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Twopence

Letting Them Have It!

u HERL is a note for you, Polly.”
Betty Barfon made the cheery remark as
she sal at ease in a nice, roomy wicker-

chair. ;

“ And who can that be from, I wonder?' said
Polly Linton, raising her pretly brows in puzzled
Burprise,

moment since she had come sailing into the
cosy room which she shared with Betty. Closing
the door, Polly stepped to the table and took up
the note which was lying upon her blotting-pad.

** Hallo, this is from  Cora Grandways!” she
exclaimed, directly her eyes were scanning the
pencilled message. " And she has the cheek io
address me as * Dear Polly '1"”

Betty Barton laughed, but in an instant her
pretty face clouded over.

“ And what is that troubled lock for?’ asked
Tolly, glancing up at last from the note. * Pon't
you worry, Betty! It is not going to work—a
game of this sort!”

“ Then you see what Cora Grandways is up to?”
Betty returned, getting up from her chair. ** She
and that sister of hers, and all the rest of them, no
doubt—" :

“ They wanl to woo me away from you—yes,”
nodded Polly, “ A likely thing, to be surel”

L 3

“ 'l go along and see Clora, right away,” broke
in Polly, crumpling. up the note. ‘‘ Bha'n't be a
moment, dear.’

Hastily quitting the room, she went to another
study door, marked * No. 7, tapped sharply, and
walked in.

“ Hailo, Polly dear!”’ was the very gushing
greeting which she received from Cora and Judith
Grandways.

But Polly wanted none of their endearments.

3 got  your mnote,'" she said, almost eurtly.
“ ¥ou said there was something you wished to
see me about that would be highly pleasing.”

*Yes, Polly,” said Cora. “You see, Paula
Creel, our capiain, has practically lefl me to
arrange about next Saturday’s ‘hockuy match. We
_gi;l.«i n ’the Fourth Form will be meeling the
Kifth—"

“1 hope you winl"”

struck in Polly. "It is
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high time the Fourth Form won back some of its
lost reputation for sports!”’

* We shall win, Polly—if you play for us,”? Cora
said, with brazen flattery. : 3

“ Righto!"" was Polly's answer. “T'll do my
best. anywav. And there is Betty Barlon.”

**That Barton kid i3 not going to play!”
snapped Judith Grandways savagely.
~Cora Grandways frowned, as if she wished her
sister_had not put things so crudely.

**You zee, Polly dear, it isn’t to he supposed
that Betty Barton can play. She—"

* Why not?" broke in Polly. *‘ 8he is a Fourth
Form scholar, like the rest of us.”

** How can she possibly know how to play?’
Cora protested, with a grimace. * They didn’t
have a hoc!{et; teamn at that Council school which
she attended before she came to Morcove,''

** Perhaps not, but I've seen her practising the
last day or so, and she is guite good!” said Polly.
* The weather is beautiful, and DBetty can get
heaps more practice between now and the day of
the mateh,” :

* Ob, rubbish!" snapped Judith, “ We want

players, not beginners!’

“ A keen beginner can often’ pul up a better
showing than a slack, out-of-practice, so-called
player " Polly answered smartly. “ How many
of you have touched a hockey-stick in the last
three weeks?”’

And she paused for a reply.

It did not come. Polly Linton was right, Under
the slack leadership of Paula €reel, the Form's
interest in the sporting side of school life had been
going from bad to worse.

“ Well,” Cora Grandways broke out at last
desperately, “*if you sre so keen on seeing the
]"m;rn buck up, Polly, then promise lo play for
us

“ T will, certainly—gladly ' said Polly. * But
Betty must play, too."”

* Impossible ! eried Judith, laking a swishing
turn about the veom: ‘' That kid—"

“ Go on; speak oub!"” Polly zaid calmly, ‘% Let
me hear exactly whatl you have to say Against my
friend ™’

“Well, you know, Polly dear,” purred Cora,
we still feel we must bar her altogether. Bhe

o
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ought not 1o be at this sehcel—a girl whose people
‘were so poor that only a little while ago the
mother had to go oul charing.” ek

“ 26 whether Betty could play hocke;v aor not,
you would refuse to put her £ Saturday’s teamnt”

-"Weikfyes,” said Cdra sulkily.

“Oh,“I-seel = And 1 understand ~what your
game 18 in getting me to come along for ihis
talk ! Polly exclaimed, in utler disgust, ** Knows
inng how I love a game of hockey, and how 1
grieve at the poor state the Form has goi into,
you thought you could drive a bargain with me.
I could have a place in the team on Baturday, on
condition that I threw over Beity Barton.”

* And it wouldn’t be a bad thing for your-
self if you did thréw her over!” said Cora, coming
out in her true colours now, ‘* A fine lot yon have
‘gained, so far, by chumming with that kid!”

‘It has cost you the friendship of every other
girl in the Form!" added Judith.

* The friendship of girls whom T was fed-up
with ! said Pelly breesmly., ' After sceing jyou
two, and Paula Creel, and all the rest of you,
getbing more and more snobbish every day; after
seeing you letting the sports go hang, whilst you
thought of nothing but slacking about and logging
yourselves up!” :

 Oh, all right!”? : :

“ Let me fnish, please: then I'l go,” =aid
Polly, 1 say, after all that sort of thing, it was
a treat to me to come back from my few days
leave from school and find & girl like Betty here.”

““What would your parents say,” jeered Judith,
“if they knew you had thrown over all of us io
pal up with a washerwoman’s kid from  the
Council school ;

Polly gave a peal of laughter.

* Ha,
who is the most democratic man in the county
1 come from? And mother, who drives aboul in
an old governess-car, with a donkey between the
shafts, when she might drive a Rolls-Royce! Ycu
dan't know my parents, "

“Yon see

ou girls!

At that rate, we don’t want to know them!”
said Judith,

“ Amd at this rate,” retorted Polly, *"you are
never jolly well likely to know them! I'm iaking
Betity home with me, I hope, for the holidays,
when they come aleng. Buf you—-"

*Oh tia-t will de!’

“1f I turned up at home with a couple of Firls
who tog up like you, and rouge their hps—"

* That will do, Polly Linton!"

‘1t may do for Morcove School, but it wouldn't
do for my people at home! They'd have a fit!”
said Polly.

With which parting shot she sallied from the
room, and was chuckling
rejoined Betty Barlon.

“ Well, Polly, whal——"" began Belly, as her
chum entered the study.

“ Nothing. It didn't come off ! was all Polly
would say, with a shrug.

Then sﬁe stepped {o the study windew.

“ What a ripping day for our halfer!” she
exclaimed. . *“Just like spring, isa't il? - But
that's the Beanty of Devonshive, Betty—the winter
is so soeon gone. How abont a rua on our
bikes?"

*That would be jolly,” said Beity. “ Only.
how about next Saturday’s hockey match, Polly?
Aren’t you goinf to be in the team? Oughin't
you {o praetice this afternoon®"

““1'm not in the team,” said Polly, with another

shrug.

mied

‘éan say-is, you are lettin

a, ha! What would they say—my dad, :

nrerrily when she -

Every Tuesday
o :I;heu you have refused, and all because of

“ That’s not the way to put il,”’ objected Polly,
who meant to spare Beily’s feelings as much as
possible. 1 have refused because I object to the
exclusion of a certain girl, purely on the grounds
of snobbery ! :

s BllL_”h‘”

Betty paused, for ai that moment the dooy of the
study opened.

It was Ella Elgood who looked into the room.

“ Hallo, Polly,” she said, ignoving Beity.
* Buch a lovely afferncon! Don't you simiply long
for a bit of hockey prachice?”

*I'm going out with Betly Darfon,” said Polly
cheerily.

i But RE :

“Tt's you who need the practice,” Polly wenf on.
;'};at'u‘ aven't touched a hockey-stick for a fort-
night.” ; :

dla’s affected goodwill failed her then. She
seowled at the gl whio was standing so loyally
by the one scorned by the Form, and went out.

But in a moment the door opened dgain, and
this time Grace Garfield was revealad,

1 say, Polly,” she began, after giving a stony
glance to Betty, ** what's this about your not play-
mg Saturday’s match?”

“What's the reason?” retorfed Polly. ‘' Ask
the Grandways girls!” :
“They've told me,’" said Grace. “ And all I

down the Form, all for
the sake of a mistaken friendship for that kid!”"

“ Lelting down the Form?’ smid Polly. 1
think it is let down already! It is going to be
pulled up by-and-by; but not by gitls who slack
about and powder their faces, and are everlastingly
standing in front of mirrors!” Hd

Slam!

Grace Garlield hanged the door as she stormed
away so that the very walls shoek. -

But in 2 few moments yet another girl made her
appearance, and this time it was Paula Creel, tho
hored-looking captain of the Form, who was ven-
turing here to remind Polly of the price that had
to be paid for her loyalty to Betty.

“ Hallo-ee, Polly deah!” drawled Paula. *“I
say; bai Jove, you are mnot going to be so
extwemely silly as to keep out of the hockey
mateh, just because we bar the Darton person?’

* Bas Jove, yes, 1 am, don’t you know ! Polly
mimicked Paula’s affected speech to the life.
* Becanse, don’t you know, I think it i3
extwenaly snobbizsh of you, bai Jove, to bar the
Barton person, don’t you know! Eh—what? Ha,
ha, ha :

“ 1t is extwemely bad form, Polly,” said the
caplain, * to carry on like this. One should put
the good of the Form befora friendship, don’t you
know. Think of the sacwifices T make—the awful
boring life I lead—as captain of the Form, bai
Jovel”

“ But think of the pride you must feel’ said
Polly saucily, * when you see what your captaincy
has brought us to!”’

“ Bai Jove, yes!" said Paula, feeling flattered.
“ Phe Form 15 a pwetty good example to others—
what?"

Polly nodded, keeping a straight face. As for
Betty, <he -simply had to turn away, convuleed
with laughter.

“ Ves Paula,” said Polly; “as an example of
horrid snobbery——""

“ h—what ¥’

“ Snobbery and slacking, and silly vanity "

“ Yanity, bai Jove! Snobbery! So you don't
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think I'm weally any good as a captain, after all?
You'd like to see me wesign, perhaps?”’

“1 would, indeed!"” .

* Bai Jove!" ;

And Paula was so staggerad by this frank
remark of Polly’s that she simiply faded away, as
it were, leaving the door wide open, X

“ Weally, you geals,” they heard her saying to
Cora and Co. out in the passage, * such extweme
wadeness to one's Form captain—it beats the
buml, bai Jove!™

“ Polly will find cut the mistake she has made
before long,'” eame in the sneering voice of Cora
Grandways. *‘ There is such a thing as stooping
and picking up nothing! And she Las stooped low
enough, goodness knows, to pick up that Barton
person ™

Polly was laughing. But to prevent Belty
from overhearing any more of these sneering
remarks, she marched to the door, and was jusl
going to swing it to with a deafening slam when
a sudden, startling check was placed upon all the
jeering talk.
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as she looked past the Headmislress and saw Cora
Giendways peering round the edge of the door-
way. ‘" Polly and I made up our minds that this
should Le the jolliest study in the whole Form?”

** And I must say you have succeeded I declared
Miss Somerfield, causing Cora, in the background,
to scowl savagely. " If I remember aright, this
particilar voom had been shut up for a long {imae.
In fact, T seem {o remember ordering that it
should ot be used.”

Bhe added, after a pause:

“ You hud orders to meve in here, of course®’

“ Yes, Miss Homerlield,” said Betty; and added
guickly : ““Tt is guite all richt now, at any rate.'

The Headmistress nodded. Z

“It could have been far from all right when
you were placed in here,” she said, * and I am
astonizshed that you were ever told to make your
abode here.  Surely there are plenty of other
studies where you could have been actommodated,
along with other girls?"”’

Then Betty looked at Polly, and Polly looked at
Betty.

5

'CAPTURED BY THE SNOBS! A"

Betty and Polly's struggling only ended in their

having their hands tied behind their basks, and hand-
kerchiefs bound in front of their eyes.

At the same time a familiar step sounded
along the passage, and suddenly Polly was stepping
away from the open door, confronted with the
imposing figure of the school’'s own Headmistress,

The Plotters.
£ AY I come in, girls?"’
As if any of the girl scholars of Morcove
Bohool had the right to refuse admission
to their own Headmistress!

But it was just like Miss Esther Somerfield fto
speak so graciously; just like her to seize every
chance of pulting {rue womanhood before pride
of position. There was nothiné( of the snob about
the Headmisiress of Morcove School!

“Pear me, you have a very charming little

study here!" she exclaimed, looking all round the

room in pleased surprise. ** Delightful I’
“ We have made it s0,”’ said Betty, with a smile,

It was Miss Massingham, the Fourth Form
mistréss, who had ordered Betty to occupy this
particular room, but neither Betty nor Polly had
any intention of acquainting Miss SBomerfield with
this fact.

AN, well!” exclaimed the Headmistress, dis-
missing the matter with a shrug, much to the
chums’ relief, for they would have hated having
to tell the true facts to Miss Bomerfield. * Iven
if you found this room slightly bare at first, you
have got your reward now, Iyduclare, your ewn
Form captain might envy you this place!”

From gomewhers out in the passage there
sounded a gasping whisper; which was very much
like Paula Creel's: ' Bai Jovel!”

Betty and Polly smiled again. It was clear
to them that all the snobs were listening in tha
passage; and, like all listeners, they wera nol
hearing anything to their advantags.
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“ You are doing very well, Betty Barton,” con-
tinued the Headmistress, ** That is somwething
you can tel™four people at home when vou wiite,”

And she gave a very kind smile io the onetime
Couneil schoolgirl, who had boen loss than a fort-
night at Morcove, - ;

There was atother spliutier of whizpers in the
Eas?jage, which the Headmistross appeared not to

eed. - §

“ You can tell your people T called you @ credit
to the school. Betty,” said Miss Somerfield,
~ 2 Bai Jove!”

33 Oh [!! 3
. The hall-stifled exclamations from the listerrers
very nearly sent Betty and Poily into shrieks of
laughter,

I Conly “wish,” went on. the Headmiistress
affably, ““that we could get a few mora girvls like
yoir, Jl_{eliy. The school would be all the better
for them, T am certain.” i

More splutlers! Really, it was like the letting
off of damp squibs out in that passage !

“But let me come to the point,’” said Miss
Somerfield. I want two of my best scholars to
run an errand for me this afteinoon ' )

“Oh, Miss Somerfield.” Betty and Polly  ex-
claimed, in a transport of delight, ** how jollv! Wa
were just thinking of taking a run on our bikes,”

“ Then you can do what T want and pet your
sFin in the open, all at the same time,” smiled
the Headmistress, * T4 is quite a simple errand.
Mes. Channing and her danehier wero here yes-
terday, having tea with me, They left some music
behind when they took their leave, and 1 want
you to run over to their house with it, with my
compliments,” .

¥ Mrs. Channing?* echoed Polly, * That is the
big house along the coast road, isa't if, Miss
Somerfield 7 _ »>

“* Cambe Towers—yes,” nodded the Headmistress.
* About four miles from here; and a lovely run
it will make for you on vour bikes, 8o, "come
along at once, and I will give you the music.”

Miss Somerfield turned and passed  into the
passage as sha finished speakingt but the very
most she saw of Cora Grandways and Co. was
their high heels, as the flustered listeners dived
into their studies, :

Hastily the snobs shut themselves in, and
allowed ampie time for the Headmisiress to pass
by, with Betty and Polly in her wake.

Then, very cantiously, those study doors wers
opeited agaim, and first one and then another of
the snobs came stealing out,

“ My word! Iid you hear®’ began Cora
* The kid is a credit to the school 17

““Just fancy s Headmistress saying such a
thing 1"
“ Bai Jove!” simpered Paula Creel.  “ Tt is

wather bad form—whal? ; ;
“ It's a jolly seandal!” declaved Crace Garfield.
“Miss Massingham, our Form-misiress, onght to
be the Head of this school. I've alwars sard g0
* Yes, rather! No showing favouritism to
washerwomen’s children then I’ :
_* And then, don’t you . know,”  complained
Paula, * to say that T ought to envy the kid the
stidy she has got! Bai Jove, I never heard any-
think like it!" f ;
Judith Grandways went to the door  of the
chums’ study, opened it, and stood looking inside,
“1 wish fo goodness we could rag the whoele
show ' she said savagely.
“ Oh, rather!” :
* Bai Jove”
“* And perhaps wa will befors

fong " said Cora

grimly.

Every Tuesday

" But T've got a Letter wheeze than that,
You heard the errand those two girls are being
sent on?'”

“ Well?" clamonred {he others.

The old look of malicious cunning glinted in
Cora’s ayes.

“ They are being sent on that errand  because
they are ‘a eredii to the school, - Don't forget
that! A credit to ihe school—Betty Barton, the
Council school kid, and the echum who has taken
pity on her!” P

“1 enly hope Mix Somerfield will have cause
to regret picking Beity for such an  erravd!
sulked Judith. * I'd like to see Belty thoroughly
disgusting  the Channing people, by being rude
lo them when she gets to that sraid house !

“Then here is iy ides—listen ! exclaimed
Cora, with a grin. * Bippose we get away in
advance of Betty and Po v, and nake them
prisoners? Then a couple of us, pretending we are
Polly and Betty, can go on to the Channings’
place with the music. and— Yon know {2

My word |

* Bai Jove !

“What a topping wheeze!”

Cora Grandways mimicked g very vulgar
"O_K‘Q:
** Good-arternoon, Mrs, Channin’! Ow  are

yer? I've brought the noosick, ver know !
* Ha, ha, ha! That's the stuff I’ tittered the

-others.

* What about hockey practice, though?!” ques-
:’iaug_d Grace Garfield. ™ That match on Saturday
* Hang the match ! said Cora, with a shrug.

* Hear, hear!”

" Bai Jove, you know, this other bisiness—it je
weally too good to he missed, don’t vou knew !
said Paula Creel. ™ Besides, we have lost so many
matches already, don’t you know, what does one
more beating mattah : r

““Ha, ha, %m! Come on, then !

And five minules later Cora Grandways and (o,
were off and away on their bieycles, getting well
ahead of Betty and Polly along the coust road te
Combe Towers,

The Ambush,

OT without reason is it claimed for Morcave
N School that it enjoys one of the finest posi-
tions in the Country,

There it stands, that immense pile of buildings,
high up on a breezy hill, overlooking the Bristol
Channel, where the winter gales bring giant seas
tumbling in from the vast Atlantie =

Bo close is the great school to the beautiful sea,
it is only a run of two hundred yards from one

art of the boundary walls to the very edge of a

eetling cliff, :

A deep chine—or ** combe,” ‘as they call such
places in the West of England—affords {he scholars
easy access to the beach and bathing pools. whilst
various roads lead away from the arched gate-
way to such places as Morcove Village, barely
mile away, and Barncombe Town, which lies il
siug amongst the rolling hills, sonie distance from
the sea.

Prettiest of all tha highways is the one that goes
up and down, and in and out, all along the tap
of the cliffs, with the sea always in sight on one
side, whilst the other side reveals glorious stretehes
of moorland. :

And along this road went Belty Barten and
Polly Linton, making for Combe Towers, with
the afternoon sunshine in their eyes and their hair
flying in the breeze. :
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It was Betly's first excursion aleng the coast
road, and the sight of such magnificent SCenery was
throwing her into raptures,

*“ Polly, it is simply gorgeous!” she panted, as
she and her chum reached the top of another hill,
after wheeling their bikes all the way up a very
steep gradient,

* Poof ' was all Polly ceuld answer, whilst she
fanned her flushed cheeks. * Wall, suppose—
poofi—it is always worth the—poof!—fag of get-
ting here fo see such—poof'—a lovely view t”

© Oh, rath®r ! said Beity. * But it makes you
feel somewhat thirsty, doesn't it??

“ Yes," said Polly, ©* We'll have some lemonade
before the afternoon is out. — But what do you say
Lo a nice high tea, at the very bLest shop in Barn-
conthe? We can work round to the town, affer
leaving the music.”

“That's a  splendid
henrtily.

Springing into her saddle, Betty pedalled along
the lovel siretch, tring-tringisg her bell all the
time.  And Polly, whose beli had a different note,
rang away at hers,

There was & nice straight run of a mile, at least,
hefore them now, and the oaly hindrance was
the breeze. It was always blowing pretty freshly
al this height above the sea.

Soon, - fact, Betty had to give up trying fo
admire the scenery, and had to ride with her head
bent to the wind. And it was whilst she was
panting along like this, With her eyes almost six
inches from the handiebars, that she suddent
I“l;l..‘nrll herself riding right into Polly's back wheel.

“*Oh

idea!l” agreed Betty

Crash! .

*“Goodness, Polly! T'm sorry! T didn’t know
rou were slopping ! Betty jerked out, as she
almost fell off lier machine in utler confusion.
** What i

“Ha, ha, ha!” rang out a snigzering langh.
* Polly didn'l &now herself that she was going to
stop uptil he was upset!”

Then Betty, standing beside her overturned
bike, saw that she and %mr chum were aurrounded
by other girls, ;

Polly Liunton had come a veal cropper in the
roadway, and she serambled up with Augry cries.

“Corn Grandways,"” she eried angrily, “ you
Lave given me a nice spill, rushing owg with rour
bike to bar the way like that!”

* Ha, ha, ha!"

* Exiremely smart of Cora, bai Jove!’ sid
Paulg Creal
“Bmart! Tll make her smart, if she isn't

careful ' Polly cried, with righteous warmth.
* Betiy, I'm soiry there was no time to warn you,
bt these girls took me by surprise. They——"

“ We meant to take you by surprise!" chuckled
Cora. * Bo that is success number one!”

* What do you mean?”

This was a sharp ery from Beity and Polly
together, as they each took up their bicycles and
made ready to ride on again. :

“ Out of the way, Cora Grandways!”’ Relty ex-
claimed fiercely. “ We've no time to waste on

on "

E “ Wes, get away!' chimed in Polly, trying fo
nsh past with her bicycle. * Cora, if you don’t
eave go of my bike—-"

**Ha, -ha, hal”

 Oh, bai Jove!”

“ Buceess number two " chuckled Cora, as she
and all her companions—excepting Paula Creel, of
cowrse—suddenly drew closer than ever 1o the
chums,
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Betty found her bicycle snatched from her

hands, and Polly had the same bewildering experi-
ence. :
Both girls at once made a furious effort to geb
the machines back, and then they found themselves
?aunced upon and held fast—a case of four to cne
or each of them!

Outnumbered like this, was it a wonder that
Betty and Polly struggled in vain to eseapef

They wera on their mettle now, and they felt
they simply must resist to the best of their agilit}'.
But all their struggling on ly ended in each captive
baving her hands tied behind her with a hanckoer-
cief, whilst another handkerchief was bound in
front of their ayes.

“ Now turn them!"” chuckled Cora. ** Just {o
make them wonder which way they are going
when we mareh them off 1"

There was a burst of laughter at this, and next
moment the blindfolded prisoners were being spun
round and round.

- N
MOCKIRG THE CAPTIVES !

and tell teacher, when we set you free at
ast? " said Cora QGrandways. *Ha, ha, ha.
You'd better, my girls."

* Faster! Ha, ha, ha ! :
“ Bai Jove, what giddy cweatures they will be,

"“Qoing
to run

geals!”’
“ Do 'em good! tittered Judith Grandways.
And round and reund, faster and faster, the

helpless pair were spun, until they were fottering
upon their feet and gasping with faintness,

Buddenly, with a feeble cry, Polly Hopped to
the ground. Betly was giving a few ewift epins,
and then the too lost her balance and toppled
over, falling upon her chums,

* Huo, ha, ba! Btand up, you duffers!” Cora
Grandways cried, hauling ﬁet‘uy to her feet again,
whilst Judith dragged up Polly.  “ And now lead
on, some of you!"” "

After that the two captives were hustled along
by the merciless girls, and which way the?r were
being taken neither Betty nor Polly gould tell,

“what with the bandage in front of thelr eyes and

the giddiness that was upon them.
Aﬁ: they knew was that thei weore off the road,
and were being hustled quickly downhill.  But
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: - :
presenily their feet crunched iute loose shingle,
and then they realised that their caplors must have
Lrought them down one of the combes on to the
shin, %y beach. 3

After being rushed along for a dozen yards or so,
the blindfolded girls suddenly fely thé air strike
cold and dauk upon their fades, whilst everything
grew blacker than ever to their baudaged eyes.

They were, in fact, inside a big cave thab ran
for o great distance into tlie huge wlif. For a
hundred yards the helpless prisoners might have
been hustled along, and stidl the limits of the
cavern would nog %mve’ ‘been reached. But Cora
Grandways and Co. were coutent lo march the
captives only twenly paces or so from the
entrance; then the whole pariy stopped.

“There we are!l” romarked Uora glecfully.
A nice quiet, cool spot for a couple of rufiled

irls {o calm down in. I know you are in a fear-
ul wvax, Polly. DBetty Barton is. too!”

** But she’s trying to look as if she didn't care!”
sneered Judith.

~ Four on to one!” exclaimed Belty scornfully.
“ It doesn’t give one much chance to do atiything
else but submit. Only, T can tell you this—Pally
and I won't forget the way you have handled us'”

Cora flicked Betly across the face with her
fingers, ; :

 Going to run and tell teacher, are you, when
we set you free at last? Ha, ha, ha!  You'd
betler, my girl "’

“ Ploase, teacher, Cora and the others have Lesn

hurting me!” squealed Judith, mimicking a tell-
tale's voice. * Ha, ha, ha!”
__“ We haven't hurt either of them yet,” said
Clora ;= but I feel just in the mood for havin my
reveige on the pair of them, for the way they have
carried on against us " SR

And her lips curled and quivered with the cruel
imguisea that had taken possession of her,

She was one of theose girls who are swayed at
times by a feeling thal they must inflict pain upon
some helpless victim or another; simply for the
sake of exulting over that victim's helpléssness,

** This cave might he our star chamber,” she
suggested, with a smirking grin. T was rending
a story about the star chamber in older times; it
was lovely! But we had better carey out our
present jape as we planned it, girls.”

ERather e

** Bai Jove, yes!” simpered Paunla Creel;
music, don't you know.' :

Al serene!” broke in Cora calmly. * Flla
and I wilt be off right away, leaving you to guard
the prisoners.”” .

i Ha, ha, hat”’

* And if they give any trouble,”
leader, ** just rub. their preity faces

ow, Ella dear!™ :

Ella Elgood had been all along one of the
keenest tormentors of Betly Barton, and at the
present time she was just as keen as Cora Grand-
ways abouit carrying 6ut the * jape’ as planued.

Nor was it very wonderiul that hoth girls were
so ready and eager to play the daring parts for
which they had \'D].UIIEGEN!CE Only by actual tale-
telling on” the part of Betty {Iy, later on,

“The

said the ring-
in the sand!

and Po
coutld the culprits be brought to book, and they
were positive that the victims were the last girls in
tltae world 0 go fo the Headmistress with their
story.
Bo off went Cora and Ella, the former carrying
the sheaf of music which had been in the wicker
~ basket affixed (o Beily’s bicycle.
Mounting their own cycles on the coast road,
the couple pedalled steadily along, and presently
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they turned in at the wideflung gates of Cembe
Towers.

Dismounting half-way up the winding drive,
they wheeled their hicycles the rest of the way to
the great old house,

© My word!” muitered Cora,  “ There's some

randeur about this place! The people who live
ﬁera must be awfully rich, and fancy Miss Somer-
field sending Betty Barton with the music! As if
Betty were a fair specimen of the scholars at

 Morcove Schoel I

The couple were now clase to the great sione
porch, and so they propped their machines against
a fine cedar-tres that shaded part of the spacious
lawn, and then walked boldly to the imposing
front doors.

Cora tugged at the bell-pull;
whisper : :

* Don't forget, Tlla; I'm Betty Barton and you
ara Polly Linton!"” :

Al right 177

“ Leave me {o do most of the talking.
whatever you do, keep a straight face! I
you'll be in fits of Jaughter, but—"" )

Cora had no time to say the rest.

A liveried manservant f;ud opened the massive
hall door, and swas looking down pompausly at

the youthful visitors.

then gave a final

A ]'!-d
know

““That Barton Kid!"’

- OOD-ARTERNOON, mister!" said  Cora
Grandways, adopting an awful];_ Ccommon
voice. ' Nice wavver, ain't it#”

'Lhe footman looked flabbergasted.

“ This is the 'ouse whers Mrs, Channin's lives,
ain’t it

* Ahem ! coughed the servant. * Er bR

“We've hrought the moosick, you know.”

“ Pardon ¥’

I he deaf or wol 2" cried Cora, lIooking at Ella.
Bhe raised her voice. “* I say, yer know, we've
brought the moosick!” :

** ¥or Mrs., Chaunin’,”” chimed in Ella.

The footman wiped a hand across his forehead,
as if he felt himself breaking into a perspiration.

Y Ahem! Well, I don't know, I’'m sure,’” he
saik T have not received any instructions from
my mistress——"

 What is the matter, Barlow?' asked a lady,
¢oming forward from the back of the hall,

She spoke in a sweel, cultured voice, without

any suggestion of drawling hauteur.

* Good-arternoon, Mrs. Channin’ !’ piped Cora.
“I've brought th’ moosic!

“Oh!”  The lady gave a bright smiles. 1
understand; you are two ‘girls from Morcove
School,”

* Yuss!™

'I‘hhe lady winced as this word was almost shouted
at her. - .

** You had betier come in 2 moment,” she said,

leading the way to the dining-room, on the right
of the spacious hall. * T expect you must ba tired
after the journey.”
- "' Oh, we ‘ad our hikes, yer know!” Cora
informed her cheerfully.  “8iill, I don’t say as
’t;iv ‘5?' wouldn't be glad of a bit o’ rest and n,Took
rahnd .

Then, as Mrs, Channing stepped to the vast
sideboard, the sham Betty Barton whispered
loudly to her cenfederate:

“ My, Polly! Ain't this a loverly ‘ouse? They
must have more money than wob even my hunele
‘as got!"” :

* It was very good of your Headmistress to send
over the music,”” said Mrs. Channing, coming
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away from the sideboard with cakes and lemonade.
** You will tell her, please, that I am very much
obliged to her.”

~ ** Yuss, that’s orl right!” said Cora. My
word, Polly, look at that there kike on the plite!”

Mrs, Channing winced again.

“Bo you are scholars at Morcove School—
scholars, I understand?’ she guestioned. -

* Yugs, Mrs, Channin’! ourf Form, we are,
ain't we, Polly?)’

“And your names?’ asked Mrs, Channing,

“Me, I'm Betty Barton,” said Cora glibly. I
ain’t bin long at the skule, I ain't, Polly here,
she's my pal.  Ain't yer, Polly?”’

And “ Polly " nodded, not . daring to. trust
herself to speech. ;

** Belty Barton,”” murmured Myrs. Channing.
“A new girl. Are you a—a scholavship girl?”’

* Ho, no! I used ter go ter Council skule; but
my huvele came ’ome from America, rolling in
well, and 50 he pays for me edjercation.”

“1 see. Well, Betty Barton, and you, foo,
Polly, have some cake, and help yourselves to the
lemonade,”

Whereupon Cora Grandways made a grab at
the biggest slice of iced eake, and then caught up
the jug of lemonade and dashed some into a
tumbler.

* My, but I were firsty,”” she said, smacking her
lips after half draining the glass. ** Mrs, Channin’,
this here is a loverly kike!”

“I'm glad you like it."” :

“I'd like to come here agen, I
Wouldn't you, Poliy?”

. Perbaps * Polly " meant to auswer this time;
but what she reaﬁ}' did was to go off into a fit of
choking.

** Nah, then—nah, then!” cried Cora, thumping
her friend's back. ** Can't yer remember yer
manners, Pelly " !

Mrs.  Channing  crossed to a bell-press and
touched it. iy

** Barlow," she said to the foolman when he
appeared, ** after these—er—young ladies have had
their refreshment, you will show them the way
out, will you1” :

“ Yes, madam,” -

“1 am writing letters,” Mys. Channing said,
“ 50 you will excuse my leaving you. Good-after-
noon, Botty Barton! Goed-afternoon, Polly "

* Thae's orl right, fanks!” sang oul Cora, as the
beautiful lady went gliding away. “ And don't
you trouble to 'ang about there,” she added to the
footman. ** Wo ain't finished wiv the kike yet!”

“ Ahem "' coughed the man.

““We ain’t going to steal nothink, neither!”

“ Jr—ahem ——""

‘ Bo buzz off!"

That was too much for Barlow. He interpreted
the sham Beity's injunction to * buzz off ' by
backing away from the door in a half-fainting
‘condition. %

“ Phew!" he breathed, fanning himself in the
hall. “ Really, I—-I—I don't exacily know what
to_make of those—ahem !'—young ladies!"” :

Left to themselves, Cora and Illa now
exchanged glances;, and then went off into fits of
silent laughter. :

“*Ave annuver glars of lemonade, Polly 1" Cora
shouted, so that the footman would hear.” * Come
on; don’t be afride !

**Cora, 1f you don't stop it, I—T sha'n’t be able
to stop laughing " whispered Flla,

1 Mg, T'm going to 'ave annuver slice of kike,
and charnst it!" yelled Cora, ** Oooo, look at
the hicing on this bit!”

would !

“not often suffer annoyances and loss of temnper,

‘cove School, please.

behave?”
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From one of the uppet landings of the house a
voice cama flogling down to Barlow.
¢ Barlow, are t-gose girls going?”’
“ Ahem! Yes, madam; I—T fancy in a minute =

* Ol right, Mys. Channin’!” sang out Cora. |
““When you told us to 'elp oursclves, we fought : |
rpu meant it. We didn't fink you meant it as a
unt for hus to go! Come on, Polly! Who wants
their old kike? We don’t! Ain’t my huncle got
as much money as these here people?’

And, slamming down her plate and tumbler,
Cora marched, nose in air, to the door, where
Barlow retreated nervously before her,

Ella followed, overtaking her companion just
as that girl was firing off a fow parting shots.

“Yuss,”" Cora shouted at the footman, “ my
hunecle can send me a better kike than that, any
day in the week! My huncle—  Wot's that
you're a-saying?’

* The—ahem | —the door—it leads straight out
into the grounds, you know !’ said Barlow.

** Fank yer for telling me!” said Cora wither=
ingly. ’i]re, Polly, he finks we don’t know the
way aht! Yer great big stoopid, you!"

And then even Cora felt that one more word
would be one too many. : ;

She herself was ready to explode with laughler,
and so she made a sudden scuttling rush for the
front door and dived for the open, Ella bundling
after her with the same great haste. F

Next moment the door was slammed behind the
girls, and then Mrs. Channing called down again -
from the landing above, :

“Barlow!”

“NYes, madam?”’

“ I think I heard those girls go off, ‘just now?"”

“*Yes, madam. Tt is—ngem —quite safe now."”

Mrs. Channing came rustling down the stair-
case.  Hers was a face that looked as if she did

But she was annoyed now—very !

Going struight into the library, she took up the
receiver of the telephone and spoke into the trans-
mitter,

“ Are vou there, exchange? Put me on to Mo:-
Thank you!” .
In an isolated district of this sort, there was, of
course, very little delay in gelting connected, and
in a few moments the ruffled lady was receiving an

answer on the 'phone. - :

“Hallo!l Is that you, Mis: Somerfield?  Oh,
this is Mrs, Channing—yes, Combe Towers—speak-
ing. T say, thank you very much for sending over
the music, but—— Can you hear me?”

The line buzzed for a moment, and then the
tallk went on.

I hope you won't mind my mentioning it, Miss
Somerfield; we have been friends long enough to be
able to be guite frank, I'm sure, Those two girls
you sent with the music—they were extraordinarily
tll-behaved !"” :

Back from Morcove School came the voice of
Miss Somerfield, uitering an incredulous ery.

* Tl-behaved ! Bul—"

* Bhocking!  Oune of them in particular—the 4
girl Betty Barton. I understand that she is a new i
scholar, who was very poor until recently. I like
to make allowances, of course: but, really——"

* Bul, my dear Mrs. Channing, Belty ﬁartcn is
the very mnicest of girls! 1 ghose her for the
errand on purpose ' ; :

* Nice, do you call her?:
field- " 5

“How do you mean?

My dear Miss Somar-
How did = she mis-

e

e
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=
THE HEADMISTRESS’'S SEN-

“You are gated for ma month!?

said Miss Somerfield sternly.

each do me five hundred lines
as welll"”

TENCE !

“You will

*“ Oh, she was unspeakably rude ™
“ No, no! Impassible!”

* But mﬁ servant here will bear me out.
ou

Really, I thought I ought to tell you, for the
gocd of the school ! “iEs

“Yes, I understand; but I am simply
astounded!” came the Headmistress’s answer

aslong the wire.
here,
them !

“Dol I am sure you owe it to the school in
general to see that such a thing does not occut
again,  Good-bye !

There was no answer from the other end of
the wire,

At that end, Miss Somerfield, the Headmisiress
of Morcove School, was feeling too-utterly dumb-
founded for further speech, -

Crashing the telephone-receiver back into its
position, she got up from her chair and paced
about the room, looking furiously angry.

“1 will not let the matter rest
When those girls return, I will question

Hercines Both !
% A, HA, HA!"
"“Bai Jove, geals!™
“ Laugh! = We've been nearly falling
off our bikes ever since we came away from the
house!” Cora Grandways shrilled.

“ You ought to have been there, girls!” was
Ella Elgood’s chuckling remark, [t was a per-
fect scream "

Bhe and Cora were back in the cavern on the
seashore, and they had just been rattling off a
full account of the great jape played at Combe
Towers.

Roars of laughter had interrupted the story
again and again, for Cora went through the whole
erformance of posing as an imaginary DBetty

alton.
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“ Cora isn’t exaggerating a bit!”’ cried Ella
Ellgood. ‘' Oh, she was a scream, and what that
poor Mrs. Channing must bave thought—-"

“ And the footman!” broke in Uora. - Dou't
forget the foolman, Ella 1" ;

‘** Ha, ha, hal”

“Bat Jove, how exiwemely amusing—what "
simpered Paula Creel. * But you have been tell-
ing our pwisoners-all about it, ‘don’t you know !”’

" Oh, dear, that's unlucky!” Cora said, with a
mock grimace of alarm. ‘* Now they can run and
tell teacher!”

Cora, of course, knew, as well as all the others,
that Betty and Pelly would feel bound to silence
about the disgraceful trick that had been played
at their expense,

And so it had been no accident that had eaused
the story of the jape to be told in the presence of
the prisoners, whose hands were still tied béhind
their backs, although their eyes were unbandaged,

To the whole pack of self-styled ** japers,” it was
the very cream of the joke, this talking about ik
all in front of the vietims!

Beity and Polly were white with anger, whilst
their eyes blazed with a wrath which they would
not demean themselves fo express with their
lips. Kach girl was keeping her teeth tightly
c{;ndmd, holding back the indignant cries which
it would have been a relief to utter—a relief, but a
humiliation, too!

* Are you going fo sneak?” Judith turned upon
the helpless pair to ask them, fiercely. ** My
word, if you do!”

No answer. Only a still greater blaze of anger
in the eyes of both girls,

‘Lot them  sneak,’’ said Cora, very slowly,
“and we'll make them sit up for it! What do you
say, girls??

** Rather 1"

“ Bai Jove, yes. But you won't smeak, you
geals, will you?" Paunla Creel said, in a wheediing
tone to the viectims, I say, don’t you know,
sneaking is such bad form—what !

Still not a word from either Betty or Polly.

* Well, now we ean get back to the school, and
leave them to turn up later!” chuckled Cora, turn-
ing away. ‘“Never mind ahout their tied hands,
girls; they'll soon work them loose after we have
gone,” :

“ Tasta, then!” mocked Judith, dowing to the
silent prisoners, " You kinow where to find your
bicyeles, Ha, ha, hal”

The laugh was taken up by the rest of the girls
as they went crowding into the open, and even
when they were gpoing up the combe to the coast
road the mirthful ery came again and again to the
ears of Betty and Polly.

. * Ha, ha, ha! What a perfect scream ! Fe, he;
he !V

* Oh, the awful creatures!” panted Betty, who
was already wrigpling at the bandage which bound
her wrists. ** Polly dear——""

* Betty, I think we had better not talk about
it,” Polly broke in huskily. = “I—I ean' trust
myself to speak! That Grandways conple—""

“All of them!' Beity cried out hotly. * They
are all as bad as one another! Waell, it has been
their turn to-day; it miay be our turn to-morrow !"’

“ Yes,” said Polly grimly, =

Then, selting their teeth again, the two girls
worked away in silence until their hands wera
freed fromn the knetted handkerchiefs which had
scarred their wrists,

Betty's face was still aflame with anger; but,
even so, she seemed to have her feelings of indig-
nation under far Letter control than did Polly.
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Perhaps the indignities of the last hour or two
were a new experience for Polly, whereas Betty
had already undergone other eruel ordeals at the
hands of Cora Grandways and Co. At any rate,
Polly now looked quite ii] with helpless rage and
a sense of shame, :

She walked in front of Betty as they made their
way ont of the cave; nor did she turn her face
to Betty or speak a single word until the pair of
them had reached the sunny road running along
the top of the cliffs.

Then, coming to a slandstill at the spot where
their bicycles were half-hidden amongst the furze-
bushes, Polly suddenly bauished the fierce look
from her face and was able to speak calmiy.

“Pm better now,” was all she said simply.
““ We won't ever speak about it again, Betty dear.
Only, we will yemember—"'

e3, Polly. And if ever——"
“Ah?" Polly breathed, clenching her hands,
“* If ever our turn comies!”

Then she picked up her bieycle, wheeled il acvoss
the springy turf on to the roadway, and preparea
to mount.

Buf at that very instant the quistude of the
coast road was brozeu by & most alarming sound.

It was the clatter of a galloping horse which
first slartled both girls, Barely an instant later,
however, they heard a faint, wailing ery of terror,

Then Betty Barton called (o Polly,

' Look, Polly—look! That horse and trap!”

* My poodness!” gasped Polly Linton, " It's a
runaway!”’ :

* It will be over the cliffs in a minule!” panted
Betty.

And both surmizes wore correct.

Along the narrow road came that madly
galloping horse, with the dogeart to which it was
barnessed pitching and rolling from side to side.

There was only one occupant of the vehicle—a
girl of about vighteen, She wus,doing her utmost
o pull up Sue stampeding  animal, but her
desperate tuggivg at the reins had no effect what-
ever, whilst her cries of dismay made i cloar that
she was aware of the dire peril confronting her,

To one side of the narrow road, and not fifty
yards from it, was the edge of the giant cliff. 1t
wag all unfeneed; nor would any ordinary fence
have checked the runaway sicet;{ once it went
dashing across the grass in that direction,

* Help, help!” cried the poor tervifiel girl, still
tugging frantically at the reins.

Betty Barton flung her bicycde to the side of

. the road. Polly did the same with her machine.
And' then off vaced both girls, running hard to
meet the runaway,

On came the crazy animal, his forelegs leaping
high at every slep, whilst the foam flow in flecks
from his mouth,

Polly, just a pace or bwe in front of Betly, pulled
up suddenly, preparing to take her chance at iry-
ing to stop the runaway. And so Belty shrvewdly
lett the road and ran oul on to the grass, in readi-
ness to do her little bit if the horse swerved
towards the cliff-edge.

And that was just what the horse did do!

Within a few yards of Polly, the runaway reaved
up for a second, then swung aside and made for
the grass, dragging the dogeart and rider with
1111, -

Polly made a dash and tried to seize the horse
by his head; but he eluded the girl's desperate

grab, and galloped on, whilst Polly herself was

sept sprawling on the grass; narrowly missing one
wheel of the pitehing vehicle.
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But now it was Betty's turn.

With a feeling of grim calmnes, which she was
never able to acconnt for afterwards, she made her
dash to stop the horse, .

With a clean spring, she leapt at the animal.
s\_cnzmgi1 the shaff, with her left hand, whilst her
vight hand flew to the horses's bit.

¥ thus hanging on with one hand to the shafi
she was saved from being dashed to the ground.
und now:the runaway found that right hand of
Betty’s something to gc reckoned with,

He could not wrench his head free of her
tenacious grasp. He swerved again, reared up and
down vitiously, and still Betty hung on, and sud-
denly he owned himself beaten,

Panting and blowing, and ‘quivering in every
limb, the frery: animal came (o a standstill, and in
‘- moment Betty was calling to the ocenpant of the
dogeart, - :

" There, he is all right now! Only don’t get
down for a moment, because—" :

The terrified girl had already sprung from the
cart, however, and now she came round to the
horse's head, her facé as white as death, wwhilst
she could hardly speak for the trembling that was
upon her,

* You wicked rascal!” sha gasped out at last to
the now penitent-looking steai ¥ Oh, you wicked
bag-of-tricks ! : : :

Then she gave a rather hysterical laugh as she
turned to Betty and Polly. :

“ 1 expect you think I was an awful coward,
yelling out like that. Bug if he had gone over the
cliff with me——" ;

“ Oh, don’t talk about ii¥’ shuddered Belty.
* That was what we were both dreading |

“ It is what would certainly have happened if
you had not saved me,” the girl said earnestly.
*“ The pair of you—il was simpl% splendid —I—1
den’t know how to thank you! You must tell me
your names, and when I get home—""

(Continued on next page.)

-
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EXPOSING THE SKOBS! ,I"u:

girls who behaved so disgracefully at my

house {'* declared Mrs. Channing, pointing
to Cora and Ella.
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 No, please, don't let's have any fuss made
about it!" pleaded both girls “ We—well, we
would rather you didn't!"”’ =

“ But you saved my life!
do anything with him, the rascall I am a
good ~hand with horses, but he had the
of me for oncel”

“ Well, mind you keep him in order all the way
home " laughed Betty. ' Perhaps you will walk
him a!l the way?”’

“ Load him, do you mean? Not likely!” eried
the gixl, who certainly did not lack plack. * He i3
gaing lo go home as meek as a lamb!” :

Giving the quietened animal a hearty slap on his
neck, she led him -back to the road. climbed to
her seat in the dogcart, and then called a farewell
to the girls. : } ;

“ Dot be uneasy; he won't serve me that trick
again! So good-bye, and thank you ever so muc !
1 sha’n't forget your bravery!”

Then she touched up the horse with her whip,
and he cantered off in a better frame of mind,
causing Detty and Polly to breathe freely as they
‘watched the whole outfit and its pretty driver pass
safely out of sight.

Polly'a

T couldn’t possibly
Telhy
etier

“ Bhe's a jolly girk!™ was comment.
““T've sepn her belore, out driving; but I don't
know who she js.”

“ Think ‘I'd rather stick to my bike, and leave
horses and traps to other folks” smiled Betty, as
she and her chum picked up their machines and
mounted. * Bure you feel all right, Polly dear,
after your tumble?”

i How -about - you!” -answered Polly. “I

wonder the horse didn't pull your arm cut of its
" socket,” - 5

“Oh, T'm all right! Race you back to school,
to prove it!” challenged Betty,

And off they whirred, fecling in very high
cpirits again, for the adventure with the runaway
‘had eclipsed all the humiliating incidents that
had gone before.

But their thoughts were hroughi back sharply
enough to the doings of Cora Grandways and Co.
when hoth girls had reached the school, had
stalled their machines, and were making for
their study. ; ;

Just inside the house entrance, they were met
by Miss Redgrave, the Fourth Form junior
mistress,

21 have been nsked to keep a look-out for
vou,” said the mistress, in her gentle way. * The

eadmizstress wants to see vou, so will you please
go to her at onee? She is in her room.”

Betty and Polly did nol trouble to ask why they
were - wanted, "1{113)* had a pretly shrewd notion,
and they could only set their teeth rather grimly
as they sought the Headmisiress's room.

Miss Somerfield, looking both girls up and down
when at last they stood before her, did not relax
her frowning expression,

“The pair of you evidently came here prepared
to find me annoyed—mnst annoyed!"  she
exclaimed.  ** Your eyes tell me thal you ave
utterly ashamed, having no exeuse to plead!”

After a momcnt.s-‘heﬁ:urat oul again:

A disgraceful affair, that is the only word for
it! -I chose you two girls for the errand to Mrs.
(‘hanning, because 1 lﬁnugh‘s_ you wonld do eredit
to the school.  ¥You hesrd me say that I was
sending you for that veason, and what is the
result?” : - i

Betty and Polly, having nothing to say—for
what could they say without sneaking about Cora
and Co, *—the Headmistress continued:

- % Mrs. Channing has 'phoned to me, feeling

Every Tuesday

actually forced to complain about your disgraceful
rudeness at her house! You have ‘disgraced your-
selves, you have disgraced the school, and that
means you have put yourselves quite out of
favour in my eyes!”

Betty winced at that, and so did Polly. * They
drew just a little nearer to each other, whilst they -
still had to stand there, hearing themselves so
unjustly condemned, and yet unable to vindicate
thEIﬂSef;‘k‘s except by the unthinkable course of
*telling tales.”

“ You are gated for a month, the pair of you,”
Miss Somerlield said sternly, ** and you will do me
five hundred lines each! Now go, before I yield
to the temptation to inflict even greater punish-
ment!”’

A searnful wave of the hand was the girl's
humiliating dismissal, and with bowed heads they
went from the room.

With set faces and pursed lips they went up the
stairs and along “the Fourth Form corridor. In
the Grandways girls' study a tea-party seemed Lo
have assembled, and Betty and Polly could guess
what all the talk was about in that den, as they
heard all the girls breaking out again and again
with a loud: :

* Ha, ha, ha!"

They Laugh Besi——

VEN next morning, Cora Grandways and Co.

were ‘still enjoying the huge joke which they

= had played at" the éxpense of Betty and

olly.

As usuasl, when punishment was dealt out by the

Headmistress herself, the penalties inflicted upon

the offeriders figured in the day’s notices, and that

m itsolfe was a great joke from the self-styled
japers’ point of view.

* (joing for a bicycle ride after school?’ Cora
said to Polly Linton, as the whole Form was -
returning to the classroom after break. " Oh, I
forgot ; you are galed, of course!”

* And perhaps you haven't finished your five
hundred lines just yet?” sniggered Judith. * He,
he, he!”’ :

This twitting was confined to Polly Linton, As
for Detly Barton, Cora and Co, felt that they could
not do belter than treat her with stony contempt.

Knowing how much comfort. it was to her to
have the friendship of Polly, it scemed a good
wheeze to make a charp difference between the
way they treated Polly and the treatment they
accorded “‘the Couneil school kid."” ;

Cora, in fact, still had hopes of wooing Polly
away from Betty, and so it was an agreed thing
amongst the snobs that all the real malice was to
be directed against Betty. :

Poliy herself was aware of the diffsrence in the
treatment that was being meted oub to her; she
was aware of the motive, too. And it only meant
that she took every possible cpportunity of show-
ing her loyaity to Betiy.

The resumption of classes after that mid morn.
ing break found the twe girls side by side again,
and once, when they had their heads ¢lose together
over the same book which they wers consulting,
Polly lifted an arm and put it about her chum’'s
shoulder. :

Perhaps Miss Redgrave, who was in charge of
the class, thought 1t nnfy a half-absent action;
but il was an intentional display of affeclion on
Polly's part—and it told! i

Cora Grandways gnawed at her underlip. Bhe
was going fo make some savage remark in a
whisper to Bila Elgood, when the classroom door
openad.



Twopence

Next moment all the girls rose to their feet and
remainied standing, for it was their Headinistress
who had entered, bringing with her a couple of
visitors.

- Belty, standing shoulder to shoulder with Polly,
nudged her chum excitedly. -

Polly answered with a nudge of her own. Then
they stood with bated breath, waiting for Miss
Bomerfield to speak. ;

“You woen't mind our intruding for a moment,
Miss Redgrave?’ the Headmistress smiled blandly.
T am making a vound of the different Fornis
with these friends of mine. We have been fo the
Sixth Form and the Fifth, without meeting with
success; bur perhaps—-"’

Bhe hroke off there, and, turning te her com-
panions, spoke to them in o lowered voice,

Then she addressed the whole class,

“The fact is, girls,” she said, in the tone of cne
who is highly pleased, * Mys, Channing and her
daoghter have come over to the school this niorn-
ing to make known a very brave deed performed in
the mosi modest fashion” by a coupls of Morcove
scholars.™

The class rusiled like a field of ocorn in the
breeze. .

* It appears,” went on the Headmistress, swel -
ing with pride, “ the horse that Miss Channing
was driving yesterday afternoon holled with her on
the coast road.  She would certainly lLave gone
over the ¢lilf, but for ihe heroism of two givls,
who did not give their names or any other informa.
tian. !

Whilst Miss Somerfield was saying all this, with
dhe clazs rustling sgain in its excitement, the
roving gaze of the younger visitor came to rest
upon Betry and Polly,

** There, Miss Somerfield—sea!™
“boldly, peinting. *“Those ave the lwo brave girls
to whom I owed my life esterday 7 :

AR Miss Somerfiei;{ stared siraight at the
hlushinﬁ heroines, —* Betty Barion and Polly
Leaton I -

* What I

It was a puzzled cry from the elder
Channjng,

“ My dear Miss Somerfield!” she exclaimed.
* I—really, I don’t understand! Betty Barton
and Polly Liinton were the girls who callpd yester-

visitor, Mrs,

day, with the musie. You know—."
" Yes, those are the giils—the same givls—-"
“Oh, no!” Mrs, Channing  broke in em-
phatically, * They are not the same girls! 'I'he

girls who called and veturned the music——

She paused, sending a searching glance all round
the class, :
" You two, in that desk—hold np your heads!”
she cried charply to Cora Grandways and Illa

Elgood. . ** There, those are the two girls, Miss
Bomerfield |’

L3

- Impossible I gasped the Headmistres. G5 |
sent Betly Barton and Polly Linton with ihe
mnsie | : :
“*1hose are the girls who behaved so disgrace-
fully at my house!” declared Mrs. Channing,
pointing straight at Cora and Nila, “If they
are not the girls you sent, then it means that
some disgraceful hoax was played!”

The Headmistress held her breath for a moment,

* Cora Grandways—Ella Elgood "' she cried at
fast. * What dees this nsean? Did you impaer-
sonate Betty Barton and Polly Linton yesterday 7"

No answer. !

“You did; your silence is an admission I rapped
out the Headmistress, “ And row I understand.

she exclaimed:
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Oh, T seo ciearly how 1Y is that such disgraceful
things happenedy! It was all done to disgrace
Betty and Polly in my eyes!”

= i"o. n-n-n-po I’ faltered Cora, going red and
white by turns.
bit of fun 1

* Fun, when it means that T punished both girls
most severely for a thing of which they were
entirely innocent!  Fun you-eall it! - I under-
stand tho motive for your fun! How niany other
girls were concerned in the abominabla trick ¥

“We wers vll in it!" spoke up Jud'th Grand-
ways sulkily,

* Good gracious !

“Bai Jove, don’t you know !

* That wil de, Paula Creel! Bilence, all!”
exclaimed the Headmistress angrily.  ** Sinca yon
were all concerned in (he affair, vou will feel it
only right to receive all-round punishment ! With
the exceplion of Belly Barten and Polly Linton,
whose punishment is rescinded, the whole Form

w4 Oh r‘! i

* Bai Jove ! : b

“* Bilence! The whole Form is gated for a fort
night, and each girl will do five hundred lines P

%-‘Irs. Channing and her daughter had turned

“It—well, it was ouly done for a

aside; fecling rathor uneomfortable; but now the
girl swung vound, and, with a glance that asked
Miss Somerfield’s permission to speak, addressed
the whole class. -

1 am afraid, from what has come ta light," she
said breezily, ** there has'bieen -u sort of Jape that
has hit back at those who carried it ont, Nothing
in that, gicls, if it had been a jape that was inno-
cent in its intention. I was a terrible Japer myself
when I went to school, Bug your jape seems to
show that you had a gmdge against the brave girls
to whom 1 am so grateful.””

The visitor paused. - S

" Well, let this be the end of it 1" appealed Miss
Channing earnesily, * Come, girls; now that yon
have all heard how bravely Betty Barton and
Polly Linton acted vesterday—oh, surely, you will
bo done with all paltry snob ery | Burely you will
give them both a cheer when I eall for one !

But the whele Form was silent. r

“Fou will nof?” Miss Channing drew back a
step, her face gradnally expressing the samie scorn
which filled the eyes of the Headmistress and Mrs.
Channing.  ** Oh,” well_ then I have nothing more
to say to you, that's all!”

“I am ashamed—ashamed ™ ecricd the Head-
mistress bitlerly.  ** After the brave desd you
Have heard about—after the way this young lady
has appealed to yoir better natures, you will not
give Betty and Polly a single cheer?’?

* We don't want any cheering, please!” spoko
up Betty then, in great confusion, ** Pleass—— "

“ But at least,” 1terposed Miss Redgrave, sud-
denly stepping forward, ** you will let me show my
regard for what you have done, Betty—and you,
Polly! Here iz my hand! T am prouder of you
than ever!”

“ As T.am, too!" oried the Headmistress, All
the prouder of you both, hecause ¥ou were oo fine-
spirited  yesterday to denounce the girls whose
vielims yon were |

Then she followed Mrs, Channing and her
daughter to thes door, whilst Miss Red reave signed
to the girls to sit down and resnme tkeir work.

Someone gave a brazen chuckle, and the junior
mistress lixed her siendy eyes upon the culprit.

** Cora Grandways, if T hear another sound from
you, I will take you to the Headmistress when her
visitors have gone!™ e
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After which Cora subsided, only to burst oub
with all the greater vehemence directly the class
was dismissed.

“ Those fwo!” she almost hiszed, as she and her
cronies watched Betty and Polly go remping np
to their den. ** Let them look out for them:elves
after this!"'

“ Vs ' said Judith fiercely, © I'm not going o
be gated for a fortmight, with five huandred lnes to
do, without making those kids pay for i b

SNor  I—nor I exclaimed others.

« Bai Jove ! simpered Paula Creel. - It really
iz most extwemsly annoying!™

What Does Betty Do 7
UPPOSING a girl yon knew had treated Kou
very badly, Supposing thal same girl had
allowed you to be blamed for somethiug, when
one word from her would have cleared you i
everybody's eyes. Bupposing she had stolen somme-
thing of a vafuahie nature and pawned it, - When
you realised the consequences of such an action,
Fealised the nmature of the punishment which would
be dealt out to the girl as soon as her action was
discovered, what would you do?

Let us presume that you would de your best to
help tha girl. And then supposiug that, in frying
to save her, you yourself becarne acensed of doing
the very same thing of which the other girl was
guilty, would yeu take all the :
nothing, or would you denonnce the girl asa thief ¥

Mnyﬁo o will never be placed in such a
position, DBut in next Tuesday's magnificent long,
completo story of the girls of Morcove School, en-

titled ™ A Schoolgirl’s Becret I Belly Barton fuds .

herself in a similar predicamout to the one 1 have
quoted. Does Betty shield the girl. anid allow her-
sif 1o be blamed, or does she {ell averythin in
order to  escape punishment herself? = Thess
questions will be answered in next Thesday's grand
story. On no seeount must yot fail to read it.

Full of Excitormaent.

HERE ia a very thrilling instalment of © Cast-
away Jess ' in next Tuesday’s issne of Tur
Sopoonerais’ Owy, The girls are plunged

inlo one of the most exeiling adventures of thei
lives,

The Girl Who Makes You Laugh.

DO not think I am wrong in saying that of all
the charpcters in our stories, the one who sends
‘o into most roars of laughter i Dulde Mar

shail, the fat girl in © For ¥Vilm-Fame and For-
tune !’ Dulcie is even more amusing than ever in
our next instalment of this enthrallmg serinl. By
the way, in this instalment Glady: Wesl disuovers
that Flora Gelding is more deterntined than ever
to obtain her revenge upon her,

Th i e e el e e T

1135;'"%-«-—:&0-“.-._ S
2 YWrite to me as often as vou like and let me know what
! vou think of ' The Schooluirle’ Cwn."" All readers wha
write me, and enclose = stamped envelope. may be asure
l of receiving a prompt reply by pest
£ he addrersed:
Flectway House. Farringdon Street, London, E.C4. ==
;;i-bll--nm---n‘—- .

blame and say

Every Tuesday

“ Wait ' panted Cora Grandwaye “ Leave il
to me! Tl get the revenge you want!”

But would she?

{cxp OF THIS WEEK'S BTORY.)

(Cora Grandways has resolved to ohtain her
revenge upon Betty Barton and Polly Linten!
Will she succeed? You wmust all be very anxious
o obtain the answer to this guestion, sa do not
miss next Tuesday’s magnificent long, complete
story of the girls of \ Miorcove School, entitled:
+ A Schoolgirl's Secret!™ To avoid disappaini-
ment, order your copy of ©* The Schoolgirls' Own "’
in advance!l)
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All letters shounld
The

The Editer, “Schoolgizls’ Own"
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“The Qipsy's Warning1"
T above is the title of next Tuesday’s story
« of the Guides of the Poppy Patrol. 1 expect
that when you read this week's story yon will
L somewhat puzzled by Rose Neath's behaviour.
Roso had exprossed a desive Lo be on fricadly terms
with Molly Marsh, Ii she really sincere, or has
he a metiva for chumming with Molly?  Well, to
discover this you must read the fortheoming
stovies dealing with the Guides of the Poppy
Patrol.

MNext Tuesday's Articies!
A’T the mowment of writing letters are simply
curing into my office, all of which praise
Tue Scuooramrs’ Ows.  From them 1
gather that ey stories are popular with all. As
for the articles—well, everybody seems to be
delighted with them. = Many vdaders have slated
thet the hints have proved of great value to them.
Now. in next Tuesday’s issue the Needlework
Notes will contain full particulars for making =
Trainty Crochet Nightdress Top, and instroelions
will be given for making a Cretonne Faney-Bai.
These readers v are fond of cookery will be
told in our next issue How e Make Bmall Cakes.

i The School Friead.”
NCE again 1 wish to draw the aitention of
all my readers to our Uompanion Puaper.
* The Sehool Friend ™ 1s aublished every
Thursday, and it contaiite & BLEEN cent long, coni-

plete o) stars of the girls of CLF Houwee
Phis Thivsday's story is entitled © The Sixth=
Former's Bowniall” and it is a story which wrill

hold you from start to finish,

Then in (his weok's isze theve IS & splendid
number: of The Ciff House Weekly, the litile
paper edited by Barbava Redfern and her chinms
of the Iourth Form;

The price of ** The School Friend ™ is three-half-
pence, and once you havegread one copy I am
positive you will want 1o read many more. 8o
take my advies and order your cepy af Thursday's
maswe al once. :




