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mworthy of Their Trust|

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of the Girls
of Cliff House School, introducing Cyril Hartley, the
Chff House Coach, and the Girls of Danesford Hall.

: By HILDA RICHARDS. :: :

In the Woods!
L IT'S that man Hartley!”

Barbara Redfern made that
statement in a fone of great sur-

rise.

Fe Hnrﬁcy?" repeated Mabel Lynn, her
churn, * Mr. Cyril Hartley, our new
school coach "

“ Yes. But isn't it queer?” =

The others agreed in subdued voices
that it was very queer indeed.

They were roturning through the
woods towards Cliff House school ivhen
they first sighted the familiar figure of
tho athletic Mr. Har flitting amongst
the trees ahend of them,

Even at their first glimpse of the man
thoy could see that there was something
strange in his behaviour.

A3 they watched, however, that
strangeness only became more pro-
nounced, Cyril ilurlluy moved amongst
the trees just like someone stalking
someone else and wishing to do so quite
unobserved.

Trom the elaborate precautions which
the young man was taking it was quite
possible that no one in front of him saw
him. Bul his movements, to the girls
coming behind, were visible and already
giving rise to considerable speculation.

“ It seems just as though we can't get
away from that man,"” remarked Philippa
Derwent, in a dejected voice. * Didn’t
we cut cricket practice this evening
because he was supposed to be down
there superintending 1t ?"'

“We did,” said Barbara Redfern.
“ Having a school coach isn't half such
a li»j;.‘saing as we thought it was going
to be."”

“ Having a coach is all right,”’ grum-
bled Phyllis Howell, - “The thing we
object to is being saddled with a bounder
like that man Hartley.' -

The topic of Cyril Hartley was a sore
one with the Fourth-Formers.

The girls of Danesford Hall had been
chailenged to a boatrace on the Sark
while Mr. Hartley had been on the Staff
at Cliff- House. - The TFourth-Formers
had *therefore had the services of an
expert coach during their training.

™ But although they had pulled well, and
abeen admittedly the better crew, they
had not won because of a remarkable
accident to their boat—Flap Derwent at

-"st_ge ” had broken her oar.

A§ Mr. Hartley had promised to over-
haul the boat and tho oars on the night
bafore the race, he had naturally been
placed in & very difficult position when
the Fourth-Formers = declared ~ qguite
candidly that they did not think it had
been a fair race.

The interference of Miss Bellew, the
Fourth Form mistress, had only compli-
cated matters still more.

Miss Bellew, to the amazement of all,
had acoused her girls of bain poor
losers,” and had absolutely [nriziﬁiien Mr,
Hartley o take any notice of their re-
marks until they apologised for saying
anything at all unfavourable to h

Matters in the Faurth had therefore
become somewhat strained.

Even though there was a cricket match
due very soon with their rivals' from
Danesford Hall, most of the girls who
would be in the team had decided that
they would rather miss. practice than
accept the advice of Mr, Hartley.

But they had not missed their conch,
after all. Here he was ahead of them,
darting about from place to ‘place in a
manner which was most mysterious, to
say the least about it.

¢ What ever can the man be up {o?7"
Babs gasped, a8 a sudden and most
extraordinary mancuvre on the part of
the young mun eaught their attention.
* Can it be possible—""

“Look!" " breathed Marjorie Hazal-
dene. “There's somecone else—someone
just ahead of him!’

* It's an old man, too—a poor old man
walking with a stick!” exclaimed Peggy
Preston.  * Oh, surely it can’t mean that
Mr. Hartley is following him?”

“ Impossible, surely”" - said  Babs,
shaking her head. ** We don't like Mr,
Hartley  because things have seemed
queer, I know; but——- Oh, gracious,
girls; look at that!”

Babs raised a hand and pointed ahead.
Her whale figure trembled with indig-
nation
 Mr., Hartley had suddenly leapt for-
ward. With a couple of bounds he was
beside the figure of the old man. The
stick went flying to the ground as the
old fellow's wrists were clutched, each
in a vice-like grip.

“The—the coward!" panted Barbara
Rediern hotly. =
“Bully! What ever can
bo " muttered Clara Trevlyn. Y
“ We're going to see, anyway!’ eried
Babs. “ Rescue, Fourth!” 2
¥ TLet that man alone, Mr. Hartley!

came & gamﬂ'nl cry. :

The girls rushed forward, actuated by
a common impulse

The man's action, on the face of it, was
g0 cowardly and so unjust that they
simply could do nothing else.

If Ir. Hartley cunsiﬁare.l that it was
correct and_ gentlemanly to stalk an old
man through the woods and then' pounce
on him in that manner, it was not their
ides of fair play at all.

* Rescue, girls!”

The hatless young man with tha close-
cropped curly hair and square, - deter-
mined chin paused abruptly in the very
act of pushing his companion’s hands
above his head. g

* What—what the—""

“ Let that man alone, BMr. Hartley!”
cried Babs, racing to the spot. ** We've
ba‘m\ watching you, you great bully!”

his game

‘Yes, lel go at once!” said Clara
Trevlyn grimly.

“ But—but 1 —"

The Cliff House coach was still stam-

mering with his astonishment when the
oldish man, who had been caught un-
awares, pave u sudden and
wrenched his wrists free.

f the CLff House girls bad -basn

strugele

watching more closely they might have
thought that it was rather an athletic
niovement for a man of his apparent age.

They might also have considered that
the manner in which the fellow managed
to run, without any assistance from his
stick, was also surprising.

But they were too glad to ses him
released. to feel anything bub satisfaction
when the old fellow plunged amongst the
tress and disappeared from sight.

G asped Cyril Hartley. “ But
after him, Mr.
bs, clutching at

fot - goin
Hurtley " exclaimed
the young man's slee

* Let me alone!” ericd Mr. Hartley.

“ Hold him, girls!" responded Babs, in
the same breath,

They did, too! ‘There wera cight or
nine of them, and they all held the
struggling “ young man at once.  And
although Mr. Hartley was strong and
athletic he found that he had met more
than his match in his assailants.

* Lot me alome, you little siflics!””
panted  Cyril- Hartley, with 4 crimson
ace. “ You don't know what you're
doing. Let me gol!”

Rk K’ot vet,"” said Babs grimly.

“ You silly little noodles?™

“ Silly—silly what?”" asked Clara in
surprise,

* Noodles! TInterfering  schoolgirl
said the young man angrily. * Let me
alono! Do you think I'd attack a man
without, reason 7"

“ Well, what is your reason?”
Babs instantly.

“ I-1 can’t tell you that.”

There was an awkward pause.

The crashing through the undergrowth
had long since died away to silenca. The
oldish man was now either hiding or
sufficiently far away to consider himself
safo. Cyril Hartley realised that pursuit
would be useless.

He became calmer, evidently under-
standing at last the light in which he
must appear to these girls,

“T—I supposa you think me an awful
cad over this,” ‘said the young mun,
almost apologetically.

“That was certainly our feelin ien
wa came. and grabbed you,” admitied
Barbara® Redfern.

“ Well, you've made s mistake,” said
Mr, Hartley,  “ You needn’t hold me
any longer, because I sha'n't run away
now. - Thank you! I'm sorry I calle
you noodles, or something like that, just
now; but I was wild.""

8o were we,”’ said Flap Derwent.

# Y.y-yes. Look here,” sai
Hartley “suddenly, can’t you tak
assurance that—that - I wasn't y
acting like a cad when I caught hold of
that man just now? I—I can't explain
it any better."

Evidently such a vague statement was
Nk entiiets far the: mile Slio hudi e an
averything.

If Mr. Hartley could not explain v
he had acted in such an extraord
and: seemingly.brutal ‘manner, the G
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House s showed - quite piainly - that
they could not give him the truth for

W hl)(':h he asked.

It was cerlaint rather a lot—-

even M. Hariley scemed to replise that.
But he did not offer to ,i-ue any further
explanation of his eonduct After a

slight struggle his lips set quite firmly,
and there was an awkward and un-
pleasant sih-;up

“T suppose 1 .l hetler be getling back
to the school,” said the young man,
breaking the silence at !englf’\.

T suppose so,’” responded Babs, in the
same tones ** Good-night, Mr. Hart-

ley !

“ Good-night, Miss Redfern !

Cyril Hartley turiied on his heel and
strode away,

“And  (hal's Hml.ey -our- coach,”
“ That's a man
pased to know how to play

breathed Flap Dorwent.,
who's =up)
the, game.
“ Looked more like highway robbery
Eh'm anything else, to my mind,” said
>a.

Croviyn  candidly,” % It's jolly
coming on iop of ‘the boatrace
amy, too.

“1 wish the man had never shown up
ot Chff House at all,” groaned Barbara
iedfern., ** He hel wd s on the river,
I know; but mll!cl{llllg queer happened
Lo cause us to be delcated. It would
have been better il we'd practised on
our owi and irusted to luck. I'd rather
hiave had a defeat because we weren’t as
y.md as the Danes than the sort we did

AL
“ g would T,
© Oh, bother the
thing but upsets ¢ Even Miss
Bellew is disagrecable with vs because
of-—of what wo said to him.”
bara Redfern’s eyes Lwinklud,
Te fmgcltm
said Babs, \\I(ﬁ
4 Becsio Buulr-rs rumotir that Miss
Bellew is enga to he married to
someone in e (]sli!cl has proved ta he
a little morc reliable than most of her
umours,’

5| mndod Mabel Lynn.
[e's caused no-

fu]
E‘

the cause there,
a little laugh.

I“ That's £0," eaid Mabel Lynn, “ Bul
she——*

“IWe musin’t gramble about . Miss
Bellew when she 8

a - weighty
5 she, smiling
"_Ak(-r all, sk jtll\ nice to us really.
We must make the most of the time
llml we shall il have v har.
at's s0,” said Marj Hazeldene.
 And slyiakmg ahout Miss Rell
uulnt yon mean 1o s
her at the Forn
“1 did, Marjori
 Then it's time
fer the school,” said Mavjorie practically,
18 back and ivs and forget that
Hornid business with 1Jr. Hactley. I hate
to think that it was really as bad as it
seemed.”’
The girls made their oy back to the
srhool without farther delay.. They wera
3 likely to overtake the longlegged
Hartloy after - the start ﬁle gud
chiained.. Bul as they appronched . the
school they soon - became aware of
angthes figure - the fat figure of Bessio
nter, “Tmh came hurtying. along to
i the
Bessie Bnmz
dancing with ¢
{2 the Fourth
“1 sy, girls, it's trve nbnu!: Miss
w,"” squeaked the fai girl ex
he u=a]ly 15 going to get .
* Has Miss Bellew teld you?
L.am politely:
Nun-no ! Ii—it"
‘ But, Lugy

i
\mg ta-night 7

30 were Csimply

a5 she j'm:hcll up

suid
people
snow - some of ihe Bellews, you know,

not that,”
Morgan's

1 Luey's bad a letter from home saying
Mirs Bellew m really engaged 1V

* (food gracicns ™
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“ Whe's the lucky man?” asked the
curious Clara,

““ L-Lucy doesn’t know that,”’ answered
Bessie Bunter. ' But I expect it's that
beautifal young man in Courtfield with

the np!euﬁul figure, gou know, Tye
often seen Miss Bellew siniling at him,
and—— say, where are you going?
D(]);"kt \\ﬂlk away when Im jolly well
tallin

Bes_m Bunler scuttled after the Fourth
Form parly, excited -and somewhat
indignant.

But the fab girl's news had only in-
creased the urgency of a Form meeting,
as Babs kuew, and she was going to
convene that important assembly at once.

An Important Meeting!

O ILENCE!?
1 say, I]anA—ﬁ
* Quiel, please!”
“ But, I say——"
“ Will you listen to me?” cried Bar-
bara. Redfern. :
“Yes, but--  Yarooooop! Wha's
pulling ‘my plait?"’ shrieked Bessie
Bunter.

Bessic had * asked for it,” as usual.

A Form-meeling was always the occa-
sion of a great amount of sbaﬂar on the
gall of the loguacious fat girl,  Bub
Tabel: Lynn knew that on this particular
evening Babs had a lot to say, and ehe
accordingly took steps to secure Doessie's
silence by a well-known but very efiec-
tive method.

“That's better,” smiled Babs cheer-
fully. ““Girls, please listen for a few
minutes, because there’s a lot for us to
talic about. In the first place—""

“Teggo my hair, Mabs!" seid a reedy
and_indignant voice.

“In the first place, I want to say a
few words about the boat-race which we
had last Saturday. Mies Bellew, as you
all know, accused us of not bemg good
sporis and bcmg poor losers.”

“1t wasn’t fair of her!” said Freda
Faote. .

*Thanks, ‘Freda,’ said Babe, smiling.
Bl we'll let it go at that.  After
all, the affair is over, and as far as the
Danes are concerned lhny honestly. think
iln-y won, and would have won in any
case.”

“ They wouldn't!” sajd several voices,

“1f our hoat had been in better trim

s {we should have made a betler fight at

the end, T'm sure,” acknowledged Bar-
ra..  * DBut, as you all know, some-
|hmg Iappened to our boat, and that's

e mystery for us to clear up. The maticr
stands - like this at present:” Either Mr
Hartley was careless when he overhauled
the boat, or else somieone got at our hoat
and tampered with it.”

‘H.ul]c‘, ought to have known 'in
any case!” said Nancy Bell, who had a
patticular reason of her own for saying
sucli a thing. *If there was any damage
done T ‘axpect he did it—Tecause Lo
wanted the Danes to win.

“ We know hP s a friend of Miss Pol-

s, 1 vou!" eaid Lucy Morgan.
Babs nodde :
L know - that, Lucy,’" ‘she  said;

“Put he would be an awful, unprin-
cipled bounder to do a thing like that
alter coaching us for the race, T hardly
like to think that myself.””

** And yeb we saw the queer scenc his
evening,” sald Clarn Trevlyn. ‘* Hart-
ley certainly behaved like an absolute
cad in front of ns all, and he couldn’t
give any explanation "of that.

Barbara Redfern looked pc_a;)h pxed.

It was very difficult for any of them
to_know what to think,

But Babs had-ulways had a name for
being very fair-minded. What was even

i gested Barbara.

Three-Halfpence,

more was the fact that she realised that
in her position as captain of ihe Form
she was often responsible for what the
Form, as a yhale, thought,

Cyril Hartley bad, during the training
period, proved himself a willing worker
and quite a pentleman, and he was en-

titled to the benelit of any doubt there

was,
“We'll gwe Mz, Harlley fai play,
anyway, girls” Baba exclaimed,&* No-
thing s really proved against him, and
I don't think that any of us elight ic
say too miuch about what wo K seen
ot suspected, - Bub as he is the
school conch we're quite entitled {8 think

what we like,”

** Hear,_hear.”

“We're due to meet the Danes mext
qalmdny at cricket,” went on Babs.
“If we (ake the hoat-race result as
zetlled, it’s up lo us to beat the Dancs

nm‘l 1ve them a good licking!”
e will, too!” said a chorus.
“ Well, 1 certainly hope we shall”

exclaimed Barbara. ' We've beaten the
Danes before, and they’ve beaten us,
50 on the whole -we're pretty evenly

matched. Nexs Baturday we've got to
shme!”
* Rather !

“¥ say, you girls—"" commenced
Bessie Bunter,

* Quiet, Fatima! Phyllis is going to
post up a list of the g:r le chosen to play,
and we've all got to pull together and
maka a rc:d]_y good team.  The ques-

on ie, what are we going to do about
I{mi}ey 19

& Dmlp him I
1h-ompt ly.

“ Leave him out!”

“Tell him to go and. coach someone
clse!” said Phyllis Howell. ' We don’t
want g man ¢ Hartley teaching us
to play games."”

* Hear, hear!

 Supposing we give him a chance,”
suggested Babs, temporising.

A chance? How do you mean?’

“We might let him coach us if he
doesn’t {ry to ride the high horse,”” sug-
“ After all, we can ell
Jo with a little coaching.”

said Clara Trevlyn

Vo doi’t want Hartley's sorl,. for
all that,’”” pointed out Clara.
“ He's already let us down once,'’ said

Dolly Jobling. I thiok we ought lo
give bim.a miss just to show what we
think of him."

*“ Especially when we know what he
did to the boat,” added Nancy Bell.

Babs frowned slightly.

‘The support of Vnncy Bell had some-
what the opposite effect intended. None
of the girls liked to feel that they were
an the same side as one of the meariest
of the Fourth-Formers.

“We'll leave it at tha
present!” exclaimed T
it over amongst yoursalves,”

“T know what 1 shall do, anyway
said Clara Trevlyn decidedly,

“Ho do 11" added Flap Derwent,

*“1 ghall probably refuse to. I
man coach me,” said Bessie B
an airy voice. - “I'm blessed #
cee anything fo cackle at in thal, Bai-
bara Redforn)  Considering that F'm
the—

“ Write it on paper, I*atmm"’ Lm hed
Bobs.  “ Girls, there's slill somn&mg
else to talk about. . Lucy’s news this

girla. for the
“¥ou think

evening practiceliy confirms Bessie Bun-
ter’s rumonr about Miss
Bessia

Bellew, Fer

one hazn’t been telling fairy

* And eell‘. scems thal Miss Bel-
lew is going lo be married,” went o1
Babs. “ None of us can guess who
the lucky wan s {6 be, but it's up fo us
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isn't it?

‘* Rather!"!

“T don’t see why we want to warry
about Miss Bellow,” observed Marcia
Loftus., * She's behaved perfectly cat-
tishly about the boat-race—-"" 3

“Must bave caught  that complaint
from _you,” interrupted Babs, with
@ ‘smile,  “Girls, T'll admit that Miss
Bellew. has boen a bit strange since
Haturday. But perhaps she's a little
excifell.” And she's been a ripping good
sort -4 us, hasn't she?”

# Rather!”  chorused the TFourth-
Formers. They knew. how much Miss
Belley, as eaptain® of the Guides, had
done for the Fourth in hours which
should really have been her leisure.

“Well, T suggest that wo all start
saving up at once,” went on Bahs, “ and
gel her the very best present we can.
What do you think?”

“Shlondid idea, Babs 1 sid Marjorie
Hazeldene at once.

‘‘ Hear, hear!”

e ought to start at once, T think !
opined Peggy Preston. “ We slall all
be sorry to lose Miss Bellew, and I
doubt. whether we shall ever gel such a
rippitg all-round mistress again, We
must all do our  best towards the
present.”

“If wo start saving up now we can
easily got ten pounds, T should think!"
said Barbara eagerly. © Think what we
ean do with ten pounds! =

I say, Babs!’ squeaked Bessie Bun-
tor oxcitedly.

 What js it, Fatima?"

““If you get tén pounds I—I miglt
let you buy my. dear old Polly to give
to Miss Bellew!"” said Bessie Bunter
generously.

¢ Ha, “ha;. ha!”
was a shriek of laughter at that

sur%rg on.

‘o think of presenting Miss Dellew

with a mopy-looking and disagrecable

old parrot ccrtainly had its funny side.
1t you jolly well cackle about Polly

like that——"" began Bessie warmly.

¢ Never mind that now, Bessiel" in-
terrupted Babs, emiling.. ¢ We're all
agreed about the present, girls?”

": g{jnthe_r 15

7 pip:pip-parrot—""

”'I'l}xer? l‘(hlag'spall wa've got to talk
ghout, I think,” eried Bahs, leaping
down from the toble at last. ‘* But don't
forget the crickei match next Saturday.
What are we going to do with the
Danes "

< Lick them hollowI"" said Clara Trev-
lyn immediately.

“ And without the assistance of M
Tar| too " added TFlap Derwent.
“ Girls, lot’s be sclid on that point. The

least Mr. Hartley can do is to apologise

for not overhanling the boat on Satur-

day, Ho hasn't even done that yet.
wTaking that with what we've seen to-
_night, I don’t consider that he’s a sports-
man at all.”
that seemed quite the gencral

to give Miss Bellew a jolly good send-off,
e

opigdon.

n Babs and Mabs, although they
advocated the policy of moderation,
could not help feeling that Mr. Hattley
was hardly the sort of man to be wel-
comed with open arms as their coach for
future sporting events,

“ We can play cricket all right with-
out his help!” said Clara Trevlyn em-
phatically, when the subject rose again
on the following morning. *“He can
stick all the notices he likes on the board,
but I'm certainly not going down for
voluntary practice while he’s there!"

“ Nor am I!” said quite a number of
the Fourth-Formers.

They meant it, too. But there was a
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surprise in store for them all, and it came
during the afterncon.

They were just settling down for an
honr's geography with Miss Bland when
the door of the room opened, and Misa
Penclope Primrose entered.

““Exouse my interruption,  Miss
Bland,” said the headmistress quistly.
T have decided to make a little change
in the time-table for to-day.  Girls, will
you all stund, please,”

There was a movement in the class at
once.

“T have decided, as Mr. Hartley may
not be with us for | ll?', girls,”" explained
{51

the - headmistre: that it behoves us
to appraciate his valuable services as
much as possible, The whole Form will
therefore he excused this lesson for

cricket practice,”

Miss Primrose favoured her scholars
with & kindly smile.
She. considered that her little message

would prove a vary welcome one indeed. know

Three~-Hallpence. 3

1f she told them to have a lesson with
Mr, Hartlay they would have to have it}

* Good-nfternoon, girls!” exclaimed
“yril Hartley cheerily, as he waited for
the girls at the nets;

"é-g-gnnrl-aﬂumnon," came a mum-:
bling response.

No one felt quite easy.

The new school coach certainly looked
far from happy. No ‘sensitiv
man could have felt otherwise,
sories of events such as those which had
arked the coming of Cyril Hartley to

ClLiff House.
““An howr’s cricket—and a splendid
day for it!” exclaimed the coach as

breezily as he could. I understand
that you have a match with Danesford
Hall on Baturday afterncon, and you
want to beat them, -of course!”

“We sha'n’t with your help,” mut-
tered Marein Toftus,

Cyril Hariley went ved. He did not
Marcia, remark whi

and  the

el
T T

Babs, racing up.

THE FOURTH-FORMERS INTERFERE!

““We've besn watching you, you great bully !"

‘“Let that man alone
mr. Hartiey 1 criod

She would not have been surprised even
if there had been a little cheering,

But theré was no cheering.

Even the smiles which Miss Primrose
saw were tather weak, forced-looking
cnes; and the headmistress sailed out
of the room surprised and puzzled.

“ Cricket—with Mr. Hartley !” gasped
(flara Trevlyn, as the door closed. ** My
hat! If that isn't just the giddy limit!”
(J hing more to do with Mr. Hart.

ley a3 a coach, had overlooked
one little thing.

They conld hardly overlook it as the
Fourth-Formers trooped down to the
ericket fiell armed with bats and pads.

Compulsory cricket—a cricket lesson,
in other words—was a thing against

which they could not *kick ” without
the probability of serious consequences

Defiance!

LARA TREVLYN and Philippa
Derwant, in vowing to have no-

‘| following their defiance. What was even

worse was that the whale thing was Miss
Primrose’s idca, and Miss Primrose was
headmistress.

he cought from her lips was nob en-
CONTATINY.

* Tor a starl we will have some prac-
tice at these four nets, girls,” resumed
the coach, after a shof whkward silence.
“Will those who specialize in balting
and thoss who are bowlers please stand
at opposite sides?”’ -

The girls divided as requested in a
rvesigned but rather sully manner. Only
one figure stood still.

T say, Mr. Hartley!

know !"

I'm both, you

sguenked Bessic Bunter ex-
citedly. ;
“Very well, Miss Bunter. T will try

you .at batting, first. The nearest four
girls please take their bats and stand
in the nets. I see there are just twelve
bowlers, =0 three can bowl at each net.'

The girls found themselves cbeying the
quiet orders in spite of their reluctance
to take part in the practice. Within a
couple of minutes there were four girls
wailing to bat, three bowlers at each
net, wgile the remaining eight girls were
out ready to “ fag " the balls.

One of the batamen, of course, was
Bessie  Bunter, Bessie  had  taken

Tae Scuoor FrreNp.—No. 105.
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advantage of the general reluctance of
the other to get hivst to the wi
Commence  bowling, pleas
Cyril Hartley.

Bessie Bunter saw Peigy Preston pre-
pare to bowl, iaised lier bat, and took
a lerrifie swipe.

Crash!

The ball had no chance to hit the
wicket. Bessie Bunter did that herself,
sendidg the three stumps flying to the

said

ground,

S Q0ut first ball,” said Mr, Hartley
promptly.

“0Oh, ally ! T—T did that myself,
sir!” *prof the fat girl,

“That doesn’t matter,” smiled  the
coach, *“ You'ré out all the same!”

Bessic Bunter endeavoured to calch
Barbara Redfern’s eye.

Bessie, o considered that such a
speedy termiuation to her imings was
most  undignified,  thought that Babs
should protest. But Babs did not.
i\'m(t, one in, please!” gaid the
coach.

1 sussussav! Ti's

know!” protested Bessie,
e Bt
What was that?”
artley quietly.
We'ré nol going {o take any nolice
of what you say, Mr. Harlley,” said
Bessie, in o confident voice. - We've
all decided that you can't jolly well play
the game without being jealous of the
Lesi players,

“ Good gracious!”

‘There was a startled silence, :

No one had expecled that Bessie
Bunter’s conceit  in her own  alleged
ability would lead o that. Babs and Co.
wonl rather red, and even Clora and
Fiap looked ashamed {o have their words
usxl in guite ihat manner.

* Miss Bessie!’” said Cyril Hartley, the
anly one who oulwardly could show no
confusion.

“T'm jolly well going o finish m
innings properly ' declared the fat girl
It sa’t fair to try and get me out in

not

fair, you
t isn't fair,

asked - Cyril

that way. You can go on bowling,
Pegpy i
“ Bessie! - Come out!" cried Babs, in

vexation.

“ Come out !’ cried Bessie. ““T thought
von were jolly well going to tell Mr.
Hartley that we'd had enough of him
over the hoat-race business, Bahs!
supposs you're jolly well afraid to speak

i

ou duffer!" said Babs,

She did not (rouble {o argue with
Bessie Bunter. Argument was of little
use. Babs, also, was not quile in the
right mood.  She seized the fat girl's
arm and pulled her from the net,

“ Now if you don't keep guiet you'll
know all about it later, you silly duffer!’”
hissed Babs. B

* Duffer? Ob, really! ‘I consider that
T've been (reated unjustly I said the fat
girl warmly. T ain’t going to play
any more, so there! You're a funk, Bar-
bars Redfern!”

“A—aw

“Tunk!

at?? 3
F—u-n--¢, so there! Yon
well that we all decided

g fo— araoooch !
Leggo my plait, you cat!”
Cyril Hartley, with a heightened

colour, had moved discreetly from il
scene, amd the bowling had been yresumed
at the other threc nels. Clara Travlyn
came forward and  grabbed Bessie
Bunier's bat.

“You silly fat noodle!”’ said Clara.

‘! Noodle? Oh, 1 say, Clara!l  Faney
you saying that when—="

“ You kiow you were onl! Only the
silliest duffer imaginable would go and
knock all her stumps over! Give me that
bat and let me do something 1
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Clara Trevlyn took her stand at the
wicket-in_her grimmest manner.

Clara was not keen on this sort of
practice at all.  But interruptions like
Beesie Bunter’s were not going to help
the common cause at all.

* Play!"” called Phyllis Howell.

Clara played—strongly. It was an|

easy ball, and Clara lifted it far into the
field, evidently relieving her feelings in

o1 80,

£ ]glny this, Clara!” called Mabel
Lynn, preparing to bowl in her turn.

Clara took her stand at the wicket
again. It was a more difficult ball, but
Clara got her bat to it and lifted it like
the other.

“That was not a good stroke!” said
the voice of Cyril Hartley, ‘' Do yon
mind bowling another ball Tike that, Miss
Mabel? You'd be caught if you did that
in a match. You should try and keep
the ball low.”

The Cliffi Honse coach came into the
net and held out his hand for the bat.
Clara surrendered it without a word.
Another ball was bowled, and Mr.
Hartley sent it speeding along the
£rass,

“Now let me see you do that,” he
said to Clara,

Mabs bowled a third time. Clara took
her stand at the wicket with quite a
serene expression on her face, got her
bat well under the ball, and sent it
soaring high into the air.

“That was not a straight drive,” said
Cyril Hartley rather ‘crossly.

. “ Possibly not,” said Clara, with calm
indifference, ** I hit it, for all that!™

* You—you hit it 7"

“Yes, No one caught it, either, so
I'm not out!”

“I want to see you drive a ball glong
the ground,” said Cyril Hartley quietly.

“I'm sorry, but 1 can’t do it,” re-
turned Clara indifferently. ** My batting
has always been Fuod enough for the
leams we've met hefore. I expect that
it will be good enough on Saturday, Mr.

oo

Hartley.”

“Oh! Yon think sof”  asked the
young man, evidently nettled. * See if
you can play this ball?

He picked up a ball from the ground,
and I?repm-ul to bowl.

i ]a { i

The ball came down the pitch.  Clara
Trevlyn stepped quietly to one side and
watched hor leg stamp fall flat.

“You—you didn't attempt to play!”
gas) e coach,

Clara nodded in the calm manner for
which she was famed. The young man
went rather red.

““What is the good of my bowling if
you are going to stand like that, Miss’
Clara " he asked quickly: *“ Surely—"

“Pm afraid it isn't much good, 1s it ¥’
admitted Clara,

* Well; what is the meaning of it,
please? Do you refuse to practise?'

“1 don’t refuse .to -practise,” said
Clara quietly. ““But T'd rather . not
practise with you, Mr. Hartley. We're
going to try_and beat the Danes without
the aid of a-coach this time, you see.”’

¢ Hear, hear! said Philippa Der-
went.

Play al the oiher three nels had
stopped.  Cyril Hartley was aware of

that fact.

“ Bupposing I order yon-—as a master
at the schmf—-lodplny my bawling, Miss
Clara?’ he asked quite quietly.

1 shall refuse!” said Clara promptly.

“What was that, Clara?”’ asked a
fresh voice, and Clara looked up in sur-
prise to sce Miss Bellew, with flushed

cheeks and angry eyes, comin? on the
scene.  Did hear you refusing to
play, Clara?”

“¥Yes, Miss Bellew,” mid Clara

denurely.

Three-HaMpence.

‘“Tor what reason, pray?'’.

‘ Because we don't like having M.
Hartley for a coach,” answered Clara
Trevlyn., ‘“We're quite veady to prac-
tise on our own, but I'm not going to
have my. ntling criticised by him."”

“Why not t’

“Mp. Hartley will tell vou,
Bellew,” said Clara,

Clara Trevlyn felt very strongly on the
subject of that peeuliar incident: of the
woods. But she did not nt {o
“sneak ” about it. To her absolute
amazement Miss Bellew did not even
press for further particulars,

“Claral!” she said angrily, * You will
take your bat immediately and stand al
the wicket! Do you hear me?”’

* Yes, Miss Bellow.”

Miss

““ Further, you will do exactly what
you ara told, and I shall give you. a
undred Jines for disobedienca, ~ You

scem to forgel that this is a school lesson
which you are receiving. I never heard
of such impertinence before!”

* But—but we've a special reason—

* Bilence, Clar am shooked at
your - behaviour!” cried the angry mis-
tress,  “T wish te hear nothin K:rlhe}-
from you after this. I am ashamed fo
think- that you can be so unladylike and
discourteous!”

“Please, Miss Bellew——"' began Bar-
bara Redfern,

“Barbara, I wish to hear no more!”
interrupled the mistress. **If there is
any more of this, Mr. Hartley, vou will
please send a messenger to me, an
will come and see into the matter!”

Miss Bellew turned and swept away,
her cheeks colouring furionsly.

The Fourth-Formers, on the other
hand, were diamayed beyond measure,

lara Trevlyns words had just ex-
pressed the feelings of most of the Fourth-
Formers.  Mr. Hartley had done suffi-
cient to forfeit their trnst, and they saw
no abjection to their saying as much.

But it was auite a different matter lo
defy Miss Bellew—especially at a time
when rumour said that she was shortly
to leave the school.

“ What are we going to do, Babs?”
asked Clara, still rather mutinous.

*“ Play, 1 suppose,”’ returned Babs, in
a low voice, “ We'll have to obey Mis
Bellew or there'll be serious trouble.”

*“ Yes, I suppose so,” admitted Flap
Derwent. i«

o they played on for the rest of the
hour, observing the letter of the law if
nothing else in Mr. Hartley’s teaching.
But it was spiritless play, and it did not
look as though the Fourth were likely to
learn much from their coach:

That was not Cyril Hartley's fault, at
all.- - But -the Fourth-Formers did not
like the young man who had been caught
acting in such a seemingly brutal manner
eo shorily after the events on boat-race

oy,

]yt was a relief to all when the practice
came lo an end. y

““Mr. Hartley looked just as though
he wanted to say something all the time,
irls,”” Babs remarked as they went up
he feld.
. *“Oh, bother Mr, Hartley "' saideClara
shortly, ““He got me a hundred lines
through interfering. I don’t want to
play ﬁis wey, and he may just as well
now it now as linger in Jﬂubt If he’s
ﬁot- something to say why couldn’t he
ave said it before?’” . -

“ The thing that “worries me," " said
Babs, “is why Miss Bellew takes his
part so much. I'm sure I can’t under-
stand it. She backed him up after the
boat-race when he couldn’t excuse his
carelessness at all.” s -

“Tve a jolly good mind not lo give
anything to her present now!” remarked
Bessia ﬁunl‘er thoughtfally.

““ I don’t suppose you will in any ease,
dear!” rejoined Babs, *You never do
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give anything. Dut because Miss Bellew
had behaved so queerly T hope it's—it'a
!wat goiug to affect the presentation,

girls,”

“0Oh, no, Babs!" answered Peggy
Preston at once, ** We all know what a
perfect dear Miss Bellew has always been
to us, and if she's really going to leave
the school, the least we can do is to give
her a ]ully good send-of

“That's just how I think about it,”
said Babs quietly. “ And because Miss
Bellew supports ~our coach so much I
can't help thinking that somehow she—
she must know more than we do. ou
“lnow how fan she’s always been before,
don't you?

Clara Trevlyn would have made some
answer, but there was an inerruption
just at that moment. A smartly-dressed
figzure appeared in the quadrangle, and
at the same moment Nancy Bell, who
had been a discontented and reluctant
ormknlor, ga.\e a glad cry.

Nellie
She went hurryi ing forward, and Babs
wnk‘hpd with a g-own on her face,

“ Nellie Travers, from Danesford
Hall!" she muttered. I wonder wh
that girl m gettmg 50 friendl_v with
Nancy? T don’t like it at all!”

don't see why - we should worry
abonb her. returned Clara moodily.
“ Nellie is no friend of ours, and isn't
likely to be. If she and Nancy like to
be friends, theia can. I'm more con-
cerned  with what we' Te, gomg to do
about this Hartley man.

Little could Clara guess then that she
would have been able to solve the
mystery of the new school coach far
more quickly if she had only known more
about Nellie Travers, of Danesford Hall.

There was & mystery, and it was not
entirely of Cyril Hartley's makin The
question why Cliff House had E::t the
boat-race was one w! could have been
answered  easily by Nellie—and by none
better!

Nellie is Alarmed!

(1] BLLIE, how do you do?" asked
I\ancy Bell eagerly.

“Do? Oh, . rippingly

thanks 1" retumed the elegant

Nellie. “I didn’t know {hnt you were a

cricket enthusiast, l\ul]cy

** Compulsory pructn:e, said Naney,

with a grimace. * That man Hartley,

too. But won't you come up and have a

cup of tea? I've got the study to myself

this ev mung, as Annabel always has tea

in a

3E: Dchghtcd I'm sure.’

The two passed into élm school, Nellia
turning her head and giving the- rest
of the Fourth-Formers a h‘\]f smile which
was not returned--perhaps because they
kuew quite well that Nellie's smile was
mnlv an assumed one.

ellie Travers was a new acquaintance
n]‘ lhe CHLff House girls, but she did not
bid fair to become very popular with
them, At their first meeting she had in-
spired Nancy Bell to trick Bis & Co. into

gelling her companions at Danesford
Hall into a scrape with their  head-
mistress.

¢ Doesn’t look as though I'm ever
poing to be popular at this school,” said
Nellie, with a smile, ns she and \"mcy
passad into the school. ' Still, they’ve
7io_reason for suspecting anything, have
they

I\:moy Bell gigeled.

“ No reason ab all,’” she-said. “Mr,
Hartley is very much in their bad books
just at present. They've been practically
defying  him’ this afternoon.  The;
haven't any nh‘u that just Defore the
boat-race you

5 Ssssch 1" muuered Nellie warningly,

-qmck znrlra\llng of her b
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atd not another word was said until the
pzu of them reached Study No. 1.

8o everything haa really gone well
asked the Danesford Hall girl, in a In“

voice, “That was one reason why I
came over to ses you.  You—you mean
lbnt

“ My dear, T think you did it wonder-
fully,' said Naney Bell. T should have
I’nleel to see Babs and her precious clique
win the boat-race after all their brag-
ging. But they went for Hartley when
éhﬁ race was over—went for him beauti-
u

i H’m\ 7

Why " asked Nellie, with a
reath.

“They thought they ought to have
won, of course, That's the funny part of
it aii " chuckled Nancy.

“ Ought to have won 7" - Neliie rose {o
her feet, neither so cool nor so elegant
as she had baen. * What made them
Hunk lhat“ Do they really suspect any-

hing ? X

Thret=Hallpence. ké

half avgrily. “1 never suspected any-
thing like this. If they think that Hart-
ley tarpered u:Lh the boat it makes it
worse than ever.

“ But I started (hat story myseli—to
e-} you ! exelaimed Nancy.

ou—you_did?  Oh. you duffer
said  the aother indignantly, W
couldn’t you let well alone? }lar!luy

Jenows that he’s innocent, and Fa'll want
to clear his name. Terhaps he suspevls
something already.  What's his voice
like? Tell me!

*“ Deep, and rather clear.'

“ Goodness! It was Hmt man, after
all, then !"> faltered Nellio Travers.

I‘haL man? When- w do_ you
mean?”’ gasped Nancy Bell, quick to
take alarm.

““ Someone nearly caughl me when T
left the boathouse. Azyway, I'm almost
certain that he saw “mel!” exclaimed
Nellie Travers. T waa too quick for
him to discover who I was. But it must

CLARA TREVLYN REBELS!

wicket immediately.

‘Clara ! gaid Miss Blllaw,annwly
““You will take your placs the

1 am ashamed that you should be so unudyllke and

dispourteous !’

“* Goodness!  Didn't _yon  know?”
Naney exclaimed in wonderment. © They
recovered part of the broken our, and
suspecied things af onc

“You never told me t
lense ly-

said Nellie

Well, there—there was no  need,'”
n-phr-d the Cliff House girl \mi.‘uéi!}'.

There was no danger for us.”

‘* None for you, ol mean !’

““Or you, Nellie,”” rejoined Nancy
quickly. “I tell you that if they sus-
pect anyone, it is Harlley, He was sup-
posed to hava oV orh:mh'd the boat before
Ihm went in it.’
paced the study with strange,
ha[ung steps.- Her eyes wero wide, her
mouth slightly open.

Tt was easy for Naney to be calm and
triumphant, for Nancy tml.l done nothir
excapt plot with this more daring giv
from the rival school.

“ What's the matler?” asked Nancy,
startled at the change in her compauion.

“You ought to have told me this—
rou know you cught!” burst out Nellie

have been Hartley's voice which called

to me. And now——'
“ You don't think he can guess any-
thing, surely?’' .asked Naney, quile

uht!o herself.

“* No, I don't. He can only Thave sus-
picions, of course, and he can’t say which
girl did it,” said Nellie, more to reassure
herself than anything else. * But I've
got that horrid key, and, like a silly, I'm
still carrying it about \-\Lh me,”

“Ihu boathouse
=ik T ilmuh! be caught with
that, they might think things at once.
The' key belonged to the Spenders, and
they gave it to me some time ago, when
tlu,) bought their own hoafs. art-
ley should start mﬂl\mg inquiries, and—
aml they say——""
“Can't you say that you've dost the
kry *asked Nancy.

‘No._ T've a better idea than that,’
returned the Danesford Hall girl, hwdh
touching the tea which Nancy had pre-
pared. - " If I could gel to the hoathouse
and put the Lay there—it's a numbered
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one, you see—so that someone found it,
they’'d never even ask questions.”

“I¢s—it’s ~risky,”  faltered Nancy,
thinking more of herself than of her
companion.

Y Risky? Oh, T don’t mind thatl’
said Nellie Travers. ‘“I'll {ell you it's
far more risky for me to keep that horrid
key. - Let’s gel. across tothe boathouse
to-night, We'll go in and pretend to be
choosing a boat, and theu T'll hang the
key on an old nail—under a cobweb or
something. If I dip it in {he river, it'll
soon’ go rusty.” 5

“rphinic 16 wll ook suspielots; ta of
us going 1’ asked Naiicy Bell, * You—
you kn’ow that you were the one to—to
(o

ilie’s eyes opened.
Aro )’Oil‘af‘l'qld?' she demanded

** Nun-no,!" said Nancy hastily, ' But
—but I—"*
“ Youwll have to come with me,” inter-

m&:lvd Nellie Travers somewhat testily,
*“There’s a risk to be run, and I want
you there to keep a look-out while I'm
zetting vid of the key. You'll simply
ave to help me in th
that if anything should come out about
the Cliff House boat having been faked,
they might find eut that you helped me
by telling me which boat they were to
use, and—and all the other things you
said.”

“TU come now,” Bell
huskily,
Out in the, corridor the hurrying pair
almost ran into Barbara Redfern and
- Mabel Lynn, who were also dressed in
their outdoor things.
“0b, sorry i’ @ i

caid  Naney

] wied Nellie, pulling
ap just in time. —U've a message for
you, Barbara. - Gertie Thomas wants you
o be ready at - two-thirty prompt on
Saturday, so that she’ll have good time
to give you another defeat.”

“ Thanks!”’ responded - Babs
" Was that all?”

“I¢ll be quite enough when Saturday
somes,” said Nellie, somewhat nettled by
the reply she received.- ** We're going
to give you an even bigger defeat than
we did last time. Cheerio !«

The Danesford Hall girl swang down
the corridor with Nancy at her side, and
with a puzzled face Babs waiched them

drily.

.

** She seems very keen, all of a sudden,
on secing us defeated,”’ remarked Babs
slowly.

“ That's because we told her what we
thought of her on the river the other
night,” said Mabs, by way of explana-
Lion.

* Perhaps so. - But I don't liké her
being friendly with Nauey, a girl who
would stop at little if she could cause
us to be f;catml.” said Babs seriously.
1 don't think it's a good sign, when
we're playing these matches with the
Danes, to see those f{wo fogether sz0
much.”

 Oh, there's nothing in jt, I'm suve!”
responded Mabel Lynn easily. * Don't
worry about those two, Babs.  Don't
forget that we've decided to go down
for a little pull on the river this evening,
so that there’s no chance of getting
dragged into any more cricket practice
with that man Hartley."

“I'm ready to start now, {oo,’” said
the voice of Clara Trevlyn, from  the
doorway of Study No. 7.

Babs smiled, her fears with regard to
Nellie evidently not being too deeply
rooted.

““Come on, if you're ready, then!’
lauzghhcd the Fourth Form captain.

There were quite a nomber of Fourth-
Formers ready to occompany the party
down to the Sark.

For one thing, the excitement of the
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boat-race had certainly stimulated their
interest in river events.

With a ecricket match so close, how-
ever, it was not likely that many of them
would have been so willing to miss prac-
tice if it had not been for the fact that
they expected to meet Cyril Hartley at
the nets.

“ I'm really going to show-you how to
row this evening, girls,”’ remarked Dessie
Bunter, as; a few minutes later, the
party made their way in the direction of
the river,

“ We'll wait and see about that!” said
Babs promptly, ** Do you know, Bessic,
T still find 1t hard to bafie\'e your rumonr
that Miss Bellew is going lo: get
married,’

** But it must be true, Babs,’ said Mar-
jorie Hazeldene. ‘‘ Lucy has heard the
same thing in quite a different way."

“ Yes, And—and yet the thing that

puzzles me is why Miss Bellew doesn’t

tell us herself!” said Babs. = I know
that really she is awfully fond of us, the

same as we are fond of her, and she won’t

like having to leave at ald. ~ Perhaps—

perhaps that's why she’s behaving so
um)rfy towards us—irying to hide her
colings, you know.”

“It's a jolly queer way of doing it!”
observed Clara Trevlyn. = “Even if I
was in love with someone myself—""

*“ Clara in love! Ha, ha, ha!’' langhed
Dolly Jobling immediately. 3

“ I admit Smt it's difficult to imagine,”
laughed Clara.  ** But I don't think T
should back up every young man, as she
seems to Mr. Haurtley, just because he
happens to ‘be rather athletic and good-
looking®

 ¥You: don’t. understand the ways of
people in love,” chuckled Babs. = * But
there must be something in the rumour,
and we're certainly not going to be
caught napping, even if Mizs Dellew does
save it up as a surprise for us,  Don’t
fnrfgnt your subscriptions to the present,
girla."”

“How much have you got so far!”
asked Peggy Preston eagerly.

“ Nearly eight pounds promised,” said
Babs.  ‘“We ought to get well over
ten before the list closes, and I can get
Uncle Tony to buy something from &
wholesale firm, so that we save money in
that way, too.”

“No good going too quickly with
things, Babs,”" observed Mabs quietly.
“ Wo can’t go and give a present before
tha?’c,augagumeut is even announced, can
we .

Y know that, dear,”” laughed Babs.
“ But we want to be prepared, so that
we can go straight down to Miss Dellew
and congratulate her, and then ask her
what she would like us to got her. That
will give us a chance to get her a ripping
and really useful present,”

“ What do you think about ‘that
curious rumour which came from the
Sixth Form 7" asked Phyllis Howell sud-
denly. * You know that Frances Bar-
rett has been saying that Miss Bellew
intended to make the announcement of
her engnfemeut divectly after the boat-
raco resuit, don't you?"

““Yes. But Frances must have gol
hold of the wrong end of the stick, 'm
sure,” said Babs, in responsze. . ‘“You
know what o duffer Frances is. T'm sure
I can’t see any reason why Miss Dellew
should change her mind just because we
lost the race, can you?t’

And yet there were good reasons if
they could only have known!

If some of the girls had been a little
more observant they might have guessed
the whole cause of the strange change
which had taken place in the popular
Fourth Form mustress, They would
have boen even ready to helieve that
Frances Barrelt's rumour was truel

‘Three~-Hallpence.

But there were several things which
Babs and Co. did not understand then,
and, as it happened, they. Were not eyen
to have time for speculation.

Poggy Preston, looking ahead, gave a
sudden exclamation,

“Took! ‘Nancy and Nellie: Travers
arc just ahead, girls!" sho exclaimed,
with that preity Lancashiro accent which
made her voice so attractive. ‘It looks
as though they're going on the river.”

“¥-e-s,”" eaid Babs slowly. ‘“They
seem to be behaving jolly queerly, too.
I—1 wonder if they're planning some
jape on someone,”

‘It would be just as well to keep our
eyes on them,” “said Clara, never very
fond of Nancy, ‘I think—— My hat!
Look at that! If it isn’t that man Harl-
ley again!”

“ Well—well, I'm bothered!’ mut-
tered Phyllis Howell. *‘““Hartley hang-
ing round here! Isn't it strange, girls,
how we're always seeing and. hearing of
that man loitering round here? We
thought. that, as he's tho school coach,
he'd be cerlain to be at the school a fine
night like this.” " .

The Fourth-Formers hung back with
one accord, '

Try as they would, they could not feel
easy in the presence of Cyril Hartley.
They had seen a lot of him, and on many
occasions he had behaved as a really
good sporisman. DBut there were two
things—the boat-race mystery and the
encounter in- the woods—which they
could not forget,

““ Well, he's disappeared mnow, any-
way,’” ‘said Clara, after a momentary
pause, ‘* We'll get on again, girls, and
find a boat. What do yon say?’

** May as- well,”” assented Barbars, at
once.

It was not to he expected that the
Fourth-Formers could  connect Cyril
Hartley with the two mean-spirited
friends from the -rival schools—Nellio
and Nancy—whom they had seen walking
in front of them, =

But even at that moment there was
the making of another mystery.

“ Your friends are following us,

 Nancy!" Nellie had exclaimed, almost -

ab the same moment that Peggy Preston
drew the attention of the Cliff House
party to the two girls ahead.

“* Yes, F=I caught a glimpse of them
just now,” returned Nancy Belll i a
husky whisper, *‘ Let's get rid of that
horrid key as quickly as possible. If we
dart round the. boathouso here we can
do it in no time.”

““There’'s no one about, certainly,’”
said Nellie Travers, $mpiu in the
pocket of her skirt. ¢ Quick, Nancy,
i wo're going to do enything! Look in
Uhxe boathouse and see if there’s anyone
about.”

Naney darted forward, They were on
the bank of the river now, with the Chff
House gils cut off from view by the
structure of the boathouse, - There was
no one in sight at all, even the hoat-
owners were away. A tall figure, which
loitered in the shelter of the trees, was
quite unnoticed, %

“No one at all,”” whispered- Nancy
Bell.  * There's a fine old cobwebby
place where you can put the key.”

“Good! Then Pl just dip it in the
river here, and we'll hang 3t up,” re-
turned Nellie Travers, a little shake in
her voice.

She stooped at the river-bank and
dangled the key in the water. It was a
shrewd scheme, for the steel, wetted like
that, would scon rust when left_hang-
ing.

(Continued on page 8.}
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“ Unworthy of Their Trust!"
(Continued from page 8.)

But even as Nellie was rising to her
fest again she became aware, guite sud-
denly, that she was mnot alone. With
the key clutched in  her tightenin
fingers, her whole figure suddenly rigi
with surprise and alarm, she spun round.

Confronting her was Cyril Hartley, the
Cliff House coach!

Important Conversations!
# HOPE I have not startled you!"
I The young man’s voice was
deep, and had a strange com-
manding tone.

Nellio- Travers stood quite still, her
face twitching; the guilty colour flood-
ing her cheeks,

T am sorry that I appeared as I di
said the young man, with just a kint
of sternness-in his veice. * But I sce
vou are a Danesford ]_Izdl gl May I

ask you one question?’

S Tf=if you like," said Nellie, trying
to appear indifferent.

The wet key was cluiched tightly in
her hand, and was out®of sight. She
was trying to assure herself that it was
only her guilty knowledge of what she
was doing which had caused her to
become so alarmed. :

* Very well,”* said the quiet voice.
wish you to let me see that key
you were just dipping in the
please.’”

““Koy1” said Nellie faintly,

Then he had seen, after alll

Nellie Travers shook.  She felt that
her nerve had gone again. It was nob
merely a guilty mind this time. The
hoat-shed keys were of a curious, old-
fashioned - appearance,- certainly very
rarely seen. To be caught with one by
anyone. accustomed to using a similar
one was almost to be convicted.

‘“The key, please,” repeated Cyril
Hartley, his blue eyes never moving from
the girl’s face. **I saw you dip one in
the water, and Iam locking for a mi
key. I wish to see the one you hold.”

*I-1 have no key, 'said Nellie
thickly.

“ Vou will excuse mal™

“ You—you've made a mistake. I—I
just stooped down to see if the water's
warm enough for bathing,” said Nellie
desperately. “ You're made a mistake.
‘Why should I have a key at ail?”’

“1 have reason for believing that some
unauthorised person has been visiting the
boathouse,” said Cyril Hartley quietly.
““ Onthe night before the boat-race I saw
the bank here.”
don't see anything in_ that!"
muttered Nellie, licking her dry lips.

“ Not in that alone, eertainly. But
just. before I saw the girl I heard the
click of a lock, and when I called to her
to stop she darted amongst the tirees.
I am very anxious to mect that girl,”
said Cyril Hartley, in his steadicst tones.

“I—I don’t know what you'ra talking
about,” muttered Nellie; unable to meat
the man’s gaze. ““1 know that you hate
Danesford Hall, and you would like to
trump up some charge because you've
quarrelled with Miss Potter——""
= “T am sorry, but I must ask you to
“ refrain from discussinr personal matters,

pleage,” interrupted the young man in a

sterner voice, 1 have asked you o
sitple question after seeing you behave
a suspicious manner. Y iﬂ you open
vour hand and let me see what it holds?
£ I have made a mistake I shall give you
a full and satisfa Bory apology.”

i
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“I—1I don’t want to have anything io
do. with you. = ¥You-—you mind
business,” said Nellie Travers, with a
feeble attempt at bluster.

“ You refuse?’ asked Cyril Hartley.
“Very well. I must ask you to remain
here with me until I can sce an older
q:ri or mistress who will compel you to
shew me what you are holding.”

“I won't be ‘bullied m—in this
manner ! exclaimed Nellie Travers, with
a sudden wave of wellsimulated anger.
“ You sha’n’t bully me like this!”®

Sha flung suddenly to one side as
though to run away. But although she

was quick her companion was quicker.
A sirong, although not  cruel; grip
fasteried on her wrist. Nellie Travers

was pulled up before che had hardly
started.

““ Oh, you brute—you brute!”

Nellie Travers {fugged furiously at the
restraining  hand, striking desperately

!
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with her clenched fist to free herself.
Cyril Hartley was taken off his guard.
He felt the girl wronch herself away, and
she toitered back on the bank.

* Look out! Look wher

: < you're go-
mf!" cried the young man.
—look!”

The river

He sprang forward, but he sprang too
ate.

The first nervous, frightened spring had

taken the girl to the very edge cf the
water. She became aware of her peril
just as the young man called. :
Splash ! :
With a single despairing cry Nellie
Travers tottered on  the bank and
spr‘a\\'led into the river.

Oh, look, girls!” ¢ried Barbara Red-
farn's voice at that very moment,
* Someone’s fallen inl”

There was a patter of footsteps as the
Fourth Form party, who had seen no-
thing of the dramatic events of the last
few seconds, eame running forward to
help at the disaster which they had been
just in time to seo.

Their help, however was not needed.

your own |
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Before the figure of tha girl had gone
right under the tall young man on the
river bank poised on the edge. With a
clean and heautiful dive he took to the
river, and shot to the surface beside the
struggling figure of the girl.

“Tt's A 1-.,<;Iartle 1" Babs cried, with
shining eyes. = gh, well done, sirl
Wasn’t that splendidly prompt, girls?”

“ We'll give you a hand, l\fl{. Igurl]ay."
said Clara, rushing forward to the bank.

‘“Thank you!” said the deep, pleasan
voice.

With one arm holding the girl's head
and shoulders well above the water C;
Hartley came towards the bank with
quick, certain strokes.

There was no lack of assistance there.

Babs and Mabs were tha first to lean
forward, grasp the sodden figure of Nellio
Travers, and help her to dry land. Cyril
Hartley needed little help.  He gripped
at the woodwork of the landing stage
and, with a muscular heave, drew him-
self, dripping, on to dry land again,

“Bravo, Mr. Hartloy!”

“ Well done, sir!”

There was no rin,

of hostility in {he
criés which greeted the Cliff House coach
as he stood there now. The perfect,
instant feap could only excite admiration
from them all. -

But_there was something to tun the
attention from the young man even at
that moment. Nellic Travers was stand-
ing silently at one side, an unmistakably
angry expression in her face,

Fdraly 3 somelhing {o My,
Hartley, iakh- g abs exclaimed, turn-
ing to the girl.. “ We all saw—--"

" You don’t understand!” cut in the
Danesford Hall girl in a choking voice,
I it hadn’t been for him I—I shouldn’t
have fallen in.  And there was no need
for him o dive like that. I can swim
all right.” i

‘“If—if it hadn’t been for Mr. Hartley
you wouldn't have fallen in?’ repeated
Babs, in a wondering voico.

“ That is not quite correct,” said the
young man quickly, * This girl under.

stan

“1t’s all right; T don’t want to argue,”
intorrupted Nellie, suddenly raising her
empty lhamls ina derisive gésture which
Hartley alone could understand,  “T'va
lost my—my locket, but it doesn't matter.
I'm Foiug ack to the school to change.”

Whirling round even as she spoke, -
Nellie Travers set off along the ban|

'“ A precious fine representative for the
Danes,” siid Clara Trevlyn scorniully,
“We've seen her before, Mr. Hartley,
and she's not the sorl to be grateful
over anything. I think it was jolly
decent of you to go to her rescue,
whether she could swim or not, and I'm
sorry that—that I was cheeky to you
this afternoon.”

“ Well s}mkeﬁ, Clara,” said DBabs at
once. * We all think it was jolly nice of
you to do what you id.”

“ Hear, hear!”

“ Thank you for saying that,” said the
young man in his quictest tones. * But
I have really done nothing, as the girl
wasg probably not in very much danger.
I hope, however, that T may yet have an
ﬂ[iv;_mrl.ulnt.y of really winning the trust
which T have forfeited through—through
.unfortunate circumstances.”

“ We'll certainly come down {o the
next cricket practice with you, Mr,
Hartley.  Won't we, girls?”

 Rather ' came the promise at once,
. “Thank you," said the coach, blush-
ing. “I hope you will never regret
it.

“ Queer—very - queer indeed,” com-
mented Mabel Lynn, as the young man
disappeared into tho boathonse cottage
where he had his rooms,  Mr. Hartley
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ncted ther like a real sportsman, didu’t
ke ?”

 Of course he did!" answered Peggy
Preston at once. ‘‘ He’s a puzzle to me.
A man who was really ruffian cnough t
uttack a defenceless old man would never
hi:.uwgc to a girl's rescue like that, wonld
he?

nel

“*No,” said Babs, shakivg her head.
“T tell you there is some mystery, girls.
1t’s beyond me. Of course, anyone can
point out that Mr. Hartley did nothing
which was specially brave in resening a
swimmer from a quiet river. On the
other hand, only a real brick would act
50 instantly - without pausing for a
moment.” - = 5 s

“T can’t understand him at all,” ad-
mitted Clara, *The things don’t At
together, do they? Still, we'll go down
to cricket. practice after this and really
see if we can find out more about him.”

“ What - could Nellie mean about—
about it being his fault " “speculated
Dolly Jobling,

Babs shrugged her shaullers. 2

‘* Considering the horrid way in which
she took everything,” she auswered, ‘T
don’t think we need worry about Nellia.
We know the sort of girl she is. Perhaps
she tried to work some jape oun him and
fell in the water.” 2

That's about it,” ngreed ~Mabs.
“ Still, all's well that ends well. Let's
ket our boat now we're here, and go for
a little row.” £

The feelings of the unfortunate Cyril
[Martley were, at that moment, sven mora
confused than the thoughts of the Fourth
Vorm girls,

He had been defeated by the Danesford
Hall girl, he knew. If it was a boathouse
liey which he had seen in her hand it
mnust be buried now somewhere in the
weeds at the bottom of the river, with
no chance of ever connecting it with
Nellie Travers,

Yet he felt that there was a boathonse
key there, and he felt, too, that Nellie
had held it. The guilt on her fushed
face had been plain,

Did it mean that chance had brought
him on the very girl who was responsible
for the lost “boat-race, and for the |
disasters for which he had had to bear
the blame. He had hated, with all the
instinct of a sportsman, to think of foul
play ab the time. Now he was more
ready to take such an explanation.

“ Coooooeee!™ came a soft, rippling
little enll from the bank of the river.

“Coooeas!” returned Cyril Hartley,
loaping instantly to his feel. He had
finished changing into dry clothes, and
was lacing his \\-gilo ghoes when the first |
sound of tho familiar voice came to his
ears. ** Cooooocec I

With a couple of bounds he was across
ihe room and descending the worn slairs
three at a (ime. The change in his
expression was remarkable. There were |
1o lines of worry on the handsome face
now. S

* Ada dear!" -

. Cyril '

In the shelter of the laurel screen
around the cottage garden waited a
pretty, blushing woman. The young
man was at her side in a moment, catch-
ing her tenderly to himself.

“ I thonght lyou were never coming out

vight, Cyril,” whispered the voice of
ss Bellew, the Fourth Forimn mistress at
Cliff House, “T have been waiting |
about here for ever so long.”

‘T am so.sorry, dear,” answered tho|
nrusical voice of the young mon. 1!
got wet in the river and had to change.
1= yes, it was to help someone out, but
there was no -danger at all for either of
us, so don't say anything about it!"

“T think you're wonderful, Cyril-——""
began the voice of Miss
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“I shall have to tell you the whole
story, so please do not interrupt, dear,”

said Cyrit Hartley, alter a pausa. 1t
has some hearing on the boat-racs., As I
have told you, T have always had an

idea that somcone—some girl—entered
the shed on the night bafore the race.”

“ But, Cyril—?"

. * T hated to think jt, dear. This even-
ing, however, T happened to see two girls
hanging round the place. One went in-
d the other stooped and ped
a key—a boathouse key, I am sure—in
the water. I confronted her, and she
would not_show it. She altempted to
escape, I tried Lo defain her, and in the
end she foll in the water. Naturally, the
key vanished, Without such proof T can
prove nothing, can 17"

“There was a_disappointed ving in his
voice; vet, at the same time, it was the
tone of a good sportsman who has
suffered a defeal. Miss Ada Bellew
ovidently took the matier more to heart.

* You really think that a—a Danesford
Hall gitl did ‘that wicked thing, Cyril "
she exclaimed. h, how terrible to
have to think (hat! How terrible that
you caunot clear yourself! Surely I can
5;:0 Miss -Potier and explain that—that
the=—"

““No, I have no proof now—not eyen
a single witness,”" said the young man
quiwlﬁf. “But my rescue, as it hap-
pencd, was seen by some of your girls:
You know I am not one to wish for
cheap glory, but the fact that they are
more kindly disposed to me will mako it
easier for me to carry on at Cliff House.™

he mistress turned away to hide two
tears which welled suddenly to her eyes,

Y Oh, Cyril, it is cruel—so cruel for
both of us,” she said in a husky voice.
‘* Last Saturday our engagement was Lo
have been announced. at  terrible
business of the boat-race made it im-
possible.  On Monday they saw you
tracking that man in tia woods——'

“ Marcus Stoneman, in his cunning
disguize as an old man,'” assented Cyril
Harlley grimly,

““ Yes, bul what a pity that we cannot
tell them all,” sighed Miss Bellow. |
“IHow sad that we cannot take them |
into our confidence and tell them that
your firm has sent you here to watch
what that man is doing, and (o see that
he has no meeting with his confederatos,
If they only knew how brave and plucky
yon are; aud what a dangerons man he
really is—="

¢ Lwish I felt that I could deserve such
words {vom you, Ada.” i s

“But you do. You are the most
wonderful’ man in the world! Surely I
have told yow that before? And my
girls are dears, too, and T love them so
very much, although in a different way.
I ean never do anything but take your
part when I know that you are so
cruelly misjudged. Yet it has hurt me
to have to speak as I have done to m
girls, They have been so-loyal and auch
real friends to me in the past.,”

Really, I shoulde’t have come to
CLff House ns a conch, dearest.” E

*Yes, yes. It helps you to remain in
the ighbourhood  without  exciting
suspicion.  If only—""

“1If only I could earn the respect of
those splendid girls of yours” said the
young man softly. “ Buf T will do that
even yob. Everything will come right
804

=®
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Little could Cyril Hartley guess at!
that moment of a mrsting which was
taking place further down the river.

Nellie ravers, dripping  web and
trembling her rage and dismay, was
talking to Nauney Bell,; who had followed
her fearfully through the trees.

“ You let me down, of course,” Nellie
was saying bitterly. * You deserfed me,
Now you'll have to help. I tell yon that

Three~Hallpence,

man- Hartley simply- can’t stay al Clff
House a onger. Something will have

to_happen.
* But what?”
“I “dow’i care. Homething must
happen—something which will disgraca
him so that he can’t stay at your school
He'll got friendly with thoss Fourth
Form girls and start making inquiries
comes out that the Spendeis

Supposing it

gave me that k
::'ﬁlmy;ll_ —they l%}nt-\'er-—r" i

nything can happen. I might even

be ex '|!cL|.$' rauttered Nellie, g"I tell

you that man Harlley will have to go

now that he suspects so much. Oh, why
didn't you see himehiding there

_““ Never mind excuses now. Yon must
find out all you can and tell me. We
must arrange something which will dis-
grace him in the eyes U?lhem all so that
they won't have anything more to do
with the man. I shall rely on you, and
if_you let me down you'll be sopr

Tow tuch those™ two conversations
would bave meant to Babs and Co, if
they could only hu\"e heard them as they

ZoR

floated on (he e
Bul such was not Lo be, Although it
that Cyril

seemed, for a little while,
Hartley was to haye better luck, he had
incurred the anger and excited the fear
of a girl who would stop at little indeecl
to blacken his nama still further in the

eyes of the Fouwrth-Formers,

C Bunter as she looked into Study
... No. 4 during the dinner hour on

the following day.

There was a fat and Very persuasive
smile on Bessie Bunter's face, and large
and missspelt nolice on the X men-
tioned the name of Miss Bellew in a
manner which was very obvious.

“Some new game, dear?” asked Bar-
bara Redfern, busy chatting with Phyllis
Howell about the cricket team which was
to be selected for the Saturday maich
against the Danes,

*“Game? Oh, Ilike that
indignantly. “TI'm collecling
Form present (o Miss Bellew.”

* Bounds as though you've got a lot of
buttons already,” smilod Mabel Tynn.

“ Oh, rather—1 mean, certainly not,
Mabel ' said the fat girl indignantly.
““¥ou'd better get ont your notes and
put them in my box. I've guite decided
that it's no use leaving the matter to you,
Barbara, because you'll never buy a
present "’

* Haven't I (old you that the engage-
ment isn’t even announced yet?’ de.
manded Babs. * Wa can't go and buy a
present ~before  Miss  Bellew tells ~ue
officially, you silly duffer!™

‘I'm going to find out for myself,”
said Bessie Bunter darkly. “ T recopni
the gleam in Miss Bellew's eye which
shows that she's in love with someone,”

 Ha, ha, ha!'*

“That’s it —cackle!" said the fat
severely. T toll you I've known
along {hat Miss Bellew was in love with
that nice, plump young man ut Co
field—the one at the Creameries. N¢
with regard to the present, T'm a givl to
get things done, you know.™

“To get them muddled up, you
said Phyllis Howell, correcting.
alll “Babs is too slow for any-
thing, so I've decided to take on the job
myself,”” ~said  Bessie Bunter airily.
“I'm going Lo buy Miss Bellew a rippitig
presant—a - hamper of grub, and mrl\aps
a few forks and spoons, and all that sert
of thing. I shall make a special point of

What Nancy Saw!
HINK-CHINK !
‘That noise was made by Bessie

said Bessie
for the

just sampling the things to sea that

there's nothing wrong with them.
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I knew (here must be a catch in il
snmp\\hc laughed Mabe.

*Catch Oh, T like that! Do you
think I'd give Miss Bntlm\ n present
which might poison her?

“ There wouldn't be any lefl to do lhat
when you'd !‘ull\lnod sampling, Beesie,”
laughed Babs. ** But do run away now
nm]g have a clm!. ith someone else. I
really think hyllis

Clang, L‘iang' cn‘ho(‘d along the cor-

ridor.
said Mabs,

5 Bell for afternoon schaol,”
rlsln with a sigh.

fa hall put my maney- box in here—in
the cupboard, girls,” said Bessie Bunter,
with ponderous eaution. ** If I find that
anyone has been borrowing any of the
pound notes——

o't be such a cuckoo!” langhed
Babs. “ As thougli anyone would give
you a five-pound note! You'll he getling
some more lines from Miss Bellew if
)'ou re late!”

*He, he, he! That's all you know!”
<'|gglnd the fat girl. 1 tell you I'm
going to please Miss Bellew, and find ont
all .dm.l{ her engagement this after-

Bessie, you musin’t be so silly !’ ex-
med Bubs, but B Bunter was
already Pﬂllilllllg awny along the corridor.

* Only Bessie's way, dv said Mabs.

“Anyway, we don’t have Miss Bellow
until  second lesson afterncon.
Fatima will ha\e [forgolten her anoney-
box by then.

But those who watched B
saw that she was getiing into a very
excited state as Miss Bellew came into
tha room {o take history, the secoind
losson.

Miss Bellew, guite unconscious that
nuythmm was different from  usual;
opened her book in her quict way.

We are going Lo take uum mader
lmlery this afternoon, 1
* Commencing  with Queen \utnrms
early reign I will ask you a fow questions.
Iu (Ke first place, \\hom did she marry #*
Bes

FE

iter

rxq

He, he, he!" ‘came  from e
Bunter.
“ Bessie! - Yon are moking. an_absurd
noise,” said Miss Bellew, in snrprise,

““Eh'? ~0Oh,
Bessie Bunfer.

I want silence until T ask for a girl
to s ek, Bessie”

-y-yes. But I conldn't help langh-
ing because you JSlarted talking about
marriage at once.’

“ Bessie Bunte

“I—Tm a jolly (ii]nﬁ'!l'lllll(‘ sort of girl,
you kuow, Miss' Bellew” gai aqig
hastily. ~ “"The others don't know why
I'm smiling at all.”

HGIrl?? said Miss Bellow,
Lhemku

Y-y-yes?  I-I'm really ver
pathetic for people in 'me you Euow
said Bessie hastily. ~ < Having been in
love myself, and coming {rom a very
romaritic f;umly I understand——-"*

‘* Bpssie "
3! Oh dud-dud-dear!
Bellew "
LAy tlunk Fou ave a perfectly absurd girl
said iss  Bellew, with a
}mghlena.l mlmu in her cheeki which
only the “* clever '’ Bessie did not notice,
“ Stand np and answer this question at

really- commenced

with pink

¥-y-yer, Mis

once:  Whom did -~ Queen  Victoria
mnrr_y
Afaf-\ turl hamper !’
“Wha-a-t

“With a iot of forks and spoons in—
Y ;u,gl‘snowli, you know——
1l
“The Fourth-Formérs chricked with
hter.
ividently Bessie Buntor's secret am-
bition of preseniing the Form mistress
with -a_hamper had  become confused
with. Miss Bellew's question.
* Bessie Bunter ! “cried Miss Bellew,
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almost in desy cration. *“You are think-
ing of something else, 1 am sure. Tell
me whom Queen Vietoria married !

“I—I had thought of a teapot!” ad-
mltte(l the fat ;rn.?

ueen Vicloria married 1o a tea-
pot 1" Exploded Baba “ Oh, my word!"

‘“Ha, ha,

“Or a sugar-| lmmn, Miss Bellew !

 Bessio!  Sit  down mmedmtely‘ !
cried Miss Bellew, “ This laughter must
cease, girls, al onee. I cannot hu\n a
Jesson interrupted in snch a manner.”

“ Oh, really—""

“

Bessie Bunter seated hersell somewhat
reluctantly.

In her own opinion, at least, she had
been suggesting matters to Miss Bellew
in a very tlactful way—a way, in fact,
which Bossia did not believe that the
others had understood al all.

From the strange and quite unusual
eonfusion which had come over Miss
Bellew, however, most of the girls could
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The appearance of Miss Primrose, wha
came fto announce that there was to bo
another erickel lesson that afternoon,
came as a great relief indeed to Miss

Bellew.

To the headmistress’ pleasure, the
idea was received far more warmly than
it had been on that previous afterncon.

“ Cricket! Hooray !’ breathed Babs
excitedly.

““Thank you, Miss Primrose,”
several voices.

Miss Penelope Primrose beamed.

‘1 shall certainly look forward with

reat interesi to your mah,ll mlh the

anestord Hall gnr!y ! she said.  ** Now
that you have a coach your ;)!n}' should
be better than ever before.'

“ Very decent of Miss Primrose,” con-
ceded Clara ‘1|e|.l:,n as-the girls went
‘hurrying down the field shortly afier
that. - course, she didn’t under-
stand the other day that we didn’t want
to have anything to do with Hartley.

said

AL
s i o

CAUGHT IN THE ACT

SHEESRAEWAE HOLRIBEH: - HA i round, and observed fo
that standing at her side was Cyril Hnrtlky, the Ciiff House coach!

Ev-n as Nellie Travers was rising to her
eat

uite Budlfenlv,
or amazeme

she became aware,

see that the rumours which they had
heard had miore truth in them  than
many ramonrs.

right, I'm sure!" whispered
Babs (‘xmmlly *t Miss Bellew must be
engaged, after allt We must get ready
to give her a jolly good send-off now it
seenis €0 sure, mustn't we?"

- Rnllmr"’ said  Mabs.

that
3 Mnbol vou are talking!
Bellew, with attempted severit
will please attend to the less
But_the attention thal afternoon was
not the most commendable thinge ui)eut
the class.
Be

“1 expect
" said Miss
“ ¥ou

o Bunter, in her own clumsy way,
bad certainly ‘let Miss Bellew know that
the Fourth-Formers had a very shrewd
ideaof those most intimate plans which
ghe had formed for the future.

Miss Bellew. (ried to hide her con-
fusion”  in- vain—a confusion only in-
creased by the: knowledge that, becauso
of the incidents which had happaned, she

had been compelled to say nothing her-
self to the girls she was soon to leave.

Bixlﬂ. I don't think he’ll be so bad after

“ We 've decided {0 give him a chance,
anyway,” said Dabs, laughing happily.
O course, there's a lot that we can
learn from Mn-, Hartley, too.  T'm so

lad that we've seen him in a favourable
tht. at last, because it dees allow us ta
trust him a little now.”

“Of: course . it does,”” said Phyllis
Howell.

‘1 think that man Hartley's a brute!”
a:url Naiiey. Ball venomously.

b, that's your u!mllun. is
asked Clara_calmly. Have you for-
gotten that. he pu”ad your precious
Danesford Hall friend “out of the
\\-ater'

‘ He pushed her in first! I fell you
it was his fault!” retorled Nancy

nickly. “T'm not going to have any-
thing to do with the man, and T don't
think you ougl;t to.’

 As you're not pllylllﬁ in tha match
it won't matter, Nancy,” said Phyllis
Howell guietly. “ T think the rest of nus
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prefer to remember what we've seen
rather than take your opinion!"

“ Hear, hear!” A

There was no doubt that Cyril Hartley
was to receive a better reception to-day
than he had reccived befora.

Even if tho girls could not forget what
they had believed of him over the boat-
yaco result, and the incident in. the
swvoods, most of them wero at least pre-
pared to believe that there was somo
mystery, concerning which he was en-
titlad fo receive the benefit of the doubt.

“ Good-afternoon all!" said the cordial
voice of the young man as the girls
reached the nets.  * I think we can start
from whoro we left off al the last
yractice. I want to develop your bowl-
ing a little. - You could make a lot more
of it if you tried.”

“Thank you, Mr. said
Phyllis Towell quietly.

Tt was a very different lesson from the
previous one. Clara was not ot all ob-
stinate. and Flap Derwent agreed with
most that was said.

And because the girls had come down
in a different spirit that afterncon from
that which they had shown the other
day, dhey discovered that their coach
could teach them very much aboul the

Even' Clara learnt to drive a ball along
the ground, after previously refusing to
make any change in her play.

Miss - Bellew, watching ~ from the
window of her study, followed every
movement with breathless inferest. Her
cheeks were pink and her eyes very
bright. How much that game meant to
her only the Form-mistress realised.

“Things are coming right after all!”
murmured Miss Bellew, © We have had
our trials, but I am certain that every-
thing can soon be explained. As soon
as Cyril has met that man and forced
him to confess what he is doing here,
he will bo able to fell all.  Yet what
]}!enses me more is_that my girls have

enrnt to trust Cyril at Tast,  Oh, well
done, Babs! I'm sure {hat I have to
thank you for this!"

It seomed, indeed, that the stoniest part
of Cyril Hartley's path at Cliff House
had already been traversed. The Fourth-
Foriners ‘weré becoming friendlier with
him every moment.

With one exception! There was cer-
fainly no friendliness in the heart of

Hartloy,”

Enlarged
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Nanoy Bell a3 she remembered the words
which her Danesford Hall friend had

used.

Cyril Hartley had got to leave Chff
House lest he should stay long enough
to be able to exposs, in some wai or
other, the part which they had both
taken in crippling the Cliff House race-

oat.

Did that state of affairs seem likely to
come about now?

Nancy Bell feared not.  And yei she
had to do something—something !

Nancy was nover a good oricketer, and
she was feebler than ever that day. Cyril
Hartley, quickly seeing those who de-
served places in tho team, concentrated
on pufting their Faults right as far as
I)osaibfe, and Nancy was left much (o
hor own devices.

That was how she came lo sea a paper
which suddenly fluttered from the pocket
of the young man's blazer, which was
hanging to one side of the nets.. No one
elso had observed that detail at all. In
a careless manner Nancy crossed the
turf until her foot rested on the paper.

Cyril Hartley was demonstraling a
stroke at the nets, and all eyes were on
him. In a flash Nancy stooped, picked
up the paper, and smoothed it out in
her hands. :

It was a dishonourable thing to do.
But Nancy was not studying anything
like that at the moment. She was too
frightened, too agitated, to heed any
means by which sho migh{ attain her
onds.

Her eyes rested on the paper, and she
started to see this message:

“*Dear A,—Shall not be ablo to
umpire on Saturday, but keep my name
on list so that M-— S—— will think
that I shall be in school. Ask DMiss
Bliand to be ready to take my place,
anticipate meeting M. 5. in the woods
about twenty minutes before the match
is dus to take place. Will explain fully
later.—Ever your CYmIL,"”

-

Trapped!

ITHOUT even stopping to peck

at ‘her tea, Nancy Bell darted

away from ClLff House School

as soon as the cricket practice
Was over.

She had found out something—some-
thing important. Nellie Travers would
have to be told at once.

Nancy had not even stopped to guess
who “Dear A" might be. The words
of the note had long since burned into
her brain so that she could repeat the

whole message, and the slip of paper
was already back in Cyril Hartley's
pocket.

It was a good walk to Danesford Hall,

but Nancy reached the school at last.
She found Nellie Travers sitting on the
lawn, and hurried up to her,
. “Nellie, I have found out something,”
she said. “I picked up & note which
Hariley dropped, and he's going to cut
the match on Saturday at the last
minute, 50 that he can meet some man
called ‘M, 8.’ here.”

“Marcus Stoneman!” said Nellie at
on

Ce,
* M-M-Marcus Stoneman? Do you
know him, then?" asked Nancy in a dis-
appointed tone. 1 thought he misht—
be some poor relation, or something.’
“He's not that,” said Nellie. ~ * But
you listen to me, and I'll epen your eyes.
I've managed to find out something. Miss
Pottor said that your man Hartley isn't
really down here as a coach at all—that's
only a disguise. He's really after some
man named Stoneman, who was the secro-
tary of his company in London. The
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man- was discharged, and he's come down
heve  with ~some of the confidential
papers, hoping to get in touch with some
of the people interested in the company.
I don’t know exactly all the eircum-
stances, but this man Stoneman gets
about in various disguises because the
polica are after him as well.”

* Goodness!  Then—then he must

have been the old man Hartley was seen
attacking in the words!” breathed
Nanvy.
_"T}ml's right,'" said Nellie quickly.
““Dear Barbara and Co. spoilt his gams
by rushing up as they did, and Hartley
dare not explain anything because he
can't until he has those papers  back.
The ‘old man’ business was only a dis-
guise.”

¥ My word!”

Nancy was beginning to understand.
There was nothing shameful even in the
affair of the woods, according to what
this girl was saying., Cyril Hartley was
an. upright young man, against whom
no charge could be levelled!

“ But there’s something in what you
say,”” went on Nellie Travers suddenly.
% Oh, don’t think I'm wavering, because
I'm not. If we can disgrace that man
Hartley he'll be sent back to his office,
and someone will come in his place.
That's all T want. TIf that man stops
here it's almost certain thet he'll find
out something about the boat business,
and I tell you T sunply daren't risk it!"”

“No. }}iubhf—”

* You listen to me!” cut in the Danes-
ford Hall girl. = ** I've got an idea, I be-
lieve: If Hq going to be hang-
ing about the woods just before  the
match, couldn’t you start some story to

say that he's doing it for—for some
reason? Get two or three of them to
follow.  They might be late for the

match or something like that.”

“Would that be any good?' asked
Nancy Bell doubtiully.

““Yes, from what I've heard I believe
it would!” answered the other girl.
“ Anyway, they'll be wild with Hartley
for deserting the match if you only speal
in the right way. T'll be hiding in the
woods myself and—and if I have any
opportunily to do anything to dclay
them getting back I'll do it.  They
might get into one of those huts or any-
thing [ike that. It's the best thing I
can think of."

Tho conversation continued until long
after both girls had finished their tea.
Nancy was more than a little frightencd,
but it was too late for her to withdraw
now. 8he went back to Clff House a
littlea later, her brow puckered in
thought.

“ Here's Nancy Bell!” was the instant
yell which greeted her appearance in
the school.

Nancy started, drawing back in sudden
alarm. 5

But there was no need for alarm.

“T'm collecting the subscriptions for
Miss  Bellew’s ‘present, Nancy,” ex-®
plained Babs: = “T want to have the
monoy all ready so that we can decide
on the present immediately aftor the
cricket matol. There's a tumour thal
the engagoment will be announced then.”

“We've all paid up—with the ex-
ception of Bessie Bunter,” added Mabel
Lynn, ""You‘vo promised five shillings,

Nancy.

“All right. Tl get it muttered
Nancy,

Sho was ftoo worried even to heo
tho excitement in the Fourth Form pas-
sage that evening. But it was necessary
to conceal her worry as much as possible.
!\i‘nguy paid up and disappeared into her
study.

Out in the corridor there was plenty of
excited discussion.
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Bessie Bunter’s box had been opened
—against her wish—and found to_con-
igin @n assortment of buttans put in
there to ratile and act-as- decoys.. The
promised money subscription from the
fat girl was still to ome, but Babs be-
lieved that even would contrive
o give half a crown at the last minute.
if she dide’t it wounld hardly
matter. The magnificent lotal of twelve
bounds five-and-sixpence had  alveady
been paid, and was actually locked in &
cashbox in Barbara’s writing-desk. = *
“ Mors than twelve pounds!” said
Babs, ‘after placing. the last item i the

=

bool “Don’t you think it splendid,

girls? I'm rry, of course, that we

Jiave to make su cellection, becanse
meuns Lippin,

simply
al

—0 mislress w | always re-

Hear, hear!” said several voices.
ill, Miss Bellew is gel.lmg mar-
g fur her own happmiess,” resumed
» “‘and Pm sure that none of us
ant to stop her. He must be a splen-
did sort of man whom she has dmaen,
1 m sure, n:ad I'm longing to nieet him.”
SRt pity to eay good-bye to
said  Peggy Preston

c-Ih-w."

il sas a good lot of her. - She’s too
fond of Clift House to lea\e ns entively
alone.  What do_you girls think?"”

£y

vight.

- And so the talk humuned on that even-
ing.

It was lo ba a parting, of cou and
all partings are vegretful. — Bui there
is much {o temper the parting in a mar-
viage, and the excilement of the girls
over the romance in’ their midst cer-
ly kept iheir eyes closed to some of
little disadvantages they might dis-

v when a ssor to the popular

‘th Form mistress” had been ap-
pointed,

At any olber time the {alk of the

sepool would cerlainly have ceitered
vound such an important evenl as that
nul which rumour had been so per-

!hn (Iu, day of the ericket match with

“ But T believe that we ahuil{

o general opinion seemed to be that;
Poggy Preslon’s conjecture was quite |
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Phyllis Howell: “I wanted to ask him
about one or {wo matiers-change
bowlers: and that sert of thing. I
promised fmtl?fu}ly \Imt _he - would bc
n*onz this mommg
“ Well, there’s time yet,” said Babs

practically. ‘' Let's go upstairs to the
dormitory and change so that we slmll
be ready in good time for the game.”

The girls went upstairs, light-hearted
and ecager. And at just about that
moment a Cliff House girl came hurry-
ing from the direction of the woods—a
glrl rejoicing in the name of Nancy Bell.

‘here was a smile on the mean-

d givl's face as she came along—a | be

srmlo which was certeinly not a pleasant
one Lo see, DBut Nancy had Teason

for feeling salisfied w:t]. herself. Bhe
had gone into the woods for a Ix.st mLet
ing with the plotting Nelli
only to run right into Cyril Harl%os}
himself !

To her unbounded pleasure Harlley
spoke the very worde which she needed
to help ler in her mean and ploiting
schemes !

* Can you give a few messages to Mis
Phyllis, Miss Barbara, and Miss Clara?”
asked the young man, as soon as he met
the CLffl House gi “ T haven't been
able to get along myself,”

Nancy seid she would, and then lis-
tened to a;stream of adviee conched in
such terma that she would certainly not
be able to repeat the whole of it accu-
rately.

But she didn’t intend to do that!

‘What she wanted was to get three of

I

the Fourth-Formers away from the
match,
** Here's Nancy Bell coming!” ex-

claimed Clara, the first to catch sap,lﬂ. of
the breathless girl, who came hurrying
to the dormitory just as most of the
cm.l.ulma had ﬁnlshl:d dwsamg

-oh dear!” panted Nancy.

“1—I've got a mcsagn for Phyllis, Bar-
bara, and Clara—from Mr. Hartley !'”
: Hartley? Where is he? i cried

Phyllis at once,
*“In the woods!"’
“ Nonsenea. He's umpiring the maich
this afternoon,” said {']ara dishelicvingly.,
“Not at all; He's poing-to cut the
match,” said Nancy Bell, being quits

the Danes was idly drawing necarer L
S ke o Tean e u}mof a5 to| certain of that statement, * Miss Bland
Wion “the lncky mon'' could belis to take his place. But—bul he wants

dropned 4 litlle as the lust days flitted
l\ and the morning of the match dawned.
J).::nM:Fold Hall is to be. beaten to-

it ackled Phyllis Howell,

: Nulﬂr‘wlla( unusual entry
lm diary. " Are we going to do

slmnld think we are!’ ‘c\il] ihe

the way !!my’va
© over winning  the boat-race,”
-sald Clara Trevlyn. It will be worlh
while beating them if enly to see the fam
of the Potter lady wlhen we've done it.’

““ Raldior !

taniont in

h.was
il wa

L X P

sand 8i> tll Formers would be present to

\\rlneu the game.
le:m" day for it, tog! inted
rbara. when' the din tf

I expect the Da

form, but 1 think Mr,

Hmlh} has
n us a ot of lielp, don’t you?”
W

heve is Mr. Harlloy, hy the way?"
flap’ Derwent.

r about this mommg
* No, but he's promised 1o ba one nf
we shall soon -seo him,”

T haven't seen

said- Babs ansily.
“1 “hope le (urus up

£001,!" - said

the whole | i

to tell you three samething.”

““Tell us something ¥

“ Yes. Ho's waiting in_the woods
for you, and won't mrm. to the schoal,”
soid Naney Bell. “T tell you T've just

scen him and he was acting in an
awfully queer manner, He wants you
to go to nm and he'll tell you what he |

has 1o say.”
“ Nancy, you're pulling our le
said Clara disbeliavingly.

“T'm not, really! Any'.vny, I don't
care whether you believe or not,” re-
torned Nancy, in hor wsual
tones,

She felt quile safe of herseif in speak
ing like that. Although it
11.1 say that Cyril Haitley ha
to speak to- those three g

equested |
Nanoy

had understood so if questions should

be asked lator
“Hartley! In the woods?” repeated

Jﬁnbs disbelievingly.

1ppose we go and see 7’ suggested

a, .t There is still more than twenly

nutes Lefore the Danes even arrive,

amd we can ride most of the way on the
paths. If Naney is not speaking the
truth we'll

ke her sorry for it when
we pet back.'’
SCAN pight,
tkeen on
young. coach,
It difd .not take & couple

assented Phyllis, who was
g a few words with tne

of :;.E:;V.Lw

haughty |
was untrue |

i :Imew that she could easily say that sho |
tod {hat a number of Fifth|
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for the three girls to wheel their bieycles
to the gates and mount them. By riding
cautiously they were able to
through the woods in single file,
within a very few minutes they sxghmi
the tall fignre of Cyril Hartley, loiteri
amongst the trees.

‘Isn’ L he  behaving  strangely,
though " * commented Babs ‘at  once.
“ He is moving nhuut just as he was the
other afternocon.'

Tt was at that precise mumenb that
Cyril Hartley saw the three approach-
ing girls.

T'o say that he looked startled would

a to put it mildly.
’I he Cliff House coach looked simply
astounded,
“ Miss—Miss Balbnraf" ha gaspad.

%mly you—you—"
ou said you wanfed to speak to
us, Mr. Hartley1” ‘exclaim Babs,
jumping from her cycle_and looking as
surprised as she folt, Nancy Bell gave
us the message. She said—""

* Nancy  Bell? Oh she must have
made a mistake. I wanted her to give
you my—my messages!” exclaimed the
younig man, tnrning red. ‘T didn't—1
miean, I'm awfully sorry to have dragged
you here. I've had to—to change my

arrangements, and—good  gracious!
There's the man!!
His whole body stiffened suddenly.

But, Babs, looking.in the direction of the
young man's gaze, could certainly scc
nothing {o account for his stariled ap-

pearance,
What ehe

“Man?
blankly.e

‘yril Hartley turned urgenily on the

ree girls at his side,

** Please—please do me a favour!” he
exclaimed. “There is & man I must
see. T con do so in two minutes, and
then come back to you. Will you just
hide in this old keeper’s hut with your
Lmvdes for a couple of minutes?”

dee? But \\hr"" protested Bar-
a. M you—'

“ There is a man with whom T must
speak,” interrupted the coach. ' If he
sees lbnt therp is anyone about he may
take fri IF I have a special and urgent
reson for saying this. Tmay be able to
explain as soon as I come back to you.
But I musi see this man immediately.”

Hardly cunaenimm but. carried away
by the young man's carnesiness, the threa
girls crowded with their machines §nto
the Litle ramshackle keeper's hut, and
the doar closed on them. Cyril Harlley,
without a backward glance,- glided- away
amongst the- trees.

i Even .as he moved, another [igure—
thal of a girl this time—appenred from
lhe shelter of the hut.

With a quick; nmsai(-ss moyement, she
shipped the heavy fustening of the door
in_its place, and then glided away with
, @ silent chuckle in her throat.
| Luck had™ favoured Nellie - Travers

man?” asked

| indeed!
|+~ She had come to the spot to watch
Hartley, and to discover more about him
—to ¥ out some spiteful plot against
| the CHff House gitls "if- they should
appear,

But never had she recloned that she
| would be able to leave three of their best

| pl players like this—caught like rats in-a
trap!

Three Short!
@ HYLLIS! '\Vhare is, shs"

“Where's Babs?
1 can't find Clara Trevlyn,

P

| % girls” : 5
: Those were the cries which rose on
every side. Thero was consternation

la

mongst the CIHF House ericketers.
. TrE ScHoOL FRIEND.—No. 105,
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Mabel Lynn, Marjorie Hazeldene, lap
Derwent, and Peggy Preston had been
searching everywhere for more than five
minutes, Augusta - Anstruther-Browne,
Gwen Cook, Freda Foote, and Dolly
Jobling, ~after _hallooing . outside the
school gates, had also returned without
news.

It was five minutes past the appointed
hour. ~The Danesford Hall girls were
traittng,  But Clif House were thres
short, and those three were undoubtedly:
three of their strongest players,

“‘ Three missing? Can't you find them
anywhere!” asked Gertie. Thomas, in
amazement. ' Burely they know the
time of the match "

“There's no sign of them anywhere,”
answered” Mgbs, in a worried voice.
Al _’.5}:3:,' went out for a few minutes, they
said,

. “TIsn't it possible to start without
them?" asked Molly Lambert, one of the
famous twins of Danesford l.

“Hardly, Phyllis and Babs are
captain and vice-captain, you see,” said
Marjorie Hazeldene, greatly perturbed.

“T'IL tell you why Molly spoke,” said
Dolly Lambert, in a low voice. ** Miss
Potter is beginning to talk in her usual

way—slaokness of CLff House, and all |,

that. She'll be demanding a start in a
minute,”
4 “Oh, dear! What do you girls
think?" asked Mabs, calling lﬁa rest of
the team round her. * You know Miss
Potter can bo unpleasant; don't you?"”
“Wo do! We don't want to have any
scene, either,” said Peggy Preaton.

 Babs and the others really ought to be | &

back by now. But I expect they'll be in
any -minute. Could we maks a starl
with three substitutea?”

1 think we muﬁxt to do something
like that," said Mabs,

* Then you take on the captainoy until

they come in, Mabs,'' suggested Fla)
Derwent,  “ (ood ’rac_iou_s! Thare;;
the Potter person beginning to nask

already when the matoh™ is oing  to
gtart! We'll have to take the Eeld, L
“ “Ti's the only thing," admitted Mabs.
% 0Oh, I do wish I knew why those
others are keeping away so long!"

* They're bound to turn up
said -~ Marjorie confidently.
Phyllis, and Clara, of all girls,
niever miss a match, would they?"”

“* Nok if they could help it."

Mabs beckoned to Katie Smith, and
she came running across the field.

“We'ra going to start, Katie,” she
said. “ We went you, Lorna Crey, and
—and Agnes White to play as substitutes

- until the other three come back. Do you
mind

“ Only too delighted!" said Katie
jubilantly, * I'm sure the others will be
willing, too. But I hope Babs turns up
énu;{; We want to win to-day, don't
we S
i Ksalie went running off to warn the
other two that they would be called on
to play, and Mabs hurried across to
whera Gertie Thomas was waiting.

“We'll start, Gertie,”! said  Mabs

quietly. * We're going to play substi-
tues for those threo untd they arrive.
Will you tpss with me?"”

“Certainly,"” said Certie, spinning the

coin,

“ Tails "

The coin fell, the head uppermost.

“We'll ‘go in to bat first, Mabs, if
you're wilhng," said Gertie considerately,

“If's very good -of you to say if
we're willing,’ ** said Mabs, with a smile.
*It's your choice, of course. Stil,
expect that our three won't be long
now;"

The disposition of the CLf House
team was a difficult matter. Mabs, who
certainly valued the advica of Marjorie
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‘* Babs,

would

soon,” %

I} stopped
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and Philippa in that, had a consultation
with them.

“Until Babs and the others arrive,
welve got to do our best,” Mabs said.
“ 1 think Marjorie and “Peggy  might
open the ‘bowling, and Itlap and 1 can
relieve.- ~The worst of it is. Babs and
Phyllis are our two best bowlers on the
season's average.'

They'll come .in' later all right,”
said Flap confidently.  * You'll see them
appear soon, - Of course, we can’t let

atie, Agnes, or. Lorna bowl if we
want to keep them only as substitutes,”

“ Certainly," said Mabs, knowing that
bty the rules thosa three girls were only
allowed to field if they were later to give
up their places to girls who would partici-
pate either in t-hsgbatting or bowling.

The game started at last, with Gertie
Thomas and Ethel Jeremy at the Danes-
ford Hall wickets, and Peggy Preston
opoened the bowling.

¢ Go it, Clff Honse!”

¢ Now then, Danes!” >

Poggy did her best, and so did Mar-
joria, {nsida the first five minutes they
were_both successful in taking a wicket,
and Gertia and Ethel, both good players,
had been dismissed for a total of fonrteen

uns.
“ Not at all bad!” said Mabs approv-
ingly.  “But look at the time, girls!
It’s a quarter of an hour past the time
for starting, and still they'ro missing!”
Most of the spectators knew now what
had happened, and their eyes, too, were
turning frequently in the direction of the

ates,

Little did any of them guess that they
were to witness the whole Danesford Hall
innings. with the = three substitutes
rematning in_tho team.

Flap Derwent relieved Marjorie, and
Mabel took on the bowling at Peggy
Preston's end. The Lambert sisters were
making a stand which seemed likely to
prove disastrous for Clifit Houso if some-
thing were not soon done,

Run by run the score was mounting
up, and Cliff House seemed to be unable
to do anything.

“Forty for two!” gasped Graca
Woodfield. *' Oh, it's ebsurd! Tt will
be simply erushing! - T can't under-
stand—- h, one of them caught at
last!"

Dolly was the vietim of that misfor-
tune, Curiously enough, the partnership
broken, Molly ‘went almost to the next
ball. Other " Danes who were less
redoubtable hitters followed them rather
more. quickly, bul each added her little
item to the score before she went.

Sixty, seventy, eighty! appeared each
in its turn on the scorin ard, every
round figure being the signal  for &
furions burst of cheering from the
Danes.  Yet, although the dismayed
bowlers looked again and again towards
the gates, there was still no sign of the

irls whose bowling would certainly have

one much to stop this rapid scoring,

The Cliff House girls were almost
beginning to despair.

1nk Thad happened to Barbara and
her- two chums they could not guess.
But every one of them had anxious
thoughts now.

“ Ninety!” shrieked the Danes, as
Marguerite Carr just tonched a ball past
the wickat-keeper, and another two rnns
were added.

Mabs looked dismayed. Clara, as
wicke!-keeper, would have caught that
ball in the same way that she wonld have
other - similar  performances.
Gwen Cook, although she was striving
hard, was not to be compared with tho
brilliant: Clara.

‘ Ninety, and still they'rs missing!"
breathed Mabs. ~ “Oh; what ever can
have happened to them?”

Three_-ﬂlllpence.
“Go on, Clif House!” came an
encouraging cry.
Cliff House tried to * go on."! The

substitutes were doing their best, but
their fielding was not as smart as that of
the - three missing - girls. The four
bowlers, also, were beginning to feel the
strain badly.

Five minutes passed. The score stoad
at ninety-seven when another wicket fall,
and wild cheers greeted the last girl in.

**Make it a century!” < cried the
Danes. 5

Aud the last pirl did! - A single
bronght her to face the bowling of a
fresh over. She stopped the first ball,
returned the second with a short drive,
and lifted the third cleanly for a two.

urrah !’ 5

There was wild excitement. A hun-
dred was a big score for either team to
make. -‘The Danes were nearly frantic
with pleasure, few: of them realising the
handicap of their rivals.

Three more runs were added befora
a dead straight ball from Flap passed the
Danesford Hall girl's bat and liftad the
middle stump from the turf, .

‘“ Out at last! Hurrah!" cheered the
Cliff Ho supporters, — “ Well done,
the Danes

‘ Hurrah!" E

““But a hundred and three!”’ breathed
Mabel Lynn, as she walked to the
pavilion. with Peggy Preston and Mars
jorie Hazeldene.  “It'll be a fearful
defeat for us, but I wouldn't mind even
that if knew what had® happened.
Whera eyer can those thres girls be?
That's what's worrying me most,"

“ They would - surely never have
stayed away of their own free will,"”
mused Peggy dejectedly. ** What a
fity that some &f us did not go to look
or them!"

“ But wh
the woods?" pointed out Mabs,
had to start the match, as it was.

¢ should we_find them in
“ We

I-I
, I don't know what to think!™

1t was the suspense which was so
WOrEying.

All of the Clif Iouse pgirls wers
alarmed and_anxious now. ‘she strange
absence of Barbara, Phyllis, and Clara
was the only topic in the pavilion,
Gertie Thomas and her chums were as
sympathetic and thoughtful as anyone,
but there was nothing, of course, that
they could do.

he match had to go on, and each
side must do their best.

Mabel Lynn, after deep and anxious
consultation, went in first with Philippa
Derwent, and the Danesford all
bowlers commenced. The Cliff House
representatives concentrated their atten-
tion on the game at lask, realising the
tremendons score  which had already
been compiled by their rivals, 3

The Cliff House supporters watched
breathlessly, - At first it seemed that
Mabs and Flap were going to make a
fine stand. Bul Flap was unlucky when

the scora stood at nineteen, and a catch_
at the wicket sent her back., Her plag

at the wicket was taken by Peg
Preston.

Then tha really game struggle col
menced in earnest.  The Cliff Hou
supporters, tired of loaking for the thr
missing girls, had practically given them
up. g1\'(:w they -were hoping against
hope for & Cliff House victory—if it
could be done!

Was it possible? The girls were ¢
tainly batting well, but their score ¢

not compare- with that made by L@
Danes. Pegzgy went ot twenty-nine, and
Mabs, after a splendid strugels, depatted

1

when thirty-six had been reached. N
jorie added seven, and Freda, by r
clever play, put on nine. But Aug
and Gwen Cook were not so fortn
and they had only made eight bel
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them when Gwen fell to a tricky off-
break.

Only Vivienne {o bat before the three
substitutes were called on in the place of
the girls who had stiil failed to arrive.

The score was sixty-three—a good one,
certainly, considering everything. Tut
could they hope for the rest of the team
to make forty- odd runs, the number
necessary for a victory?

Augusta-was evidently desperate, Her
first hit in the new partnership was a
three.  Vivienne obtained a one, and
then, to the delight of all,- Augusta made
what Tooked o all like a boundary hit.

But it was not! Gerlie Thomas, in
some marvellous way, got there just in
time, and caught the leather in mid-air.
Augusta was out!

“ And now for the substitutes,” sighed
Mabs,  ‘ We shall have to play them,
after all.”

THE SCHOOL FRIEND. -

“No, no! Look!” yelled Peggy, in
sitaden wid excitement. ‘‘ Here they
are—Babs, Phyllis, and Clara!™”

* Where—wh ! gaspe

Peggy pointed along the field.
eyes were turned in that divection now,
and a general cry suddenly arose.

Peggy was right.: The threes missing
players had appeared in the quadrangle,
propped their bikes against the wall, and
now they were runming down the field,

** Babs, where ever have you been?’
Mabs eried, rushing to meet her chum.

“Been? We've been locked in a hut
in_the woods,”” said Babs breathlessly,
““ Hartley must have locked us i there.
Oh, don’t ask me about it now, Mabs,

I'm too furious! How’s the match
going?" -
“Vowre -io bat next!” DMabs ex-

claimed. ** You're just in time—they're
waiting, in fact. We're sixty-seven with

of chewing gum. He chowed on
ol

, chew
ohewing when he won.)

the Royal Favourite, too. No

endurance at top-notch,

Royal Favourite.”

THE ROYAL FAVOURITE

(His Roval, HIGHNESS THE PRINCE OF WATES.—
*Sunday Pictorial” of 8rd April states: | dis-
covered that the Prince has caught the fashion

as he mountéd, and was still
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your three wickels in hand, and the
Danes are a hundred and three.”

Babs grasped’ the position.  She said
a few words t6 Mabs and hurried to the
;tm\-i]ion to don her pads. - A minnfe
ater a tremendous cheer grested her as
she walked to the wicket.

Phyllis and Clara were left to ex-
plain what had happened in the woods
—the meeting with Hartley, his strange
behaviour, the discovery that they were
prisoners, and their long wait in the

ut until Clara managed to clamber out
of n gmall window and release them. It
was a story which made the eyes of the
listeners open wide with amazement.

“Well done, Babs!" a sudden ecry
eame, and then they remembered that
in their excitement they had almost
forgotten the match.

But Babs had not. Vivienne was keep-
ing up her wickel, and Babs was hitting
well,  8ix already stood to her credit.

“Keep it up, Babs!” came the cry
from the pavilion, to be followed almost
immediately by :  “Oh, " hard luck,
Vivienne "

Vivienne, in irying {o be too venture-

icky bal

sore, had fallen {o u tric| 2
Now who's in?” exclaimed Clara.
“You'd better go, Phyllis. Leave me
till last.’

So Phyllis went, the score then stand-
ing at seventy-four. It was good bowl:
ing that she had to face, and she treated
it with respect. After the first over only
one more had been added, and Phyllis
was facing the other bowler,

Then, quite suddenly, she started io
hit. In one breathless over she added
two fours and a two, bringing a ringing
cheer of admiration.

“ Hureah! Well done, Phyllis!” came
the shout on all sides.
rere not to have things all

¢ yet! Disaster lurked
near ahead.” In the very next over
there was a misunderstanding, and Babs
and Phyllis hesitated in midficld over a
somewhat doubtful single. Baba re-
gained her wickel all right, but Phyllis
was not so lucky. The bails were snicked
off and Phyllis was run cut!

¢ Eighty-five and only you to bat,
Clara!” said Mabs, as Clara donned the
pads. * Show- them what you can do,
now! If only we can win—""

“Put not your trust in Clara!” said
that young lady unea “TI'm going
in to hit, but whether I shall come off is
anocther matter!”

But Clara Trevlyn played carefully for
all that. She knew that on herself and
Babs rested the chance of pulling the
game out of the fire; and what a splendid
thing it would be if they could win after
all that had happened!

* Ninety ! went up a sudden shrick of
pleasure. ~ “ Stick to it, Cliff House!”

Babs and Clara needed 1o heartening.
They intendéd to stick to il if they could.
If they conld make fourteen more it
wonld be victory! . Could it be dona?

* Played, Babs!'” was the jubilant cry
added another three. = Naw,

ived a- iricky bull, but she
W for it. Her bat flashed as
the ball was snicked to log, and every-
oie saw it rushing for the boundary.

“A four! Do it again, Clara!” came
the. delighied yell,

And Clata did it again! She was
given the very same kind of ball, and
luck aided hey. S8ho ircated it even mote
neatly than she had done in the previous
oceasion, using the stroke which My,
ley had taught her.

A hundred and  one!” breathed
Mabs, her face alight with excitement.

(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 15.) '

gicls,. via're goin
| Ilr.iﬁ absolutely L'“mﬁlmfm
lluw and Babs to bat!"

Babs. was looking serious as she faced
the bowling. In ericket there is many a
slip "twixt the cup and the lip. She
stopped the first ball dead. The second
was off the wicket, and she let it go. The
third was a sll’!lll}ﬂ ball. But the fourth
was a loos> bull, and Babs realised that
it was  her -h'\nrn She opened her
shoulders ‘and smote at the ball with all
I:(-l might.

“ Hold it, " eame a Dan
ILuIl vell, and then a breathless silence.
tie Thomas was fielding almost on
the houndary, v uhug to treat Babs as
she had August he ball was drop-
ping m her direction. “Everyone waited,
for it would either be a catch or a
boundary—victory or defeat!

“ She's got it!”

““No she hasu't!” came a CLff Hnn\(-
vell. ** Hurrah! Good old Babs!'

They were vight. Gertie had touched
the ball, but she could not hold it~ Tt
slipped ihrough her -hands and rolled to
the bounddry, making-the CLif Iouse
]nnuhual and five!l
it

to ‘win. even
Another

x> (Jh

scoreone

oll done, Babs!  Well

excitement was almost feverish as
the g.,rlﬂs flocked on to the ground 1:.

cheer ihe side- which had won such’
breathless victory against their n\nls
Everyone knew now how handicapped
the Fourth had been. Sixth and
Secon- }‘mmms alike  joined in the
a mer fied ~ crowd of

crushing to meet them,
miade their. way in the
direction of ~the: pavilion—viclors mcr
the Danes, and viciors, loo, over @i n
fortune which had been planned agamat
them.

And then. almost without warning, the
very -man who was_in the lhuugﬁts of
everyone appeared before them all!

A sudden - ((':.-sullcn of the merry
chatter. was (he first warning that Bar-
bara had. Then she looked up with a
starl_of surp to see Cyril Harlley
standing, smiling, -before her!

Fourth-Ferme:
Babs and

Miss Bellew's Chagrin!
“I HEAR you've \\on'
gralu]nlt‘ you?
Barbara . Redfern  coloured
under the cordial words. She
was suddenly furious. er flushing eyes
encomntered the man's gaze, and she an-
m\'lel‘od ‘\Al:itl} one syllable:
O

May T con-

Larted | His face
o looked in frank bewi
the indignant faces

1 Harile
was puzzled. *
derment . at
.uonm! him,
don’t undersiand.  I'm - sorr
that T didn't hau- a chauce to get bac
the ~ hut,” ~ he * commenced. * 0
ourse, T knew all the time that you
\\oul(l be able to get out and return in
time fm' the match, and as youw've won

ull

the
(et out? asked Babs, in a steely
voice.  When you had fastened us

A2
stened in?  T-1 don’t under-

stang
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“Oh, 1o good coming and saying
a thing like that now!” cried llﬂr[vum

Redfern, with flushed ched We
know vou now, Mr. Hartley.  Why (Iui
you volunteer to act as umpire Lo-day
and then stay away? = Why did you

send us that message o see vou in the
woods, and (hen get g inlo that hut?
Why did- you drop the bolt and then
steal aw 5 you did? Clara saw you
going, s 1 need not deny it !

“1 don't understand any ‘of this!
gasped the young man. ~ ““ It's all Greek
to me. You say that the bolt of the
door was secured £ Y¥ou-—you didn’t see
the man 1 was after?

“ Man you were after!'” said Babs
scornfully. None of us saw any man
in the woor suppose you're going to
say that it was an accident, and the bolt
must have slipped into place by itseli?
You didn’t want to keep us away from
lim match at all, did you?"

‘No, I—T really—"
Jo you deny, Mr. Hartley.
was all a (mn:m]h horrid trick t
three of us miss to-day’s
manded Barbara.

"])cu} OF course I do!” answered
the ng man. ‘1 had 1o idea that
anything had happened. T admit that T
was wrong in nol coming back to the
hut in two minutes. as I said. But if you
could only understand how urgent it was

It

that it

thnl lmnl,d get away—- 3
“ Urgent!” said Babs scornfully. ** It
wasn’t urgent for us to be mleawd was

it? A

Cou didn’t mind us s g7 there 7
“ And I'm sure w

yi
don’'t want to. listen

to any more exe rom you,” cut in
Clara Trevlyn., *“ What do you girls
think 2"

There was a spontaneous an(l husllL>
murmur at once.

“In yiew of what happened before T
think we were silly ever to trust Mr
Hartley again,” opiied Flap- Derwent,
“ What had he fo say. about_that broken
oar of mine? What could he say about
attacking that old man in the woods?
Come on, girls; let’s leaye him to ex-
n Lo someone else.

v went very pale
e clear to ‘us," ‘exclaimed
Babs, *“that you sent for us, and made
that excuse about not expecting us jo put
us off the track. Who locked us in” the
hut, if you did e

“T caw't answer that, Miss Barbara.
But 'l tr-ll vou that. youw're making o

)7 Cyril Hartley said, with a
hh- in his voice at last.

And that is all Fou have to say?"

“ Miss Barbara-—— :

But Babs passed on, and her chumns
had passed on with her, Only  an
indignant murmur came to the cars of
the white-faced young man who stood
sﬂ wretchedly and dejectedly watching

t g0.
till, ~there's ocne thing, cried
Marjorie Hazeldene suddenly “ Miss

Bellew  hasw't appeared to-day, girls
Perhaps she's muli found ont now the
sort of man Hmtley is. Isn't her engage-
ment going to be announced lhls even-

* said Babs, a smile coming io
Iu: f.lm at last,

s have tea, and just forget_ all
ul:out Iiallte\ As soon as the engage-
ment is announced we've gol to con-
gratulate Miss Bellew,”

“ Rather !

“1 wonder when—"" began CInra.
and then broke off, so that _she could
point ahend. * Look at I Ever
seen her run like that 2"

Three~Halfpence.

1 haven't.". said Babs, lau 8.

Bessie Bunlcr her face red with excite-
ment and exerfion, was tearing down the
field.

“Babs- sll of yon! I sus sus say
gasped the fat girl, simply bubbling, mth
her excitement. ; seen ?

“ Guess what I'y
sment’s .muuuucml
say, who do

vou think il is?”
* Couldn't_say,

Fatims,
at once. * Do tell us!

“Tt’s old Hartley-—she's engaged io
yril Hanlag" yelled DBessie uxutt.dl\
e, hel T knew it all the Lime!”
““Hartley !

e word p'\w\d round in a whisper of
absolute amazement.

“ Hartle Babs exclaimed. A0
girls;avhat Bessie says must be true, too.
ow we know why Miss Bellew has

s stood by him. But to think of

s Bellew nmlnmg that man! Oh,

it s :Inmclxsmlble
h

came a ory

n't guc any present,’””  said
dyn. My hat! Fancy that
g Miss” Bollew. Can't we

a umul and tell him to clear

o \Ilw Bellew—engaged. to Cyril Hart-

ht-v were all talking at once and .A“
saying the same thing.

t was a most surprising m.«m of news
which they had never expecled Lo reccive.
They: passed into the school, suddenly
heavy, - suddenly very gloomy and de-

pressed, S
They had - planned to rush off and
congratulate ) Bellew, and ask what

it she would like, ~ But no gne even
| towards her study. They, shunned
ll, nmomblc mutc nnd dejected.

Anr.l Miss Bulluw?

Tt was the cvening that her engage-
ment was announced, and it should ha
been the evening  of ~her
when d the con mlulallon-;
of all those she loved at Cliff House.

8he had learned what lmd happened
that afternoon,

And although she was st uuc to the
man of her choice, her eyes were filled
with bitter tears. She had given way to
Les The blows of Tate had been loo
heavy for her. - Of all the sweet ant
tions of that day none had been swes
than_lo hear the pleasant, cheering words
of congratulation which “she evpukul tu
receive from the girls she loved so.mucl

But there no congratulation. - ’\u
one came near her. -

Silent, ‘lone, and crushed she sat in he\:

study. - Hor prospective husband was the
scorn of the mgm(:l She would  leave
Cilf “House to marry a man who w
despised by them all, - No words can ever
describe her misery as she. sat, quite
without hope, through-the rm_l.mg hours
of what should-have been the ]I-t]lplv:\l
s of her life!
il Hartley was \\rtmged of cours
Bellew knew that, 5o great was her
\in the Cliff House coach. But she
could not guess that it was through the
cowardly plotting of two girls who, o
ful, h.'\d known no reverse,

END OF THIS W 'S STORY.

(Next Thursday's issue of the SexooL
FRIEXD will contain  “ Well  Done,
Babs!'—a magnificent new long com-
plele story of the givls of Cliff House,
by Hilde Richards—and a speeial story
aumber of the “ Cliff House Weekly."
Order your copy at oncel)

Frinted and published overy Thursday by the Propiictors, The Amalgamated Presa, Limited,.The Fl Hor e
Reglaterad tor lruluumsiun by Uanadian Magazine Post, g se, Farringdon Street,
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NEXT WEEK! SPECIAL “STORY” NUMBER!

—— am084q

No., €6, Vol. 2.

Week Ending May 14th, 1921,

EDITORIAL.
SR
Barbara
Redfern
2

8pecial numbers have proved so extra-
ordinarily popular that I have decided to
make hext weck's number a

SPECIAL STORY NUMBER.

Not only is 16 a speeial number containing
stories, but ib is also a number containing
special staries.

1t would be difficult to say which of the
stories in next week's issue is best, but I
feel sure that you will agree with me when
I say that they are all good

1t is really. remarkable, thongh, Low every
girl thinks she cau write stories, Have you
ever noticed it?7  And really there fs not a
great deal of story-writing talent about.

But always the stupidest are the least
modest_

Only the other day ¥
will tell you that she is the personification
of modesty, came into my study with a story
which she said would increase the populatity
of the ““ Weekly."”

I looked at it—for one has
kaow, whatever & story is

sie Bunter, who

do that, yon
e—and I shaok

my head decisively.
“ Peesie,” 1 said, ‘“it is no good. Really,
I sim cam't pub this in. Now, if I were

runping another Fun Numbeé
in—on the front page, too

Bessie blinked at me ind atly

“ Oh, really,” she gaid, ““ I think vou're a
jealons cat, Pabsl You wouldp't say that
i you'd written it yourself!”
“Xo, that's quite true,” S0 Vd
written that 1 should enn placed in
some home long ago!™
Bessie glowered at me. s

41t isn't that I'm thinking of * she
remarked wistfully.  “I'm thinking of the
thousands of girls who will never, never
read this story now!™

And ab the thought of the poor girls she
hecame nearly tearful. You can't imagine
what a job I had with Dessie

My next tor was Pegay. 1
her manuscript, and sfiock my he gain,

" This is good, Peggy,” , “and 1
know our readers will like it. They're bound
to be gorry for paor Nina.  But, you sce, this

T wonld put- it

ave

ginnced at
d agaln

00 long.’
All right!" said Peggpy.
: And she would have gone, bub I stopped
ot

‘CWrlte some mare,” T said. "“Tiltryto
put it through, but later.”

Perhaps you I be wondering who bhis
Niaa is:; You v
eomes to Jight.
it next week.

So the Story Number will appear witliout
Toggy and without Bessie's coutributions
Yiut it is a topping number, nevertheless.
Your chum,

DBARDARA REDFEKRN.

learn—when Pegay’s story
Bub I will say mare about

TIIE GHROHICI.ES of The GONFECTIOHIRY GLWe

£ How We WMade Raspberry Jujubes.
By DOLLY JOBLING.

Required : Half a pound of raspberry jum, tico ownces of leaf gelatine,
firo ounces of louf sugar, half a gill of water, flavouring and colouring.

Put the sugar, jam, and water into a
saficepan and boil Tor five minutes. Strain
through a fine strainer, and retura the
liguid to the saucepan, Add -the gelatine,
and bri the eyrup to the boil. fre-
guently, and d a few drops of raspberry
flavouring and & Tittle cochineal te decpen
the colodr. Rinse a mould with cold w
allow thé symp to cool a little, and
it into the mould. When it is set,
from the mould, and ent the jujubes iato
fancy shapes.

sl Tonse Confectionery Club had
gy Preston was col-
onr subscriptions hefore we  com-
enced to make raspberry jujubes.

“8n npice to be without Bessic Bunter,”
sxid Babs, s she weighed up the sugar.

i 1 replied Mabs, who was scourin
tite sanccpat. “Perhaps she will fo
tho elub is meeting this afteruoo
£ ST gay, you girls!” &
kuown aad reedy voice.
and start without me!”

Bessie had arrived!

Slie has heen trying ever

@ the club
nd ouly
of funids
ie from joining ont happy circle,

he heen successi

1z well, for on ‘the cccazion on
was admitted she ate all of
y, has been in

she
the sweets, and, consequet
dsht to the cl it

Run off, prsaid “Clar:
bustling: up’ with- the strainer. "
in about an hour's time. We can
a job of washing up—and won't cb
Anything, either!”

Treviyn,
11 wznin
Yon
you

TR

hat*

“I don & anythin ¢l 2 hooted
Bessle, “Just beeanuse the postman
didn't trouble to deliver my remittan aund
Um  fipaneially  embellished—thal i3, cm-

sled, [ mean—
Stony broke!
5 ha, ha!l™

“Do you wean, Bessie, that you w
tle money votil the postman comes?
sy Clare swectly:

“Phnt's just the Ideal” cxclaimed Bessie.
“0f conrse, I'm not the kind of girl who is
always borrowing. 1" borrowed o few
shillinga. from twenty girls—I mean two or
three, and Tl pay them all hack early in
the morning

Wo all know Bessic's little way of bring
short of mo ¢l horrowing from anyoie
who iz obliging enougl te lend anybhing.

41 -know how vou could raise a trifle,”

1 Cissy.

reda Foote.

suggest

Not skivvy work?" safd Bessle suspiciously.
Bessie has on one or two oceasions, uoder
great pressure from the members of the

p," i
it
L tiska

club, acted as fer. and S washer
order to raise the mueh-desired st
But she was not takis By
to-day!
“No, just
said Cissy.
“How m
*0h,” sa
Just about twe!
more or les
figure.”
“T-twelve pound:
don't understand
“In my den,”
papers, tied with
always have a copy &
and T've been sayinx them eome: thine.
The last lot I zold to Shrimp, the Ush-
monger, and he promized tn buy any more
thas I hiad is cart is due to pass the
echool gates in about fAive minutes' time, and
it you wait there
oas
“Thank you, dea
ambled through the
you all a feed whe
added genero!
“ Well done,
banged. “Exit Fatima one
“Which wiil give us a

a little

know
aily Refk

Bessie, but just as we had stood
aside to set, our faf friend bu
roam.

“I've been swindled ! ®
horrid old man only aa
Fye Dheen standing at i
time, and caught sunstroke and nettlerash
and all sorts of thing

“You've had the thr

L Cissy.
After standing honrs i
1 PR B the
vould be five shillin

peace, haven't 3

the

“And now T jolly well
the jujubes, too!
Threepence does nob 2o far wien 1he

weather fs hot and Fatima i3 thirst
eimply couldn’t help yelling atb the
riisgust ou her face, and- when she b
indignantly out-of the study we oaly
mora.

It only” remains. for me to
day we sampled the juj
the valuable help of Bes
delicious:

Tae Sesoor FRIEND




Possibly yon know “that old jul.c aboub
hlum names beghning with “Mae.”  Annibel
cus loves It,; and she wos asking Bessie
]]uuler the |:sml uuesumls the other night.

What ~does  Mac—Pherson spel?  What
does Mae—Donald spell?” and so on, finish-
Ing up \Ht!l the trick: “What does Mac—
Hine spell

llm:w Huntcr. of course, sald McHinc, and
needed a lot of argument before she under-
stood that it spelt machine. Greatly elated,
ghe went off to ask it in the Third Forin
Common-rogm.

Bessie, of -conrse,

i1

forgot the preparation.
She started nmediately with: “What
does m-a-c-! spell . ~And when « they
all said “machine,'” ghe saw there was some-
thing wrong, and she would persist that it
wis McHiné, “She became. so persistent and
wis-so far from complimentary that they
cvéntually sentenced lier to Bagging FE'ltrl(c,
ane of their weird and wonderful ponish-
ments,

Bessio  has nut bad, avything to: do” with
riddles lately |

hack iromn  “Castaway

1d Bichens bas been rather
londer than usual on the subject of what
modern  girls  are - “coming o With
he has pusbed on with her
g modern girls. The follow-
ing Is an extract from a let - which she
Las wiitten on the subject:

(1) What happens to the girl who plays
a{m:s"
wlhe

The dny comes, my dear friends,

she is carrled - from thé field on a
steher to gome hospital. Bn\:rembe“ that
this” will be your lob some time

{2,) What is going to be the resull of this
tn craving for pleasure?  One day you
*ill be too old, and then, istead of having
& comfortable Tiome to sit in 1o one will
want yon, and you tramp the streets

Hmal(mh of your wasted youth and oppor-
lumt g,
Do you ever panse to tlink of the

quht joy which comes to you after an in
dustrious evening spent )mklug l]l.l]g\ elean
and tidy and peatf
le than flopping id
use the words with great T
Wasn't- it a glddy struggle!”

g (
“Phew!

Cheery, isn't it? I think the last one is
4 hit at. me.

I have just been glancioz through the
current number of the “Danes' Journal,”
which comes from Danceford Hall, as you
probably know.

Yang Li Wen has
it praisig up the 1
ouring to wmaks  a
modern Danes we know fo well.

tten an article in
of

EMERKS!

By Clara Trevlyn.

not far more en-
i

THE CLIFF HOUSE WEEKLY,

NDOM

This 1 how 3Mlss Yang Li Wen describes
things;

“The Danes
and shout cur

all admirable rush up beach
‘Lllouee off leadee, one,
two, three 1o surrender to most, ex-
cellent selve.s‘ 'Iima is  most- exquisitely
spoke in best fighting tones, and startled
peoples do not know what they do. They
all have surrenders to make when they
meet  admirable - peoples  better than re-
spulcd gelves, like Clif House girls when
modern up-to-date Dapes. play ex-
Lclt»nt cricket In the very best manner.”

I wish there was room to tell ‘i‘uu all that
Yung LI ‘Wen has to say on the subject! It
is really great! :

I Bgar thal readers o
“Press Day " is like now t
s & frmly established journal. We have
soribed “our - earlier : mectings, but -have
d_little on the subject lately, they say.
Press Day, unfortunately, is not always a
oy day in the Fourth. 1I.n_xc has - never

ep any real scarcity of “copy,” as you
will have noticed, but unotoricus offénders
(like one vamed Clara Treviyn) have a habit
of getting into obscure places such as the
library when their contribution is due to be
delivered at Study No. 4. Babs has seriously
thought' of having Grip trained as the office
sleuth, to scent out-contributors: whe fail,
at the last minute, to contribute.

Bessic  Bunter is ihe only one who is
always in evidence on Press Day. - She usually
manages to turn np with a new serfal every

week; and keeps on about it nndil summarily
silenced by being =at in the scuttle.

5till, we keep smiling, dou't me?

“April Fools" Day—long
vas a great success

ionally ask what
at the *“Weekly *

ast now, T know
1iff House. - None
ngelea  Jelly's wheezes  worked, of
and Bessie, in her usval way, did
i 1\!|lch were not intended.

The most a g thing, however, was the
ﬂt.lemi!'. by \lmimmlscﬂn Lupin to jape Miss
Bullivant.  Mademolselle, as you know, docs
nob quite understand  the gpirit of our
customs, and thouglt that the Bull would
take a joke as well as anyone, eo she told
ber that there was a geutleman waiting to
see her. G perturbed, Miez Bullivant
Imsh;‘llcd downsteirs—only to meet the dust-
mani

© As the dustman guffawed, Miss Bullivant
wiats excedingly annoyed. Sne hastened: back,
to be grected by a shriek of “April fish!’
from mademolselle.  That put the fAnishing
touch to it. To be called a fish brought
Miss Bullivant's temper to the boiling-point.
1t took mademciselle a long time to ex-
plain her intended innocent joke, and to add
that in Franee they eall them “April fishes "
instead of “April fools.,”

Speaking of Angelica veminds me of a
Tunny thing she did the other day.

Doubtless you have all scen the symbolical
figure of “Justice,” a blindfold" lady, earry;
ing a sword in-one hand and a pair of sealed
in the other, When there was a_dispute
between the and  Third-Formers,
Angelica  thought 1f. would he @ 5plundld
Idea to start a new custom at Cliff “House
by going down lu:rseli and  impersonating
“blindfold Justice.'

Things might have gone off quite well if
anyone but Angelica had elected to play the
role.  As it was, the jubilant Second and
Third-Formers joined  forces jmmediately
Angelica had seated herself in the chair, tied
her securely to it, and pushed ber round
the sclhool!

Angelica was annoyed]

Bessles Bupter's™ veutriloquism  Las  been
vged in so many “scores” that I mueh tell
you of a case the other day where the biter
got sadly bitten,

l.u;y Morgan liad decided to glve a littlg
party, aund goadly Lhmg.s were stacked m the
cuphoard in her study. Be Bunter heard
of this splendid staté of affalre, and started
to spy out the land. Lucy happened to:see
her, and, a sudden plan coming-to her mind,
she conducted a conversation with Briduet
O'Toole, saying how afraid of dogs she was
and how: she \muld iy -fram the uudy i
ever she found one in {hie cupbonrd

Bessie Bunter heard all that, a8 she wag
intended. to, and put-on her thmkmn cap- A
really brilliant wheeze came to her—also as
Lucy-intended. Just beruru tex Falima sailed
into the. study to sec Lucy.

Hardly had Bessie started on an 2gm
able conversation than from the d'rccllun ut
the cupboard came a deep and menacing
gme

“0h, what was that?”’ gasped Lucy.

“Sounds like a dog,” said Bessie calmly.

"LoL afraid of dogs, ure you?*
“Fearfully!” said
“Ger-r-r-r!” came [rom ‘the cupboard.

“Oh dear! Tlow awful!" muticred Lucy,

“I say!” said Bessie Hunter brilliantly.
“I'm not afraid of dogs, and Bridget len't,
cither, Suppose I mount guard here while
you run and get ber to turn the beast cut®*

G-r-r-r!" came more alarmingly than

ov

“T'1l go-at once!” zaid Lucy, making &
bolt for the door.

Bl‘!slc Bunter Bhwlutely glggled.

“Couldn’t._have heen better!* she said,
“"While that - silly “'nls]l kid' is away. I'Hl
Jjust have a look roun

Bessie’s: method a:‘ Inokin;: Tound {3 to
search the cupboard first. She c¢rossed and:
opened the door.

As she did so she gave a terrific shriek,
for no sooner had she turned the key than
2 lar; c. :'Im(.gy, and flerce- lmklng dng leapt

Toomm!

into

i 'Imoom' Help! There's a wild
anfmal ! shrieked Bessie.

It was only Grip, Lucy and Flap Ber-

went, shaking with laughter, went to Bessie
Bunter's rescue, and Grip-stood locking on,
and almost seemed to be laughing himeelf.
Bessie, lowever, did not laugh. BShe made
lier escape as quickly as possible, and has
not been seen at thel cuphboard sincél

NTEREST NG PARAGRAPHS ABOUT
DANESFORD HALL!

Specially Contributed by Gertie Thomas.

e e e

As most of you pru
bly & Mis

a l‘.ﬂv
called Kalser, Al-
lbongh mosl. of us are

of animalg,
we o can’t - stand llus ]nmporcd petted
creature, Miss Potter, however, is very fond
of her pet.

This morning, however, Kaiser is in great
disgrace, Miss Yotter is very fond of fish
for breakfast, and had a s]inecially “large
l.luatr.-r cooked for her meal. In some mys-
terlous manner it disappeared, and we of the
rth were accused of takiug it. Judge our
lute dell;f‘nt. wlien the whole schiool had
sembled this morning in Hall and Kalser
ked pm!rdl) in through the open. doors,

carcase” of the Dbloater at Miss
l’ntfcr ) ftel, and mewed for another.

What Kaiser got was not a bloater!

THE ScHoOL Frigxp.—No. 105,

-

The Orlental mind, as you prohably know,
works in a very diffcrent way from ours.

Yang Li Wen; who is quite wealthy,
recently purchased a motor-seooter, and set
olf-proudly from the school en it. Two hours
passed, and she did not return. At locking-
up time she was still missing, and, fearing
that she had met with an accident, we got
parbics. Hardly had we started
than she appeared at the gate,
wheeling her machine.

“Where ever have you been?® exclaimed
Miss Potter. How (l'lre ou come back like
this?  Explain Instantly !

“Me -esplainee!” clicked Yang Li Wen.
“Qetlee on machine; no stoppee when 1
wantes: No jumpee of 0 1 )u:E. yll‘ly on till
no more petlol in machine. ~Savy

Miss Potter said not a word. . Yan

calmly

Wen  had apparently hc\"ta riding c}mlv
round the lanes for about three hours.on a

-

machine which she couldn’t stop auyliow, and

didn’t seem to think anything of

Have we any Interesting Fourth Form
customs? I am sometimes asked.

Let me take this opportunity of telling
you that we have many. We rather pride
ourselves on them.

Once a week during the summer—weather
and Miss Potter permitting—we hold what
we oall “An Open Ajr Recital,” at which all
those girla who have gu\' learnt_a soug,
practised a conjnﬂng rick, or anything like
that, can “let off steam ” ‘without, ammymp;
us when we're busy, Florentia Annunzia, our
Italian girl, last week amazed us il by
ruulmng a passage from Shakespeare with
a Bﬁ'hu amount of action, something in thia
sty

57

'I'Jn quality of da mérey is not troo” da
strainer, 1t droppa likea da gentle raia from
above upon da place beneath.*?”

Another interceting custom is on birthdays,
The gitl whose hirthday it is sits in a _room
by herself, and we go ini onie by one, and have
one minute which to try and ‘make her
laugh by saying something silly. If she™
doesn't laugh the girl who Il.'ls failed has te
buy her a present.

g, OF =



wicmhd picture with her cam

THE CLIFF HOUSE WEEHKLY.

COULD WE

MapeL LYNN.—1
think more time
qughit fo be given
lo!aciling. Acting
R L U

Miss Bullivant herself is not 5o sure '—P. D)

CLama TREVLIN.—If someone could find a
substitute for stockings, Freda wouldn't be
able to make a more jokes about my
g, and I'm sure we'd be'much bappier.
mprove Cliff House? Cer-
tainly! 1 think that every study should be
ftted with a gas.stove, so that a girl comld
cook without sl this fuss being made by
others wha vbject to an occasional accident
on the fire,

Mg LL\ X.—Fathion parades certainly
ought to be arranged. 1{ we had some
manuequins down from London aliout twice a
week to show all the lutest dresses, it would
be.a splendid idea,

Bripoer 0'TooLe—1'm afthier thi g that
a Jot of things should be dope, but it's not

suggesting them that I am; in case things

IMPROVE CLIFF HOUSE?

Philippa Derwent, always fond of asking questions,
has been ashing this one,

Here are the replies:

were worse when we'd finished than when
;e ﬁvere aftber starting, (Very helpful!—

MiDGE  STEVENS —Improve the school?
Rather! All the Fourth-Formers should be
kept in padded rooms, and given gruel!
Then—— Ha, ha, ha! Can't catch me!

. ELsie BRANE.—I consider that useful learn.
ing should be emcouraged far more at Cliff
House, T asked several girls In the Fourth
Form how many legs were possessed by &
Californian tree-spider, and the ouly answe
I received was eight hundred and Gfty-five.
As this was obviously ahsurd, I:suggest—-
(Didn’t hiave time to write any more '—P. D.)

Axgeuiea  Jeuy.—Hobbies are not  en-
couraged nt school ‘as they shonld be. Tako
basket-making, for instancée—— What's that?
Ob, all right!" Anyway, all girls should knon\
the vaiue of old coins. * I think that it's
most Important branch of knowledge!

PIPER.—T thinks as "ow it would be 2 very
good idea if all the young leddies was taught
to hit a cricket-ball proper, and not clout
a chap on the ankle whenever he goes pear
the nets—that's wot I thinks. I've ‘ardly
bin able to move this weeh through Miss
Trevlyn's ‘itting.

AUFTIE JoNES.—I have applied to open &
Da]m réstagrant in” the scfoql, and think
at it would be a splendid idea. Miss Prim-
Toze's chicf objection is that it would he a
lot of trouble kuocking down the mecessary
walls to build the place. * (I suggested that
it would be quite easy to kmock down any
walls with some of Auntie Jones' ;lcnny buns,
but she didn't seem to hear me!—.

Eatiz SuitH—The: library needs a lnh of
attention. There hasn’t been a single new
hook about Redskins for the last month, and
they're all ripping stories, as you know !

ANNipeL  HICHENS.—Could  Clift House be
improved, Philippa? Just you wait here
while T fetch you an article which I've heen
writing on that very subject.” (Happened to
reniember a most important engagement at
that moment !—!

POLLY, 3ix PaRAOT.T think that everyone
wiio asks me questions about my feathers
ought to be made to give me a lump of
sugar., should have plenty to eat then!

FRANCES BARRETT.—I could do a lot td
improve the school if only’ T had my wayy
Fourth Form girls would tertalnly he Laupht
to azk fewer questions. hat's that? Did
I catch a mouse in Lhnt trap I set last
night? Now, look here, someone's heen
telling you why

BESsIE ]]LN

be
I consider that the

stood in eve rridor.

lack of !md :nl: tbls sehool 15 a crying dis-
grace! I'm losing strength every day! (But
wob weight!—P, D.)

B b

Connle  Jackson  bas
been eating melons,
has been seized with an
attack of - melon-Connie
—I mean, melancholy.
eliy_sally!

i

=

Treviyn oft(«n
puts her foot in it—hut seldom in & stocking
whichi she has u:emIe«l Enraﬂh

8

We've often ted to zeb Bessie Bunter
on to the scales—but not the sort that she
tréata us to in the m‘uslc-.r%om.'

another
The only
that there was

Angelica’ Jelly - has just taken
a

rawback on thls occasion i
no film in it a*‘ the tine,

TheAfMliated Order of Sisters of the Toasted
Eippor—in other words,. Madge Stevens &
Co.—-had « grand hanquet to cetehrnto the
last fire in their Common-room . grate.
the table kid npot collapsed in the middle

of the proccedings it would have been =
great success,

A DAY
f By

7.15.—Den’t need the
tones of Trisingbell to
E rouse me- this morning.
I've been awake for an
hour thinking nl.mub the
challenge of Iast might. Study No, 4 has
challenged Study No. 7 to prv mn a hcttar
tea thau they ‘ean; and Pau on s
coming down Lo décide which Iook: the 1 nicer,
and will then have tea with the winners,
.—Scliool in ten minutes, and I Elln;:ly
don't know what to do. Clara is offerin
do: some cockery, but T simply ¢an't let ‘in
I know the fuuny {hings that Clara d es.
e tolfee to cook aver a bmm
and Tl eee if it's “dome at the

10.20.—Toflee done o 2 “ T V—the best I've
iade. That's one thing, al least!

k =it up into mice dumlhI and
splendid Tn a glas

:\-4

\[.mnnc and
Clara o ing. Thero is furious activity
in' Study No. 4, and Bessie I3 allowed to
order what she likes. Unfortunately, Bessie,
although a duffer at miost things, is™a jolly
good cook, gnd I'm getting rather nervous:
Thaok goodae! it's cookery Jesson this
afterncon, and Miss Plummy let me bake
the cakes In the eléctric oven.

12.50.—The toflee ruined! Ciara has been

-~ -

PERSONALITIES!

By Freda Foote.
(The reappearance of an ofd favourite.—Ed.)

The failure of Bessie Bunter's last
“expected ' remittance has previded her with
a great amount ul‘ food—for thought!

2

Annabel Huchvus sfxll says that her place
is in the home. Wae shall have to try and get
her into one,

a2 s »

Clara Tréviyn's recent declaration that
Dolly Jobling’s toflee making in Study Na. 7
ought fo be sat on, springs from the fact
that some of the toffee itself was recently
sab on—by \’:I-im.

“Good gracmusl“ exclmmed Marcia Loftus.
“Wihat a horeid sort of girl I've been at

Yes, you're quite right, gentle
She woke up Immediately after that
and complained that it must liave been the
cheese which upset her.

% * £ £

Clara Trevlyn says that she doesn't like
¢locks on stockings—especially when they are
alarm-¢locks knocked over by a clumsy girl

IN MY LIFE!
Dolly Jobling.

carclessly sharpening a. pencil, and didn't
even see it. The toffee’s all full of chips
of wood, and there's no time to boil it up
agalu now! Clara wants to pretend that
they're cocoanut chips, but Pauline might
want to eat some!
12.56,—Bessle Bunter has gone down the
corridor with & great tray of things ready
to be cooked by Mra. Pickles. We're nearly
at our wits' end. " Clara’s sat on a bag of
flour, and smashed it all over the carpet,
and I've accidentally dropped the treacletin
in the grate,
L.5.—Another disaster! Have just heard
that Mies Plummy can't come to-day, so
there will be na cookery lesson. Now 1 shall

have to Mrs. Pickles to cook the things.
Marjorie's flustering round trying to tidy up
e study and get'some stains ol off the
tablecloth. Clara says I dropped if, but I

shouldn't have dong if she badu't Knocked
my arm
1.15. -l(‘!anns atnrtm? again, and nothing
done worth speaking of nnl? a rmiu cake,
a few tarts, and some little fairy cakes made.
We'll have to buy some pineapple and ]E“),
and deck the table with flowers, if Wwe're
going to beat Study No. 4 now.
8.80.~Another quarter of an hour to end

nf leszons, and Bessie Bunter hies pretended
to come over ill. I'm sure it was floar she

-
like Dolly, and your feet happen to be inside
them (the stockings, I mean—not the
clocks),

* 2 T
It has been suggested that the Fourth
Form dormitory should be provided with &
large shoe-horn to put Bessia Bunter )nto
the firechuto during practices)
» a i

It was scarcely judiclous of Deasfe Bunter'g
g'ir!of Polly, to wish Xlss Bullivant a hap) Y
hristmas when she entered Study No. 4 the
other day and struck her * funny-bone 't

rather heavily asniush the cupbmrd

w that Pmnces Barratt ia getting abouf
on Iler bleyele again the insurance companies
the

are doing a brisk business with - all
chicken-gwners who have seen her riding.
» " 2
Speaking of Frances reminds me
recent book-keeping lesson m tha
managed to prova (on paper) that Cliff Houss
was_ahout fifteen thousand pounds in debb.
vidently In soaring to the dizzy heights of
Ll\iq sl
“balance.’

ercial mh;cct lost  hep

» 0 *
Fishing in-the Sark recently, Piper landed
& skate, hut it happened to be one which
fell from Angeliea” Jelly’s foot when she
slipped through the ice last winter.

B e e T N N .

rubbed on her fice to make hersell look so

white. Mademoiselle Lupin is always h'ken
in by Hessie, and she's let her go.
means  that Fatima will in ::Imther

quarter of an hour's cooking and setting the

tnblu
—IHave just met Mrs. Pickles. She says
that <he sent all my cakes up to Study No. 7
during the afternoon, If Bessle knows this,
goodness only knows what will hayve hap-
pened ! T must rush up and seel q
3.57.—Bessie hasn't been cooking at all
8he's béen in Study No. 7, eating everything
shie. conld lay her handa upon. Now she's
lwmg 1o C\plam to Bubs and Mahs that
it's a ‘ecore.” for Study No. 4, and Clara's
trying to get hold of hér to shake her.
5.58.—Boker has just appeared with a tra
containig o ¥
made. .
mistake 'nns mndn and lhc} didn’t send ui
my. things a6 all, he says. The things whic
Begsla has eaten in Study No. 7 are the very
things she made herself ! Ha, ha, hal
4.5.—Just looked Into Study No. 4. They've
set the most miscrable tea imaginable—a few;
n!d sardines, a piece of cheese, and a loa
¢ bread and #wo or three bizcuits! Mars
Ior\cs got round the mrdener to give her
some - flowers, and }:L\:d) n 7 looks ripping.
4.10.—Panline as - chosen - Stud.
No..7 for tea, and 51;.s a}ie is enjoying herself
very mmh.
0.—Red at last.  What a 5|1'Ikndhl day
it's bcen---:md such a peaceful evening!
THE Scuool Friexp,—No. 105,
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Last year, you may remember, Miss Bulli-
vant gave a party on lier birthday, and bub
fnr the greediness of Bessic Bunter it would
b n a greater success than it w
his year, as tho Bull has DLeen a little
alcer to us all, we thought that we ought
to return- the comphmuni. and give her a
present.

"\o!.!unr: expensive, of course,” Babs said.
“Rat 1 really think that she would appre-
ciate something from us.  The Bull does
try in her own funny way lo be pleasant
to us af times, doean't she?”

J“In her own way!” conceded Clara.
the thing to do is to decide wha
zive her,” raid Babs. 3
| era nn perfect clamour of suzgestions.

A tl:ket to Scotland!”
“A pair of slippers \nllw H)ll'\ that make a
ooise ‘when she walks!
Babs Taughed.
“Do be setious,
“Look lere, 1've an
give hier a photo of hcrsc
“It would serve her rrgln! 52
Foote. 3

excluimed.
1pposing We

said  Freda

girl she

. ha, 3 -

* Do liste cried Babs. ** You know Miss
Bullivant is rather keen on photos of herself,
don’t you? Well, some time ago Mabs took
a ripping snap of hér in her cap and gown,
and it wakes her look . really pleasant—
doesn’t it, Mabs?"

“It’s flattering!” said Clara blunity.

“Never mind that, dear! eaid Babs,
“Some of us are not exactly all that could
he desired in the way of 'Eunlh Supposing
e take that snap and have it enlnrged and
put in a frame? Tere will Jnst be time!”

The idea caught on

Although the “Bull " is gomething of
martinet, we have & little aflection for hee,
and the idea rather pleased us. There was
mi: one dissenticnt voice,
vadying ! said Nancy Bell scornfully.
ou would think that., of coursc!” said
Babe,  “8till, we'll Teave you ont of the
yr:-seul,.ltmu if you like, Nancy! Wo hardly
ant )our thE» in the present!"
“Hear, hear!

Nancy Bell so

*It's.all very \\Lli ‘to talk fike tln
waid jeeringly. “But yon know that what
[ say is trne. You're only tryinz to hutrer
up tlm Bul! I hope she sees through your
scheme 1"

"].ee.'s puli lier bair!” said Clara

And Clara did—to the immense amusement
of everyone but Waney. Naney looked pe
feetly furious; but as looks do not kill, we
didn’t mind that at all.

he

While we were on with the idea
of the presentatios, Nancy. Bell, as she always
does, brooded on the matter.

By the time that the day drew near she
wha feellng very aogry indeed with all of
us. And it was then that a sudden idea
vame to her.
I knoow!”

she muttercd triumphantly.
“The Bnll simply hates monkers. I'll geb
hold of the box—I know it's going to he
& big one—take out the g!mto—[ﬁmn and all
the packing, and put B:lr ara Redfern’s mar.
moset in instead. That make the depu-
tation look silly, if you

Filled with glee at that
diately started to put her wheeze into execu-
tion, But she n not u word to anyone—
did not evel her crony. Marcia Loftus.
She -wanted Iu e o cwnpktr surprise for
us all, and it might have been—exeept Tor
one thing!

lea, Nancy fmme-

Just hefore the presentation was duc tn
!:kc place. you see, Marcia Loftus got into
“very hot water.

Mareln has several very
Labits, and one of the worst iz listening
ountside closed doors. “I'll-he just to her and
say [t:al .,|m \ery seldom does if, but it hap-
enel n this particular day she was
(“lw'ht in HIE .’u:': by Miss By ivant
THE-S0HOOE FRIEND.—No, 103,
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There was a fearful row, of course.

“Disgracetul—positively’ disgraceful!” eail
Miss Bullivant disgostedty. “1 shall puniah
you very scverely for are
absolutely ashamed to think that. you can %
anch a thing. You will write me two hundred
lines, and- after l.IxIs 1 shall keep a very
strict eye on you.”

Marcia, who, amongst mhcr Lhm;;;, hap-
puml to be w.ml.mg a “late ina day
or twn, was very pt,ftnrb!:d

Somchow or other she had to get into the
good books of the Bull agaiu. She knew
that. She did not mind how she did it.
And euddenty the very idea came fo lrer!

She catmiy resolved to annex the
Form present and take it to Miss
as

ul

T OWN.
“I'm sure she'll be awfully pleased to see
that I don’t bear her any malice,” said
Marcia, in satisfaction. '8 just the very
idea! I can pop down mow!" -

She darted into Study No. 4, and there,
Iying on the table, was a large box, tied up
with blue ribbon. She picked it np hastily,
and darted off to Miss Bullivant's stuiy

“You wish to see me, Marcia?” asked the
Bn!l frigi d!)

“Ahem! I—I have come to wish Yoii many
henpw rel.l:rus of the day, Miss Huflivant,”

Marcia demurely.

Thank you, Marciat” Bull.

safd - the

¥ ||I .
“If you dm t mind, Miss Bulliv'ml went
on Marcin cunningly, “1 wounld to give
you a little present. I've been mvmn up ror
this for some time, and-—und heea ou'v

liad ocoasion to reprovi I “dom't !\hh
you to think that thab tua-« '\lh'i'led me at

H
it Ad prurn&"' The Bull looked very eur-

3
As a matter of fact, I think t!

does you justice, It's the bcst plLturc of you
that I've cver seen!”
said lii-

ant, guite

Bulli
de:

u v\ suclh a cons;dente
known. LLnl you were going to spend money
lige  thi should reatly. have had to ask
you not: to do so."
“You have a look at it first, Miss Dnlli-

vant!” said Marcia, remembéring the really

lei hotograph which had heen made
from \.[.nlmls snapshot. }’\erwmc thinks
at it ds the very image of youw,"
he undid the ribbon as she spoke, and
took the lid off the box.

To the unbounded Lorror of both.of them, &
I monkey: leapt ont on to the table!

id Babs, in perplexity, s t
putation gathered in Study
the present down. “The

“Quecr!
rs of the
No. 4 before tal
box has vanished !

But what's that on top of the euphoard?”
exclaimed: Mabel Lrnn.

Babs re; ~i\ul
“Wiy, \otograph 1" she ncinlmml
“Some silly [.Il’ﬂ(ll.k"ll Joker has take

a fright. Never m
paper and take it do

of the bax to give us
we'll just wrap i

it do you say?™"
"s the only
agzreed Mab

thing, as time is

50

. the photograpn and tien
e doputation
'Emlllv'mf.’a study to wit-

and, - totally  unexpected
“Marcis I have never been so insulted
in_my- i Miss Bullivant was fairly yelling.

“Yon bring me down an dpe—a detestablc
ape—and u!! me that it is a speaking ' like-

1Yo (lwrru- expulsion for
deeity, Blels shocked—horrl-

mistake ! panted Mare!

i wildly.
“I—L fell your I+ didn’t know—

PRESENT!

“XMistake F ks ! T
Bull .mgnh This is a defiberat
Marcia! I shall What is it, Barbara?

Cannot you sec that T am engaged?

ere,

<ome ni ul take this detestahle ape from my

study

Rulna looked flabhergasted.

How-—-how
Bullivant?” she gasped
lm was in the pets’ house!”
“Marcin_has brought the creature
said the Bull savagely. *
box tled with blue ribbon,

did  Tony get here, AMiss
-4

Why, 1 thought

hery

She ¢
and-

gusts me! L will have this pu

B

Marcia_Loftus looked
was quite sorcy for her.

oil

A what?

“We've come to wish you n
turns of the d i
birthday present,
LA re'«i
ller

abs ;.uc-zm] what had happeneid.
50 stared that Babs
She’ decideid to pour
ers.

on the troubicd ¢
i L, wao're

a deputa-

¢ Barbara -

Babs,

it interposéd
ra(luunz thc plicto.

ant, took 1t, and looked at it.

ression chang The angry (lush
s, She almast sniled
a picture. of myself!” she

T did volb know thal such a

pncaure even e\htevl.

exp

Courtfiel

dear girls. I co T
thoughtful of ,uw 1ol th
what
much, my
“It's _a pleasurs,

mi

Mahel taok it
lained Babs.
hoping

at the sports’ meeting,”
We've liad it cenlarged in
—hoping that you would

s Bullivant

has too.

Miss Bujliv

Thank

happencd, you
fela.

d Babs,
rrt.llnty cortal niy'

And_now, If on

will please {ake away your- alitlittle
“_T'm snre it Lout Illr effort not
to say “detestable ape 1 will have n few
words with Marcia.'
“Very good, Miss Bullivant !
We withdrew, leaviog reia to face the

music.

T

tonded to be as
Bub bher cunning wheeze to i
Form's. present

on af thie ;.mmm.pu o
makters to tlic Bull. ar
1 Iy in-

he preseal
i

ot T

ceme.

sulting as sk

na lher own coi

hidden. Marcia realised that ad 1o
make a confession to fhat eltc;l Aud from.
what Misa Bullivant s arcia lias do-

cided never, nevel
again, especiall

A
to

things to say to

the,
a

m; ed

a4
u!ller for lhe Wlmle of the wi
The rest of us chuckled ¢
Babs did not mind Tony ne

an

never to do such a thing
y where the Bull is concerned.
a Nuncy Bell's share in the cvent came
ight, Marcia had a few

evening on which she
“late pass ' from hils& Bullivant.
imioors. and miave  Nancy
ng £ they didn't sy
13

IID[‘i

she
suel
rc each

aft

Even
st ised for such
excellent purpose as teaching Marcia not

to wear borcowed: plumes,

L bk b 37
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