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A dramatic incident from
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Morcove holiday story.

77 Crand Long Morcoue

'

KCITING COMPLETE 'SECRET

‘HTHE @ﬁﬂﬁ’?gﬁ‘ﬂ SHA@@WEH X SOCIETY! SERIES WITHIN



393 THE SCHOOLGIRLS OWN

Leery Tucsday

b

fj}ff/f.r'fsf.:}{;; f;w{g (o;,'“ le Eh.u')-' q,e" Dty Barton & Co—

PT

# Pl t-
: |

"
=k
il
i

H

+H
jit
i
i
)

Easter Holiday

« 3173 woing o be grand,” Beliy Barten told
herself; “tan absolulely perfeci Baster i

Sh was standing alone on a small baleony

oF the Greand Hotel, Southville.  April sunshine was
sityering the guiet sea and pieking oub all the
varied eolours of the thronged parade—with its
aewly  painied  haudstand, oceupied by searlet-
sad bandsmwen.  There were quite large cirowds,
ton,  The unexpected spell of hright weather had
stiractold them to the scaside town to spend Faster,

Betty aml a fow of her scbool friends were stay-
g ap the Grand Hotel for the Faster nolidays,
members of  Moveova's  cliunmmery  were
gaying wirh "am Willongihy ai a Hoiese abaut
o mile away along the frenf. Pam had nos yeb
completely recovered from a viding accident which
nad kepi her away from school for a fow weoks,
« hev parents had faken this house—furmshed—
o allow Pam to convalesce.

The Grangemoor Hoys wWero here, lon, siaying
24 the hotel. Needless to say ik was an arvanges
ment ihad suited them all perfectly,

~¥ zav, Betivi”

The cry reached her from the fiest-foow sitting-
coom, wlose groat windows apenedd on i this
baleony., Bui Beity was in holiday mood, and
cho ouly turned 0 call back a 1.2y

“Oni here, Poiv ™

4

1 ! T
“eh g strange ining. Beity!
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= cried madeap
Colly Lindon, das g oug on 10 the baleany wirn

* Panla Creei——"
Cione Daiipg—= a0

<haractorisrie hveliness,

“Whag aboni Pawla?
atl o shame 1™ :

ST ean osee Panda Jduing b, Wity i =5 as
ahdl s i e canehied Poliv. = Bui, Betdy dsay
—iust faney ! Paula has ciehlenly discoverad nak
] her- i Saihville.

¥ e X ol
ety miviist b relatiots ol

And,? she rushied on as Betly would aave apoken,
“von know that one of the Easter atiractions iy (o
b inose speed-hoat trials?  The name Creel i3
in the bish of enfranis; Geoffrey Ureel, rioning o
speed-boat  called the Silver Swifl, He's  an
inventor 17

“ Never (7

Betty's ery was all the more inereditions Bhoe e
hat amiable wember of he Stdy Noo 12 canns
nery, prefiv Panla Creel, had always “{wankly ”
admitted that the “Cweels 7 were mors retowned
for heandy than braips— ves, warher i

A fhvael an invenior, Polly®”

“Vee, waiher. bat Jove!” came the anmis-
Jrawn! of Morcove's adored and off-teasod

Li il i
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Good - hearted as ever, the
Morcove holiday-makers find a
girl to “adopt,’”” and in doing
so plunge into adventure.
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= DPotiv dean®”
Ard voun, Panla—feoling rather proud 7
“Vew, wather, bai Jove!” beamed Pani.
Pioavo just pub up a fresh bill downslaire
L ihe cpeed-boab trials,” Pelly exelaimed,
* Aol we can all el dl botior idea—-haow oxelving
coorae fy o be! Woll, Pasla: jolly good Juck
1oy renr—what iz he?  Ulneleo bl vou sa et
CErehaswdiv thei, geals T oean besio desewibe

21 are vouy




Twopence

=on Holiday by the Sea

BY MARJORIE STANTON
ILLUSTRATED BY L. SHIELDS

himm, I fancy, as a wather wemote bwanch of
the family; a cousin of dad's, I wather fancy—
whatevah that makes him to me?” '

 “Don't ask me!” shrugged Polly. *‘Anyhow,
as a relation of yours—a Creel !—let’s hope he
does better in the speed-boat trials than you ever
do at school!” '

“I can see us all bein
in the Silver Swift,” Polly rejoiced.
miles an hour—see—ooosh! rurrr!
goes one of them——"

At the balcony rails, all three girls stood spell-
hound, fascinated by the sight of a small, strange
craft, flashing through the sparkling sca, a mile
out from the shore. .

Knifing along =at terrific speed, in a few
moments it was a diminishing speck not-only to
these three girls watching Irom the balcony, but

given free trips to sca
“ Flundred
Look. there

to hundreds of people who, on the parade, had _

stopped to gaze.

“Marvellous!” Betty gasped.
the Silver Swift itself, T wonder?”
- “If 1t is, Paula—then I should think vour
second-uncle-twice-removed will just about walk
away with ‘the cup! Could anything beat that?

“And is that

Giee, look at -her now, going round in that big

sweep! Finel”

““Paula’s wishing she were on board " chuckled
Betty, knowing the beloved “duffer’s dread of
heing afloat, to say nothing of those fountains of
spray which the speed-boat sent up.

“No, thenks, geals! But I would like to find
this distant welation of mine; all the more so,
geals, as he has a daughter—about our age, too,
ves, wather 1™ ' :
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placard l
Names of boats entered, and their owners, were
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“Oh?" stared Betir. _

““And what relation would she be?” chuckled
Polly. “Well, let's get a jerk on! All we neced
to do, inquire downstairs. and they’ll be able

to tell us where to £rd Mr, Creel and his
daughter.” 5 ;
““That’s the idea,” Bertv nodded, and they all

three retired from tie baleouy, to make their way
down to the hotel's spaciouz lounges.

They knew that a word of helpful information
might send them eagerly questing some address

-in the town; all-the same, they did not trouble

about hats. Holiday-time—not likely! :

““The truth is, geals,” Paula began to impart -
as they hurried downstairs,” “this welation of
mine has always been a bit of a ewank. I'm
afwaid he long ago spent most of the money he
inhewited, and the worst of it is, he has always

wefused healp fwom the west of the family. 1

know dad has often twied to go to the wescue; bus
a certain pwide, don’t you know g '
“I'say, though,” put in DBetty, “ How about his

daughter—has she a mother ?”

“I'm sowwy, goals, but that is another dis-
twessing feature of the case,” Paula answered.
“Her mother died vears ago—a sweet woman,
I hev always understood. I wish I could hev seen
more of the geal, but theah it is, in wecent years
father and daughter have quite dwopped out of
our Jdives. I used to send Alice a pwesent evewy
Christmas and on her birthday, but even that had
to stop at last. We hadi’t the addwess.”

“We're going to get it now!” Polly said with

ay confidence. ““Then you'll be able to make up
or lost opportunities, Paula!” .

“1 do twust so, yes, wather

They were coming off the wide, carpeted stair-

case, into the vast entrance-hall, off which opened
lounges, palm-courts, and the great white and
gold restaurant. There was an air of activity
about which told the girls once more what the
Grand would be like for Easter!
- Plenty of guests were already in evidence, and
more were even now arriving, Perhaps a train
had just come in, for  muech luggage could be
seen, waiting to go to the bed-rooms.

TFirst, Betty and hér two chums crossed over to
look at a notice-board which not only announced
the hotel’s own Easter programme, but displayed
bills advertising the town’s special holiday effort.

Next to a gilt-lettered sign—‘Dancing in the
Ball-room at nine to-night "—there was a pink.
relating to the spced-boat contests.

EL

given, along with much small print relating to
rules governing an event which, as Morcove
knew, was attracting world-wide interest.

“There,” Polly said, pointing to one part of
the placard. “But it only gives his name, not
his address. Surely, though, all the competitors
are In town by now? Let’s ask.” - '

As the burcau was handling quite a queoue of
fresh arrivals, they went over to a hall porter
and asked him.

To their astonishmient he burst out laughing.

“The owner of the Silver Swift. voung ladies?
Oh, I know the man you mean—* Crazy Creel,’ as
they call him in Southville! Yes, I see he has
entered that mystery boat of his, all right, so we
must suppose he means business!” |

“But can you tell us where to find him ?” Betty
asked—all the more hurriedly because it was most
“embawwassing. ves, wather!” for Paula to hear -
her distant relation being launghed about by the
hotel porter. '
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“I can that, missies. Mur. Creel came to South-
ville—why, six months ago, it must be. He hired
a bit of a tumbledown place out at West Dykes—
where the ereek is, as perhaps you kmow? He's
got part of some buildings that were nsed during
the War, and a little bungalow that was the
officers’ quarters. And there he’s been working
away ever since, all secret-like—aye, and very
touchy 'if anybody came {;ryin around! - I had
better warn you, too, West kes is a nasty
place to get at, if you're thinking of going look-
ing for this inventor chap.” -

“*Weo mean to look him up,” Polly drily re-
marked. ““He happens to be a relation of e

“Oh, does he, miss%” And the bhall porter
nearly collapsed. Even Paula’s amiable and for-
giving smile could not save him from locking very
crestfallen whilst he saluted with a degree of
Auster strange to him, as an ex-sergeant major.

“West Dykes—we've seen it from the parade
at that end of the town,” Betty said as she and
her two chums turned to go out into the sunshine,
““Some of that land is below sea level, and it
must be under water half the winter. Have to
pick our way!?’ '

“But there’s time——" DPolly was enthusias-
tically saying, when she stopped—staring in
round-cyed amazement at some fresh arrivals who
had this moment come in.

“Gosh!™ sho said under her breath.
sce, girls?”

Paula’s eloquent response was a dismayed: .-

“Bai Jove, yes wather!” As for Betty, there
was vast annoyance in her muttered:

“Oh, hang! Cora Grandways
parents!” '

IfD!E,Gu

and  her

West Dykes
OT surprising that all three Morcove girls
N made long faces at 'this moment. h
Other people who were upon the scene
wore only amused at the stir which a most self-
important lady and gentleman, with their daugh-
ter, werc managing to make, as they canie in off

the hotel step, attended by a chauffeur carrying

jewel-cases and other possessions not to be handled
by hotel servants! '

But that overdressed daughter happenced to be
a girl whe used to be at Morcovo SBehool; a girl
who had been—expelled ! : 'y

“0Oh, help!” Polly sighed. “In the same hotel
with us!? = \ :

Then Cora Grandways, starting to glance about -

most supereiliously whilst_her father and mother
were. signing the hotel register, saw her former
school mates. . ; ; .

She no more advanced towards them than they
moved to meet her.
call across.to them——so -that other people wefeo
bound to give her another glance: ;

“Iallo! You down here as well?” -

Not caring themselves to be so loud, Betty and
Clo. simply treated the detestable girl to looks
which said: “Seems like 1t, doesn’t it?7—and
made haste to get outside. S e :

“Ugh!” Polly grimaced. “What foul luck!”

“Take no uotice, that’s all,” Betty smiled.
“Simply behave as strangers.. Welve a perfect
right to do that. It isn’t as if she ever shows the
le:asi;’ sign of being sorry for all the harm she
did.’

“Pwospewous as evah, bai Jove—I mean, geals,
Alr. Grandways!” .

“But, of course,” Polly said tartly, ““he’s a

-

great financier, thesc days. Ias a finger in every
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in with somie of those other boys and girls.

But it suited her vanity to-

Every Tuesday

pie! I wish ”—looking this way and that with
eves half-closed to the sunshine—*we could see
somcthing of the other girls—the boys, too,  Mighs
get then to come with us?” )

“I can tell you where to find Naomer, and
Tubby, for a ecert,” Betty chuckled. “At the
Ocean Cafe, sampling sundacs!” '

“0h, I didn’t mean those two!”

At any moment, during their walk westwards
along the promcnade, the three expected to é&il

ab
nothing of the sort happened—largely, no doubt,
because the Willoughby residence was in the
opposite direction.

Morcove and Co. had many attractions at that
other end of the front, including the chance of 2
good game of tennis and as much free boating as
they pleased. '

Beach Place—the name of the Willoughby’s
hired house—had both hard and grass courts
within a stone’s throw of the seashore, and a usc-
ful lugsail boat ‘““went? with the property.

But this western end of the town beyond the
asphalt parade was quite diffcrent.

The top of the beach ran farther for another
mile or so, a3 a mere stony bank, growing
tamarisk very rankly. Behind this bank was a
large area of low-lying land—West Dykes, criss-
crossed by some very deep and wide ditches.

In spite of the attempt at drainage, the land
remained marshy enough to grow only coarse and -
tussocky grasses, through which a footpath had
been trodden here and there. ,

One such trail led away from the end of tho
asphalt promenade, appearing to end on a far
side of the dreary waste, where a huddle of low,
wooden buildings could be seen.

Betty and her two chums, setting off along this
seldom-used footpath, reckoned that there would
be at least an old railway-sleeper to bridge each
of the ditches, and so it proved. But more than
onc of these plank bridges was very wobbly, and
without any handrails it was an acrobatis feat to
get across in safety., Betty and Polly laughed
just as mueh 'as Paula squealed at some of their
narrow escapes from toppling into stagnant water.

And vet timid Paula would have made this
excursion, even had she known how difficult it was
to prove. Hers was a heart of gold, although it -
was given to timid palpitations. '

‘That distant cousin of hers—she longed to find
her, feeling sure that here was someone who could
do with a surprise treat.

“She is a perfect little bwick, I am sure,”
Paula breathlessly remarked, with diffienliy
keeping to the brisk pace set by Betty and Polly,
“Pwobably a twemendous healp to her father.
Mind you, he is a kind man; but, being a bit of
a-dweamer i : ;

“I get you,” said Polly. *‘‘We must persuade
Alice Creel to.come to the hotel now and then,
whilst we are all there. In fact, we must all
adopt her!”

“Yes, wather, bai Jove

“It will be a change for her—after this!”

Betty said it, taking keen notice of the dreary
spot for which they were making. _

The low, wooden buildings were now scen to he
lined along the bank of a salt-water creek served
by only a narrow inlet from the sea. There was
ng-'iously no depth of water, and the place could
never have been any use as harbourage, except for

=

. the very smallest craft.

A last plank-bridge had to be crossed by the
girls, spanning a very wide ditch, and then they -
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had only to ficunder over another recdy patch to
be almost at the sheds.

Suddenly ihey heard a sweet, small voice sing-
ing; the voice of a young girl whose spirit was
evidently proof against such depressing sur-
roundings.

“Bat Jove!” Paula beamed; “that’'s Alice!”

But she was not yet in sight to them. ‘LThey
went on faster than ever, and caught sight of her
<ust as she was returning indoors.

The girl herself did not see them as she dis-
appeared into a ramshackle dwelling of the
bungalow type.

So the Morcove three were thinking, and o
one accord thev ran the rest of the way to th

i e

trellis-porch which served the front door of the
lonesome aboide, o o
“Dweadful place—positively hLowwible!” com-

fort-loving Paula said with a shudder, az sae and
her chums reached the poreh. How
1 wish my own pawents were at the hotel. I
dad and mether could know about this—"

She had rapped upon the door as she was zpeal-
ing, and now they heard a lively step bringing
Alice to answer the knock.

fiven as the inner knob of the lock was being
turned Betiy for one was noticing how brightl
someone kept the outer brass knob.

Then the daor came wide open and they had
Alico Creel confronting them; her pretiy face ex-
pressing a kind of shy delight.

They undersiood ‘.11?3"[&.:355}'. Sh
Le merely some nholiday-
making schoolgirls who . had
siraved this way and wanted
o be riven direetions, In
other words, to her they were
simply three girls with whom
it wonld be such a rare joy
{o exchange a pleazant word.

‘0h. deah!

o =

¢ took them to

“ Er—er—how are  you,
Alice deah, after all this
time ¥ faltered FPaula, with

a nervous smile,
The other girl’s brows went

eha jerked,.
“You—youre nob Oh,
but of course, and how won-
derful! You're my—my—sort
of a cousin, Paula!”

A Contrast

€ ES. wather, bai Jove;
_ that's wight, Alice!

Er—we are wather a
cwowd in  Southville — for
Faster, don't you know. Er
—heah iz Beity Barton, one
nf my chomsz; and this 18
Polly Linton——-"

*8So glad fo vou,
Alice!” wvoiced Betty and
Polly heartily. “So glad we
have found you cui——"

“Yes, bai Jove! It is
zoing to be a gweat pleasure,
Alice, to see a good deal of
vou during the hols. Your
father—qguite well, I twust?
That's good! Ey—you’re
busy, pewhaps®’

“* Busy |” And Alice
Iaughed in & way which sug-

gested she was never anything

T
T TR
LTLIEELL
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in delighted amazement.
Betty and Polly. The Morcove party meant to ensure that
Alice shared all the fun of their own holiday by the sea.
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else. “‘But do come in! Dad’s not at home. He’s
another busy one.”

“He has a speed-beat enteved for the vaces,
hasn’t he?” DBetty made conversation as they
crossed the wooden threshold into a sitting-roon
with match-boarded walls. “We do hope he docs
well [

“Thanks,” Alice responded ardently. “Daa
deserves success, anvhow. He has worked so
hard! Night and day it has been, these last z:ix
months.”

“And vou keep house for him!" Polly smiled
admiringly., “How do you manage, though,
about gchool 77

“Oh, I go to the Council schiool, but they have
chosen Iaster-time for closing it for o couple of
weeks, to do a lot to the @ildings.  So we've all
zot an extra holiday !”

“Not much of a holiday for you!” Betty smiled
feelinzly.

“0h, T wouldn't say that! I'm all the more
with dad. At leazt, I ean =ee after him all the
more. I don’t know that I see morve of him; but
we understand ; ; I we're quite
happy 17

“Weally, though !’
distwessing 17

“ What 1z, Paula ??

“Your living heah, bai Jove, like this!”

“Oh, but this place is just right for dad! 1f
was a wonderful find—the creek, and the use of
lots of sheds that have quite valuable machinery in

tier, and

o

= N ey
Cad'lal

113 1= most

““ You're my—my sort-of-cousin, Paula ? '’ Alice Creel said

Paula smiled as she introduced
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them still!. Aund then this bungalow—— I hope
it doesn’t seem too untidy ?”’

Untidy ! The three visitors were to go on thinlk-
ing how wonderfully neat Alice managed to keep
the humble home, whilst they drew her on to
ialk about herself and her father. -

“There was very little furniture, and that only
»f the cheapest. But there was every sign
thorough-going housewifery—all carried on with
m_mi_pa;zr of hands, and those hands, such a young
gll‘ "S " 5 + B

Alice took “Morcove ” to see the adioining kit-
chen, where a deal table had its covermg of tile-
pattern shiny cloth.

Cooking-pots and kettles were kept bright, each
in its place when not in use. The cement floor
had beon washed over within the last hour or so.

Her father, it transpired, would he coming in
presently for the midday meal with her. 'Lhat
was not his speedboat which had been seen doing
a trial trip, a while ago. Tt must have becn onec
of several others which had come to Southville
for the great event.

“Dad only takes his boat out at daybreak, and
always gets back before people are about,” Alice
chatted on. “You see, it 18 what
Dark Horse! He doesn’t want anyhody to know
- what it can really do, until the day. Then those
who laughed at some of the
ywh invention will wish they adn’t.”

“Why, has he ever ofered his invention any-
xhere, and had it turned down 7" Betty asked.

Alice, of a sudden; looked mournful—even a
.ittle bitter. '

“He approached certain cople, hoping they
vould take the idea up and help him to carry it
sut. It was proving such a desperaie fight for
him--not to have cnough money for the work to
go on. But they said he had better come to them
again when he had proved his invention’s worth.”

“Shame 1”7 Polly exploded: _

_ “Well, it was—a bitter disappointment for dad.
You sce, he wants our country to have the benefit
»f his invention. He could easily have gone to a
foreign country to complete the construction. He
Wwas approac : .

“ And he refused 1

“Qh, yes.” _

Betty and Polly oxchanged glances. As for
Paula, she beamed afresh. 1
“Bai Jove, the pwoper spiwit—ves. wather—
_ just like a Cweel! But, Alice deah, I feel vewy
owoss! I am going to be fuwious with your
wespected  father, foow not appwoaching the
family 1
“Oi, are you!”
upset him to-day, will vou ?
out when he comes in!”

Then Paula chortled.

“Novah fear, Alice deah! Merely my wav of
expwessing myself—yes, wather! Loek heab,
ihough, I twust you have no objection to wmy
wemaining on for a bit?”

“To miss the lovely lunch at the hotel and take
pot-luck with me and dad?”

“Yes, wather! Nothing I would like bettah,
© Alice, except to take you along to the hotel,
stwaight away! Howevah, that, I pwesume, 1is
impossible I _ P

Very definitely it was! Betty and Pelly, join-
ing with- Paula in all sorts of good-natured pro-
“posals, found themselves up a ainst an inflexible
desire of Alice, to ‘sce after ad."

They found, too, that it was not simply a case
of her wanting to minister fo his needs in the

—

laughed Alice.
He wili be s0 worii

Lhumble home. She hinted at a strange, solf-
appointed kask of watching, when he could noi
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he calls his

adgets that are his

. flagging work upon the mystery boat.

“But don’s .

cove girls

P Every Tuesday

watch for himself, lest strangers should coma
prring into what he wished to be kept so secret.

But Morcove was insistent, and it ended in an
understanding about which Alice was grateiul
bevond words,

Paula was to stay on with Alice, now, at the
hungalow, whilst Betty and Polly returned to the
hotel to let others know what had come about
this mornmg.

Then, this afternoon, two or three of Paula’s
chums would turn up at West Dykes, to take on
there, thus enabling Paula to take Alice to the
Lotel for tea and give her an altogether jolly time.

Tf her father would also go along, s0 much ihe
boitor. But this was doubtiul; the only cer-
tainty in regard to him bemng, that he would be
glad of a treat for Alice. .

As Betty and Polly went picking their way back
over the ditchy wastes, they heard faint tinkering
sounds, coming from one low-roofed shed thab
was nearcst of all to the edge of the creek. Glanc-
ing“that way, it seemed to them as if part of the
ched covered in a fow square yards o water.

They guessed that he was there, with his
mystery boat afloat in a tiny covered-in dock.

Again and again they looked back, each time
with a thought of how dreary and desolate . the
whole scene was.

Such a short distance {rom go-ahead Southville,
with its fine parade, it's great hotels and its grand
pier; and yet—what a contrast. :

They had heard that fains metallie clink, clink!
of stecl against steel, telling of the patient, un-
Now they
heard the band on the sunny front bam-bamming
away—plaving the last piece, before thousands of
care-free holiday folk swent flocking back to hotels
and boarding-houses. And again, between the
one sound and that other—what a world of
difference !

_But the greatest contrast of all was to get fo the
Grand Hotel and there see Cora Grandways once
more. : -

She was going to. the restaurant with hes
parents; a perfect picture of a pampered, con-
ceited girk

———

The Artist Who Wasa't !

¢¢ TACK! Dave! Ob, all you hoys, what have
J vou been doing?” o B
“Bekas—most eggspensivel Chocolates
like those—gorjus!” o

“It is good of you fellows, really!”

Ly E‘\Z‘.’len wo know how fast the pocket-money
oes ! ' ' -
. It was half-past two in the afternoon, half an
hour sinee the Grand Hotel “contingent ? of Mor-
and Grangemoor boys had come away
from the luncheon table. And in that half-hour
Jack Linton and Co. had been away to the shops,
spending freely. :

Now they were back, and it was the surprise
handing over of lavish purchases which had
thrown Betiv, Polly and Co. inte greakb excitenment.

¢« Alice will Le {erribly grateful.” ; ;

For the hovs had clubbed together to buy these
cartons of cakes, and a mammoth box of choco-
lates, and a bag of fruit, for young Alice, now
shat they aad been told all about her and her
father.

“r3maiter of faet,” Jack made light of the
gonerons deed, “it's simply to get round her!
Dave and I, anyway, mean to go across to West
Dvlkes with any of you girls who are going.
Hoping . Alice won’t resent itl”
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“ Just gz if," cried Pollv. “But about her
father—we don's know! It izn't as 1f you can
be of any use. You're only boys!”

“You're cm‘" a girl, Polly-wolly, or you
wouldn't talk such utter tosh,” her brother gaily
retorted.  “I can use a spanner as good as the
next man. Many’s the time I've had a go at
the jolly old bike. So why shouldn’s I help to
tinker with the works of thiﬁ Silver Swift con-
traption? As for Dave—

Jack paused to single out Dave, and as portly
Uubby happened to be in the
wWay, ‘there came a ““Not you,

and I won't crush ir.” Jack handsomely promised.

For he had guessed. and so had Dave. These
sisters of theirs had veen lesking out things for
Alice to wear. Quite likely there were nice holi-
day frocks, as yet unworn, 1 1 £ 11- parcels, and Alice
was to be allowed to think thar they had been
bought for her, so it wmml be no use her re-
fusing to accept the gifts

ass!”  Bo fat Tubby lounged

All this rendered Jack extr wrdinarily jovial, as
he took part in the trudge mlb to the creck. Dave
was probably just as delw ited, butb Dave, whether

i . S— e ——

io one side and, lest Naomer
should fear there were to be
no chocolates for her, casually
produced somo
“Dave here has the brains,’

zaid Jack, uatflnn' his serious
chum upon the tOp of the
hoad. Bump of 1nvention,
well developed! If the Silver

Swift is giving any trouble—
doing a last-hour sulk 1:1 mrr
shed—Dave’s the man !

““Ha, ha, ha!l”

Betty, 'if‘i'i‘s“ all, was not
coing back to the creek this
afternoon. There had been
a message from Pam, at
lunch-time, saying she did so
hope BF‘U‘J would be looking
in by-and- by to join them at
iennis.

As there was ne reason why
one of the other girls should
not go, in place of Betty, to
West Dykes, 1t was to be
tennis for her out at Beach
Place. And Polly would have
Judy Cardew instead for com-
panion.

Jack and Dave, subse-
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quently left ito wait all by
themselves, just outside the
Grand Hote!l, had all those
cakes and sweets and the fruit
to mind. Nor was Jack with-
out a dismaying belief that
he and his chumn bad got to
carry the things all the way
to the bungalow. Hence some
mock-gloomy murmurings by
IacL, about the necessity of
being polite to girls.

Then Poliy and Judy camo
out, and it eonld be seen why
they had te go indoors for
those few minuies. Not to get
specially dressed! They each

£ No. 532

carried a substantial brown-
paper parcel, the making up
of which had cost time “and
trouble.

Jack's orviginal dismay now
changed to voeal horror.

“Good law!” he gasped.
“Weo chaps have gob to carry

"CJhe REBEL of
| SECRECY

— pAMELA DAWI s S

Now on Sale—-—Price 4d. Each

ﬁ}- :

those parcels, foo?”

“You. needn’t come at all,”
Polly  witheringly stated.

“Any rate, I wouldn't let
vou carry THIS parcel, cven
if vou wanted to!”

No. 534

*0Oh, let’s hang on to it,
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grave or gay, was not demonsirative. Jack
whistled: all the way, and fooled ahout when-
ever there was one of those sleeper bridges to
cross, trying to frighten Polly into fcaring that he
was going ta lose his balance and fall in—splosh !
—parcels and all,

Polly, however, knew him too well! All he
drew from her was not scream after. seream of
alarm, but a constant flow of comment, stigmatis-
ing him as a brother of whom to be ashamed.
But that is not to say that Poliy really was
ashamed of him.

At the bungalow they found Paula and  Alice
and also the girl’s father. He had filled a pipe
after the midday dinner, waiting for a good talk
with Paula. She could tell him about members
of the family who were very dear to him, although
he had dropped out of their lives.

Nothing could have been nicer than his recep-

tion of these fresh visitors; but even as the new-.

comers took to him, they were also pitying him,
S0 worn out he looked, his shabby clothes hanging
loosely upon his tall, gaunt figure. Still quite

a young man, he was already greying about the
temples. - : : :

- “Grangemoor,” he said dreamily to Jack and
Dave, when presently they had answered questions
about themselves. “I know the school, of course
—ah, a fine school! Just such a school as I wens
to when I was a lad—"" _

“If some of us end up only half as well as vou,
siv?” Jack cheerfully submitted, ““I mecan to
gay, you have done something big 1% _

“Tll admit to wanting to do someihing bhig,
my lads. But it is still on the knees of the gods.
Ah, well, only a few more days, and then—-7

FPausing, he tapped out another finished pipe.

The girls had gone into Alice’s tiny bed-room,

and much excitable talk was going on in there,
now that those parcels were being undone.

“You two boys must come along with me and
have a look at the Silver Swift.”

“That’s jolly good of you, sir! We didn't think -

vou'd want us to!” _

So_out they went, at a moment when Alice, in
her bed-room with the Morcove girls, was quito
cntranced by one frock which had just come cleap
of tissue-paper wrappings. :

She first held it at arm’s length, then laid it
against herself, her gaze still rapturous.

“Ever so much too good for me!” che sighed,
“How could you girls be so exiravagant? How
can you expect me to wear it?”

“Well, we do,” chuckled Polly, out of whose

holiday wardrobe that particular frock had come.,

“Put it on straight away, and then go along
with Paula {o the hotel” . :

is But_‘u_tl :

“Tea there, and then Paula will take vou to
Beach Place, to be introduced to lots more of us!
And then back to the hotel for dinner—"

“That's wight,” Paula beamingly confirmed,
winlst Alice still strove to demur. ‘““And then,
bai Jove—"’

“Concert on the pier!” Judy chimed in. “They
say it's awiully good.” -

* But—"

“Do you ever get to the pier concerts. Alice?
Or to the cinema? No, never!” Polly inferred,
“Bo don’t look like that !* -

- “What about dad, though? . Whatever time
ghall T be home?”

“That’s all arranged!
Alice—" :
“Or we shall be weally ewoss with you—yes,
wather !” chortled Paula. *Haw, haw, haw!

S0 not another word,
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Pway considah yourself adopted for the holidars,
ves, wather!? ;

That look in Alice’s face, which Polly was ack-
ing her to banish—it was one of great emotion, of
gratitude too deep for words.

During the next few minutes, when she was
changing into things which these fairy-godmothers
of hers had provided, she often made:little

-pauses as if still wanting to say quito a lot—and

still her tongue failed her, y
Then she was ready to be off with Paula. Polly
and Judy meant to go just a short distance with

‘them, as these two who had “taken duty * would .

have nothing to do until it was time to lay tea
at the bungalow. - , &

All four girls, as soon as they came out into the
warm sunshine, could tell what had become of
Jack and Dave. The lads’ veices were faintly
audible from that shed which housed the Silver

Swift,

“Dad has taken to them,” Alice happily com-
mented. “T'm e¢o glad they came along. He

can talk to them as he can’t talk to me, about his

engines and all that. Hallo, though!”
And her face fell now that she had suddenly

“mnoticed a siranger upon the scene—a tweed-elad

man, half-hidden to view because of the tall grass
where he sat on a tiny camp stool.

“Who's he, then?” Polly wondered aloud.
sensing Alice’s uneasiness at his being there. “* An
artist—going to skeich?” .

He had no easel, but he had taken on to his
knees something that looked very like a large,
flat colour-box, with a lid to adjust so that it
could support a sketching-block. _

Next moment the girls were convinced: he had
indeed come there lo sketel. They saw him set-
ting out a bottle of water for his water-colour

Judy glanced at what, according to the position
he had taken up, would be the scene he meant to
sketch. Part of the buildings wonld come into the
foreground, with the creek and some of those
rotting boats in the background.

“Shouldn’t have thought that would make much
of a picture,” Polly grimaced. “But you never
know. Our Tess Trelawncy chooses strange bhits,
sometimes, for practice.” :

“I hope he is all right,” Alice quavered. - I
1eal Oh, look here, I don’t think I’ll 20
into town after all, girls! T’ll be just as grate-
%‘ul, oven though I have had to miss the freat!

““ Alice, don’t be such a stupe!” Polly pleaded.
“You must go! Won’t Judy and I he here*—and
the boss!”

“Besides,” murmured Judy, “why get jumpr,
Aliece, "just because of that man? He’s only an
artist.

“I know what dad is—so fidgety,” was the
sighing answer, ‘‘But perhaps the man will finish
and pack up before dad secs him. Good-bye, then,
you two. You had better not come any farther.
And I am never going to forget how good vou
have all been to make this treat possible for me."

Pollz, as she turned back to the bungalow with
Judx. was all chuckles, '

" Alice spoke just then as if she thinks to-dax's
troat 1s to be the only one! We'll watch it!?

Meantime, she and Judy were busy watching
the artist.

Whenever they sent a peep in his direction,
during the next half-hour, ﬁe seemed to be
absorbed in his task., But they could tell that he
was nob working with the rapidity that Tess, their
artist chum, always cmplored.
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And this surprised them, for Tess bad often said
that you must work very rapidly at a skelch made
. the open a'r, because of changing cffects of
light and shade.

Then svddeply, just as Polly and Judy were
selting ous the rea-things, they gealizsed that he
had loft his eamp siool and inaterials, to come
across to the bungalow.

“Goodness ! Polly frowned.
want here!™

“Noa, perhans?” =miled Judy; but ber sraile
held some uncasziness,

As soon as his approaching step sounded from
just outside the poirci. they hoin wenr 10 the
door. 1t was set wide-open to the afternoon sun-
shine.

€2 A fternoon, veung ladies!”
avtist  amiakly  greeted then,
hat which marehed his Harris oweeds.

“\What doez he

the middle-aged
doffing  a  felt
“Warin,

"

'
g

i‘/.:f,j? : ’::.;:;/’#
7

I ._
TN

‘¢ That chap's no artist.
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He can’t paint for toffec ! ’’ Dave Cardew reported to the others.
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Polly iingled a few spoons into sancers, whilst
Judy gave an eve fo the kehile, te ger 1t to comiv
to ihe boil. Then they hoth went to the porch
again, to stare across and sce the artizt resuning
his camp stool.

“] can't help thinking.” Paoliy mmifered. it
anyone did want to pry around—sketciung makes
a jolly plausible excuse! And now, Leve’s Allee’s
father, with the boys.”

The three had just emerged feom the shed.
Cieofirey Creel instantly noticed the man skoteh-
ing; stopped dead and stared in an anmored way,

It would not have surprised Polly and Judy ha:l
the inventor gone striding across to manifest an
interest prompted by suspicion. But Le came on
with Jack and Dave to the Lungalow, and at
first it eoomed as if he had deeided not to be
stupidly uneasy,

“1 e we have an away ous

B T s )
) IR Y N R €t it L
Pl Wil iil g

Like Dave, they were all instantly wondering, was the stranger a genuine artist or-—a spy ?

ien’t it? Like sumer! I wonder if yon could
oblize me with a little clean water for my
Drushes? I'm afraid I've vsed what 1 had?”

He held ont a widenecked bottle, and Polly
took it. Ilis trifling request so disavmed sus-
picion as 1o Lis bona fides, both she and Judy
wanted to be cordial to him in return. But fhey
felt they had better not encourage him.

“Thank yor. thank you! Soft water—splen-
did1”? the artiss cxclaimed, recciving back his
replenished bottle.  *Very pretly, round here?
T find quite a number of bits 1 want to do! Cicod-
aftornoon, and much obliged!”

1Te went away, and his not hanging about ialk-
jne might have left Polly and Judy frec from
further unecasiness, only—

1 Jidn's like his saving that
bits to skoteh,” Judy {rowned,

“No! DBothrr uim: is he going to be here to-
morrow ahd the next day? Ii go, he'll soon get
on My, Creel's nerves!” '

about lots of

tliere,” be casualiy remarked. “ J leilday-iitee;
so I suppose we must expecet to loge some of wur
privacy "

But a minute later Geofirey Creel. asking the
bovs and givls to exeuse Inm, took 1up his fedrw;
amd saucer, and a laden plate, and wen: away—
back to the shed !

“Phere now ! Polly gasped, as soon a3 ibe e
voutor was out of hearing, “It's beecause of Lt
artist 1"

Dave hitched back his chair and stood up.

“Just pour out a cup for the artizi, will Fout™
he said to Judy, who huad the teupot.

¢« 0ld Dave,” winked Jack, with an wmlerstand.
ing grin. “Let’s know what you think of lim as
an artist, Dave!”

“T will,” promised the ever serious brother of
Judy; and he came back presently to where {he
othors were waiting near {he doorway.

“That chap’s no artst. Ile can't paint for
toffee,” be reported tersely,
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“En, what!” exclaimed Jack. My hat!”

“Then  what else is he?”  Polly guestioned
tensely,

“But,” Judy shrewdly observed,
times think they can paing when they cantl

Dave nodded, :

“That is s0. All the same—he wanis watching.”

“(tood ! said Jack: “There are cnough of us
to do that?* : '

 A1d that, then,” was Polly’s prompt rejoinder,
“is what we've 'got to do!™ '

“people some-
3

¢ Alice—In Wonderland ! 7’

‘.‘BR;&."JD! Ha, ha, ha!*” and great clapping.
: “Bravo !’ _

The velvet curtains of the pierhead con-
cort stage had fallen together as the lined-up
troupe ended their final chorus. _

Now a pianist started the National Anthem,
and the audience stood up, singing heartily.

“Well, Alice dear?” .

“QOh, I have enjoyed myself!” the inventor’s
daughter assurcd those who had come with her
to the variety show. “What an evening it has
been—what a lovely time!”

Everywhere wraps and pretty scarfs were being
put on, and some menfolk were shouldering into
Eg_ht overcoats, for the night air off the sea was
going to strike keenly. On the other hand, who
would want to hurry along the deck of the pier
when there would be the whole sea-front of
Southville to admire, festooned with coloured

lights, and showing all the thousand brilliant

windows of hotels and boarding-houses?

Wrap up well and dawdle—thing to do, this
wonderful evening in holiday-time !

But Alice, before she got outside ihe concert-
room with her friends, noticed the time by a wall
clock. Ten'!

“ Gracious !
will daddy think of me?
away from him for so long, this last six months

“Jeot ees all right: vou won't get ze sack, don’t
vou worry,” shrilled Naomer, who was in_the
mood to dance all the way along the pier. “XNow
vou have got to come back to ze hotel—"

“YWhat !”

“Yes, wather!” chuckled Paula. “Fow a few
minutes, anyhow, Alice deah!” : A

“ Just to have & squash,™ suggested Tubby Bloot,
“ar an ice, ov both.”

“ 4.4 a look-in at the ball-roon.™ added Beiir.
“You must do thar, Alice, The dancing will be
in full swing now i :

“Remember, Alice, we have adopted you for
the hols!” . _

“QOh!” cried tantalised Alice, “you are—all of
vou! But think of Polly and Judy, with Jack and
Dave, still at the bungalow; missing everything!”

“They'll get it another fime, Alice. We all
get things when you can’t,” Madge pointed out.
“ Doesn't the front look pretiy, girls?™

“Gorjus! And zere is our hotel—eenormous!
Well, T shall want a rvefresher when we get in, if
nobody else does!”

All the chatter-chatter which followed made it
clear to Alice that her comsent was taken for
granted. She was fo put in a half-hour o 30
at the hotel, and then ome of the hoys would
see her home to West Dykes.

“VYou warm cnough, Alice?” asked comfort-
loving Panla, who was swaddled up to the ears,
#That’s wight !V

“You- lent me
Paula !*

» she said, quite agitatedly. ‘““What

I haven't once -been
177

such a lovely warm wrap,
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“p—I didn't weally mean to lend if, Alice—""

“IWhat! Oh, oughtn’t I {o have 3

“Yes, wather, bai Jove! The twuth is, Alice
Jeah, you didn’t quite gwasp my meaning. I-—er
—I weally meant you te have the wrap as a
twifling pwesent, don’t you know!”

* But Oh, dear!” Alice sighed, betwixt
langhter and ftears. ** Am I dreaming all this!”

“Ha, ha, hal” :

“I think I must be Alice in Wonderland ab
present,” she said. “Welll No mare treats after
to-night! You do so laugh——"

“Ha, La, hal”

“But I mean it!”

“All wight then,. you mean it, yes wather
chuckled Paula, who had never been so happy in
all her happy life. ‘“Just as we othahs mean t
hev our own way-—yes, wather!” :
The turnstiles let them off the pier on io a
glamorous parade that had thousands of holiday
folk still sauntering about. A plunging of waves
came melodiously up from the beach.

And they had only to cross over, dodging the
many motors, to exchange all this pleasant medley
of out-of-doors for the hum of life in the greab
hotel.

She had called herself ““ Alice in Wonderland,”
but she was more like Cinderclla at the ball—ior-
getting the flight of time! Some ‘Morcove ”
parents made her sit down in_the crowded lounge
with Paula and the rest. Waiters flashed up,
then flashed away to fetch what was ordered; and
Alice soon found herself served with something
delicious, in a tumbler with tweo straws.

The lounge, thronged with people who either did
not dance or had come from the ball-room for
a rest, was a scene of life and laughter. But the
climax for Alice came when Betty and others teok
her to the ball-voom doorway. _

A “spot dance” was in progress, and whilst
Alice was gazing, enchanted by the rhythmie
movements of so many couples round the floor,
the fine band broke off—abruptly. :

She saw some lucky pair picked out by the
M.CL and taken to receive a prize, everybody else
Then the band struck up again; and
suddenly Alice found Tom Trevor—brother to
Sindv No. 12's “Bunny “—saying roguishly :

“IMy dauee. I think?” '

“(1o ou. Alice!” laughed several of the rest.
“Yeos, wather!” :

“PBekas, queck—you may get ze mnext prize!”
<hrilled Naomer, starting to take the floor with
Tiubby. ‘‘Bekas, you mever know!”

And, when the band stopped again Oh, but
this really was Alice’s lucky hour! TFortune, as it
were, coming to her to-night with both hands full !
She and Tom were “on the spot.” Chocolates for
Alicc—and cigarettes for him.

From the edge of the baill-room
applanded delightedly.

“T'1 mind the cigarvettes for you. Tom,” his
sister sweetly offered, “until you're -old enough!”

ot in the hols!” grinned he. And then, as
he saw fwo or three of the girls being quite hustled
by somebody’s pushing past: “Isssay!”

“Qee who it was?” Betty frowned, after they
had all angrily watched the rude person hurry
“Cora Grandwars.” '

“She is excited,” said Madge.

“She is in a temper, if you ask me,” Bumny
gurgled. “Not getting asked fo dance, I sup-
pose ¥ -

But Madge's was the correct comment. Exciie-
mont over a sudden daring idea had accounted for
Cora Crandwavs decision not to dance any more.

[
H

tha others
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For she was gaiﬁg. out: but first she
must change into suitable things.

Making her way to her room, she
kicked off her expensive dance shoes
and clapped on a pair of brogues. With
the same haste- she put on a dark rain-
coat over her light-coloured dance frock.
Hat and scarf—they also were dark. .
She switched off the lights and stood 1n
front of the full-length mirror, and,
hardly able to see herself, she laughed
exultantly. ' : -

“ Away from all the town lights—I'll
not be seen!” : '

Another minute and she had secrctly
made her way out of the hotel, emerg-
ing from a side door on to a quiet by-
street, _

A little after this, she became a slink-
ing figure following Alice Creel and
Tom Trevor as they made the walk ous
to the bungalow over thosc. nightbound
wastes. '

. There was only.the __starlight to help
them upon their way, and Tom, feeling
very responsible, had thought they
cught to keep off the -marshland.
He reckoned that there. must be a road-
way, however bad its present state
might be, that had once served the
creekside sheds. . But Alice told him
that, although there ias a road, where
it ran beside the creek it was cut by a
broken bridge. '

“Dad can never have anything
brought righs to the door, on wheels,”
she chatted on. ‘ Lorries can only come
as far as where the bridge used fo be—
just a jumble of broken-down timber
now, mostly under water! I could do it
blindfolded!”

So they plodded along the merce trail
trodden in the bowed, dead grass of last
vear. No light glimmered at them {rom the
bungalow, although that humble dwelling was only
'a short distance away. The waste land was still
1x’u§:e1-1ﬂgged after winter rains, and some mist was
rising.

Heﬁfwa}' across, girl and boy werce suddenly
caught in a thick band of this cold, white fog.
But Alice was never at fault. Where a stranger
might casily have gone asiray. because of
irampled trails that branched away from the one
tkn{}f must follow, she was not to be so casily mis-
ledl.

Always, when they came to one of the inter-
socting ditches, there was a plank bridge to take
ihem across. -As she said to Tom, it would not
Lave been so if they had got by mistake on to the
wrong path. '

Fagerness to pick up the lights of ‘the bungalow
kept them peering ahead. Yet even if they had
glanced behind, they would have seen nothing of
Clora Grandways, although she was following at
a safo distance—step for step!

Two-thirds of the way she meant to keep after
Alice and Tom. Then she would turn b.ck; and,
wherever she had one of those plank bridges to
re-cross, there she would gpend-a minufe or so, up
to such mischief as always gave her delight!

A grin, full of cruel delight, curved Cora's lips
as she plodded on in the wake of the Morcovians.
" Anything to give frouble or misery to Betty and
] _

That, in her old days at' Morcove School, had
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‘1 can wade as well as you, Tom ! ’’ Polly declared.
““Put me down !’ But Tom only chuckled.
we get to the other side,’” he retorted. ‘‘ Don’t wriggle

“ When

or -we'll both go flop!”’

been Cora's ruling passion. And it was the same
low.

r LS » v - LS -

“A light at last, Alice!”

“Yes, Tom: that's the bungalow.,”

“Cheers! You'll be glad to get indoors out of
this cold, damp air. Queer,” Tom muttered, peer-
ing round in the darkness, “how the mis. goes
about in wisps and patches.” : '

Then, greatly startled, he stopped dead, voicing
a surprised:

“Hallo!”

*Why, what, Tom?”

“T'm hanged—look! There he goes, so it wasn't
my faney !” Tom amazedly exclaimed whilst point-
ing. ““Someone out and about on this marshland
—a man——""

“ A man?” jerked Alice, peering her hardest in
the direction indicated. “1 don’t see him-—ob,
ves, I do! But now he has vanished—got into
the mist over there.”

Tom looked at her to realise that she was sud-

‘denly deathly pale and very agitated.

“There's nothing to fear, Alice. You'll be all
right.”

“(Oh. it isn't that,” she quavered. “But I'm
afraid-he is hanging about because of—the Silver

Swift. What other reazon could he have for being

a late hour? No!” Alice
“Yet if I tell dad, he will stay
I know what dad is.”

out here at such
answered herself.
pn all night—he will!
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¢“Then listen, Alice,” was Tom’s prompt entreaty.
“Don’t say a word to him. Leave 1t to us to
arrange about an all-night guard—as we can,
Alice! Polly and Judy must get back to the
hotel, of course; but one of us chaps is all they
need to go with them. That leaves two fellows
for remaining on.”

“All night?”

“Yep. So, Alice, not a word when you geb in-
doors. Just rely on me to fix things up with Jack
and Dave, after we have said goo -night.”

“How awfully kind you all are,” Alice said
again, emotionally. “‘Now I feel that you have
been sort of sent to protect daddy and his in-
vention, just when the danger is greatest. 1 know
he does %ear greater danger than ever these last
fow days and nights before the display.”

Tom said nothing, but gave her arm, that he
had taken, a reassuring pressure.

At the same time, he peered aside once more
in the direction that phantom-like figure had gone,
vanishing so suspiciously into the nusty darkness.

Danger Lurks !

I N that same misty darkness, only 2 few minutes
later, some whispered good-nights were ex-
changed.

Then Jack and Dave, who-had come away from
the bungalow with Polly, Judy and Tom, retraced
their steps.

Mhose two lads, unbeknown to Alice’s father,
were going to be at West Dykes all night—on
guard ! ' _

Turn and turn about; two hours on and two
hours off, so Jack and Dave were gomng to pass
the night.

Polly and Judy heartily approved of what was
being done by their brothers, and it was certain
that all “Morcove » grown-ups at the hotel would
applaud the action. ¥

Only the first hundred yards had the iwo girls
and Tom gone upon their homeward trudge,
when they could sec nothing of the bungalow
lights by looking back. !

The night mist had spread itself, and Tom,
for one, was aware of its having thickened,.
~ «“PBut we have all three come this way before,
<o wo shan’t be long about it,” he cheerfully re-
marked. “Take it gently, though, over those
planks that cross the ditches! Some of ‘em—a
bit wonky 17 " .

“That's what we thought, coming,” Polly
laughed. “And who wou d ever imagine that
ust here we are so closc to a big town like

outhville! Can’t sec or hear anything now !”

“The town was lively enough, up to an hour
ago,” Tom chuckled. “Eyerybody having a great
“fime—including Alice!”

“ How she must have enjoyed herself, from what
she said,” Judy murmured. - “A dear irl!
wish we had her at Morcove. And her ather—
he’s splendid, in his own strange way. Must
be a real genius. Jack and Dave say that the
Silver  Swift is simply—"

Suddenly all three of them stood still, with
.a six-foot wide ditch in front of them—and the
plank bridge gone!

“Gosh!” Polly gasped. “Now what!”

«But there’s the plank—lying along the
-opposite bank,” Tom exclaimed, as his eves just
made it out in the foggy darkness. “By heck,

irlf,! "It has been pulled away to put us in a

- : i * ’

“We're in 2 fix all right,” Polly raged. “Pashl
If we ecan’t keen to the path we know—"
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“PBut we'vn gob to,” Tom instantl decreed.
“T'm not going to have any blind oundering
?ho}ﬁ in a place like this—a night like thie,
00 ! . ‘,
“No,” Judy quickly agrced. “But what about
the oiher foot-bridges? They are all so make-
chift, anybody can %:anre served them the same?”
% QOh, Tom!” cried Polly, for he was stepping
down to enter stagnant water, the depth of which
had yet to be known. *‘Be careful 1 ‘
Next instant a first dull sploshl attended iz
impulsive action. Both. girls gasped dismayedir,
if only because of .the discomfors it meant for.
him and the total ruin of clothes. Bub Tom
laughed. . -
. o ‘ﬁf’@‘ve got to get home! Wait just a bit, you
wo.’

Heo waded across, with the water above his

knees. 'Then, when he was going to lay hold on
the d:-sledgeé plank, he changed his mind and
came back. -

“Not worth the bother, girls! One of you—
come on, and T’ll carry you both across In nexw
to no time.”

“Youwre not going to carry mel” Polly
proudly declaved.

“YWhy noti”

“Becguse I believe in managing for myseli ! If
you can wade, so can—— Oh, Tom, you wretch®

Put me DOWN 17

“So I will,” he chuckled, having suddenly
taken her about the knees and lifted her clear of
the bank: “when I get to the other side. Whoa,
now—don’t wriggle, Poll~ or we’ll both go flop!
And Judy, if yvou don’t wait for me to feteh
vou, F'll report you to Dave in the morning !”

Being about as submissive as Polly was head-
strong, Judy waited, hearing the madcap’s re-
bellious utterances during the crossing. :

Polly was saying that she did hate being treated
like a kid! He swas not, anyhow, oing to do
the same for her at the next ditch, i? the bridge
had gone! .

‘And to make sure of doing without him. 2o
sooner had he set her down than she ran off to
be in advance at the next ditch. .

It was after she had scurried om, alone, for a
couple of hundred yards, that she realised, with a
horrible sense of humiliation, that she had missed
the way. In front of her was another of those
tiresome ditches; but there was no bridge—there
never had been one just here.

Tom and Judy were calling out for her in the
darkness and the fog. She shouted that she was
all right—‘coming I”’—and started to flounder
across trackless, reedy ground, to get to then.,
But suddenly—splosh !—she almost fell headlong,
her hurrying feet plunged down into black ooze.

Then she knew the really deadly risks of this
swampy place by night. It secemed to her as if
she were being sucked down. _

Frantically she dragged up one foot, then the
other, trying alternately with each to find firm
standing: but she could do no good for herself.
Suddenly she was knee deep.

She thought she had turned so as to be facing
the way she had come just then, but apparently
che had either turned not far enough or too much.

“Ydiot that I was!” she raged against herzelf.
«YWhere am I? Where have I got to? Oh, is
that you, Tom! Help, help 1™

¢« ATl right, Polly! We're coming 2.

How rare it was for Bunny’s jolly brother to
speak in such a grave tone. But his face, dimly
visible to Pollv in the misty darkness as he raced
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4owards her, showed that he saw nothing in their
plizht to laugh about now.

*You shouldn’t, Polly,” was all he said as he
plunged 1o her aid.

L{e lifted her up to get Lier out of the ooze. and
she was a different Polly all ai once, meckly
admitting :

“1 know Y shouldn’t, Tom. Bui—I alwayz do!

“Judy !’ he breathlessly called out. She
answered promptly, guiding him with his hwman
burden back to where he had told her to wait.

For how long after that all three of them were
=il contending with unexpected difficuliies, they
had no clear idea.

The darkness, the dense night mist, the abscnee
of all guiding sounds—and then, wherever there
shionld have been a makeshift bridge, some un-
kuown had contrived to remove it!

“T'his has something ro do vith it all—I mean,
with Mr. Creel and his invention,” Polly broke
cut at one moment during the dezperate gropig
aud Aoundering along. ““It Is to make us afrald
to come this way again, ever!”

“Well, it won't do tha:,”
51:51‘“&(“}’. .

“Nob 161" her ¢hum agreed fiercely, “ But who
woitld iL be? That man, and no one clse??

“Une person counld easily drag away the planks,”
Tom remarked.  “They've never been fastensd
dewin—simply laid from bank to bauk.”™

“1t's mado vou in an awful state, Tom,” DPolly
devlored.  “ Mine's nothing—just wet saocs aud
stockings.”

“There’s oue thing about me.” he cheerfully
respouded ; L can’t gel muen worse, no matter
whitk comes next.”

1+ was a wider diteh, with even deeper watery,
- ieh came next. But it was the last! Maunfully
i carried both wirls across, although they un-
plored him to let tuem fend for themsclves.

hen thoy made a stumbling rush up a grassy
bauk, knowing that another minute would find
{hem on the seca-front-—their ordeal ended.

All lights were out along the esplanade. Tor
the first time they heavd a town clock faintly
chlining.

“My hat!” Tom chuckled. “Midnight!™

“1 suppose lots of them will be waitiny up for
us, worrying,” Judy murmured.

“Then you must say good-night to them for me,”
Tolly jested, “I would ratier slip in some side
wiuy, thank you! But, do you know,” she changed
o u serious whisper. “1 do believe Listen 1V

“Why, yos!” Judy pant 1. “There iz some-
SYe NOW, f?mmderiug about like we've been doing,

wsack there on' the marshes !”

P

Judy muttered

Muddy Shoes

64 [TAT man?” Tom wondered sofilv. * DBut
how can it be? Ife &h.»ld have been
ahead of us surely—that is, if he is the

e who monkered about with those planks? He

would only shift them aftur he himself had got

arross them®”

Late though it was. they fell bound {o stand still,
l<tening eagerly for further spiashing sound:;
buk none came. Instead. and quite suddenly,
approaching  footsteps clacked on the parade
asphalt, and a mumble of boyish voices was also
Beard.

“*Jimmy and Tubby!™ Tom exclaimed joyfully.
“Tlev—that you, chaps?”

“JYes! What's made vou =0 lale?” was Jimpy
Cherrol’s cager inquiry as he and Tubby ran o
et Lhe three,  “We rveekoned we'd belter comwe
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and look for vou. And where are Jack and Dave?
The state vou are in, too!”

Some very rapid exnlanations follewed.
Jimmy and Tubby said excitably :

“That’s funny about those bridges!”

“Is it¥" Polly bleakly returned. “Glad you
think so!”

“ But, look here, the strange thing is,” Jimmy
rushed on, *““just now Tubby and 1 szaw Cora
Grandways.”

“YWhag !V

“She was walking back to the hotel as we seb
out,” Tubby put in. “Didin't seem to want us to
recognise drer, either.”

- ¥ She went in by a side door,” Tom conlinned.
“I s'pose she couldn't have been the person win

Then

dragged away all those planks?™

“Couldn’t she!” Polly exploded. “That Clora
—the very girl who would serve us any acan viick,
give her half a chance! Oh, corm on! Talking

about it only makes me—wild !

N R N N N N

EASTER BRINGS US
SPRING CLEANING

TH]-JILI-: is an obl saying to the cifect that a thing
worllh doing is worth doing well, There's even
more in it than that, for a thing done thoroughly
means time and trouble saved all round.

This i3 true in the home no leas than in oflice or
workshop, and the good habits formed in the tasks
of the home often stand one in gooid stend in o busi
ness or olher earveer,

Even the simplest tasks ecan be done jusl fhat
little hit betier with a little care aned Forethought.
Now that Easter’s so near and * spring cleaning ™ is
in the air, it’s as well to be methodical if you mean
to help mother—and gowdness knows, she needs oll the
help she can seb at such 2 btime!

Washing up 1must be done, sprins-cleaning or no
spring-cleaning, t's  mueh pleaszanter and  simples

when done properly.

IPirst clear all the picees off the plates, cmply tea-
icaves into the sink-tidy and so on. If plates are
very greasy, it i3 a good plan to wipe them over with
pieces of paper which can be promptly burned.

Let all flat objects stand azuinst a basin, cup or
aoiher upright object until ready to be dricd. And, by
the wayv, always wash glassware, silver and cntlery
first, tuking care to keep knife-handles ont of bot
water. Next wash cups and saucers, jugs, ete., awl
biatly oreasy plates, dizhes and pols and pans.  Andad
if vou dry the first bateh while more water is heating
for the second you will be surprised how quickly and
ctiiciently the job is done.

sSpring-cleaning a room iz a job that ealis for method
ta prevent repetition of labour.

Start with the freplace and hearth. Even when
there are no fires going it is surprizsing what eollects
tliere, Everyone seems to regard it as n legitimate
place to dump spent matches, cigarebtte ash and ends,
bits of paper, and so ou.

Next give the carpet 2 good sweeping or brushing,
having first taken out the mats to be shaken. Then
comes the job of dusting, and the rearranging and
shaking-up of cuziions and finally the tidying out of
drawers.

For the last-naned it iz betfer Lo spread o elath or
paper on the table, empty the drawer completely and
citst and re-line it with fresh white paper. Then the
contents can be sorted out aud replaced tidily with
eaze amd thoroughuess.

In cleaning the kitehen, by the way, it iz usual to
start from the top and work downwards, That I3 to
sy, dust or wash the shelves and their contents, then
stoves, ranges, sinks, ebe., and lastly the Aoor, which
iz first swept. fhen wazhed or scrubhoed.

A good slosan for Lhe home mizht well bes

“Alethod means ware leizaie for mothee? ™
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sut Polly™s fury was io reach zn even groater
piteh before anothier ten :winures had sped.

iy shipping in at the side door of the hatel,
sne was able to make lier way nupstairs without
encountering any of the many gussis who were
still about. This was doing much 1o restore her
lost temper, for she would have hated to be seen
in such a muddy, bedraggled state,

IHer idea was to get to her room, spend just a
couple of minutes in making herscll presentable,
and then run down to show herself to her pavents
and others, who were doubiless holding an mauiry
in the Jounge.

But, still unseen, she was lurrying along an
upstairs corridor to ihe room which she shared
with Betiy, when suddenly a door opened, leiting
oul—Cora Grandways!

And Cora was—in striking conirasi with Polly—
sueh a pieture of ball-room dressiong.

The girl might have been daneing all ithe even-
ing, up 0 a few minutes since; nnght even have
heen going down again, fo get a last dance. And,
of course, as shc met bedraggled Yolly, she
srinned derisively.

“Hallo!” said Cora. “Yon been paddling?
And now you want a bath—he, he, he!”

Then Polly saw red. She very nearly flew
at the ill-natured mmocker who was flaunting past.

Very likely, too, Cora felt she had hetter hasten
away., There was the sound of the Iift, discharg-
ing people on this floor, and that served as an
excuse for running to be in time to be taken down.

Polly, giving a furious stamp that reminded hex
of the sopping state of her shoes raged away to
her bed-room and started the lightning change,

Betty came in whilst the unhappy madcap was
dragging off wet stockings. The two c¢hums had
much to say to each other, and it was all =aid
very rapidly Betty, as ono of those who had
waited about downstairs, had heard the firsh
account given by Judy and Tom. She approved
Polly’s idea of going down again, just to say good-
uighte, and said she would go with her.

So, almmost immediately, they camo away from
their room together, mecting a few grown-up
gnesta who were trailing off to bed some minutes
i advance of the boisterous finish-up in the ball-
room. Dance music was still faintly audible.

“Whatever must these people think of us??”
Betty chuckled. “Up as late as this! Bub our
own people, anyhow, know what good excuse
there has been for it”

“*Ixcuse is right ! Polly nodded grimly. “I'm
not saving anything about ihat mean irick with
the bridges on the marvsh; 1hat was just the old
spiie of Cora Grandways, T reckon. Buot it is

dashed serions aboud the Silver Swafrl”
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Morcove and Grangemoor

are determined that Mr. Creel
shall have a sporting chance

with his speedboat! :

Don’t miss next Tuesday's enthral-
ling long story of their adventures,
entitled-~

“ MORGCOVE'S STRANGE SEASIDE TASK"

By Marjorie Stanton
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Ct1n i T Betty  gravely agreed. “Rivalry!
There must he somehody who wants to see Mr,
Creel's spocdboat do no good on the grean day.
And I'm zo glad Jack and Dave have decided io
sfay on guard all night. Even if that artist chap,
this alfernoon, meant no harm—it scems that some
otier man was hanging about at West Dykes
to-night.”

“Ro we know what we've all got to do, don’s
we 77 Polly rejoined, * Between now and the day
for the speadboat races; keep our eyes open, do
all we can for Alice and her father, and—"

And thera Polly’s volee, subdued though it had
heen, abruptly broke off.

She ‘had reason enough for not letting another
word pass her lips at this moment. For i was
the mowens when she and Betty, advancing clear
of thewr bed-room corridor, found two men in
cager talle on a large landing, and one of them
was Clora’s father, Josiah Grandways.

Betiy, needless to say, reeognised him in Lis fo-
maculate evening dress, as quickly as her chum
knew Dhim. The other man, however, was a
stranger to Betty.

Yet she felt excited about him, noticing that he
was in holiday tweeds, and that he was very wet
and muddy about the fect. -

As for Polly, she knew that other man instanily,
as well as she knew Mr. Grandways. Kxpecting o
have to go with Beity close by both men, to ges
downstairs, she made a big effort at outward
calmness.  But now Mr. Grandways and his com-
panton, noticing the givls, rather hurriedly
walked away, making a pause in their talk.

They passed into one of the corridors, and so
Botty and Polly could stand still, exchanging
aztounded looks, :

*“That other man, Betty!”

“He has just come off the marsh.
naticed the mud.”

“Oh, but that 1sn’t 41, Polly whispered.
“You weren't to know, because you were not as
West Dykes this afternoon. But, that man is—the
artist}??

Beity, as she heard this, fell back a step.

“You mean it, Polly? You are sure? Thon—
then Whew '

“1In is staying at this hotel evidently. IIe's
friendly with Cora’s father—who will stoop to
anything to make a bit more money. Ior all we
know, Beiiv dear, Mr, Grandways may have an
interest in one of the rival speedhoats? Ile may
even he plotiing w/ -

“'Sht Not so lond, Polly!”

“DBut,” Polly ¢poke on under her breath, “uave
vou goilng to say 1t izn't possible? When tharn
other man hangs abont at West Dykes by dar as
an artiss, and by mght—he goes there in secret:”

“And he gets back io this hotel—to report in
Grandways¥??

“That's aboni #.7

“Fhon thera it is,” DBeity whispered concli-
sively. “A wplot! A conspiracy against Alice's
poor faiter, o ruin his chances with the Silver
Swifs

“A cuanca for Aloreove. Betiy??

“ A c¢hanee,” Betiy nodded, “to do sometiing!
And—whatever their game is, those schemers Lad
hettor look out!”

And, by that ferse answer, Betiy said enough io
satisfv even hoadstrong Polly, cansing her io give
one of her grim smiles as she thought of all that
Moreove and Co. wonld vel Jdo!
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