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Study 12%s Famous Chums in a Thrilling, Long

Nothing Is Known
“ LL Forms-assembly at once.”
A “What 17
Hurry up, girls;
Hall—"
“Bub it isn’t time—"
“Never mind; do as you're told!”
Morcove School was taken by surpris .
Only a couple of minutes since had the girls
risen from tho breakfast-tables. Normally, there
should have been one of those much-treasured
half-hours of complete liberty; and instead—
Ding, ling; ding, ling! the bell was ringing, for
a special muster.
"“What does it meani”
“I wonder !

- “Must have something to do with the mystery?”
“ g 17

get along to Big

Every tongue was on the go, whilst the various
Forms bewilderedly began their hasty march into
Big Hall.

“Perhaps there's good news—at last!” -

“I doubt it! Good news travels fast. Ii
couldn’t have been kept back for any formal
announcement.”

This was Eita Hargrove, one of the more level-
headed members of the Fourth Form, as she
went in step with other juniors.

Soon the different Forms were lined up in
Big .Hali, and then any stranger must have
thought that the Fourth Form was a very small
one in comparison with others.

But only ignorance of certaint dramatic hap-
penings in the last day or two could have allowed
anyone to derive such an erroneons iden.

Complete Story _ i

‘The Fourth Form, this Term, w up to -full
strength, If the line of juniors s morning,
looked incomplete, that was simply because nine
members of the Form were—missing ! :

No fewer than nine of them—missing since ves-
terday afternoon, and nothing known even by
now that could mean relief from anxiety|

Or, at any rate, girls this morning had come
down from the dormitories to be told that there
was still no news,

Whether, in the last hour or so, or even in the
last few minutes, some development had come
about, remained to be scen.

Sanguine spirits there were, ready to jump to
the conclusion that “it was all over, bar
shouting ! But there were sancr givls, like Etta
Hargrove, who found it hard to believe that any
good news would have been kept back for tho
sake of formality.

The headmistress, known to have been up all
night along w many other members of her
staff, had heen too well aware of the girls’
anxiety to save up any good news for specch-
making. i

‘“Silence, silence! Stop talking, there!”

One or two mistresses and several seniors were
here and there in Big Hall, sharpiv fuelling the
persistent chafter-chattor.

Now a side door, serving the dais at the Aupper
end of tho hall, was openmng. Tt let through the
headmistress and one or two of her eolleagues.

They were all looking anxious, worried.

** Bilence 1

=

And there was silence; such a sudden stillness, -

you might have heard a pin drop. 5
Miss Somerfield, having taken her stand beside
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AT MORCOVE : Consternation - reigns re-
garding . the prolonged absence of Betty
- Barton & Co. The same question is on
every lip : “ What has happenel to
the Study 12 chums 2

ON GULL ISLAND : There is still no hope
of an early rescue for the Morcove
castaways who, nevertheless, are not
downhearted, for there is every chance
.of their being able to solve the mystery
of the Morcove monster.

the small table that was centrally placed on the
dais, spoke at once—quietly.

*Girls, we are starting the day with so much
anxiety, it will be very hard for you all, I know,
1o carry on as usual,”?’

Anxiety! There was, then, NO good news !

“So keenly do I appreciate the state of mind
Yyou must all be in, I have given orders that
no. really instructional work shall be done in class,
But classes must be held, as wsual, and I am
afraid I must announce thas You must all stay in
bounds until further notice. Tt may seem a little
hard on you all; an irksome restraint—->

No! Involuntarily scores of her listeners wera
emitting murmurs that must have assured Miss
Bomerfield; the TForms were ready to submit
cheerfully to anything that she might ordain.

“Than you, girls,” was her gentls comment
on that subdued murmuring, tesiifying eager sub-
mission. “Then I need not add, as it seems to be
obvious to you ell, why it will be best for the

school to keep in bounds to-day. A word to the

Fourth Form in particular.”

And after a moment’s bause:

“It is the Fourth that is particuiarfga—
stricken, I might say—by this trouble that has
befallen ns. Not only -have we nine girls in all
missing from that Form; Ethel Courtway, who
was acting mistress of the Fourth Form, is alsa
issing.  Ethel Courtway’s strange disappearance
in tho first instance must be regarded as the cause
of those nine juniors’ subsequent disappearance.
Whatever else we may be In doubt about,” we
cannot be in any doubt about that, So I want
to say to the Fourth Form: this memini, &
sonior will take charge in elass. Do your best,
girls of the Yourth, not to give trouble—"

There was a dramatio interruption.
faint disturbance had caused Miss Somerfield to

off so abruptly; but that disturbance,
amidst such attentive silence, had quickened every
heartbeat.

Next moment, all who were mustered here were
experiencing a big thrill. Mistrasses and girls
alike realised that the faint commotion was due to
the hurrying in of—a policeman !

Ho evidently was in such haste to speak to Miss
Somerfield, it had been impossible for any ser-
vant who had first admitied him to the school
house to get him to stand upon ceremony.

In their rows in Big Hall, girls were all eyes
for the uniformed officer of the law, as he made
his way to the dais,

Two or three steps enabled him to mount to
the platform, where the headmistress, visibly

.agitated, had advanced to meet him,

What were the words he was
80 excitably whispering to Miss Somerfield? News
of some sort, bearing upon the great mystery, it
must be! But what news—good or bad?
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“'Sh1”. the outbreak of excited whisperings
amongst all the marshalled girls was checked,
“’Bh1”, ’sht Quiet, all—silence !

Look! Ses Miss Sonierfield’s
deathly pale it had become !
tragic!

The policeman had said all he had come to
say. He took oug a handkerchief and mopped o
bald head. He ran the handkerchief. round his
neck. He was 2 big, stout man, and he had been
running. e

To most of the girls, it seomed as if they could

face now, how
Bad news, then—

. mob breathe again until they had been told—the

There was a great inkolding of breath;
but after a moment or two there was just ag great
a sighing sound all over the hall.

The school was not to be told !

Miss Somerfield, returning-to the middie of the
dais, had said quietly : o

“ Dismiss 1

Then any mistresses .and seniors who had
authority to exercise were forced to pull them-
selves together, just the same as the lined-up girls.

“Right turn 1”

In the Fourth Form the feeling was one of utter
consternation.  Junjors could hoar the left-righs
of the Sixth Form, leading off, T'he school really
was to mareh out, knowing nothing of the news
that had just been whispered to Miss Somerfield.

Oh, how trying—unbearable! All the more so,
when one thing was self-evident; the news would '
have been proclaimed instantly, if it had’ been

anything but BAD nayws,

But the Fourth Form got to know ere another
ten minutes had sped. ‘%Il the school knew. It
may be true that good news travels fast; it is
Just as true that bad news can never be kept back
for long,

“They’ve found a boat—an empty boat, washed
up on the seashore,”

So the firsg serap of reliable information spread
like wildfire through the Forms. Swiftly, details
supplemented the meagre item.

Iy that big motor-boat that belonged to
Ethel Cour ray’s uncle, at Cliff Edge bungalow ;
the =~ ko kept in the boat-cave that goes with
the bi. ral It must have been lost in the
storm—sz, d, overturned, Anyhow, it has
.. the shore, smashed to bits by the

“Then were they in it, yesterday—all those who
have been missing since yesterday?”

That was what Morcove
wonder mnow, and to fear,

Well, were they?
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whilst in one class-room and another the order

‘had to be:

“Stop that talking |

‘Castaways All

N Gull Tsland, eight miles-or Jmore out ab

© sea, there are sixteen souls in all,” this
morning—waiting to be taken off | .

- If only Morcove School could know, and so have
all its anxiety set at rest! = ® R
= If only the island conld be seen at this moment
Irom the mainland,: so that there might suddenly
be the wondering, hopeful cry: i 7

“That smoke  onr - Gull Island—what "does - it
mean? A signal of distress?” :

But visibility is poor, and. in vain have all
these people on the island tried, for their part,
to_glimpse the rugged Morcove coast,

In all directions, looking from the island, sea
and sky are smudged together. Where there
should be a sharply defined horizon, there is only
that greyish murk., -Last night was a night of
storm, and the weather is still thicl. AP

Tho wind still bugles across the hillocky ieland,
and under the steep cliffs the.waves dash inces-
sanily, sending up a never-ending roar, - .

The giant waves come
from the wide Atlantic, and it is boom after boom
where the rocks and the ¢liffs offer resistance, and
the water. there is whitened in vast patches by
tho yeasty surge.

Nine girls belonging to the Tourth Form at
Moreove School; four boys belonging to Grange-
moor.School; all safe and sound—so far! -

And the same may be said of Kthel Courtway,
an?] of her Uncle Peter and Aunt Janet—safe and
well !

But what an experience they have had; what
an ordeal to endure, since that moment, yester-
day, when they all camo together on this tiny
island, and knew themselves to be the helpless
viotims of ruthless schemers!

Storm in the night, and all- sixteen of them
sheltering as best. they could from the raging
blast. Morning. at last, wild and cheerless, and
¥yet mo hope of the
a firo kindled for comfort as
purposes, being seen by folk on

stormy shore.
e Wm’r can you see, vou two?*
“Hallo, Betty!

“T’ve come to tell you brokker is ready, at last!
But what was it you were watching 7%

“Nothing 1”7 said Polly Linton, that madeap of
the Fourth Form at Morcove; and “ Nothing 1””
said her brother Jack glumly.

Brother and sister were answering Betty Bar-
ton, who had come running up to them as they
stood, blown about by the wind, looking scawards
from the top of one of the island’s high cliffs,

“‘Some of the others have been kéeping a good
Betty panted, being a bit out of breath
after her sharp” run. “But _the monster-thing
seems to have gone under water—*"

“And. decided to stay there, “yep!” Polly
nodded, “looking more  than disappointed—even
a bit disgusted. Y. s

Then she cheered up wonderfully.

“ Anyhow, it has turned up again—the Morcove
monster! So that’s an end of my being twitted
and teased, about ima, ining things!?” b

“1 take back all Igever said, Polly-wolly,”
Jack declared heartily. “There IS a ‘maonster,
right enough—a whacker! And never mind that
it isn’t a sea-serpent or any

well as signalling
Morcove's equally
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rolling in, foam—c_r_ested, - jested Jack.

smoke, billowing away from -

joker of that sort.”

Every Tuesday

“I never said it was!” 4 g

“You always gave me to understand, - Polly«
wolly, that it was something alive. And, instead
~—oh, boy, what a surprise,” Jack rattled on
breezily, * *“There was Mr. Courtway, an hour or . .
two ago, telling us that what it Was—an inven-:
tion of his!” = =

“1 know,” Betty nodded excitably. “And when ',
I first heard—you could have kocked me down !
with a feather] A
he’s invented—72 L

“Gee, and -mustn’t it bo an advance on the !
standard type—not half!” Jack said, with boyish '
enthusiasm for anything of a mechanical nature.
“He mayn’t have told us much; but from what:
wo have seen the thing doing this morning, out
there in that rough sea— " ;

“Mr. Courtway has promised to tell us all about
it, at brekker, so come along—or -brekker may
ail be gonae!” !

“Gosh yes, I” gasped Jack in pretended alarm.
“Mustn’t forget; young Bloot -is one of us poor -
castaways " Beefy Bobby, the champion champer ;
holder of the world’s record for doughnut eating.”-

“You're .not to run Bobby downl™ Polly pro-
tested. “He has been splendid, I'm sure |”

“Oho, so you're gone on Bobby now, are you?”

cats [
Whereupon, Polly pulled off hor brother’s cap,

sent it flying in the wind, and pulled his scarf,
S Wow 1 :

Betby laughed. ¥

“Well, it’s a treat to see’ you two—just the
same, even though we are in this fix1”

“One of these days!” the madeap threatened
her brother, whilst he dived . to recover his cap.

“One of these days we may all be taken off in
a boat,” he said, clapping the cap on his ruffled
head, all anyhow. “But it will ‘have 4o ba
a better day than this. Gee, boys, how it blows!”

“And T suppose,” Betty said, glancing over the
angry sea, ‘it is the flying spray that makes a

kind of mist, so that you can’t ses for more than

a couple of miles at the ‘most, If only a ship.
would come by, close in!- But then they wouldn’t'
know that we were here.” . i :
- “There’ll be no ship,- anyhow,” Jack stated
flatly. ““Weather . like this, all shipping keeps |
well away from the coast. Besides, I'd like to
seo the hoat that could pull in to the ‘island. in
such a sea,”

“How they must be wondering at Moraove !
Polly exclaimed, as she and her brother, with"
Betty, hastened o Tejoin their partners in mis-
fortune. - “‘Oh, it’s far worse for all of them at -
the school. After all, we’re getting a thrill-out
of our being stuck here like this,”

“It's a picnie,” Jack was chirpy enough to
assert. “Why, look at the
blazing away in the wind, and I’'m sure 1 can
smell rashers frying |” :

“I'm sure you can’t!” Betty laughed. “Thank
goodness, though, we have heen all right for food
—and still are: You hungry, Poliy?» . 5

“Hungry :

And the madeap galloped the
over the rough ground, to make

jolly old camp fire,

rest of the way.
up for lost time.

The Story of the Monster
ACK LINTON, feeling challenged to a race,
tore after his sister with Redskin yells, ‘so
that Betly herself had to give up running
because she was laughing so much, ;
The others were all there, and waitinﬁ,
the fire of cut gorse glowed z2nd smoke:

wherse
like a

kind of baby submarine that i

“Har, har! I'll tell Naomer, and - °
‘then the fur will fly. Caits,
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huge bonfire. But the smoke
was no frouble to the hapless
band. They had kindled the
fire, vesterday, at a spov
chosen with regard to the way
of the wind.

So, during the night, they
had all been able to keep to
the shelter and look out to
see the bright side of the fire,
with the smoke blowing away
from them,

It was like Polly and Jack,
to descend upon all ese
others in - boisterous -fashion.
If anyone had been feeling a
bit *cheap,” the madeap and
her fun-loving brother would
have been the ones to supply
a certain cure.

But a sturdy cheerfulness
prevailed. Even Paula Creel
—that comfort-loving member
of the Siudy 12 *“chummery
—was beaming,

Paula had been guite sure,
overnight, that she would
“pewish_before the morning,
yes, wather!” DBut the worst
that had happened to her was
that she had woke up once or”
twice in the mnight to find
Naomer using her as sub-
stitute for a %eat‘her bed.

So there was quite a pienic-
like jocularity amongst the
juniors—Ethel Courtway and
er uncle and aunt doing all
they could to encourage it.

There were aspects of the
situation that must have been
terribly hard for ““Uncle
Peter 7 to contemplate calmly.
He was faced with the fact
that he had been robbed, by plotters, of a great
invention—one that was to have been the crown-
ing triumph in a lifetime of secientific study.

But neither he nor his devoted wife could think
of bemoaning 'the calamity in the presence of
their niece and all these juniors. Uncle Pefer
and Aunt Janet were not forgetting that Ethel
and the boys and girls werc innocent victims of
the great conspiracy.

“Will you preside at the urn, Aunt Janet?”
Ethel blandly inquired, the “urn” being a tin
kettle; in which some tea had been brewed.

“0Oh, my dear, you take charge!”

“Very well, then.”” And the rocently appointed
acting mistress of the Fourth Form jokingly put
i “Girls to sit on this side; the boys

““No-0-0 1" the girls revolted. i

“An excellent arrangement, T ecall it,” Jack
heartily approved the decree. ““I.mean fo say—
we men!” And he fingered his school tie. *“You
can have Bobby theugﬁ,” he generously informed
the girls. *And so,” he said to Dave Cardew
and Jimmy Cherrol, “we shall be a nice select
party, Ceme on!”

“Ha, ha, o

“The girls,” Ethel sweetly added, “will be
helped first—" .

“Hooray !’ Morcove cheered.

“¥h, what?” cried Jack, looking blick as
thunder.  “Got to wait whilst those minc kids
make do with the only two tin mugs? Hey,
Bobby! As you were! Sorry, you fellows,” to

7
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There was a hush as the officer stepped on to the
rostrum and began to speak with Miss Somerfield.
Had he brought good news—or bad ?

Dave and Jimmy, “I've got an appointment with
my sister !”

‘And he went and sat beside her, on some of
the dry grass and heather with which the camp-
ing ground had been bedded down.

“Bobby, . queck!” yelled Naomer, invitingly
patting a vaocant ple-ce"just beside her. * Bekas,
zen you can look after me!” .

“ At that rate,” said Pam Willoughby serenely,
“ Jimmy might just as well sit next to me.”

This was quite Jimmy’s opinion, too, and so,
next momen$, as Jack put i, “‘another hom,
.member has crossed the floor and joined the oppoe-
sition.” On the other hand, Judy Cardew went
and sat with her brother, Dave.’

They were all, in fact, suitibg their own
likings, as Ethel Courtway would have been the
Jast to wish them not to do.

“The menu,” she announced, “bread and what's
left of the'tinned tongue. Tea, when your furn
comes with one of the mugs.”

“The condensed milk tin is empty—why not
use that?"” suggested Polly. *“It would do for
the boys.” This, in a tone that meant “They're
only boys!”

“There’'s one thing, we'll never run out of
tongus whilst we've got Polly,” Jack retaliated.
“Wow ! She's hitting me, teacher!”

“T'd stand vou in the corner if there were
one,” smiled Ithel.

“1f there were a corner, I'd go to it of my
own accord,” Polly responded sweetly. “To get
more shelter,”
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“Alone, alone on a desert island,” Jack said
hoarsely.  *Water, water evezy—whele, and on!y
tea to drink! But, courage, mes enfants—"

“Who are you callmg infants I” protested Polly.

““This is nothing,” her brother said airily.
well remember, when I was out in the Pacific;
in the sixties, we went for ninety days -on—
hooray, my turn?’ he broke off as a tin mu
came his way. = “Ladies and gentlemen, I drin
to _confusion to our enemies |” .

“But don’t deink’ it all, 5 Polly chided him.
“Remember Bobby I*

“Ia, my old friend, B]oot"’ cried Jack, hand-
ing on the mug to that plump schoolchum,  “ A
litile thinner since 1 saw you ‘last? Sad, sadl
Still~~que voulez-vous? I, too, have suffered 1

“Y zink we ought to zink.about huw we are

goi %‘ to manage when all ze food is 1" came
shrilly from orcove's dusky. sch ar aomer:
Nakara. = ¢ ngas you never know—we “may be

here for days and days I
“‘%}u -day’s grs!zab thought 1” gaid Polly.
‘Ha, ha,

Hi, and what about ﬁshmg for lobsters7” was
omer’s extraordinary inspiration. “Bekas, I
like lobster—gorjus! 1 remember when we had
a tin of lobster in zo dormitory, after lights

t__
“Oh, chd ou?” Ethel exclaimed, blandly in-
telestcd rmzst remember that I

Ha,

‘Betty put on ‘a frown for Naomer, in fun.

“1f you talked less, kid—"

“She'd only eat all the more,” said Polly; *
let_her talkl And what a senslhie idea of bers.
that about fishing 1*_

“¥es, wather

“(h, you think 50, Paula, do you?”

“Er—% wesiime so—""

ain there was great laughter.

%t would be splendid to %1 fishing, if Wa had
fishing tackle, and the weather were right, and
we could get down to the jsea,” Polly rattled on
ironically. “Of course, we've it that rope with
which wo hauled Ethel 2ad her -uncle up the
.cliff :from the cave yesterday. We might put a
bent pin on the end of i

“But then,” Helen Craig -carried on: the n_on-
sense talk, T don’t know what we’d do for bait.”

*“How youw'd work it would be this way,” Jack
was ready to explain, “‘You'd throw in the rope
with -the bent pin, and it wouldn’t be long
before you caught a tiny fish, just a tiddler, who
had tried to. ecat the Em bemg young and not
knowing any better. ike kids of girls who do
Sluv things at- times.”

“I won’t:sit with him !” Poly mformed the
company in general.

“Jhen you'd use the finy fish as bait to cafch !

a bigger one, gnd you’d use him,” Jack reasoned
on, “to catch a much bigger one.  And you’d use
him to catch a real whopper !
stay to cook "him—nunino—-"

“Bekas, not enough to go round 1”

“Certmnly not,;” Jack agreed: with N'lomer
“Having regard to the presence of my horrible
friend on the left, ‘Lord Bobby of Bloot, you’d
use .the whoppmv great fish to cateh 2 real
monster

“THE mtmster in fact!” said Pam.

“Oh, Mr. Court.way I”” .was the chorus now that
that word had cropped up. in’ the talk. “You
promlsod to tell us, you know I

“And-so I will, bo;rs and girls!” Uncle Peter
responded, still rpmmmg the smile that all their
absurd. chatter h'ui created. “That is, if ‘you
rmllv Msh me- to.”

. yesi®
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‘But you wouldn’!;w
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*“Bekas, what zo diggings, ze Morcove monster
has been ze
wrote to ze amcombe Herald nboui; him 1

“In the belief,” chuckled Betty, *“that it reai[y
was a living cmatureI And, instead, you vo
told_us -this morning, Mr. Couztvnay, that it is
an invention of yours!®”

Uncle Peter nodded,
grave. ;

“Some time last year,” he began, “I . con-
sidéred the construction of a kind of baby sub-
marine that would, I hoped, be an improvement
on what we may "call the standard type. My
idea was to make a machine not only far safer
for the crew working it,. but also much more
mobile, Tt would be useless my going inte tech-
nical details. - 1 will simply say that my baby
submarine did away with the system of flooding

starting to  lock véry

rise-again.”

““Do you mean, sir,” Dave gently put in, t.ha.t

" she sort of suhmerges under her own power, and

stays under by the same means?”
. “You've got it, my lad. By a system “of pro-

pulsion,  my machine literally swims abous under

‘water, a]thcugh still buoyani enough to come up
like a cork to the surface,

of submarines, and I have been confident that
the advent of my machine would do more than
anything else to abolish submarine warfare—"

“And what a blessing - that would bel” sa:d"

Aunt Janet.

“*¥ thmk I get you this time, anyhow, sir,” said
Jack. “You mean, that your invention would
sort of: cancel oul. the present heavily armed

‘submarine?”

reat sensation of ze ferm. I almost

“to suhmerge and of blowing out water tanks to -

The rapidity of action
is, of course, much greater than in existing ‘types -

“My invention would qmte suEzrsede the exist- -

ing type. I call it my machine, but I really don’t

know that T onght to do so now,” Uncle Peter =

said, with a shrug and a grimace. “The only
model of it in existence has beem stolon—"
“And that’s the model—the ma,chme«-ut.hat we
have seen in the sea this morning?”* eried Betty.
“The same machine,” Polly rejoined excitably,
“that some of us have seen from the Morcove
cllffs f; ust lately! So that is why you took CLff
ungalow, Mr. Courlbway; to be where you
ceu d make trials with the—>

“But ﬂlt‘.haugh I did rent the bun, &low with -

that intention,” the scientist exclaimed,

spent. more than an hour there—no! You ara

aware of what happened to me, the day I arrived -

at Cliff Edge. - My manservant - Dawker had
turned traitor—-""
“A terrible thing, that!” sighed Aunt Janet:
“ After all the years he had-been with us!”
“Yes!” nodded her husband, drawing his bushy
brows together. *One can only suﬁpnse that the
man always had a bad streak in him, and that

“I never

the temptation to reb me of such a great inven-

- tion must have heen tremendous, as soon as he

saw-his way to do that.” -

“¥ suppose, sir,” said Jimmy, “there’d be hea.ps
of peop! e—foreumerﬂ, say— who'd be ready to
gwe anything—""

“And the result has been—a conspiracy,” Uncle
Peter continued, with another nod. “Dawker has
been in. it.
fairly safely personate me, after I had been
splrlted away to this island. Jake, the boatman,
was in if,, of course.- But there were nthers of
whom, so far, we have seen nothing 1"

“The chaps working the machine?” Jack in-
ferred.

“Exactly!
Peter went on,

An extraordinary thing is,”- Uncle
““ althoiigh I was brought to a deep-

There has been a man in it who.could -
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water cave on this island where, on a ledge of
rock, there were tools and a lathe, so that I
uessed the cave was a kind of ‘workshop where
ittle repairs could be done, they never brought
the machine to it. Not whilst I was there, at
any rate.”

“Bus it can’t have been at sea all the time!”
cried Polly. “Oh, I wonder!” And her hands
came together with a little clap, “There is
another deep-water cave, as we girls all know.
We've been out to this island more than once, in
fine weather. Perhaps they have used that other
cave—"

*“As their base?” Uncle Peter caught her up
eagerly. “If the water in that cave were deep
enough—" .

“ 1t must be jluat as deep as in the other cave,”
Betiy confidently put in.

Uncle Peter slapped a knee.

“Then that's about it! Yeb even so, a thing
I can’t make out; why they have kept the
machine around here! It is true, they are with-
out the formula for the special fuel that is another
invention of mine. But, having got hold of the
model machine that I had managed to assemble
in secret; you would have thought they would get
away with it at once.”

“Stumped for the proper fuel, is that it, six?"”
Dave asked. -

“0Oh, they could never do much without my fuel
—a kind of gas in a greatly compressed form,”
Uncle Peter responded. *‘But the machine could
always be taken in tow by a vessel, and the people
in this conspiracy must have had the means of
hiring a vessel. So—"

He was excitably interrupted.

“Hi, look—look!”

Jack, after that first wild shout, jumped up so
as to be better able to see, beyond the edge of the
cliffs, the wide expanse of
heaving waters.

He was pointing—having
seen the monster aFain, as the
others all supposed.

Bub, in the instant that they
themselves stood up, to gaze in
the direction he was giving
them, they saw instead—a ship.

“ A steamer ! Jimmy Cherrol
astoundedly gasped.

“A steamer |” eried many of

the girls. “Coming to the
island ¥

“Impossible I  said  Uncle
Peter. *And yet—"

“She’s steaming this way,”
Dave 1muttered.

“Then it's & rescue—must
be!” was Polly's impulsive
idea. “It’s known that we're
here! That steamer has been
sent to take us off, somehow ™
‘%It can’t be!” her brother
dissented strenuously. ““Even
a lifeboat would have all it
could do. For that steamer to
CIOHIBI mlﬁc'lkpeilrir, it means
simply chuckKin,; er away cn
the%ocks.“ B

“She’s stopping now,” said
Tess, whose eyes were particu-

larly keen.

“Bo she is!”

“A  mile away,” Betiy
guessed the distance. “Then

what it means, I suppose, they
are just taking a look at us?™”
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“Pipooray !” Naomer capered. “Bokas, we
shall not be leit to starye, ony old how! Zat
will go away and get some other boat to come

»

“Hallo, though,” broke from Dave quietly.
“What's that between the island and. the
steamer ? Can’t you see—""

“Yes " was the first answering cry—from Polty,
“And that Oh, that is the monster again!”

“Qn the surface again—showing herself to the
stoamer,” Jack panted, staring with the rest.
*“Then we know what it means now!”

“Ws do,” was Uncle Peter’s grim rojoinder.
“They have come to take her away!”

Before Their Eyes

HOSE words, spoken in a suffering way,
caused all the juniors to furn and look
at Ethel's uncle.

It became a moment for the girls and boys to
pity the robbed inventor as they had never pitied
him before. Their “hearts went out to him in
acute sympathy.

Suddenly Jack’s feeling for the wronged man
found vocal expression—foreibly.

“Gosh, I can't stand it!” he exclaimed.
“We've got to do something, boys!™

“We must—oh, we must!” agreed several of
the girls, carried away by similar feelings of
desperate indignation. ““It's a shame—a wicked
shame "

Jimmy was opening and shutting his hands, like

“I'l tell Naomer what you said about Bohby,"l Jack
jested, and then uttered ayell of consternation as his sister
grabbed his scarf and nearly pulled him off his feet.
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a follow thirsting for u fight. He spoke with
taut lips. .. %

“ A1l this must have-been arranged; days ago—
weeks, most likely, It’%s why .the machine has
hung  about in ' these waters. Very likely the
steamer was expected long before, and was held
up by . the gale.” 3 5

“g8he’s a tramp,” some of the girls heard Dave
mutter. “Can’t seevher flag, but somehow  she
looks like a foreigmer.” ="

Polly sta.mr,yed passionately. -

“Bup there's one thing—the weather is against -

them,” she said, “Now I wish it were blowing
ton times harder—I do! I wish the waves were
high. - Then perhaps those wretches
would be whacked at their wicked game |”

“Tyen as it is, they'll find it none too easy,”
Uncle Peter said,. with hard-won - gomposure.
«Ah! The steamer is having to stand in.closer
to my machine, instead of the machine’s running
out t6 her. That's—interesting.”

“(lan they signal to each other, -sir—without a
hateh being opened by these in the machine ?"”
Dave a'skeg eagerly. . i

“By flashlight—yes.. And I really think the
steamer must have been told that she must do
tho manceuvring. She would not want to come
nearer in.” : :
. ““Is the machine out of order 7 Betty wondered
aloud. * “Only just floating?” .

“But it is ‘only a few minutes ago that they

were under water,” Tess argued. “The engines

must have been all. right then1”

“They may be down to their last -bit of gas,”"

Uncle Peter reflected.
There was silence amongst the spectators after

that.
They watched, rage burning within them that
they could do mo more than watch.

The dirty-looking steamer, pitehing to the motion
of the rough sea, was certainly steering with great
difficulty closer to that strange oraft which wal-
lowed amongst the waves, more often than not
showing only its two rounded: copning towers.

Suddenly the watchers on the-cliff murmured
exeitably. ; L

A hatch in-the forward conning tower—or
dome; 1o be more accurate—had been opened.
They were just able to make out this, and to
sce a man climb out. B

“(Gee, ho's taking a chance, I.should think,”
Jack exclaimed. -

“Pekas, all ze water might run in at ze win-
dow,” Naomeér quaintly expressed herself, “and
zen—finish 17, :

“QOh, no,” Xthel's uncle corrected . that im-
pression, _with a faint smile. - “You couldn’t
swamp - her. - But now, the steamer has stopped
again—as close as she dare  venture.”

“Near enough,”. fumed Jack.

a rope across %—rom there.” - i

“Qh,” Betty -raged, striking her hands to-
gether;. *“ they’re going to manage, and go they’ll
get away with it! What a beastly shame!”

“Qutwageous, bai Jove!”

“Look, another man . has come out of that
conning  dome;”  Bthel. Courtway
“How many are there to make ~a orew, 1
wonder 77 -

“Two men suffice—"

“QOnly two; sir!” cried Jack. - “Gosh, faney
that! But, of course, your gadgets do away with
a lot of the work in an ordinary submarine.”

“There goes a ropel!” Betty said.

The steamer bad steered about, to have her
storn towards. the monster. It was a light roge
that had been skilfully -flung by somecne ab the
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ship’s rail. They saw it snake through the air—
a matter of fifty yards, perhaps—and plash down
in to the surging sea.

But one of the men, perched precariously on
the rounded back of the baby submaring; ¢lose to-
that forward conning dome, had caught the rope:
by its end at that first clever throw. 3

In spite of their fury over all the villainy, Mor-
cove and Grangemoor alike murimured admiringly-!

Unscrupulous  scoundrels” they  might be, out:
there on that strange monster—which was no
monster after all, but more deserving to be called
a “baby *! They were men, nevertheless, fear-
less and clever. T !

Then suddenly every one of the girls gave a.
horrified:. “On!”-  Kthel and her aunt also
emitted alarmed cries. As for the boys: 7

“My hat, they’re in the seal” Jack shouted.
“(iosh, chaps——" i A

“ 1,05t their footing!” Dave jerked out.

“QOne slipped, and pulled the other with him,”
Jimmy commented excitedly. “An aceident.”” -

“But they'll be drowned!” some of the girls
almost moaned. :

“No—look; they're hanging on to the rope!”
Jaek shouted. *They're being hauled in by chaps -
on the steamer. Hi, this is fine,” ‘he continued, in -
greater excitement than ever. “They're going to
lose the machine!™ )

“What 1 - §

“There’s no one on her now!” Jack fairly
roared in sudden vast delight, *“She’ll drift

away-

“ And it will be a marvel if they get the steamer
round to pick her up,” one of the girls rejoined,
quick to g-ras% Jack’s joyous theory.. ‘‘They’ve
lost her—lost her, I believe!”

“Jolly good job, hooray, hurrah 1 Jack eried;
throwing up his cap. *Oh, boy! They're going
to lose her 1™

“If only—oht!” Polly exclaimed frantically,— .
*if only it could be so! But wait—watch,”

And. they waited.. They watched, and. first -one
and -then another was able to declare, presently,
that the drifting monster was as good as lost to
the steamer. ¢

The area of rough water between the steamer .

and the weird-looking craft ad rapidly increased. .-

Nor was the steamer manceuvring to get alongside
the drifting monster. i
The two men had been safely hauled out of the
water up to the steamer’s deck. But the watchers -
on the cliff felt certain that the intenton to. take

the baby submarine in-tow would have to be .

abandoned, ; 4 :
“They daren’t—they just daren’t get after her
even in a small boat,” Betty rejoiced. “It would

mean coming ever so m closer inshore. See
how the monster-thing has drifted this way 1. |

“The tide,.bringing her to the island,” Dave
mutf;:ared; 4#She may pound to bits on the rocks

“She won't, m= ho ,? Mr, Courtway said; with
unlovy laugh, “She’ll 'be ours—mine again, after
alll” :

“ Any rate, they’ll have lost her, and serve them
right,” Polly yelled. *“What can they do without -

‘her—anything, Mr. Courtway?”

“Nothing, I am convinced, unless—" ~ He
paused. "%nless'their confederates on shore have
managed to get hold of that notebook of mine.
Tf they have done that, then the notes it contains, -
plus the experience gained by working ~ the
machine, may yet prove ruinous to me.”

Then the hearts of all the juniors fell heavy
within them once more. ;m

Tn those few words, the scientist had put a
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check upon all the relief and joy. He had been
bound to do so. The pocket-book! Yes, Morcove
and the boys were now remembering; if that had
been stolen in the night from Study 12—

_Buf had i?

Hope, after ebbing .so suddenly, tided back.
There rushed into the minds of all, again, that

. idea which had fought off complete despair a
while ago., There was just a chance that the
pocket-book had NOT been stolen. The head-
mistress and others,. very likely up all night at
_ the schoolhouse, and so—the would-be thieves had

: perhaﬂs been baulked! . :

If there was any talk now, it only went on in
subdued voices, charged with feverish uneertainty.
After all the Tejoicing ‘cries of a miniite or two

_since, it was as if all were watching now in un-
_easy silence. =

The steamer was standing out to sea again.

_ They saw her funnel belehing smoke that the
wind instantly swirled to nothing, whilst the
blunt iron bows took the viclent slap of the waves.
Soon the island was directly astern of her, and
she was receding inte the mist created by wind-
Whigped- waters. e .

The last they saw of her, she was still heading
away for the limitless ocean, rolling to the piteh
of the waves.

“Bhe’s gone!”

“¥esl” " .

As for the baby submarine, she had drifted
much closer to the island. Now and then a nasty
wave seemed to lift itself up as it bore upon her,
and then burst against her, throwing up fountains

of spray. Btill she floated, although that haten

in the forward conning-dome was open.

" The girls and boys were astonished beyond

words; but Uncle Peter seemed to feel that the

strange craft was merely enduring a2 test that

he had known it would survive. :
But presently, as they still watched, doubt arose

as to W%ether fhe weird thing would not be drifted

past the island—perhan to be carried by the

Morcave. 5

At last they could no longer see her from where

they stood: There was a rush to another part of

the'eliffs that went all round the island.

.\ When they saw the monster again, she was

“*yyithin a stone's throw of the base of the cliffs.
‘Only by standing very close to the edge of 2 bit

of cliff that jutted out could they keep excited -

eyes upon the derelict.

“She'll- strike the rocks there!”

‘And o few seconds later she did so.

They saw her bump broadside on against a half-
supmerged mass of rock, against which she lay,
heaving as if in torment from the waves that
assailed her. ’ -

The sea seemed to be infuriated thail: it cou_ld'

no longer have its longed-for prey to sport with
out in the open. ’ .

" “But it is all right!” Betty spoke at last,
mastering her own.poignant feelings. * Anything
is better than that those scoundre
It's all right—if only—"" .
Ah, -if only they could know that the pocket-

baok:- had not been stolen from Morcove in the °

night !«

' Daring Does It :
4 ORE stuff for the fire, Polly?”
“Yes, Betty. We've got to leep it
going.” 4 ;
“0Oh, rather! I’ll take some.”
Tt was an hour later. The wind had dropped.
On the other hand, the sky, if anything, looked
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blacker than ever. Clouds that had been hurried
along whilst the gale blew were now able to mass
together. d :

“We shall have to do a bit more to the roof of
our shelter, too,” Betty said, helping to gather
up gorse that one of the boys had cut.  “Shouldn’t
wonder if it starts to rain soon.” .

“Put things might be worse, Betty!” ;

“That they might! It's only the pocket-book
now to be anxious about. Not ofie of us has come
to anpy harm, ‘and——  Hallo, whaf's the excite-
ment this time ¥’ - e

Betty broke into that wondering cry as she
saw Jack, Dave and Jimmy pelting this way.

« Anything happened7” gquestioned both girls

L

anxiously as the trio came rushing up.

No; but we want that rope we used yester-

day,” panted Jack, flying on with his two chums.
“We.can get down the cliff to the derelict,”

Jimmy threw out, ig way of enlightenment.

“0Ohl Goodness, Betty, did you hear that?”

The boys were gone—streaking on over the
get to the so-called “camp.”
They had come from that part of the cliff from
which it had been possible to see the derelict
after she had struck the rocks. '

Morcove had scon. given up staring down at
the strange-locking object, but Grangemoor; boy-
like, had remained fascinated. i i

Now, however, Betty and Polly: felt their in-.
terest revived. They bundled up their armfuls
of gorse and rushed them to the fire, for that
had to be kept plentifully supplied. So they
met the boys, tearing back with the coiled rope.

OfF went Betty and Polly again, picking up
Pam and other chums during the lively rum to
see what the boys were going to do now.

Uncle Poter was with the lads, at the edge
of the cliff directly above the wave-beaten dere-
lict. Jack, in -tremendous spirits, was coiling
down the. rope with-an exaggerated” air of sea-
manship. . <

“Whistle & hornpipe, one of you, can’t you?”
he requested. . “*Rule, Britannia, boys, Britannia
rules  the waves, only she doesn’t. rule themn
straight. Now, sir, ready—aye, aye!” g

Uncle Peter laughed along with the girls. .

“Britannia still has youngsters to be proud of”
he said. ‘“Well, now, you managed to haul me
up one of the cliffs, yesterday, so I'm sure you
can manage to lower me down this one”

“Mr. Courtway, you can’t—you mustn’t think
of it!” Betty -cried.  “You, with your bad
ankle 1” X ;

“Qh, that's nothing.
you—I must!”

“So fall out all quitters,” jested Jack.
look here, sir, you’ll let me go first!”

“¥ou, boy? Certainly notl!”

Jack saluted. ’

“ Aye, aye, sir| Anyhow, yow'll be down there
when I follow, so what's the odds? Belay there! .
Fall in the fatigue party! DPipe all hands,
be’sun 1" e

This was his nonsense whilst starting to help

T'm going down, I tell *
“But,

‘Uncle Peter make. one end of the staunch line

secure about him.

“Don’t go down the mine, daddy I” Jack sang,
with great pathos. “Now, you kids, don’t stand
grinmng! VYou can find something better to

o than that! Petty-officer Cardew, at the word
of command—lower away! Jimmy Cherrol, do
you call yourself an abie-{mdied seaman? Lively,
then—lively, my hearties all!” -

“How about knotting our<end of the rope to
the stump of that gorse-bush?” Dave quietly
“Makes it all the safer?” .
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“gplendid !” his self-appointed officer approved
the suggestion, and so 1t Wwas carried out. * -

Then, with -all the juniors who were there
holding. the line one behind another, Uncle Peter
foarlessly let himself slide over the edge, to be
lowered down. ; '

. “‘Lower away, boys 1" vociferated Jack, mean-
ing girls as well—as usual.

fror @ minute after that he .was the outermost
of all those who--were Jpa{jng out the taut line
steadily. Thus it was Jack who peered over the
edge, now and then, to make sure thab all was
going well.

Then suddenly he gave a signalling flourish of
one hand. -

#0.K., boys! And now, with your kind per-
mission, mes enfants, I will bid you farewell.
Fare—well, fare—well I” he sang, decp-throatedly,
whilst backing over the edge, his hands tightly
grlppmﬁ the rope. “The .anchor’s weighed 1”

And he vanished.

“Cheek I Polly unhesitatingly termed it, as
she and the others continued to bake the strain
on the rope.
to do down there A

“ (et the monster going, perhaps;” grinned

Jimmy. ]
wiwhat1? gasped the girls. )
“We.don’t know,” Dave said, with his habitual
gravity. is j

8

“But Mr. Courtway 18 just wondering
whether the contraption con't. be got to take him
across to the coast.” B L :

- You mean,” Bét-ty ge'rked oH.t, “g0 as to

get to the school and find out—=—

“ About the pocket-book, yes,” nodded Dave.

FWell, it can’'t be done ¥ Polly asserted.
« How can ‘it 1” - .

“(On the other hand, it can be tried; anyhow,”
said Jimmy. “ And—er—I-think T'll go down,
too, now.” - 3 ) .

He went over the edge with simila.r"agihti_to
Jack’s, and. it was for. the girls to picture hi
sliding down, just as safely.

“You girls,” Dave now said, taking signifi-
cant strides to the edge of the cliff, * won't “be
put to any trouble or strain. < The rope up here
s tied to that orse-stump, -and I've been notie-
ing—it’s 'stood the test. So—"

_ And then he, too, was gone'!

POLLY spoke ab_lash.
Sewell, T like that1”
“Yos, well,” Pam smiled,
they are !

’(lome and see how they are getting on,” Betty
proposed.  “This is great ”

A short Tun, and they were grouped on that
projecting c¢liff from _which_the entire garty had
witnessed the drifting ashore of the aby sub-
marine. =

Looking down from this vantage point, they
could see the three boys and Uncle Peter clam-

“you know what

hering about on rocks that were just clear of -

the waves.

The novel vessel was low in the choppy waters,
but sho was afloat. Morcove could tell, by the
way - in - which the long, torpedo-shaped hull
swung and lifted up an down with the motion
of the sea. Both conning-domes were well out
of the water, although they came in for frequent
splashings.

A veritable mammoth the *baby” looked
when the sea sobbed away from her for a moment,
exposing her shinirﬁ steel skin.
“Y\Weird thing,” Madge murmured.
der she got mistaken for a monster I” i

“We ought to be down there, with them,”
Polly fumed., *But we’d only be in the way !”
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“Yes,”. Betty nodded. “They can_ hardly find|
standing room on . the rocks. . Look at Jack,;
ankle deep in water!” - <
“If one of them falls in}” Judy murmured.
“But there, we'd take a chance, if we could.
Oh, look at Mr. Courtway, now1” . r

Tie was farthest out on a line of rocks against
which the vessel was grinding as the drive of the
waves kept her alongside.- ‘Any ordinary_ boab,
even of her size, would bave been pounded to)
bits by now. But she seemed to be as safel
and tight as a steel drum. 5

TUncle Peter must have been forgetting éhzéb
ud-i
denly he gave a leap thet left him_banging_on,
to the forward -conning-dome, whilst~ his feet,
slithered about, seeking & ‘hold

«Bravo! Well done for an old ’un !’ was

- Polly’s comment—saucy, but none the less admir-'

ing.. ‘“Oh, now I seel He's going to climb inside
that dome place !”

“Yesl”

«1i’s amazing,” Tess exclaimed.
in and out there,

“The sea-'h.ss
at the open

= hatch,'”yeb the hull itself con’s have taken .any’

water.
T it had taken any at all, it would have
taken a lot,” Betty shrewdly reasoned. “‘1 know 1
Anybody inside, wanting to come oub when_the
thing’s at sea, closes one watgr-tlght door behind
him before opening the outside hateh.”

“Look I . ! .

The inventor, lmddlin%l down, had crawled in
through -the open hatch—a metal-framed, oir-
cular window, like the Eront of a diver’s helmet,
only much larger and stronger.

Then they saw Uncle Peter’s right arm come
out, reaching.to close the hatch.

At that instant, Jack Linton took a leap and "
landed safely on the conning-dome. - His gay
shoutings came up to the girls on the cliff.

“Oh, he’s mad!” Polly sighed. But her eyes-
were sparkling with pride in him, her own only
brother. wair, Courtway will- be furious with
him1” e

The next few moments provided clear- evidence
that Jack was having to make his peace with-the
scientist, who was inside the dome, Whether or
no Uncie Peter became gppeased, he must. have.
had to make room for Jack, for suddenly " thab

“daring lad crawled im

.Then the hatch was pulled round, to be closed
and- made fast. .~

“Fard luck, Jimmy!” Pam called down.

He had been going to make his leap from the
rocks on to the back of the vessel; but the closing
of the hatch had forced him to remain with Dave.
The latter seemed to feel that he and Jimmy could
yeb be of great use. Serambling to another part
of the rocks, Dave stood reflective ‘for a little
while. Then he beckoned Jimmy, and the girls
could see them holding a debate. g

«That brainy brother of yours, Judy,” said
Polly; “he's got a hunch about something. Hallo,
it’s some idea to do with the boat and the rope.™

Jimmy, standing nearer than Dave to the rope
that dangled down the -face of the cliff, had sud~
denly floundered back to it. ’ 2

Then Dave shouted up to the girls. -

#Y¥ou want to help?”

«Yegssl” they dimneds :

. «Untie her from the gorse-stump, but keep hold
of her! We may want you to help pull from up
there1” H e

“What do they mean? That we are to pull the
whole caboodle up the cliff 7t Polly jested.

The others laughed, at the same time running
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eagerly with her to do as bidden with the rope.
A chance to help. They were overjoyed.

Untying the rope from the gorse-stump meant
' that there would be more to spare by several
yards, Morcove was soon realising what a boon
this was to be. Shoutings from Dave and Jimmy
gave the girls to understand; the idea was to tie
the lower end of the rope to a rmg—hols in the
¢asing of the vessel, when it would be possible
to do some useful pulling should Uncle Peter
manage to get the whole thing under way.

Although the girls would be tugging hard from
high up on the cliff, their efforts would help the
vessel to draw away from the rocks. A certain
amount of towage would be
transmitted, the girls not being
directly overhead.

Betty leaving the others to
keep a tight hold, peered down
to see what was going on below.
Jimmy -had got on to the
vessel's rounded back, cloge .to
the after conning-dome. Dave
threw him their end of the rope
and he caught it and, passing
it through a ring-bolt, held on

o ib. g
v Suddenly there was an agita-
tion of the waters that had
nothing to do with the rough-
ness of the sea.

Betty’s heart gave a leap.
Bhe knew instantly; a pro-
peller had been sct whirling.
And after & moment or two_the

. vessel scemed to be responding.
But she needed to be helped
away from the rocks, and that
help the tow rope was to give
her, Then Dave, framing his
mouth with his hands, shouted
up to Betty, whom he could see
as she peered over.

“Haul away!”

She waved her understanding
and gave the signal to her
chums.

Once more they had to put
all their strength into a steady
dragging ot the rope. Heels
were dug in the spongy top
soil of the cliff. As if they were
one side in a tug-o’-war, Polly
and the rest leaned backwards
as they pulled—and still pulled.

Betty wanted to lend a hand,
but she thought she had better
stay at the very edge of the
«liff to pass on any signals.

She saw—and those tugging at-the rope could
tell—that 1t was coming in slowly. As they could
not be hauling anything upwards, they knew that
the vessel must be easing oubtwards, away from
the rocks against which it had been chafing.

But now the monster was moving forwards
under its own power, and Dave shouted to Jimmy
to let go, . .

As Betty understood, Jimmy was to do that
and then jump back to the rocks. The releascd
rope would slip free of the ring-bolt, and Polly
and her chums were likely to tumble backwards;
but they would have done their bit!

Jimmy let the rope go free; but although there

* was a comic tumbling backwards by the girls,
Betty did not witness it. .

_ Bhe could not withdraw her eyes from the thrill-
ing scene below. Those eyes were .wide with
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sudden horror as they watched. Jimmy, still on the
vessel—unable to jump. ¢

It was too late for him to do so. .

There he was, with the vessel now gliding away
from the wave-beaten rocks, and he an imvolun-
tary passenger.

He had the after conning-dome to cling to,
but as for foothold, there was none for him that
did not come in for the violent wash of the
waves.

Such was his desperate situation—poor Jimmy!
—whilst Polly and the other girls were scramblin,
up from. the turf of the clig—top after being al
asprawl.

Before Jimmy could leap ashere the vessel glided out into
deep water, and there was nothing for him to do but to
cling on as best he could.

They saw Betty staring down to the turbulent
waters as if fascinated, and they ran to her.

“How’s things now, Betty?” panted the mad-
cap. “Great goodness!”

“Oh!" one of the others groaned aloud. “ Look
—look at Jimmy! Can they take him inside with
them?  Is there room?”

*““And supposing the vessel submerges!” Helen
almost shrieked, “It’'s moving off into open
water——""

“But those inside must know he i3 there,” Pam
said tensely. ‘““The conning-domes have all those
windows.. Either Jack or Mr, Courtway must be

aware. Jimmy—Jimmy will just cling on and be
all right, . . . Oh, surely he will be all right,
unless—-—""

““Unless,” Betty-said hoarsely, "“they- have to
submerge whether they want to or notl”



344
Dawker's Last Chance

N the cliffs of Morcove, hiding amongst
some patches of gorse, two men were in
anxious ‘talk, .

Their subdued voices were hoarse.

““What are we to do, then—just throw up the
whole thing and keep out of the way of the cops
now 1" vy 2

“Tooks as .if it has come to that, Jake.”

This reply was followed by a grumbling murmur
from the man who had spoken. Like his com-
panion, he looked as if he were the worse for
ceaseloss activity and exposure in the last fonr-
and-twenty hours. But a sudden fit of rage left
him with the remnant of his ~energies so Te-
mustered that he looked, all in a moment, capable
of great violence. :

He shook a clenched fist at the open sea beyond
ihe gorse-clad clills.

“That’s what's done us; beaten the lot of us!”
he ‘seethed. “'The foul weather we've had; that
rough sea., It made the steamer late, and it made
them lose the prize—confound it!”:

The other man, Jake, cleared his.throat.

“'Well, if it’s all we've got to do now—betfer”
do it, eh, Dawker? Wonder what’s becomo .

“Don’t breathe that quitter's name - to mel”
raged Dawker. “1 only hope he does get taken
up, ‘and get a few years in gaol. He had the

least to do.of any of us; just pretend to be Peter .
Courtway for a time.  But his nerve was never.

cqual to that, even.” ; ; &
“Huh! Well, you can’t say I’ve let you down.”
“Jake, I don’t :ay it. If you and 1 haven’t
done more than our share, then let the others show
what they’ve done. The steamer late; and. even
those two chaps of ours in the Diver—-="
“ W They've béen showing enough pluck, Dawker,”
“Made a mull of it in the end, anyhow,” was
the snarled answer. “Or would we be seeing what
we can sce now oub yonder? They're not on
board the Diver—is it likely, when there she is,
coming in now? And on the surface, too.” ~ -

“ Aye, well; we don’t know what’s been-happen- t
ing, so we can’t judge,” Jake said grufily. Al

‘T know is, it took some doing for them chaps-to
work the eontraption, when' the whole thing must

" have been packed full of new gadgets. The sea’s
the sea, Dawlker.”

“Pug it makes me crazy,”’ that man' raged on,
“4io think thav it’s all up with the whole business
now—must be.”

Kneeling up, he dragged a sereening branch of
gorse aside, and could tgen see out to the rolling

wntzrs. Heo swore again fo himself, then mut-
tered: ; +
“Fook at her! Coming in, mind you, under
her EW[]I povwer, Jake.”

“ Ayel’ )

‘“That's no drifting: in, with our chaps inside
her, trying to get over a breakdown. Bhe’s being
steered for this shore:” . < 3

“Hteored for the Morcove jetty, if you ask me,”
said Jake, as he, tco, gazed abt the novel craft
which
monster, =

“Qo Courtway and his lot must have got. hold
of her on the island,” Dawker pondered. furiously.
“1'd like to know how. We’'ve lost her, and that
means we. have lost all.” =

“Pwonldn’t ha’ been so bad if only we'd gof
that -pocket-book in the night, Dawker.”

" “Oh, so yowre going to begin about that, are
you? Didn’t-I do my best there?”

“I'm not’ saying you didn’t, I’'m only saying

it was unlucky——"
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- the model of the machine.”.

had: been. Morcove’s .much-taiked-about'
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"Unluck,yi The luck’s gone dead against ns ab -
the finish,” Dawker said savagely. - * You imow
very well, Jake, as regards tho pocket-book; if
1 tried once in the night, 1 tried a dozen times,”
“1 know you did.” =)
“But what chance was there? The very night

I should have been able to break into the school-

house easy, they must all go and stay u all -
night. Anyhow, the whole staff, from the head-

Tnistress downwards—"

“That’s why L say unlucky.”
*Lights on "everywhere.”
his savage excuses for failure in the night.
times I must haye had to dodge back. And police

hanging about outside, too.”

8¢l hanging about to-day,” Jake rejoined
uneasily. ‘8o I reckon, Dawker, we had best be
off now. Lie low until nightfall, somewhere miles
away from here, and then see if wecan’t pick up
a goods train—hide in a railway truck.” He added
grufly: “I don’t know: about you, but F've done
Lh&tlﬂikrfght, many a time, in the States.”

Dawker cnntinyfe—d

Crouching there, they looked excitedly ab each
other as a very faint hullabaloo came to them on
the. falling wind from a good distance away.

“The Diver's been seen, Jake.” .

“That’s about it. Mebbe some of the scholars -
at the school have—" . 5

“The school! Jake, listen to me,” Dawker
whispered tensely. *This gives me an idea, Jake.
A last throw, and chance it. About that pocket-
book; -hasn’t the whole difficulty been such a
lot -of them about the place, over yonder ab the
school? ' But thére’s going to be a rush to see the
monster; as the kids have been calling it. Hark,
now I . ; a 5

* Aye, there’s no -mistaking what all that row
means!” . g :

“For a cert, Jake, they’ll all be rushing ouf-
to the cliffis mn front of the school—or down to
the shore if the tide’s mot too high. Nothing will
keeg ”them in when - there’s that thing coming to

Dawker pounded. the turf with a clenched: fist -

‘in his sudden access: of reckless determination.

“8p I’m going to have another shot for if;
Jake. I am! To blazes with its being broad day-
light! Give me a schoolhouse with hardly a:soul
left in the place, and I'll get in—somehow.”

Jake looked eager, and Dawker said the next
words as to a confederate who was really trusi-
worthy.

“Jake, we could always sell the pocket-book
for a few thousand—we know where.” no,

“They might give us even more, -as they’ve lost

“There’s something in that, too,”  Dawker
nodded. ‘‘Then it’s to be you and me, Jake;
just the pair of us, now, You come along with me
and ‘stand by, and—" . . :

“ Pifty-fifty, Dawker?” : y
- ¢ Fifty fifty. T've .got’ the biggest risk to take
now, DBut youre a better hand at managing a
getaway, and I shall look to you there, Jake.”

*“Listen agen, Dawker.”

They both listened. And, hearing the distant .
outery growing louder: and louder, they ended by -
smiling and nodding in a gratified way as they
met each other’s eyes. . ; s

a £ "
Etta All Alone ... 7 :
« TTTA HARGROVE, will you tell all those
girls to—"" :
4Bk, Miss Massingham——"
“1 don’t care; they are not to go out of
bounds.” - ] : ;
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“0Oh, please, Miss Massingham——"

“Hita, is this proving yoursell a
captain 7”

“But if Detty were here she—she'd feel just as
1 do,7 I'm sure. liss Massingham, can’t you
allow for the girls’ cxcitement over what has Just
been seen in the seal” .

“No, I can understand their being excited, of
course, but I cannot allow that excitement to
put them out of control. Run after them—""

“I{'s that mysterious monster-thing been seen

»
fit deputy-

again,” - > 4

“Now, Ltta, you yourself will go indoors—at
oncel T will atfend fo those unruly girls myself.
Go in—" g

“ Bup—-" . ;

“Ktta, go—up—to—your study 1”

This was Miss Massingham, never a  very

amiable mistress, in ber most implacable mood.
The time was Hfteen minutes after the mid-
day dismiss_ from  those morning classes which
Morcove had. been attending, in spite of the pre-
" vailing anxziety. . o
Gixls had: spenty only the first ten minutes oub
‘of*doors, _when; suddenly such a sensation had
_cmélp. ‘about as” would not be forgotten for many
cday. : ]
Few were the girls who had started games, even
as a matter of self-discipline. Everywhere In the
“school grounds batches of girls had been drifting
about, discussing the great mystery of their

vanished  friends with undiminished gravity. Buta:.'s%l her  repeated. cries adding fo all - the diu.
had fa]leq-@;_é%'d Litta laughed.

ent a startled silence

all in a m
e

; e doze
. fixed, looking ‘as
could-have heard aright.
thing * about somebody
again, out abt sea. ;
Then, the insistent cry being tmc%
junior who had just come out by t
of the schoolhouse, there had: beel
out what she meant bj*-}h-. alles
Morcove, in gen_erm-;“"was :
Faney a girl startinggtha
day like this! -Fanecy:
_ nonsense when the:school’
to think about! P :
But it was only: five minu
angry scepticism was ab ayg. e

An excitable yell—some*

ab
e’ object “out "ab

been rith., There -was- a stringe
sea: only it was nof the living ‘Monster that Mor=
‘cove, days 'a%c., ‘had been asked to believe in. 1t
was—well,” what was ‘it ? -

None could g

Now there Was

fas "a general rushing. out of e

again with an' idea that the school could ﬁv,e
be expected to stay in
this., - Theg school - gates
to-day—a most’ sual thing. Bub who were the

girls mcapable of‘a swarnwover the boundar)c_wa}bg\qén r,hr
ing: throug M HOn }tﬁ]

weak places. in bound
& 5

bhhub—one. “that Mms
arges were: concerned.

Tt was ot
Massingham, so. faf 487
was dgtermined 10" stop->
singe, had even come lbokin_g'-ﬁ;m ‘that -miséress,
hoping- to:. get . permission ol -the Foyrth Form
to go along. to the cliffs. What a mist
expected “amy - sugh concession.  Miss

“Ftta had, and that’ was ‘that:
have - to . tackle

ssingham

4._tha runaway Mbrm+ herself. -rea!lt'i;.'it_ as
just as well, perhaps. 1t could be ed ‘whether
even Betty Barton, with all her p 8 capfain,

could- have turned ‘the juniors back
It seemed to
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n ar_:;&' the score girls wera Atrans- -
if they doubted whether they

having seen the Mgza_aba;i;s

bounds after a ‘thing like.
were being kept . closed”

“And  Etta; .a’ mipuiey

. to_have - :_
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only girl still under the schoolhouse roof as she
climbed the first flight of stairs. Incidentally, i&
was like her to feel bound to cbey Miss Massing-
ham’s command of a few momenis ago. S T B

She, Ktta, was a girl with a strong sense of
discipline. 'That was why, when the great: excite-
ment started, she had remembered the " gating
order. Realising that girls were likely to be off
and away en masse, she had thought it was up 10 4
her, as acting captain, to got permission and s
have the. whole thing put in order.

To Etta, a gating order was a gating order until
it was officiaily called off. ~Simtarly, for her to
have been ordered, however undeservedly, to go
up to her study, meant that she must go.
“Fprom one of the landing windows, on her way
upstairs, she had a good view of what was hap-
pening oub of doors. She saw girls of all ages
and sizes swarming over walls, breaking through
hedges—getting out somehow. Seniors who should
have set a better example were doing  just as
badly—and what wonder? The school, as Eita
knew, was convinced that the Monster was com- =
ing close inshore.

She saw, too, Miss Massingham ab_the the end
of what miust have be¢n a most dignified and
{rying tun, getiing to one of those far walls just
too late to use her authority to any purpose.

The last girls, just.there, were on top of the
wall, and even then dropping down on the other

wasmide of it. In vain Miss Massingham ran to and

2 Pd like to sce her geb over the wall herself.”
“'Miss ‘Massingham did not do that. ut she
““did finally run to another sector of the boundary,
where there was only a privet hedge.
., There again she was too jate; all the girly were
gone. ~The hedge, howeve “eould offer-gew-mad
one of which tho i is 3. quic
And again Bfta : 2
SSHEThe sight of o Fofmagistress
ham’s age, stature and cherished dignity struggling
'tﬁough that hedge ‘was one that’ appeal to
ta’s sense of humour. o ¥
Ouly, less could .be seen of ‘the sea from this
iircase window  than could he- seen  from some
# the study - windows .in Fourth " ¥orm
uarters. Mtta thereiore’hastened. the rest of her-
Say upstairs, finding neither ré_ei«vant"ﬁi:r school-
“feliow with whom to exchange-&‘word. :
She was convinced, as soon us she gobt to the” "
Fourth ¥orm corridor, that not a soul was to be
found. ol : ’
. Hastening into her oyh study,

iss Massing-'

-

she darted across

fato the window.

“rPhere was much to be seen. Away at the edga
- of# the_cliffs a watchful throng was lined out,
some of the midgel figures making restless move-
enté&nyet always keeping ‘with the crowd. ;
6. grass between  the road” and the edge-
cliffs numbers of ?irls were still running
crowd.  Last o all, a noticeable figure * -
e 'was o isolated—and so slow in the
mee—could” be &en Miss Massingham. = °
L #tta’s weager gaze sought the sea. Where
“the so-called Monster pow? This was, such

the

a gloomy iy, and the waves were s0 gough it
was ely difficult to make out any] g PRIVt
clearly. - Yet she had glim) sed the strange object,

as had all the other girls, a fey minutes “agd™
Now she scanned the angry waters futilely. -

Had it dived, as it appeared to ‘he *Fapable
doing? If it had turned about and,wo o W,
from the coast, still keeping- to thesurfagg.:
she should have been able to.pic] 'ﬁt&gﬁjwﬁ:h
straining eyes. Visibility was p fhe. Th.
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would have had to make off at terrific speed to
be lost 1 the thin mist alveady.
Suddenly she was

aware of significant move-

ments on the part of. those who were “already
watching from the edge of the cliffs. = A rush
scomed 1o have sct in for:that zigzag path which
led down to the beach., -

Then Etta could feel certain; the Monster was
still close inshore. It might even be coming
ashote. She. etill called. it the Monster in her
mind, although she realised that it was some man-
made thing of the nature of a tiny submarine.
What had been calléd the two ‘“humps” on the
back of the supposed sea mammoth were really
dome-shaped conning-towers. - .

Hallo! There it was, in. sight to her again.
And, sure epough,-it was much nearer in now,
nob . more than ‘half " a mile out, at most.
Tt could handly bo less than hall a mile from. the -
ghore, she reckoned, or ghe would not have -been
able to see it from the study window. Why she
had missed it when she first looked was because
a bib of the ¢liff had obscured that patch of sea
in which it was—cruising about, should ehe say?

« Anyway, there it is- again, and it seems fo
be sort of steering towards the shore. How
extraordinary, mysterious!” she exclaimed aloud
to hersoll. * Whatever is it, and what brings it
here o day like this?”

-She could imagine the roughness of the waves,
along the shore. Had not that. motor-boat™
belonging to Mr.
up, utterly smashed? Yet here was this strange .
vessel—if you, could call it a vessel-—apparently
‘steering for the shore. Its movements were much
too rapid to be due to mere drifting.

“If only 1 had some glasses,” she muttered.

Field-glasses—now. she was recollecting; the
Study 12 girls had ‘@ pair, and perhaps, if she
_slipped along to that study, she would find them
there?. v

Tive seconds later she was in Study 12, confident *
that it was not taking an unwarrantable - liberty
to be trying to lay hands on the field-glasses. If
she found them she could use them from this
study window, which had the same view of the
sea. Dut were the glasses to be found, after all?

“'They were not in any of the most likely places.
Every other mement; whilst she hunted around,
she was glancing out of the window to make sure

. thab the mystery object was still in her field of

vision. . ~All too rapidly it seemed to be moving
through the foaming waves in such a direction
that it would soon be out of sight again.

So at last she took her stand at the window
to watch with her unaided eyes. = She had not
found the glasses and was teo excited to be able
to go on hunting for them. The crowd on the
cliffs had melted away., There must have been
a wholesale rushing down the zigzag path to the
storm-beaten. shore,

‘Why ? ]

Searcely had she  pgazed afresh than. a sound
from behind made her turn_round. :

To her amazement‘.a_nd alarm, she saw a_ tall
man in the studg doorway, - He looked taken aback
at finding somebedy in the ‘toom. " -

‘For -a_moment neither he nor she ITIDVE‘EOO'I;

spoke. Eita’s lips were parted in ‘round
fashion. = She felt her heart starting to thump
violently.. N

5 What was he doing here?
:  Then she recognised him. - Once, at least, she
had. seen him: before. when he had come with a
-message to the school. % . 3 ; -
Dawker! The manservant at Cliff Idge bunga-
" low who Was in the setvice of.the Courtwaysl

‘Who was this man?
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Peter Courtway been washed™

- it shut in- her face after his own rapid

* allowed' Jocks.
* and flew in pursuit again.

. to him,

Evéry Tuesday

“Dawker Tries Again .
last he spoke, ending that dramatic
stillness: <
“T¢’s all right.
something.” e o 8
Etta’s brows went higher-still.
“What do you mean? From this study 7

I—1 only want to get

¢ [iy—yes, miss.” . £

“Has anybody given you pertission - to com
here? -Who showed you in é)ewnstﬂirs?” e

“That's . all right, miss. You

uiet—"" i .

“It can’t be-all right. I know who you are.
You're Dawker, Mr, Courtway's manservané, And
you’ve been missing from——" S

She broke off. - Cheek of the man! He was
advancing into the study—stepping to the table
as if to find what he wanted there.

“You had better be careful,” she warned him
epiritediy. - You've turned up like this just
when—— Oh!” %

just. keep

Hor startled exclamation came as she saw that’

he, pulling open a table drawer-on that side where
Betty Barton always sat, was taking out a small.
package. - - s e

She recognised that package inahmtl{.

“Here,” sho cried out indignantly, “leaye that
alone! That belongs to Ethel Courtway—I know
it does! She gave it to me to take care of
& littlo while before she disappeared, am}' i

gave it our Form captain “to mind.

But it was useless her saying more or protest- i

ing further. The min had whipped about and
was bolting out of the study.

She rushed after him. As she had to cross
the room to geb to the door, he was able to bang
exit.
There was no key, however. Studies were not
Instantly
“Stop him!» she called out, for what it was
worth. . “Help 1” :
- He ran up the long. corridor to the main stair-
case, but had the wit not to go rushing down
those stairs. -Instead, he darted to some push-bar
doors on the landing; serving the’ outside fire-
-escape.

The. latter was a broad iron ‘stairway, leading
down to the ground in short, straight flights.
She could not gain on him, so swiftly was. he
clattering down the iron stairs. i

Then, in his wild haste, on the bottom fight
he missed bis step and went sprawling head-
long. =
Now!
Titta dashed down, to swoop upon him -before he
should recover from the fall, and so wresk the
package from him.
but - she - had

A thief! And yet, most mysteriously, he was

% ‘t-h_e Courtways manservant; wanting o get away
_with something that was Ethel's. 3

He was floundering up by the time sho got
With a_kind of jump that she hoped
would give her slight figure added .weight, she
gimply crashed against him, and he went upon’
his knees. -Somehow she quite toppled him over’
again. . He struck out at her: wildly, and_the
blow took her left shoulder. But she made a
grab for the package—and got it.

Agasp after the pursuit and the sharp tussle,
she fled, with ‘the 'Pﬂuka vo clasped -close. She
wanted to shout for help, but bad not. the breath
to spare. .-He was. coming after ‘her.

Run ! How she ran, with him the pursucr now

Etta reopened the door

Without a thought for her own safety .

He was a desperate man, -
Cand likely to be infuriated now;
"to chance all that.
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panted. ‘¢ The diary’s safe |

and she the pursued. In those first [ew moments
she had no idea as to which way she was going.
She only knew that no one was appearing, to heip
her. The school grounds were as deserted as tho
schoolhouse had been,

Etta cast a glance behind as she ran, and was
doubly gladdened. He was nob overtaking her,
and 5i'm could tell that he was limping as he ran.
He had hurt a knee or ankle when he sprawled
just now.

Then she was at one of the boundary hedges,
and suddenly hor mind was made up; she must
burst through and run on until she got to some
of her schoolmates—with the package. The sea-
shore—thai was the thing to do now-make for
the shore. All Morcove was there, she was
certain, i

No sooner had she burst through the hedge
than she was aware of his coming through it, still
iﬁ‘ pursuit. And she was as oulb of breath as all
this. :

Nebody in sight, even now! Tolicemen had
been pairolling the neighbourhood, buf now—
just when one was wanted—oh, no! But that
meant no reflection on their zeal; it simply meant
that the coming to land of the myslerious monster
had atiracied everybody to the beach.

On and on she ran, knowing that Dawker was
being encouraged to-keep up the pursuit because
therc was no one to intervene, He and she—
they seemed to be utterly and fatally alene.

On and on! Thank goodness, she was nearly
at the top of the zig-zag which was Morcove's
only way down to the shore. There was smooth
turf for her to traverse now, and it helped. Only
it was similarly helping him.

One last backward look she east as she got to
the top of the rock steps. He was coming -on
no longer.

That, she rvecalised, was not beeanse he was
at his last gasp. Ie dare not_chase her down
those steps, knowing that all Morcove was on
the shore below—police as well, most likely !
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Etta raced down to the water's edge. *‘It's all right, Jack 1 ’' she

I've got it here 1 " ?

Poui! She was labouring for breath, but she
would not stop lo recover until she was haif-way
down the zig-zag.

Then, where a level, gravelly place formed a
kind of landing between one flight of steps and
another, she stopped for a *breather.”

I'he pause enabled her to use her eyes eagerly,
and then she saw crowds of people cither
mustered already on the old stene jetiy, or run-
ning to get to it,  And there, in the compara-
tively smooth water provided by the jetty, was
that strange, submarine-like vessel.

There was little in this that surprised Itia.
She had almost expeeted it. What did hold her
transfixed was to see a kind of round window
in one of the vessal’s conning-domes fly open and
a head pop forth.

She took it for a man’s head at first sight, but
in a few moments an entire figure had wrigaled
out, to rise unsteadily upon the shining back
of the monster, and whilst the crowd mingled
wild cheering with rejoicing cries, even af this
distance Tita herseli recognised—ene of the miss-
ing boys!

She would have continued her rush down the
zig-zag, but now she saw a sccond figure writh-
inz out. Another boy! )

Fitba's brain swirled. Was it all a dream?
First the nightmare encounter with Dawker, all
so inexplicable, and now—this!

Those two boys, safe and sound after alll And
if that was the ease with them—were the others
just as safe? Were. the givls, were Tthel and
her uncle and aunt, also on board that mystery-
eraft 7 But surely not!

It was a state of bewilderment from which she
had to free herself with a greaf offort. Tn the
next minute or so she was first completing her
rush down the rock-like steps and then panting
on again, over wet shingle with the waves
tumbling close at hand. :

A fresh surprise was the fact that some of
the girls who had been crowding on the jetty
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wero now coming this way, full ﬁ)dt' It was
as if they-had been seized with the impulse to
rush back to Morcove, with sensational news.

She and they met midway between the jetty
and the zig-zag, end it was for her to make the
best of @ minor babel of excitable cries.

“Etta, what do you think—"

“Jack and Jimmy—" .

“Bafe, safe, Tittal And so are the others—all
of them!”

“Yes, Etta—safe !”

“But—" she panted.

«“Rut we can’b stop now,” one of her school-
mates  pleaded. “Run and see- for yourself,
Eita!. We have to rush to the school—"

“With the news? But there’s no one there,
scarcely 17 e

“No1” Ttta was answered wildly, “and that’s

what makes it all the more urgent! The hoys’
first words, just now—if we don’t look out, some-
thing valuable will be stolen from the school—"
“ & package, Etta! In Study 12— o
“A package? Oh, but wail—wait 1 Eita eried.
“You mean—this?” "
She held out the package, and they gaped at
it. iy ;

From a Study Window

ABOVE the tree-tops peep the hills =
“Which stand between us and the sea.
Where long years since, a night of thrillsl—
The beacon told an enemy
That England did not deem it vain
To face the might and pomp of Spain.

And see the oak tree near the pool ;
Before Queen Anne its branches dipped,
The day she came to see the.school ,
And gave us grants for scholarship.
Two hundred Summers past and fled—
Two hundred Autumns’ gorgeous red !

* There in the quad, the legends show,
A smuggler sought for hiding place
A century or so ago, ;
To hold his contraband of lace.
The ivy rustled on that night—
It had ot grown its present height.

The shadows gather, twilight falls,
I see faint ghosts of yesteryear,
Bonnets and sashes, dainty shawls-— .
Then coaches brought the schoolgirls here.
A breathless whisper : ‘‘Is it true
That we have won at Waterloo ? "’

The playing grounds, now velvety,
Were fields with poppies all aflame,
"Twas not their fate to live and see
A schoolgirl gain athletic fame.
Victoria then was on the throne,
And Hockey, Tennis, -hardly known.

A bell rings ouf, its®echo clears
And fades away into the past.
Its music mingles down the years,
A cadence that will ever last.
Good-night, the lights dim one by one,
Another happy schoolday. gone. .
3 - IRIS HOLT
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“T've just saved it from a.man who took it
from a drawer in Study 12. It was that Dawker
fellow—the Courtways' manservant. 1 wouldn’t
let him get amy_w1th it. I guessed he had no
right. 1t's the package that belongs to Ethel
Courtway—" ™ i

“That's the one we mean! . Oh, Etta, run and
lot them know—it's saved, it's saved !”

“But you can come?” she suggested, eagerly.
“There’s no need te go back to the school now!”

“¥es, there is,” she was answered, “We've
gob to get an urgent message off. For the Sand-
ton Bay lifeboat to go out to Gull Island. The,
girls are there! All the others who were missing:
are there—" ]

“0On Gull Island?” gus&:ed Etta.
But—but what are they doi
they get there?
thin, 2 :

“Ttta dear, we can’t explain, for we just don’t:
know, ourselves, anything more than that,” one

“Goodness 1!
oing. there?  How did;
And—and- that strange boat-|

of ther schoolmates answered. “But it’s all.
right ! The pocket-book is saved. As for the!
girls—and Ethel Courtway—and Fthel’s aun 2

“And Dave Cardew and that other boy, Bobby.
Bloot 1 : :

“Yes, yos! They're none the worse for it all,
so far,”  Etta was joyfully assured. “And it
shouldn’t be more than a ‘few hours before the
lifchoat brings them back to Morcove! = And:
now go and tell the boys, Littal”

I':' took Etta but a moment to make the final;
dash down to the rocky shore, where she’
could see two bOfs—Jnck- and Jimmy—flounder-;
ing through shallow water after leaving the
monster. :

“Jack—Jimmy! Coo-ce 1 ‘Etta called, wildly
waving the package. “‘It's all right! Saved!™:

Before they could answer she was down on the
shore, leaping across the rocks towards them. '
She reached the waler's edge and held out the
packet to Jack. ]
_#Tf’s all right, Jack—I've told the others;.
they’ve gone on to the school!” Kita panted,
“«Y came down to tell you—the diary’s safe. I—I
iylmagcd to stop’ Dawker from getting hold of
e

“Bravo, Etta!” Jack exclaimed, and Jimmy
added, fervently:

“You're a brick”

Polly on the 'Phone
AND now commenced the last et in that ex-’

ciping drama which really began with the - '

mystery of the Monster.

Now, indeed; it was “all over har shouting.”
What shouting there was, too, when the Fourth
Form's missing girls and its acting mistress and
‘Aunt Janet and Dave and Bobby, all turned up "
about four o’clock that afternoon, As Naomer.

salda:
“ Just in time for teal” ;
To say that none of the victimns of -the greak
conspiracy looked any the worse for the recent
ordeal was to ignore the very bedraggled, un-:
kempt appearance of all of them. - 3
Bub het baths and changes of clothing soon took
good effect, and then it could be seen that all
were as fit as fiddles. 1 4
Betty and some of her co-adventurers folt so
splendid, _they thought it all rof,’ their being:
packed off to the *“ san,” to spend the rest of the
day between blankets. ‘Morcove was celebrating !
—and why couldn’t-they join in? Bub Authority
decrced otherwise, and Authority had to be
obeyed.



Twopence

Nor. did banishment ‘to the *“ san ” fail to pro-
vide compensations.

Tt was rather jolly, their being all in the same
big, airy ward, and ‘to be waited on hand and
foof. Paula’s sigh, after being served with tea
to drink from something better than a tin mug,
was a blissful one. Naomer’s comment on the
trays that came round wad a most emphatic:

“Gorjus!”

Polly, however, if only for fun, would have her
grumble,

“We can't see the boys, dash it! They’ve
bundled them all back to Grangemoor, when we
might all just as well be finishing that hockey-
match which was out short the other day.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yes, well,” was Pam's serenely smiled Te-
joinder, from her bed,. *we shall see them again
—next Saturday, I expect.”

- “Saturday! What's the good of that?”

Then Moréove's own trained nurse came zeross
to Polly, to appease that rebellious ** patient.”

“If you're good, Polly—"

“I’'m never thab, nurse!”

“If you try to be good, Polly—" .

“I don’t feel I can try,” sighed Polly, locking
angelie.

“Then it’s no use my promising to let you
speak on the extension ’phone with your brother,
from this ward, presently.” .

Morcove’s madeap must have been pheno-
menally good after that, for nurse had great
pleasure, round about eight o’clock, in letting Polly
get into a dressing-gown and slippers to pad
across to the extension telephone.

“Three minutes!  That’s-all,” nurse whispered.

“You're a darling!” Polly said, and then found
that she had said it into tne telephone. For she
heard Jack saying, in an awfully pleased way:

“Am I, Polly?”

“You? No!” said she, with all the old make-
believe contempt. ‘““Youwre a looney, Jack!
Why I rang up, Naomer wants to know how the
Bloot boy is feeling?”

“Bekas, tell him,” Naomer yelled from her
bed, “we are having a gorjus fime now! Hot
soup, just going to be brought round!”

“Jack says that Bobby Bloot has already
ut on fresh weight,” Polly announced, after some

“Dave’s reading
And about Jimmy,

istening in at the receiver.
Greek, Judy, in bed—fancy !
Pam dear—-"

“Yes, how is Jimmy?" :

“Jimmy’s asleep, Jack says. I don’t believe it
- myself. Jack says that Jimmy is smiling in his
sleep, as if he were dreaming of you, Pam.”

* Ia, ha, ha!”

“Yes, well, vell Jack, not to wake him,” said
Pam serenely, .

“Bravo, Pam!” Betty laughed on.

“Now, my dear,” whispered much-amused
nurse; ‘““three minutes!®

“Oh, be blowed! Jack—hi,
off I’ the madeap speke into the receiver. “You
know they've caught Dawker, anyhow? Faet,
yes. An bour ago. Oh, and another thing; you
boys are not to imagine that even if you hadn’t
gob across in the monster, the pocket-book would
still have been saved. If you hadn’t done that,
we would “have been there on island now, most

before we ring

likely! And Dawker, to-night, would have—"
“Polly, Polly!” nurse interposed. “You must
end now [’

*‘Hallo, hallo~Jack?” she persisted. “Cot to
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ring off now! 8o cheerio, and do;remember me )
to Bobby Bloot!” -

*“ Hi, not so much of eet, Polly,” came from the
dusky one. ‘Bekas—" b
If Naomer said the rest, however, it was Iost
amidst a peal of laughter. At the same time,
Polly heard the line buzzing, H
“Come over on Saturday, Jack—with the team!
And we’ll finish that match. .And have Ethel's
Uncle Peter to tea, and Aunt Janet—rather! 1.
say, can you hear me? They reckon that Dawker
will geb five years, and serve him right !” :
“Polly, Polly, Miss Somerfield is on the way
up!” nurse warned. “Youw'll get me the sack!”
?Oh, all right! There, Jack? And another
thing; the next time your sister says she has scon .
o monster in the sea, you might believe her!

Good-night, Jack darling!” ’

And Polly, abandoning the telephone, flew back
to her bed, Leing just_in time to get between ths
sheets before Morcove’s headmistress entered, in-
tending to inquire after all the “patients  and
to tell them, once again, how proud 'she was of
tho parts that all of them had played..

[r5E END OF THIS WEEX'S STORY.]

STUDY 12
e ON
¥ HOLIDAY

Nexi Tuesday you will meet all
your favourites of Morcove
and Grangemoor in the first
of a novel series of long eom-
_plete Easter holiday stories.
Next week’s powerful tale
is a happy blend of rollicking
holiday fun and gripping mys-
tery, and is entitled : —




