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Twopence

THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN 3

The First of a New Series of Morcove Seaside Stories.

MORCOV%

anmary

to Sandmouth.
rebuild a hospital.

The Day Has Come.
“ HERE'S the sea! ILook—look!”
“ Hurrah !’
“Yos, wather!
all wight, geals, what?”’

“0oo, how jolly cet will be!
want to dance!”’

“You'll get a chapce to do your own wonderful
dance, Naomer darling, by-and-by,” said Betty
Barton, laughing across at the impish youngster
who was Morcove's royal scholar, * First perform-
ance this evening '’

““Yes, wather, bai Jove! And what a cwowd we
are bound to dwaw, geals, what? The idea, but
Jove, is so extwaordinawily owiginall”

" Above the rattle and roar of the train Polly
Linton made her mirthful voice more than merely
audible.  She almost shouted:

“Tt is quite certain, Paula, your turn is going
to be original enough, anvhow! The last time |
heard you practising your songs—"

“Now, Polly deah, don’t you make any dis-
pawaging wemarks about my voice. My voice,”
elegant Paula Creel reminded the company in
‘general, “has been pwonounced a wich cou-
‘twalto.”

“QOb, T see!” answered teasing Polly. ““Then
vou must have warbled the style of song that made
me think you were rubbing a wet cork on a
window-pane !  Anyhow, 1 suppose every concert
party must have its dud! And you do at least
make up for it in looks, Paula dear!”’ )

“Yes, wather! Which weminds me—=-"" Mor-
cove’s elegant one exclaimed gravely; and out
came her pocket vanity-case now that Sandmouth
railway-junction was in sight.

There were eight girls in all, nicely filling this
first-class compartment of a train that was packed
from end to end with holiday-makers. Seven
were girls, and theirs were the same pretty faces
that were so often to be seen by anyene looking
in at Study 12 at Morcove School during term-

Haw, haw, haw! That's

I so excited, T

For two purposes Betty Barton & Co., the famous chums of Morcove School, travel
One is for a holiday, the other to assist in the ebtaining of funds to
Unexpectedly, however, a third purpose looms in prospect—that
of helping little Amy Ashdown, the friendless scullery-maid.
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time. Miss Redgrave—that youihful and popular
assistant mistress of the Fourth Form—was in sole
charge. A big responsibility, perhaps, yet it was
imr.\ that did not seem to weigh very heavily upen”
1er.

On the contrary, Ruth Redgrave's own prebty
looks were just as serene and jolly as any of the
girls’.  Nor did she fail to join in the peals of
laughter which suddenly went up as the earriagoe
swerved and jolted just outside the junetion,
throwing excitable Naomer into Paula’s lap.

“Healp!” yelped Paula, “I'm squashed! T'm
a weck "

a wuin!
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“I very sorry——
“Sowwy, bai Jove!”

”

was Paula’s aggrieved

. echoing of the dusky one’s tittered apology.” “ Now

look heah, geals; once and for all! Before mattahs
weach a cwisis, you know—--"

“We are there!” cried Polly boisterausly; and
she began to reach down such belongings of hers
that had been wedged upon the rack. * Come on,
girls I )

“1 was about to wemark, geals; we must have
an understanding. I have nol come away with
you to have my life wendered intolewable, Pway
gwant me a bit of west, a bwief wespite fwom

Wallop! ecame down a cardboard hat-box at that
instant, unluckily smashing Pawla’s hat over her
left eve.

With a dismal “Healp !’ she locked ahout with
the -other optic, presenting such a dazed and
comical appearance that her chums simply
shrieked again.

“Ha, ha, hat" :

“Oh, did it fall on you, Paula dear?” Polls
said surprisedly. “BSo sorry !

“Sowwy, bai Jove! Look heah—-'

But now the brakes were grinding, and Paula's
rightecus protests were lost an#dst the excitable
comments of her high-spirited chtitis,

1l
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With' the frain drawing into the station, they
rould sce how crowded the platform was with sun-
trowned folk who had come to meot velations and
friends.

Handkerchiefs were aflutter: a babel of ciies of
cognition and greeting rose above the bawling
the porters:

“Sandmouth—Sandmouth ! All change, please!”

“Paula darling, we get out here,”’” Polly said, as
if stating a very remarkable fact,

“Yes, wather, and look at me—a week '’ sighed

tha dishevelled one, getting busy with her comb
and mirror again.  “Ah, dear, wait a momeng,
geals! T say, don’t huwwy, you know !’

Out bundled Betty and the rest, however, tho
imstant the train was ab a standstill.  Dliss Red-
grave followed, looking amused at the way they
stampeded towards the luggage-vans to claim their
helongings. As for Paula, she was still fussi

! fus

&
with her hair when a purple-faced, elderly porter
looked into the carriage.

“Sandmouth, miss!”

“Yes, wather! T am sweal aweah—-""

" Where are you for, miss?”

“Handmounth, bai Jeve; wes, wather! I am

just eoming, portal; thanks—thanks for wemind-
mg me! It's quite all wight.”

" The assurance, however, seemed ito leave the
poriez with a doubt in his mind. He passed on,
whilst Pauvla very deliberately gathered up her
few things and elegantly stepped down on to the
crowded platform. .

“ Er—what about my luggage, geals ¥’ was her
bland inquiry, as she sauniered up when all the
bust'e and commotion had ended. “1 twust they
have not been wough with it, what? There was
v weed-baskeb H
“There is  the reed-basket,”’ grinned Poliy.
cinting to a congiderably squashed one. It was
at the bottom of a great barvow-load with which
the porter was trundling off. “So doun’t worry,
dear I . .

“Wowwy, bai Jove! Heah, healp—dwop it!
My gwacious!” Paula groaned despairingly, and
she wrung her hands as the porter rushed on with
the barrow, each jolt causing the topmosi trunks
and bags to settle heavier than ever upen the
basket.

“(Clome on—come on!”’ clamoured Polly, seizing
the horrified duffer by the arm; and so Paula had
to let the luggage go one way whilst she and the
givls, preceded by Miss Redgrave, passed out
through the hooking-hall.

A couple of open carriages, such as are still in -

vogue atb seaside towns, had  been  ordered in
advance. Hach had a jovial-looking driver in a
shiny  top-hat and shiny coat with tarnished
buttons. Tt took madeap Polly only an instant to
guess that a certain prank she had meditated
would not be resented by these drivers. So, in a
“flash, she whipped out a few printed hills that had
iravelled with her in an attaché-case.

“Now then!’ chuckled Polly, getting busy
whilst Miss Redgrave was seeing about the lug-
gage.

Tn a minate or less, all sides of the carriages
wora adorned with the small placards, for Polly’s
chums eagerly took a hand in the good work.
Miss Redgrave, when she came along and saw
what had happened, only laughed. After all, “it
pays to advertise,” and what a fine advertisement
this was—for the two carriages to drive off at last,
placarded with such announcements as:

LEvery Tuesday
THE MORCCVE
CONCERT PARTY !

COME TO THE
GRAND CONCERT
TO-NIGHT'!

and

Paula got over her embarrassment and was all
chuckles at lask, whilst she and her chums were
driven through the sunny streets, atbracting the
attention of thousands,

“Haw, haw, haw! T do feel widiculous I

“Good cure for stagefright, isn’t it, Miss Red-
re?” grinned Polly. ¢ Not that I am likely o
cr from that, I hope!” ; :

“T should say not, indecd P’ was the laughing
rejoinder of the mistress.

At last the fwo carriages drew oub on to the
parade, and children with spades and pails came
mshing up from the sands to learn what all she
cxcitement was about, whilst people deserted their
declk-chairs round the bandstand to get a glimpse
of the girls, . i

Ii had only to be known that here were ihe
schoolgir]l singers for the enthusiasm to be im-
mense, The bills had been out a whole week
sow, telling all Sandmouth and its thousands of
visitors that the Morcove Concert Party was
The Press, too, had been very good to
since the motive for
such a

coming. res
the enterprising Morcovian
their four of the scaside resorts was
lazudable one.

“(h, those are the girks we heard about!”
was the eager cry Betty & Co. heard again and
again. “They have got up a concert party, to
collect money for rebuilding a bospital.”

“What a capital ideal”

“So splendid of them, too!” .

“Qh, dear, this is becoming rather awful,”
Polly grimaced and her chums looked even more
embarrassed. “Now I wish T bad thought again,
before hanging out those placards!”

“Well, it's only a short distance now,” was
Miss Redgrave’s comforting assurance. “Ouar
landlady’s house is not far from the bandstand,
she said in her letter.” :

“Channel Terrace—here we are!” Betty com-
mented, seeing the name on an enamel plate.
“Now for Number 12.” :

“(ood old Number 12—same number as our
sindy!” laughed Polly. “I say, though —my
word 17’ .

There was, in fackt, rather a jar to all their
spirits, now that the carviages we drawing
in to puil up outside Number 12, Miss Redgrave
looked really dismayed.

“T do hope, girls, you are going to be coni-
fortable; but ihe house looks rather——-"

“Yes, it does,” agreed Madge Minden, smil-
ing soberly.

“Wather !
geals [

They alighted, and were glad to go swarming
up the conecrete steps of Number 12, so as te
escape the cordial atientions of the crowd that
thronged the pavement.

No one had come to the door, “and as it was
standing open to the sunshine and the sea breczes,-
Miss Redgrave walked in.  So did the girls.

“Tm 7 murmured Polly.  ““The sea air smells
funny. Not like Morcove.”

“Ts it the sea, or is it Irish stew?” debated
Tess Trelawney. “Well, there are worse things
than Irish stew for lunch.”

“There are, but not many,”
Craig. “Look out, Paulal”

Howevah, it's all for a good cause,

laughed Helen
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This timely warning enabled the elegant one
to skip back ftom the mirror in a bamboo hall-

semeone came forward at last with a

tlionght it w
the later “{rain you we a—uo:ning by!” bu
forth an untidy, angular sert of woman who
could only be Mrs, Jndelmg.\, the landlady.

“Ne, this was the train, as my lelter sanl—-——

“Well now, jist fancy ! DBub how are you, Miss
Rr*dz;xa\u, and I'm sure I'm plsased to welcome
vou!l And these are all your gels, are they, bless
mml ‘arts! How d’you do, my dears?”
Polly w eh'r outside o get a laugh, and Paula
iu!‘m‘ cil, to gasp for twnh ail,

Jist fancy, and

IIc;up Paula said mmh H8he's a
tewwow | )
“Oh, :shc‘.\t all righf; heart of gold, I dare-

say,”’ chuekied Poliy. “DBut does she always use
Bblacklead for face p(}ﬁd{,i 1
The pair of them went back, to find that Mus.
JLLduln“‘s had begun voluble apologies for being
vather in a muddle. Her other Uw‘\iﬁ had sud-
denly packed up and gone—and no wonder! o
tty & Co. were inclined fo think.
F yow'll go up, young ladies, I'll show
you whi i3 your rooms, and then 11l get the
young gel that’s with me to see to all you want!”
So saying, Mrs. Juddings began to precede
her guests 'up the shabby stuirb, but paused to

call down over the banisters to a basewcut
kitchen :
“Amy! Bee to the stoo, that it don’t burn!

Now, young ladies,” she said, with her most
ingratiating smile, and tho ascent was resumed.

Five mlmlfu: after this, Polly w to be seen
l\mv back in a crazy w IC]\L‘}' (]Jd,.l, almost burst-

ing Tier sides with sitent laughter.

“H{,, he, he! What a scream, Betiy! No
wonder everybody else has ﬂu‘l L

‘“Poor Miss Redgmm was Betly’s rueful
remark., “8he is quite upset, you ca

—the awful surprise it is. We lllu.f ma
clear to her, Polly, darling; me is not to blame.
The place was recommended

“Only,” Polly laughed on, “it has changed
hands Hns season, nn(l 50 we have dropped in- for

1l' nw-l\' \\ondc how Paula is enjoying if,
F

5 as the chuciding words were said, the
door flashed open and a wild-looking Paula came
in, She fell back against the shabby wall and
panted for breath,
“Healp! My gwacious!
“Now what are you
grinned Polly, geiting up.
“Ts 1t a d\\eam"' Paula gdspod, passing  a
hand across her forchead. “I'm in the woom
next door, with Nao‘:mzl'. I went to awwange my
hair at the dwessing-table, bai Jove, and—and—
did you hear a cow 'ash. gca!""”
“There have been so many crashes,
Betty., “W hich one was yours, Paula ?
“Mine, bai Jove, was the dwessing-table
d\ioppin‘r io pieces.  Yes, wather! In fact,
geals, it's a week, a wuin!  And Naomer went
to ta]m hold of the wash-jug, but there was no

Ohs howwows !
5!1‘1u>1b}mw ihoike
ha, ha!”

0

pleaded
‘J77

handie.”

£t \‘79117!!

“There’s no soap!” wailed Paula,  “There's
nothing !

“Thero js alw ays the smell of sfew,” corrected
Polly blithely. “Uh&,el up, Paula, darling. It's

fm a good cause.”
*And, anyhow,
town in a day or so”

we'll hc- moving on to the nest
added .[_-(.\Hy. “But I
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would like that jug of water that was promised
to come along, so that we could get a wash.,”

Then the three girls—the only ones who were
here—gave heed to a sound from the stairs that
was rather a ung. It was if some very
small person was desperately coming up the stairs
in a perilously oa'exiadez: state,

Blowly one heavy siep followed another, and
al every instant, as the ff'11~, listened, ?hc\ ex-
pected to hear 2 sudden aUpdllliln’ commotion as
the small person came to and went down -
the st 11» like an avalanche.

“T can’t »‘Lan.l this; the SUSPEnse
I’(:H‘, said di lask, with a moek-tre

'JIL.L

is too awful,”
ric look.

8o she went from the room, and Betty and
Paula Iu.iowed to come upon a sight about as

pathetic as any they had ever seen.

in suddsn excite-
ment Polly

THEIR OLD ENEMY!

pointed io the window, where two girls on a

motor-bike were going by.” The passenger

was a stranger to them, but they recognised

the motaorist in a fiash. * Cora Grandways i

treathed Polly. ¢ Bother her! What’s she
deing here 2 7

With only one more step to negotiate before
she reached ihe landing, was a gl:l of school
age, weighed down by the several enamelled jugs
of hot water which she had been bringing from
the bath-room on the ficor below.

What made her overtaxed state scem all the
more pathetic was the desperate smile which she

‘aised as the three Morcovians surprised her at
the task, ‘

“0h, you poor thing {7 Polly exclaimed com-
passionately.  “Do ict s help you. Who are
you—Amy, I suppose?’

“Yes, I'm Amy,” sald that girl breathlessly.

And, surely, mnever did simpler introduction
bring one girl into iho lives of others, with so
much of a faleiul nature to be the outcome of
the meeting !




6 -
e TN Their Enemy. . .
A T first sight she looked such an unatiractive
~Jittle -thing-—coarse-aproned and ‘untidy, .
" - and ‘perhaps not caring .much about’ her
- personal appearance. R e
But this first impression ‘was entirely corrected
the instant these tﬁr_ee' Morecvians were with her
in' ths bed-room." No -sooner had she set down
the one jug.of water which they had left her-
" to. bring in,” than she seemed to be visibly dis-
trosséc af her untidy state, : :
“Quickly she smoothed the. hair away from her.
hot forchead, and pulled hér poor clothes . into
Jetter, order; to make the best of them. Even
bofore she had dome this, Betty and Polly and
Paula had seen that she was really a very prebty
~ girl, and thet with only half a chance- she would -
'lo?‘k as nice as any of them.
say, are you ‘the -only help that Mrs.
Juddings has?” Betty asked in dismay. “No
daily woman coming “in?”. 3
““No, I’'m the only one now,” was the subdued
answer. ‘‘Visifors who have engaged apartments
because they wers recommended only. stay a night;. -
: some have refused to come-inside the place. We
are clean—at least, ’m doing my best!” the poor
Litéle thing pleaded, still panting for breath, “"But .
we ‘are all in & muddle. 'I am gorry: for Mis.
Ju(k]gllr‘;gsi:’ s e i , ;
“*She hasn’t got. the knack—is that it?’ sug-
gested Polly. g s B : T .g
“She . thought she’d:have a fry at running a
boarding house, but shée doesn’t seem fo be cut
ont for 1t,” was the answer that might have been .
expected. ‘“She used to be cook at a big house
where I was scullery-maid.. She laft——" = .

. ““And you otame. with hér?:.Oh, then, you are
related ?’” Polly guessed- ugain. - - : "
But this time Amy shook her head. . = -
““No, I’m ‘no relation. Mrs. Juddings left before
I did. ‘She left when the owners of-the pioperty
went abroad.. I stayed. on with:some people’ who

repted the -big house, -furnished;” -~ But I—I<was
not happy, so I—T left, too,”” =7 - o T
- ““Mrs. Juddings 4s' nice to you, Amy ?”’

© . “I. mustn’t’ complain,” was the: stoical answer.
““Of course, everything going wrong ‘makes her
touchy. But,. please, I must go on dewn now, for ,
~ there’s such a lot to do.? . 77 o
She was stepping to -the door whilst’ the - girls
were ' quickly exchanging glances, Bétty & €o.
cculd read one’ another’s minds in the inost. won-
dorful way ‘at times. In a flash and without a
word they. often ‘arrived at a upanimous agree-
ment. . e ST LT Al D I
“One. moment, - Amy!*” : Betty suddenly eéx-
claimed, stepping after lier. “‘Perhaps you know
we are going to give a concert on the sands this
evening 1’7 - - ? L A
“For a charity, miss; yes—"" " '
4Y¥ou should have a free front seat, ouly, there
are no tickets o be sold or given awa in- ad-
vance! - The crowd will just roll up. At least, we )
hope it will!”’ laughed Betty. * But you'll come,
woh't you®? .ot o ¢ s )
“Do, Amy! - We shall look for.you
“Yes, watherV? - =~ - .. . . s
“Jf you are there, we shall kpow you are at
Ieast_getting a bit of time: off,”? said Betty, *‘And
—and—do buy yourself whatever  you ike - with
this,”’ came flusteredly, along with' a half-crown -
- that was slipped: into the little toil-worn hand.
" ““We¢ {feel sorry for you.” s S,

[E2d

tBowwy, bai’ Jovel” exclaimed Paula- distress- . -

fully,” after the maid of all work had vanished,
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. ‘change tiow, and wait. at table.’” ;

the rather shabby

- lgoking for freésh quarters.

_a-weal scweam, haw, haw;

-run out of doors to see

. they. had "o offer.

_rigging up curtaining, so t

_ comicerned

Every Tuesiay.
overcome by the kindness that had been .shoy
“(Geals, it’s pwetty awful, what?” PEn

“Poor little soul!’”” murmured Poli_;ri
shouldn’t be -surprised if*she has to do a lightni

s oo

Nor was Polly’s prediction  falsified. ey
When Miss Redgrave and: the girls assembled in’
ining-room, for-a belated lunch,
Amy was whisking in and:ouf, bringing in th
things.: . She had made thab :lightning -change,
right . etiough,  and was now the only appetising -
foature of the lunch-hour. . ~ 7 o o0 T

‘She was more often than not in the Toom, and
it -was nob-until the meal was over phat Miss:
Redgrave was free to speak her mind, with® only:
the scholars to hear.. @ ol P

“J would have taken, you out io lunch,.. girls; -
only there really is so much 10 do in the short
time ‘we have, before this evening’s performance..
Tor the same reason, it is quite impossible to. go;

“If's quite all’ right,” Miss Redgrave!” they all’
sploke”up‘ heartily. . ““We are freating it "as:.
jokel s s - : 2 E

“Yos, wather! Haw, haw, haw—" .~ -

““FExcept little -Amy; it’s no joke to see how she:
is kept so busy!” sighed Madge, * Well, we must
do all we ean for her.”” - it b

“«Bai Jove, wather! Amy is a wipper, goals, & ]

weal bhwick! Just as Mrs. Juddings,

haw !

#0Gh1 She’ll hear!” grinned Polly. - ' -

“For at that moment Mrs, Juddings was-in the.
hall, -doing -her best

were. searching' the crowded town for apartments. !

bai Jove, is

They were not to be caught—and no -wonder, 8"
the chums could not help remarking -agam,. with . -
as  they heard ths - potential -

half:sad  smiles;
‘boarders depart.

" After the hour of $o in the stuffy environment .
it was ‘good to get a..
something of !the parade .-

of No. 12, Channel Terrace,

and ‘the town. And how heartening for Beily &
they: went, with

Clo. to be confronted, wherever

the -

to ““‘hook’’ some people’ whe

. bills advertising to-night’s  unigue charity ‘concert. {

They were all for remaining unknown, now, as - -

the girls who later on would be trying to conjure °
money from the holiday-malkers by such talent as

visited  that spob.on the seashore,- just under the

_perade, where the performance was, to.be givem: . :
A local music shop had already sent along -the. -

piano and the small platform that it -had  con-,

“Very warily, therefore, they

tracted to supply. 'A—-'cougle ‘of met - weIe .busy,

A retiring ‘place in’ betwéen: the turms.
not disclose - their -identity
to try the piano. _
 “Ripping!’ was her
she had fingered the keys for a morent.: -
that’s my one anxiety set ‘ab rest [

“Then -you -are lucky, Madge deah,” -gighed

r whispered verdict; after
“Bo

at-the girls could have!
"They did}
to ‘the workmen; Put! -
" one thing ‘Madge siinply had to do. She just had: .

Paula, as they moved on, mounting. to the- broad

¢ As the hour appwoaches,
about ‘the numewous mattahs, ¥
wather. 'L ‘twust the- sea air is nof disagweeing
with my. thwoat, but I feel at pwesent as if 1
conld not-sing a note !’ 5 i :

parade.

T feel gwavely
yes,

“¢Phen you'll have to play up all the better in’ N

the sketch you are to. do. with me!” " chuckled -

Polly, “You remember——">" - .

“Tr—the twouble as wegards the sketch: s,

deplored Paula,. ‘I do not wemember, at pwesent, -



.‘Vone word of my part.
quite: distwessing. My memowy is a blankV
: eommented, -with a mock
‘You mustn’t let us: down :

Tzerapeme _
Tt is wather wemarkable,

- 4“0h dear!”

Bett?
look of d:smay

Padlal” 0

. A} the wowst, Betty deah, I can a[ways go
~ wound with the box. Yes, watlier.
wowldn’t it- be wather a good idea, bai Jove, if

In fact, geals,

1 coufined my effowts to going woind with the
‘box? A geal with a cextam ammmi? of charm—

% what 7

" They had returned to No- 12 Chanmel Terrace

by that time, and had ‘let themselves in to the-

front room; whlch overlooked the. street:

Suddenly - Pol[y, who had been looking oub of.r

‘the ‘window, gave an excited shout, as she caught
“sight of & faxmlmr figure, going by o a:.motor-

. bike,: the sidecar that ‘was attached to<it holding

: der:swe member of thé. audience;. doing -her: best -
to make a fiasco of the concert. "The chums, how—

.8 gﬁ‘l paasenger who was a uomplete stlangel to
the chums.

But they all, hke Polly, knew the glrl motonst
- herself in a fash,

. “Cora’ Grandways!” -

= “Bai Jovel ‘Geals—" -

.. “*Bother her' What'!s she domg here 7 grlmaced
. 'Polly, stamping -a foot with vexation. ‘““As if we
don’t have enough of her at Morcove!”

“She’s seen us—she’s stopping!l”’

Madge, looking ﬁnnoyed .

It was true! . Catching sight of the chums at the
window, Cora had drawn up to the kerb. Beity &
Co.. bégan to turn away from -the window. Cora
Grandways, the spitfire -of the Fourth Form at
Morcove, had forfeited a thousand times-over all

murmu'red

3 ciamz upon the chums’ toleration.
: Cora, however, meant to have a fow wouis w1th*-

them
. *Hallo, SStudy 12! Howa the Fonn captmn P
“-the girl cried. out loudly, . in .a mocking. voice,
. “T've seen the bills about,and you can expect me
" {o-night—of course! He, he, he!” .

-1t meant that they -could expect. h&l o be &

" ever, were not ‘going to look dismhayed.

“The mote the merrier,”’ was Polly’s sereno
response. - ‘*We only wish,
_would hé- & hundred niore hke youl”’
" “QOh, and why P> bridled up Cora.

* But Polly was not going Yo -BAY why'.” She. only

. laughed, feeling perfectly sure that whien: the bag

_went mund .Cora would want to show-off by put-

“except Judith, who had long smce ‘hecome a girl

ST'm at. a4 country house—the Gra.uge—sta:;rmg -
_ _with that girl chum of mine whom you can see in’
the sidecar:

- applause !

¢+ “Thank you,” said Polly sweet]y
.thing you-would say.”

fingin paper money. The Grandways were such
ories for making -a. show with their money—all

of splendid quahtres

< #“Where “is--your . sister’ Juchth ‘?” Bett; asked
feelmg she would. really . like ‘to meet that gu'l

“Are you both staymg m Sa.ncfm(mth w1th your'

I

parents

“«h, dear; no!”" Cora Sﬂ.ld loudly and Iﬂftlly

We are having ' great” fun—boetter
than footling away the hels., trying to show pedpla
how' clever you are!” .

" tWell, what a lot of eonceited rot it is!” Cora.
said vm;ouslv “You are -only- thinking of -the
Where is Miss Redgra,ve?

" sighed Paula,

. watching the people go by.

in one respect, there ~had not been given to keepmg her husy' from

ag long 'as they remained in sight.

“them.

“don't swank a bit.
" ‘How I shall love.

) “The sort o£'= ~-gee-& part-of their per——""

Give her
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“my dearest, fondess love, won't you? He, he, he""'
And -with (hat jéering. -rvemark, - :mp!ymg hotwv

hostile. she wvas to the Norm-mistress, she started

“up. the motor-cycle and drove on.

“Bai Jove,” sxghed Pails, after Cora had gone,
“what - with My, Juddmgs, and now Corws
Gwandways, we have wather stwuck it unlucky,

geals, what? ¥ shan't be S(‘mwy wheﬁ we' move

on to the next tewn.” -
“Neot a bit of it!” objected stout hearted Polly ;

- “To:mertow you'll be cr{y_mng mth dehght over
- the ‘suecess we. Have madel” :

Paula still ‘looked dubicus; - .
£y don’t mind how I owéw to-mowwow,' Pq}Iv
deah, ‘so leng as I don’t ewow when I’m smgmg
to- mght' T ) )
- Amy Has & Secret. ) :
ha.lf -past seven that evening a bateh of

T
A merry-hearted girls .came away. from No.

- 12, Channel’ TFerrace, - \uth 3ust one .grown- a

"_up petson in their midst. s
“What a .rush. it has been!”.laughed Mlss Red- -

grave, - “I do hope we shall be able te start
on titme* That alleged evening dinnep

“ My - gwacious,

“Tt hag ‘pwoved the ﬁmshmw'
stwoke, Miss Wedgwave. PwactlcaI]y speakmg, 1
am. weduced to a nervous- weck.”

Polly Linton suddenly dashed back up the house- :
steps to call out gaily:

“Mind you . come, Amy' “We are sure 'V_[rs

‘ Juddings can spare you!”

“Then the. madeap of the pari‘.y Tan (}own the.

" stops again, and took a scampenng run to catch up
’ wn: x

her chums.

- At the same instant Amy, the maid- of-ad-work
came -fo the  old-fashioned bow-window . of the

dmmg-room to send hor wistfal gaze after the

receding figures of Miss Redgra.ve and the 'girls.
1t was a glorious evening.. The-sun was still

-shining  warmly, and the bma{l parade was again

surging with life,

Never befors-had . Amv, in the stiort t1me she had
been - with Mrs. Juddings, stood idle lLike this,”

morning to night, Amy’s own willing spirit would

- never have allowed her to dream aWay ever' a
minute. . But now—— :

. Bhe felt shie simply must watch the: schoolgzrls )
When' they -
weré in the house, she could not. keep her eyes off
So awfully good-hearted and’ friendly they. ~
had shown thémselves to bs, and then again; what =
a sort of fhnﬂ 11: gave one, to: nofhlce hew mce}y
they dressed. -
‘A rainite “singe’ she “had’ seer - fhem Iezwe the

',house, wearing dainty clogks of soft material over.

the pierrette frocks in which they were to appear
before the public as the modest little concert party
that hoped to earn money for the héspital, *
4“They must- all belong to -wealthy homes,” was
Amiy’s musing ‘thought, as she still kept the dainty -
figures in sight from the bow-window. - * ¥ét they:
Ab, no; they aze not like that!
shppmg oui; presen‘tiy, ;ust to

“Amy!. Now, what are you standmg in & dren;m-
for, there ?*’ was the sudden upbraiding ory :that
made .the hard-worked girl face round sharply i
“Do get a move on, gel'” - ;

pway don’t" ‘wemind - mel”

Even if Mrs. Juddmgs e



THE SCHOO

s _‘ /A\\‘
- T~
A REBUFF FOR GCORA. .Ai5.2%

speak to me ? ’’ asked Cora of the girl who had

plucked her sleeve. “ I’m not,” was the reply.

* §'m only wishing you two girle will hold your
- tongues and let others enjoy the show !

“Ves, Mrs. Juddings, I—I was only—"
“As if there isn’t enough for you to do, my gel,
with them eight young ladies staying in the
house! Besides, I want you to hurry up and get
finished down in thé. kitchen by eight - o’clock.
There’s folk coming to see youl” :
Amy stood halted in amazement
back to the half-cleared dinner-table.

“Coming to see me, Mrs. Juddings!”

“Yes, Amy. You remember—of coursc you do!
—the parties that took the Grange a couple of
months ago, when the owners went abroad ? Well,
they are coming here at eight o’clock to——2-""

“Not to ask me to go back!”. burst from Aniy,
whilst she looked quite frightened—desperate.
“ Mrs. . Juddings, -you know I couldn’t go on there
any longer, and that’s why I ran away and came
to you!. They—there is something azbout .those

peopl : ) .

“Rubbish! I only wish I had let myself be
took on by them, instead of thinking I'd strike out
for myself and-make my fortune with this board-
ing-house!” Mrs. Juddings exclaimed testily.

“No! You have had no experience with them!”
the girl struck in'tensely. “I have! Oh, why are
they coming here to see me? Yet I can guess!
It niust be because they want to get me to tell
them-—" . g '

“Tell them what, then 1" came eagerly from Mrs.
Juddings. “Y-don’t know what their game is.
only know they've just wired to me, to see that
you are kep’ indoors this evening, agenst their
coming.” . .

“But I don’t want to meet them—I can’t, I
won’t!” ‘was the hard-driven cry that came from
the girl. “Oh, Mrs. Juddings, mayn’t I go out,
after all, to see the concert, as you as good as said

})

on her way
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Do let
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1 might in front of the young ladies?
me—do!*’ :

“No, you won't, my gel, so don’t kecp on!” Mrs.
Juddings answered, looking as if she was harden-
ing her heart. ““This telegram I've had—it hadn’t
come when I said you might go. It elters every-
think.” - ’ }

“Mrs. Juddings—"

“Youw'll stop in, and you'll make yourself pre-
sentable!” commanded the ex-cook at the Grange;
“You silly gel, you, there may be sumethink in
this for both of us! And yet you want fo go.
frivolling your time away at concert parties!’>-

"There was a tell-tale look of resolution in Amy’s
pale face as she suddenly hurried on with the
clearing away, without saying any more. ’

It was hateful to her to show deliance to the .
wonian who was now her mistress; bub still more
hateful was the idea of staying within doors, to
be interviewe:d by the present tomants of the
Grange. She knew them! She knew, too, just
what they wanted—only too well, she knew! .

“ And they just shan’t get it out of me—no, no,
never!” was the passionate whisper she gave when
she was alone in the basement kitchen. ““Oh, if
only I had parents to go home to, or friends, to
advise me! . But I wouldn’t be here to-night if it
hadn’t been that Mrs. Juddings was the only -
person I could go to when I left the Grange.”

Whilst other thoughts as painful as these fol-
lowed in her brain, she was never at a standstill
in the kitchen. With a feverish haste she got on
with the washing-up, and tidied the sink, and then
put the dishes in the racks, Her mind was made
up.: At the first warning that those odious people
were here, she would be off out of the house!

‘There would be no need for her to go up to
her attic-room to dress for out-of-doors, She had
her outdoor things down here, hanging behind
the kitchen door. And so, if those people did— .

Hark! There they were! In a fine car that was
pulling up opposite the street door, :

In great agitation Amy reached down her out-
door things and put them on, whilst she heard a
lady and gentlemah mount the concrete steps. above
the old-fashioned area to the front door,

Thoy were laughing as they talked together, as
if the intended interview was going to he a joke.
Yet Amy was well aware that beneath that affected

. levity there must lie villainy of the deepest kind.

“Amy! Now, Amy, come up; do you hear
i:ne 7 yelled down Mrs. Juddings a few moments
ater. . .

There was no response. - Amy had already slipped

out by the kitchen door, in the area, and had
raced up the steep steps, to dart across the road
and mingle with the c¢rowds on the asphalte
parade,
- Mrys.. Juddings, failing to get an answer from
the basement kitchen, tufned back to where she
had left the lady and gentleman standing in the
shabby hall. 7 ‘

“I do believe the young monkey has gone ouf,
arter all, Y .she has,. I'll give it to her
by-and-by. But just a moment, Mr. Dillon—just
a moment, ma’am. She may be only skulking
down there.” : - .

Left to themselves again, Mr. and Mrs. Rupert
Dillon looked at each other in undisguised anger.
They were a handsome couple,” but neither bus-
band nor wife had those looks which are engag-
ing. He was too sleek to seem trustworthy.
Perhdps she, beautifully dressed as she was,
would have beon thought fascinating by some
poople.. Amy’s belief had been that the woman
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ooulddbe as flerce and cruel as a tigress when
ro
“If the little minx has dodged ws!” said this
tall, slim woman, her eyes ag!eam

“ Ay, well,” mubbezed her husband. - “She may
-do that once; she can't keep on doing it. And
if persuasion won’t answer——> A curious smile
completed the sinister phrase.

Mrs. Juddings came back, testily anbouncing
that the girl must have bolted from: the lleuse on

purpose to avoid the interview.

“But she’ll come back! Oh, she can’t have
run away proper, like she did "trom you!” the
ex-cook said, with an air of being ready to fawn
on these wealthy people. “I've often wondered
why it was she did throw up her place with you.
Pm sure you must ha’ done your best for her!”

“The gul had everything she needed to mako‘

her happy,” replied handsome Mrs. Dillon,
advancing into the room that Mrs. Juddings had
indicated, ‘It was a pure delusion on her part
to get the idea that we—well, we were not honest
people. Rupel"l: ‘she addressed her frowning
husband, *

“¥f there’s anythink I can do, I'm sure, sit—"

“You'll help us, eh?” the man interrupted,
whilst he gave Mrs, Juddings another shrewd
look. “Not deing too well w1th this boarding-
house, eh ?”

“Doing well, sir! Except for a few schoolgels
that'll be gone in a day or twe I'm doing no-
thing. I only wish I'd never took on the place,
but had been able to do for you at the Grange.”

“Um! Well, we are suited, as it happens. Be-
sides, you couldn’t make another change ab once.
 But 1 tell you what, Mis. Juddmgs, Rupert
Dillon continued, closiug the door cautiously,

“my wife and I might meke. it worth your
while—*

“Well w01th your ‘while, Mrs Juddings,” put
in Mrs. Dillon, with ler dazzling smile.

“To do what, sir—ma’am? I'm sure if therce’s
-anythink—"

“There is this, my good woman,” the man said,
in a low and impressive tone. = “You can sec to it
that the girl, Amy. Ashdown, remains here with

you, and that we geb ‘her to tell us just what‘

we want to know.”

talk.

“She need not know that you are in our pay,
Mrs. Juddings.  And, of course, the next time we
shall take her by surprise. You understand? A
little arrangement between you and: 2

“0Oh, yes, ma'am; I quite understand all that.
‘Might 1 ask, then, ma’am, what it is you want
the girl to tell you? . I mean to say, it’s so—so
strange. Grand folks Iike you having to come

seeking a mere orphan girl thaﬁ was in service to.

you, to get her to tell you—-="
“What that girl has got to tell us need not
concern you, Mrs. Juddings,” interrupted Rupert
Dillon, whilst he excited a covetous gleam in the
woman’s eyes by taking a wad of currency notes
from a wallet. “Let this. five pounds repay you
for all you are asked to do at present.”
- % Although there may be more to do
by-and-by—if the gir! is_obstinate—and more
money for it,” was Mrs. Dillon’s low rejoinder.
“TIsn’t that so, Rupert?” :
He nodded, and could afford to

.dings had risen to the bait.

‘did not answer,

“what had we better do about it now?” .

Mis, Dillon drew closel to join in the beguiling

smile in a

THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN . - 9

gratified way as he saw how readily Mrs. Jud-
The woman was on
their side now—in their pay.

“An_easy person to bandle, Laura,” he re-
marked to his stylish wife when they were going
off in the car a few minutes later. “And suppos-
ing we do have to tip her rather liberglly from

. time to time—what is a few pounds, in the long

ran, -when such a great prize 1s to be won?”
_ Mrs. Dillon unodded her handsome head, but

attention to two girls who were leaving a motor-
cycle and sidecar =zt the kerb that they might
join & crowd which was collecting at the parade -
railings.

“There is our Laura, Rupert,” murmured Mrs.
Dillon, implying the daughter who was named
after hor.  “She and her friend, Cora Grand-
ways. They are going to attend that sea-
shore concert, as they spoke of doing.”

“The concert! - I wonder,” he exclaimed, *if
that young Amy can be found amongst the
audience? If so, we Imght stop the car, and—no,
better not, perhaps.”

“It .would never do,” said his wife. “No,
Rupert, we must be patient. Nothing would be
more fatal to our plan than for outsiders to find
that the girl had reason to mistrust us. She shall
be given a little t.lmc, and then—-if she is still as
stubborn as ever——"

The hard voice broke off there, bu{; plainly
enough the hard eyes said the rest.

At that moment Mrs. Dillon looked as if she
would be a ruthless person to Amy Ashdown if—if
the need should arise for desperate measures to be .
adopted against that plucky little soul.

¥ There you are!"

Betity commented .

as the girls gazed around the humble room.

o Amy’s belongings are still here! Then how
. can she have gone off gn her own accord 777

PROOF POSITIVE !

Bhe - was suddenly -giving her .
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: The First Concert. . :

ik OH, ‘won't they be proud of themselve

drawing a crowd like this!” .

Lo It was Cora Grandways who made the
Jeering remark, as she and her holiday cromy,
the girl Laura Dillon, advanced to wherec some
hundreds of people were gathered on the parade,
2l crowding as close as possible to the iron railings
so as to .be able to look down on to the sea-
shore platform. .

As many people again were assembled on tlie
rands in front of the Morcovians® little stage, which
had been made to look. very attractive with flags
and bunting and Chinese lanterns,

Row behind row the youngsters in the audience
had squatted in semi-circles on the warm, dry sand,
then came quite a big array of iron chairs that the

" borongh council had courteously loancd the enter-
prising schoolgirls. : .

-Not one of these scats was vacant now, whilst
close. bohind crowded all.the folk who were going
to stand throughout the performance, and yet drop
a liberal hali-crown into the bag! :

Cora Grandways, always the one to do. her
utinost to make a stir in public, was not slow about
working her way to the front of the crowd *“up-
stairs.” Laura Dillon wormed in after bher, and
there they stood, intending to be very free in their
somments on the show.

Laura was a girl after Cora’s own heart, and as.

soon as she had been told of the standing enmity
between Cora and the other Morcove girls, she

had becn all for taking & hand at upsctting the

performance if possible.

“It’s such pifiiing nonsense, you know,” Cora
said, with a curled lip. “I was saying, Laura,
dear "—and, of course, Cora was saying it again
for the benefit' of people round about—"“I am at
the school these girls belong to. They are always
doing something to show off.” o 5

“We had a lot like that at my school,” was
Laura’s scornful response.” ' “The sort.that are
teachers’ favourites. Horrid little prigs I always
called them. Well, aren’t these girls going to
make a start? It's eight o’clock I ‘

Laura showily consulted her gold wrist-waich
as she made this remark. Both she and Cora were
éxpensively dressed, and undoubtedly they looked
very charming, Already, however, pecople close at
hand were giving signs that they would have taken
to the pretiy pair befter if there had been less
swagger about them. i
. “Bhan’t hang about much longer,” grumbled
Cora, and she started some impatient hand-
clapping, hoping to gef it taken up by the crowd.
" But it ‘so happened that at that very instant
Madge Minden came round from behind the
screen to take her seat at the pianog, so Cora’s ill-
natured handclapping was soon dvowned in a very
hearty burst of applause.

“That’s' Madge Minden—awful swank over her
playing,” Cora shrilled at Laura, above the pro-
longed handclapping. “ Fancies herself no end 1

Those round about who heard must have thought
“differently. as they saw how unaffectedly Madge
took her seat and tried the piano with a chord or
so. As the handclapping still went on, she simply
had to get up and bow,. but it was done with a
sober dignity that won the hearts of the audience,
- 'Then the Wourth Form’s musical genius crashed
out the spirited melody which was to play on
her ¢hwins. A-bar or so was heard, but no more.
After that it was another stormm of applause as
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ing chorus. pi
" There were yells of laughter, too, as ‘well as
deafening “ Bravos!” when one givl was seen to be
as black as a golliwog, whilst another—a very.
elegant young lady—suddenly rushed off the stdge
as 1f to do her hair. ' Paula, as she made that
precipitate exit, was putting up a hand to her
pretty tresses as if they might come off.

All the same, most of the. short opening chorus
was taken in by the audience, wha applauded all

" six girls ran out and lined up to give their open-

ALY

the more becanse it was obviously the girls' own

clever composition. Tt wittily and cleverly ex-

plained the object of the concert, and how nervous

they all felt. .

" ““Nervous—what rot!"* Cora shrilled into Laura’s
ear, whilst the second verse was being rattled off.
“They have all the nerve in the——" ’

A sudden plucking at Cora's elbow made. her
turn and look down her nose at the very short,
plainly dressed girl,

““Are you wishing to speak to me?”’ ¢ R

“T’'m-not, miss; Fm only wishing you two girls

would either hold your tongues or go away.*Some »:

of us want to ‘enjoy the show, even if you don’ti”’

This was the signal for a lot of laughter and
loud comiients, all directed against the obnoxious
coupie, and Betty and the rest who. weore singing
could tell that a disturbance had broken out in
that part of the audience.

They carried on, however, encourzged by the
unmistakable signs of pleasure that were being
given. Aund then Paula captivated the crowd by
rushing on just in lime (0 receive her sharve uf
the applause, with a small mirror in one hand and
a comb in the other. .

“Ia, hoa, ha!’ pealed children and grown-ups .
alike. They quite imagined that Paula was in-
tended to be comic—a belief that was deepened
when Paula bowed this way and that, giving her
fatuons ‘‘Maw, haw, haw!” and simpering:

‘“Thanks, thanks! Yes, wather, what 7 3

Cora was still looking on with a sour smile when
she felt Lauwra giving her a nudge. . .

_“I say, Cora,”” came the excited whisper, “that,
girl Amy Ashdown is in the crowd on the sands!”

“Yo\u mean that little skivvy you were telling
me about 7’ :

“Yes, Cora. I fancy she must have given my
parents the slip.” They will be mad about it!”’

The Morcove girl merely nodded. A song by
Helen Craig had been annouuced, and she wanted .
to listen. But Lauva was all on the fidget, and
she suddenly whispered:

ST come back presently,
down to speak to that Amy!’

‘“Oh, all right?”’ . ;

Beveral people showed their ammoyance as Laura -
pushed clear of the crowd along the parade rail-
ings. Helen was singing “Ye Banks and Braes ”
—peihaps one of the greatest favourites in all the
realm of music where a homely audience is con-
cerned. : '

Descending a flight of steps to the sands, Laura
was soon mingling with the crowd in front of the
concert platform, and again she annoyed eager
listeners by worming her slim person to where
Amy was standing. Amy, in her plain workaday
clothes, all eyes and ears for the schoolgirl singer,
whose sweet voice was so cultured and whose
appearance so refined.

Poor Amy Ashdown, what wonder if she was
thinking, just then, how fine it would be to ‘belong
to a
Morcove.

Cora; I'm going

The greatest blessing she had ever

happy home, and to go to a fine school like -



- -other girl who had

*

]

:known, as an orphan child, had besn to find a
“kind master and mistress in the owners of the
Grange; and now that thﬁy had gone abroad, and

. life was very lonely and difficult.
Suddenly she felt 'a_touch at the elbow,” and

wheri she glanced aside there was 'a shock for

her that turned her pale. . &
_The beautiful song seemed to die away upon
- her ears; she could not return her attention to the
~schoolgirl singer, but had to stare dismally at this
claimed her attention.-
- Laura Dillon—the haughty daughter of that un-
trustworthy pair who were renting the Grange,
furnished; a girl whom Amy-had hoped never to

" ' see again—was here! .

" ‘"Taken OH.Her Quard. '
“¥  WANT to spoak to you!” Laura said im-
1 periously. “Come away!” A
. ((Bub-_” g
- *Come on!” : )
It was evident that Laura was not going to show
any  consideration for those round ahout who

: wanted silence for the singing. 8o Amy felt 1t

“would be best, for their sakes, {o withdraw. With
‘an apologetic look, she extricated herself from the
. press of people, Laura following, and next minute
they. were standing alone together by a boat that
was_drawn up high and dry upon the sands. -
“Look here, have you seen my parents?”’ Laura
began in a domineering tone.’. *'You knew they
were coming to the boarding-house where you
work, to have .a falk with you?”’ s %
- ““Yes, but I refused to see them. I—"
- ¥“You refused!” - Laur
‘‘What a way for a girl like you to talk! You, a
mere servant. All Iig'ht,, my girl, you'll soon be

. in hot water about this!’

“I don’t care. Your parents can do what they

like. I am not going to be pestered and bullied

" ‘into telling them what they want to know!” Amy

was on her mettle sgain. “‘They have no right
to that paper which T hid! They~——"" -
-“Shut up, tatking so loud !’ hissed Laura, with
a. frightened glance around. *'It’s” as good as

. - saying that my parents are thieves!”
= are trying to get hold of something:
. that doesn’t belong to them, and that’s thieving!”

“Well, the;
Amy said hotly. ‘I have hidden that paper, and

the only persons T will ever give it up to are the.

owners of the Grange. They are abroad, and if

-~ .only I knew their address, I would—"

.“You are a litile donkey, to be so obstinate!”
Laura seethed. *‘Don’t you know that my people
would make it well werth your while to—~"

“No doub$ they would; and yet you trg to
make out that they are honest! Oh, go away;
I refuse to argue about it all!” )

In sheer disgust, Amy:thrust the grandly dressed
girl away from her and strode off. . -

Bhe found herself walking farther away from the

seashore concer, .instead of returning to it; buf-

it was doubtful if she could enjoy the entertain-
ment now.that this upsetting encounter had taken
place. . - = £
For the moment, at any rate, her pleasire was
shattered, and she wandered on along the sands,
heaving many a sigh over her worrying thoughts.
" What a-shame it was when sounds were following
her that told of the delightful performance which
. was being given. . -
 She decided to walk off her annoyance by going
a few- hundred yards along thé sands, and then
to. mount to the parade and return fo the erowd at
the railings.- By so doing, perhaps she would
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Laura retorted scathingly. -

" concert—'

_ sweetly smiled upon the unsuspecting

II

manage to evade that detestable daughter of the
people she mistrusted. ' 7 '
eantime, however, Laura Dillon rejoined Cora
Grandways on the parade, and all further intérest
in the concert ceased for Cora, when she-theard
what her holiday crony had to whisper. - -

“Bomething you can de for me and my people. -

that will be a rare spree!” Laura guardedly con-
fided to her kindred spirit. ““Do eome, Cora, and
Tl explain?’ - A T

They worked their way out of the crowd, just -
as Beétty and the rest, with Madge: at the piano,
were giving an amusing patt-song. It proved
what a tremendous attraction the comcert. had
become that the parade, except for the huge crowd
that was looking on, seemed to be quibte deserted.

A'This is the idea!” Laura exclaimed tensely,
divectly she and.Cora were back at -the motor-
vyele and sidecar.  ““If you can only persuade
that girl Amy to.let you give her a ride! Cora,
can’t you ride a liftle way along the parade—she
has gone that way, and will most likely come
back—and pretend to be soft of friendly?”” . °

“ And supposing she lets me?’’ asked Cora, with
every si of delight at the bif of mischief.
“What do I do with her then?”’ . . : .
. Laura’s answer was in a whisper that left Cora
grinning with malicious  delight. .

“Lovely " chuckled the standing enemy of Betty
& Co. “Ill do it if only because-that Amy is the
ie&rv;:nt at. their boarding-house. All right, I'm

r . ! E

And next second she was astride the saddle, and
the machine_quietly purred away. 2 3

Only a_couple of hundred yards did she have
to ride “along the sea fromt before she saw a girl
who ‘was unmistakably Amy Ashdown thoughtfully
sauntering alone along the asphalte. Cora drew
in to the kerb, stopped the machine, and swung

off. . A -
“Like a ride, would you?”’ she teok Amy by
surprise by saying, very sweetly, ‘‘I always think

. it's a pity to do a run roitnd with an empty side-

car when someone like you must be. deserving a
jaunt. You look so—so fired, you poor thing!™ .

“I—I am at work all day,"” said Amy, feeling
nothing” but grateful to this well-dressed girl for
bfaing so-thoughtful for others, It is very kind.
of you— 8 : |

‘?Nof: at all! Do come—it will be giving me a
bit of pleasure.” - .

“Thank you ever so much, but there is a

40h, see that another evening! - Besides, I can’
just run you once up and down the parade, for a
blow. Will you come? Dol”. ey

It seemed churlish to refuse such a iriendly
offer, and 50 Amy gave a shy smile of assent and
went with this girl who was a total stranger.to
the waiting ‘machine. g .

“That's right—you. feel comfy like that?” Cora
dupe, as
she closed the sidecar door and moved round to
bestride the saddle. i : :

“I¢’s fine!” laughed Amy.

“Off we go, then!”: oy R

Cora’s dainty-foot kicked down the starter; the’
enginte sprang to life, and away they went; driving
towards the far end of the parade, so as to furn -
back there—as Amy supposed—and do a complete
run along the-town’s sea fronf. . . v i ol

“But at the end of the parade Cora purned off
into roads that had been tecently laid out in readi-
ness for building operations. - This way and that
she kept the machine skimming amongsi- these
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short reads. Then she ran the outfit towards the
parade again.

“Now sne will take me along the front,”’ thought
Amy, and it was towardse the parade that Corae
went. Buat it was to a deserted end of 16!

What was this, though, that the givl dviver was
doing now! Suddenly xlo\.ﬂntv up to a mere crawl,
whilst another girl as suddenly dashed out from
where she had been hid g ud a pillar-box—
and that other girl was Laura Dillon!

“Here, what are youn doing?’ Amy began fo
protest .l"lt'{‘h‘(ﬂ\,, as she fnuud TJ{I[I'!ZL Dillon, with

a erafty ook, boarding the spacious sidecar.
“Stop! Let me get out! SiopV
“Ha, ha, ha!  All right, Com I'm abhoard!”’

aug out Tulll}ﬂ as she simply flung hewself into
ihe s;domr thus crushing Amy back mto the seaf.
“Drive on—you know where!”’

And now the machine dashed away at a greab
speed, and anyone who had seen the whole thing
happen must only have thought that they were
three friends having a bit of fun.

To Amy herzelf, however, the appualling nature
of the trap in which she had been caught now slood
disclosed.,

The two girls were in league with each other,
and she was being whirled away like this—to the
Grange!

At Their Merocy.

ASTER, and yet faster, the motor-cycle and
sidecar raced along, now that the outskirts
of the secaside town were left behind and the

open country stretched before them.

At this pace, Amy knew. they would be af the
Grange within the nexi few minutes. 1t was a
very lonely old mansion, less than five miles from
up-to-date Sandmouth.

In her anger and desperation, the unwilling pas-
senger trled to attract the attention of those few
people who were encountered roaming the country
roads. But these few folk evidenily imagined that
all the excited cries and gestures were only the
outcome of hoisterous spirits. In any case, what
could the wayfarers-be expected to do,
machine was going by aé something like thivty
miles an hour!

A passionate calmness suddenly fell upen the in-
dignant girl.

In the way she pursed her lips there was a sign
of the stubborn silence sh(- would preserve, no
matter how much they might try to bully her into
vielding up the secret that was hers

For that was the motive behind this sheer kid-
napping of her,. she wuas sure. Mr. and Mis.
Dillon had enlisted the aid of their own daughter
and this other girl, who wus evidently a guest.

Possibly the two girls were regarding it as a
harmless prank; hut what difference would that
make to the victim of this cruel bit of treachery ?

On and on! Whirry, whirr, whirr along a last
streteh of rvoad that was bounded on either side
with cornfields; then a sharp turn to the left into «
sort of wide grove of trees, and here was the stately
old entrance to the grounds of the Grange.

As they drove in (’nuimucl‘; at the gateway,
Laura spoke for the first time since the mad

escapade began.

“Not the house, Cora!” she shrilled at the
schoolgirl driver, above the noise of the engine.
“Take her round to the old boathouse!™

“RightV

The hoathouse!
the words.

It was an old stone building, as

substantial as

when the

Amy's heart sank as she heard

Crery Tuesday

1k was o umental, at the head of a large lake

which adorned the remotest part of the spacious
gwuuds There was not much chance of escaping
from there!

Very massive Lrees lined the weedgrown - track
into which the cye le had now been steered, and it
seemed to he deep twilight here, with the greaf
branches meeting LJVF‘U]E:d{J Amy had the impulse
to start calling for help; but she changed her mind
and resalved to save JIEI’ breath for the desperate
tussle in which she would engage both these girls,
sy tried to hustle her into the old stone
ilding.

A few momenis more and the machine was pulled
up ahmpi]y

Quickly Lauva scrambled out of the sidecar and
then laid hands upon Amy, whilst Lum swung out
of the saddle and darted to her crony’s assistance.

“Come on—ha, ha, ha!” Lauwra laughed wildly.
“You managed beantifully, Cora! Have her out—
quick!”’?

One of them held the sidecar-door wide opeu,
and then between them they dragged the strogt

gling Amy from the light vehicle.

In a moment she was battling desperately to
break away from her captors; but it was twe fo
one, and they easily hustled her the {ew paces to
the boathouse door.

The poor girl had always avoided this spot,
even in the days when her kind master and mvstress
were in residence at the Grange. Any lonely build-
ing standing at the verge of a lonely lake looks
forbidding, and at this moment Amy had all the
sations of a hapless captive being dragged into
gloomiest of stone prisons.

1f only someone could know what was being
done to her! If only those kind and friendly ‘svlmol—
girls could Lnow |

The despairing thought was bringing tears to
her eyeés as, ntterly nwrpewa»r(_d. she was bun(ﬂud
througt the grim Gothic porch, the two girls
bi LlIldE)lll}"‘ in after her.

Then one of them slammed shut the door, and
Laura’s voice sounded in the darlkness.

“Cora, will you stay herve with her, and see she
doesn’t get away? I’ll yun to the house and tell
the mater! She will be glad—grateful to you for
the help!”

“Go on, then,”
s for breath.
s is, Laura!”

“The very place, and a safe distance Jrom the
]wu~P ' panted Laura Dillon, opening the massive
door to let herself ont.

Next second she was gone,

ti

approved Clora, in between her
“My word, what a queer place

aa

t

closing the door be-
i , and Amy 111\L.mt_v dashed at the remain-
ing givl and tried to get past her to the door,

you don't " was the.other’s exuliant gasp,
after they had strug(’.t/d with each other fuviously
for a few moments. “I've got you, and I’'m not
the sort of girl to rrlvp int?
“Neither am I,”” Amy eried fiexcely. ““If I can’t
"PL away, I wor't be made to spe ak, I warn you!
but how could you take part n thing iike
thh It's wrong and \\.l(‘lwd

“Piffle ! Omv a joke

“No, it is not! Do, do please let me go,”” Amy
implored, standing uttuly helpless with both wrists
held ’f“\sL ‘mrrcthel by relentless hands. “Help,
helpt”’

“T’'m sure no one will hear you, so shout away,’
taunted Cora. “You are a silly duffer to
offence like this! You wanted a ride, and you got
one—he, he, he!”

Amy realised by now that this

eirl had no more
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heart than Laura Dillon. To implore pity only
mean{ hu mm.“m“‘ (nM(‘H in vain,
“Very well, then,” the captive ex .1;1ne-d fiercely.
Yoa will have tu ffer Moutr with the othm& l‘
I make any camplaint.
at the bmidm(r hmwo, that y:
grave, and
“Miss Redgr 'ue—bu.l P
ness. ‘I am nob_afraid of |
of thoze precious Morcove
“You know them!”’
I am a Morcove girl myself,’
“'_{'hon T-should think you are a disgrace
school,”” was Amy’s scornfiul rejoinder
none of Hm v qpl.J, ;
““Oh, that will do!” snapped C
"I"mj, both heard semeons approaching the Ju!hl-
i 1 It was the g light step, not of
woman, and Amy could only 3

laughed Cora.

& il
Lo the
“You have

a. “Hark]
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than ever, and

hino .
hing:

I refuse, I refuse !’
e

I youl
e umll you come to youi 68,

the r (:Nuw woman answered fiercely, bac -
wards the door, "(_u.n away, Cora. You (‘du be
ted to wolu your tongue, I know. Would you

“Then f»lav I

allow a mere (mt of a scullery girl to defy you?”’
“an iu»("tf Cora’s harsh reply, as she
ass e Laura was uutw... ”"ouch

Dillon.”

n to?”’ Mrs. Dillon said, in' ing hold of
to draw it s after he 2. "R mm—mb ar,
what has be-
come of vou. I have only to send in a m ¢ to
Mrs. Juddings, and then-——-’
The girl, who felt hcvse‘.[ to be
knew not what dreadful
frantic rush at her ¢

the door
Amy Ashdown, no one will wonder

‘

omed to she
fate, made a sudden

A WELL-LAID SCHEME !

trap in which she had been caught.

herself for what was to take place in another
moment. .

Wide open swung the old oak deor, and in the
half-light  Mrs, Dillon siood revealed, handsome

and imperious as ever in her lavish evening gown.

She strode forward, hoping to daunt ihe defiant
girl by a frowning, threatening look. But Amy
stood erect and fearless.

““Murs. Dillon, if you dare to—- ;

“You will know just how far I will dare to
@o 1f you give me- any more of your nonsense!
blazed ont the woman. ~ “Amy Ashdown, you must
know very well that this old bomhoum' Jends lf- if
very well as a prison. You can never hreak ¢
and you could yell yourself hoarse without a c:h:m
of being heard. f\r:w‘m at once, then! Arve you
going to say what you hav . done with that docu-
ment 'f’”

SN

“I offer you your freedom—some money as well—
on the one condition that you will reveal the place
where that d(,c,unLnt was hidden by you before
you left my sevvice I’

Amy was quivering with her resolute spirit ns

Suddenly a girl dashed forward and began t{o
spagicus sidecar.
©Cora Grandways was in league with her enemies!

board - ths

It was Laupra Dillon! MNow Amy realised the

. Dilion struck out at her, sending

8
ning ru(,,&nam.s, and ther

her spin-

] n the u\)m slammed shut,
and Amy was Ieft in darkness and alone!
What Does It Mean ?
Jove, what a wipping suec Ldi

Al 8,
B What a gwand be«rmmng‘ Yes, “&“’ldh
“Yes, we goi a jolly good collection !’
was Polly Lintor’s breezy comment on the even-
ing’s takings. “And it did go with such a bang,
too! Iivery turn

»
“Thowoughly appweciated, yes, wather! CGeals,
i § W.{ihm fancy people know a wich contwalto when

they hear one, what?”
“1 zink they wanted me to give ze Desert
Dance seex times over,”’ was Naomer’s delighted

rx(]anutim “Eet nmlw me  love D\-‘(\i‘_“b{)di{‘a
when they clap end clap and cry * Braffo!” 7
“Tt mak me love my fellow-creatures,” s.aid
Helen, “when T sec how awfully generous they
are over any appeal. Look at all the money we
got ! !\111] we were only a few RL]IOOlUll]b, dom'
things in a very amateurish fashion.”
The jubilant talk was at this stage

when all
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Redgrave, came to-the

seven of them, with Miss
was  dark

front steps of the bos c'!inngusc. 1t

now, the parade showing a preity string of arc
lights the whale lmgm of its extensive front.
No. 12, Channel Place, however, was quitc the
reverse, The [frons rooms were in compleie ¢ i
ness, and the hall had only a glimmer of gas
going,

Mrs, Juddings came shufiling forwacd as the

tired but happy-hearted girls m u.ml'):i the steps.

“Well, young ladies, an’' how did you get
on? L s’pmh you aii'h seen young Amy anywhere
abr{ut Lll,c parade 7 She’s bin oub for heurs now,
and——

“She was at the concert. We all saw her in
the crowd,” Betty hastened to =ay. Bu some
girl ecame up to her, and they went away

together.”

“"I'hat was quite early in the evenin
in Polly. “We have been wondering 1
the rest of the show.”

“Indeed!” exclaimed Mrs, Juddings, and she
\v:\zs looking rather puzzled, uncasy, when there

came Lhe, loud purr of a motor-cycle as it was
run - in close to the kerb opposite No. 12 that
the rider might pull up there and alight.

The. machine had a sidecar attached to it, and
the driver was a girl. The chums, suddenly re-
calling how they had met with Cora Grandways
to-day, made a sort of rush to the porch to get a
betier sight of this new arrival in the lamplight.
And it was—Cora!

What did this mean? Surely
in quest of accommodation?

Y chimed
he missed

she could not bhe

Crowded together stood the chums, as their
invetorate enemy at school came busAiy up the
steps.

With her grand air, she halted at the threshold,
and flourished a note that she had whisked from
her pocket.

“WMrs. Juddings here 7”

“Yes, mi Tore 1 am,
ex-cook, bhuﬁimrr forward.

1 wonder——"

“Trom Mrs. Dillon.”

“Oh, I see! Oh, of course!" To be suie.”

Tt was said very flusteredly by Mrs. Juddings,
whilst she agitatedly opened the envelope. Mov-
ing a step or two, so as to come under the dim
gas-burner, she seemed to devour the contents
in a mement, and then look more disturbed than
GVET, '

“T—yes, T see, miss, ‘All right! So Amy won’é
~won't be back to-night. I see. You can tell
Mrs., Dillon—er—I shall manage thiz end, "so
everythink will be all right.”

Clora held the woman in too much coutumm to
condoeseend an answer. She would have instantly
turned round and run down the steps, but Miss
legrme now exelaimed:

‘Cora, the girls told me they had encountered
vou in Sindm(mth I hope~vou are Baving a nice
holiday 77 .

“Fine time, thanks! Good-might!*

With insolent curtness, the answer was given.
Trust Cora never to miss a chance of showing
impudence to the forbearing mistress!

She passed back to her famous “outfit,” be-
strode the saddle, and drove off, the headlamp
giving as strong a glare as the biggest touring
cars displayed by night,

“ Qe of my scholms, you know,” Miss Red-
grave thought fit to explain to Mrs. Juddings.
“uricus she should -be the one to bring you a
message—and aboui Amy, too!”

responded the

miss,”
is it? Now,

“Tor me,

Every Tuesday

“Well, wyes, miss—yes,  so it is curicus,”
assented the landlady, with what secried to the
”1}15 a gmlty avoidance of their questioning ecves.

“But it’s all right. \mmg Amy; she’-she’ 1 he
happy, I'm sure! They're such nice people at
the Grange!”

‘Then the girls found themselves looking at one
another uneasily, whilst they drifted to the. dim-
lit stairs to -ascend to their various rooms.

There was a thoughtful silence until they had
reached an upper l;mduw Then, as they stood to
exchange loving good- m"hta before dispersing,
they bo;,Lm to clon'l.f:e tuh raLer dramatic happen-
ing in grave whispers, © Miss Rgdgmw was still
dov» n~«tan'“, engaged in talk with the landlady.

“I suppose it is no business of ours,” murs
mured Betty, “but fancy Amy going back fo the
very situation where she had such an unhappy
time before!”

“And so suddenly, too! Why, she was at our
concert when it ied!” Madge exclaimed tensely.
“That doesn’t look '1: if she was thinking of going
u[f to the Grange.”

‘I wonder if she went of her own Eroe will?
Polly burst out, anticipating the very thing that
Tess had been going to say. “7T hat swell girl,
Cora’s friend, came and {apped her on the
shoulder at the concert. Supposing " 2

“'Sh! Look here,” Betty whispered, bringing
all their heads cloger together, “couldn’t we ges
a look at Amy's rToom, in the attic? If her
things are still there-—~+"

“Come on!” eried Polly, and they all stole up
the next flight of stairs, and another after that,

o

reaching an attic landing that was in darkness.

Two deors confronted the girls. They opened
one and peered inside, but that room was quite
bare, as the light from the parade Jamps enabled
tlmm to see.

The other room was Amy’s, and here again
the brilliant electric lights of the parade standards
ghtmimered in at the dormer window, revealing a
tidy chamber. The girl’s usual belongings were
here, arranged with pride and neatness.

“There vyou nn" Betty commented as they
gazed avound. “Then how can she have gone off
of her own accord ?”’

“She has not!” Polly sald convincedly, 1’11
never -helieve 1617 :

“Then what does it mean?” quu\‘ ioned Madge
;v:'a\dy. “(ood gracious! Has she been dla,r,r,rwl
back, as it were, to a house that she ran away
from because she was being ill-treated 277

Geals, this is sewious, whu't? Bai Jove, we
ought to find out. Yes, wather,”

“We will, too!” was Belly’s prompt rejoinder,
“That goes without saying

And it was well for Amy Ashdown that there
were girls here feeling so determined, all at once,
to probe the mystery to its depths.

Poor, ill-fated Amy!

Without their aid, what was her suffering likely
to be, when she had made it her beroic resolve
pever to vield up to her ruthless captors the
secret that she held?

(END OF TIIS WEEK'S STORY.)

Well, giris, how do vou like this new series?
Will Betty & Co. succeed in keeping their rescive,
er will Cora Grandways and _the Dilions be too
much for them? And what about poor Amy, who
has so strangely come into the WMorcove girls®
lives? Another magnificent story of the chums
at the seaside awaits you next week. Look ocut
for its title: ‘“ The Schoolgirl Pierrettes.”



