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Amazing Are the Consequences Which Follow the Visit of—
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Betty Barton & Co. imagine that Muriel

Garth is safe on board her relations’ yacht ;

but one member of the Fourth, Helen Craig,

knows otherwise | Consumed with anxiely as

Helen is, she.realises that she must exercise the

greatest care, or Muriel will fall into the hands
of those who seek to harm her.

“ n Halfer-To-day "
"NAO.\EER, bring your work here!”
o S

“Bring it here at once, Naomer!”

And Miss Massingham, in charge of the Fourth
Farm at Morcove School, slapped a hand upon
her own desk by way of stressing her command.

“No, bekas, you see, it is not work, plis M

“Bring it here!”

Then that dusky imp, Naomer Nakarva, re-
luctantly picked up her exercise-book and left her
place to stand before the irate mistress.

Miss Massingham  was  demurely handed a
closed exeic ;. She handed it back.

“Show me what you were writing.”

“No, bekas I was not writing—"

“Then why were you mot writing?” cried Miss
Massingham, taking back the book. “How dare
vou spend your time in class scribbling— But
what's this!”

“Zat is what T was doing, plis."

“Wasting your time; smothering a whole page
of the book with such nonsense as this!” said the
mistress, whilst she gazed at an artistic effort by
her impish scholar. “To be torn out later, so
spoiling the book! Ilow dare you &

“T ean leave him in, Miss Massingham—"

“You will not leave the exercise-bock so
disfigured !”

So saying, Misa Massingham herself tore out
the leaf which held Naomer’s pen-and-ink drawing
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of a steamer on the high seas, with one funnel,
from which certain spirals were issuing like
bedstead springs,

(30 back to your desk, absurd child! And you
don’t leave this classtoom until you have done
your lesson.”

“PBut I can’t do him, plis, bekas——"

«Then T must stay in with you, that’s all, and
show you how

“No, plis,” Naomer said hastily, “bekas I zink
perhaps 1 can get somebody better than you lo
teach me e

“What!”

“Y mean, plis, T zink T can get a chum to stay
behind and show me.”

“You had better!” Miss Massingham agreed
bleakly. “Go along, then, back to your seat.
The rest—pens down! Books away now!”

The command was obeved with the alacrity of

. midday dismiss.

“Not so much noise, girls! Before you dismiss,
this being the mid-weeck half-holiday, I wish to

remind vou that by six o’clock this evening every
girl should be ab prey

p. I have observed a fen-
dency to regard hali-holidays as implying freedom
from evening work. Nothing of the sort was ever
intended. Let me see no scamped work in the
morning,” said Miss Massingham, “or gome of
vou will hear about it You may— Polly
Linton! I haven’t said it yet!”

S0 headstrong Polly went back, as it were, to
the starting-point.

« All excepting Naomer Nakara—dismiss!”

“Here, Paula! Whoa, what ze diggings!”
Naomer cried, clawing hold of Paula Creel to sde-
tain her from darting away with the rest. “Scet
down, bekas—-"

“But, weally—"

“You are poing to ehow me-how to do zo
rotten old lesson!”




568

« Az wegards nstwucting you, Naomah deah,
I weally do not fecl pwoficient myself——"

“ All ze same, siv down. Bekas somebody has
got to_stop with me. 1 am not going to have
Slees Massingham giving me & special lessom.
Good-by-ee!” Naomer whispered after the Form.
inistress, as that lady hastened avay. “Giood job,
Now, Paula, we are nice and quiet, and so I
can have my apple!” :

Which apple Naomer, producing it as if by
some conjuring trick, set her teeth into promptly.

“And you can get ze jerk on,” she informed
poor Paula, whilst chewing. * Bekas we don’i
want to be here all day.”

“Veally, and twuly, Naomer, 1 know no more
about that lesson than you do. I was twying 1Q
gwapple with it .

“\What ze diggings! Zen you better stay in
until you have got ze hang of him. Eeci no use
me staying in if 1 can’t be teached, is 1627

Whereupon Naomer calmly walked out.

“Hallo!? Betty Barton laughed, furning round
{0 find the dusky one approaching in the crowded
hall, “You'll get it!"”

“She has already got it.” chuckled Polly,
alluding to - the monster apple which  eclipsed
Naomer's roguish face. “This ineans, 1 suppose,
that I have got to show you how to do that
lesson 2

“But not now, Polly, bekas—"

«Y should say not now,” the madeap langhed.
« A morning like this—something better to de
(han stay behind in the class-room "

“Pwecisely,” said Paula, now that she also had

come away from the hive of industry. Tost
wegwettable, Naomer's upsetting Miss Massing-
ham like that. We owe that weminder about

pwep this evening to you, you waseal !”

“What ze diggings! I have to be called names
by Mees Maussingham; 1 am not going to te
called mames by you, Paula!”

“Girls,” cried Pelly at that moment, “a run
round before dinuer! Supposing we slip down to
the shoret” N

“Splendid!” agreed Betty. “Qur going down
‘o the beach once or twice when that huge yaehs
wias here has left me thinking; we really den's
go as often to the shore as we might,” o

“If it weren't so handy, we'd always be going
off there,” Madge Minden shrewdly remarked.
“T'll come gladly.”

“and I—and I!” cried other members of the
Study 12 chums.  “ Do we want our hats ¥

“N.nn-o!” said the madeap, already darting for
the open air.

“Whait ze bit!” was Naomer’s yelled entrealy,
“Polly, have you ze key of The corner cupboard
upstairs I

*I have.
answered over one shoulder.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Naomer, starting to walk with Betty and others,
yesented their laughter.

“YWhat ze diggings! I think you think I ouly
think of cating! Just bekas 1 like a snack now
and then.”

“tNow and then’?” echoed Polly witheringly.
“But, girls, how would you all like to be on the
Salvator now? A lovely day like this. Ay word!
Tacky girl, that Muriel Garth, who went on
board the Salvator yesterday!”

“To make the voyvage all the way to Mexica.
Just faney!” rejoined Pam Willonghby.

« And what a luxury-boat the steam-yacht was!”
added Tess Trelawney. “Tike a small liner.”

“Gorjus! Bekas ze lady running him was so

Don’t be anxious,”, Polly sweetly
“1t’s guite safe.”
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rich. No wonder she could give us such a fina
spread yesterday when we went on board for teal”
“Food again,” commented Dolly. “When my
thonghts are running on such a high plane this
morning. 1 feel L could even write poetry.”
“Well, don’t!” requested Pam.
“1t was,” Pelly began to improvise:

Wt was the steam-yacht Salvator,
That sailed the suminer seas,
Aund everything on board that yacht
Was as nice as ever you please!”

Pl turn back!”  threatened Pam.
weven’t cut out for a poet, Polly!”

“1 was,” sighed the wadeap; “but Morcove
\as altered ail that. Dve had to adapt myself to
vou others. Suppose T must go on being a mese

“You

quiet student of maths and history; a pattern to
the rest of the school. Hooray, come on, iy
hearties!”

And she

galloped away, leading her chums in a

uen-stop rush to the zigzag pathway ' which was
their way down the beach,

Ne had the open sea off Morcove’s Tu
shores looked lovelier than to-day. Under a iy
of azure blue the calm waters flashed m the
brilliant sunshine.

“1 wonder,” exclaimed Betty, when they wera
ol grouped at the foot of t igzag, tab mn
the Deauty of the scene—"I wonder how far away
the Salvator is by now ?”

“Two hundred miles?” suggested Tess. “Three-
perhaps. She left at davk last night. At fifteen
knots an  houwr——"

“And she could steam every bit as fast a3
that.” put in Helen Craig thoughtfully.

“Yes, wather! Bai Jove, geals, wemember how
quickly she was gone fwom sight last evening.”

“Thing I shall never forget,” murmured Madge,
“watching the Salvator leave her anchorage ab
nightfall, and go away out to sca all lit up Lke a
flouting hotel.”

“Who’s being poctical now?” Polly inguired
dovisively. " Hallo, thongh—Ileok! Why, givls—
over thore ab the jetty ! Just look what's there!”

“A boat!” was Betty's almost incredulous cry,
as she and the vest stared in the direction
indioated. “A rowing-boat, moored to the jetly.
Welli” .

They looked this way, that way, expecting now
to sce the person or persons fo whom the bout
belonged. But the rugged shore in either
direction was deserted.

“Queer!” gaid Pam. “Who on earth ean have
rowed all this way along the coast from the
nearest place where rowing-boats can be had ?

Oy is there a small motor working a screw 77

“Tet’s go and see!” burst from Polly, starting
off with her usual impetuosity.

Then she stopped suddenly. f

“Gids, do you know that rowing-boat seems
familiar to me. It's not like one you hire out
from a scaside place. It's awfully like—"

“Like a shin’s boat—yes!" cried Betiy. “Like
one of those.in which we were rowed out to the
vacht when she was at anchor yesterday.”

Next moment the scholars were all hurrying
over the loose shingle as fast as they could,
making for the old stone jetly with increased
excitement.

The empty boat was rocking gently upon the
inrunning waves, tied as she was to a ringbolt by
a short length of rope. .

By going half-way along the jetty and down a
few stonc steps, the girls would have been ahle
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to draw in tho boat quite safely if they were so
minded. But to interfere with it was not their
intention. They only wished to get a close look
at it, and that look they obtained as they ran out
on to the jetty.
“Salvator!” 5
with one voice the -astounded scholars
shouted the name painted upon the boat.
“The Salvator!”
They repeated their cry in greater amazemens
than ever, then turned to oune another, simply

speechless with surprise.
L 4
IT

state into which all had been thrown.

“QOne of the Salvator’s own lifeboat
pasped.  “And that’s a sirange thing,
like "
“¥xtraordinary !”

Morcove is Mystified.
was Polly who first shook off the spelibound

she
if you

“ RN gSFeally stwange—vyes, wather!”

¢ Bekas—— What ze diggings! We were just
saying, ze vacht is millions of miles away by
now !”

“8he steamed away last evening—we know
that, anyhow,” Betty said. “We all said our last
good-bye to Muriel Garth on board the yacht,
and even before bed-time the Salvator was miles
away. Yet here’s one of her boats!”

“1,0ft behind. What on earth does it mean?”
cried Polly. " Were some of the crew left behind ?
We know that two or three had leave to go on
shore. This would be the boat by which they
would row ont to tho yacht to return on board
at the end of their leave. But didu’t they do
that ?"

Suddenly
laughed.

“That's about it, girls! Some
of the sailors seized the chance
to desert. They're in Barn-
combe now, perhaps, or have
gone off to ‘see Britain first."
Ha, ha!t™

“The yacht eouldn'ts hang
about for them.”

Madge carried
chain of reasoning.

“ Perhaps they were a couple
or so of sailors they were really
glad fo get rid of,” smiled Pam.
ZOf course, in that case, the
Salvator can easily put in sorme-
where down the Cornish coast
to sign on other men.”

«@till, I am surprised at their
going without the boat,” came
flelen Craig's rejoinder; but
Naomer said :

*“No, bekas—don't forgef.
They are millionaires. Eet is
nothing to them, leaving behind
a boat like this.”

“They have others, of course
—plenty in case of emergency,”
Betty conceded. *‘But it is hard
to sece why they did it
steam-yacht should not have to
go on a certain tide or to catch
a certain wind.”

The flow of comment ceased.
In silence all the girls stood
gazing down into the empty sea-
boat, still wondering at 1ts
being there,

the madcap

on V Polly's

~——' bagan
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But this had been a before-dinner scamper
down to the seashore, and they had to remember
to be back in time for the gong. —Miss
Massingham, this term, was all for disciplive.

So, leaving the deserted boat just as they had
found it, Betty & Co. soon returned by the way
they had come. The toilsome ascent of the Zig-
zag was made, with a fow pauses to regain breat
and look with admiring eyes over the wide sweep
of ocean.

Of the halfdozen girls, Helen was quite the
most frequent in lookmg out to sea; s0 much so
that suddenly Betty remarked:

“One would think you are expecting the
Salvator to come back for that boat, Helen!”

She smiled a little sadly.

<1 only wish it would! For then we would sce
Muricl Garth again.”

“You and she became great friends, didn’t
you?” Betty said. “We others all noticed that.
I suppose it was on account of your father being
out Mexico—that heing the country to which
Mu was to be taken back by her stepmother.
Perhaps Muriel will meet your father out there
some day, Helen.,”

“I hope she does, Betty. I'm sure that it will
be a_joy to Muriel to meet anyone belonging to
Old England. About that hoat back there at the
jetty; hadn’t we better report it at the school ?”

Betty nodded.

“1 was going to say we ought to let Miss
Somerfield know. Otherwise, if the school does
nothing about it, it may stay there until it gets
swamped and smashed. Nobody ever seems to go
that way except from the school.”

1- llw

\
r7

© Hi, stop ! " yelled Naomer as Paula prepared to leave the room.
# Seet down, somebody has got to stop with me.”

“ But, weally
Paula, though she knew it was no use protesting.
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“I think yeu should mention it, as Form
captain,” murmured Helen, but in a half-absent
wanner, as if thinking about other things.

Nor did she sesume the talk with Betty. The
latter mingled with those who were disposed to
be talkative, and thus Helen had a chance to be
as pensive as she feli inclined to be, dawdling
behind her schoolmates all the way back to schoal,

Although not given to moodiness, Helen Craig
was quite in the dumps to-day. Her chums had
noticed it, and they were right in what they took
it to mean. A certain saduess over the paiting
with Muriel Garth!

That parting they had all felt acutely yesterday
evening. " Bowehow, they had grown very foud
of the girl during i]er chance stay of one night
at the school. Aund, as Betty had remarked just
now, they had all seen how great a frieudship
had come about between Muriel and Helen,

But, ah! Helen’s schoolmates did not know
.what vital, mutual interests had tended to cement
that friendship. Personal matters; issues of the
¢ overy  gravest importance. Helen was thinking
_about them wow, just us she had lain awake in

. ihe night, thinking about them then,

CIf oply Muriel Garth could have remained in
the' meland instead of making the voyage back
to Mexico, She had not wanted to go when the
tizna dame.

Tt was an unfading vision that haunted Helen
Craig'-to-day; Muriel’s face as it had been at
that moment of the last good-bye. A sad face,
blanched with helpless dismay, and eyes ready to
fill with tears.

“8She will not be happy with her Mexican step-
mother,” ran Helen's pitying thoughts. “She
wis unhappy in the old days out there in
Mexico; she had to get that governess of hers
fo bring her to England. Is it likely that Madame
Garcio meaus well by the girl now? 1 could not
iwiicv;: it possible, ‘And she has gone; she has
gone |

Back from the jaunt, the scholars found that
there was time, afior-all;“for a few minutes more
to themselves before the gong would sound.

Some of them stayed out in the sunshine, en-
Joying talk and play with other juniors. IHelen
was one of those who preferred to po up to the
siudics. She reached the study which she shared
with Pam, and presently the latter sauntered in.

“Yes, well,” Pam gercrely remarked, “what
about this afternaon, Helen? I'm for tennis up
till three o'clock. But after that. What about
our giving a tea-party for once? We seem to
be always Jetting Study 12 do the entertaining 1”

“It is rather our twrn,” Helen assented cordially,
whilst staring out_to sea from the study window.
“Yes, we might do that, Pam.”

“Question i8.” And Pam stepped to the study’s
“larder,” setting wide the door to take stock of
the shelves. *“No, hardly sufficient,” was her
prompt conclusion.  “So I must ring up the
Creamery—when Aliss Massingham is safely off
the secne.  They’ll deliver by four.”

“Bhall you want me to do anything, Pam? I
can very well ride into Barneombe later on if- 2

*Oh, no need, thanks all the same! But I tell
you what, Helen. It would be nice to have Dolly
}l’)oluilc tg)’ tea with the rest, ouly she has gone
honie

“I can easily go along to her home on the
Barncombe road and ask her,” Helen suggested
guickly. “Ill go directly after dinner, so as to
be sure of her. She’ll love to come if she knows
in time.”

“Right!” nodded Pam, just as Betty showed
herself in the open doorway.
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“All we get for finding that boat at the jetty
and letting” Miss Somerfield know,” the Forni
captain grinned, “is scashore out of bounds until
further notice!’

“Oh dear!” grimaced Pam. “Not that it
watters much.  We're all for games this after-
necn.  Oh, and, by the way, Betty, you and a
And there was

few others—tea
suddﬁ.-n!y at Betty’s side in the doorway.

Ouvo, gorjus!? Naomer,

* Bekas

“Aud, by the way, you "—Pam blandly dropped
on the Imp—"you haven’t heen coming into this
study, mistaking it for Study 12"

“What ze diggings!”

“I know that Polly’s keeping your corner cup-
board locked,” Pam continued serenely, *““Helen
and T leave ours unlocked———"

“ Hallo, hallo, what has she been doing 7" eried
Polly, coming up like a policeman. “You charge
Naomer with knowingly and wilfully pilfering, is
that i ?”

"She had better not!” yelled Naomer. “What
ze diggings! ”

“In the name of the law!” said the madcap,
taking Naomer iuto custody., “Come quietly, and
anything you say will be used in evidence against
you! Five years for this, my beauty.”

“I don't care a hoot for—-"

“Youre the one we’ve been locking for,” Poily
declared, holding Naomer's wrisis together behind
her back, °

At that moment the gong went.

“You're allowed out on bail,” Polly  said,
changing into-a magistrate. * But your case will
be tried at the next assizes in Study 12—at two
sharp.  Before Judge Betty Barton. So mind!”

Pam, laughing, along with the others, turned
back to the cupboard after Naomer had dashed
away.

" Really, though it does look as if someone had
A whole Genoa cake
gone, to my certain knowledge! Helen, you
hiven't been giving a cake away? Oh, but don’t
look =0 upset!" Pam gaily added, for she found
her study-mate looking as white as death all at
once. “It's not as serious as all that, Just as
if— Ha, ha, ha!” 4

“ Anyhow, we have made an arrest,” Polly said
grimly. “T'll be prosccuting counsel = with
pleasuve, Pam., If you'd kindly attend at Court
No. 12 at two o'clock to give evidence.”

“Yes, well,” said Pam, “perhaps I had beticr.”

“A whole Genoa coke,” seid Polly, K.C., going
out with Pam and Betty., “Ten vears for a
Genoal”

Helen, left to herself in the study, went to the
cupboard and seemed to gaze at the looted shelves
with as much concern as had been hers when she
saw the abandoned bout at the jetty.

“ Polly, K.C, 1"

HI trial of her Serene Highness Naomer
Nakara, famous in the anuals of Morcove
School, did not take place wm “Court J&:m

after all.

There would not_have been room!

As soon as tho Form heard that Polly Linton
had becn “briefed,” there was an agitation for the
ease to be heard in the class-room.

So, at two o'clock that afternoon, the prisoner
was brought_in under cscort to find the publie
seats crowded.

joyous jury had heen empanelled; Botty
Barton sab enthroned as judge on a chair stood
upon a table; ushers were at their posts erying
“Bilence in court!”
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To the right of the judge, and facing the jury,
vas the dock—a blackboard-casel with a chair
behind it. Naomer, made to stand on that chair,
might have looked quite small and pathetic, as
the top rail of the black-board-casel was level with
her chin; but she chose to look very hardened
and defiant. .

“Get ze jerk on!”
“Not guilty!”

Then Polly, handling a volume of notes in the
seats reserved for counsel, opened the case.

it was, said counsel for the prosecution, one of
the worst on record, aggravaied by many previous
convictions, The accused was a desperate
character, long known to that brilliant, mar-
vellous, talented member of Morcove’s Flying
Squad, the great Polly Linton, as a cupboard
raider of the deepest dye.

“But T am a queen, don't forget!” interrupted
the prisoner. “And I don’t care a hoot—"

“Prisoner at the bar! Do you wish me to com-
mit you for contermpt of court?” frowned Judge
Betty Barton. *Silence!”

“1 call the prosecutrix!” cried counsel,
“Pamela Willoughby, spinster, now of Morcove
School, but domiciled at Swanlake, North Devon.”

Yo Pamela Willoughby, spinster, stepped to the
witness-stand and serenely deposed that on the
provious night there had been one untouched
Genoa cake in her study larder, which cake she
hud missed at three minutes to one to-day,

“And you accuse the prisoner of eating it?”
thundered counsel.

“Oh, no!”

“Good job, bekas——"

“Silence!” shouted all the ushers.

« As I understand it,” said counsel dramatically,
“as soon as you missed the cake you took it for
granted that there was only one explanation ?
Did you therefore call in the aid of that eminent
member of the Force, aforesaid, and give the
pré:;oncr in't'r') custody 1

0

she shrilled, after pleading

, mo!

Polly treated this mild answer as another
serving to prove guilt up to the hilt,

“Thank you, Miss Willoughby; that is all I
have to ask of you,” said counsel triumphantly.
“QOn that, m’lud, and members of the jury, I ask
for a verdict of guilty! I ask for a heavy sen-
tence; such a sentence, m'lud and members of the
jury, as will-—"

“Stay, stay!” interrupted the judge. “Evidence
for the dofence. We have not heard that. We
must hear both sides. Who is defending this poor
wayward wretch ?”

“No one,” shrilled Naomer, “bekas T pre-fer to
spik for myself. What ze dizzings! I can prove
T did not touch ze mouldy old cake, bekas none
of it has been found eon me, so seo! Queck, hurry
up with ze jolly old verdict—"

At this point a burst of laughter from the
public—mostly juniors ready to dash away to
tennis—greatly grieved the judge.

«JIf there is any more of it,” said Judge Betty
Barton, “I shall have to clear the court! Prisoner
at the bar, have you anyone to speak for your
character ?”

“Nop, bekas it not nccessary. Bekas T am a
gueen in my own country, don't forget. And wait
till T get Polly Linton in my country! T will
So I will!” Naomer shouted above the uproar.
“ And 1 don’t care a hoot for any of you! I am
going 1”

But she found wardresses ready to grapple with
her. A scuffle, during which the prisoner’s dock
fell to bits and had to be set up again, and then
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Justice pursved its more or less cold, impartial
progress.

“Yes, who are you?” asked the judge, looking
at Paula Creel mildly as that tender-hearted
young person suddenly came forward.

“My lahd,” Paula said ecmotionally, “the
Fwisoner, having no other fwiend to speak for
rer, 1 twust you will allow me to.pleag for mercy.
The pwisoner ” -

“One moment!” counsel for the!proseeution
cried. “This is where I cioss-examine! Have
you or have yon not known the prisoner under
the name of the Walking Appetite?”

“ Er—as wegards—"

“Yes or no!”

“Er—yes, wather!”
‘“{\lso as the Cream-bun Champion 2"

“Yes or nol”

“ At times, ves. Howeveh——"

“Then what do you mean,” thundered counsel,
“hy coming here to ask an intelligent. judge ~ind
jury to let the prisoner off 7 Go away!” . Counsel

dismissed Paula amidst shouts of Iaughtet.—"“’ﬁd ;
now, if your ludship will allow me fo addt‘c%’ﬁ&i;
il

jury, I think I
the prisoner!” 3

“(Go on, then,” said the judge sole

“Members of the jury!” Polly said:
for a burst of eloquence. “You have dourd -t
evidence of the prosecutrix, and you dmpst have
seen the force of it, the weight, the—er-—ah—
the—— In short, take a good look at the
prisoner, and then ask yourselves! I say,” Polly
cried, banging a fist upon her desk, whilst brand-
ishing the other hand at the prisoner, “look at
her! Ask yourselves! If she didn't do it, then
who did?”

“You did!” yclled the prisoner.

“She cannot prove an alibi——"

“Yes, I can!" piped the prisoner. “Bekas I
was in bed all night and in school all this
morning, so see!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silence in court,” requested the judge. “If
this unscemly langhter is repeated, T will clear
the court! (o on,” with proper judieial weari-
ness to counsel.

“3A'lud and members of the jury,” Polly
wound up, with hissing impressiveness, “there
stands the perpetrator of this infamous deed!
True, it has been argued that the cake was not
found upon her. Is it likely that it would be?
Isn't it obvious what became of that cake, every
crumb of it, within an hour—nay, within ten
minutes —of the dastardly, unconsecionable, per-
feetly unspeakable deed! M'lud and members
of the jury, I will tell you what the prisoner did
with that eake.” said counsel, driving home each
word with a rap upon the desk “She afe it 1"

And with that, counsel sat down.

There was applause, instantly quelled by the
ushers, Then the judge summed up.

“I am sorry this case has taken so long, as
T am due at another eourt,” said Betty, meaning
the tennis-court. “You must all keep open minds,
if you have any minds at all. I do not think
the case shonld ever have been brought. In any
case, the prisoner is obviously not responsible for
her actions »

“(iood job! Bekas——

“Koeep the prisoner quict [ ordered the judge;
and the wardresses did zo!

“You will now, members of the jury, give your
verdict: "

“Not gnilty ™

Great sensation! There was such wild checring,

shail prove that it mu._sf.’%y"t,‘
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the judge could hardly be heard telling the
prisoner that she was discharged without a stain
upon her name.

Instantly, versatile Polly forgot that she had
been counsel for the prosccution. She became as
;l mother to Naomer, rcady to enfold her to hor
roart,

“ My chee-ild!” Polly sobbed joyfully. “It is
all over now! Be comforted! Did I not say,
whilst you had British justice to rely upon, you
had nothing to fear !”

Helen Craig had looked in to laugh, along
with others, at the whele bit of nonsense. Now
that it was over, and juniors were pelting away
to gomes, for enc set off for her stroll as far
as the cottage-home of Dolly Delane on the Barn-
combe road.

Although Dolly Delane had become a day-girl
at Morecove when her parents retired to the cot-
tage that was within 2 mile of the school, she
often spent her “halfers” with the boarding
scholars, Now and then, however, home interesis
claimed ber. The Delancs had a good bit of land
with the eottage, and Dolly, as much as her
father and meother, loved to work about the
glorious garden.

There, amongst the riot of fowers and the bee.
Lives, Helen Craig came upon the happy-hearted,
homely day-girl Up rose Dolly from her weed-
ing as she heard the wicket-gate click.

““Hallo, Helen dear |

“Are you coming to tea wiih me and Pam this
afternoon, Doll? Betty and the rest will be
there, 1 promised Pam I would walk out this
way and ask you.”

“That is kind of you both! ¥Yes, I shall love
it. Dad and the mater have motored to Exeter.
I could have gone, ton, but things in the garden
are getting exciting 17

“They look very wonderful. anyhow, Doll 1

“But the weeds! Still, I'll knock off abeut
three, and be along in good time. I can bring
some early strawberries and some clotted creant.
We are getting such loads of cream, Helen, and
the strawberries are some I've hurried on.”

“Strawberries  and  eveam!”  ericd  Helen.
“First timo this ycar! I shall be slipping out
i)jnilmorning, before you are up, to raid the heds,
Joll 17

“Then vouw'll have to be up carly,” was the
retort.  “Take a walk round with me, Helen.
The worst of gardening, you start to do some-
thing, and then vou start to walk round.”

“T’'m in the way—~hindering you?”

“Not a bitl T should b starting to walk
round by now ! Oh, talking of getting up carly—
that reminds me, Helen,” chattered Dolly, as
they sirolled together, “who was it at Morcove
up ever so carly this morning? You know I can
sce one side of the schoolhouse from my bed-room
window here? T was surprised when I looked
out and saw some girl or other, coming down
the iron staircase of the school 1”

“The fire-cscape, you mean?”

“Yes,” Dolly nodded. *“It must have heen as
eariy as half-past five. In fact, I went back ta
bed again. finding it was <o carly. But there was
that girl going down the school’s fire-escape, and
I think it was a silly thing for her to be doing.
There would be a row if it were known.”

Helen had nothing to say, although she was
attentive enough. She had come to a standstill,
staring blankly at Dolly. The latter resumed:

“It’s all very well for a scholar to get up
ever so early, mornings like we are having now.
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But, even if it were done not to disturb the
others, the girl shouldn't use the fire-cscape.”

“T¢'s dead against the rules ' exelaimed FHelen.

"1 know. But some girl or other did it this
morning.”

* What—what was she like, Doll 77 asked Helen,
quite distressfully.

“Oh, she was too far off for me to distingnish
her. I couldn’t even say if she was a junior or
senior. I ‘only know that for certain it was a
scholar, right enough. What do you think of my
delphiniums, Helen 72

And so the talk turned upon flowers, the
kitchen-garden, and the other delights of a place
supporting a couple of cows and two little calves,
nob fo mention Blue Beverans, fantail pigeons,
a pair of doves, and a hobtail shecpdog.

“Dad_and mother gave np farming,” langhed
happy Dolly, “but they still must do a bit in a
small way.,  And I'm glad.

“You'll have to marry a farmer, Doll, when
you grow up 1™

“If there are any farmers left to marry,” swas -
the shrewd rejoinder.  “Well, tata for the
present. Tl be along in good time !7?

Dolly must have imagined that chummy Helen
was under compulsion to hurry away {o fulfil
some engagement on the courts or the games'
ficld. But Helen did not go straight back to tho
school.

As soon as she had passed a bend in the road
that put her out of sight of the cottage, she
struck aside on to open grassland lying between
the road and the liff’s ragged edge.

Soon she had the sea’s wide horizon spread
Lefore her, and she scanned it eagerly—anxiouslv.
Smudgoes of smoke marked the going-by of the
usual number of big steamers, all those miles
out. Bhe secemed to watch each tell-tale smudge
in turn very earncstly.

So far as she conld tell, however, without
glasses, no vessel was steaming shorewards; =ll
were going out to the Atlantic or making for the
Bristol Channel.

At last, and with a sigh that was like one of
relief, she went back to the road. Helen crosscd
it and walked out on to open maarland,

The cottage was a little way behind her, the
school dircetly ahead of her.” Rongh and un-
dulating was the ground. with the narrowest of
paths anongst great patches of gorse and hracken.
The latter had sent up its fern-life fronds to a
great heicht, affordine thick cover.

Helen hersclf was often quite hidden amidst the
surrounding greenery.

At intervals. whilst drifting this way and that,
she paused like one who is watchful, eager fo
pick up a sound that might tell her something.
If the linnots twittering €0 sweetly in the gorse
suddenly took to fight, az if startled,” she
prowled in that direction.

But such wary tactics brought Helen no result

Presently she worked her way towards the
school, giving more than one little sigh—but nnt
of relief this time. Now they were sighs
evidencing great suspense,

Some grave anxiety was upen the scholar's
mind; an anxicty which she was bound to keop
to hersell. TFor she had banished all signs o2
uncasiness from her looks by ihe time she joined
chums of hers who were looking on at the fennis.

Study 12 had got the use of one £irass court,
and there a brilliant set was heing played. Pam
and Betty had taken on Polly and Madge. At
the next court Pat Lawrence was playing with
“the Three E’s” Whether as players or  as
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lounging lockers-on, awaiting
their turn, the juniors were en-
joying themselves this afternoon.
Helen must have been the only
one to feel ill-at-ease.

“Tell Pam I've gone up to_get
the study ready, will you, girls?”
she said quietly to a few of those
sitting about in the shade. “ And
that it's all right about Dolly
Delane; she'll be here.”

“Right-ho, Helen!”

So she went off and was soon
in the study, but not at once
did she start the tablelaying.

All by hersclf, Helen ook her
stand at the study window once
again, and for several minutes
she kept anxious eyes fixed upon
the horizon and all the steames
going by.

|

%ﬁ
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What is Helen Thinking ?

QUD  cheers grected the
L arrival of Dolly Delane in

'am and Helen's study at
hali-past three.

The rest of the chums had
already mustered.

“ Hooray ! What about it,
Doll?” cried the chums. “Who
said strawberrics and eream?”

¥or answer Dolly gaily set
down one pint cream-jug, to
the paper-covered top, an® an
open basket of strawberries, not a
ercen or white one amongst
them!

Naomer went off her head.

“(torjus!” she shrieked. “Ooo!
Ooo, queek, T must—"

“Naomer!” shouted the dusky
one’s mentor; and Polly dragged
her serene Highness away, Just
as a brown hand was diving into
the fruit basket.

“(Go outside !”

“What ze diggings!”

*“Qut-SIDE 1"

And out she went, only to come back like an
indiarubber ball on the end of a bit of clastic.

“Bekas,” said Naomer indignantly, “I never
get a look-in now, what with locked cupboards
and all ze rest! I am fed up!”

“Then you can’t really want any tea,” was
Polly's logical conclusion.

Naomer, however, did ample justice to the
strawberries and cream. For that matter, so did
the others! Where Naomer maintained her re-
putation against all comers was in her achieve-
ments in the pastry department. There, she even
had Polly “whacked ”1

Afterwards, there was a pleasant sitting about
in that study, made so luxurious by Pam's tastes
and means. The window was wide open to sun-
shine and breeze, and whilst the talk flowed on
the girls heard others at their games, again,
below.

“Ves, well,” said Pam at last, “you'd like to
be going” out again. As soon as I've cleared
away——

“7']] see to that, Pam,” offered Helen.

«we'll all see to it,” proposed Dolly, ever tho
one to revel in a bit of washing up.

“That's the idea!” cried Polly. “And after-
wards—what ahot a pick-up game of cricket,
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round the garden.
morning 77" she asked.

Dolly Delane suddenly stopped as she and Helen were walking

Who was up so early at Morcove this
| gaw somapne coming down the fire-
escape about hali-past five.”

givls? Pam, you run and sce if Pat and the
Three B's will join in?"”

So. whilst the clearing up went on, many hands
making light work, Pam went off to inquire, and
was soon back with a gratifying announcement.
It was generally hard to get hold of Pat Law-
rence, she so kept to herself without being stand-
offish. But she had nothing to do at present.
She and the Three K's—who would always do
what Pat wished—would join in for cricket.
Delighted !

Down 1o the field went the juniors, and soon it
was an exciting match they were playing—double
wicket and all. They had found eleven Fifth
Torm girls to make up an opposing team.

Helen, looking out of the window, saw that the
Fifth were batting, and that the Fourth had put
on its demon bowler, Polly Linton, to play havee
with the stumps

For Helen had stayed behind in the study, on
the pretext that she wished to put away the
washed-up china very carefully. It was Pam's
Royal Worcester | Unbeknown to Helen’s chums,
however, there was that secrct anxiety at war
with her desire to be as sociable and sport-loving
as ever.

When all was done that could be done in_ the
charming study, Helen first took another look at
the distant sea, then went from the room to do
a strange wander-round.
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She went upstairs and stood about on high
landings and in  dormitory passages, cuviously
caveful not to make a sound in a schoolhouse that
was 0 deserted and quict.,

It was from one of these upper landings that
some emergency-doors, with a push-bar fastening,
opened on to the outside iron stairway, She
looked through the glass of the emergency doors,
but there was nothing to exeito her interest.

Meantime, the cricket-mateh went on, the Fifth
Torm wickets falling with a frequency ‘that mado
it seem possible for prep. to be started not later
than seven. But the juniors were stickers when
they went in to bat.

In partieular, the demon bowler proved
demon batter. Lengthy were shadows on t.h%
playing-ield when at last terrific cheering marked
the close of the match.

Into thoe schoolhouse stormed the juniors, still
cheering as they pounded upstairs to the studies.
A win by eight runs!

“The stulf to give ‘em,” said Polly. = “And
‘.vct'k Reniember, dear children, what
ingham said.”
hould have been dead beat by now, after
that bad incinded the case in court,
oood work at the tea-table, tennis, cricket. DBut
she was not. It was Naomer who snggested an
interval for refreshments before starting prep.

Helen Craig lay awako long aflter others were
asleep that night.

Even if she had felt as tired out as the others,
she would have made efforts to keep awake.

Never once, however, as the dark hours crept
an, did she find sleep stealing upon her. Her
mind was active; every sense was on the alert.

If she heard the very faintest sound about the
schoolhouse, she sat up sharply in bed, hecart
pounding, nerves tense.

In the stillness she could hear the murmur of
the tide along the shore. Once a bat flitted in
at the open dormitory window and went blunder-
ing all round the great room before finding its
way out again. Then an owl hooted—tu-whoo !

Ding-dong went the school chimes, striking off
cach guarter of an hour. Very Icngthy intervals
they scemed to wakeful Helen, between one
chiming and another. Quarter-past ecleven, a
sreat wait, then the half-hour. And still no sound
had come such as she had thought there might
he, all at once. A sound bearing out the thecory
which had been agitating her ever since mid

Was it any use ler keeping awake like this?
But, in any case, sleep was as far from her pillow
now as when:

Hark - What was that?

She sat up sharply, silently. Iler ears were
straining whilst she peered across the dark room
to its half-open door,

Suddenly she flung back the bed-coverings and
sct foot to floor,

On went dressing-gown and slippers. Then,
whilst all her schoolmates still slumbered, Helen
tip-toed away.

Stealthily she crept Irom the dormitory and

along to a landing, there to peer over the
banisters.  She sicod there a full minute,
listening.

Not a sound.

Vot she was not going to conclude that mere
fancy had fetched her out of bed like this; a
mere fancied sound in the house, as of someone
creeping about,

Treading as cautiously as before, Helen went
down a l'hght of stairs, round the hnlf-]audmg,
then down another flight.

THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN

Every Tuesday

Now she was on that floor of the great school-
house given over to studies. A fow steps on tip-
toe took her to where she could peer along the
Tourth Form corridor.

All should have been total darkness there; and
instcad-—what did she see?

A gleam of light coming from under one closed
study-door, and that door her own and Pam’s.

Someone was in the study which she, Helen,
shared with Pam, and something was bmug dane
that necessitated a switched-on light !

Helen was scarce breathing as she tip-toed down
the dark passage, coming silently to that door
under which was the line of light.

She was so excited, ‘.n}]cntly her hand trembled
as she took hold of the doorknob to turn it.

‘hen she opened the door, and her figure was
in the full ghre of olectric light as she stood
gazing into the room; gazing at somcone who,
greatly startled, stared back at her.

A girl it was who had eome a few minutes
since to the study at dead of night.

Fully dressed, she was scated at the table—
or had been seated, until surprise af the opening
of the door made her start up, pen still in hdvd

“8h ! gestured Helen, for she had feared th
this other girl was going to cry ont.

She closed the door. She could hear her hears
thudding as she stood over there by the door,
umetmg the other girl's wild, sorrowful eyes,
uriel Garth1” whlﬂ)emd Helen.  #Oh—
Muriel 17

"he pen in Muriel’s

hand was suddenly put
down. She drop@ed back in her chair and,
putting her face between her hands, gave a
low moan of acute anguish.

Together Once Again !

ELEN CRAIG crossed over quickly and
touched the other girl in a pitying, rally-
ing way.

"Don’t, Muriel—sh, don’t cry; don’t make a
sound ! It's all right !” was the deep whisper.

“What you must think of me!1” Muriel Garth
answered.  Uncovering her face, she looked at
the scholar with eyes which now held tears, “I
have no right to be here—"

“But you have, Muriel; at least, so I think!®
Wo became friends. All Morcove liked and
trusted you. And whatever you have done—ah,
1 can undor-:t.uul what excuse there is!”

Muriel got up, but she did not speak. She
could only look at the Morcovian wistfully,
tragically. Then Helen whispred again:

“You got away from the yacht, after all,
Muriel ! That open boat—-"?

e § gaye them the slip, yes,” Muriel whispered
back,  “The boat was towing when the Sal-
vator started. I let myself down by the tow-
rope, cast off, and rowed ashore. Tell me, Helen
—?15:1!_ mel Has the yacht come back?”

Helen breathed deeply, then resumed, keeping
her voice as low as ever:

“Ever since midday, Muricl, when the open
boat was found at the jetty, ¥ have bm'n wonder-
ing—could it have been you! There is a belief
that sailors on leave were left behind; but I—I
at once thong‘nt of you, how you longed to stay in
I]us country.”

“I did it,” Muriel said in a fieree whisper,
“for the best. It was a cade of now or never.
I did it, to keep my promise to you in this study,
the other evening—not that you asked for the
promise, but 1 felt then that I must make it.”
:“And T have not forgotten it, of course,”
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Ilclen answered softly, “Oh, and I am only
so thankful, Muriel, for your own sake, that you
did get away from the vacht.”

7§ there had been only my happiness to think
of, T would not have minded,” said Muriel in
a whisper. “But I discovered that my step-
mother had base reasons for- wanting to take
me back to Mexico. Ii's because she wishes to
please her father, who is fond of me; to please
him, so that she can increase her influence—
get him to hand over business affairs to her.
And then—she is going for your father, Helen,
about that silver mine.”

The schoolzirl nodded.

Didn't we both realise that the whole
picious!  But, mnaturally, you

on mere suspicion. Muricl.  And
proof only came when you had finally gone on
board 7"

“1 heard my stepbrother and sister talkir
Thev thought I was asleep in my cabin—they
were sitting just outside, on the deck, After-
wards they moved away; but T had overheard
enough. And so—here I am!” Muriel sighed.
Then continued in an undertone:

“Y found shelter for last night in the school-
house. At davbreak I wept away. It scemed
wiser for me to do that, and fairer to the school.
Helen, 1 am sorry, but I took a cake from this
study of yours .

“That's all right. Is it all you've had!” was
Helen's concerncd whisper. “But I must con-
irive—that is, if vou are bound to stay in hiding.
But are you, Muriel? The yacht has not come
back !”

“TIt will return.
girl stated grimly.
not already done so,

That is inevitable,” the poor
“1 only wonder that it has
And you see how I am
placed, Helen? T dare not go to that kind head-
mistress of yours. 1f I did, she would be com-
pelled to hand me over to my stepmother when
the vacht returns.”

‘Y 1 gucssed that that was why—
Helen., you mustn’t breathe a word to

"

7=
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your chums,” spoke on Muricl imploringly. *Oh,
T hate having to ask you to shield me, and even
belp me; but—"

“Why? When you have only let yourself in
for all this hardship and misery to prevent your
stepmother from dealing my father, out there_in
Mexico, an anfair blow. I am only glad, Muriel,
that you did escape from the yacht. I was far
more worried when I had to think of you as
having gone upon the voyage. You shall not
suffer more than 1 can help. What about food
now #”

But Muriel shook her head.

“T crept to this study, a few minutes ago, only
to find pen and paper for a letter,” she whis-
pered. “I was writing this ”—and she indicated
the half-finished letter on the pad—‘when you
took me by surprise. It is to Miss Aylwin.”

Helen gave a start as that name was mentioned.

“Ah. T understand, Muricl, You want to get
in touch with that young lady—sueh a true friend
to vou as she has always been.”

< And what I am wondering is—shall 17" came
Muriel's tensze nder. o remember what |
I told you about Deborah Aylwin: how she his
taken a post that means travelling about with
a wealthy lady. I can only post this letter to the
hotel where Miss Avlwin was to join the lady,
trusting that ir will be forwarded.”

“You think they will have left the hotel by
now?"”

“1 know they will !

The excited whispering

lapsed.  After a

moment. Helen mutely signed to her friend fo
¢it down and finish the letter-writing, and Mariel
saw the wisdom of obeying.

S0, for a minnte or two, dead silence prevailed.
on,

With feverish haste Muricl wrote whilst

g

Helen dismounted as she saw Betity & Co. coming
towards her. Leaning her bicycle against a trea,
she pretended that shs was having tyre trouble.
Her one hope was that the others would ride past
without coming 1o her aid, for she had a apecial
reasor for wanting to be alone just then.
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Helen, near the closed door, was like a sentinel—
listening, ready to give warning of danger.

Then, as Muriel put thé letter in an envelape
and wrots the address, the schoolgirl went across
to the table.

“T'1l post it, Muricl. Leave it in that drawer
of mine, and to-marrow I'll send it off. It asks
Miss Aylwin to come down to Morcave and take
you away—in secret?”

“And she will,” rojoined Muricl, silently
closing the table drawer, “if only she gets the
letter! I can only hang on as best I can, and if
I fail to get in touch with her—well, T shall have
to make the best of a bad job.”

“Youre brave, and everything will come all
right in the end, Muricl Aleantime, I do realise
that you must stay in hiding against the return
of that yacht.”

Helen stole back to the closed deor. Now that
the other girt had finished the letter, it seemed
wise to switch out the light. Helen did so, then
apened the door warily and listencd.

“@afe ! was her relieved whisper, aftez she
had reclosed the door. — “The whole place is
sound asleep. You poor soul. what sleep are you
going to get to-night—and where 7’

“¥ shall go to the same attic that sheltered me
last night,” the homeless girl answered softly.
“And get away at dawn like T did before. It
is best to be in the open by day; I shall keep
Git, and be able to attend to myself better.”

“You must have food cnough! I must be in
constant Louch with yout”

The whispered debate went on. The drama of
it ull was stressed by the darkness in which they
now stood. Muriel was all for fending for herself;
but Helen had every good rcason For insisting
upon -playing a helpful part.

To-morrow she would go into Barncombe, get
some supplies, and hide them at 2 certain spot
on the moor, where cover was so good. She
described a suitable spot to Muricl.

“And perhaps we may mect there,” was
Helen’s hopeful whisper at the finish. “It will
be after school hours—early evening. Watch out
for me at that place on the moor, Muriel, and
I will look out for you. Now you must go and
get some sleep, and so must i B

Nothing more was said All the gratitude
welling up in Muriel’s heart Lad to be expressed
by a sudden grasping of Helen's hand in the
darkness.

Unwarned !

N class next morning, Helen wisely worked her

l very hardest at each successive lesson.

it took some doing! Only by the greatest
effort was she able to concentrate upon school-
work ; but, at Jeast, she had a sharp enough spur.
1f she got dropped upon for carelessness, she
would be made to stay in later in the day. And
then where would be her opportunity of going
into Barncombe?

The same in the afternoon. She might have
been aiming to become that obnoxious person,
“teacher’s favouriie,” the way she worked! But
a far better motive than that lay behind such
painstaking efforts in class,

She was out of school at the usual time—and
still the yacht had not made its dreaded return.

That seemed to her a most amazing thing, but
at the same time it was a tremendous blessing.

The really greac danger for poor Murie! would
only begin, so Helen was reasoning with herself,
with the return of Madame Garcio. g

yery hour that scheming stépmother  of
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Muriel’s delayed the return to these ehores, to
start a hue and cry for the girl, was going to bo

© great gain.

So, as Helen ecycled along the open road to

Barncombe, about five o'clock, she did nab omit

to glance seawards whenever an open view 1n
that direction offered.

In spite of the load of care
ing aloud with joy as she
hecanse even
Salvator,

In Barncombe she posted Muriel's letter to
Deborah Aylwin,  Then, doing her best to dodge
other girls who had come into town after tea,
<he made those purchases which would best serve
her friend,

She managed all this with success; but the
return, loaded np as she was, proved every bit as
difficult as she had feared.

Not that the laden state of her handlebars was
a thing to exci riosity of the girls whom she

tantl ing. Scholars generally
om Barncombe fairly well loaded
1 it alene; her coming back
of them her chums, were
or the town.
he had been bound to take the
oreove, and socon there was the
ng to leave the road, unscen hy

she folt like sing-
cled along, simply
1ow there was no sign cf the

when other
v just pe
Unfortunately
road back to
anxiety of tr

" any schoolmares; of hiding the bicyele, and then

going warily over the moor with the various
parcels, to the appointed spot.

Ifalf-way back to Moreove she dismounted,
with no one in sight; and then suddenly she saw
girls coming—Betty and cthers, full pelt on their
machines !

Helen unhitched hér tyre-pump and pretendad
to be having trouble with a valve as her chums
whirred by.

“Hallo, Helen, whyv aren’t you with us?”

“Yos, what ze diggings! I hope you have left
gomething for us to buy at ze Creamery i

She gaily waved them upon their way, and
went on fiddling with a perfectly good tyre to
give them fime to get out of sight.

Then—thrurr ! came the neise of a motor-cycle.
Pat Lawrence, this time, flashing a smile as she
yoared past.

Still steoping over her mackine ab the road-
¢ide, Helen watched Pat race out of sight. Then

—was there a_ chance now? She lpoked in all
directions. Yes; not a soul in sight for tho
moment, Now !

Anether moment and she was running the
bicycle on to the grass, amongst clumps of gorse.
She crashed the machine through straying black-
berry brambles. With almost frantic haste she
pushed and lugged the machine a discreet distance
from the roag, then laid it flat amidst a tall
surround of bushes.

Kneeling there, she got all the parcels off the
handlebars and out of the basket. Swiftly she
made them up into iwo bundles, held together
with string.

Then, leaving the bicycle in its place of con-
cealment, she set off on foot, carrying the bundles.

Tiardly had she done so than the sound of 2
car on the road reached her. It seemed to be
uickly.

As a mattor of fact, it had stopped, allowing
someone to alight; hut Helen did not know that.

The cne backward look she had given, over
the intervening gorse and brambles, had shown
her the ear—o» the mere roof of it—and it was
then in motion.
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Hurriedly she pressed on over
the rough moor, her course a
zig-zag one amongst the bushes.
It was a sunny evening, aud she
could see upper windows of
Morcove School flashing in the
golden light, the old tiling of
the roof a rich red.

The moor itself looked at its
best, and she knew that there
was nced to be as cantious as
ever. At any moment she

might meet other girls out
rambling. They must not be

allowed to see her.

And all the time she was
thinking of Muriel—wondering
would she show wup at the
appointed place ?

At last Helen was within a
stone's throw of the spot.
Ahead of her she could see the
three shapely hollies which she
had named as the landmark for
which Muriel must make.

Was the girl even now lurk-
ing close at hand? Or was
there to be no meeting, after
all; only a hiding of the pro-
visions, in the hope that Muriel
would turn up later?

With a futteriug heart she
came up with the three hollies,
then stood quite still,

She listened, and when at last
she heard a telltale sound it

gave her a throb of joy. That
was  Muriel now—venturing of Madams Garcio.
near, aware that she, Helen, .

had turned up.

Then, to Helen's sudden dismay, she knew that
she was mistaken. She had turned her eager gaze
in the dircction from which the rustling sounds
were coming. and, instcad of seeing a girlish
figure, she saw—the head and shoulders of a
womarn,

And that woman was Madame Garcio!

From Bad to Worse !
ADAME GARCIO!
M Muricl’s own stepmother—here.
No -wonder Helen's brain reeled
the shock,

The vacht had not come back, but the woman
herself had.

Helen, in the first moment of surprize, knew
what it meant to feel bereft, pulsims by fright.
She simply stared as if at an awful spects
Then suddenly she turned and rushed away.

Like one of the moor’s own wild deer, she
_#ook to flight before that scaring presence.
“Burdened with the two bundles, she rushed

through the sheltering bushes.

Madame Garcio had seen her—that was beyond

doubt,

Panting for breath, after a big detour on the
loncly moor, Helen at last got back to where
she had concealed her bicyele. She had rid her-
solf of the bundles, hiding them in the best place
that offered; and now her idea was to recover
the machine and ride back to the school,

There was a ear at a standstill beside the road,
as she could sce when she was still where the
bievele had been left. It appeared to be a hired
car of the taxi type, and only the driver was with
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As H :len crouched behind a bush she saw the head and shoulders

What was shs doing on the moor 7 Helen

wondered. Was she on the track of her step-daughter 7

it. So, deciding that his presence did not matter,
she wheeled the bicycle out to the road, mounted,
and pedalled away.

The man civilly touched his hat to her, and
she nodded a good-evening, recognising him as
belenging to a Barneombe garage with which the
school al Then she put on speed, if only
because her brain was in the state that impels
flurried movements.

Failure! Such the result
meant activities this evening.

Perhaps Muricl had already fallen into her
stepmother’s clutches! If not, all one could do
at present was to hope and pray that there would
vet be a chance to avert the disaster. 1f only—
oh, if only the hapless girl could remain in
hiding. what misery it would spare her, what
wrongdoing it would prevent !

All the way to DMorcove such anguishing
thoughts were coursing through Helen's mind,
:md{ it was the same when she had regained her
study.

The wide sea, from the window, was as empty
as ever; but where was the comfort in that, when
he moor had shown her Madame Garcio on the
rack of the missing girl?

Round about eight o'clock some girls, just back
from Barcombe, enme pounding up to the studies.
They went first to Study 12. but in a few moments
Helen had them all surging in upon her to
impart ex g news.

“Helen, what do you think?”

“Yes, Helen—amazing thing—"

“Inewedible. bai Jove!”

“In Barncombe—those Mexican

a.

of her own well-

t
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people, the
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Clarcios 1" was Betty’s share in the outery. “We
suddenly came face to face with Jose and Andro.
Madame Gareio is there, too, although we didn’t
see

“They arrived by train this afternoon from
Plymouth,” chimed in Polly. “Surprised? You
could have knocked us down with a feather |”

“Bekas—"

“\uriel isn't with them; Muriel is missing 1™
rushed on Polly. “That’s the meaning of the
boat we found at the jetty, Helen! That girl,
Muriel Garth, didn’t go with the yacht, after
all 1”

“And in the morning,” added Betty, “Madame
Garcio is coming to the school to iry and find
out—what has happened to the girl!”

“The theory being,” said Madge Minden,
“that she must be biding in the district I”

gL
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“T see,” responded Helen, trying to look only
half as alarmed as she felt.

It was her added dread that these chums of
hers,. remembering  her  special friendship for
Muriel. would cuestion her. But it was time
to think of routine matters, and there was only
one more remark, Etocame from Polly.

“Mystery why Muriel Garth should have acted
as she has! For it seemed to us girls that
Madame Garcio and the others were only wanting
to be very kind to her1”

(EXD OF THIS WEEK'S STOEY.)

it realty ceems as though Madame Garcio will
saon find Muriel Garth. Helen Craig realises the
dire trouble that must féllow from such a meeting.

but how can she possibly prevent it7 On no
account miss next week’s long Morcove tale,
entitled: “ Where Was Muriel Garth?”’  Order
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