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DODO_WREN IS HERE AGAIN! sty

The Girl Bunny Befriended '}
—IS SHE A THIEF?
A dramatic incident from this week's long
complete Morcove School story.

"THE MORCOVE SECRET SOCIETY": Complete Tale Within
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The “Disgrace™ Bunny Trevor Brought on Morcove Was Just the Ixcuse Some
Grls rV(H-'f:ﬁ’i[ lo Form—

CHAPTYER 1. “Fa, ha, hat”
“You wait ze beel!" was the retort of Mor-
cave’ s dus

£ Bunny's to Blame ! "’

i g voyal scholar, the girl-queen of
howled ! P

: 1 i lie took the bat flom Detty,  “Bekas
e SSaaRal sowms feel like making some of zose
SRR . fellows up and fake notice—yes! Yo
. 2 ¥
as mt was ],ciiys middle stump, zat was tv fellows hefore 1 In\( done with zem !
It
: ntime, Naomer hastily applied h :

o)

—swe nd» !
“Never mind, Beity!" and clapping, as the w8 AF Dnte e ebig
latest vietim of some very expert bowling came standing on the tuef. The *refreshor
away fram the pitch. - liminary to what she was confident would he the
Yes, hravo, the cap—g zood old Betty 1”7 And innings of the d 4 with a satislied smack
the clapping continued. “ A us Mul 15, Botty ! b the lips. “Gorj
“Duk it won't save us,” ittereod  one Mor- . - 2
HEE I % B llr{ol.ny. some facetions cheering started:
enly a fow minntes ago. 'lf only ﬁnﬂd_ L‘.(‘l‘lnBl'I.l\ an.l - two others cried
turned up ! Shame ! bu
This was madeap Polly Linton, me
guise for her “poor old Moveove ™
¥ tod by the shade-tres 13
of the Jorm and caj f
out of the Llazing suns 8
Betty was smiling—not proudly,
And -|uzrr~ such iv‘\h that smile of he
meant: “We e wvet!”
cifect upon Ler fa
“l[ur;.th 1" a doz

P
4 bat. R ither was the mock- c,hee:
nite a usual mode of proclaiming affection
dusky one, as being the pet of the Form—
2 strip.
inr tcmn its innings vef to come. was
chool—that famous I'ublic
h had many reasons for being
ally famous Aorcove,
‘\.lowcon mistress who had
or Housemuste Ir. -Chal-
> were Morcove girls who had

stolcaliy
one

* was (ho next outerv.  “Now, ’J;\E\]Y T'{FVOR
Continues to Help

: V. W “THE GIRL NOBODY

By Marjorie Stanton LIKED FOR LONG.”
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brotheis at Grangemoor, = Madcap Polly's fun-
loving brothér Fack was out there on the field,
25, this momeilt, waiting to bowl Naomer—first
ball, as it was lis: rdscally .intention o do!
Judy: Cardéw's” . brother Dave-—quiet, . serious

Dave—he was thore, as one of the fielders; so -~

was Butny Trevor’s ‘brother .Tom—at- - present

squatting on the ground,” chewing ‘a stalk of

graks - . i S :
Tubby Bleot—but he.liad ro sister at Morcove—

he was . mechanically ~feeding. chocolates to him- ...
solf whilst the field, waited for Nagmer to get.to

her wicket. And,’since mention 1s being made of
some of the' Grangemoor visitors, Jimmy, Chetrol,
keeping:.wicket; can be pointed out. e

Jimmy, again, was without a sister—mnof. only
at Morcove, but anywhere else in the world. .

As compensation, however, he did find in tall

Pam  Willoughby—out for “a miserable 2; this
afternoon—a very favouring chum. =
Betty murmured to chums who. were ‘close to
her, in the shade of the trees, | whilst; Naomer
drew anothér great cheer by shrilling a-demand
for ““centre1” - = SIS e, ,
“Thirty-six for nine, -girls. No match  is lost
until- it’s ‘won, anyhow ! . 1. #

. “(osh,” fumed, Polly, “T'd just like to bowl
that brother of mine for nix presently—I would !
To’s been-an absolute wretch, sending down such
hot _ones.” -

“Towwible !” ‘sighed Paula; who bhad et out

for a duck. - “I weally didn’t see the “ball
coming 1" - ; !

oI syt ever. do”. chyrkled: the'-mad:

cap.. ‘“And now—all the’ fuss that kid is-making,
as if she were going to make a century ! -

Other girls gurgled.

“7T wish she could,” Etta Hargrove smiled wist-
fully. “But now—-"

Half o dozen of them winced, emitting a hissing
“(oo0 1”7 as they saw Jack send down one of his
“specials.” Quite obviously he regarded the last
girl in as being the fitting recipient of a “duck.”

Nor could Morcove blame him for, feeling that
the sooner his side went in to bat, the better, .

But Naomer—somehow she dealt with that ball.
Blind swipe or, whatever else it may have been,
there was a mighty crack of the bat, and Polly
Linton was loudest of all in her shout:

“Y say, look at that! Hurrah! Boundary!
Four—ifour | ) e ;

How the_girls looking on cheered and clapped !
Meaning it, too! Accordingly, Naomer—not
having needed to run for the boundary hit—
turned round at the wicket and bowed. :

“The darling,” Madge Minden said ardently.

“Bai Jove, most gwatifying ! Bettah than I—
In fact, considewabl bettah !” Paula {fair-
mindedly acknowledged.

“Rut four—Four, first hit 1” Polly gasped incre-
dulously.
hke that! T’ll buy her chocs.
biggest box of—7"

The rest was a sort of gro'an; as Jack, like a

T’ll buy her the

demon, sent down another fast one.  Polly and
others shut their eyes. . :
Smack ! *
“What!” And all the eyes came open, staring.
“Again? Hooo-rah ! Naomer—bravo, kid,
brave! Stuff to give ’em, Naomer !I” =

« And now—I know what it'll be,” Polly next
moment groaned. “Jack’ll send her down a slow
one. Whew ! Why ever 1 had a brother fo come
here to-day and make us look so silly I

“Ha, ha, ha!” 4 :

Sure enough, Jack merely trundled the next ball
- down the pitch. It seemed to be ages, traversing
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“Oh, if only she.could hit up a few more -

" Dash I

Every Tuesday

* the fow yards, and there was time for onlookers

to see how wickedly -it was designed to make

Naomer step cut and so get bowled or stumped

or Lb.ow.'d. i ) S
And, after all—Naomer played it! ;
Morcove onlookers went wild then. But this—

" this was something too wonderful for words ! Was

the dusky one to pile up such a score of her own

" as would give. the visitors something to “think

about, if they were to win, after all?
“Qver1”
S «Qhl Uml” .

It was one of those moments for suffering the
miost mixed feelings—of relief, and. suspense, and
fearful anxicty. - It might be just as well. that
Naomer was to have a rest, her batting partner,
Judy Cardew, having to facesthe bowling).r &gam.

“Judy’s kept her end up, anyhow,’ etty
admiringly murmured. * Even if she hasn't made
many,—She’s’a good parther.” .

“What are we now ! Forty-four—um! Dash,”
Polly grimaced. “These ohaps will get their
equaliser, third man mM, T en 4

“You don’t know,” Betty smiled.. “Cheer up,
Polly! 1f only Naomer can—- Hallo1” a8
Judy’s wicket was suddenly splayed by a tricky
ball from Jimmy Cherrol.  “What’s that?”’

“Phat’s out, thas is!” groaned Polly. “Out,
all of us, for forty-four—wow e . :

“Ah deah; extwemely: twying—yes, wather !”
Paula sighed. “Howevah—bwavo, Naomer;
hoowah, bwavo—"" 2

“The kid—hurrah !’ was the general applause

for the Ferm’s dusky imp, as she came rancing

towards the trees, “carrying her bat.” Nor was
Judy forgotten. In her case, there. were pat-
ticular congratulations from the saner section of
the Form.  She had only § runs to her. credit;
but, by managing to stay in, she had done her
best to help others get the runs—if they could.

Although the coming-in of the Grangemoor
fiolders now helped to make it a babel of chatter
and . laughter at the favourite lounging place,
there was a good deal of activity. T

The visitors were lﬁoing to take their innings
at once.  So rapidly had the home team’s wickets -
fallen this afternoon, it was still an hour shory of

tea-time. The first *“men** in clapped on leg-
fuards; quantities of lemonsde came on offer;
or every bantering ery from Grangemoor, there

seemed to be a defiant retort by Morcove,

But Betty—she had no time for levity. As
captain, she had to.bestow a grave word here
and another there; whispered tactics to. various
girls who would be fielding, in the hope that some-
how the match could yet be Ifuiled out of the fire.

“And suddenly for Polly—the touch of her cap-
tain’s hand upon a shoulder, and the quiet
suggestion : i

%y ou’ll take the bowling this end, Polly dear ?”

The madeap was looking glum again. She
could not get over that paltry 44! .

“Tf you.want me to—O0.K. Betty. But—
And a furious stamp.of the foet. “It
All comes of Bunny not turning up! Beastly un-
sporting, T call it The girls are frightfully fed

u \

Q"Sh! Polly dear—" ;

4Vou warned her that she would never be back
in time, and neither was she! She would have
been good for a dozen runs—and now I've got to
go on to bowl this end, instead of her.”

“I¢’s—annoying.” B T .

“Anpoying ! - Gosh, I like your word for it,”
Polly fumed, and then visited her petulance upon
her own brother Jaeck as he confronted her, bat
in hand. i
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Betty had given Poliy the
ball.  Jack chuckled as he
saw Polly pretending to be
ready fo shy it at him.

“0Oh, not now!” he jested.

“And don’t be cross, Polly-
wolly !
“Ass!”  she  stigmatised

: a look in her eves
“You

theory,

him, »
negativing the scorn.
can espeet some log
I warn you!"

“Wow! Here, Tom,” as
hu. batting pmtmr came h\,
rou can take the bowling.
i to give vou Polly's first
bail. I dcmL like the look
of Polly.”

“I don't mind,” grinned
Tom gaiiy. “1 can stand
any of (hem, bar Bunny--
and she's not heve!”

“I suppose vou know.'

Jack further jested to his
pouting sister, “Tom bribed
Bunny to stay away? Ol
and it has answered splen-
didly. Tortyv-four ! Well,
chaps, ’'bye for Nn\',” fo
loungers under the trees.
“Come on, Tom, and we'll

show the neighbours !+

The Morcove team had al-
ready gone on to the field fo
take their places. At the lasg
moment before “ Play 1™
Jack, at the wickef, from
which Polly was going to
bowl, made some teasing re-
mark to her. She gave him
a look—and such a look ! —
- then stood back for the run
that was to help her launch
a furious overarm.

Down the sunny pitch flashed the ball, a sccond

or so later, ¥ it we past a
sprawling Morcove ficlder. Boundar .
“Gtoodness I laughed Betty.  “That’'s how

they've started !
CHAPTER 2.
The Wanderer’s Return

8 for the way Grangemoor ended—a win by
five wickets took place nicely in time for
tea.

And then :

“ Look, Betty 1™

That was Polly, with a directional nod,
Was Wi a.:!\l‘w off the ficld with the captain a
rost of the side.

“There’s Bunny,” Polly n.dr}eu grimly,

“I'm going to ct:r‘a.l\ fo lier; don't come with
me, any of you, * Betty requc‘ﬂ:a‘tl quietly,
Diverting her steps, she walked briskly over the
deserted part of the gamesficld to meet the
schoolmate who, a fow moments since, iad walked
in by the main gateway.

2

The rest of the Morcove plavers trooped for
crowd arvound the scorers: but
of her eyes, could seée
ware

the trees and the
Betty, out of the corne
what disgusted over-the-
being divected towards the

Then DBeity realized that Bunny I
had set off by bicvele dircctly afler dinmer, had
returned on foot.

wulder glances
afterncon’s
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Naomer leapt out to meet the ball, and, with a lucky swipe,
sent it to the boundary,
there were cheers from Morcove's supporters,

Grangemoor looked surprised, but
‘Was Naomer
going to save the game?

“Where's the bike, then, Buuny ?"

“Oh, I haven't got that now,’
Bunny’s usual coolness.

“ilow do you mean?
something "

“Oh, no! Nothing like that,” Bunny smiled.

If she had cared to do so, she might have
('Kplamed what had ‘u;)penml fo_her machine;

came with

Ilad a smash, or

how it had been borrowed by Alf, Kathy Turner’s
brother 1e might have exp‘unod too, how, in
his cowardly way, Alf had locked her in a shed,
thus causing her to miss the m.xteh

“But, no!" thought Bunny. * After all, it’s my
own affair.’

Aloud, she added:

“Ifow’s the game going?

ended, I suppose?”

“Both innings arve ended, Bunny. The match is
aver., dlld we've lost, By five wickets,”

“Iive? As hmrl as that! How rotten,” Bunny
qno\rd ﬂr'munc y. “Well, Beity, I'm frlrthEully
that 1 didiw't get back in time, after all.
lt uullx wasn't my fault,”

“You remember, I said vou wouldn't?”

“Oh, yes, and I s I would, and I was wrong.

Is the crowd over there getting ready for tea, or

One innings just

for my execution ¥
“0h, Bunny, but why did you?” the eaptain
cxd;umed, more in sorrow Lhan anger. “We

ean't tallk now, but I feel bound to warn you—
botter keep away from the olhers for a hik
They're fecling fed-up with you. Your brother’s
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here, and, of course, you must see him, I—I
. wonder_if I can contrive——" ”

“Don’t you worry about that, Betty—thanks all
the ‘same,” broke in Bunny with quite her usual
sparkle. “I say, youwre frightfully decent not to
Fay steam with me.
ost in any case; but that makes no -difference.
1 was down to play, and I didn’t turn up.” ~ °

“I don’t think we would have lost, Bunny, had
you done your bit, You've come on as .our very
best bowler, .and you could have stood up to your
brother’s bowling as none: of -us others could.-
We're not used to him; you are.” LR i

“But this,” cried Bunny, smiling, ‘““is absurd!
You were a grand team, Betty, before ever I—"

“ Ah, it’s.no use,” the captain exclaimed, losing

a little of her carefully preserved patience.
“Frankly, Bunny, your staying away has—has
made the others a bit fed-up. But you look—tired,
Yowd better go in and get some tea by yourself,
and I’ll send Tom in to youw” :

“Qh, no; I’ll just have a look "at. the:score-
book, anyhow.” '

And Burmy sauntered on again, making straight
for the lively crowd of girls and boys over by
the trces. The bell for tea had yet to sound,
so time was being found for plenty of chatter-
chatter and not a little larking about.

Betty, who was going in step with errant Bunny,
could ~seo  Naomer strutfing about, wearing
Tubby’s blazer, in which the dusky imp was
almost lost. e .

Then' there was Jack, trying to waltz his sister
into a good humeur, he himself supplying the
very effective imitation of a dance band, as he
whirled her around on the turf.

Tom came out of the crowd to mect his’ sister |

Bunny, but not with any partieular baste. Her
cool : o

“Hallo, Tom!” was
concerned : $

“Back, then?”" . ;

“But don’t go,” 'she pleaded” demurely, © “T
would like ‘one relation to be at my funeral.”

“1 didn't come after you, Bunny.” N ‘e

“Which accounts for your side winning the
match? How many wickets did you take?”

“As a matter of fact, only three.
this, Bunny, about your fussing over
poacher’s daughter?” X .

“T'l1 explain presently,” sh¢ smiled, and then
‘moved on to where Biddy Loveland, the Morcove
scorer, was still’ plying .a stubby peneil, with at
least half a dozen other girls to keep her from
going wrong over final intricacies.

Bunny had still a step or two to go when some

of these girls glanced round at her. Then they
ringed more together ~ around Biddy and her
scoring-hook. A plain hint! *“You can be off,
‘Bunny 17 . )
This display of “edge,”” however, left her quite
unabashed. Calmly she took "her stand close
behind two of the girls who were showing her
‘their backs. She peered over their shoulders to
got a sight of the.rnled page with all its pen-
cilled figures, scveral round-O’s, and sundry.
hiereglyphics. -

Next moment one of the girls in front of Bunny
glared round at her. It was Helen Craig.

“What do you want, Bunny Trevor?”

.m_atcl_lcr] by his ‘un-

50Me.

“71'd just like to see who made the best score.”

“You didn’t, anyhow !” said Helen, wither-
ingly. “But show her the book, if she wants to
see it, Biddy.” ; A

Then one of the other girls almost snatched
hﬂaé db_opk from Biddy, to slam it into Bunny's

ands.
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I take it that we'd have:
hiad

What's all

Every Tuesday

“There you are, then—since you're so keen!”

Bunny had a way of smiling provokingly when
stormed at._

“Thanks,” she said, for being allowed to handle
the book; and took her understanding look ab
the afternoon’s record. In a moment or two she
grasped all important details, and then
politely she handed back the book to Biddy.

The tea-bell rang. It was the signal for an
immediate marching away from Bunny, leaving
her noticeably “cut ” by that particular batch of
schoolmates. And elsewhere, now, other members
of her Torm were pointedly ignoring her as they
went by in twos and threes.

She was aware of Jack Linton being inclined
to come towards her for a joeular word ol greet-
ing, and of his being deterred by a frowning
Polly. 8o he merely hailed her—Bunny—from
fifty yards away. #

This struek Bunny as being rather comic. In
fact, numbers of the Grangemoor boys amused
her by their obvious desire to accord her a
chummy word or two, only in 2ll cases they were
with girls whose bleak expression-said: “No,
don’t {”

In the case.of Tubby Bloot—and he always so
ready to be hail-fellow-well-met !—it really was
a laughable thing to see him being literally towed
away to the schoolhouse by Naomer, whose artless
nature made her shrill

“Bekas, come on—tea now, Tubby, and never
mind HER ! Bekas I am disgustered with Bunny
Ze whole Form is disgustered !” -

As asét-off to this, if it had hurt Bunny—but
it hadn’¢;"nor was it going to make the shightest
difference to her regard for the dusky imp and

her young uire *—there was Pam’s gmcefnl
way of letting Jimmy-say at least a shy: “Hallo,
Bunny 1 g

‘Pam and Jimmy had found each other in the
recent crowd, and were now sauntering together
to the schoolhouse. Unmistakably, Pam herself
was - displeased - with Bunny: but_her natural
screnity compelled the Swanlake girl to put no
cheek upon e was not her
bFother. : 3

But in the end Bunny found herself being left
all by -herself just wherc, a few moments ago,
there had been such a joyous throng.

immy’s inclination.

 CHAPTER 3.
The Scorn of Them All

UDDENLY her brother came darting to. her.
He had mnot seen her in” such a state of
significant solitude until he finished buckling

a cricket-bag and rose up from his knees,
. “Here, -what’s this, Bunny !”?

“This is me, Tom,” she smiled.

“ But—*' )

“I¢'s quite all right. I deserve it, they thmk.

Tom dear, you want your tea. Let’'s go in.”
“You mean—you don’t mind sitting down with
all the others? But, Bunn 23

“T1f it were a specia] tea for the players only,
then, of course, I'd keep away. But it’s laid for
all the Form, and you boys, in the dining-hall, I
know.. And I supposc I have still a right to be
fed by the 'school?” Bunny submitted silkily.
“Tea first; execution afterwards!” -

They moved off together, seeing all the rest of
the girls and boys dawdling in by the front poreh.
Every tongue going, and there was plenty

_langhter.

“I don’t know what you've been up to, Bunny,
this afternoon, but I wish you wouldn’t do these



*Betty,

. even been able to - enj

Twopence

things,” Tom sighed. “If you're down to play
in_a match, why can’t you turn up for it?”

She might have said: “Oh, don’t you begin!”
But she didn’t. If anything caused her smile to
fade just then, it must have been the sight of
running back from the schoolhouse to
speak to her.

“Here's the cap, Tom—going to a lot of trouble
on my account; L wish she wouldn’t! But that's
like Betty.™ B

There was just time for him to nod appre-
ciatively; then he and Bunny had Betty within
speaking distance. ’
© “Look here, you two, I'm. sure it will be all
right,” the captain said rapidly. “I haven't
asked Miss Merrick, for'it would mean going into
details, and I don't want to do thai. I'll take
the rvesponsibility. You two can have {ea In
Study 12,7

“Sweet of you, Betty; but—no,” Bunny coolly
declined. ““It's not necessary. I wouldn’t dream
of keeping Tom to myself. ¥You run back now.”

She did not want Beity to be seen going in
with her and her brother. It was all right, of
murs'e, for Tom to stand by her; but the captain
—no ! E

Betty, however, at the risk of being criticised
for doing so, walked with the pair of them to
the schoolhouse. They got to the threshold after
most of the girls had passed to the dining-hall;
but there were a few stragglers to look round and
notice the three of them.

“You want a wash,” Tom; so do I!"” Bunny
very emphatically. added.

The plea served as a welcome means of leaving
Bettf(, and. Bunny even hoped that it would
result in her going .into the dining-hall, after
Tom had found his way to the seat reserved for
him. But she found him, a few minutes later,
;miting about for her in an otherwise deserted
hall.

“¥eel all right, Bunny 2"

“Yes, why?” .
 But she knew! He was concerned for her,
having to pass to her place at the long table—
specially arranged for the océasion—where sat so
many schoolmates of hers with whom she was in
disgrace, s

“Don’t be silly, Tom. Come on!”

And in they went together. From the dining-
hall’s doorway, they had a momentary sight of the
whole tea-party, presided over by Miss Merrick,
who was too busy to put any check upon all the

jabber-jabber and laughter, even if she had felt

that it was rather too much of a riot.
Then came a burst of ironical
obviously due to Bunny’s appearance
scene. )

The Form-mistress, seized ~with wonderment,
forgot to watch the turned.on tap of the tea-urn.
It was Bunny who, calmly advancing to the table,
noticed hot tea overflowing, from a cup under the
running tap, all over the cloth,

“* Er—Miss Merrick,” Bunny said demurely, and
pointed,

“Oh 1

Bunny sat down, smiling. It was amusing her
to see how rattled some of the other girls felt,
because she, ignoring the mocking cheers, had
y the joke of the spilling
tea—at such a moment ! ¢
' The presence of so many Grangemorians, all in
hearty spirits, considerably lessened the Form’s
opportunities for twitting Bunny over her great
default. But remarks: as ironical as the recent
cheers had been were not lacking, g

cheering—

Nor could she fail to notice looks which plainly
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said: “You wait!” Here and there a girl
seemed to be,  like the captain, more sad than
angry; but the general mood was a very condemn-
ing one for what was considered to be Bunny’s
unsporting action in failing to take her place in
the team. . d

- Presently, popular Miss Merrick became less
occupied, and t?lcu she offered some rueful com-
ments on the Form's defeat. .

“I'm sure I don’t know why you made such a

- poor show this afterncon, girls!

“But WE know,” Bunny could read in faces
across the table, :

“Bekas,” came the startling yell from Naomer,
who never could keep a still tongue in her head,
“eet all ze fault of—— Qoo, yes, thank you, I
wilk!” she broke off, being hastily offered a
platter of macaroons by Tubby.

“Don’t make too big a tea, Naomer:; I know
what you are,” Miss Merrick playfully spoke
down to the dusky one. “It may bhe that you
girls only lost——'"" 3 .

“Not bekas of me—what ze diggings!” Mor-
cove’s royal scholar protested. ‘Bekas I made
eight, I did; two boundaries, gorjus. “Zat,”
Naomer proudly claimed, carving the macaroon,
“is belkas I keep fit.”

“Ha, ha, hal" - ;

“Then whose fault was it?” the Form-mistress
only playfully persisted. “Perhaps the captain
can say?”

“Nobody’s fault, Miss Merricl.”

Bunny saw several girls setting down thnir-chs;
giving Betty an astonished stare. Nobody’s fault ?
How COULD the captain say such a thing!

- Nor did it surprise Bunny that those who looked -
most scandalised were not the ones to be feeling
the defeat at all acutely. The odious Denver .
sisters, for instance—what' did they care, ever,
whether the Form did well or badlyl

They had not played in this afternoon’s match.
Yet they now claimed the right—oh, rather l—to
scorn her, Bunny, And this, before she had had a

roper chance to plead any excuse for her absence
rom the match.

“Unless, too, I'm greatly mistaken,” ran
Bunny’s mind, “the eaptain is considered to be
letting me off unfairly. “As_if there has been time

=

yet for Befty fo deal with me !

ISTAKEN, Bunny was not!

In a certain study, shortly after tea, some
eight juniors got .ftogether for a debate, during
which her name was hardly mentioned more oftén
with indignation, than was Betiy's mistrustfully.

The study was Fay and Edna Denver's, As
these two girls had collected half a dozen others
who were not given to ‘thinking thmgs cui for
themselves, it was easy fo turn the debate inlo
a thrilling conspiracy. .

Fay and Edna propounded a plan that their
listeners regarded as splendid. Such fun it would
be! Oh, and they were quile entitled to do it,
too! In fact, “the captain being what she was,” -
the honour of the Form, ete., etc., demanded it!

Thereupon, “the eight conspirators got busy.
From one source and another a quantity of black
dress-fabric was collected, and out of this material

cight  black hoods were easily and speedily
fashioned. :
Snip, snip, went the scissors, cutting almond-

shaped holes—a pair to each hood, so that the
wearer’s eyes could see out quite clearly.

Fay’s hood was finished first. She at once put
it on, eraftily guessing that the sight of her, thus .
arrayed, wou[f add to the other girls’ eagerness~ .

Sure enough, there was huge excitement; a
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general yearning to act as a masked and fear-
some-looking ‘ tribunal without *delay. “That
Bunny—before - we’'ve done ‘with her [” was the
gist of the exultant whispering, % s

A minute or two later, Edna darted to the
study-window; to send a secking look over the
siil.  Bhe soon nodded and smiled.

“Yes; we shouldn’t have to wait long now,” was
her gleeful comment. “‘The boys are just off.
I can see Bunny Trevor, saying good-bye to her
‘brother, down at the gate.” R

“Think we can get her, though—away from her
chums?” questioned Eva Merrick.

The elder Denver sister grinned confidently.

“You can leave that to me,” she chuckled: I
know how to work it, That Bunny will do any-
thing for the peacher’s daughter. I'll make it a
message—from that cottage girl. You others get
away now—you know where ! Whilst T—*

And, sitting down at the study-table, she started
to use a pen as if she were practising a disguised
handwriting. . - ¥

CHAPTER 4.
The Message

UNNY TREVOR came 1pstairs presently to
g0 _to Study 12. .

She knew that Polly and others, now that
the Grangemoor team-had gone off in their own
school bus, were minded to get some tennis, But
she expected Betty to come seeking her in the
study, for a serious talk as between captain and

“eulprit.” | ) P

To her amazement, there was a note lying upon
her blotter, in the study, -addressed to - Miss
Anne Trevor.” ’

The envelope was a cheap and-soiled ome, and
she “did-not think any schoolmate of hers would
spell her Christian name with an'“e.” "She could
not simagine- any schoolma.gg, indeed, addressing
her other than as.*Bunny.’ i

So, -even a3 shie snatched up the note and set a
finger to Tip it open;oshe was conjecturing:
“Something to do with Kathy Turner?” - -

OQut came an-equally eheap and soiled serap of

writing-paper, ‘on which a clumsy hand had
scrawled: 7o 2 s B, Y : “

_“Please, miss, go to cave on beach ab once,
very emportint: I mean ‘thé one you Gome’to
first after you git down zigzag. Soryto truble

~:you, -please.” . . gt

* Bunny; reading these lines over and over again,
frowned: perplexedly. .

A fike? Some of the girls, intending to hoax
her? - ‘There was that possibility, of course. Only,
as it happened, Kathy might be wanting urgently
to meet her, and even meet her in secret at a
place like the cave. By % ;

. “That bike of mine!” jumped Bunny’s mind.
“Her brother Alf took it to ride aivay upon. Has
she got it back somehow by mow.? . But how, if
this message is from -Kathy—how did it get to
this study 7% Fary il

A simple - explanation, the girl might have
called at the back dedr and handed it in to one
of 'the -servants. Go down neow: and ' inquire
amongst the maids? oh R T A i

‘“Oh, hang, no—not worth the trouble,” Bunny

:sge’udily decided. *“If the note is from Kathy,
then I ought to go to the cave. If it isn’t—I
shan’t mind |”

. In those last words, and the shrug which accom-

panied them, there was Bunny’s habitual readiness

to allow for the fondness of other girls.for a joke.
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Tt became her calm conviction that, at the cave,
she would find either Kathy herself, or an absurd
dummy dressed to look Ilike -the poacher’s
daughter—with sundry girls of the Form lying in
wait behind the seashore rocks, to enjoy fhe fun
of “guying » her. . =

But the cliff-path, when she was descending it
presently, - offered her a bird’s-eye’ view of the
}uroshorc, for several hundred ‘yards in  both
g‘lirections, and there was not a sign of life down

cre.

She believed she could have detected any would-
be japers crouching close to masses of rocks rising
out of the sand and the shingle. N

“ Anyway 7

And with that happy-go-lucky murmur, she hur-
ried down to the clifi-walled heach, to let clashing
steps take her towards the first cavern,

s& S’H !. She's eoming !”
“Oh—quick, then I”

Far enough in the cave to be beyond the reach
of daylight, the Denver sisters and their six
accomplices saw the last of one another’s faces as
the blacks hoods were hastily donned.

Candles were burning steadily in the still air
of the eavern. Some weére simply set upright in
the dry sand flooring the cave; others were stuck
by ”the:'r own melted wax to ledges in the rock-
walls,

It was Fay Denver who had thought of the cave
as being so very suitable for procccﬁings requiring
to be invested with a sombre character, ’

Ldna, in deciding that-candles would be neces-
also_decided that ‘there could not be

too many. And the lavish yet primitive.illumina-

-tion ::erta.inl{ was supplying its own suggestion of

mystery to the weird scene.

TFay, who had whispered the warning just then,
fow gestured to her sister to creep back with
her towards the mouth of the cavern.

The remaining six, wearing their black cowls,
took up .their appointed stations, becoming three
girls to either side of the candle-lit part of the
cave. In this position, they started to giggle and
titter, whilst waiting for the victim to be grought

in,

If there was a somewhat nervous, = even
frightened, note, in some of the half-suppressed
laughter, that was not to be wondered at. 'The-
cave, the candles, and the cowls—all combined
to make the girls feel scared of one another.

Suddenly there was a mumbling of several
voites ‘and the sentinellike six conld tell that
Bunny was being brought in, after being pounced
upon by Fay and Edna.

The sisters’ volces, uttering stern warnings to
the vietim, were suitably disguised. Bunny, how-
ever, was not making the protesting outery which
had béen expected. Her voice was calm, even
obliging; and the tribunal felt annoyed.

Where was the quaking state of fear into which
they had hoped to find the victim plunged?

“The candles ! said Bunny, “Quite pretty !”

“Bilence 1” hissed one of the Unknowns.
“Stand here.”

A sign was made to a couple of the lined-up
members to stand on either side of Bunny, as
custodians.  Fay and Edna were not going to
play such minor parts.as that.

Leaving the captive safely guarded, the sisters
ﬁhded, with suitable solemnity, to positions facing

er.

In a deep, disguised voice, Fay began: )

“Now, Ann Trevor, you are here to answer fo
‘us, the Morcove Secret Society of Justice Dealers,
for to-dav’s betrayal |’ -



Twofence

“My what?"
“Your base conduct of this aft
cowled ringle

on,” the
\pn]\z: on sternly. ‘W‘Lcu ¥
the Form lost iz: match against Grangemoor. You
cannot deny but for you, Ann Trevor, the Form
would have won !

“Very kind of
play. I'm not
that I hold mysc

“ Little \\ould it a
the leader

you to tl\inL

so highly of my
but dm\t ima ¢

tain is concer
f
wired the w::ulc secrel

Trl, mpmm t
society se m.ullv, b T’

" spoke on the
= A\‘ui therefore, Ann Lrevor, we
intend to doal with vou, The honour of the
Form demands 1t! If the Form is to be saved,
vou and sueh ax vouw will have to reckon with
US, and not with the weakling captain!’
“Careful what you say about Detty Barton,”
warnced with a change of tone. “She

And so we gdot the
I’hv pmpn'-\ of this scevet
'l Weo know Betty Barton.

soe miy to ST
We know—

“For my
are—"’

“ Silence !

“Idiots !

“You ore in our power,” the lea

I

‘8o, then, Ann Trevor, be
careful If  wou would
escape the full measure of
that punishment which you
deserve, at hands of
justice, you will t oW your
self upon our merey.

“Do what?

“You will tell us—all

“But I thought vou said
you !\ne\\—n.ll“

*“Ann Trevor,” said the
leader in a voice that
vered with passion !
Lither you will tell us Low
and why you Iailed to turn
up for the m'uch, so that
your own ('0’14{“*‘:]0!'[ <an .')[’
recorded in the mmme of
our society, or e

“ Now, look hvi‘ 3 Buum_\'
exclaimed  freshly, g
had enough of this fooling
I'm going to answer fo U
cxp.mn for what bappened
this afiernoon. A
of vou ¥ goops

“Tha ain cannot be
frusted to deal with vou!”
raged the leader. “It
one law for her favouri
1 anoth i

Some of t
groancd aga

part, I know who most of you

»

% \n'_)o'lv'

the leades.
vlt,
il the Form
Ann Trevow,
to hblaine!

ed,

iy
time fo
vou,”

covily.

‘“ What do you want ? *’ she asked frigidly.
sez who made the best score,
missed the match,
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explaining—what givls who are not such_cals
as you are must have o at the time—DBetty
feli justified in saying it was nobody’s fault. I

hai told her that I hadn’t been able
lIll\\ll“' the mateh, and I suppose she-
N and there it is! She accepted that——"
for the fime being—""
! But no more!” cried Fay,
a restivenecss amongst the rest of the society. She
herself, indeed, was finding 1t rather a stifling
ness to go on lra‘enlmurr with a black cowl
over her head.
“Members of the Morcove Justice Dealers!”
she adds =-| her Cnl:fmim.llf‘% in a hollew voice.
“You have hoard ¢ prisoner! Has she said
anvthing, has ero beon one wor d—""
“Not one! came in a gloomy

Ann

to a void

Yo,
‘ 01
awarc of

chiorns.

cpare, then
sentence of the socie
At those words,
reed  signal doing so, the
ood on ecither side of Ann seized her
whilst one of the other cowled figures
towards her with a handkerchief for
about her eyes.

It became a moment for Bunny
time when she had walked into
When first pounced upon, at
cave, she had felt only
troubled to offor
that the per

Trevor, to sufler the

have been the
two girls who
firmly,
darted
binding

which must

to rue the
this  trap.
of the
and bad not
Now she realised
vsonnel of the zecrvet socicty was made

the mouth
amused,
resistance,

Helen glanced up, to see Bunny Trevor standing near.

“1'd like to

answered the girl who had

“Well, you didn't!’ was Helen's
chilly retort.
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up entirely of girls who might veri;r easily pass
from pure nonsense to ill-natured violence.

But it was too late for her to offer: resistance.’
Eight to one! The best she could hope to
do for herself- now was to submit to the blind-
folding, with an idea of taking the whole batch

off their guard. The more passive. she appeared
to i:i‘e, the better would be her chance for a sudden
ash.

© One of her captors, after binding the handker-
chief about her eyes, gave careful tuggings to
the front of the bandage, to make sure that she,
Bunny, could not see. : g = 5

Nor was Bunny able to see at all, whilst being
spun_round and round half a dozen times.
Giddily at -a standstill, after the turning, she
really could not tell in which direction she was
facing.

But she was joyfully aware of the -bandage
having eased a bit already, as the result of some
violent working of the muscles of her face.

Could she hope to cause the bandage to drop
away from her eyes in any moment when she
decided to start a sudden furious struggle? If
only she could do that! And perhaps—perhaps
it. might be possible, by rubbing one’s bandaged
head against somebody’s shoulder. :

Suddenly her bandaged eyes found relief from
ihe blackness, A chink, as it were, of golden
light came in under. the bottom edge of the
bandage. Candle-light!

The cowled girls were crowding about her now
—she could tell. It seemed to her that some of
them must have taken up each a candle, to hold
it. “So strong was the light penctrating beneath
her cheeks and the bandage, it could only be from
combined candles. g -

“Now—march, Ann Trevor!” the leader com-
manded fiercely, ‘“ Advance!” :

She was still being- held firmly by a girl on
either side. On each of her shoulders was a
gripping hand, and as her left arm was_held
tightly, slightly drawn back, so was hor right.

In such an overpowered state, she had to walk

forwards whether she wanted to or not. To hang
back was only to be husiled violently. Relying
upon. the chance for a sudden, furious dash at
any moment now, she made a point of setting off
very submissively. .

-And now, as she took faltering steps—so. as-to
appear utterly cowed—she was able te see straight
down. to_the s;md_]g floor .of the cave, The candles
were going with hexr and-her captors to light the
way.-  Bvidently, then, she was being taken
farther into the cave.

Tor what purpose? Impossible to guess! She
only knew that the farther she was taken, the
farther she would have to rush, with lightning
speed, if—if she succeeded in breaking free.

Suddenly the yellow of the candle-lit sand, at
her feet, gave place to a.gleaming something—
water! v ¥

She had been brought to the very edge of a
pool, whose still- surface took on dull, oily reflec-
tions from the held candles. "

“She was, she realised instantly, to be treated to
a: violent, malicious -push that would send her
headlong forwards, floundering in the shallow but
1cy water. . 5

And instantly she registered & mental “No!”
and made a now-or-never effort.

They had believed her to be all-unseeing and
quite resigned to her fate. So much greater was
their surprise when she suddenly gathered all her
strength and used it just as 1%, she had the use
of her eyes. J

Instead of starting to struggle with the girls
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‘panie, fled for the way out.

‘from the cave; but they could not see her.
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who actually held her, Bunny put all her energy
into a lunge af one of the other cowled figures.
She did not not know which one it was, but she
hoped it might.be Ifay Denver, i

At any rate, Bunny succeeded in butting into
that partieular figure with a ducked head, and
then shouldering into it so vielently that the girl,
whoever she was, lost her balance and toppled

“into the pool.

She yvelled as she tried to recover her balance
in the foot-deep pool. Then, as one floundering
leg phmged knee-deep—over she went.completely.

SPLOSH !

And Bunny, by that bit of head-and-shoulder
work, had caused the bandage to slip down from

her eyes. She lunged and struggled again, and
v;?is suddenly free. .
free !

Tt was a thing she never could have done, only
the sight of one of their number commF in for
such a tumble into the water had demoralised the
rest. They had not known, in that confusing
moment, who might be the next.

So Bunny, taking swift advantage of the general
Iixpecting a pursuit,
she knew she ought to save all her breath for
running, yet she had to laugh. She yelled her
laughter as she streaked towards the cave-mouth
and the evening sunshine. T
. A few seconds, and she was emerging upon the
seashore, And no one, after all, was coming after
her. She conld pause for breath, hear the gulls
crying above the tumbling waves, and hear also

,much spluttering and sunabbling amongst. the
vl oclety, -

various members of tho Morcove Secret
far back in the depths of the cavern.

I'ay, the one who had come in for that drench- )

ing? “Oh, I do hope so!” chuckled Bunny.

Then in the act of going on again to gei back
to the school, she saw what a nice smooth patch
of sand there was in front of the cave. Except
for a few footprints, it was one of those smooth
e:q;ans‘cs which simply ask to be written upon.,

Bunny stooped and wrote, in huge letters, using
o forefinger as a stylo:

YOU NEED TOWELS—NOT COWLS!

Then she went_on again, at a quite leisurely
pace, climbed halfway up the zigzag path, and

waited, giving her mirthful eyes to the shore
below. . Lo
Presently she saw the eight girls coming along

She
was nicely ambushed amongst the crags.

The members of the Morcove Secret Society
were, as was to be exgecbed, no Jonger wearing
their cowls, Perhaps they had retained them, to
use thein. another time? ’

Meanwhile, one of the *Justice Dealers” was in
such a sopping state as to suggest the need for

a special secret society to smuggle her back to -

the schoolhouse. .
And that bedraggled girl was, to Bunny’s un-
bounded joy, Fay Denver, afier alll

CHAFPTER 5.
Given Her Choice
UST before Big Hall, that evening, Betty
Bartonn walked “into étudy 12, where Bunny
was writing a .letter.
“(an you leave that for a moment, Bunny? It
can’t go off this evening, anyway ?”
“QOh, no, it's quite all right. I
writing to mother, asking for a sub.”
By that word did Morcove imply a “grant in

was only

§



. Bunny
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ail” from parents, otherwise, a supplementary
remittance from home,

“Whilst we've a minute to ourselves, Bunny,”
said the captain, closing the door, “I feel I must
put one or two thinﬁsdprntty plainly.”

“(o ahead,” nodded Bunny. *‘Of course, as
captain you can't pass over what I did this after-
noon. I've been waiting for you to start in.”

* “You know that the Form is very sore about
it all, Bunny? Even your best chums Eb

“They've a perfect right to be. Surely they

" don’t imagine that I'm not wild with- myself at

hawing faiied to turn up for the match? [ could
still kick myself. And when I did get back, and
you told me that we'd lost—7""

Bunny’s voice became slightly lumpy. i

“Tt isn’t like me to want to let down my side,
Betty, ‘But I suppose my mnot getting back in
time did cause you to lose. Never mind what
T'm worth in the team, if I'm worth anything at
all; there was the—what’s the word I_wuant?—
psychologieal effect, eh, Betty? I'm not
joking——"

“I can see yowre not, Bunny. As a malter of
fact, that was the effect upon the rest- of the
team. Girls like Polly got a bit rattled, and that
pub them off their form.” :

“T know; I can quite understand. And I'm
terribly sorry that it was my fault that the Form
lost. Only it was not my fault, Detty, that I
didn’t get back in time.”

“I warned you that you wouldn’t be!”

“I know.” -

“But did you really hang about at the cotfage
where the Turners live until you found you were
co late for getting back, you might just as well
stay away for the rest of the afternoon? If so,

“PBut it wasn’t so, Betty. Something happened
—1 am mnot going to say what—that absolutely
prevented me. I was furious. If took me more
than a solid hour to get away—-—""

“Do what? How do you mean—° get away’?”

“(Qh, dash,” grimaced Bunny, I shouldn’t have
said that. The fact is, then, Betty, whilst I was
visiting Iathy Turner at the cottage, her brother
Alf turned up, and the police were after him—
what for, I still don’t know. He took my bike,
to use it to get away from the police. I ran after
him. So did Kathy. It ended in his shuiting
we up in one of those quarrymen’s sheds, on the
moor, and then going on again—on my bike.”

Betty was looking more and more aghast as she
listened. .

“But, Bunny! That was simply awful—"

“Oh, I don't know! Only awful, in that it
made me miss the match. Of course, you couldn’t
expect him or—or Kathy—to think about that.
He ordered her not to let me out for a long
while; but she did have the decency to unfasten
the shed-door after about an hour.. Then I walked
back to the school, and that’s all.”

The captain’s brows, after being raised so high
in amazement, became drawn down in a heavy
frown. She tpok a turn about the study, then
stood still again, looking at- Bunny very gravely.

“T owe it to the Form, Bunny, to see that there
is no upset for the team next match-day, due to
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your going on like this: We've an away match
next week, at Grangemocor, and I want you to
But I am not taking any chances
—that wouldn’t be fair to the rest. Afou want to
piu‘;r in the next match, I take it?”

“Of course! D'you suppose I
as an honour, Betty ?” .

“Very well, then. We must setile it now,
Bunny, for if you're not to be relied ppon I
must have time to arrange accordingly. fither
you promise me now, Bunny, to give up doing
things for that Turner gitl, or else—you can’t
play for the Form at (rangemoor next week.
One thing or the other.”

Bunny was already shaking her head.

“I'm not going to stop taking an interest in
that girl. I can’t, Betty. It wouldn’t be right.”

“ Bunny ; s .

“It’s no use, Betty. I've thought it all out.”

The captain made an advancing step,

“Have you realised this, Bunny? cV]mi. hap-
pened to you this afternoon only proves that it
isn’t right for you to be going on with the girl.
I and.others have admitted—you know we have !—
that it does you credit to want te help a poor
girl. But we warned you that this particular case
is not the sort for you to deal with. You're
biting off more than you can chew. The father's
a poacher; the boy’s a waster. Yeu've just said
the police were after him to-day—"" :

“¥es, and doesn’t that make it all the more
necessary for someone to help Kathy 17

Betty sighed loudly. :

“Am 1 hard-hearted, Bunny? Are the rest of
your chums—Polly and Pam, Madge and Paula?
Put you happen to have come upon a_difficult
cuse; one that neceds somcone much older
than—-"

“And she doesn't get anybody older,” Bunny
rather flashed. “That’s where it is; she gets
passed over—missed. I tell you I see everything
quite plainly, Betty., It's up to me! Drop her
now? Not likely! She's had enough -of geinp;
dropped. ¢ Nobody ever likes me for long >—her
own words. ~Theres a lot about her that I don’t
like. I can't stand her at times! But don’t von
sce, the worse she is, the more she needs to be
helped.” :

“Yes, Bunny; but you simply can’t—"

“Oh, can’t I? That remains to be seen. But
1 do sec that I can’t expect to have it both ways,
Betty. So, as you seem to think it will lead to
my mucking up the next match—mna place in the
team for me, ‘that’s all.”

“Bunny, that means you’re giving up a great
deal! Ouly think-—" :

“Bui I'd rather not—think,” said Bunny, turn-
ing a sharp wince into a smile,

There came a sudden pounding of feet in the
corridor. Then Nuomer burst in—just up from
the field, with Polly and Pam and the rest
coming on behind.

“Belias—before ze hell goes for Big Hall,”
panted Naomer, darting to the corner-cupboard
to fetch out lemonade and glasses. *‘And you can
hLave one, too, Bunny, bekas—I forgive you !”

Tt was evident enough to Bunny that all her
chums, at any rate, were forgiving her. She
sensed a general desire to_ “keep off Kathy.”
Liven headstrong Polly, usually so outspoken, had
nothing to say. Iividently, these girls had de-
cided amongst themselves that Betty, as captain,
could be trusted to deal with the affair.

Well, so Betty had dealt with it, and the result
~-no place in the team for her, Bunny ! Unkind
of Betty to have forced her to choose between
ihe one thing and the other? Oh, not a bit!

don’t r'egard it
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Perfectly fair, in fact. As captain, Belty could
not afford to The Form must: come
firgt with heg. 357700 75 e ¥

Nor was Bufiny "going to feel ithat hers-had
become a “hang the Form ” attitude, simply on
account of her protégée. When the time came
she would be available; right encugh; if they
wanted her for the team..” - .

She -would never think of missing next week's
match as an’ onlooker, anyhow. And very likel
Betty, finding her on'the ground along with
others who had come. to: see the match, “would
decide to play her. If not—well, it wau_i‘d show
that ‘theéy could do without her, after all 3

“Hang the Form " ? - Nothing like that: about
Bunny.: But, in the night, she remained awake,
thinking a2 great deal about Kathy Turner, and
- somehow the urge to go on befriending that

hapless girl was greater than ever. -

Now it seemed just as well that the ugly busi-
ness of Alf and the police had rather invelved
her—Bunny. An eye-opener as to the adverse con-
ditions which were poor Kathy's. . .- .

A poaching father, and a brother fast going to
the bad. ‘“And mo mother !”- Bunny added. to
herself, distressfully. *Really, it’s pretty ~awful.
And here anmr I, with just about everything a-girl
could want. I’ll never see that bike again, I
.suppose, and do I need to care?”

No. That was what it was to be Bunny Trevor,
of Morcove School, instead of a Kathy Turner—
tending fo become one of life’s throw-outs.

__ There would be money from ‘“mumsie” in a

day or two; the big sub that had been requesied;

and no questions asked. One would go into

Barncembe and get a new “bike »*; that was all.

But although in due course fhe large money-
order did come to hand from doting ‘‘mumsie,”
Bunny was fated not to walk into Barncombe to
choose a new machine. 4

. In the very moment when she was setting off
for ithe town, on foot, at the close of school on
the following Tuesday aiternoon, a new -bicyele

was due -to be handed over to her ! .

Talk about the unexpected! Never in her life
had Bunny come in for a bigger surprise. -

She was trudging along the road to the town,
having got only half a mile from the school gate-
way, when suddenly she beheld Kathy Turner,
riding towards her on_a brand-new bicycle.

Katkyl—wuh a machine that was the latest
model, its plated parts simply fashing in the
summer sunshine ! -

But the climax to Bunny’s astonishment was
still to come. As she watched the poacher’s
daughter riding towards her, she was only amazed
that a girl in such circumstances should have
acquired such a fine new “bike.”

Then Kathy hopped down from the saddle to
make a first remark which left Bunny utterly
flabbergasted. . k :

“Here you are, miss, this can be your'n now.”

“Wha-a-at ! ;

“It's fer you—yers, miss.,” said Kathy, with a
queer smile. “I—I've just bought it for you, to
make up fer the one Alf took and must have
lorst or chucked away.”

Bunny gaseeﬂ. .

You—you've bought me a new bike, Kathy?*

Yers, miss; I fought it only right to, as Alf
took your'’n. This machine is as good as the
_other, T hope? An’ so, will you jist take hold,
and then I kin-git back home.”

The Morcove ?ir] looked Kathy up and ‘down.
.Sh‘u as untidy-looking as ever; still a bit of
string scrving as a lace for one shabby shoel
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-How could thére, have been any sudden aflluence,

enabling’ her to purchase the bicycle?
© “What about Alf, Kathy?” Bunny questioned
anxiously. “Did the police get him?” =~

“No, miss!” a little pmucﬁ . “I hain't, seen
him since. He’s kéeping away.” )

“I hope, Kathy, if only for your sake, he—he
iz all right.” . b
“Oh, he'll be all right, miss. He doan’t mind
a bit o sleeping out and that like—mot this

weather.”” e
“Then—about this bieycle. I can’t,i':osmbly let.
you make me such a present, Kathy! How.on
carth did you find the money to pay for it7” -
“Oh, I only had to find a few shillings deposit,
miss,” was the smiling answer which left Bunny
again robbed of breath. “I got 'un, you sce, on
the hire system. In Barncombe—Mr.” Mather’s
shop—you pays weekly.” : 3 T g
Heavens | thought Bunny.

So I'm going. to pay—half a crown. weekly,

" which I find I can do out o th’ egg-money,

wangling it a bit.” N
- Bunny's mind was wo:kingr swiftly now. It
leapt, in fact, to a dccision. Take the *bike ”;
take it now, and ride into Barncombe with it—
and pay for it, straight away !

“Kathy dear,” Bunny said rather emotionally,
“you meant well. Oh, it was fine of you, Kathy,
to want to make up the loss of my other machinel
But it was wrong, Kathy, to—" ;

“Wrong, miss? Howi” :

“Fven 1f you hoped to be able to find the
weekly instalments, don’t you know that you
mustn’'t part with anything obtained on the instal-
ment system, until all the instalments'are paid ?”

“No, miss, I didw’t know that!” L

“Did you sign a. paper?? ° "

“Yes, miss, but I never read 'un. ' The print
wag so small, Mr, Mather, *¢ was very nice. 1
reckon Mr, Mather were anly too glad to sell me
a machine.” ’ bis

Quite likely! In the belief, of course, that the
machine ebuf)d. always be recovered, if the instal-
ments fell seriously in arrear. hut here was
Kathy, fully intending to make a present of it!

Suddenly Bunny's eyes sparkled. e

“Well, Kathy, -all T can say is—thank you' ever
so much ! T’Il take the bike——"

“And you're not really cross: with me, then,
miss? I mean,” Kathy almost whimpered, “I
fought you said just then I'd done wrong agen?
Like you seem fo find I'm allus a-doing!

“I ocan_make everything all right, Kathy—
luckily. I can go straight to the cycle-shop
now—-" ;

“0oo, I wouldn’t do that, miss; not if T wasn’t
supposed to give it away. .Then Mr. Mather
m:ght be cross!” 3

“He won’t be, Kathy. Listen. - You won’t
have to pay the instalments. T am going to bu
this machine outright, straight away. And T
get him to return you the deposit, by post.”

“But, miss, at that rate, youll still be——*

“0b, T can’t stop now, Kathy. Good-bye, I
must see about it all at once!”

Bunny hoped the girl didn’t think it rude to
be closuring the talk so abruptly, but it seemed
the best course to follow. The more one said, the
more one would. upset Kathy by making her
understand the enormity of what she had done.

“Poor soul!” Bunny sdid to herself, riding.the
new machine a3 fast as possible towards the town:
“And heaps of good in her, too1” i :

JAll the: same, it seemed advisable not to men-
tion the incident to Befty and others. They,
whilst rccognising the good iifention, would be

.



Eight girls were quietly filing out of the dormitory. Eight—the same number that
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constituted the * Morcove Secret Society ' !

horrified over the what-might-have-been. “Sup-
posing you hadn’t been able to pay for the
machine yourself, Bunny 7" .

So Study 12 only lnew, by-and-by, that she
had acquired a brand-new machine, thanks to a
doting mother who was indulgent enough to give
her almost anything she asked. In all this, there
was something for Bunny to laugh about to her-
solf, although another night found her lyin
awake in bed, her mind a good deal exercise
about Kathy as a “case.”

It was not that Bunny was losing heart over
the poor girl. But bed-time and darkness—they
served somehow to engender a more anxious state
of mind than was ever Bunny's by day.- “Sup-

osing, after all, I hadn’t had the money to pay
?or the machine?” .

And again:

“ghe did a thing like that; what will she do
next, I wonder!”

CHAPTER 6.
At Dead of Night

UDDENLY, after the school chimes had ding-

S dong’d half-past eleven, Bunny came in for
a sensation,

1t began with a faint stir in the dormitory, dae
to a strange, simultaneous restlessness of several
girls.

Next moment, from several beds the coverings
were thrown back to let various occupants rise up.

The summer night was bright enough for Bunny,

who kept quite still, to sce how these other girls -

first exchanged grins with one another. Then,
stealthily, cach got out of her bed and sought
dressing-gown and slippers.

Bunny counted eight of thern. Eight—the same
number that had constituted the *'Morcove
Secret Society ! And these—yes. these must be
the very girls! At any rate, Fay and Edna
Denver were distinguishable during the swift and
silent preparations for midnight activities,

But this,
lovely !

Apparently, in spite of certain “biter hit "
results of its first act of “justice dealings,” the
secret society had not dissolved.

Quite.obviously tomight had been chosen for a
solemn meeting—cowls to be worn, of course!l

“And they’ve not the faintest idea that I'm
awake !’ mused Bunny.

Another minute, and _all eight girls had
stealthily filed out of the dormitory.

Bunny gave them a fow moments’ start, then
got out of bed and put on her dressing-gown and
slippers. g

Strong was the temptation to wake up Betty
and others at once, lefting them into the fun;
but she decided to -leave them still fast asleep.
It z:he roused her clmn_\s, there must be a lot of
whispering, and that might result in a number of
other girls waking up.

8o, all by herself, Bunny padded away from
the dormitory. At the staircaselanding she
stood perfectly still, straining her ears to pick
up hoped-for sounds which would tell her which
way to proceed. She was not taking it for
granted that the eight had gone downstairs.
There were always the atties!”

In the semi-darkness she cast her eyes upwards
to the aftic-landing, thinking: “I shouldn’t
wonder | As a secret society which had resorted
the other day to a cave, and candles and cowls,
the justice dealers might well be feeling that a
cobwebby attic was just the place for to-night's
solemnities.” g

Then suddenly Bunny heard very significant
sounds from a floor below—a faint flurry such as
some nervous fitting about might create, and
then at least one whispering voice—a girl's.

That decided Bunny. She very stealthily went
down two flights of stairs to the landing serving
the study corridors. All was now dead silence;

Bunny said to herself, was just
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but those sounds of a few moments ago had con-
vinced her that the eight had turned into the
Form’s passage on this lower floor,

Ineh by inch she advanced until she could peer
round the edge of the wall, and thus see night
down the corridor, &

No one!

Did this mean that the secret society had
passed into one of the studies? A midnight con-
clave in the Denver Sisters’ study, perhaps? Or
was the society even now carrying out some act of
‘' justice "—say, by ragging Siudy 127

Bunny deecided to creep down %he passage,
listening as she went by one closed door after
another. The Denvefs' study was midway along
the corridor. She heard no whispering, no sound,
however faint, whilst proceeding as far as that
study, and she heard not a sound when she was
there. !

Then—almost as she had begun to expect by
nzow—there came a sound from the far end. ‘Study
121

She went non-stop fo the end of the passage,
convinced that mischief was being done.in the
famous study. Her intention was to listen for
only a few moments outside the closed door, then
flit_away—back to the dormitory, to rouse Betty
and Polﬂf and others, after all,

Outside the closed door, however, she listenad

for several moments without hecaring the faintest
sound: Were the eight really in there? She
could never have believed that so many girls could
keep as silent as this. :
" Of a sudden—oh, an extraordinary sound, a
horrible sound for her to be hearing, considering
the comedy it had all been up till now. A kind
of sniffing sob, such as a girl might give, trying
to stop crying !

What did it mean? Bunny twisted. the knob
and sent the door round, peering in.
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She heard a dismayed gasp, saw only one girl
in the study, and knew her instantly.
Kathy!

'HERE, in_the semi-darkness of the summer's
night, in this study, was Kathy Turner, the
poacher’s danghter,

The girl from the coitage—with no right of
any sort to be here in the school; yet here she
was, shrinking back in a guilt-siricken manner
now that she had been taken by surprise like this,

A moment of dramatic silence; then Bunny
guve her dismayed gasp.

“Kathy | Oh—my what—how—
why—"

Then, realising the need for silence, the hor-
rified schoolgirl broke off. She closed the door
and moved towards the cottage girl, intending to
stand much nearer for the purpose of whispering,

After the first step, however, Bunny stood
arrested by the sight of an open drawer of the
table. She knew it.-fo, be a .drawer in which
Polly kept, amongst other helongings, a money-

goodness,

0X.

That cashbox—was it there? Bunny felt im=
pelled to look and see—not ask Kathy.

This caused her, Bunny, to go to that side of
the table—and instantly the cottage girl darted to
the door, whipped it open, and was in full flight
up: the corridor. e

Not for a few moments did Bunny move to go
in pursuit. Quick-wittedly she was realising that
if she overtook the unhappy girl anywhere on this
floor, there might easily be a disturbanece, rousing
the whole sehool,

Kathy had been once to the school before; bu
she did not know her way about the place well
enough to be able to rush this way and that, in
the darkness, without making a noise. To know
that she was being hotly pursued might cause her
to go headlong down a: whole flight of stairs!

But, after waiting those few moments, Bunny
hurried away from the study, glimpsing the fugi-
1iv§ as she ran clear of the passage at its upper
end.

On tip-foe Bunny nipped along the corridor,
and went racing downstairs, clawing hold of her
gitrcssmg-gm‘{n to save her feet from catehing in
it, ;

At the ground floor, she picked up a sound from
the far end of a side passage. There was, Bunny
knew, an outer door there. She rushed to it, and
found it closed, but unlocked. . i

She opened the door and peered out into the

starlit garden.

Kathy was a receding figure, fluttering away as
fast as her feet could take her.
ITH a shaking hand Bynny closed that outer
deor in the passage, then turned the key
and silently shot the bolfs.
“But how awful ! she was quavering to her-
self. “How simply terrible all this— And
Polly's money-box-—is it still there, or not??

Silently she returned up_the dark staircase, to
the Form quarters, and padded again to Study 12.

If there was one thing to offer relief, in such
a crisis as this, i was the absence of any sound
which might have warned her that the secret
society had come downstairs.. - ’

In her slif:pered feet, once more she crossed the
threshold of Study 12 and came to the pulled-out
drawe#, I

And the money-box was GONE'|

[END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.]
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