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I am ohwags please
The Editor, THE
London, E.4.

reply by post.

READERS,—The ex-
aminations are over! The last
i has been answered,
ran go away for that
splendid holiday to-morrow, awniting the
result of our efforts with calm confidence.
You've all exporienced the feeling,
naven't you ? What a sigh of reliel you
give ! No more lessons to worry about for
2 whole month !

By a happy eoincidence No. | of THe
Sonoorains, will be in your hands just as
the hoiiday season commences, and T feel
just as you will be feeling, as I glance

¥ I AR

Enclose

THE SCHOOLGIRL

1 to heer from my readers.
'HOOLGIRL, The Fleetway
a stamped addressed
otherwise lelters

MORE GRAND FREE GIFTS !
Aren’t the free gifts in this issue de—
kightful ? The photo-cards of Laura la
Piante and Dolores Costelto are as near
perfection as it was humanly pessible
to make them, and the dainty stand-up
mount is just the thing for your own room..|
When all the six Free Gift cards are moanted
on it I knmow you will vote the result

** absolutely topping,” -
Next week’s free gift card is a charming

House,
envelope
wili be ansiwered

photo of Norma Shearer, known to all of
you as a beautiful and talented star.

through the finished pages of this new
schoolicls’ publication which, T am con-
fident, is going to achicve an astounding
popularity.

I say * astounding * but, really, when
vou come to examine the contents of No.
1 1 don't think anyone will accuse me of
boasting when I add that its popularity
will be well-merited, too. No effort has |
been spared to gei as near perfection as |
rossible

EVERY STORY A GEM ! -
ificent array of stories it is !
d and proved favourite,
very story a gem of its kind. And then
the illustrations—in my opinion, which 1
know you will share—the artists have
excelled themselves,

It has not heen easy to get together such
@ galaxy of talent, but I was dotermined
that Tae ScHooLemkL should be the kind
of paper you would want to show to your
friends, proud to be a roader yourself,
and anxious to introduce them to all
the pood things it contains.

What, then, is to be the policy of this
new paper ¥ The keynote is to be found
in the one word ™ romanes !’ The
stories will be as variod as you could
ibly wish to read. There will be
of travel, stories of adventure, of
gips: shool, home life, of

weeks, I
readers, superb photo-cards, to complete
the set of six, of Clive
Rio, and Romnald
stated.

IMPORTANT NOTICE

As next Monday is
Bank Holiday, No. 2 of

THE SCHOOLGIRL
will be on sale next
Saturday, August 3rd.

Order it now.

b

Then, during the thres subsequent
am presenting free to all my

Brook, Dolores del
Colman, in the order

These photo-cards have been speelally

made with adhesive backs so that, without
any fuss or bother, you can easily affix
them to the mount.
satisfactory way of doing this is as follows
Moisten the back of the pho
carefully place it in pesition as shown on
the mount, then cover it with a elean sheef
of blotting paper (ordinary white paper will
da), and place a fairly heavy beok or other
weight on top for a few minutes.

The best and most

and.

The finished effect is so charming that it

suslife,
splendid holidays in foreign lands, ‘and | The Snished taking 2 HE(le Croabts o et

heaps of other things, and, in all of them,
romance and mystery will play a big part.
The programme 1 have arranged for
the future is a fascinating one and I assure
you with the utmost confidenee, that
Tue Scnooreirr will never look back from
1 standard set by No. 1:

such sp!
demand for T7e ScrooLeirL is bound to be

each eard fixed in its correct position.

o - -
DON’T- RISK DISAPPOINTMENT.
Youn will all readily understand that-with

ndid stories and free gifts the

Address gour leiters to.

Farringdon Street,
if wou rwish jor u
on this page.

tremendous, and thersfore you will be well
advised to place a standing order for ik
with your newsagent at once.

It would be most disappointing not to
be able to ecomplete your set of photo-
cards nse your newsagent had sold
out, wouldn't "it 7  Well, there's na
reason for a single reader to experience
this if only you will follow my suggestion
and order your copies now.

Speaking of ordering in advance brings
me to a very important point. Tae ScRooL-
e s on sale EVERY MONDAY,
price twopence, but as t Monday is
August Bank Holiday, No. 2 will bo on
sale on Saturday of this weck, that is,
August 3rd.  Subsecquent issues will, of
course, appear ns usual every Monday.

In No. 2 then, on sale Saturday August
3rd, you will find further instalmonts of the
FOUR grand serinls which commence in
this issue, and a charming long complete
story;” * In _Crinoline and Ringlet:
by Alice Stafford, which is sure to deli
every girl who is interested in amateur
theatricals ; and what girl ia not! Also,
No. 2 will contain the Free Gift photo-
card of Norma Shearer.

WHAT IS YCUR OPINION ?

1 should be a very strange Editor if
I dide’t think Tae ScHOOLGIRL a first-
rate paper, and feel immensely proud of it,
but now I am intensely keen to know your
opinion of i

Will you, when yeu have read it, write
to me at the address given at the top of thig
page, and tell me exactly what you think
of the now paper ¥ Don't hositate to say
just what you feel regarding it. I shail
weloome criticisms and suggestions equally
with praise, pnd give any idea that is put
forward my most careful consideration.

Now, therc’s just one request before
I closs, dear readors, If you like Tae
Somooramrr. do-me the favour of telling
all your frignds about it.

1 want yoa to look upon me as's friend
as well as an editor—that is why I am
asking a favour in the very firsb number
of our paper ! In return, if you want iy
opinion. or advice upon any little problem

Py - L L7 P

ou have cncountered do not hesitate to

“ask me, will you 1
Your sineere friend,
4 THE EDITOR.

e

.
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THE SCHOOLCIRL

Meet Mimi, the talented girl dancer, whe was forbidden to perform in public!

Success Could Never Be Hers!

throbbing of a

T

hum of many voices an

the cosy

girl of fifteen, every
betraying unusual supple-
ness and grace, was seated
before a mirror putting the
finishing touches to  her
simple make-up—a make-up
designed to accentiate her
own naturally rose-like com-
plexion and to show up the

" of her lips.

dainty “how
She uttered a happy laugh
that contained more than a
hint of excitement.

“Ys't it wonderful, Mimi!” she eried,
ivaciously. “1

_naver thought I'd get a chance like this
I've dreamed abount it often and often
now it’s' come true at last!”

She glanced through the small caravan
window which commanded a view of the
great cirenlar marquee
“Just look at

her blue cyes sparkling vi

and now

entrance to th
enclosing th
. the crowds
ne
nervons !’

ircus ring.
o murmured.

Her companion, as dark as she was

drum  and
aintly, as in the distance, the
martial strains of a brass-band
~—these sounds, mingled with the
the deep-
throated roaring of lions, filtered into
-aravan where two girls were
busily engaged, one in gelting ready .
for the performance soon to begin, the b,

other in acting as her *“dresser.”
X a lovely, golden-haired
¥  movement

L § r:In hope I shan’t be dreadfully

fair, smiled——a w

Tul, longing smile it
would have

seemed to an onlooker.

“You've no need to be nervous, Sylvi
» she remarked. © You look lovel
enough to win the hearts  of
audicnce; and then your dancing—why,
vou must know how wonderful
You're bound to be a success.”

a Carmenita turned, a smile on

her revealing even, white te

*“1 ought to be, with your good wis
to belp me,” she admitted, “and T"

The glitter of spangles and the sparkle of

of Gregg's Circus.

be sure, now my big

you ma
s

s really come. I simply must
got over! Ther ono thing, Mimi,
although I'm terribly nervous now, 1

know 1 shan’t be once I'm in the ring.
Somehow 1 forget everything then. I
just don't know the audience is there
until I stop dancing, and then "—she
paused and laughed merrily—"then 1
hope to see hundreds of pairs of hands
clapping. Jt's a wenderful moment
that, Mimi, and more than repays you
for all the hard work of rehearsals and
all the disnppointments——"

“ Good-

sequins
in the colourful glare of the limelight, the whirl of
the dance and the rapturous applause of the onlookers
you will read about them all in this fascinating
story of Mimi and her loyal friend, Sylvia Carmenita

This story has been
specially written tor
you by

MURIEL HOLDEN

Mimi Clayton was gazing in fascinatea
sitence at the beautiful girl dan

“T{—it pust be very wonderful,” she
murmured softly at last, “I—I can j
imagine how thrilled you must be.”

Something in her tones caused Sylvia
to look at her keenly

“Alimi, what exactly do you do in this
eircus ?” she inguired. “ You don’t per-
form, I know, and yet—with your looks
and figure 3

Mimi averted 1
was trembling a
emotion
control.

“0h, 11 don’t do any-
thing in particular.” she
answered in a mufiled voice.
“I help in the canteen, s
someiimes assist the ward-
robe mistre and—and, oh,
all kinds of odd jobs.”

She bit her lip suddenly

and Sylvia, sensing that

something was amiss, put a hand gently
on her arm.

“You're quile happy
you?” she asked softly.

Mimi nodded.

- es.  Why shouldn’t I be?” she
said, with an effort. “T love eirens life
and Tony—my little brother—and T are
devoted to one another. After all, T
don't have to worry whether 1 please
aundiences or not, and T don’t have the
bother of rchearsals and inven new
acts.”

Sylvia smiled.

jer oyes swiftly. Sho
ittle from some secret
found hard to

she

aren’t

bere,
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“No, there's something in that,” she
agreed. It is worrying at times, Still,
‘it'a a pity no one ever taught you to
Qanee. It really is thrilling to perform
before hundreds people and to know
they’re all wate you and appreciat
ing every movement. 1 wouldn’t be any-
thing else but a dancer for all the money
in the world. Of course, I suppose you
find it hard to” underst W anyone
can be so wrapped up in their work as
all that, don't you? Why, Mimi, dear,
what's the matter?”

For Mimi-had suddenly turmed away
and was pressing her haads to her face,
her shonlders heaving.

“ Good: dear, what bave 1 said lo
upses you i Sylvia continwed, in horror.

But before Mimi could stier a word of
explanation, thére came a sharp tap on
the eararan door, and the voice of Tony
Clayton, -her ten vear-old brother, was
heard outside.

“Ready, Sylvia?” he eried. “Its
almost time for your first appearance.”

Sylwia put her armsabout Mimi.

« up, dear,” she urged. “We'll
have a taik about fhis later. I certainly
never intended to a word that would
hurt you in any way. Forgive me.”

Mimi looked at her through tear-wet
eyes and forced a smile to her lips

From between the heavy curtains
screening the annexe Mimi watched
her friend in fascinated admiration.
How she, too, longed for a chance to
make good 2s a dancer!

b 5 know you didn’t, Sylvia,”
whispered. “Don’t take any notice of

and good luck !
Next moment
from the caravan

had hurried

Sylvia
with a cloak

and,

about her shoulders, was walking swiftly ::

across the circus field towards the huge
marquee, in the wake of Tony Clayton.

Left to her own devices, Mimi
down on to a chair.

“1f only Sylvia realised the truth—
how her words huri!”
herself. “She doesn’t guess how I long
to be—what she is! I'd give anything

to have a chance like she’s got; but, of
course ®—a bitter note crept into her
voica—"“T'd be a dead failure.

couldn’t ever dance like she does—now.”

And, with a hopeless shrug of the
shoulders, she got up and began putting
the caravan to rights, gathering up
Sylvia’s discarded garménts, collecting
together the grease-painis and powder-
hoxes that lay scattered about on the
litile moke-up table. )

Tt was while she was engaged on this
self-imposed task that she heard her
brother’s voice once more.

“Coming over, sis?” he was asking.
= Show’s started some time ago. There's
a whopping big erowd to-night.”

Quickly Mimi dried her eyes and

. opened  the caravan . door. Tony, . &

I'm just Ecing silly. Good-bye—

she whispered io ®

THE SCHOOLGIRL

rather frail

good-looking boy, though
rching glance.

of build, gave ber a sea
“ Hall Been crying—eh{”
said, with boyish bluniness. “It’'s old
Gregg, T'll bet! Has he been bullying
you again? If only I was a bit older
and bigger I'd go for him, 1 would 17
Tony had mounted the caravan steps,
and Mimi pat an arm fondly abeut his

shoulder.

“You're a good little pal to me,
Tony,” she said, kissing his forehead.
“Rut it isn't old Gregg this time. T'm
just—well, disappointed, that’s all.”

“What about?” demanded Tony.
“Has he turned your udea down
again ™

Mimi nodded.
“yee; he absolutely refuses to let me

sho #8

train, although I showed him what 1
knew already. He said T'd never be any
use, and it would be a sheer waste of
money.”

Tony sniffed disgustedly.

“The awful old skinflint!” he ex-
claimed. “Hec's 8 bhard ’up, Mimi.
Why, if onLg he'd give you a chance you
coul Ow™

Tony broke off, with a gasp of pain,
for strong fingers had suddenly elutebed
his left car and were tWeaking it
vigorously.

“ Awful old skinflint, am 17" growled
a deep, hiarsh voice.” * Bo thai's way
you talk about me behind my baek, is
jt7 Fine gratitude that’is for all T've
done for yon'and your sister, you cheeky
litte imp 1, - -~ : iy

R e

Egery Monﬂay !

1i gasped. “Standing on the lower
{ step was the guardiin of ber brother and
herself, Martin Gregg, the manager and
ringmaster  of regg's _Mammoth
Cireus and Menagerie. A powerfully-
built man of middle height, he had a
short black moustache and piercihg grey
cyes that glittered now with anger.
Clad in a scarlet coat, white breeches
and black top-boots, and with a silk hat
om bis kead, }m made an jm?osing figure.

Dace more he gave Tony's ear & pain-
ful twist, which drew a stifled exclama-
tion from the boy; then; with a jerk, he
pushed him from the caravan steps, and
Tony, stumbling, fell heavily fo the
grass,

Instantly Mimi was at the caravan
door, her breath coming gquickly, her
pade fave fooded now with colour.

“You coward, Unele Martinl” she
"‘Doﬂ't dare touch Tony again,

cried.
or—-"
Maitin Gregg lasghed mockingly.
“(r what ?* he demgnded megac?ng?y.
“ 1’|} give him o taste of this whip if I
have any more of his impudence ! Both
vou and he have got far tos mauch 40 say
for yourselves. And what m carth are
.you doing here, Mimi? Yau've becn
snivelling again, 1 can see that. Get
over to the canteen at omos! 'That's
your place once the show’s started. Comae
an! No more idling about, or Il make
you both sorry for yourselves I”
Mimi met his eyos fearlessly.
haven't been idling, Uncle

Martin!” she retorted spiritediy. “If
you must know, I've been helping
Sylvia Carmenita—" "

The ringmaster floarished his whip
angrily.

“Go

you just keep away [rom ber!l
Wwant her npset and bothered with your
imaginary grievances! You're no good
as a dancer, and never will be!”

Mims winced at the harsh eriticism,
but she saw that further delay m:F!ﬂ
ouly lead to fresh trouble for her
brother as well as herself, so sbe left the
caravan and, hu]ging Tony to brush his
Just-stained clothes and whlspermi a
word of comfort to him, she walked
quickly over to the tent which was used
as a canteen and dining-hall for the
cireus performers and helpers.

En route, she had to pass the huge
marquée where the performence was
taking place. Unable to resist ihe
impu?sc, she cautiously made her way to
the annexe whence she could see through
the looped velvet curtains into the ring
itself.

The packed marquee, with its ter
upon tier of seats and benches, scarcely
one of which was unoccupied, was
strangely quiet >

Save for the scarlet-coated band play-
ing a dreamy walts tune, all was still.
And there, right in the very centre of
the ring, Mimi could see the cause of
that enraptured hash. Bylvia Car-
menita was just concluding her tura.
Bhe swayed this way and that, pirouetted
and twirled with bewildering rapidity;
tripping feet, outflung arms and slender
figure: all .moving in perfect time to
the music. Like some dainty thing of
gossamer_sho Jooked in her ballet dress,
the wins of -which glittared in the
vellow limelight. SN2t

And when at last the dance edme to an-
L end and Sylvia sank to the tan in &
low eurtsy, what thunderous applawso
arcse! Again and again’ she bowed.
and then, twisting first one way and then
another, blew kisses to the delighted
audience, who scemed as if they would-
never stop clapping. Bk

There was no douht that. is she had
36 ardently desired, Sylvia had =

A i

__over,” - Her success Wis uninistakable.
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Mimi, watching her closely, felthar
she, too, wanted to uppiuud. Sylvia's
dancing was superb!

An ;momntary sigh escaped Mimi's
lips. Nor for  a moment did she
begrudge Sylvia her well-won applause,
but, oh! how she longed for a chance to
shine like that. )

“1f only Uncle Martin hadn’t for-
bidden me to go on with those lessons !
she murmured to herself. The ballet
master himself said I should make good.
It's cruel—cruel to think I'm never to
have a chance !

Silently she slipped away and out of
the vast marquee nto the grounds.

Her head bowed, and, a strange
mistiness before her eyes, she stumbled
over the uneven ground to the canteen,
a dull ache in her heart, resentment in
every fibre of her being.

In the Limelight's Glare!
“ CORE !  Encore!”
The applause and the shouts

were actually growing in

volume, as Sylvia, a cloak
about her slim shoulders, siood with
flushed face and shining eyes behind the
heavy velvet curtain,

Martin Gregg, a broad smile on his
face, strode up to her.

“Wonderful, my dear!” he said en-
thusiastically. “ You must go on again.
Do your acrobatic dance this ume.
They'll never be satisfied till you do.
You've scored a wonderful success. T'il
announce you.”

And without giving

" Sylvia swayed this way and
that, pirouetted and twirled
with bewildering rapidity ; trip-
ping feet, outflung arms ani
slender fgure all moving n
perfect time to the musi
Her success in the circus ring
was assured |

idience.  Round and round she

Sxlvia a chance to “(Can vou manage another, my dear?™

reply, the ringmaster strode beiween he inquired swift pu with stonizhing rapidity, and
the curtains and flourished his whip in Sylvia hesitated. then noc 1ded. now the beam of light began to revolve
one hand and his silk_hat in the other. “ if vou'll put the clowns in fo and reveal a myriad colours.
The band, recognising the signal, | few minutes to give me time to change, he clfect was dazzlingly pr
sounded n sustained chord which pro- | she agreed. do it as Syvivia completed her dramatie
duced some measure of silence among Into the ring them Martin Gregz and came to a sudden  stop  in
. the packed audicnce. strode and announced that-“Miss Car- | centre ol the ring, the applause was

“Jadies and gentlemen !” he cried in | menita craved the  ndut | de
stentorian tones. * Miss Carmenita asks | gence for a feve minutes while she There was no
me to thank you for the kind way you ed her ‘costume.” Then he furned | band this time

gnal to the
had been warned

have received her. She will appear | g ed a sharp orde and now brol into  an
again immediately in a wonderful omersaulting, tumbling, runnin n tune, weird u‘t soothing,
acrobatic dance.” and walking, dashed at least half moving with the slowness
A fresh burst of applause arose. and | dozen grotesque-looking clowns whose it commenced her dance,
the ringmaster signalr to the band, | main duty it was to keep the andience It was a dance-story, and the move-

which at once struck up. Next-moment | amused between each of the more im- | ments conveyed perfectly the theme—
riin Grege bad walked to the cor | portant acts. —that of a slave girl pleading before
tains and ushcrtd in Sylvia, who, having Sylvia paused to smile at the last of | the sultun for the life uf someone she
discarded her outer baHLt dress, with ( mkh- ** the oldest clo in the | loved. Met with refusal first, the
its flounces, was now clad in a garment whom sultan's assent to or pleadings was
that resembled an old-time doublet and gained jater, and then Sylvia’s move-
a corsage that sparkled with dozens of ¢ dressing-r ments anged. It was a dance of
tiny ornaments. She looked, if any-| With the was | triumph and joy new; faster and faster
thing, even prettier than before. alwavs on duty ther » performed a | she grrated until it seemed impo:
After a low curtsy and a preliminary | Jightning change into a  beautiful | for any human being to be so wo
step or two, she commenced her second | Turkish maiden’s costume, consisting of fully agile.
dance. This depended for effect largely | short, heavily embroidered  jacket, a | Then, as if some powerful brake had
upon a number of very difficult acrobatic | unic with full sleeves, baggy trousers, | been applied, she stopped dead in
twists, including several double mn‘s’l pointed shoes, and a flimsy _yashmak graceful pose, with arins outstretehed
saults in the air, and was rendered a veiled the lower half’ of her | and raised to the skies, head flung
the harder by the_necessity of l-c'el““" s, then hasiened back to ack.
time to the music. Martin Gregg saw her cnmmg The band  ceased.  There was a
Put Sylvia was at the top of her form | and sounded a shrill blast on a whistle | moment’s dead silence while the andi-

e

that evening. She was resolved to make | he always carried, as a signal to the|ence slowly realised that this marvel-
no mistake, and the easy grace with |clowns to retive from the- lonsly-execnted dance had really ended
Shich $he carried out the dance| Out they came, twisting and [ Then they rose and cheered, and the
fascinated the speetators and roused | tumbling, to the accompaniment of stumping of feet and even whistles rent
therm to such & piteh of enthusiasm that | much laughter and applause, and then | the air.  Somchow they were deters
when at last she stopped they were still | the g-master  glanced  at  Sylvia | mined to demonstrate their enthusia

unsatisfied, and immediately there were | appreciatively Again and again Sylvia had to rt\mm

loud shouts of * Encore 1” which became <Al ready?” he inquired. to the tan, and only when the ring

more insistent every secon Syl nodded. master  announeed  ihat  she would
Sylvia  bowed and enrisied re | “Orange spot-light only. please,” she | appear in + second half of the pro

peatedly.  She was just a little tired | said, *“for entrance, .m(l revolving ones | gramme \.IJL‘ the noise subside.

now, and half hoped that in a few |to follow immediately. in the annexe Martin Gregg did not

seconds the enthusiasm might abate. Rapid signals were exchanged with | conceal his pleasure at Sylvi fully-

the audience simply would not | the limelight operators. and then ihe | deserved success. An_equestrienne act
go. curtains were drawn aside to the fullest | was now occupyving the ring, and  he

She managed to reach the exit, where | extent. g at liberty to talk to her un-

Martin Gregg was waiting for her, an Instantly the cirdus marquee  was ered

anxious look on his face. As an ex- | plunged into darkness, save for one You're the most

perienced ringmaster, he knew that | solitary beam of orange light directed | we' cer

Sn\i.z must be N.ggrd yet the audlcllce full . on Bylvia. as she pirouctted declared

wanted more. thrpugh the curtain: to full view of d you mustn’t

essful  dancer
Carmenita!” he
v. “Of course,
let to-night's success turn
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your head. You'll have fo go on work-

mg just as hard to keep in the popular

favour as you had to win it. You

know how fickle audicnces can be.”
Sylvia smiled,

I quite realise 1 m a long w ‘Y rom
being perfect vet, Mr. (,re-yg she
answered, 1’ been m the game too
long not to know that.’

The ring-master nodded

“Then youwll be all right,” he said.
“Anyway, T want you to feel abso-
lutely at home here. You'll find every-
one casy to get on with except, maybe,

one or two, and those you can ignore.
In any cireus yow’ll always come across
a few grumblers and gmwr-rb. Have

you made any friends yet?
Sylvia seated herself en an uptorned
drawing her cloak about her,

box, for
the evening was chilly.

“1 think so,” she rﬁph(‘d thought-
fully. “There’s your niece, Mimi, She
seems an awfully nice girl, Mr. Gregg,
though som w she bn‘lkus me as not
being altogether happy.”

Martin Gregg looked away quickly
for a second, an angry gleam in his
eyes.

‘Y hope she hasn’t been whining to
you, Miss (“.mrmcmla, he said rather
abrupily, “Yeu mustn’t take too much
notice of what she says. She's got
rather a mput.atmn for grousing and
complaining. As a matter of fact, she
isn't really my niece at all. She and
her young brother, whose guardian 1
am, are absolutcly no use in the circus.
except for odd jobs that anyone could
do. I only keep them here because-
well, their father was a friend of mine,
and I promised him T'd look after
them until they were old cnough to
fend  for -« th(‘mw}\cw No, 18§
Carmenita, don’t let Mimi worry vou
with her starics. She's a queer sort of
girl.

Sylvia hardly knew what to say. She
recollected  Mimi's  strange  manner
while she was helping her to dress; her
bursting into sudden tears,

Was the ring-master right? Was she
a girl with a2 perpetual grievance—the
sort of girl who loved to harhour a
fancied sorrow in  order to win
sympathy # Sylvia had to confess to her-
self that she hadn’t thought so. She had
liked Mimi, and still did.

She was about to move away, for the

equestrienne act was over, and Mr.
Gregg was hurrying into the ring to
supervise the attendants, who werc
erecting  apparatus for a troupe of |

acrobats, when a soft veice feil on her |

beauntiful,
Mr

dance
Carmenita ]
em vellee pleased, ch?'
Sylvia turned. At her side was a
girl with raven-black, gleaming hair
and almond cyes set in o perfect, oval
face that stamped her at once as an
Oriental. Jt was Lo San, a plump and
usually smiling girl, who was one o
the cleverest members of the Annamese
acrobatic troupe, now waiting in  the
unmexe to enter the ring.

Sylvia had previously met Lo San
and had taken an instant liking to the
little Oriental.

“Yes, Mr. Gregg bas been saying loln.
of mmphmcn!d.r_y things to me, Lo
San,” she admitted, with a smile.

Lo San nodded slowly and dreamily.

“Me  hear him  conglatulate you,
missce,” she answered. “Mr Clegg
funny man, vellee nice one minute,
vellee angly next minute. he
shrugged. " Him not too nice to poor
Missce Mimi and her blother,” she
added shrewdly.

Rylvia started. She realised that Lo
San must also have heani the ring-
master's reference to his * an
her brother.

splendidly, |
Glegg, kim

*niece

|
{
|
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“What—what do you mean, Lo San?”
she demanded quickly.

The little Annamese rubbed her
hands together, and her lips parted to
reveal bcn:tmil white teeth in a slow,
inserutable smile.

“Only that me gleat fliend to Missec
Mimi, and she not a girl who glonses
and plumbim: now to

perform.  Good } nenita !
Meet you again after %

And in company with the r of the
troupe, Lo SBan somersaulicd into the
ring, for all the world like an india-
rubher ball.

‘or a fow seconds Sylvia followed hex
with a puzzled look in her ewes, then
she turned and walked from  the

marquee into the night air.
Duszk had fallen and lights gleamed

before the circus entrance and in the
caravans and tents dotted alx the
buge field where the circus was pitched.

It was very strange, Sylvia  was
thinking that, whereas Martin Gregg
had gone out of his way to discourage

Mimi, Lo San had equally gone out of
her way to defend her, impelled by a
very obvious sense of loyalty.

\Mu h of them was nght?

That was the questien Sylvia found
herself asking, and a pureling one it
proved.

Trouble in the Canteen.
URRY the ham and
Martha! Guess they'll
oked all to cinders
How much ]Ohgur hev
got to wait fer that coffee, eh?”
Good-natured  laughter
echoed through the canteen.
was over, and performers and ©

up with

1

had crowded into the canteen
supper and to talk over the work of
the d Tt had been a record (=\Ln|ng,
and cveryone was in high spiri

Sylvia found herself at a tal with
Lo San and a girl equestrienne named
Elia Mackay, and the three were listen-
ing with amusement to the rather n
efforls of wo “cowboys * to speed up
the

t be quiet, Deadshot Pete,’
arbable \f]aﬂha rejoined, in
no way abashed, T'll tie you up
with your own lan,u' You're not in
Texas now, even if you think yon are!”

Just then Sylvia noticed a pale-faced
erirl hurry from thu I-;u k of the canteen,
i was Mimi. : looke } an;;er
ed by the noise Aud tl
for orders to  be (‘alr:rd
sp(‘(‘dlly

“I'm ever so sorry, everrhody i’ she
cried appealingly. “Something  went
wrong with the oil stoves just before
the show onded, but we've got them
going again now.”

The two cowboys gravely raised
their broad-rimmed hats to Mimi to
intimate that the explanation quite
satisfied them; but a rather stout girl

the impe

2d calls
more

P
aut

with dark, bobbed hair and an _olive
complexion, uttered  a  disbelieving
laugh.

“Of course the staves would gO Wrong
if you had anything ta do with them,
Mimi!” she said jeeringly. “Why

«don’t you stay in the old clothes depart-

ment? That's more in_your line than
cooking, I should imagine
Mimi flushed, und Sylvia, noticing

her agitation, felt cep resentment. at
such a cruel and unnecessary remark
on the stout girl’a {:az-t

e whispered to her

““Whao is she?”
companions.

h, thut“” returned E.U.a. a hint of
contemnpt in her voice. 'I‘ba Selina,
old Gregg’s nicco—his real niece. She's
been away for a  few days, thask
goodness, that's wiay you haven't meq

-

and  banter |
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her before. You'll soen knuu all you
want to about her.”
‘Vellee funny girl, Sel
purred softly. " Vellee
think herself one big noise.” 5
But  though Lo “spoke softly
Sclina apparcntly heard her. She gave
.zin angry cry and swung round in her

,” Lo San
wleody and

re

you talking about me, Lo
Ban?” she (‘Iinliln(lcd sharply.
Lo San nodded gravely. . .
TaiSSes,

“1 did speak of honoulable
she ad d. .
Zan was small. Seclina. was big,
and she was a bully by nature, . She
rose from her chair and literally rushed
at Lo San. Out went  her  hand. to
grasp Lo San and shake her, but——l’.,o
San had gone!

With

an astoundingly quick move-
ment she had perfermsad a baeck somer-
sault, landing on her feet someé yards
behing - the chair inte “which Selina

promptly blundered, barking her shins
badly.

There was fury in her eyes ag_she
recovered her balance, and prepared to
dash in pursait of the liitle Annamese,
but a figure barred her way. Sylyia
it wag, and now she stood right in front
of Selina, watching her closely. . .

“Kindly leave Lo San alone® s
said bluntly. “You were to blame in
the firsi place for being so le and
nb}otllon‘\h]v. to Mimi, wboe trying to
do her best for us all’

Tr‘hna stare in stupefaction at
Sy
“Who al yout” she smapped.
“What's it to do with you, anyway?”
“Everything to do with 1ne,” was
Sylvia’s quietly-spoken answer.  “Lo

San is my friend and so is Mimi.”

For a moment or two Selina hesi-
tated if wondering whether to try
conclusions with this pretty, [air-haired
girl; then, with a glance of hatred at
Sylvia, she uttered an ejaculation of
rage and hurriedly left the canteen.

Everyone had been watching the little

drama, and now quite a buzz of talk
and not a little laughter arose.
Gee, kid!” Deadshot Peto smilingly
commented to Sylvia. . “Yoeu sure’
handled her good and pretty. She's a
spiteful little erittur, though, so keep
your giglamps oiled I”

By which extraordinary remark he
intended to convey a warning to Syivia
to beware of Belina Gre

Lo San- came back to the table and
prossed Sylvia’s hand.

“You vellee good fliend, Miesca
Sylvia,” she said in her quaint way.
Lo San not forget.” -

Sylvia  smiled at her, and then
w.ni-d to Mimi, who ran across.

“Congratulations on  your _success,
dear,” Mimi whispered. “Will yoa

come over to my caravan in about half
an hour? I do 50, want to talk to you.
T'll be free then.”

“Right-ho, Mimi; Tl be
Sylvia pmmi

After finishing her supper she bade
good-night to Lo San asd Efa, and,
after calling in at her own caravan to
deposit some things, went across to
Mimi’s.

Ti was snug and cosy inside, with the
curtains drawn over t!xe Bittle window
and hanging  oil-lamp gmﬂz a
~chrerful radiance.

Sylvia seated herself and Lhcn looked
intently at Mimi. She was thinking

there "

how pretly Mimi was with deep
au air, fresh complcxzon. and
expressive brown eyes. :
“Tve been thinking such a abcmt
vyou, Mimi dear,” she said. "th

vou tell me what it was made :
unhappy? D've been wondering w1 the
cvening if .l were to bl,unﬁ—

e
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y. Mimi, you
besutifally,”” said " Sylvia,
she watched her, friend cri
ally,. "It will be a
p]msure to dance oppos
you in the circus.” b

only you can_persuade Uncle

in to think the
* sighed Mimi.

same !

dance

c-
real ek

as

ite @
i

Mimi shook her head swiftly.

“You to blame?
declared.  “ You must have
a queer sort of girl
wasn't your fault in_ the |

“Then what was it, Mi
nsked gently, “Won't yo
dear.
us or

wanting to pry
It isn’t thai,
frie ...n, aren’t we?
you.”
Mimi sat with
ed, o far-away look
I.hl'n wd( enly she turned to
“Yes,

silent,

OFf course not!”

but—well
Perhaps I can belp

in her ey

she
thought me

But—but it
ca \k
mi?” Sylvia

w (m\h(ls* in

Don’t think I'm just being

into  your

we're

her hands

Sylvia.

1 will tell you!” she declared.

“1 must tell someone, .-md I know vou H
erstand because you're
i

paused and put
embled  slightly on
“Tony and I have been wit
for some years now,
“and when we first

a dancer.
hand that
via’s arm.

h this circus
continued,

i
:ame—1 was about

nine at the time—1 was given dancing

lessons, and the ballet
taught me always said 1'd
1 dreamed of that,

master who
make a star.

just as you dreamed

of the big success that has been. yours

Then, quite su
Uncle Martin, as 1

to-night.
Gregg,

declared I'd never make

ancer, and though the b

ordered the lessons to stop.

ddenly, Mr.
always call
He

a firstclass
allet master

argued with him be \\ouldnt lrf-lan. 1

he sighed deeply.

broken-hearted, Sylvia—

“Of course, dear, T realise just how
you must have felt,” Sylvia said.
“And that was the end of your
dancing ?”

Mimi shook her head.

“No. I determined T
kept down, and I've practis
hoping that one day an
chanee might come aleng.

would’'t be
secretly

W hvu RO‘\'\.
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was taken ill and had te go home to
land 1 thought it had, but—
Ivia_started. Rosa was the

dancer

whose place she herself had taken.
*she exclaimed, a note of
in her voice. * You—you mean

that T stepped into the place th

ally

uld be yours? Oh, how unfair !
! Mr. Gregg has no right to keep
vou back like This. I'd no idea there

wnything like this going on.” She

r next moment, his

beast appe )
zh in the air and

run 115

I;IUHI!OHE ears flapping.
crowd seatte to  right
and left, and then Gobo rushed
straight at a small, square tent,
With one ms‘: o[ his trunk he
uprooted Aung it over
his broad ,
“1t’s gone mad or something,”
Mimi said  in_ deep alarm.
* Look out, Sylvia! 1i's coming

Goho was charg-
towards  them.
time to get back
and so the

straight
was no
into their caravan,
friends mupl\ ran as hard as they counld

There

for d s away and
sc mmh‘ml thro

Behind them they
and more shnutm;'
th could do  mnothing
where they were

ihe
for a

few

o

ent
Ttwas cortain that Gobo would not long
Lw allowed to roam about at will. The
wimerous  cowboys attached  to  the
cireus were hot on his track with ropes

Jumped, up; 8 Ef’i“‘,"f‘rd;"‘l’,"““|!;*!"ig and nets, and from their vantage point
e e e et hE. 8 DAEEG 19 |the o sy Gobo, in the light of
deistre. 5 ohiande, Mimt, . Why 1 dozeteial wapli Hares neatly “‘“‘[”‘ d
wonder vou don't hate me, instead of j\"j“win‘g;' _made  prisner by sheer
which youw've been cver so kind and : s bt B
helptul” 1" seo now Sy o Broke How will they get. him back
down, dear. So should I have done. L 2 i
Never mind: I can help you. Tl go g L:{ff;t‘d”“-‘““" from; ek
back to Wafson’s Cirens and then Mr. o e ookl 18 she wnswesoi:
Gregg Wil have, to give you the chaneed wppoil " hring out Jumbo  and

Mimi gripped her arm and an  ex- 't, the other two elephants, and
damation of fear secuped her: 3 1 them on either side of Gobo-

No, na! You mustn't do that, Look, there’s Deadshot Petes I'll ask
said -h«l\mg her hoad. *“Uncle M him what caused all the trouble.’
would know T'd been talking to you| She hailed the cowboy  through
about myself, and he'd be even more hand

unkind to Tony and me than he usually
1s. Promise me you'll stay here—
prom

Sylvia thought swiftly. An idea for
helping Mimi in another way had sud-
denly come to her. She nodded, and
was jlhb about to speak when, from oui-
side, a confused shouting and a series
of deep trumpe! like notes sounded

“What eve that 77 Sylvia
frowning.

ed,

Mimi had started fo her feet.

“Tt sounds to me like (-ohn the
African_elephant,” she replied. “Good.
ness, what a din he’s making! = An
what ever’s all that shouting for?”

She went to the caravan door and
opened it, then gave a ery of alarm.

The noise proceeded from ithe dirce
tion of the circus menagerie, where

were housed clophants, lions, and tigers,
zebras, bears. and  several monke
Lights were Hashing! and there wer
number of men dashing about” ..mr}
shouting.

Sylvia joined Mimi at that moment,
and the two ;, wondering what
could be amiss, nded the caravan
steps to the field. -

Next moment they
happening. was
African elephant, for

realised what was
indeed Gobo, the
they saw the huge

and Deadshot Peie came
Iy

them, g)munm, amiat

“It's arl safe no he assured them.
“(@obo’s been having trouble with a
tooth, it seems, and th is  how
shaws his li'l temper. He's done a

small wad of damage 3 caravan,
by the way, ni—smashed a panel or
two in the side, so you'll hev to mind
the draughts to mm.o The  boys'll
fix it for you to-morrow.

Mimi stared at her companion.

“Coodness! e might have sen
someone else’s caravan!” she exclaimed
ruefully. “Oh, well, it can’t be helped!

Come on, Sylvia; let’s go and see just
how much damage he has done.”

Side by side the two friends raced
back to the caravan. Fortunately, the
lamp  was ill alight, and they suw
that Deadshot Pete had not e
gerated. Three panels on one side
were badly smashed near the floor, and
Sylvia nely down to examine the
damage.

“Looks as il you'll ln\t\ to come anid
share mine  to-night,” she  said.

“There’s plenty of—— 1 suy, Mimi,
what ever’s this?”

The « mc of Sylvia’s startled ejacu-
lation soon  apparent to the
equally amazed Mimi. Jutting  out
from between two of the splintered




8

panels was a torn.piece of paper whici
tloser scrutiny showed to be part of
a lefter.

The Ringmaster is Annoyed.

OGETHER the [riends peered
curiously at ghe torn piece of
notepaper, had been white
once, but was now a dirty

vellow, as if years had clapsed since it
was  written. The letter apparently
had been torn almost completely across
diagonally, for all that was left were
parts of lines reading:

“ _ . .both to school...in good
hands . . . fees regularly . . . profits
before remitting to me . . . gratitude
for your . . . poste restante . . .
sincere friend . .. " Then followed

what was obviously part of the signa-
ture:
“ ... ENmAM.”

It was when Mimi came to the muti-
tated signature that she  started
viglently and clutched Sylvia's arm in
like grip.
ylvia,” she muttered hoarsely.
“T'ye just remembered something else.
ing~ that torn  signature has
reminded me of it. My name isn't
Clayton, really—-"

“Not Clayton?” ejaculated Sylvia in
astonishment,  What is it, then?”
““It's really Denham,” Mimi said

pointing to the torn signature. “And
that name is Denham, if Y'm not very
much mistaken 17

“But if your name’
ever did you change i
puzeled guestion.

“Uncle Martin _made 0s," Mimi
answered. “ He said Tony and I were
henceforth to be known as Clayton. He
od why, and I was too
. time fo think very much

Dgnham, why
% ‘was Sylvia’s

t

about it!

Sylvia frowned. Ier brain was work-
ing hard at that moment, and for some
seconds she did not speak.

“Do you know, Mimi,” she said
thoughtfully and slowly at last, it
scems to me there’s a mystery of some
sort connected with you and Tony. It's
very strange, isn’t it, that Mr. Grege
made you change your name to Clayton
and then forbade you to go on with
your dancing lessons? He's got some
very good reason for treating you as he
does.  I'm sure of it—""

Mimi clasped her hands.

“8o am 1! she said quickly. “Oh,
Sylvia, I've thought so for a long time,
but I've never been able to find out
what it can possibly be. All the
while he scems as if his one idea is to

keep Tony and me as much in the
background as possible.”
“It’s  all very  queer,” Sylvia

swemarked, the puzzled frown still on
her forehead. “ Mimi, dear, you neced
a friend, and, if yowll let me, T'm
going to be that friend !”

A cry of real joy Mimi gave then,
and her arm stole round Sylvia’s
shoulder.

“ And you won’t go back to Watson's
Circus, after all?” she said tremulously,
“You'll stay here?”

Sylvia nodded.

“T certainly will, dear. We'll be
better friends than ever after this. Aad,
Jisten, Mimi, Mr. Gregg shan’t keep
you, down even though I have been
in Rosa’s place. I've got an
a new act, and I shall need a
parfner. \-’fe’ll aehearge it together,
ngd st the right moment I'll go to him
and ask for you to be allowed to appear
with me. 1 don’t sce how he can.pos:
iy refuse”

o
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“Sylvia, it'll be wonderful!” Mimi
eried.  “Oh, I feel better already; it
seems ps if_you were sent here by Fate
just when T nceded a friend. T shan’t
ever- s

She broke off, and, following the
direction of her gaze, Sylvia was just in
time to see a pale face disappear fram

the opening caused by the broken
cer was it?” Sylvia  asked,

to her companion.
“It was Selina Gregg—I'm  almost

sure!” Mimi answered, a hint of dis
may in her voice. " She hates me, and
if she heard what we were talking
about she’d be surc to tell Uncle Martin,
I hope she didn’t see this tarn letter.”
Bylvia pursed her lips.
“Just in case she did I think we'll

hide it,” she suggested. “T've an idea

at the back of my mind that that letter
may be very useful one day, and, in
any

case, it will be as well 1
doesn’t know we've seen
¢ can we put it?”
M considered for a moment.
“Come with me, Sylvia,” she said.
“1 know fhe very place.”
Sylvia followed her from the caravan,

f Mr.
it.

and Mimi led the way to tho big
covered wagon which was used for
transporting costumes whenever  the

s a crevice under the
she placed “the letter.
with a
sigh of relief. “Now, if you're ready.
Sylvia, let's go fo bed, dear. 1 feel
quile fagged out after ail the excite-
ment of the day.”

Syivia nodded.

“Yes, I'm more than ready for hed.”
she agreed. “And tomorrew, Mimi
to-morrow we'll go off somewhere nice
and quiet ¢n our own, and make a start
on that new act of mine.”

The two girls made their way to
Sylvi caravan. Sylvia insisted on
Mimi having the bunk and made up a
bed for herself on the floor.

In a fow seconds the friends were fast
asleep, and neither woke, nor scarcely
stirred indeed, until the morning sun,
shining full into the caravan, roused
them to consciousnes:

They were carly astir,

and Mimi

departed for the canteen. where she was/

soon helping to prepare breakfast. — As
arranged, however, they met at eleven

o'clock, and, leaving the circus grounds |

as if to go into the town of Midchester
on the outskirts of which the circus was
pitched, they turned off across some
fields towards a pretty spot knewn
Latymer Woods.

Here, in a glassy glade, Sylvia called
& halt, declaring that it was ideal for
her purpose. En roote she had
explained the idea of her new act to
Mumi. It was a dance scena in ‘which
Sylvia was supposed to be a Swiss
maiden awatting a letter, Mimi was to
he a glorified pestman in a costome

ﬁy designed by Sylvia, and would

as

spe: 0
eycle into_the ring an deliver  the
letter, which Sylvia would open and

find Lo contain bad news.

Thereupon Sylvia was to break down,
and Mimi, appalled at the sight of the
tears, was to play the part of comforter
and the dance end on a note of joy.

Qylvin showed Mimi just how the
various stops were to be performed, and
Mimi grasped the idea at once.

“Why, Mimi, you dance beantifully I’
Sylvia told her as sks watched T
friend critically. I can see at a glance
that you're cut out for the work. It
will be a real pleasure to danee oppo-
site_you.”

Mimi flushed at the sineere compli
ment.

«“Qh, if only you can persinde Uncle
Martis to think the same!” she sighed.

-
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“I'm afraid he’ll be furious with me,™
she added wistlully.

Hylvia smiled at her encouragingly.

. “Don’t worry about him,” she said
in an attempt to infuse confidence into
Mimi. "If he doesn’t agree with m:
suggestion regarding this act, I sh:
vefuse to appear. After all, if T'm to
be a success in the circus my ideas for
news acts have got to be considered.
and as a showman he’ll realise that
quick enough.”

For an hour the two enihusiasts
practised, and then, feeling more drawn
to one ancther than ever before as a
result of their mutual love of dancing,
they returned to the circus ground.

Scarcely had they arrived back, how-
ever, than they were accosted by Selina
Gregg.  She favoured them with an il
natured grin.

“Unecle Martin wants to see both of
you at once in  his office,” she
announced. “And you'd better hurry
He’s in a towering rage, I can tell
you ™

The two friends exchanged puzzled
glances. Both were thinking the same
thing. What did Martin Gregg want
with them?

They were not left long in doubt.

Proceeding the ringmaster’s office,
as tha small marguee he used for
husiness purposes was called, they

found him sested at his desk savagely
chewing a cigar.

“Ah, here you are at last!™ he said.
glowering at them, “I want to talk to
you girls! 1 understand that, as a
tesult of Gobe running -amolk your
caravan was damaged, Mimi?”

Mimi nodded.

“Yes, some ponels were smashed,
uncle,” she answered, wondering what-
wever was coming next.

“And 1 understand, also, that
found something in the caravan.”

Mimi started, and the colour rushed
to her cheeks. -

“1—1 don’t understand you, unele,”
she temporised.

you

“Oh, yes, you do!” snapped Martin
Cregg angrily. © Don't try to deccive
me. know more than you think.

Vou found a letter, or, rather, part of
one, didn’t you? Come, answer me at
anc
Mimi’s head went up proudly. ®
Sylvia’'s presence just then gave her -
confidence.  She would pot submit to
this bullying. )
“What I have found is my business,
unele,” she answered firmly.  “I refuse
to tell you anything about it!” !
Martin Gregg jumped up from his
chair, and his hand struck the desk a
resounding smadk.
“You do, eh?” he ejaculated. * Well,
I happen to know that youw .did find a
letter there. That caravan was mine
befora you had it, girl, so that letter
belongs to. me.” He paused and gave a
eneering langh. "“1 know where you've
hidden if,” he added. “Come with me,
both ‘of you, and we'll get it noav. If,
‘na I suspect, it is wmy properfy, then
T'll make you both sorry you dsred to
keep something that dido’t belong to
you Now, come along, and let’s have
no more nonsenge ! | .

(If Martén Gregy gets possession of the
letter it may mean that Mimi wilk neper
be able to clear up the mystery surgewnd-
ing herself and her brother. Bl per-
haps, even mow, Mimi and her el
Sylvia will find some means of outwil-
ting the ringmaster. Be sure to read the
sequel log this tema¢ moment in the
secand indtaiment of thiz splendid serial
of eircus life, whith.will appear in Nao, 2
of Tue B¢ n snle Satws
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A Magnificent Story of the French Revolution.

>

Her mother and sister torn from her side
and herself left with the task of saving
them [rom a dreadful fate—such was the
heartrending situation that confronted
Rosalie Duval, the heroine of this grand
historical story.

great room would go very dim indeed,
The panclled wails. really  light
coloured—for it was not oak panelling
—looked like black stone at such times

R, restlessly  glancing  around,
could that diffcrent sound which
had puzzled her persistin The night
breeze brought it into the room, a mur
murous sound, like the risen tide upon
a distant shore.

I'he sound of rioting !
2o, she was thinking to herself, thi
part of dear France was to escape 1
better than all the rest, all the fire and
shed of these dreadful times!
Her dear mother did
i out of the window
a sight too awiul for }
o endure. Vet to s
it all made one shiver

The last few m

1z of this
ruding clas

n
[

as it had come to be called,
ry height.
ver @ of news, leaked through
to Chatean B weval these davs, hut
what it held a grim warning for the
Duvals themselve:

Prisons everywhere, crammed with the
vietims of a people scemingly gone mad
[u Paris, daily, the rils taking the
“batches ”* to La Guillotine lonely

L ountry places, like this 3lancheval,

mob law and burnir

By JOY PHILLIPS. e, 5 o

be an aristocrat was to stand
One Night in France

emned.
be law of the suspect had been put

to the chair and recovered the flung-

v . : {own book. g Fore rife ful
" 55 { It is a carriag Oh, | 9% e . ._ | into force—a thing of frightiu
N i fuohringel g | Porhaps the mothor divined that this | open fo dreadiul abuse. ~Rosali
Sl younge:r daughter of hers was only mak- | hud even heard it said one
iare : ' " ing a brave pretence of res to be “suspected of belng s
i My child, no! Rosa printed page. Perhaps L]l:.damc Duval | andeer.a Goillotine . Tt hae i
> knew that her dear Rosalie was trying | et E £
' ther? ] e W £ | of the grim of the Revolution.
But, mother hard to hide all the anxious fears that | * Net o ti s Hevgution

Not a time, this
i must possess her at such a time as this, { snd  her two dau
o ool dask-bvired, and olivecon- | for_suddenly there came e loving in-
plexioned, gazed across the candlelir | ¥HATon. .

Doom at her mother, her dark cyes full |  “Come and sit mear me, dear one. the ral home! Yet so
of. dnauir Yes, that was only some traveller goi . was, and Roesalie could only wonder
There was a resumed silence hetween through post haste -Hufur!wn‘nh: 1_]';1\'\"1‘ often, as she was wondering now, why
them. and there was complete silence | ler, whoever he may be! 1 do not hear | why had her dear, lov father been

“T would not open the shutters, Rosa-

for Madame Duval
I would not go near the windows.”

: Rosalie and
Marie, to be alone—quite alone, except
for merecly two or thrce faithful servants

all ‘about th ¢ old house that bore | it now, Rosalie.™ . away so long?

the name of the Chateau of Blancheval, ‘ No, nm._@,]-, but listen again—how In" such a time of crisis, with the
But, from somewhere not far off in the | now?” the gir questioned, pausing to | Terror liable at any moment io find its
het summer's night, ne that tell-tale | look towards the shuttered windows as | next victims in v-born family

'8 | she crossed over, “What is that sound, | that they wer
ce | then?” erious
‘o1 Madame Duval would not offer any .
b 1. She merely smniled e

was  he

soupd which had caused Rosalie 1
to clap shuit her book a momént
and fly towards one of those closel
shutiered windows.

know the exact
e dare not ex-

There must have heen some bit of patting one arm-rest of her high- | plain ed she would only

rough, stony road out there, where backed, carved chair as a sign 1o |answer—and, ah, what comfort it was

horeas wore Labouting fo get the carriage | Rosalie to perch herself there. to Rosalic and her lov elder sister

thoy drew over the greal ruts. The lattice shutte were closed in |fto be told—father was not in prison

P14 is moing away.” Rosalie whispered | front of big windows, that were. them- | He was not even in France, although
: 5 :

he had

her mo ul comment at last. “ An selyes wide open, the night being so | they mu never imagine th
t—-1 thought L hot. At moments the candles, in their flad the co
What her iden, wistful thought | branching standards, smolked with the st as

B u
had been she did not say, but went back | draught of fresh air, and then the | thought of he

Rosalic could ever have
r fath g no better

n
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than a coward! No, it was for some
reason that did credit to bis patriotism
and courage that he was far away. If

enly one uld know what the “exact
reason was!

At last Rosalie ended the musing
silence.

“You did say, did you not, my

mother, that father might come back
quito suddenly—without warning 77
“My Rosalie, yes. We never know.
He “might unable to communicate
with us. He might be unable to trust
anyone with a message or letter. There
is such treachery now.”
‘Rosalie was going to speak again, but
something checked her. Once more the
shuitered windows drew her startled

£

Someonc's  there!” she declared
tensely. T heard a tapping ™

“Ah, no, my Rosalie, only a branch

stirring in the wind, my child, or a
night-bird. Whera is Ma T wonder ?™
the mother addressed, with unwavering
cheerfulness, tumbling the needlewark
into & basket. “We must all to bed,
Rosalie I

“And s0,” exclaimed the girl, “it
will be another day gone, and father not
here—no news of him even !”

*“ We shall pray for him, Rosalie——"

*“Ah, yes, my mother, that he may
come safe home to us after all, and that
soon it will be all over. If only—if
only this terrible bloodshed might end
suddenly—in a few days from now,
mother ; and father be amongst us again
to lead the rejoicing that will surely
follaw. But listen I. Oh, mother, do let
me see who is there—outside the window
~—rapping !

Raosalie was thinking that it might be

some  belated messenger  from  her
father—someone who dare not come
openly ito the f{ront entrance of the

chateau lest he' should be scen and
stopped by those to whom, in these
changed days, all whe lived m any sort
of style were suspect.

“My dearest, it is a mistake,”
Madame Duval declared, but her voice
had Jost its convincing calmmess. Sho
moved towards one of the windows, and
Rosalie took that to mean that she
herself could now look out.

In a flash she was at the window.
Her hands threw over the simple
fastening and then pushed the hinged
shutters wide apart.

What she saw then made her fall
back crying out in great anguish,

“Fire, mother!” she panted, as they
drew together and watched the ftful
glare of light above the distant trees.
“It is at the next village! The mob
has set fire to Chateau Sailly 1"

At this_instant the room door opened
and Marie Duval, the clder daughter,
entered.

“I have been watching from my
window upstairs,” she spoke, coming
very calmly across to her mother and
sister. “Yes, it is at Sailly-le-Petit. Tt
is the chatean there,”

Madame Duval uttered a cry of
horror.

“The Leroys—what is happening to
them?’ she exclaimed distranghtly. “If
they arc still in the chateau 2

Gently Rosalie took her arm, and led
her from the window.

“Do mnot distress spnrﬂolf. mother
mine I’ she intervened. “Fortunately,
they have gone away; though, it may
be that, had they remained, the mob
would have hesitated to set fire to their
home. The Leroys were ever kind to
the poor.”

She went on talking ahout Lhe
Leroys, their old neighbours in Sailly-
te-Petit, anxious to keep her mother’s
mind occupied, and away from the one
thought that made Rosalie hersell
shudder. When the mob had finished
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at  Sailly, would they come here to

Blancheval, anxious ~ to burn and
plunder?

The very prospect was enough to
make the stoutest heart quail; but
Rosalie allowed no hint of her fears to
show either in her manner, or ex-
pression.

“I do not know whether it were

better to go or stay,” Madame Duval
said, half tearfully.” *Perhaps I have
wrong to keep you and Marie

Rosalia shook her head, and smiled.

“Nay, mother, you have done right.
If only for father’s sake, we must stay
here. How would he find us else, when
he returns?” she pointed out. “ Resides,
we will not be cowards. Whatever be-
fall, we will let the people of
Blancheval see that we aro unafraid.
N have we done aught to harm
one of them, and they know it1”

“Y¥Yes; mother!” put  in  Marie.
“Never mind what the revolutionatios
call us, so long as they do not have to
call us cowards!”

There stood the two girls, both of the
same mind about that.  And now, could
anyone have scen how the troubles and
terrors of the Revolution 1 left their
ipress upon both sisters, even as they
had brought grey hairs to a mother
who was still anly in the forties.

Marie, elder than Rosalie by at least
five years—for there had been a brother
between them, who had died in infancy
—was serious beyond her years, given
to sudden fearless lcoks, vot governed
by a quiet good-humour.

As for Rosalie, at fiftecn she was just
a dear little maid of France, with a

apacity for rogeishness, if only
es had been different.
if the mob come here it will
be a wicked wrong to you, my mother
she cried ont passionntely.
upon you, who have done so much for
the poor, if you are to be called an
enemy of the People!”

“TIt is hard npon afl France!” Marie
added sadly  “Old and young alike—
yes, and of either side! It started; it
goes on; and 1 am sure that there
must be those even amongst the revo-
lutionaries who feel it is the end of
the world 1"

“It must mean. at least,

the end of

France,”” was Madame Duval's poignant
rejoinder, * unless—— Oh, what Js
hat?” she hroke off. “Who is it?
Rosalie, you were right "

There was a sudden loud rapping
upon the shutters,

sali was nearest. Again
cagerly threw wide the lattices; and
now, in utter amazement, they all saw
a strange little gure,  darkly
silhonetted against that glare of the
distant fire.

“If you please,” entreated a girlish
voice, lacking the real French accent.
“May I come in? May I shelter? ‘T
am English, and T am all alone!”

A Terrible Blow!

OSALIE, like her mother and
R sister, felt instant compassion
for this young girl, whose pretty
face was full of mingled fright
and supplication. Here was someone
as young as herself—and English at

th adrift in turbulent France.
“It is terrible!” the English giri said

oy

breathl at fire over there—
some great house-—and there is rioling,
T think. Are you, too, in danger? If
so, I am surty.”

“But  efter!?” Resalic  entreated

cagerly, and drew the English girl inio
the room. “8he is welcome, is she not,
mother 7

“It is hard |

she |

Every Monday
Madame DPuva! nodded. >
“Certainly. And° now olose the
shutters—tna windows also. Let us try,
if we can, {o shut out all those noises.”
But they could not do so  Even when
Marie and Rosalie between them had

closed all the big windows, the hurly-
burly from that mad scene in the
neighbouring  village could still  be

heard. 8

The fire must have got a great hold
now, A noise like muffled thunder—
probably the crashing in of some bit of
roof—sounded once, and then a rdar
made by the crowd itself.

But in this room at the Chateau
Blancheval there was now a dramatic

stillness, except for the hard breathing
of the wail-like stranger. =
“Be seated,” Rosalio said gently,
offering a chair, “and have no fear.”
“Oh, I—1 hope I'm not afraid!” cx-
claimed the English girl, with a jerky
laugh.  “Only it has been very 2%

She could not find the right word in
French, so begai afresh. “Everything
has’ gone wrong with e "

There was s.ch a touch of humour
about the annoyed remark, mother and
daughters alike had to smile.

“Alast” exclaimed Rosalie, drawing
a little nearer the English girl. *“ Does
anything go right for anyoms, these
days? Not in France. The whole
country has. risen against psople like
ourselves, whether we have done well
by fhf‘ln or not!”

“Hut T was not in France when my
troubles began!™” the bright rejoinder
was  made “Oh, dear, that com-
panion of mine—if ever I see her again

“Companion? Where?” asked Rosa-
lie. “But you mean she bas deserted
you, yes?”

“ 1 shall have to explain everything,
and then,” said the English girl, T
do hope you will pardon me for coming
here Tike this.”

Instantly she was made to feel still
more how sorry they were for her.
Rosalie stood close enough to rest a
caressing hand upon one shoulder of
the seated girl, whilst Madame Duval
and Marie gazed in silent sympathy.

“¥ou shall tell us, my child, when
you have rested. When did you eat
last? But we must offer you something
at once——"

“Tf yon please. no!”

It must be a glass of milk, ai least,”
good-hearted Rosalic.  “Have

Marie? There is no coffee, we

kna:

“Mother sent the evening’s milk to
the wife of the woodcutter, whe lies
sick in the village,” Marie reminded
her_sister. “But 1 will go and see.-
Perhaps our Jacques can get Blossom to
give him a little more! He can do any-
thing with Blossom, our Jacques’

“A good lad, yes,” murmured Rosa-
ie

“And a very good cow, also,”
suggested the English girl,  smiling,
“if she will give more milk so readily.”

Rosalie burst cut lagrhing.

“How checring to hear one joker?
she said spprovingly. It is the only
way-——even theugh times be cerious,
there is no use i crying.”

“That's just what I think!" assented
the mystery girl, looking very drawn
towards Rosalie. “If you please, vy
name is Burhidgo—Amy Burbidge.”

“English, vou said?”

“Yes. And it is this,” Amy Bur-
bidge went on, whilst Marie Silenily
quitfed the room. “1 was on a voyage
to England with my old aunt, but our -
vessel was captured and brought into &
Frepch port. My poor aunt, she had
been il ali the time at sea. When we
were landed, all was disorder, besides a
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bad Ee‘mmg agair
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us.

In the

end,

sha died

“rPhat is very sad ! exclaimed . Rosa-
lie.

“ygs,” sighed Amy. “1 was
my (\unf in a kind of lodgin

thought the woman of the

true and good
could for my
auntie must hav

un

i

place
She did do all
t until the end,

had faith in her,

The woman was given =
1 know, to get me safely across ¥

to Calais, and we have been trav
1 cannol say hnw many day:

—oh,
has been so difficul

Ihe listencrs nc
prohension
was

Yes, but we
beyond
denly we stopped

sdded

with
d

was

she
and
too.

lot of money,
ance

their sad com-

your carriage

only went a 1
and
my

we
ng

il
then

heard ?”
through

way
sud

companion

told me 1 must get down and fend for

myself.  She was changed—cruel, all
at once. I had ﬂ»ought for sever,
days she scemed moody; but there wi

a lot to try her as we came along from

the ecoast.”

“Did the carria
Rosalie, finding
leaving it to I

questioning
“Ye

& sort of excuse

age  go
hat her
wer to

on
mother
do all

#* asked

was

the

The woman said something as
that there was rioting |

Tl

in the village that lay ahead. But
think she had made up her mind to get
of me, and have all that mone

“ Mother, it is a erey, is it nob?
eripd Rosalie, lumu‘v-l\ﬂ\ throwing h
arms about Amy, “that she herself i
unharmed ?  Oh, eruel, that you should
he here, in our nnhappy country. How
T am glad that you came to us for
help.”

“Yos, indeed,” was the mother's
fervent rejoinder. “If pity for you
can avail anything, you should he safe
with u Blessed comfort, vou are
Englis and =0, even if we our
selves

She stopped.  Marie had suddenly
roturned, leaving the door open to
roveal a shadowy figure who had fol
lowed her.

Mother, hero s Jacaucr, and he tells
me he has -mm~|ln o ¢ 1o you,”
was the elder (hlugh(x ¢ agitated
whisper.

“Come in, Jacques!” the lady
him, keeping calm in face of a mami
fest § . “Well?”

ously =hghtiv
respectful,

lame.
and as soon as the
girl got a direct sight of his

Fe who came into the grand,
v poorly clad,

but

dim

end obvi

He was deeply

English
face she

enw that it was a good-looking one.

“How then,
mistress.

« Miladi.” he sa
farther into t

is

id

Jacques?”

asked

his

advancing a little
room to speak guard

edly, “there dangor at hand. Men
arc oven now on the way, and they
mean no good. It will be uscless to
iry to keep them out. They have arms.
One amongst them has authority, I
think.”

At this instant, with a sudden rush,

an old man and

chite-ha

ed

u,

woman,

be
not

¥
nursed

who looked to be his wife, came to the
doorway.

“Miladi!”

“Nanette, and vou old Pate:
calm., You at least they will
harm.*

"Ah it is not for oursclves we fea
was old Nanette's half whimpering
“But vou, miladi! Yon that I
as a child, and wvour dear anes

.m(l milord the master not here!

i

“This unhappy
Pateau, wringing
unhappy France !

house !
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a sudden: ot
Madam

ning blow
Duv

ere was

uttered  a
lie wa

Now. go to_your q
best 1 she ordered |Iu
get them out of harm’s way.
vou will admit them !

it
ik i r(ml- to
“ Jacques,

Rosalie took a grip on
another blow sounded throu
great house, and voices
roughly :

“Open!”
Jacques turned and limped a step or

two, and then turne d round again.
“Pat, mam'selle—"
“Jacques, will you piease do as T
ask 7

Amy Burbidge glanced admiringly at
Rosalic. In that moment she was so
colm and collected, a true daughter of
France.

Then Jacques went away, but noi
without a last look of dread tha ended
with a kind of despe stare at Marie.
She smiled at him encouragingl

“ (o, Jacques. Have no fear for us’
she said softly

Thud—bang—thud! Thai
was heing pounded again,

“Mother I whispered Marie. it
that they have come io burn HH« lmuq

outer door

there!”  stormed  angry
Open
\I.u'l.\mv Duval, now ihat Jacgue
had passed out. closing the door behine
him, gave her young charges a Very
collected look.

“It is only some picee of impudence”
she smiled. I am sorry, my child
to Amy—that this has come when yon
are here. But, in any case, youl are
English. mlnm you have pers to
chow it-—a safe conduet*”

“No. - If there were papers, my com
panion hnd them ! But never mind
about me,” pleaded Amy steadily.

‘ How “ondnrful on e, vou three!
; rhr\v will soon go away. when they
But here they come I she broke
JF, as a rush of heavy f sounded in
the vast passages.

P

Two seconds later the door flew
round wide before a giant of a man
Ile held no weapons. aithough some of

will be 3

. 11

Duval threw back

revealing a strange

vou plcase, * entreated

a girlish voice, may | come in?

May shelter 2 I~ am English,
and I am all alons!"”

Rosalie

the
hs,urc

those who surged in after him had
pikes. Hiz tri-colour h, however,
may have held knife or .

Not a head was bared in the presence
of the lady and her gir Mostly they
were  red aps, which the infrude
wore, with here and there a round hat

and tri-colonr cockade.

w  leader hegan, with a  bard
ugh :
_“He s o faithful  servan that
fellow of yours; he should easily find
services elsewhere—if he recover: We

h.u\ to knock

“Jacques!
forward
a cum)h 5

him on ihe head-
oxr\rm U . starting
is almost

en

he
ill go to him.”

\'[nH
mademoise

vy the
intry nh r ordered,

forem

th a gesture. “ W
:\ ant you also. \n-;r name, I think, is
10

\ml whipping out a paper, he con-
lted it near some candles

“Honoria Antoinctte J)m -that is

" He looked up at the moihc
her  daughter, l\-T'sUf‘ Duval

warrant
bave

you, @
Lafaire.

for arres
come

from

aris

~ Rosalic felt her heart ;4\0 a great
leap.. Her mother a »—both to
be arrested! Surely not be

What had they
indignity ?
Her cheeks flaming

done to deserve such an

al we stepped for

ward, and confronted the s er.

Surely vou have made a mistake !
she exclaimed quich i would
not arrest my mot
have harmed no one >

Jules Lafaire ah,ul
ished by the girl's o

You had best |
declared angrily. “Or vo
he arrested. And how would you
that, eh? ’

ic had started forward again,

ve no right—

o
“Tut you h
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“Hush, dear che!” Madame Duval
entreated.  Amd then

“On. what charge are we to be
arrested?”  she  asked, with much
dignity,

The leader pave a swaggering shrug
and laughed.

“That you might also guess, eh?
Where is your husband #”

“I will tell vou. Ii is nothing to his
shame. He is not in France—"

“Ro! It is certainly his luck to have
slipped away. Ioping, doubtless, that
you and your daughters h would

join him later? I is, however, his mis-
fortune that vou w not do sol”

“ You mistake!” Madame Duval pro-
tested fiercely. “The suggestion that
my husband has fled—"

*“ An emigrant, ay!” the leader of the

" ruffianly gang shouted down that indi
nant voice,
he  hears of v two
ciergerie?  We 3 see !

“ Mademoiselle "—he ag.
Marie, putting out o det:
“1 have said stand still!”

“Don’t touch me, you * she cried. 1

wish »

“ Aristocrats  like you may wish
nothing  now—except  to be dead!”

chuckled Jules Lafaire, well aware that

lis eruel witticisms were amusing the
pikemen and others 5::rging near the

“And will he return when
in

the Con.

1 addressed
ing hand-——

door. “Come then
“To Paris?  whispered Madame
Duval. :

To the prison of the Conciergerice,
yes! Both of them!” the man shouted
importantly; and  sever. of © the
National Guards advanced upon the
pair; but Madame Duval held up a
hand, and semehow her stately calmness
checked themn.

“'Wait. It is surely a charge that 1
can answer here and now. If it be

because my husband is out of the
country—-"

“It s because he and you—your
children, too; this youngest one, for

that matter, ay !” said the leader, glar-
ing at spellbound Rosalie. “ But we are
not taking her—~yet. You are all aristo-
crats; therefore, enemies of the people.”

*“Not so0,” Madame Duval dissented
strenuously. 1 can prove it at once -
this minute! My husband, far from
being an enemy of France in her suffer-

is

vhy he is abroad——*
To make one less mouth for starving
France to feed, eh?™ jeered the leader;
and again his atiendants laugl
commented amongst themsely “But
aristocrats do not take much bread out
of cur mouths now.
them long enough. !
In an insulted way Madame Duval
made a swishing turn upon the carpet,
then faced the bully again.
¢ '-_\‘ill go with you; my danghter,

Ita, ha! No

gor
. he laughed, “very gracious of
vou to conzent !

“But,” she continued, ignoring the
mockery, “why not let me prove at once
the house of Duval lives for France?

“Yes, listen to me, please !” came the
sudden entreaty from Rosalie. startling
all. My mother and father have
always been good to the poor. Here in
the village, only to-day, cvery drop of
milk for the sick. ways——"
”Jnn ered Lafaire. “Ng

A pretenc
more of this——
“Dut, good sir,

Amy Burbidge now

nterpose, “if the lady
t? Be fair—"
‘ho are you?

““ An Englich girl

“Oha! Englitsh? Bah. {aisez-vous—

shut up, you!" he snapped, making as

if to strike Amy. “Tt is a fine house of

Duval that shelters an FEnglish givl!
.

ings, is serving her at this moment. It |
:

We do_not keep |
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They are fine patrinis,” he snecred at
madame, “who have friends amongst
the English! The English bave helped
France so much. Oh, yes, we love the
English

It was Amy who looked most upset
now. The harsh gibe had told her that
her chance presence might all be used
as iden against the household,
France being at emmity with England.

‘“Your proofs, then!” demanded the
people’s representative, as Lafaire was
entitled ta call himself.

*“No, on second thoughts, I will not
offer them now,” Madame Duval refused
coldly. “They -are papers, and you
might take them from me. And then
where would I be?”

“Only where you will shortly be, in
any case,” he grinned evilly. “At the
guillotine, most probably. You refusc?”

“1 do—yes!”

“Bon—good ™ he shrugged. * Voila,
then, my brothers of the Republic .One
and Indivisible—your prisoners!’”

In a rough, martial manner the
roards set themselves on either side of
the mother and daughter, It was a thing
to make Amy and Rosalie—the latter
doomed to sce them torn from her—
blanch with horror.

“You will permit us,” Madame Duval
asked in an unshaken manner, “to bid
farewell to this our Roesulie?”

“Quick, then!”
plea, if only for th

Lafaire granted the
e of airing h

new-found dignit “For I and my
brothers are hungry, and there is u
good supper for us at Sailly—with a

goad light to seo by

He stamped to one of the windows
and _drove his foot through the glass
window, kicking open the outer shutters.
The glare from Sailly was now so vivid,
lighting all the night sky, it came like a

red dawn-light inte this room.
At the same time all the distant
uproar sounded louder. There was a

great singing over  yonder, and mad
beating of pots and pans—a fearful din,
with the strains of the * Marseillaise
Hymn 7 somehow emerging  clearly.
The man at the window began to chané
and stamp a foot in time with the dis
tant chorus, and sowme others here also
took up the song.

Amid such distractions did - Rosalic
have to bid good-bye to her mother and
Marie—perhaps never to sce them again.
Marie was the first to be embraced! by
the younger girl, wha smothered her
with passionate, agonised kis

“Courage, dear heart os
pered. as they 1 othe:
wet  cheeks.  “You' will. be saved

Father has ever been a good patriot 1

Marie’s lips quiverad.

“Bay farew?]l for me to Jaeques,”” she
whispered. “He saved my life when T
was a child—our dear, brave Jacques!
Rosalie, sister, au revoir !” =

But Roesalie knew ‘that this was likely
to be farewell for ever!

“Heaven hear my prayers for yon,
A ol breathed Rosalie; and then,
whilst her sister tnrned to say a hasty

farewell to Amy, the mother began to

whisper :

“Rosalie—quick ! Listen! When 1
and Marie are gone, get the papers
that are in the cabinet in my salon—
the ones in father’s writing. Show

them to no one, unless it be Jacques
Only get those papers sent after me ta

Paris. and we shall be saved! This
little key——"

“ My moih 7

“Be carefu! whom you trust! “The

kept until your father

papers were to boe
But my child, my

came, with other
poor little ane——

“Attention " Lafaire turned round
from the smashed window to shout

sternly._ *““March, then, my brothers]
Cake your prisoners, the aristocrats
are—"

“ Aristocrats ™ howled the gang; and
these viho had no pikes to shake shook

their clenched fists in the air. “Down
Eong

with the cnemies of the people!
live the Republic!”

“Long live the Revelution I"” bellowed
the leader gaily. “Long live the
guillotine! Ha, ha, ha 1 n

Mother and clder daughter were being
dragged away now. They were looki
back, trying to sce their darling Rosalie

still; but there were men blocking the
view, following behind, singing and
laughing.

But Rosalic would not be denfed,
With Amy Burbidge close at her heels,
she followed the prisoncrs from the room
into the hall of the chateau and.down
the lofg, winding drive, lit now in
cerie fashion by the Hickering torches.:

Over the trec-tops was still 1o be seen
the glare from the burning chatean of
Sailly-le-Petit.  On  cither hand the
black shadows seemed intensified. Is
was. @ scene of horror, made worse by
the hoarse, laughing voices of the men
who ringed Madame Duval and Marie
about.

Rosalie felt her pulses racing, as
desperately she tried to approach nearer
to her loved ones, only to be thrust back
none too gently.

“Let me be with them just for a few
seconds I” she pleaded agonisingly; but
the revolutionaries barred her way.

“¥ou've said your farewells !” one of
them growled. ~ “What more do yon
want?  Got back 4o your chateau.
You're mistress there now.” - °

He and his companions laughed at
what they considered an excellent joke.

“Ay!" added a second. Go and
enjoy it, my dear. You may not have
it long. T shouldn’t wonder if it shares
the fate of yonder chateau ere many
hours have passed.”

He nodded over towards Sailly, and
there were renewed guffaws of laughter.

Rosalic was not heeding these * jests
at_her expense, however. Her whole
mind was concentrated on_ those.. two
slender figures ahead, now just passing
through ihe big entrance gates of the
chatean. There was a kind of desperate
longing in her_heart to feel her arms
abcut them for just a brief second bhefore
they parted from her—perhaps. for ever.

She darted forward, attempting to
thrust a way through the guard; but
their pikes massed before her, harring
her progress effectnally.  Tleld thus in
check, she could only watch, agony in
her heart, as her mother and Marie wero
bundled into a waiting coach. Jules
Lafaire clambered in aftér them, and
the coach rattled off at a good pace
towards Sailly.

Then the erstwh
their pikes.

“There goes your mother I chuckled
;:m‘. “If you hurry you may catch
her !

With a strangled ery, Rosalie darted
after the coach. BEvery nerve straining,
she raced forward, intent on overtaking

lowered

e pguards

it.

“My mother! Marie The names
came pantingly from her lips in a kind
of prayerful supplication. “I must see
¥ou onece again.’

She was gaining on the rumbling
coach. A fierce cxaltation filed her,
and she increased her pace. Now she

was alongside the lumbering, pair-horse
vehicle—a bound, anl she had sprung
on to the step, and hor face was pressed
to the window.

“Mother dearest—Marie!” che mur-
mured. “Good-bye! May Heaven be

with you !”
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She tried bravel,
through the' tears
‘be checked.

Madame. Duval and Marie glanced at
the window in startleG surprise, and
half rose from their seats. But Jules
T.afaire was too guick for them. He let
the window fall with a jerk, and then,
thrusting out a huge hand, sent Rosalie
repling into the roadway.

‘And as Rosalie, falling heavily to the
ground, lay momentarily stunned with
grief and pain, she heard the window
closed with a bang. The coach rattlec
on its way, avd with ity going it scomgl
to Rosalie as if everything she cared f
most in life hoed gone with it.

Yet, a few mnmsu'&- later, Rosalie
was rem]ndt‘d that she was not entirely
friendless. Amy Burbidge had followed
her precipitate flight, and now came up,
1o drop on her knees beside the forlorn,
grief-siricken girl.

smile at them
now would not

to
that

How glad Rosalie was, at that
moment, for the comforting prese of
this Fnglish girl | How much worse it
would have been, she was thinking, had
she been left alone!

“Poor Rosalie !” Amy murmured. “Be

comforted, dear. Something tells me
you will see them agair

But would they? Rosalie, in that
poignant meoment, knew not what io
t.}unkﬁmd(‘c‘d searcely dare think at
all!

Rosalie
proach

tricd  desperately te ap-
nearer to her mother and
sister. Let me be with them just
for a few seconds,” she pleaded
agonisingly, but the revolutionaries
arred her way.
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The Papers.

[ OSALIE— But l(-t me close
R those ahuL ters [

Darting across to the

smashed window, Amy puiled

the latiices round on-e again, shuiting

out that ominous glase 1 the sky, even

if she umld not shut cu

¢ all the hideous

sounds,

She came back to Rosalie, who seemed
to be frozen still now that llu.; had
returned to the chateau, as if e had
received some stunning pl 1l Mo“
from which she would need time io
recover.

“T'his chair, Rosalie,” enjoined Amy,
very tenderly. “Oh 1 am so sorry for

\m and for them! 1 en
I do not speak ¥rench b
Dut—you understand 1"
“An ye: mur
h:()krnl_)
They suddeniy kissed
“8it down, rluu.
vited her companior
Rosalie shook he
look of determination
of sadness.
“No! They
gor she
silence within doors.

hava

Rosalie,”

(‘omnmnw(i

wnnot find words,
half well enough.
mured Rosalie
each other.
Amy in
ad, and slowly a
replaced the one

gone now—euite
on the trage
“Then it must be

that T lose no time.

that last moment she

about some papers. Tf I hml them
only I can find them.” spoke_on,

clenching her hands, *

alll Pap
cabi

papers in my

But—listen ! Is it safe
|‘u=\- went together t
nnl listened fr

- eyes peered out

cques—-we  must

Rosalie said resolutely.
killed him, perhaps?
We all love him, m
much so. He is lame

my mother

the

father \\nlm-rf

to go?”

o the open door-
whilst

t, dim

him also "
“Or have they
Our .Jacqnog'

find

13
he saved her from bei thrown from
her pony in the park.
H we call to

‘ But better not,
It is
somewhere woi

suggested

“ S}
.\rm.
v

sent  her resounding
the ho “Jacques,

where are you?
There was no an swe After calling
aloud together se 2! times. the two

girls looked at each other.

‘Tt must be the papers first
Rosalic. “Perhaps they have
him with them, after a'l. This way.

'l
rdded, as they went hand-in-h

to rds the handsome staircase:

“How 1 am glad to have you, my
dear friend, and yet how sad!
morrow it must be that yon do some
thing about yoursell. Irance 1s no
place for you, alas!’

“1 not leave you, Rosalie

declared 1 nelish girl

v. “It would be u disgrace. This
beantiful house She  diserectly
changed whilst they
mounted staircase. “It is

wonderfnl 1”7
“It is doomed, T fv
rejoinder,

=" was Resalic's
“unless — those

have the

then, w we

this way! The room

ing to a door r
corridor into which

The room |I|v\
Rosali

had turned.

¢ in dark
and stee! in
at last she

drawer,
my mother
the cabinet.”

The handsome piece of furniture, very
tall, had a closed-in front. This, how-
ever, formed of two doo
workmanship, was  un

pasted to me.
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standing by with the light, was all of a
tremble as Rosalie straightvay tried the
key in ona of scveral vers at the
back of the recess.

It seemed a fortunate thing that the
key opened the hrst drawer to be tried;
but that drawer was empty.

“How, then, have the papery been
rlu.uuT“ was Rosalie’s appalled exela-
‘“But, no; the key opens this

0. It will perhaps open all !
And so it did. Another minute, and
the whole series of inner drawers had
been unlocked and pulled out.  Some
were  empty, some held nickmacks of
sentimental interest; but papers there
were none.

Unlucky !” muttered Rosalie, stund-
ing at u loss, and plucking a lip. * It is
that they havd bees stolen, and my
mother— my poor, unhappy mother—did
not know! They are nowhere, yet this
1= the ecabinet. The key fitted the
locks 1 A ¢old shiver ran through her.

guessed only too

Without the papers she
her mother and

well what the fate of
Marie was likely to
“18 there a secrct drawer, Rosalie?”
suggested Amy eagerly. “One that
your mother had no time to explain 27
“¥You mean in here-—-so?” the French
citably, pulling

girl  exclaimed ex a
central drawer righs out so as to feel
about the tiny recess YA p.mnl pe

quick !

haps—ah, the light,
see 1"

Her tiny hand had slid a
wood outwards, a: ove slides the lid of
& domino box, and mow her fingers en-
countered some papers-—a packet bound
with ribbon.

Then—a sound over by the doorway
that made Amy almost drop the candles,
whilst Rosalis 1cdden] fonched  the
packet of papers to ber heart, even as a
cry of dismay was wrung from her.

The man, Lafaire, was there, chu
lmg‘ and n-qurflmgl em mockin

do not need to a:

ted, swaggerin

ricken girls “If is good

thought T would have to r

at Sailly, searching for
Give them to me.”

“They are not yours !
defiantly.  “They belong
mother !

He laughed.

“Nothing belong. to your father or
mother any more. What, you, too,
would defy the representative of the
people—a child ?*

n slab of

the

those

papers.

" panted Rosalie
to my

Given

Given

FREE with—
Price 2d.

B 8 et S 4 St

i
{
i
!

THE SCHOOLGIRL

A Duval!” she said. 3
““An aristecrat; ay, and vounger than
vou have gane to their death!”
“T do not care if vou kill me! It
will kill my mother to Jose these papers !

Oh, was Rosalie’s ang wd. desperate
r-r;,, “what am 1 saying! But, go
away—go, you monster you !"

With a Jeering confidence he came
towering ncarcr, and then, in sheer
desperation, Amy Blubnlgi‘ dashed
down the candles, ““Rosalie !
the very instant room was

plunged “into darkness.

Both girls dodged this way and that,
evading the man, in spite of his furious
reaching out of both arms. Amy found
the papers being passed to her, and she
snatehed at them, understanding. At
the same time, both girls were rushing
for the doarway, but as they reached it
a masculine figure blocked the way.

For the space of one secand they felt

that they were lost—doomed. In the
durkness, they sapposed that this was one
of Lafaire’s men who had stayed be-

i
hind with him, on the guiet.
They Tound themselves pushed dex
trously into the corridor, and they knew
that Jagques and no other was here.
Even as they went out headlong into
the dar or, they heard a vialent

soulile in the dark salon. What

to do th knew not, for the mome

They had the papers, and vet they w
ubering that Jaeq brave fellow

2 weak cripple mn.n.uo:l with

So they hesitated, wanting to iy with
the vital papers, yet wanting also
help Jacques somechow. Ner did th
latter impulze grow weaker as the
struggle in there grew louder and|
fiercer. |

The men must have been
each other all over the roomn. Picees
of fﬂr!\inm‘c were  thudding  abont,
croe ¢ was smashing, and all the time
there \ns the hard br Lti]ilif{ of des.

fighting |

1 e B £
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L with the papers!
I will go in-—do my best. Oh, but it
is too late!” she broke off, as a great
crash over by one of the =alon
windows ended the deadly struggle.
“ Rosalie——"
“One moment !”
They stood and listened. A law
groaning came from the room, which

with this Issue
Delightful ?

i Can

Every Mandag)

been,
the

was nol now as dark as it had
Together they peered in  round
jamb of the door.

It was the lurid glare from the dis-

tant fire that illumined the salon. 'Fhe
lattice shutters of one  window were
standing  burst ~ open. Aud  only

Jacques was here, lying proue upon the
foor. 2
He .had mastered his ponent  and
.-umg\;ly hurled him out of t Ip window.
lerey of heaven,” breathed Rosalie.
“Oh, the poor Jdcuua.s—aL.c him, not a
movement—like the dead !
he knelt down, whilst Amy had the
presence of mind to grope about for the
flint-and steel, and re-light the candle.

‘Yes, be quick thank you, dear
friend,” Rosalic said tearfully, as Amy
brought the lights near.  *Does he

breathe? What shall we do for him?
Our good, faithful Jacques, he Tived
for us, we always knew. * And how, for
us, he has died "’
“The papers, Rosalie? askhed Amy,
if only to say something ralyiog. “ You
have them still? You loeok at them,
and I will see to this poor youth. 1
think he still lives—yes, what a merey.”
“So! And these papers,” the French
girl said tensely giving them a
rapid inspection. Now 1 know! 117
is true enough; they would save my
mother, save Marie, all of us, if only
they could be placed in the right hands,
to be taken on to Paris! They would
prove that my father has been the best
possible friend to France—to the new
Republic itself! Here is much that he
has found ount about one of our foreign
enemies—their army's plan of attack!
Oh. hew my dear brave father has
served I'rance over this! Then what
are we io dof’ she asked distractedly.
“It must be Jacques, my mother said,
to take these papers after her to Paris,
but Jacques—ah, how bad he is!"
She on one side of the inert vietim,
Amy on the other side, they knelt there,
their senses almost reeling at thought
of the desperate plight they were in.
Then Rosalie stood up, to go and fetch

water,

“He will live,” Amy said convincedly,
stanchin; blood, “hut that brute
stabbed him. Rosalie, T am thinking.

Ahaut Lhnsu papers and getting them to
Paris——

“Y¥es?" jerked out the French ru*l
nearer, “about the papers—

“You and r—zopr-umﬂu must go
with them. that is all,” Amy.
o aris? Dut \m"’ Rosalic

whispered vehemently. “1 at lcast will
ga—for Jacques hr-re has done all ke
ean for us, that is certain, even if he
lives.”

“T said, Rosslie, we will both go!™

“ Oh, my welcome, true friend ! came
with a sudden rush of tears from the
other girl. “How it is good of you, to
promise it! To travel with ma to Paris
—to save my. own dear mother, and my
darling sister. To save them, &s no one .

clse can, from—La Guillotine!”
Bat  some  thought of all  the
difficulties, the dangors and delays of

the perilous journey, made her add:

“If only. by thr- hrlp of Providence,
we can be in time I

(4 more perilous jourmey than that
which Rostlie and Amy kave decided to
undertake ean scarcely be imagined.
they possibly  suceced in their
desperate effart to save Nosalie's melher
and sister?  Danger survounds them

from the very outset, as you will see

{when you read the continuation of this

thrilling historical serial in No. 2 of Tug
SenoOLGIRL, on sale Saturday, August
3rd. Don't forget, ancther real photo-
card will be given free with our next
fssue.)
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This charming long complete story is by popular Louise Carlton.

Zara Dean loved the old
ruined castle near her cara-
van home, and what a griel
it was to her to learn that
she and her mother were to
be ordered away from their
romantic surroundings. It
seemed to Zara that every-
thing she held dear was to
be taken from her.

The Ruins in the Glen!
“* OU know, mother dear, we
i ought to be very grateful to
Mr. Tomlinson for letting us
stay, here in this lovely place.”
Zara Dean'’s lustrous eyes were very

sombre as she gazed down at the pro-
strate figure of her mother, who was

Iying on a bed of canvas bags stuffed
w

h hay somcwhat

that did

mounted
udely-made wooden
duh for a bedstead.

The morning sun played upon Zara's
glorious, nut-brown hair, revealing all
its  hidden tints; it earessed her
lovely, eamy  skin, kissed  her
naturally-red lips. It made nf her a
wondrous picture as she stood in the
entrance of the little tent—a picture to
delight the heart of any artist.

Zara was quite unconscious of her
beauty, however, although her invalid
mother, lying on that rude little bed,
was justly proud of her.

At school Zara had been called “The
Gipsy Queen,” which, was quite apt,
for she of true Romany blood,
whilst she carried herseli with a charm
and ,grace which » at once the envy
of evéry girl she came into contact w ith.
ra had left school now;: for three
vears she had been at a }ugh school for
girls at a seaside resort, kept there by
a proud and doting [athuj who ha
never as much as reccived an hour’s
schooling when he was a boy.

Until a fow months back Zara’s father
had, by dint of many years’ saving and
care, managed to pay for her education;
but one morning he had awakened to

on a
frame

gone—and
gipsy who

find his little store of money
with it a rascally half-breed g
had formed one of the tribe.
Zara's mother had
1d so she had come
nd help her father.

And “home " meant o caravan and n
tent set in a glorious glen in the grounds
of an ancient mansion which had
for many w#ars been empty. The
owner, Mr. Tomlinson, could not afford
to keep it up, but he had a kind heart,
and he granted Zara's father full per.
mission {o camp in the glen as long as
he liked, in return for a service once
rendered to him.

“Mr. Tomlinson is the kindest man 1
have known, Zara,” her mother
suid quietly, smiling up fondly into the
dewy cyes. “I —I am afraid, though.”
Zara started.

At the same time
fallen seriously ill
home to nurse he

“ Afraid, mother dear? Of what?”
“That one day the Hall and the
estates will be sold. A new owner will

come, and then

Zara saw her mother slowly shake her
head.

“You mean we shall have to go from
here?"” Zara said slow

“I am afraid so, dea

The patient, pain-racked face twitched
and a solitary tear trickled down the
beloved check

Zara felt a sudden, gripping anguish,
and she looked sharply away down the
glen where the dew was glistening in
silvery beads on the leaves of the trees
and bushes and upen the blades of
grass.

Suppose they had to move from this
place where her mother had been per-

| mitted to remain during her illness?
What would it mean? )
Zara knew exactly what might happen

in that event. She knew that her
mother was too ill to be moved, and
vot they were powerless to refuse to go if
they we away. For wecks
she had lain life and death,
and now she was slowly recovering, 1t
would be hard, cruel,” if they had to
move her now, and so undo all the

good that had heen done.
Zara stooped and kis her mother
“The Hall isn’t sold yet, dear,” she
reminded the invalid, with a gaiety that
was forced. “Now T'll go and gather
the flowers and take them into town.
Oh, dear mother—doesn’t the old keep

look lovely this morning. Look at {hose
flowers growing right up at |]|.~ top.
Isn't it wonderful?”

Her mother nodded.

At the end of the gl was_a large
lake—her magic lake, Zara called it—
in the centre of which was a fairly
large island. Upon this, at one time,
had stood a mnoble tle, where in the
days of eivil strife in England many a
fugitive from the Royalist forces had
sh;_Etnrml All that remained now, how-

ever, was the battlemented,

round keep,
half in ruins and covere

by masses of

thick ivy and wild flowers, which
i healthily from between the
stones,

loved this spot; nothing pleased
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her more than to roam around the lake,
or to pass over it in the old, crazy
‘punt that was used for crossing to the
island and back. Another favourite
spot of hers was the old, rumed chapel,
standing on the bank of the lake oppo
site the castle keep.

Making sure that her moth wa,
quite comfortable Zara left the li
tent and walked up the glen towards the
picturesque chapel ruing on the bank of
the lake.

Az she approac hrri tu 2 Zara's dark
eyes took on a far- ion,

In her mind recomstrise
that old pile—from r.hc- moss and 1

covered debris there scemed to ri
PSRl sons. balldng, wilh arctiel
windows and doars.

She could picture the old chapel as

it musk have looked centuries ago,
it had been used for worship.
Shadewy. Egures secmed to pass into
the interior—figures clad in old-time
attire.
Zara sank on to a large stone—it had
T a huge coping-sione of the old
chapel at one time, but had lang since
fallen and rolled to its present position,
where it lay covered with mess—and
vesting her delicately moulded chin in
her eupped hands, with her elbows on

when

her knees, she drank i the beloved
scene.

A slight breeze sighed thiou the
ruins—the trees by its side rustled
fazily, Birds fitting throngh the rem
nants of the arches, or acrass the
jvy-prown tops of the jagged wall,

sang sweetly as they went.

* These were the only sonnds te break
the wonderful silence of the spet.

nd it was wonderful to Zara.

She was living just now in a different
world. Her romantie pature was carry-
ing her back throngh the ages and she
was seeing, in her mind's scenes
that no artisk ever depicted.

Suddenly -0mmhmw
thing that darted fr

rnevml —some-

bush u)\f.a:lis one of the gaping holes
in the chapel w
Zara smiled as she

w

atched it.

little rabbit,”
she called, it was indeed a timid
rabbit that had become st nr(lu! at sight

of her. “I won't hurt youn

The creature paused, look at her
uncertainly.

Ris ara went slowly towards

h

Jut that was too mu or the rabbit’s
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courage. With a bound, it disappeared
among the ruins, and smilingly Zara
follosed.

Inside the mio wn pile the sun

threw

long shado ross the waving
:s of gnasonry, from which
and ferns. It was
seene, :\ud once  ag 7

d, drinking in the solemn remi
what bhad once lmmx

pa
of

Down that centre ai umm:mp
had once pas. for ant
monastery had stood en
of the glen. t, howe
bought and pulled down,
stone being ar a
building.

Mother has never been here,” Zara
tfully. “How she has been

o
r, had been
the valuabie
more modern

used

thonght
looking
hese old ruins when she is better!
cly—surely nothing will
appoint her! Daddy s
rer day that we should never have 1o
ve here.”

She did met go right into the ruins,
because she ki at to do so would
be dan, floor was none too
e had discovercd this

she

forward to roaming amongst
Oh,

once before w had been on a
iour of exploration.

The great slabs, mosscovered, an
the sy aisle looked safe enough.

Supports from the old \a..l
crumbled, and when
ppml on the edge of a ‘nb of

trembled beneath her

weight, and she had he

of earth and stone

depths below her.
Since then she had been very careful,

rd the rmuermg
falling into -

and had found that it was muudnm: ¥
safer to Jlubp to the wal

naotices had been d

strifiéions of Mr.

pncp]e who might be temipied to tre; sp. s
for the purpose of fxp'mmg the ruins
that they were unsafe.
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With a deep sigh Zara turncd awasy
to where some wonderful- flowers were
growing—wild flowers julting oat from
the moss of the walls; delicate, pale
pink flowers, locally called “Ragged
Robins,” and a host of other many-
mmured. blooms.
hese she used to pick eash day and
take them inte the local town to seli
making them up into attractive bunches.
The money she thus tained went to
supplement her father's meagre earn
ings.

Siowly she gathered bunch after bunch
and placed them in the basket she hod
brought with her.

Suddenly she pansed, and, stooping,
pi ck:-d mrofuﬂy a huge, fuffy dandelion

"E \mndcz if you can tell me if—if we
shall be turmed away from here?”” sho,
asked wistfully, gesing at the fragile
ball of fuff, so often wsed playfully by
children to tell the time. “Oh, tell mc

“tell me. Wil derling mother be
allowed to stay here and get-better?”
She blew upon it ever so gent]
Ami then her heart scemed (o stop

ting.

!’nr the light seed-heads had uH dis-
appeared, and were floating
breeze,

“0Oh

ried

she disappointedly.
“They've all gor Does that mean
no? Docs it mean that—>
canght her breath quickly and
gave o glad 1'\(\J1mahuu
fe there is just one left]  You
darling ! That means we shall —
| we shall stay, 1 feel sure. Come along,

let us go baek and tell nother that t}
is nothing to worry about!”
picking up her now wel
Zara went lightly back daw
len to the litile tent in which her
valid mother lay.

re

filled

‘ You won't get off the rshm(!
unless you hke to swimv over !

the rich girh. ra stood staring
acress the water. Surely the girl
was joking ! urely she -not

intend to leave her in such a pre-
dicament |

Because She was a Gipsy!

; Z ARA'S mother received her

dande-

news of whati the

lion ¢ had said \vnh o

quict smile. But she said
nothing, omd, kissing her again,
Zara went and harnessed their

little black pony. Bob, to the cart,
and commenced to drive into the town.

Her mother’s words that morning had
come as sometl of a shock to ker,
E:nL had never thought of t-m possibilily
of anather owner of the Hall. It wis
[[\F she had somchow ceme
ihat they would be allowed
always m stay in that lovely spot.

Mr.
to cultivate part of the land,
grow  vegetables, which he

where he
sold 2o

o—

linson had aMowed her father -
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day,
Jrd
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market ¢s in the town. Half an hour later she -entered the
thought /ara he would- make main street of the town, and made for |
arrangement if the land were to be sold, | the road in which she knew the police
Aund yet, why should be? stat
Bhe shrugged. On a street, however,
After all, there was little reason why | she a policernan, and |

he should warry about them. It was
true that her father did }wn a service
long ago and that he had always after
been grateful.  But—

Zara ha'l reached a
the road that ran by

acting u]m: impulse,

she stooped anc
picked the bag up.

portion
railw

embankment, and the pu-u:ng
note of an enginc': whist
dently disturbed the serenity

the eountry spot.

She turaed and locked back, to
see atrain come tmring round the
bend in the lme a little distance
away. Idly sh: watched it as it
drew level and roared past.

Buddenly she started.

A girt was standing at one of
the - windows and had thrust out
her hand, cvidently peinting
her. The \sr. dn was open, dlul
her hund, in which she was grip
ping & small vanity bag, pro-
truded.

Whether

it was the rush of air.

or whether she nocked  her
Zata could wot deter
mine then. B e saw the bag

drop from the girl's hand and

it go tumblins down the side of
‘the railway embankment, shedding
its contents as it did so, for the

fastening had broken open.

The train rushed on, and was
gone; but sho drew pr-ll\
and, dismounting, side

high- pitched

of the road. Climbing tho fence, she
turning, she

reached the spot where she had seen the
bag come to resi, and. = g, picked

it up. ) anding ubon the. kerb, pointing an
Home of the inner pockets Fad not nger at her, was the girl she
come unfas ned, but the main part of t the wuummmnr window.
the bag. h was an elaborate, ex-| bag. daddy!” she cried
v s empty. | HML J.,M 1 has it- look! M
round, Zara saw tho con- | ot What n good job F hap-
tents spread over the embankment-- | peped to notice it her “hands. 1
letters, a ;aw[.m’ puff, a small mirror, | should never have secen it again i 1
s lip-stick, and several silver and copper | hadn't, 1 know. ipsy @i
coims. b

hem all up,
ea to make
At
and

Bhe commenced to pick
and searched over a wide ar
ire she had recovered everything.
length she felt she had sueceeded.
she went back to the pony and cart.

= 4 M

police

Notice to Leave the Glen.
ARA'S b

in|? ARATS 2
and her ¢
he There  w

itiful e colow

she must take the bag to the p o hed s e
ashed mdignantly

the fown when she reached it

o doubt

the-girl would report her loss when s 1 s no mistaking the
regehed the end of her journey, wherever girl's tone and manner. Bhe
ihat was, and the bag would thus be inferring that Zara had been in
restored to her. ing to keep the bag.

Zara did not attenpt to look into the “You are guite wrong,” she said,

with quiet dignity, as she leant over
the side of the cart and handed the bag
to its owner. “T was just aboui lo call
the policeman rryself and give the bag

inner pockets of the hag. Such & pro
ceeding did not suggest itseif to her for
a moment. She placed the bag in a
ecorner of the cart and drove on,
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him. 1

to saw  vou drop it from the
tram and I picked cyerything ap—at
leagt, 1 think F found everything. t
ed well.”
have no doubt you searched all
\midc and out!” said the girl
Gipsies are very good
at that kmd [ thing, T believe.”

She  wi

er rp-featured and
small. Yet Zarn noted that her eyes
large and expressive, whilst her
showing beneath a

hat, was fair and very beautiful.
n not in the habit of taking
hings that do not belong to me!” said
Za her tone caused the other
girl to look up at her, abashed. “If

| anything is missing, then you will find
n the railway cmbankment.  And
dow’t you think it was a little un
kind of you to say that 7’
Fhe other girl tessed her head and
ushed.
Well, you are w gipsy, aren’t you?"
she asked impertinintly.
T m)-hl:-wl,
she replied; and all her

welled up within her.
“owner of the bag gave a
h, then turned to an elderly
her side.

vs understood that gipsics

he

r||nmn lav

arce people 1o bo avoided as much as
possible!” she sneered. “They are not
famous for honesty, ure ‘they, daddy?

'm frighifully humgry !
n the bag.

E ome along ;
here’s nothing nmnrw fr
so far as I can tel

Withont another glance in Zara's
direction, the girl thrust her hane
through the arm of her father, and the
pair  walked  away—leaving  several
people, who had been attracted by the
girl's  high-pitched  voice, staring at
Yara.

Veot, strangely enough, there was no
trace of humiliation in her hearing—
and the effect upon the onlookers was
not to provoke scorn for he:

On the contrary, the nees were
frankly admiring, and murmors broke
out against the hanghty owner of the
bag.
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Zara smiled, shrugged her shoulders,
and spoke o the pony. Then, as she
drove on towards the place where she
usually stood to sell her fowers, she
reflected, a little bitterly, that the other
girl had not wet thapked her for
recovering her hag.

Yet, harsh though she had been, and
unkindly though she had spoken, Zara
felt subtly attracted towards her. There
was something in that high-born girl—

for obviously she was such—ihab
intrigued her; some appeal that defied
definition. Perhaps it was her frailty.
Zara shrogged again She could not
understand her own feelings.

She soon sold her fluwers, for peaple

made a practice of buving her beauti-
ful, fresh-gathered wild blooms; then
she made a few necessary purchases,
and at last turned the pony’s head in
the direction of her lovely glen home.

Many an admiring glance was thrown
at her as she jogged along in that old
cart. Her beanty was well known in
the district, yet it always attracted
attention. But she did not notice the
looks, although she smiled at many
whom she knew.

She siopped by the railway embanlk-
ment on the way baek, and conducted
another search amongst the grass of the
slope and in the ditch at the bottom.

ST make sure there is nothing
here,” she murmured. * finds
there is something missing, after all
and it should be found by someone
else and not taken to the police, she
might make ont I had kept it, I
Iallo! What's this?”

She had pulled a lower branch of an
overhanging hush on one side, and just
beneath it, hall-hidden in the prass,
she saw something that gleamed dully.

Picking it up, she uttered a low ery.
For it was a golden locket, obviously of
great value.

she

“This must belong to her” &he
thought, as she gazed at the exquisitely
thased piece © of  jewellery. i
wonder———""

She pa i for a few seconds; then,
acting on impulse, pressed the tiny

cateh and snapped open the locket.

Tt is hers—that is her photograph

she eried, :he saw on one side of

the open lock a miniature photograph
lders of a girl. ©

=

of the head and shou
wonder who that is?’

On the other side was the likeness of
a lady; and Zara -instinctively smiled
at the kindly, smiling face that looked
up at her.

“Porhaps it is her mother.” she
thought. “¥Yes, -they are alike. What
chall T do? If 1 go back now and give
it to the police,

* home for mother’s broth, No; T'll go
home first. and go into the town again
this afternoon.”

Closing the locket softly, she returned

to the cart, fecling = satisfied that
nothing else remained hidden.
Zara was deep in thought for the

remainder of. the drive home, until she
met a girl who lived in a cottage not
from the glen.
1 the girl called, look-
a little  strangely, Zara
£ “Tave you heard the news

Zara shook her head wonderingly: at
the same time a little stab of appre-
hension caused her ta cateh her breath.
Instinctively she felt that this girl was
about to tell her something that vitally
affected her. And she was right.
“The Hall has been sold,” was the

. And Zara saw that the other
girle face was concerned. “T wonder
if—

“If what?” asked Zara. Yel ske
know exactly what the other girl was
going to say. She was thinking it her-
solf now—witl { beating heart.

“1 was wondering if it would make

1 shall be terribly late |

|

1
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any difference to you,” was the hesita-
ting reply. “The new people might—
might——-"

Zura nodded.

“T hope they won't,

she said softly.

“Tor mother's sake. 1 wonder whe
they are?”

She parted from the other girl and
went on towards the glen, her heart
thumping.

“Who has bought the Hal

asked herseli. <1 wonder if th
be like Mr. Tomlinson and let ns stay
i make us go?  Will

there? Or will t

they—

She turned the pony in_at the
narrow cntrance to the glen. The little
tent could be seen beneath the green

foliage of the trees, and as she went
towards it her heart beat faster.

For, standing before the tent was a
small knot of men.

Leaping from the eart,
the tent, spurred on by the
her mother’s voice, raised in
supplication.

“Cavnot vou give us a few days.
she was asking, ©My husband
find somewhere else to pitch, and—

“1 am afraid I can allow no %ip

o

w

Zara sped to
sonnd of
ohvions

on my estate,” wered one the
gentlemen; and, with a start, Zara
recognised the man who had been
addressed as “daddy 7 by the girl in
the trair “You have to leave my
grounds frmmediately  your husband
returns.”
By that time Zara had reache

and she dropped to her mother’
with a low cry.
“(Goodness! There’s the girl who was
going o 1 my bag!” cried a voice.
Zara looked round, and her eves fell
upon a girl whom she had not seen as

she approached. It was the frail,
lu[‘gerc_\'nd girl to whom the bag
belonged.

And the Hal
girl’s father.

An icy hand gripped at Zara's heart
as the truth of the situation became
clear to her. .

They could entertain little hope of a
continuance of Mr. Tomlinson's gener-
ous -treatment at the hands of these
people, she thought miscrably. They
would have to go. Her mother’s fear
had been realised!

1 had _hnrn hought by this

Left on the Island.

A recognised the other men
who were with the new owner of
the Hall. They were bailiffs
from ' the town—men who had
been . looking after the estate for Mr.
Tomlinson for a long while.

She saw that their faces were eloquent
of sympathy, hardened though they
were to affairs of the world.

“The fact that you were in possession

of my daughter's bag in the town
searcely induces me to allow you all to
stay,” said the girl's father coldly.

“You asked us to believe that you were
intending to give it to the police, but
1 doubt it. Apart from thai, I object
to having you on my land, and that is
sufficient. You have a cari and a cara-
van, and there will be no hardship in-
flicted. You will still have your home.”

Fara's head went up proudly. After
all, she reflected, a trifle biiterly, why

should they grovel to this man? They

were every bit as good as he, and—
There was her mother. ~ Above all

things, she must be considered.  She

was not fit to be moved. Surely this
man and his daughter would be human
enough to realise the position if it were
pointed out to them.

But before she could frame words for
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the appeal she intended to make thoe
owner turned away, followed by tho
bailiffs.

The girl paused for a moment, her
large eyes fixed on Zara and _ her
mother. It seemed to Zara as though
she were hesitating.

Then she, too, with an upward tilt
of her head, turned and walked away,
and a fow moments later the glen waa
empty and silent, save for the twitter-
ing birds in the trees and the mother
and her daughter, clasped in each
other’s arms. From behind the bushes
came the champ of the pony's bit.

“1 feared it—I feared 1t,” her mother
said brokenly. “All my lifp, dear, I
have roamed, as all gipsies do. But of
recent years, sinee my ill-health, 1 have
longed for peace and quietness. W
found it here—everything so beautiful
and—and ideal. Now we must go
We must be thankful, T suppose, that
we have been sa long allowed to re-

main here. Sometimes, Zara, it ap-
pears to be a erime for one to be a
gipsy.”

" Zara’s wonderful eyes were flashing
proudly, but her mouih was tender as
she kissed her mother.

She said nothing, however, and com-
menced lo prepare her mother's broti.

“Daddy won't be home until four or
five,” she thought, as she bustled about
and replenished the little wood fire be
neath the tripod. “Poor, dear old
daddy! How terribly disappointed he
will be! He—he loved this place, just
as we do. Oh, how I wish 1 could do
something to  alier that. gentleman's
decision. If only 1 could!”

But what could she do? She realised
how utterly helpless she was in the
matter, She felt sure that her father
would go to sec the new owner as soon
as he learnt of the happening of that
morning, but she felt it would do noe
good.

And she was right. When he re-
turned just after five her father, afler
listening to their tale, announced his
immediate intention of going up to the
Hall and seeing the new owner. .

He drank the tea Zara had prep
for him, and then departed.

‘An hour later he returned, and one
glance at his bronzed face told Zura the
truth.

. Ile had been unsuccessiul.

“Ile flew into a temper, lass,” he told
his daughter. old me it was like my
impertinence to ask such a thing. Said
he would call the police if we were not
gone before nightfall.”

Tlis head was thrown back proudly.

“We cannot go until that off caravan
rear wheel's been repaired,” he went on.
“8g I must take it into the blacksmith's
at once, Zara. Get everything ready
for the move.”

She nodded and looked towards her
mother, who smiled up at her bravely.

There was & big lump in Zara's
throat as she set about her task.

The sun was nearing the western hori-
zon when she had finished, and her
mother had dozed off on her bed at the
entrance to the tent, which was now
empty except for the bed.

A sudden yearning to see the old
ruins of the keep came over Zara. She
walked up the glen and reached the
lake.

The sun was seiting behind the old
pile on the island, throwing it intp a
sharp relief.

Everything was so peaceful, so guiek.
@he untied the punt, and slowly poled
across to the island where she stepped
ashore, sccuring the craft to an old
stake. .

Then she walked over the soft, mossy
grass towhrds the crumbling walls.

It was sad to think she was going to

=

ared
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leave all thie. She had grown to love it
all so much. She thought of the
pleasure it gave her mother to lie and
look towards this old keep.

“Phe - ~little - dandelion clock was
wrong, after all,” she reflected, as she
_gently spurncd one with the toe of her
shoe.” “ We've got to go—to leave here.
Poor—poor mother !

A harsh sereech from somewhere up
in the rafters of the ruins rang ont and
she glanced up to see, faintly in ihe
,gloom, an owl gazing down solemnly
at her.

“They can't turn you out, can they?”
she asked, with a sad smile.

Poor Zara !

Her little world of romance was going
to pass out of her life.

Only  memorics—precious,  glorious
meniories—would remain.  She would
live again many times in these old

ruins; recall them in all their majestic
beauty. Buti they would be gone for
ever; she would never roam in them
again. £

Vet, with all her disappointment, she
was not full of selfish thowghts. She did
ot worry far olf ; it was her mother.
What would happen to her now?

“Oh, if they would only let mother
stay 1 she thought wistfully. *“And yet
that would not be of any use; for she
niust have someone to look after her.
T think that the father of that girl is
the new owner of the Hall! T—I wonder
if she will love thie place like—like 1
do?” s

She gazed across to the old chapel.
Somewhere in the distance a church-beil

was ringing for an eove
Mellowed by the distance
almost as thongh it might

chapel bell tolling.

1t wounld have been about this time |

that the monks wouid have filed in to
Vespers, thought Zara. They, too, had
bad to leave; they had been driven oud,
as she and-her mother and father were
being.

They had gone and left it all behind
them—this lovely place t was now in
ruins.«

She sighed and pessed throngh the
ruins of the keep. She gazed yearningly
‘at the old ozken doar,
perfect preservation.
open, immovable.

Abeve her towered a cireular space,
with the stone stairway going up in a
spiral on cne side of it, broken and
unsafe.

Then high up stoed a wide ledge, at
the end of which was an opening leading
into the thick wall itsell. How often
whe had stood on that ledge and looked
down!

o

It stood wedged

““Qood-bye, old place!” she mur-
‘mured. “Good-bye!”

There was something in her throat
that seemed to choke her, and she

turned abroptly and went out of the ruin
on to the mossy grass that sloped down
to the lake.

- Well, of all the cheek '™

The - sudden, high-pi
startled her and made her jump, bring-
ing her from her reverie with a joft.

The voice had come from the opposite
hank, and she looked sharply in that
direction.

Thore on the farther shore, a highly-
indignant expression upon her thin face,
 was the rich girl—the daughter of the
new_owner of the Hall.

“*T thought daddy told you all to go?”
khe continued, shouting quite unneces-
sarily; for, although the disiance was
‘(-m,ﬁidrernhln. the qniet of the place was
s absolute that had she spoken in an
erdinary tone Zara would have heard
quite distincily. ‘“What are you doing
bere still—and over ihere on that island,
of all places? IHow dare you go over

standing 1 |
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there! Don't
trespassing 7’

This aspect of things had not ocourred
to Zara for a moment.

She flushed as she realised that she
W i . trespassing; that she had
no right to be there at all.

o am sorry,” she returned in her
rich voice. “1 dil not mean to trespas
Only—only I love this place so! 1 was
taking a last look round . I- 3

“Taking a last look round?’ scoffed
the other girl. “1 iike that! Anyone
would think that yeu had owned tihe
place. But one can expect nothing else
from a gipsy, 1 suppose.”

Zara ignored the insult.

“Pelieve me, 1 really did forget what
I was doing '’ sho pleaded. “I did not
vealise T have no right here.”

“Send t punt across!” commanded
the other girl suddenly, as though acting
on a sudden impuls
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you know that you are

“Send" it across? T don’t under-

and,” said Zara hesitatingly.

“Push the punt over to me!” was the
reply. “I want to get over tlo the
island.”

“Let me come over and fetch you,’
offered Zara gladly. -

“ You stay where vou are and push the
punt over to me!” was the sharp com-
mand. I am quite capable of poling
across mysclf. Do as you ave told, and
don’t argne I’ she added imperiously.

Zara obeyed.

untied it; then, making sure the pole
was on baard, she pushed the ancieut
powerfully towards the opposite

car into it!"”

she called not really

e. Th to fetch
o,  T—— Fads

For the punt had touched the bank,
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end tho giv! was busily engaged in
securing the painter to the tree on the
baunk to which it was usually sccured

The frail-looking daughier of the new
owner langhed derisively.

“1 arn making sure that you can't get
off unti! you are fetched,” she repliod.
“You had no right here, in the first
pla And when 1 get back o the
nouse Ul tell daddy, and he can do what
ho likes about it. You won't get off
there for a bit—unless yon like to swim
over I”

Zara stood staring across at her in
the gathering gloom, The sun was slid-
ing down out of sight; long shadows
were creeping over the water. Beneat
the heavy foliage of the trees it was
aiready dark.

Surely the rich girl was joking!
could not mean that!

Jut it seemed that she did mean its
for she turned away, after another laugh
at Zara's predicament, and walked to-
wards the ruins of the old chapel stand-
ing some twenty-five yards away

She

Tefi on the island!  And they bhad
been ordered to leave that might. She
would either have to stay there until

her father returned, or—what was mere
probablo—be taken off before that by
the owner, and perhaps be prosecuted
for trespass.
Unless
Zara turned
towering keep.

and looked wp at the
There was & way across

She walked down to the punt and |

to the mainland—a way she knew of.
Tt was the secret of the old keep.
Should Tt was a

he attempt 7

The spluttering match revealed
to Zara's wondering gaze a heavily-
studded door. Would she
able to reach the girl whe was
imprisoned in the vault?




and there was consider-
it worth it? Should

way,
Wa

she undertake it?

Zara turned and looked back, half
hopiug that the girl on the other bank
would, by this time, have repented.
l—'clham she had nnl) been trying to
frighten her.  Perhaps

In the half-light, Zara saw the owner’s
daughter mounting  tht  moss-covered
ruins of the chapel.

A ery left Zara's lip:
“Don't go in thero!
You mustu't go in there!

says——

A sudden, rumbling noise mtr-;ru]»tcd
her warning ery. I‘m.rc came a terri-
fied shrick fropi thy ruins.

Then, amid a thick cloud of dust and
debris, the girl wh nhad been standing
on the ruins disappeared. Zara saw,
with horror, a whole wall collapse.
There came a crast of masonry; then,
gradually, silence fel’.

For nearly w minuite Zara stood there
bereft of action She was horrified
khmimu beyond description,
she nearly fainted

op!
notice

Stop,
The

in  sudden

re]lef.

For, mufiled, there came a cry that
seemed to rise from the ground beneath
the ruins on the cppomt-- bhank

“Help! Oh, help!”

'S
hurt ?

“Oh, yes!
I'm in a dungeon, T think,
vut. I'm hemmed in. Oh,
yet help—quickly I”"

Apparently the imprisoncd girl had
forgotten that she had marooned Zara
by a mean trick » few moments before.

Zara knew every inch of the ruins of
both the keep and the ehapel, and she
Ynew that 1t was dangerous to venture
#n certain parts of the chapel Hoor.
Unsuspectingly, the rich  girl  had
stepped on a weak portion of the floor
and it had collapsed, bringing down a
side wall with if.

Well Done, Zara!
HE'S alive!” gasped Zara, in
whole-hearte i relief. Then,
aloud, she called: “Are you

And I feel I'm suffocating.
I can’t goi
gt holp—

She had been thrown down to ihe floor |

of the vault beneath, and the wedging
of two Ragstones had caused the debris
to pile up above her. But all she could !
do was to turn from side to cide—there
was room for nothing else

Zara hesitated only for a few seconds.

She could not swim, therefore it
impossible for her to gcl ss in
manner. And, even if she did
across,

t
get
could she bo of any assistance to
the imprisoned gizl from above?

Her father had not yet returned, and
it was nearly three-quarters of a mile to

the Hall. By the time she obtained
help it might ?1 too late!

Zara looked up at the ivy on the keep
wall, and the next moment was climb-
ing up it, swiftly, surely, and with an
case that snggested it was not the first
time she had done it.

High up on the keep jutied a ledge,
that had once been a landing inside the
great, round tower. The interior had
long “since broke: in ruins and
decay, but this 1edgo still stood intact,

Lowering hersell from the batilement

above on to the ledge sappeared
through a large which had
once been a seered This gave on
to some winding, narrow steps that
corkserewed dm\. ‘the inside of the mas-
sive wall

Down, down, down she went, in im-
penetrable darkness. In her pocket she
carried a box of matches, which luckily
was full. She did not, however, strike
any 18 yot. She was sure of her way
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reached the bottom of the
actually was under the

until she
staire, which
keep.

Here her way was barred by a huge,
studded door, and 1t was here that she
struck her first match.

Using all her young strength, she
threw open the door; immediately a
stale, dank atmosphere smote her
nostrils.

Her spluttering match revealed a
tunnel lcading downwards before her,
and she plunged into the subterrancan
passage fearlessly,

She knew that she was beneath the
lake now, for sudden'y the puassage ran
perfectly straight and flat Then it
commenced to rise until her way was
onee more barred by a door.

Striking another match, she felt for
the fastening, and, with little trouble,
opened the great, studded door.

As she did so a [frightened gasp that
ended in n wail of fear came ftom the
darkness beyond,

's nght"’ Zara called quickly.
“1p s Unt\ me—it’s the gipsy girl 1™

She heard a muttered :

“Oh, thank goodness!”

Striking another match, she saw a
scene of indescribable ruin in the vault
before her. The whole of the roof had
fallen in, )

Zara saw the otl
Voshaped cavity j

er girt in a sort of
inside the door-

you hurt very much ?” she asked

vl
b ) ¢ dnn t knou.

was the gquavering

reply. “I knocked my shoulder, 1
know. Oh, it was terrible ! How did
you reach me
ara laughed.
“I'll tell you that later on. The fir:

thing is to get you out of that hole. Te
me 1if T hurt you.

She placed her hands under the other
”ll’l s arms and gently pulled.

‘ Press with your feet,” she urged.

Slowly she managed to frc'e the girl
and soon had her standing in tho under-
ground passage hy her side, trembling,
but safe

“Come ulunq,' said Zara, striking a

malch g “ Jla d my arm and you will be
k.
It did not take Jong to reach the plat-
form of stone at the top of the Lccp and
when thex stepped oul upon it frém the
cavity it was to discover that it was
now almost dark.

But Zara was quite at home, and she
placed her arm around the girl she had
m%cund

“Can you o limb 2™

“W-why

« Drmua;: the slde of this tower is
covered with ivy and, if you are not
afraid, I think I can help you to climb

own. If pot, then m]l you stay here
while T go and get help

There was a moment |ro,u51-

“1 will go dnwn with you,
not afraid—now.”

Zara nodded in the gloom and, plac-
ing ker foot firmly in the O\E‘rg‘r:n\ul[.‘
ivy, helped the other girl to elimb over
to the outer side of the wall.

Thus, bit by bit, the two girls went
down, down, down, until finally they
were standing on the mossy bank at the
foot of the wall.

There was silence.
looking at each other.

‘-nui:leu]\, t%& Jric girl spoke.

‘Thank you,” she ;:nd and her voice
seemed  fo h'u.\ lost :har high-pitched
iong; it sounded genuine. “It would
have taken hours for men to have
cleared a way down to me, and I-—1
should have been suffocated by that
time, I think. Ugh! IL was awful I”

“I tried to stop you,” Yara reminded
her. “1 knew it was very dangerous—

she asked.

then:
I—I am

DBoth girls were

‘a lot to make up to you,

b did
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there are notices.all round those walls
warning people from going there.”

For the girl before her had reeled un-
fLuad:]\- Zara caught her and supported
her

“ What a litile cat T've hccn !”* said the
girl, a little unsteadily. “ How horrid
I've been to you! And—and you have
repaid me by—by doing this. You need
not have worried—most girls would
have paid me out by letting me stay
there until my father could have ot
me out. I—may I kiss you?"”

There were fears in her eyes as sha
said that.

Zara's gentle heart immediately re.
sponded, and the mext moment the girls
were clasped to cach other.

For the first ime since she had picked
it up Zara suddenly remembered the
locket she had found on her second visit
io the embankment by the railway.

Thrusting her hand into her pocket,
she withdrew it. Then she pressed it
into the other girl’s han

“I went back to the” rml“a. on the
way home and—and I found this,” she
whispered. “I had forgotten it until
now. I—I hope \ou \\cm'l. think T was
meaning to keep it

“Oh; it is mothera photograph—and
mino ! I wouldn’t have lost this for any-
thing. How was it I didn’t miss it from
the bag? Oh dear—and you went back
and found it! You dear! You see, my
—my mother is dead, and—

Her voice broke.

i | understand,” whispered Zara com-
fortingly. “I |.nfierstand You know,
my mother has been very, very ill for a
long while, and—and——

“And we were going to make you
move her. Oh, why were we so heart.
less? 't think, unless it was because
¥ou were—wou_were

“Gipsies,” Zara finished for her
gently, Dut, you know, there are good
and .:ad of all rac There are good
gipsies.”

I should think there are—and you
are one of them,” was the reply. “It
is I who should be ashamed—and I am.
Forgive me, will you? Aurl—andvl
sav, what is your mame?"

e

“How
Jenny Price.
ta be friends

lovely! And mi:e is Jenny—
I say, Zara, 7e're going
ever such friends. I have
and, my good-
ness, I'm going to make it up, too!”

All at once a light flashed on the bank
and someona hailed them.

. there. what's the matter?”

“Il daddy,” said Zara, 5wu!iowin:
the J.unn in her letu" “He'll zoon get
us off here now.

Jmm\ l\upi hz\r word, Lara and hs\r
mother and father were installed in a
little villa that Mr. Price built for them
at the edge of the glen. Zara went
back to school with Jenny, where their
fondness for cach other earned them the
name of the Inseparables.

Zara was happier than ever before in
her life; i)ub her greatest joy was
her mother’s recovery to health;
worry for the future banished.

Often in the cool of the evening they
wander arm in arm amongst the roins,
accompanied by Jenr nd they often
silent.

are \L!‘\' ver

Each thinks, probably, of what :m;:lnv
have been. t ¢ to
forget the past and
romantic surround the ancient

chapel in the glen.
THE EXD.

(Of eourse wou have enjoyed this splen-
stary, haven't you? Qur next long
complete tale be every bit as de-
Lightful. It is entitied: “IN ORINO-
LINE and RINGLETS! and. is by
Alice Stafford.)
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- Holiday happiness and adventare on the peerless French Riviera.

In Sunny France!
PORT\[RE.7 Yeu uum portaire—

madame—m’sieur?
of

livc excited  voices the

h railway porters rang
la<u¢m¢4div + Dule cars. Carriage
doors were opening and  slamming
Trunks, boxes, bags, were bumping

down on io the platiorm. Queer, snake.
—made up of a dozen trucks
rer—wended  their  way
bither and thither with incredible noise.

Such a commotion—such a babel of
foreign  tongue h a vildering
change from p!m id

people and old r
that now, perhaps fur thr- ﬁru tum-
Duleie realised that she really was in
sunny France,

It wasn't a dream! It was real! It
had all been real—that
speedy journey from London

bringing her to the brightest place on
carth for her haoliday I

“Oh, rather!” Duleie managed to
b_uonﬂm ont. “It’'s going to be wonder-

> e Den! - Simply wonderful!
Em that excrted, I—1 just can’t realise
it's tra 5

But now the jostling, chattering,
clamouring rcrowds on the platiorm
made eonversation impossible.  Duleie
found  hers qlrurzgl‘ir\g past people
and baggage the wake of the porter, |
Aunt and Uncle “Ben ™ on m|i!rr side
of her,

Mr. and Mrs. Densle
her aunt and wuncle. = They were her
guardians. Vagucly. Duleic knew that
she had been placed in their care as a
baby, when she was Jefi orphaned, and
that a regular sum of money had been

werve not really |

ELISE PROBYN
is the author of this
magnificent holiday

the most wonderful surprise of Dulcic’s
life when they had teld her, a year ago,
that sho was to spend hole menth’s
holiday with them on the Riviera!

it had seemed too good to be true—too
far-off ever to become & reality.  ét
the year had gone by, and Lere was th
holiday actually and truly beginning
Here was the hotel car waiting in the
station yard. Here was its splendid
name ~Hotel Charmant—blazoned in
brilliant blue letters across the polishod
hanels,

“Tell the driver not to go too fast,
William 1 Mrs. Densley said nerve
“You know how utterly reckless
renchmen are !

But Duleie wasn’t troubling about the
speed of the car. Her eyes were feasting

upon the white, sun-swept boulevards.
with their spreading palm
trees lining ihe pavements

;n Dave |l!hr- iw‘vrulf-rfu! What more desirable holiday centre could possibly  and the i;;m cafes, fronted by
Lour aboard tiil the g a rows and rows of little round
spires foote of ' Catae  be found than Nice—that gem of the Riviera2 So  [ois 210 fons o e, vound
hove ight: the landing:  thought Dulcie Hollington, when she arrived there  striped pink and w hite.

o crush of passing through  with her guardians. Nothing surely could happen The car flashed into the
the French Customs house; h £ 1 d Avenue de la Vicicire, with
then the long journey all day to mar her enjoyment of so glorious a spot, an its picturesque  decorations
and_night in the famous Blue yet—something did ! arched across the road from
Train, bound for the Riviera. treetotree. Here was the routle
And now——— King Carnivel would take.

low she was actually the: She was ) peid the Densleys for her upkecp and Le Carnaval!
in Nice! It was no dream The holi- | educ annn ever since. Duleie’s heart danced. How glorions

day had really come true!
fOut you jupp, Duleie!™ sho heard
her goardian saying, in lauzhing tones,
as he steered her to Hm exit at the
end of the corridor.  “You can’t be-
A TJE’ But you're in Nice

on ] know it the moment vou
out of this *

Eet station,” smiled Mrs.
Densloy, “when you actaslly sce-the
Riviera you've heen dreaming about
this last twelve months. Duleie !

“Bhe will, indeed 1, Mr. Densley said.
“ And she’ll thank youand me, wife, for

whose full name was Dulcie
had dropped into the
way of calling Aunt and Uncle
Den for convenience’ sake. They had
never been quite like parents or blood-
relations to her. DBefore she was seven
vears’ old she had been sent o
boarding-school and had remained
there ever since, meeting her guardians
only at holiday-times.

But they "had been kind and con-
siderate towards her, in their own un-
demon e way—for, afler all, she

was not their daughter It had been

to think that she would the
cernival-—-take pari in it—revel in the
warld-famous Battle of Flowers and the

Mascarades and the processions through

torcl-lighted houlevards when all the
Riviera is en fete, and Nice just s
great big happy playground!

What thrilling stories she would have
to tell the girls when she went back to
school! If only they conld all be with
her now !

Jut never mind school ! Never mind
any old thing but the wonderful, mar
vellons holiday that was just beginning !
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Wasn't it queer, in all this beautiful
sunshine, to see those distant mountains
peaked with spow. They’'d be the
Alpes Maritimes! How grand it would
be climbing them, exploring!

And now the car had turned a corner
and was speeding through = palm-
treed avenue. Suddenly Duleie saw the
words “ Hotel Charmant” crowned in
gold letters above a_veritable palace,
set in a garden of palm and cactus.
od to a halt.

The car jer

“ And this "—smiled Uncle Den—"is
o be your home, and ours, for the next
whole menth, Duleie!” ;

orters were scurrying down  the
steps, opening the door of the car, and
giving courteous welcome.

“Bon jour, madame et
Bon jour, m’sieur1”

A diminutive page-boy sidled impor-
tantly to Dulcies side. -

“T'speak ze Fenglish, meess! 1 show
vou! You and mistaire and missees,
you come zees way. Like zees!”

He strutted up the steps, threw open
the door with a flourish, and led Duleie
and her guardians into the hotel vesti-

1

ma'mselle !

bule. .

And there, by the side of a playing
fountain, three other girls were stand-
i laughing, sutitapned gicls, of
about Duleic’s own age, with swimming-
costumes and lowels under their arms.

Eagerly they looked at Duleie.
Eagerly she looked back at them. i
o thinking the same. Could they be

i
friends? Would they understand each
other? Or didn't they speak the same
Janguag

me? 5

Tn a loud stage-whisper the trio
guestioned the page.

¢ Fnglish?”

“Yes, mees!”

“Cheers!” came a
hearty chorus.

Duicie thrilled as the lift gates closed
npon her and swept her aloft. If these
three topping girls were going to be her
friends her holiday wonld he absolutely
perfect, abzolutely eomplete.

And Aunt and Uncle Den thought
the same.

“Phose yeung girls should be very
good company for you, Dulcie.” they

whispered  but

said. “We muzt home they Il be here
for the whole of your stay!”

“Qh! That would be simply lovely!”
Puleie breathed: and her eyes flashed

pure atitude upon these guardians
who had made this wonderful holiday
for_her )
She couldn’t have imagined a daintier
room than the one that was given her.

Tt was just a perfeet little piece of
France in itsell. She threw open the
window shutters, and saw il it over-
Jooked the garden, where golden

clusters of oranges and tangerines were
rov as large as life. y

Bul she was given bat little time to
shzorb these wonders, and no time at
all to unpack

Bang, bang, bang! came at the door,
and the diminutive Gustave stood there
ance more.

“ Mees, please ! he said.  * Ze English
young ladies send me here. Zey say ect
ees swimmeeng time You like to go
wiz them? Yes? No?”

“QOh, yes!  Rather !” breathed Duleie,
4n  raptures. “Oui, garcon! Co
prenez? Qui!”

“You gpeak me in Engleesh, me un-
derstand you bettaire!” reproved the
litile page.

And he retired, looking shghtly hurt.

Duleie was diving down into her trunk
for her bathing-costume. What luck!
Three topping iriends already found!
Now Jor a swim together in the magic
blue Mediterranean! Her holiday had
indeed begun.

=
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She little dreamed of the shadows so
scon to overcloud it.

Under Mediterranean Skies.
\STAIRS in the vestibule,
eymour beamed across at
her friends as the page delivered
Duleie’s answe .
“That's great! She's goin
us!” she said enthusiastically.
the look of her, didn't you?”
“A case of love at first sight!” de-
clared Josie Gay, who was the wag of
ithe party and couldn’t be scrious to save
her life,
"'l.‘ill‘l'{) WS

g to join
“T liked

something  particulacly
nice about her,” I'a Drayton mur-
mured thoughttully “1 don't know
why, but as scon as I saw her 1 thought
to myself: *I do hope she's English, and
that we'll get to know her!”™

Inseparable chums though they were,
Pat Seymour & Co. were never
“gliquey.” They liked company, and
lots and lots of it. The more the
merrier, was their motto. It was quite
amazing the number of people they had
already got to know after three days on
the Riviera.

They turned now, and swooped across
to the staircase as Duleie reappeared.
Laughing and cager and breathless,
they all talked at once:

“We're so glad you're Engli
you staying here on holiday
leng? A month? Oh, great! So
we! We've only been here three d
so far. It's marvellous Nothing on
earth to touch it! The sunshine! The
bathing! The climbing! The trips!
My dear, you'd never believe !

It's the
most wonderful place that ever was!
We're having the time of our lives! So
will you! You're going to be one of us,
aren’t you 7"

Tt was Pat Seymour who came to the
reseue of the laughing, helpless Dulecie.

“Do dry up, you two, and give the
poor thing a chance!” she protested.
“She doesn’t even know who we are
our names, or any other old

en I'd better it te her,”
Josie said solemn'y son're Pat
Seymour, and the ene whom she’ll have
to beware of ! You sce "—she turned to
Dulcie—“Pat’s the leader. Ii there’s
any trouble knocking about, she leads
us into it. Her chief vice is being in-
quisitive: she calis it exploring, and
she—=*

“PDon't take any notice of the child!”
Pat pleaded of Dulci “Her name's
Josie Gay. She must have had a bad
fall as a baby, but she’s quite harmless.
Let me introduce yoou to Zella Drayton,
Zella’s almost sensible at times, except
when she laughs at Josie's wit 1”

Zolla pressed her forward, and
smilingly addressed Duleia.

“Supposing you tell us your name

por

she supgested.  “Yeu know us now,
don’t you? These other two, by the
way, are from Churton Calle TI'm

not, worse luck! I just happen to be
their friend I

And her eyes seemed to be saying to

Dulcie:

“ And I'd like tc be your friend, too !

The feeling was mutual. It was one
of thase rare mectings when iwo people
are instantly attracted to each ecther.
Duleic's brown eyes met ihe blue eyes
of Zella—softly, understandingly. The
glance was returned. In that moment
each knew by instinet that there would
be a very dear, close friendship between
them—always. s

“My nawme,” Duleie said, “is Dulcie
Hollington. 'm here with my
guardians. Tt's an ahsolute treat to
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meet you three other girls—Zella and—
and Pat and Josie, Is that right? I'll
love to be one of you, if I may "

“Rather [” breathed Zella, o5

And now Pat and Josie were husiling
themn out of the hotel. It was a crime
to miss another minute of the sunshine
they said, and a bigger erime still to
out of the water at the hour when ali
Nice was bathing pricr to midday
dejeuner.

“You're not too tired to swim, are
you, Duleie?” Pag asked quickly. *“We
forget that you've beea travelling all

night 1
“Tired 1
Dulcie laughed at the- thought of it.

Could anyone feel tired under these

glorious, tropical, azure skies? Bhe
caught her breath as a bend in the
boulevard reveale! suddenly the first

glimpse of sea—blue and sparkling as
the sapphire.

“And there’s the bathing pavilion!”
breathed Zella. =

It was a charming, Eastern-like struc-
ture leading off the promenade and ex-
tending over the beach. A terrace sur-
rounded it, laid ovi with blue-an
chairs and tables, and people were
sitting there sipping cooling drinks and.
ices while the Mediterranean rolled
lazily bencath them.

“(Come and peep underneath Dulcie!” .
Zella said. .

Gazing through the promenade rail-
ings, Dulcio saw that the under-part of
the pavilion had been fitbed out as an
open-air gymnasinm. Bathers in mar-

vellous costumes were raising and bend
ing and stretching over the horizontal
bars. i

Some  were skipping. The
s g girls were there in full
muster, practising steps and movements,
and all looking as fit as fiddles.

And the beach!

It was one mas: of colour—fol
every race and every hue lying su
bathing, their wraps and costumes eve
mare gorgeous than the frocks one saw
on the promenade.

A medicine ball was sailing arou
circle of people whose faces were
uely famihar to Dulcie
hey're film stars!
you've seen them all on the pictur
heaps of times,” Zell: said  “We were
picking them out by name the other
day, seeing who could recognise the
most—-"

But Pat and Josie were getting im-
patient.

“Come on! Swim!” they shouted,
and led the way into the pavilion.

Tt was a scream to have lo bargain
with the old lady in charge as to the
price of the cabins.

“Trois franes par personne !” madame
at first demanded. Three francs each!

“ Ah, non, madame ! Pat smiled her
sweetest  smile.  “Deux pour  irois
franes I"

Two people to shar: a cabin for thres

of

a
all

1 dar

francs! Madame gronned and expostu-
lated and waved eloquent hands iu
protest. It would be an insult to the

beautiful Mediterrancan to allow swim-
ming at such a price, she conveyed to
them. ;

But the offer of a “tip” for herself
brought yielding and smiles. That was
different. The demoiselles should pay
one-and-a-half francs each no more, and

choose  whichever cabins they liked
And, incidentally az Pat & Co. lmd
already discovered cveryene in Nice

paid the same.

“You've got to tip. vou see
laughingly " explained to Dule
doesn’t matter where you gor or what
vou do out here, t've got to tip ! Kven
Josie ean't get away with it !>

They chose two eabins on the terinoe
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wide hy side. Pat and Joste went info
one, Dulcic and Zella into the other,

“Bang on the partntmn when you're
rea.d!y,” spid d Pat “T bet we'll raco
you

But it was a dead licat. On the £
bang all four appeared on the terrac
together, costumes donned, sandshoes

on, all ready for the dip.

Acrusq the beach to the water they
scompered, Josic leading and Duleie
runmrng }\m- an easy second.

Bis-ss-plash !

Into the marvellous blue. Bul no iey

ghoek, no sudden chill to take ome’s
breath away. The water was as warm
48 toast—soft, fragrant, like a bath
filled- with luxurious per-
fuma and heated to magic
perfection.

“* And what do you know

sbout this, Dulcie?”
gurg!cd Josie,  turning
over on her back and

beati the warm foam
with Er heels.
“Siniply scrumptious !”
Duleie sang back.
Pat and  Zella

woere
humg up for a race. The
others joined her, to the

frantio delight of a
camera-man who camé

rushing to the water’s
edge.

“* Restez-la, demoiselles !
il vous plait, restezla !
Un moment!” he
sareeched.

That bei a frenzied

E
appeal to stay where 1
were while he took thnr
photographs.

The excitement on the
beach was bewildering
and amusing. Everyone
gathered round the photo-
grapher, shouting direc-
tions to Pat & Co. in
voluble French as though
they, also, had an interest
in the portrait. That is
the way of the happy
Riviera. No reserve or
aloofness, Whatever hap-
pens to be going on every-
one clse has got to be
in it

The photo was good fun.
was absolutely great. The

'T'he swim
joy of lying
out and sun-drying on the beach after
wards just capped the lot.

A white-coaked Nicois sold them little
bunches of toffeed walnuts and almonds

and apricots, willingly allowing them
to take the morsels and pay him after-
wards, when they were dressed.
Alphonse elways gave credit to hisbath-
ipg customers.

Me come back—you pay me, eh?
Vaire good,” he said, and went hum-
ming upon his way.

Then the guitar-girl from Romany
cama zlong and sang plaintive songs of
her naiive country. She was a very
happy lass. She ought to be, observed
Josie, becauso she made a fortune of
money on this glorious beach. In the
evenings one would see her dressed in
a Paris gown, strolling along to the
dance or the opera with her dark-eyed
Romany sweetheart.

She was interested in these * English
migses,” was Grinelda. She wanted to
know what they were doing thut after-
noon.

“We go to the old Lone Castle!™
Jotie explained.

Grinelda  puekered
features

"Cha.t.euu Seul—ze lonely castle, you

up her olive

u.-a.ﬁ it?” she said. = “No good! Verra
ange, verra mysterious! e
;rmd t Not like ze lonely castle! "’
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Laughing and cager and breath-
less, the three girls all talked to

Dulcie at  ance. e've only
been here for three days. It's
marvellous ! The sunshme I The,
bathing! The trips! the

mast wonderful place that ever
was. We're having the time of
our lives! So will yuul You're
going to be one of us!’

LS

TR

—
T
Sk

cd on her way, shaking
ck head

N Inakes it -sound! Broky Sid iting
than ever, doesn’t she?” Zella said glee
fully. * 'We really must explore that
old castle this afterncon.” It's supposed
to be haunted, and I don’t know what
else! You'll come, won't you, Puleie?™”

“You bet 1 will!” Dulcie breathed—
“that is, if my g,uardmns will let me,

of course, But I 'know they’ll be only
too glad to get me off their hands. By
¢, who's looking after yon

1 Green—Josie’s old nurse !” Pat
said, as a burst of laughter went up
from the others, “Bhe’s the drearest
old sleepyhead you ever knew. Would
you beheve it, she's done nothing but
sleap ever sinse she arrived here. 1t
m:g}\t be \I:\.rgém‘ or Southend for all
old Nan cares!

“But she’ll waken ap for her lunch !
grinned Josic. * Which reminds me that

ms time we were getting bac sunch
is early on the Cont 1 know,
Dulcie.” 'T'welve o'clock sharp, and it
Eive: us a glorious long afternoon. Let's

dres

Instinetively, Dulcie linked arms with
Zolla as they walked back to the cabin
That first, mutual likifg had deepened.
Both knew it. They had met scarcely
two houra ago, and yet each felt that
they had known the other for a life-
time. Possibly the fact that they were

both orphans,
something o
common bond.

as Dulcie now Jearnt, had
do_with it. Tt made a

But also there was an
ely sweet, unassnming side to
Drayton’s nature. She had been
hrought up in poor circumstances—she
had not had the education or advantages

that her twe friends had had, and she
made no seeret of these things, and no
complaint.

Just a natural, jolly giel, whom

Dulcie was attracted to from the first
moment of their meeting.

“‘I'm a careless thin Zella mur-
mured, as they were dressing. 1 ought
to have lefl my only picee “of jewellery
in madame’s charge. Thank goodness
it’s still ‘safe and sound !”

And she took a queer little gold locket
from her pocket and hung it round her
nack.

Dulcie stared. in amazement
a strange, harp-shaped locket, of
rarest design, the gold blending

Tt was
the
into

silver at the cdges. But to
Duleie it was astonishingly familiar.
“Why, Zolla!” she burst out, “I've

got a_lockot exactly the same as that—
its absolute twinl I'd never have
dreamed there was another one like it
Fancy you having one I

la was quite as surprised as her-

self.

“Gracious me!  And T'd always
believed: this was the only one of its
kind 1" she exclaimed. “It's so ahso-
lutely uncommon, b thonght! Look!
Has yours got anything stamped on i1 ?
This has my initial I

And she turned the locket over and
showed the
back.

letter Z engraved on the
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Buleie was flabbergasted.  Her own
locket bore Ui:‘ initial D engraved upon
it in exactly the same fashion.

= \\"0“. (i(‘[}‘illl that beat the band1”
she gasped. line's identically the
s.xmo with my own initial stamped on
it. I'll show 1t to you this afternoon.
It's in my trunk. I wouldn't wear it
on_the journey in case 1 lost it 1"

But her surprise quite overcame her.
Her locket had always roused other
:ul_:, curiosity for its rare and quaint
design TFancy meeting with its twin
double, a thousand miles from home
L Hotel Charmant.  That_room

wa e a veritable garden of
flowers. owers  everywhere—flowers
and fruit.  The combined effect, with
iss  gilt  walls, blue-coated waiters,
fushionable guests and grass-green

plush  carpet, made one glorious
blaze of colour. High aloft in a little

A Mystery.
UNCH-TIME  in  the sunuy,
mirrored wr-room  of  the

ornamented terrace an Argentine band
was playing, members all wearing | She would take the locket ont of her
th cturesque  uniforms of their | trunk while she remembered it, and

Dulcic sat with her guardians at a
table tucked away in a gorgeous little
aleove. Far across the room, hali-
hidden in a similar alcove, she glimpsed
Pat Seymour & Co with their
genial, sleepy old 1

* And did you have an enjoyable morn-
zood swim, Duleie?”” Unele |
Ux-n was asking.

“Just marvellous ! breathed Dulcie,
clping herself to an iced fruit soufile
wlnrh looked really too beautiful to eat.
“And you soon made friends !” mur-
m‘i'c’({‘ Aunt Den. “Were they nice

“Ever so nice!” Duleie said enthusias-
fiC!lF|\ “1 felt I'd known them all my
life as soon as I met them—especially
Zella, the fair one. They want me to go
r-xplcmng with them over an old ruined
castle this afternoon. May I#"

“Certainly " smiled Aunt Den. “We
only want you to enjoy yourself, don’t
we, William #*

“That's all”’ agreed Uncle Den in
flowery toues. “We are thinking of
nothing but your enjoyment, Duleie!”

If he spoke a little smugly and self-
satisfiedly. Dulcie was foo happy to
notice it. She chatted on: il

“Yes, I particularly liked the fair
zirl! T think she liked me. We seemed
to sort of take an instant fancy to each
other. OW, and here's an extraordinary
thing 1 She looked up from her plate,
her eyes excited. * You know that queer
little locket vou gave me when I was
quite tiny ¥ Well, would you believe it,
1,9!11 s gut one exactly the same

“Oh

Tt was a sharp intake of hreath from
each of her guardians. DBoth seemed to
change colour. Was it her fancy—Dulci
wondered amazedly—or did they look
startled all of a sudden? But—but why?

“It’s a surprise to you, then—"' she
hegan brealhrm-ah, but as a quick look
passed between Aunt and Uncle Den, the
lartr-r interrupted her.

“0Oh, no, b said  hastily.

na! he
N ulhmg at all uncommon about that.
vou're sure the lockets were alike?
You r‘n‘nparvi them together #””

“No” Duleie said “Mine's in my
trunk, in H\e tray of thg lid. Im going
to =§i<|:\\ it to Zella after lunch!”

Sirange, but Duleie had the moment-
ary fecling that her words had brought
relief.  Just a fancy, of course.  She
forgot it a second later.

“T sec!” murmured Uncle Den, ex-
changing a sidelong glance with his wife.

have lost that prized
And how?
w

journey
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how her vour locket another
right. By the way,
Zillah, or Zella,

“ Shets—
smiled Uncle

™ Duleic told him.
A very pretty name !’
Den.
" Nery 7 echoed Aunt Den, and care- |
she dipped her hng.m; in the finger-
. then rose from her chair. *“You
must exense me. have one or two
little things to attend to. Please don't
huery on a[‘cmmt"‘

les

nele Den met
B ieoand T wi
tuke it easy for a few moments "

As Aunt Den retired, he chatted
Ph.n.sntl» to Dulcie, describing some of
the topsy-turvy wonders of the sunny
Riviera, and how it was possible for
olives fo be out of season im one field,
and bearing full fruit in the next. He
spoke for some little 4ime, and Dulcie
found it all very interesting. But she
was glad when at last she could retire,
for Pai Seymour & Co. had already left
the dining-room after beckoning her
with handwaves.
She hurried

traight up to her room.

show it to Zella as they set out mgoshor
Undoing the heavy straps and buckles,
sha threw ¢ open the iid. It had a remov-
able tray, a handy and safe place in
which to store treasures for easy access.
Taking out t tray, Duleie lifted the
H'm and felt in the recess in which she
had placed the lock
Then her eyes suddenly widened with
hment and dismay.
The locket

Everything else |
was here exact e had packed it.
But the locket—her m:opwrabls treasure
since bahyhood—had gone!

“Oh

8he caught her breath, perplexed and
dismayed. urely—surely she couldn’t
little keepsake!
She had packed it so care-
If it had been smlpn on the
why had nothing else in her
trunk been tampered with ?

It ecouldn’t have been stolen! Tt
couldn’t be lost! Dut where was it?”

From the garden below the window
she heard the voices of Pat Seymour &
Co. calling:

“Coo-ee, Duleie! Coo-ce

She rose briskly to her feet, deter-
mined noi to worry or puzzle over her
loss any more for the present The
Incket had probably dropped inte the
bottom of the trunl g all the
ing and bumping en rou That eve
ing she would make a thorough search
for it.

Two minutes latar, the clouds chased
away from her face, she had joined Pat
and the ‘others in the garden.

“Come along, slowcoach!” Josie said
good-humouredly. We can go out this
way mrhout walking through the hotel,

m

if you're all ready. Is it all mmm Did
“They

mid T conld go!™
“Cheers ! quoth Josie. At the

present moment they're talking to our
old ‘\an Green_ in the lounge, so we'll

leave ’em undisturbed. Now for the
h:mph,d chatean I”
“Ts it really haunted?” Jaughed

Dulcie, as the whole quartet passed be-
tween rows of palms and cactus to the
boulevard beyond.

“ Absolutely I insisted Josie, who was
of a highly romantic and adventurous
turn of mind. “ Anything can happentin
those mystic ruins—and does! People
go there ahd never come out again.
Just vanish off the face of the earth—
spirited away ! You ran hear .\rud

below,

seemingly no bigger than

music and swards rattling and chai
clanking, so I'm told. White ladies ﬂit
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by on horseback.
Theu there are—

“Supponng we wait till we get thers,
chatterbox ! suggested Zella. “ ¥ou're
worse than a French guide, the way you
ramble on! Just mind you don't get
nprlu?‘d away yourself I

*No hope of that!” sighed Pat Seya

mour,

They were within sight of the big

™ Ghosts, of course!

square r the Place Massena—where
queer little motor-buses wait to take ons
[up to the heights surrounding Cap
| Ferrat. L -

It was part of the fun to trave! r)u
the bus. First-class passengers sal in-
side; thirdclass passengers stood on ihe
back platform with the conductor, get-
ting the full benefit of the view and the
breeze. OF course, Pat & Co. travelled
third-elass; it was a thousand times
more amusing than the other.

That little bus just turned up its nose
at sight of the first great hill, and then
flew upwards and round the hends like
a_streak of wind. The speed—the ex-
citement | And the breeze! No wonder
everybody wore berets. Even these had
to be held on for dear dife,

Josie, in a rash moment, freed her
hand to point to a flotilla of yachts. The
next second her beret was sailing gaily
over the cliffs and into the blue waters
of the Mediterrranean.

“Au revoir!” sighed Josie, waving a
farewell hand to it, as her chums and

Jllow passengers laughed hysterically,
look out for you on the coast ab
l)uvnr when we reach England again !

“It’s heading for Corsica at the
present moment ! Pat told her, shaking
with laughter.

The loss of a beret was a cheap prica -
to pay for that thrilling trip. Up-—up
into the purple heights, the blue sea
the golden sun_iboye, and the

whole vista one p{»ary of colour that no
brush could paint.

At the little village of Egze, helow the
Pat & Co. ]um]‘md off the
Zella \:U’z!u the map expert

e

Cap Ferrat,
“aniobus.”
and pathfinder. I'\& the unwrs
through cobbled ar and olive-
groves till the village wa: left behind,
and they came out upon the steep moun-
tain-path towering dizzily over the tiny,
unreal world below.

Not one of them could rdsist the
temptation of peeping down at that little
world. Stray farms and coltages dotted

here and there looked like diminutive

dolls’ houses. The grazing cattle and
sheep were so many dwarf creatures,
ts. A moun-
tain railway far below quite completed
the illusion of a toy world, for its liftle
puﬂmﬂ- engine looked scarcely as large
as one's hand, and it seemed to be run-
ning on rails ‘the width of a match-box,

“It's like Gulliver’'s Travels to tha
very life!” gurgled Josie. *“And the
funny thing 15, 1 don't suppoze we look
any bigger fhan specks to the peopla
down there!”

“Well., it’s the first time you've ever
been made to look small, Josie!”
chuckled Paf.

And now Zella led the party briskly
on its way, rounding this bend and that
hend, stumbling over furze and bracken,
till presently—in the distance—thera
lnomed the first gauni-looking ruins of
the Chateau Seul—the Lone Castle.

1ts straggling, shapeless walls made an
eerie sight against the dark background
of the neighbouring hi 80 cun-
ningly had it been built —long contiries
ago—that while it remained hidden to
all but the close approacher. it com-
manded in itself a full view of the
country, above and below.

“It's an old fort, isn’t it?” Duleis
queried. :
‘Rather!  This is where the Turks

were beaten when they tried to take
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. Nlec, right back in the twelfth century,”
Zella told her.  “I’ve been reading it up.
Follow me, everybody. - There are
tunnels leading right dem.l into the
dungmn: if we can only find one! [
believe I'm on a trail I

The first trail—and the- next half
dozen as well—all proved fruitless.
Either by design or by landfalls, the
tunncls had been blocked after the first
yard or two.

It was Zella’s idea to go farther
afield, and sce il a longer and secret
tunnel, perhaps, had been built by the

_-sumﬁers to allow their men exit and

access in times of emergency.

Zella was right.

At quite a distance from the ruins
she stumbled upon an innocent-looking
gap 1n the mountsin-side, ball-hidden
hy undrrgrewth.

“Giels, I beliove I really have found

a clue tbu time " she breathed.

And, dragging the bracken aside, she
wroggled a little way into the cave.
Then the others, eagerly waiting, heard
ker give a breathless shout:

"1{.’5 all right! 1 can see a #pot of
daylight r)gh: at the end. Tumble in
after me

The c‘xmtmnorh had begun. Wriggling
and - groping their way one at a bime,
the girls found themselves in a dark,
icy-cold tunnel, its foor as firm ard solid
as the mounfain reck. Far in the
distance shone the ray of daylight that
Zella had seen. Josie—ever thought
ful--produced an electric-torch from her
pocket, and switched it on. Tt gave out
a faint, yellow gleam that was somchow
uncanny.

“Don't waste the battery,” Pat
warned her, It might run out when
we really need it.”

In pitch darkness, fumbling, groping,
they came at last to the shaft-light
where Zella was waiting.

“‘'There are several different passages
branching off from here,” she told them
excitedly. “Let's get our h(,nrlnga, and
judge whereabouts the main castle lies.
I say it's the middle passage that leads
there!

“It might be thiz one on the left,”
Josie sugmested. “ How about ~.phtrmg
up m pairs, cach pair going a different
way 7

“We don’t wunt to lose cach other,”
Zella said.

“Put we can keep in touch by shout-
mg every now and again,” Josie pointed

oul

"! think wo'd better go on as we
are, .in single file, and see where the
middle passage leads to,” Pat said; and
her advice was agreed on by the others,

It was harder going now. The tunnel
wound and carved, with no beaecon of
daylight to guide them. Its floor was
uneven, sometimes uphill, semetimes
sieeply v.kclu.ing;. Fresh  archways,
bpening into other passages, appeared
from time to time, and only the occa-
sional flash of Josie's torch kept the
party together.

“111‘:'(‘!!‘" Pat
“What's that sound?

Everyone stood still! Not a breath
was heard—not a  breath—but the
silence, if anything, was even more

cleepy.

“Ugh! You did give me a start!”
shuddered Josie.

“1 thuught I heard footsteps follow.

r-m-d suddenly.

ing us,” Pat said, with a nervous laugh,

“No fear!” came Zella's reassuring
answér. “It was just the echo of our
own feet.”

“ But—but afterwards, I mean.”

“The echo comes a second or two
later because of the bends in the
tunnel,” Zella said. *Pat, you're
windy! Let's carry on!

furw’ud with™ Pat

Bhe led the way
Josie, and Duleie

I llowing her, then
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Jast of all. The ground was stecp and
treacherous now. Une bad to feel with
the toe before every step, in order to
assure o firm foothold.  Zella scemed
to be gifted with the faculty for secing
in the dark, and she was constan
foreed to pause while the others caugl
up o her.

“You're making me wasle this bat
tery, the pace you're going!” scolded
Josie good-hwmouredly. *“*We haven’t
all got eyes like cats, that can see in
the dark!

And now those weird echoes, which
Pat had first noticed, became plain m

everyone. It sounded for all the world
as though other steps were following
them through these eerie tunnels of a

bygone world. Winding this wiy and
that, climbing hers and  descending
there, always those mocking echoes fol-
lowed them at every step.
“Hurrah!”
A distant shout
Lunt]y echoed once,
“The dunge They're here!
And |mmedm|e\y afterwards  the
words were repeated in ghostly, mock
ing tones.
Hollow
her.

came from Zella,
twice—then:

footsteps  came  clambering
She was standing awaiting
Pat and Josie at last drew to
Surely enough, the tunnel
had dea.vn]y widened into & vast
square chamber, dim and eerie, but
with a faint greyness of ht where all
before had been pitch dark,
Josic!” 7-"|‘I
castle itself

Let's

““Switch on vour torch,
exclaimed.

“We're in
under tlw rui

" Oh, (_.uardle

Dulcie’s veice almost choked.
And now L\cr"ihmgfcv;‘!ylhlngs spailt.
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“Bother!” sighed Josie. *“The bat-

tery's given out

It was a .,hght setback, but ounly
slight.

“Never mind,” Zella said. “It's
more exciting without a light it
bring the ghosts out, if any T'm

rather disappointed that nnnm
uncenny’s happened yet. t's be g\l
ting on, and—"

She broke off, with a sudden start, A
sharp question left her lips, echoed in
the same breath by Juue and Pat.

“Where's Dulcie

And in ghostly, mecking repetition
K

‘those dark walls thrr»w bac

** Where's Dulcie?

“I-I thought 1 heard her following
me all the time!” gasped Josie.

She groped her way back to the
maouth of the tunnel, the others follow-
ing, and shouted aloud:

Dulcie! Dulcie! Where are you?”

No answer sive that sinister echo
repeating the cry! She shouted again
and again, the others ]ummg her, and
still no response was hear
The trio stood aghast.

“I think she must be playing a joke
on us,” Pat muttered. “Yet those—
ose sounds I heard——

They were only mhccn'" Josic in-
sisted. ‘s a joke, of course, but a
silly one. posing she got lost?”

1 don’t believe she's joking at alll”
Zella said seriou

“But—h
gasped Pat.  ‘‘She’s boun
lieard when we shouted !’

“You surel n’t think
something real meanny’'s
breathed Josie. I say, yo
tales about this castle are
and 5

“1 vote we go back in search of her,”
put in Zella abruptly. It may be just
-pulling. I hope it is. But I don't
why she should still keep up the

ut what else could it mean?”
to

have

jolly queer,

* J—1 was so happy!

Oh, why—why can’t | have a

oliday like other girls?
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joke, unless—unless she's
vur company ™

fedup with

Her Happiness Shattered.
HERE was Duleie? What had
‘NI huppmmd to  her?  What
mystery lay behind her dis
pearance, 50 sudden and unex-
pected as it had been?

Groping her way through those wind-
ing, piteh-dark tunnels, she was eagerly
siriving to catch up with the mhu s
in flunt of her. Al first it had b
Occasional flashes from Jos!
.mgh had signalled the way. Then,
the bends and turnings became more
frequent, she no longer saw the signals
and had to rely upon the sounds of their
footsteps But steadily,
were guining ahea

The echocs, too, were cnnfum‘ng
Sometimes they seemed to be behind
her, or beside her, but she took that
1o be either o trick of accoustics or the
ccho of her awn steps.

Noue the less, she was misled. T
ing through one of the archways, she
seemed to be following the sounds of
her friend’s footsteps, until, suddenly
she found herself at the end of a blind
tunnet !

They could not have gone this way

Laughing a Little ruefully, she g:opw{

rn

her way back again, If she dida’t
cateh up with the others in a minute
or two, she'd just have to shout and
make them wait for her. DBus not
without an effort to find them un-
assisted.  That was part of the adven-
ture.

hen—just
d she
Half-a-

Light

She stumbled on and on.
as-the guest seeimed hopele
was about to shout a !AI.U].,}H'U:
mo, you people!” gleam

i

of
flashcd at the end of the pext tunnel

Josic’s toreh!

And at the same time she heard foot-
steps, saw the light flash again as its |
bearer approached, and guessed that the
others had turnsd back to find her.

She hurried forward as fast as the
!Iwknrn would permit.

‘m here! It's all ru.ne‘ she said

langhingly, as that bght suddenly

flashed close to her face
It wasn't Josie’s vo that answered
her, It was the voice of an elderly
wornan, h and foreign, speaking in
blok\.t\ Tinglish *
“You ze last
vour friends, eh?”
Duleic gave a start,
shock to meet with a
|rrnu:nduu;

s,” she said breathlessly, <1 was
last. I've lost touch with the othe
But I'll find them, thank yon, and-—

“Me show you! Me gaide
woman put in. “Follow me zis way

Instinctively Dulcie hesitated. T_lw
woman mighi be a guide, as she said.
But there was nothing to prove it, and
med rather risky to place herself
in the hands of a Lmnpicte stranger
under the circumstances.

mam’seile? You lose
It was a_distinct
stranger in those

lh.-

“You follow!” the woman repeated
a little irritably, as if noting her hesi-
mmnu “Me  guide! uite  safe!

‘-:ho flashed the torch upon her own

sharp, wizened little face that
thought  incredibly ugly. It
her draw back with a start

almost of repulsion. Then the rays of
the lamp fell upon a small metal shield

the woman was wearing upon her
blouse,

“Guide official.  Chateau  Senl,” it
was i ibed

Perhaps the old woman heard the
gasp of relief that Dulete gave, for she
chuckled.

“You loat, mam'selle. I fake vou to
friends. Voila ("

steadily they |
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And, with the torch still illuminated,
she abruptly turned about and led
Duleie  through the aged, winding
tunnel
Suddenly—so suddenly that Dulcie’s
eyes  wer momentaril dazed-—the
woman iouched a panel in the wall

end reve the full bluze of duylight.

“Voila!” she said.
And, with a gentle movement, she
pushed Dulcie through the aperture.

The panel swung back with a click.
Duleie's hand had automatically gone

to her eves, to shade the strong sun
that was dazzling and righ blinding her
after the darkness of th tunnel.
Vaguely she knew that she was stand
ing on mother carth  once more.
Were the others here? Why had they
made their exit so soon? Was there

nothing to explore, or
Her thoughis were
hand suddenly touched
“Ah! Here you are,
man’s voice in tones of

cked as a firm
her shoulder.
Duleie!” said a
abject relief.

Are YOU interested
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“In Crinoline and
Ringlets’

BY ALICE STAFFORD

the old
breathed

“Thank goodness
no mistake!”

woimnnn
another

. with a gasp of surprise, Dulcie
lowered her hand from her eyes and
looked up into the features of Mr. and
AMrs. Denszley.

“We saw
attract \m!r
said_hurried!
Bt Bk i Fen wEAE LR guide to
fetech me?”  Dul gasped. Why 7
no idea you were coming here
the other girls—they were with
out here as well 7"

We tried ta
her guardian

you enter,
attention,”

Aren't they
Her guardian gave a curious, evas

inugh. He took her by the arm, Mrs.
Densley took the other, then, with
strange haste, they led her away to the

mouniain path,
“Never mind the other girls just now,
Uncle  Den

my dear, was  saying
hurriedly,
“But, don't you sce. they

wonder——" Dulcie began.
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“It doesn’t matter if they do!”
an 1ally  curt  interruption:
Densley.
ue tnuc brought a gquecer scnse of

55 to Duleie, She looked up
4 mtn the faces of her guardians.
Beth were grave and unsmiling. Wh,
What v the matter?
offended  them  in some
way ?

And then, a dozen yards aw
the path broadened, she sav
waiting, The. driver threw open the

came
from

ad  she
inexplicable

at_sight of them. In another
it Duleie was seated in the car
Eetween Mr. and Mrs. Densloy, and it

was off and away at high speed.

“ Unele—aunt, what does it mean?”
she I st out. "Wy did you fetch
s

Her élhlr‘dldns lips came together
\\!th a snap.

It means that you will spend your
time with us in future, Dulcie,” he said
deliberately. “We hmc-:po}.eu to the
woman in charge of these girls. We
have learnt strange new Grave news
that caused us to feich you away
instantly Qur minds are made up.
We consider that anLs Drayton is not
fit sod for you——"

“Fhat none of them are fit socict

Mrs. Densley corrected sharp
she seemed to flash an angry, warning
ince at her husband,
“ Precisely I” he said hastily. “ They
are guite unsuitable companions for
You, all of them, and you must hiave

to do with them. I will utter
But in future
You
"

no mor
o word against them.
you will be solely in our care.
understand, Duleie? ¥ mean this!
o erc must be no nonsense
came sternly from Mrs,

s face had whitened with utter
t was as though her holiday
had been suddenly snatched from her in
the height of its enjoyment. Those
three splendid friends were forbidden
She was ordered to have nothing
to do “with them! Ordered to
her time solely in the company
thes guardians—twoe  grown-up
people whe shared none of her tastes,
who had nothing in common with her,
and whom she had never really learned
to know!
“ But—but Uncle Densley!”  Frantie-
she appealed to her guardian.
o topping girls!  They're wy

nds only girl friends here !
You wouldn’'t—oh, you wouldn’t pavt
me from them—spoil my holiday-—"
‘I say nothing against them!” he
rapped out. “I say that you shall
have nothing more to do with them!

And T mean it!”
His tone was ruthless in ils finali
Duleie took one frenzied look at him,
and then all the blue sl
shine, and the joy of the Riviera meant

nothing to her!  Only a mockery of
what mwlnt haye been!

Bhe  caught impassionedly at his
hands.,

“Oh, guardian, wh is

Her voice choked
And  now
spoilt!  Oh, a
holiday like other girls?”

happy !
( nrhm"’ L
n't 1 have a

(Smail wonder that Bulcic is filled with
Ju-mw; on Learing her “uncle’s " strange

ccision.  Without the jolly companion-
\!up of Zella & Co. her holiday will be
shorn of all its zest. And what can she
'povihr’u say when newt she meets her
new Iunmt friends?  The wnexi instal-
ment of 1his grand holiday story is cven

better than the first, so dow't fail to read
it. You shouwld place a standing order
for The SCHOOLGIRL with your news-

agent naw !}
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Meet Barbara Redfern & Co. of Cliff House School.
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her mouth I

Off to Cliff House!

RANNIE wasn't very old, but, |
anyway, 1t \\u»nldn't Ve nw-l
tered at all low old sho w i

she was such

be brave! Write to
Wreite to me to-

and

&ml L]uh Jerome loved he ‘ \\n\mmt fail.
*1 shall miss you so much, graur ! Oh, grennie!
doar,” Cicely said, as s pathietic leanin
the window of the train that was to aut of the window as she d
take her away from home to CLff good-bye! Oh dear
House School.”  “1 shall mi y- | i and the guard’
thing, added, a little w il hat the vin had bm n
and then pulled her new school 03 long as possible. To Cicely, |
down o little, just to prevent grannie the train moved off, the station be-
secing the glisten of tears in her eyes. yme a confused blur. She waved her |
“0f course, yon will, Cicely, my of mechanically, and saw her
dearest. But don'’t worry. You'll h She saw the
chool.  T've heard Clift Touse is s | 1 its bright-coloured maga-of al

, and nice girls

there. You'll make friends, -]
and then, perhaps, you won't Cicely Jerome was certain she would love

think so much about Pola.” . at Cixff House.

a mice plac

The fine old school fascinated

| trying to forget grannie
d the old house ¥

rden where she
but which she would never
to be a new life. No more

school for the first time,
ilave to make the best

s &
ould

st never kuow I've been

think I'm_ a ba
o be ce. And T'm going
to win the schot p this term, so that

i
wnie won't have to go on paying my

firmly, and sh
times ta get rid
en, after inspecting
s1f in the mirror, took up
magazine looked
through it.
Keeping her mind off homs

being

Grannie smiled as her, and Babs & Co. were such jolly girls. And s nel so easy, b
that, so the sting went out of aged it, and bus
b words. Cioely managed  then Cicely met Mabel Lynn and, suddenly, all when the magazine fa
a smile, too, it was her dreams were shattered ! bold her attention, with check-
hard fo- smile when she ing over the eguipment she
thought of Pola, her por had taken for sehool.
wlich she was leaving behind—alas — j zine and periodicals, blurred into a con- Time seemed to fly as she planned her
for ever. There was not even the con- | fused mist made by her tears future life at the school and built
soling thought that she would sce dear DBye-bye, grannie and Pola and|cestles in the air. She would win the
Pola in the holidays, for grannie’s for- | Gyp 7 X olarship, and she would make a
tune was lost, and the dear old hom Then back into her | name for herself at tennis, and perhaps

corner seat and sighe She was alone
in the compartment, and grannie,
always nervous, had tipped
lock her in.  All right then
n, and until
ve a good cry.

where they hm] ived so lmp[n]y together
ginee the death of Cicely's parents in Ler
iuh)hnutl had been sold up,

t's as bad for you as for me—worse,
perhaps, grannie,” Cicely said, c‘l’-tulg
a look at the guard who was smiling at

her and making discreet motions with sared hor shoulders, however

the flag. “Ii'll “bo so horrid living ina be brave—-I must! And it's

flat after our lovely house, won't it?" going to be so nice at school, with
Granunie had seen the guard’s warn- | tenws and Imrl.r'} and plenty of friends.

ing, too, so she nodded her h U'm silly to

and then took C s hand in her: So she (l.ml.wd. her s and bravely

Grannie's eyes w very sad, forced back tears, looking fixedly at the

he would be one of the
¢ Form. Oh, it would

at hockey, and
best students in
be splendid fi

t Lanefield, she had been told, more
C Tonsze girls would join the train,
while at C ourtfield Junction mc station
would be simply packed with them. A
fine chance ta see how they all locked,
and how they were dressed.

Lanefieid seemed ages in coming;
there were so many small stations be
but, at last, leaning out of the
windaw she saw the glass roof of the
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station gleaming in the sunlight in the
distance. Nearcr it came, and then
what a thrill, when she saw bobbu-g

bout on the platform hats like her
own, CLff House girls!

The train steamed in, and she saw
the girls stooping to pick up hand-
Lags, suw them gathering odds and
ends under their arms.

Now they were running for the train,
and she wanted to call out to them that
here was " compartment ; instead,
being rather shy, she sat down and
concenled her face behind a paper.

l{mli; there was no need to call out,
for thive girls came running for her
compartment and snatched at the door.

*Empty one here, Mareia !”

“One kid in i, Gwen! Bui the door’s
ch [

The two girls struggled with the door,
while the third, a taller girl, hung
back. Cicely, for the momont, had for
-rotm; aboul. the door being Iocked, and
nvnden,d why they were alh!ggilng 50.

“Bother the thing! I say, you in-
side I snapped the girl, who had been
cailed Ma cia; and her face was dark
with anger. “Can’'t you make some
LHOlt to help us¥”

“Oh, she's a new kid, Marcia!” said
the other girl, Gwen.  “ You know

re mostly h.le witted.”

Cicely w ink.

“The door's io(.kod ¥ she cxplained.
“My grannie—-"

Marcia Loftus paused with her strug-
g and laughed,
“ Your whatter

gl

sho asked.

“My grannie — my  grandmoth:
thought I would be safer if I were

locked in,

Cigely saw nothing particalarl
ing in that; but the other gi
Marcia looked at Gwen Cook and L‘LI
gled. Gwen looked at Marcia and snig-
gered, while the third tall girl beamed
maanJ

h‘ my  goodn
Locked in for safety !

‘But where's her
giggled Gwen mi
15 1t veally coming to I House¥"

Marcia surveyed Cicely with a mal
volent air. Marcia’s face was lean,
her eyes set close togeth most un-
prepossessing  girl, with obviously
bad_temper.
of ChIf House, then all Cicely’s cas
the air would come Lrani.mg lo Llw

—her
Ha, ha,
collar and

ievously,  ©

g!dmue !

]

an
If she were represer \t.nju

sround. - But surely that was impossible !
Well, 1ean to get in ther
Marcia an't have a new

o whole com{hnt
Ruther not

ch’ the

tfmu

Agnes, ge and toll the guard this wants |
opening.

But the guard, hLav noticed the
confusion, came hurrying ong and

found his key. He
and took time.

“No need to burry, miss; we don't
o for a minute. 1 can let you school-
girls in he This here iz a new

wung lady, so hc nice as she's
shy. That's right; in y -

He pulied open the “door, and Ciwen
Cook gave him sixpence. Then Marcia
-rsnpml into the carriage and trod on

was 2 genial man

Uiceley’s foot.
“Oh! Ceoily g1sprd in pain.
Cook followed, and Gwen did

precizely the same thing: so did Agues.
the third girk. And all three giggled
merrily, as though it were a great

joke,

Tears of pain sprang o Cicely
for the three girls had used al
weight: but she bit her
1o look out of the window.

“Behave yourself properly, Guwen,”
“we're in good company
This gir!

Ca eyes,

said Marcia; ¢
he 10w !
special train [

their
and turned |

| not

is used to a | CHff House?
1 for a pauper?

m 0
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Cicely was not to be drawn, and
looked out of the window. she
had known Marcia Loftus better she

would have expected no better conducy
from her; but, in the circumstances, she
Jjudged the school by ithe only members
of 1t with whom she had come into
contact, and her heart fell. It was only
the Lhought that she would have nice
friends that had numnbed lm- pain_of
parting.  But if the other girls at ClLiff
House were to be like this——

Her thoughts were suddenly inter-
rupted by a prod in the ribs, and she
turned, to find that the prod came from
a tick wielded by Marei

So Marcia was a_hockey player, she

soned, and probably oune of the

set

“11:‘!-

said MurL.L “Are you a

but I mean to be this
32 d Cicely unguardedly.
“ What "

“0Oh, my goodness—she means to be
mocked (.wcn “Did you eve Can't
your grannic afford the fees, or what?”

Cicely faced them, her face white
with anger.

It isp't grannie's fault she has lost
all her money, It was some horrid man
who invested it badl¥ for her. And 1
don’t sce anything to be ashamed of in
trying to help ker by winning u scholar-
ship!”

Mareia Loftus
e citement. 8

fairly twittered with
he was the biggest gossip

CHIE House; but her friend, {,\n.n
Cook, ran her a el As a rule,
i a gool deal ard work on |
‘s part to rout out the trath
about ivls’ private affairs—especia iy |
ch aftairs as they wished to keep to]
] But  here was someone

wally giving uilorm:lnon away! |

&
“ My gondness, is that so?

e asked.
“Your grandmother has lost all her
money Tell me all about it. |
Cice shook her head. It was no!
affair of Mareia’s, for one thing, and,|
for another, the topic was too pmnfuJ
to be discussed. Yhen her grand-|
mother had broken the news to her she |
had wept. Tiverything had scemed

and  heér  grandmoth i\ar,l|
trusted Me. Lynn so absolutely that ruin |
had seemed Insl ossible, and therefore so
e when it hac
dou’t believe sniffed CGiwen |

‘That’s what_all paupers say—
ich. I suppose y
of

a pony your|
had——"

a ha!"  pealed Gwen.
Bn“w Bummx And your

You‘rr» thi z of my

Your aunt an earl?” cried

Gwen, her eyes dancing, and  she
slapped Marcia on the knee exul I
“She's better than Bessie. Be
said her aunt was an earl,”

* My goodness, no! Ha, |

Cicely elenc d ber hands lmrd

“1 didn't say that at
mp'mu- that my aunt 1

Lalworth. 1 don't

mm;: funny in that.”
But Gwen and Mareia
and hugged each other in eestas
was nothing they liled he
i and especially «
med to them o prov
t, and Marcia sniggered and whis.
pered something to Gwen. who gigaled,
Guwen nodded her head and laughed ;
but Cicely, her ears burning like fire,
turned to Iook out of window, but saw
ing but mist
Was “this

w

she was to endure at
he to be snecred at
ad enough to
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haye lost money without suffering this?
And a scholarship, too! She had thought
it rather splendid to work for a scholar-
ship, and =0 save her grandmother un-
necessary expense.  But scholarships, she
had to learn, were something disgrace-
ful—at least in the eyes of Marcia, Gwen
& Co.

How glad Cicely was when the train
began to wend its way through the
tangle of rails that preseged Courtiield
Junction! Here she would have to
change trains, and, at least, she would

s able to rid herself of these girls!

“Have to run for the ﬂthl‘ train,”

said Giwen, as they got out, “over the
bridge.”

“Rather — like anything!” Marcia
agreed.

Cicely, putting b hat straight and
arranging her dre grasped her one

‘bag and the papers, and followed them
on to the platform. Her larger luggage
had been booked skraight through, so
she would not have to bother about

it.

Courtfield Junction simply staggered
her. It was a large, noisy station, with
boys in uniform calling out chocolates
and papers, and busy porters trundling
trollies hither and thither. But what
held her attention most was the number
of girls in Clif House hats.
here were laughing girls, smiling
girls, serious girls, pm~ry gn-!: girls not
so pretty, and one very lat girl, and one
who was extremely smart and striking
and wore a mono
Cicely had not time to examine them
I carefully, bus she did notice that
they gave her scarcely a glanee, although
all over the place there was warm hand- ;
clasping and pa(rmg on the back, and
faint cheering and ringing, merry
laughter. i

Surely they were not all like Marcia?
But were they perhaps snobs, who looked
down on sch nl..;qinp girls?
Al change! All t-lmnge
Cicely stood helplessly on the plas
and then she saw girls picking up
their things ;md ma I\in% for the bridge,
sa she joined in, and, being nearer
the bridge. was over i ﬁrsr

Al the top was Marcia tying her shee-
lace, and Cicely loitered a bit. Th
she followed Marcia down fo the plat-
{ form below where two trains waited.

“Quick !” called Gwen.

Marcia and Agnes followed her, and
both of Lhem bundled into a compart-
ment. Cicely, however, had no wish to
be with them, and she went into the
next one, put her bag on the rack, and
settled in the farthest corner with a
paper before her face.
ow for Clf House.
riardale, which was
the school, and then her
sealed.

But alas,

I

A slow train to
the station for
fate would be

her fate was to be sealed
Lefore that! Marecia, Gwen, and Agnes
had  sneaked out of the train and
climbed into the one at the other plat-
there they piggled  un-
v for several minutes. For
the truth was that Cieely Jerome was in
the wrong train. Her train was not a
slow one to Friardale at all, but an
express to Liningham, a journcy of
eighty miles!

And l‘rmrn
before her face

she sat, with
to conceal

a _paper
herself-—and

==o concealing from herself the fact that
the CIiff Hou
the other

about to st

= were getting into
and that her own was

o

tulting herself that

ot T of the unwelcome

sence of Marcin & Co. What a relief

1t would be to complete the journey in
solitude, for cven her thoughts were

zanter than the jeers of those other
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The Right Sort!

“ T.L clear?”
A porter stood outside
Cicely’s compartment as the

: guard asked that question, and
he nodded his head. They were off in
a moment now ! She simply had to take
a finel peep, und was gratified to know
that she would be alone on this journey.
Her chief fear had been that. there
-would be a erowd

But her heart missed a beat as a ClLiff
House girl came running towards the
train. She was such a pretty girl, with
such merry blue eyes and pretty olive
complexion, that Cicely had to look at
her despite herself.  And behind that
girl came running another-+the girl who
was so smartly dressed, and who wore a
monocle. )

“Whoa !" called the front girl, waving
her arms, * You can’t go yer!”

“Train’s.going, miss,” said the porter.
“ Stand back!”

But the girl dodged nimbly under his
outstreiched arm and whipped open the
door of Cicely’s compartment, tumbling
in, while the girl with the monocle
waved her hands to the guard to tell
him to hold up the train. ’

Cicely, ol course, was amazed at their
coolness. ‘hat & cheek, stopping the
train like that; and yei they
looked checky imps, both of
them! But they looked so
jolly that she liked them at
once.

It was the sheck of her
life, therefore, when the
girl  with the merry eyes
eaught hold of her ar.

*Quick. duffer!” she ex
claimed. “*Out you come!
And called over her
choulder: “Jimmy, get her
bag 17

The girl with the monocle
entered  the compartment
and snatched up Cicely's
bag and papers.

“Wrong train,” she ex
plained, witn a friendly
smile, “if you want CHLff
House. Nippy's the word.
too. Train always starts at
the whistle, you know. Very
smart line this.”

She went out of the com-
partment with the bag, w hilo
the guard came along to
expostulate, and Cicely. won-
dering much, suffered herself
to be taken out on to the
platform, which now was
erowded  with Cliff House
girls,

“There she is,” she heard
Mareia eall. “ Barbara Red-
fern, you mean thing, why
didn’t you let her goon?”

“Trust Babs to spoil a
good jape,” snapped Gwen.

They were side by si nd
glowering angrily
looked at Dabs beside
and saw that that girl's
wore an unwonted frown.

“1 don’t call it a jape
sending & new kid miles into
the country,’’ said Babs cut-

“If this is how ¥

tingly. i
mean  to  start the ter
Marcia, it's a pity you o3
back.”

“Awiul

ity agrrocd tha
girl with
od.

D

the monocle, and

“ But never niind

ps yow’ll be found out
5

m, what?

Marcia and Gwen turned
thei sicks and  Babs
laughed. looki it Cicely.

“Dan't take any natice of
them,” she said. “Just one
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of their spiteful tr
hie wrong train, Yo

putting you in
re u new girl, of

t
course,
. “Yes, I'm Cis
into the Fourth

“What, our Form?” asked Babs.
“Iow splendid? Welt, come along
into our compartment. There'll be
room if Bessie basn't had anotber piece
of chocolate. h cssie, »

And she pointed to the fat
large, round glasses.

“You're looking at the pillar-box,”
said the girl with the monocle. “Our
one and only Bessie is in blue, but the
, what 77
s mind was in a whirl. There
was such a difference between Babs and

Jly Jerome. I'm goiog

ro—!
zirl with

this girl and the others she had met
that she was astounded.
With Babs taking her arm, she was

led through a crowd of girls, some of
whom smiled at her, until they eame ‘o
a compartment where a girl with an
Eton-crop and a broad grin steod beat-
ing off all comers with a rolled-up news.
paper, It was hardly elegant conduet;

but then Clara Vrevlyn the temboy of
the

Fourth Form, never was very
aut, as the girl who sat behind her
he compariment was explaining.

29

"\Vhoa:”]nni}o‘c’l Barbara. “Friends

—ease up, %

“Right exclaimed Clara. “I've
booked this giddy compariment and I'm
not having any intruders in it
Where's Bessie? Tell her to come and
sit inside,

then there won't ba room
for anyone clse. Bessie!” she called
Clara stood aside, and Cicely went
into the compartment and sat down
beside the other girls there, who smiled
at her pleasantly. Babs and the girl
with the monocle followed. Then they
all called to Bessie Bunter, the fat girl.

But Bessie was standing by a siot
machine inserting pennies at a rapid
pace.

“Qh, the duoffer!” was Clara’s
broczy . “Shell bo ili.
She's had two packets of chocolate:
some raisins. I she'll
That's her last shilling, and

changed it into pennies,”

Cicely took a peep out of the window
on to_the noisy platform then, and saw
fat Bessie putting pennies into the
machine and taking out small packa:
as quickly as she could, while a teasing
crowd was gathered about her,

“New machine!” ecalled one
“ New machine, pleasc

girl.

“T'm sure | chall enjoy
being here,” muttered Cicely.
as she gazed at the picturesque
buildings of Cliff House Schoal.
But all the while she was
wondering what the girls would
say when they knew that if she
were to remain at the school
long she would have to try to
win a scholarship.
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Babs, whose full name was Barbara
i Rodfern, and who proved to be the
‘ourth Form captain, asked Cicely if
she had ever played tenni:
“On a court at, home ;

30

“More pennies, then
pay excess in the train,
arry a hundredweight.”
rmlh. sou

“1

blinked
e got jolly thin in the hols.

gnris £

but not very

Lnnk at mo“' much, you know.”

They looked, =nd therc was mare “Oh, well, you'll soon get )iuu:lsce'
laughter, for-if Bessie had got thinner | Hockey #” asked Barbar “We're
rhe must have been extraordinarily fat | always looking for new talent. Never
to begin with, and Cicely could not heip | quite got over losing Mabs, really
smiling. But now the guard waved | friend ours who left,” she explained.
excitedly, porters called, and they were | "1 haven't really played hockey. You
scurrying for the compartments. Fat | see, tlus is my first school,” l"(p.,\.nm.l
Bessie, bearing her packages, arrived | €
breathless, and was hauled in un-| \\ hat 1 .
cnsmonmusly by Clara, who even used They were ioterested in her al once,
the fat girl's plait to help her. | and Clara Trevlyn, for once, was

“All in?" asked Barbara ghtly incredulous

“Yes,” nodded Clara, looking i “Never been to school before?” she
“And one extra. Who are yo asked. *“My hat! How strange you
asked Cicely. | must feel ! Wot any sort of school ?
Oh, a new girl—Ci Jerome,” | “No,” blushed Cicel "l Vi hul
Babs explained. “Marcia put her | gov You see,
the express that’s just gone out—for a | mean, my grandmother, Inouv-:[n\c np
Joke.” My people died when 1 was quite 2
“Jdust like Marcia," shrugged Clara; | bab
and then added: *But you must have

“1 suppose you made too much trouble

been a bit of a chump 10 ye, you know.” | for the governes: said Barbara Red-

Then the girl sitting next to Cicely | fern, with a roguish smile. *Is that it?
interposed. Her voice was gentle, and | 1 had one when I wae little, and led her
sho seemed to have influence over Clara. |2 g ightful dance.”

Clara ” she protested, “she's a “I did lead her rather a d but
! How ecan-she know which | she was a dear,” conf |

in is which?” hate Y. ] bomﬂ' as

¢ing her—only t}

Weli, she oughtn't to isve a gir ey arc——
with a face like Marcia's. That's asking “They packed vou off to school,™
for_trouble. Never mind; here she is, | nodded Cla “Good thirg. Make

1 here is Bessic.”
Ther. Clara lool

2 ¥ said

ed at Dessie’s bundle
Dal

and  shrieked with laught, 1 pn.uhmg her
looked and laughed, too; so did the g monoele.  “Great sinff! Well
b the monoele whom they called | coutdn't come to a betier school

immy, and the girl beside Cicel Chiff Tlouse, w
What the joke was Cicely did not see ‘ Rather not
at first; and then she suddenly realise “Best schoo! in the country.”
wat the small packet did not contain | “We've all tzmmu f speci .\' things,”
chocolates but—matches ! ra. “Tapping studies—
My goodness! Going to eat them ¢ pinsing-felde; There ats stme
all 7" d Dabs gail red-hot hard eourts now. And there's a
“Y-yes, rather!” 1 DBes: “1|gym, a sn:mmmg bath; everything you

H euu\d desire
en mistresses,”

shal! 11 1ve {o, as you girls don't I:La this
sort DE mnm!.xtp

supplemented Mar-

“I'll give you a shilling if vou euat | jorie Hazeldene, with a smile; “and

the ]ot bvforr Friardale,” said Clara. lessons.”
“And L” added Jimmy. “I'll give “Ugh, don't, Marjovie!” implored
[.[’\H:l “We try to kuup that side dark

5ou & bol'if you eat oue packet.”
“Ha, ha, ha
eally, nnllun" to laugh at! Are
o3 us, Clara?
“Tlow can 1 be, duffer. Lt the though
of vour eating that lot?

lvcmlh the Bull.”
Oh, have vou a bull?”
t fun!”

They laughed then, and explained that
| the “ Bull " was the nickmu e they gave

asked Cies

“I m-mean, about the shilling 7" 1to M Bullivant; and thev explained
‘ Yeo, rather I [ Hn' the Bull was rather a tartar. They
’”Hson liere goes.” explained her so prec with suel

te Bunter opened the first box, | a wealth of colour that C v could sce

into the focus of her tl her in imagination, =& in, gaunt
wrlasses, and bhn\.pu da dly woman given to wearing blouses of
“Oh dear! T s v're matches ! | dreadful and fearful patter woman

Tr
“This with u shurp tongue, more scvere than

just, and seeming to tauke a delight in

iled duldn]n is a box of

Lopr shr:ug]n faces. p:mishin rirls.
“Of eourse “What | “Oh dear, she sound  very
did vou thi ? Hurry nt ractive t]OF- d.

up-—not much time before T

Box after box ¢ opened, and at | su p[‘l se she’s as much Mu' (h
the expression on her face there v esses as Marcin is
more hilarit It really was a seream They accepted th
and  Cie joined merrily  in  the | smiles. It was niec
Linghter, Bessie minded the loss of the | new gi
more than the teas “0Oh, Janey, our very own
was Freda's fault— she's swoat1” said Bar-
said Dessie wrathfully love her. and the head
T wait until we get to Cliff Hou l’nlmmw ddn’t be
She jollv well put a penny in that sldn't n if
and protended they were choes!” o \\.1“7:'1]' offer
“Dear old T id Bahs, the Dull
looked at icely. ) is I There's CLF House
Bunter. our prize exhibit. one of suddenly. who had been loc
est-hearted kids at Cliff House, out of the window.
she's never had a square meal in hnv he suns!
life. 1o keeps on ho _— along t train for
“And keeps on  eati d there were many h
Trevlyn. Still, she'll do to “roll 4 pearing out of ﬂul windows,

Lallowed a special puqhm as

the hard courts with, thai’s one
new girl, and she feasted her e)

Talk then veered round to tenn:
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fine building that could be scen in the
distance through the trees. It was an
old Tudor manor house, and spoke of
Merrie England in the days of Shake-

speare, soft lawns, mature trees, and a
quiet simplicity that was onhrely pleas-
iug. Tt was a kappy-looking school and

icely, looking at it, was happy, too.
“1 shall love it—I know I shall—and
T shall be so happy if only—" she mur-
mured, sitting back on to her seat.

“If only what?” smiled Barbara, put.
ting her hand on Cicely’s shoulder; and
-mur-hnw that action scemed to hm

Cicely fins d
affected it must sound. 'S'ct that was
what was in her heart. )
Well, that's easy enough,’” said
DBarbara., “If that's all that's worrying
you, smile!”
Aud  Cicely smiled; but she was

for Barbara did not yet

worried really,
They were all of them

know the truth.

nice to her, all of them friendly and
utterly different from Marcia & Co., but
they did not know the truth—that she

was poor, and that she meant to be a
scholarship girl. Nor dared she tell
them alter her experience with Mar
i haotarship girl!  Tither she wonld
be that, or she must leave at the end
of o ferm unless fortune smiled upon her
grandmother.  And would Barbara be
frien with holarship gi might
it not be infra dig? Were scholarship
girls at CLUT House treated as paupers—
as things apart?

The train siowed up,. there was a
bustle to get luggage down from the
rack, and Cicely was near to Barbara.
She fought to tell what she judged to
be her g-m\u secret but she dared not.

“Tumble ont—""

“Run for a cab, Clara!”

“Porter . Porter!”

Onece again Cieely was in_the mob of
excited girls, but this time Barbara was
heside her, and Bagbara was showing
her the ropes, just as though they were
the closest of pals. How Cicely dreaded
the moment when that hand might drop,
when I}i’\\: bara might turn her back upon

her. nd then she saw Mareia and
Guwen ering at her, and overheard
thmr whispers.

“TI'll pay her out—crawling up to

Bab

“But Babs doesn't know she wants to
be a scholarship girl, Mareia.”

Marcia laughed unpleasantly.

“Tll make her wish she were hack
\\Mh her grannie—and before to-night,
too,”

Ilnt was all Cicely heard, but it was
enough to send her heart down into her
shoes, and bring a  heavy, black
shadow across the sunniness that had
come into her life.

The Shadow of Unhappiness!
Ol'l‘sﬂ)l’-ﬁ the station at Friardale

only three cabs, but there were
cvowds of girle, There was a

there was confusion. There were
huge charabane that had been awaiting

theny, and in that they were supposed to
It But that fﬂg.t only made the
gi moro eager to ride in a ecab.

Clara Trevlyn, who had rushed out
the station first, had reserved one
for the Co. and as usual she managed
to ward off all those who wanted it—
and there were many.

Cicely, with Barbara holding ber arm,
pushed  her way ont of the crowd,
siling broadly. forgetting Marcia and
Gwen and th unpleasantness in this
new excitement.

“Look, there's
eab,” said Barbara,

of

a monitfess wanting a
and  pointed  to
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Stella Sione. the school captain, who
was in the statior booking hall with
her lugmage, being surremnded by givls
amt asked what sort of holiday <he hud
spent. and where she had been

“ But we're taking it,” nodded Uicely
“Good. What a dear old horse.”

“That’s Nobby,” said  Barbara.
“He be a hundred and something
mnext wosk.  He was in the charge of
the Light Brigade and the Batile of
Waterloo, and thev say that his mother
was Black Pess who ook Dick Tur
to York.”

They all managed 1o crowd in, and
Clara. making a sort of trumpet out of
odup paper, pretended that it was
sach and four. It made enough
naise for ten as it went down the station
yard into the lane.

No one minded the crush inside,. hot
and stuffy though it w and they were
all anxious and eager for the first close
view of the old school There was
argument  about  studies, too, and
whether they had been done up, and
to have which.
incessautly all the way ¢

ul Cicely knew few of the |
people they dizenssed she soon managed |
to pick up hints,

CLEf Hounse at last. The ilong. low
wall came into sight, and first the
Iy low portion at the end of the
admistress’s garden, where girls who |
rrredd going  to dances, or  the |
house at the ,' tures, elimbed
info  the r Then the |

ov \
fron ende ] e "

il ‘*,w‘”,l‘,,f,':,‘.".{.L“L‘Léﬂa the mPSSInG | Barbara Rediern held up the photograph of Mabel Lyan.  * Mabs was my best

Boiiing | chum,” she explained quietly. How Cicely wished in her heart that she could b

) ; Babs' best friend !

“Fm sure T sha wmcv being here "

maottered  Cieely he gazed at -

1 5 Claia  She took Cicely by
wictnresque school buildinas. Y v
it i B U L the Dull. although | dragged Ler along the corndar,
sirls wonld \.:I,. th T t that :rru would be rather fun leeting glimpses of cosy little dens
- len, bhey learnt that| “decorated, and then to a stud
bore a ver 4 on the door

she would he o scholarship eirl. ey A?l\“np[.rf‘;;n ]:qilxl‘
: 1 Rarbara ecstn
“Honte sweet home !
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the porter. was cheered. as | VUL OROINE o
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Looks toppin said Clare
B

else  was  cheor at  the |
ng clse was cheered - at the ukulele, swecte
beginning of term. and (hen Bessie ot
“Freshly decorated :md pa
same old de ]

rht
pmmu uf \hha
e ¢

the  hand

> was beglnning to like 1omboy

she felt

Bunter i« to get a view of the tuck
shop which nestled sougly under a free
in the corncr of the quadrangle, and
was certainly well worth looking at.
But Cicely was looking at the chaol |
huifding jtelf, with its quaint old roof. | p,
the latticed windaws, and )
orken supports
at’s our Forl m  room
Clura ;m\nrud out.  “Clara
for looking ont of window ! N o
chuckled. " Wonder how I shall earn
mv first Jines?’ she asked
“Youn won't be long.” Barbara assured
“TFirst day as usual.”
The m.h came to a standstill, and |4
they all  patted the horse hefore |
grabbing their bags and departing. it
being left 10 Barfara to seftle the fare. |«
the rost dividing Tip as usual afterward:. |
“Thiz iz the hall,”
standing in_the doorway. “This is
where s Prim savs a few monthful
on occazion—and—ahem I “Is i
“Clara ! 1 a rn voice. eagerly.  “ Because, if =

tn Cicely Hmi a shade crossed her
1 s Mabs. She was my bes

how Cic

©
rbara
brightly.
some,” she
“Tll try to make up for Ala
Cicel *Bhe looks a rippi
girl in the photo—so jol
their solicitou “She was,” said 5<|\
erning her | favs. aud |cateh in her voice.
of their adventures. | thought she might be com
here's a new girl in our Form, and |us again—but there—can't
beeause she has never been to school | Throw your bag down.
|befare I want you to look after her.]up any photograph
rou or Marcia and Gwen | —do anything you
YOur room as ours
icely ¥ asked Barbara “I will, rather!”
we'va already “ll go an

E ]
| from  one of
pretty and her
smile. i
looked
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Cicely gave o jwp and a D met her T!:[i is Cicel sqes aled Dossie, Wonany
“The Bull! she murmured, recog- Al AMatthews sunfed at Cicely and “Oh, two shillings’ worth,” sair
ng the mistr from the others’ muwl her &llm;ll T. Barbara Redfern Here--caich I
wivid ‘descripfion of her, hy res, Cicely Jerome. How de She tossed Bessic a coin and then

glad to know that you |then she and Cicely were alone in the
suddenly

Miss Bulhiy stern and grim. | you tla
with gleaming glasses and a perfectly | are in my Form.
feroeious blonse that made Jemima pass | Barbara I'm sure.
g hand ac her eyes now I must really zo dov

‘Oh. T dide’t see vou. Miss Bulli- | ¢l
vant,” said Clara. “T hope von had a
good holiday and good bathing—

“1 had a very mood holiday,'” =aid
Miss Bullivant =fiffiv. But T trust von
will remember that the holidavs s
Buished.  Begin schaol quietly, Clara
unl vou wish to be punished.” “Tt can't be t

Clara went upstairs after that.
exaggerated | tiptoes, amidst smiggers | Splendid.  Th
from the others, and Cicely followed Come along a

t o1t

hy ane

study, and Cice

“Oh, 1 say, Dar * she began
“1—1I feel I'm here under false pre
tences, I feel you ought to know——'

¥ Barbara turned to her in surprise.
fer the mistre 3| “False pretenc Why, what do
ned to Barbara. hardly a‘hh\ mour, Cicely !
T axcitenent Cicely looked down, blushed and ther
ir study 7" she zasped. | met Barbara’s eyes
7% “You , Pm poor really, and if 1
uck I—T chall be a scholar-
Il make three of us sh]p girl here,” she faltered, and
see how vou like it.” for the blow to fall

mmn the

on| “But it is.” said Barbara gaily. |have any
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to have told you be- sr future
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, standin fied.
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“Why wou silly kid,” was Barbs
sympathetio “You - don’t think
anyone worth

you for that? Barbara's
1 : Ry “It-js" Mabs—and I'm back *for.
Marcia ! what ringing | term, at ? she said,  *Daddy de-
was whara’s tone, |eided Jast night. What do you think
vt maiter he You and | of t} quick  deci

1 are .Lmu

riends—all, of us. | been making a fol
vy anyvihing more about | come to = | for tl term and
1 ggesting I'm | \p neti in afterwards—and

hear

; SOITY, lea 2 S
1 sorry., - Oh dear, I'm £0 gpo a walized round

happy,” said Cicely, “I want to hug| o09 S PHEA
you for being such a dear, and I

to write to

it's lovely he

in my

Jhnln o

i
it
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s<]m[ur-}np girl ¥ said Tarbara gnndumllur, full = of optimism - abont I:mkmg the choerinst girl i in the world,

imhl out- \er hand weleoming.
Aund s Mabs, our Mabs—Malel
Lynn of Lynn’s I<oi!) Luruzlcy Essex,”

bug

Cicely had moved. & step. forward

L'.

right hand dropped to her

oll¥, Barh
bag in her had said, and_it, flashed upnn Lwr-lv
k of Lu head, lmr vow; Ar. Lynn of - Cauthley it was
who " had been responsible for-the loss

i now
n liimself haa c.nd"l“ﬁ.‘l?{“’ieuun.d
u fortune
" This was_the daughter .gf fhe man
whHo - had Fuined:. ‘her grandmother !

tightened hpﬂ she hglf-turned” towards
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urmers stared nt

ourth

azemont.
\[nlm] Lenn, - the hapr\\ smild
frbm her face, dropped Her hand
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scorned by a
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(Strangely mired are the feclings of
1| the two gints in this.dramatic moment of

their first “meeting—the: one_bewilfered
tnid annoped, the ather angry and re-
sentful. It is- indeed a piquant and
Larrassing sittatian, and gue you will
he caper Ao leavagnare ahout, - The next
talment of this poworful selkool Stori
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