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Welcome Back !
o H, what a bother it is—having te geb
ready !”

“ And not too much time, either!”
“No I”

“These shoes of mine—must de something with
them 1

“My hair—only wish I
with that!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha !?

“Qh, grumble-grumble ! laughed on one girl,
as busy as twenty others in  geiting hastily
smartened up. “Some of you are as bad as Belty
Barton—"

“Why, what about Betty, Polly dear?”

“Malking faces, because just for once she's got
to wear her captain’s sash !

“QOh!? And more light laughter,
ha 1"

1t was a great day for Morcove School-—a happy

could do somelhing

“Ha, ha,

ay.

Miss Somerfield, the school's adored head-
mistress, was duo back almost any minute now,
after several weeks’ absence.

A world congress of head teachers, held in the
United States, had taken her across the Atlantic
more than a month ago. Now she was home
again—had landed at Plymouth this morning,
where her own car was waiting to bring her right
across Glorious Devon to that grandly romantic
patch of wild moorland and Tugged coastline
which was Moreove's own little waorld,

“Here js Betty 1” one of the excited girls sud-
denly velled; and there were prompi comments:

“(Oh, she’s got it on! Very nice, Betty ! Ha,
ha, ha!”

Betty Barton grinned. It was her own fault if
she was being teased about her captain’s sash,
Her dislike of wearing it, due lo a dislike of
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A MISFIT AT MORCOVE!
That was how the other girls
at the famous old school soon
summed up Zillah Raine.

AT

showing off any of the anthority with which she
was invested, had been joked about by the Form
many a time hefore now.

“Will Miss Somerficld
inquired Bunny Trever
“Shall T pass?”

“ And what about me?” shrilled that dusky imp,
Naomer Nakara, who was Morcove’s royal scholar
from North Africa. *Bekas—— :

“We'll hide you, kid,” promised madcap Polly
Linton. *8So0 you can stand away from this
mirror—"

“Yes, bai Jove!” wailed Paula Creel, who of
all girls was most anxious to be spic-and-span.
“T hev hawdly seen myseli! I -4

“Take a look, then!” Polly
obligingly.

At the same time she swept a rumpling hand over
pretty Paula’s head, so that that oft-teased duffer
now heheld hersclf in the mirror with hair down
to her eyes . 5

“QOw, you wefch, Polly deah

“Ha, ha, ha!l” .

“Will Miss Somerfield, Betty, rcally be in by
the time expected?” several girls clamoured,
thinking the captain might be better informed
than anyone else. “Won't matier if we're a few
minnies late—‘ on parade’?”

inspect  us,

Betty 7
with mocl

anxicty.

said  most

1

“Pll report any girl who is late!” Betty
threatened with mock grimness.
“QOh, yeah!” gurgled Polly. *“But what a
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glorious afternoon it is, anyhow—like spring!
Pm off down—"

“Hi, wait for me!" shrilled Naomer.
got some choes,, Polly I

The madcap fashed round‘

i Where?”

“Here!” said the dusky one,
ploducmg a half-collapsed carton,

“Chocs. are not allowed—on parade,” Polly
said, and, promptly impounding them, she fled
with Naomer in pursuit.

But most of the girls were now ready to surge
away, making for the open air. Those implied
suggestions that there was no need to hurry had
been only voiced in fun.

At heart, all were ecager to get into line,
hoping that Miss Somerfield would be here even a
few minutes before the expected time,

The various Forms had been ordered to muster,
some on one side of the school's carriage-way and
some on the other. Betty herself, coming out of

“I've

triumphantly

. the huge schoolhouse with tall Pam Willoughby,
. Madge Minden, and a few more of her chums of

Study No, 12, Leahsed that it was going to be a
most imprussi\'e sight.

Already scholars of all ages were “falling in.

There was FEthel Courtway, Morcove's popular
head girl, lined up with ncar]3 every one of her

- fellow seniors. The Fifth, too, was almost
complete.

And now the mistresses were coming out, each

‘to take charge of her particular Form.

The Fifth would be called to attention at once,
no doubt, for Miss Massingham was not an_indul-
gent mistress!| Great joy, accordingly, to Betty’s
Form, happy in having youthful, sporting Miss
Merrick over it again, after her discharge from

_ hospital a couple of weeks since.
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Sure enough, Miss Merrick allowed her girls
to remain 'at ease and pretended not to notice
when Polly circulated the last of Naomer's
chocolates.

Talking was allowed; and so the Form talked
freely, addressing plenty of goading remarks to
its traditional rivals, the Exftg now under orders
to keep silence.

“This is a wonderful afterncon, Betty !” Miss
Merrick blithely exclaimed, hanng sauntered to
where the captain was smndmg out in front of
the double line,

“Marvellous! And we've been given a half-
holiday,” the captain added, whilst her eyes
glanced away to the school’s clock-tower. “Heaps
of time left, there’ll be!”

“Oh, there should be, yes,” nodded the Form-
mistress, “I expect they have come along fine!
Miss Somerfield’s chanffeur knows the whole road
so well, and—— Why, hark!”

. But the suddernly thrown-up finger, enjoining
silence, ht.\came instead a signal for great com-
motion “in the ranks.”” Miss Merrick had only
heard what all the mustered girls had themselves
picked up—the familiar note of a motor-horn,
close at hand on the qumt country road.

‘Them she is! Oh—

“Gorjus! Bekas

“Naomer, don’t caper like that!"”

“But Meess Merrick, what ze diggings, I must!
Bekas—*"

“ Attention, Nnomcr ! The whole Form,”
smiled Miss Merrick, ‘““attention now !”
he car’s fmmlmr hooter ngam—trubrump,

trump !—and then, in by the main ?atewa)’ cameé
the fine Roysler, all shiny in the brilliant sunshine
which had favoured this great day for Morcove.

Up the well-kept drive came the car, slowing as

it started to pass between the lined- ugl girls.
Slower still—a mere crawl now—with all Mor-
cove suddenly cheering frenziedly.

“0Oh, sece her—hurrah! There she is—Miss
Somerfield, hurrah-h-h ! Miss Somer—field,
hooray, hlp, hip, hurraht”

No standing In line now! All Forms had

broken ranks, and girls were mobbing round the
car, so that it had to stop. Form-mistresses, like
]the (gm.uﬁeur could do no more than lock on and
aug

As for Miss Somerfield herself—] —looking splen-
didly fit and supremely happy, she took care to
jump out before she should be, as it were, torn
to bits by rival factions—one on either side of

the car. -

The Fifth, whipping open a door on its side,
had tried ‘to help Miss Somerfield out. Betty
and some others, whipping open a door on their
side, had also struggfcd to get at the head-
mistress.

She came out—almost into the arms of Betty!
Betty's Form—THE Form !—had got Miss E;omer—
field all to itself! Hurrah!

“Bekas she is ze jolly good fellow!” Naomer
szlly began to sing.

‘“Ha, ha, ha1”

"Hea]p.l” came Paula’s squeal, as she found
the turmoil rather too much for her cnmfort.
“Owp! My hair, geals, my fwock—wow "

“Miss Somerfield ! Welcome back 1" Betty was
dinning; and the whole school teemed to take up
ihat one cry.

“Yes, Miss Somerfield—welcome back! Mor-
cove, Mor—cove ! Speech, spee—cech |"
irls—no# now 17! pleaded the over-

whelmcd %ma.dmxatress “When you have hardly
left me breath enough for a word!”
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“Ha, ha, ha |”

“But—"

“Silence, silencel Order!” -

“But, my dear girls—all of you!” Miss Somer-
field panted on, whilst her eyes—a-shine “with
tears of joy—surveyed the sea of faces. *‘I.must
say ‘ Thank you,” at least. - With all my heart,
girls of Morcove School—thank- you lor this
wonderful display of gladness at our being
tO%ether again. %Yt is a gladness that I share—
well, more than I can ever hope to say.”

She turned to re-enter the car, and then it
was that Belty and others lost their breath in
sudden surprise, so that they could no longer
go on cheering, ;

There was a second passenger in the car—one
who during the first excitement had not been
noticed. Betty & Co. now got a good glimpse
at her—a girl of their own age, bea.utifu%ly
ldresls'ez? and extremely pretty. In fact, she was
ovely

For just that moment or so, lots of scholars -

had their first sight of the youthful stranger,
whilst Miss Somerfield was sinking down beside
ber again on the ear-seat.

There was time for many Morcovians to see
the beautiful girl start some excitable remarks
to the headmistress, who laughed and nodded.
The eager .eqilression of a pair_of dark eyes—
large and fashing—was observed, and a set of
fine teeth helped to make the girl's smile quite
fascinating. F 5

Then both doors of the car were closed, and
those who cared to do so were free to chase the
Roysler the rest of its way up the drive.

. Meet Zillah Raine |
EN minutes later, Morcove was providing an
example of that facility with which it could
gel over sudden sensations. :

Both games fields were teeming with girls who,

most “obviously, were nof allowing their minds to
be taken off a practice-game of hockey or metball,
which this special “halfer ” had provided.

Jolly afternoon—and Betty & Co., like the rest,
were making the best of it! - B “

Hockey was their fanc%—'a Hustlin% game, and -
0]

then-indoors and up to the studies, for an -early
tea, so that there would still be some daylight
left afterwards, ’ . ;
‘Tongues that had got busy as soon as the game
ended, continued to rattle away during the return
to-the schoolhouse, and afterwards, -when some

putting-off of briefly worn “woollies ” had to" be

made, and a few bruised shins rubbed.
“My word, Polly, that's a lovely one!
or liniment ?” =~

“Cup of ten;” was the niadcgp’s own pre-scri_p- :

tion for the bluish ankle which a rolled-down
stocking had exposed. i
Pulling up the stocking with a careless rapidity
which caused it to “ladder,” Polly rose from a
cont-room chair. She disposed of her hockey-stick
by spearing it to a corner, smiled when it

knocked over a lot of other sticks, and then.

remarked :

“Put out an extra cup, upstairs, for that girl .

who came with Miss Somerfield? What do you
say, Betty?” v

0h, I think—no need. It's not quite the same
as a new girl at the start of term. Because thig
girl hasn’t only come to a new school; she’s come
all the way from America. I expect Miss Somer-

field will give her tea.”

“] get you, Betty. So’ we shan’t know more

till by-and-by. Going to be in our Form.” .
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“Wasn't she marvellous?” Bunny came nearer
to rhaqsodisiﬂg, “A perfect peach!”

“Hollywood,” Polly shrugged.. =

“Wrong ! the captain fﬁa‘tly contradicted her
chum, “Zillah Raine is from Virginia !”

“Same thing I’

“QOh, Polly, how can you!” Betty laughed.
“Better not let Zillah Raine hear.you placing
Hollywood in Virginia. I shouldn’t wonder if she
! those old. families that ave
terribly’ proud——» -

“4“QOh,- yeah:” the madeap drawled.

“Booh, jealous I’ piped in Naomer.

As this was one of those bits of cheek which
Polly never countenanced from her impish study-
mate, a set-to ensued. It was all quite playful,
but it was none the less boisterous, resulting in
luckless Paula finding herself suddenly _floored.

hercupon, half a dozen girls ﬂumpeg hats and
coats on to writhing Paula, to teach her that
lesson which she had never yet managed to lea
—how to get out of the way, when Polly and the:
Imp were scrapping!

And so, ultimately, up to the Form quarters
with a great pounding of ‘feet on the stairs and
the banging of many study doors 2ll down -the
long corridor.

Tea, now! And in Study No. 12 this meant
tea for as many as nine guls, elbow to elbow,
round the table as soon as it had been laid and
the boiling water fetched, | -

Then came an interruption; a parlourmaid’s
tap at the study-door and her delivery of a mes-
sage. The Form captain, please, and Pam Wil
loughby, to report to Miss Somerfield at once!

That Betty had beén sent for, caused mot the
least surprise. But why Pam? " 5

By her lifted eyebrows, Pam herself implied
inability to say why! Hai)itually serene, she left
others to voice amazement and went with Betty.

“This girl who has turned up from America,
I’am—noiing to do with you or your people?”

“No, Betty.” - - W,

The ecaptain: was another who never wasted
words.” So nothing more was said whilst she and

‘Pam  went downstairs, making their way to the

headmistress’ own private room.

“¥Yes, come in!” - *

It did both girls good to hear Miss Bomer-
field’s cordial voice, when for the greater part
of her time abroad her place had been filled by
u far from satisfactory deputy. . A
Over by the window stood Zillah Raine, gazing
with. all ‘a_newcomer’s interest at what could be
seen of Morcove's surroundings. Miss Somer-
field opened a few more of the many letters which
had awaited her return, and so, suddenly, Zillah
faced round to look at Betty and Pam, 4

They smiled at her, and back came’ that
dazzling smile of hers. There was a good deal
about Zillah Raine which, for the moment, gave
Betty the feeling that here was a match for Pam,
even.

Then came a doubt. No; Pam of Swanlake
was endowed with much that this girl from Vir
ginia, although so brilliant, would never. acquire!

“Now, girls.” ) A

The headmistress was laying papers aside as she
spoke so pleasantly. R

“Zillah dear, this is Betty Barton, the ca ttztm

eLLY,
whilst I was in America, I was approached by
Zillah’s parents about her further education. She
has had very good teaching in her own home
town in Virginia—>" i ; :

“Qur college was only for: the d:au¥hters of the
best people,” Zillah interposed quickly. ;
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Betty felt that Miss Somerfield must have been
amused by this, but if so, the headmistress did
not have to repress a smile.

-“In Betty Barton, Zillah, you will find a first-
rate captain who is also capable of being a very
good firiend.”

“Well, thanks,” said Zillah, as Betty gave her
a smile of goodwill. ‘“And, say, is this other—
the Wilkmgﬁzby girl 77 came ecagerly.

“Yes, this is Pamela Willoughby, whose home,
I told you, is only a few miles from Morcove;
a home I would like you to see some day, Zillah,
for you are over here to get to know English
Il_DmG life, as well as to be educated on British
lines. - Pam dear—"

Betty saw Zillah gazing at Pam with an eager
curiosity that might bave been embarrassing,
only Morcove's “Tittle lady of Swanlake ” was
never upset by rudeness. Pam scemed to be
oblivious of that critical stare, paying atfention
only to her headmistress.

“Zillah can be in your study, Pam? Who
shares with you now? 1t is one of the smaller
stadies, I believe; only room for two?”

*Helen Craig—" i

“A great chum of yours, of course! Will you
feel it as a hardship, Pam, if I part you? Will
Helen? I do hope not. You musé put it nicely
to her that any sacrifice will be out of goodwill
to Zillah, who comes as a stranger to a strange
country. And, after all,” smiled Miss Somerfield,
“whatever studies you girls are in, I fancy you
manage a good deal of getting together in—
Study No. 129

“I hardly use my cap-
tain’s study,” Betty laughed.
“Could Helen come in with
me, there, Miss Somer-
field 7" .

“Oh, arrange it amongst
vourselves !” was the kindly
response.  “But I would
like Zillsh to be with you,
Pam, if only because you
are more in fouch with
home than perhaps any
other girl during term. So
now, you two ¢an go away
together |  Betty has to re-
main, for I have a few
things to say to her about
happenings when I was
away."” .

Betty, receiving a fleeting
smile from Pam, aye a
grin. They both had lively
recollections of things that
had happened whilst Miss
Somerfield was absent!

“Were vou and the cap-

otain  smiling about me?"”"

Zilluh rather touchily asked

Pam, as soon as they were

outside the room.

“Oh, no! Did you enjoy
the voyage?"”

“I surely did; but it's
not answering one question,
to ask another, is it?”

“I thought,” Pam said
gently, “I did answer your
question. The studies are
upstairs. You'd like me to
show you the one you’ll be
sharing with me?”

“You show me just the
best there is to be seen,”

I
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Zillah particularly requested. “Same about
other girls; I don’t know that I want to
know a whole crowd—not all at once, angyhow.
This, for the downstairs part of the school,” she
critically added, pausing at the foot of the stairs
to gaze around ;. **bit disappointing !"”

“You think so?”

“I surely do. Our college in my home town
had white marble, Our organ cost fifteen thou-
sand dollars. It all seems here, to me, so plain!”

“(h, there's nothing showy——"

“There surely isn’¢!” Ziﬂuh agreed, “What
about. your home 7"

"I don’t know what you'll think of it,” Iam
smiled, going upstairs with the new girl. “It’s
awfully old and may seem a bit dingy to you.
One week-end I'll try to have you over there.”
And then, as two other girls, descending, met
them on a half-landing :

“0h, Etta—Biddy; this is Zillah Raine, the
new girl from America; xou know——"

“Oh, yes!” Ttta and Biddy voiced together,
and conferved friendly smiles and nods. “ Hope
you'll like it here, and—and be happy.”

As Pam_noticed, something jusi then seemed
to take disagrecable effect upon Zillah. She
assumed & put-out look and was sullenly silent as
she went the rest of the way with Pam to the
study they would be sharing.

Helen was not there—was still in Study No. 12,
gossiping with Polly and others, - Zillah, as she
gozed around, kept her lips down at the corners,
and her lovely dark eyes still had -that sombre
expression.

Hats and coats were loaded on the unhappy Paula, while her
chums, dehghtgd at the prospect of the return to the school
of Miss Somerfield, laughed uproariously.
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Pam might well wonder, as it -happened to be. a
" study to which Swanlake had -contributed a good

manxﬂxjéﬁnem.euts and comforts,
.‘
smil

ything wrong ?” Pam ‘asked at last with_.'-n_

e. p P
“Well, do you think you should have imtro-
duced me to those two girls, and net them' to
me?” was the petty complaint in a broodin
tone. ““And, anyway, next time I hope you’
say more about me.  The headmistréss is strange
about that, Bhe -didn’t say my folks are h
people in- Virginia, -We're an old family, an
roud of it. It's something to have been a great
amily for 2 hundred years and be still rich.”

“Bat do.you like the study?”. ,

“T1 say it’s like everything else I've seen, so
far} it’s not what I should call swell. I guess
E:u -':m’:i' I --are going to hit it off -all right.

i - 3

Her pause “was followed by a sudden laugh,
Eemﬂy sc]m‘ﬁ{ui. o it
proud. girl, passionately disappeinted.

“This school ‘of y_ours—'wg
And -then; “sighing " as suddenly as she had
laughed : ““Oh, well, I guess I've got to make the
best of .it. “And .I'll say this, Pam Willoughby;
it “won’t be Zillak Raime, not to shew .all you

to o for 1f!

fobks L "‘V'hat, there is’worth having—T'm the one -

gé Negeomer | .

[NE; certaindy:lost no time.ever

2 "sain ;. assip were, -of all that Morcove

had taoflery 5 a0 o
During -the ‘niext few ddys she was ‘“doing ”

Morcoye-as'she might have * dong” London during’

afirst. visit to the-capital. | Thefe was no shyness .
niade ‘a -point of sampling-

about her, ~and  she ‘miad
all the-friepdships that'were to be had. :

It her. firsty liking “for ‘this or.that girl endured
she wanted to } ;
again it led to some fendi )
offence fiercely; turnéd sulky bepause Morcove
had - hurt _her -pride.
 Mexican blood in-her veins, as the school knew by
now. . wla g el i

8o i was—one afternoon just before tea—FPam;

All in_an instant she was the’

at is there in it

. Tlf!_E.SCHOOLGIRLS‘ OwWN
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" “Oh, T've done Stady No. 121
something better thau that—a -ch , Say, T'd

like to know, too, why the head girl hasn’t even
denly frowned, "

tea?” Zillah s
v o is she that she doesn’t take any notice of

me ! :
Only ‘she has

asked me to’

]

“Ethel‘Courtway is a ﬁpper.

even more to see to than an ordimary” Form ‘cap-.:
. tam, se’ you must give her time.

She’ll do sonie-
thing nice by you—quite casunally——"" " -
S “Not much of ‘a
casually 17 =

““Daon’t; you think so? T think it is much better -

when somebody, instead of making a fuss—""
“Then how awfully nice girls have been to
mie !” Zillah' seathingly strueck in.
they’ve all been casual enough! But I'll try this
head girl right now and see what she’s like!
I-don’t catch her in time for-tea, then I guess T
will ‘come alqrf to- Study No, 12—ifo the. Casual
Ward. Say, di
round, *on her way out. “You .can tell your
chums, next door, that’s my name for their study.
They should smile 1” . e . .
She ‘strode away, suddenly restored to a great

jauntiness because of the joke she had made,.
although Pam considered that joke to be feeble :
.enough. . As Zillah did not make any appearance
.. during tea-time in Study No. 12, ‘it' was to be

inferred’ that -she really -had got herself invited

" to take & cup with the head girl.

) ‘seeing nothing of Zillah for the next two_hours, .
.imagined. her to be still in Ethel Courtway’s com-
‘pany. “Amazedly they listened to what Zillah -

becomé so_““thick 7 that now and .
.off. Then she toock -

:There was a strain of -

alone ‘in- the study, was on the point of going -

round to Study No. 12, when Zillah Raine flashed .

upon the scene, looking fierce enough for a venge-

ful Mexican, d F

" Slam ! she flung the door shut, .
“Those ver sisters—I shall

them again!” she panted. **

€ ,he%‘re common- !
That's what they are—commont .

never speak- to

o do nothing "'

better. than. grin “when 1 went in just then to -’

ask them if they'd come on a run to
“I suppose- they had made other arrange-

ments.” 0 0 i >
“Then why couldn’t they say so?” .

“Fay- and Ldna often prefer not to talk about

their Dittle arrangements,” Pam said appeasingly..
“You don’t want to take any notice of—"

“I do! They’re rude!” Zillah raged on. “I
never wanted them as friends.” -

“But you went t6.them, didn't you—your first
morning after’ getting: here?” ’ -
- ‘“That was only to see what they were like! T
must. try everybody, mustn’t~I?~ You know "—
with a 1ift and fall of the shoulders—*1 begin
to think “there’s- just mext to. nothing for me
at Morcove! What is there—for a girl like me 7

“Conie’ round with me to Study No. 12, Zillah,

rncombe.” -
y - uwpon—was too much for most of the chums. When .
o Polly suddenly pushed on into the schoolholise,

‘that Zillah was sudden id
‘it to be supposed that the head girl would want

But neither Pam nor apy of the other chuins,

'Ead to say when next she met them, coming off
th?( gnme,s field at dusk.

olf {. Now that surely is some game, and -
éourt— .
Ive -
NOWS -/ .
how to be real sweet. I've only just got back with =~
store

you girls should have. seen me—with the
way. girl, doirig.a round after tea. Oh, ye
been to_golf with her, and I’ll say she iusns&

her:b and now 1 want to know ‘if there’s a
in.

arncombe where I can get clubs ?” .

Some of the chums ‘were exchanging glances. .,
All were realising, most likely it was. with an.;

idea. of 'constantly comf)a.pioning Eth]ef! Courtway
y crazy on 4

to see much of her? > }
Betty’s frank '}au%h ended the pause. o S
“Well, Zillah, don’t know! Only seniors .
'ha{s"e played gol so far—" )

Or have wanted to,” Polly curtly added. |
“Ts that. s0?" -veturned t{w

“Well, I guess Eihel Courtway
all right for-me. She likes me |

Such a bragging remark—not to be at all relied

Bunny and others followed.

A littlo of Zillah goss a long way,” Polly |
Pam—TI  could .,

muttered. . “If it weren’t for
hardly be civil te her.” :

“Can’t you imagine 1” gurgled Bunny.  “T sup- ~

% pose . Ethel still- couldn’t get rid of her, after
Cputting up-with ‘her all through tea, and so—-

" green-baize notice hoard.

and there’ll be some tea for you and welcome, We -

had Betty and some of the others to tea in here,
yesterday, and so—" 2] . d El

allo, - though, what’s on the board ” i
They darted to join the small crowd which had
found somo -fresh 'announcement adorning the

only an official. confirmation of something the

school "had ‘talen for granted—the date for the- ‘
halfterm holiday, with its school concert i the -

ovening. - .
- About that concert a debate be%'an' in. Study
No. 12, Jater on. As soon as the nightly infliction

I feel T want.

treat in being treated—

“For I'm sure :

.

d" you “get. that?” she laughed

But was |

new girl loftily. =
will ‘make that

But it proved to be ®

-
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of “prep” had been disposed of, the old ren-
dezvous became packed out again with chums who
were determined to provide some item of their
own for the programme.

“One of your litile plays, Polly! To come on
at the end of the first half,” Betty gailv sug-
gested. “Can’t think of anything beiter.”

“Wather not, bai Jove I"

“Bekas i
.But Polly, waving to excitable Naomer to be
silent, made a long face.

“Oh, sticking indoors to bash away at a type-
writer——" .

“Go on with you, Polly!”
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Shakespeare. We 'made a whole lot of him. But
you_folks over here—you don’t seem to have any
pride in him.”

“We have,” Pam said serencly. *We think
Shakespeare is so wonderful, we're afraid to makeo
a mull of him.”

““Besides, what ze diggings !” shrilled Naomer.
“Eef we prefer to make ijjets of ourselves for
once, I suppose we can!”

“T'll say vou can, casily—and it surely saves
you a lot of rehearsing,” Zillah said, smiling
fiercely at the sting in her retort. “So I’ll leave

laughed Bunny, “ How

B P

long does a play ever take
you. Anyhow, vou must!”

“Hear, hear!” insisted
others.  “The school will
expect it!"”

*As Betty says,” smiled
Judy, “it does serve so well
to end the first half of the
programme,”’

“And then the interval,”
Bunny chuckled, “gives us
time to clear up the stage.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“All right, then—I will,”
Polly said with a grimness
that might have been taken
to indicate the intention to
write a tragedy. But the
madcap, when at her grim-
mest as a playwright, was
know to be at her best—as
a  humourist. “It'll be
something  really  knock-
about, T warn you,” she
was threatening, when the
door  opened, letting in
Zillah Raine.

“Say,” cried the new girl
in great delight, ““it’s on the
llo‘a‘rd about a concert!”

Don’t Miss These Delightful March Issues of
The Schoolgirls' Own Library

Tz GIRL WHO DIDNT
LIKE MORCOVE
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, yeah!” drawled
Polly—and Zillah flashed
her an angry look. Ameri-
canisms from other girls
always offended the Ameri-
can scholar.

“Will you tfake part in
a twenfy-minute play that
we are going to do, Zillah "
asked Betty. “Pam’s in
ik Y
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“T . will—certainoly,” said
Zillah eagerly. If there had
not_been that playful * Oh,
veah !” just now, she would
have said she ‘‘surely”
would, “I'm just great on
acting! Give me a good
part—in Shakespeare——"

“This isn’t going to be

Shakespeare.” Bunny
rippled. “We get Polly to
write us something funny,

and we do our best to make
it go with a bang.” .
Zillah's lovely large eyes

= Z

| ONLY JOAN
TO =
PrRO

No. 529

TECT,
HIM/

proclaimed pained surprise. SCHOOLGIRLS L]
“You don’t say! Well,

now, that is a surprise! No. 530

Now, at my college in =

Virginia, we always did —
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you to it.’
frec |”

. Pam jumped up, ieelmg she had. better comply
ab once.  She herself was still ‘hitting it off fairly

“well with ‘the new girl; but relations between
Zillak and Study No. 12 in ineral were rapidly
ceteriorating. - If possible, sl e wnnted to serve
as a peacemaker.

“‘Say, this is sweet of you, Pam > - And Zillah's
nicest smile was an ag
«coming out after her:
Pam?
on . the
encore.”

“That will be Welcome ZLlla.h, was Pam’s

genuinely pleased comment. - “There’s always
such & shortage of girls who will do anything by
themsclves, And Madge to accompany you? §
the Form’s best player, you know.”
. ““What ‘about yourself? ' See here, Pam, T’d
_much_rather have you, and if you could spare a
few minutes now-go down to the music-room and
try over my: song-?”

“Right-ho ‘

It took Zillah a minute to rout out her song
in the study; then the two of them went to the
music-room on the first floor. Zillah sat down
beside Pam at the grand piano.

P‘am indicated the song

“In Cermgn?’ o .
- “Yes, that's one of Sc}mbert’ Wh

“ But - ,gou ’ﬁén’t Kriow Ge:man, Zil ah : i
¢ Py how to ‘sing those words. ~ You
just play fﬂt me] and I guess T'll: show you.”

The very right touch was Pam’s for the dainty
accompaniment. - She knew the air by beart—

Oh, Pam;: no 'burry, "but when you're

“¥ou knew I can sing,
I guess I'll put myself down for a song
programme ;

it was the famous “‘Serenade "—and this helped' )

}\er to _get. throu gh the piece without faltes

But Zillah did_net manage’ the song -i at:
all well.” She a sweet voice, and Pam, whilst
aoeompmym could think of a- dozen different
airs-—=in and so much “simpler—with- any

of mhich ﬂl;ﬁ girl might ham brought down’ the
house,”” on the night.

‘The. last :notes. of  the ]
own stumbling to a finis
antlclpa,tmg praise-from Pa.m

t's%a most difficult - song—must be,”
pxefaced well meant &dv:ce

m.nu fol]owed le]ah’
Pam

“But my Germnn is all right ?”"-

“I don’t know. anything about that, lela'h}'
ou, I would make it something -

Only, if I were
‘less—less adult—{for the concert. Not so ambitious,
After. al, think of songs like——"

“Oh, . you *just don’t  like "t bécatisn: it
Bchubert—nnd you ‘dom’t like my voice because it's
no, voice. at all i

“Zillah, I do like your smﬁmgl

. “Bat if you were me, you

panted Zillah, snatch mgothe song from
and tearing it up. me mhbxshy stuff made
up. by your Polly Linton, e¢h? You folks, you
don’t ‘elopute, an
note if- you ried |
girl for’ t.rymg to do
here H

unent. right?
\vay tﬂ.wugh

_ “Then I'm sorry-—— >
“No, gou're not! Vou're glad “for now you
know - you won’t ‘have to play for.me on the

Bnt——
just what?”

And so guu only laugh at a
“wort! )
n you were play
You were out, mﬁ

the

pight, for T take. good ¢are I don’t sing that or

any other song‘ See? Give them Po]!y Lmtonl
Give them ‘Polly Winked Her Eye’! And
this,” she added wildly, “is Morcove!  You're
Pam-—of Swanlake! A lob of hoodlums!”™
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ded - reward for Pam's .

]ust. one song—and an

he's -

‘with no smi

and them she was -

_“Even in Pngllshr

the, piano. -
. Gmngemoor ia olﬁy a ‘mile or so away. Waw!ﬁ
“drrahge something.”
FPm sure you couldn’t sing a°
.- your home,'too, Pam, remember.
-while things. See some pmud of :it, reaily—h!m you .are o

the >

Only you wait for other fol

Every Tuesday

Then she was - gone, leaving Pam all by herself
in tha half-lit room.
A girl like that—what could you_ do with her?
Pam gently closed the piano, switched out the
few lights, and was nexi mmuta ‘back in Study

No. 12—serene as ever!

Beware of the Dﬁgl :

ROM that hour Zillah Raine had no use for
any of  the chl.lms—exceptmg P&m
- Willeughby.

Ami, even towards Pam, the girl from V:r—
ginia acted in a way that was meant te imply
otfended dignity.

" For a couplé of days Zl]luh was proudl_y frigid
when. alone with her study-mate. . Then- she melted
2. little—and it was hard for Pam not to burst
ous ]aughmg at Zillah in ber gradually raientmg

state !
. There was a story going about that Ethel Court-
way had soon got tired of seeing” so much. of
Zillah—and had ended by telling her so!
Yet many of Zillah’s remarks, during : the
“relenting * fpha,se, dezlt with this boasted, yet
non-existent, friendship with Ethel.
It wason a Tuesday” evmimw:th all Morcove
forward to the morrow’s  * halfer ”—

logking
: -when Zillah. suddeniy said to Pam in the study

you never told me where I'd best

‘try for ﬂioﬂe golf chubs in tcrwn?" '
“T can’ anf think of Billick’s,’

e to suggest a bantermg “ Burely,

you are nok still meaning to go golfing I -

n the other side of the study !'.ah]e Zillah

nudded., looking very bright and sweet-tempered.

“In the High Street, is it? I'll try there, to-

mm.mw and if not—get them from Exdter, that's

* Pam 1es:)0nded,

all ﬁc;‘ down to the hhrary now, What

I l:.ke about Ethel Courtway, she’s one wim really
is—cultured ! ‘She tells me what to r

Even Pam had to smile at that.

Then Zillah suddenly came away from the door
with sach a challenging expmsxon that azxothc!
row seemed to threaten.

“You been hearing from a boy, Pam "

“What? * Oh, this letter!” Pam caught thé
meaning, taking up a very untidy missive 'that
had been lying open on her pad.  “No: -Polly

o 4

; gave ‘me this to read from her brother—the ong
-at- Grangemoor, you know. "
'bis pals.dre coming over for our concert.”

By the way, he and

“Are they? Say, that's news. Grang
supposed to be a swell college, lsnt 1t."”
“It is one of our Public schools.
#T puwess I'd like to see’it, some time 1" Zillah

emoor’ is

"

_‘ exclauned, Shglx?. excitement was ma.km hey

revert to less “onltured ” phrasing. * Maybe T’}

~think 4 whole - lot more of it than I do of

Morcove.”

*¥es, well; when we go over fo- Swmin.ke——

- *Is that sol Well, I’m always wanting to see
I guess you're
your
ou don’t say !’

ie%lewng she was being very sweet to

Pm now, was jarring badly. .
“You know all right how freliy you are, Paml-

s to say 1t~ei:
if that were s0.

“They’d keep me waiting,

" But about” Swanlake, Zillah; I shali be writing
ask her.” .

to_mother in a day or two. en I'll
Pam, however, did not have to write home)

- after alk: Next day she had reason for m.&!:mg
. an unaxuected run to Swanlake. -
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Quite suddenly, after dinner, she decided to
cycle home and look out some things that she
knew would be useful for the Study No. 12
plu{‘Ief-_

She would have asked Zillah to go with her,
but that girl had already set off on a run into
town, presumably to see about the golf clubs. Bo,
at any rate, Pam assumed. But she was mistaken.

About the time the one girl was arriving at
Swanlake, her study-mate was reaching, of all
places, Grangemoor School!

. From Barncombe, Zillah had caught a country,
‘bus that had set her down within a mile of

Grangemoor. She had walked the rest of the
gway very jauntily, .feeling ver proud of an
exploit about which she was likely to be able to
brag later.

Here was the big boys' school that her own
schoolmates so often talked about—the one she
mustn't call a college! All right; now to see if,
after all, it really was such a wonderful show.

Anyway, she'd take a few snapshots, even if
they were not worth sending home. Fun fo get
‘them printed and hand them round at Morcove !
She could think of several girls who would be
just mad know what she had been up to this
#halfer.” Some of those Study No, 12 girls, who
had brothers at Grangemoor. “We weren't
there, that afternoon, so why should you have
been?” That would be it!
| Pam, too—she’d be annoyed. Jealous! And the
cream of the joke was that it was with Pam’s
pocket-camera she was going fo take the *‘snaps.”
The camera had been lying about in the study at
Morcove, so she had just picked it up and brought
it along without asking.

Lookiug in at a main gate-
way, Zillah saw a lot of
(irangemoor fellows at  their

ames, this being a halfer for
them also, Say! She hadn't
thought of this before, but what

a scream to “snap” a few of
those fellows presently, and
perhaps get one of them to
“snap ”’ her, with the school
buildings for & backﬁround.
With any luck, one might even
get taken with Polly’s brother, .
and Bunny's. And wouldn’t
that make Study No. 12 savage!

But Zillah felt that the best
‘thing was not to be in any
great hurry, If she appeared
upon the scene casually, as it
were, she would *go down”
better with anybody belonging
to the school, who might think:
“8ay, here’s a visitor, wanting
4o be shown round'”

8o she did not go in by’
that gateway, but worked round
part of the school bounds and
finally sauntered in at what
seemed to be a tradesmen’s
entrance. The motor-way ran
past the great kitchen-gardens,
with glasshouses, and she was
bound to be able to make her
way oub to open ground lying
between one schoolhouse and

another.

Suddenly  Zillah _ stopyed
dead, rather heart-in-mouth.
A furious whoof-whoof! made
her aware of a great dog bound-
ing towards her.
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She could glimpse him, and—no, she didn’t like
tho look of him at all. Say, he was a nasty dog!
He knew she oughin't to be here. Oh, and now

.somebody_was shouting—a master, by the sound

of his voice. If she had gone in at that main
gateway it would have been different. The man
was shouting mostly to the dog; all the same, she
had better—

. She did, and quickly, too! Zillah was suddenly
in wild flight from that fearsome dog. It was
such a panicky bolting back that she executed,
with an attempt at short cuts, she knocked over
one glass frame that had been stood upright by
a gardaner to let in air to some plants.

Crash! Oh, hang, what a row! Have to clear
out altogether after that!

Whoof, whoof—whoof ! bayed the dog louder
than ever. Whoof! #

And what a vell-trained guard-dog he was,
really, coming on not another yard when he
could see Zillah flashing out by the gateway at
which she had entered. Zillah appreciated his
sense of having only a particular zone to guard.
But that did not cause her to say less savage
things about him.

Nor did it improve her temper when, next
minute, she found that in her headlong flight she
had dropped—Pam’s camera ! :

¢ six o'clock Pam was back at Morcove.
A car had brought her from Swanlake,
the bicycle being strapped on behind.
And with Pam ecame numerous bundles which,
when her chums saw their contents, cauzed what
Paula called * gweat wejoicings.”

“1f you were me, you'd sing—just what? ' panted

In her anger with Pam, she snatched tae
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“Phis has saved us spending money on things
that would not have been hali so good!” Betty
said in delight.. « = Ui

1 thought they might be useful,” Pam smiled.
“Ts Zillah about?” , .

But nothing had been seen of Zillah since two
o'¢lock. Such a _prolonged absence, considering
she was “out on her own,” was causing. the girls
slight concern. —

S She may have gone on by train to Exeter,
about those golf clubs,® Pam suggested. _“But
che shouldn’t have done it withoub permission.
I want to tell her; there is some idea of my
talémg her home on Friday week, for the week-
end.”

«'Oh, lucky Zillah!” groaned Polly. “I wish
some of us could have the treat!”

“Ves, wather, bai Jove!” ,

“ Bekas—gorjus ! Late dinner 1" :

Pam’s wistful smile showed how she herself
wished a party could be made up when the time
came. Good taste kept her from saying upenlg
that she would scarcely relish week- ding wit
only Zillah: ;

Another moan came from’ Polly; “but it was
due to a cruel denial of a quite different kind.

Polly would have liked—and so would others—
t6 -hold ~a -dress rehearsal straight away, the
Swanloke bundles havirg provided such dazzling
possibilities. . But it .was time for ““prep.” So
a temporaty dispersal fook place, on the under-
standing' that Study No, 12 ~should . witness . a
joyful remustering in'an hour’s time.

Pam, Worked -away very steadily. for” about
twenty minutes, with a study all to herself. Then
she had to rest-her pen. -She “eould no longer
concentrate u]f:lzn the task. :

. As lateas this,-and Zillah not yet in!

'Growing anxiety even took Pam to the ‘window
at last,. In the fast-fading Yight she could just
manage to tell that not one of some " half-dozen
girls, coming. in ab the last moment, was her,
study-mate..

. Then -she heard the study-door open, and she

faced round to see Zillah entering.

By clicking on a switch' as she came in, the

new girl flood the study with Tight .that
revealed her in & jammty mood. "= © 7 Tt oo
“Hay, 1 shan’t like setiling down to work!”

the laughed; heeling the door shuf behind her.
“Pll say it’s been some halfer for me, this hﬂs.-‘

Pam |” "
“Have you been to Exeter, Zillah 7
“Well—yes 1"—with & laugh. * Why 17
_ “You're a mew girl, and so perhaps yon
‘wouldn't get into a_ very bad row if it were
known,”. Pam seriously murmured. *By rights,
you ought “first to have asked permission. And
then you would only have been allowed to go
with & companion.* 4 .
“1g that so 1 -
“What did _you think of Exeter, anyhow,
Zillah? Did you take a look at the eathedral?”
“1 surely did,” said the girl from Virginia,
already lying back in an easy-chair, looling
pleasantly tired. - “And T'1l say it's a fine sight,
Pam; a poem in stone! Say, who was it said
_that?” e :
“} didn't,” Pam smiled. “I don’t go in for
saying things like thak 1 don’t know anybody
who does!” ¢ - :
“No, and that’s where you folks are so funny,”
Zillah complained, going off into one of her
“life is earnest” moods. ‘“There you've gob a
cathedral like the one at Ixeter, and yet you
don’t shout about it. Vou just—"-
“Tyeuse me,” Pam pleaded; for- Bebty had

Every Tuesday

suddenly put her head in at the door, opened to
the extent of a foot or so. “You want me,
Betty 77 3

< Just a moment, Pam.” -

As this invited Pam to step outside, she gave
her study-mate another apologetic smile and went
from the study. : .

She saw Bethy’s face expressing great gravity
now _that ey were aolome together m the
corridor. - :

“Pam dear, when yon were over 2f Swanlake
this afternoon—did you go along to. Grange-
moor 77 . .

“No, Betty.” i

“Then who did—T mean from Morcove? Some
Morcove girl was seen, -and it has been reported
to Miss Somerfield.”

“Really 77

“And there's a row on about it1”

Injustice !
AM’S brows, raised questioningly, caused the
Form captain to continue, very gravely :
“1 was sent for by Miss Somerfield about
it, Pam. And she’s upset. Tt secgns that the
Grangemoor Head rang her up himself. He saw
the girl sort of hanging about over there, and
he would have gone out to her, but when she saw
“him she just bolted I
“ A .Morcove givl?™”
““That’s it. e Head was told afterwards that

“she had got into_the grounds by a side entrance—

and_that didn’t Jook too well.”

“Put who could it have been?” Pam amazedly
pondered. I never went near Crangemoor , this
afternoon.  Except for an hour's wander round
at home, I was with mother.”” * i :

“Miss Somerfield knows you went to Swanlake,
Pam, and so she iS inclined fo think. it miﬁhﬁ
have been yon. I think you had better let her
know that it wasn’t. She asked about Polly and
Judy - and  DBunny, hecause they each have &
brother at Grangemoor, I hope it was enough
when I told her that they've been in bounds the
whole halfer,” > 5

““What about Fay Dénver or Edna? ‘They have
a cousin at Grangemoor.” ~ ¥ LE

*“¥es, but they've both accounted for their
movements.” :

CALL right, Betty., T'll io.along and see Miss
Somerfield now. Don't loak so worried.”

But Pam, coming away presently from. the head-
mistress’ private roem, ‘could better understand
why ‘the captain had felt cause for worrying.
Pam knew now what Betty had . previously been

warned to expect. Unless the matter were cleared:
satisfaction—:

up entirely to Miss Somerfield’s
{\}Tiere must be a blow, a cruel blow for Study
o i

cleared up t

Pam, making for Study No. 12 now, could feel’
no happier because she herself had been com-

pletely exonerated.. She was the bearer of a
message which was, she knew, bhound to exasperate
some of her dearest chums.
“Polly—and - you, Judy,
Bunny; you are all
Somerfield at once.”
“What 1” y
It came as a general gasp, whilst the. girls
named jumped up from their chairs indignantly.
“Yes, what is this!” Betty exclaimed at Pam.
“1 ‘answered for them.”
«Miss Somerfield wants each of them to give
her own word—" ’ .

¥ .AncL‘ ‘at present, the matter 'v_vas' by no "mean.s'

and you as well,'
three to report to Miss

bl
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“Oh, all mght 1 Polly exploded. “Come on,
then, girls.”

“Vou're cleared, then, Pam?” Judy was glad
to infer.

“Yes. I only needed to say where I'd been,
and Miss Somerfield couldn’t” have been nicer.
It’ll be the same with you, I'm sure.”

It was! Yef, even so, those three girls came
bacle from the headmistress” room looking far-
from relieved. If anything, matters had now

taken a turn for the worse. Miss Somerfield
was issuing a notice to the whele school !

It would be on the board presently. Some girl,
at present unknown, had to-day behaved dis-
creditably during an unauthorised visit to Grange-
moor School. %ﬂle\s that girl owned up, the
headmistress would have no alternative but to
mark her extreme displeasure in a certain way.
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there  been
to sce Miss

what now? = Hadn't

DODNESS, 3 ]
of this going along

enough
Somerfield ?
“Very well,” Pam serenely remarked,
say any more than I said the first time.”
And "away she went, remaining so composed
that she was able to chat pIen.santlgy with parlour-
maid Ellen, who was going the same way.
But chums whom Pam had left behind in Study
No. 12 were looking gloomier than ever now.
Bad sign, always, ?r a girl to be sent for a

second time |

"YF. come in, Pam. There is something—"
Decidedly there was somcthmg’ It

showed itself in a return of that “peeved ” look

which Pam had easily succceded in banishing

from Miss Somerfield’s face during the first visit.

“T can’t

o Pol!y, and you, Judy, and you as well, Bunny, are to report to Miss Somerfield at

once.”’ Indignantly the three looked up.

Were they to be cross-examined now, as

Pam and Betty had been ?

“Shan’t be able to have our brothers over for
the half-term concert; that's what it means!”
Polly * said iurmuslv to Judy and Bunny.
“Shame! It's going to be one of those cases
where we all suffer, simply because

“But who—who was the irl?” was Bunny's
brain-racking ery. “I can’t think of anyone!”

"Tho:e Denver sisters ! Polly frowned.

3

can’t help remembering that they have a Grange-

moor cousin—"

“No, Polly, that won’t
strenuous objection. “The Denver sisters are
not always reliable, we know. But in this case
they happen to have been able to prove, as it
were, an alibi.”

Polly grimaced,

“Then it must he one of us who said she didn’t
—when she did "

There was 3ust time for some mirthless laughier
to die awa and then parlourmaid Iillen
appeared in_t] e study doorway.

“Pamela Willoughby—to go to the hea_dmstreis
at once I

do!” came Betty's

“Since you were here, Pam, giving me your
word——-"

“Yes, Miss Somerfield?”

“There has been another telephone message
from Grangemoor,” came the frowning announce-
ment. “Now Dr. Halden tells me that one of
the gordeners has found a pocket-camera—an
expensive one, with a little ivory plale for t]xe
owner’s name. There are initials on it—° P, W,

Pam shook her head,

“T have a camera with my initials on it. That
must be the one, of course. But I didn’t take
it with me this afternoon.”

:‘It\)T”J vou lend it to another girl?”

“Would any girl be likely to borrow it, without
asking 7"

“That has happencd—I mean, a_girl has some-
times popped into my study te borrow it, but
only to take a snap aomowhms- near by. I
haven’t minded a bit, of course.”

“Are you going to assert, Pam, that some gn‘]
must have borrowed the camera this afternoon?”
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girl who would heé likely to do it.”

_Miss Somerfield walked about the room reflec-
tively, greatly troubled. = At last: i

“1 am afraid, Pam, that I must dismiss the
suggestion that the camera was borrowed.

* cannot get it out of my mind that you were at
Swanlake this afteyncon, and that Grangemoor
is only a few minutes’ walk from Swanlake.
Once again, Pamn—-" 3 -

. “Miss Somerfield, I don’t think I ocught to be
asked a second time. But I will say again: "if

I had wanted to go to Grangemoor, I.shouldn’t-

have done things that way. would have
reported to Mrs, Challenor—naturally, when she
used to be here at Morcove and I'm very fond of
her. I don’t go hanging about places. You ought
ta know me hy now I .

1T thought 1 did, Pam,” was the sighing
answer: ‘But, taking all the circumstances
together——""  She paused.

“Bay it,” Pam invited, smiling.
my punishment, that’s all.”

“As to the punishment,” broke out Miss Somer-
field, after a few more turng about the rcom,
“had you. been as frank with me as I have
always known you to be, until to-day, then I
might even have let you off with a reproof, As
it .18, I really must teach ‘you -a lesson. Bui I
shall ‘punish only yor, allowing the usual arrange-
ment to stand in regard to our half-term concert.”

Pam, standing very still and’ straight, waited
for what was to follow. =~ ° : i
~““Polly Linton 'and others, with brothers or
consins at Grangemoor, will be allowed to have
them to the concert, after all,” Miss Somerfield
finally decreed. *But youn, Pam—yon will not
sit with them when the time comes. You will
receive special ,inst.rlx:t.ionx what to do from your

“And tell'me

Form-mistress.’
“1 see.”
A And you mey ge.”

Pam gave a bow to a headmistress who, for the :

first time ever, was failing to smile her away
to the door! . "

Click, that door was softly closed hetween them
by - Pam, and then—she could not at once go
along the passage. She had to stand still, biting
hard upon the tremulous lip that she had taken
hetwéen her ‘teeth.

Strength ~of character was  hers, and others
would .soon be seeing her as composed as it was
her hahit to be; just as serene, even, as she had
heen whilst the very words of punishment were

. heing pronounced. e

But for these few moments—alone in the dimlit
passage—she did have to fight down feelings
that threatened to overwhelm her.

In Her True Colours !

““ H, shame—foul shame !”
“We won't have Grangemoor over for

the concert, even if we are allowed to!”

“
we?
“Don’t let’s go to the concert !
a protest I’ R -
*Yes—sweendle 1
Such were a few of the furious cries from fire-
breathing~ members of the chummery, now that
Pam had reported the latest. £ .
“Or shall we all go to Miss Somerfield and tell

Stay away as

her—very likely it was one of the Denver sisters,-

after all? Fay and Edna have a preféct cousin
at Grangermoor, He may have been the reason for
one of them going over?”

.
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- “I think that must have happened. But I ~
can’t suggest—oh; -no, I can’t name any particular

.~ known

We won’t give our play pow. Why should.

E vgrj. Tuesday

“Betty, will you take us along?” clamoured
Bumny. **All of ug—" :

“Now, stop,” Pam calmly intervened, “I
won't hear of vague charges being made. T
might just as well say it must have heen Zillah,
because ‘she shares my study and the camera went
from there.” . . : 2

“How about Zillah{” Judy gravely doubted.

"“Well, I expect she has been to Lxeter, not
being able to get the right clubs in Barncombe.
You can ask her, if you like. But I am sure
Betta{r realises—whoever it was, we must’ have
proof.” :

“Then—ugh !” Polly stamped. ' “Where's your
chance of being' righted, Pam? There’s no
chance 1 - f

“Unless,” Pam shrugged, “the.girl who really
was_at Grangemoor comes forward to clear me.”

. “Bui it’s all over the school already that there

is this row on,” Bunny remarked.. ““And yet no

girl has ewned up1” ¥ vy -

* “¥es, but it may be different when it’s known .

that I fm\ée been left with the blame. That isn’s
ot

A sudden siride took Beity to the study-door.

“As captain, I'm going all round the studies
now—ito tell girls and to make it quite clear !
It's up to any girl who is really fo blame to
own up 1™ ;

But this unlucky day for the chummery was to
end with Pam still under the black cloud of dis-
grace. 'Thé blame was still -upon her and not
upon the actual culprit. i

Many girls, ineluding Zillak, who had been
rather far afield during the *““balfer,” either
offered such gconvincing proofs as to. their move-
ments, or made such indignant denials of hm::f
been near Grangemoor, they had to be acquitted.
And, in & good many guarters, this resulted in a

" regretful belief that Pam, after all; simply musk

have heen the-culprit!

But Stady No. 12 knew that Pam had NOT.
been th® guilty party, and it was fuel to the
fiery indignation” that now, withon ubt, some
Morcove girl was being cowardly and eallous
silent, leaving an innocent school-

the next few days, and there was no cance

the Grangemoor invitation for the night of the
concert, The brothers of Polly, Bunny, and Judy
were 'to come over with the rest of the Grange-
moor party. Pam herself had pleaded most

Still, the playlet was kept in rehearsal during .
llix:gmﬁ

. strenuously with her chums that they should not

let it make any difference, )
 She had, however, dropped out of the play, for .
the simple reason that otherwise it might be
thought that she was trying to dodge the penalty
put upon her. Her view of the penalty was-that
before, during, and. after the concert,” she. must °
not seek to mingle with her chums. e %2

Lest her ahsence should take ' disheartening,
effect upon. the girls, she attended some of the
rehearsals as-a mere looker-on-. But there. wero
times when she would slip away to her own
study, whilst Beﬁ:{l and the rest trooped down-
stairs to start another rehearsal.

There in the study, if Zillah Raine were not on -
hand to keep up talk which poor Pam daily found'
more and more jarring, she would hear now and
then lively voices from the music-room below.

Polly’s .little: play was a boisterous one—a
screaining farce—and the whole schoolhouse was
bound to know when a rehearsal was in progress,

“Bay, those chums of yours are at it again!”
Zillgh said, .with hardly a pleased smile, as she
came into the study one cvening, well' before



Twopence

“ prep “-time. “Stuff like they are going to put
over—shouldn’t have thought "it would need all
that rehearsing 17

“Shouldn’t you?”

“Where do you think I've been, Pam? TFirst,
I had tea with Miss Merrick !” in a “Think of

that!” tone. “She was sweet. She gave me
candy, Then T looked along at the head girl's
study again, and from there I went to  the
library;” :

Zillah came to the table and showily put down
a fat volume. -

“Browning, Pam! Ethel and I have heen
having a discussion—real literary 1

“Have you?” .

“Say,” Zillah ;suddenly stared touchily, “why
do you speak like that, Pam? Den’t you believe
me?”

“Sorry, Zillah. I know what it is to be dis-
belicved,” Pam said gently, “so I'd never wish
to be in a hurry to doubt you.”

“No, but you do, I guess? The mistake a lob
of you folks make, just becausc the head girl is
nice and friendly to me and not to all of you—=-"

“Ithel Courtway is a friend to all of us,”
Pam calmly protested. *‘But we happen not to
111\';0 to live on her doorstep.”

‘Oh, so I wear out my welcome, do 17" cried
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Zillah, turning sour. “I should smile!  When
she's always asking me to come again; and 1
can go to golf with her any time!” :

“By the way—talling of golf,” Pam said,
wanting to ease the situation by a change of
subject, “those clubs you said you bought in
Esxeter the other day—have they ever turned up ?”

“ No—er—not yet.”

To see Zillah slightly fustered by the purely
affable question was a surprise to Pam. She could
not help watching her study-mate as that girl,
6111 her’ side hc;thhe table, %mstily sat down to
throw open the Browning volume e

“Have you written about thc-m',"Z‘i‘lTah?"-f

“About what? Oh, those clubs! No, I guess
LIl wait another day or two. In this old country

‘of yours, everything takes years to do.”

She sat mute and still after that, for a few
moments, watching Zillah, That girl, with both
elbows thumped upon the table, had started to
read, the supporting hands for her head stopping
her ears. y

Pam suddenly hitched back her chair and rose.

“Zillah 17 3 X

“Oh, look here, Pam, I'm reading—poetry——""

“Did you buy any golf clubs at Excter? Did
you}g}?ully go to Exeter that day?”

SR g
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OU know, 'm afraid that T shall soon he
getting very vain if this goes on: By “ this,”
1 mean the flattering and beautiful descrip-

tions of me which I receive from readers. Often

when a reader sends me a letter she finishes up

by giving an imaginary description of me, and I

may say that they are many and varied, although

all of them are extremely flattering |

But I have been wondering if any of you have
ever formed an idea of the appearance and person-
ality -of the authors of the SCHOOLGIRLS OWN
slories. Tor instance, from reading Miss Marjorie
Stanton’s fine ‘tales of famous Morcove School,
what opinions of Miss Stanten would you form ?

Do you think that she is jolly and always ready
for a joke, or sheuld you be more inelined to
imagine her as rather serious and fond of reading
and walking by herself in preference to the company
of other people?

I should very much like to know if you have
formed any opinions about the authors who write
for youn. and if you have, what those opinions
are.  So, il you have a few spare moments at
any time, just write to me and tell me what you
think, won't you? I shall be highly intercsted
and pleased to hear from you all. -

Now for some news of our great debate about
Pam Willoughby! You will remember that I
published an cxtract from a reader's letter
criticising Pam a short while ago. T invited you

NRRRRF s

all to write and tell me whether or no you agreed
with all that this reader said.

Well, since then the SCIHHOOLGIRLS OWN
“fan ” mail bas increased tremendously. I have
had letters from all parts of the couniry, some
burning with great indignation at the criticism
of Pam, others clearly setfing out carcfully formed
arguments to show just why Pam is so much
admired, and some partly agreeing with my
reader’s eriticism,

But I may truly say that the huge majority of
the letters received are strongly in Pam’s favour.
If any of you would like to send me your opinion
of Pam, and have not yei done so, there is still
time for you to write, shall be pleased to print
extracts from the best letters in my Chat.

Here is an extract from one letter sent by Hazel
Hughs (Connakh’s Quay):

“1 am writing to tell you that T heartily disagree
with your reader's opinion of Pam Willoughby.

“T think that Pam is a very natural girl, and that
it is very nice of her to want to be like the other
girls, and not to show off because her parents are
wealthy, and becaus: she gets so much more poecket-
moeney than the other girls. .

* Pam has_brilliant ideas, and is always ready to
help anyone in her own quiet, reserved way.

*“ She has a wonderfol personality, and interests me
very much. I consider Pam the most likeable member
of the Study. 12 chummery, and T think your reader
has formed an entirely wrong opinion of Pam
‘Willoughby's character.”

I shall publish further extracts next Tuesday

Next week’s story programme is one you aro
sure fo enjoy. You will want to know mora
about Zillah Raine, the intriguing character who
has come to Morcove, so don’t miss

“THE TREACHERY OF ZILLAH RAINE»

By Marjorie Stanton.

Also there .will be further enthrallin chapters
of our two fine serials, and grand C(%MPLETE
stories of her Harum-scarum Highness and the
Crimson Shadows,

Until next Thursday then,

With every good wish,
Your sincere friend,
YOUR EDITOR.
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“You didn't,” Pam said, whilst Zillah angrily
slammed shut the book and jumped ‘up_from her
chair, “That was the very afterncon I went to
Swanlake—the affernoon I'm. supposed to have
hung around Grangemoor _ School with my
camera [ 4 =3 .

Both girls moved, so that instantly the table
was no longer between them. Zillah, moving
close to. Pam, looked ready to strike her, Then
came a.falling-away step, the unclenching of a
hand, and a laugh. «

“It's mnothing to laugh about,” Pam  said
sternly. “ You—you were the girl.”

“(an you prove 1t?”

“No.”

“Sa.s‘«', then, hadn’t you better be carefyl 7

Zillah challenged, looking swarthy and passionate.

“Any girl could hdve borrowed the camera,
couldn’t she? It was lying about.”

“f have had to vely upon the girl who was at
Grangemoor, that day, owning up so as to clear
me.:. The girl hasn’t done so—because she was no
‘Morcove, -girl-: -She was only—what you
Fo0

ay, x\']-_mtqﬁm I, then?”

f protence, i

» Pam said with fine scorn.

Y.
higél ideqls, and_yet all ‘the while you can let a
study-
be somebody who is too good for Morcove, fo
quote poetry and be above a).ct.im{l anything but.
Shakespeare. The same as you think no school
can be anything great, unless it has marble walls,
like an insurance, office, or a grand organ—like
any cinema——"""" * v : ’
“Say, cut it out now, Pam Willoughby—-""
“0Oh, P've dorie; but only on the understanding
that- you go along at once and own up to the
wholé business,” f s
“Ts that the idea? scowled ' Zillah, her face
going red and white by turns. - “Well, T am just
not ‘going o !"” i
“What! But you must!” :
“0Oh, no, I mustn’t! And if you go trying to
ut it on to me, I shall only deny it, that’s all.
can still say that I never went to Grangemdor
that day. I'll say I did go to Excter, even if I
didn’t buy any golf clubs.™
Pam came away from the door and stood con-
_ ferring such a look upon Zillah as made that girl
blench atb last. :

Be sure to read next Tuesday's
enthralling long complete story
of the chums of Morcove School:

“THE TREACHERY
- OF :
ZILLAH RAINE”
‘By MARJORIE STANTON

Order in advance your coﬁy of
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You pretend to be-all for—for.

mate down: You. think it makes you out to

LGIRLS” OWN Every Tuesday

“1 am not,” Pam said steadily, *going to suffer
for a girl like you. It’s the humbug that you are;
that poetry book on the table there—and yet you
are ready to tell lies to try and escape. Are you
going to confess,- or must I denounce you—and
then see whether your lying denials will count for
anything ! y i .

After a moment, Zillah raised her eyes. They
met the other girls, reading in them, very likely,
something so magnificently spirited that the effect
was_ infuridgting. For suddenly Zillah gave a
%md of frenzied ery and flew at Pam, trying to hit

or.

Then, as suddenly, the enraged girl desisted and
dropped down into a chair, burying her face in
her ' hands. ‘She wept hysterically, with Pam
watching her quite unmoved.

Vet what a mistake it would have been to think

. that Pam, at' this moment, was left without
.mercy. :

“All right, Zillah,” she voiced gently. - “Not
to-night, then. Do you hear mef? Not to-night.”

Zillah lifted her tear-wet face from her hands
and looked at: her study-mate abjectedly. .-

“But how you can want me to own up, ever,
when it's become a whole lot worse for me now !”
she almost whimpered. “I didn’t know at the
-time that. it was doing anything wrong, just io
make my way out te Swanlake—-"

“To where?”? 4

“Qwanlake, yes! Oh, did you think I meant
to go looking round Grangemoor? - Not a bit of
it, Pam|_1I started off to get a look at Swanlake—
just to give yon a surprise when I got back by
saying I’d been! But I came to Graligemoor first,
and there it was—such old, interesting bui[d’mﬁ{s,
Pam! We Americans always say you folks
over here don’t think half enough of your “old
buildings—your cathedrals and—"

*7“Qh, be quiet!” Pam entreated wearily. . . .

“Then vou're going to be hard on me, after :
alll "Or, say, will you—will you?” The strange :
girl was trying to catch one of Pam’s hands now,
as if to stroke it. - “Will you, Pam—because it’s
surely going to be so awful for me now—— "~ -

“ORh, all right, then!” the sighing “exclamation :
was drawn from Pam. “After all this timé—let :

it g0, that's all. I shan’t say—not a word.”
“Pam! Ah, yow're fine! You're just—"
And there Zillah checked her crooning praise,

and the other girl could see the smile of flattery

fading, giving place to a dark look as of sullen
mistrust. | o
“Put you won’t,” Zillah hurriedly decided next
moment ; - you won't keep silent—not_you 1"
_~ That was not the sort of remark Pam: would
# deign to answer. A promise, to Pam, was sacred,
and not to be broken. She opened the door,
meaning to walk out. § ¥
“Here—come back! Shut that door again!”
Zillah fiercely insisted. “If you do_say a word,
Pam—to shift the blame on to me—I guess yow'll
be sorry ! Listen, will you, when I’m just telling
you 1”7
And Pam’s hand, on the doorknob, had one
of Zillah’s closing over it, trying to drag it
away. ) -
*] guess you’re going to tell about me—so as
to be all right for the night of the concert! But
afterwards—you look out, that’s all! You don’t
know what I am!”
“Y.do know what you are,” Pam said quietly.

“T've told you.”,
Suddenly ﬂingln% off the other’s hot hand, she *
e door and strode out.

whipped open
[ERD OF THIS WEEE’S STORY.]



