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DO YOU KNOW THESE GIRLS?

HEY are Barbara Rediern. Mabel
Lynn, Jemima Carstairs, Bessie
Bunter, Marjorie Hazeldene, Dolly Job-
ling, and Clara Trevlyn, and they
appear each week, together with many
other splendid characters, in a grand
long complete tale of Clii House
School. You will simply love reading
of their adventures every week in

that magnificent school story-paper—
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A Superb NEW Story of BARBARA REDFERN & Co.
Specially written for ** THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN " LIBRARY.
By HILDA RICHARDS.

Author of ¥ THE SCHOOL FRIEND" Steries,

CHAPTER 1.
A Question She Rescnted!

" HAT'S the third burglary this
I weck,” said Clara Trevlyn, and
the seemed quite pleased about it.
The mmﬂ crowd of juniors
gathered in the Common-room of Cli
House School, looked at the speaker, who
was none other than the tomboy of the
Fourth Form of the celebrated glrls' school.
“The third,” echoed Barbara Redfern,
the captain of the Fourth I'orm, as she put
down her book. *‘I’ve only heard of two."”
“Thé one at the Grange,” pointed out
Clara.
“Yos, and Colonel Morgan’s place was
broken into,” supplemented a third gixl,
named Dolly Jobling. “Noew there’s this
affaiv at the Manor House. It’s getting
rather too thick.”
‘“Be here next,” grin'r’lc'd Clara, “Don’t

- take all the fire, Alice!

As a gentle hint of what she expected,
Clara edged up closer to_Alice King, who,
being a member of the Upper Third Form,
had- really mo right to be sitting on the
brogd fender—that being a place specially
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reserved by the Fourth Form for the Fourth
Forun alone.

Alice, a somewhat timid girl, moved off
the fender altogether, and would have
sought a place far nwu{, had not Barbara
Redfern called her back.

“Pon't be a goosel!”
genially, “Clara’s only ragging.
frecze over there.”

“‘No, really. I shall be all right, Dar-
bara.”

“Well, of course, if you want to freeze

“She can get a chair in here. Come on,
Alice!”” And Dolly Jobling mede way by
pulling her chair round a bit more so that
there was space for another,

Most of the girls were still finishing theie
preparation in the Form-rcom, the CIiff
Honse coal supply having suddenly run
extremely short for some reason.  What-
ever the cause, the gils felt somewhat
piqued, and the few who were in the Junior
Common-room kept as close to the fire as
possible. ;

** Anyway, if the burglars are after coal,
they won't get any here,’’ giggled Dolly

said Barbara
You'll
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an]mg. “I sny, though, it is a bit serious
if there are burglars about.”

“There wouldn’t be burglaries without
burglars, chump!’ pointed out Clara. “I
think it rather fun, you know. We shall
have to double-lock ell the doors and that
sm'l: of thing—="

““Yes, rather; and
might wait up for one,

Dolly seemed to like that idea; and, of
course, Clara was thrilled. She would be.

“Much safer to keep in bed,” advised
\’Inr;orne Hazeldene. the Tourth Form

“cautious '’ girl. ‘‘Not that I really think
a burglar would come here—do you?" she
asked anxiously, addressing the guestion to
Barbara, who, as captain of the Form, had
to know everything

“Quite likely,”
seriousness, although
“Theyd make a
place.”

‘‘Oh, Baobs, you don‘t think so really?”
protested Marjorie.

“Why—hme you got any jewels or
valuables ?" teased Dolly. “They won't
take that wonderful cmchnted iable centre

Perhap&—perhapa we

EB ied Barbara mkle':i“
r gay eyes twin
special mark of this

“Its not a table contre. It's a night-
dress top!” chuckled Clara, :

In point of fact it was neither; but Mar-
jorie only smiled, and did not argue.

“If they do come,” decided Barbara
Redfern, ““woe cught to get ready for them,
Buppose a dozen of us waited up at the
top of the stairs?”

“With hockey-sticks,” nodded Clara, her
cyes shining in delight. “I say, how per-
fectly np—gorgeoua; you know! I'd iove
to catch a hurgi:u-

““Rather!”

“Only,” demurred Barbara, ““I don’t see
that we can spend the whole night and
every night at the top of the stairs on the
off-chance that they might come. Now, if

1d get inside information as they

cried Clara. ‘Of course, she

“Katiol”
might know. Isnt her father a detective,
or an inquiry agent or something?'*

“Tatie’s coming down in a minute,””

said

Alice King. *I looked mf,a your Form-
room—""

“Like _vr.mr cheek, that was!'" remarked
Clara hy but Alice only smiled.

“ih

“Not 1hat will know ‘anything,”

Dolly shrugged. “No one ever does know
anything exciting.” T

All the same, when some twenty minutes
later Katie sztl\, of the Fourth Form,
entered the room theg did not forget to ask
her. Katie, who tock upon her own behalf

.somo of the credit that was her father's,

was cager enough to give information. She
was the youngest of the Form, and the
greater part of her spare time was spent
in reading detective stories, q

“I'm reading a story now,” she mld,
“about o man—"

“But we want the truth,” said Clara,
wnggﬂug her finger. *‘Bother the atories|
Truth is a stranger to fiction or whutevar
they say.”

“Stranger than,” murmured Manonu
gently, crocheting away.

“The_truth—about these mysteries? I‘[ow
should I know?" asked Katie in Aurpnse. i

“Hasn't your father told you :

It was hard ic admit, buf Katle could
not conceal the fact then that her father
did not always confide in her. She liked
to think, however, that he was engaged in
the sn]vmg of these mysteries.

““Not that they’ ll worry him unless n.’
something special,” sho said.  *““You see,
daddy is interested in criminals. He’s
written heaps and heaps of bnuki about
them and he knows so many."”

“Nice!"” chuekled Clara.

“Oh, well, ho loarns & lot from them—
about their typos, T mean. T don’t supposo
he would be ml.omited in such a tnvm!
thing as Durglary.”

“Not vory trivinl,”’ corrected Doll,
“By all accounis the colonel lost \‘.Iwu!ang
of pounds’ worth of stuf—and now the
Manor Houso has been broken into. One
of the school servants told me.” -

“Oh, wnll, then perhaps my father will
come down!” Katie's eyes gleamed at il
thought, “I shall hear all uboul‘, lt then.
Perhaps T shall have to help.”

“Lucky kid!"” Clara looked at her, and
thought that there was at least one person
in the Fourth Form better able to give such
agsistance as a detective required: but out
of ‘modesty she could not very well mention
the fact.

“Wish my father were u deteatwe.”
s)ghﬂd Dolly. “Most fathers have ut]ly‘
job
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agreed Clara. *‘Aly pater’s a
specialist.”
“And inine directs companies,’”” sighed

Barhara, .
““Marjorie’s father is a viear,” said Dolly.
‘“*And _what’s yours, Alice?”

" Alice King put down her book, and shook
her head.

“I don’t know.”

Before that she may have been incon-
spicuous enough; but a girl who did not
know what her father wes by profession
equd only hope to be notarious,

“Now, don’t be a chump,” implored
Clara, “My dear kid, you must know what
your l'ather is. He duesn't sweep the
roads?”

“My _hat! That's likely!” struck in
Marcia Loftus, and everyone looked round.
Alarcia, Gwen Cook, and Nancy Bell were
the thrco most unpleasant girls of the
Fourth Form at Cliff House.

At the “moment they were sitting in a
group a fow yards away from the rest of
the juniors in the Common-room, but thoy
had listcued to the conversation, and now,
Marcia Loftus’ ill-natured voice could not
be kept out of it,

“1 rhlnk my father's—cr—something in
the City,” said Alice King vaguely, and
woent very red.

Sho was a shy girl, and plainly did not
like being tha ecntre of ativaction. Marcia
probably knew that, and, in her spiteful
way, interrded to make fho most of it,

You know, all right!” she said. “DBut
you're ashamed to say!”

“Thats what it is!” sniggered Naney
Bell.  “I1 say, doos he come in late with
a sack?”

Gwen Cook shricked at that idea, and onc
or two of the other girls smiled.

Alice, however, went red, and did not
say a word.  She looked at Maveia, and
her look was not kindly. That leok only
ma:?n Marcia laugh the more.

“Hark at the girl!” sho joered.
tends she docsn't know what her father u;l
Mv word, T'll find out—

“Just for fun!” agread  Nancy Bell
“What a rag if ho pushes a strack organ
round, I've heavd they mako a lot of

money 1"

“Poerhaps ho sells  maiches,” grinned
Gwen Cook.

Clara moved restlessly, and waved her
hand.
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“For goodness” sake, dry up!” shc added.
“You weren't asked to interfere.”

“Interfere!” said Marcia innocently.
“Who's interfering?  I'm only going to
help Alice find out what her father is.”

Alice irowned at Marcia, and then
shrugged her shoulders.

"JI don’t particularly want to know,"” she
sai

“How nice,” said Clara, and then added
hwrriedly: “I mean, who would be in-
tevesied in business without having to he?
I'd like to have & father who was famous
as a politician, or a fi actor, soniething
like that, you know—

“Nelly Smythe’s father is a film actor,”
said Dolly, “But I don’t think that she
gots much out of it. My uncle’s a politi-
cian, and no one in the house ever geis a
chance of talking unless he hnppuns to go
out. I suppose it's pranhcn.

“That's where you get it from,” Clara

ows it runs in the family.

gvinned. " She
;b;nlnt bottom jaw will fall ff one day,

ol
“He's ouiy niy uncle,” retorted Dolly.
“My father's awyer.  Dut fancy your
not knowing what your father xs m busi-
ness, Alice.  That's awfully queer.”

“Yes; don’t you really?” asked Katio.
“Iow funny. I always know what peoplo
m"? by the look of them. One can always
tell.

“Hear, hear!” agrecd Marcia.

“Oh, T dare say 110 directs companics—
whatever thet means,” said Alice, looking
down at her book. “Whatever he is, he's
a darling daddy to me."

She snapped her book to, and leancd back
in her chair, looking into the fire, reflec-
tively wondering for the first time what her
father was by profession, and trying to
recall any word that he had said which
might give a clue,

Katie was interested, too; for she had
made friends _with Alico lately. 8
friendly, indeed, wero they that alrcady
they had agreed to share a study should
Alice bo moved into the Fourth next term,
It was likely that she would be, and Keatie
had no gitl with whom she was more
friendly in the Form than any other.

“Does Le buy financial papers regularly 7
sho asked. “You know, those silly papers
that tell you about how tin mines are
gotting on and how much steek and shares
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are worth at close of play, or whatever it
is."
“1 really don’t know.”
“Well, does ho spend a lot of time at the
telephone talking s.Equ: selling out and buy-
ing in, and holding on to shares for a fall
ar risef”

“Gogdness knows!” And Alice laughed.
“Why ever should he! I know he isn't

i

“That's not madness—that's stockbrok-
ing,” reproved Katie. “ What a funny kid
you are not to know.” And she looked at
Alice rather queorly, Katie's manner, Alice
felt, was perhaps a little patronising con.
silering that in  their ages there was
scarcely any difference at all; but as a
Fourth Fermor Kalie had an advantage,
while being the daughter of a famdus men
gave her a reflected prestige. And Aliec's
own father

It locked then as though the metter
would be dropped; a fact for which Alice
was truly grateful; but she had reckoned
withont Gwen, Marcia, and Naney, who
had been whispering in the corner,

“I've just remembered,” said Marcia
suddenly. “Your father is the man named
King who had just come out of prison!”

Alico went white, and gave a sudden look
at all the girls, and she could not fail to
notice that they, too, were startled by that
accusation.

“That isn't true,” said the badgered
girl sharply. “My father has never been
in prison. You have no right to say such
a thing! My goodndss! —

Shie stood up, and the colour came back
to her checks, leaving them crimson.

“How can you say, if you don't know
what ho is,” "jeered Gwen, “I suppose
h;! .\t"!n’s a convict, That's about the truth
of it!1”

Alice, her hands clenched, glared at them,
but Barbara and Clara made protest.

“Leave hor elone, Marcia 1

“Yes; mind ur own buainess."

Furiously Aliec looked at the litiie group.

“I'll find out what my father is,” she said
quietly, “I don’t think it matters, but
you are not going to talk about him like
that and tell such lies, T'll find out, and
then you shell know, cven though it isn't
any business of yours.”

She locked at them all, trying to probe
what they were thinking, DBarbara, Mar.

jorie, and Dolly felt sorry for her, othert
were suspicious, and the rest perplexed.
She looked down at her book,

How grateful she was to Barbara Red-
fern, who turned the conversation into an-
other channel; and when, some minutes
later, other girls came hurrying into the
room from preparation, Alice took tha
opportunity to go out gquite unnoticed
amidst the goneral babel of telk.

Where to go Alico did not know. She
no longer wanted to cry, but her tcmper
had not quite cooled off, and she weas in
no mood to mix with other girls. For
that reason she shunned the Upper Thivd
Form-room.

Instead she made for the staircase.

Her destination, although she had no
right to go there, was the Fourth Form
cerridor. — In one study, at least, however,
she could go as she pleased, and that study,
Katie Smith's, she now went,

It was cold and unwelcoming without a
fire, but as she wished to be nﬁ)na she did
not mind that.

Bhe flung herself into the armshair, but
sho did not, as she had intended, write a
letter home.  Instead, she felt queerly
afiaid. What was the matter she could not
quite be sure, but she had a quecer feeling
as though someone else were in the room.

Nervously she looked round, her mind
filled immediately with thougi:ts of bur-
glary. Suppose somcone had entered that
room; suppose that, knowing the studies
t) be deserted, some criminal was lurking
there waiting bis nTpurtunity?

Alice's first impulse was to go out into
the corridor, to slam the door and think
afterwards; but the door was on the far
side of the table—and the table moved
slightly.

" Ol, my goodness!™ !

Alice, her fnce pale, drew hack against
the window as she stared down to whare,
under the long overhanging tablecloth that
nearly reached the floor, she could see
finger-tips. i

In terrer she watched thosze fingers cau-
tiously withdrawn, and her heert pumped
madly. At that moment even if she had
wanted to ery out she could not have dono
5o, for all the power to ect or to move
scomed gone. i

Her back hard against the curtains that
covered the window, she stared wide-cyed
as the table of its own volition moved to



“THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN' LIBRARY 5

the door, the thin stubby fingers with their
short nails appearing and disappearing.
i Then was the time to call out; but the
table was blocking the door, and she all
but fainted with fright.
! But all of a sudden the table stopped; a
hand groped out for a second; then with a
click of the turned-off switch the room
was plunged into darkness.
| Crash went the table on to its back, and
the door of the study was flung open to
closa again violently.

Too late by many scconds Alice King
found her voice.
i She screamed—she screamed again, and
the sound went shrilling out into the night
to cause many a face to blanch, and many
a heart to pump at alarming speed.
! But the owner of those thin fingers and
short nails had vanished unrecognised and
unheard.

4 CHAPTER 2,
4 A Clue!
hear that?”

W 1D you
: D * My goodness!”
At the foot of the large stair-

caso leading up from tho hall
Barbare Redfern, %!Mn Trevlyn, and
Katie Smith stopped, pale of face, anxicus
and alarmed.
¢ Study doors were opening everywhere
and voices were heard exclaiming. Miss
Matthews, tho mistress of the %ourth,
could be heard at the head of the stairs,
and Stella Stone, the head monitress, was
hurrying across the hall.

Then in the midst of it all a frightened
seryant girl came scampering down the
stairs.

p Burﬁlaml Burglars!” she eried. “Oh,
help—
+ In a minute she was surrounded; but she
could not speak. Either she ran too much
or she was too badly frightened, for she
held her hand io her side and gasped.
* “ What was ho like? Where did you
see him?"”
1 * Oh dear—"

! said the girl.

Stella Stone, trying to calm cxcited
juniors, endeavoured to get the grl to
speak; while Miss Matthews, hurrying
juniors, endeavoured to get the girl to
avoid any semblance of panie. 2

“What is it, Stella?” she cried. “For

goodness’ sake, what was the cause of that
riek 1*

“ Was it you who shrieked?” BStella
asked the frightened servant girl.

““ No, miss. I couldn’t have shrieked—
not for nothing—not to save my lifel”

* Then who did?” asked Stella.

* 1 dunno. But I sce a man comc out
of the Fourth Form corridor. He saw me
zn‘ii stopped, Then I ran, You bet

id 1"

“ A man!_ Here, in the school—"

“ Yes; a burglar, ma'am.”

What a buzz of excitemeni there was
then; and Miss Matthews herself went
rather pale. As for Marjorie Hazeldene,
she went closor to the centre of the %]mup
and looked anxiously down the far, badly
iit end of the Hall,

“ We'd better keep together,” she sug-
ested.

“ Rather—in a crowd—hockey sticks
forward,” chortled Clara. * The cheek,
you know! I said thoy’'d come here—"

“Burglars, by Joye!"” .

“ Where—how nfany 1"

Tho erowd increased in size every mo-
ment, and those who came were loth to
disperse and return to their rooms, For
where might a burglar not be hiding! At
CLIf House there were so many corridors
and such a number of rooms that really
there was no telling where a man might
not hide.

“ But the girl who scrcamed?” said
Miss Matthews. * Is she in the Fourth
Form corridor ™

That question was answcrnd:{:{ the pat-
tering of feet above. Half a dozen girls
immensely excited were coming down tho
staircase with Alice King in their midst.

“Becen him?” asked Augusta Anstruther-
Browno, an aristocratic-looking girl.

“Billy Sikes,” added Jemima Carstairs,
the most blase girl in the Fourth, looking
less mow than any of them. " Seared
poor old Alice into fits—"

Thet sent the attention to Alice King

ot once, who flushed and looked uncom-
fortable.

* Was it_you, Alice, who shricked?”
asked Miss Matthews.

“ Yes, Miss Matthews, I was in Katie
Smith's room, and—and someone was
under the table. They crawled with tho
table to the door, then put out the light
and bolted—"
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“ Wo heard the crash of the table,”
added Aungusta, “and rushed to the door;
but somcone had put out the light in tho
corridor.”

* Bulb as well,” supplemented Phyllis
Howell. “Not a person saw him."”

But they were mistaken; for the fright-
ened servant girl, whose name was Busie,
was now well to the fore.

“lle was a big feller,” she eaid.
“ Powerful as anything. Ami hu gavo me
such a Iook through his ma:

Mask

* A dirty bit of stuff it was,” snid the
girl. * You could have knocked me down
with a feather. You could straight! It
gavo me tho crecps. You don’t mind
thieves on the films, but when they comes
into the house it gets a bit horf—"

One or two girls giggled, and Miss
Matthows dismissed the girl hurriedly.

“Yes, yes.  You had better report to
tho housekeeper.  One moumnt though—
in which direction did Le go?

That of course was a most important
qitestion, but the servant, conscious perhaps
that she had every eye upon her and was
a central figure, hesitated.

“ Well, now, I don't rightly know,”
she said. “ It might have been upstairs
aud it might have been along the corri-
aor. Yact 15, 1 didn’t stop to %c I ups
with me dust-pan and bolted

“ Weil we must search, or rnt}mr Piper,
the school porter, must s('m'(-h You girla
had hetter go to your rooms.”

There was not a great deal of movement
discernible however, the majority of the
s sceming to prefer the Hall. As
jorie Il zeldene said, unity was in this
ease strength, and it was altogether un-

likely that the burglar would descend the
stairs.
“1f he's got any sense,” said Jemima

Carstairs, “he’ll nip out of the window, you
kuow, drop lightly to tho grass and leap
away like billy-oh, what?"”

Jemima pnhshod her monocle and ad-
]\laled it to her satisfaction.

* Ho's bound to have escaped,” said
Barbara. * Although thero's no harm in
laoking, with n hockey stick apieco and a

et stump.”

“What-oh!"” Jemima agroed. “I don't
mind gz charge of the proceedings
and dm\c.tmg operations from head-
wuarters. My fireless spirit and what-not

can cope with the present emergency like
anything.”

“What wo really want,” suggested Katio
Smith, “ is a cluo of some sort. Didn't
you sce him at all, Alice?’

“ Well, T saw his hand,”

“ It was a thin hand and small

“l’mkpockut " nodded Jemima. “They
have te have small hands to put into
people’s pockets, you know. Clus number
one. I supposo no one has scen a strango
pickpocket about?”

Alee laughed.

“ I don’t know if that’s & cluo,” she
said, *“ but the third finger nail was
bruised.”

" Tall man with a_limp to starboard,”
nodded Jemima, “We aro geiting on,
My brain’s getting the hang of the thing

Alice said.

1m.I last, Which hand was it—right or
elt '1‘

Barbara Redfern gave Jemima a gentle
push.

“Don’t be a chump'" she said. “How
can you poss}b!y tell?

* Kasy,” prglested Jemima. " The thumba
aro different” We're made liko that for
some odd reason, you know. Thumbs
inside and fingers c\lts:dc, pointing down-
wards, or something.”

“It was the left hand I” exclaimed: Alice.
“It was resting on the ground, peinting
towards me, and the thumb was on my
left.”

That was a clue of some sort, and Katie
Smith looked quite excited; although on
the surfaco it was difficulf to sce what
vwas to be geined by the informaticn, and
Barbara eaid so.

“Well, well, if we eapture I;he fellow we

can sco if he's the same one,” explained
Jemima.
Further conversation was interrupted

then at the appearance of Tiper, the school
porter, with a good big stick and a dog
that locked as if it lived on burglars.

“Jock, Jock!” called Clara, and patted
her knee; but the dog only followed Piper
on the llhtun as tho porter went upstaira.

No one at that moment envied the bur.
glar his lot, and there was quite a rush
up the stairs to sce what would happen,
and whether the dog would rout out tho
man. According to the porter, the dog
was a marvel at rouunﬁ out people; he
was supposed to have a keen nose, and ho
ccl‘éﬂin y had & most unpleasant sct of
tee
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Katio Smith, when the rush to the stairs
began, looked round for the scrvant girl,
who, instead of obeying Miss Matihews'
order, had hung about to hear what was
going on. From that girl Katie hoped to
get some clue by a little ]udlclous question-
ing, Provided she remocmbered what she
had read, Katie should have been able to
ask qucatu)ns in a most scientific way.
Whether or not she could remember, she
now determined to try.

But the servant girl was for the moment
lost, and Katie, standing on tiptoe, had

dlfﬁcult in finding her, At last, however,
cr seo her on tho far side of tho
Hnll and, by running, managed to catch

ou gave mel” ex-

er up as she was walking towards the
c!:umerl the girl, ought he was at it

monitress’ room.
again,”

“I want to ask you a few questions,” said

“It

Katie. “You may have noticed onc or two
things that didn’t scem important, but
which may be. It's the way you look at

things, you know. To a detective—"
“Yes, m]sa—bnt I just heard the tele-
phane-bell n-ringing, and it might be im-
portani-—"
They were close to tho door of the
monitress’ room, where there was a tele-
phnnc bell; but Katie had not heard it

‘R

robably given it up,” she said

ey ve
hasn’t rung for the Ilast

lightly.
second or so.’

Just  then, howovor, the telephone did
ring, being almost drowned by the clock
striking cight.

uz-2-%-2-% |

CHAPTER 3,
, A Strange Message!
UZ-Z-Z-Z-21
As that insistent ring sounded
again, the servant stepped quickly

to the door.

“T'd better answer it, miss,” she said.

But Katio had her hand on the knob of
tho door, and, turning if, walked in. At
that_hour there was never anyone in the
monitress’ room, so_ the bell would have
rum%1 without balng heeded had not Katie
or { c servant attended to it.

, I'll anawer it,” Katie said, snatch-

ing M the light as she crossed tc the in-
strument.
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She hooked off the rocmvar, and at the
samo time called “ Hallo

“Hallo 1 came the erly
House School 7

“Yes. Whom do you want to speak to,
please 17

"I want to speak to Miss Tree.”

“Miss who?” asked Katie, in amaze.
ment. “I don’t think there’s a girl here
of that name, I beheve, though, that there
13 8 Jenny Free—"

“No—Tree the name is. She's there all
right,” said the voice, and it was grufl.

“You might talke her & message, any-
way. Say that I've been looking over
the place, and, to my way of thinking,
there’s o _window needs attention. I'vo
measured it up—say eleven by thirty. One
in_the back.”

Katie, at that queer message, could not
help frowning, for it certainly was rather
out of the common. It was a message,
moreover, far from easy o _memorise when
there scemed so littlo sense in it

““One moment, please,” sho exclaimed.
“I'd hetter have that s.gnm, although I'm
sure there’s some mistake.”

No, ma'am, there's no mistake. This
was the number I was ji'lvers. A window
wants seeing m—e]cven y thirty—one at
tho bwck, you know."”

Yes, but where?” asked Katio.

“0Oh, she’ll know. She's an elderly lady.
She asked me to look over the place. The
servants ought to know.

“Oh, but say— Hnl]n 1

The caller cut off, and Katm. having
no alternative, hun up tho receiver with-
out the vaguest idea what it all could
mean, and totally unable to decide whom
the caller meant by Miss Tree.

“Is that CILiff

“I suppose you don’t know a Miss Tree
hero?” she asked the servant.
“No, miss; I don’t. Now there's Mm

Mntthcws and Miss Bullivant, and

“Oh, I know all the mzstrassca, Katio
said, and puckered her brow, ‘There
doesn’t scem to be any mistake. The man

asked for Cliff House.”

“What sort of man did he scom, miss?"”

A workman, I suppose he has measured
up some place, an thems a window
hl‘uken eleven by thirty.

*“Ah, that would be I:ha size of the win-
dow_most likely.”

“I suppose it would. One ai tho back.
But who here wants a window scen to?”
asked the servant. “I don’t know of no
lone, and there sin’t many things as goes
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on here as I don't get to hear of. Now,
only tho other day—"

_“I suppose I'd better tell Stella,” do-
cided Katic. *“That's the only thing to
do. But it scems an awful loi of nou-
sense, really it does.” »

“Likely as not it's the wrong number,”
agreed the servant., “You know what
these 'ére tolephones are. You can’t never
get no number you want, and when you do
got it, it ain’t the one you want. I don’t
lm‘n“; what things are coming to.”

v »

“And only the other day—""

“I'll go and tell Stella,” said Katie
hurriedly.

She went across the Hall, and soon found

Stella, who had been leading a hunt on
the ground floor., There had been no sign
of the intruder, and at first Stella

imagined that Katie had some news. When,
however, she gave tho message, it was dis-
wissedd as it apprrently descrved.

“Oh, it _was the wrong number,' said
Stella.  “I've o good mind to ask Miss
Primrose to have the telephone cut off. It's
a positive nuisance being rung ur,A and if
not up, off. Thank you for telling mo,
though, Katie. I heard the bell ringing—
Well, Ida®”

Little Ida Jackson, of the Second Iorm,
had come scurrying across the Hall, looking
as though sho had news.

“Heard anything—scen anyone?”

“No, Stelln; but wo don't like going up
to the dormitory until the man’s found.
Please can we stay up?”

Stella laughed.

“You haven't got to go to bed yet for
over half an hour. But I'll sce Miss Prim-
rose. I shouldn’t be at all surprised if tho
man's gone. We're sure to find an open
window somewhere."

Piper was returning from his search, and
the Fourth-Férmers who had managed to
form a party of their own, camo banck, too,
all of them looking disappointed.

“No luck,” grimaced Clara.
thing.” .

“Then he's got right away,” decided
Stella.

“He has, unfortunately; but I have com-
municated with the lice, who will saon
Lo here. A search will probably be made.
I cannot soo how the man coula enter the
place, however.”

“(fame through the door,”
pervaat girl, “ Likely as not.

“Not a

suggested the
You can't

teli with them fellers. They're that cun-
ning.”

“Didn't I tell you to report to the house-
kcnricr ™ . Bal '
“I'm going to, Only it ain’t nioe goin
down them back stairs—1" EORIE

“Piper will accompany you. The man
may have slipped down the back stair-
case, '

The man had done nothing of the sort.
however, for there was no sign of him, nor
was theve any discoverable means whereby
he could have rcached the back staircase
swiltly.

The more they thought of the affair, in-
deed, the more difficult was it to under-
stand _how he had managed to_escape at
all. To get out of the upper window was
risky, although he could perhaps have de-
scended by some of the ereeper and ivy.

Or—he could have got on to the roof.
Clara Trevlyn thought of that, and sug-
gosted that they might take an expedition

up.

“No, Clara.”  Miss Matthews shook her
head with great’ firmness,  “Nothing more
need be done usgl the polico arrive. Prob-
ably they will find clues. They may even
know the man. At any rate, for to-night,
I fancy we have nothing more to fear.”

Miss Matthews, to set a pood cxamplo
{hat she wanted followed, went back to
room; but many of the girls decided that
they would be happicr and safer in the
Hall, round the fire, little enough room
though there was,

A few of them even went to the length
of bringing out chairs and grouping them
round the fireplace; a  practico to be
frowned on at any time: but, in the prosent
crisis, monitresses and mistresses ciosed
their eyes to many things, S

“1 shan’t sleep a wink to-night,” said
Marjorio Hazeldene, - “I wish we could
have the door locked.”

Locked doors, on account of the risk of
fire, were not allowed, however. L] ‘

“Pooh! Weo shall be all right,” scoffed
Clara Trevlyn. “I'm going to take a
hockey-stick up.””

“Rather! So am L"

“IWell, 'm going to take a beok,” de-
cided Doilv Jobling, “in case we have ta
git up. It’s better to read than to lie
awake, you know."”

Ir was; of course, much better so far as
Dolly was concerned; but whether or not
it would Le tolerated, remained to be seen.
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- “That isn't a bad idea,” said Katic
Smith. “I've got a book I want to finish.”

“Shall I get it ?" offered Alice Kiug.
“Coodness! Aren’t you afraid to go

back 77

“Afraid 7 Alico blushed. “I was &
duffer to shrick. I'm not at all afraid. Tl
go.n

+ “Then you can get me one if you will,”
said Dolly ingratiatingly. “Not that I'm
afraid, but it will save trouble.”

To that Alice agreed, and she went up-
stairs to the Fourth Form corridor, which
was, az before, deserted, leaving Katie Smith
and the others by the fireside,

Then it was that Katie Smith remem-
bered about the telephone call; but no one
thero knew of a Miss Tree. Nor was there,
apperently, any new girl of that name in
any other Form. Girls of the Fourth could
hardly be expected, of course, to know the
names of all such small fry as new girls
in the Third; but Madgo Stevens, being
captain of that Form, knew them all; thero
was none of the name of Tree,

“Mystery about Miss Tree,” said Freda
Fonte, and there was a chuckle.

““Who ever saw a window cleven by
thirty, anyway?” asked Dolly Jobling.
“8omeono’s been pulling your leg, Katie,
" Perhaps it was the burglar rin, up,”
said Clara. “Sort of cheeky thing he
would do.”

Katie Smith then gave a slight start.

“Miss Treo—mystery,” sho seid.

“My hat!” cricd Freda. “She's scen it!
And only five minutes afterwards, too!

ooray !

Katie was not in the least perturbed by
the general langhter, howover; but she was
quite excited by a discovery that she had
made.

“Goodness! Mystery! Don't you see?”
she cried. “Window wants attontion—
wants leaving open at,the back—and cleven
by thirty—eleven-thirty.”

They ‘looked at Katie in surprise; but
her_eyes shone, and thers was a Aush of
excitement in her cheeks.

“Goodness, don't you
cagerly.

“Blessed if I do!"” said Clara frankly,

“Unless—— You don’t mean that some
burglar rang up to say that ho wanted a
window open?’  frowned Dolly Job]inf,

y

sce?” sho  said

utterly puzzled. For Dolly was not real
a girl of tho brightest intellect, and she
did not sec what Katie was :!rn_/ing at at
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all. “How would he know anyone would
understand him 1

Katic laughed and clicked her tongue;
Barbara Redfern langhed, too,

“Katie means, if she means anythiog,”
said Barbara, “that ho had a confederate

ere.

“That's precisely what T do mean,” said
Katio excitedly. *“The message would get
about, ond the person would hear, of
course, in some way. Besides, I dare say
they arranged to go to the 'phonc——"

“And forgot in the excitement.”

“Rather—thought he’d come in person,”
agreed Clara Treviyn, “I wonder if that’s
tho right solution,  Of course, you're only
guessing.”

“0Oh, it’s right!” Katic declared with un-
warranted conviction. “The question is—
which girl is his confederate?”

“ Ves—that's so.” i

“Wouldn't be any of the girls; but it
might be a servant,” Barbara said.

Katie started, and then shook her head.

“Too risky,” she said. “DBesides, there's
a 'phone in the housekeeper’s room.  That
woutld be heaps handier, wouldiv't it? Tho
monitress’ extension is practically border-
ing on the Hall. My opinion is—"

Elnl. she did not say what her opinion was,
8he kept it to herself; for the very good
reason that she had none yet. She was not
cven quite sure that her guess at the reason
for the call was correct.

Of course a servant had been near to
tho telephone; but she had merely gone to
answer it, hearing the bell—so sho said.

There was another reason, however, why
Katio kept tho opinion to herself. If there
was a mystery to solve, she meant to solvo
it alone and unaided, so that the credit, too,
should be unzhared.

To capture a burglar or to track down
his confederate would bo & great triumph;
a triumph, the consideration of whic
cansed Katie's eyes to gleam.

It conld bo solved, this little mystery,
and, what is more, she would solve it.

CHAPTER 4.
Could it Be True?

. LICE KING was in Katic’s study,
looking for the desired book, when
tho door suddenly opened. She had
been standing motionless in front of

the bockease, glancing through the vages
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of a red-bound book, and had momentarily
forgotten all about the burglar and every-
thing connceted with him,

At the movement of the door, however,
she wheeled round in alarm. For whagever
sho had said to the contrary in the 1,
she was frightencd; and she had only re-
turned to the IFourth Form corridor to
prove to them and to herself that she was
not. Instead of which she had only proved
to herself that she was really afraid.

And now—— But tho door opened and
revealed nothing more harmful than a ser-
vant, who grinned cheerfully.

“Oh, I thought it was Miss Katie!”

“No. I think she's in the Hall,” said
Alice, her relief at that moment immeasur-

able.

“Oh! Only a telephone call came
through, and I bin asl ing somoe of the
other servanis about this 'ere Miss Tree
what was mentioned.” She closed the door
suddenly, and then winked,

That wink bewildered Alicc completely.
She had heard nothing about the telephone
message, and she knew of no confidences
with this girl.

“You're cn, of course,” said the servant
conf':den.l.ly.

“Yes—you know what I mean,”

That, however, was the very last thing
that Alice was likely to know, and she gave
the servant a puzzled frown.

I'm afraid I don’t; but if you want
Katio—-"

*Oh, her—sho can rip!” said the servant.
“Here, I say—"" 8he walked across the
study, and Alice frowned wonderingly.

“*All right. No kid, Mum’s the word!”

The girl put her hand to her lips, and
Alice could have jumped clear off the
ground. Her eyes at that moment almost
started out of her head, for she found her-
seli looking at a hand that was vaguely
iniscent—at slim, ugly fingers with short
nd the third finger of that hand was
encased in a finger-stall,

“Smart dodgo of yours,” commented the
servant, Susic Johnson, with casy fami-
liarity, not noticing apparently the in-
tensity of Alice’s look, although she did
put_her hand in the pocket of her dress
behind l.hu apron, “QGetting in with er,

ing in with—"" .
Vith Ketie. On tho safo side.
cotrse, in my pesition T can’t do 1t

of
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Alice King looked at her steadily, then
nodded. |
*“You could try,” she said sarcastically.'

" Oh, come off it! Don’t pretend, Sinl
or swim together. I know who you are—
Alice King.”

“¥Yes; but—but what of that?”

“I know your father.”

Alice gave a violent start as tho question
was jerked out of her. :

“How can you know my father—unless—
unless he employed you once; but I don't
remember your face,”

“Oh, you've never secn me, and I ain't
seen him; but I know him.. Who don't,
eh? Who don’t know the Bunty Bosst”

All Alice’s reassurance seemed to fado
then. She had been relieved when the
servant-girl had entered ; amazed when sho'
had noticed the strange similarity between
her hand and that hand of the intruder in
the study; but now—what could it be that
the girl mesnt? !

Alice regarded her steadfastly. The
servant had shining, bright eyes, rather like
monkey-orbs, a wide mouth. Her nose,’
broad and tip-tilted, was unredeemably.

ugly.

“The Bunty Boss?” echoed Alice. .
“Yes; of course, you know what your:
pa is, don’t you? Don’t tell me you're out
in the cold ?** H

A horrible fear gripped Alice, and she
stared wide-eyed at this unpreeoss&uing
g]i]rl. What could it all mean? What was
she driving at? i

“Go on! Don’t kid!" said the servant.
“You're on_the game like the rest of us,'
and you pulling the high fandalgo.” P

What on earth a ‘high funango ¥ was,’
and why it should be pulled, Alice had
really not the slightest notion. i :

“But don’t you fret. I shan't give you'
away, nor him either, Nothing can’t cver
be proved against him, Te’s one of thae'
clever ones.” She gave Alice g long, search-!
ing look then. “And it slrﬁns mo pretiy |
hard that it runs in the family. ¥You ain’t
going to give nothing away, eh?”

*(Oh, is that what you want?”

The girl waved her hand impatiently.

“Oh, cut that out!” she urged. “Let's
pull together. You're doing the wise thing,:
getting in with Katie. Ier pa’s the big
noise on t'other side, Not that I'll say_he
can pull even with the Bunty Boss. He's
spry, ch?’ And she winked again in a)
knowing wav.
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- Alice King's foce became suddenly in-
ﬁnmed, und her eyes smouldered with
temper,

"Ar- you ftrying to make out that my
father is a nrm]l[aﬁ’

Susie Johnson looked at her, winked, and
then, puttmg her hands on her hips, threw
bu(‘ her head und laughe

“Oh, ain't that benutifult” Then she
mimicked Alice’s words and tone. *“Mean
to say you don’t know where the money
comes from to keep you at school—and to
keep up that fine 'ouse and let your mother
play the lady?”

Play the lady?" said Alice sharply.

“Yes—play ! Not many crooks’ wives can
play the lady, I can mllyynu But he gets
the big cnd of the take overy time, your old
father; and you might put in a word for
me to the gang. I'd like a job higher up.
My, he’s on the right way, you know !

Alice clenched her hands, end she really
looked as though she were going to hit
out. Tho servant apparently feared the
same, for she drew Eack, a puzzled look
in her eyes now,

“Don’t_cut up rough!” she said. “No
harm, I say! 1 didn’t mean to annoy you,
Dou't go splitting an mo to the boss, now, 1
say, will yer

There was a genuine whine in her tone,
and supplication that nmo one could have
doubted her sincerity. Clearly she was
under the delusion that Alice could in
some way report her to her fa!.her and get
her into trouble.

“They can get mo put in at any time,”
said the servant, and her faco paled. *“But
you nmt going to play the irty " She

n
Igdon't want you to tell me
I don’t blame yer for keeping
It makes me wish I didn’t talk
X shall open me mouf once too
often one.of these days. I'm not supposed
to know who pulls the strings. "Cept it’s
Bunty the Boss. I found out—"
“Iow?” asked Alice, curiously and
eagerly, before she realised that that would
seemn full proof that she knew herself that
her father was the great Bunty Boss,
“It leaked out,” said the servant. “It
weren't my fault. Twas fold. Live in Park
Lane, don't 'e? ("ol: black ’air and a short
‘moustache, and '¢’s abroad a lut .
! “Yes; but it’s all wrong,” said Alice
husluly. “You" vD no nght to say such
ithings, and I w
“8hush ! Tulk nnturallv—qu:ckly—

was silent,
nothing.
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There was o step in the corridor, and the
door was opened.

“Then I'll have to look downstairs for
Miss Katie,” said the servant.

Alice, unable to contrel her features as
ably as the servant, looked guiltily at Katie
as that girl entered.

“Looking for me?" said Katie, surprised
to find the servant in the study.

“Yes; I just looked in, acung the light,
mlss. I thought it was you—

“You've bccn here somo time, then,”
said Katie, “because I've been at the end
of the corridor some time, talking.”

“I was telling Miss What's- her: Nawme
nbmn the tclcphnna call what come.

, were you?”

“Yes. They say in tho servants' *all as
there is a Miss ﬁreu here somowhere, I
thought I'd tcll you.”

Kutic Smith, interested and surprised,
wanted to know all about it, of course. It
dashed her hopes and rather spoiled her
theory.

“An elderly woman what's bin "ere occa-
sionally,” said the servant. “She lives in
the village, so they say.” !

Katie nodded her head,
tremely puletd

“Oh, well, T'll pass the messago on,” she
said.  “1 wondored who it was. Thanks
for coming up.”

“No trouble, miss.

The servant dcpuﬂcd, and Katie closed
the door,

“Funny business about this call, isn't it,
Alico?”

“Y¥Yes.” It was more than Alice dared to
say that she kvoew nothing about the eal
nor did she fecl inclined to tell Katie Sni
1he gist of the girl's conversation.

“1 was beginning to suspect that servant
of being mixed up in it; only she's such o
fool,” added Katie. “OF conrse, one hes to
suspeet everyone. And this Miss Tree isn't
above suspicion, perhaps. Why should she
want messages sent to the school 7"

“I don’t know.”

Katie had not really expected Alico to
know, and the remark scemed to her to be
unnecessarily stupid.

but was ex-

“Well, of courso you don’t. But can't
you think 7
“Well, why shouldn’t she?” asked Alice,

Katie gave a shrugz of her shoulders.

“My goodness I she exclaimed. “Don't
wonder crimes are committed—tha_little
interest people take in mysteries! No one
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cares anything about anything here. But
I'm going to find out. You see! I'm
going to kcep my eyes open, and if the
confederate of the bwrglars im’t caught
soon—-

“.?'\'at—but how do you know that there is
one !

“How do I know?” said Katie. She
wagged her forefinger. “DBy instinct, my
dear. The man was hiding in this room—
because he knew the corridor was deserted
at this time. But that’s only lately, and it
shows that he has a confederate somewhere
inside the school. He got in and intended
to wait. If only that servant weren’t a
foal, she'd have taken a look ot him
instead of sereaming.”

“I suppose sho would., But she ‘was too
frightened, apparently. I know I was
frightened.”

Then was her chance to tell Katie of her
suspicions; to acquaint her with the tact
that she had recognised the servant's hand
as the hand that she had seen under the
table. But she did not do so.

“The fact that the girl was frightened,”
mused Katie, “seems proof enough that she
isn't a confederate—or she'd have helped
the man to escape and put us off the track,
wouldn't she 2*

“Of course,” eaid Alice; but she wasat that
moment admiring the servant’s presence of
mind. ool though she might be, according
to Katie, she had wit enough to pretend that
she had scen the burglar, although he was
plainly.only a figment of her imagination.

Su[:ipcse she told Katie what she sus-
pected ; suppose she let Katie know that
the burglar was the servant-girl? In a very
few minutes Katie would go to Miss Prim-
rose and have the whole thing thrashed
out. In self-defence the girl might men-
tion the Bunty Boss.

Alice did not think twice about it.

*“Here's your book, Katie. My goodness,
isn't it cold hero?”

“ Awful,” said Katie. “But I don’t think
I shall read. I'm going o keep an cye on
th vindows.”

wistfully.

She really did mean that. Bhe wished
che had Katie's nerves in many ways; but
she Jacked nerve, and she was rather afraid
she lacked moral courage.

Ior father, the Dunty Boss—her own
father o master criminal! The idea was
rd—mad! And yet—yct she had no

0s@ W
"“Wish I had your nerves,” said Alie-

THE GIRL WHU PUZZLED CLIFF HOUSE!

proof. The servant had scemed so con-
fident, and suppose, by some strange cir-
cumstances, it was true? '

The thought of what would happen made
her shudder. The shame, the disgrace, and
the ruin of her whole life seemed spread
out before her in imagination, so that the
risk was more than she dared take, |

“I'm going to the Common-room,” said
Katie, *Coming?”

And Alice went, trembling, not with fear
but with nervous excitement, conscious that
she now knew more than the rest of the
whole schoo!l about the burglary. She was
thrilled, but she was horrified.

Her father a criminal—her schooling
paid for by stolen moncy, and her mother
dressed on stolen money | -

No wonder that she could not reconcile
herself to that strange dream-like story;
no wonder that she gave hersclf time to
think it over before sho took any action
that might affect not only her life but the
life_of ﬁcr father and magher! -

Was it true—or was it some hideous
mistake ?

CHAPTER 5.
Bessle's $.0.5.

“ ISTEN to this, you girls,”
Clara Treviyn.

She lifted a flushed face and ex-

citedly shining eyes from the book

she had been reading. It was Katie’s book;
she had laid it aside and Clara had picked
it up. A
It was an enthralling book, all about cat
burglars and mysterious signs on doors,
and Clara felt that it was most appropriate
reading for that particular time, [
Not many of the giris would have agreed
with her on this point. The majority would
have chosen somothing light, calculated to
divert their thoughts from recent happen-
ings, but Clara was mado of sterner stffF.’
Now there wore grouns as Clara made
thag announcement. Clara had rcad out
one or two extracts alrcady, of a sufficiently
thrilling nature to make tho listencrs feel.

heartily glad that they were many an
athered about a cheerful fire, ;
Fateat one, judging by Clara’s expression,
was sufficient to make their hair stand on

S e

said

end, i ool
__“Must you really?” smiled Barbara
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Redfern. Barbara was making out a team
list, and knitting her usually sercne brow
over it quite a lot. Tho truth was that
Barbara, like everyone else this evening,
found it hard to concentrate.

“Sparo us,” begged Freda Foote. “Not
another one, Clara!”
“Den't you want to bear Lt‘i" Clara

ecemed quite surprised. “But it's such a
ripping piece, rcnll:.' About the best I've
found, so far.”

“Say no more,” Jcmlma yawned doli-
cately. “We know all about it already.
The jolly old Purple Rat sends the hero
the Black Spot, but the hero, being one
of the bull-dog breed, refuses to be dis-
mayed, what? So, girding on tho jolly old
paternal sword, he sets out to track the
Rat down to his dark and dismal hole.
Stout fellow! How these herces do keep
up the good old Spartan traditions!”
Jemima's cool
banter came as a welcome relief in an
atmosphere that had grown a littlo tense.

“It-1sn’t that at all, Jemima,” disclaimed
Clara. ‘“Listen.,” She bcgan to_read in
an_ nppropuafr-ly hushed and awe-inspiring

Slitmg there in the chair by the fire,
John became conscious of a strange feeling
as of some other presence in the rcom be-
sides his own. Cautiously, hardly turning
his head, he looked about him.
¥ ¢ The window curtains moved sinisterly.
With a single stride ho was out of his
chair and over to them. ~Pulling them
aside, expecting to see he knew not what,
he saw somecthing flutter eerily past the
window. At the same moment, the light
went out, and, as he swung round into the
room again, the cupboard dnnr began to
open slowly, noiselessly—'
L “QOw, du-don’t ru-read any mu-more, Kik-
Clara,” gasped a reedy voice from the
right-hand side of the fireplace.

Clara turned secrnfully on thu shlve!
ing Bessie.
- “You don't mean to say you're fright-
aned " she said scathingly. “Well, what
a duffer! I think it's a jolly good story,
myself 1”
+-%“Qh, r-really,” stuttered Bessie in self-
defence. “Fuf-fancy thinking I'm fuf-
frightened, Clara. hy, you know what a
ju-jolly brave girl I am. It runs in our
Lmily. All the Bunters are.courageous.
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I was just afraid you mufht get a su-sore
throat, reading so much,

There was a yell of laugh!nr at that, but
nevertheless, no one scemed auxiuus to
press Clara to resume. REven Clara could
seo that none of her heavers was partieu-
larly cager to hear what came out of the
r:upgo:ud Sho snorted and resumed the
narrative silently,

There were a fow sighs of relief at this,
and silence, broken only by an occcasional
murmur from one or snother of the little
group, descended upon them.

Bessie, in the sudden hush, looked around
cautiously. One might have thought this
due to nervousness as a result of Clara's
thrilling ancedote, but there was a gleam
in Bessic's eye that seemed to augur other-
\liﬂi‘.

The point was settled beyond all dispute
when Bessie, with a last glance around,
zl:pfed silently away from the fireside
cire u one noticed her go; all were
absorbed in {'eir own particular occupa-
tions, and Bessie, moreover, contrived
exit in a manner that was, {or her, mar-
vellously adroit and unostentatious.

The casual obscrver might have been sur-
prised, too, to sce Bessie slip out from the
cheerful light of the Common-rcom to the
comparative gloom of the corridor outside.
There were - girls round the fireside who
would not have relished the idea of for-
saking that companionable cirelo for a trip -
upstairs on their own, but apparently
Bessie intended doing so.

The truth of the matter was that Bessic
was feeling hungry! It was some hours
since tea, and Bessie happened to know
that thera yet remained half a tin of ex-
tremely delicately flavoured sardines in
the study cupboard. It seemed foolish, to
Bessie, to go hungry when such a tasty
snack could be hag.

In the ordinary way, Bessie, in spite
of her vaunted ancestral m\uagg’e. was far
from being the most daring of girls, but
now she was feeling a call that would not
be denicd. And, though she sped along
the corridor and up the stairs with un-
wonted  swiftness, gat might have been
due cqually to the desire to sample the
sardines as to a mnervous dislike of the
shadows that clupg around the angles of
the walls.

Panting and breathless oa she was when
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she reached Study No. 4 Bessie breathed
a sigh of relief, In another moment she
would be inside, with the light switched
on, and the sardines before her,

The prospect was a pleasant one, and
Bessie smiled a fat smile of satisfaction as
her hand closed round the knob of the door.

In auo!hcr moment it was open, and
Dessie, stepping inside, groped with one
hand for the electrie light switch, Dut the
light was not switched on.,

Even as Bessie's fat fingers encountered
the button, a shaft of moonlight struck
through the study window into the dark-
ness of the room, and what it revealed
caused Dessie’s hand to fall nervcless to
her side.

The study cupboard was directly opposite
to the window, and the pale radiance fel
full upon it, Liven as Dessic’s glance went
that way, the door began to open slowly,
noisclessly.

Ior a moment that secomed an cternity
of horror, DBessie's terrified eyes goggled
at the eerie sight. Her knees trembled
queer pricking sensation assailed her s
a3 though cvery separate hair were rising
on end. For that one moment Bessie
seemed rooted to the spot. The next, with
a yell of terror, she was out of the study
and flying elong the corridor as fast as her
fat legs would take

It was a white-faced, shivering Bessie,
with no thought of sardines in hcr terri-
fied mind, who dashed into the Comimon-
room five scconds later, which was surely
tho shortest time she had ever taken over
that journey.

Every head was turned as she made her
dramafic entry.

“Hallo, whubs vreng, Bessie?”

“My hat, Bessio's seen the burglar!”

Bessio sank limply in'o the nearest chair
and gasped very much like a goldfish that
has been spilled from ns bowl.

he kik - cupboard,” she
feebly.

Jemima looked interested. She screwed
her famous monocle into her eye and ro-
gardrd Bessie encouragingly.

“Ah. yos, I think I have heard of this
o murmurcd nodding her sleck
nowingly. *“When you got there
the ecuphoard was bare, what, Bess, my
charmer? Too bad, oh, most distinetly
too bad, y'know. ]Icﬂcvcr, Bess, we must
keep a stiff upper lip, what? The good

stuttered
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old Spartan spirit, and all that sort of
ing 1

Bessie recovered sufficiently to give
Jemmm an mdlgnaut ook.
“0Oh, r-reall she gasped, “it wasn’t

that at all. "didn’t go_to the cupboard
because of the sardines; I—I'd scotn te do
such a thing.” L3

“Then it was the cherry-tart,” nodded
Cla.ru scgely, “Same thing,”

“It wasn't!” declared Bessie. “I just
went to—to see if everything was all right,
you know. And as soon as I opened the
l]rmr, the kik-cupboard

“Began to open slowly, noiselessly,”
sllpn]unmnted Maebs, with a sly smile at

ves, that’s ju-just what it dud-did1”
pll.[llo(f Bessio. "l‘fx burglar, you know.
Ho was inside, after the s-sardines!”

This was ton much for most ofgthe girls

Tluv shricked as with one voice,
{a, ha, ha!”

But Babs looked closely at Bessie and saw
her obvious agitation.

* Lool ore, Bessic, what's this all
about?” she demanded. “Are you trying tc
be funny, or wes there reaily something ™

“Tho kik-cupbeard,” Dessie repeated.
“The dud-door upnm‘d-f

“Bossie’s got Clara’s book on the brain,”
chuchlcd Freda Foote, “8he’'ll be sceing
ecrie thmgs futtering  past the “mdow
next.”

“Well, there must Lo somothing in it, un-
less Dessie’s pulling our legs very hard,”
Jemima said easually.

“Cupboard doors can't open by thcm
selves, I think P'll go up and have a luﬁk
round,” Babs remarked,

Thero were pglances of admiration ED).'
Babs, then. Not many gitls would hav
made that calm atutcmgnl in the circum-|
stances.  However much they might laugh'
at Bessie’s story, down here with all the
other girls in the firelit room, it was quito]
ancther thing to go upstairs and prove the
truth or otherwise of the matter.

“T'll come too,” Mabs said, getting up

also.
Clara said she would, and Jomima re.
marked that she wouldn't be left out of it:
for anything. So cventually the whole!
crowd of them went, with a shivering
Bessie in their midst.

There was a breathless silence as Barbara!
laid her hand upon the knob of the study.
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door and turned it; & craning forward of
heads on the part’ of some, and a hanging-
back of others as she flung wide the door.
i Once more the study was in darkness. A
cloud had obscured the moon, and not a
thing was discernible inside the reom.
| With a steady hand, Barbara reachcd up
to the switch, and suddenly the room was
Hooded with light. -
 Imbued with courage now that the dark-
hess was dispelled, the girls clustered around
her in the doorway. I in the same
moment they looked into the study, and
then a peal of laughter went up.
! The cupboard door was wide open, cer-
tainly, bearing out Bessie’s creepy story,
but right in the middle of the hcarthrug
sat the school cat, performing an industri-
ous toilet, as if after a satisfying meal.
| Bessie gazed at it dumbfounded, the ex-
%.‘Ilnn.tion not then oecurrinF to her, but
abs crossed the room boldly to the cup-
board, and looked inside. .
{ She turned round almost immediately, a
smile upon her face, and an empty sardine
tin, dry and shining, in her hend.
i “Tho result of the cat-burglar’s visit,” sho
announced. “You weren’t the only ono
who fancied sardines for supper, Dessio!”
|, Clara gurgled at the stupefied expression
on Bessie's fat face,

f “You must have been coming in when
‘the burglar was coming out of the cup-
DLoard,” she choked. *“Oh, hold me up,

'someone. What a scream—vhat a yell I”
} But Bessie, apparently, did not appre-
ciate tho joke.

| Whether it was the fact of having been
made to look so foolish belore the rest of
the Form, or the irretrievable loss of the
sardines, cannot bo said, but Bessic wenl
back to the Common-room fire with any-
thing but a smile of amusement on her face,
and spoke not another word about burglars
—of the cat variety or otherwisc—until
Stella Stone came in to tell them it was
lime to go.to bed.

CHAPTER 6.
Katle Smith Arouses Envy.

AW—awa—aws !"
Y Barbara Redfern’s yawn sounded
through the dormitory ntxt morn-
ing as she sat up in bed an

e
btretched.. The rising-bell had gome some
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minutes ago; but very few of the girls
wero awake, and thoso who were awake had
not scen fit yet to get out of bed.

For the fact was that the Fourth Form
had gone to slcep very late the night before.

The knowledge that there was a polics
officer inside the building, that burglars
were expected, and that at any time of the
night there might be an alarm had not, of
course, been conducive to sleep.  Somo of
the girls had read. Seme heckey sticks
close at hand, had sat kceping sleep at a
distance with difficulty. Even those who had
slept had done so but fitfully on account of
the many candles that had been alight.

Small wender then that thore were heavy
cyes and many yawns. .

“T don't think that we ought to get up,”
grumbled Mabel Lynn.  “Nothing hap-
penod either—""

“If anything had, that would be some ex-
cuse,” said Barbara Redfern, “DBut what
couid you expect with polico on the plate?
What silly burglar would coms then?”

Clara Trevlyn, rubbing her eyes, sat up.
Usually she was first out of bed in tho
morning; but now she secmed to like her
bed too much {o leave it.

“Gracious,” she said. “It's morning.”

“Moonlight, perhaps,” sighed Jemima
Carstairs, “ Who's going to bring my break-
fast to bed?”

There was a chuckle, but no one offered.

“May as well see it through,” urged
Jemima. “I'll keep watch all the mom-
ing, you know. I don’t mind roughing it
in bed. One of my ancestors was at Agin-
court. We're a tough crowd in every

“Then you can be tough enough to bring
my breakfast up,” said Clara. “Oh,
crumbs!  I'm still tired,  Are you sure
rising bell has gone 7"

Jemima turned over.

“Let's wait for it to go again,”

“I say, you girls—-" ’

“Miss Matthews ought to let us hava
lessons in bed,” said Freda Foote.

“I say, you girls—"

“ Anywey, we'ro all suffering from shock,”
decided Barbara. *‘And can’t get up.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I say, you girls—-""

Then, at last, did fat Bessie Bunter, her
round face showing over the edgo of the
sheets, get attention.

“Have thevy gono?” she guavered.
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“Who 1~

“The burglars?”

“They went just now,” said Clara.

“QOh, really. I'm all trembling,” said
Dessie, “Not thet I'm frightened, of
vourse,””

“OF cowrse not; sce haw brave you were
last  wight,” said Clara seriously; and
there was & giggle.

“1 think Tl hnve bacon and nggs—ﬂw

“QOh, my word! What a hope—"

*And some purndgc and toast und mar-
malade,” said Bessie. “My pulse is beat:
ing hhe m.ylhmg, and my nerves aro all
anyhow.™

She: sighed and turned over.

“You're suffering [rom shock over that
cat- bwglau you discovered,” said Frede
IFoote. " That's what's tho matter, Bessio.”

“I know. It’s fearful. 1 shall have to
have breakfast in bed,” said Bessic in a
weak tone. . *“Perhaps you'd better ring for
Miss Primrose.”

The idea of ringing for Miss Primresc sent
them into fits of Jlaughter; but Freda
Foote, instead of doing it, stepped out of
bed and soaked a sponge in water. At times
Freda was a thoughtful girl, end now her
thought was cencerncd entirely with Bessie
Bunter.

1t was, of course, very sad that DBessie
should suffer from shock, and that her pulse
shoyld go at a fearful rate, so Freda went
kindly across fo her bed.

With a most sympathotic look on her face
she placed the cold wet sponge on to Bessice's
foroﬂcud—u. treatment that was both wise
and beneficial.

Its action was certainly swift, and the
result was  entirely beneficial; for all the
girls who could open their eyes were sitting
up in bu:i”and watching.

“ )

Bessie leaped at least a foob into the air,
aml there was a resounding cchoing crash.
“Woa !” cried Freda. *Oh, you duffer!”
“What—what was that?"’ stammered
Bessie.  “Oh, m wel~—my head!” She
clasped her head where it had met Freda’s,
and groaned.

Freda Foole was in no mood for laugh-
ing. She was clasping her own head and
groaning; but the other girls laughed
heartily enough. They conld see tho joke,
having witnessed it at sufficient distance to
appreciate it.
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Their yells of laughter, however, were
interrupted by the door being flung open
and_Stella Stone appearing.

* Hallo—not up"" said Stella.  “The
bell’'s gone. You’ e only allowed ten
minutes’ extra grace.

“0Oh, Stella, we're tived [ P

“And tho burglar didn’t come,” added
Clara Trevlyn. “1 call that mean after our
watching up.”

That remark was followed by a general
chuckle that showed that all the gilﬁs who
had their heads under the covers were not
necessarily asleep.

“The burglar did come.” Stella’s tono
was as steady as usual, but her remark
caused & general cry, and those girls whao
lmd hldden their heads quickly came to

l

K 'l‘lm burglar’s been )

“Yes—no need to shout,” reproved Stella,
“Miss Primrose’s safe has been opened and
scvt.ral things of value have been taken,”

“What—with—with the policeman on the
premises 17 eried Katie Smith.

“With the policeman on the premiscs,”
nodded Stella. * He walked about the place
in indiarubber shoes and didn’t hear a sound
the whole night. DBut the safe has been
robbed all the same, and pictures and valu-
able books taken.”

That was news indeed. Perbaps Stella
with her knowledgo of them had thought its
effeet might be usceful in arousing theny, and
she was ughl enough there, for the girls
who had no thought of rising suddenly
leaped out of bed.

hat a scurry there was with splashing
of water and their chatter then|

“With the policeman here! To think I
didn’t got up!™

“Of all the chumps!” said Clara.

It was really annoying to think that they
had missed the fun, and especially irritating
to think that a policeman, or detcetive as ha
might prefer to be called, had Leen on the

rzmisus the whole night. It really was too

Ll

Bad or not, the girls found the situation
of great lnhrrcst and the oxcitement was
intense when thcy reached the hall and
found a crowd of gnls gathered there.

Everyone naturally wanted to see the
burgled safe, but a policeman was on guard,
and even though he might not be able to
captu\‘o a burglar, he was not at all Jikely

let any of the girls pass him against
orduw.
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There were, however, the blanlk spaccs
where the pictures had been to be inspected,
and Katie Smith was amongst the first to
“do the rounds.”

“No clues,” she said in disappointment.
“OF course, dozens of people have been here
since. If only 1 could get into Miss Prim-
rose’s room—"

“No such lu They won't let us. I
hear that they used an oxy-acetylene blow-
lamip,” said Naney Bell,

“And the safc’s absolutely a
nodded Vivienne Leigh.

A thousand pities 1t was that they could
not see it; but their attention was diverted
a moment later by the entrunce of a most
important-looking man.

** Detective-inspector Stewart,” said
in thrilled tenes. “From the Yard.”
Katie always talked like that, and the,
knew by now that she meant Scotland Yurd,
where all the really important people in the

detective world were stationed,

Lvery eyo was upon him at once, and the
man gave a quick look about him as he
crossed the hall, obviously bound for the
headmistress’ room.

Beforo he could reach it, however, Kalie
had stepped forward, and, to the amaze.
ment of cveryone, she was quickly re-
cognised,

“Why, Kalie!” exclaimed the greab man,
and held out his hand.

How many givls there would have given
half & term’s poclket-moncy. to have stood
in tho centre of the hall and been recognised
by so great a personage!

Katie, however, was the only one, but she
revelled in it.

“I didw't know yon were in this part of
the world, Mr. Stewart,” she eaid,

“Important work,” he smiled. * Perhaps
your keen eyes have gathered a few clues,
eh? You've been of serviee to us more than
once, and not for the last-time, I hope.”

“Oh! Only there don't seem to be many
clues.  All the same—" Katie contrived
to look very mysterious then, and the rest
of the girls looked extremely jealous when
they saw her say something in a low tone to
the man, but did not hear one word of what
she actually said.

© “Very well. That’s worth looking into,”
he commented, and they could all of them
sce by his expression that he meant it—that
Katie had told him something of import-

ance. .
But ke left Katic and went towards Miss

ruin,”

&

.Ku(iﬂ‘
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Primrese’s room where the headmistress, in
a state of great wnxiety, was awailing him.
Meanwhile, Iatie had returncd to her
friends, her eyes shining like stars.

“Goodness, what was that mighty con-
sultation about 7" asked Clara Treviyn. .

“Yes, do let us into the sceret!” urged
many voices,

But, of course, Katie wanted to gather
some more importance te berself, and sho
shook her head. !

It wouldn't do,” she said seriously.

“Oh, cheese it!” said Clava in her breezy
way. “Den’t be [unny, you kwow. You
can tell us what it is. You haven’t scen any
more than the rest of us.”

“Of course she hasn't,” jecred Marcia
Loftus, ‘‘She’s jusé kidding, that's ell it
is, Showing off, and nothing more.”

“It isn’t showing off,” retorted Katie.
“But you don’t think the inspector wants
B\'(.:lgo:]lll in the school to know the clues?”

. o >

Kj‘}lavu you got a clue then?” asked Alice
ing. '
Until that moment nene of them had
noticed Alice’s presence, but now she
strolled up to the group aud asked that
?ucetlou uet in advance of a dozen others,
t was the very question they all wanted
to ask naturally.

“I may have,” Katie answered in her
most mysterious mannecr. “Perhaps, Dut 1
shall talk to the delective nlterwards.”

“ Ahem !” coughod Clara,

““Wish knew a detective,”
Barbara, “I don’t know any.”

“1 say, you girls, my father wae really
well known at Pentonville,” put in Bessie
DBunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““So he was,” said the fat girl indignantly.
“You needn’t jolly well think he went to
prison, because he didn’t. There was a silly
mistako about some money. That’s all.”

“QOh, only that ¥ murmured Mabel Lynn
with a laugh.

“¥Yes, and he got off all right,” added
Bessie.  “I mum-mean he wasn’t tried at
all. He always bad detectives following
him about when he was on bail, you know,
in case—"

*In case he tried to scoot?” asked Clara
innocently.

“Not at all. In case someone tried to get
at him,” said Bessic DBunter in retort
“They always try to get at important
witnesses,”

sighed



18

. “Well, he was important enough,” agreed
Jclmimn. “What you might call the star
role.”

Y os, rather,” agreed the fat girl. “The
detectives got to know him well. I dare
say if I mentioned his nome—" )

‘] ghouldn't do that,” urged Phyllis
Howell with a grin.

+ “Too risky,” nodded Mabel Lynn.
| *“Oh, really! They might think I knew
something about it, you know.”

“They probably would.”

i There was a shrick of laughter at the ex-
prossion that eceme over Bessio's face when
she rcalised what they meant, but Stella
‘Stone approaching them at the moment pre-
‘vented any further discussion,

! “Now, you girls,” she admonished, “you
really mustn’t stand about in the hall any
more, Go into the fresh air, for goodness’
sake. The breakiast-bell will ting soon, and
you won’t have any appetite.”

%0h, really, my appetite—"

“Well, on second thoughts perhaps Bessie
had better stay in,” smiled Stella. ““Her
appetite ”doesn't want enlarging. And

afio—-’
; #Met” asked Katie, surprised to be
mentioned in the same broath as the fat
girl. Only Stella didn’t mean quite that.
., "I didn't mean that you had better stay
in, but I want you to be at hand in case you
aro wanted. Mr. Stewart mentioned you.”
‘What a thrill there was then, and how
Katio endeavoured to assume & natural

pose !

i “Oh, T'll bo on hand,” she said, and took
up a position near to the fire, Alice walking
across with her.

;- The rest of the girls were shepherded oub
bg_ Stella, and perhaps it was tho best
thing for them. Alice she did not notice,
and, anyway, she might not have com-
mented upon just one girl remaining with

atio.
f_::%atga,;" said Alice, after a pause,
o8

74 Have you got any clues really 2™

#0h, so so,” said Katie. “One thing 1
know "—she looked ab her mysteriously—
.;;lgome.one inside this school is an accom-

ice. :

£ “Oh! But do you know whot"
{ ‘Alice looked so concerned and so near to
guilt that Katie Smith was genuinely sur-
prised, for she could tee no reason why
Alice should be alarmed.
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“Who?" Katie had not the faintest ides,’
but she wanted to maintain the impression
that she was very wise in the affair, and
she smiled # a most enigmatical way.
don't think I'd better say; but I keep my
eyes open, don't forget, and the onlooker
sces most of the game.” i

Then, before Alice had time to nsk moro
Euestiona, before she was able to still her

oubts, Stella came across the hall, beckon-
in%‘,{ and Katio vanished. }

orried in mind, Alico remained frown-
ing into the firo until, some five minutes
later, Katie, looking excited, returned.

She was bursting to tell someone what
she had heard, and she caught Alico by the

arm.
“We can't talk here,” she said.
you to help me. "
“QOh! I will, of course,” 3
“Y should think so—in the name of the
King,” said Katie, in thrilled and rather
melodramatio tones, *“This is official, you
know. My goodness! Fancy heing asked
ta help—— But thore, it's because -my
father is so well known.” |
She cast a look over her shoulder, and
then led the way to the large staircase,
Alice following willingly enough, but with
yone of her fears allayed. |
“We're on the track,” said Katie as
they reached the deserted upper landing,
vnable to kecp it back any longef. *‘And
the detective says he rccognises the mark
of the miaster mind.” B
“Yes. The master mind?” :
“Yes, It's & gang, too, and the best
crganised gang in the world!” i
Good gracious !"” . %
“Yea, I don’t wonder yow're surprised.
I suppose you haven’t ever heard of the
Bunty Boss?” i i
Alice went as pale as & sheet, and _the
use secemed gone from her limbs. Had
Katio looked at her at that moment, what
a string of conjectures that guilty look’
would have cansed! But Katie, for all her
vacnted observation, was then more
interested in her own reinarks. i
“I don't suppose you have. But I have
—from my father, of course. He's the
master mind in this sort of thing. They
have fast cers, and spend money like water.'
They're just & giant syndicate—you know
what that ist—like & company, with a
resident and so on, and they make the
iggest dividend or profit ever made.”

i
“1 want
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*Well, fuf-fancy that!”

“Yes. Staggering, isn't it?” agreed
Katie. “Fancy Cli%f House being raked
into it, of all places! But there you are.
They've as big an organisation as the detce-
tive serviee—and richer, too, But no one
can find out who this Bunty Boss is.”

The Jook of relicf that overcamo Alice
King then might certainly have betrayed
her had mnot the breakfast-bell clanged.
Her words as she spoke sounded joyously
in tune with the bell.

“They can’t find out who it is.
think they ever will?”

“My goodness, brekker! I'm hungry,”
said Katio. “Como on! Find him 77 she
asked as they ran down the stairs, ““That's
the thing! In less than two deys, the in-
spector savs, 1f things go right here.”

“Right?"”

“Well, if they can find out who is at
this cnd of the gang—that’s what I mean.
If they can do that, then the man who is
Bunty Boss will be in prison, and prac-
ﬁmﬂ,ly for the rest of his life, I should
say.”

Do you

Alice said nothing.
“Thrilling, isw't it?” seid Katie,
“Yes,"”

“What's more, we've got to help. Yon
and I together. But hush!  Here come
the others! Nok a word!

Not a word! Just as if at that moment
Alico King could have uttered a sound!
It was only becanse Katie clung to her arm
that she was ablo to descend the stairs!

In two or three days, Bunty Boss would

be in prison—perhaps for life. And Bunty
Boss—who was he? Was he her father?
Was it to put her father into prison that
she must help Katie? Or had that ser
vant-girlimade some awful mistake?
i If cnly she could find that—if only thero
were some method of finding out who the
Bunty Boss was! But if Scotland Yard so
far_had failed, how could she succeed?

Yet find out she must—for good or evil

i

CHAPTER 7.
A Turhulent Morning.
ORNING school was o trial to every-
one that day.
With such an_under-current of
excitement, running through the
whole school, girls could not be expected to
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apply their minds with proper zest to such
subjects as Maths. and Knglish Ilistory.

Miss Bullivant, the Maths. mistress, felt
the unrest as well as the girls she had to
teach, and breathed an inward sigh. The
Fourth Form was not the easiost to deal
with at any time, and this mcrning Miss
Bullivant foresaw breakers ahead, so to
speak,

It began with a queer sound of sibilant
hissing, not fifteen minutes after the Form
had_embarked on the first lesson.

* Hss-s-51"

Miss Bullivant looked up sharply, sending
a swift glance around the class.

Every head was dutifully bent, every eye
conning text-books. Thers was no indica-
tion of the culprit responsible for the un-
wonted sound,

_ Baiffled, the mistress returned ber atfen-
tion to the papers she was marking, and
three minutes of pesceful silonce ensued,
broken only by the scratching of pens and
an occasional sigh from somcone who was
finding the Maths, problems not at all to
ber_taste, )

Then ;

*“ Hss-s-5-us5 1"

Miss Bullivant sighed. She put down
her pen and looked up again. Once more
every girl appeared absorbed in her work.
But Miss Bullivant locked more closely
this time. The unusually decp and devoted
interest that one particular girl was dis-
playing in her copybook caught her vigilant
s i

ye.

“Clara Trevlyn!”

“Yes, Miss Bullivant?” Clara’s voice
was innocence itself, but there was a littlo
more colour then wusual in her healthy
checks, )

“Were yon responsible for that—er—
noise, Clara?”

The colour in Clara’s cheeks deepened a
trifle more, but there was no hesitation in
her reply.

“Yes, Miss Bullivant.” .

“And for what purpose did you—er—»
produee it?”

A little hesitation this time.

4“1  was—trying to atiract
attention, Miss DBullivant.” .

Miss Bullivant knew better than to ask
who the someone was. She knew Clara
and ker unswerving loyalty too well ta
expect wer to involve another girl.

“Oh! Then you will kindly remember,

someone’s
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Clara, that cvery girl’s attention in lesson-
time is the property of her mistress and
her work. You will take fifty lines.”

Clara groancd _inwardly. As a matter
of fact, 1t was Babs whose aitention she
had been trying to attract. Clara had just
thought of something in connection with
the great burglar mystery, and she was
feeling unablo to contain it herself, But
now, it seemed, she would have to do so
until after morning lessons.

With grim resolution, she returncd her
wandering thoughts to the comparatively
unexciting subject of Maths., and the class
settled down to prace once more.

In fact, so peaceful was the atmosphere
that MBessie Bunter, having come up against
a prohlem that it seemed simpl; impossible
to grapple with, gave up the unequal
struggle, and drifted peacefully off to

eep.

Dolly Joblirg, sittivg immediately behind
her, saw her licad tilt back, and guessed the
reason. Craning anxiously to one side to
get a view of Bessic's face, she was horrified
to sce Dessie's lips part and the lower jaw
drop, threaiening a snorc!

Swiftly leaning forward, Dolly poked the
back of Bessie’s fat neck with the handle
of her pen.

The result was instantancous. .

Bessic_sat np with & jerk as though she
had hecn actuated by wires, and an car-
splitting yell rent the silence. )

“Qww, belp! Bur—burglars! Oh-h!”

Tvery head in the room jerked round
to DBossie, who, mnot yet fully awake,
caressed the back of her neck tenderly with
a podgy band.

Miss Bullivant frowned heavily.

“PBegsic Bunter, you ridiculous girl, what-
ever is the matter? How dare you make
such a commotion in class time?”

Bessic had been dreaming about the bur-

glar, and, Lo her muddled brain, tkis scemed

a continuation of her dream. She leapt te
her feet and gazed wildly round the room,

“The bi-burglac! He was here ju-jnst
now, M-Miss Bullivant. He orept behind
my du-desk and st-stabbed me in the back
of the neck.

The wail of fear and anguish that followed
this remarkable statement was drowned in
tae roar of merriment that came from every
girl in the form.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The class rocked with mitth,

Clara i have
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Trevlyn, for one, held her sides and
almost wept. F
Dessic blinked indignantly round upon
them through her big glasses, furgcttir:g
momentarily the pain of her “wound.” .
“Qh, really, you gu-girls, fuf-fancy langh-
ing at tuch & sngous thing! I-—I think
I'm going to fufaint! I fu-feel awfully
ueer !” 4
But so little did Bessic's appearance bear
out her pathetic words that the girla
scemed to find this funnier than ever. They
mopped their streaming eyes and laughed

afresh, g
ha, ha!” i
ear!” sobbed TFreda Footo,
. “Water, somcone, poor dcear,
Bossic.” she reached a hand suggestively
towards_her inkwell. 0
Then Miss Bullivant made herseli heard.
“@irls, girls—silence, at once! Now,’
Bossia Hunter, you utterly foolish girl—
what do you mean by this behaviour 2"
Tessie trembled ot that note in Diss
Bullivant’s voice. i
“QOh, ru-really Mu-Miss Bullivant,” she
stutfered. T thought it was the burglar,
you know. Something hit the back of my
n-neck, and I've been dud-dream—I mean
thu-thinking about the burglar—" B
“There is no burglar here,” broke in
Miss Bullivant cuttingly. “If you would
only fix your attention on your work,
where it ought to be, Bossie, you would
not imagine such ridiculously “impossible
things o so at once—the whole Form,
please—and not another word from any
of [{ou " y ) Lt
cluctantly, and with many lingering
smiles, the Form dutifully obeyed. nee
again, silence, broken only by the scratch-
ing of pens scttled.upon the room. Than
a reedy voice broke it abruptly.
“Pap-pleaso, Miss Bullivant—"
“YWhat is the matter now, Bessic?”
“T've ju-just thought of su-something.”
“Well 17 . £
The Form =at back and prepared to takoe
an interest, scenting fresh amusement.
“Pup-perhaps it was a—a bub-bee, Miss
Bullivant. r—or & sus-scorpion. I—I'm
sure it's cu-coming up in a bump!”
Smothered titters greeted this alarming
news
Miss Bullivant frowned.
“Come out to me, Bessic—at once, T
no further time to waste on your

:
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' foolish fancies. There, as I thought—"
after a cursory glance at the fat neck,
“there is no sign or mark of any sort
whatever. Go back io your seat, Dessief
and write mo fifty lines after class for
interrupting the lesson1”

With an aggrieved look on ber features,
Bessic obeyed, to the secompaniment of
subdued giggles. Thouﬁh she could not
. possibly havo felt, anything of the poke
that Dolly had given her, by this time,
it was obvious that she could not forget
it. Several times she felt tho back of her
neck with an anxious hand, as though
expecting somo  drastic result  to
materialise.

i Dolly noted it, and it irritated her. It
was so etupid of Bessie to make such &
fuss over a silly little thing.

! She tore a leaf out of her rough work
hook and scrawled on it hurriedly. Then
she let it Butter down over the back uf
Bessio’s seat into her lap.

* Pessio Bunter blinked at it through her
thick glasses uncomprehendingly.

© 1 did it, silly, with my penholder,
You were going to sleep. It's all right.”
| Whether it was the fact of having =0
recently been  roused from sleep, cr
whether it was due to the absent-minded-
ness that prevailed in the Form_generally
on account of tho burglar, Dessio seemed
even more than wusually dull this morn-

ing.

: glnving read Dolly’s note, she seemed
utterly at a loss to account for it. Sho
blinked round at the girls on either side
of her. Thoy were deep in their work,
pnd. obviously not responsible. Then sho
blinked up at the ceiling, as though fancy-
ing it might have fluttered down from

there.
+ Dolly felt exasperated. Reaching out
her -hand, she ecau of Bessie's
cable-like plait and gave it a little tug.
. Even as she did_it, she realised what
& rash act it was. Bessie would be certain
to vell

But sho didn’t. The tug caught Bessie
in the act of gazing ceilingwards, in open:

mouthed wonder, and instead of jerking
& yell from her, it brought her teeth
together with o little snap upon her
tongue.

; Then at last Bessio realised, and the
glare sho bestowed upon Dolly as she
turned round, necarly cracked her thick
glasses.  Apparentlv Bessie was not & bit

OWN" LIBRARY 21

prateful for having been awakened from
her slumbers before she could give herself
away by snoring.

On the cvntrurf. as Bessie turned round
again, her fat face glowed with indig-
nation, Reaching for a pen, she turned
over the page on which she had been
laboriously working out a sum in com-
pound interest that, scemingly, nover
would come to an end, and commenced to
write, in her characteristically sprawling.
hand.

. When it was_done, she took up her book
in both hands and held it over her
shoulder for Dolly to read.

Dolly perused it with a grin.

“YOU ARE A MEEN CAT!! 1
THINK _THE WAI YOU HAVE
TREETED ME IS DISGRASEFULL!!
1 WCOD TELL YOU WHAT I THINK

OF YOU OWNLY YOU NO I CARNT!!

Dolly had just got to tho end of this
remarkable screed when Miss Bullivant,
suddenly looking up from her work, caught
Bessie in the act of waving her book in
the air,

“What are you doing, Bessie!”
demanded in utter exasperation.

Bessio hastily withdrew her book and
blin at the mistress in alarm. For
the first time that morning, her lazy brain
worked quickly.

“I'm just dud-drying what TI've
written, Mum-Miss,” she explained, which,
for Bessie Bunter, was certainly quite a
neat excuse, since the writing was uot yet
properly dry.

Had it been_ earlier in the lesson, Miss
Bullivant might heve inquired further
into the matter, but as it was, it was
nearly time for her to relinquish the
Form to another mistress, and by _this
time she was heartily tired of bandying
words with Bessie Bunter.

So she merely said:

“Qo out to the cupboard and get your-
self a picce of hluttmg-pnperl, and for
goodness’ sake remember you're in the
Fourth Form and not in & kindergarten,
Bessie,” and returned her attention to her

DJEEYS-_ . : 7 e
essic did so, with feelings of relief,
but it struck even Bessie's slow brain that
it had been rather a foclish nct to write
that note to Dolly in her Maths. book,
She spent the rest of her lesson wonder-

she
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ing whether it would be better to tear
the lcaf out and risk ancther filty lines
for dofacing her book, or to leavo it in
and risk Miss Bullivant’s noticing it.

She had s vague idea that she might
hide it up by working » sim over 15,
but in tho end_ she decided it would be
botter to tear it right ouf, especially as
thero was ccrtainly something drastically
wrong with the compound interest problem
on_the other side.

So she did, thus ecarning hersclf the
expected fifty lines, but that was not until
tho morning after, when Miss Bullivant
had been through the books.

But it was not only the Tourth Form
who found it hord to concentrate on work
that morning. Not far away, in the Upper
f'hird class-room, Alico King was finding
it impossible to think of anything but the
amazing thing she bad heard concerning
her father.

The more she thought of tho matier
the more amazing it secined, and the more
unlikely that it could have any foundation
of truth in it at all. )

How could her father possibly be a thicf
—had he ever given an impression that
he might be o burglar?

Of coursc ho had not; and the whole
thing was therefore absurd. But—was it?
Doubts persisted despite her efforts to
shake them off.

CHAPTER 8.
Ths Loiterer MNear the Scheol

MALL wonder then that during the
S morning  Alice felt ill at ease and
looked just as_ she felb. The
mistress of tho Ug?ar Third indeed
thought sho looked so ill that she urged
her to take a walk round the quadrangle.
Of course, many girls in tho school were
not feeling their best that morning after
the restloss and exciting night; but there
were envious looks at Alice when she
managed to cscapo lessons and quite a buzz
when she left the Form-room.

This morning, though, she was not in
any mood to appreciate her unwonted
froedom. At any other time she would
have gone with delight into the sunshine,
enjoying every minute there. ow _could
a girl enjoy sunshine, however, with so
black a shadow on her, threatening not
?nly h;r present bappiness but that of the
uturo?
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1t scemed to Alice that her whole lifo
had been topsy-turvied, and she wanted
just to sit down and ery. She wanted
to turn the clock back to those days when
sho had known nothing of this worrying
uneasiness and suspicion.

If only that servant had never talked t>
her; if only she could bave remained aloof
and  detached from all this mystery, how
smooth and pleasant life would have been.
Never again could it be smooth for her.

Warst of all, bad luck it was then that
she _cncountered in  the Fourth TForm
corridor Susie Johnson, the servant girl
who had been the cause of her misery.

The girl was sweeping the floor and {mm-
ming light-heartedly to herself, as though
the fact that she was mixed up in crimo
and in danger of being imprisoned mattered
not at all to her.

That girl Alice should have reported,
and should have had her put in prison. But
she was not a girl of strong courage, and
she hated sensationalism. Irom such &
drastic course she naturally hesitated.

1f over she did decide to mention the
maiter it would be to Katie Smith, and
not to the police.

“ Good-morning,
Johnsen amiably.
sunshine
lessons——

“Ves, 1 was; but ”

“Come up to have a look round,” ndded
the girl, and winked. “¥You're a deep 'un
all right! Runs in the fam’bly.”

What to say Alice did not know. She
had nct the mind that was able to think
of ready retorts, and retorting, onyway,
w_cm}lld not have the slightest offcct upon the
girl.

«] camo for my coat,” she answered,
because it was best to say somcthing.

“Oh! Going out?”

“Yes.” .

“Lucky you! Mg word, what wouldn’t
I give to go out, eh?  But not me. Me
for slaving all day. I say—"

“Yes?”

miss I grinn_v‘d Busio
“Niee, ain’t it, in the
Thought you'd ‘'a’ been at

The girl had followed Alice to Katie's
study, where the coat ha been left, and
now she lowered her voice and gave an
artful wink.

“T want to go out this afterncon,” sho
said. <My young man— Dut ain't
got much money, and he's out of a job."

“I'm sorry about that.”
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“Ho 1 thought—between friends, like—
sou might manage a few baob,”

Alice looked at her in surprise.

“You want me to lend you money "

*That's it. Aren’t you quick? Wonder
how you managed to think that? Still, it's
kind of you to suggest it. I suppose five
bob wouldn’t hurt you?”

Alice looked at her in extreme surprise,
for she had never known any other servant
start borrowing from one of the girls.
But, then, this girl was not an ordinary
sorvant. Alice hardly knew what to make
of her,

“I'm afraid I con’t,” she said somewhat
abruptly.

“Can't] Oh, don’t say that! You're
well orf enough. Your father doesn’t
*arf splash you some dibs now and
then! By the look of you—>"

“] can't manage it. 1'm sorry,” said
Alico firmly, and there was a pink spot of
colour in either check.

“Well, fancy!” Susie Johnson leaned on
the edge of her broom, and the look that
came into her small, beandy eyecs was not
really pleasant.. “ And you so well provided
for, in o manner of speaking. be
ashamed not to_share out. would, in
your position. You're getting what they
calls the big end of the purse.”

“I'm doing nothing of the sort. I don’t
know what you're talking about.”
< “Qh, you don’t?” said the girl nastig.
“Well, T'Il tell you, so you will

routh’s big cnough to open wide, and it
only needs to flap u few words for a certain
what I won’t mention, for fear of
arming a person I like, for her to go
huo&l-lu out of this 'cre school. Bee?”

Alice mado but wenk protest, try as she
would to be strong.

“Are you threatening me?”

“Threatening? Me? I've got a fat lot
“to threasten with, I ’ave™ I'm one of the
under-dogs. But look ‘ere. You know
what friendship is?”

“I do. _ But, really, I
talking. Pleaso let me go.

“Not so high and mighty, ’mongst
friends, T say! You know what friendship
je.”  And tha girl raised her unpleasant
voice more unpleasantly than ever. “Well,
wo'ro friends. You and me, See? Yes,
hus. I keeps your sceret like a friend, and
vou—like a true-born friend—you *elps me.
Sec? Sharae and share alike !

Alice looked ot her fixedly, and she saw

’z:an't stay here
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quite clearly what the girl meanf. Whether
the servant would dare io exposo the truth
she did not know. She did not really think
that she would.

“I haven't got five shillings,” she said
denpera.lelg.

“Well, hasn't Katie Smith 1

Alice recoiled as the full purport of that
dawned upon’ her.

“Katie—— Are—are you suggesting that
I should—should steal £

The girl laughed,

“Oh, just ’ark at you!” she said. “Steal
—you? ~No, of course not. You wouldn's
steal. But stop being funny now. ive
bob I must have, and five bob, my dear,
I will have! And now—eh?” i

And then Alico did the strongest thing
that she had ever done. It came to her in
a flash, and her joy was great when she saw,
the effect upon the girl. i

“1'1l mention it to mi father,” she said,
“directly I see him. What is your name §*

Susie Johnson suddenly blanched, all the
wind, as it were, going from her sails,

“ Hers, I say, don't on’t be spiteful |
I didn’t mean anything. I say—"

" But Alice had walked on, hurrying down

to the fresh air of the quadrangle, where
she stood dizzily, She was free for the
moment of tho servant, and free of her
threats; but in her mind there still lingered
the memory of what the girl had said.

There was no bluff in that1 Tho girl
believed every word of her statement, for
how and why should she have made it up?:

If what she said were not true, why had
sho admitted to Alice that she had been
tho “burgler ” of the previous evening? |

For alf ghe could know to the contrary,’
Alice might know quite well what her
father was, and all about his movements. i

The risk in that case would have been
foolish. 2 i

No, the girl knew she was spenking the
truth, and Mr. King and Bunty the
were one and the same person, 3

It would take more than the fresh air of
the guadrangle to setilo her world again;
it would take nll the comfort that her
mother could give her, 8he wanted to
go home; she wanted to ask question after
question and to be reassured. K]

Tf Ler fother laughed at the idea, she
wouldn't care what evidence there was.
And her mother? Did her mother know ?

How absurd! Of course her mother
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would know what her father was by
occupation. .

Oh, if only she could speak to her

mother—just for one moment! That would
be enough. To hear her mother's comfort-
ing voice, and to be assured that all was
as it had been—the beautiful house, the
smooth, comfortable life.

She had a wild desire to run away, but
knew that she would be caught before she
got to London, and that it would draw
attention to her,

At oll costs now she must not be seen or
noticed more than usual. For, suppose it
were all true—then she would be the one to
bring the pointer of truth against her
father.

The police knew now—or were near to
knowing uat any time the Boss might be
caught—and then, when the information of
tho captured Boss appeared in the news-
papers, with full headlines and a photo-
graph, not only she would know, but the
whole school.

Alico turncd back into the school-house,
pausing in the grand old hall, with its high
old beamed ceiling, its air of serenity and
quick,

No stranger standing there would have
guessod that there had been a burg&n.ry
the previous night. It would have been
quite impossible to guess that, Utterly im-
possible, even though there were spaces
on the wall whence pictures had becn
removed,

Alice did not stay in the Hall long, how-
ever, but crossed without hositation to the
monitress’ room, where she knew there
would be no one, but where she could use
the telephone undetected.

In that quiet, orderly room,
cosy chairs and dainty look,
strangely ill at ease and guilty.

It was wrong to be using the tclephone
and it was foolish. She could not help
fecling that all would come right in the
end, that she would wake up and find it was
all & dream,

And besides, what could she possibly say
to_her mother

How could she ask if her father were o
master criminal? Her mother would not
say yes; in any case, she was sure to deny
everything.

Her hand went to the instrument and
then was drawn back.

Another second and she would have un-
locked the instrument, bnt just then she

with its
sho felt
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licard footsteps cressing the Hall—approach-
ing the door. H

Alice sprang to her feet, and it was only
2 moment that she took in deciding what to
do. There were thick curtains across a
corner of tha room, arranged to form a
cupboard, and they secmed as though thoy
had been specially arranged for  her
purpose.

Behind them she darted, so that she was
quite hidden from view when the door
opened. :

“ Ah,” said a voico that she recognised as
that of Inspector Stewart, “so this is the

room! Um, I scc—and this is where the bell

rang "

“¥es, Mr. Stewart."

Katie Smith—Katie and the inspector to-
gether—talling—

“What sort of a voice had the man?”

“Oh, a rough voice,” said Katie, with
certninty, “He sounded as though he might
casily be a burglar, you know.” s

Peering through the slit that was made
by the curtains meeting, Alice had a view
of them: nlthough she was frightencd that
she might be sccn—yes, and eard, too—
for hor heart scemed to be making a
deafening noise.

“Wel, well, this room shall bo watched,”
said the inspeetor. *“I'll see fo that. They
may try to use the instrument again. And
now, Katie, of ono thing I am certain:
they’ll be tryiu%dt.n get a message of somo
sort through, v opinion is that they'll
try to make use of onc of you girls. When
you're out of lessons, if you can manage to
hang about tho gates, do so; and if you
got that note, read it; and then pass it
on. It'll be important. If they don't got
that pote or message through, all our
scheming will be spoiled. We're giving
them rope—see ?”

“Y see, Mr, Stewart."

“Right-ho, and I ecan’t say how pleased
I am to get your help.”

he door closed, and they were gone.
But Alico remained in her hiding-place for
somo seconds, thoughts flying [furiously
through her head.

The room was to be watched; they would
keep o look-out for the unauthorise peoplo
using the telephone, and she—what was she
but unauthorised.? . '

What right had a Fourth-Former to go
to that room? Might they not suspect
easily that sho had faked illness to get
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leave from lessons in order that she might
use that instrument.

Torrified, she thought of all manner of
possibilitics, If cver it came out that her
father was the head of the gang, they
would suspect her of complicity; and how
could she suppose otherwise
- With the urgeney of the situation mak-
ing her think quicker, she thought out all
the possibilities, and decided that leaving
tho room by the normal way would be no
good at all. She must get out of the
window.

Tha window was only a maiter of two
feet from the ground, and to step out of
it presented no difficulties at all.  Alice
was not an athlete, but athleticism was not

required.
Without hesitation, but eanxious and
“nervous, sho alighted on the lawn aund

pulled the window to. Now she was at
the back of the school, and under full
view of those windows that looked out on
to_the grass there,

Had anyone secn her, or had she been
Jucky? At that time of the day no one
should have been at those windows to keep
watch; but there was no telling whether
there was anyone there or not.

_ Sho could sec no_one, and her mind
partly eased, she walked boldly across the
open sproe and down to where the kitchen
gardens lay. ¢

" She could make her way through there,
which would be better than re-entering the
school, and so get round to the playing-
fields,

She had crossed the kitchen gardens, and
had scrambled over the low fence covered
by the branches of a tree, when shoe became
aware that she was watched.

. Not far away someone was standing quito
close to the fenco—a shabbily dressed man,
with a beard and a cap.

“Oh!"” she gasped, and looked at him in
dismay. =

Ile, too, scemed stariled, but he took off
his cap, then replaced it on his head at
such an angle that his eyes were almost
obscured.

. “'Skuse me, miss,” he said huskily. “Is
this 'ere Cliff Tlouse Skule?”

“Yes. Tt is—why?”

She breame suspicions of the man at
once: e looked just like the sort of man
who might be the confederate of burglars,
and sho wished that she were safely back
in the school. it

v

“1 suppose I can go this way?
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gel's a servant 'ere,” he exglaincd. in«
dicating the school with his thumb, Ilis
hands were grimy, and his clothes all
stained with dirt~—a most unprecsentablo
gure; and yet—something about him was
‘eminiscent.

“The servants go in this way, T think,”
said Alice, with a nod. *“Do you want
to see her?”

“I would like to. But dessay she's busy.
I was awonderin’ if I could send 'er a note.
I ain't "—he indicated his shabby coat—
“I ain’t cxactly in trim to go avisiting,
'cos I'm a Fnor man. DBut 1'3 like to seo
“er. I would—"

“I'm sure they wouldn't mind,” said
Alice, anxious to get away.

“. crh_.?ps if I was to write a little

note——

“Yos."

Ier heart beat quicker then.
Was this the expected note, then?

“Whith of the servants s
d.wgh(ur?” she inguired.

usie, She’s a nice-looking girl. Susie
Johnson, I know it ain't usual for tho
likes of you to go taking messages for ser-
vants, but I'm an old man——"

“Yes, ves. I'll take it."

“Then I'll write it.”

Ho took out s pices of dirty paper and
a peneil, and jotted down a few words in
a clumsy, shaky hand. Then he handed
thoe note to Alice, after sticking it down.

Then she saw that it was on the back of
an_old envelope he had written, folding
and gumming it carefully.

Iv really do thank

A note!

your

“There, miss. And
‘ce 1

“Not at all.”

Ilow she got those words cut Alieo did
not know, for her heart suddenly seemed
to stand still. She was momentarily para-
lysed; for, being closer to the man, she
was able to take stock of him.

No wonder he had seemed familisr—no
wondor she thought she recognised that
voice !

But it was not that that had botrayed

him. It was tho movement of his arm as
ho thanked her, a mannerian she could
not forget.

But he had turned, and was stunbling
off to vanish amongst the buskes, and Alico
was left staring, staring after the old man
and not sceing him at all—lut secing her
own father!

Yes, her own father it had heen,
cleverly disguised, but not cleverly cnourh
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to deccive her. No disguise in the world
could have deccived her.

But not a sign had he given—not a
movement that he had recognised her; but
he had trusted her.

Sho looked at the small note in her hand,
dirty and badly written—thought of the
dirty, dishevelled old tramp, and then of
her father! _

he same man—her father in disguisc,

smtonding that he was the father of Susan

ohnson, a Cliff House servant| Was that
the work of an honest man?

In her hand was the all-important mes-
sage that had to be rcad and then Ea.aso_d
on; but most important it was that it
should be passed on. 2

If that were not interrupted, then the in-
spector’s plans would be ruined! Their
plans must be ruined, then! The note must
never be passed on.

Sho stuffed it into her pocket as she
heard a voice, and then turned, to find
herself face to face with Susie Johnson.

CHAPTER 8.
Asked to Helpl

HE servant, mﬁgered to see anyone
out there at that time of the day,
looked at Alice blankly; but she
was off

her guard for only the
shortest. i

ssible space of time.

“Qh, fancy you ‘erel” she cried, and
laughed. “We do seem to be follering
oach other | She looked up and down the
field, & puzzled expression on her face.

“Haven't scen my fother pass, have
asked. “Old man with a

rd.

“Well there was an old man here a few
minutes ago who asked for you.”
“Mo1” said the girl briefly.

say. ha‘l, 'gvne!"

8,

“The old_ idiot!” said Busie furiously.
“Just like him. I supigla he didn’t say
l.ngthmg about coming k1"

$ Nothing.” .

“0h, well——" And Busie turned back;
but Alice, who went off a moment after-
wards, knew that she would return, and
when she herself looked back round the
corner of the fencing, sure onough, there
was Susic looking anxiously up and down.

Alice’ did not loiter any more, however.
She ran and ran until she could have

“ Mecanter
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dropped for want of breath. Then undex,
one of the trees at the edge of the play-
ing-fields she sat down. ;

er brain was in a whirl, and her blood
seemed to be on fire. . .

What could it mean—what could it all
mean ?

Her father—in disguise! It was her
father—of that she had no doubt at all
How could any girl mistake her father,
whatover disguise he had—however skil-
fully it were applied?

But_he had apparently wanted to test
the officiency of it, and probably believed
that sho did not know.

What a fool she was. Ii only she had
recognised him, called him father! Then
the iideous truth would have been known;
but it was too late now, i

She got up from the seat at last, aware
that she had missed two lessons, and that
if she stayed out any longer she would be
severoly dealt with by the mistress!
So sho returned slowly across the quad-
rangle with dragging steps. i

The daughter of a criminal, Her father
whom sho had loved; her father, who had
always seemed so kind and so understand-
ing, had ignored her, was nothing more
than a rogue. He couldn’t be, it was in-
credible! Somewhere there was a mistake,
But where ?

Tt would take her days fully to under-
stand that, and in the meantime—in the
meantime that wretched note was in her
pocket, \

Consumed with a curiosit%{tu know its
contents, she went up to Katie's study,
where a fire was laid but not lit, and thero,
she opened tho slip of paper.» i

Badly written tﬂaug 1t_was, the mes-
sage was casy to read, and the few words
seemod to jump out of the paper at her. |

“Don't think ill of your poro old dad,”,
it said. “He's doing his best.” 1

That was all, and Alice blinked and stared
at_it, wondering if she were dreaming. !
as that message intended for Susie, or
was it for herself 7 Did her father believe
that she suspected him, and that she would,
open the note and read it? +
It might be either. It might bo for Susie,’
and it might be for her. Anyway, it would,
not matter if tho message got through.i
How could it? For her it must be—and;
for Susie, tool |
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ot that Susic was the sort of girl to be
affected by it, from what Alice already knew
of her. Such a thing as sentiment would,
not. be found in her make-up.

But what was to be done?

To bo burnt, or not to bo burned ?

That was a problem as difficult as any
that was likely to confront her, but Alice
solved it quickly enough in her own way.
Tor her or for Susie 1t was incriminating.
And if it wero for her, where was the sense
in passing it on to Susie?

She put the note on to the fire and then
applied a match,

Anxiously she watched the flames mount
until they touched the paper; and them—

“My goodness! Alico—"

Alice twisted round as though she had
been struck, to find Katie Smith standing
in the doorway staring at her,

“What on carth have you lighted the

fira for 7"
 “It's cold.”

“Dut what are you doing here, any-
way "
“T was told T could have time off. I—

Tm not fecling particulardy well.”

“No,” admitted Katie, after a scarchin
glance, “you certainly don’t look well
Of , if you have to have a fire—"

She was crossing the room, and Alico
bent down so hurriedly to the fire that her

action naturally cansed suspicion. ’
“Here, what's that? "Youre burning
something 1”

i Alice, her nerves strung to tension, an-
swered that quickly enough, parrying quite
‘skilfully.

“Yes. the paper.  Paper usually does
burn when the fire's 1it.”

“Ob, don’t be smart! You've burnt
something you didn't want me to sce,
con tell by your face, What is it

“Nothing."

“Are you suro?”

. “Well, the paper, yes; and mnow the
wood.”

“Qh, we!l—it looks mighty suspicious to
me. that’s all!”

Then Katie stooped down to the fire and
raked it about, but the flames had utterly
consumed that old envelope, so that there
was not a trace of it left: and the push
that "Alico had given the fire had utterly
smothered the ashes of the paper down to
the bottom.

“I'm glad youw're here, though,” Katie
said, rising. “I was going down to your
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you,
Alice clutehed at the table for support.

“To sco me "

#Yes. I don't know what it's about. My
goodness, how white you've gonel”

“ Havo—have 17"

“¥es, you have. Look here,
not fecling well T'll tell Mr. St
get someone clse to lmlr"

“No. 1'd like to belp. I didn't know,
though—"

“Well, you'd better run along. He
doesn’t like to be kept waiting, you know,
He's in Miss Primrose’s room, and you've
got her permission.”

All the timo she spoke Katio was giving
her the strangest looks, looks that made

il you are
ewart, Tl

Alice feel extremely uncomfortable. TFor
Katio was really an observant girl. She
did sece more things than most people did;

and had she not
suspicious ¥

“Ii at onece,” Alice said; and out in
the corridor sho patted her cheeks Turiously
to bring some trace of colour to them; and
smiled at lcast a hundred timgs, beeauso
sho had heard that if you smile quickly
ard often it gives the faee a pleasant
expression.

Nevertheless, her face was not wearing o
bright, smiling expression when she entered
il dmistress’ study for the interview
with Mr. Stewart.

The dotective was Ecnia{ enongh, and ho
smiled upon her, pushing a chair for her,
“Ah! So here’s another hutP," he re-
“Your name is Alice?™
" Alice King.”

“Well, and mine is Stewart.”

“Yes, Mr. Stewart. Lveryons has heard
you.

“‘Have they—I wonder? King's a woll-
known name, too. Your father must be ono
of the richest men in London.”

“My father? Oh, yos.» .

“I say in London,” added the detectivo
with a smile. “DBut that's & figure of
speech, Ho's abroad now, I suppose”

“I—1 don't really know.”

“0Oh, I thought he was!” sail the detec-
tive; end how dangerously casial he iwas.
How cxtremely careless—as though it did
not matter,

“Daddy is often abroad,” said Alice.

“ Ah, the calls of business!” icturned the
detective, *“You're too young to be wor-
ricd by business, and you can think your-

alrcady shown that sho was

of
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self lucky, In your father's line of business
thero is no such thing as spare time—"

Alice held_her breath; she hardly dared
to breathe, In her father's line of business.
Did he know, then, what it was? Was ho
one of the people who knew?

It was on the very tip of her fongue to
nsk that question; and, in an unguarded
moment might have dona so, had not she
been warned by the fecling of insecurity
and distrust that assailed ber.

She was being pumped—he was talking
at her, and what HEB had to do was not to
look guilty.

He suspected her father, and he suspected
that she was an ally of her father's. Gh,
yes; that was suroly it! If at mention of
her’ father's business sho betrayed un-
easiness—— _ 5

But he %}nvu her little time for thinking,
nlthough sho was grateful that he looked
down &t his papers and not at ber.

He was toying with a mirror on the table,
turning it in his hands.

A mirror! A mirror to refloct her ox-
prossion so that he could watch her with-
out appearing to do so.

“Ah!" gasped Alice, and sat back in her
hair. *

Anything the mattert” asked
Mr. Stewart.

o, no!” And she put her hand down
to her ankle as though she liad been stung
by an insect or had hurt herself in somo

way.

“Well, now—and now, I suppose, you
want to know how you can help us?”

“Yes, I do, please,” said Alice.

@ Miss Primroso has gjven me permission
to utiliso your services, provided I don’t
%we you any dangerous work. It won’t

@ dangerous, only demanding a little
common s’:mse."

“Ahoyt lunch-time,” he continued, “the
ang will try to get some kind of mossa,
through to their confederate here. It will
bo & harmless enough message to all appear-
ances; but wo happen to know the code,”

“Yesln

“An old man will bring a message to his
daughter: “ Do you think jll of me—or don't
think ill of me '—something to_that effect;
but the important thing is—whether it is
affirmative or negative. —or don’t.
Once we know that, wo have a sufficient
knowledgo of the code to trap them.”
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“I see.” :

One word, and she could heve told him
all that he wanted to know; one word, and

o old man—her own father—would be
arrested. His purposc was innocent, it
must be, since he was her father—but they
did not understand.

Alice’s head swam and she gripped the
chair edge to keep control of herself, for
she knew that if she kept silent she would
become an accessory, she would be aiding
and abetting the criminals. i

In other words, she would be a criminal.’
Vet to speak, was not that more awful?
Dared she risk her father's happiness and
her mother's?

Perhaps she could give her father warn-
ing, and perhaps he would realise that
he was doing something terribly foolish
and wrong. 1

Alice was not &t that moment in full
control of herself, and was more_than half
dazed by the rapidity with which things
had been happening since the previous
ovgning.

I see. Very well, Mr. Stewart,” was
ol that she said, and the detective nodded
his head.

“Then that's all right.
to do is to kee]i) 1yaut eyes open.
be given special facilities.

“QOh, yes, thanks!”

But she wondered if this were a trap.
If she were being watched and spied upon
so that she should betrny her father.
Perhaps Katie knew who the Boss was,’
and perhaps that was why Katie had been
friendly to her.

ou

er.
“Hallo, there's a bell!” exclaimed the
detective. “What's that for?” i
“The end of morning lessons. T'd
better go.

Out in the Hall there was a crowd of
irls—Fourth-Formers, Fifth, and some of
er_own Form.

“Hallo, there's Alice!”

“Where have you been?”

“Not with the great

in awe. -

“Yes. I—I'm going to help.”

“Well, of all the lucky kids!” said
Clara enviously. “Wish I had your luck.”

“Now things will happen,” laughed
Mabel. “But there’s a rumour that they

know who's who and may arrest somcone
at any moment.”

“Perhaps they will,” agreed Alice.

man?" asked Clars'

All you 'Im;v?
That clear?”,
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She did not stay to discuss the affair,
but ran off to her Form-mistress to whom
she reported. But the mistress, secing
how flushed she was, and what a strange
sparkle ithore was in her eyes, suspected a
bad chill and urged her to go to the
matron.

The matron, not having a guide to the
real cause for the - girl’s feverishness,
packed her off to the school sanatorium at
once, and there it was that Katie Smith
later on found her.

“Oh, bad luck!” said Katie, sitting by
the bedside. "Just when you were goin
to help. But Barbara's Kslpin% instead,
and I shouldn’t be surprised if I bring you
some cheerful news soon.”

*Cheerful 1"

! "Yes. They'll he caught all right.
Never fear,” said Katie confidently. "I
can’t stay long now; but I'll look you
up later. If this gang ia rounded up it
will mean peace and quiet for everyonme.
As it is, no one knows what erime they’re
going to commit next.”

. Katie did not stay long; but when she
was gone Alico, in the little white bed,
stared with wide eyes at tho wall opposite.

What ought she to do? Oh, if only
there were some confidant sho could trust,
someone who could guide her. DBut there
was not. Alone her decision had to
made. It was to be her own unaided
decision, and it meant so much.

i To betray her father, or {o Flaoa hersel f
on the side of the criminals. ~Which?
Her father, she knew, was no criminal; but
if she told what she knew he would be
arrested.

¢ But try though she would, she could not
alter her original decision. Whatever
happened, her father came first. He came
beforo everyone and everything. He was
innocent, and the police were blundering.
Her father was not the Bunty Boss.

} That was Alice King's decision, and
when lator she heoard the news.that the
detective’s scheme had failed she could
have clapped her hands with joy. She was
so much better that the matron was half
inclined to send her off to her Form at
once.

i But in the sanatorium Alice remained,
while in the Fourth Form Cominon-room
the greatest excitement reigned.

; The detective had failed. The Bunty

Boss had pulled the sirings once more,
and now—now whal

But no one knew what was to follow,
and certainly none of them could guess
#ho strange happenings that wero to befall
them at Clif House during the next few
days, despite all the suggestions and
decisions made.

CHAPTER 10.
When tho Court Was Gaughtl

HERE was quite a lot of noise going

I on in the dormitory.

Not that this was anything un-

usual. The dormitory of the

Fourth Form at Cliff Ilouse never was a

haven of peace and quietness, except when

its occupants were asleep, and even then
Bessie Bunter snored sometimes.

This particular half-hour before lights-
out was always a more or less boistorous
one. It was a sort of tradition that there
should be a last burst of chatter and high
spirits before the girls were forced to get
into bed and settle down for the night.

On occasions when Clara Trevlyn and
other tomboyish spirits felt the need for
“letting off steam” a little, thero were
such things as moulting pillows and agilt.
water in the morning to tell of more than

bo | usually hectic doings overnight.

But to-night, though the noise was, as
remarkod, considorable, = Clara Trevlyn
had nothing to do with it.

Clara was, in fact, at the-far end of
the dormitory, well removed from what-
ever happenings were going forward. She

as standing by Barbara’s bed, with Mabs
nd Jomima and the rest, discussing plans
for the next halfer, while undressing.

Babs was sitting on the bed, pceling
off her ‘stockings and listening to the
various suggestions put forward, in the

uiet, attentive way that DBabs always

id_listen to others.

Nono of them were taking any notice
of the noise at the other end of the dormi-
tory; they were too engrossed in their own
little  conversation. But the noise
filtered through novertheless.

) spin on the bikes
Woods,” Clara thought.
picnic tea with—"

“Go on, Gwen. Speak up. Ha, ha, ha!”

“With  a litile tracking to follow,”
finished Clara, frowning a little.

to Barnfield
“And then a
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“Jolly good idea if it's fine,” nodded

abs, “What’s yours, Jemima?”

“Tennis, I think,” yawned Jemima,
brushing her sleek Eton crop. “The jolly
old spectator part, y'know. Nothing
fatiguing, this weather.” A look-in at the
county finals, via train and grandstand.
‘And—er—uoh, yes, tea, of course, at which
I Shnll be delighted to do the honours
and—"

Another yell of laughter from the other
ond of the dormitory cut her short. Babs
frowned then, but Clara, thinking of
whero Jemims had broken off, grinned.

“Do the honours and—the teashop pro-
prietors 7" she suggested.

Jemima reached for her monocle, and
screwing it in her eye, gave ara a
reproachful leok through it.

"‘; was about to remark,” she began,

o

the honours and—" .
Go on, your turn now, Marcia!l Ha,
bha! What a scream!”
“ And what-not in the tough cld Spartan
way,” finished Jemima doggedly.
“Go on. Good old counsel for the
prosceution. Let her have it, Gwen!”
Then Babs turned and directed a puzzled
and faintly displeased glance over her
shoulder towards the noisy corner.
*Whatever are they up to, over thero?”
she murmured. “They’ll have Stella aiter
them if they're not careful.”
The others turned then and looked also.
There was certainly something unusual
going on. A small crowd was grouped
yound a particular bed at the far end of
the dorm. that belonged to Marcin Loftus.
Upon this sat Marcia herself, raised
high upon a sort-of throne of pillows.
There was a dressing-tablo runmner over
Marcia’s head, perhaps meant to represent
2 judge’s white wig; this was borne out
by the stern and judicial look wpon
Marcia’s never very attractive face.
Slightly to one side of her stood Gwen
ok, another smaller runner over her
thin bhair, a roll of paper in her hand.
She was addressing Mareia as M'Lud,
and pesturing energetically with the paper
roll, now at her and now at Nancy Bell,
who stood, a_cringing figure, at the foot of
Marcia's bed, grasping its rail as at the
rail of a dock.
There wns o girl at either side of
Nanev., standing  with  folded arms,
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apparcntly constables in charge of the
prisoner. :

The others grouped around formed a
highly interested audience.

Clara drew her brows together as sho
toolk in the scene. §

“What's the giddy idea?” she muttered.

“It's a trial,” guessed Mabs. “But a
trial of, and for, what?"

“That’s what I feel I ought to find out,”,
said Babs, and they all looked at her
quickly. There was something strange in
Babs’ voice, :

Though she could not have heard any of
the chums, in the noise her own little
gruup was making, Marcia turned heg
ead just then and saw Babs and the rest
looking at her. She grinned instantly, thg
tight-lipped, sneering grin that alwayg
meant Marcia was up to mischief. Ther
she turned her head with a littlo toss
back to Nancy Bell and spoke in a loud,
perfectly audible voice, obviously for
Babs’ benefit. !

“What has the prisoncr at the bar to
say 1” sho demanded. “Docs she Flnad
guilty to baving a father who's a burglar 1

Nancy, assuming a look of terror, cowered
back between the two “‘constables.”

“QOh, pplease, your lordship,” she whim-
pered, “I c-conldn’t say. I d-don’t know
what my f-father is, please, your lordship.
He's never t-told me.” k!

That stammering response scemed to causo
Marcia & Co. tremendous amusement. Onco
moro the “court ” rocked with leughter. |

But Babs did not laugh. Nor did Mabs
and Jemima and Clara and the rest. It
was plain to them now what was the object
of Marcia’s little entertainment. That refer-
ence of Nancy Bell's to being ignorant of
what her father “was” would bave made
the whole thing clear, even if she had not
spoken in toncs that cleverly simulated
Alice King's rather timid way of speaking. i

It was & spiteful jibe at Alico King's
expense, ond what made it all the mora
despicable, from Barbara’s point of view,
was the fact that Alice was not present, and
was, morcover, laid up in the “san.” i

Babs turned to tho rest, a grim look on
her pretiy face. !

“Can't stick this,” she said. “Wait here,
you}\?h‘ls! I'm going to tackle Marcial” i

“No joil%vfc!n-," gaid Clarn. “We'll
come, e'll put Marcia on the floor,
and sit on her if she gives any trouble.” )
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. “What-ho!” chimed in Jemima. “Lead
on, MecBabs! We're with you to a man—
girl.. Watch thoe jolly old court adjourn
when they sco usl Shoulder to shoulder,y
and—er—pillow to pillow, what?"”

& “Yu-yes, rather | I'm with you, B-Babs,”
stammered Dessie, ewdmt{) fired by
Jemima's valiant cxample, “Dud-don’t be
frightenced, Babs, Cu-count on me, you
.know.” And she swung her pillow bravely.
% Babs smiled, but it was & grim smile. She
was still watching the “court " with frown-

iu?: eyes,
H ‘Ail right, then! Come if you like,” she
said. “But I don't think we'll need the
pillows.”

i: Clara, however, insisted on retaining hers,
and so did Bessie—for rather dilferent
reasons. Clara’s tomboy nature made her
Yelish the idea of a “scrap " with pillows,
while Bessie felt it was best, for reasons
of discretion, to go “armed.”

¢ Meanwhile, the “court ” carried merrily

n.

j “Of course, as the prisoner doesn’t know
what her father is, the case is practically
decided against her,” Marcia was saying.
1 may say I hs:ve alwu{s' felt she was a

P o Well,

%
what do you wantf”
# The judicial speech merged into an inso-
lent query as Babs came up with the group.

arcia’'s small eyes regarded Babs with a
stare as insolent as her words,

i Babs returned the stare with a steady
azo that forced a tinge of colour into
arcia’s sallow cheeks despite herself.

t “You can't go on with this, Marcia, as

you must realise,” the Form captain said

steadily. “Everyone appreciates o joke, but
not your sort of joke, I think it's gone
quite far enough,”

i “Oh, listen to the Form captain!” sneered

Marcia, the presence of so many apparent

friends around_her making her bold. “Our

dear, sweet little capfain, who’s such &

‘goody-goody ! Listen to her {alking, you

girls1?

i But somehow Marcia's sneer didn't get
the support she cxpected, Several of her
isupporters shifted uneasily farther away
‘from tho bed, as though not wishing to
bo connected with her,

! Clara took advantage of tho little space
in the group to step forward, still grasping
klmr' iliow in one hand,

| ore, Marcia!” she burst out,
th t for the & it

wil
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on Babs. “You jolly well take back what
youw've said sbout Babs, or I'll—"

Marcia backed uncomfortably from the
b roused girl, but Babs put a hand on Clara’s
arm and drew her back, :

“It's all right, Clara,” she said quietly,
“We've not como here to talk about me.
Marcia must realise that it’s a despicable,
low-down thing to rag a girl behind her
back—especially in such_a way. It's just
got to stop, that’s all! Now then, Marcia "

Marcia Loftus scowled, ] I,

“I don’t sce what it’s got to do with
you,” ehe retorted. “SBurely we can have
a bit of fun in our own part of the dorm,
without asking your permission, Babs
Redfern 1"

“Fun—as much as you like,” Babs gave
back. “Buf this wasn’t fun, Marcia, and
you know it, It's got to stop at omce.”

Marcia looked at Nancy Bell and Gwen
Cook, end the other girls who were yet
unﬁed round her, and tossed her head.

“My goodness, aren't we getting high-
handed!” she sncered. *°Stop at once,
ch? Yd like to see you try to stop it!™

That was more than Clara ctuld bear.

“All right, you're going to see us do it
now !'” she chuckled, }

And next minute, before Marcia could
dodge, her “wig " was seriously disarranged
b; fbe tomboy’s pillow. It slid to the foor,
while its late wearer, iorsnkir;ﬁ her jur.lici,ai
seat, sprawled on the bed on all fours. i

Meanwhile, the “prisoner ” axd “counsel
for tho prosecution,” seeing this example
made of their leader, discreetly faded eway
in the direction of their respeciive beds.

Jemima chuckled appreciatively. H

“Phe court adj{ourns," _she announced.
“It's adjourning like anything. Frightiully
interesting and all that, you know.” 4

And sho polished her monocle, and
favoured Nancy and Gwen with a glance
of minute interest that made them squirm,

Marcia scrambled up and ficed Clara,
breathing heavily, two spots of furious
colour in her checks. f

“You—you—" ghe stuttered, foo mgry
to find words in which to express her

feelings, !
“Oh, yes, it"s me, all right!” Clara
grinned back. “Would you like me to give

you some more evidence of my presnce,
your worship, just to make sure!” [
But Marciz, it seemed, was not anrious
for anyihing like that. i i
Bhe backed to the floor, on theside farther
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away from Clara, and looked round her erst-
while audience for sympathy.

But thero had been a strange falling-off
of interest in the judicial proceedings in tho
lust fow moments. Now Marcia found that
the speeiators had sought their beds, along
with the “prisoner " and “counsel for the
prosceution.”

“1oll, well,” beamed Jemima, “they’ve
all adjourned very nicely and quietly,
haven't they? And now, what abeut our
little friend Lere, what?”

Thae “little friend ” gave her a glare that
a basilisk might have envied.

l'ﬂ.p nned.

“I think we'd better sce her sefely to
bed,” she suggested. *I'm longing to tuck
ker up warm and cosy.”

Mareia backed before the leok in Clura’s

eye.

“Look here—"" she began.

“I'm looking,” Clara nodded. "And 1
can’t stand the strain much longer. The
sooner you let us see you to hed the better
for all concerned. Come on, now.”

Marcia gave a howl of apprehension, Lut
Clara was not to bo deterred, With the
help of Dolly Jobling, she picked up the
erstwhile *judge” and deposited her none
too gently i her bed.

“That's better! Now, now, don’t
struggle,” admonished Clara, *whon we're
going to make yon nice and comfy. Just
tuck her in that side, Dolly, and then we'll
get Babs to tell her a mice little bed-time
[-Ifm‘)z I'm sure tho poor child would like
that.”

There were chuckles from other beds in
tho dorm. arcia’s late audience were
quick to see the funny side of the pro-
ceedings. Iiven Naney Bell and Gwen Cook
sniggered,

Meanwhile, Dolly and Clara tucked up
Marcia with an energy that tosscd her from
side to side very much as though she were
in a small rowing-boat on a rough sea,
Then Clara punched a pillow with fearful
gusto and slammed it umﬂzr Mareia’s head.

That done, shoe stood back and regarded
the fuming sneak with an expression of fond
prido that sent tho onlockers off into fits
of laughter.

“Decsu’t she look sweet and_tender, the
little dear?” she crooned. *“Now, Auntie
Babs, come and tell the cherub a pretty
story.”

“Auntic” Bubs grinned. But as Clara
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took her hand and drew her to ihe side of
the bed, her face grow stern.

“I only want to warn you
what you say about people, Marecia,” she
caid. * Apart from its being a most spite-
ful and horrid thing to speak of Alico
King's father as you did, it’s likely to be
dangerous for you if anyone clse heard yon.
You've ubsolutely no rcason to make such
a statemment, ond other people might be
inclined to cail it—libel1”

“Qh, shut up!” growled Marcia fuviously.
“How are vou to know her father’s not the
hurglar? It's jolly suspicious, and 1 think
the kid ought to be—"

“Hush, hush ! Clara clapped a hand over
Mareia’s mouth, “That's not the way for
a little girl to speak. You should say:
“Thank you, auntic, dear, for telling me
such & nico story” And it’s got such a

ood morel, dear. Shall T tell it you?

t's: ‘I must always rcmomber to be a
nice, kind little girl? There! And now
cou must go to slecp. Good night, dar-
ing 1"

With a last  fuck-in ** that made Marcia’s
bed rock, Clara turned and stole softly away
in the wake of her chums.

She paused several times on her way
down the long room to turn hack and blow
kisses at Mareia’s bed, but Mareia did not
scem to sppreciate them. BShe flounced over
on her side with a violenco that made her
bed groan, turning her back on Clara, and
the dorm. heard no more of her that night.

But there were many chuckles from the
others before Stella Stone came in to pub
out the lights!

to be eareful

CHAPTER 11.
The Fourth is Curic
SAY, you girle!”
“ Shush I

« l
“Run_ away, Bessie.”
But Bessie Bunter did not run away.

She was in an excited frame of mind, and
it was quite clear that she had something to
say. When Bessic had somcething to say,
she invariably seid it; g0 (he best thing for
them to have done was o listen to her.

But they were italking amongst them-
selves, the girle of the Fourth Form at
* Cliff House School, and they had no time
to listen tc Bessie

“They'll get them before long,” Phyllis
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Howell was saying when Bessie rolled along.
“I'm sure they will.”

“Perhaps,” agreed Clara Trevlyn, “but
they haven’t had much luck so far. Now, if
they'd onlﬁ let us help—"’

“Well, Katie is helping.”

Of course, all cyes turned upon Katie
Smith then, for it was not often that a
echoolgirl had a chanco of helping detec-
tives to unravel mysterics.  But the fact

that Katie's father was interested in
criminology, and had more than once given
the police” valuable assistance, altered the

case.

So Katie came in for a good deal of
interest.

“Youngest girl in the Form, too,” said

ara.

“Babe is helping as well.”

That, again, was not surprising, for
Barbara Redfern was the captain of the
Fourth Form, and was a girl who could
be relied upon to keep her head in
emergencies, and to act with judgment,

“I'm not doing much,” said Babs, with a
smile. “There’s not much to do, that I can
see. They don't appear to be any nearer
to catching the thieves than they were
before.”

1 wigh they'd let m,
and investigate,” sighe

“T sus-say, you girls.

Bessie Bunter blinked at them indignantly
through her large, thick glasses, and at last
commanded attention,

“No!” said Freda Foote decidedly.

“Nunno what?” asked fat Bessie, in sur-
prise.

.

father come dow:
Katie. “He—-"
s

, we can't cash a remittance in
advance,” said Freda, d-humouredly.

“¥ wasn't going to aek you if you could,”
said Bessic. “Though, as a matter of fact,
Freda, I am expecling a remittance, I don’t
mind telling you.”

“Qh, my hat! I've heard about your re-
mittances ever sinco you came to the
school,” sighed Freda. “It won't do, Bessie.
No remittances cashed in advance, and we
haven’t any chacolate or toffee.”

«] don’t want any chocolate or toffec,”
shricked Bessie, in desperation, ?

“What "' Tt was n perfect yell,

“You don’t want any chocolate or
toffce 7"

“Come, come,” said Jemima Carstairs,
shaking her head sadly. * Whereforo this
peculiar attitude? Aren't you well? Do

you really mean you couldn’t manage a elab
of extra-specially good chocolate 7”

Uhere was o general smile as Jemima
jammed her monocle in her eye and sur-
veyed the fat girl with considerable, though
perhaps not very real, anxiety,

Bessie’s face was a study.

“Oh, well, if you've got some chocolutes
1 won't eay no, Jemima,” she said. “It's
very n-nice of you,”

“Oh, I haven’t any chocolate,” eaid
Jemima. “I was only just wondering, that’s
all. I don't like to think of our beloved
little Bessio hemming eccentric, you know.’’

There was a chuckle from geverzl of the
givls, though Bessio frowned indignantly.

“Well, if you think that’s funny I j-joll
well don’t, fo therel What I came fo tell
you_was :mab we'ro going to be searched.”

At lnst sho had their attention, and she
had it in earnest, for they all staved at her
unbelievingly.

“QOh, draw it mild?’ said Clara, who
always spoke slangily, = “My dear kid, you
can’t mean they're going to search us for
all those giddy things that were stolen ?”

“They're_going ta search the etudics for
clues,” said Bessie keenly. “As a matter
of fact I've always suspceted that there
might bo a clue in the studies, you know, u
footprint, or something.”

“Heaps of them on the ground, if that's
what they want,” said_Jemima. “But why
“search *? Of couree, I approve of it; gives
a dramatic flavour to the situation, and
what not! am innocent! I shall protest
my innocence_ till I die. I did not burgle
the safe, daddy, and so on!”

Jemima never could be teken seriously.
and there was a twinkle in her grey cyes as
she vel y p ted her i e of
the burglary. Not that anyone suspocted

er. It would have been too much trouble
for va;’mn, even if she had eriminal ten-
dencies,¥ which she had mot. Jemima's
greatest claim to distinction was her pose of
masculinity, her severely cut clothes, Ler
monoele; when all the time she wee eszcuti-
ally girlish.

But, Jightly though Jemima and her
friends took the ecarch, there wece others
who treated it very seriously.

“Y oan’t see any point in it at all,”
frowned Barbara.  “Personally, I think
you've got hold of the wrong end of the

stick, Bessie.
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“ As usual!” grinned Clara. i
«“I haven't,” protested the fat girl in-
dignantly. “They're j-jolly well going to
make a search. Marcia fold me. Sho
listened at the door. I wouldn't do a thing
like that mysclf. DBesides, Stelln Btone was
quite near, and sho might have thought I
was listening if I'd stopped to tie my shoe-
lace,”
“She might,” a
you. But is it a fact, really
The answer to that question ceme in the
form of a visit to the Fourth ¥Form corridor,
by Miss Primrose, the headmistress. Cho
girls had gone there after collecting their
books for morning lessons, but they did not
expect Miss Primrose to appear on the scene.
Miss Primrose, tall and stately, scemed
very woiried, as indeed she had every
reason to be whon thero had been a burgiary
at tho school. Many valuables had been
taken, and the police were intervening.
They, however, were interested in the crime
as apart from recovering the stolen goods,
for they suspected that the crimiuals were
members of a powerful gang.
“Qirls,” smd the  headmistress, “Mr.
Stewart wishes to make a search of the
studice. 1 hope everything is in order?”
“Oh!”

ed Barbara, “knowing
T

“T'm afraid minc's rather untidy, Miss
Primrose.”

Augusta Anstruther-Browne made a_dash
for the door of her study, but Mis Prim-
rose stopped her; and there was an exchange
of glances between the girls who saw tho
incident. 5

Practically everyone-in the Fourth know
that Aungusta kept 2 packet of cigarettes in
the drawer in her room. She rarely smoked
them, but knew that they impressed some
zirls with her daring and up-to-dateness.
That pleased Augusta immensely.

“ Augusta, do not move!” said Miss Prim-
yose sharply. “Nothing is to be touched.”

Angusta rejoined the mu% of girls in the
corridor, feeling that she had committed
herself unduly. For she had no guilty con-
science ahout the burglary.

Mr. Stewart, the detective-officor, was a
good-looking man with eyes that gave
promiso of the early clearing-up of “the
mystery; for so keen wero they that it did
not seem possible for a cluo to escape them.

What, however, Mr. Btewart hoped to
find by scarching their studios was a com-
plete mystery to the girls. It did not scem
at all likely that a Fourth-Former could be
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implicated, and certainly no girl would be
foolish cnough to hide the stolen property
in her study.

_“You will all remain here in the cor-
ridor,"” said Miss Primrose, bofore following
the detecti o tho end study. “As you
all know, there js some person in the school
in league with the criminals. Fortunately,
a cluo has been found——"" .
. Bhe looked at their faces us she sEuL-o. a8
though she hoped thut there might be a
girl who would betray herself. " No one
looked unusually emburrassed, however; and
there was no reason to suppose that any of
the girls present knew more of the burglary
than her friends.

In rotation the studics were entered,
whilst the givls waited the result. Although, -
when the scarch had begun, only a small
part of the Tourth were present, by the
time it had ended there was not an absentee.

The nows spread quickly, and it was not
]hml(i; before members of the other Forms

iy

L pered DBaba.

rived upon the scen
ow you, Katie,”

The Leadmistress and the detective now
went into Katie Smith’s study, and a crowd
gathered round the doorway whilst the
search was made.

There was the sound of chairs being
moved, of books being drawn from their
shelves, and then—then they heard the
detective give an exclamation.

“This is what I wanted!”

What that was no one knew, though
every hoad was craned in the direction of
the study. Every girl leened forward
snxiously, some of them even standing on
tiptoe.

Most anxious eof them all, and most
astonished, was Katie Smith. Katie had a
study to hersclf, so that if anything com-.
promising were found, the blamo could not
Lo levied upon any other girl.

But what bad the detective found ?

“A jemmy,” said Jemima. *“Possibly a
jemmy. I am rather surprised, Katie, that
in these high-speed, scientifio, tough days,
you should descend to the use of a jemmy.”

“Yes, you might have made it a blow-
lamp,” grinned Clara,

No ono took the discovery, whatever it
wnsj‘at all seriously, and Katie's brows were
puckered.

She had not leng te wait, however, for a
minute afterwards the detective and Miss
Primrose appeared in the doorway, It

=
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‘was not at the fermer that the girls stared,
but at Miss Primrose.
I The headmistress was locking very
:hurrmd and carried a pair of light gym.
0.
“Katie Smilh, arc these shoes yours?”
““Yes, Miss Primrosc.”
Then tho deteetive intervened.
"Dnus any girl share this study with

'ou

“No, Mr. Stewart.”

“Um! You have not lent these shoes to
anyone

“Not knowingly,” snid
pink under his close serutiny.

* And no other girl uses the room, or—"

Then Katie gave a sharp cxclamsimn.

“Alice King does, but—but—

“But whatt”

*“ Alice is in the sanatorium,”
¢ There was a buzz of excited murmuring
then, which Miss Primrose stilled by a ges-
ture of the hand. Katie, feeling extremely
uncomfortable, met the detective's eyes as
they gazed keenly at her.

“I think I had better speak to this girl,
Alice King. Is she ill, Miss Primrose?
thought that was the glrl “hn was going
to assist us in this business.”
: “8he was, but she had a chill. She is
rtainl not ill. Indced, I belicve,” mur-
mumd iss Primrose, & hat the matron
suggcslnd her getting up.
¢ “Then lf she will do so I should like
to sco her.”

I “You do not wish to search the other
studies ?"

Mr. Stewart ahook his head.

{ “No, it is not necessary now.
'found what I wanted, thank you.”
| Mr. Stewart turned and walked down
the corridor. The eyes of all the girls were
upon him wonderingly, What bad he dis-
covered, what did ho surmise? But those
,qucﬂtlonu wero vob to be answered then.
“J do not want a crowd to cnlloct in_the
‘hall,” said Miss Primrose. * You ®ill
return to your studma and get your hooks.
You will remain in your studies until the
ho]l rings for lessons.”
| “But, Miss Primrose——" began Katie.
! But Miss Primrose did not hear, or she
did not heed, for she had already gone after
the detective, leaving Katio Smith very
white and very troubled in mind.
| TFor Katie, who was to have helped clear
up the mystery, was herself indirectly in-

Katie, going

I have
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volved, though she knew no more than the
others what was the matter,

¥ But one thing she did know—she wunted
to see Alice King and to ask her questions,
In that desire she was not alone; but, liko
the !mst of them, Katie would have to
wait

CHAPTER 12
An Important ** Clue "'l

i ETTING near the end!” said

G Phyllis Howeld excitedly. “Fancy

Alice Kin
“Ves, %he 's so quiet 1"

“Um, and so moﬁensu'c," added Clara.
“She couldn’t say “boo I’ to a goose. Surely
th(.y dou't think she burgied the safe 7"

“Or let the thieves in,” mused Mabel
Lynn. I wonder,”

Despite Miss Primrose’s command, they
did not return to their studies immediately.
Augusta Anstruther-Browne, who had been
g0 anxious about her ci nret!-a:. was smiling
with relicf, glad mdemf that the search had
ended before her study was reached.

The others were  more excilud

relieved.
—1 can’t understand it,” frowned Katio
Smith, “Alice, of all gn’]s! She couldn’t!
She’s not that sort of girl at all. Why, I
know she's been most anxious to clear up
€hc whole mystery.”

*8till waters run deep,” Gwen Cook re-
minded her. "I thought it was funny, her
making friends with you.’ ;

“Why funny ?” demanded Clara.

than

Gwen, who always liked to make
unruicnsuut remarks, smiled.
Wcll, my dear,” she said to Katic.

“youw're not the sort of friend everyono
wants, If you ask me, she knew your
father was & detective, You don’t exactly
keep that quiet, and she thuughr. rours
was the best study to be in.”

*“ T see, you mean she could keep in lmxch
with ev erythlng. said Clara. “How
fnjzhtfull d

“1 don’t think that at all,” said EKatle,
with a defiant toss of her head.

But the others were inclined to belicre it.

“8he’s in the Upper Third, so she’s
rcally no right to use the stulics at all,”

ointed out Phyllis Howell. "“Of ceurse,
Pcmq friendly with you, she has the run
of the plt\ca. And another thng I've re-
menihered-— E

“Alice was the one who raied the seare
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about a burglar,” nodded Barbara.
she was!”

“Rather! Perhaps there wam't one at
all. No one else saw him.”

“Oh, don't bo absurd! Alica couldn't
have acted that part-—she was frightened
out of hor life,” said Katie Smith shortly.
“ Besides, there was a servant who said she
saw himn—you must remember that.”

They did remember, and it quictened
their enthusiasm for the new idea rather.

“]It's protty obvious,” said Mabel Lynn,
what tho shoes were wanted for. There
was some peculiar marking on them that
the detective must have noticed near the
room. 1 shouldn’t be at all surprised if

that's what it is.”

“But why Alice?” persisted Katie. "It
isn't sense, is it? hy should & girl of
hor age get mixed up with such peoplo?
Things like that don't usually happen.”

“Her father might be in with them,”
pointed out Barbara quietly.

“(Qh, nonsense ! Her father is——" began
Katie, then went suddenly red and broke
off, knowing what they would sa;

“Well, what is her father?”
Gwen Cook.

Kautie did not reply.

“Sha didn’t know,” said Dolly Jobling
excitedly. “She didn’t know what her
father was. We all thought it jolly queer
at the time, and so it was.”

“Yes, rather! Iancy & gi
what her father did for a living!

“Or whom I”" chuckled Gwen éook. look-
ing round for approbation. “I must say
it scems very fishy. Perhaps her father
was the burglar.”

TFurther discussion and conjecture was,
however, renderced impossible by the clang-
ing of the bell, and tho girls hurried down
to the l'orm-room, none too pleased at the
interruption. Not, of course, that they were
ever very pluascri to hear tho ringing of
the bell for lessons!

“If she kad anything to do with it,” re-
marked Katie finally, as she walked down
the stairs with her hooks, “I can jolly
soon find out by questioning her.”

“If sho's here after lessens,” put in Gwen
Cook snceringly. “Perhaps she won't be.”

“Ql;, crumbs!”

“ Kxpelled 17 :

That word was uttered with awe, for ex-
pulsion was a rare punishment, and the most
drastic_possible. 5[ course, if Alico I(ir\E
had helped the eriminals, she deserved suc

“Sp

¥
mocked

not ‘lsrmwing
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punishment, and Miss Primross  would
quickly send her away from the school. |

The whole thing scemed so fantastic that
they really could not malke head or tail of

it.

“Jolly good job, too, if she's guilty,”
growled Clara. “I think that's about the
meanest thing a girl can do.” i

“ Hear, hcar!” |

Their sympathy was, naturally enough, all
with the deteetive, for to have a thief in the
school was not pleasant, and to have for a
fellow-member of the school someone who
was capable of assisting a burglar in his
work was too awful for words. ]

In the Form-room Miss Bullivant, looking
moro serious and stern than usual, was wait-
ing for them. Miss Bullivant was an
understanding woman, for all her sternness,’
and she realised that the girls could not bo
oxpected calmly to settle to their work when
such things were happening. {

“I sus-say, you girls,” said Bessic Bunter
in a whisper that could be heard all over
tho Form-room. “I knew it all along. 1
was gbing to make a final coup.” '

“Hen-coop?” asked LIreda Ioote, and
there was a general giggle. N |

““Now, girls, please1” eaid Miss Bullivant.
“Bessie, got out your book.”

“Yes, Miss Bullivant. B-but I've just
thought of a clue.” ]

“A what?” asked DMiss Bullivant in
surprise. i

WA clue,” explained tho fat girl. I think
I ought to go and tell tho detective, you
know.” |

Miss Bullivant regarded Bessie intently.' -

Tho fat girl blinked so seriously through her
glasees that the mistress was half-inclined
to believe her, though as a general rule it
did not do to believe half of what Bessio
aid.
“YWhat is this clue?” asked the ml'stmss_'
“Qh, it's c-confidential,” said Bessie.
“ About Alice, yvou know.”
“Really? 'Lhen why did
Stewart before?”
“1 didw't ihink of tho clue then—er—TI
mum-mean didu’t Jike to.”
The other girls began to grin,
“Whero is the detective?”
Bullivant rather suspiciously.
“Y {hink he's over _in the tuckshop
questiolting Mrs. Jones, Miss Bullivant.”
“n, ha, hal”

you not tell Mr.‘

, ha1”
Miss' Dullivant held up her hand for)

asked Miss
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“}El?m and gave Bessie Bunter a stern
100!

“1 am quite well' aware, Bessie, that the
dotective is not at the tuckshop, and I shall
certainly not lem;you go there.”

“0Oh, really, Miss Bullivant

“I'am not inclined to believe your story
about having a clue. If it is as confidential
as you say, it can probably wait. Unless
you tell 1t to, me now I shall ha\a no
alternative but to give you fifty lincs.”

“0Oh, c-erumbs! I mum-mean I can
prove that Alice is a suspicicus character!”

Thero was quite a buzz amongst the
others then, for there werce times When fat
Bessic Bunter heard things that were not
intended for her -cars, and, stupid though
she undoubtedly was, she might unwittingly
have tumbled across a most important clue.

'he importance of it might not have
dawned upon her until Alice was under
suspicion.

When, therefore, Miss Bullivant con-
descended to take the remark seriously,
there was general satisfaction.

“How can you prove anything sgainst
Alice?”

““Because she refused to cash o remittance
of mine that I expeeted,” said Bessic :m.llg
nantly, “That shows ehe’s a suspicious
chﬂrncter, hcca.use she said she'd wait end
see it

WlmL n peal of laughter mug out then!
But Miss Bullivant’s eyes gleamed.

“Wo will get on with the lesson,” she
eaid austercly. “And you will write me
(ifty lines, Bessie Bunter. If I | Fere not so
convinced of your »tuptdlty

*Oh, dud-dear, but—'

“I should imagine you were bemﬁ
intentionally impertinent,  One more wor
and your imposition will be doubled.”

Bessie Bunter sat and blinked, but wisely
remained silent. The important clue was
not conveyed to Mr. Stowart, but it must
not be supposcd that this cnuxcd‘ any

2

hindrance to his case.
For ten minutes or so work progressed
smoothly, though every one, naturally
cnough, was anxious to know what had hap-
pene and there was a general tendency to
peep out of the windows.
hen, a littlo later, there came a firm step
in the corridor outside, there was a little
buzz of oxcited anticipation. The door
opencd and the echool page-boy entered.
“Well,” said Miss Bullivant, ‘“what is it,
Boker 1
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“Miss Primrose would like to seo Miss
PKatie in lier study at once,” said Boker.
tic Smith stood up, all eyes upon her.
“You may go,” said Miss Bullivant,
Katio went with eyes glecaming with
excitement, the envy of every other girl in
the room.

—_—

CHAPTER 13.
Forced to Qive Evidencel

OU'RE quite well enough to get
Y up,” said the matron tersely, m:d'
reall¥ Alice King did not look il

I'm feeling much better, thank
you,” said Alice Kang.

“I don't believe you've been ill at all.”

“1 said 1 wasn’t,” protested Alice, *“but
mi“{l made me come to bed.”

¢ matron looked at her sternly for o
moment, and then relented, for Alice was a i
nice:| luakmg girl, and had not given any
trouble since she been  in  the!
sanatorium. It was really rather unusual.

Girls like Clara, for instance, wero mot
altogether a pleasure to look after, for im-
modiately the matron went out of the room
Clara would be up and cut of bed; and if
there were any otEnr girls there she would, !
as likely os not, organise & pillow-fight or*
some other form of riot.

Alice had been unusually quict. But then
sho was a quiet girl. True, i #her: were
any fun going, Alice won's jain in readily
enough, H

i+t . uiie sanatorium there had been no
run, Desides, she had been busy with her’
thoughts,

“Though T must say you looked feverish
when ycu came in,” pursued the matron.
“Had you anything on your mind 7"

Alice gave a start,

“ Anything on my mind " sha asked. d'lrt-
ing a keen lock I.t the matron.
why should I have

She tried to !augh it_off, but her loolu'
gave her away completely. It was » verr |
;bvicus that she hed something worrying °

cr. :

Certainly she looked better tian when she
had entered the sanaterium, tut even now
there was a strange, almost "fererish bright
ness about her eyes.

“I'd better get up now,” she decidd sud-
denly, feeling that scmething ought to he

gald.
“Yes. I think you had hettir oet m.”
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Tho matron, who in spite of her somewhat
stern demeanour was a kindly woman, re-
garded her somewhat anxiously.

“Is it lessons?” she asked. “More than
one_girl bas managed to get in here to
avoid an examination. But there aren’s any
cxaminations just now., Have you managed
your school work all right?”

“All I had to do. But I am all right,”
am'c‘l A}licn. “Really I am, matron.”

She walked away, and Alice slid out of
bed and started to dress. She was really
quito anxious to get up, for though in the
sanatorium she was away from the gencral
excitement in the school, sho felt that she
wanted to know what was going on.
Indeed, sho had to know at any cost what
was happening.

She had just finished dressing when Stella

Stone, the head monitress, outered the
room.

“Hallo, Stella!”

“ Hallo !” smiled Stella in veply. “You're

wanted in the school. As you're dressed I
supposo you're better?”

“1 baven't really had anything wrong
:vith me, Stella. They thought 1 looked
il

“Well, I must say you don't look any tco
well now,” commented Stella.  “But Miss
imrose wants you at once, so I think
’d better hurry.”

!owing now, Stella!”

The monitress 5.t started to walk away
when Aliee enlled to her. ¥

“I1 eay, Stella, what—what's .
whout 1

She was obviously anxious, and Stella

et

gave hor a curious look, for she liked
Alice. That Alice reeiprocated the fecling
was natural. Who did not like Stella

Stone, the head monitress, for she was the
leader of the girls, and tho idel of all.

“Tho matter? Surcely you ought to
know.”
There was somcthing so ominous in

Stella's tono that Alice put down the haic-
brush, her cheoks white, her lips quivering.
“8tella! What is it?"”
“You're wanted to explain why certain
gym. shoes have been found in Katio
Smith’s study, and what purpose they

were used for.

“Gym. shoes? DBut how should I know?
I haven't touched them.” And of a sud-
den Alice becamo less afraid, and her eyes

quite sparkled.- “I haven't touched any

| best, Lut she had somethi
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silly gym. shoes. I haven’t done gym.
this week. Perhaps thoy're Katic's,”

“Katie and youa will have to fight thia
out between you,” said Stella quictly. ** Ap-
parently it's a sorious question. Nﬁ-.
Stewart wants to know all about it.”
Stewart! Oh, but—Stclla, what
can this have to do with the mystery?"

“They want you to explain somothing.
Now be a good kid and hurry up. It
won't help to keep them waiting.”

Stella sighed then, and Alice turncd
back to her mirror. Her cyes were bright,
far brighter than they should have been,
and her hands were trembling, making her
knock the hairbrush clumsily against her
forchead.

“0Oh, my goodness!” she murmured to

“No

“Mr,

her reflection in  the mirror.
what?”

Buf, as always in such cases, tho best
thing to do was to get it over, to go and
find out just what was the matter, so she
hurriedly finished her toilet, and in o few
minutes was ready.

One had to look spick and span to inter-
view Miss Drimrose, and Alice did her
nﬁ s0 serious on
ldn’t really hold

W,

her mind that dressing cou
her attention.

The fresh air of the guadrangle acted as
a tonic to her, so that she {elt quite braced
as she renched the school, and it scemed,
indeed, that there eould not be any real
unpleasantness in such a pleasant world.

With the sun shining so hrightly above,
why could there not be more sunshine in
¥~ heart.

.. «ae school  entrance, however, she
hesitated ; then, foreing berself by a great
offort of will, she cntered. Secing Katie
Smith, she hurried up to her.

Katie and she worve nearly the same age,
so that the friendship that had sprung up
between them was not surprising.  I'rob-
ably soon Alice would get her remove into
the Fourth, and sho and Katie had planned
so many things to do when they really
shared a study. -

“ My goodness, Alieo, so you're up, then,™”
said Katie. *Haven't you been to seo Miss
Primrose yot?”

“I'm just g You're—you're nob
going, too, K

“Yes, I am.”

They both halted, and Alice realised that

Katio was looking at her closely, and
rather suspiciously,
“It’s about some silly shoes,” said Alive.
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“Do vou know what it is all about,
Katie?” ]

“I only know they found
study. I haven’t used them,”

Something in Katie’s tone made the other
girl turn sharply and look at her,

“But—but you don’t. think I have?”
cried Alice, in surprise. “Why should I,
Katie? I haven’t done gym. this week.”

She looked et Katie in such genuine
surprise that that girl was impressed, and
Alico could not fail to note with relief
the alteration in her friend's expression.

“This isn't anything to do with gym.,”
said Katie, after a seccond’s pause. M You
haven't used them furygym., but—doh’t he
such o duffer, Alice. ¥You must know what
it's all about as well as I do.”

,L}mm in my

Alice’s heart beat wildly.
“Do—do you mean about the burglary?”
she said, irembling. * Haven't—haven't

they. found out about that yot?"”
“You seem jolly anxious that they
shouldn’t find out,” retorted Katie, rather
sharply,

“0Oh, Katie, that isn't fair,” said Alics,
and tried her hardest to look indignant; |
but she wasn't a very good actress, an
anyone could sce that she was worried
and perturbed.

A door-handle clicked neross the hall,
and the next minute Miss Primrvose ap-
pearcd at the door of her study, and
clapped her hands nnErily as she saw tho
iwo girls standing talking.

“ Alice—Katie! = Come here at oncel
How dare you stand there talking when
you know we are waiting?”

Both girls hurried forward then, and
both felt guilty in causing Miss Primrose
to wait; thus they found it difficult to meet
tho mistress’ eyo.

“One might almost imagine that you
were oxchanging notes,” suid Miss Prim-
rose grimly. *‘That is not what is wanted,
Your stories nced not be made to tally.”

“0Oh, Miss Primrose, we weren't doing
that I protested Katio,

The headmistress did not reply, but led
the way into her stady, where Mr.
Stewart stood looking out of the window,
He turned at their entrance, and smiled
disarmingly st the girls. He did not look
in the lcast as though he were going to
conduct a fierce cross-examination.

“Good-moming!” ho said. “I just

this little

wanted to clnl’l.’r up mystery.
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Ho held up a pair of rubber shoes, and
both girls took_a good look at them. Onw .
ofy the soles was rather worn, and at the |
toe there was a slight cut-mark. :

“They are mine,” said Katie. “Dut [
haven’t worn them lately, Mr. Stewart.” .

“No, I know that,” answered the de-
tective quictly._ “But you, Alice, have you ,
any suggestion to make? Have you used =
these shoes at all lately ?”

“T have never used them, Mr, Btewart.”

The detective stroked his chin thought-
fully, and looked at her with those eyes
that seemed to miss nothing.

“Then you cannpot give an exiillnnaliun
as to how they were used the night beforo
last?” he pursued.

“Oh, no! I haven't any idea ot alll”

“Umt”
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There was & silence, and Alice’s heart
heat very quinkl{(indeed. It seemed to -
her years before Mr. Stewart spoke agam,
though it could not have cnmany
minutes.

“Now, Alice,” he said, quile gently. “T
want to ask you a few more questions. You

to round up a
ng itself rather

know that we are tryin,
gang that has_been mngi

a nuisanco lately, and that we are on the
track of the leader of this gang?”

“Yes, Mr. Stewart,”

“You were tho person who saw the bur-
51” hiding in the study. I want you to

escribe the man, -Alice.”

“I can’t describs the man,” she
answered, biting her lip over this attempt |
at_literal honesty.

Mr, Btewart sat up. : .

“Oh, I sece,” ho said, “I take it then, =
that it wasn’t o man. A woman, eh?”

Miss Primrose looked at Mr. Stewart
with some irtitation, but Alice wont scarlet.

“Yes, it—it scemed to be a woman's band
I saw,” she admitted.

“ And you can doescribe the hand

“I~—I don't know.” i

“Come, come,” said Mr. Slewart, a little
more sternly. “Let’s have 1o _concealment
of evidence, Alice. You can deseribe that ;
hand know you can. Dat why won't

u

“T try.” R 4

“Yes, 1 think you'd betbr,” sdd the
detective, “Deseribo that hnd as closdy
as you can, ploase.” } .

#Tt—it was a thin hand, witi—with
stubbly sort of fingers—"" She paused.

“Yes, go on."

ke

: ol

3
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“ And—and the third nail was bruised,”
stumbled on Alice.
“Thank you, Ahce.
the evidence I have.”
" Evidence you ihuvel"
“Then—then you know 1"
There was a silence that could be felt in
the room, and it scemed to Alice King that
all of them must be able to hear the awiul
beating of her heart.
“1 know that you maw thu. because you
told other girls £0,” said the detective
quict] “Now, what I want to know is,
why ﬂnm you tried to conceal this evi-

‘That coincides with

gasped Alice,

“But I haven’t. I’ve just told you, Mr.
Stewart,” Alice protested, tears not far

off.

Mr. Stewart leaned back in his chair,
holding Miss Primrose’s ebony ruler be-
tween his hands. He stared at it reflec-
tively for a few minutes, then darted a
snddul glance at Alice.

“Who is this person?” he asked.

Alice had such a ]umg in her throat that
she could hardly speal

“Tell me, please,”
impatiently.

Miss Primrese snapped her fingers im-
peratively, and Katie stared with wide,
round eyes at Alice.

"IwI think it may have been a servant,”
she gulper

“Which scrvant wns it?
getting nearer. Alice, you know
quite well, don’t youl' First you admit
that it was a woman, then that it was a
servant, you know all this you must
know which one, since you bave looked
at her hands.”

“Yes, but—]

“Then wo will bring up the servants, and
{'ou shall examine their hands,” said Miss
Timrose to Mr, Stewart.

The detective nodded, but he did not
take his eyes from Alice’s face.

“Come, Alice!” he persisted.

Like a rrapped rabbit, Alico Knlg looked
about her; but only Miss Primrose’s stern
face, Knuea astonished gaze, and the
fnlmiy smiling eyes of the detective met
hers

There was no cscape.

A snb caught in har throat, her hands

said the detective

Now we are

shoo
“I “think—1 thinlk,” she p'ml-ed at last,
“it is tho one called Susie
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CHAPTER 14,
A Trying Ordeal!
R. STEWART lcaned back in his‘
M chair.

“I am beginning to think,” ha
said, *“that we are nearing the end

of this affair. You are quite a help
us, Alice. I think that finishes this ]M!-
interlude.” |

He was in a very good humour, and
hummed softly to himself as he jotted down
some notes on a pad.

And all the time Alice stared ﬁxcdly
down at the inkwell on the desk. It wasn'é
a particularly interesting inkwell, but even
if it had been Alico could not have seen
it. Tears misted her eyes, and her teeth
were biting fiercely into for lip to slny
|ts qunronng

“You have finished with Alice?” M[md
Miss Primrose.

“I think so, for the moment. Although
—stay, there is another question.” |

“What is it?” asked ice, raising her
head. *I don’t mind your asking questions.’
I have nothing to fear.”

She said it so valiantly that the detectiv
half-smiled, but checked himsell as he saw
the tears in her eyes. |

“I want you to sce that you have been
a very silly girl,” he said. ‘You have
concenled evidence, and that places you in
a very awkward position. In Jaw, if you
conceal evidence, that is regarded as mak-
ing yourself an nccomp]lcu Accomplices
suffer the same punlshment as the mmsnnh
themse]ves, sometimes—""

“Ye-es!"” murmured Ahce.

“I am glad you see,” went on the deteo-
tive softly. “You must think what this
would mean to your father, how he would
be dugracmi in his professmn A lawyer,
isn’t he?”

e gave him a frightened look.
I don't know,” she said in a low

“Come, Alice,” said Miss Primrose
sharply. “Do not be foolish. Of course
you know your father's profession.”

Apgain Alice looked wildly round. y

“I don’t,” she choked. ‘'Really I don't,
Miss Primrose!” i

Then, for the first time, Katie intervened.

“She told us she didn’t some days ago,
Miss Primrose. We were talking about
fathers and their professions, and that sort,
of thing, end—"

voice.
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| “I know he's a gentleman,” said Alice,
with a proud toss of the head.

“But not what kind of gentleman, eh?”
murmured Mr. Stewart.

“He's not a criminal!” cried Alice ficrcely.
Tt isn’t fair to say he is just because—"
“ Because what?” -

Alice drew back, and knew that she had
?nid too much, knew it when ii was too
ate.

" *Just because I—I don’t know what he
is,” she faltered. “Some girls said that,
and—and—it_isn't fair.”

Then she dropped her face into her hands,
t00 worn-out to control herself any longer.
She began to sob, so bitterly that it
seemed she would never cease,

Mr. Stewart jumped up and put an arm
on her shoulders. ;

“My dear little girl,” he said gently,
“don’t you worry. ‘There’s: nothing at all
for you to fear if you tell the truth, Cheer
upl™
" “Through her tcars Alice looked at the
headmistress and saw her look of amaze-
ment, saw Katie Smith staring at her with
4 puzzled, astonished gaze.

3 *“My father is not a butglar,” Alice

choked. *‘It—isn’t fair!”
b “No, no!"” said Mr. Stewart, kindly.
You mustn’t take this to heart. T shau’t

ask you any more guestions, You dry your
eyes and run aloni, there’s a good gurll”
I Alice turned hesitatingly, looking at

Katie,

i+ Aljce,” said the headmistress sternly,

[“tell Boker to find the maid, Susie, and

‘send her here immediatcly, Then go to

‘your study, and stay there.”

i~ Alico walked out of the study, bumping

against the doorpost os a fresh rush of

‘tears clouded her eyes. Outside, she leaned

*against the wall of tho corridor,

f “Oh, my goodness! I she tells!”

sobbed. “If she tells!”

/3 But she dared not face further impatience

on Miss Primrose’'s part, so, stifiing her

sobs, she walked into the ball.

# She called to Boker, standing in the

shadow of a screen in an endeavour to hide

her reddened eyes. -
Busie, the

she

i “Miss Primrose wanfs to sce
housemaid,” she. said, *
please, Boker? At once.’
| The page-boy hurried off at once, and a
few minutes later Susie appeared.

- Alice looked doubtfully at Boker. She

‘:V:'ll you find her, |

4

must speak to the maid, yot how could she,
with Boker standing staring at them.
bright thought struck her. .

“gnd will you go down to the gates,
please,” she said augerlﬁ. “and ask Pipor
if he has scen a tall, dark man near here?™

Boker, whose .chief ambition at the
moment was to become a celebrated detee-
tive, sped off on this fresh errand willingly.

Then Alice faced the servant.

She was a most unprepossessing-looking
girl. She had a wide mouth, a broad, tip-
tilted nose, and astonishingly bright,
monkey-liko little eyes.

“She wants met” sho queried, jerking
her thumb in the direction of Miss Prim-
roso’s study. “My! You've had the
water-taps on, haven't you?”

She looked alarmed, and Alice nodded
her _head.

“Yes, Miss Primrose wants to sce you,”
she said in a low tone,

“You given me away?” cried the girl

sharply. “My stars, have you given ms
away t” i
“They—they }snew." said Alice, *1

couldn't help— '

The girl looked at her in borror, then
clenched her hands,

“Well, here goes. We're all in this to
gother,” she said meaningly.

“Together! I'm not in it at all, you
know that!"

“Qh!" sncered the servant. * And how
about your father, c¢h? How about the
Bunty Boss. The man who pulls the strings,
eh? The clever crook. How about him?
If I goes down I pulls him with me, I
know who he is all right. I ain’t supposed
to, but I do. He's your father!"

“He is not!” Alice twmed furiously,
and her oyes blazed their hatred and anger.
“You know that isn’t true. My father is
a gentleman——-"

% Gentleman crook, you mean. Ke’s the
Mr. King that lives 4n a swel house—tho
swell mobsman. What's the use of you
pretending, eh? Whut's the uwe? I Inow,
and I'm going to give him sway if they
get me.”

Alice’s face showed fear.

“You needn’t mention his 1ame.”
“Then you do know,” cried the girl
sharply. “You do know, my fine little

miss, or it wouldn’t matter il I did state
his name, ch? That's got jou!”

“It has not. You can nention my
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father's name.. He can’'t be the man you
mean, but they may think he is, and—and
if he were arrested, think what it would
mean—to iy mother, and—"

The girl threw back her head and laughed
mvrscly
“0Oh, my! Worried bccnuse he’s Arraated
Recly now! Oh, my! e, he, hel”

The cackle of langhter was quite uncon-
trolled, and could be heard along the cor-
ridor, so that it was not surprising, a
moment_later, that the headmistress’ door
was whipped open, and Miss Primrose her-
self appeared.

“Was that you laughing, Susie?”

“Me, mum? No, mum,” said Susie. “I
Lnnw me place better'n to laugh, I hope,
mum.”

“I hope so, too. Come here at once,
Didn't you know that I had sent for you?”

*For me 1 said Susie, in well-feigned
surprise, '‘No, mum.

“I certainly did. Come here at once.
Mr. Si;ewart wishes to ask you a few ques-
tions.”’

“Right-ho, mum!” said Susie nivily. “I
don’t mind.”

Alice King, from the
screen, looked aflter the servant, and her
heart was in her mouth, How she envied
the other’s self-control, yet how she loathed

r! How she had loathed her ever since
that evening when the girl had walked into
the study, and taken it for granted that
Alice was “‘one of the gang’! And now
she was hinting that Alice’s father was
xso “one of the gang,” and the head, at

at.

Tt was not true, it could not be true!
Nothing would make Alice believe that her

“ father was a criminal, and yet—how strange
it all wasl

8he felt she could not go away from
that spot; she felt shb wanted to hear what
passed in that study, just what the giri
said; yet when Miss Primrose opened the
door and beckoned to her she started ner-
vously and would have run away. When
she re-enitered the study, Mr. Stewart was
not locking nearly so kindly, though the
girl, Susie, was not looking at all non-
plussed,

““This girl says she was not in your study,
and that you are making all this up because
she accidentally tore a gress of yours,” said
Mr. Stewart.

shelter of the-

THE GIRL WHO PUZZLED CLIFF HOUSR!

““A dress of mine? She has not been
near my dresses!’” gasped Alice,
“I seel And tlus is the same gixl?"

“Yes, Mr. Stewart.”’

‘*The other day I asked you to keep your

eyes open for a message that might be
pussod_into the school, Alice. The mes-
sage, I thmlr. was to this girl. It might
have said: ‘Do you think ill of your old
father, or don’t?" ¥You understand 7

““¥Yes, Mr. Stewart. You—you told me.”

«1 did, And what did the message say ¥,

“0Oh, dear, I—I don’t know."
“Come now, Alice, Did you see an old
man near the school ”?
‘*Yes, but—"
“There is no but. You saw the old man,
and he hunded you, the message. What did
that message say "’

How he knew all that she could not guesu.l

but he did, and Alice’s eyes widened in
fright,

“It said * Don’t think ill of your dad,’ 2
she muttered.

“For whom was this message intended? "’

Alice hesitated, but she realised that tho
only way was to tell all she knew.

“It was for Susie. Susie asked me if
I had seen her father near the school, or
an old man.”

“Me?" said Susie, ‘‘What a whopper!
I nsvsr said such a thing. Me old man's

e

The detective frowned, and waved his
hand.

“That is enough,' he said. “It is useless
for ynu to argue, Susie, because it is quite
right. d a man wntchmg everything.”

Alma s heart leaped.

b Y{fu ]maw I received the message, and—

a
““And destroyed it? Oh, yes. I knew
that. But tell me, why did you burn it?*
“]I thought—er—I-—-didn't know—"

“Was the old man’s face familiar te
you?”

Alice’s ¢ Fes gleamed, and she shook her
head fiercef

“‘No, nuT I _didn't remg’msa him, I

didn’t, I swear I didn’t!”

“Then you shall have the chance,” smiled
the detective. ‘It so happens that he is
under arrest. What do you say to that?”

But Alice King #aid nothing at all.

She had fainfedl
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CHAPTER 15.
Bessie Again!
4 UM-MY gug-goodness!
Bessie Buntor.
Bessic Bunter's tone expressed
utmost astonishment, and her
little eyes gleamed behind  their thick
glasses.

Bessic had been en route to the tuck-
shop to get a little snack in the shape of
a doughnut or two before dinner, an the
mere fact that she had been stopped in
lier progress in that direction was sullicient
to show that something more than ordinarily
intoresting was holding her attention.

Her gaze was riveted on the figure of
irl—perhaps eight or mine years of age
—which hovered about the school gates.

She was sketchily dressed jn en old plaid
skirt antl o vivid green blouse, and her
shock head bore a straw hat with half the
brim torn off.

Surprising ns_the appearance of such a
character at CLff House was, her behaviour,
thought Bessie Bunter, was cven more sur-
prising. .

She was darting about from side to side
of the gates, peering through them into
the school grounds from every anglo. Ocea-
sionally she would stand still and take a
long, imnn look from onc point; then she
would make a swift gesture with her arms
and dart to another place. .

Bessie watched her, fascinated, all sorts
of thoughts working round in her none
too quick brain.

Whe was this strange girl, and what was
the meaning for her more than strange
behaviour ?

It struck Dessie suddenly that there could
ouly be one explanation. ~She turned quite
dizzy at the thought.

““A—a confederation of the bib-burglars!”
breathed Bessie. ‘‘Spying out the lul-landl
Mum-my goodness!'

If anyone else had been there to hear, it
might have struck them as humorous to
think of a “confederation ™ of burglars spy-
ing round Cliff House, but Bessie was owite
alone, and too flustered to bother about a
little difference in words.

Fven as the thought occurred to the fat
gitl of the Fourth, it became a foregone
conclusion. 'There was no question in
Tessie’s mind that this girl really was a

gasped
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confederate of the burglar, or burgiars,
finding out how the land lay.

“ And such a kik-kid, too!’ she stuttered
excitedly. “DBut that's their artfulness, of
course. Mum-my wuw-werd, what ought I
to_do now?”

Even as Bessie put the guestion to her-
self, th® girl at the gate turned and saw
her standing there regarding her with deep
interest.

The sight of the fat gitl had a strange
effect upon the younger oune. Throwing up
both hands and slapping them down upon
her knees, she burst into a loud and hearty
laugh.

Bessie started as though she had received
a pinch on her fat arm.

“Mum-my goodness!” she spluttered.
“Is ghe lul-laughing at me?”

There being nothing else, so far as Bessie
could ascertain, to Jaugh at, it secmed fairly
obvious that such was the case,

Bessic drew herself up to her full height,
stuck her glasses more firmly upon her
podgy nose, and rolled down to the gates,

That langh had decided her.  She must
detain this girl w sho could bo handed
over to Mr. Her capture might
mean a lob to the detective. Bessie saw
herself being warmly commended, perhaps
even rowarded before all {he other pirls
for her astuteness in furnishing such a
valuable source of information. That laugh
at her expense, too, should not be over-
1?10ke(l. Due mention should be made of
that!

Bessie bore down upon the girl who was
still laughing, with an appearante of por-
tentous importance, But, somehow, it did
not seem to strike the right impression on
the younger girl. The nearer Bessie ap-
proached, in fact, the more the girl at the
gates scemed to laugh.

She paused when Bessie came right up
to her, and looked up, the tears streammng
from her very blue, long-lashed eyes,

There was something about her face, for
all it was so pinched and thin, that wonld

have made almost anyone join in that lavgh
ith her. But Bessie was filled with ms-
picion, and moreover her dignity wvas

wounded, so she only frowned the more
heavily.

“W.what are you dud-doing lere?” de-
manded Bessie sternly. “‘And way duddid
you start laughing when you saw ne?
Wore you lullaughing at me?”
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The girl wiped her eyes and nodded, the
battered brim of her straw hat bobbing up
nnddda\m with the vigorous motion of her

ead.

“Shure,” she said, in a soft, husky
brogue, “an’ whoi not? Is ut burrstin’
yo'd have me be, entoirely? Shure, an’
it’s always laugh I have to whin I see some-
one loike yerself ! .

That struck Bessie as being distinetly
rude, though the younger girl’s eyes
sparkled in a frank, disarming way that
showed she did not see it in that light
herself.

“Du-don’t you bo so juj-jolly cheeky!”
stuttered Bessie in righteous indignation.

“Cleeky 2’ The younger girl took hold
of her own freckled cheek between two
brown fingers. “Is ut manin’ ye are that
me face is too fat, begorrah 1'*

“No!” howled Bessie, and it certainly
was not. One would not have expected to
sce so thin a face in conjunction with such
merry eyes. “You lmow jolly well what
I mean. How dare you laugh at my fuf-
figure 1

The light of mischief danced back into
tho bright oyes.

“Ochene, now, an’ it's better Oi should
be doin’ that than cryin’ about ut,” said the
delicious brogue.  “Ut's kind of cheerin’
to sca someonc like yerself whin one's
afther feeling a bit in nade of a square
meal. Ut's easy ut is to sce you're not
hungry, anyways.”

“That's all you know about it,” said
Bessie, forgetting for the moment her sus-
picions of the girl. '*As a mum-matter of
fuf-fact 1'mn starving at this very minute.
They don't give a growing girl half cnough
to eat at this echool.”

“Shure, thin, let's shake,” the other girl
thrust out a thin hand. “XFor ut's shtarvin’
Ci am mescll.”

Then Botty remembered, and peered at
her with short-sighted suspicion through hee
thick glasses.

“T dor’t believe you're half so hungry as

T an,” shie said. “You pup-people always
tut-try to get sympathy by saying you'ro
starving. I knun-know all about you.”

The vesult of those last words was as
Bossic o od

The pivl seemed viterly dismayed. She
fir k a pace, her face paling under its
froc! , eatching her breath in sharply

sic nodded tricmphantly.
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“You can’t bub-bluff me,” she said im-
portantly. “I know what you're after,
mum-my girl,”

The younger girl seemed to pull horself

togethe.r.

“Well, an’ what if yo do?” she said
epiritedly. “Is ut afther becin’ a croims,
intoirely? Yo'd be afther doin’ the samn,

beloike if ye were as hungry as mesilf."”

Thero was something pathctic in tho way
the girl said this, At any other time ik
might have touched Bessic's by no mecans
hard heart, but she had not yet forgotten
that laugh at her expense! DBessie was very
much on her dignity.

“It's nun-no good try:'n%( to look inno-
cent,” she returned. “I know you're a
con-confederation of tho bib-burglars. 1
knew*®it as soon as I saw you. What were
ygl?lulul-luuking at through the gug-gate,
el

“Shure, an' 0i don’t onderstand yo atl
all, at all,” said the girl, shaking her bead
with its battered headgear bewilderedly.
“It's only knowin’ Oi am that Oi couldn’t
be o con—what ye said yerself. Oi niver
heeard of ut before. Mec name's Bridie
O’Rourke, an’ ut was watchin’ the kitchen
door Oi was, intoirely.” .

Then, as if she felt she had said too much,
she broke off, and bit her lip.

Bessic took this for another sign of guilt.

“Look here,” she stuttered excitedly.
“Dud-don’t you think you can p-pull the
wool over my eyocs, because you juj-jolly
well can’t! ‘And it's no_use giving any
assumed names, cither. Bridie—who ever
heard of such a name!l I shu-shouldn’t be
at all surprised if you weren't working
out & pup-plan for robbing the kik
kitchen.”

That, to Bessie, was a terrible thought,
and she went on, before the other girl could

re;plf;

‘1 suppose you know that Mrs, Picklos
has been making juj-jellies and jam to-day?

I caught her at it myself, only she wouldn’t
give mo any, mean old thing, Dut I'm not
going to let you bring the bub-burglars ~
in after them, so sce. I'll tnt-take you
to Mr. Stewart straight away!”

She put out a fat hand to catch tha
other girl by the arm and lead her away
to the detective, but that girl, apparently,
was not cager for any such proceeding. .

With n suddenness that startled Bessia,
she leaped forward and twined both thin
arms nguut her body. Bessie found herself
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in a grip that, even if it did mot reach
right round her, was su nsmily‘nmng,

“Ow-wow-oh ” sho yelled, hall in alarm,
and half in surprisc.  “Leggo! What do

. you think youre doing?”

“Ochone! Ut's secin’ Oi am that ye
don't fotch any Mr. Stewart, alannah!”
panted her small captor. “Ut's not me
that’s longin’ to meet him, whoever the
gintleman may be, begorzah!"

“You let me go!” howled Bessic,
struggling with such desperation that the
younger girl panted and gasped with the
effort of holding her. * You let me go, yua
littlo buh—hull;,'. T'll have you locked up
if you don’tl’

Eixactly how Bessie was going to manage
this she did not say, but, in any case, it
made no difference. The surprisingly wiry
young arms did not relax their grip for a
moment. = 4

Bessic cast an eye wildly around in
scarch of assistance. Thore was no one in
sight. Most of the girls were on the play-
ing-ficlds at the bmﬁc of the school, sinca
there was yet another twenty minutes or so
before the dinner-bell went.

At that very moment, however, Dabs,
Mabs, Clara and Jemima were strolling
round fowards the front, talking amang
thomselves of Alice King, and wonderin
what was pgoing on there behind the locke:
door of Miss Primrose’s study.

Mabs, going upstairs to collect & for-
gotten handkerchief from the study, had
seen Alice and Katie enter tho head-
mistress’ sanctum, and had duly conveyed
the nows to thu others.

i That bad been just after the commence-
ment of moraning school, and now it was
nearly dinner-time, and she was still there.

“Sho looked so pale, too,” Mabs was
saying ot this moment as they rounded tho
corner of the school building, “and Katic's
face was as solemn es a judge—"

And then they caught sight of Bessie!

“Great Scott!” gesped Clara Trevlyn
weakly. “\\’]m.tcves’n Bessie doing?”

- “Jxbibition of the ncwest dance from
tho Fijis,” hazarded Jemima, peering in-
terestedly through her monoclo.

“It's a long-lost rem%r; come to seo

Bessie,” Mabs differed. o how tenderly
they'ro embracing.”
i “More likoe the Jong-lost remittance
turned up at last and somcone making a
{countor-elaim,” smiled Barbara.

“Anyhow,” proclaimed Jemima, it

wants looking into, what? Forward the
Light Drigade, and all that sort of rot,
you know.”

The situaticn certainly scemed to call
for investigation, and ~accordingly they
bore down upon Bessie and her unknows
compaunion.

Bessie caught sight of them when they
were half-way across the grass, and, wrench-
ing free ono fat arm with a desperato
effort, waved it urgently.

“Help !” *she yelled.
Ciara. Rescue!”

This put a new complexion on matters,
and the “rescue party ” put on speed.

But oven as Dessie gave that shout, the
vounger girl had turned and scen them
alsn, and, releasing her fat captive with a
suddenness that left Bessie collapsed upon
the grass, she flashed about and mado for
the gates.

“Here, hi, stop!” called Clara, but the
strange girl only ran the faster. As they
ecame up with Bessio she had reached tho
gates and flashed through them out of
view.

Clara went on after hor, while. Babs and
the others helped Bessic to Her feet and
endeavoured to get tho facts from her.

“What's it all about, Bessic?” said Babs.
“Who was that girl, and what did she
want?”

“Qchone! T mum-mean ok!"” wailed
Bessie fAusteredly.  “She said she’'d ece
I didn’t fetch ~Mr. Stewart, begorral.
Sh-she said she was Bub-Bridie O'Rourke,

and it waﬁ;n‘t she was wantin’ to meet hin

“Bub-Babs, Kik-

intoirely.

“Pessic dear, what are yon saying?"
Babs cxclaimed, half bewildered nndnﬁalf
a.r_n}lgod. “You're talking Irish, you funny
girl.”

“Shure,” said Dessie, “thuth-that is—
well, that's what she said. She =aid it's
shtarving she was, but they all say ihat.
1 think she was a confederation of the bib-
burglars!”

“A confederate of tho burglars?" Babs
corrceted,  ““That little thing! But why,
Bessie dear ?”

“8ho was peeping in through-the smtes,
spying about,” Bessic said, ie inning to
foel quite important now that she was ro-
covering herself somewhat. “She said she
was watching the kitchen docr, and I'm
sus-certain she was after the juj-jollies and

things that Mrs. Pupn-Pickles has been
making.”
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The idea of enyone stealing into the
school to burgle Mrs, Pickles' pantry, excel-
lont though its contents usually were, was
too much for Mabs, She went off into a
peal of laughter, while Bessie blinked at
her indignantly. DBabs and Jemima smiled

in spitc of a mutual effort to kecp serions. | =

“That's right, laugh, Mabs!” said Bessic
indignantly.  “You jujjolly well wouldn't
have Jayy {lcd when you fuf-found no jam
for tea.”

“T'm sure we shouldn’t,” Babs said sooth-
ingly. *“DBut, anyway”—as she caught
sight of Clara returning through the gates
with the strange girl—"we'll scon know all
about it. Here's Clara with the girl.”

Clara had o band of the ycunger girl in
her own, and the glance she gave Bessic
as sho approached the little group was
withering, -

“YWhat yarns have you been piicbing, you
fat spooler ” she demmnded. " Bridie here
says you were going to fake her to Mr
Stewart, and goodness knows what. Why

“Why? She's a con-confederate of the
bib-burglars 17 howled DBessie, getting it
right at last.

“‘Shure, an’ that’s what she’s been calling
me all along,” nodded the Irish girl. “An’
I was only watehing the kitchen door
intoirely.” *

“That's what I told you,” hooted Dessic
indignantly. “Watching the kitehen dud-
door intoirely. And the juj-jams and juj-
jellies—"

“Someone gag Bessic and let me speak
for o minute,” requested Clara desperately.
“Mhis is DBridie O’Reurke, who's got no
parents and precious little to live on.  And
she's been coming along to do odd jobs for
cook, in exchange for a moal now and then.
She was watching for cook when Bessie
saw her.”

¥ An' ut’s thinking she was going to give
me in charge for hanging round t?m school
Oi was,” nodded Bridie, in her soft Irish
brogue. “So could you Le wonderin’ that
Oi sthruoggled a bit?”

“Of course not,” Dabs said sympatheti-
cally.  “DBut, you see, Bessic made a big
mistake, Bhe thonght yon were someone
else. But, of course, it's all right now she
kuows, Isn't it, Dessio?”

‘Ii“sic looked uncertainly at the Iris
girl.

“1 sussuppose so,” sho said slowly.
“Only how could I know who she was, you
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Eirls? She only said she was watching the
uk-kitchen doar, and I thought—"

“That's roight,” the Ivish girl rodded.
“Twas lookin’ for ye're cook, Oi was/
8he's glad of an extra hand to help wash

the

ishes, sometimes, or peel the praties

“Pup-praties?”” gasped Bessio weakly. !

“Shure—'taters ye're cook calls 'em. An’
then ut’s havin’ me sthay to dinner or lay,
she'll be sfther doin’. = An' it's moighty
grateful Oi am for the invitation 1

And then Bessio suddenly remembered.

“Haven’t you had an ﬁ.inncr yet 7" she
inquired. “ You sus-said you were hungry,
and I didn't believe you.”

The Irish girl laid a hand on the front
of her shabby frock suggestively.

“Share, and ‘tis ating & house Of could
be,” she said whimsically, *“Ye'd never
belave what a wonderful appetite yo geb
fmi dinner if yo go without ye're breakfast,
til 2

B

s really tendor heart was touched
instantly. She could imagine nothing more
dreadful than a case of genuine hunger.

“QOh, T sus-say|” sho gasped in dismay,
“Haven't you had any breakfast either?
Oh, Bub-Babs, Mabs, dud-did you hear
what sho said 7”7 .

Babs nodded. She had Leen holding a
little consultation with Jemima, Mahs and
Clara, and now she turned and smiled ab
the Ivish girl,

“T,gok here, Bridic,” she said, “wo'ro
going across to the school tuckshop. Weuld
vou like to come end see what Mrs. Jones
as got 1 i

Dridic’s sparkling cyes conveyed her
answer boyond any need of words. Bessio
turned to her eagerly and linked a fat arm
through hers. |

“Yes, come along, Dub-Bridie!”
urged in kindly, if roedy, tones, “Mume-
Mre, Jones sclis the best doughnuts you
over saw. DIl stand you one or tut-two if
the gug-girls will advance me a little money
on n remittance Ui expecting.”

And, moving at a roally remarkable
spoed for her, Dessie led the way, with
Bridie in tow.

Having reached thoe tuckshop —some
scconds in advance of the rest, Pessie was
kaving a heated argument with Mrs. Jones
when the other girls camo up.

“(Oh, rur-really, Mrs, Jenes” she wos
protesting  indignantly, “1  thuth-thisk

sho



“THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN" LIBRARY

that’s very mean and sus-suspicious of you,
[ do rcally, when I'm buying some dough-
nuts for my fuf-friend.”

“Cen't help that, Miss Bunter,” Mrs.
Jones returned uncompromisingly. ©When
you show me that there remittance of yours,
you can have anything you like, DBut I'm
not agoing—"

And then Babs put her head round the
door, nnd Mrs. Jones thawed magically.

Within two minutes the girls were seated
round one of tho tables in Mrs, Jones'
hospitable tuckshop, regaling Bridie with
such delicacies as she had mever before
experienced. .

The girla themselves ate little, it being
nearly dinner-lime, but Bessie was quite
willing to bear the Irish girl company.

Tn between bites, she plied Bridie with
anything that happened to come fo hand,
and even attempted to conch her persnasicns
in Irvish, that Bridie might fecl more at
home !

“Just tut-try one of these ham-rolls,
Bridie, bub-begorrah!” she urged once.
“Or theso sus-sausage onecs are jolly good,
too, hoots, och-aye!”

That was Scotch, of course, but it was
all one to Bessic. It sounded all right,
anyway, and DBridie wasn't {roubling,
apparently.

By the time dinner-bell rang, both Bessic
and Bridie had had all they seemed to
want, and Dabs took Bridic's address and
promised they would all go and see her
later on.

“Wa ought to be able to do something
for the poor litile thing,” she told the
others as, having seen Bridie off at the

ates, they went in_to dinner. “I think I
Enaw someono in Frierdale who wants a
maid.”

Tor the mnext hbalf-hour or so, their
thoughts strayed away from Dridie, though.
The talk ot dinner was all of Alice King
and the dctective, and the theories
‘advanced to account for the prolonged visit
of Alice to the headmistress’ room, werey
many and various, not to say, in some
cases, remarkable.

. Gwen Cook, Nuncy Bell, d Marcia
Toftus, of course, were making ho secret of

their conviction thai thero could be no
doubt whatever now that it was Aliee’s own
father who was the burglar. Alice herself
mizht even be tho accomplice.

r So they gossiiud, and not all the frowns
and black looks of Barbara and Clara

a7

Trevlyn could &luiet them. Marcia & Co.
meant to get their own back now for the
“court ” scene in the dormitory.

The worst of it was, however much they
might be on Alice's side, there was nothing
definite Babs and tho rest could say,
nothing that would form a crushing
counter-argument to the accusation.

When at last they all rcse, Barbara and
her chums felt anything but happy.
Barbara, in fact, put back her chair with
a thump of quite unnecessary and un-
wonted violence, and the frown hovercd
over her usually serene brow until Marjorie
reminded her of her intention to ring up
tho lady she knew in Friardale, an Budie's
behalf, . Marjorie, of course, hed heard all
about Bridie immediatcly her chums came
in, and hor always rcady sympathics were

warmly aroused,
So ﬁm went off fo ask permission to
use the telephono in the scniors’ room.

while the rest of the girls drifted off to
the studies.

The result of the 'phone call was as Babs
expected.  Mrs. Franklyn would go along
and sce the girl that very afternoon, and
if she was aﬁ Babs had deseribed her to
bhe, she would have no hesitation in em-
ploying her.

Barbara rang off with a lighter heart.

CHAPTER 16,
The Tormentors!
e BITER 17 a%ed Katio Smith,

B It was the first timo she had

spoken, although she and Alics had

been alone in the study at least a
quartor of an hour, All that time Alico
King had lain humped in the armehain, her
head in her hands, whilst Katie lookel out
of the window,

But now she had turned, ard Alice was
watching her through her fingers & she
sat there dry-eyed, too weary and ill t¢ cry.

o ie,” she moaned, “what's guing
en 1" -

“] dow't know,” admitied Katie; but
she looked at her friend compasionately.

* Alice, why didn't you tell me about it?
‘Why didn’t you let me know, I could havg
helped you.”

Alice shrank back.

“ About what?" she gasped.

* About—your father, of couwse.™
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How grimly Alice’s hands clenched then,
and how strangely her eycs shone.

“ Beeause I didn't believe it. I don’t
believe it now! Katie, you—you don’t
beliove it?  Tell me you don’t believe it,
cither I

Katic Smith frowned, and shrugged ber
shoulders.

“What else can one believe? You know
it was your father who gave the message
tor Busie?”

*“It—it looked like him.”

“It was, You gave thut away by faint-
ing,” siid Katie. *“Oh dear, what a mess
it ail is. I think your father must be the
boss, Susie—""

“Hg is not, Katie! He is not!1” i

Alice's voics rose almost to o shriek in
jis vehemence, but Katie did not heed.

“You know he is. Ho must be,” she said.
“Of course you can't well adwmit it exactly.
But he must be. Otherwise, why doecs he
disguise and bring messages {o usie.”

“Y don't know.” X

“There can’t be any other explanation,

can there? But it must be an awiul shock
to you.”
Alico got up, and moved about rosilessly.
“Tt jsn’t a shock, because I don't be-
lieve it. I shall never belicve that my
father is dishonest. You don’t know him,
or you couldn’t think it, ecither, Katic. ITo
is not, ho is not, he i3 not!” And she
slamped her foot furiously.

Katie did not answer, bul it was guile
clear what she thought, Alice came across
the study and faced her friend, her cyes
faming, a bright red spot in either check.

*“Qh, Katie, he is not a thief, You
must belicve that! You are wy friend.
You must help me and him.”

“Help you—help him,”
“What do you mean?”

“Why, help to get him free, of course,”
said Alice, overwrought and excited. “Weo
eculd do it, together, I'm sure we could.
There must be a way.”

Kafie Smith regarded her intently.

“To get frce? You don't know what
you're suggesting, Alice. Even if we conld,
why, my goodness, it'd be criminal. He's
been eitesied. How conld we do it, any-
way? It's a wonder they arven’t mniore
strict with you, considering the way you
intercented that message.”

Alice’s face fell,

“I was such a duffer,” she said.

Katie stared,

“T fell
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into their trap. They knew that the message
wes coming, and they meant me to intercept
it.  They must have suspected that—that
it was my father, and now they know ™

“Well,” eried Katie, “That proves it !

“Proves what1”

“About your father, said Katie, rather
awkwardl, “If he's got o rcaliy good
motive, why should he go about in disguise,
T'd like to know.”

Alice’s lip “quivered, and she gave Katie
a_pitcous, appealing look. She admired
Katie intensely, snd thought her clever
beyond her years, with a level head.
Surely Katie, she had rcasoned, would un-
derstand,

. But Katic did not secm to be understand-
ing at all. Bhe was taking it for granted
that Mr, King was & criminal,  Yet what
clse could she do, not knowing him, What
other explanation was there?

_ Even Alice, who had thought and thought -
it out until ber broin scemed on five, could
tind no solution.

“Poor old Alice,” said Katio =oftly.
“I wish I could do something to help you.
But I can’'t! He's arrestod, and it will ell
be over soon. What I'm afraid of is——""

She did not finish the sentence, but the
look in her eyes gave Alice the clue to what
her friend had been about to say,

“¥Youn mean—you mean that I'll have to
leave the school?” she gasped,

Katie nodded.

“I don’t seo what else Miss Primroso
could do, It won’t be pleasant for you
here, will it, and the other girls—"

Even as she mentioned the other girls
they came into earshot. . Dinner was over,
and they were free for a little while.

Down the corridor they came, talking
loudly, and some snatches of their conversa-
tion reached Katic’s study. Quickly she

sprang toward the door to shut it. But
it was too late!
“Where's the yonng criminali” they

heard Gwen Cook ask.

“¥Yes, where ig she?”

“ Katic’s study most likely.”

The door was burst open before Katie
could reach it, and Gwen Cook, a queer,
excited look on her face, halted there.
Marcia Loftus, and Nancy Bell were »y'ith

1ot :
“My hat! Haven’t they thrown you cut
et 7" sncered Gwen.
“And Katie, teo—a pair of them.”
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“0Oh, go away!" said Katio shortly.
“8hut the door und run away, Gwen.”

“I'm staying,” said Gwen coolly. “I've
never had a really good leck at a burglar,
and I like to know what they lock Iike.
much swag did your father ges,

I hopo That’s the right word.”

"'l‘hat‘a right—swag !” nodded Marcia
Loftus, “Mow much is your share?”

Alice did not re She was trying
Lard not to notice t .

“Oh, do go a“uy Ahce had nothing
to do with it!” stormed Katie furiously.

“Tell that where it will be believed,”
sneered i\!arcul. “We've had it from
Boker—""

“Ho heard it somewhere.”

“Yes, at the door,” snapped Katie, and
realised her mistake too late.

“QOh, then it's truc," gaid Gwen quickly,
“Thanks for tellin Poker says Alice
was in_ league wl%} that ugly-lnnkmg ser-
vant, Susie. Her sort, I suppose.”

“And probably that burglar business
first time was a fake,” added Marcia.

"Yes. rather I

“Anyway, sho knows what her father is
now,” mocked Gwen. *“No wonder she
didn’t like to say. I supposc be calls him-
self an oxpert in crime, or yomething high-
falutin. It must be nice to live in a
mansion—""

“On stolen moncy,”
“Splendid.”

But Alice could control herself no longer.

“My father is not a burglar. It is all
a wicked mistake. His, money is not
stolgn money. You dare say that!”

“Ho lives on stolen money,” said Gwen,
with a nasty grin,

Alice picked up the nearest object, a large
cushion, and hurled it at the girl in the
doorway. Gwen Cook turned her side to
meet the cushion, caught her foot in the
mat, and over-balanced,

Crash ! into Marcia she went, and erash!
into Nancy they both went, fa!lmg in a
huddled heap on the floor,

“Oh, dear!” .

*“The fittle ‘cat!”

“TUl throw somcthing harder than that
if you don’t go,” screamcd Alice, but Katie
caug'ht her arm.

‘“ Alice, for goodness’ sake!”

*Then thcy shouldn’t come in and tor-

ment me,” said Alice her breath coming

pub in Nancy Bell.
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i{] S]'Ig‘l‘t gasps,  “Ib isw'i fair, I hate
them 1

Marcia, Gwen, and \un(\ picked them-
solves up, as another relay of givls arrived
on the scene. But the ielay was of
friends, not of encics.

“ Marcia, come away 1”
fern,

“Yes, clear off !” eried Clara warningly.

But Marcia & Co. did not clear off as they
were bidden ; they just stood there, bruised
and resentful.

““The little thief 1" exclaimed Gwen, “We
might, hava expected ler to behave like a
hooligan.”

“*Come, come, my dear beloved Gwen,”
said Jemima Carstairs, “hardly a hooligan,
snrely. Merely & little playful. Didn's
sho like your calling her a thicf?”

“It's the truth!™ interrupted Mareia.

Jemima gave a faint cheer.

“Girls,” she said. “The millenium is
herel Qur dear friend Marcia says that
truth—""

“Fat lot sho knows about it,” growled
Clara.  “She can cloar off with all sha
knows about truth.”

“I'm staying here,” snapped Marcia.
“Suppose she started to burgle the studies,
what then?”

“Suppose you tried to mind your own
busmc;s, " retorted Katie,

The argument might lave gone on in
definitely had not an interruption come
almost immediately  Stella Stone came
along the corridor.

As she approachedpthe angry talking died
away for, being a monitress, Stela had the
power of “handing out” hnes o fact that
had to be considered. But even thoagh
they were suddenly silent, Stelh did not
scem  very pleased.

“What in tho world is all this noise
about 7"’ she asked. sternly. *Why are all
vou girls looking like ravenous kirds 7"

“T think therc’s a littlo argument in pm-
gress,” smiled Babe

“Well, for gocdm‘as sake let us try to
keep order when thero are strangers abeut.
We don’t want that detective man to think
we keep an aviary here,”
lSnmo of tho girls smiled slmepxsh]y at
that.

*“Is Alico hero?"” went on Stelh.

“She's in Katie’s study.”

“How long has she been there?”

But as Darbara could not say that Sfeﬂa

said Barbara Rcd- ;
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went to find out for herself. But at the
door of the study she paused, for inside the
room Alice was erying bitterly, and Katio
Smith glred furiously at the door, thinki
it was Marcia & Co. about to make a fresh
attack,

It did not take Stella long to realise what
had happened.

“Gwen Cook, Mareia, go back to the
Form-room at once,” she said sternly.

“But it's not time yet, Stella—""

“Go back to the Form-room!"

+ They went then, and the monitress entored
the study, closing the door behind her,

+ “Katic, how long has Alice been here?”
she asked.

“Ever since wo came Lere from Miss
Primrose’s study, Stella.”

“I see. Well, Mr. Stewart wishes to
aﬁgak to you both again, He said some-
.thing ebout somcone’s having escaped, and
he wanted to know if either of you have
been out of the gates.”

“Qh, no, Stella. Wec have neither of us
been out of this room.”
i “Then you'd better go and tell Mr. Stewart
that, Katie, Alice, you must really try
to stop erying.”

Alice made a great endeavour to pull
herself togcther, and really it was not so
hard after that gleam of hope in Stella’s

news.

{_ ‘““He's escaped,” whispered Katie. “Oh,
dear, do you know I feel almost glad.”

+ %] know I do,” Alico smiled tearfully. "I
could cheer about it.””

“DBut we mustn’t,’”” protested Katie, who
had an ingrained scnse of law and order.
s'“Wc mustn’t go against the police.”

. “I'd go agamst anyone for daddy,” said
‘Alica valiantly, “but it won't be necessary.
I know he's innocent,”

t_ Katie wisely made no reply to that, and
[in silence they made their way once more
to Miss Primrose’s study,

m—

CHAPTER 17,

i ‘A Tense Moment!

. CROWD of girls were gathered
round the wood-shed in the school

L- grounds, and there was a buzz of
excitement in the air as Alice and

iKatie reached it.

§_They had been directed there by Miss

‘Matthews, who followed them across the
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quadrangle, and, full of wonderment, they
joined the fringe of tho crowd.

“Here they arel’” yelled somcone.
“Make way for Miss Billie Sykes.”’ :
But Alice, with her arm linked in Katie's,
forced her way through wuntil she had
reached Mr. Stewart, where he stood talking
to & young assistant, The assistant was
obviously wildly eoxcited about something,
and so was Piper, the school porter.

“Come and took 'im, they did, aforo 1
could do anything,” said Piper. *'I ses,
‘You can’t come 'ere,’ I ses! Then they
i‘umpu the walls. So I ses, ¢ You've no right
ere,) I ses. ‘Clear off!’  Then_they
went to this 'ere shed. Of course, I told
‘am about it, I ses, * This is private pro-
perty, and you'll be ircspassed for pro-
sceutin'—er—I mean—"""

“What I gather from all this,” said Mr
Stewart, none too patiently, “is that they
came in h,c're, and no cffort was made to

1 did my best, sir,”’ said the assistant,
and the girls felt rather sorry for him.

“The fact remains,” he got away,” said
Mr. Stewart, curtly, “How many men are
there hore.” .

““'Three, sir."

The detective nodded, then turned to
Alice and Katie. i

“Well, what do you know about this ?"* he
asked.

“Nothing," replied Kalie, at once. *Wo

{ havo neither of us been out of my study

since we wero with you.

“H’'m! He's got away, nevertheless, and
I think he was helped by someono who
knew the place. Fortunately the servant
is under observation. I wish I had kept you
two girls under observation, too.”

“Us?” gnsged Katie. “Surely you don’t |
think we— " :

“I don’t know what to think,” said the
detective, turning to his assistant,

Katie's face flamed, and she turned away,
staring at the wrecked door of the wood-
shed, where Alice's father had been a
prisoner.

He had escaped, and Alice could not help
being thrilled by the fact, though she had
;Mlo hope that he could remain free for
ong.

As for Katie, she was worried and anxious.
Her father being 2 man of some importance
in the world of detectives, she felt she had
in some vague way stained the family
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‘escutcheon, though she was quihe innocent
of having aided in Mr. King's escape.
“Can’t we do anything?” she faltered to
- the man who now stood by the woodshed.
“l:f_ you can tell me where they've gone
iy

“But we can’t. How can wo know 7"’

“Phen there's nothing you can do. I've
telephoned everywhere, and they’ll be
caught, sure as fate,'il they keep in the
car. But I'm afraid they won't.”
| A group of girls were already standing in
the gateway, looking up and down the road
in tEe greatest possible excitement. That
the rescue of the burglar should have taken
place whilst they were at morning lessons
was really too bad, and when the bell went
for the resumption of study, there was a
chorus of protests and groans.

It was the sccond time the bell had gone,
too, and presently a mistress appeared at the
hall deorway, and clapped her hands im-
patiently.

; **We shall have to get back to the Form-
room,” said Katie, )

| “TUnless we'ro wanted here,” said Alice,
“My Form-mistress doesn’t expect me, and
I couldn’t work if I tried, so I shan’t go.”’
i Katie, who was torn between a desire to
seo this mystery through, -and anxicty as
to what would happen if she stayed, came to
a sudden decision.

1 “I've got to try to help here, too,” she
said. “{[y father would be simply furious
if .h:u’ thonght I'd been helping eriminals

“My father is not a criminal, Katio. You
need not stay—there is really nothing we
ean do. I am going to sce Susie.”

“Yes, that’s an idea. Come on!”

Susie, for some reason that Mr, Stewart
had 1ot cxplained, was still “at large ™ in
the school. Probebly she was being closely
watched, in the hope that sho would try to
communicate with some of her allies.

All the girls had resumed lessons, so that
the schocl was quite quiet when Alice and
Katie found Susie ceaning some stairs at
the top of the school,

“Hallo!"’ said Watic.
with you.”

The servant pnt down her serubbing-brush
and regarded them warily.

“What d'ye want with me?” she said
surlily, -

“Do  you know
ezcape P whispered
“The man's escaped.””

“Weo want 2 word

anything about

1 this
Alice

breathlessly. | you he has!”
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“What, the old man,”’ =aid the girl
eagerly. “Not your pa, the Bunty Boss.

lon't say.
Alice did not reply. B
“Never mind who he was,"” sajd Katie,
curtly. “Do you knew anything about it 7"
Susic put a hand on her hips, her eyes
narrowing. v
“‘So they got him, did they P’ she said.
“Well, he won't like that.'” :
“Like it 2" .
Something in the servant-girl’s tone made
Alice catch her breath and regard the nar-
row oyes anxiously,
“Wh-what do you meani” sho faltered.
Susio laughed harshly.
“He’s got what’s coming to him for
double-crossin®,” she said. *““That's what I,
mean. I didn’t know he was the Bunty,
Boss, till you let it out to the ’tec. My,
word, ch? Fancy him doing his own jobs,
eh? That means he's a double-crosser.”
“I don’t understand,” frowned Alice.
“But I do,” said Katie, “You mea
Susie, he's been letting you down 1” 5
“T should say he is, and all,” said Susi
“He's lotting the whole gang down, selling
them all to” the police; that's what he’s
doing.”* i
Her voico rose shrilly, and her eyes blazed.
““How do you know 1" asked Katie, “I—
don't believe it.” o)
“Oh, don't you? Well, I know, I had
the straight tip.” il
Katie looked at her measuringly, then
smiled, i
“They’ve got evidenco cnough against
you, then, an nﬁm'nst the peopls who gavg
you what you call the tip, Bui where lave
they taken him td, if not to resque him?" 4
“I'm sure I don’t know, and I’m swo I
don't care. DBut they'll get thdr revenge
all right.’” X :
Alice went white. Lk
“They've taken hini away, but—but—not
to rescue him?” she gasped. oo
“Just understood me, ch?” asked the
girl, with a sncer. “Yes, that's it, if you
want to know. Fe's getting it i tho mekd
Hc's had the lion's share, anié now he's
getting cold feet, nard trying to betray the
ang.” i
“My father a fraitor!” cried Alice. “iTe's
not. He wouldn’t betray anyore.” [
“0Ob, wouldn’t het Well, 'm tcling

“Then he's on the side of the lu,” pro-
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tested Katic. “He's only pretended to be
a criminal, perhape, to help the detectives.”

Susie winked.

“That's a good 'un,” she jeered. “I'vo
heerd that onc before, amj so have the

lice. Guess they won't let him off so
ightly this time, though.”

Alice gulped.

“I don't believe it! ' My father’s not a
criminal, but if ho were he wouldn’t let his
friends down.”

Susie shrugged her shoulders, then knelt
down and started vigorously to serub the
stairs, As far as she was concernod the
interview was obviously finished, so the
two girls walked off. But when they had
gone_a little way, Katic put .her fingers to

er lips.

“Run downstairs,” she whispered, "and
make as much noise as you can. Protend
to be talking to me—""

Alice looked puzzled, but she did as she
was told. A few seconds later, she crept
back, and together sho and Katie stood
silently, listening.

“Right-ho!" they heard Susie's voice say.
“Tho ivy's strong and you can manage it."

Both girls cautiously poeped round a
corner just in time to see an old man get
through the window, which led out on to
some lends of an outhouse.

He had o beard, and there was no doubst
in Katic’s mind as to who he was. Sho
sprunﬁ forward, her lips opening to give a
yoll, her eyes gleaming excitedly.

But ihat yeoll never came. For behind
her, Alice had seen, too, and she clapped a
hand ficreely over tho Fourth-Former's
mouth,

A sccond later the old man had escaped !

CHAPTER 18,
Face to Facel

“ LICE, how could you?”

A Katie turned furiously upon
her friend, who steed regarding
her, wild-eyed and fearfully.

“I—I just had to. I—I couldn't let him

be caught. Oh, Katie, T just couldnt!”

But Iatie could not wait to bear any

explanations. Tho man was a criminal
first and ber friend's father afterwards.

For her own father's sake she must do!
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cvnryt]:irag in her power to sce that he was
recaptured. Down the stairs she flew, with
Alica King close at her heels, and they
simply raced out of the hall into the quad.

The mnan, however, was nowhere to be
scen at all, and they looked for him in
vain. :

“He's gone—he's gone!” cried Alice, and
could not keep the joy out of her voice.
“Oh, thank goodness!”

Dut Katie did not answer. She turned
arnd walked towards the school, and enter-
ing made her way straight to tho head-
mistress’ study. Sho found Miss Primrose
alone.

. “Oh, Miss Primrose,” she cried. “ Whero
is Mr. Stewart? T have just scen the
prisoner in the school.”

“In the school? Gocdness gracious, girl
—where?"”

Katie hurriedly explained, omitting to
fill in, however, any details of Alice's part
in tho adventure. Miss Primrose wont
to the window.

“Mr. Stewart is down by the gates.
Run down to him as fast as you can,
Katic,” she urged, and Katie ran off.

Sho had necded no second bidding, and
she fairly sircaked across the quadrangle,
wavin, cr hand and calling so cxcitedly
that she had no difficulty in attracting the
attention of the man who stood by the
school-gates.

He walked towards her. :

“Hello! What have you discovered?”
he asked. ]

“The man—the prisoner!” gasped Katio,
quite out of breath. “He got out of the
top window—Susie helped him. At thoe
back of the school.” :

Mr. Stewart looked hard at her, thon
turned to his assistant. Then he blew a
whistle and ran off across the quadrangle.
That hesitation on his part Katie managed
to interpret correetly. o intended lo
make sure thet she was telling the truth
before taking the guard from the gates.

It was quite hard work for Katie to keep
up with him, but sho succecded, looking
round every now and then for Alico.

Dut Alice King was nowhere in sight.
She was at the top of the school, peering
out of a liftlo window, keeping watel.
Susic had gone she knew not where.
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A minute later, however, she heard a
gasp, and running out into the narrow
corridor and looking up the stairs, she saw
the servant girl, with a thin, plain-clothes
detective.

Susic was captured!

; But Alice could not care much what
happened to Susie.  She went back to her
post at the window, staring out, hoping
ithat she might seo the arrival of Mr.
Stewart, and warn her father. But she
could not sco where he lay concealed.

| She saw, presently, Mr. Stewart and his
assistant arrive, and beneath ber window
they both halted.

| *Nowhero in sight,” sbe heard the deteo-
tive say sharply. “My word! 8's
shiftpc'd pretty quickly. You didu’t sce any-
one?’” )

~ “No one, sir.”
# And then, behind Alice, came the tall,
thin, plain-clothes man, and he leant out of
an adjoining window.
t “I have locked the servant: in a room,
sir,” he said. “I heard somcone call, and
she was darting about—"
| “Have you scon = man—chap with a
beard ?” asked Mr. Stewart quickly.
. “No, sir.”
¢ Alice's heart leapt.
her hands and laugh.
How clever her father was!
he tricked theml
| But her pleasure was not very long-
lived; for she could not forget that he
.was not acting like an innocent person.
Innocent people had no need to behave in
this way, and why was ho in leaguo with
Susie? :
! Alice’s mind was in a whirl. She tried
to think out all the details of the case.
Susie, who had said that “the Doss " wos
betraying the gang, that she wanted to
see him arrested, had helped him to escape.
I Her duplicity was obvious, now; Alice
knew that Susio had deliberately tricked
them. Katie fortunately, or unfortu-
nately from Alice’s point of view, had
suspected that.
| And now—where was her father?
' Staying up bere was of no uso to any-
one, so she hurried do\\’zbtto join in the
search. She found Mr. SBtewart and tho
plain-clothes officer in  conversation, and
Jthey both regarded her suspiciously,

She wanted to clap

How easily
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But they did not stop her, or even speek
to her at all; though she got the impres-
sion that she would be watched, and that
they imagined sho would go and speak to

er father, that she knew where he was

iding,

Her first impulse had been to scck him
out. Now wisdom made her refrain.  She
would stay where sho was. Nothing she
would do should help them to find him,
whatever his reason for behaving like this
might be.

he had wandered about in_the school
aimlestly for some time when Katic called
to her, and she went over to her.

“Do you lnow where your father is,
Alice?’ she asked. Her voice was stern,
anddAlice’s lips quivered as she shook her

cad.

“I don't—really, I don't!”

“Arc you sure?”

“Yes, I am. But if I did know 1
wouldn’t tell you,” she returned dofiantly.

“Alice, yow've got to help. It's best
for overyone. You'll only put yourself in
the wrong if you go on like this. Perhaps

your father is o detective—or—or—p'raps
he’s helping the police.”

“Heo must be doing something like that,
} W

Siall wc;dtoll "Mr. Slcwallrt what Susie
said 7” queried Katio anxiously.

Aliceqhe!itated, then nodded her hesd.

“P'raps we'd better.”

They sought out Mr. Stewart and told
him of their talk with the servant girl.
He regarded them thoughtfully, then
scratched hig head. .

«Tt doesn’t sound very likely,” he said,
« And, anyway, Katie, this girl Busio ien't
to be believed, is she?"” . X

“8he seemed very angry,” said Katie

« And then helped the man to get away
Doesn't quite tally, does it 1"

“But w:f he” the same man?”

ati ickly.

Kshoe ?cl:'lkeévﬂt Alice,.and that girl nolded
her head.

“Tt was the same bearded man,” she had
to admit. g

“Your [ather in disguize,”” nodded the de:
tective. “I haven't a doubt about ihat,
nor that Miss Susie is in the game. 1 am
sorry to say, i that your fathar is

askec

lic
wanted by the police as there is every
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evidence to prove that he has been engaged
in crime for some years—-"

Every ounce of colonr drained from the
girl’s faco.

«QOh, but he_couldn’t. He couldn’t—he’s
my father. Ho's a dwmling—you don't
know.”

“T know of him,” came the rciort. “And
T must warn you, Alice, that il you don’t
want to help in the capture of your father,

and this is quite understandable, you will be
woll advised to take no part in the affair
at all.” He spoke quite kindly and Jaid &

hand on her shoulders. “It is a sad piece
of nows for you, very sad, and I am very
gorry fov yon. But—the law must be
adhered to and justice must be done. The
law is no respector of persons.”’

“I know—but—it isn't daddy.”

My, Stewart patted her shoulder again,

“Do you think you had better go home 1"
ho_asked.

But Alice certainly
that.

“No.
desert him.
said fiercely. :

The detcctive sheok his head.

“You must do nothing,” he said. “I will
not ask you to betray your father. Tt is
natural that you should believe him to be
jnnocent. But he must stand his trial, and
if he is innocent he has nothing to fear.”

did pot want to do

I won't desert daddy. T won't
1 1 can, VIl help him!"” she

“Phat is guite Lrue, Alice,” put in Katie. |

«But think of the disgrace,” burst out
Alice wildly. “And the shock it would be
to mummy. She'd never get over it. Oh,
it can’t be true—it just can’t!”

A kindly gleam shone in the detective's

eyed.

!"I like your faith in your father,” he
said. “1f I had a_daughter I should like
just such loyalty. But since you are so foud
of him, Alice, you must see that the best
thing is for him to come to justicg.”

They walked reund to the front of the
schaol, still trying to convince her, whilst
Katie, who had linked arms with her, whis-
pered what consolation she could.

But a sudden commotion at tho gates
stopped them from entering the school.
They saw the ant step forward hur-
riedly and clap a man on the shoulder.

The man was well-dressed, and of good
carriage, and npon being touched, he turned
th an astonished exclamation.

round wi

But their attention wos goon taken off i don't cave
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TICURE! "
the man, for Alice King gave a sudden cry
and started forward.

“Qh, gracious—daddy!”

“Your father!”

Mr. Stewart quickened his eteps and
Katie had to run to keep up with them.
The stranger turned toward them, an angry
ook on his face.

“What is the meaning of this?’ he de-
manded. Katie looked at him, and liked
him immediately,

“Mr. King?” asked the detective, very
quietly.

“Yes, and who are you? I should like
some explanation. 1 came to see my
daug—— Why, Alice! I came here to sce
you, dear!"’

He caught np Alice and kissed her, look-
ing down into her face.

“\Why, child, you've been crying.”

“I'm not, duddy—really.”

Mo put her down, and turned to the
detective.

«1 don't understand this at all,” ho said.
“] game down to visit my daughter, here,
and I am told T am under arrest.”

“f am afraid vou ave,” said Mr. Stewart
coolly. “Hoere i8 my card.” A

Mr. King examined the card.

“You are a detective 1’ he eaid. “T still
do not understand.  What have I to do with
this? Why am I to be arrested?’ I
Dewildered gaze wandered over them.

The detective regarded him quizzically.

<] pdmire your nerve,” he said, “You're
a clover actor, but it won't pass.”

M. King frowned now.

“I don’t know what you are
about. There is some mistake,”
shortly.

«Oh, daddy, there is—there is. They
think you're-a criminal, a burglar, eried
Alice, “almost hysterical with relief at her
father’s look of surprise. Oh! how could
she ever have doubted his innocence! “Isn’t
it absurd 7

“H'm!” The detective looked down hia
nose. “There is such a thing as law an
order, Mr. King.”

«],aw and order? Why, naturaily.” Mr.
King looked more and more puzzled; be
also scemed to be getiing angry.

“Oh, daddy—I was 8o frightened, though
I knew—IL k " Alice choked., I

talking
he said

Knew:
what they say.”’
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Mr. Stewart pursed his lipe.

“We had beiter discuss thia inside, T
think,” he said. “You change very quickly,
Mr. King. Though 1 euppose to discard a
beard is not o difficult matter.”’

“A beard? What on earth are you raving
about 1"

Mr. Stewart, however, had turned to-
ward the school-house am{, with Alice hang-
ing upon her father’s arm, they walked
across the quadrangle,

As they reached the school the thin, plain-
clothes man emerged, his hand firml
grasping the arm of Susie, the servant-girl,
who was dressed in her outdoor clothes.
She started as she saw Mr. King, then
locked away, but she emiled queerly, and
the detective looked at her keenly.

“QOne minute, there!” he called.
that girl inside here a moment,
get this thrashed out.”

He walked ahead with Alice’s father and
Susie, whilst Alice and Katie brought uE
the rear. Alice was simply dmneing wit
excitement, but Katie was very serious.

“You'll have to give your evidence goon,”
she said, looking sideways at Alice.

“I don’t care, I know duddy’s innocent,”
answered Alice happily. *You saw he knew
nothing sbout it.”

“But you saw him disguiced.”

Alice stopped and blushed.

“Oh, but daddy'll explain that easily.”

Katie Smith, however, did not think so.
She was not so overcome with joy that sho
could not gee it was going to be a very diffi-
cult matter for Mr. King. However much
he might protest that he had ncthing what-
ever to do with the bearded man, it would
be hard to prove it to the eatisfaction of
My, Btewart and his assistants.

Even his own daughter had seen him,
had blanched with horror and fear. How
could he explain that?

Suppose he pleaded ignorance of the
whole affair? Only too clearly could Katie
sce the end of it all. Mr, Stewart would
call Alice as a witness—sho would have to
give her evidenco, and in that way, all
unwittingly, would seal her father’s doom.

But not a word did Katie say to Alice,
though her heait ached for her friend.
Alice was so happy now, and in a moment
—misery would take the place@of that hap-

iness, tears chase away all the laughter in
Eer dancing eyes.

“I want
We must

55
CHAPTER 19,
‘When Her Faith Was Justified,

& HEV'VE got him!" sald Gwen
Cook excitedly, “I've heard all
about it.”

“Who hasn’t?” asked Clara.

“It’s all over the school. But fancy his

walking into the trap like that.”

“Phew! What a nervel”
“But Alice gave him away,” said Gwen

Cook. “I know she E:nva him away.”"

“Poor kid—not for the purposel”

But Gwen Cook shrugged her shoulders.

“The detective has been_ talking to her
for hours and hours, and Katie’s hanging
about in the hall,’” she said. “It’s pretty
well over by now.”

The excitement had spread round the
school very quickly, for there were girls
who had seen the arrest from the Form-
room windows.

Lessons that day had not progressed very
much, and mistresses had had much ado to
keep the girls from jumping up and peer-
ing out of the windows. 5 ]

“Poor Alice,” sighed Barbara. “I’'m jolly
sorry for her, Fancy finding out your
father's a criminal.”

“She refuses to believe it,” said Phyllis
Howell, “Katio told me all about it—she
was_with them.”

“Oh, what does ghe say 1"’

“8ho says there’s no chance for him,
Alice recognised him as the bearded man,’
and she can't go back on what she's said
before. Her father denies it all, of course,”.

“0Oh, crumbs!’’ ¢

They foregathered in the hall, then
despite the monitresses’ warning. The crowd
was too large to ordered about ll::‘v
monitresses, and the hall was quite packed.’

Katio Smith eoon found herself the centra,
of an eager group, all of whom seemed to
be talking at once.

“They've rounded him up, then,” sid
Gwen Cook lou{ilir. “T always knew they
would. And a jolly good job, tco. If you
ask me—""

“We
“Wh

“]
abashed,
the time."

“Then why did she give him away as she
did 7’ retorted Katie, bridling. “Not tlat
she meant to, but she couldn’t avoid it.
She was so worried—""

don’t,”” said Freda Foote coolly.
ever should we{”

ou ask me,” wenbt on Gwen un-
“Alice has been in with him all
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,, It was only a few minutes lator that the
‘oot of Miss Primrose's study opened, and
Alico walked out, her face ghastly white.
The girls all looked at her, some compassion-
ately, some marel¥1 interestedly, as she
walked toward the hall.

But Stella Stone came forward to clear
away tho curious crowd.

“Don’t stand there, g:laping and staring I
sho said. “Have a little fecling!”

“Yes, come on," said Barbara, in a Jow

voice.

And the better-natured of the girls forbore
staring ut Alice, elthongh the urge to do
g0 was vory great, No girl could have
suffered more than Alice did as she walked
through the crowd of girls, knowing what
thought was in every mind.

Thoy thought her father a master-
criminal, disgraced, shamed, and con-
demned.

But her mother held her thoughts

chicfly. What would her mother fecl, she
who had always worshipped Alico's father,
and held him up as the most splendid man

alive ?

What a fall it would be, the wreck of all
sheir lifo and happiness. Their idol had
failed them, and in his hour of need Alice
had failed him, too!

5, Katio Smith was beside hor as they went
up to the dormitory, where, teo worn out
to ery, too tired to talk, Alico just sat on
the cdge of the bed, her mouth parched,

her nerves on edge.
o Alico! Alice, I'm so awfully sorry!”
“They trap me,” Alice said wearily.

. Oh, Katie, they made me give him away!
It was cruel—cruel! You should have seen
his faco when I said I recognised him.
denied it at Brst, but the detective had my
other evidence all written down. And Miss
Primrose heard it, and—and that horrid
girl, Susie.”
wf'Did she give him away, too?" asked
Katie, -
844 No, . she didn’t. She denied everything,
and that made it worse, because they knew
i\m wasn't telling the truth. She said he
$adn't climbed out of the window, that she
had nover seen him before,” Alice gabbled,
‘quite overwrought. “And it wasn't true.
ho broke down afterwards, and cried, and
admitted it,” £ K d
- “My goodness!" A
“And he'll go to prison! My daddy'll
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go to prison,” she sobbed. “Oh, Katie,
whatever can I do?”

Katio Smith clenched and unclenched her
hands. There was a lump in her throat,
and it seemed as though little, sharp spears
were pricking her cyes. But sho wouldn’t
cry, even though she wanted to.

“ Alice, there might just be a way out,”,
she said. i

“A way ont! How—how could there bo
now ?” |

Katio was pacing up and down restlessly.

“He must be innocent,” she muttered.
“Ho scemed so genuincly surprised. He
must be innocent.”

“I know. And he couldn't understand
4t when I gave him away, Katie. You
should have seen how he looked at me. Oh,
Katie, I feel as if I had sent him to prison.
If only I had denied everything,” sho

asped. “Why didn’t he tcﬁ me? Why
didn't he let me know 1" i

“Tsn't there any chance at all? Couldn't
he have been pretending fo help them, to

round up the gang?” broke in Katie
cagerly., “It's happened before, with my
father, Oh, dear, I wish ho were here!

I've a good mind to send for him.” i
“You couldn’t, Miss Primrose wouldn’t
allow it, Katie, Mr. Stewart would be
insulted.” ¥
Katie knew that, and she nodded her
head despondently, knowing that there was
no hope that way. -
“Daddy proved that he had come in by,
truin,” went on Alice. “They could con
firm that at the station, But Mr. Stewart
said ho had got out of the car at Courtficld,
and como on from there. He had time to
take off the disguise, and come here again:
as_himself, That's what Mr. Stowart said.”]
Katie nodded nbsently, Sho had guessed;
a1l that herself, and was puuhn¥ and worry-|
ing to find a_way out. But there seemed,
none. Mr. King seemed ,15}?11:{, and that|
uilt must be punished. e law, as Mr.|
%tnwart had said, was no respecter of)
persons. G
What she could do, Katie did not know;
but suddenly she stopped her restless pacing:
up and down, and Alice looked up at her
hopefully. - S 1
“Katio, youw've thought of something?”
sho psked eagerly. 3 %
“Oh, I-I wonder " said Katie, with a
faint smil iy

& 5
“What? Oh, do tell me!”
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Kate, however, shook her head.

4T don't want to raise your hopes,” sho
said." “T havo thought of something, but
L "Some way of proving daddy’s inmo-
conco ?” breathed Alice,
Y, “Yes, | think so0.”

“Bat how? Oh, Katic, you must tell
‘me!”

- But Kalie would not.
S “It is only an ides,” she said, and a
iminute later ran out of the room so suddenly
‘and so quickly that Alice was teo surprised
to follow her. *
tx Down the stairs Katio ran and into the
‘crowded hall, whero sho stood, looking to
right and left of her. She was looking for
one of the detective's assistants, but though
she hunted everywhere, upstairs and down,
she could not find them.
i Sho eventually found three of them ai the
gaics, and called to them excitedly. The
tall, thin man ecame forward.
{ "You wanted us?” he asked.
+ “I wanted to speak to you,” said Katie
breathlessly. “I wanted to ask you a ques-
‘tion mbout that girl Susie. I think Ive got
a clue” . x
£ A clue?” eaid the man, in some surprise.
“But they'vo got the man all right now.”
b I want to know if you had an assistant
with you upstairs?” persisted Katie, ignor-
ing his last remark completely. '
b “Well, Johnson was with me,"” said the
tall man, looking at her intently. “But ho
went downstairs again. Why?”

v “I just wondered,” said Katio casily.
t]But the men did not intend to leave it at

hat, «

+ “You've got on to something, I can sco.

What is it?’ he asked sharply.

1. “Oh, nothing!" said Katie, and ran off

before he could question her further.

. 8ho ron off as fast as she could then to

tho back.of tho school, and made a hurried

isearch of the ground, but sho had been

there only u minute or so when Alice

joined hor. Alice was greatly excited, but

‘obviously puzzied by Katic's manner.

“ #Katio, do tell mo! What are you look-

ing for?" she ericd.

# “Clothes,” she said briefly,

beard—the disguise.”

e “But why?"" Alice’s face fell immediately.

¥ T thought you wanted to belp daddy.”
“Yes, so I do. Now, please don't waste

“And 8
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time asking a lot of questions. I can’t tell
you now, Alice, but I do want to help
your father.”
Alice caught her arm, her eyes gleaming.
“QOh, Katie, if only you could!”
Katie returned tho pressure of Alice's

arm,

“J'd like you to go up to the window
wo watched from,” Katie said.

“But why?”

“Never mind now. Just go np there, but
don’t let anyone see you looking out. Just
watch everything.”

Alice, who could not make any sense out
of this rtemark, just stared at her, but
Katic spoke so urgently that she ran off and
entered the school by & back entrance not
far frem them and mounted the staircase.

She reached the window and stood there,
in such o position that she could see without
being seen.

It could only have been a fow scconds
later that the shorter of the detective's
assistants  rounded  the corner  and
approached Katie Smith.

“What are you doing
exclaimed.

Katie jumped 2nd faced him.

“QOh, I—I was just searching for some-
thing,” she said.

o« 'E’on have no right to be scarching for
anything,” ho said. * Report to Mr. Stewart
at once. I have hed my eye on you for &
long time.” ;

Katio hesitated, then obeyed the man.
Alice watched wonderingly from the
window. d

Tho detective took a good look up at all
tho windows, then commenced to search in
a thorough wey. First he went to tho cor.
ner to make sure that Katie had really gone,
then he took another keen glance at tl
windows, . ¢

This done, he darted to n certain patt
of the wall, where the ivy grew thickest,
and brought out a bundle,” Tt was a3 mud
ps the girl watching could do to restrain
her cry of amazement, for hanging froi
the bundle was a grey beard!’ : -

Tho detoctive probably had a ritght_to
collect that bundle, but his manner of doing
so was furtive in_the extreme, and his
actions were altogether suspicious.

When ho wes gone, Alice ran downstairs
as quickly as she could, nearly colliding witl
Katie, who was running up.

_“What did he do?” asked Katic,

here " he
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“Found that bundle.”

Katie elapped her hands, and without
a word turned and hurried downstairs,
with Alice in close pursuit. Obedient to
the short detective's instructions she went
straight to Miss Primrose’s room, and
Alice went with her,

Mr. King, looking very white and angry,
was sitting in an armchair, whilst Miss
Primrose sat at her desk, {rowning
worriedly as she had every reason to do.
Only Mr. Stewart seoraed at all pleased
with life.

All three stared in surprise as Katie
entered the room.

“ I've been sent to report to you, Mr.
Stewart,” the said.

Almost before the words wero out of her
mouth the other detective entered the
room, carrying the bundle.

Mr. Stewart looked
shoulder at the man.

“ Ahl so youw've found the bundle,
Johnson, good man, Where?"

“ In the ditch, sir at the bottom of the
field, where we thought it would be.

over Katie's

Probably bo crawled along the ditch and

got away.”

“ Just what I thought happened,” nodded
Mr. Stewart. * But what about this
girl?”

“ 1 found her ecting in a suspicious
_manner, sir.”

L | was looking for the bundle t
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certain place in the ivy and brought it out.

He knew where that bundle was!”

Johnson laughed.

“ Qh, very clever,” he sneered, ™ A
put-up job, of course. Mr. Stewart is
likely to accept your evidence.”

Mr. Stewart leaned back in his chair and
looked, not at Alice, but at Katie.

“ Why did you look amongst the ivy1"
he asked. i

“ Becauso I guessed that Mr, Johnson
had hidden it there.” I

At that moment Mr. Johnson made an
effort to intervene, but Mr. Stewart
silenced him imperatively.

“ Why did you think that he should?™

" Because he must have put it some<
where near there when he took it off, You
sea, we wore in the corridor when Susie
let him out of the window.”

The man went suddenly pale, and Mr.
Stewart fixed him with a piercing glance.:

“ So hol" said Mr. Stawark. ** This is
getting interesting, Katic. 1 have some
admiration of your father’s work, and
apparently you aro following in his fool-
steps. Tell me all you know, what you
suspect.”

“ Mr. King is innocent, Mr. Siewart.
I thought he was all along and I worked
on that assumption. Then I soon found
out.”

Mr. King sat up, and Alico looked at
her friend ad

‘the ivy,” explained Katie,

| triumphantly.

Then Alice broke in.

“ And I saw the detective find it,” she
said.

" You did. Well?"

The man Johnson turned and locked
stornly et Katie,

“I saw him find it in the ivy, not in
the ditch,” went on Alice, quickly and
“ He looked all round,

‘ever so carefuily, to make sure that no one
‘was looking, then he went straight to a

¥, 1

“Then what?” asked tho detective.
“You're not going to suggest again thak
Mr, King was acting with some chivalrous
motivo—""

# I Jon't think it was Mr. King at all,”,
said Katio quickly; and her simple states
ment made Mr, Stewart blink, and the
other detective visibly tremble. i

“How do you mean, not Mr, King a%
all?  Alico recognised her own father!”

“8ho recognised someone who was very
likn him.” smiled Katie, “They planned
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to put the Llamo on him so that you
shoald think you had got the real manm,
that's all.”

AT

“Yes,” wonl on Katie, excitedly, “they
found out that his profession was mnob
known, they probably laid all serts of
traps—"

“T was kept a prisoner last night,” broke
in Mr Xing, grimly. “I have already
told you that, Mr. Stewart, althongh you
did not chocse to believe me.”

Mr. Stewart wiped his forchead,
looked rather dazed.

“All this scems merely guesswork,” lLe
said. “IHave you any proof?”

Katie drew back. She was simply
shaking with cxcitement and it was hard
not o let the whole truth out. But she
remembered that she must keep calm and
collected.

“Yos, Mr. Stewart. Vour mpn, John-
son is in league with them. When he
went upstairs on guard he put on tho
disguise and went out, knowing that we
were watching or knowing that the other
detective would be warned by Susie, and
made to sec the man. Then ho took f
the disguise and joined in the scarch.”

“H'm. Risky!”

“Dut he took the risk, as I con prove,”
enid Katie, quictly.

. SBhe locked at the man, Johnson, but he,
instead of langhing her assertion to scorn,
icant to the door, pulled it open and made
to escape. g

Ho might, cven at the eleventh hour,
have suceceded, hud not the thin detective
been standing there.  Secing Johnson’s
hurried ¢ hie laid a hand on his arm.
But the very mapner in which Johnson
flung it off end turned fiereely towards him
made the thin man realise that all was uot
well. He grappled with him and in a
moment had brought him to the ground.

When Juhnsen rose again he was land-

and

cuffed. but there was such a crowd of girls
on the spot that he could not have escaped

even if he had not had the unequal
struggle with the thin detective.
“That,” said Mr. Stewart, “is as good

as a confession.”

“I turn King's evidence, siv,” snid the
man. “I was only deing it to find out their
plans, sir. I swear that's true, sir, and
so's what this gicl says. Mr., King is not
the man you want, it's scmeone quite
different. 1 ean give you bis name, sir,
the name of Mr. King's double—-"

But Mr. Stewart only smiled.

“Don't let him out of your sight for a
minute,” ho urged the thin man, “I think
we've arrived at our journcy's end, thanks
entirely to this girl, Katie Smith.”

“Not to me, to Alice,” siniled Katie.
“J should never bave thought of it if she
hadn’t been so convinced of her' father's
innocence that  she convinced me, too.
Then I knew that there simply must te
some way out. Its all thanks to Alice.”

But Alice was not worrying about who
had earncd the eredit. She was eitting on
her father’s knces, hugging him aud ~ry-
ing cut of sheer hanniness.

“I knew you were innocent, daddy. 1
know—I kpew. Oh! TI'm so awfully
happy.”

And Mr, King, whose own cyes were
not entircly deveid of moisture, kissed her
tenderly, and smiled gratefully at Katie
Smith.

. . . . . .

Ketic Smith was the heroine of the
Fourth Form for many days after that,
and she told the whole story a good deal
more than twice,

Gwen Cook, for once, sang small when
the Fourth Form gave a special banguet
in Xatie Smith's and Alice King's honour.
Gwen was not as much in evidence as usual.
Indeed, she was not there at all
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Bossic Bunter was, however, and she
rose, her fat face shining, to propose 2
toast to Alico and Katie.

“And T wish it would happen all over
again,” she said amidst laughter. “1
sus-say, is there any more fruit blanc-
mango left?”

“Once is cnough for me,” sighed Alice.
“But T'm so happy, and I'm going to
nave a holiday with daddy and mummy.”
b "Gﬂﬂd !I.

“Icar, hear!”

“But there’s one thing I'd like to say,
girls—one thipg you must know—""

“Your father’s profession,” said Katie,
with a tecasing laugh,

“yes. Ilo writes defective stories, and
he docsn’t want his friends to know,”

THE GIRL WHO PUZZLED CLIFF HOUSE!

smiled Alice. “He didn’t even want mo
to know his pen-name. That's how he got
mixed up with these criminals. He wrote
a story that led to some of them being
captured, and, this is how they got their
vevenge on him,”

My hat!”

“How frightfully thrilling,” said Clara.

“T say, what has he written? What ie
his pen-neme? You must tell us.”

But Alice said not a word. Sho did not
knew.

“PBut I'm jolly proud of him, anyway,”
she said. “I always shall be.”

But they had no rcason to doubt that.
Who could have proved more loyal than
Alice King; when, as many of the girls
were ready to admit, she had been the girl
who had puzzled Cliff Houss,

Three more splendid numbers of * The Schoolgirls’
Own” Library will be on sale on Thursday, Nov. Ist.

See page iii of cover for [urther particulars.
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Interesting Points About
4 CLIFF HOUSE.

- There are at present six Forms at CHff House,
known as Sixth, Filth, Fourth, .Upper Third,
{Third, and Sccond. There is no First Form.

» * "
; The number of puplls at the school s
‘approximately 120,

* - *

Girls are not eligible to enter the school until
‘nine years of age, and they may not stay after
{eightcen without special permission.

* * -
. The subjects tanght in the four junior Forms—
Le., Fourth to Sccond—are approximately the
same. In the Fifth and Sixtp special require.

tuition for all

ments are studied, 8pecia 3
Commereial Room

examinations is given, and a

* lexists for lessons in business subjects.

- “ »
All above the Second Form learn science.
Those above the Third do practical experiments
themsclves.

L2 - - .

. Binglog and dancing, together with the
dowestic arts of cookery and necdlework, are on
jthe general curriculum. Further instruction in
music, singing, and dancing can be vbtalned as

¢ extras  during certain evenings of the week,
and speeial fees are churged for these,

» * »

The girls of the Sixth Form are all monl
tresses by virtue of thelr position in the school.
. * .

Every Sixth-Form girl has a study to hersell,

and has a cubicle to sleep in,
* * »

Fifth and Fourth Form girls have studies,
which are shared by two or three girls.

* * .

The Upper Third, Third, and Second do not
have studies, and have to spend their spare lime
in their Common Rooms.

* . "

Cliff Honse School Is housed in an old Tudor
building, and is quite one of the pretticst
mansions in the district.

* . »

The gronuds also are most attractive, espe-

ctally when filled with girls playing cricket and

tennis In summer, or hockey and metball iv
winter.
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CLIFF HOUSE * SHOW”
ROOMS.

The Library.—A well-cquipped and vcrﬁ old
room on the second fioor. Coutains, in addition
to a number ot modern hooks, some very old
volutnes, which are almost as old as the build-
ing. ‘fhe library is in the charge of, o
monitress, and is only opencd at certain hours,

The Mcdel Kitshen.—Model in every respect,
Complete with fire, gas, and electric ovens, well
pruvided with evel ind of ecooking utensil.
The model kitchen is used for tle instruction of
all Forms in cookery.

The HNeedlework Room.—Another very useful
place, The girls are given very valuable
instruetlon. Contains ironing-boards, gogd
tahles for cutting-out, electric irons, and every-
thing which appreciably helps fn Instruction.
The wells nre edorned with charts, showing
practical points in the art of dressmaking.

The Chemical Laboratory.—Situatcd on the
ground floor, and divided into two parts—for
})llysics and chemistry Each portion of the
aboratory i3 provided with six benches, each
capable of holding four independent experiments.
Bunsen burners, sinks and taps, and all the
lntest apparatus, are provided. Each girl is
given n basket of ¢ gear™ , glass and
porcelain apparatus for experiments—at  the
heu‘mnln% of term, and keeps it in o speeial
Jocker. Cereless breakages and negleet in clean-
ing articles have to be paid for,

The Studie—A converted attie usced for draw-
ing instruction.

Tha Gymnastum.—4 well-filted-up and Jofty
puilding situated in the grounds, containing
plenty of apparatus, and used by all Forms
above the Second.

tanguages Room.—This is really a spare roomn,
used two or three times during the week for
speelal classes in languages. The distinguishing
feature is the large number of wall charts used
in conversational lessona,

“The Music Room.—A quiet and very pleasant
room, at the back of the building, used fo a
few of the day music lessons, but chicfly in use
at night for special lessons. Iz lent to girls
who wish to practise musical items, and also.
when not otherwise engaged, for the rehearsal
of plays. Next door to it Is

The Datention Reom, a gloomy and forbidding
apartment, devoid of pictures or naps. and
liked by nohody.

The ial Room.—Situated next to the
Sixth-Form class-room. Contains two type-
writers, an adding machine, two duplicators, and

varions other office contrivances.

Mot used by
members of the Fourth at present.

in this Tofty

It is also the
and, of course, prize}

@reat Hall.—Prayers are said
structure morning and evening.
seene of concerts, dances,
givings and similar ocensions. Great Hall is,
worthy of its name. The lofty ceiling is ¢wssedL
with great oaken beams, and the walls o
panelled to the height of eight feet. Portrait
ol

e inhabitants of Clit House adorn the)
walls, A number of oaken panels, lettered in:
gold, comnemorate the successes of  past

students of the school.
magnificent organ, the gilt
governors of the school, can at
Suilding with its splendid tones. i
There is a very good stage at one end, and|
underneath it is o very large stock of stage!
scenery. i

Lower or Dining Hall.—Beneath Great Hall,
bub not of such imposing dimensions and eon-!
siderably less  lofty. Unce  use as the
servants’ hall in the old days. Still possesses
an immense open hearth, but this is seldom used
now for lires.

All meals are taken in Lower Ilall.
and senior school meetings are held
Swedish drill is taken in Lower
Bullivant,

of one of the!
times Gll the

Jualor
there.
Mall by Misa

i
1 THE MISTRESSES. 1
! |

Miss Penelopa Primrose.—Teadmistress; loved
by all her pupils. Teaches the Sixth in
languages, and gives a few lessons to the Fifth.
A warm supporter of everything which adds to
the welfare and happiness of her pupils, i

Migs Mary Evelyn Bulljvant.—Upper Third-
Form mistress; also mistress in ehar of
mathematics and drill. A stern disciplinarian. ¢

Miss Mabel MNollis GChantroy is a visiting
mistress, and takes singing and dancing at CHft
House for all Forms. A very accomplished
young lady, and acknowledged to be the most
graceful mistress at the school.

Miss Miriam Drake.—Third-Form mistress, and
quite a good sort.

Miss Fane, the Chemistry
frail, she docs nobt enjoy
but she is most clever at

mistress. Small and
the best of health,
her subject. |

Miss Jame Matthews.—Founrth-Form mistress,
affectionately called ‘“ Janey ” by her pupils.
The youngest mistress ot Clit House. ery
fond “of sports, and always most plensed when
the Fourth succeeds in that direction. a
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WHO'S WHO IN THE FOURTH.

A Brief Biography of the Chief Characters in that Form,

.

- Augusta Anstruther-Browns, o pleasure-loving
girl, nlways dresscs in the height of fashion.

Annio Joyca Ball, a friend of Marela Loftils
and Gwen Cook. Bobbed hair and dark brown
eges. Deceitlul.

' Elizabsth Gertruda Bunter, the futtest girl in

the Form. Mas dark brown hair, in a cable-like

plalt, thick round glasses, and & sallow com-
- plexion. Good at cookery.

Jemima Carstairs; has not been as long at
Sliff House ns most of the others, One of the
most popular girls in the Fourth. Jemima's
hair is dark and Eion-cropped, aud she affects
& monocle,

©lssy Clare.—A fi
blulsh-grey eyes.
well-to-do,

il girl, with flaxen hair and
ller parents are cxceptionally

Gwendoling Cook.—Bobbed brown hair and
hazel eyes. A friend of Marcia Loftus, and
consequently nab pnﬁulur, She 1s the most
superstitious girl fu the Fourth Form.

. Philippa Beatrica Derwent, usually known as
«Flap.” Ualls from sunny Tasmania, Good at
every game, and rides p horse well.

Freda Florence Foots, the most humorous girl
in the Form. Auburn halr and blue eyes. A
good, bub not a brilliant sportswoman, g

]

| Gilllan Foster.—A ncweomer to Clft House.
Plays in goal for the Fourth-Form hockey
team. Very popular.

Claudia Frazer.—Another new girl. ‘A friend of
Augusta’s, and very fond of dancliug.

| marjerie Alice Hazeidene, the  sweetest-
tempercd girl in the Fourth. Light brown hair
and soft blue eyes.

{* Annabel Sarah Hichens, the most old-fashioned
girl In the Form.

"

Phyllis Howell, probably the best athlete the
Form possesses. She and Phillppa Derwent are
the greatest of chums.

Dorothy Kathleen Jobling, whose chlef hobb,
15 cookery. A great chum of Marjorie an
Clara  Trevlyn, Has & name for being
clumsy.

Vivienna May ida Leigh, the best dancer in
the Fourth, Has curly, almost golden halr, and
light grey eyes.

Marcia Ursula Loftus, the least popular girl in
the Form. Has a bad influence on Nancy Bell
and Gwen Cook, who are her chief cronies.

Mabel Elsie Lynn, Bab's greatest chum, A
splendid agtress, and a good all-round sports.
woman.

Lucy Morgan hails from the mountains of
Wales. Very popular, and a good sportsWOmAL.

Bridget Meira 0'Tools, an Irish girl, and
very likeable, and a great chum of Lucy’s.

Poggy Ermintrudo Preston, consldered by
many to be the prettiest girl in the Fourth, and
the = only scholarship girl In that Form.
Possesses any amount of courage, plays games
;elll. and &ings charmingly. A Lancashir

gsle.

Barbara Hilida Redfern, nicknamed ‘‘Babs?
The most popular girl in the Fourth, and the
Form captain. Dark, shingled, wavy-brova
hair, olive complexion, deep blue eyes.

Catherine  Smith, the youngest girl In tte
Fourth, Her father is a 'detective, and Kate
would like to follow in his footsteps when she
grows up.

Clara Marian Trevlyn, the most bolsterows
irl in the school, Marjorie’s great chum,
ood at most sports, and always Teady for a
5nod-“'n'|:|ntured romp, Very popular in tie
ourth,
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Clasped hands stand for friendship, so
it is.appropriate that they should be the
omblem of the Interpreter's Badge,
which is awarded to the Guide who, by
the knowledge of some ian%uago other
than her own, is able to help visitors
from ebroad.

To win the badge it is essential that
she should know the language so well
that she will be able to act as interpreter
to a foreigner who understands no Eng-
lish. Also, she must be able to write a
simple letter in Espcranto, or any
foreign language, and be able to read
and translate a passage in a newspaper or
book in that language.

It is a matter for reproach that Fng-
lish folk do not willingly take to foreign
languages; most Continental  people
learn . at least ono othor than their own,
whilst in Switzerland it is quite common
to meet young girls who can_speak, writo
and. read four languages quite well.

You see, they have so many foreign
visitors  to their _country—French,
Germen, Italian and English mostly—
that they meake it their business to make
each race feel welcome to their country
and at home in it.

French and German is taught in a
good number of our schools, but it is
surprising how many girls are content
to drop languages onece they have left.
Perhaps it brings painful memories of
hours "of hard work spent in swotting
French verbs, but as you have spent so
much time in conquering the ground-
work, it is a pity not to go further and
master the less difficult and far more
interesting part of languege-learning.
LA rcr{ great incentive to learn is to
decide that one day, and as soon as
possible, you will pay a visit to the
nonnt% whose language you are acquir-
ing. Once you have set your mind on it,
you won't find difficulty in discovering
the means,

So set about the task ns if yon were
going, say, to France next year. If you

TheBadge of the Clasped Hands. |

have the means it is very advisable to
attend a class where Irench only is
spoken. You may flounder a bit at first,
but you will be surprising yourself af
your quick progress, :

If such means are not available, then
a course of reading and writing must be
teken. There sre plenty of easy French
books to be bought cheaply, and a French-
English dictionary should” be
earliest - purchases, .

To help pronunciation, read alond for

one of your

a certain perind every day. This is valu.
able practice, as it will help you to
speak quickly and flyently. You must

ractice writing the langnage also, and
1t should not be difficult to lind another
girl who is equally anxious io pick up
the language who will write to you once
& week or more often,

Better still if you can find a Fronch

girl who is willing to correspend, and, il
you could cnly meet for an hour or two
every week for French conversation, you
would find your knowledge of the
language increasing by leaps and bounds.

You will learn that French is not spoken
exaetly as it is written any more than' our
own language is.
provinees of France vary their speech oven
as the different counties of England do.
Just as Sussex and neashire have their
brogues, so Normany and Brittany have
their patois.

But if you politely ask yonr foreigner
to speak slowly and distinctly, she will
understand your difficulty and try to help
you out, £

French people are .proverbially polite,
and ,you will always find them ready to
help’ you in their. country. That i3 a
compliment which yon should be anxions
to return and, a5 a Girl Guide, you would
find great satisfaction in being able te

put a stranger from abroand on the right .

road. i
That is the kind of good turn. 'which
gives as much pleasure to you as it does

to the recipient,
R/R

Furthermore, different. .
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