

\Ja(ige Minden shook her head

“Aunt has asked if you will exense her.
She has just started on snother article,
and wants to finish it whilst she has the
idea in her head. Well. T must tell her
vou'd like to go, beeause I helieve the
theatre rned her that the last few seats
were going fast, and advised her to ring
up ngain as soon as possible. I'll ask
Sands after aunt’s booked the seats

It was then that Betty looked np.

“I'Il ask Miss Bands if you like,”
offered,

“Oh, thanks, Beity!”
gone.

Betty followed,
governess' room.

She fapped on the
strained voico asked:

“Who is there?"
ty! Can I come int"

Thero was the sound of footsteps cross
ing tho room, and then the door opened
and Miss "'Sand-,, looking more worried and
white than ever, was revealed,
ood aside for the schoolgirl to enter,

it was noticeable that she did not speak
until she had shut the door again.

Then sho spoke at once.

too,

sha

And Madge was
making straight for the

door, and a tired,

“0Oh. Betty, dear girl. J wanted to see
you, I wanted to thank you for what you
did last mght watched from this win-
dow here. Arthur would have been
caught }ou had not ected so
promptly—"

“Oh, I did nothing, Miss Sands,” pro-
tested Betty.

“You did a great deal, dear girl,”

insisted the governess. “It was clever of
you to think of emptying that snow uggr
Mr. Hampden's back,” and then, when

other girls would have gone off after the
convict—after Arthur, you deliberately
misled them by pretending thabt you mis-
took Mr. Hampden for the man you were



“THE SCHOOLGIRLS’

after. You dem.ycd. the pursuit so that
Arthur got away.

“You've heard from him, then? He's all
right1”

'Ihe governess shook her head.

“No, I haven’t heard,” she replied. *1
meant he got awa; last night. Oh, I do
hope he will be ng]e to get clear away-—
away from the neighbourhood, and ﬁm'i
somo hiding-place »\F}nerc he will be safe
from this terrible cold, and be able to get
good feod|”

er eyes st
to tho snow-co
out.

“I hope so, too,” said DBetty fervently,
and added, “I'm sure he’ll be all right,
Miss Sands.”

There was silenco for a moment whilst
they both thought of the fugitive, home-
less and hunted, stealing across snow-
covered country, blue w ?1 eold pt\rh.lps,
and famished with hunger, but frightened
to show himself to any living soul.

“Betty, did you come to see me for any
special purpose?”

Miss Sands dismissed her wandering
thoughts, and DBerty, af the sound of the
governess’ voice, remembered the task she
had in hand.

1t was not one that she relished, but she
had felt that it was better that she—who
knew this woman’s secret sorrows—should
bo the ene to tell of that afternoon’s
plans.

With good intentions the light-hoarted
girls downstairs had suggested that It
would do Miss Sands good ” to go to the

ntomime that afterncon. But then they
R‘;d not known the anxiety that the gover-
ness was experiencing.

Betty knew, and Detty felt that even she
would not be able to enjoy that afternoon’s

erformance, no matter how good it might

e. Her thoughts would be on the
escaping convict all the time,

And if Betty felt like that, how much
worse must the man's own sister feel?

“Miss Sands, the girls downstairs want
cu to comn out with us this afternoon.

vs. Maore is booking seats for the panto-
mnnc at Maundsloy—"

“0Oh, but I couldn’t,
lund of you, only—"

“I didn’t suggest it, Miss Sands,
it was Madge Minden's idea—"

“Madge is nearly as kind a girl as you

ed out of the window on
red garden and trees with-

Betty. It's very

I think
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are, 1 think, Betty. But she doesn't
:minsu—-—--

“1 knew how you would [acl Miss Sands,

and yet I didn't like to refuse on your be-
half, without askmg you first! Tl go and
tell th(‘m that you're not feeling well, and
want to be excused, but you mustn’'t be
surprised if they come and plead wzth you,
themselves. They’ll mean well
Miss Bands suddenly drew hersolf up.
“I'll come with the girls this afternoon,”
she announced, with new determination.
“I can do no good here. Arthur won't
como hack to this house, he's too afraid of
getlmg you and me into trouble. And—if
he's captured, I'll hear soomer in
annds}vm where afterncon papers are on

Betty looked up at the brave woman who
was making such a fight against the grief
and anxiety that oppressed her.

“I'm glad,” she said. “I couldn’t have
borne to have left you alone in this house.®
We can sit next to cach other in the
theatre, and—comfort each other.”

Miss Sands squeezed her young com-
panion’s hand.

'Hun you
thtj she
me

And Betty was the comlorter, the kind
friend who locked after another in dis
tress, during that afternoon,

It was DBetty who arranged that Polly,
Naomer, Tess, Trixie and T{}la should ge
in the car, the first journey.

Kyra usually liked to arrange things, but
gu]s of her type don’t mind as long as
they get the best of eoverything. She
wanted to go in the first car, and she
didn’t  particularly want to be saddled
with Miss Sands’ company, so Kyra was
satisfied.

The Fourth Form captain kept Madge
and Paula behind with her to go with
governess becauso Mudgc was always quiet,
and Paula, t.hou”l the aristocrat might ba

understand, my
said. " How

SOITowW,
you—comfort

stupid, s a very sensitive and
sympathetic nmurn Betty was not guite
sure that those qualities might not be

required if Miss Sands qudduu!v heard bad
news or—and DBetty felt the possibility
more probable than many might have
thought—if the governess caught a sight of

her brother.
The car came bhack at length, and tho
three girls and the middle-aged woman

climbed into it,
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Bulty and Madge took the tip-down
seats with their backs to the driver, and

left the comfortable, cushioned back-seat
to Pzula and Miss Sands.

“Bai Jove, weally wipping, what1”
beamed Paula. “I must admit it is a

tweat to enjoy a
pewiod without any feah of bein
upcm suddenly by that dweadful geal,
Polly, or by that delightiul, but at times
u.nh».; t\wmg litile cweature, Naomer."

The car could not travel quickly, as the
roads were in a dreadful condition. Snow
had been swept by snow-ploughs from the
centre of the main- sut a hard,
slippery surface had left Dbeneath,
and though the wheels wero fitted with
chains to Ju.lp them to gain a grip, they
would speed round furiously, without
sceuring any hold, if they were asked to
revolve at too great a speed.

Paula did not enjoy her “west.” Every
now and again ﬁu would start up
nervously as the ear behaved in a crab-
ike, or at another time, a broncho-jump-
m% mat

Ladge was ecalm through it all, and it
was not what the car did that worried Miss
SBands and Betry.

The ecaptain of the Fourth socon noticed
how very many policemen there were on
the reads. They scemed to stand at nearly
every four-cross road, and at every point
of the thovoughfare that commanded a
view over wide infervening spaces.

They were on the look-out for somoone
or something,

Miss Bands saw them,

almost as soon as

Betty, and Madge not them at length.
“They're after the conviet, I expect,”

aim remarked,

“Bai Jove, poor fellow still in the
nmglnmullmed n? I should have
thoughi he would ]1:1\., gone wight away
when he only just escaped fwom us the
¢ night.”
and

is

Miss said nothing.
have spoken
ing their anxiety.

n of the party thoroughly enjoyed
thoe pantomime that afternoon. They
spoke of it for many days alter as one
of the wittiest, prettiest and most tuncful
th'sl they had ever seen.

Betty and Miss Sands were en-
»d at moments by the charming little
show, Lut most of the time their thoughts

Sands

weal west for a short|s
pounced |

| ments and
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lay back on the road belween the theatre
and Mrs. Moore's house.

It was dark by the time the matinee
was over, and stroet lamps outside the
theatre shono down eon glistening pave-

treets, Suohﬂn]ﬂ.a fell ¥
slowly, flecking the ground a deeper white,
but melting ~ and  diseppearing  before
others fell upon them.

It was arranged that the party should
have tea at a restaurant near the theatre,
and there Betty, Madge, PPaula and Miss
Bands would siay, ilst the other five
were carried home, until the car came back
for its sccond load.

Tea was soon finished, and when the first
five started off home, the remainder picked
up the illustrated magezines and weeklic:
that lay ebout the restaurant,

"Lct me_ an evening paper, will you,
Betty 2" said Miss Sends, and, taking a
penny from the governess, Bett; perforined
the little task asked of h

Then she pretended to he engulfed in
a humorous publication, but covertly she
uwatched .I\Inss Sands go carefully through
the news-sheet.

T guu raess looked up at length, and,
catching Betty's eye, shook her d.

Betry sighed with relief.  Appareatly
Mias Sands’ brother had not been captured

" ’I raid T'll have to travel very slowly,
miss,” Jones, the chauffeur, said to Madge,
when he returned. *Tho reads ars worse
than ever. It's freezing again, and even
the cha'ns won't grip the slippery sur-
face.”

Lortunately he was a very good driver,
but even that fact did mot save him from
a minor misfortune before they reached
Hillchurch Manor.

Suddenly the car slewed round, and
buucd its rear axle in the hoaped snow at

the side of the road. He had it out again
in a few minutes, but then he opened the
door at the back of the car and announced
that a cou 10 of chains had broken off the
rear wheels and it would be as well if he
stopped to repair them before proceeding
any farther.

Betty settled down for the short wait,
The inside of ¢ car was warm, and
ouly her feet were cold. But suddenly
sho mnoticed Miss Bands peering ahead
Ll:r&mg'h the glass at the back of the
driver's seat,

She turned and saw at once what had
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attracled the governess' attention. Lights
were moving about in a2 wood a little
farther down the road, and every now and
again the silhouetted figure of a constable
would snow up against e light.

Betty slipped out of the back of the
par, and Miss Sands followed her. Madge
looked up questioningly, but the warmth
of the car was meking both that girl and
Paula feel sleepy, and not in the least
inclined to turn out into the cold night.

Betty closed the door, and left them.

But the old chauffeur, who had been
bending over one of the rear tyres, looked
up as he became aware that they had left
the inside of the vehicle.

“You're not going far from the car, are
you, miss?” he inquired. “They say
there’s an escaped convict in theso parfs
eomewhere, That's the police along the
road up farther, searching for him. He's

W

been seen during the afternoon within
helf a mile of this spot.”
“All right, Jones,” answored Miss

Sands, in her kindly voice. “Wa'll keep
to the road. You ncedn't be anxious about
u

5
But the cheuffour gazed after them
doubtfully as they strolled away from the

oar.

“I couldn't sit still and watch that search
£0 on, Belty,” whispered Miss Sands, as
soon as they were out of earshot. *“It's
bad enough just waiting, but watching as
well—

The gir] did not answer her. She sud-
denly elutehed the governcss b the arm.
Miss Sands glanced at her companion to
scc what had attracted her attention,

She saw almost immediately. Something
glistened in the hedge by the side of the
road; it was the light reflecting in the
eyes of someono erouched in hiding.

“Arthur, is that you?” jerked Miss
Sands.

“Lilien!” came a whispered voice in
reply.

Miss Sands looked up and down the

road. Two hundred vards away the police
wore searching the wood, a hundred yards
back w he car, It was safe to carry on
a very onrclul conversation,

“Arthur, vou'll ba dizcovered. They're
g0 near, why don’t you get away?”

“I'm all right here,” was the respense.
“They've searched this spot, closely, I'm
hidden in a tree which they didn’t suspect
of being hollow, and I'm all right as long

49

as I crouch low, but when I heard your
voice I couldn’t resist the temptation of
looking out.”

" But you'll get away soon, in case they
come back, won't you?"

A soft, mirthless laugh came from the

tree,
“I've nowhere to get away to, The
rict's too well cordoned o
Then you must come back to Hill-
) anor.  Mr. Hampden  thinks

3
vou've left. He spends every day now
away from the house "

She broke off.  Jones had started his
engine again, end was bringing the car
aleng towards them.

“Do come, Arthur. I shan’t be ocasy
to-night until you come,” Miss Sands
breathed hurriedly end anxiously, anid
there was no time to say more.

On_their return to the manor it could
not be said that Miss Sands’ aftornoon
had done her any good. S8he pleaded a
headacke, and went at once to her room,
and Betty, though she stayed with her
chums, seemed now almost as ill as the

t night, after the rést of the girls
were asleep, the captain of the Fourth
came back to her bed-room with a smile
upon her face. She had been down to
the governess’ room, and there, tempor
arily safe, and in the warmih of the ho
once more, she had scen Miss Sands
brother.

[P

CHAPTER 21,
A Surprise for the Chums,

e IRE 1
As Polly Linton gave that com-

mand she hurled enowball after
snowball, and in return snowball
after snowball was hurled back at her.

There was o chorus of “OWs” and
“Ah’s ™ as the mimic battle waged fast and
furious,

The snow was everywhere, and the day
was cold and clear, just the very day to
please the Morcove  girla on  Christas
holiday.

Betty Barton, the captain of the Fourth
Form at Morcove School, was captaining
her band of snowballers, whilst her friend
and study-companion, Polly Linton, cap-
tained the opponents.

What laughter there was, what fun; end
the battle was quite a serious affair.
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But ithe seriousness beeama suddenly in-
terrupted when Paula Creel, the aristocrab
of the Form, suddenly threw too hard and
averbalanced.

Flop! went Paula into a heap of snow,
and whiz-whiz went the snowballs, that soon
covered her from head to foot.

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

Tmmedintely there was a truce, and hos-
tilities coased, and enabled the girls to
laugh withont restraint

“0h, deah! Bub-bai
Paula, in her inimitable way
carthquake, you know.”

“8nowquake 1” chuckled Polly Linten.
“Mind, Paula! Duck}”?

Splotch woent ancther soft snowball on
a's clogant head, and she gave a

Jave!” lisped

1.
fa, ba! I told you to duck,” laughed
Polly. " Paula dear, youw're wounded—"

“(wacious ! When T get up, I'll—"

She stauggered up, and Naomer Nakara
winked at Polly. Naomer was an Eastern
girl, and her dusky face contrasted
strangely with the snow. But perhaps the
contrast with her own pure white teeth
was cven stranger. When Naomeoer
it was like a snowstorm of whiteness.

“Polly ! Qooh—fire |” che gurgled in
pure joy. .

And fire she undoubtedly did, although
that fire was a sort that Paule  found
almost freezing as it descended upen her
in a literal avalanche,

“(Charge ! roared Polly delightedly.

Her companions gathered together even
zs Botty & Co. fired desperately. The
battle commenced with a vigour, and
Paula was between the two.

“Lis down ! called Betty.
terrupting our firol

“You're in-
There!” she ex-

claimed, as Paula unfortunately stopped
a whizzing snowball with her ear. “If you
hadn

‘t’ stood up that would have hit

# said Madge Minden, who
de. “Oh, do get out of

rtainly oxasperating from Betty
& Co.s view-point that P - i
rupting the line of fire Sno
might have knocked down the
enly burst on Paula.

Hewever, the same circumstences wera
nffecting the attackers. For th snowballs
ulso burst on Paula.

Is that
invaders

“That's an |

uiled |
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“Get out of the

oth sides, .

And Paula, who was covered from head
to foot with snow, spluttered helplessly.

“Bub-bai Jove, you do—don't think that
I want to be fiahed at!” she wailed.

8it down I

Whiz |

And Paula obey the
earncst the attackers
castle was a strange
snow hastily erected,
flag had been perched.

It was an old flag, but it sufficed, and
the victory went to the invaders if they
captured the flag; to the defenders if they
defended it successfully for twenty minutes
or forced the attackers to retreat a given
distanco.

As the battle had raged ten minutes the
excitement was indeed great, and every
snowball scemed to take Polly & Co. nearer
to the castle.

It was an evenly divided contest, for
supporting Betty were Madge Minden, and
Madge's cousin, Kyra. Kyra's mother,
Mrs. Moore, Madge's aunt, was their

way, duffer!” called

command. Then in
went forward. The
affair—a mound of
on top of which a

! hostess, and the battle was taking part

in her grounds at Hillchurch Manor. Of
course, there was also Daula, but then
Paula was fairly hors de combat now.

Polly attacked strongly, supported by
Naomer Nakara, and Trixie Hope and
Tess Trelawney, but an extra keen counter-

offensive from Betty & Co. drove tho
attackers away from their ammunition
store.

Paula it was who, still crawling on the
ground, scized the opportunity and the
snowballs.

“My word! Well dono!

Betty called.

And the whole party checred as it was
discovered that Polly bad no ammunition,
and little time to make any.

Whiz, whiz, whiz!

Back the atiackers went, one after the
other, under the hail of snowballs, and
only Polly, who was feverishly making
Lalls, was able to return the fire.

The attackers were surely but slowly
driven kack to the gates just in front of
which thoir line was. Once across thab
line they were adjudged losers
“Fire|” ~ed Betty.,  “Oaly another

"

yard

Hooray 17
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Paula threw wildly three times,
from the gatoway onme a shout:
“Oh 17

and

Belty Darton heard that ery, and turned
to the gateway. 'hen she dmppcd her
erms and the snowballs they contained.

“Phew! I say- 2 she murmured.

Madge Minden stared, too, and only
Kyra and Paula continued to fire.

Polly & Co., seizing their opportunity,
rushed to the attack, but Betty raised her
lm‘?d

Truea! Look!”

Realising at last that something must bo
amiss, Polly ceased fire and turned to
stare at the gate. What she saw caused
her to exclaim in dismay and then to
laugh.

For there, tho most comical speetacle
possible, was a police-inspector, his*hat on
the ground, and his face and head covered
W, nh show.

Bai Jove!” exchumnd Paula.
how could you—"

—pax |

“ Betty,

“Ilow eould 17" Betty asked, with a
laugh. *“Why, it was you!”

“But—but I was not aiming over
there 1”

“That's why,” nodded Polly. “¥You'd

hetter go and apoTog:so Paula.”

“Yos, h 1" said Paula uncom-
fartably is weally most distwess-
ing 1

The inspector, having cleatred away the
snow from his fcatures, had replaced his
hat and was now looking in the opposite
direetion.

But Kyra Moore sniffed contemptuously.

“Poof| Who cares? Let's have another
shot at him, silly old duffer 1

And she raised her hand in which was
a snowball.  There could be no doubt but
that the girl intended to hurl it at the
police-officer.  The others stood aghast.
Only Betty moved.

“Kyra,” sho said, catdung the other
girl’s hand, * you mustn’t I

But l{jrn, il -tempered and impetuous,
lora her arm away.

“Don't interfere with mel” she snapped.
“T'll do es I like!”

But in Eu-l\mg away her arm she dropped
the snowball.

Meanwhile, Paula, tho personification
of politencss, was troading daintily through
ll{u;‘z intervening snow towards the police-
cliteer.
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“Bai Jove!
apologies, sir 1

“Your apologies—huh! Are you
girl who threw the snowballs?”

. ““Yes, wather! Bai Jovel
it was entirely an accident,
apologize [

The police-inspector eyed her fiereely
for a moment, then he brushed more snoe
from himself and smiled.

* Accidents will be accidents,” he said.

Then it was that Paula saw that besides
tha police-inspector there  were  several
police-constables.

Polly and B:‘Yly had noticed tho fact
also, and they exchanged wondering
glances,

“The police! Phew!?

“Whom do they want?”
anxiously.

But the pchce inspector soon informed
them. With stately tread, that did not
prevent his using  carve, o advancod
through the snow, then ‘touched  his cap
pohtoly in a salute to the irla.

iss Moore?” he asked

Kyra, rather amazed, stepped forward,

And Polly gave n low murmur.

“What have you done, Kyra?
a bank 1

“Nothing for you young ladies to fear,”
ho said. I morely wish to ask o ques
tion. Have any of you seen the escaped
convict here?”

51
Ahem! Pway accept my
the

Howevah,
and 1

Betty asked

Robbed

CHAPTER 22.
Betty's Daring Ruse.
T the police-inspector's
A ominous hush had fallen on the
group of girls, and Polly Linton
gave a low whistle of amazement.
They knew the convict; they had seen him.
But they bad not scen him that morning,
and said so.

voica an

“Not this morning?” the inspector
mu-(‘d “But have you seen him?"

es. The day we came here.~ said

Bctl_v_ “We saw him in fh(a town where

our school is—Barncombe,”

“Qh, you'ro Morcove girls!” smiled the
inspector. "It’'s a far cry from here. But
no doubt you would seo him there. The
prison is not far from Barncombe. Where
did you see him there, and whut was he
wearing 1

At that question Betty frowned slightly,
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for upon their arrival ab the station she
had given full particulars to a detective
who had been awaiting their train.

However, it was possible that the pelice-
inspector and the detective wers working
independently, so Betty gave the desived
information.

Polly and Madge joined in, of course, and

the inspector jotted down the notes. Then
he read them aloud:
“You saw him in the woods, wearing

conviet clothes, and later he was on your
troim, but when you reported the matter
he hud eseaped. Later you saw him here
—where "

Then it was that a silence fell upon the
group of girls, and Betty sidled into the
background. Perhaps the police-inspector
noticed the general reluctance to answer
tho question, for he tapped his chin with
bis pencil and looked from one to the other
of the gitls.

“\Where 7 he asked. “¥ou know 1"

“In the house,” said Kyra,
B"DUL we dida't actually see him,”

etty.

mfd then silence fell again.

This time the police-inspecior spoke in

eaid

an irritated tone.

“Come, come; you must knaw whether
you saw a convics in the house ! on’t
any of you know? Youl!” he snid

abruptly, pointing at Betty, and Beity fell
further into the background, as though she
had a particular desire to avoid answering
the question.

“Woll, we thought it was the convict,
but it wasn't. Both times it was DMr.
Hampden, the detective.”

“The detective?” asked the inspector.
“A deteetive is here?”

“Yes, didn't you know?” asked Polly.
Who is it7"” he asked.

Put the sergeent was as ignorant as was
> inspector.

Ctan't understand,” the inspector said
cfly.  “Where is the defective?”

Aud further questioning of the girls
ended there. TFor obviously, if the detec-
tive was in the house, he would know all
1bout ihe conviet.

“A private detective,” smiled the ser-
geant, looking meaningly at the inspector.
I'm! Then our bird has flown,” the
sector agreed. Y But you'd better sco
n and find out the work that he is
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engaged upon here. It is mot his business
to track convicts.”

“H'm1l
Thoey reached the mansion to find tho
girls following them in a crowd.  The
cnow-fight was forgotien, leaving the snow-
flag still wavingz uncared for, unwon, and
undefended.

The girls' chatter reached the police-
nspector's ears, and he jerked his head
in their direction.

“Their eyos are keen, and they may be
useful in tracking and following the man.
COnce clear of the house we have got him.
There is a suf+ cordon round?”

““Yes, sir, and wo know that he entered
here. Where he is in the house, of course
we can’t guess 17

“Tupny if he hangs round this place—if
his sister doesn’t know anything aboub
him 1

“She’s governess here?” asked the ser-
geant.  “ You've seen her here, sir.”

“VYes, but she didn’t give herself away.
She was perturbed, but that proves
nothing. Tlll)c knowledge of her brother’s
escape—the fact of my questioning would
do that.”

Betty, who was following them, heard all
this, and when they stopped in tho
corridor, she stopped, too.

“Mrs. Moore in?" the inspector asked
the servant as ke whild off his cap.

The girl eyed Li -ieiously, and then
went away to r swesence to her
mistress.

Betty ran quickly up the stairs, whilst

Polly sand the others stopped to ask tho
inspector n few questions. It was only
tit-for-tat, as olly  said, and  they

naturally thirsted for information.

Meanwhile, Betty Barton, alarm written
on her face, raced along the corridor at tho
head of the stairs. When sho halted before
one of the doors she was breathless.

She tried the handle of the door, and
there was the sound of hurried movement
im the room.

“Miss Sands Sands1” she ealled
softly.

But the governess did not open the door.

“Miss Sands—quick | It is T—DBotty 1”

Then the key turned in the door, and
the door itself was opened.

In the doorway stcod an  eldorly
woman, ner grey hair throwing into con-
trast tin lines on her face, the marks of
strain, worry and anxicty ond tiredness. '

Mizz
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“Betty I she exclaimed. “What is it?"

Betty aspml for breath, and clutched the
door 1o
“The pm!cr; Your brother—>
“He is here, in the room | Where are
they? In the house?”

“At the foot of the stairs.
are o g upl"
hoarse voice.

And the cound of a heavy iread was
already on the stairs.

Inside tho room a masculine voice spoke
gently,

“Let me go, Lilian!
o]

Hark ! They
Beity exclaimed in a

I will give myself
u

“Never--never |
~—~there must |”

"he footstep: came rn}anﬂus.sly nearer,
and Beity clenched her hands in despera-
tion. The man she was sure was innocent—
the man who had escaped for a few days’
frecdom—was he to be captured now and
thus robbed of his chanco to prove his
innocence ?

“1 have had my Christmas,” thc convict
mnuttered. “I can ask no more.”

But the tragic figure of Miss Sands,
a statue of justice, scemed to weigh
matter fairly.

“Stay, Arthur—stay, while there is
s chance. At most you can but
caught.”

“They
Betty said.
away.”

“1 suppose I might as well try it out
to the end,” the man exclaimed. ““And
vet, if only they had not come! If only
I could find the clue that would prove
my innocence |

But the footsteps were ominously nearer
now, and out in the grounds a watchful
policeman  eyed the windows of the
mansion.

In onother minute the inspector would
probably be in the corridor, making escape
impossible and capture cortain.

“If your innocence is to be proved, we
must throw thom off the scent,” Betty
cricd.  “Thoy have seen you this morn-
ing. What were you wearing? Give me
the coat immedintely.”

There must be a way

like
the

yeb
be

have
“Ty

surrounded  the house,”
is useless to try and get

n a moment, without knowing Botty's
purpose, the coat was handed over and
then the cap. They ‘lothes that had

belonged to Mr. DM
had borrowed them.

wl Miss Sands
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The ceat trailed the ground with Betly,
but that didn’t matter—in fact, prevented
her stockinged feet from showing.

Her hair was tucked under the cap, and
she glanced round.

The inspector had halted at the head of
the corridor.

Carcfully she crept along, knowing Ler
way well about the house, and choosing
peth that would prevent her instant
captura.

At the end of tho corridor there was a
landing, and from it the stairs led to tho

all below. On_the other side stairs
mounted, too, and it was on those stairs
that the inspector and the sergeant stend,
as she ascertained by a very cautious pecy
round the corner.

The men were talking and did not =cs
her, which was just as well, perhaps, for
front view the disguise was not excellent.

Round the corner she darted quickly,

athering the coat about her and bending
ow, In that attitude the difference
botween her height and that of the cou-
vict’s could not be noticed.

A sudden exclamation from the police-
officer told her that she had been seen,
and a shout from below told that the
police-officer’s exclamation had been heard
by her friends.

“There he is—after him, quick [”

From below came a shout frn'n Polly.

“Where? Como on, girls, we're in this!”

"Afta,r him ! Bei Jove, y'know I

“Yes, yes, calch heem!”
Naomer excitedly.

The Morcove gIr!s. little dreaming that
it was their own chum they were pursuing,
followed in chase, reaching the landing as
the inspector and his junior oflicer disap

ecared round the cormer after ]'iLtl)
Barton.

Betty had won, but she had only won
the first round |

shricked

CHAPTER 23.
In the Name of the Law.

8 she put further distance between
A herself and her pursuers, Detty's
brain worked quickly. Iler chums,

she knew, were behind her, and so

were tho police-officers.  Constables s
~oL 1 the house, but they were not i
their only chance of reach-
1 of the house was by using
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the main stairway—unless they entered under

by the tradesmen’s entrance.

But that was not likely.

There was somecone clse,
cluding the scrvants and Mrs. Moore,
someong with whom Betry felt that she
had to reckon—keen-oyed Mr. Hampden!

The detective was in disguise, although
his beard and steop were ineffectual as far
as the girls were concerned.  For they had
accidentully taken off his disguise. Per-
haps Mr. Hampden fought shy of the girls
after that unfortunate incident? Certainly
they had scen but little of him.

Once or twice Betty had seen him near
the governess' room, and Polly had said
that she had scen him entering one of the
two sceret panels they had discovered.

Since those secrel passages led nowhere,
there was little to be gained in searching
them, so that it was possible for the con-
‘:Ml to remain there in hiding for a little
while,
lotty kept her eyes wide open as she
n, and her ears were alert, loo.

At the first opportunily she meant to
throw off her disguise and become Betty
Burton once again. Dut first she wanted
to give them a definite clue of her where-
abouts, or a definite clue as to which way
ihe couvict had gone.
he could hear the excited shout of the

ra

crowvdd behind her, and they were not far
awny now. If she were not to be dis-
covered she must take action soon.
Suppose they did discover herl
Tt was a serious thought, and her eyes
Already L.Kym susp d
wnuch Miss Sands’ part in the affair,
and if Betty were implicated. too, there

would be trouble.

What could she do—where could she go?
For the first time she realised the agonies
of a dog-hunted fox or thoe hotiy-pursued
hare.

There were doors along the corridors,
but the time taken to run into one of
those rooms would give the pursuers their
opportunity.

ing the cap ahead, she darted into

t room and closed the door. It
o bedoraom, unused, The bed
he centre of room, mneatly

To ftear off the coat and put it

i
!

it was that a splendid idea oceurred |ansy
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the matlress
scarcely a sccond.
In the corner of the room was a ward-

was the work of

however, ex- | robe with just enongh reom for her to

squeeze round. But she was only just
behind it when she heard the heavy steps
of the inspector outside. Fle was gasping
rather painfully, Betty smiled. A
secand later she heard him shout, and tho
smile broadened widely.

“Ho's left us the This
quickly 1”

Now Polly & Co. could be heard, and
the voices of Polly and Naomer.

“1 dare say he's dodged aside some-
where,” Madge Minden said in her zensible
way. “Perhaps he’s waiting until we have
gone by to dodge back.”

At that moment Detty wished sincerely
thut Madge was not quite so cute; but she
was thankful for Polly’s enthusiasm. Yor
Polly would have no delay.

“No fear; the inspector knows—he's prob-
ably seen him! Come onl”

They ran on, and Detty dedged from
behind the wardrobe.

“Thew! That was a close shave!” she
murmured.

Then she turned to the mirror in order
to re-arrange her hair, which under the
hat had become rather disarranged.  So
busy was she in atlending to her toilet
that she did not hear the door's soit
opening.

“But I diddled "em—I diddled "em!” ghe
said joyfully. .

The next moment she almost collapsed
as o guiet voice interrupted:

“Diddled whom, Betty ("
Tetty spun round as though twiiled by a
cOr

cap! Way,

rd.

“My goodness, Madyge!”
Tor a moment the two friends louked at
each other  wonderingly—Betty = rather
flushed and guilty; Madge frowning and
amazed.

“Iowever did you get in here, Detty,

she gasped.

and who co vou diddled 1

Not you!” Betty said. “Goodurss, you

ce me & shock. I thought it was the

wector."

“And would it have mattered if il
wore t” Madge smiled.

“Well, yes!” Betty f ied a look al
Madge and sighed.

She had promised Hands that she

sfully. That she

would keep the secret
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would not confide in her chums; but how
badly she wanted Madge's aid then!
Madge was so sensible and so wise at
times,

Even now Madge was coolly sitting on
the bed, eyemng Betty reflectively, as
though \teighmg up the matter before re-
r the discussion.

I ses,” she said suddenly.

®

“It was
you—

“Was »

Then Betty smiled and shrugged.

" You were chasing me!”

Mddpc nodd\.d

“But you're not likely o do it for a
joke, De You're not the sort to p!'\}
such & nl]; trick. There is something
more serious in it. You disguised as the
convict—

“ Bhush
ety put her hand warningly to her
h, and Madge quietly closed the door.
bm-ry," she apologised; "but I'm so
Exmlcd to find out. ¥You know, ]Jntt.y,
yowve been very mysterious of late.”

'Hmu I7 1 tried not to be. I tried
to be normal.”

“But you went out and cxplore(i alone
.géu, leaving us in bed.”

Tt

“I know,

ehu said regretfully; “bus I
pru’msu:l
“Ah!

Mad’a was all_smiles
son and annoyed, reall
words she had betrayed herself to the very
keen Madge; Madge missed little of what
went on about her.

‘:U"ii 1 didn’'t mean to trap you,
dear,” adge smiled. “As a matter of
fact, 1 did guess it; one couldn’t miss
her faco—"

And Detty was glad that Madge did not
mention Miss Sands’ name.

e i £uppose mot, although she does fry
to hide it,"” Betty sighed. “But what’s the
use? Poor thing | ffee] 80 sorry for her;
and Kyra, she only makes matters worse !”

“Far worse!” Madge agreed. “And do
you know, Detty, I roally believe that she
would Ln.tmv Miss Sands

“Betray | " said Belr

And Madge nodded coolly.

*Yes, I'm sure of it. Kyra is my cousin,
and I know her nature. She is spiteful
md revengeful, and never forgets or for-
gives & hurt. Miss Sands has never hurt

and Betty, crim-
in those

in horror.
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her, but sho rtesents her presence—resents
that she has power over her, althowh.
goodness knows, the power she has is lit
enough.”

Madge

spoke in little more than a
but her words came to Betty
, and the captain of the Fourth

i she said, “we must keep tho
Ium\\ i:dge away from her. He's innocent,”
she added impressively, “I'm sure he i3
innocent 1”

“1 am sure, too. I know Miss Sands,
and 1 know that no brother of hers could
be guwliy of a crime,” agreed Madge

“And 1 knew the part that you were pl'\}
ing. It is better with two, of course, and
it would be better perhaps if we all knew,
although Paula, the dear, well-meaning
little ass, might give it away, nol meaning
tu

“Yes, rather,” Betty smiled,
very best intentions in the worl
must Lac.p it to ourselves, Madgu
only way.” Then she stood up suddenly.
“Hark! They are returning.”
'\md ro whisked open the door.
“Not here,” she said luud];f
“No, he certainly isn’t—-"
Bmly made a great to-do, sl
wardrobe door, and she agair
that the conviet was not there.
Betty turned she saw the sergeaut block-

“with the
No, we
It's the

ming the
emarked

ing the doorway.
Not here,” she smiled at him.
“Oh, been searching, mnas? he asked,

still g'Lanng and panting. “Phew! There
must be some hiding-place somewhere heve.

| We are going to search the rooms. Have
you searched here?”

“Nowhere much to search,” Madge
smiled at him. “Under the bed.” She

raised the coverlet. “Or in the wardrobe—-
both empty.”

The sorgeant smiled and returned to the
scarch elsewhere. They searched the rooms
in turn thoroughly, one after the other,

but the conviet did mot put in  an
appearance.

“1 didn’t see any skylights, but you
pnever know,” said the inspector keenly.

Then he turned to Betty. .

“What is this about the detective!” ho
asked. “Where is het”

“I don’t know,” Betty confessed, But,
anyway "—she smiled broadlyv—"he isn'}
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supposed  to be one. He's in disguise.
Only we recognised him."”

The inspector [rowned, and then smiled.
1o eaid nothing, but his silent opinion of
the dotective was more expressive than if
Be had spoken.

Room after room they eearched, until
thoy reachied the governcss’. Doty looked
at Madge, and they both grimaced. Was

the conviet there now? Had ho escaped?
The inspector rapped on the door and

tried the handle. The docr was locked.
“Whose room is thiz?” the inspector

my governess,” Kyra volun-
cered.

The inspector and the sergeant exchanged
meaning glanees, and the inspeotor tried
the handle. There was a momentary pause,
bat no reply [rom within.

Then, with a firm expression, the in-
spector elenched his hands and rapped the
patiel three times,

“QOpen in the name of the Law!”

CHAPTER 24
The Locked Room.

oy HEW 1"

P Pally Linton rubbed her hands
excitedly  an Detty  looked
alarmed. Kyra, on the other

hand, looked quite delighted.

“Dai Jovel Why doesn’t Miss Sands

open_the wetched door, y'know-——"

“ Yoz, why not?” asked Pally

But the door did not open

thing else_did.
from nside tho room-—a squeak
awakened the police-sergeant to |l
“The window——someone

but some-

There was a slight squeak
that

is

down the corridor. As she heard her name
cnlled she raised her head and become
aware for the first timo of the crowd that
gathered round her door.

efty, her back to the door, tried to
al, by making grimaces, whal was hop-
&, in order that the governess should
alarmed.
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Put Madge was wiser.

“Miss Sands, there is eomecne in your
raom,” she exclaimed.

“Ves.” And Betty winked hard.
think it’s the copvict!”

Miss Sands was egual to the occasion,
and by a stern cffort she controlicd herself.

“The convict—in my roomn!” she ex
claimed. Then she loolked at the inspector.

He bowed to her.

“Yes, Miss Sands, I think we've run
him to earth this time.”
ands gave a_weary sigh.
nk goodness!”
nspectar, taken off his guard, looked
surprised.  Then he turned al ruptly to tho
sergeant, who had come runuing hack.

“No one got out, sir,”” he said. “Bub
I raw someone's head bob out of the
window—ib was a man——"

There was a buza of excitement, and the
girls crowded round the door. The in-
cpector and the sergeant had a briel con-
sultation. They would have to smash down

“We

he governeds quile ealmly was walking
q Y i1

tha door—they had no alternative.
«\What about ladders 1" asked Polly. “If
wo could get in through the window 2
“ A gaod idea,” said the inspector.
see to it at once.” He
down the corrider.
«Paj Jove! Yes, wather!” sid Paula,
in a thrilled whisper. “ All pwetend to wun
away, y'know. 'Then he'd come dashing
out, 3:‘1;"!:0‘.\'-*:1111[ then we could captuah
H ) ¢ el
“Perhaps,” eaid Polly.
wather,” said Paula, quite ex-
“No, I have a bettuh ideal—"
“Well that's not difficult,” Polly agreed.
“Tho real task would be to get a worse
one."”
“Pyway listen, deah geals. It's a wippin®
ideah. Inspectah—pway listent”
inspector  somewhat

1l
turned and walked

impaticntly

d.
. miss. But please be quick. My
is valuable.”

time

“Yes, wather,
hopo and twust that you will not wegard
me as capable—""

“Plonse don’t waste wy time,”
inspector testily.

“Ti was not my intention to waste vyouah

T am awah of that. ¥

caid the

' time, yknow; but to wender you vatuable
assistance by making a suggedlion

The inspector thed doeceply

and his
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cycs seemed inclined to start from his
head.

“What is the suggestion?” he asked in
a truly awful voice.

“The suggestion is that I disguise myself

as anothah convict,” said Paula brightly.

“And then ho will think that I am a
fwiend, y'know. Doubtless we could got
convict’s clcthes from the police-station—
bai Jo wheah is the inspector going?"

ghe asked in surprise.

“Ha, ha. h:\i'

The glrl« gimply shrieked.

“Ohl” r_‘lored Polly, “Dr-ress me up as
a conviet—"

a3 ,et—gol tho clnths from the police-
station,” sobbed Tess Trelawney. *As if
they had scores of them—ch, Paula!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Te, he, he!” shrieked Naomer. “Oo!
Paula, you are funny!”
And even Miss Sands emiled.  Paula, how-

over, was amazed. Sho stared after the
retreating inspector.

“Even in the palice forco surely polite-
ness is not out of the way, bai Jove! The
least he might have said was thank you

Betly shot a eympathetic glance at the

] Sands was taking tho
blow! Hmv bravely she was comporting
herself in face of this new dangerl

Tn a minute the police would have
obtained ladders, and then all indeed would
be over,

Betty tried the door, shakmz it.

“You may as well come out,” she eaid.

“Tho police are hero!”

The sergeant who was
shoole his head.

“No good, miss! They always hold out
until the very last minutel We'll geb, him

2 rightt Ile can’t eseape now—""

“Wather not—howevah——"

_But Paula was not allowed fo procoed.
ing that sho had yet another brilliant
idea, Polly placed her hand over her chum’s
mouth, thereby preventing her from further
speech .‘Ltlzl from further explanation.

The police-sergeant was eyeing  Miss
Sands carefully; but not one glance nor
ona movement betrayed her an: clv. or
even gave the man causo for sus

He was plainly puzzled and mmc\\lm
annoyed.

standing by
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The buzz of excitement in the corridor
inereased, servants arrived upon the scene,
and liatl)' weighing the matter up, decidedl
that it was an epportunc moment for tho
convict's escape.

£ho and Madge could easily baulk the
puhce -sergeant, and the others wouid be
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00 rised to capture the man as he
bmat through.
But—how was the door to be opened

from the outside?

It was a problem te which Deity could
see no solution, and, sighing, she r:‘sxrnmi
herscli to the end thai ecemed to bo in-
e\itab!o

Hark!” exclaimed excifedly.
“There’s the ladder!™
. They rﬁlsl red ‘l}u-n ml the corridor window,
ecaving Delty, the police-sergeant and Miss
Sands behind.

Betty looled meaningly at the governess,
and Miss Sands emiled. She had never
ecemed so ccol before, and Detty’s heart
beat quickly. In an emergency Miss Sands
was sironger than sho had imagined.

When the inspector appeared ot the
window, what was more likely than that
the convict would make a bolt for tha
door, open it, and break his way throngh?

With the other girls at the window thero
was only tho sergeant to reckon with. To
frustrato him uould not be difficult; in-
deed, the convict in the first rush would
probably knock him aside, leaving tha
governess and Betty to hamper the ser-
geant,

How eagerly Betty waited as she heard
the heavy tread of tho inspector on the
ladder.

Click !

There eame softly the sound of a key
turning in the leck; but it had not been
too solt for the pohcnmem to hear-it, and
he stood aside expectantly.

Polly

Now the deor opened, but no one

appeared.

“Como ocut, No. 831" ordered the ser-
)

geant briefly. “The game’s up !

Then cut of ihe room came a bearded,
stooping man,

T'he inspector stared blankly, and the ser-
geant gasped.

But from the girls came an explanatory
erys

b The detective !”



CHAPTER 25.
viho is the Detective?
1" HE dctective!”

i “NMr. Hampden "

The sergeant clenched his hands
and glared.

“\What’s this mean?” he jerked out
furiously. * Who are you?”

Tho man leancd forward, putting his
hand to his car and adjusting his
spectacles. He did not use spectacles as a
rule, but ke had obviously been reading
somo papers that lay seattered on N
Sands’ desk.

The governess stepped forward, her face
red with anger.

“Veu have been searching my desk!”
sho cried.

The deteetive looked at

“Desk ?
not? Inspect
job better

“Who are you, any
wanted to know.

The man groped
Hrought out his card.

“Come inside,” he said.

The inspector entered tho study, and the
sorzeant accompanied kim, and the short
conversation was audible to the girls out-
side.

«] am watching,” said the defcetive.
“The conviet will not leave here, and we
eon tyap him when we want him. Mean-
while, it is eseential that he remains here.’

*Oh, why!”

©1 cannot explain. The matter
been entrusted to me is private.
must know my name.”

“Yos, sir, I do, anyway,” the inspector
snid politely. “1 have mnever had the
honour of meeting you before, Mr. Dor-
mayne, but T know of you!”

“@ume -here,””  said  the sergeant.
“Vou've pulled off big cases.” He nodded
towards the door. “Have you anything
against her 1"

The detective
mouth,

“Tt is a big deal,” he said, “and I am
laying ont plenty of rope. Enough seid!
“orry I didn't cpen the deor before, but
[ wanted to give you an opportunity of

her and smiled.
I have searched it. Why
il only you kunew your

way 7 the inspeotor

in his pocket and

that has
But you

put his fingers to his

warching the governsss’ face. Did vou?”
TR
ey ik

¢ sergeant,  frowning
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slightly, “and the loocked straight
enough 1"

The dotective nodded.

“(loed! I think she isl”

The inspoctor did not conceal kis sur
prise at that statement.

“Then who in the name of goodness are
you watching, Mr. Dormaynet”

But that the detective did not say.
inspector came from the room, and, to
Miss Sands aside, started to ask her gues-
tiens,

Gradually the crowd had dispersed, and
Detty and Madge wandered off together.

“T—I can’t understand it1" Betly said.
“Jt's quite beyond me. 1 was certain that
the convict was in there. lle hadn't time
to 5“ away."”

Madge wrinkled hee brows. and ber cyes
had & far-awey thoughtful leolk.

“1t puzzled me, too' she said.

Then she turned ns the ‘door of Miss
Sands' room opened. The detoskiya.
emerged.  Very carclully he locked Mg;,
key in his poeldet,

door, and slipped the
o was ehout to walk in tho oppesite
direction, but halted and called to Detty :

Little girl 1

It was how Mr. Hampden usunlly spoke,
and Betty could notb help = . Con-
sidering now that everyone knew who ho
was, the disguise was ridiculous. ~—Tven
Miss Sands knew, and it was certain that
the conviet did, too.

“Yes, Mr. Hampden.”

“Kindly tell the inspector that I have
taken charge of Miss Sands’ room, and
that I have the key, will youi”

Betty did as she had been bidden, and
ran swiltly down the siairs with Madgo
behind hor. The inspector was in the hall
below, He was talking to Miss Sands, but
not about her brother. The matters they
Qiscussed were of general intercst, and the
inspector seemed to be comporting himself
us though nothing in the mature of duty
und convict-catohing had been invented.

Yet Madge noticed how keenly  ho
watched the governcss' face.
Betty beckoned the inspecier on  one

and ihen retarned
smile on her

, gave the message.
to Madge. She mnuticed
chum’s face.
“Wherefore the smilet”
“Thinking.” said Madge. * Mr. Dor-
wayne is keener than we think, you know.”
“Keener i asked Betty,  “He strikes

she nsked.
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me @s being ratler peeculiar, all thingsyhalf-laughing and  half-an ry. “1f you
considered. He bkasn't dene much, al-|must talk, come along here.”
though, of course, as he says, he may have Arm-in-arm, they commicrecd to walk
something else up his sleeve. Do you | off, quite unaware that Polly and  the
think that he is \VaELlnhK Miss Sands7” | others were calling to them 1o continue

“Shouldn’t think sol” said Muadge.
’ ne into his mom now—probably
't sec him for the rest of the

“lmmy deteetive I said Betty,

*Oh, T don’t know,” said Madge
And Madge was 50 :n;.ﬂlermuq thnt
Betty locked at lier in frowning inqguiry.
But Madgs was talking of something else,
something far away frem convicts and

Hallo—there’s Paula I Madge Jaughed.
“What's she going to do—disguise as a
detective 1"

Paula, with o samewhat mysterious air,
:ame hurrying towards the two friends.

“I say, geals—I wather fancy that these
people are not competent to deal with that
mattah 1”7
““Not competent?”  Madge
“How 1"

The_elegant girl smoothed her hair and
fanned lh'rsel! with a delicate lace hand-
kerchief.

“Well, y’know, I was awah that the econ-
viet was not in that woom. I guessed—-""
*Goodness—you guessed 1 said Detty.

“Yes, wathar—don't you wumembcr my
saying at the commencement——""

“8tuff 1" laughed Madge. “You were
ertain than anyone; of courza you

smiled.

Vr‘anv. Madge, T twust that vou da
not nnngmv that I am so easily deceived.
As a matter of fact, y'know,” proceeded
Paula, “I have deeided that theah is some
fwiend of the convict’s in-the house 1"
“CGo on!” snid Botty, quite overcome,
“Really, - Paula, how do you do these

wather, ykuow, And, what is
ah geals, I am wather twoubled,
Hecnuse 1 think the person

more, ¢
bai Jm;,l
ig—

Dut then Madge and Betty frowned at
her so ferociously that Paula was silenced.

"1 should hate to think ill gf——="

“ Shush 1

“Gwacious—deah _ geals—I  was  only
peing to say that I weally don’t suspect
Migg—r

“Will you be quicti” Botty exclaimed,

the snowball fight, Tho snowball (ight,
however, was buried in the past, as far’
as Mnrige and Betty were concerned,
©1 wuther think that Kyra
said Paula. “Juast now, y now,
the key of Miss Sands” woom.

Then, at last, Paula hod suceceded in
nltnruimng them.

(J]nt t}e key of the room—but howi”
A

* But Lne detective has the key,” said
Madge.

“Bhe whispahed to me that she was
going to bowl out that convict, and said
she knew wheah there was a duplicate key
of Miss Bunds' woom,”

“Oh1”

suspects,”

she got

- iA’nd she’s gone to gel it Betly asked.

Then Betty smiled.

“Well, after all, it doesn't really mutter
a very grcat deal, does it? Kyra can't do
more than the deucme, and he already
has the key I"

“Bai Jove! Weally!” Paunla looked
quite worried then. “¥You know, deah
ﬁf‘ﬂls. that I weally feel quite sowwy for

liss Bands—it is most unfortunate, But
I shouldn’t be surpwised,” she added, with
such an eair of wisdom that Betty and
Madge eimply could not kelp lnughmg,
“it, after all, the convict is not guilty.””

Betty was emiling, but Madge had a
frm\-n on her brow.
, you dear, silly one,” snid Detty,

squeezing Paula’s arm, “Don’t talk, dear,
whatever you think, it's—it's dangerous!?

And Paula ecomprehending, her heag
fluttered, as she would have rressed
to find that she had others in full agie
ment with her,

“Why aro you looking =o worried 77 said
Betty to Madge when they were several
ards away from the point where Paula

ad ﬁrst joined them. “Kyru doesn't
matter.’

But Madge shook her head in a most
dnmdoﬂ manner.

“I'm not so sure,” she
want her to go to Miss Bands’

“Why ever noti"”

Madge coloured slightly,

“1 may be silly, but—weli—1 s

“I don't
room,”

spect.
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Come op,” she added abruptly. *Let's find “Now,” she said, in the same mysterious
Wyra and forestall her, if possible. &;]uu wng. nn}:{ turned hm:li into tgm ron}r}n.
go to Miss Sonds' room and prevent her ut there was nothing about the room
frons opening tho door somehow.” to suggest anything peculiar, and Belty

Botty did as she had been bidden, and :*’[“_i“"!l“t Madge ﬂmi‘m}!"Yj b
T;::ulu and Madge hurﬁmd off ﬁodﬁm} 1{(31“. | mug\'}“_nnﬁmur:’megtr}‘hand sdi‘fd ‘éiﬁ-“a“rafﬁ.’.:
;f,;l \;f},,\_f;" ]? N;,‘ :,(‘aes_"“r‘;-h,}'} Dn";_: :I];:\I;\“ screen, whence a strenge sound had come.
cate keys were in Mrs. Moore's posscssion, 15‘ was il foint 5““"‘}31’““"00" & gasp and
hd 5t was thither that Kyra had gone. 1% %{fﬁar&ltag;os:;trlgld ncr:é::hﬂ o

As ih(’}l l“[’l"mnchf,-d M"l' a‘l_ocrc’ts ru[n(r:.l { turbed, end pulled the corner of the sor

o8 . sl
fa"s:]d ‘[[<~;’m.;~‘{§ce n“.:sqgmigcd g | . What they saw made Betty and Paula

Anger: s { jump back in dismay, for there was visible

i i, ot s wesing | PR S8 S g i
“Ask Miss Bands, my dear. ou mus _boots were heaw ,
not g0 into her reom witheut asking her 1'- suit was one that Belty, at least, recog-
o n don’t know where the key d, if the others didn’t.

ts, anyway, Don't bother1” The—the convict 1" she exclaimed.
Madge nudged Paula, and they crept | 1 Bai Jove i : ”

awny. “Vou menn that the dotective did not
(Y. % Madge oxelaimed, “Now, how | know that he was bidtig  horel ety

can we get in1" rambled on, too excited fo think clearly.
“We?? Paula said in great surprise. “PBut  he's bound—surely the detee

“yWe don't wani to woam aboub Miss | tive—="
Sands’ woom, euably?” But Madgo Minden only laughed.

“No. not exactly, only we want to make Sho opencd the screen wide, and they
sure that K docsn’t, or anyone n:isa.lsnw then that the man was bound and
The window is open, and there i3 a ladder | gagged
outside. That window aught to be closed.” |mun. d instead | of _lessoncd‘ For why

Mudge uttered the last fow words of should the detective bind the convict and
ihe sentence slowly; then she struck one leave him there? R ¥
palm with the other fist. That mental question was quickly an-

“T'ye got it!1” she exclaimed. *I know swered by Madge dragging the pair of

is o key that will fit it 1”7 Itlzcm to the other side of the room.

3 S Oied 1 f B P
ccitement she left Paula l!.ehind, and l|c'aqlt:g\glénisigcu:v:‘l'rned. I don’t think
tho toorat of the Fourth blinked after e e i
hor wonderingly, not able to imagine what | ‘]?",““E'mt’ lpm:ff"tc“l Botty, e must
had ilwclpw_wnm! to Madge, who };;nmlly was | BUIEY m
se calm and collected and unruffled. I p or b i

However, it was uscless for Paula to isnvt)sﬁcdr'{;;’,;;ouk ﬂﬁﬂi }:I:ﬁgel:ricndT}zﬁ:
follow, so she roamed back fo the x;'n\'m'ucsa' great detective, In other words, the cons
study, outside which Betty was still mount- | 210" s got the better of Dormayue, the

& 4

Their amazement, however, was

"'rﬁ_,é"‘ "Erlr'! [‘f:l;ﬂi’l?g IZ?EbD“i';_lmgi“;L:ma%T; sleuth hound. The ccjz,n\'mt has escaped—
Mndre came racing nlong waving a key. ”‘ff ff;nﬁgﬁcggén'ﬁ:nfwlhiqpamd Betty.
<o turned it in the lock and, with a |  ¢Positive!” ’ e

. flung open the door and motioned “Oh, I say!” breathed Paula. “Then
o walk in. . the man who locked up this woom a short
perplexed, the captain of the { while ago was the—the convict?”

1 so, and Paula followed. “That's it,” said Madge. *He attacked
i action was to make a|the detective and changed clothes with
of the grounds, to see | him I""

waa watehing, There was “Pai Jove !”

low, and she waited until] My word 1"

in another dircction, nnd[ It was clear to them now, as was also
window and latched 3t. the long silence in the study. Iow it had

1 bel
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hum)rncd exactly was only a matter for
plation; but Betty guessed that the
had been hiding behind the screen
n the detective entered, and had seized
him, foreing him to chnngc clothes, end
1]1«11 bournd “and gagged him.

The rest had been simple.
“And now,” Madge laughed,
tive will continue us before, keeping to
his room until the police have gone. When
they have retired, we can come back and
rediscover him.”

At that moment the door of the room
opened, thero appeared a
thy figure. No second glance was
sary to tell them that it was the con-
disguised as the detective. His face

“the de-

vict, :
was white and excecedingly anxious.
“Who—what are you doing heret?” he

gasped.

Quick!
happened.

The man emiled and nodded,

“That wans thoughtful. Thank you a
thousand times. 1 shall never forget the
kindness that you girls have shown me,
ut———"

The colour had returned to his face, and
he smiled broadly. Then it was that they
realised that he was holding something in
his hand, a paper, an old, torn piece of
paper that locked like holf a sheet of
foolscap.

Betty whispered what had

“This paper,”” he explained, S Tb—it
proves my innocencel”
“Proves your innocencel” Beity ex-

claimed.

‘And the girls looked as though they could
have been inmksd down by a feather.

“¥Yes, I have had the othor half; my
sister has kept it for me. I wanted but
this half, and I did not know where it wae,
save thab it was in possession of the man
who really was guilty. He, in his turn, was
searching for the piece of paper that my
ister kept,”

‘But—but where did you find it?" Betly
ashed.

The convict roised his hands in an ex-
pressive gesfura.

“Qur friend, who has skilfully stolen from
that desk the other portion that until a few
bours ago was safely kept by my sister.’

“Goodness!”” Beity gnsped. **You don't
mean, you don’t mean—the detective "

And then the conviet smiled and nodded.

“Yes, o, I mean the detective. The
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man who poses as a detective. For he is
a fraud. Ile is the guilty party, and when
I reclaim the other portion of this paper
I can prove it. I will at once tackle him
and force—""

He never completed the sentence, for at
that moment the screen fell on them with
a thud. They had a fleeting glimp
flying figure darting by them,
crash, the window shot up, and somcone
was cIimE)ing out.

No need to tell them who this “someone
was, It was the man who they thought
was bound and gagged. By some means
ar other he had got free from his bonds, and
now had escaped!

‘

CHAPTER 28,
The Cad of It All

4 OORAY! Your turn, Naomer!”
H Polly Linton simply  danced
with joy, and the policeman
standing by smiled tolerantly.
Near the gates the girls had construeted
a wonderful slide on a hard path.
Polly Linton, of course, was in her ele-
ment, and simply flew down the slide, her

fair hair flying in a stream bchind ber,
keeping company with the tails of her
scarf.

' Qo—lovely "
followed Polly.
slide—oo!”

*‘Ha, ha, ha!”

Naomer’s feet travelled fastor than the
rest of her body, and there was a sudden
alarming bump as she landed on the slides
Tess Trelawney, who was following her, hed
not timo to stop and cannoned into her,
Trixin Hope gave a wild yell, and crashed
into Tess.

Flop! Bumpl BIff!

Then, of course, Polly, her eyes simply
sparkling with mischief, had to race down
the slide and add herself to the human
tangle.

How the policeman laughed, and how tho
girls laughed, too, not minding tha slight
bumps and brulsc:;‘ taking them all as p
of the excellent fun.

“Oh deari  Where
Polly regretfuily. vV
to hear her say,
Then—ooop, she’d go——

sereamed Nuzomer, as she
“QOu—how I love him—the

is Paula?”

sighed
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“Flop!™ ended Naomer joyously. 00—
where is Paula? I love her!”

“And Madge, too!™

“And. Betty!”

And the girls looked rather regretful as
they picked themselves up from the ground.
1owever, there was no sense in wasting
valuable time, and Polly yushed down the
elide again.

It was wonderful fun, and they all en-
joyed it immensely. Thore were roses in
and their eyes gleamed

their checks now,

with laughter.
Perhaps the
t!

ceman longed to try his
hand, or, T his feet, but his dignity
did 1ot allow that, and he could only wateh
and regret the passing years.

One more targlo there was, and this time

n in a heap of snow, and lay
too exhansted to move.
rose, and this time Polly had
a scheme. They must all line up, one after
the other holding waists, and go down to-
gother, Go down was to prove morce literal

than Polly had intended!

They had stavted to run, when the police-
man gave a shout. In their excitement they
di-d not see him, ot hear his shouts; nor, for
+he matter of that, did any of them ece
the witd fmure that a second belore had
cernmbled down the drainpipe.

It was not the conviet—the tousled hair
told thet, And the face, too, was differeat.
But at one of the windows three figures
shouted excitedly, and the policeman darted
forward, determined to act first and ask
questions after 3

But the man

The policen
heavy and b
haste that the
his flying
spoke of guilt.

But now—he was free, He was past the
policeman, and the gates were straight
ahead. The cordon that had been drawn
around the house would not prevent his

assing they would realise that he
as not the convie

1n a second the fugitive would be through
the gates of freedom. Only the girls were
in front, and they were laughing and shout-
ing too much to heed the others® shouts.

Teity and Madee at a window of the
had already screamed themselves
and Panla wias shrieking uselessly.
Stop, stop?” yelled the policem:

poli

and dodged.

frightful need for
His strained loolk,

and terrible desperation

chased him, but he was |
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But if the girls heard him at all they
thought that he was calling them,

Tess, who was last on the ling, slipped
slightly, and released her hold on Trixie.

Spinping haolf-round, she saw the man,
and realised the position in a flash.

Out she darted right in his path,

Tie raised his hands, dodged, and had to
cub vight in front of the running girls.

And then what happened was voleanic.
His running feet touched the slide, and it
must have seemed to him that the end of
the world had come.

Up went his feet as he slid mightily,
at tho same moment, the whole string of
|g Is shot middity and trying hard to stop,
| cannoning right’ into him.

Bump! Bump! Flop!

It was all over then. One by ono the
girls rolled aside, shaking the snow from
themselves, and the policeman, puffing aud
gusping, took a firm hold on the man.

But thero was no need for it. The man
was holding his ankle and rolling in agony.

With a sprained ankle, he was helpl
but, all the same, ell the girls e corted

back to the house, or, at t, back tc
where the duplicate Mr. Hampden, and
Detty, Madge and Pauls awaited them.

Betty, speaking hoarsely with all the voica
she had left swmmed up the situation in
ftwo words:

“Bowled out!™

1

1

* . - ¥ -

Back to the house the man was taken,
and Miss Sands heard the whele story with
about a dozen voices helping to add bits.

And then Miss Sands, quife overcome,
could stand tho strain no longer. Betty it
was who folded her in her arms, while the
hot tears of gladness warmed the careworn
cheeks.

And Betty, too, it was who sugposted a
celebration.

And what a celebration that was—a cele-
bration in honour of Mr, Bands—whod
soon leave prison for good. lle had 1o
return to prison, and thoro woit for his
reprieve; but he had not to wait long. Jt
arrived before the girls had finished their
holidays at Hillehurch Manor, end then, ot
course, there was another culebration.

Kyra did not scem pleased but she had
the grace not to pub in nn appearance at
the festivity, and so cast o tl:ur.m-r upon
everything.

i
\
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Mr, Hampden, alias Ferguzon Dormayne,
was now in prison, and probably heartily
reg etting his recent impersonation.
great detective he had impersonatod
was amused, and, of course, on a charge
of impersonation alone, the rogue would
have been adjudged gu:l‘

But as it was, he mnfp sed to all his
erimes, and he had to serve the sentences
that had so nearly wrecked tho lite of the
governe brother.

b = 0

;
vevah,” said

“all’s well that ends w
1 suggested making o slide.”
“You  suggested!”  exclaimed  Polly.
Y I wes muking it to get fuu to sit

Paula philosophically,
I'n glad that

down on ! Paolly explained candidl
“Ye: he r—!h‘\t is what I meoan. 1f
you ha nade the slido for me, the man

would nevah have slipped on it; and lhe e
fore he would have esenped, you see.”

For a moment the girle locked at their
nt chum in admiration; and then they
could control themselves no longer,

““Ha, ha, ha!”

And ‘the m erry laughter rang musically in
tha old rafters of Hillchurch Manor, so that
the echo of it could cheer the governess,
and add halm to tho ache in her heart that
their departure would ma For shortly
they would be back at Morcove—dear old
Morcove l—with plenty of fun, plenly of
play, plenty of chums, and all the good
things that go to make up school life.

But first the girls had their parents to
visit, and what a scene there was when
the time came for them to part!

Betty Barton was overjoyed at the pros-
gpect of going up North to visit her pavents
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and her little brother and sisler.
there was Zonia, the one-time gi
who had been ndo)lcd by Mr. and Mrs.
Lh\rton, and who was now at Betty's home.

“Well, good-bye, geals!” said Paula
Creel, as they parte d at the ne: le junetion,
“Good-bys, Paula darling!” said Pally,

riving the aristocratic cne a lnw, and at
tho eame time winking to the mischicvaus
Naormer.

The next moment Paula was the centra of
iature whirlwind, for the girl from
a had also twined her arms round
Paula’s neck, and she and Polly were danc-
ing round and round, still hugging the Hus-
tered Paula,

“‘Weally, deah geals!"” gasped Paula.

“Oh, how shall we get on without our
heloved Paula?”’ eried Polly, pretending {o
cry at the parting

Paula  locked gunuraly distressed, but,
before she could say another \\or(l her
train steamed in, and Polly and l\m'nqt
hustled her into a compartment.

“'Good-bye, you dear old duffer!” cried
I"!My. as the train pulled out of the <l1l.f011.
And won’t I just

[LI‘IH

And, look in her eyes as she
voiced the words, it was evident that Paula
was in for some teasing when they all
returned to Morcove.

Beity was the last to leave the junction,
for trains to the Nerth were few and far
between.

And, before she left, she had made all
arrangements for the gul‘ to meet again
after their stay at their respective hames,
and to journcy to Morcove again together.

Four more splendld numbers  of

“The Schoolgirls’

Own” Library will be on sale on Thursday, Jan. 2nd,

1930. See page

iv ol cover lor particulars,
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Do you know that most flowers and plants
have & meaning of their own, and that from
eliest times they have cither been sent as
a message or placed in o prominent position
as a symbol or a warning?
Grase, from ils many beneficial qualities,
has been made th iblem of uscfulness;
and the ivy, from its persistent habit of
clinging to the heavies support, has been
i ally adopted as a symbol of confid-

ing love and fdelity
Tha

eypre in floral language, denotes
and it gained its reputation as
an emblent of woo through a legend which
told how a cc 1 Greek, sorrow-
favourite stag,
was transformed into a eypress tree.

I expeet all my readers know that the
lnurel 1s a sign of renown.  Olympic Games
winners were presented with ‘n wreath of
laurel leaves, which they valued more than
any  prize.

The ros
blems of love,
ding ceremo

and the myrtle are both em-
.. The myrtle is used in wed-
irs on the Continent, and the
wedding wreaths of Jewish damsels are
made from t) ame flower,

The palm is the symbol of victory, and
it has been earried before m ¥ & con-
queror during a lriumphant procession.

Tha almond, beeause it is the Grsl tree to
bloam in the spring, stands for haste. I'ho
white poplar, whose lcaves are black an
one side, and white on the other, is spoken
of us a token of time.  This is beonuse ils
Joaves always appear to be in mol ion, turn-
over and over, fivst the Llack side on
top, and then the white, “like day follow-

night."

Plane {rees are indicative of genins
+in olden times e

beneath their branches, and
ar the troes for all time o repn
ne seats of learniy

hitter

and |
e |

3 of aloes s universally’

Srgtatest o
SHRHNEN
knewn, and this plant is frequently spoken
s an emblem of Litterne:

Some flowers get their
their peenliar behaviour, alsain is held
to be expressive of inyg nee, becauso its
seed-pods when ripe curl up at the lightest
touch, and dart forth their seeds with groat
violence, The plant also gains o nick-
name  through this characteristic, being
known in some parie as *touch-me-not,”

The wild anemone has been considered in-
dicative of brevity becauso its fragile blos-
suurl is 50 quickly scattered to the wind and
05!

s

meaning  from
13

The helioirope donotes devoted attach.
ment, and ecarned this reputation beea
its tendeney to turn its hlooms cont
towards the sun,

The sunflower, for the same Teason, i.e.
that it will turn its hoad towards the sun
when it ris d follow it round during
the day until it is looking towards it when
it sets, is an emblem of constancy in affecs
tion and sympathy in joy and sorrow.

The evening primrose, because it on}
blooms when all other flowers have gone
to sleep, stands for silent love.

Tro lilies of the valleys have several
symbols conferred upon them.  Because of
the b it hopeful season of spring, when
they blosson, they have been regarded as
embloms of  returning  happine whilst
thoeir delieds perfume makes the plant a
of sweetness, The perfect snow-
o flower is the emblem of purity.

The naveissus denotes self-love, from the
story of Narcissus, who was so struck by
bis own beauty that he became spellbound
| to the spot. where lie pined to death.

And lastly
“Violet is for faithfulness

Which in me shall sbide.

Hoping likewise that from your heart

You will rot lot it hide.”

»/n
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