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' A Magnificent Story of the Morcove Girls on Holiday.
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0. cl(()ma in, ‘Paula, darling, and hear the
joke !’
“Bai Jove!””

“The funniest thing you ever heard !” laughed
Polly Linton, swinging her legs, as she sat on the
edge of the table just as if this were Study 12 at
Morcove School.

The room was, as a fact, a sﬁtmg-room which

had been set apart for the Morcove Concert Party
at- that nice Bacton-on-Sea bhoarding-house "where
they had been made so comfortable. ‘ .

“Jt's Amy Ashdowns joke, Paula . You will
laugh!”

L] Haw, haw, haw!” the amiable’ duﬁ‘er of Mor-
cove’s Tourth Form began_ to simper, then and
there. .‘‘Joke,.
tell me, gesls, that—-"’

“Sit down: and. listen 1* Polly requested, enfore-

‘ irig the words by swinging off the table-edge and-

' ma.kmg a rush ab Pauls, to topple her backwards
into & chair, ‘“That’s better, dear!"”" )

““ Bettah, bai- Jove! Poliy——-——

“You are quite comfortable,

% Comfortable? When I'm
boarding-house gwamophone, bal Jove ?

“QOh, dear, I quite forgot——"’

“Ha, ha, ha!”. the whole party of girls pealed
merrily, .as elegant Paula hastily stood up, and
then looked behind het.

It was a gra.mophone, right enough—one of those
cheap, small, portable ones, with the horn missing.

“You are so thoughtless!” pgrinned madoap

dear ?”’

- Polly, promptly stepping up to see if any damage )

had been done.
The turn-table was a blt rocky, but it had been

_that before Paula sat on it, Polly began to wind .

the clockwork, and the. very loose sounds which
the works gave forth did’ nof sound promiging.

% Weal, and as wegards this joke of Amy's?”

mquu-ed Paula, beammg towards ' Amy - Ashdown,

Cleoerly frapped by Hmse who wzsh to find out the secret which she guam’s! Thai

is the position in which poor Amy Ashdown finds herself, and, owing to' the schemes of

her enemies, the news is kept from her loyal friends, Betty Barton & Co. Thxs fine
story will hold your attention to the very last line.
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: “here she sat between Madge Minden and Naomer
- Nakara.

“Pway pwoceed, Amy, deah!™

“I suppose it does seem rather funny now.”’
smiled Amy, ‘‘although it all came about in any-
thing but a ]ok:ng way. I hmv’e just been telling -

“Yes, wather!”. murmured Pa.u.]a, smkmg 111to
a really comfortable seat this time.

“¥ou know that those two girls from the Grange
were here yesterday,” Amy went on blithely.
“They slept the nlght in the room next to mine
and Helen Craig’s.’

«T wecolleet with the gweatest wegwet, Amy,
deah, that Corwa Gwandways and Lauwa Dillon
weré heah—yes, wather! I shall wemember to my
dying day the cwuel twick they served us ab ‘the
concert. Howevah——-—-—-”

“Well, then, hsten!”’ Amy’ aontmued gotting
up,. as the excitement of the story took - hold of-
her. ‘‘In -the night, those two girls entered our
room by the balconv window. Helen was rea!ly
asleep.”’

“I'm ashamed to say I was sleepmg like a log!”

' laughed Helen Craig.

“But I was ‘still awake when those girls crept
in, and so I was really only" shummmg when they
thought I was asleep"

“Haw, haw, haw!
haw!”
© “This isn't tha time to laugh, duffer!” Polly
said ‘severely, puttmg s needle in the wom-out
gramophone,” “The joke is—"’

““Qh, pway pwoceed, Amy!"-

£ They stole to Y bedside.”’ that gixrl coniunued
smiling gently, “and starsed putting questions to
me in my sleep They -asked me, over’ ‘and over

How w:ch! Haw, haw,

again, where I had hidden that paper at the
Grange!”
¢ fividently,” put in Betty, as Amy pa.l‘le.ed,

“they had an idea that the answer might be got
from Amy in her sleep, if the affair of that hidden

' paper was weighing upon her mind.  Cases kave

been known of course, but—"
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laughed outright, whilst Paula was not the only
listener to start chuckling. “It suddenly flashed
uzon me, if T could put them on the wrong scent,
without telling & lie, of course—"’

“Yes, wather!. Pwoceed, Amy, deah!”

“Bo vnhai'. I did was to mumble, as if I were
~'dreaming that they were after the paper I said:
~ “They’ll never search the boathouse.! There’s not
* the least donbt that they took that to. mean’ that

the paper. was hidden there. They scurned awa.y_

“to their own bed-room, and this mornmgh—-——

“Haw, haw, haw!” Paula went off again.

" good, how. wich! Bai Jove, geals, weally!
“mothning they went wushmg back to the Gwange
on.-a wong scent—what 7’

_“That's the- joke, Polly.
““Lovely, - isn’k -
old boathouse through at the Grange, feelmg sure
the paper is hidden there, and it isn't!’’

-at- last!” grinned

““Wather not! Haw, haw, haw! Bwavo, Amy!”.

“She can afford to be proud of herself,” Madge

. said in her sober way, letting calm eyes rest upon !

the girl they- had befriended. “By .that clever
_ ruse, she sent Cora-and Laura rushing home!”

“Ho we shan’t be troubled with them any more

. —hu¥rdh!”
gramophone. .
“ And’ they won’t do a scrap of good hurstmg

eried” Polly, turning  back to  the

for the paper-at the boathouse I chimed in Betty.

joyiidly, ¢ A ‘clédr win for Amy!™
“ A bwilliant stwoke—yes, Watherl” Paula was

'applaudmg, when ‘Polly, feeling it was. time fo-

ave some fun, touched off the gramophone.
< Next mioment, the most doleful sounds began to
‘811 in -thie break in the talk

Slowly Paula stopped: smllmg, and fell t.o sighing.
Naotrier elepped. her. hands to” “her ‘ears. adge,

the musician of the party, looked agomséd “The

others pretended to be looking for somethmg to

_ hurl at the-machine ang silence it,
“Don’t you like it 27 jested Polly,  “Surely,

. Paula, you recognise the voice ?”

“The voice, bai Jove?” :

- HIso’t it a g“amophone record of your own l‘IGh‘-

contralto 7’
-“Now, Polly, deah Pol]y, dwop it! D__cmi_i be
jealous, Polly, just because my, wich contwa.lt‘.o
has been all tho wage at the concerts' It.is not,

Paunla protestéd, with dignity, °

- . clined to bwag, you know!”

“Hark!. There is—yes, now you mention it,”
said Tess Trelawney, giving ear to- the erratio

“ywarblings, “a. very'stmng resemblance |”
“Dwop it,- I say,’” .wailed Paula., “or T shal]
wun away "’

<Al nght but. where shall drog.h A6 Po!]y‘_;

“asked, suddenly running round the room . w:th the
* gramophone in. her grasp.
granﬁ:p}mne in full working—— Oh, dear! Ha,

“You silly duﬂ"er, dwoppmg
Healp! Get away!”
. And Paula, taking inght as’ nf this - were some
strange-live animal, jumped to her feet. - Bhrieking

it on my Iap'

with. ?aughter, Poliy caught the apparatus as it was '

terhing - a somersault to the floor. -

“Thank you, dear!: -Now you. shaJI have an
orange!”’ the "madcap said to the thlng, as the
jammed off the “musig ” at las That’s more
than .we girls get for our petformances P

“Fwue—twue!”- sighed. Paula, causin the in-
veterate teaser .to round upon her sharply.

~%YWhat have you got to complain about over‘ F:he
cenzzan, Paula, considering the number of people:

.
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“Bub I was awake all the whilel” Amy fiow -

~and did one of her excitable capers,

How ’
“This -

it? They’ll hunt and hunt that .

.'gu-ls gave three evening concerts’ on
. And what happy

‘as if I were, in- .

*Lot" sixty:-one, .a .

~held.”

Every Tuesday
who - have heroically sat through your songs-—yes

and -even clipped you? But, girls; are wa gomg g B

for that walk this aftérnoon 7 1§ Som

“Ooco, yes; .queek—queek!? was Na,omer H
ch&racter:stlc cry of eager. delight. -Zhe stood up,
“Eet is such

12

& nice tewn, Bacton.- T love him!

It was to prove, indeed, a-séaside town of which -

every one of the girls and Miss Redgrave ‘would :

retain the happiest recollections.- For, although the

trickery of their enemies had made the first eoncert
at, Bacton a bit of -a fiasco, ‘the receipts for that

performance had been none the leéss good.':
As for_the other concerts which the Morcovians

- gave at Bacton, before moving on to the next town

m  their - list, the takmgs totalled up “most

= handsome!y

Thus it came about that; a few . days a{bar the
light-hearted talk just: r‘ecorded,, Miss Redgrave. and
the girls were saveral miles further along the coast,

quartered in another seaside ‘boarding-house; "and -

still “going strong.”” They were -abla to write

home to tell their people that the money ecollected

for the -hospital rebuilding fund a.]rea.dy amounted_

to.a considerable sum.

All went well -ab this third town, where the
the ' sands,
with most gratifying -results,
days these were for Amy -Ashdown!

’\Tothmg had been heard or seen again of ‘“the
enemy.’
boathouse at the Grange still being carried out?

If so, then what’'a scréeam:it was to think of the.

time and trouble Mr. and: Mrs. Dillon, their
daughter,  Laura,
wasting !

Whether or not- they had given ugp the searc}r it

they, Eaura 'and Cora, had been hoaxed. Those
two would have been cropping up again, surely, to
make further trouble for the concert-party, whilst
they tried again to gek. the secret out_of Amy, if

they had guessed uhat & neat trick had been pla,yed_ E

upon them.
. That, at any” rate, was_ the. comfortab!e theory
which ‘Betty & - Co. had fermed, "and suddenly
something transpired to give them an

- pleasanter belief. :
. Tt -was on the first morning after their arrival .~

in the fourth town of the tour." Befty .and Polly
were just getting their things on, to go for a
stroll with the others, when Amy Ashdown cathe
rushing in upon them, dmplaymg a newepape1

“T say, just look herel!”

Laying down the paper,:she dabbed a finger af
an advertisement in the “To Let, Fummhed &

column. . -
“Phew,” whistled’ Pol],y, the instant she and
Betty had begun to read, “the Grange!”

It was actually the case.

HTa let furmshed ‘the: Giange, near Sand-

even’

Was the desperate search in the old .

and Cora Grandways “were

" was. evident that there was. no suspicion of how

1

mouth,!’ was the’ advertmsment that the local pﬂper :

“Rea.dy for immediate oceupatlon

y
The Agents, North Street, Sandmouth.” ppl

“Then the - Dillons ~have g‘oneﬁ-e!eared out"’.

Betty exclaimed elatedly,"
- “Beaten!” was Polly’s ]ubllant crv “They
must have got fed up with all the useless searchmg.

. Perhaps they were at the end of the:r money.
" Anyliow, they have gone off.” -

“Long before their time was up, » Amy nodded,
loocking . extremely gratified.
believe that they have ﬁztted be¢ause they have
found i:he paper. T hid it in such a safe place.””

“And PH never ~
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“You know best about that!” grinned Polly.
“We girls take your word for it, Amy, without
the paper, the Dillons were done. They can't
have discovered the paper?”

- Impossible!” Amy reiterated vehemently. “It
is still hidden in the house, I am certain, a house

that's deserted now, and—-' Oh, what a blessing
to thfnk' that those wretches have packed up and
E'_’J .

“Then this is better than ever!”’ chuckled Betty.
“We must let the others know about this. It's

great! Not only are you being left in peace, Amy, -

by the wretches, but the Grange itself has seen
the last of them. Hooray!’ . o

"Nor had another hour gone by before Miss
Redgrave could assure the girls that such was the
case. She had put through a trunk call on the
telephone to the house-agents mentioned in the
advertisement. The clerk who answered the call
was disappointed that it was no .one inquiring
about the Crange with a view of taking it. But
Miss Redgrave had to explain that she was only
curious to. know what had become of the Dillons,
and the house-agents could not say.

They themselves were mystified—considerably
annoyed, too. The Dillons had-engaged fo occupy
the old country mansion up to the end of Septem-
ber, when the owners of the property expected to
be back from their foreign travels. But now, half-
way through the tenancy the Dillons had calmly
quitted, and ‘their present whereabouts were
unknown. ; ’

#A mean trick to have served my former

master and mistress, who own the place,” was
Amy’s scornful comment, *to go off like that,

leaving the rest of the rent unpaid! But, there,

better for the owners to be let down over the
rent than to have such thieving rogues—for so they
were~~poking and prying all the time 1"

“Wather, bai Jove!” Paula agreed, whilst the
others murmured to the same effect. “Good wid-
dance to bad wubbish, geals—eh, what?”

- Amy 5poke again, with a very earnest, musing
look, at the end of a thoughtful pause.

#“And so the old house is shut up and quite
deserted now! It would be quite safe for me to
go thers, alone even, just to visit the hiding-place
and make sure that the paper is still all right.
But, of course, if is—it must be! Still, somehow,
I'd like to make the visit one of these days.””

If she had known what a irap was lying in wait
for her! Butf, since the house-ngénts themselves
were satisfied that the place really was abandoned
by its unprincipled set of tenants, how were the
rirls to suspect that that lonely old mansion might
be still housing two persons in secret? ‘

. Yeb so it was. Mr. and Mrs. Dillon were gone,
and any servants they had employed  were dis-
missed, but behind those locked doors and shut-
tered windows a couple of strong-nerved girls werse
living a furtive life, left there to wait and watch, in
case—yes, ‘'in case Amy Ashdown should be
tempted, in the end, to return to the house alone!

Behind Locked Doors !
“ 0O one coming, Laura 1"’ i
. ¥0h, no; it's all right! I was merely
watching, thinking. wondering, Cora, how
long we shall go on like this.” - ' :
As she answered what had been a rather anxious
whisper, Laurs Dillon came away from a ground-
floor window of the old and lonely mansion.
The room was very gloomy, all the summer sun-
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" shine being excluded by the heavy hangings to the

© % Voice,
Isn’t it a record of your own rich contralto 7 *

113

windows. 'The curtains were drawn right across,
and the girl had been very cautious just now as

" to how she peered round the edge of one.

Very silent, tos, was the old house, oppressi-vely
silent to these two girls who, for several days
now, had been the secret tenants of the place.

Al their Iove of an escapade with a spice of danger

in it was needed to reconcile them to.this strange
and furtive existence. E

Never for an instant could they be guite off
their ‘guard, and so there was never a word be-

tween them now but what it was a whispered one.
At dead of night, when the vast place cooled off
after a day of burning sunshine, the bangings and

~—4 ‘

£ "0 ¥ ¥ Dont . :
PAULA’S TONE!” g Dorityew s

Polly, as the‘%mmophnne ground ‘out its alleged

¢ music.” “Don’t you recognise the wvoice 7'
bai jove!” complained Paula. * Yes.

asked the teas®r. ) "

creakings that went on were enough “to try the
strongest nerves. And Lawra and Cora were far
from happy at such times as that, especially as
they dare not keep a light going. They had made
their quarters in one of the best bed-rooms, and
they slept together. Even so, they did not 'get to
sleep at all easily, With sighs of thankfulness,

they awoke to find themselves quite safe, when -

the grey ligh{ of another dawn was creeping into
the room, S

* “Qur fourth day, and no one has been sent oub
b{ the house-agents to see over the place,”” Cora
whispered, sitting down very warily, as if afraid
to set the chair creaking.

#0h. there’!t be no one wanting to take this
ramshackle old place, miles away from anywherel’’
was Laura’s confident prediction. “It’s deserted—
or supposed to be—and deserted it will remain
until the owners come back from abroad.”
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- She added softly, after finding a seal for hé_r.sellf

close to-her holiday crony: - : S
: to fear is that old
the key lo’ take care
“of, so that she can ¢ome in and have a look round
_now and then.” - 0

“The only persorn we have
woman who has been-given

" “No. need to fear her!” Cora was able i;b smile

‘derisively.. “A doddering old thing, I can't think

- why the house-agents, in the town,
- with the key.”’

entrusted her

~ “WWell, she lives close. handy, in thai tiny cottage
of hers—the old- tuinpike cottage,”’ Laura mur-
mured, “about.the only dwelling there .is under a
mile from this house. I guess she finds it a tidy
step for her old legs, so she won’t be along very
often.” i P

Tl here we are, all on our lonesomel

" het¥:Cora suddenly tittered, roused to ‘genuine

- mirth, ‘Tt ds rather jolly, i a way, Laura

. for ;you—oh, and because I do love doing the dar-
ing thing, of course!” - 3 Vs
‘playfully, -
. ‘their names?”
" dény,” grinned:
is with-theim, [ feel

flha:d listenéd a moment.

.be so jumpy. Tt ds a bif creepy,

) . the rambling place:

" parents!” twitted Cora.

. up?

- conviction.

172,

" “Tn -a way, Jyes,” the other assented, with a

_feeble grin. “In other 'ways—well, not guite so’

jolly. T'm - getting
rations.”’
“Well,

ratber ‘fod up - with. the

you are 8 bﬁe,._'to;mmpis:-iﬁ of a- thing.

like that before J-do,’” Cora Iaughed seftly, “con- -
sidering. it's you-and you
- - 'gain-if—if things go off as we

your. people who are going to
hope they will. As

feor me; Laura, T only in it oub of- friendship

. (et outl!”. scoffed- Laura Dillon, more'-'or' Tess’
“Vou. are .in this, because  you. feel

- vaguely that it is goiog o enalile you to get your

own. back against those other Morcove gitls—what's

© «Betty Barton and the rest. Well,” yes, I.don’t
Cara. “so long. as Amy down
; ‘T -must be in with you! I
vwonder, f.hou'gh, if— - Hark! What's that P
. “Nothing!"”® Laura said breathlessly, after they
3 “That old bookease in the
library  is always doing that.” - : e
-« thought, for.once, it sounded like a knock at
the: porch- deor|” Cora Jaughed shakily.
i 7, though, Laura,
sven when you kinow. the sun is shining out of

-doors. The house is so—so old!” :

murmured Laura, .with a sort of

“ Ages old!” :
“If it were not so,

shrinking glance .around.

there could be mno tradition about  that monk’s

{reasiire, supposed to haye been hidden here in the
days: before the Reformation.’”’
The tailk lapsed; and

up- and- wandered away together. through the

ancient house.  They dare not venture out of doors -

ton ' often, -and ‘so’ they - could- only. work off their
rvestlassness by prowling this_ way and -that about

“The.owners are poor. now, aren’t they- 7’ Cora
hegai again presently,  “If they should ever find

. the treasure, Laura, it would set them on their feet

again nicely, wouldn’ i ="~ -

“T dave say!” was Lawra Dillon™s harsh answer,
given with a bleak smile,
found it yet.” . . : %, 5 g

“Neither, for that matter, have you and. your
“QOh, don’t be ‘savage!
Surely I can make a joke for ence, to liven things
Of ecourse, I want you
the treasure, if there really is ‘one.’ ;=

% And there is1’’ Laura rejoined, with passfonate
) “ As T told you, Cora, my father would
never have rented this place when the oppor-
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- ‘tunity ocourred; only he had studied up the “whole
= history. -of i
~mohney apd time hunting through a house like -

_should answer sooner or later.
: . ‘their -theory is.””- -
.He, he,

. got .that .paper ouf

‘played on.us the night we questioned her in

Jlook-out that day for
“Mustn’t -

_suddenly. boé-ﬁ girls “stood .

“But they: haven’s '

to be the ones to find .

Every “Tuesday -

the tradition. He is no fool, to waste

this, without first being suie that the treagure

really “does exzist!”

_“The very fact that that cypher paper cams to’
light certainly - points -to. the existénce of the
treasure,” Cora agreed appeasingly, ‘‘and I have
been as mad as any of you over the way that” Amy
Ashdown has beaten you up temow.”. © T .. .

“Up to now, yes, perhaps,” Laura had "to . -
allow sullenly, “but they langh best who laugh
last! This latest dodge by my parents—to go away
from here, as if they had given.up the place=it
For yow know what

#1 do,”” nodded Cora. “They think that Amy
is bound to.get to' know that the house s locked .
up, and she is certain to be tempted fo pay a visit, -
to make sure that the paperis still where she hid
it. If she does come here—- " - .. i 2
¢ Qhe won't get away from ‘us before we have
of her!” Laura exclaimed
savagely. “She won't kmow we are-in the house.
We shall lie- guiet and watch her as-she goes:to the

_ hiding-place, and then spring out and get the paper

for. ourselves!™ . . ; g Sade ©
" All this, that.had been planned days ago, before .

- the girls were left to wait and watch. alone in.the
. house, left Cora Grandways nodding

and smiling
with malicious gles. . -
 “YWhat I shall enjoy almost more than hunting

" for_-the ireasure,” she said, with her wide grim,
“will be.our keeping Amy here,

as we know we

wi]g”have to do. We will giw’-e‘ her a life, Laura,
) “‘Ptiy her back, with intevest, for tflat trick she

her
bod-roonT at the boarding-house!’ gloated Laura.
“Oh, how I wish she would eceme, and- come soon !
I'm dying to have her at my mercy i
But all for nothing did they keep a constant
the chance goming: of the-girl
who alone could reveal where the vital document

-was hidden.

" Hour after. hour dragged by for Cora. and Laura
in that darkened and locked-up mansion, and tho

_monotony of their fartive life was still unrelieved.

If ‘only ‘to kill. time, they. were .always prowling
and prying around the place, on the chance . of
hitting upon the treasure itself, before -ever. the
eypher had given them its ‘vital assistance. - It was
a forlorn hope, however, as the gitls realised even -
while they were searching: . - s ‘

Tt was not to be expected that they would coing
wpon any hiding-place which Taura’s - father and
mother had- overlocked during the latters’ “con- .
tinual searching. : heow PR wmpapm g

8o, at last, the dusk of -another summer’s even-.
ing fell upon that lonely. old house, and now it was
for the two girls to nerve themselves for another
night all alone together. -

The song of birds ceased in the great shrubberies,
Tntense stillness -brooded over the - vast grounds,
whilst tha.stars came out in the darkened heavens.

‘Onee agnin the secret tenants of the place made

their frugal evening mesl in a.downstairs roem,
taking care to clear away every trace of it when
‘they had fihished. = : :
Then, for just an hour or two, they could enjoy
2 certain fimmunity from. the nervous suspense. .-
which had been upon them all day, R P
Between their early supper-time and bed they
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couldalways feel safe from. anyone else's intrusion,
The old soul who had.charge of the key would

never. think. of coming across. fo the mansion ab
this Jate “hour, nor was it.a time when people . .

- would be sent along by the house-agents.

The two girls could now let themselves go, as it

"-were. - 'Théy were not loath to do so, for. a little

bonsterousness wag a good antidote against nervous-
-ness; 'They went up .to their: bed-room,: locked
.themselves in.for the night, andthen- Iaughed with
the_comfortable feeling that they were Jocking out
- all'the vague fears that .the place. conferred.

“What a glorlous mght of stars!” Cora said,
“drawing apart the curtains and then settmg' the -

“window-'Widé open.:- ‘““One thing, Laura, it is:the

Iy right time of year for what we have ‘been: ‘seb to do

. “by” 'yéur people -Shouldn’t’ like, this - ]ob in !;he
“winter; when it's ‘dark by five ¢’clock.”
2 f‘And
- Laura., - Oh, this is Just a spreef
& cigaretté, deas "
“Rather! T've been’ wmtmg all day for one!
chuckled Cora:
* not being ableé to smoke about the house, - in. case
anybedy should come!” .
She came away from the window to ]1ght the

‘n

clgarette, and she and Cora were careful to shield

‘the light as a match was. struck.

After that, for a half-hour they lounged ‘aboitt

in what was a sumpiuous room, puffing at the
cigarettes and talking all the time, . They.was such
zm uneanny - silence- if “they let the converdation
apse. =

Af. last,. however, they were undressed and ready
for bed, and they had got to endure that' creepy
silence unless. they were to. tallk “and taIk until bhey
dropped off to sleep.

“Well, I think we cmg’ht to have medais for
this,” Cora suddenly whispered, with a: forced
laugh, at the end of a Iengthy silence,
_you ;are nob as!eep

“Noj I wish I was. You are a-real pal to have
_offered to be here with me.
mother bemg w1th me.
night then.”

“ Hark I?P

“Oh, don’t start Cora?
only. the ususl’’
© ¥T'm not so sure,” Cora whlspereci s:ttmg‘ ap
quietly. It sounded—there, agam-—hke someone
bresking inn downstairs!” = .

“Why do you think such thmgﬁ ?” fumed Laura.
“Tt’s ‘absurd 1"

All the same,’ she, too, sat up, and next moment‘
the pair of them: were softly leaving their’ bed,. lso_

go across to the room door and listen.

There ‘was Iiot. a sound how,

“You see,’ wluspered Laura, “it must_be a]l
“right. "Oh, Gm‘a, don’t - open that. door!”

“I mllst
listen still.”

Their hearts were pit-patting  now. Nervously,
Cora turned back the key and turned- the knob,

As. the door creaked open the firs mch or so, 5he

“and Laura jumped.
“Cora!” L
“Shl Tt's all rlghi'.' Lla’cenl” !
- 'With the doot half ajar, both glrls in their
dressing-gowns, stood in a state of tensa vigilance
. for & long. while.
Silence," utter- ltlence, m bhe great old lonely
mansion, and at 1ast Cora closed f:he door again
and locked. it. A
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the wind howling all night—na!” shivered: Betty Barton, -

Gomg to hava _

“That's the sickening nuisance,

" dubious lmlIe

“Laur?a, .
_duffer, glancing at the time.

It's better than .
T'd have been:alone all- - _
. thahager ” for the Morcove Concert Party.

. ‘That “was ’ not‘hing—-

feel I must: put my head ou!‘. and_'

_one o :
-._ same coast wlunh Sandmouth an& Ba.cton graceci :

I15 .

. “What donkeys.we are, Laura-'. - Who would
~comse at this time-of mght'f‘” o os :

““You were afraid—I wasn’t. Come on! Back

‘to bed, and let’s snuggle down and get to sleep.: -
Oh, how I wish that to-morrow would find Amy
Ashdown’ coming to the place—alone!” " 1

£ Yes '’ muttered Cora, giving her pﬂlow u-- i

shake, . * we’d ‘have some.fun then!”
And - they.. laughed softly together in- the
darkness S :
i '. ) . Going into Dsnger ? ;

B thought *we'd go with. Amj to thet‘
© railway-station, Miss Redgrave.” -
“ Certainly, girlsl I only \ush 1 could

come; too, but I've letters - aud thmgs that miusb

beseen to.’ .
“Then shall I stay behmd WIth you ?” offered | -

1.

that you coma in for far too much bother—- :
_“Yes, . wather, M]SB Wedgwave"’ chnmed n- .

" Paula, iookmg as smart as you please as -she stood

‘dressed for the wilk. *We geals are having _a,ll :
the fun of the concert tour—all the ‘ewedit, too.”

“And the applause,” added Polly.
last night, Paula, darling, how you blought down
the house with your x-.',mgmg-Ii o

“Did I, bai Jove 2. returned, Paula, with a verv -
“T don’t wecollect it—ne! On the
.contwawy, I have painful wecollections - of - the
stwong sea-Bweeze almost’ bwmgmg down that
wamshackle stage on the sands in the middle of
my song 2

. “Poor P&ula, laughed Miss Redgrave it was
an awkward moment for you!”

“ Extwemely embawwassmg——yes, wather!" Just
as I was in the middle of a wich wendemng of * Ye
~Banks and Bwaes '——"

& ° “Buft this isn’t helping Amy to cafch her tram"’

Betty was compelled to lnten’u t " the amiable
my, darling, i

you .miss that one, you .are done for-to-day!” = .
Qb then, run-along, all of . youl’’ en_co'uraged
the - youtﬁfu] -mistress, who  was‘ “business
“And
we are to ‘expect you back this evening, dear?”
“In good time for the performance, I hope,” was

Amy’s blithe rejoinder; “I wouldn’s be:wanting -

- to leave you for the day, like ‘this; only I—TI do N

feel more and more -anxious to go and ‘see that
the paper is really all right over at the Grange.”
“Natirally,”” was the approving murmur with
which Miss Redgrave accompanied her parting kiss
for' the girl whom they had all befriended. It
should be an easy and pleasant journey, too, pro- -
vided you makeé those connections which' we looked
up in the time-table. Good bye, then for the
present, and. good luck!™” .
- .*Yes, wather, Amy! We don’t want you to
meet with ‘any. bad luck, bai Jove—such as fal!mg .
into the hands of the enemy, bai Jove!” - :
“0Oh, I shan't do ‘that!" laughed the one- time
maid- of-all-work “Would I be going if we didn’t
know for certain that the Grange is empty now 1
Looking very brigkt and eager over the jaunt
that was before her, she wished Miss Redgrave a
shy and pretty good-bye, and § én went with the
Morcovians out of this seaside boarding-house,

. which' was about the fifth the g‘:rls had samp!ed '

since their ‘concert tour

The

began. . -
were now in the seaside town of Endchﬁe,
“the many that were scattered along the

. %For I'do feel—we girls all feel— .

“Think - of :



= il ]

wno WAS T“ERE N Gsod gracious, what

‘®  was that ? Amy stood.

_ still with fright. 1t was no wonder, for,in the great

old house whereshe had thought herue]f to be alone,

she had caught the sound of a stumbling step,
followed by faint souffling sounds.

8o Amy, after all, had not to journey far to-day to .

make her flying visit to the Grange. - S
Every one of her schoolgirl chums was with her
for this'walk to Endcliffe railway-station, and she:
would certainly have had some of them meking
the journey with her, only the Morcovians were
now giving* two performances a day. Amy was
going to miss, very reluctantly,- this afternoon’s
concert on the sands, but she hoped to be back in
good time to act as ‘“‘dresser ” at the evening
performanee. £ 2 % : ®oEE
“(ood-bye, then, Amy, and take care of your-
self " one and -another of the Study 12 chums
began to say, when their friend was in the train.

“Don’t forget, you change at Bacton for the

branch line to Sandmouth!”’

“T shan’t forget,” promised Amy, showing a

happy face to the girls as she stood at the lowered
window of her compartment. ' s

. The doors were being slammed, and guards were
cryiga{g their “Right away!” :

“You had better bring that’ paper back:- with

you!” was Polly’s Tast half-jesting shout. *Ta-

“Perhaps 1 shall ?* called ‘back
. méving train. ‘‘Good-bye, girls!

Amy, from the
Good-bye, all!”’

“Vou are looking extwemely pwetty, Amy,

deah! Haw, haw, haw! Ves, wather! Good-
bye!” Paula shrilled, waving her gloves. “ Geals,
there’s something about that Amy I do so like—
what 7 : g G

“3he’s a dear!” affirmed Madge, in Madge’s
own sober way. 4“What a treasure she has proved,
too, as ¢ mistress of the wardrobe’!”’

“Qoo, yes, ard I—I very sorry “she has gone
now,” came, rather heavily, from emational
Nzomer, as she gazed. after the outgoing train.
“‘Ohé, eet make my.heart heavy when I say good-
bye just then!”
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* -one blithely.

" that I left behind at the old house.

Every Tuesdey

«Nonsense, darling!’’ Polly rallied the dusky
“She’ll soon be back amongst us.
But I don't mind saying T'd be all in the dumps
]m'ysel,f if ‘T thought she was going to be away for
ong.” ‘ g .
“She’s waving still!” smiled Helen, as they all
sto?d ’watuhing the receding train. ‘“Happy little
soul!’ o . ;

Happy indeed she was, standing at the compart-
ment window to look back and wave to the last,
with the thought that this was only good-bye for
a few hours, thank goodness! E :

They had been such splendid friends to her,
those schoolgirls who had come into her rather
strange life, by pure chamce, at the Sandmouth
boarding-house. )
“From the very first she had looked up to them
and loved them, and now she could look back upon
days that had been spent amongst them—days of
immense happiness. Never a word that was not .
the very essence of kindness; never a look that
did not tell of their deep frust and regard.

What. of the inevitable houwr, then, when she and
they would ‘have to part company, perhaps for

© ever?

Holidays - were runmning out rapidly. A few
wocks more, and Betty Barton and her chums
would be back at Morcove School. And then, alas,
no Morcave School for her, Amy Ashdown, bus
‘only a réturn to that helpless loneliness which
had been her lot at the time they took compassion
upon her. : . o

Yet Amy, even when shé {21l to pondering this, -
as the irain rattled uwpon its way, was not quite
destitute of cemforting thoughts, ;

Tt was her strong belief that just about the time
the other girls ended their seaside tour, she herseli
might expect to have news of her former ‘master
and mistress, the owners of the Grange. She would

" get any letter they wrote her from abroad, for she
“had - had the shrewdness

to . notify the -postal
authorities, in the prescribed way, about the re-
direction of letfers, - . -

There was; too, just a possibility that her former

inaster and mistress might make a furprise return

to the Grange, .

“They certainly would come back in a hurry if
they knew that the Dillons have gone off without
aven scttling up.” she said-to herself. *I wonder
if the house-agents have received an address
abroad. where my master and mistress can be
writtén to T’ ; ) :

This _gave her the sudden determination - fo

venturé a few questions to the housc-agenjs

presently, She had got to call at their_office in
Sandmouth, in any case, to inquire if she might

. be allowed to enter the locked-up house: —~

It took her next to no time to find the offices
when she reached Sandmouth, for she had been
sont on an errand to that firm in the past. Nor
did the clerk who attended to her this morning fail
to remember her, . . e

“Qh, yes, you used to be i service to our
clients, the owners of -the Grange!’ he said, -
smiling. ‘‘And you wani permission, you say, to

_ visit the house to-day?” :

“If you please,” Amy interjected, with her un-
consciously winsome look, ““jusi to find something

that Mr. and Mrs. Langrish would not mind, if -
they knew.” : ‘
«Oh, that’s all right! We know you 'are to be
trusted,” nodded the eclerk.  “Well, then, my’
principals are out at present, but I-am sure.I ean
authorise you to go out to the Grange and. geé

T am sure .
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"what you want. Only, be very careful to lock up

after you.. The key is with old Mrs. Merridew.”’ -

**Oh, I know, the old lady who lives at Turnpike
Cottage!’’ Amy exclaimed. “I shall etijoy- ca ling
there. -Thank you, sir! Then T'll get along there
at_once.” i .

It was midday now, but she would not turn in
- anywhere to get something to eat before setling
out upon the lengthy tramp to the Grange., A
conple of scones served for lunch, the happy-
hearted girl taking them ont of the pastry-cooks’
bagdto cat as soon as she was on the open country
road, - ¢ g v :

Fierce'was the heat and trying the white dust
as she footed it so eturdily along the sun-baked
highways, I
smiling, expression all the while,

Turnpike Cottage stood at the last cross-roads
Amy would pass before reaching the Grange. That
great and grand old house, standing, with a dig-
nified remoteness, in its own spacious grounds, was
to be glimpsed, from a distance, by the girl as
she came to the cottage wicket. Let her get the
key, and m a few minutes now she would be
inside the old house.

“You at_home, Mys. Merridow?” she called
blithely into the tiny cottage, as she came to where

the porch -door stood wide open to the sunshine.
“Mrs., Merridew!” -

“Yes, what is it?” answered a pleasant voice,
as its owner came bustling forward. And then:
“Bless and save s, little Amy Ashdown! Well,
I do declare! How =are you, Amy, my girl?
Come in—come in, do 'ee now?!’

““Obh, but, if yon won’t think it unkind, I won’$
stop more thah & minute!”’ Amy pleaded, as she
stepped across. the lowly threshold.  “How are

you, Mrs. Merridew, after all this time? ~ The .

rheumatism is better, I hope 7" [

“Ah, my dear, how can I expect it ever to be
much better at my time of life?”
answer.
as I do, Fm all right, you krow—just going on
quietly. But if we had many folk coming to ask
me to show them over the Grange, I'd feel it.
Still, I didn’t like o refuse having the key.” .-

““ And . that's what I've come for!”’ Amy said,

with a laugh. “The agents know, I called there to

- ask if I could just pop into the place to get some-

thing I left behind when T was finishing with the -

Dillons,"” ; )

““Ah, the Dillons! A nice lot they were!’ was
old Mis. Merridew's scathing rejoinder. I
expect yow've heard how they went off without
settling up, my dear. Disgracefull . You =shall
have the key-—_-—gei'e *tis—certainly,” as she took it

" from a hook behind the door. “And if yow'd like
me to go aeross with you—-" ) ; :

“Oh, no, although it is- kind of you to. offer!”

Amy said heartily.. “ You mustn’t put yourself to

that trouble, Mrs. Merridew, and you can trust,

me to lock up properly afterwards.” :

“My dear, thai wasn’t in my .mind at all. I
was only feeling I’d like to walk across with you,
so we could have a talk about the old times, when
Mr. and Mrs, Langrish were at the Grange. Bure
you .;;;on‘l: have summatb t eat, my dear? Do ’ee
now!” -

But again Amy gratefully declined, although she-

confessed that a glass of water from the pump
would be a great boon,
In a minute or so she was going on her way

again, with good Mrs, Merridew calling after her

from the trellised porch: @ )
““Sure you won't be afraid, all alone in that there
big old houss, my dear?” . o
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. It must be ‘Amy herself!

Yet Amy reteined a cheerful, even.

" Cora——

was the resigned:
“Y must be thankful I get about .as well -

TRAPPED, BUT DEFIANT !

II7
“Afraid? Why should I bo afraid?” laughed
ack Amy. ' : : : s

- And thus, with no presentiment of the “danger

she was running into, she fared on towards the .

lonely mansion that showed no sign of life

anywhere, i ’

: £V

CH ATURA, Laura!

- Quick!” - _
- “¥es, what? Here I am, Coral”

‘‘Someone coming up the drive—a girl, Laura!

I'm sure it is!” -

: ! Where? Let me look!” was the exeit-

able exclamation with which Laura Dillon came

Where are you, Laura?

" “Oh!

‘rushing to one of the front windows of the

mansion, where Cora Grandways was standing.
The blinds were down. Eagerly Laura peered
round the edge of one of them, her eyes enlarging
with excitement and joy as they. made oui the -
girlish figure which had already attracted Cora’s
attention, : ’ ’
‘“That's 'Amy, right enough!

] And now—now,
“Yes, at last!’ .bt:ea.t—hed Laura’s holiday crony.
“We have not waited in vain, after alll””

“ Alone, too! How splendid for us! Notﬁihg

- could be-better!” exulted the daughter of rascally

Mr. and Mrs. Dillon. :

“I wonder if she has called for the key down
at Turnpike Cottage,” muttered Cora, “or is she
meaning to 3ée if she can get in somewhere, with-
out permission 7"’

“We shail soon sce,” was the. other's tense

“ Lot me go
—you had
betfter'! "’ protested Amy, as she struggled In tha
?rip of her enemies. ‘1 will never tell you where
hid the paper—never!?” ¥ Oh, -won’t you ? "
laughed Laura. * You'll be glad to by the time
we’ve finished with you." .

\ L, -



- for- ever, their villainous scheme abandon

: .118"

answer.
now, at oncel’’

“And we won't rush oui: upon her until she has
gone fo where the paper is hidden and agtually has
it in her hand, that’s the-ideal’’
Grandways; giving. the malicious grin which was so
wall known at Morcove Schook
miss this for anything!”

. Once again they both peered out -very caut‘.musly,
.round' the edge of a blind. Amy Ash
.- coming on briskly, keeping a course for the- front

porch. It seemed, therefore, that she had come .
armed with permission to euter the house, and.

provided with the key.

. “We shall have to get that key back to Turn-
plka Cottage by-and-by,” Laura was. bearing in

mind, as she and Cora hastened away to find a

hndmg :place..  “That can be managed all right,
though. Only a case of dropping the key just
ingide the cottage door, whilst the old girl is
taking in her bit of washing af the back.”

““Good: job for us it is old Mother Merridew’s.

washing-day!"”. chuckled Cora, . .

From“one” of the mansion windows, eaily this
morning, they- had seen 2 tell-tale flutter of white
linen on & clothes-line 111 the back garden of
Turnpike Cottage. _ -
© “Wa. do seem to.be hnvmg a real streak of !uek
 af last P’ exulted Laura.. “It’s making me tremble

all over, this is. What aboub this hall-screen for

a hx&mg—plaee, Gora?

“Na, too - risky;” . dtssented Ccra pramptly
" “SHe’s hound to pause.and listen nervously after
entering. . She might hear us breathing.”

“Where, i‘.hen-——vvhﬂgs‘?"
gl feverish Ig

They decided: to be safe]y ipstairs by the" time

Amy should come in, and up the grand staircase
}}:ev sped,
. landi

she was, and. Cora murmured calmly: .

“CAH mght you can frust.me! I say. 1 wouldn’ t'

like to- bsc
presently !
“Serve her/ right ¥’ was Laura s harsh respome
“ After all- the “trouble she has. given us; she
deserves to be——"8h! : Do you hear that, Cora.?”
It was the grating of a. large key in tha Io& of
the massive front ‘door,

A moment more, and Amy- Ashdown was. settmg
that door wide open, that she might pass inside.
 How silent and gloomy the familiar old" house,
all deserted as-it. was, and the blnds and.curtains
drawmn,. 80 a8 - to revent the summer sunshine
from spoiling the rich furmshmgs. “That she. was

Amy when we spring -oui upon her

feeling 4 trifle nervoua Tow t]:ce g:rl nav'er would .

have. denied,

Even though her enemies, as she Bad mmh gaod‘

reason for believing, were gone from the plade

gave her a creepy sensation to- he entetmg the
shut-up housa alone.

But she reflected, ‘she woul& not be here Jong. .

A fow minutes," no more, would she require to
satisfy herself t'hat the vital document. which she

had saved from the hands of the Dillons was where
That done,
she would soon be out inr the bright sunshine aga.m,'
and so off and away back to the town whers her
dear schoolgirl chums would have such s hvmg—

she had hidden it many'weeks .ago.

welcome for hert .
8he closed the front- dom- and f.hen. tting the
big key in her pocket for the time gumg, tmd‘
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" Cma, the thmg for us !;o do is to Inde .
" staircase.

nodded Cora -
“Oh, I wouldn't

down was

" wide corridors ran to right-and left.

. turned

clamoured the other

. ~with fright.-
come to a sta.ndstﬂl on - the ﬁrst—

“S!l'" brea.thed Laura. all in strung 'txp stat ss

turned

, it

Every Tuesday
softly across the gleomy ha‘ﬂ to the han&some

- Harl,- though! What was that‘? ’
Onl]y for a.moment or so was ‘she, heart in

.mouth, unnerved b{ a sort of rustling sound above’
al

stairs. Perhaps a landing window had been left:
open. this fine weather, to keep
and the summer breeze was keepmg curtams up’

" there astir. -

Reassured, she went unhesltatmg]y up the broad -
flight of stairs, reaching a first landing, from which.
A glance:
this way and that showed her no window that wasi
standing open., Only too well she knew, from
former exﬂenenee what unecanpy  sounds were.
heard in t ouse when nobody but ‘oneself:
was sbout.
Another flight of stairs she climbed, and then
t atong a second-floor passage that
served several bed-rooms. In one. of these—the
last “in the corridor—had she
place, weeks. ago, for the -valuable paper. The

.room was one -that had always siood em ty,

except. for a few bits of Iumber; ard she ad.
good reason for boasting that no one’ coulci ever
possibly happen upon .the exact spet where “the
doeument was eoncealed. ‘¥t was such an mgemowi

_hiding-place that she had distovered!

This bed-room corridor, it was even g’[oom:er
than the hall downstairs or the stairosse, and now,
Eer aps because she was so near the hiding-place,-

er ‘nerves felt very jumpy.. She found herself

_looking behind ler as -she traversed the dim’

passage, as Jonely folk look bekind on a dark road
in winter, It was sﬂly to be so fanciful, she knew,
and yet—— _ .

Giood gracious, what was that?

Bhe was heart in mouth ‘again, standing stli]
And 1o worder, poor gizl, Suddenly,
in this great old honse, “where she had thoughb
she was quiia alone, a sf;umbhng step had sounded
foliowed by faint seuffling. sounds. -

- Her tongue clove to the reof of her mouth g0
that she could not cry out for a_ moment or so,
but -at last she panted a challengmg ery:

“Who's there?’ |

No answer.

That stumbling sunnd hcrwever, emd ig,’ae 0t.'her

that bad- followed sharp ipon  it—someone must

be in the house!  Who, then—who" was it7
Fesling ‘that any-thmg would be ‘easier to bear
than - this- terrifying u.neertamty, she suddenly
back, on tiptee.
“Not another sound did slm hear untxl she was
close to the stairs. Then, when she was on ‘the .

mg- picked up the very faintest éreak of a board .
and_a sort of soft, fluttering sound, . such - a8 t.he
swish of a frock rmght. make,

This ecame from somewhere still higher up, and
she: looked up the stairs leading to. the a.t{:ws,

whilst she called out, as she felt hound to do:

“Who is that, please? Whas there‘i”

8till no answer. ;

‘The plucky feeling thal; i was best to goon. and
find out still prevailed with the girl: She started
to ascend that topmost Sight of stairs, and then—
No, she musi 56 back!

It was turning her blood to ice te realise sud-
denly that . the Dillons might still be here, in
secret. ’

What wonder 1f the thou%ht left Ionely Amy in
the state of panic that she had biavely resisted up
to now? She flashed about and started to runm
downstairs, ‘and, in her wild alarm, she ‘gasped

aloud to herse‘f T

found her hiding- .

) pom’o of peeping round a corner, her strained hear- -

;

the place aired, -

X
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- #T must go—get out of this quickly! Oh, they.
are still. here a.nd 1 was neariy Ieﬁsmg myself get -
caught !

Throwing. - cautmn. to the Wmds, she continued
~ her rush down to the ground floor, her one. idea.

being . to get outslde and run—run for all sho was

~worth.
But n{jw, even as she- gave the sounds that told
of precipitate flight, she.heard at least two. persons

dashing down after her, themselves no longer car-

_-ing what noise they made.. .~ .

On the last flight, she looked behind ‘her, and.

: then she saw Cora Gramdwavs and Laura D:l]on,'

those gxrls rushmg seize lher before she .could .
get -away!

- “Keep back‘ Let ms go"’ she gasped back at

them
away!”
Too latef : ;
Down the last staus they dashed, and overtook
her in the hall, whilst she was still _several yards.
short of the door, Once again, it was a-case of
two-on o onie.  They swoo;)ecl and selzed her, and
held her roughly..
- %“Stand séill, you—-"",
#No!. Let me go! Help"’

w1ldI}, “You shan’t touch me!  Get’

“Quletf” hissed Layprs, she and. Com shakmg ’

their struggling captive furiously. “It’s no use
calling out. -Now, then, we hiave got }ou' And
. “where is ‘that paper——where is it
-H “II r}vont ‘tell you!  No—no!. Oh, I won’t
o : .
: “Won’t you"” panted ‘Cora. . “Yo_u’ve got. to
te]I b?s !now' Speak out‘."’
“Do - you know whut we. mean ‘to do 1£ you
- refuse ¥’ Laura seethed.”
" you do speak.out! No Qne will ever come—"’
“VYes;- they will !’ panted Amy, with what litile
.breath was left. to her. ,“‘Nhen I don't get back :
my friends” will suspect——"" : :
 “Ha, -ha, ha! ‘Will they? . That's
'knuw‘” was Laura’s mockmg Iaugh 5
thought of that!” -
- . “Let me go—you had better r Amy demanded,
. ‘in. an infuriated Wway. “ am never gomg to te!
- you—never! I won’t—I won’t, so there!’

all you
¢ have

“¥You will!” Laura gave. back, avith® her .—harsh .

laugh and her eyes agleam. . “You'll-be glad to
tell us, you.-saucy -young . thmg. before we've
finished with you! Take that, to begin with!” . .
And,: with the word, she sla,p;ged the defenceless
- girl’s ilead twice or fhrice viciously, : then shook
her 8o viclently that snddenly poor overpowered
Amy lost-her footing and fell; and the ‘malicious
. pair: stood: over ‘her, laughing to see her bursting
into tears of wild despair.

. The Mlsloadmg 'I'elegram.
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““Bravo!'” was. the cry that mmgled ‘with
* - a sharp burst - of. handelapping, whilst
-Betty Barton; in the pretty costume-of a pierrette, .
© .stood aloge on the seashors pla’cform, laughmgly
waiting for 'a chance to-continue. - -
- The -evening performance .was: just . cloamg, and
.deep. twilight was upon. the holiday-making world
of Endeliffe. - Al the prettier did Betty look then,
with the .soft and. .coloured lights  from many

* Chinese. lantems shmmg around the makeshift

stage.
o MISS Redgrave has asl:ed me to say that End-

* . cliffe has -done ‘better than any other tewn we Imve :

" yisited ! e
“Tremendous a.pphusa’ g
“On behalf of those for whom we are’ collectmg‘

‘I‘HE Sc:noo:.c;mi_s’ OWN

“Xeep you here’ unt;ll :

" vas T, “don't you know—"

this money, we thank you one a,nd alll- It 1s good :

“of yoo—"

“No; good of you to do 1t young lndres"’ gome-

‘one shouted blufily, and the c]appmg started ‘afresh. -

““Well, it is nothing but a pleasure to us,’” was

all Betty could say to that, and, 'with the: happlest_--'-
‘of smiles, she bowed and- mo‘ved aside, whilst her

chums now ran out; to.line up with her and gwe

-the concluding chorus.

At the  piano, Madges nm\earym fingers-
crashed out & sprightly melody, and, with a better:
swing than ever, the schoolg;rl plerrettes gave that
Jast witty chorus.

Two  minutes more, and all the - applause was
ended. .The crowd was melting away into the

soft, warm_ darkness of the summer night, and the .-

glris themselves weré “‘behind the scenes, ’ to
change out of their stage costumes,

“No Amy to bustle around and keep thmgs' -

Stralght

for “us to-night!” Betty commented
presently.

* She didn’t turn up towarcIs the fmlsh

"as we Hhoped she might do.

" “No!” said Polly, rather. glumly. “Un]ess we

“find her at the bomdmg-house when ‘we gel: back,

it will mean she missed even the'later train.”.

HAnd why?” wondered Madge, ahuﬂ'lmg her
musie together.” “I-would have said she is the
very last to make a muddle of train connections.’

“Fwankly, I am wather glad Amy was not with
us this evening,” sighéd Paula, standing in front
of a candle-lit mirror. %I would not have had her
witness my. latést distwessing bweakdown for all
the -wowld! I only w1sh you gea.ls had nof, heen
pwesent, _either!”

“But then there would have been no conoert
at all!” laughed Helen. - -

“ Bettah that,” sighed. Paula, “tha,n what hap-
pened this evening; to make me look so widiculous

. il the éyes of evewybody. I can sing. You geals

know pewfectly ‘weal I have a weally wich con--

twalto. . But when ‘a gnat ‘gets down your
‘ thwoat—""
“Just as a top note was. commg, f,oof” cbuck]cd
3 Poﬂ\’ .
£ Yes wather! 1

Howmb\e expew:ence! Theah
“And there ‘was the gnat?? [ ’
“Pwecisely! It is 'a gweat. gwief fo me, geals s

lamented .the amiable duffer. of the’ I‘eurﬁh Form

at- Marcove, “but I.amialways the one o come to -
gwief! Now, . ‘Naomer, here, sheis alwa,‘s all

W: ht—yes, wather!”. J

“1 not feel so very all rlght thls evcmng‘*-nb, ;

Naomer confessed, with a heaviness of heart thai . .

was most unusual, - “All ze time I am deing my
dance I zink of Amy. I wonder eef she not comu

back ‘then——""
-Naomer, - danlmg, dont ha,ve, sich
Al the same,

thoughts 1" Madge said-cheeringly...

i sbani: be 501‘1"y to get mdoors and sae if Amy is
" there.”

. -“Nor: I1” ¢ame. from one and another oE the
~ Morcovians, . . .
Tt -would be séveral minntes vet, however before -
t‘hey could hasten across to the Endc!xﬂ'e bonrdmg~ )
ouse. . 5
Some. of the g:r’ls were still in, plermtfa costume.

’ ha.vmg been occupied with various duties behind
. the ‘scenes.

The .concert- pm'ty was. going- on. to
another town ‘in the morning, and so everythmg
had to be cleared 2p and put away. with extra
care’ to-night.

Suddenly the.

Miss Redgrave came m dim -

candlelight showing.. her. to be .in a rather.con-.
_cerned. state of mmd about somethmg Sno held -
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a telegram, whichi she had already opened and read.
“Qirls, this is from Ay Ashdown!”
“What? Oh, a telegram!”

% Bai Jove, then—-"

~ #Qhe's not coming back to-night!”’
with a blank look. “There, now!” )
% A ‘'maid has just run across from the boarding-

house with this,” Miss Redgrave spoke -om,

fourishing the flimsy. L

guessed it was -from Amy. Read i, girls.”’

" Tlagerly they gathered together to do so. The

printed form bore a pencilled record that the

message had been handed in at Sandmouth Central

Polly guessed,

Post Office about an hour and a half ago. As for
the message itself, the gxact wording was: _
“Grange owners home from abroad. Am

staying on in their service. Good-bye and love
to- all of you.—Amy.”

“Phew!” whistled Polly.
home again—just fancy!” L
“Tn that case, of course,”” Betty exclaimed, with
puckeréd brows, “Amy would want to remain ai
the Grange! What a surprise she must have
had!” . ; . e v 0 :  w

“Yes, wather !’’’ B . ‘

t« A pleasant surprise, though,” murmured Helen
.. Craig. “What could have been nicer for Amy
than to find the master and mistress who were so
kind to her back again in the old home? She will
be happy now.” e

“Qhe will,” agreed Madge unhesitatingly, ““and
all her anxieties set at rest for ever’’

“Ves, wather! Bai Jove, of course, geals, now
she can weveal that paper to the vewy people
she was weserving it for!” Paula remarked astutely.
“That’s gwand for Amy!”’ ' '

“Yes. Only,” Betty said, with a faint sigh,
whilst Miss Redgrave took back the telegram,

_“The Langrishes are

“As soon as I saw it, 1~

! HOLIDAY
S7m FUN with

- i > o .
‘Of all the weekly COLOURED papers for
the kiddies the RAINBOW is the jolliest -
and merriest. The langhable adventures
F of the world-famous Tiger Tim and the
_popular Bruin Boys on the front page
delight the hearts of children all over the
I world. - This week’s fine issue is full of
happy holiday features. Tell Mother to
buy it for your little brother or sister.
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3t is—well, not guite so grand for us. We had
got 50 fond of Amy., We are going to miss
h

er, ) .
. ¢ Badly,” said Madge s=oftly. “*‘ Good-bye,’ the

telegram says, so evidently she never expects to
see any of us again!” :

“Bothah it!” was Paula’s doleful remark, as she
began to realise what it would mean to all of
then. “We wanted evewything to go wight for
Amg and her future—yes, wather! It is, how-
evah, wather sudden-~what?” :

“Too sndden for my liking !’ Polly said, grimac-
ing. “We shall feel different. without her.” - -

They did! ' ) : :

It seemed strange to them, such a big loss, to
be going home to the boarding-house presently
without Amy in their midst, :

All day they had been feeling her absence, but
the sense of loss ther had been nothing, compared
with what it was now. . 2

No looking forward to seeing hér again! In that
telegram there was a “ Good-bye and thank you!”
which was none the - less ‘saddening because it

~ seemed to spezk of all the undying gratitude that

<

- Amy was, ]
‘anxieties ended, the schoolgirl pierrettes felt that

Amy folt towards them. Good-bye, and for ever!
Tre they slept that night, however, the chums '

“of Study 12 quite made up-their minds about one

thing. Amy might think there was no possibility
now of her ever seeing any of them again, bub
they were-in no such resigned mood. - o

They must needs think of her now as taking up
the old lowly, yet happy, life again at the Grange,
under her kind master and mistress. Doubtless,
too, it was a life that could offer - Amy very liitle
freedom, . But if she, dear little soul, could never
came to any of them, they would manage.some-
how to go to her! ) o

“Ves, wather, bai Jove!” Pauls said, last thing
of all, beaming in a cheered-up manner. ““Amnd
don’t forget, geals, there is such a thing 'as
witing letters. We can cowwespond with Amy
_what 7—to make sure that evewything weally is
all sewene.”’ 5 o

“Qoo, yes, queek! TIn ze morning I write my
first letter!” Naomer said excitably. ‘“‘And I sign
myself: ¢ Vours effexshunly, Queen Naomer of

.Nakara’! Ves, I will do that, because I love her!’”

“We'll all write!” declared Betty emphatically.
“ And we’ll. all see her again some day, although
when that day wil be——" ! ; '
- Ah, that was the sad part about it all! That
was a thing a thousand. times more serious than
the .girls themselves imagined.
when ?

If only something could have werned Betty &
Co. and Miss Redgrave that the poor ill-fated girl
had fallen into a trap, and that the subsequent
telegram was a false one! o

No such misgiving. was entering their heads,
however; nor was it likely to. since the message
was so in accord with possibilities.

The girls had known all along that Amy had
only to hear of her former master and mistress
being back from abroad for her to want to fly to

by the thought that
at least, quite happy, with all" her

them.

And so, grently consoled

the besi they could do, the most that was needed
of them, was to try and see the girl again some

_da.y. \

Some. day !’ s L

And this very night Amy was a hapless prisoner
in the hands of those who were thoroughly deter-
mined to wrest the great secret from her ere she
knew another moment’s freedom!

Some day—bub -
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’ Wiil No One Know ?
_DARK night had settled again upon the lonely
countryside lying around the Grange. -
5= nd again, as on other nights of Jate, not
a light was visible to anyone who might be send-
ing a stray glance in the direction of the house
from the distant roadway. ! )
At Turnpike Cottage, old Mrs. Merridew had
indeed stood for a good while just outside her
lowly porch, with  glasses omn, gazing with some
anxiety in the direction of the great old house
as twilight fell, o o g
"It had been quite' a shock to thabt old soul to
find- the key of the mansion thrown down upon

the front-door mat when she came-into the house .

at sunset, laden with an armful of linen taken
from the backyard clothes-line, . C ;

Bhe could only suppose that Amy had dropped
the key just there, whilst having to run past, so
as to be in time for a train at Sandmouth. That

- a glass of water,
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would never dare do more than bully ker. But
how when Mr. and Mys,- Dillon reiurned, as
return they would?  _

‘Suddenly, and causing her to start out of the
apathy in which despair' had left her, she heard
soft footfalls outside the locked door of this room
into which her capfors had cast her.

She stood up. ready to show a spirited front to
the heartless girls, since it was obvious that they
were now going fo pay her a last visit before seek-
ing their own rest for the night. ]

Harshly a key rasped in the lock, and, as she
heard the sound, Amy darted behind the door.
She would make a desperate dash for freedom,
come what might! s

The next moment the door opened slowly; and
Cora and Laura came in warily. The light from
the window showed them to Amy. With them
they brought a plate of bread and cheese and

“sort of thing might conceivably have happened,
although the girl had talked of being only a few
minutes at the house, and she must have been in
there -whole heurs! -

That the girl had finished at the house now the
returned key.evideheed. Even so, Mrs, Merridew
. had. felt sufficiently worried to iake that last

distant look at the mansion as night drew on.

Now she was gone to her humble bed 'in the

.cottage, saying ‘‘Nonsense!” -to the vague and
foolish- misgivings that had assailed her. Just as
if anything could have gone wrong! -

- Thus food Mrs, Merridew, at Turnpike Cottage,

achieved the same easy state of mind as the school-

girl pierrettes had arrived at in  connection with

" the girl, whilst here in the great old house poor
‘helpless Amy was hoping and praying that there
were those whose anxiety and suspicion would
‘bring them to the Grange. :

Unless something like that happened, what would
the end of it be? : -

The two girls who. were detaining her at
present. she did not stand in fedar of thém. They

NOT WHAT THEY EXPECTED. ;.2 fslegramirom Army 1" nnounced Miss Redgrave, fourish:
. back again, and Amy is staying in thq?r servioe.'y. y i A

The girls were astounded at the news.,

Amy dashed forward, but she was too late |
‘While Laura set down the frugal meal, Cora
Grandways barred Amy’s way.

- Cora laughed as she seized Amy and spun her
round. . Cora'had been expecting such a move on

‘the part of the imprisoned girl." g

“He, he, he!” she tittered.
Amy!”’ '

“Not this time,
Laura, having s8¢t down the supper on-a cha_ir,

faced Amy,

““Come to your senses yet?” she inquired.

“If you mean—"" -

“You know what we -mean!” exclaimed the
girl who was such a second edition of heartless,
ruthless Mys. Dillon. “We mean to break the
stupid pride and obstinacy that you have been
showing all along! A girl like you—"

““Yes, a mere kitchen-maid!’’ joined in Cora.
with proud digdain. “That's what you shounld
remember, Amy Ashdown. You are a mere no-
body! You have been in the wrong from the
starb. Considering Laura’s mother was your
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mistress, it was nothing less than sheer dishonesty,
when you got hold of that paper——"

" “Nothing of the sort!” Amy answered, with
passionate calmness: ‘“But I am not going to
argue with 501.1—1 refuse!” |

% QOh, all right? sneered Laura, backing towards
the door. “ Bup when my mother is here—"

“Yes, well?? -

& ‘&nd she will come to-morrow,” Laura spoke on
darkly.  “Bhe knows by now thaf; you' are hem
comp ef:e[y ‘at our merey. I have sent a message.’

“Your mother will no more make me give up
. that paper. than. you two “girls can!” Amy said

defiantly. “She won’'t get a word out of mel”’

“Won't 'she?” retorted Laura, the faint moon-
light revealing her cruel look. “You don't know
my mother yet! But, there, eat your supper, and

then to sleep!”

““She knows, I hope, that it’s madness to think
of getting . away by  the window?”’ Cora threw
out, w ith ra.wmg from the room with Laura. “It's
very high up,
shutters!”

. “Do you hear, Amy?” cried. Laula, standing

ready to pull shut the door and lock it. ‘“One or
the other of us will he on guard out here all
night, and if . we hear a sound; you'll catch it!
So you’ had far better—— -Oh, look out, Cora'
Cora, quick!”

The bullying voice “had changed to one .of
panicky alarm as Amy made a sudden lightning
rush- across the dark room, hoping to battle past
the pair of them, and so escape from the room.

And ‘now, slthough they were two to her one,
she felt equal to the desperate conflict that it

would mean. Righteous indignation at the treat- «

ment accorded her was making her doubly strong.
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even if she could unscrew -those -
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Turiously she rushed at them in the (Tocuvsay,
and Laura she. managed to fling aside in that very
instant. Then she had Cora to reckon with,

They. gripped éach other and struggled, and for
one brief moment Amy felt that freedom was

“ndeed to be hers. She would fling this girl aside
as she had flung the other, and then tear down
through the house, every inch of w!nch shé knew
far better than they

But it was not to be. '

From where Laura Dlllon lay, all aspww! on
the floor, she viciously flung out a hand in the
darkness, and pulled at the. ank]e she. was able to
grasp.

It was one of Cora’s, as it chanced, .buk that
made no difference; The sélfsame tug that sud-
denly pulled Cora down, it alse brought Amy

- tumbling to the floor, for Cora kept hel hold on

‘that struggling girl. -

It was all over then {or poor Amy, as rcgnrus .-

the hope of escaping.

Another minute, and - she had been over-
borne once more, and bundled back into the dark
room.

Slam! went the door, and then snick! the key,
and thus the old house still held its vietim of
tuckely and malice, to await the commg of Laura
Dillon’s own ruthless mother!

(END OF THIS WEEK’S STORY.) '

Trapped! - How easily Amy has alfewed herself
te fall again into the power of the Dillons! - Will
they he able to force her te reveal the secret
‘hiding-place of the paper that means 'so much to
them? You must not miss next week’s enthralling
complete tale, which is entitled: * The Girl- Who
Was Kept Prisoner"’ i ) ‘
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The f.ale of a girl who suﬂered because of her
stepsister’s vanity. -

The Schoolirs Ow Library.
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A magnificent story of a girl who was sllent
for her father’s sake.




