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S[zsz)i 12% Famous Chums i a Brilliant Long
Camjpfé‘!.f Story of Morcove School

CHAPTER 1
Planned In Secret
LU 3AY, Fay—wha you think?”
“About wh 1?  About Morcove
I thin} ;. none of them exaetly
complimentary
Fav Denver, having answe
3 thiz Rippant way, gave her

sist

her

ve found ont!
it to good account!”

ich
ool
- and took a wary
o make sure that no one
would be likely

weont
into the
s i

)
to listen at the

As Bdoa herseli was much given to
of thing, it was almost natural that
imagine r Moreove girls to be fond of ;
eY weren't.
“We've both been
Fay*—:ihat Po has

sort
uld

ly—haven’t we.
about sonie-
exul’antly,

n

up from an easy
r more. “I say,

Xl

E: I can tell vou this,” the yvounger sister
whispered on, *‘there is onlv one other person

knows

Iy, all those Study
fidence But in
hom Polly

i the sehool who
12 = share one another's c

Zoon reason why
. grinned.

s Polly Lin-

1r o
oniy five minute
hums were out of the

cen Polly 2
vet talk, when their
And so I found out thing 1"
“But look here, Edna; w} ck Linton was
over at Mor . the other day. with his Grange-
emed to ’EWJ just as proud of

“She w Fay, not to show
any sign st e knows he
I5 in an awful t ve himself, and so,

end to know heow

was thoroughly in-
So that they
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could talk on in even decper whispers, the two
girls stood closer together. .
"L)sun Edna said under her breath. *This

15 \\n'l.t I have found out. There's a eertain fel-
low whe has got Jack Linton on toast. The fellow
holds a letter which, if it fell into the Rands of
Jaek’s father, or the headmaster at Grangemoor,
would just about create a first-class row, It's
something to do with gambling debts. Jack him-
self must be worried out of his ..fe As for Polly
—I heard her to Betty, it has just about
broken her heart.

Fay did not [e(‘nl\? this  with any sign eof
sympathy for either Polly Linton or her brother
Jaeck. Like Edna, e vely pretty Fay could

01.1\ gloat over the d ery as being something
full of selfish ssibilit
“*Who is the Ctellow w
you Lno\\ Edna ?"’
Yes! Ste\e Marshall—
“But he’s a [riend of our Cousin Bertie I’
“1 know he 1is Edna nodded and smiled,
*And that’s just where our chance comes
making something out of this! Look here,
you ought to be able to get Ihrha to get Hold of
that paper and let us have it!
"Da what. Edna!”
“Cousin Bertie will do anything for you-—new,
won't he?” the younger sister argued rejmc.r.;rl\'
““And I don’t suppose for a moment that he has
any real friendship for the Marshall chap. Steve
Marshall has left school and is only rotting about
at home at Gorselands. He seems to have been
palling with a number fellows at Grangemoor,
and Bertie 1s one. Bu

holds the paper? Do

]

I did get Bertie to do

**But, Fdna, suppos
as you suggest; supposing he did get hold of the
lotter for us? Oh, but I sec the idea!’ Fay
rushed on, with the next breath. * We could hold
it over Polly’s head--jusi as Marshall has

been holding it over Jack Linton’s head!”

Edna's immediate response was a nod and a
jaugh. She drc—ppeu hack into an e chair and,
1 [ing back, looked up inte her sister’s fuce, en-
joving 1its del au-hmd exprecmlm

“Not a bad wheeze, eh, Fay?”

“1f—if only we couid”’ manrrd the elder
sister, pacing about the study. “It isn’t that a

hold over Polly in putlcular would be much gond
to us. Bui I’oilv is Study 12! Polly is the cap-
tain’s dearest chum! A hold over Po means
—a nold over the captain' And I'd give anythir
to get one in at Betiy

“And that, I say, is

omething worth while!™

Ldna u-jmr-ed bounding up her chatr.
*Just do as we like, so far as the caprain is con-
cerncd, onee that leiter in our P Tw

that preci ious eaptain round our |
will! Se the question fay
vou get busy abeut 1t all?
“Get a talk with Bertie, vou
elder sister was narrow r
didd some hard thinking.
afternoon ; might manage it
the matier very carefully—
**Gh. there's ne necd to be

now, as
dfer to-morrow
Lead up :o

4

v oeare-

ful,” shrugped Fdna. “T'm sur be\us' doesn’t
care a hﬂ.ng for the Mars halt chap really. On
the othor hand, Pertie is a cousin of ours, and il

vou, Fay
to try, &5 soon
1 wonder, will

he won't do this thing for us—tor
“Take it that he s quite willir
as I tell him,’

Fay burst out

5 There they are, two fel-
who go ahont a bit together. It's not. ]11\»

“antmg to get hold of a lety
is probably in

Steve Marshall's coat po ket. In
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her case—well, only a
q,‘lanf‘u to save her
hope to get hold of it
it easy !
Fa

sort of desperation, a
brother—ean have made her
But Bertie—he should find

brought up 2 wrist to glance excitably at
her wateh. i
Then she moved to the table,
fumbled out a wad of notepaper.
_“Here, Edna, I'm going to write to Bertie now
Get it off by the next post! Then Bertie will get
it at the school. to-night.”
“Well, I think i1t's worth
And, lcoi\mv very jaunty over the * wheeze,”
Edna [la'-srkl from the stusly, sa that her sister
might get on all the faster with the letter, by
being alone. :
There was

sat down, and

it—I do, really!”

still half an hour to go to dinner-

time, which accounted for the Form nuarters
being so lifeless. With few exceptions, Morcove
girls always hurried out to the greas plz\nng

eld or to the gym. directly after morning school.

With no idea of joining in any of LhL games,
Edna Denver went downstairs and out to the field.
Something in her crafty, heartless nature made
her want to flaunt in front of certain schoolmates,

She wanted, as it were, to treat Polly and the
Form captain to a marked-down look, to sce those
two at hockey practice and to be able to think

“There they are, and Fay and I are _going to
hold them—in the hollow of our hands!

Power over others—power! Meat and drink,
that. to natures such as Vay and Edna's

“Allin good time !” was what Edna could say
to herself, when s‘n‘ saw Polly with Betiv and
others, getting a bus g practice game. *You
wait, my g[rl’x‘ P

In a few minutes the game finished. and those’
whe had taken part began to saunter off the field,
some twirling taneir }mu\ux sticks. others putting
on “‘woollies ” that had been taken off for the
game. A 1011\' lot, and Betty and Polly as jolly
as any. So Miss Merr: 2li, the Form-mistress,
must have thought, had she been here,

But Edna Denver knew that every laugh which
Polly raised. so as to be still the madcap in front
of other girls. was forced. And Betty, the one
chum to whom » madcap had confided her
secret, was assuredly just as anxious.

“Only a guarter-to ?” cried Bettv, as ihe school
chimes ding-dong’d “Then we've time to go
upstairs.”

*Fow a wealcome west,
Paula Creel. out of whose
strenuous game had taken
oncrgi‘ Buu that dusky imp
could see a quite different reas
Study 12.

Be}

wather | becamed
lender frame  the
last half-ounee of
Nakara

jolly good w
Z.v g and (ﬂwm c
make him

a very
scare at 1

.leut

inking
haughty

\\"th
“Just as if!
She stalked a -, and the exces
noticed. It

ve pertness of

her step was meant, as the chums
of Study 12 knew from ample experience, ihat
Edna Denver had sometbing ‘“up her ve.”

Then Betty and Co. passed into the schaolhonse.
to find Fay Denver going to the post-box in the
front hall with just such a pert
had been
Fay shot the letter inta the
e skirmshed past the cf
shake with inward laug
at their expense

step as hor sister’s

enjoring a joke
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satd scornfully
it can be-—do

Betty

“Something amuses her,”
Ly what

to “1 don't Lnow
you?

“I'm sure I don’t!™
don’t care Got more to
that.”

“Ah, I know you have.”
very softly.

And the pair of them
wondering where it w

“And I
than

shrugged Polly
trouble abou

the captain answered

lnoked at each other,

all to end.

CHAPTER %
* Only A Waster, Now ! ™
ay and Edna had a
Bertte who was a
School.

It came into bher ha hen girls' letters were
handed out at Mor directly after brealfast.
There had been time for her merely to start read-
ing. after opening the letter, when Fay became
aware of her sister's nudgings.

“What's the news, Fay?”

Then Fay nudged a cavtious: * Come upstairs ™™
in return.  She would never have stopped to read
the letter right through, dewn here in the
thronged hall. The very first lines had thrown
her into a state of greab excitement.

o she and Edna raced aloft to their study, two
stairs at a time. Slam! went their study door.
and then Fay was free to prance around, gaily
waving the letter.

“Bur what?” clamoured Edna.
to try for us, is he?”

#Try !” laughed Fay. “He's
already done it!”

“Never I’ gasped the younger
sister. “You don’t mean—he’s
got that letter from youknow-
who 77

“But that's exactl
rmean, because it IS 3 actly what
he says in his letter.  Wait
bit,” Fay pleaded, and went on
reading.

Edna, although on fre with
feverish impatience, could not
expeet to have the letier read
aloud to her. She never was
allowad to see Cousin DBertie's
letters to Fay, or Fay's to him,

“Ves!"” Tay broke out aof
. “He can hand that paper
he Jack Linton ° dossier,
rtie calls it—to me. the next
tims  we Ok, Edna,
1 i —wonderful I

WO mornings later
om that

“He is willing

what I do

ght before
, and

= over at Gorse 15 yester-
day for a game of snooker. 1
cuppose,”” Fay whispered, “they
had their coats off in the bil-
ds-room.  And Bertie was
o to the other fellow's
Ist ir was hanging up.”

coat wi

“ Anyhow ! said Edna. sofily

rather we had it, Fa
t over to t

hand it

much
e will
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“He says so. Didn't he do it for us?” snapped
Fay.

“Yes, but—— Well! We know he has no use
for Jack Linton. So it wouldn't have surprised

me if Bertie had decided to keep the ° dossier’

as a stick with which to beat Jaek.”

stood an inch taller

“Bertie will do anything for me!”
it.

she felt
the Jack

entitled o y proudly. I wanted
, and I've got it.”

vou haven't,” Edna
uppese we
urday——the

reminded her
can rely wpon
ay after to-

haz asked me to meet
You can come. too,
pleased to say.

grac

the ‘dos then.”
Once again Edna clapped in delight.
¢ Oh, t's good enough!"  she declared

eestatieall “Saturday afternoon! So, Fay
darling, if we want to make it a bit of a sprec
and get back late—we shall know how to deal
with the captain, if she talks of reporting u I

1 ' Edna ehuckled, “simply lovely—ha,

eall that,”

a!
- nodded. She was reading the letter again,
Cous Bertie must have penned certain closing
jines thar appealed to her flirtatious nature. She
looked highly pleased. with a slightly heightened
colour in her cheeks, as she finally tore up the
letter.

“He suggests that I meet him in Barncombe,

w v “*Some checs, Polly—for a good girl! ' Jacik iested, but

clapping her hands f he's s » 7 gooc g )

H(?,ijiﬂ'_“hﬁ-': ,,:]:n(j:f B l;-“ his sister would not take the proffered box. *I don't
5 ' want them,”’ she said. For how could she accept a gift

ik from Jack, when she believed that he had been gambling ?
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for a mn o Sandton Bay. 1f the weather keeps
decent

“©Oh, we’'ll have a erashing afterncon, ra-ther!

Edna stmcL in. “Such an awful long time sinee
we DID get a real spree,” she gri maced. *“And
1 won’t. Fay dailing, be under your feet all the
time—you know that well. You can 1eavn
me on the front, and I'il—— Hallo, do you hear
that?"”

She moved to the door and stood it slightly
open, 50 as to hear more. Seomeone had called
vut for Polly Linton:

“Wanted en the 'phone!

In a few moments racing steps in the corridor
told Fay and Edna that Polly had fashed by,
making for the H

“It's your brother, Pollv,” they
being informed. “Ringing up from
moor.”’

Edna closed
her sister.

“Jack Lo mtnn, ringing up like that, Fay!
I wonder what 1t means?

-~

heard her
Grange-

the deor agai She turned to

w

1vE minutes more, and Polly Linten was whirl-
ing inte Study 12, where Betty sat attending

to some ecaptaincy work in this spare half-hour
before morning school.

“Well, I ean’t make it out, Betty! I feel—I
don't know—flummoxed 17

“Why, what?” Clacking down a pencil, Bett}
rose. This dear chum of hers was looking acutely
dlstres:,ed again.

* Just imagine,” Polly panted. *Jack rang up
to ask if some of us eould arrange an outing with
him and the other boys, for Saturday afternoon.
¥e—he wants to stand ‘treat!” .

“Po what?'’ gasped Be:

“E:mml the lcr. of us—a treat!” Polly insisted
grimly. “He'd like to make it Snmlmn Bay—tea
at the Dcean Café—and so will we try and get
permish.”’

“Oh. there’d be no difficuity,” Betly exclaimed.
“And, of course, weather ke this—topping!
But b how on earth can Jack be thinking of
outings, aml paying for .111 if we'll let him, w ehion
we know very well he's in debt already?”

Polly nodded.

1 know!”

She sat down, sweeping a hand
across her forehead as if it were hot. * That's
what gets me beat, Bettv! Here have [ been
worrying myself about the money he owes that
Marshall cad—more money than I could ever have
imagined Jack scraping together! And yet he
takes it mtc hxs head to stand treat to about
a dozen of us!

Stlence fell bcl\mrn these two, so fortunately
alone together at this moment They staved ag
ecach other in sorrow as we perplexity. To

both qn‘. the only explanation was that Jack
mus g from bad to worse. !
The recl\te“m‘-- h had gob him into the

elutches of 3t eve Marshall had de ,_wﬂ nto a
reckless decision not to trouble to pay eff the
debt, even if funds became available!

“What did vou say to Jack, over the "phone,
Polly ?”

“What T very ncarly said was that if he was
as well off as all that, he had better settle with
Steve Marshall instead of going on tfu_ bust.
Fow he's got the money, can’t think "

She had no sooner said this, than she gave a
ery of dismax.

“ Unless, Betty —unies= he’s
some fresh bit of folly! Oz
arain, and has won for or

“But— Potly darling—

come by it through
f he's been zambling
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“Winning is_as bad as losing—-""
"OI course it is, dear. But, about

Saturday

“I won't go to Sandion !

““And yet, Polly, I thunk perhap:s we ought to
go. It may keep him away from bad company.
We won't, of course, let him foot the bill. We'll
all pay for ourselves. I know, dea., you'll be
happier in a way if you are x\nh him for the
halfer

1 don’t know that I shall be!”

*Oh, you will be, Polly, when the time comes.
And Judy will like to see her brothe

‘Judy has a brother to be proud of still. Dave
doesn't um:l”" Polly exciaimed, with a touch
of impatience. “Pave doesn’t go nuxing with
rotters who are only out to fleece you at cards,
or bett ing, or whatever it is. But, there; 3f you
think it may do some good for us te fall in wi
the idea ity

““And I do! We have no fixture for Saturday,
Betty rattled on. “So we'll see if it can be
arranged. DBike to Barncombe, meet the L\oxs
there, then all go hy coach to Sandton Bay

**Hi, what’s zat about - Sandton Bay?'’ yelled
Nacmer, as she burst in, just in time to hear
Betty's closing words. ** \nen—v hen?”’

*‘Next Saturday, we hope

‘“An onting, do you mean?
Ocean Café?™

“And Jack and his chums are coming, yes,”

With tea at ze

Bett smiled. ' So you'll see Tubby—"
Iip, pip!"” eapered the imp of Study 12
“Gorjus! Bekas, eet is ages since we had a treat

like zat! Ooo, w‘lere is my to see how
much 1 have got!’
And the dusky one J:ntes} o pull open her

table-drawer, to take out th ‘home ’

money,

safe 7 of
hers, which consisted of an ol d peppermint tin,

5 for Betty, she sped away to sound the Form-
mistress, so as to know at once whether the idea
would be entertained or not. It behoved Betty to
do this, being the captain.

No objection was raized. With her usual good
nature, Miss Merrick immediately consulted the
headmistress, who gave her consent. So Study 12
knew how it stood, in regard to Saturday, by the
time the bell wens for morning school. :

Study 12, on Saturday next, was to have a jaunt
to Sandten Bay. Jack and his three best chums
of Grangemoor would companion the girls. Miss
Merrick might be in the party. and again, she
might not.  Study 12 did not knew for certain
about that.

Nor did Betty and Co. know that the Denver
sisters would be at Sandton on Saturday after-
noon—with their cousin from Grangemoor 3chool!

CHAPTER 3.
‘* Easy Come, Easy Go !

»

boys

there are

Bekas, nice and
zee jolly
2 were making their way
] High Streer,
bicyeles in the Creamery

early for

on foot a;nng' thn.,u
having * parked 7 their
akehouse-yard.

An open space in front ef the tow
in view, and there stoed Jack Linton,
dew, hmvnv Cnezrol 1 i

The four bo ere
Various folk of t"\e town, ut for one
or another of the mator coac vere not in th
] mood which was rendering Jack and his

n hall was
Dave Car-
Bloot.
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Even Judy’s brother Da\ e—such a level-headed,
serious fellow though he was—seemed to be in-
fected with zome of that levity which was par-
ticularly noticeable in Jack.

“We were }uer coming to look for you girls in
the Lrs-amen, Jack said, after the Brse burst
of greetings I suppose vou looked in there?

“We did not,” Polly sauneed back, as if she
were in her normal madeap state.

“Not to buy some chocs for the journey ?”" her
brother grimaced. I thought I was going to be
offered one. As it is— Hallo!” he said, sud-

denly displaying a mammoth bw( which had
n holding behind him. “Where did these
come from! Open 'em, Pol _y,
“No! 1 don't wani them.’ refused—so
curtly that some of the other gi ghed. C
Betty was to know that Poliy was not pretending

to be pettish over the chocolates. The refusal to
accept them was really a flash of angry indigna-
tion—that Jack should have squandered money
on the sweets,

“Wow!” said Jack. “What can one do with a
eross- pan‘h sister, boys?”  Ie turned this into a
* chanty,” and boﬁan to sing :

P

“What shall we do with a eross-patel sister?
What shall we do with a eross-pateh sister?
What shall we do with a eross-patch sister?

So early in the morning!”
He might, at least, have known what to do
with the c¢hocolates—hand them to Naomer. But

already rotund Robert Bloot had Iugged out a box
of best assorted as an offering to e dusky one
on the altar of friendship.

“Ferfeet afterncon, Jimmy,” Pam Willoughby

turned to say to Junnn Cherrol, fin ding him re-
arching her with the u:.ual attention to her every
word and movement. “We all ought to be at

games; but this iz jolly.”

“Blﬁger treat for us chaps than it is for youn
girls,” shyly declared. “You've got the
sea right under your eyes ab Moveove. At
Grangemoor, we're not like that.”

““Rut tha sea is so ‘different at Sandton—I
maean, the shore 15. And, anyway,” Pam sparkled,
“other things beside the sea make iv jolly—all
this 1t

“Our coach?” questioned Madge Minden, as
one came lumbering round From the depot to
pick up passengers, “*Yes!” as she read “SAND
FTON BAY " on the mh(‘.‘\tm’.

Al aboard, bovs!”  Jack
‘Booked seats ¥

‘What ! gasped the entire bhateh of girl

T took tickets in advanece” Jack carele
i 1. “One too many, as it happens,
rick being @ non-staveer. But that’ll gi
the more room for Tubby. Come on. boys!

The coach had pulled up and was ready to
receive them all. Polly, however, put a dramatie
cheel upon any inelination on the part of her
chums to get in and argue about payment for the
fare afterwards. She stood still, and she Aushed
as she stared at Jack.

Jimmy

vociferated.

“1 think T'll be a nonstarter. too!” she sud-
denly blazed out: and neow there eouid be no
i'nam ning that this was only her usual nonsense

er ‘11(1 no 'rlgnt Jack. to book seats!”
hat—s0?” he drawled.

told vou, by letter: we weren’t
: this vubing at your exper =&
veah,” he grinned.

>w we can settle ap with vou for the fares,
afterwards,” Polly spoke on hotly. ™ But yon-—von
seermn to be wanting to make a splash e

Zolng to
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led pleasantly. *Gosh,

 Nunno,” Jack ple

Polly, should hope you know me better than to
think I want to swank., I only thought I might
throw a party———

“And you (m)( afford tol!”

“ Is—that—

“Oh! And she stamped. “TIt isn’t funny!
T believe in being just belore I'm venemm' But
we can't keep the coach waiting. Tl go, because

I know \'mt we gitls can all sett le Jp “nh ¥OU.

afrerwar We shall m;nsr
= (0""P off it Polly——
“Don’t speak to me,

:"i[ no worsi
lings. Biting

Hearbrol
of any sort

THERE 'WILL BE

STORIES
IN
ISSUE

COMPLETE

THE NEXT
OF
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maoved on to elimb the two or
cht the coach was entered.

avertaking her, put
shoulders. She

'S

an underlip
three ps by v
Jack walked aft
a hand affectionat
shook him off.
“Wow ! he mourned
then suddenly he roared
“Ha. ha, ha! My dreadinl past,
what it means. Yes, of course: ne
to have a pen and =

r her and,
upon her
again, comically. And
his langht

soys: that's
been known
Ha, ha, ha!

on e,

All righr. Poll no offem'e taken! None
meant, I'm sure!

For a few moments he was kept, still in a
chuekhing siate, tendering the tickess bought in

er conductor.

advance to the d
Other passengers followed the party of scholars
to the coach and found seats. Jack himse

i

was last of all to enter—-just as the luxt
vehicle w moving off.

ple .w jested,

ceats

“TFares,

sitting  together
a vacant seat ie
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Jack to take, next to herself. She had said a
quick: * Here you are, Betty!” and so well did
tnat chum appreciate Polly’s wrought-up state,
there had been a silent acceptance of the in-
vitation.

“This being my treat,” came Jack's mock-
mournful voice, a minute later, "I had thought
1 might sit next to Polly. But no! 'Tis a hard

world, my friends. What have I done to deserve
A

“Never mind, Jaek!”  shrilled Naomer.
* Bekas a4

And her opened bex of chocolates came on
offer.

They look,” he sighed
rentres! Life, I tell you, s like

Bui next moment—his teeth having erushed
through a huge chocolate of exceptional softness
and richness—he assumed a happy smile.

1 am a man again, Tubby! You might tell
my sister "—for Jack was sitting a good way
behind Polly in the coach—'“tell her that J meant
well! ‘

And perhaps, someday—who knows ?—she
will sav: ° With all his faults, I love him still!
He wa: a man, take him for all in all!’”

That this nonsense did not serve as a cue to
Polly, to speak back to him mock-witheringly,
surprised most of the others. But Betty

There s21 Betty, beside the dear chum who was,
she knew, in misery over Jack.

Betty herself was going to get no real pleasure
out of the trip. Of that she was certain. The
hest purpose it could serve her and Polly alike,
was to enable them to have him under their eyes.
If there had been no such outing together, like
this, then he might have resorted to bad company.

That he had, of late, formed most undesirable
ascoeintions, neither his anguish-stricken sister
nor Betty could deubt. e must have taken to
slipping away from sterling chums like Dave and
Jimmy and Tubby, to mix in secret with fellows
of whom Steve Marshall was a sample.

All the way to Sandton, Jack was the life and
soul of the party. His amusing patter was cer-
tainly as spontaneous as it ever had been, and his

three schoolmates evidently did not know of any

reason why he should not be full of fun.

On the contrary, these three lads frequently dis-
played an extra degree of levity themselves, so
that it was quite obvious to Betty and Polly that
this was a care-free hour for the bors

Nor had any of the three looked at all upset
when Polly had Bown at Jack about his intending,
after all, to pay for others. There had even been
some quiet grinning, as i they knew that Jack
had had a windfall

So he must have done! But what else could his
sister and DBetty suppose bui that it was a case
of easv-come, easy-go. He had lost more than
he eould afford to do. a shorg time o, and had
been able not to worry.

Now he had won money by some disgraceiul
means or other—and was in the mood to “go on
the bust 7! The only explanation, this—and how
tragic it all seemed to Betty and Polly.

All Sandton was basking in the strong sunshine

when the coach drew up on the new-lsoking
parade. The little seaside town was one that had
sprung up in recent years and so the entire sea-
front, with its promenade and rows of shops and
ralés, looked very new and all the cleaner and
brighter for that.
To get down from the roomy coach, was to
lose the faint smell of peirol fumes and find a
special saltiness in the wind blowing in from the
sedx.

After the hum of the engine, it was fine to hear
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the boom and crash of the great waves, running

; . i : g
at high tide along the shingly slope. Gulls were
sereaming as they winged above the yeasty surf,
and a flag Butrered gaily at the head of Sandton’s
flagstafi.

“Only a quarter to three,” Betty commented.
“ 3¢ we have quite a nice bit of time in hand.”

"“In fact, boys,”” chimed in Jack breezily, ''we
might begin with a leok in at the Ocean Café,
across the wav? And THEN a bit of a stroll, te
get up a real appetite for tea—what say?”

“Gorjus! Beka i i

Then Polly, at t
to cross over with
dead, glaring at Jack

“Do you think ¥
and—""

“My dear old Polly-wolly, do let a et
himself for once,” Jack prot
quite all right *

*¥ou know very well it isn’t!” che retorted,
so fiercely that Madge and others staved at her in
pained surprise. It was being realised at last
that she v really annoyed with Jack.

“*How do you mean?” he asked, colouring a
little now that he, too, knew his ster’s anger
to be real.

“1f you are in funds to this extent—how did
you get the money?” Polly asked.

“Well, how did I?” he smiled teasingly.
“Packing a winner, perhaps! Oh, Folly-wolly,
vou are in a funny mood to-day,” he added, be-
coming serious again. *“‘Look here, these chaps
know; I was promising myself a bit of pleasure
over this jaunt, and they didn’t see why 1
shouldn’t have it. Now I'll ask the girls!”

He turncd to them all, as they stood bunched
at the kerb, their faces expressing dismay at the
scene Polly was making.

“Take it that I've bad a bit of a wirndiall,” he
exclaimed quite earnestly. " Take it that my
greatest pleasure is to see something of Polly
and all of vou on a nice halfer like this, in the
middle of term. Is it anything very terrible for
a chap to want to spend a bit of the money that
way? 1 mean, iz it swank, or is it—well, just a
sort .of feeling that it would be mean not to
pay for all, when I have had such luck?”

* But » Polly blurted, then became tight
lipped again.

“1f swank-—geosh, then I'm off,” Jack laughed,
“to jump off a breakwater and not be scen zgain!
You all know very well 1 can’t stick swank! But
1 leave you girls to say whether you feel as Polly
does.”

**No!” velled Naomer.
gings, ecef you wani to cell
shouldn’t you! To go on ze bu
—now zat would be a sweendle!’

*Thank you, thank you,” he bowed to the imp.
“Has anyone else a kind word to ? ety 7"

“Perhaps Polly feels that ven must have some
beiter use for the menev, Jack.”

“Oh, heck!” he grimaced. *‘Put by already
for next summer bols, is that it? Numno! You
don’s get me taking a money-box to bed cvery
night. to hide under my pillow.”

Suddenly he went off into roar of laughter.

“You girls—ha. ha, ha'—vou don’t understand

¢ of the pavement—ready
rest of the party—stopped

‘“Be what ze dig-
brate, zen why

ail by »ourself

ver! When I say a windfall, T mean—pounds and
pounds! T'm not such a guy as to want to blue

every penny I've gob. to-day! But I've got
Here, look, just to show you that I'd be a mean
cuss to let you pay for the cuting when I'm simply

ng ! o
And sti

roney n

pped a wad of eur-
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Jow, this is swank—showing you the actual
money,” he remarked. But you've forced me—
or, rather, Polly has! If a ehap who has come
in for this, quite unexpectedly, can’t stand treat,
and buy Naomer a spade and pail. and yet be
relied upon te remember nex week’s pood cause
on the wireless——— Oh, heck; come on, boys, and
let it go at that!”

He tried Polly with a smile that should have
overcome any scruples tch were troubling her:

but she still looked him st in the face, very
vimly.
““Easy come,” she
i and

“You've said a
began to drone,

“ Easy me,

s o Dave’s gravely
“Let him, e wants t0.”
Several of her Morcove chums
SIF it gives him pleasure—and
knows he ean spare 1i—

“Oh!” Polly stamped, in a maddened way.
“You gi would er want to help him blue
the money—of course yon wouldn’t! You all came,
expecting to pay your shares. But—but
Daszh!” she raged. * How did he get the money
—there !”

“Good gwaecious. Polly deah!” gasped
“Vou don't imagine, do vou, that Jaeck
have come by it dishonesily”

“He talked of having backed a winner!”

“PBut that was only his joke!” eried Judy.
“¥ou know what he is——"" she was adding earn-
ostlv, when a dramatic interruption oecurred.

1t took the form of a ery from one of the other
girls—Helen Crai )

They found her peinting in amazement as she
eried aloud:

“ Just look!”

A second coach had just pulled in behind the
other, to set down passengers.

And alighting from it were two Morcove
Fay and Tdna Denver!

CHAPTER 4.
How Much Do They Krow ?
v Al Jove 2
“Bekas, what ze diggings, bave zev come
bekas we have?”

“There’s a fellow with them—""

“1t's their Cousin Bertie—"

“Yes,” Dave Cardew ertied.
Denver.”

Judy turned to Betty.

“Did vou know anvthing al

“Not 1. I suppese they've
Tig And 3 ould hav
rick would have mentioned it,
tw s have come to tt
noomn.
it's their affair?”

Paula.
could

“That's sertie

however, felt none too easy in mind.  As
aptain, it was her duty to take note of anything
t appeared to be a flauting of the school’s
ules.  Strictly speaking. she shonld now have
gone up to Fay and Edna and exercised a eap-
tain’s right to inquire if they were here at Band-
ton by permission.

But she hated officiousn
tion the two girls by-and- It eould be done.
then, with less risk of humiliating the pair.

Jack was aero road. walting at the calé
doors, and as Bett companions Were now eross-
ing over she kept with them.

“Zay, boys,” Jack grimaced,

sz, and deetded to ques-

had

when they
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“ Either you'll let us in late to-night—or it will
be the worse for Polly,”” Fay threatened, and she
could afford to smile, knowing what a hold she
had over the Captain. But Fay was to learn that
she could not so easily intimidate Betty !

all got to him, “there’s that Denver fellow, with
his Morcove cousins. It’s a bit thick. I thought
I was going to enj but what with a
sister who 1s as cross as two sticks, and a pre
turning up who is a chap I loathe—-"

“But you needn’t bother about him,” Madgze
said ‘«:omfo‘:tingly,

he mere sight of him riles me,” Jack ex-
plained with a wry leok. *““He jars. And it's
a pound to a penny that he bring > cousing
of his into the café, just for the i annoy-

But come on in, anyh
the Study 12 gi
UNod

insolent aloof
treated the Grangemoor
then decided to come ae

“You chaps on pass
grandly.

“We are,” Jack nodded, and returned his eyes
to the menu card.

“Well, how about standing
speaks to you!” scowled Bertie.

for this?

up when a pre
*Right{” he

muttered. as the four refused to stand up. 17U
remember ir!”

He lounged away to seas himself at his cousins’
table, and :hen Betty rose amd wen: across to
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those two girls. As Bertie Denver had not hes
tatedd to question his schoolmates’ right to be
there, she felt entitled to question Fay and Edna
just as publiely. Tit for tat!

“Might I ask,” she addressed the sisters, ignor-
ing Bertie's resentfnl stare, “if you have per-
missien to be here?”

“What's it t» do with you?” bridled Fay.

**As ecaprain—-""

“Oh, run away and play " Fay snapped, and
then langhed along with Edna. .

*Then I suppose,” Betty said in a level voice,
“Miss Merrick knows nothing about this?”

* Find out!”

*I shall have to.”

“And report
“You'lldbe sorry for
that.”

“(h, do you?”

“Yes! There are worse things, Betty Barton,
than two sisters going out with a cousin for the
afterncon.”

*“Tf vou mean, I and my chums being here with
Jack and his chums—"

“We don’t mean that at all!” Edna said
fercely. **We mean—— But you'll s2e wnat we
mean, if you report us!”

Betty smiled.

'l take my cLance about that,” she said, and
returned to her party, to find that Jack was going
ahead with the ordering, with the jovial inten-
tion of still being the one to pay for all.

You dare!” Fay hissed.
it afterwards, I promise you

don’t

“(Going te have tea now, Betty—you
mind?”’ he remarked gaily. *“The others say,
‘ves ‘—all except Polly, gnd she won't say a
word! Extra eream-bun for Polly, to help her to
cheer upl”

“And for me, plis,” requested Naomer art-
Jessly. *“*Bekas, I don't kmew when I was zo0

hungry! Eet must have been ze coach ride!”

Jack was signing to the waitress to come to his
choulder to receive a most varied order; and
Polly, _as Betty mnoticed, looked grimly dis-
approving.

A fow moments later, scrap: of talk going on
at the Denver table reached Betty’s ears, and 1t
gave her a bad turn to realise that they seemed
to bear a donble meaning—seemed even to imply
knowledge of the Steve Marshall—Jack Linton
aftair.

“Now, Bertie, no extravagance!” she overheard
Fay jesting. * You haven't been backing a
winner—ha, ha, ha!”

“ Anyhow, I haven't been backing a loser
either,” he chuckled. " Mug's game, thai!”

“ And there are plenty of mugs about,” grinned
He,

Eina. “1 say, out of debt. ount of danger!
he, he!” " " . .
“(Oh, but why?” Fay said flippantly. *If you

Ioge, you can always promise
date. and they’ll trust you?
“1,” laughed Edna. “should be afraid of not
paying when I had the money! I might go on
the bust—"
“With a debt hanging over you?” Fay said
in a mock-scandalised tone.

it pay by a certain
’

*Why not her sister tittered. *'Others do,
it seems !”
Out of the eorners of her Betty could see

that these remarks were being made with many
a significant glance at this table where Jaek was
of the party. She looked at him.

That he felt those loud remar as being
directed against him. was certain. Once, but o
only, he glanced aside at Bertic Denver and
cisters Then he set about cheerfully 1gnoring
ihe nbnoxious trio—and was that, Betty wvondered,

s vecklessness?

more of
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“Gorselands,” she heard Fay remark, a little
later on. “That’s the Marshalls’ place, isn’t it?
What dees Steve Marshall do with himself all
day? Isn't he going out into business?”

“If you ask me, he iz in business already,”
Bertie answered loudly. *“A thriving one, too!”

He added something in an undertone which
drew peals of laughter from Fay and Edna.
Afterwards, they looked towards Jack again, in
a highly amused way. :
now, stole a glance at Polly. That poor
a study in all-suppressed anxiety. The
le whieh she had kept up, day after day of
late, ‘o ﬂ;li‘ll'ﬂl’ unworried in front of her schoal-
mates, could no lenger be carried on.

Anguish on account of the brother she loved so
learly, and who seemed to have gone all wrong,
i almost overwhelmed h
ot eating cthi
hers remarked
old girl; cheer up!

that brother of
“Come on,

>

hing,
h genuine concern.
What's it all about?’

“ Nothing 1" > dizsclaimed wretchedly. And
then, wildly: “1I can’t help it; I'm wishing that
You—you 28

“My hat, is that all that’s wirong with you,
really 77 he gasped. “ Miserable just because I'm

. ih

throwing my weight about! But I tell you—-
* You haven’t told me,” she protested half-tear-

fullyv.  “And you know very well you'd be
ashamed for wme to know how you got the
money 77

*Oh, that!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
But he could noc conjure a smile to any of the
faces round about him, by being so mirthful him-
self. The spirits of all had now gone * phut.”
Polly's chums could not see her in such genuine
distress, and yet go on joyi thernselves
As for Dave, Jimimy, and they looked
uncasy
'h

And his hearty laugh came again,

won't do, Jack,” said Dave gravely.
i Gosh, t wen’t,” was the sighea response.
3o we must scrap that original idea of ours,

chaps.  Fity! I'd prepared such a fine speech,
Dave, in answer to the onc you were pgoing to
make! But there,” Jack grimaced, whilst

dropping his volce a tone or two, “‘we couldn’t
have gone through with our little plan, in an
case, 1 suppose—not with THEM at that other
table!” Ie meant, of course, the Denvers.

“Plan?” jerked Polly, her brows raised high
over eves that had been tearful. “What do you
mean, Jack?”

**Why, here it 13,7 he said, with resumed levity.
“Dave was to propose my health, et cotera, et
eetera. during tea! 1 then to up and
return thanks, and.say—-""

“wOh, |

blithely

with a bit

him i

hiz old self, so far as we
know,™ response.  “And vou
must, Polly—vou muse, you know, make allow-
ance for his head being a bit turned, perhaps,
by his winning so much money.”
inning !”7  Shec echoed the word as if it w
ful one. “And how DID he win—that's

what he basn’t told us.

“No,” Jack That’s what
Dave was to tell Buu it’s all
off.  We'll come and enjoy

twenty-
prize
penny



Twopeice
of it in a money-box. And then, Polly, perhaps
you'll be happy!”

He stirred his tea and drank.

“Prize?” Polly gasped. *Footer comp—"

She got ne further. Dave. Jimmy and Tubby—
they were bursting into laughter.

T shan't make my littie speech,” Dave said,
after getting over mis merriment. “But I will
say, girls, it was a brainy competition, and Jack
deoserves full credit for pulling it off—against
thousands of other entranis.”

Jack stabbed a fork into a cream-bun, vanking
it on to Polly's plate.

“8o now, Pollv—eat that, and be thankfull”

; ha, ha!’
ting me as if I might have stclen the
Jock jested griml “Or won at
Jumping to eonclusions like
that—you know you were!” he said, wagpring his
head at her in hali-serious veproach.

Betiy could guess, then, what the words were
that trembled at Polly’s lips: “1 had a reason,
Jack—a reason for jumping te such conclusions!™

But Polly said nothing. and Jack was not one

aiting for an apology which scemed so
slew in coming.

Another moment, and he was revelling in the
demand from other girls for a full account of how
he had won the competition. He embellished his
narration with plenty of nonsense, and soon had
them all laughing again.

In vain. however. Polly was watched for signs
of a recovered jollisy. It mmust have been the
bolief of all her chums but one that she was now
fecling a bit ashamed of herself

Only Beity could understand that ecause for
worry still remained.  Fven though the money
had been honestly gained—there remained that
debt to Steve Marshail—dishonestly incurred!

Meantime, the Denvers were making themselves
very objectionable at their table. Fay and Edna
started to smoke cigareties. frequently whiffing
the smoke towards Betiy and Co., as 1f to say:

“Report that, too!”

Thoy langhed. and there were further thinly-
veiled references to  gambling debts,” all of which
angered Betty, even while she outwardly paid no
attention. She would deal with the Denvers later!

1t all hastened the rising of the chums and the
Cicangemoor trio, Jack strolling to the pay-desk
with the bill. .

“ Proper washout, boys.” he sighed, when they
had all left the café. No more footer competi-
tion: for me. It isn’t worth it!”

Rather wistfully his eyes sought Polly's, but
she had nothing to say te him then. It fell to
Betty to pair off with the meody girl during the
subsequent saunter along the parade. The other
gi gre n great spirits again and had plenty
10 talk about.

And then suddenly Polly,
tehind  the chatterers,  with
fiercely:

“T'm going ‘o let him know—that [ know! T
am, Betiy—I ean’t stiek this any longer! He
doosn’t realise thao every time he makes a joke,
feel 1 could seream. Jack!” she called out to
him. want you!”

He heeled round, stared back at her because ot
the sternness of her ery, then lefi the others, to
come to her and Betty.

*Yes, Polly?”

“That was all right. Jack. about yvour winning
the money in a newspaper competition. You had
to use vour brains, and getting the prize did you
eredi But why,” she asked tensely " why
didn’t yon nse the money to pay Steve Marshall?”

i

a little way
muttered
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CHAPTER 5.
They Lauglied Too Soon
ETTY saw Jack looking, for the momernt.
almost knoeked out by the shock of Polly’s
poini-blank question.
He stood dropped-jawed and goggle-eyed. as
if she really had hit him—under the chin.
“Cosh!” he said at last. “ You've known about
that? You have found out, Polly? How—how "
“Naver mind how; that can wait. I've known
5 it seems to mec now; ages of worry
pry——""
' And vou, Betry,” Jack gasped, tur
her in a horrificd  way, *“‘you've know

T've known, too, Jack. I'm the only one
shared the sceret

1 would have done without Betty—to
help me bear up!* Po oxclaimed throatily.
“ She knov it has just ahout broken my heart
to find I have a brother who has gone all wrong !
Heore vou have been earrving on, all this afrer
noon, just as if you were the brother I used to be
proud of: talking as much nonsense as ever

“Did we all come out to be miserable, Polly?
Hang 1t all, don’t the others always expect me to
clown a bit?”

“Fo me."” she answered him bitterly, © it seems
one of the worst signs of all—of the c¢hange in
vou—that vou CAN stil} elown. with that hanging
over vour head! And, as 1 vou haven’t used
the money to pay Steve Marshall 17

“No,” i shed queerly. “I haven’t paid

¥aven't any intention, either.

at prezent.”

“'What would the gir ink of you if they
heard vou talking like that? If they knew that
vou'd been weak enough to get into that ead’s
clutches, by gambling. and. having lost to him,
vou womr't pay him wnen vou could! Tt's being a
waster. that’s what 1t is! Not to eare any Inore
for—for decency; to go after fellows like Steve
Marshall, to become as bad as they are!”

“Now, stop!” Jack almost shouted. You
another \\'ar(r. Polly, and-—and I'll—""-

“Steady,” Betty guickly interposed, for he was
clenching his hands. ‘'Tt's your sisi

Then, deathly pale, he srared a
sunken-headed way.

“Yes, it's my 7 he said huskily.
can’t stand this came next moment in a wild,
lowd voice. I won't speak to you again to-day,
Polly. I'll clear out—go home by train. Good-
bre. both of yo TI'm going!™

E away cven a3z he said it, and
taking out the return tickets
with the i intention of
them over 10 one He
hroke into a rom to cateh up with
rest of the party, now some distance abead on
wide parade.

Then., whoen Bettv was
she became enraged at ti
approaching al a saunter.

Aheir cousin had left them. it seemed, to go
into a itobaccomst’s on the other side of the
sea road. Betty saw him hovering before the
shop window ; then she returned her eyes 1o the
sisters. as they jauntily came within speak
distance.

“What do you want?” She ha
that, for ther were grinning whit
the depths of her misery

“Omnly to ask vou, Beiry.” Fay answered airily.
“to let us in at the side door at half-past seven
to-night.”

to speak
t Polly was
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“*What ?”

“We shan't be back till then,” Fay smirked.
" But there will be 2 eoach from here that will get
us to Moreove exaetly at half-past seven.”

" Either you'll get in at the proper time, wich
the rest of us,” Betty said, “or you ean expect
to be expelled! I'm not going to take any orders
from you—is it likely—about unlocking side
doors.”

* Either you’ll do as we ask—and as you easily
can, you know,” Fay retorted coolly, “or it will
be the worse for Polly heve.”

“And youn wouldnt like
satd Edna pertly.

“How do you mean?” Polly demanded Rercely.
“ Worse for me?”

“We really mean,” F grinned, “‘worse for
you and your brother! Betty has just been talk-
ing abont expulsion—as if 1t were a terrible thing
to happen to me and Edna, for being in after
time. But expulsion would be worse for a fellow
like Jaek, we imagine—especially if it were for
a thing like gambling! So, what about it?”

“Show them the letter, Fay,” Edna suggested
with a low langh. ‘“Just to convinece them; it's
not what we can say, but what we can prove!”

“In writing—vyes,” the elder sister said, baek-
ing a step or two as she drew a folded paper from
her pocket. “From where you two girls are
standing—you can reeognisc the handwriting, per-
haps? "I think that 1s your brother's hand,
Polly 27

8o now,” Edna. jeercd,
What about it, Betty?” )

“If that's a letter of Jack's—as it iz, Polly
panted, “you've no righi to it!"”

“But we've got it!” laughed Fay,
Iittle farther backwards. “ What's
mean to keep it.”

The words were hardly past her lips when she
found Betty darting at her. A

Fay thought to evade the captain by Aashing
about and dashing off : but Betty overtook her
—made a grab at her and held her.

“Edna!” Fay yelled, wanting to pass the letter
to her sister. ' Quick—Edna!™

But Polly had rushed upon that girl and was
holding her fast. With Bertty striving to snatch
at the letter, all Fay could think of doing was to
let it go from her hand, to be ecarried away by
the wind. i

In the instant that she released the sheet of
paper, the strong brecze from off the sea whirled
it away to the road. Betty let Fay go and darted
after the letter as it flutiered .m'S skipped along;
but she was still barely overtaking it in its swift
flighs when she heard both ers velling to their
prefect eousin.

Then Betty realised that he had come out of
the tobacconist’s shop, and, under 3
half-frantic appeals of the irs, was
get the letter him

It was blowing his way
sprinted harder rthan ever, she
final dash and snatch it up

But Bertie Denver came erect, after that bit of
lightning-like * fie . hls junior

that, would you,

“as Fay has said:

dancing a
maore, we

and even
zaw hit

ing,” to find one of i
schoolmares charging towards him.

It was Jack, who had just started to gzo to the
ratlway station when this dramatic business with
the letter occurred.

Another momen:, and Jack and the prefect
were tussling on the oppos pavement.,

Thev became locked in a furious

Fortunately, there were only the other

struggle.

cnoolbovs and the girls to witness this desperate

set-to. They, of course, ran to the spot.
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They were still running when they saw Bertie
Denver almost succeed in casting off Jack. Then
Jack must have made a supreme offort. In spite
of bhis adversary being so much his superior in
build and weight, Jack suddenly tipped him off
his balance—tarew him flat to ground. '

It was an advantage by which Jack

fited
with lightning speed. Fth the

l He still grappled with the
writhing semior, holding him %mfﬁ for a few
seconds longer.  Then Jack sprang away, and
when he did so—he had the letter! He flonrished
it triumphantly, saying breathlessly, but gaily :

“O.K.. boys! And now, I think Il change
my mind about going home by train!”

CHAPTER 6.
‘“All Clear !

LEA‘GI.NU the prefect to pick himseli up and
receive the consolations of his Morcove
cousins, the entire Study 12 party now hast.

ened away along the quiet parade.

Betty was not surprised to see utter bewilder-
ment in the locks of all her chums excepting
Polly. What had Pam and Madge and all the
rest of them known about the Steve Marshall
affair?  Nothing!

But they were likely to hear all about it now.
Jack, reraining the eaptured letter, was wearing
a smile which betokened coming explanations of
a triumphant nature.

Nor had they gone very far along the parade,
most of them in an astounded state, when he
voieed a word or two that cansed a general halt.

“ Now, Polly-welly !

“Well 77

“From what you said, a few minutes ago, you
have been imagining that I've become a waster?
Getting into debt with the Marshall cad over
gambling? Such things, Polly, coming from a
sister—they hurt. You hurt me! That's why 1
was going home alone, by train. But now s

“Oh!1” she cried out distressfully,
going to tell me that-—that D

"I'm going to tell you that I have never owed
Steve  Marshall a  Ssingle brass farthing, for
gambling debis or anything else. ['ve never
gambled with him.”

*“You haven’t!”

“Never 17 Jack flatly insisted. ** And this letter
that he has been holding over my head—it doesn’t
relate to any debt of mine to him. I didn't want
it all to eome out. 1 didn't even wans mv pals
here to know. But it has got to be told now.
The fact is. then, I found out that a certain
fellow in our House at Grangemoor—shan’t men-
tion his name—had got into Marshall's clutche
A decent chap-—scholarship boy, he is—but,

il ne didn’t find out what a cad Mar
t was too late.

*Are you

o
1all
is By that time he owed
the brute a big sum which he could never hope

I got to know.’
ves off Jack, to look at Polly.
fascinated as she listened,

“1 sent the olarship fellow a note, telling
him what an ass he’d been, and promising to help
him out. That note he took to Marshall, to preve
that the money would be patd m due course, and
Marshall got hold of the letter and kept it.”

“And that’s the letter, in your hand now?”

Well
¢+ took her

ly said huskily.

Jack nodded, looking ¥ happy.

“This 1s the very letter 5 And now that
it has eome back 10 me, ryvthing i3 O.K. You
see, I went to Marshali to pay : debt as soon
as my prize money came along. I really only

went in for that comp, boping to get some money
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that way, Buot Marshall, when I met him, eould “Not a bit of it!” Polly burst out. “I'm his
not return the letter, and I was not "omg to pay tster! In any case, you onlv bcne\eri it against
him unless he did I thought at the time he had Betty, because I told you that it must be
either mislaid it or was pretending that he had. Oh, what a fool I’ve been! Look here, I'm
He took out his letter-wallet, and the note wasn't f

g home—"

there, and he looked astonished. Now I know “Pol ly- n.uklg,—”

that he must have been genuinely sl.pmced find- “Don't, Jack—don's!” she gulped, trying to

ing that the letter had been stolen. shake off his loving hand. “I'm s> ashamed of
“Ah! _ Stolen by-—by Bertie Denver?” Betty myself! Up to a few minutes ago. I was so sure

quickly inferrved. ‘And Bertie had passed it to that you hml taken to gambling, had become an

Fay, for her to use it 1 waster ! And mbtea’i I Bnd that

a hold over me! Fay
whilst they held the
r the —

welping that other fellow at vour

and Edna reckoned th ;
ship bey. You took his debs

letter, 1 would do an
Th about it, be ack (‘nuukk\ﬂ. “Only
is no lcm;;»f-! theirs, which I eall a 1t up about ali that, Polly,” Jack
tn the eyve for therm!” . weartly x'npw"\i “I don’t want—we none of
ame serious again, looking at Polly. :
pay Steve M I, never you fear,
He can have money now. Il
have enough, even though I} gusted you by
throwing a party! But if t see that I
have been a mug to pay Marshall without getting

It was a desperate race between Betty and Bertie
Denver to snatch up the vital paper. If Bertie
secured it, then it would be all up with Jack ;

but if Betty obtained it . .

back, then I hope others ean see i, Come on, bosys
coach goes |
ourselves

Well,”

then, Would

the ience,” he blandly inguis
& o stion " ] 3
*Yes, me! Bekas 7 treat in ze calé L now, ‘wo .)eforc we go
a, ha, hat” 2k, we will stand 1 a trea
U But, what ze d'""“"* I must be illowed!” “And have those speect after all!” Helen
hrilled Naomer. © uf\‘p alzough I don't under- Craiz suggested gaily. *““Fa, ha, ha!"”
.;;A}:d a b;} wr'i;.: eet s all af‘!am. it ;\::ui\d "i,“cf -e .\n_‘ hing _‘0,, like, boys, so |0nu as we move
Polly owes Jack an apple-pology, doesn't it? on before a crowd gathers,” Jack “1'm
¢ Apology i Polly wailed. *What’s the use of only a waster, I know ! But if Poily wil take my
an apology "hat ecan I ever that wi arm——  Wow!" he ?tmnue-nl in a eollapsing wav,
Ch, I could kiek myself! T could——" as she suddenly rushed at him hugged him
“Well, don't!” Betty blithely interposed. .ﬂ‘roLu the sqoutde'ta *“Oh, beyi
“Jaek, at anv rate, will forgive you. Polly dear ‘Ha, ha, ha!”
as I hope he will forgive me! You've J'le, as “1 know one thing I must do, at once,” Betr:
much right to be as sore with me, Jack—" said, when the merriment was subsiding. *Fi
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the Denver sisters and say just one thing at least.
can see them now, at the other end of the
parade, so I'll—see vou all, ]'1.&1'"’

She ran off, having made signs that she wished
none of her chums to accompany her. Fay and
Edna had their prefect cousin with them as they
sauntered in a direection likely to keep them out
of the way of the Study 12 party. Nor was Betty
surprised when, presently, her approach from
behind caused the trio to turn round and glare
resentfully.

Boldly Betty
tance.

*Fay—and you, Edna—T'm
fair warning. Either you go
coach—the one we are catching
vou both. T don’t want to 2

“Oh, don’t vou!’ sneered Fay. * Bo

“You theught vou hold over me
ing that letter——""

“That's enough.” Edna snapped.

*And we shall ecateh whict
ehoose,” the elder sister said & v
it gets us in late or not! Who cares!

But Betty read that in the eves of hn h girls
whieh belied those words.

“*I've warned you,” she said—and turned away,
to go running back to her chums.

She met them all where they were going down
some stone steps to the beach. A strip of sand,

marched to wi speaking dis-

"0\?"" to gl\e you

o
had a

“Get out!”
coach we
ks \r\fhethel‘

B
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above high-water mark, offered a fine place for
games and Pam had gxodured a tennis ball.

“Rounders, Betty!

HGood 1

““Just to get up an appertite for annuzzer tea !”
was Naomer's joyous comment.

“What did Bertie Denver say, Betty?” she was
eagerly asked. .

“Bertie Denver? Nothing! You never saw
a fellow. for his size, looking so small!”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And Fay and Edna—what did thev say?"
asked Polly. ) i

“They said they would cat c«\ whichever coach
(ncn ph*a»orl bu m ¥ won't,”

smiled. “The
Nor was that prediction falsif
Fay and Edna caught the ear]

E
=1
)
O
b5
z

r coach—the one

that would get them back to Morcove Schaol at
the proper time.

A: c‘r»c- ¥: moment for the start back, they
came sneak into the coach, seating themselves

without a word to say to Betty and Co. and the

bovs. Fay and Edna wouldn ven Joo ¢ at them!
Which, to those same girls and bo emed
another thing to langh abeut, now that all was

happily cleared up and Po '|\7:|h.ug next to her
brother—was really Madcap Polly again!

[EXD OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.]

MYSTERY AT MORCOVE

after all,

But Mrs, Borgman did not wait, Nor did
she turn to walk away,

No one about !

She, too, had her daring—a thousand times greater
daring than ever Fay and Edna would possess, for all
they were the most v.a_ywmd reckless, lawless girls in
the school.

The German * lady ” waited, very much on the alert,
until she saw the sisters start to run upstairs. Then, on
tiptoe, she entered the Front Hall,

In spite of the thief.like stealth and guickness with
which she had to act, ker eyes darted a glance at the
specimens of Tess Trelawney's work, pinned to the green-
baize board. One covetous glance it was, and then-

She flitted aside into a dim passage—found a roomy
cupboard that offered a hiding-place for the time being—
darted into it-—and drew the door shut without a seund.

An extraci from one of the many tensely dramatic
incidents that will thrill you when you read next Tuesday’s
vivid long eomplete story of the girls ef Moreove Sehool,
by Marjorie Stanton—a powerful and unusual drama
starring TESS TRELAWNEY,

entitled :

Ervsssseasissasiensassossarnassssssans

BEGINS NEXT
TUESDAY

A brilliant new series of
complete mystery stories,
entitled :

"KATHLEEN'S
QUESTS~-
IN SECRET”

By Margery Marriott

L PP -

Do not miss this great
new feature .,
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