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A Storm in a Teacup

(13 ELL, I'm ready,” Mabel Lynn
@& announced briskly, drawing
on her gloves. “And you're
ready, Bessie! But where's

t..at duffer Babs?”

Smd she looked at the door of Study

in the Fourth Form passage at

House School, as if expecting that
1 supply the answer.

Bessie Bunter, renowned as the fat-
% and the hungriest girl at CIiff
se, did not reply. TFully dressed
s was, but she seemed to have no
z-es and no ears for anvone or anvihing
pt the pathetic little brown bundle
h lay curled up in a basket in front
he fire.

e brown bundle was_her pet, Tin
g, & Pekingese of quite cunﬂdemh e
ne, to which Bessie was as greatly
ched as she was to her study chums.
ara Redfern and Mabel Lynn.

“Oh crumbs!” she muttered now.
L3 ’\ ou dud- dont think he’s gig-going to

Mabs?

“Of course not, goose! He's just got
a r.ml
“But his eyes,”
ed. “Oh dud-dear, i
the way he looks at me. And his
Mabs—it'’s so hot. And he's
ering 'agnin—just as he was lul-last
=

Bessie distressfully
I dud-don’t

(tuite a quiver there was in Bessie's
-like voice. d more than a hint
tears on the eyelids behind her thick-
d glasses, without which she was
amost helpless.

Rather like an anxious hen hovering
c-2r an ailing chicken Bessie appeared
that moment, as she stooped over
2 basket in which Ting-a-ling was
illed. looking up at her \\n!x a pair

of brown. shoe- hutmn eyes that ex-
pressed mingled sorrow and affection.

Very precious indeed was Ting-a-ling
to Bessie Bunter, and, what was more,
Ting-a-ling knew that. The look on his
little face at that moment would have
melted & heart of stone.

No doubt about it, Ting-a-ling was
not his usual self. Bessie, always ready
to assume the role of tragedy queen,
believed the worst. The slightest ail-

ment from which ~Ting-a-ling ever
suffered was immediately magnified
into a sinister disease of the most

THIS is Mabel Lynn, other-
wise Mabs, about whom

you will read in this new
series of Cliff House stories.
Mabel belongs to the Fourth
Form and shares Study 4 with
Barbara Redfern, her best chum,
and Bessie Bunter. Mabs and
Babs have always been such in-
separables that a rift in their
friendship is all the more sur-
prising and grievous. And it is
all caused by one girl—a girl
who has her own ends to gain !
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gigantic proportions by his fond miis-
tress, though probably it was nothmz
more serious than a cold or a “snuffle.”

Bessie forgot what the rest of the
school always remembered, however—
that Ting-a-ling, if he was a dog, was
the most intelligent little animal in the
Pets’ House, and was, to boot, a superb
actor.

Almost human in his understanding
of humans was Ting-a-ling, and_posi-
tively uncanny in his rumprehensmn of
his mistress’ simplo character. No art-
ful child ever had the same power to
twist & doting mother round its little
finger as Ting-a-ling had to coil his
mistress in his dainty silken paw,

Sadly now he looked at her, listlessly
but forgivingly extended one feeble
paw, showing a pink slip’ of tongue at
one corner of his mouth at the same
time. Bessie felt her heart breaking.

“0Oh, Mum-Mabs, l-l-look at him!
Ting!” she ecried. “Ting, old chap!
Ting, my lovely old angel—"

Ting snuffled and sniffed.

“Don’t worry, old Bessiekins,” Mabs
said.  “8hush now, don’t ery! The
little imp will be as right as rain as
soon as the vet has given him a dose
of medicine. But where is Babs?"

“0Oh crumbs, you know, we'd better
hurry !” Bessie said frantically. Sus-
supposing he dud-dies in my arms?”

Mabs smothered an inward smile.
She cocked a glance at Ting again.
Ting saw it. If he knew DBessie, he
also kmew Mabs, and he knew that it
was of no earthly use putting on airs
with her. Did he understand, or was
it just an accident that one brown eye
artfully closed ?

Mabs shook her head disapprovingly.
whereat Ting assumed his most inno-
cent expression once more. Mabs, at
least, did not share Bessie’s worry,
thcugh, of course, it was only right te
be sympathetic when Bessie herself was
g0 terribly upset.

Truth to tell
cerned about

Mabs was more con-
abs’ mysterious absence

than about Ting-a-ling. Where had the
girl gone? She had not seen Babs
since dinner.

Mabs was rather anxious. For

Holland’s Stores in Courifield closed at
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x o'clock. In the window of Holland’s
“rores was a simply marvellous cherry-
colourad tatfeia evening gown, which
had had her eye on for quite a

he had arranged that afternoon,
aiter depositing Ting-a-ling with the
vdale vet, to go on with Babs to
urtfield just to have another look at
and try it on, and if it suited her, to
it out of the remittance she had
i from her detective cousin,
n Lxnn, that morning.
1 the matter of choosing clothes for
vself.  however, Mabs, singularly
ted in other directions, was hesi-
_but she placed an almost pathetic
wliance upon Babs' instinct,
Babs had that uncanny .
Inowing at once whether a thing suited
¢ did not suit her; she valued beyond
cc Babs’ judgment. Tempted as she
w by the model in Holland’s, she
vould soener have thought of buying
f a car than of buying the frock
hout Babs to advise her.
Ami Bobs had promised—that morn-
—to come to Holland's Stores with
Ther were going with Bessie, who

knack of

was to depozsit Ting-a-ling at the Friar-
dale vet’s on the way.

But where was Babs?
growing short,

“Oh hother:” Mabs zaid. rather im-
patiently, and then looked alertly as a
step =ounded outside the door.
face fell next moment when the door
opened and in came the unpopular
Sarah Harrigan, the duty preiect for

Time was

the asked; and
a-ling, f{rowned.
hat dog into this

i I dud-don
wouldn't dud-dream of bringing
into =chool,” Bessie stuttered flu

“Not even if he s dying, 3
Is—is there a dog in the room

t know! I
a dog
aradly.

“0Oh erumbs}

_And she stared round in any
tion that of Ting-a-ling’s, while

Sarah frowned ferociously,
“Dud-did vou bring a dog into the
study, Mabs?® -
Harah's eyes glinted.
* Bessie, don’t try to
really
1

e a b
You kn

than 3
feetly

oW,

These
one pa

B vou one of those girls who
alwaye think collars are the
most difficult things in dress-
king? There's the curve fo the
r side of the neckline, and the
wo ends must mateh, and—
! I know, they have many
ns.  But these collars 1 save

esigned for you just haven't!
The three ave made from a
aight strip of materiel. and,

hough the three all look different,
sctually they are all made from
«xactly the same pattern

"o make one of the. -tty collars
wll require a strifPof material
easuring only 24 in. by 3 in. That's
ittle enough, isn't it? So I hope
~ou'll decide to make all three, then
ukcan ring the changes on your
:rock.

NO CUTTING OUT
There's no eutting out or ing
u to these collars, ‘oa‘lF be
ed to know, only rhe ends have
reunded off.
‘hen for the top sryle you must
tch all vound the strip
in any brightly eoloured

v wool,
Complete the trimming with iwo
wright huttons, one at each end.

The collar underneath would look
better in double material, T think.
The shape is just the same as for the
fret, but in sewing you must furn in
the raw edges all the way round.

A running-stiteh is all the sewing
required—and it's the trimming,

1oo ]

The all-white collar is simplicity
itself, also.

Use double material for this one,
0o, please. Place the two pieces

ALl THE SAME-
Yer DIFFERENT

three coliars ccn be mode from
ttern. It's the decorative stitching
that makes the difference.

de sutwards

together—wrong
around.

hen rurming-stit
inside out, and press.

THREE WAYS TO
WEAR THEM

Now you can look at the picture
again and decide which way you'll
wear your collar,

The top one has the ends looped
and erossed,

The second one has the ends folded

T

srack-wise, =o that you ean pin a
rooch or maseot on the front.
The all-white one has the ends

simply pulled through a white bone

hree

Ii vou have a particular frock in
mind when making the; 0

must remember to choos ery
wool or that will either
harmonise or contrast with that
frock.

Tor example, even if yon may have
a length of purple wool I wouldn't
like fo see the collar embroidered
with t if it is to be worn over a
vellow or brown frock.

Red wool or navy always looks
well with a navy frock.

(iveen trimming looks its best with
a green or brown frock, And the all-
white collar would lock charming en
a simple black, brown, or navy
frock.

And remember vou'll only require
half a yard of  some really in-
expensive material to make all three.
Then hy wearing them in tarn—
vouw'll give the impression of having
three frocks to evervone alse’s one !
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into the school, because it's your own
dog, Bringing dogs into the school is
against the rules!”

“Oh  crumbs! I—I
Bessie gasped. -

“Then take fifty lines to help vour
nemory !” Sarah snapped. “And take
another fifty for bringing that animal
into school without permission. Mean-
time, %ef. it out of here as soon as you
can. Mabel, please tell Barbara Red-
fern when you see her that as I am
coming off duty at seven o'clock to-
night, T shall want the Junior School
impositions by six!”

“Yes!” muttered Mabs.

The door slammed behind Sarah.
Mabs exasperatedly glanced at the
clock. Bessie, with an expression of
extrome indignation, picked up Ting-a-
ing and cuddled him.

“Diddums want his little mumsy,
thent” she asked fondly. “Did nasty
norrid prefect want my little Ting to
be turned out? Blow Sarah Harrigan !”
she exclaimed valiantly, “Don't you
take any notice of her, Ting. She’s
just a horrid old eat!” And then she
swept round with a guilty jump as the
door  opened i b really,

fuf-forgot 1"

again. h,
Sarah, it wasn't me who said that!”
she velped. And, when she beheld the
newcomer was_not Sarah but Barbara
Redfern herself: “Oh, really, Babs,

vou might have told me it was you!”

 Babs d.  Mabs, however, clicked
er fong

* Coodn what a  time you've

e exclaimed.  “And why

t vou goi your coat and hat on?
o next bus goes in ten minutes, and
we don’t catch that we shall be late
¢ the storesl”
Babs paused.
her chum.
“1'm sorry, Mabs ™
“That's all right.
wer veady, old thing I
“T mean, I—I'm sorry 1 can’t come,”
Babs caid.
“Ehi

She glanced quickly at

But buck up and

“T can’t come !
Babs shook her chestnut curls.
“But—but why? What's up, Babs?”
“YWell, I--I've just had this from my
ther.” And Babs held up a letter.
“There's a new girl coming to the
he danghter of an old
girl named Clarice

is;

Dyson.” g
“Well # Mabs questioned.

1d—and daddy’s wriiten to ask me
Tl make a_peint of meeting her when
she arrives. on zee, she’s only coming
here for a short time—a sort of tem-
poravy  scholar while her father is
abroad. 1 suppose daddy feels some
responsibility for her, because it was he
who suggested that her father should
park her at Cliff House until he came
back.”

Mabs facefell.

“Then—then you won't be coming to
‘ourifield 7"
T'm sorry, old thing ! Can't we leave

Yes. But. look here, vou know, 1
leave Ting !” Bessie broke out, in

can
arm.
“But how can we leave it ?”
Mabhs looked perturbed.
Perhaps it_was natural in the circum-
crances, for Mabs had been in fear and
rer )]mg, ever since she had seen that
froek a fortnight ago, that it might be
snapped up before she had saved
cufficient money to purchase it. She had
been looking forward with such eager
anticipation to the trip, too; it wasn't
every day that one saw a frock like the
cherry-coloured taffeta
“Supposing the thing's

gone [” she
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d apprehensively. *Oh, no, Babs!
\\ = shan’t be all that long away.”
But Babs bit her lip
"\Vell daddy has made rather a point

¢f iny meeting her. And—and she’ll be
riuher new and strange, vou know.
Sae's quite a nice girl, really. You'll

Do you mind very

)Iabs did mind, very much. Mabs
tad worked herself up to a crescende
o" excitement about that frock. Nothing
else in the wide world mattered to
Mabs at the moment except the frock,
end she had been so relying on Babs to
ip her make up her mind.

She stared in dismay for a moment at
12+ apologetic leader, then bit her lip.
t as a rule was Mabs unreasonable,
her dxsnpgnmtmenl was heavy. She
couldu’t help herself from bursting

Well, if yvou don’t want to come, of

? \h, Mabs vou know it’s not that!

1—1'd love te dome
“Then why notff“ Mabs  asked.
“Clarice Dyson won't pine away till
vou come back, will she? Still, if you
P to put her before me-—"
words.  Angry words. Mabs

alised it as soon as they left her lips.
coloured furiously at her own un-
t irness, but the very fact that she had

st herself in the wrong only added to
tvr sense of injury and stiffened her

¢-oide.

Babs looked qmte startled
“But, Mabs—
“Anyway, I'm going !" Mabs replied.
a not going to risk that frock bein
snatched up before I've tried it on.
\Jdldut have waited if I'd known!”

she added. “We've almost lost the bus

as it is. Bessie, ave you ready 1"
“Y-yes, of cours ut Babs——
“0Oh, please, Bessie—" Babs broke

“Oh, come on!” Mabs cried. “ We've
wasted enough time. Bye-bye, Babs!”
she added, with a little constraint.

“Bye b\c, old thing ¥ Babs returned.

But she sighed a little as Mabs went
out, followed by the fluttering Bessie,
anxious for the safety of her pet.

Poor Mabs! How impetuous she
could be at times ! Ir was rather rough
on her, of course, and. really. she would
dearly have loved tn go with her best
of chums.

But she could hardly ignore her
father's wish. Not often was it that
Mr, Redfern askéd any favour of her,
and he had been so insistent in his lefter
that she should meet Clarice Dyson.

It must have been two years ago since
she had met Clarice, pretty, carefree,
and careless; irresistibly appealing, but
rather a handful, for all that. She won-
dered if the interim had wrought many
changes in her character

She gathered, reading between the
lines of her father’s letter, that it had
net.

Aubrey Dyson, ber father’s oldest
friend, was apparently a bit worried
about her. An urgent business call had
taken him abroad for an engagement
that was likely to last several weeks.
He had been worried about leaving
Clarice to her own devices until Mr.
Redfern had suggested that Cliff House
would be an excellent establishment in

which she might remain wntil his
return.
Apparently, Mr. Redfern, having

FEELING sndderﬂy very lonely
and out of it all,”Mabs slipped
from the tuckshop. 'She could not
bear to see Babs so friendly with
Clarice— when she knew what
Clarice was really like !

made that suggestion, felt some re-
sponsibility in the matter, and was now
looking to Babs to make things easy for
the new arrival.

Vell, that was all right. But it
worried Babs just a little that she
should have had to ﬂrup oint Mabs tc
carry out her father’s wis

Still, if Mabs bou"ht the  frock,
c\ar\lhmg would be all sunshine and
serenity again. Mabs was incapable of
keeping up_a paddy for any length of
time, especially with her.

With another sigh, Babs sat down.
She wondered whether she should
down to the gates to welcome the
arrival; and then, remembering she he
lines to get oﬂ, took a seat by
window—a point of vantage which gave
her a full view of the gates and anyone
who ecame through them

Rather wearily she drew ink, paper,
and pen towards her; but before she
had started, a knock came at the door,

“Hallo, Babs, all alone?” Jemima
Carstairs cheerfully asked. “Pushing
the old pen, and all that—what? ’Scuse
the intrusion, old Spartan, but Primmy
sent me along with a merry old mes:
that she'd like to see you.”

“Oh 1” Babs said. “In her study?”

“Where else, forsooth?” Jemima
grinned amiably. “In the old sanctuin
itself. Bnltnr stagger along, cld thing.”

“Than

And Babs rose, rather wondering.
Straight to Miss Primrose’s study che
went, and, after receiving the {\e
mistress’ kindly me inl!” to hm‘
knm:l. pushed the door open.

Babs!” a delighted voice assailed
her at once

Babs started. A
the headmistress’

irl had turned from
esk to meet her—a

.
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girl uncommonly pretty, who turned
now, with Hushed face and sparkling

lue eyes, to the leader of the Fourth.
Babs stared, and then stared again.
“Why, Clarice 1” she joyfully ~cried.
“ 8o you've come "

Clarry to you!” Clarice Dsson
cuiled.  “Clarry to all my friends!
Well, well! Tt is_ you, then. Bab: !

(iracions me, haven't vou grown! You
know, I've been dving to meet you—just
dving ” she added gleefully, and, m-
both

pulsively stepping forward, took
Babs’ hands in hers, and shook them
with such delighted hearriness that Babs
casped  for breath.  “Well, well !
%’ieased 10 see -

Oh, awfully

“ Jolly, isn't it 7 Clarice urpiled. “1
eay, isn’t this a lovely school? _You
kiow, I'd no idea when poppe said he

s going to send me to Clif House
that it was such a fine place as this!
(Gee-whiz! 1 bet you have jolly good
times here—eh, Babs? And I'm going
w have one, too! Rather! If T like
it ever so much, I'm going to ask poppa.
when he comes back, to let me stay!
Won't that be jolly:”

an})s laughed again. The same old

Clarice!  Warmly impetuous, just
- and
-arrying, it with

on her bubbling current!

bit of a harum-scarum, her father
nad said in his letter; a bit of a wild
cne. But she was just wtterly irre.
sistible; just like a ‘lovely breath of
fresh alr. The affection that Babs had

formed for her those two years ago
welled uppermost at once. .
“Well,”  Miss  Primrose  smil

“once you've congquered your exuber-
ance, Clarice, T would like to zpeak to
Barbara. I'm pleased,” she added, “to
sce that you're such friends. Clarice.
would you mind waiting in the room
next door while T speak to Barbara.
¢ for a few minutes. Barbara will
n you later.”
larice laughed: With a gay wave of
s gloved hand to Babs, she went out.
The door of the waiting-room next door
ned and closed

¥ Barbare.” M

Primrote
know all

stand vour father is
ser father's friend—that it is upon hiz
recommendation that she has come here.
She is, as you may know, only with us
ontil the end of the term, her father
Jdeeming it best that she should be in
-afe hands until his return. I have had
a long telephone conversation with Mr.
Dyson, Bar%ara, and I must admit that
1 feel just the faintest of qualms, I
gather that Clarice does not take kindly
to discipline.”

Babs stared a little.

“&ha is an impetuous girl,” Miss
Primrose went on. ‘' Quite nice, but
not— She frowned. ‘‘Barbara, it is
not my policy, as you know, to form
any opinion of any girl’s character until
is proved. She requires, I gather.
quite a good deal of looking after, and
—well, since she will only be with us
4 short while, 1 have decided, as you
ave her friend, to put her into your
stud{y. You won't mind that*”

“(3ood gracious, of course not ! Babs
yeplied, but she did transiemily reflect
that four would be rather a crush.

“And—and I do mot_like to ask this
of you, Barbara, but I have promised
her father. e is very anxious to have
report of her during her stay at the
school—net merely a scholastic report,
but a report of her private conduct. I
gather he has some plan in mind for
her.

far as leszons are comcerned it
easy, of cou to discover of
e is_capable, but not of her
r. That is a matter rather
my jurizdiction. Barbara, I am
ving upon you, as her friend, and as
captain of the Fourth. I am not askin
vou ta sneak—I believe that wOr
v use—but T am asking ¥ to help
Mr. Dyson and myself in this matter
understanding, of course, that whatever
vou tell me will be treated in the
ztrictest confidence. T wang you, if you
will, to keep a more than usually careful
eve apon Clarice, and report her conduer
to me whenever I ask for it.”

Miss Primrose,” Babs zaid
* But dees Clarice know

Good gracious, of course nor!
Haven't I said, Barbara, that this i
strietly confidenrial #'

But Clarice rhat moment did know
it. Probably it did not occur to Miss
Primrose that Clarice, in the next rooms,
might be listening. It certzinly did not
dawn upon her that the walls separating
:he study from that room were so thin
than any conversation conducted in an
ordinary tone could be heard quite
plainly.

Clavice at that moment was hearing
quite plainly, and if the expression on
her face was anything to go by, she
was not enjoying what she heard.

For in contrast to the cheery, casy,
careirec expression she had presented 1o
Barbara but a few minutes before. her
features had undergone a  rather

startling change.

8 ing re

whole-hearted  and  open
There was vindictiven i
ieh had seemed so
1i And Clariee wa
“(iive a report of

will
Barbara? Thanks for that tip, anyway.
Mean to curb my untamable spirit, do

me, von,

Right-ho! 1 haven’t come to
House to knuckle under to you. and
¢ the good little girlie, I've come to
a jolly good time. and I'm going
ve a jolly good time! T didn'r
nt to come . Ir was your father who
suggested that I should come . And for
that I owe you one—and a big one.”
_she started as she heard the door of
the next room open, composed herself.
and stared op eagerly, the old happily
carefres look on her face once more.
When Babs came in she simply rushed

at her.

. '*Oh, Bebs, Babs ! she cried. “1 say,
isn't it grand—isn't it just too great for
words!” She laughed merrily. * Coms
on, old thin me and show me the
sights, and introduce me to the girls.
I'm just dving to get w0 know ClLff
House 1"

sou?

= Such a Pity !

jolly good !
“You're a sport, Clarry 1"’
- Have another ginger-beer '

Mabel Lynn and Bessie
Bunter, entering the gates of CLff
House, paused, staring surprisedly
towards the door of the tuckshop,

through which sounds of revelry and
many voices, recognisable as belonging
to girls of the Fourth Form, floated out.
WA feed | Bessie murmured
ecstatically. “Somebody must be
standing a fuf-feed.”
Her eves brightened, her face shome
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11 in her arms,
fat face,
perkily towards

happily. Ting
ooled ap perkily
en glared still
s ruckshop.
Bessiz had taken her pet io the vet,
bur though the vet had assured ber that
harm would come fo Ting-a-li
vere kept warm and well-nourist
and comfortable, his anxious mistress’
anxiety was by no means allayed.

Mabs had been to the stores in Court-
field—had rushed there just. in fact, as
the shop was closing, The racher bulky
box she carried, bearing the name of
Holland's Stoves, showe.l that she had
made her purchase.

She was still doubtful; mot Lalf as
elated about her purchase as she would
have been had Babs been with her. But
o had it now, and was anxious to get
into the school and to try it on for Babs’

more

s enjoined.
* But it's a feed a objected.

“Well, you've got to put Ting-a-ling
in his kennel.”

‘No, I'm mnot!” Bessie's eyes
gleamed. “I'm jolly well not g‘cm% to
“You

Fut him in his kennel,” she said.
reard what the vet said—he's got to be
ju-jolly well looked after, It's all right
for Piﬁ"" and Mr. Merryweather to look
after him when he’s well, but when the
poor darling’s ill, then he wants his
mistress—which is me | Bessie asserted
defiantly. “Don't you, Ting, old boy 1"

Ting, for answer, pathetically licl ed
her hand.

“And so,” Bessie announced, “‘Sarah
or no Sarah, I'm jolly well going to keep
Eim warm in the basket in front of the

re.’’

“But vou know that's not allowed "
Mabs objected.
“Well, who care: azked,

Bes:ie

with haughty disdain, = Who jolly well
Bes i

1des, if he's seen
o brought him
study,

“QOh, can 17 Mabs smiled.

“Well, vou don’t expect to be
doing lines and lookin afi;‘zﬁgng-a-
ling at the same time, do your ssie
asked indigpantly. * But,
who's in the tuckshop? That s
voice 1 heard.”

Mabs paused again. She, too. had
heard Babs voice—or rather, Babs
Jaugh, ringing out in merry peal,

She frowned a little, for she did so
earnestly want Babs to herself then.
She wanted Babs to come with her to
the dormitory, to help her try on the
frock, and give her opinion of it. Not
until Babs had approved it would Mabs
feel satisfied.

“QOh, come on, let's see what's on!”
e cried.

Bessie needed no second bidding. She
propped her cycle against the wall,
hastily took off her coat and hat and

rou can
o the

as Babs’

s

_dumped them over the handlebars, and

plunged inte the tuckshop. =~ Mabs
followed a second later, after divesting
herself of her outdoor things.

The tuckshop was crowded with girls,
all in merry good humour, all eating,
or sipping lemonade or orangeade from

lasses. A hail from the counter reached

T \abs! Mabs, this way {”
 And there was Babs waving gaily to

her.

“Hallo " Mabs face broke into a
smile. *What the merry dickens is all
this about?” she asked. “ Somebody
come into & fortume?”

“No; only Clarry standing treat.”

“Clarry ?” Mabs asked questioningly.

“Me,” Clarice Dyson put in, with a
grin, and stood before Mabs, “I say,
youw're Mabel Lynn, aren’t you?” she
asked eagerly. “Babs has been telling
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me about you. And Bessie! Gracious
me! I recognised vou without even
hearing your name, Clarice laughed.
“Woll, order u;) g'n‘l: Lat, drink,
am! b merry. s is my treat.”

“Ha, ha, a"

“Oh crumbs! I sussay
nice of you,” stuttered Be: an
have a dozen cream puffs—j to stari
with, you know? TI'm so faint with
hullger that I'm sure I'm geing to
elapse.”

“Collapse, chum langhed Babs.
“Well, Mabs, get t o dress"’

“ Yes, rather I Mabs rodded nagerl)
“I'll have ginger-beer, please,” she
said. “But, ?suy. Babs, when will you
be ﬁnished here? I'm dying for you to

sec it !

“Oh, \\‘hcu Clarry's finished I Babs
rrplmri “Can’t leave her just now.
Mind you don t get that box crushed,”
she added warningly, as Rosa Rodworth
brushed against it.

AMabs caught up the box anxiously,
snatching it to her She did not notice,
in her concern for her precious frock,
that Clarice was standing lmm?dlatelv
behind her, and her elbow, catching that
givl, gave her quite a shurp fab n the
uiﬁ hl\laha turned round with a gasp.

”

hat's_nun-

And stopped there, blinking in
sudden surprise at the strange expres-
sion which erossed Clarice’s face. DBut
in a moment it had gone.

“My fault!” Clarice said, with a
laugh. “Oh gracious me! What a
crowd ! Here, let's get info a corner.

Make way there, Babs!” she added,
with a familiarity that made Mabs feel

faintly ustemsbml “1 say, Mabs, I'm
in your study.”
“QOur study"" Mabs' eyes opened
5

“But T thoughi—"

“Babs asked for me to be put in
Didn’t you, Babs*” Clarice went on
affectionately “Babs and I are old
riends, you know—met donkey’s years
abs is taking me under hor
wing—showing me round, and d all that.
T do hope we're all going to be good
pals together.”

Mabs found herse!l mumbling some-
thing ir response. She glanced at Babs.
Babs, apparently, was unconscious that
anrthing untoward was afoot.

Perhaps it was that sudden hateful
look she ha¢ surprised on the face of
this girl; but quite suddenly and
definitely Mabs decided, in spite of her
generosity and her too-ready smile. she
did not like Clarice Dyson

Or perhaps it was that way &
which she scemed to have appropriated
Babs. Her every gesture and action
signalled that she had a proprietory
interest in her chum.

AMabs knew a litile resentment. Per-
haps, loving Babs as she did, just :
tiny pang of jealousy shot through her.

“Wcl], I—I hope so, too,” she found
herself haltingly saying *But "=and
again she looked at Babs—“Babs, 1—!
suppose you couldn't come along now ¥’
she asked wistfully.

“Qh gracious! No, not yet!” C
immediately pouted. “Let’s keep
fun  going. Babs, have anoth
lemonade ¥

“Oh goodness ! No, thanks.”

“Please-—just onel” Clarice urged
“Just to keep me company. Two morc
lemonades, please!” she called over the
counter,

“And one here,”” Tomboy Clara
’I‘m yn put in.  “ Sl feeling equal to

Clarry 2"

'Xes, rather! Go on! Have just
what you want.”

Mabs felt faintly ranseated. She, at

by this show of
ddenly in the

was not_decei
She felt

least, wa
astentation.

background—out cf it—-sorry now that
she had come in.

Clarry, as if reading her thoughts,
deliberately penned Bags in the corner
and stood studluus]\ .:Jturgoscd
her and Mabs, cutiing t off from
each other. A little flush of anger
came mtc Mabs’ cheeks.

” she murmured

"And of course,” Clarry said eagerly,

“you'll have to :how me your sketeh
book, Babs. Your father said what
lovely sketches you do; just like a real
artist.

Was i accident, or was it design,
that she suddenly lifted her foot, kick-
ing the precious cardboard box which
Mubs was so desperateiy trying to save
from being crushed ?

Mabs shook her head. She was angry
with herself for the feeling which came
to her, But she couldn’t stand it, she
felt, Bhe did not understand thi
Enba surely was not intending to slight

between

But Babs had very definitely turned
down that journey to Courtfield, Babs
now, seemingly dazzled by this girl, had
actually {mt her in Study No. 4;
more or less refused to go with her tc
the dormitory,
was dying to try on the frock.
bother Babs!

No—no, she didn’t mean that!

“Babs, 1'll see you later,” she said
in a small voice.

“And, you know, 1 do a bit of sketch
ing m\sa]f , Clnrr\ said loudly—just as
if, indeed, she had sensed Mabs had
addressed a remark to Babs and wished

Bad: must know she
Well,

to drown it, which she did most
effectively.
Mabs bit her lip. Very uaetLy she

went out of thz tuckshop, feeling rather
lonely and rather futilely annoyed with
herself,

Clarice turned in apparent surprise

-
...~
N
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“Why—— Hallo! Your friend secms
ee\cd She's gone, Babs.”

e

“Why, yes I

“ Bt

In a moment Babs was on her feet.

“0h, dow't worry!” Clarry said
easily. “I don't blas e her, you know.
It is rather & crush in here, isn't it?
And she was so frightfully anxious
about that dress 81t down and finis
the drink, Babs As I was saying—

But Babs was not £nishing her driuk.
She was looking anxiously across the
heads of the girls in the shop. Mabs—
It was not like Mabs to i
~a}m§ a word to her.
would Babs have hurt her friend.
turned,

“ Exeuse me I” she said. t

Clance pouted,

“But, Babs where are you going®"

“Oh, just—just to talk to Mabs| T'ii
see vou 1n the study,” she cried hastily.

She left Clarice with a transient
scowl on her face and rushed out.

Mabs, walking ahead more quickly
than usual, was at that moment in the
act of disappearing into the School
House. Babs shouted

“Mabs t”

But Mabs, if she heard—she didn't—
did not turn; she disappeared.

“Oh, my hat! The chump’s in a
Luff ¥ Babs thought, and fairly raced.

But by ths time she caught up with
her Mabs was entering the dormitory;
she furned with a start as she felt Babs'
hand upon her shoulder.

“Mabs, you old cuckoo—"

“Why—why—"  And Mabs erim-
soned,  Something seemed to come into
her throat, choking her utterance. “01:
Babs,” she said, “I—I lhuusht-—
thought——" And then, rapidly chang-
ing the subject she put the box down

IE you'd only come with me, I should never have bought the frock,'

Mabs panted.

‘“ But you preferred to stay with Clarice !

Oh, go

away-—go away | "’
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upon the bed. “I—I"ve got the dress,”
she announced in a thin voice.
o)

h, say, ihat's topping!” Babs
snthused, but, all the same, she jilanceid
at her chum quickly. **But why did

walk out of rhe tuckshop, old

. witheut telling me you were

g
ing ? i ;
“But I did; only that girl—Clarice, 1
mean—was talking o loudly that I
i make you hear,” Mabs eaid,
ing her face.

aves
Babs gazed at her keenly.
«Mabs, don’t you like Clarry?

1 Mabs returned

“Oh, <ho's all Tight
“Would vou like
P

without enthusiasm,
to see the frock, Babs

“Ves, please. Bu * Babs paused.
“No, Mabs, wait a minute,” she cried.
“Pan't let's go on like this. I'm sorry
about not going with you this after-
noon.”
“Qh, that's all right I”

« And—and you don't still feel ratty
ahout it1”
“No,” Mabs said uncomfortably.

T couldn’t help it,” Babs said gently.
“Alabs, you do understand, don't you?”

“Y.yes,” Mabs amswered, in an un-
convinced  voice. “But—" 1e
stopper] there, biting her lip rather as if
she was on the point of saying more,
and thought better of it. Instead, she
began to unwrap the box.

Babs sat on the bed. She eyed her
chum queerly—with just the faintest

qualm,  Silly old Mabs! she thought
affectionately. Of course, she had been
dis;}ppointed about her not going.
Still—

“(Qh, I say!” she cried, as Mabs lifted
the frock. “What a s tions thing,
AMabs! But cherry—" She put her
head on one side Rather a new
doparture for you, isn't it, Mabs?”

.{}Iahs smiled tremulously

“YWell, I thought it would he a
change,” she replied. “I'm getting
vather tired of light things. But help
me put it on, Babs.” .

Aﬁ trembling eagerness she was again
in the excitement of the new frock.
How it rustled as she lifted it over her
golden head! What & veally gorgeous
thing it was, to be sure!l With its
saucy little necklet. and its veluminous
<kirt which reached below her ankles.

But what an effort it was to get into
it, to be sure, and how Babs teiled at
the row of tiny taffeta-covered bLuttons
at the hack, by which the frock was
fastened | *

Tt was on at last, however, and Mabs,
brushing and combing her hair, turned
with eager expectancy, flinging out ber

arms.

“Well, Babs, what do you think?”

Babs smiled.

“It's a lovely frock, Mabs—really
lovely 17

“Yes; but, Babs, how do you think I
look in it?” Mabs pgazed at her
anxiously.

Well, it is rather a departure—-"
“Yon mean?” Mabs asked. “No,
Babs, don't fence. Tell me the truth.
Tell me candidly. What do you think "

Babs shook her head.

“Well, I don’t know.” She locked
again. “The colour’s lovely, but it's
hardly your style, Mabs. You shouldn't
wear dark colours, you know—not with

vour fair hair and compiexion. The
very richness of the frock rakes away
your own colouring. Now, if it had

been pale blue, or eau-de-nil—~"
Mabs bit her lips.
“Yes?” she asked, in a stifled voice.
“Mind you, it is a lovely freek ™
Babs repeated reflectively. ill, you
ave asking for my frank opinion, aren’t
vou? I like it—as a frock—immense]

You'll have to let it out at the wai

<t

though; it's too frightfully tight. And
if I were you I'd have it shortened just
a little for when you dance in it. You
know what happens to full-length skirts
on the dance Hoor, especially if your

partner happens to be a bit clumsy.
But I say—" Alarmedly she jumpgd
up. abs, old thing, you—you're not
cryin

*“No,” Aabs replied fiercely. “Oh,
please, Babs, don't fuss!”

Babs stood still, eyeing her chum in
open-mouthed amazement

Mabs was crying, but they were tears
of vexation and disappointment. She
had asked fov criticism; she had
ot it. But, being very, very human,
Mahs had wanted Babs eriticism to be
her own. She had been so eagerly
excited about that dre:s! So anxious,
so enthusiastie! She felt now that she
hated it.

“Mabs——"

“ Please—-" Mabs cried.

“But, Mabs, old thing, it isn't like
vou I”
“No?” Mabs flung round. She hated
herself for what zhe said, but soms little
demon _possessing her then poured the
words from her lips, “And it's not like
you i* she eried tterly, “If you'd only
come to help me choose it, I should
never have bought it! But, no; instead
vou preferred to hang behind and wait
for ihis Dyson girl!” she cried, her
chest heaving. “Oh, Babs, go away—

go away !”
“But Mabs—Mabs, look here—"
“XNo, no, I won't!” Mabs cried
wretchedly.  “I won't! You want

Clarice Dyson, Babs—you go to her!
No, I don't like her—I don’t! I never
will, s0 there!” she added with sudden
passion.  “She's a mischief-maker!
=he’s just coming between us

“Mah: Babs cried in horror.

Oh, heavens. whar was the matter
with her? But she cculdn’t help
herself.

“I—1 thought—I thought *—Mabs

rushed on—"“1 thought, Babs, that youn
always looked upon me as your best
friend! But you don’t—mot now she’s
come ! Why must she be in our study?
Aren't there plenty of other studies with
vacancies? We've been such a happy
ittle ?ar(y. and now—now— Oh.

bs, do go—please, please do go!” he
added wildly,

The look on Babs' face was ctricken
—ineredulous, She, too, felt shaken in
that moment. This Mabs—her Mabs—
giving way to this burst of uncon-
trollable temper !

Something welled up from her heart,
and she felt suddenly choky in her
throat.  She turned.

Hopeless—hopeless to reason with one
in this mood. Later on, when Mabs
had cooled down——

She left the dormitory. Mabs siood
quiet and still, watching her ﬁo. Oh.
horrors—horrors! What had she done?
What a mad-headed, spiteful little fool
she was!

“Babs ” Her voice cried out, and her
heart cried with it.

But the door closed.

One faltering step Mabs took. Then,
as a sudden surging wave of wretched-
ness swept over her, she flung herself
on the . For a minute—two minntes
—she lay there, the cherry taffea cave-
lessly orumpled beneath her weight, her
<houlders heaving with great sobs.

2Me had auarrelled with Babs! Had
quarrelled with the dearest friend on
earth! These two, who had never had
anything except the slightest of tiffs
were estranged !

And all her silly fanlt! The fault of
the beastly frock! She hated it now—
hated it !

THE SCHOOLGIRL

<he

She rose. With trembling finger
fumbled at the back of her neck for
the catch which held the floral neckiet

together, She couldn’t find it
_In a sudden access of futility she tore
it loose Then breathlessly she tore it

off, Pop, pop, pop! And ie
dainty little taffeta-covered buttons fel
to the floo

Well, :he didn't care—she didn't
care! It was the frock which had
come between her and Babs—the frock
and that awful new girl !

But she did care—and knew that she
cared! It broke her heart to realize
that she was in such a mood.

She must make it up to Babs. Oh,
Babs!

Hurriedly she felded the frock, etill
telling herself she didn't care that she
erumpled it savagely into the box.
What & fool I am, she thought, even as
she was doing it. But that proveking
fmp of frustration still ruled her
actions.

She heedlessly hurled the bex into her
locker, and then breathlessly quitted the
dormitory. Where was Babs?

iting her lip, she hurried down inta
the Fourth Form corridor,

A girl was just in the act of enter-
ing Study No. 4 abs saw no more
than the hem of her skirt as it whisked
round the doerpost, and hurried her

s—it was Ba ust be. A little
cry eame to her lips

“ Babs—DBabs, old thing~—"

She reached the deor. She flung it
open.  And then she stopped, staring
at what she saw. The girl who had
entered the study was not Babs. It was
the new girl, Clarice Dyson.

And the new girl—-

In one startled glanee Mabs took it
all in. Apparently Bessie Bunter had
been true to her threat. With the break-
up of the party in the tuckshop she h
defiantly ~ veinctated Ting-a-ling
Study No. 4 ,

His basket, with its woollen blanket,
lay in front of the fire, but Ting-a-ling
himself, taking advantage of his mis-
tress’ absence, or possibly because the
fire was too hot, had removed himself
fram it, and was lying, pugnose be-
tween sillien paws, near the door,
Unfortunately fol he lay in

¥ of aud Clarice,
drew hack

in

bling ov
with a sharp z
selping, leapt to hiz feet,
a sudden vielous outburst
lifted her foot and kicked.

hud !
“¥owp!" yelled Ting-a-ling.
Mabs saw it all, and for a
stuod appalled.  Passionately
all animals was Mabel Lynn,
haps more passionately fond oi
Ting than of any other anim
carth—except her cwn pet cat in -
Pots’ House.
Appalled.  ouiraged, that
eruel spite forced her into a
You bully e bit out.
Clavice sv round as i
heen shot.
“(h, you!* she said
“Who are vou calling n
“T'm calling you nam
deliberately, and her a
saw von kick that dog
“I" didn't kick the d
over it. And, auyway,
out, “what business 1
“It’s the business
minded girl to put &
of thing ™" Mabs told
onsly.
“Really 7 the o
you've the decent

of
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ou?” she asked. “Well, what of it?
fl:’s my study, isn’t it? Yes, it ig, as
well as yours. If I don't want beastly
little tripehounds like that erawnling
about the floor, I've a right to kick it
out—and I will kick 1t! And don't,”
she added, suddenly boiling up into
glarI\:! “you start telling me what to
o

Mabs stiffened. Her eves narrowed.

“If you're going to sharve this
study—"

“I am|” Clarice sneered. “And I'm
ioing to be jolly comfortable in it while

'm_sharing it—so_ hear that! You
don't like “that idea, do you?” she
added mockingly. “Think T can't sce
it? You thought you had your little
Babs all to yourself—till I came! And
rou don’t like me because you think

'm going to push your nose out of
joint and upset the family party!”

Mabs quivered.

“Babs is my friend—"

“Babs is my f{riend, you mean!”
Clarice’s lip curled “Oh, I know!
You think you've everything to her,
don’t you—but you wait! i 2
And then suddenly her face changed.
The transformation which came into_it
quite startled Mabs. “Mabs,” she said,
with sudden wistfulness, “don’t let's
quarrel like this! I know you're fond
of Babs, but so am I. Let her be a
friend to both of us!”

And to Mabs’ stupefaction, she
extended a hand. Mabs blinked. Not
until, however, she saw that Barbara
had entered the study with Bessie
Bunter, did the reason for that sudden
change of front dawn upon her.

And then, meeting the question in
Babs' eyes, she bit her lip.

The Parting of the Ways
E g
OULD she have taken the hand

i that was so treacherously ex-
tended? Certainly, Mabs could

not. Disgust mingled with anger

for this two-faced girl.
“Why, you—you—"

“Mabs!” Bibs cried in horror.
“Mabs "
“Ves, Mabs,” Clarice said falsely.

“Mabs, please do listen. I want to be

friends, just for Babs’ sake. Mabe, old
thing—"

Mabs quivered.

“You—you hypocrite "

“0Oh crumbs! Oh, I sus-say—""
Bessie stuttered in dismay. “I sus-say,

Mum-Mabs old thing—"

Clarice bit her lip. She
appealingly at Babs.

“ Babs, please—you speak to her,” she
said sighingly. “I don’t know what's
the matter with her, I'm sure, but—
but she’s got some idea that I'm
against her. And I'm not—you know
that, don’t  you, Baba? Mabs,
darlin, i

But Mabs felt if she remained any
tonger she would scream. She couldn’t
bear it—she couldn’t! Such hypocrisy
—and that stricken look on Babs' face,
the stupefaction upon Bessie's!

What a position this givl had
manceuvred her into! Bul she wasu't
going to knuckle under !

“Clarieé,”” she said, between her
taeth, “don’'t be more of a hypocrite
than you can help! I wouldn’t,” she
adced bitterly, “be friends with you if
you were the last girl on earth

looked

HAT-BAND
AND BELT—
TO MATCH

Trimmings can ** make ** even
the simplest outfit. Try these
easy ones for hat ond frock.

KNOW you all love plaiting.

Even you who find needlework

a bore, and much prefer
gamea and gym, won't be able to
resist making this original hatband
and neck trimming for a frock.

The hat-band trimming consists
of different-coloured wools—just as
many as you like—plaited together.
Then if you have enough oddments,
make a multi-hued tassel as a
finishing touch.

If you haven't enough for the
tassels, just knot the ends together
with that careless carefulness which
is always so attractive

SO EASY!

Now, if you are really proud of
the way you’ve made the hat-band,
you simply must try the neck-
trimming for a frock.

Do it in just the same woy &s
the band, measuring it around the
neck of your frock as you plait.

Fasten off with tassels so that
they hang prettily together.

Which™ all sounds so terribly
easy, you may wish there was
something else you could make
in the same way.

ONCE MORE

So what about trying your hand
at o belt for your frock 7

You'll want more wool for this,
but I'm sure there are tons of odd-
ments at home that you can make
use of.

Plait these as before, and finish
off with tassels as big as you can
make, so that the belt will tie
in a bow, and the ends look really
decorative.

Wear the trimming on your
winter frock—and it will sce you
smartly through to the warmer
days—which won’t be so very long
in coming now

B
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Fearlessly she looked the other in the
face, her lips curling in contempt.

“1 don't,” she added, “know what -
your game is, or why you are playing
it, but I think Babs ought to know here
and now what sort of a gizl you are!
Babs—"

“ Mabs, no!” Babs cried.
it! Oh, goodness gracious!
earth has come over you?”

Mabs compressed her lips.

“Nothing,” she answered bitterly,
“has come over me. I'm sorry for
what happened in the dormitory  It's
not that, Babs, so don't think it. It's
something that’s happened since.”

“Bib-but what?” asked Bessie.
dud-dear, you know—-"

“Oh, bother, Mabs! Come on, make
it up, whatever it is!” Babs urged.
“Clas-rv_lwants to be friends, don’t you,

“Don’t say
What on

“0Oh

Clarry °
“Nothing,” Clarry said  sighingly,
“would make me happier!  Mabs,

dear

Bus Mabs, with a Iift of the shoul-
ders, turned away.

“Thank you! B8hall we have tea?”

“*But—'""

“I'll go and get the water,” Mabs
volunteered.

She picked up the keitle. Wiih
rather a white, strained face she went
out.

Unhappily Bessic blinked; then,
hardly knowing what to do, she picked
up Ting-a-ling. Linnediately  there
came a :.'el!) from the little animal.

“Yowp I”

“QOh crumbs !” Bessie choked. “Ting,”
Bessie gasped apprehensively.

“Yowp |” yelped Ting-a-ling again

And this time there was no acting
upon his part. For Ting-a-ling was
really hurt. Ting was only a tiny
bundle, all said and donme, and that
spiteful foot, viciously implanted be-
tween his ribs, had raised a bruise.
The spot was decidedly tender.

Very entreatingly he looked up.
Then, as Bessie hugged him, he yelped
again.

Bessie was frantic al once. ~ What
was the matter with Ting? Was this
some new and alarming symptom of his
mysterious illness? She looked at
Babs.

with him?

But Bab: did not egly. Rather
worriedly she was at the cupboard,
reaching down for the tea. Clarice, a
frown on her face, stood by the
window, looking into the quad.

“Wuff I” said Ting-a-ling plaintivels.
“Wuﬂ' L g

And he sniffed, plainly indicating
that he was uncomfortable and warted
to be put down.

The door opened. Mabs, with the
kettle in her hand, came into the room.
Ting yelped again.

“0Oh crumbs ! Bessie choked. * Ting,
Ting! What is it, precious? Tell your
old wistress, then! dud-dear, you
know, T believe he's hurt!” she cried.
“He cries every time I touch him here.
Mabs, what’s the matter with him?"”

“ Ask Clarice !” Mabs replied grimly.

Babs started.

“Why ask Clarice ?” she demandod.

“Because,” Mabs replied contemptu-
ously, “it was Clarice who kicked him!
I saw it hat was what we were
quarrelling about.”

“ What ¢

“Mabs !

“(Oh! OL!” Clarice sprang round,
looking uiterly horrified. “Oh, Mabs
she cried, her voice vibrant with
reproach. “How could you! Babs,

abs.
“0Oh, Babs, whatﬁ-whdt's the matter
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please, you mustn’t,
that! I came into the study,
dog was sprawling about.
tripped over_ him, but 1
him. As if T would!”

“3Mabs!” Babs said quietly.

“Well 7

“That's hardly fair, is it?”

Mabs flushed erimson.

“I¢’s the truth,” she said
“and she jolly well knows it.

these muflins, there's a dear.”

Babs bit her lip. Clarice looked at
a head _with patient
resignation, and a pleading look from

her, shaking her

you can’t believe
and the
It's true I
didn’t  kick

bitingly,
Bessie,
put Ting in the basket, and get on with

her eyes which said as plainly as any-
thing :

“Never mind, Babs, don't make a
row about it. Let her get on with it.”

And Babs, with a gulp, but wondering
wretchedly what had come over her
friend, nodded.

“Well, let—let’s
suggested.

Tea they had. But what a grim meal
it was. Ting, in the basket, snuffled
with difficulty as he licked his bruises.

Mabs, watching him, felt the food
choking her.

Babs didn’t understand, Babs, she
knew, was trying not to believe she had

have tea,” she

INK STAINS are always appearing
where they've not wanted, aren’t
they? On hlouse sleeves, tablecloths,
carpets. Next time you feel like
“tutting * in fury at ome, don’t!
Just try rubbing the soiled part
immediately with & juicy tomato.
If you haven’t a tomato handy,
wash the stain in hot milk.

FRUIT STAINS have a nasty habit
of appearing on clean-tablecloth day,
haven’t they?

Next time there’s plum pie for
dinmer, and this happens neav your
plate, pile a little salt over the stain
and wub gentl The stain will not
comp dizappear, but it will not
! afrer the cloth has been

washed,

IRON-MOULD STAIN is one of the
most unpopular, for it looks so
impossible to remove somehow. But
it will vanish if the stain is stretched
over a cup or basin containing boil-
ing water and a little salts uﬁemun
iz applied to the stain.

OIL STAINS on precious carpets can
be quickly removed. Cover the mark
with a piece of thick brown paper or
blotting-paper. Then apply a warm
—not hot, please—iron over this,
The grease will be absorbed in the
paper, you'll find, and no trace of
the stain will be left.

GREASE STAINS on the kitchen
floor are quite frequent. But how
they =oil Aloorcloths if it is washed up
immediately | Next time this
happens when you are around pour a
little cold water over rhe grease. Tt
will immediately harden, an
all you have to do is to scrape
with a kitchen knife.

Much better than ha
destroy a grease-laden cloth

SMOKE STAINS on wallpaper are
auite frequent, particularly if the
Tiouse is rather an old one. These
can_ be removed by gentle rubbing
with 1 piece of stale bread. (But

AWAY WITH

Even the most stubborn stain wiH generally
respond to treatment, But it must be the

STAINS!

right one !

don’t go and use currant bread like
someone I knew once did!)

BLACKLEAD STAINS do some-
times appear on carpets, however
careful one is. A mixture of fuller’s
carth and water should be made and
sneared over the stains. Allow it to
dry thoroughly, and then brush off.
Off will come stain and all!

'ER - MARE ~ STAINS
always look rather terrifying, den’t
they? But how frequently they are
made. A carelessly laid down teapot
will ruin the best oak tray, and a
hot plate will mark a polished table.
Or so it seems.

Even these can be removed—witn
perseverance and linseed oil,

Rub the mark well with a cloth
in the oil. and keep on until
it vanished. (If the mark is very
bad, you may need to keep this treat-
ment up for a day or two—but the
mark will go cventually) After-,
wards polish well with furniture
cream—and_resolve never to let it
happen again!

TEA STAINS respond wonderfully
to powdered borax being rubbed into
them and then boiling water poured
through.

PAINT STAINS will vanish after
an application of turpeniine.

EGG STAINS must be washed out
in COLD water. If the article is
placed into boiling water the egg
stains will become fixed.

COFFEE STAINS should be treated
by pouring boiling water through the
stain from a height. If this does not
prove sufficient, try rubbing gentl®
with a little glycerine. The stained
part should then be washed in warm
water.

dipped

STAINS on precious clothes that
can’t be treated with beiling water
for fear of spoiling should have pure
by

applied in a
circular movement, working inwards
towards the stain. And I needn’s
add the precaution about using this
away from a fire or flame, nee

ne or petrol
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told a horrible fib, But Babs was more
than half convinced that she had iold
that fib.

She couldn't stand it—she -couldn’t!
She’d rush out of the room!

But she wouldn't—no! That would be
practically an admission of defeat.
That would be playing into her enemy's
hands. She'd rather die than ler this
smiling-faced hypocrite feel that she'd
had the langh of her!

Babs ate slowly, shaking her head a
little. ie, between gulps, blinked
first at Mabs, then woefully at Babs,
sparing an anxious glance now and then
for Ting-a-ling.

Only Clarice, of the four, enjoved
that meal, and she enjoyed it only for
the situation her callous-hearted mis-
c!a_ief) had created.

By o

&

to-night — in
Lydia Crossendale told

Apd—and—"" Clarry
“You like dancing, don't

“There's
Conrtfield.
about it.
laughed.
you?”

“Love it!"

“Well, then, here’s a little surprise
for you.” And delightedly Clarry fished
two ti from her tunic pocket and
planked them gaily on the table.
“Tickets for two, Babs—you and I!
It's going to_be a ripping affair, Lydia
tells me, with lovely prizes for the best
dancers. It’ll be grand if we win one
of them,” she added, with a quick look
at the downbent head of Mabs,

Babs smiled a little.

“Ti would be grand, yes, rather. But
unfortunately, Clarry. we can’t go.””

**Oh, why n

v not?” Clarice pouted.
“Because,” Babs gently explained,
%Inncing at the tickets, “this dance
doesn't start till eight o'clock. By that
time gates will be locked, and every
girl within obounds. It's against the
2, 10 go out after gates.”
gracious me. you're not going
to let that worry you't” Clarice laughed.
“IWo can break out of dorm, can’t we?

Other girls do it, I've heard.”
Babs vned.
“(Clar 5 id EBrmiy. “No!”
But Cl frowned. Not she

to take no for r. Clarice had

bought those {

ing a good
i House, sha

hether Babs
re were very
1 on ¥ should give
no opportunity of reﬁorting her to
Primrose, and she hoped, by in-
g Babs to get enthusiastic about
the dance, that she would break bounds
with her. Which meant, naturally, that
Babs could hardly report her offence
without reporting herself.

«Oh well,” she said, with a sigh, and
pocketed the tickets again. “ Mustn't
break the old rules, I suppose. But it
is o pity, isn't it? Life is full of dis-
appointments,” she added, with a laugh.
- Babs, vou excuse me for a few
moments

Of course !

Clarice smiled.
out. Mabs shifted
up. meeting Babs’

She rose and went
a little, She looked
gaze, then coloured.

Babs, for zome ieason, coloured, too.
They ate on in silence.

Ting-a-ling, in the b ., gave an
uneasy whine,

But Clarice had not gone far. She

stopped _when she reached the door of
2tudy No. 1, which housed the wealthy
Lydia Crossendale, the :ncb of the
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Fourth, and Rosa Rodworth and Freda
Ferriers. The three of them were at

tea.

“0h, hallo, .Clarry ! Lydia beamed.
“Come in, old sport. Just talking about

ou."?

“Nothing mnasty, I
laughed.

“No, rather not! But sit down—
have some tea, or have you had it? We
were just wondering how you were
getting on with that paragon of all the
virtues, Barbara Redfern! You know,”
Lydia added thoughtfully, “you don’t
seem her sort—not to me, anyway."

“0Oh, but Babs is my friend.” Clarice
said mockingly.

“Really ?”" Lydia grinned.

“At least,” Clarice laughed, “she
thinks she is. But don’t talk about her.
I came to see you about something else
really. I don’t know if you are aware
of it, but there's a dance on in Coart-
field.”

Lydia glanced at Rosa, and Rosa

lanced at Lydia. They both burst out
aughing.

“T don't see anything that's funny in
that,” Clarice voiced.

“No, but we do. You see. we've
booked tickets. But we only booked
two. Now Freda's suddenly found
burning ambition to come,.too. But
little friend of Barbara,” Lydia add
admonishingly. “shouldn’t know any-
thing about such wicked things a:
dances, which mean breaking bound:
after lights out, and all those sort of
eriminal offences! You don't mean {c
say, Clarry, that you were really think-
ing of going?”

“I was,” Clarice answered calmly.
“T came along to see if one of you would
like to go with me, as I've booked a
couple of tickets. I didn’t know the
ropes, you see, when I bought them. and
1 rather hoped to kid Barbara intc
i Still, if Freda hasn't got =z

hope,” Clarry

“0h, goodness, you mean I can have
vour spare one?” Freda asked.

“There it is!" And Clarice, placing
it upon the table, laughed. “0.K., then.
we all go there, do we? Leave you to
see to the rest, Lydia,” she added gaily.
“You know the ropes. Bye-bye, till bed-
time.”

She went out, a laugh on her lips, her
cheeks flushed. Back to Study No. 4
she tripped, to find Babs and Mabs and
Bessie in the act of clearing the table
for prep.

She beamed.

“0h, I say, do let me help!”

Babs smiled.

“QOh, there's nothing to do, Clarry !

“But 1 insist,” Clarice said eagerly.
“ After all, I am a member of this study.
aren't I? Share the joys and share the
toil—that’s what I say! Please—tell me
where to put things, Babs. Oh, sorry,
Mabs,” she added disarmingiy, as,
apparently in eagerness to collect the
tea-things from the table, she stepped
baclk upon the golden-haired ome's toe.”

Mabs wineed, but though anger flashed
within her, she said nothing. That
had not been am accident, she knew,

The table was cleared at last. Rather
lugubriously books were brought out:
pens and papers spread upon the table.
Study No. #'s was not a large table. It
was hardly large enough for three of
them to work together, especially as
Bessie Bunter took up such a large
space. Bessie was inchned to grumble.
indeed.

“You know, I think one of us ought
to do our preia in another study,” she
said aggrieved y. *“Look here, Clarry,
I don’t mind your going. Peggy
Preston and Phyllis Howell have a study

to themselves now, you know, since
Margot Lantham moved back into No.
10 with Diana Royston-Clarke, and
there's only two in Study No. 2. Sup-
posing you try one of those?”

“Oh,  Bessie ” — Clarry  frowned--
“don’t you want me?”
RET b

“I—I'm so happy here, you know.
Suppose,” Clarry suggested, “you go?”

But Bessie was up in arms at that.
Leave her own study !

“No jolly fear!” she said.

“Well, Mabs, then,” Clarry suggested,
with a hint of malice in her tone. “
am sure Mabs would be very hapgy
somewhere else, wouldn't you, Mabs”

“Now, Clarry. lease !” DBarbara
bcgﬁ[ed anxiously, and looked warningly
at Mabs.

1r
But she said nothing, though she
frowned a little.
To herself Clarice chuckled. She

cocked a speculatively mischievous eye
towards Bessie Bunter, who was breath-
ing laboriously, with her tongue in her
cheek, as she endeavoured to draw a
circle.

She noted with glee that directly
beneath Bessie was Ting-a-ling, now
peacefully asleep in his basket, and
making queer sighing little noises as he
breathed.

This time it was the left arm which
slid along the table, slowly creeping
towards the pile of books which stood
at Bessie’s elbow. The elbow touched
them now.

One quick shove. Clatter, clatter,
clatter ! From Ting-a-ling, jerked ont

BABS ran to Clarice’s side as that girl buried her face in her hands. But

Mabs looked scornful.

‘‘Can't you see she's just shamming! '

she exclaimed bitterly. But she knew that Barbara did not believe her,

But Mabs gave no evidence that she
had even heard.

The four sat down to prep. It was
notable that Clarice bagged the best
seat on the warmest side of the table,
with her back to the fire

A spark of malice came into her eyes
as she began to write. With a sly
glance towards Babs, who concentrated
upon English, she slid her elbow along
the surface of the table, knocking one
of Mabs' books on the floor.

She started in pretended alarm.

“(Oh, goodness| What was that?”

“My book !I” Mabs said, with a steely

glance. : .
“0Oh, graclous me! I wish you
wouldn't throw your books about like

that, Mabs! Look! You've made me
make a blot I .

Again Mabs flamed at her wither-
ingly, scornfully, her lips compressed.
But again she was determined not to be
provoked. Down went her head once
more.

Babs looked up. She saw that little
passage of arms, and her face clouded.

of slumber with a devastaling start,
went up a fiendish yelp.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bessie. And
up she jumped, flinging a furious blink
at the author of the mischief. “Ting!
Oh, kik-crumbs ! He's nun-nearly buried
in books ! Clarry I”

Clarice blinked.

“Why, Bessie dear, I didn’t do that !”

“But you dud-did, you know! You
must have! Oh dud-dear! Ting!
Ting !” And she picked up her dog,
terrified and hurt  “Ting! Ting!

Oh, mum-my hat!”

Too late, she tried to conceal Ting
as the study door opened. Saral
Harrigan, her sallow face dark as a
thundercloud, looked in.

“Why——" she began, and her cyes
started. “ Bessic |” she exclaimed.

“QOh crumbs! Oh dud-dear! Oh,
rur-really, you know, Sarah, I—I'm not
here !” Be stuttered. “It's not me,

you know; and if you think I've got
Ting-a-ling. in here you're mistaken,
because Ting is in his kennel—that is to
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say, T—I dud-don’t know how he got
here——"

Sarah’s face was savage.
into the study.

** Bessie,” sic rapped, “I thought I
told you not to bring that deg into the
school 17

“0Oh, dud-did
tittered fechly. .

“T am not,” Sarah went on, “in the
habit of giving orders twice! You will
take that animal out at once, Bessie!”

“Y-yes, of course| Th-that is exactly
what T was going to do!” Bessie stut-
tered. “I was only saying to Mabs as
you came in- 7

She strode

you, new?” Bessie

* And afterwards,” Sarah announced,

with a steely §31nt in her eyes, “you
will report to Miss Primresel”
Bessie's face fell,
*Bib-but, 1 say ?
. g

“Qbey 1™

*Oh,” rur-really, you kunow, 1 was
ju-just going I

And Bessie, with cne apprehensive
blink, sidled out of the study, backin

warily as she passed the enrage
prefect
Sarah scowled. She threw a dark

glance round the study and went out.
Clarice sighed.

“Poor old Bessie! 1 EUSPOSG she’ll
get_into awful trouble! And she might
really have killed poor little Ting-a-
ling, shoving that pile of books on top
of him1”

“She might?” Mabs asked tensely.

“Why, yes! Didn't you see?”

Y did see—yes! I saw every move "
Mabs® lips curled contemptuously
“And, of course ”—with heavy sarcasm
—*“you had npothing to de with it,
Clarice Dysop ”

“Y? But what—"

“Oh, goodness, Mabs, don’t start
again 1* Babs put in apprehensively.

“But I'm_poing to start?” Mabs
stood up, with flashing eyes. “Babs,
T'm sick of this—sick of it!” she cried,
flinging her ruler on the table. “Y¥ou
didn't see! I did! That awful litile
mischief-maker _ deliberately  pushed
those books on Ting-a-ling I

I didn't 1 .

Babs locked guite careworn.

“Mabs! Oh, great goodnes
what are yeou saying?

* Babs, I didn't " Clarice cried indig-
pantly. “Its a lie—a lie! Ske's trying
1o bully me again! She—" And then
quite suddenly, amazing even Mabs, she
broke down and burst into a paroxysm

of tears. “It—it’s not fawr!” she
sobbed. *Mabs hates me ! She's jealous
because yon're my friend! Oh, 1 wish

1 had never come to this school ! I wish
T—1 were dead!”

“Clarry I eried Babs.

Mabs bit her lip.

What a sham! What a fraud she
was! And Babs couldn’t see it—Babs,
that usually most astute of girls!

Rage, futile, overwhelming, f£lled
Maks suddenly. She could not help, as
Babs cdismavedly rushed to Clarry’s
side, bursting out:

* Oh, for goadness’ sake, let her alone,
Babe! Can't you see she's just pulling
your leg?”

Babs did not reﬁly‘ But, as she
encircled Clarice’s heaving shoulders
with one protective arm. she locked re-
proachfully, almost angrily. at Mabe.
And Mabs, biting her 1g, went white.
She said no more then. She was afraid
1o say more, but quietly, and in disgust,
she gathered her books and etrode
towards the door.

Babs, turning from the scbbing girl,
spun round.

“Mabs, where are you going?”

There was no reply. The door closed
quietly. Mabs, her heart full to over-
flowing, had gone!

Behind Their Backs

d

[1 H dud-dear 1” )
Wearily, forlornly, Bessie
Bunter foundered down the

headmistress’ corridor.
Poor Bessie! Her he

eart was very sad
and very, very troubled, Bessie had put
Ting-a-ling back in his kennel, but

Bessie wasn't satisfied.  All the anxiety
of a mother for her ckild filled Bessie

THE DAYS OF
LONG AGO

The world went very well then, they

say,
When Queen Victoria first held sway.
When Ma's and Pa’s were quaintly

gowned
And sedately strolled on a croquet
ground,
0f course there were no cycles then,
And no girl bad a fountain pen.
No sr.huuligir] spoke a slangy word,
But just was seen and never heard.
My word | My hat !
Now, girls, just think of that !

The world, they say, was then all
right,

But how it was it beats me quite.

A hackey grmmd girls never knew,

Their tennis bats were all askew ;

Mo bobs or shingles met the gaze,

A schoolgirl’s hair grew long those
days

Until she came te twenty-one,

And then she did it in a bun |

My word | What fun !

She must have looked a “‘ one "' !

The world, they say, went very well
then,

But in the year of eighteen-ten

A schoolgirl had no kind of sport—

She must have been a funny sort !

Yet I confess when once I saw

The painting of great grandmamma,

About my age, demure, discreet,

I wished that I looked half so sweet !

Ah, yes | That’s true !

And so 1 think would you !
on Ting-a-ling's account. Ting, to her,
looked go ill.

It wasn't fair, Bessie told herself
mournfully, It wasn't! Hadn't the vet

caid that he had got to be well leoked
after, well cared for? And how, Bessie
wanted to know. could the little chap
be well looked after and kept warm in
a kennel in the Pets’ House?

But now here she was at the head-
mistress’ door. She blinked dolefully
at the sign which said : “ Miss Primrose,
Principal,” and, rather hoping her
knock would not be heard, gave the
faintest possible_tap.

But alas for Bessie! Miss Primrose
had ears apparently as keen as those of
a lynx. Almost immediately her voice
called out:

“Come i

Beesie went in.  Sarah Harrigan was
by Primmy's side at her desk., Bessie
plinked forlornly at Sarah, from her
pathetically to Miss Primrose. Mise
Primrose locked wup.

you know it's against the
ring pets into the school with-

ion
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Bessie licked her lipe.

“This efternoon, Bessie, Sarah caught
yeu with Ting-a-ling in Study No. 4.
She ordered you to take the animal
out.”

“Yes and 1 did, you know!” Bessie
said eager!

“But,”
b

Miss Primrose added, *you
him_back !
ie blinked.
“Well, I—I dud-didn’t, really, you
know,” the stuttered. “It wasn't me,
Miss Primrcze. That i, it was me,
you know, but I forgot—I sus-suffer
with loss of memory ecometimes!”
“ Bessie I i
, dud-dear! Or perhaps I was
walking in my sleep!” Bessie added
i il

Miss  Primrose’s frewa
“Please cease to pre-
ciish girl1?

“When a prefect gives an order it

3.

must be obeyed,” Miss Primrose went
on. “In order to impress that on ¥
mind, Bessie, you will be detained
ing the next hali-holiday. But v
1 have not finished yet!”—as Bessie,
with 2 sigh of relief, turned rapidly
towards

“ ey

T,

! Y-ves, Miss Prim-
rose £

“In future, Bessie, you will refrain
from bringing your pet into the school
without permission. I must warn you
new that the very next time it happens
1 chall send Ting-a-ling away!”

“Y-yes I stuttered Bessie, 4

She left the study in the depih of
despair. Detained! She didn’t mind
that so much. But Ting—
“1t’'e not fair!” Bessie burst
.
it wasn't fair! Didn’t they know
Ting might die? Didn't they know
that he could vever get well again if
deprived of his mistress’ constant and
loving care?

Bessie's eyes gleamed.

out

Her lips st

wrimly. 11, blow Miss Primrose!
Bother Sarah Harrigan! She was
going to leok after Ting-a-ling, and in
spite thern she would bring him into

How olse was she to lock
hin

d he wouldn't be caught next time,
Bessie vowed. She'd jolly well sce to
that! He wouldn't have been caught
this time if it hadn’t been for that
g}ﬁl‘io& She had pushed those books on

im !

She glowered wrathfully as she went
on, remembering that she had her prep
to finish, Reaching Study No. 4, she
went in. and Clarice were still

bs. who had gone along
h Margot Lantham
in Stndy

jere was no sigi.

Bessie blinked. Rather belligerently
she stared at Clarice, and then, with
a sniff, stopped in the doorway. Babs
looked up quickly,

“ Bessie, aren't you coming in?”
! Bessie said.

ut your prep—="

“ Blow my prep!” Bessie said bitrerly
“T've jelly well had enough of doir
prep in this study. I suppose you jaily
well know I'm detained " she added
resentfully to Clarice.

“Oh, Bessie,” Clarice cried, “I'm so
sorry ¥

“No, vou're not [ Bessie said angrily.
“You're j well glad. I know you
did push theke books off the table, and
Mabs was right! And I jollr well
believe now that you did kick Ting-a-
ling !” she added wrathfully. * And the
poor little chap might dud-dic, for all
you care!” Her lips quivered. “You

]
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wouldn't care, would you, if Ting was
sent away 7"

““Bessie | cried Babs,

“Well, I'm going,” Bessie announced.
“T'm jolly well going, so therel I'll do
my prep somewhere else, Babs!” .

“But, Bessie—" Babs cried, in
alarm. “Oh, Look
here, you old duffer—-"

But  Bessie, for once, was on her
dignity. No longer did Bessie look
upon Clarice Dyson with favour. One
had only to make disparaging remarks
about her pet to make Bessie an enemy

good gracious!
3

for life. Clarice had done more than
that. She had not only hurt Ting-a-
ling, she had buried him in an

avalanche of books: she had brought
her—Bessie—into disfavour with the
headmistress.

Quite wrathful was Bessie as, striding
into the study, she snatched up her
OOKS.

“ Bessie, you chump!” Babs cried.

But Bessie, even though she was on
the point of tears, was adamant. She
fairly rushed to the door. slammed it
after her, and bolted along the passage.

Babs bit her li_p. OhL, goodness. what
a mess everything was all at oncel
Tirst Mabs, now Bessie! She glanced
quickly at Clarice, whose face was over-
shadowed by a false frown.

* Clarice, you—you didn’t knock those
books off the table?”

“Of course not!”
“She did it herself!”

“Well, it's not like Bessie—"" .

“Oh, really, Babs, you're not blaming
me?” Clarice looked hurt, “Babs™
she added, “don’t you think it would be
just as well if T went out of this study?
I seem to have brought nothing but
trouble between you and your friends!”

But Babs did not reply to that. In
a moment she had repented her remark.

Clarice replied.

It was not Clarry’s fault. She had
promised Primmy. anyway, that she
would keep her in her study. But. oh.

these wretched misunderstandings! It
was nice of Clarrs to make such a
sporting offer. Could Mabs be so hostile
towards such a girl?

“No, it's sweet of you. But no.
Clarry. Tt will soon blow over!”

Clarice smiled slyly. Not if she knew
it. was it soon going to blow over!
Having set the wheels of discord revolv-
ing in Study Ne. 4, she was going to see
that they kept revolving. Tt pleased
Ler malicious sensc of humour fo have
brought about this disruption

She did not like Mabs. Bessie she
considered a fat duffer, who occupied
far too much space in the study she was
sharing. And it was lovely to be able
to twist Babs round her little finger like
this. Clarice, really. was enjoying her-

self.
“Well, that's that!” she laughed. as
she threw down her pen. “What next,

Babs?”

“Call-over.” Babs said. “The bell
will go in ten minutes. But—oh, bother
i I must find

it! Clarry. do excuse me!
Babs

Mabs !
Clarice smiled syvmpathetically.
got up and went out. Having no idea
where Mabs was, however, she did not
go off in the direction of Study No. 10.
She tripped off the other way. in the
direction of the Fourth Form Common-

room. Clarice hesitated & moment,
puilini a wry face as she looked after
her. And then, remembering the dance,

rose with the intention of having a

further chat with Lydia Crossendale.
She had reached the door—was about

to step into the passage—when the door

of Study No. 10, farther along, opened.
She heard Mabs’ voice.

“Thanks, awfully, Diana! Tl ecall
for my books later, if you don’t mind.”

Quick as thought, Clarice drew back.
A sudden mischievous idea entered her
head. She guessed that Mabs would
come along here. Like lightning, she
turned the key in the lock and listened.
Yes, here was Mabs. She could hear
her footsteps. They were pausing out-

side the door. Clarice cleared her
throat.
“Qh, Babs,” she said, addressing

space, “I don’t think you ought to say
that, you know! After all, it's only
natural 2

Mabs, outside, paused.

“But it’s not natural—no, it’s not!™
The voice was that of Babs. Babs
speaking vibrantly, quivering with rage.
“Mabs is just & jealous little cat. She'’s
shown herself to be the most hateful
thing since you came. She might have
been upset about her frock—but—well—
that's no reason why she should go for
{nu like that, is it? You know, Clarry,

always loved Mabs till you came. I
feel to-day that I hate her!”

Babs! That was Babs! The eyes of
Mabs, listening, almost started from her
head. Babs, her loyal friend, speaking
like that about her—to her enemy ! But
there was no doubt about it.

FIVE MINUTES
FUN

CusMisT : “* Well, how did the moth
balls work I sold you ? Have you killed
any moths 2"

Mr. Broww : “ No, I tried all day
yesterday, but I couldw't hit one of
them "

* * *
UwscLE: * Well, how do you like
school, Lucie ? "
-Lucie : * Er—shut, uncle I

* ® *

The two old gentiewen had met again
after some years.

“ Oh, hallo, Bob ! "’ cried one. " Any
improvements lately in your fown 7'’

* Why, I left there a year ago!" re-
plied the other.

“ I know," said the first, “ but any
other improvements 2 ¥

how could you ftell

Maisie: " Oh,
teachey tiat na one helped you with your
home-u 2 kiiow your daddy

kelped you !
Berty : ' OL, no he didn't. I helped
him "
- *
can I make a six-

“oh, drop it down a

BasiL @
pence go a
BeRTHA

£ 0

TRAVELLER : “‘ T am travelling in
pipe-lighters, sir. Can you give me an
fu

order 7"
MANAGER (quickly) : “ Oh, yes. Be
off, and shut that door behind you ! ™

Tt did not ocert to Mabs that Clarice,
among her other accomplishments,
numbered that of an expert mimic. It
did not dawn upon her that the study,
except for Clarice, was absolutely
vacant, and that Babs at that moment,
instead of being in Study No. 4, was

I3

in Sarah Harrigan's study. having been
called to that apartment by the prefect
to go through tﬂa impositions, She re-
mained tense with dismay.

abs !

“Oh, I don’t think I should feel like
that about it, Babs 1 Clarry said in her
natural voice. But the was grinning as
she looked at the door, havi heard
very plainly the quick intake of breath
that came from outside. ** After all—""

“Well, don't let’s talk about her,”
Babs' voice answered. “The less I
hear of Mabs the better I shall like it.
Yes, and the less I see of her, too!”
the voice added. *I only wish to good-
ness she'd clear out of this study I

Mabs gulped. Babs! DBabs! For a
moment she stared at the door, in two
minds as to whethar to burst in and
confront the two.

Babs didn’t mean to overhear, of
course. But how Babs must hate her!
How her opinion must have changed in
the space of a few short hours!
Humiliated, crushed, feeling perilously
on the point of tears, Mags turned
away.

Babs—that Babs could be such a
traitor! That she could run her down
so behind her back!  Was Babs so
blissfully infatuated with Clarry, then,
that she was willinz to turn down her
best friends?

Not until call-over did she see Babs;
that was when, arm-in-arm with Clarry,
she strolled into Big Hall. Clarry was
laughing; she held Babs' arm very
closely; and Lydia Crossendale, who
saw them, grinned. But Mabs turned
white. She felt, when she found Babs’
eyes upon her, that she wanted to
break away and run.

“Why, Mabs,” Babs said, “where
have you been? I—I've been looking
for you all the evening.”

Mabs bit her lip.

Her frame stiffen-d,

“Mabs!” the captain went on, with
a sudden change in her voice.

Mahs averted her head.

“Oh, what’s the matter with you, you
goose ?” Barbara cried. “Here, Mabs!
I say, Mabs—"

She put her hand on the other's arm,
resting it there while she looked with
incredulous, puzzled eyes into the white
face.

Mabs quivered. For a moment she
fought an impulse to burst into tears.
Then very deliberately she took held of
Babs’ wrist; very gently, but with a
firmness there was no mistaking. she
disengaged Babs' hand. It was Babs'
tumB to look horrified.

t th

“Please.” Mabs zaid, looking directly
in front of her, “would you mind, Bar-
bara, not speaking to me?” It broke
her heart to say it, but say it she must.
#T don’t like friends who run me down
behind my back,

And_ at’ that moment Miss
came 1in.

Charmant

Unlucky for Bessie

d

HE most dismayed, confused, and
horrov-stricken  girl in  Cliff
House was Barbara Redfern
when call-over ended.

What had come over Mabs?

She couldn’t understand it. Surely
the silly chump hadn't taken her jealous
resentment to these lengths. ever—
never before in her life—had Mabs
treated her like that, spoken to her
like that,




Phyllis
solours of Cliff
royal blue and gold. You would be
in" the lower division of the Becond

(Acton, Middlesex.}—The

House School are

Form. Ivy Finch would probably be
your chum,

Admirer of Babs and Jemima {West-
bury).—You would be in the Second
Form at Cliff House, and perhaps
next term yom would go up into the
Third. You sound to me ag if you
are most like Jean Cartwright—are
you Scottish ? Anyhow your tastes
are the same as hers.

Margaret (Birmingham}).—You, too,
would be in Cliff House's Becond
Form. Juno sends a tail-wag to Joey,
and says she would like to have a game
with %am—)ust. a quiet game. She
likes cats. Would you trust her with
your Tem ?

Daphne (Hounslow).—So pleased to
hear from you 8, . Hope you
- enjoyed the  Scheol Friend Annual ”
and the latest Clif House stories in
THE SCEOOLGIRL, Enclose a mmped,
addressed envelope next time, and
I will write you personally again.

Cornelia (Transvaal, South Africa)—
{ my readers only kmew how much
1 like receiving letters imm them
they would never have to “ pluck up
courage ” to write to me. You would
be in the Lower Fifth at Cliff House.
If you give your full address next
time I will send you a personal reply
by mail.

Sandy (Australis). — Very many
thanks for your nice long letter. I
enjoyed every word of it. Please write
me another, just as long, soon.
Thanks, too, for the Iuvei card
with a portrait of your dog, * f:i]lder.
on it. You told me so many interesting
things in your letfer. would like
1o have repﬁed to them all, but g
is limited here. Perhaps you'll include
your address mext time,

Welsh Maid.—So glmd to get your
Jetter and hope you will write to me
again Bo0n. ou may be sure that
Dsana Royston-Clarke will appear

ain in a series, so look out for her,

ow is your Autograph and Photo-
graph  Album looking? Nearly fuil
now, I hope.

“ Johnny ”* (Surbiton, Surrey).—
Cliff House stories do appear m book
form—in the I:hoaf
Library. Watch the mﬁementa
in Tre ScEooLemRL. So sorry you
have written before without receiv-
ing & x:dp!y, but space in the paper
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Is Your Name Among These

HitbpA RicHARDS'

REPLIES ?

envelope, I will answer you fully by
post. There is no official eaptain of
the Upper Third, but Mad e Stevens
is ‘‘ unofficial ecaptain.” eg ; you
would be in the Fourth with Babs &
Co. Wouldn't that be jolly ?

Moyna Stead.—So glad you like my
stories, Moyna. Write me a lovely
long letter when you have time to
epare, will you? Juno sends you a
paw-shake.

Lorna Lipmoy (Brisbane, Queens-
land).—Thank you very much for the
nice folder containing views of Bris-
bane. I liked it, and I espeeially
admired the beauty of Grey Street
Bridge in several of the photographs.
Please write to me again.

Loity (Whitstable, Kent).—Topsy,
your little dog, sounds perfectly sweet.
Her trick with the plate ia botg clever
and amusing. Juno thanks her for her
“Wuff-wuft” and doggy kiss, and
sends her a bark of applause for her
neat tricks—and a tail-wag!

Hilda (Manchester).—Babs & Co.
belong to the Linnet Patrol. Do write
and let me know how you get on in the
Guides. It is a fine movement and
I'm certain you’ll have many happy
times.

Bunty (Ferring-by- Sea, Sussex).—
Thank you for your criticisms. 1 don’t
think you were at all * cheeky.” I
don’t remember getting a lamer from
you last year, my dear, and I always
reply to every reader who encloses a
stamped, addressed envelope.

Gloria (Central Queensland, Aus-
tralia).—As you would be in the
Lower Third if you went to CLff House,
I'm afraid Miss Charmant would not
be your Form-mistress. Miss Bullivant
is in charge of the Lower Third,

Edna (Gorton, Manchester).—So glad
you liked the Diana Royston-Clarke
series, Cinger sounds a very clever
cat. Please give him a * wuff  from

Juno, and if he is not roo old and

dignified., a tickle from me.
“ Lanky ** (Bedford. Canada).—You

certainly should be able to get the
“ Sehoolgirls® * Library in Nova
Scotia. To malgy certain of obtaining

your copy, or copies, each month, it is
best to give your newsdealer a standing
order for one or more copies & month.
Back numbers can be obtained from
the Back Numbers Dopemznent. The
Amalgamated Press, Ltd., Bear Alley,
Farringdon Street, London, E.CA4.
Enclose ten cents for every book you
want.

Sunny (Farnworth, near Bolton)—
Very glad to hear that you are getting
better after your long illness. Tony,

our lovebird, certainly sounds as if
Ke is pleased with his own appearance
as he Is so much time kissi his

addressed snv!inye I wuuld !‘eply by
post without fail.

Madge (Fron Graig).—Space won't
aliow me to answer your questions
bere, but if you, tnc,wﬂ]wnbotom
again and enclose & stamped, addressed

own in a mirror! I think
birds must be vain, because parrots
always eall themselves Pretty polly,”
don't they

Hilde Richards' address_is cfo The Ed!lor,
THE SCHOOLGIRL,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
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“Got the hump,” Clarry said, frown-
ing. “Oh Babs, I hcpe ‘ve not upset

er !

Buh Babs was not hstemng She was
conscious of nothing during call-over,
axcc t that amazing interview. She
hard heard her name when it was
cailed—indeed, Miss Charmant had w
call it twice.

Mabs, very pale and very upright,
continued to stare straight in front of
Ler. Only when it was over, and the
Form dismissed, did Babs make an
attemps to :peak usmn

abs!” she sai

Mabs looked at her, and then, with
Juct the tiniest toss of the head, walked
rigl ht out.

“Oh, my goodness!” murmured Babe,
and ran after her. “Mabs [*

Bur Mabs, as if she kad never heard,
walked right on.

Babs bit her lip. A little resentment
rose within her at that. Dash it all,
she thought angrily, if she had done
anythin, dg to offend Mabs, Mabs cught
to stand her ground and have it out!

What did she mean by running her
down behind her back 7 Could it be
that she had overheard those few simple
remarks she had made to Clarry after
she had left the study? But even the
most  elastic stretch of imagination

muld hardly have classed that as
runmni down.” Aabs had never
before chown herself so sensitive on

those points.

She wanted to run after Mabs, to
have it out there and then, but pride
came to her aid.  No; in this mood
only a row could result, and a fine
opportunity she would give to Lydia
Cr dale and those others of her
the Form to glory in an open
e th the girl from whom she
ad always been deemed inseparable.

Puzzled, still a little nettled, but with
a hea,w “eighu on her heart, Babs went
up 0 b

%am \Iabs, strained and white, did
not look at her, did not even wish her
good-night. The rift in the friendship
of Babs and Mabs seemed complete.
But Clarry, seeing, chuckled gleefnlly

F: That finished Mabs, shae
serve her jolly well

—and

T " Feurth turned in—some to sleep,
ot 10 sleep. Rather contrary to
recedent, Bessie Bunter was in_bed
first.  Had an one in the dormitory
been watching Bessie closely that night
—and, fortunately for Bessie, they were
not—they would have chserved, during
the time she was undressm% a rather
curious  departure from her usuel
conduct.

For Bessie, contrary to her usual rule,
said never a word while undressing.

In the middle of Bessie’s bed was a
lump, suggesting that something lay
under the counterpane,

Rather anxiously Bessie gazed at that
lump as she undressed. Once, amaz-
ingly. che patted it and made a strange
sound with her lips; whereat the lum
stirred ever so slightly, calling fort
ancther pat—which, however, was not
so much of a pat as a smack of
admonishment.

And under the counterpane Ting-a-

ling—which was the lump’s identity—
snuffled,
Ting-a-ling, rescued from the kennel

betwean call-over and dormitory bell,
had been sneaked into the Fourth Form
dormitory by his fond mistress.

Bessie knew full well the punishment
that would be hers if it were known
that she had smuggled Ting into the
dormito: but, loving her pet as she
did, an? fearmg that he was indeed
unwell, s}-e was prepared to risk any-
thing fer him,
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Menmime, Ting was not very happy.
True, the bed was =oft and warm, but
he would have apprecmbed a little more
fresh air. However, he lay quiet while
Bessie  hastily  undressed and  then
clambered into bed.

few minutes passed. Ting heard
the girls’ voices, then Sarah’s sharp
“Good-night I” There was the click of
the switch as the light was put out, and
then all was silent.

Bessie, one plump arm round Ting,
was already fast asleep, but Ting
couldn’t settle down; he wanted air;
it was becoming much too hot and etuffy
for him under the counterpane.

Slowly he wriggled from Bessie's
clasp, and at last emerged outside the
bed. Ah, that was much better!

He curled himself in a ball.

For a moment his questioning eyes
roved along the two rows of beds, each
containing the eleeping form of a girl.

rom  eac) d  rose a rhythmic
breathing.

Ting growled sleepily and con-
'-el'ah‘é’ly and, snuggling down at last,
preparcd to make a night of it.

then——

What was that ?

In a moment all Ting’s housedog
instinets asserted themselves. Up went
his littla head. His body stiffened.

Someone was in the dormitory—some-
body was moving about in the darkness.
He heard a soft mutter:

3 * Clarry said.
Something was wrong.
Instinet told Ting-a-ling that every
girl in that room should be asleep.
Certainly nobody had the right te be
moving abont when his mistress was
enjoying such well-earned repose, and
suddenly Ting, deciding that 1t was up

to him, ran to the end of Bessie’s bed,
and, putting his paws up on the rail,
barked

Yowp!

From the four girls making arde
the door there came startled i
“My hat! Here's a dog in the dorm !

Lydia breathed.
“Yowp I” Ting-a-ling agreed.
“Where the dickens—" and then
another gasp as, suddenly, Barbaia
Redfern sat up. And Babs™ voice rang
through the darkness: “Whao's there!”
Yowp! barked Ting again.
There wa: a pause. In .n.n 2
Babs climbed out of be . 8h
on the lighi. Lydia C
Rodworth, Freda Ferri rice
all fulIy dressed, stood hc!crc her.
“0.K Lydia said, with a sneer.
Get back to bed, old

“We're caught ]
spoil-sport 1

But Babs was not looking at Lydia.
She was looking at Clarry.

“Clarry—you! You were going to
break bounds i* golng

Clarry bit her lip.

“Well #” she asked, with a flash of
resentment. “Well, no, I wasn't—not
exactly 1

“But you were going wnh Lydia.”

“Only part of the way.”

“What do you mean 7

“I mean—" Clarice paused. She
glanced hastily at Ting. who, assured
that everything was all right, was now
mttmg up calmly in his mistress’ arms.

“Oh, never mind I Clarice said. *“I—
I'll tell you to-morrew, Babs.”

Babs shook her head. Her eyes were
full of mystification. She turned fo
Bessie :

“Bessie, why did you brmg nga—
hn in here? You know it’s forbidden,”

es, 1 know,” Bessic glowered.
“But if you Ju”n!ly wel] tgmk I'm
going to see my dog die because he

L IN future Bessie,

you will not share a study with anyone,’’ Miss Primrose

sternly. ** If I find you here again I shall punish you.” Poor
Bess;e 1 She was the latest victim of Clarice’s scheming !
wants a _little warmth and comiort, an almost frightening look upen
vyou're mistaken !” face atood in the doorway.
Bz o v what Miss Primnrose Bessie I she cried.
“E¥ What? Oh crumbs | DI

imrose I Bessie re-

get to bed, every-
Be . vou'd

and put

rctter gei up ng-be
We can't do

Img back in lns k(‘;.ne.l

s rather worriedly

to Lydia & Co., scowi-

, undressed, the light was turned out.

ing settled down to sleep again, and
al} was silence.

1l about it
Well, she wasn': o stand that—
not_she! Bessie Bunter had no right
to bring that_ ani 1o the room.
She wouldn't sleep with it in the room !
{Clarice waited unuil she felt that
everybody was asleep, and then softly
tiptoed from her own bed, caught up the
surprised Ting-a-ling, and, carrying him

to the door, dropped him our in the cold
and draughty passage. Ting-a-ling
whined.

“Let me in e was try fo say.

But nobody was awake. ice, with
a vengeful grin, climbed into bed again.

uteide, Ting sat looking with

pathetic eyes through the darkness in
the direction of the door, and then, as
nobody came, he ambled off to find fresh
quarters for himself elsewhere.

Half an hour later—

Click ! On went the lights. The girls
sat up, blinking sleepily. Miss Prime

1i
vou spup-speak to me, Miss Primrose ?
“1 did!” Miss Primrose’ s
gleamed. I though I told ; i]uu,
not to bring your dog into the school ?
“Eh?” Bessie said anxiously, and her
eyes went to the foot of the bed. Then
she jumped violently. *Oh, mum-my
hat!” Sussomebody’s let him ou 1
mum-mean, he isn't here! That is
erumbs 1”
“Your dog.” Miss Primrose said,
“walked inte my room five minutes ago,

] wpon my bed.”

Miss

o Primrose said
biringly, “that you brought him into the
school, otherwise he would not have

been strolling about at this time of
night. .I will see you to-morrow,
B P

essic,

“Oh dud-dear I

“Good-night I’ Miss Primrose said
ferociously, and went out, clicking off
the lights.

Bessie still sat and blinked, She
hardly realised what had happened yet,

and then. when it dawned upon her in
all its full horror, she paled. Ting
caught—herself on the carpet once

more ! But how did Ting get out?

“I sus-say, you know, who put him
outt” she demanded piciouly.

“Oh, go to sleep!” came Diana's
voice.

“But I won't go to sleep!
mean, somebady must have
out,” Bessie said, “because the
shut! Who was it?”

“Well, you brought him in,” said
Clarice Dyson. “Perhaps you walked

1 mum-
ut him
loor was
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in your sleep and put him out :,our-no moue until after tre end of the
self.”

“Ha. ha, ha !”

Bessie glnvmred Her heart bled for
her pet now—— And, oh crumbs, what
on earth would she say to Miss Prim-
rose to-morrow ?

But somebody had put him out—and
Bessie vowed vengeance against the
unknown. S

Who was she?

That question was answered for “her
on the morrow. For almost the first
thing she saw on the coverlet at the
foot of the bed was a handkerchief. The
handkerchief she recognised at once. If
she had not, the initials “C. D.” would
have told her its owner.

“C. D.” That was Clarice Dyson.
Ciarice had put Ting-a-ing out, then.
Clarice’s  handkerchief —must have
dropped from the pocket of her pyjama
coat as she snatched the little animal

up.
Bessie’s face became ferocious,
““Babs ! Babs 1 say, where's
Clarice 1"

“Gone downstairs,” Babs answered.
Bessie eyes g}eamad She might have
The cat !
washed and dressed with a
dity that was amazing. and, breath-
d ngeance, went in scarch of Clarry.
Stella Stone, the captain of the school,
met her at the bottom of the stairs.
She eyed the fat girl rather grimly.
“Bessic, Miss Primrose wants to see
vou—at once |
*Oh erumbs I” gasped Bessie.

“ About

Lout Ting.” Stella confirmed. “I've
had thc privilege of taking the
little beggav away. Miss Primrose s
that as you're so incapable of taking
c of "him yourself, he’s going to
vemain with the Friardale vet for the
rest of the term. But better hurry.”
Bessie stood stockstill.  She blinked.
ing-a-ling was taken from her! Ting,
ier little pct would know Clifi House

vs

Thcn suddenly anger rushed wup to
take the place of self-pity. Blow
Primmy! She'd settle with the author
of all this mischief first |

Face red, eyes gleaming, she rushed
into Study No. 4 Clarice Dyson, turn-
ing from the bureau, started.

“You cat!” gasped Bessie, almost in
tears.

nF ho

“You mum-mean thmg 1%

“What on earth

“You—you awful cheat!” And

came into the study. “¥You
beastly, wmean, awful thing " she got
out  tempestuousl 1 sus-suppose
you're satisfied no

Clarice grinned.

“Oh. buzz off 1" she cried.

“I won't1”

“Yes, you willl” Clarice’s eyes
flashed. “Here, don’t you come near
me!” she cried, in alarm; and Bessie,
beside herself, hardly knowing what she
intended to do, ran round the study
table. “Don’t you dare—""

But Bessie was on vengeance bent.
Perhaps in that moment Bessie did
look really ferocious, though to be sure

she had no intention of going for
Clarice.

The expression on her face was suffi-
cient to alarm Clarice. however,

burdened as she was by her guilty
conscience. She raised a book.

“Look here—"

Bessie took another step forward

And then—whiz! Clarice flung the
book; but. more by luck than
judgment, Bes:ie caught it as it spun
towards her.

Hardly realising what she was doing,
she hurled it back at Clarice. Unfor-
tunately, Bessie's aim was erratic; the
book flew towards the window, and a
second later there was a crash and a
tinkle of glass
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At the same moment Clarice stag-

gered back, holding her head in her
hands.

“Oh!” she cried. o

“Mum-my hat!*”

Bessie, her first anger suddenly

evaporated, glared first in _doubt at the
window and then bewilderingly at
Clarice, reeling there as though from a
blow. At the same moment there was
a step in the passage.

“Bessie !” a terrifying voice rapped
out.

Bessie jumped.

“Miss Primrose [

“Miss Primrose |” that lady repeated,
and gla.nc[—‘d quickly at the broken
window. card sounds of quarrel-
ling in this study. Gracxous _Clarice,
what is the matter with you?

“Bessie—Bessie Bunter threw a book
et me!” Clarice muttered. “It hit my
head and glanced off through the
window.”

“What 1

Bessie stuttered.

“Oh crumbs, you know! 1 dud-
didn’t! I wouldn’t dream of glancing

off through the window. I mum-mean
I nun-never touched her, Miss Primrose
dud-didn’t, really She threw it
first, and I threw it next! But I nun-
never had the book in my hands, you
know."

“ Bessie

“Oh dud-dear [ .

“Bessie!” The headmistress’ lips
compressed. “You will leave this study
—at once! This  bickering, this
squabbling,  this—this  hooliganism!

Clarice is a new girl here. I want her
to be treated with courtesy. She was
placed in this study because 1 con-

sidered that she would receive that
courtesy in fuil measure. I find you
squabbling—""

Bessie scowled smk y.

“Well, she’s a s-sneak !”

“Thanl ryou, Bessie—no interrup-
tions, please!” Miss Primrose said
grimly. “I am extremely displeased

and disappointed with you!
ently "—with bitterness—"you have not
yet  learned the lesson of common
courtesy to wour schoolfellows! The
j1'%1'ivi!ege of sharing a study, Bessie

unter is granted only to girls who
can behave themselves while they are
in possession of them |’

“Bib-but—" Bessie blurted.

“You,” Miss Primrose went on,
“have failed to observe those rules,
Bessie. I am reluctant to take this
step, but I must do it for the sake of
law and order in the school. In future,
Bessie Bunter, you will not share na

Appar-

study—with anvone You will take rour
mcnh in 11 You will do your
and you 1l start—

rimrose adde’ grimly.

1 cateh you in this or any cther

study,
Bessie's lips quivered. She stared in

T shall ‘punish you !”

hurrnr at her head T

ess
Primrose !

ut, Miss Oh dud-
dear! 1uu don’t mean to say tha
“Ido! Stella”—to Stella Stone, w ho

came up at that moment—" please make
it your duty to see that Bessie uses no
other study unlll orders to the contrary
are given by me!”

And with that she rustled out. while
Bessic stared dazedly as Stella’s hand
fell upon her shoulder, and Clarice,
despite her outward lock of misery, was
at heart exulting.

She, it seemned, was scoring all along
the line.

Where now was the happy trio that
had inhabited Study No. 4%

END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.



