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LEFT IN THE LURCH

One of many exciting incidents in

“ Diana the Undaunted,”’ this

week's brilliant long complete
CIliff House School story
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Defiant in Defeat!

[ FTER what hzppened in the
Whitechester match, Diana cor-
tainly isn't playing!”

And with this eraph
claration Tomboy Clara Trev Iyn passed
over the team list she had just ogmpiled
to pretty, blue-eyed Barbara iﬂ‘dl‘crn,
captain of the Fourth Form.

Over her
Lyun—RBabs’

Barbara glanced at it.
shoulder peered Mabel
special chum of the golden hair-—and
Margot Lantham. Bessie Buntcr, the
fat girl of the Fourth, hovered in the
background.

A moment’s silence followed. Then
Margot gave a little sigh.

“I suppose,” she muttered, “you
couldn’t give Diana another chance £

She made the suggestion somewhat
timidly, for Margot Lantham was a
new girl at Cliff House School, and was
not yet sufficiently at home to voice
opinions. Besides, she was so vitally
mixed up in the dropping of Diana
Royston-Clarke.

“No fear!" said Clara Treviyn
bluntly, “I'd be a pretty poor hockey
skipper if I did!”

“Oh, quite!” agreed Babs. “Al
though Diapa says 2

“We all know what she says [ scoffed
Clara. “Trust Diana to try to make
excuses! But ’tisn't what she
[t's what she did. You know
happened right enough, Margot.

She
went for you with her hockes-stick in

her mad jealousy because you were
playing better than she. Went for you
—in a match! Went for one of her
own side!”

“That’s true,” nodded Mabel Lynn.

Once more a silence fell in Study
DNo. 7. They were heartily sick of the
wretched incident that had spoilt all the
enjorment of defeating Whitachester in
toe first round of the Lantham Cup,
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UNDAUNTED

COMPLEX character is Diana Royston-Clarke—often so
likeable and so charming, at other fimes jealous and
In the events which crowd this powerful story

Diana’s difficult nature is vividly revealed, showing that,
although she is in conflict with Cliff House, she is always
ready to face the consequences of her folly

“Besides,” added Clara, “Diana isn't
in ning. In any case, she isn’t worth
putting into the team. And the next
round’s easy. Courtfield! Didn’t we
wipe them out seven—nil before Christ-
mas? This team “—she indicated the
list—"is going to repeat the dose. I'll
say sol”

“ Eight—nil I” grinned Babs.

She turned to Margot.

“What a score it'll be if we win that
cup your father’s offered!” she said.
“You know, we ought to. Especially
if you go on scoring five goals in every
match 1*

Margot smiled slightly at the mention
of her previous Saturday’s triumph,
but the film of trouble still clouded her
eyes.

Until that fateful match, she and the
brilliant Diana Royston-Clarke had

- By
HILDA RICHARDS

been firm friends. Together they had
joined Cliff House at the beginning of
the term. Margot had built such high
hopes on this friendship. Alas! They
had been suddenly dashed by Diana’s
absurd jealousy.

Imperious Diana, wanting all her own
way, had found herself outclassed.

There lad been those five goals of
Margot’s in the Whitechester match,
that glorious chance of scoring the
sixth, when, to everybody’s astonish-
ment, Diana had rushed forward.

For the hundredth time since the
incident, Margot went over it. An
again, worrying her, the question rose
in her mind. Had Diana really and
truly intended to hit her when she had
struck her such a seemingly cowardly
blow upon the knee? Or had that just
been an accident?

Certainly it was not like the gay
Diana she had ‘known outside CHff
House School; but then, in almost
every respect Diana had changed so
amazingly since coming to Cliff House
chool.

But there it was! Clara, and the
school generally, felt Diana had, actu-
ated by sudden jealous spite, struck that
blow in the heat of the moment. .

Not Cliff House, who loved its sport,
but who loeved a sportswoman even
better. to forgive or forget that in a
hurry !

There was a step in the passage—a

sudden tap at the door. Clara. looking
up, called “Come in!”
The door opened. Tt was Diana

Royston-Clarke herself who entered.
Diana! Margot felt her face pale
aud flush at the same moment. Diana,



4 Have You Told Your Chums About THE SCHOOLGIRL ? Every Saturpav

proud. the old carcless smile curving
her lips, her mass of blonde hair
brushed back from her forehead.

When Diana entered any-room like
that, it seemed as if something entered
with her—some magnetic, arresting
l:lower which must compel everyone to
ook up, and, whether they liked her
or not, to feel a glow of unwilling
admiration. Diana laughed.

“Busy, everyone?” she asked plea-
santly.  “Hear we're playing Court-
field, Clara.”

“We are!” Clara grunted.

“Should be an easy match,” Diana
decided, lounging elegantly against the

door.

“Should be,” Clara nodded.

“Bociable, aren't we?” The hint of
awneer orept over the voice. “The one
thing I like about our Clara is her
unfailing good manners—what? Such a
credit to the school! Am I in the team,
Clara ?*

The tomboy's eyes gleamed,

“You are not !” she stated ﬂat?,

“Oh, pity!” Diana shrugged. “1
thought you’d put your best eleven out
even for Courtfield. Why aren’t I in
the team?*”

A little silence fell. Then blunt Clara,
with something of a snort:

“You know ‘jclly well why you're not
in the team !

“Oh, because of what happened to
Margot, you mean?”

“ Because of that—yes!” Clara stated.
“And if you want fo know, Diana, I
think it’s like your awful cheek even
to imagine you'd be in the team! Now
buzz off! I'm busy t”

But Diana stood firm.

“T see!” she said. “Still obstinate,
eh?  Still so cocksure of yourseli!
Well, thanks.for telling me what you
think of me. I suppose it's mo good
telling you that I never deliberately hit
Margot 7

“Not a bit!” Clara assured her.

“I'll own,” Diana admitted coolly—
and added, just as if Margot was not
in the room—*“1 was wild with Margot.
I am_still, if you want to know. She
was doing her best to break my record.
I didn’t want it bmyken, that's all. I
wanted to score that last goal—you see?
Just for my own personal glory. Well,

didn't. T missed the ball and I
whacked Margot’s knee instead. And
if Margot ”—with a curl of her lip as
she glanced towards her former friend—
“would only tell you the truth, she’'d
bear that out|”

Margot flushed.

“Diana, that's not fair!”

“A dashed sight fairer than you let-
ting the school think I hit you out of
spite1” Diana flashed. “If anybody
could give the lie to that story, you
could. But no! It doesn’t suit your
book, does it?”—with biiter contempt.
“It might make the school think that
vou're & lees hardly-dealt-with heroine
than you really are!”

Margot stiffened,

“Diana !”

“Oh, stuff !” Diana cried impatiently.
“1 didn’t come to talk to you, anyway.
'

minute ! Margot
jumped forward. * Diana, let's have
this out!” she said. *“You must know
I've never said a single word dbout
what happened. In any case, 1 didn’t
sce. Il T saw was you making a
The next I knew was that I
£ on the ground 1%

Diana’s lips curled again,

“But you let the school think it—
that’s enough!™ she retorted. “I may
be several sorts of a cat in my paddies,
but I've never sunk so far yet, thank

wait =

goodness!  Still, Clara believes jt, don’t
your” she added. “Because, of course,
Clara likes to believe it, not baving

any particular affection for little
Diana|”

“Will you get out?™ Clara breathed
deeply.

“When I've got satisfaction,’”” Diana
replied curtly. * Are you going to put
me in tli,l'e team "

“Thanks! Then I hope you jolly well
lose I" Diana said. “Margot’s in it,
suppose 7

“She is!”
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“And Babs, and Janet Jordan, and
all the rest of your personal friends, of
course ?”’

Clara’s eyes gleamed. Very slowly
she rose to her feet. She said no more.
Clara, always, was a girl of action, not
words. Like lightning her hand reached
for and grabbed a cushion.

And—whiz! The cushion shot straight
across the room in an unswerving line
for Diana’s disdainful face.

But it never reached it. Diana, as if
by instinet, divined the Tomboy’s in-
tention, Just in the nick of time she
ducked. The cushion sailed on.

It was, perhaps, unfortunate that acid-
tempered Miss Bullivant. the mathe-

matics mistress of the school, should
have chosen that particular moment to
be passing the- door of Study No. 7.
The cushion, whizzing on, completely
missed Diana. But it did not miss Miss
Bullivant.

hut !

** Qoogoch 1

Miss Bullivant stood and astoundedly
gasped. °

Never a sweet-tempered woman was
Miss Bullivant. At the best of times
she was a martinet, looking upon the
cheerful girls of the Fourth Form as
her special enemies.

Her gaunt features seemed fo freeze
now. The little eyes behind her pince-
nez darted like two points of fire.

“Who threw that?” she stormed.

“Ha, ha, ha!” Diana chuckled.

“Diana, did you?”

“I did not!” Diana said coolly.

“Very well, take a hundred lines for
daring to laugh I” At which the laugh
speedily faded from Diana’s face, to Le
replaced by a resentful frown.

Miss Bullivant stormed into the study.

“Clara Trevlyn "

Clara sighed.

“I'm sorry,” she apologised. * Yes,
I did throw it. But it wasn't intended
for you, Miss Bullivant.”

“1 should certainly hope it was not !"
Miss Bullivant cried with asperity. “ All
the same, I refuse to allow you to give
rein to your hooliganistic tendencies,
Clara Trevlyn. I have had reason before
to reprimand you on the subject of self-
control. Yon must be taught, once and
for all, that you cannot use Cliff House
as a bear-garden No, please do not
answer me back ¥ she cried angrily.
“How dare you look at me in that
mutinons way? Clara Trevlyn, you are
detained for the next half-holiday !”’

Clara gasped. .

" But——  Oh, Miss Bullivant !”

“You heard 7

“Yes, I heard ” Clara said angrily,
while Babs and Mabs and Margot stood
in dismay. “I admit I made a mis
take, and I'm sorry. All the same, I
think that detention for an offence like
that is a pretty hard punishment.”

Miss Bullivant’s sallow cheeks showed
suddenly two bright and burning spots.
Her eyes became gimlet-like.

_ “Clara Trevlyn, you dare try to
instruct me in my duties—"

“No, but—-"

Diana grinned again. This was good !

“Clara, please——> Babs begged. She
came farward pleadingly. “ Miss
Bullivant, please,” she begged, “can't
you—you reconsider that punishment?
You see, the next half-holiday is
Saturday, and we've a frightfully
important hockey fixture.”

Miss Bullivant’s thin lips compressed,

“That,” she said acidly, “is a con-
sideration which should have occurred
to you before. I do mot thank you,
Barbara, to interfere in affairs which do
not concern you, and for doing it you
will take fifty lines. Playing hockey,”
she went on to Clara Trevlyn, “is a
privilege. Privileges are earned at this
school by reason of good behaviour.
Your behaviour has been anything but
good, Clara. The detention stands!”’

And with that she stalked away,
leaving upon the faces of the chums the
most uiter and dismal gloom.

“Well, my hat!”

“The old tyrant!”

Diana, who had never moved,
laughed.
“Poor old Clara!” she chuckled.

“Does it mean that she won’t be able to
play? Well, that makes a vacancy.
What about me now?”

“Get out!” Clara cried,
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* Oh, yorcks—"

But Babs and Mabs, seeing that Clara
was in a dangerous mood—Ifor already
Clara was making a threatening step
in the direction of the deor—with one
accord rushed at Diana. Diana, how-
ever, whisked away with a laugh.

“Th ¢ Don't forget,” she added
mockingly, *what Miss Bullivant said
about hooliganism.”

“You cat[”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

The door slammed behind her. Diana,
chuckling, went on up the corridor.

She felt better now—until, remember-
inﬁ the hundred lines, she scowled.

low the lines!

Diana didn’t believe in doing lines,
and immediately went in search of
Jossin Cranston of the Third Form.

Jessie had a dangerous gift—that of
being able to imitate passably other
girls’ handwriting, and Jessie, always
notoriously hard-up, was never beyond
taking the handsome tip which the
wealthy Diana_bestowed upon her, as

the reward of shouldering her own.

penalties.
Jessie, as usual, professed herself
pleased. She accepted the lines with

alacrity. Diana, still in a good humour,
went down into Big Hall. A crowd of
girls was gathereé round the letter
rack. Lucy Farraday, the Quiet Mouse
of the Form, turned with a fush as
Diana came up.

“0Oh, Diana, there's a letter for you!"

“Thanks,”” Diana said carelessly.

She took the letter, looked at the
transcription, and tore it open.

It was from her father, the DMayor of
Lantham,

There was not a great deal of pews
in the letter. Her father had just
written to say how pleased he was that
she was at Clff House School—hoped

[FROM hoc place of soncoalmoent Diana could aiusn hear the others’ whispered talk,
let me down,'’ Dora was saying to Margot.

she was settling down, etc., ete., and
that she and argot Lantham were
making the school -ake notice.

Margot ! A curl came to Diana's lips
as she saw the name, frown crossed
her forehead as she read on.

“I was talking to Margot's parents
the other night. They tell me that,
among other things, Margot is hot-stuff
at hockey. But, as you can guess, Di, I
stuck up for you. I told them how you
scored five goals in one match at Cliff
House, and how once you were nearly
selected for the junior hockey inter-
national team.

“The argument became quite warm
in the long run, with two fond parents
praising the merits of their daughters!
Although, of course, we parted good
friends. Dut now, Di, I want you to
back me up. 1 want to hear of your
doing things—*

Diana read no more. %uite savagely
she crushed the letter in her hand. A
swift gleam came into her eyes, and,
turning suddenly, she flounced off.

Margot Lantham !

How she loathed the day she had ever
met Margot Lantham !

Margot, whom she had brought to
CIiff House, anxious to show off as her
own aristocratic friend; Margot, who
had made friends with her old enemies,
Babs & Co.; who had outshone her on
the hockey field, in the swimming bath;
o had finally spoiled her record and
-Diana was never reasonable—caused
the whole school to turn on her.

“ Bother Margot Lantham!” Diana
seethed.

Strange she should feel this about
the girl she had once called friend|
But _ there it. was. Margot had
humiliated her. Margot had stolen her
place in the hockey team. Margot bhad
covered herself with glory, while, at

‘What was coming ? she asked herself.

‘ I've come to you—and I want your help | '

5

the same time, she—Diana--was (hy
despised, the outcast, judged guilty of
a crime she had never inlendc(f to
commit.

It galled Diana. If only—oh, if only
she could find some way of getting her
own back on Margot Lantham |

Diana gritwed her teeth. The rest of
the letter remained unread. Moodily
she tramped back up the Fourth Forr
corridor, was in the act of passim
Study No. 6, when, chancing to look in,
she saw the very girl who occupied the
centre of her thoughts, sitting there
reading a letter.

To judge by the expression on Margot
Lantham’s face, it was not a nice letter.
She was biting her lip and looked
worried.

Actuated by a sudden impulse, Diana
swerved and went in.

Margot looked up with a start.

“ Letter 7 asketr Diana pleasantly,
and bher eyes narrowed as Margot, with
a sudden nervous gesture, screwed it up
and stuffed it in her pocket. *Letter
from your pater, perhaps, congratu-
lating you upon the wonderful sensation
you've made here "

Margot turned a little pink.

“No, it isn't,” she said. “It’s 4
And then she bit her lip. - “What do
you want, Diana?” che asked quietly.

“Oh, nothing! Just peeped in to
have a look at the heroine.” Her face
expressed a sneer. “I thought you'd
be pleased to know,” she added, “that
I've just had a letter from my father.
He sends his love.”

“Thank you!” Margot said, in a
troubled voice. s g
iana paused. She was thinking

desperately ot something to say that
would hurt the girl. She wanted to
hurt her as Margot, all unconsciously,
had hurt her. She wanted to have a

“I know you'll not
Diana tensed.
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rew with her. Apother time she would
Xave been able to think of a thousand

thinga.
“Well "—Margot  looked up—©if
rou’'ve finished, Diana-—"

“Not quite.”

Diana leaned insolently against the
table. She was gazing at the girl, irri-
tated with herself that the nght gibe
would not come to her lips, yet faintly
ecurious at the distressed expression on
Alargot’s face.

Perhaps Margot guessed she was
spoiling for a quarrel, and, wishful to
avoid 1t, abruptly rose.

Diana blinked. )

~ Here, I say, where are you going?”

“Qut !” Margot said briefly.

“But, here—"

Vlargot, however, was gone!

Diana, realising that she was foiled, ’

ccowled. She turned furiously towards
the door, and then, suddenly swinging
round, her eyes fell upon the chair
from which Margot had so guietly risen
She saw the note which that girl had
erumpled up at her entry.

For a moment Diana stared at it
Then, with a laugh, she picked it up.
No business of hers lo read it, of
conr

Diana knew that, but that made no
difference. On_ small points such as
these Diana had no scruples. She pre-
ferred to believe that the letter had
come from Margot's father. She was
anxious to see if Lord Lanthamn re-
ferred to the argument Mr. Royston-
Clarke had described. She smoothed it
out.  And then her eyes gleamed.

For the letter was not from either
Lord or Lady Lantham, Itwas. indeed,
bardly a letter. Just a briei, rather dis-
traught note, which ade the colour
rush_inte Diana’s face as she scanned
it. It read:

“Margot. Must see you. In fearful
fix. Will you please help me out—just
this once? Meet you outside the gates
of Cliff House at half-past four, *

“Dora Krrrn.”

“Yoicks!” breathed Diana. “Dora
Keith 17 : ;

And then all at once Diana’s eyes glit-
tered. Never yet had she met ra
Keith, but she knew all about her. She
hiad heard about her originally from
AMargot in the palmy days of their
friendship.

Dora was Margot's cousin, and Dora
—if everything Margot had told her
was true—was rather a blot upon the
lantham family prestige.

An out-and-out scapegrace, vindictive
and bitter, always seeking trouble, and
always, when faced with the conse-
quences of that trouble, whining to
Margot.

Margot was not proud of her.
Nobody in the family was proud of her.
Twice Dora had been expelled.

And now here she was cropping up
again.

No wonder Margot looked worried.
No wonder she had tried to hide that
letter. )

PDiana laughed once more. She
laughed pleasedly, joyously.

It pleased her to feel that Margot was
in some sort of a scrape—even if that
scrape was not of her own making.
The little cat needed taking down a
peg or two. Supposing—supposing she
could use this development as a weapon
against Margat?

With a Eleased laugh Diana dropped
(L erenssd lotier in tha ohair in which
she had found it.

When the meeting between Margat
and her cousin teck place, she vowed
she wouid be present.

Tf anything occurred at thal meeti
out of which she could make cnpilgf
she waen’t roing to hesitate to use it!

Diana’s Way

“ ARGOT ”
*“ Dora 1”2
Diana Royston - Clarke,
hiding in the deep shadows
of one of the pillars which supported
th@ gates, chuckled to herself.

Tt was dusk now. cold, with a biting
breeze blowing in from the sea, that
brought with it a misty rain. Not a
very inviting evening, and not exactly
the weather in which to play eaves-
Jdropper. But Diana, wrapped in a
varm fur coat, did not min£

She strained her ears.

*I—-I'm so glad you've come!” Dora
Keith’s voice faltered. “I was wonder-
ing for a moment if—if you would
ignore my note. But, oh, Margot, I'm
in_a dreadful mess!”

Margot’s voice was hard.

“Again?” she asked. *I thought last
tImfe you were going to turn over a new
leaf.”

“Well, 1—1I did I”
voice was miserable. * But—but-
Oh, Margot, listen! You know I'm at
Courtfield School? One of the prefects
ihere—a cat named Freda Shields—has
a down on me. She reported me to the
headmistress for—for—well, never mind
what 1
" ;‘"But I do mind what! What was

“Nothing. Just—well, if you must
know, one of the Second Form kids
was cheeky, so I boxed her ears. I
didn’t mean to hurt her, of course—"

“Bullying again—eh1” Margot's
voice held a note of contempi. “And
this Freda Shields caught you "

“¥Yes, but—— Oh, Margot, don't be
so stern!” Dora cried. “I tell you the
whole thing was an accident. i
I wasn’t going to cheeked.
wouldn't ﬁave stood it in my
Well, you can guess, I was ma

“And so,” Margot guessed, with the
sure knowledge of one familiar with
Dora Keith’s habits, “you made up
your mind to take it out of the
prefect 2

There was a pause,

The_other girl's

pi',l;ce.

“It—it wasn't exactly that,” Dora's
voice stammered, “Oh, Margot, for
goodness’ sake don’t condemn me
hefore you've heard. I—I never mearnt

anything, really. I only intended to
give Freda a scare. Anyway, this is
what happened. While Freda was in
her study last night I threw a lighted
firework into the room 5

“Oh goicks !” chuckled Diana.

“One of those double eracker things—
vou know ! Dora’s voice went on. “It
jumped all over the place, and—and
somehow the wretched thing set light to
the curtains. Beastly net th'mgs, they
were—just went up with a rush. You
should have heard the commotion 1

Margot did not reply. But Diana
could picture the stony look on her face.

“I—I didn't intend to set the study
on fire, of course,” Dora went on, ‘‘But
I was panic-stricken. As Freda rushed
out of the study, yelling for help, I
dashed down the passage. TFreda saw
ma; she ealled my name. T mushed on
and out, wondering what on earth to do.
Then—then I thought of this idea—-"

"“What idea ?”

“Whait a minute!

I'm coming to
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that.”  Dora panted a little, ‘An
hour later I went back. Luckily there

wasn't a great dfal of damage done;
but Miss Manners, the he:gmistrese,
was fearfully wild. Freda had told
her -all about me, of course. Miss

Manners threatened to expel me. But,
luckily for me, Freda had only seen my
back.  8he couldn’t be sure, on second
thoughts, that it was me.”

“And so—~what?” Margot asked.

. “8o I—1 said I knew nothing about
it. I said I had been in Courtﬁeﬁl. The
worst of it is that several girls knew
T had those fireworks. Some little sncak
had given that fact away. I said that
somebody must have got to my fireworks
during my absence—"

“Well 77

“Well, the—the upshot of the maiter
was that Miss Manners gave me the
benefit of the doubt. She told me that
she didn't entirely believe me, but she’d
make further inquiries. She’s making
'emn now, and unless I can give her
definite proof that I was out of the
school at the time the fire happened,
it's bound to come back on me. You
see?” she asked desperately.

“Yes, I see.” Margot's voice was dis-
couraging, however. “It's just what
I might expect of you, Dora. You did
the same sort of spiteful thing at Thist-
down, didn’t you, and got expelled.
I should have thought after that—"

““Oh, for goodness’ sake, don't start
Jecturing I"* - the other’s peevish voice
chimed 1n. ‘“Margot, listen. I'm in a
hole. There's only one way I can prove
that I was out of the school at the time
the fire took place, and that is for some-
body to come forward and swear that
they were with me in Courtfield at the
time.  That—thai's why I've come to
you. Margot. 1 know you'll never let
me down. It won’t hurt you just ta say
that you happened to be in Courtfield
with = me.” Her  voice faltered.
“Margot—" :

“You mean you want me to go and
tell deliberate lies?”

“Qh, chuck it—"

“Deliberate lies,” Margot repecated
bitterly. “Well, Dora, I won’t. I've
done a lot for you. I told you last time
I'd never help you out of another
scrape, and I won’t! The whole thing,
as far as I can see, was your fault from
beginning to end. You've got nothing
but your awn silly spite to thank.
refuse—"

“But—but, Margot, you realise what
it means? T shall be expelled !”

“That,” “Mm-gnt retorted, *““is your

own afTair.
“But just a word—
“Thanks, F've heard enough!
night ¥ )
“PBut, Margot—" Dora wailed.

»

Good-

For answer Margot turned on her
heel.
“ Starchy cat 1" contemptuously

thought Diana. and stood, helding her
breath, while Margot passed her. In
the darkness she saw Dora standing per-
fectly still, like one suddenly turned to
stone, She heard her lips frame again
faintly the name “Margot!” A sudden
pang of pity shot through her.

Dash it all, it wasn’t much to ask,
she thought. Just one tiny fib. Im-
pulsively she stepped forward.

“Hallo, Dora ! she said pleasantly.

Dora jumped as if she had been shot.

“You—who are you? Where did you
come from 1”

Diana laughed.

“Like a good fairy, I came from
nowhere,” she replied gaily. “But—
shush !—don’t let Margot hear us talk-
inﬁ. Here "—and .she grabbed the
other’'s arm—"let’s go away from ‘here
—ijust for a moment. Don't resist; I'm
16t going to hurt you,” I'm your friend.
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You see,” she added slowly, “I happen
to have heard everything you . tol
Margot.”

“You—you did?”

*1 did.” Diana’s eyes were glitter-
ing. Really. she was sorry for the girl,

Like starchy Margot, of “course, to
cdesert her in her hour of need, she told
herself contemptuously, Just the sort
of thing that would happen to a- girl
who put faith in her friendship.

Perhaps in that moment Diana’s sym-
pathies for this scapegrace were rather
actuated by her own false conception
of her treatment at Bargot's hands.
Perhaps, too, the very fact that Margot
had refused to do something urged her
to do it.

She only knew, of course, what she
had heard, Bbhe felt that, given similar
circumstances, she might have done the
same thing. Only, of course, she would
never have run away. Running away
from any consequerces was not Diana’s
way.

Diana’s nature was a curious mixture
of good and bad. Sometimes the one
warred against the other. Someti
one was uppermost; sometimes, as now,
they intermingled.

Pity for this girl who had ecourted
such disgrace, her own futile rage
against the girl who she considered had
shown her up, became welded.

It would annoy Margot if she became
friends with her scapegrace cousin.
Diana felt that. On the other hand.
surel{ it was a rotten action to let a
zirl be expelled when a little fib from
another would save her.

er hand closed over the other’s.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “I'm not
going to blab. I've no love for your
high-hat cougin, and if Margot won't
help you out, there’s no reason why I
shouldn’t.  You sce,” Diana added
cheerfully, “I've been in those sort of
predicaments myself before now. Turn-
ing up trumps when I'm least expected
to is my strong suit, you know.”

In the gloom the girl stared at her.

“You—you don’'t mean—"

“But I do!” Diana laughed. “Why
shouldn’t T have been the friend you
were with in Courtfield? They’d believe
your yarn, you say, if they had proof.
Well, here am I—the living alibi. Be-
sides,” she added mockingly, “it's so
nice to be able to do something for
Margot’s cousin.”

The girl looked dazed.

“But you—you don't know me.”

“That,” Diana decided, with a ringing
laugh, “can soon be remedied. We're
friends, aren’'t we—didn't we go out
on the spree in Courtfield yesterday?
Well, well, what now? Come with me,
and share a pot of tea in Study No. 10.
We'll let starchy Margot see, even if
her valuable help is refused, it's quite
casy to get help from another quarter.”

A Girl with a Grievance

“ ORE tea, Margot ™
“No, thanks
“ Another cake, then

“No, thanks!” Jlargot
Lantham said worriedly.

“Then try another of these sardine
sandwiches 7 Bessie Bunter hospitably
invited, cramming one of those deh-
cacies Into her mouth . “They're r-rip-
ping, you know.”

But = again Margot, with a faint
siiile, shOUK ler lieidd.

“No, thanks, Bessie!” y
seedy!” Clara Treviyn asked
*Can’t do with you being off-

“Not
quickly.

CLARA swung round, and there was Miss Bullivant in the doorway.

‘“Clara ! '" she snapped.

do you mean by wrecking my study like this?

‘“ What are you doing here ?

And what
Instantly the Tomboy

knew that she could never hope to prove that she had not done the damage.

colour you know, Margot. You're our
main hope for the Courtfield match——"

Again Margot shook her head.

“No, I—I'm all right,”” she replicd.
“I—I'm just a little worried, that’s all.
I—I—* And then she paused, looking
pleadingly at the suddenly concerned
faces which stared at her across the

table of Study No. 4. “I—I don't
know,” she said worriedly. “ But»—

and paused—* Babs,” she added, with a
suddenness that startled the leader of
the Fourth, “I wonder if you could
solve a problem for me?”

“Well, I'll try,” Babs laughed.

“Because, you see, you've got such
—such sound judgment,” Margot went
on, whereat Babs blushed rosily. “But
supposing you knew someone—a girl—
a girl who was always getling into
trouble—a girl who was spiteful, who
had been expelled! Supposing.”
Margot desperately went on, “that you
had done all in your power to help
this girl in the past, and every time—
when she'd premised to turn over a new
leaf—she went back to her old bad

ways
“I should olly well go and tell
you know I'" Bessie said

her to eat coke,
indignantly.

“No, please, Bessie! Let Margot go
on.  Yes, Margot?”

“ And-—and then,”” Margot got out
zulpingly, “supposing, after all that, she
got into a fresh scrape? Supposing she
came to you and asked you to help her
out by telling a fib that you would be
ashamed to tell—what would you do?”

There was a pause. Babs eyed her
queerly.

“And that,” she asked, “is what has
happened to you?”

“Well, yves, something like it.”

“Then I,”" Babs said, without hesita-

tion,

herself.

* But supposing that means she would
be expelled ¥

“I'd tell her to go to pot!” Clara
put in

“And you, Mabs?"”

“T don’t think I should feel justified

would tell her to get out of it

even then, especially if the latest
scrafm was her own fault.”

“It was."”

“Well, then, don’t worry,” Babs
advised. “To refuse in a case like that

is the right thing.”

Margot’s face cleared. Really, she
had been worried. Dora Keith didn't
deserve her consideration, she knew;
hut, after all, the girl was her cousin,
and it would be frightful if she gou
herself expelled. IHad therc been any
other method by which Margot could
have helped her, she would. But tell-
ing deliberate falsehoods——

No! Margot shrank from that.

Still, it was a relief o talk it over
with Babs & Co. Margot had an almost
blind faith in Barbara's judgment.
Babs was her ideal of a girl—straight,
upright, fun-loving, a goodgsnrl, vet, for
all that, ever in the forefront, even
though she was Form captain, when
harmless mischief was afoot.

She accepted now the sandwich Babs
pushed across to her.

“Thank you,” she said, almost gaily.
“T feel better now. I hated really to
refuse the help, but there was no other
way. You see, it's rather unfortunate
—this girl happens to be my cousin.”

“Poor old Margot!” Babs said
sympathetically.

There was a tap on the door. Leila
Carroll, who hailed from U.8.A., came

.
“Hallo!” she exclaimed. “S8ay, who's
the girl Diana’s entertaining to tea?”
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“Diana "

“Bure! Diana,” Leila  grinned.
“Thought I'd i«w’ pop in to see if you
knew anything about it, I guess.

Diana’s playing hostess to a Courtfield
junior, and my stars, are they hitting
the spots! Such an all-fired racket, 1
guess. when I came down the corridor
a minute ago, that I poked my head in
%ust to see if they couldn’t hand me a
ree smile. And there was this Court-
field girl and Diana sitting there,
smoking and cracking jokes.”

“Smoking ¥

Eabs frowned.

I guess so. Gee, you can smell it
even from here!” Leila sniffed. “But
listen for yourself!"

And sha held the door open,

There was silence in Study No. 4. It
was & silence that was broken by a
sudden loud laugh from Study No. 10,
which was only three doors away on the
opposite side of the corridor. And then
enme Diana’s voice.

“¥You don’t say she really fell for the
story? Ha, ha, ha!”

“But she did,” another voice put in,
and at sound of it Margot Lantham sat
suddenly upright. “As innocently as
you like, she went out—and plop, right
into the middle of the mud bath we had
prepared for her!”

Babs frowned. Distinctly now she
caught the scent of the perfumed cigar-
otte Diana affected. It was no business
of hers who Diana entertained, of
course. It was her business to put an
end to unseemly noises in the corridor;
but Babs, morc ggften than not, turned
a deal car to that. But smoking—

“ Thanks, Leils,”” she said, and rose.
She looked at Clara, who rose also.
“The duaffer!” she said, between her
teeth. “Just -asking for trouble!”

8he went out, n%ei]owed by Clara.
Margot Lantham, vather pale and
shaken, hesitated, then, with a sudden
impulse, followed them. The door of
Study No. 10 was ajer.

Babs knocked. -

*“Qh, come in!” Diana's voice sang
out.

Babs went in, coughing a little at the
haze which greeted her. Margot and
Clara crowded in the doorway.

Diana was there, leaning back in the
chair, her feet upon the edge of the
table. A half-smoked cigarette, which
she had not troubled to remove,
between her lips. Another girl, dark,
with a very pale face, was seated on the

settee.

“8Smoking, Diana?” Babs asked.

“What observation !” Diana scoffed.
“Dora, let me introduce you to the
oracle of the Form--Barbara Redfern,
famous for her guick wits! Observe,”
she added mockingly, “how swiftly she
jumps to a conclusion !

“Allow me, too, to introduce Clara
Trevlyn, our somewhat clodhoppish
games captain, who, having learned
that the curved end of a hockey-stick
is the part you hit the ball with,
imagines that she knows everything eclse
about the game. the third guest ™
Diana peered—"why, if it isn’t your
awn sweet relative, Margot Pantham!
Come in, Margot old thing! Have a
ol o

Margot Lantham stood still. For a

maoment an ineredulous light flamed in
her eyes. She was looking—not at the
scoffing Diana, but at Diana’s guest—
her own cousin Dora Keith, who,
<eated on the settee, met the look with
bitter, scornful challenge from her own
black eyes:
And llabs, Alzbs, and Ciara, snddenly
and most surprisingly realising that this
was the girl of whom Margot had been
recently telling them, forgot Diana.-

“Pora,” Margot said quietly, “what
are you doing here?”

“That's my business!” Dora retorted.

“And mine,” Diana put in. “You
see Margot dear, Dora happens to be
my guest I’

*(h, I didn’t know you knew Dora !”

“Well, now, isn't that stran o—and
you, the latest recruit to the abs &
Co. faction! 1 thought Babs & Co.
knew cverything 1”7

Clara’s face darkened.

“Look here, Diana—-

“Tharks, old bean; cover up your
classio features and I'll risk it! But
sbout Dora! Any objections "—with a
mocking look at Babs—"to my enter-
taining my friends in my own study ?
1f there is, state it and gei out !

"

We
were rather enjoying ourselves till you
came in!”
Babs' eyes glimmered. 5
«] didn’t come in here to interfere
between you and your friend, Diana,
”»

but——

“Well, that’s a relief.”

«But 1 did coime to warn you aboub
smoking.”

“Thapka again,” Diana drawled.
“Well, what are you going to do?
(ive me lines, a detention, expel me,
imprison me, or excoute me!? It _must
be o fearful responsibility to be a cap-
tain, and have all the sins of the TForm
weighing on your conscience,
When I want to smoke, I'll smoke,” she
added coolly, “and if I'm cpughtfwe!.l,
that’s my aifair. Mind closing the door
as you go oui?”

Clara torned away.

“0Oh, come on! Let her go her own
way I* she said_impatiently.

Babs threw Diana an angry glance.
Diana mockingly waved her hand.

Well, she had dome her duty! If
Diana was caught now she had only her
silly self to blame. .

She might have expected it, she told
herself bitterly. Turning on her heel,
che followed Clara and Mabs os they led
the way out of the room.

AMargot lingered a little, throwing a
suspicious, searching look at her cousin,
and then she, too, with a little shrug,
followed her chums out.

Diana grinned.

“Bit o?a surprise to friend Margot—
eh?” she asked.

Dora shrugged. .

“Qpobbish upstart 1 she sniffed. ©As
if it made any difference to her that I'm
here.  Dash it, she doesn’t own the
school just beeause she happens to
belong to it. But who are those girls?
Her chums?” i )

“In a manner of spesking!” Diana
watched the smoke wreathe upwards as
it blew from her lips. “They're the
high lights of the Form, captain, and so
on--you know. AMargot’s got in with
them since she came here.”

«(Oh, you mean she shaves the same
study 7

“No, not that. As a matler of fact,
Margot is in Study No. But—"
And then Diana stopped as the door
suddenly eame open, and -Mary Buller,
the terse prefect of the Sixth, stopd on
the threshold. «(Oh, hallo, Mary!”
Diana greeted brightly.

Bub Mary Buller did not reply to that
greeting.  Theré was nothing bright
about her as she stood there. Mary’s
rugged face, indeed, was rock-like. The
lines of her firm mouth suggested at
once that there wes going to be trouble.

There was! Mary had a great sense
ul duty, but groster even than that was
her disgust for girls who sinoked. She
threw one sharp look at Dora Keith.

“Who's this?”

what? -
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_"_]l?riend of mineg,” Diana explained
amwily.

“Then,” Mary said, “it’s time you
learned to entertain your friends without
breaking rules. You're smoking again,
Diana 1

“ Right t”

#*You know what it means?”

Diana shrugged.

Mary's eyes gleamed.

" “You've been warned,” she said,
now }pou can face up to it. Come on!
Out of that chair! I'm going to take

you to Miss Charmant I
B, »

u

“Obey !” Mary snapped.

Diana gave her one dagger glance,
tossed her cigarette away, and rose.

“Won't be long,” she said airily to
Dora.

Dora iried to look sympathetic, But
Dora, at that moment, was not thinking
of Diana. Heartless and callous as sho
was, Dora Keith cared not a button of
what -happened to her new friend, even
though Diana had professed herself
ready and willing to help her.

Dora was still thinking—and thinking
revengefully—of her cousin, Margot
Lantham, the girl who had let her
dawn !

Her heart seethed against Margot.

Perhaps, had Diana known the true
natare of the girl she had so readily
taken up with, even she would have
been appalled.

Very humbly, almost distraught, Dora
had rushed to Margot for assistance,
never drcaming that the assistance
would be withheld. Her dismay, her
chagrin, * when Margot bad curtly
refused to perjure herself in her cause,
had filled her with fury.

Always she had been contemptuous of
her cousin. Always she had secretly
hated her, despite tge fact that Margot,
on so many occasions, had come to her
rescue. But this—

This was the last straw.
starchy ecat that Margot was!

She sat now, her eyes glittering as she
listened to the retreating footsteps of
Diana and Mary Buller down the
corridor.

Well, her nest was feathered, she told
herself. Diana had promised to help
her, and Diana seemed the sort of girl
who would keep that promise !

On that account, there was no further
need to worry, and her relief at that
realisation unleashed the bounds of hate
and rancour against-her cousin. ’

Like Disna, Dora, when her fury was
aroused, could be very bitter and
revengeful. Sha longed now to find
Margot, to tell-her what.she thought of
her, to smack her face—to do anything
that would take her down a peg.

She rose to her feet in sudden temper.

Well, she’d jolly well go and see her
eousinl It would be some relief, at
least, to tick her off, to tell her exactly
what she thought of her before she left.
She knew where she lived. Diana had
said Study Ne. 6. Well, why not?

Why not? Even while she asked,
Dora found herself outside. Then she
paused for a maomenr, wondering which
way to take. She turned to the lefi,
little realising that Margot's study lay
to the rvight, and, closing the door
behind her, made her way to the end of
tha ecorridor.

There for an instant she paused, and,
taking the bull by the horns. turned to
the loft again.

“Where is it?” Dora muttered.

Actually, Dora, by that time, was out
of the Fourth Form corridor. Had she
but guessed it, she was in the Mistresses”
Corridor, where the staff at Cliff House
School was being temporarily - housed

Stuck-up,
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during recomstructions in the rooms
downstairs. .

In days gonme by this corridor had
been the prefects’ corridor, and the
rooms, in consequence, were all num-
bered, She passed them—eight, sovon—
and then suddenly her eves gleamed.
Six!

DMargov's!

She tapped at the door.

‘[here was no reply. — Dora, alter
waiting a moment, cautiously opened
the door. Inside tho room was in dark-
ness, for Miss Bullivant, who was its
temporary tenant, was at the moment in
conference with Miss Primrose, the
headmistress.

Dora frowned in disappointment, and
then, reaching up, found the iicg‘ht and
switched it on. Her eoyes darted round
the room.

So this was Margol’s, was it!

It wasn’t! Had Dora been more
familiar with the studics of Cliff House
she would have realised at once that it
was not. The possibility of a mistake,
however, did not occur to her as she
stared round.

It was a pretty, cosily furnished room,
with a desk containing a®variety of
papers under one window, a brand new
carpet on the floor, a bookcase full of
richly bound volumes occupying one
wall, and a small table, upon which
stood a bowl of fragrant daffedils.

Dora looked bitter.

“Doing herself proud.” she sneered.

But—and then her eyes gleamed.
Perhaps, she told herself, she wouldn't
be so proud when she came back. The
urge to hurt, ta spite hor cousin was
upon Dora Keith strongly now.

She couldn’t take it out of Margot.
but there was no reason why she should
not take it out of Margot’s belongings!

She stepped forward, grabbing up the
bowl of daffodils.

Swish! And away they went into the
fire, while she dropped the bowl inte
the wastepaper-basket.

Now ! ra was grinning recklessly.

“Now the desk!”

One sweep of her arm, and papers lay
scattered all over the carpet.  The
inkwell, uncovered, fell upon them and
out spurted a stream of red fluid, which,
sweeping_over them, soaked into. the
carpet. Dora could have laughed then.

Now the books! Some fierce imp of
mischief urged her on.

She flung open the glass doors. Thud,
thud, thud! and down came the volumes,
falling in a heap. A shelf slipped of its
own accord, filling the room with sound
as it crashed upon the floor.

Dora’s heart leapt at that. Oh,
goodness, somebody must have heard!
Fear for her own safety became upper-
most. Breathlessly Dora turned
towards the door.

Once in the corridor she ran, gasp-
ing a little as she reached the corner.
Thank goodness nobody had seen!
As luck would have if, the Fourth
Form corridor was deserted, too. She
reached Study No. 10, gulped relief
when she saw Diana was not there, and,
catching her hat and coat, rammed
them on.

A pencil cm}gl\t her eyes, a piece of

paper. Rapidly she scrawled a note.
“Borry! Had to go, or shall be late.
oz _you tounorrow at Courtfield.—

9

So that was that!

Chuckling, Dora Keith went out.
Down the stairs she tripped, into Big
Hall, to find that deserted, too—for
everybody by this time was at gre-p--—
and down the long drive towards the
gates,

She was Iaughing as she went, feeling
at last that her spite had found its
vent.

How she would have loved to see
Margot’s face when she gazed at the
wreckage of her room!

But—had Dora only known—

Crisis for Clara

113 OTHER the Bull!”
Clara Trevlyn said that in
loud and angry tones.
“But. Clara dear,” Marjorie
Hauzeldene expostulated gently.

“Bother the Bull!” Clara repeated
mutinously. “The spoilsport! Kor two
pins I'd jolly well go along to her and
tell her what I think of her! She had
ne r:iht to gate me for a piffling thing
like that!”

Marjorie Hazeldene shook her head.
Janet Jordan, the third .occupant of
Study No. 7, sighed.  Clara’s chums
knew what was E~;frikc]y to happen when
Clara was in that mood.

“Clara

Marjorie rose. Her gentle face was
very carnest, very pleading. Marjorie

(Continued on following page.)
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loved Clara. More than once she had
saved the stubborn Tomboy from the
consequences of her hot-headed folly,
and, familiar with the sign of crisis, she
saw one approaching now.

“ Qlara—please 1 she begged.” and so
wistful her pleading, so gentle the hand
placed upon the stormy Tomboy's arm
that Clara simply had to look at her.
“Clara, T know it—it's beastly—"

“Beastly 1” Clara interjected.

“But—but you've got to be sensible,”
Marjorie went on, ~What's the good
of working yourself up into a paddy,
like this? ou're only upsetting your-
self, and—" Marjorie bit her lip.
“Naturally,” she added, “Miss Bulli-
vant was rather wild with you—"

“Wild or not. she had no right—"

“No, of course she hadn’t,” Marjorie
soothed hastily: “I'm sure, Clara, she
never meant to detain youn. She’s pro-
bably” sorry, now that she’s thought it

over.

Clara shrugged irritably.

« And a lot of comfort that is to me,”
she said explosively. “That's going to
help me no end, isn't it?” #Bhe took a
stormy turn up and down the study, and
then flung round. “The Bull’s sorrow
won’t mnia her alter her detention, and
that detention means that I'm out of
the match on Saturday.”

“But, Clara—"

“(Oh, rabbits|” .
*No, Clara, please—" Marjorie
begged *Listen, old thing! Do calm
down, for goodness sake! I've got

something to suggest. You want to
play in the match, don’t you? It
wonld be too awful, after missing the
first round, if you missed the second
one, too., MNow you've got to listen!”
she said, with sudden determination.
“(lara, why don't you go to Miss Bulli-
»

“(o to her,” Marjorie counselled
steadily, “and tell her how sorry you
are. ~Tell her that you missed the first
match, and ask her, just this once, to
overlook the incident. Bae apologetic,
let her see that you really are sorry.
She's not so awful as all that, you
know, and now she’ll have had her tea,
and perhaps be feeling in a befter
humour. he might give you lines,
of course—"

“Qh, blow the lines! I don’t mind
five hundred of those. But to miss the

match—
“Well, go,” Marjorie anxiously
advised. i
“You think she really migh
“I'm sure she will, Clara, )EByuu l(:!lli
0 in the proper spirit. ~ But thinl
gf ithe team! What will it do without

you ¥’
This last argument told. Clara got

up.

& All right,” she muttered. “I'll go!”

“And you—you'll be nice?” Marjorie
anxiously begged.

“ As nice,” Clara promised, “as pud-
deny Riel ‘Watch me come back with a
halo !

Off at a swing she went, along the cor-
ridor, turned the corner, and knocked at
Miss Bullivant's door.

There was no reply.
again.

Still no reply.
“H'm! Busy,” thought Clara, and
Janced at the fanlight, from which a
ight came, clearly indicating that Miss
Bullivant, who was of conscientious
habits, was_at_home. i

Perhaps she hadn’t heard her, Clara

Clara tapped

shought A thi time sha knocked.
This time she p\’;ghecf at the door. It
opened.

“Mies Bullivant—* she began.

More Film Stars’ Autographs FREE Next Week

And then she stopped. She stopped
as if she had suddenly beconre petrified.

Miss Bullivant was not in the study.
Obviously, Miss Bullivant had not been
in the study for some time. But some-
one else had, and, obviously, that some-
one elee had not visited the room with
any peaceful intentions.

As one stupefied Clara gazed wide-
eyed at the pile of books on the floor,
the papers swept from the desk, the up-
turned wastepaper-basket.

*“Oh, my hat 1" she gasped.

In horror she staredg at the damage.
Coodness, the Bull would be furious
when she saw this. Whai vandal bad
been at work? What silly idiot had
done this?

Three halting steps she took into the
room, some vaguo idea taking shape in
her mind of clearing up the mess before
the Bull came along.

Clara could guess the towering te!_nﬁe_sr
this discovery would proveke within
her; and then what holpes for the suc-
cess of her own peaceful mission? After
all, it wouldn’'t be hard to clear up.
Five minutes, and she could restore the
room to complete order.

But supposing, while she was doing
it, the Bull came back?

The thought gave Clara pause. It
was & pity, perhaps, that it was not the
first to impress her. For even as she
hesitated, mentally debating her course
of action, the deor swung open. Clara
heard. With a guilty start she flung
round and gave a gasp as she saw Miss
Bullivant herself framed in the door-

way.

The stasr the mistress gave as she saw
the wreckage of her room almost took
her back into the corridor again.

Then :

“Claral” she cried in a quivering
voice, v

“Oh, my hatt I—T » " And then
Clara standing there, reading very well
from the mistress’ expression exactly
what she thought, felt her face twrn

red. “I— * she stuttered

feeb ]

“That is enough!” Mlisa Bullivant's
eyes gleamed hardly. “Do not stutter
uses, Clara. I hope "—acidly—"you
are not going to deny what T can see
with my own eyes? As the junior cap-
tain of games I should have expected
from you some sense of sportsmanship,
not this mean and paltry method of
taking your revenge.”

“My what?” Clara cried.

“Your revenge.”  Miss Bullivant's
nostrils gquivered. “I imagine this is a
reprisal for the detention I gave you
this afternoon.”

“(0h, my hat!” Clara almost panted.
“You—you think I did this?”

«“T fail to see, Clara, what other con-
clusion you could have me_arrive at,”
the mistress said icily. “Here I find
you in my room, the light on. Obvi-
ously you entered this room without per-
mission, obviously you put the light on,
since the room was in darkness when
left. You are a girl with a griev-
ance—"

“ But—but—"

“That is_enough !

“But, Miss Bullivant—"
flamed out.

“Please go!”

Clara, however, stood her ground.

“Aiss Bullivant,” she cried, “you're
making o huge mistake. I didn’t come
here to wreck your study.”

“That will be enough!” And very
grimly Miss Bullivant caught the Tom-
boy by the arm. Very compellingly she
propelled the utterly flabbergasted girl
towards the door.

“I do not wish to argue with you,
Clara. The matter from this point is

Clara

»
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out of my hands. I had practically de-
cided,” she added, “to cancel your de--
tention, but in view of this outrage you
leave me no alternative but to report
the whole matter to Miss Primrose—"

She stopped suddenly, picking up
something from the floor.

“Here,” she added, “is your hand-
kerchief. Take it with you.”

And Clara, the handkerchief in her
hand, dazed, humiliated, found herself
Ln the corridor. The door closed upon
er.

Dealing With Diana

&

JANA ROYSTON - CLARKE
hummed a tune to herself.
Diana was pleased.
For the time being, at all
events, Diana was finding the world a
very good place to live in.

For in the first place Diana had ex-
pected a very upsetting scene when she
was hauled off by Mary Buller to Miss
Charmant. She had expected, and had
heen prepared for, a “wigging ” at the
I!ery least—perhaps a report to the

e 5

She had gone in mutinous, determined
to give as good as she got from this
young Form-mistress who, after all, was
not so much older than herself.

But nothing of the sort had happened.

Miss Charmant’s memories of her own
schooldays were very green. lores
over, Miss Charmant’s methods of deal-
ing with recalcitrant girls were not the
methods of other mistresses.

Perhaps better than any
mistress at Cliff House School she
understood girls, and perhaps more
than any of them, she had o better
understanding of their characters.

Miss Charmant had made up her
mind about Diana. She set to work
upon her in her own way.

Rather to Diana’s surprise she had
been invited to sit down. She sat down.
Then Miss Charmant, in that chummy
and confiding way of hers, had begun to
talk—not about smoking, but about all
sorts of things—what a fine old school
Cliff House was, what a fine crowd of
girls generally inhabited it.

How pleased she was to be mistress
in it! How, ever since she had taken
her degree, she had moved Heaven and
earth until finally she got her mistress-
ship in it. Wasn’t it a great school to
fight for, to be loyal to?

Diana had experienced the most extra-
ordinary emotions.

No mentien of punishment. No men-
tion of reprisals. But gradually the
talk had veered round to the smoking
question.

It hadn't occurred to Diana before
that smoking was rather a silly sort of
game for girls who wished to do their
best at hockey. And, of course, Miss
Charmant had informed her, she had
had her eye on the hockey team. In
spite of all that had happened, she
really did want to get into 1t?

“Why, of course!” Diana agreed.

“Then,” the smiling mistress had said,
“you musin't smoke. It's bad for you.
It’s bad for me. I don’t want to see
you spoiling your looks and your
stammina, you know. There are more
ways of being Joyal to your school than
by doing your best on the hockey field,
and bowing to discipline is one of them.
And Diana "—rather wistfully—“I do
want us {o good friends.”

Well, wasnt_that amazing? Diana,
who had gone into the room the stormy

other
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Firebrand had come out in a sort of
dazed whirl, almost with a feeling of
admiration for Miss Charmant.

Of course she was right—she was the

duffer.

So behold Diana humming a tune,
feoling very pleased with herself. She
was in her study, carefully wrapping in
pieces of tissue-paper the remainder of
the cigarettes her oiver box had
containgd. | )

Her first impulse upon returning had
been to throw those cigarettes into the
fire, but a more sensible refection had
told her that if they were no longer of
any use to her, the working-men’s club
in_ Courtfield would be very glad of
them.

Right-ho! She was going to Court-
field School to-morrow, and would drop
iliem into the working men's club ac she
passed. .

She had already read Dora’s note. So
lengthy had her chat with Miss Char-
mant been, that she had hardly expected
her Er'{fm:l to be awaiting her when she
came baolk.

She_smiled as she thought of Dora.
Bit of a fibber, she reflected, but not
such a bad girl after all. Dashed idiotic
of her, though, to go and set Freda
Shields’ study on fire, But, after all,
she hadn’t meant to do that.

Diana laughed, There, the cigarettes
were ﬁnisheg.

To-morrow night the men of the
working men’s club would be enjoying
them, and jolly good luck to them.

Meantime, there was this Dora busi-
ness. CGlad now to get that over—for, of
course, Diana would never have dreamt
of letting Dora down, She turned with
a vorcless “come in,” as o kneck
sounded on the door.

And then, quite magically, the pleased
smile faded from her lips. Instinctively
sie stilfened as she saw who stood there.
Margot Lantham [

“ Looking for something?” she asked
off-handedly. ;

“I was looking for Dora,” Margot
replied. 5

“Well, she's gone.”

“How long 1™

Diana shrugged.

“How should I know? Some time
during the last hali-hour, I suppose. 1
had to go and see Miss Charmant. When
T came back she had vanished.”

“QOh!” Margot’s eyes fastened upon
her searchingly. 8o you've been with
Miss Charmant?”

Diana frowned.

“ Anything to do with you?”

“No, but—but—-" Margot paused.
Then, as if suddenly making up her
mind, she closed the door and advanced
into the room. “Diana, I want to talk
to you,” she said. “I suppose you know
that during the last half-hour Miss
Bullivant’s study was wrecked.”

Diana laughed outright.

“No! Who did it?”

“That,” Margot said very sig-
nificantly, “is what I'm trying to find
out. Clara Trevlyn’s unfairly got the
blame.”

Diana laughed again.

“0Oh, I say, this is rich !

«But,” Margot went on, “Clara did
not do it. It was just bad luck she was
found in Miss Bullivant’s room.”

“ And so,” Diana asked, with a sneer,
“.‘“‘)ﬁt}:snk Idid it?”

o.

“ Thanks,] Then why
come to me?”
“Because,” Margot said
feel that Dora’s to blame.”
Diana 5t%ner§ ab tlfmt.
eamo & r i ‘0.
And then ﬂe;‘ eyg» Hashed.

What utter. spiteful rubbish!

should
$cadily, *1

you
»

Her brows
Dora—-

For

what possible reason should Dora wish
to wreck Miss Bullivant's study t Why,
Dora didn’t even know Miss gullinm,
and most certainly wouldn't know where
to look for her study, even if she had
wanted to wreck it.

“J see I” The scorn in her voice made
Margot wince a little. “My hat! What
& creature you are!” she cried con-
temptuously. “Dora—eh? You don't
like Dora, do you, Margot, even if she
is your cousin?_ You'd rather see her
expelled thar give her a helping hand,
wouldn't you? Because you're foo much
of a goody-goody to tell a_little fib.
Oh, I know ! Dora told me all about it.
And since you, her own cousin, won't

4 TWO hours late, you are,
mistress,"’ Pi.;>er said

and you've got to go straight to the head-
grimly, as he unlocked

Diana, but you're wrong; T'm not jush
belng'Acatt{. Diana "—and very quietly
she laid a lace-trimmed handkerchief on
the table—"do you recognise that?”
“No!” Diana snapped.
“Beeause,” Margot said levelly, “it
was o handkerchief which Miss Bulli-

vant found in her study. She_ handed
it to Clara, under the impression that
it was hers. It wasn't. But it is
Dora’s.”

Diana started.

“How do you know?
initials on it.”

“I know,” Margot replied, “because
it is one of a dozen I gave her last
birthday. That,” she added, “is what

I don't see any

the gates. The

chums said nothing, knowing full well that Diana’s spite, in stranding
them out of bounds, was to inean punishment for them all.

help her, I'm going to! See? 1 sup-
pose you guessed that. I suppose that
is why you're trying to poison my mind
against her now.”

Margot turned white.

“PDiana, you don't believe that?”

“Don't 17 What else do vou expect
me to believe? Why should Dora try
to wreck Miss Bullivant’'s study?
don’t suppose she's ever heard her
name even. The truth of the maitter
is.” she added bitterly, “that Clara did
wreck the Bull's study. Didn’t the Bull
gate her this afternoon? And now 1
suppose you think if you can find
another scapegoat the Bull will let
Clara off so that she can play in the
Amatch on Saturday? nice trick,
well thought out! But you won't get
me aiding and abetfing. I stick to
Dora!”

Margot gazed at her. ~For one
moment her eyes flashed the old ad-
miration. Diana was wrong—oh, how
wrong ! But she believed what she
said. Having given her word, she was
going to remain loyal to this scapegrace
Cousin.  Iow typical of Diana !

“Very well1” she said, “T'm sorry,

makes me think Dora wrecked the
Bull's study.”
Diana sniffed.

“Ana that's your proof

“It 181™

“Well, take it!” And Diana, fem-
pestuously snatching up the handker-
chief, flung it at her. “I don’t believe
it—I won't believe it I” she cried. “It's
just a putup job to get Clara off.
Now,” she said. and her face flamed
furiously. “will you go?”

« But, Diana—"

“0Oh, don't ‘ Diana ' me, for goodness’
gake!” that girl struck in. “Yf you
think vou can persuade me that Dora
wrecked the Bull's study, yow're mis-
taken., I tell you Clara is to blame; it’s
just the sort of thing she might be ex-
pected to do!”

And Diana laughed brutally.

“ Diana, please—"

“0h, get out!” Diana snapped, and,
beside herselt, caught hold of the girl
and pushed her info the corridor, then
violently she slammed the door.

Margot, with a sigh, looked at it and
\3‘5]1{1‘5 off hopelessly towards Study

No.

o



They Litlle Knew!

&

€ (N OMETHING'S got to.be done !

- Barbara Redfern. made that
announcement. grimly,

ras the following after-

iz [ur Lthe day were

1
noony, and |
over.

Ia Study Ne. 4, Clara, Marget, Mabs,
and Babs were gathered.

Something had to be done, yes! For
at the moment the sitnation seeme
hopeless.  Clara, though she protested
her innecence, had been held guilty of
the wrecking of Miss Bullivant's study.

An cxtremely uopleasant interview
with Miss Primrose had culminated in
a punishment which was almest worse
than expulsion to the sports—loving
Tomboy; for Clara, temporarily, ha
bee:: _suspended from the sports
captaincy.

To say that Babs & Co. were glum
was to put it mildly. As for Clara, she
was in one of her most dangerous
moods. Clara did not mind suffering
for a misdeed she had committed, but
to be accused of this vandalism brought
out all the rebelliousness in  her
character.

Clara, disappointed in the first round
of the Lantham Cup, had been looking
forward to playing in this vital match.

“But what,” she asked now, “is 1o
be done "’

“Tackle the real guilty party and
make her own up,” Babs said.

“ Bt how #9

How? Yes, that was the problem.
Now that they had heard all that
Margot had had to cay, there was little
doubt in their minds as to who the
guilty party was

Margot was sure of the handkerchief
clue. argot, too, very shrewdly ad-
vanced the theory that Dera Keith, in
wrecking Miss Bullivant’s study, had
really meant to wreck her own.

From what she had heard of Dora
Keith, Babs was inclined to support
that view; but, even though she was
convinced, she realised that the clue
npon which the belicf was based was
extremely unconvinecing. Dora Keith
would scoff. Dora would just flatly
deny the whele thing.

But—

“Wait a minute !
,\!yget c;-!iled.

T've got an idea!”

“Diana [”

“Eh?”

“Diana,” Margot said with sudden
excitement, “is going over to Court-
field this afternocn. Iiana is going to
tell Miss Manners that_she was with
Dora the other day, and so prove her
alibi. Well, supposing Diana refused
to help her until Dora had confessed to
wrecking Miss Bullivant’s study ”

The three stared at her in amazement:

“But Diana won't!"”

Margot's eyes gleamed,

“She would if you made it worth her
while.”

“ How "

“By offering her a place in the team
on Saturday.”

Clara’s eyes rounded.

“My hat! Are vou off your rocker
she cried. “ What place in the team

“Well, mine,” Margot said slowly.

Clara snorted.

“When you'rs the best player #e've
got? No, thanks! I appreciate the
thought, Marget, but to the dickens
with (hul surt of bribery ! 11 the
same,” she added thoughtfully, “ there’s
something in tackling Diana. Diana

Don’t Miss Next Saturday’s Free Autographs

seems to he the link between Dora
Keith and this beastly business. Sup-
posing,” she added quickly, looking up,
“we went to Courtficld with Diana?”

Babs frowned.

“Well, what good would that do?”

“ And supposing,” Clara said, with a
EI_@am in_her eyes, “we refused to let

iana tell her whoppers until Dora
told the truth#”

Bahs, Mabs, and Margot glanced at
each other, a little startled. But it
was an idea—or, &t least, half an idea.
The very presence of Margot and the
Cliff House chums at_Courtfield with
Diana would frighten Dora Keith.

She would be afraid of Margot chip-
ping in; and, if offered the alternative
of two evils, would very probably choose
the latter. At least, that is how it
appeared to the chums, and, since only
Dora Keith could save them now, any
expedient, they thought, however
desperate, was worth jumping at.

To think was to act. In any case,
they had not a grea: deal of time. Tt
would mean cutting tea, of course; and
Clara, at least. ran a risk, secing that
she was in detention.

But not Clara to shy at a risk, and
having made up their minds, Babs & Co.
were all agog. In double-quick time,
they had donned hats and coats, were
tripping down the corridor and into the

quad.

Then they paused. ;

An open car was drawn up. in the
drive, and Diana, warmly clad in her
Fur coat, was in the act of coming out.
She turned with her old mocking smile
as they came up,

“Not a very nice afternoon for a
walk,” she observed; and it wasn't, for
an unpleasantly chilly drizzle of rain
was falling. “Going far?”

The four paused.

“No farther than you!" Clara said

grufily.

“Really?” The smile on Diana’s face
did not change. “But how,” she chal-
lenged, “do you know where I'm

ol e
“Oh, rabbits!” Clara retorted irrit-
ably. “Come on!"” she cried. “Don’t
let’s stand gaping at her. We'll never
get to Courtfield School at this rate.”

Courtficld School! For a moment a
light of startled astonishment glinted in
Diana’s eyes. Quickly those eves sought
out Margot Lantham. Margot was
biting her lip. They were going to
Courtfield School, were they? With
Margot among them.

A sudden swift suspicion shot through
Diana.

“And why,” she asked, “are you
oing to Courtfield, Clara, dear I

“That,” Clara retorted, “is our

business.”
“0.K. 1 Keep the old wool on!”
Diana langhed. “I’'m not curious,” she
added. “And you don’t jolly well de-
serve it, but if yow'd like a lift, here's
the car. I happen,”’ she added care-
Jessly, “to be going to Courtfield School
myself, but I've got to make a call some-
where else first. You won’t mind?"”

The chums looked at each other.
Well, why not? Diana had the car. It
was an open car, true, but it was better,
than walking., Clara grinned.

“You mean it?"

“Of course. But you'll have to sit in
the back.”

“(.K., then, thanks!”

Diana laughed. The chums, unsus-
picious, climbed into the back. Really,
it was jolly decent of Diana—even Clara
thought_that,

But they little gnessed the thoughts
in the mind of Diana, and they did not
sce the peculiar smile upon her face as
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mare leisurely she climbed in beside the

TIVer,

Diana guessed that the reason for this
sudden visit to Courtfield had “some-
thing to do with Margot’s cousin. The
presence of Margot gLuulham herself
indicated that. The fact that Clara
Trevlyn, whom she knew was in deten-
tion, was disobeying orders in accom-

panying the ®xpedition, ' seemed to
suggest that it was one of supreme
urgency.

The Co., obviously, were trying somea
new stunt on against the girl they
wanted to make their scapegoat.

So Diana told herself, and as the car
bowled off, she smiled maliciously. In-
wardly she was chuckling. Diana had
no particular use for Dora Keith, but
rightly or wrongly she did believe in .
Dora Keith, and if only to spite Margot,
her ex-friend, she was determined to
help her and frustrate Margot at the
same time. She bent forward, speak-
ing te the driver.

“Head towards Lantham,’’ she whis-
pered. *“Pull up at the Lantham cross-

roads, just by the Junction Cafe.
Understand

“Yes, miss!"”

“Right! Do everything T tell you,

and there'll be an extra five shillings
for you at the end of the trip. Step
on_ it now.”

The driver grinned.

“ Righto, miss !

In the murk of the gathering gloom
the car bowled on. The four girls in
the back huddled together for warmth.
Through Friardale they went with a
swish, roaring out into the open country.
At the fork-roads, however, Babs gave
a sudden cry.

“Diana, vou're going wrong. That's
not the way to Courtfield.”

Diana flashed a reassuring emile.

“Don’t worry, old thing. Calling at
Courtfield on my way back,” she said.
“Shan’t take you far out of your way.”

The chums settled down. The car
bowled on. The rain was falling
steadily now, blowing into their faces.

Little Courtbury came and went, fal-
lowed by Edgedale, the tiny hamlet five
miles north of Courtfield. On roared
the car.

“T say,” muttered Clara, “where the
dickens is she going?”

But Diana seemed to know. They
heard her merry laugh. It was almost
dark now—so dark, indeed, that the
driver had put his side-lights on.

A crossroads loomed in front of them,
in the centre of which was a green
island, on which was marooned a sign-
post, emphatically announcing: -

“FRIARDALE—10 MILES.”

Beyond the island they had a vague
plimpse of lighted windows of the
Junction Cafe showing through a high
latticework fence. Diana laughed.

“Drop me at the Junction Cafe,
please, driver,” she said. “I want
make some arrangements with the

prietor. Er—Babs, do you mind if I'm
away about ten minutes?”
“(Oh, my hat! Dut what—"
#Qr,» Diana_interrupted, as though

smitten with a brilliant idea, * why not
come into the cafe? You can have a
cup of tea while I'm sceing to my
business, can’t you? So much better
than stopping out here in the rain.”

It seemed, on the face of it, a sound
suggestion. The chums glanced quickly
at each other. A oup of tea sounded
tempting, at all events, and, as Diana
painted out, so much more scnsible than
sitting out here in- the rain. They did
not suspeet still, but had they seen the
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malicious gleam in Diana's eves they
might have scented mischief.

“Come on ! Clara said. .

Into the road they scrambled. Diana,
with a wink at the driver, led the way
towards the cafe. Tt was situated in a
hollow, and bounded on all sides by a
stout fence, on tu? of which, carrying
a derelict tangle of interwaven branches
of leafless ramblers, rose a three-foot
depth of latticework. A six-foot gate of

palings set beneath a rustio arch gave.

access to the drive,

Towarda that gato Diana lad the way.
Smilingly she pushed it open, politely
holding it as she motioned the four girls

They Eamed in, with a rather wonder-
i at Diana, thinking that she
really was trying to be charming.
Diana waited till the last had gone in.

“Yoicks !” she laughed.

Clatter—the gates clanged to. In a
moment Diana had slipped the latch
over the staple. Then like a hare she
few back to tha car.

*“ Driver,” she called, “step on i

The chums heard the gate. Clara
half-turned. Then she saw. Diana—
Diana running as hard as she could go.

“Diana ! she gasped.

Diana still ran.

“My hat!” Clara’s voice rose shrilly.
“It's a jape! She had no business here
at all. Look, she's getting into the car.
She means to leave us stranded.”

“Diana !

But Diana, laughing, was breathlessly
climbing up on to the footboard. The
car was already moving. Slam! went
the tiny door, and at the same moment
tha driver, ongaging gear, shot off.
Diana turned, a merry laugh on her
lips, just in time to see Babs, Mabs,
Clara, and Margot in an infuriated
group, come tumbling out of the gate.
She waved her handkerchief.

“Come back !” yelled the four.

But Diana only laughed again. Her
eyes were sparkling, her cheeks flushing
as the car disappeared round a bend of
the road. What a sell for Babs & Co.!

What a sell, indeed! For Babs &
Co. at that moment were the most dis-
traught girls on earth. They were
stranded, utterly, completely, twelve
miles away from school !

For once, it seemed, the laugh was on
Diana's side !

Diana’s Decision

L

the time

" H crumbs! What's
now 7"
“8ix o’clock !”
“How much farther?”

“Four miles from here te Courtfield.
Goodness knows what time we shall get
back !”

Clara, Mabs, and Margot groaned.

Four miles! And already Piper, the
porter, would be locking the gaies of
Cliff House! -

Black as the rainy night was their
mood as they pushed on. What a tMck
Diana had played! A thousand times
they had reviled themselves for allow-
ing Diana {o hoodwink them so easily.
A thousand times they had threatened
what they would do to the Firebrand
when they laid hands on her. Yet Cliff
House and Diana scemed terribly far
away now.’ . )

MEe rminky driesle of ohilly rain s
still falling.

It formed puddles in ‘the

13

TO SCHOOL

ARE you groaning and moaning—
or are you rejoicing—at the

thooitht " of goiug “haek o
school #

A little_bit of each, T expect—but
after seeing this jolly ‘penml-caéc
that you can make yourself to accom-

any you on your return, you should

e ready to turn somersaults with
jox. 2

Even if you received one in your
stocking at Christmas, I'm sure
you'll love to make this one as well
—particularly when you know how
simple it is to do.

Buy half a yard of American cloth
—yon know, the sort mother uses on
her kitchen shelves instead of paper
these days—in any pretty colour
vou like. The cheerier, the better,

say—but then,- I like bright
colours.

HOW TO MAKE IT

Cut your American cloth so that
it measures 10 inches by Tz inches.

Turn up the bottom and stitch it.
Usze firm running stitches in cotton
that is ecither the same colour as
vour cloth—or in a contrasting
colour.

You may think that American

cloth_is hard to sew—but believe
me, it isn't, as long as you use a
stout needle.

Nq\v sew two short strips of
elastic on to the folded part—but
don’'t take wour stitches right

through the double material. Catch
the elastic in as many places as you
like—to hold such things as rubber,
ruler, pen, pencil, mapping-pen,
and fat, coloured pencil.

Next, in the pocket you have
made, slip a picce of cardboard.
This is to keep the back of your
case firm so that it is easy to fold

up. .
After folding your case, sew on
two press-fasteners. Then clip your

TO TAKE BACK

They cost. more than

shouldn’t
threepence—and you may be able to
get quite nice ones for a penny.

The beauty of this pencil-case is
that it takes up so very little room
—and yet holds all you require for

writing and drawing. The old high
pencil-box that I used to have when
I was at school—with the sliding lid
that never slid, but always stuck—
and the nook for a rubber that
never held my fat rubber unless it
was first cut in half—is definitely
not fashionable any longer.

Also you will have the satisfaction
of knowing as you gaze lovingly ai
vour handiwork that there’s nothing
quite so smart as something that is
made to measure — cspecially by
yourself.

TO TAKE WITH YOU
-

. If you find you really enjoy mak-
ing this pencil-case, you might like
to have a shot at another with the
material you have left over.

What about a special drawing-
peucil-case—that travels with you to
vour school arvi-room? You ean
then keep those very valuable special
drawing pencils quite separate from
ordinary H.B.s—and all in a nicely
pointed condition, too.

A geography case is ancther idea.
This should hold your mapping pens,
a specially soft pencil for tracing,
and your coloured pencils for colour-
ing counties and sea-borders.

Even three cases are not too many
—especially when they make for
efficiency at work—as theyx will.
For in this way your assortments of
pencils will always be where you

own initial or initials on to the know they are in good condition,
front. You know where to buy  and ready to be pounced on at a
these, don’t you? moment’s notice !

4 -

road inte which, unable fo see, ther
splashed. They were all drenched;
stockings were soaked and shoes
squelched as they hurried along.

Four miles—and six o’clock now!

Diana had calculated her time well,
it seemed. .

Of course, there would be ructions
when they got back to Clif House. It
would be seven, at least, before they
reached Courtfield, then another quarter
of an hour by bus to Friardale. An-
other half an hour on top of that for
the walk back from Friardale to the
school. Two hours after gates.

Blow Diana! .

Disgruntled, they tramped on. They
said little now. Each of them was dog-
tired, chilled to the bone, and utterly
fed-up when at last Courtfield came in
sight.

Friardale was reached—the last lap
of the walk to Cliff “House embarked
wpon. Maha sighad,

“0Oh, my goodness, I fecl half-dead |"

They all did. Clara. by that time,
was glowering, Tt was striking eight
when at last they reached the gates of
the school, and the Tomboy savagely
pulled the bell.

Piper, the school porter, a bunch of
keys jingling in one hand, a lantern
swinging in the other, came gruntingly
out of his lodge.

“Which what T say is——
menced.

“Oh, open the gates!” Clara snapped
stily,

he com-

te

“Which it is my dooly to report
vou,” Piper said, staring inimically
through the bars. “Two hours late you
are, and you've got to go straight to
the headmistress!”

The gatps were flung open and the
four entertd. Piper blinked.

““Nice goings hon! What [ says—"

But nobody waited to hear what Piper
said. Savagely they tramped on. They
reached the school house, Four dismal
figures, they entered Big Hall, to beé

2]
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greeted by a wondering crowd of girls.
Diana was among them. She grinned
mockingly.

“Nice walki” she asked pleasantly.

Suddenly Margot flashed round. Her
eyes weré blazing as she took a step
towards Diana,

 Vau—yon harrid thing 1" she panted.
“Tlow you can laugh, when it’s all your
rauit—ill your domng! Why can’t you
bo decent? Why musf you spoil every-
thing? I used to think you were my
friend. but now I—I hate you!”

Diana looked as if she wonld reply,
but Babs suddenly took Margot's arm.

“Come along!” she urged. “Don’t

suspension for the rest of the term.
Meanwhile, I shall write a special re-
port to your parents!”

That was that. Groaningly, the four
left the study.

But in her study Diana was chuck-
ling. Diana was well pleased with
herself. It was a pleasure to have
thwarted Babs & Co., but greater was
the pleasure in the knowledge that she
had bronght Margot Lantham into dis-
grace. .

And she believed in Dora Keith—was
sorry for her. In any case, Dora was
all Tight now, she reflected, for Miss
Manners had accepted, without ques-

PETEI‘LSH:\M ribbon makes a

wonderfully inexpensive and

effectave trimming. (Petersham

is that rather stiff, corded
vibbon, you know.

With one and three-quarter yards
of it you can make such an atirac-
tive band for a school hat—and trim
your gloves to match.

Just by looking at the sketch, you
can tell how it 15 done—but I’ll de-
seribe it briefly for you, so that
there’s no possibility of going wrong.

There’s no need for you to remove
vour school hat-band if it is sewn
on very carefully—though I confess
this trimming will “sit” better
without another band underneath.

But if you do keep your old hat-
band on, then you must use Peter-
sham ribbon that is wider than your
present band in order to conceal it.

Cut a length that will go right

vound your haut and tie in a knot at
one_ side. )
That's all! Then just fray the

euds to a depth of at least an inch
to make a smart finish,

Your school hat will then lock
very week-endish, especially if you
trim your gloves to match.

HATS-
HOLIDAY MOOD

Just sew a piece of the same
ribbon around the teps of your
gloves. Tie in a knot, and fray the
ends as you did for your hat.

Done in a twinkling, but
smart for all that!

FOR SMART SCHOOLGIRLS -

My other notions for hat-trimming
this week are very seasonable—just
right for walks on windy days, and
for giving a colourful touch to a
wintry countryside.

A atrip of astrakhan two or two
and a half inches wide sewn around
your beret would look very gay.
Imagine a strip of grey on a navy
Deret, or black on a red or green.
Very dashing! >

Another idea is a piece of Peter-
sham ribbon again. Sew this around
the edge of the beret and tie it in
a bow at the back of the head.

A bright feather which you can
get from any old shop these days—
or even pick up in_the woods if
you're a country dweller—makes
another up-to-the-minute trimming.

Cut two little holes to ome side
of your beret, and thrust the feather
in and then out of these. Make a
few over-stitches just to keep it in
position, and you'll be as smart as
a fashion plate.

And remember that the cuter the
angle of the feather these dars—the
more correct!

very

worry about her.
Primmy and get it over!”

They went to see Miss Primrose, after
having hung their wet things in the
The headmistress eyved them

cloak-room.
sternly.
«“And what,” she asked, “is
excuse, Barbara®”
Babs hit her lip.

playing the game, of
Diana away.

take.
“f gee!” Miss Primrose’s eyes were
steely. “I do not regard the explana-

tion as adequate, Barbara. You, Mabel,
and Margot will each do special deten-
cxt three evenings. Clara,
evr ava nlweady in dizsgrace. T must
warn you that ihe very next offence
bronght re my netice will invite your

tions for th

Let’s go and sce

Four

Even though the
four of them had suffered, it was not
course, to giv
She blurted something
about having got carried on by mis-

tion, her fabrication that she had been
with Dora in Courtfield at the time of
the fire in Freda Shields’ study, and,
therefare, Dora could not pussihiyy have
been to blame.

That fire, of course, was still a mys-
tery at Courtfield, but Dora was no
longer regarded with suspicion.

Diana was smiling when she went to
bed that night. She was impervious to
the lowering looks of Clara Trevlyn, or
the unfriendly glances of the rest of
the Clo. 8he chuckled.

“Happy, aren’'t we?” she taunted. “I
don’t think I've ever seen Babs & Co.
wearing faces that snit them better.
And after such a lovely walk, tool”

#“Shut up !” snapped Clara.

Diana chuckled again.

. She went to bed. She was first up
in the morning, however, It was a
bright, sunny morning, in vivid con-
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trast to the miserably bleak night which
had preceded it, and Diana, who
was seriously taking Miss Charmant's
lesson to heart, laughed in glee as she
spurted round the cinder track.

Diana, too, had by no means given
up the idea of playing in the hockey
match on Saturday. Let Clara say
what she liked, the team was one shoit.
Tn Diana’s opinion, there was only one
suitable girl to fill the vacant place.
That was Diana herself,

Diana exulted as she ran on.
She was fit, she told herself. Give her
her chance in the team, and she'd show
them how to play hockey now.

She thought of the last match, in
which Margot Lantham had outshone
her. That little upstart! If she only
got her chance on Saturday, she’d show
that little traitress how to play. Never
again should Margot show her up!

She was in form now.

Then suddenly reaching the gates,
she paused.

A girl was there—a girl who had dis-
mounted from a bicycle, and who was
watching her curiously. Diana flung
her one look and stopped.

Dora Keith it was.

“Up early, Diana.”

“What about you ?”

“Qh, I'm up early, too! Don't
usually get up as early as this, of
course,” Dora added, *But I wanted to
see you, and this is my only chance,
Diana, I want to thank you again for
what you did last night.”

“Everything all ~ serene?”
asked quickly.

Dora laughed.

“Yes, rather! Freda Shields has
actually apologised to me. But I didn't
come to see you about that. T came to
see you about this afternoon. I think,
you know, we ought to jolly well cele-
brate,” Dora added seriously, “and
I've ‘come over to ask you if you'd
come along to the Courtfield Restaurant
after lessons.”

Diana dimpled.

“Thanks; that's nice of vou!” she
said. “Love to, of course. But look
here, don't stand there in the cold.
Come up to the study with me and
have a cup of tea?”

Pora, however, drew back.

“0Oh, goodness, not now ! I shall be
late.”

“Late, rabbits!
before breakfast,
Dora paunsed.

“ Are—are any of the others up?”

“1 don’t know. ew, 1 expect.
That idiot Clara Trevlyn always geis
up early. And Jahet Jordan and Babs.
And perhaps your precious cousin, too,
since she’s so jolly thick with them.
But Jt,hat needn’t make any difference to

you.

Dora, however, seemed strangely
reluctant. Diana caught her by the arm.

“Oh, come on!”

“No; wait a minute.” Dora shook
her head. “I won’t Diana, thanks!
You see,” she added, “I'm not anxious
to meet Margot.”

“Why ever not?”

“Weil, she might be feeling sore with
me, especially after * Dora grinned.
“But I forgot, you must know about
it. You remember when the prefect
hauled you off the other evening?”

“Well#” Diana frowned.

“What did Moargot say when she
found her study1”
Diana stared.
“Her study?
talking about?"
“My hat! You don't_mean to say
sou _haven't_heard?” Dora laughed
outright., “You see,” she added, “I

Diana

You've got an hour
Come on!”

What ever are you
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was determined that T <houldn’t leave
(if House without having a smack
t When vou left, I went to

iana blinked.
She wasn't therg” Dora went on.
1 3idne know whera to find her. Any-
ar. it struck me that it would he
-ather a jape to wreck the siudy, aud
i

w3 I got to wourk, There was & desk in

ce_corner—-=" - .
“Wait a minute !” Liana was gazing

st her queerly now. Her eyes wero
alight. 1 dowi ger ihis” she caid
You say you wrecked Margot's
~iudy 77

“Why, of course !”

“How did you kpnow it was

Margot's 7"

“Well, you said it was Study No. 6,”
Dora faftéred, ~ Why, e

But Diana did not reply immediately.

Her eyes were upol 1]!10 other. There
was an expression in those eyes—an
expression of consternation, of astonish-
ment.

Diana saw at  once  the hideous
nistake that Dora had made—the
mistake for which Clara Trevlyn. had
got. the blame. So Margot had been
vight! It had been Dora Keith who
had wrecked that study !

“Diana, why—why are you looking at
me like that 7" Dora stuttered.

Diana laughed shortly.

“Because you're a duffer, and so am
11 she said shortly. =1 suppose it

never occurred to you that you had
made a mistake?”

“A—a mistake?”
“Yes. That study you messed up was
but.” Diana told her,
go's Mliss

No. 6 all right,
Ci wasm'u Mangou
Bullivant’s ¥

Dora's face paled.

“Qh, my hat! A mi

“And, as a matter
went on, “Clara Trevlyn of our For
got the blame. Clara was caught in the
voom. And the result is that Clara’s
Jdetained for goodness knows how long !

Dora grinned.

“Well, that's all right. isn’t it?” she
asked, with a laugh. 1 mean, as long
as they won’t suspeet me—"

“What 1"

“ Well—"

Diana looked at her incredulously.

“You mean to say you're going to
let Clara Trevlyn suffer?”

©  was

Dora ’pauted.
l“}v'el, she’s no friend of yours, is
she §”

“She's no friend of mine—no.” And
with glinting eyes Diana looked at this
precious friend of hers. “I don’t care
a rap_about Clara Trevlyn, but I do
care, Dora, for playing the game. The
fact that it wasn't Clara Trevlyn dogsn’t
make any difference. Tt might have
been any other girl. I'm mot blaming
vou for wrecking the Bull's study; I'm
ot blaming you for making a mistake.
But I think the only decent thing you
can do, now that you realise you have
suade it, is to come into the school and
cwn up.’

But if Diana thought that, Dora did
not. Her eyes widened. She stared at
Disna’s suddenly grim face as if she
could mot believe her own eyes—and
in that moment she couldn’t.

Diana, her friend, saying this !
Diana, the girl who had not hesitated
to tell fibs to save her!

“Qh, chuck it!” she said roughly.
“ Do yon think I'm scatty I

"%(“: .\von’t 7 Diana asked quietly.

“No 1"

« All right!"

Duoe Dora, s f guessing what was
in the other's mind, saw the sudden
srring which Diana made at her. She
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twisted round, throwing out a foot at
Diana, and bringing her, on hands and
knees, crashing to tha earth.

In a trice she was on her bicycle,
bowling away.

Diana rose, hreathing fire. She
brushed her hands upon her shorts,
glaring at the Oying figure down the
poad. "Her face was orimson suddenly.

What a fool! Oh, what a fool she
had beent She had believed in this girl
~had, in her peouliar way, irusted and
put her faith in her.

Of coureo, sho had backed np Dora
Keith largely with the idea of spiteing
Margot.

As this thought came to Diana she
recalled Margot's fierce onthurst of the

revious evening.

“Why can’t you be decen
had eried.

Margot
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Diana had her own code of rules, her
own standards of fair play. To hit
back at o foc, even maliciously, was
permissible in that code. Had Dora
Wrecked Margot's study she would have
rejoiced, hating Margot as she hated
her now.

Had Clara Trevlyn been blamed for
anybody else’s erime, Diana wouldn’t
have cared a fig. But in this she felt
that her own honour was involved.
Knowing what she knew now, her own
good opinion of herself would nover be
the same if she allowed Clara Trevlyn
to take the blame.

And hadn’t it been through her that
that little sneak Dova had had the
opportupity to work this havoe?

hiost furiously Diana flung off
s the School House. Her eyes

towa

N

fury Diana watched as Dora mousted her machine and sped away.

The girl she had recklessly befriended was afraid to own up to the
deed for which Clara had been punished !

A curious expression flitted across
Diana’s face at the memory of those
words. At the time they had cut her,
and the thonght of them still hurt.

“Margot thinks I can’t do anything
decent, does she?” muitered Diana.
“She'd look pretty silly if I proved her

to be wrong. I can sec her come crawl-
ing to me—begging my pardon. And
then I'd show her the door. That

would be a fine revenge !”

The vague idea that had come to
Diana took sudden shape.

She pictured herself doing the ©Iar,
far better thing than she had ever
done !” She saw herseli in the role
of—well, hardly a heroine, but some-
thing precious like it. _Shouldering
comeone else’'s blame! ¥es, at the
moment that sang to her.

She would go to Miss Primrose and
say that it was she who had ragged
Aliss Bullivant’s study1-

Tt was not altomether self-glorifica-
tion that made Diana come to this
decision.

lenched, she made
rose’s study and

glinting, her fingess
Ber way to Miss P
tapped upon the door.

The voice of the headmistress bade
her comwe in. She stared in surprise at
her visitor.

“Well, Dianat®”

“I've come to own up,” Diana said
bluntly.

“QOwn up? Bles
you been doing now

“Diana eyed her steadily.

“ About the wrecking of Miss Bulli-
vant's study the other night.”

[iss Primrose stared.

did that,” Diana said calmly. “I
did it because Miss Bullivant gave me
}Inca for langhing. 1 was mad with
her——"

“Indeed?”  Miss Primrose’s
glinted, “This is rather a ;liagracc!n]
confession to make at this hour, after

ny soul, what have

allowing Clara Trevlyn to be blamed 1"
iana s gged.
“1  se Aiss  Primrose’s  eyes
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gleamed. “Very well,” she said. “1
am glad that you hava some sense of
honour, even though, apparently, it has
taken so long to come to the surface.
Diana.” she added sternly, “I am not
going to give you a lecture. 1 want
you tv understand, bowerver, that, had
I diceovorad this by any other means.
I should unhesitatingly bhave
expelled you. As I is "—tier lips com-
prosecd—" ao it is, I shall not take that
extrome course. because I am glad, if it
is rather belated, that you have found
Ul€ Couragy to cume to me of your own
free will. In the meantime, you, and
not Clarm, will be detained on Bal
day. You hear that?”

 Yes I” Diana muttered.

“Very well, you may go ”

And Diana, tucning, went, a contemp-
tuous smile nurn’ng%ncr lips. Now she
had taken the step, she rather marvelled
at heorgelf, realising all that it meant.

She had saved Clara Trevlyn—the girl
she regarded as her enemy. She had
made Clara's placo 1n the team o meet
Courtfield a certainty.

And yet—had she held her tongue, she
miglt have had that place

Diana laughed whimsically, thinking
of her quixotry. Well, she was & fool 1
She always had been a fool, but she
somehow felt very~pleased at being &
fool in that moment.

Later that moruing the news was
made known. It was news which caused
rejoicing in the Fourth, and to Clara
Treviyn particularly. If the confession
was belated, Diana, everyone agreed,
had done the right thing.

But only Margot Lantham of them all
was uneasy. The others never doubted.
It never occurred to them that Diana
would willingly take upon lier shoulders
the sins of anOiher gicl

But Margot knew Diana better than

any other member of the Fourth Form,
and Margot was reflecting, with eurious
fecling, that at the time the raid on
Miss Bullivant’s study was made, Diana
had said she had been with Miss Char-
mant! And there was also that hand-
koschief belonging to her cousin.

Gieatly puzzled, Margot esought out
Diana.

“To what do I owe the inconvenience
of this delightful wvisit1” demanded
Diana, in her most stilied and cutting
tones. “Come to chuck a few more
bricks at me?”

“No,” said Margot, in a low voice.

#What then?"

«Dj,” burst out Margot, “can’t we
be friends again—please?”

«“What, friends with a girl who never
does anything decent?” jeered Diana,
glorying in the words. “Oh, no, you
can't be serious! You toddle along
your way, and I'll toddle along mine.
Much more satisfactory——"

“ It wasn’t you who ragged Miss Bulli-
vant's study—"

“I'm a bit of a fibber, too, am 17"
returned Diana coolly. “There you go
again. You see how impossible it is for
;ou and me to be friends. And now, as

've got tons of lines to write, d'you
mind shifting?”

Sorrowfully Margot
departed.

iana emiled a thin smile. She was
trying to persuade herself that she was
thoroughly _enjoying her moment of

turned and

trinmph ~ in ~ Margot’s obvious
unhappiness.

«That'll teach her s lessoni” she
muttered.

But she little knew that she hersell
was to share in that lescon before many
weeks were over.
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"Outr ofF FAvVOWR

WITH THE

FOURTH"
By HiLDA RICHARDS ®

HAT is the title of the magnificent long

complete Cliff House School story which

COMPLETE
IN THE
“SCHOOLGIRL”
NEXT
SATURDAY

l-..L

will appear in THE, K SCHOOLGIRL next
Saturday.

Diana Royston-Clarke is again the storm-
centre of a stirring tale, which also features
all your other favourites of the famous
Fourth Form.

It shows Diana in her most audacious
mood ; for the Firebrand is determined to
make the chums of the Fourth “sit up and
take notice,”’ She certainly succeeds, and
how she does so you will read in one of the
most vivid school tales ever penned.

Don’t miss this fine story. Order your
copy of THE SCHOOLGIRL right away.
And don't forget that another big sheet
of film stars’ autographs will be GIVEN
AWAY next week,
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THOSE PALS
i+ YOUR PETS

During the winter your pets will

need extra alteation if they are lo

be as well and as happy as you
want them to be.

MAGINE having to sleep in a cold,
draughty kennel these long winter's
nights! ~ Why, the very suggestion

makes you shiver, doesn’t itt But
there are lots of unfortunate dogs who
have to suffer thus—just because their
owners don’t give a little thought to
their comfort.

IF your dog has a kennel out of doors,
do ‘see that it's quite draught-proof,
won’t you? It's quite a good notion
to nail & thick sack round the outside
of the kennel; this will keep any chill
draughts from creeping through the
cracks in the woodwork.

LOTS and lots of dry straw for his
bed, of course! And be sure that the
kennel is in the dryest place—prefer-
ably under cover—so that rain or snow
can’t drive in.

WHEN your dog comes home from a
scamper see that he’s nice .and ‘dry
before going to lie down im his kennel.
Imagine his misery if he has to go to
bed with & wet coat! Five minutes
with an old towel or cloth will work
wonders.

PUPPIES are especially sensitive to
cold and wet, so if you can manage to
have your own pup indoors he’ll ap-
preciate it. But don't bring him in-
doors if you intend him to be an “out-
door ” dog; once he’s tasted the de-
lights of a warm kitchen he’ll never
submit quietly to being kept outside in
a kennel. So start as you intend to
go on!
OTHER pets are just as susceptible to
inclement weather. ~ Tame rabbits,
uinea pigs, cats—all like warmth and
vy beds. But pussy can usually be
trusted to look after herself; ehe’ll
always find a cosy spot somewhere.

THE homely canary likes comfort, too.
Curiously enough, a canary’s cage is
usually hung in a window, which is
really the worst possible place, because
there is always a draught between the
sashes. If possible, the cage should be
hung at a distance from the window—
though don’t put it on a table, or pussy
may start playing tricks!

IF your pets are properly cared for
they should look their best during the
winter months, for it is the time when
their coats are in the most perfect con-
dition. But constant grooming is mne-
cessary. Even a tame rabbit—if it is
of the beautiful Jong-haired Angora
variety—looks better for a combing!

BUT although you should do your
utmost to give your pets every comfort,
it doesn’t do to spoil them. Like the
girl who, because it was a very cold
day. gave her dog hot water to drink!
No, your pets don't want “coddling ”;
they just want to be well cared for.
And you'll have the pleasure of know-
ing that they're well and happy.




