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Lvery Tuesday
Dramaire, Long Complete Morcove—Gmﬂgemoor Story

o~ By MARJORIE STANTON

NOT content with the strife they have started between Morcove and
Grangemoor, and the subsequent bitter feeling against Pam Willough-

by, the Denver sisters decide upon yet another act of petty spite.
proves to be a case of “‘once too often,” for unknown to Fay and Edna

But it

Pam has been watching them,

CLAPTER 1.

The One Topic

i AD the letiers, Fa;

*Nothing for

from Cousin Ber

“Oh! What has he got fo

“Not very muen, I'm a

Cherrol “—dryly
“Oh, don't be funny!?

“But vou were, Edua, rather expeciing a letfer

from Junmy ¥

“PDon't be silly, Fay! Just as if he would write

to me.” )

That excessively pretty pai

were alone together i their study at Morcove

School. It was the elder, Fay, who now folded

and put away the lefter which had come by the

Monday morning delivery from Cousin Bertie—a

cu

, BEdna, One for me,

Y
d, aboui Jimmy

the Denver sisters,

Ifouso captain at Grangemoor School,
“Things, “then, Tdpa darling, have not got
to that stage yet?” Fay smiled.

“What do vou mean?”

“Well, I thought you seemed to be making
quite an impression upon Jimmy, the othe# aflter-
noon, at Sandton Bav. Such a grand box of

“You're an idiof,” said Edna, with a touchi-
ness that was new to her. They had always got
on so well together, these sisters,

She stated clearly:

“You know very well I had to make myself
saciable to Jimmy becaunse yvou and Bertie were
sa taken up with cach other. As for the choes—
naturally, the Cherrol fellow was not going to
fake all and give nothing.”

“Ti's all vight, BEdoa dJdacling,” laughed Tay.
“1 know you wouldn't dream of trying to malke
a special chum of Jimmy, when veally he is so
;Ieml;vd to Pam Willonghby—like a brother to
er 1°

“8he can have him for a brother! You might
ai least tell me anything that was in Berl’s letter
about when they got back to their sehool—
whether everything was all right.”

“Your only concern being, dear—the war that’
going on between Morcove and Grangemoor; is
thaii it7” Fav rejoined, as dryly as hefore.
“Well, it’s all quiet on the Grangemoor front!”

Edoa could laugh, now that Jimmy Cherrol
had been dropped out of the conversation.

“Quiet ! More than it iz here anyhow,” she

chuckled. “ How the Form does go on seething,
Fay 17

- “And  another oniburst against Pam Wil
loughby, before brekker. I’cor Pam!?

Edpa laughed again.

“Oh, there’s a lot of pride can bo taken out of
Pam_yet, before we need pity her, Fay!”

“I think so, too, dear. Somehow--thero it
is; of all the girls in the Form to whom I took
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came to Morcove, Pam
there goes the bell for

a dislike, when we firs
had first place. Bub
class, Ndna—-"

“Vile nuisance!”

“Jt's what we're at school for—ab least, so I
suppose we would be told. Education, HEdna
darling! I must say, though, for my part,
always seem to learn most on half-holidays.”

“1% is surprising what you can learn,” nodded
Tdna, “from simply walching the other girls,
out of school hours. Thi# isn't like our other
school, Fay. Morcove is more of a world on its
own.”

“Very boring,” sighed the elder sister, picking
up books from the study table. “If you and I,
Fdna, had not managed io set Morcove and
Grangemoor by the cars, I don’t know how I
could have endured it herc. Bui, -at least, we
have had that bit of excitement—and fun.”

“ At Mozcove's expense!”

“Yes. How much longer do you eive
Ednat?”

“Rest of the torm, judging by the mood the
Torm is in. That third “insult’ from Grange-
moor, on top of the first two insults, just about
stirred things up again.” )

Fay paused before opening .the door to pass
out.

“There may be a fourth incident before long,
Rdna, -Wo'll sce.  If I can think of something,
I shall just love carrying it out. Quite an expert,
by now, at that dressing-up business!”

“There is such a thing as once-too-often, Fay !

“Oh, rabbits! Well, coming?”

Fay opened the door, and was followed by her
sister into the long corridor of studics, where
many other members of the Iorm werc saunter-
mr.f towards the staircase. -

riendly emiles and words in passing showed
how well ‘the sisters were standing with a great
majority of their schoolmates, If there was a
minority inclined to feel a vague dislike—mis-
trust even—of Fay and Edna, that very vaguencss
of .the feeling decreed silence about it.

The two were, in fact, very skilful at being all
things to all people, which meant that they
qeeded a lot of finding out. Betty Barton, the
Form captain, and a pretty shrewd judge of
character, had felt that vague mistrust of the
sisters: bub Betty was the least likely of all
girls to speak without proof.

Always careful not to be swayed by prejudice,
Betty had been particularly careful about this in
the case of Fay and Edna, as they werc mnew
to the school. Slips must be cxpeected, and, if
possible, overlocked, until any new girl had
found her feet.

There was a cordial nod from TForm-captain
Betty for both sisters, at this moment, and they
lifted their brows and smiled very sweetly in
return.

Perhaps they were alert for a talk with Betty
on the way downstairs; but she had special chums
of hers with her, and even they seemed to be
an embarrassment — strangely.  She suddenly
turned back, at the landing, running down the
corridor again.

Stopping at the door of a study next to her
own, she tapped formally and then looked inside;
but the room was empty.

Betty repressed a sigh, and then, as she found
that one of her special chuins had followed her
back from the staircase landing, remarked softly: _

the war,

_“I was looking for Pam, Madge. Bui she
doesn't appear to have come upstairs after
brekker,"”

“Helen Craig says that Pam went straight out
of doors at the dismiss.”
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“I've only scen hor for a_momont,” Botty de-
Rcl[ared, going up the corridor again with stai
Madge Minden. “And during the last fow days;
all yesterday—Sunday——"

“I know. It makes me wretched, too, Betty.
Tess is as irritable as can be about it all!™

“What about Polly, then?” grimaced the cap-
tain. “I daren’s breathe a word in_front of
Polly, concerning Pam. You can teil; Polly
hates being so bitter about it, and yet she has
to_be.”

“Has_the Form, taken as a whole, ever been
more bitter about one of its own girls than it is
a{ present, Betiy?”

“Never! Oh, I know there is a lot of excuse,”
the ca.gta.in fair-mindedly admitted. “ All the
same, Madge, I've simply got to do something
—take action.”

“How do you mean?” There was sudden
alarm in Madge's usually passive face.

“¥ shall call another meeting, to put it to the
Form that Pam’s punishment has been too
severe,”

“0h, Betty, yow’'ll have tremendous oppesition
to face—="

“] don't care. Either they can revoke the
banishment resolubion that was passed the other
day; or else they can have my resignation.”

“It’s fine of you, Betty,” was Madgo's feeling
murmur. “I and others will be with you, of
course, stand or fall. But my fear is that they
will say resign, and that will mean a fresh cap-
tain—one, most likely, who is not the friend of
Pam that you've always been.”

“T've thought of that, Madge. But my mind’s
made up. I won't go on_as captain of 2 Form
that is treating a girl as Pam is being treated.”

“Have you said anything to Polly?”

“No."” .

There was no time for more. Too many other
girls were now within earshot. -Hurrying to
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make up for lost time, they did the run down
several flights of stairs, and get to their places
in the big class-room just as Miss Courtway, the
Form-mistress, was becoming playfully impatiens
with any laggards, ; .

“Bome of you girls—the last thing you scem to
liear is the bell for dlasses!”

. “Bekas,” came the saucy voico of that dusky
imp, Naomer Nakara, “zey don’t bang him loud
enough. Zey should let me have a go!”

“The bell, Naomer, is as loud as the gong for
meals—and you always hear that.” 5

The girls in their desks went off into a peal
of laughter. Truc it was, Naomer had a quick
ear for the gong.

*'8h! Silence!” the youthful mistress rve-
quested:’ . “Even now I don’t see—Pam Wil-
loughby. Come, come, Pam 1’ for at this mstant
tall Pam Willoughby walked in, last of all.
“Late, Pam!” -

“*Sorry, Miss Courtway.” :

For 'a moment or two longer the silence en-
joined by the Form-mistress endured; then,
whilst Pam was still making for her place in the
tittering broke out. . - & 5 o
Miss Courtway looked affronted. ol
I;‘]}}"eﬂ, what's the joke? Silence, this instant,
all .

No one explained, and the mistress 1ust be
presumed to have remained in ignorance. But
there was Betty Barton, who knew as well as any
of the titterers themselves, what the *joke ” was
about. i w1

And in this moment she, the captain of the

Form, became so much more determined that it

mz}g{ht be szid to have become a yow, registered
in her mind, either to end the punishment of Pam
or else—resign! ;

CHAPTER 2. .
Betty's Bombshell

was on_the notice-board five minutes after
the midday " dismiss: d

l T
“NOTICE. B
“There will be a Meeting of the Form on
Wednesday evening next, at eight o'clock.
“A matter of importance has to be discussed,
and the. presence of all girls is PARTICU-
LARLY REQUESTED.
“By order,

“Berry Barron (Captain).” -

“Why? What's up,
“No use asking me.” .
‘:?omething to do with our fast meeting—must

then?”

be.
“Ohot” . . !
“Where's Betty now?”
#“Can’t say!»

“Well, we ought to be told more than the
notice says!™
“Yes, rather!”
Such were o few of the excitable remarks from
girls who mobbed in front of the board. Another
. mee$ing! A surprise, this, and in it a hint at a
coming sensation.
“Let's find Betty.”
“Yes—let’s 17 e
Study 12, upstairs, was likely to provide news
as to Betty’s whereabouts; even if she were not
on_hand in that misnamed Abode of Harmony.
So thero was a storming up flight after flight,
to the Form quarters, and then a rush, en masse,
) (r]own f;}ua corridor to the captain’s study—at the
ar end. § .

class,” her ‘step a brisk but dignified  one, some
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The door was ajar, and this resulted in an un-
ceremonious. swarming -in of excited girl
causing languid Paula Creel—that co-tenant o
the study who loved peace—to cry out protest-
ingly: .

1 say, I say, bai Jove!”

“¥es, what ze diggings,” shrilled Naomer,
appearing from the corner cupboard with a
tumbler of water in one hand and a paper bag of
sherbet in the other. *“Bekag——"

“Belty | dinned the mob. TFor Betty was here,
busy with some captainey notebooks. “That
notice on the board, Betty!” .

“What does it mean, Betty?”

““As it says—‘a matter of importance’!” the
captain good-humonredly answered.

“¥Yes, but come on—fell us more than that!”
clamoured one of the excited girls. * Something
to do with—Pam Willoughby, is that it?"

“Cood guess, Kath. Eub, for the present, I'd
rather not—-"" !

“Oh, Betty, don’t be mysterious!” was the
chorus. - -

- “Wery well, then, T won’t be. I want the Form,
properly - assembled in general meeting, to say
one thing or the other, Is there to be an end to
the _so-called banishment of Pam, or am I to
resign.’” - "

‘“What 1

Betty got up from her seat at the table.
was smilmg. .

“There’s no mystery now. You can go away
and think-it ‘over—and tell others, of course. I
want_youn_to consider carefully. That's why the

She

‘meeting is not until next Wednesday cvening.”

“Resign?
gered pirls.
“That’s it, unless Pam can be restorecd—"

You?” gasped some of the stag-

“Well, that is!” the gaspings were resumed. .

ell, you are, Betty 1”7 ]
“T'm “afraid I am—quite~ determined.”
Befty's composed. response created such an

-impression, the crowd found. itself turning to
or the moment bereft of speech. Then °

pass ou
one of the girls—it was Eva Merrick—paused to
take notice of Polly Linton, who was standing
by the table, gloomily silent. .
“And what docs Polly say about all this?” Eva
asked. E
“1 say—nothing " i s ¥
“It’s -about all you have said in regard to
Pam, ever since we banished her,” Eva retorted
tartly.. ““Oh, well, change for you to say nothing,
Polly.” :
“Ha, ha, ha!”
- The departing crowd was feeling that that had

been rather neat of Eva., Certainly, Polly Linton’

was usually one to do her full share of the talking.

Now Polly sirode to the cmpty doorway and
closed the door with a bang.

' Ah, deah,” Paula Crecl lamented,
de‘pbhs of an easy chair.  “No peace!
_“Only a duffer like you,” said Naomer, stir-
ring sherbet-and-water with a ruler, “would

-’grom the

eggspect peace when there is a war on! ~ Well,
jolly good luck to our side!” '
And her lips_went to the edge of the tumbler

and her nose into the foam.

“Gorjus!” Naomer panted, a few seconds later. .

“Ze real patent fizzer.”

“Oh, hold your row!” enorted Polly.

“What ze diggings, can’t I spik—"

“No, you ecan’t!”

“Well, I shalll”

But Naomer suddenly found that she couldn’t,
just then; the hasty guaffing of sherbet-and-water
aving caused a tickling sensation all down her
nose.
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“Don’t you sneeze over me!” Paula voiced
the timely warning, ‘“Weall, Betbty deah, 1
admire the spiwii which has pwompted you to

. use all your pwestige, as captain, on the side of
fair play, yes, wather! All vewy well for the
Form bo mark its disappwoval of Pam’s wegwet-
able—=""

“Oh, for goodness” sake!” fumed Polly,
stamping. i
“PBut, geals theah iz such a thing as

tempewing mercy with justice, what? Tersonally,
I shall support you, Betty!”

“Qame here!” shrilled Naomer. ‘Bekas, zere

has been enough of all this not spikking to Pam.
and falking behind her back—"

% A

Fay took up the packet of cigarettes. ‘‘Vou see, Edna, 1
don’t have expensive boxes of chocs given me—by Jimmy
Cherrol ; so I have to make do with gaspers | »’

#“] haven't talked behind her back!” Polly
flared out.

“Nobhody said you had, Polly, so don't go_off
zo decp end! Nashrally, like sensibubble girls,
all of us Study 12 chums have felt sorry for
Pam. But I know one thing, Polly: you have
been precious grumpy about eet all, any old
how !

*“No more,” Betty pleaded brightly. and with
o rallying smile for grim Polly. **Who's for a
bitk P;E batting praccer at the nets? Paula, arise

“Before I tip you out of ze chair—"

“Wow-ow! You silly goop, you! Naow look
at me!” wailed the oft-teased one, finding her-
self suddenly”sitting upon the floor, tilted arm-
chair in danger of closing over her. “You
wender me fuwious, Naomer! When will you
Jearn to tweat me with a pwoper wespect?”
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“I am not at school to learn zat, zank you!
Ah, bah, let me help you up, bekas, you know
eet is only bekas I am fond of you—duffer!”

Naomer's way of demonstrating her affection
for Paula had this drawback, that it invariably
resulted in the languid one’s discomfort. Kven
when Naomer had heiped up her long-suffering
chum, the latter had to submit to being propelled
out of the study, headlong.

“¥oii coming down to ithe field, Polly dear?”
the captain asked.

“Oh—not now, Betty. You go. And
think I am—sort of cross with you.”

“Just as ift"” :

Betty let it go at that. Lancashire born, she
had a-belief that there were

don’t

times when it was best to
“say mowt.” She scampered
away, and then Polly Linton
awas all by herself in the
study. 5

But not for long. There
had been time for her to
make only a few restless

movements about the roem,
when the door was tapped,
then opened, letting in—Pam

Willoughby. ’
“Qh!” " Pam  exclaimed
gently. “Tt's you, Polly. I

was next door, and I fancied
I would- find Betty here
alone.”

_“Tm sorry. _She’s gone
down to the field.”

Pam shook her head, at the

same time closing the door
behind her.
“I'm not going down to

the field. I want Betty when
she’s alone. T've seen the
notice on the board. She
mustn’t threaten to rosign, as
a means of getting the Form
to Cﬁn off their action against

e,

“Well, she is going to do
that.”

Pam turned round, in the
act of passing out again.
Once more she closed the

oor.

“Polly, we're not on speak-
ing terms, I know. Buf I'm
omg to ask you; any in-
uence you have with Betty

“1 ghan’t use it!” Polly
exploded. *““Betty is better
without my influence! &\e’s fair-minded, has a
good_heart. I'm different—"

“Nob in those respects, Polly.”

“] know I am! And d%er this business about
you, Pam, T’ve been as bitter as any girl in
the Form. Oh, I admit it—I'm hard!"”

“Yes; well, there were two _girls in the Form
entitled to feel partienlarly disgusted with me,
I suppose. One was Judy Cardew, with a brother
at Grangemoor; the other, Polly, was yourself
—also with a brother at that school.”

Pam calmly paused.

““ As was said in the Form, Polly: if you and
Judy could have nothing to do with your own
brothers, whilst the war was on, knowing that
they would understand, that made it all the
more disgraceful—my seeing Jimmy Cherrol on
those two occasions.”

“Judy is not hard,’ Polly mumbled. “Like
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Beity, she's in.favour of your being forgiven.”

“By the way,” Pam said quietly, “I don’t
want any forgiveness. It will be for me to for-
give the Form—when it finds out what an in-
Justice it has done me.”

Polly received this with a half-angry shrug
and walked about the room. .

“I can’t listen to any talk, Pam, about in-
justice. You were tried by the Form, and found
‘guilty, One had to abide by -that, Why, it is
said that you even saw Jimmy again, after the
Form had let you know what 1t thought of such
disloyalty 1 . )

“¥Yes, T did see Jimmy, but—-—" .

“Then I wonder at your—your present way
of treating the Form. And T n, go away!
Why do you stand there, when you know what
I am for flaring out! Go away; go away!”

Pam went away., Was it callousness that made
her smile, after she had closed that door between
herself and Polly? Anything but! .

In these darkened days that had come to Pam
2t Moreove School, there was at least a gleam of
brightness now and then. It touched her deeply,
comforted her, that, in spite of all the strain
upon their former affection for her, the Study 12
chums still felt that affectjon enduring.

Betty’s threat to resign rather than see the
“banishment * continue; looks of sorrow rather
than bitterness in the faces of Paula, Madge,
Helen, and other former intimates. Above all,
II]’ollljy’s hard fight to keep herself from feeling—

ard ! :

That, considering Polly's fiery nature, was the
most touching thing of all, She had felt the
“‘scandal ” of her. Pam’s, alleged disloyalty
acutely.  Marvel, that a girl as “explosive  as
Polly was had managed to be silent for once.

But Polly, now alone again in the study, was
not feeling at all proud of herself. She knew her
own inward feclings; knew by what a narrow
margin she had kept them under control, time
after time, in the past weels ; - it
More than once she had felt she must become

one of the naisy, pitiless demonsf.ratcrs.against :
a5

Pam. If she ha What Betty and others would

" bave thought of her then | 3 _ ¢
Vet she was taking no eredis to herself for
having at least held her seorn for Pam in leash.
By-and-bye Betty came in,
fresher for some brisk exercise.

" Pam’s heen asking for you, Betty. She wants
“Well,

to see you,”

“Oh, does she,” the captain laiighed.
I don’t want to see her now. 1 think I had
better not! I can guess what she wants to say,
and—I'm' not having any.”

Polly, the born madeap, was seldom ematinﬁa!. :

But new she looked as Betty—her best of chums;
her “idolised Belty—with shining eyes. .
“How I wish I were a bit like you, Betty 1™ -+
“T like you better as you ‘are, Polly, It takes
all sorts fo make &, world—tha Jknaws1”
“It takes girls like you,” said Polly wistfully,
“to make Morcove—what it is,” ;

CHAPTER 3 . _
A Clue in the Cave

T HE ‘tide was. brawling in_ along Moreave’s -

lonely *share, . :

Oncoming waves, seeming to try and look

gver ome another's heads, to know how much
farther t6 run before tumbling nupon the shingle,
flashed in the ‘edrly evening sunshine. - .
A lonely shore, more often than not, but here
came Pam Willoughby, walking alone beside the
foam-faced edge of  the ocean,”  The Form's
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looking all the |
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“bu.nished'traitress,” getting no batting practice
at the nets, now thai tea Was ovor, ne . tennis,
no chummy share in a cycle ride to Barncombe
and back. “Nothing like that for, her, the scholar
outlawed by her schoolmates ! ! .
Even so, it wag in no-despairing, miserable moaod
that Pam had come this' way to her solitary
state. "
. The Form, out of school hours, wwas enforeing
its banishment decree in bitler earnest. For her
to meet some girls was to have ‘them passing
her by with averted faces, stonily indifferent. To
‘eet others, was to be treated to open hostility,

“Yet she went about amongst all the girls, these

days, as serene as ever,
i But her spirit broken—not yet!

Hardly a ‘thought was she giving, indeed, at
this. moment, to the opprobrium in which she
stg!odé More important things than that to think
about.

There was, for instance, that theory of hers,
founded -on certain sensational discoveries made
by her last week. The theory that nothing evor -
had been done by Grangemoaor, really, to give
offence to Morcove. The beliof that there never
would have been “war between the two schools,
if somebody belonging ‘to -MORCOVE had no+
caused all the mischief! -

Somebody—a  Morcove girl; ono could be as
‘definite as that—who at times had dressed up in
Grangemoor clothos | g Cat

oreove’s case against Grangemoor * was that

each insulting trick could be proved to be the
work of a Grangemoor boy. i

Grangemoor’s reply - to the charge had heen
that this was impossible. The two  schools were
many miles apart, and at all material times every
boy conld b accounted  for. To. swhich” Morcove
had answered that it simply meant; there must
be collusion at Grangemoor, Several boys were
in' the eonspiracy, contriving to provide an alibi,
as it were, for the one who was detailed to earry

But - Pam’s theory, if correct, meant that
Grangemoor could be acquitted. On the other -
hand,. Morcove could not: be blamed for- having
been so insistent in its -belief, 3 i

There only need be a Moreove girl, letting her-
self be glimpsed at times.in the disguiso of -a’
-Gmng'emnm- boy, and there yon -had the cause

sof is - misun g}rstandiug which had brought
ar.

about the *w Ak

And that was what had happened, Pam was
certain:  She knew of a. ocave down here on the
seashore—one that she was coming ‘to now—which
had served the masquerader once, at least, for
the crafty purpose. As a safe sheltering ‘place,
where she could rid herself of the clothing—put -
on over her own. If only the unknown girl had
resorted to the sandy MHoor of the cave, for a
hiding place for the boy’s - clothing! = It
had been Pam’s great hope, last week, that the
girl had buried tﬁa clothing, in a bundle, in the
sand inside the cave. But she had dug about
with her hands in vain.

Herp was the cave, and it scemed worth her
while to 'go in again. Second time she had re-
‘turned to- it, since that evening when certain
footprints led her to form this amazing and yet
plausible theory, e
A Morcove girl, the cause of both. schools being
set by the ears! " And s0, if only one could find
out which girl it was of all Morcave’s army of
scholars—why, then one would have done some-
thing indeed for the school. Even though one
was—a “iraitress ” to the Torm! 3

In the cave the.light was good, because of the
sun’s hanging low in the western sky.
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Pam stood again ab the very spot, over-arched
with rock, where the sandy ﬂuor had revealed
such deimlta traces, that e\enmg last week, of
wmconcs bhaving mnipped in here for a "fow
minutes’ privacy. Someone who had- left foot-
prints all the way along the shore from another
cave, where a ‘‘Grangemoor ” ftrick had just
been plnyed upon Morcove girls. A “Grange-
moor ”? trick—for a Grangemoor boy had been

limpsed by the victims. Only, the footprints
eft by the “boy " had been—a girl’s!

Pam knelt down and dug about in the sands
again. - She felt she might as well try again.
On the assumption that the seeret masquerader
must have been changing out of the disguise in
great haste, one could imagine her losing some-
thing in the sand.

Great pity that the girl had not buried a
bundle of clothing here. To have discovered that
would have meant everything. What did the
%:rl do with the clothes? Keep them at Morcove
School? If so, then she had to come out with
them in a bundle, to put them on somewhere in
secret. She could not do the dressing-up mdoms

“T'll have to keep my eyes open for that, too,’
Pam was thinking, whilst she dug the sand nhout
with her hands, “If I sce any girl at any time
going out cf bounds with a bundle, T shall follow
her and

Hallo, what was this!

Pam's right hand snatched it up as a gold-
digger might snateh up a nugget.

et the object was as valueless as it was tiny:
valueless, except as an “exhibit ” in favour of
her theory.

A collar stud!

Puus habitual calmness soon returned. She

was up. from her knees now, eyeing the
commonplace object as iksfay in the palm of her
right hand.

A full-sized stud, such as a man or a boy would
use for his cullar not one of the extra small
kind, of imitation pea.rl, such as girls occasionally
use. And she had found it

—here.
Still, - there was need for
kee mg calm. Somebody

bathing from this cave might
have lost the stud—easily !
Unfortunately, it was
simply a penny stud. Other-
wise, its owner might have
been traceable. Had it been
a gold stud, for instance, of
identifiable pattern, then. if
someone at Grangemoor - had
loaned it along with the cloth-

ing— -
Pam’s  calmness  suddenly
forsook her again. She was

feelin quite staggered by
what l%mc‘l passed through her
mind, just then, as the out
come of thoughts about the
stud. . What—what had she
been saying to herself just
then? *“Someone of Grange-
moor. TOANING — THR
CLOTHING—"
For, from this,
was making the
fresh conviction.
vers | Bertie  Denver, at
Grangemoor, loaning  the
ciothmg to one of his cousins
atb - Morcove !

“Then I've got it,” Pam

her mind
leap to a
The Den-
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suddenly whispered to herself with returning calm-
ness.  “Now the whole thing is as clear as day-
light! ‘The.Denvers! That hateful fellow at

Grangemoor and those two guls at Morcove! I
can’t prove it, so I mustn’t say a word, yet.
But it 1s so, I'm positive !”

The dlffelence it meant; the advance by this
one great leap—to a state of definite conviction
as to who was the masquerader!

Now she knew whom to watch, The Denver
sisters! One or the other of them had done
the dressing-up. But both, of course, were in

the plot, with their Cuusm Bertie all the time
wishing them well over it.

A fine lot of goodwill he bore Morcove! Detest-
able fellow, his captaincy only obtained by means
of that Grangemoor ruleﬁbadly in need of amend-
ment—which made capiaincies the reward purely
of scholastic achievements.

Pam put the stud safely away in her frock p(wllef
then knelt to do some more digging about in the
sand. -But she found nothing more. It was
simply the stud that had been dropped and lost
sight of, when the masquerader, that evening,
was hastily discarding the disguise.

She wsalked back to Morcove rather briskly, for
now it seemed .to her that she must be always on
the watch, must shadow the sisters as constantly
as po‘tslble At this very moment they might be
intending to use the disguise again.

But Pam_got back to the school to see Fay and
Iurlna playing tennis; they were partners in a

“doubles,” their opponents, Pat Lawrence and
Kathleen Murray.

To find out this, Pam had to show herself to

many of her seHoolmatos at the courts, with the
that some pointedly

usual result ignored her,

“Jimmy | '’ Pam gasped.
“0h, Jimmy, what are
you doing here ? "

S
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whilst others stared resentfully. But it was worth
it ! e 2

She saunfered away, thankful to know that Fay
and Edna were there, when they might have
been at their seeret mischief onea more. From
now onwards, they would have little chance of
eluding her vigilance, %

In all ihis there was.something so elating,
Pam could even smile to herself when she heard
some of those onlookers at the ‘tennis-courts mock-
ingly calling out: ;

“Jim-moe ! - Coo-se, Jimmy—coming out?”

CHAPTER 4.
‘Up to Their Old Tricks

o A, ha, ha! I guess that rattled her,

I [ girls!” 2 -

“Well, serve her right!?

“I was never,” said another of the girls sitting
to watch tho  tennis, “more disappointed over
anyone than I have been over Pam.”

“Hear, hear!- I used to look up fo her as
being such a ripper; I don’t now !

“Game and set!” the comment was voiced.
‘*8o now we can have our turn.. They should
have more courts, T do think.”

“Fine game, you girls,” the four coming away
from this courf were hailed by Diva Merrick.
.“Bome of those rallios—splendid 1"

Fay and Edna, in very bewitching
fiocks, were flushed and breathless after a very
fast’ game.’ s

With good reason could they smile as b#il-
liantly as they did. They knew .that they had
heen at the fop of their form, in front of all
these girls—beating their opponents, who, again,
were ‘““hot stuff ” with the rackets. .

Pat Lawrence and Kathleen Murray were in-
clined to sit: down, too, now, and it was added
-kny to the Denver sisters to realise that Pat and

.athleen were ready. to sit with them. -

“Did 1 see Pam go by?" asked Pat, fiddling
with_disarrayed hair.

“Yes! She had the cheek to show herself
here!” Eva responded. i

“How_some of you twit her about the Cherrol
b‘osy,”- Kathleen laughed. etty doesn’t like
it = e

- “Then, for once,
stated Eva flatly,
“Is it right that the meeting is to be held
out of doors, if fine?” Fay inguired casually.
‘‘There has been some falk about that,” nodded
one of the others.. * After all, these long even-

ings—who" wants to go in at eight, to attend a

- meeting ina stuffy classroom?”

“T'm sure I don’tl  Net this time, at least,”
said Pat.. ‘It isn’t worth it. Big mistake Betty
is making.” : ’

“Like taking sides: with Pam agairst the Form
—yes,” the gossip was carried on. “And i
Betty isn’t careful she will find herself being
kept to her word—to resign.”

“The Torm certainly .isn't in the mood to for-

giyo Pam yet.”

‘Oh, no! And why should- 1t be? She ‘has

cven been having dealings with -the enemy sinee -

the banishment.”

Fay and Edna heard tho talk turm upon what

would happen supposing Betty’s resignation -did
come about? Who would be captain then? They,
the sisters, sensed a feeling that Pat -would be
nominated for a captainey election. FEtta Har-
grove  was another likely candidate, although
ler chance of being elected would be poor. **Too
much like Betty!” was the general opinion.
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- that it was Pam,

I must go against B'el-ty,"r'

Every Tuesday

“That’s what I say. If we're to have a change,
let’s have—a change!” .
“T'm going in,” Fay suddenly announced, “to .
get a bath.” :
‘Edna stood up as well.
sister, she, too, felt' that would be good policy
to _go away mow. They had been made very
welcome, this evening, amongst these other girls.
Best not wear out that welcomel Besides, it
would give the others an opportunity to discuss
them at a moment when their “stock  was stand-
ing high. 5
“That Lawrence girl,

As artful as her elder

3 Edna—one to keep in
with,” Fay murmured, sauntering towards the
schoolhouse with her sister. “You lmow, I'm
sure if it came to an election, she’d get in as
cap.’” . -

“Some style about-Pat, I must say,” Edna
agreed. “But don’t you think, Fay, that Betty
will prove strong enough -to get her own way
with the Form?” )

“She may, and she may just not bring- it off,"
“Fay said, narrowing her eyes. “Of course, there .
are a good many girls she can twist round her
little finger. ‘But the Form as“a whole is still
mad with Pam.” . ;

“Bhe gives herself such airs!”

“Look out; there she is.”

*Pooh 1 3 y

Pam Willoughby appearod to be goins indoors
just when the sisters were doing so. They brisked
up their step so as to drop her behind. A minute
after they had got to their study, upstairs, ihey
heard a girl go by in the corridor and were sure

“Y. suy; Edna—an idea!” now “that the door
was_closed, affording privacy:
S Well? -

“If they hold the nfeting in ‘the open; some-
where in the grounds, 1 euppose that means—
couldn’t we work another ¢ Grangemoor insolt’?
Sudden interruption of the meeting—in -all its
solj-.m’nity I Fay tittered, “By a Grangemoor
cad 1’ g % ;
©0h, Fay, how lovely, if it could be managed!”
“I must think about it, that’s all. One’ thing’s
pretty certain: if the meeting is held in the
grounds, it will be in some out-of-the-way spot.
They. wouldn’t want to run the risk of a mistress
turning up. Oh, I could do with a gasper, Edna.
Well—my bath [ .

- Tay stepped to her side of the table and pulled
open a drawer. Reaching her hand far in, she
drew out a packet of twenty cigareties,

I don’t ‘get_expensive boxes of chocs given to -
me, - BEdna darling; only gaspers. 8o, cheerio
for the present, dear! Bath-room window wide
open, ‘plenty of bath salts, and you can-smoke
ALL the timel” o L N

“Youwre awful!” laughed Edna.

“Wa" Denvers are—all of us,” was the bland
retort, ; ; -

CHAPTER 5.
i The Hour at Hand.

JEDNESDAY evening. Little more than
' am hour to go to the meeting, and great
e excitement In the Form!
. Games were still being played; cycle runs had
been undertaken—but only to kill time, Those
who were away on their bikes were going to tale
good care to be back early for the meeting. -
At the tennis courts, Form members chatted
about the coming meeting and nothing else whilst
waiching the play. .
What would be the outcome of the meeting?
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Nobody Acou}d prediet with any certainty. - Any-

thing might happen! B y .
. Grirls who were openly in sympathy with Betty's
move, fto obtain ithe Form’s parden for Pam,

were greatly afraid that they would prove-to: be

in a minority. .

.~ On the-other hand, girls who were saying that
they would see Betty resign rather than consent
to the letting off of Pam, were similarly in tear
of being outvoted. ’ o R

Tt was a perfect evening, and the meeting . was
46 be held out of ‘doors—in a corner of the games
field. There was a precedent for this; but
Betty had been thinking of something in addition
to the boon it meant, not to have to muster in-
doors on such a lovely summer:like “evening.

Shrewdly she was hoping that a meeting in
the open “air would stand léss chance of de:
teriorating -into a riot. :

Now, when “Morcove's musical chimes. were
just beating -out six o'clock, Betty was in Study
19, She was not alone; bub the few chums who
wore with her were having very little to say.

Full well they realised that the captain, in
these last hours before theé meeting, had a lot
to think about. They sensed in her an inclination
‘to ponder, very carefully, what she must say
when, presently, she stood up before the Form.

Their captain, enjoying up till now such a won-
derful prestige; and xot, before this evening’s
sun was set, she might have become. their captain
no longer. All that prestige of hers staked in
one great throw for the sake of clemency towards
a schoolmate; and she, Betty,-the loser!

Madge Minden was herc. She had drifted to
Study 12 a few minutes since, finding that she
“igould not play a note” on her beloved piano,
below in the music-room. :

Tess Trelawney was here, tense looking, wishing

she could sketch Betty at this moment; bui it
would be an offensive thing.to do. How fine,
though, Betty's expression was, as she sat think-
ing, waiting.
. Polly was here, gloomier than ever. Bhe was
going to support Betty—of course she was, But
it made Polly wretched o know that for once
it had cost her a big effort to uphold the captain.
Wrotcheder still, to know that Betty might be
going to throw away_ the captaincy—ior the sake
of one who, after all, HAD {failed the Form at
a time when special loyalty was demanded. .

Then there were Judy Cardew and Helen Craig
as partics to this grave silence. Study 12, the
dear old rendezvous where life had been wont to
be lived so blithely; but this evening—no! Some
had not the heart for talk. Others had no words
for what was in the. heart. -

“Naomer and Paunla?”’ Betty suddenly won-
dered aloud in a cheerful tone.

“They've biked into Barncombe,” Helen
answered. ‘‘Bui they were not going to stay
Jong.” :

“She raised her head to listen.

¢ That sounds like Naomer, back already.”

-And Naomer it was. . The flurrying sounds
grew louder in the eorridor; then the door flew
wide Tound, letting in the dusky imp—breathless,
highly excited, shrilll -

“PBekas—pouf | —ze enemy in sight again!”

“What!” - : ; ;

“Tywo of zem, yes! You ask Paula, bekas she
saw zem just as plain as I did!” Naomer panted
on.. “0oo, such a narrow. eggscape for- us!
Pekas, we thought we were going to be captured !”
"4 Rot!” laughed Betty. “But you have really
seen—"" 3 ) : 3

“Two Grangemoor fellows, yes! And zey were
prowling about, too, mnot coming to Morcove
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openly! Paula and I were biking home from
Barncombe, and _weé saw ze two boys on ze moor,
dodeing amongst. ze gorse!’” @

“Ves,” wather,”  puited -Paula,
arrived upon the scene.
in my life, bai Jove!”

“Yo you ran away?” smiled Polly grimly.

“Jir—oh, no, wather not, bai Jove—"

“Pekas, what ze diggings, we:had to run to’
tell you, didn’t we?” was Naomer's indignant
protest. - **Bekas, eef zere is going to be a grand
battle, just as well to know! I zink zose two
boys were scouting, and zere is going to be a
big aftack——" .

“PifHe |” Betty derided this alarming inference.
“But it looks as if Grangemoor is going to try
to score off us again, ‘Why else should"two of
their fellows be over this way " :

“PBai Jove, and most extwaowdinawy, too,”
Paula resumed, having sunk into an easy. chair,
“the two were Jack and Dave, yes, wather!”

*“ Never!” -gasped: Betty and_others. .

“Yes, zat 1s so,” shrilled Naomer.. ‘‘Bekas,
wo saw enough of zem to recognise zem. And
zey must have seen us, bekas, zoy dodged out of
sight like ze lightning!”

“Jack and Dave?”
astounded listeners,

_Bui_ Polly was silent, and so was Judy. They
had looked at each other rather agitatedly; now
they met the wondering eyes of their chums.

“Jack and Dave!” I-Ivjen repeated  blankly,

“And they didn’t appear to be coming to the
school?” Betty exclaimed. *We mustn’t forgel,
they were sent over one evening last week to
Morceve, with a parcel from their Housemaster's
wife for Miss Courtway. They- may have been
chosen again for an errand of that sort.”

“No, bekas—zey are creeping about, I tell you,
not coming to_our school ab alll”

“J can confirm that,” nodded Paula. Lot
the perfect twuth, geals.” .

“Out on the moor 7" Helen said. *“So that you
saw them, dodging amongst the bushes?” ’

“Yes, wather!” :

“How far from Moreove?”

“Barely a mile, bai Jove!”

“Um!” Betty said. “Well, Polly—and you,
too, Judy—if you think you ought, in the ecircs, to
go out and look for them; they’re your brothers,
and surely the Form, for once, can make allow-

- having  now
“Qw, nevah wan so hard

echocd €ome of the .

nees—""

“No,” Polly said in her downright way. “I
said I wouldn’t have any dealings with the enemy,
and T won't. If I met Jack at home—then, of
course, we'd be just the same as ever. But whilst
wo are at school, and whilst Grangemoor still
owes Morcove that apology—nae!” .

“T say the same,”’ Judy murmured steadily.
“Dave quite understands. Tt is nothing personal,
I must be loyal to my school, as he must be loyal
to his.” K .

A dramatic silence followed this. Betty was
not. the only one to feel that such words from
Polly and Judy put Pam’s persistent disloyalty
in a bad light again.  But Polly and Judy were
not to be blamed for thatf.:
©Well, you two girls are sports—"

“¥os, wather!”

“As for those fwo boys being over here”
Betty pursued it simply can’t mean that they
are up to tricks. A nasty trick was played last
week, abt the time they were over here; but
nobody suspected that they did it.”’

“ The belief in the Form was that some Grange-
moor fellow sneaked over, knowing that Jack
and Dave were:here, hoping to get one of them
suspected if he himself were scen,” Helen re-

H
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marked.  “I wonder! Are Jack and Dave over
this way, on’the look-out for one of their own
schoolmates?? ¥

“You.mean,” Betty said quickly, “they may
have begun to. suspect that a Grangemoor fellow
has been serving us these tricks, and so—" -

Ske got no further.” The door had been left
standing’ open, .and suddenly a bateh of girls
was at the threshold; clamorous for details about
a scare that had started.

“There’s a rumour that two. Grangemoor - fel-
lows have been seen near ‘Morcove, Betty!” was
one of the excited cries.. “Is it true?”

**Yes. But we needn’t jump to the conclusion
that theg mean mischief. Jack and*Dn\'e are the
““xf‘om,, A :

“We class them along with the enemy, of
course; but ‘we know very well that those two

“Quite,” cried one-of the girls at the threshald.
“8till, we know what happened one evening Jast
week, when those two boys were over here.”

“They nmiay not mean us any-harm,” chimed in
‘another girl, “but, like last week, this may give
the rotter who does the chance ta serve us another
nasty trick1?. ° x 2

Fay and Edna were on.the fringe of the erowd
about the doorway. -The -elder sister nudged
tho other, and they withdrew, unnoticed.

A few moments, and they were alone together
in their study.

“Really,” Fay exulted, “it's too good to be
truc! And the evening of the meeting, too—-"

“In the open air!” .

“Yes! Edpa darling, I'm going to do it—I
am! . I'm going to get into the disguise again,
and—— Listen, dear; my idea. Tt’s too thril 1n§t
When the meeting is on it will be interrupted by
a Grangemoor cad—he, he, he!”

“From the other side of tho hedge?”

“That’s right.
trick, this time!
fairly boil1* :

“But it means that we shan’t be able fo attend
the meeting, Fay!” 3 b

““Doesn’t matter. We can say, afterwards, we
didn’t care to. The whole. thing, a squabble—
beneath us.” . =

Ldna nodded.

‘“That’s ‘all right, I suppose. But where are
you going to get into the disguise, Fay?™

“Same place,” was the cool reply. “Out there
on the moor.”

I'll make the Form’s blood

CHAPTER 6.
Out After Jimmy -

4 Q TILL no sign of the chap, Davo!”

3 “We mustn’t give up, though.”

“No fear! Bus when we do get hold of
Jimmy—we’ll have something to say to him!”

“Will we?”

“I will, anyhow ! You, Dave, won’t say a word
—-¥ou never dol”

Jack Linton and Dave Cardew were alone to-
gether on the moorland wastes that were barderced
just here by the road running between Morcove
and Barncombe. ; & ;

Morcove School was considerably less than a
mile away. - They could see upper windows of
the great schoolhouse flashing in ihe evening sun-
shine, and they were not forgetting thak any
carelessness on their part might ‘render them
liable to be seen- from one -or another of those
windows, * 2

“We've just got to hang around, though, as
close as' this to the school,” Jack muttered.
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“Jimimy’s come over to Morcove—of course. he
has! It’s all on accouni of Pam; got some big
reason, I suppose, for feeling he must see her.
But it’s all very well. Fancy risking expulsion
just for the sake of a girl!”

Dave smiled his wise smile.

“You talk, Jack. You know very well you'd
do_the same if there were a eall for it!”
‘*Anyway, if he had to see .Pam this evening,
why did he choose this afternoon for knocking
down Bertie Denver? Jimmy had no right to
land that chap one on the chin! It was to be my

privilege, that!® :
*“I expect, Jack, one thing has led to the
other,” .

“Think s0? Well, all we know for a cert, at
present, is that knocking down the Denver brute
led to Jimmy's being put in deten. - From which
he broke out, half an hour later, vanished—and
here we are, you and I—" .

“Talking far too much,” Dave quietly clasured
the diseussion. ~“Tlow about" separating, Jack?
I reckon that it will .be this side of the school
we shall come upon Jimmy, if we're to find him.
And this is & good point from which to look out
for-any girl who might be Pam, coming out of
bounds. Plenty of cover here. -But there must
be other places just as good—-?

“And. a bit nearer to the school, t00,” Jack
nodded. . “Got  to be jolly careful,. though:
There’s a war on! And—*

“It really deesn’t matter if we are seen. Affer
all, ﬂxdn’t Naomer and Paula glimpse une, just
now ?” s

“They did, and I thought my last houwr had
come,” Jack jested. “(’est la guerre! But I'm
ot worrying about the jolly old war. Fm worry- y
ing “about- Jimmy; the row he'll be in if wa
don’t get him back to Grangemoor before the
whole thing has become a case for the Head.
Jimmy's such'a good sort; I should hate to see
him have to bend down—and it might even mean
l:em‘%_ sent downl!”

“Will you stay here, Jack, whilst I scoul more
away there fo the right, working nearer in to
the school 7%

“Right-ho, son Gosh, and we've missed our
tea all on account of this,”™ Jack grambled,
whilst Dave moved off very warily. “Time was
when we ecould have buzzed in upon Polly and
Jner'nchums for lemonade and czkes. But now

And he muttered again grimly:
“C'est la guerre!” X
* * * .
At this instant Pam Willoughby eame™ alene
out of Morcove’s schoolhouse, to start a saunter
round the grounds.

CHAPTER 7.
On Watch

PAM, a few minutes later, strolled out hy the
main gateway of Morcove School. She was
still alone.

“After “a couple of hundred yards or so along
the Barncombe road, she turned off it, taking
to_the gorsey undulations of the moor. .

Nothing could have appeared to be ‘more_like
an -aimless extension. of mere drifting  abous
by a girl whose company was not wanted. Bat
there was a purpose in Pam’s movements. .

Unless her reasoning was disastrously at fault,
it was vitally important for her to be on watch
for Fay and Edna. ] .

Pam_had picked up the news about: Jack and
Dave having been seen in the vicinity of tho
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thh inheld breath Pam a.nri Jimmy noted the movements of the Denver sisters.

* And one of them,’”’ Pam breathed significantly, *‘ is carrying a parcel——

school. What their furtive activities might mean,

she could not imdgine. But this she did know;

It was when those two boys had been over this

way, one evening last week, that Morcove had

again been victimised by someone in Grangemoor
clothes.

So this was her inference; that her suspected
masquerader would seize th)s fresh opportunity.

There might be nothing in the theory, as in-

deed there might be no-justification for her
having fastened suspicion upon the Denver girls.
But at least it was worth while posting oneself
in a suitable position for watching.
" Here, on the fringe of the moor, just beyond
the sehoo! bounds, was the hest place for keeping
a sharp look-out. Pam was sure of this. She
could keep the road in sight, if Fay and Edna
should come out by the main gateway to fare
away, say, in the direction of the seashore.

On the other hand, if they sneaked out on to the
moor itself, then sho “would be very favourably
placed for following them up.

They were in their study, she knew, when she
camo downstairs to begin the vigil out of doors.
Rather significant; they appeared to have gone
into seclusion dlrectlv after the news about Jack
and Dave had spread like wildfire through the
Form!

Pam picked her way between the clumps of
golden gorse and shining hollies. Growth of some
sort or another was in abundance to offer a
screen; but at present she did not deem it neces-
sary to go into complete concealment.

After all, she was the ‘“banished ” girl, the
outlaw of the Form, and as such she could
expected to come out for a solitary syander- round
The Form had seen her do this agam and again,
during the past—

“I8t1 Pam(”

She stopped dead, then slowly turned round.

“Jimmy ! sho gasped. “Oh, Jimmy !”

ER eyes, dilating with surprise, had discerned
no more than his face amongst some
brambles, when she faintly gasped his name.

Now he came crawling out—his cap rammed in
a jacket-pocket—looking fagged. He glanced this
way and that, to make sure that it was safe for
him to rise, then stood up.

“Pam—>

“¥ou shouldn’t be here,” she said quickly. “I
mmfn t speak to you.’

“Did you write me a postcard ?’ he quesnoned
cagerly. “That's all I want to know.’

That  word—"posteard "'—took  spellbinding
effect upon Pam. She could not walk away, as
she had quite intended doing.

“There have been two postcards, Jimmy,” she
said, sten.dvmg up after the shock of t.he
encounter., **One, the first, I did not write—"

“0Oh, I know you didn’t. But the other—last
week 77

“Yes, I wrote that one fo you, Jimmy. I asked
you to meet me in Barncombe, if possible, as
fhere was something very important to see you
about. But—"

“Pam, I never had that card. It was torn up
by my House captain.”

“What 1"

“Bertie Denver; he chanced to be going
through the mormng’ delivery of letfers, saw the
card, and tore it up.”

Jmlmy ran a fongue-tip round his dry lips.

“T found out about that this afferncon. I
tackled him about it. He tried to make out that
it was all rot; but I had information that ¥ could
trust. The House porter, who always takes the
letters from the postman, saw Denver do it.”

“But how—abominable !”

“1 knocked hlm down for it, anyhow,” Jimmy
said gnmlv “T pretty well altewd the shape
of Denver’s face.”

“Jimmy! Didn’t that get you into a row?”
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“They put me in deten, but I scooted out, got
my bike, and came over here to Morcove.
wanted to see you. 1 just had to see you, Pam,
after finding out t about a message from you
that T never had. Yon say it was something
important. 1 knew it must be, So—so here 1
am,” he finished simply, =

“It was about that first posteard, partly,” Pam

id stowly. “I wanted to_ask if it came from
Morcove, Perbaps you're not free to tell me—"

“Pam, I'd abways tell ¥you ‘anything | That first
Posteard came from pne of your schoolmates. She
made out that she wantegm see Me on your
account—to help you.” But I soon saw that that
w;.s’ all bunk. I can’t stand the girl. T cleared
oft.”

“Edna Denver?” smiled Pam,
thinking it must have been Edna. T have been
putting two and two together, Jimmy, about the
Grangemoor * insults "—you know—and your being
gith"the Denvers the ofher afterncon at Sandton

ay.

His jaw dropped. ;

“Pam! You—you've been told that 1 was
there, with those two girls and their cousin, my
House captain 2+

‘I saw you there, with all three Denvers,” she
serencly . answered. B

“My hat!” he gasped. “Weren’t you fright-

fully—sick about it ? should say, disgusted with
me——*»

“Oh, no!. T know you well enough, T hepe,
Jhimm";, to be sure you mnever wanted to join
them. e Y

“Well, neither did T, Pam,” he said vehem-

ently. “Denver picked upon me to go with him,
to help bring back some things he was purchasing
for the school. It was a shoddy excuse, of

course, and I was mad about it at the time. Bug
I couldn’t very well go for him then. But, Pam,
holvi' ,ﬁnc of you, to have—sort of—believed in me
still.”

“Not at all. Was I to turn catiish i

“I'm sorry,” he blurted, and could not be com-
forted by her smile. “Now I've paid you a back-
handed compliment. You could never be cattish,
or turn nasty on mere suspicion, or think badly
of a chum. ~And yet you're the girl, so it was
hinted to me, whom other girls in the Form have
‘been running down—

“Yes—well, Jimmy, we needn’t talk about that,
And really vou musin’t stand about with me Iiko
this. Apart from your being a Morcove * enemy,’
T'm here for a purpose——"! :

“0h, Pam, can’t T stay? Can’t I help you 7™

“You cannot | But don’t ook like that, Jimmy,
If all goeg as 1 hope; in-a very little while—""

“Pam, tell -me one -thing " before I go,” he
begged her vehemently. “Have you had ‘2 rotien
time at the hands of the Form 17

“T’'d rather not talk about that, Jimmy. The
Form has been only acting—tor the goad of the

Form! T'm not at all “bitter,” She laughed
lightly. “T had a fair trial.”
“Trial? You don’t mean to say that they—

And  what, then, did

Sentence you?” e
“'"To_be banished, yes.”
“Pam 1
wigh. o

they find you  guilty ?

“But,” he rushed on agitatedly, “it was all on

account of me, wasn't it?
meet—-—"" -

“Twice; Jimmy, and that was once too. -often
fer the Form.. Can You wonder? Oh, no, and

Our happening * to

now, like a dear good fellow, you must be off back.

to Grangemecor. I suppose your bike is some-
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“I've been -
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where handy? Get away now, Jimmy. Good-
o .

“But, Pam, can’t T—can’t I 2o on.to Morcove,
now I'm here, and do something for you ? Or _is
that against your pride, Pam—that a chap like
myself should be wanfing to save you, somehow ?
But I want to, Pam | Oh, lock here, let me find
your captain—Betty Barton. Let me——

“No, Jimmy—no ! Oh, you -don’t realise, your
turning up to speak in support of what I said, in
self-defence, would be worse tham useless, - The
Form would be howling at you then 1

“Why, has it howled at you? Oh, Pam—"

“Jimmy, not so loud she entreated. *Oh,
and now you really must g0,” came with the next
breath.” *For I can see—yes, over there, as 1f
they had just come through the school boundary
h& ie- Denver girls 1 :
l“Those, two—where?” he panted. “Oh, I see
them—->" ’

“Jimmy, don’t let them sce you! They mustn’t
see either of us” Pam whi “Do go away
—-ereep away ! I have to keep watch upon them.
I¥’s why I'm here.”

1 don't understand, Pam {7

“And I can’t ‘explain, Jimmy,”

She was- peering, cautiously, over some tall
gorse as she said it, marking the flitting move-
ments of the sisters, 5 ¥

“And one of them,” she said under het breath,
“is carrying—a parcel—-" -

iy
CHAPTER 8.
’ Crisis in the Form
P HE meeting had begun. -
, Fm‘m—ca;]w]tain Betty Barton was addroess-
ing her sc
benches and garden-seats,
itself, :

To Betiy, standing out before them all, they
seemed . very like a class of girls grouped for a
ph(’tbﬁm h.  Those on the grass were in front,
and the highest seats were in the hack row. In
addition, the background was sufficiently leafy to
give just that effect which 4 photographer would
have desired. & & 22

But the meeting, although it was being held in R
this open-air style, was none the less serious. A
camera, at this moment, would have feund few
girls  “looking pleasant.” Those who were not
positively scowling, as thoy listened to the cap-
tain, were manifesting. acute anxiety, ’

“At the start, girls, I wish you to be quite
clear in-your min s about one thing. I have not
convened this meeting with .a sorb of idea . of
having Pam’s case gone i i

oolmates, as they sat, some on
otheis  on- the grass

info again.’” s
“Should hope yout ‘haven’t 1"’ called out one dis-
gruntled listener. A E

“Well, I haven’t! I freely admig that all the
facts were carefully considered at the last meet-
ing. - Whai’s more, although you must have Inown
I feit that Pam-=chould be given the henefit of the
doubt, I. bowed to the Form’s decision that the
case against her had been praved.” .

“And so it was1”

“All right, Eva. I'm trying to explain at the
start; I haven’t called this meecting with any idea
of getting the Form’s verdiot against Pam-—iwhat's
the word for itf—reversed ! But I wish to know
whether the Form is now ready to end it punish-,
ment of Pam? My own cpiuion being that that

. bunishment has gone far enough.”

Betty paused—and no one else spoke. She-had
gone straight to the point. As quickly as this the

reﬁlrgzrux of the position had been reached,

shall ask you to &how your opinions by the
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usual method,” the captain calmly resumed ab
last. “ You know my intention if the Form votes
for a continuance of the punishment. I shall
resign.”

“That's a threat!” called out a girl at the
back.

“0f course it is,” Betty assented. ‘One that
I made known as soon as the meeting was con-
\'Glle,l']. A threat I was quite entitled to make

“You are not entitled, Betty, to put your per-
sonal friendship for Pam Willoughby before the
welfare of the Form !” cried Kathleen Murray.

“That's just where some of you may be making
a big mistake,” was the captain’s quick retork.
“As captain, I'm bound to put the welfare of
the Form before all else. But, as a simple mem-
ber of the Form, I'm entitled to stand by Pam if
I think the time has come for a little clemency
to be shown—as I think tho time has come! In
other words, so long as I am ready to resign for
the sake of personal feelings that clash with the
majority, you can’t complain. But would any
girl like to say something as to why Pam should
not yet be forgiven?”

“Yes, 1 would!” And Eva Merrick stood up.

There was some clapping, and many girls called
out:

“Bravo, Eva!”

“T mean to!” she said loudly. ‘‘And, first of
all, nobody need imagine that I find any pleasure
in opposing the letting off of Pam. I can guite
see, a girl whe has offended the Form might
easily deserve to be let off “before half the in-
tended punishment had been served. No mis-
take, we were all worked up when we passed
that banishment resolution. If Pam had since
shown herself to be sorry 2 5

\

Quietly Betty spoke :
“1 resign the cap-
taincy of the Form! "
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“Ah, if 17 the ery went up from all parts of
the meeting, “If!"”

“But,” Liva rapped out, “when a girl calmly
does, all over again, the very thing for which
she was condemned—"

“Hear, hear!” It was quite a shout from a
large majority of the girls. “That's just it, Lival
Bravo!”

“And look how she has stayed away from this
meeting, like she did from the other !” Kathieen
Murray jumped up to complain disgustedly. At
the last meeting she had te be sent for. Then
she E!m'x)y came—as we could tell—to oblige the
cap !

“Hear, hear! No letting her off 17

“When she is sorry, not beforc—no!”

“Vote! Vote!”

Eva’s utterances had been like a fuse of gun-
powder—first setting off Kathleen Murray, and
then causing a general spluttering. Now, like a
set piece in a firework display, the meeting was
fairly alight!

“No sparing her yet!”
“Boo, no! Why should we?”
“Vote! Vote!”

But, although Betiy made signs that she felt
the vote might just as well be taken at once, Eita
Hargrove suddenly stood up to entreat a chance
to be heard. As Etta always commanded a good
deal of respect, silence was casily secured by
Betty.

“Girls " Etta cried, looking rather distressed.
“It has been admitted that we were very worked
up at tl’l,e other meeting, when we condemned

am—

“8he has done her best to make us angrier
than ever |” ; '

“I know—I know that on her own admission
she saw the Cherrol fellow
again, after we had con-
demned her for having deal-
ings with Grangemoor. I'm
not holding any hrief for
Pam. 1 wish.T could, but [

can’t.  But, girls—to lose
Betty as  captain! Is it
worth it?"”

“Ves, wes!” Etta was
shouted at by a dozen girls.
“Yes |”

“ Matter of principle,
Etta 1”

She pounced on that from
Kathleen Murray.

“What do you mean—prin-
ciple? Betty i1s not asking
you to wash ‘out the verdict
againsh Pam. She is only
asking you to—to temper
mercy with justice, there!
And I say Betty is right—"

“Then we don’t[”

“No! Nover! Vote!”

Betty, from her positicen in
front, had even more evid-
ence than all the outery fur-
nished, as to which way the
wind was blowing. She saw
so many of her INorm mates
glaring at her reproachfully,
scornfully. Whilst holding
up a hand to quell the babel,
she glanced gratefully at
Etta, who had now "sat- down.

“There is no neced, I'm
sure,” Betty said steadily,
“for anvthing more to be

Sy
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argued. You must have come to this meeting
with_your minds made up.”

“Oh, we did that, right
Kathleen. E - ;

“Then I now put it to the meeting, that the
Lanishment of Pam Willoughby be ended, as
from this hour. Those in favour?”

Up shot a number of right hands. Naomer,
as usual when she voted, was pufting up both
hands. © Polly’s hand had flashed up as guekly
as Madge’s, Helen's, Tess Trelawney’s, and Judy
Cardew’s. -

But. Betty, counting during a moment of sen-
sational si}enee, had few bands te count in
alll "Her own boon companions, to a girl, of
course; LEtta and a few others; and no more.

“Thank you,” the captain said, and the hands
dropped. “Now, those against?”

Tﬂis time, right arms flashed up as if to let
rapidity of , response - stress i
More than half the Form—much more—against
the proposal, even though its rejeetion meant the
cagmin’s resignation !

encugh I laughed

Thank you.” Just as calmly as before, that
polite word from Betty. Then, in the renewed
silence : )

“I beg to tender my resignation as captain of
the Form. I—-* "

“You—what 7 3

“T resi And-— )

‘She had to break off, for there was uproar. If

ihis meeting had been held indoors the babel of
cries and counter-cries would have shaken the
ceiling, 2

But all those excitable cries were to be outdene,
for the sheer noise they made, by the cheering
that followed, This was when the mceting was
breaking up in disorder. Everyone then seemed
to be cheering. - 5

The majority cheered as being a majority that
took credit for being “last ditchers "—over Pam,
the war, everything !
having acted so finely. ! :

All the quicker for being out-of-doors like this,
the girls were going to disperse in excitable
batches. Betty was ready to go indeors and up
to the study. ~She saw Naomer dragging Paula

up from a_seat.

“Now zen,” Neomer shrilled. “Study 12, ze
best. thing, come and get something to eat, and
zen we all -feel better| - Betty, T voted for you,
both hands, I did!”
know you 'did, dear—— :

“And eef Polly and ze rest had put up both
their hands, too, zen we might have won!” was
the dusky imp’s naive argument. “ Ah, - bah,

what. a wash-out }* :
“Dweadful I”  wailed . Paula, applying &
“hanky * to her eyes., *“Worse and Worse—ves,
wather |  Your sacwifice; Betty— >
“Oh, come away,” Betty pleaded cheerfully.

“And now that.it is all over—— Hallo, though,

‘what's the matter 7"’

Neither she nor chums who were close at hand,
could tell at once why so many other girls were
suddenly transfixed. There was this sudden check
upon the dispersal, rendered all the more sen-
sational by a dramatic silence.

Then Madge gasped :

“Why, looiﬁxt’s Pam 1

“ Where—wherc 7"

-But, the cglestioners saw for themselves before
they could be told, Pam coming forward from =
boundary .hedge as if she had scrambled through
some wealk part of it to attend ‘the meeting, after
all.  And—the meeting had broken up ! -

Pam, as serene as ever! And that roused some
of the girls to fury again, so that they started

implacable fecling. .
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Others cheered Betty for °

" .was—Fay Denver!”

- about her.

-all that, I bave been

Every Tuesday

booing her. ' Then it was wondered why she
looked so amused; why, also, she suddenly dis-
played a brown-paper parcel in front of them all,
as several of the girls began to return.

“What's this?" cried a few blankly.

“"ll‘lr):is,” Pam answered, “means the end of the
war |* .

CHAPTER 9.
Shown Up - -

HERE was a very fronzy of excitement.
The Form’s yelled “What!” only faintly
expressed its amazement, * . i
““ Will one of you open this parcel?” Pam $=rv'
sued, as soon as she could get a hearing. " Will
you, Betty, ‘as captain?? .
““But 'm no longer the captain.”
“Let Pat Lawrence open it,” cried Kathleen
Murray. ““8he’s going to be captain!” '
“But she isn’t captain yet,” Pam calmly sub-
mitted. “So T'll open the parcel myself.”
She did so, and from out the folds of brown
paper fell a number of garments, recognisable
wstantly as the regulation garb of a Grangemoor

scholar. The Grangemoor tie was there also, and
the school cap. -

It was Naomer who shouted, ending the
astounded silence,

“What ze diggings! Bekﬁsf(}rangemourl

Boo, ze enemy uniform! Boo!

*“Arg they Jimmy Cherrol’s things?” someone
tittered. ;

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“They are Fay Denver's,”
reply. ““At least, they were loaned to her—by
her cousin at CGrangemoor. If he had never lent
her the clothes; if she had never dressed up in
them——-»>»

“Wha-a-at !

“There never would have been any war hetween
the two schools.  Oh, stare,” smiled Pam,” “but
I know what I'm sa.ying. Whilst some of you
have ‘been so- busy, calling me a traitress and
finding- out who really did
commit all those unkind tricks. - And the person

was Pam’'s cool

““What  rubbish!” yelled some incredulous
listeners. *“No right fo say it!” cried others.
“Hay isn’t here!™ . : B

“No, Fay ran away, just now, along with her
sister, when I -caught them both, red-handed,”
smid Pam. T expected them to use the clothes
again this evening. I was lying in wait for the
sisters, ‘and'_sure enough they came out on to
the moor. . Fay had this parcel. I could have
waited and taken them by surprise when Fa
had, dressed up. But I had Jimmy Cherrol -witg
me.” - Ly .
That name—Jimmy Cherrol—it was like a spark
to & fresh lot of gunpowder: A second time the
Form exploded. -

“8o you were meeting him again, were you?
Shame, Pam—shame!  Traitress still—traitress!”

The babel of hostile, scornful cries was ab
its londest, when all -in an instant some of the
bushes of the ‘boundary hedge crashed violently,
and there appeared—Jimmy himself 1 !

He came running towards Pam and the erowd
Some booing against him started ; but -
it was enfechled by the peneral state - of con-
sternation.  Many girls were feeling toa surprised:
—-tori]-he'wﬁderedihto be able to use their tongunes
at_all Higalt:

Jimmy stopped when he was at Pam’s side, and
he stood very firm, his shoulders irared, - his
chin thrust out. He spoke fiercely, ﬁmﬂy:

“Pam has been ‘meoting me again’! She has
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never oncc met me by arrangement, only by
accident. Those of you who wouldn’t take her
word for that, needn’t start doing so now. You're
going to have it proved to you.”

There. was something so fine about him—plain
Jimmy, standing before them all like this, and
standing beside Pam—he kept the whole crowd
of girls reduced to silence.

“And about that postcard—the one you sus-
pected her of writing to me, to ask me to mect
her. She didn’t write it! She did write one to
me last week, but I never had it, “because Bert
Denver intercepted it at my school. And for
doing that 1'gave him one fo go on with, this
afternoon, and then I came over here to find
Pam. She was not expecting me, was not Jookin
for. me. -But I was looking for her!” i

He drew a deep breath. . ;

“And 1 bear out what she has told you about
this parcel. I was with Pam just now when she
ran and took it from Fay Denver, out there on
the moor.” ; 2 5

“Yes, well, Jimmy, now yon must go,” Pam
addressed him gently. “Back to  Grangemoor,
and I'll get hold of Miss Courtway in the mean-
time and explain to her, so that she can ring up
your school and explain. Betty, there is no
harm in my doing that? I mean, Miss Courtway
can be allowed to talk to the Grangemoor House-
master or his wife about it all, now thas we
know—now that it has been proved. Grange-
moor. did not carry out those insulting tricks, but
a Morcove girl did!” m
- “Howwows!” .

Paula was one of those who had found her
voice at last, .

“Yes, bekas—what ze diggings! Zen we had
no right to go to war with Grangemoor 1" shrilled

the imp. ‘ Ah, bah, another washout! ~We
thought we were in ze right, and we were In ze
wrong i"’ ; ! 3

“How were we to know that?” gasped others.
“ But—but-——""
“Do you really mean to tell us, Pam,” burst

forth Polly, “‘that. Fay Denver has been the.

¢ Grangemoor “boy’ each time? Then that—
that is why Cirangemoor could never admit. that
it was one .of their. fellows!” i

“Of course it is!” ' :

“And you—you, Pam, have been the one 'to
prove all this 1" was Betty’s rejoinder. *You—
who was practically turned “out of the Form—
branded ‘a traitress!”

“It doesn’t matter now.”

“Doesn’t it? What .does the Form say to
that?” s 3 -
There was an- ashamed _silence.  Even those

xi-_hn had kept the censuring of Pam upon a
higher plane could ‘only . stand ruefully- mute.
t was such. an intense silence, all .present

" could mot fail to hear a sudden rustling of ‘the.

boundary hedge, at that.same weak .part in 1t
where Pam, just now, had serambled through.

Then those who looked in that direction became:

agape with fresh amazement. .
They saw two schoolboys wearing Grangemoot
caps come oclear of the hedge, one behind the
other. The first held aloft a_holly stick, fo which
\\;a_sffied at the top, a fluttering white handker-
chief. "
; “\;Vhy, it’s Jack!” gasped Polly. -**And Dave,
[ : :
“White flag!” was now the mock-serious cry
from Jack. . ; L il
‘Seme of the girls burst out laughing.
“You're quite safe,” Betty informed the two
lads. - “Fven. without that flag! The -war _is
over! ¢ ) X
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*“Lh, what 7” jerked out Jack. “There; now!
To think that we might even have got here
sooner, Dave,.and had tea. Jimmy, you son of
a gun, unless you want to.get yourself expelled
from Grangemoor, come along back!” .

“But there’s no hurry,” Polly gaily -declared.
“We're going to get Miss Courtway to make it
all right for Jimmy, over the "phone, Oh, just
faney you two turning up at a time like this!
Hnw'"ara you,—Jack,darlmg, after all these
ages ! 3

“Shall feel better after a lemon-squash, Polly-

wolly. And you? My word, how you've grown!
A little girl when the war broke out, and now—
wow ! hite flag! And this,” said Jack, re-

covering from a playful thump from his sister,
““is what they call the war being over.”

““Ha, ha, hal” ;

“Bai Jove!” Paula joined in all the happy
murmurs that were now starting. * Gweat welief
—pwnfmmd wejoicing, yes, wather! -And Judy,
bai Jove—she has her bwother again, too! Most
gwatifying ™

“Gorjus!” capered Naomer. “Ief only Bobby
Bloot were here, bekas he owes me sixpence,
which I may—as well have now ze war is over!”

“Hallo . .

“Why,” woried several of the girls, “here is
Bobby ! s

And sure enough, the cause of a fresh agitation
in the privet hedge was due to bulky Bobby’s
struggling through—another ex-enemy to advance
from the no-man’s-land of the moorland into Mor-

cove territory! 3

CHAPTER 10.
Another of Them
F any members of the Form had been waiting
for something funnier still to happen, before
4 ', they could become really mirthful, they had
it in beefy Bobby's emergence from the hedge.

It had been a great struggle for -the literaﬁly
stout fellow;.but he had triumphed, leaving the
hedge locking as if an Army tank had just in-
vestigated that part. i

Bobby Bloot came puffing towards the_aston-
ished crowd, to be asked a blunt question by
Jack instantly :

““What are you doing here, Boh?”

“1 came to find you and Dave.” !

“And we came to_ find Jimmy. These,” said
Jack, casting up his face skxwards, “are the pals
T've got! -One never says a word, the other
knocks. down his Housé. cap, and bolts out of
deten, the other—" & .

““Ze other owes me sixpence, don't forget!”
p_lpﬁsl in Naomer. ‘8o, good job he has turned
o ;

LBl
““Ha, ha, hal” = . b
J“W“.There’s your white flag, man?” thundered

Polly

It might have been still
He mlght_ have .been caplured—

ack. -

“But the war's over, you goop!"”
reminded_her brother. ¥
“Doesn’t  matter.
going on,

“No, bekas I would have scen zat they fed him
four times a day, yes!” 3

“Tour times!” snorted Jack. *And what good
would that have been. This chap requires con-
stant feeding. But what time did you leave
Grangemoor, Bobby?” .

“ About half-past six.”

“ Anything haﬁpened by that time?”

.“ No, except that Denver was vowing he'd have
Jimmy up before his Hpusemaster, who would
have to take him to the Head. if he didn't show
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up by seven. And now,” Bob commented
tragically, “it’s getting on for nine !

“All indeors,” Betty blithely suggested. “And
Pam and T will ind Miss Courtwav But I'm
forgetting! I'm no longer the captain—""

“Really 1" exclaimed Pam, raising heér brows,
“And what does the Form say to that?”

“Those in favour!” dinned Polly, as if another
meeting were on. “‘ That Betty Barton be asked
to carry cn as usual * !

“Of course! Yes! Hurrah for Betty!” were
some of the fervent cries whi accompanied 4
puiting up of hands by an overwhelming majority.

Jack put up his hand.

“The war being over! Quite,” he beamed.
“By the way, we chaps den't know why it IS
over! Buat don’t let that deter you from seeing
if there isn’t a lemon-squash—sherbet-and-water—
anything !

Then Polly tock him by the arm to walk him
towards the schoolhouse. For obvious reasons this
action was loudly cheered. 8o she improved upon
1t and simply flung an arm about his shoulders,
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. stwife—wather

. up the bravado.
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whereupon Jack weund an arm about her waist.
And so they went together across the grass.

Judy and Dave had fallen into talk very
eagerly, a couple of minutes since. Now they sct
off for the schoolhouse'together, and there was
more cheering.

“Well, zen, what about Pam and Jimmy?"” the
dusky one suggested. “What ze diggings, how
about me and you, Bobby ?”

Very gallantly, then, Bob offered an arm, which
Naomer took, with what she imagined to be a
becoming sedateness. Anything wmore comical
than ‘the pair of them, going off like that, Mor-
cove could not have immagined. It left some of
the girls in convulsions of laughter.

“Haw, haw, haw!” Paula chortled en. “Tao
widiculous for words—yes, wather! And yet, bai
And suddenly she almost eried as she

“The welief, geals, what? No more
not! Fwiends all wound-—yes,
wather ! Bai Jove, it’s gweat!”

ETTY turned to Pam and two or three others.
“What abcut Fay and Edna? Where are
they now 17
‘“8till keeping away from the school, I sup-
pose,” Pam shrugged. * And they will do that, I
dare say, uwutil the last moment before Big Hall”
“Need we let that hinder us?? Madge said.
“We can’t,” Betty decided. ‘““Those hoys have
to get back to Grangemoor, and we have got to
mike everything all right for them at that end
by the time they get there.”
Yes, well,” Pam nodded, “then let’s go in
and find Miss Courtway.”

CHAPTER 11.
“ Who Cares !’

T dusk, Fay and Edna came in by the main
gateway of Morcove School wiih a great
show of not caring how they stood now.

In case other girls were looking out for them
they talked lightly, making jokes at which they
laughed loudly, =

But the found-out pair flaunted all the way to
the schoolhouse porch without an encounter. It
was late enough now for all girls to be due
indoors. Perhaps thore was to be a demonstration

. against them the moment they stepped in out of

the falling darkness?

That was the secret dread of both miscreants,
whilst they forced their chatter and laughter.
There was only Miss Courtway, however, to con-
front them in the outer hall.

“You two girls will report to me before break-
fast in the morning,” said the Form-mistress
sternly. “You have Pam Willoughby to thanlk -
that you are not to be taken by me, this instant,
to the headmistress, in which case you would mest
certainly have been—expelled !”

That was all. Miss Courtway turned away, and
so Fay and Edna understood ; ‘although they were
to hear more in the morning, the affair was to
be hushed up. -

I'ay nudged Edna.

“Come on up to our study, Bdna, May as well

face it out up there in the Form quarters. How
do you feel now 7
“Oh, fine!” grinned the younger one, “ Why?"

“Tf the girls upstairs go for us 2
“Pooh, let ’em {*
“It’s a scream, really,” the elder sister kept
| “Oh, and I wouldn’t mind
beiting, Edna, half the girls will be admiring
us for our daring. Always remember that.”

“1 don’t cave 1f they do or they don’t.”



Twopence

Ldna's affected indifference scemed to be
marred by a distinet pettishness. Perhaps the
great showing-up meant more humiliation for her
than it did for Fay. After all, Fay would_still
have Cousin Bertie to gad about with.
could hope for no more half-holiday hours spent
with Jimmy Cherrol. )

Off the stairs came both sisters, a minute later,
to turn into the corridor of studies. And no in-
fariated girls were waiting about there to boss
and hiss. -Amazing! Fay and Edna were only
to find oui, days afterwards, that Betty had
threatened to resign, after all, if a single mem-
ber of the Form demonstrated. As recent events
had enhanced Betty’s prestige, her merest wish

in the matter, this evening, would have been as.

a law for the Form to observe.

So the sisters entered their study—and Betty
was waiting for them alone,

“Vou've seen Miss Courtway?”

“We have,” Fay nodded.

“There are iwo or three things I want te say,
as captain.” i

“T'm sure there must be!”

“ Aren't you two girls ashamed of yourselves ?”’

“Not particularly,” the elder = smiled. “A
joke's a joke. Of course, if Morcove is so stuffy
that it can’t see when a joke is intended !” B

“Morcove's scnse of humour is better than
yours; that's only too evident,” Betiy retorted
sharply. “Did Miss Courtway tell you that Pam
begged you off 77

" 0Oh, did Pam do that?” I'ay returned blandly.

“J¢'s why you are not both going before Miss
Somerfield ta be expelled. And let me tell you
this,” Betty added with unusual heat: “Pam
would have been for not letting Miss Courtway
know even, only something had to be done to
stay the hand of that boundex of a cousin ‘of
yours, over at Grangemoor. You may not be
aware, Jimmy Cherrol knocked your cousin down
this afternoon—and a good few of us girls wish
we had been there to sce him do it.”

“(Oh, do your hear this, Edna?” TFay turned
to her sister. “So that's why there is to be all
this hushing-up! To save Jimmy Cherrol. What
humbugs some girls are, really !”

“That's like you,” Betty said fiercely. * Bui
wait! In the morning yow'll know whether Pam
was thinking only of Jimmy Cherrol’s danger, or
whether she had more pity for you two girls than
you deserve !”

“Right,” bowed Fay. “Then we will wait till
the morning. Heigh-ho'!” and she patfed back a
vawn, ' Lsn’t it nearly time for Biz Hall and
bed, Edna darling ?”

“’Hint for me to go,” Betty promptly remarked.
“Put I've one thing more to say, You, Fay, are
down for the quarter-mile on Sports Day!? ]
you still want to run in that race "

“Not particularly !”

“Then perhaps you won't mind seratching?”

“T shan't mind! Pam can win the precious
cream-jug !

“Pam scratched, days ago, and she isn’t going
to run  But 1 don’t see why you should run,
Fay Denver. Your trying to get her to stand
down, so as to leave it o walk-over for you, was
the beginning of all this trouble. I see that now.
I overlooked your unsporting action at the time,
to give you a chance as o new girl. Now that I
know what you are, as captain, I consider it my
duty to the Form o refuse to let you run. The
Form, if it knew, would prefer to let_the honours
in that race go to a girl who plays the game.”

“T geo ! Anything else?”

“Nothing,” Betty said, passing to the door,
“except that this is the last time you . set girl
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against: girl, and scheol against school,” and get
oif so lightly.” -

She went out inte the corridor, pulling the door
shut behind her with a disgusted slam,

“Dear me,” yawned Fay. “How seridsly they
all do take themselves!”

Edna laughed mirthlessly. .

“Never again, Fay. We've been warned

“Never again, dear,” nedded the elder sister—
*until the next time!” :

She sighed prettily.

“Oh dear, I do hope it is all right about
Cousin Bert! That Cherrol boy must be gquite
a dangerous character! Be thankful, Edna dar-
ling, that you're saved from having any further
dealings with him ”

“0Oh, shut up!” Edna snapped.

1

AND now the bell was ringing all the school
) down to Big Hall. Not much of the ding-
ling, ding-ling was audible in the I'orm quarters,
for a great deal of cheering had started.

It was one deafening “ Hurrah!” after another,
coupled with the name of  Pam !

The Form, it seemed, was demonstrating
again.

But where, then, was the captain?

Where else but in the very thick of the crowd,
her own cheers some of the very loudest for Pam
Willoughby—at one time the banished “traitress ”
of the Form and now the heroine of the hour!

Ves, it is well for Pam now. The war is over
that, like all other wars, need never have been,
only it served the purpose of a scheming few,

Morcove and Grangemoor are friends again, as
they might not have been if Pam herself had
failed to fight for her own side—the best of all !

[END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.]

FAME

meant everything to Ivy Merrow
and yet she could never hope to
be famous! No wonder then
that Ivy's admiration of Madge
Minden’s talent grew into envy,
_and finally into raging jealousy. ..
Do not miss next Tuesday's fine
long complete story, entitled:

By MARJORIE STANTON




