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ESTING of TESS TRELAWNEY
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BY MARJORIE STANTON

CHAPTER 1.
Semething Found

WII\ 50 L'\r rled Betty ¥ Any newsi”
[

‘\'1([ ‘Betiy Barton, leaving  for
breath, advanced farther into a certain study at
Morcove School.

It was Study 12-—that {famous “den ”
rnr cuptain,

which she,
shaved with some of her best

ex've found Tess Trelaw:
hey have? Gosh! Whe

There was good excuse for Polly Lnuun s sudden
exciteinent.

Bince yesterday evening, all :}Iur('ove School
had been full of anxiety and dismay over the
disappearance of one of its scholars.

Tess Trelawney was the missing girl, and as she
had last been heard of ridmg hack to the school
from Barncombe (Mastle, on her bicyele, the dis-
covery of that machine was a truly sensational
development.

“And no trace of Tess hersclf,

“None i

Polly Linten was not the oenly chum of Betty’s
to become aghast at this est news.  Paula
Creel was up from that ea \ ir in which sho
sa often liked to settle her el zgnnt figure. Dusks
\aomm Nakara had no more relish for the apple
she was munching, and flung the remaining half
of it into the waste-paper ba ket.

Betty 77

“Bai Jmo 3
ing, that!
“]?r-l‘.u, what z¢
B

Paula emitted. “Pwetty alawm-

diggings has become of Tess

zen !’
“One thing is certain now,” Betty resumed
sadly. “Poor Tess' disappearance has  had
] Pl i

nothing to do wiith lier worry over that missi
manuscript.  We thought she might have—well,
sort of wandered away as the it of a nervous
breakdown or something like that.”

Polly nodded.

“No mistake, girls, there has been enough Iately
nost to give Tess n breakdown.  All that dis-
4[ }mnw —her dll‘(l u.n(l ]nollu ruined—the

"lm. lm.l Iou- a
fender-hearted Paula murn
lost her weason, geals——

“Oh, no,” Betly emphatically agreed. “The
bike has been found on the moor—lying hidden
amongst some gorse-bushes, not far from the road.
And if you ask me, I'm beginning to think, now,
that it all has somothmg fo da with that Barn-
mmbo Castle busine

“Shouldn’t wond Polly quickly responded.

“Tor it is rather :;gmﬁcqm. Tess happened to be
copying the ancient manuscript ];plonuulg {oc Lord
Tandy, at the time 1t was stolen.’

£ Wlni more, no soorer had the AS. been
stolen, than someone got into the &mnolhalhe and
stole as much of Tess’ copving as she had done!”

“Pwecisely 1” Paula Ureel rejoined, whilst l’om

ous r.u(ush\'npho.”
ed. “But she neval

»
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stood running fingers through her hair again and
again, in a brain-racking manner. J

“It’s a licker,” she fumed. “I never shall be
able to see why they wanted to steal Tess’ mere
copies. Anybody -can guess the reason for their
theft of the original MS. That was worth
thousands upon thousands! But a copy, done on’
modern drawing paper—"

“That's just itl” Betty exclaimed, looking
equally. puzzled. “The copy can have had no
value. "I mean, it could never be palmed off as
the original.” : 7

“Yet they did steal the eoﬂied sheets—and now,
have they also stolen Tess herself, as it were?”
gasped Polly, . .

“It’s what I'm beginning to believe,” the Form
eaptain responded. *They’'ve got hold of Tess,
but I can no more suggest a reason for their
doing that, than I can understand why they
were after her copies.” . )

“At any ‘wate,” Paula ‘said, with a relieved-
expression, “we can’t see any reason why they
skould do her any hawm?” :

“NO, ut. 1 B = ”

““All ze same, rotten for Tess if she is being
kept prisoner ' somewhere |” _came - Naomer’s
comment,- - “ Bekas,  what . ze dg%:"nga, zey may

. Bekas, you never

nvot give her enough to eat!
know 1 e

“Now  don’t. youstart!” requested Polly,.in
mock annoyance., " If that's the. best you can say!l -
You_always do’only think about what people are
getting to eat! ‘i},e others' must think of Tess’
state of mind, if she is being kept prisoner. With
the -home to_be sold up almost any day now I”

A heavy silence followed this.
mured reflectively : 5 . ]
“TI'm thinking of that Jumble Sale we held. last

evening—when Tess was away at Barncombe
Castle. We little dreamed that she wouldn’t be
back in the evening. We hurried through the’
sale, simply.because we didn’t want her fo know"
about it—hgw we were holding the sale as a means
of raising some money in the Form, for her sake. °
It brought in quite a decent sum too—I've got it
by me: now. Bu il L T

Breaking off there, Betty turned to the door and.
passed :from the study with a slow, thoughtful-
step. Her study-mates, who guessed that she was.
going to apgmiss others of the news, remained
lost in thought for a little while. &

Then Polly, heaving a bi'ﬁ sigh, wandered out-
of the study. Half-way up the corridor, she heard
Betty’s voice in that study which the missing girl
had shared with-Madge Minden. &y

Polly went in. = The. captain was in talk with
three girls.. Madge was one; the two others were
tall- Pam  Willoughby and serious-looking Judy
Cardew. - w2

“What do you think of the latest news, girls?”

“More serious than ever—that’s my opinion,”
Madge gravely answered, and Pam and Judy
nodded to the same effect. - “ A thousand times
better if we could still think that perhaps she
was just lost—wandering. about—" .

“Nicé thing for her father and mother to be
told, when they turn up at the ‘school—as they
are expected ‘to. do,' any minute now,” Judy
sorrowfully commented. *I’m terribly sorry for-
Mr. and Mrs. Trelawney.”

“Terrible for them—ierrible,” Pam exclaimed.’
“Really, it should cause the sale of the home
to be postponed—out of pity. But the craditor~—
who put the brokers in like that—will bardly be
the sort, I imagine, to show much mercy.” W

*“Not, he—brute, - whoever he is't”’. Polly said
fiercély.. “When we know, it is no.fault of Mr.
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"““Oh, and -it’s perfectly o

- Madge added emotionally.

Then Betty mur- ~»ing 6}11191,],3113 2

‘When he was
‘her, a little boo

-Lundy 7"
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Trelawney’s that he hus gone smash.
about Tess herself, girls ! Kidnapped ?

“ Must have been 1?

“Then why—why?. Dash,” Polly fumed, *I
do hate being hung up for an explanation !”

“When you girls came in,” adie remarked,
after a further gzmse, “I was just looking through
some. of Tess’ belongings. Y]ou aw, g-‘[ believe
she must have tried to sell some of her sketches,.
hoping to raise money to help her father and
mother. This_portfolio—it holds a picked lot of
sketches, and I know she went into town with it,
the ,fiay before yesterday, and brought it back

“Unsold !” Bett;

;'Bue what

symgathetica;ily inferred.
1 vious, now, she was
relying upon the fee that was fo be paid her, for
copying the manuseript at the Castle. One way
and another, girls, Tess faced up to the troubls
at home !” 4 3
“She did—all honour to her. And we’d have
known nothing, only we happened to find out,”
Pam, who had taken a small book from the
study-table, to thumb the pages over, suddenly |
remarked : . e
“When did Tess have this, Madge? It's a new:
book—nice binding, like a gift. - All about-paint-
ing; so I-'can guess, it is hers, not yours.” )
“Oh, yes, that is Tess",” the missing girl’s
study-mate answered. - “It.came by post for her,
thé other day. She laughed about. it at - the
time. It appears that it was sent to her b}) some
people—a lady and gentleman—who saw her at
work in the Muniment Room at the Castle, copy-
said Betty. L
“Yes. The gentleman in particular reatly
admired Tess’ work. Ha. chatted .with her—in
fact, she wished him farther, he so hung about!
oing away, he promised to send
on Art, This is the book.” ;
“But who—who were the lady and geéntleman
then?” dsked Polly. “Friends of Lord and Lady

“0Oh, no! Tess told me that they. were simply
a couple of foreigners, on holiday:in the district.
Tlli.e?'» were being shown round the castle; that's
all.t " - '- .

“Foreigners? Then I remember them—yes, T
do1”’ Betity burst out excitably. “T happened to ba
there at the time! I had called to see if Tess
would. be riding back to Morcove, in which caso
we could go together. But she wanted to stay
on a bit longer, so I left her still at the work,
The lpdy and gentleman were still in the Muniment'

m when 1 came away; foreigners—Germans,
I would say.” Tk,

“That'sright,” " Madge nodded. “Tess told me;
the name was Borgman.” . /

“A shortish, stout man, and his wife a very.
smart:lady—fair hair; film-star look about her,”
Betty raced on expressively, “Ive never . seen
them again. Just fancy, their being as interested
as all that in Tess!” " ! :

“In her work—the copying,” Madge specified,
and then saw Polly  becoming- open-mouthed.
“Well 77

“You say, Madge, interested in Tess’ cop\hr.ifég.
Does that mean—interested in the. original ?
If so—Gosh, girls, I've got an idca | g
“Not—not that the Borgmans have had ‘some<

it

thing to do with it all ?” Betty jerked. -

“That's it!” Polly nodded. “Perhaps
seems rather a wild suggestion—but when you -
come to think of it, it’s a bit strange—"

.. “Whew!” gaid the captain. -
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Then Botiy glanced at her wrist-wateh,

“There's no school this afterncon. Girls, we
shall have to mention the Borgmans to the lead.
It may be only a mare’s nest; but we are not
going to leave any stone uninrned ! For what it’s
worth, she can ving up the castle.”

“And wet”? Polly questioned ecagerly. “Ave
we to o nothing 1 e than mention the Borgimans
{o Miss Someriield?  Simply go out to games,
aftcrwards » '

“ Nog likely Beity said.
for a scont round. Bit of Juck, that T wonld know
the Dorgmans again, if T saw them! We'll get
along into Barncombe, and if any information
b picked up— Hallo "—and she made a
vonder virn s0 as to fuce the closed door—
“gome in, if you want tol” she called ont.

But no one accepted the hearty insiration.
After a moment or two, Hutty went to the door
and opened it, luoking vut to see who nught have
Leen going by just then.

But in that moment or twe there had been time
for a certain girl to nip into the adjoining study,
without naking a sound !

“Tet’s gei together

pxa Dexver it was who had so narrowly
S escaped being seen by the captain, as a
foiterer outside the other study. Now she was
th this adjoining reom, with the door guickly

losed.

Hor frightened eves met those of her sister Fay,
who had started up from an easy chair as if her
nerves were on edge.

“ 1” Kdna gestured,
I"ay should blurt out a ques
tion loud engugh to be heard
next door. *The Borgmans,
Fay !"—in a whisper.
“VWhat—what abous them?”

“Potty and Co~-~I don's
know  wi but they have
Leen diseussing them. They—

they seem fo be connecting
them with all this dreadful
business about Tess!”
“Oh!” Fay swept a hand
across her forehead, *'Then
oming—it's ceming at
we feared 4
4 TFelna
yourself

Q hissed.
“Pall together,
Tray 1"

“Bui we've friends of the
Borgmans,”  mutiered  the
older sister.  “We took up
with Mrs. Borgman. I don’s
like the look of it, Edna!”

“Neither do LY was the
snapped response “ Bur
don’t yon begin_ fo talk of
woing  up— arle !

There were
tive of sever
away from an g stody,
ing for the stairs.
“There they go—Detty and
chums,” Kdna whispered,

1 ("’morlioid

souncls sugges-
[

going

: Borgm
afed her

\ hands te-
gether as if they

were icy.

“Ii's what we should be
doing, Idna! The righs
thing——"

“The righi thing—j

Do we ever «o the vight
thing™ the youngoer sister
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retorted “Then what's the use of
talking!”

“PBut, Bdna—what are we to do then?”

“ Nothing,” was the 't reply. “except hold
our tongtes and just trust—to luck!”

scornfully.

CHAPTER 2.
Freedom’s Price
E33 TRELAWNEY, awakening out of
Leavy sleep, startod to blink her eyes at a
amall oil-lanp, burning upon an other-
wise bare deal-table.

Cllose beside that bave {able was the low basket-
chair in which she had sunk to sleep-—how many
hours ago she could form no idea.

Now the chair ereaked ‘as she roused into an
alert posture. As soon as those faing creaki
censed, all was dead silenee in 1 collarv-like
place in which she bad been put under lock and
key.

No wrist-walch did Tess posao
any timepicee in the brick lec
honr now? It was more than
whether it was even night or day !

The lamp, the table, the cha and a motor-
rug that had been given her for warmth—except
for these things, the cellar was perfectly bare,
Having been forced to descend a flight of steps,
when she was heing onducted as a helpless
captive to this makeshift prison, she knew that it

nor was there
chamber.  The
she could tell

&
oy Y

1

“ That book was given to Tess by some people she met at

| the Castle,”” Madge explained.

Little did the chums guess that Tess was now the helple:s
prisoner of those same two people!

“A German and his wife.’”



258

really was an underground ' cellar—not simply a
windowless room at or abeve ground level

There were the steps now, facing her; brick
steps, looking quite c?ea.n in the lamplight—not
blackened with coal-dust, of which, indeed, there
was not a trace on the cellar-floor, And a realisa-
tion that the place had never served the purpose
of an ordinary coal-cellar—this was something
that now inereased Tess Trelawney’s horror of her
surroundings. . ; ;

t made her feel that she had been shut away
like this in a place prepared for her, as secure
as any dungeon in an ancient castle. No window ;
no iron §1'a.ting through which, were it daytime,
a ray of sunlight might have been shining, or
beyond which, in the night, she might have seen
the stars! y . ; <
_Bhut away, if ever a risoner was, so that now
...she must have thought herself as one doomed {o
“remain here, only it had boen told her that she
had it in her power to ransom herself.

Suddenly " her eyes;
the dim_ilfumination, made out a very feeble line
of light at the to 0 of the cellar steps.

nstantly, she heaved up from her chair, cast-
ing aside th mator-rug . which she had wrapped
she felt sleep coming upon

about horsel:
her—at last, > .
Unsteadily she stépped to the foot of the steps
and  mounted” the - first . half-dozen. Then she
paused. The dine-of light was daylight under the
locked and bolted door at the top of the steps.
So she knew—had been able to find -out, after
all, it ‘was e, - -But whether morning or
afteruoon she Id not decide. Only alittle after

daybreak, ;ljé P3," and so that was Why the whole
straujge butldi) ich the ceMar befong‘ed, was
atterly silent astir yet?

. “Another would have found her send-

help, whilst banging and kick-
3 'ess was wise enough fo
better to wait until she
: t idea of the time of day.
If it was only as early as she feared it might
be, then. any shouting for holp at once might
“.prove worse than wuseless, The most promising

§ time ‘would be when she could be more sure of

somebody being within earshot, outside 'the build-
ing. - to E v
For she- knew that it was a most strangely
positioned building—in a lonesome spot whers,
at the i
deed. ;

At dusk, last evening, she had been made to
get out of the car into which, an honr
previously, she had -heen hustled. Then, whilst
passing with involuntary steps from the car to the
place to which she had been brought, she had
quickly taken in the surreundings,

The sea was close at hand, She was actually

?madinﬁ a sandy bank at the to;pf of ‘the beach as, "
15}

in her helplessness, she let her be conducted to
the building, :

No other dwelling was nearer than a mile away.

_The strange habitation, with the sea_at it frong
“door, had low-lying, reedy swamps behind it.
- Buch was the impression of terrible isolation
which. Tess had gained at dusk last evening; an
impression that had haunted her mind for hours
afterwards, when she had been shut away down
here.

Far into the night she had kept awalke; bui
. in the end sheer exhaustion had got the better of
all anxieties on sccount of what others must then
bo suffering, and of her own feats.

She had slept at last, to dream confusedly of
everything—the state of ruin at home, the forth-
coming Sale by Auction, the stolen MS., and the
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accustoming themselves to-

best of times, passers-by ‘must be few in..

Every Tuesday

fee she had hoped to earn but which she must go
without now. B s :
Nor, in her sleep, had she failed to sce again

* the form and the face .of the woman who had

kidna.fppcd her; a tall, fair woman, beautiful as
one of those film stars or actresses whom the world
goes mad about ! i

But the fair face was one that could change to
that of a fiend—Tess knew ! Fiendish the look it
had assumed in that never-to-be-forgotten moment
of the kidnapping. And fiendish it had appeared
to her, in her sleep. B

Of a sudden Tess heard, or thought she could
hear, a stealthy footiall, bringing someone to the
locked door. .

She retreated down the steps, to take her stand .
beside the table on which the lamp burned.

Even though she had been told that no harm
was to be done to her, there was a faster pulsa-
tion of her heart. )

What she dreaded—because it had been hinted:
at overnight—was an overwhelining temptation
to her, to buy freedom at the expense of Barn-
combe Castle. .

In other words, she was to be tempted with the
offer of freedom, if only she would disclose certain: 5,
information that would benefit the very swindlersg’ X
who had stolen the Lundy MS.

The door at the top of the steps creaked open,
after the withdrawal of bolts, and Tess saw Mrs,
Borgman descending to the cellar,

There sho was, the tall, slim woman whose
trickery had caused one to be taken quite  un-
awares, last evening. *Even now, Mrs. orgman
was smiling; but Tess knew how much pity was
in the smile. ?

“Ach, you are ready for a leedle to oat,
berhaps 7 came the woman’s first remark, *You
half sleep, shoost a leedle, hein 1"

“I want to know what the time is, please,”
Tess requested, with desperate compaosure.

' Der time now, fraulein—shoost a leedle after
von o'clock,” ;

Past midday! Teéss was astounded. She could
rever have guessed the hour to be 2s late as that.
There was no reason for supposing that Mrs,
Borgman was deceiving her, s0 it. was now
apparent - that. she, Tess, had not fallen asleep.
until .the small hours of the morning, and had’

- then slept for a great length of time,

I soon led you haf. some dinner,” Mrs,
Borgman hastened to promise. “I gook it now,_
mineself—for I haf no maidt now. -ﬁl’y husbands
and I—ve lif all alone here since . few days. -
Bud firsd, I shoost come to haf der talk mit youw.” -

“ Mrs. Borgman, if Fyou mean that you want to.
make me an offer—> :

“Ach, so!' I gif you der hint last night—hein ?
Und you haf not forgetten—goodt | S0, I now
make myself quite glear to ou, fraulein. You
shall shoost Eaﬂ me vere are der remaining copies
you make of der Lundy manuscrib-——'

“I am not going to say 1"

e know, my hushand and I, you do not brin
all der pages of your work home to der schoof,
to be shown on der board—no. Der pages you.
do bring honie like that, ve now haf—»

“Because you stole them from the schaol 1

“Fraulein,”  Tess' disgusted  outburst was
answered, “you musd gontrol yourself. Tt vill be
bedder you ‘do so—mooch bedder Ach, maig it
a bargain, at vons, und so I go to see aboud some
food for you—hein? Der last pages of your work
—you shall dell me vere they are to be found.”

“I shall not! I simply” refuse, so there! I
know why, you want those few old sheets—all that

_remains of my work,” Tess spoke on betly. “For
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the same reason that you stole the sheets that
were put on show at the school; because such exact
copies of the original MS must be destroyed by
you and your husband! If Lord Lundy had any
of my copy-work, ‘it would help him and the polico
to prevent the original MS from being sold by
your husband !

Mrs, Borgman nodded and smiled.

“Ve always acknowledge, my husband and I,
that you are a most glever girl.” Vot vos de word
for you, my husband gif? Sheenius—ja, so!”

“That be hanged,” Tess stamped. *“But I do
know a-thing or two about antigue paintings and
manuseripts, and how they can be palmed off upon
unwary collectors, years after they have been
stolen. But if Lord Lundy had any of my copy-
work, he could have it photographed, and the
police would circulate copies o% the photographs
all over the world. That's the snag for you—I
seo it ! That’s why you stole my copies from the
school, and why you want any other sheets that
remained over.”

“Nell 7 ?
“It won't come off, that’s all—not with me!”

“Lisden, . fraulein,” the woman said, changin
g ing

to a beguiling tone; “by der . offer I maig you,

vou can help your people, I dink, ven you maig
der copy of der manuscript for der Lord Lundy,
vou haf der promise of a fee? Der money, very
useful, ven your people haf lost all? So, I shall
now_maig you der offer of money——"

“I won't take it 1”

“More money than der fee was to be—"

“I don't care if you offer me a hundred
pounds | Tess again refused fiercely. “I'm not
going to buy my freodom! You have got the
original manuseript. - It was your husband who
stole it from Barncombe Castle. But he can do
nothing with it—he knows he can't l—whilst a
chance remains for Lord Lundy to put a stop upon
its sale in any part of the world. And he can
do that by having the remaining sheets of my
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copy photographed, as I have said, You don't
know where those remaining sheets are—-""

“I pay you twenty pounds for der information,
at vons, and let you go free—ve vill say, by der
end of der veek, hein?”

SN 1

Bui Tess, as she voiced the fresh refusal, scemed
to hear the voice of temptation whispering her :

“Awenty pounds! Think what you could do
with twenty pounds, Tess Trelawney! Think of
wour father and mother—how they are to be left
without a penny now ! »

Twenty-

“Foalein, I vill be shenerous mit you.
fife pound !”

Y/

<>
mr

' Sandton Bay ? " Jack asked, stumbling into
the coach. “‘Good !’’—as the conductor nodded.
*“ Mustn’t keep Aunt Jessica waiting ! ' Pur-
posely he was being flippant—hiding the serious-
ness of this dramatic dash to Sandton Bay—in
quest of Tess ]

“No! Oh, go away;

! get out of here,” Tess
eried out wildly. 4

“T won't—I won’t give in to

veu, I tell you! DIl take my chancel They’'ll
have you yet—you and your husband: ”
“Nodt so0,” laughed Mrs. Borgman, with a

confidence that struck a chill to Tess' heart. “Ve
run no risk of susbicion—not in der least! My
husband—vot has he to do mit manuseripts? He
is shoost a merchant in jewellery in Shermany,
dot is all1”

Tess, for a full minute after this, was like one
reduced to silence by despair. Tragically she was
realising that the woman could afford fo make

a boast of their immunity from suspicion. Why
should they be suspected ?
‘“ Fraulein, lisden,” Mrs. Borgman again

wheedled. **You vant der money; ve want der
remainder of your vork done to der castle. All vo
vish to know—und you can say at vons, if you
shoose I—vere are der odd sheeis? At de casile?
At der school? Vich?”

“I'm glad you don’t know !” Tess said, with
a wild laugh. “It has got you beat—hung up!
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You’d have to know exactly, whether they were"
at the one place or the other, -and where to lay
hands upon them. And I'm not going to tell you;
I'm not, so you needn’t hang about, trying to get
me to give n |7 )

“Ve haf der means,” Mps. Borgman said
darkly, “of maigking you gif in, fraulein 17

“Then try them—that’s all; try them !”?

“Ach, so! I go, then, to see aboud a leedle
dinner for mineself I

There was a sinister emphasis upon that last
word. Nothing for Tess to eat, until she had
closed with the villainous offer, that was what it
meant ! ’

And still, all honour to her, the tempted girl
stuck ‘to her resolve, even though she saw Mrs,
Borgman retreating up the steps, to pass out of
the: cellar. .

Never would Tess have remained as passive. as
she” was remaining, only she saw how warily the
woman was refiring—going backwards up the
flight of steps, so as to be ready to resist any
desperate dash for freedom. -

Then,: at the top.of the steps, Mrs, Borgman
spoke down to the hapless irh . S
“For der last time, fran ein——"" ’
“No! You're not_as safe as you think,” Tess
found herself sa¥ying defiantly.~ “They mayn't
connect you with the theft at- the castle. But
the way you kidnapped me, last cvening, on my
way home to Morcdve—~they’ll have you over that,

Mrs. Borgman 17 L - "

“I pannod ‘belicfa: you timk it hossible,” she
retorted, smiling down upon her captive,  “If you
remember, fraulein, it vos done mit a car. Und

husha, I—ve haf not kept any car.

e —IN'J_ s . =

: Vc!;fi you tirik, how der is no von in
sight_at_der time ‘ve stop you on der réad—shoost
to ask der ladést news abouf der robbery,” Mrs,
Borgman mocked on; from the top of the steps.
“Und you-are kind enough to dell us—vot ve
already” know—how der Lord Lundy offer a
tousand pound reward for der, recovery of .der
stolen” mannseript! - A reward of von tousand
poundp—->" ;

Tess heard no more; she had put up a hand to
either ear, to shut out the mocking voice as it
canie to her, g :

When, a few seconds later, she dropped  her
hands again, the woman was gone and the door
closed.
~ Faintly, Tess heard Mrs. Borgman’s movements
about the place, at ground level. Presently, a
faint hissing and sia}zlmg was audible, as of some-
“thing cooking in a frying-pan. ;

Di!fm'er forngs. Borgman. . But none for Tess |

Nor would there be food for her—she knew it—
until she had closed with the offer which many
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another girl would have jumped at, without wait-
ing for hunger to do its work !

CHAPTER 3,

Council of War

L YUU don’t want to worry, girls! What ‘you
want to do, just keep your heads!”

It was Jack Linton, the sturdy brother
of madeap Polly, whose cheery voice tendered this
bit of advice.

He, with three of his best chums of Grange-
moor SBchool, had just encountered Betty & Co. in
the quiet High-street of quaint old Barncombe.

The news that Tess Trelawney was missing from
Morcove School had caused Messrs., Jack Linton,
Dave Cardew, Jimmy Cherrol, and “Tubby
Bloot to “cut » games, -this halfer. They had
been making for Morcove, via the town, when they
met the girls. This was just after the latter had
parked their bicycles at the bake-house yard
adjoining the Creamery Tea-rooms. d ;

Se, in happy proximity to that popular resort,
the boys had soon been told all that the girls could
tell them. B

Polly, as usual, was ready to treat any comment
by her brother with withering scorn. ~

When you say don’t worry, Jack—" ’

“That doesn’t mean stop thinking--no,” caine
the genial proviso. “There is certainly a call for
braing—-" ey

“Then why not go and call for yours, wherever
you left them to be repaired?” i

A round table con erence, boys,” Jack pro-
posed, affably. *“And where, may I ask—where

tter, than in the Creamery 1 » £

¥ Yes, bekas—gorjus ! Wa can—-" :

“Tea, when we're still without news of Tess!
No thank you,” Polly snorted. “8Bo, good after-
noon—-" L . B 4

“Whoa, Polly-wolly! TIf the terms seem” a hit
steep—you girls to pay for us fellows’ refresh-
nients——"" o

“Wha-a-at 1" screeched the madecap, so that
Betty ‘and the others had to ‘chuckie. e

Jack looked painfully astonished in return,

“Surely,” he gravely submitted, “you ‘didn’t
expect us chaps—the Big Four of (irangemoor—
to handle this mystery without something in—er—
recognition of our services?”

“You're the Biggest Four T ever saw, but what
kind of Four you are, I won’t say,” Polly mock-
scornfully retorted. “Tubby is welcome to take
Naomer and %IVB her tea and cakes—at half-past -
two in the afternvon! Anything to get rid of
Naomer | ; )

“Come on zen, Tubby, we will take cach other,
and treat each other |” Naomer gaily proposed.
“ Bekas—-" X

“Company 1”
sergeant-major style.
R-r-right turn!”

But Morcove meant to take its orders from its
own captain. 8

“What do you say, Betty 7"

“T think we might as well go in, for a talk—
now that we've met the boys,” was the blithe
response. “T’d like to describe the Borgmans to
them—very carefully.”

“Yes, bekas—you never know !
everybody, queek !™

Tubby Bloot, at any rate, was ready to keep
pace with the dusky’ Morcovian in her hasty
descent upen- the Creamery. He and she were
inside the shop when the rest were still only
straggling towards it, in chatting twos and
threes, . T e Cee gmiety

Jack interposed, in his best
“’SBhun! Form—two deep |

So, come on,"
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Dawdling Pam was not surprised to find Jimmy
keeping close beside her. s he was always too
shy to speak, before he had been spoken to, Pam
—nothing reluctantly, be it whispered—now
accorded him a belated and very special:

-~ “Well, Jimmy !”
/ “T*"Hallo, Pam?" said he, brightening at once.

“Bhocking thing about Tess, isn't it, Jimmy?
Now we feel certain; a look-out should be kept
for those Borgmans—a German and his wife.
It’s strange, to say the least, that the MS vanished
so soon after they had seen it at the castle.”

“You've never seen them, Pam?”

“No, Jimmy ; Betty is the only one, of us girls,
who would know the Borgmans at sight. She
happened to—— But what?” Pam changed, to
a wondering murmur, as she became aware of
sudden cxcitement seizing some of her com-
panions, ;

They were all still outside the Creamery, but
with only a few steps to go to be inside. The
excitement noticed by Pam was the very reverse
of the talkative kind.. It was, in fdct, a sudden
check upon others’ chatter which, to Pam, seemed
aiglniﬁcant of surprise and agitation.

'hen she understood! A man had come out of
the cakeshop—a short, stout man, with a Teutonic
look about him. d
had nudged Polly with an elbow, and Polly had
transmitted the silent signal to Madge, who had
just as swiftly nudged Judy.

AMr. Borgman!

With all a German’s fondness for rich eatables,
he had emerged from the Creamery smiling fatly
‘over purchases which comprised two bulky pack-
ages, hugged under either arm. That smile he
gave to Betty as, faintly remembering her, he
nodded_to her and her only. - d

But Mr. Borgman, on a previous occasion so
affable towards “der young fraulein,” was not
now cisposed to engage Betty or any of her com-
pariions in talk. e was, it scemed, in a hurry,
toddling quick]iy along - the pavement in the
divectior, of the Town Hall. . 3 B >

“Quick'1” Polly breathed, as soon_as his back
was to them all; but Betty quick-wittedly made

an urgent sign: “No standing about out here! -

In—in_ quick!” :

So they all trooped into the Creamery, although
they were no sooner inside than Betty bherself
turned to go ot again.

“One or two of you,” she whispered; ‘“‘come
with me. The rest, stay back. We're going to
keep an eye on that Borgman.”

- “ But, Betty——" 2 ;

“She’s right, boys,” Jack joyously breathed, in
sups)ort of Betty's cautious idea. * Not too many!
Polly—you and 1!"

But it ended in*six of them getting outside
again, with Betty. Somehow Judy, having her
brother Dave on hand, had felt that he and she
must take part also! Then there had been Pam’s
serene: “Yes; well!” to Jimmy, resulting in
their passing out to the pavement. X

“There he goes, though—still in sight,” was
Betty’s gratified comment. “Todging in the
town then, are they—he and his wife?”

“QOh, boy!” Jack exulted softly; “but this is
groat! Only got to keep after him, and—— Gee-l
Look though! -He's starting fo run!” 5

“(Goodness !” Polly jerked., “Not because he
thinks we're after him?” g ;

“How can he?” Dave muttered cris?ly. “He
hasn’t looked round; doesn’t know—-"

. “Then why?"” wondered Judy. “Why his
haste 7

They - themselves were now going at a trot

along the pavement. A.couple of hundred yards

THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN

Betty, instantly recognising him, .

261
ahead of them, Borgman was. obviously running
himself into a brcahlﬁess state.

A few seconds more, and Betty panted softly :

“I know why! Oh, don't you see, all? bus
or coach—he’s running to catch one, at the Town
Hall 1

“That is it, you bet, boys ! Jack said. ““Look
here, then—I say, what do we do when we get
there? All get in the same bus?”

“QOnly some of us,” Betty flashed. *“The rest
—see where the bus is going, and follow——"

“On the bikes, that's right,” Judy quickly
reéoincd. - ’

‘Betty,” said Pam, “you and Jack and Polly
go in the bus. We others will say good-bye to
you before you get in.”

“Right! Lovely! Come on then!”

There was one public vehicle—a motor-coach
for Sandton Bay—on the point of starting when
the boys and girls got to the parking-place, hard
by the Town Hall.

It was a well-filled coach—and there was Mr.
Borgman, as one of the passengers, mopping his
head as he now sat panting in his seat, after that

.race along High Streef.

“Hurry up, please!” requested the conductor,
realising that two girls and a schoolboy were
intending to seramble aboard at this last moment,

“Whew " Polly laughed, mounting behind
Betty. “Just in time ! Good-bye then !”—to those
who had ‘““come to see them off.”

“’Bre, Polly! 'Bye, Betty! Hope you enjoy
yourselves ! 5

The coach started, and Jack purposely toppled
about as he climbed in. -

o “Wow! You are going to Sandton Bay?” he’
asked the conductor, as if to make quite sure.

“That’s right, sir.!"”

“1 mean to say, we don’t want to find ourselves
at Exeter, when Aunt Jessica is expecting us to
tea at Sandton !V ) o

Thus Jack romanced, as he got aboard, adding
n jovial “Cheerio, boys!”"—meaning Pam and
Judy as well, of course.

“’Pye,. all!"” responded those who were seeing
the coach off. “Hope you have a jolly time.”

“And our love to Aunt Jessica!” cried Pam,
quite understanding why Jack had suddenly
created that fictitious person.

CHAPTER 4.
"Twixt Marsh and Sea :

ETTY and Polly had also taken the cue from

Jack about an imaginary aunt at SBandton.
Finding themselves sitting quite close to
Mr. Borgman, who had already twinkled his eyes
at them whilst he cooled down, they began some
gnimated talk that he could hardly fail to over-
ear.

“I wonder what her house is like, Betty !

“Ii’s on the front, so it must have a lovely view
of the sea!”

*Oh, rather!
world ’ 77

“Most of Sandton is brand new."” i

“ All T hope is that there's a new cake for tea, .
for once,” Jack joined in, now that he had found
s seat next to the girls. “Remember, last time
we went to Aunt Jessica's—"" .

“But that,” said Polly, “was when she lived
in London! A horrid little flat! She must find
it a difference, living at Sandton now !”

“The cake, that afternoon, was like a.briek,”
Jack further improvised. “I -suppose she still
koeps all those cats?” ° L g <

Betty and Polly burst out laughing. They were

But I meant—modern, or ‘old
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sure th_at__l\:fr.,Bgriman was being supplied with a
very convinecing belief in the existence of an
Aunt Jessica. * o :

“Ach, my young vriendts!” the stout German
presently exclaimed ingratiatingly. “So you go
to Sandton for ‘der afterncon—hein? “Grand
vedder! As for me, I nearly miss der goach. I
have to roosh !”

“Bo_did ‘we, sir,” Jack affably responded.
“Wae didn’t want to miss it.”

“Yon go to—bublic school, hein?” .

. “That’s right, sir. And my sister and her
chum, here, go to Morcove.” 1

“Ach, so! Berhaps, you gan dell me: Der
young fraulein who is missing—no news, hein?”

“None that we have ﬁcud, sir,”  Betty
answered gravely. “We were rather inclined ‘to
think that she must have lost her memory and
gone wandering off.”

“Ach, der over-vork, hein? In Shermany,”
chatted on_Mr. Borgman, “ve haf many of der
poys and der-girls at school preak down, - shoost
so! Und I tink der Fraulein Drelawney vos too
clever, berbaps? My vife und I; ve sec her at
der castle, 'von day, hard at der vork.” B

“Yes, Tess was copying an ancient manuscript
for Lord Lundy,” Betty responded. - “The one
that has since been stolen.” ;

“ Ach, s0!” nodded the German,
in der baber.” " . - - !

“And now Lord Tundy is offering a thousand
pounds reward for the recovery of the MS,” Jack
chimed ‘in. - “Gee, "it" would be fine to pick up a
fortune like that!l . But tlic chances are that the
thieves have got‘—righﬁ‘ away.”

““Shosst’ 80,” Mr. Bérgman nodded. “Und so,
you go to visit an aund, hein? Good place,
Sandton. Respegdable!”-

“Yes, i’s very. quiet and all that,” Polly
blandly agreed.. " Are you—living there?”

“My vife.und I— Ach, no,” with a big shrug.
“Ve shoost stay a leedlo while, for der air! Und
vere, my vriends, does your aunt lif at Sandton 7"

“We can’t describe the house, for we have
never seen it,” Jack glibly evaded the divect

3

question. “Do you happen to know a houss on
the front called ¢ The Gulls’#” ;
*Ach—no ! ¢ Der Kulls'—vod is dot?”

“Culls, si#rseagulls; birds! Then there is a
sort of slan, meaning for ‘ gulls,” ” Jack breezily
imparted. " We say that people are gulled when
they are ecasily kidded.  So that gulls are people
who gull others, so to speak !””

““No,” Polly dissented. “Culls are the people
whom you gull, surely—that is, if you ever do
go in for that sort of thing!” ‘

She said this with an angelic expression of
being far above that sort of thing herself. And
Mr. Borgman assuredly had no suspicion that he
himself was being—gulled |

Throughout the run to Sandton, he was in talk
with the trio, with the idea, they suspected, of
gulling them. But they reckoned they bad lad
the best of it when the genexal setting-down took
place, " near the bandstand on the Sandton
parade, ;

“Und now, my young vriénds, I shall say goot-
youny

ye!” he smiled, again hugging his Barncombe'
j2) 1

Creamery purchases under either arm, “I drust
you enjoy a good dea at your aunt’s!”

“Thank you, sir! Good day! And now,” Jack
said loudly. to Polly and Betty, “to find the
house 17 .

He meant, of course, the house where the
Borgmans lodged. But Mr. Borgman, possibly
overhearing, was not to suspect that. x

“IEI bo this way?” suggested Polly, starting

"‘Su I readt, -
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off in an easterly direction, simply because Borg-
man was going the opposite way.

“I'd like to know why the chap has to buy
eatables in Barncombe, when there are fine cake-
shops here in Sandton,” Jack muttered, putting
himself in step with Betty and Polly.

“The ﬁa.l_r of them don’t like to show themselves
too mueh in Sandton, at present?” was Betty's
conjecture. °

“That's about it,” Jack nodded. *“And, Iook
here, beys! We mustn't lose sight of him.”

“Goodness no!” And there was some glancing
over shoulders.

“'He's keeping to the seafront,” Betty remarked.

“Here, Aunt Jessica doesn’t live this end of
the town,” Jack suddenly decided. “Let’s go
the other way ! . :

“I think we should !” the two girls assented.

So, turning back, they sauntered in a westerly
direction, with Borgman going on before them, a
good distance ahead.

He looked round once and must have noticed '
them; but they were artfully pretending to look

out for the imaginary home of the entirely
fictitious maiden lady who kept cats. .
“Ach,” Jack imitated the 'Teutonic Yyoice,

“Vere, my young vriends, is * Der Kulls’?”

“Ha, ha, ha1”

But five minutes later the voungsters were done
with all levity. By keeping Bergman under
observation. they had become aware of his walk-
ing right away from the little seaside town. .

y now he was a lone figure, strutting along a
narrow bank of land which ran between the top
of the beach and some low-lying fields. Much of
the ground was marshy—only saved from inunda-
tion by the protective ank, the top*of which had
been merely trampled out into a rough-road. i

“Then where is he making for?” Betty tensely
asked, as she and her two companions surveyed
the flat and dreary bit of coast along which Borg-
man was {rudging. “Where do they live—he and
his wife 2" :

“Unless,”" Polly rejoined, “it's that building
about a quarter of a mile further on from whors
he is now ?*Gosh, what is that building—not an
ordinary house 7 .

“No,” Jack muttered, peering hard. . “Ugly old
place—must have been there before ever Sandton .
came into existence. Sort of coastguard place,:
perhaps #*

“ Anyhow,” hreathed Betty, “there’s no other
dwelling in sight, that way.” )

“Nothing whatever !

At Jack’s suggestion, they crouched in some
reedy grass, so as not to be seen by Borgman .if
he should again look back. They themselves
were omdy just outside the town, on land “ripe
for development,” as a board had it. X

From that watch-point, a few minutes later,
they saw the German go up to the queer, almost
fortress-like, building,

It was surrounded with much  screening
vegetation of the kind that grows well at the sea’s
edge. Even so, they could just manage o see him
being admitted to the building.

Jack, when at last he twisted about to meet
the excited eyes of Polly and Betty, had a
rejoming lock.

‘Oh, hoy!” -he chortled, *What about it,
now! That’s where they live—and could you—
I ask vou—could you imagine a more——"

“Lonely !” Polly exclaimed, returning her eyes
to the distant huilding. * Right away from every-
thing and everybody! Gosh, if they did have a
hand in the Barncombe Castle theft; if they kave
kidnapped Tess—" i ’
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“Then she’s thore !” Betty jerked.

“Clome on, boys 1" Jack said gaily. “You may -

 be thinking, téll the police- 2
“No,” ]§Etty answered deeisively. “We're not
certain of aunything yet. "It may be, we're
altogether mistaken. So what we must do—all
we can do, at present—try to find something to
go upon.”

“asy 1" Polly said. “Call there!”

“You've said a mouthful, Polly-wolly. There
are times, Polly,” Jack joked on, “when you are
a credit fo the family!  I’'m sorry, boys, about
Aunt Jessica. But she does, you know, supply
such stale cakes always, So weé are not going.to
miss much there !”

“I wonder—l wonder,” Betty smiled queerly,
“how much we're going to gain, by ealling on the

rgmans |7

“I’'ll venture a guess,” “One
ibousand pounds!”

“Bh—what 1" gasped Jack.

,

“I.mean Lord Lundy’s reward—yep!”

“Come on!” Jack said again, in
eagerness than ever.

And on they went, without one thought for any
personal danger into which they might be walk-
-mg, every quick step taking them nearer to the
mysterious, lonesome building, lying yonder
betweoen marsh and sea !

said Polly,

“0Oh, you mean

greater

CHAPTER 5.
Success in Sight
€ 11”8 no use our trying to creep up to the place
in secret——"" .

“Not a bit, Jack,” both girls answered
him.  “That would only lead them to suspect
that we—suspect !”

“Just a plain call,” Jack proposed calmly.
“Afterwards—if we've been turned away, and if
our suspicions have been increased; that will be
the fime for some scouting.”

“Two of us stay around then, to kee
on the building,” Betty whispered.
of us runs to the town for the police.”

“That's the idea, boys!”

In silence they saunfered the last few hundred
yards to the unattractive building, coming to a
tamarisk-bordered path of loose shingle leading
to a forbidding front doer.

A modern brass knocker had been affixed to the
door, and Jack plied it, extracting a dull wump,
wump, wump !

No one came to the door; but after a while they
heard, or thought they could hear, excited
whisperings and furtive movements, within the
building.

“Try again,” said Jack cheerfully.

Wump, wump—wump !

“Hark !” whispered Polly.

Now there was an approaching footstep. Bolta
were shot back and a key turned over in its lock.

The door opened, revealing the German’s tall
and beautiful wife; fair, slim—amiable |

*“Oh—er—good  afternoon,”  Betty
blandly. “Ars you Mrs. Borgman?”

“Vy-do you ask?”

“We think it was a Mr. Borgman with us, in
the coach from Barncombe,” Betty recited her
prepared part. “You would be his wife; he
mentioned you——-="

“Vell 27

“That chum of ours who is missing from
Morcove,” Betty pursued, in a suitable tone of
innocent anxiety; “she received a little present
from you or Mr. Borgman—a book—-"

an eye
hilst one

>

began
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‘‘ Mr. Borgman, we want to know about Tess 1 ’*

cried the chums, and even as they voiced the

words there came, from somewhere in the

mystery house, a cry for help. And the voice was
the voice of Tess Trelawney |

“Ach, so!” Mrs. Borgman nodded and smiled.
“Vell 27

“Did Tess Trelawney ever write to thank you
for the book ?” Betty asked. “If not, as chums
of hers, we thought we ought to let vou know that
she did receive it, and liked the book awfully.”

“Dank you,” rippled Mrs. Borgman leasantly.
“I shall tell my husband. Und dot is all—hein "

“Why, no—not ecxactly,” Polly now spoke.
“ Mrs. Borgman, may we come in for a minute?"”

“Vot to do?” was the question, in a less cordiai
tone. “No, I do not tink I gan invide you——"

“But, Mrs. Borgman—-"

“I haf no servaud! Und my husband—he is
choost back.”

“Mrs. Borgman,” and this time it was Jack
who spoke crisply “you can be good enough to
spare us a min—-—"

“No, no, I dell you—-~"

“These two girls,”. Jack held on, raising his
voice because he was interrupting one that had
grown excitably loud—*they are anxious about
their missing chum——" : i

“1 gmmo§ helb—-"*

“Tess Trelawney !” Jack named the missing
girl, in a yet louder voice, “Tess,” he almost
shouted, *is——"

“ Vot is all dis!” eame now the interrupting cry
from Mr. Borgman, as he joined his wife in the
doorway., ‘““Ach, you go avay, vill you! Der
imbudence, der colossal imb——" -

i “Mr. Borgman, we want to know about Tess—
esg 1™
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All three youngsters shouted the words as with |

one voice, whilst the door was still open. If was
going to be closed in another moment—banged
in their faces.

Jack, realising this in time, stuck out a foot
50 as to prevent the. door heing elosed, and next
second he was mighty glad to have done so.

Far, in -that moment, there was an . attempt
by the Borgmans to shut the door, whilst a faint,
appealing cry came in a girlish voice, t

Tess—crying for help |

S 0 now they knew, and they forgot their youth-

fulness, Betty and Polly being just as ready
as Jack was—to battle a way into the building
samehow.

“You don't!” Jack roared at the German, who
was trvmgi to dislodge that obstructing foot. “Let
us in, T tell you !” .

-“J;:udwig%" the woman gasped. *Ach, Himel

“‘Schwein I” raged her husband, now that all
thx"iee were storming the half-open door. - “Ged
oudt ! .

“Tess I” - the three yelled. * Coming, Tess!
Morcove |7 : * g

- uLhe door yielded a few more inches to them..
Then it-gave way altogether.. The united efforts
of the attackers had -:ﬁ-(;ven in the German and
his_wife. s B -

But now, as he and she retreated a little, his
right hand flew to. a hip-pocket, and Jaclk
shouted ; T daa

“ Lock out, boys, he’s got a gun! Keep back—
Retty, Polly 1 7 | 2 '

The revolyer, was out and was levelled for
firing’ even then. . Borgman waved the outheld
weapon menacingly’ at one and another, ex-
claiming gutturally:

I vorn you—— Imbudence !
house, all of you !” . :

“Gosh, if you fire—if you do!” Jack panted,
forced to stand with the two girls, flaunted-by the
gun. - “¥ou've got- Tess' Trelawney here, and
that’s: edough for you to have to answer for, T
reckon? Ludwig Borgman, we will - give you
one minute, for your wife to go and set free—"" -

_‘f‘()!os‘e der door!” the German roared at his
wite. 3 ¥
Bhe advanced to do so, in great agitation. The
door could 'be closed, for the scholars had been
forced to back into the open air.

But, in the very instant that Mys. Borgman
prepared to slam the door, they saw a preat
change take place in her looks, There had been
excitement enough in her expression—wild alarm
even, Now her altered look was one of horror
and dismay. X ]

Her .eyes, dilating with fright, looked past the
grouped scholars, causing all three to look behind
them to see what- accounted for such terror.

“Hooray !” Polly yelled then, joyfully. ,“Oh,

Betty similarly

Ged oudt of my

hooray—hurrah1 Here are the others—-*

“The, rest—all of them!”
rejoiced. “Hurrah !1”?

Along that -rough road by which they them-
selves had come from Sandton—a mob of youth-
ful eyelists, pedalling hard! Pam and the other
girls, heads low over handlebars, whirring at the
pedals! Dave, and Jimmy, and Tubby—riding
as in a life-or-death race !

Such was the heartening sight which Betty and
Polly and -Jack saw for .a moment. Then they
turned to. the doorway again, to find it deserted.

The Borgmans were gone !

Into the building dashed the three, letting some
tlf'iumphaut cheerinig alternate with eager crios
of :
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“Tess! Tess! Where are you, Tess?”

It was a ‘wailing answer as from. somewhero
underground that took them at a run fo a side-
passage, by which they expected to reach some
kitchen quarters. Their thought was that any
means of descent to o cellar miust lie in that
direction.

But, half-way along the passage, they were
abruptly halted by a ban -banging upon a door
upon tgeir right. Polly had never in her lifo
yelled louder than now. 5

“Why, she’s here—she’s here 1"

“Oh, boy I Jack exulted. “Whoopee !

“All right, Tess!” shrieked Betty, banging
reassuringly upon the door, whilst Polly forced
back some bolts. “Coming 1

Another moment and they had the door wide
open, and had Tess under their eyes as a droop-”
ing, tottering figure. Betty and Polly held her
up, steadied her, spoke to her comfortingly,
whilst she sobbed in an unstrung way. '

As for Jack, he had run through into the
kitchen, and it was a full minute be; ore he came
back, bringing a_glass of water. P “ e
. “Can see the Borgmans, boys,” he cried, mean-
ing’ iﬂ']s, as usual. *“Making off for all they're
worth, across the marshes. %hat a- coup for us!
Let Tess have this though, boys 1 i :

*“There, Tess!” Betty said, as the rescued. girl
took reviving sips at the glass of water. “Yaou'll
soon be better now. Oh, and look here— > &

*“Those Borgmans,” Tess struck in eagerly.
“They stole the Lundy manuseript ! Is it in this
building then—is i ? Oh, quick; never mind me,
but see—see if you can find it! .
. “Why, so we will I” Jack vociferated. *Coma
on, boys! Hi, Dave—Jimmy—all- of you!” hae
roared on, for now the eycling contingent, as it
might be called, was surging in.  “We’ve got.
Tess! Now to get the manuscript 1 -

Another minute and -the whole place was being
ransacked—turned upside down.

Tess herself, far from needing further attention,
was eVen taking part in the routing out of every
likely repository for the priceless parchment.
Desk—and table ‘drawers, pulled right out of their.
recesses whilst the search went on, were not put
back. Their contents were left where they had
been scattered. -

“How you others must have come_along, to be
here_so soon,” Betty exclaimed, whilst the rum-
maging about was still going on. c g

“Well, we did!” Pam laughed. = “OQur getting
the bikes from the bakehouse yard, in Barncombe,
was like the turn-out of the fire brigade.”

“And me and Tubby just g'm'n{;; to begin a
gorjus spread|” shrﬂ]edy aomer. ‘“Sweendle, za.
way we had to jump up! Never mind; we make
up for eet bimeby 1 What ze diggings, we will
have a grand cellerbration, when we find ze jolly
old menu-scra}n 17 g%

“You should $ay ‘if,’ not “when,”

Polly
grimly muttered, still on the scurry round. Sup-~
posing Borgman had it on him 1* .

“Impossible I” cried Tess.  ““It's not a aper,

to be folded up: it’s like a hook of par ent
leayes, sewn together. It weighs— "

J"Hi ! Betty suddenly shouted. *‘Here, what’s
this, girls 1"

Bhe was mounted upon a chair. in front of a
baokcase, in the richly furnished sitting-room,
Those who were in this room with her saw her,
displaying a book-like object which she had found
on top of the hookcase, hidden behind  the
ornamental woodwork,

“Isn’t this it, Tess?” i

“Yes—yes, it is1” was the agreeing ery which
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went up, whilst the rest of the boys 3,1,'«1 girls

came swn.rming in, “Oh, found—found!
*“Whoopee |"” roared Jack, and dealt Tubby a
rejoicing slap on his fat shoulders. ‘Oh, boy!
¢ Rah, "rab, 'rah!” i
“Bekas—gorjus! Ooo, look, look—"
“Tound!” echoed others, in varying tones of
. relief and joy. “Found!” -
Betty handed down the ancient volume to-Tess,

and then jumped to ground.- Then; as they-

noticed, Tess" eyes filled with tears as she looked

at the recovered treasure which her hands were’

fondling. i i

“I'm so glad—-so glad, for TLord Lundy’s sake,”
she said emotionally. “It doesn't help me.
mean—the work I was doing at the castle; the fee
I hoped to get——"

“YPoesn't help you, Tess?”’ burst in Betty. *Ob.
but you are forgetting—the thousand pound
reward.!”

CHAPTER 6.
A Cheque is Signed
WO hours later, in response to an urgent
telephone wessage, Miss Somerficld, head-

mistress of Morcove School, arrived by car’

at Barncombe Castle.

She was ushered into a great and stately
room, to find Lord Lundy in genial conversation
with Betty & Co. DBut not one of the boys was

there. -~ _ .

E"‘A'n, Miss Somerfield I’ his lordship greeted
her, heartily. “You obtained a pretty ‘good. idea
as to wirat had happened, from what 1 told you
over the 'phone?”

“1 did—yes! And here is Tess!” cried .the
headmistress, who seemed to have eyes enly for
the girl who had been missing. *“Oh, Tess, my
dear!” g

“But I'm quite all right! Tm fine

i

came the

flustered assurance, so that Miss Somerfield re--

frained from being too demonstrative. “And all
I can say is, please, I—I'm sorry for any upset
and worry that I've caused.” . ; .

“That you have caused, Tess!” laughed the
headmistress. “Oh, my dear, as if you were to
blame! Never, never was fhere a Morcove girl
who deserved such sympathy !”

The speaker added eagerly:

“QOne thing let me- tell you at once, Tess dear.
Vour parents know that you have been rescued.
They are at home now. I telephoned to them
there, at home.” .

“QOh, so they are at home,” Tess said, and then
seemed to swallow down a lump in her throat.
“ At home! Miss Somerfield, I wonder if I could
be. allowed—presently—instead of gning back to
Morcove—to go home fo mother and dad. -1

“ Ny dear certainly 1' T understand how you feel,
and my car shall run you there without delay.”
- < Put first of all!” interposed his lordship, with
undiminished heartiness. “There is no need,
Miss Somerfield, for me to say what this is?”
She looked overjoyed at sight of an ancient
volume to which he was directing attention, on
the table. ; .
“The famous manuseript, Lord Lundy ?”
“That's it] Undamaged, too! Restored to me
by all these girls, less than an hour ago!l ~And,
as I had offered a reward of one thousand pounds
to whomsoever should recover the M P
“Tord Lundy, please!” broke in Betty. ““You
say that we girls brought you the manuscript just
now; but that’s not quite correct. We only
came with Tess, who was the one to hand it
to you!
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“0Oh, what rot!” Tess promptly protested.
“Lord Lundy, please don't listen to such talic!
It’s true I carrvied the MS all the way back from
Sandton, and so'I happened to be the one-to hand
it to yon. But those girls were the means of its
being recovered—of course they were!”

“That be blowed!” Betty herself dissented
merrily. “The search counts for nothingl As
if it matters who actually-laid hands on the MS
and who didn’t!  The point is, if Tess hadn’t
stood out against the Borgmans, then the MS
would never have been there, to be found!”

“That.is so!” cricd Pam and others. ~

“And so. all-ze reward to Tess, too, wiz three
cheers!” Naomer urged. *Hip, hip, hooray!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, it's too bad for you girls!” Tess protested.
“Lord Lundy! Please, now,. if that is a cheque
you are making out—" -

“For one thousand pounds—

“Then make it payable—oh, please do—"

“To Tess! To. Tess!” insisted the other girls,
in chorus, “All to Tess!”

“ Miss Somerfield 17

“It is not for mae to decide,” smiled. the head-
mistress, to whom Tess, in comic-desperation, was
now appealing. “Betty and the rest certainly
deserve a share of the glory. But if they prefer
to make over all share in the reward to you, [
shall not dissuade them, knowing the reason
why. Then there are the boys—" .

“0Oh, it's all right about the boys, Miss Somer-
field I” broke in Polly. “Their last word to us,
before they went off to follow up the Borgmans,

)

- was that Tess must have all the rewnrd [

Lord Lundy got up from his seat at the table.
He flourished the cheque which ‘he had been
making out. w

“ A thousand and ten pounds, ten shillings—"

“What |" gasped Tess. He was handing her
the cheque. - ]

“T have added the fee you were to be paid, for
copying the MS. And now, young lady—as T
know you are thinking about_your dear parents—
you would like to be off?  Miss Somerfield, 1'll
arrange for a car fo run her to her home. *And
doubtless you will allow one or two of her chums
to go with her?”

“Most certainly ! Tess dear——"

She was in tears—overwhelmed by such a rapid
succession of happenings. -

The dramatic rescue; the recovery of the price-
Jess relic; her chums’. generous insistence upon
her ncceptance of the entire reward—it all seemed
too good to be true!l . .
~ Buch a little while ago, a helpless captive in .
the hands of the Borgmans, with only tragic
thoughts about her parents and their ruined
home; and now—this!

Betty stepped close to her, taking the cheque
from her to fold it up and then return it, with a
loving =mile. - "

A few moments after this, whilst Tess was start-
ing to smile through the last of her tears, a faint
hubbub outside the room heralded the inrush of
Jack and his three chums.

“0.K., boys! Beg pardon, your lordship!” a
vory heated Jack hastily apologised. ‘‘But the
police have got the Borgmans—"

“They have! Splendid!”

.“We kept after the pair, who were making off ~
across country. They got aboard a train just in
the nick, at & hali on the single-line railway; but
it was all Sir Garnet, sir { We got the signalman
to let us use his 'phone.”

“Warm work, eh?” semiled Tord Lundy,
particularly noticing breathless Tubby's tomato-
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coloured cheiks, “Well, my lads! As soon as I've
got Tess Trelawney and some of her chums away
in a car, the rest of you can, as it were, enjoy a
little i
“Cellerbration 1" Naomer supplied the word.
“Quite !

‘.‘Ha,, ha, ha!”

HEY must have been *“cellerbrations ” over
which the girls and boys concerned took
plenty of time ! For it was after seven o’clock when
those who belonged to Morcove School were under
Morcove's roof once more. :
They got indoors to find that Betty and Madge
—the only chums, for reasons of tact, who had
gone with Tess to her home—were back., Tess
herself was remaining at home for the next day
or two.
“You others should have been there to see!”

Betty said to the returned revellers., “I'll never -
forget it as long as I live—" ;
“Nor I! chimed in Madge. “When Tess

showed her father and mother the cheque, say-

ing it was all for them—every penny of 1t!"”

eBunny
Will Banish

the "Blues'!

BUNNY TREVOR, whom you will meet

next Tuesday in the first of a new
series of lonig ‘Complete Morcove School
stories, is the latest addition to the host
of characters that Marjorie Stanton has
made world-famous.

Bunny will delight you; always full of
sparkle and “go,'’ she is every inch a
thorough sport, ready for any escapade.
And when she comes to Morcove, it is
not long before the Study 12 chums
realise that here is a girl of spirit and
courage.

No sooner does she arrive at Morcove
than Bunny is plunged into a great ad-
venture. Read all about it in the fine
complete story which appears next week,
under the title of:

i)

BUANY COMESoMOBCOVE

BY MARJORIE STANTON
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“Bai Jove!” beamed Paula, sinking into the
best armchair, “most gwatifying, yes, wather 1"

“Gorjus 1" E; .

“It would be hard to imagine anything better,”
the Form captain dec]a.reﬁ rejoicingly.  “The
broker’s man is gone already. There will be no
sale—won't have to be, now! The home is saved;
and Mr., Trelawney told us, although they will
still be very, very poor, the future is not nearly
as black as it was going to be.”
. “And aren’t they proud of Tess?” Polly gaily.
inferred.  “But no prouder than we are—
couldn’t be! The Form is simply off its head
about her 1

Beﬂ:E nodded.

“I know it is! Even Fay and Edna Denver
secmed glad to.hear about it when we got indoors
just now. As if even they, for once, could think
of others besides themselves.”

But Betty had been deceived about Fay and
Edna. - :

Only for selfish reasons after all had the sisters:
been so eager to hear details of the afterncon’s:
great happenings, .

At this moment, in’ their study, the guilty-
minded pair were almost guaking with dread,
knowing that the Borgmans were in_custody. i

“Dash!” Fay muttered. “They'll be brought:
up at the local police-court—and how do we know
thé??i;. Mrs. Borgman won’t say something about:
us?”

“Wish to goodness we had never had anything
to do with her,” Edna grimaced. “Even if
nothing comes out_ at the police-court hearing—
there will be the trial, later on !

“¥Yes—before a judge and jury. Ugh, hang!”
the elder sister muttered on.” “Wo loathe Mor-
cove: but that isn’t to say we want to be hoofed
out, Edna.” .

“Tor a thing like that, too!”

Normally, Edna could begin to laugh away
a scare, whilst her sister would be still a prey
to vague dread. But it was not like that, this
evening. The one sister was as fearful as the
other as to what might yet be revealed.

And serve them right! Betty & Co. would have
felt bound to say so, had they known how dis-
gracefully Fay and Edna, in their waywardness
and folly, had been associated with Mrs. Borg-
man.

Knowing nothing about that, however, Study 12
was without another allusion to the sisters, during
all the talk which went on concerning the affair
of the Lundy MS. and its fateful bearing upon
the very existence of Tess and her people.

Happily they talked about Tess, picturing her
with her father and mother in the home that had
been saved.

fabuious reward it was, the one that had
been made to her by means of the cheque; but
did she not deserve it ?

We know what Study 12’s answer would have
been, to any question of that kind. As for the
school as a whole i i

Hear the girls cheering again and again in
Big Hall, last thing that night!

Some of the plaudits were for Study 12, a3 was
only fitting. Nor were Messrs. Jack Linton
& Co., of Grangemoor School, being forgotten.
All honour to them as well!

But loudest of all was Morcove acclaiming Tess
Trelawney, knowing that hers had been an
endurance test, triumphantly survived, such as
Fate had seldom demanded of a girl—still at
school !

(END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.)



