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Do you read that delightiul paper for all
schoolgirls—
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If not, now is an excellent time to become a
regular purchaser of this topping ‘schoolgirls’
magazine. Current issues contain full particulars
of a series of

SUPERB FREE GIFTS

which are to be presented to all readers, and also
details of a fascinating new serial entitled : “ Paddy,
the Reckless!” by Renee Frazer.

Each week, too, there is a splendid long complete
story of Barbara Redfern & Co., the famous
Fourth-Formers of Cliff House School.

“School Friend” is published every Thursday, 2d.
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MORCOVE ON THE

SEA!

A magnificent long complete story of the early
adventures of the girls of Morcove Schoo}.

. By MARJORIE STANTON,

PRIZE " “THE MORCOVE TREASURE.

' HUNTERS,” “ MADGE MINDEN'S SECRET," etc., el

CHAPTER 1.
Something Like a Treat.

ROM the depths of an armchair in
F Study No. 12, at Morcave School
Paula Creel drawled a question,

*And, pway,” she said, *what
time do wo start, geals?”
“At two o'clock, dear—sharp,” said

Betty Barton, causing Paula to sit bolt
upright in a galvanised way.

Bai Jove, two—""

Two pip-emmer—yes, and not two
to-morrow morning, or two to-morrow after-
noon, or the middle of next week, but this
afternoon, Paula. Now!” yelled madcap
Polly Linton, dinning that word in the
swell girl's cars.  “Instanter! See

“Yes, wather! But, bai Jove, I'm not
weady, don’t you know ("

“Then you jolly well ought to be!” said
Polly breezily. “Tumble up, me heartics!
Pipe the bo'sun’s whistle, and heave the
lead, yo-ho!” she went on, belabouring poor
Paula with a cushion, “Up, ye lubber!
Think T don’t know how to talk like a
sailor!™

“How frivolous you are, Polly deah!”’
sighed the long-sufiering aristocrat of the
Fourth Form, putting her rufflied hair to
rights, “I am fully awcah that it is a
gweat tweat we have been pwomised.
Howevah—"

“Ease her, stop her—lei her go!” rattlod
on the madeap, suddenly getting behind
Paula and propelling her towards the open
door. *Cast off, there! Belay!”

‘‘Polly, you widiculous eweature, be
quict. Be gqui—"

“Avast, stand by—""

“Oh, weally, help, Betty! Pway
intercedo for me!" pleaded Paula, as the
madeup continued to push her this way anc
that. “I want to go and dwess myself for
the twip, don’t you know! ow can I ge
and dwess myself when—

“1 say, arc yon girls ready?” came the
sudden high-spirited cry from Tess Tro
lawney, as she appuurr.g in tho ‘doorway.
““My Uncle John is here, so do let’s ge
down with him to the beach,”

“Yes, wather. Howevah—

“Isn't it spilling?” rattled on Tess

breathlessly. **He has come ashore from
the yacht in a lovely little mctor-boat, and
it will run us out there ir half an hour, he
says.
"Hooray! Any more for the Skyla
chanted Polly. *Paula, if you take more
than two minutes to get your things on
you'll be left behind, Hallo, Trixic!
Hallo, Madgo dear !

Those two girls were now entering the
study, whilst Paula drifted away to make
the best of that two-minute lmit which she
had been granted for her toilette. These
chums of hers were dressed for out of doors,
and it was the same with Bluehell Courtney
and Dolly Delane when the: romped in.

“Did you hear what wes saying,

irls 1 Tess broke out, huttoning a glove,
My Uncle Johu is waiting for us, and he
says that thero’s a lovely sea on—just a
nice swell.”

“Urre!” shuddered Polly. “I know that
nice swell in & motor-boat. Tirst you slide
up—hoo-er I—then you slide down-—uur-ah!
Never mind, thongh!” And she swung on
to the edge of the table and kicked her legs
about. “Avast! I’'m a born sailor, I am![”

"
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“It has all happened so suddenly I can't
believe it’s true,’”’ said Blucbell Courtney.
“Just fancy your uncle and aunt taking it
into their heads to coma and visit you,
Tess!”

“Jt was decent of them,” declared Tess,
“for it meant Lheir altering ali the route
of the cruise they had planned in the
Meteor.,  Yhen they left in that ocean-
gaing yacht of theirs, they meant to make
straight for the Mediterrancan. DBut—"

“They saw Morcove School marked on
the map of the world, and so they said
<Let’s go there.” Cheers for Mr, and Mus.
Trolawney, of New York!” cried Polly.
“They arc darlings! Well, are we going to
start 1

“How about Paula?” Betty ehuckled
knowing that that would set Lolly off
again. .

“Qh, Paula! If we wait for her we'lf
wait all day! Let's go, and give her a
call as we go by her study.”

This proposal being agreed to, the school-
girl trippers murcheg away, lunkiughns gay
as any batch of Mereove scholars that had
ever  trooped along  that TFourth-Form
corridor on o Wednesday “halfer,”

Outsido Paula’s clased door Polly Linton
}-lﬁli\‘m'cd a thump, thump! with her tiny
ist.

“ Avast, there!
Skylark, Paula!l”

“Yos, wather!” shrilled back a rather
agitated Paula, who was doubtless fiddling
with her hair in front of a glass. “How-
evah, I must make myself’ wespectable,
don’t you know!? =

“1 can sce you looking respectablo after
hall an hour or the rolling deep!” Polly
opened the door to say teasingly. “When
the stormy winds do blow, gu-hnt Put
the comb down, duffer, and come aleng!”’

Paula turned away from the mirror. )

“Theah, Polly deah, T'm weady! Bai
Jove, it 15 going to be a wipping tweat,
what 1"

“And it has come just at the right time,”
agreed Polly heartily, toeing her band-
boxy chum into tho passage. “It is truc
that dear old Betty's troubles at home were
all ended a week ago, but—""

“Yes, wather!”

“It is sickening,” Polly went on, in a
lowored tone, “to see Audrey Blain sticking
to the captainey when she has had hints
all round that the Form would like Beity

Heave he! Now for the

Barton to be re-instated. I tell you, Paula
darling, my patienco is mnearly exhansted
shout that_husiness of the eaptaincy. 1
shall——  Yes, coming!” she broke off to
shout boisterously, as a call eame from
below, “Avast!  Stand by, there!”

And Polly, like the madeap she was, went
down the last flight of stairs by sliding the
banisters !

Thuamp! She landed on her fect in the
hall, whilst her chums there pealed with
laughter, and her genial headmistress could
only prelend to be shecked.

A micid]u-aﬁnd gentleman, finely  built
and very handsome, was standing thero in
yachting attire, and there is no need to
say that this was Mr. John Trelawney, of
Now York. DBy the way he rested an
affectionate  hand on  Tess Trelawney's
shoulders, it was obvious that he was
greatly attached to this British-born niece
of his. At tho same time, he scemed to
have plenty of afiection left over for the
other girls, for his oyes went from one to
the other in a beaming way.

They had been introduced te him ecarlier
in the day, taking to him =t once as a
gentleman who did not give himself airs
just because he was one of New York's
‘millionaires, but who had all the charm of
a jovial, adventurous nature, plus a great
deal of genercsity towards his fellow-men.

“It is Polly who amuses me,” he
remarked, with a laugh, just after the mad.
cap had slid down the banisters. “Ani
which is the one who speaks French#”

Betty pushed Trixie Hopo to the front.

“Comment allez-vous, mademoiselle—hcw
do you do, miss?” laughed Mr. Trelawney.
“JI" fait beau temps, n'est ce pas—it is
going to be fine weatler, is it not?”

“Lot's hope and pray so,” Polly was
heard to remark in o stage whisper, whilst
Trixie was making a suitable reply in her
own alleged French. “Paula Creel has
already got the wind-u;;‘!"

“My dear Tolly, what stowies you do
tell!” protested ~tho aristocrat of tho
Fourth Form. “I am ‘%mte weady to
bwave the eclements, Mr. Trelawney, pwo-
vided—cr—there are no wollers!”

“1 could not be taking you out to see
the yacht on a better day,” he assured them
all.” “Mies Somerfield, the girls will be
absolutely all right—-"

“QOh, I'm quite_easy in my mind about
that!”’ the headmistress made haste to sav
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affably. “Why, a motor-boat will be quite
de-luxe travelling after the row-boat we
keep for the use of the school, down on the
shore.” :

“And if my wife and I give them tea on
board, and keep them wmtil fairly late in
the evening—that will be all right?’ he
suggested, with that engaging smile of his.

“Ol, quite!” was the cordial answer. “I
think it is very charming of you and Mis.
Trelawney to have devized this surpiise
treat for the girls, and I only wish I could

myself 1"
“Do?” he pleaded promptly; but DMiss
Somecufield shook her head amf laughed.

“No, I'm sorry, T have much to attend
to to-day. But I shall certainly want o eee
over the yacht before you leave your present
enchorage, and you and M, Trelawney
must come ashore and dine with me one
evening this week.”

As Miss Somerfield ended this gracious
remark, she turned to-look about her, as if
expecting someone who was due to appear;
and it was at this instance that Miss Red-
grave, the youthful assistant-mistress of the
Fourth Form, came up.

She was also dressed for out of doors, and
a very trim, attractive figure she made as
she returned Mr. Trelawney’s smiling bow.
. Mis 8 field did the i bis
for, unlike the girls, Miss Redgrave had
not met Mr. Trelawney before. He kept
his_approving eyes upon her as it was ex-
Elamu that she was the mistress who had

cen nppomted to accompany the glr]a on
their visit to the yacht, and it ended in his
ehaking hands with her.

“Pleascd to meet _yon!” he said with
simple heartiness. “Well, Miss Somerfield
the girls have a mistress with them, and
you have seen what a motherly sort m;
wife is, although wo aren’t blessed with
any youngsters of our own; and so if we
take it into our hands to keep the whole
party for the night—-"

"%{hab, gleep on board 1" burst ont. TPolly
excitedly. “Oh—""

“Bai Jove!”

“See low that brightens theiv merry
eyes!”” Mr. Trelawney commented, with his
hearty chuckle. “Miss Someifield, I think
I had better ask right away—may we kecp
them the night?”

“And take us for a trip out to sea in the
moming!" came frun Polly, with a hand-
.clap. “Oh—" ]
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“Miss Somerfield—""

“Do—do! Please!”

“Where i3 it to end?” laughed Miss
Somerfield. “We shall have you setting
off to the Mediterranean before yom are
done! DBut there; run along! As we always
say when we know the girls are in perfectly
safe company,” the added, giving her hand
to Tess’ uncle, “woe shall expect them
back when we sce them!”

“That’s fine of you!” he exclaimed. and
wrung her hand as if the favour ehe was
showing to the girls was a favour done to
him. “They won’t come to any harm, trust
me, and so I think we'll fix it right away;
they'll spend the night on board just fer
the sake of the experience.”

Then Polly lost her head again. Whilst
John Trelawney was lingering a moment
to make a few final arrangements with the
headmistress, the madeap felt she must go
tearing off—ont of the schoolhouse "and
down the drive to the gatoway, woo-op!
Hoovay ! X

Nor did she check her prancing steps until
she was down on the seashore, where the
Metcor’s saucy little motordawich was
moored to the small stone jetty.

Alter her, all ths way, bad hwried the
other cager girls, and such a jabbering of
tongues as there was when they were all
getting aboard] The shricks of laughter,
too, ps luckless Paunla Creel nearly missed
her footing in taking the one awkward step
from the jetty on to the boat’s gunwale!

“My word, if I hadu’t caught you!”
chuckled: Polly, after ehe had grabbed the
band-boxy girl just in time to steady her.
“Have you brought your pocket-mirror and
comb, dear?” :

“Yes, wather, Polly. My pwacious,
though, how the boat woeks! ~Polly, deal,
1 have a strong misgiving that there will be
wollers out at sca.’”

“‘Roll on thou great and someihing—
something deep, roll on'l?*" Polly shouted,
Gying to remember the quotation.  “My
bargque is on tha ocenn, Paula darling!
Avast, belay! Ileave tol!”

“0Oh, pway don’t; don’t talk  about
heaving! That’s just tho trouble,” sighed

Paula, sinking weakly on the first available
geat. “The boat is heaving all the time!”
But after the first “sinking sensation,”
Paula became as merry as any of them.
Mr, Trelnwney had come alone in the
easily-managed boat to feteh the girls, and
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so there were no members of the crew to.

Hut the girls under eense of constraint.
oking and laughing, they accommodated
themselves with lightning speed, with Miss
Redgrave in their midst, and then Tess'
jolly unele skipped aboard, took his place
in the stern, and cast off.

“Hurran " lead off madeap Polly, as a
whole fl of gulls took to flight at the
lﬁ!-s'n roar of the powerful motor.
hip——""

“ Hooway—yes, v

Wt ?

sther! Geals, is my hair
en ’'m quite alwight!”
al hand did Jobn Tre-

quite stwaight?
Like an ex-mnay

lnwney gend the boat specding away, the
emgines racing smoothly and softly, the
exhanst blowing out behind with ‘a solt

toug! toug! toug! and the bows elicing

through the waves in marvellous fashion.
There wae a good sea on—it very seldom

was n smooth sea off that rocky coast of

orth Devon, with its cross tides and water
runuing mapy a f[athom deep--but they
nover took a fleck of spray on board.

Oui and away they went, swimming and
bounding upon the heavy waters, and now
the happy holiday-makers were smitten to
eilence simply by the enchantment of look-
ing back towards the receding shore and
secing the old school from an unaccustomed
point of view.

There it was, dear old Morcove, showing
its stout walls to any wind that might blow,
high up there on the great headland. The
sun was shining—monster gulls were wing-
itg by—och, the whole thing was topping.

Ah, and now all eycs were torn from the
scene on tho shore to what lay ahcad—the
wide, sunlit sea, and just one vessel riding
at anchior somo three miles ont. That was
the Meteor, dipping lazily” and gracelully
to the rise and fall of the waves rolling by
her litile floating palace, white as a

fram etem to stern, and with
& shinizg like gold.

Silent still were th rle, for all they
s0 and d. There was a
cly owned yacht that had come all
the Atlantic! Tt was an awe-in-
ng thoupht. And was it strange if
imagined what a wonderful thing it
Id be if only they could be going on
rd ¢ to up-anchor amd eteam away to
and climes.
n, Egypt, the South Beas even!
the romantic places one could
with n yacht of one’s own like thatl

“ Flip,

So cach thrilled girl was thinking to
herself, thinking of what could never é’“’
sibly be, of course! And none had a
thought—had not the faintest presentiment
even—of what really was to be before ever
they, the chums of Moreove School, should
set foob on English soil again!

CHAPTER 2.
All at Sea.

o OW perlecily topping!"”
“Bpiffing!”
“Yes, wather!”

Delighted ecries of this sort
were coming from the girls ogein and
again, now that they were on board the

Meteor,

They had been reccived at the hangin
gangwny by Mrs. Trelawney, whose cordia
handelasp and winning smile told of o
noture as charming as her husband’s. She,
too, was in yachting attire, but the chums
felt that no other style of dress could have
sot off her handsome looks and her_tall,

raceful figure to greater advantage. DBetty
g. Co. had yet to see this lady in evoning
dress! * '

Sho was a good deal younger than Mr.
Trelawney, with his bluff face and iron-
groy hair, and Tess had cxplained to her
chums that the marriage had been & very
romantic, happy one. Nor had the gli]r]s
been on board five minutes before they
realised that here was a caso of “married

sweethearts.”

“Pai Jove, and I don't wonder, geals!”
commented beaming Paula Creel, keeping
her eyes upon the charming hostess of the
vacht as they wers all being shown round
the vessel. Paula's voice, of course, was
lowered to a discreet whisper.

“RBetly deah, this is most gwatifying,
what! T always had an idea, bai Jove, that
Amewican  millionaires and their  wives
wauk outsidabs, don’t you

“It is a mistake lots of_ people make,”
whispered back Betty, . “My uncle, whe
was in Canada and the States for many
years, has coften told me that some of the
vichest people over there remain perfectly
simple in their tastes, and awfully good
hearted.”

“Tho matewial of that dwess, don't you
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know, Eetty, it must have cost guincas a
yard—ycs, wather! And yet it looks so
extwemely plain ond becoming, Dai
Jove——"

But Paula’s admiring criticism of Mrs,
Trelawney’s apparel had to come to an end
as the girls were now brought by that lady
to the mahogany door of a little room on
the middle deck,

*Wircless!” two or three of the girls
were cxclaiming in an awed tone, ‘“We
are to sce the wireless instruments!”

And cagerly they crowded closer as the
door was opened by Mrs. Trelawney, {o
gaze at the wircless room’s equipment,

“Yes, there you arc!” John Trelawney
remarked breezily, coming up behind the
gnup of visitors, pipo in mouth. “We get
the time from Paris here, and have no end
of fun picking up messages. If you had a
wireless at tho scheol, you girls, my wife
and I would speak to you from the Medi-
terranean in a month's time. Think of
that|”

““Bai Jovel”.

“But it is all wonderful—all a dream!”
Madge Minden said, turning to survey the

acht from stem fo stern again. “Like a
iner in miniature!”

Madge had found the right phrase there.
That was exactly what the Meleor was—
a crack liner in miniature. The gitls had
imagined a pleasure boat with very limited
accommodation, and a good deal of need
for ‘“meaking shift ” during the life on
board. = They went below, however, and
found quite a spacious saloon, a smaller
apartment that was Mrs. Trelawney’s own
artistic boudoir, and quite a range of two-
berth cabins, lavishly equipped.

Girls aro not usually supposed to be
interested in engines, but Betty & Co.’s
visit to the engine-room of the Meteor was
an experience that enchanted them as much
as anything they had seen up to tho

girl in a hurry

present.

Paula Crecl was the onli
to get away from those hot regions, and
that was not because the boiler and fur-
naces and the mass of oiled machinery
failed to interest her.

Paula made her escape by the steel ladder
because, as she afterwards explained, it
gave her o turn to_see those grimy-femed
stokers and engine hands grinning at her,

“They weminded me of negwoes, bai
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Jove!” she said rather palpitatingly to her
chuckling chums. “Howwid fwights—yes,
wather!”

“They ave all right; they must be!" de-

clared Polly. “I can't imagine Mr. and
Mrs. Trelawney engaging anything but
»

picked men to form the crew.

The chums were back on deck at this
moment, standing to look out again upon
the rolling sea, upon which the gracelul
yacht was riding so serenely. Paula still
showed a desire te hang on to anything
with a stendying hand, whilst she made
comical grimace as tho vessel” scemed to
sink under her fect in the hollow of & wave;
but the others scemed quite to have found
their “sea legs.”

“ Aren't you cold, you girls 7" Mrs. Tre-
lawney came ont to them to ask, with that
smile which showed how happy she was
to have the schoolgirl party on board.
" Most people always find 1t so very shivery
in the open, when they first come on board.
Paula Creel—"

“Thank you, Mrs. Trolawney, I—I am
quite all wight! Ves, wather!” Paula de-
clared. But just then the boat sank again
after another horrid roller had slid by, and
poor Paula turned rather palo,

“Tea will he ready in a sceond tha
hostess said. “ Your beautiful school 1 she
went on, perching herself on a locker to
gaze out over the heaving waters towards
the misty headland. “1 don’t wonder you
aro such a bright, bonny lot when you go
to school in such a glorious part of old
England! Stand over here, Paula! Tho
mi(%dlc of the deck is better.”

“Thanks, thanks, I will!”

But she very nearly didn't,

She very nearly sat down on the deck,
another dip of bgo boat giving her the
staggers as she let go of the rail which she
had been holding on to for dear life,

“Ha, ha, ha!” exploded Polly derisively.

"Wh_v’. T could do a sailor’s hornpipo, 1
do believe!” . )
“I am quite all wight, weally! Tt is

only the howwid wollers!” enid Paula sadly.
“I wather wish they would leave off woll-
ing, don’t you know. If the sea would only
woll the other way, bai Jove, then—-"
*Docs anyone want to know the
Consols on the London Stoek Exchango this
afternoon ?” asked Mr. Trelawney with a
laugh, coming away from the wireless-room.
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“Or do you want to know the result of the
latest political conference, or: u

“What the girls want is tea, and there's
the gong for it!" cried Mrs, Trelawney
gaily, “Come along!”

She rested a shapely hand lovingly wpon
her husband’s shoulder and jumped down,
and then there was a general move towards
the saloon stairs.

“Are you all right, Paula?” Betly
turned back to ask the aristocrat of the
Form, whe was following last,
“finilc—nr—quifo all  wight, Betty,

I.hnn”-sl However, if you would not mind

Paula stopped. Oh, dear, there it was
again—that nasty feeling that the boat was
sinks under. her! She was not fecling
ut all upset, but she did wish there was a
moment when sho could stand quite still,

Betty helped her to the top of the cabin-
stairs, It was a slow business, so slow that
by the time the two got there all the others
had gone below.

And then a disaster happened to Paula.

Whether it was that sho caught sight of
one of the grimy stokers as he appeared
on deck for a moment, or whether the an-
chored vessel gave sn extra big roll, there
is no telling. But Paula suddenly lost hor
balance, and went all down the cabin stairs

ike a mail-bag down a shute—clattor,
bang, whallop!
CHAPTER 3.

Paula's Troubles Mever Cease.

it I, my gwacious
O “It’s Paula! Ha, ha, ha!”
Polly fairly shricked with laugh-
tor as she and the others in the
saloon saw their dressy chum lying all of a

;wnn" at the foot of the stairs. “Oh, my
1al

Bai Jove, wheah am I?" gasped poor
Paula, looking about her in a dazed man-
ner. ‘“Have we stwuek a wock, or what?"

They belped her up, all of them in fits
of laughter, and whéen Paula caught sight
of her reflection in one of the mirrors, she
nearly fainted.

“Qwacions, what a fwight T am. My
haih, bai Jove! ' slio wailed, so distressfully
that Mrs Trelawney did the nice thing and
offered to take her to one of the private
cabins, where she could set herself to
rights.

“No, thanks; quite all wight!” Paula
cried, fishing out the ever-ready pocket
mirror and comb. “One moment, and I'm
weady "

Paula raisod the comb to her hair; then
the yacht rolled again, and she lowered
tho comb and waited. Another try, and
another roll of the vessel in the oppesite
direction,

“Get on, duffer—get on with it!” Polly
teased

“Y:-s. wather!  Quite all wight! Iow-
evaly o
A third time Paula endeavoured to

attend to her rufiled hair, ‘and & third time
she had to desist.

Altogether, it was a couple of minutes
before she gave up in despair, and took her
scat at tho saloon table along with the rest
of the company,

Mrs. Trelawney presided, of course, and
at the lower end of the table was her jovial
husband, eager to load the girls' plates
with dainty eatables. The meal had been
laid by a stowardess, who, the girls learned,
was the wife of one of the mémbers of the
crew. In the ordinary course, no doubt,
this woman remained in attendance during
the meal, but Mrs. Trelawney dismissed
her as soon as the tea was poured out, so
that the girls would be more at ease.

“Well,” exclaimed Tess” jovial uncle when
ihe meal was coming to an end. *“I am
jolly glad I arranged with that nice head-
mistress of yours for my wife to keep you
for the night. My darling”—he spoke
down the table to his handsome Dbride—
**1his is some treat for us, eh?

"I'd like to take them all with us right
round the world,”" laughed Mrs.Trelawney,
passing somebody’s cup.  “ Better than some
of the tiresome people we shall be taking
on board at Marseilles, I know.”

“8Say tho word,” he chuckled, “and I'll
up-anchor and away with the girls, sending
a wireless good-bye to their headmistress,”

“Oh, if only you would!” sighed Polly,
who was fnlr{v off her head with happi-
ness. “And then get us wrecked on a
desert island ] Hooray 1"

“Cast away s boat that is worth a for-
tune, just to give you a bit of adventure,
eh?’ ~ John Trelawney laughed, and
pinched Polly’s eer, becanse she was sitting
near cnough for him to do that. * No,
young lady; the most I can promise to da
is to give yon a short cruise to-morrow
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momn'g, und then dump you back en
shore,”

At this instant the door was tapped, and
one of the officers of the ship came in ta
ask his master about something. The girls
were not inclined to pay attention to what
did not concern them; all the same, they
could not help noticing that the man seeme
to be rather moody, considering how affably
John Trelawney conversed with him.

“That was Lucas, the engineer,” Tess'
uncle remarked, after the man had gone
out. *“A capital fellow, I have thought him
to be; but, May dmlmg—

“¥Yes, John, dear,” his wife res nndcd
from t.he other end uf the lmlg table, 0]
is another who scems to be in the sulks Just
at present_ It is very queer———

“1t is pretty cool, I think,” exclaimed the
millionaire, with the first rufiled ldok that
the girls had scen him assume. "It would
surprize me to find that there was some un-
aired grievance a.bo&rd and yet they’ve all
gnL lhn hump P arently.

Well, that's ?unuy, uncle,” said Tess,
seumg dowa her cup. I myself have been
thinking, ever since we girls came on board,
that the crew might look a little more
agrecable.”

“I put their moody locks down to the
naturc of their colling,” said Betty. " After
all, I suppose it is an anxiocus life.”

“¥Yos, wathah!” came Paula’s faint con-
tribution to thke tallt. " Extwemely twying
for all in wough weathah, bai Jove!
am quite all wight myself, thanks, and I
won't have have any., more of that wich
cake, thank you, Mr. Trelawney! But as
wegards being at sca in wough weathah,
I wathah think I might turn downwight
disagweeable!”

“It is not the sea, rough of othurwise,"
Mr. Trelawney said with a smile. “ No;
there is something going on amongst ﬂmm
ell that beats me. I think you said, May
darling, that even Mrs. Pnllmlt, Qhe
stewardess, has got the complaint?”

"I thought she seemcd to be a bit—
changed,” answered the yachi’s handsome
hostess. ““In_faet,” she smiled ruefully,

“the only ci:md person on board who is
just as good-tempered as ever is my French
maid, Jeanne Esterelle,”

John Trelawney laughed, glad to have
been reminded ofy someone who could only
be thought of with amusement.

* Ah, your wonderful Jeanne! The girls
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haven't met her yet, so they still have some
fun to come, As for all the rest of our
people, if they are mot satislied, I should
like to know why—and I shall certainly
find out!”

Mrs. Trelawney called for “cupe,” but
her youthful gucsts had ell made a good
tea by now. and so her husband got up
and set the gramophone going. It was a’
handsome rosewood cabinet instrument, and
the most entrancing band music was soon
giving a gayer note than ever to the gather.
ing.

After playing a few records that the
girls had selected, their affable host nipped
the end of a Food cigar, and went on deck
to smoke, ilst May Trelawney «thought
this a s\utatle opportunity to show Miss
Redgrave and the scholars to their quarters
for the night.

Conducting them te a narrow, carpeted
corridor, she threw open one cabin door
after another, snd in a few minutes the
delighted guests were nicely parcelled off.

Betty, Polly, Paula and Madge camo in
for one boautiful four-berth cebin. Miss
Redgrave and Tess Trelawney were next
door, in a cabm that was just as Juxurious,
although it only slept two persons. Trix
Dolly and Blucbell were next door to the
larger cabin, on the other side.

“QOh, oh!” sighed Polly wistfully, taking
stock of the four- berth cabin whilst she and
her three companions were having a tidy-
up. “If only we were going to sleep here
every night for another month! 1 won't
g0 back to school. I’ll strike!™

“It would be wipping, weally!” Paula
agreed, beaming at Enrmx!f in one of the
cabin mirrors. “Only I would want a fow
fwocks to wear, geals! Gweat Scott, what
a fwight T ghnﬁ look, not dwessing for
dinner this evening, when it's like a swell

hotel! As for going to bed later on, {he
question  awises, ~what about—— My
gwacious, who is this?”

It was Jeanne, the French maid. Inte

the cabin she sailed, chattering away to
herself in French at_such u.[i:tut rate that
all four girls felt quite dazel

“My gwacious!” palpitated Paula, when
this gac? gone on 1;'01 a minute or =o.
“Wather uncanny—wliat! Pway—pway
addwess a wemark to her, one of you !

“But we don’t speak I'rench!”” whispered
Bettg helplessly. ‘*We want Trixie here fut
that.
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“QOui, oui!” grinned Polly, voicing the
one French plrase she was sure ol
“ Exercise forty-two! Have you scen the
gardener’s umbrella 1"

Then Polly wished she had not spoken
for suddenly Jeanne, the dramatie, flashe
round_upon her with a look that was quito
alarming,

rou say ! exclaimed the French
au attitude.

“Yes, wather!” Paula said, coming to
Polly's reseue.  “Pwecisely!  Wemarkably
fine weathcah, bai Jove, for the time of
yeah—what 1"

Then Jeanne scemed to go off into
hysterics.  But they found that she always
laughed like that—with much tossing her
head about, and stamping of her feet.

“Ah, but how droll you are, you English
mam’sclles ™ sho informed them, laughing
until the tears shone in her eyes. “I am
amuse with you, and you are amuse with
me, is it not?”

“¥Yes, wather!"

“;]‘Jhcn it is that we amuse cach other—
yes

“Wather, bai Jove!” DPaula agrced,
afraid of disputing anything with such a
fiery young female. “Pweciscly! My vewy
ideah, don't you know !

Jeanne scemed to take a special fancy to
Paula on tho spot. It was only Jeanne's
way of showing her friendly f[:uf’ings when
she made o sort of pounce and embraced
Paula, but Paula gave a smali scream, as if
her last hiour had come.

“I say, don’t you know—geals! Help,
she'll stwangle me ! "

But it turned out that Jcanne only
wanted to do Paula’s hair for her, having
discerned, no doubt, that Paula was fond of
claborate coiffures,

Detty, Polly, and Madge made off, burst-
ing out laughing as soon as thoy were
on the other side of the door. Nor did
their merrviment  diminish when they lis-
tened and heard Jeanne jabbering “away
excitedly in TFrench to Paula, and Paula
interjecting a dazed: “Yes, wathor—pwe-
cisely ! in an overwhelmed way.

“Come and sce my own cabin, girls,”
they heard Mis. Trelawney calling, and so
they stepped to the end of the narrow
corridor, and found themselves in the thres-
hold of an apartment which scemed to be
the last thing in lavish furnishing.

A cciling light, enclosed In cut crystal,
was switched on, although plenty of day-
light was penetratin arough the half-
dozen portholes. Madge, who knew some-
thing about such things, could tell that
cvery bit of furniture was a gem that would
make the eyes of a collector water with
envy., The cabin’s pancllin was so
polished that the girls saw their forms
reflected everywhere,  Chairs and lounges
looked just too good cver to be sat upon!

“A spoilt, pampered ereature, am I
not?” she said pretiily, setting down the
comb with which she had been tidying her
hair and turning away from the dressing-
table.

“Is that a safe let into the wall ?” asked
Betty, and their wealthy hostess nodded.

“Yes, I keep my jewels there. One has
to have o few with onc when one travels, for
special occasions, Would you like to sce?”

She produced a small bunch of keys, did
something to the combination lock, an
then opened the massive stecl door. All
the other members of the Morcove party,
excepting Paula, had by then come into
the beautiful cabin, and they gathered round
whilst Mrs. Trelawney took out onc jewel
case after another to let them sce the
contents, i

A ‘few’ jewels, you wero sayini!“
Betty almost ghsped at last. * Why, what
we have scen already are worth a king’s
ransom, surely!”’

“They are some of my best things. My
husband has been such a one for leading me
with g‘rescms, dear, splendid fellow, that he
is!"” the fortunate lady said lightly. “Theso
emeralds are believed to be rather special.”

“0Oh, lala!” Trixie ejaculated, amackinF

]

‘her lips as the magnificont gircun jewe

were cxposed to the brilliant light.

“Well, T don’t know how you can!” said
Polly. “How you can have the nerve to
earry such things on & voyage! Supposing
they all went to the bottom of the sca?”

“Oh, I wouldn’t break my heart!” was
the laughing answer.  “So long as John
and I dudn’t go to the bottom, too, I'd boe
quite bappy still. T think I hear your
riend Panla. That drawl of hers, there is
no mistaking it,"”

There was, in fact, a most distinet outery
from Paula Creel at this moment. Sho
was coming along the narrow corridor,
orying: “ Geals! gcalst Look at me now,
bai Jove!™
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i And so whilst Mrs. Trelawney guickly
closed the safe and made it sccure, Miss
Redgrave and the girls faced towards the
doorway.
i And then Paula appeared.
P #enls! Bai Jove, that nch geal is
a wipper! Look al the entwancing way she
has done my hair for me, bai Jove! It
suits me—what!”

There was a_sort of stupefied gasp from

Betty & Co. Then they all went off into
‘peals of laughter. "
“Bai Jove, you don't appweciate it?”

Paula said, with a falling fo'ce.
-thought it quite wemarkable!”

. “Qh, it is remarkable encugh,” chuckled
“ Extraordinary! . Twn  round,

“And I

dear
; Paula turned round, and the comments
came fast and furious.

l“{\ll dragged up at the back—wonder-
ul 1
“All

twisted round at the sides—
unspeakable!"
*“Yes, wather! And, geals—"
. “All twiddled about at the top—

horrible !” said Polly. “Turn round, Paula
darling ! .
* 8o Paula turned again.

“All combed back at the front—ahsurd!”

“My gwacious—then what am I to do
Paula palpitated, suddenly taking a dislike
to the wonderful coiffure” herself. “I say,
bai Jove, I tipped her half a crown to do
my hair like this!™
i “Tip her half a crown to make you as
you were,” suggested Tess.

But Paula sighed despairingly.
i “No, thanks, geals. I—weally, you know,
{T had & most distwoessing time at the hands
jof that Fwench geal! Extwemely amiable
‘and well-meaning—yes, wather | But nevah
lagain—no! 8he—sho fwightens me!”
t “] can gquite belicve it,” laughed Mrs.
i’l‘rclmrnoy. “All ri%ht‘-, Paula dear; come
wover here, to my glass, and I'll do your
thair for you!”
| And so the others trooped away, making
‘for the deck, where they found Tess” uncle
‘pacing about and enjoying the falling
‘gl'eer.r:s, and the glorious sunset.
{.Johu Trclawney stepped up to a small
arometer and tapped it.

“Quite steady,” he remarked in a grati-
fied tono. “A little fog is tho very worst
that can happen to-night.”

He spoke the words just as one of the
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ordinary scamen was going by, and Betly,
chancing to be studying the man's face at
that moment, saw the mouth widen and
turn down at the corners, forming a pecu-
liar sort of smirk.

A few scconds later she saw that sailor
talking with another in low tones. The
couple seemed to have a joke to share, for
they ended up by separating with some
quiet laughter.

How fast the night was falling now, and
how sullen the sca had become under the
darkening sky! Betty and her chums
looked towards the distant shore again, but
some evening mists had swathed the groat
headlands, and the lights of the school
were no longer visible.

“I feel cold,” Betty confessed syddenly,
as a shudder ran inrcugh her. “Shall we
go downt”

But that sudden erldness which had come
over hir—it was a kind of chillincss not to
be dispelled by all tho warmth and bril-
liance of the spacious saloon.

Even there, with the gramophone going
again and all her chums looking as high-
spirited as ever, Betty felt strangely op-
pressed. She could not tell :why, but she
would have deseribed it as the feeling thab
something was going to happen.

And, somchow, she scemed to see again
and again, with her mental vision, the face
of that sailor and its pecnliar smirk, and
kas falling into talk with that other man
in an amused fashion,

‘Tnere had been some strange joke 1+
nq‘mdq the pair such secret mirth—but

al

7
Betty wished she knew!

CHAPTER 4.
The Mystery of the Meteor.
INNER, however—the sort of dinner
D they serve in a tip-top hotel-—set
Betty right again at last.

How she and the rest of the Mo:-
cove party just enjoyed the various courso«
that were set before them that evening!
And how their tongues did rattle away,
causing Tess' aunt and unclo to exchango
a delighted glance again and ag.in whilst
the meal was in_ progress. If there were
moments when Miss Redgrave was inclinad
to fear that the girls were almost too
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merrg, she had only to look at the host
and hostess to feel quite re-assured.

There they were—John Trelawney in his
nice evening clothes, and his “May dar-
ling,” at the other end of the table, m
her Paris gown and some of her diamonis;
o childless couple who simply revelled in
having such company as this!

“Ay, my dears,” smiled their genial
hosi at the end of the meal, “we'll go far,

my wife and I, but I doubt if we'll over
get a jollier evening than this we are
having now! I feel young again to-night.
VIl be singing to you presently, you see!”

“Ulil, do you sing, uncle?” cried Toss
rly.

Wien I sing, yow'll think it’s the ship's
fog-hiorn  going. But, never mind,” he
answered gaily, “weo'll get up a concert
prosently.  Yes, we will,”

o slewardess brought in coffec, and
whilst it was being haunded round John Tre-
lawney lit a cigarette. Then he got up to
w0t the gramophone going, as he had -imme
afler toa.

T'he stewardess had withdrawn, and for
aps a quarter of an hour or twenty
inutes, the party in the saloon were
ately chatting and lavghing and
listening v~ the gramophone

Paula had found a nice low armchair,
and would have been perflectly happy if
only she had heen “pwoperly dwessed.”
She was still gazing enrapturedly at Mrs.
Trelawney, who wore such lovely ihings
vithout the least affectation, and the
1oy hore was in full blast again, wiea
illing thing happened.

From somewhero about the yacht there
came a wild, piercing scream.

“DBy Jove, what's that? Who is it?”
zasped John Trelawney, whilst he clapped
a hand on the whirling dise of the instru-
ment (o stop the musio. “Listen 1?

Vo need for that entreaty. Lvery ons of
companions was in the grip of a sudden,
awlul herror.

That seream—and now it camo again !

“ Joanne—it's Jeanne ! panted Mrs. Tre-
Jawney, with a hand at her pounding
Lreast.  “Oh, John darling i

“Yes, that's who it is,”
“But why—what—"

Ho flashed across the room to whip open
the saloon door, but after laying hold of
the handle and pulling, he fell back a step
or two in an astounded fashion.

e

he jerked out.
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“Why, it is locked !” ho said in a dumb-
founded way. “We are locked in!"™

“Oh!" came faintly frem most of the
girls.

They saw him draw a deep breath, whilst
he drew down his brows in sudden anger,

“Some _villainy here!” ho muttered
fiorcely. “By Jove, though, I'll soon see
to this!”

And ho had caught up one of the unfixed
chairs to use it as an object with which
to smash open tho door, when the panels
were banged and rapped on the other side.

“Oh, m’sieur—oh, madame ! Vite—vite!
Quick—quick 1”7 shricked the hystorical
voice of Jeanne Iisterelle. **M’sieur—
madame |

“Is tho key gone from the
Jeanue?” shouted John Trelawney.

“Qul, m’sicur—oui!”

“Stand aside, then—I'm coming out 1"

He had hardly voiced that warning ery
when—smash 1—ho shivered tho door with
a blow from the wiclded chair.

Smash! Swmash! Again and again he
lifted the chair high above his head and
sent it erashing avd thudding against the
beautiful woodwork of tho saloon door.
And at last the furious onslaught told.

The lock of the door burst with the snap-
ping bang of a pistol shot, and ho flung
aside the chair.

At the sawe instant the splintered door
was pushed open, and Jeanne burst in upon
the millionaire and his companions,

“Oh, m’'steur—"

Well, Jeanne—what?"

““Ah, 1t is too late 1" panted the wrought-
up girl, wringing her hands drnmaticaﬁly.
“Thoy are

“Gone

“The men of the crew—all of them I” was
her astounding cry. "But a minuto since,
m'sieur, I go to milady’s room to put
things so and so for tha night, and there
are men there at the safe, m'sicur—oui |
At the safo—"

“Ah1” John Trelawney said ihrough
clenched teeth, and next instant he brushed
the panic-stricken girls aside and rushed
trom the saloon.

The girls followed. In wvain did Mrs,
Trelawney and Miss Redgrave voice a
warning. “ Wait—be careful 1" Betty and
Co. were off. Hardly realising what they
were about and the danger they might bo

lock,

gone—gone |
Who?”
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renning into, they simply stormed after
Tess' uncle, overtaking him in a few
seconds in his wife's privato room.

The lights were full on, and so they had
the whole appalling scene revealed to them
in_an instant.

The safe had been opened—rifled !

All hor valuables—the gold and platinum
ornaments, the diamonds and cmeralds
.which the girls had feasted their eyes upon
a few hours since—they were gone.

“(ione 1” John Trelawney said dazedly,
whilst ho stood staring at tho looted safe.
“Siolon, and by men who were actually in
my pay! But—but—"

Ho swept a hand across his forchead.

“What does it mean?” he burst out
again_incredulonsly. “Which of the men
were in the business? Where are the rest,
ch 1"

He turned back to tho doorway, wenb
past into the corridor, and shouted.

“Hi, there! Come along some of you—
hustle! We are robbed! We have had
some rascals of thicves amongst us ever
since we left New York! Do you hear,
there—do you hear?”

. And there was no answer, not a sound.

i All that happened was the appearance of
‘Mrs. Trelawney, Miss Redgrave, and the
igirl Jeanne. The latter came nlong, still
| shaking from head to foot with the fright
!she had had. :

i *Al, those monsters of men!” she quav-
jered. " M'sieur —milady, I thought they
iwould kill me when T come here and take
| them by surprise! Those men—"

| Mr, Trelawney silenced her with a ges-
(ture.  Again he listened, and the deep
‘silence made him exclaim in deep dismay:
| “Were they all in the conspiracy, then?
|There's not one of them left—not one,
surely 1"

i It was Detty who suddenly cried out:

| “Can’t we go after them? 'They’ve left
the ship, Lut—""

w i, girl, that's the idea!” Tess' uncle
struck in grimly. “They think to get
away without a chase, do they?™
He dashed from tho cabin ouce more,
land now it was up to the deck that all the
‘girls and their companions followed him,
Breathlessly Detty & Co, mounted the
cramped stairs and cmerged upon the deck,
which was all in darkness. The vessel’s
riding-lights wore still burning overhead,

1

but they did nothing towards illuminating
tho scenc below.

Nor was there any moonlight. The star-
shine from cloudless heavens was all that
kept the night from being groping dark.
The wind had dropped, and a cerlain misti-
ness was upon the sea.

In a flash John Trelawney and all hic
fellow-occupants of the vessei were crowd-
ing to that side of the deck which lay to-
wards land. Excitedly they peered through
the mist, and could just discorn two or
three open boats laden with the rascally
fugitives. .

To the girls’ listening ears came the soft
teul ! teuf! teuf! of the motor-launch, whilst
now and then there was tho splash of an onr
from onc of the Moteor’s open boats.

“AMr. Trelawney,” panted Polly Linton,
“where is another boat—one of the life-
boats? We'll help you to get it launched.”*

“Yes, wather! My gwacious—"

“We'll pull  oors  for  you—yes!”
volunteered all the girls, sharing the robbed
man’s furious anger to the full. “The
villains—the wretches!”

John Trelawney did not answer. e took
his excited eyes off the dimly seen fugitives
and started to run from, one cnd of the
Meteor to the other to find out what boats
were left.

And not one wes to be scen!

CHAPTER 5.
There Is Danger on the Deep.
NOT a boat anywhere in which the

chums of Morcove Scheol could have
helped the victims of this asteund-

. ing conspiracy to give chase to the
thicves. All—all had been taken!

Tt was a discovery that brought home to
John Trelawney and his companions the
extreme gravity of the smazing situation.
It was evidence not moerely of great
audacity on the part of the thieves, but of
th_:a care with which their plans had been
aid.

“Well, John darling, don’t let it grieve
you,” pleaded his loving wife. ““So Jong as
there has been no violence done to any-
body—"

“Yes, May: but I am not going to take
this thing sitting down. I am not the mar
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to stomach it!" he eried furiously, clench-
ing up his hands. .

And he spoke on through clenched tecth:

“Two or throe of them must have hegun
plotting sometking like this from the time
we loft New York. Then I suppose others
got to know, and had to be promised a share
1f they joined in. And so it spread to cvery
man-jack of them. Tho whole lot. They
have conspired like this to rob an employer
who- 1, ask anybody if my terms weren't
generous ones,  The low-down villains 17

“They've gone!” murmured one of the
girls, whose peering gaze had remained upon
the epen boats until they had vanished in
the misty darkness,

“Ay, and they’ve taken care that we'll be
able to follow I Tess’ uncle said furiousiy.
The wireless, though!”

*Oh, can you work it?” was Belty’s cagor
ery.

For answer John Trelawney darted away
towards the wireless-room, which was on the
middle deck. Wrenching open the narrow
doer, he clicked on an electric light and
stepped close to the instrument.

Then the girls, as they came crowdin
about the open doorway, saw him fall bacl
in renewed dismay.

“Tho scoundrels!” he eaid huskily.
*“They have smashed the instrument—left it
quite unworkable [

“Oht

8

“But, Mr. Trelawney,” burst out Polly
again, “we are not done yet! What about
rockets—signal rockets 7

* RBravo, Polly!”

“Yes, waiher!
ideah—wackets1” applaudéd Paula.
didn’t | think of that, Lai Jove?”

Another excited rush took place, this time
from the wircless-room to the chart-house,
where Jobn Trelawney knew that all the
rackets were kept in a locker. -

‘The box was kept unlocked. o threw up
the lid violently, rcndi/ to snatch eagerly at
some of the coloured lights—and the Jocker
wos empty |

This. the lalest example of the cunning
precautions the conspirators had taken to
] rate both pursuit and alarm, was a
thing that left all who were in that chart-
house stricken to silence.
and clearer the plight they woro in
w revealed to them,

Bai Jovo, what a gweat
“Why
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Not only had they been left without the
means of geiting to Jand—they could not use
the wireloss, and they could not send up
signals of distross,

What, then, were they to do? Iow long
were they to be helpless prisoners aboard
tho yncht whilst the rascally conepirators
gained time to get away with th loot ¢
And how if the weather changed abruptly, as
it so often did at this time of the year?

“Ships often signal by flags, don’t they 7"
au%gcated Betty. “If we wait until day-
light—"

*Flags!” John Trelawney echocd bitterly.
“You aro quite right, my girl. But have
they left us any flags, I wonder?” ,

They bad not. This was discovered before
another minute was out, The Jocker that
should have been packed with the tiny flags,
each ncatly rolled up, was as empty as the
box in which the flarelights should have

een.

“No!” Tess’ maddened unele broke out at
last, locking like a lion in a net. “Therq is
only one thing T can think of—signallin vbg
an_ ordinary lantern in the hope of its Ens
being picked up. And that's out of tho
question at present, because—=""

He looked sbout him in the darkness, and
tossed his head despairingly.

“This mist—look ‘at it1” he exclaimed
bitterly. * Getiing thicker every minute!”

Then he fell to pacing to and fro, whilst
the girls held their tongues, guessing that
he was puzzling how they could extricate
themsclves from their run!{y terrible plight.
But he found no solution to the problem,
and lie was looking as furiously helpless as
ever when at last his wife laid a soothing
ham] upen his gleeve.

“Well, there, Jokn darling,” she «aid, and
how Miss Redgrave aned the girls admired
her for her sublime composure! * Don't
worry, dear—den't grieve.  We are all right
for to-night, thet is certain. In the morn-

ing—"
“Ah, but the delay!” he cxclaimed,
unable {o resign himself to the humiliating

situation.  “Supposing that this fog hangs
about all to-morrow?  We'll be just as help-
es we arc to-nighy. And, mesntine,
e scamps will bo seattering to different
parts of the kingdom, each with his share
of the spoils. Your diamonds—"

“0Oh, bother diamonds!” She shrugged
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prettily. “Now I wish you had given me
stamp-albums ~and  fountain-pens  for
presents; 1 would havo valued them just

as much, because they came frem you,” she

said, bestowing a loving kiss as another
means of soothing him., “That horrid
rown, John darling—I don’t like to sco
it

And sho passod her hand caressingly
across his lined forchead.

Something happened to Jobn Trelawney
then, The frown really vanished, as if
charmed away; he drew himeelf up and
squared his shoulders.

I % All right,” he said in a veice from which
all helpless fury had gone. “1lf you can
take it calmly, May darling, so can'I. And
these girls of ours—"
© #“Qh, den't worry about us, please!” soms
of them cried spiritedly. “Wa are all
right.”

© “V¥es, wather! Bai Jove, geals, we have
‘much to be thankful for. Those piwates
might Lave made us walk the plank—what [
* % And thank goodness no one at tho school
will be anxious,” rejoined Betty with a big
breath of rolief. “We were staying the
night on beard in sny case.”
* “8Bo we werel” cried Polly.
belay, and heaveho!
Trelawney,
ou 1™

“Yowll all go to bed, that’s what you'll
do, young ladies,” was their host's smiling
answer. ‘‘As for me, I shall have to keep
the fog-horn going all night; but don’t et
that worry you. f"nr a certainty they have
damped down the engine-room fires so that
there's not a whiff of steam for the siren.

“So avast,
Say the word, Mr.
and we'll run the ship for

‘But Il pump away at the hand
instrument.”
' “Turn and turn about, please,” suggested

Polly, and Miss Redgraye was just as cager
as the whole party of girls that they should
relieve him, the one man on board, as the
night went on,

But he was inflexiblo in his decree thatb
¢ and his wife should all get some sleep.
The only man on board,” ho commented
with a grin. “That rather reminds me of
tho song in ‘ Treasure Island.””
| “Yes, I know!” cried Polly, and she
began to chant in a piratical menncr that
set all the others laughing:

“¢But one man of the crew alive,

That put to sca with seventy-five!’
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“With a yo, ho, ho and a bottle of rum!”
she Gnished up, doing & caper on the deck.
“Avast, belay! ‘‘The bearings of this
observation lics in the application of it!"”

“That’s a bit of Dickens,” laughed
John Trelawney. “Captain Bunsby, was
it? There, run along with you, saucy!”
he added, pulling Polly’s hair. “It will
bo Captain Polly before we sct foct on
shore again, I fancy!”

And so before another minute was cut
Tess' uncle was the only person lelt on
decl, :

With the fog falling thicker and thicker
upon the night-bound waters and  the
pelatial yacht, which had been the scene of
such a strange ocean drama, ho fetched the
hand-siren on {o the bridge, and scnt a
warning *“zoo-hoo, zoo-hoo!™ far and wide
over the sea, whilst in between the mourn.
ful blasts ho listened with straining cars.

He listencd, dreading to hear at any
moment an answering whine frem somo
other sircn, telling him that somo great
ship was passing in the night and the fog
—or not passing in safety, perhaps, but
bearing down upon the Meteor, only to get
her warning and make out her riding-
lights when it was too latel.

CHAPTER 6.
In the Fog.

& AULA 1"
P “Ves, Polly deah!™
“You awake up there, Paula
“My deah Polly, why do you
ask such a fwivolous question as that?”
complained Paula Creel, heaving over onca
wgain in that bunk that sho was occupying
just above Polly’s. *“How could 1 he
asleep, Polly deah, when I am answering
you evewy minute?”

“Well, I can't
Jet's talk,” was Pol
1 sl )
“Woell, deah?"

“ Aren't you two girls going to sleep Lo-
night?” Detty wanbted to know from her

;i‘ct to sleop mysclf, to
Uy’s cheerful suggestion,

bunk on the other side of the cabin, *If-
nob, I'm not!”
“0lh, but don’t let’s wake Madge!”
“Madge isn’t asleep yet,” said that

young lady herself, with & chuckle, as she
also gave a turn in her bunk. “Bat I'm
comfortable—very 1"
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“Yes, wather! Howevah-—"

“In this life, Paula dear,” Polly said,
turning  playfully  philesophical, = *one
can’t have everything one wants.”

“I reckon,” put in Beity grimly, “those
thieves have got everything thoy want,
anyhow ! About twenty thousand pounds'
worth of jewellery I”

“They'll get what they deserve in the
end,” rejoined Madge dryly. * About ten
years' penal servitude I”

“And serve 'em right! Avast, belay!
I say,” Polly said, “hark to the foghorn
up there on deck. By and by I'm going
to suggest that we gri:ls take a turn at the
buzzer. Greet fun?

“Yes, wather! Howevah, if I nuay
make the pwoposal without appeahing to
be disagweeable,” said Paula, turning
over again, “a twille of sleep would be
most wefweshing, most  gwatifying—
what?” )

“Stand hy!”

“Polly deah, I fail to sec the welevancy
of that expwession,” said Paula drowsily.
“I do mnot wish to stand at all. I wish
to weeline heah for the pwesent, and good-
neet once again!”

“Oh, goo'ni’'l” Polly sang out, with
mock grumpiness. “But I'm not goin
to sleep, anyhow. I'm a sailor bold,

b a yo, heave-ho, and o bottle of

rum!” T

“Wum!” murmured Paula, as if she
wero sinking to sleep, “It’s a wum busi-
ness altogether—yes, wather 1”

Polly, of course, had no real intention of
keeping others awake if they wanted to
get to sleep, and so became perfectly
quiet after that Jast bit of levity. She
heard Paula breathing steadily now that

‘ that girl was enjoying ‘“sweet wepose,”

:mg in a fow minutes the wakeful madeap

had an idea that Betty and Medge were
also fast asleep.

But she was wrong.

Healf an hour had.gone by without one
sound cxcept that * monotonous zoo-hoo
of the Meteor's siren—a noise made at
such regular intervals that it bad no eifect
upon.-the gicls in their cabins, whether
they were awake or fast asleep. Half an
hour had _pone by like this when, all
et once, Polly heard a certain sound,
which, for all her flighty disposition, she
Tully appreciated the significance of.

It was an answering bellow from some
other ship’s siren, and that ship was closo
at hand!

Polly sat up, and at the sclf-same instant
Betty and Madge lifted themselves up in
their bunks on the opposite side of the
dim-lit cabin.

“Hark! You heard that, you girls?”

“Yes, Poliy!” And the tone in which
Beity and Madge whispered their answer
showed Low unecasy they felt.

Next second the three girls were oyt
of their bunks. They had not undressed

for tho night, and all they had to do was

to slip on their shoes and don their out-
door couts.

“Wo ought to warn Paula, perhaps?”
lesi_dared'BL‘.Lty. “Or shall we wait and
see !

Even as Betty was spenking thus, she
and her chums heard John Trelawney
come running down from the deck. Ho
got to tho cabin cerridor, and started rap-
ping at one door after another.

“Don’t get windy,” he said cheerily,
*but I think you should all get up on
deck. I'm going back there now.”

The girls roused Paula then, and she
almost fell out of the high bunk in her
sudden alarm.

“My gwacious, aro we on the wocks—
or what?” was her palpitating ecry.'
“Wait, geals—wait! Half a see., pway,
whilst T put my hair to wights!”

But the others were already outside the
cabin, to find Mrs, Trelawney, Miss Red-
grave, anll tho rest of the girls hastenivg
away from their slecping quarters.

“Geals, geals! What's the twouble
then? DBai Jove—"
Zoo-hoo! Zoo-hoo! Thae Metor's fog:

horn wuas trumpeting Justily, and louder
than ever came the bellowing of another
ship’s siren.
Tzooooe-oooh-cemph |
“A Dbig steamer! A liner, perhaps!”
Betty exclaimed tensely. *Coming out of
the Bristol Channel. Mind how we gol”
sho added, as she notieed Low-the fog had
thickened. *“\What a nigl My word!”
They scemed, indeed, hardly able to seo
a yard in front of them as they made their
scrambling rush for the open deck.
What lights there were in the stairways
were dimmed by the thick white sca-fog,
Paula elattered and banged as sho missed

Tzooon-ooomph |
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one step after another, but no one laughed
at entics that would have been amusiug
at any other time.

“Ah, we arc lost—lost!” was Jeanno
‘Esterelle's despairing cry, and she moaned
and muttered crezily, for sho was all gone
to picces again in this fresh crisis.

“Now, dJeannc— Jeanne, be calm!”
coaxed Mrs, Trelawnoy, *See these girls,
how calm they arel”

“Oui, milady—oui! But it is terrible!
Ah, this unhappy country and its fogs!
Pah! Misery, that I must die, perhaps!”
wailed the excitable French girl, scrambl-
ing up the stairs with the rest.

Another moment and they were all on
tho upper deck, pausing to gazo around in
a bewildered manner. Just above thew
heads the i])“ht's siren sent forth another
loud note, but whether any of these warn-
ings from the Meteor were being heard
by the other vessel it was impossiblo to

tell.

TZ0000-000H! TZO0000-0000MP !
came & louder blast than ever from the
unseen fog-bound steamer that was now
so close at hand.

" She's very near,” Betty eaid, below
her breath,

“Ye-yes,
geals!”

“Ah, to think that we all perish!”
soaned Jeanno, still wringing her hands.
“Dear mademoiselle—"

. “It's quite all wight " Paula said, find-
ing that the Fremch girl was addressing
the whimpering ory to her. “Be bwave—
bo a bwick, don’t you know! Ok, quite all
wight—quite !"”

. The sound burst egain upon their sing-
ing cars:

TZZZZ-000II1 TZO000-0000MPH!
I:'Keep away!” the other vossel was bellow-
ing . as it crawled over the fog-bound
waters. And hero was tho Meteor’s own
!'cg-hom trying to bellow back:

. “Keep away yourself! I'm anchored!
ill;mrglll!: of control! I haven't a sailor on

oa. *

wuw-wather! My gwacious,

toock the lead and raced up the
iron Indder on to the bridge. In the
blinding fo sho and her chums found
their way close to John Trelawney, who
was working the small fog-horn for all that
he was worth.

“Let us take & turn—oh, do!"” implored
Betty & Co.. and the exhausted man really
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was glad to leave them to manipulalo lite
bellows.
TZZZ0O000.0000MPH! ~Keep away
~—look out!” the other vessel was trumpet-
ing, and suddenl she was looming into
view out of the. darkness and the fogl
mammoth liner, fecling her way at

a snail’s pace, with all her lincs of lights
making o weird glow through tho gloom:
just the leviathan shape of her as she
came crawling on, with her sizens buzzing
and shrieking.

Jeanne Hsterelle clutched hold of Fauls

recl.

“Ah, seo! We are in the wn{w——”

«No?1* John Trelawney suddenly shonted
joyfully. “May, darling, she will miss us!”

‘And ho was right.

The huge liner was going by. Almost
at the lnst moment disaster had been
avoided. There had been a twist of the
wheel that turned her out of the way of the
Metcor, and now, as she loomed past, the

itls heard more shouting than ever, and
they guessed there was a good deal of anger
at the aaz.;uc]ilnrcnt. careless handling of the
private yacht on such a dreadiul r:’cihr. .

The huge vessel was still broadside on.
looking like a whole street of houses and
shops in a fog, when John Trelawney was
seized with an idea.

Ile whipped out his notebook and seub
his pencil racing over one page, seribbling
this message:

«¥acht Melcor—crew deserted; oui of
control until help is sent. 8.0.8. Wireless
gone.—J. T., owner, New York."

Poising himself, he sent the tiny hook
whizzing through the fog towards the liner.
But whether it had landed on the liner's
deck there could be no telling.

Sho drifted on, still keeping her siren
on the boom, and the foggy darkness swal-
lowed her up.

“Look—look!” they all heard Betty and
Polly shouting euddenly, and to nlsﬁ for-
ward to these two girls was to find them 8%
the yacht’s rail, peering down at the movin, !
waters.

Betty had provided herself
torch, and she was shinin%
upon some tiny object
yacht's bows.

Tt was Mr. Trelawney’s pocket-book!

And so they knew then that his shot had
fallen short of the passing liner, and that
they who had been left to their fate upon

 with an electris
its bright beams
oating near the

the Meteor might hope in vain for heip! .
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CHAPTER 7.
All at Sea.

L2 SAY, Betty, Paula—all of you!”

I “Well, Polly 1
“I've got it—an ideal”

Qut with it1”

“Yes, wather! Bai Jove, we can do with
it—what ?*

Tt was a strange place in which to find a
party of seven or ecight schoolgirls congre-
gated. Neither a classroom or a study,
nor yet some open-air haunt outeide their
schoalhouee, but—the main saloon of a
palatial ccean-going yacht!

Polly Linton, however, was still the Polly
Linton of Morcove School, that was evident.
At this moment she swung herself on to
the edge of the saloon table, quite in ac-
cordance with her madeap nature when in
Study 12.

“Yes," she said, sticking out her feet to
cross them at the ankles, “and my idea is
this. Here we are on board the steam-
yacht Meteor—"

“Yes, wather!"” murmured Paula Creel,
the swell girl of the Fourth.

“ And with no steam in the boilers, don’t
forgoet!”

“Quite right, Betty dear!”

“ And—one may as well mention it, since
we aro discussing the situation,” said Madge
Minden, with her quict sr;yle of humour,
“we have no crew either!’

“Dai _Jove, the disgwaceful wascals!”
Paula Creel eaid quite ficreely. “I only
twust, goals—""

“I thought you were going to listen to
my idea?"” xaia Polly blandly.

“Why, of courss, gully, go onl”

“Well, theu! The position is that when
Tesa Trelawney’s uncle and aunt invited us
on hoard yesterday, and arranged for us to
enend the night on the Metcor whilst she
loy at anchor——"

“They little dreamed,” put in Delly
Delane, “that in the evening the whole
crew would bunk off—"

“Don’t_say ‘ bunk,””” Polly reproved the
last speaker with mock isdain, “You
never hear me use words like that! The
erew skedaddled—there’s a word for yon!—
and with all Mrs. Trelawney’s jewels from
her gafe, and left us girls and Mz, and Mis.
Treluwney to fend for ourselves.”

"?_wecisely, Poily deah! And, bai Jove

|
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“Oh,” fumed Polly, “do—do let me geb
in at least a worid now and then! Well,
weo got through the night all right—""

“Yes, wather! And we enjoyed some
wefreshing sleep after daylight “awwived.
In fact, geals, speaking for myeelf, I slept
like a log.”

“It scoms to me you are speaking for
voutself and everybody elée all the time,
Paula darling. We shall never get my
idea at this rate which is— Ah—

And with that impressive ejaculation she
got down from the table. "

“The wirelces is dismantled, the ﬂu.g-
locker was left empty. In a word, girls,’*
said Polly, “we can’t get into touch with
people on shore.”

"Qluitc impossible!”
affably. “Tmpwacticable, quite !

“No it_is not, so sce!” retorted saucy
Polly. “My idea—a messago in a bottle!
Now—now do you grasp it?

There was the right amount of admira-
tion that Polly was entitled to expect,

murmured Paula

:

“Bravo, Polly! Yes, wather! Bai Jove,

fancy thinking of that, Polly! ¥You are a
genius|”’

“Me, I'm a sailor bold, T am,” answered

the madeap, swaggering about the saloon
and thus causing another peal of langhter.

“Avast! Belay, haul down the main jaw-
bone—I mean, jibboom, or whatever it isl’”
a, ha, hal” i

Paula glanced from one smiling face to
another, and then said: -

“Weal, T declare, geals! Who would ever
dweam that we are in a weally pewilous
position, bai Jove? It was fog last night,
and mnow, pway wealise, the weather-glass
is dwopping, and at any minute we may
be ha.ving a weally wough time!”?

““List, ¥e lubbeis!’ eried Polly. “We are
only a few miles from the mainland. Write
the message, cork it up in a bottle—not a’
bottle of yum, ro; an empty bottle, of
gn;’u,me!uaml then over into the sea with
it

“8o that it will float to the shore and be
picked up and read, and then help will
come, and in. next to no time,” said Betty
chece! ¥ “we shall all be sale indoora

“Yes, wather! Just in time for pwep.”
Another ripple of laughter ended as Betty
Barton found a elip of paper and tock a
stump of pencil from her pocket,
“Keep still—""
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“Are you talking to us or the boat?”
m?ﬁd Polly flippantly, causing Paula to say
50/ H
ai Jove, I wather wish the boat would
keep still! I wealisec that Bwitannia wules
the waves, geals, but how I wish ghe had
wuled them stwaight! Howevah—"

“Here we are—listen!” Betty said, and
spoke on slowly whilst she wrote the words
upon the sheet of paper:

“On board the steam-yacht Meteor, off
Morcove. 'The crew have committed a big
theft and deserted the ship, taking all the
boats with them so that we cannot land.
Wireless broken;: flags taken away. Any-
one finding this—""

“Yes, wather!”

“*Get help sent, and please inform Miss
Somerfield, headmistress, Morcove School.”’

“Add 8.0.8.,” suggested Polly. “Now a
bottle, someone!”

Bo up the stairs outside the saloon door-
way the whole party of girls raced, emerg-
ing upon the forward deck. The fog had
thinned now that a breezo was gettin
up; but although all risk of a collision wit!
some other vessel was a thing of the past,
it was still impossible to see the towering
cliffs of Morcove.

“Stand by ! Polly said again, to soma
purpose this time, for the way she was
swinging that bottle made it advisable for
the other girls to stand well away from her.

“One—two—three!”’ she counted, “and
away she goes! Hurrahl!”

“Yes, wather!” Paula agreed heartily,
watching the botile felling with a bobbing
splash into the foamless waters, *And
now, don't you know, to get my hair to
wights!”

But her chums, they were not bothering
about their appearances just at present. As
they took their eves off the floating bottle
they turned and saw John Trelawney—that
big, bluff uncle of Tess'—still on watch on
the yacht’s bridge,

He, the only man on board, had not had
a wink of sleep during the night. From
eight o’clock in the evening, when the crew
had brought off their astounding coup, he
had made it his duty to be on deck, Now
thet the fog was thin enough for other
vessels to see them, he would be able to go
below, and the girls meant him to have a
jolly good meal before he went to his cabin
and rolled himself in a blanket for a couple
of hours or so.
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As they all scurried below deck again, the
rolling of the anchored yacht caused a nar-
row door to swing open, and then Betty &
Co, got a nice, appetising whiff from a
kitchen range.

“Why, what’s this, then 7"’ Betty herself
stepped to the open door to find out. **Oh,
Miss Redgrave—Jeanne!”

Inside the quict, roomy kitchen, where,
under normal conditions, a chef in white
cap and apron would have been fussing over
an elaborate luncheon at this time of day,
were Miss Redgrave, the girls’ assistants
mistress at the school, and Mrs. Trelawney's
own French maid, Jeanne Esterelle,

**Now this i3 too bad,” pleaded Betty.
“Isn’t it, Madge, for these two to set to on
the quiet and do all the cooking 77

“Something smells iull%; nice, anyhow,”
said Tess Trelawney. My word—""

But the excitable Jeanne cut them all
short with a flourish of the hand.

4

Allez, allez, go—go!” she dismissed
them  dramatically. “You spoil my
omelettes! Allez!"”

“Qh, dearj look cut!” laughed Bluebell
Courtney. “The way she brandishes thaé
slicer thing, it rather frightens me!” -

The girls could tell, anyhow, that they
would be doing more good ¥o soe about lay-
ing that cloth, and so they passed on into
tE'l_eﬁ saloon, and bustled to with great good-
will. .

Meanwhile, in front of a mirror in the
cabin which she had been sharing with
Betty, Polly and Madge, Panla Creel was
“wealising * that her hair was more than
“wuffled.” The damp fog had made it
very refractory.

So it was that Paula suddenly thought of
Jeanne, the French maid. Jeanne bad said
that she could give Paula a wonderful pre-
paration for the hair. It was a costly
dressing that Mrs. Trelawney wused when-
ever the sea air affected her rich tresses.

Paula went to the cabin door and called
along the parrow passagoe:

“Jeanne, Jeanne! One moment pway!l
Are you theah, Jeanne?”'

“Vhat is it that yon vant, now, yout™
came an answering yell from Jeanne.

“Jeanne, if it is not twoubling you too
much, my hair, bai Jove—"

“Vhat—vhat you say ¥’

“One moment, pway! Have you thaf
pwepawation—that dwessing, Jeanne 1"
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In the yacht's kitchen it was tho eritical
moment with Jeanne's wonderful omelettes,
8he heard Paula, however, clamouring
Ealheticai!y for “dwessing,’”” and, with only

alf her wits about her, the French maid
caught up a bottle of salad-dressing from
one of the spotless shelves, :

“Jeanne—""

“Ah, vhen I must give all my mind to
thess omelettes!”" the French girl raved,
rushing out and round to Paula. “Voila—
behold, then! Thero it is, that dressing 1

‘“Oh, thanks—thanks!”” Paula beamed
gratefully snatching at the bottle. “Now,
bai Jove, wo shall sco a diffewence. Yos,
wather 1”

And the next moment she was uﬁp!ying
a copious dose of salad-dressing to her un-
ruly locks!

*Ah, that's bettah, bai Jovel Oh,
wipping " she murmured joyously. , ™ And
what a fwagwance it has, too! Quite
wevelation! " The sort of bwilliantine T
always like to use. Yes, wather!” -

. And she combed and brushed away with
smiles of real delight!

5 CHAPTER. 8.
Danger Ahead!

OHN TRELAWNEY came down the
cabin stairs with a grave look on his
handsome face that he had no inten.
tion of Iettini any of tho girls sec.

He cven banished the frown from his

ow as he wenf along to his wife's cabin
and looked in upon her there.

“May, derling,” he said, as she faced
round to give him the usual loving smile,
“I thought I ought to have just a word
with you before—well, before T roll up in
my bunk for a bit of a snooze, as I suppose
I must.”

She wont past him to close the cabin
door, thus shutting out all the laughter and
the chatter of the girls, Evidently the fun
of laying for luncheon on board the Meteor
wes appealing to Betty & Co,

“Take & gpell! I should think you just
will, ear!” his wife said, coming

im, and dputting loving hands about
bis broad shoulders. “What a time you
have had!"

“I don't mind! T don't care a farthin
ebout the loss of the jewels, or the loss of
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sleep, or the loss of the whole bout‘ 50 long .
as woe get out of this pickle safely!”” was his
spirited rejoinder. “&ﬂ_-,--——-"
Yes, dear " >
“Tho glass is falling—rapidly.

3 I gave it
another tap just then,

and it went back

again, at means—you know, though,
and I'm sure I don’t wanb to harp upon
it

He stood looking upon his wife rather
E]umiy, and she, for the moment looked

ack glumly at him. Then she made a
pretty grimace and shrugged. §

““Oh, well, hope for the best, and maybe, °
John dear, I and the girls can help you
preparo for the worst. Meantime, there
they are, beating the gong for luncheon,
g0 come along!"

“Ah, May darling!”” ho said, and kissed
her, beforo they went togother, arms round
waists, from the cabin. “This is how you
have f)c]ped me to pull through in some of
the trying times we've known in % past.
You and I-—— Hallo, though!” He broke
off in an amused fashiop. “It must bo
some joke, this time, that is going on
amongst the girls!"’

was N

The cloth had been laid; Miss Redgrave
and Jeanne, between them, had begun to
dart in and out, carrying in the nice hot
luncheon from the chef’s elaborately equip-
ned quarters. And this was the moment
when Paula Creel made her “n'ﬁpeamm.
after using that wondorful *bwilliantine.” )

“Now, geals!” oried Poula, floating in
upon them all as steadily as the motion of
the incht would allow, “How do you like
my hair, now? Bai Jove! Eh, what?
‘Wather bettah—what '’

It was Polly Linton who broke the sort of
astounded silence.

“What—on earth—have
—to inur hair 7" she said, as if robbed of
breath by the shock.

“Ahs,” you may well inquire!” Paula
beamed, rubbing her hands proudly. * How-
evah, I may wemark, geald, that the owedit
for my pwesent extremely g’wat:'fying
appeawance s due to Jeanne Estewelle.”

you been doin

“Alloz!” cried Jeanno warningly, as she
sailed in with some soup, “ Allez-vous—get
awayl"" .

“But, Jeanne, pway listen! chuckled
Paula.  “What was that special dwessing
that you gave me for ti air, bai Jove.

That bwilliantine—ves, wather!’”
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“Vhat!"” shrilled Jeanne, dumping down
he soup tureen, “ Brilliantine! No, no!
That was not der brilliantine!”

“Pway—pway kcep calm, Jeannel'” en-
treated Paula, *“It was a certain pwepawa-
tion for the hair, bai Jove!”

“Non, non, non!"’ shricked Jeanne, strik-
ing a dramatic attitude. *‘Ah, dolt! That
bottle, it was for the salad, ouil And you
have used him for the hair?”

* Er—yes, wuw-wather!” Paula said, turn-
ing pale; her chums simply shricked with
merriment.  “I-=I wegwet fo Bl%, I havo!”

Jeanne cast her eyes up to the ceiling.

“Impossible that I endure this English | d

mademoisello another hour! Allez, allez
vous!” sho raved, pushing poor, flabber-
gasted Paula before her. ‘““Bnilliantine—oh,
and it was for the salad!”

By this time Mr. and Mrs. Treilawne:y
were - enjoying the joke of it all just as
much as Betty, Polly and the rest, includ-
ing Miss Redgrave. Nor did the merri-
ment decrease when all had sat down to
table, for Paula and her plate of soup
creatod roars of laughter.

The wind was certainly beating up very
quickly, and now the anchored yacht was
feeling the hea-e and fall of the sea. TPaula
tock & mico spoonful of mug, raised it to-
wards her lips just as the ship lifted on a
wave, and -then— 4

Urrr! That was Paula's sensation, as the
yacht sank in the trough of the sca. She
Jowered the spoon and waited; then tried
again,

No use! Every time the aristocrat of the
Fourth Form tried to get a mouthful of
soup, the ship either gave a heave or else
a sudden dip.

“What lovely soup!” chuckled Polly.

“Yos, wather!” said Paula, who had not
tasted it yet. *“Howev &

“And I was so hungry,” said Betty,
spooning away at her plate. “It is a treat,
this_soup!”

“Yes, wather! Howevah—"

Paula did not speak aiter that. There
was such a continual heaving and rolling
of the yacht, she simply sat at table with
& sort of frozen look on her face, taking
mouthfuls of bread. She was not at all
upset, only she just could not get used
to sceing the saloon at different angles
every other second,
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As for her chums, they made a good meal
in spite of the vessel’s unruly behaviour,
and they left off teasing the swell girl and
persuaded her to eat somcthing more sub-
stantial than a roll.

* After all,” said Polly, “you can get
a roll any old time on board this ship,
dear.”
“Yes, wather, so it seems!” faltered
Paula, as she again felt the rolling of the

at. ‘' Bai Jove, we are in for a wough
time 7"

That question was answered in no joking
manner when the whole party returned on

cck.
Coming up the saloon steps, one after
another, the girls met the §\|1?8£0rc9 of the
rising wind as they emerged into the open.
The mist had thinned away, and they could
lock round upon a good expanse of sea;
but that was not a very inspiring sight.

For the waves were 1'mmin%' in a nasty,
lumpy fashion. Under the lowering s
the guep waters were slate-coloured, wi
flecks of white where the brecze ficked
the crest from some leaping wave.

Betty had brought some broken bread up
from the luncheon table to throw overboard
for the gulls, but none came swooping down
with the old familiar screeching cry of
delight.

“They've flown inland,” was her grave
comment on the absence of the birds. **Sure
sign of bad weather, isn’t it?”

Madge Minden was going to answer when
—thump l—came a sort of terrific blow
against the vessel’s side, and then—hiss!—
& huge fountain of spray came aboard,
deluging the decks.

—

CHAPTER 9.,
At tha Mercy of the Storm.

“ H, goodness!”™ x
O “0Oh, I sayl®
“OR
Even now there was & good deal

of laughter in those cries of dismay from
Beity & Co., for all that bursting wave
was such & new and alarming experience.
Luckily none were the worse for the
spray that had rained down upon them, for
Mis. Trelawney had routed out mackine
toshes and oilskins for them all, Only, from
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close o where Betty and a few others were |
grouped, there came a dismal wail from

aula.

That luckless gisl had sat down flop on
the deck when the wave came on board,
and now she was yelling:

“Folp, help! Bai Jove, geals, have we
stwuck a wock—or what?”

“Look out, here's another!” sang out

Polly. *“Get up, Paula—quick!”
“Yes, wather! Bai Jove, though—="
Wumph! That was anothcr monster

wave, bursting against the anchored vessel’s
side. Once again the ship shook from stem
to stern, whilst a hissing mass of foam
came on board.

Paula fairly howled with discomfort as
she grovelled about on the slippery deck.

«“Qh, dear! Oh, bai Jovel CGeals, T've
had enough of this, don’t you know!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“How can you be g0 fwivolous? Stop
jt—stop it!" wailed Paula, as she saw
another foam-crested wave rolling on to-

wards tho ship. “Oh, my gwacious!™

“Look out!”

Burr-umph! Hissi—shee-ish! And there
was poor Paula, squesling in terror.

“Help, help! I'm overboard! Geals—"

“Ha, ha, ha! Get up, duffer!” chucliled
helping  her bewildered chum to
yise.  “You'll have to get used to this
bofore you see Morcove School again.”

Leaning to the hard wind, Betly and
tho others staggered to the middle deck
and took 2 look at one of the weather-
glasses. It was fized in a sheltered place
under the bridge.

The barometer’s needle was pointing to
*Stormy."”

And stormy indeed was the word ‘for
this dark, foam-flecked sea that lay around
them, and the ever-darkening clouds speed-
ing overhead. ‘

John Trelawney came batiling back from
some tour of inspeetion round the great

acht.

“Everything is all right?” Madge sug-
gested checrfu}l;:. * Anchored like this, we
need not mind how hard it blows, surely?”

“Put supposing the boat drags her
anchors!” Betty suddenly speculated, and
by the way John Trelawney shot a glance

ot her the other girls knew at once thab
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their ex-captain had voiced the misgivings
that were in his own mind.

Then, when the girls had looked at one
another with rather graver expressions,
Polly Linton spoke.

“Mr. Trelawney,” she said, in_a tone
that showed that the madcap of Morcove
could be scrious enough when the need
arose, “we would like you to tell us. In
weather of this sort, when a yacht like this
is anchored, what docs the captain do?”

“Nothing that we can do-—and that’s the
worst of it I am afraid,” he said glumly.
“Wo ought o be under steam, and wa
haven’t a single stoker—not an engino-room
hand or a deckhand of any sort!” 1

Another look was exchanged amongst the
girls. Then it was Betty who spoke.

“We'll get up steam for you,” she said
quietly.

John Trelawney stared.

“What! You—you stoke fires?”

“Yes!” they chorused; and even Paula
Crecl, although she was holding on for
dear life, as it were, to a steadying 1ail,
chimed in eagerly:

“Ves, wather! Bai Jove, anything, Mr.'
Trelawney, to get us out of this!”

“Well, £m jiggered!” was all John Tre-
lawney could say for a moment. “May,
darling, listen here! These youngsters—
they are offering to get up steam in case
of emergency. ﬁ:ver hear anything like it,
May 1 .

“For sheer grit—no,” was Mrs.
ney’s applauding answer. *

“Qrit—there'll be plenty of grit of &
coal-dusty kind before e girls  have
finished I laughed her husband. ~“Ob, but
they don’t realise—-'"" |

“Show us—only show us!” clamoured
Betty & Co., with such carnestness that the
vessel's millionaire owner could no longer
rotain his seruples about turning them into

i

Trehw:

I

stokers.
Now, with the wind rising to a fiercer
Eitch every moment, shrilling through the
are rigging and lashing tho sea inbto still
bigger waves, was it a time to hesitate?
He had owned to feeling uneasy because
there wvas no steam in the boilers; at heart
he was more than uneasy—was full of grave
anxiety. |
Supposing the vessel did drag her anchors
when the storm was at its height? Thea—
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then nothing less than grim death would
be staring them all in the facel!

The uncontrolled yacht would simply drive
ashore, to be smashed to pieces on that
rocky coast, and those on board would bs
lucky souls indeed who got washed up on
tkc beach with a spark of life still loft in
them,

“Come and look, anyhow,” he
keeping all these dismaying thoughts to
himself. “Hold tight, girls, down the
ladder 1™

He went first, rattling down the vertical
steel ladder with the agility of a practised
hand, whilst after him camec Betty and the
rest. A couple of minutes, and they were
all in the howels of the groat yacht, gazing
at the couplo of huge Ltoilers.

John Trelawney stepped forward and
clanged open one of the furnace doors.

“How like a Lancashire boiler!” Betty
remarked quictly, and John Trelawney at
onco pricked up his cars,

“Hello, what do you know about Lan-
cashire boilers, Betty 7

“Oh, my father used to bo in a cotton
mill once,” was the smiling answer, “and
he had to do with the power-house. There
were Lancashire boilers—just like those,
only ever so much bigger!”

“And you—ro

“¥es, I often spent an honr with him
&t his work,” Betty added, “Heo used to
expluin things to me—how he got the
draught right and how the stoam-gauges
worked, and-——" =

“By gum, then you're .quite & little
engineer, after all!”  John Trelawncy
shouted in huge delight. *¥Yon know as
much &s I do—a jolly sight more, perhaps!
Betty Darton—-©=

“It simply means that we take our orders
from her!” cricd Polly, giving Detty an
affecticnate elap on the shoulders.

“Yes, wuther!™

;].'csq’ unclo did not waste time in [urther
1a]

“I must get up on deck; I've simply
got to slick to my post up there,” he said,
Jaying lhold of the Exdrlw. “Do your best,

I and—by gum, when we get out
of this pickle, T'Il have a medal struck
to commomorate your work, you sce if I
don’t!”

With thet he was gone, racing

up the

said, | |

2t

step-ladder into the open air, whilst Betty
sct the example by whipping of her water-
proof hat and coat.

“It’s going to be warm work, I know!”
she said, “So here goes!”

And, laying tho outdoor things nside, she
took a look at ezeh of the tube-like fur-
naces,

The fires were net out, of course, but
they wero extremely low. So, instead of
putting an coal at once, she olamoured for
* wood—wood I

Beloro another minute passed, Polly and
others had found some old wooden cases
and bits of planking, and were smashing
these up to feed into tho furnaces.
Choppers smashed and splinterad the wood,
and soon there was a cheerful crackling of
burning wood from the boiler fires.

Clang, clang! went the iron doors s
Betty closed them to make the hlaze grow
Lercer. Then clang, clang! again, as she
threw the doors open, and the BGrelight
shome upon their faces.

“Now, girls!” .

It was a shout from Betty as she whipped
about and caugm up a shoval. |

*Fire nway !

“Hurrah!” cheered Polly. “Out of the
way, Paula darlingt”

“But I want to help!” squecaled the
aristocrat of the Fourth Form, “This

shavel is & tweat!”

“What sabout your clothes, Paula?” they
asked.

“Oh, bothah clothes!”

“And your hair {1

“Oh, bothah my hair! I'm going to be
of use for once—yes, wather, bai Jove!”

And that, it scemed to all Paula’s lovin
chums, was about the finest thing they hnE
licard her say.

CRAPTER 10,
Adrift,

N hour had passed.

A There was only a sort of twilight
upon the sca, so black were the
storm-clonds  that driving

Lefore the gale.

On the bridge of the yacht Meteor, his
burly figuro buttoned to the chin in glisten-
ing oilsking, ctood John Trelawney, keep-
ing an anxicus watch upon the surrounding
turmoil of foaming waves.

were
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In the last fow minutes the baromcter
had fallen another point when he tapped
it, and so he knew that this was only the
beginning of the gale—such a hurricane of
wind as he was afterwards to learn had
not been cxperienced befors, even by the
oldest inhabitant along the coast.

No other boats in sight! Nor could John
Trelawney cherish the hope that some pass-
ing steamer would bo seen before dark night+
shut down. He did not know this coast,
and he did not pretend to know much about
navigation, but common sense told him that
all vossels would keep well out to sea whilst
the storm was raging.

True it wns decp water in which the

Moteor had let down anchor some days ago,
but the anchorage was off a dangerous
coast—that rugged cosst of North Devon,
with its towering cliffs and its boulder-
strewn shore below.
But there was at least one comforting
thing for John Trelawney to soe in this
perilous hour, Time after time ho looked
up to watch the black smoke billowing from
the yacht's funncls and blowing away in
the wind.

That belching smoke—it told him how
well Betty and her chums were sticking
to their onerous task down there in tho
stokehold,

o had been to the top of the Iadder
more than once to shout down o word of
praise and encoura, ement, and at one such
time had suggested that they should divide
jnto two “gangs,” so that one section might
rest whilst the other worked.

t had been another proof of the girls'
shrewdness when he found that they had
alrandﬁ ut such a plan into operation, Tho
first shift wns now at work, and consisted
of Botty, Polly, Paula and Madge.

As for Tess Trelawney, Trixie Hope,
Tolly Delaney and Blucbell Courtney, they
;rbero supposed to be off duty. Dub were

oy T

Iﬂyut likely !

After leaving the stokehold, before there
hod been time for “them to get badl
grimed, these girls had staggered thm“gi
the pitching vossel to offer their services
to Mrs. Tre ﬂ"meﬁ and Miss Redgrave.

No doubt they had found glenty of useful
work to do, but, whatever their tasks, they
could not have been sloving harder than
that first “shift ” of schoolgir] stokers!

Again and again, down there in the hot
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stokchold, were the stecl shovels clattering
upon tho steel floor and delving into the
pile of coal. Again and again there was
tho clang of a furnace door being opeued
and shut.

More coal, and still more! That was tho
watchword now that the boiler fires were in
full blast!

Nor was it quite such a simple job as
some people might imagine.

Tt was Botty herseli who surprised her
chums by cxplaining that it was not suffi-
cient to dump tho coal in “all anyhow.”
One had to try and spread the coal all
over each raging furnace, so as to get the
most heat out of the fire.

So thore they were. the four of them,
hard at it, and meaning to keep at it until
their shift was finished!

Rattle, rattle—clang,
something to wield one of those mighty
shovels in tho bowels of a storm-tossed
}mﬁsel, but they carried on pluckily, cheer-
ully.

Liven Paula, famons for her languid dis-
position, her inclination to lell about in
armchairs whenever she got the chance,
even she was slogging away.

She was getting smothered with coal-dust.
Pah, the stuff was in one's hair and down
one’s neck, and choking one's voice. Never
mind!

“ Another, Betty deah! Heah you are,
then!” was Paula’s breathless cry, as sho
pulled out another shovelful from the
mound of fuel,

“Anywhere you like, Paula darling.”

So Paula stepped for the twentieth time
close to an open furnace door and shot the
coals into it, whilst the lurid light shono
upon her grimed face.

Betty now took ancther glance at the
steam-gauge, and what she road thero made
her cast aside her own shovel and dart to
the engine-room steps.

“Mr, Trelawney!” sho halloed, when she
had got to the top of the ladder,

“Hallo!” camo back the answering hail
from the bridge.

“Sixty pounds of steam already, by tho
gouge.”

“By gum, capital! DBrave! I
come down, Betty, but—"

“Oh, we are all right, thanks! We shall
stick dt it!”

And then Betty nipped down the ladder
to rejoin her chums.

clang! It _was

would
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“Pouf!” said Polly, blowing coaldust
from her lips. It was a moment when the
furnaces were stoked sufficiently, and so a
pause in the labour could be enjoyed.
“Spell-oh, e¢h?”

“Yes, wather! Anywheah to sit down,
cals? Appawently not!” Paula said,
ooking round.

“They don't provide armchairs in the
stokchold,” chuckled Betty, *“1 can draw
you off some warm water to wash in,
though, if you like.””

“I—I pwesume I am wather gwimy!”
grinned Paula,
“Gwimy! Ha, ha, ha!” And they all

exploded with langhter.

" ¥ou look just like ona of those stokers
who frightened you so the first hour we
were on board!” chuckled Polly.  “And
your hajr——"

“Oh, bothah my hair! Howoevah L

However, Paula could not resist the
temptation to spend this quiet moment in
Jooking at hersclf. Out came her pocket-
mirror and comb, and then—

pl’

““0Oh, hel
“Ha, ha, hal

“My gwacious!” gasped Paula, gazing
at herself in horror. “Am I weally like
that? Tm all stweaked with black!  I—

Gweali  geodness, geals, T'll nevah . get
myself elean again !
“Ha, ha, ha!

Ob, how T would love
Jeanne to see you!” pealed Polly.

As it chanced, at that very moment
Jeanne came to the top of the ladder to
call down & message from Mrs. Trelawney.
. " Are you there, you 7 she demanded.
© “Oui, oui!” sang ent Polly gaily.
“What's the trouble ?* R
* Jeanne shouted something, but her voice
was almost lost in the lmrhwburly of the
storm, All that Betty & Co. could make
out was that some tea had been made,

“Tea, bai Jove! Oh, wather!”

“Tei, ici—here, here!” called Jeanne, and
so Polly nipped up the ladder to find Jeanne
waiting to hand her a stcaming jug of
brewed tea and some metal mugs.

“Oh, I say! Thanks! Thirsty work,
stoking! How goes it, Jeanne?”

Buat that excitable girl did not stay to
answer, Looking terrified out of her life
by the sight of Polly’s sweep’s face, as
she rushed away, gasping to herself.

The four were still standing drinking the
reireshing tea, when—

Bang—thump! went a sudden tremendous
noise all through the ship.

Paula, in fact, sat down flop onee more,
this time on tho stokehold Hocor, with a
mug clattering about her fect. .

“Help! My gwacious! Has the boiler
burst—or what?” she squealed.  * Betty
deah, Madge, Polly—help!”

“Whatever was that?"” Betty pgasped,
looking u:lything but amused.  “Has
something drifted into us—or what 1

She dashed to the ladder as she spoke,
and raced up the steel rungs,

Dircetly her head and shoulders were
above deck, so that she eould leok around,
some alarming change in the yacht’s con-
dition impressed itself upon her.

The vessel scemed to be more broadside
on to the great waves, and so it was roll-
ing about with greater violence than ever.

Botty saw Tess, Trixie, and the two other
girls struggling out to the open deck, as
if they, too, had been suddenly alarmed,

“What's  wrong? What's happened,
then ¥ they began to ery excitedly.

Then from the bridge John Trelawney
shouted down to them all hoarsely:

“We've lost one anchor and the other

“Back  to the stokehold, then!” he
shouted imploringly. “We must eithor
stearg out against the gale, or we shall
drift in and go to pieces on a lce shore!”

[

CHAPTER 11,
Life or Death MNow.
-LTTY simply tore down the ladder,
B crying the warning to her chums in
the stokehold.

“All the steam we can raise—al
onee!” was her panted order to her gaping
chums. “Wo are adrift!”

Adrift! In a gale of this sort, and with
that rocky shore only three miles off |

No need for Betty to say more. Her
chums understood the peril, and how th
set those furnace fires roaring now, whilst
they watched the stcam-gauge at every
other moment.

Meanwhile, np on deck, John Trelawney
was putting into action the desperate plan
which he had resolved to put in_hs
chould such an emergency as this arrive,

“May,” he said quickly to his wife, “yon
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must carry on bere now, with Miss Red-
ravo and the girls, As for me, I must geb
elow and do my best to keep the engines
at it steadily!”

The bellowing gale and the surFe of the
darkened sea soemed to overwhelm his
shouted words, and he resorted to expres-
sive gestures.

In this desperate fashion, rather than by
talk, he gave his companions_to understand
what their task must be. Up herc on the
navigation bridge they must try to keep
the Meteor's bows facing the gale from the
west, If she remained Eroadsidn on_to the
gigantic waves disaster was inevitable.

So he lefé them to do their best and
serambled below, to hear the shovels clat-
tering industriously in the stokehold.

The girl-stokcrs had just a glimpse of him

he darted amongst them to look at tho
steam-gauge. Then he was gone, and all
at once they felt a tremor run through the
tossing vesscl, and they know that he had
set the beautiful engines going.

“Hurrah!"

Tt was no flippant cheer, but onc of wild
triumph. The yacht's propcller was ai work
at last—not a moment too soon, eitlier.

For in the last minute or so it had been
almost impossible for the girl stokers to
keep their balance, such was tho tremen-
‘dous rolling of the ship from side to side.

Torn from her anchorage, she was 2t the
mercy of wind and waves, Unless she
could be brought round to ride the gale
amoroe or less uu‘:’ict control, to-morrow’s gny‘
light would show a stately vessel  all
smashed to picces on the rocks bolow Mot-
cove’'s headland, and not one soul left alive
to tell the tale.

But, oh, joy! The cngines had _been
started, and surely that meant some chance
of handling the great vessel.

With that" hopeful thought running in
their minds, the girls in the stokchold fed
.thosoe furnace fires with unflagging energy,
whilst up there on the bridge were their
chums with Miss Redgrave and 'Tess
Lrelawney.

Their faces lashed with fiying spume, Tess
and her companions were doing their best,
too, hanging on to the wheel, all four
Eogether sometimos, to give it a necded
uTn.

And so slowly the vessel's wave-thrashed
bows came round to face the gale, whilst
ficrcer than over raged the furnace fires
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below, sending the ncedle of the steam-
gauge creeping up. 4

John Trelawney rushed round to set the
foed-pumps going for the boilers, then ran
up to give an eyc as to how the yacht was
faring now.

“Hang on, girls—keep her so!” was his
applauding shout, and then, as he came
running down a stecl ladder once again:
“More steam, girls! By gum, but what a
splendid lot you are

It

B . . v . .

At that moment, from almost every win-
dow of Morcove School that looked ont upon
the sca, there were scholars and mistresses
watching the gale-ridden waters with
excited eyes. :

It was but a short distance -they could
see, for the flying spray made a mist of its
own. In her mind's cye, however, cach
watohor could picture a stately, palatial
yacht hard put to it to woather the galo
that was growing every minute fiercer.

“How sorry 1 am that the fog early this
morning must _have provented Mr. - Tre-
lawney from bringing back the girls!” mut-
tered Miss Somerfield, as she stood watching
with some of the scholars about her, *Now,
of course, we cannot hope to hear any news
of them, let alone sce them, until this storm
is past.”

“Well, they will be quite all right, that
is cortain,”” murmuved Ethel Courtway, the
school's head gicl. “¥t is an occan-going

acht.”

“ And they have a fine crew on board, of
course,” said someone clse. ¥

#Qh, yes, I am sure there is no need to
worry,” Miss Somerfield rejoined, althou h
her looks hardly tallied with her words.
“They have the wircless, too, so that even
if S.hey, should need help, they can casily. call

up.

“Poor Betty, though, and all  her
chums!” said Ethel feelingly. “Think of
Paula Creel, trying to keep her hair to
rights all this time 17

|

|

So they falked on, whilst they still
watched the storm-ridden sen that looked
si black and swollen under the lowering
sky.

By and by, when it seemed as if wan
daylight was already giving place to_the
black darkness of a stormy night, Miss
Somerfield 'phoned through to Barncombe
town and asked had there been any news
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of vessels in trouble—any “wireless ¥ from
the yacht Meteor?
0, nothing.

“Then that shows,” she said consolingly
to herself as she rang off, “the yacht is
quite all right, and all on board are safe
and well, so I really must not worry.”

‘But with the [all of night, the wind thun-
dered and boomed louder than ever about
the great schoolhouse on the headland, and
there came the hiss of rain against many a
window-pane, whilst always from the shore
below there could be heard the roar, roar
of breakers. And many were the hearts
that renlly ached with anxiety there in the
old school, which Betty & Co. were perhaps
fated, indeed, never to see again!

CHAPTER 12.

The Woman on the Seashors,

HE stormy night had worn away.

Another day had dawned, and how
it now with all aboard the

Meteor ?

That was what every inmate of Morcove
School was cager to know.
! Morning had come, but
brought news of any sort,

i From the hepdmistress downwards, all
iwere owning to having lain awake half the
pight, listening to the howling gale.

They were Fourth Form girls who had
had the bad luck to get caught on board
the Meteor by such a violent storm, and so
the Fourth Form felt particularly con-
cerned.

{ And so, too, it behoved Audrey Blain, as
captain of that Form, to secm quite as
sorry for Betty & Co. as anybody was,
although her real feeling was one of envy.

Audrey could not believe that the storm-
bound schoolgirls had come to any harm.
The Meteor was known to be a powerful
ocean-going  yacht that must have
weathered many a big gale in its time, and
;t was ably manned and fitted with wire-

ess.

. What Audrey believed was that Betty
and the rest would return to school safe
and sound, after some very thrilling ex-
periences, which meant that, once again,
ilettyl & Co. would be the heroines of the
our

it had not
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And this at a time when there was a

| distinct feeling in the school that Audrey,

who had only been a stop-gap captain,
should yield wup that proud position ta
Betty.

In the privacy of her study, Audrey was
moodily saying to herself that it was a
“sickening business.” But in front of her
schoolfellows she took care to proclaim
nothing but concern for the absent girls’
welfare.

Classes were dismissed at break, for the
simple reason that it was impossible to
resume work until something was known
about the yacht.

By that time the storm-clouds had broken
up, and were letting through some gleams
of watery sunshine, and if the yacht had
been at its anchorage it could have been
seen from twenty different windows of the
school. But the whole vast expanse of
heaving waters was scanned by many an
anxious eye, and not a vessel could be seen.

On went the girls’ outdoor things, and
away they hurried down to the shore. For
permission had been given them fo scout
round and see if anything ‘had come in
with the roaring tide that would bo evi-
dence of the yacht having been in bad
straita,

Ethel Courtway was nominally in charge.
Miss Massingham, the Fifth Form mistress,
had put on her things to go with the girls,
but she #lecided to do a more useful thing
in the end. The gale had upset all tele-
phonic communication between the ool
and Barncombe town, and so she cycled
into Barncombe to glean the latest newa.

Down there on the rugged seashors,
where the tide had risen so high in the
night as to flood some of the numerous
caves in the great cliffs, the raging sea was
still an impressive sight.

Hard after each other rolled in the moun-
tainous breakers, changing to boiling surf
as they boomed and swirled among the
rocks that strewed the dangerous shore.

Here and there the girls, as they dis-
persed along the beach, came upon bits of
flotsam, but nothing had been washed up,
apparently, that belonged to the Meteor or’
any other yacht. What the girls found was
mostly deck cargo that had been washed
overboard from trading vessels,

Before Audrey had been five minutes
down there on the shore with the other
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girls, she had drifted apayt from them.
With the better clement in the Form she
was not in high [avour just at present.
They bad come to the conclusion that her
caplaincy was not for the good of the
Form, but was simply giving her the
chance to queen it over them all. 5

- As for her toadies, she often had times
when she felt in an aloof mood. Grace
Garfield, Ella Elgood, and gitls like them,
to put it in a nutshell, they ratber palled
upon her now and then. B

So this morning she was sauntering on
along the storm-washed shore, pic her
way amongst the mounds of fresh  and
glistening _seaweed, and had quite. lost
touch with her schoolfellows, when a
strange thing happened.

With a sudden start she noticed a strange
figure moving quickly amongst the great
boulders of rock, darting away as if tho
person were afraid to be seen by Audrey.

It was the way in which this stranger—
a2 woman—dodged out of sight that set
Audrey really wondering who she could be.
Instead of turning back, as the girl had
meant to do, Audre{, sauntored on, pre-
tending not to be the least bit curious. She
did not glimpse the woman again—there
were such opportunities for hiding amongst
tho great rocks—but all at once the girl
had a disiinet feeling that she in turn was
being watched.

That made her drift on with apparent
aimlessness for another hundred yards or
more. Then, getting round to the other
side of a jutting wall of cliff, she knew
that it was physically impossible for her to
be still under observation.

“Now then " she thought to herself, with
the natural cunning that was hers. “It is
my turn to np{ around! I can’t think why
2 Morcove scholar should throw anybody
into o panic, as the sight of me threw that
woman. But perhaps she has found some-
thing washed up by the tide that she
doesn’t want anybody to know about.”

That seemed the plausible explanation of
the woman’s furtive conduct. As Audrey
knew, during a gale valuable material very
often was washed ashore, and by rights it
should be handed over as salvage to
Government officials, But local people
often "keep a find dark, taking the view
that findings are keepings. Only, was this
a local woman?
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Holding close to the face of th> cliff,
Audrey picked her way cautiously to its
outer extremity, and then peered round the
corner, as it were.

Next second her heart was beating fast.

Strange, but just where the woman had
been skulking around there was ono of
those old caves which wers such a feature
of this part of the coast. And there, ot tha
mouth of the %reut cavern, the woman
conld be scen—talking with a man!

What thrilled Audrey, however, was
this: Whilst the woman was talking softl
to the man, and making gestures whieh
showed that Audrey herself was the topie,
the strong wind swooped amongst the rocks,
and some eddy lifted the man’s hat from
his head. Fle was a bearded man, and ns
he clapped a hand to his head to save his
hat from being whipped away, his beard
fell off t

Yes, with her own eyes Audrey had seen
the thing happen. For just a second or so
the false beard was off the man’s face, an
he was hurriedly refixing it. ®

“A false beard—part of a disguise—
which means that they are hiding, the pair
of them!” Audrey reasoned instantly. “A
man and wife, living a secret life in that
cave!”

She was so excited, she knew she would
haya to take time to steady up belore

ing by the way she had come, for most
ikely they would be on the watch for her,
expecting her return.

They went into the cave without having
seen _}wr Eaermg tround the cliff, but it was
certain that they would remain near the
cavern's entrance—e sinister couple, lurk-
ing there in the deep gloom, not to be seen
by her, but able to sce her casily!

Audrey went a little way along the shore
on this side of the jutting cliff, then camo
sauntering back in a very airy way, winding
n{_nﬂong!l the boulders well away from the
clir.

She hummed aloud as she was going. by
the eavern mouth, and peered about as if
looking for shells or other little finds after
the storm. :

Therg wero no eyes better than Audrey’s,
however, for looking out of their corners,
and she did not quit that lonely bit of
shore without many & stealthy glance in
quest of the man and .woman.

Not another glimpso did she get of them,
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‘and she had no intention of loitering around
until they showed themselves. udrey
knew a game worth two of that!

_ Her mind was already made up.
most unlikely that classes would be re-
sumed to-day. So after dinner she could
come out again alone, not to go along the
shore to that cavern, but to watch from
the top of the- cliff.

There was some mystery, and Audrey
meant to keep it to herself. She would
have done better, however—far better—to
report tho matter to Miss Somerficld, or
at least take other girls into her confidence.
For Audrey, had she known it, was to have
dangerous people to deal with in the per:
sons of that man with the falso beard and
his wife.

She was to find out—when it was foo
Jate, perhaps—that the man was no other
than Luke Pallant, and that in him was
‘the masier mind that had organised the
‘whole great coup on board the yacht
Afoteor; that it was Luke Pallant who had
planned the whole daring scheme for loot.
ing twenty thousand pounds’ worth of
jewels from the yacht’s safe!

It was

CHAPTER 13.
The Master Mind.

“ ~HE'S gone, Luke!”
F QU

I The words passed hetween thoe

man with the false beard and his
tall, poweriullooking wife, a couple of
minutes after Audrey Blain had gone past
the cavern mouth fo rejoin her school-
fellows.

“Gone, and thank goodness for that,
Meg!”" the husband muttered, as ho
motioned his wife to go with him further
into the cavern. It was cne that the storm
had invaded during the night, but the way
in which the floor of the cavern sloped
upwards had prevented the swirling wabers
from cncroaching very [ar.

After twenty or thirty paces, the couple
wore on dry rock. They were also in pitch
darkness, for the tunnel had a twist in
it that served to cut off the daylight. Pal-
lant drew a torch from his overcoat pocket
and_switched it on.

“It’s a thing we didn't take into ac
count—the chance of all these schoolgirls
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being let loose to scamper about the eca-
shore,” he resumed in a disquieted way.
“Meg, you know what I think? ¥ou and
1, and the stuff we have been left to guard,
are in the wrong hiding-place altogether.”

“Can we change now!” she asked him
uneasily. “If it’s not to be that inner
cave opening cut from this one, Luke, then

"

where shall it be?

He did not answer, but, with the electrio
ray to guide him, procceded along the
winding tunnel for another twenty paces,
then suddenly etopped, flashing the light
upon the left-hand wall,

There was a sort of fissure there, and his
next action proved that this was the way to
that inner cave which his wife had referred
to. Taking off his great-coat, Luke Pal-
lant squeezed between the cleft in the
rocky wall, and his wife followed him
through, The couple were singularly tall
and powerfully built, but neither of them
were stout, or getting through the narrow
opening would have been an impossibility.

“8he saw you, you think?" Pallant now
resumed. “The schoolgirl, I mean. Well,
no harm in that, perhaps, thougli you did
just the wrong thing, Meg, to geb panicky.”

“I—I sort of lost my nerve for tho
moment,” che owned. *“That girl was the
ﬁmt’;)crson T had set eyes upon since—since

“Ay, we've had a lonely enough time of
it since we scttled here,” he broke in, “I
was going to say, lucky thing she didn’t
sco me when my hat blew off. This beard
of mine—"" £

Ho paused to feel it now,

“I thought it such a good fit, eo life-
like.”

“Ho 'tis, Luke, and that was just an
accident that won’t occur again,” his wife
soothed him, “To look at you, I can
hardly believe that you are my own hus
band.” ’

His grim face relaxed a little then.

“Well, I was flattering myself that I
conld walk down Barncombe High Street,
and even if the police were on the look-
out for me and all the rest of the crew,
they'd never give me a second glance.”

The woman's straying glance told the
direction in which her tl oughts wers turn-

ing.
“What e haul it wes!” sho whispered in
an awed tone, looking dewn at a certain
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spot in the sandy floor of this inner
cavern, as if treasure were buried there.
;S{}m had some diamonds, Mrs, Trelawney

ad I”

Once again there was
“Ay” from Luke Pallant.

“Twenty thousand pounds’ worth,” he
breathed. *“And mind you, Meg, T know
the wey to got tho real value for them
when tgc time comes to realise the thingo
for cash. A few of them who were in the
coup with us, they grumbled a bit, didn’t
they, at having to leave everything to me.
They would soon have been in Queer Strect
if they had split up the stuff right away.”

“Well, well, they trusted you in the end,
Luke.”

“QOh, ay; I got them to trust me,” heo
enid, with a leer. “And I suppose my own
wife is Lkind enough to faney that I shall
prove worthy of their trust—eh?”

The leer became a broad grin, which con-
veyed some startling meaning to Mrs. Pal-
lant. Her dark brow went up.

“Why, then,” she exclaimed cxeitedly,
“jen't it to bo what was agreed, Luke?
Share and share alike?”

“Share and share alike—no fear!” he
broke in, with a flash of the eye that told
what sort of man he was. “I planned the
coup. Some of them would never have
been in it at all, only they got wind from
othors and wanted to ghare. And a fine lot
of help ”thcy were when the time came!

e

an assenting

e dropped his voico to an impressive
whisper.

“It would have been a better busineas if
there had been fewer in it. It is going to
be a dashed sight betler business for you
and me if we just stick to the lot—ay, the
whole lot of it!”

“And dodge the others, Luke?
but—*

“Let ’em whistle for their shares—eh?”

Meg Pallant laid a hand upon his sleeve.

“Luke, dearie, don’t be rashl Think
how mad the others will bo if you play fast
and loose. They'll never rest unLiF they ve
settled scores, There'll be some knives out

“Tush! I know them, what they are in
their different ways,” he shrugged. “The
oint is that they don’t quite know what

I am. If they knew that TLuke Pallant
is only an alias for New York's master

Oh,,
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eriminal, they’d feel a bit foolish, Ha,

a, hal”

This way and that Luke Pallant sent
the sand flying as he dug with his hands,
and then suddenly he ceased his breathless
labour and filched out a jewecl-case which
be had just uncovered, -

“Here, come here, Meg!” he snid, start-
ing to his feet and throwing the lid of the
case open. “See how you look, wearing
soma of Mrs. Millionaire Trelawney’s
jewels!  What is this particular lot—
emeralds, eh ¥ My word—" ]

“Oh, Luke, don't! Bo ecarefull” the
woman quavered mnervously, and yet her
eyes glinted covetously as he decked her
with the jowels just in play. It was evi-
dent that she yearned to go on wearing
them.

“Twenty thounsand pounds’ worth! And,
listen to my plan, Meg,” he chuckled softly,
stariing to take back the jewels. ‘'To-
night, you and I are going to find a differ-
ent hiding-place from this. ~Where, you
say? Meg, there's wild, loncland moorland
country back of the shore and tho cliffs,
We'll get the stuff away from here, hide
it on the moer, mark the gpot, and then
-

“To-night, Luke?”

“Ay. As soon_as wo can venture oub
after nightfall, Then we'll disguise our-
selves aftogether differently, so that the
others won't know us any more than the
police will. And so we’ll have, not a paltry
share of the laot, Meg, my girl, but every
single cent's worth!” i

She was going to make some agplaudmg
remark, feeling what a clever ellow ha
was to mean to cheat the others out of
their shares, when her lips suddenly fell
apart in a startled:

“Hush! Listen!”

But he would not stand still. The in-
stant he heard what she had heard—an out-
ery of excited voices from the open air—he
plunged that jewel-caso back into the hola
from which it had been taken and swept
the sand over it again.

Then he trod towards the inlet and
listened. Whether it was that he could not
hear well enough, or did not mean to be
caught in the inner cave, if he was to bo
caught at all, there is no saying. But he
squeczed through into the outer cavern,
and his wife followed him.
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After that they both stood quite still,
listening.

“Run—run and tell the rest!” some girl
on the seashore was erying out in_ the
wildest state of excitement. “Fetch Eihel

Courtway! Run up to the schoo], somo of
youl Tell everybody we have found a
o—a message in a bottle!”

illant ochoed those last words
ler his breath.

messazo in a bottle! I never thought
of that! Meg—"

“It may not be a message from the
Meteor,” she struck in nervously, But her
attempt to soothe the man, who Ilooked
mad with rage, was baffled by what now
flew from lip to lip out there on the storm-
washed seashore.

i\ “It’s from DBetty and the others, on
board the Meteor—" .
+ message scaled up in a bettle that
flonted ashore in the night.”

id it says—"

“Read it—read it!” This was from 'a
number of girls who must have come dash-
ing up at top speed. “Let us see,
Norgh!"

To the listeners in the cave ane scholar’s
naine meant no more than another’s, but it
was, in fact, Norah Nugent, of the Fourth
Form, who had found the bottle and
broken it open.

“Hero—look!” she cried, evidently refus-
ing to part with the sensational missive.
“Tt says the crew have deserted after loot-
ing the yacht’s safe. It says—"

“3.0.8—8.0.8.1" cried half a dozen
girls, as their eager gaze picked out these
significent lctters in the message.  “Oh,

has
@

. And away they rushed, all of 4hem, mak-
jng Luke Pallant and his wife lose all
dread of the girls entering the cave by
chance.

Even so, the pair of wrongdoers were far
from feeling at case. In the gloom of that
outer cavern they stcod eyeing cach other
in absolute dismay.

“That message!” Pallant said huskily at
last. “Tt will be all over the place in no
time!  Wireless could hardly work faster
than these girls’ tongues, econfound them {”

“And there was that gir]l who saw me,”
his_wile rejoined; .beating her hands to-
gether desperately.  “7T'he ome just now,
before the bottle was found!™

OWXN ™"

“¥Yes. Confound her worst of alll” he
fumed, biting a thumb-nail. “If anything
sou did made her suspicious, then this news
her pals have got will st her talking per-
haps. They’ll ﬁucas that *erew ' in the mes-
sago means the stewardess and all—every
paid hand on the boat!™

He filched his watch from his pocket and
mado a face as he saw the time.

“Twelve noon! TIf it were twelve mid-
night,” he muttered sullenly, ““there might
bo a chanve for us. Thal’s what we want
now, Meg—darkness, and the chance to get
away from this place, where you, at any
rate, have been seen. I begin to feel,” he
finishod, looking about him savagely, “like
a rat in a trapl’
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CHAPTER 14.
Audrey Wants Her Share.

ND like rats in a trap would man
and wife have been caught befere
another hour was out, no doubt, if
it had been any other girl but

Audrey Blain who had had that glimpse of
tho couple.

She was talking with Ithel Courtway
when several of the girls came rushing up
with the thrilling news of Norah Nugent’s
find. Like Ithel, it took Audrey a
moment or two to grasp the full import of
the message found in the bottle, but as
soon as she had that one fact fixed in her
brain—tho fact that all the paid hinds had
deserted the ship after committing a daring
robbery—she knew that onlv‘half an hour
ago she had seen two of “the rascally
fugitives,

All, it seemed to Audroy, was orplained.
The thieves had got ashore, and whilst
some made off inland, others were remain-
ing in hiding along the shore. And why?

For what other reason was it likely to be
except that those in hiding werce those who
had to guard the loot?

Audrey did feel the same impulso that
any othor girl in her position must have
felt—a desire to burst out with the news
that she herself had seen two of i
tives. It would be a feathor in o
cap, that was certain, to be able to
formation that would lead to tho
tho culprits. And yet—she kept ¢
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Bo, although it was soon known all over
the sqheol that the message bhad been
found, not a word came from Audrey about
the smpicious couple. At dinner it was
announced that there would be no classes
that afternoon, the general anxiety abnuc
the Meteor being greater than ever.
gitls talked about going down to the ahore
again, but this did not worry Audrey in
the least.

“The tide will be up, so none of them
can get along to that part of the shore
where I saw the couple,” sho told herself
comfortingly. “It is a question whether
the man and woman themselves are
m‘]]t lmpusoncd in the cave during high
ti

That question she decided to scttle in an
adventurous way. Mingling with the other
girls as they trooped away from the school
gates, she presently gave them all the slip,
and then struck off alone along the top of
tho cliffs.

A few othor girls were promenading the
oliffs this afterncon, but Audrey made a
detour, and got well in advance of them.
Clumps of gorse gave her plenty of cover,
and she reached the desired spot without
being seen.

Dropping on all fours, she crept warily to
the very cdge of the clif and peered over.

Immediately below her, at a dizzy depth
of two hundred feet, was the cavern mouth.
She could not see it, but she could locate
the spot by recognising the shape of
various rocks that were now pertly sub-
merged by the high tide,

Yes, the tide was up, and the surf was
seething in and out of the cave itself, and
Audrey wondered how her suspects felt,
bottled up for the time being by tha
waters.

And then, suddenly she got a shock.

‘Whilst she was still lying prone and still
at the cliff’s edge, with bushes to hide her
from any passers-by, she twisted round to
peer through tho low-growing branches.
Bho was thinking of gettting up to walk
away, but wanted to be sure that thero was
no one to seo her, d thero was some-
one! There were two people—her suspects,
up here on the oliff-tep!

That was Audrey’s shock—to discover
that the very couplo whom she had been
thinking of as cooped up in the cave down
there, instead up herel
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Audrey “froze "—kept as still and as in-
visible ns a frightencd rabbit when the
farmer is not five paces off with his gun.
By pecring along under the bushes she
could just keep her excited gaze upon the
man and the woman. They must have left
the cave before the tide rose, and come up
tho shore by one of the combe pathways.
But what for?

Audrey wondered if they were in need of
food, and had got to venture into the
bnvm to buy some. If so, they would be
gone several hours, getting back to the
cave long after tho tide lad cbbed away,
from the foot of tho cliffs,

Another minute, however, and the watch-;
ful girl was certain that they had not come’
in quest of food. hey were not striking
away across the rolling moors in a direction
that would take them to the town. It
seemed as if they had done with the cave for
the present, nndgwere actually seeking some
fresh hiding-place on the wild moorland.

They dodged off out of sight, and
presently Audrey got to her feet and
moved on. The ground dropped away be- -
fore her, for she was working down into
a combe that would bring her to the sea-
shore. She was very pale and shaky with
excitement, for there had come to her such
a tempting thought as kept her in a
tremble.

‘Why not wait about on the seashore until
the tide fell, and then enter tho cave? The
treasure was there for a certainty. Al
the valuables stolen from the yacht's safe—
priceless jewels bought by a millionaire for
his wife—they were to be found in what
had become a very robbers’ cave, like the
ono in Ali Baba

Audrey’s was not a dishonest disposition.
But the thought of being able to find those
hidden jewels had overwhelmed her. Wads
of stolen notes would not have been the
magnet that jowels were. Audrey, who
loved finery and jewellery, yearned to get
hold of just one of those cases of jewellery
and keep it!

‘Why not? a tempting voice within her
was whispering. Just one of the cases—only.
one! They were jewels that she, for all
she was the daughter of such wealthy
people, would never have given to her, -
Why not, then, kecp one set of trinkets as
a aezlfbestowcd reward for finding all the
rest
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So the current of her thoughts ran on
whilst she zigzagged down through the
combe and came out on to tho shore,

The tide was falling, and already she
ecould go a little way towards the cave.
Having got as far as possible for the
present, she waited, gazing with trembling
eagerness, towards that projection of cliff
that sereened the cave from hor view,

She looked at her watch. Only hall-past
two, so she could afford to wait, Nor need
she be uneasy about the man and the
woman,  They would not return before
nightfall, it was.certain, Most likely they
were going to leave the jewels safely hidden
until a week or so had passed, and the
hue-and-ery had died down.

8he knew what to look for—a dry, likely
spot where the loot had been buried in
the easily-worked sand. 8o she hastened
over that part of the floor that had been
washed by the high tide, the light failing
ler more and more as she followed the
snaking of the rocky passage.

At last she was almost in groping dark-
ness—baffled. Oh, why had she started out
without her littlo silver torch? If only she
had had that with her now, its brilliant ra;
would scon show her whers to dig wilﬁ
her hands. The place must be full of tell-
tale footprints. But there it was—without a
-light she was baffled!

Fuming with disappointment, she turned
about and went su{’ ily towards tho cave
entrance, and then all at once she quick-
ened her steps. The sulky frown vamshed.
“Reaching the open.air, she-simply sped off
along the shore to reach the path through
the combe, and all the time her eyes were
aflame with determination.

Breathless enoupgh she was &by the time
she got to the school, and her exhausted
state might have caused surprise, only
every other girl was in a wrought-up con-
dition—why, Audrey had explaimed to her
as she was going up to her sludy te get
the torch.

“Hallo, Audrey!” eried Ella_Eigood,
meeting her in the passage. “Have you
heard—""

“No—what?"’ Audrey asked.

““Miss Mnssingham has just come back
from Barncombe with extrmordinary news,’”
Ella rushed on. *About one o’clock a wire-
less message was.picked up from a stermer.

@
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She roported she had taken the Meteor in
tow, because the crew had deserted the
yacht, and it was only being kept from
being wrecked by—""

““Not by the girls?” cried Audrey.

“Ves. They have had a fearful time, and
all Britain will be talking about them for
days to come! They were stoking the shi
all through the storm, and helping wit
the steering, too! Betty, Paula, Madge,
Polly—""

“The,
asked A Bl
away.

“QOh, yes! They are being landed, along
with Mr. and Mrs. Trelawney, and the
yacht has been manned and is being brought
into port, There's some tallc of tho girls
reaching the school this evening by car.”

“T see.”

“*More of the heroine business, eh?”” put
in Grace Garficld, coming up to join in the
talk. *“I'm afraid you can’t stick to the
captainey now, Audrey, worse luck!”

“Bother the captaincy! Betty can have
it back when sho wants it,"”” Audrey said.

Then she passed on to her study, found
the torch, and made her way unnoticed out
of the school without a minute’s delay.

Bhe was going back to the cavel

are all safe

anyhow ¥ Audrey
umpatiently.

ho wanted to pget

CHAPTER 15.

survivors All.
“ ND to think,’”” cried Polly Linton,
A “that in an hour or two we'll ba

safe back at school "
“It’s wonderful!” agreed Betiy

Birton heartily.

“Bai Jove, goals, yes, wather! Down-
wight wemarkable!” came TPaula Creels

amiable drawl. ‘““After all our thwilling
oxpewiences, we have scwaped thwough,
after alll”

Madge Minden, the quict girl of the
party, remarked softly :

“‘How anxious Miss Somerfield and the
wholo school must have been!™

“Never mind,'’ said Tess Trelawney gaily,
“they know mow that we are all right,
My Uncle John has sent a telegram to say
that we were landed safely.”

Three other girls who belonged to the
party of scholars did mot join in the talk
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If they had done so, their remarks would
have geen in cordial agreement with the
others. The three in question were silent,
simply becanse they chanced to be watching
the rough sea from the old-fashioned bow-
window of this dingy dining-room in the
Drake Hotel, Seacove,

Paula Creel sought an easy-chair for her-
eelf, and flopped into it with a sigh of relief.
The others drifted towards the window and
gazed out.

“Until we got caught in the gale on
board your Uncle John’s yacht,” Betty said
to Tess, “‘I would have called that a rough
sea, But after what we went through yes-
terday afternoon wuntil this morning, when
that steamer took us in tow—-"

“‘And, my word, wasn’t I thankful when
that steamer did come to the rescue!”
struck in Polly Linton. “I don’t think I
gould!'i}ave stood another hour on the rolling

eep

““That was the twouble—the wolling!l”
came from the depths of Paula’s easy-chair.
“Nevah, nevah, geals, shall I forget how
the Meteow wolled about when she got out
of control, bai Jovel”

“I say,” cried Dolly Delane, who had
remained standing at the window, “‘the
yard down there seems to be filling up
with heaps of people, so I wonder if they
have come to give us a send off 1

“‘Gracious, let’s hope not!” grimaced
Madge.
“Aha!” chuckled Polly. *'The penalty

of fame, you see. I quite expect we shall
all be interviewed by reporters for the
papers. Is your hair quite straight, Paula
darling, in-case they want to take your
photograph 1

“My hair, bai Jove—it’s wuined I'” sighed
Paula. “My photogwaph, geals, will not
be available for the public pwess—mno, bai
Jove! Apart fwom the fact that 1 look a
weck, I pwefer to wemain in modest wetire-
ment "’

“Bravo, Paula! My feeling exactly!”
applauded Betty, laughing. " )

As a matter of fact, overy one of these
girls was extremely averse from being made
a fuss of on account of their thrilling
exploits.

“The newspapers,” said Tess, “had much
Better publish photographs of those
wretches, the crew of the Meteor, who de-
serted the ship after looting my Aunt
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May’s safo. How I hope they are all laid
by “the heels, from the ringleader down-
wards, men and women together!”

“Yes, wather! And let us twust,” said
Paula, “‘that all tho stolen jewellery is
wecovered, Your uncle and aunt _are mil-
liﬂni-’l‘il'('s, we know, Tess deah. Howevah

“It must rile even a millionaire and bis
wife ta lose twenty thonsand pounds worth
of jewellery,” put in Dolly. “Hallo, look!
Two cars have turned into the yard!"

“Hooray!” Polly did a caper. *They
aro for us, so now we shan’t be long!
What beauties!’”

“They ought to do the run along the
coast road to Moreove in an hour-and a
half, easy,” conjectured Betty.

“‘S8o, out of that chair, Paula darling!'
Polly, the madeap of Morcove School,
rattled on, making a playful skirmish round
her languid chum. “Up, ye lubbers! With
a yo, ho, ho, and a bottle of rum!”

“Dwop it!"" appealed Paula shrilly. “Wa
have had enough of that wefwain, Polly
darling. Now that we are done with the
wolling deep, pway wefwain fwom all
wefewance to wum and gwog. We are not
sailors——"

“Some of us were stokers, anyhow,
during the gale,”’ put in Betty, with a grin.
“Ha, ha, ha! Shall I ever forget Paula’s
pretty face, after she had been down in
stokehold for three hours on end, shovel-
ling coal I’

‘““SBhame to tease our Paula!” laughed
Madge. “8hs was jolly brickish, anyhow,
You are not so black as you are painted,
Paula, dear!” 3

*Not even when you are black with coal-
dust—no,” agreed Belty, going across to
the languid one to give her & loving pat.

At this moment the dining-room door
opened, and three persons came into tho
room. One was a gentleman—no other than
John Trelawney, the American millionaire,
on whose yacht the girls had been through
such a_hair-raising time, The two others
were Mr. Trelawney’s handsome young
wife, May Trelawney, and Miss Redgrave,
of Morcove School.

When the girls had been invited to spend
a whole day and night on board the
Meteor, whilst it was anchored off Mor-
cove, Miss Redgrave had been deputed to
go with them; =0 she also had lived
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through all the deadly perils that had be-
fallen Betty & Co.

“ Well, young ladies,” John Trelawney
broke out in bis genial way, “the cars are
at the dooz'. s0, if you are quite ready,
we will be off |

*¥Yes, wather—"

“Hooray !" Polly cheered again.
a yo, ho ho, and a—

#Dwop_it, Polly doeh | How fwivolous
you are!” .‘;rlul_nlul Paula, dedmng asido
to escape baving her hair pulled. “When
I have been to such twoublo to make mysclf
look at least pwesentable!™

Tess' Auni Mey glmnccd smilingly from
one to the other of the girls.

“I think you all look splendid!” sho
declared. “And, oh, how glad I am that
there will be no ene on tho sick list when
you get back to the school! Come along,
then1”

And out they went, accordingly, into the
cobbled yard of tho hotel, to take their
seats in the hired cars.

They just filled the two motors nicely.
The first took Mr. Trelawney, and his
niece, Tess, together with Miss Redgrave,
Dolly and Bluebell. In the second, Mrs.
Trelawnoy squeczed hersell in  amongst
Betty, Polly, Madge and Trixie.

The hotel yard was thronged, for this
little coast town of Seacove had been
greatly excited when the “survivors,” as
they might be called. were set ashore by
a steamer'’s lifchboat a few hours ago.
Swarms of very young children set up a

reat deal of excited shouting whilst Botty
Ez Co. were gelting inlo tho cars, bub the
grown-up Seacovinns seemed to be too over-
awed to make any demonstration.

Jerseyed men from the harbour, men and
women irom shop and pa.rlr.ur—\hey all
stood around, gapinzg odunnngh Could it
be true? Was it roally possible that these

irls—youngsters not yel done with school—
fmd actually turne:d to, and manned the
Metcor during the gale, beeause every paid
hand on board had descrted it?

That it was frue couid never be ques-
tioned seriously. All on boar:d the stedmnor
that had come to the Moteor’s aid had de-
clared thar at the time of the rescuo the
fine ocean-going yacht had bLeen undoer
steam, holding %m) own against the gale,
un(l ull thanks to the heroic conduet of these
girls!
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Just as Paula and some of her chums
were getting into the sccond car, a man
with & camera came bustling up, with an
mg‘mtmtlng smile.

¢ Er—excuse me!” he seid, dofling his
hat to them all, " Would you mind Jetting
mo have a snapshot of you all for the
Daily—
"(a\\mt goodness,

no!” gasped FPaula,

tugning pale with fright. * Heah, help,
geals! As if I'm going to be photo-
gwaphed, looking such a weck!"”

And she made o dart into the car, and
flopped down az if on the verge of a swoon.
She did not realise that the man had taken
his chance, and clicked off a plute whilst.
she was in ﬁlghtl Nor.did Betty, Madge
Polly and Trixie, as they also scattered,
dream  that they might figure in _to-
morrow’s Daily whatover-it-was, in various
stares of skedaddling !

The car doors wore slammed shut, and
then—with a rush, the crowd that had been
so shy up till now let loose its feclings.

Some ot those harbour men—lusty toilers,
all of them—gave the first " Hurrooooh!”
The women joined in with shriller plaudits,

whilst a great round of handdapping
began, and rapidly swelled into a roar of
ﬂppfnum.

It was all such a scene of hearty excite-
inspired by admiration for the pluck

ich the pirls had shown, there was no
getting the two cars out of the yard for a
minute or two.

Time ofter time they made o jolting start,
only to pull up sharply becanse, presum-
ably, the erowd was in the way. And, at

paticnce to get away from
ring crowd, Paula put her head
out of the window.

“What's H\G mattah,
don't we-—"

Chick !

That was the camera fiend again, and
Paula shnply yelped as she found that sho
had been snapped beauatifully, looking out
of the window.

“ Ha, ha, ha! Serve you right:. duffer!”
chuckled Polly Linton, as poor Paula drew
in her Ju.-nl and camwe flopping back into
her seat,  “Fle got you nicely that time!”

“And I do look such a week!” wailed
Taula, pulling oul her pocket comb and
mirror. " Ob, healp—oh, my gwacious! 1f
ouly he had caughi me whan 1y haic v se

stwaight !

bai Jove! Why




CHAPTER 16.
The Man from the Meteor,

HAT same afternoon, a certain man
I and woman were standing to look
about them in a most wild and
lonely part of the Devonshire moor-

land not far from Morcove School.
Somchow they made a rather sinister

couple.

Not that their appearance was much out

of the ordinary; i

such an unfrequented spot as this, and the

way they seemed to be casting ebout, os
if 1n scarch of greater solitude—all this
suggested that their bona-fides were not of
the best,
. Who were they? And why were they
hera?
*Meg,” the man said softly, alter taking
a look at his watch, “time’s gotting onl
I don't sce that we shall do much better if
we scout round over another thousand
acrea of this moor—we’ll only get dead beat,
And then you, for one, will hardly know
how to drag back to the cave.”

*I could remain on the moor,” she sug-
gested, in a voice as soft as his. “Thon
you could go alone to the cave on the sca-
ﬁhﬂil'e, dig up the stuff, and—"

“No!” He spoke with sharp decision.
“No separating, M You and I were
left_behind by the ers to look after the
stuff from the yacht's safe, and we are
going to keep-together. Else we may come
a cropper |

Under the lowering sky he spent another
minute silently gazing around, appoaring
to be confirmed in his opinion that this
was the spot for his purpose. For ho
nodded twiee or thrice to himself as his
roving gaze searched the rough, bushy
ground that was close at hand, and then
all the undulating meorlend that rolled
away in every direction.

“Ay, we'll go back and fotch along the
stuff, and our bit o' food with it,” he de-
cided aloud at last. *‘0” course, Meg, we
can’t camp in the open; that's nct the
idea at all. But we can vory well make
this here spot the one where to hide the
jowels.”

“I quite understand,” the woman nodded,
and she braced herself fip, as if to im-

ress him with her readiness to meet any

lommands upon her energies.

She looked, indeed, a woman capablo of
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endurance—a tall, powerfully-built woman,
just as be, her husband, was almost a giant
of a fellow, with a certain looseness of the
limbs, as if he had always followed an
open-air life. %

Treading warily, and always keeping
plenty of stunted trees and large furze-
bushes on either side of them for cover,
they wound their way across the gloomy
moor in the direction of the sea. It was
only a littlo distance off, although he and
e had no glimpse of it during the
stealthy tramg, for they were taking care
to keep low down amongst the little hills
that were everywhere, !

So it was all of a sudden that the sinister
couple viewed the sea once more, as they
came off the wild moor into the wooded
valley, or “coomb,” the lower end of which
ended at the seashore.

They were warier than ever now; and

et the coomb proved to be just as deso-
ate as the romantic stretch of ground that
The man's
relicf at gecting along like this, without
the least bit of & scare, showed itself in
the setisfied grin that came to his usually
stern face.

“What do you think of things, Mog ?” he
asked with a chucklo presently, “Isn’t this
being in luck, ¢h?” .

“Ay, if we get along like this—*

“Why, it simply means that we shall be
set up for life, Meg! Twenty thousand
pounds’ worth of stuff, remember! And I
told you I know how to sell it for almost
as much as that. - Wo'll be rich, Meg—rich
enough to turn honest folk at last.”

“Ah, I doubt if ever you'll setile down to
a straight life,” she answered wilh more
ride than repreach in her tone. “You've
{;ccu at one game and anotherever since T
marvied you, and that’s fifteen years ago
come July.”

Their difficult progress along the wet,
boulder-strewn scashore under the giant
cliffs prevented further talk for a while.
But presently, when he and she were finding
an ensier footing, ho resumed with another
chuckle.

“Ay, I've brought off a few coups in my
time, Meg, but never a bigger one than this,
nor a cleverer ‘one either. The beauty of it
is, o’ course, that all the rest of the Meteor’s
hands were in tho conspiracy, end we are
just geing to deceive ’ein micely.”
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“Too bad o' you!” she commented; hut
again her tone proclaimed pride in his
roguery. “When it was to be share and
share alike, with a bit extra for you because
you arranged the whole business,”

“Those others—they can whistle for their
shares!” he exclaiimed derisively, “There's
only one party I mean to share the loot
with, and that's my Meg, The cave, Meg—
it's just round this bit of cliff, isn't it?"

“I think so—yes, T'm eure,” she said
after a keener glance.  “T recognise somo of
these rocks that are lying about the shore.
The big one ont yonder; it's where I was

standing when I first glimpsed that school- |

girl this morning.”

A gloomy look suddenly came into tho
man's face.

“That echeolgirl! Tt's when T think of
her, Meg, I fecl o bit uncasy. It's all over
the place, we know, the news about the
robbery on the Meteor, and that girl may
give information. It all depends, o' course,
whether you aronsed her suspicion in any
way, or whether—ah, here we are! Qur cavo
right enough,”

He broke off with a brightening face as he
and his wifo now rounded the projection of
elilf and beheld the gloomy month of a sea-
shore cavern., It was not surprising that he
had been ratlier uneasy about finding the
right cavern, for there were so many along
the shore, and he was praetically a stranger
to the district.

The tide was out now, or he and his wife
would never have been able to enter the cave
—unless indeed they had waded through the
surfy waters that swirled in and ont of the
pluce at high tide. Falling silent, ho and
she procecded a dozen paces into the ragged
tunnel before they had dry eand under their
feet.

Then the man filchad semething from his
jacket poeket. It was an eleetric torch, and
flc certainly needed one. The twistings of
the tunnel as it advanced into the heart of
the cliff soon shut off all daylight. -

He was wavering the ray of light over the
floor of the dark ecavern when he suddenly
stood stock still, his jaw drepping witi
dismay.

“Meg! Why, look!” he gmped at Inst,
“Footprints!”

She had already discerned the eause of his
dismay, and a [rightened look was in her
eyes. .
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“Then somcone’s been here, and what
ﬂmll we do?” she jerked out in great alarm,

“Hist! Quict! Only a schoolgirl's foot-
prints, ece?” he said with returning com-
posure. “Why, it may have been only some
girl running in and out of tho cave for tho
fun of it.”

“There was that schoolgivl—"

“ Ay, I'm not forgetting her ! he scowled.
“But even then sho can't have gone into
the inner cave. Come on, Meg—but quietly,
quietly!”

He gestured her to get behind him whilst
he trod the soft, dry sand amother half
dozen yards with the electric light kept well
down so as merely to light the way without
lighting up the place.

In this stealthy fashion he came to a sort
of fissure in one side of the cave, a cleft in
the solid rock, just wide enough for him to
squeczo through. He switched off the toreh,
and then—

Dimly the cleft in the rock gave forth an
ifllumination, &s if there were a lighted
chaber beyond it frem which light was

flowing ferth. K

Somceone was in there even now.

It could not bo doubted, and the man's
bearded face assumed a furious look. Hold-
ing away from the ecutrance to the imucr
chamber, ho whispered through a curved
hand into his wile’s car:

“It’s the girl—that schoolgirl! She's
twigged the whole thing, Meg. She's in
there, becanse she knows that it's there
we've buried all the loot from MMrs,
Trelawney’s safe.”

His wile could only return a panicky look.

“What shall we do—oh, what shall we do
now then ?” she was p!uiniy asking with her
wild eyes.

And for answer the man stole right up to
tho fissure in the rock and began to squeeza
through, keeping the torch in his right
hand.

A sharp wriggling movement and he was
halfway through the opening. Ho switched
on the torch—click l—and sent the ray in
front of him.

There in the contre of the inner ave,
standing white and terrified, was a school-
girl, and in utler sitence she and he met cach
other's gaze,
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CHAPTER 17, &
At Their Mercy.
HE man burst out furiously:
“What are you doing hero?”

l But it was only said so that his

. ~gruff voice might complete the girl’s
wild alarm. He knew what she was doing
thore. She had ewitched off her own
electric torch, but the light of his showed
tho sandy floor of the cavern 2ll dug aside.
And she was actually holding in her shaking
hands at least one of the jewel-cases that
had been buried by the robbers,

With another sudden wriggle tho man
serambled right inside the inner cave, and
after him came his wife. A brace of scconds
the man and women were standing to-
gether surveying tho still speechless girl by
the light of their torch,

“Who are you?” he thundered at her in
Elhalwsl‘rrifying way. *““What's your name,

ey ?

* I—pleaso—"

“Qut with it—and give me that to go on
with!” he added, making a snatch at the
jewelcase, “Now then, my lady—your
name "

“I-—1 am Audrey Blain—"

“Y¥rem the school on the headland, eh?”

She answered faintly: ;

“Yes. I will go away and—"

“Will you go nway? Not if I know it1”
he said with a jeering laugh. “It scems to
ﬁe, young lady, you're a pretty cute one.

Lef

“Ay, she’s the same ono as saw me this
morning I tho woman broke out, regarding
Audrey Blain with menacing eyes. “You
little silly; you young hussy to poke your
nose into other Ioi s’ business [

“I'm gorry—""

#No use being sorry!” the woman
snapped out sullenly. “What's going to
happen to you, I don't know. My husband
is an ugly customer, ginl, when folk cross
his path,”

“Ay, that I am!” he said, his terrible
voice rumbling through the cavern. “And
this girl has crossed my path, Meg, with a
vengeance. Why, it simply means that if
wao let her go, she'll trot home to the school,
and in a jiffy the police will know all 1

He held the jewelcaso at arm’s-length
and looked at it, then glared down at the
hole which Audrey must have dug in the
sandy floor with her hands,

MORCOVE ON

THE SEA!

“When did you get here, girl—in the
cave, ¢h?”

#1—X camo about half an hour ago,” waa
the faltered answer. Audrey was not a
strong-nerved girl, and in any case this was
a plight desperate cnough to make the
bravest girl shake in her aExms. -
“Straight from the school did you

B il

“Then tell us—the truth, mind! How
much is known up there about the whola
business 1

Trying to appear calm, whilst all the
time her nheart was pounding wildly, the
girl began her faltered answer:

“They—thay know that the yacht Meteor
was deserted by all its crew, and the two
or three stewardesses—"

“This is cne—my wife!” he struck in,
with a grim sort of smile, *And you
say, ‘sir’ to me, my lady, if you pleasol
M{- name is Pallant—at least, that's the
name just new!  Well

Steadying her breath as best she could,
the terrified girl spoke on:

“The people who were left on the
Meteor—they've been rescued at sea, and
have been landed by this time, When I
came away from the schocl the news was
that—that they were being brought back
by the car rom Seacove.”

“They mean—you mean the schoolgirls
that were on board the yacht, of course.
But how about Mr. and Mrs. Trelawney 2
Pallant asked, with cager interest.

“I don't know, sir. But I expect they
will come to the school, too!”

. “Ah!  Anyway, Mr, and Mrs. Tre-
lawney landed with tho %:rls, did they 7 And
mebbe Mr. Trelawney has given descrip-
tions of the wanted men—me amongst them
—to the police? Did you hear any talk of
that sort, now 1” he asked, with a kindling
eye

y“Nun—un, sir 1™

Audrey was glad to be able to answer in
tho negative. Sho saw how relieved he
looked. With a nod, he swung round upon
his wife,

“That’s summat to be thankiul for, any-
how,” he commented, “Not that the police
will ever spot you or me, Meg; we'ro too
cleverly disguised, T reckon, But there wera
the others. The more time they have to
scatter to different parts of the kingdom,
the better '™
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Then he taced Audrey again.

“And so, my lady. you had the cheek to
come nosing around in this cave, to find the
loot if you could! And you've found it,
too, just as I and the missis turned up.
Woll

“ J—please, sir, if you will let me go-—'

“You must know very well,” he cut her
short grimly, ** we dursn’t lot you go. Why,
this jewel-cass was in your very «hands at
the time!”

“T had just dug it up. I—1 thought to
have a look &l one case—"

“ A look at it,” sneered the woman. “To
stick to it, that was your game! And I
1 say it’s a precious pity for your sake that
you ever interfered! What are we to do
with her?”

“Ay, that's the question!™ he muttered.

s

CHAPTER 13.
Brincd to Sllence,

UDREY saw Dallant’s face, and the
crafty look in it did not lessen her
dread. He had come to some
decision about ner—but whet wat

A

it?

“Ay, it's the only way!" he breke out,
with grim decision.  “Meg, yocu and 1
can’t he saddled with the girl, that's cer-
tain 1"

“Just what I was thinking,” agreed the
wornan.

“Why, escept for this here cave,” ho
went on, “we don't know where to shelter
for tho night, let alone make a prisoner of
this gicl.  She'll have to go!”

Audrey turned faint as that word was
said. It sounded so like—ok, like a scn-
tence of death upon her!

“T’ye hear, missy?” He turned fo
growl at her.  “II we had a safo hiding-
place, then I'd precious soon see that you
were kept under my wild's eyo every
moment of the day and night, But you're
» millstone about our necks, that's what
you are, and there’s only the one way out
of it. I give you this chaue—"

Ah, a chance! Her heart throbbed with
wild relief.

“T'm quite sure in my mind, missy, you
meant to stick to those jewels, if onl { you
could get hold of ’em.  Wall, then, here’s
my offer in a nutshell. Suppose we make
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you & present of that ono case of jewsls
ihat you had in your hands just now—this
one! Will you go back to the school and
hold your tengue?”

She almost groaved her eager answer:

“Qh, yes, yes! I don't want any bribe,
At least—I mean—""

“Vou shall have that case of jewels;
youw’ve got to have it,” he insisted. *“fhen,
mind you, it makes you one of us. Ay, if
we get into trouble with the police, you
will, teo. Here's the jowel-case”—and he
thrust it into her trembling hands. “Half
a sce. Now, promiso solemnly, my girl,
you'll do nothing and say nothing to put
anyone on our track!”

“1 do promise—yes, oh, yes! Anything
to get away!” Audrey gulped out desper-
ately. “The jewels, though—I don't wznt
themn—""

“You must take them, and keep them—
that’s part of the bargain I” he said craftily.
“Where will you hido 'em, I want to know?
In {our study 1°"

*Yes. sir. I shall iry to—"

“What number is the study

Sh told him; it was No. 8, in the Fourth
Form nassage’ upstairs.

“Ay, all right, then!” he nodded. “Yon
can iJ then, my lady; but remember, if
you break that solemn promise of yours,
yow'll live to regret it 1"

“Can T go now—now1?” she pantcd, clasp-
ing the jewelease in her shaking hands,

“Ono word mere,” he added “There
were o whole pack of us in this busincss
with the Mecteor—you know that.  Well,
mind you; in a fow days mebbe some of
them will bo sneaking back to this neigh-
bourhood to share out the spoil. It won't
be here and neither will T nor my wife be
bere. The others will be mad—"

«That they will, I lay,” put in the wvoman
darldy. E:

“50," Paollant wound up, with & final
glare at the trembling Aundrey, “you be
careinl what dealings you have with those
other memlbors of the erew.,  You give
them a wide berth, my girl,  Let this teach
you a lesson for lifol”

And then, to ber unbounded relief, he
motioned her to go.

She almost swooned with rdief cren a:
she tock Lhe first totiering steps toward:
the way out into the first cavern. he
droppod the jewel-caso in her grest agita
tion, and the woman snarled. :
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“Clamsy! TIs that how you are going to
lmhnvu, when yowve been shown such
merey ["

Gulping out that she was sorry, Audrey
snatched up the case again, and then made
alt haste to got away. To a person of her
s]n ht build the cleft in the rock offered no

::u'itms whatever, and in a few moments
sho was in the outer cave, rushing blindly
along, with the feeling that all the fiends
of darkness were after her.

“Well, she's gone, Meg !”" Pallant broke
out, remaining behind in the sccond cavern
with his wifel ally.  “You thought it was
a mistake, m{)be, giving her the jewels as
a bribe 7"

“Oh, well,” the woman shrugged;
all, that one case is but a trifle,
you laughing et, Luke?”

“At you, old gal,” he chuckled,
thinking that I mecan her io keep the
jewels ! Ha, ha, No, my dcar!
Didn’t you hear me nsk her for the numbcr
of her study? It won't be long
afore we get that odd case of jewels back—
und little she’ll dream who's got them |”

“You mean—-"

“T'll tell you my idea 'by-nnd by !” he cut
his wile short. “ Well?”

“1'm only thinking; il tho girl loses the
joewels, won’t sho feel inclined to—to blab?"

“Not her!” he said, with conviction.
“Bribe or no bribe, she’s had a lesson to-
day. You saw how she was trembling for
her very lifo just now. Ay, she’ll hold her
tongue, Meg, trust her. So now- M

e played the light of the torch upon the
partly-dug floor of the cave.

“Now to get the whole pile of loot out !
he continued, with a gloating smile. “To be
ready for dnrkneas, Meg! After to-night,
all the world of Morcove_can come diggin
here if thcy want to. ut never a ;nw‘i
will they find—T'll sec to that I

is wife murmured admiringly :
“*“You're a wunnerful fellow, Luke!”

“All T know is,” he unswm-m! with a
chuckle, “we've made a wunnerful coup.
'1wm1ty thousand pounds, and it is all ours
-—au\-a. my dear|”

Then there was silence again, whilst Meg
Pallant held the torch, and he, the master-
mind in the whole mmﬂnrm‘y aboard the
Meteor, got down upon his knees and dug
out one jewel-case after another from the
cavern’s sandy floor.

“after
‘What are

“for

MORCOVE ON THE

SEAL

CHAPTER 19.
At thes Dead of Night.
L} B”D!" said I'aula Creel round -ﬂxml;

call-over fime that evening.

gwacious, geals, I should tlnnk

am just about weady for bed, yes,
wather!”

“¥ah, rah, cool!” came an uaggemled
yawn Imm Madcap I’ully

“T shall curl up in my old bed in {hc
i,” said Botty, “and be asleep in two

And don’t let anybody wake me
before first bell in the morning, or hhm\e’]l
be ructions!”

The three givls were in Study No. 12,
where they had been lolling about halt
asleep almost ever eince they and their
chums pot back to the school in the cars. |

“Paula darling-——" yawned Polly, ’

The response wos a deep sigh from .the
depths of an armchal

“Wake up, Paula; it’s callover at last!”,

Another long sigh.

“There, she’s gone again!’’ grinned Polly,

inting at the dozing aristocrat of the
i:{:mrth Form. “And I doubt if we’ll be

able to wake her now, Paula! Hi!" Wake
up

Re Yes, wather!” Paulasaid, lolling side-’
ways into & more comiortable athtud

“Bai Jove, geals, how the ship wocks!” i

“She’s dreaming she’s on  board the
Meteor still,” chuckled Betty.

“Tll give her a racking,” said teaamg
Polly; and with a dart to the easy-chair, she
starfed heaving it this way and that to
the great discomfiture of Paula. That givly
however, still dozed on. i

“ Another bigger wave!" chuckled Po!ly.
“Whoo-op she % He, el
]" Bai Jovel Vcﬁ]ly, this \\'Dllmg of the
shi

e L{:nk out, here’s another wave! Breakers
shead! All hands on deck!” yelled Polly,!
pushing and pulling at the chair. 4

“Healp!"’ Paula said, in a semi-conscions,
manner. “Oh, dear! Most disagweeable 1"}

““Rule, Britannia, Britannia rules the'

waves '1” chanted Polly,

“Pwecisely!]  Wule—wule the waves,

als; but pway wule hhem stwaighter!
—— Oh, dear!" Oh, healp

For the chair had uuddcng capsized, and
poor Paula was “shipwrecked " on the study]

floor
"Hn, ha, hal”
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“Healp! We are on the wocks!” wailed

Pa\ﬂa as she opened her eyes, but still bad

et back her senses. “ Weseue me, some-
rﬁruheulp

“Clame out_of it!” chuckled the madeap,
}mulmg up Paula, as if from the stormy
deep. “There vou are—saved! Only put
your hair atr'\u{ht dear, and then you can
go down to call-over. fnmop, I feel hetter
now ! she amnnounced gaily, and capered
away, drawing Betty with her.

Paula followed listlessly, fiddling her hair
to righte. he bell for prayers was going,
and now all the rest of the Form came
flouncing forth from the various studies to
attend the evening muster.

Betty & Co. fell into company with a
number of girls, who simply would not leave
off meking questions about the ferrible ex-
periences 0? the night before. And, with
mingling with those whose udmn‘nnon of
the whole exploit was E_‘erfectly genuine,
there was at least ono ‘ourth” Form girl
whose sincerity the chums were always
bound to doubt.

Audrey_Blain!

She had paid them a special visit during
the evening to express rur admiration of
the courage they had shown, and every
word from her had been a honeyed one.
Now she started out age in, in the same
sweet strain, whilst all the time Betty & Co.
felt they could hardly be civil to her.

“All her falk about the school bein
‘prond of us—bah 1" Polly could not iclp
exclaiming disgustedly, when éhe and Betty
were noxt to each other in the lined up
Form in HMall, “If she is sincare, then why
doesn’t she do the obvious thing?”

“Oh, Polly, T wouldx’t bother about that

“IS..rt I do bother—I must!” Paily said
fiercely, under her breath, for the mustered
gitls were hushing their talk now. “The
whole school knows  that Audrey  only
grabbed the captaincy because you had to
go home for a bkit. Now you awe back,
Betty dear, the girl nughb to du the decent
thing, and see you reinstated.”

“1 don’t mean to encourage an; agita-
tmn for reinstatement,’’ Betly said, stick-

to the resolve she had made daya a%‘n
et things work themselves out, Poll
'By ithe look of her, anyhow, Audre
doesn’t seem to be hmvmg much fun out Dl
the captaincy after all!™

This evening, certainly, Auadrey did pot
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look up to the mark. Ii anybody had sent
a critical glance all along the line of Fourth
Form girls, Audrey’s pretty face would have
seemcf to be in striking contrast with the
others.

One would have lmagmad indeed, that it
was Audrey, not Bett; Ln., who had
been through terrible experiences, 8o
washed-out she looked. Ti Betty and her
chums were ready to tumble into bed as
soon as they could get undressed up in
the dormi, so was Augrcy

She usnally disrobed herself in a leisurely
manner, being a girl who took a great pride
in her appearance. But it did not take her
long to do her hair that night. In & moody
fashion ghe got to bed as quickly as pos-
sible, and not a word came from her after
that

“Well, good-night all!” Polly sang out,
with all her usual boisterousness, although
she was so dead tired. "I hope I jolly well
drenm where those thieves have buried all
the things they took from the yacht’s safe.”

Blm added, pummelling her pillow to
rights

"lhmcy nnkmg a find of twenty thousand
pounds’ worth of jewels! And suppose
they have hidden the stuff somewhere, to
wait for the hue and cry to die down. What

do you say, Detty dear?

“I think I'll eay good-night, too!"
answered the cx-captain with a dw“sj
Taugh. “quhl:—mglt everybody !”

“Good-night, Bett;

In that cordial 1esponse ihero wae another
sign, if one was needed, of how restored to
general favour the ex-captain was, And so,
what with being utterly fagged out, and
with the plessant fecling that she had re-
covered so much pood will from the Form,
Botty was soon asleep,

Neither she nor her chums could know it,
but never a movement did they maks after
lights-out. Hour after hour they lay upon
their beds in full enjoyment of all the sleep
that was owing to them.

Midnight came and went; timo after time
the school chimes beat out the passing hours
of the m’ght—ona, two, three! till the
heroines of the Meteor were like s0 many
dummies in that dormitory. But when day-
light was elmost at hand, there went
through the whole dgreu building such a
sound as awakened even the heaviest
sloepers.

Cr-r-rash |
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What was it—that noise?

Tn the Fourth Dormitory, as in every
other sleeping apartment of the great
echool, the startling commotion had hardly
died away before there was a babel of
excited cries,

“I say—that noise—"

“Yes, what was it? Oh!>

“Hark!"”

“All’s quiet now; but—""

“Bai Jove, geals, are we on the wocks,
or_what?”

Paula, it seems, had been roused out of
dreams in which sha felt hersell to be back
on board the Meteor.

“X heard a cwash, geals. My gwacious,
I— Why, bai Jove, this is the echoel I

“Yes, duffer; and that was burglars, I
know!” came from Polly Linton, one of
the first to_scramble out of bed and into
some day clothes. “Batty!"

“What 2 dark night!”" Betty spoko up,
amidst all the turmoil caused by a scove or

so of girls all dressing quickly. “What’s
the time, does anyone know ?”
“Geiting on for morning,” answered

Madge, who had taken her illuminated
wrist-watch from under a pillow.
“Who's going down to sce?” appealed
Polly, the reckless. “I'm game!”
*And T—and I!” was the excited chorus
that filled the groping dark room.
* Light—light I” suggestod
“IWho's got an electric torch?
somcone has|”
“Audrey has,”

Betty.
Surcly

LU ggosted Tess Tre

lawney. “Audrey!
“No, I baven’t!” sang out Audrey irri-
tably.

“Why, I thought you always brought
that swagger electric torch up to bed
with you?” someone said.

“Well, I didn't last night,” was the
impatient answer, “I—I've lost it! I
mean—" -

At that instant one of the giils struck
a match, and its feeble light would have
shown Audrey biting her lip if anyone had
had time to give a glance to that girl.
The cne thought, however, was to investi-
ate the cause of that strange commotion
downstairs. .

_Out of the dormitory teemed the startled
girls to mingle with the equally startled
members of other Forms as they got to
tho stairs. It was a complete turn-out of
+ho whole school, attended with the flicker-
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ing of badly-held candles, and a wild con-
fusion of talk.

“ Gently—gently ! pleaded Ethel Court-
way, the head girl of the school, rising to
the occasion. “Ii was only some stray
cat in the house, I dare say!"

And Miss Somerfield and her colleagues
wero just as eager to advance simple ex-
planaiions of the disturbance, so as o
allay the girls’ excitement. :

All the same it ended in a general
advance down the great staircase of the
house, the mistresses going first, flashing
electric torches in all dircctions,

othing !

Closely the ground fioor of the school
house was hunted throngh, and every-
thing scemed to bo in order. Miss Somer-
ficld insisted, more than once, upon -dead
silence, so that she might listen for any
sound made by a midnight intruder; but
when all the babel of talk was held in
check there was absolutely not a sound.

“We shall find out what it was in the

morning, that’s all,” Miss Somerfield said
at last. “Back to bed now, girls, and
5i°"‘.'i let the upset keep you awake talk-
ing.
o they all turned to the right-about,
and a straggling return to tho dormitories
set_in. The chums of the Fourth Form
had kept together all the time, and when
Detty, for one, took it into her head to
scout along the Fourth Form corridor, the
others followed.

As a rule all the study doors were left
closed at night, but ono was ajar now.
‘Without noticing whoso study it was, Betty
peeped inside, and then—

“Hallo!” sho shouted. *I' say—oh!"

“ What—what 7"

“Someone’s been in here! Quick!"”
Detty cried excitedly. “Tell the rest! The
place is upside down. There’s & revolving

ook-case been knocked clean over, books
and all!”

“Then that was the crash!” guessed

Polly, “My word, it's Audrey's study!
Audrey ! 5 .

“8o it is! Audrey’s den!" other girls
exclaimed. ‘How strange! Where is
Audrey 17

She was, in_fact, close at hand in the
corridor, and it was rather surprising that

she had not come rushing forward when:
tho first outery went up. The whole
school, mistresscs and scholars alike,
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to make the dash out of doors possible.
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wanted to get to the study, but Audrey,
she hardly knew what to do, epparently.
Lucky for her that the wavering light of

candles and torches was a tricky one, or
tho pallor and_dismay in_her face would
have been noticed instantly.

Betty, having stepped right into, the
study, was drnwini up the window blind
to peer out upon the might-bound grounds.
It had oceurred to her that the mysterious
visitant might bo glimpsed—and now she
gave a violent start.

“What now, Dotty?”
cagerly. “You have secen

“Yes, someone! Oh, there he goes—no,
it's a woman! Look, look! Just faney!
A woman "

“Oh, after her—after hor!”

That was Polly, the madeap!

She flashed about, and in another instant
she had simply cleft a way for herself
through the crowd thronging the corridor
and was pelting on to the stairs.

panted Poily

GHAPTER 120.
Flight and Pursuit,
L OME back, come back, Polly!”
C Agnin and again, the short

gpace of four or i onds, that

appezl was voiced by Miss
field and others who fell respon;
all the scholars’ safety. But Polly
stop.
T was not that she was flouting authority,
In her characteristic eagerness to give
chaso to the mysterious woman, she simply
did not hear those warning ecries.

Down through the dark schocl house she
raced, and tugged back the bolts of a side-
door. And then suddenly, %ust as sho was
ready io dash on out in the night-bound
grounds, she found Bebty and Madge
catching her up.

“Tt’s no use-I'm going!” she panted,
thinking they had come to fetch her back,

“Weo are going, tooi” was the breath.
less answer from tho two other girls, “It’s
a woman—wo three can easily tackle a
woman |”

Had they hesitated for a moment, they
would have found that almost the whale
school was trooping down to join in ihe
chase. But the_three were off there and
then, with sufficient day-clothes upon them
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Their shoes were only light oncs, but, as
Pai}}y was thinking, as long as they “stuck
on,” that was good enouglh.

“Now, which way, Deity; you saw

her!”
The ex-captain answered by heading
along & hnrg. dry path that skirted the
housc walls, and then plunging off into
the winding walks of a shrubbery.

“All I know is,” sho panted, *tho
woman wes getting away as fast as sho
could. If she prowled around for a way
into the school grounds, I cxpect she found
that gap in the hedge where—"

“Look, there she goes!™

Polly was shouting the thrilling news as
sho pelted on faster than ever. Out here
in the open the very first glimmerings ok
the dawn had crept on, and Betty and
Madge thought that they, too, had
glimpsed & ghostly figure mioving rapidly
straight ahead of them.

8o, with gathered breath and a roused
sFirib, they all three dashed on. The
shrubbery was left behind, and now it was
a raco meross open ground, with the fugi-
tive elearly in view, Perhaps the girls’
eyes were growing accustomed to the dawn
light; be that as it may, they had fho
woman ip full sight now—a very giant
of a woman, they thought her, or was it
that the gloom enlarged her appearance.
as a bad light often does mako distant
objects seem bigger than they are?

Now sho was making a straight dash
for it across the playing field to tho
boundary hedge. Faster, faster tere on tho
girls, mever locking back, or ihey would
have scen the reinforcoments that wero
coming on. Miss Somerfield, two or three
of tho semior girls, Miss Redgmve, wnd
thon dozens of exeited scholars—they had
burst from the house and were also giving
chase,

But Belty and her iwo chums had teken
the lead and they kept it

“She shan't—she shan’t give us the
slip!” vowed Betty, sprinting along eren
faster than -ever. “Whe is she, though?

Why-—' A

T?m breathless girl did not fnish tho
question, nor did her excited companions
respond. Thoy were sure they wero slowly
overtaking the fugitive, and this wes not
the time to talk.

And now the mysterious womas wes but
twenty paces from the privet hefom  he
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was runuing with steps as silent as they
were ficet, and so Betty and her chums
plainly heard a significant sound as they
tore on in pursuit.

It was the sound of the hedge being
rustled violently, before the woman had
reached it.

“Then there's someone else
with—someono  waiting!”  jerked
Betly. *“Nover mind; go for herl”

“Got her!”

Thus eaid Polly, as she caught up with
the woman and made a grab to_seize her.
The girl’s reaching hand gripped the fugi-
tive's fluttering cloak, and next instant
Betty and Madge had hold of her, too, and
a wild struggle to overpower her began,

Ere that moment was sped, however, a
“hand that was not the woman's Frnbbnd at
Polly Linton, then followed up this by seiz-
ing the girl and simply tearing her from the
woman,

It was the person who had been rustling

o hedge as a signal to the fugitive woman
where to make for in the darkness. All
three girls had a vague vision of him—for it
was & man, a big fellow with a bearded
face. TheY saw bim for an instant, heard
him urge the woman hoarsely : *Come on!”
and then he went crashing through the weak
part in the hedge, making it casy for the
woman to follow him through,

Tor a sccond or so the furious rustling
of the hedgo continucd, then the mysterious
couple were dashing away, with Betty,
Polly, Madge—aye, and filty other girls
besides--ready to go on with the desperate
chase, only there came a commanding cry
from Miss Somerfield

“Stop, stop, I cannot allow it!" was the
headmistress’ firm word to the excited mob
of girls. “The risk is too great! We don’t
know who they are, or low many mora
thore may be!”

But one girl who heard those words could
havo said with certainty who the desperate
couple were.,

She pretended to be as puzzled as the
rest, but only too well Audrey Blain know
that it was the man Pallant” and his wife

to reckon
out

“who had broken into the school to-night.

And she knew that her study in the school
no longer held what had been hidden there,
as soon as she got back from the cave!

That case of J}reciou.! jewels—she had
made up her mind to retain it. Apart from
being too terrified to speak out about all
that she knew, she had been tempted to
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treasure the jewels, because they were sc
lovely, Bit they had been taken away by
the very couple” who had bestowed them,
and she would never see them again!

So she was thinking, ruefully, and she
Was In error.

Audroy was to sce that case of jewcls
again—under what dramatic conditions will
soon be disclosed |

CHAPTER 21.
Audrey is in This. *

FTER breakfast next morning there

A was o rush for the daily papers,

which never reached the school unti!
about half-past eight o'clock.

All Morcove wanted to see what sort ol
a story the Press had to tell about  the
strange case of the Meteor, and Betty &
Co.'s part in it.

In the next minute or two some of those
newspapers were almost torn to pieces, as
cach one had to do service for some half-
dozen girls, all impatient to get hold of it.

Betty & Co. had the luck to sccure a
picture paper to themselves, and they were
all putting their heads together over it in
the school library when—

“Oh, help!” yelled Polly.
this 7

Then there was a sort of dismal groan
from Paula.

“My gwacious! Oh, deah,
dweadful

Betty began to laugh.  So did Madge
and Tess and the rest of them. Only Paula,
with her horrified eyes glued to a certain
news-picture on the middle shect, remained
utterly aghast,

“Downwight disgwacefull'” she wailed.

“8o I should think, dear!” chuckled Polly,
sceing & fine chance to tease. “Just fancy
a girl like you not knowing better than to
get your photograph phit in a daily paper!”

“Polly deah, you are aweah I—[-—"

“Look at yourself!” teased Polly.” “Put-
ting your head out of that car-window, to
return thanks to all the crowd for checring
you! Oh, Paula—7"

“No, Polly! I—weally, I pwotest! T
must wemark that I did not——"

“Iow could the photograph have beer
taken if you weren't there, doing what the
picture shows you to be doingt’" demanded
merciless Polly. ** Vanpity, Paula—vanity 1*

“What's

this s
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“I'm surprised at you,” chimed in Tess.
‘.{Th(.'.ro 15 a mistake,” weiled Paula.

“There
“That is
tainly, it
G

“Polly—n

*0Or, again, anybody might mistake the
portrait for that of a prize potato-—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You geals, look hero—"

“I'm looking at your pretty photo-
graph,” said i’olly sweetly. *“So very
clmrnlinf, so modest! You don’t really
squint like that, we know, dear; tho
camera moved, T suppose, ut—""

“Dwop it! Bo gquict!” shrilled Paula
dismally. “Tecah the wetched thing up!™

“Perish the thought!” grinned Polly.
Then she flung an arm about the aristo-
crat’s neck, and hungged her.

“It’'s all right, Paula; we must tease
you sometimes!”

“Sometimes, bai Jove!” sighed Paula;
but the amiable smile was already return-
ing to her preity face. *“I'm teased fwom
morning to night, bai Jove! I'm dwiven
cwazy with your feasing!”

“But you don’t mind it!
you_rather like it1"

“Yes, wather—I mean—oh, weal 1"
Paula shrugged resignedly.

“Jolly mominf;l Let’s have one runm
round before closses!” Betty proposed,
starting off as she spoke. ' As far as wo
chased that woman last night, and back
again, Polly!”

It was no use expecting Paula to ' join
in the run; she was not given to violent
excrcise after breakfast! Bub Polly fell
in with the idea eagerly, thinking it
nothing to gallop off with Betty and at
the same time keep up & gabble of talk.

“1 wonder if Mr. and Mrs. Trelawney
will come over to tho school to-day?” she
remarked, as they started off. “I should
think Mrs. Trelawney will, although her
husband may be kept busy with the polica
in Barncombe. say———"

“Well 1" from Betty.

“Do you think that the thieves who
took the jewels are hiding jn the neigh-
bourhood, Betty ? That couple we saw last
night—they may have been two of them,
you know{”

“Yes, breaking into the school for fooct

is no mistake,” insisied Polly.
your face, right enough. Cer-
does look like a carved turnip

You know
And
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—ch?” agreed Betty.
should 1
“0
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“Though why they

raid one of the studies 2
, the woman only took refuge in
that study of Audrey’s, surely!” threw
out Polly. “She made a row downstairs
that roused the whole house, and—-"

“Whoa, steady! That theory won't
work at all, Polly,” her chum said, giving
up the run so that they could argue the
thing eut. “It is known ibis morning
that that woman got into the house by a
ground-floor window, Perhaps the man
who was with her opened it for her. Now
then, think; there was only one crash,
and that must have been the revolving
bookstand going over in Audrey’s den.

“Why, yes,” agreed Polly. “In that
case the woman was in Audrey’s den before
ever the alarm went up! But how curious.
\‘\'hy ever should ‘& burglar ransack
Audrey’s or any other gitl's study?”

Betty did not answer, She hed hardly
aid any heed to her chum’s puzzled eory,
or all et once her whole attention had
become fixed upon somcthing she had
glimpsed beside the path.
. The two girls had dropped fo a walk-
ing pace just as they got clear of ihe
shrubbery, and were going along the last
bit of path on to tho epcn pleying-field.
Thero were clumps of {)nshcs ieru and
there, arranged in ornamenial groups,
and it was something that Betty had
caught sight of, lying on the ground in
the heart of one laurcl clump, that made
her stop dead.

“Look! What's that?”
suppressed oxcitement.

Then Polly, sending her gaze in the
same direction as Betly's, gave a whistle.

“ Phow—ew! Why, Belty, it's a—it's a
—jowel case!”

And she was right!

Rushing in amongst the folisge of the
laurels, Lﬁc two chums czught up their find
in a twinkling. Another momeni, and the?
had thrown open the lid of the small,
Jeather-bound case, and a blae of rich
jewels simply dazzled them! .

“8ome of the stolen trinkets!” Betty ex-
claimed at once. “‘Why, Mrs, Trelavney
actually showed wus theso very ememlds,
on the yacht, before the robbery took place.
Besides—""

“Yes, they are part of
treasures,” Polly - broke in,

she said, with

the stolen
breathing
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quickly. “But—great
they come to be hero?

Then Betty’s face showed that a light had
flashed upon her mind.

“Don’t you see?” she answered in a
whisper. “That woman, last night—she
was running off in this direction. She had
the. jewel-case with her! She—"

“Threw it amongst the bushes when she
thought she was going to get caught! Yes,
I see!” Polly rushed on excitedly. “But

w did she come to have the jewel-case
with her?”

Betty made a response that left her chum
with mouth agape.

“Supposing,” said Befty very softly,
“supposing that the woman got the jewel-
case from Audrey’s study? Supposing that
the woman knew it was there, and that was
why the house was entered last night—what
then, Polly 1"

The madeap of Morcove looked just as
shrewd and serious as the ex-captain now.

“Come along!” she said simply. “We
will just ask Audrey what it all meansl”

"goodﬂass, how do

CHAPTER 22.
Polly’s Ultimatum.

N Study No. 8, Audrey Blain was
I getting her things together for
morning’s classes, when her door
tapped, and then Betty Barton

Polly Linton came in.
“Hallo!” Audrey greeted them demurely.
“I sce the newspapers have a lot to say
about your adventures on the Me——"

“Never mind the newspapers now,”
Betty said, shutting the door behind her.

just
the
was
and

“Polly and I want a word with you,
Audrey!” i
“But the time—"

“It’'s all right; we asked Miss Massing-
ham if we three could bo excused until
break, and she gavo permission. Audrey—
look at this!”

And with the word Betty held out the
jewel-case, which sho had ~been keeping
behind her back up till now.

Audrey recoiled as if struck a blow in
the face. BShe went deathly pale; her
hands, hanging loosely, suddenly began to
pluck nervously at¢ her. skirt.
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“Why, that must be—one of the jowel-
faacs!” she faltered in cffected surprise at
ast,

“You know perfectly well that it is part
of the Meteor robbery,” Boity said, keep-
ing her eyes upon the flustered captain of
the Form. “You could say exactly what
sort of jewellery is inside this case—because
Lh‘e 1<\:‘male was in your possession last night!”

‘No "

“ Audrey, that won’t do!"” Dotty said
gravely. “Polly and I know too much.
Last night the school house was entered
by a woman, who was helped by her hus-
vand. Tt is obvious that they are two of
the Metcor robbers, and that they broke
into the school to get hold of cne particular
object—this| 7

““The woman ransacked your den, here!”
Polly took up the accusation in a steady
voice. *That means that she knew that
you had got hold of the jewel-case; she
even knew the number of your study, it
appears] She found the case, and only
threw it away when she was hard pressed
by our pursuitl”

“8Ho0,” DBetty resumed, still looking
Audrey straight in the eyes, “you must,
please, tell us how you came to bo in
possession of part of the loot from the
Maeteor ™

“I—oh, I can’t tell you! No!”

“Then you will have io tell Miss Somet-
field,” was the blunt rejoinder. * Of course,
Polly and I have got to take this jewel-
case to the headmistress, because it is part
of the proceeds of the robbery. She will
want to know where we found it.”

Audrey turned aside with a great lift and
fall of the shoulders. She passed & hand
across her forehead as if feeling. utterly
distraught.

“Wae hate involving anothet girl in trouble
and disgrace,” Beity went on in an even
tons. “Polly and I—we would prefer ta
hand over the case, say we found it in
the shrubbery, and leave Miss Somerfield
to infer that the woman did mnot get it
from your study at all, but had it on her
when she broke in last night.”

“But,” said Polly, with more sternness
than Betty was showing, “I have a certain
feeling in this matter tilat. Betty may not
be sharing. I feel, Audrey. that it is not



“THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN” LIBRARY

good enough for the Form to have a cap-
tain who——""

“Oh, don’t bother about that, now!”
Betty broke in hastily. *“I don’t want to
appear anxious to——"

“No, I know you don’t, dear,” said Polly.
“But I'm in a different position to you.
As an ordin:\rir member of the Form, I
don’t feel like letting the captaincy remain
in the hands of Audrey Blain. ou hear
me, Audrey?”

That girl, her pretty face all mottled with
red and white, had no answer to make.

“Tf you can account in a satisfactory way
for how you got hold of that jewel-case,
and fnilc(f to give it up, then, of course,
it’s all right,” Polly went on. “Can you
do that, Audrey—can you?”

“I—I found it—by chancel” the shame-
stricken. girl faltered at last. “That's all
I can say!"”

“ But you knew that it was something that
should be handed at once to the head-
misiress!” Polly insisted. “And yet you
stuck to it! Audrey, it is enocugh to get
you. expelled!”

The culprit winced. Only too well she
knew that Polly was not exaggerating,

“Well, anyway,” said Betty quietly,
“Polly and I are not going to be the means
of getting you expelled. Wo shall have
to take the jewels to Miss Somerficld, and
do our best to screen you. I suppose you
found this odd case, which the thicves must
have dropped somewhere, and you iwera
tempted to keep it. You— Well, Polly 1”

“I am not going to let the Form. have
a captain who——""

But Betty struck in:

“Don’t talk like that, Pelly. It sounds
like driving a bargein, and thet makes me
feel uncomfortable!™

“Y am pgoing to drive a bargain!” was
Polly’s downright answer. “It is & per-
fectly fair one, and, as a girl with the
good of the Form to think of, I am entitled
to db it. Audrey, you will sit down and
write oub yaur resignation of the captaincy
at oncel™

Whilst Audrey was regarding Polly with
an at-bay sorb of look, Betty turned to the
door and opened it.

“(Coma along, Polly. Please—"

“No, you wait outside if you wish, Betty!
This girl doesn’t seem to understand that
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I mean what I say. Audrey, you will write
out your resignation, or I’,’ for one, shall
not scrcen you; Betty feels she must,
because she hates to appear as if she were
using this affair as a means of getting back
tho captainey. I'm diffevent. So, what's i6
to be?”
Betty had gone. Left to themselves, the
two girls were facing each other—Polly,
with the resolute air that could come upon
her at times, for all that sho was the re-
uted madcap of the Form; and Audrey,
D?(k{}l;g“d?l‘lvcn to desperation by her plight,
ell 7*

“It's not fair!’ burst out Audrey fiercely.
“I couldn't help finding tho jewel-casel
I'm not free to say how I came by it
Polly, that's the position, it is indeed! I'm
not at liberty to say——"

“Which mcans, you did not come by the
jewels honestly. o, Audrey, you can't get
away from it. In sticking to tho jewel-
caso you became no better than a confeder-
ate_of those thicves, And I'm not going
to let you retain the captaincy.”

On her way to the door, Polly paused to
g2y one ward more.

“Think it over, Audrey! Detter to resign
the captaincy, surely, than havo Miss Somer-
field expel you sltogether!” .

Then she was gone. She found DBelty
waiting for her outside, and together they
wont at once to Miss Somerfield, in her
private room downstairs,

As for Audrey, she stood alone in her
study, strickek with dismay.

Must she really give in to Iolly to that
extent? Resign the captaincy—the queenly

sition that had been so flatterng to her
ove of pomp and power! Oh, maddening .
to have to give it up! The humiliation, too,
for her, Audrey Blain, to havo to submit
to the dictates of a mere Polly Lintonl

And yet—what else could one do?

There was no hope of being saved by
bluster. She had tried it on Pollr just
now, and it had been no use. Polly had
summed up the whole thing crisply when
she said: * You did not come by the jewels
honestly!”

“No better than a thief I

1t was Polly’s view of the case, and that
thowed how right Polly was in demanding
that rome other girl should bave the cap-
taincy—not a girl whose intentior had been
to keep quict about a find of stden jevels!
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On the table Audrey saw o sheet of writ-
ing paper spread out upen the pad, and a
pen beside i, Bitterly she realised that

writing out a dignilisd notice which she
would sign as “Audrey Biein, Captain,
Fourth Form.” And now——

‘Was that same sheet of paper to be put
to quite another use? There seemed no liel
for Instead of a notice that was_so muc
airing of authority—her formal resignation]

She clenched her hands, raging inw nrdlmj
at the way she had been “bowled out.”
The captaincy! She had never intended to
yield it up, but bad meant to retain it by
fair meaus or foul. But now—

With & bitter ai%h she sank into a chair,
and how long she had remained in a droop-
ing stete of utter dejection she did not
know, when the door opened and Polly camo
in, Only l‘oll; this time.

“ Audrey—""

“Well, what 1

“I have come to tell you,”" Polly said,
easting a glanco at the blank shect of papor
on the blotting-pad, “we havo handed in
the jewcl-ease. Mrs. Trelawney was with
Miss Somerfield, and they were both too
overjoyed at first to ask awkward ques-
tions."”

Audrey sprang up.

“You mean—""

“It does not look as if they are going
to imagine that you could ever have been
in possession of the jewels. They think that
the woman last night was carrying the case
about with her all the time, because it was
her share of the loot. Mrs, Trelawnoy sug-
gosts that the woman got into the housc
to get hold of food, and only went upstairs
to find some upper window from which, per-
haps, a signal could be given.””

“Then I--I'm not to be questioned!”

udrey burst out, unable to disguise her
wild relief, “I shall not be sent for?"

“Not unless you refuso to write out what
I said!” was Polly’s inflexible answer, “If
you do refuse, Audecy, then T shall back
to the headmistress’ study and put her on
the right track. I've screencd you up to
now, the same as Betty has. Dut I'm not
going to screen you unless you resign.”

“You—you-—""

“8it down now, Audrey,
sco you write it.*”

There was a moment or 5o whilst a battle

I'll wait and

of looks raged between the two girls. Then,
with tight-set lips and cyes full of helpless
fury, Audrey Blain walked to the table, sat
down, and took up the pen.

Polly stood by, watching.

The fateful note completed, Audrey
blotted it, then jumped to her feet. She
tovk the sheet of paper in her hand, and
marched to the door, her lovely face as
whito as a lily, -

“Very welll” sho paused to say, on her
way out of the room. “This notice is going
on the board at once. You’ve held the whip-
hand to-day, Polly, and you've let me fecl
it. But the time may come when I shall
have a chance to get my own back, and then
—look out, that's alll”

And the door closed behind her with a
violent slam,

Tr 1 was the ion amongst
the gitls of the Fourth Form, when they
eame out of the cldss-room, at break, and
saw that absolutely unexpected announce-
ment on the board.

Audrey had resigned!

Audrey, the emptain, who had simply
glorificd in the position, as everybody
knew, had suddenly given it up.

“It's a gweat welicf, bai Jove—that’s my
opinion!” Paula said, lolling back in ihe
chair. “But what evah made her do it?
All the geals are usking. Audwey won't
say. She pwefers to hold her tongue!”

A very dry sort of laugh <ame from

0

v
“Audrey knows how to hold her tongue!”
she remarked, with o wink at Beity. “And

so do I—when it's a bargain!'’

CHAPTER 23.
Oh, What a Surprise!

& HILS'T thero is just & moment's

\g/ peaco and quietness,” said Betty

DBarton, sitting at her table in

Stndy Ne. 12 at Morcove Schoaol,

“I'll get this letter off to my people al
home.”

She must have intended the remark for
I'zuln  Creel, beeause that aristocratic
young lady was'the enly other occupant of
the den at present.

But Paula made no answer. She was
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lolling back in her favourite armchair, and
her eyes were closed.

“Peace and quictness—we don’t get much
of it, do we, Paula darling?” Betty mur-
mured on, gumming down the envelope.
“Naw for @ stamp, if I've got onel”

Sho pulled open a table drawer and
hegan to rummage about.

“When Polly is out of tho roam for five
minutes, tho old den is as quiet as a cathe-
dral, isn't it, Paula darling 3"

“Br—— Bai Jove! Betty deabh, were you
addwessing & wemark to me?” Paula sud-
dently exclaimed, stariing out of a doze.
I beg your pardon!”

“Oh, don’t mention it,
saying—"

“Jt is o womarkable thing, but twue,”
said Paula Croel, in her most amiable tone.
“I can always wepose more comfowtably
jn this study, bai Jove, than in my own.
I have fwoquently wemarked, Betty denh,
there is a special pwoperty about this par-
ticular cheah that wenders it conducive to
wepose. Yes, wathah 1™

“Qh, Paula dear, the specches you
make 1 laughed Betty, thumping the stamp
on her letter. “You ought to stand for
Parliament when you grow up.”

“T am afwaid I would not be stwun%
enough,” sighed Paula. “It takes mo al
my time to keep up my stwength, Detty
dear. I weally have not yot wecovered
from the tewwiblo pwivations wo suffered
on board the Metcor.,”

Poula shook up a cushion.

“You wemcmber, Betty deah, we were
adwift in tho gale, and tho waves were
wouzh, herribly wongh!| Howevah—"

“Hark !” cut in Betty, looking towards
the door. “I fancy that is Polly’s fairy
foolstep. 8o good-byo to all hops of
another enooze, Paula. When Polly is—
Oh, Polly darling, whatever have you got
thero?"

dear! I was only

“Hextry! All _the nocs!  Hextry
speshul 1" bawled Polly Linton, the mad-

cap of the school, as she came thumping
into the study.

She held a newspaper plicard apren-
wise, and with a hand at her check, went
on bawling :

“All the Iatest!

Foxtry 1"
“Haow fwivolons you are!” Paula re-

'Ere y'are lidies!

OWN*” LIBRARY it

buked the madeap, sitting bolt upright to
stare at Polly as an imitation newsboy.
“Weally, Polly1”
“Latost about the great jewel robbery!
Hextry! Great reward offered! Hextry I
So Pcl]ﬂobawlcd, and indeed the placard
actually re these startling wordsy

MISSING JEWELS,
£1,000 REWARD/|

“I say, where did you get the placard
from?"” laughed Betty. “And hLave you
got a copy of the paper? That's the
point 1"

“Sorry, sold out1” chuckled Polly. “As
for the placard, Mr. Trelawney let me
havo it because I said I could have & lark

with it. Look, though, there's the news
right enough! Onp thousand pounds re-
ward 1"

“Yes, wather! Bai Jove—""

“Mr. Trelawney himself offers that, of
course!” conjectured Betty. *“They were
his wile’s jewels that were stolen from
tho Metcor, by all the crew—"

“Yes, wathor, tho wascals!” chimed in
Poaula. “The wetches deserted the vessel
in mid-ocean, bai Jove, and wo geals——

“Not exactly in mid-ocean, Paula dear,”
corrected Detty, “We wera only a few
miles out at sea, you know1”

“The sca_was wough, anyhow, howwibly
wough, I havo a distinct’ wecollection of
twying to stand stwaight, and of sitting
down evewywhere, bai Jove. Howevah,
aro you geals goixz out this afternoon 1™

“YWhen you are ready, yes,” said Detty
serencly, *“The others will be waiting for
us, that's certain, Pzula.”

“In two ticks, pwecisely, 1 shall be
weady1” the arvistocrat of the Form de-
clared, mincing to the door; and she passed
out, whilst Polly, in some sudden access of
high spirits, suddenly flung her arms about
Betty's neck and hugged her.

“What's this for?” laughed Detty.

“QOh, I dunne! Except that it is so

jolly,
Betty éoar,_ your being captain agnin,"] :

“(ieals, pway excuse this intwusion on .

niy part, but—" seid Pauala, putting her
head in at tho door.

“Oh1” shouted Polly, hopping off the

table. “Paula, if you dont hurty up, we'll
go without you!”
“Pway be weasonable’”

pleadod the
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affable Paula, “I mercly wish to make
a most gwatifying announcement. Mi:ss
Wedgwave is convinced that it will not rain
this aftornoon.”

“Paula, dear, do hurry—"

“Or if it does wain, it will only be an
Apwil shower,” Paula went on, in he
fatuous way. “Theahfore, geals, there is
no gweat wisk, is theve?”

“There’s a risk of my coming for you
with this hockey-stick |” Polly said grimly,
brapdishiug the weapon in question. “Hop
it s

L

Paula was much too ladylike to do such
a thing as that. But she minced off again,
which amounted to the same thing, and
this time she really did set about getting
her outdoor thinga on.

They all started away at last, guitting
the school grounds by a side gateway,
because they wished to get out on to the
rolling moorland without loss of time.

A nice varied company of good chums
they made, too, a3 they roamed off. All
were in high spirits, but none was really
s0 boisterons as their famous madeap
Polly. She, as usual, was the life and
soul of the parly, just as Paula Creel,
with her bandboxy appearance, was the

utt.

It was a windy afternoon, with lumpy
clouds coming up every now and then to
blot out the warm spring sunshine, When
the sun was shining, Paula frequently
expressed a fear that it was strong enough
to cause “fweckles.” When the sun went
in she was afraid it was going to “wain”

Nor were the girls to be without a taste
of the weather’s capriciousness during their
afternoon ramble.  All at once two or
three blobs of dark clond merged into one,
and the wild moorland darkened, causing
even carcless Polly to join with a will in
the race for shelter. .

They could even see a downward smear

- in_the cloudy sky, telling of the squall of
rain that was coming their way; and they
thought themselves lucky at having a really
good shelter to make for.

It was a tumbledown sort of eattle-shelter
that Betty & Co. came racing up to, just
as the first drops of rain were pelting down,
Although it was all bushy moorland round
about this district, cattle were often turned
out to pick up a living from what pgrass
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there was, and the lonely shed was thera
in case they ever needed to be reunded up.

For the first minuie or so after the chums
got under cover, tl.ey stood just inside the
wide doorway watching, the heavy down-
pour. Then they began to examine the
shed’s interior, making grimaces when they
found that it offered no kind of resting-
place. The floor of caked earth was strewn
W;i]t'h dry bracken for litter, and that was
all.

But there was a big loft overhead with
a4 makeshift ladder leading up to it, and
it was not long before Polly, of course, had *
to start exploring.

Climbing that home-made ladder with
its wide apart rungs was just the sort of
acrobatic performance that the madcap of
Morcove might be expected to revel in.

“Naow, Polly deah!” Paula said, in some
alarm_for her chum’s safety. “Do take
care, Polly, or you'll come a cwopper!”

“It’s great fun!” was the chuckling
answer. “And there’s all clean, -dry
bracken up there, I ex?ect. so I shall just
make a nest for myself amd curl up. Tl
let you know what it's like, you girls,"
sho added, still working her way up the
steep ladder.

In a few moments her head and shoulders
had risen above the level of the loft floor
and she was peering around. Wo startled
cry came from her at what she saw, but
it would be true to say that she almost
fell off the ladder in her sudden great
surprise.

In round-eyed amazement she stared for .
a second or so; then she started to climb
down the ladder in a very subdued manner.

The storm of rain was still lashing across
the gloomy moor, and her chums were in .
the shed doorway watching the deluge.
Polly came close to Betty Barton, nudged
her, then whispered:

“Betty, don't look up and don’t speak
loudly. There are twe people up there in
the loft—a man and a woman.” |

“Well, what about it?” Betty answered,
not in the least amazed. “They are some
man and wife belonging to a moorland
farm, 1 suppose, often sce people of
that sort—-"" q

“Botty,” Polly broke out in a deoper
whisper than ever, “the couple I have seen
are two of the robbers from the Metecyr!"!
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CHAPTER 2¢.
The Robhers’ Lair,
ETTY looked amazed enough now.

B ou—you don’t mean it, Polly?
Two of the erew—"

“Y'm positive! You remember that
man Pallant, and hi: wife who was a
stewardess?  They're ‘here—up there!”
Polly insisted, jerking a thumb towards
the {oft.

: Such secret whisperings had not gone
unnoticed by the m!\er irls. They would
have left off all their jnﬁmg and laughing,
only Polly made signs to them to keep tho
talking ‘going. At the same time she passed
the ‘astounding news around in the faintest
of whispers.

“Up there in the loft—two of the Meteor
robbers—hiding 1"

e girls were staggered. Paula looked
ready to swoon with horraor. There was a
moment when all the ordinary talk was
in great danger of breaking down, thus
giving 2 hint to the hidden couple that
they had mnot only beon scen but that
their identity was known. But Betty and
Polly kept some sort of chatter going, and
then the others resumed the genaraf tall.
i “The rain is almost over now,” Polly
said gaily. “Give it another minute, and
ihen we might start back for the school.”

“Why, yes, the sun will be shining again
in a jifty—"

“And we'll see a rainbow—"

“Yes, wathah! What a welief, geals!”

Buch remarks as these flew around, whilst
the girls were exchanging the most eloguent
winks and  gestires.  Presently Polly
noisily ran out into the opern to see if the
rain had quite stopped.

“Almost,” she called out. “Oh, look—
come and look! There's the rainbow!”
. By such an artful artifice did wily Polly
get her chums to quit the shed in the most
innocent way.
! A fow paces from ‘the doorway they
bunched together, pretending to tatch the
rainbow; and now some thrilling talk
went on in whispers,

Y i

“Well, Polly

“My idea is thisz. We must Jlead tho
couplo to think wo've all gone off, whilst
all the time two of w. will stay hehind.”

. “Yes, wathah!"”
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“To listen, sco? They are bound to talk
when they think they are alone,” TPaolly
whispered on excitedly. “They know thab.
one of us saw them, because they were only
Iying down and pretending to be asleep,
T'm sure!™

“But supposing—-—""

_ “Polly’s right,” Madge urged approv-
ingly. “Tf we go off talking just as usual,
they won't know that two of us have stayed
behind.”

T stay with Polly,” Betty suggested.
“Ts that all right # Y e

Eagerly the girls assented; and next
moment they went back to the shed, “just
to make sure that they had left nothing
behind,” as two or three of them remarked
out loud.

“Hooray, here’s the sun out again, so
come on!” Tess Trelawney cried $nily,
making o rush into the open. *Who's for
a race home?”

“Oh, if it's a race you want—""
shouted Trixie, darting away, and, with
similar crics to that, the others pelted aftor
her—all save Betty and Polly.

Those two, left behind just outside the
shed, nipped round to the {mck«: it with-
out making a sound. And then they
listoned, holding their breath in suspense.

For as long as the laughter and mirthiul
eries of the departing girls could still bo
heard, there was dead silence inside the
shed. Dut at last Betty and Polly heard thoe
rusile of dry litter up in tho loft, and then
a man’s voice spoke quite audibly:

“They’ve gone, Meg!”

“All of ’em, Luke—you're sure:™

“Ay! They wore only sheltering from
that shower o' fain. And oung imp
of mischicf that climbed up and saw us—
she only fook us for a couplo of tramps,
that’s eertain.”

Polly yave Betty a nudge, and grinned.

“All the same, Luke,” tho girls heaxd
the woman say in an uncasy tone, ‘‘it's
the sort of thing that shouldn’t_have hap-
pened,”

The man said again:

It's taught me a Jesson, this,
wo struck this forsaken sort of
place, right in the middle of the moor, T
did think we could hide safely enough. But
we must do betler, scemingly, Meg—"

“Well, Luko 17

But the man was_cvidently pondering the
situstion, end would have nething to sy
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until he had mado his decision. The schoo]-
Fiﬂa heard the bracken rustle agein, as if
e wore crawling back to a corner of the
loft, after having spied down from the top
of the ladder.

“There's so much of the loot to be got
away,” he muttered at last, “or we might
have been at the other end of the kingdom
by this timo. Meg, we'll have to get the
ptuff out of that i:iﬂing~ lace after dark
and simply lump the jewa?s into one bag,
leaving the cases behind.”

“Why not lcave the stuff where it is for
the present, Luke, and go away just as we
arc without it 17

“No,” ho answered glumly; “that won't
do at all. If I-go, the jewels go with me.
We might get away, and not be able to
venture back to this district, and supposing
some of the others who were in the coup
como nesing around 17

In a moody tone that showed he was
yecognising a very ugly factor in the case,
he continued :

“That's what we are up against, Meg.
Tivery paid hand aboard tho Meteor was in
tho affair, and was promised a share. It's
coriain that they’ll bo sncaking back to this
part of the world to get in touch with you
and mo and have the share out.”

“They'll be, fools to bo in avy hurry,”
the woman said.

“They are fools,” her hushand rejoined
i “or they would never have left you
\o to have sole chargo of the stuffl”
All this time Betty and Polly, listening
ha back of the shed, were nudging cach
in tho most cxcited way, and ex-
wing meaning smiles and looks.
fter dark, then, Luke—"
. wo must wait for dark, that’s eer-
tnip,  But—say, cheut nine to-night—we'll
slip away from here, dig up the stuff, and
lomp it all together. ‘Then—why then”
{he men wound up stolidly, “we must just
L for all we're worth across country.”
nee foll after that. With breathless
crest the two schoolg waited and
listened for mnore of this ineriminating talk,
ome came, Fvidently the man ba
into a brooding stafe, and his wife,
vns an able ally in s0 many ways,
ke to pester him with suggestions,
nz moro the girls felt they would
thing to overhear—a thousand
=, ot lcast, for it was worth that to
o know it.” Where were tho jewels
1
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But no; it was a vital point about which
iho man and his wife had kept silent, and
the two schoolgirls were to wait and listen
in vain for any enlightening word.

“Tho only thing we can do now,” Betty
broke out eagerly, after she and her clium
had stolen awny from the back of the shed,
“is to have the couple followed when they
go to the hiding-place to-night.”

“Have them followed!” Polly exclaimed,
grimncing. “ Follow them oursclves, you
mean! Oh, Betty darling, have we girls
found out ull this to-day only to leavo the.
rest to the police? at a shame!”

“¥ou'd like to arrest the couple yourself,
would you ?” smiled Betty.

o Vchli, have o hand in the arrest, any-

how !

“Oh, we'll get & band in it; I think
that's our duo!” agrecd Betty, as keen for
adventure as Dolly or any other Morcove
scholar. “We'll sco what Miss Somerficld
says!” +

Meantime, they had to work round over
the moor to rejoin their chums, taking caro
all the time not to risk being seen by
Pallant and his wife, should cither tho man
or woman venture from the Iair,

Tortunately, the nature of the moorland
was all in favour of anybody's *going to
cover ” in case of need. That was why Luko
Pallant and his wife had kept to the moor
sinco they parted company with the rest of
the gang. 'The ground was not meroly un=
dulating, but full of little dips and hum-
mocks, and everrwhere there grew a tanigla
of brambles, clumps of gorse, and many a
stunted treo. :

8o, by dodging in and out amongst the
buahes, oud keeping to low.ground as much
as possible, Iﬁ-tt{ and Polly worked round
from behing the lonely cattle-shed, and then
seurricd on to entch up with their chums.
That the otkers were waiting for them not
far off was cortain. Madge, Paula, Tess,
Prixie—all wonld be yearning to know what:
had como nhont as the result of that artful
trick which had Leen played upon the
thieves.

Bef

o cver Detty and Polly bad caught
up with their ms, however, there was to
be another thrill for them.

Tor, suddenly, as they were going warily
through the tangle ef gorse and brambles,
they burst full ‘upon two -mcan who were
lying low there.
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The girls stopped, then backed away feel-

ing scared.  Yet the men scemed just as
frightened, too. Up they jumped, and
dashed away, crashing desperately through
tho low bushes to put themselves out of
sight of the youngsters.
" ‘8o, before cither Detty or Polly had
drawn breath aftor the first sheck of this
strenge encounter, they were nlone again.
In a stupefied manner they stared at cach
other.  Why—why should a couple of men
like that, even supposing they were utter
vagrants, bolt off in such haste?

Even if they were up to no good, why
should they be put to flight by a couple of
mere schoolgirls?

The answer came to Detty in a flash,
and she exclaimed exeitedly:

“Two more of them, Polly!
Bee—""

“Two more of the Meteor’s raseally erew
—come back to tho district to get their
share of the loot !"

“Qh, my word!” gasped Polly. “Yos,
vou are right. That's why they bolted—
for fear we should recognise thont!”

Betty stood on tiptee te peer around over
the tops of the low bushes. Nothing could
she sce of the twe fugitives, however. They
were lying low again.

Ta Polly, the obyious thing scemed to be
to go on egain, and rejoin the other girls;
but Betty hung back, aud by a sudden knit-
ting of her brows she showed that her brain
was working swiftly.

“Yes, I've pot it!” she exclaimed softly
at last.  *“Polly, say what you think of
this, ~We know that the man and his wife
ot the cattle-shed are hiding there, not only
to avoid the police. but to avoid the rest
of the gang.  So the twe men we saw Just
now—-"

“They are hunhting the meor for that
conple.  Oh, yos, that’s right enough!™
agreed Polly. “The Mecicor’s whole crew
may have come dribbling back to this dis
" trict—-""

“As likely ,as not,” put in Betty softly
“And wha rk—what a feathor in onur
c1p, Polly, if we can cateh the whole jolly
Iet of them!”

“As well as geb back the jowels? Oh, I
say-——

“8ht We can doit, Polly,” whisperod

the Form captain.  “In two ticks I'll show
you how !

Don't you
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CHAPTER 25.
The Bait to the Trap.
HAT happened, after DBetty and

W

part.

But they knew what they were about, Tt
was all in the plan of campaign.

They moved on again, zig-zagging among
the clumps of furze and going up and down
over the uneven ground, and n{]l the time
they kept up a stream of talk concerning the
missing jewels.

For Belty’s theory was that these two
men who had bolted off just now would cer-
tamly try to stall them as soon zs they re-
sumed their ramble, on purpose to overhear
any talk. The guilty-minded rascals would
be anxious to know what they, the two
schoolgirls, had thought of their taking
slarm like that.

So this was one remark which Detty
threw out, in the hope that it would reach
the men’s cars.

“They might have been poachers, Polly!
In that case, one would expeet them to get
up and run.”

And DPolly said: :

“Something like that, no doubt. Any-
how, we needn’t bother about them any
more. It is that other couple—the man
andl his wife—wo want to follow up!”

#Yes? Betty paused to free hersell
from a trailing bramble-branch. “You are
right, Polly. My belicf is that that man
and woman had something to do with the
robbery on the yacht. They know whers
the jewels are—"

“And most likely they are going to
tho place where the loot is hidden to-night,
Polly rejoined, putting no restraint on hee
excited voice. It was just as il the two
girls had not the faintest suspicion that any.
body might overhear. #

“That’s my suggestion, anyhow,” Betly
suid, throwing out mere verbal “bait” for
chance eavesdroppers. “ We'll come out on
to the moor after dark, and track that mu
and woman when they set out to visit the
spot where the loot is hidden,”

“Good wheeze! Then, when they ar
gone, we can dig up the jewels—and thore

re ! crowed DPolly. “But como

Polly had for a minute or s0 been
talking softly together, secmed to
be very indiscreet conduct on their

Totty was quite willing to go on a lilth
faster. The pair of them were certain that
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it what they had said had been overheard,
then it was bait that had been greedily
swallowed.  The two men were mad to find
out where Luke Pallant and his wife were in
hiding, and where the jewels were hidden.
If only they had overheard the talk in-
tended for them, they would certainly be

tha k-out to-night for two girls who
were going to track the Pallants.

“And so,”" Betty chuckled, as she and
Tolly talked over tﬁe whole ruse ‘when they
liad “got to a barren part of the moor where
nchody could possibly be in ambush, “we
shall not only get the Pallants caught, but
this couple as well. And if this couple
Lave passed the word to all the rest, why

“Qh, it's spiffing 1" said Polly gleefully.
n bursting to tell Paula and the others!”
The jubilant pair caught up with their

chums a few minutes later, and in a breath-

loss manner they explained the whole thrill-
ing situation.

\Whilst Madge, Paula, Tess, and Trixie
wern listening to the story that was being
unfolded, they simply stood utterly be-
wildered, Dut that was not because they
were failing to understand the situation,
fur it was perfeetly simple,

irls listened in & dazed manner,
being utterly astounded at what this alter-
noon's ramble for exercize bad brought
forth.

At a time when Mr, Trelawney was offer-
ing that stupendous reward of one thonsand
pounds for the recovery of the jewels, and
when all the police were quite bafed,
they, the ehums of Morcove, had made this
groat discovery.

“They had found the lair in which the

apparent ringleaders of the thicving crew

were in hiding. And to-night, if nﬁ went
well, the ringleaders would lead the girls
ta tho spot where the jewels were hidden.

“One thousand pounds reward!

Teity & Co. laughed at tho iden of their
coming in for such a huge windfall. Not
that the reward was o fantastic one by any
means, The stolen jewels wero worth at
lenst {wenty thousand pounds, and Mr.
Trelewney would have been not only foolish
hut very mean to offer a trumpery reward
for the recovery of stolen property valued
at such a figure,

But—no, it was a thing Betty & Co. hed
to chuckla about, this idea of their ever
coming in for the reward. Of course, they
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said amongst themselves, it would not
apply to them. Mr. Trelawney was Tess’.
uncle, and they were all personal friends
of his and Mrs. Trelawney’s, so it was not
to be imagined that he would write out
that monster cheque for them. Nor would
they wish him to.

To the girls it was going to be quite
onough reward if they had the glory of
bringing to book as shameless a lot. of
rascals as ever deserved penal servitude.

“There they were; a well-paid, trusted
lot of men and women, on board the
Meteor,” Detty remarked, as she and her
chums trudged on to the echool, “And yet
they could net remain houcst. What's
more—"" ¥

“Yes, wather!” broke in Paula indig-
nantly. “I cannot forget how they
deserted tho vessel, after the wobbery,!
leaving us and Mr. and Mrs, Twelawney
to our fate. The wough waves, geals; the
ewuel galo—" H

“And you, you poor old darling}i\" {:u&
in Polly,” flinging an arm asbout Paula’s
waist; *‘there were you having to turn
to at stoking tho fires in the stokehold !
Ha, ha, ha!” _

“Tt was no laughing matter at the time,
Polly deah 1”

«Wasn't it, though! When you had a
faco like a sweep's! And your hair—r

“Pyway, don't wemind me, Polly—"

«iphat was when you should have had
your photograph  taken for the daily
papers,” teesed Polly. “With all those
streaks of coal dust across your cheeks, and
a black smudge on your nose, and—oh, dear,
ha, ha, ha!”

“Phere are times, Polly, deah,” Paula
said sadly, whilst all the others eculd not
help giving vent to a pesl of laughter,
“{here are times when vou are pawticulawly
aggwavating, weally, Woalising as you do

that I am » gesl who likes to appeah we-
spectable, bai Jove, you wegard it as &
gweat joke—"" p ¢
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“A  causo of

wibald 1mx§hicr; Fes,
wibald, Po]li;. That’s the word!” ¥
“Tie, he, he!”

“Because I twied to do my best under
pawticularly ~ iwying conditions—wough
waves—ewuel galo—dwenched to the skin,
yes, wather——"

“Poor Paule; we know all about it,”
Betty struck in comfortingly. “It is a
shame to tease you! DBut, there, your
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.I am—what shall
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revenge is comini.adcar, as regards all you
suffered at the hands of these villainous
To-night—"

“What-ho 1" exclaimed Polly. “It's go-
ing to be about the biggest thing we have
ever been mixed up in—and that's saying
something !

It was. Somechow or other, if ever there
was anything in the way of adventure or
mystery going at Morcove School the chums
of _the Fourth wero always in it !

Inio tle school house they trosped, and a
few minutes later the girls were with their
headmistress in her private room, telling
her all that they had found out, and how
they_had planned a great “round-up ” of
tho DMcteor robbers for that evening.

Mr. and Mrs. Trelawney chanced to be
there, and their delight and admiration
when they also heard the news can be
imagined,

Miss Scwerfickd did not demonstrate her

ride in the girls’ achievemeng too much.
'S!he was so caln_about the whele thing, in-
deed, that Tess’ uncle was frankly
prised. .

“Miss Somerfield,” he exclaimed, himself
in the mest wrought-up stato of excitement,
“you don't seem to take it all in! = These
girls of yours—they lock like heing the
means of getting my wife. back all her
jewellery, and bringing the whole villainous
gang to book!”

“Tt is because they are girls of mine, that
say ' smiled the be-
loved headmistress of Morcove. *‘Used to
them! They are-so much girls of mine,
X foel that to praiso them is to seem to
trumpet the school’s fame in your ears.”

i “I am sure of this at any rate: they'll
want their achievement to be put to the
eredit of Morcove Scheol!’” .

i “And the choguo as well ?” laughed Mrs.
Trelawney. “One thonsand pounds! You
irls will bo in _elover! A few new frocks
or you, then, Paula!’

“¥es, wather!" beamed that stylish
young lady. “‘Howewvah " s

“*Oh, don't talk about the cheque; that’s
only o joke, of course!” exclaimed Polly.
“Tf only we may be allowed to join in the
thief-hunt to-night—Miss Somerfield, do,
do say we may!”

John Trelawney interposed with a dry
cthuckle.

‘It seoms to me that we shall not bo able
to do without you,” he said. “Two of

sur-
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you, at least, will have to go with us—a bit
in advance of us, as_to set those
two men creeping after you., But it will be
all right,”” he hastened to add, as Miss
Somerlield looked rather uncasy. “I and
the police will answer for it that the girls
come to no harm!"*

“My beautiful jewels!" broke out Mus.
Trelawney wistfully, ‘“Everyone of them

ad some sentimental interest, and oh, 1
have felt sad about their loss! But now—
now—"" *

““Yes, May darling, it’s all sereno!” her
husband agreed heartily. *‘Miss mer-

ld, may I use your telephone?”

He stepped across to the table and took
the receiver off its hook, and Betty & Ca.,
as they felt it was time for them to with-
draw, heard him making a siguificant call
to the Barncombe exchange.

“Hallo, there—hallo!” John Trelawney
was calling softly, as the girls were pass-
ing from the room., *“Give me the police.
station, will you, please? The inspector iu
charge—yes!”

Out in the passage Polly did

““Spiffing!” she exulted. “Isn’t i
ping, girls? Betty! Madge! Paulp—-

“Yes, wather, bai Jove! But pway
don’t demonstwate your exubswance in
such a widiculous fashion,” pleaded ths
aristoerat of the Foirm.  “If there's ons
thing I like to do, Polly, denh—and you are
well aweah of it—it is to keep my hair fo
wights!"”

a_eapsr,
(e

CHAPTER 25.
Night on the Maor.

ARK night had scifled upon

D romantic world of Morcove.

In the great school house—that

great lonely range of imposing

buildings standing high upon a headland

facing the sen, and with wild moorland t

right anzd left and behind it—the time w3

passing for most of the girls in quite t}
usual fashion.

In the various studies some scholars wemn
still slogming away at prep. Otlers wep
writing letters for home, or sitting abor in
gossipy groups. One Fourth Form schgiuw
—ani er name was Audrey Blain—wo
guite alone, doubtless pretending that aln
enjoyed the solitude, but in reality sulking
in sectet over her loss of the Forn
captainzy.

1lis
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In Study No. 12, however, there was
neither a thought for prep., nor could any
letter-writing be taken on this evening.

Betty and DPolly were there, and with

them were Paula, Madge, Tess and Trixie
—waiting for the time to start!
Their cxcitement was intense. Tt was

having quite an alarming effect upon mad-
cap Polly. She wanted to break out into
the most riotous state of mirthfulness, and
yei she felt she must bottle up her feelings
Tor the present. The result was that she
looked as if at any moment she must, so fo
speak, explode!

And Paula—Paula was lolling in  her
favourite armehair; but she was not as rest-
ful as usual. IHex hair was slightly dis-
arrayed, and she never even gave it a
thought!

“Jlark ! Betty soid suddenly.

Ding-dong, ding-dong, went the school
chimes, and then bong, bong, the great iron
tongue of the big bell dinned out the hour
with ponderous strokes.

Eight o'clock.

Before the Jast stroke of the bell was
vibrating on the silence of the cuter world,
Betty & Co. were all on their fect, puiting
on hats and coats.

The moment had come!

Thoy bad been told, when eight o’clock
struclk, to make for a certain part of the
school grounds, where Mr, Trelawney and
all the police would be waiting for them.

So, in a few moments, they were slipping
off downstairs, and it was their good luck
not to come under the notice of girls who
wonld naturally wonder what was in the
wind.

Ono girl the chums did encounter as they
were slipping softly along the Fourth Form
corridor, and that was Audrey Blain, She
did not allow herself to appear inquisitive,
and in a moment the girls were gone past
her. But by the way she stood just outside
her own study door afterwards, staring in
ihe direction in which the girls had passed
from sight, it was evident that they were
in her thoughts, It was evident, too, that
it had galled her pride afresh to know
that Detty and her chums were figuring in

some secret affair this evening, with the
Lieadmistress! full approval.
lways to the fore, those girls! Such

was her thought, no doubt, as she returned
Lo the solitude of her own study, and sat
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down to brood again over her iost throne.
What n queenly time she had had of it
whilst she was stop-gap captain of the
Form, And now—now she was anly one of
the rank and file again. It hurt. It hurt
all the more because she knew quite well
that she had only herself to blame for the
humiliating come-down!

Meantime, the chums had got away from
the house, after a word from Miss Somer-
field wishing them good luck and a safe ve-,
turn.  Fach girl had an electric torch in
her pocket, in case of need; but the
arrangement was: “No lights of any sort!”
So, in groping darkness, they felt their way
round into onc of the shrubberies. :

Soitly though they approached the ren-
dezvous, their coming was heard, and all
at once John Trelawney met them on &
winding path,

“All present? Good!” he cemmented, in
a whisper. “The police are here, too;

uite an army of them! Now, Betty and

olly—where are you two?”’

“Here, sir!” the couple in question
answered softly, standing forward.

John Trelawney leant towards them to
speal aznin in a safe whisper.

“You two girls must take the lead, as
arranged,” he said. “Your chums will go
with you, but you must pretend to bo
doli_ng ev?:-ylhing. As for myself and the

ice—

He made an impressive paunse.

“I wanb ?(ou %o understand quite clearly.’
i

We shall have to keep o little distance
behind you; but we’ll ji
if you shout for help.’

“We shan't be attacked,” Betty said with
conviction. “Those two men, if they took
the bait this afternoon, will want to leave
us alone and just track us, so_that we can
lead them to where the TPallants are

G-

“That’s right enough,’” Tess’ uncle
“But if you should chance to be-
tray yourselves to the Pallants, them they
wilygn for yo You are not afraid 1

“ Afraid !”

The way in which Betty & Co. echoed
that word gave John Trelawney a thrill
of delight. In the darkness he distributed
admiring pats of the hand.

“You have some grit, you girls,” he said.
“Well, we are ready when you arel”

And that was she last word to be spoken
just thea,

get to you in a jiffy.
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Betty and Polly set off resolutely, and
alter them stole the other girls. They were
‘in a wilderness part of the school grounds,
and as they groped along they were aware
of passing all the polico who had assembled
there, with a police-inspector in charge,

The burly, uniformed fellows remained
muie and still until the girls had taken
the lead; then they all moved out from
amongst the bushes and crept on after
them.

At tho same time, they were careful to
let the girls draw farther and farther ahead.
Nothing of the police was to be seen, of
course, by anybody who might lying
in wait to see a few daring schoolgiils slip
out of bounds!

“This way, alll” Betty said in a stagoe
whisper, es she led on towards a certain
remote part of the school boundary hedge.
“Then we can go straight out on to the
moor "

When the girls got to the hedge, they
purposely made a good deal of rustling and
scuffling, This was to make sure of their
movements being detected by anybody who
had been on watch for them since nightfall.

Were either of those two men, or Loth
of them, lurking around in the darkness?
That was what the chums were wondering
anxiously, as they secrambled one by one
through the hedge-gap. HMad they really
had the luck to decoy that pair of rvascals
‘close to the school? Were the pair on the
look-out now—getting ready to track the
schoolgirls scross the moor? ey were,
then tTm adventure was going to be a great
success !

It was very trying for Betty & Co.; there
was just this horrid doubt. Had the “bait
been swallowed that afternoon?

With more of & pretence at steslth, than
the real thing, the daring scheolgirls moved
out on to the nighthound moor, oyes and
_ears all on the alert. For zll they could
see or hear, they might have been the only
persons within a quartermile radius of that
‘wild spot. And this showed how well the
police were doing their part at present—
making after the girls without the slightest
sound of any sort. here was to be mo
ﬁmtenm about the stealth shown by Mr,

relawney end the polics.

Then, suddenly, the girls got a shock!

To tho right of them, as they prowled
forward over the moor, there wis a fsint
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rustling of some undergrowth, and they
wondercd—was that one of the two men?

This was certain, it could not be any of
the police or Mr. Trelawney, for they wore
well back in the rear.

*Come on; don’t take any notico of that !
Havoe you never heard a rabbit scamper.
ing about before?” Betty exclaimed, with
make-believe impatience. “We shall nover
get on at this rate!”

“I hope it's all right!” Polly said, in
ono of her stage whispers,

“Of courso it is!” Betty answered—quita
snappishly. “We'll get to the Pallants’
hiding-plass quito casily, and then—just
think, if we can follow them and sce where
the jewels are hidden!”

As if these exciting words had Glled all
Betty's companions with the desire to make
haste, they hurried on much faster, making
just sufficient noise to enable anybody to

nd it easy to follow at a safe distance.

That they were being followed—and not
by Mr. Trelawney Ang the police only—
the girls were soon convineed.

Again and again they hoard the tell-tale
sounds, not from behind, but always from
the right of them. And so they krew that
someone was there keeping pace with them
across the nightbound moor.

Tven better; when Beity & Co. had gone
half the distance to the caltle-shed, they
picked up other tell-tale sounds from the
surrounding mneor.

So then the bait had surely heen swal-
lowed, and it was to be as Detity had
hoped. Word had gone round amengst the
whole crow of tho Metcor, and every man
and woman entitled to a sharo in the lot
was lurking on the moor to-night, gratelil
to Betty & Co. for guiding them to whaoe
tho Palﬁmls’ woro in hiding.

And mnow the excited girls saw the ngly
cattleshelter looming blackly before than
on the lonely meor. It was a case of beig
as stealthy as possible after this. They hud
wanted those other rogues to hear thew,
but the Pallants—~no!  That couple must
never suspeet that they were being spind
upon, or they weuld simply bolt off, insted -
of paring a visit to the secret spot whee
the loot was hidden.

8o, from this moment onwards, the gils
became as stealthy as they knew how to be
when there was the nced. Like Redskins
on the trail, they snaked wnlong towerds tia
ramshackle shed. From a great way offin
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tho darkness caine the faint ding-dong of
the school chimes again,

A quarter to nine. It was al nine o'clock
Pallant had proposed sctting forth to visit
the secrct spot, so the girls felt they were
in time!

Aud so they were—but only just in time !

‘All was silenco now, and they imagined
that the maa and woman were hanging
back inside the shed for somic reason or
other. Was it because they bad begun to
suspect  that the moor held its prowlers
ht, on the look-out for them?

Then, all at once, Polly gave a whisper of
warning to her chums.

“Great Scott, the Pallants have already
Joft the shed, and we didn’t sec them go!”
sho said exeitedly, under her breath. Look,
there they are—making off  across the
moor "

“Oh, I say; after them!” panted Betty,
in just as great alarm as Polly wos. “Ii
wa don't look out we'll lose them, and
then—=""

She did not finish the remerk, but her
chums knew what she had meant to €ay.

1f the Pallants gave thewm the slip liko
{his, it would be sheer disaster to the whole

B

1t would mean that the sccreb spot where
the jewels were hidden would never be
found.

CHAPTER 27.
When Rogues Fall Out.

4 IST. Meg! Half u sec! Listen!”
H Luke Paliant volced the ner-
vous entreaty in a hissing whis

per, and insiantly his wife was
standing very still with him amongst the
gorso and brambles.

“1 don't know,” he mutlered uncnsily,
aftor listening for several scconds without
hearing 2 sound. “My nerves—thoy are
all of a dither to-night, Megl It's casy to
fancy that the place is swarming  with
epies 1™

1t you have been on wateh for hours,
Luke!” ~the woman said encouragingly.
* And not a sourd all the time!”

“No, that's a fact there weren't. Only,
you sco, it would never surprise mo if the
others that were in the conspiracy have
como skulking back, It's only natural
they should start itching for their shaves of
the loot.”
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Te said again “Hark!” and again they
both listened intently.

Not a sound.

“Qh, it must be all right!” he rallied
himself at Jast. “So come on. ou've
got that bit of a sack, Meg 1"

“tlero, over my arm!”

“Don’t you go letting it dvop upawares,”

ho cautioned hor. “We've got to emply
all these jewel-cases, and.put the jewellery
itscli in that sack. 'Twould be fatal for us
to try and take the stulf away in the cases,
they bulk so inuch,”
Then he lapsed into silence, fecling his
way over tho mightbound moor with ex-
treme caution. And all the time Detty
& Co. were creeping in pursuit.

It had been almost a panicky moment
for the girls when they feared that the
darkness had let tho couple slip away [rom
the shed unscen.  Detty and her ecom-
panions had had to make o desperato rush
to get the pair in sight again, and yet that
rush had Lad to be a soundless one.

A fnlse step in the darkness, then; tho
Joast sound betraying their presence, and
the whole daring cxploft would have been
ruined.

But no mishap had ocewrred.  They now
had the Pallants in sight again, and wero
following s for step—following with the
thrilling cortainty that this villainous pair
were making tracks for the hidden jewels.

Tt w an adventure that the girls wonid
never forget. The wild moerland under
cover of night; their tracking this sinister
couple acress the jungly waste, whilst others
were tracking theni  Iow strange and
thrilling it all was!

For a good half-hour the man and his
wife prowled on over the undulating moor,
pausing frequently to listen, but never
picking up a sound from round about. This
freodom from all scaves, and perhaps the
froshness of tho might air, must have had
2 bracing cffcet upon Pallant, for when he
spoke again it was in a sell-confident tone.

“ Ay, we've diddled ‘em, Meg!” “he
exuited, checking to a standstill in the
conire of a grassy plot that was surrounded
by bushes Whether the others that were
in the coup have come back to this district
ar not, they'll never get their shares now i

And then something happened that must
have made him and his wifo fit to drop
with dismay.
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barked onut
hat’s where
Come on,

“Won’t wo get our shares!"
a gruff voico =avagely. Ll v
you're mistaken, Luke Pallant!
chaps; we've got ’em!”

Betty and her chums were close at hand
amongst the scrub when the furious cry
broke forth. At first, they felt it must be
the police-inspector’s way of giving the
signal for his men to close in upon the
rascally pair. Then they knew better,

The ery had hardly been voiced before =
number of men who were not policemen
sprang crect from the various points where
they had been hiding, and rush in upon
tho Pallants, crashing through bushes and
bramble in the fury of their omset.

“Hold *em—hold 'em fast!” urged one
man, whose burly figuro the girls could sce
looming in the darkness, —“Luke Pallant,
you tricky scoundrel, we'll take it out of
you for this!”

“ Ay, ay, that we willl” chorused others.
“Yop and your missus both—""

“Mortimer! Ilendricks! Williard! Stop,
all of you!” the girls heard Pallant himsell
gasping out imploringly. "It's all right,
I tell yout!” 5

“Ip's pll wrong, you mean!” retorted the
spokesman of the rest of the Meteor’s crew.
“You shifted the jewels out of the cave!
You and your missus meant to stick to the
whale lot1"

“No, Mortimer! Listen—" i

“Gurrr, you cheat!” the man Mortimer
silenced the blustering Pallant, in an awful
voice. "You're a nice one, you are! We
were -all in the robbery, and ‘twas to be
share and share alike, ~ And you made up
your mind to get away with all the stuff
yourself!"”

A medley of angry tores came {o the

irls as they still lay low, not twenty yards
rom where this wild scene was taking
place. Then they heard Mortimer’s voice
booming over the rest:

“If Williard ard I hadn’t been spying
around the moor to-day, and if we hadn’t
heard two gixls telking about having seen
you, we’d have been swindled right
enough. But we're here, d'ye see, Pallant?
And this is where the jewels are hid—we
know itis!” ¢
¢ “Let’s have the stuff—lef’s have it!”
clamoured the rest excitedly,

“Ay, we'll have it!” thundered Mor-
timer. “Luke here will either tell us the
exact spot where to dig, or I'll smash him,
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T willt We'll have the stuff in no time;
and T'll watch he doesn’t have his share
NoW=——-

“Ay, ay, pay him out, that's the way!”
applauded the others. “The low-down
cheat 1"

The listening girls heard a whimpering
cry come from Meg Pallnnt; but the men
were furious, and no wonder. They almost
shouted her down by calling upon her hus-
band to say exactly where the jewels could
be found.

At this instant Setty got a nudge frora
Polly, who in turn had been nudged by
Paula. The Form captain twisted about as
she crouched amongst the gorse, and she
saw why she had been cautioned.

John Trelawney was amongst them, at
the head of a long line of crouching
figures—ihe police!

Il this time Mortimer was storming at
the wretched Pallant.

“Come on, tell us where to dig! There
were those gitls following you, and you bet
what you like, Pallant, they’'ve scuttled off
now, scared out of their lives! But they’ll
blab when they get to the school—"

" Ay, so look sharp!” brolie in two or
three of the other rufians. “No time to
waste 1"

Betty and her chums were peering at
John Trelawney now. They saw the trium-
phant grin on his handsome face breaden,
whilst he slewed round to exchange a look
with the inspector,

Next instant all the quarrelsome voices
of tho Meteor’s rascall:s crew were over-
whelmed by a burst of hunest cheering.

“Hurrah! At ’em, you menl You've
got them nicely! T“Turrah!™

“Yes, wathah! Bai Jove, geals—="

“Hooray " Polly, needless to say, was
doing her share of the cheeving, as sha and
her chums saw the sturdy police charge for-
ward into the very midst of the theving
gang. “Bravo, the police!”

“Bravo, the school, too, I'm thinling1™
sang out John Trelawney, dashing away
from the excited group of girls to tate his
faic share in the tussle.

Then in the darkness there ragd a
sudden fierce conflict between the offiers of
the law and the » hole rascally gang who
had once bern John Trelawney's tusted
erew on board his palatial yacht.

Bomae of the thieves would have beer only
too glad to bolt for liberty, but they were
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not given a chance. Others, mad with rage
at the way they bad been trapped, began
to put wp a stiff fight. By thoe time the
schoolgirls had thought to get out their
cloctric torches and switch them on, the
police were having to show the stout stuff
they were made of.

Trom first to last Betty & Co. wisely held
eway from the exciting mix-up of tough
policernan and rascally thieves. But no
sooncr had the whole gang been over-
powered than the girls went rushing for-
ward to give another ringing cheer for the
victors,

Tho torches were kept going. and it was
& never-to-be-forgotten spectacle that was
lit up by a criss-cross of electric rays. Lauke
alant and his wife; tho man- Mortimer
and all whom he had fetched along this
evening for the purpose of claiming a fair
“ghare out "—they were in handeuffs.
With clothes dishevelled and torn by the
desperate aflvay, @& nice lot of scarccrows
they looked.

Nor had the polico come off without
what Paula Creel would call a © wuflling.”
Battered helmets were lying all over the
ground, and when Tolly picked up one,
tho inspector said with a langh:

“You can keep that, missy, as a sorl of
souvenir !’

“Hooray, so I willl” chuckled Polly.
And she did.

"Ihere was but this one moment of lovity
on Polly’s past, howevor, and then she was
scrious again as any. For she heard John
Trelawney address a ccertain  question to
Luke Pallant that meant another theill of
excilement, '

“Yhere are the jowels, Pallant?” de-
manded  the millionaire owner of the
Moteor sternly,  “Answer me! Where-

abouts Tou here are they hidden?”
Pallant, with the handeuffs at his wrists,

and with a sturdy policeman keeping 2 grip

on bis collar, was the very picture of sullen
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rage. If he did not answer at once, it was
not because he had any hope of being able
to keep the sceret of the hiding-place. He
was simply choking with anger.

«Qh, T don't mind telling you!” he said
at Jast thickly, “They’re under your fect
at this moment! You won't need a spade,
oither, My wifo and T—"

Mortimer, alto in handeufls, broke out
wildly :

“It’s gnol for the lot of us now, Pallant,
thanks to you not playing the straight
gamo with usl Look out for yourself,
then, when I've done my time in prisom.
T'll hunt you down! FH—"

“Ay. ay, so I willl” cried others, look-
ing as if they would like to fly at Pallant
and tear him to pieces. “You—you—-"

“There, that will do; toke ’em away,
my men!" the inspector cut in cheerily;
and next moment the wholo band of pris-
oners was being marched awey.

“Half a scc, inspector !’ John Trelawney
called after tho officer, so that that worthy
turnod back, *“You can stay around, per-
haps, to help me get the jowels out.  And

perhaps these givls will help me!”

Toss' uncle spoke laughingly; end,
indeed, thére was not the least doubt that
tho girls were simply yearning to get at
thoso jewels. Torches were alrcady playing
upon the turf, which showed signs of
having been eunt away at a certain spob
and then replaced. So down on their knees
flopped Betty, Polly, all of them, and like
a lot of young terriers they whisked up tha
loose lumps of turf and then pawed away
at tho earth itsclf.

A few scconds of this ecager work, and
fhere was o gleeful shout from Polly.

“Hurrah| Here's one!”

Her hand flew up, brandishing the jewel-
case which she had uncarthed, Hor chums
gave it a lightning glance, then worked
on faster than ever, and now it was DBetty
who mado a find.
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“Hurrah, here’s another I

“And another!” chimed in Tess.
I say-

“Dai Jove, geals, I've got the gweatest
tweasure . of all—Mrs. Twelawney’s eme-
walds 1"

&0 the thrilling task went on, ease after
case of precious jewels being brought out
of the cache that had been dug for them
on this wild and lonely moor. At last Mr.
Trelawney plied his own torch upon the
recovered loot, and by counting up the
cascs he was able, to inform the gitls that
overy item was accounted for.

“Then we've got the lot—hurrah!” Polly
exploded again, scrambling out of the hole.
“The whole jolly lot, and won't your aunt
be pleased, Tess, darling!”

They each took some of the cases, and
started back for the school, with John
Trelawney and the inspector exclaiming
again and again:

“Fancy, we've got the lot!”

They got to the school porch at last, and
burst into the house, shouting the joyful
news from end to end of it:

“Hurrah, hooray! Miss Somerficld—
everybody! Wo've got all tho jewels back.
We've got them all—hurrah1”

“Oh,

CHAPTER 21,
Bravo, the Fowth!
school for Betty & Co.
morning.

They had to be at Barncombe
police-court, thero to give cvidence |

the caso against Luke Pallast and all his
{cilow-prisoners,

All Barncombe would have liked to
squeczo itself into tho little court-house
whilst the caso was on. For never before
had that slecpy little Devenshire town
known such a big scnsation,

The accused were charged with robbery

o next
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on the high seas and deseition from their
ship, and on those grave counts they were
committed for trial at tho next assizes,

At the moment when the presiding
magistrate pronounced the finding of the
court, and ordered the prisoncrs to be
taken away by the warders, Luke Pullant
becameo once more the object of the othors'
angry gaze. Once again Mortimer and the
rest looked as if they would like to have
Pallant at their merey for a couple of
minutes !

As for Pallant himself, just as the warder

| was tapping him on the shoulder, he sent

a glance at the schoolgirls. They met the
look, and full well they knew its nicaning.
Pallant was saying to himsclf jnst thon:

“But for you girls T would never have
been here to-day! If it kadn't been for
you, my wife and I would have had tho
loot all to curselves!”

Nor was there any disputing the fact.
Belty & Co. had been the direct means of
bringing to jnstice the whole band of des-
perate villains, Tho police had done their
part with great eredit to themscves; but

[that part had only begun alter the diums

of Mcrcove School had paved the way to
the arrest by some very clever deteetive
waork.

And so, that same afterncon, when John
Trelawney hod ended some very plasant
talk with Ddiss Sowmerfield, in that ady’s
private room at the schoo!, ho took his
seat ab her desk and began io wiite some-
thing upon a slip of paper.

At the sume time, Miss Fomaeficld
touched the bell to summon one o tho
maids, who was told to find Betty and her
chums and ‘ask them to *report”’

Classes had ended ten minutes previsusly,
and  in that brief peried Panla Cred had
found time to drep in at Study N 12,
and, finding nobedy there, had dropped off
to sleep! But there was an exeve for
Paula, té-day. It had been a hte bour,
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indeed, last night,-when the Fourth Form
dormitory had stopped talking.

Betty and Polly came sauntering into
their own study, to find their aristocratic
friecnd more ot home than ever in the
favourite armchair. DBetty grinned, and
Tolly grimaced.

“Cheek | fumed Poliy, with the usual
make-beliove wrath.  And she began to
think out somo novel means of giving the
lumbering aristocrat o startling awakening.

Madge and a few of the other girls came
along, and they, teo, said, “Oh, dearl”
when they saw Paula soundly reposing in
the armchair.

It has been too much for her,” smiled
Madge Minden, “She was only just re-
covering from all the adventures on the
yacht, and you knew we did go on telking
wutil an unecarthly hour last night!”
“Talking! DPaula was talking the whole
ight long, I do pelieve—in bher sleep!”
wekled Tess.  *1 woke up about three

and I beard a voice Eaying how
weugh * the waves were!”

“Yes, wather,” Paula sighed soitly in
her tleep at this mement.

“ Ha, ha, ha!” Polly chortled. “ Dufler,
dow’t you where you aro?” she
asked, shaking Paula gently.

“QOn the wocks, Yolly, deah! Bai Jove,
yos, wathe Dwitannia wules the waves !

“she's kidding us!” said Detly.

“No, she really is asloep,” declared
Polly.  “Right off to sleep! But I know
how to wake her—he, ke, he!”

know

So saving, the mischievous one made a
dart across the room and picked up ihe
*souvenic ' helmet from a corner.

“Qh, lalal” Trixie exclaimed, fond as
ever of airing her alleged French. “Un
tres jeli chapeau, ouil—a very nico hat
o

“¥es, wather!” Poula sighed again in
lor sleep, She sank e litile more com-
jortably in the casy chair, “ Geals—-—" ~
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“YWhoa, steady!” Polly =aid to herself,
starting to Gt the battered bobby's helmes
on the aristocrat’s pretty head. “How’s
that, umpire?’

The others gave 2 peal of merximent.
Paula, aslecp in the chair, with the helmeb
squashed over her head and coming half-
way down her mnose, was a strange
spectacle |

“Great pains should bo taken to adjust
the strap,” went on Polly, suiting the
action to the word. “That's better; tucked
nicely under the chin—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

wghl You'll wake her! Shall we wake
her now!” chuckled Polly, “and tell her
tho press photographer is here 7"

“Qui, oul I” applauded Trixie. “I never
eaw anything so drolll Jamais, jamais—
never, neverl”

“Pon't talk to me nbout jam; it makes
me want to jam the helmet on harder than
evor ™ laugbed Polly. “Hi, wake up,
Paula—wake up!” she shouted, giving a
sudden playful tap to the helmet.

Then Paula gave a start and opencd her
preity oyes.

“pai Jove, geals! T vewy nearly
dwopped to sleep just then! T—er—hallo?
What's wong with my head? Guweat good-

ness—'

Leave the helmet

“pPaula, sit sbilll
alone 1
“Healmeat, bai Jove? Bub what—why
»

#You are to have your photograph taken
for the daily papers?”

@ Wha—a—a—at!” screeched Paula, strug:
gling up in horror.

As sho did this the helmet fell forward
over her face, and the rest of what she had
to say became a series of gurgles and gasps.

“Take it off1” she managed to wail at
Jast, whilst the chums fairly flopped about
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the room, doubled up with merriment.
“Botty, deah—Madge! Healpl”

“Havo a good look at yourself,” Polly
advised, holding out & hand-mirror that she
had snatched from the mantelpiece, *Oh,
it’s & pretty hat, that one! Only it should
be worn—"

“You silly cweatureg——**

“It ehould be worn farther back. Like
thatd” Polly said, giving the helmet a tilt
that sent it clean off Paula’s head. But it
still hung about her neck by reason of the
strap, and then Paule, for once in her
amiable life, “saw red.
© “You cwazy lot of fwivolous eweatures!”
she shrieked. “Pway understand, I will
not be tweated with such downright dis-
wespeet! I—bai Jove; oh, gweat good-
nose, what a life it isl” sho broka off, flop-
ping back into the armchair, with the
helmet still dangling round her neck.

It was at this moment that the parlour-
maid opened the door and looked in with
her message from Miss Somerfield.

“If you please,” she began, then stopped.
She started to titter.

“ And what are you gwinning at?” glared
Paula,

“Ha, ha, hal” chuckled the others,
whilst the maid, afraid of exploding with
laughter before them all, simply bolted out
of the room.

Betty ran out to her, and came back with
the news that they were to go to Miss
Somerficld’s room at once,

“My patience, what's wong mnow?”
groaned poor Paula. *Tell me geals,” she
added, tearing off the helmet at last and
hurling it across the room, “am T pwesent-
able? Is my halh vewy dweadfully
wuffled 7" ®

They all assured Paula that she looked
s0 very charming, her mere appearance
was enough to cneure her “getting off
lightly I” Not that they could feel they

61

had done anything just lately deserving of
& locturo and “lines.”

*Come in, girls—and toe the line,” their
headmistress greeted them, a couple of
minutes later, and this bogan to look
serious after all.

1 expect you are wondering what you
havo done, girls—"

“We are, indced-yes,
blurted out.

“May I havo the pleasure of telling
them 7 said John Trelawncy then, startling
the girls by coming from behind a screen.
*Young ladies, what you have done is to
earn my wife's and my own undying
gratitude—and a thousand pounds cheque!”

There was & noise in the room like
rockets going up. That was Polly whistling
“phee-ew!” over and over again,

Paula held on to Betty, gasping fechly:

“Pai Jove! Did I heah awight, geals?
A thousand pounds cheque—widiculovs—
weally—I must be dweaming, what!”

“Oh, Mr. Trelawneyl” began Madge,
whilst Tess eut in:

“Yes, uncle! It's absurd, really!
reward you offered—"

“Has been carned by you girls,” ho
insisted stoutly. “Hasn’t it, May darling ?”
ho added as Mrs, Trelawney svddenly made
her timely appearance in the room. “Am
1 to go back on my word, just becauss it
happens to be a party of schoolgirls wha
brought about the arrest of those scoundrels
and the recovery of the jewels?”

“If you make the reward a peany less
than what you offered,” said Mrs, Tre-
lawney, coming to ker husband's side and
squeezing his arm affectionately, “I-T'll
never speak to you sgain, so there!™

John Trelawney held out the cheque with
& laugh.

“Take it quick, Betty! You are capiain,
and so 1 hand it to you, although, of corrse,
this is only a formaliiy, and you'll rach

wather 1”  they

That
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want your right share by-and-by. Take it,

co that my wife will know I really am a

fellow who stands by his word I”
“RBut—but-—a thousand pounds—"
“Gweat goodness, yes! Bai Jove, geals

#1What shall we do with it?” eried Polly,
as much overwhelmed as any.  “Unless weo
keep it, and don't divide it, but—"

“Qive it to some deserving cause,” said
Madge. “Ah,

“Yes, wather! Wipping notion, that !

“\Well, then, on that understanding we
take the cheque, Mr. Trelawney, and I am
sure, sit—I'tn eure we—we——"

“Yes, wather!”

“We—wo—we think it awfully good and
sporting of you, Mr. Trelawney, .and all
that g

“Heab, heah, bai Jove! I am sure, dear
Mr. and Mrs. Trelawney, when we all
started out on our visit to Lho yacht, the
other day, we nover dweamed of all the
wemarkable adventures that we wero to
Howevah—"

“The Metcor may sce you on board
azain some day—who knows?" said Mr.
Frelawnoy cheerily. “And I can promise
dics, yowll have a better

have!

you (his, young
crew next time

™

ON

-} Fourth!”
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Mise Somcrfield, beaming with pleasuro
at the way her girls had acquitted them-
solves, and at the golden opinions they had
won from the millionaire and his wife,
went to the door and threw it open, And
then Betty & Co. found that word must
have been passed Lhrough the scheol for
the scholars to gather there to give thom
a cheer,

“Bravo, Betty & Co.—bravo, the
chorused all Morcove, as it
pursued the fleeing heroines of the hour

upstairs to the studies. “ PBravo, the
captain and her chums!”
- . = « . . .

Alone in Study No. 8, Audrey Blain heard
all the applauding shouts for Betty Barton
and the cthers, and once again a sort of
spasm of pain twisted hor handsome face.

So, one way ond another, Betty with her
loyal chums still maintained the old reputa-
tion throughout the school. Whilst she,
Audrey—what was she to-day?

With a hard sigh she subsided into a
thair at the tablo, thumped her elbows
upon the table-edge, and with her fierce
face framed between her hands she sat
thus—thinking! ]
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- Long Distance Swimming, *

o

Are you going to try fo swim the Channel
this year? Noi Excuse the question then,
but gt seoms that almost everybody is set-
ting out to do it nowadays.

One of the latest aspirants, as ?’ou know,
is almost a schoolgirl. Certainly she is
not beyond school age. Sixteen, that's
alll  Well, I'm sure we all wish her luck,
and may she add her name to the growing
list of ladies who have swum the water
dividing England from France.

Have you noticed the tremendous vogue
that now oxists for long-distance swimming?
At one time, speed was the one thing that
niattered, and most swimming events were
sprints of one hundred yards upwards. The
half-mile was almost considered a distance
event,

It has often been asked if these long
swima do not impose too great a strain on
girls of a young age, but provided a proper
course of training is indulged in before the
ovent, there is no reason why it should.

Swimming is really tho perfect exer-
cise, developing tho muscles of tho whole
body almost equally and not imposing a
big strain upon any particular part. A

“Those of you who are noviees at tho swim-
ming game will probably wonder however
any girl can stand the strain of hour u%‘un
heur of swimming, when you fecl thoroughly
done up after two or three lengibs of tha
baths. )

The answer is that such feats of endur-
ance require to be worked up to gradu-
ally. Veu need to indulge in almost daily
swims throughout the season if you hopo to
succecd at long distance work. Distance
should be added gradually to your swims,
and you will find that you are able to work
up to the mile in surprisingly quick time,

Somehow, once the first mile has been
swum, any distance seems within the bounds
of possihility.

At one time most of the distance swim-
mers us the breast stroke continuon
The first Channel swimmer, Captain We

-~

used it from Dover to Calais with very in-
frequent and short intervals of the side
stroke,

But what an awful strain! No wonder
the stroke has been displaced by the side,
overarm, trudgeon, and crawl. = Tho lasg-
named is the most popular of 2ll, and though
originally regarded as a racing stroke, 1t
has gradually come into faveur for long-
distance swimming. Miss Lderle used it
on her Channel swim,

A good many swimmers to-day regard it

as necessary to have two particular strokes
for fast distance swimming. ese  are
the crawl and the back stroke. There are
some very speedy styles of the latter now-
adays, and they provide a good variation
from the monotony and stiffness brought
on by continuons swimming faco down-
wards.
If you have the ambition to become a
loll?—dislsnm swimmer you eannot sturt too
early.  The reason why the Australian girls
of Sydney provide so many cxperts is he-
cause sea-bathing is one of their favourite
sports,

Many of them actually learn to swim belore
they can walll. And they specialise in u
stroke called tho Australian erawl, which
is only slightly different from the Amcrican
crawl,

The stroke is easily leamt. The lg
action is almost the same as that used in
walking, and the =im movemenis tre
equally  simple.  DBetter than trying to
learn it from a book is to watch & good
swimmer in aclion, and then to copy ler
actions. Much better still, of course, to
have a fow lessons from an instructor.

The same applies to the back stroke. Tt
is tho ecasiost thing possible to erltivite
some kind of back stroke, but it is beter
ht at the beginning by mastr-
b stroke. 1t can only be aequind
i That, iudeed, is notes.
B h to exeel in swinmg
—long distance or otherwise.
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You Must Not Miss These Splendld
Companion Volumes!

A splendid school story
specially written for *“ The
Schoolgirls' Own Library "

by the author of ** Because
She Was a Spendthrift,”

etc., etc.

PRICE FOURPENCE
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Faced by a mystery which
threatened to affect her

whole future, Delia Havers-

ley has to strive hard to
establish  her rights. A

thrilling mystery story.

NOW ON SALE!
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Ii you enjoy the *“Schoolgirls’ Own Library '’
you are certain to like

“FROM CARAVAN TO CLASSROOM!”
By Murier HoLDEN. |

This fascinating new serial of school and gips) ‘
life commences in that popular schoolgirls’ paper—

in the issue dated Saturday, July 14th. The |
“Weekly ” is published every Wednesday, price |
twopence, and contains each week a grand ten- |
page complete story by a favourite author and |
long instalments of two other fine serials:— |‘

«WHEN DADDY WENT TO WAR!” \
By Evrise PropyN ‘
and
" “LAUGHING LILY’S TRAVELS!”
By HiLary MarrLow.

Order a copy [rom your newsagent now.
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