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The Chums of Study 12 in a Thrilling Complete School and
Adventute Story

EVENTS in connection with the mystery of the Morcove monster have
taken a dramatic turn, bringing popular Ethel Courtway into the

limelight.

And because” Ethel is now their temporary Form Mistress,

Betty Barton and Co. feel it their bounden duty to probe the mystery on
her behalf—little dreaming that by so doing they are plunging themselves
into a great adventure.

Naomer Writes to the Papers

HE wnuldnt tell me anything, Polly.”
“She wouldn’t?”
“No 1"

Cagm

And these two girls who were alone together in
Study 12 at Morcove School looked at each other
glumly.

One was Betty Barton, captain of the Fourth
Torm, the other her best of ?mms, madecap Polly
Lmron

“Of course, Polly, I couldn’t be too eager for
an cxp]&natlon

“’Course you conldn’t, Betty! TIt's so horrid
to be thought inquisitive. DBesides, it was ot as
if you were dealing with one of the girls.”

“No. We're apt to treat Kthel Lou-rtwav as if
she were still one of us, calling her Ethel®’ now
and then, when it should be Miss Courtway.’
But the fact remaing, she is our acting Form-
mistress

“And a jolly
goodness. Betty,
Ion

"The whole férm must be hoping so, if it has

ood one at that! I hope to
she gets tho job for good, before

got any sensc—and I'm ‘sure it has! Bui there it .
is, Polly dear; the fonde_r we are of Ethel, the
more anxious about her we're bound to fecl. - She’s
worried—something’s hangmg over her at
present; some cloud—"

“T looked up from work in c ass, this morning,
and noticed her on the quiet,” Polly murmured.
“Tthel was sitting there m front of ull thc desks,
forgetting all about us, you might say.

“I know! And T've got an idoa that her worry
must have something to do with that uncle and
aunt of ﬂmrs who've come to live at Cliff Edge
bungalow.”

After a nod in agreement, Polly side-glanced the
captain.

“The other girls haven’t
Betty 7"

*“I don’t think gso. We'd better not make any
remarks outside this study. There’s another thing,

noticed anything,

By Marjorie Stanton
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Polly; have you said anything about what you
and I saw last Seturday mightt™ =

“Only to Pam and the rest, in shis study. I
begged them not to spread it around, Betty. We'd
only be laughed at1” iy }

“That’s just what I'm thinking!” the captain
smiled. “There wes enough joking about the so-
‘cilled Morcove monster at the end of last week.
You'and I know we did see a mysterious object

on Saturday evening, when the moon was on the.

sea. Bui the Form would onlyseall it—->"

" “Moonshine, yep! Oh, no,” Polly said flatly,
“I hold my tongue now ahout that, except to ono
or two. It’s annoying to be scoffed at, when
yeu're s0 certain ebout a thing1”

“Well, dear, this is too good a day to be
indoors,” Betty closured the rather grave debate,
whilst glencing away to the sunny window. “The
others are out on the field, I expect. Shall wa
go down ?”

“Pronto!” Polly hailed the suggestion. "I felt
I must wait for you to come away from Ethel’s
Toom, hoping she would have told you something.
It’seanather sickening thing, Betty !”

© “What is?” -

“The nicest girls are always the ones o want to
bear their own iroubles! - Yet they’re the very
giris youmost want to help, if you can!” 3

“Nice isn’t the word for her,” Betty Was ex-
claiming, when in scpmpered that dusky junior,
Naomer Nakara, shrilling the ingquiry : ;

“Are you talking ebout me being so nice?
Bekag——" 3

“You!” the madeap said, with a degree of
scorn that was like water on a duck’s back_to
Naomer. “We are going to get shot of you, kid !”

“Oh, are you? I ftike zat, belas—why?’’

“It was all your fault that we were langhed at
by the Form, over the Morcove monster! You
did so exaggerate,”

“Not ze bit of eet!
what I saw, don’t I?*

What ze diggings', 1 knaﬁr

Do you?” retoried Polly grimly. ~“Well, T'm -
saw-—nor  does’ Be_t%y 2

bothered if I know what T
know what she saw, eitherl” - e

“Too true!” laughed the eaptain ruefully. “It
is ('&he—f.he vagueness of the thing—-" -

Ah, bah, zat proves, I am zo only one to have.

really seen him!” Morcove's royal and impish
scholay claimed proudly.. ““And so I have written
to ze: Ejjitor of ze ‘ Barncombe Herald —-'"
“What | . s :
“And all T want is an’ envel(')pe, queek ! Bekas,
I went to ze library to write zis lester, as he is
importantl Hil” Naomer protested, as - the
fiourished letter was suddenly impounded by the
madeap:  “You ecan tead him when he is
pubbellished ' 5 S : :
Polly, fending off the imp; whilst still retaining
the letter, glared, but Betty knew enough to bhe
able to chuckle, © Nine times out of ien,. Polly’s
fury -towards the dusky one was only make-
believe. . il - 3 J
“¥on think,” the madcap seethed, “thaf” you
.in-é going to ‘be allowed to send a letter—this
etfer-—-7" . 3

I‘Yes. : it 3 Ml &
“About what you saw in the sea last’ week?
Kid, you must be potty,” Poll langhed ‘hollowly.
“Why shouldn’t X7” demanded Naomer stoutly.
“Bekas, he is in my best writing—no blots! And
you can: have ‘a’ cream: bun next time we are in
. Barncombe; for every wrong spelling that you
find, so there!” ) .
“iDone!” said Polly, in acceptance of the. offer:

to read it “Take a squint., Betty!”

“ And she spread the letter upon the. study table, __
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cream buns roughly
W

LEvery Tuesday

Apparently, the recent literary .effort had left

aomer in need of refreshment, For she resorted
to the study’s corner cupboard, mostly’ devoted to
crockery and cakes, whilst Betty and Polly read
as follows: b

“To the Ejjitor of the * Barncombe [Herald,”
“Dere Bir, i, g

“I rite to- tell you about a rimerkibubblo
eggsperience that 1 have had, Bekas] last
Friday after tea I saw a pekuliar objick in the
sea? He was eenormouse, about as big as a
wail if he had been.floting properly! .

“But there was not much of him to be seen
only his back wiz 2 funny littel humps like a
‘kamel, only they were not little. No, they wers
eenormous, and now I shall ‘tell you!!! I feel
shore he is a new kind of monster, ]?roba‘bubhiy
prehisstorick, bekas I hav bin looking him up
in the libe, wear it says? Somethingk about a

policesawyouass——"

The grinning readers abandoned the screed at
this point. % )

“Naomer, my advice,” counselled Betty,
#traightening her face; ‘‘don’t send_it to the
Herald. Keep it for the Morcove Mag1” ok

“¥You zink eet is too good for ze rotten Bain-
combe rag? Al right zen, I willl” Naomer
proudly decided. “Yes, I will make an articackle
of eet, and do my own illusteations !1”

“I thought rations would come into it,” com-
mented Polly, the dusky one having a slice of cake
in_her hand even then. “Ugh, talk about a half-
wir! Leaye her, Betty” . .

But_ Polly, after going out with the captain,
turned back. E .

“And don’t 'far%et-, kid; you owe me eighty-five

e 2?

, “Do 1} Zen I hope you will get zem ! Boo,
jealous!” shouted Naomier, as Polly went after
Betty, up the corridor.. “Just bekas I saw ze
monster properly, and you didn’t! Boo!”

The dusky -one, however, was not so con-
tempiuous that she wanted no more to do with
her study-mates for the present. In & momeunt she
was rushing out, shrillifig:

“Hi, wait for me!” 5 :

8o they went downstairs as a hi h-spirited_trio,
finding their way out to the sunlit field, where
this midday hour was being devoted to games by
scores of girls, :

“I can see our lot, just over thare,” Polly
blithely remarked. :

“ “And here,” the captain rejoined: softly, *“is
Ethel Courtway.” k e -

That  well- grown girl—until only a few weeks
ago, ‘Morcove’s head scholar—was quitting one
baich of juniors to find another, amongst whom
Eerhaps theré would be a girl who could benefit

y a chummy word or two of instruction.

. Her virile stride brought her within speaking
distance of Betty, Polly and Naomer. Trae to .
her inborn -amiability,” the  temporary _mistress
could: not let these three go by withous finding
something pleasant. to say.

“I've’ been thinking, girls; no reason why we
shouldn’y arrange another match with Grange-
moor? It makes a change from the usual fixtures
a—l-f ,3:?"’- Betty, feel you would like to arrange a

ay ! - . i

“Next . Wednesday 9
eagerly. “Why not?
it at onee.?” - 2

“You may use the *phone, just to find out.”

*Oh, thanks!” : ” :

: From this, it was a plunge into talk ebout the

the caplain suggested
But we'd have to see about
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sports side of Form life, An animated discussion
was still in progress when a parlourmaid came
running out of the schoolhouse, bearing a brown-
paper parcel. As-soon as her roving eyes had
singled out Ethel Courtway,.she came hurrying
across to her,

“From Robson's in thc town, miss—"

“Oh, thanks, Ellen!’

“AndT paid the hill, mlss—mght and-six,
were to pay for it on del:very

*“Oh, yes, that's guite right,” the acting mistress
nodded, at the same time, she became strangely
embarrassed. “One mustn’t leave things to be
owed for. But—I'm sorry,” with a forced laugh,
“I can’t Tepay you now, Lllen.
“Oh, it doesn’t matter, miss!
do 1
“We've got the money amongst us, Ethel,”
the captain impulsively interposed. “So do let's
pay KEllen for you, then you can repay wus?

Please !
“0Oh, no—at least—very well then!” Tthel

flusteredly assented, her cheeks changing colour.

“It’s good_of you girls to come to my rescue!”

“Not ze bit of eet!” sparkled Naomer, W}m had
promptly produced her own contribution, * Bekas,
you have often stood treat to us at ze Lreamcn,
don't forget! Half ze do]Iarff—

“And I've half-a-crown,” Polly announced.
“Here we are!”

" Betty, with some small silver, soon made up the
balance, and zo0 Ellen was sent away, settled with,
The trifling transaction—~for so it was in the eyes
of the three juniors—scemed
still to render Ethel Court-
way. very uncomfortable.

They had thought she
would send the parcel in-
doors by Iillen, and so be
free to stay out with them
all on the games field.

Instead, KEthel blusmng]jf
thanked them once again,
and then, remarking that
she must talke the parcel in-
doors, abruptly left them.

“How she looked!” was
Polly’s subdued comment.
** As if it were anything ter-
rible, to be caught without
the money !”

The captain nodded.

““One would think she not
only had no money upon
her, but didn’t know where
in the world she was going
to get some !”

“Which is absurd!”
laughed the madeap.

Yeou

Any time will

In a Fiz

THEL COURTWAY
heeled shut the door of
her own private room

and then slung the brown-
paper parcel on to the table.

She was not going to open
it, knowing the contents—
something ordered last weel,
from Robson's, the best out-
fitters in Barncombe.

It had brought no flush
to her cheek, ai the time she
gave the order, to leave it
to be paid for on delivery.
Any flush, then, would have
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“F 'm afraid I can't repay you now."
in: “ Do let's pay Ellen for you—please, Ethel ! '
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had to be due to doubt as to whether her credit
was good enough. She always had dealt with the
shops in that care-free style. DBut now

Ugh! she squirmed. Not nice; beastly uncom-
fmmu]e to be quite out of leady money, and not
to know when one would be in funds again.

If only she had anticipated the awk“md hitch
that had occurred ! There would have been no
casual ordering of that eight-and-sixpenny article,
last weck.

But she had been taken completely by surprise,
in the last day or two. bolt from the blue!
Her parents, now abroad, had given her to under-
stand distinctly that Uncle Peter and Aunt Janet
would be her “bankers,” as it were. She had
only to draw upon them !

But there was something wrong; some muddle,
somewhere. The extraordinary thing was, that
the being put about like this was not due to Uncle
Peter and Aunt Janet living at a distance. No
delay in the post accounted for the difficulty one
was in.

Uncle Peter was even residing now at Cliff Edge
B.mga‘rm—ns close as: that to ‘Morcove School,
barely a mile from the school gates! And Aunt
Janet, although for reasons that were most
punlmg, she was not living under the same roof
with her husband, was just as close to Morcove—
sh:,mw- at the Headland Hotel,

=1 begm to: wonder too—as I'm sure she must
be wondering—how she will manage for money,
if Uncle Peter goes on in the way hoe has becn
going! 8o erusty and grampy; so evasive——"

“I'm sorry "’—Ethel tried to laugh off her embarrassment—

But Betty chimed
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Lthel was feeling keyed up enough, at this
moment, to speak her thoughts aloud, as she
* paced about in the privacy of her room on the first
Hoor of the schoolhouse: - .
An irritable V. came  between her dose-knit

brows, .

“Bother! But it’s too absurd, to be without
-money like this! 'm not going to ask auntie.
It would only upset her all the more. I must
simply got hold of Uncle - Peter - himself, and—
and—- "

Then she stamped. -

“The silly man won’t give you a chance for a

word with him~—that’s the ennoying thing 1" ‘she -

fumed on. “Ounly once have I been inside the
bungalow, since he took it over. Last Saturday,
and again yesterday, when I went across—kept on
the doorstep! No getting'a word with anyone but
Dawker. g&,ng Dawker [

How her former vague dislike of that tman-

servant of uncle’s had come to a head, in the lest

few days! During the years that he had been in

Uncle Poter’s service, Dawker had always excited

in her feelings of mistrust. Shifty, that’s what he

was—shifty!  And how Uncle Peter cowld retain
- any confidence in the man was amazing.

Suddenly she turned to the table to pull open
a drawor and take out a strange-logking object.
Originally it had been a good-quality pocket-book,
and only its present state rendered it so curious.

The good leather-binding: was discoloured and
crinkled; most of the leaves of the book were
stuck together—all ‘the ‘result of prolonged
immersion in water,

It was, in fact, a pocket-book belonging to her
uncle—as his name. written inside the cover
evidenced—that had been washed up on the

" Mcrcove beach, last Baturdey. The Study 12
girls had found it, and it had come into “her,
Tithel’s, hands; only & foew minutes afterwards,
“Uncle could have had it back b now, if I
vould have got a word with him,” she pondered
on.  “I was not going to legve
Dawker’s keeping; “somehow, 1 didn’t ses v I
should " s . f RIS,
She had not tried to unstick any of the thin
leaves, to see wha! any notes made in the book
might be about. That was no coneern of hers.
Unde was . a  scientist, and the pocket-book,
presumably,  contained - j
nighly specialised subjects that he was inierested
in, . pr 7 i 2
Obviously, he must be feeling the loss of the
pocket-book ; ‘but by late on Saturday night . he
must have known that she had it. Vet unday
had passed without his claiming it ! Why couldn’t
ho have strolled across to. the school—with Aunt
Janet? Impossible. ta make him out- at present!

“It's all nonsense though; he has money of
mine that T am entitled to draw upon, and I want
somo  at oncal know whet” Fll do,” . she
suddenly resolved, ‘smiling fereely. " “Ultimatum |

When he lets me have some:pocket-maoney, he ‘can " .

have his preciouf notebook=and not hefére!”

A note to that effect?
dignified. note—firm | : Hige

She seated herself at the tablo, teok pen and
raper, and began to write.. Only a few lines had
she - penned, however, when a Ppeculiar -hubbub,
floating in -at the open window from the schoo
grounds, caused her to break off,

Wondering - what the ‘sudden excitement was'

about; she jumped up and strode to the window,;
Then she saw—scores of scholars, all flocking
swiftly fo, the gateway. s
Games had i_een abraptly abandoned ;  hackey
sticks had been cast down to'the grass. £,
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the thing in -

jottings. dealing  with’

Why not? Make it a -

Every Tuesday

It was as if more than half the school had
suddenly stampeded out of bounds, .

What did it mean? An accident on the road?
A travelling eircus coming by?  She could hear
no bam-bam! of & cireus band, .

Besides, the scholars were not mustering on the
road. They were surging out bﬁthe main gate-
way, to go careering on again. allo! - Now she
could see some of the foremost runners streaking
towards the grassy verge of the cliffs. ol

Ethel: knew what to think then. Something °
~happening out at sea that could be best observed
from the cliffs! Some girl must have come rush-
ing in with news so sensational that instantly this
seurry to see had resulted.

A wreck? But the weather was perfect !

he was  crossing to the door, intending to.
hasten downstairs, when a thought came—a possi-
ble explanation—that gave her 2 bad turn.

Something to do with Uncle Peter!

He had gone in for a very powerful motor-boat:
down -here at Morcove, keeping it in the private
boat-cave that went with the CLiff Edge property.
He seemed - to be out in it a good deal; she pre-
sumed that it was during o trip that he had -
lost the pocket-book in the sea.

Had he been out again in the boat this morne
ing? Xad something happened to it and him—
disaster, in sight of Jand?

She whipped open” her door and flashed _ahmg
to the stairs. As she whirled down to the groun
floor, there was a sense of the schoelhouse being
practically deserted. Everybody, it seemed, had
rushed away,

Then, "in” her .own  excitable haste, she wag
checked by a sudden encounter with the school’s
headmistress, :

“Did. you ever know anything  so ahsurd,
Ethel?” " A’ relieved smile was on Miss Somer-
field’s face as she came in by the main doorway,
“ Somebody has been saying there’s a mysterious
object to be seen out at sea:” ;

“ What1” : ¢

“Two miles. out, so I understand, and all the
Fir]s have rushed fo look!. I don’f mind,”
aughed the headmistress, ‘“so long- as_there is no
lateness for table. Perhaps you will go after
them, Ethel?” i g

“Certainly! ‘But what sort of an- object—a

‘boat?”

“Ob, no!. Tt is said to be an animal—a monsfer,
if you ever heard of such nonsense’|”

Ethel did not remain to answer. In any case,
she could tell that the headmistress waé entirely
sceptical. But, running out into the sunshine,
the Fourth-Form’s acting mistress was in a state
of undiminished excitement, -

_ Her agitating fear for Uncle Peter’s safety had
been: dispelled. ' Nothing to do with him and his -
boat, affer all, thank goodness! But this was not
the first time, in the last few days, ‘that some-
thing in the sea had caused a great sensation.

Something which, for lack of a better term, had
been. described as the MORCOVE MONSTER |

They Can't Make It Out
A LL the scores of - girls were flocking hack
from the cliffs, by the time Ethel reached

the gateway. 7 FE e
Some had been the very first to reach the view-
}]];omt, end had yet seen mnothing! ~Others. had
cen too lale, they were being told, to.get a
glimpse of it—as if there had. been something

after all! But had there been anything ?

Disappointment had not improved tempers, and
the rea?tion Irom eager oxpectancy was taking the
form of bitter pooh-poohing. Y ik o
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« Another girl taken with the Study 12 mania |’
was_being said freely. ‘‘Booh!”

“ges—stupid! Getting us all to leave games

“e's coming after you, Biddy—lock out!
Wow!” ’

“Ha, ha, ba!” -

For it was Biddy Loveland, of the TFourth
Form, who had started the scare, this #ime.
Biddy it was who had come pelting back, from a
solitary ramble on the cliffs, to say what she had
seen.. Oh, yes, Biddy had scen it—of course she
had, when she was alone! Laugh at her!

Unfortunately, Biddy was a girl who could not
stand being laughed at. She was rather
emotional, A word of censure in class; her work
not so good, according to the mistress, and poor
Biddy would be showing glistening eyelashes.
They glistened now.

“Never mind, Biddy dear,” said Ethel, finding
the hal-tearful junior already receiving the sooth-
ing company of Betty and others. #‘I don’t sup-
pose you meant itl”

Polly was there, looking furious.

“Fasy to make fun,” she broadeast to the
scoffing crowd, * when you haven’t secn anything
vourselves !” J

[LARA [REVLYN'S
.~ BOOK for

Guides and Guides-to-be must certainly
obtain this splendid booklet.

How to join the Guides ; the Guide

Law; hinis on Camping, First Aid and

Badge-winning—these and other Guiding

topics will be found in the compact
booklet which is published in

THE SCHOOLGIRL

Now on Sale—2d.

In addition you'll find a splendid long
- complete story of Bessie Bunter and
Babs and Co. of famous Cliff House
Schoo!, entitled ““ THE SPY IN THE

SECRET SOCIETY.” ¢
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“Pekas. T have seen him, don't forget! I was
ze very firsi—"

“¥ou were net!” Polly now rounded upon the
imp. “I saw it at the same time that you -did,
last week !"

“Well, zen, I have scen him fwice !”

“35 have I'! The second time, on Saturday
night, with Betty!” :

“QOho 1" the scoffers resumed on all sides. “So
the cap has seen it, too! Well, well 17

“Xnough,” laughed Ethel, with waving-on
gestures, - You'll all be late for dinner. Now
Zoll me, Biddy,” she said, walking with that
emotional young person, ‘‘what was it like that
vou saw?” N X

“QOh, I—I can hardly describe it,” was the
tremulous answer, whilst a handkerchief disposed
of the last tears. It was comforting to Biddy te
have the youthful mistress putting a serious ques-
tion to her. “And I have mever said it was a
monster ™

“No, dear—"

“T only know that I saw something out at sca—
and the water is so calm fo-day, so I got a good
view. Tt was like—like H .

“I,aike an cenormous monster, I know, beka

i

“Naomer, I am asking Biddy! Go on, dear.”

«Tike some animal floating with just its back
out of the water—" :

“And two eenormous humps,
yos! Bekas—"

¢ Naomer, how many more

“PBut, what- ze diggings,
weren’t there, Biddy? You say, queek!”

“T did see—yes, two big bumps——"

“Zore you arel!” the irrepressible ‘one velled -
triumphantly. “Now say didn’t sec him!
Ooo, queek, get dinner over and zen I must
write my articackle!”

“(lackle’s right—ha, ha, ha!” one of the
derisive girls chuckled as Naomer sprinted ahead,

Betty and some of her best chums exchanged
glances. Polly was bottling up a good deal of
anger—that was evident. Ugh, rotten, being
a laughing-stock! Even Kthel Courtway was
smiling now.

But it seemed to Study 12 that her smile, at
present, must be due to_the same scepticism that
was rife in the Form. You had to see the mon-
ster yourself before you could believe in the

like a camel.,

times!”

zere were humps,
,

" thing, and that was all there was in it!

What was Betty’s surprise, then, when, after
dinner, she had the acting mistress beckoning
her aside, to speak in quite serious [ashion. about
a matter that was a standing joke.

“You saw something last Saturday
Betty, T understand?”

“Yos, Tthel; in the moonlight, when Polly and
I were waiting for you whilst you called first at
the bungalow and then at the hotel—"

“T pemember; I took you with me then—"

“We saw—just what has been described,” Betty
spoke on earnestly. “I hadn’t believed in any
idea of a—a sort of sca monster until then, But
secing is believing. Mind you, we only saw it
for a moment or two; then it went under water,”

“You don't exaggerate, Betty, and you speak
convineedly. I think you might come with me,
after tea, across to the bungalow. I am inclined
to ask Uncle Peter about it all—I want to sce
him about another matter. From that bungalow
on the edge of the cliffs, he may have seen the—
the monster!” ¥

“8plendid! And could Polly come, please?”
““Oh, bring any of your chums who care to join

night,

us.
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“Thanks 1"

" _(&.El_h, end Bei.ty P

“I'm sorryy I ocm’t. pay you ‘that money I owe
_you! It's very—annoying—-"

“Don’t be silly!”

Nob until she” was hurrying upstairs to Study
12 did Betly see a reason for Lthel Courtway's
great embarrassment .over the temporary . loan.
Then -it flashed. upon her that Ethel, as acting
mistress, might feel that the loan had put her in a
false pomt)on "But what rot!” Beity laughed
to herself. *It isn’t as if she were going to keep
on owing the money.”

From Stu’dy 12 came a clack-clack-clack | that
proclaimed someone’s industry with that old type-
writer which girls were allowed to borrow,
Whigking in, Betty beheld Na-omer
awiy at the keys.

As Paula was the only ofher occu ant of the
room, at present, end she was lying %ack in the
best armchair, with-closed eyes, conditions had
evidently seemed to . Naomer
literary work. -

“ What's the idea, kid?"”. ..

But the dusky one could not be got to speak.
She was trying to find a certain letter of the
alphabet on the keyboard, with a hovering finger
that promised to deal the elusive character- a
sounding thump! when she did find it.

“It’s -pwetty awful, Betty deah! The silly

cweature has been mkmf the most awiul wow
a

with that machine,” Pau

complained, shaking
_up a cushion,

“(ot him!” Naomer at last exclaimed to her-.

Then :
Tet says

self; and she hif the wanted key-—thiump !
“What ze diggings, all wrong again !

K on zo keyboard, and eet comes out e question:

mark |”
“You must use the shift key, Naomer. My
goodness,” said Betty, taking the liberty -of

glancing at the bit of typescript that was betweenr

the rollers: “What on earth, kid, are you——

“My  articaclle, mat is- what I am doing; so
don’t spik, plis! Hi,” she addressed the refractory
machine, “get ze ]erk onl”

Thereupen, the carriage went back, with a kind
of protesting groan at Naomer's violent hand-
1ing. to start another line.

‘I‘wrmt to see Polly-and—— Oh, there you are,
girls1” was Betty’s glad ery, as- the madecap now
w]urlpd’ in, fdllowed b_y Pam rmd others. “I

Llnck clack, batter, -clack !

“I -say, glrla." Bbtty mlsed her' voice above
the din of the machine, * Ethel Courtway would
like us to—"

“Can’t hear what you are savmg"’ shOuted
}"oIIv “All this row! Kid, if- you want to

"I am going to feenish my articackle before I

go down to class|” Naomer announced. “Hocray,
first sheet done—gorjus!”

But there was to be no starting a second sheet.

Naomer gave such a tug at that first sheet, to
withdraw it from between the rollers, she almost
lifted the iypewriter off the' table.

The carriage came right up into the air, was
suspended thus for a moment, and then fell back
in_a lopsided fashion.

“ And - now,” Poily commented grimly, “she’s
bust the thihg1”
* “No, bekas, it was busted already! Look at

7e ' mis-prints I’ the authoress. sbnlleni, in proof
‘ol ‘her contention  “Call zat a typewriter, when
“He” oan’t “spell- fnr toffee! - Ah, bah, I am- dis-
! gustered 1”2
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*“But let’s look,” requested Betty taking Page
One before \Ta.omer, in " her ﬁngrin, could
crumple it up. “All your own: composition—
splendid 17 B
“But ze spelling isn’t mine—nol Hi, Paula,
I don’t want this machine any more, s6 you can.
take him back,” said Naomer, lifting up  the
weighty old fypewriter, to dump it in Paula’s

‘lap.

“Owch, ow! Na—ow !—mer!"” .

Crash ! :

“Zere you go! Now he really is busted up!”
“Ha, ha, ha!"”

The laugher of: Betty and others was not due,
however, to any tragic state of final ruin that
the typewriter appeared to be in, lying upside
down on the floor. These girls had ‘{aegun their
perusal of page one, as follows:

MY AVenCHERS WItH THE THE

MMorcoVe "MOOMORNSTER 1t
y N@OM3R N@ 1ARA,
)Speshly rjtlcn 4 YHE “OR VE MAGIZZIN).
Chxpter L

Hit was lufly aftynoon. And9/, aes I studied
at my stoody wwindow, no, as I stocod at my
.- stttudy winndow? I saw alof a sssudden a
pick, %ullw, object? .Wob cood it B? Thet

wast the-mystry 11111

Anso I staired and starred, £,.an9%, suddmkly‘

8 saw hit MOVEf!!1{ Ansu then I tknew!!l

It was the MMORCOVE MMMONSTER in

ther flesh, in ther sea 177!

Anso T rushed I floo donstaires X an I floo a

cross to ther. klifts net abit a frayed? Bekas,

I am not a kowherd, not ther bite of i§9/,,. |

An now, b4 I go enny 4ther——

“It’s as far as yvou'll go, so don’t worry,” said
Polly, at her grimmest.

And, folding the sheet of MS. into 2 paper dm:t,
cho whizzed it at Naomer's head, Allas, with the
erritie ﬂ1ght common to paper darts, this ane

gyrated Btra.lgﬂ’it for- Paula -and took her on the
nose—“Waw

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“To he serious,” said Betty presently, '
Couwhmy wou]d like us to go with her over to the;
bun alow by-and-bye. - She is going to ask her

cle Petpr “what he thinks about this monstei
busmess. He, being out and about in tha,t motor-
boat of his, may have scen something.”

'Zé‘he captain’s chums received ‘this with pleased
no

“Besides,” Pam remrked “he is a sort of
scientist %ahnny, isn't he? So he might be able
tn throw light on the mystery.”

“Right!” said Polly. “Study 12 will be thera..
And now— I've rang up Jack ut Grangemoor,
Betty, as you left it to me to do.’

Betty -had done that, for the: simple reason
that Polly had a brother at Grangemoor, through
whom any .arrengements as to a mateh between
the two schools could be best ma.r!a

“Jack O.K.’d it straight away,” Polly rattled
on. “He and his ot will bs over on Wednesday
afternoon, early. I fancy it's a sore point at
Grangemoor that they have never reaUy whacked
us at hockuy, only tied.

ody after to-morrow,” Betty 'pondered alond.
“Go ! We shall have caught. the monster by

‘ Tthel:

“O‘h, yeah |” grimaced the madeap.. “And had .
& out from the middle:tail cooked for Wednesday's
tea. A treat for the boys—especially Bobby Bloot.
Gosh, is that. the bell for school-—already!”~

Tt was, and the usual stnmpes}e ‘set in, to he
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followed by a sighing, droop-
ing processional to the class-
‘room, the afternoon being so
sunny.

But there was Ethel's genial
way of conducting lessons to
reconcile the Form to whab
Paula tormed a “dweadful
incawcewation.” The time
seemed to go quickly, At dis-
miss, it was an added joy to
the Study 12 girls to have
Ethel confirming the appoint-
ment for affer-tea.

“If you'll be ready in' an
hour's time,” she spoke to
them softly, during the march-
out, #I will, too.”

She was as good as her
word, and by half-past four
she and the c¢homs were
faring away.

“We are rather a crowd,”
Pam considerately remarked,
when they got to the bunga-
low’s gateway, ‘‘Had we bet-
ter all come in, Ethel?”

“Why, if you don’t mind, I
think it might be just Betty
and Polly,” was the gentle
response. “I want them, in
case I get Uncle Péter in-
torested in this_monster busi-
ness. But,” Ethel added,
with & queer smile, “I don’t
know for certein that T'm
going to see him, mind.”

Nor did she. A

Five minutes, and she was
back from the bungalow, with Betiy and Polly,
and those who had waited at the gateway noticed
how_put-out Ethel looked.

“Dawker again! It's always Dawker and never
TUnole Peter!” she complained fiercely.

#And your Aunt Janet was mnot atb home,
either,” Betty remarked. “Pity!”

Tthel Courtway turned very red, in the face
ab that. Bad moment for the Torm-captain !
She had meant well, but the sympathetic comment
seemed to have been a dropped brick.

“T'm sorry 1 have brought 'you out all for
yisthing,” the acting mistress said, after a frown-
ing silence, “I think I had better see if I can
—find my aunt.”

She turned away instantly, and they saw her
trending towards the fine hotel that was only

 five minutes’ walk from the bungalow.

Tor a few moments the Study 12 chums watched
her in silence—wonderingly.

“Ys that where she expects to find her aunt,
then? At tha hotel!” Betty exclaimed. “ Queer !
Tthel went there on Saturday might.”

“Clan’t make it out,” muttered Polly. “Tsn's
Tithel’s aunt living at the bungalow, then?”

“1 don’t like to see Lthel looking so wor-
ried,” came Madge Minden’s murmur. 1t seems
to me that she is having a lot to bear, at
present.”

“Ti’s her unele—I am sure it is,” grimaced
the madecap.
that. But as for the uncle—well, I'm glad he's
no uncle of mine, that's alll”

“Yeot, the strange thing is,” said Betty, “ Bthel
talked of him, last week, as if he were one of the
best in all the world.”
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“YWhoever you are,”’
Ethel challenged indig-
nantly, ‘‘you are not
my Uncle Peter 1"’

“The annt’s all right; we know’
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The Cave

T HE revolving entrance doors to the Headland

had no sooner admitted Ethel Courtway to
 ‘the grand interior, when a smart all-
porter advanced to meet her.

“Can I assist you, miss?”

“T am wanting to find Mrs, Courtway—an aunt
of mine—"

“Mrs, Courtway, miss?
London an hour ago.
Page!”

A boy in buttons came up.

“Mhere was o note to go across to the school—
for this young lady; has it gone yet?”

“No, sir.”

«T1l get it, miss; but you should have had
it by mnow. Sorry,” said the porter, hurrying
across to his own bureau.

Ethel followed in feverish eagerness. Aunt
Janet gone to London! Why? Oh, how purzling,
how distressing it all was—this apparent estrange-
ment between husband and wife.

The note came into Ethel's hands, - and she
hastily ripped open the envelope and tore out
the confents.

Mrs. Courtway left for
But just a moment—

“T eannot stand it any longer,” she read,
“and this is to let you know that I am going
up to London to see the family lawyer.

“I hope to be back by Wednesday ab the
latest.

“Qh, Ethel darling, how sorry I am that
all this upset is happening so close to :your
school that you are bound to be involved in it.

“But do not think too hardly of your Uncle
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Peter. T feel that he must be ill, the way he

“has ‘treated us both.
“All my Iove to you, my dear.”

There. was a postscriptz

"“P.8—~I am. afraid you are in a fix for
mongy. I have only my fare to London at this
moment. It is humiliating: TFancy this hap-
pening, just at a time when your own dear
parents are abroad ‘and you are relying upon

~us for your allowance.”

‘Looking extremely grave, Ethel folded up the
note “after the swift perusal of it. She conferred
a gourteous look upon the hall-porter, and then
\\]vqlkefi away-—out into the early evening sun-
shine. . ]

Now she knew why Aunt Janet had gone to
London, and the ‘action seemed to. be entirely
commendable. They could not go on like this:
Perhaps the lawyer would return with her.

But -Why—_—why was Unole Peter behaving so.

strangely ? : 5 ce .
Something there was that had made him an
all‘:ogsther different man just lately.

‘No, I can't go back to the school yet awhile!”

She said it aloud to herself, as soon as she
was clear of the hotel grounds, and was next
moment tacking towards the bungalow.

The impulse had seized her fo call there again
and have a thorough good talk with Pawker.
That manservant had been geiting too brusque,
too evasive, merely answering her on the door-

step, when, of course, she should have been asked -

inside.
d it was evident that Aunt Janet, even, had
come in for no betier ireatment than that—con-
. found the man! .
Then came a different impulse, superseding the
- first. Have nothing more to say to Dawker, but
wait about for uncle! "Why, it might even be
possible to find him, now, down' on the shore,
at. the boat-cave.

Anyway, she would go down to the shore to see
if he were there, and, if notf,. whether he was
away on a trip in the boat.

She had started out, carrying the brown-papered

pocket-book which she intended to return to her .

uncle if and when he let her have some pocket-
money ! But now it occurred to her she would
bave dome bettex to leave the book behind in-the
school, : S i

i, during. a hard-won interview.with him, he
saw that she had the notebook in her hands, he
might, in one of his ¢trange tempers, snatch the
thing from her. Nob good enough!

Nothing was easier, however, than for ‘her to
dispose of the pocket-book before going down to
the beach. Lots of girls were going by now, on
tho road, and eny one of them would cheerfully
receive the little package in irust from her, to be
placed in her private room at the school.

Half a minute later she was hailing & couple
of ‘her own juniors, out cycling together.

“Biddy—Etta—" And when they had dis-
mounted : ‘A little thing you can do for me!
Just take this package for me and put it in my
table-drawer when you.get back, will you?””

“Right-ho1” ;

To see them riding on again, one of them with
the ‘package safely tied to her handlebars, left
Ethel smiling in a mettlesome way. That was
that!. Quite a_good idea, for ome had got to
handle Uncle Peter—firmly. No ‘pocket-money,
9. -pocket-book., That resolve of hers must be

adhered to. .
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: lonied immersion in the sea!

Every Tuesei:zy '

As she skirmished past the hungalow grounds,
making for the top of the cliff-path that would
take her down fo the beach, she saw Dawker
watching her from a side window. Now, why?"

“Heems to me, he is all for trying to keep me
and - Aunt J from getting in direct touch with-
Uncle Peter, but 1 would like to know why!
Dawker himself should be regarding Uncle
Peter's conduct as being very freakish, not to
say _.unkind. He should be on our side, not
uncle’s! But he isn't. Oh,” Ethel said to her-.
self as she started the descent of the rock steps
cut in the face of the eliff, “I don't like Dawker—
definitely T detest him, now—-"

She had a wide view of the sea whilst hasten-
ing down the zig-zagr, and one thing was evident.
The motor-boat was neither going out nor coming
in. But this was rather encouraging, for it meant
that she might catch Uncle Peter, at the boat-
cave, just back from a trip, or just about to have
the boat launched. 5 3

‘The last boulder-like step let her down on to
dry silver-sand, and then she floundered along,:
close in. under the towering cliffs, having only a
couple of hundred yards to go to reach the boat-
cave. . +

Lattico gates, erected at the entrance to tho. -
cave to give privacy when wanted, were standing
open, and that further emcouraged her hope of
a_meeting, - Even supposing the boatman whom
Ungle Peter employed was merely working at
the boat, hauled up i the cave, quite likely Uncle .
Peter himself would be there, superintending.

But, having got to within a mere pace or two
of the cave-mouth, with its open lattice gates,
Ethel was thrown 1nto a sudden state of extreme
caution, As if warned by instinct, she held still
—listening. ; ?

Voices in the cavern—two voices, and neither of

- them Uncle Peter’s. And yet—this was strange !—

there was in one of the  voices something
familiar; as it might be, Unecle Peter’s voice,
greatly changed.

Suddenly a violent tremor shook her. The
other voice was nothing to feel concerned about—
merely the gruff voice of a hireling. But the
voice that might be uncle's, and yet she was sure
it W}!:S]‘l"t—f;hu.b had brought-en idea into her head,
crash ! :

It was as if she had got on to some wavelength
that had brought a voice hurtling upon her hear-
ing. And the voice was shouting:

“It isn’t your uncle; it never has beep, down
here! Your unele’s pocket-book in the sea-—"

Yes, that too! His pocket-book, washed ashore
and found by the Study 12 girls, after its pro-

i And if uncle’s
pocket-bock had been washed up like that, then
supposing——_ Of, supposing—- -

g‘till hovering close by the cave-entrance, Tthel -
suddenly cast a fearful glance out to sed. .

Was that the tragic reason why the pocketbook
had been washed up? All the evasions of herself
and of Aunt Janet; the altered looks-that one had
attributed. to illness, so that he had seemed—a
different man ! .

Spirited girl that she was, in a few moments
she was done with this excitable. pondering. She
walked round by one of the open gates and went .

. straight into the cave.

“Uncle Peter?” she called into the gloom.

The hoat was confronting her, drawn up on
greased planks, but the two men were further im,,
not to be discerned by her in the gloom, -

But, now that she had voiced the challenging
cry, there was the chink of dropped implements,

_eoupled with muttered words of alarm,
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Ethel went farther in, going past the boat, and
then she was face to face with both men.

The one who was cnly a hired man simply
stood erect, where he had straightened wp from
some job over which he had been bending. The
other, his employer, came on a s"ep or two, to
look closer at Kthel.

“What do you want, girl!”

“I had Jmeﬂded to say, I want some pocket-
_money——"

“0Oh, I can't bother about that! Besides,
where’s my pocket-book, that Dawker tells me
some of the girls picked wp, on.the shore?”

“That's at the school,” Ethel stated calmly.
“You can have it, when i have some pockot-
money. But, more than I wa.nt pocket-money
now, I want—an explanation.”

“F lanation? What on earth do you mean,
gu‘i ‘here, be off with you! I'm busy! If I
can’t stand my wife round me; just at piesent, is
it ixke]y that I can be -bothexed b\, you, a mere
gu‘

“1 am not gomg—

“What

"Untll I have hed a-talk “J'ﬁh you, out in the
npnn It is not good enough,” she said spiritedly,

“to sce iou only for a moment, and then only 1
semi-darkness.”

“How do you mean'" be stamped.

“We are in deep gloom in this cave now. When
I called at the ‘bungalow, your first evening there
—the room was half-dark. I have mever seen
you in broad daylight, down here at Morcove—
and nelther has auntie? And why‘?”

“Pah,” he gestured, “I can't listen to such

”

drivel t - I'm busy!"”
“You worn't answer, so I will gno the reason,
myself. Whoc\cr you are,”  Ethel suid

indignantly, “you are not my Uncle Peter!”:

There would have been a terrible silence after
that, but she fancied she heard the boatman draw
E: h'ssmg breath, then . mutter:

“That's done 181"

Ethel, however, did not allow her gaze to be
drawn to that man. Beiter for her, if she had‘
She kept her eyes steadfastly upon Uncle Peter,”
reading gul 1t in his terrible looks.

““Eh?" he blustered thickly.
talking about1”

He cast a sideglance at the boatman “that
seemed to Ethel only nervousness. But it meant a
mute hing to ‘che man, who was not slow to act
upon it.

"Unnoticed by Ethel the rough tfellow slouched
away to the mouth of the cave. Even if she had
marked the movement, she would only have con-
jectured that he was putting himself at a distance,
the conversation being what it was,

“ And Dawker must be in laa.gua with you,” she
continued her calm acousation. “After all these
years with TUncle Peter, Dawker bas furned
draitor; that's what it me'anal Well, I never did
dike the man.f’ o

“If this isn’t the coraziest talk I was ever asked
1o listen to!”

“* Again; that’s mere blusher You can’t deny
it; in eny case, there’s guilt in your eyes! You
have been ‘personating my uncle. 1} explains
everything—even the pocket-book, washed up on
the seashore. Somethmg awful has been done to
Uncle:Peter

“That’s a lie!”

“Very well; stick to that and T will shck to
what I have said,.when I get back to the school
an? hav:c[a gob - Miss Somerfield to phone for the

ice. - J—'

Lmsh’ the closing of the
entrance startled her. She

“What.are you

tes ab the cave-
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‘yet.  Only the deep-toned hour

" Co.’s fancy,

ooked round—and -

29T

instantly the uma.u who hnd posed as Uncle Peter

took a big strid o and seized “her by the- wrists.
“What's this,” she panted, refraining from a

shurfgle that \1 auld have been useless. ‘‘Just let

Ft: ?kely he said harshly. “No, my girl.
You know foo much, That's right, Jake, stay
you are for a mement, o one about, is

“No, sir.”

“Let me go,
“You wreteh.”

[He laugheﬂ evilly.

“Don’t worry; yowll soon. be out of here. A
trip to sea, that's the thing for you. Here’s the
boat, as handjr as could be. Come on, Jal\e if
the uuast’s clear. No help for it now; - we've got -
to do with this young minx—what we have already
done with her uncle!”

" Ethel de’ma-nded again furiously.

The Man at the Window |

WILIGHT and evening bell !
. It was not, to the joy of Bettv and her
chums, the bell for the last assembly of the
day. Thet ‘would not be ringing for another hour
‘i;ell following the
four quarters on Morcove's own chimes, was now
sounding in the dusk.
But another day in the life of Mereove School
was 4s good as ended. The end of a perfect day!
Up to the last possible moment there had been
sunshine everywhere, and the chums of Study 12 .
were only a tithe of those who had played on
until it was almost foo dark fo see the ball any
more.
A practice ﬁn e of hockey had been Beity &
en they got back to school after
pl't;‘ftmg from Ethel Courtway away yonder on the
cliffs
The]y had -pxcked up,a game with other juniors,
and play had been quite wonderful.

“Makes you wish we had hecn playing a-real
match—-uga.mst visitors, for pref,” sparkled Polly,
saunterinig off the dewy field with Betty and the
rest of the coterde.

“Must be the weather,” Betty smiled; “such a

‘lot of girls in tl’p top form. Well,. iet’sjm'pe they

stav like it—-"

“Tor Wednesday I

“That’s it!” .

“0Oh, we'll whack the boys this 'hme, Pally
pr@dmted twirling her hockey stick. .* Just aboug
beat ’em to a frazzle, You know, I haven't looked
at prep, this evening!”

Who has?” cf'huaklud Betty. “Oh, let 1t rip;
these fine mornings, we're all up in time io slam
in some work before brekker. Bui-—mo taking
advantage ™

They knew what was meant and nodded hearty .
agreement. Just because they had scincone as
nice as Ethel Courtway acting as Form-mistress,
they must not abuse her good nature.

Judy Cardew looked round, when they wvere
almost at the schoothouse.

“We dldn t see Iithel come in, whxlst we were

on the field.”

“Nol I shou]d have thcngibt ” said Betty, “she
would have come across to us.  She o’ten does,
when there’s a game on.”

“But she must have come in by ncw"” Pam
submitted. - She wouldn’t wait until after dark
hcfm'e leaving either the bungalow or the hotel.”

“Oh, she is indoors, right enou, h,” Polly said
conﬁdantly “What it means, she is: bothered
about something -to do Wlth that grumpy- uncle
of hers, and didn’t feel in the mood for us!”

Pleas_w.ntly tired, they mounted to ‘the Fourth
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Form quarters; dawdling down a corridor that had
a good many other girls standing about in chai-
- ting gro lp Although Betty and Co. were such
- inseparables, they were by no means an exclusive
“set.”  With one exception, they all stopped for
2 word here and a word there.

The single exception was Naomer, both hungry
and thirsty after an evening of violent exerecise.

Ultimately, her chums sauntered ugon the Study -
e

12 scene, to find her sitting in the best armchair,
partahmg of cake and lemonade.

“Monday gons,” Polly commented re;owmgly
“Always glad when Monday is over!”

“Yes, wather, bai Jove!” sighed Paula, casting
covetous e.yes upon the armchair that Naomer
occupied. ** And haow I would like to sit down!”

“Zere is plenty of room,” said N.mmer, m~
dicating the ficor. “As for me—" And sh
was sitting back, more comfortable than ever
when Polly made & rush and tilted the armehan',

arying:
““As for you—"
*“Hi, look out! I shill be on ze floor—"

“Why not?” asked Polly sweetly, at the same
lame capsizing the dusky one out of the chair.

“Plenty of room!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tess, never tired of studying the effects of earth,
sea, and sky, from an artistic point of ylew,

“drifted to-the. window.

HQuite mmty over the sea bﬂmg‘nt That’
because- it's been .such a fine day.”

“ And the jolly old monster is gam’bollmg uhout
somewhere out ab sea, an.d we can’t spot him,”
Helen gla.yful]y lamen.ted ‘I eay, girls, ]okmg
apart, wonder——""

Now, however, Polly held up a hand sole.mn]y.

“That subject, Helen, in this study—barred!
1 don't wank to hear another word : a.bouls the
Morcove monster.”

“ Bekas—boo, cowardy !
about it—boo’* )

“Kid!” And the madca.p brandished the ebony
ruler.  “Do you: see this?*

“That’s wlght Polliy deah keep her in  order,
yes, wather,” Paula angu:dly applauded. as she
subsided mt«o the armchair, ~“The geal is get-
ting far too— Yeowp, ow! Healp!”

“Bekas, you be careful, Paula, what you say
aboub me,” Naomer was shrilling, in explana-
tion of a sudden onelaught- when Pam gave the
startling warning

“'Sh, look nut all—here’s Miss: Somerfield |

“What1?

“ Howwows———"

*Bekas—"

gy

And there was silence! In a flash, Studv 12
was on its best behaviour. The- unruly imp, a
moment since, and the litile innocent that she
was now! Madcap Polly—so demure, -angelic
even!

Overdone, all of it? Perhaps it was, and per-
haps that was why Miss Somerfield had such a
smile for them all as she appeared in the door-
way. But it was only a fleeting smile; then she
gravely inquired:

Afraid you will dream

“You girls—were you aut with Ethel Court-

way this evening? I have heen told that you
went off with- her, after tea.”

“Yeg, Miss Somerfield, we did go -with her

then,” Betty answered. ‘ Aecross o the bunga.-
low. * Biit we didn’t stay with her.”

The headmistress nodded.

“Then you do not know . anyt.hmg about her
having to'go to London at a moment’s notice?”
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- the {rain, I presume,

I could not find it

Every Tuesday
“To—London?” gasped the gu‘ls. "Gono to
London 7

“1 have ]ust received a message from CLff
Edge bungalow—the manservant came across with
it. Tt appears that Ithel Courtway’s aunt re-
turned to Town late this afterncon on’ urgent
business, and now Ethel hemelf. has had to go off
to. London.’

“Good gracious!”

"“The man Dawker brought Mr. Courtway’s
apologies for any inconvenience I may be caused,
and, of course, 1t is going to be awkward—very.
But T am not cnncerned about that, at present.. I
do wonder, Miss Somerfield continued distress-
fully, ““what it all means! Bhe could have had
ne idea, earlier in the day, that there would be
»anythmg like this.”

“I'm sure 'she was not ex ting it, even when
we, last spoke with her,” %ett.y rejoined.

“I have rung up the hotel,” the headmistress
added. “No one there knows why Mre., Courtway
has suddenly gone to London. "But she did leave
word that she expected to be back by Wediesday,
at -the latest. I can think of reasons why she
might have to go up to Town unexpectedly, and
why her niece should be sent to join her there.
*But I wish I knew precisely!”

“She dldnt. come back for any things te take
with her,” Pam commented softly.

“There would be no time, if she were to catch
Besides,” her home is m
London, so she would be all rlght in that respect.”

Miss - Somerfield’s purpose, in looking in at
Study 12, had:now been satisfied. She knew that
the girls could nof anlightcn her. So she turned
to go—then paused. *

- “The man Dawker also had some message
about a pocket:book: belonging . to his master.
Ethel Courtway appears to have had it in ‘her.
possession—""

“Qh, yes, Miss Somerfiold; we found the 'bnok
washed up on the shore, and we _gave it to her.”
4T see,. Well, I looked -for xt in her room, but
Dawker 'seemed to thirik it
mlg-ht. ‘be there; but be had to go away withoub
it.”

It was. the last thing Miss Somerfield . had to
say. Next moment she was gone, and in.the
shudy ‘there reigned. an astounded silence.

“ Just faney 1" Polly broke out at last. “F‘thei
gone off .to London like that!™

“Yes, bai Jove; wemawkable!

“ Bomething to do with what we have been
noticing, I expect,” muttered Betty. ‘*There’s
an upset.”

“I.say,” exclaimed Helen, “do you think her
uncle and aunt have quarrelled, and t.hat‘s why
the aunt suddenly went off 1o London.”

“ And Ethel has gone after her, to try and make
peace ?”’ Madgp carried on the themy, Ieelmgly.
“T: may be so.

“Buy Ethel's aunt has talked of hamg back
by Wednesday! Oh, it’s no good our making
guesses,” Betty slghed “Now I wish that we
had knocked off prep this evenm%& We shan’t
have Eihel to-morrow, It will be Miss Massing-
ham, of the Fifth—and we know what she is!” "

“Dweadful!” - groaned Paula. “Ah,’ deah,
anothah cata.stwop e, just thn. Form pwospects
were 60 wosy "

But the Form, next day, did not come off so
‘badly, after all, as the result of the n.bsauce of
Ethel Gourtway.

Although vinegary, Miss Mnssmgham, as had.
been _expected, took charge, she gave but shght
attention to the Fourth Form.

She made onI_‘,r fugitive visits to the Fourth
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Form class-room, now to start the girls on some
lesson that would keep them quietly occupied,
and now, again, to see that the lesson had been
properly done.

Betty, as captain, was left to leep order, with
striet injunctions to note down the names of girls
who were unruly, Bechaviour, Miss Massingham
must have been compel}ed to think, was wonder-
ful. For not a name had been reported by the
end of the day! .

On the contrary, there was Naomer's gleeful
comment, in Study 12, at tea-time, \\'ﬁat a

“ gorjus " time they had all had in class!

““Bekas, just see what I had time to do!”

One of Naomer’s excercise books, brought away
from afternoon class, camie open, and out came
a folded sheet of drm\mr' paper. °

The chums, gathering to look,- beheld one of
those works of art which Naomer occasionally

Miss Somerfield’s anxiety was very evident,
Ethel Courtway this afternoon? Do you know anything about her having to
go to London, at a moment's notice ? *’

perpetrated, by way of a change from literary
activities.

“ Howwows ™

“'xou goop, Naomer——

ha, hal”

“Why what is zere to ]augh it!"” protested the
proud artist, holding up her pencil drawing at
arm's lenvth “T call zat a good picture of ze
Morcove mor!‘ster—-gar]us'”

* Lifelike 1" chuck]ed Helen

“I like the rough sea,” Tess said tersely.
tear it up, kid!”

#Not ze bit of eet! Bekas, I mean to pin him
up on ze study wall!”

“In that case—ruler!” said Polly, catching up
the ever-handy chastener. “Do you see this,
kid? And haven't T said—mnot another reference
1o the monster in this study!” )

At this crisis, threatening a fresh breach of the

eace, someone turned up at the doorway, with an
inquiring :

“QOh,
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"Bett gt
It was Etta Hargrove. y
“Hallo, Etta! Come in—stay to tea, won't
you ¥

I say,” Etta
news as to

“Oh, I can'i, thanks all the sx ame.
went to the. pomt quickly, “any
whether Ethel mil be back to-day?”

“None that we've heard !”

“Larly last evening, girls, Ethel stopped me
and Biddy when we were going into Barncombe,
She asked one of us to take this package —dis-
playing it—*and put it in her table drawer when
we got ba.ch to school. I took charge of ik, bui
when 1 %{ ot back I fnund Eihel s room locked up
and the key taken away.”

“That would be Miss Somerfield,I dave say,’
Betty shrewdly lnt.ﬂrje!‘ted “She did go fo
Tthel’s room to look for something, we know. Bhe
may have considered it wise to lock the door and

““1-believe you girls were out with

after routing about in there her-

“Oh, was that it! Well,
pac!\a e in my afudy ever since,” Btta stated. “I
don’t know what's 1 it; she didn’t say. Nothing
valuable, I imagine, But in case she is not back
to- mght—-wﬁl you take cha.rge of it, Betty "

“1 will, ELLa—but why 2"

“Oh, you're captain! And yvou might be see-
ing hem about_other matters, as soon as she does
come in, So I wouldn’t have to bother her.”

Beity took the brown-paper package.

“Right-ho, Etta!” And next second it was
being put away in Betty's table-drawer.

“It’s quite true, I shall want fo see her as soon
as she gets back. But I fancy it will be Wednesday
now, for her return—with her .aunt.”

“It’s odd, though, that nobody's heard from
I'nhe!l - You would hzne thought she would have
wired

“8he'll wire, when she knows the train she is

talke the key,
I have had the
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coming by, to-morrow,” Pam predicted. “ Do stay
for tea, Kita ! il

‘;X(ﬁs, belcas, speshul consignerment of dough-
nuts : L x ~

“YVery tempting,” laughed Etta. “But I
simply can’t!” 5 ’

*“To-morrow, Wednesduy-ihe,day for the great
match,” Polly gaily reminded them all, . whilst
the tea things were rushed out. “And if Ethel
isn’t back in time for that—well!™ -

“‘Sweendle 1**

“It will be ‘a shame,” one of the others agreed.
“But most likely she will come down on' the
morning train. - That gets you to Morcove by a
little after three.” .

“Just in time to see us win!” s

“Yes, wather! Bai  Jove,” chortled’ Paula,
“we'll make those Gwahgemoor fellows twemble
in their shoes!” - .

“1f you ask me,” gaid the captain; “we may
as well put in some more praccer, this evening!”

“Hear-r-r, hear-rrr!” criod Polly,
they should happen to beat us, then I know some-
one who will net ‘be fit to speak to for the rest
of term!” i 4 2

Whereat more light laughter mingled with all
the jingling of spoons into saucers, as the chums
prepared their tea. 3 . i

Another. sunshiny evening favoured activities

- on the games-field. But the practice-tearns very
wisely did pot stay eut until nightfall, For one
thing, they kmew the risk of over-training:

Alse, “prep,’  this evening, had to be ‘tackled

properhy; 2T -

- So, soon after sumset, studies began to fill up.

A’ hazy nightfall was taken to mean another fine-

day to-morrew.  When ever you could see Gull
Island clearly, in the evéning, from the schaol-
house windows, it was veckoned to be a bad sign !t

“And therels no seeing the island to-night}”

Botty. rejeicingly remarked, after going to the

windaw to lek down the blind, It was l-ig?m

time. : B nR, e i

“Ner yet the monsier—-* . 2
“Helen " eformad Polly, “will you kindly go

away to yeur ewn study now, and do some work 1"
“¥You can come back later, all of you,”

ol
laughed Betty, to those who did not rightly belong
to study 12. - “And telk abous the monster then

as much as you like!”

“Can they ! the medcap said grimly. “Not in

. my’ presence |™

*We haven®t seen him to‘day, have we?” Helen
lingered to remark, in pretended amazement.-

“(Gosh !” Polly exploded. ‘““Ru—ler!”

This inimical cry sufficed, and the drifting away
of mirthful chums enabled the rightful tenants
of the Study to sit down to “prep.”

For half an hour there was silente, .except for

. the’ seratching of pens and the usual weary si%h"

ings over brain-racking bits of work.  ‘Then Polly
came oub with a cool request: )

“Kid, just g0 down to the class-room for me,
and fetech my ‘Irench Without Tears,* will you?”

““What ze diggings! Afraid, are you, to go
gowlrg.l to ze class-raop bekas eet will be dark—

00!

“1 don’t want any impudence!” said Pelly, toy-
ing with the ruler; ** Ga I TR d

*All right zem, I will go; just to show you T
am not airaid, eef you are!” J

The . mock fyrannical command- having been
complied with in_this spirit, it was like Polly, as
soon as Naomer had scampered away, to decide
to go downstairs herself, after all,

Nor wai it to be doubted that Poll
first tp reach the class:room below. She used the
secondary staircase, supposed to' be reserved for
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t]tm_ staff, whilst Naomer went down by the main”
stars, é

The madeap’s_idea was, in fact, to-hide in the
clags-room, in time to treat Naomer to a scaring
“Wow " when that sclf-styled fearless one turned
u

> g
But now fate mingled drama with the comedy of
school life, =

From the foqt of the side stairs Polly nipped
quickly and quietly to the class-room. She was
only a few moments ahead of Naomer, who could
be heard seurrying down the bottom fight of the
main staircase. K B

8o the madeap hastily turned the knob of the
class-roem door, to dari inside—and then she stood
stock still, agape with surprise, her heart loaping.

A man—getting in ab one of the windows!

That was what she saw, and she would have
crred out in elarm, bus the shock of the surprise
had left her dumbstruck, e

The half-crouching figure, mounted upon a sill,
was blackly silhouetted against early . moonlight.

he reom heing in darkness, Polly saw. him at
least & secorid or so before he, peefing in, beheld

_ her, over by the doorway. .

There was even time for Naemer to come run-
ning up and te be taken with the first surprise of -
finding Polly here; then. the dusky one had a
second surprise-—she also saw the man, just as he
mmgd‘ away from the windowsill,.

“What ze diggings!” Naomer fairly shrieked.
“(390, o burgil i;Ial..:l" 5

A man,” Polly gasped.
Quick, come and seegla” :

And, both girls flashed across the dark class-

room, to peer out into the moonlit night.

“And pow he’s gone!

A Gréat Day Cornes

“E _JE'S gone!”
3 . . Some lights came on, in the class-raom,
“and Pally and Naomer faced. round.

“ Anything the matter, you twe girls?”

“Oh; is—1s it you, Miss Somerfield '*
 After ‘devoting  their e to. the night-
enshrouded scene outside, Polly and Neomer were
fecling  rather dazzled. But they at leass
rocognised the headmistress” vajce,

- ““'There was a man, getting in at the window,
Miss Somerfield!” o j

“Yes, bekas, I saw him, too; a big man—
eenormous " ot
“Climbing" in at that window?” the head-
mistress said astoundediy. “What sort of man?”
“Oh, I could never describe him, worse luck,”
Polly said ruefully. “It was all over in & moment.
He took fright when he saw me—"
“No, bekas, eet was when he
Naomer corrected.” =
“He has made off, at any rate?” Miss Somer-
field resumed. - “Some tramp or other, I suppose.
I can hardly believe a professional burglar would-
‘the schoolhouse at such a time as this.
And yet-~I will send word to the gardeéners, . to
have the grounds searched.” o
“0o0o0, yes, I would,” Naomer approved this
er eyes still bulging after the récent -
alarm, *“Bekas, you neverﬁmowl”- . '
“What were you two girls doing here in the
dark, anyhow ?” 5 Ths
“Only came down
Somerfield.” :
“Getb it, Polly, and then both of you—return
upstairs.”” iy 58
They did so, the madeap making great capital
out 'of -Naomer's agitated state. el
© “'Who’s the cowardy now, kid?”.

saw me!”

for: a Freneh primer, Miss



. brother Jack; that prince of fun-lovers,

Twopence

“¥You are! Bekas, you were so fmgh»f.ened vou
oou]dn t spl.k 19
abbits ! You yelled like anythmg""

oo, I didn ¥
“Who is apeakmg the truth, you or 17"
““Neither of us!”

Somehow, even this compromising answer failed
to satisfy Polly. She “went” for Naomer, half-
way up a flight, and the result was a little affair
of a wresthng match, resulting in their both
rolling together .down to the landing belaw.

“And now I shan’t be able to play hockey to-
morrow ! the madeap grimly declared, starting

g

.. to hobble. after she had picked herself up..

But that was only more of her make-believe.
‘The consequences of the serimmage were as in-
significant as were the results of the search for
the Man at the Window.

Before an hour was out, Morcove School, that
had been able to get over wild scares about sea
monsters in the oﬁ% ng, found it very easy to get
over a scare connected with a mere tramp.

‘Official reassurance had been. given; it could
only have been a tramp. -As for the Fourth Form,
it soon included a number of girls who were in-
clined to ask: Had there been a man of any
kind, at all? Or had Polly and Naomer Lma,gmed
h:m, just as they had {men the two girls to
imagine—the Morcove monster? 4

So, in the dormitory that night, the teasing
and twitting went on with a persistence that
drove Polly frantic.

With-igreat gravity she was finally asked—did

“she. think it could have been, not o man trying

‘$0 get in at the window, but the monster itself!
It became a

lights out; that she would have to put up with
more toa&mg to-morrow—when the boys would be
over from Grangemoor. She had visions oi her

“* stunt-
mg " the whole thing as soon as he heard about

the likely, some-of the girls would get hold
-.of him in advance and. pnme him with mformzp
tion about her weakness for “seeing things.”

They did! There were roguish spirits who even

. supplied Jack with & mammoth Teporter’s notc-

boolk, on-his arrival with the rest of the team, at

5 ha]f-paso two on the Wednesday afternoon.

~him |

He took the cue, subsequently introducing him-
self to his own sister Polly as “
the ¢ Morcove Times
dependent.’ "

“Anr;l, now,

and Grangemoor In-
Miss Linton, if you could just give

me—— . -

“I shall give you,” Polly said, “a thick ear, if
there is any mors of it1”

“Ha, ha, hal!” ﬁealed the surrounding crowd

AL lea.st,” Jack pleaded pathetically, “you
will check me in the details" Ipha.vc managed to
glean for my enterprising Kditor—how I hate
Is it your theory, Miss Linton, that the so-
called pleiosaurns, floating about in the sea, is
really only a stray Channel swimmer, left over
from - last summer ?
water at last, he naturally ran to Morcove School,
as bemg the nearest place for telephumng——-
Wow1"”

Jack, -after dod mg the hox on the ears that
Polly had pretended to. have for him, straight-
ened up to find Naomer before him. Then he ex-

-citedly held' the reporter’s notebook ready.for

writing,
“ Ah, your name, . please !”
“Her Majesty ze Queen Naomer of Nnkam 1

“I'm sorry; we-afe rather short of ‘type at the
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a representative of

Having come out of the.

275 .
printing works. Would= you mind if I boil it
down to plain Naomer?” :

““What ze diggings, you are going to print-it
¢ Plain -Naomer 1™

“Nurmo' Far be it from me,” said -Jack
effusively, ““to convey such a misleading impres-
sion of one so—so chi¢, so petite!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

i “tAnr] now, your Majesty, to. take the monster
rt——

‘Half the crowd slaggered about, in convulsions
of laughter,

“When . did you last see the monster?” Jn.ck
gravely asked, notebook m hand.

“I didn’t see him last,” shrilled Naomer. “I
saw him first! Zat is what I. have a.lv\ms said—
before anybody else !

“Ha, ha, ha!” - -

“Oh, come along; come a]ong"’ Betl:y now
mterposed as gsoon as she could stop laughing,
“and; get this match played! Ethel' Courtway
has not got back from London, but sursly she's
on the next train?”

here had been no telegram, and it was under-
stood that the headmistress felt a litkle bit
annoyed with the Form's acting mistress.

(‘anmdermg that Ethel Courtway had gone off
without sending any message herself, leaving her
uncle to make all explanations—and even he had
only sent a verbal message to the school. by
Dawker—there should have been a few lines from
London. ;

But it was generally taken for granted that this
afternobn would see Ethel back at the school.

Play started, and from the véry first moment of
the bully-off it was seen that this was gmng to be
the mateh of the season. -

Betty's team, in fine fettle, had opponents who,
however chivalrous their mode ofpwn.gmg war
might be, were yet determined to win!

Tt could rot have been otherwxsa, for although
Grangemoor had respect, for its opponents, as
being girls, at the same time, what a humiliation
defeat at the hands of those girls would mean.-

Betty herself had done all she could to ensure
victory for her side. Never had she taken greater
pains about the planning of her field. Whether to
gla.y Polly in goal or as one of the forwards had

ecen @ thorny question. But, Polly had taken
charge of the home goal, and Etta Hargrove was
inside-right this afternoon.’

A bustling, clean game, with never a cry. of
“sticks!”
to see. So the many onlookers were soon remark-
ing. It would have been a-game to delight her
eyes. Penalties were few.

Nor . did the repeated sawing of both goals
from brilliant assaults rob the match-of interest.
The fact that neither side had scored, at half-
time, only made the issue all the more exciting
to players and onlockers alike.

Just -after the start of the second half, with
a bully-off that was exhibition stuff, the Moncnve
goal was in groat danger. Jack Linton was in

" the striking circle, and the cromd thought, “Now !”

and there were involuntary ‘yells of suspense.
But Polly was all there. She “saved” in
grand fashion, and the crowd breathed freely
again. “Not yet
Then, far Irom t.u-mg or. weakemng “both sides

- seemed_to call up reserve -stores of energy and

dash, No mistake, one side or the other had got’
to win_this afternoon; ~No more ties! Grange-
moor, like Morcove, was out for a. decider ! :

And then, suddenly, when the spirited game was
at its Iwehest with: still not a goal to: elther-

Ethel Courtway should have been here* -
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side’s credit, thore came a dramatic interruption

—a sensationial one, ] ; :
It was realised that Miss Somerfield was sud-

denly on the field of play, erying: 2
“Stop—stop I”*

Why? Such a thing had never been known

before. i
Then the astounded players, heaving for breith

as they came to a standstill, saw that the head-

mistress had a lady with ker who nad no official
connection with the school. -
“Why, it's Ethel's aunt!” Polly was the first
to' gasp, although many of her chums were jusk
as_quick to recognise the headmistress’ com-
panion. " A
““Then where is Ethel?” panted Betty:
“Hasn’t she come down from London with her
aunt 7 .

. T am awfully sorry to interrupt the game like
this,” Miss Somerfield pleaded agitatgd%y ‘as the.
Pplayers of both sides swarmed towards her and
Mrs. Courtway., “But a very terrible discovery
has come about.” y
" Oh? What was coming now, then?

“Ethel Courtway did not go to London th
other evening!™ - :

“What 17~ x

‘‘Here is Ethel’s aunt,” the headmistress spoke
on distressfully.
seen anything of Ethel in London, and she is sure
that Ethel has not ‘been up to townl”

“Gioodness !

“ Bekas—?2» p

“There is something wrong; some terrible hap-
pening behind all this,” Ethel Courtway’s aunt
now. said, with an agitation that out-did Miss
Somerfield’s. . “If Ethel had followed me to
London, shé would -have joined me there. My
house in town is her home whilst her people
are abroad.: Besides, she would never have laft
either me or Miss  Somerfield in ignorance of
her movements,” . s ¥

“I have relied on the message T had from her
own uncle,” Miss Somerfield quickly remarked.
“I had-no idea that he—he has been aching

‘strangely, as' Mrs, Courtway now tells me has
been the case. I had not the slightest reason to
suppose that unreliable information——"

“Oh, no, Miss Somerfield; not the slightess
blame attaches to you,” Aunt Janet cried. I
~say it Lo my sorrow; it is all due to my hushand’s
strange state of mind at present. I must now go
to the bungalow and—and insist wpon knowing

where my niece-is! I came straight from the

train to the school, wanting to see Ethel first.
Naturally, I expected to find-her here. . And I

am told that she has been gone from. Morcove -

since the evening before last {*

“Yesl  Betty,” said Miss Somerfield, “you
and some of your chums were withr Ethel Court-
way when she went across to the bungalow. that
evening, I think it highly necessary that you
should accompany Mrs, Courtway now. No time

must be. lost; and you can answer any questions

on the way.”
“ Right-ho 17
“Take with you, Betty, any friends whom yeu
think ought to go with you. The vest must please
stay in bounds,” the headmistress addressed the
great crowd. “I make “that an order, under:
* stand. - 'We don’t know what has happened to
Ethel Courtway, and it is all very disquieting.”
: “Such a shame,” Aunt Janet exclaimed griev-
ously,” “to. have'the. match stopped . like this.
But’ really—=? - - ALK,

S “It's quite all -piéht.”’-Bei:l:y said, promptly
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“ She will tell you; she has not - dwelling.

Ewry Tuesday

handing her hockey stick to a girl' who would
not be coming with her. “We couldn’t have gone
on, knowm%fthis b We'll get away.” :

“Do anything, girls, to help Mrs. Courtway in
her derrible : anxiety,” the headmistress added
earnestly, “It is an anxiety that we share to the
full.  And some. of these boys might go, too—
Jack Linton, and you Davé Cardew, as yeur
sisters are going.'

*“Thanks [ ) y

But, in.the excitement of the moment, a couple
more ‘of the Grangemoor boys easily got them-
selves enlisted in the party. Jimmy Cherrol and
Bobby Bloot reckoned themselves entitled to go,
anyhow—for were they not inseparable from Jack
and Dave? Not to mention that Pam Willoughby,
anyhow, seemed to think that Jimmy should
come, whilst Naomer had
young Bloot::

“ Queek,  Bobby; you, teo!”

To Aunt Janet, of course, the personne] of the

escort was a_ matter of small cencern. uring,
the hasty walk to the bungalow she talked with
Betty and those others who had. been out with
Ethel that fateful evening; the rest were simply
s0 many boys and girls whose presence was at
least heartening. . ,
- At the finish of the short and hasty walk, they
all went up to the front door of the cliff-top
There was no need to ring: Dawker
had seen them coming, and he opened the perch
door as soon as they got to it. ; :

“Good afternoon, ma’am!” he bowed very
obsequiously to Aunt Janet, and this time he
seémed_quite ready to admit her. “The master
is not In—e?*

“He isn't? Then I don't know that I want to
come in,” Aunt Janet said temsely. “Dawker,
what do you know about my niece?” ;

“Miss Ethel, ma’am?
to London,” he answered blandly. “It would be
the evening before last that I—*

“My niece did not go to London, Dawker! I
am certain of that, much as I may be in doubt
about all else! Now, Dawker, I must have no
more nonsense. You owe as much loyalty to me
as to your master.’” L

“But, madam—-"" :

“Can you say to your certain knowledge that
my niece DID: go- to London that evening 77 -

“Oh,” no, ‘ma’am! I was only told, by the
master, to convey that message to the headmistress
at the school.” i

“¥ou have scen nothing of Miss Tthel since
then 1” Sl :

*Seen her, ma’am? Oh, no, ma’am, or I would
have been puszled. -But I see you are very upset,
Will you come in,” and—"

“Noj; there are too many of us, and besides, T
have to do something—at once! My nicce is
missing | ‘ X

“Good heavens!” he said, with an appearance
of shocked surprise that deceived them all. *“You
don’t say.sol” | :

“Dawker, you must be perfectly aware, of late
your master has been behaving ‘most strangely.
You have never seen us on any terms but those
of affection, until the last week or so—since your |
master came-down to Morcove and I 'followed, to
join him here. His conduct these last few days

as been both a grief and an anxiety to me.”

‘It is s0, ma'am,” Dawker sadly assented. “Tt
has not been my place to . say so, but I have
thought the: master’s behaviour ~most—most
strange, inexplicable! T could only—er—assume

- that it was due to research work of a most secret

kind. = I ean assure you, ma’am, that he has

eagerly whispered

Only that she has_been - l
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seemed-—er—very strange
to that man who helps

him with the motor-
boat.”
“Where i3 your

master at this moment,
Daswker?”

“J—I was supposed
not to tell anyone,
ma'am, not even yow,”

was the besitant answer.
“But this about Miss
Ethel decides me;
must give you all the
elp can.”

““Well, then?"”

*The master, I under--
stand, is on Gull Island.”

“Gull Island !” echoed
‘Aunt Janet  blankly.
“Why What's he do-
ing there 1

“T do not know,”
Dawker declared regret-
fully. - “I have won-

dered whether the mas-
ter has become interested
in this talk of a sea
monster that is supposed
10 have been seen off
this shore; but he spoke
of going to Gull Island
this morning, and of not
returning until to-
morrow.”

. And has he, Dawker,
said nothing about his
niece "

# Nothing, ma’am—not
one word! Good gra-
cious|” Dawker cried
out, @s if a scnsational
idea had flashed upon
him., "I wonder! I
wonder if that's where
Miss Ethel is?”

“Vou mean—on Gull
Island ? But why—why "

Aunt Janct’s bewildered ery left Dawker, as
the boys and girls noticed, very embarrassed.
He coughed apologetically.

“The master having been so strange in his
ways, ma’am; that's all I can say. Except that
he did have the boat out, alone, the other
evening—""

“The evening .his niece was supposed to be on
her way to London?”

“Yes, ma’am! But pray keep calm, ma’am!
I believe 1 can put you in the way to finding oub
at once. The motor-boat is hauled up in the cave,
down on the shore. The man Jake 1s there. Get
him to Tun you to Cull Island, straight away!”
Dawker urged. “At any rate, I am sure the
master is there, Jake will tell you, he took him
across in the boat, this morning, landed him,
and then returned. Jake’s a good, chap—"

“Take me to him, Dawker, at once! We will
go down, all of us,” Aunt Janet said to the
juniors, ““at once!”

“ And vyouw'll let us go in the boat with you?”
Betty asked eagerly.

“Tf there is Toom—yes.” ¢

“Qh, there will be room,” Dawker said, start-
ing out, bareheaded, to accompany them down to
the shore. ‘Plenty!”

Then the chums nudged one another excitably.
Eyes were sparkling. A run in that wonderful
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With exaggerated importance Jack flourished a pencil, ‘‘ When,
Miss—er—Naomer, did you last see the monster? "

motor-boat, out to Gull Island! -What.an unex-
pected adventure; what @ thrill!

But as to why they were off to Gull Island in
hope. of finding missing Bthel Courtway—that was
the very latest phase in an altogether bafiling
mystery:

Morcove, Beware |

T the foot of the rugged path leading down

to the seashore, Dawker remarked:

) “The gates to the cave are open, so Jake
is there. If you will allow me, I will hurry on
and explain why we need his help.”

“Do, please!”

There would have been scant c¢hance of Daw-
ker's getting to the cave in advance of the juniors,
but Aunt Janet signed to them that she wished
to say something when he was not present, and
this deterred them in their eager haste.

“J had begun to have my doubts about Dawker
—1 don't know why, for he has been. in my hus-
band's service many years. But now I am quite
satisfied ; he has been placed in a very awkward
position,” :

They were only half-way {o the cave when they
saw Dawker go in. At most, be had only a half
minute with the boatman, before the juniers and
Mrs. Courtway reached the cave-mouth; but in
that little while much must have been said in
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few words. Burly Jake, busy about the hauled-
up motor-boat, gave them all a look that scemed
to he full of rugged sympathy.
Confirming  this 1mpression, . there
gruff remark, after he and Dawker had spoken
together softly for another minute. ;
“Sorry it’s like this, mum! Anything I can
do, I will. About your niece I knows nothing ;

* but Mr." Courtway’s on the island right enough.

I left him there, afore noon. "So you want me o

run you to Gull Tsland?”

‘Please | P

“1 say, we chaps can lend a hand fo run the
boat down to the water 7" Jack suggested cheerily.
“Many hands—eh, Jake?”

“ Why, thankee; ’twould be a help.” 5

The girls helped as well. “Even when the big
boat had ceme off the greased planks and was

rinding in the shingly slope, the boys and girls
ﬁept- her going so casily that Jake was left free
to stand talking with Dawker.

Then, the boat being at the water’s edge, both
men ceme down to it. Dawker stood clear of
‘wet and sand, voicing last respectful remarks to
Aunt Janet. He would go back to the bungalow,
as soon as they were off, and prepare everything
against the master’s return; and he did so hope
that the whole trouble would be over in an hour
or two. i

As for Jake, with a bluif capability, he said
that if Mrs. Couriway and the “young ladies”
would get aboard, he'd do the rest, but perhaps
the * young gen'Pmen ? wouldn’t mind not elimb-
ing aboard until she was just upon afloat?

Another minute- and it was all done, without a
hitéh.- The boys also_were omn board, and Jake,
in his great sea boots, had waded knee-deep whilst
giving 2 final thrust that left the boat rocking
in the shallows. Now he swung himself aboard,

huddled down in the tiny cockpit, and started
up the engine. - _
The propeller raced in the rippling shallows
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and instanily the roomy craft responded to the
urge. She shot away from the shore. %
awker, his black-garbed, respectable figure
creating an odd effect in such romantic surround-
ings, waved a last polite “Gooed-bye !I” and Aunt
Janes called out to him gratefully:

“Thank you, Dawker | And if yoii can manage
to let them knew at the school—will you. do
that 77 : ) 2

“I'will, ma’am, certainly 17 )

As if to lose no time about it, he at once turned
away and ran for ‘the zig-zag, to make a hurried
ascent. But Dawker, the respectable and respectful,
was grinning craftify to himself now. - :

Breathless though he was after his serambling
rush up the rock steps, he ran to the bungalow,
closing -the outer door quickly after entering.

Then be panted words of a reassuring and in-
vitimg mBature that caused another man to come
stumbling up some cellar steps and so out into
the kitehen passage. ¥

This was the man who had posed as Ethel's
Uncle Peter. He was obviously in a state of
nerves, and. remained so in spite of Dawker’s re-
assuring grin. .

“Wasn't that the thing to do?” Dawker
exulted in his cunning. *Ship them alf away to
Gull Istand ™ S

" But the game’s up—""

It ien’t, man. Jake will make off in the hoab
and return to us, leaving them stranded on the
island.  That’s all arranged. And remember,
we only want until to-morrow !”

“Do-we? That's talking as if it were eertain -
we could get hold of the pocket-book tonight,”
frowned Dawker’s confederate. *And it’s some-
whet;a in the schoolhouse; that huge building

“What a eroaker; what a whiner you are,” -
Dawker snarled scornfully. *Pity you ever had
to come into the scheme, I say. We only took
Yyou on as you were a man whose looks resembled
Courtway's—and “even there you haven't been
a success.  But pull yourself together, anyhow.”

“I've done all 1 could,” protested the imper-
sonator, with a lift and fall of his shoulders.
“The truth is, Dawker—and. vowre bound to
admit it—we’ve been beaten, by bringing the
whole thing off so close fo that schaol.?”

“Beaten! We're not beaten, I tell you! Here
I've just contrived, by getting the woman and.
those kids out of the way, to gain the rest of to-
da.yt:??d the coming night. And that’s all wo
want. &

“We want that pocket-beok, Dawker. With-
out it we are done,” <

“We shall get the pocket-book,” was the smiled
prediction.” “Or, Tather, I shall get it—to-night |

T}IB sun went off the water and a little chilly.
breeze came at the boat as it purred towards
the island.
Judy Cardew, sitiing close to her brother Dave
on one of the packed seats, glanced up to the sky.
‘Clouding over,” she said. *“Is it going to
matter to us?? ST
He shook his head. e
“How can it? - Wet day te-morrow perhaps;
but we ought to be back in a couple of hours,”
“Strange,”  Betty murmured, ‘‘about Eithel
Courtway 1 e
‘I can tell you of .another strange thing,”
Polly broke out.. “Only a few days ago I was
wishing we could all get a trip_te Gull Island,
And now we're on’the way, and I'm just wonder-
ing what we shall all discover—when we land|™ -

[THE EXD oF THIS WERER’S STORY.J



