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That ich kelation

A BUMP FOR BESSIE

€ TCK up, e!1” called Bar
B bara_ Redf,
“Yes, come on, slowcoach!”
ipported Mabel T
Py pen into it, Be urged
Cla Iyn.

ly, you girls!” puffed Bessie

y, was doing her best, B
the efl
three of the most athletic girls
Tourth Form at Cliff Houso
a very poor effort indeed.
Dessie would  never  have
i ng was not & form of
she « lled.
. o
e:nr-(._uﬂly the
v uphill and there w
fiead wind to be faced.
ie was fat, s

hard

yeling

ne T
g record
o was also short

1, B
And the machine w

indeed,
rl than Bessie

r a much taller
Altogether,

was Dot
Bessie was not go ive in.
¢ end of the journcy . pro-
d itz reward.
he, Barbara Rediern, Mabel

for a eplend
with which
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BESS] E'S oft-repeated boast

has at last come true!
Her titled relatives have really
turned up—and Bessie Bunter
is the proudest girl at CIff
House. But although the fat
girl will not admit it, there is
something of a mystery sur-
rounding Earl Percy de Bunter.

the Fourtl: intended to celebrate Clara's

victory in the recent Pets' Show.
It was only the of that treat,
however, which & sia going.
«
for me
B

Wait

Babs.

She cause fo look anxious,
s already ving

= anc
o not | the time al-

for it w rk,

it they

lowed on their pa ole would
follow for a ecerlai :
‘Can’t a little faster,

01? ﬁ(gﬂi@:ﬁ‘ !

how can vou expeek
she expostulated.

tter conditiorn
sn't my Jiggcr.

Besides,
“ What
“Oh dud-dear! I mean, i

of course,” Bessie put in ha

Liad a habit of unconscio

her own secrets.  *Oh,

wouldn’t dream of borrowin

wright’s eycle becanse r

puncture.  Ow! That was a stone!”
““Ha, ha, ha
“You peedn augh,”” went on Be
: “If you want my opinion,

a rotten bike. Ilow on

ides it is more than

re too near the

I think th

1

LY
und, for one thing
Well, considering Je: arly twice
as you are. that’s hardly =
» Babs smiled.  *“Bui does she
ve borrowed the bike, Bessie
of not! Naot,
it I " B
2 thonght I sa
Jean Cartwright’s bike,

as tall

cotirse
is her

Sl
“0h, come en!” laughed B

Yes, come on! We & be
Friardale by to-morrow at this rate!”
“But—oh de; in gasped
missed the ped wait [
you cats [
velled as she plunge
bumped out again.
broised all
o

you gi

a pothole
#Oh, dud-dear,

T'm

wove on !’
“Bib-but— Took here, T'm going
sak to Jean Cartwright about this
»-bike,” sie yelled furiously.
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“Something’s eoming
me. Tho saddle’s waggling!
it on it.
she added

undene behind

I cunm

Clara, lend me your bike,”

pathetically, "I can ride
i

better on yours !
Clara chuckled.
“No, thanks!”’
“Wcll,

yours,
essié

] be a sport—

“My bike’s in use,” ’Vlabs chuc»lvd
pedalling on.

“But look here—ow ! yelled vasu.-
“It’s that saddle again.  The blessed
thing’s slipping. I can fuf-feel it. Babs,
Mabs, Clara— wait for me! I'm falling
offt T'm shppmrﬂ I'm going! I'm
going! T'm—-

Bessie's voice ended in a thin wail of
dismay as she suddenly let po of ihe
handlcbars and described a whirling a
circle into the road.

Bump !

“8he's gonel” laughed Clara.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The chums stopped, dismounting.
Bessie, sitting up by the side of her
falien cyele, groaned hollowly.

b5 Hurt Bessie?” aske: sym-

“What's the maiter? "

“Ow! I'm broised all over. I—I've

dislocated my spine, I thmk,” Bersie
gaid pathetieally: “Oh dear! My

spectacles have fallen off and T can’t

find them. T'm all broises. 1'm sure ovy
1ugs brokea in three places. Clara,
you cat, don’t come too near. If you

tread on my spectacles they might get
broken and r.hrn you'll have to buy me
a new pair.” She groped aroumd short-

sightedly.  “Oh dud-dear, where are
they 1 )
“Lost them, Bessie?” asked Clara

Ow!

“Thcn what's that hanging from one
ear?’

“Ear? Bessie blinked. Then she
put up a podgy hand and looked be-
wildered as she found the mls:mg
spectacies dangling from ene ear. “Oh,
really, Clara, you might have told me
“before ! she seid aggrievedly, and put
the speetacles on. “Ow! T'm a wreck!
Babe, you might lend me a band, will
you? Or fetch an ambulance. T'm sure
I'm fractured all to pieces. Oh dear!”
move t” asked Mabs

inch?” Babs asked

1 kmk out " Clara roared
sudr!f-n]y “ PBessie, you duffer-—"
. “COh dear! Ow!” yelled DBessie, and
like lighining scrambled to her feet,
bu!txu" ‘mmrd.» the hedge. ““Oh, my
gug-goodness ! Dunt h.t me be run
over, Bab T say
And Bessie blinked round in bewilder-
ment. She had imagined, at least, that
a record-breaking car was in the offing,
but the lane was as deserted as it had
bnrn hefore her tumble She blinked.
“Clara, you eat——-
“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the chums.
5 Tlrma nobedy there,” yelled Bessio
furicusly.
“a, ha, ha!®
“Why did you shout like that?"
“Ha, ha, ha
“Well, for
cated her leg in
fractured her spine,

=mncbody s who's dislo-
three places and
you're a wonder,

BRessie,” Clara chuckled. “Cheer up,
old invalid. Now, what about this
jizger. Cot it, Babs?’

“Yes,” called Babs.
“What's the matter?”
#*Baddle worked off.

“0h, bother!” Clara Jooked cross.
“That would happen—in this light, toa!
Isn't that just like Bessie? She must
gO and borrow a bike belonging to the
girl with the longest legs in the Form!
You might Wuu- Lucmn, duffer, that tho
saddle would be as high as it possibly
could be.”

Bessie glared,

* Look here )

“Can't] Too dark!” Clara sighed.
“Well, come on; all hands to the
pump! We'll never get to Friardale
at this rate. Better h;_hc up. \\r\(ﬂ:\u
see what we're doing then—unless,”” she
added tentatively, " Br likes to run

all the way to Friarda

behind my jigger, Bessie,
“Oh, really; Clara ! Bessic I:lml\od

“But l know what you could do,
adeed, with a flash of mspiration.
“And that?”

b " T:m could carry me on your handle-
ars.

I'll tow you

certainly,” agreed Clara,
i % respect for
ape of them

my lmnuhbun 1 like th
as they are at present, thanks |

a, ha

lm blest if 1 con see Ry~

7 Bessie sad
peev [\hl\ hat a perfoctly
good suggestion. i{r_nl , Clara, I think
sou might be a it more hmpiul. 1
t And Bessie broke off there,
hrough the trees. *“T sus-
54 she exclaimed in a suddenly
changed vo .

“Now whart’s the matter?

“ Look, Babs ! That ]l“"lt ™

Babe, wae kad retrieved the truant
sadddle which had worked off the spindle
beneazh Bessie's contortions on the bike,
paused. She looked in the direction
which the fut junior indicated, and then
stared.

Bessie was right. Through the trees,
a good two or three hundred yards away
from the roa ashed a light. It went
out, flashed 2 . and then disap-
mamd once more.,

"[ say !” Babs cried.

“ What is it #”
o ‘sm:uplxdv signalling.””

“ Piffle

“Ip's trye! Look!”

They all turned. watching that wink-
ing light. Flash, flash! In, our, in and
ouf, again,

And Bahs, who was one of the CLff
House Girl G and had taken her
badge for signalling. looked puzzied,
She gave vent to a sud exclamation.

“It’s a message | s ried excitedly.

“My hat, yes!" L.aru thrilled. 8
too, conld read Morse, and very dis
tinetly it was a message.

Mabs gazed ahead intently. She could
see, too, that a message was being
flashed, but her knowledge of the code
was not ns good as that of Clara or of

abs.

l'ho four of them stocd tense.

Look [ crie abs,

She began to spell out the message as
it appeared,

L-P!TAMA P-RI-S-O-N-E-R

thing

‘N T-H-E N-DS OF GLP-
8-1-E.8."
= hat I”*
a joke,” Clara Trevlyn opined.

“ Flash back an answer!” Babs ealled
excitedly. “ Mabs—

Bai Mabs had already ]|t one of the
She handed it to Bal
* muttered Bessie B
nomev paid any attentio

The attention of Clara Trevly
now upon

Bug
Pessie.
and Mabel Lynn was fixed
Babs as the leader of the Fourth, with
the aid of the dark blue beret she wore,
flashed back the message:

“W.H-0 A-RE Y-0U?”

shone viv

Tug SCHOOLGIRT

“M-A-R-M-I-O-N T-R—— "And thex
suddenly the light flashed off,

“Marmion I’ muttered Babs,

“Who is she?” |,

“Signal again.”

Babs signalled. They
reply: but no reply came,

*She was interrupted in the middle
of that last message,’ la a Trevlyn
said excitedly. * Bal

Babs paused. Her own blue eyes wera
shining with excitement as she looked
at her chums, It was growing darker in
the lane, and the lamp in her hand

awaited &

Around them was silence, except for
the rustle of the wind in the trees, the
faint barking of a dog some distance
away.

= \\ hat shall we do?” asked Clara.

Ba eaved a deep breath.

what is there to do?”
\mnmd o know,

ghe

W hv not 2"

“JIt may be a joke.”

“Tt may be, certainly,’” Babs nodded.
“On the other hand, it may not. Ard
if it isn’t. it looks to me as though
somebody needs help. Come on, let's
go. It will be an adventure, anyhow.

“T'm game ! exclaimed tomboy Clma
at once, aml her eyes sparkled.

“And 1."

“But what abost the tuck?”
lutcd Bessie aggrievedly.
“Well, you stop here.”
“But that weon't RPL e tmck.”
“Bother the tm.}\ 2
“0Oh, come on!” eried Babs,
“We shall be lute.”
“Never mind.”

expostu-

o

“But 1 do mind! io ex-
postulated, in alarm. Thas is sitly.
Besides, you don’t study me. Yan
don't sk if T'd like to come. 1t's all

nonsense. 1 don’t_believe that was a
message at all. It—:t was a glows
worm, or something.”

" Duﬁ'er 1" Clara cried, with withering

e Hur look here—-""
“Come on, let’s hurry [ eried Babs:
“But the tncinhnp will be closed 1
howled Bessie. “Those ripping cream

puffs will be gone. 1 say—— Ow, you
cats! Don’t run away lxk:- that. Wait
for me!”

“You stop and mind the bikes!?

Clara calles

But Hcasle was not stopping. Not if
Bessie knew it was Elizabeth Gertrude
Bunter going to be deserted on this now
dark and lonely road.

Bessie had no patience with the ad-
venture in project; but Babs and Mabs
and C.ar:l were company, and Bessie
was going to stick to them. She Jum-
bered forward as the three darted
among the trees.

‘Hi! Wait for me!
goodness, Babs!
down then !”

Babs paused.

" ghe called.

I almost fell

“Better wait,”” she counselled. “Wa
can’t leave the duffer. Come on,
Bessie |7 she added.

DBes grunted. But she came on,

ss, after a stumble into a hole
in the ground. She blinked at the grey
faces of her chums in indignation.

“ Look hern—u

“(an't see,” said Clara Trevlyn.
hank goodness for that!” she
d, under her breath. “Now, Bes
be quict. T say,” she added, in a tens
whisper, “what's that?"”

“What’s what?’ Bessie stared.

“Hush ! "’

“ But-

“Be quulﬂ you duffer !”

They all stared in the dircction in
which Clara was facing—towards a dark
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es from which came a red

mp of tr

,\ fire!
She strained her eyes,
coming aceustomed to the gloom, she
was a to pick out dark, shadowy ob-
jects. She saw figures moving in and
out of the glow. She saw black outlines
with tiny smoke-stacks floating upwards.
Hor face flushed.
“ Carav 3

muttered Babs,
and now, be-

muttered.

Bessie

ns! shao

multered

ried Clara,
She began to steal forward, Babs and
Mabs following. Bessie he ated, cast-
ing & ulauu- back towards the road,
where the lighted lamps marked the
parking-place of the ¢ )
Bessie did not like gipsies. Why, she
did not know; she simply did not like

* she 'nuttvrml

And then she jumped. For of Babs.
Mabs, and Clara there was no sign;
they scemed to have \anlahncl

Actually they had; though, had Bess
known it, they were less than ten yards
away. Babs, Mabs, end Clara had
simply dropped on all fours, in order
to approach the encampment without
being secn. Indian fashion, they were
nearing the camp, every nerve a- tingle.

The fat junior hesi ated. She had not
ecen the three drop on to their I.azors
and they, for their part, imagined that
as following.
for some reason suddenly felt
d. It was so da so lonely,
here, and her chums had just disay
pearcd ns though the ecarth had swal-
!n“rd them up

sit

ted between going on
towards the glow or secking the comfort
of the winking I.m\p, that gleamed
upon the road by the cycles. And then

near at hand came the sharp snapping
of a twig

gasped F-c«w
l:x:mor‘ in front of her—a
ned human shape—that of a
o could not see his face, but
ficient to observe that he

a gi
There

was something strange in the
movements, in the attitude
wsed, Fear took posses-
sion of fat Bunter. She gave a
vell and turned to fly.
Bib-Babs ! she shouted.
that was all. r out of the
s there leapt a shape. It was
the shape of the gipsy man.
fn two bounds he was upon Bessie;
h one strong arm he caught the fat
rl round the aimuhlor The yell that
nt to d into a splut
of fur as she found her-
1z into a pair of blazing eyes.
and was clapped ovor hes

=

came a ilant whisper

rou
in her ear.

And_Bes

inting with fri
r passed

What Bessie Saw
in the Gipsy Camp

Wi Gurgurgug!”  gurgled
Bossie Buntor.
But that was all peor Bessio

could say. Tho handkerchief
was around ier mouth then, and was
{;ng so0 ¢ knotted at the back of
rer head.

“You would yon?” came A
threatening voice in her ear. “Try to
get away. would you? But I
my fine bird! Jake's got

you! Kimmon now !

And Bessie,
right, was roughly pushed forward.

Be s one inclination was to yell,
but the handkerchief prevented that.
She could do nothing, she saw, but
follow the man, especially as he had
one of her hands caught in his—and,
naturally, where her hand went Bessie
must follow,

The man llm.r.-.d among the frees,
following & path through a wood of
almost  Stygian  darkne: Bessie
stumbled after him, quaking with fear,
expecting at any moment to find herself
pounced upon from all sides.

Tt scemed a long way to the fat girl,
that journey through the trees.
times so dark was it that she could not
ven make out r guide. But pre-
tly the faint red glow loomed ahoad
aifi, and Bessie saw the light from a
v reflecting on the coloured paintwork
of caravans.

No nonsense !

=

apprehensiy
5 men and women
squatting in front of the Im-' she saw
moving abou ond, in the
kness between she saw
a  oment white,
red face of a girl,
ie, fascinated at the sight of that
¢ caravans.
distressed  face,
dows which foll upon
It looked out at
with b .z unpinrnu: eyoes.
hand came two fingers were
which
or Bessie
o i.imi..-sl W
the face had gone.

“Now ! eried her caplor.
Bewildered, B was haunled into
the light. An old crone came forward,
hobbling by the aid of Long,
white bair, straggling mnl untidy, hung
down from her sharp, white features.

The shadows revealed her cheeks as
two L pits surrounded by a of
crinkling lines. Her nose, hooked and
lng, reminded poor, Bessic of the
picture of a witch whic , bad

terrified her into nigh
")I\L shuddered.

“Ah! So you lm\r‘ got her!

erone shrille

:\nolagh for

CGhg-gug I purgled B
“You came buck to us,
Her

hands—

¢rone went on., thin,
scragey, the long fing with their
claw-like mnails—came up,

tapering,
working in front of the panting 1.
eyes. “You not like your friends the
gipsies, ch? You not like to stop witl
us? But, oh, we treat you so kind
“n give you so much that you want.

Do not run away again, pretty
Marmion.”
“Gug-gug!" gurgled Bessie, shaking

with fright.

“Be not afraid. Old Mother
m:t hurt you. No!” And Mot
tened @ pair of beady, glittering o
n  Bessie,  “Old  Mother
kind to little Marmion. i
show her, 50 many
now, pretty Marmion,
more! Jak
her mouth. Let us see our
Marmion's face.”

Jake grinned. The other
crowding close, looked on.

Bessie gulped as she felt the handker-
chief being untied from around her
mouth. She gasped for breath as her
catures were revealed once more. And

then she started
For from l\[nﬂ er Fa came n
ery; from ies_surround-

o

run away  no
. take the cloth which binds
pretty

gips

It is not she

“Jake, you

It 1s_not she !
Motk i

have caught
girlis not Ala
h snake

Juke stared at Bessic as if he
can ‘m hardly believe Lis eyt
u are a

BESSIE'S bicycle skidded s:dcw.’lys, and the fat girl descended with a
B

bump into the road. ‘' Ow
.all over !

I’'ve broken my leg in three places !

I'm bruised

' she bellowed. ** Ow!
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scatterhrain I

and dunced such 3 terrifying andango
with the aid of her x’;‘ I her fol-
Jowers drew back. “Zwu iwiot! You
white face! Go-—go!® Her voice rose
to a shrill seream “Go and find the
girl—the real girt!”

i o he-

expostuluted t

And the old crone, her
imediately  deserting
hideous which
HJm wrh Bes * Ah, mussie!
’ Mother Fa went
iuking 0 a_persuasive
elarmed.  Gipsy Ja]m
mean no harm He have just the joke.”

““Ji-joke ! spluttered Bess

“Just tha lictle merriment !
old crone cackled on a shrill note, m
o indichte her vast amusement
a joke! Noharm! Tla, ha, hat
is the funny ane of the iribe.”

“Well, T'm blest if 1 call this a
joke I' spluttered Bessie, beginning to
regain some of her confidence,

“Be not hurt,” Mother Fa crooned.
“Be nol hurt, pretty m You have
the sense of Lum You sce
the fun? Ye it is a shame. Jake shall
be punished for daring to take such a
liberty with one so_ beautiful and so
young a5 vou! Dray accept the
lmsr:l!.lhl) of our camp. Stuy to
supper.”

*“Oh.

temper
smiled

i

And the
nt

Just
Jake

vno, thanks " Bessie said,
petising glam,o at the stew-
pot which bubbled over the fire.
But she pleased, the same;
her fear now was rapidly disappearing.
“And—and may I go now?" Bessie
asked.
“Go—res!

with an

And may good fortune go

with” you,” Mother Fa said. “We are
but poor gipsies, pretty lady, and you
are so high above us. Yet, if I may

offer you the hospitalitv of the trihe,

let me assure you that here is always
a welcome for you. Here you shall
v2ys be received as one to whom

honour is due, whose high born station

in life entitles her io our humble
respect. Good-night, fair lady; good
night—and thanks!” Dessie

rather amazed at the termina-
the adventure, but, neverth
wensely” pleased and flattored,
nbled back towards the road.

(11 TSI warned Barbara Red-
fern,

“H *  repeated  Mabel
Lynn.

“0Oh, goodne: on!” was Clara

ot
Treviyn's mlpaunnt retort,  “There's
nothing here.”

The three chums looked baffied. Tt
seemed that, after all, that message was
just a jole on someone’s part. Far, ap-
proaching the caravans from the rear,
they had examined each one. Not a
trace of anything untoward had they
discovered.

They had steered eclear of the fire,
naturally preferring to work from the
darker « a of the camp.  They ecould
hear the gipsies moving about in front
of them.

They canght the mutter of voices,
Once Babs, peering through tho buashes,
saw old Mother Fa wildly waving ber
arms as she screamed at a sulky looking
young man in a corduroy waistcoat and
fringed trousers.

The sight of the strange old creature
fasemated Babs,

“Oh, come on,” said Clara
gustedly; “we (l bctbcr get back!
where's Br ie

““Bessie *

dis-

And

The #a wosaz shrieked

“Yes. We haven't scen her for the
last five minutes.”

“0Oh erumbs 17

The three looked startled. TF they re-
quired anything to make them abandon
the search that was it. So intent upon
that search had they been that they had
momentarily forgotten all about ]
fat chum

llut where was she t
otie back to the road, T expect.”
Mabe! Lynn guessed. “We'll get back,
too. Tt doesn’t scem that there’s any-
thing to be gained from hanging around

herve, and we shall have to buck up.
(,onm on !?
“Yes, come on,” supported Clara.

Babs nedded. She had to bow to the
majorty. She followed Mabs and Clar
as they blundered on through the dark.
but at the same time she could not get
rid of an uncanny feeling that some-
thing was wrong.

YOUR EDITOR
is preparing a
BIG SURPRISE
for You!

Babs was convinced that
had read was the work
joker—that the mys
terious Marmion was indeed a prisoner
in ihie hands of the g sut af she
Wds & prisoner, where was sh

B felt puzzled. It seemed strange
There were only five caravans
in the camp, and they had looked in
each oue. But nobody had been inere.
Nobody had been in the big tent which

Somehow,

bs
to ber.

had been erected at the side of the
caravans. It was gueer
By thiz time they had reached the

]

read again, the cyeles remaining exactly
as had left them.  Babs jomed
Clara and Mabs, to find them pecring

around in bewilde

S Wh

¢ not
“Oh gooduess * cried Babs.

She looked at the eyeles. The four
of them stll stood, Bessie's machine
lacking the saddle, as they had left it.
Bul of Bessie there was no sign.
“Well, where on earth has the daffer
got to?” cried Clara. “She ocught to
Enow-—-

And then she stopped as, from the
directien of the camp they had just
left, came a sudden piereing scream:

“Help, help !

Babs' face paled.

" Bessie ! she cried.

It was a girl's voice—of that there
was no doubt. And, secing that Bessic
was =0 strangely g \N‘m there was no
question in their minds that the vaice
must belong to Bessie Bunter,

for second they all stood
1n|0 paralysed silence.
Then Clara set her iw-m

struck

¢, sprinting across the
Mabs in her train.
Clara, who

Babs and
suddenly
slightly 1n the lead. ran into something

freld

And then wiais

gott and hea and Babs and Mabs,
immediately behind her, tripped over
her as she f2ll.  With a concerted bump
they went down.

“Oh dear!”

“Good gracious!”

My hat!”

“Who was that?” Clara wanted to
know.

“Ow, ow !” From beneath them came

Tur ScrooLGIrL

a mufed voice, Gerroff, cand

“Ow!
Bib-B. 2%

you chump—-"

“UOh r:mllv' ()h dear!” Bessie
rasped. ()w I You idrots, ean’t you go
where vou're lookingr That was me.
You mum ht have stunned me, or
something, You unghl. have broken my
glasses, and if you'd broken them—-=>
You'd have been more sE\m't sighted
than ever !” Clara snorted, g to her
feet. “Couldn’t vou ha\c shouted, or
smuplhing:“

“ Bessie,

“Well, I never saw 2

“But you must have heard, duffer!
Where have you been %7

“Been”  Bessie glowered in  the
darkness. s, she said, with
frigid dignity, “seeing that you've

knocked me down, one of vou \\111 help

me up, Oh dear, I'm pnﬂm !

“But where have you been?” Dabs
}nms(ed, wrenching the fat girl {0 her
@

“In the camp.”
“ What camp?”
“The gipsy cam

P
Was that you whe

“Oh. my hat!
screamed 17
“No, it wasn't.”
“Well, who was it
“Look here,” Bessie expostulated,

“what do you take me for—an en-e
cyclopedia ¥ How should I know who
vreumnd' And why shouldn’t I go ta
the camp? Rea Babs. I think you
might stop asking _Guestions. I'm quite
flustered as 1t s

Jut why did you go to the camp?
howled Clara.

“Oh, really, Clara——"
“Oh, come on!” cried Mabs, in
exasperation.  “It's obvious, anywav,

that Besste hasn't eome to any harm,

and that, after all, is what concerns us.

we've got that duffer’s saddle
You didn't see the girl in
'F!ualn L

izl

“Oh, the girl 1 left behind me!”
Clara snorted; and, in a huff, led the
way back to the road. leaving Bessie

wondering whether her

blinking and
had suddenly taken leave

tomboy chum
of her senses.

O

+ @

Bessie Inspires a Plot

P MUNNY " remarked Barbara
}‘ Rediern thoughtfully,
Jolly funny !
Jossie-—"

“Oh, yes, Ba 1 think
some sausage roils, don't you
“Yes, But @ wasn't thinking of that.”

“Apd some sponge cakes!” Bessie
asked hopetully.
But u\m\l 1h.n
m the Eipsy camp?

1l take

girl you saw

“ Bome ln.n mkr would be rather
nice, too,” Bessie said et.oughl:[u[]y, N
“ Look here ick to the pomnt!”

exclatmed: Clara.  “ Babs is asking you
a question, Bessie.”
: four of them sat in Uncle Clegg’'s
shop in the willage of Friardale.
it was a warm evening, they sat
round @& small table near the door,
which opencd 1
and they were making use
interval during which Uncie C!
colleeting the very generous orde
hed given him, to sip at lemonades.
In :.;)llﬁ' of their adventure, they still
had plenty of time before they were
due back at school. Babs® watch, which

into the village streer,
of

the
g was
they
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ihey had relied upon, had proved teo
Le considerably

Bessie, of course,
her

fast.
was rummaging in
mind for the things they had not
lered, quite oblivious of the fact that
had more tuck than was really
enient for them to carry back to
¢ School,
thinking of the strange
story which Dessic had told of
acdventure in the gipsy camp, and Ba
still haunted by the fear ihat she and
her chums had not done all that mi

they

LB

ve been done for the gipsy prisener,
was feeling a little uneasy

Clara felt like that about it, too.
S:‘r\ \Jid

‘ Bess n’ to think,” Babs begged.
" \\lnt did you say the girl's name

Oh, Mar—Mara—Mar-some-
ng ” Bessie  returned vaguely.
Sounded marmalade to me.”
Clara chuckled.

“Of course, it would sound like some-
Sure it wasn't raspberry

vme ?

“Not
¢ K'[N 'ro
it Marmnon' aski mi Mabs
|;\ ssie blinked. :
now I come to think of if, it

Swell,

Wi

“What was she like?”

“Like?” Bessie glanced towards th
1te of sausage rolls on
abs, 1 ['rmlcl do with a sna
nl umsml) V\c» re got time for
ausage roll or two.”

“What was she like?” repeated Babe.

“0Oh, like » Bessie looked
“Wwell, T didn’t see her properl

“8he had a face, I suppose?”
asked.

“(Oh, really, Clara, of cc
face. That’s silly,” Bess 3
Jlmv could a girl not have a face?”

“Well, if you saw it, you should be
able to deseribe it. What was it like?”

1 ed.

., Babs, ab

It seemed hope-

on Bessie,
ve T could manage a few.”
said longingly., “Tell you what,

vou girls. I'll stand treat!”

Clara stared,

“Well, that’s jolly nice of you, Bessie.
Thanks. Go ahead!”

“But—" Bessie blinked. “I hate

sho

to mention the matter, of course,”
ded hesitatingly, “but the fact of the

matter is—well, o postal order I was

iz hasn't arrived.”

h? Go hon!” Clara scoffed.

It’s true,” Bessie nodded seriously.

“1 can't understand what could have
{-wpr_nod to it. It should have arrived
ast—

“Year!” Clara suggested.

“0h, really, Clara! Tt should have
come this morning,” Bessie corrected,
ignity. “From one of my titled
you know. Lerd Percy de
T unter. Lord Percy intended to send mo
i [M‘ldl order for five pounds on

ot r(nll]\‘ 7
»

“Ye Bessie nodded seriously. “Of
course, it must have got delayed. In—
in the post, you know. Really, you girls,
T think it's seandalons the wav letters
get held up these day I—1 might
have wanted that five pounds.”

Babs smiled. Clara grinned, Mabs
chuckled.  They looked at Bi , not

a bit deceived.
Ii was a source of wonder to them

how Bessie Bunter continued to expoct
that mythical P order—for
mythical, like the hlml relative, it was.
TLord de Bunter, and all the other
«d Bunters,

glibly reele loFF were me:
nothing

more,  Onl B
m their exist
\ul no titled relatives, i

Bessic was not very we
vas & lovable dufl but it must
that she had her faul

s the biggest of those faults
was an incurable disregard for the
truth, linked with a romantic

tion.

often talked what her friends
¢ to be utter nonsense, about

od relatives, about her palatial

home of Bunter Court, her millionaire

fathe two-thousand-pound ear.

¢’s millionaire
They were joke:

r were just joke

o most of the girls at CLIE
said. “And,
as the five pounds hasn't

-1 like to borrow threepence

I can’t
he expostul,

ie
i be
begged. “Ma \\“ it ten shi
“Threepence.”
“Well, five shillings, then.”

cepenee,” repeated Babs
bly,

a-crown e
]urm

(LD Mother Fa pointed at the bewildered Bessie.
“* Jake, you have caught the wrong girl 1 ™

Marmion | '’ she shrilled.

All those thing wever, exisied only
in the fat junior's imagination, They
nnrealities  belonging  to  that

m world in which Bessie so love
to live.

Porhaps it was Bess smpt_ to
make them more real which caused her
i of them with such seriousness.
t may, she had so elaborated
titled relations and her
home that Bessie actualiy
them herself now.

When sho spoke of Lord Perey do
Bunter, or Lord Dillwater de Bunter,

he Earl of Bunter Court, she really
me vague fignre in her mind.
illusion of the postal order
these days, merely dream-like.
d possessed ~ those
e would have had postal
sic considered.

was not,

lf

Hnt. her friends, at least, were not
.]mrnm! i and Mabs and Clara

in a practical world, and they
I::.d tried very hard to make a

practical.

To them Tord Perey de Bunter and

“ This girl is not

“ Half Mabs
solemnly.
Bessie blinked.
“What's the 3
“Well, you said ‘say half-a-crown,””
Clara returned. *“ Don’t you want us to
say half-a-crown?”
“Oh, don't b\‘ s\l]\ ! Babs, old thing,”
Jessie (m!)hﬂ “make it half-a-crown.
I—-I'} » you ino shillings for it when
order turns up—rmlls The
on—on his yacht, you
Bessie added vaguely. “I
suppose my remittance has slipped his
memor: He'll probably send ten
pounds when he does send it, just to

-crown," repeated

i
kenow,”

it half-a-crown, Babs.
£ he looked at Bessi
sia, T1l lend yoa a shilling,” sho

“But I'll lend it on one

? Bessic asked

relations ¢
ting a bit thin,

e get-

Enow. Why are

you



you always such a churip as to trot

them out? Nobody believes in them.”
“QOh, really!” And Bessie looked
offended

Suppo:lng, for a change, you tell the
truth Supposmg, for once, you say,
ook here, Babs, I haven't got any
money, but if you "1l lend me some until
I get my allowance at the end of the
week, I'll pay you back o5 L]
essie plared
“Well, you k.mm my pocket-money is
only a sm.!mg she said. ‘And
really have got titled relations,
there I
“But where are they " asked Clara.

s0

“Why is it nobedy has ever scen
hem 7

“« Rk

“You heard.”

“0Oh, well, they—they're all busy,”
Bessie said. “They all_belong to the
Teerage, you know. It’s an awful

responsihility belonging to the Peerage.
They have no end ot things to do, you
know.”

“Such as?”

“Well, such as—as writing cheques,”
Bessie said uncertainly. “They write
millions of chequc-i, you know. And
then they sail yachts, and fiy seroplanes,
and—and all that sort of thimg. And
then they have to sit in the House of
Lords,” she added vaguely, moi sure
what was entailed by sitting in
House of Lords Tt souaded g-oad any-
waF, so Bessie sad it.  “Oh, amd
there’re heaps and heaps of other things
they have to do:

“But why don’t they cver come to the
school ' Mabs asked.

“Too busy polishing their coronets,
perhaps I'” Clara g-aesaad

ke ?” Mabs asked,

“What are they i
“What's this Lord l’emy

with a smile.
de Bunter like for mstance? II you
have a Lord Percy de Burrfer, Bessre,
you must be ableto describe him. Is he
short or tall, fat or lean—or what¥*

“0h, well, he—he’s tall,” Bessie said
desperately. “ Awfal:y good-looking—"

“Like you "

“Yee, like mo,” Bessie said modestly.
“T—I inherit my bes: iy from my titled
relatives, you know.”

“Ye little fishes 1 Clara gasped.

“Has be a moustache 1" asked Mabs,

“0h, of course.”

“And wears a monocle—naturally #*

“0h, really, Mabs, of course he does!
1 should have thought you'd know that
all  aristoc—aris—ol, nobility—wear
monocles.”

Babs laughed. And then, on the
point of making a.further remark, she
paused, casting a quick glance through
the doorway.

For from b

ond that open door had

come a movement. And, as Babs
watched, a man and a woman moved
away. Babs did not know it, nor did

Clara or Bessie, but the man, accom-
panied by the woman, had been listen-
ing to every word. .

And that man, walking away now
with the woman on his arm, was look-
ing excited. He stopped half-way down
the street

“You heard” ho asked.

“Yes, I heard.”

“That fat girl-Bessie Bunter.

saw !J(:r'7

You

very like Marmion.”™

“Very like her.”
The man paused.
“Georgia, she

purpose,”’ he said

He looked exultant.
is the girl for -our
“Bhe 15 the girl we
must get hold of. Tne old man has
never seen Marmion since she was a
child in arms. If we can prevail upon

this Dessic Bunter to take her place, all
will be well And we must—must "
His expressiun became intense. “ You
d what she said.”’

About her titled rf"!dtlUUE?”

“Abaut  those—yes, The man
grinned.  * Georgia, I have a plan—a
great plan. This fat little idiot
believed in those titled relations. Sup-

‘;: suddenty, ane of them material-

“You mean 12
“1 mean.” the man said, and laughed
softly, “that to-mecrow Earl Percy de
Bunter is coming to aife. You saw that
those girls belonged to CHff House
School. To Cliff House School we will
go. And I will go—not as Augustus
Fanshaw  but as Lord I‘ercy de
Bunter. And you, Georgia, shall go as
Lady Georgia de Bunter. I feel the
fat girl will prove the solution to our
problern.  What do you think "
Mrs. Georgia Fanshaw smiled.

nodded slowly.
& @

Bhe
ps

Bessie’s Titled
Relatives Arrive !

i

¢ ESSIE
B

chumy
wright erossly,
It was the following morning at Cliff
House 8chool, and Tean Cartwright, the
Scottish member of the Fourth Form,
was looking ex There was & light
in Jeaw's eves ch scemed to indicate
that something unwsual was afoot.
“ Anyone seen Bessie?” she asked
again.
Jemima Carstairs, standing in the Big
Hall near the notive- board which she
been  examining with interest,
turned. She pur up her monocle and
surveyed the excited Scots girl curiously.
“Jimmy, bave you seen her?” Jean
asked
“Search me,” Jemima said salemnI_)A
“But this excitemeni—'tis unseemly !
Why this hectic  fro upon  that
Spartan brow? Has Bessie scolfed your
plum tarts, or has she just Lorrowed a

e Bunter I”
ers is  the plump
asked Jean Cart-

YOUR EDITOR
has
A SECRET!
Soon He Will Tell You
All About It!

postal order which hasn't  turned
trom her joily old titied nibs?"”
‘N ore important even
aughsa Her s
mered W excilement. “One  of
e's ticled relations—Earl Percy de
er. At least, that's who he says he

up

than
ghm-

that.” Jea

’lne monoele dropped [rom Jemima's
eve. She reeled. She was not a gir
who showed astonishment as a rule, hut
she was certainly surprised now, The
other gurls standing round the notice-
board ij[IEd

** What

“Dnul “believ. it "

“You're pulling our legs, Jean !”

“No—secriously 1" Jean smiled. “1
had a bit of a shock myself,” she con~

Tre SCHOOLGIRL

fessed; “but it's true cnough. Earl
Percy de Bunter—that’s what he says his
name is, at all events, Ile’s in Bessie's
study now with h. wife.”

“Ye lobster pots and little fishes 1

Jemima gasped. “No, Jean! Nol
This is too sudden! Tell me that I am
dreaming!  Wake me up! Bessie—

with a real titled relation, straight from
Bunter Alley! Oh, James! Jean, has
he brought his title with him 7"

Jean laugh o

“T mean, didn’t he produce it and
show it to you, or something ?” Jemima
asked \znxjously “This sort of thing
wants ionk]ng into, you know. You've
certain he’s real? Flesh and blood, and
bone and brain, and all that sort o
thing ¥

“Well, whet do you expect him to
be !’ Jean laughed.

“Oh, nebulous, what! Cloudy, sort
of | Bit of the joily old ether! Wisp
of fog!” Jemima explained vaguely.
“T've always looked upon Bessie's jolly
old titled relations as pigments of her

nmaginaticn. Observe!” she added
sternly. *“1 said pigments—not fig-
ments. Pigments  mcans high]y
coloured—what? Mareia, yon might

put that in your notebook, In case you
forget it.”

But Marcia Loftus, the sneak of the
Fourth, did not even scowl. She looked
as cxcited as any. Bessie Bunter with
a real, titled relative! Tt was
ineredible -

“The age of wonders and miracles
and marvels and all that sort of thing,”
Jsmm:a obzerved, polishing her monocle,

“is apparently not past.  Thank you,
Jean. 1 feel better now. But a titled
relative—ye beribboned l;at,lmws‘ And
Bessie was trying only ten minutes ago

to borrow a shilling from me! Well,
\uzlll Jean,” she added imploringly,

“tell me just one thing more. Has he
come with his aristocratic pockets
stuffed full of all the postal orders
Bessie’s ever expected 1

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And has he & diamond-studded belt,
forsooth? T trust he is a belted ear), ]
Jemima said serenely. 1 prefer only :o
associate with the belted variety.”

“Bupe >

“’Shush I” Jean counselled. “Here ha
comes !”
“Abem! ‘Shun!” Jemima muttered,

and adjusted her monocle. “Hold your
breath, my Spartans. Present arms, and
all that sort of thing! Jean, is this it

“Tt is,” Jean said,

Jemima's eyes widened.  She locked
as if she was about to throw a fresh
faint Faor along the corridor, rather
uncertainly, was approaching a rather
flashily dressed woman and a man—but
what a man!

He was dressed in morning ccat of the
finest and the most fashionable cut. The
stripes down his trousers, Jemima after-
wards declared, almost mesmerised her
by their straightness. In one hand ho
carried a top-hat which gleamed as if it
had been polished, He was a model.

And, as a finishing touch he carried
in cne eye a monocle. His wife, as a
contrast, carried a pair of lorgnettes.

“'Hem " He stopped, smiling uncer-
t 'y at the girls, his hand going up to
a trim, neat, scrubb, moustache,
“Good-morning I” he sai gracious\y

“Good-morning I Jemima  re
brl[._,hliy

Er—

er——" said the man

“Er—can I help you?” Jemima asked
politely.

“Well, ves. I'm looking for a young
lady. \us! Bessie Bunter—my niece,
you know.”

“Qh, of course!” Jemima murmured,
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“Bessic is in the tuckshep, methinks,
inducing her frionds, Bebs, Mabs, and
Clara, to part with hdlfarro“u May
sve show you the way 1"

“Well, if you don’t mind,” the man
eaid hesitatingly. He seemed to have
t.(\uh‘\ about Jnm\mn.

With p-raaure * Jemima muttered.
“This way, please.

And Jemima led the way, Barl Percy
ds Bunter—as he styled himself—{otlow-
ing, his wife leanig upon his arm.

But they did not go alo The gicls
who had heard were interested. They,
100, wanted to be present at the meeting
between Elizabeth Gertrude Bunter and
Ler uncle, the earl.

€6 T UST a shilling. Babs,” Bessie said
persuasively.
“Sorry, Bessie, I lent you my
ast before breakiast,” Barbara
tedfern replied
“Well, you, Clara.
Bessie said pathetically.
“I've only tuppence:| ha'penny and &
l.a‘f;x nny stamp.”
“M 5

abs—

Just a shilling,”

“Couldn’t manage it, Bessic.”

“0h blow!” And Bessie, eyveing the
empting plate of tarts on Aunty Jones'
hulni,np counter, sighed disconsolately.
Bessie was hungry.

“ch lmlruj lmp(-l’ullj at Aunty Jones.

unty.”
Miss

Bunter 7”7 Aunty Jones

“] suppose you—you couldn’t let me

have half a dozen of thoso tarts until my
vemittance  arrives?” Bessie  asked
eagerly.

I'm sorry, Miss Bunter,” Aunty

Jones raphed frigidly, “but I couldn’t
ibly give you eredit.”

“Oh, bother !” And Bessie locked dis:
consolate.  * But, really. Aunty Jones!

Oh, come on, now! Do be a sport I she
nrged coaxingly. “You know I'll give
wvou the money just as soon as mcr my
postal order arrives. In fx " Bessio
m|dod generously, “I'll give you the
\vmlc pﬂ:l:\.l order.  That’ 5@ bargain !

“T'm sorry, Miss Bunter.”

“1t'll be a big one,” B said tempt-
inly. “One of my titled relations is
iding it. You kngw what my titled
lations are, Aun

“P'm sorry, Miss Buater,
pmr..! order which you received from

of your titled refations—the one for
a shilling, you remember—was consider-
out of date. I bad the utmost diffi-
Lu‘l} in cashing it
“Ha, ha, ha!” pr‘als‘d Cl
vou won't let me haw six tarts
on aceount?” Bessie asked, with dignity
“Am 1 really to understand that 7
. Miss Bunter.”
And Bessie, in disgust,
"« Tf this is your sympathy,
thank gnminc I'm not a (h(‘ln‘mp—
keeper,” she haughtily. “If you'd
allow poor ;;:r s to starve, 1'm done with
ven, Aunty ! T shall write and tell Lord
Dillwater do Bunter to do something
about this.  You will hear from him !

“Very well, Miss Bunter.”

“In fact, I=T'll get him to bring a bill
in to Parliament forcing tuckshop-
iuerqu to allow hungry girls to have
tuck on credit!” Bessie threatened
darkly, “Tll—"

“Oh, that’s enough!® Clara Trevlyn
sad. “It's no good. Credit’s barred.
And until Lord Dishwater de Bunter
sends the old P.O it’s no go. Joke
there if anybody can see it,” she added
flippantly. “ Hallo 1"

She paused in the act of turning away
from the counter, to stare at the sndden
eommetion outside. Bessie paused, too,

The last

turned away.

&

blmLm;z
rood gr:u-musl" muttered Babs,
#Who's this

“A matince i * murmured Mabs
A ady herself !
Tor into the tuckshop had sudd
appeared a most staggering apg parition—
a man in immaculate morning suit, who
seemed, at the be wildered glance,
to glitter from head to foot. At his
side was an overdr ed, rather
nervous-looking  woman. hey were
followed by a crowd of intcrested and
smiling girls,

The ehums stopped B(‘H—n‘ atood still,
rogeling ti 5
¥, excepl on speech day
“parents and brothers

had such splendour ever been

L{]l‘la

school,

seen at Cliff House,
Very carefully the man adjusted his

monocle and looked at the three girls.
Then he gave a gasp, and tock a step
forward

“ Bessie I” he cried joyful hile the
lady med at the fat gir

“Eh sie.

“ Bessie Bunter ! My nicce—
my little nicce I” the man exclaimed in
rapture,

“En7" Dessie looked alarmed. Very
hastily she ba “T sus-
say, Babs, he's mad !’ “Ow!
Sus-save me ! Keep him off *

reaved the crowd from

a, ha, ha!l”

me?” The
man stopped, ek head.
3 , yeu remember me, don't you?
You remember your uncle—Earl Percy
de DBunter?
“Ehi”
“My goodness!”
“I am he!"”

know

5

“Eh?¥  Bessic’s eyes grew so round
that they almost eclipsed her large spee-
tacles. ~ “I—what—say again!” she
begged

“] am your uncle—Earl Percy de
Bunter,” the man repeated. “This is
vour aunt—Lady Georgia! We have

i 1 heard from

a Lere, and T've
give you a good

just come from abro:
your father that you w
come to see you—tio
time 1"

“Oh dud-dear !” Bessie said_blankly.

And she felt quitc bewildered. Tor she
had said so much about her titled rela-
tions that she had almost come to believe
in them herself. But this man—
assuredly Bessie had never seen him

e, you do recognise me?” the
id gladly.

Wa.l.l.hed the car speeding past,
an arm and waved wildly—but her appeal

9

FR{)M the little window of the caravan

girl with white, distraught face

She raised

for aid went unnoticed

“Eht I—yu-yes”
hiad not got it all i
was ever one to ta
moment.

this man said th
must be r

sie gasped. She
vet; but Bessie
e advantage of the

t he was her uncle,
ht, of course. Be-
:, he was an e member of the
peerage. Bessie felt wanted to in-
w;t\;ram no ful'm t’_mn t"ar }'npm

H‘s“
, and eyed him mv,har
¥ r\vol'n" you!
the man smiled,
= his glov ss one hand, A
o . great ph he added pro-
fusely, “to sce my dear niece again.
Looking as pretty and charming as
ever, too. My dear Bessie 1
Bessie simpered. Now, having got
over the first shock of this surprise, her
good fortune was dawning upon her.
She—Bessie Bunter—had at last pro-
riucz'([ a real, living, titled relative! He
. obvi rich, ready to do
fing for he
e coughed.

=\\uu
i

All in a moment sho
me unportant, Ier head went up,
and her nose went up with it. She
smiled reund in a superior manner.

“My cle,” she said loftily, “it
is indeed a pleasure to meet your earl-
ship. \\0u1t vour earlship and your—
er—carless—I mean ladyship like a—a
cup of coffee?”

“No, thank you, Dessie.”

#Porhaps your Highness wonld like a

—a lemonade?’ i‘h,z-\m pursued.
Ta, ha, hal”
nk_yon, no.”
Then I'm blest if I know

lordship_can_have!”
“Barbara, you

royal
said anxiously.

might make room fo( my dear uncle
and aunt, will you? Uncle, I'm sure
you must be tired after your long

Will you sit down
doorway grinned.
niest

journey.
The crowd in
Bessie putting on airs was the
thing it had seen for a long time.
But Bessie, puffed up with umportance
now, swelling like a balloon in 'her




1o
pride, affecting the manners and
mannerisms  which, as  she  believed,

became a scion of the avistocracy, was
in_her clement,

“Thank you, I won't sit down,” his

't had s

We've come

very !uu e j

‘Kl h* * asked B

and my have L‘I\Kﬂg_m, a suite ol
rooms at .the Courtficld Hotel,” Earl
Percy de Bunter cxplained. “We are
remaining there until we have become
better ac inted with you. my dear.”
“Oh 1* e, and she
than ever.
thing—o! 1 almost
forgot! Pray, your ecavlship, let me
introduce. you to my friends.” And
Bessie, with a vague idea she was doing
the correct thing, convulsed the
watchers by placing Ler hand across her
chest and bowing before his lordship,
“ Your Highness' Excelleney, allow me,”
Flu- said.
“W

swelled more
“Barbara, old

importan

, eertainly !

“ My—ah—iri -d * I}r-a.:f.- said, waving

an airy hand tmrardg Babs, “ Barbara
Redfern.”

“Pleased to meet yon,”

said his lord-

ship, and Lady Georgia sed  her
lorgnettes,

But Babs, as he took her hand,
frowned. Bhe w joying the joke
as much as anvone, - she could not
help but wonder who Earl Perey de

Bunier and Lady Georgia really were.
another friend,”
and

“Mabel Lynn, Ha—
Bessie introduced, becoming move
more aristoeratic.

Mabel, smiling, curtsicd

“And  Clar-rah - Trevlyn”
finished. “One of ik 2 Trevl
you know. Came over at ihe
as  the Buntahs—with Willinm

Congueror, know. It was
Conqueror, wasn't it—or was it William
of Normandy "

“ Ha, ha, ha 1

“Or perhaps Cleopatra ! Clara sug-
gested.

“Ha, ha, ha "

Bessie frowned.

“Pray, Clarah, do not be levit—levit
n front of my-—er relations!™

exclaimed. “May 1 offer your
dukeship some refreshment? I—er—as
a mattah of fact,” Bessie Jd:ln(] “I was

about to pariake of some mysel

* Ha, ha, ha " howled the (-m\ui

“Well, I'm sure 1 don't want to inter-
rupt you, Bessie,” his lordship said
genially.

“Nun-no; certainly not!”  Bessie
paused. SBhe locked at her “uncle,”
frowning a litile, and suddenly realized
that despite her sudden elevation to the
ranks of the aristocracy she was still
penniless, " As a mattal of fact,” she
said, “I—I'm rather short of beastly
money. One of my other titled relations
—Lord Dillwater de Bunter—has for-
gotten to =end h usual postal order,
don’t you know. el a uvisance, you

now ~—"

“Oh, don’t worry, Bessie!” And the
earl unmcclmfclv brought out a note-
case. “Order what you like.” he said,
“and vour friends, too. Your aunty
and I have come over here exp ¥ to
give you a good time, and T want you
to enjoy yvourself thoroughly.
mind the expense. Come in, girls!” he
cried genially., “Come in, all of you!”

“Yes, come in!* eried Bessie. *Oh,
1 say, this is nppmg, isn’t it? My hat!
Talk’ about angels 1 mean, of
course.” sho added, becoming clegans
again, “this i is frlghl[ul ah kind of you,
your eariship I

Never

Go ahead!” “his earl-
*invited. “Please take it out of
t,” he added to Aunty Jones, “and
e Bessie the change.” He handed
the :tLomshud nwkshop-konppr a five-
pound note. 1 can’t allow my liitle
niece to be w!tl:out money, can 177
Nun-no,” Bessie said. “I say, aunty,
be careful with that five-pound note!”
she added apprehensively,

*Yes, of course, Miss Bunter,”
Jones replied deferentially,

“And, oh, while you are about it you
can take out that five shillings I owe you
from last term!” Bessie said grandly.
“ Make it scix, if you The other
shilling for keeping you woiting. I sy,
your Grace, this 1s ripping! 1 mean,
Bessie said, m.kag a sudden attac
upon the nut *it's exceedingly enjoy
able; what? Come on, Barbara. Tuck
into these chocolate eclairs, They're
ripping [

But Babs shook her head. The others
by now had surged to the counter and
g rapid inroads wpon the
“spread ” so generously offered.

It was something new for a perfect
stranger to pop in at the tuckshop and
to stand the girls treat with such open-
handed liberality, and CHff House was
not slow to respond to it

News wravels quickly. Good news
travels like lightning. It scemed before
long that all Clff House had heard
about Bessie's amazing unecle and the

Aun

free pread ¥ which  was  being
provided

The  tuckshop  became  crowded.
Bessie, too happy and too full to
remember her new dignity, welcomed
all comers with a fat and satisfied smirk.
When Bessie was in funds she was
always generous.

Come on, girls! Come on, every-
body ! cha said, * Meet my uncle, his
dukeship, Sir Derey de Dillwater de
Bunter. And my t, her ladyship.
you know! I sa se tarts are rip-
ping! I always said that yours were

the best strawberry-tarts in the district,
Aunty Jones, ev if you don’t let me
have some when I've got no money. I
hope,’ Bessie added severely, “that this
will be a lesson to you. Yonu seo now
“n.n: a really influential girl T am

“Yes, indeed, Miss Bunter,”
curred the flustored Aunty Jones.

More and more girls were arriving
now, and the little tuckshop was
crowded.  Earl Perey de Bunter and his
wife, indeed, found themselves unheeded
for the time being. . He pglanced
tolerantly at the crowd, bhowever,
smiling down at Babs and Mabs.

Babs gazed at them.

Babs was not joining in the feast.
Neither was Mabs nor Clarz; nor was
Jemima. Truth to tell, mn;, were feel-
ing uneasy and not a li suspicious,

5 by now had fully made up her
mind that Earl Percy de Bunter was
the man he represented himself io be,
but Babs was doubtful.

And yet she was puzzled. What on
carth could be the man’s object?

And if he were not Ewml Percy de
Bunter, who was he?

Babs glanced up at him again. She
found nothing to dislike abont him, e
looked & fop, it is true, but he was a
well-dressed  fop, and though Jie must
have realised that hizs money was dis-
appearing at an alarming rate, he did
not appear to mind.

He scemed, in fact, to be enjoving it,
and Jaughed as heartily as anvone as
Bessie, sitting up in & prominent
position by the counter, turned ta
reveal a fal smirk and a decided smear
of jam upen her shiny countenance,

con-
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Bt‘“l(‘ J)ldcrd was in her element.
“1 say, this is jolly fine!” she said.
“Go on, you girls, never mind the
expens This is as good as Bunter
Court—isn’t it, your ecarldom? You
girls, have I ever told you about Bunter
Conrt”
“Only ten thousand times, Bessio !

«¥ ‘cH , thanks, I'll have a gmgm
pop,” Bessie eaid L.n:ul\ “My hat!
I'm enjoymg this, Obh dear! I dJdud-

dnn t think [ can eat any more,’
" Oh, Bessie!”

“No, really!” And Bessie, wi
regretful chake of her head, slipped 011
the stool. “¥You go on: I'll pay. You
knew what a jolly generous girl T an
really. like to see you all enjoying
yourselves,”
*You've finished, Bessie?”
in asked, umung torward.
*Ow ! 5

“ihcn mrh't ¥ his lordship sug-
gested, “you'd like to come for a litt
v in my car? Lady Georgia and 1!
are rather anxious, you know, to have a
quiet chat with you. I believe it is
half-holiduy here to-day, which means
you are free for the afternoon,”

“Yes, your grace.’”’

“Then will you come?

essie paused. She blinked towards

his lord-

Babs and Mabs. For the first time
Bessie  remembered  that  she had
acquired  her belted earl in rather
peculiar circumstances.

“ Kik-can Babs and Mabs come, too
she asked.
The nobleman frowned.

“Well. yes, if you like,”” he assented,
afier a pause.
*Oh, gnud' Then that’s all right.

Babe, vou'll come, won't you? And you,
Mabs 7" )
“Why, certainly !” Babs agreed,
onee,
And Babs felt relieved, She really
Lhad been apprehensive when the earl
put forward that invitation to Bessic
did not know_what to think
about Earl Percy de Bunter, but she
wasn't going to trust him too far with
S Bunter until she had satisfied

ak

fat chum really were.

%

The Girl in the
Gipsy Camp

HE car—a magnificent Roleedes

I aloon—was waiting outside t]u

gates, a uniformed chauffeur in.
At Farl Perey de
Bunter’s invitation, Babs and Mabhs
occupied the front seat beside the
chauffeur. The earl himself, after sce-
ing Lady Georgia seated, clambered in
ice Bessie at the rear.

“T say, this is jolly decent of you,
vour earlship!” Bessie said, with a fa$
smirk in_his direction.

He smiled.

“ Bessie, call me uncle, please!” he
suid, 4 “Were you surprised to sce
me

attendance.

Well, rather !” Bessie
confessed.

“1 only learned that you were at the
school the other day.'” the earl ex-
plained. “Otherwise I would have come
before. T am stopping at Courtfield for
a time, and I hope I shall be able to
arrange for vou to visit me frequently,
Oh "—he paused—* by the way, Bessie,
can you ride?”

yes, I was,

“ Ride
“ Yes. Horschack, of course,” the
earl said, with a smile.
Bessio couldn’t.  Bessie, in fact, had
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never sat on a horse n her life. But
from watching the other girls, uml from
what Bessie had observed when she woni
to the cinema, hnr%(\la(img appeared
dead easy. And I essie wasn't going to
fet herself down in front of her newly
arrived relative.

“Ride #'" she said now. “Oh, really,
uncle, you ought to see me! Why, when
I get on a horse I'm the swiftest thing
you ever saw. I—I once ik

on———
And Bessie paused there, realising that
aven her imagination was taking her a
little too far. She had been on the
point of adding., “The Derby.” “I—I
onee won a race,” she added lamely.
“0h!” His face lighted up. He
seemed, for some reason, to be relieved.
“T'm glad of rhu Bessie. Have vou a

horse at scho
“A horse! Nun-no!” Bessic ered,
“Philippa Derwent, in our Form, h:

though. My pet's a parrot. Oh, but
we've.got a horse in the gym—a leather
one, you kne
But Earl Percy de Bunter did not
scem to bhe mluruitud
“Yru must have a
own,” he averred.
“Eh?’ gasped Bes
“I will see that one
“Oh, my hat!”
“You have a ri
he added
“Well—"
“Habit?” she repeated.
say habit?

”S[ . Riding dress—breeches, and so

horse of your

sent for you.”

ing-habit, of course ?"”

Bessie felt  little dazed.
“You dud-did

on.

N Bessie shook her head. She
wondered, vaguely and with a little
trepidation, what was gomng to happen
now., BShe lely certain her own mind
that she wouldn't know what 10 do with

a ho if she had oue. and the prospect
of having to ride it, complete with
riding , momentarily appalled her.

But having said she could ride, Bessie

wasn't going 1o back out.

“No?” he frowned.
we'll have to get you one

“Oh dear!” sighed I

“1 beg your pardon !”

“I said they're rather des
responded feebly.

There was silence. The ecar w
bowling along now, They were on the
main road to IFriardale, which ran
parallel with road on which they
bad met with the adventure o st
night. Babs and Mabs, in the sc
front of Bessle, instinctively Lurmd
their eyes towards the woods.

From above the trees little spirals of
emoke were ascending. showing thar the
gipgy caravans still rested there. They
caught a glimpse of one broadside on to
the road as the car flashed past.

But they did not behind the tiny
lace currain which hid the interior of
the ¢aravan from their view, the white,
distressed face of the girl who followed
them hungrily with her oyes.

case

* Dessie

HE girl’s pame was  Marmion
Tracey.
She was rather like Bessie
Bunter in figure and not unlike
her facially, except that Marmion was
rettier, and had her hair bobbed ; and
r figure, though plump had not quite
uch large proportions as Bessice's.
Her

eves were grey like those
Be but lacked the large rmmd
spectaclos which were such a part of

ic. In a way, Marmion actually
was pretty. but her face was vervy pals
no’

\Yath eager eyes she watched the road.
She saw the car. and saw its four occu-
pants. She caught in her breath.

“Unecle Augustus’ Roleedes!™
gasped.

she

She looked again, She recognised the
car. She recognized the chauffeur, but
she did net recognise the man who sat
in the back with the three girls

Somehow he reminded her of Uncle
Augustus—that unele who had been her
guardian before the gipsies had so mys-
teriously spirited her away from T
home in Surrey. But cle Augustus
had never worn a moustache, had never
lressed as immaculately the man she
aw now., The car flasiied by, di
pearing in a clond of dust. Marm
the hands she had raised dropping bac Kk
to her sides, gave a ="u|u'r of m‘-wl

“Oh, will they never let me go?" she
sighed unhappily,

~—

(QH—ah—1 wish to speak with
Earl Percy de Buntah ! "’

van deor. Ti
was locke Onee aga examined
the \\lutlmn‘ they, loo, we shut
tightly. “hc stood for a momsn the
middle of the tiny compar 1
one hand upon the tov ta
to the wall. Again puzzlem
her eyes.

Why had she been brought here? TFor
what purpose were the gipsies holding
her a prisoner?

“If only T could get awa
she thought desperately

But she couldn’t.
tried it. Last ni
captured by the
he wondered for a L
rlu- fat girl she had seen
ight of the camp-fire with the i,

She went up to the ca

ent clouded

—il only!”

shief tied abouw her mouth
Marmion shook her head. Her garey
eyes became t ghtful. Tt seemed such
a mysters to her, all this.
s ago she had been one ot
t gir \ 3 been

rls v
as free as the air. She had had her own

I

pony, an which she had rac=d so regu-
"1r\\ earh morning across the downs,
She had been fairly embarked upon
musical career on which she had
er heart Bhe had, in her own
e library, all thoe books so dear
to her heart, including one written by
the dear gr her whom she had not

df:

seen sinee a little child.

Anpustus Fanshaw  and
dubbed uncle and aunt for

ake—had been her ¢

ated . if not lav
generou Then—

Marmion's eyes clouded again. In her
mind she went over the events of the
last few days. First there bad been
that letter from grandfather—grand-

father whom she had not seen since he
had left for Canada when she was seven
years of age—saying that was coming

home again

With what joy that prospect had filled
her heart! How she clung to an
cherished the fondest memories of that
grandfather. Every week for seven

long years she had written to him-—he
to her. Marmion had been in raptures
at the prospect of seeing him again.

And then——

Her eyes clouded as the ir
Im( ., but did not conn
Lier present circumstances,

Then had come the day

ident cama
it wit

when she had

scen Uncle Augustus, as she called him,
burning  do uments—doeuments which
she knew belonged to her grandfather.

She had protested.
For the first time in

her life there

liad been a scene between her and her
uncle. She had  threatened to tell
grandfather all about it when he re-
turned But her uncle had told her
that the documents he burned were
entirely valueless.

So she had put the matter out of her
mind.

Then—the next day
the downs, she had heen

Riding across
at-

tacked and c'lnmd off by th
ce then she had been a prisoner.
Tarmion sighed again. Bhe felt
hopeless, mise in a few days”
time that gr her she loved would

be back in [ nd. He was coming
only for a short stay—especially, as he
id, to sce her.
She had writien to him, joring in the
prospect, e\p.«nmng the imppy times
they were going to hs\v together—

riding in the mornings. singing, read-
ing favourite books by the h’(‘;lde in
the evening

A day or two now and grandfather
would here—in England. Was she
never to sce him?

A cry b from Marmion's lips,
grandfather, grandfather!”

be

she

sobbed.

Bus the litile room echoed ber words,
sﬁmnimr to throw them back at her in
mock

Uue fJ(E‘ of Marmion became a trag 1e
mask of despair. She sat down on i
tiny stool by the table and buried hor
face in her hands.

&

Q.

Just a Tiny Tea Party

ING, ding, ding!
“Three o'clock,” said Barbara
Redfern, glancing up at the

clock on the mantelpicee in tha

lounge af the Courtlield Hotel. Mabs,

up there over an hour.”
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Mabs  looked  wneasy.  She, oo,
glanced at the clock. It was true,

Over an hour had passed since Rarl

Perey de Bunter and Lady Georgia had
brought them here, requesting that they
shonld vemain in the lounge while they
took Bessie up to their suite to indulge
in a family chat.

g had promised to be only a few
s, and yet an hour had gone by
uneasiness, growing momentari
was decpening.,

“You think the duffer’s
right 7 Mabs ques

Babs looked worried,

“I dow'v know—what to think,” she

all

old

e

“Oh, Mabs, 1
This man, Earl
Bunter——*
100 good to be true,”” Mabs
supplied,
“Well, doesn’t it secm like it $”
To did. Buog w the man’s motive

in posing as Bessie's aristocratic unecle
could he, Babs did not know—could not
even hazard a g
e had behaved with such apparent
sincerity all along, indeed, that had it
not been for 1e’s obvious amazement
at beholding him in the first place, Babs
would have felt inclined, fantastic as it
appeared, to aecept him at his face
valne.
Bessic's stories had been very insistent
about those titled relations of hers, but
K 4% her seriou until
ihis particular specimen had turned up.
But Babs, remembering Bessie's aston-
ishment at seeing him, remembering her
alarm, could not help but feel that thera
What could the

&
=

was a snag somewhere,
man want with Bunter ?

“Mabe, do vou think we'd better go
Lp 2" she cod.

Mabs hesitated.

sho

cm anotlier ten minutes,”
arvised,

Babs nodded, hut again she glanced at
the clock. She had a magazine in her
an illustrated sociely magazine
1 she had unconsciously picked up

whi
from the table in the hotel lounge. But
she was not reading,

Queer things had happened in Babs'

exp
this
in

all,

And e

enee at Cliff House School, buat
rrival of Bessie's titled relation,
way, was one of the queerest of
She seented mystery, did Babs,
, where did the mystery lie?

Distractedly she glanced again at the
magazing in her hand. istlessly she
turned over a few pages.

And then she
]s;ul»‘o;j. giving such a jump that Mabs
ed.

Babs, what's the matier?
Babs laughed.
“Oh, nothing! This photograph

here,” she replied. “T thought, just at

first, that it was Bessie herself.” She
held the magazine towards Mabs, dis
playing a full page portrait of a girl of
lifteen years or younger, rather plump

i the  face, but possessing grey,

thoughtful ey “Of course, it's not

Bessie—you can seo that at a second

glance. But there’s a likeness.

[t is similar,” Mabs agreed. “ Who
it, Babs?”

Babs, bringing the book round again
o that she could read it, allowed her
gaze to fravel over the type under the
piclure,

" The
Richard 71
3 :

"

granddaughter of Sir
" she read, “‘who is
¢ at Tracey Towers in
v, Sir Richard, after an absence
ol seven years, shortly intends to return

pretiy
acey

”
(oS

to Ingland for a brief visit, and it is
cortiin that one of his warmest wel-
comes will be from his charming grand-

daughter, Marmion, who has kept in
louch with him since he left England.
This is Marmion Tracey’s latest picture,

and, we learn, her favourite. Marmion
is chiefly distinguished as being  the
richest young heir in England. It is
rumoured that her grandiather’s wealth
runs into many milligns.” 7

“ Marmion!” breathed Babs,

“Marmion®” frowned Mabs. “Babs,
where have we heard that name before?”

Babs frowned alio. For a moment
her eyes clonded.  And then they it up
with sndden exeitement.

“Mabs—Bessie |7

© Bessie?"”

“Last nighi—don’t you
That signal got in the road. It was
from u girl named Marmion. She
dide’t spell out her second name, but
the first two leit of her surname
were T-R—for T It's an unusual
name. And the g cssie saw in the
gipsy camp—that was Marmion |”

Mabs looked ex

“Babs, you think there might be
some connection
Babs shock her head,

g don't  know—yet,”? she eried,
“But "—and a rather grim light camoe
into her eyes—“if there is, we're going
to find out what it is, and help that
girl in the camp av the same time,

remember?

“But shush!” she added. “Not a
word, Ma Ii's no good going upon
And "—she looked up
confusedly—“hide that paper,” she
whispered  urgently, “Here's Earl

Percy—and Bessic 1”

€ HEW! What an afterncon {”
&& gasped Barbara Redfern.

And she looked across the

study table at Mabel Lynn,

who, prostrated in the armchair, was
feebly fanning herself with her hat.

A crowded afternoon it certainly had
been. Bessie, keen that Babs and Mabs
should share her sudden good fortune,
E\)i\d insisted upon taking them every-
where.

Besides which, Bes conscious now
of her new standing and her wealth,
had wanted somebody lo whom to show
off,

Had DBabs and Mabs heen more casy
in  their minds concerning ssio’s
belted  relative, they  would have
thoroughly enjoyed it. Bessie, as a
plutocrat, was funny enough, to Le sure.

Bessie had her own ideas of how a
scion of the nobility should bebave, and
Bessic was behaving aceordingly.

Outwardly an amazing change had
come over the fat junior. She walked
now with a new strur.  Bessie said that
it was a strut which all high-born ladies
used, and it seemed to consist of stif
ening the back leg as the [ront one was
brought forward,

Bessie walked now with her head up,
chin in the air, trying to look hored and
Tanguid, but merely succeeded in look
ing cross-eyed.

When she spoke it was with a dread-
ful accent which she had picked up from
some comic talking film ghe had once
en in_the town of Courtfield.

Cliff House was enjoying Bessie. She
was the joke of the term.

And CHff House as a whole approved
of Bessie’s new relative.  He appeared

be genuine cnough, for Bessie had
vived back half an hour ago with a
1 of pound potes, and at the moment
as going the round of the school pay-
ing off her various debls.

e

Her uncle had Dought her clothes,
chocolate: he had also bought a
ling  habit, which still

trailed round with
e on these expedi-
about  this, helping
It had been a great

her to select that.

ThE ScHOOLGIRL

tme for Bessie, Lut it had  left the
chums uiterly exhausted.
“Well, I say tea!” Mabel Lynn said.
“And well said " Babs supporied.
“Where's that fat duffert”
“Oh gooduess, don’t ask me
Babs wearily.
where, of course. say, did y
how much money her unele gave hy
Ten pounds !
AMabs whis
“He's an ass !’ she opined.
“Ass or not, he's treating Bessio very
generously,” Babs id. “1 wish I
knew what his little game was, though.

replied

*Acting the lady some-
se0

I've been wondering, Mabs You
put the kettle on, will you? I'll lay
3

the cloth. I've been wondering——
she went o
“Yes?”
kettle.
“Oh, I don't knew! Tt scems so
really. It may just be a co-
incidence that the girl Marmion we
vead about in the magazine is the
Marmion whe's held a prisonce at the
psy camp—that is, of course, if thero

prisoner.” %
“But Bessie saw her,” Mabs said,
bother | The keitle’s got no water
i

1. 3
said Mabs, picking up the

=

is

“Oh
init!
“¥es, Bessie

ie saw someone. And ap-
parently Bessie

was mistaken for some-
one else,” Babs agreed. “It was dark.
vou remember. The givl Marmion, if
things are as we suspect, is plump. If
was just possible she was trying lo get
away, and Bessie was mistaken for her.
Byt what I can’t make out—-""

“Yes, Babs?”

“Well—"  And Babe, in the act of
unfolding the tablecloth, pansed.

on't_know [ she said restlessly.
that girl Marmion really had’ di
peared from Tracey Towers there
have been a hue-and-cry. The papers
would have been full of it. And, as far

as I know, nothing has been said.
was just wondering if perhaps, after all,
we were all wrong.  And where, if we'ro

right, the conncetion  between  the
arrival of this ecarl of Bessie's and the
missing girl comes in.”

Mabs rubbed her cheek thonghifully.

“It seems a bit of a tangle,” she
ed.

R T

“But ”—and  Mabs’ eyes suddenly

brightened—" Babs, we could find ouf.
Suppoesing after tea we go along to tha
gipsy camp again?  We may see the

DBabs paused.

“That's a good idea certainly,” she
said, “Inany case, it’s up to us—Bessio
or not—to do something for that girl.
If we can only see her, or prove thag
she is being held prisoner against her
will, then we can tell the palice. We'll
zo on our bikes. Tell Clara as yon go
past Study No. 7.7

_\éahs nodded, and then quitted tho
study.

And Babs, thoughtfully laying the
cloth, breathed a sigh of quiet satisfac-

tion. It seemed hopeless to conjecture,
having mnothing but suspicion te go
upon.  But it seemed absolutely a duty

that they should get to know wmore about
the girl in the gipsy eamp:

And if she was being held a prisoncr.
whether she was Marmion Tracey
not, their obvicus job was to assist in
lier release,

To prave that she was there, anywar,
would be one step fowards clearing up
the mystery,

But Babs still frowned. She had an
uncanny instinet on oceasions, had Babs,
as thongh for the life of her cha could
not =ee where the connection was; she
felt that the girl in the camp and the
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sudden adoplion of Bessie by ihe man
who called himself her uncle bore some
relation to each other.

Even now Babs did not believe that
Earl Percy de Bunter was all that he
represented immelf as being. She did
}1301: believe in his professed fondness for

s

Babs had been watching the earl that
afternoon, and she had noticed on
several occpsions that he had been
apenly contempiuous of Bessie.

Besides, why had he been so keen on
Bessic’s being able to ride a horse?
had he bought her that habit?
promised to v her a
1e did not want, yet which
r suprems self-confidence
and swank, said that she could ride?

Those things ,...med Babs.

Mabs reappeared

The door opene
with the kettle, .
“T've told Clara,” she said. “That's
all rlght Meet outside the gates at six
o'clock.”
* Oi:, goad !"" breathed Babs.
“Now what aboub tea 7"
t the kettle on—'""  And then
paused. “Oh, my hat! T almost
We've got hardly anything for

And Mabs looked dis-
‘a visit to the

tea.

“Oh bother I
gusted. “That means
tuckshop. Tl go, Babs.”

But there was no need for Mabs to
go, for at that moment there came a
tramp of feet along the pass
panied by a very l'.umhar voice.

“This way, girls.””

“Giood old Bessi

“Don’t drop those

“No fear "

“(Go easy with that box of pastries,”

“Trust me "
© “You can all come to tea,” Bessie
went on-—"all of you! T hope T know
how to treat my friends when I am in
funds.”

“Hurrah

“Now, here we are!” And Bessie,
Lier head high in the air, ﬂung open the
door of Study No. 4 with lordly grand-
eur, smiling patronisingly at Mahs and
Dabs, who stood and stared. “Hallo,
Barbara! Hallo, Mabel! 1 hope you
don't mind; I've brought a few friends
along to tea. This way, girls!”

“Good old Bessiel”

“Put the p'!rcvls on the table.”

“Rather I"

And while the amazed Babs and Mabs
stared until their eyes almost dropped
out of their heads the procession poured
in.

There were ten girls in all,
them loaded with parcels.

Possie, considering  her  dignity,
carried nothing, of course, but simply
stond by the study door directing opera-
tions with lordly waves of her fat hands

First came WNancy Bell with half a
dozen tins of salmon: then came Gwen
Cook carrying three boxes of pastrics:
next eame Philippa Derwent. grinning
all over her face and simply stageering
under a huge cake. Her friend Phylli
Howell stalked in after her, dumping
upon the table a parcel of sandwiches.
Marecelle

pareels.”

each of

They were followed by

Biquet. the little French girl; Leila
Carroll, the American girl; Jean Cart-
wright, the Fourth Form's Scottish
member: then Flsie Effingham, Matilda
Tattersall, Brenda Fallace, and Mar-

jorie Hazeldene.

They spread into the study, filling it
to overflowing. The table being by that
time full, they dumped the goods on the
floor.

“My hat!" exclaimed Babs.
this, Bessie—a banquet’”

“What's

” 01- J'h‘ a sma Il tea,
know I’ st ul! affected]

"nm 2l kg thire

“Pray do not men
~ald stiffly.

don't you

it!" Bessic

bought that

B \\z‘ll T ask vou!’
“Oh erumbs!” said B
the first time, it dawned
4, normally

I never thought of that,’

dismay. “Really,
you ought to raise objections
“Bu that's .all right, B
arroll put in. “Don't mind us
e'll fix num'll\ LK the coal-

Bessie

Babs.”
d

o0
sie. 1 want the arm.
r,”" she said \\nh dignity.
founder of the Evmt— \m\
ahead m(} h< Ip el
genially., “Eat as mmh as you
den’t think of the expense. I hope,

13
added with “I know how ta
stand treat.’

You do, B;\s»sc..”
s is scrumptious '’
bien., Bessic B

dignity,

a-ah  small

«3]
"

repast,”

explained.
“Have you any more uncles like the
earl,
“ s

Bessie

ed out her
she  said

ihe House of
spa Derwent

* 8o many,

s is full of "em "

as a tramp of feet along the
Ylara Treviyn appeared.
tomboy
going on here?
gn ing a concerf, or something "
Oh, really, Clara !”
“No, just tea. This is Bessie's idea
of a small treat,” Babs explained, with
a smile. “You can come in—if you
can get in!
Clara grinned.
"'lnun]u‘ But Ill grab my
t along to Study No. 7.’
1v hough!  Une cle Dish-
1 suppose, Dessi -

water,

(Continued on next page.}
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i Clara! I you call my
uncle names——>=
“Oh, Bessic"—(lara looked shocked
—“accuse me not |7 she begged. But
lavish——what? Nunkie Percy

this is
& 1 suppose!
He gave me the money
fc~~L(i loft

Sold his coronet in the gold rnsh—

! Dessie con-

; Clara guessed cheerfully. * But
I didn’c come to sce vou about ihat,
Bessie, noble nibs is on the tele-

prefects’ room.  lle wants
o apa‘:\.l( to you. At least, he did want
10 speale to you,” Clara added; “but

he's lef Ring up Court-

“Me 2 Bessie jumped.  Aud then she
smiled as she the glances of the
rls about her. It was unysual, at

. to be rung up on the iclephone,
and a gixl rmng up was alw
centre of a momentary inter o
nidly, und roso

of conrse !

to her fe let me p

she requested. must answer th
heastly wh’})hunc‘k\\hnl’ Awful fag,

of course, when one is in ihe vuddle of
aftahnoon tea

What's  the maiter,

Got a hone in vour Lhroat, or some-

thing 77 Clara asked upzl.ﬂu-lu.allv
“Ur is it merely the mumps ¢
”ﬂ. ha, ha

ah 1”7 Dessie blinked.

Are you referring to

“la

Oh, re:
T ')cn \lu' ~m‘l(>u

s that the name of it'” Clara
ac!.'cd interestedly, suppose it's
new  complaint,” she added svmpa-
\.|Il‘|ir‘d“\ “Does it hurt 2?2

la, ha ha”

J’)r‘-»%m blinked wrathiully.
0se you lth that’s funny ¥

she asked loftily. =T suppose you ca !'
that wit. Well, Im blest if I cun sce
.uuthmn to l(mgh about, so there! I
hope,” she  added, remembering  her
new importance, © that vou will infliet
your humah upen your inferiabs,
Clarah Trevlyn. Remembah we ladics
of the land are above that sort of

. leaving Clara looking
ulterly crushed, stalked with leisurely
dignity into alng passage.

The prefects’ room, where
phone was siinated, was on the lower
floor, and  thither, without lLaste but
strutting her new goose step, Dessie
wended her way.

Bhe strolled “quite languidly to the
telephone, sat down elegantly, picked
up the reeciver, and crossed her legs.

A voice came from the other end of
the wire:

e tele-

h—ah- me Farl Percy de
Bunter,” Bessie requcwiv:l loftily.

“ Number, please I”

“Numbah——>  And then Bessie
Bunter  frowned.  She had  forgotten
it, of cour “Oh, really.” she ex-
postulated, “ca ou get him withont
a mumbah?  You've heard of HFarl
Percy de Buntah!*

“Sorry, I haven't !”

“No*? Bessie frowned. “Not the
~—the Earl Perey do Buntah?” she
asked,

“Ple; will you let me have ihe
number ¥ the operator asked, a littlo

ernnfimly
But—-~ Oh,

#uid, and smiled

surred to her,

the numbah?” B
again as it suddenly
“Courifield three-two-

there’s no such number.”
i went something at the other

The operator, feeling that she had

Dbeen made the victim of a joke, had
rung off.

*Yes 72 called Bessie, blithely uncon-
scions of that fact, however, “1 say
can——=

No reply.

“Look here!” complained Bessie. 1
say, are you ther-ah
Again no reply. Tt dawned upon
Bessie that something was wrong.  She
frowned, and touched ihe hook of the
t.\!ophonu receiver.
0s?” came u voice.
o Ulafqh—q;m- me the—the operating
theatre ! Bessie said frigidly.
“The \\Tms," Do you mean
operator "
Well. didn’t 1 ask for the operator?”
Bessic askod, beginning to forget some
of her dign , the operator
Bhe eut me off 12
I am the operator.’

the

“Oh, are youf And Dessie -|lor1f<f
“Then why dido’t you say
expostulated.  “1 suppos know

who I am? 1 am Miss Bunier, the
nioze of Earl Perey de Bunter.”

YO0, ihai ;nLu. agai the operator

Jked weari
Joke, indeed ! Bessia  looked
indignant. Il ha\L you I\lm\\
lady, that the earl is—is a 4
important man ! T want to spea
carl, 0! I say, dow'i vi

ng
gain! Are vou ther What nuinber
do T have o for fo get Courtfield
three two-one
T isn't

sich o number,” the

PUIES:
Know,

There
you

bot The

. there ds. 7
nrifield Ilotel
My unc = :

“You

three ™

meen  Courtlield  one-iwo-
the operator saijd exaspe
and  promptly  swirched |

A vaics came io her ear:
“Hallo! Ts ihat Bessie?”
* Ahem, " smiled Bessie

“Ts that

Perev spa::)kin::

SA what? Bessie, in be-
wilderment. A mayor! Oh, veally,
nnele, that's iopping!  Will he arrive

rold coach i she added eagerly.

es. Tho tell hinmy to come in his
coach,” Bessie implored.  “With his
chain and things, of eourse he givls

here will love to see him—
Great Scott,
ing abount ¥’

girl, what are you talk-

“Well,” you said a mayor!” Bessie
explained surprisedly.

i mare—not & mag‘orr A horse,
Ananimal with  four leg Zarl
orcy  snorted, exasperated.  “T've
purchased a horse Fo you, and I'm
bringing it alon, w.”

“Oh  crumbs " gmnm‘i Bessie, in
dismay.

“Bég pardon’”

"l. Sus-said  how awlully kind of
you!”

“You do want a horse?”

“No. Oh, of cowse, I mum-mean
ves I the unhappy Be: stammered.

“ Very well, s hall be along
in half an honr. 1 change into
your riding habit at once, and meet
me outside the gates of the school at
a qu:l.rler |m,t six? | am anxious to sce
you ride.”

“Oh, yn-yes:!” stuttered Dessie, and
broke into a cold perspiration at the
mere thought. She to ride a horze |

For onee in a way DBessie regrefled
her vain boasting.

Dut it had to be faced. There was
no retracing her steps now. Bessie
,c:max ed dnunli\ as she lung up the
" Tn a chastencd (reme of mind
back io her study.

T
ruliod

THE SCHOOLGIRL

Marmion Must be
Rescued

DY 17 asked Clara Trevl
0 ready miled ]mb-.
And you, Mabs ¥’

“Ready and willing Mabs
laughed.
“Then “cnl bem,r gei alorg. What
about Bessi
* Oh, Be She's

s in the dermitory.
n her new rviding habi, 1
vid, with a faint smile.
had miumbled something 1o
that cffect when she had quitted the
study. “ B will be all right—untit
we come back, at all events. Lei's ger
going [

Clara nodded, and the three of them
walked out of the school and down 1o
vele sheds near the porier’s ledge.

the work of a f mintes
io get their cycles out, Very soon they
were pedalling tpwards the road which
ted to the gipsy camp.

“We'll park fhc bikes in the o
near the np,” Babs said presently,

‘and gev into the camp by the back
way. If we take up a vantage poi
we should see a lot nf what's going on
while the light las

The other two nodded. The plan was
accepiable. Al Babs’ plans
acceptable on oceasions like t]n»-
was the leader of the part; nd
brains of the party, .md lmmllv I
did the vight thing

Ti was no far ery to the gi camp

In just over fen minutes, indeed, they
hiid reached the copse which Babs had
mwentioned, and, carefully conceali
their eyeles therein, crept through the
trees towards the camp, the caravans of
which could be dimly pereeived -

A brief skirmiching brought thew 1o
an idenl Liding-plice—a tiny  coppis
consisting of low growing undergrowtn
in _whicli they' could lie cum[mtn‘\
and watch every movement in the

gone 1o tr
think,” ¥
For Bessie

camp and the caravans at the
limo.
“Just the p\.:(') " murmured
“Quiet no pep your eyes peclod,

n

The others nodded. They lay de
peering intently through the foliage.
The gipsies, apparently, were at their
evening meal. A dozen or more of {hem
were seated round the camp- lire, over
which was suspended a great iron sfew
pot. Old Mother Fa. !ockmg more fike
o witch than ever, hobbled among them
with the aid of her crooked stick.

Tt was upon her that Babs focused
her attention, The old woman fascinaicd
her. She lmk:'d in seme ways, such a
picturesque figu

Now and again ﬂlu high-gitched nafe
of her cracked laughter came {o Bahs’
She saw the men and the wonen

ears,
laugh,  And once, Babs noticed. :he
glanced at the near-by caravan. Onee

she looked straight towards the copse.

The sun was beginning to sink now.
Long grey shadows were stretehing
beneath the trees. A chill wind was
beginning to blow and rustle through
the leaves of the trees.

Babs, hier eyes fixed intently upon the
caravan, saw the curtain at one of the
tiny windows move.

* Look ! she said tensely.

They turned their heads.  And
then lay still, hardly daring to bro-nlw
For s.uidrnly ihe curfain was pushed
aside, and a faco looked out—a fuce
which Babs recognised at once as the
bject of the photograph she had seen
in the illusirated socicly magazine,

Tt was a pale, plump face, surrounded

=
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bobbed mass of chestnut-brov

e crept from he
vy exe upon the

T
. now o rmion nodded understandingly.
. She waved a hand, tealt B.n t up to the
v heekoning the girl to h-up under cover. She b
! zirl nodded au 1 e, IHer

mrmur- the key

~'|m|mi back.

the key into
(8]

into

Babs threw a ne fleeting
camp. lhc old towards
heart thur

and
tl crept back

HARDS
’
e, yheased 1o
wer. any
s SONCErNing
Honse School.
e 1o Miss
:r‘, c.0. The
tar, THE
I #ILGIRL,
Fleetway
e, Farringdon
t, London,
5. enclosing a
pes! addressed
slepg if you
for a personal
- reply.
reached them than
om old Mother Fa.
it e ara and
t iy I\‘"‘LS going m |"wanr.r} \u! Anlul 1
e iy ‘“' ay came from their
i saw the caravan door open;
1 ; Marmion at the bottom of the
w’mo'mr' pri
: ',‘} BE ed | tor running towards tlrem.  They saw the
9, ‘”"E ‘r‘i '7'“ i old crono travelling with a  specd
¥ in, and '"” IET h \ £ neredible in one of her a
Ly saay |f a )“'" of ,ii“' ':ﬁ?‘t “Marmion, auick, quickl” Babs
king ouf of the ¢ le sight  _ned
ave her an idea, . “Run
*Clara, Mabs 1 ] ered. “You N
here. Tl wriggle along towards
caravan and unlock the door. TlL ¢ ]w II 3
X bring the key hack with me so that #@nd ih L
it can’t be locked again. Marmion can Iu a }mmmnc (noln ld ero: o w qu ‘.‘.H:.
doh hios ity s d at her shoulder with
vateh her opportunity il nd shi ad snatched at b !
; S ¥ #heq, Andishb talon-Jike hands. Her voice, thin.
then®* q wed Clare. the screeching, rose up.
Hiek ' “Yon would trick me, would vau?
¥ i CI“"LH'I““-“]
to muke a dash for ‘Come on I” muttered Cl
» “Right-ho!” And Clara grioned.
] was an adventure alter the tom-

that it

concerned,

own heart.

was out of tha q on.
in the grips o captors ag ; the
whole eamp would be upon them
ones il they att ted to interfere. A
rescue, in fact, was impossible,

“No!” she ttered.  “Wait! I've
another 1! We know now she's

agains r \\n \\u know
a priso isn't_our job!
his is a job for the police! Come on!

“PBut whera "’
‘T the polic
3abs answered,

TOWRTT

ttion i
and

e

e 1}

BABS, Mabs, and Clara sprang up,

in time to see Marmion
hurrying towards them. But
before she could reach safety, old
Mother Fa had caught up with
her. *‘* You would trick me, would
you? ' the gipsy screamed,

beside herself with rage.
‘B

w
ritory. She stood before a mirror,
r face very red, gazing in utter
at her reflection.
presented an unusual ligurey
e was, a3 a matter of fact dressed in
her new riding habit. That riding habit,
hought in haste, had not been exuetly
made for Bessie Bunter,
The brecches fitted
tightness round the w
ridi mJnckm was §0 ti
1 hardly breathe,
tie which Bessie liad fastene d

18SIE 17
*“ Bessie Bunter !
“0h dear!”

Bumur unlmppxl‘
in the Fourth Form

pod  Bessie

@

(euibh
. The brown
It that Bessie

¢

on the blouse she wore heneath the
habit, was not tied at its best. The tie,
indeed, looked a sorry mess,
Just for effect, Bessie tried on the
cap she had bonght. She blinked again
the mirrored reflection of herself,

“ Mum-my hat!” she muttered.
_And then came those voices from out-

“Ow!

Jh dear
what is it
ur uncle is outside with a hor

\” ;;an-ped Bessie,

Bezsie,”



i
H
}
i

1b
“0h,

guggramom'" gasped Bessio

—tho door was pushed
ope d lmlf a dozen Fourth-Formers
came into the dormitory. Then they
paused, staring for a moment and went
an into a concerted yell,
““Ha,_ha, ha”
“Uh, my hat 1”
o1

[lo\ o glared.
”[.nnk here—>

WVe're icumug June Merrett
L]surmd “and what a sight! Oh,

BL“‘\U. darling, wherce did you get that
Liat 2

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Look here, you grinning duffers——"
ronred Bessie furiously.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“0Oh, my hat!” And Naney Bell,
who was anong  the crowd, roared.
“Oh dear, this is too rich. Leila, fetch
ral”

ha, ha?
“Uunt you d1rct"‘ ropred  Dessic
furiously.
But Leila Carroll, in high glee,

sprinted off. Nancy Bell sprinted off,
too, to spread the good news, and to
prepare the sehool for the resplendent
apparition which was about to burst
upon its astounded vision.

Bessie sniffed. She looked again at
the mirror, and picked up her
crop. With majestic dignity she
toweards the door.

“Let me pass,” she said haughtily.

“Please, your ladyship,”  Flsic
f‘ﬂ'm;ghanu murmured,

“ Yes? said Bessie gracionsly.

“Would you give me the name of
your tailor?”

Béssie sniffed in wordless contempt.
Followed by vells of laughter, she
stalked off down the corridor.

But Bessie, though she did her best to
gur a brave face upon things, conld not

elp but feel that she was causing a
sensation. "She was! Fverywhere she
wemt, she was mer-first by amazed
stares, then by shrieks of laughter.

Duleia Fairbrother, of the Sixth, saw
her and grinned. Stella Stone, the cap-
tain of the ool, met her as she went
down the _stairs, and turned away to
hide a smile

In the entrance hall Doris Redfemn
nnci a crowd of Third Form girls, ju
in from a practice game of hockey, saw

as she appmmi and roared,
. ha, ha!”

"hoa, Dobbin
‘Who poured you into that coat?”
“Who's going to get you ont?”

Bessie glared.  Bhe stopped, breathe
ing fury,
“Are you kids laughing at me?” she
demundml
“Ha, ha, ha!”

threw up her head, Tt was ob-
of no use arguing with these

She strode on towards the
into the quad, followed by a
luugiung crow
oicks | Tnliv ho! Here she
ccmos!” velled Leila Careoll from the
quad.  “ Behold, sisters! Gaze upon
our one and only, and then go home
and happily die! = There aro eight
wonders of the world, and Bessie in
riding-kit is the eighth. Bessie, stand
still. I'm going to take vour photo-
graph.”

"Lon]c here—"

“Now smile. Smile sweetly.
Eor a comic jnnmf

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bessie turned red,

)
This is

“Look here—

“We are!”

“1f you think I'm going t6 be vour
faughing stock—

roared Bessie furi-

a

b, Bessi
in the pet:
Merrett.

t go near the dogs
house implored June
“They'll wonder where the

. i]d 1.

But Bessie, I)rmrhmg fury, walked on
—not, however, befors Leila and half a
dozen others had snapped her.

She had lost her strut now.  Bessie,
indeed, was feeling distinctly hot and
nr(.nb«' as she waddled off down

me to the gates, followed by
half the school, yelling uproariously at
the figure she made. And there she
paused, gazing up in dismay at the
horse which stood there, all ready
dled.  Near it, holding it by the
wead reins, was Eml Perey de Bunter
himself,

He staved as he saw her. A slight
frown overcame his face,  But next
moment he smiled,
ic! I say, vou do look
murwi\aus in that kit!”

“Dud-do 17" Bessie asked hopefully.

A real picture,” Earl Percy decided.

I gmvh thanks!”  Bessie  said

But she did cheer up. Of
conrse, she loked nice—as if she could
look anything else.  Those other eats
who had pulled her log were only
jealous.  Well, she didn’t care for them,
She looked i
“I1—is thi
“This is she

doubtfully.

“Oh yu ;,01'"
“Her name’s Nobby.”
“0hk, is it? Wh-what a nunmnice
name ' Bessie said nervously.

“ Stroke her, Besste '

Bessie looked again.  She did not
quite like the appearance of the animal.
It occurred to her now that to ride this
|w'u-t might not he h an easy thing
as she had anticipated,

But she reached out rather nervously,
putting up a palpitating hand, The
horse thrust its head forward and
snorted inte her face. Bessie jumped

Is she safe?’ she

away.
1" (:lh dud-dear!

Safe as houses|” Earl Perey langhed
cheerfully, “That’s just her affection,
Bessie.  But come on now. Let me see
you mount!” And he went to the side
of the horse, holding out the stirrup.

Bessie stopped. . At that moment she
felt like flying. For the first time since
she had met himm she regretted exceed-
ingly having ever set eyes upon Earl
Percy,

But there was no running away now.
The horse barred her way to the front.
Farl Perey himself cut off her retreat
townrds the village, and the hilarious
crowd at Lhc gate effectually barred her
way back into the school.

“Go on, Bessie!” came an encourag-
ing shouf,

“Want a he]p‘ng hand®”

“Ha, ha, ha!”’

" Oh'duddear 1” gasped the unhappy
Bes

('omn on!” his lordship exclaimed,
little impatiently.
He held the stirrup out again.
Bessie, trying to show a mnf\denco she
was far from feeling, put one foot in it.
His lordship gave her a heave at the
same time, and Bessie, to her vast as-

tonishment and alarm, found herself
shooting upwards on to the horse's
ack.

As a matter of fact, sho shot straight

‘TrE SCHOOLGIRL

cended

over the horse’s back, a des
into the rw\([ on the other side.
Bump!

,"““" ow!” velled B dazedly.
“Ow! T sav, that beast threw me off !
I'm hurt! I'm dud-dying—""

* Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the crowd at the
gates,

“Look here, vou cats—" roared
B furiously,

ha, hal’
:.lur*! ing up i
advised  June

front  leg,
Bessie 1”7 Merrets
hilariously,

uf, 1 Percy was coming round
now, his face as black as a thundercloud,
He glared down at Bessie, the ex-
pression on bis face so malevolent that
Bessie even forgot to go on shouting.

“You ridiculous girl! 1 thought you
mul vou could nda*" he snapped.

“ Oh, really!” ie said, blinking.

“1 hope, your ('.\.l'lb}]lp that, you don’t
think I conld tell an untruth.”

“Get upt”

“Oh, 1 say!” And for a moment
Bessie glanced up in bewilderment.
Was this the same man who had shown
himself to be so kindly, so tolerant to-
wards hvr? She blinked again,

“T mean, let me giva you a hand,””
the man said, changing his tone, and
reached down, extending a hand, which

Bessic grnppt +d gratefully maugh “I’m
sorry ! T thought you could ride,”’ he
said. “I was dizappointed, that's all.”

Bessie coloured. Bhe felt a sense of
guilt cuddenly. She did not kmow why
it should have such an effect upen him,
of course; but Earl Perey looked quite
distressed.

Bessie, whatever her faults, was not
devoid of a sense of {:mtrtudc and
since it geemed to mean so much to him
that she shonld ride, she made up her
mind, mueh &s she hated 1, to have
another 0.

bhc smmled rather feehly.

Oh. I'm susserry, wsmcle! I1-—1
wasn't just ready, you knew. Besides,
this mare—Fm used to & much smaller

Orse, YOI 586 Bu-but let me have
wnother try.”

It required a lot of courage on
Bessie’s part to make that offer, but
Bessie really did feel that somethin,
was due to the Dbenefactor who hac
treated her so handsomely.

Bessie was anxious to keep in her
uncle’s good books, for by now she had
accepted him unquestioningly as her
relative.

The ear] nodd

He gave Bessie a
second lift. Bes this time sprawled
upon the horse’s back, clutching the
animal frantically round its neck.

“Oh dud-dear I’ she gasped.,

“She's up !” yelled thc crowd at the
gates.

The horse, surprised to find herself
clasped with such sudden violenece, shied
and tossed her head. Bessie velled.

“Ow! Stoppit! Ow! Tm falling
“ Ha, ha, ha !

“ Stick it, Bessie!”
“ Look out "
There was a

o

laughing scattering
among the girls at the gates. For the
horse, with a shrill whinny, suddenly
reared on her hind less. Bessie, in the
act of uttering a terrified expostulation,
uttered instead a_frenzied gasp, She
elung tighter and tighter to the animal’s
neck, grasping her mane with one hand.

Earl Percy jumped aside, his face
suddenly startled.

“ Pessie, grasp the reins!” he roared.

But Bessie did not hear that. Bessie,
more frightened than ehe had ever been
in her life, hung on grimly.

The horse reared and pranced about,
hoofs flying. ~ And then, turning her
head in the direction of the woods, she
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the wind, with
e breath being
clinging on for

sireaked away lil.-p
Bessie, most of
d ouy of her Lu Iv,

a shouts

run away !”

“The marc.
“ Bessie
But Bessie

cver heard. Bess
sick with fear now, had
hands were
mate.  The horse,
a full gallop,
he woods she
bing vp and down like
ig ball on her

deed, cloged
helding

sireaked on.
went, Bessie bo
same grotesque
back.

Like the wind

y mare travelled. It
seemed to Bes at she was racing off
the earth altogether. But she clung on,
net daring to open her ¢ The voices
?f the g rls hvl ied away—became

Still \abln le-llf‘d on.

OTHER FA,
gleaming

down  at

hes

heady eyes
ly, glared
mion  Tracey

Max

7' she

You

W zet your fine the
school to help you to d gipsics

who have done you no harm. My pretty
gringo, you shall pay for this—you shall
suffer 17

Marmion did not reply; bul
sick at heart.
again. When e nw:
near, when those girls had seem
ready and so willing to help her.

It scemed to her now
hope was gone, and the di
showed itself on her face as
into the wiich-like features of
gipsy crone,
\I,ot.]mr B:J.,

<he felt

18 0

her fingers clutching the
ook ler agai
ul vengefu 3

ishment. And do you lLnow
what that punishment will 1:(‘, or
maid? Do you kriow what I have
power to do to yeu? Iow sha

you
like heing tied to the \Ahucl of a caravan

for the might—eh all you like
being shup up without. food of drink !
How shall yon like to be “Inmmd"”
Marmion fline! hm! but her e face
ghowed no fe
“ Ah, listen l‘m old crone said vin-
dietively All these thin,
dene to yon if you
You must give me your
understand?  You must make the pro-
mise. You must say to me that will
try no more to escape,
vou shall go of vour own free wi

7

e meantime, you shall become a mem-
¢ of the tribe. Now, is it that you
‘lall give me that word? Pron
. sard Marmion quietly.

The qu woman’s eyes glittered.

“It shall be the worse for you.”

Y No,” repeated Marmion.

“You will go away—"

There the old crone paused. She gave
a guick glance towards the trees to her
left. For, from among those trees, hml
come a sudden thunder of hoofs, a W
lr.JR]lI]!L{ and trampling. Invelunta
hier hold upon the girl relaxed.
gave back.

“1In the name of all the Fa’s

That was onough. The next moment
a shrick left her lips, for, bursting
through the trees had appeared a sud-
(Im and most startling apuarmun &

huge horse, \urh foaming n\\s, upon
whose back, panting and dazed, desper-
ately clung a very fat girl
traight for the old crone the horse
stroaked
Mother Fa shouted ; Marmion jumped

aside. And at that moment Bessia
opened her eyes. She saw where she
was, She gave a gasp. Inveluntarvily

her hold upen the mane of the animal
relaxed. Nobby gave an upwards heaye.
Off like a ball bounced Bessie, a shrick

{Continued on following puge.)

Talking it Over with Your Editor

“MY DEER READERS—”

populas Bessic Bunter is the

chavactor (i our prescat series
§f Hawse storvics, I thought it woulid
he quite a good idea to have an *“‘all-
Begsie  Chat. The fellowing is the
rvesult, and I wmake no apology for the
“nu speling.—Y our Editor.

M

o
along it
coming to Cl
the "(‘lloms ats, wouldn's ]ml» well
beleve me. Now I hope they under-
stand what an inflewenshall girl 1

Buy as I am very kind-hearie
ve them t time.

,—1'm sure

all

Y DEER RF ADERS
3 mjoved  reeding
my [1111ﬂ\\5 r

s w
course, T

{ Hous

My nvnele, the vicount, has promi

to give me all sorts of things. He said
T aught to have a car, so I'm thinking
of having one bilt. Clara said |t wouln
have to about a hundre

power if I was to Hu\. in it; but that’s
Just ’s gell W hen they ses
e gmoing  down to U ega's—1
mean, down to the v i my limmer-
seen, 1‘19\ 11 be vious. I'm

) asking Lord Percy to

vot

After all, a girl
out, you
Jemima l"n~La\ I avght to

ware & monicle, just to show my blue
blocd. When I said, “ What abeut my
she =a|(], “Ware a monicle in

She T'd look

each eye—what?"’
like a Spartan, whatever that is.

Of course, Lord Percy is only one of
tittled relations.  T'd like you to
meet Lord Dillwater de Bunter, the
famous explorer. Aud Vicount Bunter
de V ho was the first man
to swim the Atlant n. (T think it
the Atlantic O but 1 wouldn't
sure.) And “there was the

Says Bessie Bunter

Duchess of Bunter, from whom I get my
good looks, you kuow.

Clara says I'm fat, but I'm jolly well
not. I wouldn't have a skinny figure
like hers, anyway. How could anyone
be fat, I ask you, when tk
little ro eat at CLIff Hou
ing of asking Miss Primuc
kate for weak girls like me, so ths
can have a snack when ¢ feel

There ought to be a avery
korridor at CLff Hou and then I
shonldn’t have to zo and orrow Clara's
tuck—I mean, of cou shonldn't
have so far to go for a snack.

Anyw. ar] Pe taking me out

to tea this afternoon, so 1 shan’t have
to rely on those mean girvls in Study
No. 4. T've a jolly good mind not to a: 13
BAth and Mabs and Clara to come with
me !

Well, I eggspeet you want to know all
abous next week’s story, in ich, of
course, T take the chief part. 1'm glad

to see that at last everyone has realised
that 1 am a person of importance. T

know Clara is gellous, beeause she isn't
featering in next week” but, as
I told her, it’s only nat t good-

a
should be in the

girls like me
hmohto
You will like reading abont me in
next week’s story. You should just sec

tim way I tick off Babs and Mabs when
their gellonsy. ~And, of
e Ior cleering np
£ armion. I'm a jolly
good detecktive, rv:a]i but they won't
give me a chance at Ciff House, How-
ever, now that I have come into my
own I'll jolly well gshow them. Don’t
forget to read about me next week, will
you?

1 can’t keep it up any longer, dear
readers! Dessie Bunter’s spelling is too

appalhng,
rest of this
I can ou rh.u next we
House stary is full of langhs. Jere are
serious moments, of course—moments of
citement and drama, when Babs & Co.
are endeavouring to reach a solution of
the  mystery wrmun-im;: Marmion
Tracey, and the man who is posing as
Jessie’s Barl Perey.
he title of this delightful tale will be

“AGAINST THE HEAD'S
ORDERS!"
and it has been written, of course, by
Hilda Richards. You won't miss it,
will you?

How do you like the opening chapters
of our splendid new African adven
serial, featuring Ann Tomli
ensuing instalments are eve
citing, packed with thrilling episodes
.md dramatic developments. Do please
tell all your chums about this ripping
new seris they'll be delighted with it,

T know.
Miss Helen Waring., our own Film
Correspondent, has itten two most

delightful Sereen articles for our next
number.  “They are entitled “ Stars of
the Homeland.” and “The Stars Con-
fess.” 8o those of you who are film
“fans ” are in for a special treat!l
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fof fear, leaving her lips as she fel

self sailing towards the earth.
Bump!
“ 0w, o

, ow [ velled Bessie,
t‘m horse gailoped on; but
Marmion had
\[.nmloln was

{In
mion, at least,

was to be known about horses.
an expert horsewoman. The sud
b 1

d not have been

ol

more advantag
She braced hers .
There was a desperate light in her

eres now.
She

jumped forward. She had vowed
sape, - and escape  she would.

bellowing on the gr'ounzl, she
see, was more frightened than

Nabby's

Ea

u:uhl
Lurt.
farmion caught at
reins, and steadied hi
swung herself into the saddle,
the horse’'s head. At the same
there came a yell from Mother Fa.

Sce The girl—she

head

‘ See is

escaping 1"

Marmion cast one hunted leok around.
rishly she grasped the reins. She
he old crone rushing towards he

Fou

saw
she saw the rest of the camp aroused-—
running in her direction. She set her

teeth, grabbing at the reins,
“Gec up! she pa --d‘ and dug
her heels into the hors

Nobby whinnted.  She tms?d her
mane. But she understood. She knew
now that she had a rider on her b
There came another shriek iroz. the
crone as the horse started forward,
(iarmg givl clinging to its back.

“ Stop ner’ Stop her, Jake !”

“Ow, ow! You beast!” yelled Bessie
Bunter, as Gipsy Jake, rushmg forward,
trad upen her fingers.

Off thundered the horse, Marmion des-
perately shaking at the reins.  Jake;
with a gasp, pulled up.

“Jake! You fool! You dok! Follow
—follow ! screamed the old woman.

“But, I say!" howled Bessie Dunter,
sitting up. “Oh, 1 s:\\—wnnt—\vhnts
happening ? Where's the horse?”

But nobody paid any attention to
Dessie, who was only vaguely aware of
what had happened, and had never seen
that daring escape of the girl whe so
much resembled ber. But she saw Jake

tlu-

now. She saw him spring upon the back
of another horse.

“Hi! That's my horse!” DBessic
yelled,

NEXT WEEK’S CLIFF HOUSE STORY

It wasn't. But Bessie was too short-
sightee <ad too utterly fustered to see

that. Not that she was coneerned, how-
ever., essie rather hoped, in fact, that
she wou | never sea the horse agam. It

was parely out of loyaliy to the uncle
who had bought her the horse that she
made her protget.

But nobody headed Bessie, Jake least
of all. J:lkk, indeed, w in pursuit

w, and he disavpeared just as there
: an excited shout from the road.

Babs, Mabs, and Clara had arrived !

Accompanied by the police !

B’
the road Inspector Wissendale, of
the Courtfield police. He and a
constable were in a car, returning, as it
happened, from the County Police
Sports, which had been held in the town
of Lantham that afternoon.

A few words had sufficed to put the
inspector in possession of the facts. He
and the consteble had agreed to come
along at once.

And now, just as Jake, bot in the pur-
suit of the fugitive Marmion, disap-
peared, Babs, Mabs, and Clara, accom-
panied by the inspector and the con-
stable. burst on the scene.

abs headed the rush, her face flushed
with excitement. The light was failing
now, and from a distunce she saw Bessie
itting up, surrounded by the gipsies.
om that distance, and in the Iu.,ht

the greatest good luck, indeed,
Babs & Co. had encountered on

Bessie nppeared startlingly like Mar-
mion T for Babs had not scen
B T ridin vit, and Babs fell

natural error.  She pointed

iedly.

‘Fh(rc she is!” she cried excitedly.
“That's the girl! Look—the gipeies 1”

They raced forward And  then,
coming nearer. Babs saw for the first
time the mistake she had made. She
pulled up, a gasp of dismay on her lips.

“My hat—Bessie !

“The one and only 1 exclaimed C1

“Oh, dud-dud-de ' groaned B
“Ow! Babs—Babs-

“But——"  The 1nspvcmr paused.
“This is Miss Bunter!” he said sus-
piciously.

“Yes, sorry Thi. mlr the girl!
Bessie, what on enrth- —

Besste groaned again,

“Oh, really, Babs

The inspector frowned.

“Where's the girl?
Tracey !

a.
ie.

This Marmion

o

Marmion Tracey.

You must not
story, which will
title

reveals new and amazing developments
in the dramatic mystery surrounding

light upon Bessie Bunter’s remarkable
titled relative.

miss this full-of-fun

“AGAINST THE HEAD’S ORDERS!”

It also throws new

appear under the
of :

By HILDA RICHARDS.

THE SCHOOLGIRL

And the old crone, a
smile wrinkling !ler
e, shuffied forward

“You search
d sir 7" she asked.

yed her.,

on to believe that you
ying here a g\rl—\f.n’

winst hor w

ad.
“Indeed, no “That is a
strange name—; I e not heard.
Perhaps,” she added, with a m: licious
zlance in the (E.rulmn of Babs, “the
schoolgirls make fun of you.”

Bubs flushed,

“You are in charge of this camp #” the
Jn~pcctor aske

* indecd, kind

gir. I am in

on deny that you are keeping a girl

lost ce it
“QOh 1" spector looked baffled.
“H'm!” he said, and glared rather

grimly at Bessie, who was sitting up and
wondering what all the fuss was about.
“ Perhaps you will have no objection if 1
seareh your camp ¥” he hazarded.

The old woman grinned.

*Tf it plmcm you, kind sir, search

with pleasure
“Thank you The inspeetor nodded
man. He was frown-

girls—please remain
“I will be back in

ing now ou
here I" he ordered.
a few moments.”

And, the policeman at his heels, he
strode away.
Babs & Co. looked at one another in

bewilderment,

“Well, my hat!”

* What can they have done with her ?”

“Bessie I

“Ow!” Bessic was still groaning.

“Bessie, get up! I do belicve the
inspector thinks we've bcen pulling his
leg I Mabel Lynn said.  “But they ean’t
h.nL got her away ! They can't! Bessie,
have you seen her ?”

“Seen who?”

“ Marmion,”

“Ow! Nol”

"Ho\v did vou get here?

“On—on some big b:ute nf a horse !
Bessie gasped.

“What horse 7

“Ow! Dud-don’t ask silly questions!”

essie profested.

Bubs was prevented from questioning
the fat girl further by tho reappearance
of Inspector Wissendale. He looked dis-
tinetly annoved.

“I ‘think,” he said acidly, “that your
desire for a joke, Redfern, has
rather run away with you this time. 1
have searched the camp, but can find no
trace of the girl vou speak of.”

abs crimsoned.

“But—

“Thank you, you need
the inspector nid stiffly.
vour idea of a joke, M
certainly not
stances, T sh
vou headmistres

sav no more,”
“This may be
Redfern. It is

And, in the circum-
ave to report you to

“Inspectar !” cried Babs desperately,
But the inspeetor turned angrily away.
towards road

walk the
to the car.

He evidently mcam what he said.

Babs & Co. looked at one another in
dismay. They had tried to help—and
this was the result, Trouble—dire and
certain—awaited them at CHff Iouse
w they ret H

The galling part of it all was that they
had succeeded in neither of their objects.
Marmion Tracey was still the maid of
mystery, Bessie's uncle still remained
secure in his impersonation !

What would be the outcome of it all?

END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY,



