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Humour and drama mingle in this arresting, ling complete Cliff Honse School story,
Jfeaturing Barbara Redfern &° Co,

AWKWARD FOR BABS & CO.

[{] ISII they’d  buck  up!”
Barbara Redfern said appre-
hensively.

“Jolly long time ! agreed
Hu_: Treviyn.

L who completed the trio,
Rather nervously, Mabel
ing towards the door outside
hey were standing.

door  was labelled  “Miss
ope Primrose,”” and Miss Penelopo

was the headmistress of CLIT
chool, to the Fourth orm of

hese three girls belonge:
'\ml the wvery fluu that th VeT
waiting outside the study told that th

tomnba
Ma

were cxpecting a call of the most
calamitous nature.
\ ter of fact, the call they

ing was of
e mdc?[}

a very grave
naty

in conference
was Inspector
weifield Police, and
was annoved. or
ed himself to have

pulled by

or, that room,
v the Leadmist
Wissendale
Tuspector ¥

inspector con
very severely
and Clara
aid Mabel Ly

ed at Babs, Babs, meeting
o, pulled a Clara,
at both of them, thoughtfully
>d one side of her nose, and

1 rather sheepish
door opened. The rather gevero
ures  of  Miss Primro herself.
wl\l with a pair of pince-nez. gazed
“at them.

'S ORDERS/

By Hilda Richards

door bel

ONFIDENT that the plot . i“{ﬁi‘ 5 e
against Marmion Tracey, Primrose [u fowing T,EE -l”:'

ect
Courtficid potm stond
out into the sch
Y Was
Miss Primrose s
“T am surprised—very cd,
said sternly, “to hate hml such a report
from Iu-]wum Wi ale about yon
I know you girls are ]n;_;u spirite I
know that you are fond ni aj T

¥

and the mysterious activities
of Bessie Bunter's ‘titled
relative” are linked in some
strange way, Babs & Co. defy
even the wishes of their head-
mistress, in order to reach a
solution of what is proving & your fun has o unp

baffling mystery. on other people,

Miss Primrose |
Babs shifte

rathor s s

in.” " Miss T’uml on firmly
“Th ] nd a indeed,

said, and look at offence. i

ehinn to lead t the assist
L telling him a story
held by

pl isoner

ble timo in
¢ camp in proving that your
- a bioax. Not ouly that.
redd to you that your

i to the gipsy

ara

Then she s
P headr
h,oa open, and Clara,
mr(m\-u] to
i

1 hope,

Barba
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Babs flushed. = Clara immediately stood silent, looking rather uncomfort- *“As if you would call me, knowing that
looked  warlike, Mubs  appeared able. I broke the water-jug perfectly acei-
indignant, Miss Primrose’s lips compressed. She dentally. It slipped out of my hands,
“ But, Miss Primrose, it was no joke,” gazed at the uneasy faces of the three, you sce, when I was washiu;: That is
“It was true,” and then touched a bell. A maidservant to say, of course, I wasn't 1\.1=hm;:

I]nbs said quietly.
‘What? Barbara, how dare—"
“It was true I repcated Babs levelly.
*There was a girl in that gipsy camp,
being held a prisoner. We saw her.
We tried to rescue her ourselves.”

“Nonsense!”  the  inspector  said
<harply. “There was a girl there—ye:
Miss Primrose. ho girl whom Mi
It n pointed out to me as being tho
prisoner of the gipsies was one of her
own friends—Bessic Bunter.”

“ Bless my soul! Barbara——'

\gam Barbara flushed.

‘ Bessie happened to be in the camp,”
<he explained. *The girt 1 am speaking
of is rather—well, plump.  The_light
was bad, and, for a moment, I was
deceiv into thinking that DBessie
1ct was the girl I imagined her to
be, Bessie, apparently, had only just
arrived in the camp. She bad fallen
fromz a horse which her uncle, the man
who calls himself Eart Percy de Bunter,
had bought for her and which bad run
away from |

The headmis looked up quickly.

“Calls himself 7” she repeated. * What
do you mean by that, Barbara ?*

Babs paused. Clara looked uncam-
fortable. Mabs bit her lip. Barbara
had not meant to use that phrase. It
badd slipped out,

But Babs rcall) and truly believed
that Barl Perey de Bunter, the man who
posed as being Bessic's titled relative,
X in .fact, no more a relative of
s than he was of hers.

Calls  himself?” Miss  Primrose
repeated.  “ Barbara—-" X
“I think yowd better explain,”

In speetor Wissendale put in.
“Well—" said Babs, and paused.
“You see, Miss Primrose, it was like
" Clara’ put in
“ Bessie's uncl olo——> Mabs bogan.
“One at o time-please.”  Miss
Primrose looked severe. 1 was speak-
ing to Barbara,” she reminded them

coldly. * Your words, Barbara, secmn to
infer that you have doubts about
Bessic’s uncle—not, indeed, that I have

met the gentleman. I have heard
vaguely ihat an uncle of Bessie’s is
living near, That is all. Apparenily,

Barhara you have a suspicion that this

uncle of Bessie’s is nof nlf Hhat he
purports himself to be. Why

B s habl miined Babs to
herself.

“Why 7 Miss Primrose insisted.

Babs thought guickly. Her suspicion
of Bessie’s unecle was only a suspicion,
but it was a deep-rooted one for all
that,

A few days ago Earl Perey de Bunter
had come to schacl, announeing him-
self as uncle, and surprising
that girl as much as it had surprised
anybody.

Certainly ho  had  behaved very
generously towards Bessie. Outwardly,
at least, there had heen nothing in his
treatment of the fatrest girl in the
Fourth to arouse suspicions.

But Babs had an idea—an idea,
indeed, that amounted almost to con-
vietion now-—that Earl Percy de Bunter
was playing some deep game of his own.

She had an idea, too, that his game,
what ever it was, was very domdcd]\-
mixed up with the girl prisoner in ihe
gipsy camp.

But how to convinee Miss Primrose of
that? What was she to say? Babs

;

&

appeared.
“Kindly find Miss De Bunter of
the Feurth Form, and bring her here,”

the headmistress ordered. nd, when
the maid had disappeared, she looked
again at Babs. *The matter of Bessie’s
unele we will leave in abeyance,” she
decided. “To return to this girl in the
gipsy camp. If there was such o girl,
surely you have some idea who she was,
Barbara 1

:Oh, yes, T have!” Babs said,

“ARY

“Her name is Marmion Tracey. 5!]@

nr\: at Tracey Towers, in Surrey.’
ndeed 77

“She—she is an heiress to a
Canadian gentleman,” Babs 1

L‘ \vnd that is all you know

08,

“ II m!” Miss Primrose frowned, and
Inspector Wissendale looked incredulous.
“How did you discover thi she asked
of Darbara.

“1_happened fo seo a phofograph of
her in an illustrated magazine,” Babs
volunteered.

“l'-,hn did not tell you?”?

% l)h I3

At that moment there came a tap on
the door. Miss Primrose called “Come
in,” and Bessie Bunter, the faitest girl
in the school, entered blinking rather
apprehensively behind the thick round
spectacles she wore,

“Oh, really, Miss Primrose, T didn't
do it I” she said at once.

Miss Primrose frowned.

“1 didn’t!” repeated Bessi LT
wouldn’t dream of doing it! Every-
ody knows that I'd scorn to do a thing
like "that !

The headmistress
deeply.

“ Bessio——"

“I=I wouldn’t dream of—of damag-
ing anything,” Bessie went on, looking
suitably shocked. “I—I've too much
respect for—for you, Miss Primrose.
And T wasn’t deing any harm, really.
It wasn't my fault, that the water-jug
slipped out of my hands, and broke on

rich

frowned  more

the floor. In fact, I—I wasn’t touching
the waterjug. It—it must have been
brolen bvl'om I went  into  the
dormitery.”

“Bessic |”

“Ow! Oh dear! Yes, Miss Prim-
!'DF(‘?"

“1 did not send for you to talk about
a broken water-jug, though T presume
you have broken one.”

“Me? Oh, Miss Primrose
eyes opened in innocence.
break a water-jug?  Oh, really, you
know, you do me an injustice! [—T've
never even seen a broken water-jug!
I—TI never even went near the dur-
mitory to wash.”

“ Bessie, you are telling stories.”

“Oh dear! Oh, Miss Primrose!”
Bessie exclaimed, in a hurt voice

= \pparrntly you have broken a
water-jug, in which case, of course, I
shall see "that vyou pay for it. But it
wasn't about that that T asked you to
come here.”

Bessie blinked.

“Oh erumbs!
that before?

“1 beg your pardon, Bessie!” "

“1 mean—of course, T knew it
wasn't,” Bessie hastily corrocted herself.

Bossic's
‘Me? Me

Why couldn’t you say

The water-jug was nowhere near me.

Miss Primrose made a gesture of
impatience,

“We will go into the maiter of the
broken water-jug later on,” she said.
“The matter I wish to discuss with you
now is one referring to your uncle.”

“Oh! said Bessie, and  smirked.

“Oh, yes, Miss Primrose! My uncle—
nrfnhr-m‘ My titled velative, you

he Earl Perey dc Bunter. That is
the name, Barbara?’
“Yes, Miss Primrose.”

Ol " And Bessie smirked.

well !

Bessie, a dear in many ways, had per-
sisted in giving herself airs since the
amazing arrival of her ast ding
uncle, and though that unele bad been
as much of a surprise to Bessic as to
anyone else, she now :u:coptcd Earl
l‘umy de Bunter unhesitating!

“Oh, of course!” she Fald lanﬁmdl\'
“T can—ah—undahstand your desiah to
know something more of the—ah—
aristoeracy of this country, Miss Prim-
rose.”

“Bessie, do not be absurd!
speak in that ridiculous way!”
Primrose said severely.

Do not
Miss

“Ridiculous?”  And Bessie blinked
indignantly.  “Oh, really, Miss Prim-
[OH(‘

‘Barbara, here, protests that your
uncle is—is—well, not all that he repre-
sents himself as being.”

Bessie glared at Babs,
“8he's jealous !” she said flatly.
“1 confess that T have never he:

of

him myself until now,” Miss Primrose
went on,
*Oh, really,
Bessie
shows

Miss Primroso!”  And
looked haughty.  “That just
how vour education has been
" she said huffily.

g

What ?

“Oh crumbs! 1 mean, ch dear! I
mean that—that I always did say you
didn’t know as much as you pretend to

know. Ow! No, not that! I mean.
of course Mis: Primrose—yes, of
course—"  And Bessie assumed a

fatuous smile.

“Of course—what 7

“Well, of course, you know all abar n
the arist—aristoer—the—the naobility.”

“Bessie, you are being foolish. You
assure me that this man is really your
uncle 7

e ()h, really,
16~

s Yuu are sure !
Bessie blinked.
“Well, I should knm\
“He's my uncle, isn’t h
{he—the De Bunter
added impressively. “ Awfully wealthy,
and—and so clever, you know. One of
the peerage. He not only sits in the
House of Lords, he actually sleeps
there !

“Very well!” Miss Primrose looked
a little tesiy, though she smiled faintly.
“1 will see this main, ” she said. “ Where
is he to be foun

“Found? Oh, really, he—he's in my
study, Miss Primrose! T told him lo
stop there while I went to the dor-
mitory to was I— DBessio
stopped as a knock came at the doo
“Come in!” Miss Primrose called.

The door opened. A tall, immacu-
lately dressed man, wearing a monocln
entered. e smiled.

Miss Primrose, of course

s
¥

she said.
H(. s one of
)-au know,” sho
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“Parden my intrusion, but I bs\hma
icco is here,” he said.  “Ah
e, {here you are! I wished to tell
you that I am going back—-"
“Excuse me!”  And while Babs &

Co. stood aside, Miss Primrose came
forward. “Have I the pleasure of
on

3 r-alum,r to Earl Perey de Bunter?
The man similed agreeably.

lizs Primrose surveyed him.
ve only recently discovered
she hazarded,
That is true.”
hem ! Miss Primrose looked un-
comfortable, but, having made up her
mind, she  determined n going
through with the matter. here is a
euggestion,” she said hesitatingly, and
gl nead  towards  Barbara  Redlern,
at you are—er—well, that ¥

not the man you represent yo
being, 1he suggestion is
came from one of my gir
fike you to assure us, if 1t is po
rl Perey smiled. e drew |

5

up.

I think,” he said, with a Nla:wca to-
wards the crimsoning Babs, “that you
aro rather making a mistake, aren’t
rou? There 13 no foundation whatever
fu) such a suspicion.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Babs.

But Clars and Mabs were wat
thie man closely.

“Miss Primrose "—the man smiled—
“1 am sorry that, unwittingly, 1 should
Lave been the cause of any embarrass-
under-

ing

ment upon your part. I can
stand, in a way, why these girls ran
away ‘with such an impression. .\5 fur

us I am concerned, I forgive them.’
Miss Primrose paused. She glanced
Inspector Wissendale.
I am sure,” she smd
can relieve any doubt
“ AV hy—why, certainly ! I am indeed
ic Bumul s uncle,” Earl Percy went
“I am a rich man, rccently re-
turned from abroad. I have not seen

“that if you

Bessic for some years—not, indeed,
since she was a child ms.”
Ho smiled. He seemed in no wise

put_out. Indeed, he appearcd to be en-
108 )Il“’ the ut wation.

Iy m\mo " he went on, “is Earl
de Bunter.”
Then you are an earl

19

“Indeed, no! Farl iz merely my
ian name,” Earl y replied

“To be named ‘ Earl,”” he
glancing at Babs, “does not
necossarily mean that you hold a titie.
rl is as common a Christian name as
Percival or Herbert. Bessie, appar-
ently, who had deluded herself inlo
imagining she had titled relatives, has
insicted upon believing that Earl in my
name stood for a title.
foolish child’s illusion.”

“Qh, mum-my hat!”
muttered.

There was a long,

Babs {felt suddenly

Buaye
added

1t is just the

long pause.
at sca. The ex-

planation, ingeniously simple, had been
one that had not occurred to her,

of course,
into

And
to
a title

ng.

it was just like Bessie,
construe the name Earl
sho felt her conviction wea
“Ahem! Thank you, Mr. de Bunter,”

Aliss Primrose said. “1 hope, Bar-
bLara, that you are now assured.”

3abs bit her lip. She felt shaken, but
\n‘ucthmg told her still ihat this man
not to be trust really
conneetion between him
the Marmion Tracey of the gipsv
camp. But she could hardly repeat
11\;!1 in his presence,

i ve made a mistake, I'm sorry,’
she apologise

“ And you, Clara?”
Clara looked
Clara was not the gir
out a str e. And C [ p
once having taken root, died |

Besides, Clara, =so admirabl
cther we lacked the one L
which had made Babs the
was, That quality was tact.

She paused,

“May 1 ask Earl de Bunter one ques-

Bunler.

vln

¢ .E.m

gi

leader

tion ?” she asked.
“Why, certainly! Fire ahead!” the

man said jovially,
‘Do _you, or do xou not, Mar-

mion Tracey?” Clara said d

Earl de Bunter started at t
hand which he had put up to his
exXpression

shook a startled
But the nc in-
ssured again. He
smiled.

“Why, no. Who is she?’

“8he is a gir]l who has been kid-
napped from her home—a girl very
miuch 1 Jessie, who at present a
prisoner the hands of some gipsics

near her

Mizs Primrose,
wer, please, Miss Prim-
il

* But

“Oh, And E.url JL Bunter
laughed is i
tested. prey
only gu vou
young 1n t it appears m
you are
thing to rWn wit

¥

deed !

Primr

ms:at. "N
“¥ Clara,”

3 loally,
indignantly.
arl de Bunter smiled,
“Please do not be angry
“1t is natural, perhaps. When I was
boy at school, 1 rememb T enter-
tained all sorts of silly suspicions. W
are rather like that when we are

) put

in

scenting adventure and rom
everything T confess I am amused at
being selected as the villain of this
young lady’s imaginary romance, 4

me,”” he added, tolerantly amused.
u have made sure of your facts
in this case, Miss—er—Trev! lyn® That
name, is it not?”

o
that this
has been kidnapped?”

know definitelr, for instance,
young lady—this Marmion

BABS,
piece of paper.

Mabs, and Clara shut their eyes and jabbed with their pens at the
Each was hoping that she would be the lucky one to

“Well, she told us—"

“Indeed?’ Ie laughed. “May 1
suggest that there may be some mis-
take?” he added. “May I suggest, for
instance, that you Inguire at tTns gitl’s
home as to whether she really is miss-
ing? W ]|w1 one starts to track one's
ould |LI\L the
art.”

DPrimrose said

“But really—" Mi

in.

It was Inspector Wissendale
He I h\.‘tu ing the
Sugges-
sugges

No.
whe spoke.

1ad

“I may use your Miss Prim
rose "
“Certainly.”
“Thank you!”
the ecall through.
There was a breathless silence in the
study. Babs & Co. stood still, wondes
ing now if there really had been

plone,

And the inspector put

mistake. Farl de Bunter >

so confident-—and yet T

marked that mome agitation of
when  Clara had tioned  Mazr-

mion’s name.
The inspector spoke into the mouth-
picce of the instrument, Iding as he

did so. Finally, with a hank you,”
he hung the receiver upon its hook
again,

“Well, that scttles that,” he said, “1
have been in communication with the
butler at Tracey Towe and he as
sures me that Miss Marmion is t

T think th-st disposes of any doubt,
Primrose.”

“Indeed, yes. Mr. de Bunter, ples
mrmpr, my most profound apologies.”
Earl de Buntrc smiled
“Thank you.” He shot

a glance at

visit the gipsy camp.
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the three crestfallen gir!s Then he
laughed good-humouredly. “And yout”
he asked, “ May I ask for an apology
from you, lor:’:“

“I'm sorry,” said Babs at once.

“And I’ Mabel supported,

And after a moment :

“I'm sorry, too,” Clara mumbled,

“Thank you.” He nodded. “Then
all is well that ends well. I trust, Miss
Primrose, that you will not he 100 hard
upon the girls,” he said.  “Naturally,
they must have some outlet for their
iumgin.n[zm May Bessie come now—
thank you !

-\nd "Ear! de Bunter, with Bessie in
left the room.

There was a deep and awful silence.
The three chums, utterly crestfallen .md
humiliated, stood with red faces in
front of their headmistress.,

“I am sorry,’” Miss Primrose said re-
gretiully at last, “tremendously sorry
that you three, of all girls, should have
been so unreasonably foolish in your
conduct. must warn you again of
allowing hastily conceived ideas to rum
wway with you.

‘hrough this absurdly unjustified
suspicion vou have put Inspector Wis-
sendale to considerable trouble. You
have insulied a tribe of gipsies. You
have insulted a gentleman whom, T am
sure, is Worthy of your most sincere ad-

nmiiration. I cannot let it pa%s, From
this moment until I lift the ban, the
gipsy camp at Friardale is out of

bounds to you.

“You will each write two hundred
and fifty lines, and if there is the
slightest” hint of any repetition of this
tronble you shall all be confined to
bounds for the remuinder of the term.
You may go.”

And the three, fecling chastened and
ashamed, trooped dismally towards the
oor.

S

i
w

A Wild Chase
Through the Night

4

LAFTER, clatter, clatter!

Clippetty-clop-clop !

Marmion Traeey, - desperately

digging her heels into the flanks

of the panting horse beneath her, cast a

frightened lock back through the trees
of l-‘riarda.ic Woods.

Night was falling—indeed, it was
almost dark.  Decp pools of shadows
lay about the silent trees, and except
for that frightened clippetty-clop bebind
ber no sound broke the silence of even-
tide.

But Marmion had no eyes for the
beauty of the countryside. She had no
eyes for anything save that faintly over-
hauling shadow which minute by minute
gamed upon her.

For Marmion was making the most
(](’\[CI\U{‘ bid of her life 1o escape from
the hateful gipsy camp in which she
had been a prisoner for two days.

And Marmion was being pursued.

On, on! The apen country stretched
before  her. Beneath her, the horse
panted and whinnied in its distress, but
gallantly responded to her efforts. She
must get on. She must reach a village
or a road befere the relentless mounted
pursuer finally caught up with her.

n, on!

Muarmion almost sobbed. She felt ex-
hausted as it was The cmmtrv here-
abouts was unfamiliar.  She did not

know that, by turning to the right
across the common, she could strike the
main Courtficld-Friardale Koad.

She did not even know what part of
the country she was in, for Marmion
was many miles away from that charm-
ing Surrey home of Tracey Towers
where she had lived with her guardian,
Augustus ¥anshaw and his wife,Georgia.
Two days ago she had been rathlessly
snatched from that home—brought

ere. '

Tf only she could get back!

That was the Lhuugut in Marmion's
mind now—the thought which =pcd her
on. The fear in her heart was the fear
of those thudding hoofs behind her—
hoofs which, if they ever caught up with
her, would mean captivity once more.

“Oh, nn, on ! she eried desperately,
feeling the horse flagging beneath her.

The animal did its best, but it was
almosi. spent. Out lere, on Friardale
Common, the going was heavy. Pit-
falls in plenty awaited the unwary.
Once, catching its foot in a hole over-
grown with bracken, the horse stumnbled,
almost fell,

Desperately  Marmion
the reins.

‘At the same moment there came an
angry shoﬂt belind her:

“8top 1"

Marmion threw a hunted glance over
her shoulder. Her heart sank with
dismay as she saw, emerging from the
clustering shadows of the trees a wild-
looking horse, the rider of which threw
up a hand towards her as he galloped.

5

wrenched  ai

She recognised him at once.  Jake
—the son of old Mother Fa, who
dumm-xtod the tribe!

o!” she sobbed. “Oh, no! Go on,

go on l”

She shook
speed once mors
like the b for a
The pursuer in the
fainter, fainter.

A fierce exultation-seized the girl as
she saw that she was drawing away.

her mount into greater
The horse galloped
hundred yards.
distance became

Beneath her the horse sweated and
panted, its breath rasping noisily in ils
throat, jarmion was in no mood

to spare either herscli or her mount.

“Get on!” she eried, and searched
with anxious eyes the meonlit country-
side in front.

Clacketty-clack, clacketty-clack! Ier
mount, straining every nerve, was
going all out. The wind, hitting her

face, stung it inte colour. Her bobbed
hair fell tossing in a confused mass
about her round face.

On, on!

Now lights gleamcd in the distance
ahead of her—moving lights, the lights
of a car. Marmion took fresh hope,
steering towards those lights, hoping by
some miracle to intercept the car.

And then, just when hope was
strongest in her heart, the greatest
calamity of all bhefell. The horse,

stretching at full gallop, went plunging
forward, one fooi ir a deep hole.

There came a shrill whinny of dis-
tress from the animal as it wenb
hurtling forward, a ery from Marmion
as she felt herself jerked upwards and
outwards.  The shrill whistle of the
wind sang in her ears, the world
to.usod about her in s mad, whirling
circle.

Thud! Her head hit something. A
numbing pain ran from  the temples
right mrough Ler frame. She gave s
faint moan.

Somet‘amg big heavy, solid, scemed
to be pressing down upon hor.
. She felt the mist of blackness swirl-
ing in her bramn. She pui out a feeble
hand as a red light flashed before her
eyes. Her last conscious impression was
of her horse’s breath upon her arm.
Then darkness came,  Marmion sank
back.

She knew no more until, waking at

last, she found herself strapped in
front of Gipsy Jake, jogging back

through Friardale W'(mds in the direc-
tion of the gipsy ¢

Ier cffort 1o escase had failed. She
was a prisoner once more |

EEE T

Bessie Springs
Her Latest Surprise
Upen the Chums

&

scrateh, seratch!
car!” sighed Barbara

growled Mabel

CRATCH,
S “Ou d
Redfern
“0Oh  blow!”
Lynn.

But Bessie Bunter. who had stood
with a rather thoughtful frown upen her
fat face, starinz out of the siudy
window into the quadrangle, turned.

“1 say, you girls—-" she hegan.

But the girls took no mnotice. The
girls, imleed were terrifically busy.

It was the following day. Afterncon
lessons were over, anl the unpoﬂh@n
which Miss Primrose had given them
had got to be-in before bed-time,
Quite a lot of that imposition remained
to be done, and there wus prep on top
of it.

So Babs and Mabs were working as
for dear life.

“1 say——" Dessi: began hopefully
again, o
“Thank goodn that's another

s
fifty I sighed Babe, end reached for
anmhsr sheet of hclscqr

“Lucky thing " Mabs said, who had
yet fo tackle her second hundred.

“But lock here—" said Be
eagerly.
“Be quiet, Bessie!”

Bessie had_no lines
was impatient with

Bessie glowered.
to do, and so Bes:

Babs and Mabs because they were so
busy.
Bessie, in fact. had not even had

lessons this afrernoon, for her uncle,
Earl Percy de Bunter—whose alleged
title was now the latest joke at Cliff
House—haa calle. for her during the
dinner-hour, had begged her off lessons
for the aftﬂrnuon, and taken the fab
junior out o enjoy what be termed *
good time.”

Wheth

the time had been good or
not, Babs and Mabs bhad not yet
ascertained. It scemed, at all events,
to have supplied Bessiec with food for
thought.  Since she had entered the
study, returning from that “ good time,”
Bessie had been unusually pensive.

“But, 1 sa, a munate !” Bessie
pleaded.

Scratch, serateh, seraich!

*“Look here, it

Secratch, seratcl

“Be quiet, Bessic!” Babs said,
out looking up.

“But, I say—"

“They're in the copboard, if you want
them,”” interjected Mabs, her head beng
to her worlk.

“Want whatfZ

with-
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“3Vell, the tarts, of cou

want them

Oh, really, Mabs!”  And

looked dmlmnh “You can have your
old tarts!” she said, with fine scorn.
“What do I want with your taris?
Tve had my tea, and a jolly nice tea
it was! Sausages! Lomatoes! Cakes!
Y um- 7

“Sounds more like a breakfast,” Mals
pu

Lo,
“But look here—
wteh, serafch

ateh !

The pens of Babs and Mabs seemeds
to be racing against time.

“Look here. are you going to listen
to me?” B howled.

“Nol

“What

“Oh, really

Lines

“PBut——~  Oh, blow! )

¥ do stop it!” Bessie d.

“Just listen to me. I want to speak

to you.”

ery ! Inoa hurry.”

1 Bubs and Mabs, without cven

ing a glance upon the fat duffer of

o siu([y Co., went on writing as
ough their very iives depended
it.
ie  glared Bessie  very  badly

d to talk to Babs and Mabs, but
Iy conversation with them w
ble in the circumstances.

“Jusy
“How do you think
hair bohhs\d

a minute, I say!” she added
I'd look with my

! Babs said candidly
cordially agreed Mabs.

“Oh, u%m
- Dun t argue, Bv;sxc.

(o

“But, oh dear!’ And Bessie sighed
—such a doleful sigh that Babs did look
up,  “Bib-Babs, he wants me to have
it cut.”

Babs frowned.  She looked at Mabs,
who sighed resignedly and put down
her pen.

*“Who?"

“The earl.”

“Oh, you mean Mr. de DBunter)
Babs shook her Lead, “Honest, Bessi
He really wants you to have your haic

| Pt

5.
what for?”
“Well—=" Dessie paused. Sho

not, as a rule, diffident about adver

i rms,  but  she

y hesitant now. “He—he

make me look preitier tl

Shes i
“My hat!” gasped Mabs,

“Then he really thinks you'rp pretty
" Babs asked with a smile.

really, Babs! O course ho

thinks I'm pmn\.' "Bessie choshi-
lated. “And T am pretty—so there !’

added defianily.  Everybody knows

TI'm the prettiest girl at Chff

e There's only one who can

compare \\nh me in looks, and that’s
vou, Babs,
“Thanks!” said Babs drgly.
T aceept that as a compliment?”
“Well, of course!” Bessie blinked.
“You ought to be jolly proud fe bo
ompared with a good-looking girl like
1. Of eourse. I can't help being good-
looking. r
No, of course
thoughtfully.
“It’s not m

“ Do

not,” agreed Dabs
fault that I—I'm the

beautif ir] in the school,”
e went on seriously, “I know some
cats don’t think I am, but th
because  thev're  jealous. Du
And again Bessie became dist

7
IVIARMION'S face grew whiter still as she glimpsed, through the caravan
window, the figure of a girl, who, finger on lips, was enjoining sulence

The girl was Barbara Redfern.

o '\)'-1

vou think I ought to have it done, lu s really made an appoint-

men
N ve your hair bobbed? Cer- inner’s, in the
{ainly no Street, ml six o'clock,”
“PBut the ecarl—" dismayedly. “Oh, Bubs, I don't want
"
Blow tho earl! He's pulling your 0 do it but— .
ic. Well, wve it done? Sabs
. tioned.
Jgumgooduess, T wish T oould Sl how can 1 get out of it?
-“‘-\ I;L.krl,j” 1 i the asked aggrievedly. “1 can't,
e e e e ap. ©an 17 T mum-mean, the earl’s beeu
m_:m‘:m;\" make 2 P g0 nun- nice, and all that, that it would

i i be beasf wouldn't it, not to do what

ool b, e HeRIOUE, he asked” And he says he wants mo

Yo to look nice ¢ my grandfather,

Jabs frowned. She glanced sharply coming 1o see .

her fat chwmn, from her to had a grandfather

o rather meaning look mumbled peevishly.

ween them, “Th 2 tily,
moment Babs had rather “1 knew all the time.

Jined o treat this latest semsa- such--such jollv Empire builders, you

Sessic’s as a joke, but, glancing kunow. [ \\Nh nice old mar, my

grandfather.
Babs look

ace, it became
thab 1t wak o joke.

1 up with a new interest.

Bessic wasn't pretty.  As a maiter Grandfather in Canada! The phrasc
of m(‘I Dessie was one of the plainest smm‘ﬂaina going in her mind.
girls in the school, though nothing on My hat!” she said suddenly.

I would have convineed the fat i bs, in whose fa

girl of that fact. ght of understanding was dawning.

Tier faco had a certain charm, but ¥or, like a flash, memory had re-

harn could ne by the most turned to She felt excited, with-

ciretch  of  imagi on, be Oout kn xacily what there was to

i
prettiness. Part of it, indeed, be excited

riven to her features by that thick, icions which she had
-li plait  which Dessie now so . 1o one side since the
unbappily contemplated mutilating. the headmistress’ study
“ Pt that's piffle Babs said un- ame crowding e
y ” mhbered now.

She saw again

idea, De

Well, Le says it will make me loolk > of the illustrated magazine
better  than T am,” Bessic said, d Mabs had looked at in
“though, of course, I don’t agreo with £ the Courtfield Hotel.
that. Nothing could really make me nagazine had contained a photo-
look could it? graph of Marmion Tracey, and tim

M But she resisted tho u;;uuu it had given d

Lene nlh
3 |

She said: crival of her

lhtzn:mc, from Canada.
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‘And that piecture of Marmion had

ghown o girl with bobbed hair! Maz-
mion herself had bobbed bair!

Despite  herself, suspicions came
fooding back to Pabs. The whole
thing was too coincidental.

Mabs whistled. In the sudden ex-

citement of that discovery the lines were
forgotten.

“Well, I'm blest if T see what there
is to get excited about,” Dessie said
peevishly. That doesn’t alter the fact.
The qur stion is, Babs, what am [ going
t.o do?

“Do?”

“About my hair, I meen. 1 don’t
mind learning the song he’s given
me-—->"

“'Song' What song?”’

‘Well, something 1 am lo sing for

gmuf]f sther,” Bessie volunieered.
Uncle knows what a ripping singer
1 am, because I've told him so, and
he's gsun me this song so that I can
sing it for grandfather when he
arrives. It's grandfather's favourite,
ar something.
* Love's Old Sweet Song,” or something.
Mabs, you can play the piano.”
“Well 7 asked Mabs.
111 get you to play it over some

time,” Bussie said. Do you know it?
“Oh, yes, rather I Mabs smiled.
“Good! But—Babs, what shall I
do?”

“1f you mean about your hair—ne,”
Babs said, “There'll be a row if yon
have it cut. Besides, it would spoil
you. But the question is, what are we
to do about it? Oh, halln 1 she added
. tap came abt the door. “Come

Sally, one of the maidservants, poked
her head in at the door.

“Please, Miss Bunter, your uncle’s
come. 1He's downstairs, and would like
to sce you”

“QOh dear!” gasped Bessie. “Oh
goodness |- Babs, do 1 look all right?”

4 cellous I agreed Babs,

you! Very well, Sally,”
adopting her imm accent,
“tell the earl 1 will be along in a

moment. Her-hem ! Well, so-long, Babs!
So-long, Mabs! Will see you latah !

And Bessie left the study, while Babs
and Mabs grinned excitedly at ecach
ather,

“Couldn’t be better,”
fully. "My hat!
make of it, N

"bomct]m:" fishy

Babs said glee-
I say, what do you
»

“Agreed. But Lh( question what
are we to do about it? We V't et
that fat duffer have her hair cut.
Neither can we let that man use her

for his own end 2

" And we can’t tell the Head what we
suspeet.”

* Besides, she
l\e ieve us,

“And we've

“No;
Babs’ eyes gluun
fulch Clara,” she said tensely, * We're
going to get prool. We're going to
walch Earl de Bunter, and when he
leaves Cliff House one of us is poing
to follow. Do you see?”

“But why 7

“Because,” Babs said thrillingly,
“I've come back to my old idea. There's
some_connection between him and that
girl in the gi camp. And it’s very
probable, if that's right, that Barl do
Bunter will visit the gipsy camp on
occasions, e may do it on his way
back to-night. And, lines or no lines,
we're just going to find that out!™

d line us. And wouldn’t
case,”
no proof.”
re going to get it!”
“Mabs, go and

Jolly old ballad called-

A Daring Bid to
Learn the Truth
Ll

€ NLY one of us can go,”
Llccuh'd.
“Well, I'm the one,”

Trevlyn put in promptly.

“But why not all?” Mabel Lynn
protested.

“ Because, dear child, one can do more
than three,” Babs said ely.  “You
see, if we're going to find out anything
at all, we can’t risk being discovered,
Now, listen, and T'll tell you my plan,
Earl de Bunter has his car downstairs,
He's alone. Whoever of us follows him

Babs
Clara

has got to get into the cer uuld‘:aml

hide benealh the seat. You sece

“Oh, ripping!”

“But suppose he goes to London or
somewhere 7’ Mabs objecte

“Just got to take the mk
blithely. “It's for Bessic's sake, re-
member, And the sake of that
girl who is being w 1d by those gi
\nd I really think,”” Babs added,
I'm the one who mu'ht to go.”

“Well, have another think,” Clara ad-
vised. “I'm the one who ought to go.
T'm just eut eut for this job, On a it
of detective work like this you want a
girl who is really clever.”

“ Which 15 just the reason why I
should go,” Mabs put in triumphantly,

Babs laughed.

“Now, no quarrelling,’”” she
“We all want to go. We all ¢
Besides, there're risks. The
for us to do is to draw lot
grab that IM M
that pen, Clara: a

Babs drew towards her
paper and roughly inscribed a
circle in the centre of it.

“ Now, chut your eyes, everyone.
When I say ]ﬂa ‘—jab. The ene who
gets nearost the contre of the eirele has
Llu, lmnour Ready

eady !

* Babs said

. poor

“that

said.

of
smali

a sheet

vos :ll\ii o
o5 shut.”
Right! Then

jabt”  DBabs  ex-
laimed breatblessly, and three pens de-
scended as o
The girls’ eyes opened, ing at the
small circle which Babs had marked.
And then Babs laughed,
s

“Me ! .
“Oh, T sayl ' Clara looked disap-
pointed, “ Never mind! Youw're the

L-ust really, Babs. I give in.”

clll good job that’s seitled,” said
Ba “Look here, if T'm not ‘\ack by
call-over, try to get me from being
spotted, won't you? And put a dummy
in my bed if I'm not back by bed-time,
abs, in that case you'd better open the
window on the ground floor, Now I'm
off 1

“ But—-"

“T'm off I” Babs cried.

Clara laughed.

“Qh, all right,
do be careful, Ba

“Rather I

“(ome back with plenty of news!”
joined Mabel.

“All T can find out.”

“Right-ho! (xnﬂd luck !

“Good luck I”

And Babs hurriedly departed. to hide
Lerself beneath the seat in Karl da
Bunter's car_before that unsuspecting
suspect should start on his journey
home.

{)gu lucky thing! DBut
1

-

HE moon rode high in the heavens,
shedding a mellow light through
the trees in Friardale Woods.

The light fell upon the camp of
the gipsies there, picking out the roofs
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of the surrounding caravans in black
silhouette.

It shone on the tiny window of
the endmost of the caravans, picking
out the distressed face of a girl. The
face was plump and round, and showed
traces of ‘recent tears,

It was the face of pretty
Marmion Tracey.

Marmion was gazing towards the
road, dimly scen as a ribbon of white
through the trees. Her heart was
heavy. Whatever hope she had enter-
tained she had sbandoned altogether
now.

An hour had passed since her return
to the gipsy camp, semi-couscious,
utierly beaten. She had been shut up
in this caravan, and its door had been
locked upon the outside. And here sho
was now. Iere, she knew, she would
lcmalu-—a prisoner at the mercy of the
gipsies.

“Oh dear!” sighed Marmion.

She shifted restlessly. Then she stood
quite still, Not vet had she reeovered
1r0m that blow upon the head. Every
time she moved something seemed to
get loose and swirl and swim in her
skull, bringing with it a sharp, piercing
pain which stabbed through to her eyes.

She swayed unsteadily upon her feer,
and, groping her way to a box, sat
down, almost dizzy with the pain of
movement. She felt so  weak, so
helpless.

Marmion could have eried.

How different, this, from the life she
had heen leading but two days ago—
days now whiéh scemed like vears!

Then she had been healthy, happy,
carefree, full of the joy of life, and full
of excitement at the thought of sceing
her dear grandfather who was on his
way home from Canada. Now—

Her mind ran off at a tangent. She
thought of her guardian, Uncle
Augustus. There had been a scene be-
tween them over the burning of some
documents which she had recognised as
belonging to her grandfather; but that
had been the ouly quarrel they had ever
had.

It had not lasted long. Indeed, she
'md almost forgotten it. She lhouglh of
him with a throb of gratefulness now,
however, for yesterday she had seen
both him and her Auni Georgia,

He had been too far away to speak
to, and had been in his car with three
girls belonging to Cliff House School.

His presence in the distriet was the
one ray of hope which Marmion now
entertained. For, nob suspecting Uncle
Augustus, she had decided that he had
trace to this part of the world,
and was actively engaged upon track-
g her down.

It could only be a matter of time, sho
felt, before her presence in the gipsy
camp was discovered and she was
resoued.

Besides, there were those three Clff
House guh_

They knew, too. Soconer or later they
would come again—might tell the
police. Thinking of those things
Marmion breathed a little more freely.
She must be patient; she must wait.

But oh, it was hard to a girl of her
athletic nature, hard to be cooped up
here in this tiny box of a caravan, hard
not to be allowed even to breathe the
free, pure air of the woods!

And thaugh she was hungry, she knew
that neither bread nor water would be
given her until after to-morrow had
passed.  That was her punishment for
irying to escape.

She groaned.

And then sho started up, not heeding
that pain m her head. Her eyes be-
came {ull of a wild, incredulous joy and
hope. For on the road outside a large

- captive
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car had purred to a standstill, and a
man who had descended from it was
pushing his way throagh the trees.

The moonlight shone full npon bim.

rovealing his face in every detail.
Marmion's heart throbbed.

“Uncle! Uncle Augustus!” she
eried.

The man walked on.

“Unele!” In her exciterent and agi-
tation, Marmion beat at pane o
the window. “Uncle!” o eried
“Unecle, T am here! Marmion ! Uncle,
don’t you recognise me Ex

She “stopped. The man paused for a
second.  He looked towards her. Ilor
an instant their eyes met, and Marmion
knew that he recognised her.

A swift spasm of rage crossed
~satures, his hands elenched. And the
e shrugged, pulling up his coat collar.
He passed on, striding towards the
rroup of gipsies who sat at the camp-
fire.

And for a_moment Marmion stood
dreadfully still, her face as white as
paper. Her uncle—he had scen her.
He hated her!

The bitter truth dawned upon her at
last. causing a chill hand of fear to grip
at her heart. )

Now she knew. Now everything was
explained.  Her unecle was in league
with the gipsies. She was being kept
here, obviously, at his command !

A low cry burst from the lips of
Marmion, She reeled, would have
fallen; but at the same mament there
came & cantious tap at the window, and,
staring  with dazed eyes, she saw,
framed there, the face of a girl. who
put & cautious finger to her lips for
silence.

The girl was Barbara Redfern!

& > & @

Wherein Bessie Demon

strates that Singing is

Another of Her Many
Accomplishments

€ ITEM!” said Bessie Dunter.
“You ready, Mabs?”
“ Good gracious,

Mabel Lynn said

“ Ahem !’7 said Bessie again.

“Got a cald?” ed Clara Trevlyn
sympathetically. N

“Nun-no, of course mnot,”" DBessie
blinked. “1 must clear my throat,” she
explained. ““ All good singers clear their
thro; before they start, don’t they,
Mab

Mabs. at the piano in the music-room,
laughed.

“Well, not necessarily.”

«Rut if you've still got a tart in your
mouth that you've forgotten—"" Clara
Trevlyn put in humorously.

“Ila, ha, ha!”

The several gi in the music-room
laughed, The news that B Dunter
was going to sing had been noised
abroad. and to listen to Dessie singing
«ué a new experience which promised
fun,

Nobody really believed that Bessic
could sing, although Bessie considered
(hat when it cams to real singing the
world’s greatest contraltos were simply
just not in it with her.

Bessie was going to show Cliff House
that she could sing.

“Ahem! Right, I'm ready now,” she
said importantly, blinking at the sheet
of music before her. “Go on, Mabs,
play the overture.”

“The what?”

“Sure you don’t mean the opening
bars, Bessie 7’ Leila Carroll said, “This

isn't & concerf, is 1t 7

yes!

Alala ran her fingers lightly up and
down the keys. She knew the song.
“Love's Old Sweet Song.’”” as a matter
of fact, was one of her own father's
favourites. Mabs often played it for
him when she was at home during the
holidays.

The opening bars rippled out, and
ic drew a deep breath.

t o song at twi-highlight—""
. ve tuning-forks and piccolos
T wred  Jemima stairs faintly.

Great Scott !
* Weh-hen the lights are low,’
szie blithely.

#0h, my hat!"”

“Pessie, you're putting the pianist
out !

#* And the flick’ring shadows

“This iz awful!” moancd
Treviyn.

“Do me home,” murmured
Jemima f v. *“Oh, for a spot where
I may soothe my cffended ears and rest
in peace !’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bessie broke off and glared.

“Look here, you cats—"

“Is Lhat the nest line, Bessie?”

% No, it isn't! IF you don't keep quict

s

» sang

o

Clara

1 j well won't sing, so there”
threatened Bessie sulphureously.
“Hurrah!” cheered Jemima. “Come
on, girls, make a noise !’
“Ha, ha, ha!”?
“Look here,” howled Dessie, “am 1
singing or am I not singing "
“You're noi, Be
“Then what do you think I am
doing
“Disturbing  the peace, I guess,”

put in.
glare that almost
Then she sniffed.

Leila Carroll innguidlj"
Bessie  glared—a
(-r:izrhod her glasses.

“Well, if you don't like it you know
what you can jolly well do!”” she sniffed.
“['ve gol to sing this song. o
Start again.”

Mabel

—_— O

9

“(Oh, not at ihe bLeginning, Bessie,”
implored Clara Trevlyn

Jut Bessie. oo
ignored the saily. She

jerably
started.

ruffled,

#¢ Just a song at twilight,
When the lights are low.
And the llickering shadows,

Swiitly come and go T

“Ow! Merey!” howled Clara Trevlyn
plaintively.

“TRescne me!

“Ha, ha, hal

“Look here, you catz, what are you
grinning at?” howled Bessie in fury.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You're jolly well jealous, that's what
it is,” Bes went on indignantly.
“You won't give a really ripping singer
like me a chance.”

“Ripping's the word, I guess,” Leila
Carroll opined.

“0h, you're
Bessic.  * Mabs,

Mabs laughed.

“Where do we start this time, Bessi
At the beginning or in the middle?”

“(Oh, start at the end and sing back-
wards,” Jemima advised. “Such a re
freshing change, what?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

but Bessie glowered. Once again she
opened her mouth, while the grinning
with mock horror, stuffed their

into their ea Bessie burst

cried Jemima.

all jealous!” snorted
old thing, strike up.”

7

fingers
forth.
“t Just a song at twilight—'
At the same moment the door opened
and the amazed, excited face of Barbara
edfern peeped into the room.

B

“What on earth ” she said.

“Shush, Babs! Bessiel!”

“She’s singing "

“«\When the lights—" warhled
Bessie, and broke off. “QOh, really,

Babs, wh
that for?”
“Ila, ha, ha!”
“Rorry, Bessi
Babs smiled.
this—a concert ?”

“No, it isn’t a concert. I never asked
tliese grinning chumps to come n here,”
Dessie snorted. *This is the song my
uncle has asked me to learn, you know.
I'm just learning it, that's all. That is,
if these jealous cats will only let me
o o’

“Oh, Bessic, da go on!” mocked Jean
Cartwright.

ng at me like

t are you glal

. Don't mind me.”
But what on earth's

——
BESSIE BUNTER glared wrathfully as Babs and Mabs went on writing

furiously.

Each refused to pay the slightest attention to Bessie’s

rambling remarks |
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“Don’t let us spoil it for you, old

i

I don’t mind,” Bessie blinked.
‘Il all have to promise to be
t to look upon it
she zaid off-handedly,
It’s not evory

as—as an honour,”
“to have me sing to you.
day that I s

FWell, that's something to be thank-
ful for, 1 say!” applauded Leila
Carroll.

Yow wo'll start again,”  And Dessio
very importanily picked o ber sheet
of musie. “Go on, Mabe

Mabs, smiling, struck up the opening
chord.  Bessie, to the tune of “Love’s
Old Sweat ‘\(mg Ye—or, at leasi, sounds
that were reminiscent of that tune—
opened the hall again.

“¢ Oh, let me like a soldier——

“Here,
Dreaking off.

musie !

“ Ha,

ha, ha!”

e girls simply yelled.

But Babs had no further attention for
Bessie.  She had nodded towards Clara,
and the tomboy, meeting her look,
silently detached herself from the group
with which she had been standing.

She threw a look towards Mabs, who,
Tooking round, met Babs’ gaze and
silently rose.  Bessie, rummaging around
for her real musie, never noticed the
sudden flight of lier pianist—did_not
notice that Mabs was gene, indeed,
unti] finally she had discovered her own
music pin to the hottom of her dress
by some joker. By that time, however,
Mabs, Babs, and Clara were half- way to
ind . 4.

B..hc you
Clara asked,

e

found out something i

“ About—Marmion??
“Yes, she's there.  In the gipsy camp.”
“ Phew " Clara whistled. ™ ” she

I say,
c\;lnimm} “you spoke to her, Bahs?”

“No, 1 r{)u]flllt speak to her. If I'd
raised my voice I should have been
the gipsics, But I saw her.

as in a caravan—I was on the out-
I couldn’t get a message to
but I thought of a plan.

her,
1 showo;l her my wateh and pointed to

twelve o'clock. T think she understood.””

“Oh. did she! Then she's jolly
clever,” Clara expostulated. “I'm
;Jact!horcd if I can. What's the big idea,

a

was Babs' reply to that,
for they had reached the door of
Study No. 4. “Listen, the big idea is
ihis,” she added quietly. “I thought it
all ‘out.  Tarl de Bunter, as he ecalls
himself, is Marmion’s uncle !

“ What £’

“It’s true. T’ve thought it out,” Dabs
said. “It’s fairly simple when you know
as much as we do, though there're still

“Come in,”

a few points to clear up. de
Bunter  visited  the camp ight.
Marmion saw him throngh llm ravan
window. She ealled to him * uncl He
saw her all right, but affected to take no

notice. He went and talked to the
ipsies.

Clara’s eyes gleamed.

“Wait a minute,” Babs eaid, as the
mmbov prepared for snother question.
That fact. in itself, proves as we
thought—that there’s some big connec-
tion between Farl de Bllﬂl(i and the
girl held by the gip: 1y belief,”
she went on seriously, ! mt the gipsics
are holding \lanumn at his orders!”

“My hat !

“And ihen fthercs Bessie,”  Dabs
added shrewdly. “He's got  some
scheme on in connection with Bessio,

It sounds preposterous, on the face of

“Mabel Lynn, and Clara Treviyn:

it, I know, but remember what w
found out. Marmion’s a lot like Be
At a pinch Bessie might pass for
Marmion to someone who does nm know
her very well; or somecone, sa I
5ot seen Marmion for a few
nly difference, in fact, is that M.
is a little better looking tha
and has hobbed hair.”

“Bobbed hair!” Mal
up.  “But, Babs, that
Bunter wants Bessie to
h.e]r bobbed.”

o

ighted
v Barl da
do—have hep

“Yes; and he wants her to sing an
old song, doesn’t he’” Dabs asked.
“He wanted her to ride a horso—"

She frowned. “He must have a
for those things, and thai reason is con-
nected with Marmion. I'm more sure
than ever now that Be is just heing
used as a dupe by Earl de Bunter, who
is no more her uncle than T am. And
goodness knows, eventually, what bother
that fat duffer might not get into alout
it 1

o looked
concerned

There was silence. The 1
at one another with grave,
[aces.

“It’q no good a.\ymg anyihing io
7 Babs went on. “8he’s full

of her r1ch unele that she won't hear a
word said against him. And no

zood going to the Jheadm
the police. But we've pgot to do some-
thing. And we're going {0 do some-
thing. There’s only one way in which
we can expose the whole plot.
“And that?* questioned Clava.

“That's to get Marmion to talk.”
“But how !” questioned Mabs,

r0ER, OrF to

“How?” Babs smiled. She ?am‘u]
cautiously round the study. “Ry
rescuing  her,” she said. “Listen, I

told you just now that I showed her my
watch through the caravan window, I
pointed to the hour of twelve, meaning
that she must hold herself in readiness
at twelve o'clock to-night. Because
—Babs ended on a tense note—"ut
twelve o'clock tonight we ilires
going to the gipsy camp. And we're
going to get .\Inrmion out.”

“(lff"lt. pip !

“ Oh, Babs, what an idea I

o \nd havmp; got her out,” Bals went
on, “we're going to smuggle her hock
into the school, And afier that =

She shrugged.

“ After |h.lt 7** Clara repeated.

“Well, 11 see what happens,”
naively r'nhv'd “I think,” she
and then she stopped  as  the door
opened  and ie Bunier, blinking
suspiciously through her t‘nck rourid
spectacles, came into the room.

ESE S

added ;

5]

In the Gipsy Camp
at Midnight

HUSH!?
“Quiet 1”
“Softly now!”? breathed

Barbara Redfern.
The hearts of the three—Dals 1

'S

beating fast as they reached the clear-

ing in Friardale Woods in which ihe
gipsy camp was situated,

They halted for a moment to dart a
sharp, questing leok in the direction
of the nearest caravan. That caravan,
as Babs knew, was Marmion’s prison,

The moon rode high in the cky, shed-
ding an all-too-brilliant light upon the

and “Schoolgirls’ Own,”
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are

seene, Now thab the moment of {he
actual adventure was at hand, many
thonghts which Babs had not hitherta
taken into consideration rtose up to
haunnt her.

Wa rmion alone in that cara
Had Alarmion, perhaps, been
somewhere else in the meantime
thousand maocking  doubts, mduﬂ
crowded her min

Dt the risk had to be taken.
ihe three knew how great that
was.

This was an escapade which, after the
interview of that morning, would land
them within the shadow of expulsion if
they were caught, and it behoved thom
io go carefully.

They had brn,knn bounds, That was
serious enough in itself. But on top of
breaking bounds they had come to this
forbidden gipsy camp against the
Head's orders, in defiance of the Dan
she had put upen them.

So they stood still, hardly daring 1o
breathe, while their eyes swept the
moon-bathed clearing, anxious to be
certain that the coast was clear before
¢ ventured farther,
ems Q.K.,” muttered Clara,

“Quict enough,” agreed Mabs.

“There might be a dog, or dogs,”
Dabs said tensely. ““ Watch.”

They became silent again, their eyes
fixed wpon the caravan nearest them.
The camp lay still; the fire was dying
Lach of the five caravans was dark

Only

risk

low,

> big tent at the far end of the
clearing was laced, and faintly from
beneath its canvas welled an unpleasant

snove, Lverywhere else  was  very
silent; so silent indeed that the firss
chime of the hour from the churcl

clock of Friardale village made them
all jump.

Babs looked at her wrist-watch.

“I'welve o'clock I che muttered.

“\\ ell, come on. Let's get a move
o, tomboy Clara said 1mpatiently.
What's the programme, anyway?”

“ Shush 1”7

“0Oh blow—"
“Shush!” Babs whispered, “Waich
far Marmion. The programme is this:
I found out this evening that the door
iz locked and belted on the outside.
Fortunately, however, they keep the key
in the lock, What we'v
ia unlock and unbolt the
outside and get away without anyone
being the wiser. There—look !” Babs
broke off suddenly.

They all looked, stiffening as
did so. There was a movement
Marmion's CxlI‘d\ﬂl‘l, lhvv
glimpse of a face
face, white, strained, peered out, I
ing directly at them. It was the [eco
of Marmion Tracey.

Babs thrilled.

*“She's there.”

“Good!  Then come on!” mattcred
Clara.

“Wait a minute,” Babs raised a
hand.

Marmion saw and understood. She
looked towards the door, nodding bLor
head to signal that she was rmdy o
flv, and at the same time putn:]' a
cautions finger across her lips for
zilenee,  Babs waved.

“Right. Come on,” she murmured.

Bhie stole forward, Clara and Mabhs
following her. It was perhaps less than
fifty vards to the caravan, but to the
CHIf House chums it seemed ten miles.

With the stealth of Indians they stole
forward, treading on tiptoe, almost at
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times hardly daring to breathe. Their
eyes roved keenly from side to side.

No alarm. They went on, Onee
Clara trod on a dry hng and snapped
it with a sound that, in that night
silence, sounded like the report of a
gun. Tingling, they pulled up, halting
a second, From the tent Tarther alﬂug
the line of caravans came a guttural
grunt from one of its sleeping occupants.

“OU. breathed Mabs,

“(et ahoad, Babs "

On, on! Now they were in _the
shadow of the caravan itself. They

wsed, Clara taking position at one

of the door, Mabs at the other,
watching keenly, alert for the slightest
sound.

Babs erept forward, Ter hand went
up towards the key. There was a faint
scraping sound as she turned it.

Ter heart wag thumping now.
mounth her tongue felt hot and dry. She
knew the dreadful risk she and her
chums were running. But, overcoming
even the fear of consequences was her
thought for the girl prisener in that
caravan.

She reached up towards the top bolt,
showing  faintly in the moonlight.
There was a sharp, scraping sound as it
shot back.

5

In her

For a moment they all stood still. Tn
that silence the sound had become
magnified a dozen times. It sounded
like the grating of the wheels of a

railway train to the nerve-braced girls.
But nothing happroed.

“Buck up ! muttered Clara.
strugeling

But Babs was already
with the bottom boli—big, h 1
wmoiled. 8he pulled gently. The bolt

refused to budge.
She pulled again, and, with a sound
like the rumble of a train, the bolt slid
along its sockets, shrieking in rusty
protest at having thus been r!:shw}rhml
the

There was a movement m tent
near by; a voice.
“My hat! Buck up!” gasped Clara.

The door opened. Marmion, her f
white and tense, looked down at them.
From the tent came the voice aga

“What's the matter out there?

“ Shush !” breathed Babs,

They stood tense, watching, waiting.
But the aroused sleeper in the tent
apparently, afiter listening a  fow
moments, decided that nothing was
amiss. lhev heard his grunt as he lay
down again.

“My goodness!” gasped Mabs in
relief.

“Quiet now!” And Babs, taking

Marmion by the hand, h\ﬂporl her down
the steps. “Not a sound,” she whis-
pered, as she led the way towards tho
road again,

And they cmpt on, reaching the road
without mishap. Onee there, howe rr
they turned their faces towards C
House, and flew!

6« HE question is” said Pabs,
“what are we to do now?”
It was half an hour later,
and Bahs, Mabs, and Clara,
accompanied by the white-faced
Marmion, were back at CIUT House,
having entered by the ground-floor
window they had carefully loft open
They were, at the moment, in Btudy
No. 4—a fact which would surely l.ne
brought down the wrath of the Power:
that Were upon their heads had it been
known.
For Cliff House, little suspecting -the

stranger within gates, was asleep,

and the hour was half-past twelve.
The lights were on, but the door was
i

shut, and the chums spoke in
whispers. Marmion, sitting in the chair,
looked up. Her face, pretty if pale
was very thoughtful, and in her eyes
shone a light of gratitude.

“Well, we can tell the Head,”
practicul Clara pointed out. “Now

we've got Marmion, and can prove she
was _a prisoner in l‘1c gipsy camp.”
X but we can’t prove that the man
clf Earl de Bunter put
id. “And the man
Not only that,
mion will be given

s hir
or there,” Babs
himself will deny
but it means that Mar
again into his tod;
Clara pulled a face.
There was a H‘ﬂ‘:g]n[flll pans
i

SILENT, hardly daring to breathe, the

three Cliff House girls and Marmion
stood tense, as a voice came from within
Was Marmion’s escape

a neat-by tent|
fated to be discovered ?

For Marmion had told her story as they
made their way back to the school. And
that vo verif m[ many of t-xu

at least, muip thl.
rstal clear.
ther, whom she had
seven long years, was due
to arrive in Lngland at any moment
now, and, obviously, Earl de Bunter—
whose real name was Augustus Fanshaw
—did not want Marmion “and her Lraml
father to meet.

Marmion, in fact, had seen Augustus
Fanshaw burn some papers belonging to
her gr:sm}fa!hm. He was afraid that
when she and her grandfather met,
Marmion would tell him all about that.

Oh, ves, it was all clear now! The
mystery, in faet, was a mystery uo

longoer. he man whe posed as Bessie's
uncle was teaching Bessie to take
Marmion's place.

Marmion, writing to her grandfather,
had told him of her singing, her riding,
her reading, and it was certain that,
when the old man saw her, he would
be interested to hear all about that.

That was why, Babs goessed, Augusius
Fanshaw was taking pains that Bessie
should know something about those
subjects.

That was why he was so anxious for
Bessie to have her hair bobbed. For,
apparently, the only photograph the old
grandfather had of Marmion was a
snapshot,

The resemblance between Bessie and
Marmion was sufficiently similar to be
indistinguishable  from such meagre
proof.

It  was  Augustus

Fanshaw's  intention,
obviously, when
grandfather came, to

pass Bessic off as

Marmion. How hoe

was going to do it, exactly, was

not clear, But until now he had
proved himself cunning, and it
was obvious he had thought it all
out.

It was obvious, too, that to
give Marmion up ‘would not help
nhu- girl.

Very probably her curmmg

uncle had pn-pared for such a
contingency, and had his plans
laid. This was an occasion, Babs
conceded, when cunning must bo
met with cunning,

Having gone so far, it was not
in Babs' miud to speil the whole
thing by a hnsh) denouncement of
Augustus Fanshaw
That's tru Marmion agreed now,
and her forchead puckered. And even
Clara, thinking it over, was inclined
to agr

“Well,
Mabs

ji

what’s to be done?” asked

bs paused,
che said; “
she

“1 know,"”
I know,”
Marmion.”
““Hide he
“Where?
“In the schosl. There's one of the
atties fixed up as a staff spare-room; she

at least, T think

added,  “We'll hide

can have that. We'll smuggle her
meals,”
“Yes, but T say, half & minutel™

pro(cslmi Clara. ut why——=2
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“Wh_y?“ Babs gave a cluck of
enee. “Den't you see, you old
shoe langhed. “ Listen.

on’s uncle will know to-morrow
of her escape from the camp. Ile won't
think we've got anything to do with
it. He'll conclude that Marmion's run
away.”

“Well 22

“Well, what's he going to do? TPut
yoursell in his position. e can't make
w hue and ery about Marmion, hecause
he would reveal his own share in her

d]sn]én.amnw On the other hand, the
grandfather i3 coming to Lngund at
any moment.  Mr. IFanshaw's got to

produce Marmion when he arrives.
Well, we know how Le'll do that. He'll
prm}uce Bessie.”

“Welli”  Clara sill  looked un-
convinced. .

“Well, don’t Jou sce?” Babs added

iﬂumplunt]v. “That's where we como
in.  Weo keep \[nnmmn dark. Grand-
father arriv We shall know all about
that—through Tessie. At the critical
moment we _produce the real Marmion,
and bowl him out!”

“My hat!”

“Babs, that's an idea !”

“Catch him in the act, as it were?”

“Surely.”

“Marmion, you don't mind?? Babs
asked.

“AMind??  Marmion's eyes flashed.
“I'll do anything—anything,” she
vowed, “Babs, from this moment I
am in your hands, All that T ask is
to meet my grandfather again.”

“It shall be done ”” smiled Babs, * And

now,” she added. “Quiet! Upstairs,
all of you. I'll take Marmion to the
attie,”

T

Bessie Prepares
to be “ Presented *

ORNING !
With bright smwn and carol-

ling of birds, and a frosty
nip in the air which sent
Clara Trevlyn, for all lateness of
the hour at which she had retired,

bounding out of bed in the Fourth Form
dormitory at Cliff House.

Morning, wiih the bright sun stream-
ing in at the tiny attic window among
the roofs of the old schoel, and a
“omh-nne eyed, plump-faced girl turn-
ing aver to behold in sleepy bewilder-
ment the glittering light peeping
through the curtain

And the seme sunshine shone upon a
stalwart gipsy man, who, walking
tkahnglv into the lounge of tho

Courtfield Hotel, asked the curious-eyed
porter for Barl de Bunter.

The same sun, o few minutes later,
shofic upon the form of Augustus Fan-
shaw, alias Farl de Bunter, as he sat
with- an  amazed and  disturbed
expression upon his face, listening to
the gipsy’s story.

He rose, pacing the room.

“Aml you say you don’t know where
she i
Jake, the gipsy, spread his hands.

“She went in the night, This morming
I found the door open.”

“(0h, you're a foo A fool!” . And
Fanshaw Dbit his nails. “Great Scott!
What a dickens of a mess I'm in now,”
he grated. “She’s run away Goodness
knows where. Goodness knows what she
may do!” Ho thought for a moment.
“The police, sooner or later, will find

her. 'i‘no may even report fo  the

“Yes,” agreed Jake.

“H'm!” The eyes of the man whom
Bessie knew as her uncle narrowed. An
expression came over his face \\lncn
would have startled that fat junior
cnnaldnmbf_y Lad she scen it.

**Listen, Juke, I have it,” he said.
“There is nothing to fear. If this girl
falls into the hands of the police—and
she is bound fo do that unless she goes
home, in which case all will be well,
for the butler there is acting under my
instructions.  But if she falls into the
hands of the police, they will come and

see you. You must say that she
wandered into your camp, that she was
ill, suffering from delusions You

understand?  You have not ill-treated
her ¥ he added sharply.

“No; only threatened.”

“Then that is well.”  Augustus Fan-
shaw heaved a sigh of relief. *That
absolves you from any blame. T shall
be called in as her hudrdmu, of course.
T shall say that she was strange in her
manner, and wandered off. You give the
impression that you took pity on her.

——»  And he stopped then as the
telephone bell rang. Trritably, be picked
up the instrument. His face changed
as a vyoice came from the other end of

the wire. N
“Yes, yes, certainly,” he said into
the muuthpmu}, and slammed the

receiver upon its hook.

“Jake, get out!” he said testily "1
will send for you when I want you."

Jake rose to his feet, l‘ngnrmp his
cap. He shuffled low:r.rcls the door.

“Get out !” Fanshaw barked.

And Jake, with a shrug, departed.
Augustus Fanshaw waited till the door
had closed, and then, calling the ex-
change, gave the Clif House number
and askaﬁ for Miss Penclope Primrose.

ESSTE BUNTER peered at her-
self in the mirror above the wash-
stand in  the Fourth TForm
dormitery, smoothed her eye-

brows with a finger, and struck a pose
with one hand upon her hip. She
beamed with satisfaction ot her re-
flection.

“ Ahem ! she coughed politely.

Clara Trevlyn, in the act of slipping
on her tunie, paused.

“My goodness, Bessie, what's the
nmiler""

¢ Ahem 1? said Bessie aga without
taking noti

ta winked at Dabs, who, inst

having returned from an early visit to
the attie, was now divesting herself of
her dressing-gown and putting on school
uniform,

Babs smiled slightly.

“Ahem !” said Bessie again, in her
most ladylike manne
“Got a cold,” old thing?” June
sympathetically inquired.
turned uvpon her a look of
fnmrl djgnuv
“T have not got a cold,” she =aid
haughtily. "I will trouble you, June,
not to make facct—facot—funny re-
marks. Ahem! You forget that I am

a—a lady !” Bessiec went on, tfurning up
her ]ntl(, snub nose.

“Well, T'll say that's mot diflicult,”
Leila_Carroll opined.
“ A]l ladies have—have things to do.”
Bessia went on vaguely. “1 must look
my best—what? My uncle, you know—
the Karl de Buntah—is so awiully rich
and influential, and all that. Can’t let
him down—what? Ahem! =My unelo
says 1 must_act like a lad;

“Well, why not give it a try-outf
Leila suggesied.
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And the dormitory tittered. Bui the
veiled sarcasm in that: remark was lost
upon Bessie.

* I—er—am

E doing 0,7 she said.
“That is to

say, of course, I—ah—
always do. Rathah a bore, you know;
but, then, one must bow to the—ah—
conventions. I have been talking with
my—ah—rich and influential uncle—"2

“And he told you to be quicti” sug-
gested June Merrett.
“No, he jolly well didn't! I mean,

reah- lv, June, “he told me that some
day 1 xhould be presented at Conrt,
you know.’

( 1, what court, Bessie?"
ennis court I suggested Clara
lru! n; and there was a laugh.
Be}sam blinked reprovingly.

“Really, Clara, I fail to see that that
is funny'!” she said haught “The
remark, in my opinion, is in dlstlncrlv
bad taste. No real high-born  lady
would—ah—dream of saying a silly
thing like that. The Court T am re-
ferring to is—is the Court,” Bessio
added vaguely. “Where people are
presented, you know. One wears white
satin model gowns and trains and
feathers, and all that sort of thing.?

The Form chuckled.

Bessic as an aristoerat was the fun-
nicst thing they had struck for a long

time. Nobody, apparently, took the
fat junicr seriously except B o
herself,

But Bessie took herself with a serions-
ness that more than made up far all the
levity with which she was regarded in
Cliff House, And Bessie, guileless as a
child, implicitly believed in all the
h\wh promises Earl Percy de Dunter
Lad made her; and really she was con-
vinced now that she was cut out to be
one of the great ladies of the land.

So Bessie, with a view to that time,
was  practising — assiduously an
earnestly,

The Fourth did not discourage 1
Until they grew weary of Bessic
sudden highfalutin’®  airs and  graces
they found the fat girl very rich ente.
tainment.  Indeed, rather than dis-
courage, they did their best to enhance

10 opinion that Bessie had of herself.
Oh, you mean a wedding I” Phyllis
Howell put_in.

Bessie sniffed.

“T wish you wonld not show your
igmorance I she said haughtily.  “1
thonght you'd know. You may wear
trains, but_you don't wear feathers at n
wedding like you do at Court, so Low
can it be a weddmg"”

“ Answer’s a sprig of orange blossom,”
Clara Trevlyn suggested.

* Ha, ha, ha!”

Bessio :n\!l‘ed

“QOh, vou're jealous, that's what it
is,” she s;ud offendedly. “You all know
Liow ripping I'll lock really in a—a
model gown with B train. A model,?
continued Bessie,
I've got the figure for it.
Look? I'll show you! I
eagerly; and. sceing that s‘m had the
attention of the Form, caught up a sheet,

“would just suit me.
you

from her bed. “Now watch this. This
is the gown.”
“This is the gownl!” anplmdrd

Jemima Carstairs. “ Observe, ladies !

"Ynli Jwear it l\kP—hka this,” Be
said. “This isn't a real gown. of
course,” she added unnecessarily, “My
Court gown will have real diamonds
on it, and—and rubies and things. And
a train, of conrse. All the best gowns
have tra don’t they, Babs? Now,”
s Bessie: and, having draped the
cheat @hout her shoulders, she stood
rather like a plump feminine Nero.
beaming at the assembly.

The PFourth-Formers had a hard job
to keep their faces straight.
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“yell, T'll say you
Leila Carroll opinied.
“Bien chic!” Marcelle Biguet,
French junior, ti ittered.

“Topping, Bessie!”

“Thank you!” Bessie was extremely
gratified he rather fancied he

did Bossie. “My word,” she :u]riM
caiching a glimpse _of herself in the

look a wow "

the

mirror as she moved forwi hand on
hip. “I do look rathah disti gm-»luul
vou know. I shall be the sensation of

the ccawn—\\hat/
“You will”
“0Oh, not a doubt about that, Bessie |
hessie proened herself.
“0f course, you must imagine mo
\\lt‘; u head-dress. Plumes, you know.

fen feathers,” suggested  Lydia
C'rossendale.
Dut Bessie eniffed.
“\yell, wait a tick,” Leila said.
< (iee, 1 wish I had my camera Hnlf r\
see, Bessie ! she added exeitet

guess [ can fix up that head—drr« in
three shakes of a duck’s taill”

And Leila darted from the room, to
return a moment later with three white
chrysanthemums she  had filched {from
{he vase which stood in the window o
the corridor outside.

Dessie smirked.

“Hold tight! I'll put them on '
T.eila offered generonsly, an stuck
them in Bessie's thick plait, s0 that
ther stood perched on the crown of her
Liead. “There!” she added admiringly.

Bessie stood smiling. She stood still.
so that the flowers shouldn’t drop. But
che stood in such a posture, striking
such an attitude and with such an ex-
pression of delighted satisfaction on hel
face, that the Form simply velled.

And in the middle of the yell the doot
opened and Miss Bullivant came in.

Miss Bullivant was the Form mistress

of the Lower Third, and the most
nncertain-tempered  teacher in  the
school.

< Tossie 1" sho eried sharply.

Bessio \\heclcd—“uh such  discon
corting  suddenness that one of the

flowers broke, hanging over her fore
head.

“0Oh erumbs!
Bullivant 1

“You ridiculous child I
Miss Bullivant!”
you dressed up in that
shion 1
Pessie looked indignani.
Miss Dullivant, you don't
" she expostulated. “T was

Jowing these girls—"
"lakc it off at once!”

“ But—-""

«Take it off ! And you other mirls
stop giggling ! Miss Bullivant &
sharply. * Bessle, your Iln"'(, has just
rung up the headmistress.”

“(h—ah |” Bessie said,
conscious smirk.

“[1o has asked Miss Primrose to giv:
you & message. Your grandfather i=
arriving at sic o'clock to-might, an
your uncle wishes you to spend the dar
with him. You will go to, Courtfield
immediately after breakfast.”

“Qh, yes! Oh, of course I Dossie
stuttered.

“That is all.”

“Thith-thank you, Miss Pullivani "

And Miss Bullivant, with a frown.
withdrew.

And Bessie reluctantly div
self of her imaginary gowll,
grinned.

I mean, ¥-¥C5, Miss

with a self

ted her-
The Fourth

But Babs and Mabs and Clara ¢x
changed gignificant glanees. It scemed
ihat this was the cue they had heen

waiting for.
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And Bal
up her ming
was not going tn fos
that day.

"
ppencd,

- :
o sight of Bessic No “Bob' for Bessie

340

l \\Enr‘\llz:,-y 2 :\‘k;[l‘(”ll{;'i\ ]‘{:ELH TT Bessie, despiio her assurance,
And. Courtfield, on }\Jlf]mi‘( (Jc‘hg t]a h !anu;fmu!\mw\ y the
and on wh I ](:w f;”":]\-l-‘ wt fecling casy in

recognised as being L i
\)E : lkd as ;Um' 1t was beginning to strike cven

Ol tor heonltust. Bo by o Ressie that her uncle wag a listle

Clara held a quick councli © um 1 in many fen Possia had not

“Two of us will [ollow Bess Pabs cnjoyed trying 1o learn to ride a horse.
said.  “The other must stop "in ihe She had wondered vaguel why she had
school to look after Marmion. bs. had to learn that song, and why her
vou stop.  As soon as inything uncle had been so i t she
I'll ring you up. Ts that w:ud? should he able to do th
“V¥es. And Bessie was disturbed
“And you will como 1 me, Clara?”  disturbed: about the latest
tather 1 the tomboy said. Ler uncle’
"nedded. That hair-cut !
“Then that's fixed up,” she said Boessie was  vain,  Bessie henestly
relievedly. helieved she was prett B
And when Bessic loft the school, Dessie had moments in_ which
styiding importantly down the drive an more or less candid with her
hour later, she had no i that Babs she was not looking forward with
and Clara were following in her wake. pleasure to having that long cable-like
Babs and Clara were resolved t plait of hers shorn away.
to-day should sce this amazing myst

cleared up. {Continued on next page.)
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Waich the Announcements in this Paper for Details of tl

She  deubted, iudcud 1)
unele’s protestations, whether it
improve her looks, and great was tho
disturbance in her mind.

But Bessic was, first and
zrateful,

Since he had so amazingly i

foremost,

stroduced

himself, her uncle had been the ¢
of kindnesz. He had given he; v
thing her heart des ired—money, tuck,

lothes—and had opened up to her a
u-mu of such delights fo comc as =he
had  only cutertained  heretofore in
dreams.
e, as a result, was chary indeed
of displeasing Ler unele. She would, in
fuct, have done anything for hin. But
1o have her bair cit—

No; even Bessio had grave doubis
about that procedure.

She was still entertuining these donbis
when she stepped into the hall of the

nrifie Hotel and  was _instantly
od up to her uncle’s suite by the
m'l boy. He greeted her warmly, - Re-
<plendent in m(n‘hmrr dress, he stood
the centre of the room awaiting he
is wife, reclining gracefully upon tl
settee, threw the fat junior a hall-
.J!nui(‘li glance and went on rc:utm--

Hessie I” ‘Earl Perey sai

“Unclc"’ she exclaimed, lmzl shook
hands. )
t down!” he smiled
“Like something to ea
“Nunno—no,

cordially.

“ihanl Be stut-
tered.
“Very well” e paused, “I sap-

pose you heard, Bessic, ﬂ:.n your grand-
lmhl-r i3 coming to-duy ¥
Fes."

“He arrives ab six o'clock thiz even-
ing.” Farl de Bunter went on, “We are
mnchng him at the station, and then
coming back lhere for dinner. o will
be delighted to see you again, Bessic.”
But he frowned. “I ibink I ought to
warn you that—well, he is a—a litile

ececentric,  you know Buffers  from
delusions, Yo know what delusions
" "

“Yu-yos,” Bess id uneertainly.
“Jle—he s things,” Earl

ag:
Percy went on. “We have to Tuimour
hitm, you knew. Of ecourse, it’ ridien-
ious; but he imagines, for insia
Lour name is not Bessie at all.
't it

F‘umwy,

“Ha, ha!” laughed Bessie politely.

“] beg your pardon

“1 mum-meaw, yes, it is. I was
laughing.”

“But this is sevious!” Larl Perey
\JG\\“E}

“Oh, i J'L"" Bessio  asked  be-
mIdemdl\ I thuth-thought you said
iowas fuil’unnv But it 15 funny. If
i doesn’t think my name is Bessie,
what does he think it ist"

Earl Perey {1
"\Vcll. ho thinks
“‘Eht

Marmion.”

armion.’

Bessie sta 'nl.

the namo of—"

a common name ! FEarl
off handedly.  ** After all,

i One name is as

od as another, isn't it7 As a matter
i fact, Bessie, there’s a reason for it

Your glaudf.irlmr was present at your

christening, von know. He was \erv

Leen on vou being called Marmion, but
rour godpavents christened you Br\w
But the old man, as Pve said, is a bit

ways, He always
rion was the name yoi
christened, and he's

of a crank in son
isisted that Mar
stiould have been

Marmion, X(m underst
Bessie looked nervous.

nd—well, there ave other things,”
Percy went on. “He might say
things which vou don't under e
sniion names of places you don’t
wnd; but you must pretend to

tand, ce. You mus st play up
10 hua’a, 3 You sec
“Yu-ves ie said, in dismay.

But she felt a sinking of the heart,
She felt nervous. Her gmud#alhnr did
not sound the attractive proposition she
had imagined him to be, To I%ca s
mind be sounded like a Iunatic
Bessie was rather apprehensiv
She looked dreadfully unea
“I sus-say, he won't go for me!

questioned anxiously,

“Go for u?  Good gracior
conrse not !

He—he is not vviolent:” Bessie
stuttored.

Oh, Bessie, don’s be such a litde

oose ! Of course nol
And J:arl Perey laughed ai the very
idea of such a thing.

But Bessie did not feel reassured, for
all that.

“You're sure you understand?’
paeudo- uncle asked anxiously.

“Oh, ves: I th-think so !

“Right!” He smiled relievedly.
"'lhcu don’t forget, Be warned. And
. Bessic, we'll go along to the hair-
. I've arranged the appoint-
ment for this morning, and they'll be
W ‘nnng for ,Jou now. Come along1*

f—*

“We can't waste time, you know.”

“Oh dear! Oh, no!” Bessie gasped.
“Put, T siy, uncle—"

“ Well——

“I—TI really dud-don’t think I'd Jook
prettier, nfter all, with my hair cul’
1t s my crowning glory, you know.”

onsense !

“ Bib- buL 1 don't!” Bessie persisted
anxios I fact, I—I kvow T
shan't! Pnbx, in our Form. said T shall
look g}mslh‘, and Mabs says I shall
irmk awful.”

her

“Nonsense!” Earl DPerey repeated
sternly
“But; e

“Pessie, T can’t have wyou make a
fool of me,” Earl Percy said. “I have
made the appoiniment, and you m
Besides, your grandfather disli
with long qu. Come  along

now !

Bessie, with a groan, rose to her fect.
She fﬂllm\cd her unele out, feeling very
much as prisonors of old must have felt
when they were going to the block to be
beheaded,

Bessie felt that she would never be
the same girl again withont her tresses
But what could she do now ?

ROM the opposite side of ihe
street, Babs and Clara  saw
Bessie, looking rather dnlnful

rmerge, hand in .mud, with Earl |

Perey de Bunter, and walk on down the
sireet.  They saw the pair di
into the hairdresser’s on that s
street.
Buhs stared.
\I\ h‘lt'

dw&“vr to gf‘t. her hair
“Great  goodness!
freak.”
“8Bhe wi
Babs said,

'-'u look a

And the worst of it is”
# Bessie doesu’t want it done,

L say, torn your back!” she added
quickly.
‘They both furned, and Earl Percy,

camo out of the h
in, obvionsly having
Pabs looked at her

umaccompanied,
dresser’s shop
left Bessie behind,
tomizoy chum,

vy, we can’t lei tha
£ 1%
Rathﬂv not !
“You think we ought to interfer
1'n pretty sure W ought to inie
fore,” Clara “Our Bessie, with-
ounb hor plait ! My hat!  Whai a
iragedy it would be! Come on!”
And Clara, in that de vmined way
hers, strode across the road.

Babs  followed. ~ She really
anxiovs about Bessie.  She l\Il'W i
Bessie really didw’t want that “hob.”
ho knew, too, that Bessie, out of a
501 of ::rolitlzd:'. eouldn’t re».Fusr‘-

That Be: wonld look a sight, Babs
had no doubt. Besides, she would gen
hier leg pulled unmercifully as Cliff
House,

Babs felt concerned.
duffer, but she was Babs’ chum. i was
B ‘s business, of eourse, what she
did with her hair, but in many matiors
Bessie’s mind was made up for her by
other people, Besides, there would be
a row with Miss Primrose. - Girls
weren’t supposed to have their hair cut
vhilst at school without fiest showing
Deadmistress the written permission
from their parent:

Babs steeled he
save Dessie,
Clara, at a run, led the way into the
r's shop.
rom a luxurious waiting-room ran a
line of cubicles, the doorways covered
with manve velvet curtains, and from
one of these cubicles came a distinctly

ressed voice. It was the voive of

t duffer go on

of

Bessie was a

elf. Yos,

¥ omnnsd

Not too short, please! Dud-
don’t m]m too much off, you know.”

“But your uncle, miss.
distinct bob.”

“Oh dear, T know 1™

“ B

He said a

“I'm afraid 1 must obey his instruc-
hou= * camo ihe veice of the assistant,
ow, please, will you sit perfectly
ill? A little more to the right,

yelled Clara.

And >smull‘mcmlslg they thrust the
curtain aside, and burst into the room.

as there, an expression of

tragic misery on her face. Bhe was f&ll'
veloped in_a protective eape, and th
woman assistant, with a pair of ]nn;;
seissors in  her hand, had - already
combed out her hair, was in the ach, in-
deed, of shearing it through. She
pau:ed at the interruption, her hand
falling to her side.

I moment Babs and Clara were at

this ! Dabs
the linen

out of
away

come
wrenching

tid the assistant.

We can't stop; it's a
on!” Bahs said
ie, you chump ! What

And, whizking the bewildered Bessie
to her feet, Babs and Mabs caught hald
of hor and rushed her from the cubicle,
while {he stant stood rooted io the
spot.
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falling fo pi

X on don’t want your ubterly dismaved.

Yo you think so,

o t, do you? \‘ u nH

a minuie!
Bub my une To—n il

"

Hm Balbs M 1C
to the fat du They had
made up their ; From  this
mome nt t were going to talie the
faw by (4\\'\'] I‘J!J(‘\ 2
B

i and
“Oh alear !
fo cut my
1 <oy

ilinn

s Dine T

given no aliomative,

the
. and
ame bov

RRAYED in the sheet, and with the bunch of flowers stuck in her hair, Bessie struck a dignified attitude. Her
new-found dignity would have received something of a shock had she seen the stern figure of Miss Bullivant
in the doorway |

a, with a well placed hand
fat girl’s back, pushed her in.
sl blinking, rly  bewild
not a little di ed, found h
iing in a seat b
and the bus w
i:eforo she red
But somechow, now, she
As o matier of fact, Bessie
to sort eut her en wtions and
Bessio, inde el

| distinet shocks.
¢ with uncle had
had mnot

ck to Cliff

e bus! We're going b

v, Babs! What fo

Bessie Learns the Truth
omething we W

sp and into
diern and

the next thore

her,

h‘ \ID CONSE b [

(esperately t Nui ! d it antil 1 F
hem in “Well, ¥ ! :
allp gonkne d considerate ﬂw't Bes:

1

nothing but gratitude tow rils hiim.
And though she had p
f that he wnl!) was her anc!
vas a little imp of conscience which b .ul
peen haunting her all the time,

if yon meet your uncle

hack.”

“Oh dear ! &

ul i i
“

AL e b.mﬁ
“ Puffed, Bessie?

To
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Tor Bessic knew, in her hearl, that
the man s not her uncle. Nobody
knew better  than Bessie that her

wealthy relatives were simply myths,
They were so very redl to Bessie, how-
that she really had persuaded her-
thiat they existed, and only when
this ane had popped up in the flesh hatl
she doubted them.

Bessie, indeed, did not come of a
wealthy family. Ier fut]wr, of whom
she always spoke as a millionaire, was
i r(‘.xhh, something ‘in the City, with
an income which only just enabled him

to keep Bessic and his {wo other cha-
dren av school,

Bunter Court, which Dessie painted
as a palatial manpsion overrin  with

foolmen and gold pillars, was in reality
nothing more than a rather large villa
on_the onis of London.
In fact. Be had only one really
relation. _ That was her Aunt
¢ in New Zecaland. And
wealth had hcen most
surprisingly swept intg her lap by the
winning of a fiest prize in a hig sweep-

wealthy

essic  was nneomfortably conscious
¢ all those facts, Till now they had
never troubled her, But this—
Dessic sighed.

Not often was Dessie given to decp
thinking, but she was thinking now.
Hlo“\u Tt surely it was beginning to
dawn upon her dull mind fhat during |
these last few days she had heen practis-
some form of deception. How, she
had only the most vague idea, but she
knew that Tarl Percy was not her
relative,

Iv troubled Ler comscience a litile,
therefore, that she should h ave accepled

much at his hand True, he had
he was her True,

had more or less d her to
copt all those things which he had

ssod upon her. And y
“1 sus-say, Bahs”

vowed
he

o muitered

was looking at Clara. And
ng rather nois over the
that led to the road which ran
v to CLilf Ifouse, made conversa-
ther an effort.
o relapsed into her thoughis.
sie_had been fighting that little
¢ of conseience, If Dessie had
thonght of the matler at all, she had
told herself therée was no harm in
accepting what someone clse was so
v'nio-m; anxious to give. In a vague
sory of way. she had wondered if thera
“eateh ” in ib angwhere, and
very definite fecling now
cre was a catel.
The unele she had met that morning
Liad been an_altogether different being
from the wnele she had kuown since his
|rpr1=mg introduetion to herzelf at
Ciife Flouse. And Bessie was not feeling
easy in her mind.

fhu fact that she was to mect this
erandfather this evening  had
it Bessie with a most uncomfort-
She felt nervous on  his

fimb‘

A man who was going fo insist upon
calling her Marmion when her name
was Bessic was not the sort of person
Bessie enjored meeiing. And somehow
she could not help but couple that name
of Marmion with the white-faced girl
ghe had once seen in the gipsy camp.

And the suggestion that she should
liave Ler Lair bobbed. Bessia very dis-
Iy resented that.  She had agreed
Lecause there scemed nothing else for
her to do without appearing utterly un-
grateful,  but  secretly = she was
enormonsiy glmi that Babs and Clara
had r\!ppm in in time to prevent her
Yeing shorn.

Bui why had her so-called uncle been
so insistent upon that ceremony bcmn'
performed? Why had he been so in-
sistent that she should learn that song.
learn to ride a horse?

Duffer as she was, it was beginning

to dawn upon Bessie that Uncle Earl
Peroy w perhaps not all that he
seemed.

“*Babs,” she smd

“Here we are,” Babs ealled cheerily.
“This way. Bessie.”

 But

“This way,” Clara repeated.

And Bessie, with a sigh, climbed down
into the road as the ummbm stopped
just on the corner of the er roads
near ihe gutes of Chﬁ House Schmﬂ

“But I sa ed Bessie un-
happily. “Q0h, lhbs \\h\ have we
come back te the school

Babs smiled.

“Dida’t I say?” she asked. “Don't
vou remembor, Bessie, T said T'll tell
you something? And show you some-
thing. Look here "—she turned in the

lane and faced the fat girl— th:s busi-
ness has gone far uwugn Bessie.”
“Whewhat busine
“This masquerade—}
calls himself your uncle.
Bessio fried fo look indignant,
only succeeded in looking miserable.
“0h, really, —

the man who

bt

her so shc o.(ldc:.l in
a softer voice, “da vou really believe it?
Do you really, truthfully, and honestly,
believe that the man i ol

Bessie was  silent.
Treadfully distressed.

“You don’t, do you ¢
other’'s arm. *I1 kno\\ Bessie,” she
said understandingly. “Vou've thought
vou might as well have a good time
while the good time was going. We
don’t blame you—not really. But 2

“0Oh, Babs, don’t you?"” Bessic asked

It's not the sort of
though,” Babs mnlwl
Lkindly. LW ]mnm now. Be
she added quickly, *supposing o’ (;
known all the time this man had been
posing as your uncle that an other girl
I)mng ‘made unhappy 7*

Bessie wineed.

“Oh, Babs, wh-what do you
What girl conld have been unhappy 7

Babs shrugged.

“Never mind-—wait,”
teriously.

But Bessie looked pained. Very sud-
denly she stopped in the middle of the
mad p-memu Imr fret apart.

0, Babs, I'm not coming,”
with unusual determination.

Babs looked surprised.

“But, Bessie—"

“It—it's not fair,” Bessic said, and
almost looked as if she were going to
burst into tears. “Babs. I've not been
making another girl unhappy.”

Babs’ heart melted.

“Not you. Not willingly—or know-
ingly,” = ghe replied.  “Dear old
Bessie—"

“Babs, you've got to tell me,” Bessle
persisted.

"OhI come along !” muttered Clara.

“No.” Bessie looked excited. “DBabs,

our unele ?
But she leoked

Babs took the

mean ?

she said mys-

she said,

I d-demand to w,” she said. “If
llmr(: ¢ another girl—"

“Well, t.hcre ie.” DBabs nodded.
“Ressic, you've heard of Marmion
Tracey 1”

BESEIC Jlunnnd
“Wh yes! Marmion. Mum-my

'
hat, Babs, ﬂnr was the name he wanted
me to use”

“Who, your uncle?”

“Yes. To mghl when we're mecting
gug-grandfather.”

Tur ScHOOLGIRL

“OR!"
cited now
Six o'cl
“Where "
“ At the station,
“Oht” And Ba

she said seriously,

was | turn to look ex-
1\\Hmn time, Bessio?”

s Jaughed. “ Bessie,'”
“1 want you to do

something now.  Listen,  I'm taking
rou to see Marmion. She's in the
school, ] man who calls himself

vour uncle—hut never mind
1i's too long io tell out here.
Jiumo will you do something?
id D'nm‘s!!\

the story.
But see,

“T'a help Marmion
“Oh, Babs, of course.
“Even :[ it means
hogus uncle overboard ¥’

¥ -yos

“Then good, il hat's the ticket!” B-‘;lm

laughed gaily. “Come along, Bes
And she caught the fat girl by one aym
and led her into the school.

Ten minutes later Bessie met Mar-

.

l]lrm\m" yone

mion in Study No. 4. And from the
smoment of  meeting Marmion  ali
ideas and impressions under-

t a change.

For Bessie,
had a_very,
\\Jmn Be
f

vain duffer as she was,
very tender heart.  And
s put in full possession
of the facts as Babs and Mabs and
krew them, and learned from
Marmion's own lips all that she had en-
dured whilst her raseally guardian had
been posing as Bessie's uncle, Bessio
became a changed girl.

Bessie was quite willing to have a good
time at Augustus Fanshaw's expense,
but Dessie was most certainly not will-
ing to be the dupe Augustus Fanshaw
had designed her to be.

But perhaps Bessie was most indig-
nant because she realised huw throu;:h

lier innocent fault, Marmion had becen

made to suffer. From that momer

Bessie was on rmion’s side,
XS

A Daring Plot Cleverly
Exposed by Babs & Co,

RE we are!” Augusiuz Fan-

((H

shaw id drawing deep
b ? 2 Te-
it er \\h1L I have told
you about your m’mdfathor
"o, uncle, answered Dessie
mcckl\

They stood on the platform at Court-
field Sration—three of t 1
shaw, al Lady Georgia, u)(!l\nw ¥
much overdressed as usual, Augustus
Fanshaw, alias Earl Percy de Bunter,
looking, if the truth must be told, con-
siderably nervous and ill af cas

And thirdly, of course, Bessic’ Bunter,
who, though she tried not to show ii,
rather felt her knees quaking beneath
her. For Bessic was there to play a
part.

It had been an eventfnl day for Bessio
—quite one of the most eveniful sbe had
ever spent.

First had come that interview with
Earl Perey, then her rescue from the
hairdresse Then she had met Mar-
mion, and in the fat duffer’s heart had
been kindled o fieree fire of resentment
against the man who had schemed fo
use her as his pawn in the cunning
game he was playing.

After that had followed the talk with
Babs and Mabs and Clara and Mar-
mion, in which a certain plot had been
hatched, and in which Bessie was given
a part.

Then “Ear] Percy ” had arrived, de-
manding to know why she had run
away from the hairdresser’s shop, Thera
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had, in fact, been quite a scene, bub
Bessie had surprised herself and every-
ono else by her determined refusal to
aceede to lier uncle's request to have her
hair ent again and—acting upon Babs’
udviee—had told her uncle that she
would not Lave it done unless he first
rang up her father on the iclephone and
asked hLis permission.

That had secmed to give *Earl
Terey ” pause. Finally he had elimbed
down, and so hero was Be £l with
her thick plait intact, but with all soris
of alarming thong : ing ihrough
her brain. il s not cut out for
parts like this.

Desperately she was trying to re-
member Babs instructions: ** Play up to
him. Get him back to the hotel.”  Her
mind was hopelesly confused, however,

And now ihe moment was at hand,
ore was the train. A stream of people
was pouring towards them as they stood
oatside the barrier, and “ Earl Bunter,”
as though he feared she might run away,
was fiereely clutching Boessie's wrist.

He glanced at
hensively.

* Remembor ¢’

“Ow! Yes”

“What iz your name?”

“Why, Bessie Bunter.”’

“No, you little idiot! Whe
name in fronk of your grandfl

“Qh, dud-dear! Ow! Dud-don’t grab
ko that,” Bessie said wn-
um-Marmion.”

her rvather appre-

he hissed, |

iz your
or i

“That's right.  And don’t forget to
el him that that snapshot you sent hi
with your hair bobbed was an old one.’

“Nun-no."”

#“Hush! Here he eomes ™

“Ow! Oh  ggoodnes
Bessic.

And she gazed rather appreliensively
at the short, lieree looking old man who,
i i s upon them, s handing
over his ticket to the eollector.

As his eyes fastened npon Dessie, they
He came forward.

tered

rmion!? he  cried  joyfully.
rmion!”
Mum-mum-mmm " Bessio stutte
“0Ow! Oh duddear! Oh

grandfather !”
“Marmion.” The old man's faco was
in smiles, “Don't you recog-

n-no, 1 mum-mean, yu-yes,
course,” Bessic gasped. “Oh, my
How you have grown, grandfather
mum-mean, of course, how pretty ¥
are! Nunne! Ifave you been for a
holiday or something?’

“Tdiot 1 hissed “Jarl Perey.

The old man looked a trifle amazed:
I1e shook his head,

irely Little Marmion—"
I leared his throat.

“Marmion 1 a littlo upsct at see-
ing you,” he said. “Of course, it has
heen years since she lass saw you.”

The old man threw him a glance, Tt
was a_glance, obviously, which con-
tained a certain amount of dislike,

of
t 1

7

“You speke to me?” he askad.
“«Well, sir, of courso—"

“Don’t!” the old man snapped.  He
looked at Bessie again. “ Marmion!
My dear, I have come from Canada

spe ly to see you,” he said, a little
hurtfully.  “Aren’t you pleased to sco
mot?

conrse,”  Tessia

Eh?
stammered.

“Put what, my dear?”

“Oh gug-goodness! You are making
a mistake. I'm not Mar—"

‘*She's not ¥ well, she means,
“Farl Perey ” chipped in hasti i
Lo threw a furious glance at 1
little upset, vou see, sir. She’s
looking forward to your coming.”

“Dut I haven't.” I mum-mean, of
course, I'm glad to see you,’W Dessio
floundered, most unhappily.

“Of course, sir.”

The old man looke

“But Marmion—" I ed the girl
searchingly. My word, is thi the girl
who has written me such marvel
Jetters™ he asked ineredulously.
1 the girl who sent me thab photo-
graph?’ He eyed Bessie as hough e
could hardly believe his eyes.  Mar-

jon——""

Oh dear! Are you t-talking to me®”
Tessie gasped helplessly.

“Of course T'm talking to you!
word!” The old man began 1o look
dignant. “Are you a fool, child?”

=]

A

heen

{Continued on next page.)

TALKING IT

¢ DEAR READERS,—I_had a
long talk with Miss Hilda
Richards the other day, and

during our conversation one or
two most inte ng factz emerged.
Wa were discussing tho popularity of
her stories, and Miss Richards put for-
ward the suggestion that she shonld
select six siories out of all ithose that
have been published, and that you
should ho asked to place thom in the
order in which they appealed to you.
Miss Richards selected six  stories
from the 1fere are her own
favourites, and she has put them in the
order which appeal to her. I am print-
ing their titles below on a special
conpon, which I would like you all to
fill in and to send to me with yonr next
Jetters.
Of conrse, there is
you to do this. Iam
as a personal favour,

0

3

no obligation for
merely asking you
for it will be most

intercsting to me and to Miss Richards
to know just how these six tales
ed to you. 1 weuld add that the

selected stories are representative of
sl “types”  of  tales—school,
stery, adventure, humorous, ete.
The coupon appears on this page. All
you have to do is to put the figure 1
against the story you enjoyed most, the
{i against your second favourite,

w

é

and
IMPORTANT

And now a few words about another
very important matter which is exercising
my mind at the moment. You have seen
the notices in this issue of our paper,
referring to a forthcoming mammoth
Free Gift Offer. and | expect you are
fecling wvery excited, and are anxious
for further details.

Well, I'm not going to give you many
details this week, but 1 don’t mind telling
you that this FREE GIFT OFFER which
1 am planning is something absolutely

OVER WITH YOUR EDITOR

MY ADDRESS IS¢

{ The Daitor, The SCHOOLGIRL,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street,
Londan, E.C.4.

WRITE TO ME TO-DAY.

outstanding. It is the greatest Free Gift
Scheme ever devised—a Scheme designed
to give immense pleasure to schoolgirls
all the world over !

In next week’s issue of THE SCHOOL.-
GIRL will appear further details of this
mammoth Scheme, so make certain that
you secure your copy of Next Saturday’s
issue. AND PLEASE TELL ALL YOUR
FRIENDS ABOUT THIS FORTHCOM.
ING FREE GIFT SCHEME !

“When Mareclle Amazed CLIT

Housze I 3
“That Rich Relation of
B Z S
“ Babs & Ceo.’s Priory
Puzele!” - - - -
“The Taomboy's Holiday
Trial 1™ - - 2 -
“Babs' Fight for Stellal”
“Cliff House Blamed
Clara!* - - - -

NEXT WEEK'S CLIFF HOUSE
STORY

Hilda Richards has written another
absorbing CIlif ousze tale far our next
splendid number. Babs & Co. all play
preminent parts, and you will also re-
new acquaintance with Rosa Redworth,
the “Stormy Petrel ” of the Fourth.

Rosa, as you know, is a millionaire’s
daughter, and, being of a hot-headed
and tempestucus s ature, she gets very

worked up beeznse Babs & Co. wan'é
do exactly what she wants them to.

But with all her faulis—and she has
many—HRosa is a fine characier, and
Miss Richards has not failed to extract
every ounce of drama out of cvery in-
cident in which the “Stormy Detrel”
plays a part.

Next week’s splendid story will bo
published under *' e title of :

“THE MYSTERY MAID OF CLIFF
HOUSE!I™

and beeause I don’t want any of you

to mis T would earnestly advise you

to order Tur SCHOOLGIRL without delay.
NEWS OF CHUM

I have had endless inquiries regardi

my little eanine companion, Chum,
whose adventures you have read of in
my Chats. To all anxious inquirers,

Chum has authorised me to say that hio
is quite fit. thank you, and that ho
hopes L shall write of some af his latess
adventures in my Chats very soon. The
vanity of the dog!

I rcally believe that Chum thinks
these Ch should be deveted solely to
his uctivities, He scems to forgef, or
to ignare, the fact that thore are such
things s new serials to be disenssed, and
although I enjoy writing about him,
and you, readers all, seem to epjoy read-
ing ‘about him, T'm afraid 1 canpvos
grant him too much of my valuablo
space.

1 shall have to console him for what
he, apparently, considers to be a grosa
injustice, by giving him a particu arly
large and meaty bone—or, hetfor
still, by taking him for am cxira long
ramble.

By the way, Miss Hilda Richards has
asked me to thank those of vho
have written expressing sympathy w
her in the recent loss of her pet Alsal
dog, Bet.




T mum-mean, no,” Bca:i,-
"{Jh 1*(-:1]Iy, Mr. Tracey
r 'l am vour g qul-

is child a
fdear r me,
Answer my question. Dash it!” the old
man barked irritabl “ What's the

ml where did you get those ridicu-
spectaeles from?” the old man
“Take them off, girl. My word!

1 a blow, what a stunning blow! 1
here expecting to find a bright,
ligenit  granddaughter, brimful of
happy. Instead, 1 find a gibber:
ing imbeectle! What on earth have vou
been doing o her, A
o 2

ally, my dear sir—
“Hang it, don’t *dear sir’ n
old man roared. ®Marmion—

“0Oh dear! I'm trying to tell you,”
e muttered, “but you won't give
me a chance. You're mak]np; a mis-
take. T'm not Ow!” she
ended, with a roar. * \\lm trod on my
tap

[\hrmmn 2 'u.gmnu looked
distre “I just moved—"

The old man snorted.

“I think,” he said eunttingly, *that
the pt‘ﬂjllﬂ round here have lost their
5O

“Borry,
d.

e
pointed, and stared at poor Bessie like
s man who has suffered a bitter dis-
illusionment,

looked wery Dbitter, very disap-

“1 was expecting far better, far
happier,. things,” he went on. “I was
hoping to meet a girl who could at least
se Oh, I'm sorry ! he added.
am 1 saying? But Marmion,
is it really you—can it b«. you? I never
knew you wore glasses.””

“Oh, yes; I always dud-did,” Bessie
said.  “T can’t ses without them.”

“But you never mentioned them
your leiters,”

in

hair.”  The old man
started. Inlmmn I thought you had
bobbed  hair,”

“Oh, dud-did you?” Bessic stuttered,
“Well, I haven't, have I? But I've
told yon—-'

“Ahem! Shall we get into the car?”
asked Augustus Fanshaw, * Marmion,

your

I am sure, will taH: better when we
arrive at the hote
The old man mmul He looked be-
wildered, ad  reached the
street now, had hsn ed outside the big
Roleedes saloon, mann up at the b.
“Marmion, ave you really ill?” he

asked in_ concern.

Bessie haltpd. She cast a hunted look
towards the car a4 moment, peer-
ing through the winc \m\, shie saw DBabs
and Mabs and Clara on the other side
of the car. She took fresh heart.

* Nun-no,

#But, my dear, you are so different.”

“Yes, I am, betau e, you see,”’ Dessi
exclaimed, one eye upon Augustus Fan-
shaw, “I am not Marmion Lracey!”

Y What?"”

“I am Bessic Bunter !”
at the top of her voice,
the footboard of the car.

Augustus Fanshaw went white to the
lips.

“You idiot! Yeou—you idiot!”

!'lu old man looked dazed.

“n Bunter-not Marmion
¢ muttered, Then his eyes
“But  Marmion—where is

Bessie yelled
one foot on

“Here !*
behind the car,
door of the motor,

And there, revealed,
Tracey herself.

Augustus Fanshaw look one horrified

" eriecd Babs, springing from
and she threw open the

stood Marmion

look.,  His face, red a moment before,
turned a sudden deathly grey. A hoarse
cry came from his lips.

*Done "

" a grim voice beside him

scoundrel, turning with

the stern features of

Inspector Wissendale, of the Courtfield
Police. “And I think,” he said, “ you
had  better cor along  with me,
Augustus Fansha ias Earl Perey de
Bunter. I have a warrant for your

on a charge of kidnapping Alar-
¥.  Marmion Tracey hersell
has supplied the information and these
gitls will be chief witnesses at your
trial.  Come along!”

And  Augustus, all his affectation
gone, was led away, while Marmion and
her grandfather siood looking at each
other with startled eves.

“Marmion !” the old man eried. “Is
it really you?*
Marmion laughed, on a rather

choked note.

“THE MYSTERY MAID OF CLIFF HOUSE”

BARBARA REDFERN & CO.

play a leading part in the
fine long complete Cliff House
School
HILDA RICHARDS
has written for next week’s

issue of * The Schoolgirl.’

mystery story, which

It is entitled :

Rasa Rodworth the richest
elements of a fine school story.

character—the mystery maid.

]
girl
the fore in this dramatic tale, which is packed with
In it you will will also meet a new

in the Fourth Form, is to
all the

Don't miss this grand story.

THZ SCHOOLGIRL

“Yes, grandfather, it is sho eried.

nd then, somehow, while Babs &
Co., touched by this strange scene,
turned away, the two were in cach

other’s arms.
Bessie Bunter looked dismayed.

looked, indeed, as if she
Not fully, wvntil this moment,
fat duffer of ilf House realisec

part she had played, and although she

had done her bist to atone, she still
felt guilty.

But Marmion, at least, was not
blaming Bessie. Neither was her grand-
father. = The iwe, separated so long,

now joined again in reanion after geven
long years, were too happy almost to

was a wonderful moment for
Marmion. Scarce less wonderful was it
for her grandfather. He adored his
granddaughter. Tt was the thought of
her—her letters, her inspiring cheerful-
—which had brought him post-
haste to England.

And now he had found her—in |\hae
surprising ci
d, coursed down his \\nnhln.d

His hands trembled.
armwn i

by-:md-bi, when the first

¥ of meeting once again  had
assed, explanations took p]q(‘c And
lh\n all the little things that had

puzzled the chums became wonderfully
clear,

Her father had left Marmion in
Augustus Fanshaw’s care, with a cer-
tain sum of money and securities to

enable him to look after her. Fanshaw
had used that monoy for hiz own ends,
He had forged documents in Marmion’s
grandfathe; name to augment  that
money.  Accidentally, just before her
gmudl‘a!hur s visit, Marmion had caught
him,

It was the fear of what she might
tell her grandfather which had caused
Fanshaw to imprison her in the gipsy
camp while he endeavoured to supplant
her with another girl, something like
her, hoping that the passage of seven
vears would have blunted the old man’s
memory of Marmion's likene:

But thanks to Bessio and Babs & Co,
his schemes had met with failure.

1 \ reunited once ore, and

essic, if not the heroine of the
piece, came in for quite n share of the
limelight when the trial of Angustus
Fanshaw tock place.

Clift House buzzed when it heard the
news. It howled with laughler when
the real identity of Bessie's titled rela-
tive was discovered.

ND :o all ended happily.
armion and her grandfather

But Bessie didn’t care.  DBessie, af
least, had her conscicnce clear onee
again, and during the few weeks that

Marmion remained in Courtfield with
her grandfather she and Bessic became
the greatest of friends.

So, of course, did Babs and Mahs
and Clara,

*And I'm very glad, in a way,”
Marmion szid one night in the loungoe
of the Courtficld Iotel, “that Uncle
Augustus  did  select Bessio to  im-
personate me.  Because,” sho added,
with a tender smile, “if he'd picked
upon anyone else 1 shouldn't have found
such ripping friends,”

A sentiment with which Grandfather
Tracey, sitling near, a smile of content-
ment on his face as he watched Bessio
Bunter putting away her sixth ice,
nodded cordial agreement.

END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.




