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The First of an Enthralling New Term Series, Starring All
Your Favourites of Morcove Scliool

CHAPTER T.
Won't It Be Fun!

LU ERE, Polly, T want youl I want you at
once " .
“One thing at a time, Betty—please !I”

‘And Polly Linton, the madeap of Study 12 at
Morcove School, went on dealing with a certain
co-tenant of that miscalled Abode of Harmony
who rejoiced in the name of Naomer Nakara.

“There!” said Polly, relinguishing a much-
rumpled and still cheeky Naomer, after some
make-believe severity. “That'll teach you not to
throw MY luggage all over the room!”

Polly’s luggage—or a good deal of it—was
there, along with that of her study mates, because
this was reopening day at the famous school and
there had not been time yet _for a proper
disposal of belongings.

“You want me, Betty 1"

“Qhe can have you!” sauced Morcove's royal
scholar from a certain desert kingdom in North
Africa, * Bekas ”

“Kid!” And Polly’s inimical
look- caused Naomer to dodge

By Marjorie Stanton

some great news, Polly! But I'll tell you as wo
go along to the station.”

“The where! Then I know,” said the madcap
prompt{y. “A new girl, and you've got to meet

er—

“Wrong!” And_Betty laughed again., She,
the captain of the Form, was in a great state of
elation. “I want to get hold of Ethel Court-

way—-"

‘yBuf: I heard someone say just mnow, Betiy,
that Ethel isn't here yet?"”

“That, Polly, is why I'm off to the station!”

“0Oh, I get you now!”

“She’s bound to come in by the next train,”
was the Form captain’s confident belief, whilst
stepping briskly with Polly up the long corridor

of studies, ‘“And so we can get a talk with her
on the way back. Once she is in school,
Polly—"

“Oh, you'll not get near her then,” the madcap
nodded.” ““Morcove's head girl—and all behind
the rest of us.in getting back to-day. I do

wonder at Ethel 1" jested Polly.
“Now if I were head girl—""

aside. “You know what I said “ How would you like to be?”
about this new term! Another She Came f? Morcove chuckled Beﬁty.y i
woud “fm jou wwhr in Another's Name— . hren 1o s Xd lle o
i ;
“0Oh, come along!” laughed and None Gue sed grimly spoken answer. * Much
S

Betty Barton,

impatient for
Polly’s

attention. ““Just had

Her Guilt

too much to do for my liking.”
“Ithel, as head girl, is going
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to bo frightfully busy this term, Polly—from what
I've ij]ust been told by the Head, 8o am I So,
for that maiter, are you |7 :

“I am—1197? “ 7

“And all the rest of the Form 1»

“What on earth do you mean, Betty?” Polly
asked, ' “This is the summer term, I hope they
are ‘remembering 1’

“Youwll get your temnis and ericket, right

enough,” the ca tain hastened to relieve the
madcap’s pretended dismay. ‘“And on top of all
that—oh, Polly, it’s going to be grand for ust

It's‘ﬁoing.to be—fun !
“What is¥’—eagerly.. - é
But Betty’s joyous 'explanation had to be de-
ferred for a minute or two. On the way down-
stairs thero were far too many encountérs with
Form-mates—many of them boon. companions of
Betty and I—‘qlly—wlth whom remarks had fo be
lc;xcl!:a}'lged with all the vivaeity of "first day
ack.

It was the same out-of-doors, on the wway down
the gravelled drive that ran between the two
plnjmg fields. Girls everywhere! And for Betty
and Polly to be glimpsed, meant many a scam-
pering up for a bit of chatter.

So the captain and her best-of-chums, when at’

last they were clear of the school gateway, had
none too much time in hand for the mile walk to
orcove Road railway station.

“Now I can go'into things a bit, Poll ," was
Betty’'s gratified  outburst. as t}’my gxarched
together. ““Next month, the town is to have &
very big day of its own. Barncombe is colebrat-
ing its ghm}er, gr:mtl-id exaet‘ly\z;.f thousand years
ago, and, of course, they want Morcove t it;
bit.  Lord- and s Bens
B Pelly oxploded

ut,”” Polly. exploded,
Betty 1 ~How perfectly . ripping | Sort of
pageant—is that i7" EPE. . L=

A nod from Betty, and the madeap’s bonny
face expressed the ecstasy duo to thoughts of
dr‘v;ssmg-u b, play-acting | =~ . :

Yes, the ceremony will,' in a way, form part
of the Silver Jubilee celebrations.”

“Wheopee't”? exulted Polly. *That js? And no
wonder you gaid—an exciting, time for us 1”

“I-think: I said~-more of & busy time 7" Betty
!aughmglyf-;correctefi. “Oh, but it will ‘be excié-
g, of course| Miss Somerfield has heen saying;
as taptain; Z\f must work in touch with Ethel
Courtway. The idea is to let Ethel take charge
g_enera]lg; Lwon’t say “boss-the whole show,” for
you can’t imagine Kthel being hossy—? - L

‘.‘IEéth’ér‘a tr‘i 'pe'i:;A v:}elaﬂ know that,”

ally commented, ¢ An, see exactly how it will
Egtwol;l{l?d;_slﬂetqy. ‘lYou'll ba:answ'e:;b!e to -her,

-really she Is always so sporting, so easy -to
get on with, not the slightest diffioul 4
IEeNtty EYI]"JI?k'her -hhead.g v ¥ en
0. Just have to see her now and &
that’s all. But I do want to e
in by this' train, for a first
on, “8he, of course, doesn’t know yet. Well;
she’ll hire a car to the school, and we can ride,
with her—she won’t mind that. And so we can

“how simply thrilling,

Polly.

tall,” Betty rattled

get a uscful chat before she gefs indoors, to havi

80 many other things to attend to.” -

Polly nodded, stepping along more jauntily .

than ever. L :

“Pity Lthel is arriving late, with this big affair
on_hand,” Betty resumed, = *For, ming you,
Polly, although it's not until next month, thére's
not an hour to lose 1 | :

“Gosh, no! Thing to do, get some idea bang
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other Forms.

: unthinkable—to
Lady Lundy are. lending Barn.-

3 .“Her  people are abroad, we know, I
see her when she gets .

Fuery Tuesday -,

away as to what our
to b’ i

“Look here, Polly, I've hoen thinking; as the
town’s hig day dexls with the start of Barncombe,
80 to speal, as a town, how about eur Form doing
something that deals with the founding of Mor-
cove School 17 ;

Polly was all delight again, -

“But that’s the very thing, Detty! We could
do a_scene—" ; AN

“You mean, Polly, you could! Start with your-
self—you’re the Form’s playwright o b

“I’'m what?  But I'll knock up something—
’course I will,”. promised the madecap, with
youthful contempt for the pitfalls of authership.
“That can be done in next to no time!”

“Yes, it’s the rehearsals that come afterwards
which run away with the days and weels,” Dotty'

rimaced.  “We know something about that,

on’t we? 8o, then, shall I put that idea to
Ethel~get her to 0.K. it bang away, as soon as
she turns up?” -

“You do that, Betty, and we'll be one up on.
any of the other Forms.” This was an aspect of
the -matter which obviously -afforded Poily tre-:
mendous delight, fully shared by -Betty.

Nothing, indeed, was likely to give their Form,
—THE Form, in their estimation—greater
enthusiasm for the project, at the very start, than
to know that that start had been ‘gained over

part—the Form’s part '—is

Particulaz‘tg the Fifth!
There was a rivalry between the Forms, as
healthy and friendly as it was traditional. That
the Fifth could ever hope to excel THE Form,
over which .Bcttiv5 hadthe captainey, was almost
etty & Co,, at_any rate:
Betty’s: Form was the Form rich. in talent.,
Many a school eoncert had evidenced this. Madgo
Minden, the best pianiste in the whole schoo) L
Tess Trelawney, e born artist—a marvel at
scene’ paintingd Tall Pam Willoughby, whose
home was stately Swanlake—a genius for devis-
ing stage costumes! And last, but by no means
least of all—Polly Linton, combining authorship
wlith a genius for taking funny parts in her own
ays ! - "
i)'.'.l‘hn fittle wayside railway station had been
véry liusy since midday, owing to the return of
scores of girls by train, But it was in a_tran-
quil state when f}etty and Polly got to it, a fow,.
minutes later, ’ .

o or thres taxis were on hand, awaiting the,
drrival of the train mow due. Tf no fares wers
then picked up, the taxis would he off to Barn-
eombe town, not to come back again. There was
not another train until after six, and then it
would be only a “local ¥ from the town, unlikely
to have any ‘‘through » passengers for the school,

“Wondér where Ethel has been spending the
hols?” Betty murmured, sauntering fo and fro
with . Polly on. an otherwise lifeless platform.
. have an
idea that she was going to friends in North
Wales; and very likely- that is why she has not
got in. by the usual train. Diffieult connee-
tiong—" . ol .

"~ *“But here’s the train I Polly gaily interrupted,
looking towards an out-of-date locomotive thas
was fussily drawing only four equally ancient
carriages. ““All changel” she anticipated the
porter’s droning cry, ! C de, o

Quictly, except for a lively sizzling of the
engine’s ioaky 1pes, the train dame to_a stand-
still at the platform, and instantly the door of a
first-class coml;’aarament flew open, .

Betty and Polly flew towards it; then as sud-
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denly they cheoked—even took a few retiring
sieps. .
“The Denver sisters,” muttered Polly, with a
black look. *“Fay and Edna.”

“Yes.,” And Betty's face fell

When they had joyfully expected to see Mor-
cove's adored head girl alight from that compart-
ment—since no other carriage door had swung
open—it was a bit of a blow to.realise that, in-
stead of Ethel, two of the Form’s most disliked
girls were about to jump out. 5 :

First came Fay, the elder of the two_sisters,
casting away a halfsmoked “gasper” with
studied publicity. She was instantly joined on
the platform by Edna, whose showing-off disposi-
tion manifested itself in a loud comment:

“Vile train! And this vile place again, Fay!
Oh, but honoured !” Fay next moent sniggered,
taking notice of Betty and Polly. “The cap, to
meet us!t” -

It was like good-humoured Betty to_ approach
the objectionable pair, after all: iut Polly, her
mouth down at the corners, kept away,

" Hallo, you two,” the captain said, just to see
if a cordial start could not be made after the
holidays. ‘“Had & nice time?”

“We've had a foul journey, we know that,”
grumbled Fay. ‘““Tere, Eotterghurry up; we
want our tea! (et all the luggage out of the
van—"7 -

“And there are things on the hatracks,” Edna
lofiily remarked. She and Fay had not attempted
to handle anything themselves. -Much too grand!
“Morcove—dead-and-alive, as usual; rotten!”
was added fiercely.

Betty went back to Polly,
who was already going o
the platform,

“Sickener, this, Polly 1”

“Yes. But where 13
Ethel, then? Isn’t she
coming to-day 7"

“0Oh, must bet! Other-
wise  she would have let
them know at the school.
Those Denver sisters,
Polly; same as ever[”

The madcap’'s frowning
eves said:

“Don’t talk about them!”
She had seen how Betly’s
well - intentioned greeting
had been rebuffed. Now
the high-and-mighty pair
were Dbehaving most un-
civilly to the  taxi-driver
whom they were hiring.

“And what do we do
now?!” Betty ruefully
smiled. *They won’t want

to give us a lift!”

“Would we wish for one
—ifrom them?” said Polly,
far more outright in her dis-
like of the sisters. * Here,
let’s get a taxi for ourselves,
Betty. We've done enough
walking.”

“1 think so, too!”

But it was not simply for
the sake of saving their legs
that they taxi’d back to the
school. Betty and Polly were
all eagerness to join their
chums in a rush o the school
tables for tea.
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Always, on reopening day, girls swarmed to the
dining-room for tea. Then, for the rest of the
term, it was a case of tea in the various studies.
every afternoon.

Such a general sitting-down on the first day of
a new term was considered. to symbolise that all-
round friendliness ‘which Moréove encouraged. .

The team spirit! It was at its best -in DBetty’s
Form, over whom presided youthful Miss Mer-
rick, by far the most popular mistress in the
school. ~Leave out of account Fay and Edna, and
vou had a small host of girls whose zeal was for
the welfare of the Form,

THence the wild enthusiasm over what the cap-
tain was soon telling them, about a promised
share in all the exciternent and fun of Barn-
combe’s “Great Day.” e

Up from tea, the Form flocked away talking
about that and nothing else, :

Many a bit of unpacking was deferred; many
an appointment with matron was forgotten.

Lither sitting about in luggage-encumbered
studies, or sauntering in twos and threes over the
games-fields, girls gossiped joyously.

“We'll show the rest of the school—rather!
We'll show. those Fifthers!”

As for Betty, if she came down once from the
Form guarters, to inquire if Ethel had yet turned
up or had sent a telegram, she must have come
down a dozen times between hali-past four and
six-thirty. ]

The Form was as impatient as all this to “get
going,” and nothing could be decided unfil there
had %zeen a talk with the head girl

| Cowveindg
oFreC

A compartment door was flung open and Betty and Polly
found themselves face to face with Fay and Edna Denver.
But of Ethel Courtway, strange to say, there was no sign.
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Where was she, then? Why, just because there
was this special and urgent need of her, must
they be kept waiting until ‘she had come in by
the six-seventeen, and had had time to report to
the headmistress and see matron, and do lots of
things before being able to spare the “cap ” a
minute 7 .

But it was to he worse than that oven for the
Form, whose x'm;éatience was to be gauged by the
fuming state of Study 12. .

Back came Beity fo that study, a little before
seven, to say glumlys: .

*Coming to-merrow, I suppose.”

“Wha-a-at1"” yelled the study disgustedly.

“8he wasn’t on the six-seventeen, and Miss
Somerfield has given her up for the day. Vet
there’s been no telegram or message of any sort.”

“How strange "

“Yes, bai Jove—wather wemawkable, what?”
drawled Paula Crecl, putting away a pocket-comhb
and mirror, “I twust nobthing sewious has
occurred to Etghel.”

“0h, just as if,” Polly shrugged. “She's old
enough fo take care of herself, surely ! But what
it does mean—de 2 s 2 >

“Yes, sweendle!” shrilled Naomer, Bek.m!,
what ze diggings, I might have heen helping
Polly, by now, to write ze jolly old play or what-
ever eet is going tothe 1 .

“You help mel” the madeap was glowering
upon the imp, amidst a burst of laughter, when
the trim figure of Parlourmaid Ellen suddenly
ap‘peared in the doorway. . ;

*Please, miss, the headmistress said I was to
show you this.”

Gon P -

_ the others, as the flimsy changed hands,
it » i P .
“Ves,” nodded the captain, scanning the pen-
cilled lines, *And she says— But read for
-yourselves.” q 4

And next moment mumblings of renewed dis-
content. were audible, due to the disappointing
message. .

A telegram—* from Eithel, 'Betty?”‘clurnuu(z:eld
s

Handed in at Shrewston, siz-ten. Delayed.
. Qoming on in the morning.
Emner COURTWAY.

CHAPTER 2.
~ “Name Unknown

A GIRI, lying in bed in a fine house on the -
A outskirts of Shrewston, opened her eyes and |

beheld a room that was strange fo her,

But no wondering exclamation: “Why, what?
Where am 17" came from her parted lips. Only
o wrinkling of her fair forchead suggested that
that might be the puzzled state of her mind. This
must have beén the first coming-round after some
great shock whicli had taken serious effect upon
all her senses. . )

Very faintly, as if from weakness, she sighed
to_herseli—then let her eyes close again. -

Nor did she make the slightest movement, but
failed to give even a fresh quiver of her eyelids,
when someone came in, treading very softly.

An elderly lady it was who came to the bed-
side, obviously in great concern for the sufferer.

The windows of the room were oxien. letting in
a gentle, summer-time breeze which had picked up
all the fragrance of a sunny evening in tho
garden ; -the scent of the mown lawns and of
the flowers in their cared-for beds.

But the blinds had been drawn down to render
the room both cool and dim, and there on the
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bed, by a light as dim as this, the lady saW the
girl lying mute and still. 2

. “You poor dear,” murmured the lady, looking
inclined to ery. “What a cruel thing it is—"

The pitying words awakened no response from
the stricken girl. An awiul stillness was ended by,
a sound coming up from the lovely garden; the
smooth purr! of a first-rate mowing-machine,
going over onc of the emerald lawns,

“Ah, but I must stop that,” was the lady’s
immediate decision. “I must tell Hawker’; never
mind the grass at present. There musin't be a
sound.” :

As she glided away to the door, to give tho
order that would ensure complete silence, she
glanced back to the bed, and something in that
white, upturned face arrested her.

She turned back {o gaze down at it afrosh.

“Awfully like Agatha, in the looks! But I
imagine—a far better disposition, from what I
have found out about Agatha.”

Then this eclderly lady, whose own refined
features were in aceord with her gentle, compas-
sionate nature, passed from the room. With a
slight start of surprise, she found the ** Agatha ™
of whom she had been speaking, just then, hover-
ing above on the landing.

“What js it, Agatha?”

‘““N-n-nothing, Miss Rosely1”

“You look very jumpy.”

“I'm sure I'm not,” came from Agatha Drew,
Witlh" a shrug.  “Only—wondering about that

1ri.
gl “We may well do-that, of course, Agaiba. I%
is a mystery who she is.. Fancy our not having

_been”able to find out anythinlg about her, since she

was brought in.. You would have expected her
to have a handbag, or something in her pockets,
to help identification. But I.thought you seemed
to be—frightened ?” ; .
““Nothing of the sort, Miss Rosely; why should
I be?” the gentle voice was answered sullenly.
“Kr—is there any change in her?” e
“Nob that T can tell. But the doctor. will by
back any minute now. He is bringing a nurse, I
won’t have the poor girl taken to hospital. Our
hospital is crowded out, I know, and here I am
with this home of mine and all my means, I
regard it as a duty, Agatha.” y
here must have been a bad streak in Agatha
Drew’s nature, that she could freat this tender-
hearted remark with a faint smile.
“You won’t have me, though, Miss Rosely.”
““No, well—that is one of the disappointments
in life that might embitter one, Agatha, but I
refuse to let them do so. I know now that kind-
ness has been thrown away upon you. That will
never deter me from showing kindness to others.
But go down, now, please, and tell Hawker in
the garden to stop his mowing-machine.”
Agatha Drew received this request wiih the
half-impudent air of an employee who is think.
ing: “Shan’t have to take orders from you much
longer, anyhow!”
8he went downstairs and out to the spacious
garden, catching Hawker when. he +was doing
another run across a wide lawn with the machine.
“Here, you've got to stop that, Hawker,”
Agatha said curtly. “Too much row.” . °
*I'm sorry, miss. I hope the mistress isn't——"
“0Oh, YOU won’t be getting the sack!” Agaiha
laughed mirthlessly. . t i 5
Honest Hawker looked at her reprovingly: but;
it was not for him, he felt, to say what he thoughti
of the recent “sacking ”’ of this eighteen-year-old®
girl who, had she proved worthy, might have gone



" with scant feeling.

.

Twaﬁmca

on for many a day as the paid companion of
wealthy Miss Rosely.

“1 wish you'd tell
lady is now?" - E ;

“Bad,” was the pessimistic opinion, delivered
“My belief, it's more serious
than they imagine. Or she wouldn't be in that
state—just as i? there were concussion. Her mind
was a blank, when she did come round for a
minute or two, a. while ago.”

“Ave; b
that I could see,

me, miss, how the young

when you fetched me to her, just

-outside on the road.”

- fiercely.

“No. open wound, but that’s not everything.
She must have been rolled along by the car that
knocked her down—"" . o :

“T ~yish I knew its number!” Hawker said
“Coming at such & lick round that

corner of ours, .out there—as !they’re always

a-doing on! Miss—excuse me—" .
Agatha, haughtily sauntering away, looked
round.

“YWell 777—distantly. 2
“PDon’t you know who she is, yet 7™
“No.” S, oy & 4 3
“Well, now, that's a rum go, that is!”
Hawlker, rather than make a noise by trundling

the lawn-cutter to the tool-shed, picked up the:

machine to carry it there, whilst Agatha Drew
returned to-the house.
-Ascending a broad
family portraits, she sought the privacy of her
own room.
A beautiful room it was, ‘and she might have

_continued -to_enjoy it, as she might have con-
_‘ginued to enjoy all the refinement and lixury of

the wealthy home, only she had pot behaved her-
solf. There had been a mistress to serve whose
right-mindedness Agatha could not live up to.

She turned the key in the door. Why? And
why, again, was there such a guilty nervousness
in Agatha’s pulling open a top drawer of her
dressing-table, to take out something which had
lain hidden under odds and ends?

A girl’s handbag!

__$he opened it and began to examine the con-
tents—not for the first time, apparently, for some
of the objects it contained she could now ignore.
But there was some money, in curreney notes, and
“there was a railway ticket—or rather, a written
voucher for a through journey.

The writing, in ink, on the voucher, said:

“PBehathla to MORCOVE, via Shrewston and
Bristol—"

“ Behathla—some place in Wales, I suppose,”
‘Agatha said under her breath to herself. “‘Some
out-of-the-way place—must be. AU the better!”

She meant these words in relation to herself.
Nothing was to the good, ever, in the opinion of
Agatha Drew, unless it served IIER purpose.

And what a daring purpose was hers, at this
#ime. Already she was committed to it; had
burnt her boats. Had it been otherwise, no tele-
gram would have been sent off by her, little more
than an hour ago.

3 “Defayzt-!r——comjng on in the ﬁorning.;ETEEL

C'OTRTWAL.”

S 0 the tele%ram had said, which this girl and
not Ethel Courtway had handed in at Shrew-

ston post office, at six-ten -this evening. But

now—— 2 . E

© Why wait until the morning? )
That was the question which Agatha Drew had

ample reason for pondering, at this moment. At
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out there was no wound to t'*& head, miss,"

staircase hun_‘g- with old’
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any rate, get away from Shrewston—f{rom this
house—to-night! There was every -reason -for
doing so, none for staying -on—except that the
notice to leave had still a few days to run.,

From Ethel Courtway’s handbag, Agatha had
filehed out two or three cloak-room tickets, re-
lating to luggage handed in at Shrewston Central
Station. -Not for the first time, she nodded under-
standingly. L &

Ves, the theory she had formed; in regard to
the victim of the accident outside Miss Rosely’s
houge, a little after ten this morning, still held
good. - 4

A well-grown schoolgirl arrives at Shrewston
Central, with an hour or more to wait before
going on again. She deposits her luggage and
receives cloak-room tickets for the various articles,

_and then goes for a ramble round the town.

Shrewston is a picturesque, historic City; there
is much for a girl to see. The ancient eastle
is the attraction which brings her to: that - out-

‘lying part of the town where Miss Rosely has her

lovely home.

Suddenly, the sauntering girl is struck down
by a car, which fails to stop after the accident.
She is found by somebody, half a minute later,
who is just returning to Miss Rosely’s home.

Once again, all the agitating happenings of that

. fateful half-hour this morning repeated themselves

in the mind of Agatha Drew. o .

Tt was as if memory had filmed everything at
the time and were now projecting the motion
pioture upon the walls of her brain. .

She saw herself coming upon the lifeless-looking
figure on the quiet road-—just at the corner. She
saw herself suddenly checking in the instinctive
rushing away to %et aid, because the victim’s
handbag was lying beside her on the tarred road.

No handbag -there when at last Agatha Drew
I-la.cla lfei-.f.-,hed Hawker, the gardenei out to the
roa g %

“I'm under notice—don’t know what’s, going
1o become of me now. I could do with—monrey!”

So, at first, that had been this unprincipled girl’s
first intention—merely to purloin the bag, because
of the money it held. Easy to say afterwards that
she had seen no bag on the road.

But the state of the vietim, when carried into
the house, had been such as to keep her from
regaining consciousness.

A doctor, hastily summoned by telephone, had
diagnosed concussion. A very serious, complicated
case; a pure toss-up, he had seemed to think,
whether the poor girl would live or die. Could
her parents or any other relatives be fetched?

No! With a cunning smile, Agatha recalled
the utter dismay of those who had found it im-
possible to discover who the victim might be.

There was nothing upon her, at the time of the
accident, affording = the slightest clue-—so the
doctor had been informed. And Agatha herself,
with puirloined handbag even then stowed away in
her own dressing-table upstairs, had said nothing.

To retain the bag for the sake. of the money
alone—that had still been her only idea, during
the first few hours after the acoident. But, as the -
day wore on, more than one duty put upen her,
by Miss Rosely, had taken Agatha Drew to the
half-darkened room where the vietim lay.

Whether it had been at the first or second visit,
her agitated mind could not now clearly decide,
but suddenly she had been struck by the injured
girl’s likeness to herself, i 2 :

After that, she had never gone to the room with-
out being more and more impressed by the extra-
ordinary resernblance of looks And suddenly an
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inward voico
suggestion : .

“Supposing she never recovers!”

An educated girl—“ And so am 11 Then: “A
girl who is my-very double, in looks—and I've
got her handbag!” ~:

From this, how swifily there had heen a leap
of the mind te.-more alluring thoughts:

“Her luggage is at the station, and I can claim
it. They don’t know who she is, and perhaps the
only people to miss her will be those at her school,
And here am I, got to shift for myself in a few
days’ time.. Why shouldn’t I become—Ethel
Courtway 1> - :

The “film” which memory had made of this
fateful day in the life of Agatha Drew went on
projecting itself hefore her mind’s eye. She saw
herself: suddenly hurrying away to a post office,
to send off a telegram. . :

“Why not? Any rate, if I get found out after
a while—I'll have had my fling! But I know,
by letters in her handbag, I stand a chanco———>

Suddenly the bed-room door was tapped softly.

-“Miss: Rosely ‘wants you, miss.” :

‘“Oh, all right 1**. g 1

Doubtless the maid who had heen seni upstairs
with the message was not -surprised at Agatha’s
failure to come from the Toom at once. Ever since
she.was. put under notice, Agatha had boen in a
flouting mood. ; . : ,aty

But there was guilty ne¥vousness, riow, as well
as an inclination to be impudent, to Keop Agatha
hanging aboyt ‘in: her bed-réom. She stood n
front "of“her 'dressing-table mirror—after putting
away- the stelen Handbag—tying to rid her face
of its “jumpy 7 expression. = - ¢

had seemed to  whisper the

At lasi'shio wérit ‘downstairs, to find Miss Rosely

alon# i thie lovely drawing-room. ;
“Well, Agatha, this is a-very, vory serious busi-
nessy:the .doctor says. Iar,more serious than he
ab firsh thought: But ho has found mo a nurse
“Oh, that’sgoed 1” = | - gl ¥ i
“Yes, and betweent us 811, let us ho o
“But don’t count upon me, Miss Rosely ™
“ Agatha {? - P $ Ly
“Fye made up my mind ‘to leave—""
“How do you mean, Agatha? Before your

.

time " :

“Yes—this evening,” with a growing impudence
dictated by ' the rashness of her intention,
“Now 1**

Miss Rosely got up, dignified, calmly scornful.

“You will not seo your time out, A%atha Drew,
although it means leaving me when 1 am placed
like this®'* -

“That’s right.” .

“And you are not ashamed?”

“No, why should I be? ~ You needn’t have
saddled yourself with the girl. She. could have
been taken to hospital.”

“I have said, Agatha—"

““Oh, all right, Aud I’ve said that I don’t feel
like staying en, just to be fagged about more than
ever because of your silly fancy for turning the
place into a hospital.” -

“Girl, you have grieved me cnough; say no
more, but since you want to go—GO!” exclaimed
Miss Rosely, pointing to the door. “But yon will
pleaia leave word where you can be got at, in case

“Oh, I'm not going to leave any address. I
shan’t be troubling you for a reference, so why
should you ever——"’

“The police, Agatha, may require you as a wit-
ness.”  If “that paor girl dies—" ".-
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JI—I tell you, I'm gomi!”

“the caso this morning?

‘the race should come off.

Every Tuesday

“I've my living to- get,” Agatha flared out,
furning away to the door. “It’s all very well for
ou, with all your money, to talk like that, But

And in less than an hour she was out of that
house, and out of the town itself—* Ethel Court-
way,” duc to turn up at Morcove School
tomorrow | 1

CHAPTER 3.

: ‘'She's Here | :
¢ JT is half-past three, girls. So—pens -down.”
“TLoud cheers!” whispered madeap Polly
Linton, casting down her own pen and as

the same time slapping shut a classroom primer.
“Beest !” to atiract the attention of nearby Betty.
“You won’t wait until after tea, will you, Betty 7’2

Y Polly Linton, you are talkingi® -

Most  indignantly Polly looked towards her
mildly repreving Form-mistress. ‘To call that
talking—the idea! iy . "

“Books away, girls,” Miss Merrick next com-
manded, with an even greater mildness now that
classes were over for the day. “And when I say:
dismiss—can we have alittle less noise than was
Thank you! Dis—v
Naomer, go back 1

“““What ze diggings, bekag—?"

“Ha, ha, hal” = .

“ Sweendle,” mumbled the dusky one, realising
that she was hob to be first out of the class-room
after all, bus must start, so to speak, at scratch.

¥ a very menacing lodk, however, she warned

y a X
_"Paulg Treel, for one, not 10 get in her way when

“Quietly, now—and remember, girls, prep mitsh
not be left until the morning.  Dis-miss!1”

The Form-mistress, fond of her charges as. che
was, felt quite pleased with the rapid éxodus
which took place. Seldom had they gone out with
so little comimotion.” AL b
-True, an all the ‘greater hubbub ‘seemed t6 be
starting, now that the'girls were past the doorway.
But it was Mies Merrick’s habit to dfaw a sharp
-distiniotion” between ‘disorder ‘in "ths classréom and
disturbances elsewhere. . L
. Besides, she knew that the last hour in school,
this afternoon, had been a trying one for the
Form, The head girl was back—had arrived in
a taxi from the station at half-past two, to the
great disturbance of mind of all the juniors, -
There had been, first, a good deal of peeping ous
of window to put down, and then a gicat amouns
of excitable whispering.
- Free at last, the Form mobbed around its cap-
tain in the front hall, instead of being off out to
games instantly. Betty, without the slightest in-
tention of being dilatory, found herself being
urged on by more than a score of schoolmates,

“Get after her -now, Betty!” ¢

“Yes, Betty, go on " ;

e Bokag—’ ; ’

*8he’s had an hour, to get seitled in, Betty !
And so—" ’ )

““Oh, anyway, she won’t mind your looking her
up, Beityl ou know—-

“Buch a sport, Kthel is!”

“Yes, wather, bai Jovel
s, Beity—look sharp; o

0, Betty—look sharp; hurry up—

“Yes, queek, queek1” : )

“I'm going,” Betty langhingly attempted to

uell all the clamour.” “So you needn’t makoe all
this row, girls. DTl find you on the field, pres
sently———%

A weal wipper,
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“ But, Betty—" .

“Here, buzz off,” she good-humouredly re-
quested, finding half the Form starting to swarm
after her. “Polly—Pam—take ’em ouf to the
field, do!”

“Clome on, then, all!” cried the madcap, whip-
ping aboui to head a prancing dash for the open
air. “Hooray! Somebody bowl for me!”

Cricket was in high favour during the summer
term at Morcove, and there were batting nefs in
one or iwo corners of the games field. Polly’s
hoisterous crv hinted that she did not expect to
have much time for batting practice after to-day.
The “0O:K.” from Ethel Courtway—and that was
likely to be obtained within the next ten minutes—
and then, what a lot there would be to do!

All the seniors’ studies were on the first floor
of the vast schoolhouse, and Ethel Courtway, as
head girl, deservedly occupied one of the very

\
)
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“Well, Ethel, if you don’t mind, I would like
to have just a word with you about the Barn-
combe Festival business? Of course, vou've seen
Miss Somerfield, and she must have told you—-"

“Oh, yes! Yes, she did say! Er— I you
could come back later, though—"

“But can't you make it just a minute now,
Ethel?” pleaded Betty, think‘mg of the Form's
feverish Eesiro to go ahead. “The girls are
frightfully keen, and we've decided what we'd
like to do. All we need is to get you to——"

“¥es, I know, but—— II'm!” the elder firl
coughed. “My getting my feet wet in the hols—
up in Wales, vou know—must have affected my
voice. It hasn't been the same ever since.” ..

“Why, Ethel, I thought it sounded different,”
Betty exclaimed, and advanced a step or two out
of concern; but the “senior ” moved round to
the other side of the table. A chill?”

H"ﬂ"g]lnm i 7
"L
I 'él:u*' i ‘ o

 From Ethel, Betty ? ' clamoured the chums, as the parlourmaid handed the tele-

gram to the captain.
to know why the Head Girl had

best. It even had a mahogany door, like the
‘headmistress’ !

Betty, however, arriving at that door, was nob
seized with awe. - Too often had she tapped, like
this—Ethel responding with a genial: *“Come
in!"—to be at all nervous now.

“(ome inl”

Hallo, what had happened to Ithel’s voice
dur]ing he hols? It sounded deeper, almost
husky.

In went Betty, to have only a back view of the
study’s occupant, for the senior girl was at the
window, looking. out to the playing fields.

“*Afternoon, RBthel; so glad you're back af
last—we all arel”

The girl who had sent off that telegram from
Shrewston yesterday faced round. The strong
light was behind her.

“¥allo?" she said, forcing a smile. For Betty’s
words and manner had made it clear that a cordial
i?("—i"t'ﬁ“g was expected.” *“What can I do for you,
cid 2 v

 Tell us—what does she say ? '’

All were as eager as Betty
not yet returned to Morcove.

“Oh, ‘it was nothing ! I'm all right I
“You- don't look—quite yourself, Ethelt T
say, how rotten if you are gomf to be—"

“0Oh, don’t you bother yourself about me, kid,”
came with a’ testiness that took Betty aback.
“I'm tired, that’s all—the journey was terribly
trying. Missed a connection.yesterday, and found
I couldn’t get through in the day. Had to stay
the night at Bristol. You must dook back later.”

“I'm sorry, Ethel. But perhaps—after a cup
of ten,” Betty was going to say, when the door
towards which she was retiring opened to let in
several seniors, just out of class, Gaily they
offered chummy greetings.

“ Back, then, Kihel! %—Ia]lo, Eth, how are you?
Slacker, taking an extra day,” was one playful
accusation. “My word, thoug! >

And Betty, unable to get past, saw how agape
several of these seniors had become at sight of the
head girl's face,

“The hols haven’t done you much good, Ethel!
What have you been doing up there in Wales?”
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“ Oh—only getting losk on a mountain, ene day,
and then having to Hounder = across Eogphag
ground,” was the feebly laughed answer. Er—
d’you all mind callin gac[:'.’ I—J——

. “Why, busy with elty- here 7’ inferred quite
‘the jolliest of the visitors, “*‘The play’s the
thing *—is that it 7 Ha, ha, ha 1? ki

“No, I'm going,” Betty said hastily,

Way was being made for her at the door. As
she passed to it, she cast a last glance of coneern
ab the senior whom she had hoped to consult. It
would not be Ethel Courtway, Befty felt, not to
give her at least a parting nod and smile of
affection. .

But—how strange! No such display of the old

. good fellowship was made, Instead, Betty had to
Dass out, unglanced at again. Of course, all those
other seniors had butted in—and they were somo
of thie head girl's intimates, - Vet Ethel was not
rushing into talk with them. No mistake, she
was, “hot and bothered "—wishing even her best
friends out of the way ! . P

What did it mean? Was it only the after

effects of a chill, taken during the hols? Or had -

Ethel,” even though’ she' WAS- the head girl, come
in for a blowing up from the headmistress for not
getting back yesterday? If the latter, then it was
no wonder Kihel was fecling a bit upset ab
present. . She had alwaysstoed so well with Miss
Bomerfield, ’ <

. Such a possibility as this almost induced Betty
to hang about and go back before many minutes
were sped.. She loved Kthel Courtway—as how
many other girls did! ' .

To feel that theie was a row on, and Ethel, of
all girls, in disgrace—it. was enough to make one
want to run back to her. . i

“But, no, I'd hettér “not,” Betty “roluctantly
decided, and let.a very dawdling step take her
to where' sha would find her Form-mates. “In
fact, I almost think I had'better leave everything
until the morning, Dash, the girls won’t like 16
when I tell them—— Oh, houn ary "

She had run clear of the .porch just in time to
seo Polly make a hit that, but for the nets round
the cricket pitch, would have been a **four”

ut the madeap was to show no. more of her
rowess With tho willow.
or anyone else to snateh up, and came’ atloping
across the grass to meet the captain. 051&!‘5 fol-
lowed, -and from various parts of the felds came
still more juniors, full pelt. . ’

At first' Betty -could not be heard for all the
elamour to be told ; then disappointed mumblings
and mock-groanings became the accompaniment
to her disappointing remarks, %

. Sickener, this|” . ’
- *“¥es, rotten |

* as, after -

sweendla [
; N«'}omcr’s'p&yticular disappointment demanded
an. instant adjournment for tea—in Study 12,
She ucrg'.umlg felt better after a liberal raid on
the varied fare—cake and tinned sardines; anid
Jam sandwich and Swiss-roll—which the corner
cupboard yielded up. ! )

The spirits of other ﬁirls also revived, and out
of its old love for Bthel Courtway the “chum-
mery ” felt far more sorry for her than for itself,
. All the same, as soon as tea was over, Polly
jumped “up to” go away and find thas old type-
writer which she was accustomed- to borrow” for
literary work. e

waiting  since yesterday—

She came noisily stamping haek with it—some

forty pounds of complicated machinery—and
whacked it down upon a table from which the
tea-things had been whipped away.
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Away she cast the.hat, -

- kids » ;iresented no danger at all,
ght,

Every Titesday

“And now, some of you, clear out—allesz,
pronto 1” she requested grimly. “With the Form
waiting for me, I can’t wait for Bthel,”

This brought o troubled look to Betty’s face.
She did not like the idea of Polly slaving away
upon an idea that had not yet been submitted,
let alone officially approved.

. “Look here, then, Polly dear,
and_find- Ethel again 7" ;

“No !” ‘shouted the madeap, alrcady reeling, a
sheet of paper between the rollers. “Don't
bother her. 'Ifll be 0.K. Has she ever heen so
unsporting as to put us about 7” )

Clack, clack, clack ] the keys started iheir hom-
bardment, with impatient Polly muttering
“Hang1” and “Dash1” as she found she was
typing this for her title: :

TThe fOoundink OFF Mowgove Skschool?!

Then suddenly the door opened, and there was
thﬁ ]\rery girl whom Morcove knew as its head
scholar,

shall T go along

CHAPTER 4,
No Going Back .
¢ N\H, Ethel!” B
“Bai Jove—wealeome, Ethel; come in,
- yes; wather!” . i
“ Bekas—zis chair 1”” shrilled Naomer. “And I
will geb you something, queek, from o, corner
cupboard; something to  ecure your veice—my
patent] Lemon juice and sugar, and-—7" N
“Oh, don’t you girls worry about my voice !”
laughed the girl who was posing- as Ethel Court.
way; bub sge passed fingers about her - throat,
implying . that it was still -a- little inflamed,
“Glad to seo you all again 1
“Thanks, Ethell  Another term! Going to-Te
a Fmd un, tool” Polly heartily predicted=
‘Bekas—Ethel, hi!" What about - ze grand
special jujubilee in Barncombel Well, . Naomer
stamped, as some . laughter went up, “you know
what I mean1” o T ;
. “Yes, I know what she means,” the unsuspected
impostor nodded and smiled to Betty and others,
“ fnd I thought I'd just look -along to say ;- you
kids do just whatever you like about your Form's
part in the great day.” e 5 :
““Hooray |” the chums cheered. . *That’s; like
you, Ethj“t-hanksl You're the one, Eth{”® -
“But whilst: you're here, Ethel,” the captain
pursued blithely,
explain. Our idea is for Polly to write something
for us ‘that we can perform on the day. ‘The
Founding of Morcove Schaol *—» :
“Ina cou?le of scenes, with songs and dances
all complete,” Bunny. Trevor josted, * Absolutel
true to history, of course; but plenty of Polly’s
comic stuff |” .
i Yes, belkas, zat is where T shall come in!”
“Ha, ha, ha1” p
“I sce,” the impostor nodded and smiled again,
feeling still more at ease. 5 .
After a first and successful mingling with the
very friends of that senior whom she was per-
sonating, it seemed to her that these “mere

“Rj

o 3

then;  you just carr
she threw “out ‘with studied amiability,
“By the way— .
“Yes, Ethel #» :

“Er—you’ll have to have a whip round in the

Form, for expenses, won't you? Costumes, and so..

on??”I think I’ ought to be treasurer—don’t
you?
A sudden silence;

1 a lack of response, due fo
vast surprise !

“It won't take a moment to

on on thosa“

o
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“If you, Betty ”—for the impostor knew the
captain’s name by now—“if you do_the collect-
ing, and let me have the cash, then I can do ‘all
the settling up afterwards.” .

A Lknitting of PBetty's brows evidenced an
inclination to demur.”- ~ - . ot N

“How do you mean, Ethel? Not pay for
materials at the time, but get credit at the
shops 7™ 245 P e »

“1 think so—yes; much the better plan!”

“But we've never——" .

“No, but I think, in this case, we will. Any-
how,” the impostor added, feeling emboldened to
air an_ authority which she imagined Ethel to
‘have wielded, ““that’s what I would like, and my
word goes. Understand 77 .

They looked at one another. No, they’ didn't
quite understand this changed attitude! Nor did
they like it. .

“Buat, Fthel—" 3

“0Oh, I can’t argue,” Betty was cut short; and
next moment ‘Ethel Courtway *’ was gone, draw-
ing the door'shut behind her. ;

The captain turned round, her lips making a
round O of mute amazement, .

As for Polly, she very expressively treated the
battered typewriter to a shove that sent it almost
off the table. She got up.

“Well, I’m—-hrm%edl- I can write the play;
vou, Betty, can collect the money; we can just
carry on—with all that it means we'll have to
do!  As for Kthel, so long as she is ‘hon.

LT

“Oh, but she’s not herself to-day, girls—can’t
be,” Betty deplored. “I told you.”

“Ido think she might have asked for a few
details whilst she was here,” Judy Cardew mur-
mured. “Just to show friendly interest.”

* Polly returned to the table and thumped the

typewriter into position' again. She sat down.

. “You'd better go collecting, Botty,” she said

ironically. **As for me—""

And her fingers dropped over the keyboard once
more. Clack, olack, clack; dub, eclack—ting !
crash ! the carriage went back. Clack, clack, dul
thump, bang! A A

“(ood gwacious, Polly deah!” the languid one
of the chummery was moved to exclaim. . .

. “It’s how I feelI” said Polly. “So clear out,
all of you!”

Betty, in any case, would have gone away now.
As captain, she was supposed to enjoy tﬁe ex-
clusive use of a small study, just round the
corner. But that was an innovation of last term
which she had never really liked: She was more
often in Study 12 than in her own sanctum,

Only when she had need to put on her thinking
cap did she seek the supposed dignity of that
private room. .

For a long while she was all by herself in
there, deep in thought. But the batter-batter of
the typewriter was going on all the while. in
Study 12, telling her how given up was Polly to
. the fury of composition, g g

This_fine, sunny. evening out of doors! And
sipposing, after all—supposing Ethel *downed ”
the whole thing, after Polly had gone to the
trouble of writing it? Not to want to be
“bossed ” by the head girl was one thing; not
to be sure of her knowing exactly what they were
to be at—that was another matter altogether,

Lap, tap,  clack—tap, tap!  Batter, batier—
thud,—ting—erash! Tap, tap, TAP!

* Suddenly Betty hitched back her chair and rose.
She went from her own little study to do a
determined scamper up the corridor and then
downstairs, in auest of Ethel Courtway. Most
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likely, -being tired and a bit below par, the
senior was resting in her study. -
For the second time that day Betty tapped at
the mahogany door, E
Instead of a genial “Come in!” she was kept
waiting, - although she could hear movements—a
restless stepping about the study. She  tapped
‘ngain—and - then th& door was whipped open,
and it was an irritable look which came with a
sna‘pped: : b .
“What do you want?" o
“Ts this boﬁhering ‘you, Ethel 27 2 .
“Yes, it is| Can't you give me a bit of peace?
But what is it, kid?" the impostor asked, forcing
an altered tone. . = .
“I've been thinking, Kihel; I don’t like the
idea of your not knowing exactly what we mean
to do. Polly’s pushing on now—working hard.
I know exactly wliat she has planned to write. It
won’t take a minute to explain, Can I come in'?”
“No, vou can't |” O
f.And the door was almost banged in Betty’s
ace. - noow o

VEN as the unsuspected impostor turned away

from the door, after banging it so rudely

upon the would-be interviewer, she was shaking
her head over the mistaken action. i

Never do—to go on like that! The girl in
whose shoes she stood had been good-tempered, .
accessible at - any time, more than popular—
adored. OFf all ‘that had been made manifest to
her, Agatha Drew,.in the last hour or two,
nothing had stood out clearer than that,

The pretence at a journey’s end. weariness, and
a hoarseness resulting from a recent chilk—it had
helped tremendously. No one, as yet, had the
slightest suspicion. Headmistress, fellow séniors,
all those juniors—gulled ! DBut - Ethel = Court-
way ”” would be expected to be more -her: true
self in the morning. Careful, then—for one slip
now— S : ;

She dropped down in a halfcollapsing way into
a low chair, Nerves! Too late now to wish her-
self back at Shrewston, living out-the last few
days of her notice, with no other joh in view,
She had burnt her boats; must simply go .on—
until found out.. “How could I have been so-mad.
as to do it!” X

For, this evening, she was without any of the
cool audacity which had been hers this tinie yes-
She might know a sort of rebound  by.
the morning; but at present she was all-—nerves,
The strain of these first few hours at Morcove had
told upon her heavilly.

A thousand terrible pessibilities had started to
haunt her guilty mind. Yesterday, she had been
all for taking certain things for granted—things
that would be all in her favour. ut now——

How was it with the girl in whose shoes she
stood? What if, at this very moment, some
statement was being made by the - real Ethel
Courtway, away yonder in Miss Rosely’s home at
Shrewston? A statement to the police.

Ding, dong! the school chimes presently floated
in at the open window, and twice more the bell
went., A quarter to six,

Suddenly, then, it came into the impostor’s
mind that police messages and SO0 8's for
relatives of people  lying seriously ill, were
often given out in’ front of the news bulletin, on
the wireless. The “first news " was at six o’clock.
And Morcove had its wireless-room—she kunew .
where to find it. .

few minutes longer she hung about in her
study, then went down to listen in at the school’s
main set. ;
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To lier intense relief sho had the wireless-room
to herself. Scholars were not going to comoe

indoors, these lovely summer evenings, simply to.
hear the nmews. As for the mistresses, they no

deubt had their own' private sets,

The gn’l who wa$ posing as Ethel Courtway
switched on the wireless, and in a few moments
the announcer’s voice came through:

“There 13 one 8 O § before the news.”

Ah, new for something !

“It has been,fonnd.impossible to establish the .

identity of a girl, aged about seventeen, who
yesterday “was knocked 'down by ‘a-.car; which
failed to stop, on the outskirts of Shrewston. She
sustained certain injuries which may yet prove
fatal. After a period of unconsciousness, sho
again “rallied, and then appeared to be still
suffering from loss of memory ., ., .”

The heart of Agatha Drew lost something of its
wild pounding, whilst an exultant: “Good |” all
bub-passed her lips.. -, . .

5 . o Will any parent, guardian, or other
person, anxious as to the whereabouts of a_ girl
answering .to.the following description, please

communicate at once with the Shrewston Police.
Telephone, oné-two-nine, , , .”

A’ sudden rush of light feet, bringing niore than
one: Morcove girl to the open doorway, caused
*Ethel Courtway ™ to look round. 2s

. SHe saw two girls who were excessively pretty,
in tennis “whites.” There they stood, just-inside
the: doorway, twirling rackets whilst they in:
dulged’ an-obvious desiro to hear the news, on
the way to the courts, .

" Except . that, :by. their age, they belonged to
Betty ‘Barton’s Form, the impostor had .no idea
who they were. . They were only two out of some
hundred girls and more whose names she must
find out—without letting them know that she
needed to find.out! : :

She conferred a smile.

“The weather report is just coming on now.”

““Yes, but—listen,” one of the juniors entreated
with & put-on concern that seemed to amuse the
other. ~ **He's describing—some girl. An SO S,
is it? Oh, I know, Fay—" :

“Yes, Edna,” said the elder Denver sister, at
the same time paying heed to the announcer’s
voice, “That must be the girl we read about
in this' morning’s paper. I say, Ethel, you came
through Shrewston yesterday, didn’t you?”. -

“*Er—yes; that's where 1 muddled my trains.”

“Is it a nice town, Ethel? I suppose you—-""

“0Oh, I'm listening to the weather! Shut up,
both of you!” e <

Then, once again, the .impostor could have
bitten out the tongue that had voiced such snap-
pish words. Not like the real Ethel to be so
irritable! But, oh, how hard it was to keep
unflustered, -

As soon as the weather forecast had been given,
she sauntered away. a moment, the two
juniors came out after her, and she was aware of
their repressing titters as they overtool her,

Then, changing from their mincin
sudden dash for the open air, they both looked
round at her; gave her a rude stare, and sped on,
letting out their laughter, ! .

*Impudent beasts I the guilty-minded girl said
to herself fiercely, “Now, ‘don’t let a thing like
that gend you to pieces. It's the sort of girls they
are, I suppose—cheeky, that’s all.”

So_she drove off tha fear that had rushed at
her just then, only to have it swooping upon her
again less than a minute later, She emerged upon
the front hall, and the voice of a parlourmaid
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said: “Oh, Miss Ethel!”—as if a “You're

wanted | were coming. .
But it was only a registered letter, to be signed

for in the usual way. The evening delivery had

Jjust come in, and tho parlourmaid was sorting

.out scholars’ letters.

© A pencilled “E.C.” was all that the sham
Lthel Courtway gave, by way of receipt. The
real Ethel’s style of signature was known to her
by now, but she was afraid to imitate it. There
was another pitfall~handwriting, =~ Already o
letter had come that would have to be answered.:
- She opened it, and such was her love of ‘money-
she almost forgot her guilty fears at sight of a
pound postal-order, folded with a missive which

began:
Willard’s Hotel, :
London, W, 1.
. (And the date).
My Dear Nicce,~Now that I em the only
one belonging o gyou dn this country, your
dear father and mother being in South Africa,
I am arranging to come down and put in «
long stay - at the Headland Hotel—nice and'-
elose to Marcovel .

If there had been any scholars to see this sham
Ethel Couriway, a moment after those lines had
met her:.dilating eyes, they would have run to
her in alarm,. It would havebeen “Xthel! Oh,
what’s the matter—bad news?”

She could not read on for the moment, A
palsying terror had almost let the closely written
sheet flutter away from a nerveless hand.

Panic was upon her. o )

-%1 avag crazy I she was thinking in regard fo
}’nsterﬁ'? at Shrewston, “T’ll'have to clear out—
or_I’'m done for!” - , %

Someone—a near relation of the real Tthel—
coming down to Morcove !

CHAPTER 5.
The Police are Here

T last she returned her frightened eyes fo the
letter.

.« o 4 see by the papers that Barncombe is
going to hold @ grand festival, and that Lord
and Lady Lundy are lending the castle for the
great day. Oh, Ethel darling, how enchanting !
I do hope Morcove School is going to take pard,
aend that yowll have a lot to da with the
arrangements,

And now, dear—although it i3 early to talk
of such things—what will you say to o voyege
to South Africa and back for the summer holi-
days, when they arrive? I thought we might
both go out together, and then come back with
your dear parents, whe will be due to return
about that time, . .

Spare o minute to wrile to me, won't you,
dear?. And soon I will be down at Morcove to
see you again—after such a long while, isn't it2?

There had come a sudden change in the im-
postor’s looks as she read that paragraph about
the voyage. Gone was the hunted expression of
her eyes. And then those significant words at tho
bottom_of a page: “See¢ you again, after such a
long while!”

She read the letter to its end, and then fels
like ctumleg it up and batting the ball of paper
away. “Pm all right! N%thmg to fear— -
nothing 1" ran her mind now,

This aunt of the real Ethel’s was coming to
0 Ah, and how grandly
that idea about the voyage during the summer

-~
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holidays could be turned to
one's own crafly purpose.
By that time. it. would be
highly expedicnt  to  dis-
appear. Well, she would
disappear—when she got to
South Africa !

A mew country for her,
outb cre; thousands of
miles from the Hoemeland,
wihere, if she remained, the
palice would get her in the
vml

juch  thoughts as these
brought the old audacity
tiding back to her. She

l.uwu(-‘T at  hersell  for
ua\]ug l)f\en a fool—{o be 30

#jumpy.”  Not found out
m:nh-‘, afier a first en-
counter with so many of the
real Lthel's  former asso-
ciates, why should she be
fvund out ever?

Buby  there must be no
more nervousnecss. That did
not help her to be, out-
wardly, the amiable head
airl from whom no one ever
e:pectecl a cross word.

The impostor of Morcove
woent, on @ sudden impulse,
tuista.ra to the  junior
guarters. As she came, to a
ertain corridor of sthdies,
¢ heard the busy clack
of a tvpewriter. A few
sceonds later she sauntered
into Study 12, surprising
the only girl who was there
—Y’ollv' Linton, still crash-
ing away at the machine,

Y ot ougnt to be getting
somne tennig, kid!” said the
chama Ethel genially, ¢
that tho thing Im-
combe’s Big Day?

“Yep, Ethel ”

“May I see?”

It might have been ihe real Lthel, the way her
impersonuator picked up a first shoct or two of
isped MS. and scanned it, letting Polly sec an
a >prcm.1‘ri\c smile.

‘How on earih
kid? I mean,
oi the school I

“Oh, T've read it all up, in the libe."

& \\ dl, its awfully good—would bn;
1

be treasurer,”’

Barn-

do vou know what to write,
this deals with the actual history

“Nm' of vou to say {hat,” Polly retorted, de-

i dly sensing a big improvement in the lu.\ad
ts. “Feeling better, Eth?”
‘Oh rather ! Here, come on down now and
find thr ors un the ficld, with me. I must get
some exercise. spob of batting praccer? I'll
bowl o you, if von ]}ko“”

“Then I'll pack up for now!” Polly cried,
=~huﬂlum sheets of MS. together. “bhal] get on
ice as fast to-morrow, mow that you’ ve had a
uint at the opening and think it's 0.K.”

They went downstairs together, and the bigger
rl was humming a tune when she was not chat-
1g affably with the junior. It seemed to Agatha
rew that the immediate future presented no
difficulties at all,

Bhe had only to keep her head and take care
to live up to the real Ethel’s reputation for zood

THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN

““¥You'll have a whxp round for expenses, won't you? '’ the
bogus Head er] blandly inferred.

““ And I think I ought to
The Study 12 chums were silent ; but one

and all were thinking: What a strange change had come

over Ethel Courtway !

comradeship, and she would be *as safe as
houses ™ !

Betty and others were on the field, and it be-
came their turn to experience Poi!','q recent re-
lief and delight’ at the head girl being quite
herself again.  Instead of batting practice, they
got up soine French cricket—a light-hearted game,
allowing for lots of fun.

Right up to the twilight “Ethel Courtway ™
stayed with tho juniors, finding it no effort to
appear quite at ease. Then, in a moment, came a
terrible blow at all her imagined security.

She was told that the headmistress wished to
sece her at once; and—the parlourmaid who
hrouqht this message remarked that a police
inspector was with Miss Somerfield.

The police!

Such was the impostor’s secret state of panie,
she felt inclined to go off at once, rather than
face an interview. Something was known—all
was Imc\\'n, perhaps! She was to be denounced—
arrested !

Only the despairing sense of being totally un-
prepared for flight caused her to obug. the dread
SUMMmons.

“They’'d have me, anyhow !” was her gloomy
mﬂechon. “There’s no chance to get myself
disgnised, and I've not enough money.

The headmistress’ private room was in éwilight

\



626

when the guilt-stricken girl entered; but immedi-
ately Miss Somerfield switched on the lights. And

then the tall police inspector who was present

took his first good look at her—Agatha,

It was as if the lights had been switched on to
cnable him to scrutinise her closely. )

“Ethel, I'm sorry, but Inspector Trevick, from
Barncombe, wants to ask you a few questions.”

“Oh, yes?”? the impostor smiled, fighting a
secret battle for composure,

“‘On my information, miss,” said the inspector,
after a deferential cough, “I think you travelled
down to Morcove Bchool from a place in North
Walés 17
“Quite right 1" :

“Breaking your journey at Shrewston?™”

“ And Bristol—yes.” %
“Then I'd like to ask you, miss—your head-
mistress having given permission—did you, on the
train, anywhere ween Shrewston and Morcove,
see-a young lady ahout your own ageil”

Y Not Whyt”

“We are anzious to find that young lady—
name, Agatha Drew, lately in the service of Miss
Rosely, of Shrewston, as a lady’s companion. In
fact, there’s a warrant out for the girl’s arrest.”

The girl who had stolen the identity of Ethel
Courtway, head girl of Morcove, felt her forehead
going icy cold. - .

“A very shocking thing, Ethel,” interposed the
headmistress. .- “ It appears that this Agatha Drew
was upder notice to leave, having caused Miss
Rosely great distress. The girl suddenly packed
up and lefi—yesterday. Since then, Miss Rosely
has discovered how the girl must have beon rob-
bing her for months. 8o, in the public interest,
she felt bound to inform the police.”

“Aye,” nodded Inspector Trevick. “Tt don’s
do to let a girl like that clear out, only to start
the same {tricks elsewhere, victimising kind-
hearted folk. So you mustn’t let it upset you,
migs—"

“Oh,: I—I understand,” the sham FEthel cx-
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claimed, forcing a smile as she nodded. “No,
of course, it would never do1” .

“The Shrewston police got through to us, to
make inquiries this end. In case, don’t you know,
you might have seen a girl on the train. It's
reckoned she must have travelled—"

“T'm sorry, but—— Oh, wait a bit, though!”
Thing to do! Give them some false information
to go on with. “Now I remember, I did sce a
young lady——"

“Ah, did you?” : ¥

*¥es! It was when I got out at Bristel, I
think she came from the train that had breught
me from Shrewston. She walked away in a
hurry, and looked—nervous,”

**Could you describe her, miss % i

“Well, no, not particularly. It was dark, you
see, except for the station lights. She wore some-
thing—dark. But I really can’t describe her, so
it’s no use !” .

“This is helpful, though—that it is,”” came the
inspector’s gratified comment. “Bristol!: In a
hurry, and nervous. That sounds like her!- Sq,
maybe, now the Bristol police can get busy.  I'll
let them know.” ’

“ And there’s nothing more you want fo ask

me 1" : -
“No, young lady, thank ’ee! Greatly. obliged.”
The falso Ethel Conrtway gave a slight  bow,

then conferred a farewell nod upon the inspector,
and sauntered away to the door. - e
“(rood-night, miss, - and much obliged |¥
“*Goodmnight 1” she responded_ sweetly. y
Safe! B8tl]l safel Nothing in it, after all!
Bm‘, when she had returned to the privacy of
her own study, she was glad to stand af the

open window and take revivifying gasps at the
fresh air, *‘I wonder I didn’t faint, just then!”

And, even now, whilst she laughed that word
again: “Safel Safel” A voico within her
seemed to whisper:

“You are notl”

(#¥D OF THIS WERK’S STORY.)

COMPLETE
NEXT
TUESDAY

IN “ A Menace to Motrcove,” the

long complete story which appears
in next Tuesday’s number, you will
read how Agatha Drew continues
her daring deception—a deception
which is . destined to plunge the
scheming girl into a whirlpool of
adventuse,

Betty Barton and Co. feattire in
this fine tale, which will hold you
enthralled from first to last,

In order to make certain of reading
it you must order now your copy
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