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week’s complete Morcove tale.
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My Dear Readers

reasun

HAVE already told you some preliminary
] details. of the great' new serial which our neéw
. author, Miss Jegn Emerson, is writing specially
for THE . LzC.l'i()()L%xIRL"?:’ OWN
©f eourse, you are naturally all very excited
ahout’ t‘h;,-, big treat, and nio doubt you are just
longing {o know “the title of the story; so here
it is:
"4 A SPOILT GIRL'S FOLLY,”

. And the extra-long first instalment will appear
in two weeks’ time,

“A SPOILT GIRL'S FOLLY ” is quite unlike

any story you have ever read in these pages
before. The herpine—Joyce Beresford—is one of
the best, a givl you will love. Yet Joyce has a
fault; she is selfish, perhaps because her wealthy
parents, in their affection for their only daughter,
have rather spoili her.

Joyce is amh,tm'u, too—and not a little vain.
She is a lover of the limelight and because her
every wish has always been granted, she fails to
see why fame bhunlri’ not be hers, But alas! for
Joyce's hopes. Like a bombshell in her happy
heme there falls a blow that threatens all her
happmesq her hopes, "a blow that . . .

But I mustn’t go on, or I shall give away toe
much of Miss Emerson’s stmmg story ! You
must all vead it for yourselves—this vivid tale of
A Spoilt Givl's Folly,

Don’t forget that the first instalment begins in
Two weEks TIME. Tell all your chuns, please,
and remember that the best way of making sure
of your SCHOOLGIRLS’ OWN is to order ii in
advance,

Simply go to your newsagent and ask him te
YEROTVE fm you each week until further mnotice
a copy of THE SCHOOLGIRLS OWN. i will
then "be delivered to you every Tuesday—and
you'll just have time to ghu:‘e through your
copy before rushing off to school!

MORCOVE *“ ON STRIKE.”

The present seriés of Morcove stories promises
to be' one of Marjorie Stanton’s grealest suc-
cesses. In fiext Tuesday’s vivid long complete
you will read how, driven to desperation,
‘orm. under Pam’s leadership, mutinies.
«chellion at- Morcove! Almost unheard of in
the history of the school, there is a mutiny against
Anihoury—d bary out, in protest against the
tyranmy of Morcove’s spurious mistress. “Naomer's
long-awaited * grand strike 7 becomes a reality!

Next ]ue@dav s powerful story is packed with
thrilling dev ulu;.menls there is dramia and humoux
in plenty, adventure and .comedy, blending to
form a story you will all thoroughly enjoy.

The title 1s:

“DRIVEN TO DEFIANCE.”

Tn addition to this fine tale and long instal-
ments of our two popular serials, our next number
will also contain another completn story in our
series of Empirc tales. The scene of next week’s
story is India, and it is entitled “Barred from
the. Palace.”

With best wishes,
YOUR EDITOR,

THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN

Every Tuesday

PRICE 6/~

These Two Fawéurite
Annuals Are

NOW ON SALE

You can buy your Annual by

o nensesent o deeeits PIRICE 376

of the Christmas Club Scheme,
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MARJORIE STANTON Contributes This Stirring Complete

Story of Morcove School

GOADED almost beyond endurance by the tyranny of Miss Kiften,
the Form looks more than ever to Pam Willoughby, its captain,

to guide it through this time of crisis.

And Pam, capable and calm,

shows that she is ready—if needs be—to take drastic steps against
such misuse of authority. : .

CHAPTER 1.
Near to Rebellion
«C HE was horrid again this morning !”
“Awful, I think!”
Hateful—yes !

“And—girls! T don't see how we can go on
like it, do you?”

“Impossible !”

“Yes, wather,
words!”

Mominf class was over, and these girls who
were exclaiming so ficreely amongst themselves
had just come away from their class-room.

One of them looked round, and then grimaced
a comment on the small
who had received the * Dismiss.”

“Half the Form kept in!”

“I know, Polly—and it's a shame.
really deserved °deten,”

Polly Linton, in addition to being the mad-
cap of the TFeorm, was also its most headstrong
member. She had heen answered by Judy Car-
dew, whose nature was just the reverse; yet even
patient Judy was full of burning indignation at
this moment.

“Buch a pity,” Judy added, in a tone of bitter
disappointment. *‘For Morcove to have a mis-
tress like that.”

Then Madge Minden, under the same sense of
great provocation, muttered wistfully:

&

bai Jove! Too twying for

Not a girl

number of c'her girls

“When you remember what a nice mistress we
had in Miss Everard—before she left to marry
Mr. Challenor, the Housemaster at Grangemoor.”

“Don’t. wemind me, Madge deah, of Miss
Evewawd.” came the doleful voice of Paula
Creeli  “The change fwom her to Miss Kitten
is—is too painful for words, yes, wather "

“Bad_enough, she was, at the very start of
term,” Polly said, with all the force of her out-
right disposition. Polly could usually find words
—blunt ones! “Nag, nag, nag, from the very
first | And talk about a kill-joy! IIas she made
a moment’s happiness for any of us? And now—
well, nothing better than a tyrant, that's what
I call her now!”

“Zen what ze diggings,” piped in that artless
imp, dark-skinned Naomer Nalkara. Why not

o on ze strike, bang away; zat is what T say!
Why wait? Bekas, ze longer you wait, ze worse
it becomes!”

“It isn’t often,” Polly grimly smiled,
I see any semse in what you say!
I feel you are %us_t about right.
against her! Bring the whole
head !

The seething state this particular batch of
chums was in had caused them to drift, in mut-
tered talk, to the foot of the stairs in the front
hall. . There were two or three other groups of
girls, whose exasperated looks and angry mur-

“that
But for onece
Make a stand
trouble to a



472

murings evidenced similar feelings to those of the
Chums of Study 12., d

Between one group and . another shrugs and
grimaces were exchanged; and in a few moments
all might have been slowly mounting to the Form
quarters, in talk about the general grievance; but
now tall Pam Willoughby, the captain, stepped
amongst them, voicing the soothing suggestion 1

“Out to the field, shall we?”

“Not for mel” Polly instantly dissented
rloomily. . “Can’s play games after a morning
Fko thas 1 ) ]

“It does—upset_ one,” Helen Craig sighed.
“Why, we used to look forward to lessons and-
games. - But now ey .

“¥You think, Pam, ‘we had better get games
whilst we can? Tt may be our turn nexi to be
kept in—unfairly 1” frowned - Tess Trelawney.

“My feeling is,” said Pam quietly, “we must
do something to shake off the e%ects of this morn-
ing. She really has been_ in & bad temper with
all of us—and without cause, I am sure, But she

is5 . the Form-mistress—

| Worse: luck for the Form, she is!” stamped .

21

Polly.  “All right, Pam, FH come out—
“*So will T—and I!” chimed in others.
“Bub hew long!” Polly grumbled on.

long is it all to go on il gl -

**Not much longer, girls; T can promise you
that, . as captain,” Pam said—only quietly, ‘and
yet the words were electrical in their _ cheering
effecs wpon her listeners. -

“Welve put up with enough from her,”. that .
calm. voice continued. “And mow it'll have to
stop,  You can rely on me, girls. I never wanted
to be captain; but the Form would have mo,
and I don’t mean to fail the Form about all this®
—one of the very things for which any captain
must make a stand. ~Fair play—" #

Pam’s quiet manner was takipg more and more
effect upon the girls who acknowledged. her
leadership, If she had been all frof 1y talk,
making a loud hoast of what she intended to do
as captain, very.speedily there would have been
impatient interruptions: - : i

“All very well to talk, Pam !

But the %orm knew this—and Pam’s own par-
tieular chums of Study 12 knew it best of all
—she was by nature a girl of few words.

1f it had been somewhat of a litile speech, just
then, that was only because the time had come
for her to give a_ definite assurance that she
yas_fully alive to the need for action, )

“Tf Miss Kitten doesn’t treat us better, this
afterncon, then I shall go to “the Head,” Pam
added. “But I do think it a mistake te brood
over the grievance.” q

“I think you're right, Pam ! exclaimed Helen
Craig, as if greatly enefiting by the wise advice.,
" That's exactly what Beity would have said, if
she’'d been here. Isn’t it, girls?”

“‘It—is 1” said Polly, in an “I ought to know |

“ How

voice. “The field, then; come on, all! Hockey
praccer, or anything else you like!”
The group, "feeling' a little more cheerful,

started to disperse; and then there was a dying-
?wa{y of voices, whilst frowns returned to pretty
aces.

With a silent rush, the Form-mistress had come
straight at the girls, on her way from the class-
room to her own_private room. o

“All' this standing - about; this whispering 1"
she complained, .singling out Pam with be-
spectacled eyes. ‘I will not have it

“Txcuse me, Miss Kitten, bu ».

“Oh, I don't want any -argument 1**

‘It is fourteen minutes past twelve,” Pam
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checked the time by her own wristwatch. “You .
didn’t let us out until ten-past, Miss Kitten. Se
there can’t have been muc standing about and
whispering. I don’t know that there has been
any 'whi%qring!” "

“Pam Willoughby, every day you are showing
more impudence—-"? J
“I am not, Miss Kitten.”
“(,3';1):], I say you are! This must not continuo

“Tt is not going to continue, Miss Kitten.”.

Beware, Miss Kitten—beware this Form :cap-
tain, with her calm composure which Yout are mis-
taking for impudence! So the girls who stood by
Were thinking—with tremendous pride in Pam,
in one of her most spirited moments,

But Miss Kitten would not be warned by the
captain’s significant calmness. ©nce again the
Form-mistress was allowing herself to be domin-
ated by that belief which might yet prove her
downfall: “After all, I am the mistress—I am
everything, and this girl nothing 1”*

“Now, Pam Willoughby, as a punishment, you
wxll”z-etu):n to the class-room and remain there

“Don’t Pam!”
Polly }mtly..cm= g
Then Miss Kitten fixed her eyes upon the mad-

interrupted headstrong

“And you, too, Polly Linton,
12

for saying that!
To the class-room, at onge! 4

1 _shan’t{”

“ What 1 o i

“No, don't you, Poll_}z-!” dusky Naomer now
shrillod: "Be.{a.s—ﬂ\oﬁ &ir 17

Again Miss Kitten half-turned, to single out
the last rebellious speaker. 5

“IPs you, is it—you young monkey ?”

““Here, d’on’t you call me ze monkey; bekas,
in my own country I am a—- "

“I don’t care who or WHAT you are in your
country " raged the bad-tempered mistress. *In
my Form you will obey me—_>
“I jolly well won't, so there!” .

“Naomer,” the captain interposed; and then,
as she saw the Form-mistress swooping and seizing
the dusky girl: “Miss Kitten, please! Neither
Polly nor Naomer should have said that.. There
have been enough scenes’ this morning, in elass;
so_please——* ~

But it was no use saying more. Miss Kitten,
now that she had seized Naomer by an arm, war
forcing that writhing imp across the hall, back to
the elass-room.

In vain Naomer wriggled and writhed, at the
same time shrilling: - N

“8Bweendle! Not fair!”

Miss Kitten’s superior strength enabled her to
hustle the little rebel towards the - class-room.

Only a forcible Tescue by other girls could have
saved Naomer from such violent ‘treatment, and
although the other girls wers- surging - around,
such a thing as all of their “going * for Miss -
Kitten, to get Naomier away from-hér, was not
to _be thought of. - . -

Polly—she came very near to doing just that.
But more level-headed girls tock care to Testrain

er.

As for Pam, she created a counter sensation b
suddenly making over all the books, with whic
she had come out of class, to Madge Mindern, with
the steady remark:

‘“Here, mind these for me, will you, Madge
dear? And T'll go and find—the Head!”

And, ‘without so' much as a glance at Miss
Kitten, Pam crossed to the doorway and passed
out. .
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CHAPTER 2.
Miss Kitten Shows Her Claws
0, at last, the storm, long in suspense, had
really burst.
In a moment, as the worst storms have
a way of bursting!

There was Miss Kitten, in one of her ungovern-
able moods, hustling struggling Naomer Nakara
back to the class-room, with Polly Linton and
others crowding behind, murmuring indignantly.

But the captain—the captain had gone to find
Miss Somerfield. )

Bravo, then, the captain! Heér quietly voiced
assurance of only a minute or two ago—being
made good, like this!

Madge Minden, holding Pam’s books as’ well
as her own, was urgently making it known to
those who were possibly in ignorance:

“Pam’s gone for the Head, girls.”

“Right!” Polly said londly.  “DBut look
her "—meaning Miss Kitten.

“Ugh, shame—shame!"”

“Yes, disgwaceful!
stwous!”

Naomer had come in for a
slap or two. Now she was
being hustled on again, still
struggling as wildly—and as
helplessly—as ever.

Into.the class-room she was
rushed, in the grasp of Miss
Kiften, and more- than a
dozen girls who were doing
punishment lessons sat bolt up-
right, agape at what was hap-
pening.

They saw Miss Kitten push
Naomer before her to.  a
vacant desk in the front row
and slam her into its scat.

“And now,” panted” the
Form-mistress—she treated
Naomer to a Jast shaking—
“sit there, will you!”

That desk was bare, other-
wise Naomer, next instant,
would have been snatching up
the first thing that came to
hand to hurl it at her own
Form-mistress.

Other girls saw the dusky
one casting about for some-
thing to fling, and there were
some mild screams. Naomer,
of course, was—Naomer! Hot-
tempered, possessing all the
fierceness of her native race. But what a terrible
thing if she HAD found something to_hurl!

As for Miss Kitten, she now turned round to
look for Polly—and the captain.

“Pam has gone to fetch the Head,” Polly found
great satisfaction in telling the Form mistress.

“Indeed 1 was the scathing retort. “But I
am not going to say anything to Miss Somerfield
in front of you girls—if that is the idea! You
have brought it upon yourselves 2

“YWe haven't!” Polly cried out wildly,

She went unanswered this time, Miss Kitten,
becoming suddenly unstrung, was hastily walking
away. %I: was not the first time the girls ha
soen her change from ungovernable fury to a
state of semi-collapse.

Madge turned blankly to girls who were stand-
ing close by.

“Whatever's come over her?”

at

Mon-
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“T ghould think she must be il1!” Tess frowned.

“PBai Jove, we hev now weached a cwisis, yes,
wather,” palpitated Paula. “Just as weall,
pewhaps 1"

“Shall we wait about?” questioned ITelen.
“Wait? Ra-ther!” Polly said with a
smile.  “I don’t mind staying here;, now! All of
you wait for Pam to come back—with the Head,

cheers 17 -

“Pekas—up, ze Form!” yelled Naomer, sud-
denly standing on the desk seat, as if to make a
speech,

Naomer had had more than enough of Miss Kitten’s {yranny.
‘“‘Bekas,”’ she appealed, wrathfully, ‘“‘who is for going on

The others smiled but they

Bursts of laughter came, growing louder as
Naomer, not ‘content with the seat for a platform,
finally stood higher still—upon the desk itself.

“Bekas—now zen, everybody!” she appealed,
with a special gesture to all those in “deten ™ to
lay down their pens and pay heed. *“What T
want to know is, who is for going on ze strike
with me, bang away!”

There was some amused laughter, and Polly
advised the “imp” to sit down; but many a
face held a look which proclaimed serious sym-
pathy with Naomer’s proposal. She could only
express herself in the old comic way; but here
were serious-minded members of the Form who
were . feeling that it might come to that in. the
end—an open revolt! .

Only they must have the captain to lead them,
a5 the captain very surely would lead them, if
other remedies failed.
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“And befere I go any further, everybody,”
Naomer shrilled on.from her makeshift platform,
- “den’t forget that when we do strilke, eet will be
all right about- provisions and water to drink,
and—-—7 i -

At this point a nicely aimed blackboard sponge,
playfully flung by Polly, took the orator full in
the face—plop! But Naomer did not resent this
interruption as much as might have been ex-
pected—perhaps because she was able to catch tho
sponge and retain it for future use herself, as
a missile.. 3

“Zat 'is all very well, Polly,” she specially
addressed the madecap, after some laughter had
died away; “but you are jealous, of course!”

“Jealous? Pooh!” y

“Ha, ha, ha!” . : .

“Bekas,”” Naomer stormed on at a crowd fast
becoming greatly amused, “I have been ze one
all along to reckymend ze strike—yes ! Polly is
always on ze ramp; but I believe in getting ze
move on }” : §

Facetious cheers? . :

“Bekas, who was eet ‘got ready for ‘a strike?
I did!” Naoomer proudly claimed. “Who was
eet packed np purvisions—-""

" And lost the let to the enemy, booh!” Polly
chipped in, and then dodged behind a blackboard.

“Girls of ze Ferm, dor’t take any notice 'of
Polly!” the dusky ome loudly counselled. * And

never mind zat I did lose that Tot of purvisions; .

bekas, next time—-""

“Next time, kid,” Polly spoke round one edge
of the blackboard merrily, - “your services won's
be required, thank you ¥

‘'Ah, bab, you zink you are going to boss ze
strike, do.you? Are you ze captain, zen?”

*“Are you?” , : :

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” : :

“Do you see this!” yelled Naomer, displaying
the sopping sponge menacingly.
can—ifeel it!” :

But Polly didn’t;
who did that.

8o wild was Naomer’s aim, the hurled sponge )

went sufficiently  wide of its intended mark as

to smite Paula damply on the left ear; extracting

e g UAE
Nor could Paula understand why there should

bé great clapping, as if Naomer had done some- -

thing -wonderful. But possibly it was considered
wonderful that Naomer, having lost her balance
when she hurled the sponge, -had come down off
the desk “with only a minor flump I E
A moment more of all this levity, and then——
“Here’s Pam!” was oxcitably cried from over
- by the doorway, and all faced that way, expecting
to see her come in—with Miss Somerfield.
But Pam - had entered—alone.
“T couldn’t get to see Miss Somerfield——*
*“Oh, what a sickener!” was Polly’s contribu-
tion to the disappointed outburst, * “ Beastly
nuisance |” L
*I was told that she had just received some
upsetting news, and unless my business was very
important I must leave it.  On that, girls—of
course;,” Pam lightly shrugged, “I had %o come
away.
A general silence slowly gave way to a kind of
“Ooom !” from this girl and that.
* *Thefi what do we do now, Pam ?”
““Fust wait,” Polly was answered.  * And those
of us who were ordered back to this classroom
had better wait here.”

The madcap heaved a sigh.’
“Oh 1™ 3
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“It’s what I shall do, anyway,” Pam added
calmly, ' . -~ - .

““Oh, all right,” sighed Polly, making another
face. “I suppose we must! You're only advising
what Betty would have advised, if she Were——-1" .

And there the madeap broke off, epen-mouthed.
Surprise, for the moment, had taken all her
breath away; even so, she was the first to cry’
out _amazedly : e i .

“Why—here IS Betty !” )

All tongues went then. They made-a perfect
babel of surprised and gladsome cries as Betty
Barton, the Form captain up to the end -of last
term, came forward from the class-room door-!
way with a slight limp. ’

She bad looked :hesitant for a miere instant,
before entering; then the chorus from all her
schoolmates had brought. her into this, -her old .
class-room. - b . :

“Hallo, alll” she blithely answered the de-
lighted outery. *Is Miss Kitten about?”

“Do you want her?” Polly asked. “You can
have her !” -

“Ha, ha, ha!” went up laughter which Beity
could easily appreciate, 3

She knew how very unpopular Miss Kitten wasg
with the Form. Betty, having been brought down
by her loving mother to stay at the Headland
Hotel to recuperate after that serious motoring
accident which had kept her away from school all
this term, was now in constant touch with all her -
school chums. The hotel was barely a mile from
the scheol. . - . i

She -flourished a note, smiling.

“This is for Miss Kitten, from mother. It's to
ask Miss Kitten if you can -all come over for

_the evening at the Headland.”

The girls went wild with delight. §
“What ! Betty dear, do you mean—the Form?

*Phe whole Form ?”

“The whole Form, yes!”

““0Oh, hooray 1”

““Gorjus I” ~ capered - Naomier,
hands.  “Bekas—Paula, do you hear zis?”

“Yes, wather! A gwand tweat; a ‘most .
wealcome—owp ! No need to tear me to bits,
Naomer 1” : 3 y

But Naomer seemed to think that there was

clapping - her

every excuse for doing that, and Betty laughed

to see the imp working off such high spirits upon
the oft-teased duffer, m the old amusing way.

“When, . Betty—when?” the crowd .  now
clamoured. “When?”

“This evening|? L

“Hip, hip!” Polly exploded again. ‘‘Chcers

for Betty’s mother, girls!”

“Hurrah! Hooray "

““So, where can I find Miss Kitten; to got it
all fixed up?” Betty eagerly inguired. °* And
then I'll sce you afterwards; if there is time

““Bhe is probably in her room, Bet; s

“Oh, right! The same room that was Miss
Everard’s, of course? By the way, though”
Betty turned back to remark, “I was so sur-
prised not to find all of you on the field, at
games! What's the meaning?” .

“Half the Form kept in—that’s what it means,”
Pam stated. “But—no need to go into all thag
now. ‘See you later, Betty dear.”

“Right-ho - What a shame, though——*

“Yes, sweendle!” Naomer yelled after Betty,
who was turning back to the door. ““And—hi,
Betty ! Zere is -going to be a strike—az pgrand
bar-out ! But don’t"say anything to Miss Kitten
about zat, bekas—secret }” .

Betty, hurrying away as fast as her elight in-
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\ﬁrmity wonld permit, was laughing quite as much
‘as the girls she was leaving behind in the class-
(room.

i It was just like ar Nagomer to advise great
‘gecreey abomt the © e, whilst advocating that
‘means of redress at the top of her own shrill
ivoice.

In a fow moments, however, being alone on her

way up to the first floor, Bett merriment gave
place to o distressed state of mind.
" 8he, who loved Morcove almost as much as she
‘loved howme itsolf—she, who had done her best
‘always, when at the scheol, for the Form she
jcaptained, had now to realise that things were
lin a bad way, indeed.

Not the fault of the girls! Of that she was
convinced. Not Pam’s fault, cither, as the eap-
‘tain this term! Painful though it was to haye
io recognise the fact, there the fact was—DMiss
Kitten to blame!

More than once Beity, although not at school
ithis term, had met the new FForm-mistress. ‘Those
few encounters would have been guite suflicient
ta convince the ex-captain that Miss Kitien was
a bad one at handling girvls.

In addition, there had been all thal Betiy had
learned about the unhappy state of affairs, firs
from lelters from chums of bers, whilst she was
in hospital, and then from rare mecetings with
them down here at Moxcove.

No, Miss Kitten, as a mistress, was a failure.
More and more it had become evident that she
was completely out of her clement as a iecacher.

Then how was it that Miss Somerfield's cyes
had not been opened to this fact by now?

That question, to Belty, was an casy one to
answer, She kuow the Form, and so she could
appreciate how much the Form had endured in
silonce—Pam Willoughby striving her hardest all
ihe time, as captain, to get some of the more
Lot-headed girls to keep the peace. It would be
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a eaptain’s duly to do that, and Pam was nob tha
one to fail in her duiy.

Aud now Beity was at the closed door of the
IForm-mistress’ | ate roonn

The pause, w 5 tapped, gave her a
monient for though i ull the scores of times
she had come to this same room—to sce Miss
Everard.

Ah, there was a mistress for a Form to have—
that voung lady whom the school had lost by her
marriage to Mr. Challenor, a housemaster al
Grangemoor hool | )

Grangemoor's gain had been Morcove's loss,  T6

=5
7]

. had been said so, at the time of the wedding,

and how much greater the loss was being felb
to-day, here at Morcove, with Miss Kitten upen
the seenc!

“Come in!” #

A dull, cold response to the polite tap. so
different from the cordial ery that the former
mistress used to veice.

Betty went in, and it scemed to strike o chill
o the very core of her being to go towards this
voung woman who, in spite of instant recognition,
could put on no kindly smile.

“Oh—Betty Barton, isn't it? . Well,
came in a peevish tone.

“Please, Miss Kitten—a note from mother.”

“Tor me?”

As greatly startled—dismayed. it seemed to
Betty—as all that, was Miss Kitten, and why
should she be so?

Walching her as she opened the note, Betty
saw that the hands actually trembled. Really,
this youthful Form-mistress scemed to have very
bad nerves!

Then, going to the window for a better light
by which to read, Miss Kitten looked whiter than
ever in the face,

Altozether, it was just as if the arrival of a
note from Beity's mother had upset her.

what ?"

L.ﬂ ﬂ;;l |

?'a s

There was consternation in the Form when it was seen that Miss Kitten had produced—a
cane! *“And I hope I'don’t have to use it!’’ she said meaningly. But the Form could not
help thinking that she was secretly longing for a chance to cane one of them.
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Misg Kitten folded up the note after reading it,

_ but did not speak at once. She remained half-

turned away from Betty for a full half-minute,

and appeared (o be breathing more frecly—like
one who is getting over a bad fright,

“No ! she said, facing Beity again at last, “I
am sorry, but you must tell your mother I cannot
permit the Form o . Y .

““Oh, Miss' Kitten, you can’t?” Betty cried.

“No!” as sternly as before. “That is final.”

“But why?” pleaded the ex-captain, under-
slanding all the better now what an unkind spirit
the Form had had to put up with.
Miss Kitten, there can be'no reason for—>"

“Oh, are you another Morcove girl who argues
yvg%h her Form-mistress ¥ struck in Miss Kitten
1cily. . .

“I was the Form captain, as you know,” Betty
answered, spiritedly, “and so I think I may be
ﬁiven credit for—for understanding the respect

ue to a mistress, But what I don't understand
—I frankly admit—is your refusing the Form
this little treat, Mother’s idea, as the note ex-
plains, was to arrange everything nicely; the
girls could even do their prep, if necessary, before
coming across for a couple of hours or so. Cars
to fetch them and bring them back—"

“Quite,” Miss Kitten again struck in; “but
the point is that the Form, as a whole, does not
deserve this or any other treat. I will, as a con-
cession, mame just a few girls who may ' go,

e : !

“Miss Kitten, excuse my interrupting you, but
that would not be the-same,” Betty said, strenu-
ously.” “I wouldn't wish it—only a few to comoe.
And as mother is studying iy wishes—well, there
itis ! Unless the great majority can come—"

"’Ehe captain, Pam Willoughby, cannot come

“Not Pam ?” gasped Betty.
off! - I shouldn’t dream of—— .
‘' Neither the captain, nor any of those girls
who hang round her so much—-"

“And by them you mean my own best chums!
Then I say again,” Betty  exclaimed warmly,
“that skttles it! Except that there is still’ Miss
Somerfield——" iy

“The headmistress——?*

“Yes, the headmistress! I feel like apx;lenling
to. her, Miss Kitten—I do! ‘In fact, I think T
must ¥ was Betty’s agitated cry. My mother
addressed the note to you, not wishing, of course,
to gl?o over your head. But I feel sure that mother
o
{eel entitled to— x

“Miss Somerfield must not be bothered over a
matter of this sort, let me tell you,” said Miss
Kitten, erumpling up the note to cast it into the
fire. “In fact, the headmistress will not he acces
sibla—in e :

“Bhe will be; te mother I’ e

“Bhe will not he,”™ was the crushing  retort.
“Miss Semerfield went from the school a fewr
minutes ago in the car. She has been tele-
_gmpha;;} for. A near relative is damgerously
1] = :

“Oh, T am sorry!” Athrob with quick sym-
pathy was Betty’s changed voice.  “How sheock-
gt ¥t would not be,'T hope, Miss Somerfeld's
brother— © ‘“ did such wonderful

,‘,‘Oh, then, it’s all

the airman
things ‘in the Great War
“VYes, I understand it is he.”™ . .
Betty, after that nodded answer, stood appalled.
She tried to make allowances for Miss Kitten's
not being acquainted with Miss Somerfield’s
brother: but, even so, how cold, how ecallous,
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those few words about his stricken state-had
seemed to be! e

“Poor Mr. Somerfield!” Betty exclaimed
emotionally. “Some of us have seen so much of
him—during holidays. Ie and his wife took us
all abroad, once. I'm awfully sorry for- Miss
Somerfield, too.” i ;

“And you see now, don’t you?” Miss Kitten

. smiled coldly, ““there is no one to appeal to!”

“Oh, nobody—since Miss Somerfield has gone
off like this!” was Betty's response. “And so
my little party must be—cancelled. Unless you
fecl that, after all, Miss Kitten—"

“T’'m afraid I don’t!” " i
- Hard, unkind—rejoicing in the chance to #pite
the Form |

Betty turned to go away. After this, she would
know better than ever what it meant to be a' girl
in Miss Kitten’s' Form |

“BEr—how’s the foot, Betty 7"

She answered over a shounlder:

*“Oh, nearly well, now, thanks!”

“And—by the way, I was a guest for dinner
at the Headland last evening, as you remember,
of course—" : 3 +

“Yes, with the Denver girls;: their uncle -and
aunt are staying at the Headland.” Suddenly
Botty came back a step or two. *‘You did not
refuse them permission to—""

“Fay and Edna Denver are two girls whose
conduct has been praiseworthy.’ :

“Oh, has it!” Knowing the. sisters for the
artful pair they were, Betty had to smile in-
creduleusly, J

I was going to ask you, Betty—your mother
lost an evening bag last evening at.the hotel—
has she recovered it.?” 3

“Sorry to say she hasn’t.”

“Ah, “what a pity,” Miss Kitten commented
carelessly. “It had money in it, too? Twenty
pounds, I think your mother said §

“A bit over, if anything. But it’s not the loss
of the money that grieves mother—it’s the fecling
that somebody must have been dishonest enough
to keep what was found! Goed-morning!” Betty
said, and went limping out of the room.
"Relief, to have finished talking with a misiress
like that! Oh, byt the coldness of her; the spite-
fulness, now, against the Form ! 5

*If Miss Somerfield had been here | Betty said
fiercely to herself, limping off to find her chums.
“If only Miss Semerfield had not been called
away—"

But Morcove, with dramatic suddenness, had
lost its headniistress for the time being—and at a
time of erisis in the Form ! ;

“Pity the poor- old Form, ‘then I” was Betty's

And, indeed, the Form was to be pitied, more
than ever now. Now, when in the privacy of
her own reom, Miss Kitten was unlocking a wide
drawer of her writing-table to take aut—a punish-
ment-eane | =

CHAPTER. 3.
4 Duel of Words
JHO could haye. misunderstood the gleam
that came inte the Form-mistress’ .eyes
.. a% she toyed with the short length of
cane, - testing its suppleness and finally swishing

" it downwards through the air.

Swish !

It: was the gleam that always came.into those
bard eyes of hers when some tigresslike instinct
of her cruel nature was being ministered to.

The girls of her Form had seen just such a look
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in her eyes, and just such an evil smile flickering

at her lips, more than once in the last few weeks,

and to all had come the selfsame thought: “I

ever this mistress of 6urs should have a chance to
-

be as cruel as she would like to be!

But always, until this hour, there had been the .

heartening thought to follow: “Thanlk goodness
we have the headmistress!
Miss Kitten for as long as we can;, but if—if

‘And now the Form was to learn that the head-
mistress bad been called away.

Perhaps Miss. Kitten was smiling because she
could imagine what dismay must seize the Form
on finding -itself, -as it were, suddenly deprived
~of its Court of Appeal :

Swish! ~She lashed the cane once more in the
air, then laid it down—on her -writing-table.

Tt was not to go back into ihe drawer. In-
itend,-f,his afternoon it would go ‘into class with

er, .
Vaguely she realised that it had been a dis-

appointment to her, from the very first, to find

that no caning was allowed at_the school.” :
 She could remember a kind of pang of dis-
appointment when the headmistress, at ‘their first
interview, had smilingly remarked tha.t_'rcalli
the old-time right to canc scholars, even thoug
they were girls, not boys, still existed at Morcove,
but that, of course, such a thing was never
dreamed of now!

Along with other forms of punishment, in force
_in the long ago, caning wasa dead letter now.

“We actually have a cane that was in use
before my. time—in the school museum ! Miss
Somerfield had added, with a laugh., ““A relie—
a curiosity, these days!” s 1o

But the right to cane still ‘existed. In so many
words, Miss Somerfield herself had said so, and
even whilst the remark was being made, some-
thing had stirred deep down.in the heart of Miss
Kitten; like an awakening desire.

And ever since, the desire had remained awake

‘in her, strengthening into a positive craving—to °

hurt those who were at her mercy. :
Tt had afforded her a strange satisfaction, even
. to provide hersclf with a cane—in secret, in case
opportunity and excuse should ever come to-
gether.

But not until this hour had she dared to feel
sure of conditions entitling her to bring down
that cane, smartly, upon a girl's outbelg hand.
Swish! :

Miss Kitten noted the time by the clock, and
resumed her thoughtful stepping about the room.
She was not. forgetting that certain girls were
under orders to stay.in the classroom, down-
stairs, until she sot them free. . : )

Well, they could wait! Much good had it done
that captain of theirs to go running in search
of Miss Somerfield. Much good would it be for
the Form to rely upon any help from their cap-
tain—now !

Gradually Miss Kitten's step became a more
jauniy one; so much had happened alrcady to-

. day to make her feel she was in luck.

Jiven the turning up of Betty Barton, with
that note about the Form’s spending the evening
at the hotel, had meant a load off one's mind.

Casually one had been able to ask—had Mrs.
Barton Tecovered the lost bag and the money in
it, and so there had been the daughter’s answer,
free from any hint that suspicions were being
harboured.

Miss Kitten stood still, as her thoughts ran
on, and stared at the fire in the grate. Behind
that five, first thing this morning, she had put
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the missing bag to burn. Ivery part of it had
been combustible—no metal-work at all—and so
it was simply part of the fine ash now, lying
beneath the bars. .

And thé money—the money, or most of it, in
the possession of that destitute sister who, for
a might and a day, had had to be sheltered
secretly in the school—in one‘of the unused attics !

There again, to think of Hetty was to feel
much less in dread now. She had gone away
from the schoolhouse, at dead of night and,
thanks to one's luck in picking up that dropped
bag a few hours carlier in the evening, it i
been possible to provide her with ample money.

Would Hetty go 1'1%11t away from the district
now ?  Perhaps not. ut, at any rate, she could
be relied upon not to take any step that would
mean one’s own_exposure and_downfall.

“Tt wouldn’t be Hetty to do such a thing,.”
thought this young woman, who had only obtained
such a fine position at Morcove by victimising her
sister. g p

At last the chimes ding-donged a quarter to

one, and then:-Miss Kitten went downstairs. to
the clags-room. Every step of the way she was
hoping to find that her order had been defied.
_ But Pam was there in the class-room, Bo were
Polly and Naomer! How much this was due to
Pam's wise counsel, and how much to cheerful
resignation on the part of her two chums, can
be 1magined.

“You may go now, you -three girls. Pam
Willoughby, let the whole Form know at half-
past one there will be drill, in the gym.”

“Drill 77 - ! e

“That is what I said.”

“Are ~we mever fo get games mnow, Miss
Kitten 7 2 s @ :
“You may play games—but not with me!”

Pam stood an inch taller.

““Wo have not played any games with you
she protested indignanily. ~“You simply have
no right to make out those charges against us!”

“No, bekas——"

But Naomer camo in for a checking gesture
from ‘the ocaptain, who spoke on, looking the
Torm-mistress straight in the eyes. :
© «You know that I was going. to appeal to the
-headmistress ?” 3 4

“And you know now.that the headmistress is
going to be away from the school for several days
at least?” . o
- Pam was not to be silenced by that tart retort.

“Yes!” ghe flashed. ““And this. is how .you
mean to take advantage of Miss Somerfield’s
absence. i

1

At a time when everything should -go
as smoothly as possible—you're making it hard
for us 2. Ay e

“7J am not here to make things soft for you—
lei that be clearly undersiood! There has been
cnough of easy-going—",

“In your time?”

“Tn my predecessor’s time— e

“Qh, don’t bring Miss Everard into it!” Pam
.protested, with greater indignation than. ever.
“¥ou never knew her!”

“T have seen the results of her handling of
you girls—mishandling, some people would say-
But there, T am not disposed to bandy words—"

“And "L,” Pam struck’ in, advancing a step
like a duellist snddenly resolved to press an
adversary hard, “I'm not disposed to hear a word
_against our former mistress. She really was—
a mistress " .

“Youre insolent, girl!” .

“Now I am being—rude to you, if you like.

1



478

yes! I don’t care!” Pam panted.
me roused | Unfair to the Form; unfair io the
mistress who was here before your time; unfair
even to-the headmistress—"

“How dare you!”

“Only’ because it is no use shomng restrmm
any longer,” the battle of words went on, rapidly.
‘“There -is unfairness to the very headmistress
now—to one who- is' your hendmxstress as-well as
ours | In her absence you're upsettmg the school
—zoing the best way about—-"

“‘Slipnce, I insist | stamped Miss Kilien, Ga,
I tell you—go, all of you, and net another WOI‘O]
After school, Pam Willoughby, you will sta
and do a pumshment task, Meant:ma—nt alf—
past one, drill for alll”.

Pam, for a long ‘moment, kept her eyes ug
a face that had become- pmchcd with anger. She
seemed- to  he going to speak again; then she
closed her lips, and with all her inborn dignity,
she turned to invite the other girls to follow her
out of the class-room.

“What's come over you, Pam!” was Pollys
delighted cry as soon as they got outside.

“ Nothing—wihy 1"’

And then Polly realised; it had been a mistake
to feel any surprise.. She should have known that
Pam, with nothing left to do but fight for herself
and the Form, would fight and fight hard!

Nor. was there any doubt that it must- be. a
fight now—to the . War was .in-the air,
The demon “that, seemed to possess M:ss Kitten
had decreed it. - .

At any moment such a ccuﬂmt must ragr-:, as
could know no ending until- one side was the
vietor and the other—the vanquished !

CHAPTER 4.
The Last Straw

ORTY  minutes later, more -than hall the

Form was in a state bordering upon mutiny.

Up from the dining-table only a minute

ago, ‘girls had now to troop across-to the Bym,
there to_be given a half-hour’s drill.

No going out to games, as usual at this time.
All liberty, all choice of pursuits for what used
to he such happy times between the sessions of
.work, was evidently a thing of the past. .

But the burning: grievance was Miss Kitten’s
refusal to let the Form benefit by that kind in-
vitation which Bettys mother had ‘sent across at

- midday, from the hotel. It was known to wll
. how eurtly and unkindly that generous offer of
a treat for the Form had been refused. And—
there was mno appealing against Miss Klttt,ns
- spiteful ruling !
. “Come on, girls; we had better get across.’

That was Pam
contents so - calmiy that it might have been
imagined all the fight had gone out of her.

Bub nine-tenths of the Form knew better than

to harbour any such fancy. Pam was in- their
midst again, showing that poise which was never
pose, and to look at her was to feel reassured.

Just the girl—their captain—to be a match for
Miss Kitten in the end.

Pam’s poliey—it would have béen unfair to her
to call it a plan—was to give Miss Kitten plenty
of rope now.

All"the power that the Form-mistress was arro-

ating - to herself in the headmistress’ absence— .

et her use if, for the present. So, when at last
she did go one step too far in her course of
tyranny, the Form would be thrice-armed by
knowing that Right was on its side.
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The school chimes ding-denged again, and there
were all the girls of the Form, ready’in the gym.

* Miss Kitten, arriving to-the second, was baulked

in her secret desire -to find defauiters Al
present !

She lined them up, giving her thm—hpped
smileé as she had them all standing to -attention
in front of her.  She was thinking: “Fl soon
break their spirits now!” Where girls were look-
ing sullen she marked their looks with petty

delight., ‘““Beginning to lose heart, are you1”
“Now then, qmnrtiy 1” she mpped * Form—
two-deep 1

They did 'so. She got them into four-decep,
spaced them apart from one another, and put
them -through 'all- those exercises- which were
enjoyable enough at the right time for drill

But ‘this was like punishment drill, inflicted in
that treasured half-hour before afternoon school.
All right, Miss Kitten; but you wait!

Mercilessly she put them  through monotonous
repetitions of the exercises. Spitefully she kept
them, at times, in fatiguing positions. t- of so
many girls, it could not reasonably be expected
that all would ‘be able to endure such severe
drilling.. But Miss Kitten expected it. Those few
girls who lost their balance came in for no gentle
reproof. ‘““Stay in after school! was the ecry,

" ‘each time.

Finally, Paula Creel found herself so striving
not- to fall-over a very difficult exercise Jest she
should be given “deten,’” she- suddenly emiited
a kind of gasping groan.

“What girl is that!” cried Miss Kiiten, so
fiercely that Paula, in the back . row, pwmpﬁy
ﬂop(};e,d‘of_[ her toe-tips wzth a wailing :

W

“Come out here, you [

“I'm sowwy, Miss Kitten!”

“Come out in front, I say!”

“But I—ow, T 1ppeﬂh to hev stwained a muscle
yes \va.Eherl 000chl” gasped Puula, strugglsng
up. “‘Dweadful !” -

“ Strained a muscle~rubbish |
of an armchair- girl,
you! Come here!”

None of the other girls had tittered when
Paula gave her comical wail, for they thought
that she might really be in puin.

ut when the unfortunate duffer, in Workmi

You're too much
that’s the only trouble -with

' between some of those who. were still balance

on tiptoe, knocked several off their balance, there
was mvolu_nta.ry giggling.
_ Then Miss Kitten rushed in to seizeé Paula and
drag her clear. How' many more girls were
bowled over "by the Form-mistress herself cannot
be stated; so many others fell over at the same
moment, being in convulsions .of suppressed -
laughter But Paula—she was sEnt spinning clear
of the entire squad.
“Strained muscle 1
tress sneered

Tt laoks like it!” the mis-
“You don’t impose upon me,

“1 weally thought I had—"

“Yes, you thought you had ‘'managed to trick
me! A ot of you are thlnkmg you can get past
me, but you'll find—you can't. The Form must
march in now, for it is time for school. But I
am very dissatisfied. At half-past seven, to-
morrow morning, here in the gym, a half-hour's

drill! Now then—attention! Two deep! Right
turn! - No talking as you go: across. Quick—
march ¥ ¥

Lef$ right, left right—the tramp of feet began,
growing louder in the open air  Left, RIGHT I
Left—RIGHT
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And, -in spite of that harsh injunction about
silence in the ranks, the girls talked as marchers
always can talk if so disposed. They improved
upon one another’s names for Miss Kitten, They
muttered between clenched teeth: * Shame,
shame 1”

And so, back to the schoolhouse, and back into
the class-room, drawing a terrific left, RIGHT!
from the floorboards, whilst Miss Kitten came on
behind.

She took her place at her own desk in front of
the class as it settled down, and then—

The Form saw what her hand was taking out,
from under the raised flap of her desk, and a
sensational rustle oceurred.

A cane | i )

“Yes,” Miss Kitten remarked, with that aecid
smile of hers as she placed the cane ready to

'hamill,l"‘mld I hope I don’t have to use it, that
is all 7

“Meaning, that she hopes she does,” Polly said
.under her breath,

“Yes, well,” came Pam’s whisper, audible only
to near neighbours in the desks, “and perhaps it
will be better if she does, , . .”

CHAPTER 5.
Fay Denver’s Daring
NYONE seeing - pretty Fay Denver five
minutes after the close of school that day,
. might have thought she had been one of
the first girls to taste Miss Kitten’s cane!

But the Form-mistress, after all, had not used
the cane during class, she had simply kept it on
show, as a symbol of her might.

Tay Denver, alone in the study which she
shared with her sister, was at the window, frown-
ing blackly at her thoughts.

FEven when her sister Edna came into the study,
the elder girl continued to siure out of the
window in this moody state.

“What’s up out there, then, Fay dear?”

“Ih? Nothing, of course! I was only looking
across to the hotel—thinking 2

“Ilow nice to be there? Bo it would be,”
grimaced Edna, flinging down a batch of school
books. ‘‘Next term, IFay, I shall be away as the
result of a motor aceident and mother will be
giving ME a jolly' time at a hotel—like that
Barton girl is getting !”

“I don’t suppose Betty Barton feels it is half
as jolly as being at school. She’s that sort!”

*Then let her hurry up and come back info the
Torm—and take on Miss Kitten! It doesn't ”'—
Ydna chuckled—*look as if Pam Willoughby, as
captain, is going to tackle the tyrant!”

“0Oh, Pam’s no -use. Too ‘refayned’! But,
look here, Edna,” the elder sister went on, sink-
ing her voice, “it's a_joke to see the Form hein
handled like this by Miss Kitten. I don’t mind,
I'm sure—" !

“And I'm sure I don’t!”

“Only, are we going to be sufferers, along with
the Form, Edna?” 2

“No! I don’t see why we should be !”

“Neither do I,” was Fay’s frowning rejoinder.
“But we're going to suffer, just like the others—
this evening, you know.”

Yidna, sitting down, nodded.

“You mean, Fay, if the Form had been going
across to the hotel, for that little treat—we would
have been going with it.”

“Well, wouldn't we? We don't usually do as
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“ Uncle ence had a lady clerk of the name of
Miss Kitten,”' Fay said airily. ‘“And she
went off with some of the firm’s money.”*
Miss Kitten’s agitation was proof that Fay's
suspicions were correct. She was an impostor!

the Form does, but when it's a treat, we may
as well have it, I suppose?”

“Why not! But the treat is off, and in place
of it the latest is prep downstairs in the class-
room, instead of in the studies!”

“Yes,” Fay frowned again, “that is going it,
with a vengeance, Edna! To have to do prep
downstairs—under her eye! I wonder there Isn’t
a riot.”

“Not . with a captain like Pam, dear.
get Pam-—so ‘refayned’!”

The elder sister took a few turns about the
room.

“But we can get out of it, anyhow?” she
suddenly suggested. ““When you know, Edna, we
have it in our power, rcally, to—to make Miss
Kitten a bit afraid of us! In fact,” Fay spoke
on- desperately, “I don't see why we shouldn’t
use that power to get her to give in—about the
treat 1"

Hdna looked up, her brows rising,

“Fay! And yet, after all—vhy not! If—if
we are right in our theory about Miss Kitten—"

“We're not wrong, I'm_positive! Evervthing
—overything points to it, Edna! And we could.
if we liked, twist her round our little fingers!
I've a jolly good mind to ge to her now, whilst
there is still time, and—and—""

“Then why den't you, Fay?”

“Wel, hall I, then?”

You for-
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Edna was up from her chair now, infected with

the daring that bad seized her sister.
- “Yes, Fay—I would! TIt's worth it! Of
course, it means getting the whole treat for the
Form, but that needn't matter. So long as we
fci; 1those couple of hours or so, ourselves, at the
otel.”

“The -ball-room, Edna! That -lovely floor!
Oh, I shall have a shot for it, anyhow,” Fay
decided, carried away by her craving for pleasure.
“When we get to t{le hotel,. you and I can get
away from the other girls, if we want to.”

She strode to the door, then paused.

“I'll come straight back here, Edna, to let you
know how I've got on.” t e :

Nor was Fay’s nerve failing her when she got
to Miss Kitten’s: door downstairs. “An austere
“Come in!”: answered the tap-tap, and Fay
sauntered in with an air of being quite as good
as-any. mistress.

“Oh, Miss Kitten, is it true that the Form is
not to be allowed to go across to the Headland
later on?” .

“Of course it is true, Fay Denver!” was the
bridling answer. “Why come to me to msk such
a question 7 N

“But surely ‘you can let—-"

“Let you and your sister go by yourselves—
is that i6? Certainly not, Fayy, and I am amazed
at your asking such a thing | I have been very
indulgent to you two girls, I am sure! Fou werp
at the Headland only last night, to dine with your
uncle and aunt. Let that suffice I

Fay gave a cheeky smirk.

“I wasn’t expecting to be allowed to go again
only with Edna,” she remarked airily. “ But,
as uncle and auntie are staying there; I do
think it would have been nice to see more of them
—if you could have let us go with the rest of
the TForm.” ; s

“No! I should not dream of giving way!”

“Then I'm afraid you yourself didn't enjoy it
very much at the Headland, last night, when you
were with me and Edna as guests?” Fay coolly
submitted. “Didn’t you take to my Uncle Arthur
and Auntie Edith, Miss Kitten 77

“Er—er——> oy :

Ah, a little flustered now. “I thought she would
be!” ran in Fay's mind. “‘Shot number one!”

“I—I was delighted with the ‘evening, Fay
Denver. It was—most kind of -your uncle and
aunt, I am sure, to invite me as well. But they
can hardly wish to see me again, so soon.”

““Oh, I don’t know, Miss Kitten! As a matter
of fact, they felt very interested in you.” .

“What! How—how do” you mean?” 4

Shot number two! “A few more like that,”
Fay chuckled inwardly, “and she’ll be sunk 1”

“Oh,” Fay said aloud, as airily as before, “you
being a Form-mistress, for one thing. = Bat—

. rather funny, Miss Kitten. Uncle didn’t say so
to you, did he? He feared it might make you
uncomfortable. But it seems that he had a lady
clerk at one time—at his office in the City—of the
name of Miss Kitten, Yes!”

“Er—did he?” stammered the Form-mistress.
*No,” he—he didn’t say anything to me about
that. But—but what then? Did he imagine,
‘perhaps, that his Miss Kitten might be related to
me 77 E ;

*Oh, I should hope she wasn’t,” Fay laughed,
so entirely at east that she even fox-trotted about
the room. “For, you see, his Miss Kitten went

- off with some of the firm’s money |” ;
Fay, as she finished, stood still, treating the
. Form-mistress to a steady look. The table was
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between them and, after a moment, Fay stepped
close -enough to start five-fingering the edge of it
—still looking Miss Kitten full in the eyes.
‘“She must have been. a pretty ecool hand,
mustn’t she, Miss Kitten? Went on robbing the
firm up to the last moment when the annual audit
made discovery certain, - Then, _just in time, she
vanished. Or,” Fay added, “still five-fingering,
“she would be in prison by now. Unecle’s not o
hard man, but he could hardly -overlook a thing
like that!” ,
. “And her name was—the same as mine?”
jerked Miss Kitten.

‘‘The surname was—yes. Not a name you often

- meet with, either?” Fay blandly suggested: - “1

gathered from Uncle Arthur that his Miss Kitten

~was about your age—and height—"

Another his !

“But she didn’t wear spectacles,” was Fay's
next shot, :

Enough, for the present! So Fay decided, and
sauntered across fo the window, just as she might
have done in her own study.

“It'll be a lovely evening,” she murmured: wist-
fully. “And that hotel is so joily in every way.
But there, I quite realise, you can’t let me and
Edna go, just by ourselves, even though we have
relations staying at the Headland. And you are
put out with some of the girls in the Form, so
all must suffer on account of the few I

“I—I had quite determined, Fay, not to grant
permission,” ‘came the rather -husky remark..
“But now I realist it will be specially hard on
you and your sister—as your uncle and aunt may
not be staying long?” :

“They hadn’t quite decided how long they
would stay; but, perhaps, by now they have made
up their minds. If I saw them, this evening, L
could ask them—and let you know, afterwards.
Or would you be coming with the Form ?” Fay
asked, in peint-blank manner again.

“I1? Oh, no—er—at least—I could not possibly
find time this evening,” the shaky voico roo:
sponded. *But on second thoughts, Fay, perhaps
I can allow the whole Form to go ”zi.fter all. I

;am _thinking of you and Edna—-

. “Yes, T see you are; thanks so miich !

“But ‘I could not let you and your sister go,
keeping the others back. T should be afraid
of—of being thought unfair,” ;

“Then let the whole Form go—for the sake of
me and Edna—you must, please, Miss Kitten 1
said Fay sweetly. “And then—there’l]l be nothing
to be afraid of, will there >

Sunk! . y

Miss Kitten had not gone down, either, with
flying colours. She had surrendered; had even
let her eyes signal that she would do anything—
anything, to be spared. :

And Fay, triumphant, omitted to bow her head
before going out. Bow to HER? Not. likely !
Miss Kitten might be still the Form-mistress to
the rest of the girls, but in her—Fay’s—eyes, sha
was that other Miss Kitten—the absconding lady
clerk, embezzler and thief. .

Ubpstairs raced Fay, to rejoin her sister in the
study. .
“Bdna' darling, think I shall wear my pale blue
this evening !’

“Why—are we going?” cried Edna, clapping
shut a_beok and jumping up.

“Going? Of course we are going! Ha, ha,
ha 1 Fay gurgled, dropping down into a chair.
““You should have been there, Edna. She simply
went to bits 1”

“Bhe—did? Then it is so, and we were right,
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. as we felt sure we were?” the younger sister
panted. ‘““ And she is no more a qualified mistress
than I am! But—Fay, Fay—" .

“’Sh! Not too loud, FKdna.” . .

“But now the mystery is,” that girl whispered,
tensely, “why did she come to Morcove as ) Miss
Kitten, if that was the name she was known by
at the office? Wouldn't you have expected her
to change her name—adopt a false one?”

. “No mystery at all,” Fay answered glibly.
“Just think, Edna. She must have obtained this

ost at Morcove on false credentials. They could
Eardly be forged, could they? She must have
got ,l.wl& of credentials belonging to someone else

“You mean--ggother Miss Kitten?  And as
that name was everywhere on the various papers,
she couldn’t change it? Oh, I get you, Fay—I get
you!” Edna breathed, with an excitable beating
of the hands together. ‘“But who was the other
Miss Kitten, then?” : :

“We don’t know,” said Fay. ‘““We only know
that she was not the one who robbed uncle’s firm.,
Our Miss Kitten was the one who did that. - Our
Miss Kitten was the thief, lidna; I could read
it in her eyes!”’ :

¥ ) CHAPTER 6.
"Why Did She Do It ?

ETTY ‘BARTON, watching from one. of the
hotel windows at half-past six that evening,
could “see the  glaring headlights. of three

motor vehicles wavering in the darkness, ;

Two of the motors were approaching from the

direction of Morcove School, the  third came
bounding along the moorland byroad, to draw
out upon the main road just after the other two
vehicles had passed the turning.

A few moments more, and all three motors were

taking the run_ along the hotel’s carriageway,

‘and then Betty darted away to let her mother .

know. ; -

“They’'re bere, mumsie! . There’s a car from
Grangemoor School, as well as- a car and the

rivate bus from Morcove. So isn’t it splendid!
A'm _going out to meet them!™

“Very well, dear; I shall be in the lounge.”

The revolving doors swung for Betty, and then
she was outside but still hinder cover, with what
a troop of girls and boys to greet!.

Even if there had been no last-hour decision
to render this happy gathering possible, .the babel
of talk and laughter woulg have been great
_cnough; but the Form came bundling out of its
two motors mot only greatly. excited over the
treat in store, but in a fremendous state of
puzzlément. -

‘Buch a strange thing for' Miss Xitten to have
done! To have been so spiteful:to them all day;
to have refused to let them go, when the in-
vitation first arrived, and then to have changed

her mind so suddenly! .

Miss Kitten was not with the Form; but there
was the. Form’s own previous mistress, alighting
from that car which had also brought Polly’s
brother Jack, and Judy's brother Dave, from
Grangemoor, together with Jimmy Cherrcl and
“Tubci)y » Bloot.

The joy of it all! For the Form to be getting
its treat after all, AND to have—not Miss Kitten,
but their former Miss < Everard, now Mrs.
Challenor ! s

Oh, and how good of that real “sport” it had
been, fo bring Jimmy and Tubby, although they
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had no Morcove sisters to justify their inclusion
in the party!

But there, charming Mrs. Challenor, late of
Morcove School, knew so much about all of them
and what made for their happiness.

She knew that Jimmy and Tubby were the
great chums of Jack and Dave, and also that
every one of the Study 12 girls would be happier
Eo'r seeing all four boys here, instead of only the
WO. ’

BSo Betty Barton found herself holding quite a
reception in the lighted porch of the grand hotel.
And whilst all this preliminary chatter-chatter
and laughter and hand-shaking and quite a lot
of affectionate kissing, went on—pleasantly she
sensed the quite dressy nature of the occasion. -

Morcove had put on -its best party ‘frocks for
the evening. Mrs. Challenor, looking ever so
young and pretty, wore a lovely evening frock,
with' an ‘ermine wrap.

The boys had realised that they must get into
shirts,” and’ very . gentlemanly they
looked :  serious Dave Cardew, quite handsome;
Jack Linton, with his black tie a little unruly,
as if to symbolise his own unruly nature; plain
Jimmy Cherrol, looking so clean "and straight,
and .as for Bobby Bloot, his portliness made you
feel you' were looking at a jovial bachelor through
the wrong end .of some opera-glasses !

“But let’s go in!” Betty laughed at last, “And
find mother.” ’ h

“Yes, queek !” Naomer’s shrill voice announced
“And you
keep with me, Tubby! Bekas, perhaps we are
going to start with something to eat!” :

e

They did. Mrs. Barton had thought it would -

be nice for all to partake of refreshment on
arrival, then enjoy themselves just as they pleased
for an hour or two, finishing with supper.

Waiters came flitting around, in that part of
the great lounge where refreshments were to be
served. i ;

Mprs, Barton and Mrs. Challenor sat chatting
together, very happily, with all the boys and girls
sitting. about with one another. No—not all!
Fay and Iidna had sighted their uncle and aunt
gl;)iug in to dinner, and had slipped away to join
them. - 5 2

“Without asking, too!” Polly disgustedly com-
mented.

“¥es, bai Jove! Haow extwemely wude to-
wards Betty and her mother !”

“Bub I must say,” Madge murmured, *they
look awfully pretty in those frocks.” -

“Fay and Edna are pretty in anything,” Pam
sincerely remarked.

s Loois aren’t everythingl” Polly quoted.

“Good job, bekas, eef they were, zen where
would I come in?” - H

“You wouldn’t come in; you'd be thrown out,”
Polly responded playfully. *“ Along with me. As
it is—we are being allowed to stay. Betty darling,
—bong santy!”

AndE the madeap lifted. her glass of lemonade
to that best of chums whose impaired health was
still keeping her away from school.

“I think you should drink to the health of
Miss Kitten,” Betty laughed. - “Tor letting you
all come, after all! But we can.wait till supper-
tirzm for that!” p

h, yes, with a question mark !” said Polly-

dryly, and more peals of laughter went up,
“Jack, I want you! You can drive the car back,
bye-and-bye, so that -we girls can take ' Mrs.
Challenor back to Morcove 77 &
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“For keeps, yesll” clapped some of the girls
who heard this tantalising suggestion,

‘ Nunne, boys,” said Ja

ck, meaning girls, “you

don’t come that game ! ‘Ours is a nice House
ourg is | '—now we've got Mrs, Challenor. . The
food, hoys—gosh, it's great | Besides, you've got
i had heard a good deal about

Miss Kitten1” He
Miss Kitten.

“I shall hit you,” Polly threatened. “It’s a

shame, the way you fe

Miss Everard "that

wife, .whilst we poor wre

lows have come in for our

was, ‘as your Housemaster’s

Miss Kitten has got the wind up suddenly.”
* Bekas——* But Naomer -found a crumb

going the wrong way,
any shrill reference to

all

clared, with @ rare touch of gravity. “First
say you couldn’t have this treat, and then

say you could.”

tches—but I do believe

and so she could not make
the great ‘‘secret” after

“Tt was - rather monkeying about,” Jack de-

to
to

“Oh, but that’s nothing to what we have had

5

“to- put up with,

have been prep in the ¢

Polly grimaced. “‘It was

and after to-day there are to be no more t

in studies.”

“What! ¥ say, chaps, do you hear this ol
i Jove—howwid dwill, morning,

“And dwill, bai
noon and night, ye

s, wather ¥

to

ass-room- this evening,

eas

But now the two- ladies finished their talk to-

ether and rose, causin

¥y the-girls, after
and glasses,

8 an eager jumping up

hasty setting aside of plates

“¥You need not remain unless you like,” 5
her.  “Just do as you please,

Betty's homely mot
my dears.”

-“Thank you, Mrs. Barton—thanks 1” was
chorus with which a general dispersal took place.
 Girls; I say—how about the ball-room 7 Betty

‘gaily proposed.
dinnerfor an hour
room to ourselves.
don’t ‘like to ask
You want a dance.
“0h, I don’t min

“People. won’t be out fr

‘gie]t, 50 we can have the ball-

d there’s a lE{i,;;mrloplmzm.
you to play,

1)

d, Betty |”

“Right! - Good-night all 1”7 said Jack, in
“When I only came for the

“I'm going * tone.
sake of getting a

dance with Madge.”

aid

the

om
I

dge darling.

an

h_"Not to sée ME, your sister?” Polly withered

im,
““Ob, of course, I

chocolates could be obtained

page-boy, *

Tubby, a connocisseur of

knew I'd see you,” Jack said,
with a sigh.  “Knew I’d have to | Still~wow 1
For Polly was hitting him at last, pounding
shoulders so that he doubled down. =

Meainitime, there was Tubby, rolling away to the
glass cabinet from ' which expensive boxes: of

rolled back to all his friends-when they were

the ball-room, and in spite  of some teasing .

“QOooing I” he presented . a mammoth, satin-

ribboned box to Naomer, whose ecs

—zank you, Tubby
room.

hig

‘by "inquiring of a

choeclates, finally

in

be-

tatic “Gorjus

1” awoke echoes in that vast

“Bekas, now zen!” said Naomer, promptly
stripping off the ribbon, and Jack rushed to be,

as it were, first in
“Soft centres? -
fighting 1

the hand-round.
Good !

And after all ho did not wait for a_“cho
Polly for a dance, there and

preferring to catch
then, Dave havin
was a fox-trot; an
brother of hers wer
style.

started the gramophone.

Stand “back, boys—no

c,”

It

the madoap and this rollicking

¢ the pair to-take it in liv

ely

“Y'm going to sit here with you, Betty,” said
Pam.. “Shame, you .can’t do any dancing yet,
because of the foot,”

“But you are not to sit out for my sake, Pam !
When there is Jimmy over there—look af
Jimmy,” rippled Betty, “longing to dance with
you, -and too shy to come and ask 1 .

“Jimmy must wait,” smiled Pam sitting down
beside the ex-captain. “ Weren’t you staggered,
Betty, when Miss Kitten ’phoned through to your

‘mother to say that we might come after all?

“But what does it mean, Pam ?’
“We can’t make it out—unless it is that Miss
Kitten really has taken fright; lest we should all
revolt. And yet, you know,” Pam spoke on,
quietly, whilst she and Betty watched the daneing,
“that” theory doesn’t quite fit in. She was as
nasty as ever to all of us,  just when we were

coming away.” .‘ -

“It’s rotten for you, Pam-—as captain!”

“It’s rotten-for the whole Form, Betiy. I think
the thing that hits us worst of all is no more
ten-ix}g; i the studies. And then, you know—that
cane |” :

“Yes, T heard about that, just mow, from one
of the others, Pam, if Miss Kitten introduces
canings—-" i

“She had hetter not,” Pam said fiercely.
“There will be a riot if she does—a strike, as
Naomer calls it. And as captain, Betty, I mean
to——" . :

" “You mean to do just as I would have done 1”

“Yes, well—

“What a horrid person she must be, though,”
Beity exclaimed, “to be taking advantage of
Miss Somerfield’s absence to buily all of you. It
IS bullying | I suppose, Pam, it wouldo’t do to
say anything to Mrs. Challenor 7.

“No, Betfy. 1 don’t care about dragging her
into it all. We've got to fight our own battle—
and we will. So,” Pam smiled, *“‘you can expect
to h?,ar of big happenings at the school any day
now.

“But I shan't hear—if youwve all gone ‘on
strike,” for that means a grand bar-out; doesn’t
it1” Betty laughed., “Oh, but you must get a
message. through to me, Pam, because then I can
be of help perhaps! If it's more provisions to
help you to hold out—I’ll manage 1 :

The gramophone ran down, and one of the boys
darted to it fo re-starf it. AJ] wanted that dance
over again, but for the moment Polly and several
others plumped themselves down clase to Betty,
for @ scrap of light-hearted talk,

Then, when the record began its “repeat,” Pam
saw Jimmy looking wistfully her way, as.he
moved from the gramophone.

That favouring smile which she  always had
for him_brought him across the floor to her, and
she said a serene “Hallo, Jimmy 1” and stood
up. vy
So Jimmy got his dance with Pam after all,
and, as usual, his * inferiority complex ' made hin,
fearful of getting “her in the way of bouncing
cInu]ples like' Tubby and Naomer and Jack and

elen, ]

“What's going to be the end of it, Pam, at
Morcove 7 he asked, taking her round the floor
as_something very rare to be entrusted -with,
“You girls can’t strike, really?» 3

“Can’t we?” Pam returned, her delicate brows
rising. “Why not?” ;

“But it’s—it’s—well—* . - .

““Oh, I know it isn’t done at most schools,” she

Jaughed. “But then other schools- don’t hLave a

Miss Kitten to goad the girls to desperation,
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Sorry, Jimmy, if you think it very dreadful of
me, as captain, to be quite in the mood now
for strong action. The Form’s been wonderfully
patient.”

“ Anvthing you do, Pam, will be right—"

«T don’t know about that! But I do know, if
we are forced to rebel there'll be no giving in by
the Form.”

“(an’t I do something, Pam?”

“ Just -as if, Jimmy !”

“PBut, look here, there arve four of us chaps—"

“These aren't the hols, Jimmy; this is term-
‘time, and so you boys are out of it all.” -

“Vou won't forget, anyhow, that we're always
there——at Grangemoor.”

“No, Jimmy, we never forget you boys for
long. That,” Pam commented on the finish of the
one-step, *“wag lovely !”

She returned to Bett{:l at a moment when Jack
was skating across to the gramophone, to put on
another record. Now they all wanted a waltz.
‘And as soon as the “band ” struck up it became a
fine scene for Betty to watch—poor Betty, unable
to dance this evening.

But Betty was never left for a moment without
one or another to-talk to and, in any case, she
would not_have minded greatly being unable to
join in. What she did feel as a trying depriva-
tion was her .absence from the school at this
critical time.

War in the air; war only averted in the last
few hours, she si’nrewdly suspected, because of
Miss Kitten’s surprise concession !

With the ball-room all to themselves, Morcove

and Co. had a great time on that beautiful floor
for the next twenty minutes, And then, suddenly,
thers was an.unpleasant check upon the enjoy-
ment.

Tay and Edna had flaunted in, alone fogether,
boldly smoking cigarettes.

A foxirot was In progress
just then, and they. partnered
each other instantly, smoking
whilst they danced.

Murmurs  of disapproval
went up, but Fay and Edna
were in the mood to show off.
As a climax to bad manners, .
Fay flourished her Virginian
at arm’s length, causing the
ash to fall down the back of
Paula’s neck.

“Qh, sorry!” Fay laughed
flippantly, and -would have
gone -en daneing with her
fittering sister, but in an in-
stant Pam stopped dancing,
to go straight up to the dis-
orderly pair.

“Stop your rotting about,
will you ?" she requested, and
received -a whiff of cigaretie-
smoke in her face, from Fay,
as a sign of defiant refusal.

Then the sisters found all -
the other dancers at a_sudden
standstill, Dave  Cardew,
leaving Judy, flashed across
to stop the gramophone.

There would have been
tense silence, only Fay and
Fdna hummed the tune to
which they were still dancing,

Pam strode at them again,
and this time  she, - stopped
them dead. = -
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Polly came face to face with Pam, while Fay Denver stood
grinning spitefully in the doorway. Pam's frock was torn,
her necklace broken,
realise that there had actually beer a scuffle between the-
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“ither youw'll behave or leave the floor,” she
said.

Tay and Edna looked her up and down, each
?;i—ll Tetaining a drooping cigarctte between the
ips.

“Are you talking to us?” asked Tay loftily.

“Phere is no one else behaving so disgrace-
fully,” Pam said steadily. “And I'm not going
to let you two girls disgrace Morcove.”

«But we are mnobt with you,” Fay grandiy
asserted. *“We have been dining with our uncle
and aunt, and if we like to enjoy a gasper, just
for fup, it’s not for you to interiere!”

“Whether you are captain or not 1" Edna
chimed in, just as insolently. ““Oh 1” she gasped,
rext imstant. “You beast, Pam!”

Tor Pam had adroitly whipped the cigarette
from Edna’s lips and dropped it to the floor,
treading it out with a slippered foot,

“I'ay Denver,” she said, as that girl stood
blowing rings of smoke into the air, “throw that
cigarette away.”

“Eh 2"—so provokingly that many girls won-
dered how Pam could lkeep her temper.

“Jf you don’t, this instant,” Pam said, very

quietly. “I shall simply report you when we
get back.” ‘

“ Report away, then!” Fay smiled. “I don’t
care !

With every possible display of insolence, both
far corner of the
exchanging amused

sisters sauntered away to a
ball-room, and sat down,
comments. = -

i

and the Madcap was not slow to

captain and the mistress |
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They had seen that Pam did not mea.nfto
pursue the matter there. She had instantly and
calmly implied an “On with the dance!”

Somebody re-started the gramophone, and then,
as the fox-trot was resumeg this couple and that
talked of what had just taken place,

Fay and Edna were being held in utter detesta-
tion now. Not a girl in’ the Form but had in-
dulged, at some time or other, in a cigarette—
for fun’s sake But it was one thing to do that
at home, in the holidays, or at some Christmas
party; it was quite a different matter for a Mor-
cove girl to do such a thing here in the hotel
ball-room.

There was a general thankfulness that Mrs.
Barton had not cia.m:ed to witness the deliberate
attempt to disgrace the school.

Nor were the boys less disgusted than the girls
Fay and Edna were not lefi in any doubt about
that, and as they were left so severely alone they
soon began to feel uncomfortable.

Pretending not to care, they danced again to-
gether, resorting to more impudence by joking
am; Eaughmg against Pam and the rest of the
girls.

Then the hotel band turned up to play dance
music, and guests began to flock in, - Mrs.
arrived upon the scene with Mrs. Challenor, who
took the first dance with Pam.

“Pm so glad, Pam denr to have met_you all
again for a little while,”
mistress said, as they went round the {floor.
“More especm.lly, as Miss Somerfield has been
called awa.fy.‘ I'm -afraid youwre all having—a
difficult time,”

“Oh, it will be all right, Mrs. Challenor.”

“I'm in an awkward position. I long to in-
tervene, but how can 177

“OFf course you can’t, Bes:des, we mayn ’t have
gob Betty with us, as. captain,” Pam srm]ed

‘but we still have her slogan, ‘ We'll manage!’”

“At any rate, I
in touch with Morcove. The boys will help me
there,” - &= -

And more than that was never said. Mrs,
Challenor’s sense of the fitness of things was no
greater than Pam’s. They were often in talk
together, after that, but they only talked of ordl-
nary school inferests.

Nor did Pam have a word to say to Betty or
any of her other chums about the -crisis.

Supper-time came; and they all sat down to &
specially-laid table in. the  great white-and-gold
restaurant, and it was all as if tbere _was not a
cloud in Morcove’s skyl *

Pam, with Betty upon her left hand and Jimmy
upon her right, appeared to be forgetting Miss

itten as completely as was Naomer—and one
could not say more than that!

:Ba,y and Edna, c¢laiming to have obtained per-
mission from their uncle and aunt, had stayed
behind in the ball-room; and. when the_time came

for the. girls to return, Pam had-to go to the -

ball-room to-fetch the sisters away.

They had found partners amongst the guests,

and so Pam had to wait for that dance to end.
Then, when she could go up to them both, there
was more of the nnpudence that was to be ex-

pected.
“What—go hm:nc now? Rabbits!”
rided her captain. ““You can clear out with the
others, Pam Wﬂlo\lghby—*"
“You're to come with us.” .
“We're not coming with youl Uncle Arthur
w:& put us into one of the hotel cars, by-and-by,
and——"
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“Da your uncle. and aunt wish you ‘to stay?”
“That’s not your business 1’ _snapped Edna.
“Y think it i1s.” -

“Dash you!”- stamped Fay.
do us we like!”

“You are not. Where are your uncle and
aunt?” Pam calmly inquired, sending a Sﬂareh-
ing glance around the vast ball-voom.
course, if it is their wish, then I can let Miss
Kitten know when we get "back. But I must be
told by your aunt—"*

“Oh!” Fay stamped again, reallsmg that Pam
was too much for them both. “Come on, then,
Edna, out of this. But,” she simply hissed at
Pam, pa.sswnatelv Wulkmg away from the ball-
room with her, “you wait—you wait !” -

“F am waltmguuntﬂ we get back to .the
school,” Pam coolly .answered “Then 1 report
you, that's all.”

“What |” 2

“You have behaved abominably,” Pam re-
marked as quietly as ever. “¥Your rudeness fo
Betty and her mother—considering the invitation
came from them; your smoking—

“What about you?” Edna flared out. ‘‘With
your boys hanging around you—puh! You and
your Jimmy. Cherrol 1”

“0Oh, but Pam’s in a different class, of course,”
Fay sneered. ‘‘She’s the cnptu.in.' She’s Swan-
lake! So refayned, haw!”

“Report us, will she? She had better dare!”
Edna hissed.

“Oh, T thought you didn’t care if I did?”

"And neither do we, so there!’

‘Pam merely gave a “Just as well,”

"Wg are going to

nod, and

‘a few moments later she was amongst all her

chums aﬁam with nothing in her looks to tell of
upseét.-

The two cars and the ’bus were waltmg, and
under cover outside the hotel Betty and her
mother, bewrapped against the cold night =ir,
said their good-byes to a crowd in youthful high
spirits, whose lively voices roc]mmed delight and
gratitude for the treat it been.

Never mind that Fay nnd Edna bhad dene their
best, to spoil it—the evening bad been a crashing
success.

“’Night, Betty, once again!”
mingled with those from the girls,
Barton, and thanks ever so.”

“Chaps I” Jack vociferated.
hearty cheers for Betty and her mother |
on, boysl™

“And we girls, too!” cried Pam,

Such a three times three they made it, resulting
in quite an emotional little speech from homely
Mrs.. ‘Barton.

“Well, boys and girls all, thank you most
kmd]y, m sure! 1 do love to sece you all so
nice and fr1endly I Ob, "tis a fine, a grand school,
Morcove !”

Proud cheers from Morcove !

Boyish ories
“Bye, Mys

“Three jolly good
Come

“Oh and Tl say the same Df Gmngemoor
too 1* 3

A roared cheer from the - boya, and great
laughter.

“So gond-night =ll, my dears, and maybe we’ll
see something “of you more—at Morcove. Good-
night 17

L ’\T|§l t, Mrs. Barton | *Night, Betty darling1”
came the last hearty chorus from girls Lrawdmg

in ’bus and car alike.

Then the doors slammed, and all t'hrec motors
drove away.

Polly, in the ’bus with some twenty others;, was
head out of window with Naomer, excha.ngmg
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:ﬁn:i!. p’artihg cries with Jack and Tubby respect-
ively. - g -

It was like those two girls to keep in touch with
the Girangemoor car by this means, until the wnirs
parted. Then, drawing in their heads, TYolly
and Naomer - turned -about to sit down, just as

Fay beldly took out a cigarette-case -and, open-
ing it, took one for herself and offered her sister
another. A

Then a match was struck, and both girls lighted
their cigarettes. As Pam did not say anything,
nobody else made any comment. Lt was realised
that Pam intended now to deal with these two
girls in the only.right way.

But it was not simply on account of the Denver
sisters that Pam, when the school was- reached,
at once sought Miss Kitten.

The Form-mistress was in the hall to see them
all troop in, but she was as sour-leoking as ever,
making no affable inquiry as to how they had
enjoyed themselves.

“Quick to bed now !” was her sharp injunciion.
©1 shall be upstairs in five minutes to turn oub
the lights!” i ;

The Form could undeistand from this that its
having been allowed to enjoy the treat, after all,
did not mean an end to misery-making snappish-
pess. As herrid as ever, again! Why, then, the
Form wondered, in greater amazement than ever
—why HAD she let them have the treat?

Why, indeed?

CIIAPTER 7.
Mistress and Captain

PA_M, knowing that Miss Kitten had gone to
her room after ordering the Form up to the
dormitory, came a minute later to the door
marked PRIVATE, and tapped. =

“(Come in !” snapped the Torm-mistress, follow-
ing this with a contumelious look for the girl
who entered. .

“Miss Kitten—" ;

“What do you want? Haven't I said—ta hed 7"

“Yes; but first, if I may, please, I’d like to
thank vou for having let us go to the Headland,
after all.” ¥ 4

Pam meant this, in all sincerity. She had
determined, an hour ago and more, that it was
“up to her” to express appreciation, and if this
fresulted in a happier state of things between the
TForm and its mistress—so much the better.  «

“All the girls, Miss Kitten, are grateful—-"

“They should bel
deserve it! But .
Willoughby.” 5

“There's something else, Miss Kitten—"

“Well 27 . i

“I'm sorry to have to do a thing I have never
done before—a thing I hate doing—but I've no
longer any choice. Fay and Edna Denver——"

“T don’t want any potty tale-telling here”

“This, Miss Kitten, isn’t petty.”

“ Anyhow, don't come herc to show off your
authority, as I suppose you call it, as-captain!
You must understand, Pam Willoughby, that I,
as a mistress, $egard all this captaincy business

, as so much nonsense.” T

“¢The Torm doesn’t, Miss Kitten. Tt looks to
the captain 2 2 p: :
“And I look {o the captain to obey me, like

5

there—go * to bed, Pam

any other scholar—
1 want to ohoy— '
There was an interruption, a_tap-tap at the
door. . It opened, and—all unbidden—Iay and
Edna entered.
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TFar from looking taken aback by Pam's
prescnce, they gave “Just as we thought !"*
smiles,

Miss Kitten, as Pam noticed, hetrayed sudden
agitation. . .

4 And now, what do you two girls want?” she
quavered.

#Oh—we guessed that Pam Willoughby was
here,” Fay airily answered. So we thought we'd
come along—" *

4T hear what she has to say about us,” Edna
laughed. -~

“Put T have been saying,” the Form-mistress

exclaimed, uneasily, “I do mnot wish to be
bothered with——"
T Mies Kitten, I'm afraid you will have io be,”
Pam insisted. “If T were making a complaint,
when it could have been avoided, I’'d never be
able to look the Form in the face again. But for
a long time now, these two girls—"

“Tor,a long time,” Fay struck in, “the cap-
tain has had her knife into us!”

“That isn’t so,” Pam protested. "**The whole
Torm knows that you have been spared a hundred
times over because lo report you would most
likely mean getting you expelled. You have
taken advantage of what we all know in the
Form—that Miss Somerfield was ver reluctant
to have you back this term. You've both traded
on the desire to give you a chance——"

“s all this necessary?” Miss Kitten struck in

bleakly.
“Yes, it is—to convinco you!” Pam said
fiercely, ““that there has been mo wanting to geb

them into any row. But while things are being
made so strict and difficult and unfair for the
TForm as a whole, 1 don’t see why these two girls
should do as they like, not caring what disgrace
they, bring upon the school.” o

« Just because uncle let us take a couple of his
cigaretics ab the hotel!” Tay sneered. ‘ Miss
Kitten, we weren't with the rest of the Form at
the hotel! We were with uncle and auntie !

The Form-mistress snatched at this as a chance
to crush Pam.

«Then 1 don’t see, Pam Willoughby, that it had
anything to do with you—""

“Hadn't it?” Pam caught her up spiritedly.
“Didn’t Fay and Kdna go with the Form?
Weren't they there, like the rest of us, as guests
of Mrs. Barton? I say nothing abouf gheir rude-
ness to Betty’s mother, but if i‘ay and Tdna are
to go unpunished for smoking whilst at the Head-
land, then I know what will happen. In the end,
the headmistress will never allow any eof us to

go when we have relations there. The whole
Torm will suffer, and—" ;

“You Thave said quite enough, Pam
Willoughby | Now—go !

And still:she refused to turn away to the door.

“Tt is o shame, Miss Kitten,” she said hotly,
“that I have had to say so much. As a mistress

‘you might have been expected to see all that—

instead of shielding these two 'as you are doing.”
“Tow dare vou !” Miss Kitten quivered. “If
I have much more of your impudence—" g
T am not impudent ! There has been a lot to
put up with to-day. . You let us have the treat
after all, and for that T thanked you, meaning
it; but, even now, Miss Kitten, you scem to be
against me. and against all other girls who only
want Morcove to be what it always has been. ™’
“T')] not listen to you !” Miss Kitten suddenly
raged out. ‘“¥ou, to como here with a trumpery,
spiteful complaint against these two girls—"
«“Neither ,trumpery nex spiteful.” Pam dis-
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sented, strenuously.  “And you are siding with
them—showing an unfair leniency to them, when
all day you have been nagging the life out of
" the vest of us, taking away our privileges—->

“Where’s that cane!” Miss Kitten fumed
wildly. . *“I left it downstairs in the class-room
.or you should feel it across your shoulders, girl!
You, with your high-and-mighty notions!”

“Swanlake I” tittered Edna. “And pow you
know, Miss Kitten, what she is, to put up with !
There was nothing, surely, in our whi ng at
cigarettes which uncle himself had given us? 1f
we did wrong, we're sorry—there! But—-"

“You smoked in the bus, coming back,” Pam
said calmly. “You've cigavettes on you now I -

“That's a lie, Pam Willoughby1”

“I could produce more than a dozen girls to
bear witness. You, Fay, had your own cigarette-
case, full, in the bus coming back. They are the
girls to whom you were showing off. You thought
I'd decide not to report it, but the time has come
for me to think of the good name of the school.”

“Very well, then, do that,” Miss Kitten smiled
acidly.  “And try, Pam Willoughby, not to think
quite so much of yourself !

Then Fay and Edna gave peals of laughter.

“Go along, Pam Willoughby,” the Form-
mistress smiled sourly,

“Then—does_that mean that you—"

“It means that I have nothing more to say.”

Pam, having recoiled a little, advanced again.
Bhe looked hard at Fay and Edna, who were
shaking with silent laughter and then faced the
Form-mistress. ;

“'T'here is something—some reason for this!”
Pam said very quietly. “That you can overlook
what these girls do, and that they can stand there
—knowing they are safe from punishment ! Yes,
now 1 understand why they boasted that they
didn’t care what 1 might do! There is—
favouritism 1 |

“Miss Kitten !” the sisters protested furiously.
“Are you going to take that—-"

“It’s obvious to me now!” Pam rushed on,
whilst the Form-mistress seemed to gather herself
for a spring at her. “You only let the Form go
to the hotel—to please these two girls! So the
Form would have been denied the treat, after
all, only—for some reason or other— "

Miss Kitten made her spring—a tigress-like one
—and Pam was in her grasp. With Fay and
Edna stepping back to keep clear, there was a
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sudden furious scuffle, the Form-mistress trying
to bundle Pam to the'door and so cut of the
room. - :

But Pam struggled. Her athleticism made her
very adroit, and she slipped free, and then, stand-
ing away from Miss Kitten, she drew herself
up. One steadying breath she had to draw, and
then the girl’s voice came again:

" Now 1 say to your face, Miss Kitten—you are
unfit © be a misiress! Don’t touch me again |”

“Not touch you!” panted fhe Form-mistress.
“If I had that cane—get out of here—get out !”
she hissed, making another rush to seize Pam.

The latter was walking to the door. Fay sud-
denly advanced and pushed her back—right into
Miss Kitten's arms. .

Then there was another tussle, and it seemed
as il Pam’s lovely party frock was being torn
from her figure in"the wild set-to. A pearl neck-
lace—one that she only wore on special oecasions,
for they were precious pearls—broke and fell to
the carpet. .

1f all this pleased the demon that possessed Miss
Kitten at times, it also delighted Fay and Edna.
At the same time, they began to think the violence
would go too far. One of them stepped guickly
to the doo¥, to open it, hoping that Miss Kitten
would then thrust Pam forth into_the passage.

Next moment, however, the door was %Jeu;g
hurriedly closed again. Fay turned round, voic
ing a scared :

“Miss Kitten! Stop! Someone outside 1"

IT was Polly Linton outside the room, wishing
now that she had rushed in when there was

" a chance to do so.

The door was being held fast against her: In
vain she kept the knob twisted round and pushed
with all her might. Someone—she believed it was
Fay Denver—aiter clapping shut the door, had
wedged a foot against 1f.

Then what was one to do—summon others to
the scene? That tell-tale commotion which had
been audible when, a fow moments ago, one came
wlong the passage—it had meant a scene of
violence ‘in' the room! And Pam ' was there—
Pam !

Suddenly the door was whipped open, and
Polly would have rushed in at last, but Pam came
out quickly. Fay could be seen grinning in the
doorway. .

Pam’s lovely face was deathly pale. One sleeve
of her pretty frock was torn; it would never be
fit to be worn again. In one hand she clutched
something—why, it was her pearl necklace, no
longer about her neck, but broken.

“Pam !” gasped Polly. “Ob, what's happened ?
I came down, feeling that T must! I felt that you
might need me | -

Slam ! The door closed, shutting them off from
those who were in the room. .

“But this is awful, Pam!” Polly gesped on.
“What’s happened

“Nothing, Polly—nothing.”

“But, look at you I”

“Yes, well, never mind, to-night, anyhow,”
Pam said, breathlessly, “Come away, Polly !

The madcap, however, her hands clenched,
could only go a few steps along the passage with
the captain, and then she had to stop. She was
much the more wrought-up of the two.

¥Do wo strike, tﬁen, Pam—do we strike?”
was the panted question,

And Pam answered, and answered quietly ¢

“We strike!”

(END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.)

YOU R
alw
lighted
from yq
ever yo
write.
dress is
Schoo
Own,’
Fleetwa
Farring
London,
A stam)
dressed
must be
for a r
po



