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“An Outcast on Mystery’s Trail!”
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“Look ! " Polly gasped.
It was the mystery

man again.

A dramatic incident from

ihis week's grand long
complete

Morcove story.

" HER HARUM-SCARUM HIGHNESS Appears in This Issue
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STARTLING
SENSATIONS
AT
MORCOVE
SCHOOL!

Sensation No. I.
‘ Biddy Loveland

Worth a
Million Pounds!

Sensation No, 2.
The Fourth
Form’s
Theatrical
Producer
Has 2 Secret!

Sensation No. 3.
Biddy Loveland

Menaced by -
Kidnappers!

Strangers to Morcove !  “Tspecially when it’s a week-end change,”

“ T have time for a cup of tea Beity.” chuckled Bertty. “But T don’t know that there

W “Ves, let’s!” 2 is much of a thrill in baving to change bere for

Week-end Inggage had, 2 moment M?rcove.” o 3
sinee, been dumped by Betty Barton and Polly “ Awful bore, sighed Polly, with all the more
s 1 train that emphasis now that they were in the definitely

Linton in a compartment of the loca et LY. t
would presently he fussing along the branch line © eerless tea-room, with 1ts odour of gas-rings.

to Morcove Road—station for Morcove School. They dropped down into chairs at the first table
The fwo chums—chief of those who made up which came to hand, noticing only one other
the Study 12 chummery—had been away on week-  refreshment secker—a very attractive, fashionably-
end leave from the school. dressed woman.

It was only last Friday that they set off so But, although this lady was alone, tea for two
gaily for Pol{y’s home, and already, on this, the had been set “lown on the table at which she sat.

following Monday afternoon, they were quite as Betty and Polly had, in faci, seen the woman
gaily returning. Vet it seemed to both girls that join their main line train at Exeter with 2 well-
they had been away guite a long time. dressed man.

“'And I wonder, Betty, if anything has been “Pwo cups of tea, please,” Betty requested,
happening I was madcap Polly’s remark as she when the attendant had come round from behind
and Betty made for the tea-room connected with the counter. i
the Barncombe Junction buffet. “«Nothing te do with owr school 77 Polly

v Last weeks of term, Pollyl We can do with-  presently consulted her chum in a guarded voice,
out anything happening, when we know what referring to. the lady who was still alone at that

lively times they mean in any case!” ney‘-rby table. :
“Yes! For one thing, I suppose the Form will I wonder !” Betty whispered back.
get up something for the End-of-Term Concert P2 They were feeling curious, becaunse it looked as

i And thab means—" if the lady—and the gentleman, perhaps)would
“ 0k, don't remind me any more 1" Polly mock- be going on by the “lgcal ¥ to Marcove Road.
grimly pleaded. “Why should I be always the  And, ab this time of year, the branch line very
one to have to make up play ?” seldom knew a passenger who was not going to or
“Vouwre the only one Wh »”» from the school itself.
«“Rabbits! The Form used to say that no one The girls’ tea came to hand, and then—just as
else hut you could be captain, Betty. That didn’t  they were si ping it—a man came in.
Ereven’b you from insisting upon Etta Hargrove He was the same man who had travelled up
aving an innings. Everybody at times enjoys 2 from Exeter with tho lady, and he now rejoined

change.” her; bursting into talk as he did so.
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Featuring BET'TY BARTON & CO, of the Fourth Form, and—

MILLIONAIRES:

“We could have been mef at this
junction if we had let them know in
time,!” Betty and Polly heard him ex-
claim., “The hotel runs a car to pick
up arrivals here. So I have asked them,
over the ’phone, to send the car to pick
us up.”

“But Road
nearest 7

“They don’t use it,” the man mut-
tered. “ It must be a bigger hotel than
we imagined. We knew that the school
Was A .
| He broke offi—warned to do so, as Betty and
Polly were aware, by a meaning glance from the
woman. The two schoolgirls felt sure also that
it was their presence which had caused the mute
warning to be given.

The ‘man did not look at them, then. But a
minute later he was sending glance affer glance
at Betty and Polly; and there was a furtiveness
in this taking stock of them which they did
not iike. o

From those few remarks, which they had been
bound to overhear, it was evident that the couple
were going to stay at the Headland Hotel—only
a mile from the school, To know this would have
meant an end to all Betty's and Polly’s interest;
only—why had the woman warned her companion
110 be7 careful what he said, with them on hand to
rear ?

“Did you notice his eves?” Polly broke out, as
soon as she and Betty were out of the stuffy tea-
‘room. ‘“‘Did you notice the sort of twist to one
cychrow, as if he had a sear just there?”

“1 did,” Betty grinned.  “And I didn’t exactly
take to the woman, either.”

“Neither did I! They are not Morcove parents,
are they, Betty? They've certainly never been
down on sports’ day.”

“Oh, no.”

“Then why—" g

“Yes, I noticed! That sudden drying-up about
the school! At any rate, they are complete
strangers to the district, or they would have
known all about the hotel they are going to—the
size it is.”

““And as they didn’t know,”” Polly reasoned on,
““it doesn’t look as if they are going to stay long.
People who_are going to put in a week or two
uvsually send for a brochure, if they don’t know
what the place is like.”

“Bomehow,” said Betty, boarding the train,
whilst Polly looked back along the platform as
if wishing she could sce the pair again—*some-
kow, I don’t fancy they are the usual IHeadland
type.

“Nol! And, Betty, didn’t he stare at us!”

_ “Oh, well, dear; perhaps we were rather look-
ing at them! Get in, Polly. or the Morcove
Limited will leave you behind.”

“I could always catch it up, by doing a little
sprint,” liest-od the madeap.

The *local's ¥ way of crawling the four miles

Morcove station is

s

7 : %\ S

By Marjorie Stanton

from Barncombe was one of Morcove's standing
jokes. But Betty and Polly had left their bicycles
ab the wayside station, last Friday, and in due
course they were making up for the time wasted
over the last bit of the train journey. '

With their luggage on the carriers, at full pelt,
the returned weck-enders went along the open
road to'the school. Morcove's chimes were ding-
donging half-past four as they turned in at the
main gateway, and so they were not surprised to
sec an empty games field.

t this dreary season of the year, a little after
four, any day, meant a general swarming indoors
for tea.

What did surprise Betty and Polly was that
none of their friends had hung about, out-of-doors,

“to_welcome them back.

They could sce the window of Study 12, one of
a whole row of study windows high up in the
great schoolhouse, and there was not a face to
be seen there,

But if this incident put a slight damper on their
spirits, soon_eénough the two chums were cheered
up again. Tven whilst they were. putting their
machines away, in the cyele-shed, sounds. reached
them which proclaimed great jollity somewhere
in_the schoolhouse. :

Then, on their way to the front porch, carrying
their bags, they realised that lots of girls belong-
ing to their Form were gathered in the musie-
room, 1

At one and another of the windows of that :
fine room were many familiar faces—and what
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flushed and excited faces they were, too, as if a
party were being held to celebrate some great
ocecasien !
- %A birthday ?”
along with I’olfy.

*. Betty speculated hurrying
“1 hadn’t heard of-one.”

“T hope it 1sn’t—when we've mno presents
Polly grimaced. - “ But here’s Pam, anyhow—oh,
and Madge as well 17 : ’

That Pam Willoughby and Madge Minden had.

hastily forsaken. the: music-room gathering, to
come tearing -dowi to_the front door, Betty and
Polly could tell.. = Their two chums - had " a
“party ” look about them ! . ik
~%“Pid- you wonder?”. Madge eagerly inquired,
in allusion to the week-énders not having been
met sooner, 5 o3

“We are wondering now,” smiled Betty, “what
all the excitement is about indoors?” -

“YWell,” - Pam - responded, . with her. usual
serenity, ©we were all asked to be there at four-
fifteen, and it would have seemed so rude to stay
out to look for you. Er—girls—whilst you have

been away——" . ot )
“Qh?” jerked :Betty and: Polly “as with one
voice. ‘“What, then?” 7
“Biddy Loveland—in our Form,” Pam calmly

imparted, ““has become a millionairess 1"

Enter- Miss Gray |

N N FHAAATP yolled Polly, letting her
luggage..go gop.
“Pyddy Loveland’s been left some-

thing like a million- pounds by a relation she had
hardly ever heard of!”
“My hat!” gasped Polly.
“No, it’s a fact.”
“Then it’s jolly nice for Biddy—good luck to
her 1 Betty cried heartily, ‘A million, though !”

“You're joking =5

And now Betty felt staggered again. “A mi lion
pounds " ' sr
“Ves, well—roughly,” Pam qualified = once

more.

“T don’t feel that a few pounds either way
makes much difference,” sighed Polly, “If any
relation ‘U've never heard of cares to leave me &
million—nore or less—I shan’t mind. Whew,”
Polly breathed, exchanging a round-eyed look
with  Betty. “Our Biddy—a millionairess !"

“And so—what?” clamoured Betiy. “Mean to
_sa¥, is she leaving Morcove at once, or——"

“Qh, no! She’s thrown a party for this after-
noon,” Pam responded, ‘“but that’s only a—
well—" ey

“T get you,” nodded Polly. “What Naomer
would eall a ¢ cellerhration.’ ~Any chance of two
girls who've only had a railway cup of tea getting
a look in?" i

For answer, Pam and Madge ¢ach took up one
of the bits of luggage, thereby implying that
Betty and Polly must Jose not a moment;
were awaited in the music-room |

Although they hurried to get rid of outdoer
things and eniqy a tidy-up, . thexre was time for
other special friends of theirs to come seeking
them.

There was that elegant member of the chum-
mérif, Paula Creel, looking very charming in a
froclc put on for the party. here was . dusky
Naomer Nakara, all  on.the caper over the
prospect of a “‘gorjus spread.” -She gave details
of what the specially laid teatable in'the music-
rogm held.’

Then there was. quiet Judy Cardew, along with
{nlly Helen Craig and clever-looking Tess Tre-
awney. = Last but mnot least, Bunny Trevor
appeared, her high spirits bubbling over as usual.
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‘one side, as Biddy’s
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Mobhbed about by all these good friends, Betty
and Polly went up to the thronged music-room,
on the first floor, and their entry upon the joyous
scene was the signal for clapping and cheering.

In a few moments, however, all the welcoming
eries gave g]a.ce to a babel about Biddy. It was
dinned at the returned week-enders over and over
this about Bidc}; "

Girls wore asking Betty and Polly if they had
had a nice time over the week-end; but there
was no waiting - for any answer. The same ex-
cited tongues switched to: ‘ What do you think
of Biddy’s luck 7"’ . 3
“Then Betty and Polly had Biddy herself in
front of them, and they could say to her just
what they thought about it alk

“Vou lucky girl, Biddy !”

“1  know % am!” laughed the Morcove
millionairess, looking very ushed and radiant.
“It’s like a dream ! o

““When did you first hear about it all, Biddy?”

“Quturday afterncon—just when I Was gowng,

“out to hockey.”

“Even now, Betty and Polly had only acquired
the barest details; but this was not the time for
trying to get the full story ouf of Biddy or any-
body else. Tea was ready-to be poured ont, as
the violent tinkling of a bell announced.
Boisterously, the Form rushed to get seated on
all the forms placed round the long table.
had exercised her privilege, as stess, to say
where everybody ‘should sit. Betty & Co. found
themselves placed all together, at the top end of
the table—quite close to their fortunate school-
mate. In fact, Betty was right at .the top, on
left-hand neighbour, Etta

Hargrove, as captain, being at the top on the
other side. It was an arran ement highly pleas-
ing to the Form in general Etta, during her

short term of office, -had proved a good captain;
at the same time, Betty was still as popular as
ever. . . .
The headmistress, wha had readily given per-
mission for the party to be held, had sent in
parlourmaids to wait upon the girls.

But authority itself was not tepresented until
healthy “appetites had done. ample justice to all
that had been set out upon cake-platters, some of
which wére almost embowered amongst flowers.

Then the Form’s adored mistress came upon the
scene to inguire how her charges were gebting on.

There was & great shout for her to find a seab
at the table, and Betby & Co. squeczed together
so thas Miss Merrick might be made rcom for on
Biddy’s left hand, F

“Yowre going to make a speech, Miss Mer-
rick I”” laughed Beity.

“T am not! I haven't come to stay, "for T am
expecting an arrival by car at any moment. But
T felt I must just look in! How was Linton Hall, .
you two?” :

“Qh, fine!”

There was no time for more. At a moment
when the youthful Form-mistress was certainly
intending to enjoy a friendly chaf with Betty and
Pollfr, a general babel of tongues sul denly
resolved itself into one repeated ery for Biddy
to stand up and speak £ ok

“Qpeech, - Bid y—speech |  clamoured the
Form, with an accompanying tinkling - of tea-
spoons and table-rapping. “Spee-ecch, spee-
eech |7 .

“Yes, bekas eet ces not every day you come
into ‘a forchune!” Naomer’s strident yell rose
above the din. “So, queek, Biddy—"

i “I:Spec-ech, come on, Biddy; you must. Ha, ha,
a1 ” g =
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“Oh—
“Up with you, Biddy!" i
sisted Betty and other As
for Polly, she herself suddenly
jumped up and went round
behind Biddy, to haul her on
to her feet.
The Torm shricked its
langhter and cheered anew.

MQOR

So, however reluctantly,
Biddy was standing up at
last, with the whole table

hushing down fo hear what
she would have to say. There
was dead silence.

Biddy stummered at last:

“Girls of my Iorm——-"

“TIHurrah-h-h ¥ The TForm
always. cheered any reference
to its noble self.

“I—I——- Oh, it’s silly, ex-
pec‘l‘i}lg me to make a specch

“No,
on-n-n!*

“ Bekas

“Or—der!™

“What =ze diggings!’
Nuomer protested, at the same
time maclung a walnut with
her teeth. “Bekas what about
all t,he row you others are

Biddy, go on! (o

e

“Booh, order! 8it on that
kid, somebody! Put her out!
Ha, ha, ha!”

Up jumped Polly again,
this time Bunny also rose.
two who considered
themselves best able to keep
the dusky one in order, Lhey
swooped upon that lively imp
and finally stowed her away
under the table. ”

ll\ereupon a shriek arose from Paula. Naomer,
under the table, had grabbed at a certain pair of
slonder  ankles—Paula’s.  The Iorm-mistress,
realising that theve was fo be nproar for a few
moments, discreetly asked the “losiess™ fto
excuse her, and made off. -

At last Biddy was called upon to make a fresh
sturt,

“Er—all I can say is, then, givls, that it's
still such a surprise to me, I—I—er—— But do,
some of you, finish up the last of the cakes, and—
and—"

Laughter and encouraging cheers to help Biddy
get over ber confusion !

and

being given,

‘Go onm-n! Biddy! Order!”

“Well, then, I—er—— Of course, girls. if's
very \\'GnderfuI, and—er—awfully nice and all
taat! I don't deny——"

“You had better not 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tell us what you are going to do with your
million pounds, Bldd} i

“Yes, Biddy—yes-s-s!” dinned the Form.

¢ QOh, as if--as 1f I can!” blushed Biddy.
thing I do mean ta, do, anyhow,
stay on at Morcove !’

Tremendous applause! Biddy sat down to fan
her heated face with a handkerchief. All down
both sides of the table, her schoolmates launched
into delighted talk with one another about Biddy.

Suddenly the door nponed and the [Form
realised that it was a case of “all stand.” i

Miss Merrick had re-entered, ushering in

Polly put in sternly.

“One
and that is—
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The man paused in what he was saying, noticing the mean-
ing glance the woman gave him. Betty and Polly were sure
that their presence was the cause of that mute warning
Who were these mysterious strangers ? they

wondered.

another voung lady, who was in ontdoor t1|111g~.,
as if she had just arvived. At any rate, she was
a complete stranger to all the scholars,

Instantly, Miss Merrick’s pleasant voice broke
tho rn«pc'ctful silence.

“Girls, I have brought this young lady to meet
you all “whilst vou are together, like this. She
13 Miss IFlorence Gray.”

A slight stiv of excitement wenb through the
hushed st‘mlars Who, then, was Florence Gray,
that she nceded to be introduced like this? A
new mistress?

“And now,” smiled on Miss Merrick, “for a
surprisc—a pleasunt one, I am sure! 1t I, only
a few weeks to the end of term, und no doubt
you have been thinking aboub the Brea]\mg up
Concert. You girls of my Form always like fo
feel, don't you, that vou are going one better
than any other I'orm

There were murmurs of emphatic assent, and |
Tolly, whilst being nudged by Betty, was awarc
of being looked at by girls everywherve. Tt was
a silent testimony to Polly's fame as the ver-
satile “playwright” of the Form, which did not
take her attention from Miss Florence Gray.

Polly, just then, like her churs and many other
girls, was feeling greatly attracted to Miss Grav.

“You will soon be en full defails,” Miss
Merrick spoke on genially. “Then, T am posi-
tive, you will feel what a delightful novelty it is
going to be! Meantime, I will merely say that
Miss Gray is going to put in the next fow weeks
at Morcove, preparing you all for a little nlay
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that the Form will give at the End-of-Term
Concerti” : ;

Very not.ceable was the blank sort of pause
which came as Miss Merrick finished speaking.

Surprise—and. some initial ° disappointment,
perhaps ¥ ' ok

But Polly, at any rate, although so vitally
affected by the innovation, was far from feeling
offended. 7

Like Befty over the captaincy, Polly wanted no
“_rnanoPoly » " as the Worm’s amateur ‘‘pro-
ducer.” She was the first to come out of a spell-
bound state, turning to her chums with a happy
smile and.-a whispered « E

“Good job, too!”

That Face Again 1

<4 NOW,” cried Polly, slamming down a ruler
with which she had just ruled two lines*
- under her finished work that evening, I

am going along to find Biddy, girls!” e
“One sec., and I'll come with you,” said Betty,
making very quick use of that same ruler. “It's
all very well to have been told- things by other
girls—" ;
“Mine is Biddy’s Own Story, world copyright
reserved,” sparkled Bunny, shaking a blob of
ink to the carpet. ‘The money has come to her
from an uncle who made’ a huge fortune in
Australia. }
will, and it has taken them all that time to trace

Biddy as the next-of:kin.” . .
“That’s all right,”: Polly approved this ver-

sion; ““all ‘the same—" . 4 7

And. she “and Betty set off together, going up
the long: corridor. of .studies to seek the Morcove

millionairess. ,T.hesj{- had hopes of getting her in’
i e would not be alone, having

a quiet toment.

to share & small study ‘with one. other girl; but
: Kely to be any crowding in upon

there was nefsli

her. i ui ¢
They ‘tapped at a_certain study. door. '
“Clomé in}"” Biddy, responded.

Then came a surprise that stopped Betty and
Polly dead at the threshold of the room.
GBiddy’s “only companion was—Miss Florence

ray ! X 5 )

Tt would have been- astonishing enough, if the
young Jady had appeared to be here merely for
a brief chat, due to pardonable interest in Biddy’s
wonderful windfall. But Betty and Polly” m-
stantly noticed that Miss Gray was seated—one
might say, settled—at that side of ‘the study table
where Biddy's study-mate -should have. been in

evidence. g
“(Jh—er—we can come back, Biddy,” stam-
mered Betty. “Any time will do—"

“Rut come in, please!” éntreated Miss Graivd_

very cordially. “And don’t mind me. T shiou
be so sorry to feel that I am in the way.”" o

“Miss Gray, fs—is_going to be in this. stud
with me,” Biddy blurted out; and, for. the life
of them, Betty and-Polly could not help looking
blankly again. “As—there is nowhere -else for
her, I-sup;i?se,” was added lamely. .

“Biddy Loveland, has been nice enough to say
she doesn't mind—="

Oh, no, I don’t mi_mﬁ 1 Biddy caught up the .

ly it seems so

oung: lady. ““If you don’t!. i
as if you were

unny to—to, put you in'a study,

a scholar I’ 2 i
Miss Gray laughed lightly. . - L !
“T eouldn’t wish for anything better! But I

don’t like- the idea of your lesing your study-

mate.”
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“You needn’t worry about that, as I said
before I’ Biddy exclaimed. “We weren't such
great friends, Eva Merrick and I. She was
mostly in next door with Pat Lawrence, anyhow,
Miss Gray, this is Betty Barton, who has been

_our eaptain and will be again next term1”

“Who says so?” grinned Betly. b

“Etta herself says so,” Biddy retorted with a
smile full of her own fondness for the ex-
captain. ““And, Miss Gray—Polly Linton, here,
is the girl who has always writien our plays e

“Oh—and I was just coming to Study 12 to
find you girls!*” -

Miss Gray was delighted, - She waved to chairs.

“Polly Linton, you will he very useful, I'm
sure. 1 have already been thinking; I must haye
leading spirits like you Study 12 girls to help
me over this play of mine—"

“I¢’s a play of your own, then?” Polly jerked.

“1 wrote it—yes; a little thing, ‘intended for
schoolgirls,” Miss Gray said flusteredly; “never
dreaming that some day I would have the honour
of coming to Morcove to handle its production!
But although it is my own work, and I am here
to see it through, as it were, T shall want to
rely ugon some of you as a sort of committee. I
must have you, Polly, and you, Beity, and then
1 think Biddy also should—-"

“Me 1" exclaimed the Morcove imillionairess.
“Qh, don’t get roping me in, please! Nob for
anything special, I mean.”

“But I am sure you are a girl who likes to
back up-the Form?”

.- “Yes, that’s all right, Miss Gray; only—there
may be lots of things now—-"

Betty and Polly looked at each .other and
smiled. After all, it seemed as if their Biddy
was expecting to lead a very different life, now.
that she was one of the richest girls in the
country—and only a schoolgirl still!

“Thera is a part in my little play, Biddy, that
is iust right for you, I'm gertain; a leading
part—"" " : .

“0Oh, but—"

“And  to-morrow
might all—" <

“Po.morrow evening !” cried Biddy; and now
her pretty face was falling. “But I want to go
to the Darrells’ place to-morrow evening !””

“Who are the Darrells, then?” asked Miss
Gray in a humouring tone. ]

“Yhoy live this side of Barncombe.

ovening, girls, perhaps we

Vera

_Darrell—I haven’t seen her since—since I was told

about my being left all that money; but she has
heard. I had a’letter from her, this morning,
asking me to tea to:morrow, and she wants me to
stay on. So I am goinﬁ to get permission from
Miss Merrick. I shall have & ecar,” Biddy
brightly added, thinking how cars could be
afforded now !

It seemed to Betty that Miss Gray looked at
her in a questioning way, as if asking: ‘““These

_Darrells—are they quite all right?” - Ho far as

PBetty knew, there was nothing against -them,
Vera Darrell was a day girl at Barncombe House
School, Her people would have liked her to enter

 Moreove; but Morcove could not take day girls.

“Well, we will sce; Biddy—"

. “QOh, but—I mean.to say!” objected Biddy in
2 nettled tone. “There musin’s be aﬁy doubt:
about it, Miss Gray. If you get asking Miss Mer-
rick not to let me go, because of the play——"

“My dear, you mustn’t_think me_a spoil-sport,”
came so gently that Biddy at once looked
ashamed.

“Sorry, Miss Gray., I—I—" -

“That's quite all right, Biddy! And now,”
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turning to Betty and Polly, “you must give me
soine ldca as to the way you huve usually gone to
work, In getting up your p!au or concerts.
Rehearsals —where do you hold T rem ? I saw what
a fine music-room there is

“But we can’t always have the use of it for
reiiearsals,” Polly broke out, feeling a great
cnthusiasm for the coming production. **So we
fall back on the gym. 'hat's really better in a
way. “L chalk off a part of the foor as
stage—-="

“I must gsee your gym. I haven’t been round
the school yef, you know,”
broke in Miss Gray.

“Then come vound with us
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Withdrawn in the very instanb that the llglltb
flashed on, it yet remained to cither girl if only
as an image, photographed, as it were, upon the
brain.

A dmrp featured white face, all the whiter be-
cause of the turned-up coat-collar, the cves ftercely
prying—nasty eves! And wheve—wlhere, both
girls wondered, had they seen that very face
before ?

Betty tuned to Polly, to see her passing a
hand over her head in a hard-thinking way. Both
girls were almost forgetting the presence of Miss

now ! Betty eagerly pm;)oﬁ:‘r‘l
That’s nice of you,” said
Misg Gray, “T’d like to.”
“If you don’t mind, Tl
stay here.”
As Biddy  said
Study 12 pair saw her reac
ing for a catalogue which
some enterprising firm, hear-
iny of her windfall, had evi-
dently lost no tune in posting
ta her. AndeBetty and Polly
felt like chuckling aloud.
Miss Gray, going downstairs
with the two chums, s .polm
about Biddy—rather gravely,
they r]mqqnt
“It is to be hoped Hmt—
that all goes well with her.”
“Why ever shouldn’t it?7
laaghed Polly. “I can think
of worse harm coming to you
than having a .mlhon ])0m;d~
And that is, to have no money
at all1”
“She seems a nice girl.”
“She 1s, DMiss Gr.n A
dear! But here we are in the
front hall, and so come and
soo our classroom. 1 don’t
know about showing you the
gym,” Hetty continued, o5

that, the
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they all three trended towards
~the classroom doorway.
“That's a eeparate buudmg,
vou see, and it would mean
going across to it in the dark,”

_“(Jh I don’t suppose you
givls are wanting to do any
running  out of doors after
dark. fhc _morning will do for
the gym,” Miss Gray con-
teutedly remarked, But what
a_ fine classroom—the size
of 14!

Proud as they were of Mor-
cove $School, that remark
would certainly have drawn
smiles to the faces of Betty
and Polly; only—

What a mml!mn moment it
was for both scholars—this
moment when Betty, feeling
for the switch Just inside the
;u:c \iay bad clicked on the
iehts

E\‘IIS:: Gray must have failed
to motice; but Bchy and
Polly could see a faco at the
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vaguely familiar,
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Gray, as she interestedly glanced around the fine
class-room.

Polly suddenly emitted:

“I know, Betty! At Barncombe Station—the
tea-room !”

“Why, of course!” Betty - excitably mnodded.
“The man with that twisted eyebrow 1”

g
_ Biddy Breaks Out !
HE young lady who had come to Moreove
to supervise the Form in its production of

. her play, made a startled turn towards
Betty and Polly.

“Pardoni” .

“ Oh—nothing, Miss Gray I”*

“Yau were feeling—scared, I thought?”

Then both girls laughed.

“Well, it did give us a_turn, Miss Gray |” said
Betty. “Just as I switched on the lights, Polly
and I saw a man looking in at that window over
there.” 3

“Vou did?” : ;

“And the fupny- thing is,” Polly exclaimed,
“wea recognised the face, We're positive it was

he—a man who travelled up from Exeter by our,

train, this afternoon, with a lady. We hap%n to
knew they were both ‘going to stay at the Head-
land Hotel, which is quite close to the school.”.

“But why should he come prying around the
school 77 Betty gasped. ‘“‘It’s a -lovely night—
dry and moonlight. He may have taken a stroll,
to start enjoying ‘the change of air at once.
Yﬁi 3 ¥ v o

“Surely he hadn’t mistaken his way back to:

the hotel 7’ Polly %m‘ led. *“Mistaken the school-
house, with all its lights on, for the Headland I””
Miss Gra; lzm%h :

I can tell, ‘Pol
in everything ! . Perhaps he is. the father of a
pupil here, and is taking a look-round the school
during a_moenlight stroll, before calling in the
morning.”? .

“If seo,”
wo have ever seen at the scheol. _

: “Tf he has never been down before, girls, thai
might account for an -eagerness to see the school
without actually calling at such a time.”

Betty remarked, ‘“he is not a parent

£l

Miss Gray followed Betty and Polly as they-

hurried. across the classToom to take a look out
of the window. But, as all three had expected,
nothing now was to be seen of the man in the
moonlt . grounds, .

Whether Miss Gray had dismissed the strange
jncident from her mind Betty and Polly could
not be sure whilst they showed her more of the
great schoolhouse. Mostly she seemed to be in-
tensely interested during the * personally con-
ducted tour.” But there were moments when
they noticed her looking gravely reflective.

At any rate, they themselves were not going to
forget that face at the window. If he and his
wife were the parents of a Morcove girl who had
never been down before, then he certainly had
done a very strange, not to say, ill-bred thing.

But; by midda
were convinced that the couple at the hotel were
not parents of any scholar. They would have
been certain to hear if a girl's parents had come
to see her, And no girl, as they took the trouble
to find out, had anyone comnected with her at
present: on & visit to the distriet:

- Betty came into Study 12, just before school
that afternoon, looking a trifle grave.

“(irls, Biddy has just been telling me—and I
didn’t like to hear her saying it!” >

“Saying what, Betty ?”
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“She is under orders to be back from the '
Darrells’ place by six this evening. Angd she tells
me flatly she is going to stay on.” :

Bunny and one or two others gave a peal of
laughter, i

_“Bravo, Biddy! Ha, ha, ha! Why shouldn’t
she 7

“Bekas, eef I had a meellion pounds——" _
“Oh, wo know what you would do, kid,” Polly
mock-scornfully snorted. “Stuff and stuff and
stuff 1?

“But couldn’t Miss Merrick have allowed
Biddy to stay later 7’ Pam submitted. -

“Tt's_this play business,” Betty pointed out.
“The Form is to assemble in the music-room at
six, to hear the play read. So there it is, you
see—a clash. Miss Merrick feels that Biddy must
be present.”

“Poor Biddy,” smiled Madge. ‘““And it’s she
who has Miss Gray in her study.”

“Ves, bai Jove; wather embawwassing, to say

the least 1” -

“¢Poor’ Biddy!” grimaced Polly. "I like
that! And here I’m having to scrape and scrape
But they should

to save up for Christmas cards!

_make allowances for Biddy now, a.gld not expect

her to'do the same as us.”

“Thing they wouldn’t do—even if they could—
you may be -quite sure of that,” Betty said.

““Bhe’s a millionairess1” '

“Bhe's still a schoolgirl.”

“Then,” said Polly, ““if I came into a fortune
—I'd " just pack up! But what’s the good of
ta._lkingi;" with a tremendous sigh, ‘““nobody is
ever likely to leave me a million I

“You know,” said Bumy, ‘“that’s just how I
feel, toot? ¥ )

“Ha, ha, ha1” . i

“The worst of it is,’ Beity resumed, ' Miss
Gray is all for Biddy. being to the fore in the
play. She’s got a big part for her; wants her on
the committee, too.”

“Um!” said Bunny. And after a pause: “I

‘hope Miss Gray isn’t sort of running after Biddy,

just Beca).use the girl is suddenly rolling in money.
ut—-" : :
“Miss Gray, Bunny, is a ripper, I think I”
“Oh, so do I—at least, I felt she was,” Bunny
qualified. . “But what -about her taking over a

half-share. of Biddy’s study? Biddy’s mind you I”

“¥Yes,” nodded Pam.
all right1” e |

*Yes, wather I Paula’s beaming ery chimed in
with others to similar effect.

And that liking for Miss Gray was even
strengthened when, just before six that evening,
she turned up at the music-room.

An eager, excitable mustering of the Form had
already . taken place. Every girl was there—ex-

“Oh, but she must be

_ cepting Biddy. = All were longing to find out what

the play was about, and now Miss Gray was due
to read- it to them. She herself let it be. seen
that she appreciated such keenness as was in the
air.

Hers was certainly the knack of getting on
well with scholars; so much so that Betty & Co.
wondered if she had had a good deal to do with
schoolgirls before to-day. Like Miss Merricl% she
was chummy, and that was what- drew the Form

to her.

“Biddy not here, then?” she commented, after
some first pleasant remarks,

“She’'ll be here any minute now, Miss Gray.
']'.l‘he”eur went off over half an hour ago to fetch
her.

The chums, hearing others say this, held their
tengues. They had not spread it round the Form
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hat Biddy had talked of overstaying her leave.
Betty & Co. never were ones for gossiping, and,
in any case, they hoped that she would come in
on time, after all,

“We must wait for Biddy,” Miss Gray said
decisively, “Ib isn't quite six, yet.”

That was all very well; but ap ten-past, and no
Biddy, the Form was feeling disgruntled. i

In groups—remote enough from where Miss
Gray was watching from one of the music-room
windows, as if on the look-out for a car—girls
were mumbling.

“8illy of her to be like this!”—for the discontent
was with the young lady, not with Biddy. Counld
vou really expect  Biddy to be nnvthmg else but
& bit rveckless, at present? *'If I were Miss
Gray,” one girl and another was saying, *
wouldn't expect Biddy fo give a thought to the
play at a time like this! Her mind is bound to
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But there were looks and murmurs of real annoy-
ance mnext moment when Miss Gray, with an
apologising murmur, hurried away from the
music- -room |
“Well 1”7 gasped the Torm, as soon 4s she had

vanished. “That’s pretty ool 17

Miss (iray, coming back a few moments later,
found half the Form dancing, and the rest boister-
011sly enjoying themselves, A few girls, over by
the piano, were imitating saxophones and help-
ing 1n other ways to create a jazz-band effect.

Tess was shaking a tambourine, Helen Craig
was equipped with comb-and-paper, And Polly,
standing on_a chair, was vigorously conducting,
using a blackboard peinter as baton.

Very professionally, too, did Polly lead the

band into some final chords as a grand finish-up,
now that the young lady had reappeared.
Miss Gray laughed in spite of her anxiety.

The woman came close to the car window, only to recoil suddenly, a startled expression

on her face.

Instantly Betty and Polly recognised her.

It was the woman they had

seen with the man in the station buffet at Barncombe,

be on other things all the while, it's
natural I’

Suddenly :

“Here's the car! cried several girls who, like
Miss Gray, had been watchmg

“ Hooray I” Bunny incited others to cheer.

“Bekas, perhaps she has called at ze Creamery
to buy some chocs fm passing round ! Eef I had
all her money——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” the laughter started, changing
to cries of amazement when, from the music-room
windows, it was seen that the car.had come back

—without Biddy !

Stopped on the Road !
Y hat,” chuckled Polly. “all this waiting
fot notlnngl”
“Sweendle |” eried Naomer.
Others, expecting Miss Gray to make an _im-
mediate start without ‘Biddy, merely laughed.

only

“8orry, girls! You will be wishing me and my

play further | But—Betty Bnrton, and you, Polly
inton; just come, will you?”

“What about us?” cried puzzled voices from
tha rest of the Form.

“1 was gomg to say; you must simply disperse,
I'm afraid.”

Betty and Polly, as they followed the young
lady out of the music-room, were aware of
general indignation over the cancelled arrange-
ment,

“All this fussing about on account of Biddy—
and we can guess why!” they heard several
schoolmates murmur.

And even the two chums, on hemg’ told for
what they were wanted, began to feel that Miss
Gray really was ‘‘running “after ¥ the Morcove
millionairess.

She was, she said, going to Barncombe to find
Biddy, and they must come with her!

The same car took them to the town. It was
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Miss Somerfield’s own Roysler. The headmistress
would sometimes let it be used to enable a scholar
to fulfil some. engagement—generally, a disagree-
able one, such as going to the dentist! .

Chauffeur Jennings, when he got back to the
school just now, had reported that *“Miss Biddy
had tofd him 1t wasn’t a bit of use his waiting,
She had made her own arrangements about get-
ting back, by-and-by, and nobody need bother,
1f it had been the Form-mistress, setting off so
promptly o fetch wayward Bxdéy back, Betty
and Polly would have {een little surprised. But
why Miss Gray ?

he Study 12 pair were still wondering why

Miss Gray had chosen them to accompany her,
when the car drew up hefore the Darrells’ big
house on the ouiskirts of Barncombe.
. If Betty had still been captain, then they could
have_understood. i !

“You mneedn’t get out, girls,” Miss Gray re-

marked, whilst alighting in front of the Darrell ., ,the 0 0 6
f “‘-experiencing a kind of cold thrill at seeing—the

porch. “Biddy wi

;. 1 come as soon as she has got
her things on,” .

But Biddy, it soon transpired, was not at the

Darrells’ house.  Betty and Polly bhad sat waiting
less than a minute, when Miss Gray came to speak
into them. - 3

“She is out with that friend of hers, and it
means t I must wait for her. I cannot keep
Miss Somerfield’s car—she may need it. Jen-
nings will drive you two girls back at qnee, I
am ’phoning Miss Merrick, so you won’t need to
let her know.” i) 4 %

Another moment, and the car was bearing the
two chums away again—back to the school, Tt
was a dark night, but the car’s interior light
enabled them to see laughter in each other’s eyes.
- That merriment was due entirely to the way

Biddy was acting, finding her feet se raﬁ)xdly as

a schoolgirl millionairess. Betty and Polly could

not seé any real need for the fuss Miss Gray was

making, for it was obvious that Biddy ocould
have ~heen: . relied wpon to . return to school
. eventually, under proper conditions. .

Was Miss Merrick in any real anxiety? Tt did

nof appear to.be.so. Doubtless, Miss Merrick
“realised: that Vera Darrell'’s mother would see

that everything was all right. * 3!

The speedy car was dom

- miles dn hour along the desolate, open road, lying
between the town -and Morcove, when Polfy sud-
denly summed up explosively: = -

“But what rot it is, Betty!: Just think; the
reading of the play cancelled—the Farm’s time
wasted, and youw and.. I fetched out all for
nothing I Really, it does'look as if Miss Gray
is thinking of Biddy all the time, just because
of the . fortune—— Hallo!” the madcap changed
to a surprised cry. “ Stopping?’.

The brakes-were applied rather suddenly, and
next second the car. stopped on the nighthound
road—with, as the two (?u_}s at -once discovered,
another car at a standstill close by, as if in
trouble, : i

Two:men and a woman were clustered near this
other “ear. Betty ~and Polly heard Jem:i.nfs
;npﬁealed.to for help. - They could  tell that he

heditated, and then only reluctantly got out t6 deo
anything he could. -~ - - 3 :

“I'm going to have just a look, as they seem
Eo be in &.Ex," he announced, opening the car

oor.

“Quite all right, Jennings! No hurry!”

He closed the door upon them, as a hint that
he would rather they didn't alight. So, rubbing
the misty side-windows, they sat peering out,

A mumble of masculine voices grew fainter as
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Jennings went to the front of the other car with
the two men. Betty and Polly saw their chauffeur
stooping to look in under the raised bonnet.

Then the woman, having nothing to do but
wait, sauntered closer to the Morcove car, The
two girls expected her to open the door and speak
in to them, giving some rueful account of the fix
she and her companions were in. But she did
not do this.

Instead, she came very close to those windows
against 'which Betty and Polly had their faces set.
There was a moment when they saw her- smiling
to them, and they, of course, felt inclined to
smile back. -

But then, suddenly, her smile faded, and she
took a startled, recoiling step.

As for the Study 12 pair, the heart of each
had given a big leap. 1

As last nighf, when they had been so amazed
to see the man ‘with the twisted eyebrow peering
in at the class-room windows, so now they were

;,m:jnam who had been his fellow-traveller on the
rain.

She was going towards the grouped men, at
the bonnet of the other car, and so her back was
turned to the agitated girls.

“You sawt” %’o}iy exclaimed.

“I did,” Betty nodded. “And
seems—strange ! i

somehow. it

Betty Realises the Truth
UT now Jennings came away from that other
car. i ; )
Before returning to his seat at the wheel;
he spoke in again to Betty and Pul]g. g

“Faulty wire, that was all. I've shown them;

quite. easy to get at.” .
. He closed the door, got to his seat, and on they
went again. Peering out, the two chums had a
< last glimpse of the trio belonging to that other
car. Both men waved a “Thanks1” to' Jennings;
but the woman did net look round to pay any
- attention to Belty and _Pollly. .
“Well, as you say,”” Polly ended a reflective
silence; “it's strange el

“And yet—I don’t know,” Betly now smiled.
“After all, they are at the hotel, which is close
by. And cars do break down sometimes!”

“If I had been that woman, I'd have walked on
to the hotel—not hung about in the cold,” Polly -
muttered.,

Five minutes later they were being set down

‘at the Morcove porch. Saying a Good-night and
Thank you! to Jennings was an opporfunity
for asking him what he had thought of  those
people in the other car., And Jennings simply
replied that he hadn’t thought much of the fwo
men, as motorists, for needing help over such a
trifting breakdown,

Then Betty and Polly plunged back into all the
life of the ¥orm. Upstairs, they found girls in
the mood to shriek with laughter over the amus-
ing report which the madeap, for her part, gave.
A final drifting away to the various studies, after
Betty and Polly had given audience in the corri-
dor, was the occasion for general cheers about
Biddy.

"~ “The young-monkey |” Morcove’s millionairess
was being called admiringly, whilst Miss Gra
came in for a good deal of derisive comment. It
served her right for interfering, if she had been
led a dance! : X

Nor did the Form fail to treat its wayward
Biddy to an ovation, when she at Ilength
returned. :

The laughter and cheering were all the greater

\
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“How I WISH T could ! sighed Polly.
were the shaps like in Exeter, Biddy?”

“OhY’ eeslatically. *Only, you see, we got
there too late; most of them were closing. Any-
how, I hadn’t money on me, then. But I want
to ask Miss Merrick—and I am sure it will be all
right, if you two just hint that I'm really not
wanted for the play. Betier out of it, in fact,
for the play’s sake[ Then, don’t you see, I can
spend next halfer in Exeter, and 4

Biddy, with the Study 12 pair as amused
listeners, broke off abruptly. The door had
opened, letting In Miss Gray.

“Spend next halfer doing what, Biddy, did 1
hear you say 17 inguired the young lady ingratiat-
ingly. “Wednesday afternoon—I imagine there’s
a mateh, and, after tea, I supposed we would
run through the play #7

#“0h, rather | Beity agreed, finding that Biddy
was standing silent, tightlipped. *But, Miss
Gray—about Biddy here ?

“1 had better say it myself,” Biddy suddenly
exclaimed. “I want to shop early for Christmas,
and I'm sure Miss Merrick and the headmistress
will not refuse me another bit of leave. It's only
right I should do all T can for others, when Tve
come into such heaps of money. Oh, of course,”
Biddy rushed on with delicious candour, 'I'm
dying to go to Exeter! I know I'm having a
grand time; but 1 want to do—ah, all sorts of
things—{or others as well.”

“Ves, Bidd§,” Miss Gray gently assented.
“QOne quite understands. It does you eredit——"

“Then he a sport and say I needn’t be_in the
play—won’t you?” Biddy entreated. STt will
mean such a tie—" -

“But, my dear girl, perhaps I can arrange
matters so that you ean go to Exeter and yet be
in the play.
brightly. “On Wednesday, we wen't hold an
muster, in connection with the play. Tnstead,
will go with you to Exeter to gel some things
we shall want {or the performance. They have
to be bought sooner or later, and so——"

Betty and . Polly were astounded at Biddy’s
sudden flaring out:

“T don’t need to be looked afier on Wednes
day! I don’t know what you mean by being so
partienlar about where I go, and—-"

“And what?’ asked Miss Gray very genily.

“Being in this study with me, so there!” Biddy
rushed on, growing angrier. “‘Look, teo, at last
evening! 1 mean, it isn't as if you were a mis-
tress. As a matter of fact, Miss Merrick wasn’t
a bit fussy, neither was the headmistress. At
any rate, they only said T had made them very
angry ! They didn’t come out to Barncombe to
wait about for me. I knew what L was aboub!”

“But, Biddy—"

“Ho we'd better settle about it now—I mean,
about the play. I needn’t be in it unless T like,
and I don’t wish to bhe. That isn’t letting down
the Form, either, becanse I'm no good at amateur
theatricals 2 :

“But, Biddy—"

“Qh, why won't you listen!” she stamped.
“I've been telling Betty and Polly, and they
understand. There's a lot I can do for the Form
that will be much better, considering——"

“¥, too, understand, Biddy,” struck in Miss
Gray appeasingly. “‘T've said so. And you have
also heard me say it can all be arranged guite
nicely, I'm; sare.  Ask for leave for Wednesday
afternoon, and I sincerely hope you get 1t And
then, surely you won't mind if T go down with
you to Eveter?”

Betty <26 Polly saw Biddy laoking furicus.

“What
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“1 shall mind—yes,” she said wildly. “For I
want to go with Vera—in fact, it's all fixed up,
Vera’s my friend, and we—we shan't want——"

Biddy checked herself. For a moment or so ib
seemed to the Study 12 pair that she was sud-
denly ashamed of herself, as Miss Gray had now.
turned very pale. But was it the pallor of a
young lady who felt herself to have been insulted ?
Betty, for one, sensed more sorrow than indigna-
tion in the expression of that white face.

“Im sorry,” Biddy suddenly faltered. “I'm
being rude, I know. Only you don’t seem to
undersiand; vou can’t take a hint. You seem
to want to be with me all the time. You don’t
seém able to let me out of your sight, except
when I'm in class, And 1 don't like it; I—I-
can’t stand 1t. I don't see why I should. Oh!”—
her voice rese again—‘you're a nuisance, that’s
what you are—a nuisance I”

And, whirling aside to the door, she whipped
it open, strode outside, and a loud slam! made
Betty and Polly blink. When, next moment, they
looked at Miss Gray she remained silent.

Mute and still, her look was one of greabh
perplexity. .

Betty nudged Polly to come away with ber.
And yet it was Betty who, an instant later,
paused in the doorway--looking round to note
Miss Gray’s troubled expression more carefullyl

Suddenly, most sensational ideas had rushed
into Betty’s mind. She halted suddenly and
turned back.

Polly, seeing Betty’s hesitation, drew away
from the door after closing it again. She looked
on in puzeled waonder as Betty took her stand
directly in front of Miss Gray.

Then, in a deep whisper, Betly spoke.

“Now T know,” she said to Miss Gray. “Ii
has suddenly flashed upon me. You didn’t come
to Morcove merely to help us with the play.
That's only a blind. The real reason is that
Biddy, now she has come into .all that money,
has got to be—GUARDED !”

Miss Gray made a quick - sign that meant
08117 whilst Polly breathed a staggered:
“Whew 1™ 5

Gene, and Yet—-—!

) BE'[‘TY BARTON spoke again in a tense, low

tone: %

“T suppose Biddy herself has not the
faintest idea that such a windfall might put her
in.danger !,

“She hasn't,” Miss Gray’s subdued voice re-
sponded.  “And it will be a pity if she ever
suspects. Once she has a iright, she may never
know a moment’s peace of mind, Biddy is a dear
girl; we want her to be happy.’ :

“Then,” Polly jerked, “really you were en-
gaged by somebody to come here and 2

“1_was engaged by her guardian. He has
reason to believe that danger may arise. And
yet, specially looked after, she is safer than any-
where else at her own school, The headmistress
has been consulted. Miss Merrick also is in the
secret. 'That is why, last evening, it was left to
me—->"

“(Oh, and Biddy has so misjudged you! We
have all done sol” Beity exclaimed disiressfully.
“It was thought 2

“What does it matter?”’ Miss Gray broke in
v smile. ‘I have been misjudged
shauld know how to be patient.”
isjudged before?” echoed beth stholars.
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“That is another story, girls—one 1 can never
tell you,” was the guiet answer. “But now_ that
vou have discovered the real motive for my being
Wi this school—1 feel I must confide in vou zbout
Mddy, Ifirst, you must nob breathe a word—"

“(h, no—except to our bhest chums?”’ Betly
quickly added. “1 hope you will let us do that?
They can be trusted.”

“¥es, certainly, DBut to no one else, please!”

“We promise—"

“And it means that when you see Biddy resent-
ing my ‘seeming to want to be with her always,’
as she calls it, and when you find her, in her
snorance, Josing her temper with me———""

‘How |Ju.infﬁ it is going to be for you,
though | Betty feelingly exclaimed.  She would
bs so grateful, if she Jknew——and  she mustn’t
kmow | Tso't it going to make things very difficult
for you?” .

Miss Gray nodded. -

“That is what I am having to face up to now.
Piddy has takew a positive dislike to me. 1 don’t
think any the less of her for that. Perhaps she
has even begun to imagine that I am hanging
about her bocause of her fortune! After all, my
heing here for such a_temporary and trifling job
as helping you to produce my little play—it must
make me appear to be a young woman at a loose
end. So, from now onwards, it really is going
to be extremely difficult.”

“What vou need, Miss Gray, is someone to act
along with you—to. act_for you now and then,”
Betty astutely suggested, “so that it won't seem
as if you are paying her guite so much atteniion.
We Study 12 girls—ean’s we do that?”

“Wa must!” Polly put in impulsively. “Oh,
and I can see it will be a big help to you, Miss
We're

Gray. Biddy's own schoolmates—and
we've always been on the best of terms with
her.”

“Yos, I soon discovered that she thinks the

world of you.”

“Then—we willl?” Betty cried, taking assent
for granted, ‘“Only tell us what sort of danger
it is, and—we'll manage!”

Tt must be a danger from outside, of course,”
Polly inferred. “We all know, for instance, that
the children of very rich men are sometimes kid-
napped. Biddy bas no parents; but I suppose the
same trick could be played in her case to get
money drom her guardian? Betty {7

Now:is was Polly who had been struck with a
sudden, sensational idea: Her hands made an
excitable sweep over her hair.

“Kidnapping ! she breathed. “That man at
the class-room window the other evening ! And—
my goodness I—how about our car being held up
on the road last night ?”

“Your car, girls—stopped on the rond 777 Miss
Gray said in greab agitation. “1 hado’t heard
about that!"

“No; for it seemed nothing much at the time,”
Petty said quickly; “only a bit strange that that
man's wife was there. On our way in the dark,
our chauffeur pulled up because some people with
another car had made signs to him {o stop, want-
ing his help. They were two men and a wornan.
Jennings went to have a look, and afterwards he
told us that there was nothing seriously wrong.
A faulty wire 1 s

@ hat wire,” Tolly struck in, *“‘might easily
have been a dummy! Anyvhow, the woman came
ta our car and took a good look at us through the

lass. 1f—if one of us had been Biddy—my hat,
that's it 1”7 the madeap rushed on in rising exolte-
ment. “If Biddy had been there—she would
have been kidnapped then!”
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Miss Gray did not speak; but her look said:
“Yest”

“(Can't something he done, then?” Belty
clamoured.. 1 mean—we could pick out that
man and woman anywhere. And they are at the
Tleadland Hotel—only a short walk from
here 44

“Miss Gray—"

¢ Now you understand, girls, why I want to get
Piddy interested in the play: want to do all I
can to check her natural mclination to plunge
into outside activities,” came the grave murmur.
«“Her guardian fully realises what a quandary we
are in. He wants her to benefit immediately by
her fortune. He knows she won't be happy unles
she can do kindness to others. Te cannot b
the idea of stinting her. At the same time——"

Pausing, she looked at her wrist-watch.

“You two girls; you might come with me af
onee, to the Headland Hotel? 1f only that man
and woman are there, we may be able to nip the
whole, trouble in the bud.”

“Ready in a minute!” Betty promised, whip-
ping open the door.

“Meet you downstairs!” Polly added, darting
out after her ehum.

“Poor Miss G » muttered Befty, as she and
Polly hurried to rejoin her. “She is being paid
for the job, of course; but—she certainly has got
to earn the money.”

They were soon seiting off with ber to walk
to ihe Headland. The school chimes, coming
after them as they neared the huge hotel, re-
minded them that it would be lunch-time for the
guests—a good time for eatching “Twisted Iye-
brow ” and his wife.

Then Miss Gray went to the inquiry connter,
and Betty and Polly followed, standing by whilst
she spoke to a lady clerk.

“1 am afraid I don't know the gentleman's
name, but perhaps you can help me if-1 describe
him,” Miss Gray said engagingly. “He and his
wife arrived here two evenings ago. He has a
peenliar twist to one e_ﬁ'ebrm\'ﬁ::msud by a scar,
no doubt " ’

“QOh, you mean Mr. and DMrs. Hawlker!”
purred the young lady behind the counter. e
am sorry; they've gone.”

“Gone 17

“Ves. They left this morning,

Miss Gray turned away from
counter and faced them ruefully.

“We've missed them, girls!”

“And if we have,” Betly
any rate, they
night 1

%Yes, they missed her that time,”  Polly
frowned. “But how are we to know when they
are going to try again?”

“We can't expect to know,” her
promptly,
which hinted at the resolve to help her.
can only be prepared.”

They passed out into the pale wintry sunshine,
and then—on the road back to the school—came
an unexpeeted thrill. !

A car flashed by, and at the wheel was the
Man with the Twisted Eyebrow, whilst beside him
sat his wife, =

“No luggage on the grid,” Belty was swift to
comment.  “And we can guess what that means |
They have left the hotel; but they have not left
Morcove !

[END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.]

Don’t"miss ** Morcove’s SecretjMenace *’ by Marjoria
Stanton in next Tuesday's SCH OLGIRLS’ OWN.
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; toically rejoined, *‘at
missed—somebody  else—last

b ; chum said
with a meaning glance at Miss Gray
“We



