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Gail Goes Too Far

RASH !
The door of the Fourth Form
Common-room at Cliff House

School swung open violently.
“ What on earth: ?
“1 sus-say, you know
“Steady on, clumsy

“Come right i knock I

Four heads were raised to regard the
flaming-cyed girl who entered with a
rush.

“What on earth—-" repeated
Barbara Redfern, captain of the
Tourth, as she regarded the newcomer.
“Oh, it's yon Gail!”

“Have ‘a care!” grumbled Tomboy
yn. She was having a
quiet gar of draughts with gentle
Alarjorie Hazeldene, and the stormy
entry of Gail Greeves Gregory had
caused her to upset three kings. “Do
vou usually come into a room like
that?”

Gail
<1

was seething. X
e been sent down !” she exclaimed

ss youw'll soon be sent ount!”
in Leila Carroll, who came
“Making all that
s vou've made me blot this
Shall I tear the page ont,

It was very evident
in one of her stormiest
moo poiling for a fight. The fact
that mcre notice was not being taken
of her now angered her still further.

“It's a conspiracy !” she hooted.

“Qh, dry up!” muttered Rosa Rod-
worth; and Jemima Carstairs, looking
gravely through her monocle, added:

“Cheer up, old Spartan! Surely the
jolly old Fifth are not tired of you?”
rail glared.

“1 won't stand it!” she excl
“Then buzz off 1"

med.

of Long C

HEN BABS & CO.
WERE BAFFLED

By
HILDA RICHARDS

“Co
room !

“Yes, rather! You know it's a bit
{hick I’ came fat Bessie Bunter's plaint.
“Here 1 am, writing a lovely p-poem
for the CHff House magazine, and this
noisy Fifth Form cat bursts in and
spoils everything! I've done the first
line, you know——"

“My hat! Have you got as far as
that?® chuckled golden-haired Mabel
Lynn, who was Babs' best chum. “You
onght to have it finished for the next
Christmas Number 17

“Ha, ha, hat”

“ ook here—" interrupted Gail.

“Oh, run away!”

But Gail Gregory did not run away.
She stood there in tho centre of the
Common-room, her eyes Lurning, her

back to your own Common-

HIS is the exciting story

of a girl who works in
secret to disgrace Jane!
Jordan. And although
Babs & Co. have every
reason to believe that the
girl is Gail Greeves Gregory,
they know for a fact that
Gail is no longer at Cliff
House! What an intriguing
mystery for the famous chums

to unravel!
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whole and
bitterne

CGail had come here with a grievance
—and row these kids of Tourth
¥ormers were paying no heed to her.

cxpression one of fury

She. who had, until to-day, been a
! Tifth Former, was being calmly
ignored by a set of noisy juniors.

That angered Gail. She had wanted
to crcate a sensation; she had brought
news which she had hoped would bring
the girls flocking round her—and now
they were taking no rotice of her.

Passionately she stamped a foot.

m being picked on!” she declaved

bitterly. “She's got her knife into
me I

Babs sighed.

“Would you mind,” she asked

wearily, “telling us all about it, and
then buzzing? We're busy.”

“I've heen sent down!”

“Well, you've said that, whatever it
might mean.”

“T'm in the Fourth !"

“What ?”

“I'm in the Fourth!” Gail showed
her teeth. “That cat, Miss Wright, has
reported me to Primmy, and Primmy
put me down from the Lower Fifth to
the Fourth !I”

“Oh, my hat!”

Girls did look up then. They looked
up in consternation. The news, if one
was to judge by their expression, did
not fill them with pleasure

Not, as a matter of fact, that it waz
cutirely unexpected.  Gail Greeves
Gregory and the Fourth Form were by
no means unknown to each other,

When Gail had first entered the
schiool, she had, for a time, formed one
of their number. Strife in conse-
quence, had been fierce.

For Gail had arrived direct from
India, and in India she had had far
mare of her own way than was good for
a girl of sixteen. There she had run
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It seems so strange, this
school of mine—

So big and g 1t’s simply grand |
With nry-eovered wealls There’s something fresh
d tower— to see and hear,
And every day On every hand ;
The sparrows' in the ivy d I've a chum—the
chirp : dearest girl—
“You've come ‘o You'll understand.
stay 1”'
'l never leave this
msdwo} gf mine-—
1, not for years !
w And ‘when I'm old, and L]
time has wrought
EB Its Jjoys and fears, A

il still look back and
see my school—
Tho' veiled by tears,

\ "
FRESHER

I'm going to love this
school of mine—

her father’s pla ion snd ruled her
father's native servants with a rod of
iron.

Gail had come to CHff House with the
firm infention of doing the same thing
there. ular, had
r on this

The Fourth, in pau

For a “} ]L she had liad her own
way, but ouly for a t:mr, and that was
I

Duffer, Gail waz, 1 eve
her own ruthless determina
to the top of the free; but, beca
her age, she had finally been put in lhe

Lower I'ifth, with the grave warning
that if she did nct improve she would
be relegated again.

Apparently the warning had not been
heeded.

“You mean,” Clara Trevlyn acked,
“that we've got to put up with you?”
Gail's eyes F]t'um(ltl

“It's not a matter of you putting up
with me! It's me putting up with
yeu!” zhe lrfonl’d insultingly.  “Nice
thing for me, isn't it, to be <Tung among
‘\uu%i g

Clara, eiglmd
“Will somebody change the record £
she asked Anyway, it serves you
jolly well right! Hope it'll bring you
= to your senses ! Marjorie, your move !”
“But I wart to say,” Gail hooted,
“Barbara Redfern
“I'm busy !” Babs said.
“Leila Carroll I

“Oh, go and swim the Adantic!”’
Leila advized, bending to  her work
again “0Or go and learn good

beha.v{our now that you're in a decent
Form !

Some of the girls grinned.  Gail
looked furious. Nothing hurt Gail
more than to be ignored, a weakness
with which the Fourth was thoroughly
conversant, and which, in spite of their

euriosity, they exploited now.
ook here—"
Gail, please! Can’t you go?” It

was Janet Jordan’s quiet voice, and
Janet, locking from a table in the
eorner, gazed “at her impatienily. “I'm
tr ving to study.

“Yeos, rather! Old Janet is swotting
for the school,”” Jemima put in. “Why
<he should swot in the Common-room is,
like Bessie Bunter’s appetite, a deep
and puzzling mystery. But let her swot
in peace!”

Janet Jordan smiled. Tt was a quiet
and rather tired smile. Janet was

swotting-—a new and surprising depar-
ture for her—but she was doing her
cst,

It was by no means easv, for Janet,
if not one of the dullards of the Form,
was by no means its most scintillating
scholar.  Janet Jordan believed more
in open air sports and swimming than
in lessons, li)ac was rather regretting
that now.

For disaster of the worst
come to the Jordan fam
ing five at her father’s v|
ihe time his insurance
fallowed by a very indifferent but ex-
pensive Cheistmas season. had cut the
finances to bedrock.

Janet, to help her father and o save
her fees at CLif House next term, was
swotting hard for one of the fifty
scholarships presented to girls of the
school by Miss Fielding, Cliff House’s
richest and oldest “old girl.”

The time for these examinations

loomed perilously near, and Janet, who
preferred to study in company rather
than in the solitary confines of Htudy
No. 7, was working hard, ked by
the svmpathy of the \thnh, Form.
@ sat now in one corner, surrounded
h\ o pile of books, with impot paper
before her, a pen in her hand, and a
hottle of ink in which she frequrnlly
dipped as she made notes.

But Gail glared. Janet Jordan, when
she had heen in the Fourth previously,
had been one of her hitterest enemies.

Cail was in the mood at that moment
to single out someone as a target, and
the whele of her wrath immediately
settled upon the girl with the olive skin.
Bhe walked over to her

“Talking to me?
pleasantly,

Janet locked up.
in_her hazel eyes.

ind had
sweep-
cus, just at
had lapsed,

she asked un-

There was no fear

“T was. Will you please stop making
a row ¥

“Who says I'm making a row,
pauper ?”

Janet flushed at the studied i

A little murmur of anger came
the girls near by.

“Gail, I don't want to quarrel with
rou,” Janet said quietly.

“Nor” (ail sneered.

“So please,” Janet added, hmldlng
her head to her beoks again, “leave

nme alone. I'm very busy!”

But Gail did not move. S8he wanted
a quarrel. She wanted to hurt as she
had been hurt. In {hose unpleasant

moods Gail, who never yet had learned
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to curb her {emper or to control her
feelings, just had to have an outlet.
Thaose qulel!y spoken words—the utter
refusal of Janet to be dragged into the
;uw she wished to provoke—goaded
ey,

“Pauper!” she sneered viciously.

Janet took no notice, though her lips
qunered a little—with anger.

“Stuck-up prig!” Gail sneered again.

Janet went on writing, just as if
Gail Greeves Gregory had ceased to
exist,

“ Answer me!” rapped Gail.

But Janet did not answer.

The eyes of Gail Greeves Gregory
gleamed. She felt, in ihat moment,
that all her hatred concentrated on
Janet Jordan—this girl who refused a
quarrel when she was so determined to
provoke one.

Tempestuously she moved forward,

and  then, obeying an uncontrollabla
impulse, lifted a foot.
. There was a crash—a sudden scaiter-
ing of books md’[phapers as they case
caded in a heap. e ink-bottle, spurt-
ing fluid, jumped, and cast a jet on
Janet's blouse.

“ You—you awful thing |” Janet cried.

Up in a moment was Janet, her
olive checks burning now with an anger
equal to that of Gail’s,

From the other girls went up a shout.
Chairs scraped backward. Clara Treve
lyn, her face dark, was on the scene.
She caught the furious Fifth Former
b_y the shoulder,

“Gail! How dare you!”

“Wait a minute !”  Janet stood up.
“T’ll deal with her,” she said quietly;
while Gail, a little appalled at hat
she had done, stepped back. ail,
vou'll pick those papers up!” she caid,
in a low voice,

“I won't!”

"

“Yes you will!” And Janet, dart-
ing forward, seized her arm. he
pointed to the heap on the floor. “Pick

them up!” she repeated insistently.

“ Yes, rather!”

Gail  gritted her teeth. Not for
worlds would she have obeyed thag
order. She wrenched at the hand that
held her arm.

t Janet, if she was slighter thau
Gail, was not the junior swimming
champion for nothing. Janet bad a grip
that could be like iron when she cared
to exert it, and her strong young fingers
seemed to be made of steel. Uail's
eyes flamed.

“Let me go!”

“Not until you've picked up those
papers !

“Yes, and we'll jolly well sce that
you do do it!” Rosa Rodworth sup-
ported.

The face of Gail turned livid, Once
again fury burst its bounds. Her free
mnd swung back.

“Janet, lock out!” shrieked Mabel
ynm.
But Janet was prepared. As the

hand of the deposed Fifth Former swept
round, Janet ducked, and Gail, carried
forward by the impetus of the blow.
went staggering forward.
rash! A roar of laughter went up

as she tripped over the pile and sat
down on the floor.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Berves you jolly well right!”

Then, cutting short the din, 2 sudden
whispered warning:

ave |

But it was too late. Even as they
swung round towards the door, Miss
Valerie Charmant, the mistress of the
Fourth Form, entered.

She entered with a stern look on her
face. Something in ber attitude scemed
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ta suggest that she had seen and heard
Y hing.  Straight up to Gail she

walked, fixing that furicus girl with
& disapproving stare.
s (rai[l

get up!”

“ I ook here—"

“And, please, modulate the

Gail,

tone of your voice!” Miss Charmant
said severely. ;
“She—she pushed me!” Gail hooted,

pomtmg at Janet.

“Why, you—" Clara began.

“Quiet, Clara, please!” Miss_Char-
mant’s face was stern. “Janet did not
push vou, Gail. I saw what happened.
You behaved in a disgraceful manner!
Your attack was unprovoked and
utterly uncalled for! Gail, you will
pick those things up!”

“I won't!” Gail said between her
teeth.

“If you do not, Gail, I shall report

you to the headmistress !

Gail's face flamed.

“Well, go on, report!” she cried
bitterly; while even Miss Charmant

stood appalled at the anger that blazed
upon her face. “I don't care! I'm
sick to death of this school, anyway!
Why should I care if you report?”

“Gail, I demand that you withdraw
those words !”

“I won't!”

“Very well!” Miss Charmant turned
on her heel. “In that case, I shall
fetch the headmistress to wou!”

She went out, her head just a little
gher than usual, leaving Gail shak-
ing. her chest heaving. Babs glanced
at her mntemphluusl\"

“Now you've done it, you idiot!”

“You'll probably be expelled o

(uul laughed harshly.

“T will,” she asked, “will 1?7 T don’t
think, Miss Clever-Barbara Redfern, I
won't wait to be expelled, thanks. I'm
not wanted here, and I don’t want to

stop here. If you think I'd stop in thus
Torm with you and that cat there ™
she gIared vengefully  at Janet
Jordan—" you're making a mistake.
You're all against me, I hate the
Fourth! T hate the beastly school!”

i "Theu get out,” Rosa Rodworth put

‘[ will !” Gail’s face was fiery. “I'll
get out now—right away!” she eried.

“If there’s going to be cspf_vllmg for
me, I'll do it. I'll go, but "—her eyes,
laden with glittering hate, fastened
upon Janet again. “Don’t you think
vou're getting away with it,” she de-
ed violently. “I haven’t f)mﬂlled
vou yet—not by a long way.”
Then fempestuously she strode to-
wards the door. It closed with a
vibrating slam as she went out.

Clara breathed deeply.

“Well, my hat, there's a spitfire for
vou ¥

“Serves her jolly well right!”

“And th t" ilsie Effingham  said
with a sigh, “is the girl we've got to
put up with it. Oh, Jehmh'lnhal. if
u!\l\ she meant what she said !’

Abou“ going, you mean?”
‘ Ves,

But there was a_shaking of heads at
at.  Nobody believed for a moment
Gail Greeves Gregory was serious
that threat. Girls just didn’t walk
it of school of their own accord,
igh everyone admitted that Gail, in
of her “moods ¥ was quite equal to

G

seemed. however, that trouble
2d the new girl, and Babs, who as
of the Form, was rather proud
record. had an unecasy foreboding

Five minutes later the Lell for pre-
paration rang.

“Well, all over,” Babs announced,
with a sigh. Babs was hopmg to finish
her sketch before prep. “Out of the
Common-room, everybody {”

Tagether the lerth strolled out of
the Common-room in ones and twos and
threes. As Babs and Clara, Janet, and
Bessie went out, however, a girl came
along the corridor. It was a girl fully
dressed, a bag in her hand, a proud,
haugl imperious look upon her dark
.t‘:ltm

It ail Greeves Gregory!
Bahs h‘mked
ere, I say, where are you going?
Didn’t you hear the bell?”
“I heard the bell,” Gail said bitingly,
“but I'm not heeding it. I told you,
Barbara Redfern, that I'd finish with

Cliff House. Well, I have. Only I
haven’t finished with you, Janet
Jordan! I'm going!”

Babs blinked.
“But_what—here, stop, you duffer!”
But Gail did not stop. She made a

jab at Babs with her bag as Babs threw
out an arm to detain her, and then at a
run she set off down the corridor end
down the stairs.
The last they saw of her was disap-
f;aﬁiug through the doorway of Big
all.

Tell-Tale Initials

&

OBODY cared very much. Nobody
worried. The general impression
was that Gail Greeves Gregory
was just showing-off. Gail would

be back before call-over, it was con-
fidently prophesied.

s —

“ (GAIL, pick up those papers, please!"
G “No fear ! " she returned, delighting in the

Gail Tooked mocking.

5

But when call-over came, Gail Greeves
Gregory was not in Big Hall to answer
her name. When supper-time appeared
she was not in the dining-hall.  Bed-
time arrived, Still no Gail.

Conviction then was far less certain.

. “Billy idiot1” Clara Trevlyn sniffed
in the dormitory. “My hat, she'll catch
it when she does come back! Serve the
huffy chump right, too!”

That was the general opinion. Ap:
parently Gail was keeping it up. Just
trying, Phyllis Howell said, to get
everybody guessing. Ten to one she
would walk in as as brass to-
morrow morning. The odds were that
she had gone home to her uncle’s home,
Gregory Grange, whichk was situated
near Courtfield, and was spending the
night there.

But in her study Miss Primrose was
frowning worriedly at Miss Charmant.
TFor Miss Primrose had already phoned
up Gail's uncle, Sir Willis Gregory,
only to be informed that he was utterly
unaware of his nicce’s whereabouts.

“It’s extraordinary—extraordinary,”
Miss Primrose said. here can the
girl have got to? Miss Charmant, will
you go down to Friardale Station?
Perhaps they can give you some in-
formation there.”

Miss Charmant went.
an hour later.

“It appears,” she added,
booked a ticket for London.”

“London? ~But where can_she be
going in  London?” Miss Primrose
wanted to know. “She has no friends
or re]nn\ es there, Miss Charmant.”

iss Charmant shook her head.
“That is the information I received,”

She returned
“that Gail

she replied.

hus far, and no farther, was the
mystery of Gail Greeves Gregory
cleared up. Later that night iss

Primrose put a call through to the

i

Janet commanded sternly.

way in which she had at last provoked a quarrel with the girl she so disliked.
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stationmaster at Charing Cross who,
however, could give ker no information.
In the morning, when rising-bell rang,

was still absent.
Iy hat, she really meant it, then,”
Mabs said to Babs.

“ Looks like it.”

“Well, it's her affair.” And Mabs
shrugged. “Can’t say I'm sorry,” she
said. *T only hape to goodness she stays
. All the same—"  And she
wned a little, for if the absence of
£3ail Greeves Gregory was not a cause
for regret, it was certainly a matter for
speculation.

By breakfast-time the whole school
was buzzing with the news. Gail
Gireeves Gregory had  not | returned.
Some there v now who said that she
wonld never come back ; others who, not
readily willing to relinquish their first
jdea, said that she was just playing a
trick.

Tt was wellknown that Gail had
neither fricnds nor relatives in England,
apart from cld Sir Willis—and she was
not exactly popular with him. It was
also known that Gail had not had a
great deal of money in her possession.

“She'll have spent all she had by the

them, she steered a straight course in
their dircetion.
frowned.

“Who is she?” she asked.

But nobody knew. Nobody had ever
scen this girl before. They cyed her as
she eame up, flashing a mt?ler uncer-
tain smile at them. A striking-looking
givl she was, dressed from head to foot
in sombre black, with a pair of com-
pelling dark eyes that glimmered at
them from behind a pair of horn-
rimmed speciacles, and erowned by a
mass of blonde hair.

Diana Royston-Clarke, who prided
herself upon her own blonde tresses,
hobbling on the stick which she still
used to get about, winked kmowingly
at her friend, Margot Lantham.

“Three cheers for peroxide,” che
grinned. < Yoicks! Is she made up!”
Madeup the girl certainly was.
There was powder on her face. Also
lier evebrows had been thinned. Yet,

for all that, there was something shy,
something very winsome about her as
<he halted in front of the juniors,
gazing bescochingly at Barbara Red-

time she got to Londom,” Jean Cart- fern. Babs found herself involuntarily
wright stated. “Which means to say siniling.
B i s e
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she'll be back on the first {rain in this
morning. 'That was due in at Friardale
a quarter of an hour ago. So that
she'll be here any minute now.”

“Oh, I sus-say, let's go and meet her
as she comes in” ssie  Bunter
beamed. “It'll be a ripping idea to
have a snack at the tuckshop while
we're waiting.”

“Why, you've only just had break-
fast,” Clara glared. g

“Oh, really, Clara! i you're going
to throw that in my face, I won't let you
treat me!” Bessie said indignantly.

Not that there was any danger of
that, however. Clara, like most of the
Fourth Form, was “broke,” on that par-
ticular morning.

Still, it was a good idea. Babs & Co.
were interested now. It still required
half an hour for lessons, and as nobody
had anything in particular to do,
Bessie's suggestion was acted upon.

Quite a crowd of girls, in fact, strolled
down with Babs & Co., missing, to
Bessie's great disgust, the tuckshop.

In a group they gathered at the gates.

But no Gail Greeves Gregory was in
sight. The lane, in fact, was deserted,
except for one solitary figure. That was
a girl who was toiling aver the summit
of the hill near Friardale Woods.

A girl slightly taller and older than
an average Fourth Former, who carried
a bn.gﬂin her hand. 8he was not &
Cii ouse girl, though, upon seeing

is this Cliff House School?* the
Ked.

“Why, yes,” Babs agreed.

“On!?  The girl dropped her bag.
She smiled round, as if in relief. “I'm
Ida Walsh,” she explained, “the new
maid—from London.” Her eyes roved
the group anxiously, “Is—is there a
girl—a Miss Janet Jordan here?”

“W that’s me!” Janet cried in

Oh, is it?” The new maid's eyes
sparkled. “D-don’t think it's cheeky of
me to introduce myself, but—but I've
heard about you, Miss Jordan! I know
vour father, and your sister Sheila.
They were always talking about you.
Bui 1 suppose "—wistfully—"you never
heard of me?”

Janct shook her head.

“Ide Walsh? No, I never heard the
name,” she replied. “You used to
work for my father:”

“Yes,” Ida answered. “I—I was one
of the canteen girls. T left your
father’s circus about twelve months ago,
though. When—when it was in the
Midlands,” she added vaguely.

There was a buzz of interest.

It was, everybody, felt, a pleasant if
not a startling coincidence. That
Janet’s father's old servant should now
turn up to do service in his daughter’s
school.

Tt seemed

natural, in consequence,
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that the new maid should single the
Fourth Former out as her own special
protector.

“And now are
here?” Janet aske

“Yes,” Ida Walsh said shyly. * But
—bu I don’t know very much about it,
i_‘ou lknow. It must be gorgeous *—wist-
ully—*“to be a schoolﬁul at a big place
like this. I bet you have lovely times.
I—1 wonder if you'd tell me where
can find the matron?”

Janet smiled again, as the girl picked
up her bag.

“T'll take you to her,” she offered
generously. ‘“Babs, excuse me.” And,
falling into step by the new maid’s side,
she walked on up the drive. “Well,
it's funny meeting you,” she said. “I
do hope, Ida, you'll get on all right.
But why did you leave father’s circus?”

Ida hesitated.

WMy eyos,” she said.

“Oh 1

“Yes; I—I had something the matter
with them., That's why,” 1da confided,

have to wear these glasses, you
krow. I spent weeks and weeks in
hespital, and when was quite well
again, your father’s circus had gone.
Ther 1 was offered a job by someone
who was going to London, and took it.
T stayed with them until last week,
when they went abroad. After that I
pul my name on the books of a domestic
service agency—"

“And you were sept here?” Jaue:
asked.

“Yes.”

“ And how are your eyes now "

“0Oh, they're better—much better !
Tia replied. “I can't see as well as 1

d to see, of course—that is wl.% I
<titl have to wear these glasses. But
at about you, Miss Jordan? How is
vour father and Sheila?”

Janet smiled. Quite naturally, she
found herself talking to this girl.
Jovet had no false pride. She told the
new maid exactly what had happened,
ard exactly what it meant to herself.

“And so, you see,” she added, “if 1
don’t get this scholarship, I shall have
to leave Cliff House.”

«(Qh, Miss Jordan!” Ida =aid, in
may. “But you will get it, won't
il
#T shall do my best,” Janet replied.
#Oh, goodness! You know, I had no
idea things were as bad as that,” the
girl said, “I wish I could help you,
Miss Jordan,  You know, I suppose
it’s rather rude of me, just a maid, to
say it to you, but I like you. You
remind me so much of your sister
Sheila, somehow. She was nice, Miss
Jordan.” .

“Sheila,” Janet warmly affirmed, “is

rfo“ going to work

ono of the best girls alive. Well, here
we are—at the matron's house.”  She
emiled frankly extending her hand.

« And—and I like you, Ida,” she said.
«Jf I can do anything to help you,
please don't hesitate to a: i

“Thank you, Miss Jordan,” the maid

said.

Janet left her then, with new warmth
at_her heart.

Preliminary bell for lessons was ring-
inz now, however, and instead of going
back to the gates she turned into the

school. :

Meeting Ida had once again brought
her father and her sister vividly to
mind, giving her own troubles a closer
poignancy than ever.

She went to her own study—No. T—
which she shared with Tomboy Clara
and Marjorie Hazeldene. There for a
moment she stood at the window, wist-
fully watching Babs & Co., as they
ambled up the drive.
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What a shadow had so suddenly
fallen over her happy life at CHff
Heuse! What a desperate battle she
felt was in front of her, to maintain her
v at the school! Her one hope was
Mizss Fielding's scholarship. If she Jost
that—

But she daven’t lose it—she daren’t!
The whole of her school career, her
friendship with Clara and Babs and the
¥ depended upon it. Bhe must get
through with it! She must keep on
zetting through with it until such time,
at least, as her father had got upon
15 feet again,

She turned from the window, her eyes
travelling to the pile of new books
which stood on the table. Her books,
se—books she had been forced to buy
order to help with her swotting for
holarship.

Every penny she had saved up had
those books cost her. For most of them
had been very expensive indeed. She
must take care of those, treasure them.
She felt suddenly that they were her best
friends.

For if she won her scholarship—then
at least there was no need to worry for
a term. If she did not—

Janet shuddered.

She took the books, carefully shutti
them up in the cupboard. Secogﬁ
lesson bell was ringing then, and she
crailed off towards the class-room, where
most of the Form had already gathered.

After lessons—she knew an inward
aroan—she must get down to her books
again.  Swot, swot, swot—for the
evamination was due to take place a
weelt from now, and so very much
depended upon her. Would she pass?

Tor the thousandth time Janet
Jordan found herself anxiously contem-
plating that.  She had worked hard.
She Delieved she bad a reasonable
chance, though nobody could be too

¢ in an examination of this nature.
or not, the exam was not going
sv. She knew that, and there
siill one or two subjects which
She ‘must work

were st
rather distressed her.
at_those—hard.

But, oh, the toil of it! The heart-
break of it! The suspense !

Yearningly she gazed out of the class-
room window. A bright, sunny morn-
ing. What a morning for a brisk game
of rounders during break, or a merry
scamper round the cinder-track !

Marjorie Hazeldene, in the next desk.
caught her eve, and, as if reading her
thonghts, smiled back sympathetically.

She caught Clara’s glance, and Clara
<hook her head, grinning at the same
time as though telling her to be of good
caecr. A splendid friend! How she
would miss them if she were forced to
leave the old school |

At bresk, in the corridor,
grabbed her arm,

““What about it, Janet—rounders

Janet smiled faintly.
No, thanks, old thing; I've got to
rot.”

Oh, too rotten!” Clara grimaced
her sympathy. “In the studyi” she

Clara

an

asked.
“Yes!”
“Well—"
 Clara pansed. She knew how Janet

d to be alone. Janet seemed to

to work better when surrounded
company.
ar

She liked, she said, to
noise—which, perhaps, was not
neg, seeing that her early child-
ad been spent in the bustle and
a travelling eireus. Being alone—
ring alone—seemed to depress

a_knew that, of course, and, only
aaxious to be helpful and back her

O

KNOW you're always finding

scraps of wool about the house

—left over from the pullover
aunty made father, or from the
rompers mother made baby. And
don’t you often wish there was
some use to which you could put
these oddments?

You do, I know it! And here is
the very idea for which you've been
looking.

Use them to make an unusual
collar and matching searf for your-
self, to sce vou through any chilly
days till summer comes.

(By the way, if you're looking
for an inexpensive and easy-to-knit
idea for a stall at » school or church
bazaar, this is the very thing. For
there’s no cost at all, and the result
is distinetly sell-able!)

MORE COLOURS
THE MERRIER

First gather together all the odd-
ments of wool you can find—2-ply
wool, for preference. It doesn’t
matter if the wools are in every
colour of the spectrum—or would
vou prefer me to say rainbow? In
fact, the more varied they are, the
brighter will be the result, and the
nicer will the collar look on a
simple, darkish frock.

No. 0 necdles are the ones I
select for this: but you can use
others, if you like, of course.

Cast on 21 stitches for the collar
and knit for 20 inches in plain
garter stitch—which is only the
correct lerm for “plain ™ stitch, let
me add. (Your stitehes should
measure about 7 to the inch if the
result is to be the same as mine.)

Cast off, and sew a bow on the
ends of this strip to tie at the front
of your neck.

KNITTED FROM

DDMENTS OF
WooL

What cosild be cosier than this altractive
set of collar and scarf to match ? And

s m.’amfuﬂ too!

Slip the collar around vour frock,
tie the bow prettily, and you'll cer-
tuinly add several shillings to the
frock’s value.

I hope that hasn't used up all the
scraps of wool—for now I want you
to make a scarf to match.

You must cast on 21 inches as for
the collar, but this time knit for 28
inches. Cast off, and sew two big,
hold buttons on the end—and that’s
finished, too.

FOR BEGINNERS ONLY

Now just a sort of postscript for
vou who haven't been knitting very
long. Experts should skip this!

Yon may be wondering how often
vou should use a different colour
wool. There’s no rule about this at
all. But the more varied the odd-
ments, the smarter, as I said at the
beginning.

o if you have a scrap that’s only
two or three yards in length, don't
hesitate to use it, thinking it's too
short, and will mean too many joins.
1t'll add to the knitting’s charm
it only makes two rows of knitt
Dut use longer pieces es well
naturally.

Yon must, if you use many short
picces, remember to do your join-
ing and fastening off neatly—for
vou're going to have plenty of this
to do.

For preference, make your joins
come at the end of a row—even if
it means wasting a stitch or two.
Then—although it's not the way
that knitting is taught, you can
make quite sure of the joins being
fast, by tying the ends in a knot.
Unless you're very good at neat
joins—in which case the two differ-
ent colour wools knitted together
for five or six stitches will add to
the riotous colour scheme.

All elear now?

Another thought comes to me.
How beautifully easy to wash! And
no ironing required, either!

chum up in every possible way, immedi-
ately gave up the idea of the rounders
game she had in view.

“Well, vou know, I don’t think I feel
like rounders,” she said, “And I've got
some lines to do. You wouldn’t mind if
1 worked on one corner of the table,
Janet?”

Janet smiled.

“‘(Clara, you're just trying to be nice.”

“Oh, no, not at all!” Clara protested,
erimsoning.

“You're sure you don’t want to play
rounders

“Well, I've got to get those lines

done, you know,” Clara answered

ovasively,. “And if I get them done
during break that means I can have
more time off after afternoon lessons.
Come on, Janet!”

She tucked her arm in that of her
chum, and, joined by Marjorie Hazel-
dene, the three of them set off down the
corrider. Clara boisterously flung open
the door of Study No. T.

“Well, here we are——

And then, on the threshold, she stood
stock-still, staring like one suddenly
stupefied.

Then she eried out:

“My hat! What vandal's done this?"

“Done what?” asked Barbara Red-



fern, at that moment preparing to enter
Study No. 4

“‘Come and look !”

Babs rushed to the scene. Mabel
ILynn and Bessie Bunter darted after
het.

They saw Janet standing there, her
eyes round, gazing inte Study No. 7,
looking as if she were about to faint.

And then, reaching the door, they
gasped themselves.

“0Oh, great goodnass

“What the—"

“Oh, I say I”

Cause for exclamations!
consternation !

For what a Study No. T
presented !

The whole room reeked of soot, Soot
hung in threads from the ceiling, in
festoons from the pietures. The table,
the carpet, was covered with a thick
layer of it.

“My books!” choked Janet.

Her books, there they were. They had
heen slung ruthlessly, haphazardly into
the fireplace. They had overflowed from
the fireplace on to the inside of the
grate. Obviously they had been dumped
there in one ruthless heap, and con-
sequently, choking the fire, had caused
it to pour its smoke into the room in-
stead of up the chimoey, until finally
it had been strangled out of existence
altogether.

There they lay now, the whole great
pile of them, the top ocnes smothered
and dirty, the bottom one—the one in
the grate, burnt and defaced beyond
recognition,

“Aly books ! shrieked Janet.

She blundered into the room. With
tears in her eyes she stumbled to the
fireplace.  But it was too late then to
undo the vandal mischief which had
been done.

Nearly all those priceless books, so
necessary to her studies, upon which she
had spent every pemny she had saved,
were ruined. These on top of the pile,
if untouched, were grimy and black.

Poor Janet! For a moment she stood
white-faced, dull-eved, her lips quiver-
ing, gazing at the wanton wreck of her
treasures.

The chums, aghast, looked at each
other, though ecach of them was filled
with deep and burning indignation
against the unknown vandal whe had
conunitted this deed.

Babs bit her lip as her eyes went
round the ruined study. DBessie, with
something suspiciously like a sob in her
throat, turned her head. Only Marjorie,
her gentle lips quivering, made a move.

She went across to Janet and Aung a
syinpathetic arm round her shoulders.

“ Janet—Janet, old thing!” she
gulped.

Janet turned.
hardening of her face, she stared at
Babs & Cgc. Her eyes blazed.

“Who did it?” she demanded fiercely.

**0h, kik-crumbs, dud-don’t lul-look at
mum-me_like that!” stuttered Bessie.
“I dud-didn’t, ‘;on know.”

idn"

Cause for

sight

Then, with a sudden

“No, you n't.”  Janet's arms
dropped to her sides. “But someone
did,” she said between her teeth.

“Someone who had a down against me.
Otherwise why should they spoil my
bocks? But who's got a down on me?”
she asked wildly. “Who could hate me
so much as to go to these lengths

“Only  one,” Clara Trevlya
slowly,

“And she?”

‘“‘(iail Groeves Gregory !”

Janet's eyes narrowed.

“But Gail isn't in the school,” Janct
objected. * Whoever did this must have
done it during morning lessons. How
could she——" And then she stopped as

said

Babs, suddenly stepping forward,
stooped, picking up something which
Clara Trevlyn had almost trodden upen.
“What's that?” she exclaimed.

Babs started u{JA Quickly she tock out
her handkerchief and wiped the object
free of soot A silver book match-case
gleamed in her han

“Whoever,” she said slowly “caused
the mess in this study left this behind,
Janet.” She looked at the thing closely,
and then gave a sadden jump. “Oh!
Look 1" ghe eried in a voice vibrant with

.

It

tials

“These
The six of them craned eagerly for-

ward. With fingers that were almost
trembling Babs pointed at the three
initials that were engraved upon the
front of the case

For there could be no mistake about
those initials. Three G’s, each plainly
to be read, with beneath them a smaller
word engraved :

“Bombay 1934.”

“Gail Greeves Gregory,” breathed
Mabel Eynn.  “Then—then she is in the
school, after all!”

;%__ Keeping Her Word
S &

NDISPUTABLE, it seecmed, the

evidence of that fact. No other

girl in the school had three con-

secative names beginning with G.
If there were any doubt about that
“Bombay 193%” unquestionably identi-
fied the owner.

Only Gail Greeves Gregory of the
girls at Clif House School had come
from India. #

“But—but if she’s in the school, where
is she?” Bessie Dunter wanted to know.
“ Nobody’s seen her, you know.”

Janet's eyes glimmered.

“She’s come back,  She said—
remember what she said? She hadn't
finished with me! Tt would be like her
to sneak back into the school, allowing
overyone to think she’s gone for good.
She’s here, right enongh—hiding like
the sneak she is!”

It was a stavtling conclusion.

“But — but__ supposing—-" Babs
frowned. “Wait a minute,” she said
q!mctly, “we don’t want to rush to con-
clusions, If she's got back into the
school she must have been seen,”

“By whom ?”” asked Mabel Lynn.

“Waell, by—by someone.”

“But why?” Mabs asked, and shook
her golden head. ‘“Lasy enough for
her to have got back last night while
the school was asleep. Any girl who
knew the ins and outs of %liﬁ' House
like she did could have dene it.”

“You mean——"" Babs asked.

“I mean,” Mabs replied, her face
taking on a new keenness, “that Gail
came back when the school was asleep.
She’s inside somewhere now—at this
very moment, lying low. She waited
until_we were all in at lessons this
morning before she came here to de-
stroy Janet's books.”

“In ‘which case,”” Clara said grimly,
“we're jolly well going to find her!”

‘“Hear, hear "’
“Yes, rather, you know. Look here,
you girlst Leave this to me——="

But noboedy was leaving it to Bessie.
Nobody even replied to that eager sug-
gestion. They felt, rightly, that they
had arrived at the right conclusion.
Startling as it seemed, Gail Greeves
Giregory had returned in secret to Cliff

ouse  School—and  Gail . Greeves

THE ScRooLGIRL

Gregory was obviously bent
revenge.

Gail had marked Janet down as her

upon

enemy. She had struck her first cruel
blow.
But if Babs & Co. knew it, no

further blows were going to be struck.
The callous cruelty of that action had
aroused the ire in every one of them.
Fond they were of Janet, sympathetic
towards her. They admired her for
the fight she was making against the
misfortunes which had swept upon her,
and which might have utterly over-
whelmed another girl.

Characteristically courageous, Janet
had not flinched. She had accepted
Ler misfortune—had set out to fight
against it

Those were qualities which could not
help but compel admiration. If Janct
was penniless, she still had her pride.
Steadily she had refused every gemer-
ous offer of help which had heen made
to her. She had her own way to
fight, she declared, and she would fight
it

But this—being stabbed in the back
by a treacherous enemy |

Every one of them was up in arms.
While Janet stood, burning eyes and
white-faced among them, they made a
vow-—that {rom that moment not one
of them would know a moment’s rest,
or leave & stone unturned until Gail
Greeves Gregory had been routed out
from whatever hiding-place she was
occupying, and expelied from the
school. And they were going to start——

“ Now ¥ Janet said grimly.

But where to lock—how to start?
That was the question. Babs again
solved the probiem—Bahs, who in these
sort of matters had a cool and calenlat-
ing head, and could usually be relied
uporn.

“It must have happened,” she said,
“between eleven and twelve o'clock
The maids are in the Fourth Form
corridor until eleven, and obviously
Gail wouldn’t have attempted anything
while people were about. It stands
to reazon that she must have been
watching her opportunity.

“Sounds reasonable,” Clara agreed.

“There's also a possibility that while
she was waiting she might have been
seen,” Babs went on. "I vote, there-
fore, that we find the maid who cleared
up this study this morning, and ques-
tion her.  Which,” she added, “is a
chance for you to distinguish yourself,
Bessie. Nip down to the servants'
quarters and bring Sally here.”

Bessie darted off. Tn a few minutes
Sally, the maid, came in. Her eyes
opened with horror when she saw the
condition of Study No. 7.

“0Oh, my goodness! What——"

“8ally, you usually clean up the
Fourth Form studies?’ Babs asked.
“Yes, Miss Redfern; but—but I

didn't do it this morning. You see,
the new maid has the job now.”

“Thanks, Saily! Will you send Ida
along ?”

A few minutes later Ida came. A
very different girl she looked in her
neat blue uniform, her spotless apron
and the white cap which covered her
dyed hair. She looked in amazement
at the study.

“0Oh, Miss Jordan, what a mess!
And I did leave it so nice. What's the
matter? Has the damper fallen in the
chimney 7"

“It has not,” Janet told her. “Ida,
at about what time did you Jeave the
Fourth Form passage?”

Ida thought.

“Well, about a_ quarter-past eleven,
Miss Jordan, You see, I'm not as
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quick as Sally. T shall be, of course,
once 1 get into the work.""
= Did you see an}hodv in the pas-

And then Ida

. now you come_ 1o

ition it. I did,” she added. “A

~a girl about as tall as I am, but

1 jet-black hair.”

chums exchanged glances. The
stion  fitted  Gail  Greeves

T daw her twice,” Ida went on.
'Bnm titnes she was in the passage,
.} Jordan. When I first saw her

nipped into Study No. 6 rather
ick didn’t think anything of if,
urse—it not being my business.
I saw her again Just before I
coming out of Study No. 10. She
laoked a little taken aback when she
saw me, and ran back into the study.”

“Obviously,” Mabs g,m.sscd-v”dud(r-
ing about, waiting until you had gone.
d—and then—""Ida frowned.
know, Miss Jordan, I think 1
her a third time. I couldn’t be
But it was before classes
dismissed. I happened to be
= out of the window in the ser-
quarters, and I saw a girl with

h.:m running  through tlu\
ters in he direction of the ery)
Babs said. "’llmt

“ Yo
saw

quite sure.
were

But she exchanged a look with her
—a rather steely, satisfied look.
| seemad to indicate that she had
ved ail the information she

** Ida hesitated. “Thark
But excase me. It does
terrible. Miss Janet, shall I
- to help me to clean it up?’
vors sweet of you, Ida,”

Sa
“That's
Janet said.
“XNot at all.” Tda said, and smiled
confusedly. “I'd love to do it, Miss

Jordan—for you.”

She beamed at them rather con-
fusediy, leaving Janet smiling rather
rmdarl} in spite of her anxiety. Babs
gl mcarl at her chums.

\\cl], what about Is it
Clara

Gail all

that?

it's right "
Iyn ann(

Blnr]cno put in.
go,” Janet said

]r. he (l‘_‘pi
“Then let's
impatiently.
And off they went, though not before
there had en a hunt round for
torches. They were keen now, feeling
at last they were hot on the trail.
The crypt, of course, would be an ideal
hiding-place for any fugitive girl, far
from the places usually frequented.
oLl het,” Clara Trevlyn vowed,
‘she’s in the old chapsl Have to
-up, !l]mugh it’s nearly time for

In a hody they ecrossed the cloisters.
i as_ usnal, They came at
to the ancient ruins, in the
£ \\huh yawned the cavernous

to the depths of the
below.
¢ their breath, the six
donn one step at a
they collected in the
I'or a moment
ing, but no
Bubs

lock at the chapel
The
ke In

first.”
Ther padded across the floor

ancient chapel, used by the
days gone by, stood away to the left,
zuarded by its massive door. It was a
roomy. lofty apartment, which had been
the scene of more than one thrilling ad-

venture, and was. rumour said, haunted.

Very gently Babs pushed at the door.
1t they stood stifl and tense
old.

For a mom
on the thre

“0Oh, crumbs! T sus-say——" Bessie
gasped.

“Shush 1

“ Anybody in here?” Babs called.

The echo of her voice boomed eerily
back.

“Come on!” Janet eried.

She was the first to push her way
forward, Mabs on her heels. Babs and
Clara followed. Marjorie, aftor a little
hesitation, went after them. DBut Bessie,
torn befween the imminence of the
dinner-bell and the legend of the chapel,
hung uncertainly in the doorway. She

blinked.

“I sus-s
attacked |

—— Ow-wow! I'm being

Help

The Night Alarm

&

€« AIL!" called Babs,
But only the echo of a mock-
ing laugh, followed by the
_sound of retreating footsteps,
ears,
crunibs !
know,

Oh, dud-dear! I
we're shut int”

“Tell us something we don't know,”
Clara said shortly.

“We shall miss
famished !”

But nobody
complaint.

dinner! I'm fuf-

paid attention to that
In the glare of Mabel

TEP by step, scarce daring to breathe lest their presence should be dis-

covered, Babs & Co. stole down

the stairs that led to the crypt. If

Gail Gregory was indeed hiding there, they were determined to surprise her !

For, quite suddenly, Bessie found her-
self flung off her balance. een by
her, a crouching figure had risen from
the shade of a pillar near by. Two swift
feet rushed across the intervening space,
Two out-thrust pushed Bes:
forcibly in the back. Hp Iplessly De:
went tottering forward, \9l]|ng as she
did so. The next moment——

Crash!

"Tlm door !” velled Babs.

“Someone’s ‘-Illll {78

“Oh, my hat!

It was the door! The whole (n’lE'Ll
quivercd as it swung to in the davkness,
There came the ;:undm-r of a key on
the other side, followed by a laugh.

And then a voice ﬂ{JOke#n moc
insolent voice, which they recogr
onee.

“Now perhaps you'll try to find me
again, meﬂm Redfern & Co. T wish
you joy

It w
Gregor:!

0

the voice of Cail Gieeves

Lynn's torch they stared at each other.
doubt now that Gail Greeves Gre-
gory was hiding in the school. Their
suspicions could hardly have been con-
firmed in a more startling fashion.

“We're idiots,” Janet said grimly.
“We should have guessed. Of course
she was here! She Baw us come down.
now—" Her eyes glittered.
the door ! i she suggested.
shing the door was as_hopeless
a task as rushing the solid walls them-
s.  Locked on the outside, it
g ed all their efforts,

They desisted at |

“Well, are we ninni
Clara grunted, “Let's shout !”

They shouted. ]?ml the erypt was
remote, twenty fect deep in the earth.
Nothing short of a violent explosion had
even the faintest possible chance of
being heard above ground.

B

or arca’t weI”

They desisted at last, regarding each
other  angrily. Bessie  complained,
thinking not of the humiliation, but of

the lest dinner. The time by Barbara's
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watch showed that it was half-past one
—which meant that dinner was over,
and in terr minutes girls would be filing
into the class-rooms for lessons again.
But what could they do? Gail, it
scemed, had the last laugh. .
Another half an hour went by. Again
they shouted. Ten-past two then, with
afternoon lessons already in session.
Marjorie groaned.
“0h, my goodness,
Charmant say "
“Well, T jolly well know what T'm
going to say,” Clara vowed grimly.
“T'm going straight to Primmy, and
I'm going to tell her that that cat is
hiding in the school. In the mean-

what will Miss

tim

She stalked savagely across to the
door again. Without uxpec‘smﬁ any-
thing to happen she turned the andle.
And then everybody gasped. For the
door came open !

+ ve jumping cobblestones!”

“Who the—"

But it was obvious what had hap-
pened. )

(iail Gregory, creeping down while
they were in captivity, had unlocked the
door again! .

But that, so far from filling them with
relief, filled them with fury. hat a
trick to play ! Goodness knows how long
the door had remained unlocked—when
all the time they had been fuming
there, unaware that the door to e&csEe
lay open. Would Gail, wherever she
was, be laughing up her sleeve?

“Well, come on!” Babs said re-
<gnedly. “Weo'll have to show up,
1 suppose.”

enthusiasm_they clam-
bored up the steps. Rather ap-
prebensively they trotted into the
school. ig Hall was deserted, but
{rom behind class-rom doors came the
marmur of voices, showing that Cliff
House was hard at work. They reached
the Fourth Form class-room.

“ Better let me do the talking,” Babs
said, with a glance at her chums. :

“No, me!” Janet replied. “Let me,
Babs! After all, it was my fault—in
a way. If it hadu’t been for me you'd
never have got locked up. If there’s
zoing to be any blame attached to this

\Without an

Teai

But that, though sweet of Janet, was
out of the question. They were all in
it, Babs declared. They would stand
or fall together. With an involuntary
movement she pushed open the door of
the Fourth Form class-room.

A gasp went up from the girls as the
truants stood there. Then a gasp went
up fram Babs & Co. For, standing by
Aliss Charmant’s desk, was Miss Prim-
rose, the headmistress.

She swung round sharply as they
entered.

* Barbara !” .
“Oh, crumbs!” muttered Bessie
Bunter.

“Where have you been ?” Miss Prim-
rose_rapped. N

“Please, Miss Primrose, we've been
in the erypt!”

" in(leg? You were aware lessons
had commeneed

“Yes, Miss Primrose.
were shut in the chapel.”

“What? And who was responsible
for this—this apparent joke?”

Babs hcsiun.mf She hated the idea
of sneaking, but under the eircumstances
she felt justified in naming the culprit.
There could be no seruples about shield-
ing a girl who had deliberately sought
to get them all into disgrace. And
there was Janet’s future to consider.

“It—it was Gail Gregory, Miss Prim-
rose.”

But we—we

“(Gail Gregory? What do yon mean,
Barbara 77

Babs went on to explain.

“You are sure, Barbara, that it was
Gail Greeves Gregory 7™

“Oh, yes, Miss Primrose.”

“You did not see her?”

“No, Miss Primrose; but we heard
her voice.”

“You did not,” Miss Primrose sug-
gested gently, * go down to the erypt for
some purpose of your own, Barbara, and
accidentally shut yourselves in  the
chapel 7
“N-no, Miss Primrose.”

“T sec!” But the headmistress didn’t
look convineed. * Barbara, either you
are telling me stories, or someoue has
been playing tricks upon you. Gail
Gregory most certainly did not shut you
up in the crypt, because I bad a tele-
phone message from ler only half an

hour ago. She 1s with some friends in
London.”

Babs looked dazed.

“ But—but——"

“In any case,” Miss Primrose went
on, “you had no business in the crypt
without permission. You are aware, I
take it, that the crypt is out of bounds.
I am very much annoyed. You will
cach stay in halt an hour after lessons
this afternoon, and do me a hundred
lines this evening.” .

Crestfallen and bewildered, the six
went to their places. Bessie Bunter,
however, hesitated.

“(Oh, crumbs! Miss Primrose—"

“Go to your place, ie 1”

“Yes, Miss Primrose,
haven't had my dinner,”
“And I'm starving, you know. You
can’t expect a girl to do lessons when
she’s on the point of perspiration with
starvation.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Bessie, you will go to your place,”
Miss Primrose said unbendingly. i 1
presume, foolish_girl, you mean expira-
tion. 1f you missed dinner it was the
result of your own wilful action, and
you must regard it as part of your
punishment. Now, silence, please !”?

She went out, Bessie, with a groan,
sank into her place, Utterly m-esl%allen,
Babs & Co. took their places, gazing in
bewilderment at each other,

Gail Greeves Gregory was in London.
was she? Then how in the name of all
that was wonderful—

Was it, as Miss Primrose suggested,
some other girl who lad imprisoned
them in the crypt?

But who? And for what reason?

And if that was the case, how to ex-

lain away that matchbox-case which

abs had found in Study No. 77 And
who had been responsible for that
damage there?

Babs racked her brains.
feet so confident now.

But Janet, three desks away, was
looking grim. She, at least, had no
doubts. If Gail Gregory was hiding in
the school, it would be like her to
throw Miss Primrose off the scent. Gail
could easily have slipped out and
phoned up from the box at the cross

She did not

roads. Nothing to prevent her, when
gelting  into  comn cation
Primmy, to say she was in London,

But Janet was worried. With the
destruetion  of the greater number
of her books, and half an hour's deten-
tion and a hundred lines to fill in the
evening, what possible hope had she of
getting on with her studies?

Rather grim was Janet that afternoon,
and inwardly desperation filled her,

Five days to the exam for the schalar-
ship—and she had so much leeway to
make up. But she was going to make
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HanDs CAN

HETHER you have artistic
hands with tapering fingers,
or strong eapable hands,

they must have lots of ecare. For
they tell =0 much about you—even at
a glance.

Tt doesn’t matter in the least
what the shape of vour hands is—
much as.you'd probably like them
to bo worthy of one of the Indian
Love Lyries—‘pale” and *“pink-
tipped like lotus buds —what docs
matter is their whiteness, their
smoothness, and that general air of
good grooming that is as essential
to the hands as it is to hair and
face.
Whiteness needn’t worry vou too
much, though. Some hands are
quite lovely, yet they are human
enough to go red in cold weather
or after such unpoetic work as
washing-up, for example.

KEEPING THEM WHITE

You see, whiteness depends so
much on your circulation. If your
circulation is good then your hands
will be white, though not with
alobaster whitencss which is rather
lifeless-locking—but  with a faint
glow of health to it.

The best way of improving your
circulation is regular exercise. Skip-
ping. exercises, walking, and games
are all excellent, of course. And if
vou enjoy as much of these as you.
can, you'll soon find a difference in
your hands if they were inclined to
be a littie “beefy * befove.

Having got the root of whiteness
for hands, you can now try external
remedies for helping.

Lemon is absolutely unbeatable
for keeping hands white — and
smooth, too. If you keep a half-
lemon by the kitchen sink or in the
bath-room and rub the cut part
over vour hands every single time
you wash them, you'll be absolutely
staggeved at the amazing improve-
ment.

Some of you, though, may find
the lemon a little drying to your
skin, the acid tending to absorb the
natural skin oils.

FOR A SMOOTH SKIN

So you must also add to the
lemon treatment the same treat-
ments as those whese hands always
seem to be rough and wind-caught,
for smoothness is as important as

5.
vou musl remove the rough-
o and only a good grease will
do this. X

Rub some vaseline, or, if you're in
an extravagant mood, some col
eream, well into your hands. This
doesn’t require any elaborate move-
ments or a chart to show you how
it should be done.

Merely smear a generous dab of
cream into your paim and then
massage your hands with this, with
the same actions as if you were
washing them.

It'll soon disappear, yowll find.
And the sconer your skin absorbs
its grease-bath, the more you'll
know it needed it!.

Some soaps tend to be drying for
sensitive ‘hands, so if yours come
under this heading, you should ex-
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reriment and select a soap that
definitely suits your skin—even if it
iz only vour hands.

One with an_olive-oil base, or a
super-fatted cold cream soap, will
be found most satisfactory in the
majority of cases, I think. (Re-
member to avoid highly perfumed
soaps—these generally have a drying
effect.)

Once you have got your hands
into splendid condition, you wmust
keep them that way. A special

hand-lotion of your very own is by
no means an extravagance if hand
beauty means anything to you.

Your chemist will make you up &
most generous bottle of glycerine
and rosewater or cucumber for @
very few pennies, you'll find, and
if you apply this frequently, your
pands will ~increase in loveliness.
Or vou can buy a bottle of an ex-
ceilent hand lotion at your own—
and my !—favourite shop for six-
pence, (I know sixpence sounds a
lot, but 1t lasts for ages.)

The general air of good grooming
of the hands which I mentioned in
the first paragraph is made up of
whiteness and smoothness—and the
rest—

JUST AS IMPORTANT

Spotlessly ¢lean hands—except, of
course, when playing muddy games,
or cleaning dirty shoes !—is the first
rule.

But, in my opinion, even more
important than clean hands—which
simply will get grubby when com-
ing into such frequent contact with
well-worn atlases, or dusty rulers—
are clean finger-nails,

No amount of dust and dirt
around vou will excuse these if
they show a speck of dirt. You
can't carry around a wash-basin and
warm water, but you can carry
around a little orange stick to
smooth under your nails at unob-
trusive intervals.

With nail-tips white and {rimmed
to a nice oval—not an ugly
“straight ” or a just-as-ugly point—
and the cuticles pushed well down
to show your half-moons, you have
the secrets of well-groomed hands.

Oh, and don’t forget to wear those
cloves—whenever you are out of
doors.

it ap. She would make it up! At all
costs she must get through. And since.
apparently, there was no chance of
making it up during the day, she must
make it up during the night.

There was no chance. When the hali
an hour’s detention had finished, Babs
& Co. dragged her off to tea in Study
No. 4. Tea, in consequence of the deten-
tion, was late. It took all the time
between tea and prep to do her lines.
Then preparation itself, then call-over,
followed by supper, and by bed,

At half-past ten, however,
raised her head.

“ Hallo, everybody ! she breathed,

There was no reply.  Everybody.
apparently, was asleep. Rising, Janet
hastily dressed and tiptoed down_the
dark stairs into the Fourth TIorm

Janet

passage.

The school was silent then, all the
girls, including the Sixth, having
retired.

A few mistresses were still up, how-
ever, .and it behoved Janet to be
cautious. Hastily she slipped into
Study No. 7 and shut the door behind
her. ~ She pulled down the blinds and
placed the hearthrug against the bottom
of the door, to shut out any chink of
light that by mischance might escape
into the corridor.

That done, she sighed with relief, and,
draggzing together her damaged books,
settled down to work.

For ten minutes she worked,
steadily and earnestly, a sigh escaping
her lips from time to time, her brows
corrugated in thought,

Then—

Clang! Clang! Clang!

Janet jumped.

Clang!” Clang! Clang! T rrl

“The burglar alarm!” Janet gasped.

The burglar alarm it was. Shrill, in-
sistent, its note rang through the
school.

There were voices outside—shrill, up-
raised voices.

“Where is he?”

“Who rang the alarm?”

““Please—please——" Miss Primrose
this time. “Remajn calm. Miss
Charmant, see that all the windows are
fastened, will you? Miss Bullivant,
examine the door. Miss Keys, come
with me and look into the studies.”

“QOh, my hat!” Janet gasped,
‘Sha stood still, quiverjng. She was
thinking, not of the burglar, but of her
own position. If she was found here—
out of bed at this hour of the night—

“Got out of it, you duffer ! she told
herself.

That, obviously, was the one course
remaining open to her. Hurriedly she
seized her books and rammed them into
the cupboard. Kscape by the corridor
was out of the question, since Primmy
and Miss Keys were obviously in it at
that moment.

But there was the window, outside
which ran a broad sill on which she
could hide until the hue and cry had
died down. Without a second's
hesitation, Janet sprang towards it.

Now—oh, bother this stiff cateh!
Outside she heard the thud of footsteps.
Horrors! Primmy was knocking at the
door. Ugh! Janet exerted one fierce
effort. The window flew upwards.

Bang

From outside came Miss Keys' voice:

“Who is in that room? Open this
door !

Janet bit her lip, her face white.

What should she do now? She was dis-
covered. But no, there was still a
chance !

And even as Miss Primrose, outside,
began to push at the door, which would

I
not easily open owing to the carpet
having got wedged beneath i, she

crawled on to the sill.

It did not occur to Janet in that

moment that she was risking her life.
Tor a moment she stood, shivering a
little in the chi ht air. By stepping
from sill to sill it would be easy, she
reckoned. to reach another study farther
along the corridor, and so make her
cscape.
Gingerly she hoisted hersell on to the
1l of Study No 6, from there to Study
No. 5. Frem there to Study No. 4.
Ah, thank goodness! Babs & Co. had
left the window open. Quict, now,
no more alarms,

Gritting her teeth, Janet lifted the
window. With a soft thud she jumped
breathlessly into the dark interior of
Study No. 4.

Swiftly she closed the window behind
her, passing towards the door. Tor a
moment she stood there, straining her
ears to listen.

Was it safe to risk it?

But suddenly, dramatically, the
question was answered for her, TFor
even as she stood, the door was opened
from the outside.

A hand reached forward, almost touch-
ing her face as she reeled back. The
light went on with a snick, and there,
before her, her face grim, stood Miss
Primrose !

- From Bad To Worse

EN minutes later—
In silence Janet stood before
Miss Primrose’s desk. The head-
mistress’ face was severe,

“You deny, Janet, that you rang the
burglar alarm?”

¢ Yes!” Janet eried defiantly.

“And yet” Miss Primrose said
soverely, “you were the only girl out
of her dormitory. You say, Janet, that
you left your dormitory for the purpose
of secret study, vet when I entered your
study I failed to find any evidences of
that statement.”

Janet bit her lip.

“But it's true, Miss Primrose.”

“You are sure,” Miss Primrose asked,
“you were not actuated by some spiric
of mischief, Janet? I have already once
to-day,” she added tartly, “had cause
to reprimand you upon one point of
mishehaviour, In any case, Janet, it is
my duty to point out to you, even if
your statement concerning to-night's
event is true, that you defied the rules

of the school in  breaking out of
dormitory. You will do twe hundred
lines.”

Janet's heart thudded.

“ But—but Miss Primrose—-7"

“Thank you, you may go.”
Primrose said farily. “And remember,
Janet, I am not at all satisfied with
your conduct at the moment. The next
offence of yours which is brought lo
my notice will be muech more severely
dealt with.”

Janet's lips quivered.
back the hot words that were
them.

It was unfair—unfair! she told her-
self. She was being blamed, not because
she had been up, but because she was
judged to have set the burglar alarm
oing. She hadn’t done that. Even in
er most boisterous mood Janet Jordan
would never have dreamed of alarming
the_whole_school.

Yet, as Primmy said, she was the one
girl in the whole school out of bed.

Miss

But she bit
upom
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Evidence pointed unerrinﬁly to her as
the perpetrator. Somecbody, of course,

had rung the alarm bell.

But who?

The sudden thought that occurred to
Janet made her bite her llr.

But she said nothing. She saw that
protest in any shape or form at that
moment would only make matters worse.
She was in Primmy’s books—no
doubt about that, and burning with a
sense of fury and injustice, she went
out of the study.

Rather listlessly she trailed up to
the Fourth Form dormitory.

The lights were out, but half the
girls were awake. A bombardment of
questions greeted her as she went in.

“Janet, is that your”

“Yos 4

“What was all the fuss about ¥
*Who rang the burglar alarm?”
“Where the dickens bave you been?
Janet explained, as best she could.
My hat ™ Lydia Crossendale entered

the conversation, “But if it wasn't
you, who was it?”

“I don't know !

“Did you see anybodyi” Phyllis
Towell asked.

0.
“But it must have been somebody,
you know,” Bessie Bunter put in.
mean, burglar-alarms don’t ring them-
selves.”

“Perhaps it was Primmy herself,”
Jemima chuckled, “having a little joke
on the school.”

The idea of the austere Miss Primrase
playing jokes of that description tickled
the lourth, DBut that by no means
solved the mystery, though in Janet’s
own mind there was no doubt as to
the identity of the culprit.

The more she thought of it, the more
convinced did she become. Gail Greeves
Gregory had scen her enter Study No, 7.
Gail, pursuing her campaign of revenge,
had set the burglar alarm going,
knowing that she would inevitably be
eanght,

“Very well,” she vowed to herself,
“if Gail was in the school—"

Strong confirmation of that suspicion
came next morning. That was when,
before breakfast, she entered Study
No. T to find Ida Walsh standing by
the window. The new maid's face,
powdered as usual, was ve: 3,

rio

“0h, Miss Jordan——"" she came
forward impulsively. T heard about
what—what  happened,”  she said
hesitantly,

Janet drew a deep breath.

“And T think it’s a shame—a wicked
shame,” Ida broke out indignantly.
“ Because, of course, you never rang the
alarm, did you, Miss Jordan?”

‘I didn’t,” Janet said, with a com-
pression of the Jips, “But I'd give a
lot to know who did.”

“Yeos, Miss Jordan, that's what I
ihought, too.”” Ida hesitated. “And—
and with the idea of secing if I could
find something out, I went to the buy-
glar-alarm this morning.” She paused,
and then from her pocket she drew out
a small, lace-edged handkerchief. “T
don’t know if this will help, Miss
Jordan, but T found it on the floor.
Tt did oceur to me that the girl who
rang the alarm might have dropped it.”

She held it out. Janet, with a pene-
Iralin%' look at her, took it.

She looked at it, but there was nothing
extraordinary about it. A score of girls
at Cliff House School used handker-
chiefs of which this might be a_replica.
There were no initials and no laundry-
mark. But— i

Very slowly Janeh lifted the hand-
kerchief to her nose. She sniffed, and
then she sniffed again—more sharply.

She flung a queer look at Ida.

“Thank you, Ida,” she said gently.
“That was very thoughtful of you.”

“Is—is it any good?” Ida asked.

“1 think so—yes.”

“Oh, Miss Jordan, I'm so glad.”

Janet smiled softly,

“You're a gocd sport, Ida,” she said
softly. “A good sport. Thanks again!
And—and kecp your eyes open. If you
see that girl with the black hair again,
come and tell me,”

“1 will, Miss Jordan—the very minute
I see her.”

“Good !

Ida went out, a smile on her lips.

But had Janet observed it, there was
a gleam in her bespectacled eyes which
might have made her wonder a little.
But Janet was too excited now to wonder
anything. For that handkerchief-—the
handkerchief itself told no tale, but
the perfume upon it—

Straight to Study No. 4 she rushed,
there to find Babs and Mabs, who had
just come down. They stared at her

as, Aushed and guivering, she entered.
“Why, Janet——" )
“Babs, smell that,” Janet cried

dramatically. “Tell me—whose perfumae
is that?”

She flung the hanky across the table,
Babs, with a wondering look, picked it
up. She sniffed, and then a startled
light shot into her eyes.

“Why, my goodness! It was the

Indian’ stuff that Gail Gregory used.”
No question of that.
with it.

Mabs agreed
Everybody knew that peculiar
It was a special blend w
sonally imported from Bombay.
Iling, rather sickly perfume
¢, with a penetrating aroma whicl
more than once had caused pointed
comment.

“That,” Janct told them, “was found
b{ Ida Walsh near the burglar-alarm.
1t that doesn’t prove that Gail Gregory
kad something to do with last night's
scare, I'll eat my hat. She's in the
school fooling everybody. She's here to
get her own back on me.”

Babs and Mabs looked stunned.

“Bui—but the telephone message—
from London.”

Janet laughed contemptuously,

“Supposing,” she asked, *I went out
into Friavdale Lave. Supposing I ranz
vou up and said T was speaking from
You'd believe

1

London § it. wonldn't

you

‘hy, of course,” Babs said.
“And’ that,” Janet answered con-
temptuously, “is exactly how Gail
diddled Primmy. I tell you she's here,
Babs. She sent that message to put
Primmy off the scent. She's lying low
somewhere, and she's Iying low in this
school.  She means to mess up my
scholarship chances, And—-" then she
stopped, swinging round fowards the
door as it epened.

Tt was Clara who entered, Clara, her
face alive with excitement.

“] gay, I've found something.”

“What ¥

“This.” And on the table Clara put
down a handkerchief, identical with the
one which, at that moment, rested in
Babs’ hands. “Niff it, Babs, and tell
me who that scent belongs to.”

“ But—but where did you find it ?”

“In the governors’ passage. It was
shut in the deor, wedged between the
door itself and the framework. Just as
if,? Clara added quickly, *somebody
had bolted there in a hurry and had
dropped it while she was shutting the
door, shutting the hanky in at the same

time.

The four looked at cach other askance,
Tn the face of each lively excitement
was working now. Lach mind leapt
to the instant conclusion. What a
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ripping hiding-place for any fugitive
the governors’ room would make! What
a splendid place in which Gail Greeves
Gregory could lie low !

For the governors’ room was the one
deserted apartment in the whole of CLff
House School. It was a room entered
only by tho servants and the head-
mistress and the governors themselves.

oreover, it was a room with the
one remaining secret passage known to
be in existence at CLiff House, and a
room used only on such occasions as
when the board met at the school.

For many weeks together it was en-
tirely vacant, In the scerct passage in
that room a girl might hide for months
and months, without anyone being the
wiser,

But the room, also, was out of
bounds. Dire punishment awaited those
who, unbidden, entered it.

Janet's eyes blazed.

“Then,” she said,
going to the governors’ room!
Babs, don’t you come.”

“Oh, rabbits I said Babs.

“But I don’t want—"

“Janet,” Clara said, “pipe down.
We're your chums, aren’t we? We
stand or fall together in all things,
and if yowre going to the governors’
room, we're jolly well going with you.
Qr, perhaps, on second thoughts,” she
decided, “it would be better if you
stayed here and left the nosing around
to Tus,"

“I'm jolly well
No,

t flushed.
* Letting you ﬁgh!; my baitles for
me? No, thanks!”

“But the schol—" Mabs cried.

“Well, what about the schol?”

“Janet "—Mabs was very serious—
“don’'t be & goose. You're in_ bad
odour with Primmy as it is.  If—if
things should happen—though I can’t
sea what—it would be better for you
to be left out of it. You've got more
lines than you can do as it is.”

But Janet shook her head.

No: DI'm coming,” she said
staunchly. “It’s my affair.”
And so she had her way,

Not  without misgivings was the

movernors’ room approached, Babs led
the wav, casting a quick look to right
and lefr as they entered the corridor.
No one was about, and, as luck would
have it, the key was in the door of the
room. Babs turned it, flinging the door

open.

“Quick, inside!” she hissed.

Into the room they all bundled, clos-
ing the door after them.

A long low, beautifully furnished
apartment, with an exquisitely carve
fireplace and walls hung with priceless
old masters, the governors' room pre-
sented its severe, dignified interior to
their vision.

In the centre of the 100om hung a
heavy alabaster bowl, believed once
upou a time to have terved as a fruit
dish at the E)xt]acc of Nero, presented
to the school by an old-time scholar,
and converted into a lampshade.

“Well, here we are,” Janet said im-
patiently.

“Don’t see any sizns of her,” Clara
murmured.

“Well, she’d hardly be on exhibition,”
Mabs said. “Let’s try the secret
passage. That’s the panel there—next
to the fireplace,”

They tiptoed across the room.

Behind  ihem, unnoticed, the door
opened. A girl looked in. She had a
cricket ball in her hand, and on her
face was a spiteful grin of glee.

Her dark eyes flamed as she saw the
girls.

But the girls, intent upon their quest,
did not see her. Every nerve was
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concentrated upon the panel. But sud-
denly Janet, who was in the rear,
heard a sudden sound. She whisked
round just in time to see the door
closing.

And then—

“Look out!?”

Crash!

Unerringly the cricket ball flew to
its |lmu‘le7the priceless white alabaster

owl.

There was a splintering crash. Just
in time Babs pushed Clara out of the
way while the priceless alabaster shat-
tered before their eyes. .

White to the lips, the girls stared.

“Oh, my hat!”

“Who did that?”

“How—"

Janet’s eyes flamed. She leapt for-
ward and picked up the cricket ball,
which had rolled at her feet, 3

“This is how it was done,” she said.
“f saw the door. Some girl threw the
ball from the door. She must have
spotted us. She must—" And then
her face grew grim. “Gaill” she
breathed. “It was she!”

“ But—" .

“Oh crumbs, come cn—no ‘buts’1”
Clara cried. “If anybody connects us
with this, somebody will be sacked.
Primmy will just go crazy. Primmy
will—"

And there the words froze upon her
lips. Tor the door was open, and in
the doorway stood, not Miss Primrose,
but Miss Keys, her eyes wide with
horror,

I3 Jn‘zr, you will remain behind.”
Miss Primrose =aid sharply.
“Barbara, Clara, and Mabel, you wmay

She was still white with anger, and
the chums’ ears still burned from the
ten minutes’ lecture of which they had
been the recipients,

“You will each, as I have told you,
do two hundred lines, and a special
detention on the next half-holiday. But

you, Janet——"

Babs gulped. )

“Please, Miss Primrose, it was not
Janet's fault 1”

“1,” Miss Primrose informed her

acidly, “am the best judge of that,
Barbara. Please go.2

“Please, Miss Primrose—"

“If you do not go this very moment,”
:he headmistress threatened, “I1 shall
double your imposition.”

The three turned away with one pity-
ing look at Janet, who stood there
quivering, her face white, her shoulders
bowed as if to receive a blow.

“ Janet "—Miss Primrose spoke more
harshly than Janet had ever heard her
speak before—*this is the last—the
very last time I warn you. It is very
nlain to me that you are the ringleader
n this wanton outrage. I must say
thar T am shocked beyond measure at
vour conduct of these last two days.
You had no business in the governors’
roam. On vour own admission, to
trespass in that room was your ides.”

Janet breathed deeply. i

“1 pr ir idea was to indulge
in soine bear-garden game away from
vour fellows. You see what has hap-
pened ! I can't ask your father to
repair the damage, knowing his circum-

THE

13

HOME-LOVING GIRL

She had lots of good points—but she didn’t give herself a chance

HEXN Ann Colman first went to the
school where Yeronica and the
others attended, it looked as if

she’d be enormously popular.

Above all, Ann was kind. She’d mind
the odd rackets during a fennis mateh ;
she’d find a lost girdle in the most amazing
way ; she'd fetch glasses of water, or keep

4 seat.
Naturally, Ann was often asked out to
hﬁ other girls in her class. When at
first she said No, they thought she was shy.
But when she continued to say No, well—
they just ceased to ask her.
to Veronica one da:

she thought her duty was to go home and
y there.
She was guite happy about it. Ann
loved the wireless, the gramophone, and
reading to her small brothers. She hadn’t
time for golzag out, she said,when there was
80 much to do at home. g
Veronica, who always gave the impression
hat she was rather gay and carefree,
couldn’t understand.
She protested that she often helped
with the washing-up at home, a.m{ E0mE-

“ I can't think why wyou don't get out
more, Ann,” her motler said to her at
ten o'clock. ** No, don’t bother about the

es, dear ; I can do those later.”

Ann suddenly realised that she was not
hearing these words for the first time,
course, her mother had often said little
things like that.

= !” Ann gave herself a
shake, Of course mg:ther didn"t mean it ;
she herself was extra-conscious of the words
to-day because of that concert.

As if mother ecould possibly do without
her.  And Ann went upstairs to get the
pull-over she was making for dad.

Naturally, Ann went to the door when a
knock came at eleven,

“ Postman,” she thoughf, and called :
“I'll go, mother| ™

little

THE SHOCK SHE NEEDED
It wasn’t the postman, It was Veronica.
I say, is your mother in ? " she asked

Anp.
Mrs. Colman came to the door.
*Mrs. Colman,”

times mended her own she
always found time to attend Saturday
afternoon hockey matches, or Sunday
afternoon *‘ hikes ™ that were plinned
by the girls at school.

ANN EXPLAINS

“T think mother likes me to be at
home, as I'm the eldest,” Ann said. 1
don’t know what she’d do without me. I
knit jerseys for the boys, warm dad's
slippers and all that sort of thing—so you
can see I don’t get much time.”

Veronica did see. That was different,
of course, She felt a little sorry for Ann.

Then gradually gshe was forgotten, Not
in school, of course—but out of school.

nn adored music—classical music.

‘There was a sclieme at school whereby
twelve girls conld attend the final rehearsals
of a series of wonderful concerts at the
King's Hall.

Tickets on the opening nights were not
less than flve shillings, and the most

what sort of concert it was. (The
schoolgirls did not Lave to pay anything,
of course.)

Veronica was golng; although she
wasn't keen on music, her mother said she
shouldn’t miss the opportunity, Nellie was
going, 50 was Susan and so was Wini 9

In fact, nearly all Ann’s class.
they didn’t even mention it to her.

Ann would have given anything to go
—but she felt she was wanted at home on
Saturday mornings, to do the shopping
and help with the weck-end cooking.

HER FIRST REGRET

For three whole weeks her. heart ached
at the thought of the concert, and for the
first time since she remembered, she wished
she were more like Veroni

But it was no ﬁood; the twelve girls
were decided on, It was too late for her
to go even if she could be spared from
home.

At school on Friday all was excitement.
Anpn heard the party discussing for the
last time where they should meet; how
tlnl;!‘y'd cateh the tram and then the bus—
and how they’d enjoy it.

That Saturday morning was the most
miserable Ann had ever spent.

But

it
if you could spare Ann.
p the number !

course,” she sald. “ I'd
Jove Ann to go, 1'm zlways saving she
spends much too much time indoors,  And
the silly girl simply refuses to go out.
very kind of you, dear.” She turned to
her daughter. n get your hat
and coat on, Ann

Ann was 50 overjoved, she hardly
thought of what her mother had_said.

The concert was sheer heaven to her,

nu remembered her mother’s words
after it, though.

“ Mother dear, I thought you liked me
to help you about the house,” she said that
afternoon.

Her mother kissed her.

* Darling, I do,"” she said gently. * But
no one is indispensable, you know, and 1
g(;i:'t want my eldest daughter to grow—

Ann hugged her,

“You'rc right,” she said.
growing dull. And
now what a nuisance I must have been
to you at times, Wasn’t it sweet of Nellie
to have a cold ? ™

‘* Bad girl ! " Mrs. Colman chided fondly.
“ Now Emrhups you'll go and see her while
she’s ill. Meanwhile, what about; inviting
that cheery Veronica to tea next Saturday?”

“0b, I'd love to!™ Ann said,

stances, but my patience iz strained,
Janet—very. With the other culprits,
you will do two hundred lines, mak-
ing a total of four hundred in all
With them vou will be gated for the
next half-holiday. In addition, Janet,
I shall report this outrage to your
father, reluctant as I am to distress
him in the midst of the worries he is

vandal who had been the cause of her
downfall.

She clenched her hands as she walked
along the corridor. i

Gated! Four hundred lines! A note
to her father! Oh, heavens, what had
she done to deserve all that? And
her chums—

no doubt experiencing at this moment.

“ An "—sl-f’ee gazed at the white-faced
girl—I must warn you, Janet, that
vour next offence will compel me to
remove your name from the scholarship
list. Now go!”

Janet went, crestfallen,
but raging inwardly against

humiliated,
the unseen
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1 Janet Jordan had met the girl
vhe believed to be her secret enemy at
that moment, it would have gone hard
ndeed for Gail Greeves Gregory.

She was trembling as she entered
Study No. 7 again—a study empty at
she moment, for Clara, in company
xith Babs and Mabs and Marjorie and
PBessie, was in Study No. 4.

Tour hundred lines! Her examina-
tion to swot for!

She couldn’t do it—she couldn’t !

But she must—she must !

But if she should meet Gail Greeves
Gregory—— 2

But that, Janet decided, was out of
the question. If she was to find time
for extra study, she must make time.

There and then she drew impot paper
towards her. Frantically she began to
wrile. DBreakfast-bell went, but she did
not heed. Furiously she scrawled on.
There, that was one page—thirty of
them. But, oh, heavens, ancther three
hundred and seventy !

Never mind! Stick it, Janet!

Janet stuck it. Three pages. Get-
ting on. Her back ached, her throat
felt sore, when suddenly behind her the
door opened. She did not turn, did
not look round. Feverishly she scrawled
on,

Then a sneering voice spoke:

“What about it now, upstart#’

If Janct had been stung, she couldn’t
have jumped more suddenly. Down
went the pen, back with a crash went
the chair as she flung round, just in
time to see the door close. I"]nr the
~gice— It was the voice of Gail
Greeves Gregory |

“You cat!” she choked.

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a mocking laugh
from the corridor.

Tn a moment Janet, her face flaming,
was across the study.

She jerked the door cpen and plunged
into the passage, just in time to see the
hem of a flying skirt disappear round
the corridor.

“Come back!” she yelled.

But the flying figure did not come
back. Janet set off down the passage.
Like the wind she ran, determined at
all costs to come to grips now with
her persecutor.

At a breathless speed she rounded the
corner, never noticed that the door of
Study No. 1 was in the act of closing,
and never suspecting in that furious
moment that her quarry had slipped
into that room. Along t%o passage she
went, round the next corner.

And_then—erash |

Bodily she hurled herself into some-
one. She gave a gasp. The someone
went reeling against the wall, all the
breath knocked out of her body, and
Janet, too blind for the moment to
notice who it was, flung herself on top
of her.

A voice came from beneath her:

“Janet, release me—at once I”

And Janet obeyed that injunction as
if her victim had suddenly become red-
hot. She stared in horror,

“Miss—Miss Primrose!” she gasped
faintly.

For Miss Primrose it was—-M
rose considerably shaken, a Miss
rose in an overpowering, quiv
temper.

The headmistress looked at her
quivering lips.

“80,” she said clowly, “it is you
again, Janet, What is the meaning of
this disgraceful escapade ?”

Janet’s heart seemed to turn io celd
stone within her. She had been warned.
Next time, Miss Primrose had said—

Janet felt as if she must faint. This
was the end |

with

When All Seemed Lost

9

T wasl
Morning lessons in the Fourth
Form class-room had been in pro-
gress_ten minutes before Babs &
Co. saw Janet again.

The fact that Miss Primrose had
failed to take assembly in Big Hall that
morning showed that dire things had
been happening to Janet Jordan, who
all the time had been shut up with
the headmistress in her study.

Janet came in. A little sigh went up
as the Form saw her. White was her
face, her dark lashes showing only too
plainly the evidences of recent weeping.

She looked listless, spiritless, all the
life gone out of her.

Marjorie, at the mere sight of her,
bit her lip. Even Lydia Crossendale
looked sympathetic.

“My hat, she’s been through-it!” she
whispered to Freda Ferriers.

“Poor kid !” murmured Leila Carroll,

“ Janet, you will go to your place!”
Miss Primrose’s tones were flintlike,
“Miss Charmant, I have to report you
to keep a special eye on Janet Jordan.
Recent exhibitions of her conduct have
convinced me that she is the unruliest
girl in the Form. Meantime, 1 am
writing to Miss Fielding immediately,
to tell her that Janet's name Iis
removed from the scholarship list.”

“Qhb, I say!” cried Clara Treviyn.

“Clara, did you wish to speak ?”

“1 do, yes.”” Clara stood up. “Miss
Primrose, I don’t think that’s quite
fair, We girls know Janet isn't to
blame—"

“Clara, you will take a further fifty
lines for impertinence. Allow me,”
Miss Primrose said frigidly, “to con-
duct my own affairs. It is not onl,y
fair, Clara, it is lenient. Had Janet's

past record been less meritorious, I
should have unhesitatingly expelled
her 1*

Clara, her face fiery, sat down,

More than one head turned to regard
Janet Jordan, with that rigid, white,
unearthly pallor on her face.

Babs clenched her hands. 1Mabs
shook her head. Jemima, leaning
across, whispered :

“Chin up, o!d Spartan! Remember
it’s the darkest hour before the dawn.
Oh, I beg your pardon, Miss Charmant!
Did you speak to me?"’

“1°did! I said twenty lines for talk-
ing in class, Jemima,” Miss Charmant
replied, looking a little shaken herself
as the Head weni out. “Now, please
pay attention |”

Everybody paid attention—except
Janet. Janct sal motionless, like a
figure carved cut of stone. She couldn’t
realise it yet—not fully. Cast out of
the scholarship—her one remaining hope
of remaining at Cliff House gone!
Gail Greeves Gregory had done her
work well, she reflected bitterly.

Janet could have wept, bul she
didn't. But she shrank from the pro-
spect which awaited her.  This term
was to be her last at Cliff House—her
last! Oh, it was heartbreaking !

Good-bye tc Clara and Marjorie!
To Babs aad Mabs and dear old
Bessie |

Cood-bye to Leila and Jemima, Jean
Cartwright and Peggy Preston and
Phyllis Howell—all those dear, jolly
chums who had made her life so happy,
with ;vhom she had had such topping
times
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Oh, no, no!

Yet it must be. Gail had done this!
No turning back now, no more good
times. She was an outcast, disgraced in
the headmistress’ eyes thou to be
sure, she still had the sympathy of her
chums. If only—oh, if only the past
could be wiped out!

Miserably she sat through morning

session Miss  Charmant, perhaps
vealising what was gomg on in her
mind, did not trouble her. Almost the

whole morning Japet sat in that still,
dreadful attitude, looking neither to
right nor left. The class pitied her.

At break—a welecome event in a da
that proved to be unbearable—she foun,
herself surrounded.

“ Janet, old thing I”

“ Janet—""

“ Janet, we're frightfully sorry

“Can we do anything 7

Janet wearily waved them all aside.

“Please, pleass,” she said tremu-
lously, “don’t—don’t bother me! Let
me be alone.”

It was the first time Janct Jordan
had made such a reqaest as that. Out
of deference for her wishes the Fourth
fell back. Babs bit her hip

“We've got to do something,” she
said, "“We can’t let her go on like
this I

Bt

“Qhe had a good chance for the
schol, too,” Jean Cartwright put in. “I

now. I overheard the Charmer say,
two days ago, that if anybody would
come through with flying colours, Janet
Jordan would. It's a shame—a beastly
shame ! she burst out. “The school
won't be the same without old Janet.”

“And the swimming champion-
ship—" Clara grcaned.

The chums were in despair. If it was
dreadful to Janet to think of losing
them, it was no less dreadful for Babs
& Co. to think of losing her.

“We’re going to try,” Bahs said.
“All of us. We sll know that Janet is
not to blame. It's true what she says—
that cat Gail is somewhere in the school.
It's. Gail who worked this, and Gail
who'll go on working it. It's up to us.
Whao's for seeing Primmny

“Hurrah !’ cheered Clara.

uite a crowd were for seeing
Primmy. Babs, Marjorie, Jemima,
Bessie Bunter, Leila Carroll, Clara and
Rosa Rodweorth. Margot Lantham and
Diana Royston-Clarke volunteered at

nce.

But, as Babs said, Primmy wouldn't
like to see half the Form, and finally
it was decided that Babs herself, Clara,
and Marjorie should make up the

party.

They tripped off, to find Miss Prim-
rose getting ready for going out when
they reached her study.

“Well, what is it?” she asked, rather
impatiently.

“Please, Miss Primrose,
Janet,” Babs began. :

The headmistress’ face immediately
set.
“] am sorry, Barbara. I have no
time to stay discussing that question !”

“But, please, Miss Primrose, listen to
us!” Babs went on desperately. “We
came on behalf of the whole Form,
Miss Primrose, we don’t want to lose
Janet, and we all feel that Janet has
been made. the victim of some enemy,
working in secret. A girl,” Babs got
out dospemtely, “who is hiding in the
school ¥

“Barbara, are you still trying to tell
me that Gail Greeves Gregory is here 1%

“Yes,” said Babs.

“Then,” Miss Primrose said, “kindly
dismiss the idea. Less than ten minutes

it’s about
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ago I was in telephonic communication
with her.”

“ But—but—" Babs stammered. She
was determined to speak. *“Miss Prim-
rose, don’t you see?” she asked desper-
ately. “You're being trickedl That
message wasn't from London, it was
from the telephone box outside I”

“Indeed I Miss Primrose pulled on
her gloves. “You seem rather sure of
yourself, Barbara, I, too,” Miss Prim-
rose pursued, “do not jump to conelu-
sions, Barbars, 1 had the presence of
mind, if it will ease your own mind,
to ask the telephone operator, after the
call had come through, where exactly it
had been telephoned from. She gave
the address of & call box in Maida
Vale, London.” N

“But we've found things belonging to
Gail I” Babs cried.

“No doubt. Others have found them,
too,” Miss Primrose frigidly interposed.
“One of the maids—the new maid, I
belicve it was—discovered a bundle of

letters belonging to Gail in the Third
Form mmen-room this morning. I
do not know how they got there, but
very obviously Gail left them behind.
A brooch of hers was also found in this
very study. The girl seemed to have a
habit of leaving her things about.”

“8o that,” as Clara said bitterly,
“was that 1”

Primmy had all the answers
Despairing, Babs & Co. left, puzzled
and bewildered.

If what Miss Primrose said was right
—and obviously it was—then their own
clues just didn't count. Gail could
hardly have phoned from London and
been at Cliff House at the same time.

But what about the voice? Who, if it
wasn't Gail, had imprisoned them in the
crypt? Who had thrown the cricket
ball at the alabaster bowl in the
governors’ room?

“Well, I'm beaten,” Clara confessed.
“PBut that doesn't alter things. Janet’s
still in the soup.”

the schoole

he watching girls saw her rush to the boy’s assistance.

Janet was! It was just heartbreak-
ing to see her white face in afternoon
class, With some idea of cheering her
up, Babs, Mabs, Leila Carroll, Clara,
and Marjorte accompanied her to
Study No. T after lessons.

“*Janet, old thing—"

Janet moved to the window.

“0h, please—"

“Janet, buck up!” Jemima urged.
“Chin up, old thing! The end of the
term’s not yet—what! And until it
comes there’s hope! Though I must
say,” she added thoughtfully, “that all
this strikes your little Jimmy as very
queer. Janet, you're sure it was Gail?”

“Deadly, positively certain1”

“But the telephone message—"

“Those,” Janet said, between ler
tecth, “are fakes If those messages
came from London at all, she must have
got someone to ring up, and * Bhe
started suddenly. “My hat, look 1” she
cried. “If that isn't some more of her
work 1"
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“What 7

“The pets!”

There was a rush for the window at
once. Janet, with quivering finger, was
pointing down into the quadrangle, and
at once the chums saw the cause of her
exclamation.

The quadrangle seemed to be filled
with dogs!
“What

Carroll.

“My word, look! They're loose !”

It was at once evident what had hap-
pened. Someone had obviously left the
door of the Pet's House open—and the
dogs had not lost their opportunity to
snatch a few minutes’ freedom.

They were all there—Janet’s little
CGyp, Clara’s Alsatian, Babs' Brutus,
ané) Jemima’'s mongrel, Tramp. In a
vapping, barking mob they rushed
vound and round the quad, joying in
this unexpected romp.

And, just as luck would have it, at
that moment the butcher's boy from
Triardale came along, carrying a tray

of meat.

“QOh, great goodness! Look!”

No need to look. The dogs, scenting
the meat he carried, were upon hini.
With a gleeful howl the whole pack
converged upon him while the boy, sud-
denly frozen with terror, stood wide-
eyed.

The dogs meant no harm, but he was
not to know that. As Pluto leapt he
kicked out with his foot.

It all happened in the fraction of a
second. Pluto gave a_velp as he was
flung back into the midst of the other
dogs. The pack velped again; threaten-
ingly, they surged forward, while the
boy, frantic with terror, swung his tray.
Then suddenly, from nowhere it seemed,
darted a Dblonde-headed figure.

It was Ida Walsh!

She had a broom in her hand.

What Ida did then was courageous, if
foolish. Without hesitation she plunged
into the midst of the dogs. Brutus she
cuffed ; Pluto, as he was about to spring,
she caaght by the collar in mid-air, at
the same time catching him & resound-

on earth!” gasped Leila

ing thwack across the flanks. Pluto
howled.
«Brrr! Bad dogs'! Go! Gol!”

1da cried, and shooed them off towards

the gate just as Miss Bullivant, rustling

in surprised indignation from the

schoolhouse, appearcd on the scene.
“Qh, great goodness!” gas] d Mar-

jorie. " Look! They're scattering

through the gates!”
«

“They're making for the road !” Babs

cried.
“Pluto " yelled Clara.

“«Gypt”

“Brutus 1”

“Come on! If those beggars run
into the road, they might get killed.”

Pandemonium then. Anxiety for their
pets suddenly took the place of every
other emotion.

Janet, who was particularly fond of
her Gvp, as Clara was of her Pluto,
turned quickly, Bhe was the first of
them to_leave the study, the first down
the stairs and into the quad. She
shouted desperately, heedless of Miss
Bullivant’s impg’riuus cries:

“Gs‘gl Gyp!

. At the gates Gyp turned, tongue loll-
m%f, eyes gleaming happily. He gave a
yelp.

“Wowp !”

“ After them !” cried Clara.

“Who let them out?”

Janet Tan desperately. Out into the
road she went, velling at the dogs,
wheeling in the direction of Friardale.

There came the sudden sound of a
motor-hern.

&(Oh, my hat, they'll be run over !”

“ Quick 1"

But no need for that.
running as hard as they could now. But
none ran harder than Janet, at the
head of the crowd by a good ten yards,
Now she was near the gates, was
through them.

At the seme moment came a shriek.

Squec-ecak ! came the sound of brakes
hastily applied. Javet was just in time
to see a big saloon car coming along at
a fair pace from the direction of Friar-
dale village.

She saw the dogs, almost under the
wheels of ihe car—she saw the chaui-
jour's suddenly white face
perately le pulled at the wheel.

Round shot the car, mounted the
embankment, and then, with a crash,
overturned, ﬂi::gix:lg the chauffeur
heavily into the road. The dogs yelped
in terror.

«Qh !” gasped Janet.

Tor one moment she stared, stupefied
with horror. There came a cry, &
scream. She saw petrol spurting from
the engine. She heard an explosion as
the petrol tank burst open, and then—

A flash and a roar! The car was on
fire!

Desperately Janel sprinted. She had
forgotten the dogs now. Babs & Co.,
arriving at the gates at thab moment,
were just in time to see the catastrophe.
With a shout, they tore in her wake.
But Janet was there first, staggering in

Everyone was

the rushing volume of flames that
suddenly shot up. g
She saw, for one dreadiul instant, the
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face of Miss Primrose, one hand raised
as she beat on the top of the car inside.
en—

What happened?

Janet did not know. She saw only &
fellow-being in danger of being burned.

“Miss Primrose!” The cry left her
lips.  Unconsciously she grabbed the
door handle.  Unconsciously she shut
her eyes and held her breath. Now the
wis in it. She felt flames surrounding
her. But she had the handle.

Tnto the thick of the smoke and flames
she stepped. By a miracle she found
Miss Primrose.  With a strength that
was inspired, she caught her arms ang
dragged her through the wall of flames.

She felt her scnses reeling, felt the
flames scorching her face, Eer hands.
She staggered back.

Clara caught her, and helped her to
tie ground, Clara and Babs, at the
imminent risk of being burned, bent
over her, frantically {rying to stifle her
smouldering clothes.

Janet saw them, recognised in a dim
sort of way what they were doing, and
clesed her eyes.

She did not open them again until she
found herself in the Cliff House sana-
torium, with Miss Primrose, unhurt,
bending over her, and Babs and Mabs
and Clara, with minor injuries, stand-
ing arcund her.

€6 Jaser, I—1 can never thank you
enough,” Miss Primrose said, in

trembling accents. “ What you did was

the bravest, the most gallant action I

have cver seen in my lile. Japet, I owe

yon my life

Through puckered lips Janet Jordan

tried to smile.

“T only Lope, my dear, that you ars
not in too great pain,” Miss Primrose
went on, her lip quivering. “But for

vou, Janct, 1 should not have been here
now. Iy dear, I can never, never
really thank vou; but—"

She paused.

“ Janet, would it make you happy to
learn that Miss Fielding has awarded
vou a free scholarship, and—and all
that happened is, of course, wiped out?
If you have any other wishes, Janet,

Janet smiled.

“Qnly one, Miss Primrose.”

“ And that, my dear?”

«Ta—is that you free Babs & Co. as
weli.”

“Aly dear, I have already done fhat.”

«Then—then "—Janet sighed—" that
—that is all, Miss Primrose,” she said.

“ Apd—and thank you. Ave—are the
dogs all right®”

Perfectly, Janei.”

You—rou didn't find out who set

iree

vo, my dear; but¥—Miss Prim-
face darkened—"1 am making
e: now,” she said. 1 promise
sou as we have traced the

t shook her head. She, at
w who the culprit was. Her
ed a message to Babs & Co.

flas
v communicated her thoughts.

PBut Babs shook her head. She was
not sure, she could not be sure. For in
her hend at that moment was a letter.

The letter bore a London postmark,
and it was from Gail Greeves Gregory,
which seemed to prove, beyond all
doubt, that Ctail was not in the school.

But if she was not, who was Janet's
secret enemy—an enemy who could do
her little further harm now—but who
still remained at large in the school?

It was, Babs felt, a deep and baffing
mystery.

END OF THIS WELEE'S STORY.



