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By JOAN INGLESANT.

SPLENDID NEW SERIAL'!

Star.

There, in the sunny land of South America, you will read how Fate decreed that

Doreen Harcourt

CHARACTERS YOU MUST KNOW!

DOREEN HARCOURT, a beautiful, fair-
haired girl, formerly -a dancer in Bar-
komb's Mammoth Circus. She, with lLer
Younger sister Margie, is on a visit to
South America with

LADY GRAYLING, the wile of Sir Peter,
their uncle and guardian.

NATALIA VORSKA, a spiteful, hot-tempered
girl, formerly Doreen's rival at Barkomb's
Mammoth Circus.

DON RAMON DA LOPEZ, a Spaniard, whom
Sir Peter places in charge of his estate
in South Amecrica.

Lady Grayling, Doreen, and little Margie
€0 to sunny South America; but Sir Peter,
unfortunately, is unable to accompany the

party. Doreen has no time to emjoy the
pleturesque, romantic town of Rio de
Sancta, and the Estancia Flores, her

guardian’s home, for she quickly has reason
to believe that Don Ramon is working some
scheme for his own interests.

Doreen shortly afterwards meets with
Septimus  Barkomb, her old master who
treated her so well, lately arrived in South
America with his circus. Natalia Vorska,
whom he has re-engaged, has suddenly
deserted the circus, leaving him without a
star dancer. Doreen fills the breach, and
proves a huge success.

Natalia has joined forees with Don Ramon,
and plots against Doreen. They endeavour
to separate Doreen from her younger sister
Margie, but fail. Shortly afterwards a Mrs.
Lanchester, who is in league with Natalia,
traps Doreen in her house. But Doreen
escapes, and returns straight to the clreus, to
find the whole tent on fire. She performs
some brave rescue work, but, after the fire, a
photograph is published in the daily paper
showiug Doreen apparently in the act of
starting the conflagration.

( Ilead on from here.)

Belore the Mayor!
Y T was that girl—that girl who fired

l the circus!” ghrilled Natalia, as

sho swung round on the crowd.
The paper fell from Doreen's
hand, and she stepped backward as she
saw what obvious hostility lay in the
eves of the surging crowd, every minute
growing in numbers,

In their strange language they were
crying things at Doreen.

The girl's brain was awhirl with amaze-
ment! How had that photograph been
taken?  Who had taken it?  What
treacherous hand had borne it to the
newspaper office and seen to it that it
was published ? 5

should once

more - become the

Famous Circus.

Now she fought for words—fought for
the courage to defend herself against
these vile taunts and this false and cruel
accusation,

But those deafening sounds dinned in
her ears. She placed her hands over
them, seeking to shut out the volume of
sound ; but louder they cried, aud now an
ugly forward rush was made.

Doreen stepped back up the stairs of
her caravan, and her face was liviil with
apprehension and the tension of the
moment.

And now she was speaking. She hardly
knew what she said, but she was denying
this charge—denving it, litile reahsing
that her words could not be understood
by this angry mob of people.

Nor was Natalia giving her a chance.

Natalia knew the language of the
country. Her shrill voice was raised, and
she seemed to be urging them to some
desperate extremity.

Now there rose cn the air the one cry:

“El Presedentio—el Presedentio!”

Doreen trembled. She could see
Hercules, Clicquot, and Mr. Darkomb
doing their best to fight through the
great crowd thal thronged the circus
enclosure,

“We are coming—we are
Doreen ! cried Mr. Barkomb,

Doreen heard his voice above the cries
of the crowd, and her heart lifted with
hope, and hope came into her eyes.

She watched that fight through the sea
of people, she saw them as though they
were drowning men. One moment they
were above the heads of the people, the
next moment they were beaten back.

Could they win through to her side—
could they reach her?

She clasped her hands as denser became
the crowd, and as the crowd deepened
so farther away those helping friends
seemed,

Now they were lost to view altogether,
their cries had died away., and a new
sound had come—a new and troubling
sound.

The roll of drums, the insistent tapper
of drums—loud and angry drums that
startled the ears and brought wonder-
ment to the eyes of Doreen as she heard
them come closer and closer; and now—
now she saw a startling thing !

Wheeling from the road, and led by
four drummers, was a small body of men.

They were soldiers—men dressed in the
picturesque uniform of the army of Rio
de Sancta. :

coming,

Star Dancer of Barkomb's

Why were they coming here—uwhy?

Doreen et Natalia's eyes, and saw
the triumph That lay in them,

Somehow an instinctive thought came
into Doreen’s mind that lhese troubling
and rolling drums were connected with
her—that the coming of these soldiers
had significance as regarded hersell.

She almost stumbled as the crowd
surged against her!

Doreen nearly cried oul as she heard a
sharp command, saw the crowd melt
away, and the men pass throngh the line
of quivering and excited humanity.

'[‘Le lane through which they
coming led in her direction.

She was white to Lhe lips.

Only dimly, for tears obscured goud
vision, could she see these marching men;
and now a cry came to her lips.

“Mr. Barkomb! Margie!™

But Mr. Barkomnb was nowhere to be
seen, and Margie was mercifully
prevented by absence from seeing this
frightening sight,

welre

And now those drums ceased their
reverberations; there came a deathly
silence.

The soldiers had come to attention just
below Doreen’s caravan. and she watched
them, fascinated, frightened as she was at
what their presence here portended !

Now she saw an officer come forward,
Held in his right hand was a white paper
with a seal attached to it. Tt fluttered in
the wind, and now slowly, and seemingly
conscious of his position, he began lo
read what it contained.

It was short and evidently Lo the point,
for it aroused excitement in the crowd.

The officer looked upwards at Doreen,
and curtly beckoned to her lo come down
the steps of her caravan.

She paused irresolute, and now he
beckoned more angrily, and she realised
that there was no ignoring this command,

With quiet dignity she stepped dewn-
wards, and when she came to the ground
four soldiers took up position on either
side of her.

About her the crowd were erying a
jargon of words that she could not v.mavr
stand.

But she realised why these soldiers had
come now. It-was so plain now—so very
obvious.

She was under armed arrest !

Now Doreen almost smiled, 1t was a
smile of bitterness, for she was remem-
bering how she had done all she could,
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furmuring of the pevpie Wio were convinced she had set fire to tha circus.

' All J_1e.n saw were hostile eyes and all she | eard was tha sullina dangry l

:ven had risked her life to save those who
~vere in the circus. She it was who had
siven the warning of the fire. And
1OW———

If only she knew whose hand had taken
that photograplr!

But she could guess.

When Fate had thrown Natalia Vorska
across her path again it was the token of
trouble to come; and trouble had come!

She was being marched off, and there
was no iriend to accompany her.

Her frightened eyes looked at lhv
angry mob that surged to right and leit
of her.

She knew by their cries that their
tempers were heated, and that had it not
been for the presence of the soldiers it
might have gone ill with her.

But then she remembered a thing she
was like to forget in the turmoil and the
frightening proximity of imprisonment.

She was British—British !

Her head was raised prondly, and now
o smile of courage stilled the angry cries
of some of those who crowded at the
sides of the little procession.

Dgreen had mnot the vaguest
whither she was being taken.

She fancied that it must be to prison,
and although the thought filled her with
dread, she had determined that it was
due to her own countrypeople that she
should not show fear before these
foreigners.

Therefore she kept a calm demeanour
as the crowd and herself flooded out of
the circus enclosure and into the Avenida
Cathedral.

Here the sireets were lined with
curious-eyed pecple, and the burden of
their cries came to Doreen’s ears.

She had lost sight of Natalia in the
throng, and although she had sought
frantically about her for traces ot some of
her friends, she did not see one of them.

All she saw were hostile eyes, and all
she heard was that sullen and angry mur-
muaring of a people who were convinced
t!iat she had set fire lo the circus in order
to injure the President and his staff.

And the hand that had worked this
wrong against her ?

She had fancied that it must be
Natalia, but now she began to wonder if

this was one of the machinations of
Ilamon da
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idea

Doreen had a faint idea that, if she
were found guilty of this trumped-up
charge, they would transport her back to
Engl and. She fancied that the legal
word was ‘“‘extradite”—she had read
about extradition cases,

And now some of her courage left her,
for she was thinking of Margie.

In this event Margie would have fo
be left behind—left at the ecircus, and,
with Lady Grayling lying ill, that out.
look for Margie frightened Doreen ex-
:f-pl\l.]\

Through the broad Avenida the pro-
cession marched and now—now they were
coming to the great white builiding that,
so General Diaz had iold her. was the
seat of government in Rio de Sancta.

The s'ght of this building made her
lift up her heart. When they paused
before it, she realised that to no gloomy
prison was 1o be her lot for the moment,
but that she was to be judged here.

She knew now that she was to be tried
in this great place that had a happier |
prospect. and was more hopeful in
appearance than any prison could
possibly Le.

Now the crowd were bein,
by soldiers, and she was ?r
broad steps.

The doors were flung wide open, and,
with the soldiers to either side of her,
she passed into the great hall of this
large and summptuous building.

She was conscious of a hum of ex-
citement about her, and, the mnext
moment, Doreen was brought to a halt
by the appearance of a pompous-leoking
individual.

The coming of this gold-braided figure
was the occasion of much saluting and
ceremony.

He eyed Doreen keenly, and then,
heading the procession, it re-formed and
marched towards two big doors on the
right of the entrance-hall.

They were opened by two flunkeys,
and Doreen marched into a big council
chamber.

She recciled momentarily as her sur-
prised eyes alighted on a well-known
figure.

There was a peculiar smile in the eyes |
of Don Ramon da Lopez, as he looked |
at Doreen.

Poreen turned away, and a sob of
thankfulness came into her cry as she

kept back
up 1hc

Twopence.

turned, and, seeing Cieneral Diaz, the
President,-extended her hands to him.

But the next moment she was drawn

forward to where, seated on a high-
| backed ceremonial :]I‘:Ir sal the Mayor
| of Rio de Sancta.
{ “Miss Doreen Harcourt !" he said, in
perfect English.
Doreen flushed.
“Why have I been brought here 7" she

asiied calmly.

He frowned.

“ Reason enough !™ he answered; and,
turning, looked at Don Ramon da Lopez.

The Don stepped forward.
| *“Yes!” he cried. *“Reason enough;
| with my own eyes I saw you—saw you
¢ct light to the circus!”

Doreen’s hands were clenched.

“That is not true!"” she cried.

“It is true!” he thundered.

“I deny it!"”

“Phere is photlographic proof!"

“That ia not proof!”

The Mayor hcf:l up his hand.

“Bilence, Doreen Harcoirt!” he
said. *There is evidence against you--
condemning evidence, and I have only
one course to adopt. Were you older
you would be tried and sent back to
your own country in custody, but, as
it is, T shall spare you that——"

Doreen staggered back, her hands had
crept to her heart.

What was coming now—what frightful
punishment ?

“Doreen Harcourt,’

said the Mayor,

‘\nih slow precision, “you cannol stay
in this ecity—you must go buack to
England ”

He paused.
‘“ Arrangements will be made!”
Doreen's face was livid; she was

trembling with fear. As she had feared.
she would be parted from Margie.

“No! No! Not that!” she im-
plored.

“1 have spoken!™ he said, with finalily

in his tanes.

There were tears in
She looked wildly about her.
no friend—no one to help her.

“Yes!” she whispered.

General Diaz had comé nearer to the
Mayor, and mow in his own languago
and very unpressively, he was telling the
| Mayor of all that Doreen had done
| how she had fought to keep the crowd in

check, had stopped a panic, saved a
woman_and child. He told of how she
| had rescued him and had saved his own
:rhild. and it was visibly obvious that
the Mayor was impressed.

And, as Gemeral Diaz finished his
speech, suddenly the doors were flung
i open, and an old man appeared in the
council chamber.
|  Doreen turned, and, as she saw
the newcomer was, her cyes lit up.

“Manuel Doria!” she murmured,
hardly believing that it was the old man.

Manuel Doria it was, and with him
was his daughter.

He hurried forward.

Smiling at Doreen, he paused before
the Mayor, and now he began to
speak, and he indicated his danghter and
pointed to Doreen,

“That girl is not guilty!” cried
Manuel. “I can swear to her innocence,
| for with mine own eyes I saw another
girl firing the circus, end I saw La Belle
Doreen come up afterwards, saw the
girl who had really fired the circus.
She was taking a photograph of Doreen.
, It was that lie that made this charge
| possible !

Doreen was watching the Mayur s face.

“Hl.\e vyou no other proof?’

“Yes!” cried Manuel Doria. *‘Here
is a lcuer—: letter planning the whole

Doreen’s eyes.
Was there

who
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affair, and it is signed by the girl who
fired the circus!”

“ Her name ?”

“Natalia Vorska!" came the answer,
as Manuel placed the letter in the
Mayor's handp ¢

Now Manuel was speaking in Spanish,
and suddenly, as Manuel Doria con-
tinued, Doreen saw that Don Ramon had
fallen back, as thongh in fear, and that
those in the room were gasping with
surprise.

Then a most amazing thing happened.

The Mayor rose and actually smiled.

Doreen looked at him in amazement.
Could she—dared she believe that there
was hope ?

Had some miracle happened? Was
she dreaming ?

No! Her eyes did not deceive her.
The Mayor was smiling and looking
down at her.

“La Belle Doreen!” he said. “You
are free; this matter has been explained.
This man Doria here actually saw the
citcus being fired, he actually saw a girl
taking a pgol,ograph of you as you were
examining the petrol tin to see if that
had been the agency by which the
disaster had been caused!”

“Free—free!”

As Doreen exclaimed the words, he
raised hi$ hand. n

“There is more!” he added. “Doria’s
daughter has a description of Natalia
Vorska, the girl who was seen carrying
the petrol towards the circus, and we

" have every reason for believing that her
act was one of vengeance and con-
spiracy !”

Now the Mayor looked coldly at Don
Ramon da FLopez.

“Your charge against this girl has
failed!” he said sternly. *‘No doubt
vou will make inquiries to bring the
real girl to justice. I shall take it upon
myself to have all the papers informed
of this false charge against Miss Har-
court, and no douit the paper that you
control will pay her a sufficient sum to
make up for the pain and worry she
has had to experience,

Don Ramon lowered his eyes, raised
them once to flash a challenge at Doreen,
and then hurried from the eouncil
chamber as General Diaz came towards
Doreen with outstretched hand.

Doreen took it and held it, whilst
she extended her other hand to Manuel
Doria—old Dorta who had saved her.

She saw how downcast he seemed.

“You are sad, and yet you have
saved me, why are you sad?” she asked
quickly.

Manuel Doria smiled faintly.

“I ‘depend on Don Ramon for my
livelihood "' he said. “Now—now I
have lost all hope of retaining my post—
now that I have foiled his scheme he will
turn me adrift!”

General Diaz smiled down at the old
man. ‘

“There is work for you to do in my
household!” he said softly. “You can
come with me Manvel Doria—come as
my servant, for I shall need you!”

K’ow Doreen was thronged about by
people wishing to congratulate her on the
turn that things had taken.

Just as quick as these people had been
to condemn, so as speedily they could
turn to flattery and enthusiasm.

The news had spread beyond the State
buildings, and now the crowd knew.

Even now they could be heard hooting
Don Ramon da Lopez as his motor bore
him away.

But what a -different sound awaited
Doreen when at last, after a final hand-
shake from the President, she walked out
of the great building.

One mighty swellin
It rang out again amig

cheer greeted her.
again, and soldiers

THE SCHOOL FRIEND.

had to hold back the crowd as she was
driven back to the circus in the car of the
President.

‘He had insisted on placing it at her
disposal—he could not be polite enough,
apologetic enough. There had been &
mistute—amcnds would be made.

But Doreen cared not for that. She
was not to-be sent back to England—not
to be parted from Margie—that was all
that mattered.

She could still be the star of the circus
—Barkomb’s star !

To Discover Don Ramon's
Secret!

HE news of Doreen's arrest, her
release and the apology that was
in all the papers, hag made her
name and Barkomb’s Circus the

one topic of conversation on the
boulevards.

Already eager and willing hands had
helped to restore the devastating work
done by the fire, and, some few hours
after tge conflagration, the new tents
reared their proud heads towards the
blue skies of Rio de Sancta.

Hardly a trace of the fire remained !

Assistance had been forthcoming from
every part of the city.

An 1njustice had been done, and, so
the authorities had declared, Rio de
Sancta would make amends.

It was living up to his words, for seats
and canvas had been found, and the em-
ployers of labour in the city had sent
%'augs to assist and would not take a cent
or the labour that those men did.

Septimus Barkomb was looking “al
Doreen as though she had worked a
miracle, when, with the last flag tacked
to the poles of the circus, he spoke of the
wonders that had been worked in such a
short space of time.

“I shall never forget my fears!" he
murmured. “It hardly seemed possible

that you could get out of that terrible
trap into which you had stepped through
no fault of your own!”

Doreen laughed.

“A lucky star seems to watch o\';‘!r
she

Barkomb’s Mammoth Circus!”
answered, with a smile.
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Septimus Barkomb laid his hand on
her shoulder.

“You are that star!™ he whispered.
“Your courage and your art of maki

ood friends served you in good stead,

oreen. It was that that worked the
miracle |

Now Septimus Barkomb looked grave.

““But you have made one bad enemy,"”
he added. *“‘This Don Ramon da Lopez,
despite his high-sounding name and his
bold bearing, 1s an out and ovut scoundrel
and a dangerous one at that!”

Doreen was serious now.

She nodded.

I know,” she said softly. “ Bul he
cannot always hold sway in this city if he
acts like this; already he is getting to be
distrusted. I saw the look on the
President’'s face. It conveyed wprlds.
You should have seen the Don slink out
of that council room!"”

Septimus Barkomb rubbed his hands.

“1 would have given anything to have
seen that!” he said. * It served him

right. I heard the crowd howling at
him. Tt was music to my ears, Doreen !
“Bah!” he exclaimed. *“Fancy a

grown man like that formulating such
cruel and treacherous schemes against
you, the sweetest little girl in all the
world !

Doreen flushed.

“You'll make me conceited soon!" she
answered.

Mr. Barkomb laughed.

“No, I sha'n't; but the audience
will!"” he cried. *“ There goes the bell,
Doreen. Your turn and everything
ready, despite the fire, and Don
Ramon I

Doreen tripped away and, as to the last
crashing notes of the orchestra, she ran
on to l%le tan, a roar of enthusiasm and
welcome greeted her.

The place was packed, and for five
minutes Doreen, flushing and bowing,
had to wait whilst the audience stocd and
cheered her to the echo. ~

How hac
been !

As she heard these cries of welcome,
she remembered the other cries—those
frightening cries that had fallen on her
ears as she ‘had walked through the
Avenida, ringed about by soldiers.

It seemed like some distant nightmare

different now to what

‘“1 depend on Don Ramon for my living,” he replied.

“ And_now thot I

1 have foiled his scheme he will turn me adrift."”

I ‘“‘ Why are you sad 7'’ Doreen asked old Manuel as she grasped his hand.
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as she danced before thai greal and en-
thusiastic audience.

And how she performed!

Their welcome and her own happy
heart made her do wonders. She had to
dance again and again, and she ended
her turn by singing the national air of
the land in their own language !

The effect of this was magical. They
took up the strain with her, and, when
she had finished, they dashed into the
arena, and, lifting her shoulder high,
bore her around the circus to the cheers
that almost lifted the roof of the tent
off !

Doreen, flushed and happy, was almost
g]ld when it was all over, and she was
urrying towards her caravan.

Still in her mind was a memory of the
wonderful reception she had had, and it
was as though from a dream that she was
brought back to the present by the touch
of a hand on her arm.

Doreen staried, paused and turned
round to see a pair of old eyes looking
into her owa.

She was surprised and amazed, filled
with wonderment. \What had happened ?

Suddenly she felt a little fear as that
figure came closer. Was he the bearer
of bad news?

*“Mannel Doria l"”

As she spoke his name the old man

owed.

“Even Doria!” he whispered,

Doreen, recovered from her
momentary surprise, siniled into his face.

“Why have you come? Is there any-
thing wrong 7" she asked quickly.

He shook his head.

“Nothing wrong,” he whispered,
*save that I have severed my connection
with Don Ramon da Lopez!”

Doreen nodded.

“You predicted that?” she whispered.

Manuel Doria spread out his hamds in
an expressive gestuve.

“It was all that could be expected!™
he answered. “Don Ramon da Lopez is
a hard man; he never forgives, and he
generally wreaks vengeance on those who
cross him—I came to tell you!”

“To warn me?” murmured Doreen.

The old man nodded sagely.

“Even so!” he answered. “To bid
cou be on your guard against him. His
13 a nature that cannot bear defeat. He
is not an honourable enemy who shows
mercy in victory and courage in defeat;
lis is the secret revenge, the cruel plan
in' the dark—ihat is Don Ramon da
Lapez !

Doreen shivered.

What Manuel was saying so fitted in
with her own evinion of the Don, and, as
the breeze swayed the palm-fronds to
and fro, she looked about her fearing
that those dark shadows bencath the
trees might conceal the lurking figure of
the man who had determined to her
enemy.

“And President Diaz?"” asked Doreen
quickly. “He has given you a mnew
post 77

There was a solt expression in the old
man’s eyes,

“He has beein very kind!"” he whis-

red. ““And to-morrow 1 start with
1im 1! -

I‘)’fl}',een smiled.l R i

“Then you are happ; she whispered.

Old Dor)i'a sighed. 4 5

“For myself, yes!” she answered.
2 Bll‘l.t for the sake of Bir Peter Grayling,
no!
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“Whal do you mean?”

*Many things,” he answered. * First,
that I can no longer have so close a
watch on his interests; secondly, that I
am not so near the great secret.”

Doreen’s eyes lit up, her hand fell on
the old man’s arm.

“The great secret! What great
secret 7" nﬁe asked breathlessly,

Manuel Doria laughed.

“There, there !’}lﬁe whispered. “You

would know all too quickly.”
“Yes, yes!” said Doreen quickly.
“You speak of a secret connected with
Don Ramon, and I also kndw a secret !

Doria looked at her sharply, eagerly.

“The hill—the hill in the Estancia
Flores?”” he questioned.

“*¥Yes, yes!” breathed Doreen. “The
hill and the mysterious steps, the caves
benenth, the jewels—that is what I
know | '

Manuel Doria clasped her hands,

“You know—you know!” he cried.
“Know a thing that T have dreamed of
all my life? You have been down—down
those steps 7™

The old man looked at her with amazed
eyes.,

“Yes,” answered Doreen. ““And I ex-
slored, but not far; 1 was trapped there.
July escaped in time!”

Old Manuel was a prey lo excitement
now.

“Once I fancied it to be only a
legend,” he said quickly. *1 was a boy,
then, before Sir Peter made me one of
his men. I had heard the story of a
buried city—a cave-city beneath Rio de
Sancta, Some believed it, most laughed
at il. I determined to find it.”

“Year after year I sought for it,” he
said quickly. ‘‘It eluded me, and then
one day—one day I found some strange
paper in the bottom of an old well that
I had been set to clean. It was in a
sealed jar, and T broke the jar with my
spade. - I tock the paper to Don Ramon;
he told me that it was nothing. 1 forgot
about the paper, and then—then I saw
the secret work on the hill, and I could
not help bat wonder if that paper I had
found had guided him to the sccret I had
tried to fathom for years.”

He caught Doreen's hand fast in his.

 “To-night 1 must explore that buried
city !” he cried. “For to-night I am free
—to-morrow I start with Generzl Diaz!”

He was trembling with excitement.

“There is another reason!” he cried
quickly. “Don Ramon da Lopez has this
day sent the men who guarded the hill
into the iterior. They did not want to

0, but he sent them, and they had to;

e saw that they went.”

Manuel sighed.

“Jew return from the interior. They

| know too much, and he has dismissed

them.”

He looked keenly at Doreen.

“To-night there is no guard there,”
he whispered. * Tonight we could try
without hindrance, when to-morrow it
will be too late, use the new men
come on duty.”

Dorcen stepped back.

“You mean—you mean—" she
gasped. )

“T mean that we will plumb this
mystery this very night,” he whispered.
“You will come "

Doreen did not speak.

She was rememberin,
when she went to that
the caves of the jewels,
go? Would she be tra

Manuel Doria was ol
to a fight with
be of little use.

“You will come " he asked anxiously.

Suddenly an idea had ecome into
Doreen’s mind. She would not risk
things a second time. She would take

the last occasion

ill, descended to

Was it safe to
again "

, and if it came

the Don’s men he would
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‘friends with her; it were better to be &
lar;er party than two.
“Yes, I will come!” she answered
quickly. ‘‘But with friends—trustworthy
pecple whom T can vouch for. Hercules,
our strong man, and Mrs. Barkomb, my
friend. They will be of service (o us.”

Manuel Doria nodded.

“It is well,” he said. *“They shall
come. We shall be more sure of success.
You can absolutely vouch for them 1

He looked keenly into Doreen’s [ace.

** Absolutely !” she answered.

“I will go now!” she added quickly.
“I will find both of them. Wait for me
here.”

Doreen darted away, and aciually
cannoned into Mrs, Barkomb in the
darkness.

Breathlessly she told her the scheme
and bade her helE find Hercules, and
then, returning to her caravan, she asked
old Doria to wait whilst she changed
from her circus things.

Anxiety to be abroad on the adventure
gave speed to her dressing, and it was
not long before she was rem{;' and hurry-
ing down the steﬁc.

Three vague shapes came through the
gloom towards her, and she discerned
Doria, Mrs. Barkomb, and Hercules,

“ Ah, Doreen!”

Murs. Barkomb had come forward, and
now the four held a hasty council of war,

“ Doreen must lead us, that is evident,”
said Hercules.

* Ay, Doreen must act as guide,” said
Mrs. Barkomb. 5

Manuel Doria smiled.

““And I wili show you a secret way inlo
the Estancia Flores grounds,” he said.
“There is a way none use at night, and
thither will I take you.”

They did not wait now, but, hurrying
from the eircus enclosure, made their
way out into the streets, and through a
multitude of devious turnings old Doria
took them, until at last, well beyond the
city, they struck down towards the
Estancia from the North.

From the heights they could see the
Estancia itself. Little red lights were
throwing their points of radiance from
the many windows of the big house, and
as they entered the fragrant grounds
there was no sound to disturb the silence
of the night, no sound save the crack of a
twig and the deep breathing of these four
who were bent on a great adventure.

The place seemed strangely quiet, and
as they came to the stockade that ringed
the hill around they paused, fearing an
ambuscade.

Baut all was still as death.

“You three stay here,” whis?ered
Hercules, *I am going to explore,’”

Doreen, Mrs. Barkomb, and Doria
hung back in the shadows whilst Her-
cules stole quietly forward.

Into the stockade he went, to find not a
soul there, and now he was signalling to
them to tell his friends that the coast was
clear.

One by one they crept forward, and
when they had passed the stockade
Doreen led the way to the inysterious
entrance in the hill.

As she paused near to this only opening
that was possible for them to enter by,
she could see that the stone portal that
reared itself on the summit of the hill
had been excavated from the earth of the
hill itself, and it looked as though the
whole top of the hill had been sliced,
as one takes the top off an agg

Months and months of hard work had
been put into this labour t6 get at the
flrimge treasure that lay beneath the
hill.

Doreen, as she crept through the
entrance, sought for an electric-lamp, but
all these had gone.

“ Light—light !’ she whispered. “ We
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can't, go on, the electric lamps are no
longer here!”
ercules laughed.

“1 thought of that!” he murmured.
“ There were electric torches at the
circus. I borrowed four!”

Doreen gave an exclamation of delight
as she took the torch Hercules handed to
her, and, as the four switched on their
lights, they stole quietly down that long
and gloomy staircase tgat seemed to go
right down into the heart of the earth.

Hercules and Mrs. Barkomb were preys
to amazement as lower and lower the
party went.

L {I; gives me the ‘creeps’!” said
Hercules, but his gay laughter disproved
tho fact. )

Manuel Doria did not laugh.

To him had returned all the thoughts
of the years and years he had dreamed
of this discovery.

Those who had said that the under-
ground city was legendary were wrong—
1t existed !

Soon—soon they would be setting foot
on the threshold of one of the wonders
of the world—a treasure city of the past!

To discover what ?

That was Maruel's thought.

At last they came to the fool of the
stairs, and there, facing them, was that
strange entrance with the head above
the portal which seemed of Egyptian
architecture.

“ Cathupec— Cathupec—Cathupec!”

Manuel Doria spelt out the words
above the door, and as he did so, the
three watched him, for a strange look
had come into his eyes.

“It is!” he whispered. “ It is the
gateway of which the legend spoke—
the entrance to a city that holds so many
secrets [’

There was evidence of mystery in
Manuel Doria’s tones, and now, with
quiet dignity, he walked towards the
great rock door!

‘m ~—
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Doreen had feared that it might Le
closed against their entrance, but it
opened to Doria’s touch, and inlo the
strange place they went,

Slowly Manunel Doria closed the door
behind them, and as Doreen looked about
her at the familiar surroundings of this
cave, she wondered how ever she had
been able to escape through that tiny
hole that led to the sky.

The four paused but a moment in this
cave, for now Manuel Doria seemed a
prey io great excitement.

“This cave is nothing!" he said.
“ The legend tells of caves that glow
with jewels!”

He hurried into the next cave, and,
although Hercules and Mrs. Barkomb
were held spellbound by the glittering
dome, he bade them hold their amaze-
ment for greater marvels.

Through passage after passage they

hurried. From one cave into another
cave, out of that and into far more
passages.

Doreen’s brain was in a whirl.

She hurried to Manuel Doria’s side.

“Ts it safe to venture so far away?”’
she said anxiously, * The return might
be difficult!”

Manuel Doria laughed.

“ There is something al the end of all
this!" he said. ‘ The legend tells of -a
cave as large as Rio de Sancta itself,
and it is there that night is made day
by gems.

Hercules looked anxiously at Doreen.

The great giant was wondering if the
excitement of all this had turned the old
man’s brain. He looked so wild with
intense desire to get to the end of the
journey.

They resumed their progress through
the passages, and now the passages
became smaller and smaller, until it was
a difficult matter to pass them.

The minutes came and went, but on
trudged the four.

An hour—two hours.
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Doreen was almost fainting with ex-
haustion, and Hercules called a halt.

Mrs. Barkomb's eyes were almost
angry as they looked at Doria.

She was nervous on Doreen’s account.

And as they paused there came a cry
from Hercules.

“ Look! Look!” he cried, pointing to
the wall near which they were leaning.
“1 made a mark—that mark there—an
hour ago, or more!”

There was a great stabbing hole in the
earth!

Mrs. Barkomb's eyes were wide with
wonder.

“Don’t you realise, Doria!"" she cried.
“We have been walking in a circle—a
circle!”

And now, as Hercules faced the old
man, he could see that there was fear
in Doria’s eyes.

“ A circle!” he murmured. A circle
in these labyrinths! That can mean but
one thing—one alone!"

“What is  that?" asked
coming to the old man's side.

She saw how white his face was, saw
how he trembled:

“Lost!" he murmured. * Lost, La
Belle Doreen! Lost in the heart of+the
earth—that is what it means!”

Doreen,

(Lost in the labyrinths of the under-
ground city! What o terrible position
for Doreen and Jher friends to be in!
How can they find their way out again
—all of them without knowledge of the
uncanny place? But we may . rest
assured that these stout-hearted friends
—most of all Doreen—will not give up
hope, and in next Thursday's instal-
ment of this fascinating serial you will
read of the valiant attempt they make
to onee more regain their freedom.
Don’t miss it on any aceount!)
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HERE IS A STORY PACKED FROM START TO FINISH WITH EXCITING ADVENTURES!

The Photograph!
«l’\'E finished the letter girls,”

said

Barbara Redfern.
“Good!”
. “And ii's addressed to Bessie
Bunter. It'll make her fearfully proud,
and she'll be really on her dignity when

she shows it to the others!™ chuckled
Babs. *““Shall I read it out ™

“Yes, do!” said Clara Trevlyn, an-
swering for them. “I{s a good thing
someone’s energelic.”

“Well, T thought they'd like to hear
from us,” said Babs., “I've been as
brief as possible. This isn'lL really an
ideal place for lefter-writing.”

“I should think not!”
“Just look at it now !”

The ten girls from the Fourth Form
at Cliff House School gazed from the
large sione balcony where they were
~~.itod, upon all the glories of Contre-
ville.

They saw the wide, sweeping bay of
pacid, deep blue water. Yellow sunds
and a wide white promenade, thronged
with fashionable visilors, followed _its
curve. Houses, eet in gardens filled
with rich and glorious flowers, were
arrayed in orderly rows bepeath them.]
There was the Casino, white and domed,
on a raised stretch of neat, gieen turf.
The public buildings were prominent and
impo=ing, Hemming everytliing in were
the blue and grey slopes of the Alps that
stretched away to the north.

And this was November! Lucky in-
deed were these ten girls o be on an
educational tour af the expenge of Mrs.
Jda Silva, once a scholar at itheir school.
Still luckier were they to find themselves
in this most glorious part of Southern
France known as the Riviera.

“Oh dear! It's just lovely! T could
look at it all day!"” Babs sighed. * Bul
let me see. I'll cut out the introduction.
This is where the letler really starts.
Are you listening, Dolly Jobling ?"”

“With one ear,” said Dolly, with a
tleepy smile. ““Read on!”

Barbara took up the sheet of paper
and commenced to read :

“:You'll be surprized to know what
an exciling time we've had. That map
that Mrs. da Silva sent was forwarded in
mistake. If we had had that telegram
in time we should have guessed. But it
got to Dieppe just too late. A girl had
tricked us by then and stolen half of it.
Her name was Tound to be—r;-’ Let-me
see.

said Clara.

T've got io put that in!
“Carlota Vilarta!” prompied Peggy

Preston.
“Thanks, of course!”™ said Babs.
“¢ Carlota gol away, and

writing it in. 1
we couldn’t catch her. On the frain

journey duri the night an extraor-
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dinary and really horrid event occurred.
The end coach containing Mabs, Clara,
Augusta, Flap, Phyllis, and myself broke
away from the rest of the train, and was
stranded on the fine. We managed to
stop a train that was following, and got
into a carriage with a vertain Monsieur
and Madame Conspare.”

“Rascals, both!” commented Deolly
Jobling.

“‘These two absolutely iricked us.””
Babe eontinned. “‘It was only after-
wards that we found out that they were
really the minds directing what Carlole
had n doing. At the time we didn't
suspect them, and they found it quite
casy to imprison us in a bungalow. The
man—by the way, I'm glad to say that
e isn't really French—even duped Miss
Steel as well, and stole our luggage in
another motor-car.'”

She paused for a moment to alier a
misspelling.

“*“All this time we had seen a very
beautiful and mysterious girl hanging
about. We couldn’t make out who she
was, but, to cut a long story short, she
turned out to be none other than Ealalie
da Silva. She proved an absolute brick.

| Not anly did she get the map back, Lut

she rescued us all from the Lungaldw.
We escaped in a car which Lulalie drove,
and T can tell you that I've never had a
more exciting ride in all my life.
Bulalie's an absolutely ripping good
gport, and we're famons chums already.”

“Hear, hear!” said Freda TFoole.
“That's very good, Babs. There's only
one thing you haven'i done. 1 think
Ressie would like a fuller description of
those Conspares. Madame, plump and
with that deceitful grin; monsicur,
small and shrivelled up, with a wizened
face—"

“Not  likely !” langhed Babs.
“Bessie'd be sure to say she'd seen them
in Friardale within half an hour!”

“Quite right, Babs,” agreed Marjorie
Hazeldene smilingly. “I think that ex-
plains it all very well. I should just add
a reassuring note that we don’t expect
to see any more of the Comnspares now
that Mr. da Silva—I should say, the
Don—has got the map.”

“1 will, Marjorie,” said Babs. “Of
course, Bessie will want to know what
the map is about, but we car’t tell her
that it is a chart of the hiding-place of
some valuable ivory carvings which it is
the duty of Don da Silva to discover for
his Government——"

“Quite s0,” nodded Mahs. “Ii's
really a confidential business. Of course,
I don't suppose there would be any harm
now that the map has been recovered.
But we want to be on the safe side.”

Babs had sealed up the letter and was
just- addressing it, when Miss Steel
joined them.

[f H0u$e onmRi.oier&i!
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A Magnificent New Long Complete Story

of Barbara Redfern & Co. on their great

Continental tour, and featuring Eulalie da
Silva, the girl from Spain.
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_There was a respectful and atteniive
silence. Miss Steel was with them, and
yet not one of them. It was the duly
of the Fourth Form mistress to see that
lessons were combined with their sight-
seeing, and so far she had been managing
very well.

“Well, girls,” she said, “I have cor-
recied the papers that you wroie last
night, and they are good. You behaved
excellenily in our little class this morn-
ing.  Under the circumstances, 1 shall
only set you one more task for to-day,
and that will be an essay on the Riviera.
You can get your subject malter any-
where yon like. Keep exclusively to
Contreville if you desire. For this after-
noon you will be quite free.”

She had a few more words to say, and
then left them. Clara Trevlyn gave a
subdued cheer.

“Good old Miss Steel!
bad sort, after all, is she?”
*Jolly nice !™ declared Dolly Jobling.
t's a bit of a bore having (o do
lessons, but Miss Steel makes it as casy

nossible, and she hasn't given us any
lines yei !”

“YTanes! Oh dear! What a dreadiul
thought !” said a laughing voice.

‘hegeall looked round and laughed to
see that iheir hostess, Donna da Silva,
had joined them.

Not such a

“Lines! It takes me right back (o
ClLiff House, really!” explained (heir
hostess. “To {ell you the truth, I

peeped into the room once or twice when
you were having your lessons this moin-
ing, and I ecould almost believe that—
that 1 was a naughty girl standing out-
eide the door!"

The girls laughed heartily at that.

“You should have joined us,” said
Babs jokingly.

“I really would have done for iwo
pins,” said Dorna da Silva. “DBut I

felt g0 sure thai Miss Steel would drop
on me at once and find out how fearfully
ignorant I am. I ithink ii'as lovely to
have you girls here. It makes me feel
so young again. But I maustn't keep
you now, for I believe Eulalie is watling
downstairs for you.”

“Oh, good!” said Babs at once,

“8She has been out with a fisherman
this morning, I think. She is really such
a young madcap,” explained her
mother. “Strolling about on the pro-
menade isn't in her line at all. She
always wants to be doing sometling.
Ah, heve she is!"”

Eulalie bounded on to the veranda and
embraced _them m turn with whirlwind
excitement. With the noble, fmely-
chiselled features of old Spain, dimpling
soft brown cheeks, and flashing Dbrown
eves, she looked lovely. There was no
other word for it. But as she siocod,
laughing and talking so excitedly, che
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was quile uncoyscious of her charm—the |

simple and unaffected girl they loved so
much

“You'll come out now?" she asked.
“Oh, do! The air's glorious, and 1'm
simply dying for another dip. Never
mind about your hats; you won't need
them.”

They needed no second bidding to
accompany Eulalie. Her excited chatter
hardly ceased as they ran down the
stairs. But as they were descending the
stone steps from the front door, she sud-
denly lowered her voice and spoke in a
different tone.

“Don’t look up for the moment.
girls,”” she'said. “There's a man over
the road, and I've seen him several {imes
to-day—always quite near me. He's
called Petro Mias, a fellow no one trusts.
I wouldn't leave anything valuable about
in case he cees it.”

The girls glanced cauliously around
and saw the man indicated. .

He was short and swarthy, with a
black and floppy hat and rather faded
suit. He wdﬁod with his bhands in his
pockets, and generally wore a hangdog
air. Close behind him came un eldecly
man.

Ile was bent, and walked with the aid
of a stick. A thick beard covered his
chin, and there were blue glasses over
his eyes.

Babs was conscious of an odd sensa-
tion as the man L

“Do vou know, Eulalie,” she said, “1
feel just as though I've met that man
before somewhere !”

“In England ?” said Eulalie.

Babs frowned,

“1 couldn't say, I'm sure,” she
answered. “That's just what is
puulin(ﬁ’ me. I seem to know him, and
yet I don't—""

Clara broke in with a whisper.

“He's turned, and is walking just
behind us,” the said. “I think he's
quickened his pace. Let’s hurry on a
bit.”

They did so, and the tapping stick
grew more distant. Babs still looked
vaguely puzzled, but she scemed to forget
her thoughts when Eulalie suggested that
they should sit for a few minutes close to
where a really first-class band was
playing.

“] am so fond of music,” she ron-
fessed. “Ii is nice to lisien for a little
while, and we can talk of what we are
going to do. The tide is too low for
hoating and bathing at present. But we
mist make the most of our time here
before we go to my Spanish home. It is
very mountainous there, and there is no
sea like this. When my father’s plans
are ready he will tell ns—-"]

Abruptly, as though she felt a presence
she could not see, Babs (urned in her
seaf.

Standing hehind her, noi a
distant, was the bearded invalid!

Babs jumped. He had approached
silently. She was paositive that his stick
had not tapped once. With indignant
eves she gazed at the blue lenses and the
old man turned and limped away,

“ What is the matter, Babs?" Eulalie
asked. .

Babs  pointed
retreating figure.

“That fellow was listening to what we
were saying, I'm sure!” she declared.
* He's moved off. now.”

“Ha is what you call a Nosey Parker !
said Eulalie. e is that

yard

significantly to the

“Ah, and ther
Petro Mias—he, too, has come this way,
and they are passing.”

“ And if Petro didn't say some word
to thnEr::dlman I'm a Dutchman!” said
Clara vlyn emphatically.

The girls exchanged mystified looks.

THE SCHOOL FRIEND.

“Queer, isn't it?” said Babs, with an
uncertain laugh. “We seem’ to be
attracting any amount of attention here.”

“It is often the way.
this promenade,” said Kulalie. * We will
get out in a boat when the tide rises
again, and from it we can bathe as well.
That will be better than sitting here.”

“And in the meanwhile,”” said Babs,
steuck by a sudden idea, ““Mabs and I
can go in search of the library.”

“The library?” asked their Spanish
friend. *“What for?”

“We've got lo write an essay for Miss
Steel this evening,” Babs explained.
“You said there was an English library,
didn't you, Eulaie? We can look up a
few facts in half an hour, and it will
help us this evening.”

“How energetic!” laughed FEulalie.
“But there, it is Leiter to work when
you muast, You will soon find the
fibrary. it is along the front, and the
second turning to the left. But do not
be long.”

“We'll promise that,” smiled Babs,
and she and her chum rose.

Clara accompanied them to help in
gathering the facts that all of them would
embody in their essays.

They found the buildirg they sought
with little difficulty. There was a small
room devoted to reference books, and
they were quickly seated in armchairs
while Babs selected three of the most
promising volumes.

“These will do, 1 think,” she said.
“We can easily—""

Thera she Lroke off as the door opened
to admit a stranger.

With a start of roal surprise she saw
the Spaniard, Petro Mius!

“What the policeman
Clara.

Petro Mias did not glance in their
direction, 8o studionzly did he aveid
doing so, however, that that in ilself
looked unusual. Instead, he  went
straight lo a table al the other side, sat
down. and picked up a volume and
started to read.

“Queer !” commented Mabs under her
breath. “We can’t doubt that the fellow
must have followed vs, whether he knows
it or not.”

“But why ?"" whispered Clara.

They could not answer that.

“Suppose we get on with looking up
the facts,” =aid Babs in a more practical
tone.  “llere’s a decent book, giving
some historical dates. This other oue
deals withe places just round here.
And— lo! This is queer! I've
made a mistake, and this red book is all
about the heart of Spain!™

“Ieave it now,” Clara said.
got plenty to get on with.”

They commenced to delve into the two
boeks in seareh of the facts most likely
to please and satisfy Miss Steel.

“ He's watching us!” whispered Mabs
under her breath.

“ Peiro Mias?™ said Babs in the same

»

muttered

tone.
“Yes. Sssssh! He looked again just
then. Ile hasn't come to read at all.

He doesn't know that T saw him staring
this way. His eyes dropped as soon as
I raised my head, but I could see his
reflection in that polished counter over
there.” .

“Wender- why !". mused Babs.

A chair scraped. Without glancing up
they knew that Petro Mias had risen.
Their hearls beat. a litile more quickly
as he came towards them. Was he
going o speak?

The Svaniard passed them without a
word. Quickly taking a book from ithe
shelf behind them, returned to his
desk and appeared to be reading deeply.

“I think we've got enough to be going

I do not like|

“We've | is
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on with,” said Babs, drawing a line
beneath her notes.- “It'll have to do,

anyway, or we shall be late. Ready?”
“Ready, ay, ready!” said Clara
cheeri

Babs replaced the volumes on the shelf,
and they went to the door. Out of the
corners of their eyes they were watching
the Spaniard, but not once did he glance
in their direction. They closed the glass
door, and took several steps through the
public reading-room ond. Then Babs
pulled up, with a warning gesture to the
others.

“Now," she whispered, “we'll just

go back quietly and see what the game
really is 1" -
They went very softly. . As. they

approached the reference-room they were
able to see through the glass of the door.
Clara gave a thrilling whisper:

“He's not in his chair!”

“Then quietly,” said Babs.
see what he really is doing !”

Together they came to the door and
peered through the glass. Tt just
enabled them to see 2 stealthy figure that
want {o the shelves at the far side of the
room.

It was the Spaniard.

Quickly. almost excitedly, his hand
went to a book—a red book. They gave
a simultaneous gesp as they recognised
it. '

“The book on Spain—the one we had
by mistake !” murmured Mabs,

With no idea that he was watched,
Petro Mias took it from the shelf. With
quick fingers he turned the pages over.

“Whew ! See what he's doing?"” said
Babs, thrilled.  “We had it open
towards the end. lle's opening it at the
very samo place!” She gave a fresh
gasp. “See what it méans? When he
came across the room he must have
glanced at the number of the page. and
he wants to find out what we were
loaking up !

“Yes, that must be-it!" said Mabs.
“But why? Why does the man wanl to
know what we were reading? Why's he
followed us here at all #”

Babs crept away from the door.

“] don’t know,"” she said. “‘Anyway.
we've found Mr. Mias out, and he doesn’t
know. He can't do much mischief look-
ing at a book that we took by accident.
Let’s get back quickly and tell Eulalie.
Then—— Ilallo! What's this?” -

She stopped to pick up a scrap of white
paper that was lying on the floor. As
she turned it over she saw that it was u
snipping from a photograph.

« goodness ! Babs ejaculated, a
second later. * Look—just look what it
o 1

“We'll

Clara and Mabs looked and gasped,
and well they might!
For what Babn%nd picked up from the
floor of the British library at Contreville
was a small, smiling portrait of herself !

—_—

Wearing Blue Glasses!

ULALIE DA SILVA was as
E amazed as anyone to hear the
extraordinary tale that Babs,

Mabs, and Clara brought back.
“This Petro Mias—so you feel that be
has been ‘following you?™ she asked,
with flashing eyes. “Now he grows
more interesting. e wanted to find out
what you were reading. And you think
he must bave d that photograph ™
“He was the only olher person in the
library,” Babs answered. *“As for the
photograph—well, we're practically cer-
tain Ifmt it wasn't on the floor when we
passed through the public reading-room

first.”
TaE ScHooL Friexn.—No. 184,
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“But where did he get the photo-
1

&

“Y don't know,” said Babe vaguely.
“I've never seen it before. 1 didn’t
know 1 had one like it.”

Eulalie stood by the three hoats that
she had hired in the absence of the
others, pondering deeply.

“We ourselves have been looking for
the old man with the blue glasses,” she
confessed. “He has disappeared. We
wondered if he had gone o
But now that you tell us this—— Clara,
are you certain they spoke together #”

‘* Abso-giddy-lutely I”* said Clara in her
well-known way.

Eulalie laughed. E

“Then this gels more interesting!
the declared. ““We must not forget. I
will make inquiries about this Petro
Mias, but the trouble is that many con-
sider him out of his mind—a harmless
lunatie, 1 think you would call him.”

“It was certainly the action of a
lunatie,” Babs admitied. “ Anc yet the
photograph—that's what beais me. Why
clini:l’he have it, and where did he get
ity

Il\;o o;('al ansul‘:.-rmiiw

etaphorically, they were up against a
brick wall, and one of fairly solid propos-
1ions.

Eulalie made the most sensible sug-
gestion.

“ Supposing we go off in the boats
with our bathing costumes and towels,”
she suggested. “We shall think more
--iﬁrly when we are away from this
fashionable promenade.”

They considered it a good idea, and
were soon tumbling into the boats. It
was still gloriously warm and sunny.
The town looked more delightful than
ever as they rowed slowly out {o see and
u}:l:ained a wider and more distant view
of it.

The discussion on Petro Mias broke
down after a few minutes, which was
only to be expecied.

Beyond deciding that {hey would give
the gentleman as much attention as he
seemed {o wish to give them, they could
do nothing.

In any case, it was lhe sort of afier-
noon to encourage peaceful thoughis.
Eulalie suggested that they should race,
and they did so, and Eulalie’s boat won.
She pulled as she did everything else—
wholeheartedly. She could enter into the
simplest enjoyment with mad excite-
ment that was charmingly fresh. They
had never met a girl quite like her
hefore.

The day was so clear and warm that
they felt tempted to remain out all the
afterncon.  Finally, however, they
h_lllined and clarted to row for Conire-
ville.

“What is that along there?” eried
Mabs, suddenly pointing.

They looked in the direction she indi-
cated. . i

“My word! There's something
moving against the cliff face!” cried
Clara. *“What is it?"

“It's a man!"” exclaimed Marjorie
Hazeldene. *“The sea comes up right
to that point. He's cut off, and the
tide’s rising. Oh, Eulalie, will it come
much higher?”

“It will wash right round the cliffs!”
said Eulalie.  *“It looks—— Oh, there is
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that cry: A moi! Au secours!’ Tt
is a Frenchman who shouts for help.
You have very sharp ears, Babs. Let us
row as quickly as we can1”

They could all see the :
figure now. Faintly they heard cries.
They bent to their woj:, and pulled
every whil as hard as they had done in
their races.

“He still cries out!”
Eulalie da Silva.

“Yes. IHe can’t have seen us!"” mur-
mured Babs, **Can you seen clearly yet,
Mabs 1"

Mabe, who was steering, paused before
replying.

* He’s a litile man,” she said. * There's
something queer about his face that 1
can't quite see. I think he's got a beard,
and—and—oh, my hat !—blue glasses!

“What ?" said the girls, amazed.

“Yes, it is the very same!” yelled
Mabs. **Oh, how funny! Girls, it's the
man who was following us on pro-
::zi\:lm(!e and trying to listen to what we

| .

esticulating

commented

“Never!”

Eulalie broke into a merry laugh.

“Ha, ha! Serve him right! We can
afford to chuckle. He is in no danger
now we are here!” ghe cried. “We will
have him in the boat and ask him why
a poor invalid should walk such a long
way from Contreville in the same direc-
tion that we took ¥™

“M goodness! That's queer!”
agreed Babs. **Yes, we will ask for an
explanation. And we will epeak of that
fellow Petro, (oo, .zand see whether he
shows any sign of knowing him.”

The beseeching voice was
audible :

“Amoi! A moi! An secours!”

“Where have I heard that voice?"
Babs muttered.

“It seems to have a familiar ring to
me!"” gaid Clara in the same bewildered
tone. ‘

Mabs gave a cry.

“All together, girls!
“'c'l'i.‘ I'Olltl'ﬂg- Hl‘ muFt

more

Tet him know
as blind as

an owl. He hasn’t scen us yet. One—
two—three !” g
“Hold on! We're coming!” cried

the girls in chorus.

Mabs sat watching with open mouth.
Suddenly she gave a fresh cry, and rose
recklessly to her feet.

“Girls, he’s heard, and he's bolting !
He's in the water !”

“Never!”

“Ile is. You look for yourselves!™

Qars were rested as the girls turned to
look. The sight they saw amazed them
beyond measure.

What Mabs said was true.

It seemed that immediately he saw the
boats, the bent old man plunged into
the water as though he would wade
around the point and reach safety with-
oul assistance.

“(ive another shout!" said Marjorie,
really agitated. “He can't have heard.
Perhaps he's deaf.”

They shouted again. But, if anything,
the distant figure only plunged deeper.

“THe must ﬂ mad ! said Babs. ““ Any-
way, it's my belief that he's far from

being deaf. He—— Oh, he's fallen!
H_el’]lm be swept away! Pull again,
girls !

th in a second Mabs was reassuring
them.

“No, he's all right, and he’s turned
back for the shore. He'll have to wait
for us.”

Eulalie laughed gaily.

“ And now he's all wet!” she chuckled.
“It =erves him right, and he'll have to
wait for ue, after all. It will be interest-
ng—""

**He's not waiting !” Mabs broke in.
“He's running across the beach, girls.
Look, there he goes! Oh, my hat! I

Twopence.

Eﬁge&e he’s going io try and climb the
“What! That old man?” gas
Bade gaped

“He's climbing—and well, too!™

Again they rested on their oars.
Amazing though the sight was, Mabs
only spoke the truth.  The blue-spec-
tacled individual was clinging to the cliff
face, and raising himself at a very
respectable speed.

“Oh, this is funny—really funny!”
Eulalie cried, her eyes dancing. “ Now
we are sure that he’s a fraud! Rather
than let us take him in our boat he is
ready to do anything. Quickly! Let us
row in and climb up after him !”

“ There won’t be a chance for that, I'm
afraid,” said Mabs. * He's hali-way up
already.™

“We'll try ! Eulalie answered.

"They took up their oars, and pulled
with a will. Mabs, holding the tiller
lines tensely, reported the man’s progress.

“Difficult bit there. He's slipping, I
think! No, he's all right now. There
seems to be a path, and he’'s going up
quite easily. Phew! He jumped then—
three or four feet. Mighty risk io take
Bthtll_l,lt height. He'll be at the top—
Within a few feet of the top of the
cliff the man blundered, elipped, then
suddenly clutched at the cliff face with

hands. A piercing yell came to the

5.

“A moi! Au secours!”

With a few last pulls the girls sent
their boats {o the shore and grounded
them. The Spanish girl leapt out and
ran up the beach. She cried out’in
French:

“Hold on, old gentleman! We'll come
up and save you, after all! Hold there
and you’ll be all right !”

The figure moved.

It swayed to one side, hesitated, then
took a leap. The hands held. In another
moment the man was drawing himself
up again. Even as they paused, in
greater astonishment than ever, they saw
the man reach the cliff top and vanish
from sight.

“Well, I'm bothered!” ecried Babs.
“He was only funking! soon as he
knew we were coming it must have
given him a fresh fright, and he took the
risk and got io the top.”

“In my opinion, he was panicky all
the time—simnply didn't know what he
was doing !” said Clara.

“ Anyway, we will speak to him!"™
Eulalie exclaimed. “Let us climb the
cliff as well, just to show him what girls
can do.”

They followed her for thirty or forty
yards. Even Eulalie needed help to
reach a ledge seven or eight [eet from the
ground. Once that was gained, however,
they found a path that led in perfect
safety to the height above. Eulalie lod,
la:lncl Babs and Mabs were close behind

er.

In less than a minuta they were on the
clif top. And there those who were
leading were compelled to come to an
involuntary pause.

No one was to be seen!

There was not a :ign of the man who
had been there two minutes viously !

Quickly they gazed round in every
direction. They were in a wide and
spreading field given over to ure.
There was no cover near them for any-
one to choose as a hiding-place.

“He must be made of thin air!” said
Clara, utterly mystified.

Eulalie stamped a dainty foot.

“Now I am angry— y angry !” she
declared. ““le has beaten us, after all. -
He is not the invalid he pretended to be,
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for he could not have got away withoul
running.”

“But he's gone.” said Babs. “The
only thing left is for us to get back to
the boats. Dén’t you think so?”

At a more leisurely speed
descended to the beach again.

“It's very funny indeed,” said Mar-
jorie Hazeldene in a puzzled tone. “I
can understand the man rushing iniec the
water; he might not have heard us. But
why did he take such a desperate risk in
climbing the cliff? Surely he isn't
afraid?  He didn't mind hanging about
close to us on the promenade,”

“It's queer,” mnodded Babs. “That
man could have let us pick him up, and
he needn’t have spoken at all unless he
wished. We couldn't make him speak if
Ire didn’t want to, could we?"”

“Let us get back in the boats,” sug-
gesied Rulalie. *“We may see him in
Coutreville again. 1 hope so, anyway.”

They clambered into their boats and
pushed off again.  Dolly, trailing her
hand in the water, saw something like a
grey wisp of seaweed, and idly held it,
She had retained it for several seconds
before she gave a shriek as though stung
and held her hand aloft.

“Girls! Look at this—just look at
this ! she cried.

They gazed at her in amazement.

“What ever have you found?” Mar-
jorie asked wonderingly.

“The reason why that man dare not
stay and face us after plunging in the
sea!”  answered Dolly breathlessly.
Y Look at it! Seec what it is! It's his
falsp beard!"

“Whew !
Clara.

they

So—so it is!" stammered

“ And that's why he climbed the cliff 1" |

said Dolly. *“ He's been disguised all the
time. He knew that he'd be in a very

tight corner if we caught him and found ‘

him undisguised. Now, who was it? Can
g ,
anyoue answer that 7"

5 Evidence!

ONTREVILLE was gay and full
‘ of life when the tired girls
beached their boats at last. The
promenade was once again a
fashionable parade. The band still
played dreamy, haunting dance music,
and strenuous lawn tennis was occupying
the various hard courts.

“And what we've got to locok for,”
said Freda Foote dryly, “is a wet and
bedraggled  little  man  who's  been
plunging in the sea and lost his beard.
Wonder if we’'ll find him listening to the
band "

The girls chuckled. Whatever else
happ:ned, they did not expect to set eyes
upon ths blue-spectacled little invalid
again.

-~ *“We may see Petro Mias again,” said
Eulalie thoughtfully.

Of all the attractions the soolhing
music of the band made tho greatest
appeal to them then. And so, at Peggy
Preston’s suggestion, they went inside
the enclosure and took eleven seals—a
goodly number, it is true.

They kept their eyes open, but said
liitle. The deck-chairs were very com-
fortabla, and they were in the mood to
be soothed. A very pleasani three-
quarters of an hour had passed when
Eulalie rose and suggested that they
should see about dinner.

Nono of them spoke as they left their
seats, They reached the promenade and
headed for home. Still that same un-
natural silence reigned until suddenly
Augusta Anstruther-Browne broke it.

“] may be imagining things," she said
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abruptly ; “in fact, I quite believe I am.
But ['ve got the feeling that we've been
under observation again!”

“By that woman?” said al least six
voices at the same time.

And then they looked at each other
and laughed.

“We all had the same reason for being
silent, anyway !" said Babs. “I suppose,
Angusta, you mean the woman who sat
behind us?”’

“Yes. She followed us in, T know,”
Augusta replied. “ And, if you remem-
ber, she left just after us. But she’s
dropped behind now.™

“1 saw her,” said Eulalie. *‘I wasn't
going to speak unless you saw her as
well. T think she was Spanish.”

“She looked it,” Babs agreed. ‘“But
surely it was only a coincidence, girls?
I mean, many people are going howe*to
dress for dinner now."”

HER -~
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dropped any of them overboard from one
of your boats?” He started to count
them, with a humorous twinkle in his
a?e ‘“Eight, nine, ten—yes, they are
all here again! Well done, Eulaliel
You must have been very cautious!™

It was impossiblo (o feel anything but
at ease with the finely-bwmlt, genial
Spaniard, and the girls laughed as
heartily as Eulalie.

“You are in early this evening,” the
Don went on. “I am very glad, because
I have been hoping that I might have
the opportunity of a littla chat with you,
If it is quite convenient, just for a lew
minutes *

“Certainly, sir!" Babz responded
readily. “Wo're quite at your service.”

“Then perhaps you will step into my
little study?”

The girls all felt a returning serious-
ness as they followed their host into the

o - o
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AN AMAZING FIND!

graphs ! "' she gasped.

Babs gave a low, inoredulous cry as she
gathered up the scraps of paper.
“ Here's one of Dolly and Flap, and Phyllis—and
Peggy ! "

“ Qur photo-

“We'll hope it was,” Clara replied.
“Hang it all, if she was shadowing us
a:- well, we may as well conclude that
the whole giddy town has gone mad.
First Petro, then blue spectacles, and
now, & woman. Whew! ow cheery!
Wo'll never get to*the end of them.”

“I don't think we'll worry. anyway,”
said Enlalie. “Oh, look! The blind is
drawn at the side room. That must
mean that daddy is at homos to-night.
That's splendid!”

Sho hurried on, possessed only by one
thought, and the Clif House girls
hurried as well.

They had met Don Vinciente da Silva
on their first night in Contreville, and
had found him a very charming host,
who spoke good English, and was as
pleased as his wife to welcome them.

This evening, as they hurried after
Eulalie, they found him waiting to greet
them in the reception-hall.

“My little Eulalie, you are still safe
and sound?” he chaffed his daughter, as
she hugged him in her impulsive way.
“And the senoritas—you have not

tastefully-furnished room that he indi-
cated. The banter had gone from his
voice, and there was a scriousness—
almost a heaviness-—that did not deceive
them.

Those who were walching saw that he
closed the door with more than usua,
care, and the smile that preceded his
first words was not quite as carefree as
it seemed. ’

“Y wish to speak a few words to vou
about a certain map,” said Don da Silva,
“In this matter, as you deserve, you are
completely in my confidence. . By a
mistake—which proved a fortunate one—
it was sent to you in England by my
wife.  You girls protec it courage-
ously, and brought it to me here.”

He paused, and his voice was a shade
lowar as he went on:

“That map—well, you know what it
is about. It shows the hiding-place of
some rare old ivory carvings that it is
my duty to find and hand to the
Government of my country. As you
know, there are others who would seek

Tae Scwool I'riExD.—No. 184
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to steal (Feso carvings if they could only
find them. Two of these rascals were
Monsieur and Madame Conspare, but I
do not think that we need to fear them
again.” 3

Ha paused for 2 second time,

“Until to-day 1 was easy in my mind,”
Don da Silva resumed.  “Even now I
do not know that I have cause for
worry. But I have received certain
information, and it leads me to speak to
you now, You have all seen the map.
You all know that, in a short time, we
are going to Spain by a certain route.
Well, there may be open ears in Contre-
ville that should not hear anything about
us.”

And with that he left them.

Babs glanced at Eulalie da Silva.

She was so startled by what she raw
that her gaze remained on the Spanish
girl's face.

Eulalie’s whole bearing was {ense. The
colour was slowly filling her olive cheeks
with a dark flush, And her eyes—only
once had Babs seen that flash in her
eyes, and that was when she had fought
with the treacherous Carlota Vilarta in
the bungalow.

What did it mean?

“There! At tho window! Somecone
is opening it!” Eulalie cried out.

It was so sudden that even Rabs
jumped with surprise.

Eulalie herself, in the fraction of a
second, sprang forward and rushed at
the window, Her fingers were at it in
a moment, and she pressed with all her
strength. Bul it did not move.

She turned on them with glittering
eyes.

“Tt is secured—outside! But there
was someone there; T have been watch-
ing that window, They must still be in
the garden. We will find them{”

She was across the room again, and
had torn open the door. Even though
Babs & Co. were alert by now she out-
paced them. Leading bv several yards,
she tote along the corridor to the back
of the house.

“1 can hear them; they aro still
there!” came her ringing cry.  “This
time we'll make no mistake! Not this

time "

The erowd of them, headed by Babs

and Clara, rushed pell-mell into the
garden.
“Stop! Come back!” FEulalie was

shouting ahead.

It was a lovely garden. At that
moment, however, the thick bushes that
obscured everything lost much of their
charm. Eulalie could not be followed as
she racéd ahead. They heard bushes
crash, and thought she must be holding
someone. Then she cried again, and
again it wae a cry for someone to stop.

They scattered through the garden, all
of them tense and alert for anything, but
seeing nothing.

Following Eulalie's voice, however,
they reached her at last. She was
perched on the low stone wall at the end
of the garden, gazing along a tree-lined,
winding alley.

Strangely enough, she did not appear
to bo half as angry as Babs had expected.
. “Eulalie, you saw the person, whoever
it was?” Babs exclaimed.

Eulalie sat there and shook her head.

NSWERg
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“No. T was just too slow, Babs.
But I know there was someone outside
the window, and I know who it was!”’

“Who?" said the girls in one breath.

Eulalie pointed to the ground.

“There—see those scraps of paper in
the grass?” she whispered. “I saw them
just as daddy -was coming up. Who-
ever jumped over the wall in such a
hurry dropped them from his ket.
You’ll guess what they are, and wﬁ‘:had
them !”

Babs had already stooped to gather
the fragments up. She gave a low,
incredulous cry as she gazed at them.

“More photographs—four?” she ejacu-
lated.

“Photographs!” came a gasp from
everyone,

Babs laid them on the palm of her
hand while they crowded around her.

“Yes; just like that one I found in
the library. Here’s Dolly, and Flap, and
Phyllis, and Peggy.” She looked up at
Eulalie with a question in her eyes.
“Petro Mias?" i

“Petro Mias—without a doubt,” said
Eulalie. *““He must have dropped them
as he leapt. But do you know why he
has been carrying your photographs
about? I had an idea when daddy was
talking, and I believe T am right. He
is one of those who is in the town, try-
ing to listen' for anything we say
amongst ourselves. Perhaps that is why
he went to the library—hoping that you
were looking up details of our journey
to Spain,” '

“Good gracious! Why, of course!”
Babs exclaimed. ““And he’s not the only
one. That man with blue glasses, who
must have been following our boats
along the shore—"

“%es, that's right!” interrupted
Eulalie eagerly, “But just listen to this
for a minute. Why has he obtained your
photographs? It is because he and his
friends must have received instructions
from someone else to watch you about
and listen. Petro did not know you until
you came here, and did not want to
follow the wrong girls.”

They gazed at the inspired Spanish
girl and nodded eagerly.

“And why is Petro asked to spy and
overhear at all?” went on Eulalie. “It
is because someone believes that we all
know more of my daddy’s plans than we
do—at least, I think so. You remember
that the map was sent to you in
England?  Well, those who are so inter-
ested in it may think that it was sent for
you to study it. They may not think
that you have come on an educational
tour at all, but to help find the carvings.”

“Of course,” said Babs, nodding again.
“And ‘the master-mind—the one who is
controlling Petro—my goodness!” Her
eyes shone wilth excitement. ‘““Perhaps
he is the little man who wore blue
glasses, and whom we had not seen until
to-day I

“Monsieur Consparg!” said Flap and
Phyllis in the same breath,

_———

A Biter ‘*Bitten'!

ISS STEEL, on the following

morning, found her “‘class " in
a distinctly restless mood, for
’ it needed effort and concentra-
tion to think about lessons when such
mysterious doings were afoot. And the
girls were very glad indeed when, satis-
fied at last, Miss Steel ended the day’s
work, and released them just when
luncheon was ready.

“I wonder if Eulalie’s in,” Babs said,
as they ran down the stairs. “She's jolly
lucky to be able tp get out just when
she likes. I wonder what she’s been
doing all morning 7”

'l‘wdpénce.

They found Mrs. Da Silva—she pre-
ferred the *““Mrs.” from her British
visitors—waiting downstairs, but there
was no sign of the Spanish girl,

“I really cannot say what she has been
doing,” their hostess laughed. “That is
the trouble with Eulalie. One never
knows what she will be doing next. I
really think I ought to send her to school,
and then perhaps she would be kept out
of mischief. If she does not come in
soon we shall really have to start our
luncheon without her.”

Babs, ‘Mabs, and Marjorie walked as
far as the promenade in the hope of see-
g their Spanish chum. Look every-
where though they would, however, there
was no sign of her. And Eulalic, with
her gracegul figure and easy, swinging
walk, was not dilficult to “spot " at a
distance, as a rule,

“I wonder if anything has
wrong,” said Marjorie uneasily,

“We'll hope not,” said Babs,

gone

“But we know what a girl Eulalie is
for doing anything reckless,” said
Marjorie. ‘“She may have got too ex-

cited and got involved in some scrape.
Do you think we ought to go and look
for her1”

“Perhaps she has forgotten the time,
or gone farther than she intended,” said
Babs. “ Anyway, 1 think we bad better
wait a little longer.”

A gong sounded, and they went in to
luncheon. The first eourse was served,
but Eulalie did not appear. The girls
felt an increasing worry as the minutes
dragged on, and the second course
rapidly disappeared. Dut the worry was
needless,

Late, but cheerfully regardless of Lhat,
Eulalie suddenly came bounding into the
room just as the plates were being col-
lected.

“So sorry!" she said, as she dropped
into her seat. “‘I must have been day-
dreaming. Have you learnt plenty of
clever things this morning, girls?”

The girls smiled, and Miss Steel looked
suitably embarrassed.

“But there—of course you have!"
Eulalie went on. “And I am such a
dunce myself that I can’t think of ques-
tioning you. It's been beautiful out this
morning! I do wish you'd been with
me,”

She looked at Babs, and Babs saw a
twinkle in her eyes that seemed to go
further, and say: “Yes, and I've dis-
covered something, too!”

For that matter, they could all see that
there was a restlessness about the Spanish
girl that proved that her morning had
been by no means idly spent. :

She had no lack of an audience when
the meal was at last over, and the girls
went out together in the fresh air.

*“What have you been doing, Eulalie?"”
asked Babs breathlessly. “Have yom
discovered anything? Or seen some-
thing 7"

“I've done everything I can think of
this  morning,"” E\.ﬁ&lio answered
instantly. “First of all, I just walked
about, hoping that someone would follow
me. _But % couldn't see anyone—not
even Petro. As for that little man we
think to be Conspare—I'm certain he
wasn't about.”

“Yes?" Babs prompted.

“Even though I went into the library
it was no good,” Tulalie went on, *
was the only one in there. I soon got
tired of that, so I went to the photo-
graphers. Oh, I've had such fun! I've
had at least six photographs taken.
Mother will think f:m dreadfully vain
when I tell her. But even then I
couldn’t find out anything.”

“You were thinking about those photo-
gaphs that Petro carried?” asked

eggy.

(Continued on poge 45.)
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Y DEAR GIRLS,—

alone would sink inte the
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Vi e common purpose—these
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about which 1 can only say
“all’s well that ends well.”
It is most comforting to me
to know that they were
safe and sound again when
last they wrote.

By Miss Penelope Primrose
(Headmistress of Cliff House Schooll)

most trying circumstances.
How much more plersant is
a happy, united family
circle than a family that is
divided against itself, with
its members always war-

=—————— |

—=

In their mnew Spanish
friend, Eulalie da Silva, they had a devoted and umtiring helper
who performed most signal services. In writing this, I do not in
any way wish to belittle any of the gallantry she showed. But
one other thing has struck me very forcibly; it is that our girls
knew the value of keeping together.

There is a great deal in true comradeship, girls. It is the rule
of nature and the rule of civilisation that people should be
together. There is a great diference between following one leader
like a crowd of sheep and keeping together and acting with courage
and determination whatever happens. I do feel that my girls did
this. If they had scattered there might have been very different
results to tell.

You know, three or four can often be cheerful where one girl

ring.
When you are keeping together, you will not always have your
own way. Sometimes you must bow cheerfully to the wish of the
majority. Ypu must have a leader whom you obev. But if she
is a good leader, she will listen to your advice as willingly as she
will give advice herself.

Jolly schools, happy companies of Girl Guides, efficient and go-
abead clubs, successful sports Teams—these are all examples of
keeping together. It's a fine spirit to cultivate. It's splendid to
be working in a common caunse. Disaster only comes when that
treacherous spy called Discord opens the door of the City of
Happiness and lets the enemy fall upon you unawares.—Your

sincere friend,
PENELOPE PRIMROSE.
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THIS WEEK'S SPECIAL TOPICS!

By BESSIE BUNTER (Editress pro temper.)

THE FOURTH FORM.

Dear Readers,—I know you will all be sur-
prised and annoyed to think that there is no
real Pourth Form at Clif House at present.
We have all been put in with the Upper
Third again, and it is most wunpleasant.
Miss Bullivant is our mistress, and she keeps
on telling us that she doesn’t like such a big
class, and then we all get lines to write.

You will also be sorrv to hear of the slight
I have received. When I was teld that I had
got to go with the Upper Third, I naturally
considered that there had been some mistake,
and I ought to be placed in the Fifth. I
went and saw Miss Primrose about it, and
she was really most off-handed, and nctunlu
said that I ought to be in the Third. Of
course, that is what is called Discipline. I
could not have my rights because there are
some jealous girls who might say that it was
favouritism if I was put in the Fifth.

Miss Bullivant does not take all lessons.
For a few of them we are in charge of the
monitresses. Shircen al Raschid is splendid;
she called Marein Loftus, a daughter of dis-
obedience, and 1 laughed like anything. I
wish Bhireen took us oftener, because she
ticks Marcia off beautifully.

1 have got another disappointment for m;"
dear readers. Up to the time of writing,
have not been made Form captain—in fact,
uo one has, 1 pointed out to Miss Bullivant
.most strongly that we nught to have an
“election for Form captain, or e!se the scheol
would go to rack and ruin, but she said that
it wasn't necessary, and that I'd get some
lines if I didn't go to my place. I was so
indignant that I simply refused to argue
about the matter.

However, T know the girls are not going to
take it lying down, and I'm sure there will
be a bother befure long, and if it takes place
I may be able to give a special account of it
in mext week's mumber.

THE WEEKLY.

I know all my readers must be delighted
with the changes I have made. As I am writ-
ing most of the contents myself, I can see
that only the best stuff is published. You
will probably be surprised to know that there
has heen a territile lot of jealonsy amongst
the other girls, who don't seem to under-
stand how hard I am having to work.

It gets go bad, in fact, that I have to lock
the door of my den—Study No. 4—every
evening. Angelica Jelly of the Fifth Form
is threatening to shake me il I don’t publish
some of her stuff, and even Connie Jackson
has been trying to make me print an article
about monitresses’ power. As for the kids in
the Second and Third Forms, they are quite
out of hand, and if it wasn't for the firm
stand I have made, they would be running
the paper now.

I am very glad to say that Katie Smith
has helped me a lot. She is always bright
and cheery when I am writing my copy, in
fact, she =actually laueghs, but she has told
me several times that she isn’t laughing at
what I'm writing. As a special honour I
have allowed her to write a poem in this
week's number.

It was at her special request that I wrote
the artlele telling you how to do good draw-
ings, and Katle said it was_ one of the
cleverest things she had ever “seen. 1 feel
sure that she wasn't trying to pull my leg
because she kept such a straight face.

Dear readers, there are an awful lot of
difficulties in running a paper like this, and
the printers have been an awful worry to me.
They keep on altering all my spelling, and
they have actually had the cheek to send two
articles back and said they couldn’t read
them.

Katie bas just told me that I ought to do
my next Special Topic on the Chff House
typewriter, so T am going to, and this is a
warning to the printer to print just as I

type it so that you can see that T ean work
a typewriter if I like. _

the grubBat cLiff howse] is nodt neerl)y
as g**d as it Ort To bE, tupeﬂhu[h sine /s
the ut hers have gone away ;i
the fackt /“—of the mat er iss that we Are
now bEcing trea&ed as upPer Illerd fournm
geris whore u -n? osed to h ave nnnl,f)'ler
appeTyTes than [llirth Fourm* girls and
Consikwent!*“ly MRS. PIE‘KLESS is Sav*ine
fo ood at Our ‘explenze (& :

Of Coarse* you 2ill fkf, Ghat this is a
Ver ybad /staTe of thinga for any Giri®s
22 in fact it is—05 50 £3 075 —— 1 am
sor—ey I was Pressine th* ronk k®y just
then —— @ant TO BE S8tooD and I am
imm#*diate) (!y orgen is€ing a depppu-
taysshon abowt it.

(P.8. Note to Prynter. | am riting this
to say that on seckend thorts I think yon
had better set my messidge about the Grubi,
in ordnery type.—B.R.)

(Miss Bunter. Serry, but it's all set up
now. I read your message too late. Will
alter all the other for you as I come to it—
Printer.)

THINGS ALL SCHOOLGQIRLS S8HOULD
KNOW I

Eating fish is very good, because it makes
your brains grow. Therefore, if yon eat
three bloaters at breakfast-time instead of
one you will be able to de much better
work in class and be a credit to yom
school.

Do not let the moth get into a valuable
fur il you have ome. | have got a very
fine fur, which Pauline Wilson, of the
Sixth, told me is made from stufl called
rabbetzkin. (I don't know why she laughed
when she told me.) The fact remains that
when I went to put it on the other day
some great lumps fell out of it, and my
fur is quite spoilt by Lhe spiteful little
insects.

Katie Smith tells me that you can always
tell moths that eat fur, because they make
a little squeaking noise while nibbling it,
and T am going to listea for them next

time.
Tue ScuooL Friexp.—No. 184,
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COOKERY HINTS!

By Bessie Bunter.

OUR FAVOURITE RECIPES
IN STUDY No. 4.

Babs' Favourite Cake Recipe.—Simplicity Cake.

Kequired.—2 ozs. margarine, 1} ozs. castor sugar, 1] ozs. flour,
1} ozs. cornflour, } teaspoonful of baking-powder, and a little cold
mwilk. Cream the margarine and sugar. Mix the-flour, cornflour, and
haking-powder together well, add them gradually to the margariue
uwnd sugar, add sufficient cold milk to mix the ingredients into a
stift dough. Beat well,

Drop the mixture in little portions, a few inches apart, on to
a grensed baking-sheet, and bake in a fairly hot oien for ien
nrinutes.

Mabs' Favourite Sweet Recipe.—Lynton Butterscotch.

Required.—3 ozs. of brown sugar, ] teacupful of golden syrup.
2 ozs. of butter, a few drops of vanilla favouring, 1 dessert-
spoonful of vinegar, and a pineh of bicarbouate of soda.

Put the butter into a saucepan, and melt it over a gentle heat.
Add all the other ingredients except the Mavouring, and boll
together until a little becomes brittle when dropped into a eup
of cold water. Add the flavouring, stir a few times, pour the
Imi\:-lre into a ygreased fHat tin, and stand in & cool place to
Tarden,

My Own Favourite Recipe.—Ginger Rock.
tequired,—8 ozs. of brown sugar, ! gill of water, and ] oz. of
ground ginger, .

Put the sugar and water into a saucepan, and bring them to
the boil. - Stir all the time, and carefully remove any scum that
rises. Boil until a little of the syrup, when dropped into cold
water will roll into a soft ball between two fingers. Stir in the
ground ginger, and continue to stir until the mixture thickens®

Pour the mixture into a tin lined with greased paper, and when
nearly set mark into bars,

W

ow TO DRAW! Bissie suntes.

I DARE say my dear readers have often wished they could

draw, and Barbara has npever published any tips on the
subject. Being rather a dab at drawing myself, 1 am going
to give you a few useful hints this week.
Of course, you must have a natural talent for drawing, other-
wise you will never get on. But if you have this, you will soou
get on omce you have the idea of it.

SKETCH 1.

This is a rough sea, that I drew jn about a minute, und anyone
can see what it is as soon as they look at it. You see, it shows
all the waves, and if I had a bit more time it would have been
»till more lifelike. After you have practised for a little while
you will be able to draw a rough sea just like mine.

(P.S. It would have been better, but my pen kept on sticking
in the paper all the time when I was drawing the rough part.)
SKETCH 2.

I am giving you three faces, as these are most importavt in

drawings; iu fact, you will often want to be drawing faces.

Beautiful girls are wearly always plump, and they often wcar
tlasses, because these always improve the plainest girl. The girl
ve drawn has got what are called “tight curls,” and you
n also see that she has lovely eyelashes shown in drawing.

Ugly girls sre thin, as a rule, and have bobbed hair. They
often” have thin and straight poses, mot a mnose (like mine, for
instance) that is full of delicate curves. I have also drawn an
old gentleman with a beard—this is a hamorous drawing.

(P.8.—1I am sorry 1 made a blot, but the pen stuck in the paper
while ] was drawing the beard.)

SKETCH 3.

HMere you see four kinds of flowers, which you will often want
io draw when you are doing country cottages. 1 just look at a
flower and then I sit down and draw it at once. Some flowers
liave different leaves from others, but I find that vou seldom have
to worry about this, and you need mot draw the leaves tco
carefully.

1 have put the names under the flowers, so you will know how
to draw these four flowers now,

SKETCH 4.

Ilere 1 have drawn a tree, which is done very easily, and 1
will let you into the sccret. You just draw a few bramches, and
“tilen you dab your pen about and make the leaves. You do not
draw each one separitely, although it Tooks as though 1 have done
«0 in my drawing. For big leaves I just dip the blunt end of the
pen in the ink-pot, and dab with that.

The other drawing shows grass, and I lave put a rabbit in, as
welk. This is a little artists’ trick, because people guese at omce
what they are, as you always find grass and rabbits together.

SKETCH &.

This is a landseape sceme, which you can toon copy; in fact, you
can also paint it, too, if you like.

(P.8.—8ince writing the above, some of the girls accuse me
of copying all my sketehes out of a book on the subject; but do
the‘y look like that? I koow my readers will never believe me
zuilty of doing such a thing as that.)

Tie ScHooL FmiExD.—No 184,

NEEDLEWORK NOTES!

By Bes:ie Bunter and Marjorie
Hazeldene.

HOW TO MAKE A DAINTY AND USEFUL
WINTER SCARF.

N OME girls think that the very idea of me sewing is a joke.

But they laugh too soon, for 1 cam sew in several ways.

Only this last summer 1 sowed some potatoes in the school

allotmeut, and in class every necdlework lesson, 1 sew a

few small and many large stitches in funmny little bits of stufl
called “specimens.”

Now that I've proved to you that I really am well up in my
subject, 'l get on with this article, and fell you all about my
new winter scarf.

Marjorie Hazeldene wrote the instructiomal part of this article
before going away. Don't, please, think that 1 couldn’t do it, but
at the time I was epgaged in learning Euclid. o

How to Make the Winter Scarl.

Required.—A length of material one and a half yards long and

cighteen inches wide, and scme coloured embroidery silk, -

First cut the cdges of the material quite straight, and then,
with the embroidery silk, blanket-stitch a‘il round the scarf. Don't
turn down a hem, unless the material is one likely to fray. Press
the scarf lightly with a cool iron on the wrong side. Coloured
wool can be used instead of silk for the hlanket-stitching.

My scarl is uigger brown in colour, and the material has a pale
blue stripe in it. The material was left over from my new winter
costume. The blanket-stitching is done in pale blue, and when I
wear my scarf with my costume, it looks as smart as sables. Babs
is making herself a scarf in dark blue material, blanket-stitching
it with lemon-coloured wool and embroidering little flowers in the
coruers,

Marjorie did the cutting out of my scarf, the blanket-stitching,
amd the pressing.< »

1 did the rest.
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STORIES OF CLIFF
HOUSE PETS!

No. 6.—Polly, the Parrot.

AN
EVENTFUL
WEEK!

By -
Marcia Loftus.

OU say that I am a stranger to these
pages? Ah, indeed, I am, and so 1
intend to be while Babs and her
precious priggy crowd have nnft.hing

to do with running it. But now that they're
away I've been able to get round Bessie with
two or three packets of chocolates to let
me have some space—and I want it for
several reasons,

To tell you the truth, Bessie is sullering
from the worst attack of swelled-head we
have ever scen. Not that it is strange. Of
all the mad and selfish things that dear
Barbara Redfern has ever done, it is to
give "this paper into the keepiug of Bessie
Bunter. She is a horrid, fat, toadying little
spy, as conceited as she can possibly be, and
a born fibber.

Well, to come back to my title, it has
heen an  eventful week, apart from the
doings of swelled-headed Bessie (for whom,
hy the way, I've arranged a nice little
apple-pie hed to-night). Being without Babs
and her fawning cronies has been just
delightful. Lady Hetty, Nancy, and I have
never had such a good time before. There
is mo “hossing"” in the dormitory, and we
can put any girl in her place and give her
a little “hairbrish torture” whenever she
descrves it.

We all really wish that these precious
Spaniards would take to dear Babs and her
“sweet chums” and adopt them for life.
What a different place CIiff Mouse would be
without them. What a different Fourth Form
it would be without such gcedy-goodies iu
our midst.

Connfe Jackson fs very nice to us at
present. As I have always said, she is a
very good sort at heart, and only wants
handling the right way. After all, when
we are seniors, we shall probably expect
a little help from the juniors. We occasion-
ally run errands for Connie, and she is very
grateful indeed.

Gwen Cook is proving herself a very queer
girl—more priggish and stand-offish than I
thought. We've offered her to join our little
set, but she was most curt abeut it. Lucy
Morgan and Bridget O'Toole have also been
making their little voices heard, but, of
course, we don't take much notice of them.

The girl who really wants putting in her
place is Katie Smith. She has saved blunder-
ing Bessie from innumerable scrapes, and
vet she is always with her when she's doing
the “ Weekly,” and pulling her leg all the
time. We can't make Katie out at all
If she likes Bessie, why should she urge her
to write such piMling things for the
“Weekly "? 1t she doesn't like her, why
should she look after Lier? 1f it wasn't for
Katle the “Weekly" wonld probably have
been suppressed by now, or put into different
hands,

Well, I'm coming to the end of my space,
bnt I think I've said about all. Look out for
most interesting developments in the Fourth
~if we have anything to do with it.

(Noat.—I am verry angrey indeed to read
Marsea's artickal, and I would not pubblish
it if T could help it, hut she has heen so
artful that the poast is just going, and there
is abbsolutely nuthing else to fill the spase.
However, what she says is all folsehoods,
espeshfully about me, and as soon as I have
poasted this T am going along to give her a
verry seveare torking-to!—Siued, Bessie
Bunter.)

By BESSIE BUNTER,

(Note.—As Peggy has left out the most
important pet of all, in spite of my protests,
I am writing it myself.—B. B.)

(Fo Printer.—Please do not
spelling.—B. B.)

PULLEY. the parritt, was the pride of

alter my

the jungel.

There- was really na dowt about
that. Some of tbe munkeys were
conseated becanse they conld swing about
with their fails, and other beasts used to
show off in various ways, but there wassent
one of them that could talk like the humen

beans except Polley.
It was mot that Dolley showed off at all.
He torked becos it was his nacheral gift,

and not becos e was at all conseated abowt |

it. But some of the uther annimals and
berds became so envious that they hatched
a plot agenst poor Polley's life.

Poor Polley! Imaggine him sitting in his
tree, imitating all the other things he herd,
and enjoying it in his innosent little way.
First he would growl like a rihnossus, then
be would grunt like a hippopoppemus, then

he would make a noise like an cllefant, and
when the other creachers looked around in
serprize, he would chuckle at them and tell
them that it was just his little joaking way.

Poor Polley! Think of his iunosent little
spirit—and all the wile, under the very tree
where he was making his lhome the ploting
anpimals were _gathered, wondering how
they could reek their rivenge.

“I am no good for this job!” muttered the
weezel,

“Nor I am—I have not the hart for it!"”
added the giraffe, hanging Iis hed shame-
fulley.

“But we must do something!™ mutered the
munkey, who was reely the lecder of the
uthers.

“Then you go and do it™ ecried the uther
annimals. “And if you get rid of Polley we
will make you our king!”

“I—I think—"

“You are afrade,
jeared the kangeroo.

*“Oh, am 1?” said the munkey truckulently.
“Then you watch me! Up 1 go, and 1 will

that is what it is!"

43

pull all the fethers out of hiz tale at the
least, or my name is not Crafty Willey!"

With that he went bownding up the tree,

Stelthily Crafty Willey crept along the
tree, intent on the poor, innosent parritt.
Closer und closer to him he crept. He might
have got right to the spot, hut snddenley
& twig spapped under his foot, and Polley
started rownd.

“0h, it is ycu!” he eried ont.

Crafty Willey came nearer, his savvidge
face showing quite well that he intended
to bite his dedly rivel.

Puor Polley's heart began to thump with
allarm.

Here was a  dredful  predickament.  Me
wis at tho eud of the bough, and he could
not go further. ‘The munkey ‘was rushing
rappidly at him. Whatevver was he to do?

Quick as thort he remmembered some
thing that he had quite forgotten in the
exsitement of the moament. Me had got
his wings. He could fly. It gave him a
fresh cusridge. a

“1 am not afrade of you, you ugley little
munkey!” cried out Polley at Crafty Willey.
*You canuot hurt me! I will away!”

The munkey sprang—too late! Polley was
oft!  With a swift and gracefull leap le
sprang into the air and startid to fap his
wings. Snoarliog with baMed rage the mun-
key hung on the tree and shook bis fist.

Very angrey, but quite bafleled, the
munkey stayed ov the bougi. The uther
annimals were larfing at bim, for they

coulddent help admyring the clevver trick
that. Polliey bhad played on the ploting
munkey.

“I will have my rivvenge!” he =uorted,

He did not see that Polley was coming
hack. DBut Polley was a pluckey berd, He
had come back to remew the combat, and
he saw that the munkey. was sitting with his
hack to him

It was Polley’s chance to give him oue
that he would rimember.

Moving his wings so slowly that they did
not make any noise, Polley crept nearer and
nearer  He saw his chance at last, and he
flew forward and gave Craity Willey a hite
right in the back of the neck.

“Oh!" eried the munkey,

“Ha, ha, ha!” langhed all the animals.

The munkey tried to turn, but Polley was
ready for him. Ie bit him agane and
agane, and for the benmefit of those who
don’t know, I can assure you that parritts
Egn bite very bard indeed wien they want

Vancly the munkey tried to get at his
addverserry, but Polley seemed to bear a
charmed life. He gave the mmukey the
lessen Tie needed, and with eries of allarm le
went ruoning down the tree.

It was the last time that Crafty Willey
dared to challenge the supremmacy of Polley
in the jungel. Al the uther apnimals who
had been ploting with him were g0 ashamed
that they turned right agenst him, and he
was compelled to fly to anuther country
alltogether. The rest of them admitted
that Polley was tco clever for them, and
left him alone in future.

Of coarse, Lhis deels with the erly life of
Polley, before my wncle capchiered him and
hrort him to England for me. 1 have
allreddy described how this® happened, and
althow Polly was annoyed at the time, he
was very glad afterwards, and i3 quitc
bappey now, and will be evver afterwards.

SVAVAVAVAVAVAVS

THE DAYS OF THE WEEK—-THURSDAY.

Thursday, oh, Thursday !

In no mood for banter and chaff;
No time to be witty—we only can pi

The girl who on Thursday can laughl

Now, is there a worse day ?
end of the week's drawing near.

‘They force us to speak in Latin and Greek—
'ﬁley’re hardly the tasks for a cheer!

tach mistress reveals the fact that she feels

It’s grim mathematics, equations {guadratics),

' And problems are well in the van;

There’ll be no forgetling the prep they are selting
To do just as scon as we can.

Our hobbies we leave, an’' we spend Thursday even

In swotting, instead of al ease;
And nobody rises for “supper surprises " —

We know Thursday’s bread and dry cheese!
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An Ode to Dolly Jobling.

e

By KATIE SMITH.

Dear Dolly Jobling, you're fond of your tumble,
Stairs are, for you, just a “reason to stumbie”;
Crockery beld in your fingers so rash

Very sdon goes to the floor with a crash.

The ornament store in your room ne'er increases
(Ornaments do go =0 quickly to pieces !}

Have you reflected in times calm and cool

How many things you have broken at school ?
Some little things I am sure you have missed;
Here vou will see I am giving a list.

Once you were gated for playing the fool;

Sentenced to stay for a week in the school.

Feeling fed-up, and for mischief, no doubt, 3 )
You went through the gate and were then breaking OUT.

Once, when yon had a leng impot to do,

Straight to your room you went, feeling so blue.
Grimiy determined, not once did you slack,

Soon "iwas half finished —you'd broken ITS BACK!

In the Fourth Form once, with just a small sub,

You started what was the Confection’ry Club;

That was original, brainy, and sound—

In fact, you'll admit it was breaking FRESH GROUND.

Once troubles came, and you felt quite bemused;
Avthur, your brother, was falsely accused.

When vou discovered the eircus’ clown, 1

No one could blame you because you broke DOWN.

When Clara starts whistling in music-less strain,
You feel that upon her remarks you must rain!
Ilave you reflected and seen that the din

Iz only mcreased when you keep breaking IN?

When the Third-Formers once raided our dorm,
You were the eaptive they took from the Form.
Feeling that such an affair was no use,

One mighty struggle -and then you broke LOOSE,

Then I remember. in manner so real,

Yan stood in the Form-room and “took off " AMiss Steel
All went quite well Ll the mistress’ cough

(Came from behind you-—-and then you brelé OFF,

When we were led by a moniiress grim,
Just as a punishment, up to the Gym.
You—very recklessiv—had your full say.
Aud then you finished by breaking AWAY.

Firally, Dolly, we always shall fee!

Ouna day for you hias a special appeal.

How you mmust cheer when ‘our last meal we sup
And in a fow minuies we're all brealing U !

“Note.—You must escense ihe mistaiks that Katie has made in this as she

REALLY CLUMSY!

FAMOUS
AUNTS WHO
VISIT CLIFF
HOUSE!

No. l.—Aunt Rebecea.

AM glad to say that the most famous
aunt who visits our school is my own
Aunt "Rebecca, and, in response to

__ numerous in es I have pleasure in
giving you a few about her.

DESCRIPTION.—Miss Rebgcca Bose Bunter.
Height 5 [t. 8 ins. She is not at all ;Iupz
built like most of the Bunters, but this
because she was half-starved when she was
at school. She has frequently told me that she
never had half as much to eat as she re-
quired, which is a crying shame. She is of in-
dependent me=ans, and lives in a little country
cottage, and drives a pony and trap, but the
pony is a very lazy animal, and will never
go up a hill when I am in the trap. I
always have to walk up, which is most
exhausting, and 1 am hoping that Aunt
Rebecea will buy a motor-car.

HﬂBB[ES.—-sL is npaturally gifted at
sports, like all the Bunters, and is very
sirong. A lititle while ago she started to
piay golf, but the men were afraid that she
was going to beat them, and accused her of
hittiug one of them with a ball, and she
resigned indignantly.

EXCITING EXPERIENCES. — The most
exciting one I can remember is when she
helped father to hang up the chandelier at
home, and he thought it was fixed but it
wasn't.

She was also on a bicycle once when the
brakes refused to act, and it ran straight
down a hill and threw her into a d, where
there were some swans, and the beasts went
for her, and she had to run as hard as she
could.

She once kept hees at Ler coltage, but
the stupid creatures came out, and swarmed
just outside the front , and r aunt
dare mot go out the front, but had to.climb
out a side window, and she has not kept
them since.

POPULARITY.—Aunt Rebecca ia the most
popular sunt who ever comes to ClUff House,
and the ﬂ;‘ls will walk miles to seg her, even
though is rather sharp with them at
times (but they know that they deserve it).

The last time she came, Clara Treviyn
and quite eight or nine other girls walked
right to the village to meet her. Unfortun-
ately, they mi her, and did not see her
at all, but it showed a very nice spirit.
(Marcia Loftus was horrid epough to say that
they missed her purposely; but Mercia would
say » thing like that.)

Of eourse, Aunt Rebecca ean be very out-

en—ghe is as fearless as all the Bunters.
She has frequently reprimanded Clara for her
slangy ways, and told Dolly Jobling that she
should not be so clumsy. I like to see her
telling them off, but she is oceasionall
irritable, and then she turns en me instead.
She has slapped my arm more than once, and
it brings up a great red mark that is very
painfu!, because her hands are rather bony.

nas really doune ber be<i, and shé haz pointed oul tc we that there are quite a lat

of good jeaks in it —in fact. I have larfed to think that Dolley Jobbling is even lh‘fﬁ;l "::.:: g".' :':ehk t:: t.::.ub::. :l".

clumsier than I thoil. [ am sending a copy of it (o her in Frarnce. present I'm afraid thet there wonm't be any
“Bessie Boxten™” room for them here.—Bessie Bunter.)

PPSFRCICISEILILTETTCOLII LI TRFLILIICISISIILLST ITITHI2E

CARNIVALS. . . By Bessie Bunter.

I hare jasi heard from the girls who are away that they are going to attend a Grand Carnival that is going to be held in
Contreville, and I realiy doa’t know how to express my indignation thai I have not been allowed to go with them. Carnivals are
awfully jolly things. My father went to one once, aud I hardly knew how to stop laughing when someone threw some confetti and
it went all dowa father's neck, end he was wriggling about all the afternopn after that. If I had been with the others I am quite
convineed that | shosld hare been the life ayd sou! of the whole erent. When it comes to making other people feel jolly and realiy
happy I am in my clement, and I am giving some pictures on this page of how I should have been disguised if I had been with

ihe others. They will now understand what a lot of fun they have missed,

Tae Sc#oor FRiExp.—No. 184,
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Cliff House on the Riviera!
(Continued from page 40.)

 Eulalie nodded.

“Yes. I thought that he might have
been to ene of the little photographers
to have them printed or enlarged.
tried all 1 could, but I couldn't find out
anything. And then, quite accidentally,
1 had some luck. That is what made me
late for lunch. Who do you think I've
been talking to? Donna Petro Mias!”

“Petro’s wife?” asked the girls,

“Yes—oh, and it was such an acci-
dent!” said Eulalie excitedly. *‘There
It:ns l: \\;?mmdwal:i:ég oIn the ft?nt, and
er handbag dro . It opened just as
it fell. 1 was bc.ﬂ:ind her, and just as I
picked it up I saw there was a letter
inside addressed to her by that name—
but not addressed to Contreville at all.
1 shut the bag at once, ran after her, and
gave it to her.” :

“And she suspected nothing?” Babs

asked.

Eulalie laughed.

“Oh, that is the joke of it—she did not
guess anything !” she exclaimed. *‘She
started to talk to me and thank me, and
she told me her name—not Donna Petro
Mias at all! I listened te all she said
and pretended to be friendly. Why? I
will tell you. She is the woman who
followed us at the band last night!”

“Never !” said the girls incredulously.

“Yes, yes—it's true!” said Eulalie,
“That was Mrs. Petro Mias. She doesn’t
know that we know it, of course. I
pretended to think she was quite a
stranger here, and it pleased her. I told
her tﬁlt perhaps we would see her at the
band this afternoon !”

Babs smiled excitedly.,

“My word! That's carrying the war
into the enemy's territory with a
;'elngeanr.we! But we'll have to be care-
u »

Eulalie went on to explain her plans
in a lower voice.

To say that they mei with enthusiasm
would be to put it mildly. Suggestion
followed suggestion. And within ten
minutes they were approaching the band-

stand on the broad promenade, and
Fulalie was giving an excited whisper :
“She's waiting, as ¥ thought! Every-

thing will go well.”

And everything, for that matter, did—
astonishingly well. For the woman they
had all seen on the previous evening rose
as soon as she saw Eulalie and crossed to
speak to her.

She was a sharp-faced woman, with
small and piercing eyes. The smile that
she gave them was forced and far from
friendly. But the ﬁirl.s showed no sign
of suspicion as Eulalie introduced them.

“From England—all English! How
luffly ! said the stranger. “I am in
ngland once—I luff it with all my heart.
And this is the first time yeu see Contre-
ville? It is the first time I see it, too.
Perhaps you stay here for long while 1

Babs, who had expected that cunning
question, was quite ready for it.

“Oh, no—not for long,” she said, in a
guileless tone, “We're going to see lots
of gther sights. We expect to get—"

Mabs nudged her violently, and Babs

st lhn:gtl , favouring the stranger
wi fooli: znd apolrc:;glic smile, -
“You do mnot hke the beautiful

Riviera, perhaps?" suggested the woman.
“You care for a more natural country, is
it? The crowds are too much here ?”
“Well, we—we have something else on
foot,” said Babs, in the same unsuspicious
tone. “We're going—ahem—on a rather
interesting ey very soon.” (“No
harm in sa that, Mabs !" she said, in
a whisper, that must have reached the

THE SCHOOL FRIEND:

stranger if she had charp hearing.)
“But let’s sit down and listen to the
waltz that the band is playing. It always
makes me feel happy.”

Doubtless the stranger would have con-
trived to join them, but they were not
eager for that. ‘lhe girls took seats
together, and the Spanish woman was
compelled to sit in front. She turned her
chair askew, however, evidently ready for
more conversation as soon as the oppor-
tunity occurred.

Babs, knowing 0o much already, re-
solved that she should not be disap-
peinted.

In spite of her alleied attachment to
that particular waltz, she started chatter-
ing at once. Anyone who knew Babs
would have considered it a strange sign,
but the Spanish woman, fortunately, did
not know so much.

“It's such a pity that Ealalie, Flap.
Phyllis, Mabs, and I have got to go back
to the house in a few minutes!™ she
commented. * Fancy picking on the five
of us! And it'll mean staying in -all
the afternoon, too!™ She nudged Clara.
_"%“any, Clara, do let me have a look at
it !
“T say, Babs, not so loud!” implored
Clara.

Babs, out of the corner of her eye, saw
that the Spanish woman's eyes were
shining like diamonds.

It was “ working ” well !

Mabs, taking her cue at that moment.
came to her chum’s assistance.

“(lara, let me see it!” she whispered.

If You Are Fond of School Stories,
You'll Love

“THE LASS WHO WAS
NOBODY,”

Now Appearing in
SCHOOLGIRLS’
WEEKLY.

“Not here!” said Clara, with great
firmness.

Clara could do that well.

“But I—I've got am idea, you know!
Mabs protested, her whisper quite audible
above the lullaby tones of the band.
“I've been thinking, and T believe that
little ears —"

“Oh, hush!” said Clara, in quite an
a.!rglg tone.

“But why1”

“You know what the Don said when
he gave it to me !" said Clara.

“Yes. But still Oh, all right!”
said Mabs, shrugging her shoulders-in a
pettish manner. “You can keep it to

THE
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vourself if you want to be greedy. 1
don’t care, anyhow! And I inow you
won't jolly well solve it !”

“If T were you,” said Babs, in a vin-
dictive tone, “I should start off at once,
so that you can ioll_y well spend the whole
afternoon on it!"”

Clara smiled p!ea.santl{;

“We're going to stop here for another
half-hour—until that clock over there
says half-past two!” she said. * Aren't
we, Augusta?”

“Qh, rather!” said Augusta laugh-

ingly. *“That will make them feel
wild !” )

“Mean!” eaid Babs and Mabs to-
gether

“Yes. You might just let us have a
peep " agreed Phyllis Howell.

Eulalie da Silva’s face had gone so red
that she looked on the point of explod-
ing. But the Spanish woman, fortun-
ately, could not see that. She had
turned back, and was facing the orchestra,
but they knew that not a note of music
was being allowed to penetrate her wide-
open ears.

Twopenc2, L 4]

“1 believe she's taken it in!" said
Mabs in a whisper that was not audible
to the row in front of them.

“ Huw ! said Babs affirmatively.

They continued talking in generalities
for the rest of the waltz. .

When it was over, several of the
audience rose to go. The CLff Ilouse
girls were not altogether surprised {o see
their new Spanish *friend ™ suddenly
jump to her feet.

*“Dear, dear!™ she exclaimed. “The
telegram, of course! 1 had forgotten
that they ?x-omised to send lo me the

of

telegram my poor father's illness. I
must hurry away at once. I will ask you
a thousand pardons that 1 am so
abrupt——"

Babs smiled affably.

“It's quite all riggt. Don't apologise
to us,” she said. “If you are expecting
a wire, you must go, of course!”

“Yes. ‘But perga 1 see you again,”
said the woman. “IT luff your dear Eng-
land =0 much. It is such pleasure to
meet Englanders here. We sece more of
each other. Good-bye for now! Adios!”

They watched her hurry away and
mingle with the others who were leaving
the enclosure.

She disappeared from sight, and then
at last the Clifi House girls had their
chance.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

With one accord the eleven girls lay
back in their deck-chairs and shook and
shook with merriment.

“How funny! Oh, how funny!”
Eulalie eobbed. “S8he is really such a
simpleton, she took it all in, every

word 1"

*Yes, thought we'd gol the map with
ns. and were quarrelling about it!”
chuckled Babs, “Oh deart It was a
scream! I don’t think I've enjoyed
myself =0 much for weeks!”

The Cafe Italien!

11E hali-hour had passed.
I ing the obvious success of
their astute little plan, Babs,
Mabs, Flap, Phyllis, and Eulalie
—those who had said that they had to go
back to the house—had wasled Jittle
time.

They had been back, as a matter of
form, but only for a few moments.

From there Eulalie, who was a skilful

uide where Contreville was concerned,
ﬁad led them by devious routes to the
eastern cliffs, which held the recoghised
path for those energetic enough to walk
as far as the famous Swiss Hut.

Fulalie had embodied these cliffs in her
plan for the very good reason that they
were well-w Bushes were scat-
tered liberally about on every side,
making it a charming walk, but also pro-
viding plenty of cover.

At a spot where there were oulcropp-
ping rocks which caused the numerous
paths to join, Babs & Co. had taken the
deepest shelter they could find, and were
only awaiting for “developments.”

There was no laughter now, for they
were watching with more than ordinary
intentness,

**See anyone ! one would whisper cau-
tiously, but always there was the same
reply. “Nothing suspicious yet!”

“0One of them may be hanging round,
for all that,” Babs said reassuringly.
“ After all; they’d be very foolish to
show themselves any more than we're
doing. And it’s about time that Clara
& Co. appeared.”

“H’'sh!” said Mabs. “Did you hear
anything then1”

“Yes. It sounded like voices,” said
Babs. “I believe dhey're coming along
Tue Scroon Friexp.—No. 184,
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at last. Hope they don't overdo it and
igive the game away.”
. Which showed that more “play act-
ing " was to take place.

The sounds did not come nearer very
quickly, but Clara and the other five girls
were visible at last. They walked slowly,
and they argudd as they walked—not
loudly, but very persistently. 5
. Mabs grinned approval as she saw
them. )

“Topping !"* was her comment.

“1 h tho‘y understand that they are
to s(opoggru!' Eulalic murmured.

“Trust Clara for that!” said Babs
easily. ‘‘She'll make no mistake !”

The six girls drew steadily nearcr.
Now it was possible to make out some
of . their conversation, especially Dolly
Jobling’s. Dolly ‘could “let hersell go
without appearing too unlike her
‘ordinary self.

i “Let’s have a look at it now,” she per-
sisted. They could hear that clearly.
i*There's no sense in sticking to the
paper like that!”

t Clara appeared to waver.

“You know what we were told!"” she

id. “Someone may e

*Oh, rubbish!™ declared Dolly.

Clara gave in.

. *““All right! Have it your own way.
But T won't be reepnnsigle if anything
happens. Shall we sit down just here
land have a look at it?”

“May os well!” said Dolly,
triwmph in her tones.
| In most_natural manner in the
(world the six Cliff House girls sat down
‘on the soft, green turf, with a clump of
imposing and obscuring bushes to their
backs.

““ Splendid !"™ breathed Babs exultantly.
“They couldn’t have done it belter.
;&ng now they will—  Oh, fook, Babs—
ook !

Mabs looked 1n the direction indicated

~and thrilled.
" Swiftly, and in-a snake-like manner,
& small man crept from his hiding place
and wriggled swiftly across the grass to
the bushes, behind which the six girls
were sithing.

He wore a cap, pulled well down to
his eyes. But even that did nolt con-
ccal a cadaverous, wizened face that
they had all seen before

‘“Monsieur Conspare!” was the single
thought in all their minds.

Conspare—he was here, as they had
suspected.  And their trap, that had

1.

with

{ .

Who is the most beau-
tiful Screen Actress?

£250

is offered in this weeks * Picture
Show " (now on sale) in a simple and
fascinating voting competition.  Your
answers to the above and similar
questions may win you a big money
prize.  Why don't you try ?

“MY STRANGE LIFE”

Read the opening chapters of this true,
intimate 1ife-story of a popular film
star TO-DAY in * Picture Show.”
Terhaps youw can guess who she is?

RE
T

The Picturegoers® Favourite.

 Tue ScHooL FRiEND.—No. 184,

THE SCHOOL FRIEND.

brought Conspare, which had been their
wildest dream!

For a second Clara Trevlyn appeared
in the open, and Babs held one hand
from her cover. Monsieur Conspare
could not see it, but Clara could. 1t
was a signal to her, and she returned
to the others.

“And now for it!” murmured Babs.

Conspare had gained the bushes. He
crept amongst them so swiftly and skil-
fully that he was once again hidden,
Even as he did so the voices of the
six girls broke into conversation.

“Don’t snatch, Dolly!” Clara cried.

“Well, let me have a proper look!”
Dolly retorted.

“You'll tear it! Let me have it
here, and T'll tell you what I think.”

“Why should you?” demanded Dolly
belligerently.

Hot words followed from Clara.
Freda Foote chimed in, and so did
Augusta Anstruther - Browne. Tt
sounded like a real quarrel. Clara's
way of ending it was really life-like.

“Now you sha'n't see the map!” she

cried. “That's the second time you've
suatched! I'm going to keep it until |~
we to the Swiss Hut.”

et
“% won't go to the Hut!”
cried. “T'll have that map!”

“Try and get it!" Clara jeered.

A scuffling sound came from behind
the bushes.

“My hat, they're really wrestling!”
breathed Mabs. “Oh, topping! And
now—whew ! Clara’s got away! She's
bolting !"

Clara was! She was away [rom the
others, and showing them a clean pair
of heels. Like mad she raced in the
direction of Contreville, and five wrath-
ful-locking girls appeared from behind
the bush and gave full and indignant

Dolly

chase.
“A masterstroke!”™ said Phyllis
exultantly

It certainty was. Clara and the others
fled precipitately, and were very soon
out of sight. The five concealed girls
had little longer to wait. With an
andible exclamation of annoyance, Mon-
sicur Conspare wriggled from the
hiding place he had chosen, and stood

p.

iHe turned, and started to stamp away
along the cliffs, Eulalie gurgled with
laughter.

“Oh, how can anyone be angry with
a man when he is so funhy?” she asked
weakly. “I could shriek at him! Oh,
I do think it was fine to see him!"”

Babs was laughing as well, but a
serious expression returned to her face.

“So far, so good. Eulalic,” she said.
“Clara and the others have fulfilled
their part of the bargain well,
brought Conspare from his lair.
that he is unsuspicious,
do our part and see where he goes.”

“Of course—of course, 1 was forget-
ting,” Kulalie answered, rising at once.
‘“Ah, there he i=!
very quickly, after all.
plenty of time to follow him."

The CLf Honse girls, all keen guides,
had imagined that in the art of track-
ing they might be able to give Eulalie
n few points. They were disillusioned.
Iixcitable and boisterous as she was, as
a rule, she proved now that she could
ba just as cautions.

Monsieur  Conspare was  walking
slowly and sulkily. For safety's sake
the girls separated, knowing that cover
for one wonld be found where there was
not concealment for the whole party.

The fact that the rascal hardly
{roubled to look back at all aided them
considerably. Only once did they have
to dart to hiding-places when Monsieur
stopped, and turned. But it.was only

Thev've |
Now |
we've got to |

He is not moving |
Wa shall have
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for the purpose of lighting a cigareite,
and-he was soon" going .on again.

They were nearing the cnd of the
cliffs at last.  Fortunately, Monsieur
Conspare had swerved inland, towards
the back of the town, but their real
difficulties were going to start now.

“We mnst go very steadily,” com-
mented Eulatic. “It is better for us
to scatter wide now. Then when Con-
spare gets to the town we can watch
which way he goes.” -

They scattered as Fulalie suggesled.

Hiding behind bushes they were able
to watch the little man as he broke from
cover at last, and crossed a stretch of
waste-land that led to the houses of the
poorer quarter of the town.

_ Between two squat and ugly build-
mgs, where a narrow alley existed, he
disappeared, and did not return.

“The Rue Victoire!" Eulalie whis-
pered excitedly as she joined the watch-
ing girls again. “I know it well. It is
narrow and twisty. We can follow him
along it, and see where he goes.”

“We'll take the chance, anyway,”
said Babs eagerly.

Thef hurried acro:s the waste.land
and plunged into the dingy atmosphere
of the Rue Victoire.

There was no sign of Monsieur Con-
spare, but the alley was, as Eulalie had
said, of tortuous design. One of them
peeped around every corner before the
whole party followed. They had no
desire to overtake the little man and
alarm him, il they could avoid il

But it was to prove a longer chase
than they had anticipated.

“Hssssh{” Eulalie whispered, when
they were almost beginning to despair.
“1 see him at fast! Btay here for the
mement—he is only a little way ahead.
Do not move—I think he was just going
EL“!DO"" back. Perhaps he is ncar his

™ b

They waited lensely. Once more
Bulalie looked stealthily round the
corner and gave a quiver joy.

“Quick! Follow me!” she whispered.

“We will watch!”

She darted round the corner, and they
followed her. Hulalie led them through
the white-painted doorway of a dingy
little cafe that faced on to a small,
cobbled square. .

“Iere, we will sit at this table by
the window!™ said Eulalie. With a
cantious gesture she indicated the oppo-
site side of the square. “You sec the
Cafe Italien? C hurried across
and went in there! But do not look too
much, here comes the garcon.”

A waiter came to take their order.

“Cing cafes, s'il vous plait,” orderecd
Eulalie.

* Bien, mademoiselle,” said the waiter;
and went to fetch them,

“We must not let him suspect ; ha
may be a friend of Conspare. You never
can tell,” said Bulalie. * But from here
we can watch. I am positive that Con-
spare went inlo the Cafe Italien.”

“T wish we could go in, too,” said

| Bab:

abs.
“We could, but he might take fright,”
said Iulalie, “Oh, look! Who is that
who comes out of, the door?”

Four brenthless voices answered:

“Petro's wife—the woman we were
talking to!™

Eulalie quivered with excitement.

“Yes, you are right. Then it must
be some meeting-place. 1 think-—— Oh,
look ! Another!” Bhe looked as though
she wanted [o cry out with astonishment.
“Carlota Vilarta, our old servant—tha
gir! who pretended to be me at Dieppe !”

And it was true! 5

For a moment a girl stood in the
doorway of the Cafe Italien, calling after
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the retreating figure of the Spanish
woman. Donna Petro Mias reiraced her
steps, and the two spoke.

“Les cafes, mademoiselles,” said the
waiter.

They took their coffees and sipped them
slowly, Babs starting an animated con-
versation on the joys of exploring Con-
treville, which scemed the most suitable
way of explaining their presence in this
rather dingy and  out-of-the-way
restaurant.

Receiving a substantial tip, the waiter
went away smiling, and, apparently,
quite unsuspicious.

“They have gone now,” said Eulalie,
taking another peep through the cur-
tain. “But that was Carlota. She is
there, and I expect Madame Conspare as
well. Probably Petro visits them as well.
It is their meeting-place—that is where
they do all their plotting. Oh, we must
do something now,”

Reason fought with excitement in Bar-
bara’s brain.

“Now we know so much, Eulalie,
don't you think we ought to tell your
father ?” she asked.

Eulalie sat with puckered brow, think-
ing deeply.

“1 don't know,” she said. * What
could he do, Babs? If these people are
alarmed they may fly again—even go to
Spain, where they would be far more
dangerous. Dut if we could find ocut
their plans BGrst Oh, 1 have it!
Look !”

She pointed excitedly to a poster that
hung on the wall of the cafe.

“The Contreville Carnival,”
Babs., “Yes, but what—"

“It is the excuse—just what 1
wanted I’ said Eulalie eagerly. *‘There
are many strangers in the town now, and
they keep coming in, for in two days il
is carnival time. The cafes, too—they

. get very excited. They will want enter-
tainment for their visitors—it always
happens.” Her eyes were shining. *In
the Cafe Italien they would be pleased
io employ three Spanish singing girls if
they did not ask much salary.”

“Three—three singing girls?” gasped
the others. * But—but——"

“Don’t yon see? Three of us conld do
it," said Eulalie tensely. ** We could go
in there and no one would suspect us at
all. We could move about between our
songs and watch everyone who came in.
And if we did not find out about Con-
spare—""

“It's a wonderful idea!” said Babs,
with shining eyes. *But is it possible,
Eulalie? Do you think it could really be
done 7

“I am sure!” said Eulalie. “Oh, yes,
T am positive; and it would be so ex-
citing.” She was rising to her feet.
“There is a side door here. We will
leave by that and find the others at
once!”

said

Conspare Finds Friends!
THREE “Spanish singing girls "

were making their way in the
direction of the Cafe Ttalien,
situated in Place Victoire.

It was the following afternoon.
Lessons during the morning had been
one of the greatest trials they could
imagine. for all the Cliff House girls
kpew  that Eulalie was out “making
arrangements.”

How well her disguise had served her,
however, was proved when she returned
joyl’ulgr to tell them that she had
secured an afternoon engagement for
herself and her *“‘two companions,”. and
nothing remained but for them to appear
ih the cafe and play their part.

But who should be her companicns?

'THE SCHOOL FRIEND.

The lucky ones were already known—the
choice had fallen on Barbara Redfern
and Mabel Lynn. Mabs, of course, be.
cause of her known ability as an actress;
Babs, for recommendation, was not only
a very passable actress, but was used to
working with Mabs at all times.

If eight other companions had been
required, however, it would not have
been difficult to find them!

As it was, the unlucky ones had to con-
tent themselves with making their way
leisurely towards the cafe that faced the
Cafe Italien, where they could * watch
developments” and be ready in case any-
thing went wrong.

But Eulalie, Babs, and Mabs did not
fear that.

As far as practice could make them,
they were word-perfect in their parts.
Eulalie was to do most of the singing,
while they twanged on simple guitars
and crooned in harmony. As an alterna-
tive, there would be the cafe’s piano.
And, in case they did find themselves too
heartily encored, they had even practised
an old Spanish dance, at which Eulalie
herself was an expert.

-
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Could they sustain their parts as
Spaniards for a whole afternoon when
they hardly knew a word of the
language ?

Eulalie had said that she would do all
the talking; but that might not be
possible !

And whai would be their position if
they were unmasked ?

“The proprietor waits for wus!
Eulalie murmured. “Now the fun will
really siart. Are you ready?”

“Yes!” multered Babs and Mabs. |

They walked al a swinging pace into
the cafe, and the proprietor gave them
a nod and molioned to a small dais at
the far side of the array of tables.

Babs glanced swiftly round. There
were quile a number of visitors in the
place. Were any of those they wanted
to sce present?

She could not recognise anyone for the
moment,

The customers
ordinary callers.

The proprietor followed  them, and
spoke in rapid French, of which Babs
and Mabs could only catch the drift.

T

scemed {o be quile

woufn SHE PIERCE THE DISGUISE

the aperture was Madame Conspare. Her gaze was fixed on Barbara Redfern.

A concealed door had
opened and framed in

It was the sort of “show” that might
well pass muster for an afternoon, but
be an utter failure if attempted for any
longer.

For disguise they wore dresses that
Eulalie took from her own wardrobe.
Mabs had made them up so effeclively
with the aid of stains and grease-paints
that even their own chums hardly knew
them. So they felt that there was little

chance of anyone else guessing their
identity.
*“Along here; this will be best,”

Eulalie said, when they left the house by
a back gate and hurried along the tree-
lined lane. *“We shall not go through
the main part of the town. It would
not matter much, but it is best not to
be secen coming from this direction.”
The dingy Place Victoire came in

sight.

"edy word! There at last!” mur-
mured Mabs, and gave a little shiver.
“Wonder how we shall get on!”

The very appearance of the Cafe
Italien gave them a thrill of excitement
not altogether unmixed with apprehen-
sion.

The_difficulties of which they had made
so light seemed greater now, p

‘'Start to play euickly!” he said.
“Everyone is going into Poldeni's.
Make plenty of noise—let them know
that you are here! I will put a notice
outside the door.”

Babs took another look reund. Her
first impression had been right. Conspare
was not to be seen.

“We'll make plenty of noise !’ whis-
pered Eulalie. *“They shall know all
right that we are here !”

The entertainment started.

Babs and Mabs may have felt inward
qualms, but they showed no visible signs
of nervousness, . Smiling joyously, trying
to catch the spirit of Eulalie, they entered
into the fun of the thing with all their
hearts,

“More noise!" said the proprictor as
h_c-l rﬂsaed. “They will not hear out-
side 1

So ihe Spanish singers obligingly made
more noise—plenty of noise. &'hey had no
wish to he turned out again as useless.
If the management required quanfity
instead of quality, they must supply it.

Eulalie not only sang, but danced as
well. It was very energetic work, bus
she zeemed to enjoy it. More patrons
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‘came into the restaurant, and when the
turn finished there was considerable

lpEI-ur.
ulalie sat fanning herself, and chatted
in low tones with assislants.

“Phew! Good, isn't it?!" she said.
“1 think we're going to get through,
somehow. They 't want songs at all.
They just want plenty of fun and noise !
But f wonder if we're going to be
lucky 17 I

The proprietor, evidently a business
man to his finger-tips, looked impatiently
for more entertainment.

“May as well,” said Eulalie, and she
rose to sing again.

Babs strummed the few chords she had
learnt to “vamp " on the guitar and
harmonised as loudly as she could. Her
eyes dwelt chiefly on the door. What
made her look to one side she could never
understand.

But suddemly she did. And as she
looked her heart seemed to leap into her
mouth.

A concealed door had opencd. Framed
in the aperture was the figure of a plump
woman with set, determined features, and
glittering eyes.

And t
as though she would read her through
and through! Recognition was instant.
The face was the face of Madame Con-
spare ! )

Babs looked away again. Making the
greatest effort posmble, she went on sing-
ing and playing, as though nothing had
hlnpenctr iiut. out of the corner of ber
eyes she saw that the figure had emerged
into the open and was coming towards
them.

Were they recognised ¥

She forced herself to go on. Eulalie
was singing gaily, and Mabs was plaging

well. The figure came right to them—
and passed !

They were safe! The disguise bhad
served ! 4

Madame, Conspare walked past them
and began to look round the cafe with
the same caution that she had shown
before appearing at all. And now Babs
understood the look she had received.
There was a mirror just behind her.
Madame Conspare must have been lock-
ing al that!

bs went on singing. She saw the
woman give a.slight motion with her
hand and turn l}l". Scarcely a moment
later the door opened and two figures
came in. Her surprise was not so great
now to see Monsieur Conspare accom-
prnied by Petro Mias,

“Encore !” came the shout as Euh!ie1

and her chums finished at last. *“Tres
jolie! Encore une fois !”

Madame re seated herself at a
‘able not half-a-dozen feet from the three
girls, and the two men swiftly joired her,
sitling with their backs to the door.

Two more figures came from the side.
The first was a girl whom Babs was likely
to know anywhere—Carlota Vilarta, the
ex-servant. The other was the wife of
Petro Mias, who had been tricked so
cifectively the previous afternoon.

They sat together, and as Eulalie gave
her encore a grinning waiter brought
them coffee. From the way they accepted
it and pushed it to one side it was evident
that they were here for a very different

pu :
‘Ego turn finished, and the three girls

“THE DUFFER OF THE
FAMILY,”
A Splendid Serial of Home and
Industrial Life. See

THE SCHOOLGIRLS’
WEEKLY.
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eyes were resting on Babs,.
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sat down, fanning themselves. Omne look

was sufficient to convey the fact that the

had all seen the new arrivals. To spe

in English was impossible, when the
Were so near.

Out of the corner of her eye Babs
wal . She saw that re was
speaking with considerable heat. It was
impossible to hear what he said, for he
seemed to be speaking some dialect. On
the pretext of looking through some
music, Eulalie drew near euousi: to her
compani to whisper :

“He say mnothing—only grumbles at
them. I think he is very angry, but with-

out a rhn, My da been too
clever for them, after ul{!"
Monsieur Conspare looked up, and

Babs was suddenly aware that his eyes
were resting upon them.

He turned for a moment to ask a
short and sharp question of his wife. She
shrugged her rs, and them i

Monsieur Conspare rose from his seat,
and in two strides came right to the spot
where the three girls were sitting.

Touching Babs’ shoulder to attract her
attention, he looked down into her eyes
and ﬁko in a language that she knew
must Spanish.

Spanish—and she did not know half-a-
dozen words of the lan !

Her heart throbbed m . She felt
the blood coming to her in a
flood., She must say something to keep
up her part! :

Monsieur Conspare had finished his
question. Now he looked at Babs with
cyes that glittered more brightly than
ever. The British girl knew the peril
of the moment, knew how close she was
to being denounced as an impostor. And
in the dire emergency inspiration came
to her.

“Ideirco  certis  dimensum  partibus
orbbem !” she gabbled.

Monsieur Conspare started, and -gave
her a sharp look. Then he repeated his
question more slowly.

*Per duodena regit sol aureus astra!”
gabbled Babs,

They were two lines of a Latin imposi-
tion t.gat she had once had to learn. It
was all she could think of —all she could
do to save the situation. Would monsieur
understand that their true meaning was
agricuitural ?

Eulalie Da Silva laughed, waved her
hands, and broke into fluent Spanish,
while Babs continued to blink with owl-
like gravity.

“Ah, une Portugaise *” said Monsienr

re, and actually smiled.

i ve a further explanalion,
and waved her hands as though de-
scribing mountains.

“But we spik jost one lectle bit
English,” put in Mabel Lynn.

It was done perfectly. Mabs had never
“iaken off ” a foreigner more success-
fully than she did at that moment.

“You dll speak English:” said mon-
sieur eagerly.

“Oh yess,” answered Babs,

“As ﬁm as we "ave one language we
speak eet is Hood," declared the wizened
Iittle man. * You do not play for a few
minutes? Eet is good 'ave wish to

about leetle matter. You see me
"ere with my wife and my two daughters
and the "usband of one of my daughters.”

He brought oat the falsehood in a most
convincing rdanner. “‘We are just ere
to witness the sights, for we are vairy
rich and we do much travelling.”

“Vairy locky to be so rich!” nodded
Eulalie enthusiastically. P

Monsieur Conspare scratched his chin.

“Per’aps—per'aps it cost you a lot of
money—ah! No, I am no _at ex-

plain what I mean !™ he said

"Iuﬂmywifo,mdlhespukuw:
Louise !”

Twopence,

. Madame Conspare came to his side and
listened to his fluent French.

"Hi’dm 'usband—'e so vairy shy
when he take a fancy to clevaire musical
m:..,“‘é.,m,.' pare uabibingly, R

un ingly. *“'E-
wish me to t Jou ‘e like to ewonnla’
your ml'ﬁ?lﬂ orts—make your veesit

“Eet is vairy kind,” ncdded Eulalie.

Babs and ﬁbu were almost swept off
their feet. They had hoped to find out
something about the plotiing five, but
they had never dreamed that any offer
would be made to them.

There could be little doubt now, how-
ever, that some offer was forthcoming.

It is so difficult for us to get a leetle
service done when we are sirangers 'ere,”
said monsieur tentatively.

Madame’s eyes glowed with a hint of
he{. l;.:l nature,

t we are vairy grateful when -

.poopl‘ e 'elp us,” she hinted broadly.

You are three clevaire girls. It would
be easy for you, I am zure.”

“What is it you want!” asked Eulalie
cagerly.

Madame felt that the way was clear.

. i are some Breetish schoolgirls

. y stop with a Spaniard, Don da
Silva.  You will often sec them walk
on the promenade. We would like you
to get to know them before the carnival.
When the carnival.is on everyone grow
vairy ’'ospitable, as you know. You
understand 7"

“You would like to be introduce to
these Breetish people ?” said Eulalie.

Monsieur and madame beamed
expansively.

_“Mais oui—yes, indeed,” said mon-
sieur. “You will soon know us. We
shall all wear the dresses of a family of
harlequins and columbines at the
carnival. It isso terrible lonely when
we do not know anyone, but if you in-
troduce us to these jolly veesitors we
then feel ’appy. See? Per’aps you say
we are your father and mother; there is
no "arm in that! And then I am like a
generous father to you all, for I am rich
man, and the money—ah, 'e is nothing
to me!”

“It is vairy kind; we do this easily !"
said Eulalie.

Babs and Mabs beamed agreement.

“To-morrow, eh?"” said monsieur, and
he and his wife chuckled. “We do not
forget. You will know us anywhere.
Until then—adios !”

It was time for more singing. Eulalia
rose and went through her turn with
more spirit than ever. She danced and
she capered. Her two companions saw
her flashing eyes and understood her
mood. She was mad with excitement,

It had hardly abated when the time came
for their engagement to end at last. The
proprietor grudgingly paid their small
fee, and said they might come again on
the morrow if y wished. Monsieur
and Madame Conspare nodded in a very
friendly manner. In another few
moments they were out in the street and
walking quickly along.

“ What been !”

an adventure
breathed Babs.

Kuollll-lio huggedl léer'iu ‘\;ild l:::':tamph y:‘d.
5 it was lovely! You
claimed

it's

up so well ! she ex “Now that
we have been through this together we
friends.”

must always be

“1" thought we were done when k
started to speak in Spanish,” confesse
Babs, with a reminiscent grin. i

“Jt was fine to say those words: it
deceived him completely !” langhed
lik P . T, e
ike a Poringuese ng ! e have
taken them in; they have actually drawn
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us into their plotting ! Oh, now we'll be
able to do something at last.”

Babs turned to Eulalie. .

“But I am still a bit in the dark,” she
said.  *“Does it mean that they think
they have found a way of getting into
your father’s house at last?"

Eulalie nodded quickly. .

“Yes, yes! Of course thal is what it
means,” she said.  *‘In_carnival time
everyonoe goes mad. Visitors go into
every house. It is nothing to invite
strangers to come with you, for nearly
all of them are nice people. That is what
they want—to get inside so fhat they
can look and listen for themselves !"

“What a canning plan!” said Babs.

Eulalie led them swiftly through back
streets, turning here and there, and
frequently doubling on her tracks, so
that there should be no possibility of
anyone following Lo sce where they really
lived.

“It is a cunning plan!” she declared.
“But it is not going {o succeed. Now
that we have found out =o much it is
time to tell my father. Ile will know
what to do. We shall not be worried
with Monsieur Conspare and his assistants
much longer.”

Light-hearted and gay, theyswent on,
feeling that the whole adventure had been
very skilfully carried out. And indecd
it had. Only one tiny slip had been made
i they had known. Only one—but it
was a slip!

Yes, back in the Cafe Italien, under-
neath a pile of the tumbled music, rested
a little cambric square—a dropped hand-
kerchief. It bore tiny red iniiials in one
corner—"“E da_8.” "It stiil lay where
it had fallen; it was still undiscovered.
But would it remain so?

Much was to hang ou the answer io

that question !

I of the town had been changed.
Dozens of workmen had erected

festooned posts, arches, bunting, and

floral decorations.

The casino was a blaze of flags; its
grounds were hung with Chinese lanterns
that would glow after dark. At the side
of the tenmis-courts huge fireworks were
being placed into position ready for that
evening’s celebrations.

And the people themselves, they. too,
had taken on the festive air. Strangers
in gay and unnsual costumes filled the
town. Decorated motor-cars that had,
until now, been kept in their garages,
hegan to iake their first peep at the
I'gﬁ, ready for the pageant that would
be the principal feature of the afternoon.

And the Cliff House girls? Despairing
of getting any attention from her excited
pupils, Miss Steel had very wisely
abandoned lessons for the day.  First
thing in the morning they were all out
together with Eulalie for an early morn-
ing swim, Later, their numbers were
reduced, bult with them walked three
figures in bright, flowing costumes—three
* Spanish singing girls,”

And as they walked alon the
promenade Eulalie da Silva, ‘who, of
course, was one of them, gave a little
trinmphant whisper,

“It is working well; it is going to be
a great success!” she said. “ A little
while ago we passed Petro Mias, and
now 1 see that his wife is watching for
us as well. They both grinned. They
are feeling very pleased that we have
heen able to ‘get to know® you so
soon |”

Conspare, his wife, and the girl Carlota
Vilarta were not seen; but no one ex-
pected that they would appear—as them-
sclves, at any rate. The three of them

A Cunning Plan!
T was carnival time in Contreville.
In a single night the appearance
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were {00 well-known to risk any chance
encounter with the ClLiff House girls,
whom they had deceived and treated so
badly but a few days previously. .

Removing their disguises, Eulalie,
Babs, and Mabs spent the rest of the
morning entirely as “themselves.” They
knew that they had carried the deception
far enough. Three times they had
appeared in the town as the singing girls,
and Conspare now knew without a doubt
that his intended dupes had done all he
wanted them to do.

Don Vinciente da Silva, their host,
spoke to them when they eame in for
lunch.

“Yon have done very well indeed,” he
said. “I had never guessed that you girls
knew so much. 1 have suspecied the
presence of my enemies in this town for
several days, and police have been help-
ing me, but how they got here even now
1s a_mystery.”

“Daddy, you have spoken 1o the
police?” asked Eulalie quickly, “What
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many things coming to light,” he ex-
plained. “If they can be caught in this
house this afternoon it will be so much
the better. Then they can be taken away
as simple burglars until it is time for me
to bring another charge.”

“We'll catch them all right!" said
Eulalie excitedly. “We’ll bring them in,
and let them: wander about the house just
as they like. It will not be difficult to
catch them, I am sure.”

“1 shall make it easy for them!”
smiled Don da Silva. “ Your mother and
I are going to keep right out of the way.
We have given the servants permission
to attend the pageant. Only the
detectives will be in the house. and they
will pretend to be visitors themselves!”

“Splendid — oh, splendid!” eried
Eulalie-enthusiastieally. “What a lovely
aflernoon it is going to be! And when
they are caught—how easy our trip to
Spain is going to be, after all!”

It was a festive lunch-time.

Fven Miss Steel unbent for the day,

Dolly Jobting.

PREPARING FOR THE CARNIVAL!

“1 am sure the thing Is——"

"I can’t get my arm lInto
this sleeve,” mumbled
Back to front as usual ! "'

are ihey going to do? What plans have
you made 7

“Private detectives will be here this
afternoon to watch in the house,”
answered the Spaniard. * They will be
dressed, of course, as any other revellers.
We are going to invite this good Mon-
sieur Conspare in, and he will be given
as much rope as he wants. There are
saveral valuable things of which he would
like to rob me besides that plan, which
is now quite safe.”

“Conspare has not beer’ seen by the
police ¥’ Eulalie asked.

Her father shook his head.

“No. I have given information about
him, of course, and they have been watch-
ing for him,” he answered. = “ But he
must have been in disguise ever since
he has been here. This morning the
Cafe Ttalien has been watched, but he
has mot been seen. It was only a
meeting-place, and probably he has found
a fresh one now. But things are best
as they are.”

He chuckled quietly.

“It would have been a very difficult
matter to arrest Conspare for what he
has already done; it would have meant

laughed Augusta. *‘ Trust you, Dolly, to be the last to be ready ! "

and was laughing and joking quite freely.
There were shricks of laughter when
Eulalie offered her a false nose of large
proportions, which she snggested that
Miss Steel might care to wear during the
afternoon.

“Ahem! Dear me! Oh, dear no!"
Miss Steel stammered, looking quite con-
cerned. *T—I will appear just as myseli,
thanke, Eulalie. I—I do not wish to go
to that length, thunkg!"

The Cliff House girls naturally held
very different views.

Without exception they were going to
“dress for the day.” Eulalie had found
quite a number of things for them ta
wear, and the rest of the things had been
purchased that morning.

When the meal was over they went up
to their rooms, and spent a most delight-
ful half-hour in “trying things on " and
getting ready.

Clara’s choice of a mask wae a thing of
fearful and truly alarming design. Clara
took an immense pride in that mask.
She capered about and meade extra
ordinary noises.

“Wouldn't Bessie Bunter have just
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loved to be here to-day?” she said
suddenly. .

They all had to agree that Bessie
would. They had thought of her quite a
number of times that day. The fat girl
would have been in her element at the
carnival.

“But let us get ready,” Eulalie said, a
moment later. To Eulalie, Bessie was
only 2 nume. “1I think it is a good thing
that we are all wearing disguises, because
then Monsienr Conspare will not notice
that there are only eight of you with the
three Spanish girls. And we must
separate, too, to keep him unsuspicious.”

‘That’s a good idea,” said Babs.
“Come on, girls! Do huwrry up! He
may be along at any moment now, wait-
ing for us. Oh, Dolly, what is the
trouble 7"

*I—I can't get my arm into this sleeve
any way!” Dolly mumbled. *“I'm sure
the thing—"

“Ha, ha, ha! Back to froni, ae
usual I laughed Augusta. * Dolly would
go and do something thal made her last,
of course! Let me give you a hand!”

Peggy Preston and Marjorie Hazel-
dene, both dressed, and looking very
sweet, assisted clumsy Dolly as well, and
in the end they were all dressed and
ready to go downstairs.

In the vestibule Don da Silve stood
with two strangers, looking through a
bunch of papers that he held in his hand.
He turnr\émund smiled as he saw the girls
coming down.

“* Eulalie, it is all right, We are quite
safe now,” he said. “The first two de-
tectives are here. T'wo more will come
later and make themselves known to me
on the promenade.. These two will re-
main in the house for the present. It is
not expected that our friends will come
along until the fun is at its height.”

The two men, understanding the posi-
tion, bowed to the girls.

One was tall, and the other was on the
short side. Two men who looked less like
detectives could not be imagined. Both
|wore fancy costumes and masks, and their
features were almost unrecognisable.

“It is the way here at carnival time,”
Eulalie told the girls a moment later.
“There are always thieves who come to
the town to try and steal jewels. They
disguise themselves, so the detectives

ave to be as clever and disguise thein-
selves as well.  You never know who
anyone is—that is the fun!”

Outside the house a gaily ornamented
car drove slowly past, filled with cheering
occupants, One began to chase it, then
another, Amidst cries of laughing excite-
ment the occupants .were pelted with
flowers.

“Things are starting!” said Clara ap-
preciatively, “We must get out and see
this. Ave we all ready?"” :

Everyone was ready.

“The back way will be best.” said
Eulalie. *“Come with me !"

_They bade a temporary farewell to Mus,
dn Silva and Miss Steel, who were going
to depart in a few moments. In the
hxghgst possible spirits they wenl through
the garden, and made their way to the
Ieaf{:[hne at the back.

“Here we will divide,” said Eulalie.
She indicated Babs and Mabs. “We
three ‘ Spanish girls * will meet you all
again on the esplanade. Then it will not
look as though we have come out
together.”

“ ELDORADO NELL”
Read ahout her adventures
in the Golden West in the

“ SCHOOLGIRLS’ WEEKLY ”
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“Don’t be long !” said Clara.

Eulalie led the way with certainty
After a few turns she was in a road that
led to the promenade. They walked to-
gether, and within a minute were
mingling and jostling with the crowds
that thronged everywhere.

Never before had Babs and Mabs seen
anything quite to equal the excitement of
the Riviera Carnival.

The organised procession was yet to
come, but the revellers were wasting little
time in waiting for it.

Confetti flew here, there, and every-
where. Some carried baskets filled with
sweet-smelling petals of roses. They
were hopeful souls who expected to keep
themn until the appropriate time. For the
sight of a basket of petals was just the
signal for some enterprising person to
take a generous helping and scatter them
over the crowds. h

“This is a mad and merry affair!”
laughed Babs, dodging a shower of con-
fett: from some unseen hand.

“I¢t will be when it really starts
laughed FEulalie. Her . eyes sparkled.
“To you, perhaps, this is strange—not
quite real. It s so different to a Spanish
girl like myself. We love all this shout-
ing, and all this excitement. I do not
care for the crowds as a rule, but to-day—
yes, it is all wonderful !”

T'wo bands were making frantic efforts
to become audible, but no one seemed to
wish to listen to the bands.

Aleng the crowded promenade they
slowly made their way through the
jostling throng. Mabs, with returning
caution, gave a cry in the broken English
that had been so successful in the Cafe
Italien.

“Zere! I see Da Clara!
she t'row confetti!”

Baba and Eulalie burst out laughing as
they saw the Cliff House girls.

Marjorie and Peggy were looking
rather ruffled, but not Clara. Single-
handed, she was engaging in one of the
fiercest confetti battles possible. How
Clara had obtained the confetti at all was
& mystery. But not only was she hold-
ing her own—she was routing the others.

ughing and excited, the two parties
joined and walked together along the
spacious promenade.

“They set on me first,” Clara ex-
plained. “They were two French girls,
and I wasn't going to take it lying down,
Seen anything of the Harlequins and
Columbines #"

**We've seen several, but not the Con-
epares, I'm afraid,” s answered, in a
low voice. “I think we'd better keep
near to the house. We're more likely to
see them there.”

They moved along, and drew nearer to
Don da Silva’s house, where the crowds
were smaller and not so boisterous.

Ten minutes passed, and lengthened
into a quarter of an hour.  Many people
came and went, but the five who were
expected did not make themselves known
to the girls.

Eulalie made a suggestion.

“Supposing you girls stay here, and
Babs, Mabs, and 1 go for a little walk
round and see if we can sea them?” she
said. “We are more likely to succeed.
But do not move from here.”

“We won't go far,” Clara promised for
the others.

Eulalie and her two chums walked
away. They were beginning to grow
anxious. It was really such an excellent
chance for laying the plotting rascals by
the heels that they did not like to think
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that such an opportunity could poesibly-

be missed.

“I expect the other detectives are in
the house now,” said Eulalie, *“They
will conceal themselves well. It is a pity
that we have to wait now. Perhaps if we
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walk in different directions we shall see
something 7"

It seemed a good idea. They
promising not to be long, an
different ways.

So interestedly was Babs looking about
her that she did not realise at first whither
her steps were taking her. Suddenly,
however, she looked up and saw that she
had walked straight towards their house.
The front door was only a few yards’
distant.

A thought leapt into her mind, and she
wondered why it had not occurred to her
before. ‘

They were taking a big risk in leaving
the house like this, True, there were
detectives. But at least one plotter had
been in the grounds—Petro Mias—with-
out doubt. It was at least possible that
the conspirators might change their
plans and try to get in without being
seen.

“I'll just have a glance to see that
everything is all right!” Babs mur-
mured.

It was typical of her sense of caution.
There was no real need. She suspected
nothing. It was just a precaution, in

case.

Quickly, for she felt half ashamed of
her fears, Babs hurried along beside the
house, and came to the bottom of the
garden. She touched the gate and found
it open. In another moment she had
passed through and closed it behind her.

After the excitement on the promenade
the garden seemed very still. Swiftly
Babs passed through the bushes, Her
eyes were alert, her ears were strained
to catch any sound out of the ordinary.
Unnecessary caution, perhaps, but

Her eyes opened wider, She shrank
back against a bush, staring up at the
house. The French windows were open.
Had the house heen left like that? Had
the maids been so careless?

The indefinite fear in Barbara's mind
began to grow definite.

She wondered what to do. Perhaps
the detectives werc merely living up to
their part as guests, and making them-
selves at home. Anyway, they would
know her again. The quickest way to
get to the others now was to go through
the house,

Slowly, very cautiously, she tiptoed to
the steps that led up to the French doors.

he room was deserted. Everything
was as she had seen it last. But, as she
listened, she heard sounds—tinkling
sounds that came from the upper part
of the house. Once theie was a bump,
like the sound of a blow.

And scmeone was talking in a quick,
low voice that she could nect make out.

“My word, it's queer!” muttered
Babs. “I don't like the sound of it at
all.  Surely the detectives can’t have
gone to sleep and let someone come in?”

After a momentary hesitation she crept
on into the main part of the house.

No sounds on that flobr came to her
ears. She looked into every room, but *
saw no one, Again she hesitated. Then,
unable to resist her curiosity, she com-
menced to climb the stairs.

The tinkling noises were louder, and
seemed to come from a front room. The
voice that was speaking was French,
and—familiar,  Babs could hardly tell
what her confused thoughts were then,

She rounded the corner of the stairs
and paused in astonishment and dismay.
Ahead of her was a room with an open
door—the room of Don da Silva him-
self. On the floor was a pile of scat-
tered garments and tumbled. furniture.

Even as she looked something clse was
t}glt'own by an invisible hand to join the

ile.

4 By whom?
Caution urged her to run end give a

arted,
went
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warning io the others. Another feeling
urged her to go on for another yard or
two. Having come so far, she might
surely see who it was?

She crept io a dark corner of the land-
ing and waited. Steps came from Don
da Silva’s room, and two figures ap-
peared in the light by the window.

Babs could have eried out with
amazement to see Monsieur Conspare
and Petro Mias!

Those two—the two for whom they had
been waiting on the promenade !

A feeling of horror and revulsion
possessed her. There had been a trick—
an astounding piece of deception. She
had seen theze two before, not hall an
hour ago.

Wearing their masks they had been
the two detectives!

For an instant Babs felt frozen to the
spot. But it was only for the instant.
Even as the figures moved back out of
sight she collected her faculties again.
The others must be warned instantly,
while there was still time. The Don
must be found.

She turned to creep back along the
Pnﬂmge, and, as she di =0, a dark figure
oomed up and rushed at her.

L0 Hc‘_'_'ll‘

Something dark and smothering fell
over her head before she could veice the
cry. Strong hands gripped her and
grappled with her.

Sﬁe had been watched.
someone else hgre as well !

Furious, filled with a mad desperation,
Dabs struggled. Was she to be caught
like this? It was impossible! She had
seen all—she knew the cunning plan at
last. She could go back and warn the
others if only she could get free.

“A moi! Vite!” cried out the voice
of Madame Conspare.

Running steps came from the front
room.

Babs made a last desperate effort for
liberty. She even byoke free. A second's
t'earita could have enabled her {o gain
a lead. But, quick as light, Madanme
Conspare thrust out a foof.

Bahs pitched forward and sprawled
heavily, and, as she did so, the woman
sprang on her again, and in a second she
was o helpless prisoner. Then she ‘was
carried below and into the garden.

Desperately Babs hoped that even now

There was

someone would see her. No soul ap-
peared in sight. Cheers, shouts, laughter
came from the distance. Tantalising

thought, the pageant was passing at
fast ! .

The pageant! Things could not have
coincided better for Monsieur Conspare's
plans. No one would be here in this
quiet gpot. For the next guarter of an
hou?, at least, the pageant would: occupy
everyone’s attention.

They carried her into a sort of court-
yard. Here a powerful-looking motor-
car was purring softly., A girl sprang
from it and grimned with triumph into
Barbara's disguised face.

‘“‘Espagnol [ jeered Carlota Vilarta.
“Ha, ha! Espagnol!”

Monsieur Conspare gave her a quick,
sharp crder. She answered him instantly.

“Je resterai ici en garde!” She would
stay and keep guard!

Babs was bundled inio the body of the
car, and the door was slammed. Even
then she hardly thought of the event as
it was to affect herself. Her dismay
was too great,

,._The car was broadside on to the gate.
Babs, lying on the seat, could see no-
thing. She imagined that Carlota had
gone to the gate side to keep guard, but
a small sound suddenly caught her ear.
It came from the other door—the door
away and hidden from the gate.

It was repeated. Oul of the corner of
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her eye Babs saw that the door was
slowly opening. Carlota, of course—
Carlota come to launt her and jeer at
her again! The Spanish girl did not
forget. She had

*Babs, dear!” whispered a voice.

Babs started up, her heart pounding
with excitement.

The girl who had come so softly and
silently to her side was a friend after all
—Eulalie Da Silva!

In Her Chum's Place! .
THE Cliff House girls who wailed

for the pageant te come alon
were growing uneasy and almos
anXxXous.

They had waited when their three dis-
guiscd companions went away, expecting
them back in not more than five minutes.
Mabel Lynn returned within that time,
and reparted that she had seen nothing
of the strangers they were expecting.
But Barbara Redfern and Eulalie Da
Silva did not return. The five minutes
lengthened into ten. Peggy fidgeted,
and Marjorie looked very anxious. Clara
began to talk vaguely of searching,

“I think they’ll come hack,” Dolly
Jobling said, in a voice that (ried to
sound reassuring. ‘‘ After all, they may
have got cut off by crowds. Or they
may even have met Conspare and the

“THE LASS WHO
WAS NOBODY !”

A magnificent school story that is full of
pathos and dramatic incidents now
appearing in

“THE SCHOOLGIRLS’
WEEKLY.”

others and taken them into the

house—"

“They wouldn't do that—it would

ive the game away!” said Phyllis
Toweil, shaking her head.

Mahel Lgun turned from the jostling
crowds with a gesture of repugnance.

“We three ought to have kept to-
gether,” she sai “It was Eulalie’s
suggestion that we should separate. 1
wish we hadn’t. T've got a dreadfully
uneasy feeling coming over me. Every-
one is so excited that anything might
happen. Let's have a scout round and
see if we can see them.”

‘‘In two parties this time—not less!"”
said Clara Trevlyn firmly. “And ‘we
meet at this point again in five minutes’
time."”

Five minutes found them back. Iach
party looked at the other expectantly.
Both were disappointed. Their faces
fell

“My word! This is serious!” said
Augusta.

* Perhaps they—they’'ve been back
while we've been away,” said Dolly;
but there was a tremulous note in her
voice. “They might =

Her words were drowned in the roars
of cheering that arose around them.

Rose petals and confetti filled the air.
Squeakers were blown. Hats flew hither
and thither. The excitement was tre-
mendous.

“Let us search again, girls!"” cried
Mabel Lynn, turning from ihe dazzling
scene. d

“But where?” said Clara dully.
“Where have they gone?”

“We ought to look everywhere and
get people to help us—"
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“Help!” said Clara scornfully.
“They've gone mad—absolutely! No
one would even listen. My hat! What's
that ¥ )

“Only someone ringing a bell now !
said Augusla, d

“No! 1 heard a sort of shriek!™
Clara answered.

They all heard sounds that were dis-
cordant and alarmed—not the sounds
they Lad been hearing.

*“There’s  something  happening !™
Peggy Preston declared, tiptoeing to get
a better view. *See, the decorated cars
are drawing to one side.  Hear these
cries again? And someone is thouling—-
not with merriment! My word, there’s
a car coming this way, and—and driving
furiousiy I

They craued their necks to see better.

Some of the laughter and cheering
was dying down. rotesque though it
was, it seemed as though an iey wind
had suddenly blown upon that part of the
crowd. .

“It’s a decorated car coming this way
—and there's a man standing up and
shouting ! cried Augusta, whose tall-
ness allowed her to have a better view.
“He's ringing the bell, too, and——
My! That was a narrow escape for the
other car! Oh, look! The crowds are
parting ! The car’s coming this way!”

“Aund the man with the bell!” Clama
Trevlyn fairly shouted. 8ee who it is,
girls? 1t's Don Da Silva!”

“The Don?" gasped the others.

They knew not why, but their hearts
seemed to leap inio their throats at the
name.-

“The ecrowds—they're ronning!
a panic!” Marjorie Hazeldene
hoarsely.

The crowds were breaking. The pro-
cession had stopped.: Swinging sharply
from the road, the decorated ear bare
swiltly to the spot where the girls
waited.

Don Da Silva shouted in a hoarse,
appealing manner to the lasl few whe
lingered in the path of the car. Aguin
he rang the bell. Two figures appeared
at his side, but the girls saw Mrs.
Da Silva and their own Miss Steel.

Sharply, with a jerk, the car drew inlo
the kerbside. The Don sprang from it
without a. second’s pause. Behind Lim -
ran four men who had been in the hody
of the car. The Cliff House girls ran to
help the Donna and Miss Steel,

“0Oh, whatever is it? - Whatever is the
matier?” they cried in apprehensive
chorus. i

Miss Steel pointed to the men who
followod the Don as he rushed for the!
front door of his house. !

“Those five men are delectives—the
real detectives,” she said.

“*Real ?” the girls repeated, in amaze-
ment and horror. *Then the two—"

“Impe tors!"” snapped Miss Steel, as
they started to run after the men. “The
two who should have come—the Don dis-
covered them in their room bound and
helpless. That rascal Conspare did it.
with assistance. He had stolen {their
papers and the disguise they were {o
wear. He has been in the house while
we have been away!”

“0Oh, I do hope we are in time !"” Mrs.

Ti's

said

Da Silva broke in tremblirzﬁ[y. * But
for my  husband’s IScovery——
Gracious! What is that?™

From somewhere not far dislant came
the roar of a powerful touring car.

“The daor! Look, it's locked!”
Freda Foote yelled. “They can't get
in! Don Da Silva is breaking it open!”

The front doar of the villa shook and
groaned as the six men strove desper-
ately to smash it in. ¢
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“Poor Babs and Eulalie!” Marjorie
almost sobbed. “Oh, girls, they are in-
volved in this—I am sure they are!
Where are they mow? What has hap-
pened to them 7

The front door opened with a crash,
and the six men leapt inside.

“We must follow!" cried Clara.
“Quickly ! There may be time io do
something !

They tore through the vestibule into
the palm-decked lounge beyond. French
voices cried to each other on the upper
floor.

“Oh, it is bad—as bad as we feared!”
exclaimed Mrs. Da Silva. “They say
my husband’s room is ransacked and in
disorder. But there is no one in the
house now. They have escaped!”

Clara uttered a yell.

“Quick, girls! I heard some sound
from the back. There is still someone

there. Let's get through.”
She took half a dozen paces and
slopped dead. The girls who came

crowding after her pulled up in the same
momentary horror., It was one figure
they saw—the figure of a toltering girl.

A girl with torn, muddy clothing—a
girl with a gag still tied to her mouth
and her handgs secured behind her back.

“Babs!” cried Clara; and, pulling her-
self together al last, ran to her.

In another instant they were there in
a crowd. The gag was torn away; the
bonds were untied. Supporting arms
held the figure of disguised Babs, for she
was trembling violently.

“Thank goodness we have found
you!" Clara said fervently. “But
Eulalie—where is she, Babs? Oh, tell us
you know where she is!”

In a hard,” choking voice Babs
answered :

‘““Eulalie has gone. They have stolen
her away ! She has been carried off in
the car!”

A voice—between a cry and a sob—
broke in from the doorway:

“Not Eulalie! Oh, Babs, you don't
mean that! They have not taken my
Eulalie away! They cannot have done
that ! .

“It is true, Mrs. Da Silva,” said Babs.
“The car has just gone. Kulalie went;
she took my place. I couldn’t prevent
her. I—I .

Emotion choked her. The tears began
to stream from her eyes. Mabs and
Clara supported her as she reeled and
almost fe‘lTo

Don da Silva ran into the room. His
distraught, horrified wife framed sound-
less wortls with her trembling lips. Miss
Steel, who was at her side, explained the

truth,
“Yes, sir"—Babs

spoke with a
supreme effort—*“it is true—only too
irue, Eulalie has gone. They are all in
a car. It went away in that direction.”

Don da Silva rose to the occasion.

“Pursuit!” he cried. ““Our car still
waits. We may yet be able to overtake
them. We can but try, This way,
officers I
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Babs struggled to follow.

“Oh, let us go, too!” she choked.
““Eulalie must be rescued—she must—she
must! She has done it all for my sake.
They can't take her—they sha'n't!
We'll catch them somchow !

In a sort of dream they left the house
at the heels of Don da Silva and his
detective helpers.

An enormous crowd had collected out-
side the house. Not only were there
p2ople, but the pageant cars as well.
They thronged the street. Eager, ex-
cited faces everywhere, and a babel of
questioning.

Then a hush as all the figures appeared.
And as they ran for the car, one of the
detectives raised his voice and told, in
few words, the truth.

Rascals had been at work. A girl--the
daughter of Don da Silva—had been
kidnapped !

And a cry arose—one loud, impulsive
cry of anger and horror, Mingling with
it came the renewed buzz of motor-car
engines. Voices cried out to the girls in
French and Italian and Spanish, and in
good, hearty British, too.

“ Jump in—in this car! We'll follow—
we'll all follow !”

Hardly knowing what they did, the
girls tumbled in anywhere. The crowd
was rushing forward. The cars were
moving as well. For one bewildering
moment that the girls will never forget
it seemed that the whole of gay,
pageant-loving Contreville was sweeping
bodily forwarg in the pursuit.

Yes, they were not the thoughtless,
idle pleasure-seekers they had seemed a
few minutes ago. Here were set faces
and determined voices that cried to the
drivers to go faster—ever faster. The
street was littered with the scattered fes-
toons. And not one car went, but a
dozen—twenty—perhaps even more, in
pursuit of Eulalie da Silva and ber kid-
nappers!

In the second car sat Mrs. da Silva.
She had mastered her first anxiety and
grief. Outwardly, at least, she was com-
posed, and when she leant across to speak
to Babs her voice was kind and almost
soft. -

“You can tell me now, dear, how it
happened?” she asked.

Babs sat upright, wilth tight lips and
burning eyes.

“Mrs. da Silva, I was left there, too
helpless to move, or stop Eulalie,” she
mij’. “I saw her get into the car.
Within a few seconds they were all
climbing in from the other side. Con-
spare drove. I know they suspected
nothing, for the car started immediately,
and drove away. I—I had been strug-
gling, and my legs came free. 1 got
iato the house, and you found me.” Her
eyes swam with tears afresh. “Mrs. da
Silya, Eulalte, your daughter, did it for
me; she gave herself away so that I could
escape! Oh, I can’t bear to think of
what I have caused, even now!”

The leading cars began to slacken
speed. Cries of warning were shouted
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back to those who followed. TPeg
Preston rose in the car, looked ahezd,

and ia\'e a cry of alarm,
““Oh, how dreadful!” she ejaculated.
“@Girls, the road is barred! There is a

great steam-wagon and trailer right
across and jammed against the brick-
work! The driver is there, and explain-
ing something——"

“Explaining the last act ol cunning of
Monsieur Conspare !” said Mrs, da Silva,
in a hollow, toneless voice. “Oh, I do
not need to hear the explanation! He
has caused this stoppage of the main
road; it prevents pursuit, None of us
can follow. He—he has won, after all.
He has stolen Eulalie from me!”

Don Vinciente da Silva came to the
side of their car. His face was set.
There was a quiver in his usually clear
and manly voice.

“The chase has finished—for the time
being,” he said. “We cannot follow,
except by the inland route. The detec-
tives will immediately telegraph for the
car to be stopped, but I doubt if they
will be in time. For us there is only one
thing—to Spain!”

“Then their search has been success-
ful 7’ breathed his wife.

Don da Silva nodded.

“An important paper is missing, and
it may give them the clue to the hiding-
place of the ivory carvings,” he said.
“But, what is worse, Eulalie knows
everything, and they may try to make
her speak. I cannot bear to think of it!
We shall return to the villa, pack, and
start immediately for our Spanish home.
It is the only thing.”

“And our party, Don da Silva?” asked
Vliss Steel. “ As this most unfortunate
and callous action has happened, we
may be hindering you—"

“I do not dare to ask you to come
when hardships may be ahead,” said Don
da Silva. * Already my stupidity has in-
volved you in this trouble and anxiety.”

“But if we should like to come? Ii
wa feel that we can do nothing else?”
Miss Steel asked.

“Nothing will give me grealer
pleasure than your coming to our
Spanish home with us!” Don Silva
answered impulsively.

Miss Steel smiled.

“Thank you, Don Silva! We accept.

We could not think of deserting one we
have learned to love so well, unless you
wished it. No efforts of ours shall be
spared if there is any chance that we cun
help to find poor Eulalie.”

The girls were cheering. Babs, in her
heart, wished to add her voice, but the
attempt failed. She turned to one side,
and buried her face in her handkerchief.
Eulalie had gone instead of her! Where
was Eulalie now? What was going to
happen to her? What adventures and
hardships would befall her for taking the
place of Babs?

THE END OF THI® WEEK'S BTORY.
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Next Thursday’s issue of the SCHOOL FRIEND will contain :

“CLIFF HOUSE

IN SPAIN!”

Another Magnificent long complete story of the girls of Cliff House on their continental tour,

By HILDA RICHARDS;
“DOREEN,

By JOAN INGLESANT, and

a further fascinating instalment of

THE CIRCUS STAR!”

“THE SCHOOLGIRL QUEEN!”

By IDA MELBOURNE;
“THE SCHOOLGIRLYS

¥0RDE[‘L YOUR COPY

PAPER!”
AT

and another superb number of

Edited by BESSIE BUNTER.
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¥ DEAR READERS,—This week I
must, as I have often done in
the past, draw your attention te

'. [ the excellent contenis of pur

Compavion Paper,
“THE SCHOCLCIRLS' OWN."

As you will see hy the notice cn this
page, many grand new features are to com-
mence in this week's issue, and the writers
who have made themselves so famcus and
popular with our Companion Paper—Miss
Stanton, Miss Home, and Miss Gordon—are
at present excelling themselves. There is
to be a fine competition, as simple as it is
fascinating, mt_i you all stand an equal
chance of winhing thie handsome mobey
prizes offered. And there are o be wou-
derful supplemenfs presented that ecannot
fail to please every one of you. Don't fail
to get these wonderful pumbers of the
* Schoolgirls’ Own,” the first of which is on
sale mext Tuesday.

Don't you agree with me that the
Continental holiday tour of the CILff House
girls is proving as thrilling and altegether
as enjoyable as ever one could possibly
wish? The struggle between the Cliffi Hcuse
giris and the Conspares to get possession
of the whole of that vitally important map,
telling of the hiding-place of the valuable
ivories, is giving a thrilling interest to the
tour that the girls mever dreamed aboutl.
In next Thursday's magnificent new, jong,
complete story of the girls of Ciiff House
on holiday, entitled:

‘" CLIFF HOUSE IN SPAIN!"
By Hilda Richards,

the chase is resumed. FEulalie, who has
behaved so pluckily and cleverly all along,
is in damger. But it is a danger from
which Babs & Co. will spare no effort to
rescue her. The ivories are discovered next
week.,. But who discovers them? Who
gains possession of them? The usnswers
to these questions will make the most
thrilling reading, and I must impress upon
my readers not to miss this faseinating
uarrative of the famous chums of Ciiff
House in the romantic country of Spain.

Bessle Bunter will edit
ingly funny pumber of

THE SCHOOLCIRLS' PAPER,
which you will like every hit as much as
you have done the two she h#s =o sucecess-
fully produced.

The end of this week's instalivent of

" DOREEN, THE CIRCUS STAR!"
By Joan Inglesant,

ancther exceed-

leaves Doreen Ilarcourt and her friends of
the circus in a close fix. But Doreen has
been in worse predicaments than this
during her short time in Bouth America,
and we shall see how her pluck and skill
and resource again rise to the occasion—
and also of a wonderful discavery that is=
made in the underground city.

There is little more of

“THE SCHOOLGIRL QUEEN!
By ida Melbourne,

to be told, but what there is is of the
greatest importance. On it depends the
vital issue: Will the Yarafeys succeed or
fail in regnlnl:r the Kingdom of Bouralia?
And I may safely say that the answering
of this great question makes next Thurs-
day's instalment the most thrilling of all
that have gone before.

OUR NEXT GRAND SERIAL.

As I mentioned last week, the serial
which is to succeed “The Schoolgir!
Queen,” is to have for its author that
much-llked writer, Mildred Gordon. The
title of the seris?
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Your Editor’'s Corner.

LTI

“THE HOUSE OF MANY MYSTERIES.”

must arcuse your deepest interest at omce.
It deals with a young girl—a girl you will
take to instantly—whose father is the care-

taker of “The House of Many Mysteries,”
the mysterious happenings which take
take place in the old house. The story

has a peculiar fascination, and is just the
type which Miss Gordon can hamndle with

wer and skill. Don’'t miss the Hfrst
nstalment, which will be before you the

Thursday after mext, and do me a favour

Twopence.

by mentioning the SCHOOL FRIEND'S uew
serial to all your friends,

THE “ SCHOOLCIRLS' WEEKLY."”
Prica Twopence. Every Friday.

I trust that by this time all SCHOOL
FRIEND readers have become regular
readers of that splendid new paper of ours,
the “Schoolgirls’ Weekly.” It is, as I said
last week, a great paper that caters [for
every taste, and its many stories are
peuned by the most popular writers for
schoolgirls of the day. Remember that,
should you have missed the first numbers,
%‘our newsagent will readily obtain themw
oF  ¥ou.

Your Sincere Fricnd,

YOUR EDITOR
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MAGNIFICENT ROMANTIC SERIAL.
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By

CHOOLGIR]
QUEEN!

IDA MELBOURNE

(Who wrote that most popular story ““Friendship Forbidden 177)

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,

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
was an Eastern _princess.

PRINCESS JOZINE, the nieee of the

RAND DUKE OF YARAFEY, who was

formerly King of Bouralia, but was
dethroned. Both are enemies of the
Kalenzis,

Dolorez receives an urgent message from
her father—the King of Bouralia—teliing 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 thelr schooling
in Bouralia.

From the outset the Yaraleys show that
they mean to be the enemies of Dolores.
The priecess, however, does not fear them.
Whilst out riding the king, with Dolores
and her friends, 138 caught in a sandstorm,
uidd the king is separated from them. Later,
his horse returns riderless. The girls suspect
the Yarafeys of treachery, but can prove
nothing.

The king is presumed dead, and Dolores
iIs crowned Queen of Bouralin, Short!y after-
wards Princess Jozine and the Grand Duke
are arrested for treason, but Dolores can find
no trace of her father, the king, either in
the Yarafey's castle or elsewhere. She has
wood reason to believe, however, that he is
[ree.

The mysterious circle enclosing a friangle
reappears, and an old begear is arrested in
counection with it. It suddenly strikes the

Limmershaw girls that the man may be
Dolores”  father disguised, and Monica
suddenly whips off his beard.

(Read on from here.)

. An Attack in Force!
HE looked about him wildly. but

the dash he made for freedom
was quickly ended by the stal-
warl guardsmen.

“Got him!” said Jane Presiwich
trivmphantly. “Well done, Monica!”
And, Haughing. she turned to the school-
girl queen.

‘““Not your father,” she murmured.
“But disguised, all the same.”
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Angrily Dolores strode forward, facing
the prisoner.

“What is the meaning of this?"
demanded. *““Need an honest
disguise?”

Conflicting thoughls ran through her
mind as she stared at him. She had
known that the beggar was not lame, but
nevertheless used crutches. Had he done
so to gain sympathy? And was his
heard and affectation of old age with the
sae end in view.

Thus, while she gazed at him she said
nothing. hardly knowing how to punish
him for what was, to all appearances, his
only crime—malingering.

So she turned away, leaving him in
the charge of the guards, while she joined
her friends.

“I wonder,” she said slowly, *“is—is he
the same man that the guards arrested "

And apparently Jane Prestwich shared
the idea.

“Why, of course!” she exclaimed.
“That’s the explanation--and a pretty
simple one, too. The real beggar was
your father; they have captured him.
And now this fellow has assumed his
disguise, just to make you think that
your father or the old beggar is still

she
man

about.”
“It—it must be.” admitted Dolores
reluctantly; for she would have pre

ferred to know that her father was a
free man,

“Not a shred of doubt,” said Jane
Prestwich emphatically, glancing at the
beggar. *“In fact, everything points to
it. They are pratly cunning, whoever
they are. They didn't think that you
knew that the beggar was really your
father. But for the fact that we saw
the capture, il might easily have
succeeded.”

“But_the cheek of il!” cjaculated
Pearl Hardy. “Fancy arresting your
father under our very noses, and actually
handing us their visiting-card!”

Dolores turned back to the guards,

“Keep that man under the closest
scrutiny,” she said. ‘““Pul him in the
political cell down in the dungeon.”

The guards saluted, and vanished with
their prisoner.

Not until they had gone did Dolores
move; then she dropped into the nearest
chair, and, dry-eyed but pale with
anxiety, she stared at the carpet.

How brief, indeed, was triumph! Not
s0 long ago she had thought her troubles
ended. She had captured the enemy,

only to find now that she had more
enemies—enemies who were unknown to
her—whom she would have to fight in
the dark.

Most alarming of ail, they had cap-
tured her father!

How was she to find him again? *

“] don't know what to think,” said
Dolores at last. “It's a complete puzzle.
I wish to goodness it were all over! I
rather fancy even algebra and French
wouldn’t be half so bad as being Queen
of Bouralia.”

“It 1z a worry,” admitted Jane Presl-
wich.  “But it's jolly interesting!
woulda't have missed it for the worid.
It's an experience we might never have
ngain.”

“Or want again!” Dolores suggested.
“I can't say that L'm particularly keen
on it.”

And she moved restlessly from her
chair, to pace the length of the room,
while her chums watched her.

Suddenly, without any warning. the
double doors were flung open. The girls
turned to them, expecling to see the
guard,

What they saw caused them io ulter
cries of amazement.

The doors closed as quickly as they had
opened, and lined up against them stood
four black-coated figures, hooded and
masked.

On the chest of each was a while
triangle, whitely encircled.
“What—what on earth—" ‘Pearl

Hardy ejaculated.

The girls were momentarily bereft of
speech. The entrance had been as sudden
as it was amazing, and they looked un-
comprehendingly at the strange visitors.

“What do you want?" Dolores do-
manded. “Go at once, or 4 will have
you turned out by the guard!” Then she
added quickly and somewhat anxiously:
“Why did they let you in?”

None of the men spoke.
opened the door, and
unnecessary.

Huddled in the doorway were the two
powerful guardsmen, both bound, both
gagged.

Dolores started forward.

“What—what do you want?” she asked
in a voice that sounded strangeiy unliko
her own. ““If you do not go immediately
I will shout for help!"”

As she spoke she was crossing the room
slowly, yet not obviously, uhniolwd; for
she wanted to reach the bell

But they
speech was
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“Useless " one of the men said hriefly.
“Quite useless! The wires of the bell
have been cut, your Majesty!”

Jane Presiwich crossed to a window,
catching the knob to force it open.

“Also useless!” the man said,
what seemed a malicious chuckle.
have eeme to demand that your Majesty
abdicate !

“That I abdicate?’ echoed Dolores.
“Hurely you cannol hope that I shall
aceede (o that?” she asked, with a some-
what hollow laugh. *It is the height of
ahsurdity ! N

The man his
hightly.

“Either that. or veur caplure your
Majesty. It will be announced thai yon
have been returned Lo your school,” he
sneered.  ““The natives weunld be neither
surprised nor displeased. In fact, they
will be overjoyed.”

Dolores clenched her hands in helpless-
ress until her nails dug into her flesh.

“You cannot scare we,” she said,
doing her best to appear unafraid of
them; she even f(ried (o laugh, as
though she were amused. * My guards
surrounil the-castle; everywhere I have
loyal  supporters. In another fen
minutes you will find yourselves in the
darkes! dungeon 1 have to spare. 1
haven’t a full house yet.”

“Your Majesty is becoming hysteri
cal.” the speaker of the four cloaked

“There is no way out.

shrugged shoulders

men replied.
Yeu can scream until yvou are hoarse.
but your loyal natives will neither heed
por hear you!” he mocked. * Abdica-
tion'is simple.”

‘They came into the centre of the room,
and while Pearl Hardy strode towards
them almost menacingly Jane Prestwich,
behind them. was tiptoeing to the door,
which she had noticed they had not
locked,

“The door is barred on the outside,”
said another of the men, without troub-
ling to turn his nead.

Dolores stamped her foot.

“ How dare you!" she exclaimed.
“ (et out of this room instantly!
vou hear me?*”’

“ @Get out of this kingdom!" was the
mau's retort. ** It is I who give orders,
not you! In this kingdom there are
thousands who, at a gesture from me,
would rise in revolt. But I do not wish
clashing of arms. You are bound ta
lose, then for the sake of Bouralia, avoid
eivil war. Your father abdicated hike the
coward he is.”

“ My father is not a coWard!” Dolores
retorted hotly, the colour surging to her
face. *“ Why do you not fight in_the
open? It is you who are cowards. You
dare not let us even see vour faces—"

Ignoring her words, the man moved
forward to the table, thrusting a closely-
written sheet before her.

““ In signing this,” he said, ** you will
renounce all right to the throne.”

“ And who 5"1“ rule ?"" Dolores cried.

“That is for us to-decide. Sign it;
you are only wasting time! The less
trouble you give us, the less trouble you
will experience in leaving Bouralia. T
will arrange that you leave this country,
and have a comfortable passage to Eng-
land—to your school, ehild——"

Dolores picked up the paper, and tore
it across and across, scattering the shreds
on the floor.

“That is my answer,” she said.

“ A great pity,” the man cbserved.
“Y have a duplicate here. I will sign
yonr name and transport you under
escort. You will not be released from
bondage until you are in England!”

Tn proof of his words, he picked up
the pen, and signed the paper.

** The signature cannot be denied,” he
snid. *“ There will be no one to deny
it. I have here a farewell message that

| gang sharply.
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you have written, a proclamation that
will be heralded through the city, and
through the outlying villages.”

He handed it to Dolores, but she did
not sign it, and, with another eloquent
shrug he affixed the forged signaiure.

* You would not sign the paper and
leave quietly,” explained the leader of
the four cloaked men. * Therefore you
must-leave as prisoners. You will kindly
step into these sacks.”

ut the girls did not move. They
stood together grimly, shoulder {0
shoulder.

*If you must caplure me. please allow
my friends to return quietly,” Dolores
urged angrily.

_ Jane Prestwich shook her head
indignantly, as the others did when
Dolores’ words had been interpreted.

“No jolly fear!” exclaimed Pearl
Hardy. *“ A fight to the finish. Smash
that window, and wyell; T'll do it while
vou ward them off I

The six made a rush for the men, while
Pearl, snatching up a chair, dashed it
through the nearest window. 'Then she
leaned ont, calling as loudly as she could.

“ Help! Help! Hélp—-"

Before she could be heard by anyone,

| however, she was dragged back.

said the leader of the
* Plense come guietly.
You will be placed upon the boat and
sent to England.”

Dolores did not reply, although her
friends murmured angrily.

“We've got to go,” she said.
present I can see nmo way oul.
must escape— "'

“ Now, listen!™

At
But oue

Do You Like Adventure Stories ?

_ I so, Read =
“ELDORADO NELL"”
in

THE SCHOOLGIRLS
WEEKLY.

“1 will,” said Monica eagerly. *1I

guess I can get away so w——"'
Dolores nodded eagerly. 2
“Scramble for .it, girls!” she ex-

claimed.  ** Dodge them all over the
room, then offer to go quietly. IU’s the
only way. And you gel out of sight
somewhere, Monica.”

As they spoke in El:f!ish, the men did
not understand a word. Doubtless they
imagined that plans were being made for
them to escape.

Without a second’s warning, Dolores
sprang forward, and the suddenness of
her rush took the leader off his feet.
Jane Prestwich picked up a chair and
swung it about dangerously, while all
of them shrieked and yelled at the tops
of their voices.

Petrified for the moment, the men
hesitated. The girls had powerful voices,
and yelled lustily.

And Monica crept away from
melee.

By the door were long curtains, and
she stood behind them. Then, with a
quick movement, she tapped on the door
paiiel.

As she expected, the door was opened.
the outside man apparently imagining
that the prisoners had been caught.

Nul.ura]ﬁy he was unguarded, and
Monica, ducking under his arm, fled
down the corridor.

She turned a corner, then drew up

the

short. For at the end of that corridor
\\%?s another figure. Escape seemed cat
of

Not a second, however, did she pause
to think, but quickly and quietly opened
the nearest door, springing inte the
rootn. = %

She: opened the nearest window, and

Twopence,

despite the dizzy hui[iht from the ground.
scrabled  oui.  Mowica Lawrence's
hardy life on the plains of Arizona had
made her * tough,” wiry, and fearless.

Now she swung herself down the wall
by means of a pipe that ran by the wall.
Half-way ~ down she paused against
anpther window, -

But the window would not open, and

sha crouched on the sill.

Below was the castle yard, completely
deserted, and to attempt te climb further
down seemed madness; quite apart from

| the fact that she would surely be secen

from above.

Iler decision to remain where she was
proved wise.

Voices came [rom above, and as the
voices sounded more clearly, she knew
that someone was looking frem the
window, ;

She had left it open, and they had
guessed her means of escape. But they
could not see her; she was quite certain
of- that.

How long she vemained there she did
not know. She was giddy and dizzy with
the eramped position. Onee she dared to
glanee below, and saw what she knew
was a small bush.

Perhaps the men had thought that she
had fallen.

For several more momenis she waited,
until below in the castle yvard she saw
soldiers waklking to and fro.

As they were almoest below her, she
whipped off her hat, and sent it hurtling
down. Alarmed at first, they jumped
aside, then examined it. .

She saw their faces, small and feature-
less to all appearances, so great was
the height; but their geslures told her
that they were coming up.

Then she hammered cn the shat win-
dow agamst which she was leaning. It
seemed hours later that they entered
the room, opened the window, and
allowed her to tumble inte the room.

“The queen!” she panted. *“The
queen! Where is she?”

The soldiers looked at one another in
surprise. Although they did not know
the language, they knew that word.

‘“ Have you not heard the news?” they
cried in Bouralian,

“The queen!” Monica echoed, dull
[ﬁ" ’Fripping at her heart. * Where is
she?

“Why, the queen has abdicated, and
she and her friends have left Bouralia.”

“ Abdicated !”

The word was impressed on her brain,
the leader of the cloaked men had used
it. and now she remembered it.

“Where are they—Bouralia®” she
asked.

The soldiers frowned at one another,
and then one nodded his head for her to
follow him, She did o impatiently, fear-
fully

To her amazement he led her to the
flat roof. She gazed about Ler to the
distant sea. And now, as he pointed,
she saw a line of white smoke as a ship
left the harbour. “The queen,” said the
soldier simply, in Bouralian. “‘She and
her friends have left Bouralia.”

And cireumstances made an interpreta-

tion unnecessary,

F roof, staring rather dazedly at
the steamer that was leaving

behind it a trail of smoke,

And at every moment the steamer was
farther and farther from the harhour.
nearing the horizon. Then it vould he
gone from sight. d

Monica drew a breath shaeply, amd
looked from one impassive soldier to ihe
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Dolores Hangs On!

OR quite a long {ime Monica Law-
rence stood on the edge of the
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other, T]u'_\‘ were |5|u'||> motionless, and
certainly could offer no help m such an
CIHErgency,

“Where ave they taking ihe
she asked, Awith o faint hope
soldiers might understand.
they 'did not, and she
arns,  gesticulating:  somewhat  wildly,
pointing 1o "the steamer, indicaling its
direction, apd then raising her evebrows,
and shrugging her shoulder to show that
she was making inquiry.

One of the soldiers nnderstood at last,
and he grinmed broad)y.

“ England,” he replied.

queen
that the

waved her

in his pecuoliar

Haleet, and the word scarcely sounded
fawiliar.

Monica nodded, then reinurned down
the flight of stairs that led to the flooy
below,

She rushed about, endeavouring o find
Miss Bowden. Dut the mislress was no-
where to he scen. Monica elenched her
hands freifully.

Up wanld down lhv corridor she pa c(]

awain, this e looking for Dolores
maid, Kala Viuse. Tiut }\.llnr too,
missiug, aud fhe wondered A perhaps

Kala had gone with the gueen.

The guoen had gone. 1low
mourued her?

She felt t}lut none did.
were nob all Jooking pleased.
Dolores bad gone would ihe
Joziue still l'cruuiu in prison?

For a moment she thought of going
down to find the answer to liml question,
to look in the dungeons herself.

many

and yel they
Now that
Princess

bt thoare was only teo patently a
chance that \he might have a dungeon
as a resting ph l‘.‘f‘ Aud she did not wish
that,

She wurned a cornee, and halted. Tor
the l'i'll_lt'i-v- Jozine was l'm.il!; her.
“*You !
The privcess stared blaokly at the gl
and \](-nun knew what a shock it must
be 1o her, since - imagined that Dolores

and all her fricuds were even now steam-
mg from the couniry -
“ Yes, I am here,” said Monica coolly,

although she knew +thal the princess
could not understand a word she said
The princess laughed, and turned to
her scowling viele, who was elose behind
her; and he glared angrily at the girl.
Monica, remembering that she i the
rlallllt:~$a||(£‘~ stood for the Xnglish-
speaking race, retwrned the duke’s.look
fe |Il|l \\i.\ :

“ Have you nol learnt 1o do homage 1o
your gueen when you see her?” the
princess demandeid,

Bui Monica  only  shrugged  her

shoulders, guessing from the other's Lone
the meaning of the vemark,

The (.lmul Duke growled. something,
in his niece’s ear, and llm princess smiled.

Y Perbaps you will accepl our hospi-
tality,” she murmured slowly, 1o give
Monica a chance to translale the words,
or to gather theiv meaning.  “We have
a nice dark room below —(lie one that 1
have cecupied—-" .

Bhe saw, however, that Monica
not looking at her. "The girl was glane
ing over her shoulder, and the princess,

was

flm\ ning, “star ml oo,
“Kala Fiuse'" she said sharply. then
beckoned to the girl, who, with hcad

bowed, advanced,

Monica at that momen{ wished that she
could speak the Bouralian language n
order to have at least ove friend in the
For Kala would be a friend.

country.

And as she
ran through
capture
and she

lovked at the
her wind  she was near to
and sl escape. A hors
to rescue the

girl thoughts

Hnow
would be free  free

oihoeis,

“Rala, leok np!” zaid the DProncess
Jozine -5:.!||-|_w, “1 am the Queen of
Bouralia now —now that the itnpuestor;
the child. has gone. You will do mwe
homage—-" -

“Yes, Your Highpess —7

“Mighuess? T am queen. 1 tell yen!

(‘ue other word of ins=ult, and | wil! haye
inlo gonl. Do vou pnelend
to the postor? You, of all
kingdom®™

{’n all Ii;l
dom is !‘\ al
all excopt
traitor-— "'

the

All the King-
Your Tligh-

You are a

Kipgdom?® |
to the queern,
Fréras- your g and

The Princess Jozine's face went purple

with anger, and with awmd: craent. .
“You--you dare address me 0" she
shouted. :
“She wheeled vound, and yelled Tor the
guartl. who came  forward  seimnewhat
sulkily.  For Dolores had been a kinder
rulee than the princess, being far loss
autlocratic,

“Acrest that girl " she said.

The guards strode forward,
Kala Fiuse Jumped back.,

With a sudden movement she
her head-deess and_veil.

“Don’ty arvest me, guards,”
eweetly.  “ Arvest the prineess!
your gqueen !’

Mung off

sail
I amn

(The last powerful sustalment of this
greatl scrivl will apprar next Thursduy.,

You simply mnnst not miss it )
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