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Every Tugt_eday

The Morcove Chums Help to Keep Grangemoor's Flag of Freedom Flying | 1

What amazing happenings has Morcove School known ! Yet nothing can compare
with this latest sensation which is causing more excitement even than the great

Bar-out at Grangemoor School,

Study 12—that famous rendezvous of Betty
Barton and rest of the Fourth Form at

Morcove—closed ! To this extent do

the events at Grangemoor affect Morcove School !

Polly’s Mystery Errand.

“BETT!‘ ryau and I have come to the parting
of the ways!” spoke Polly Linton in her
best stage voice.

“You think so, Polly?”

“T do |7

“And why 7™

Betty Barton asked that guesiion with a laugh.
But Polly was trying to be serious now.

“No, realiy. I've done vou cnough harm,
Betiy.”

“Oh, indeed!”

“And T don’t want anyfhing more of the same
sort to happen.”

“You goose,” laughed Betty, *“Now what harm
have you done me?™

“I have, Betty; you know jolly well T havel”

Polly was as serious as ever, while Betty con-
tinued to look bighly amused.

“So you propose to clear out of Study 12, do
you, Polly?”

“iDon’y_see how I can do that, But, what 1
mean is, Betty, that 1 must go my way and you
must go yours.”

“1 hope,” smiled Betiy, “your way won't take
you back o your brother’s schoo! again—at any
rate, while that rebellion’s still on. Grangemooy
isn’t exactly—"

Polly, perched on the table-edge in Study 12,
nodded.

“I may have to go over again—-"

“No, Polly1?

“Yep! But don’t look like that, Betty, I have
uo intention of going over to-day, although I've
got to slip out after tea~—and I don’t want you
to come!” ‘

“Um!” said Betty. “And I—T don’s like the
sound of that, Polly!”

“Sorry, but thera it is,

and I can’t say any
more,” was the

roguish remark. “Now I want

‘best armchair very thankfully.

to find Judy Cardew, and so T wonder if I can
tind tea laid for onge when I come back 17

Polly hopped down from her perch and quitted
the room, to go along to the study where she
would find Judy Cardew.

Afternoon schoo! had ended ten minutes since,
and the next thing for most of Morcove’s scholars
was tea. Then, refreshed and resfed, they would
be “off out,” seme to games and some for rambles

or cycle-rides. " But where as Polly - going,
presenily, that she refused to say?  Betty
wondered !

A languid step sounded, and Paula Creel

drifted into Study 12,
and-span self,

“Bai Jove, Betty deah, wather a twial, being
in class this afternoon, what 7"

“Poor old Paula.”

“Yes, wather,” sighed Paula, sinking inlo the
“Most Lwying i
Theah appeahs to be a wemawkable display of~
stwictness on_ the pawt of Miss FKvewaw ab
pwesent, bai Jove!”

“Your imagination, Paula. I say, Paula, I'm
feeling rather concerned about Polly.. She’s being
mysterions 1

“Weally ¢

“You don’t happen to know whai's behind it
all, Paula? She want io go off on her own after
tea, and you know, that’s not like Polly.  Oh,
and she’s been talking a lot of rubbish—buk mean-
ing it!—about keeping away from me. Thinks
it will be better for me!”

“Bai Jove, Betty—>

“Of course, it all comes of what happened over
last week-end. T am rather in disgrace, wednow,
because I worked things for Polly and Judy as
I did. Still, I do wish Polly wonldn’t take it to
heart so.”

“The geal,”said Paula, using pocket-comb and

laofu'ng her usual spic-
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By Marjorie Stamon

mirror, “is the sort to do that, Beity deah. Un-
fortunately, too, she is just the onc 1o go off the
decp end, if you will pawdon the vulgah
expwession, mot wealising that othabs may be
involved. Persomally, Betty deah, I also am still
gwieving gweatly that you have becn depwived
of the captainey.”

“1 know vou are, Paula, and you shouldn’i!
I shall get the captainey back in m fortnight or
so; that’s been promised me, yon know. So it's
a mistake *

“The mistake, Betty denh—the gweat mistake
was for you, as captain, to work that leave for
Polly and Judy to go over to Grangemoor, when
vou knew that there was gwave disowder theah,
ves, wather ! Howevah—-"

“Paula, how c¢ould I do anything else?” pro-
tested Betty. ““Polly and Judy have cach a
brother at that school, and they were dying to

et in touch with them. Oh, I don’t care,”
shrugged Betty;  “if it werec to be done again,
I'd do it!”

She paused, taking a turn about the study.

“But, Paula! For Polly’s own sake, I do hope
she is not—mot—well, going to get mixed up
wfresh in that business at Grangemoor. Same
with Judy. They were forgiven that first time;
but if it oceurs again—""

‘Pweeisely !

There was no time for morve, and perhaps it
did not matter very muech that the talk was cut
short. Pamnla Creel, althourzh greatly beloved
of Betty and the rest of the Study 12 chums, was
hardly the one to contribute much helpful advice
at any time,

Nor couldsBetty have done much good by twrn-
ing to that dusky imp, Naomer Nakara, who had
now_ whirled in.  Naomer, Morcove’'s royal
scholar from some tiny desert kingdom in North
Africa, was simply a limb of mischicf, her chicf
interest in life being, it was sometimes thought,
1o appease a very healthy “appertite.”
© “Where is Polly? And what ze diggings, no
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tea ready!” ecried Naomer, in onc breath. “I
am disgustered, bekas, after slaving ze whole
afternoon in class—"

“Pawdon?” said Paula; and Naomer stood
still, to stare at that clegant chum.

“Why, Paula? You say, queek! Bekas—"

“My wecollection i3, Naomer deah, that you
managed to find time to dwaw a sketeh
illustwating one of those distwessing pccuwences
at Gwangemoor School.”

“0oo, zat' reminds me!”  And Naomoer
promptly turned to the back end of an exercise-
ook to tear oub a sheet. She held it up for
inspection, with great pride,

“Yes, zere you are, Belty, and I am going to

hang him up—"
“Take my advice, Naomer—"
“No, bekas——"
“Al right, don't take it,” laughed Betty.

“ After all, why should f‘ou? I'm not the captain
now! What do you call this—a picture?”

“Yes, bekas—look! Zat is ze jolly old water-
tower mt Grangemoor, and zere all ze boys, with
Jack Linton and Dave Cardew, holding ze greas
Bar-out; and zat is old Dr Trouncer getting
his jolly old mortar-board knocked over his eyes—
good job! Bekas, we know what a howling old
zing he is, yes! And zere is Jack Linton, himself,
hoisting ze flag, and you can see some of ze boys-
cooking a meal for themselves, too!”

Naomer, in fact; had drawn a kind of sectional
sketch of the Bar-out at Grangemoor, with
wywealth of detail that must have involved a
scandalous neglect of her proper work in dlass.

Finding & pin or twe, she now proudly affixed
the work of art to the study wall. It was
Naomer's fond belief that she was quite as_good
as artist as Tess Trelawney. altbough the Form
held a very different opinion.

“And now—fea I”” she shrilled, bounding across
to the corner eupboard.

“Yos, wather, most welcome !”

Bur Paula did not get up from the armchair
to help. It was left to Betty to spread the cloth
a little straighter than Naomer would cver
have placed ir, and to prevent the dusky one
from almost throwing ouf erockery.

Suddenly Naomer spoke whilst foraging in tho
cupboard.

“Eeet rather funny! Bekas, what has become
of zat Genoa cake we had? nd, what ze
diggings, a fresh pot of jam—gone! Hi, queek,
somebody has been——"

“Are vou sure, Naomer, it wasn’t yourself?”

“No, Bettr, s, have vou ever known me
to eat m whole cake ?”

“ Frequently, Naomer.”

“I am disgustered.” cried Naomer, coming out
of the cupboard. *Bekas, now I am to be falsely
accused, I surpose! When zere must have been
several of them, I zink, zere is so much gone!
Queek, Polly,” as the madecap came prancing
in, “ees it you?"”

: me—I—what ?”

Naomer began a most excitable catalogning of
eatables that she knew to be missing from the
study larder; but Polly was not at all an attentive
flistener. She was far too anxious to get tea
over and so be able to get away!

“ Just some tea for me,” she remarked, rattling
spoons into saucers.

Next moment she was putting tea out of a
caddy into the pof, which latter she ran with up
.the corridor, to where boiling water could be had.
Polly was one who always did things with a
rush; but there was a very special dash in her
movements, at present, which Betty did not fail
to notice. And Betty wondered still more.
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She was not to be allowed to find out. Atiempis
at “pumping ” rendered madcap Polly blithely
reticent.  Blandly she told Betty that it was
nothing to do with her! :

“Infn ? said Betty, during tea;
going out with Judy, anyhow 1”

“I'll have another half-cup, please,” was the
madeap’s smiling evasion. “Then I'll be off.”

“Bo it's something to do with that irouble at
Grangemoor 1”7 Betry persisted.
might tell us!”

“Yes, bekas—-"

“you're

“Sh'rrp!” the wmadcap bade Naomer very
peremptorily. - “Iv's nothing to do with you,
either {”

Bekas, zere are four
i

“Zen I am disgustered!
of ug in zis study, and we.have always—— -
Polly interrupted by jumping up to be off. She
swallowed the last of her tea; standing, and
crashed the cup back into its saucer.

“Ta-ta thén, gix"]s [

“But, Polly—>
Slam 1

“itow wude !”” said Paula; but Betty, laughing,
whipped open the study door and flew out afier
the madcap.

*“Polly—wvhoa ! .

“0Oh, Betty! I tell you—7"

“But you don’s tell me; thatv's the trouble!”
protested Betty smiling. T shall come with you!”

Polly came back a step or two in the corrider,
to entreat, very earnestly:

© Y Betty, g}eusc, promise yoi won't come after
me! Do, there's a dear!” :
This caused a pause—a deadlock. ~All levity
was_at an end now.
. “If you are going to follow me, to—to find
out and sort of get mixed up in ir, then—then
X can’t do it,” Polly said, in a low tone of acute
distress. “And I want to do it, Betty, I must—
oh, T must}”

“All right, Polly,” “was the other’s equally

grave respense.. “Buat-I'm afraid—"
. “Afraid!”  And suddenly the madeap was all
loving smiles again.
what you did for Judy and me last Saturday,
were you? Then it’s not likely that I am poing
to be afraid now! Except over one thing, Betly !
It is, that it may make more trouble.for you. ‘So
T'm off, and you're not to follow, and if you do—
* I'Il never, never speak to you again!”
“Which would be_terrible 1”7 laughed Betty.
But she was no longer laughing—was unable
to show a smile even—as she reluctantly turned
back to Siudy .12, leaving Polly to go off with
Judy, upon the ervand of mysteryl

_\' B Who Is * Elsle Jackson !’ 7
@ OW, Judy, we can make a start.”
Polly Linton said it as she and Jud:
.. Cardew each finished the iying of @ small
parcel fo the handlebars of her bicycle. 2

There was no one else at the school cycle-shed, -

for ‘these two girls had coine away just at a time
when Morcove in general was in’the midsh of

social teas,”

They mounted and went edalling down to the -

main gateway, turning to the left beyond bounds

to_follow the road to Barncombe. = ¢ L
Jud{ looked serious; but ‘there was nothing

like that ahout Polly, whose eyes held a merry

sparkle—as if the business in hand afforded her,
Hence, ‘presently, the frivolous

great delight.
.remark :
“Pm_afraid Naomer would- think that my
parcel held a Genoa-cake, Judy! And a jar of
jam, amongst other things! = Well, anyhow, I
bought the cake, jam as well!” -
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“Q0h, Polly, you:

You weren't afraid to do -

 come through

Lvery Tuesday

Judy gave a faint smils, acknowledging that
the business in hand was not without its comic
element; ‘then she said gravely: :

“If only we could have collected twice as much
stuff, Polly—ten times-as much|” 4

“1 know,” agreed Polly. “But I couldn’t dare
clear the cupboard-shelves. Betty would have
guessed at _once. One comfort, Judy; we can
make up with money. Bit of luck—that T had a
remjttance from home, only this morning! By
the same post that brought me—-?> .

She broke off there, glancing behind, aware of
having spoken rather ﬁoudly to the schoolmate
who was riding with her, ;

“And you haven’t said-a word to Betty or any
of them about the letter from Jack?” came from
Judy softly. . :

“Not a word ! Oh, and it’s been just awful,
Judy, keeping Betty and all of them in the dark.
But we made up our minds, didn't we, not to
drag any of them into this fresh business.”

“Far better,’" said Judy, earnestly, “to  do
everything by ourselves this time. 'They would
only: be wunf.l'ng to share the risk, and——"

“Car, Judy 1 st :

e madeap voiced ‘that warning because, jusé
when the pair of them were rounding a bend in
the road, a motor had flashed towards them as
great speed. It held only the man who was
driving, and his driving was careless of anyone
else who might be on the road.- . ’

Both girls had to draw in very sharply, for the
car was well in the middle of the road at that
bend, going all out—for Morcove School, they
could only supposec. .

“Goodness, Judy, did you see who that was?™

“VYes!” 3

*“Dr. Trouncer himself--gee!"” gasped Polly,
using another of her brother Jacl’s breesy ex-
pressions, ‘‘He’s come over from Grangemoor—
to seo Miss Somerfield? That's lively!” .
- “I wonder,” muttered Judy uneasily, “bad we
better go on? Oh, but we must, Polfgr'!”

Of--course ‘wo must! We don’t turn back
because of him! Time enough to hear all abous
his visit when we do geb back,” chuckled Polly.

I believe he recognised us, Polly.|”" i

I hope he did! I don’t mind if he saw the

pareels and guessed,” jested the madeap. “Bus

that’s- only my joke,  Judy. Surely %e can’t
ow that Jack has been able to get a letter off

to me?”

At any rate, we must remember he’s about!™
said Judy. Supﬁpse he came dashing by, just
when we were talking to Jack and Dave.  That

“It's all right,” laughed Polly, “He didn’
arncombe, and he won't be going
back that way. At least, let’s hope not! Bur
I'd like to push on a bit faster, Judy, all the

e
«

~would' be a disaster)”

-same, and get the business done!” :

A nod from Judy, and they put on speed. The
road was fairly level, but about ten minutes later

A

there ecame one gentle rise which both girls _

topped, eagerly on the lock-out.
“Don’t see any sign of them, Judy, do you?™

“Ng.

“Bother!” said the madeap, with her usual

" intolerance of anything like a hiteh, - - “iHas

something happened then, to upset, the whole'

arrangement ?  Was that what * Trouncer’s
being over this way meani? The Bar-out ended
at Grangemoor—ugh! Capture - of the water-
tower by Sergeant Japp, perhaps, and all the
boys prisoners—except Jack and Dave, absent_ab
the time! And now Dr. Trouncer is scouring
the countryside for Jack and Dave!” .

“Let’s hope not, Polly. But there’s the spot,

-~
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right enough, that your brother 1nann:uad in his

note. There arethe corn-Ticks——" .
“Or did he mean some other ricks?”
muttered Polly. *There is another . lot

Fou
know, Judy, between bere and the town. I u,fi a
scc., to make quite sure!”
So they hopped down [rom their saddles, and
in a moment ﬁ.’ollg hac out a lotter which she
and her chum siudied again.

SECRET.
H. ., Fenwick Filibusters,
The Water-Tower,

(Grangemoor.
From O.C. Rebels to Polly.

“Have un blockade and managed to post this
to you. Rations runing out. 8.0.8. Smallest
contributions in cash or kind thankfully received.
Will be at corn-stacks on Barncombe Road about
four-thirty to-morrow (Tues.), with Dave.

“Fpemy attacked at_six this {Mon.) evening.
Our casoalties nil. Health of ~troops, good.
Determined to hold out; but must have gru o

“ think those must be the stacks right
enough,” said Judy, after a half-amused
inspection of the note. “ After all, aren’i the
others haystacks, not corn? Oh, and look !” she
1z;dded,, in sadden excitement. “There are the

oyst? 2

“Hip, pip,” Polly cheered, under her breath.
“(lome o, then!”

* * = *

Just as Jack Linton was the borish counterpart
of madeap Polly, so was Dave Cardew very much
like his sister. Judy, for saying little and think-

ing much, and being sericus without being depress-
ng.

ﬁGee, girls, you're the ones !

Polly and Judy wheeled their machines off the
road to where he and Dave were in the shelter
of the corn staclks.

As the two girls noticed, thg boys had each a
bicycle placed out of sight f®m the road. The
group of ricks formed, in fact, a splendid rendez-
vous.  Jack and Dave had been able
to see the girls before being seen by
them, and so it could be in the case
of anyone else coming from either
direction. =

“T gee you scrounged something,”

Jack commented on the parcels.
“That's bully1”
“Tt dsn't bully; it's cake and

Swissroll, and all sorts of ereamy
stuff,” was Polly’s bland response.
“But if you like, boys, if you like
to waib here whilst we slip along into
Barneombe, we'll get you some bully
beef.”

“No need, thanks all the same.
Dave and I have already shopped!
Haven't we, old lad? Polly, how’s
things 1

“How are they with you?”

“Fine! The jolly old flag of free-
dom still fiying from Fort Filibuster.
You saw shat I said about old
Shudders ajtacking last cvening?”

“yes? ;

“He had one go ab trying to get
s our, Fetched Sergeant Japp along
and a few prefects; Rennard was
one; he was glorying in it,-of course,
hut the others just hadn’t any heart
for the job. And, anyhow, we beat
‘em off I” T
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Naomer held up the page from her exercise book.
is ze jolly old water-tower, where ze boys are holding ze great
Bar-out, and zis is old Shudders ! ¥ she pointed out; much
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“Splendid.”

STurned the jolly old hose pipe oo them,”
chuckled Jack. *“I¥'s fine in the water tower.
We found some flexible piping, and, of course,
the water is free. We jusi about drowned the
sergeant.” -

“Gerve him right. There have been things ab
your school just lately, Jack, that *’ll never
forget—or forgive. It's a shame this Dr. Trouncer
being in charge. I suppose you don't know what's
being done about getting him hoofed out?”

Jack shook his head.

“Nothing, 1 expect, Polly. There it is: he's
the man our former Head was so eager to seo
appointed as deputy. All the same, it has been
more than any chaps could be expected to stand

i

“3o T should think! Anything like thab ab
Morcove, and we would be the same,” Polly
declared hotly. “But I still can’t make oub,
Jack, why on earth Dr. Halden begged that a
man like this Trouncer bully should be put in
charge, even temporarily.” .

“Nobody can make it out.”

“By the way Jack, Juds
Trouncer just now.”

“You did!”

“Yep. Tearing along in a car for Morcove!”

“QOh, heck! Dave, do you hear this 7’

Dave, breaking off from subdued talkk with his
sister Judy, nodded. =

“ Judy's just been telling me,” he said tersely.
“(joing to eali at Morcove, I suppose.”

“PBut what about?” clamoured Polly, *That’s
the question. Is it only about last weck-end,
when Judy and I wers at Grangemoor? If so—
who cares! But if it means that he knows that
you two boys are ab large—""

“Don't see how he can know,”

and I saw Dr.

argued Jack.

)/

“ See zis

to the amusement of her chums.
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“Dave and I cartainly slipped away from the
water tower without being seen. That was just
before dawn_this' morning.”

*“Before dawn!” echoed Polly and Judy, as
with one voice. i

The two boys rodded, Jack with a grin, ;

“Been oﬁt all day, haven’t we, old lad? Biked
to Barncoffibe and got-in tons of grub. Still, we

"can do with your little lot as well. Later on
we'll get back, and as soon as it's safe after dark
we do the trick ! y

Ho added . gaily:

“If only Dave and I can get back to our pals
in* the water tower with all the stuff we've got
we- can hold out for 'a week! We've plenty of
water remember, for drinking and washing,”

“Barring-out in the water tower was a grand
idea!” sparkled Polly. *Just the place!”

Her brother. screwed a
temple, to imply brains.

“That's where we chaps have gob " it—haven't:

we, Dave? But he’s talking to Judy! I do be-

ii Poll, 1d ve gone back- - AL 5 - :
feve, Tolly, Dave would never ha gare - “paid for something at the village shop with a

if Judy hadn’t turned up!” ! i

“Wouldn't he!” laughed Polly. “But it’s nice
to see him liké that.” .

“Isn't it nice to see me?™ protested Jack.

“Oh, yes, in-a way!” 4
jested Jack  aggrievedly, I'd “written to
Naome¥, she would have fetched along twice as
much grub.?: - AR

““ And stopped half‘way to eat half of it!” ;

“You're not so bad, Polly,” he now econceded.
“Goe,-it was fine of you lask Saturday; the way
you and Judy managed to get over to us at
Grangemoor ! The boys are still all talking about
you, and what you did for uns.” -

“We were glad to be able to do it,

*“I don't believe vou really '%[cwe your brother,” %
«Tf

Jack;

but—we wish we hadn’t—in a way. Because of

Betty, you see,” grimaced Polly, .

“Why, how do yon mean?”. :

Then she told him how Betty had been blamed;
how it had cost Betty her captainey for -the time
being. Dave was another listener to all this,
and ie and Jack were both very concerned, :

“Gosh, what a rotien shame, Dave!” was
Jack’s distressed outburst.
bet she’s fed up.”

-~ “Oh, you should see her,” murmured Polly.
“8he's fine—pretending not to mind, But, . of
cousse, it hurts terribly. Well, Judy will tell
you; " we've done our best to-day, anyhow. We
wouldn’t let Beity or
in this secret meeting.” .

“Good kids!” nodded Dave. * And now don’s
you think you’d better ‘be going?”
* *That’s right,” said Jack briskly.
want to be seen.”

*Why should we be seen 1> objected Polly- in:
dignantly. - * Are we such duffers, Jack? We are
not going to say good-bye yet awhile—just as if}”

“It isn’t that we want to be rid of you”
declared Jack, “Ifs been .as “good as a beef-
steak meal just to see you, Polly! But if we are
to talk, we musé be jolly careful. I'm not fors

any of them take part

“You don’t

getting this is the road from Moercove to Barn-

combe.™ 8

“We can keep a look-ont. We can easily be
quite out of sight to anybody who——"

""Gosh,. there’s someone coming now,” whis-
pered Jack, sidling in closer to the 'shieltering
rick. “A girl on a hike.” ; )

Polly and Judy had sense enough not to ven-
ture a peep just then. Being already sheltered,
they were careful to remfin so, along with their
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finger against his right

“Poor. Beity! I'll’ - Grangemoor.

.insisted Polly. -

Every Tuesday

brothers. For a minute there was intense silence ;
then they heard, very faintly, the going by of the
cyclist- on the road. - She was riding away. from
the town in the direction of Morcove.

A few moment aftér this, Polly moved a step
or so, to be able to peer out.

She saw the back of the girl eyclist; and at once
commented  softly : 2

“No; that’s nobody belonging to Morcove,
You boys. Buf—yes, Pm sure 1t is; I'm positive
it's—=" °

“Who ?” questioned Jack bewilderdly.

Polly turned to him and Dave.

““A girl who has rather mystified us,” she ex-
plained softly. *She's about eighteen or nine-
teen, staying in lodgings in Barncombe—down
for her health, Cora Grandways has got to know
her, ‘and ‘that’s how we’ve heard details, But,

-you. boys, there is this about the girl that has

puzzled some of us., She was over at Grangemoor

~yesterday, and a curious thing oceurred.” -

Both boys -were eager listeners, .
“That girl,” Polly spoke on impressively,
currency note which the woman of that shop had
herself paid, a few days previously, to D,

‘Trouncer !

“What |” gasped Jack. # 2 5

“We were in the shop when the girl was
served,” Judy carried on the narrative. ** After
she had gone out, the shop-woman remarked how
strangs 1t was abous that note. She recognised
it, as it had been slightly torn and then mended
with some stamp-paper.’”” .

“And so we can’t help wondering,” resumed
Polly, “whether the "girl is related to Dr.
Trouncer in any way.” ¥

“Niece of his, or something like that?* sug-

gested  Dave quietly, “Dr. - T'rouncer -isn't

married, we were told.”

“In that case,” said Judy, “wouldn’t she have
come to see him at Grangemoor School? -Surely,
1f she were in the neighbourhood, and knew that
an uncle had been -appointed temporary - Head of
Grangemdcor, she would have at least lgoked hir.
up? Cycled over to see him—->"

“But,” burst in Polly, “she did cycle over to.

Isn’t that where we saw heér, only
yesterday, at midday in the village shop?” ' -

“In the shop, bub not in the school,” rejoined
Jack., “And that again is funny—eh? "Gosh,
it’s a bit mysterious, so it is, hoys!” He genér- -
ally called his companions boys when excited, even~
if they were girls! ““That about ihe currency
note 1"+ g

“She must have got it from Dr, Trouncer,”
" Ab least, it looks like ib.”
“Then what does. %ql ‘mean?” Jack ‘debated
eagerly. “Ii cortainly looks as if she. knows. old
Shudders, but for some reason they don’t want it
known.”

“Have you scen her close up?” Dave asked
the girls, .

“We have,.as it happens,” nodded Polly. “She
was having tea at the ereamery when we were
at a table close by.

“Then, - what did you think of her—by her
looks ?” .

“Oh, she Jooks all right, in a way!” - -

“Truthful and all that?” "

Polly shrugged,

“Why I ask,” said Dave; “did she look the
sort who could tell a made-up yarn about being
down here for her health?” . i

“If s0,” said Jack, “that story may be all
bunk, and she may be in Barncombe only because
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Dr. Trouncer is at Grangemoor ! Gee,
boys, I've a hunch ! Tt begins to look
as if—"

*gsh 1" gestured Polly. And then,
in a warning whisper: “Look oub;
she’s coming back !”

Gatad !

TTA HARGROVE, that Fourth
Form girl to whom the ocap-
taincy bad been given for the

time Deing, on account of the head-
mistress’ | annoyance  with  Betly
Barton, was looking rather unhappy.

This was because, -a ainute since,
she had been given something to do
that represented a disagreeable task
for a girl of her nature.

She had to find Betty and tell her
things that boded more unpleasant-
ness. And Eita wanted nothing so
much as to see Betty at the end of
the whole trouble and restored to

vour again.

8o it was with a rather distressed
expression that the temporagy cap-
tain had come out of the schoolhouse
to go across to Betty—at present en-
joying a game with some of her
schoolmates. )

** Er—Betty "

“ Oh, want me, Etta?”

“ Vose Spare a moment?”

Up ran the deposed captain, leav.
ing the rest to go on with the game
without her. Betty and Etta were
always good friends, and Tita had
never wanted the -captaincy—had only had it
thrust upon_her! "

“T say, Betty, I've just been told by Miss
Somerfield, that Dr, Trouncer, from Grangemcor,
is here !

“Y knew he is,”’ nodded Betty.
turn u
there ?

“And now,” Etta pursued, “it seems that Miss
Somerfield will want you and the rest who were
mixed up in last week-end’s business presently.
As soon a3 Dr. Trouncer has had tea and the talk
is finished., But I don’t -see Polly,” remarked
Et‘t%& glgncmg around, “Or Judy.”

13 '.’o

greeted

A ' “ Baw him
just mow. That’s his car, ien't it, over

“They're not out to games? Up in the studies,
are they?”

“Why, no,” said Bebty, a little uncomfortably.
“They've both gone out.” :

. themselves?"”

“Ves, 1 believe s0.”

«Oh dear!” deplored Etta, " Just as it would
happen, of course. Well, they ought to be found,
Betty. By the way, Miss Somerfield spoke, I—
er—you know how it is! Never do for her to—"

“But they had the perfect right to go out,
Ttta,” Betty smiled.

«QOh, yesi Still, Betty, I think you ought to
try and find them! It may save 2 ot of bother.
Will you go off and get hold of them as quickly
as possible? You must have some idea where
they are to be found. They always tell you every-
thing. So do, for-their sakes, Betty.”

Fita turned away, after saying this most
earnestly, and there was Betty, looking very per-
plexed. . .

PBut her mind worked rapidly. She instantly
reached the conclusion -thab this unexpected
lovelopment absolved her from the promise nob
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%] ses you’ve managed to get us some food,
the girls.
what difficulty Polly

with the revolt at Grangemoor,

a

A

Jack Linton
But the boys little knew
and Judy had undergone to get the
parcels to them !

s gplendid ! *'

to go after Polly and Judy. If only for their
own sakes as Etta had said, they must be found
if possible. But that was not 1L

Betty was realising, just as Eﬁc!ﬂy, that Polly
and Judy might be doing some ing in connection
which they never
would have undertaken if they had known that
Dr. Trouncer would be in this distriet this even-
ing. There was no knowing for certain; but
perhaps it was so, and in that case—

«(rls, Uve got to be off 1”7

That was Betty’s sudden,
those with whom she had been getting hockey
“ praccer,” as she ran to get her bicyele.

As to which way to go in quest of her two
chums, Betty was not in the slightest doubt.
Barncombe | Polly and Judy had cycled into the
town—of course they had Bearing in mind that
both girls had each a brother mow on ‘‘siege
rations,” what more patural than that they were
planning to obtain supplies, in the hope of get-
ting them to Jack, Dave, and the rest of the boys
by some means or other ab the first opportunity!

Betty was not quite correch; but she was very
near the mark! She pedalled along the road to
Barncombe at top speed, fully expecting to meeb
her two chums coming back from the town, when
she wonld tell them to hurry up. And if the two
bicyeles were loaded fo.a suspiciously great extent
then the girls had better dump the stuff some-
where for the time being,

% Otherwise,” ran Betfy's mind, as she whizzed
along on her machine, “‘they may run bang into
Dr, Trouncer, when they have tons of eatables
with themm—and he'll guess! 0f course he will!”

Whenover the road was straight enough for her
to see well ahead, Betty was eagerly on_the look-
out; but she never saw her chums coming.

Whirr, whirr, whire!

apologising cry to
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On she raced, and soon there was the last mile
between “herself and the brown-tiled roofs of
quaint_old Barncombe, A straight mile it was,
and still she eould see no Morcovians either com-
ing her way, or even riding ahead of her, for
that matter, The road was deserted, except for
some young lady on & bieyele—nob in Morcove
atfire, and so she was of no account. »

Yes, she was, though | Tt was Betty’s surprise,
as “they passed each  other 2 couple of minutes
later, to recognise this young lady. Elsie Jackson
—for %o Morcove knew her name to be. Elsie
Jackson—the girl of whom Polly and Judy had
had strange things to say concerning an incident
in Grangemoor village yesterday.

Botty’s inlerest in the girl made her look back
aftér they had skimmed by each other on the
road—just near some corn sfacks. The girl had
passed Betty as a stranger, and yet—she was
looking back, too, now. It might mean nothing;
on the other hand, Betty felt thabt girl might
have smiled and mnodded in passing. Why
shouldn’t she? Bhe had visited Morcove School;
had been shown all over it by Cora Grandways,
with whom she was acquainted.

** And now she is on her way to Morcove again,”
Betty commented to herself,  *Does sho know
that Dr. Trouncer is there, T wonder? I can’t
holp thinking of what Polly and Judy told me

about that curreney note in the Grangemoor shop, .

But I must push on. I want to find those girls.”

And those girls, if Betty could only have known,

were oven then hiding behind the corn ricks which

she had just whizzed past! L .
* B - - E

“Trar was Betty, boys!” ; ¢

“Go hon!” Polly said with mock dishelief,

Jack and Polly, with Judy and Dave, were still
sheltering among the ricks.

*And e
Polly continued. “Toll me what that  means,
Jack, and yow'll be doing some good.”

He nodded, beginning to look as serious as any
of them.

“Waiting about?” he queried,
like it, don’t you think 7

“That’s the third time she’s been by,” said
Judy softly. “First time she was riding towards
Morcove, then Fhe came back, riding towards the
town; mnow she’s gone by again, riding towards
the school once more.” -

' “Hanging about for someonc,*”
tersely. *“ Must be.”

“Yep,” nodded Jack. *And just when Dr,
Trouncer happens to be ab Morcove School, too,
Gee, boys, there's something in it. IMe’s coming
back this way in the car——*

He broke off, noticing that Polly was looking
deep in: thought,

2 “Well, Polly-wolly 7

“I'm just wondering—about Beity,” eame the
slow response.- “Surely she hasn’t come out in
search of us, after all? She promised’ not to
follow Judy and me. But “she went by alone,
and—and somehow she scemed to be in a desper-
ate hurry. But a promise from Betty is-—a
promise 1" ; : :

Judy confirmed this by a nod, and then stepped
ta ‘where her and Polly’s bicyeles had been stand-
ing amidst the shelter of the ricks.” o

“*Shall we get away, Polly 7

“I suppose so 1” sighed Polly. “Ugh, but how
I wish—— But it’s no good wishing! Any rate,
Jack, you've got our telegraphic. address?  * First
Aid, Morcove * 17

“And-if T send you a tallywag, in cipher,

said Dave
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that was that Elsie Jackson again,”"

“Loocks rather .
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you'll know the code, won’t you?” he grinned
‘back. “‘Love ‘to auntio’ means rush up more
supplies, Gosh, how I am enjoying this rebellion.
See Dave and me after dark, presently, creeping
through the enemy lines, and all the boys in the
jolly old tower——* b -

“I wish we could sce you!” Polly sighed again,
“Jack, you must have  all the money I've got,
in ?

“Nuano,” he dissented gaily.. “You keep that,
Polly, in case we chaps can’t” do any more shop-
ping, see? Youwll get a mast urgent message
yet, mayhe. “Fist Aid, Morcove, stop, love to
auntie, stop '

“Or will the next we hear be that you've all
surrendered 2’ Polly teased him, .“ And are going
to be uxpelled? Caned firsi, of course; then
expelled 1 .

“Hear that, Dave? But he’s saying good-bye
to Judy. I tell you, Polly, we don’t care a hoot,
any of us:; it’s to be No Surrender for as long
as - Old Shudders is in charge. So good-bye,
Polly-wolly, and wish us liack.” :

“The very best,” she said with smiling earnest-
ness.. “And if you do have to send. “love to
auntie,’ it will mean, this same place7”

“That’s the idea. All this loose straw lying
about—just right for covering up the pork and
beans, anything 17

. Which said, he drew himself up very stiffly to
salute his sister—in virtue of his rank as D.C.
Fenwick Filibusters.

“Good-bye, colonel,” the madcap answered the
very militarylike salute. “And don’t forget to
mention me in dispatches 1”

Twenty “minutes iater ‘both Morcovians were
back at school. At least half a dozen other girls
at once ran up.with cries that could only be
considered- ominous;

“Polly ! - Judy !
mistress 1"

“Yes, bekas—"

“You've “been wanted, you two, this last
quarter of an hour! Dide® Betty find you?
Didn’t she see you and tell you ° Tl .

So that was why Betty had gone speedin by
on_the Barncombe road! Now Polly” and Judy -
could understand. Nor were they -in any doubs
as fo why they were to attend at the hend-
mistress’ room without delay, ,

They had seen a certain car standing near the
porch, Dr. Trouncer’s! 5

“Do"I look all right?” Polly asked Judy as
they approached Miss Somerfield’s sanctum.

The madeap gave a fow smoothing {ouches to
her hair, at the same time drawing steadying
breaths. * She and Judy met each other’s eyes
when they were outside tho door; and they
couldn’t tap for the moment; langhter seized

em.

_HuEry along;- to the head-

Dr, Trouncer was with Miss Zomerfield—they
could hear_ him booming away. And they were
recalling vividly the circumstamces in which they
had last encountered that alleged cntleman.

At last they straightened their %&cea and gave
a tap, 2

“Come in! Yes, it is—the girls T sent for,”
Miss Somerfield remarked to Grangemoor’s tem-
porary Head, the moment Polly and Judy walked
in. “¥ou have been a long time reporfing!” -

“We've only just had the message, Miss
Somerfield,” Polly explained most 'demurely
whilst she stood elbow to elbow with Judy.

Dr. Trouncer had already glowered upon them
¢ach in turn. Now he gave his terriblo throat-
clearing cough and began;
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“Yla, yes, these are ithe girls I mean; these
are the particular two, Miss Somerfield! And

now I can point -out the one whose offence was
disgracefully heinous. This one I he cried, reach-
ing a great to Polly’s shoulder as if he
would like to take her into custody. “This is
the girl whose punishment I demand !”

“Polly Linton,” said Miss Somerfield, very
solemnly, “what is this that I have- only mow
heard, in connection with last week-end? Is it
right that when you were at Grangemoor School,
you stole Dr. Trouncer’s canes ?”’ .

Polly looked -as if she were about to giggle.

“Don't laugh1”

“Nmo-o, Miss Somerfield, but—"
hand passed across a twitching mouth. “
“Don’t giggle, Pollyt It is true!”
“My good.woman!” flamed out Dr, Trouncer.
“Iaven't I said the girl owned up to doing it,
in front of my whole school? But I needed fo

Poli;_}r's

see_the culprit again to recognise her. That is
the girl—the boy Linton’s sistor I” .
“Words cannot express my regret,” sighed Miss

Somerfield.”
brother—he has always been—

“An outrageous young monkey, madam; a boy
who should be flogged, and flog him I will the
moment I lay bands upon him! ‘The ringleader,
the instigator—" ;

“It so happens that this girl's

>

" ““Not that, sir,” proﬁeste'd_?éslly. And he "ba.rked-

at her: .

“Wha-a-at "’

“My brother has never been the instigator, for
T know what the word means,” said Morcove's

madeap fearlessly. She twrned to Miss Somer:
field. “Please let me say! The boys simply had
to do somethin o

“Polly, I cannob listen to_you, she was cut
short with quiet firmmess. * You know I am the
last one to fail to ‘make allowance for youthful-
ness. But whilst this strife continnes at Crange-
moor ‘School, I must form my judgment upon
what I am told by Dr, Trouncer.”

#“One “moment, , though,” Dr.  Trouncer said
as stormily as ever, “I have another complaint
to maké about -these two girls.  They are the
pair who bought food in the village with which
to supply the young rebels!”
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formed mo high .%pinion of Grangemoor’s new
Head; but they did not expect this to save them,
And it was just as well they didn’t.

The protracted -silence which -ensuwed, after Dr.
Trouncer’s departure, gave warning of the line
that Miss Somerfield was goipg _to take,

“I cannot-excuse you girls,” she broke out at
Jast. “My first and last duty is to see- that
Morcove must not be invelved in the trouble
prevailing at Grangemoor. When I made allow-
ance for yowr each having a brother at that
school, I did not know that you had played such
an active part in the revolt. ¥ou musk be
punished; as a warning to Morcove School. You
will be under orders, wuntil further nofice, to
have tea only at the school tables, and to report
to your captain at.five o'clock each afternoon.
That will ensure your movements being accounted
There must be no going beyond bounds,
The eaptain will be answerable for your observ-
ance of thesc necessary limitations.” :

Judy was standing steady and calm-faced; but
Polly seemed to be all a-quiver, like a_colt ready
o geb the bit bebtween its teeth. Her lips parted
to speak; but there came a silencing gesture from
Miss Somerfield, e ;

“No, Polly; I will not allow onc word! Both
of you—go'!” g i ;

And so, in silence, they passed out. :

* » * * *
“(i0ooDNESS ! Om, sLow and bother | Nice thing,
Judy 1 5
“It is—unfortunate.” i
“Maddening 1”7 stamped Polly. “Ugh, that
brute of a Trouncer-man! I conld—I could
trounce him ! ‘The mean sneak, to come here just
to complain -mgainst us. His paltry revenge—
despicable ! ®
“He said he would,” murmured Judy in a tono

. of scorn.

Miss Somerfield’s ‘brows went up in shocked ’

SUrprise.

“1 know it7" he insisted sharply, *'They went
to a certain shop in the village, returned with
their purchases, and supplied the boys who had
shut themselves up in the waterdower! They
may attempt to demy it, but——>"

“We don’t deny it,” =eid Polly and Judy
together. .

“hen, girls,” exclaimed Miss Somerfield, 1
am wll the more amnoyed. Rest assured,” Dr.
Trou}}cer, that will be taken into account as

“Right” he said. “Then I will go now, for
f—"  He said no more, but looked at his
watch as if he had -ancther engagement.

“(tond-bye,” said Morcove’s headmistress, after
she had touched the bell-press to summon @ maid.
“And 1 sincerely hope that you will not
altogether disregard any opinions that I have ex-
pressed during this interview. After all - Dr.
Trouncer, I, too, have had experience—a lifelong
experience—"

#Not with boys!” he interjected. -

«Qirls will be girls, just the same as boys
will be boys. Ellen, show Di. Trouncer out.” -

There was formal peliteness in this. Polly and
Judy could tell that their headmistress had

“Phew, I feel T ean’t breathe!” fumed Polly,
and they walked: on out of the ground-floor pas-
sage, which served Miss Somerfield’s private
room, and finally reached the open air,

“Gated 7" Polly burst cut again, then. . “Tea
at the school-tables—and we know what that
means! ‘Oh, hang and dash, I can’t stand for
it—I won’t! TFancy having to report to LEita ab
five o’clodk each afternoon! Just the time when
we're likely to want to—to—" i

“That’s just why it’s being done,” Judy. smiled
mirthlessly, “It does come iurd, 1 admit. 'When,
any day mow, Dave and Jack may want our help
once more.”

“Hard? It's beastly
“Anﬂ___u' =

She paused, looking very fierce.

+71 don't know about you, Judy; you must do
as you think fit. But T— Vomr know what I
am; I simply can't be expected to stand for it

hard!” staiaped Polly.

all! Not when—— Ok, I'm fed up!” she
finished gloomily. ;
“ Anyhow,” said Judy comfortingly, “we have

been lucky to see the boys just before it hap-
pened. There was nothing more to be done by
us for the present, and so—what about a gime,
Polly? There are the others over there—"

“Don’t want a game! Give me o hockey-stick
and I shall hit someone,” Polly said wildly.
“Flow 1 wish-I could hit that Trouncer outsider.
Tleadmaster of Grangemoor | He isn’t fit to clean
the boys' boots for them—no, he isn’t. And next
time I shall tell him so.”

“7 shall go wcross and join Pam and the rest
at a game” said Judy with tactful composure.
“Are you sure you won't vome, too, Polly ™
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“Oh, all right! But it's a shame, all the
same ¥

* * . * * »
BETTY BARTON was in the heart of Barncombe
town, still looking for Polly and Judy !

“I think I shall give up now,” she said to her-
. sell.  “Might just as well'! T .could never eb
them back to Morcove in time, even if T did
meet them. Dr. Trouncer will have got tired of
waiting—and a good job, too, come to that1”

A wearying business it had been, cycling
through the maze of by-streets, with an eager
. glance for every littlo' shop where provisions
might be had. Mild, spring-like weather had sct
in, and some of those back-streets, all so narrow,
had secemed very close and airless. So it was
a reliéf to Beity, prersently, to ride out on fo the
open road leading back to Morcove,

Quite a number of her schodlmates did she
encounter, just outside the town, although not
one of them was an intimate friend. Th were
scholars who had set oub after a leisurely tea,
and thus they were all getting to the town about
the same time—almost in one big drove.

Then Betty scemed to have the open road to
herself, and she could pedal along without her
thoughts being interrupted by the need to ex-
change gay remarks in passing.

Polly and Judy were anxious—worried—about
their . brothers, getty was thinking. The great
bar-out at Grangemoor had its comic elements,
and both girls had
that account. At .the same time—

“They're wondering,” ran Betity’s mind as she
slowly pedalled along, “how things are going
now-over at Grangemoor. Pity their school is so
far away from ours! And ‘yet, just as-
perhaps 17 ; : 2

If 5t had been within walking distance—iha
temptation to Polly and-Judy, then ! There wero
all those boys shut up in the water tower, and
firmly resolved not to come out until the tyrant’s
rule was ended !
and it would not be Jack
wishing they hadn’t !

“I know them so well,” thought Betty:
a splendid lot thoy are,

Linton & Co. to stari
**Such

& man who never should have—

Hallo, though this car standing untended af
the roadside—wasn’t -it the very ecar in which
Dr, Trouncer had arrived at Morcove, an hour
or more ago? i

It was! .

Even so, Betiy might aai have chocked in-

her return ride to Morcove. School,” only she: saw
something - else ‘at, the roadside, close to the car,
and that was a girl’s bicycle.

Elsie Jackson’s? e B AR o e Yy .

Inovitably that idea“flashed into Betiy's mind.
She had seen the girl eycling along this: road a
little 'while ago, and some mystérious connection
between Grangemoor’s new
had been established in tke lasi da or iwo.
What more ‘likely, then, “that they in
cither by accident or- by appointment—and were
now in talk. y . ) L

There was the car and {ihere- the bieyclo !
Nothing gone wrong with either; nio sign of any
accident  involving the two vehicles. Dr,
Trouncer had simply drawn into the side of the
road to alight and leave the ear, and- Rlsic Jack.
son—if ‘she it was—had got down from her
machine at the stame spot. A
. Betty braked up quictly and; leaving  her
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enjoyed much laughter on -

well .,

They bad burnt their boats;

and best of luck to them,.
T say. For that Dr. Trouncer is an utter brute; .

Head and that girl”

d  met—"
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saddle, wheeled her machine off the road, to lay
it Sué)on the grass. Then she gazed around.

e noficed instantly that land-on the other
side- of the road helg a cluster of corn-ricks.
They certainly offered ample shelter for persony
wishing to avoid being seen talking together.
Were ~they there, then, emongst . the closely
grouped ricks?

“1t’s my belief,” ponderad Betty, still keeping
to the opposite side of the road from the ricks,
“they have met here by appointment.  Dr.
Trouncer had two reasons for coming over ta
Morcove to-day, To see Miss Somerfield—and
then to meet this Jackson girl for a talk. Good-
ness, I wonder if she is sort of playiug spy for
him in this district—close to our school! 1f s0,
that would account for—*

As sharply as that Betty had to end her lino
of thought, for a sound héd reached her—a very,
disconcerting sound from across the road. -

Down to ground she went—on all fours in-
stantly, with a bush for shelter. For she knew
that Dr. Trouncer and the girl were sauntering
inte the open, the semi-secret interview finished,
It was the headmaster’s voice—too rough to be
reduced to a guarded whisper—that had reached
Beity, warning her just in time,

Luckily her bicycle, lying in the grass, was
well concealed. So she hoped that neither man
nor girl would suspect that she herself was here.
But where was the hope of finding out more
about them both? They had said all that there
had been to say to each other:; now Dr.
Trouncer was returning to his car and the girl
to her bicycle.

“Good-bye then, once again, dad.”

“Good-bye, Myra.” ;

A door of the car slammed shut. The starter
whirred, "and next moment Dr. Trouncer was

. driving off,

He went roaring av}ay, with a great cloud from
the exhaust; and then the, girl set.her bicycle

facing for Barneombe, mouhited gracefully, and’

rode off slowly.

» = * * *
“Puew !” gasped Betty. X :
For it had been granted her, by & siroke of

fortune; to- hear at %east those remarks at pari-
ing: “Good-bye, dad!” and “Good-bye, Myra 17
He was her father; and she—she was no
“Elsie Jackson ” by rights! That was only an
assumed name. He had called her “Myra.”
“Tt’s a licker, this,” Betty said, out loud to
horself, so excited she felt. *“Father and
daughter, and if she has~imposed upon Morcove
by calling herself *Elsie Jackson,’” it’s certain

. that he ‘also has imposed upon Grangemoor.”

- And a few moments later: 2

“Why, the bounder must be an utter fraud—
must be. And Crangemoor hasn’t the least
suspieicm”™ -~ }

She. set off for Morcove on her bicyele, know-
ing that “Elsic Jackson” had gone in the
opposite direction. In spite of the sheer agita-
tion -and excitement which had come npon Betty,
gue thing could induce a smile as she sped along.
She was~ picturing the face of Polly Linton,
when the moment came for that chum along
with ‘others to be told the latest.

Tho face of Polly Linton, when Betty next
beheld it, was'a glum one, and worse than glum,
The walls of dear old Study 12 were enclosing

Polly and others once more; the hour for prep.

was at hand,

and Polly—well, she was in no
madeap mood.
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“gp wo missed each other?” was Betty’s open-
ing remark, as she heeled the door shut- behind
her after whisking in. *I expect you know by
now; 1 was looking for you, Polly. Judy as
well, But that needn’'t make you look like
that, Polly.”

“That doesn’t make me look like this,” the
madcap scowled. “It's mnof that, Betty.”

“No, bekas: B "

“Grrerl”

Polly rcunded umpon Naomer for butting _in.

“What ze diggings; 1 like zatl Just
bekas—" e
Bang! Thump!

‘But that was not Polly’s sudden onslaught
upon the dusky one. it was only Polly's
slamming books about and upsetting a chair as
she jumped up from the study table.

“Rotten shamel!”

“What is, Polly?”

“Pm gated--Judy, too. Got to account for
every single moment out of school, you might
say. Ugh! Oh, goodness, Pm—-"

“What about a snack, Polly? Bekas—"

“r ed up. There are Jack and Dave, as
you kndw, fichting it out over there at Grange-
moor, and at any moment they made need our
help. Help that we girls could give—at least,
that Judy and I could give. But now—"

Again Polly took up a dictionary, only to
throw _it down again.

“Umi” said Betty sympathetically. *Rough
luck, certainly. Jolly hard lines. Buf now
jisten to something that should cheer you up.
It's thrilling!”

“What is—what?” they all clamoured, - for
Belty, they now guessed, was going to sink her
Yoice to a most confidential whisper.

“(irls, you knuw that Jackson girl—Elsic
Jackson, as she calls herself? Well, Pve heard
Dr. Trouncer call her ¢ Myra’!”

Great sensation in Study 12.

“What's more,” Betty spoke on
impressively, “1've heard her call
him dad.” .

“You have!” gasped Polly.

“Bai Jovel”

“Bekas, what ze diggings—"

«Father and danghter?” whis-
pered Judy tensely. “And yeb
Dr. Trouncer calls himself a
bachelor. How can he be Dr.
Trouncer—""

“My belief,” said Betty, ‘“‘he
isn’t. ~ And that, girls, explains the
whole thing.”

“Goodness!”
*Phew "

« And likewise,” smiled Betty.

“ Bekas—""

“You see?” Beity submitted, stitl
emiling. *The hardest thing in the
world has been, hasn't it, to under-
stand how on earth Dr. Halden,
when he crocked up at Grange-
moor, could plead for a monster
like that to be given the job. But
if this Dr. Trouncer that we know
isn't the real one—"

“Then he's a fraud!”
Polly.

“Then he's & fraud,” nodded
Betty. “But don’t shoub it—yet.
Remember, girls, that we're going
entirely by what I ‘happened to hear

said Polly.

cried
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.and so—well, "there you

« Do you know where Polly and Judy are 7 ** asked Eita Har=

grove, the ne

She had promised her chums not to follow them, and yet she
must—for they were wanted by the headmistress hersell |
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1 had no one with me,
are!”

Polly took one of her furious turns about the
room. =

“Yeou mean we shall want more than that
before we can go ahead and show the horrid
fraud up?” If only we can do something  like
that. Oh, she cried, “think what it will mean
to Jack and Dave and all those boys! They’ll
come off, after all, with colours fiving. Tt will
be said—"

“{ood job zey c.d go on ze strike, yes. Bekas,
eef he is ze swindler, zen what right has he to
talk of caning zem. But,” Naomer jabbered
on, “how abouf food to keep ze boys going?
Bekas, zey have good- appertites, don't forget!”

Poliy met Judy's eyes then across the study
and suddenly Judy burst out laughing. By con-
trast Poily merely smiled her grimmest.

“Pon’t you worry your noddle about food for
the troops, Naomer,” said the madcap. *‘They've
got all they want.”

“How do you know?” |

“For the simple reason that Judy and I have
soen Jack and Dave since tea and seen the loads
of stuff that they have been buying during the
day. Enough stuff” Polly ddded triumphantly,
“to keep even an army of Naomers going for a
week, 1 would say!” -~ ;

“Hooray!” Betty cheered softly. “They'll be
able to hold out then.”

“For days and days!’

“Gorjus]” capered Naomer. “Staff to give
tem! Hip, hip! Bekas, egf they can do that,
and cef we can onlr do ze rest, what ze diggings,
we shall have old Shudders beaten to ze frazzle.
Ooo, if only we can win!”

“No ‘if’ about it,” said Polly flatly. “We
shall win all along the line. I say it, even

them say to each other.

thougsh I am gated, and so is Judy, and Betty

w Form captain. ‘Betty Barton shook hor head.



336
has ‘to be careful or she’ll never get back the

captainey.”

“As if I bother abodt that,” said Betty
blithely. “But I suppose you know the time,
girls, and so what about a spot of work?”

“Ze snack first; no!” Naomer changed her

" mind to the great astonishment of her chums.

“Bekas, you never know. I zink we had better
keep everyzink zere is in ze cupboard, in case
zey do’ run- short at Grangemoor. I don’t mind
cef I have to stave for ze sake of ze side we
are ‘on.” ' :

“Naomer,” said Polly.- “You can be sweet
sometimes, you know.”

And -nobody was hetter pleased to hear that

said than was that lovable imp herself. -

e e Defying Orders ! Lk
s HAT aboui it, Dave? Do you think we

A migh?” " B : "
F Jéo answer.from- Dave Cardew. .
Never the one, he, to_say a word unless he
Was sure. = o <&
Dark night was upon.this wide valley. between

ranges of rocky hills,_ where Grangemoor Scheol
reared its stately buildings. i
The two boys had dismounted from their

bicycles a few hundred yards back from where’

they now stoed shoulder to shoulder, very alert
in the darkness. 5 :

Their machines they had left back there in
between - some bushes; but all the provender
acquired during the day was with the boys at
this moment.

“Can’t make out wﬁw our signal has not been
answered,” breathed Jack Linton. “Hdfs some-
thing happened to the fellows, Dave?”

“One of us go on-to find out; the other stay,”
came Dave’s wise suggestion. “Not Linnd enough
for both of us to go any further with the stuff.”

Jack nodded. ) 0 : 5

“Not on your life it isn’t,” he agreed softly.
“We can’t tell who's about in this darkness.
Still, Tll try just once again with the signal.” .

“Bit risk’y, Jack, trying too often. Still, just
once more,” .

So Jack framed his lips with both hands and
enlivened the night silence with the cry of an
owl, an almost perfect imitation of the cry.

Then the two boys, shoulder to shoulder
amongst some trees skirling the road, peered

harder than ever at the water-tower, whose lofty.

walls loomed blackly in the darkness.

Jack and Dave were watching for a glimmer
of light to wink at them, twice, from an upper
window of the tower,- It had been arranged
that such a gleam should bo the answering
signal, if all was well for the two boys to come
on, so far as those in the tower could tell..

But no double glimmer of light came.

And yet surely all the fellow rebels of Jack
and Dave wha had been in the tower this time
last night were still there,

“Gosh,” said Jack under his breath, “this is
rotten. ~Looks as if there’s danger, old lad.
They don’t wanbt us to come on.” +

They' turned. to each other, Jack’s eyes “asking
in the darkfiess: “What about it?” And again
Dave preferred to take time before speaking.

"Y've a hunch that old Bhudders has posted the

serj and a few others ab poinis all round the -

tower,” muttered Jack. . “We banked on his
leaving us  alone to gst so fedup that we'd
have. to give in.”

“"Wa can’§ stay herve all night,” said Dave
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“No, I'll go, Dave.”

“1t's up to me, I guess, The chaps will miss
you more than they’ll miss me. And it’s quite
likely the onc who goes is bound to be caught
A trap.”

“Yep.” .

“But my being caught, Jack, may make it all
right for you afterwards.”

"Gosh, T get you! Old Shudders and any
others will likely think there was only one chap
Look here, though, Dave, I don't
But best o’ luck then, lad. 1t

like the idea.

" the waorst happens give ’em gyp!”

. Dave did not answer, and his hoyish figure
disappeared into the darkness, and in a few
moments he had the nightbound road to cross.
That complete exposure of himself to possible
enemy “‘scouts’ he performed quite calmly. If
he was to be eaught, he was to be caught, and
that. was all there was to it. Something had to
be done, and his own personal fate did not matter.
noi matter. v 3 f

Nothing happened. - He reached the boundary-
hedge and quickly found a weak spot where, by
going on all fours, he could crawl through.

*In spite of extreme cautiou he had to make
a little noise, and that left him listening
intently. "

Not “a sound of danger could his straining
ears detect, however, nor could his peering eyes
see danger. - i 2

Strange.  Far different from what he had
expected, this. He was in bounds now, with
apen grassland fo right and left and in front
of him, and yet he was being allowed to go
forward. :

Was there no one, then, after all, who had
been waiting to swoop? That seemed too good _
to_be ‘trre. : y

He walked on quickly, looking about at every
step, to right and left and beﬁind, as well ‘as
straight ahead to the water-tower. Ne, there
really was not a siga of danger yet. Now
anybody could come rushing at him; but he
seemed to have the field to himself. And the
tower was not fifty paces from him. :

One possible danger remained, it seemed to
him, to be reckoned with, Somebody  hiding,
behind the tower itself. e

He had to chance that, however. He. was
going on' until.he reached the tower and either
fell into enemy hands or was able to get word
with some of his fellow rebels. .

That was Dave’s resolute, fearless intention ;'
but suddenly he got a shock, He was within a
few paces of the tower’s door—and it was wide
open. : :

Wide open! g &

Now indeed a cold thrill as of horror went
through him. His brain almost reeled as tho
dismaying fact crashed upon it. The tower was
empty.

Stockstill he stood, staring at the open doo:-
way. ’

All the fellow rebels whom he and Jack had
left there in the tower at break of day—they.
were gone. ;

Gone whither? CGone why?

It was but a moment hefore shocked surprise.
had given way in Dave’s mind to the tragic
conviction.. The boys were simply back in their
own schoolhouse. The rebellion, o far as. they
were concerned, was at an end, .
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Tor some reason O other the i
whole thing had either fizzled oub
or come to grief whilst he and Dave
were away gelting in stores. .

Anxiety fell upon serious Dave.
He had approved the great bar-out.
So now Dave could only grieve that
Fairplay had lost the day, after all.

At lest he went to the black-
dark doorway of the ftower. e
went a few paces beyond the thres-
hold. Deserted. A whisper into
the darkness: ‘‘Anyone here ?”’
brought no response.

(tome, all of them.

He returned to the open air;
walked back by the way he had
come, still unchallenged.  More

more evident it was becolmibg;
Br. Trouncer had his methods.
They were methods that must have
cucoeeded with the main body of
rebels, Those boys were all back
in the schoolhouse to-night, and if
he liked to flog them unmercifully
he would do so.

What was that? Sounds of a
sudden, alarming sounds, nof close
at hand, but coming from the other
side of the road. i

Pave’s heart was leaping during
ihe moment that he stood to listen.

0
L/ Ll

br. Trouncer pointed at headstrong Poll ;. “ This s-i.ha irl
Then he rusped for the boundary- whose behaviour was-particularly hninouﬁ 1 he orl 15 gnd
_hedge, knowin what he had to do, | demand that sho shall be punished—heavily

for he knew full well what was hap- ) .
pening. His chum Jack was the one upon whom sment on their successful flight, when at last they
the enemy bad swooped. * : 2 X Pu“%cd up. . e i i i
All the noise was coming from there, just No one was coming aiter hem, or they musb
across the ro;d, where Jack had agreed 1o ije have known. The road here had open land on
low in charge of the rations, Bushes were either side, and both boys were keeping a sharp
rustling and dry sticks were cracking underfoot, look-out in the darkness. . . i
and .there were VOices, deep-throated utterances What theyf did hear, whilss pausing to listen.
such as come during a scufile. was a lot o laughter from the woodland. Tha
Dave, dashing to s chum’s aid, had a yision galling meaning of it was mot lost upon Jaok
of what was taking place there on the fringe #nd Dave. Their cycs mep in bitter disappoint-
of the roadside wloo}rilanda Ja;k, sluﬁrour;ldeg, m
putting up a single-handed fight althoug! e = thy
Lnew ie was overwhelmed. A f‘ﬁz;‘?&% gotoglli’l jt%litagflf}cft ji&? 11;;:- gh:{n,thlzmv
Crash through the hedge went Dave. .Burst- Buf they're welcome to it, since it's all U.P. over
ing clear of the scratching twigs he darted there ai the tower.”
across the road. As he did so, somebody came Dave had nothing to saF. The hubbub in the
rushing oub at him from the fringe of the same  wood was continuing. Jokes were being made
“Kmd hw}}:ra ‘theb melee ‘nhéid sﬁart{_:rt Daq(é ihat caused roars of laughter, and apparently
%1;‘;5 tg l!;aélj;"lzs': azfd s?lligeilc’axfdswc]i?:cheg ‘gﬁ'gm th?c're was some larking about with the captured
s them-  rations.

ent.
“Rennard and a few of his sort,” Jack panted

sclves. Then he realised that it was Jack him- “1 gave ome or two of them something fo go
sahf._l 5 s ” N on \nth.' anytlgnw,"’ said Jack grimly. He sucked
looki(gfs; ;wc‘ﬁmﬁeoaxhﬂlg:\e .“T%zimt‘?{c}yﬂllﬁcl, all wild- =« k\ﬁtck.e,h pl:alxeve it wa‘is,Hennnrds teeth eub
3 35, 5 way! me there—hope 80, anyway "
They instantly sped together along the dark ::0“1' l.nkes?"_smd Dave.
roads, whilst shouts of anger and confusion came That's the idea, old lad. They're all right

from the woodland. “The bikes,” jerked oub still, and nice and handy. Say, Dave, you know
Tack. “We must gob away—enywhere; No how it happened ?”

use—the tower.” “They were lying up in the wood when we got
< s « s go
“No,” said Dave. Chaps all gone.” there? ’l:h(:y let me get away before they made

Y know! Oh, heck, it's @ stumer! Still, you a move ?’
ng —-——:”_ 5 They did just thab,” Jack nodded disgustedly.
That's it. . y “0h, a fine lot to have to own as schoolmates.
They ran on tip-toe; ran as swift as hunted they are. But this isn't the end of it yet, old
hinds for a few hundred yards down the road, son. You found the tower empty ?” ) .
encountering no one. Dave was never out of «The chaps had all gone, yes.”
breath; but Jack was at his last gasp at the «\Well, I'm dashed! But I'm never going te¢
finish. He had been more than hu_i-e)ghaustcd believe that they chucked it in, Dave. Those
by "a most desperate tussle before this lightning  rotters wore telling me thas the rebellion was all
retreat began. ) over, so I had better go quietly; but I just hi
# Anyhow—that's that,” was his panted com-  out—— Ciosh, how I did lam into some of them.”
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And Jack suddenly smiled' over a rejoicing
recollection. “And so I got away. Gee, and I'm
glad”you came back, Dave. Two's better than
one. ;

“ Al the time.” '

“[MHere, let’s get the bikes and push off,” said
Jack, a moment later. “No good to be done
here, Dave. We mustiget away; never mind
where, for the present. We shan’t be able to
help our fellows by staying. We've got the whole
night before us.”

s they went the few sieps farther along the
dark woad, to where they could recover the
bieyeles, they still heard exultant sounds from
woodland. But there was nothing to cause
uneasiness. y

On the contrary, it scemed to Jack and Dave.
that Prefect Rennard and his kindred spirits
were now. moving off from the wood, fo return
to the school—doubtless to give great sccount
of themselves. Even if they could not claim to
have “rounded up® the last of the rebels, at
least they bad ®aptuted all those rations. ~ -

“Yes,” Jack muitered, as if he were thinking
of all this whilst he drew his bicycle clear of
screening bushes; “and they’ll be eaying, whai.
can you and I do, Dave, without any grub, and
our money all' gone? Well, I could tell *em1”

Dave gave a nod. i

“Come-on,- boys,” Jack said, just as if he had
a dozen or {iwenty companions instead of enly
one. “For ‘I'll be shot before I turn back.and
surrender, - Surrender be dashed! - We'll just
wheel ‘our bikes a bit .farther, before lighiing
the lamps, and then—— Dave, look out!” he
broke off. “Who’s here!” y

For two dark shapes had risen suddenly, as if
from the bottom of a dry ditch,

‘A cocuple more of them,” muitered Dave;
and he ran his bicycle to the roadsidé, laying it
by in “expectation of a" fresh “scrap.’” Nore
would another moment have found Jack unpre-
pared for a further scrimmage; but already he
was_exclaiming excitedly : » X

“No, it isn’t, Dave! Gee, boys, it’s all right!”

He had no soomer said it fhan the shadowy
shapes in front were proving what boyish voices
they owned.

“Jack? Dave? Its us!” they said together.
“Bob Talliday! And Calligan!” burst from
Jack joyfully. - “Say, -this is better! You two
chaps,” what—"
' warned Dave;

over a shoulder:

“Mount1” he urged crisply.
coming ; -ib may be several.””

“Oh, heck !” y
. Jack seb his bicycle straight, whilst Dave rushed
to pick up his, . Then these two, each with a
machine, had. two fellow-zebels to think of who
had only their legs to carry them. <

“What—you coming, you iwo?” jerked out
The Honourable Bob Halliday and “Comrade
Calligan made signs eloquent of ‘a - cheerful
" determination to remain uncaptured.

“Up with .you then—sharp, sharp!”

and then, looking back

*“It's someonc

urged

Jack. ““Gosh, our lamps are not lighted. Can't -
be helped.” 5 i J
He was pushing off, with the Honourable Bob

ready at the back to find a perch on the step of
the back-wheel.” Similarly, Comrade Calligan was
going. to spring up behind Dave, to be “taken
along by that schoolmate. 3

-“Come on, boys,” said Jack, from sheer force
of habit And away they wenb, four of them
to' the two machines, along  the night-bound
road, without a light to guide them!

They had only just got going when they knew
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that at least two persons who must have been
irying to creep up unheard had changed to a
hard run., Footsteps rang heavily upon the well-
metalled road, ; - ;
But Jack and Dave forged along, plugging
away at the pedals; the riders behind knew
to hold on steadily; and soon they were all four
beyond immediate ca.gbute, still whirring on in
the darkness, whilst their pursuers gave up the
se -and turned to pant their way back to
Grangemoor School. 5

* - - - -
“WHoa, chaps; a spell-o for a bit.” ;
The boys had come a good five miles from
their lamps alight, taking turns

moorland country, )

- “Cheerful spot,” said Jack. “Never mind.
We'll just get a breather and push .on again.
And, look here, you chaps,” to the Honourable
Bob and The Comrade, “now you can tell us all
about it, withou} running into several columms.
What happened 7 - -

““Whet heppened was -this,” said the Honour-
able Bob, with his inimitable accent. *Some
blighter gev the segnal, don’t you ‘know, and
we fell for it.”

“Hoot of an owl?” exclaimed Jack savagely.
“You mean to say all the chaps mistook it for
Dave and. me, and showed the glimmer twice—
and ended by opening the door, was that it?
Oh, heck.”

“Know who?"” asked Dave,

“Yes, Heldway,” growled The Comrade.
.Ginger Heldway gave our signal—that’s to say,
your signal. How he got it, we don’t know.”’

“Jest a guess, most likely,” wveasoned ‘the
Honourable Bob. He was brushing his shoulders
with his hands as if a little dust maitered, even
at this time of night, and out here oi the moor.
“The door open, doo’t you know, it was all
over; they jest swemmed in, don't you know. In
wevs!” That was his way of saying “waves.”

Jack stopped biting a thumb, ;

“iHow 1 wish now we'd left the tower-door
alone when the key was turned upon us on ‘the
auiside, last Saturday. But they left the key in
the Jock, and we_ feiched it in and locked it on
the inside. Should have. been useful, but wasn’t
—rotten Juck, And wait till I get hold of Ginger
Heldway., Just let him wait, boys!” .

“How about you two chaps?” %ave asked.

“Oh, quet semple!” was the bland response.
“When it was quet clear thet we were wheoked,
don’s yon know, Calli and I jest hed tame to drep
out of a wendow.”

“Bplendid !”  said Jack. “You two - chaps,
anyhow, are the goods. You didn’t break your
necks, either|” v T

“Think it a pety?” reiurned the Honourable
Bob suavely. ¢ Bemtlﬁ bore it mesi be to you
and Dev, of course, heving us with you now,
and all that, don’t you know:
daicent——"

“Bez yeul” Jack cub short the charming
apologetic  voice. = “Boys, it's all right; we
four, "anyhow, will see’ it through. May old
Bhudders choke over his next meal: Talking of
which—one of you like an apple?”

He produced several apples frém his coat
pockets. .

““All that’s left of the siege rations,” he com-
mented glumly. “After spending all that money
in Barncombe, and fagging the stuff miles, not
to mention cakes and things that Polly and Jugdy
scrounged for ne, Um! Ii's a life, oys 1"

“0Oh, well,” said Comrade Calligan’ gruffly;
“‘uader a new social system, with adequate—-""

But it’s awfully
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“I know, old son, but this is hardly the time
‘for that guff,”” demurred ~Jack, pleasantly,
‘“We've got to get on. Gosh,” as he returned
the apples to his pocket, "m;{ coat has got a tear
in it, not Must get Polly to mend that.”

And he added gaily: - .

“Come on, boys, another ten miles and we’ll
be at Morcove, where Dave and I know of caves,
all complete with running water, don’s we, Dave
old lad? 1It's us for the Primitive Cave Man
stunt now, boys. I've a hunch_that we'll not
lose flesh on 1t, either. How d’vou fancy be-
coming a Gave Dweller, Calli? Chance for you
at fast to institute the new social order—ewith
safegusrds! Apples for brekker in the morn-
ing, and after that—just what fortune is pleased
to provide.”

“Or the girls,” amended

.‘Iﬁ.‘%k chuckled along with e others.
€

11,” he said, “I've called my sister Polly

and her chums some names in my time, but
never again!”

- For Her Brother’s Sake! g
POLLY LINTON stood just clear of the porch
of Morcove’s schoolhouse, sorewing up her
eyes to the sunshine,

“Lovely morning, Polly !

She turned round.

“Rather,” she said to Betty Barton, who had
just whisked into the open. ®And school in half
an_hour.” : L

“But a halfer this afternoon, dear child.”

“Qoom! All right for thoso who are mnot
gated, and can have tea in study, and—and—

Ugh. I'm going—"" .
“Whoa! Not going to run -away, I hope,
~Polly 7

“Not yet,” the ‘madeap mock-seriousli

answered her chum’s joking remark, - “ Must wor

off this mod though !”

Betty put herself in step with the disgruntled
one, and they sauntered along the outskirte of
the games field, where a good many girls were

at play.

“We might have brought out our hockey-
sticks, Polly, just to keep our hand in.,”

“Enougfh hockey in store for me,” grimaced
gated Polly.” “Ugh, I do feel—— "And can you
wonder |7 .

“What I wonder,” sesponded Betty, more
seriously, “is how things are with the Grange-
moore rebels this morning? Flag still fAying,
let’s hope.”

“They're all right,” said the madcap, with
confidence. . “Boys always do come off all right.
They'll have enjoyed a crashing brekker by now.
They'll spend the morning singing and cheering;
they'll have all the fun in the world—trust them!
While we—I, at least!”

“¥ou shouldn’t have °participated,’ as Miss
Somerfield calls it!” L

“Then 1 shouldn’t be Jack’s sister, that’s all.
Let's be logical. But it doesn’t matter about me
a serap,” Polly added grimly, “It's you, Betty—
vou should never have done what you did, to
get Judy and me leave to go over to Grange-
moor that- day.”

“Then,” grinned Betty, *“I shouldn’t have been
vour chum. As you say, let’s be logiwal! Where
are we going, Polly?"”"

“I don't ‘know—anywhere !”

“Why not turn back and find the others—"

“Nol DTm not in the mood for Naomer and
Paulla or any of them|” .

Betty could tell, the sunshine of her happy
mﬁiy?{ ;would burst at any moment. 3

ick !
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“What what that, Polly?” exclaimed Betty,
stopping dead. ““Did you see? Something sort
of flashed across—— Oh!” "as Polly excitedly
pounced to pick the ‘‘something” up. “A
folded paper ? Polly—"

“Sa "

The madcap’s frst action was to hold the
picked-up note out of sight in a clenched hand,
whilst she glanced in all direction very warily.
This made Betty glance about anxiously; but
it was all right.” They were quite by themselves
on the shady, winding walk that man close, just
here, to the boundary-hedge. ’

Wht is it, Polly? Came over the hedge, did
e
“Must have done,” ihispered hack the madcap
excitedly. s

She took her firsi proper look at the folded
note, It was not inscribed to anvonme on the
outside. - §

“¥ou and I were talking,” she said to Betty,
“so the person who threw if -over must have
meant it for one of us. Or I'd be_inclined to
think it was @ note—the  Jackson girl, you know

“Getting a note to Clora? They're friendly,”
Betty nodded. ' “ But—have a look—" )

“T'm going to.” )

And Polly’s fingers, twitching with cxcitement,
opened out the note. he a Betty became
almost heads together as they gave their cyes to
what was written—in pencil, in a round, boyish

nd: e

8.0.8.1
LOVE TO AUNTIE AT THE CAVES.

That was all, and a more incomprehensible
message Betty, at any rate, had never seen. Bub -
Polly—she was not completely mystified, Ti_ was
a message that she could at once understand, in
part at least. .

“(oodness,” she gasped. “It's from Jack
again!” .

“Jack? But—but—2”

“‘ Love fo Auntie’—that’s the code for ‘Rush
up Rations.” They're short of food again. Bub
how can they be, after all that Jack and Dave
took back yesterday!” L

“Jack must be here at Morcove!” whispered
Betty, in greater excitement than ever. *Let’s
see, Pollyt” :

Instantly they were hoth getting the hest
possible view, beyond bounds, that the hedge

rmitted;: bub they could obtain no glimpse of

ack or anybody else.

“No,” Betty murmured, “he’s gone. I suppose
he felt it was the most ho dare do—just E?gk
over the note to_one of us, if the chance
occurred. But the rest of the message, Polly?”

“1 believe I know,” breathed Polly, **At the
caves ' is not code. It means simply what it says.
Jack is at the caves on the shore!” .

1t woul(}, account for his being able to slip

up here—-

“0h,” Polly gasped, “perhaps he and Dave are,
both down here at the caves, which means: that
they were unable to get back to their chums in
the tower at Grangemoor School ‘last night!
[Has everything gone wrong then?”

“1:“1 t}’_l,aﬁ food which you said they were taking

“Yes, what's happened to that?” wondered
Polly frantically. Was it captured by the enémy?
Did Jack and Dave only just manage to pet
nw;y,'"and so there they are—absolutely on the
rocks | ;
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"'Liferal]g,’l’ said Betty, rémemhoring the rocks
along the shore. *“Certainly looks like if, Polly.”
“It must be! * And here am I—and school in a

i few minutes——dash 1 stamped the headstrong one.

“But I don’t care, I'm off-———

“Polly, no!” her chum implored, and held
her restrainingly. “Now, now—-"

“Betty, I ranst—I must! If you had a brother
—and he and the rest have been in the right,
you ‘know. - They have! Iyen if We were nop
certain that Dr: Trouncer is a fraud, the way he

has treated the boys—=—* i
“Yes, I quite agree, Even MAliss Somerfield
Bat—"

would feel the same if she knew all.

“Let me go to Jack, Betty—do!”’ Polly
entreated desperately. “I ean slip out of bounds
just here where we are—"’

“Polly, listen to me! Don’t—don’s go and
do something that will spoil it all. Very easy
do do that, you know,” was Betty’s impressive

advice, ¢ won’t let them down. We'll
lanage, P all of us together. After school
)

“But then I'm gated! So is Judy I”*
"l'n;} not, Polly, and neither are any of the

“Betty, you can’t be mixed up in this(?

“I can, and T mean to be. FPm not caPtain
now, and just as well,” smiled Betty. . “M
advice, Polly—and you know T do want to suggest
the hest thing for all concerned——»

“Oh, you're splendid, Betty; but—-"

“Listen, Polly. After schoal I'll' go down with
Paula. and Naomer. I think those two will be
the best—=

“Bekas,” broke in a familiar voice, at a little
distance away, and then another familiar voice
chortled : . .

“Yes, wather, Naomer; pwecisely1”

“Here they are,” whispered Betty to Polly.

“Qoom ! " Ugh, I could— Oh dear! -Dash
the madcap stamped. “But you do as you sug-
gest, Betty, and as for me, I'll—»

She said no more, for Naom_er and Paula were

approaching, the dusky one in her usual state

of capers, : :

Nothing was disclosed to
this stage. But Polly sped away to find
Cardew and let her know.

Judy'

It was at “break” that Study 12 held a . con-’
sultation.” In spite of Naomer’s rrepressible ex--

citement over the latest development, causing her
to make far too many interruptions, useful plans
L0 T NS e

Betty, Paula and Naomer were to do 8 run

down to the seashore aftor morning school, taking

with. them as  much brovender as could be
managed ‘without_attention being attracted: - Pam,
Helsn and Tess were to cycle into Barncombe to
‘buy-“in further supplies.. That left . Madge to
resort” to the music-room, as usual, to create an
impression  of “nothing ‘doing,” and Judy and
Polly, in obediende to the goting order,. could
play games. B ;

The tide was up when the girls got to the foot
of the cliff’s zig-zag path and they had to go
along the shore keepin,
that rose two hundre
heads. 3 st 2

With relief -they saw that no .- strangers were
about. Very seldom, indeed, were there visitors
to this section of the z'uiged, romantic. coast;
Morcove School quite ‘looked upor it as bein
part of its own remote world.  GCulls screameg
along the ‘tumbling waves, jackdaws flapped and
cawed about the face of the giant cliffs; but
other signs of life there were none,

feet high above their
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Until, suddenly; a boyish figure in black jacket
and grey-flannel ‘trousers bobbed into view, and
the girls knew it to he Jack Linton.

Betty and Paula tried to restrain Naomer, but
her gleeful excitemont was beyond confrol. ~ She
let out a shrill yell of delight, and then went
bounding along the bouldor-bestrewn shore with
a reckless jollity that her chums could only regard

as sheer lunacy.

They started to run to mect Jack; but Naomer
reached him and was jabbering . away several
seconds before they came up. ’

. “ Hooray, gorjus, bekas, he has been eggsplain-
ing!” Naomer turned ta say to Betty and Paula. -
“Zev are to be here for everl» -

* Howwows I” said Paula. “Bai Jove——=
" In ze caves—-»

“It isn’t splandid,” dissented Jack himself,
luguhrmysly. “But.it's the only thing, boys; I
mean, girls, sorry! .It's ‘that or surrender, and
sutrender be blowed | )

V“SeI should-hope,” said Betty, her amusemens

tinotured with gravity, “If you- and your chums
knew what we know now about Dr. Trouncer.!
We're only waiting for " proof | But, goodness,
Jack, what on earth has happened >

“I suppose,” ha said inquiringly, “you girls
haven’t got g mouthful of something to eaf?”

“Yos!” Naomer fairly yelled. “ Bekas—queek,”
look, hn;g you are |

“Gosh'!” as at lonst three packages wore thrus
“Gee, hoys, this is better |

“

And, say, do you mind if T let the other chaps
know first, They're keeping to cover in the
cave,”

“How many?"” Botty asked, rather anxiously,
“All of them?” y

“Wish there were,” grimaced Jack, “But a
bit of black treachery has dene for all but four
of us. Come along, boys—girls, I should say!
But where's Polly?" Judy—she’s not turned up
either 1 -

“No, well ¥ said Betty, and she let it go at
that for the present. & T, #

It was going to be a distressing: moment when
Jack and Dave learned that their respective
sisters were—gated, - .

Jacl’s anxious Jook-out for the girls -had in-
duced him to como a hundred yards or so along
the rocky shore. Ha now led the three girls
towards a cave, It was one that they knew to be
the very largest of several caverns which were
hereabouts, . ;

Four of you?” questioned Betty, Dave’s one
of eonrse 7 ) g
T “¥es, he's here,” grinned Jack. “And I
wonder what he'll say ‘when he finds that Judy
hasn’t turned up. “Very likely he’ll say mothing.
Ho - genérally does, T suppose. Polly and Judy
are coming along later, is that it? Hallo, though
—there they are!”

And, to the utter consternation of Betty and
her two chums, as they faced about to look, there
were Polly and Judy, coming full pelt after them !

: - For the Boys’ Sakes
o OWWOWS 1” said Paula Creel.
But this, and the looks of dismay which
she exchanged with Beity, went unnoticed
by Jack.. Tt was a time when much was happen-
ing. - Whilst Polly and Judy were runnin up
at top speed, Dave Cardew was appearing %rom
the dark mouth of the cavern, along with the
Honourable Bob Halliday and the Comrade. !
“Jack ™ eried Polly breathlessly, as she reached
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him. *'Oh, you poor boy! And there are others
with you! =

“There are,” he said cheerily, “Three of the
‘best. Let me see, any introductions? No—yes!
Betty, may I introduce the Hon. Bob Halliday,
‘complete with monocle. And Comrade Calligan,
author of that great work: ¢ The Reaction of
World Conflicts Upon Scholastic Life.’ He's
going to get his hair cut when he gets into
Parbament. Boys, this is Betty Barton, the
Fourth Form captair®”

Betty, the only one necding to be introduced,
madn a sorene eorrcchion.

‘Ex-captain at present, please. On,
mind why, any of you! Lr—-"

“ Y food, to begin with,” was Naomer’s prac-
tieal reminder. * Bekas, you must be starving!”

“An apple cach for brekker, —

“They say an apple a ch;, %cps the doctor
away,” put in Polly gaily. ’

“Then I jolly well hope ilmt the apples we
ate keep Dr. 'ho.uu:l away,” grimaced Jack.
“But they don’t keep hunger away, I can tell
you. Never mind ! Saved, saved! As for old
Bhudders—fluff and poof to him!”

Whilst this was being said, Betty had not failed
to cateh a glance first from Polly and then from
Judy. The pair had simply broken bounds—
flouted the gating order—and the onc looked as
unconcerned for herself as the other,

“Is this your cave?” Polly asked promptly.
“Then, Naomer, whilst we others get a talk, you
go, back a little way and keep watch.”

o, bokas—""

“Here, Iud, have this. to keep you company,”™
said Jack, offering a Banbury cake out of onc of
the packages.

It did the

never

trick. Naomer scampered away
then, to act as sentry, and then Paula beamingly
sugga*%(-d that she should take her stand where
she could look-out in the opposite

direction.

These precantions left Betiy,
Pully and Judy quite at case, listen-
ing to a full account of all that had
led up to the present predica-
ment.

For a very awkward predicament
it was, although youthful natures
cn.nmcd it to be discussed with more

less amusement.

“IL’ just a quesiion what old
Shudziers will decide to do about
us,” Jack summed up at last. ““As
there arc only the four of us still
holding out, he may decide to make
it known all over the place, I don’t
think he will myself, but—"

“The risk is there,” broke in
Polly. “And so don’t any of you
dream of going into Barncombe, or
anywhere else, for food.”

“We'll manage that for you,”
declared Bettv. ‘““Pam and others
are out now, buying in loads of
studf.”

“You hear this, boys?”

Tho Honourable Bob had paid
attention, likewise the Comvade.

“Quet sperting of you, geals,”
sald the H.onmy'ablo. Bob, pulling
down his cuffs, Then he lified a
foot to brush sand from a st“pe.,l
sock. “Ied no idea,” don’t you
know, thet—er—well, and all that,
don’t you know!”
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“What he means to say is,” translated Jack,
“that when he and Calli bumped into Dave
and me last night, they were expecting to have
to ruugh it

“You don't call this roughing it?”
Betty.
“Not a little bit! Gee,
Jack joyously. “Palm Beach isn't in it.
Calli? But he's watching Paula!”

Comrade Calligan turned round. Ie certainly
had been regarding clegant Paula Creel from a
distance.

“What I say is this,” said he now, “all that
has happened at (_xmurrcmuor is another example -
of the breakdown oi existing formulwe, In the
ideal state towards which the world is treading,
if you understand me, there will be only H

“Only cave-men like us,” nodded Jack;
he Honoulahle Bob brushing sand off the
trouser-leg, sai

“Quet so 1"

i ! LLml l\uo“,
givls, “if you hme read Professor
great book

“I'm oafraid I haven't,” said Polly demurely.

“Or Heinrik élmmrrlcumpf———-“

“There again,” said 1’0113 “I'm sorry.”

“ Ah,"” said (,.alhvan ‘Pity, If you had, you'd
understand. Phat friend of yours,” he quite
mrpn:mglv changed the subject, meamnﬂ' Paula;
“something about her—her style

“You dop't spprmc“"

“Yes, I do.”

“Oht” and they al! laughed.

“But,” said Polly, “is there anything you boys
want apalr from food? If so——"

“That’s. jolly sporting of you!”

“Yesy you geals ave mevellous!”

“Oh, quite!” Polly veplied modestly,
let's "Lt on with the busziness.”

smiled

it’s the lifo!” declar f‘(l‘
Is it,

and
other

said Comrade Calligan to the
Schilossnikel’s

“But

‘¢ Anyone there !’’ Dave Cardew calléd into the blackness of

There was no response. The place was empty ;
the *frebels ' had gone!



. said Miss Somerfield sternly. * Betty Barton,
y—for in future it will be closed 1"

Twopence

were back in the schoolhouse together. With
a few minutes to go before dinner they were

debating the situation in Study 12 with more or
less amusement when in walked Miss-Somerfield !

They’ll Not Believe 1t 1

OMETHING in Miss Somerfield’s looks—a

very definite sternness—caused each of the

i girls to give a wondering murmur to her-
sell.

In any case, it had to be a matter out of the
ordinary that brought Morcove's headmisfress to
any of the studies, But here was Miss Somerfield,
and she was looking as ominous as all this!

“@Girls,” she began sternly, “what games have
you played to-day?”

vy

“Have you played any at all? My information
is that only two of you were on the field after
sohool. You, Polly, and you, Judy; but you

did not stay more than a few minutes, 1 think?”

/ :

“No, Miss: Somerfield,” eandour compelled
them fo say as with one voice.

“Were you in bounds all the time 7"

Silence, and a helpless reddening of Polly and
Judy’s cheeks gave the answer. y

Then. it seemed to all the girls, the headmistress
looked more inelined to pity than condemn, Butb
her next words did not bear out this faney.

“1. must, it appears, enforce even stricter
measures, Very well, until further notice, this
study will be closed.”

The hearts of the girls fell. Although Study 12
did nob own, as its rightful tenants, even a half
of that band of chums which the term * Betty &
Co.” represented, it was the hub of all their
activities. And there could be no misunderstand-
ing the headmistress’ deeper meaning.

‘1 must,” she said, regretfully. “Even if you
two girls under an existing gating order bad
not as good as owned to having broken: bounds,
1 would stiil bo compelled to enforce the very
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strictest measures. After dinner, Beity Barton,
you and those ‘who belong to this study will
vacate it. I will have a lock put on the door,
and you will work downstairs, that is to say,
you will do your prep in the class-room.” |

Horrors.

“Tea you will partake of at the school tables
each afterncon until further notice. Polly and
Judy, you will report to your Form captain at
half-past twelve, midday, and once every hour
during each evening.”

Terrible !

“That does not condemn you to an unhappy
life at all,” added Miss Somerfield, turning
away to the docr. “You have all your school-
mates to mingle with still, and yon have the
music-room.  Besides, the weather is fine and
you can be out in the grounds.”

She went ont and the doox closed behind her.

Polly, for one, at once flopped down into a
chair.

“Gandness|” she gasped, and could say no
more for the moment.

“Yes, bekas——"

= «Disastwous!” groaned Paula. “Uttahly and

wivetwievably  disastwous, yes, wather! Oh
geals, geals, what will those poor boys do now?”

“Pekas zey will starve. What be diggings,
any food we took zem zis morning—eet was a
mere snack. You could put it in ze eye and
ze worse for eet.”

) really will starve,” said Judy huskily,
“unless we cen manage for them. They feel
themselves to be in tne right. And—"

“They're not the sort to chuck it in just
because, things are going against them,” mur-
mured Betty. “They didn’t throw up the sponge
last night when they found——"

“Ugh!” emitted Polly, coming out of the
chair with a bound. “Ugh, T could—1 could—"

“But don't,” advised Befty soothingly.

Just then the door opened, letting in Pam,
Helen and Tess. Their entry upon the scene
would have meamt nothing either surprising or
dismaying; but they came in empty-handed.
And their looks— .

“Well 77 clamoured Polly frantically.
“What 7"

“Ves, bokas—— What ze diggings! Whera
is all ze food that you were to buy in Barn-
combe? Queek, bekzs—"

“Miss Somerfield has it.”

“Wha-a-at 1"

“Gosh!” gasped Polly, staring wildly. “You
couldn’t do a simple thing like that! Ugh!™

“We did exactly as you would have done,”
submitted Pam serenely. *And would any of
you girls have expected to find the headmistress
herself lying in wait for you? After all, how
often do girls eycle in Barncombe to get things
for afternoon tea? Whoever thinks anything of
a girl coming in frem the eycle sheds carrying
a few Creamery parcels?” )

“85 yon were doing that when Miss Somer<
field swooped?” exclaimed Betty, still aghast.

Thare were nods from Pam, Helen and Tess.

“Miss Somergeld simply walked straight up
to 1s and said, ¢ Let me look at those parcels.’ ™

After this from Helen there was 2 gloomy
silence.

“@irls,” said Beity ab last heavily, “Miss
Somerield knows something, That's what it
means. She knows. Old Shudders has been on
the ’phcne with her.”
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“Here we are,” said Jack, and he handed her
a list enumerating :.

 Boap.
Toothbrushes (4).
Towels.
Comb (for Hon. Bob’s hair).
Rake (for Comrade Calli's hair)
and | or horseclipper.
Greek primers (for Dave). -
A good thriller (for J. L.).”.
also:
1 kettle.
1 spirit stove with spirit.
Knives, forks, spoons, china mugs,
plates.
. Rugs, groundsheets, and. if poss,
feather beds (4).”

“You don’t say anyihing about a car,” was
Polly’s comment on this rather formidable 1
“wWell, we'll sce what can be done! We must
hang about now.” .

“Hhat we musin’t,” agreed Beity, ihinking
most of all of the bounds-breakers, “TWe'll say
good-bye at once, boys, and some of ns will be
down again after tea.”

“You can count upon thab for ecertain,” was
Polly’s rash assurance. I don’t know about the
feather beds; but all the rest should be possible.”

“(losh, T forgob!” said Jack. “Will you re-
member a fountain-pen for Calli, so he can go
on with his forthcoming work: ‘The Repercus-
cions of National Insolvency Upon DParcnts’
Remitrances. He should have a typewriter,

't

“Youre treating the whole thing as a joke,”
Polly reproved her brother, with mock solemnity.
“And it’s most sexious really ! It isn’t as if you
were girls, able to look after yourselves, Look
at your coat, Jack! Tl have to bring a needle
and cotton, to mend it on youw.”

“1 know, youre a wonderful
emotionally.  “Haven’t I alway
So don’t cast me off now.”

“1 won't,” she promised.
And we'll work it1”

“Byt in case we can’t,” Betty was saying,. when
Polly interrupted.

“Can’t? But we shall—we must! Ta-ta, all!”
she added, with a roguish smile for all four hoys,
and then she turned away in the direction of the
zig-zag.

Paula Creel took this as a signal that she could
ahandon heir look-out post, and sho would have

* said Jack
aid so, Polly?

“Come along, girls!

hastened to overtake Polly and Judy, who were |

now with Naomer, although Betty had lingered
behind for a lasi word with Jack.

But Paula found Comrade Calligan locking ab
her ‘as she went by as if he longed fo say some-
thing, so she said:

“Pawdon 7

“ Rer—weather's all right, anyhow, isn't it?”

“Chawming !” beamed Paula, “And”I do
twust you boys survive the hawdships all wight,
yes, wather. So hewoic of you, bai Jove; sacri-
ficing yourselves for a pwineiple, yes, wather!”

“(lome on, Paula 1” called back Polly; but the
Comrade had found his tongue. -

“1 would like one of these days, to have a
good talk about things with you,” he was saying
to Paula. “The state of the world to-day, you
know, and all that. I.don’t know if you've ever
read Frouster’s ‘ Chaos '—"

“Tr—weather's all right, anyhow, isn't it?”
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“Qet it,” advised the Comrade, glowing with
enthusiasm.

“Wight-ho, I will!” said Paula, walking on.
Vet she must have been favourably impressed,
for she said, on the way back to the zig-zag with
her Morcove ¢hums: ’ +

“Wemawkable vouth, yes, wather! Bai Jove,
I must cewtainly wead that book he wecom-
mended, although I have fowgotten the name of
it alweady. Something to do with chaos.”

“You don't want io read about chaos,”
chuckled Polly. **There's enough of 15 going on
around us.”

Then she saw Betty looking at her in a half
admiring way, and she laughed.

“Yes, Betty, and we shall do it again—shan’t
we, Judy ™ :

“Von mayn’t get the chance, you two,” was
Botty's rejoinder.  “If you get caught going bacl
now the fat will be in the fire.” 3

“\fustn’t let ourselves get eaught, that’s alll”

¢ | am forced to take the very strictest meas
you and others will vacate this

shrugged Polly, “Oh, and would you have stayed
back in bounds, Betty, 1f you had been Judy or
me? It's all very well, but how could we play
games when we knew we had only to slip across
to the far side of the field, where there's that
shrubbery path running near the boundary,
hedge—"

“And that’s what you did!”

“That’'s what we did,” nodded Morcove's mad-
cap. ‘‘And now, what we are going to do—Judy
and I—is o leave you others. We don't belong
to yvou—we mustn’t! So you musé please go on
without us!”

So their three chums went ahead of the culprits,
keeping a careful look-out for any signs of danger
of which it might be possible to warn the pair
by slipping back to them, It was an anxiety
gladly endured for friendship’s sake, and Betty
was feeling very glad that she was not captain
at present! %

All went well, however, and by tén-to one they
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“She dido't say a word to us about Jack and it proved a humiliation that Betty & Co. wero
Dave and the two other boys being at large,” never likely to forget, ]
remarked Polly tensely. - The Form realised what was taking place, and
“She wouldn’t. Don’t you see,” reasoned lots of girls mobbed in the corridor, making
Judy gently, “that’s Miss Somerfield all over? great game of it. all. .The rcason for the
h, dear, 1sn't everything terrible!” drastic “elosing order,” involving the banish-
At this moment the gong for dinner went. ment of the ex-captain and her boon companions
“Anyhow,” said Polly, “they’ve got enough  to the class-room for evening prep., had not
to last them througaout the day. As for to- been made known, and so the unlucky chums
morrow and the day after and the day after missed all the sympathy which would otherwise -
that—" have been accorded them.
"We'll manage,” Betty said. What a meving out it was.
Then Polly on her way to the door fHashed To Betty & Co. it scemed as if there was no
round and gazed at the chum who was no longer  end to the things that the%- must have by them.
captain ot the Form, There were offrs o1 help, bat only of a facetious

“You mean it, Betty, still?” nature,

“Of course T de ™ Downstairs they went at last, staggering under

Morcove’s madeap drew a long breath, s:ill  the weight of so many belongings. They had
gazing ardently at her best of chums. thought -it best to make one load each and 50

“Betty, you're a chum,” she said. get the wretched business over; but it would

Ard that was all. have been better if they had taken some of the

* ® * * * &  things and come back for the pest.

AFIER DINNER the chums, woing away from the Midway down a flight of stairs Paula came
dining-hall in a bunck, had FEtta Hargrove o grief, dropping everything, and then Naomer
.sauntering up to them. sprawled, too, and her belongings went cascad-

“1 don’t know why, and I don’t want to be- ing to the bettom” of the stairs, to the huge
told—no business of mine,” said Etta, handling-an  delight of eye-witnesses.

awkward matter very tactfully. “But DIve got But tea-time that afternoon meant something
to see you Study 12 girls fetch away everything  even wcrse than all this in the way of -
you are likely to want.” humiliation.
Bho referred to a list of names. Nine of them, forced to trail into the school's
“!The following girls to be without studies dining-hall, there to partake of :Morcove’s
uniil further nctice’” Nine of you in all.” tea—one that no girl ever thought of sampling
“Con_we go up now and get it over?” sug-  if she could manage to give it & miss. ]
gested Betty. ; Up to the studies had gone all other girls

They went up with Ebta, and although she to throw oub thei: own dainty tea-cloths and
tried to make it as pice as possible for them, ratile out dainty china.
kRl ook koK oRRRoRR IRk KRRk J ok kK kR ok

N While you obey youm learn, if you are wise, so
‘5@ -] d that when the opportunity comes you can step
u! e forward and command. As I have mentioned

before in these talks, it is the tearn spirit that
c.a &ain ?? counts, and the team spirit comes from readiness
to take orders from the “captain,” doesn’k it?
] The Guide Who Gets On.
gay A good Guide should always get on, whatever
f {3 @b@ walk of life shetakes up, for she has long since
y learnt to carry out orders, to smile in the face
5 799 of difficulties "and to use her initiative to en-

@h@@ﬂ’fﬂgﬂys hance the value of what she does.
She also learns not to be easily beaien in any
. ) zs task she undertakes; temporary failure only
HERE are scme girls, T know, who won't join©  makes her all the more determined to achieve

the Guides because they don’t like the idea ultimate success.

of submitting to the discigline. Not that Have you ever noticed that sometimes you plod
discipline is very irksome in the Guide move- away at a job—it may be learning shorthand,
ment, rather are Guides and Guiders one big, typing, cooking, lLighfing™=m, fire even—and you
jolly sisterhood. never seem to get any further, Then, quite sud-
None the less, there must be order in any-  denly—hey, presto!—the thing is easy. It doesn't
thing that is to be carried on successfully, and  mean, of course, that some miracle has suddenly
.those with the most aptitude and the most ex- happened. Your moments or even hours of
perience must inevitably direct those with less.  failure has not been wasted. ¥ou have been’
That is what happens thronghout the whole of laying the groundwork of your success, and re-
life, nor need the fact cause anyone the slightest ward comes, if only you persevere long enough,
unhappiness, Talking of fires, did you go camping this
¢ ~As a matter of fact, the habits of cheerful Easter? Was it a happy, comfortable experience,
obedience—all the more cheerful because it is, in  or was it uncomfortable? If the latter, then
‘a ‘way, quite voluntary—that are learned in the ¥you have still something to learn. Perhaps you
Guide movement usually prove a tremendous didn’t erect the tent properly or choose the best

asset later in life. possible site. Did the camp fire go well? And
Great leaders have all been great “obeyers”  was your cooking a success? o
in their time, carrying out the commands of I'd like to hear of your experiences, Guides,

those set over them with readiness, wilflingness so don’t forget to write to me.
and—using their brains in the process | GuipE CAPTAIN.



Twopence

They came, in an_otherwise deserted dining-
hall, to the Fourth-Form table.

“Goodness, what do they call this—tea?”
grimaced Polly.  “But I couldn’t eat anything,

“You must, Polly.”

“Yes, bekas—" 3

“8h’rrp! T'm not in the mood.”

“What ze diggings, eet no good hlaming me
just bekas everything has gone wrong!” Naomer
very fairly protested. “Eet is your brother,
Polly, and yours, Judy, who—"

“We have never asked you,” Polly said softly
and fierceiy, “to make any sacrifices for our
brothers, We don’t want you to now, Naomer.
You can go ahead and eat and eat——"

“No, bekas— Oco, I have ze sudden ided”
Naomer exclaimed in great excitement. “ Queek,
bekas—— Why not go without, all of us, and
s0 get some more food for ze boys, see?”

“Bai Jove! Geals!” !

““Naomer,” said Polly. “That's
idea. Youw're a deaz,” ) ;

“How to get it to them, though?” questioned
Betty. “I can’t have any of you—— Oh, but
I can!” she suddenly decided quite happily.
“For I'm not captain now.”

“Sh!" cautioned Polly.

They had left the large door of the dining-
hall ajar when they came in. Now, on tip-toe,
she went across to it and closed it.

Remaining on guard there she made signs
to the others, and instantly they sei to work.
Tea, of course, had bheen laid for more than
nine of them in case other girls should drep in,
SBo there were ample quantities of fare—plain,
substantial. s

“Good siege rations, in fact,” chuckled Betty,
as she, like others, hastened to got bread-and-
butter put together sandwich = fashion for
wrapping up in paper.

That paper was forthcoming from the hotiom
of one of the room’s several cupboards. Sheets .
of newspaper were toin apart to serve the
purpose quite well,

"And the boys will have their reading matter
after all,” commented Judy drily. “I see an
article here, on ancient Greece that should just
appeal to Dave.”

“Goodness, Naomer,” said Helen in alarm at
the way the dusky one was adding rock buns and
plain cake ad lib to her parcel. *We must leave
something on the platesi”

“No, bekas, zey can always zink I ate ceb
all:  Zey know what I am,” said Naomer
proudly. “I don’t care ze hoot, any old how.
We are not going to let ze boys starve.”

Suddenly Polly came away from the door
whispering :

“'8h, look out, girls 1"

“Bomeone  coming ?

a splendid

Goodness!”  breathed
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several as Polly nodded; and then thoy all
rushed their hali-mnade parcels out of sight.

“Yes,” Polly said loudly to Madge, “and so
I told the porter—"

“Mother always fries hers in batior!” cried
Tess, as if interrupting Pam over some cookery
talk. “She finds——"

“More tea, anybody?” inquired Beity gaily.

At this instant the door opened and Cora
Grandways stood revealed. .

“Oh, you poor th.ngs!” she mocked. “But
serve you right. Ahal Didn’t come off, did it?
Would you like nie to sing that pathetic ballad:
‘Where is My Wandering Boy Tonight??
It is a2 scxeam to see you all.”

She came a little way past the threshold
with her swaggering, offensive air.

“But it's a shame to tease you,” she grinned.
"I'm_just going out for a run. If I soc Jack
and Dave and the other two shall I give them
any message?”

Polly would have jumped up, bub she knew
that if she moved a parcel would fall off her
lap, to give the whole business away.

“But 1 shouldn’t wonder,” jeered Cora, “if
they are in custody by now.” I suppose Dr,
Trouncer at Urangemoor School has put it in
the hands of the police. Tt was all right about -
the other boys no doubt; just their bit of a
flare-up. But when it comes to stealing money
to keep & ‘ rebellion? goin -

“What!” the chums almost yelled; but even /
now_they were forced to sit still at the tea-table,

“Oh, doo’t pretend you don’t know! Or is
it possible that you really haven’t heard ?” added
Cora with false sweelness. “If so, it painz me
deeply.” And she sighed. “That boys like Jack
and Dave should go stealing money out of the
headmaster’s stud¥ as they did last night—-"

“Cora, that's a lie!” shouted Polly. “Oh—-",
“Is ikt All right, wait and see. Carry on,"
girls; make a_goad tea,” laughed Cara, backing
away to the door. “He, he, hel”

Slam!

Bhe was gone, and now all the chums could
rise up, wild-ayed, aghast at what had been
said by her.

“Money stolen last night from Dr. Trouncer’s
study ?” panted Polly, *Neverl Oh, if thai’s
the latest——-

“If that's what Mlss Somerfield has hoard )"
broke out Judy hoarsely. “And perhaps it is.”

“Disgwaceful, baj Jove!”

“Yes, bekas, even if zey wero starving——"

“What are we to do?” Polly raged, striding

this way and that between the table, “What are
we do to now?”
And then RBetty said:
“Why—carry on, of coursel”
(EXD OF THIS WEER’Y STORY.) -
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