FREE: 10 FAVOURITE FILM STARS’ AUTOGRAPHS

THE

SCH

No. 343. Vol. 14, Poorpays -

m. l-«;%&.

WHEN THE SERVANTS
WENT ON STRIKE

An incident from the enthrall-

ing long complete Cliff House

School story which appears
inside,

———




EVLRY SATURDAY
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All Very Strange

6 T I CGail Greeves Gregory isn't still
in this school, I'm a Dutchman!”
Conviction rang in Form cap-
tain Barbara Redfern’s voice as
<e made that observation in Study
No. 4 at Cliff House School.
AMzbel Lynn, her blue-eyed, golden-
haired ehum busily writing, looked up
“ But how,” she demanded, pausing
in her labours, “can she be in the
<:hoel, when Miss Primrose had a letter
irom her in London only yesterda
» Babs replied, “I've

Heard her ?” Mabs asked puzzledly.
Heard her voice” Babs nodded.
“¥No, I didn't see her "—this in response
- the questien which plainly shone in
Ma ey “But this morning—you
early to have the
sprint round the track, and, in the
otic way these things will happen, my
came off just as I reached the
The kitchen window was open,
i shoe again

ber—I got u

“The girl who said it was Gail
reeves Gregory,” Babs added. “She
<1id it because she broke something. 1
d the crash of glass. But when I
into the kitchen to find our who
there it was empty.”

7| _Jsute," Mabs asked, “that it

re.

silence fell. Mabs gazed
the leader of the Fourth
was not like Babs to speak
az that without reason, and
events which had been
the school gave
1on

ce Gail Greeves

0
|

- THE SCHOOL
WONDERED

CONSTERNATION at Cliff House!

The maids have gone

on strike and the chums of the Fourth have to turn to and

fend for themselves.

But Barbara Redfern and Co. suspect the

hand of Gail Gregory in this alarming development—even
though they are not yet certain that Gail is still at Cliff House!

Grezory, the trouble-maker of the Fourth
For d, after a violent row in the
Fonrth Form Common-room, walked out
of the school never to be scen again.

Gail had declared war upon the
Fourth. She had declared it, in par-
ticular, upon Janet Jordan of that
Form.

They were both remembering the
incidents which had followed Gail's

walk-out—how Janet's study had been
wrecked; how Janet had been accused
of xnunéing the burglar alarm; how
Janet had more than once heard Gail's
voice taunting her; and how, finally,
Janet had been penalised by baving her
name removed from the Fielding
Geholarship list because of the persecu.
tion of an unknown girl.

They had found things belonging to
Gail, which undoubtedly suggested that
she was hiding in the school, and though
they had made every effort to discover
lher hiding-place, they had not yet suc-
ceeded

So sure, indeed, had Babs been of
Gail's presence in the school that she
had reported the matter to Miss
Primrose

By
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Then had come the bewildering
announcement  which, for the time
being, had swept all their suspicions to
e winds

Miss

or Primrose. ridiculing the

story, had told them that several times

sha

ad been in telephonic comniunica-
witir Gail Greeves Gregory. Those
ca all of them, liad been traced to
London.

As if that wasn't enough, she had that
d a letter from Gail

bearing a Lendon
ostmark. Oby

egory
and a London
ously, Giail could not be in two places
at once, and Babs & Co. had been
rather inclined to throw their belicfs
overboard in consequence

Now this—

“Oh, I'm sure you couldn't have
]J]e‘_'ll'd r ! Mabs said unecasily. “After
o

“T tell you,” Babs said, “it was she !
My hat, think I don’t know that v
when ar it? She was in the
vents' g What she was dong
t know. DBut remember
said—that she'd get her own
all of u That meant the
a whole, Mabs.”
sar 1 don’t see what she
can do agal the whole erowd of us,
even supposing she is still in the
school.” Mabs objected. * She wouldi’s
have the cheek to try anvthing else.”

k on
Fourth as
ANty




hen,” Babs flached, “why is che
stopping here:”

Mabs shrugged. She was troubled by
Babs' conviction, for Gail Greeves
Gregory had shcwn hersclf a ruthless
and a cunning enel And if Gail was
in the school then, as Babs indicated,
it was almest certain her sence

resaged some sort of trouble for the

Tonrth,

And Mabs, at this partievlar moment,
was keenly, desperately anxious that no
shadow should mar the serene happiness
of the Fourth Form.

For great things were destined to
happen in the near future at Cl CHEN
School—that is, if Miss Primroze gave
her consent,

It was Mabs' idea to give a social,
concert, and dance ar Cliff Honse in aid
of the local hospitals, and Mabs,
without yet approaching Miss Primrose,
had calmly decided to use the new
theatre for the purpose, and so run a
programme of entertainment at the
same time,

More than that, Mabs had told ihe
Form about her project; she had even
gone to the lengths of warning the girls
she wished to perform, to hold them-
welves in readiness. For Mabs was
nothing if not optimistic. And, as she
said, Primmy could hardly withhold
permission in such a case.

“Well, there it she  said,
siraightening up with a sigh. “The
whole programme, Babs. h, cone !
Don’t worry your old head about Gail.
If she does start any nonsenze, we'll
soon spot her. No good, you know, in
taking half-baked schemes to Primmy,”
she added, as she handed the list for her
captain’s iuspcction. “When she sers
that, she'll simply lLave to let us hold
the concert 1

Babs smiled at the other's enthy

“Well, when are you going to see
her »

“Now,” said Mabs. “XNo time like
the present. And—say, tell the others
that I've gone. Tell them we'll have a
meeting in the Common-room s soon
as 1 come back. Now, wish me luck,
Babs i

“Luck,” Babs said—" heaps and heaps
of it! Right-ho, Mabs! Off you go!
F'll round everybody up !

_Mabs laughed a little—a rather ex-
cited laugh it was. She tripped out,
© feeling now that it was, after all, rather
cheek, but, nevertheless, determined to
%o_through with it. She reached Mi;
rimrose’s door and knocked. Miss
Primrose herself opened it.
o Why, Mabel, you want to sce me 7"

=

ie,?

s, Miss Primrose.”
“Oh, is it important
“Well, it is rather, Miss Primrose.”

“Very well. Please wait in o
study,” the headmisiress said. “I have
to speak to Miss Charmant for a

moment. I will see you immediately I
come back.”

*“Oh, thank you, Miss Primrose

The headmistress, with a kindly nod,
departed, and Mabs was left alone.
Thank goodness, she reflected, Primmy
ceemed to be in a pleasant humour!
Supposing, though, she said “ No |

A shrill ringing of the tclephone on
the headmistress’ desk made hor start.

Mabs gazed at the instrument. It was
a call for Primmy, of course. She won-
dered if Miss Primrose would think it
awful cheek if she took ihe call. And
then, as the bell whirred more in-
slste{;tly, she picked up the receiver.

“Yos 1

“ Oh, is that Miss Primrose?” A girl’s
voice floated over the wire. “This is
Gail Greeves Gregory speaking—from
London.”

Mabs jumped.

“Who?” she gasped.

“Gail Greeves Grego Yeu re-

mentber, Primr
swift doub that Mi b s
S Ie—it isn’ ss Primrese, but I

stammered,
aggered to thiuk of clearver words,

'OS
her a message,” Mabs

“You——"

“0h, don't worry !
from the other end.
And down went the receiv
stood still.

For that voice. o tingled. It was
not the voice of G eves Gregory !

Who, then, was it who had phoned
from London?

Mechanically she placed the receiver
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ring ag:
, while Mabs

on its hook. Wonderingly she siared at
it, as if by the very iute s of her
gaze she could compel an answer from
the cold mietal itself,

For some reason she felt a qualm of
uneasiness.  Her mind went back to
what Babs had been saying in the study.
Could it be true then that Gail was in
Cliff House—ihat the voice she had
heard was somebody using her name to
bluff Miss Primrose ?

But it was impossible.

Impossible, of
cou Easy enough for someone else
to pass herself off as Gail over the wire,
but how to account for that letter?
Surely that proved beyond dispute that
Gail was in London. Then how—

“Oh, bother it, T'll tell Babs about
it,” she thought.

Meanwhile, Bahs, on her mission of
rounding up the Fourth, was tv rsing
the Fourth Form corridor,. poking ler
head in each study as she passed. Not,
as a matter of fact, that many givls were
in their studies at this time of the even-
ing. For it was the interval between
tea and prep, and most of them were
engaged in the Common-room already.

Not until she reached Study No. 8 did
she find a givl, indeed. That girl was
Lucy Morgan, the Welsh member of the
Form. She turned slowly as she saw
Babs, somcthing glistening between her
fingers.

“Oh, halle, Babs !’ she greeted. “See
what I've found. It was on the carpet
in my study.”

“What is it 7 Babs asked.
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“It is a brooch, to be sure,” Lucy
said, and she handed the thing over w0
Eabs, who looked at it and kuitted her

TGWS,

An expensive brooch it was, a
tiny opals surrounding au i:

Where did you find it 27
hi a hint of suppressed ex
tones.

ton n

“ Ripht

“On the floor,” Lucy said
there.”  She indicated the spot. Do
you know whose it is, Babs®
Babs’ eyes gleamed.
Lucy "

“I—I think s0. Can I keep it,
“Why, certainly ! said Lue,
Babs locked at the broech again,

wasn't mistaken—no!  Bhe had

that brooch before—had scen

Uregory wearing it. No possible mis-

take about it—if there had been, that

initial “G " would have dispelled any
doubf. Gail had been in Study No. &.

Gail then, beyond dispute, was in the

schoal |

Babs drew a deep breath.

She remembered the voice she had
heard that morning, in the servanis’
quarters. Obviously somebody from the
servants’ guarters had also dropped tls
brooch, Could it be—a sudden elcctric
thrill flew through Babs' brain—that
Gail was posing as one of the staff ?

Then she shook her head. N
knew all the staff_from Mrs. Thwait
the matron, to Boker, the paguioy.
Theve was only one new face amon
them all—that of Ida Walsh, ihe

maid.  But Ida, naturally, was ab
suspicion,

Still, Babs thought, no lhavm in
making inguiries.

With the object of making inquirics

she descended into  the -
guarters. At the door of the m
-room she knocked, receiving a
Come in [?
She entered.

girls were there.
in surprise at

Half a dezen of
They sat up, stav
such  an  unexpee

visitor,

“Why, Miss Redfern,” Ida W
said, with a friendly smile, “faney vou
coming to sce us! Nothing wrong, I
hope 17
©No, nothing!” Babs smiled agnis
“But someone dropped this in Study
vo. 8,” she said. "III;) wasn't one of the
so I thought it might be cne cf
the servants.  Who cleared up Study
No. 8 this afternoon 1

“Why, I did!” Ida said.

“Is this yours?”
Ida looked at it, shaking her head.
“No, Miss Redfern ”
"Y?\.} don’t know fo

iss Redfern.”

Babs hesitated, her gaze
1ing over every facs there.
*Well, if you happen to hear of anyone
losing a brooch, tell them that I've
found it,” she said. *Ii must Lelong ta
one of you”

She clipped the trinket into her
pocket.  With a smile she went towards
the door. Then a sudden thought struck
ker. 3he turned.

whem it te-

“Oh, perhaps it wouldn't be a bad
idea if I left it with you,” she said.
i aids when

“You could question the

they came off duty.” Agai
dipped into her  pocket.
amazedly she looked round.
ness, I must have dropped it,” she ex-
claimed.  “Ida, did you see me drep
it

Ida shook he:

r head.
“But I had it a moment ago,” Bals
persisted.
Ob, Miss Redfern, I'm swre yon

couldn’t have lost it,” Tda reproached.
**No, but—" Babs bit her lip. She
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did not sce Ida Waleh’s face as she
pretended to search around. he had
not observed Ide, as she put that brooch
into her pocket, brush past her, and
dextercusly whisk it out again.  And

id not see Ida now as, approaching
Sally, one of the other maids, she
dropped it surreptitiously into her lap.
“I'm sure, Miss Redfern, you couldn’t
have dropped it,” she began, when
Babs gave a sudden exclamation.
“Why,” she eried, “there it is! Sally,
vou've got it.”

“I havent!”
Sally.

“But you have!” And very gently
Babs went over to her. She picked the
rrinket out of her lap while Sally stared.
her face going suddenly crimson, as
she met the queer look which Babs flung
et her.

“I-I » she stammered. “I'm
sure, Miss Redfern, I don’t know how
it got there.”

There was silence.

“You didn't take
Sally?”

That I didn’t!” Sally began indig-
tly, when the door opened and Mrs.
ey, the housekeeper, came in. She

cried the astounded

it for a joke,

pped.
Miss Redfern, what is this?”
“(h, nun-nothing !” Babs s
Nothing !”  Bally’s eves flamed.
it is, Mrs. Carey. Miss Redfern
iz practically accusing me of stealing
tijs broogh.”
It was Babs’ turn to go crimson.
“I'm sure,” she began indignantly, “I
id nothing of the kind. I lost th
i and it bappened

And how,"” Sally asked tenszely, “did
come to be in my lap? I never put it
there. I never even saw it there until
vou made a grab at it. Then Miss Red-
forn asks me if I took it for a joke,
meaning all the time,” Sally added in-
dignantly, “if I had stolen jt! You
could see she meant that by the look on
her face.”

Mrs. Carey’s eyes glinted.

“Ida, is this true?”

Ida shufled uncomfortably.

“Well, I—I don’t like to say. But—
but it did seem to me that Miss Red-
fern was playing some little joke her-
self upon Sally.”

“T see!” Mrs. Carey's eyes gleamed.
“Aliss Redfern, it will be my duty to
report that to Miss Primrose. I do
not "—tartly—"allow my girls to be
cni}i’d thieves without reason. Please
o1

*But—"

“Please go |” Mrs. Carey said stiffly.

And Babs, realising that to remain
there wonld only provoke a further
scene, went slowly from the room.

She did not see the fleeting smile that
hovered for an instant upon Ida’s lips—
a smile of secret satisfaction.

Joyful News

=
=

&)

I IKE a whirlwind Mabel Lynn
i burst inte the Fourth Form
Common-room.
“Whoops, everybod she
d. “Oh, my hat! I'm dying with
tement, I've got it!”
o 17
Yes!”
Tk was an immediate stir.  The
room, unusually  crowded,

its attention upon Mabs at once.
: one, the girls focked round. Even

Babs, who had been frowning rather
thoughtfully, was startled out of the
gloom which seemed to have descended
upon her,

“Qh, Mabs, old thing!
“What did she say?”

“It's O,K.!” Mabs laughed.

“Whoopee !I” cried Leila Carroll.

“Tt is! It is!" Mabs gulped. Oh,
gocdness, she was so breathless with ex-
citernent that she could hardly get her
words out, “Primmy was a sport,” she
said. “She loved the idea really.”

“Good old Primmy!” enthusiastically
cheered Tomhoy Clara Trevlyn.

“She said that we could have the
dance—and the concert. But—but—"
Mabs choked. “Oh, wait a minute,
cuckoos, don’t all mob me. She said,
though, that we’d have to do all the

she eried,

ordering  ourselves, and take the
responsibil: and so on. She's made
me  organi in-chief, with  Miss

Charmant holding a watching brief to
see that everything goes O.K.”

There was a whoop of joy then.
Smiles everywhere.

Clara Trevlyn, indeed, feeling the
need to express her joy, caught fat
Bessie Bunter round her ample waist
and waltzed her round the room. The
whole room buzzed. Every girl, at the
same moment, started to talk. What a
din!

But for once it was a happy din.
Even Lydia Crossendale & g,"u.. who
usually held aloof from the stunts of

abs & Co., looked enthusiastic.

For Lydia & Co. also had a part in
the programme which Mabs was
orgamising.

ydia was to be the saxophonist in
tlie  band. Diana Royston-Clarke,
usually at variance with Babs & Co.
oa all points, was enthusiastic, for
Diana’s little cousin, Madge Meredith,
a member of the famous Starways
Orchestra, was going to lead the band.

And as if that wasn't enough, Diana
herself was going to do an exhibition
dance !

Oh, it was all to be such ripping fun,

SSIE'S chair went over with

BE
“ Ow,
“I'm on f-fire |

much pepper in the stew 1 '

crash as she leapt to her feet.
gug-goodness ! '’ she howled.
Someone’s put too

5

and such a gorgeous idea—in such a
charitable cause.

Bessie Bunter, Marcelle Biquet, and
Lucy Farraday had already been told
off to officiate at the refreshment
counter—and did that prospect maka
hungry Bessie’s eyes glisten!

Diana, Rosa Rodworth, Frangs
Frost, and the Hon. Beatrice Beverley
were going to perform the modern
exhibition dances. The solemn, owl-
faced Terraine twins were doing the
old-fashioned dances.

All the rest of the Form, with the
exception of Janet Jordan, at present
in the sanatorium, and Mabel Lynn,
who was acting as general organiser
and stage manager, were to take part
in the various turns which would go up
to make the concert.

So all was joy in the Fourth Form,
All was joy in the rest of the school
when the great news spread.

For other Forms, too, were taking
part. And other Forms were on Mabs
ecmmittee.

Right there and then Mabs suggested
a committee meeting, the committee
comprising herself, Babs, Joan Sheldon.
Charmant, Muriel Bend, Doris Redfern
and Madge Stevens of the Third, Flora
Cann anf Joan Carson of the Lower
Fifth, and Angelica Jelly and Roberta
Weston of the Upper Fifth.

“And while,” Mabs cried above the
clamour, “the commitice meeting is
taking place, everybody else had better

start rehearsing. Whoa, there! Let
me lhear my own voice. DBand, pay

iss Primrose says you can
use the music-room every day between
tea and prep. So get busy. Diana, will
you take your exhibition dancers to the
room behind Big Hall? Luey, perhaps
vou had better go with them and play
the piano. Everybody else, start getting
vour lines off. We haven't too much
time, you know.”

“Yes, rather!” Dessie supported.
“But what about the refreshment com-
mittee, Mabs? I mum-mean, couldn't
vou get us tarts and things so that we

attention !

a
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could start practising? We want re-
hearsing too, yeu know.”

A perfect yell of laughter there was at
that. But if that suggestion struck the
Fourth as comie, it did not strike Bessio
Bunter as such. She glowered.

. “Well, I'm blessed il I see what there
is to laugh at,” she remonstrated.

“Lock in the glass, old Spartan”
Jemima chuckled.  *“Meantime, if you
want rehearsing, what ahout trotting
off to the merry old tuckshop and asking
Aunty Jones to let you serve behind the
counter? Bhe’d love your assistance.
I'm sure”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Excited, enthusiastie, the Fourth at
that moment was in the mood to laugh
at anything.

‘rom then until eall-over, indeed,
everybody was terrifically happy and
busy, and the amount of work they got
through was just staggering.

“Tickets to be sent to the printers,”
Mabs said at that meeting, “ Letters to
be written inviting people to buy them.
Babs, that’s your job. Get hold of the
teams we played in the Lantham Cup
and ask them to support us. Get Margot
to write to her fg{her asking him to
spread the happy tidings in Lantham.
And we shall want bills. Bills ev
where. Flora, will you see to that?”

“I will,” Flora said.

*“And two or three adverts in the local
papers,” Mabs went on. “ Nothing like
publicity, you know. Joan Charmant,
I'll leave that to you. Doris, you and

Madge will be Tesponsible for the
costumes required in the concert. Sce
that we have them here before

Thursday, Roberta and you, Angelica,
wil B
“We are all ear:,” Robherta g
“Will you go to Friardale Scf
morrow to let the boys know?
love to come, I'm sure.”
“We will.”
“And Muriel, you—we'll make you

treasurer,” Mabs said. “We want
money, you know. Primmy herself is
giving a donation to the funds. Miss

lding has promised ten pounds, and
we'll have a whip round among the girls
of the school. You might sce to that,
will yout”

“Rather I agreed Muriel,

“Right! Then that's evervthing, 1
think,” Mabs beamed. * My Lai ! Well
we're all serene, aren't we? Meet again
to-morrow after lessons.”

Thus was the committee meeting
finished off.

Meantime a special notice in Miss
Primrose’s  own handwriting  had

appeared on the board, and the schoal,
agog at the news, was working with a
Wil

In every study, in every Common-
room that night, girls were muttering
lines. In the musicroom a blare of
sound showed that the band was doing
its work enthusiastically, even if its
mewmbers were not always in harmony.

Happy Clff House!  Joyful Mabel
Lynn! "What talk, what laughter, what
glec there was that night!

Half the girls went to bed with not
the faintest desire for sleep, and many
were the weary vawns that greeted the
clanging of the rising-bell mext mor
ing. in consequence. But still, every-
pody was ha

But perhaps they would not have been
sa happy if they knew what schemes
were taking shape in the mind of one
girl at Clilt House School—a girl who
hated the Fourth in general, and DBar-
bara Redfern in particular. A girl
who. if the Form had known it, Ea.-]
already sowed the first seeds of poison
in the minds of the servants.

That girl had vowed vengeance upon
the Fourth, and she meant, if she could
manage it, that the dance at Cliff
House, so far from being the great suc-
cess which everyone so collﬁdcntl{j’ anti-
cipated, should be the biggest "flop »
with which Clif House had ever been
associated
8he called herself Tda Walch, but her
al name, had they known it, was Gail
Greeves Gregory 1

Who Is To Blame ?

ERE I say, what's this¢”
Clara Trevlyn, Tomboy of
the Fourth, glared into
the inside of tudy
No. 7, which she shared with Marjorie
Hazeldene, and—when the was out of
the sanatorium—Janet Jordan.

It was morming break at Cliff House
School, and girls had been dismissed
from lessons.

Clara. anxious to get word perfect
in the part she was playing in the
concert—for Clara. as a rule, was
a slow learner—had, in company with
Marjorie Hazeldene, her best chum,
hurried immediately from the class
room to her study.

But in the doorway she had halted in

‘dismay.

For Study No. 7 certainly presented a
disreputable appearance. Normally, it
was untidy—one couldn’t have dainti-
s= and Clara in the same
ays there were oddments
there shouldn’t have been oddments
usually, in spite of neat-minded Mar-
jorie’s tireless tidying, there were bits
and pieces on the floor, and scraps and
odds and ends thrown carelessiy into
the hearth when the morning lesson bell
summoned its inmates to class-room.

As a rule, however, those oddments
had all disappeared, and the room pre-
sented a epick and span appearance
when the girls returned, the maids
having been busy in the meantime, and
—to use eila  Carroll’s expressive
deseription, “ done their stuff.” But this
morning—

The Eitg and picces were still there,
The ashes had been raked out and left
untidily in the fireplace. A picture
hung askew upon the wall

The vase of flowers in the middle of

the table had been upset, and was
dismally dripping water across the
pretty cloth on to the floor. The deor

of the bookease hung open, and the
books had been slung upon the floor.
Amazing state of affairs|

* Perhaps,” Marjorie timidly  sug
gested, “the maids haven't been in.”

Clara looked grim.

“The maids haven't been in, have
they?” she asked. “Well, if ¢
haven't, someone else has. Lok at
bookease—and the hearth I
Marjoria !J)if, her lip.

‘t have done th
goar no.” Marjorie cried,
for if Ida did make herself up rather
sich for a young girl. che had
cn a4 warm grip vpon the affections
of Marjorie At the same moment, how-
oves (%rere came a shout from Siudy

Fd

0. 1,
“My hat! Who's been strewing the
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coal all over our floor?” Lydia Cross
endale wanted to know.

“And who's put the cinders in the
cupboard P’ came a shoul from June
Merretr, at the door of Study No.

“Ciel, and sce—someone haf broken
glass of my so-favourite peecture *
ruzf-fle Biquet wailed from Study

ple from Study No. 4 came a

! howl in Bessie Bunter’s voice.
who's messed up
lam tarts?  Some s-silly duffer's put s
all over them !”

The corridor was seething with girls
now,  Apparently, Clara and Marjorie
were not the only vietims. If there
d Leen a joker at work, it was a
ioker with pretty wholesale ideas of
* fu for not a study in the Fourth
had been left untouched.

Yet who was the joker? Certainly,
girl in the Form itself, for the Foi
been ai lessons,
Well, somebody’s done it 1” Lydia
glowered., * And somebody’s jolly well
going to suffer for it. And if it isn't
one of us, .1t must be one of the maids.
going to tell Primmny !

Yes, rather!” Naney Dell supported.

1 jolly well come with vou!™
wait a minute!  Hold on

eyes were gleaming sudde
ras remembering how, a few d
bofore, Jenet Jordan had found hur
study mysteriously wrecked, Then, as
new, there had been no elue as to the
identity of the japer, but Babs, still
strongly suspicious that Gail Gregory
was in the scheol, thought she detected
a trace of the saine vandal hand. *“Don't
'!1 too much of a hurry to blame the
L

Q;

vdia retorted. “Who
it kave been? What hap-
t one of them got a ticking-

and has just taken it out of us.
that may be all right for you
ninvies, but it’s not all right for ine.
My father doesn’t pay fees at this school
for my things to be messed up. I'm
going I

And go Lydia did. When anyone inter-
fered with Lydia she had no seruples
about sneaking or mmp]ainiug, Naney

S with ber. So did Freda
and Frances Frost.
They returned in five minutes, with
iss Prinirose at their head. The head.
ess looked scandalised when she
mined the studies.
Why, my gooduess—my goadress!”
<he cried.  “ Barbara, go at once for ihe
wousekeeper.  Tell her to bring the
aids who cleared up this morning.”
“Yes, M vimrose,”  Babs said

3=

v happily. On
ic staff at Chff
dwelt on ter
t¥. Rarely indeed
complaints, and Bals
suspicion that th

revealing herself ?
. Carey, the housckeeper, loc
nce when Babs gave her M
4 age.

it what's the matter?” she

—vou'd hetter see Miss Prim-

Babs said. biting her lip

wued  She, toe,
Very jealous

3 her  work.

1 kerself upon doing her job weil,

the servants strietly up
A summons from Miss

! only mean complaint,

¥ was rather touchy cu

v of complaints,

yihing wrong ¥
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“jt—it's the

“Well,” Babs said,
Fourth Form studies, Mrs. Carey.
“What's the matter with them?”

Babs shook her head. .

“Don’'t you _ think "—evasively—
“vou'd better see Miss Primrose 2

“All right!” But the look in Mrs.
Carey's eves showed that she was pre-
pared for trouble. “Idal Sally!
Amy!” she called into the servants’
quarters, And I1da, Sally, and Amy
came forward, throwing rather wonder-
ing looks at the rare spectacle of one of
the schoolgirls in_the servants’ domain.
“Smarten yourselves up ¥ Mrs. Carey
ordered briskly. *Miss Primrose wants
us!”

“Yes, Mrs. Carer.” .

Babs took advantage of the inter-
ruption to cscape. She whisked through
the nearest doorway, which took her
into the kitchen.

The kitchen, a long and roomy apart-
ment, full of delicious smells, was
deserted at the moment, Mrs. Murphy,
the rather short-tempered cook, who
suffered from severe headaches. having
absented herself to take a whiff at her
smelling-salts bottle, .

On the huge range a pot was simmer-
ing and boiling, throwing out clouds of
steam. . .

Iabs paused. That ever-ready instinct
to do a good turn took her footsteps
towards the pot ar once. She lifted the
lid. A cloud of steamn belched out, fill-
ing room with a delicious odour of Irish
ste

he stew was boiling.  Certainly,
Dabs considered, it was in too hot a spot
at that moment to do it any good.
Carefully she pulled it to one side and
turned the lid sideways so that it would
nmer instead of boil.

She was in the act of completing that
operation when Mrs. Carey, followed by
lda, Amsy, and Sally, came in.

They all stopped at sight of Babs,
who turned.

“What is the matter, Miss Redfern?”

“Qh, nothing I Babs laughed. “The

stew was boiling over, that's all. I
thought I'd better move it to save it
1 o;n' getting burned, It's all right now,
think.”
Mrs, Carey darted her a sharp look.
Mrs, Carey resentegd interference in her
own domain. She resented it particu-
larly when it was caused by one of her
superiors, She nodded stiffly.

“Thank you!”

“ A pleasurc,” Babs beamed.

She went out then, mnever noticing
that one of the three girls—Ida
Walsh—dropping behind, had stopped,
apparently to tie up her shoclace.

Up the stairs she accompanied Mrs.
Carey—that good lady looking very
grim—and so into the Fourth Form
studies.

Miss Primrose was still there, re-
inforced this time by Miss Bullivant,
who was duty mistress for the day.

Several girls, among them Lydia and
Resa and Diana Royston-Clarke—hung
abi in the passage, anxious mot to
niss whatever went on.

Miss Primrose bore down upon the
housekecper.

““Ah, Mrs. Carey! You have brought

the maids who cleaned up these studies

this morning?”
Mrs, Carey stiffened.
¥ ave, ma'am. There's nothing
“1 am efraid there is.” Miss Prim-
s2 frowned. “The girls are complain-
that the housemaid's work in the
has not been done—indeed, they
ning that, so far from not
en tidied, the studies have
z in a_more disgraceful condition
than ever. Did rou inspect the studies

If You Are—

THE SPORTING TYPE

The Sports Girl is always popular—especially if she has
time for other things besides games,

OU must often have heard it
said about other girls—you
have very likely said it your-

self many times: “What a sport she
is1” or “8he's ever so sporty-looking,
so you can’t miss her!”

And what a compliment such
remarks are to the girl of whom they
are spoken, for there's no type that is
more generally admired than the
sporting type.

So if this is your type I want you
to make the most of it; at the same
time, I want to give you a little
warning, not to overdo it.

This is so easy to do—not only for
the sporting type, but for all.

The girl who once has the idea
she’s rather petite and fluffy will
sometimes go to such an extreme that
she becomes clinging and cloying.

While the sporting ftvp
become so hearty and ontdoor
she will e her greatest
all—which is her feminine schoolgirl
appeal

simply mustn't happen.

YOUR HOBBIES

Much as you probably adore

games, don't devote every single

spare moment you have to them.

Cultivate other intercsts as well.
Sewing may not_appeal to vou—

no particular reason
it should!—but there are c
indoor pastimes of a restful mature
that should appeal to your out-
doorish instincts.

Developing and printing your own
snapshots, for example. Or, if you
find this is too much for you, what
about mounting them into an album?

You can make one yourself from
sheets of stiff brown or white paper
and a cardboard cover !

Reading, too, should certainly be
included among your hobbies. How-
ever many games you have in view,
it is well worth giving up at least
one of them a weck to devete to the
widening and refreshing of your
mind that a good book or a good
story brings.

YOUR DRESS

Dress is another thing that the
sporting type must be careful not to
overdo. rogues and hairy tweeds

and ther

make a lovely outfit, and no one
looks batter in them than the English
girl.

But how sorry vou'll be when
you're a little older if you don’t
learn to appreciate the daintiness of
the type of clothes usually called
“fuffy.”

By fluffy I don’t mean loads of
and drooping ribbons, but the
grace of soft materials that hang
gracefully and give you a confidence
that makes vou as much at home in
a lovely sitting-room as you are in
your more “sensible ” clothes in the
wide, open spaces.

Your voice must never give yvou
away as the sporting type. Toud as
it has to be to carry on a windy day,
keep it soft and sweet for other
occasions. You wouldn't like it said
of you that no one else could ever Le
Jll.‘M;d when you were about, would
yout

YOUR LOOKS

Outdoor freshness should be the
chicf charm of the sporting tvpe's
good looks. But even this ne
other care than the wind, the rain.
and the sun to guard it.

If vour face gets rough in the wind
apply cold cream to 1t with all the
care that the stay-at-home might use,

Your hands, too, may suffer, so
these you should keep nice for those
other oecasions when hands are more
noticeable than on the netball ficld.

Look after vour nails, and thouzh
vou will very wisely keep them short
that's no‘reason why they.shouldn't
be a pretty shape.

Hair that is wind-blown and wild
looks fine in the middle of a country
hike or & strenuous game; but what
about when friends come to tea? It
doesn’t look quite so suitable then
somehow, does it?

So if yours, you sporting girls
the envy of the watchers dur! a
game see that it is also worthy of
admiration at other times.

Don’t be afraid that brushing will
take out the unruly waves; it won’t.
It will only make them more trac
able and sleek.

A dab of setting lotion smoothed
on wayward locks will control them
wonderfully for those times when
hair must be controlled if sou are to
leok well-groomed.

YOUR HATS

Some sporting girls don't like
wearing hats—and a very healthy
notion, too. But there are times
when hats are essential, and as I'm
sure vou don't want to look self-
conscious in cne, then try wearing it
a little oore frequently so that your
head gets that “used-to-it” feeling.

You won't be afraid that any of
my advice will make you the hot-
house flower type, will you? Nothing
will ever do that. But as long as
vou remember that the sporting type
st also have her moments of re-
po=» and graciousness, vou'll always
= mosl envied type there is!
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alter the maids had cleaned them, Mrs.

Carey?”

‘I did,” Alrs. Carey said

“They \\cre all right then.”
At what time was this "
“L‘!evcn o’clock, ma’ .un‘”

\nu lhd not return to this corridor

stiffly.

“That T didn’t. ma am !
pi \nd you, Sally #”

- , Miss Pnnuu\[‘, I didn't. I had
help in o hen as soon as 1 had

LI( :ared up

Aiss  Primrose looked
anuoled ]mwmea, “Then you can
throw no light upon the mystery. You

=9

are sure that you cleaned out every
study #"*
“Yes, rna am;
as usual,”
“Than

and we did our work
Tda said,
you. It is very—very per-
s Primrose frowned. “I
s myself as satisfied, how-
will make further inquiries.
‘\hanu.ule, AMrs. Carey, yom w1l] see
that the studies are put to rights.”

Mrs. Carey’s lips compressed

“ Begging vour pardon, ma’am,” she
=rud “but we have our other work to

Miss Primrose com-

“You will (Ie.
“exactly as I say.”

manded steadily.
“Y-yes, ma’'am!”
“Thank you! Girls, you will please

vacate lymu studies whilo the maids are

¢ was a general shuflle,

Carey stood grim-lipped. Tda,
Amy, and Sally glanced at each other
resentfully, a little angrily, seeming for
the moment on the point of mutiny.

But Miss Primrose’s word, for them
as well as for Mrs. Carey, was law.
‘There was nothing for it but to do
their work over again.

Amy, most ountspoken of them all,
wvoiced a bitter grumble.

“It's a shame.” she burst out—“a
beastly shame! We do our work, and
we do it JoJ]. well, I you ask me,
somebody’s been playing jokes.”
Primrose, moving away, heard
8 e"huue:l sharply,

!
b Oh, ves, Miss Primrose?”’
“Km&lv keep your observations to

fhat,

yourself 1 tihe = headmistress  =aid
sharply.
And  Amy. colouring  furiously,

muttered something under her breath.
But the look she exchanged with Ida
and_Sally was inimical in the extreme.
With a half-defiant shrug, she turned
away, throwing one bitter glare at
Babs, who stood in the deorway of
Study No. 4. Sally and Ida, less upset,
but very hurt, followed.
It =eemcd _fqr the first time, that
there was friction between the maids
’aud the Fourth.

Trouble Brewing

th

€ TEW |” Bessie Bunter murmured,
sniffing ecstatically.  “Yum i
If there's one ihmg I do hke,
you know, Babs, it's a nice big
hcl‘pmg of Mre, Murphy’s Irish stew.”
And the bigger,” Jemima Carstairs
chuckled, “the better, ¢h, old S artan ?
A nice hxg barrelful in plﬂce. of a nice
blg lateful—
a, ha, ha!?

“Silence, please!” A AMiss Char-
mant, mistress of the urth Form,
frowned down from her place at the
head of the table in the Junior school
dining-room. **Be seated, girls.”

The girls took their Piaca:. eagerly.
Trish stew—ecspecially the brand s
plied by Mvs, Murphy—was a fa\omltc
dish with all of them, and the nip in
the February air Lad made them
hungry.

Two great turcens of it appeared
upon the table, and there were many
appreciative sniffs as it was served ont
hy tho waiting maids, Bessie, spoon in
lmnd could hmdly contain hu'self.

“Oh  coumbs,” buck up i

murmunred. “I'm s-starving.”

But not till every girl was served was
Bessie allowed to begin.  She had only
takcn a single mouthful when:

“Yowp!  Owawow! I'm b-burned!

r m on fire !’

“ Bessie 1 gasped Miss
“Wow-wow ! Yowp!”
Crash ! ver went DBessie's chair.

Like a jack-in-the-box the fat one leapt
up, dabbing her mouth in agony.

“ Bessie, you euckoo ! cried Babs.
“Ow! Tmon fire!”
“I say, what's lhls""‘

from Clara Trevlyn.

“Clara! Clara,
Miss Charmant cr
matter 7

“The stew—-"

“What is the matter with it?”

“Oh, it's hot, you know,” Bessie
moaned. “Oh, dud-dear! Mabs, old
thing, pass me Ihat water.”

“0Of course it is hot I” Miss Charmant
said severely. “It is meant to be. But
this » She glared at Leila Carroll,
who, suddenly ¢pll.tlermg. gave a
violent start. *Leila

“Gee, 1 guess that's fierce enough to
burn the roof I” Leila gasped. “Taste
it, Miss Charmant.”

“ But—"

“Taste it, please.”

Miss Charmant tasted. And then she
suddenly put down her spoon, dabbing
hastily at her mouth with her napkin.

“Pleaze, girls, do not eat any more !
she cried. “That stew is not fit to cat.
Mary "—to the maid—"please return
the girls’ plates to the kitchen and tell
Mrz, Murphy that the stew is uncatable.
There is far too much pepper in it.”

“Yes, ma'am !’

There was a silence among the Fourth
Formers as Mary collected their plates.
One or two of them had attempted to
eat their stew, but had had to desist very
burriedly. The stew simply recked of
pepper.

Mary departed to the kitchen, where
she delivered Miss Charmant’s rebuke
to Mra. Murphy, Clffi House's Irish

che

Charmant,

The ery came
“Oh, goodness !

please sit down !
. “What is

1

cookk.

When she heard the comment on her
stew, Mrs. Murphy flared up at once.
She justly prided herself on her ability
as a cook, and the suggestion that she
had served up a dish which was unfit to
cat aroused her Irish temper.

“And she said that, did she?” s,
Murphy exclaimed, when Mary had
given her Miss Charmant’s message.
“Arrah, and it’s meself'll go and sce
her this minut! Saying things about
me cooking I”

And, rolling down her sleves, Mra.
!\!urphy stormed away to the dining-
room.

There was a gasp of astonishment at
the Fourth Form table when the cock
marched into the dining-hall and went
strmght to Miss Charmant,

“And may I ask phwat is the matter
with my stew?” she began truculently.

THE SciiooLGIRL

Alrs. Murphy was nothing if not direct.
“T'm wpot used to having complaints
about my eooking.”

Mjss Charmant looked rather
bewildered at this unexpected develop-
ment.

“Well, Mrs. Murphy,” she began,
“the stew w certainly  unfit o eat.
f you tas —

L

“Shure, and I tasted it before it Jeft
my kitchen,” the cook returned warmly.
*And it's a shame for yeself to suggest
that O've done anything but give ye a
most excellent stew, Twenly years next
month Oi've been cock at this school,
and never in me horn days have I been
more insulted—"

“But really, Mrs. Murphy—

“Peppery, indeed! And it's meself
put just a sprinkling in the pot. It's
cut me to the heart ye have an’ all 1

And Mrs, Murphy, very red in the
face, turned on her heel, and stamped
out of the dining-hall. In a boiling
rage she strode into her kitchen.

Ida and Sally, beholding ber, {urned.

“Why, Mys. Murphy,” Ida cied,
“what's the matter?”

\Irs Murphy told her.

“0h, my \mrd' and Ida's eyes sud-
denly gleamed. “Did you tasie it, Mrs.
Murphy 7

"And O didn't

“Then—then ? And at the
moment Mary, the maid, came stagger-
ing, carrying the tureens from the
Fourth Form dining-room. “Wait a
minute I” she eried. “Mary, is that the
Fourth’s stew ?”

“1b is1* Mary said crossly. *And
goodness knows what we're going fo do
now ! Miss Charmant’s urﬁn.rml more
stew for the Fourth—which means that
we'll have to give up our share and o
seratching, as usual. But it is peppery,
she added. “It tastes like fire ;t=r-lf
No, don't you go for ma,
Murphy I” as the Irish lady Jumpm
round, with the light of battle in her
eyes. “Taste it!”

“I won't 1”

But Mrs. Murphy did.

“Arral, and some
doctored it! It's cinders itself,

“And that's some,” Ida erted.
“Wait a minute, Mrs. Murphy You
remember you went out just before
dinner 7"

“I did an® all; but—"

“ And remember, Sally "—Ida turned
excitedly to her hencliman--*that Bar-
bara Hedfern was messing about with
that stew ?*

Sally looked startled.

'But Miss Redfern—-,
ss Redfern !” '.ld:u lips eurled.
t happencd last night? Who
tried to fasien a theft on Sally?” she
asked. “Who messed up the studies
this morning after we cleaned them?
Who was the one who mado all the com-
motion about that—Barbara Redfern!
Didn’'t she come here to fetch Mre,
Carey? And then what happened?
She \\ent out by the kitchen—no earthly
reason why she should have done that.
'I'hc\rra the pepper-pot on the table,

just where it was when you were cook-
ing, Mrs. Murphy.”

The Irishwoman blinked.

“Arrah, now, you're not afther sug-

spalpeen has
it s i

gsstlng_”
“What else? Lock!” And Ida
triumphantly opened the “This

was full of pepper, wasn’t it? Well,
where is it now? The tin's empty.
Barbara Redfern put that in the stew.
Barbara Redfern complained about ns
is morning.  Barbara Rediern did
lhls, and she messed up the studies!”

There was a startled silence. Mrs,
Murphy’s cheeks grew red.
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o \rrah, the little
]LEIH
“ou see?” Ida pr

'A;mh an’ it's

jape-playing

d.
eing I am!” The
% rose to her fe Then she flashed
ind, as the door opened and Miss
Primroze, accompanied by Miss Char-
inant, came in, looking rather annoyed.
If 1w's about the slow _yo've come,
am,” Mrs. Murphy said resentfully
duhaulh “1 deny any knowledge of
It was one of your own
pered with it, an’ all1”
. Murphy, what ever

Bat Mrs. Murphy was standing her
wround, She i.m weapons Wil Which
1o fight these upstarts now.  When Mrs,
\[nrphy was roused, she was afraid of
g, and complaint against her stew
forget even her fear of Miss

o spokn bluntly; nml she did not

uee  her words. iss  Primrose
d startled, while \aldy and Ida,
their lips, regurded the scene

¥,

“ Mrs. Murphy, do I understand you
aceuse Barbara Redfern of this act?”
Arrah, and it's the truth you're talk-
Mrs. Murphy said _angrily
And, by the same token, wasn’t it M
itedfern who messed up the studies?

“Dut that is absurd. Barbara Red-
forn was in class. Wait a minute,

v i1l speak to Barbara. Miss Chavmant,
vwill you fetch her, please?”

S0 Babs, wondering -eved, was
i rought.
I‘arbura, Miss Primrose said

ly, “a rather grave accusation has
. made against you. This morn-
. when you were in the Litchen, did
-1 tamper with the stew 1"

arbara flushed.

*No, Miss Primrose, I didn't. It
waz boiling over, so I just moved it.”
Then how,” Mrs. Murphy demanded
uatingly, “did t pepper-pot
itself into the stev
n_sure I don't know,” Babs said,
the truth you're tclhn girl#"
“AMrs. Murphy, be quiet, pleaaa
Primrose said severely. “There
» doubt whatever as to Barbara's
acity. That remark was very un-
led l'or 1 Imm, you will apologise
edfer:

()h, Miss l’r:mrose—
2 ence, Barbara! I am dealx’ng
this. Mrs. Murphy, you hear?”
Yes, I hear!” Mrs. Murphy folded
r arms. “But it’s no apologising I'll
+ to a spalpeen who spoils my cook-
7 ghe eaid heatedly. “And sinee
not good cnough for ye, Miss
ose, ye can find another cook !
You mean—you're resigning?** Miss
¢ gasp
e‘igmng I'm doing

‘B \l-—'\irs. Murphy—>Mr
back !

this

5. Murphy,

Murphy, roused to the
pnm of her fiery temper, was

sapestuously,
the rootn,

she flung lhersolf
The door slammed

Open Revolt

3 Mabs.
¢ nodded.
T this after-
1z to
want

JUST as Babs and Mabs felt that they had got safely past the gates, Piper’s

voice halted them. “‘Hil

back I

she’s cooled

to come back asz soon
down, but—oh, goodness, I don't know !
We had the servants dinner, appar-
ently, in place of the spoiled stew, and
from what I can hear, there’s the
dickens of a fu ing on below stairs

about it. The rvants are up in
arms ¥
The servants were up in arms.

There could be no doubt about that.
The unfairness of the accusation of the
morning, the resignation of Mrs.
Murphy—popular enough among them
when she was not in one of her paddics
—was rankling with them all.

There were mutterings below stairs—
mutterings which contained more than
a hint of threat, and among which the
name of Barbara Redfern in particular
and the Fourth Form collectively, was
being very frequently mentioned.
Rightly or ‘wrongly, theyr had made
Babs the scapegoat of their gricvances.

And Babs, who had lheard that
muttering, was worried. The last thing
she wished was to have any sort of
quarrel with the servants, As a body,
she liked and respected them; she had
always felt heretofore that they liked
and respected her.

She did not blame them. She felt,
on this occasion, that the servants were
being used as the dupe of a villain.
And that villain—

Babs' lips compressed.
thinking of Gail Greeves
This was Cail's handiwork.
certain—positive.

But Gail, with her usual eunning,
was covering her tracks well. In the
same mysterious way in which she had
brougn* Janet Jordan to dizgrace, she
was spreading disaffection among the
staff,

She was pitting the stal against the
Fourth, and she was succeeding.

But how Was it possible that she
had accomplices among the staff?

Le was still
Gregory.
She was

I've seen you ! ' he
The chums groaned. They were caught after all.

bellowed. ** Come

Many worried hours had Babs
to that problem.
serious—so  se
Primrose had
ings, under pain of heavy pi
that g-:rlu were not to go mLo the
servants’ quarters.

Babs had questioned Ida who, as far
as the Form was concerned. seemed
the friendliest among the maids
had tried vainly to pump the o s
but they, more ‘bitter against her than
anyone else, had turned awar. No clue
of any sort could she obtait.

She frowned worriedly at Mabs.

“Mabs, what do you make of it?”

“Alake of what?” Mabs w
ing the proof of the dance H
had just arrived from the p
“It’s not bad,” she said. “Ther
mistake in the date, and a comma is
turned upside-down. Bur etherwise it's

given

O.K. I was wondering “—thonghtfully
—“if we could run o gomcdgcd
cards?”

“Oh, I didn't mean
mission tickets. I meant the servants,
Babs said. “Mahs, I can't help but
feel that Gai' Cregory has a hand
in this. It would be like Ler to cause
this trouble, We know she’s in the
school in spite of teleplione calls from
London !*

But Mabs, at that moment, had no
thought for what was happening below
stairs. Mabs was too keen—too en-
thusiastic for the success of her dance.

The thing was in full swing now. In
the music-room the band once again was
at practice. In the Common-rorm ad-
joining several small rehearsals were
going on.

The Dbills had been printed, hali the
letters already sent out, and the rest
were in the process of being dupli-
cated.  Already, indeed, several re-
quests had been received for tickets.

ar to be wondered at that,

vour old ad-
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among all those excitements, Mabs had
mo time to spare for worry at what
was happening among the servants.

And _npeither, indeed, had anyone
clse.  Liverybody was too busy. Only
1abs. who had an uncanny knack,

sometimes, of scenting trouble before
it happened, had & vague, uneasy
{eeling that breakers were ahead,

| The Fourth, as a whole, was merely
irritated by the sudden disaffection
which had broken out in the servants’
quarters. They had never had trouble
with the servants before, and they saw
no reason why they should have been
coneerned with domestic troubles now.

“Here we are!” Mabs laughed.
“Babs, I'll have to get this proof back
%o the printers, That means "—with a
wlance at the clock—“I shall have to
buck up. Care for a trip as far as
Friardale 1

Babs agreed, though to be sure, as
Mabs said, they would have to buck up,

It was not a cold evening, so, dis-
daining a journey to the cloak-room for
coats, the two of them there and then
left the school, just in time to catch
the bus outside.

They visited the printers, made the

necessary arrangements concerning the
number and dispatch of the tickets, and
walked back to the bus stop. As luck
would have it, the bus was just wait-
1z
“Do it nicely!” Mabs laughed.
But there, as it happened, Mabs was
wrong  Nicely they would have done
it, had it not been for one unforescen
trouble with the bus itsclf, which sud-
Aenly stopped and refused to go any
further.

It tock ten minutes to get the engine
to rights again, but that ten minutes
was just three minutes too long. Babs
pulled a face.

“Oh, my hat, gates will be closed!”
she said. “Trouble, Mabs!”

“Not,” Mabs replied, “if we tell
Primmy what happened. After all, we
can  hardly be blamed for the bus
breaking down. Come on, we'll have to
v uvp Pipe:
hey reached the gates,

fully expret-
It was thres
ane

minites p
the por ually the most punesiii
of men when it ecame to locking A
would have assuredly shut them out.
But 1o their surprise the gates were
still open.

“My hat, old Piper must be asleep !"
Babs chuckled. “But what luck for
us! Come on!"

4 A moment
Piper’s voice, from
lodge, roared after

They slipped through.
later they halted.
the

door of his

I've scen youl! It’s gone
time! Come back [

like xou young ladies’ sauce
¥ and nip through without me
seeing vou !” Piper grumbled.  “And
s my duty to report you for coming
in after locking-up time.”
“But the gates,” Babs indignantly re-
monstrated, “weren't locked, Piper.
So how can you repart us for coming
in_after locking-up “time?’
The porter glanced at her s
“Somebody,” he said heavily, *“has
took the keys. They were took this
afternoon from the hook in the lodge,
when I was busy helping Mr. Merry-
weather to clean out the greenhouse.
Which it looks to me,” Piper went on,
“as if one of you girls has heen up
to mischief again. Howsomever, I re-
ported the matter to Miss Primrose,
and she’s making henquiries.”

fte took their names. Rather less
boisterously Babs and Mabs went on
up the drive. They reached Big Hall,
there to come face to face with Stella
Stone, the captain of the school.

*Late,” Stella said, 95‘:1 shook her

head. “You saw Piper?

“Yes,” gaid Babs. “He took our
names.”

“Right! I suppese”—with a frown

—*you know nothing of his keys?”

“No,” Babs replied; “only that
they're missing.””
ome joker has taken them,”

Stella told them. *“It may be a prank,

A
COUNTRY CALENDAR
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February

ES, the days are reallybeginning

Y to lengthen at last / It's now

quite light after tea, and the

birds sing late, as if they knew that
spring was just round the corner.

If you're country born youw'll
probably recognise them all—song
thrushes, blackbirds, hedge sparrows,
and many more. In a few weeks’
time they'll all be thinking of nesting,
for. as you know, February 14th is
St. Valentine's Day, when all the
birds are supposed to chocse their
niates.

Already there is activity—and o
great deal of noise—in the rookery.
Rooks are among the first birds to
begin nesting, and even in Janvary
they'll return to the rookery fo carry
out ** alterations and repairs.” And
what a fuss they make about if, too !
Sometimes a rook will try to sieal a
Jew sticks from @ neighbour's nest ;
he may get aiay with this brazen
i —but if ke's caught, then his

The very first owers make
their appearance in February. The
coltsfoct is one of them—an insignifi-
cant yellow flower. which you will find
usuaily in rough meadows or in
stubble flelds.

T'here may be a few early primroses
in a sheltercd corner of the wood, and
at the cud of the monfh. if the scason
is wmild, you'll find the golden
* pussy willow ™ in the hodge.

1f yow're very observant you may
notice a fairly large nest in a fork of a
tail tree.  That's the nest of a mistle
thiush, and if you climbed up to i,
you would find that already it con.
tains three or four handsome eggs.
The mistle thrush is sometimes called
the ** stormeock,” because it seems to
like singing in wild, windy weather.

i3 song is rather like the blackbird's,
but more strident and vigorous,

On a warm, sunny day, such as
we sometimes get in late February,
you may see a beautiful pals-yellow
buttcifly in the garden. 1t is called
a biimstone, and it has probably
been spending the winter in some
secluded, sheltered spot, safe from
Jrost and biting wind.

Other  butterflics—tortoiseshells,
handsome peacocks, and vivid red
admirals—also hibernate like this
during the winter, reappearing as
scon af the weather becomes geniad.
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but, if so, it's a_ very foolish and
thoughtless one, Not “only are the
keys of the gates missing, but the keys
of the whole scMool as well. A
Primrose is very annoyed, and she's
conducting an_investigation into the
matter now. You'd better go along to
the cloak-room.” .

“But why 1

“You'll see.”

They went, And very soon they saw,
The whole of the Forin was gathered
in the cloak-room, each girl standing
by the peg on which her clothes were
hung.

Miss Primrose, in~ company with
Miss Charmant, was there, looking very
vexed indeed.

She turned as the two entered.

“Ah, Barbara—Mabel!” she cried,
“you are late!”

“Yes, Miss Primrose. But—but it
wasn’t our fault.” And briefly Babs
explained.

Miss Primrose nodded,

“Very well, we will go into that
later,” she said. *Meanwhile, you will
stand by your pegs. This afternoon,”
Miss Primrose went on, in an annoyed
voice, ‘“‘some girl stole into Piper's
lodge, and, for a joke, apparently, took
the keys from the wall.  As no one
seems willing to own up te this offence,
and as, moreover, the keys must be
found, I am conducting a search my-
self. Barbara, and you, Mabel, you
know nothing about this?”

“Oh, no, Miss Primrose !

“Very well. Reach down your coats,
Turn out the pockets so that 1 may
see.”

“Yes, Miss Primrose.”

Mabs at once took down hers. She
turned out the pockets. Hand-
kerchief. 2 pencil, a button, which was
missing from her blouse were the only
treasures that came to light,

“Thank you, Mabel!
Barbara.”
Barbara reached up for her coat.
Immediately she maved it there was a
jingle. Miss Primrose’s eyes gleamed.

“Barbara, i o

Now you,

what is that?

“I—I don’t know, 1

“Turn out that pecket.

“Yes, Miss Primrose.”

And Babs pushed her hand into the
pocket in question, Then suddenly she
tensed.  What was this? For  her
fingers closed on a bunch of cold keys.

Primrose.””

“Barbara!” Miss Primrose cried.

In utter bewilderment Babs drew
forth the bunch. It was o heavy bunch,
and it was recognisable at once.
rasp - from  the
Primrose’s eyes

a
Miss

I dida't—"
r prevaricated to me,”
ose said sternly.

“Thank
you! T will take those keys. I am
surprised—surprised, Barbara. 1

thought, at least, that, as captain of
this Form. your sense of responsibility
would——"

“ But—but——"" Babs gasped. *Miss
Primrose, I—I didn’t take the kevs.”
Then how,” Miss Primrose asked
frigidly, “do you aceount for them
being in your possession !

“I—I don’t know,” Babs gulped.

Oh, horrors! Whao had plaved this
trick upen her?  And suddenly her
eyes caught sight of a limp strip of
cambric on the floor—just benecath her
own coat, and she picked it up.

It was a handkerchief—a rather
cheap-looking  handkerchief — bearing
the initials * A, F.”

“Barbara, what is that?” Miss Prim-
osc_asked sharply.
“It—it is a handkerchief,” Babs

T
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gasped.  “Il—it's not mine, Miss
Primrose.”

She started suddenly, for a thought
accurred to her, Could this have be-
longed to the girl who put these keys
in her pocket? Without a word she
passed it to the headmistress.

“Tt was there—under my coat,” Babs
gulped.

Miss Primrose frowned. She favoured
Babs with a sharp glance. Again she
examined the handkerchief, her eyes
running over the faces of the Form.

Beneath the initials wes a black
laundry mark—*C, H.—S8.”—which, as
Miss Primrose very well knew, stood
for “Clif House—Staff.” She paused.

“You repeat, Barbara, that you did
not take those keys?”

“Yes, Miss Primrose.”

“Which leaves us with the con-
clusion,” Miss Primrose went on, “that
some other girl must have taken them
and put them in your pocket.” Her
eves glimmered. . *“The girl who did
that, apparently, was careless enough
to leave her handkerchief behind he:.
Barbara, have you been having any
trouble with the domestic stafl*”

Babs flushed. )

“Qnly—only what you know, Miss
Primrose.”

“You have not quarrelled at all with
Amy Forrest?”

#No, Miss Primrose.”

“ But Amy Forrest perhaps—" And
then Miss Primrose bit her lip, as if
realising that she was allowing con
jecture to run away with her. *Ti
handkerchief,” she said quietly, “be-
longs to Amy Forrest, onc of the maids
who was involved in the inquiry con-
nected with the Fourth Form studies.
Tlsie Ifingham, kindly go to the ser-
vants’ quarters and bring Amy back
here.”

Elsic departed. Girls looked at each
other. What on earth was the school
coming to? these looks seemed to imply.
Had the servants suddenly taken lea
of their senses? Never in the histo
of the school had there been so many
brushes between the scholars and the
domestic staff. =

in a few moments Amy, wondering,
came in.

“Amy,” Miss Primrose said, “do
your duties ever bring you to this cloak-
Toom ¥

“No, Miss Primrose.
is responsible here.” 4

“You have not been here this after:
noon

Amy shook her head.

#“No, Miss Primrose.”

«Then—then "—and Miss Primrose
held out the handkerchief towards her
—*is that yours, Amy!”

“Ves."

“How comes it”—Miss Primrose’s
voice was very quiet—‘that it was
found in here, then, beneath the coat
of Barbara Redfern, in whose pocket
the missing keys were discovered. Amy,
ploase tell me the truth 1 she said
sternly.

Amy flushed.

“You mean—I put them there?”

“Unless you can acccunt for the
ing of that handkerchief, I am af
that you leave me no other concl
Mise” Primrose sad guietly.
are Amy, that there 1is_di
tween the eervants and Barbara
»e times to-day there have been un-
:sant incidents in which the staff and
& Foarth Form have been involved. I
. not blind, Amy, and I fear that this
iden disaffection among the staff is
buted to Barbara Redferp. If this
some sort of revenge—"
Amy’s cheeks flushe
“Well, it isn't!” she cried hotly.

Betty Sawyer

“1

know nothing about it, Miss Primrose!
f N Redfern is blaming me—"
1, Amy |” cried Babs

“Miss Redfern,” Miss Primrose said,
“is blaming nobody  Miss Redfern is
just the vietim of this trick. Now, Amy,
that is enough !’ she added sharply, as
the maid stormily opened her mouth.
“Please do not provoke a scene here |
Silence I

But Amy now cared nothing. Amy
was bitter; she was fed-up. It seemed
to her that the Fourth—and Barbara
Redfern, in particular—were making a
dead set at her. With these accusations
flying about, the resignation of Mrs.
Murphy, it certainly did look as if the
Fourth were determined to persecute
them. There had been talk downstairs
—mutinous, threatening talk—hinting
darkly at strong action if the persecu-
tion did not cease. Whatever Amy did
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eves fastened upon Babs; a bitter sneer
wreathed her lips.

“And now I hope you're satisfied 1™
she said. “Youve got me the sack
haven’t you? Well, I'm not going! 1
won't go, you'll see! ¥ou think you've
ot the whip-hand now, Miss Redfern,
ut wait till I've seen the others! We
may be only servants, but we're mot
going to be sai on any longer, o don’t
vou think it! We'll go on strike first !”
And, her eyes blinded by tears of
sudden rage, she turned and rushe
tempestuously from the room

HAU ax HOUR later Cliff House re-
ceived the surprise of its life,
Again it came from the servants’
quarters. The servants, following an
indignation meeting in the maids’ rest-
room, had thrown cut an ultimatum 1

BABS' heart turned cold as her hand ciosed upon a heavy bunch ot keys.
Someone must have hidden them in her coat—hoping to get her
disgraced !

now she felt sure of her fellow-servants’

support.

Her blood boiled.

“] won't be silent!” she stormed.
“1 won't! What right have you—or
anybody else—to accuse me? Because
T'm a servant, it doesn't matter—eh?
Yt hasn’t occurred to you. has ii, that
Miss Redfern herself might have
pinched these keys because she knew she
and Miss Lynn were going to be late
coming in to-night, and rthat if the gates
were open, she would be able to dedge
in without being spottedi [f you ask
me ?—with a heaving chest—*" Miss Red-
fern planned the whole thing, and put
that handkerchief there so that I should
get the blame—"

“An Dabs cried
back. Barbara, please!” Miss
her lips quivering, rustled

*Amy. you are a wicked,
disobedient girl!” she cried
“Never, never have ! beard such in-
solence! Amy, you will take & week's
notice. Now go to vour quarters!”

For moment Amy siood hesitant,
trembling, defiance in her attitude. Her

Either Mrs. Murphy was recalled at
once, and Am{ Torrest’s notice with-
drawn, or, as far as the Fourth Form
was coneerned, they would go on strike !

The Threat to the Dance

o

:I-'[T was rubbish, of course The ser-

T

vants didn't really mean it. By
the time they had had a night's
sleep they would have thought
better n? it, and eversthinz would be
merry and bright cnce more
So the Fourth told itself
too absurd. Nev t
House's long histo
affairs n before The servants at
heart were too loyal too afraid of Miss
Primrosc to carry out their threat
In any case Miss Primrose would dis-
miss them all.
But the Fourth wes in for a shack.

It was just
whole of Chil
d such a state of
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Whatever the Fourth might say, the
servants were standing solidly together.
They made it perfectly clear that the,
were not striking against the school.
They were striking only against the
Fourth Form, at whose door they laid

the responsibility for all their woes.

There was a great deal of excitement
<hat evening. Several times Miss Prim-
rose was observed to journey backwards
and forwards between her study and the
servants’ quarters.

Once it was rumoured that she had
dismissed the whole staff. Some of the
girls were inclined to look upon the
whole_ thing as rather a lark, others
with just euriosity.

Only one or two of them, indeed—
Babs for one, and Jean Cartwright and
Marjorie Hazeldene—scemed to realise
its decper significance and the disturb-
ances it might lead to.

But by-and-by startling news filtered
through, Apparently it was not only
the maids who were on strike. The
whole staff, with the exception of Piper,
the porter, and Mrs. Thwaites, the
matron, had plumped solidly for Amy's
cause, and the cause of the now absent
AMrs. Murphy.

It was not a situation to which Miss
Primrose reacted easily. Miss Prim-
rose, always just, always strict, had her
position as headmistress to think of, and
10 give in to the servants was altogether
cut of the question. Miss Primrose
would have resigned first

On the other hand, she could not dis-
miss them all out of hand. The staff
at Cliff House was large. Not in five
minutes could it be replaced, especially
at this time of the year.

For the time being. at least, it seemed
that all the winning cards were in the
servents’ hands.

In the morning there were loud cries
in the Fourth Form dormitory. Not a
single shoe had been cleaned.

“Oh, I sus-zay, this is too thick 1*

“I don't mind the servants being on
strike,” Lucy Morgan shrilled, “but it’s
coming to something when they don’t
clean the shoes

“Yes, rather! And where’s my clean
towel ¥ Lydia Crossendale cried. "1
asked Sally 1o give me a clean one
yesterday 17

“And

I've no soap!” Beatrice
Beverley said. “Lock here, I'm going
to see someone about this !”

Beatrice did. So did Lydia; so did

one or two other girls. They came
back, looking furious.

“Well,” Clara grinned, “what hap-
pened 7

“Why, the cheeky little upstarts!”
Lydia hooted.

“Get your towel

“XNo! But all the Fifth had clean
towels, and so have the Third! Mrys,

Carey~—DMrs. Carey, the housekeeper, if
vou plea:
Fourth

that, as far as the
the servants

—said
was  concerned,
t a finger
gasped Bessie appre-
hen—then what about
you know? Who's cooking

gt}
hensively.
breakfasr,

T
that another

But
answered before long.
when Miss Primrose sent for Barbara

question,
It was answered

was

Redfern.

Barbara went, feeling sympath
and rather worried. She found 3
Primrose looking harassed.

“Barbara, you have heard what has
happened 7

“Yes, Miss DPrimrose,” Babs said,
biting her lips. . )
“I  am_ faced ” —Miss Primrose

ed a hand acress her head—"with
ation unparalleled in the history of
school, Bavbara. The servants
ken severe umbrage against the

Fourth Form, They demand that I—
But neyer mind. Needless to say, I'm
not giving way—not on one single point.
But it is a situation which, from its very
suddenness, places us all at a disadvan-
tage,”

Babs was silent.

“The—the servants,” Miss Primrose
said, “refuse to cook breakfast. am
determined, if it is possible, to break
this strike. The Fourth shall have their
breakfast, but I must leave the cooking
of it to you, Barbara. Do you think
vou could manage to press a few of the
into service 7
* You mean—ecock it, Miss Primrose ¥’

“As there is no one else to do it—yes,
I will see, Barbara, that you are un-
molested and undisturbed.”

What a gasp went up from the Form
when Babs conveyed that news to them!
The situation, it seemed, was grim in
the extreme.

At the same time it mettled the
Fourth. If the servants had declared
war_on them, they would declare war
on the servants.

In consequence there was no lack of
volunteers.  Cooking breakfast in the
kitchen at Cliff House was a new thrill
that appealed to all of them, and Babs
had a really embarrassing time choosing
her staff.

Bessie, of course, not usually in de-
mand on ather occasions was, as the best
cook in the Form, unhesitatingly chosen.

Then Babs herself, Mabs, Clara, Leila
Carrell, Jemima Carstairs, and Mar-
Jjorie Hazeldene.

Down to the kitchen in a body they
tramped, there to be met by Miss
Pamela Plummy, the domestic seience
mistress.  Obviously she, too, had been
pressed into service by Miss Primrose.
Of the servants there was no sign.
Under her instructions they set to work.

They worked busily, determined at all
costs to show the Cliff House strikers
that they weren’t going to have it all
their own way,

They worked with a will—especially
Bessie, who was engaged with an enor-
mous saucepan of porridge.

Certainly there were incidents—as for
instance  when  Jemima,  tripping
blithely across the floor, loaded with a
pile of plates. suddenly slipped.

“Wow ! velled Leila, as she saw the
pile rocking, and rather frenziedly made
a terrific grab to save them. The next
moment there was a crash.

*Oh, my hat

“Now look what you've done!”

* Appears,” Jemima said, adjusting
her monacle and thoughtfully surveying
the wreckage, “I've dropped them.
Tut-tut, too bad you know. Pick 'em

¥
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up. Clara, my athletic old top.”
“Pick ‘em up vourself,” Clara re-
torted,

Jemima sighed. With an air of re-
signation she got down on her hands
and knees. There and then Jemima
was summarily dismissed from the tem-
porary domestic staff. With one or two
other minor incidents, however, break-
fast was at last cooked—and cooked, the
Fourth Forin voted, when it was served
up by two of the other girls acting as
maids, to a turn.

So the first difficulty of the strike was
grappled with and overcome.

After breakfast, when volunteers were
for to clean up the studies and
make the beds in the dormitory half
the Form stepped forward. Then came
the question of dinner.

Again Miss Primrose went to the ser-
vants, again appealed to them. Again
to that good lady’'s great annoyance,
they refused point-blank te have any-
thing to do with the Fourth Miss
Primrose sent for Babs.

i
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And again Babs took her cooking
party down to the kitchens.

But this time a fresh surprise awaited
them all.  For the kitchen docr was
locked, and from within came the
murmur of many voices.

"My goodness, they've locked us
out I” exclaimed Clara indignantly.

For the moment Babs was nonplussed.
She did not know what to do, and her
ticst thought was to report to Miss
Primvrose.

But then, she reflected, that would be
of little use. Miss Primrose had given
her authority to enter the kitchen and
prepare the dinner, and she had no wish
to worry the headmistress with fresh
alarms.

She stepped forward and knocked on
he door,

The talk from within ceased at once.
“We want_to come in,” Babs called.
From inside the kitchen came a

voice.

“Well, you can’t! We're helding a
meeting.”

The Fourth-Formers looked at one
another in amazement. Here was a
nice thing! They were barred from the
kitchen |

Clara stepped forward grimly.

“I’ll jolly soon make them open that
door,” she vowed, and suiting action to
words, began to hammer vigorously on
the panels. One or two of the other
girls, including Babs, jeoined in, and the
corridor echoed to the sound of their

owWs.

Evidently the strikers within realised
that they could not indefinitely hold
out; they no doubt guessed that the
Fourth had Miss Primrose’s permission
to visit the kitchen and, even though
they had carried defiance so far, they
could not altogether flout the head-
mistress’ commands.

There was the grating of a key being
turned in the lock, and a moment later
the kitchen door was opened.

Babs & Co. walked in, to find the
whole of the kitchen staff drawn up in a
body, looking decidedly antagonistic.

Babs stepped forward and spoke
guietly.

“Miss Primrose has given us per-
mission to use the kitchen,” she eaid.

There was a moment's silence, then
Amy Forrest took a step forward.

*“ Either,” she said, “you have the use
of the kitchen, or we do. We refuse to
work with the Fourth,”

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Clara. “I
.

“No, wait a minute, Clara,” Babs
struck in quietly, but she looked at Amy
with eves that held a light of anger,
“This is the decision of every cne of
you, Amy "

“It isl”

“You are leading this strike £

“I am not. Nobody’s leading it,”
said defiantly.
see! You're taking it rather far
though, aren’t you?” Babs asked. *“I
don’t want to have to go to Miss Prin-
rose, Amy—"

But there was no need for Babs to go
to Miss Primrose as it happened, for
Miss Primrose herself put in an ap-
pearance at that moment. Her faco
grew dark when she heard the latest
development.

“You really mean”—her voice
vibrated with the indignation she felt—
“that you will make the whole schocl
suffer 1

“I am sorry, ma'am, but we won't
work with the Fourth.”

Amy spoke quite respectfully, but it
was obvious that she spoke for all. Miss
Primrose bit her lip.

“Very well,” she said bitterly. “1I
think I see. Bavbara, you may retire,

Amy
Lt
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I will make some arrangement for your
midday meal. Meantime, T would like
to speak to Mrs. Carey. Wheve is she?”

Babs & Co. retired, rather crestfellen,
verr uneasy. They would have given a
great deal to be present at that inter-
view between the housekeeper and the
headmistress, but that Mrs. Carey still
stuck to her guns was evidenced by the
fact that the Fourth lhad to make the
best of a cold collation that day, hasti
served in the dining-hall by volunteers,
and ordered specially from the stores at
Friardale.

At tea-time there was
supper-time no supper.

The Fourth, by that time, was grow-
ing angry. There were loud mutters in
the dormitory that night; some wild
talk of taking action. But worse was to
follow.

The next morning it was Mabel Lynn
who was summoned to the headmistress’
study. Mabs returned to Study No. 4
almost in tears.

So white, so strained was her face,
that Babs jumped up in alarm. Even
Bessie saw that something was wrong.

“Mabs,” Babs cried, “what is it?”

“ The—the dance!”

“What's the matter with the dance?”

“Primmy says that we might not be
able to hold it.”

PBabs and Bessio were instantly struck
into startled consternation,

“Primmy asked me mnot to send out
more tickets, and to be ready to reecall
those already sent!™ Mabs spoke in a
stiffied voice. “She =a that the
servants have delivered a new ultimatum
—that as the dance is a Fourth Form
affair, they refuse to work on the night
it comes off.”

"’91‘1, my hat! And what's Primmy
T

no tea; at

sav:

Mabs shook her head.

“Primmy’s done what she can. She
threatened them all with instant dis-
missal.  But she’s got her hands tied.
The servants know that, of course. She
says that she's done all she can to save
the dance—even to frying to get a tem-
porary staff of servants from London,

but it’s hopeless. Scrvants, apparcatly,
are at a premium. Oh, Bals, how shall
I tell the others?™

But Dabs was not listening. Her
eyes were blazing sudden ore than
ever now she was convineed that this
was the work of Gail Gregory.

Yet how to prove it?

Babs racked her brains. Something
had to be done. The dance was in
danger; feeling in the Fourth was
running perilously high. Tf the servanis
only realised that they were being made
pawns ir Gail’s game, what a different
attitude they might take up!

(ail was in the school—Gail was in-
fluencing the servants! She had got
to find Gail! For the sake of the Form,
the sake of the dance, Gail must be
bowled out.

And as Gail was in touch with the
servants, obviously the place to look for
her was in the servants’ quartevs.

“ Mahs,” she said. “I've got an idea !”

“Yes?" Mabs asked worriedly.

“I'm going to try to find cut things.”
Babs' cves gleamed. “Obviously, if
Gail is at the bottom of this—"

“PBut is she?” Mabs questioned.

“Wea believe s0,” Babs spoke quietly.
“How she’s doing it, I don’t know. I
can only suppose that she’s got an
accomplice among the servants, and if
that’s the case, then they must be in
constant touch with her.

“It means they have to meet her—
pretty frequently. Obviously she can’t
come out into the open. so those meel-
ings must take place in secret-——-""
abs stirred restlessly.

“It would be dangerous,” Babs went
on quietly, “for the mectings to take
place in the daytime. That means that
Gail must discuss things with her secret
confederate after dark.

“Which means,”” Babs went on tensely,
“that every night the confederal who-
ever they ure, must quit the rants’

Mabs stared.

“But what—"

¢ This is the idea,” Babs said. *To-
night, after lights out, I'm going to the
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servants’ dorm. The servants don’t go
to bed for an hour after we've gone, so
there’ll be nobody there. I'm going to
hide somewhere, Mabs, and I'm going
to keep my eves open. Once I've found
out who is in leagne with Gail Greeves
Gregory, the rest should be easy. You
seet”

Mabs did not. She stared wonderingly
at her chum. Neither of them heard the
sudden soft rustle outside the door, how-
ever, and since the door was closed,
nobody saw the figure of the girl who
quietly straightened herself up, and,
with a gleam in her eyes, strode swiftly
off down the corridor.

That girl chuckled as she reached the
door which led to the servants’ quarters.

She flung a look back.

“Thanks, Barbara Redfern, for the
warnin, she chuckled. “T'll sce that
the most is made of it!”

When Babs Was Blamed

SILEXTLY the door of the servants’

dormitory at Cliff House opened,

and in the pale beams of the moon

that filtered in through the
window, the strained face of Barbara
Redfern peered in.

All was silent.

Barbara breathed in velicf. Tt was
ten o'clock now. Very shortly, she
knew, the servants would be coming up
to bed, and it behoved her quickly to
find a hiding-place.

Her glance travelled towards the first
of the long rows of bed dly
appraising its value
no. Th vants' beds, iow and close to
the floor, would hardly admit her bulk.

Was there a screen?

There was not. But in one cerner
stood the same type of tall cupboard that
was a feature of other Cliff House
dormitories. It was a cupboard used for
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“storings the linen; hardly, Babs thought,

likely to bo'used to-night. There was a
key jutting from the lock. Cautiously
she pulled the door open and looked
inside. Then her eyes gleamed.

“T'll risk it,” she said.

Nothing else for her to do. Babs, in
her desperate determination to get to
the bottom of the strike mystery, was in
the mood to risk anything.

She stepped into the cupboard, softly
drew the door to, and, seating herself on
a stack of folded sheets which occupied
one wall of her little prison, sat down
to wait, the door slightly ajar so that
it gave her a view of the whole
dormitory.

But she did not see, as she crouched
there, the stealthy figure that rose from
behind one of the beds near by. Nor
did she see the arm that suddenly
reached out across the face of the door,
and with a sudden push slammed it to.
Then she jumped.

“Why, what

Click! The key turned in the lock.
Babs was a prisoner !

“Who's that?” she called.

A soft chuckle came from the other
side of the door.

*“Look here—"

Anocther chuckle.

Babs stiffened. Her cheeks were burn-
ing with indignation—and with dismay.
Who was it? Who had been hiding n
the dormitory?

Gail—was 1t Gail herself?

She did not know, but she suspected

,

then. Oh, what a duffer she had been!
Now that the mischief was done, she
e things she should

a
surprise.

It had never occurred to her, however,
that Gail herself would be in the
dormitory—why should it? Had Gail,
in that mysterious way in which she
seemed to get to know everything, got
wind of her scheme beforehand ?

‘What should she do—shout?

But no. That would bring the house-
keeper on the seene. The housckeeper
would bring Miss Primrose, and the fat
would be in the fire with a vengeance
then.

Bhe stood there, straining her ears.
Her unknown eaptor, vhoever she was,
was still in the dorm. ¢ heard move-
ments, rustling sounds. Then the gurgle-
gurgle as of some liquid pouring ocut of
the neck of a bottle. A short space of
silence, followed by padding footsteps,
and the soft closing of a door.

Babs shivered.

She tried the door again. It was
locked securely, however. For one des-
perate moment she thought of hurhn,
hevself against i, Reflection .=]m\veﬁ
her, however, that, so far from helping
her to freedom, she might, by that
means, ouly overturn the cupboard com-
pletely. She bent down, applying her
eye to the kevhale, to find that the key
was still in it. If it was only possible,
by some means, to turn that key from
the inside.

But it wasn't.  Babs could be
ingenious at times, but even her
ingenuity could suggest no way of per
forming that miracle.

And even while she was wondering,
there came the sound of footsteps along
the corridor outside. dden glow
of light in the keyhole showed that the
lights had been swiiched on, and a
crowd of chattering girls came in.
Then—

“0Oh, lookt”

“Our nightdresses 1

“Who's done that?”

There was a chorus
exelamations

of amazed

“Zomebody’s been here !” It was [da
Walsh’s voice. “That’s my nightie, my
best stockinette one! Oh, my goodness,
look! Ink! Ink!”

“But who—"

“One of those Fourth Form girls I

“QOh, my goodness !” Babs gasped.

She bent again. Through the tiny
chink in the keyhole she saw. There,
surrounded by a crowd of furious ser-
vants in front of the fireplace, was a
perfect pile of nightdresses and pyjamas,
disfigured by great black stains.

Near them—Amy Forrest was in the
act of picking it up at that moment—
was a huge bottle of ink, obviously mow
emptly.

The plot dawned upon Babs, turning
her almost sick,

Whoever had shut her up here had
deliberately done that damage. Had
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done it—Babs caught ler breath—ts
fasten the guilt upon herself. What &
h‘lqk, what a dastardly trick !

he servants were shouting now.
Anger was rife, Heated the exclama-
tions.  Hot the threats that went up
against the unknown vandal.  Then
suddenly again, in Ida Walsh's voice :

“Here, wait a minute—wait a minute,
girls!  Look!” And her voice sud-
denly trembled. “See that line of ink-
spots leading from this pile to the cup-
board? Who's in that cuphoard 7

“ What 1

“I believe,” Tda said, “that some-
body’s hiding there 1

“ Have her out1”

There was a rush. Babs tenced.
Whose hand it was that turned the key
she did not know, but she heard the
click of the lock, and the door was
thrown open,

Dazedly she stared at the startled,
enraged faces in front of her.

“Barbara Redfer

“¥You awful thing I*

“What do you mean?”

“Girls, I'm sorry—"

“How dare you!”

“1 didn’t 1

“Oh, don’t try that bluff1” Sally
retorted. ‘“Look at my nightie |”

“And mine 1™

“And mine I*

Babs staggered back as the ink-
soaked garments were flourished under
her nose. She faced them desperately.

“Please, please—I tell you—>"

But they wouldn’t listen, Obvious it
was to them that Babs, earrying her
persecution further, had done this thing,
had rvemained behind, so that she couFd
gloat over their chagrin. It was, Sally
declared sulphuriously, just a mean
revenge.

“Well, anyway, you're not getting
away with it this time,” Amy Forrest
said grimly. “You've been pretty
clever up to now, Barbara Redfern, but
you've rather overdone it, haven't you?
Ida, go and fetch Mrs. Carey.”

Oh, the horror of it! Babs stoed
there not knowing what to da.

Mrs. Carey came. Mrs. Carey,
furious, sent for the headmistress. The
headmistress, startled, hurried Bebs off
to her own study. Her face was stern.

“1 should think, Barbara, after all
that has happened, that you should be
the last to play tricks of that deserip-
tion,” she said bitterly. “I understand
that you are feeling annoyed. I under-
stand that you are resentful. But that,
Barbara, is not like you.”

“But—but it wasn't me ! Babs said
desperately.
= Indeed "—coldly. “Then what were

you doing the servants’ quarterst
B fclt almost in despair. But she
e had to explain. And she did
iere and then. Miss Prim-

ce hardened.

arbara, I have already told you
that, by fostering this impression that
Gail Greeves Gmgnrf is hiding in the
school, you are merely making yourself
foolish. Haven’t 1 already told vou
Gail Greeves Gregory 1is in

but, Miss Primrose, are vou
eure it is she whz rings you wup?
Mightn’t it be someone else?”

The headmistress frowned.

“You forget, Barbara, that I am not
a child to be so easily deceived. I
admit that her voice does not sound the
same over the telephone, but thas js
hardly unusugl.  Few people s=ound
natural when speaking over a wire from

ced yourself, Barbara,

ihat Gail is hiding in the school, it is
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NE of the
o defiantly,

hardly to be wondered at that any
nnusual sound or happening, you attri-
bute to her. You say that you heard
her voice in the kitchens?”

“Yes, Miss Primrose, I certainly
did 1”

“Not certainly, Barbara. Do not
jump to hasty couclusions. You heard
someone say, in an annoyed voice: * Oh,
bother I’ Your mind, at that moment,
was probably running upon this absard
delusion you possess. What was more
natural than you should consider that
exclamation as coming from Gail?

“The finding of the brooch in Stud:
No. 8 I attach no importance to at all.
It was a well-known fact that Gail was
a very careless girl, and left her pro-
perty in all sorts of odd corners.

“Barbara, I am disappointed in rou—
dreadfully, dreadiully disappomted.
You realise that what you have donre
to-night, so far from helping the situa-
tion, has only eggravated it? You may
go. I will deal with you to-morrow.”

Babs went, her mind chaotic. She
felt her faith in her own theories
shaken.,

Was Gail in the school? But if Gail
wasn't, who had shut her up in the sup-
hoard? Was some other mischief-maker
at work?

“T've got to find out! I've got to ke
,"” she told herself.

11 that night she tried to devise ways
means. She fonnd herself confident
» minute, unsure the next.

There was no doubt that she was now
in the servants’ bad books. She, rather
than the Fourth Form, was the target
of their spite. Oh, what could she do?

Meantime, the dance—that, too, was
in peril. Even if the servants might
have been prevailed upon to reconsider
their decision beforehand, they would
be adamant now.

Would the dance take place,
all?

But it must—it should !

Babs, worried and restless, had little
hope. The Form, when they heard of
the latest development, were aghast.
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after

maids stepped forward.
““We refuse to work with the Fourth."

resolved to continue the strike !

No dance! No concert, after they tad
all worked like Trojans to make ike
dance a success !

Many and bitter were the expressions
of indignation in the Form. When, at
breakfast, it was found that the ser-
vants, still on strike, refused to cock, or
allow the Fourth’s breakfast to be
cooked, something like a riot broke out.

Rosa Rodworth, the Stormy Petrel cf
the Fourth, was all for gomg to the
kitchens and bundling the servants cut
by force.

Lydiz Crossendale suggested that the
whole school should be rallied and called
upon to strike against the servants.

All wild; all, of course, entirely im-
practicable A way out of the diffi-
culty, however, was found by Miss Prim-
rose, who commandecred supplies from
the kitchens, and rationed eggs and
bacon to each girl to cook in her own
study. .

That, of course, was no hardship.
Given their choice, the Fourth would
rather have breakfast in study than in
dining-hall. .

Bessie, indeed, enjoyed it, for Bessie,
the most excellent eook in the Form,
found herself suddenly elevated to a
pinnacle of popularity.

Her expericnee, everywhere, was in
great demand, but since Bessie could
hardly cook for half a dozen studies at
once, & huge breakfast-party was held
in Study No. 4.

In the middle of it, Diana Royston-
Clarke came in

She held a bundle of letters in her
hand. B
“Yoicks, kids!” she cried. “How's

it going? Babs, I've brought the letters
up from Big Hall. Sorry, Bessie, there's
not one from your titled uncle, but
there are two for you, Babs--one for
Margot, cne for Mabs. And here’s
enother—one with an Indian postmark,
and marked urgent! It's for Gail
Greeves Gregory. What do we do with
her letters?”

“Oh, let me have it,” Babs said.
“1'1l ask Miss Primrese. She’s got
Gail's address in London.”

‘* Either you have the use of the kitchen, or we do," she stated
Babs & Co. looked startled.

So the maids were

She took the letter, glancing at it
curiously. She recognised the hand-
writing of Gail's father. She wondered
vaguely what could have inspired the
word “ Urgent,” which was written at
the top of it.

As the captain of the Form, it was
her duty to re-address letters to girls
who had left the schoaol, but since she did
not know Gail's address in London, she
must find it out from Miss Primrose.

She left the study, still with the letter
in her hand. She went to the head-
misiress’ study, only to find that Miss
Primrose was at breakfast. She was
about to leave when—

*Oh, my goodness ¥ breathed Babs.

Tor suddenly the idea came to her.
What a chance to prove her suspicions !
Supposing  Gail Gregory was in the
school ! Supposing Gail got to know
that she had this letter? ~ Gail would
want it. Gail would try to get hold of
it. Obviously, Gail could not openly
declare herselt, so she would get hold
of it by stealth.

That would prove, without
that she was in the school.

Babs tingled suddenly. Now, how to
let Gail know that she had this letter?
Obviously, Gail had access to the
servants. One of those servants, per-
haps, was in communication with her.
In any case, it seemed reasonable to
suppose that if the servants knew that
she held this letter of Gail's, Gail her-
self would get to know about it before
long.

Acting upon a sudden impulse, me;‘

doubt,

instead of going back to Study N
changed her direction and went down to
the servants’ quarters,
She knocked at the door, Mrs.
Carey's voice bade her “Come in!”
B..?m stiffened.  Feeling rather like
Daniel stepping into the lion's den,
she entered the servants' dining-hail.
re, as she guessed, at bre:
arcy presiding at the head
around which they

were seated. ) i
A battery of inimical glances immedi-

ately fastened upon her. Mlrs. Carcy
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turned red. Rather briskly she rapped

out:

“Yes, Miss Redfern?” .

“Jxouse me! I'm sorry to interruph
vou,” Babs said, with a disarmning smile,
“put I have a letter here, Mrs. Carey—
a letter marked urgent—for Miss Gail
Gregory, I don't know Miss Gregory's
address—"

The housekeeper’s eyes gleamed.

“J—T was wondering,” Babs added,
“if vou happened to know jt. You see,
T've been to Miss Primrose’s study, and
she’s not in. I shan’t have another
opportunity of speaking to her until
after lessons, and as it’s marked urgent,
I thought I had better make inquiries
and send it off right away.”

“Then,” Mrs. Carey said stifly. “I
am afraid I cannot help you. I have
not Miss Gregory's address. 0od-
morning.”

Babs sighed a little. She endeavoured
to look crestfallen.  But quickly she
shot a glance round the table, hoping
to detect some sign of consternation on
one face there.

She saw Amy gazing at her, she saw
Tda shaking her %end, and, at the same
time, trying to smile. BShe saw Sally
looking puzzled. The others, for the
most part, staring at her resentfully.

But there was nothing on any expres-
sion to indicate that they had any
guilty knowledge of Gail Greeves
Gregory.

“Thank you,” Babs said. “Well, T

suppose LIl have to tell Miss Primrose
about it during break. In_the mean-
time, T'll leave it in my study.”

Mrs. Carey did not reply. She
turned her back. Babs, shaking her
head, went out. But there was a gleam
of excitement in her eves as she went
back to Study No. 4. There, very care-
fully, she propped up the letter on the
mantelpiece,

“And if,” she said quietly, “that’s

one when morning lessons are over,
Mabs, we shall know who's got it "

“You ’mmn*Gail i

“But what will that prove?” .

«Tt will prove,” Babs said quietly,
“beyond any doubt, that Gail is in the
school. And if she's in the school, she’s
in communication with the servants.
That gives me another ides,” she went
on. “But first, wait and see what hap-
pens to this letter.”

At break they saw shat happened
to it. For when Babs excitedly flung
open the door of Study No. 4 the letter
was gone

“So Gail,” Mabs breathed, “is in the

1

“T was right !” she said. “Mabs, we
know now—for sure ! I begin to see her
little game now. She’s been out from
the start to ruin this dance, and she’s
jolly nearly succeeded. But we've time,"”
she added. “Mabs, the dance isn't
until next week, and during that week
we've got to work like Trojans to bowl
her out. Once she’s bowled out—"

Mabs sighed. Once Gail was bowled
out—yes. But Gail had been so tricky,
so clover, that Mabs mighi have been
pardoned for expressing the doubt that
sho did

Vet Babs was grim. Babs was deter-
mined. Her own conviction bad re-
turned to her in full force,

‘Whatever happened, she vowed, Gail
Gireeves (iregory should not succeed in
wrecking the dance, f she had to
move heaven and earth, and risk ex-
pulsion a dozen times, she’d save the
dance somehow.

To that task Babs pledged herself !
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OUR NEW
KING

By The Editor
/\SE“THE SCHOOLGIRL **

ces to press some weeks

in advance of publication,

this is the first opportunity |

have had to refer to the passing

:f{c;'ur beloved King George the
ifth,

In the past weeks of national
sorrow we have all taken comfort
in the knowledge that his son,
now Edward VIIl., will worthily
iusl:?in the great heritage which
s his.

‘When he was Prince of Wales,
King Edward won his way to
the hearts of all his people. In
every corner of the Empire he is
known and loved ; his wide
travels have brought him into
the closest contact with those
who are now his subjects, giving
him a deep understanding ofgtheir
lives, and a personal knowledge
of all their varied activities.

Our new King is very modern
in his outlook, and it was typical

of him that one of his first acts i}

after his Accession was to fly
from Sandringham to London.
He was thus the first King of
England to make a journey by air.

His love of all forms of sport
has endeared him to young
people, and there are few pas-
times, from big game shooting

| to golf, which he has not sampled

with that keenness and success
which are so characteristic of him.
He is a daring rider, plays a
good game of tennis, and is very
fond of swimming.

i i During the Great War th

[ ] HAT is the title of next Saturday's Kingl:”:?sin pﬂnceri:' Wale:. waes
dramatic long complete story of in the firing line on both the

the girls of Cliff House School— French and ltalian fronts, and

a story in which you will follow with
breathiess interest the activities of Babs
Redfern, who is resolved to break the i
strike which she is now certain Gail has
fostered. I
Packed with exciting incidents, and
featuring all your favourites of the |
Fourth, this brilliant school story brings I

when hostilities ceased he said
with perfect truth :

** There | found my manhood.”

i
{ Since the War he has taken a
special interest in the welfare
{ of ex-Service men, and in 1928 |
he led a pilgrimage to the battle-
to a thrilling climax the series of evenis | fields of Flanders.
which have led to one of the most sen- I
sational happenings in the history of CLiff |
House.
Don’t miss this

Mo doubt many of you, both LI
at home and abroad, have seen
your new King; and almost |
| certainly you have heard his I
| voice on the wireless. You have |
| seen his famous smile—"'the 1
| smile that conguered Canada "'— il
‘ and so you will take pride in the \
|
|
|
I !

great treat. Order
rour copy of THE SCHOOLGIRL at once,
and malke certain of reading ‘' GAIL

MEETS HER MATCH.”

knowledge that you know your
King.

Edward V1Il. Soldier, traveller,
sportsman—King.

RICHARDS

" Long may he reign !

i
By HILDA }
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