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OUR GRAND NEW ROMANTIC SERIAL.

THE

HOOLGI
(QUEEN!

IDA MELBOURNE

[,

(Who wrote that most popular story */Friendship Forbidden | )

To all who are fond of reading stirring, breathless adventure, quick-moving incident,
and the doings of schoolgirls in a strange country, this story will make an
instant appeal —YOUR EDITOR.

CHARACTERS YOU MUST KNOW.

DOLORES KALENZI—or Princess Dolores—
an attractive, brave-hearted Eastern girl,
the daughter of the King of Bouralia.
When at Limmershaw High School she
found great chums in the persons of

KITTY CRICHTON, PEARL HARDY & CO.,
the merry and sterling Fourth-Formers,
with whom she had many thrilling adven-
tures before it was discovered that she
wag an Bastern princess.

PRINCESS JOZINE, the niece of the

GRAND DUKE OF YARAFEY, who was
formerly King of Bouralia, but was de-
throned. Both are enemies of the
Kalenzi's.

Dolores receives an urgent message from
her father (the King of Bouralia), telling her
that her presence is greatly needed in her
own country, and that she might bring
friends if permission were obtained. Every-
thing is arranged, and. with the headmistress
taking charge of the party, Dolores, Kitty,
Pearl & Co. set off to continue their school-
ing in Bouralia.

From the outset the Yarafeys show that
they mean to be the enemies of Dolores.
The princess, however, does not fear-_them.
Whilst out riding, the King, with Dolores
and her friends, is caught in a sandstorm,
and the King is separated from them.
Later his horse returns—riderless! The girls,
suspecting the Yarafeys of treachery, go
with a squadron of cavalry to the Grand
Duke's castle.

The girls learn nothing from the Yarafeys,
and, later, Monica Lawrence, an American
girl, is kidnapped, but escapes. The girls
suspect the Yarafeys of- heing responsible,
but the Princess Jorine suddenly hecomes
very friendly, and pgives Dolores advice as
to the governing of the Bouralian people.
Is her adyice genuine? The whole party re-
turn to the capital, and there Dolores finds
that the entire populace helieve her father to
be dead. The chief Minister desires to see
Dolores on the affairs of state.

(Read on from here)

Her Father’'s Throne!

OLORES bowed her head.
“Tell him, then,” she re-

turned, “that I will see him in
an hour’s time. I am tired, and
wish to rest.”

The message was delivered, and then
Dolores, relieving herself of the uniform,
rested.

Two hours passed before she was
awakened by the maid, who then
dressed her in a beautiful gown. The
tiredness cleared from her eyes, and
refreshed by her sleep, she went down to

the room where the minister patiently
awaited her,

He rose as she entered, a tall, stately
man, dressed in black, swarthy of face,
and heavily bearded.

“Your Majesty,” he said, bowing
deeply, “I come to express on behalf of
your ministers and subjects the most
profound sympathy in your bereave-
ment."”

“*Bereavement !
dead 7" she cried.

“Dead!”

His large head moved from side to
side slowly, and he raised slightly his
broad shoulders.

“The desert is merciless, How could
man live on the wild mountain-side
tracked by wild animals day and night?

My father is not

Ah! We of the plains know too well
the dangers of the hills. Alas! T wish
that we had Bouralia's friend, your

Royal father, present to guide us through
turbulent times.”

“Need times be turbulent?”

“No,” he agreed. “But people are
difficult. Jealousy is difficult to part.”

“0Oh, but it is not long-lived!" said
Dolores. “Friends are gathering about
me. Surely I have nothing to fear.”

The minister paused before replyving,
and looked at her keenly.

“Nothing to fear,” he repeated,
accenting none of the words, speaking

tonelessly. Then he drew himself up, as
though awakening from a trance. “To
begin  with, your father will be

mourned—a day set apart for the pur-
pose, The priest will hold service on
the Mountain of Kings. And then your
Majesty's coronation will be celebrated.”

Dolores, dazed at the calmness, the cal-
culation of the arrangements, shuddered,

“My father—mourned as dead! DBut
he can't be dead!” she repeated. “It—
it is impossible! Ile must be alive—he
is alive!”

The minister made no reply. He stood
motionless, tugging at his beard, knit-
ting his massive eyebrows. _

“Then, if we do not recognise your
father's death, a TRegent must be
appointed until his return. The Duke of
Yarafey would then rule the country—
until your father's return.”

l‘_‘Yare,fey! But I am the King's
heir—
“ Ah, ves; should the King be dead,

then, indeed, you will succeed him.”
Dolores drew a sharp breath as the

true importance of the qualification
dawned upon her, How could her father
be proved dead? There was no proof.
Suppose that Yarafey should insist ho
was alive?

Then Yarafey would rule; there would
be no need for quarrelling as to the
right to the throne. The Princess Jozine
would act as his Queen in affairs of
State—be hostéss at banquets.

All her father's work would be undone.

No, ne, she must rule, she knew it;
but for that she must admit her father
dead—mourn for him as dead. For
several seconds she turned the matter
over in her mind.

“Very well,” she said suddenly.
“The country shall go into mourning.
The King is—is dead [

“The ‘day after to-morrow, your
Majesty, shall be a day apart, a day for
mourning. The priest shall hold service
on the Mountain of Kings—a service
which your Majesty shall attend.”

He bowed deeply over her hand and
kissed it, and departed.

She, alone in the dark, sombre room,
was near to swooning.

On the day after to-morrow the King
was to be mourned as dead, the King
her father.

Could it be true? Was he dead, her
kind father? She went to the window,
looking down at the jostling, dingy
crowd, the garish players who amused
the ecrowds, all so different from old
England,

And as she stood by the window she
thought of old England, of Limmershaw,
the dear old village, the dear old view
from her window there—the sea! Oh,
how wonderful it had been !

There she had been friendless, lonely.

Then had come friends, and most
wonderful friend of all—her father.

Her father had gone; her friends
would go. They could not stay here for
ever.

Once more she would be alone; but
not in England, not with that wonderful
view. She would be alone amongst
these natives, with their strange belicfs
and customs.

And only the memory of her father's
wish, of his hopes that she would be
Queen of Bouralia, deterred her from
carrying out her wild desire to leave
Bouralia, returning to old England, and
there forget the past.
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Tut she was Queen; she must stay and
vule, carrying on her father’s life-work.
Her father—would she never see him
again, never hear his kind voice ?

How heartless a mob, that in one
breath mourned “ The King is dead!"
and in the next exulted, “Long live the
Queen !”

Hunting the Hoose!

i OURALIA- will, indeed, have

its

cause to be proud of
Queen |” :
: Princess Jozine of Yarafey
spoke smoothly, and, it seemed to
Dolores, with sincerity.
“I'm afraid 1 sha'n't be able . to

capture the animal,” said the schoolgirl
Queen, with a smile. *“‘Monica may be
able to; I hope that she 1s.”

“It is all the same. The subjects will,
indeed, be glad to know that their Queen
has sufficient knowladge of their faiths
and beliefs to give them so concrete a
proof of her power.”

Princess Jozine was the personification
of charm, and her dark eyes seemed
almost motherly as they gazed upon
Dolores.

** How many people have ever captured
a koose?"” asked Monica Lawrence prac-
tically, endeavouring to discover how
difficult was the task she had set herself.

And Dolores translated the question to
the Princess,

“Captared ! Princess Jozine smiled
peculiarly, and shrugged her shoulders.
“Often the koose ﬁas been killed by
huntsmen. Only the great King Kalfaza
has captared him alive. That is why the
caplure alive of a koose iz regarded as
s0 great a sign. of fortune. As caplurer
of the koose your name will go down
lo history despite your—your youth——"

Dolores looﬂt-d at the Princess quickly.
Lnt the dark, handsome face was devoid
of any sarcastic expression.

She looked then at Monica, who,
dressed in the serviceable drill dress, and
larze Stetson hat, was admirably pre-
pured for her adventure,

They were all standing at their horses’
bridles, by a castle gate that led on to the
desert. It was a private gate, openable
only by the key that was in Dolores’
possession.  (Consequently there was no
guard, and, it being a deserted hour, no
one was about to watch the'r departure.

“It is best to keep the venture a
secret,” smiled Princess Jozine. “Firstly,
to be effective, the captured animal must
not be produced until the moment when
its entrance would cause the greatest
effect. Secondly—it is a dreadful
;h_rl»:u,;ht—but suppose the venture should
ail 7"

*It shall not fail,” said Dolores deier-
minedly, and she mounted her horse.

Momentarily she wondered whether or
not the princess would be glad at
failure. A doubt even entered her mind
us to the existence of the animal. Was
tho princess sending-them upon some
wild-goose chase across the desert?

Not until they were upon the desert
itself did she voice that doubt.

“Shouldn’t be surprised,” growled
Pearl Hardy. “I don’t care much for
Jozine. Too many airs and graces for
my liking. Anyone would think we
were three years old, the way she treats
us sometimes.”

“I guess I don't sorter feel any tear-
ing at the heart-strings when her name'’s

NSWERs
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mentioned,” drawled Monica Lawrence.
Then she added: *“But theﬂ'ﬁtgeo?le are

chanieablo. One minute ey'Te as
haughty as a Boston hostess, next
minute they’'re heaving their hearts at

you. I reckon we've ﬁot enough water
:m;. grub in that one-horse shay to last
us.

And indeed there was small need to
worry about .food. The *‘one-horse
shay,” as Monica had =o impolitel
termed the small wagon they had wi
them, was well stocked with water.

Jana Prestwich was in charge of the

ir of horses, with Fay Curzon beside

er. Julin Parsons, Kitty Crichton, and
Pearl Hardy were riding just behind
Dolores and Monica,

Princess Jozine had given them
detailed instructions regarding the places
where they were most likely to discover
the koose, and Monica was quite
confident that they would be able to
capture it.

“Reckon she thinks we'll fight shy of
it, and -she’ll have a chance to crow.
Shouldn’t be surprised,” drawled Monica
slowly, “if she had a whole crowd of
natives waiting for our return, It'd be
like her——"

“Pretending that the news of our
expedition had leaked out through the
servants,” added Kitty Crichton quicklf.
“Yes; it's more than likely. It would
be a cruel trick. But quite like Jozine,
no doubt.”

Dolores, however, was anxious to give
the princess a chance, if she really wished
to be a friend.

“Wa'll capture the koose—or try it,”

she said. “‘At least, it will prove
whether or not Princess Jozine is
genuine.”

And as nothing whatever was to be
F“in&l by drgument, the matter was not
urther discussed.

With the strange Bouralian wagon
fallowing, they crossed the desert slowly.
Princess Jozine's directions had been
clear, and Monica was quite suré that
she would be able to follow them.

“Not pleasant to be lost on the
desert,” she observed, when, after
several minutes’ travelling, they were
out of sight of the palace.

“We sha'n't get lost,” Dolores re-
assured her. "Kt least, not in accord-
ance with any plans that the Princess
Jozine may have made. For, as I in-
formed her, the hussars have been
warned that we shall be on the desert,
and they have patrols out.”

And as they A)rog'ressed further it
became quite evident that the princess’
directions had not been made to mis-
lead them.

All the signs that she had mentioned
were one by one encountered, and the
progress was easy. Soon they were off
the wearisome desert on a strange sort

of plain, with peculiar grass, and
bordered by mountains, themselves forest
covered.

Monica looked about her keenly,

watching for signs of the herds.

“If we strike a koose herd we shall
have to be forked lightning on horse-
back, I reckon.”

But they travelled for nearly two
hours before signs were seen of a herd.

Fay Curzon was the first to observe
the signs, and a cheer went up. They
had just slaked' their thirst, and taken
the knife-like :rd‘fe from their hunger.

When the h was sighted there was
a ucun-{'ing to get all the foodstuffs back

the

into wagon; and Fay Curzon
followed the foodstuffs with surprising
rapidity.

Her pith-helmet was jerked to a jaunty
angle, but she cared not for that.  She
was far too intent to make sure that her
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view of the herd should be from the
interior of the wagon,

Monica Lawrence, with a pair of
prismatic binoculars, had the herd in
view, and she frowned héavily.

She almost snorted as she looked at
them.

“What's the matter?” Inquired
Dolores snxiously. *No good?™

“No good?” exclaimed Monica dis-
dainfully. “Look at them! Why,

they're like half-starved cows, and as
harmless ™

Dolores focussed the binoculars to her
sight, and gave the herd a searching
exa.minat&m. & s

Truly they did not present a fearsome
sight. = Huddled together, with their
heads hanging dejectedly, they looked
despondent and perfectly harmless. "

“ Appearances are deceptive,” sai
Pearl Hardy, with a shake of the head.
“Some dogs always look thin whatevel
they have to eat, you know, Perhaps
these koose are the same.”

Monica sniffed,

“Bouralian hunters must ba a fine
crowd if they can’t capture them alive,”
she growled, ‘‘Why, look at their legs!
Talk about tired cab-horses — they're
mercury compared with a koose!” she
finished, in great disgust.

And Dolores had to admit that the
animals did not look speedy.

“But Princess Jozine most distinetly
said that they were difficult to catch;
they must be if no one but King Kalfasa
has ever caught one.”

“Shouldn’t think they'd want to!”
grunted Monica. “However, we'd
better- get one now that we've agreed
m-‘l

the wagon remained
behind, Monica led the solo riders
towards the herd.

Amazed, they watched the motionless
herd. As they thundered nearer to the
animals they saw that the herd was
motionless either from fear, or from
complete ignorance of pending danger.

They were sorry-looking animals, thin
and spiritless. Their large eyes seemed
strangely mournful.

“They—they can't be koose!” ex-
claimed Pearl Hardy. *They don’t look
at all fierce!” N

“They're not!" agreed Monica em-
phatically. “I dare say if we whistled
they'd come."”

'I%xey halted, and stared at the herd of
koose. There was no doubting that they
wero koose. The princess’ description of
them, flattering though it had been, was
nevertheless accurate in the main.

“They must be koose,” murmured
Dolores slowly. *“But 1 don’t see why
they're so difficult to capture—unless
they’'re very fleet of foot.”

“H'm! They look it! Strikes me
the Bouralians have got the idea that
they're mighty hard to catch, and they
can't forget it.”

Monica rode out ahead to the herd,
the cynosure of large, soulful, koose
eyes.

“She made the lasso sing through the
air, and the loop neatly encircled the
neck of the foremost animal. :

He grunted, wriggled his neck, then
became placid.

Monica Lawrence nearly fell off her

And, while

rse.

“I¢’s criminal—cruel, T guess!"™ she
drawled. *“Why they haven’t a chance!
A child of three could rope in one of
these. I sup they haven't escaped
from a travelling menagerie?”

“Not on the desert,” agreed Julia
Parsons dryly. “Perhaps they're asleep
with their eyes open. Shoo them !

Monica shooed till she war red in the
face; then they all “shoced " together,
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“No good,” smiled Dolores. “Let's
all give a yell. One, two, three—"

“ Yee-ooowww !"”

At that frantic scream frightened birds
wheeled about, and the horses pawed the
ground.

But the koose remained motionless,
expressing polite surprise, but nothing
more.

Monica, trembling with indignation,
drew back her lasso, and hurled it again,
striking the foremost animal on the

flank.
Apparently annoyed, he wheeled
slowly; and the others, like sheep,

wheeled with him.

Monica, delighted, set off in chase, and
so0n lbey were all speeding across the
desert after the ridicumae animals. That
they were fast was apparent, and they
were evidently very frighte

Over her horse’s neck bent Monica,
and soon she was in chase of the fiyin
herd. The other girls, laughing, fol-
lowed.

g Ralher ridiculous if she doesn’t caich
one now,” laughed Julia Parsons. “And
she won 't either, if she isn’t quick on her
rope.’

But Monica Lawrence seemed to make
no effort to fling the rope. She was
i;idigg hard, and soon abreast of the

er

“ What—what’s she going to do?” de-

manded Dolores in alarm. “Why,
gracious—""

Dumbfounded, they watched, as
Monica Lawrence suddenly left her

saddle and mounted the back of one of
the frightened koose.

The manner in which she steered it was
marvellous.

“It'll throw her!"” cried Pearl Hardy,
in alarm. “I know it will !""

But although the animal reared, and
jumped, Monica retained her seat. She
seemed to be enjoying the pastime; and
only when the remainder of the herd
had vanished from sight did she dis-
mount.

Then she looped the rope round the
neck of the trembling animal, mounted
her horse, and returned to her friends.

The koose, huge though it was, seemed
quite afraid, and its large eyes roamed
about lnx)ously

“Qaptured,” laughed Monica. “Gee!
Talk about big game-hunting! Chess'd
be more thrilling, I reckon. Tame as
white mice."”

Very meekly the koose followed, like a
well-trained dog on a leash; and several
times the girls expressed doubt as to the
animal's identity, despite the fact that it
tallied with the description given by the

princess.

“It's all the better really,” said
Dolores slowly. the koose is tanie,
wo shall be able to lead it easily. Wo
must have it at the—the funeral service
to-morrow.""

She spoke heavily, and the others
glanced at her sympathetically. But no
ong enlarged upon the subject.

With Moniea leading the koose, they
returned to the waiting wagon.

“Got one!' cried Jane Prestwich, in
surprise.  “My word, what—what a
tame ammnl! Is that the wenderful

“'l}ns is the wonderful koose,” agreed
Monica Lawrence. *“We've got it, and
now we're going to use it as a symbol of
power, I guess.”

A more dejected symbol of power there
could not have been. Bulky it certainly
was, but nothing else.

At the end of the rope it followed them
tamely, nerer attenipting to pull back.

The Ea ace was in sight when Dolores
halted her party with upraised hand.

““ Hark—that piping !” she exclaimed.
“Did you hear it?"

THE SCHOOL FRIEND.

The girls stared round at the rocks, the
only place in sight where any piper could
be hidden. Thereé was no sign of anyone.

The strange, weird sound continued,
and the girls exchanged blank looks of
amazement.

Over the sand the sound came, wistful,
tuneless and uncanny.

“Look, look! The koose!"” cried Jane
Prestwich suddenly, and pointed to the
animal.

It had thrown up iis head, and was
pawing the ground. Suddenly its head
lowered, and, tearing the rope from
Monica's saddle where it was fastened,
and wheeling that girl and her horse, it
streaked across the desert at a great
pace, leaping tha rocks, and running
straight on.

Too amazed to speak, the girls stared
at one another wonderingly.

“The—the inpmg s ceased,” said Kitty
Crichton slow

il 1 alopped bg,fare the koose reached
the rocks,” added Pearl Hardy, with the
same brevity.

Then they looked at one another again,
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Dolores glanced down angrily at the
cr:ngmg beggar.

“You!" she exclaimed. *“How dare
you! You charmed away the mimll
we have been at such pains to capture !”

The bearded beggar crquched at her
Majesty's feet, kissing the hem of her
garment.

“Oh, most Royal queen, he whlned
“have mercy on your servant.’

“Mercy? Is this your gratitude,
after we have captured the honoured
koose to bring blessing on the land. Are
you an enemy, a paid servant? Who
are your masters?"

The beglai shook his head slowly,

“I have no master; your Majesly's
commands alone I obey. I am your most
humble servant, with your interests ever
in my heart.”

“And yel you have caused lhe koose,
the syu:bo] of my power—

ar looked up at her nn(l
moved hu ands pleadingly.

“The koose, your Majesty—the koose
is the animal nfyeril. On lec dayewhen
then

a koose alive shall enter the city,

after the coach at a furious pm

Dolorss glancad back and her heart leapt as she saw a lons rider thundering
“ Monica ! " breathed Dolores, filled with

den hope.

wonderingly. The koose they had cap-
tured so easily had vanished—called
away by a mysterious piping.
And in their minds was the same
thou ht. Whence had the piping come ?
I were superstitious I might think
it a supernatural call,” said Dolores. ‘‘I
wonder if this alwuys happens—if the
natives suppose that there is somo
uardian over the koose thal prevents his

eing captured ?"
hether it i3 or_ not,” gron]od
Monica, “I guess it's pretty plmu we've

lost the koose, and I reckon I'm going
to know why.”

She set her jaw grimly, and rode to-
wards the rocks, the others close behind.

Dismounted, lhav clambered about the
rocks, senmhing for they knew not
what.

“Must be someone here!” exclaimed
Pearl Hardy. * Hallo!”

8he ran forward, and, stooping,
clutched at a foot. A sudden yell rent
the air, and next moment the girls
gathering round, saw the crippled beggar
of 1he lace gates lying on the san

e sands near him lay the pipes

thlt had evidently been responsible for
the charming away of the koose

shall Bouralia live in evil, then shall
the children die, and the castles fall'"

“Animal of evil!” repeated Dolores,
amazed. “What do you mean? It can-
not be true!™

Her face was white, and her hands
clenched.

“Oh, it is only too true, your Royal
Highness, Had fnot charmed the koose,
Bouralia would have been nmwd and
your most gracious Majesty—

He shook his head sorruwfnlly

‘”l'hank you, thank you, then, faitl;fu[
servant " Dolores exclaimed, Wwith an
effort. “Your 10{l alty shall find reward."

She placed her nnd npon his shoulder,
and he bowed his head

Then, quite suddenly, she wheeled,
and without another word, mounted her
horse.

“ Princess Jozine has deceived us,” she
said, through her teoth, when they had
ridden a little way. But for that poor
beggar Bouralia would be in a state of
revolution. 1 see it all now.’

“We might hue uessed !" said Pearl
Hardy angrily. * t's why they were
s0 easy to ca Thank goodness that
beggar took the trouble to save us. Wa. °
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thould never have believed him had he
argued with us,” 3

“He is a loyal servant: I cannot insult
him by rewards with gold,” said Dolores.
“It has taught me who is my enemy.
Princess Jogzne shall never be trusted
again.”

Her voice trembled as she spoke, and
the hopelessness of her position over-

me her, What other such traps would
he {iraitorous princess lay for her?

In her ignorance of Bouralian customs,
how ouu](f she guard against such false
steps? And there was no one to guide
or warn her.

Angrily they returned to the castle;
and judging by the expression upon their
faces, Princess Jozine would meet with
a warm reception. i

ut instead of Princess Jozine at the

castle gates, they found a crowd of
natives,

“The {iraitress!” execlaimed Pearl
Hardy. *“See—she has prepared an

audience for us. Dolores, get into the
wagon; they had better not see you in
a grill dress,”

The wisdom ‘of the advice being
apparent, Dolores acted upon it, and
stowed herself away out of sight before
the natives had time to recognise her.

The Ceremony—And Aftér!
ONCE in the quietness of the palace,

they scarched for the princess.
But,

present.

To Miss Bowden they explained every-
thing, and the hcadmistress looked ex-
tremely anxious.

“Poor Dolores,” she said kindly,
“your task is not an easy one! Tt is bad
enough to be in ignorance of the cus-
toms; but to have evil advice is in-
finitely worse. In future, dear, take no
heed of their advice.”

“The memorial service to-morrow ?"
asked Deolores huskily.  “There is no
trick about that, surely. Is—is-it un-
usual, or against their principles?”

“I think not. Your servant has your
garments prepared. All the arrange-
meuts have been made. There can be
no trick in that. The whole city is in
mourning, dear.”

And, comforted somewhat by the
words, Dolores hurried up to her room.

There she shut herself in, and flinging
hers8lf upon the large bed, drew from a
drawer by the bedside a phetograph.

Itdepicted her father,a portraitof him,
that Julia Parsons had taken with her
camera. The photography was good, and
the expression on the face typical.

Dolores looked at it searchingly and
longingly. That smile so pleadant. Her
father—how she loved him. How dii-
ferent things would be now if he were
present to guide her.

Dead—oh, he could nol be! Yet soon
they would hold a memorial service.
ITow she would be able to bear it she
could not imagine. He would not wish
her to cry—she was sure of that. He
‘vinted her to be a queen—a ruler.

Much, much happier she would be back
at Limmershaw High School. Even solv-
ing algebraical problems and *“ swotting "
Euelid would be preferable.

It needed a great effort to make her-
self go down and present herself at the

wisely, she was not

meal. She looked- round for Princess
Jozine. But the princess was not
present

Nor did the princess put in an appear-
ance on the following day, when every-

thing was being propare(f for the sad
procession, .
Dolores, clothed in a long gown of

black, looked at her own reflection in
Tne Scnoor Friexp.—No. 177.
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the mirror, stared at her white face
miserably.

A queen of misery she looked; and for
to-day that was o be her role.

Everywhere in the city was black—a
city of mourning.

The carriage into which she stepped
was draped in black. All the attendants
wore black, and her school friends, who
followed in another coach, were quiet,
and when they spoke did =0 in whispers,
They weore their drill dresses, for they
were the darkest dresses they had
brought.

Alone in her coach, Dolores leaned
back, impressed and made miserable by
all she saw; by the dark hangings, and
the mournful” natives, whose dusky
skins seemed to suit so admirably the
mournful occasion,

_Ugethe rocky Mounntain of Kings they
climbed through the mass of natives to
the music of muffled tom-toms and weird
murmurs from the patives, who rolled
their eyes round as their queen
approached.

Looking to neither right nor left,
Dolores alighted, and, guided by an
officer, found her way to the appointed
place behind the priest.

Behind the priest she stood, with her
friends about her.

The priest spoke, and the nafives, on
their knees, bowed their heads to the
ground. The schoolgirl queen hardly
heeded the voice of the priest.

e grief of the - natives seemed
genuine, and, looking up once, she saw
lhe‘nobles standing apart, with Princess
Jozine, her head bowed, well in the fore-
ground,

How long the service really lasted
Dolores did not know ; it seemed eternity
to her, f

The priest’s dull, murmuring voice
came to her distantly, and, not being
fully conversant with the natives' faiths
and beliefs, she scarcely understood what
she did hear.

It was all over before she realised the
fact. With the priest she had bowed and

me on her knees; and, erect now, she
ollowed him back to the coach.

By the coach she saw the beggar of
the palace gates kneeling. She wanted
to stop and speak to him, but deemed it
irreverent to interrupt his prayers.

This ceremony was as salt upon an
open wound; it was cruel, heartless, as
though they were taunting her with her
father's death.

She stumbled blindly into ihe. coach,
and closed her eyes, thinking of the days
when her friends should be gone, and she
should be alone in Bouralia—alone and
friendless amongst the strange natives, a
prey to treachery.

Her eyes were moist, and she groped
for her handkerchief, which had dropped
upon the floor of the coach.

And her fingers closed not upon the
handkerchief, but upon a piece of folded
paper.

There was writing upon it, and, fear-
ing treachery, she unfolded it, reading
the message,

Her eyes opened wide, and the paper
slipped through her fingers.

For on the paper, in her father's un-
mistakable handwriting, were two words:

‘“‘Be brave!”

Her father—he was alive!

Only those two words—there was
nothing else. She turned the piece of
paper over and over several times, But
something told her that there was no
other message.

She would be brave. Since her father
was evidently alive, there was no need
for sorrow. Why he was keeping his
presence a secret she could not surmise,
What was his plan? Why had he allowed
everyone to think him dead?

‘Twopences

The questions dazed her, and scemed
unanswerable. Whatever his reasons,
she must act as Bouralia’s queen, fear-
lessly and consciéniiously.

For the first time now, since she had
entered the coach, she began to take
notice of the natives that lined the moun-
tain passes. They stood motionless, in
reverence, bowing only as the coach
bumped and swayed down the uneven,
hilly path.

Dolores smiled at those who glanced
directly at her, but presently she smiled
no more. A ook of anxiety crossed her
face.

No longer were the natives reverent—
no longer motionless.  Their dark eyes
were opened wide with horror. They
were pointing, shouting; and Delores,
catching the sound of a Bouralian word
they muttered again and again, leaned
out of the window. -

“The snake! The snake!”

It was a cry of fear that rose from the
crowd, and Dolores drew a quick breath
as she saw the thick, ugly, writhing form
of the much-feared mountain snake cross-
ing from the side ot the track.

The horses were snorting with terror,
even more afraid of the reptile than the
natives. The coachmen sat terror-
stricken on the box; but they only re-
mained there for a few seconds, and then,
with yells of fear, they lm?pt. to the
ground, anxious to get out of the viper's

h

path.

Dolores did not realise that they had
gone, and called to them to drive on.
The i:loues, at first undecided whether to
run forward or to back, plunged madly,
and quickly made up their minds, as the
viper, hissing. advanced.

Down the hillside they Elunged, the
coach rocking and swaying behind them.
Round a corher they swerved, sending
the coach over at an angle, only to right
it with a bang as they sped down the
straight but steep incline. i

Dolores, hanging out of the window,
saw the awful steepness of the mountain-
side, and saw, too, that further on was a .
sheer precipice, down which the coach
would surely roll, over and over, should
a horse stumble.

But the horses, maddened with fear,
plunged on, the coach still swaying and
rocking wildly. The schoolgirl queen
clung tightly to the window-frame, and
measured her chances of escape.

Just ahead were some bushes. Could
she open the door and leap from the
coach into them? She would be bruised
and scratched, perhaps, but not badly
hurt.

Quick as a thought she turned at the
clumsy door-handle. She tugged and
tugged, but the door would not move.
Almost sick with horror, she realised that
the door was locked.

The other door—that, too, was locked!

She set her teeth, and tried to look un-
afraid, but the rocking coach bumped
her from side to side, %ruismg her head
and limbs,

And then from withoul came ancther
sound, the sound of shouting and fresh-
dinging hoofs. Dolores glanced back up
the rocky incline, and her heart leapt as
she saw a lone rider bending low over a
horse's mneck, thundering down at a
furious pace.

Every second brought
nearer.

“Monica! Monica!” breathed Dolores.
“Surely she cannot do it—she cannot!”

And yet Monica was geiting nearer
and nearer, and the thudding ring of her
horse’s hoofs was clearer,

(Will Monica, with her wonderful
horsewomanship, rescue her chum, the
Schoolgirl Queen? Don’t miss next
Thursday’s thrilling instalment of this
magnificent scrial on any account,) -

that rider
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Was it Marcia!

4 Y 'VE secn her!”
Bessie Bunter made that state-
ith much excitement, and

ment with

rolled off her cycle. Her fat face
was red, and her large round spectacles
were nearly slipping off her short, stubby
nose.

“8een whom?” asked Barbara Red-
fern? in some surprise.

And the captain of the Fourth Form at
Cliff House School gave Bessie an in-
quiring stare. Lynn, her chum,
who stood beside her, smiled slightly.

“‘ Bessie's seen a ghost,” she said.

“J—I haven't—I tell you I've seen
Marcia Loftus !” declared Bessie.

At that there were exclamations of
surprise, and several girls who had been
standing near came forward. Bessie
Bunter, undoubtedly fattered by her
audience, set her spectacles straight and
blinked through them at the girls.

“Where have you seen Marcia?"” de-
manded Gwendoline Cook.

“I've seen Marcia in the village—at
least, just outside,” said Bessie slowly,
and obviously “out” to get the best
possible effect from her statement.
© “In the village!”

Her words were echoed in amazement
by all the girls. And they stared at her
rather as though they were inclined to
disbelieve her.

“1 know her hat!” said Bessie Bunter
excitedly. “I called out to her, and she
looked round—

“Then it's not Marcia Loftus,” said
Freda Foote, with twinkling eyes.
“Marcia’s thin—you're the only round
one of the Fourth, Bessie.”

“Oh, really, Freda! I didn't mean
round in that way. I mean she looked
back at me. And then she ran off.”

She blinked in trinmph at the girls of
her Form who gathered round her.
Bessie Bunter was always pleased to be
the bringer of tidings, but seldom had it
fallen to her lot to ﬁe the bearer of such
tidings as these. .

The expression on the faces of the girls
did not, however, seem to show a great
deal of faith in Bessie's description of
whom she had seen.

*But Marcia ran away from school—
surely she wouldn't remain in the
district 1" protested Philippa Derwent.

* Hardly,” agreed Mabel Lynn slowly.
“ Although it seems to prove that the
cave people are still active.”

“It also proves that Mrs. Loftus’
theory is wrong,” pointed out Barbara
Redfern. ‘““Marcia’s mother seems to
think that Marcia was kidnapped—"

“ And that can’t be so if she's walking
about quite free in the district.”

But as all those conclusions depended
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upsn Bessie's slatement that she had
secn Marcia in the village, doubt still
existed.

“1—I1 suppose you weren't mistaken,
Bessie ?” suggested Barbara Redfern
slowly. “It might have been some other
girl. If you were thinking of Marcia at
the time, imagination might—""

“It was Marcia,” vowed Bessie, with
an indignant blink. “Do you think I
don’t know Marcia when I see her? I
tell you she has been at the bottom of
the cave moystery all along. She used to
signal from the attic to the ship at sea.”

“That's what we supposed,” nodded
Mabel Lynn. “ And, if you did see her,
then it looks rather as though she ran
away because we were getting suspicious,
and because she wishes to be near her
friends and accomplices.”

They all agreed with that theory,
although, on the face of it, there was
something peculiar in the fact that a
schoolgirl was an accomplice of people

who were eongaged in some nefarious
The small group in the quadrangle was
a buzz of talk as the. matter was dis-
Bessie’s information, if it were
accurate, certainly shone a new light on
of the cliffs had puzzled the Fourth-
Formers, but they were yet no nearer a
“We can scon find out whether Marcia
is hanging about Friardale,” said Clara
te go and look—""
“Oh, really!” cried Bessie Bunter. “I
Clara smiled, and shook her head
negatively.
such an unreliable porpoise. Besides, at
a hundred yards I dare say you'd take me
And, really, it was not at all unlikely
that Bessie might do such a thing. She
spectacles were seldom at the right cor-
rective setting to give her clearness and
“I jolly well know it was Marcia,” she
grumbled. “But you disbelievin
show you the place where I saw her."”
To that sugIFeslion there was ready
to clear up the mystery which Marcia's
disappearance had deepened.
shed, and. within a few minutes a dozen
or so girls were following behind Bessie
the leader’s place. :
“Bessie may be right,” frowned

scheme in the caves.

cussed from all angles.

to the mystery. For days the mystery

solution of the mystery.

Trovlyn. “The best way to find out is

think you ought to believe me!”
“'Fraid I can't,” she said. “You're

for Marcia."”

was extremely shortsighted, and her

distinetness of vision.

stupids can go and see if you like. I’

agreement. All the girls were anxious
Bicycles were hurriedly taken from the

Bunter, who puffed and gasped in

Barbara Redfern to Mabel Lynn. *We

haven't proved conclusively that Marcia
was the girl who signalled from the
attic, but the odds favour her as the
culprit—""

“They most emphatically do,” Mabs
agreed, with a nod.  * But suppose we
find that Marcia is in the district—what
had we beiter do? Mrs, Loftus will still
maintain that she hus been kidnapped.
I—I suppose Marcia’s mother has nothing
to do with it?”

But that thought was dismissed from
Mabel Lynn's mind almost as soon as it
entered.

Mrs. Loftus did not seem the sort of
person likely to be in league with
mysterious people who rowed into caves
at night.

Friardale was reached in a very few
moments, and the girls rode through it
slowly, locking to right and left. ere
were several ClLff House girls in tha
village, hut none of them could be mis-
taken for Marcia, although Phyllis
Howell suggested that it was a mistake
that Bessie might have wade.

Very indignantly Bessie repudiated it.

“I know her hat !"' she said scornfully.
“It had a red ink mark on it. I know
that because I put it there—"

Several girls chuckied at that. For
they could remember Marcia Loftus’
anger when Bessie Bunter had waved a
red inky pen to the misfortune of
Marcia’s hat.

“That’s where I saw her!"” exclaimed
Bessie suddenly, as sha slowed up.

She pointed to a field by the roadside,
and the girls dismounted.

“8he'd hardly be here still, anyway,”
said Barbara Redfern slowly. *“Unless,
of course, she’s in hiding. But then
she'd hide in the caves.,”

One or two girls had rested their
machines against the hedge, which they
then proceeded to climb,

“Heaps of mud!” called Freda Foole
from the other side of the hedge. “ Any-
one know Marcia’s shoe-mark?”

There were many replics, and socn
I'reda was accompanied by the others.
all hurrying towards the mud-swamp
where footmarks would -certainly be
clearly defined.

They gathered round such a place,
taking care they did not obliterate pre-
sent marks with their own,

With a quiet, Sherlock-Holmesy air,
Barbara Redfern bent over the mud,
examining. Some searched the grass,
others went scouring further afield for
Marcia herself.

Presently Barbara Redfern gave a
sharp cry, and pointed to a clearly-
marked l’fym:vlpriut in the mud.

“Hallo! Proof!” she cried joyously.
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“Just look at this! Marcia's footprint
without a shade of doubt!”

A moment later and they were all
crowding about her, examining the mark
i the mud.

““Marcia’s ‘shaped foot,” agreed Mar-
jorioc Hazeldene. *“‘Just a’ little bit

roader than it should be.”

The tell-tale footprint was unmistak-
able.  Marcia's ordinary walking shoes
were rather elumsy, broad, and square-
toed.

11ad she been wearing other shoes,
recognition of the mark would not per-
hups have been so easy.

“What did 1 tell you?" demanded
Bessie Bunter. 1 saw her—I know 1
did. Marcia has been at the bottom of
the mystery all the time, as 1 always sard
she was.”

“Yes, I can remember you saying it,”
murmured Clara Trevlyn, with a tinge
of sareasm. *““But, as a matter of fact, 1
beliave you're right this time, porpoise.
Marcia s somewhere in the district.
These footprints couldn’t have been here
for hours.’

“No; it only commenced to rain an
hour ago,” agreed Barbara Redfern.
“Therefore, Marcia has been here
recently.  She left school before morn-
ing lessons, and has been out all day.
Surely she can't be playing truant, or
staying away just to give us a scare?”

“ Hardly hkely,” decided Mabel Lynn.
“She received that cypher message.
Perhaps she has been m the caves all
day, helping her accomplices.”

And various suggestions were put for-
ward. But the discussion was ended
abruptly by Mabel Lynn ecatching her
chum by the arm, and pointing to some
bushes beyond & line of treos.

“That hat|” she exclaimed.

And the girls canght a glimpse of a
white schoo! hat behind the bushes. A
portion of a drill dress was also visible.

Ouly for a minute they paused; then,
vwith Barbara Redfern as leader, they
etreaked towards the hedge. But the
hat vanished before they had half fra-
versad the field.

“It’s Marcia!” cried Clara eagerly.
“Bee, that red-ink siain stands out
clearly.”

As she spoke the white-hzaited girl was
plainky visible in the sunlight, and the
mk-marked hat was noticeable.

Through the bushes they tore. But
while most of the girls streaked on,
Barbara Redfern and Mabel Lynn
paused. The latter had picked up some-
thing white from the ground—a hand-
kerchief.

One glance only was needed to tell
them te whom i1t belonged. For in
one corner was embroidery in which
were linked an M and an L.

A curt nod Barbara Redfern gave,
then followed the girls.  Across the
fields ahead of the girls ran the white-
hatted figure, and the Fourth-Formers
follewed it tenaciously.

“Babs, she's making for the Priory,
surely ?” jerked out Mabel Lynn.

And Barbara Redfern, reserving her
breath, nodded. The old Priory—a
beautiful ruin—was just the hiding-place
for a fugitive, but the Cliff House girls
were fairly conversant with its interior.

Some of it was in partial collapse, and
therefore dangerous, but there was littla
of it they had not explored.

The girl in front had a good lead, and
she made usc of it.

She was through the hedge, and into
the ruined Priory, with the others a
hundred yards behind.

“Now we've got her!"panted Barbara
Redfern, as they halted outside the ruin.
“Marcia’s game is up, T think. Search
everywhere, and yell directly you see
her.”
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Into the ruin they ran, their footsteps
echoing uncanmily. It seemed strange
wandering about the passages where in
places the sky was the only roof.

But down below there were dark cells,
lonely and forbidding.” These the girls
scarched in parties of three, awed sonie-
what by the majestic silence of the
Priory.

But only the ringing echo of their own
footsteps rewarded their searching.

When every cell they knew, and ever
corner and alcove, had been searched,
they gathered by the tumbled part,
where the ruin was cdllapsing.

“No go,” said Barbara slowly, and
rather puzzled. “Unless she knows
another way out, how did she escape?”

But no one could answer that.

“She may have hidden in some dark
corner, so tLt we missed her,” hazarded
Mabel Lynn. “Let’s get out in the open
and look round. There's the chance that
she only came a yard or so into the place,
waited until we passed, then ran out.”

It was obvious that they had bgen
tricked in some manner, for one and all
were certain that the gir]l had entered
the Priory. She was not there now, lo
the best of their knowledge. There-
fore, she must have run ont.

On ithe grass “outside they paused,
dividing into three groups. One re-
mained stationed oufside the entrance,
one walked round the left side of the
building, the other the right.

The two search-parties met al the
other end of the building, and their faces
showed clearly that they had found no
trace of the fugitive.

But as they stood talking Barbara
Redfern loo) about her. A rustle in
the grass caught her ear, and she moved
silently forward.

But next moment she stopped with a
smile, amd indicated a figure that lay
stretched on the grass.

“False alarm [ she murmured.

And the others sntiled, too, as they saw
the recumbent Hﬂm of a CHf House
servant. It was Emily Stokes, although
at first they had not been able to recog-
nise her, owing to the fact that her face
was covered by a book.

Her face was buried in her hands, and
her brightly-coloured hat was pushed
back on her head. One foot, displaying
a much-worn shoe, was half-raised from
the ground.

Her whole attitude was one of interest
—interest in the hook that lay on the
grass before her.

“Shoo!” said Clara Treviyn saddenly.

Emily Stokes rolled over on the grass,
and blinked wide eyes at the girls.

“My!” she panted. “You—yeu did
give me a scare. I wondered where yon
come from, I did! 1 thought it was one
of them ghosts fram the Priory!”

“(Ghosts!” Barbara Redfern laughed.
“Your mind’s full of ghosts, Emily. Do
we look like ghosts?”

“] dunno,” murmured the servant.
“But, you see, I just been reading all
about ghosts in this book—* Horrors of
Haunted Houses and Awful Appari-
tions."

“Ugh!” said Barbara Redfern, with
a shiver. “Never mind the ghosts.
Have vou seen anyone pass here—one of
our Form?”

“No, miss, I ain't. You're the first
lot I've seen. Are you playing 'ide and
seek 7"

“ More or less,” Babs agreed.
to interrupt your horrors, Emily."”

But Emily was already engrossed in
her ghosts again, and did not hear the
apology.

Disconsolately the girls turned back,
and returned across the fields to their
cycles.

“ Bother !” exclaimed Barbzara Redfern.
“Marcia’s beaten us this time—as she's

“Sorry
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been beating us all the time—and all
aleng the line. But one thing is certain
—she hasn't been kidnapped. She's
keeping away from school of her own
accord.”

“*And that means she's playing a sly
game,” nodded Mabel Lynn. * But she
won't stand much chance if a thorough
search of the neighbourhood is organ-

ised.”
“No; and we'll take good care that
smiled her

the caves are searched,”

friend. ““But more important still, we're
oing to make sure of being included in

the search party.”

_ To which all those in the party chimed

n:
“Hear, hear!”

—

“ No one to go to the
Cave!™

“ O for a row, miss?”

The boatman took the short
clay pipe from his mouth, and
touched his peaked cap. As he

did so the ash fell from his pipe down the
coarsely knitted blue sweater,

Katie Smith of the Fourth Form at
CHff House glanced at him, then looked
out at sea. ’

“I think I will,” she said.

The boat against which the man leant
was some way from the small fishing
village of Pegg, and did not seem in a
position likely to obtain him much
custom. But, then, most of the boatmen
round Pegg seemed quite indifferent to
the custom of visitors wishing to row cn
the sea.

Miss Primrose, the headmistress of
Chiff House School, did not approve of
her scholars rowing gn the gea, and had
she seen Kalie this evening it is proballe
that she would have forbidden her to go
in a boat.

Katie was the youngest
Fourth Form, and the most
and perhaps it was the possibility of
adventure that appealed to her now.

The boatman pushed the boat imto the
sea, . indicated to Katie her seat, then
settled down Lo the oars. J

A nioment later and he was pulling
steadily and strongly out to sea.

Not until they were a hundred odd
yards from the coast did the boatman
speak. Then he looked from underneath
his shaggy eyebrows at her, and his
beard shiited as he smiled. -

“Think they'll recognise me, Katie?”
he asked. ;
“No, daddy. It's an awfully good dis-
uise. You {ook a real Pegg boatman.
%Iul any custom ?” she smiled.

“Yes. I took one or two people out
thiz afternoon, Rowing isn't easy work,
is it? But one can’t be a detective with-
out working,” he sighed. hen, in a
alight’l{ altered tone, he asked: * What
news?

Katie leaned back in her seat, and
looked over the side while she spoke.

“That's the idea,” he commented, in-
terrupting her. “You'll be a detective
yourself some day, Katie. I'll wager that
no one would guess we were anything
other than a boatman and his fare.”

“Not even through field-glasses” she
smiled. “F'll dip my hand over the side,
daddy. But about the news. Marcia
Loftus has been kidnapped.”

“Kidnapped!” he echoed; and he
almiost lost his boatman air in his sur-
prise. .
P Yes,” explained Xatie eagerly.
“This morning the girls found a cypher
—a message in code in the Fourth {?orm
passage. They have suspected for some
time that Marcia is the accomplice of the
cave people, and th thought the
message was for her. Anyway, she got
hold of it, pretending to solve it, and

irl in the
venturous;
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thereby prove her innocence. Mabel
Lyna took a copy of the cipher—"

“Ah! That was excellent!"

“It was,” she smiled. “Then Marcia
vanished ; and so did the copy that Mabel
Lynn had taken.”

The boatman's eyes shone as he pulled
at his oars, and he nodded keenly.

“The girl had received instructions,
and destroyed the duplicate they had
taken of her orders.”

But Katie shook her head.

“T dorn't think so, dad,” she =aid. “I
think it was just a trap. [ am quite suse
that Marcia wasn't the accomplice. I'm
sure that she was kidnapped, and that the
duplicate of the cypher message was
stolen by the real accomplice.”

“Probably. It seems feasible. Have
thely a reason for wishing to kidnap this

7§ dd

M Yes. Marcia is pretty keen-witted,
and she was searching in the box-room.
Someone, obviously the accomplice, I
think, shut her in. The girls found her
there and thought that she had béen
thece to signal. But what makes me so
certain is that I intercepted another
message. That man with the nasal voice
asked if the girl had been captured 2

“Ah, excellent! You have acted very
smartly, Katie, in finding that wireless
telephone, and tapping the line. Per- |
haps you will be able to find ont more. |
But do not let- your school-fellows into |
the secret. For with several zirls sharing !
the knowledge it will not be long before
the accomplice, too, shares it.” ‘

“No. I haven't said a word to any of |
them.” She looked across the sca and |
dried her hand upon her handkerchief.
But she pansed in the action suddenly.
and, shading her eyes, looked to the
horizon, * Daddy,” she whispered. “In
a minute, look round—a periscope over
there—look !

He turned his head slowly, and looked
fixedly at the periscope that could be
clearly seen.

“Careful !" he said. “They can see
us, My word, Katie, they're still hang-
ing about, then! But for yon I might
n’\:pn now be a prisoner aboard that
ship.”

“Yes, thank goodness, T
that message in time. daddy.

Both thonght of the previons night
when Katie, in the moonlight on the
shore, had waited until her father, made |
a prisoner by the gang in the caves, had
been rowed ont towards the submarine.

Even now Katie could almost feel the
icy cold water upon her. Ti seemed more
like a nightmare looking back upon it
But the men in the boat had been quite
unaware that Katie had foundered their
hoat on the t erous rock, and then
saved her father,

“The submarine,” her father mur-
mured now, “The coastgunards will see
them. Why do they come up in day-
light? Trouble perhaps—"

But even as he spoke the periscope
vanished.

“Perhaps they didn't see it,” said
Katie, speaking in hushed tones. “ When
I looked a moment ago it wasn't there.”

“H'm! It's a risky game they're
playing. We'd better get back to the
coast, Katie. They've probably seen us.
We don't want to encounter trouble.
I'm going into the caves this evening.
1 fancy T know their movements.  All
well-organised schemes work as though
by clockwork. Tf they didn’t, blunders
et e el g, Uy

“But t signal-light, daddy—why
does the girl at school make it?”

““Probably it is a signal that she has
got something or other; that things are
all right. T have been along the coast
here for hours. But never before have
I seen the submarine. In the day-time
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it rests on the sea-bed, and only comes
up at night. Naturally they do not wish
to endanger themselves by unnecessary
movements. The signal tells them what
to do.”

“I see. And, as the submarine is
still about, the signal will be repeeted?”

“Yes, I'm pretty sure of that. But
you had better watch, Katie. Now, I
fancy it would be advisable for you to
get back to school in time to watch the
movements of anything suspicions.”

Katie nodded agreement. She was
only too eager to carry on with her
vigilance,
. 8Bhe left her father on the beach, pay-
ing him as though he were an ordinary

boatmen. And he, slipping the coin into
a_pocket, touched his cap znd lit his
pipe. -

Katie, with never a glance back,
returned to the school. She went by a
roundabout route to conceal the
direction whence she had come.

She smiled to herself as she thought of
the manner in which she had tricked the
Fourth-Fermers.

They all believed that the was down cn
the beach to collect rare stones for her
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mysterions telephone message referrad to
her and not to Marcia--that they wished
to kidnap her, suspecting the part that
she was-playing?

For what else could it mean—this
strange conduct of Marcia’s? Why had
she run away from the school to remain
in the district?

ey were questions that throbbed
through - Katie’s brain; and questiens,
too, that she was quite unable to
answer.

She asked again if they wera certain
that the girl they had seen was Marcia,
and their reply was <o inaignant that”
she made no further inquries.

Barbara Redfern was annoyed, and
Katie herself was no less annoyed.
Barbara felt that Marcia had tricked
them, and it_was not pleasant to be
tricked. Katie, on the other hand, had
not quite made up her mind as to what
exactly had happened.

She badly wanted to sea Marcia, and
when Barbara Redfern suggested a
search, Katie heartily agreed.

Back at the school, Barbara wenl at
once to Miss Primrose, and informed the
headmistress of what they had seen.

e i

NOT THE GIRL THEY EXPECTED!

one ef absorbed interest in the book that lay on the grass before her.

It was Emily Stokes, and
her whole attitude was

father; though at first they had sus-
pected her of being tho aceomplica at
the school. Ve (-&verl_v she had kept
the resl secret of her father’s parpose.

In the whole Form there was not one
girl who suspected that Kutie was the
daughter of a prominent criminal
investigator.  And she meant to keep
that secret still.

S8ha emerged into the lane that led
to the school, and had hardly walked
more than a dozen yards when voices
behind attracted her attention. ,

Looking back, | she saw Barbara
Redfern & Co. returning from their
exploration of the ruin. She waited for
them, and she listened in amazement to
what they bad to tell her.

“Marcia about still?” she echoed.
“Are you sure?”

“Quite sure,” said Barbara. *“She
dodged us in the ruins. But we haven't
finished with her yet. Marcia is going
to be found. She can't trick the school
as easily as she thinks she can.”

“But why is she staying here?” per-
sisted Katioe wonderingly; and as she
spoke a sudden fear came into her heart.

Had her conclusions been wrongly
drawn? Was it possible that the

“This is extraordinary, Barbara,’
frowned the mistress. *“ Youn seem quite
sure that the girl you have seen was
Marcia, and I hope that you are right,
for it takes away the sense of fear I
had that she might have been kidnepped.
We must search, and as quickly as
possible, too. Marcia must Le found !”

“This evening. It will be dark soonm,
and if she is hiding in the ruins—""

“It would not be easy to find her, [
agree. But this extraordinary story
about the caves you have told me. Can
it be possible that Marcia Loftus is in
league with people who are evading the
law in some way?” .

“I—I don't know. I only thought it
might be so. It is stranga that she
should be wandering about near the
school. There is no other known reason
why she should run away.”

Miss Primrcse shook her head sadly.

“T hardly know what to decide,” she
said slowly and wearily. “It is a most
difficult situation.”

“We conld search the caves, Miss
Primrose.” )

“Certainly not,” returned the mistress
quite sharply. “Ii what you have said
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is correct, Barbara, the caves shall be
placed out of bounds. Perhaps I will
allow seniors to search. But you may
tell your Form that the caves and that
portion of the beach must be regarded
as out of bounds.”

She picked up a sheet of paper, and
wrote quickly.

“There,” she said, looking up, “you
may pin that on the board, Barbara, and
please point it out to your Form, and to
the captains of the other Forms.”

She made a motion to signify that the
interview was finished, and Barbara,
laking” the sheet of paper, bowed her
hcnii understandingly, and turned on her
heel.

In the semi-darkness of the ecorridor
she almost stumbled. .

‘“What—" she began, then noticed
a servant on all-fours searching on the
floor,

It was Emily Stokes! ]

“SQorry 7 gasped Emily Stokes. “It's
so dark here I can’t sorter see. I sup-
pose you ‘aven’t a match?”’

“Match? Yes!” answered Barbara,
somewhat surprised, 2

@ha lit a match, and left Emily
groping over the floor for whatever she
had dropped. But she turned back when
she had_gone a few yards, and found
Emily walking towards her.

“Found it?" she asked. =

The servait nodded, and showed a six-

pence, y

“Good! -T came back to ask you if
you did sea amything of that girl,
Emily 7"

“That girl—oo, T know! Vers 1 did,
Miss Redfern. Just after you'd gone
someone come-out of the ruin, and T ses

to meself there's that there gel. So I
ups and after 'er; bhut she was too
. quick i

“Oh, she came from the ruin? You

are sure of it?”’

“Vera; 1 'ear a scrambling first, then
o bong of a stone. I thought it was a
phost:

“Oh, all right!” said Barbara rather
hastily. She had no wish 4o enter into
o discussion on ghosts, or even hear &
description of what had been Emily’s
sensations when Marcia had emerged
from the ruin.

She had found out what she wanted to
know. Marcia had somehow evaded
them when they had searched the ruin.

In thoughtful mood she pinned Miss
Primrose’s notica on the board.

“Trom to-day, until further notice
from me, the caves and adjoining beach
will be out of bounds.”

That was the notice signed by the
headmistress that Barbara affixed to the
board. And when Katie Smith saw it
she smiled, No amount of orders of
that kind would keep her away from the
caves, but it would preventi interference
from others. .

The Quality of Merey!
KATIE SMITH, with a faint sigh,

rolled over and leant upon her
other elbow,

The tiled roof was not con-
ducive to comfort or repose, and Katie,
having lain in the game position for many
minutes, was feeling rather bruised.

But she was patient, and her eyes
never for a second relaxed their attention
on the skylight beside which she was

ving,

Through the skylight she could see the
corridor below, and in full view was the
door of the attic, whence the signals
were sent,

Leaning forward, she could see the
doors of the other attics.- There was a
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faint light in the corridor, for she had
lit a gas burner previous to her climb
on. to the roof.

From her splendid vantage point she
would be able to see anyone who came
along the corridor, and it was from the
attic under her observation that all the
signals to the sea had been given. It
was only {from those windows that a
light at sea could be seen.

If a light were not to be shown, there
was the telephone concealed in the
chimney. Someone could come to use
that. As the only entrance to the room
was through the door, she would have
the signaller under observation.

But she had waited a long time
already, and she was getting anxious.
Had anyone discovered that she had
intercepted the telephone calls, she
wondered ?

Iiven as the thought oceurred to her,
footsteps sounded along the corridor,
The footsteps were heavy and slovenly,
and a look of disappointment crossed her
faco as she saw that it was only one
of the servants coming up to dress for
an evening out,

She gave a small grunt of disappoint-
ment, and settled down to watch again,
Faint footsteps came to her now and
again, but they told of someone walking
in the corridors below.

The staircase leading to the attic had
a creaky tread, which promptly told of
anyone approaching.

She could hear the servant in the bed-
room still, but there was no other sound.

Presently everything secmed quiet.
She turned for an instant to look to
where she knew the sea lay. But in
that direction everything was black
darkness.

Disappointed at her fruitless vigilance,
she opened the skylight and slithered
down,

As she did so, the
servants’ bed-room opened.

Suspended half-way, her feet clear of
the floor, Katie Smith ' remained, un-
decided in mind whether to climb back
on to the roof, or to drop to the floor
below,

She took the latter course, and there
was a sharp exclamation of pain.

Bump into the servant she went, and
they rolled over together on the floor.

Dazed slightly, Katie found herself
staring at Emily Stokes.

The servant stared at her, rubbing her

door of the

head.
“Oh, oh!"” she groaned. *Oh, Miss
Smith—"’

Katie picked herself up quickly, and
gave the servant a helping hand. All
the time her brain worked quickly.

She knew that if Emily went down-
stairs with a story of what she had seen,

the Fourth-Formers might draw un-
pleasant conclusions.
“Horry, Emily I murmured Katie. I

—1 didn't realise you were just under
me.”

“Oh, it's all right, miss,” said the
er dress and giving
Katie a peculiar look. ‘““Where hever
did you come from? The roof?"”

“Yes. Just a joke, Emily.
Fle&ag don’t say anything to the girls,

She found a half crown in the pocket
of her dress, and handed it to the
servant.

Emily glanced at it ponderingly, then
gave a knowing wink.

“Right! Mum’s the word, miss!” she
said, and walked towards the stairs,

Katie, frowning slightly, waited till the
girl was out of sight, then opened the
door of the attic. She closed it quickly,
found her way to the chimwmey, and on
her knees groped for the telephone
instrument,

Twopence,

But her hand found nothing. and, a
rather puzzled look upon her face, she
struck a match and peered up the
chimney. "The match died out, and she
set her lips.

The telephone had gone! i

She looked round quickly at the door
and at the window, as though she
expected to sce watc}ling eyes looking
at her.

No one was to be seen, however, Vet
someone must have watched her, some-
one must have realised that she had inter-
cepted the telephonic communications;
otherwise why had the telephone been
removed? .

How hidden hand
worlked !

Surely Marcia could not have found
her way into the school and removed the
telephone? No, no! She was quite sure
that Marcia was not the girl. Then who
was the guilty party? Who could it be?

Her own phone! The thought
suddenly occurred to her, and she
wondered if it were still safe.

It took her but a moment to fly down
the stairs to the hall and open the door.

Looking carefully to right and left,
she crossed the quadrangle. Assured
that she had not been observed, she crept
towards the place where her instrument
was hidden.

She listened intently, but no sound
came, At first she had imagined that
the position of the instrument must have
been changed, and that. the school accom-
plice was still in communication with
those in the caves.

But that was now replaced by a doubt
as to whether or not such communication
still existed; for it was quite possible
that some other means of communication
had been found.

The signalling had apparently given
place to telephony. Had they now some
other scheme, or was Marcia the accom-
plice, and had she removed her telephone
to her hiding-place?

Where could her hiding-place be? The
Priory? VYes, surely that was the most
likely place.

Her ear was still to the receiver, but
she had almost forgotten the fact; and
when a voice sounded suddenly she was
startled, and looked about her,

But the strange buzzing sound made
her pay attention to her instrument.

“Hallo!” she whispered,

“Hallo!” came the voice.

It-was a strange voice, one she had not
heard before, although there was some-
thing strangely familiar in the intonation.

"%795, ves " she murmured.

“Katie!” said the voice, “suddenly
altering; and her heart leapt as she
recognised it as her father’s.

cunningly the

“Yes?” she cried eagerly. “What is
it, daddy? You've found their
phone "

“I have, and—"

The buzzing sounded again, and she
waited impatiently for her father to con-
tinue,

So intent was she upon the instrument
that she did not notice the footstep that
sounded close behind her.

“Hallo !” she cried.

And a voice behind her echoed the
word., At first she thought it some
strange freak of the instrument; but a
sudden rustle caused her to fling down
the instrument, turning so that it was
concealed behind her.

“Hallo!” said the voice of Clara
Trevlyn.

Katie found herself looking into that
girl’s eyes, and saw that Barbara Red-
fern and Mabel Lynn were there, too.
She noted that they were looking at
her strangely, and her throat was dry.

“Whom are you saying ‘IHallo!’ to?™
asked Clara.
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% Hallo?" queried Katie, with a short Lynn with a smile. “Is that what you're

laugh.

“Yes; we were walking by and heard
you,” said Clara. “Not gomng off your
head and talking to yourself, I sup| e

“1 didn't hear you coming,” said
Katie, trying to evade the question.

“Which we must regard as fortunate,
perhaps,” said Barbara Redfern dryly.
“Are you still looking for precious
stones and relics, Katie?”

Katie Smith flushed, and her heart
beat faster.

The sarcastic inflexion in the Form

captain’s tones did not pass her un-
noticed. Did they suspect, then, that
her excuse was false—did they think that
she was not a collector of stones?
“Silence should give consent,” mur-
mured Mabel Lynn. “But, judging by
your silence, Katie, I su in this
case the proverb’s wrong, eh?”
“Proverbs are mostly wrong,” said
Katie, anent noihiqp. “A stll? ongue

shows a wise head.

“T suppose it does,” nodded Barbara
Redfern. *“Look here, Katie, you're
being jolly mysterious. If you're talk-
ing to some frien »

rbara broke off abruptly; for from
the telephone receiver came a voice—
“ Hallo !

It sounded faintly, and Katie, with a
swift movement smothered it. ut
that one word had been sufficient to
arouse the girls’ suspicions.

“What was that?” the three asked
together; and Barbara Redfern stepped
forward.

Katie turned aside anxiously; but she
was too late. For, although the instru-
ment was hidden; the wire was in view.

““ A telephone !” cried Clara; and push-
ing Katie aside, she held up the
Instrument.

Katie stifled a cry, and remained
seated, perfectly motionless, as though
petrified.

From the receiver came a faint buzz-
ing sound; she knew that her father was
Bf)eaking. How many seconds would
elapse before Clara put the instrument
to her ear. And then—— Then she
would have failed—and she simply must
not fail. For her father's sake she must
not fail.

She sprang to her feet, and leaning
forward. snatched the instrument.

Clara, off her guard for an instant, lost

possession of it
cried Mabel. “She's

“8top her!”
signalling.”

They made a rush at her, and Katie,
with wonderful presence of mind, skil-
fully put the instrument out of action
by severing a connection.

In the s!rugglu the action passed un-
noticed, and she allowed Barbara to gain
possession of the instrument. With
breast heaving with her unsteady breath-
ing, she stood back, watching them
anxiously.

“Bowled out!” said Clara grimly.
“Listen in, Babs, It's connected with
the caves—it must be!”

But Barbara had already placed the in-
strument to her ear. She might just as
well have placed her ear to the tree
trunk for all the sound that she heard.

She looked suspiciously at Katie, then
glanced at the instrument.

“Disconnected,” she said grimly. “Or
else you've warned them in some way,
Katie?”

Katie Smith did not answer, and the
three girls stared at her angrily.

“Never mind about the disconnect-
ing,” said Clara Treviyn gruffly. “We've
bowled her out completely—that’s all we
need worry about. No need for her to

B(r;tend she's collecting stones.  She's
n_caught in the act.”
“Unless she was phoning to the

pebbles on the beach?” suggested Mabel

goinlg to say, Katie?”

“I'm going to say mnothing—except
that I wish you'd mind your own
business.”

“We will. But this our business,”
pointed out Barbara Redfern. *“‘Marcia
Loftus has disappeared. 1It's all very
amazing; but you two must both have
been accomplices, and I suppose she's
working outside the school now ?”

“1 don't know anything about it."”

“You don’t? We'll see what Miss
Primrose has to say about that.”

‘“Miss Primrose!”

Katie Smith simply stared at them in
amazement.

“You—you're not going
me?"” she asked incredulously.

Barbara Redfern nodded grimly, and
Katie looked at her rather wildyly.

“But why—why?"” she persisted. “I
—1 can use a telephone if I wish to.”

“Certainly!” Barbara agreed coldly.
“You can do just as you like. If you're
practising, or making experiments, it

to report
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movement, and Mabel pulled her hat
down olig‘ltly, looking at a, a3
though wondering what line of action her
friend would take.

Barbara was looking at Katie
anxiously, much inclined, evidently, to
be lenient. .

“It’s a very sirange affair,” she added
slowly. “I suppose, really, we don't
know anything against the people in the
caves, and we haven't any proof that
you were phoning them. But I tell you
this, Katie—we shall watch you, and if
our suspicions are aroused ngain, we shall
take a hand in the matter.”

Katie looked at her a full minute
before speaking. ‘Then she gripped
Barbara's arm.

“Oh, Babs, thank you! You're a
brick !” she exclaimed rather huskily.
“8oon I'll tell you all, but now I can't.”

She st and hid the felephone,
while the three watched her. Then she
walked off, and Clara Trevlyn stared
after her.

Twopence.

A SURPRISE FOR BOTH!

Bump into the servant went Katis
Smith, and they rolled over together
on the floor.

won't hurt you to explain. And, of
course, that would put quite a different
complexion on the affair.”

But Katie did not speak.

“Of course she wasn't experiment-
ing!” exclaimed C(lara Trevlyn impa-
tiently. *“She was signalling—sending
messages to those people in the caves—
weren't you?!" .

“1 was not!” said Katie firmly.

For a moment she wondered if 1t would
be advisable to tell them all—she could
trust them—and yet she had not her
father's permission to do so. 3

“JI—I can't tell you what I was do-
ing,” she said rather miserably. “ But
it was nothing wrong—I am mnot in
league with those people. Please don't
ask me. I—I've been sworn to silence.”

Barbara Redfern looked at her
thoughtfully.

“I'd like to believe you, Katie,” she
said slowly. “But—well, you must
admit that circumstances are rather
against you.”

“I know they are, but I can't explain.
Perhaps. in a day or so, you will know.
Till then I can say nothing.”

Clara Trevlyn made an impatient

“Well?" exclaimed Clara. “Of =l
the asses, stupid ninnies, you're the
stupidest, Babs. We've (ried all this
time to bow] out the signaller, and when
we do, you let her off.”

Babs nodded and smiled.

“Yes, I suppose I am stupid,” she said.
“But we haven't proved that she's the
girl we want to know, although thero
sn’t much doubt.”

“There isn’t any,” said Clara bluntly.

Babs sighed, and the three of themn
returned to the School House, Clara at
least highly displeased at the result of
the interview.

“Then we didn't do what we wanted,"”
said Mabel Lynn, as they reached the
door. *“We'll have to go out the tice
way after all.”

“What's the of going out?” de-
manded Clara Trevlyn gruffly. “If we
do ﬁ.l.'ld Marcia, Babs will only let her
ree.

At which Barbare laughed merrily.

“Dear old Clara!” she said. *Sup-
pose we had reported Katie, where
should we be? Nothing would be found
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vut, the myetery would still have con-
tinued. Probably they could do without
Katie as an accomplice, and find another.
As it is, the phone is still-— Suppose
we get through, eh?”

“My wr(f!" cried Clara, her eyes
‘lhinin . “Go there first—before we
brukionndu, and take the message that
‘we interrupted.”

Then she thumped Barbara on the back
‘wo that that girl Euped.

** Abso-

" Topping |” she myrmured.
lutely ripping.”

Wt wiﬁ be a stunt,” nodded Mabel
Lynn. “We can watch Katie and see
that she doesn’t leave the dorm, or we
;ﬁan tell Dolly Jobling to keep an eye on

er. "

~ The three of them smiled gleefully at
the prospect of intercepting a call.

“There’s only one thing,” said Bar-
bara Redfern slowly. “ Sup Katie is
right—it @nay be some sort of private
experiment. T shouldn’t feel justified in
listening in if it were, you know.”

*“Oh, that was only bluff ! "said Clara
assuredly. “Otherwise why was she so
a]armed?d Ii;i she’d shown us the tele-

ne and said it was something private,
mould have been different. geaides.
why does she have the phone outside in
nuci a secret place?”

But that question neithef Barbara nor
Mabel sttempted fo answer, for their
opinion of the incident tallied with
Clara’&.} e

All three were eager to sift the mystery
to the bottom, and their path seemed to

be clearing,
D

tion across to Barbara Redfern.
X The Fourth-Formers were in
the dormitorig, and a momentary silence
had fallen. But it did not remain so for
long; Bessic Bunter’s sibilant whisper

A Discovery !

HALL I bring a torch 1
Bessie Bunter hissed that ques-

hissed its way through the silence like a’

knife through bufter.

Barbara staved at the fat girl, and
frowned.

“Topping shoes of yours, Babs,” said
Mabelp]l: nn hastily.

Bessie Bunter, bﬁnking. presumed that
Barbara had not heard her. She looked
anxiously at the many faces that stared
at her, put a fat hand to the side of her
wiouth, and whispered again, slowly:

. Sinll—l—bring—l—torcfl !

Freda Foote chuckled, and Clara made
a threatening motion with the pillow.

“If you, don’t hurry up and get un-
dressed, uheuie," murmured Augusta
Anstruther-Browne, *there’ll be trouble
when the prefect comes to put out the
lights.”

Bessic stared at her, blinked, and got
on with her undressing. But she gave
Barbara a penctrating stare,

*“You might answer me,” she mur-
mured, a trifle peevishly, but still in the
same penetrating whisper.

“What do you want a torch for,
Bessie 7 asked Freda. “Frightened of
the dark ?”

“Torch!” exclaimed the fat Fourth-
Former, with a slight start. *“W-what
torch 1"

She locked at Freda suspiciously, but
the look on that girl's face was in-
gennous,

“Not going out for a stroll?” asked | N

“Stroll—oh dear, no! Who—who said
we're going out?” asked Bessie. She
looked condemningl% at Clara Trevlyn.
“Have you been telling them, Clarai”
she asked. * After we agreed——"

' “Dry up!” growled Clara.
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_“Dud-dry up!” stammered Bessie. “I
like that after you tell them all that
we're—""

“Go to sleep !"” howled Clara.

Bessie Banter blinked indignantly, and
Freda chuckled. Nor was Sxe the only
ane to give vent to mirth.

“I sha'n’t jolly well go to sleep,” said
Bessie, getting on her perch as it were.
*“It’s, just like you to blame it on to me,
Clara. 1 suppose you'll pretend now that
I told them that we are-——"

“Br-r-r!” . 1

“Poor old Bessie,” said Freda gravely.
“Always getting it in the neck. Don’t
you take any notice of her, tubby.
Would you like me to lend you a mac in
case it rains 7"

“Rerains ! It—it won't come through
the roof,” said Bessie, with a laborious
attempt at humour; and she winked
elaborately at Barbara Redfern.

. 3 ll‘, ha!”

Amazed by the laughter and by the
frowns, Bessie Bunier simply blinked.

“You've been telling them. Clara!”
she said angrily. And she turned to
Freda & Co. *Well, we're not going
out—see 7" ghe said. “Clara was only
pulling your leg. If she said we're going
to the ruins—we're not—"

“Oh, so you're going to the ruins?”
asked Nancy Bell, and Barbara Redfern
groaned audibly.

“Ruins !" exclaimed Bessie. *We're
not—I mean, who told you we were

ing? If Clara’s been giving us away!

say, Babs—did you hear that, Babs 7"

But Barbara was apparently asleep.

“You're not going out?” asked Freda
Foote pleasantly and innocently.

“Nunno,” said Bessie relieved. ‘' Of
SR i o i

‘Then why have you got your night-
dress over your underclothes? Is that
your usual way of going to bed "

“Ha, ha, ha!»

Bessie blinked at Freda, then jumped
hastily into bed. Freda would have
made some other remark, but at that
moment the door of the dormnl_oa
opened, and Connie Jackson of the Six
Form entered to put out the lights.

“Lot of noise!” she commented, look-
ing keenly at the line of beds. “1I shall
keep an eye on this dormitory to-night !

But she received no reply, save a
series of snores, and a cheery “ Good-
night !” from Freda Foote.

For a moment Connie paused, then she
It’urﬂed out the lights, and elammed the

oor.
Directlg she had gone four figures sat
up in bed. A

“ Bessie, you fat silly—"

“Bessie, you stupid !

Four fists were shaken in the darkness,
and Bessie blinked in surprise.

“Of all the howling dummies!” ex-
claimed Clara Trevlyn. *“ You ought to
ba muzzled and kept on a lead—'

“Oh, really, Clara! It's your fault!
If you hadn't told them—""

ie put her head back quickly on
her pillow as a rustle came from the
direction of Clara’s bed, and she was
only just in time, for a slipper whizzed
over Lor head.

She was wise enough then to keep
silent. But the damage had been done.
Katie Smith, farther down the dormitory,
smiled to herself.

Thanks to Bessie she knew of the forth-
coming expedition. The chums of Study

No. 4 were going to search the ruins.
They would be out of the school, and the
path would then be clear for her to return
to the telephone or go down to the caves.

She lay awake for an hour er so, and
then a rustling sound told her that some-
one was getting out of bed. She heard
whispered words, but was not able to
distinguish them. Clara’s voice, gruff,

Twopence.

and rather deep, was easily recoguised,
and she smiled again.

Then came Bessie's voice, protests, and
more whispering. Finally, dark, shadowy

figures between. She counted
them—five, including the last fat shadow.
Barbara fern, Mabel Lynn, Clara

Treviyn, Augusta Anstruther - Browne
-and Bessie Bunter—they were the adven-
turers !

Not until they had been gone for some
minutes did Katie attempt to get up.
She pushed back the bedclothes slowly,
and slipped her feet down to the floor.

But she paused, and an icy chill ran
down her spine as she felt a hand upon
her shoulder.

“Not so quickly !” said a voice that
seemed to contain a chuckle,

_ Katie wheeled, and found Dolly Job-
ling behind her.

“What's the matter?” she asked
quickly.
.. “Nothing. I'm going to keep yon

I can’t bear the thought of
Jobling
H ipped Kati gl
er i atie’s arm, an

lJntDﬁ"rrl gueger an mgrz glance.

Dolly Jobling, although she smiled,
looked exceedingly determined. Dolly
was strongly built, and a struggle seemed
useless. KEven if she did struggle free,
Katie did not see much prospect of being
able to dress unimpeded.

*1t’s very thoughtful of you,” she said
calmly. “No doubt I shall able to
sleep in a minute, but 1 sha'n't if you
hold my arm like that.”

Dolly relaxed her over-firm grip, and
sat on the bed.

“Room for us both in this?" she sug-
i 7 ly. She slipped
atie made no reply. e sli
back into bed, and tucked herself in.
What Dolly cared to do was for that girl
herself to decide. Katie was evidently

going to sleep.

And Dolly Jobling, shivering, sat there
until the steady breathing told that Katie
really was asleep. It was very cold,

company.
you lying awake,” said Doll
sweetly. “8o I'm staying Wit{l

‘and she looked at Katie, sleeping peace-

fully, and her look had something of envy

in it

She reflected that, by this time Babs &
Co. were at the Priory, and a second
later she was tucked up in her own bed.

At almost the same moment Barbara
Redfern & Co. were approaching the old
Priory.

_ “Hope to goodness Dolly’s kept Katie
in!"” murmured Barbara.

“Yes, I think she has,”” nodded Clara.
“But for that fat stupid Bessie—"

“Oh, really, Clara I

The embryo argument was stunted hy.-
a motion from the Form captain. Bar-
bara was tired of the discussion. Who-
ever was guilty, the secret had leaked
out, and, on the principle that spilt milk
is worth no tears she decided to forget
the matter.

They were near to the Priory now,
and stood metionless, regarding the
blackness of the ruins as they stood,
sinister silhoucttes against the grey-
black sky

“Now, not a word!” whispered Bar-
bara. “If Marcia's hiding there, we'll
have to trap her. Get your torches
ready, but don’t use them unless abso-
lutely necessary.”

She led the way, and they followed
thiough the high frass.

The wild ery of a night-bird awoke
the echoes, and caused Bessie Bunter to
draw back, afraid. But she followed the
others when she saw that they were
going ahead.

The ruins were not cheerful, they had
an aspect of lonely ferocity in the way
they leaned forward.

(Continued on page 605.)
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Y DEAR GIRLS,—
Loyalty is a small
word with a lot
of meaning. We

must all be loyal if we are
going to be happy and suc-
<essful, and earn the re-
spect of those with whom
we live and work,

I expect you all know the
grambling girl, who says:
“0Oh, I don't see why I
should obey her!” and “I1
don’t intend to do that un-
less it pleases me!” Well,
that girl is a friend to no

deposed whenever they were

This Week’s Message:
LOYALTY!

By Maiss Pe_ne[ope Primrose
(Headmisiress of Cliff House School.)

one—not evem to hersell.
You must be loyal in all
sorts of directions. Not

only does it mean to King and Country; you must be loyal to all
those who are set iu authority. To your parents, your mistresses,
your Guide captains, your sports and club captains—loyalty every

time!

Why? Well, I can give you a very simple illustration.
is room for only one captain on a ship at sea. ;
the boat by himself, but he can work it if all his orders are
obeyed. If everyone worked for himself in a storm there would
It is just the same in ordinary life.
will remember that “during the French Revolution leaders were

very soon be disaster.

————

who was disliked.
knew.

‘There
He cannot work

You

not liked, They may not all
have been good leaders, but
all sorts of dreadful things
happened while the people
were leaderless.

Many years ago I had the
pleasure of meeting &
charming girl, who was
popularly known as “the
nicest girl in her school.” |

knew, at the time, that
there was a really unpopular
mistress there. (I do mot
try to hide the fact that
such a stafe of affairs cau
exist.) Well, 1 chattel!
with this gir] about her

school, but T noticed that never once did she allude to the mistress
That was because she was a “nice " girl, und
she was loyal to her school!

It was none of my business, as she

She did not wish to give her school a bad name by droppiny
an idle word that might be taken the wrong way.
shows in guite thoughtless chatter.

Try and be loyal to all your superiors.
later occupy positions of responsibility.
you caonot be a real leader unless you al:o know how to obey.
our Sincere Friend,

Disloyalty often

Most girls sooner or
Always remember that

PENELOPE PRIMROSE.
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SCHOOLGIRL TOPICS!

By the Editress (Barbara Redfern)

and her Stdff.

HOW DO WE DO IT?
RITES a reader: “How do you do
it—I mean, in writing up the
Schoolgirl Topics? You never say
*I think," but always * We think,"
and that sort of thing. Do you all crowd
round a table, all grasp one huge pen to-
gether, and write them in that manner? Or
who Is reaily responsible?”

Evidently a reader with a pretty turn of
imugination. But we do not all clasp one
huge pen, thank you! This is the secret of
the “we.” It means that we are all agreed,
or the majority of us agreed, and it is there-
fore our view. Who docs the actual writing
iz another matter.

Babs and Mabs do most of it. There is
i meeting of the staff, and the Editress and
assizbant editress are expected to bring for-
ward a few topies for discussion. If we
do not like any of them we get some more
and talk them over. When we have decided
just what we should like to say, someone
puts it on pwper. If it is a sporting para-
grapi:, we can safely leave it to Phyllis
Howell. If it is something that needs to
be outspoken and rather sarcastic, Clara
Trevlyn is exceedingly capable!

Then we have another meeting, and the
*“Topics ” are read over. If anything has
heen omitted, we put it in. If someone
disagrees with certain  sentiments — often
Clara—we put that in as well. When we
are all satisfied we feel that that is the
end of the matter,

Of course, it is not really the end of it.
Bessie Bunter attends all our meetings,
because she objects to “being bundled ont
of her own study,” and usually sits on the
coal-scuttle, for want of a chair. She makes
twice as many suggestions as anyene else,

and when we have
finished she glances
through the “ Topics ™
with a  disdainful
sniff, and offers to
write it up “in a really
readable form.”

SHOULD A BOY GIVE UP HIS SEAT?

Five of us were coming back from Court-
field the other evening, when we saw the
bus just alhead of us, made a frantie rush,
and boarded it. All the seats were taken,
but five schoolboys immediately rose and
offered us theirs. Four ol us accepted. One
said she preferred. to stand, if they did not
mind, and did so. Those of us who sat down
felt exceedingly guilty.

You see, we had been idling in a cafe
for nearly an hour, and were not a bit
tired, Tt was sheer laziness—and the sight
of the bus just poing!—that made us want
to ride. If we had not turned up, those
boys would have been able to sit. They
lnoked dusty and tired from a long tramp
they had been on, and certainly needed the
rest far more than we did. And so we
were jolly glad when some passengers got
out and there were vacant seats for them
at last. =

Should we have accepted their seats? That
was the question we debated all the way back
to the school. In the end, we decided that
we did the right thing. Babs summed it up
very well in these words:

“The boys acted chivalrously, and, what-
ever you say about boys and girls being
equal, none of us can help admiring the
boy who is really chivalfous, and polite
and considerate to girls and women. If we
had refused their seats they would have felt

snubbed, and might not have liked offering
them again. One of them looked really self-
conseious, and I think it was best to tako
his seat as nicely as possible, and make him
feel that you were really grateful.”

Clara Treviyn was the one who insisted on
standing, and her view was this;

“Let the boys stand up for a lady with
a2 baby in bher arms, or an elderly lady—
that’s only fair. A girl should do the same
thing if the men don't volunteer immediately.
But I don’t want a boy to stand up ang
give me a seat. When I refused 1 grinned,
and tried to look as thoth I didn’t mean
to snub anyone intentionally. As a matter
of fact, 1 felt as awkward as they did, and
wish they hadn't stood up.”

We wonder what other girls think. Boys
nowadays often do not know what to do
under the circumstances, especially when
their offers ar¢ sometimes fefused in a far
less chuminy manner than Clara’s,

AFRAID OF A MOUSE.

We have just been reading an alleged
school tale that has sent us into shrieks
of mirth—but not the same shricks that
were intended.

The point is this. A mouse was supposed
to awwur in this school, and it caused. a
dreadful paniec. The headmistress dare not
leave the table in her study, and there was
pani¢c in the ‘class-rooms. Everyone was
afraid to move. And in that manner a
whole chapter passed.

We are afraid that the writer was drawing
more on imaginution than fact. Does {ho
average girl run away from a mouse in these
days? Usually, quite the contrary takes
place. Bhe runs after it! We have just
heard of a story of a japing brother who
released one of his white mice to scare his
sister. Did his sister scream? Not at all!
The wungrateful girl captured the mouse,
claimed it as her own, and, to her brother’s
mortification, stuck to it, and started keep-
ing a white mouse as her own pet!
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T really was not
Tony's faulf.
Mabel Lynn
admits that she,
if anyone, is most to
blame for what hnF-
pened. It certainly
was rather thought-
3 less to leave an open
L bottle of ink in the
middle of the table, with a fountain-pen
filler standing in it, especially when Tony
was alone in Study No. 4.
Tooy is just a tiny little marmoset monkey,
with a soft aud silky coat and winning ways.
Eh usual abode is in the pets’ house, but

abs had obtained special permission to
ave him in the school for half an hour to
brush him. Tony loves being brushed and
made a fuss of. He had whistled all the
time that the little brush was at work. No
One had seen him take more than a cursory
lance at Mabel when she was filling her
ountain-pen. When the brushing was over,
Tony looked sleepy, and crept across to a
cushion that has always been his favourite,
and souggled down upon it.

“Splendid little chap!” breathed Babhs.
“Tony’s half-hour is nearly up, but we'll let
him stay just a little while longer, won't
we? He does look tired!™

Tony appeared to have gone to sleep, for
his tiny eyes were closed. A message came
hat Babs and Mabs were wanted for a few

oments in Study No. 7. They took a Iast

k at Tony, and went softly from the
room, T
And Tony's eyes opened wide—very wide
Indeed ! g

Tony had not heen sleeping at all. That
was just a little trick on his part. There
was something frightfully interesting in the
study—something he had never seen hefore,
It looked like a bottle of something that
might be good to drink. Tony loved the
sweet things that were sometimes brought to
him in bottles,

He was off the cushion in a flash, and
elimbing on to the table. There are mno
sharper eyes than those in the monkey
world. He looked everywhere to see that
no one could be watching him, then turned
his attention to that black bottle in the
middle of the table.

What a gueer thing it was! He lifted it
up and sniffed it cautiously. Not very mice,
certainly. But here was a curious thing—
it wag like a red grape that he could pinch
as hard as he liked, and yet it always came
back to the same shape! That was some-
thing that needed further examination!

S0 Tony took the fountain-pen filler out
and regarded it very wisely. He held it
npwards, and sideways, and downwards, and
then up again. All at once he thought of
the red grape at the lower end of it, and
pinched it as he had dome before.

Black ink squirted into Tony's face, nearly
blinding him!

THE CLIFF HOUSE WEEKLY.

Stories of Cliff House Pets.
No. 2—“Tony.” By PEGGY PRESTON.

alarm, and a voice from the doorway
ejaculated :

“ Good gracious!™

- - - - 1 " .

Miss Bullivant gazed into Stndy No. 4,
feeling almost as perplexed as the hlack-
faced marmoset felt,

Tony should have stood at attentiom, but
he did not. Miss Bullivant's voice scared
him. His face was inky, and made him feel
uncomfortable.

“Do you hear? Leave that ink alone!
Put it down!™

Tony was still more scared. Anyway, he
would have his revenge on that red grape
before he was caught. It should mot do
that sort of thing again! He gave it the
hardest pinch he possibly ¢ould.

-

And this time the fountain-pen filler was
pointed at the Bull.

*“ Ah! Miss
Bullivant.

Ch!

Babs and Mabs came rushing into the
study and caught Teny. Miss Bullivant
coughed and gasped, and banged her hand
on the table.

“ The little beast!" she cried.
look at me—just look at me!™

Babs looked—but omly once. Bhe dare not
take a second glance. Miss Bullivant's face
was splashed with black ink. She looked
woebegone beyond deseription.

“I—I'm awfully sorry, Miss Ballivant!”
Babs murmured. “ We thought Tony was
asleep, and we didn't leave him for a couple
of minutes!"”

““Enough!™ cried Miss Bullivant. * Yon
will each write one hundred lines, and in
future that detestable little ape will be kept
in the pets’ house, and never again bronght
into the school! T shall request Miss Prim-
rose this time to have him removed com-
pletely ™

Ow!”  ejaculated

“ Barbara,

L] - - - . - .

And' all through that horrld little red

Poor Tony knew that he was in d
In. spite of his mischievous w;fn, J
Ouse,

cd.
Te is
no more semsitive pet at CUM Babs
and Mabs tried to comfort him as’ the
washed his face, and then took him bac!
to his usual quarters. When they passed
the house, an hour later, Tony was still
hopping disconsolately about, making those
queer little crooning noises that they knew
so well. Tomy was “ crying.”

On the next day he was still upset. He
only peezed t-his food, and refused to be
comforked, e was still In disgrace, and he
wanted to ﬁe forgiven. His sharp eyes sud-
denly saw Miss Bullivant when she was more
than a hundred yards away.

He hopped to the top of his box, and
“showed off " for all he was worth. He
made faces at all the other pets, and whistled
to Miss Bullivant. He jumped about, and
chattered and whimpered—all to attract her
attention. But, although she came mear to
him, and finally passed the bouse, she pever
gave him a single glance.

Peor Tony's heart nearly broke at that,
for he had done his best in his funny little
way to show how sorry he was.

i . . . . . .
It was the following morning. Clit House
was at breakfast when a =mall figure

squeezed through the opening between the
swing doors.

It was Tony! :

He had managed to unfasten his chain’
after several hours of laborious work—Tony
is an expert at getting loose.

Several of the younger girls saw him and
tittered, but Tony did not heed theni.
Instantly his sliarp eyes saw where Miss
Bullivant was. She was the only person who
interested him. He wanted to do something
:.n please her—that was why he had come
lere.

They were eating—Tony could tell that.
Food! Yes; Tony loved food himself. Miss
Hullivant must love food as well. What an
idea it was! If he could give hier some food
she might be pleased.

Tony crouched behind Bessie Bunter's
chair. The saysages were being passed down
the table. There was a very large one, and
the plate came to rest in front of Bessie.
Tony saw it, and leapt!

He was on the table in an instant, that
huge sausage in his paw. Bessie DBunter
shrieked from surprise and indignation.

“Come here! Come here, you
beast! You've stolen my sausage!"

But Tony did not heed. He leapt across
the table, down to the floor again, and
rushed to where the mistresses were seated.
He jumped up in front of Miss Bullivant,
placed the sausage om her plate, and =at
in front of her, whistling with pleasure.

Miss Bullivant gasped. She went red. Her
eyes went to her plate, and then to Tony.
It was too much. Miss Bullivant laughed,
and her volce blended with the general
merriment that echoed through the diming-
hall.

And in that way Tony, the marmoset, was
forgiven.

little

grape!

Cookery Hints.

By DOLLY JOBLING.

How to Make Petit Milk Biscuits.

At the bend in the corridor we ran into Annabel Hichenps.

“If you girls have time to spare,” said Annabel, “I'll show you
my biscuits, and let you taste them,. too.” _

“Lead the way, Annabel, and we'll follow,” replied Marjorie.

On the table in Annabel’s study, piled daintily on a biuve piate,
were some most delicious-looking biscuits.

Aunnabel passed them round to us, and they tasted splendid.

“Mother's awfully keen on cake making,” said Peggy Preston,
trushing the crumbs off her dress. “Will you let me have the
secipe for these biscuits, so that I can send it along to her?”

“(ertainly!” beamed Annabel, who loves being asked for a
recipe. “It’s my own invention,” she added, modestly.

How to Make Annabel's Petit Milk Biscuits.
Required.—] oz. of butter, § a pint of sour milk, one small tea-
Tee SceooL Friexp.—No. 177.

spoaonfal of hicarbonate of soda, sifted flour, 9 ors. of castor sugar,
aud a pineh each of cinnamon and spice for flavouring. Warm the
butter in a basin until it becomes liquid, add the milk, sugar, and
sullicient flour to form a soft paste. Add the flavouring, and
stir in the soda very quickly. Roll the paste out on a floured
board icto a strip, cut into rounds, and bake the biscuits on a
greased baking-sheet in a moderate cven uptil they are a pale
brown.

“What a cheap little recipe!™ exclaimed Peggy, as she jotted
it down on paper. .

* How did you get the sour milk?” asked Marjorie,

* Perhaps the * Bull’ looked at it!" suggested Clara.

“No,” replied prim Annabel, quite missing the implied joke.
“1 was passing the kitchen door, and I everhcard cook saying that
as some milk had turned sour she must throw it away, so I asked
her if 1 might bhave it for making biscuits.”

“ Do you really mean that sour milk is good for making biscuits?
I asked.

“Yes,” replied Annabel; “if used for mixing cakes, biscuits, or
pastry, it makes them very light.”

A Tip to Remember,

“There's just one little point I would like to tell you girls,”
said Annabel, as we were about to go. “After the biscuits are
mixed and the soda added, they must be placed into the oven,
without any delay, else the action of the soda on the flour will
be lost, and the biscuits won't rise.”
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THE FOURTH FORM PARTY IN THE GYM.

(Ham this to the tune of : “ John Brown’s Body.”)

Babs. Dolly. Bridget. Freda.
Feeling very happy and inclined to celebrate,

We thought we'd have a function where all could participate;
The banquet, like the room we chose, was voted simply “great ™
At the Fourth Form party in the Gym.

Babs, of course, well organised the merry doings there,
And when she came along with us we made her take the chair;
The chair was rather rickety, but no one seemed to care,
At the Fourth Form party in the Gym.
Dolly made a jelly—got the whole directions pat—
But being rather clumsy, in the doorway went and sat;
Those who came behind her found the jelly on the mat,
At the Fourth Form party in the Gym.

“Who's to make the sandwiches?” =~ Why,” Bridget said, 1 am:~

She spent a lot of time dpon the bread and tongue and ham;
But in her hurry mustard-ed the ones she’d filled with jam
At the Fourth Form party in the Gym.

Hetty. Nancy.

Pegdy.

Freda made the tea, and chose a shining silver pot,
She kept us waiting quite a time to get the water hot ;
To put the tea inside was all that Freda Foote forgot
At the Fourth Form party in the Gym.
Peggy made a trifle in a manner skilled and deft,
It looked a little beauty, but of hope we were bereft;
For Bessie had a "trifle,” and there wasn't any left
At the Fourth Form party in the Gym
Nancy Bell decided that she’d make us all feel small,
And left her seat to pin some cartoon drawings on the wall;
But Bessie then annexed her plate, and made a record haul
At the Fourth Form party in the Gym.
Lady Hetity Hendon wore a most “socperior air,”
And talked in mioscing accents of “this exquisite affair”;

When scmeone laughed out loadly—my, she did give her a glare!

At the Fourth Form party in the Gym.

Lucy. Mariorie.

Gwen.

Marcia.

Clara made some marzipan of very brilliant hue,
She carved it, and remarked she thought we'd find the lavour new;
Then Marjorie made a grab, and found her missiug thimble, too
At the Fourth Form party in the Gym.
Marecia Loftus, I'm afraid, as usual was a “cat,”
She criticised the things we'd made, and sneered at this and that;
Until we pointed out that she was sitting on her hat
At the Fourth Form party in the Gym.
Gwen, of course, was chatty, and our inmost feclings stirred,
ccounting spook adventures that had recently occurred;
Bessie Bunter looked too full to say a single word
At the Fourth Form party in the Gym.
Lucy made a Weleh dish that was very far from waste,
When pressed to give the recipe she wrote in so much haste;
For folk who kept on questioning—she never had a taste
. At the Fourth Form party in the Gym.

Flap.

Phyilis,

Marjorie was charming. “Do have some of this!” she saith,

“What can [ pass now, my dear?" in every other breath;

*Til Clara interposed: “ Eat up—you'll starve yoursell to deaih!”
At the Fourth Form party in the Gym.

Meg came in a jumper that made everybody pine,

She told us how to knit one of a similar design;

She hardly ate a thing, but thought the function simply fine
At the Fourth Form party in the Gym.

Annabel was very prim—we couldn't cheer her up,

She talked in gentle accents, and she never banged her cup;

We knew she wouldn't brighten 'til 'twas time for washing-up
At the Fourth Form party in the Gym.

Phsllis Howell was very bright, and awfully glad she came,

But said: ~Suppose we celebrate mext time, and have a game?”

Bessie had to tell her that she didn’t think the same
At the Fourth Form party in the Gym.

Agdnes. Augusta. Cissy.

At last the tea was over, and Flap rose and said “I am
Just going to have a swing upon the old trapeziam!™
The next we saw of Philippa was sitting In the jam
At the Fourth Form party in the Gym.
Agnes White just then looked in the door and gave a groam;
She'd quite forgotten our affair—howe'er could she atome?
Poor Agmes had to have a little banquet on her own
At the Fourth Form party in the Gym.
Then we pressed Augusta just to fetch her violin,
In silence so complete we heard the falling of a pin;
But Dolly put her hand on it, and made an awful din
At the Fourth Form party in the Gym.
Ciscy Clare recited all about the three blind mice,
At tirst she was so mervous that she had to start it twice;
But when she grew more confident it really sounded nice,
At the Fourth Form party in the Gym.

Hatie. Vivienne.

Mabs,

Bessie Bunter sang about a storm in '88,
She sang it very loudly and with great ferocily;
But Bessie, like the storm, was really “very much at sea™
At the Fourth Form party in the Gym.
Then Katie did some conjuring, and anything she'd take
And do just what she liked, and then with mirth we had to shake;
For Bessie asked her if she’d turn some bread into a cake
At the Fourth Form party in the Gym.
Mabel Lynn recited—it was voted simply great,
Applause was just terriffic, and I really ought to state
That Clara Treviyn in her efforts went and broke a plate
At the Fourth Form party in the Gym.
Vivienne started singing as we joined up in a line,
And clasping hands we joined her in the song of “ Auld Lang Syne”;
The merriment was over, and we'd found it simply fine
At the Fourth Form party in the Gym.

Bessie.
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(Continued from last week.)

B

8 stands for Sporting—
You'll find as a rule
The right Sporting Spirit
Will make a fine Scheol!
Genius or duffer,
You'll learn just the same
The fine thing Sport teaches

18

Is “Playing the Game !

T stands for Tuckshop;
To it we repair

On birthdays and joy-daye,
And “celebrate ' there!

One girl we know of
Repeatedly states

That Tuckshops shou!d all be
Kept out of the rates!

U stands for Uncle,
Who comes from afar,

And asks if you'll have
A ride in his car.

Uncles are “sports,” and
I'm sorry to say

That most of them live

Such a long way away!
Tnue ScmooL Friexp.—No. 177
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THIS WEEK’S
SPESHUL
REPPORT !

By Bessie Bunter.

Y deer reeders will be delited to
know that I have got a lot of
fine ncws tosgive them this week.

First of all I mwst tell youn
abowt some very funney happinings that
have taken ice in the Sixth Fourm this
week, and it is all becos Frarnses Barritt
hag bought a grammar-fone.

It is reely quite a nice-locking masheen,
and 1 offered to try over some of the teuns
in No. 4 studdey for Frarnses, knowing what
a duffer she is at understanding how things
werk. Frarnses, bowevver, was reely moast’
ensulting to me, and when 1 remembered
that 1 have had a tiff with her and we
are not propperley on speeking terms yet
I told her that she could keep her grammar-
fone, and I hoaped she would soon smash it.

Well, Frarnses startid the thing werking
and she put on a very lowd reckord sung
by Senior Markeney, the famus Spannish
Tenner, and Conney Jacksen was apparentles
trying to werk in her studdey at the same
time. She rushed ont and threttened to
smash the reckord if Frarmses diddent stop,
and Frarnses sed it was very prettey and
she would put on a lowder needel.

On the following day Frarnses startid to
werk the grammar-fone agane, and in the
middel of one of the reckords there was
a tremmendus ringing noise which Frarnses
sed was all in the peace, but it kept on
when the reckord had stopped, so Frarnses
looked inside at the werks and what do you
think had happined? Somcone had put an
allarm clock inside and Frarmses thort it
was the teun. Har, har, har!

Then the next day the grammar-fone was
fownd to be missing. Of coerse, evverything
pointed to Conney Jackson havving it, becos
she was havving a partey, She sed she
diddent kmow anything abowt it,” but her

rtey had omly just startid when Senior

arkoney startid to sing lowder tham evver
rite under her tabel!

In the middel Frarmses came rushing in,
and betwean her and Conney they broak
the reckord, meening the grammar-fone one.
I reely beleave that Ida Jacksen did it by
attaching a peace of cotten to the trigger
that starts the masheen werking, but no one
could acccuse Ler althow the cotten was
fownd.

The masheen is not at Clif Howse at
pressent becos Frarnses sed that Conney had
upset the werks and she would have to put
them rite. Frarnses got the werks out all
rite but she coodent put them back agane
and it has had to go away to We propperly
repaired. Evveryone in the skool thinks it
a grate joak, and whenevver we meet

Frarnses we hold our noscs and say “Eddi-

stone Bell Reckord ” to her, and it makes
her look quite feurious.

Last Tewsday the Matren announsed that
she was going to hold what she called a
Speshul Mending Parrade, beeos a lot of gerls
were geting slack and not mending their
things, but leeving it all for her. When
I saw Clairer Trevverlin getting reddy in a
grate hurrey to mend her stockings 1 had
a brilliant idear. I watched her go out of
the studdey amnd then I slipped in and put
my own stockings in her barsket.

The ressult was splended. Clairer diddent
reckognise my stockings as they are the same
size as her own and she very kindley mended
them all and gave me time to go rownd
looking for coppey for my dear reeders.
When she had done them all T claimed them,
and evveryone thort it sueh a fine joak that
they simply shreeked with larfter.

If Clairer had had a sence of humer she
would have seen the joak as well, but as
it is she had threttened to get hold of my
stockings and cut all the darns out agane
becos she had to sit up till ten o'clock
mending her own, and shé simpley hates
darning. In order to prevvent her havinz
her meen revvenge |1 am at present wairing
three pairs of stockings at once, which is
rarther uncomfortable, but T expect Clairer
will soon forget.—Tour old chum,

BESSIE BUNTER.

HOW TO LOOK
SMART EVERY
DAY!
By

Marjorie Haz:ldene.

4 'LL show you my new j L said
Molly, as she patted her hair into
place in front ef the long, swinging
mirror. ;

“1 wonder where it can be?” she weunt om,
pulling out first one drawer and then another,
and turning the things upside down in her
haa’ty ﬂ.ullrchi‘ ;Dh. ldre:;:gmber. wm':
a hurry yesterday, an rew it into
bottom of the wardrobe, and then forgot all
about it. I do hope that it hasn’t got
crumpled!”

But when she brought the jumper forth
for me to inspect, it really looked like am
old rag! +

“t :“xl“t iﬁnt.unlay afternoon that I
wenl to tea with my friend Molly Gr
who lives in Cou.rtﬁeh‘f. v -

After we bade finished tea she took me
up in her room to see some snaps she had
taken during her holidays, and from them
we got on to tallng of autumn clothes.

She has a lovely room fitted with a large
wardrobe. And ber dressing chest has deep,
roomy drawers—the kind that bold lots of
blouses and jumpers, and even a big hat.

But although she has this lovely accom:
modation, Molly always manages to look un-
tidy. She never has holes in her stockings or
buttons off her clothes. She just looks
“crumpled "—as if her clothes had been
in the bottom of the wardrobe -along m
tuct jumper, instead of being trim apd
neat.

What Molly Should De.

“I never seem to have au inch of room
to keep anything!" grumbled Meily, looking
ruefully at the crushed jumper.

“What about that large drawer at the
bottom of the wardrobe?’ 1 suggested.

“It's full up to the brim,” replied Molly,
pulling the drawer open.

It certainly was. But what a coufusion!
Blouses, dresses, coats, and numerous other
things just thrown in on top of each other.

“Why don't you keep one drawer for
blonses and jumpers, another for dresses, and
a third one for odds and ends?” I suggested.

“I'd just love to!" ied Molly. “But
I've got in such a mu
where to start to get strzight!”
_“Perhaps I could help you,” I said, rathier
timidly, as 1 didn't want to be thought

sweet

interfering.

“How perfectly you!" said
Molly, giving me a hug.

We put all the things on to the bed,
sorted them into order, and then pul them
tidily into the drawers, in the order I had
already suggested. We were surprised to

find how much more space we had now that
everything was npeatly folded.

How to Treat Crumpled Clothes,

Onz or two dresscs and costumes were
much too erumpled to wear as they were.

So we took them down to the kitchen, aud
just pressed them into shape.

Two dresses—one made of soft silk and
the other a dance frock of georgetic—wé
pressed lightly with a cool ironm, and they
looked perfectly fresh again.,

For the costumes we adopted a different
method.

First, we brushed them with a still brush,
removing the dust. Next, we placed a damp
cloth over the hem, on the wrong side of
the skirt, and pressed the hem well with &
fairly hot iron. Then we lightly ironed the
skirt all over on the wrong side of the
material, and fnished by pressing the collar,
not forgetting to remove the spots from the
front of the coat and pressing it.

Costumes should be frequently pressed in
this way, especially after they have beem
worn in the wet. You would be surprised
what a difference such a little attention
makes to even an old costume.

At the end of an hour, we had completely
cleared up the room. I don’t think that
Molly will let it get untidy again, or treat
her clothes so carelessly.

She now realises that attention to detail
is the seeret of looking smart.

of

L

dle, I don't know -

A
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BY WHOSE HAND?

- {Continaed from page 600.)

Footsteps had a hollow ring in the
weed-covered interior, and the
treacherous flagstones, worn, and much
out of place, made walking uncomfort-
able.

Many excursions thither had tnught
the girls the easiest route, and they fol-
lowed it. Sometimes, when the sky was
clear, the ruined roof could be seen
above, with a night jar perched on a
twisfed rafter. ]

A mystic air of things past, buried, and
forgotten, surrounded the place, breath-
ing an atmosphere that was uncanny and
unnerving.

Barbara, in front, wisely decided that
it was time to use her torch, and she
flashed it on, searching the corners and
cavities.

Behind her the others spread out in
such a manner that, anyone attempting
to force their way through, would in-
evitably be caught.

“ Nothin, doing yet,” whispered
Augusta, for, save for the fluttering of
bats, no sound could be heard, and the
ftashing torches revealed no trace of her
whom they sought. .
.. Everywhere in  the Priory they
searched, through all the many cells, tap-
ping the wall carefully.

Not & corner of the place was left un-
searched. They went everywhere they
had been in, searching the place
thoroughly.

“ Strange !” frowned Barbara Redfern.
“ We searched everywhere this morning.
There is no secret cell or passage that
1 can see. Where did Marcia hide?”

The others shook their heads in per-
plexity.

“Why not work backwards?” sug-
gested Augus_t-n Anstruther - Browne
slowly. “Emily says that she saw

Marcia come out of the back there.
Obviously, then, that is the route from
her hiding-place.” -

“Very well. Jt's worth trying,”
agreed Babs, and she led the way out to
the back, where they had found the ser-
vant-girl reading,

“Emily was here,” said Barbarn
slowly. “Jusk by these bushes.”

8he illuminated the bushes with her
mlﬁ:h{ ;1;1& _theB others nodded,

ut Bessie Bunter gave a sharp cry of
fright, and stepped bagck. i

“Ow! Oh! The gug-gug-ghost of the
Pup-Priory!” she stuttered, her teeth
chattering.

“Ghost! Where?”

Even as she spoke Barbara realised
what Bessie Bunter meant. Something
white was in the bushes. Fearlessly she
stepped forward, shining her torch.

The white object did not move, and
stooping, she touched it. Her soft laugh
caused the others to siep forward.

“A parcel,” she said, in answer to
their questions.

And she brought towards
parcel tied up in newspaper,

“Goodness! Pretty hefty parcel,”
observed Mabel Lynn. “Badly tied up—
in_a hurry, by the look of it.”

“What's that poking through?” asked
Augusta quickly; and she caught hold

them a

of gome material that was bursting
through the badly-tied parcel.
With a torch shining on it they

stared amazed as Augusta, in silence,
drew from the parcel a drill dress, A
crumpled-up hat followed it.

““Marcia’s hat and dress !’ said Barbara
quickly.

They looked at one another.

“Then—then what's she wearing
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now?” asked Mabel Lynn. “She's in
some disguise. It was Emily we saw
reading, and not Marcia in disguise?”

“Oh, it was Emily all right!” said
Barbara slowly.  “Goodness! What
game is Marcia playing, I wonder? And
where is she tonight? It proves, any-
.wg;:, that she wasn't kidnapped, doesn’t
it

“Conclusively,”  agreed Augusla.
“The point is—where is she now? 1
don’t think we stand much chance of
finding her.”

They stood together, looking from one
another to the clothes that Barbara was
holding. So silent were they that even
the rustling of the wind-blown grass
could be heard distinctly.

So they remained for some minutes,
and Barbara Redfern looked about her.

“Keep still,” she whispered softly.
“Still as mice. I heard a footstep!”

Tense and silent they remained, and
then they heard the _sound that
Barbara’s sharp ears had caught—the
sound of someone creeping through the

grass,

They faced the sound, breathing un-
steadi L{, keeping close together. Nearer
came the footsteps, and suddenly Barbara
flashed on her torch.

She did not pick up the figure at the
first attempt, and when she did it was
only the back view of someone in a dark
coat, running. :

In chase they ran stumbling over the
rough ground, Barbara endeavouring to
keep the figure in the rays of her torch.

“A girl in a thick coat!” she papted.
“Marcia’s size!” ;

On they ran, dodging first this way,
then that, getting nearer and nearer to
the fleeing figure.

“We'll catch her yet!” said Clara
grimly.

And it certainly seemed that they
would, for every step took them nearer
to the fleeing girl. "T'hey noted that she
was not runnming so quickly now, and
their hopes rose.

They were in the lane now, and the
girl had jumped the hedge. Barbara’s
torch was of no avail, save to spot the
place where she had vanished.

Together they clambered over the
hedge into the field. And there they
stood looking about them, flashing the
torch to and fro searchingly.

But the torch revealed nothing.

irl seemed to have vanished. Some-

ow she had eluded them. Perhaps she
had run on into the darkness beyond the
torches’ rays—perhaps she was giding in
the hedge-row. She might even have
climbed back over the hedge in another

spot.

And while they stood there time was
being wasted, for every moment took the
girl farther away from them.

“No good!” said Barbara Redfern
despondently. “We've lost her. It'll
be like chasing a needle in a haystack
looking for her here. 1 had no idea
Marcia could run so fast.”

And because they were talking the
did not notice the sound of stifle
breathing in the hedge behind them.

»

To the Rescue!

AD they turned they would have
seen Katie Smith standing
there motionless. -

She had crept out of the
school the instant that Dolly, completely
deceived by the pretence of sleep, was
herself slumbering.

. And now she stood by the hedge wait-
m%vfor the girls.

hen t.h‘a{l returned to the school they
might find her missing. Whether they
did or not, Katie did not mind. She
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was free—that, from her view, was the
great thing. ol

Her father had been sending her a
message, and that message had unfor-
tunately been interrupted. What had
he been about to tell her

Was ha in danger? Was he in need of
her help?

The thoughts were worrying her, and
she was eager to reach the caves. As
the girls were still talking on the other
side of the hedge, she crept away, and
presently was running like a hare to the
cliff-head.

But as she neared it she advanced with
caution, for it would not do for anyone
to suspect her presence. Slowly and
carefully she descended the face of the
cliffs, scarcely moving a stone.

And when she reached the beach she
paused, lisiening. The sound of the
waves was well-known to her, and she
scarcely heeded them. She was listening
for other sounds.

She strained her eyes looking out to
sea. But there was nothing there to
draw her attention. Only for a moment
she waited, then she crept along towards
the gaping caves that held so many
secrets.

In the mouth of the forbidding and for-
bidden cave she paused, lislening, hoping
to hear same sounds. ¥

But all was quiet, hideously quiet,
and she crept in on hands and knees.
The silence reassured her, and she walked
boldly upright up the sandy incline.

Iverywhere was inky blackness, and
she groped her way through the caves,
feeling the rocky sides. Suddenly her
hand groped where there was no rock,
and she fell on her knees.

. Her heéart beating wildly, she ro-
mained there, lest a movement should
betray her.

A secret passage, it must be, she
decided. She groped about, and smiled
as she found a square churk of rock.
Further groping revealed a hele in the
wall where the chunk should fit.

To climb through the hole was the
work of but a moment. Then she found
herself in a small passage. The fact that
her head touched the roof above told her
how small it was.

She was getting nearer to the secret
now; she realised that only too clearly.
But she went carefully, for the fact that
the slab was out of place warned her
that the enemy were somewhere in the
vicinity. )

On zer hands and knees she went
slowly forward, lest she should hurt her-.
gelf on the low roof. Progress was slow
yel sure. i

She had not gone many yards when
she paused again, and her hand closed
upon a wire. Excited, she {raced it,
and gripped a telephone instrument that
lay upon floor, !

The phone—the one her father had
used. Then a look of utter dismay
crossed her face. 'L'he instrument was
off the hook, hanging loose from the
wire. Why was that? Surely her father
would never leave it like that, unless—
unless he had been captured!

Had they captured him when
phoning—caught him unawares?
not unlikely.

She put the instrument back on the
hook, which was easily found, then
remained quite motionless, listening.
From near at hand came the steady
sound of breathing. :

Cautiously she drew back. But though
she strained her ears, she heard no other
sound.

Everywhere was darkness, and only
that sound of breathing could be heard.
What was it? What did it mean? Was
there someono tracking her? i,

She took her pocket torch, holding it

Tue ScrooL Friexn.—No. 177,

he was
It was



608 Every Thursday.

ready. Should she shine it, or should she
eundeavour to escape? To escape! Surely
that was the better way.

But somehow she was afraid. The
darkness seemed to be closing in upon

or.

She flashed on the torch, swinging it
round nervously. Down to the square
hole in the rock there was nothing.

The other way—— She leaned for-
ward, for on the side of the small tunnel
was a man in a large oilskin coat and
sou’-wester hat, bound and gagged

She gasped ont the word as she saw
his face, and scrambled forward. His
eyes were open, and he seemed to smile.
She saw him struggle, and rapidly she
untied the gag.

“Thank—thank goodness!” he panted.
“Kutie, you little brick! They—they
caught me as I was phoning you. But
there is no time to waste. A knife is
in my inside pocket. Cut the bonds. Be
quick! They are in the cavern at the
end of this tunnel.”

She found the knife, and slashed at
the cords that bound him.

‘“Carefully, dear!” he
“We shall need them.”

It took but a second to seyer them
all, then he stretched his limbs and sat
up. His first action was to remove the

whispered.

souw’-wester hat. ‘I'hen he slipped off the

coat.

“Quick! Slip these on,” he whispered.
“Then lie here in the position I was in.
It will be all right.” )

Without questioning the reason, Katie
assumed her father's former position.
Careful manipulation of the oilskin and
the sou’-wester made her seem the sailor-
man the cave ple had bound up.

But her father was not yet finished.
He removed his false beard, and affixed

it skilfully to his daughter’s chin, theu

gagged her. But he did not tie the
handkerchief, nor did he tie the bonds
that bound her legs and wrists,

To all appearances there was no
differance between his bound figure and
Katie's,

. And Katie, excited, yet not afraid, lay
motionless, taking this strange circum-
stance as being perfectly natural.

“Good girl!” he smiled. “I'll make
a deteclive of you yet, Katie. Stay while
1 go and investigate. I sha'n't let them
capture you, never fear.”

She nodded, and, with a smile, he crept
up to the end of the cave.

Hardly had he gone when she heard
the sound of voices. A lamp lit up
the tunnel, and she closed her eyes. The
people were approaching. Perhaps she
would obtain a glimpse of them, and
possibly of their accomplice at the
school.

So excited was she that she trembled;
for now thie voices were ‘nearer. She
could distinguish the nasal voice that
several time she had heard on the
telephone.

“Iere's the guy !" said the nasal voice,
and touched Katie's arm with his toe.

She lay quite still, hardly breathing.
The sou’-wester was pulled down over
her eyes, but she could just cee a tall,
slim figure crouching in the narrow
tunnel.

The man wore a reefer jacket, and a
peaked cap that was tilted on one side
so that it cast a shadow on his thin nose.
"The lamp was sufficient to show her his

curled lips and steel blue eyes,
! “Reckon you won't interfere any
more,” drawled the nasal voice roughly.
“You old beach-combing sailor men are
ijuut too smart for any vocabulary—hey?"”

He thrust his chin forward, but Katie
took no notice. She trembled with
* Fue ScEHOOL FrIEND.—No. 177
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suppressed excitement. She wanted to
laugh at the way she was tricking these
people, yet she was not wholly unafraid.

“] gruess you'll see dear Ostend in the

-mornin, old salt,” drawled the voice.

He leaned forward, and Katie, fearful
lest he got angry at her silence, nodded
her head. Anyway, the gag forbade
speech; but if she mumbled, even her
voice would denounce her.

“Scared stiff,” said a deeper voice.
“ Leave him alone, Gun. He's only some
pie-bald boatman. He'll scared
enough when he wakes up in Ostend.”

“1 guess so,” nodded Gun, turning
away. “We don't allow a_spy in our
rig-out, and the guicker a few of them
learn it the better, I reckon. When that
ther windjammer tells his yarn in Ostend
somehow—if they can get across his talk,
which isn’t likely—-"

And he laughed metallically,

A chill ran_down Katie's spine at the
man’s words. They had not suspected,
and they had not found her father. But
suppose they took her aboard the sub-
marine to Ostend!

Suppose her father were too late? She
set her lips resolutely. Her father would
not be too late, and—and if he were, then
she must face the music unmurmuringly.
For his sake she must -not reveal the
deception.

It was far, far more important, she told
herself, that he should be free.

“Carry him down, Gun?” asked the
deep-voiced man. Then he looked over
his shoulder to someone behind. * Here,
Vi, we've got this one all right. The
other fellow escaped, and we haven't seen
him since. DBut this chap is sure
collared.”

A girl came forward, and Katie, hardly
able to throttle her excitement, hali-
opened her eyes. -

“Splendid I said a girl's voice. “If
people will interfere, they surely cannot
grumble at punishment., No doubt a

good many people would welcome a
voyage to Ostend.”

And she laughed.

Disappointed, rather, Katie realised

that the speaker was a stranger. A cul-
tured veice, but not the voice of anyone
at CLiff House.

But she looked up as the figure passed
in front of her. But ?(he girl was wearing
a cloak and a mask. Her head was
covered by the cloak’s hood.

“This is the sailorman—eh?”
the girl suddenly.

“1 reckon so,” nodded the nasal-voiced
man, turning. “ What do you reckon it
is—seaweed?”

The girl did not answer at once,

She pointed to Katie, nud looked over
her head. As she did so, Katie realised
that it was she who held the lantern, for
now it was in her upraised hand while
she pointed to the other.

“Gun,” she laughed softly, “you're a
clever sort of [ocﬁ. Did you ever see
a sailorman with that complexion?™

The tall man gave a sharp exclamation,
and by the grating sound Katie knew
that he had turned. Her heart thumped,
and she moved her wrists.

asked

Bowled out! And they were all about
her!

She half-rose. And then——

Smash !

The girl holding the lantern shrieked,
There was a splinter of glass, and the
lantern fell to the floor, where it spitted,
then spluttered out.

Angry exclamations filled the cave, the
tall man was endeavouring to strike a
match.

But Katie, getting up, dodging past
the startled girl, ran with her ﬁead low,
clean at hin. Cavght completely- un-
awares, the tall man fell clean on his
back
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His hand caught Katie's ankle, but she
kicked the hand savagely with her other
foot. With a gasp he released her, and
Shie?‘ rsnhon. Sl ki

v the square entrance she 5
then clambered through. The huge oil-
skin hampered her movements, but she
wes through, and now searched for the
pockut torch.

Shining it along the tunnel, she saw her
father running straight to her with the
cloaked girl in pursuit. Centring the
powerful rays of the torch upon the girl
and dazzling her, Katie enabled her
father to gain the lead.

Katie, with her father's pen-knife in
her hand, waited. He came scrambling
through—nearly through.

“Hold him!” came an angry shout
from the tall man, and the girl caught
the escaping detective's wrist.

Katie, seeing her father a prisoner,
gripped the girl's hand, and wrenched it
away, and so hard that the girl's knuckles
were cub against the side of the rugged

With a cry the cloaked girl jumped
back, and Katie saw her father tumble
through the hole to safety.

But now the lean man was near.
Another second and he would scramble
through.  Quick as the thought Katie
seized the slab of stone, lifting it with
strength that excitement gave her. i

She jammed it down, and with her
father’s help fixed the slab in position.

“Run, Katie !” he cried. “I will give
you a minute. Don't worry about me; I
shall be all right. I can fix them in.”

She hesitated, anxious for her father's
safety. He, with a quick smile,
his arm about her, and drew her to him.

“ Brave little girl I"" he whispered, kiss-
ing her. “You are the bravest daughter
ever, Katie!”

The man inside was pushing at the
huge slab, and Katie, at a motion from
her father, ran off.

“Back to school!"” he whispered.

And as she ran down the cave the last
.slluebhenrd was the thumping on the stone
slab.

A Curious Find!

“ ETTER find it, I suppose,” said
Clara Trevlyn, with a sigh of
weariness. *‘But next time we
go out, Bessie, you'll stay at

home.”

Which, although a little ambiguous,
was expressive.

“8o will you!” retorted Bessie indig-
nantly. “ How could 1 help dropping the
silly old glove? Anyone would think you
never dropped anything——""

“I don’t go about scattering portions
of my clothing behind me!"” said Clara
sarcastically. .

“Shush, shush!” murmured Barbara
Redfern, with a smile. *“ You're both
careless cuckoos; and if I have any more
arguing I shall leave you both at home

next time. Now, come along, like good
children.”
She smiled, and linked arms with

Clara and Bessie, while Mabel Lynn and
Augusta, also smiling, followed.

It was quite early in the morning,
before breakfast. They had not been up
for more than a few minutes when Bessie
had discovered that on the previous night
she had dropped her glove.

“I dare say she dropped it just outside
Piper’s lodge,” said Clara scornfully.
“fAnd Miss Primrose will carpet the lot
of us——"

“] did—didn't drop it outside liper's
Podge—I mean, iper's lodge. I
dropped it when you banged into me
climbing over the wzll. If vou
badn't— Ow|[”
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She gave a howl, and hopped on cne

oot.

“W-what did you do that for, Babs?”
the gasped.

But Barbara’s face was as solemn as a
wooden idol's, Bessie a moment later
saw why. Connie Jackson was regarding
them coldly,

“I didn’ t see old Connie,” said Bessie,
with a snigger. * S Did she hear me talk-
ing ahout gh!”

That grunt was rmmcd by a dig in the
back from Mabel Lynn.

Bessie, setting hev spectacles straight,
sirode on in indignant silence. Every
time she attempted o speak her remarks
were interrupted by bangs in the back,
and bumps,

““Now,” said Barbara, in relief, when
they weré-in the middle of the quad-
rangle and no one else was in sight,

“what are you yowling for, Bessie?”

=l ! wasn't yowling. I was just telling
Clara—"

Bump !

And Bessie retained silence until they
reached the slanting {ree by which they
had made their exit on the previous
night.

"“This is the place,” said Babs softly.
“For - goodness’ sake, don’t chatter,
Bessie! Even a blind mouse would
guess that we'd broken bounds if it saw
us searching here,”

They spread round
stooped down searching.

“Here it is!” said Mabel Lynn and
Augusta together.

Barbara stared in surprise; fot the two
girls were not standing together.

“Two of them?” she asked.

“No; mine isn't a glove,” said Mabel
Lynn slowly. -

She was frowning, and looking in a
very perplexed manner at something she
held in her hand.

Bessie had taken her glove from
Augusta, and with the others crowded
ronnd Mabel Lynn to sce what that girl
had found.

Tt was a long, tightly-bound roll,
wrapped in brown paper. There was no
pame or address on it, and Mabel, find-
ing the brown paper open at r-itlwl end,
pulled out the contents,

“ Canvas—a picture !”

Amazed eyes stared al the picture
Mabel. Lynn unfurled. It was an oil-
painting, and not a modern one by the
look of it.

““A portrait;

the tree, and

jolly well done, too!”

said "Augusta Anstruther-Browne ad-
miringly. “Looks like some old
Master.”

“Wonder whose it is?"” said Clara

Trevlyn, in surprise. “ Aren’t any col-
lectors of pictures at the school, except
Miss Primrose, and she wouldn’t climb
over the tree to get out.”

“Hardly,” chuckled Mabel Lynn.
“Must belong to someone, though. I—
1 say,” she murmured, “you don't

think it was stolen? It may be one of
Miss Primrose’s that someone tried to
smuggle out and dropped.”

Tt was a startling suggestion, yet one
that was by no means unfeasible,

“Ask her—eh?” said Barbara Red-
fern slowly. “Ov shall T pin it on the
notice-board—no, that won't do, will
it?  Although if the thief is in the
school one of us could hang about and
watch the faces.”

“Better ask Miss Primrose first,” said
Augusta wisely. “Come on; this is

interesting. T wonder if it has any-
thing to do with the people in the
caves "

“ Goodness—yes, it may have !”

With the gosmblhty of its conneclion
with the riddle of the caves, the finding
of the picture had a new interest.
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“Miss anrose won’t be in her study
yet, surely,” said Augusta. “She’s in
ler house—

At that time of the morning the head-
mistress was not likely to have gone into
her study. Sometimes she even break-
fasted in her private house, which was
on the other side of the quadrangle.

The girls, aware of that, turned and
made their way to Miss Primrose’s
private house,

Barbara knocked on the decor, and the
maid smiled when she answered the
knock, and bade them enter.

"Mqu Primrose is in her stady,’
the maid. :

They waited in the hall until she
returned and told them that the head-
mistress would see them.

Miss Primrose they found at her writ-
ing-table, before the open window. Tt
was not a warm morning, but the
mistress was wearing a warm woollen
coat.

“Yes, Barbara,”
the early visit.

1

said

" she said, surprised at
“What do you want?”

“We found this in the quadrangle,
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“In the quadrangle, Miss Primrose.®

“The guadrangle. Surely it cannot be
the same. Yet 1t i5. Look!”

She handed the newspaper to the cap-
tain of the Fourth, and the others
gathered round her.

*Valuable Old" Master Stolen! Pic-
ture Worth Many Thousands!”

The glaring headlines simply jumped
at them.

“¢“Van Steert’s famous
“The, Lady of Sorrow,” which was in
the collection of Lord Lawney, was
ripped from its frame and stolen early
yesterday morning,’ read DBarbara.
““The loss was not discovered for some
hours, althongh a servant afterwards
stated that she had heard noises in the
night. A romance surrounds the picture
(a reproductmn of \\hxch will be found
on page four)—"'"

Barbara broke off and turned eagerly
to the page; then, with wide-opened
eyes the girls stared at an excellent
reproduction of the missing picture.

One glance sufficed to show them that
the picture they had found in the quad-

portrait of

AWKWARD FOR KATIE

view.

A sudden rustle caused Katie to turn the
instrument so that it waa concealed from
“ Hallo ! said the voice of Clara Treviyn.

Miss anrose and thouglht it might be
yours,” said Babs.

Miss Primrose adjusted her spectacles
and took the picture. She unfurled it,
then a look of blank amazement crossed
her face,

* This—this is the stelen Van Steert !”
she cried.

“It is yours, ithen, Miss Primrose?”
exclaimed Barbara Redfern. :

“We thought it was,” echoed Mabel
Lynn.

“Mine 7’ returned the hradmratre«
“Good gracious, no! 1 wish it were,’
che added, with a laugh. *“It is far
more xahmbr- than any of my poor
pictures.”

She reached for a newspaper that lay
upon her desk, opened it, and glanced
through the pages.

In wonderment the girls looked at her.
Barbara glanced questioningly at Mabel
Lynn, as though asking whether the in-
terview were finished, or whether Miss
Primrose had somethmg further to say.

“Ah, here it is,” said the headmistress,
as though in answer to Barbara’s un-
spoken query. ‘“The stolen Van Steert.
Really, it is most amazing. Barbara—
where did you say you found this
picture ¥

rangle was the original of the repro-
duetion.

“My hat!” gasped Clara. “Then
that's the missing Van Steert. Mies
Primrose, but—but how——"

“Yes, Clara, that is the question.
How did it come into the school?”

nodded the headmistress, much amazed.
“TThere is no doubt at all in my mind
that this is the original.  DBut—but—
really—-"

There was silence in the siudy, and
the girls looked from the reproduction
to the portrait itself. In every detail
it was the same. Morcover, the jagged
edge of the painting showed that it had
been cut from the frame.

Barbara read to the end of the column
that dealt with the missing masterpiece,
and when she had finished she placed the
newspaper on the- table.

“We had better inform the police,”
said Miss Primrose. “They must know
of this amagzing occurrence as soon a3
possible.”

“Tozer'll be a fat lot of good,” mur-
mured Clara Trevlyn under her breath.
And the others, knowing the portly vil-
lage policéman, grinned.
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P.-c. Tozer was certainly nof a very

werful or discriminating arm of the
E’w, and his brains would be of little
assistance, if any, in the clearing up of
the mystery.

“Getting on to breakfast-time,” ob-
served Barbara Redfern, looking rather
anxiously at the clock.

“Ah, yes! Dear me, I was quite for-
gclting!' murmured the headmistress.
‘I will see into  this matter, girls.

Hurry now—you mustn't be late for the
meal.”
Only too eagerly Barbara Redfern

turned to the door, and her eompanions,
rather surprised, followed her.

“You're in a jolly hurry,” commented
Clara Trevliyn. “If you hadn't rushed
out she might have let us do some de-
tecting stunts.”

Mabel Lynn smiled.

*‘Babs has got a reason,” she said. “1
know her better than you do, Clara.
Look at that thoughtful frown.”

Barbara broke into a merry laugh.

“Yes, I had a reason,” she said. *1I
read that column in the newspaper right
through, you see, Now, it appears that
this is the third valuable picture that
has been stolen recently. Apart from
pictures, necklaces and various treasures
have been stolen.”

“Well, what about asked
Clara.

“I'm just coming to ft. The police
think that it is some gigantic gang at
work. 1n some mysterions way the stolen
goods have been got out of the country,
allhoui'h_n keen watch has been kept
everywhere.”

She paused and looked at her friends.
('lara  frowned, and Bessie Bunter
blinked. But Augusia suddenly laughed
and clapped her hands.

“Of course, of course !” she exclaimed.

that?”

“ And, moreover, the picture was found’

in the quad.”

“Well, we know that,” said Clara,
rather groffly. “ Why don't u say
what you mean, instead of tlfh'ng in
riddles!"

“ Pictures have been stolen,” smiled
Mabel Lynn, who apparently had seen
what Barbara meant. ‘‘One stolen pic-
ture is found here. Stolen pictures are
aruu?ﬁlvd from the country—"

“The caves!" shouted Clara.

“Shush !”

But Clara did a war-dance, probably
to celebrate her own brightness; and
then Bessie Bunter's circular face was
made oval by a broad smile of under-

atanding,
* Absolutely !"" said Barbara Redfern
excitedly.  “What else can it mean?

“Lhose people in the caves smuggle things
out of the country. The accomplice
waits in the school to receive the stolen
valuables and pass them on to the cave
people.

*(Goodness!”

They paused in the quadrangle and
looked at one another excitedly.

“But—but who is the accomplice?”
demanded Clara.

“Someone who is in communication
with the cave people, obvionsly. Mar-
cia, perhaps; or Katie?”

“Katie—it must be Katie! She was
using that telephone. Watch her!
(oodness,” laughed Mabel Lynn, “what
a feather in our caps if we solve this
rr;y’-.u_!.ery and beat the police to a frazzle,
eh?

“We will,” said Barbara Redfern de-
terminedly. “We'll stick to Katie like
her own shadow ; and, unless I'm a very
had judge, it won't be long before we
bowl her out.”
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L ID you. see that?”

Barbara Redfern asked the
question, and looked quickly
at Mabel Lynn.

“] noticed that she had a letter,”
nodded Mabel.

“Not that; but did you notice the
stamp on it. I saw it in the rack. It
was an old stamp stuck on. Either
someone has iried to trick the post-
office, or someone has tried ‘to give the
impressign that it was sent throu%h the
post, and not delivered by hand.

‘“How do you mean?”

“Why, the date is old, and the stamp
is only marked partially by the rubber
mark the post-cﬁ:a people use. That
letter was really delivered by hand.”

Mabel Lynn nodded.

“Probably,” she agreed. “I suppose
it was sent by the cave people.”

Breakfast was over, and the girls had
gone to lheir studies to -.prepave the
books required for morning lessous. To
follow Katie into her study was impos-
sible, and they did not attempt it.

To control their detective curiosity
was difficult, but they managed to, and
waited along the passage to watch Katie
come out of her study.

But Katie did not make an appear- |

ance. She was sitting at the study table
reading the note she had received.

“Be watchful this morning. Expect
phoning.”

That was all the message contained.
But it was enough. Katie, with a pleased
smile screwed it up, then burnt it until
nothing but powdered ash remained.

Then she went from the study. A
quick look to the left showed her
Barbara Redfern and Mabel Lynn talk-
ing. They appeared to show no interest
in her, and she hurried towards the
Form-room.

The two chums of Study Ne. 4 fol-
lowed her almost immediately, and Katie
noticed then the looks they gave her.
She frowned rather worriedly, for, re-
membering the night before, she knew
they must be suspicious of her

With the best intentions in the world
they might quite conceivably spoil every-
thing. Somehow she must trick them.
And she soon found the scheme, a quite
simple one that suited her purpoze.

Taking a penknife from her desk, she
commenced to sharpen a pencil. Two or
three cuts, then the knife slipped pur-
posely and gashed her finger.

She gave a sharp cry of pain, and
squeezed the finger-tip, from which blood
oozed.

“Katie!"” exclaimed Miss Steel.
“You foolish girl! Run along to the
matron at once and get it bound up!

Hurry !"

And Katie, binding her handkerchief
over the slight woung, hurried from the
study.

She ran then not to the matron, but
to the Fourth Form passage.. To bind
up her finger was but the work of a
moment. Then she hurried up the stairs
along a corridor below the roof, and,
assured that no one was watching,
climbed through a skylight.

Closing the skylight, she crept across
the roof to the skylight that gave on to
the corridor outside the attics.

There she lay, concealed yet able to
see, as she had lain before. She re-
mained there for many minutes before
soft footsteps warned her that someone
was approaching.

But she gave a sigh of disappointment
as she saw that it was only Emily Stokes
the maid.
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She watched the girl walking along the
passage in her slovenly style, whistling a
tune.

Katie smiled amusedly at the girl's
gait; but presently her smile died away,
and sho leaned further forward, staring
at the servant.

She almost gave a ery of amazement,
but stopped herself just in time.

For Emily Stokes’ right hand was
swathed in a bandage.

Was it coincidence? Or was Emily the
accomplice? But Katie Smith smiled at
the thought, and shook her head. Emily,
slovenly speaking, could not be the girl
of the night before—the girl who spoke
with a cultured tone and accent.

Besides, what sensible criminals would
have an accomplice such as Emily? It
was surely absurd !

The servant, still humming, entered
the bed-room, and closed the door noisily.
Katie listened, opening the skylight and
looking along the corridor suspiciously.

Her heart almost stopped beating as to
her ears came a fresh sound—a peculiar
buzzing.

The telephone in the attic buzzing.

What should she do—climb down, or
wait for the accomplice to put in an
appearance ?

She waited not a second, but slithered
through the skylight, landing softly and
skilfully on the corridor below. Outside
the. door she paused, then placed her
hand sofily on the handle.

She pushed, but the door did not
budge, and, glancing down, she saw that
the key was on the inside. The door was
locked on the inside.

She snapped her finger (fretfully.
What a fool she had been! OI course,
the accomplice had been in the roam all
the time! Angrily she looked about her.

Should she remain there, and shout for
help? But the accomplice might hear,
nmr escape by the window. For now
Katie began to think that the accomplice
was not a member of the school at all,
but an outsider who had found some
means of entrance by the roof.

If only she could stay there and send
someone else for help—perhaps then she
would be able to trap tﬂe person as she
came out.

Ah, Emily ! She could send her.

Softly she walked to the door of the
servants’ bed-room. She tapped upon it
gently, then pushed open the door.

“Fmily !" she whispered.

Only a faint echo of her voice answered
her, and, surprised, she entered the
room, looking about her.

But the room was empty!
Stokes had vanished.

So completely dumbfounded by - tha
discovery was Katie that she almost for-
got her reason fer wanting the girl. She -
glanced hastily under the beds, then at
the windows.

But Emily was not to be found, nor

was her means of exit visible.
. Katie went slowly back to the door.
On the threshold, however, she paused,
leaning back. Eyes sparkling, she went
on tiptoe to the wall that bordered one
kide of the adjacent attic.

A second later, with ear pressed to the
wall, she was listening intently to the
faint sounds that came from the next
room.

She could hear someone speaking,
although the words were indistinguish-
able, and her heart beat fast with excite-
ment as she recognised the voice—the
voice of the woman whose hand she had
bitten.

Silently she left the wall, and took
her position outside the attic door.

Emily
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would not be many minutes before the
accomplice .came out of the attic.

Her face was frowning and thoughtful,
although the puzzled look still remained
in her eyes.

Suddenly the voice in the attic ceased ;
and Katie, with a gleam of sudden in-
spiration in her eyes, flew back to the
door of the servant’s bed-room.

From there she had in view both that
room, and the door of the attic.

A faint click sounded, and she locked
at the door of the attic, but it did not
move. She looked then at the servants’
room.

A gasp of amazement left her lips, and
she stepped forward, every muscle tensc.

For a piece of the wall had suddenly
moved outwards; and, like a flash, the
whole secrct was revealed to her.

No need to look at the untidy stock-
ings and slovenly shoes to tell her who
was the accomplice.

A moment later she was facing Emily
Btokes—Emily suddenly whitefaced and
frightened.

“8o it is you,” said Katie—* you,
Emily; and it was your hand 1 hurt last
night—bowled  out—caught in the
act——"

“I—I—— Whai do you mean?”
blustered the girl, going nearer to Katie.
“I haven't done anything!” Her voice
became a whine, and she dropEed on {o
ber knees. ““Oh, don't tell on me!” she
pleaded. *“Don’t tell on me! T was just
a-looking for ghosts!™

She upraised her hands pleadingly, but
Katie Smith gave her a look of scorn.

“Don’t try to trick——""

But there she broke off, for with re-
markable quickness the attitude of the
pleadmg girl changed. Her arms gripped
Katie tightly about the knees, j(er?(in;:
the girl f\onuily to the floor.

Even as Katie opened her mouth (o
shout, she felt a firm hand covering .

Wildly she struggled, but the servant
was older than she,” and surprisingly
strong.

With goggling eyes Katie waiched the
servant’s free hand drag a sheet from the
bed. Next moment, despite her most
frantic struggles, Katie's head was en-
cased in the sheet.

She was gagged, and unable to yell
out for help.

To tie her hands and feet scarcely occu-
pied a second of time.

‘““Now you're finished,” said the girl,
rising, '‘it may be of interest to you to
know that you are too late. You tricked
ue in the caves last night, but it's our
turn now. You may lie here all day
without anyone hearing you. 1 hope you
do. Good-bye!"” .

And, with a stifted laugh, she went
from the room, closing the door behind
her, leaving Katie a helpless prisoner,

Katie struggled madly for many
minutes, but it was not eary to loosen the
bonds, which had been cleverly tied.

If only she could escape before the
accomplice got clear—before she warned
the submarme, and the thieves made
their departure !

She ceased to struggle, panting for
breath, and as she lay quite still, a
buzzing from the next room came to her
ears—another message—and the accom-
phice was gone.

Oh, if only she could get free!

The Riddle of the Caves!

“BARHAR;\, please find Katie
B8mith, and send her to me
immediately !"”
“Yes, Miss Steel.”
Babs answered quickly, then hurried
after her friends to the Form-room.
Second lessons wers over, and new
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there was a ten minutes’ interval before
the next lesson. Katie being still absent
from the Form-room, Miss Steel had
grown angry and impatient.

_ She littlo dreamed- when she asked the
question that Barbara herself was just
hurrying off to find Katie. With her
chums she ran now along the corridor.

“ Where to?” she asked.

“Not much good searching outside.”
szid Augusta quickly. ‘‘She may be in
the school. Clara can take jhose field-
glasses of Miss Steel’s and look from the
roof. She could see Katie if she were
near the eliffs.”

Barbara nodded curtly, and led the
way upstairs, while Clara ran off to
fetch the powerful field-glasses which had
been of service to them before.

Athletic and energetic, Clara quickly
caught up the others just as they were
upon the upper landing.

“The attics first,” said Babs. “This
end one.” And she flung open the
door, then she stepped back and pointed
to the floor, “Look!” she gasped.
“The telephone hidden under the flcor-

boards—"
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She dropped through ihe skylight
neatly, her eyes shining vith excile
ment.

“We can caltch her if we use bikes}”
she said. “Come on! What's the
matter 7" she cried, looking sharpiy at
Barbara Redfern.

Babs pointed to the quadrangle below.

“That crowd outside Miss Primrose’s
house!” she said. *“There's old Tozer
there "

Almost before she had finished the sen-
tence they were streaking down the
stairs. In another moment they had
joined the group that surrounded the
gwadmisimss' house.

No need to ask what had happened.
FEveryone was talking at once, discussing
it

“The stolen picture explained
Freda Foote. ‘‘You know, the picture
you found. Miss Primrose’s servant was
bound and gagged, and the picture
stolen. A girl in drill-dress, probably
Marcia——""

She stared in surprize as Babs & Co.,

(R

“ MARCIA’S HAT AND DRESS!”

parcel a drill dreee. A crumpled hat followed !

Thoy stood amazed as
Augusta drew from the

They stared at the loose floorboard
which had not been replaced, and under
which the telephone could be seen dis-
tinetly. .

“And there—look
wall! It's a door!”
Lynn.

She crossed to it, and flung it open.

A moment later she had vanished from
sight into the servants’ bed-room. A
call from her brought the others to her
side. E

Mebel Lynn pointed to the floor, on
which lay sheets, knotted strangely,
scattered about.

“What on earth can it mean? Has—
has someone tried to escape by making
a sheet ladder——"

at that eé);me of
exclaimed Mabel

“The window is not open!"” pointed
out Augusta. ““There has been a
struggle, by the look of it. Ah, loak!

Katie’s hair-riband! What has she been
doing, I wonder 1"

Clara did not waste time in words.
Field-glasses in hand, she elambered up
on to the roof, and from that rather un-
safe perch she viewed the surrounding
landscape.

“Yes, yes!” she cried excitedly.
“There's Katie running like the wind !
I can see her—"

instead of replying, vaced across the
quadrangle to the eycle-shed.

“It’s Katie, of course!” said Babs.
“Come along! Ride like mad !”

She set the example, and tore across
the quadrangle, although cycling there
was forbidden. Rules and regulations
were unheeded just then, however.

Down the lane they went at a spank-
ing pace. The pace quickly became (oo
hot for Bessie Bunter, and she dropped
behind. But they could not wait for her.
The four of them sped on, sending the
dust seurrying.

Bumping over " fields they .went,
scarcely noticing the jars and the vibra-
11on.

Then on the cliff-head they flung down
their machines, and Barbara, running to
the clifi-top, stood there mottonless.

“Oh, gracious! A submarine! Look!
Look !

Even as she spoke the sinister vescel
rose from the water.

But Clara Trevlyn jerked her friend's
arms. )

“Look on the beach below !” she ex-
claimed excitedly. * Don’t you see?
Katie Smith and Marcia i

She focussed the field-glasses, and the
expression on her face changed.
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“It's Katie!” she said slowly, in a
strange tone. “But she's bound hand
and foot—-""

“ And Marcia?”

“It isn't Marcia. T can’t see her face.
Now I can.” Gracious, - Babs! . 1t's
Emily Stokes, the servant!”

“Emily Stokes!”

They echoéd her amazement, and were
so petrified that they stood motionless,
walching the figures on the beach below
—uwatching them carry Katie Smith,
halplesn. into the rowing-boat.

““They're kidnapping her! Quick!”

Babs shouted, and the figures «n the |

beach turned. Katie Smith saw them,
and a wild cry left her lips—a cry that
reached the ears of her friend on the cliff-

read.

“Cliff House, rescue! Rescua!"

And Babs, Mabs, Clara, and Augusta
could not hear that cry and stand
motionless. So quickly did they descend
the cliff face that it seemed they were
sliding down.

The figures by the boat paused, uncer-
tain whether to stay and struggle, or get
away quickly to the submarine.

And their hesitation lost them seconds.
Before the boat wes proEarly launched
Babs & Co. were down the beach. To-
gether fearlessly the{ rushed at the kid-
nappers. Emily Stokes stood back; one
of the men shouted.

Then Clara, with a bull-like rush, sent
the supposed servant splash into the
water !

Babs and Mabs clutched at helpless
Katie, and lifted her from the boat.

Their success, however, was but short-
lived. “From the caves hurried other
figures—a muscular, wiry-framed woman
and the man with the nasal voice.

It was only a matter then of finding
cord to bind their feet and wrists.

And the cave peoplg were not at a loss
for that.
+ “QGobt them!" snarled the woman.
“You're a fine 'un, Vi, you are! This
is your fault. Get them aboard the
ship, Gun. We've got to get clear of
here!”

Unable to struggle, the five CIff
glous-e girls were packed in the boat, and
6ne sturdy sailorman was deputised to
fow them out.

“Done!” groaned Clara. “Who
would have thought this would happen’
And no one knows where we are.”

‘ None, except Bessie,” nodded Babs.
“We're done! Bessie can't do any-
thing. They’ve kidnapped us, and good-
noss knows when we shall get back.”
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Smith quietly. “There is still my father
antt——

“ Your father?”

And then, realising that the game was
nearly played out, she told the girls
her father's secret, and also how she had
escaped half an hour earlier, She spoke
in cautious whispers so that the boatman
should not hear.

“My hat!'  Katie, you topper!”
chuckled Clara. “To think that all the
time you've been foozling us! What a
cheak! Anyway, let's hope your pater
is—— Hallo! Here wa are!”

The boatman had drawn alongside the
submarioe, and someone on the sub
marine deck was preparing to take them

in. =

He had just caught hold of Barbara's
arm when there came a frantic shout
from the shore.

*“What's the matter with Gun?" asked
the man on deck. He turned leisurely.
Then his expression changed. “Ship!"”
lie exclaimed briskly. “But what's the
matter with' Gun?" ~ :

The girls looked back to the shore,
and had a brief glimpse of another row-
ing-boat, containing those who had been
on the beach. They wers rowing madly
and quickly, as though their lives de-
pended upon it.

“Destroyer!” said the man on the
submarine hoarsely. “A T.B.D.! Oh,
Jemima, we're done!”

For a2 moment the girls did not under-
stand. Dut a moment later they caught
sight of a fast-moving boat that cut the
water away from its bows. And it was
coming straight for the submarine.

Wild shouls came from the other row-

ing-boat. But whatever the orders thay
gave the men on the submarine did not
understand.

They were just staring at the

destroyer, bewildered and fascinated by
1t

Nearer it came, and the rowing-hoal
behind the girls was turned round in an
attempt to reach the shore, and so
escape. But panic seemed to be reign-
ing, som2 wishing to reach the sub-
marine, others the shore. And in the
chaos the boat turned in ridiculous
circles.

But the destroyer was alongside now,
its decks crowded, and through a mega-
phone a voice that Katie knew so well
shouted :

“The game's up, Gun Fisher!
to, or you'll be sorry for it.”

“ Daddy,” cried Katie Smith, “we’ve

Heave
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For the second rowing-boat came
slowly towards the submarine. 5

- . . . .

“It seems too wonderful for words!”
declared Katie. -

She looked round at the other faces
in the crowded study, and finally her
gaze rested upon her father at the head
of the table,

There was great rejoicing in the
Fourth Form Common-room that even-
ing, and Katie Smith's father was the
guest of honour. Katie sat on one side
of him and Marcia Loftus, very white-
faced, on the other.

“Too awful!"” corrected Marcia, with
a shiver. “That woman on the sub-
marine was a hundred times worse than
Miss Steel. They tricked me down to
the caves with that false code message,
and then kidna?pe,d me, and took me on
the submarine.”

“How many times did they take you
across to the Continent?” asked Katie's
father.

“1 don't know. A good many times,”
said Marcia, brightening slightly, as she
realised that she could make herself
quite a heroine,

“And to think that that servant,
Emily, deceived us all the whole time!
It was rather clever to disguise as
Marcia. We all thought you were ebout
in the district, Marcia.”

“(h, they were clever!” nodded Mr.
Smith. “Their scheme, of course, was
taking stolen goods out of the country
and bringing in contraband.. They aro
merely one link in an enormous criminal
secret society, so big that it was almost
a small free state.”

“Well, that branch is finished,” said
Barbara Redfern, in relief. “They’ll be
in prison for some time, I suppose?”

“Yes, years,” mnodded Mr, Smith,
“and you all contributed right nobly in
their capture. But the chief of all was
Katie. Some day she'll be a great de-
tective.”

“I hope s0," smiled Katie.

“Here's to Katie,
laughed Clara.

And glasses were promptly emptied
in salute of the triumphant conclusion of
the strange adventure. The Riddle of
the Caves had been solved, the stolen
Van Steert had been found in the
thieves' possession, and returned with
many other stolen treasures.

But it was mainly thanks to Katie
Smith that the conclusion had been so
triumphant, and her toast was drunk
not once but many times,

the detective!

“We're not done yet!" said Kalie | won—we've won!" THE END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.
. e — ——— Y
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CHARACTERS IN THIS STORY,
RUTH HOPE, a beautiful, fair-haired girl
of fifteen, who, with her father, has come
to live at Rosedale Mancr, formerly in the
possession of the father of
SYLVIA SEVERANCE, a dark-haired, vindic-
tive girl, a year or saq older than Ruth.
—

Hardly has Ruth arrived at the Manor
than Sylvia taunts her by saying that Ruth’s
father, Johm Hope, has no right to the pos-
session of the estate—in other words, he has
stolen it! And, to her horror, her father
returps only an evasive answer.

Ruth receives three five-pound notes from
her father, who has made one of his fre-
quent mysterious departures, and then is
shocked fo learn that the same notes are
wanted by the police. Te add to her
worries. an atfempt is made to break info
her father's room, and Ruth herseli takes
possession of cerfain important documents
to prevent them being stolen.  And then
two policemen arrive and secarch the heuse,
Tor some reason which they do not divulge.
On their departure Ruth looks out of the
window, and there she sees them walking
down the lanme—with her father between
them! “Arrested!” grins  8ylvia. And
really that seems to be the only construc-
tion to be placed on the incident. Then
Ruth discovers that Mr. Severance is hiding
in the grounds of the Manor, and this leads
ler to believe that the position of the
Severances is not so strong as they try to
make out. Shortly afterwards Sylvia leaves
the house, saying she is going inte the
village, hut Ruth guesses that it is her object
to visit her father.

(Read on from here.)

Caught!

ND Ruth was right.
Sylvia did not make any
attempt to go down to Rosedale,

but instead she hurried down the
drive, cut off to the left, and for some
little time she waited on a knoll of
ground scanning the distant Tush
meadow, or “The Wilderness,” as Mr.
Hope had christened it.

Earlier in the day she had left a note
in the woodpecker's nest. He should be
here,

Why didn't he come, so that she could
tell him how wonderfully well she had
succeeded. Of the key she had found in
Miss Hope's room, of the opened study
and the envelope of papers she had dis-
covered.

Why, she had found the letter first go
off, and now——

Now her father would be able to prove
his right to the Manor, and banish those
Hopes for good. |

“Is that you, Sylvia?”

A covert whisper came through the
darkness, and now the familiar figure of
Mr. Beverance loomed up specirally in
the gloom.

“ Father!”

She ran forward and gripped his hand.

“What luck?”’

“Found them, found the one you
want!” she eried. “Oh, father -y

He looked nervously about him.

“It is dangerous to talk here, now
that we are within an inch of success.
The hut in the rush meadow, we will go
there. Give me the paper.”

Sylvia drew the envelope she had
found in the study from her blouse and
handed it to him, and then, laking his
hand, the two hurried through the night.

Down over the firm ground and on to
the little path he knew se well.

“Be careful, Sylvia!” ne cautioned,
when he came to the spot where Ruth
had found his footmarks had come to an
end. *“Follow me!"

He led the way, and she crept closely
behind him. Once she made a false step,
but only a wet foot was the result of 1it,
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And there Ruth eaw the outline of a policeman’s form !
inte her heart.

‘The sight sent foar

and at last they were through the morass
and into the clearing.

The stars shone down on his little
place of secrecy,

‘“Hidden, as safe as a moat-ringed
castle !” he whispered,

“Come!”

He took her hand and they crossed the
clearing, and entered the hut.

Groping along a ledge he found an
electrie torch, and switched it on.

Then feverishly he drew out the
papers. His eyes lit on the first one,
and he registered his light on it.

" Without a doubt!” he cried. “This
is the one, Sylvia—this is the one!”

‘“ And now——"’

He slipped the letter back, and
brought his hand down on the enve-
lope.
“Now—now T can face John Hope,
and fearlessly, Sylvia!” he eried.

Suddenly he looked up, for a sound,
an unfamiliar sound, had echoed through
the night.

“ What was that?”

He ran to the door of the hui, and
Sylvia followed him. She peered over
his shoulder just as he staggered back,
trembling and terrorstricken.

The lights from two police lanterns
were flickering in the clearing.

“Yes, there are lights there!
you see them, Sylvia?”

My, Severance gasped rather than said
the words, and it became noticeable that
he was trembling; noticeable to Sylvia,
who watched those lanterns that dis-
tantly seemed like fireflies in the
BuINmer grass,

“How did they come here?" he whis-
pered. **We must have been betrayed.
But stay d

He breathed with relief as he saw that
the lights had vanished.

But only for a moment did they dis-
appear; the next, their twinkling little
beams threw dashes of radiance over the
damp grass.

Somewhere a night-bound bird, roused
from its rest, lofted on a strong wing,
and with & wild, an unearthly call to
ite mate, disappeared into the gleom
akove some aged pollards,

Dou’t

A muttered exclamation came from
the distance—ample evidence that thosd
lights were held by human hands and no
radiant mysteries of the night, no will-o'-
the-wisps, as Mr. Severance had fancied,

“We must have been followed—
followed—by whomi”

But Sylvia could not answer. \

Why should her father be afraid? che
asked herself. 5

The papers were in his possession; that
important letter that he had declared
would save the whole situation was now
resting in his pocket.

Now he would have proof enough—
proof that the Hopes were upstarts.

And the Hopes would have te go!

It was a thought that inspired Sylvia.

“We must get away—out of this!”

The whispered words of her father
brought her back to earth with a jar.

“Go?”" she murmured, incredulous.

“Yes—yez!” he whispered. ‘“The
time is not opportune for me to expose
Hope. It would never do to accuse him
here—back to the Manor——"

Heo caught at her hand. \

“Behind the hut!” he whispered.
“There 18 a door! Perhaps we could
elude them in the dark, And then to
the path. Come!”

Without more ado he drew her back
into the hul, and, lifting a beam at the
extreme end of the little building, he
revealed the presence of an exit, and
through this they crept.

They seemed like wraiths of the night
as they stole out into the clearing.

To their ears came the sound of sub«
dued voices, and then a call through tho
night.

“Who is there?”

A few yards in front of them thera
gleamed the light of a lantern, bué
before its radiance could fall on their
faces, Mr. Severance had dragged
Sylvia down into the tall grass.

“H'm!” they heard a voice exclaim,
“Thought I heard something then!”

The sound of very soft footfalls walk-
ing away from this neighbourhood cama
to their ears,

Mr. Severance was breathing heavily,
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“Thav was a narrow shave!” he whis-
pered. “Perhaps we can win to safety
now !” i

Sylvia shivered.

“Clome; we must make a dash for it!”

Sylvia felt her hand grabbed, and she
was rushing across the clearing, and—

The -next moment she was nearly
blinded by a broad ray of light—the
light from a big lantern, and in its glare
sho saw the deathly pale face of Mr.
Severance—the face of her father.

It was a picture of pitiful fear. The
lips trembled, and the eyes were the
oyes of a hunted thing.

And the bearer of the light!

In all the grimness of %i.q calling he
towered—or seemed to tower—above
them. -

It was the-inspector.

He barred the path—baried the way to
safety, held the neck of that only path
from the clearing!

They were caught! s s

. The inspector did not speak. All this
time he had been standing in an attitude
that suggested dire consequences for Mr.
Severance if he made any attempt to
force his way past the law.

, Now, and as Mr. Severance spoke,
inspector drew a whistle and blew thre#
shrill blasts on it.

As he did so Sylvia’s father ran for-
ward, but & firm hand on his shoulder
held him back.
¢ “Won't pay to attempt anything of
that sort, sir!” . said the ' inspector
‘gruffly.  “There are men waiting the
other end of the path; it would be
useless !"

Mr. Severance fell back, and now two
constables came running forward, and
the light of their lanterns revealed the
inspector’s face to Sylvia.

Tt was the man who had called at the
Manor—the man who had been inter-
ested in her movements.

He evidently saw the look of recog-
nition, for he smiled strangely.

“Caught you this time, little lady!”
he said not unkindly. “It is a good
thing for you that you are as young as
you are, otherwise the law might have
had something to say about the way you
tried deliberately to foil the workings of
its justice!"

er father was not speaking, and now
as she looked at him, looked at that
swaying and bowed-headed figure, a
terrible feeling of terror surged through
her whole being.

He looked guilty—very guilty. But,
no, that could not be, for he had the
paper that could clear him. Had he not
said so?

It was a pretence; that was what it
was, He was playing some part,

“Mr. Severance,” said the inspector
aharpl_v', “shall we go back to the Manor,
or—

Sylvie's father looked up, and now his
faco seemed stronger, his manner more
assured,

“The Manor!”™ he answered. “I do
not know what your object is, inspector,
although I admit that you should think
it strange for me to Le found in so lonely
a spot as the rush meadow.”

! He paused.

“1If it is of interest to you to know it,”
he added, “I have only been waiting
there to watch events, and now—now
things have happened just as I fancied
they would.

“H'm!” exclaimed the inspector.
“We will hear all about that Ilater,
Mr. Severance.”

Sylvia felt reassured.
confirmed her thoughts.

He had been playing a part. He was

Her father had

*,

y evidence——"" -

#sure of his evidence. This inspector
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would have to eat humble pie, and the
Hopes, they would have to go—and soon.

“Shine your lanterns on the path,
lads,” said the inspector. “I am none
too sure of the way. Mighty treacherous
here, this water and morass.”

One of the constables stepped forward,
and very carefully, very gingerly, began
to guide the party back through the
morass,

At last they were on the firm ground,
and the superstitious country policemen
could breathe again.

Even the inspector, an experienced
man, had not relished that journey into
the morass.

A chill wind had come with the
evening, and Sylvia shivered as the party
proceeded at a quick pace in the direction
of the Manor.

Her brain was working quickly, and she
was trying to peer into the future, to
determine what would be the outcome
of all this,

It was decidedly unfortunate that her
father had been found in that lonely and
secret place, for the fact seemed to
suggest his guilt; and yet, as she
thought, the fact was weighed upon her
that his explanation was very sound.

He had been staying there to investi-
gate and discover proof of Mr. Hope's
raud. And now he had that proof. She
was sure of it. g

Somehow, though, it all seomed a trifle
unreal to Sylvia.

The little party halted, and Mr.
Severance looked askance at the
inspector. :

“Well?” he queried.

But the inspector did not answer.

Very firmly he walked towards the
large door, and with an authoritative
knock he sent a noisy summons througn
the old place.

/And the sound came to the ears of a
girl—a girl who, aroused by the sound of
many feet on the gravel paths earlier
in the night, had ceased her preparations
for the night, and had dressed and
waited, timorous and apprehensive.

It was Ruth,

To her the night had seemed fiiled
with sound, and once, leaning ont of
her window, she had seen the outline of
a policeman’s form.

The man had been standing beneath
her very window, and as she had looked
out had walked away with noisy footsteps,

The sight had sent fear into her heart.

To her it had szeemed that she was
being watched, and the thought made her
fear for her father.

How long she had waited in her room
she did not know; but what she wid
know was that in her terror she had
taken the precious papers from their place
of concealment, and had secreted them
in a safer place—next her heart.

Now that insistent knocking was
dinning into her mind, and as she ran
to the door, frightened and unnerved, the
rush of footsteps on the stairs came to
her ears.

Switching off the light, she flung the
door open, and came face to face with
Mildred and Miss Hope.

They had paused on her landing just
as she opened her door, and Ruth saw
at once the gleam of triumph in Mildred’s
eyes.

“The moment has arrived!" snapped
out Mildred. “Don't think that I didn’t
see him. 1 saw him sneaking up to the
Manor, and through the window.”

Ruth's hands stole to her heart,

Twopence,

“What do you mean?"” she whispared,
“Whom did you see?”

Mildred laughed harshly.

“The new squire—the squire who will

soon be something else—your father!” -

she cried. And then she ran lightly
down the stairs.

“The police again!” said Miss Hope.
Her face was chalk white. Mildred's
words had {rightened her.

“I saw them coming up the drive—
a number of them—with lanterns, There
was & girl.”

She spoke brokenly, hurriedly, and as
though to the air rather than Ruth, for,
with her words seid, she followed in the
wake of Mildred.

Ruth paused, irresolute,

She was afraid now, terribly afraid.
The whole air seemed charged with
impending bad fortune.

Mildred had seen her father creep back
to the Manor. That accounted for the
watching policeman,

And now!

No doubt they had caught him—were
bringing him back here. p

Slowly she walked down the stairs, and
as she did so the sound of loosened
chain, bar, and opening portal, came to
her ears.

A crowd of people seemed to be coming
into the Manor. Her frenzied eyes saw
the uniforms of the policemen, :

Her father would be there—there in
their charge, handeuffed and humbled. -

Could she go down?

Her senses seemed to be leaving her;
but she told herself that she must fight
against her weakness. There was some-
thing to be faced, and face it she would.

With firmer tread now she descended

the stairs and came into the hall,
. She saw the group of people, saw the
inspector, and—yes, but what could this
mean? Why did Bylvia look so pale?
Her hair looked untidy, and her feeb
were wet, Splashes of mud were on
her skirt. i :

Sylvia had been assisting the police—
yes, that must be it.

“Ah, here is Miss Hope !"

The inspector had swung round, and,
as he did so, a gasp of astonishment
came to Ruth's lips.

It was not her father they had brought
back to the Manor.
- Mr. Severance!

She saw the policemen ringed about
him, and, with a trembling word of in.
quiry on her lips, she approached the
inspector.

There-was a peculiar smile on the man's
lips, and his eyes seemed strange.

“Sorry to disturb you at this hour,
Miss Hope,” he said; “but it had to ve
done !”

Ruth was at a loss to know what all
this meant, but then, in a flood, realisa-
tion came to her.

Mr. Severance had come voluntarily—
come to charge her father with theft.
That was.it!

The inspector was speaking, but only
faintly could she hear what he was
Baying.

“It would be better if we adjourned
to Mr. Hope's study !”

His Ygs, my father's study—my father

Ruth found herself speaking mechani-
cally, and she led the way in the same
manner; the whole of the party flocked
towards the private room of Mr. Hope.
There was a wait whilst Miss Hope sent
Mildred for the key.

Ruth waited as one in a dream. Was
all this true? What did it all mean?

The door of the study was opened, and
the inspector stood aside for Ruth to
enter the room.

“It's a wretched busineas!"
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_ The inspector was speaking to her, and
she told herself that she must collect all

~ her wits,

. There might yet be something she

~ could do to save her father.

" The blood drained from Ruth's face.

Mildred bhad seen him come back—

. come back secretly to the Manor.

Oh, why had he come—why ?

They would find him—perhaps had
found him.

If only Sylvia—Mr. Severance—
Mildred would speak—anything that
might destroy this terrible atmosphere—
this tension !

Ruth raised her eyes and looked at Mr.
~ Beverance.

They were torturing her—that was
' what they were doing.
[ Their strength of position was un-
L_‘ doubted. They could take their time—
|

they could let her suffer.

Now the members of the parly were
all looking at her—their eyes seemed to
burn into her brain.

The inspector looked about him, and
shook his head.

“T don't understand it!” he muttered.

Mr. Severance had raised his head, and
was looking keenly at the inspector.

_ “Now,"” he thundered, * perhaps you
i will let me know what all this means!”

Ruth paled. There was such assurance
in his voice.

Mr. Severance looked about the study,
and then, walking deliberately over to
her father's desk, he seated himself at it,
and looked sternly at the inspector.

‘“1 demand to have Mr, IHope pro-
duced !” he said coldly. ‘' This matter
has got to be cleared up. I have been
ousted from the Manor by a fraud, and I
formally charge Mr. llope of having
robbed me of my monies and my
estate!”

Ruth siepped back. She had heard

' what she had expected to hear. Ther=
was finality here—tervible finality !

The inspector looked awkward.

It seemed as though he had expected
to find someone in this study on their
entry. He was at a loss for words with
which to answer.

Not so Sylvia.

Her quick brain had become enlight-
ened by this dramatic, demand of her
father’s,

“You are back home, father!” she
cried. “Back here to prove that you
have been cheated out of what was yours
by right, and that I have heen cheated
as well !

Sylvia turned a flaming face to Ruth's.

“Listen to that, Ruth Hope!” she
eried. *“Take this in, and realise that I
made no idle boast when I said that

. your father's guilt would be proved!"

Sylvia's eyes were alight with triumph
as 5{12 looked about her.

“What has been gossip so long is now
-going to be proved as real fact!” cried

ylvia. “There is nothing against my
father, but against Mr. Hope!”

She laughed mockingly.

““See, Ruth Hope!” she shrilled, indi-
cating her father. * My father has come
back—and in honour !”

Ruth lowered her eyes as
pointed a scornful finger at her.

“Where is your father skulking?”

_cried Sylvia. “ He is in the Manor some-
where—the police know that. He fan-
cied that the police wanted my father—
when, in reality, they want yonrs. Yes,

Rauth Hope, they want your father, for
he is gnilty of tgel't s

Sylvia

?.
E._

I
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Startling Revelations!
UTH stood as one who has received
R a staggering blow, and to her, at
that moment, it »d that even
the frail hold she had had on the
edge of the precipice was being taken
from her.

Miss Hope—feeling the uiter disgrace
of the Hopes—stood with bowed heaa.

There was a strange look on the face
of the inspector.

He eyed Mr. Severance keenly, as if
trying to discover what really lay behind
that confidence.

“T must say,” said the inspector at
last, *“that things have not quite turned
out as I expected!”

Sylvia Severance flashed a meaning
glance at Miss Hope.

The inspector looked about him, as<
though the corners of this plainly
furnished study might conceal some un-
known figure who was lurking in them.

“It seems as though Mr. Hope Is
afraid to face the music!” said Mr.
Severance, with a light laugh. “ You sece,
mspector, you have been engaged in the
finding of a mare’s-nest !”

He paused.

il
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the biting retort. “Amnd you have no
right to ask any questions!”

“1 will not answer!” he fumed,

“H'm!” exclaimed the inspector,
“That remains to be seen!”

My. Severance looked about him just as
a wild animal looks when it is brought to
bay. )

The inspector snapped his book close,
and walked towards the door, looked out
into the gussage. and then returned, as
though thoroughly satisfied with some-
thing or other.

“Now, it seems,” he said, “that Mr.
Hopa has in his possession a certain
letter, and also some papers, that directly
incriminate you!”

Mr. Severance laughed.

“He has only to produce them,” he

answered. “I know of no such evi-
dence.”

“Are you sure?” asked the inspector
sharply.

“Positive !”

As Mr. Severance spoke he leaned for-
ward and looked keenly at the inspector.

“And now, inspector,” he cried, “let
us end all this tomfoolery—let us get to
real business. Mr. Hope had nothing

L 3

. Flﬂl;r 1" exclaimed Ruth, and with a cry she ran into his arme.

“1 am afraid, inspector,” he added
“that I ehall have fo report this whole
matter to a higher aunthority !”

The inspector nodded.

“Maybe the opportunity will be given
you, Mr. Severance!” he said shortly.
“PBut first perhaps you will not mind
obliging me with a few facts—"

Mi. Severance brought his fist down
on the desk with a dull thud.

“1'll do nothing of the kind !” he cried.
“Here am I, the Squire of Rosedale,
displaced by fraud, dgered by the
police, and now that I am able to prove
how I have been wronged, I am to
cross-examined, just as though I were
some thief !"

“I1 know that it goes against the
grain,” he answered. *“I can just
imagine how any innocent person would
feel being put to such a test, but you
heve to remember that Mr. Hope has
been suspected; he has had to suffer
more than you have !”

The inspector drew out his notebook.

“1f yon will kindly oblige—just a few
details I he suggested.

“I'll oblige you with nothing!" came

against me—never has had anything
against me !”

Sylvia swung round.

“But I have evidence against that gir
there !” she cried, pointing at Ruth. “She
has notes—five-pound notes—notes that
are wanted by the police ! ¥

The inspector smiled softly, and, turn-
ing to a constable, beckoned him to his
side, and whispered something in his

ear. Y
The man nodded as the inspecior
turned to Sylvia. .

As his daughter had been speaking a
strange change had come over .Elr.
Severance’s face, He looked nervous—
ill al ease.

“Perhaps you will go with Hawkins
here and get ihose notes,” said the in-
spector to Sylvia.

Ruth's heart was beating hammer-
strokes, and now she was holding on 1o
the back of a chair to keep herself from

falling.
The notes—thos> notes her father flad
asked her to keep back! 4
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!-{ere was the end—firal proof of his
uilt !
X Hawkins, the constable, followed
Bylvia from the study, for Syivia had not
waited a moment.

And when they had gone a deathly
silence settled over the study—a silence
that couid almost be felt.

It seemed ages that the two were absent
from the room, but really only a few
nioments passed before they returned,
Sylvia bearing some five-pound notes in
triumph !

She knew very well where they had
been placed; it had not taken her long
to find them.

“There you are!” she cried, glancing
at Ruth. *“Ask that girl why she never
attempted to spend them! Look at the
numbers, and look at this newspaper cut-
ting. Those notes are wanted by the
police I

Then, to Ruth’s utter stupefaction, she
saw Sylvia draw the newspaper cutting
from her purse. It was the cutting that
she had fancied lay soaked and forgotten
at the bottom of tie lily pool.

The inspector took the notes, and he
smiled as he took them.

He gave one glance at the cutting.

“Most’ valuable evidence!” he ex-
claimed. “It certainly implicates Mr.
HD}JG [

“My father!”

Ruth cried the words in frenzied tones,
and turned towards the inspector,

This was terrible—too terrible - to be
borne.

“Perhaps you know more about Mr.
Hopa, miss,” said the inspector. ““Per-
haps there is other evidence.”

Sylvia's face was flushed as the in-
spector turned to her.

“I do—I do!"” she cried. ““There were
other papers—an envelope of them. Bhe
has been hiding them! Perhaps she has
them with her now!” A

The inspector nodded, and looked
sternly at Ruth.

“Is this true?" he asked sharply.

“Yes,” she whisperad.

THE SCHOOL FRIEND.

The inspector’s eyes lit up.

“Then you must give them to me, and
now !” he said. * Come, Mirs Hope, else
I shall have to arrest you!”

With a sob, she drew the envelope
from her blouse, nor did her eyes see the
look that was on the face of Mr. Sever-
ance—the strained, excited look!

“There!” cried Sylvia. “At last,
Ruth Hope, we shall know the truth—
the truth about those papers!”

“Yes,” murmured the inspector, “the
truth—the truth at last!”

He took the envelope from the trem-
bling hands of Ruth, and his glance at
her was kind.

Miss Hope was gasping.

“Ruth was the thief of those papers!”
she whispered. “You were right, Sylvia
—she stole them !”

Sylvia laughed harshly.

““Of course she stole them!" she cried.
“] knew all the time!” She swung
round. “Daddy!” she exclaimed.

Mr. Severance had gone deathly pale,
but he steadied himself with an effort.

“All the excitement !” he murmured.

“Poor Mr. Severance!” gaid Miss

_Hope, in cringing tones;

He took no notice.
“Now,” said the inspector, “we seem

to be getting nearer to the object of all
these happenings this evening—much
nearer !”

He looked at Mr. Severance.

“You, Mr, Severance,” he exclaimed,
“accuse Mr, Hope of being a thief?”

“1 do,” said Sylvia’s father, his tones
shaky and uncertain.

“Then we know that much,” said the
inspector shortly, as, very quietly, very
calmly, he took the papers out of the
envelope and scanned them carefully.

Suddenly Mr. Severance sprang from
his chair and tried to snatch the letters
from the inspector’s grasp, but a con-
stable pushed him back into his seat.

“No, you don't, sir!” cried the con-
stable, Hawkins.

Mr. Severance was clawing at the desk
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now, and the inspector was looking at
him very keenly indeed—very keenly.

“So you deny that Mr., Hope has any
documents in his possession that in-
criminate you, Mr, Severance!” said the
inspector coldly. *

“I do—I do!” said Mr. Severance bit-
terly.

“Even a letter in which you admit
vour guilt in having swindled a com-
pany ?” asked the inspector calmly.

“That I most emphatically do!” cried
Mr. Severance. *No such letter exists!”

““ Are you sure, Severance?”

The words were spoken in deep tones—
familiar tones to Ruth, for, with amazed
and frightened eyes, she looked at the
entrance to the study and the figure who
stood on the threshold of the room.

“Father!” she exclaimed; and she ran
forward—ran into his arma.

“Calm, child! Be calm!” he whis-
pered. )

““Oh, how brave you are, daddy!” she
whisrpm'ed. “They have come lo arrest

ou!”

But he had no eyes for her now; his
gaze was on the pale fice of Severance,

“Are you sure, Severance!” he thun-
dered.

“Yes,"” cried Severance, rising to his
feet.

With calm precision Mr. Hope slipped
his hand inside his inner pocket and
drew out a letter, which he handed to
the inspector.

“Read that,
quietly.

And the inspector read it—read it out
to those in the room, the letter that
Ruth had copied and allowed Sylvia to
steal from Mr. Hope's desk

Sylviu's face was a picture in blank
astonishment. Mr. Severance had
lowered his eyes for fear that those in
the room might see them and their guilt,

Sylvia's hands were gripped fast, her
teeth were biting her lips.

She had been fooled—fooled, had
fallen into a trap, and had led her father
mto 1t.

But stay——

The inspector was looking at Mr.
Severance.

“What I have read is evidence against
you,” he said. “But we had evidence
without that. These papers here "—he
tapped the bundle taken from Ruth—
“these papers make it clear what a
scoundrel you are! Youn defrauded
people, and should have been arrested
long ago, would have been arrested had
not Mr’., Hope taken compassion on
you——

He paused, and now Ruth was looking
with amazed eyes into her father’s face.
Had she been robbed of her senses? Was
all this true or idle imagining?

It couldn't be true, for a few minutes
since her father's guilt had been plain.

But now——

The inspector was continning. She
listened, and as she listened the
realisation that this was all true came
to her.

“Took compassion on you!" said the
inspector.  “Bought your estate when
he knew that you had defrauded him,
bought it to save you, and fancied you
had gone out of the country with the
proceeds. Promised to look after your
daughter and never let her know the
truth, and even when his daughter was
called the daughter of a tluef, even
when lying stories were put about, he
kept his word to you."

The inspector paused.

inspector !" he said

“With what ingratitude you repaid
him!” he cried. “You bade your
daughter poison the minds of people

against him because you envied his
honesty, and you used your daughter as
a means of gelting these papers which
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incriminate you hopelessly. But a loyal
girl uarded them. Ruth Hope is
résponsible for saving her father.”

The inspector indicated the notes—the
five-pound notes.

“These notes were paid by you to Mr.
Hope,” he said, ‘“‘and with the inten-
tion that Mr. Hope weuld be suspected
when he exchanged them. But he
knew, and yet he never betrayed you.
He sent them to his daughter, and bade
her save them, this to avoid the risk of
passing them in payment. It is only
now—now, when you accuse him, he
defends himself and bowls you out!”

The inspector smiled.

“He has been listening to your con-
demnation of him, seeking to give you
another chance, but you have failed.
Now—now the law must take its
course. Comstables!”

Mr. Severance gave an appealing cry.
but it was of no avail his supplications
of innocence. There were those who
would judge the rights and wrongs of
the case. Other people had come into
the field requiring justice for the
wrongs he had done, and now had come
the time for justice to be done.

Ruth’s heart was overflowing with a
sudden happiness. She had never
dreamed, had never believed!

Mr. Hope gave one pitying glance at
Mr. Severance as he was led away.

Then he turned to Miss Hope.

“] have made arrangements for yon,”
he said coldly. “I realise that you can
never live with us again. T have settled
a definite sum on you, and have
arranged that you shall look after Sylvia.
I will keep my promise on that score.
Giood-night 1”

And as Miss Hope, with lowered eyes,
and followed by the utlerly defeated
Sylvia, walked from the room, Mr. Hope
drew Ruth into his arms.

“Now you need have no doubt, dear
child,” he whispered.

Gardens of Happiness!

“ OME, Ruth!” he whispered.
‘ “Come, and I will show you
what is yours, yours to have
and enjoy, yours over which

to rule and tend—all yours!”
About Rosedale Manor the gentle
wind “was rustling the ivy ~and th:
creeper, and already on the creeper the
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deeper touches of red were coming, a
token of autumn.

Late roses still bloomed over the
portico, and in the carefully-kept
gardens, but the glory of the chrysanthe-
mums told that summer was passing,
and that these last lovely flowers that
looked upward to the sun were in reality
the harbingers of winter.

And yet

All summer it seemed, and all too
wonderful, for peace had come where
there was no peace, joy had come where
before there had been no joy, and the
skies were elear and the sun was
smiling.

These were the unspoken thoughts of
Ruth Hope and her father as they gazed
around at the secene where had been
enacted the drama of their lives.

Now, as their minds recalled the
various incidents, the hole thing
seemed a troubled dream. It was diffi-
cult to believe that it had ever happened,
that they had ever had enemies, that
anxiety had ever existed for them.

And yet there still echoed in Ruth’s
ears the mocking sound of Sylvia's
voice harping on her oft-repeated
accusation, ** Your father is guilly, your
father is a thief!”

Only an echo of that uneasy past, and
Ruth clutched her father’s arm affec
tionately, and gazed lovingly into the
kind eyes that regarded hers.

She had never really believed him
guilty—no, not even in the darkest hour
of her trial. And now was her reward
to be with him always—always, she told
herself.

They did not speak as they sauntered
along, for somehow their hearts seemed
too full for words, and over' them
hovered a lovely spirit that had come
with memory.

The spirit of a woman!

She had been in their thoughts, and
somehow it was her presence that gave
an added glory to the sun, although just
a note of sorrow came with remem-
brance.

Down across the lawns, over which
now the brown leaves lay, and through
the gardens of fallen flowers and
autumnal trees. »

Their steps led them to where the lily

pool lay, and here they paused and
looked into its crystal depths. |
Ruth found no face there. But stay,
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as she looked into the clear depths a
face seemed to gaze back at her from
the mirror of water—the face of Sylvia
Severance.

It was imagination, but she saw it
now, and how different that face. Gone
were the looks of hatred and triwmph,
gone were the glances of arrogance and
spite, to leave in their place a kinder
look, a look that had been etched there
by sorrow and suffering.

Somehow John Hope
Ruth's thoughts.

“Forgiveness is divine, Ruthie!” he
whispered. = “It is the crown of the
victor, the laurel of the great heart, and
you have forgiven?”

Ruth’s eyes were shining as she looked
up into her father's face.

“Daddy,” she whispered, “when one
is happy forgiveness is so easy, and yetl
I always forgave her, and now—mnow I
pity her from the depths of my heart!”

ohn Hope pressed his daughter’s
hand. '

“1 know you do,” he said fervently.
“Perhaps she has learnt a lesson she will
never forget!”

He looked down into the water and
shook his head. . .

“If there was one gentle sonl who
could teach her that lesson it was you,
dear child,” he whispered. “ You who,

had divined

all through your doubts and worries,
were staunch to me, your father. Never
doubting, never cowardly, but fearing

for me!”
He smiled into her eyes.
“ All happiness is born of suffering, all

" joy comes from sincerity, and you, Ruth,

have won happiness. And now—mow
you can enter into the enjoyment of
your riches with never a fear!”

John Hope paused.

“The future is clear,” he whispered,
“as clear as the ecrystal of that water.
And your heart, child,” he added gently,
“has been as white in its intentions as
the last of these lilies who look towards
the sun.”

He drew her to him.

“We have passed from the gardens of
disillusionment,” he said, * out of their
thousand dangers into the myriad glories
of hope, happiness, and peace, and some-
how we have won for Rosedale the spirit
of Eversley. There is jJoy in our riches
at last, Ruth—the riches of the heart!”

THE END.
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Doreen '’ next week!

By Joan lsglesant.

Starts in Next Thursday's issue of
THE SCHOOL FRIEND.

OREEN is a girl who already possesses thousands of
All who have previously made the
acguaintance of this delightful character in oar
“THE SCHOOLGIRLS'
must not fail to read this story. Those who have not,
must on no account fail to be introduced to ' La Belle
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brightens
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to everybody. It
says in effect, ‘‘Eat,
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.Y DEAR READERS,—All of you
Nl who are readers of both Com-

pauion Papers—the “Schoolgirls’
Own” as well as the *“School
Friend "—will remember—will have the
fondest . memories, in fact—of Doreen Har-
court, the wonderful young circus danecer.

Those of you who have not met her haye
an extra treat in store, for she will endear
herself to “your hearts at once. Ir next
week's issue of this paper you will have the
pleasure of renewing, or making, as the case
might be, the acquaintance of Doreen Har-
court, in the first instalment of our powerful
uew serial:

“ DOREEN, THE CIRCUS STAR!"
By Joan Inglesant.

Yoreen has lost none of that wonderful
charm which made_her so popular with
“ Schoolgirls’ Own  readers, and I know that
by “School Friend " readers she will be
equally admired. Doreen, you will remem-
ber, ceased to be “La Belle Doreen ” of Bar-
comb’s Mammoth Circus when her guardian
at last found her. And now we find her in
the distant and sunny land of South
America, on her uncle’s estate therc. But,
&0 is the ordinance of Fate, Doreen and her
little sister Margie are to be alone! Her
uncle is unable to accompany them, and her
aunt, who is here to manage her husbhand's
aflairs—what happens to her that she is
taken from her nieces? This you will learn
In this most enthralling story, and you will
scuru how Doreen makes the acquaintance
of good old friends—and an enemy! No
doubt you can guess who these dear old
friends of hers are—Mr. Barcomb and his

wife, with their mammoth circus from
Europe. And her gld enemy—which of you
who have already made her acquajntance
will ever forget her? She is Natalia Vorska,
and from the outset she behaves in the
manner we would expect of such a girl.
Thus, in the tropical land of South America,
and with strange and many sinister people

about her, Doreen Harcourt becomes the
centre of a gripping drama. Brave and
fearless a girl as we know her to be,

Doreen’s highest qualities are taxed to their
fullest in this fresh drama of her young
life, and Miss Inglesant’s glowing descrip-
tions of adventure in this strange land—a
land which this widely-travelled writer knows
to her finger-tips—will afford you hours and
hours of the finest possible reading.

Who will not be glad to read another story
of that most laughter-provoking of all school-
girl characters, Elizabeth Gertrude Bunter?
That next Thursday's magnificent new, long
complete story of the girls of Cliffi House
School, entitled: i

“ THE MISFORTUNES OF BESSIE!"
By Hilda Richards,

will be eagerly welcomed I have not the
slightest dopbt. Letters 1 receive are full
of such sentiments as “Do let us hear more
of Bessie!" *“Cannot she take the leading
part again!” “We can’t read too mych of
Bessie Bunter!” and many, many more in
the same strain, Indeed, many readers do not
hesitate to say that Bessie Bunter is their
favourite character. Well, next week we will
have “more of Bissie,” and, incidentally, a

long, long laugh. For my own part, I find
nothing more refreshing than one of these ex-
cellent stories of Miss Richards’ about the
inimitable Bessie, and 1 am sure that it is
the same with all lovers of the CIill House
stories.

Surrounded by perile and worries though
they are, the heroines ot

“THE SCHOOLGIRL QUEEN!"
By lda Melhourne,

are by no means dismayed. They are hold-
ing their own against heavy odds, and
Dolores—every girl of the party, -in fact—
will not rest until the. King is found, and the
whole truth of his disappearance is brought
to light. Next week’s instalment will be just
as packed with thrilling adventures as those
you have read.

There will, as wusual, be another bright,
novel, instructive number of

“THE SCHOOLGIRLS' PAPER"

in our next issue, and you will sec that
Barbara Redfern & Co. have spared no
labour to keep-it well up to the standard
that has made it so popular throughout the
schoolgirl world.

BRIEF REPLIES.

the fact that we go Lo press con-
advance of publication, readers
should bear in mind that letters cannot be
answered in this page within six-weeks from
the date of receipt.)

Miss A. G. Wheeler (East Sheen).—] will
see if I cannot do as you suggest,

“ Admirer of Augusta ”  (Portsmouth).—1
will hear in mind your suggestion regarding
Syhil Spender.

Your Sincere Friend,
YOUR EDITOR.

(Owing to
siderably in
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