““ MAUREEN’S ‘ CHINESE PUZL”——Gumpleta Story Within

L

GET PAST!
An exciting incident
from this week’s grand
long holiday story of |
Betty Barton and Co. §i

Complete Fun-Story of DODO WREN -_Insde
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Beity Barton & Co. Prefer to Remain Amidst Danger——Rmher Than Desert One
Who Needs Their Help Badly

Their Hazardous Task

“ NLY .another hour to wait, at most!”
That’s all.”

nd then—dark enou

for us to

male a move
WYz 1

In guarded tones were these cager remarks

And yet, to have seen the entire party to which
speakers belonged would have been Lo
1r ine that here were mere picnickers, rather
the worse for wear afler a long day in the wilds

Heven girls and one adult, they sab malki
meal that was searcely picnie-fare. Some co

dark bread, broken into port nok cut ¢
a knife did not e amongst the par
some black-looking, highly Havoured sau

that was all!

Nor was any white cloth spread in thi
spot, from which the suy glow was excl
surrounding forest trees, massy with
foliage.

No plates, no glasses for the reception of ta
fizzing drinks! DBetty Barton, in term-time a
Form eaptain at Morcove School, was squaiting
here in the gloom of the -forest, wiih her supper,
so to speak, in her hands; and it was the same

ther

with six oth Morcove girls and the lady who
g 3

forny
>d by
summer

“ presided.”

The party was in the depths of one of those
gr forests which, with towering mountains and
wide valleys, comprised most of the wild, lonely,

and grandly romantic country of Turania; an

Turania happened to be in the middle of a
revolution, so that for Betty & Co., just lately, it
had been one upset after another.

“Fwom pillah to post, geals—T think that just
ahout expwesses it1" sighed Paula Creel at s
moment with a rather forlorn ile.  “Bai Jove,
when we do get back to our own couniry—what
we will hev to tell them all !”

Tt MMM%

i ity

.4 the proviso. *“And
n—classes, hockey—fine
bout it all!
e jested

n!” Polly emphasi

riting a book =
ve liked to do that
of haffled am
all be able to talk about it all
s in Study 12, DBetty remarke d

Bunny
from the

of ou
stries

“Purin
Trevor e
ombe Creamery

stop it!? objected
reranant of sausage in on
the other. *Bekas, no tall
wess-roll at ze pre
-umbling, are
fully rounded upon th
had at least two ine
of the rest of us!”
And Iucky to geb

nice te
lye . *

o« about cre
zank you !
2 madeap Polly
impish one
more sau

z play-
“YWhen you
: than any

all to eat!”
g knew such a
lonely di ! v and T secmed to be going
on and on to the end of the world, when at last
we found that woodman’s cottage.”

For even what Mrs, 7

anything at

Zora Somerfield and the
girls had to eat, at tlis moment, was only the
Tosult of a desperate foraging expedition.
ty and Tess had been awsy twe hours,
trying to find some dwelling-place where food
could be bought. The quest might not have been
nearly so diflicnlt and arduous, if the two girls
had been free to make for a hamlet or village.
But there had been, and still wa the greatest
need for seerecy. 'That was why only two of them
had gone upon the errand.
{aomer bolted last mouthful with a degree
faction Wwr sposed of any idea thas
she had failed to 1 such frugal rations
“And zere is ene thing, anv-old-how,” she im-
parted hopefully. "We shall be all right for
Lrekker in ze morning! Bekas over ze frontier
by then 1”
“Pai Jove,
wather !”
“Well, we might have been over the frontier
by now even,” said Betty, “if we had cared to

gweat wellef when we are—yes,
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leave Princess Sonia behind |
who wish we had |

“Iands up those who are glad we didn’t 1
Polly counter-propased; and up went all hands
mmediately,
Polly herself
y b

Hands up those

: that
kwards and even became foob-in-ai
waving two brown arms.

“Order ! the madeap requested mock-sternly,
“Or you won’t come with us to the castle 1’7

In all this there w a determined ¥, a
stoieal fun-making in the face of danger. which
ought again to the lovely face of Zora Somer-
ield an admiring smile.

“How wonderful you are, you girls!” she ex-
laimed softly. “Tven if there had been nothin
for you to endure than the mareh from 3
place at Klosters, to get to the frontier, it would
have heen enough to wear vou i, But you have
had also to see poor Prin Senia, the refugee
who ‘was with us, taken away to Brancovar
Castle——"

“To be feiched back by us- ~during ihe night 1

“'\'n e o

he flopped
as well as

Betty caught the speaker up calmly. No v
task, we know! But—it's what we made up
our minds to do; it’s w ¥ we have hung about,
waiting for dark; and—we'll manage [

“Hear, hearr-r!” draned Bunny.
personally, T feel as fit as a fiddle !

“After all,” Madge Minden ohserved, with her
usual placidity, “we have dene a good deal of
resting in the last few hours—except you, Betty,
and Tess here.”

“Too much resting for my liking,” fumed ever-
restless Polly,  “I mever knew it take so long to
get dark! Even now—we daren’t get a juove
on !

“Oh, no,” Zora Somerfield voiced gravely.
“It would be still quite light up th where the
castle stands high on the mountain-side, clear of
the forest, The sky is clear, this evening, and—7

“Hark! Oh” B breathed tensely, whilst
others looked their smay at having heard a
significant sound, “is that someone—coming ?*’

For a few moments they all sat
perfectly mute and still, retaining
most anxions expressions. Fatal to
their desperate ‘plan if somebody
belonging to the castle should be
straying  this way—to find them
here, when they were supposed to
have gone on to the frontier and
&0 out of strife-riven Turania !

Jetty & Co. had let Zora Somer-
field hear them quietly joking
amongst Lh slves just mow; but
that, as she realised so well, did
not imply a failure to appreciate
the deadly gravity of the situation,

They knew! Fveuls of the last
four-and-twenty hours had made it
tragically clear to them all that
Princess Sonia, in flight from the
Turanian capital of Suva Pesth,
must  either bhe got across the
frontier or a terrible fate would bhe
hers. |

So what was causing this rust-
ling sound from close at hand in
forest ?  Somehody prowling
about?  But in that ease —who was
it likely to be?

The country was all topsy-turvy
on account of the revolution,
tilities were not taking place
ally in this district of Brancovar-=

“And,
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miles from the frontier.
But the internal strife had rendered thousands
homeless and panicstricken. It might be only
some other wanderer—a refugee, going in fear for
his or her life, «

The rustling continued—seemed to mean a
gradual approach; yet Zora and the girls could
not venture to mave,

were ruefully convineed it was too late to
1pt o retirement.  So many of them coul{l

which was only a few

at
nok

pe to steal away, without making a sound,
when their feet must tread over dry twigs, pine-
needles, and drifted dead leaves.

For a minute longer the awful suspense lasted,

many of the gi wondering  if the prowler
might nos be the very man who, some hours ago,

d take
Ruper;

¥
n Princess Sonia from them,
Cosetti, whose enmity Zora Somerfield
had incur back in the past—he it was who had
virtually arrested Sonia, as being a flecin
ber of the exroyal family. The Morcc

they had - been “nothing to him! T
“elear out “—so he had implied. But the
was his lucky find, his capture—one 1o

back tq Suva Pesth, there to be dealt w ith by
the Black Sashes,

Suddenly there came a final and more vic
of the dense undergrowih—u
a few yards of the girls.
Then, in the fast-failing light,
dark, ungainly shape of something
brown bear ! i

beheld a
ng—a hig

The great: creature had thrust himself clear of
brambles and drooping foliage, In the gloom he

looked all eyes and teeth as he paused—taking
stock of Mrs. Somerfield and the juniors i

they could only stare at him, fas
horrified.
He growled at them—and Panla, for one,

emitted a_shuddering moan,

Althongh this seemed to give him pause, ths
others could not believe thai any general going
off into yells and screams would put him 1o rout.

: now, they had to remember ibas
© might have fatal consequences in
1 Prinece i

Hopefully the Morcove chums stared up at the brightly

illumined square in the tower,

starry sky, then joyfully Polly whispered : ‘' Look !
|1y

outlined against the

There she is——
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But, when the

trying situation had lasted
another half-mimunte, L

Bunny Trevor became so
wrought-up that she suddenly voiced a frantic:
“Shoo! Geraw —shoo 1
Tnstantly, the whole party felt
into hysterical laughter. Bunny's ¢
usually devoted to tiresome geese on a com

had done the trick! Bruin had turned
and was gone.

“Did

“Whew velief,
you ever

“Ow, 5—OW, gWE
“0Oh, my goodness, ge

“Well, shut up, or vowlt bring him back.”
tittered Bunny. “Bubt what a country! Wild
hoars and bears, and Black Sashes. and bombs—
we do have a time of it, no mistake !”

Some laughter of a rather strung-up kind was
indulged in. Then ecame a reaction to such
anxiety as their intended exploit was bound to
mean.,

There were fo
pancies at present.

1" Polly expressed her

Paula palpitated.

ious 17

be no more of Bunny's flip-

Any smileg during the next
half-hour were simply due to delight the un-
braken stillness in the forest. Morcove was feel-
ing that the moment had almost arrived for
action to follow the lengthy wait.

And at last, by ene whispered word from Zora
Somerfield, she announced that that fateful

ras almost groping dark down here in the
valley, amongst the giant trees. No night breeze
rustled the foliage, Strain their hearing hard
as they might, the girls could hear no sound from
anywhere within mules, -

What they did hear—but it was from a great
distance away—was a fitful rumbling like thunder
beyond the mountains.

Guns | Artillery in action, now that darkness
had come again to war-torn Turania. .

Betty and her chums were all standing up now
with Zora Somerfield. The latter pointed the
way they mush all go—up a steep slope, with trees
to ereep bebween every yard of the way.

Booni, brr-oom, beom ! the guns spoke again,
as if to leave Princess Sonia’s would-be rescuers
in no doubt of the deadly sirife’s continuance.

Presently one sound came from only a little
way off in the night—the vibrant dong! dong! of
a single deep-toned bell.

“Hear that, girls?” their companion whispered.
#Tt is the bell at the Castle of Brancovar, striking
the hour.”

Night at the Castle :
ONG! Dong! went the bell of the old stahle-
clock, up at the castle, until its iron tongue
had proclaimed the hour,

Nine o’clock, and darkness all around,

Rupert Cosetti, alone in one of the great public
rooms, finished the affer-dinner drink which he
had mixed for himself, then got up from an
armchai

Lighting a cigaveite, he walked tfo the window
and pushed one of the diamond-paned casements
wider open, so as to see out all the better,

Mountain-tops had lost the last of the roseale
light which had flushed them for a while” after

sunset. They were dark masses . silhouetied
against a cloudless sky that was like purple
velvet, sewn with diamonds—the stars flashing
brilliantly.

Elsewhere there was the blackness of

night-bound forests w the mountain
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Showing clearly against the yellow light of

the tower window was the slender figure of a
girl—Sonia, the captive princess,

slopes and lined the whole floor of that greaf
vall above which lonely Brancovar reare
itself.

Suddenly, Rupert Cosetti was aware of a shim-
mering light in the sky, like summer lightning.
Clun-flashes | Afterwa there came the rumble
of the distant explosions—and he grinned to him-

‘s0]f as if the eminous booming onT_v amused him,

But he felt uneasy. To-night's resumption of
firing and bombing was not in accord with what
Le had been given to understand—that it had
been a ““walk over ”” for the Black Sashes and
that already they had set up their own new
government in Suva Pesth,

“Rupert, do vou hear the firing !

He turned round.

1t was his sister Ettel who had entered.

“It’s nothing,” he shrugged, “There would
be a few odd corners to clear up: some bunches of
die-hards here and there who haven't the sense
to know when their side is beaten.”

“I do not like it,” Ettel Coseiti complained
gquernlously.  “Do shut those windows, Rupert.”

The room had been in darkness when she
entered. She found matches and lighted an old-
fashioned standard lamp.

“Suppose it means that the oth
rallied—has started to counter-at
sounds to me, at any rate, Rupe
reund Suva Pesth 7

“1 don’t earve where it 1 he peevishly
answered. “The Black Sashes must have got the
capital : must be having tl s mostly their own
way. Or by now we would have had hundreds
of them falling back in this direction.”

He turned again to the window; peered and
liztened for a few moments, then closed one case-
ment afier another.

“Ves, Lttel, it must be so.
is as quiet as the g
T'm positive, if {hing
the Black Sas 2

*“Well, -I

ide has
That

like firing

The whole valley
it never would be,
1 taken a bad turn for

are right,” she sighed.
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“But you know what I think of the Black Sashes
-—a lot of scum !*

“They may be,” he conceded with another
shrug and a forced grin. “Bub that opinion of
them, Ettel, is one we mu-t keep to ourselves,
now that they are in power.”

“Say, rather, now that we, like Nicclai Bran-
covar, have declared ourselves to he on their side,
As to their being in power—we don’t know for
certain yet 17

“Oh, that will do,” he frowned. “I only went
by Nicolai—as shrewd a man as ean be. found in
all Turania. He has been certain that the Black
Sashes would get in, and it was up to us to—
well, go with the times. Your nerves are in a
bad sim.tt,, Ettel, and you had better go to bed.

“Erve me one. of your cigareties. You say, g0
to bed! You seem to [mgct that there is the
Princess Sonia M

“Oh, lock her in her 1‘001117550(] enough ¥’ he
burst out irritably., ‘“That's one of the lower-
tooms she is in, and the door has a lock as
strong, 'l wa.rrant, as any thoy’il put her behind
when she gets to Suva Pesth.”

“All the same I shall stay up,” Ettel said,
lighting her cigareite at the lamp. “I could not
sleép to-night in any case. We seem—IL -don’d
know ; unpmt(\ttod—-——

“Wh"tf here in the ecastle 1"

“But, there are scarcely any servants left. This
place is all right when times are good and
Nicolai Brancovar has plenty of guests for the
shooting, and every night after dinner there is a
dance. But to- mght—nha.t are we, you and I,
but caretakers simply 7

“You would rat be in Suva Pesth?” he
teased her. *But we have a guest—a royal one!
I hope, by the way, she enjoyed the supper you
togk up ta her?*

“I did not stay to see her eat it. T shall visit
her again, of course, in a little while—-"

“Then will you say I wish her a good night's
rest? 1 don’t suppose she wishes herself back in
Suva Pesth! E}L soon will be, though you
needn’t remind hm; of that.”

His sister was drifting away to the door, when
hie stepped guickly across to intercept her there.

“Pretty moody, aren’t you to-nigﬁlt 72" he pro-
tested ourtly. “VYou do mean to work with me
over this business of the princess?”

& course I do, Rupert! As
we must do our bit.”
and that's all there is to_it,”

good Black
Sashes now,

“Well, we must,
ho frowned. “It's no time for being squeamish.”
“T don’t think I have ever been that, Rupert!

7 she said with the family smile that was
one of utter heartlessness; ‘‘our interests demand
it, and that, as you say, is suflicient! To say
nothmg of your having caught the girl—when she
was with Zora 1?

He laughed fiercely.

“Yes! Two hirds with one sione—eh, Ttlcl"
We do ourselves a bit of good in the eyes of the
new party by preventing the flight of the prin-
cess; and al the same time I get my revenge
upon Zora 1"

“1, also,” his sister said.
d(\nly g!z*a}mnm spitefully.
not good for her—oh, no! She m(\l'v i
L.nnrllc iman to you! That did not make her oub
to be a good Turanian; but at least it has helped
to make me—just at present—a  good Black
Sash I? .

“One of the few who are as beautiful as they

good—ch 77 he lighily praised his sister, and
vis all spiiles as he held 1?1L door epen for her,
“I won't say good-night, Rupert. If I lie down

Oh, no,
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at all, it will be where there is only a Iocked
t[GOT between me and the princess.”

“Jal”  And his parting emile
approbation.  *'1 slmli take a lantern,
go round the place.”

She glided away, emerging upon a vasi rafiered
hall, the walls of ‘which were hung with trophies
of the chase. A single candle was all
burned tonight in ihis hall, despite its baronial
dimensions,  All the domestic routine of the castle
had broken down.

But there were other candles, in their antique
holders, standing upon a_side table, and Etlel,

was one of
Tittel, and

- taking up one of these, lighted it and took 16

away with her,

There was no other light for her anywhere, as
she ‘mounted the wide staircase to the floor above,
then struck aside into o lofty stone-walled p
sage. At the end of this she eame to an arched
\Ioor\mv, rm\mng stone steps that evidently wound
their way, corkscrew fashion, inside a massive _
tower,

They must have been centuries old—the worn
steps which Ettel Cosetti ascended, going round
and round as she climbed higher. At iniervals
the fortreds-like thickness of medieval walls was
naticeable, where embrasures served slot-holes
from which the primitive arrow, in its time, may
have been loosed from its bamatul’lg

One of Etlel’s delicate white hands kept the
flame of the candle from flaring, and so the
feeble light was sent more towards-her face.

lovely face, but hard! - Like her brother,
she was a soulless creature—had heen the worst
type af ]nmm( al aristoerat up till now, treat-
ing the peasaniry as serfs. DBuif, again like Ber
brother, shr- was intending now . to show
“sympathy ” for would-be reformers, -

OUn the way up the tower steps she went over
amore than one stone-flagged little landing, where

a closed door gave enirance to some cell-like
chamber. The “arrested” princess, however,
had been placed at the very top of the tower,

and so it was to the last stone-landing of all tha
Eitel nl1ima.r~.\Iv came,

Here she set down the candle npon the cold
flags, then turned back the key in the lock of
a very massive door,

“1 have come to say good-night, Sonia.”

The coldly spoken words caused the ill-fated
refugee to look round-with instinchive polit
she stood at the high and very nariow
nenb.
tood-night, then,” she answered calmly.

The room s in darkness. Prinees Honia saw
Eitel Cosetti as a proudly erect figure just inside
the doorway, silhouetted against the light tmu.
had been left outside. And Etiel,"in return, saw
the princess remaining at the Window—such a
young girl io be enduring so cruel an ordeal!

“You have everything you can want fer the
night—except a light?” Eitel remarked as euldzy
as before. I ¥ ill leave you the candle, then.”

“Thank you.’ i’

“You had befter try to s]m'p, ' Ettel a
bringing in the candle. “Don't be frightened
of being here; I mean, in this room, so high up.
I know it has twrned people’s heads, at fimes, to
loak out of that window. I shall be close at hand
all night,” was added with a meaning smile.

“Oh, I am not frightened—of anything,”
Pri Sonia said, in 2 tone which mlphsI
courageous resign ation.  “I am woli guarded, T
know, That brother of yours——>"

“Ah, don't be insolent I Titel
mpmd, pausing on the way out.
]nq the couniry to serve—a painful duty

“But, at worst, a duty invelving ILU-J danger

vised,

0
@

fiercely inter-

“My brother
i
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to himself 1’ Sonia submitted.

A dimpling check helped to

stress the comment

Tttel Cosetti turned again

to the door and ode ot

to the landing. The un-
? : h

answerable gibe about

brother seping aloof from
all the fo had wounded
her pride as a Cosetti. Bhe

pulled the heav or shut so
violently that it closed with
a resounding boom !

Then 1 key turned,
using rushy hasy rattle
into sockets.  Youthfal
Sonia, i )

ex-crown Prinee
Turania, was locked in for the
night.

She moved the ca
where it wonld be out of the
way of any night-bre 1
might waft in at tf

hat done,
to the little v
the cular window-bay,
stood looking out into the
starry night. 4

1 that moment, far below
on  the ecraggy, iree-
studded  mountain-side, a
cautious creeping about by
“Morcove ” and Zora was
taking place.
With~ the whole nig]
fore them, felt

could be no w of time, Polly handed out the weapons to her eagerly waiting chums.
however vital each hour must

be. to do some preliminary Morcove was certain that, with them, it could create the

soouting. ; PEE % necessary diversion to ex}able Polly to get to the princess
Most of the girls knew the in safety.

castle, having visited it during

a previous holiday in Turania.

Zova, before her marriage, had often stayed at “Yop,” Polly whispered back. “They are—a

Brancovar. So there was no lack of knowledge to- nuisance !”

night as to how, for_ instance, the inace ble- “QOnly thing,” Tess muttered. “they may have

looking place was ordinarily got ab. been burking on and off the last night or two,
Excepting Bunny Trevor, all these girls had, in hearing the guns.”

ure it

those other days, climbed the appallingly steep * Yes, there’s that,” Madge murmured, a good
approach-road—litile better than a one-way track deal relieved by this theory.

which served the castle. But that normal But now the dogs stopped their uneas whooi-
approach was just the one they deemed it wise to whoofing. those other sounds having ceased,
avoid to-night, minute more the girls and Zora remained in dead-

1i possible, they teant to find a means of  still aititudes; then they resumed the stealthy
entering at that side of the building where the

ky ground fell ay steepest from the base of
y twelve feet thick.
s [ront of the castle, with iis
could be of no_service to them.
certain, either Rupert himself or
would have taken exira care to-n

. helped it was most
ending s o crawl and
at way up a slope sa steep
d go bounding down-

1 forecourt,
re, it was
srvants of h ¥

ght to render Now and then ho led encountered a

everyl secure. But where the outer walls great boulder w op-heavy th
loomed above ground steep enough to be almost ings were whispe , and then it wa
o proteciion in itzelf, silanee would,  past with extreme caution. Dunny bad to have
perhaps, have been exerci her joke about what they were all at.
= v 3 1

Saddenly y ward tant jurring and about storming the I
snapping of bol In the 1 me hush of this ! " she titt
high and lonely spot, it w nd that came ddenly ihe cas
every now and then during the next fow minutes, new angle. They had
A couple of dogs, kennelled in some i rd, worked round, during a mc or less
harked furiously all the while those locking-up climb, that their steady progre
sounds continued. And Bett maced aside 1o into vi a corner towe

\ose chums who were nearest to her, out here With its conical roof and some jutting windows
on the mountain-side. to an apartent just under that roof, the tower

con with dogs, girls! was a typical piece of the couniry’s ancient’

showed itself,

HGot to x
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architecture — extremely  picturesque  as
against the starry sky.

An added effect to-night was dim candlelight
in the diamond-paned windows of just that one
high-up chamber.

Almost it seemed to the girls as if a giant
lantern were hanging to the outside of the tower-
wall, such a striking projection had thc window
b(.(‘l\ given to secure wide views by day

1f only because it was the first ]1ght to be
glimpsed, they kept upturned eyes upon that
window fixedly.

A tower, and the top of a tower! Not without
a little sinking of the heart was each friend of
the captive pmncue», realising that that lofty cham-
ber might have become her prison for the night.

And then, of a sudden, they saw—a girlish
figure st‘mdnlg at the window. Only so smail
and slender though it was, that figure with the
light' behind it was bo!dly revealed to them.

** Look—there she

It was Polly who unlued that tense whisper.

seen

Polly Investigates
Sli ! I'; n. all right, still?*

i 1);} J.hvre at the top of that tower,”
Betty whispered, still gazing with the ntlmrs
towards tho lofty, dim-Iit window, “CGoing to
take some dmng—upn if we get inside I”

“At any rate, though,” Polly softly exclaimed,

it has told us where she is. ()uce inside, we
shuli know where to make for.”

_“If only we could signal her from here I” was
Madge’s wistful whisper. “Can’t we do thai—
attract her attention, somehow 77

“That's what I was thinking,” Betty excitably
breathed, “when I asked if it’s still safe for us—
and it is! Mrs, faom(,rﬁeld_shﬂ.l] we?”

“T think we must,” Zora vesponded in a
guarded tone. “For her to know that we are
here—at least, hoping to rescue her—would be
of such comfort. There are windows lower down
~—in the main part of the castle—but perhaps we
can ercep to where we would be out of sight to
anyone watching £

“ Ah, she's gone ! several of the girls regret-
fuliv panted: **What a pity!”

“Bhe may come back to the window,
wait.”

But, although this suggestion of Tess’ was
acted upon, nothing resulted, except that presenily
the window went dark. lhc captive princess had
put out her light, so they could only infer that
she had laid herself down o get some sleep,

Often enoungh did they send eager glances to
hat lofty window during the next half-hour, for
they were keeping to the slope below that side of
ihe castle.
making a signal.

There was, however, another window which at
last elaimed their interest.

This was one-at ground level, and for that
reason it had been provided with protecting bars,
But the iron bars had nothing fo do with the
antiguity of the place. Their purpose was to
prevent any burglarious atiempt, the window
frouting on to the grmmd that was not walled in,

Zora w]mpornd io the girls that she believed
it to be a stillroom window, and so very likely
no glass was behind the b&rq but only per-
forated zine, to supply constant “ventilation. She
fenred, however, that one of the bars would have
to be removed before an entry eould be ebtained,
and she did not see how that could be dome with
suflicient secrecy.

“The bars are beund fo be spaced apart so as

tH]

if we
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not to let_anyone squeeze through,” she deplored.

A full-grown  person—perhaps not,” Beity
whispered back. ‘“But how about one of us girls?
Here, let Polly and me creep to the window to
find out if anything can be done, whilst you cthers
wait!”

“Very well, do that !

R0, whilst the others kept 1o the lurking place
on the rugged slope, Betty and Polly snaked
uphill amongst the sheltering  boulders and
stunted bushes,

On all fours they ecrawled close in under the
f(]l\orzng castle wall—got to the very hase of it,
with that barred window directly above their
erouching form:

To their dismay, it was not nearly as close to
the ground as they had caleulated.” Even when
they came erect, the stone sill was well above
their heads, so that they could not reach their
hands to the bars.

Had they been able to do that, hoth gm\ would
soon have been drawing themselves up to the sill.

“Oh; but we hnow what to do,” came Polly’s
impatient grappling with the obstacle of helghb
“You give me a bunk up, Betty—come on!

‘ana, was right; therc’s no glass behind the
Betty _](,)fully whispered.  “So we really
ought to manage.”

“I'm not going Polly
fiercely,

Betty, no less determined, set a back for Polly,
who L]uid\ly clambered up and grasped the bars.
Another moment the madcap had drawn herself
on to the sill,

“Wire netting behind,” she whispered down.

She first put a hand in between two of the bars
to feel what resistance the netting offered.

Then Betty heard her chum dragging the wire
netting away {rora some of the nails that secured
1t

“Easy ! came Polly’s b.'c,.uhlsw report, after a
minute uf cautious auu»i- t’s that, Beity.
I don't know if I can squecze t}uouglm Going to
try, If my head sticks—well !”?

back now!” stated

“But ook here, dear; let me come up,”
clamoured Betly sofﬂy. “You reach down
and %

“Just a sec!

It was like Polly to be already striving to
squeeze  through,  Her wusual intelerance of
obstacles made her want to prove quickly thas
the thing could be done; then she would “writhe
back again to help Betiy up to the sill, so that
they could both go through.

But the squeezing through proved so difficult
that Polly, when ab last she was inside, felt sure
that she had better not go back. Indeed, she
wendered if it would be even possible for her
to get back. It had been such a tight squeeze,
she had a sense of being swollen-headed Ly the
exertion. There had been one desperate moment.
when her head had stuck fast, and it had seemed
to swell then—bebween the bars!

For good or ill, she whispered out to Beity
still to wait,

Then—the only one of them all to have made
her way into the castle—Morcove’s madcap
prowled away into the deep darvkness that was
behind the window.

On tiptoe she went, putting her hands alter-
nately outwards and ~.1dcw13q in groping nloL ong, |
so as mnot to  brush agamst or blunder into
anyvthing.

The chamber she was in, with its cold stono
floor, recked like a rhanrllm s shop. Zom had.
been right; this was a cool store-place for all
those pickles, jams, and other commodities which
foreigners keep by them in such great quantities,
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the time she had found her way to the door,
I’olfy eyes were growing aceustomed to the

datkness. ~ In any case, she would —mever have
‘stumbled over the few stone steps which she
‘encountered at the deorway. Shrewdly she had
’Lea.sonod that this L1'ovcpl’zcc was half-cellar, below
Ithe-level of the domestic regions with which it
mrmld be conneected, ahhough above ground.

The door, to her immense relief, opened with
her cautious lifting of a wooden lateh. She crept
| forwards, and warmer air was upon her cheeks.
‘I\Itchcns) just here?

Ves, and there was the Liichen fire on the
verge of dying out. After the black darkness of
the store-room, she could see much befter here.
There was great disorder, her peering eyes
noticed, and from this she astately inferred that
the castles domestic arrangements were all-
anyhow, owing to the revolution,

Out of the kitchen, along a dark and wide
passage she stole.

Tremendous, stout-walled

stronghold that the

castle was—and yet she was actually inside it.
And whether its inmates tomight were few or
many—none yeb had heard a sound, for not a

sound had she made.

. It was a degree of suceess which impelled her
|to go on alone. After all, she excitably reasoned,
L1t was simply a case of finding the way up to
that fower-room, of umlocking the door and
| silently rousing the princess, and then—they could
creep ‘down ng(‘ﬁtC‘l

It occurred to Polly that she ought {o render )

it possible for all Ler friends to enter en masse,
as it were, should ‘anything necessitate a cry to
them for help. Also, an outer door should he un-
bolted and left ajar by her, so that she and the
princess could, if all had gone well up till then,
get away all the quicker,

Vague recollections of the castle’s vast interior
l-elppd her now. She tiptoed into one grand
entertaining-raom where there were great french
windows, offering views uninterrupted by outlying
buildings or wall.

She and the princess could go out by these
windows, and would then have only some orna-
mental 1:3.111'1g¢ to clamber aver, at the foof of
the terrace, and they would be altogether clear
of the place—iree

On the other hand, Zora and the rest counld
rush in by these french windows, if the need
should arise.

“But 1 Ju:p(\ it won't 1”7 Pally grimaced to her-
iself. “If it is to come to a rough-and-tumble for
1the lot of us, then we shall have our work cut out !
1 must let them know, though, about these
windows.

This meant, creeping back to the barred window,
for some whispering out to Bebty, and Polly felt
suddenly impelled to do a bit more *scouting "
before reporiing. She would at least find her way
to the tower staircase, and so, perhaps, obtain
a wood idea as to whether or not she alone could
“do the trick.”

Tlow long it was afier this she did not know:
perbaps no more than five minutes, perhaps it
had become a quarter of an hour—Ilor she had
tiptoed the wrong way more than once, after all,
and had to turn back. But at last she was on a
first-floor landing, stealing towards a likely-
luukmo’ corridor, when she realised that theie
was a light h1vn1ng

Rich carpeting helped her to avold making the
slightest sound as she weni a few steps farther.

Then_she could peer round the corner inlo that
dimly lighted passage, and w. lut she saw caunsed
her heart to sinlk.

At the far énd a lantern was burning, and its
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light showed her a couch that had been dragged
from one of the rooms fe rest close in front of a

doorway giving access to the fower stairs, And
there on the couch lay someone at rest—Ettel
Cosetti! :
‘¢ Stalled | "
HAT it was Rupert Cosetti’s sister, Polly

was_instantly certain. The clothes ‘of that
reclining woman were too grand o be those
of a servant,

Asleep ?

Whether sleeping or waking, the woman thus
positioned for the night was a terrible obstacle.
1’01!\* 5 mind was now in that raging state which
a hitch for her always meunt.

“What on earth am I to do now !’

But. Ettel Cosetti was not asleep, alihough het
eyes had heen momentarily closed. Still peering
Polly saw the self-appointed * gaoleress ™ malke
a_ restl ~movement, then sit up ‘to light a
cigarette,

Her lving back Again, fo whiff at the cigarette
whilst her head lalled amongst heaped cushions—
it was all suggestive of a luxur\ loving nature, It
also qug”t‘it('ci that this fair creature meant to
keep awake, however boring the vigil might be.

It only Ettel Cosetti had resorted to some othe
means—retired to some room close to the prmcus\ <
in the tower, even shared Sonia’s - own room!
Anygthing, I’ullv felt, would have been better than
this barring the way into the tower itself. Lying
awake, and with a lantern burning—so that there
could be no hope of creeping upon her unawares,
Maddening, all this!

Forced to withdraw, Polly found herself down-
st again, vet hating the idea of returning to
where she could communicate with her friends.

She had hoped to be able to go back and let
them know exactly how the rescue could be
achieved. ‘“*And now I don't see how it is to be

done—TI just don’t 1"

Prowling about downstairs, Polly suddenly
came upon a gun-room. As she had conjectured,
here were plenty of sporting guns, with stocks of
cartridges in a drawer.

As she filled a [rock pocket with some of these
eartridges, =and then tock up two of the guns,
her smile to herself in the darkness was that of
a girl who r'mlld see triumph coming—victory in
mn‘hf aft all

* Bot Hm‘e—‘ralxe these "

That was the madcap’s tense whisper, when
next minute she was back at the barred window
of the store-room.

But Betty was not the only friend, immediately
below the window, whom Polly could see as she
passed one of the shotguns between the bars,

Zora and all the others had crept up close to
where, originally, only Betty had waited,

The gun, carefully lowered by the barrel,
taken from Polly’s grasp.
other, the same

“(artridges,” she then \m(rd softly, starting to
t them out on the stone sill. “Gei hold of
ese, one of you. T'm going back for more
guns,

“ But, Polly—"

“Don’t argue. I've thought it all out,” she
whispelcd to her econsiderably amazed and excited
chums; “youw’ll have to stage a night attack on
the pl"l(,‘[}-"“l,hen Tll do the rest. It's all right—
I'll explain more fully when I get back in a
couple of minutes. We must have more guns
than that.”

In vain_they gestured to her to explain further
before going away again, She vanished. leaving

was
She passed out the
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them  open-mouthed with wonderment, their
eyes staring up to the barred window at which she
had appeared for only those few moments,

Zora took possession of one of the guns, per-
mitiing Betty to retain the other. Then Madge,
by hoisting Tess up, enabled that chum to collect
all the cartridges from the sill.

“I think I get her idea,” Tess excitably whis-
pered when she was on the ground  again.
“Polly reckons that she can get to the princess,
and bring her away, if we create a sudden
racket,”

A diversion, drawing the Cosettis and any
servants to a part of the castle away from the
tower?” Zorva rejoined, speaking under her
breath. “But what about the risks that Polly is
going to take alone? We must 7

“llark ! Here she is again !

Betty had barely whispered the helief when
Polly’s face was once more discernible—like a
white mask in the darkness, obtruding between
two_of the bars. )

“Listen, all,” she spoke down ta them, in the
lowest of undertones: “I've got four more shot-
guns for you and another lot of cartridges. What
vou must do: work round more to the front of
‘the castle, and then let off all the guns together.
The Cosettis won't be thinking of us; they'll
imagine it something to do with the revolution.
Leave the rest to me.”

“Oh, but Polly I Zora gasped. “My dear gir],
T must know——"

“Ws all right T tell you,” Polly interrupted-

that demurring voice; and Beity and the rest
could see ber smiling.” “But if I don’t turn up—
if anything does go wrong and you hear me
shouting—then there’s a french window opening
on to the terrace; it's open now, so that will let
you in. 'Bye for now !”

“Wait, though! Paolly—2

“Oh, in case you didn’t quite get my idea,” she
again checked Zora; “try to let some of the shats
smash a few windows, As much row as possible—
that’s the idea.”

“But not the french windows?” Bunny blandly
inferred. .

“Gracious, no! ¥ come out by those windows—
with Sonia. That is, if I get her!”

H!

There was Polly’s merry look as she passed the
second lot of shotguns out to her chums, to imply
that the element of uncertainty was nothing for
them to worry about. But Betty was not the only
one to realise what a very big IF it was!

NG, dong, the old clock at the stables sounded
again in the darkness and the stillness of this
fateful night.

This time it was the quarter-past the hour which
the brief chime proclaimed; and Ettel Cesetti,
stubbing out a finished cigarebte, vawned heavily,

Then she heaved a bix sigh of boredom. This
was going to be one of the most trying nights she
had ever experienced. Tired, after much broken
sleep the night before, yet she could not have got
io sleep now even if she had been free to try
to do so.

To her, the revolution was a “sickening busi-
ness,” threatening to hash up her whole future.
Even if she and Rupert became no poorer by
it, life would never be the same-again for either
of them,

No more living in idleness and luxury, dividing
the year between gala times in Suva Pesth and
sport and flivtations in the country. = She weould
never make a great marriage now. There would
be nchody “great” to marry. Rotten!

Yet whilst she pitied herself on account of the
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revolution, because it threatened to end her exist-
ence as a social butterfly, she had not a pitying
thought for the princess, to whom the great change-
over was likely to mean life imprisonment—or
even death, )

Since the country was “going Black Sash,”
Rupert had done right in preventing Princess
Sonia from being smmggled over the frontier by
Zaora; that was ttel’'s completely callous opinion.
At a time like this, one had got to be Black Sash
—outwardly, at-any rate.. The revolution would
end, and then there would be the challenging
question: What did YOU do to help us establish
the new order of things?” Not bad, if Rupert
could proudly answer: “I? T placed the Princess
Sonia in your hands! But ior me she would
have escaped over the frontier, to live and so be
a cause of perpetual unrest. T

he last of the royal
line, and thercfore a danger to you—and ihat
danger I prevented,®

“All the same, I hate having her to look after,”
ran Eitel's dejected thoughts.  “Only a little after
ten, and I've got o stick here until daylight,
i Rupert thought

am not so sure, Never trust servants! I helieve
we have one or two about the place to-night who
would be glad to find in the morning that she has
escaped. That's the sloppy sentiment you get—in
servants.”

She smiled to herself disdainfully,

“They expect to have revolutions and vet still
keep the royal family. Fools! They'd like it to
be all done without anybody getting hurt.”

Then she laughed feebly, mirthlessly, As any
rate, if some stupid country girl—a domestic
about the place -did take it into her head lo see
if Princess Sonia could be set free during the
night—that girl would find herself nicely
“stalled” !

“But -fancy,” Ettel murmured disgustedly,
“having to stay up—for the servants! When they
used to have to stay up for me—until past three
in the morning when there was a ball. ~Oh, well,
as Rupert says, we must change with the times.”

And, lighting a fresh cigareite, she coiled down
again—a wakeful, vigilant sentinel, guarding the
only approach to the tower.

Night Attack !

ANG !
B And instantly afterwards, like a volley of
rifle-fire—bang, bang, bang!
Ettel Cosetti :sat up sharply, crving out
startledly. The cigarette dropped from her nerve-
less hand.

“ Mother of heaven,” she palpitated. “ What is
all that firing ! Oh— b

Bang, again—bang, bang! Bang, ang—
BANG! 5 ’ -

Wild-eyed with terror, she got up from the
couch and stoed for a moment swaying as if
hardly able to stand. Then she sat down again,
panting for breath.

The gunshois had caused a loud and ugly smash-
ing of glass. There was a tinkling and crashing
somewhere in the castle,

“It is an attack—must be!” she panted, press-
ing a hand over her leaping heart. '*Oh, where
is Rupert? We shall all be killed. They are not
Black Sashes who are storming the place. I1f
they are, then there is some mistake! Rupert!”
she began to scream for her brother as she rushed
up- the passage leading to the main staircase.
“Rupert, Rupert! Come quickly—Rupert !

Bang! Boom, bang !—more crashing noises—
and still another deafening BANG | :

&
e
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‘At the staireaze-landing Ettel stood still, utteriy
panic-stricken, Her brother ecame ouf of his room,
which was served by a corridor running towards
that side of the castle where the firing was taking
place, Tle was in dressing-gown and slippers, and
he earried a switched-on pocket-torch,

His wild waving of the torch evidenced greab

rt 1" she moaned, rushing to clutch one

“What does it mean?”
d T know ?* he raved. * Soldiers?
w! They are storming the place,

s dreadiul!

Oh, and lisien to the
eaming and sl

houting—the cowards !”

servants,

Iittel guavered. Then e burst inte tears.
“Rupert, what do we do? Save me!”

“Well, come on. then !” he gasped. hardly wait-
ing f{or hier as he went rushing downstaivs, “3Saf

place—the cella
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black darkness of a back-lobby giving access to
the wine cellars,
Then Polly flashed from her hiding-place and
ran up the main staircaze, three steps at a time.
She was aware of sounds of panic coming from
a’ high, remote part of the castle—the ser-
vants’ quarters. Her hope was that they would
not rush down in this direction, as they would
have some secondary stdircase offering a descent
more removed from the scene of the *attack.”
In any case, she had to take a chance now.
Now that the great mancuvre had succeeded in
stampeding Rupert and Ettel to the cellars.
Darting inta the first-floor corridor, at the end
of which Ettel had placed her couch for the night,
Polly in five seconds was dragging the couch clear
of the doorway to the tower. :
en she had the winding stone stairway to

o ; round and round as she went higher and
higher, a corkscrewing ascent that might have

Morcove party crossed it. If it turned they would be flung into the foaming waters, but
it was the only way of escape with the princess.

“Can’t you—can't you go out to them, Ruperi?
Cet them fo stop? Oh, do—do!” she fran
implored, dashing after him down the s,
il ‘s'-"l, them—whoever they are, we are on their

side |

“Don’t be a fool 1”
Bang !
“Oh, they're inside now!
il ome on, I tell you!”
“Wait for me! Rupert,

Rupert, wait for me!”

a

Rupert

shine the torch!

nd the edge of a carved
ished hall, watched

ror-s ir as they fra lly. raced

from the foot of the grand st se in flight

e cellars,

8he saw Rupert €

f setti eatch his foot in a trail-
ing cord of his dressing-gown and fall headiong.
He struggled up instant] he torch had
slipped from his hand and s
floor.

&

h nashed itself upon the
He and Eutel rushed on again, into the

dizzied her, but she had no time to feel
effeots.

To her great joy she heard more firing just as
she came, a-gasp for breath after the hasty climb,
to a top stone landing, with a door which she
felt positive was THE door!

‘The key was in the lock. She turned it back,
threw the door wide round before her, and was
intly confronted with Sonia, fully dressed.
“Here, come on!” Polly panted. ~“Out of this
ck, whilst there is a chance. The others—
I be waiting, T'll take you to them.”

here was no time for more. They ran down
the winding stairway together. At the foot of it,
just as they darted out by the doorway where
tel had had her cou Polly took Sonia by
the hand,

They raced along the corridor, and then went
hel slter down two flights of the main stair-
case to the hall. one was about; but they
heard the servants jabbering not far off, and also
the nervous voices of Ettel and Rupert,

any
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Now that the “firing ” had ceased, Rupert by
his Ioud remarks appeared to be feeling “hold™

Polly pulled Sonia after her into the room with
ihe french windows, which stood open in readiness.
A few moments more and both girls were out-
side, nipping to ornamental railings which were
all thaf separated the terrace garden from the
wild of the mountain-side,

They clambered over the railings, and then,
whilst they made the casy descent of a part of the
steep ground, Polly contrived—much out of breath
though she was—to give a faint whistle.

After tho darkness of the castle, the starlight
ﬁuja }}lmm seemed to make the summer night quite

right,

“There they are!” Polly suddenly panted.

“Whoopee! You all right for keeping on, Sonia? -

‘Want any help 2%

“Ah,” said Princess Sonia, speaking for the
first time since her prison-door was unlocked to
her, “I think you have helped me sufficiently,

- don’t you?”

““No,” Polly laughed. “Time to say that—

when you're over the frontier !”

A Last Thrust
ONCE again were rescuers and rescued alike

to hear the bell at the Castle of Brancevar

—as the very faintest ding-donging—whilst
they hastened on in a reunited party.

The forest was all about them again, and they
seemed only to come upon a helpful track at one
moment, to find it giving out a minute or so
later.

Mostly they were simply floundering along
through  hampering undergrowth, their clothes

etting torn to shreds by the brambles. But at
east they were keeping in the right direction—
straight as the crow would fly—for the frontier.

Never too dense were the trees that they could
nob keep to the desired course by managing to
glimpse. the stars. :

A pursuit—had one been started?
not know; but it was certain that, ere this,
Rupert and his sister must have discovered how
they had been fooled. ' That he was a born
coward did
_disinclined to pursue them,

He had his horse, and it would require no
courage to set off, armed, to overtake fugitives
who were quite defenceless, and not a man
amongst them,

Zora, for a little while, had retained her gun,
with just one saved cartridge. She had declared
passionately that, if he came afler them, she
would--shoot. him. : But the-gun had been too
heavy for her o go on with, 'if she was to keep
up with her young companions, and so she had
reluctantly cast it away. .

““And now—look! The river!”

' Not surprising, that half-rueful utterance of
Polly’s.. To all of them, in their-desperate flight,
it was causing mixed feelings—their having found
the river again. . : )

The sight of it once more, now that they had
suddenly ‘emerged upon a clearing which took in
part of the river-bank, meant a joyful certainty
of their having come far and come aright. But
that joy was tinctured with the dismaying know-
ledge of what a_ difficult, even disastrous, barrier
the rushing river might prove to be.

Cross it they musf, if they were to continue in
the only direction- in. which safety lay. Pre-
viously, however, they had been quite baflled, held
up by the river. A certain bridge—the only one
for .miles in both directions, as Zora- had told
them—was blown up,.
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. Before, theg had been unable to find any ford.
ing-place, and swimming was out of the question.
This was a rushing river, foaming and eddying,
fed by mountain terrents that were ice-cold.

The strongest swimmer, after choosing an
apparently safe part, would yet be swept away,
smitten with cramp, knocked senseless amongst
hnu{ders, or fatally caught in a dreadful whirl-
pool,

What, then, were they now to do?

It was simply their inability to get across, less
than twelve hours ago, that had resulted in
Sonia’s being “arrested ” by Rupert Cosetti.

_Was there to be that dire catastrophe all over

again ?

*Sickening nuisance I” Polly was soon raging
aloud to Betty and others, “When it’s really not
& wide river, after all 1
. “Only so swift and deadly,” Beity glumly re-
joined.- “Mrs. Somerfield won't even consider our
trying to swim it.”

“You can’t hear any noise of a cataract,” Tess
muttered, whilst they scurried aleng a section of
the bank that was new to them. “Or we might
hope to be getting to some inrding-ﬂace Aul; last.

“Where we could jump from one to another—
yes,” Bunny put in, “We wouldn’t be slow
about the jumping !”

“I say, t]hough P

This was Betty, suddenly stopping dead as if
an idea had seized her,

“Girls! Can’t we make our own bridge, some-
how? Oh, I know we haven’t an axe or a
chopper—we've nothing, or we might have felled
a tree. But—" .

“You're -thinking—look for a fallen tree?”
Polly burst out, *But, come to that—we passed
one _just now ! L i

“Why, yes!’ several of them ecricd.
close to the water, too!”

““Oh, come on back!” i

The thrilling idea of making use of that fallen
iree was quickly made known to the others follow-
!i]ng !il;hmd, and then the return rush was made

v all, - e - 5

Some of the Morcove girls galloped back, es
if the hope of being able to bridge the river had
given them new life. . e oy

The tree, when they got to it, proved to'be a
giant larch—one of thousands that draped the
slopes of the great valley. g

ome felling -of neighbouring trees, close to
the river so that they could be floated away by
the  timber-cutters, had left this tree, no doubt,
exposed to stresses of weather which it was not
A gale had laid it low, causing it
to_lie a-sprawl across the clearing. o :

Desperately the girls and Sonia brought their
strength to bear upon the tree; but they
did no good until they resorted to leverage,
Branches lopped from other trees, and lefi behind
as waste by the timber men, served splendidly,
and soon the huge stem was being shifted, firss
by one end and then the other, until it was at the
water’s edge.

Then came. the awkward and terribly anxious

.“Lyiﬁg

‘work of levering it outwards, by one end only, to

take to the water.

There was an unvoiced thought in the minds of
them all of what failure was going to mean. So
much delay, all for nothing. And even now
Rupert migilt be on horseback, trailing them;
finding it easy to follow the track which their
own tramplings and flounderings had left during
the flight from Brancovar.

SQuddenly: :

“Loo-00-00k ouf, girls!™




Twopence

Betty could see that the current had taken hold
of the prone tree at last, By that end which
they had been levering outwards into the water,
it was floating away. )

Pivoting on the end which still rested upon the
bank, it swung nearly all its length in the river.

Was it long enough te reach from bank to
bank? They could not be sure; only wonder and
wateh, heart in mouth. TUnless that outer end,
swinging with the current, hit the opposite bank—
they would have failed! ik

The water began to surge and spume, It was
as if the river were working ilself info a rage
over the impending obstruction. ' The floating
mast floundered wildly before the watchers’
anxious eyes. They saw it lodge before it was
far from being in a bank-to-bank position, and
some of the girls gave groaning shouts:

“It's stuck! It won’t move again!”

But it did move, when the impeded river had
talcen only a few moments to rise higher, lifting
the very impediment as it did so.

There came & sudden, londer wallowing of the
water and a crackling of branch-stumps. Afloat
again, the free was swirled on, and then—

“Hurrah!” Naomer was the first to shout,
and caper.

whilst starting to clap her hands
* Bekas—look [

The outer end had lodged against the opposite
{)anl;, and there was Morcove's way across—at
ast g )
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“Sonia!” the joyous girls turned to cry to her.
“Come on, then—hurrah!”

“Yes, go on, all of you, but, oh—take care!”
Zora implored. “Don’t fall in!”

“We shan't do that!” Bunny gaily responded,

#0One more river,

One more river to cross!”

One behind the other, out stepped the girls on
to the makeshift bridge, with the racing water
liable to rise just the inch higher which_ would
mean, perhaps, a sudden and disastrous dislodg-
mentf.

Paula, when her turn came, was_all nervous
squealings. She had to erawl on hands and knees,
and, even so, Madge had to keep a steadying hold
upon her.

Fearful experience it was, indeed, to be in
mid-stream on a “bridge * which rocked as one
walked it, and the river, in its half-checked state,
swirling, foaming—rising rapidly !

But Betty, with her own private reason for
wanting to be last across, except for Zora, saw
her chums and the princess all getting safely to
the other side. Betty’s motive for hanging back
was the same as Zora’s: if any of the others
slipped, then she meant to be the first to plunge
in to attempt a rescue! i

“Now, Betty—go on, dear, and I’ll follow.”

(Continued on the next page.)
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“All  right, then!” Betty was responding
‘Blithely, when she saw- Zora’s eyes in the starlight
send a dilating look over a shoulder

i I hear someone mow,” Zora exclaimed
tensely. *‘Someone on horseback! Betty, quick
—quick 1”7 - :

Betty took the makeshift bridge at:a rush, and
Was. across:
there, on the other- bank, with the rest of the
party. s e P 2

In  that moment  they saw mounted Rupert
gallop his herse clear of the trees.

He saw i
had crossed the river. Down from his saddle
he flung the reins over the horse’s sweating meck,
then came striding to the “bridge.”

-Morcove, with Sonia and Zora, started to run.
Lookini behind, they could see him stepping out
on to the tree that spanned the river, _

Nor had he come after them unarmed. His
flourishing arms, as he kept his balance whilst
crossing over,” enabled them to see a revolver-in
his right hand. '

_éBut Rupert Cosetti never reached that other
side.

Suddenly there was that booming sound again
© from thé river, and they saw the tree-trunk cast
about by the raging waters, so that instantly the
-man himself, was gone from sight; gone down
into the furious flood, perhaps to perish there!

Morcove Gives a Cheer |
s 00OD-MORNING ! Can you give us some
\ breakfast 17 . . 5
Zora Somerfield, speaking the language
of the place, had wanly smiled the question now
that the front door of the best hotel in Bukajero
had been’ opened to her and her eight weary,
tattered jumiors. : '

It was only a little after dawn, but Bukajero
was astir. All Bukajero was llf), for the simple
reason that it had stayed up—all night!

So here at last were Betty Barton and her
chums of Study 12 at Morcove School, safe]g over
_the frontier, with Mrs. Somerfield—and the
princess ! - 3 [

Dend beat, their clothes in rags; but—their

objective was achieved. Sonia was saved !

ficials, a few minutes since, had given very
little trouble. The frontier was supposed to be
closed, but humane instructions had been given
to let in women and children who were refugees
from that neighbouring state which was in the
throes -of its revolution. :
" Suddenly, however, Mrs. Somerfield turned to
the juniors with words that took revivifying

-effect. 7 5
“Qirls! I am told that Judy and Pam and
Helen slept here the other night! They had to

wait for one of the continental expresses.”
HOh 1*

“ And before they went off in the morning they
had a telegram from England—answering one
they had sent. So that ended all Judy’s anxiety
about her mether. Judy knew, before she
boarded the train, that. ber mother was out of
danger—getting better.” i .

“Splendid 1”7 Morcove rather croaked, its voice
being affected by physical exhaustion.

To they went, all of them, to become frea.tly
refreshed by those ablutions which preceded coffee
and rolls and great cuts of ham, and sections of
tasty sausage and confiture and fruit, But there

is a weariness of mind and body which only sleep
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Another moment. and Zora also was '

them, and he saw by what means they .
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can really end, and that sleep they were soon
enjoying. : i
The day drew on, and became hot and noisy,
with much shricking of engine whistles at the
station hard by; but Betty, her chums, the prin-
cess, and Zora—they slept through it all. - :
Not until the afternoon sun was beating upon
the closed ‘jalousies -did ‘one pair of pretiy eyes
after another come open, 5
Then  Sonia sat up, coming in’ for a merry
“*Morning !1” from one of the chums, and “’After-
noon!” from others, and‘ “’Evening!” from
Bunny—in case it should be even as late as that.
Mrs. Somerfield was not here, although she had
shared the room with her charges: minute
later, however, when the girls were doing their
best to make themselves what Paula called * pwe-

sentable,” Zora rushed in, her lovely face

proclaiming more good news. - 5 .
“Girls—it's over!” - o
“¥h, what?”?

“The revolution! T have this moment heard.
Buva Pesth broadeast at midday: ““Peacel”

“Hurrah!” Betty & Co.” went off “into one of
their full-throated- ‘Mercove "cheers. “Sonia,” do
you hear this? Peuee I’ £

“But who,” Madge clamoured, “is in power?”

“N'Pt the Black Sashes!” Zora smiled. . “It
is a Government of the best men from all parties.

And nothing could be better for my country than

that! No extremes, no persecution—-" i

She was going to say more, *but broke off,
struck by a strange look in the eyes of the ex-
princess, Betty & Co. had noticed i, and were
waiting for her to speak.

It meant deep silence for a litile while. Sonia,
going across to the windows, pushed open one
of the jalousies so as to be.able to see: olt.
Those who watched her, as she stood there,
noticed that hers was a far-away gaze. - .

At last she turned round and spoke—very
calmly and pretiily :

“You will let me go hack—at once??”

“Sonia 1”’- they gasped. . “‘Oh, but—" .

“Please,” she -entreated, 1 must go back at
once—to Suva, yes. It does.mot mean that yeu
have not done me-a great service.. You saved my
life—I shall aways believe it was so—and in my
prayers I shall always ask a blessing for you all.”

- Her voice became emotional. ’

“It is peace now, but it was war then—when
{ou were standing by me. Peace now—and so

would like to turn back.”

“Yet, why?” _ Polly
“Bonia—why "

“I shall tell yoit why,” was the smiled answer.
“For the same reason thaf you turned back—
for me. Because there arve times when one hears

exclaimed - uneasily.

. —a call. You understand, I think?™

. . . . . %

FIEN it fell to Betty, as a Morcove captain, to
speak or act for others.

80 now, in suddenly -stepping. to Sonia .and
kissing her, Betty was not merely expressing her
own mute admiration; she was also conveying
what was in the minds of all her chums.

For she and they alike did understand what
Sonia  had meant—being built that way,
themselves | & -

[THE END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.]

. DISGRACED by the Denvers’’ (by Marjorie
- Stanton)—first of a magnificent new series

of Morcove *Back-at-School > Stories—appears

in next Tuesday’s SCHOOLGIRLS’ OWN. '



Twopence
“Fire! Fire!”

All Punishments Cancelled
“TZIRE! Fire!”
The cry of alarm had not yet shattered
the dj niged silence of Grangemoor School,

But it could be only a few moments before many
a startled scholar became suddenly aware of smoke
and flames issuing from the ancient belfry.

Meanwhile, Jack Linton had clattered down tha
stairway of Challenor's House and was streaking
for the belfry, .

For half a dozen seconds he was running bare-
headed through the pouring rain. The sopped
ground in front of him shimmered in the light-
ning which frequently stabbed the stormy darkness.

’I‘%]en he reached cover in the cloisters. It
was from- one side of the cloistered yard that
the old ivy-clad belfry reared itself, and there
Jack divedy in at a low doorway which served
the stone in corkscrew
fashion,

He did not dash up those worn steps empty-
handed. From the passage wall, Jjust inside the
main entrance to Challenor’s, he had taken a fire
extinguisher, kept there for emergencies like the
present.

He had the presence of mind, too, to dab a
handkerchief hastily in a puddle as he dashed
across from Challenor’s. © Now he put the weighty
fire extinguisher down for a moment so that he
could use both hands to bind the ‘handkerchief
about mouth and nostrils,

His stop was of the briefest, for he had not
forgotten that if the belfry burned for another
minute even, the papers of such vital importance
to_Hetty Morland might be lost for ever.

His three pals, Jimmy, Tom and Tubby, would
be following him in a few moments, They wers
collecting other extinguishers. :

Half-way to the top of the tower steps Jack
encountered smoke billowing down, for the belfry

steps  winding aloft
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The Dread Cry Rings Though Grangemoor School—But Jack
Linton Tackles the Flames Single-Flanded

By Marjorie Stanton

itself was on fire—at the very top of the
picturesque edifice,

The storm’s first vicious flash of forked light-
ning had set the tinder-dry material on fire up
there.  Straw, birds’ nests, ancient beams and
Joists and wooden laths—all blazed furiously now,

Jack stopped a few steps higher-up and smashed
in the stud of the, extinguisher’s nozzle. Instantly
the chemicals began to issue out & vapour-like.
steam, h

On_again he charged, his eyes tingling with
the dense smoke, few more of the winding
steps placed him in sight of the actual flames,
and he checked there, Lﬁmﬂ:ing the extinguishing
vapour towards them.

The stuff acted with a rapidity which he had
never believed to be possible. 'There was a dying
out of flames that seemed magical.

fter & moment or so_he was able to advance
on to a plank platform—part of it alight—which
tan narrewly all round the inside of the walls,
It was a gangway for workmen who might at
any time have to attend to the clock or the bells
which hung in the centre.

The extinguisher, not yet exhausted, was still
conquering the blaze. But the smoke was thicker
than ever, and doing its best to suffocate him jn
spite of his makeshift handkerchief-respirator.

Chere was one desperate and terrible moment of
moving still farther along the gangway, so as
to play the extinguisher upon a part of the blaze
not yet reached. The vapour seemed to be almost
used up now. For a moment or so he feared
that after all he was to fail.

He would have to stagger away, leaving a piece
of blazing material unconquered, and thé fire
would instantly spread again, and the papers—
the papers would be burned |
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But the vapour in the fire extinguisher lasted
just long enough. The last flames, licking about
In the wind which came in at the slaited openings,
died out as suddenly as the vest had done. Jack
dropped the empty extinguisher, to crash to the
plank floor. - Only smoke now! Se now—the
papers; Where- were they? :

Blinded by the recking smoke, Jack groped
about. A loud shouting from outside the tower
told him that a general alarm had gone ug.

Those papers! He had to find them and have
them out of sight again before masters, prefects,
or anyone else turned up.

e was remembering what Dave had said dur-
ing that last snatched talk before the expulsion.
Something about the papers being in an, old
biscuit tin—stuffed away in o niche, with a jack-
daw’s nest to help conceal it. Where, then—where
was {hat niche? . The oriss-crossing timbers
seemed to provide scores of niches!

“Ahl ere we are!”

Jack panted that to himself as his right hand

fumbled at last at a point just beyond where
the worst of the blaze had been, though a charred
bird’s nest crumbled as his fingers touched it.
“The papers—got them!” he exulted, and reeled
away, glad that now he could get away from the
dense smoke. ]
Suddenly a voice below hailed him in a bellow-

ing tone: ;
“I0i, Jack! Are you there?” )
“That you—Jimmy? I'm all right,” ‘he

hoarsely shouted back, with the wet muffler still

in front of his mouth and nostrils, “The fire's

out, tell ’em! And now I am coming out!™
Jimmy was near enough at hand to offer Jack

ald.
“(@ot them?” Jimmy panted, referring, of
course, tao Dave’s papers.
“Vep! Whew! Whouf!” Jack coughed and
spluttered.

“CGood man,” Jimmy applauded him.

Before ‘Jack and Jimmy got half-way down
the staircase to the ground, they met a group of
boys and masters thronging up ib. . At si ht of
the two Fourth Form chums, however, and Jack’s
reassuring assettion that the fire was out, they
turned about and flocked down again into the
cloisters. .

There scores of other boys were crowding, and
great was the cheering on account of the fire
having been pub out so speedily. Suddenly the
headmaster appeared. .

“T¢’s all right now, sir,” said the housemaster.

“Ah, that you, Challenor! I thought as I
came across that the glare seemed less. Who
put it out?” ] ¥

“QOne of my boys—Jack Linton here—used a
fire extingnisher. ~ Did the whole thing all by
himself, in fact! Rather commendable, sir.”

“Linton!” thé headmaster cried, giving a
devouring look to the owner of that name. “Hal
So you, Linton—you distinguished yourself.”

“T only extinguished, sir.”

There was a roar of laughter from those who
crowded near enough to catch this. correction;
and even the Head himself smiled. -

“Tinton, a very creditable deed! . Shall we
say then, that in extinguishing the fire you have
also—h’m, ha—extinguished that displensure which
of late you have incurred from me? I think
we may very well say that, Mr. Challenor,”

“Tt would have been a great loss, sir, if the
heolfry had been destro‘feg,” the housemaster
chserved.

* “Irveparablel One of ‘the most ancient and
picturesque features of all Grangemoor!  Set
alight by lightning, I puppose. Linton, any
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remitted |

“Thank you, sir; and, sir—"

“Well, Linton?”

“That also applies, I hope, to my three chums.
They did -their bit, too, sir!” ¥

“Ha, very well, then—yes, all four of you! And
I am bound to say,” the Head added, “‘that this
only bears out a belief of mine; that any wrong-,
doing of late was due to Cardew.: Now that
he, the instigator of so much' lawlessness, has
been sent home, I shall hope to hear better
Meantime—""

The Head turned to attend to other matters,
and Jack and his chums tried to get away from
the crowd, too, but it was only by threatening
to recite ‘“The Fireman's Wedding ” that Jack
at last obtained the exclusive society of Jimmy,
Tom and Tubby.

“Gosh, if Dave's papers had been lost!” he
commented, tapping a bulge in his breast pocket.
“But they are still 0.K., boys.”

“Where are you going to keep 'em now?”
Jimmy asked. *‘You know how Gayner has been
trying to get hold of them all along.”

“Gayner'll be unlucky,” was Jack’s response.
'Smatter of fact, I expect he fancies that Dave
took the papers away with him.” '

“How about letting Hetty . have them back
now ?” Tom softly suggested. =

“No! Dave wanted me to take care of them
until I heard from him. But I tell you what,

you - were undergoing are

‘chaps; that gating of ours is off mow—cheers!
“We can go down to Joab’s at any time we like.”

“Rine!” Jimmy nodded. “A talk with Hetty

How about to-morrow morning

Jack derided
“Before brekker, boys, is my

—after school 777

“*(tet out with your after school.”
that suiggestion,
mark 1
. And so before any other boys were down next
morning they dragged out their bicycles and were
speeding away from Grangemoor,

A breezy .day had followed last evening’s
thunder-storm.  What. with the freshness of the
carly morning and a sense of restored liberties,
the four were in high spirits. x

They knew. that Hetty would be up. With all
the work of ‘the place upon her hands, she was
busy every morning, they knew, shortly afier
sunrise.

In the lane leading down to the riverside café
something happened to make the chums very
nearly come “purlers.”

A Tfaint whistle—the glimpsing of a hand as
it was advanced from leafy surronndings to give
beckoning signs—and Jack ‘was.sharply braking,

-with ~a. warning “whoa!” to these coming on

behind.

He and they were next instant dismounted,
hearing a rustling in the hedge which set them
all staring expectantly. 5

“Homeone wants us—I don't know who!” Jack
panted bewilderedly. )

He who had whistled and signalled was now
head and shoulders clear of the hedge. As he
gave & final wr_lggle to extricate . himself
;:ompletely, he sniiled at the ‘bunched-together

our,
“Gosh!” Jack gasped. *“It’s Davel”

Gayner’s Cruel Bluff
¢ ORNING, you fellows!”

“Dave |” the four emitted in varying
tones of staggering amazement. ‘“You,

Dave—here?”
“'Sh1” he cautioned.
down this way?
out of hounds!”

! “What are you doling
Going along to Joab's, when it’s
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“Wrong, my son,” Jack beamed. *“OQOur stock
is at par again in the school. We're teachers’
favourites, we ave, now! Examples to the school,
says the Head—get that 7"

‘flCrIu.d to hear it,”” Dave said with his sober
smile,

The events of overnight were, in the next
minute, given in proper seguence, with Dave's
mind already set at rest about the papers,

“But_it comes to this "—he irowned—"you
were jolly brave for the sake of them, Jack. Have
yeu_got them on you now?”

“No. Do youy want them??

“8o long as they are somewhere safe—and 1
can trust you fellows about that. But tell me——"

“No, you tell us for a change,” Jack objected.
“You're back—more or less in disguise! Gosh,
Dave, you had better ‘not let the Head see you
dressed like that!” =

“I don’t intend him to see me,” was the laughed
answer. “All it means, you fellows, my best
chance. of getting a meeting with Gayner’s
guardian—and you know that's my next step—is
by being on hand here at Grangemoor. I found
that out yesterday. . There’s a big likelihood of
Mr. Gordon calling at the school during a motor-
run in the west country. I'm going to be on
the look-out for him. I know his car—"

“But, man alive!” Jimmy burst in con-
cernedly, “how on earth are you managing for
yourself? Where did you kip last night?”

“In the old mill; and T’ve had a better brekker
this morning than you fellows :
will get when you go back—
as I want you to do, right
now,” Dave coolly pursued.
*“Never mind about talks with
Hetty. Far better if you could
tr%: to find out at once, at the
school, if Gayner is expecting
his guardian.” g

“And let you know ?”-Tom
eagerly. inferred. ‘'‘Right!
We'll scoot back now.”

“Have you really got
enough grub to go on with,
Dave?” Tubby Bloot wanted
to know. >

“‘Anyhow,” and he filched
out a couple of apples from
a pocket, and some  milk
chocolate, “have these! And
at midday I'll bike in to the
shops and——"

“’Bh!” Dave warned.

His sherp ears had been the
first to pick up a significant
sound. Now his chums heard
the unmistakeble rattle of a
bicycle being ridden quickly
down the lane,” all amongst
the ruts and loose gravel.

Dave nipped to where he
could be out of sight—on the
. field-side of the hedge.

The others had no sooner
remounted their machines and
turned them for the run baek
to school than the approach-
ing cyclist came round a bend.
It was Ralph Gayner. As
sight of the four he jammed
on his brakes and jumped off
his bumping bicycle.

But Jack and his pals did
not stop to have words with
ike bullying prefect. With
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cheery waves, at-which he scowled, they started to
race back for Grangemoor, :

Gayner, tight-lipped, stood glaring after them
until they were gone round the bend,

“1 can’t bother about them now,” he muttered
to himself, springing back to his saddle, “T must
see Hetty Morland and still be back in time for
breakfast.

One of the many harassing things for Ralph
Gayner at present was a sense of being distinetly
out of favour with “Old Tony.” 4

At the gate to the café garden he got off his
machine to go the rest of the way on foot. He
saw IHetity taking a basket of washed table-linen
to a clothes-line, and went across to her.

“¥eur uncle—not up yet, e¢h, Hetty?”

“No,” she answered, and went on with what
she was doing.

““Oh, you're never civil to me,” he snapped out.
“You'll be sorry some day! 'm like most
people, I can be a good friend—or a bad enemy.”

She pegged another snowy square of linen’ to
the line, then faced him spivitediy.

“I don’t think you can ever be my friend,
Ralph Gayner.”

“Oh, I daresay you'd be more willing to listen
to that young Cardew chap. Well, do you know
he is miles from Grangemoor now; kicked out
of the school—expelled, see?”

The shock of the words struck her back a little.

“Expelled?” she echaed incredulously.

“And publicly expelled at that,” Gayner

2 i

Gritting his teeth, Jack Lintoned ged along the narrow,

rickety platform, playing the extinguisher on the Sames.

If he failed to retrieve the vital papers, it would mean

that all Dave Cardew’s efforts would have been in vain.
But Jack had no intention of failing.



318

nodded. “There has been nothing like it before
in all the time I've been at Grangemoor. Cardew
was hoofed  out yesterday—sent home—and there
he is, in nice disgmoe{_nm! whose doing, Hetty,
if it wasn’t yours?” ;

Hetty stood with a hand up to her heart,
staring aghast at Gayner, who was under the
sway of an insensate desire to go on hurting
her. Somehow, he-feli that striking out at any-
body must be a relief to him, - b

“Cardew was a level-headed, studious thap
until you turned his head by consulting him about

. those papers of yours—as if he were someone
who could advise you like a lawyer! That's all
the good it has done him, to-be asked to turn
himself into a private inguiry agent! Now he's
expelled, = He's to be kicking -about at home
when his piother returns from a voyage that
she only took for her health's sake! ~What do
you think Mrs. Cardew is going to think of her
son now he’s turned out of Grangemoor?” .

“Oh, that will do—" v e -
“But it's not all! . What do you think his
mother is going to think of you for being the
cause of his disgrace? You had better not be
here when she comes to Grangemoor—as she is
certain to do—to inquire.into the whole business !
*YIf it is like that, I certainly shall not wait
for Mrs. Cardew to turn up,” Hetty said faintly.
And the words fell as sweetly as music upon
Gayner’s ears, 2
. He had all he could do to keep a wild look
of ‘relief and, joy out of his sharp-featured face.
His own random utterances, outcome of his mad-

dog’ state, had achieved something that could. not
fail to be to his immense advantage. <~ They had,
he was. sure, stampeded” this girl inte sudden
determination to go right away—at once! .

“That's what vou've done for Cardew;” he
snarled on. “What good have you done your-
self?  Not.a bit of good—only harm!
would rake up the past—get him to try to
discover something wonderful about your being
entitled” to be a grand young lady, really. Oh,
I know what was in your head! And instead,

you have only come to know .that-your father .

was a convict; a man who——"

“I do not know that]” she flashed fiercely.
That’s .

“Yon have said it, and I don’t believe it !
all, and now you can go!
you. cad,” she stamped.
have been expelled

“Only ‘I
grin, ~ “But ‘I have said enough—although
there is just one thing more, now I think of it.
Don’t count upon getting in touch with Dave

Get out of my sight,
“It's you who should
rom Grangemoor—"’

Cardew through- his pals at the school.. “They :

are not exactly bearing you any goodwill now.
They know who is to blame for his being expelled.

Those fellows, Dave's own sister at Morcove, his -

mother when she gets back from her voyage—
they're all §01n to despise you.”
The heartless, lying voice might have said much
more in the same strain, but it would have been
‘unheard by Hetty. She had snatched up the
empty wash-basket and was hasteaing away.
ayner took almost jaunty returning steps to
where he had left his bicycle. The joyful con-
viction—that she would be gone from the district
before the day was out—seemed to mean new life
to him. Shame-stricken, she would go away—to
vanish completely! It was absolutely certain
that she would not let even her uncle know her
whereabouts—for she hated her Uncle Ezra.
Gayner, as he got back to his bicycle, was
nodding ‘and smiling to himself like one wha had
suffered fear and knew now that there was nothin
more to {fear. That girl, with her wretche
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find you with this tallywag!”

wasn't!” he retorted with a sickly '

. at all.”
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packet of papers, had cropped up cnce to become
a terrible menace to his own position -as Mr.
Gordon’s “ward.” She would vanish now, though
—never to.crop up again—- ;o
So he was exulting to himself as he rode his
machine up the leafy lane, and it was nothing to
him- that only the.most ruthless conduct on his
part had achieved such a promising outlook.
Never mind the means employed; the great

:thing was that he was to gain his own ends!
“

Why should I ever know a moment’s worry,
after this?” : ;

But the way of the transgressor was to be hard
for at least a little while yet. -~ -

Only & few hundred yards had he ridden when
there. came the warning tr-ring, ring! of some-
body else's eyele bell, and nexi moment machine
and rider whizzed into. view.

“Ah, dash!” Gayner raged afresh. “What
does this blighter want?” ; 3 Z

¥or it was Percy Denver, that co-prefect.who
had- hinted. more 'than once,: just” lately; what
he wanted was—the price of his silence!

" A Bargain Between Schemers -
#TOUND you!” oily-haired Denver chuckled;
as he and Gayner came within speaking
; distance in . the lane, wheeling . their,
machines. “Rather guessed that you might be -
down_this way.” - gl 5 kL
- *Was theré any need to come after me?. Can't
I take a bit of exercise before brekker without
having you at my heels?” . x
. “But I like a bike round before breakfast, a
morning like this, Gayner,” the other responded
airily. “You mustn’t expect to have the whole
world to. yourself, my dear fellow, I can under-
stand your not wishing to share——".
“Share what? Look here, Denver, now what
are 5’01& driving at?”
“Oh, T can go into that with you some other

.time, . Don’t be in such a filthy temper, Gayner—

when I’ve done the nice thing by you, coming to
i ]

The buff-coloured envelope, belatedly produced,

~was snatched at by Gayner. As he opened it and

tore outb the flimsy, his was & “jumpiness” which
Percy Denver found amusing. i .

“No business of mine, Gayner—and yet in a
way it is! I wonder if that telegram is from your
guardian, Mr. Gordon?” .

“If you want to know, ‘it is,” G‘-ayner sullenly
muttéred, crushing up the flimsy. **He expeocts
to call at the school some time this evening.”

_“Bplendid | said Denver, whilst his co-prefect
irritably tossed away the ball of paper into the
hedge. . ““Nice for you to bave him giving you a
look-in, Gayner? 1 su Eosrz it means a fiver for
you when he says good-bye?” .

“No, it doesn’t! Mr. Gordon isn’t that sort

“Not? Anyway, it had better mean that for
you, all the same, Gayner. Even if you have to
ask him for the fiver, I'm tired of waiting to be
paid what you owe me.” - 3
. ““What I owe you! I don't owe you a farthin,
now!” Gayner protested hotly. “You have ha
the money——"" : .

“Some of it, quitel A couple of quid—"

“And that's more than I ever did owe you
It’ﬁla.lllygl;; are going to get out of me, anyhow !”

s it?’

“Confound you—yes!” Gayner gritted, clench-
ing and unclenching his Wands. “What do you
take me for?”

“Mr. Cordon’s ward, of course!” Denver goad-
ingly smiled. “TUoming into pots of money some-
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day—unless anything goes wrong in the meantime,
eh? And so, my dear fellow—don’t be a fool and
force me to do what I don’t want to do. I should
so._hate having to butt in when your guardian is
wxi.h”you, this evening, to tell him a few things

“About me?” Gayner said hoarsely.

“More particularly about young Cardew-oh,
and that girl' dewn at Joab’s, yes!” Denver

- blandly added. ‘Though, of course, you would
come nto'it all as we]?! From what you said,
just now, I take it that Mr. Gordon isn’t one of
your easy-going sort. Bit striet—eh, Gayner?
Stickler for principle; just, before he is generous,
and all that—eh?” -

Gayner’s chest went in as if he could not get
his breath. In the early morning sunshine his
lined forehead glistened with perspiration.

So now,” he panted at last, “you are as good
as'saying—five pounds, or you will make out to
my guardian that Cardew was unjustly expelled ?
All right; you shall have the money, Denver.”
And - after a hard-breathing paunse: = “Hush
money! And you know what that makes you to
be; where you'll go if ever it’s found out? But
you shall have the money——" -

“Right—thanks ! ;

- That cool word or two, coming after such fierce
utterances as Gayner had: been choking at -his
victimiser, left them meeting each other’s egea
in silence,  But only for a long moment had that
silence endured when—unmistakably from the
direction of Joab’s—ihere came a girl's faint
scream, » it

Hetty, calling out like that; voicing a ery
which must have been wrung from her either by
pain or shock. To Gayner, there was the scaring
suggestion : . : ; "

“An accident—so that she will be laid up—
won't be able to go away, after all!” i
As for Denver, the agonised outer
think only of the giri’s bullying uncle.

“Here, we'd better go and see,” Denver said,
vaulting on to his bicycle. “I've heard some nasty
stories about Joab—the way he treats his niece.”

Gayner remounted his bicycle. As suddenly as
this,: the two who -had been involved in a duel of
words ‘were riding down the lane together. Den-
ver, young blackguard though he was in many
respects, was certainly acting on an impulse to
-go to beauty in distress. But Gayner—he was
only goin%‘ to see if, disastrously, some accident
had befallen the girl. =~ - .

They were still rattling down the rutty lane
when they heard Ezra Joab’s truculent voice,
shouting now at Hetty and now at somebody else.

made him
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“Bounds to me as if he has been bullying. her,”
Denver muttered, ““and his knocking her about
has bought—— Yes, look] A farm-hand~plough-
boy, by the look of him,” )

Their brakes went on; both prefects dismounted
seeing no need to go-farther. They had amergeé
from the lane to see Ezra Joab slouching away
from Hetty, who had eyes only for a roughly
dressed lad, hurrying away in another direction.

The scene explained what had gone before.
Joab was now returning indoors, ashamed of him-
self. - Bome bit of bullying of his niece had caused
that lad to appear suddenly, pluckily putting him-
self between man and girl.”

“Plonghboy, though?’” Denver next moment ex-
claimed 1n"great excitement. “Not a bit of it!
Quick—before
he’s gone! I conld swear—it’s Dave Cardew !”

From Gayner, failing to obtain his own confirm-
ing sight of the boy—for the latter had darted
out of sight—there came a kind of dazed accept-
ance of what Denver had asserted. Tt was flash-
ing wpon his mind that Hetty's scream, just now,
could have been more attributable to her sudden
recognition of Dave, in. disguise, than to any
roughness from her uncle.

“What do you think of that?” Denver grinned,
keeping with Gayner as'the latter, in a distraught
way, turned back into the lane. “The kid didn’t
go home, after all! He’s still here—"

“Oh, shut up, for heaven’s. sake!™
groaned. .

“8till going on with the case—eh?” Denver
persisted tormentingly. “And it seems to have
upset you! My dear chap, yon look all gone to
bits! - Anything T can do? ~Only say!” )

A% that, Gayner turned to Denver with some-
thing of the erazy desperation of & drowning man
clutching at a straw. . i :

- “Denver 1" he’ abjectly appealed.. “I—T can’t
go on any longer—not alone! I'm going to be
beaten if I do! We have had dur differences, 1
know, but—we were pals once—’ .

“What do_you want me to do?” Denver brac-
ingly demanded.” *“Quick, man, out with it, then !
Does it mean I won't get that fiver, ifi Dave
Cardew turns up at the school when your guardian
is there? Does it mean that I must keep Cardew
out of the way—prevent him, somehow L

“Denver, if you can only ‘do that!” his hard-
driven schoolfellow groaned. “Oh, you don’t
imagine how grateful I will be—what I’ll do
for you in the time to come! But mind, if—if I
do get beaten by Cardew, then there’ll be nothing
for you ever—can’t be.  I'll be done for—very
likely disowned—yes, by Mr. Gordon—"

Denvyer, even whilst he listened to all this, must
have been thinking what could be done., He
spoke at once, in a decisive, crafty way,

“Listen, Gayner. . I have it! Buck up, man.
Supposing I not only keep Dave out of the way
this evening, but get hold of that packet of papers
before then and letFyou have them? How much
for me, Gayner? i A

But _Cardew
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Gayner

“ Anything—anything, Denver!
may not have got the papers on him.
may be minding them for him now.?”

“I'm not forgetting that,” Denver calmly
smiled. “But my little plan takes just that into
account !

ACK LINTON and his chums will have to
beware, for Denver obviously suspects they
have charge of the papers. You'll be longing to
krow just what happens, so be sure to read next
Tuesday’s exciting chapters of this story *‘ that
is different.”



