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A Crand Long Complete Story of the Girls of Cliff House School

NO ONE ELSE MATTERED

The Play’s The Thing!

AP!
Barbara Redfern, in Study
No. 4 in the Fourth Form
corridor of CLff House Schoal,
put down her brushes, gazed critically
at the huge scroll on which she was
working, sighed a l]tl]i,, and turned.

“Come in!” she bade,

The door of the study opened. :\
ver; retty face, framed in a mass of
(la.ri grown hair as curly as Babs' own,
looked in. The girl was older than
Barbara, however, and carried herself
with an uprightness and a dignity
which marked her at omce as one of
the seniors of the Sixth.

And indeed Stella Stone was that—
and more. For Stella, in addition to
being the most popular monitress the
school possessed, was also its captain.

Barbara half rose. Stella smiled.

“No, don't get up, Barbara. ay
come in for a moment?” And without
waiting for the invitation she swung
into the study, dropped into the arm-
chair opposite Barbara, and looked at

the work upon which Barbara was
engaged., “Getting on, I sce,” she
said appreciatively, “and—m’yes, it's

going to look magnificent when you've
finished it, Barbam, How much longer

\\IH it take?’

“Oh, days,” Barbara laughed.

“Lot of work,” Stella consi dered
still regarding the scroll.

Fielding ought to be pleased
that. Still, & nice job—very,
nice, Barbara. I congratulate yo
Whereat Babs flushed, for praise
from Stella was praise indeed.
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“But you're alone,” Stella commented.
as though suddenly becoming aware of
that [au, and looking round quite
sharply. “Where's Mabs?”

Babs bit her lip.

“Oh, she—she’s changed.”

“Changed?” Stella frowned. “You
uon 't mean—changed studies ?”

“Yes,” Babs reluctantly admitted.

“Good gracious! But I thought—"
And then Stella, seeing that troubled
expression upen "Barbara’s face, shook
her head. Her face softened quite
suddenly. “Barbara,” she said quietiy.

“Y—yes?” Babs replied.

LARICE DYSON came to
Cliff House! with the
idea of having a good time.
And as long as she achieved
this selfish desire, no one else
mattered. Clarice didn’t care
that she had all but wrecked
the happiest friendship at
Cliff House—that between
Babs and Mabs. In fact, for
her own gain, she did all she
could to cause strife between
chums. But Clarice went just
a little bit too far. . . .

“I don't want to interfere; }cll know
that, don't you? ut—but——" And
Stella gazed at her keenly. «Bat,
Barbara, you know, although I am
head prefect, that I have never re-
garded you and Mabs the same as the
other girls. Some time ago—a long
time ago now—jyou both did me a very,
very good turn, and I've never for-
gotten it. I said then, Barbara, if I
ever could repay that good turn, I
would do so.

“Y—yes, Stella.”

“It’s not my business, as I've said.

But I've heard things, Barbara. I've
seen things. There have been quite
a few differences between you and

Mabs late!v and—well—" She pursed
her lip: Until a week or two ago,
Barbara, vou and Mabel were the most
inseparable girls in the school. 1f
ever I had been asked to name an
ideal friendship I should unhesitatingly
have pointed to you and Mabel Lynn
as | having achieved it.

en—then  something hﬂ{lpensd
didn't _it? There were bickerings,
strained relations. Bessie Bunter, who

used 1o share_this study with you, was
expelled fro and—and—" _She
stretched fur\\nr(l laying a hand on

“Won't you tell me about
it—as a friend? I don't like to see
such a friendship upset, Barbara. Tt's
LUTt Jpossible that I may be able to
e!

Babs’ knee

again that shake of the head
abs.
s—Mabs and I are—are
friends,” she said.

“0Oh!” Stella looked surpnsed.
if she's left this study—'

But
from B
“M still

“But
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“It's~it’s not—not because—"" Babs
stumbled ‘Oh, how can I tell you,
Stella? But it's truc,” she added with
a flash of misery that went stral.%‘ t to
the generousnatured prefect’s heart.
“Mabs has cleared out. She cleared
out because of C! Clarice.”

“The new girl—Clarice Dyson, you
mean?? .
W 1

es 1

“Oh!” said Stella. “Why?”

“Well, Mabs and—and Clarice don’t
get on very well, you see,” Babs said
miserably. ~ “Mabs—Mabs denies it, of
course, %ub——but I think she’s a bit
jealous of Clarice.”

“ And Clarice ?”

Babs sighed.

“That's the worst part of it,” she
replied. “Clarice has tried so hard to
be friends with Mabs. Mabs just won’t
have anything to do with her. She
says that Clarice puts on all her nice
ways just to comvince me, which—
whu_h of course, is silly,” Babs said,
“because I've never found Clarice out
in any lio yet. But oh, Stella, it's
miserable,” she added. “I wish Mabs
would be different. It seems now that
nothing ever will be the same again.
‘and—and althongh I cant \mderstum‘l

er, I—I miss her so muc!

i “And she,” Stella noddcd “misses
you. No! She hasn’t told me that,
but I know. Mabs is o very easy girl
to understand, Barbara—though T must
confess I am surprised by this—what
did you oall itf—jealous strain that
has cropped up in her. It's not like
Mabs to be jealous or envious.”

“I—I Ihought so, too,” Babs replied
unha, ])Ii_y “That's what makes it o

beastly.

’lhere thoughtful
‘Again  Stella’s gaze strayed
ingly to the scroll on which Babs was
,worlZmE Certainly it was attention-
compelling, A really beautiful piece
‘of work incorporating mo less than
twenty coloured sketches which, when
finished, would be the iliuminated
address to be read and presented to
the school’s benefactor, Miss Ficlding,
avhen Chff House celebrated her bnrth—
day a week hence,

A whole \\eek had Babs laboured on
it, lavishing wpon it all her artistry,
her care, expressing in her work the
‘tender regard she felt for the old lady
who was, finally, to be its recipient.

Stella smiled.

“Well, Babs, we'll have to see what
we can do_about it,” said. “Cheer
up, you know! Meantime here’s some-
thing that may help. I've just been dis-
cussing the idea with Miss Fielding her-
self, who has made a request that the
‘Fourth shall add to. the birthday pro-
gramme the playlet which you did last
term. Remember it? ¢The Princess
and the Peasant Girl”

*“Oh, yes!” Babs brightened. “I re-
member. Mabs played the principal

part,”
“Didn't she write it, too?” Stella

as) .

“Oh, no!” Iabs shook her head.
“It's a stock piece, you know. Quite
well-known, I should say, as far as one-
act playlets are concclncd Mabs played
t,hc- part of the princess.”

“Yes, of course, I saw her in it.”
Stella nodded. Do you think she’d do
it againi”

“Yes, rather,” Babs laughed.
know she just dotes on
thentricals.”

“Them,” Stella smiled, and rose,
“break the news to her, Babara. I'll
leave all arrangements in your hands.
I expect you'll do the producing again,
won’t you, as Mabs doesn’t believe in
producing a play in which she is taking
part—

silence.
admir-

was &

“You
amateur

She turned as the door opened, and
Clarice Dyson, with one swift queahcn-
ing look from Babs to Stella, and back
aga:n‘ came into the room.

“Oh. lmlIo, Clarice! Come in! I'm

just goin

"Ogl, %ut are you?” Clarice ex-
claimed. “No, don’t, Btella—not for a
minute, I say, Babs, how marvellous
the illumination is looking ! And Stella,
what a pretty blouse that is you have
onl But I say, I've been hearing things
in the Common-room. Is it a secret,
Stella, about the play?”

Stella burst into a laugh.

“Good gracious, has it got round
already ? No, of course it's not a
secret,”

“0Oh, I say!” And Clarice’s eyes
shone. “Then—then can I have a part? 7
she en;,erIy asked. “You know "—with
a rush—"1 played in ctactlly the samr'
picce at my last schual-—real 1 did.
know it absolutely off eart, you
know. I mean the part I played, not
the whole plaj’, of course. -I was the
peasant girl 1"

Stclla paused. She looked at Babs.

“Who was the peasant girl when we
put it on?” she asked.

“Philippa Derwent.”

“What? Not the girl who's left?”
Clarice breathlessly exclaimed, and so
eager was her tone, go convincing her
enthusiasm as she stood there, that
pretty flash on her face, her eyes a-
kindlo with excitement, that it was hard
itideed to believe thet she was the hypo-
erite which misunderstood Mabel Lynn
knew so well.  “Oh, I say, what Inck!
What perfectly delicious, serumptious
Inckt  Babs, I know the part. That
was my part. Let me do it for CLff
House, please!”

Involuntarily Babs smiled—Clarice
really could be such a child sometimes,
so full of eagerness, so full of enthu-
siasm,

Why, of course, Clarice could play the
peasant part. Her first feeling was one
of relief that such an important part
should be filled so easily.

Then she saw the look in Stella’s eves,
guessed the thought that was passing
through the head girl's mind.

Mabs!

If Clarice played, would Mabs cousent
io play?

She bit her lip.

““ Please,” begge\d Clarice.

“Well,” Babs stumbled, “I—I don’t
know. You—you see, Clarry, we haven’t

ot much time to rehearse, and all
that i

“Yes, T know! That's why I m sug-
gesting that I should be put in,” * Clarice
cried. * Because I know the words, you
see.

“ But it \vi]l mean you playing oppo-
sile Mabs.

“0h!” Clarice stared. “I suppose
she’s playing the princess, then. But—
but——""" And she broke off, looking
suddenly so bewildered and troubled
that Babs really felt mean. “I—I sup-
pose i'ou mean that as Mabs isn’t good
friends with me, she might refuse to
take the part?” she asked, thoartEM‘d

“(Oh, bother, no—no. of course not !
‘:‘;QPI};A protested.  “Mabs  isn't that

»

o WeI'l I really would like to play it,”
Clarice said. It would save =uch a
lot of fuss and bother, too—rchearsing
somebody who doesn’t know it, I 1
Oh, surely, Babs, Mabs weouldn't make a
bother about that—after all, it is for the
school, isn’t it? It's not as if it's a
pm:unui matter,

T don* know why Mabs hates me
s0," she added, with a sigh and a dole-
ful upecast of the eyes for Stella’s
benefit.  “I'm sure I've tried ever so
bard to be friends with her, haven't I,
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Babs? But, of course, if it's going to
lead to any bad feeling, I'd rather stand

out.”

Artless words!  Artful in their ap-
parent artlessness. Oh, surely, surely
crafty Clarice had the knack of getting
round people. Even Stella was con-
vinced, and Babs, reflecting upon the
contrast between her friend Mabs and
this girl, felt utterly wretched.

Stella, however, in that brisk way of
hers, clinched the question.

“Well, let's settle it,” she said, “here
and now. Barbara, you nip off und find
Mabs.”

“¥Y.ves,” Babs agreed.

“anle you, Clurnce, stop here with
me.”

“Yes, Stella, of courae, Clarice sim-
pered delightedly, “But I say, don't
you just love that illuminated address of
Babs'? T'll bet Miss Fleldmg will be so
pleased with that she’ll frame it. Look
at the lovely sketch of the new theatre.”

She moved in rapt admiration to the
easel upon which the illumination was
pinned. While Babs, rather Hattered,
went out into the corridor. She reached
the door of Study No. 7, knocked and
opened it. Mabel Lynn, alone in the
room, swung round.

Her face glowed with pleasure at sight
of her visitor; then, as if rememberir
she drew back.

“Mabs!” Babs came into the study.
“Mabs, old thing, Stella wants _‘,'ou—in
Study No. 4. But no, wait a minuie,
she added, catching the other’s arm as
AMabs madc an _instant movement to
obey. “Let me have a word with you
first, It's  about the play—you re-
nmember that ripping little ihmg called
*The Princess and the Peasant Girl’
we, did last term?

h, yes!” Mabs' eyes lighted up at

“Well we're going to—to do it
again,” "Babs said. Then let it all out
in a rush—that Clarice had asked for
the part of the peasant girl, at which
Mabs at first winced, and then stiffened.
“SBo you see, Mnbs—oh bothcr, I know
you don't like Clarige—"

“ And,” Mabs said between her teeth,
“I've cause.”

Babs looked distressed. How she hated
this peacemaking business! How the
wished with l? her heart and her
being—that Mabs understood Clarice
more, that those two would be the gocd
friends she wished them to be!

“But, Mabs, don’t let your persmnl
fee]mg! come in the way,” she saic

desperately. * After all, it is rather a
break Clarice knowing the part, be-
catse goodness knows how we shall
find another peasant girl to rehearse

the part in time. Mabs, take it on,
please,” she begged—"do! For the
sake of the school, you know !

Mabs drew a deep breath.
“It  might nnly lead to
Irouhlc. Babs.
Oh Mal:y, not 1f yon—-2
J—

further

\Iahi swung round qucstmmnglv
u lnow uhﬂt I mean, Mabs.”
“No, I don't.” Mabs said quictly,
“I only know, Babs, that you've been
rather tco ready to blame me for
everything since that little hypocrite
came into the school. Oh, T don’t
blame vou! You can't see_the way
she’s buttered up to you. You ecan's
see how deceitful she’s been! She got

poor old Bessie thrown out of the
study, and then made the study such
a miserable place for me that

refused to work in it any longer. It's
not your fault, though,” she added
bitterly.  “ Perhaps if somebody had
twisted me round their little finger as
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T should

rice Dyson has done you,
o acted just the same.’

Babs groaned.

“But, Mabs:

“Well, never mind.” Mabs shook
ker golden head. 8he looked wretchied

all at once.  “You've been all over
this before, Babs. I'm sick of it. Yes,
I’ p]ay the part all right, but it

there’s going to be any little digs in

MVIABS broke off as she saw

the back from Clarice Dyson, I give
you fair warning that I shall back
out right awa; Tell Stella I accept.
When's the rehearsal, by the
Ay

““When—when do you think?” Babs
asked.

“Well, no time like the present,”
Mabs said. “What about after tea?
TI've got a list of the girls who plared
in ihe thing last term. Shall 1 go
round and warn them?”

**Qh, Mabs, if you would!”

*“Pleasure |” Mabs laughed, and gone
in a flash was that expression of bitfer
resentment she had shown when speak-
ing of Clarice Dyson.

She was the old Mabs again—the
radiant, effervescent Mabs, enthusiastic
at once in the cause of her dearest
hobby—amateur theatricals. More
eager, even, than Babs herself to get
a muve on and get the playlet in full

t‘ﬁt

K And I'll look out the props, too,” she
promised. “You know. And, oh
apod gracious!’”” she broke off, with a
laugh “Babs, what ever am I to do?”

“ Why—what ?” Babs asked.

“The purple frock I wore as the
princess—it must be purple, too, you
lknow. There are several lines in ‘the
play about it. Don’t you remember
what happened to that? I gave it to
the Courtfield Sale of Work. I sup-
pose that nobody's got a Purple frock
that they could lend me?

But nobody had—only Bessie Bunter.
Bessie had a purple velvet evening
gown, But that, of course, was utterly
out of the question. Once round plump

Bassie meant fhat the frock would go
tnce times round slim Mabs !

Aud I can’t afford another,” Mabs
said—"“not yet. But wait a minute,
Babs—I know! There’s that old
white evening frock of mine. I could

dye that.” X
ves—the idea " Babs

“Why,
cried.
“Oh, I'll dig it out!”

very

then, Mabs

Clarice gesticulating and grimacing behind the screen.
that Clarice was doing her best to put Mabs off.

laughed. “OF with you now, Babs,
and—""  She paused, flushed, then
suddenly stumbled. “Babs,” she
added in a changed voice, “just one
minute, old thing. Babs, I do want
vou to understand that whatever has
happened between me and Clarice isn't

levelled at you in any way. We're
still friends, Babs?”

“Qh, Mabs, of course!”

“Thanks I”" Mabs nodded. ~ Just for

one second her lip trembled a little.

“That makes & lot of difference. I've
hated myself sometimes, Babs, because
—well, because you know. 1 don’t
want an}thmg to upset our friendskip,”
she added, “and as soon as ever that
little cat has gone, I'm coming back
into the study. Bu% not yet—not yet!
Now I'll fiy!”

Babs watched her go, and the lock
in her eves was very tender.

-

More Than Mabs Could
g Endure

: &

UITE & crowd gathered after tea
in the music-room where the
rehearsal was to be held.
The news of the revival of

“The Princess and the Peasant Girl,”
one of the “prettiest and certainly
the most successful playlet that the
Fourth had ever enacted, had
abroad, und girls were curious to see
how Clarice Dyson, the {Jopular new-
comer, would deport herself.
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Practically the whole of the Form,
indeed, with the exception of Diana
Royston-Clarke and ~ the Ferraine
3, was present.

But Mabs, meantime, had done her
work well. Throwing herself into the
new task with zest, she had rigged a
stage, had distributed new copies of
the play, and had carefully gone
through the props.

It was quite obvious

It delighted Mabs to feel that once
again she sharved a common interest
with her friend Babs.

“Well, here we are!” cried Babs.
“Now, wait a mmute, and I'll read
out the parts. All the girls who were
in the play last time will be in the
revival, of course, with the exception
of Philippa Derwent, who, unfortu-
nately, has left us. Her part will be
played by Clarice Dyson,”

“Hear, hear! - Good old Clarry!”
Lydia Crossendale cheered.

“But I dud-don’t <ee why I shouldn't
do it!” Bessie Bunter put in
aggrievedly. “You know, Babs, my
part’s not a very fat onel”

“Well, you can’t have cverythmg to
match your own sweet fure, what 2"
Jcmnnn Carstairs beame:

a, ha, ha!”

“I‘uum 1 Bessie sniffed. “I may be
a bit plump, but that's what a
naturally healthy and beautiful girl
should be, you know. Not,” Bessis
added witheringly, “a skinny old
skeleton like you! What T sa; g

“Well, Bessie, for goodness’ sake say
it some other time!” Babs laughed.
“Now evcrybodg The princess—
Mabel Lynn.

“Hurrah 1

“The peasant—C]arice.”

“Good old Clarry!” -

“Leila Carroll—lady-in-waiting.”

“Three cheers for the jolly old Stars
and Stripes, what??

“‘ Bessie Bunter—cook !”

“But I've told you—=

“Jemima, governess. Jean Cart-
wright, the queen. Janet, you're the
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gipsy girl.  Marjorie Hazeldene, the
Sister of Merey. Mareelle, you're the
imp; and Rosa, Phyllis, Frances Frost,
Doris Redfern, Pansy Carter, and
Madge Stevens, ladies of the Court.
Now, group up. Just one quick run
through from the book, and then we'll
act.it on the stage.”

They grouped together. Mabs, ex-
cited, eager, and intent now, grabbed
her book.

She did not notice in her eagerness,
however, that Clarice Dyson had edged
towards her, and, with rather a mis-
chievous glitter in her eyes, had posi-
tioned herseli as close as she could
possibly get to Mabs,

Mabs began to recite her part.

“*Oh, that I were a simple peasant
girlt All these burdening cares of
State were not meant for shoulders so
young and frail as mine—"" she
recited.  “Oh!”

“Here, I sus-say, yom know, that's
not in it!” Bessie expostulated.

“It isn’t in it, but—" And Mabs
turned a glare at the girl who stood by
her side. “That was the sharp point of
your book you stuck in my shoulder
then, Clarice,” she said, and very coldly
shrugged the shoulder out of harm's
way.

“Oh, but my book never touched
you !” Clarice cried.

*“All right ! All right! Now, please I"
Bebs said anxiously. “Yes, Mabs, go
on. ‘Shoulders so young and frail as
mine—"*

Mabs went on. Clarice, drawing back,
locked round. She caught the eye of
Lydia Crossendale, who grinned and
nodded her head, egging her on to
another piece of mischief. Clarice
winked wickedly. From her dress she
drew a pin.

Mabs was in her stride now. All
eyes were upon her; everybody listening
spellbound.  For the moment Mabs had
forgotten Mabel Lynn of the Fourth
Form at Cliff House. She was Princess
Karina, speaking in the trembling
accents of the princess, filling her tones
with such wistfulness that more than
one among her audience, carried away
by her expression, found themselves un-
consciously sighing in srmipathy. She
to the most beautiful part:

“And I am a princess—Princess
Karina, Soon—soon I shall be a queen.
People look up to me, they worship me.
With hushed voices they speak as my
carriage sweeps by. Yet ah, if they
but knew ! f they could guess how
happy I would be to change places
with the lowliest peasant girl among
them |

“* My good mother, whom they call
the queen, lies dying—dying!"”  And
here Mabs introduced such a realistic-
ally choked sob into her throat that
Bessie Bunter sniffed in misery. **“Am
I pitied? No! Indeed, I am envied,
for to others my bitter Joss is counted as
my glorious gain. I lose a mother—
dear, tender, gentle mother. I gain a

throsie.  What—-""  And then Mabs
leapt. “0-0-0

“Ha, ha, ha!” yrelled Lydia Crossen-
dale.

In a moment all was confusion. Bahs
gasped.

“ Mabs, what ever is the matter *”

“You “—and Mabs turned fiercely
upon Clarice—"you little wreich !”

“Oh crumbs, what have I done now *”
Clarice asked, in dismay.

“You stuck something in me.”

“Don’t be silly !

“You did!” And Mabs rubbed the
fleshy part of her thigh, then winecd
and drew from her skirt a pin. “T sup-
pose,” she added, “you deny all know-
ledge of this, Clarice?”

Clarice locked indignantly hurt,

“I certainly do. Really, Mahel, if
you will leave pins in your clothes—
In any case, it's like your check to
jump to the conelusion that I stuck the
pin in you. As if I weuld!”

“Please, please!” Babs begged dis-

tractedly. “Oh, you two! Clarry, get
over there! No, on the other side of
Jemima! Now, let’s go again.”

Lydia Crossendale and Freda TFer-
ricrs chuckled.  Clarice, looking very
red and resentful, moved off. convuls-
ing Lydia as she passed her by shutting
ohe oye.

A smouldering Mabel Lynn went on,
one angry eye upon the girl who had
tried for the second time to make sport

of her.

Clarice! That girl! She had stuck
that pin in her. But, as usnal, having
worked the mischief, she had wriggled
out of its consequences, 2

In rather strained atmosphers, the
reading was finished. Babs, looking
anxious, closed her book.

“Right! That'll do,” she said. “Now
we'll ‘run through it on the stage.
Clarry, you stand in the wings ready to
make your entry, Everybody else stand
back 1"

Clarice smiled—a charming, dazzling
smile.  Daintily she disappeared into
the wings—the wings, for the purpose
of the rehearsal, being a tall sereen set
at the side of the stage—while Mahs
climbed on to the boards and took her
seat upon the music-stool, representing
the bole of a fallen tree. A silence
descended.

“Now, Mabs!” Babs prompted.

Mabs started.  She started wistfully.
Everrbody was silent, enthralled, and
Mabs, once again forgetful of herself,
put her whole heart and soul into the
words she was uttering.

Then suddenly & movement from
behind the screen arrested her attention.
She turned in that direction, and for a
moment faltered.

For there facing her, sereened from
view of the audience, was Clarice—
Clarice making all manner of grimaces,
obviously with the intention of puiting
Mabs off her part.

Mabs turned a little white and moved
her head. -

She continued. Again arrested by a
movement behind the screen. she turned.
Clarice again—Clarice gesticulating and
contorting her face in expressions of
contempt. Mabs’ eyes fJashed.

Oh, if Babs could only see—if she
could only know !

She went on, less certainly now. Im-
possible to infuse enthusiasm into the
part when Clarice was grimacing and
mocking at her out of sight of evervhody
clse—when Clarice was deliberatelr and
maliciously trying to put her off.

And then Mabs stumbled over the
lines she was saying, and was annoyed
to find herself being prompted by
Bridget O'Toole.

“‘But, hark, who is this?" " she
cried. “‘ Was that a step T heard ¥ *

She_had to look towards the sereen
this time. For those words were the
cue for the peasant girl. She stiffened
as she saw Clarice—Clarice standing
there, an expression of scornful con-
tempt on her face, and her lips unmis-
takably forming the word: “Rotten!”

Aabs paled.

But the next minute on came Clarice
—Clarice acting the part to the life, so
shy. =0 sweet, so innocently winsome
that the change she managed to intro-
duce was little short of wonderful,

She simpered at Mabs, A breathless

ause ensned as she spoke her first
fings in clear, bell-like ton
No doubt about it—Clarice conld act.

TrE Scroorern

Never for a moment did she falter:
never once was she at a loss for word
or gesture, giv. even in that first

rebearsal, a most polished performance,
Mabs winced when in her part of
princess she toock the peasant girl's
and.

“! Arise, little peasant maid ! she

said pleasantly, and stopped, with a
sharp gasp, as, faking Clarice by the
hand, that gzirl secretly availed hersolf
of the opportunity to pinch her fingers,
“Why, you little cat—" she cricd
inveluntarily.

“Oh, my hat!”

*“ Mabs, that’s not in the picce!”

“She pinched my finger!”

“Oh, rubbish!” ¢ried Lydia Crossen-
dale contemptuously.

“I tell you——"

“But  I—I didn't, you know !"—
Clarice looked crimson” with dismay.
*Oh, Mabs, how could you tell such
fibs 77

“Yes, rather! Get on with the play,”
Freda TFerriers snorted imtmuently.
“And don’t jolly well make things up.
We all know you don’t like Clarry, but
that's no reason why you should mess
up the play.”

“"What 7”7

“Well, i=n't it so? You've done
nothing but row with her from the
moment rehearsal started.”

“Please I”  cried Babs.  “Please!
Oh, great goodness| Mabs, please do go
on!” she added. “Don’t—don’t make

making a Mabs

ashed.

“Well, well—" Babs gasped. “Xow,
bs—"

Mabs breathed deeply.

“Yes, please go on!” Clarice begged.
“Don’t let’s upset everyone, Mabs.”

Again Mabs made an_effort at sclf-
control. Oh,  this—this— Bhe
couldn’t go on! She couldn’t! 1f
these sort of things were going to hap-
pen at every rehearsal—

But she saw Babs' eyes, pitiful, plead-
ing—perhaps just a little hint o
reproach in them. She mastered her-
self. Well, she'd go through with it—
or_tryl *

But she couldn’t—couldn’t |
words choked her.

“*‘Dear, dear little peasant girl,’ ™
she said. “*' How sweet, how kind, how
beautiful you are! What generosiiy is
in_your simple nature!  How I, a
princess thongh I may be, would like
to change places with you, peasant maid.
1 would give my kingdom to he like
vou. One of such a swoet disposi-
tion—""

She stopped, she choked. Oh,
mockery, mockery in the words! She
couldn’t do it! She couldn’t!

“Well, go on, Mabs!” Babs

scene £

The next

said
anxiously.

* ¢ And—and ' * Mabs stumbled.

No, no, she couldn’t! How, even
playing, could she call Clarice sweet?
To be like her! With those dark eycs
laughing in mockery at her all the timc.
With pursed lips, ready, the moment
her back was turned to the audicnce.
to_sneer contempt at her. She bad no
faith in the part, she had no faith in
herself, . i

“I—I can’t do it!” she cried, in a
strangled voice.

“ What 9

v
“I tell you T can’t do it! T won't
do it !” Mabs' chest rose and fell. “It's
hateful ! It's mockery! It's—it's—"
And. speechless for a moment, she stared

wildly at the audience. I=T don’t
want the part!” she cried.

“ By &

“1 won't lake it—I won't!” And

then, afraid for her own self-contrel,
her  self-possession, Mabs suddenly
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flung down her book, turned, and
rushed off the stage. “Oh, oh!” she
almost screamed. “Let me get out!
Let ma get out—please |”

And so fierce was her attitude, so
frightening, somehow, the passion which
flamed in her face, that the stupefied
andience gave way to her.

Reaching the door, with a hot mist
of tears blurring her vision, she flung
it open and burss into the corridor
outside.

She was not aware of the stupefied
silence which followed her exit, of the
murmur which went up. She did not
Lear Babs’ voice, broken, faltering, as
she called after her:

*“Mabs! Mabs, come back!”

“Well I” gasped Rosa Rodworth,

“My only giddy aunt!  There's a
paddy for youl!”

“ Clarice—"
rice, the picture of remorse, stood
aced, in the middle of the stage,
biting lLer lip. =

“But—but I never did anytlnng 1 she
3 “0Oh, Babs, you saw >
abs bit her lip. “Oh, what on earth
was the matter with Mabs? Why
couldn’t she forget her enmity towards
Clarice, even for a few moments?

But it was no good. Mabs phlainly
could not play the part. Everybody
was looking askance at the other.

“Well, let's get on!” Clara Trevlyn
snggested If you ask e, this
rehearsal looks like being a slight wash-

1t
“But Mabs—we can’t go on without
Mabs,” Babs cried desperately. “She’s
got the biggest part! Look here, hold
on, please, everybody. I'll go and
fetch her!”

“QOh, fiddlesticks!” Rosa snapped.
“If she comes back we'll only have the
same sort of thing happening all over
again. It's either Mabs or Clarry who's

ot to be dropped from this play, and
%or my part, I say. drop Mabs. Some-
bady else can swot up her part, surely.”

There was silence. It wasn't easy
1o swot up that part. The part of the
princess, as Babs said, was the biggest
of the lot. Mabs occupied the stage for
ractically the whole run of the piece.
j:\'[om than half the words in the play
belonged to her.

Clarice coughed.

“Er—Babs, may I make a sugges-
tion

*“*What ?” Babs asked worriedly.

“Well—" Clarice looked demure.
“Tell me if I'm being cheeky,” she
said, “but I happen to know the
princess’ part, too. If you could get
another peasant girl, I’'m sure I could
take it. Though, of course, I'd have
to swob it a Little.”

“Well, there you are!” cried Rosa.
“What's wrong  with that? The
peasant maid can be played by some-
bedy else—young Madge Stevens, for
e did understudy the
i Didn't

eagerly.
Rosa grinned.
“Think you'd be able to
!

do it?”
“Oh, I'm sure I counld!”

“Then,” Rosa triumphantly ex-
claimed. “What about it? There you
are. Babs! Bhift Clarry into the

princess’ part, give Madge the peasant
girl, and we're all set. And blow
Mabel, with l}ol\-. little tantrums! Well,

what about it?

Babs sighed. She felt, in that
mowment, she didn't care. 8he had
been so happy to find an interest with
Mabs again. = She had so hoped that
the play would have been the means
of bringing them together, and per-

bhaps of finding fresh foundations of
understanding between her and Clarice.
But Mabs, it seemed—— Oh, well!
“Let’s try,” she said lifelessly.
“Oh. Babs, you mean I can have
thﬁlxvmrfl'i” Clarice cried.
es

“Oh, thank you !”

dimpled. “You know I've always
Jonqu to  play that part,” she
exclaimed.  “Not "—with a modest

shake of the head—*that I shall be any-

Ribbon bows are one
mings to make—and one of the smartest, too.

AVE you noticed that bows of
ribbon seem to be all over
the place this spring? I've

one on the front of my newest hat;

I’ve seen them on handbags, on

shoes—and even on coats.

And to think that at one time the
only place where one could wear a
bow was on the hair! All the same,
I managed to wear two then—in
spite of the fact that it took nearly
a quarter of an hour every night to
wind them around my bed-posi so
that they were fresh and ecrease-
free in the morning.

But to-day you can wear bows
with carefree charm on your frocks
-—your day frocks at that.

These, here, are “mock " bows—
that is to say, they're economical,
and don't require as much ribbon
to make as the ordinary bow would.

And Clarice %

Bessie is Annoyed

ABS! Oh erumbs!”
Bessie  Bunter, entering
Study No. 7, broke off with a
blink of consternation.
And small wonder. ¥or Mabs, still

Bows
CaN GO
ANYWHERE

of the easiest of trim-

Half a yard of ribbon will make
two beautles.

MOST ECONOMICAL

Cut your ribbon in half and run
a gather through the middle of
cach piece. Cover this little gather
with a snipping from one end of the
ribbon. No one will then dream
vou've been so cunning, and when
sewn on to the neck of your frock,
they’ll look most extravagani—as
well as very charming.

A little more reckless is the other
idea. You'll require three quarters
of a vard of ribbon for this.

Then make three bows. Sew one
to the sleeves of your dresz, and
perch the other cheerily in the top
of your beret.

You'll find them most fashionably
fattering

thing like so good as Mabs was. She
scemed to just make the princess live,
you know.”

Which, everybody considered, was a
real sporting tribute on Clarice’s part.
and had the effect of sending Clarice
bounding in the estimation u? all who
heard it—except, perbaps, Bessie Bun-
ter, who, of all those girls, knew exactly
the type of creature Clarice Dyson
could be She blinked. 3

“But I sus-say,” she said, “Clarice is
not fair—"

“Neither are vou. You're dark!”
June Merritt chuckled. “Now pipe
down, and let’s get on with it!”

And Bessie, suppressed, unwillingly
piped down.  The rehearsal, started
afresh, was gone through again, this
time with shining-eyed Clarice in the
leading role, doing her utmost to
impress. and Madge Stevens, a little
nervous, playing up to her.

While not far away, in the silence of
Study No. 7, Mabs was sitting at the
table, her golder head on her arms,
her ehoulders shaking as she sobbed.

Not for the first time, egince the
coming of Clarice, Mabs felt a wild
longing to run away frog Cliff House.
And all because of Clari yson !

sitting at the table, was sobbing as if
her heart was hreaking.

-“Mabs !” said Bessie weakly.

For a moment it scemed that Mabs
had not heavd. She hadn’t. For once
in a way forlorn Bessie had opened the
door rather quietly.

For Bessie had just come from the
music-rcom rehearsal, having said her
extremely short piece, to commiserate
with her chum upon the meanness of
their common enemy’s latest move.

But Bessie had not expected to sce
Mabs like t roken, guivering, sob-
bing her hear: out en the table of Study
No. 7.

It raised withia Bessie the queerest of
emotions.

“Mabs-—Mabs, old thing!” she
gulped.

Mabs. a. that, did look up.  She
looked up, erimson and confused, hastily
dashing the tears from her e; Hing-

ing round in fierce defiance.

But when she saw Bessie she gulped.

“Oh. Bessie, please—please shut the
door 1"

* Yes, Mabs,” Bessic said thinly, and,
her fat face very woebegone and
troubled, came further into the room.
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“Oh dud-dear !” she sighed. *“Oh good-
ness, you know, I—I'm not erying,
really, Mabs. A bib-Bunter nun-never
cries, but—o-0-oh 1" And to Mabs’ con-
a(al‘nﬂtiﬂﬂ!?‘eisiu burst into tears.

“ Bessia I

If anything were needed to give her
strength it was that. Bessie, tender-
hearted old chump that she was, stand-
ing there, in tears. And, in truth,
Bessie was amazed at herself.

She had nct had the faintest inten-
tion of e when she entered the
study, but sight of Mabs’ distress had so
violently affected her that now she
simply could not help herzelf,

Mabs gulped.
i , darling ! And Mahs

“ Bessie—Bess
ed the tears from her own eyes.
* Bessie, you goose!” she said trem-
blingly. * Bessie, yvou silly old thing!
Here, sit down. Sit_ down by—by the
fire.  Now, Bessie—Bessie, darling, do
i T, please! What are you erying

I dud-don’t know !”
Dessie weakly sobbed. * But—but when
--I sus-say. you know "—feverizhly she
dabbed the tears in her eyes— “I kilk-
can’t bear to sus-see you so0 upset, Mabs!
And all through that kik-cat Clarice |
But I'm better now,” Bessie confessed.
“Not, of course. that I—I really was
crying at all, vou know. That was—
was just my asthma. It comes on like
that sus-sometimes.”

Mabs smiied mistily.

“Dear oid thing ! she =aid.
some tea, Bessie?”

“Thuth-thanks! That’s jolly nice of
vou! But,” Bessie said, “oh, Mabe, did
vou know ?"

“Know what, old thing??

“They've given your part to Clarice.”

Mabs winced.

“Have they 1”

“Yes, they have,” And Bessie, her
tears forgotten, flamed afresh with
rage. “It’s a shame, Mabs, a jolly
ﬁlha{ncJ! Ané Babs, you know, let them
o it.”

“Perhaps,” Mabs gently suggested,
“Babs couldn’t help herself, Bessikins,®

“Well, perhaps she couldn’t,” Bessie
considered, a little mollified. “All the
same, that cat just asked for the part,
I was there. She just jolly well wanted
ro make everything an awful mess for
vou, Mabs, and sus-so, after getting you
ont of it, she grabbed the part for her-
self. It’s pot fair I Bessie proclaimed
bitterly.  *It isn't ¢ well i
Mabs,” why don’t you insist on taking
the part?”

“Pecause,” Mabs s=aid gent 5
Clarice is acting in the play, Bes
just don’t want it.”

“Well, why don’t you demand that
Clarice jolly well be taken out of iti”
Bessie demanded fiercely.

But Mabs <hook her head. She wanted
the part, yes; but she couldn’t act in
it. not while ske had to face Clarice—
Clarice with her sﬁitefuily sly digs, her
veiled hostiliry.  She would much rather
be ovt of it.

Bui Bessie. who felt most keenly and
strongly on the matter, had other views.
Perhaps of all the girls in Cliff House
only Bessie Bunter guessed what Mabs
had suffered at the new girl’s hands.

But Bessie was fedup. Bessie had
heen dangercusly near being fed-up ever
since, through Clarice Dyson’s deceit,
+he had been turned out of Study No. 4

fortnight ago. Somebody, Bessie
wed grimly, had jolly well got to put
u stop to Clarice Dyson's artfulness.

But whe?

Well—Bessie paused—why not her-
self? It was a Bunter’s duty, surely, to
nip this sort of thing in the bud. It
wouldn't bave been so bad if Clarice’s

crumbs !

“Have

spite had stopped with her, but to see
Mabs suffer—

She rose suddenly, a loock of unusual
determination on ber face. She blinked
at Mabs. .

“Why, Bessie, you're not going?”
Mabs asked, in surprise.

“Yes, I am!” Be

““But the tea—"

“I—=T'l} kik-come back for tea.”

And Bessie valiantly marched towards
the door.

Mabs gazed after her.
teuderly.

Up lﬁe passage tramped Bessie. The
rehearsal in the music-room had finished
new, and she was just in time {o sce
Clarice go mnto her study as she strode
along. Her grey eves gleamed.  She
reached the door and flung it cpen.

“Here, I say. you new girl!”
cried.

Clarice was stooping over the fire,
which had gone rather low. She paused
with a pieca of coal between the tongs,

said fiercely.

o

She smiled

she

to stare in astonishment at the
belligerent fat one. i
she cried. “You
“Yes, I juj-jolly well was!®
“Well, thanks for having said so

much. Close the door after you.”

But Bessie stood her ground. Bessie
was on the warpath now,

“Look here—"

“Oh, buzz off I .

“I won’t buzz off !” Bessie said de-
fiantly. “T've jolly well come here to
tell you what T think of you. It's all
very well you getiing me pushed out
of this study, and all that, but swhen
vou try to hurt old Mab: you've got
me to reckon with "

“Really?”  sneered
laughed.

“ Yes, really!” Bessie said stoutly.
“I know you, Clarice Dyson. Here,
say !” she ed, in sudden apprehen-
sion, “What are you doing?”

But it was quite plain what Clarice
Dyson was doing. With sudden irrita-
bility she lifted the tongs above her
head. The tongs shot forward and out-
ward, releasing the piece of coal they
contained.

Just in the nick of time Bessie ducked
as the lump, whining over her head,
struck the wall opposite with a crash.
There came an exclamation from scme-
body in the corridor.

“Why, what ever——"

“Babs!”  shrilled Bessie, wheeling
round. “Babs! You saw she threw
that coal at me!”

Babs it was, returning a little later
than the rest of the cast from the
music-room, where she had been making
arrangements for other rehearsalzs to
culminate in a final grand dress re-
hearsal on the following Wednesday.

She stared in amazement at Clarice.

“Clarry !™ she eried.

“I—1I didn’t!” The ready lie bubbled
to Clarice’s lips at once. But there must
have becn something in the sudden
confusion of her face which made Babs
gaze at her sharply again, “That fat
duffer1” she splutiered.

“Wait a minute!” Babs shook her
head. “Bessie may be a duffer, but
that's not the way to talk to her,
Clarice. And you might have hurt her,
throwing that piece of coal at her!”

“Bu didn't throw it at her!”
Clarice cried.

Clarice, and

“Why, you great fibber!” gasped
Bessie, )
“All right! All right!” Bahs, rather

harassed, came into the room. *“Clarice,”
the said, “1 saw that piece of coal
come out of the study, It was meant
for Bessia |I” .

~
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Clarice pouted.

“Well, thet's not to say T meant to-
hit her with it.”

“Why did you throw it, then?” Baks
asked quietly.

“Nothing.” Only—only just to ccare
her.”

“I see!” DBut Babs’ lips pursed.

She was tired—tired of this bickering.
“It wasn't a very nice thing to do,
though, was it?” she asked. *Suppos
ing you hadn’t missed her?”

“0Oh, well I” Clarice said impatiently,
and bit her lip. She felt irvitated all
at once—irritable really because, for
once, she had no glib defence to cover
up her spite. *“Of course, if vou take
that fat duffer’s word against mine—"

“Who are you calling a fuf-fat
dulfer 7 Bessie glowered from the
doorway.,

“Thanks, Bessie, don’t say any mere
—please!”  Babs  begged. “That’s

enough. The matter’s dropped now, but
E!easge, Clarry, do be more careful,

essie, if you'd like to do me a favour,
vou might run to the tuckshop and buv
me a cake—here’s the shilling!I” And
she gave the fat one that amount, at
which Bessie gladly scooted off.

But Clarice, frowning sulkily,
the ipoker and shrugged.

“1 shan’t want any tea, Babs!”

“Why ever not?” Babs nsked.

“Well, since—since—" And Clarice
bit her lip. “I don't like to feel that—
that you're annoyed with me. If—if
you don’t mind *—and here the ready
tears came into her eyes—“I won't
have tea at all. T—I don't feel like it.”
And as if to prevent herself from
caking down in front of Babs, she
‘ekly “clapped her hands to her eves
and bolted from the study.

Babs looked after her, shaking her
head. Her heart was heavy., For
once she had neither zest mor enthusi-
asm.  She was still thinking of the
scene in the music-room—of Mabs rush-
ing ont in that sudden storm of ficry
passion,

Oh, this quarrelling and endless
trouble between her and Clarice! Now
Clarice herself, giving the first faint
tinge of truth to those accusations
which Mabs had so often made.
always generous, allowed that Claj
might have acted in a moment of im-
petucsity. But how helpless, she felt,
to argue with the girl, when she was
so ready to melt into tears,

And the play, too—Clarice, in spite
of her carnestness, was not as good in
Mabs’ part as Mabs herself. Oh, bother
the whole wretched business!

dropped

She did not_get herself tea. She felt
snddenly she had no heart for it, She
looked ~at her illuminated address,

sighed, and without any enthusiasm
picked up her brushes again.

Bessie Bunter locked on.

“I sus-say, Babs, I've got your eake.”

“Have you?” Babs smiled faintly.
“That's a good old kid! Well, you
can have it, Bessie!”

“Eh? But—oh, crumbs, Babs, did
von really mean that 7™

“Oh, T sussay—" And Bessie,
averwhelmed, hugged herself. “Aren't
you having tea, Babs?”?

“No! Please don't bother me, Bessia.
I want to get on with this.”

And Bessie, with one wondering stare
at her chum, departed. °

Meanwhile, Clarice Dyson had tripped
along the corridor. Magical the
change which overcame her tearful face
the moment she had skipped past the
door of Study No. 4. A smile appeared
where before had been a pout; her eyes
shone with sudden malicious mischief.
. What s fool Babs was! She knew
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now that she would worry over that tiff
—and, thought Clarice vindictively,
serve her right!

I'or Clarice was in high feather. All
Clarice’s schemes since she had been at
Ciiff House for a short time while her
father had gone abroad had prospered.
She had sworn to wreck the friendship
in Study No. 4—she had, with a cun-
ningress that gave her infinite pleasure
brought that about!

Mabel Lyan and Bessic Bunter, her
hated enemies, she had vanquished—as
surely and as utterly as if she had got
them both expelled from the school.

abs, whom she had set out to fool.
was still being fooled—and, in spite of
everything, she was enjoying that good
time which she had vowed,
entry to Cliff House, to have.

Now—what a lark I—she bad collared

ORDER
AMONG-

WITH spring-cleaning in the air,
I'm sure mother has asked

you once or twice lately:
“IWhat about tidying up your room,
dear? And as for that chest of
drawers—" She's almost overcome
at the thought.

There are undies in the hankie
drawer, belts in the jersey and
blouse compartment—and stockings
everywhere they shouldn’t be. While,
your gloves—— There's one on the

hall-stand, and another in the
pocket of your blazer.
Naughty, naughty! But I'm not

really cross, and you'll admit it's
rather suspicious that I should know
so much about it! You see, I'm just
as_bad myself!

But being grown up, I've decided
that the only way to cure myself is
to have periodic tidy-ups (or should

be tidies-up?)

it
And I had what I thought was a

upon her ¢

set the school alight, you'll have your
work cut out to get the piece shipshape
by the day of the show. And your sweet
little Babs, loving you as she does, isn't
the one to let you slack now, you know.

Rather not! °~ Which,” Lydia added
thoughtfully, “brings me to another
point.”

“Oh, yes!” Clarice cried. “Rosa,
ass the salad, will you? I'm
amished !

“On Wednesday next,” Lydia said,

It’s a pleasure to be tidy with these cellophane bags to hold your garments.

cute idea for organising a little
order among the oddments—so I'm
passing 1t on to you.

TO BUY—OR MAKE

You can see what I'm getting at
from the little picture here. These
cellophane bags are just the things
for keeping the “smalls” in—the

things that will insist on losing
their place among the general
scheme.

Of course, they can be bought—
but they can almost as easily be
made,

Did you know you can buy cello-
phane by the yard —from the
“threepenny and six;

For a case to hold your gloves
you'll need a piece measuring about
sixteen inches by fourteen.

Fold it envelope wise—but with-
out a point—and bind the edges
with glued-on ribbon or tape.
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remember, we met him at the Lantham
Assembly Rooms?”

“I struck up & friendship with him
then. He told me this would be comin,
off. Of course "—Lydia con; hedf"?

asked him straight away to send tickets,

and he said he would—for you, for
osa, for Freda, and myself.” There
they are. But, too bad,” she added
mockingly, “you can’t come, Clarry.”
“Yes, too bad, i=n't it!” Clarice
muttered. “But you think I'm going to
niss it?  Private view—eh? = Why,

goodness gracious me, 1 wouldn't miss
1t for anything 1"
“But the reﬁem‘snl?" Lydia asked.
“Blow the rehearsal 1
“But what will vou say to Babs?”
. L” Clarry replied contemptuously,
“shall say mnothing to Babs. Why

~THE
ODDMENTS

Then tuck your gloves into this
every time vou take them off and
rou'll be able to sce at a glance just
which ones are there.

The stocking-case will

iece  of cellophane
ourteen by ten inches

And so you can go on. T should
certainly make one for belts, and
possibly another one or two for
those best, silky undies that aren't
WOrn on every occasion.

These cases also make the most
welcome present. If you know any-
one who's thinking of getting
married—and lots of grown-ups do
around Faster-time, don’t they?—
I'm sure s bride would appreciate
a set of these enormously.

For not only does it mean no more
frantic search in looking for precious
“sets ” of things—but it also means
they're kept gloriously dust-free.

need a
measuring

that hated Mabs' part in the play.
She had the Fourth literally at her feet.

In high feather she Hyounced into
Study No, 1, that apartment shared by
the languid Lydia Crossendale, Freda
Ferriers, and the Stormy Petrel, Rosa
Rodworth, The trio were at tea.

“Come in!” Lydia invited cordially.
“Shut the door, Treda. Come in,
Clarry! Like some tea? Or are you
tea-ing with dear Barbara?”

“No, thanks; got out of that!”
Clarice laughed. “Babs is a bit livid
at the moment because I heaved a
chunk of coal at Bessie Bunter. But
never mind Babs. You saw the play?”

“Yes, rather!”

“Was I good?”

“Were you good!” Lydia chuckled.
“You were marvellous! Really mar-
vellous! Not so much in the part, of
course, but in the way you got it.
What exactly did you do to Mabel to
make her so upset

Clarice laughed.

“But "—Lydia frowned—"you've let
yourself in for it, Clarry, Righteous
and commendable as the impulse is to

“which is a half-holiday, thers is going
to be a rehearsal, isn’t there*”

“Eh? Oh, yes! A dress rehearsal.
That's two days before the show itself.”

“A pity,” sighed Lydia.

“ Eh?u 5

“Well, it is, because”—and Lydia,
with a shake of the head, fished some-
thing out of her handbag and passed it
across the table. “Too, too bad!" she
murmured. “Those are invitation
cards.”

Clarice blinked. But she hardly needed
to be told that. She was reading those
invitation cards,

“Mr., Herbert Greatbanks requests
the pleasure of your company at a party
to be held as a private view of his new
film, ‘Starry Highways,' at the Enter-
prise Studios. Tea will be served
during the film and an informal dance
and entertainment will be held
afterwards.”

Her eves flamed.

“Lydia, where did you get these?”

Lydia chuckled.

“From Mr. Greatbanks, the famous
film star himself,” she said. “You

ﬁ

should I? I'm going, I tell you! Babs
and the rehearsal can go to pot! I'm
out,” Clarice stated distinctly, “for a
jolly good time, and I'm going to have
a good hmc—es;i;wiany as I'm not likely
to be at this school much longer. But
keep it dark, of course !”

“Oh, of course!” Lydia mockingly
agreed, and winked at her companions,

The Dawn of Doubt

&

-
ND go Clarice did, saying never a
word to Babs, in the interim, of
her intention, never by so much
as a word or a hint letting the
considerably worried captain of the
Fourth guess that she would not be on
hand when the most important Wednes.
day afternoon rehearsal took place.
Clarice meant to have a good time. It
was amusing, in the interval of havin
that good time, to play and act uns
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quarrel with Mabel Lynn and Bessie
Bunter. Amusing to deceive Babs and
pose as something of a hercine in front
of the Form.

But Clarry really didn’t care a snap
of the fingers for any of them, and cer-
tainly not enough to allow them to inter-
fere in the smallest degree with her own
personal pleasures.

From the moment she saw those invi-
tation cards she set her heart upon
going to the film studios.

In the meantime, however, to keep up
appearances, she worked. No denying,
she worked hard. It was obvious that
she never, never would be as goud as
Mabs in Ihe part of Princess Karina,
but her rendering of it was good. and it
was ceriainly not likely to let the show
wown.

Next day, after lessons, there was
rehearsal. On the Saturday there was
On Wednesday

one. T

Barbara, after lessons, fluttered
anxicusly round the studies, collecting
her cast.

She was a trifle worried when she
went into Study No.

“Clara, Janet, I\[Brjurm, she said,
”rphmrsa'l in ten minutes. . Mahs 1

“Yes?” Mabs replied, a little stifily.

“I=I suppose you wouldn't care io
come and give us the benefit of your
advice? T'n rather in the dark about
some parts of the production.”

“Will Clarice be there?” Mabs asked.

“Well, ves course !

“Than how it that she's just gone
“out with Lydia, Freda, ard Rosa®”

ahs stares

“\What, not Clarry #”*

Mabs shrugged.

“They went out five minutes ago. I
was standing by the window, and I saw
them. Still, they may only hc going a
little way—or Clarice, perhaps, may
only have accompanied them as far as
the gates. If she’s at the rehearsal, T
don’t think I will come, if it's all the
same 1o you, Babs. don’t want any
more scenes. If not—"

But Babs' heart gave n leap at that.
Tf not—ch, no, Clarry woulda™t, couldn’t
Jet them down. The whole piece
depended upon her!

Hurriedly she ran aleng to the other
studies, collected the cast, and dashed
into the musicroom at the appointed
hour. But no Clarice Dyson was there.

“(Oh, she can't have let us down'!”
Babs cried.

But it soon became patent that Clarry
had let them down. Five, ten, fifteen
minutes went by, by which time the
players were hemmmg restive.  But
obviously the play could not go on with-
out the princess.

“Well 1 Clara said. “Oh, bother it!
Never mind Clarry. Babs, fetch Mabs.”

“What's this? Whe's talking about
me?” came a voice, and Mabs herself
appeared in the doorway. *“What?
Nat started yet?” she eried. “Hasn't
Clarice turned up, Babs?”

“No,” Babs said worriedly. *“Oh
dmr, Mabs, 1 wonder if you'd help us
out?*

Mabs’ face overshadowed. .

“1 don’t think,” she said, looking
munr! “that my taking Cl:mceb part
is going to help you out at all, Babs.
The rehearsal, ? gu(her, was orlgmally
arranged for Clarice’s benefit, as she had
the blggeﬁt and the most dlﬁ!cult part
to play.”

“Well, y(-s," Babs admitted.

“ 80—

“Qh, for goodness’ sake stop
prattling '’ Clara_cried.  “Give Mabs
the part! Let Mabs have it back.

Would vou take it, Mabs?”

Mubs flushed.

“On eonditions » she replied.

“And those?™

“That,” Mabs said distinetly, “T play
the part on Miss Fielding’s blrthday 1

There was a pause. G looked
questioningly at each other. For once
Clarice was not in favour. FEverybody
,\gw.\. by this time that she had gone out
with the Co. from Study No. 1. and as
everyhody else had been mllxng to put
their own pleasure on one side for the
benefit of the rehearsal, they considered,
very rightly, that Clarice “should have
made a similar sacrifice. Moreover,
they knew Mabs could do the part.
They knew she could do it better than
Elarice,

Calmly Mabs waited. Her heart,
hcwgw:, was pounding. Would she get
uor chance ngam" She wanted it, if
only because it would mean a closer
liaison between herzelf and Babs,

But she was not going to be dragged
in to fill the gap which Clarice made.
Moreover, she felt that Clarice, having
let the rehearsal down once, would not

You Can While Away

AT a lovely present a minia-

MAKING A MIN
Wﬂmre garden would make for a
grown-up relation !

The garden itself is just an oval-
shaped brown earthenware dish such
as _',ﬂu see every dey in the kitchen at

hom

ﬁnatter a handful of pebbles in the
bottom and then fill the dish three-
quarlers of the way up with soil.

few moss-covered stones—you

can get these from the Woods—pxled
high at one side will suggest a hill, and
e careful to pmck them firmly with
plenty of soil, won’t you

A MOSSY “LAWN™

If you can find sufficient moss to
cover the soil in the * valley,” so
much the betier, otherwise you will
have to set a handful of grass seed,
and the lucky recipient will have ehe
fun of “amhmg it grow daily and

a Wet Afterncon by

IATURE GARDEN

cutting it down occasionally to keep
it tidy.

Buy one or two of the tiniest plants
and set them on your hillside, and
on the extreme top you ean plant an
acorn, but be sure to soak it in water
for a fow days before you plant it.

¥f you've crocus plants in the garden
vou can very carefully uncarth one
or two and transplant them to give a
splash of colour later on.

With a handful of sand you can
make o winding path up the hillside,
and at the foot you can puta pond,
made from & small mirror, with,
perhaps, s tiny duck skimming the
surface.

You can buy china fowls and animals
quite cheaply.

Heaps of other ideas will suggest
themselves to you once you %c!. fto
work on your miniature landscape
garden,
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hesitate, if it interfered with her ow‘n
whims, to let it down a second time.
Babs looked round.
“Well,” she asked, all
agreed 1
“Yes!" came the chorus.
And so Mabs, once again,
stated.

“are we

was rein-

MOOTHLY, SLICKLY the rehearsal went,
So a.stnul:hmgly .inmnthly, indeed,
that Babs, in her role of producer,
hardly had occasion to interrupt pro-
ceedings at all.

No doubt about it that Mabs was ju
made for the part of the princess
seemed to infuse enthusiasm into ¥
body, to bring out the very best in Bl
of them.

Once, twice they ran throug!
even then finished ahead of
Madge Stevens of the
entranced.

“Oh Mabs,” she said, “that was
lovely., “I never sefmed to ]be able: to
do the peasant girl proper laying
opposite Clu.ru:c but w{’th%-uu*y«-f ?Anﬁ
she langhed. abs, you won't let them
ake it away {rcm you again?’®

“No fear,” Mabs said.

And she meant that. Not, indeed,
that there was likely to be any question
on that score. Babs especially was de-
lighted. Being with Mabs that after-
naon, talking to her, listening to her
advice on certain points, all the shadows
that had fallen between them had melted
away once more. Again Mabs was her
own joyful self, happy in close contact
with the girl 5!:9 loved better than-any
other on onrth, willing to forget every-
l‘nng just in sharing the happiness of
Babs’ company.

And next to Mabs, Bessie was happy,
too. She beamed.

“Oh erumbs ! Oh, T sus-say, you know,
it’s just like old times. Babs, T wonder
if sts Primrose would give me per-
m]sslgn to have tea with you in Study
No. 41

“Why, you haven't been
Babs laughed.

“No, but if you only asked her—'
Bessie wheedled.

So Babs went to Miss Primrose. Miss
Primruse, in a good humour, gave per-
mission at once.

She even went so far as to say that if,
by the end of the week, Bessie's goud
behaviour was mamtamed she might

<t

it, and
heduled
rd was

invited,”

»

move back permanently into Study
No. 4—news which the fat one received
with a gurgle of delight.

And to Mabs and Bessie’s vast delight,
tea was partaken in Study No.
merry tea, all eager talk of the play, of
Babs’ illuminated address, which, after
nearly a fortnight’s work, was now near-
m{] completion.

ever once even a reference to Clarice
Dyson. Just like the old happy times!

But if Clarice was not mentioned,
she was very near to Babs' thoughts.
She was wondering, wondering. It
dawned upon her suddenly what a lot
shcdhad missed since Mabs had left the
stu

T}ns Mabs—her Mabs, radxant, happy,
tender. Ah, this was the girl she knew
and loved, the girl she had always be-
lieved could never he different!

Extraordinary that Mabs should have
changed so much with the arrival of
Clarice Dyson. That had been one of
the biggest surprises and shocks of
Babs' whole career at Cliff House.

Could there, after all, have been
something in Mabs’ contention  that
Clarice acted like a spitfire towards her
behind her back

But no—no!

Yet—again Babs

remembered the
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Bessie Bunter incident. And again, why
had Clarice let down the rehearsal
without a word of warning?

For the first time Babs began to feel
a tremor of doubt. Surely if Clarice
had been called away she could have
left some message?

Still, never mind. She could ‘tackle
Clarice about it when she came in.

Clarice, however, did not come in until
a few minutes before call-over. Mabs
and Bessie had left the study then to
busy themselves with prep—a labour
which Babs, privileged to spend extra
time on the illuminated address, was
excused. She came in rather breath-

less, rather flushed, a gay smile upon
her lips and her eyes kindling.

Babs, seated at the easel, swung
round.

“Clarry ! .

“Babs I Clarry crmd and went [or
ward, hugging her. Oh my goodness

Babs. have you missed me?
“Where have you been?” Babs
asked,

“Eh?” Clarry pouted. *“Oh, Babs,
don’t look at me_as if I'd done some-
thing wron You know very well
where I've %een Didn't you get my
1nmsage T

“Your message I'”

“ Why, of course ! ! T asked Mabel Lynn
to give it to you.’

“0Oh{” Babs said, and stopped.
Mabs! Mabs had given her no message.
Had Mabs deliberately withheld that
information from her?

Clarice grinned, It was a clever fib,
she told herself, made up, as it was, on
the spur of the moment. She said :

“Why, where do you think I've been,
Babs?™

“You were seen going out with Lydia
& Co.,” Babs told ﬂ

= OII, yes, but, of course, I didn’t go
all the way with them,” Clarice retorted
carelessly. “Lydia & Co. went to Court-
field, vou know. I went to Friardale—to
visit hnle Ivy Greene. You see, Babs,
I received a letter from Ivy this
morning. I meant to show it to you, but
forgot 1t. She asked me especially_to
go over this afternoon, and—it was silly
of me, I know, but I didn’t remember
uatil the last moment—and then, when I
tried to find you, I couldn’t. 8o I just
left the message in the study and packed

0

“In the study?” Babs cried. “Dut
you told me you gave it to Mabel Lynn.”

“QOh!” Clarice bit her lip. She had
not been thinking as clearly as usual.
She was still thinking of the excitement
of Herbert Greatbanks’ party, (What a
really glorious party it had been) * Oh,
:h:rlrdig I say the study?” she asked.
“ That—that was a slip. But—but, oh
Babs, I'm_fearfully sorry abnut the re-
hear:al How did it go off **
.&nother girl took your place.”

h, Isay! Did she know the part?”
* Babs said.
d she do it very well?"
“Yery well indeed,” Babs said.
“Well, thank goodness for that.”
Clarice gushed. * You know, Bs.bs, T've
heen worrving ever so about the re-

But, T say, I must do my prep.
darlmg. give me a hand off with
coat, will you?”

bright—all animated was C
was evidently pleased. d
nm Babs thought, look as if she \\l.]‘
about ng missed the re-
And there was that fib. Why
had Clarice said that she had given
a message to Mabel Lynn, and then
contradicted the statement by saying
sha had left it on the study table?
Babs found her heart hardening a
little.

=2

* [ TELL you, I'm going to the partyt’s' 'Flance said vehemently.
po

and the rehearsal can go to

11

 Babs
It mattered nothing to Clarice

that her selfish resolve might ruin the Fourth Form play.

“Babs, help me off with the coat.”
Clarice cried.  “The sleeves are so
tight. One, two, three!”

And she laughed gaily as she plunged
forward, and Babs, pulling back,
sfaggered a little, ﬁmimg the coat fall-
ing about her. She lifted it; handed
it to Clarry.

“Thanks, Babs!” That girl laughed.
“Phew ! Isn't it a weight? Now I'll
just go and pop this in the cloak-room,
shall T, and then I'll come back? And
you must tell me all about things.
Won't be long,” sho added gaily.

And she darted away, while Babs,
shaking her head, turned to re-seat her-
self at the easel. As she did se a piece
of pasteboard lying on the floor caught
her eye.

It was a crumpled, soiled piece of
pasteboard, and it had obviously
d!‘opped from Clarry's coat pocket. It
sa

e '\Ir Herbert Greatbanks requests
the pleasurc of your company—-—"'

And the date was to-day. The time

.

p.m.

Babs drew in a deep breath. So
that was where Clarice  had been!
Clarice out secking her own pleasure,
ready to lie about it as soon as ever
she came in.

Something seemed suddenly to slip in
Babs' brain, It was as though some
shutter had moved aside, revealing for
the first time a glimpse of that other
Clarice. The fibber, the deceiver, theo
schemer, who had set up the barrier
between herself and Mabel Lynn. Her
eves flashed; then her face became
deathly pale.

Clarice—Clarice !
be so wicked?

And yet Babs, ever ready to see all
sides of a question, paused. Definitely
her suspicions were aroused. The
pasteboard seemed to speak for itself,

How could a girl

But, she reflected, after all, mightn't
Clarice ha picked that up some-
where? Might she have carelessly
slipped it mto her pocket?

What would she say if confronted
with it?  Just, of course, deny all
knowledge of it. She could hardly do
anything else after having fibbed her
excuses already.

Babs set her lips. Very deliberately
she folded the card and put it into

her own pocket.  Well, she wns
warned now. Oh, fool that she had
been not to see this before! Dut she

wasn't sure—not quite.  She'd watch

Clarry, she resolved.

Clarice came back.

“Well, there we are,”’ she cried.
“All ready. Babs? Can I make you
some tea, old thing?”

“No, thank you!” DBabs said.

“Still getting on with the old
illuminated address? I say, it does
look topping !” Clarry praulml en:
thusiastically.  “By the way, Babs,
what about the next rehearsal? When

are we having that?"
Babs swivelled slowly.
“l'larr), I mlght as
yowre not in the play.”
“0Oh, Babs!”
“The girl who took your part-—"
“Oh, was she good?” Clarvice asked,
and dimpled, not a bit dismayed
apparently to hear that news. On ‘the
contrary she was sceretly very, very
relieved. For Herbert Gncnibnn}m had
invited her and Lydia over to his own
private house to-morrow after lessons,
and she had been rather worrving as
to what excuse she could make to get
out of rehearsals. “Pabs, I'm so glad,
because, of course, if she was good,”

well tell you,

Clarry  said, “she’ll want the part
herself.”

“Yes,” Babs admitted.
“Then—then—"2 Clarry  pouted.
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“Well, T don't know. I do like to be
fair, Babs. And, bother it! I did let
you down, didn't 17 If she took my
lace she ought to have the part, you
know, Although ¥—ruefully—* that’s
rather cutting of my own nose, But
I don’t mind, Babs—not really.”

Babs blinked. Again she found her-
self floundering. ow very sweet!
How very sporting of Clarice that was |
Certainly not the attitude of a girl
who was so always out for her own
ends. Certainly not the words of a
fibber, a schemer, the deceiver she had
almost persuaded herself that Clarry
must be. .

Again she wavered against her' own
judgment, asking herself fiercely if she
was wrong, and not guessing at that
moment that Clarry was fighting her
own sly battles. She looked at her
wondermgly. = .

“The ozier girl,” she stated, “is
Mabel Lynn.’”

Clarry winced. Then she smiled.

“Qh, is she? Oh, I'm so glad!"’ she
gushed.  “Better than I was—much!
Well, perhaps that’ll help Mabs to
forget her troubles. T'll run along
and congratulate her, shall 177

And without waiting for a reply she
darted off, leaving Babs filled “with
complete bewilderment, and telling
herself, despite the voice of caution
which whispered in her ear, that there
must be some mistake. Clarry could
never, never reconcile this behaviour
with the attitude of Mabel Lynn’s
scheming enemy.

None Must Know

&

UT Clarice Dyson never reached
Mabel Lynn’s study, though she
really had intended to visit
Mabel. For once Clarice really

was_grateful to Mabel Lynn—grateful,
in the first place, because, having tired
of the play, she had no further wish
to  bother herself with  boring
rehearsals.

But more than ever grateful because
the intercession of Mabs meant she was
free to-morrow to pay the proposed and
exciting visit to Herbert Greatbanks.

Never before had Clarice visited a
real film star in his own home, and
she was thrilled with the prospect.
And Mabel Lynn—silly, idiotic Mabel
—uabove all others had made that visit
possible.

Yes, very grateful was Clarice. She
cared nothing for the play, nothing for
Babs—nothing for anything or any-
body who came between her and her
own _pleasures, and to make a clean
break away from the play would sglve
all her problems.

So pleased was she, indeed, that she
was almost prepared to be nice to
Mabel, and probably would have been
bhad not Marget Lantham come up

the corridor at that moment. Margot
had a letter in her hand.

“Oh, here you are, Clarry!” sha
said.  “I was just bringing this to

“(Oh, thanks!’

Clarice took the letter. She glanced
at the French stamp upon it. Then her
heart knew a leap as she recognised the
handwriting—the neat characters of her

father’s nand. Her father in France
—writing to her!

She slit 1t open.

And then she scowled.

“Dear Clarry,” the letter com-

meneed—"I am extraordmarily pleased
with the good reports I have received
from Miss Primrose about you during
my absence, and I am more pleased
than I can tell you to hear that you
have been elected to play the principal
part in the play which is to be given
at the school on Friday.

“As my business on the Continent has
been rushed through rather sconer than
I expected, I find that 1 am free to
return to England almost at once, and
I shall certainly avail myself of your
headmistress’ very kind invitation to
come along and see you in the play.
As you will remember, Clarice, 1

romised if you behaved yourself at
Eliﬂ’ House that you should have the
world cruise, upen which you have set
your heart, upon my return.

“It is a pleasure indeed to find that
you can keep a promise at last, and,
provided that I hea» no bad reports of
you when I mees Miss Primrose, I
shall have the greatest of pleasure in
rewarding you as I promised.”

“Oh, great goodness 1”7 Clarice gasped.

She had not expected this—not this!
Her father, the old gate-crasher, return-
ing almost immediately! Her father,
puffed with pride, expecting her to be
in the princips] role of the play! He
was coming E:ere He would find her,
instead of being the star of the play,
not in it at all!

Clarice at once saw her danger.
Deceive others she might, but her
father—no! He would want to know
why she had been dropped. He, if any-
body, would find out the truth, and
once he started investigating her eetivi.
ties at Cliff House, whai might not
come out? i

Panic seized Clarice. In a moment
she had reacted to the situation. What
a goof she had been to let the part go!
But never mind! The cause was by no
means lost yet. - It would be easy
enough she  thought, to get round
Babs, to get the part back,

But it wasn’t. For, when returning
to Study No. 4, she told Babs she had
changed her mind, Babs looked her very
straightly in the face.

“Clarry, I'm sorry.
mised Mabs.” .

“But, bother it, Mabs won't mind.”

“Mabs will mind—very, very much.”

Clarice felt bafled. Well, what now?
Sne’d got to do something. She must
do something. Somehow, she'd got to
get Mabs out of st. If Mabs were out
of 1t, ker own reinstatement would be
almost automatic, as she was the only
other girl in the Form who was word
perfect.

Desperately she set her wits to work.
But what could she do? There seemed
two eourses of action open to her—two
courses only. One was to land Maps
into some dreadful trouble which would
mean detention on the day of the play.
The other, wildly enough, was to lure
her away and shut her up in some
place.

Both of them bristled with difficulties.
And, most unexpectedly, Barbara
seemed to be on her guard at last. No
doubt but that Babs' attitude towards
her had undergone a change.

Clarice  scowled. Oh
What was she to do?

Meantime, Babs was working fever-

But I've pro-

goodness !

ishly to finish off the illumirated
address. It required just a few touches
now.

Mabs. happy, enthusiastic, fung her-
self into the work of preparation with
characteristic zest and terrific energy.
There were long consultations with
Babs. How Mabs loved those, and how
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Clarice scowled to see them both to-
mether | Advice from Babs, instructions
from Babs. Mabs, anxions to relieve
her chum of as many responsibilitice as
possible, did everything.

Except one thing—and that she die-
covered at break the following merning.
In dismay, she flew into Study No. 4,
where Babs, having finished the illumi-
nation, was rolling it up and sealing
it with ribbons and wax, while Clarice
brgodingly looked on.

Oh, = Babs,” Mahs cried, my
dress I
Babs blinked.
“Your what ?”
“My dress. You remember, I

haven't a purple dress for the character
of the princess. I said I'd dye my white
one. Babs, I wonder, would you—
could you give me a hand

“Why, of course,” Babs said.
a tick, Mabs, old thing 1

She went out without even a glance
at Clarice.

Ob, it was good to sce Mabs in this
merry mood again—good to be doing
things with her! In glee, they scurried
to the cloak-room together, where Babs
prepared the water and mixed the dye.

N

“Just

)Ialg\sg“"- Babs said, in it goes,
In it went. Together they stirred and

plunged the garment. Then they with-
draw it, let the water run.from it, and
Mabs held it up, all wet and dripping,
for Babs’ inspection.

Babs shook her head.

“Pretty feeble!” was her wverdict.
“More mauve than purple.”

“Goodness! You mean the dye’s not
strong enough 7 Mabs asked.

Vgt

es

*Then—then——""

“Bupposing,” Babs asked,
some indelible ink with it7”

The idea—good old Babs! Trust her
to get round the quastion. OF Mabs
flew, returning presently with a bottle of
the indelible. ~ That, added to the water,
certainly did make a difference. Babs
smiled.

“ Well, that should do,” she said.
“But——  Oh goodness! Look at our
hands! Mabs, I vote we leave the dress
to soak during afternoon lessons. It
:_bould have taken a good colour by that
ime."”

“we mixed

And leave it {o soak they did. After
lessons  they flew to the cloak-room
again. Mabs could have shrieked her
delight when they fook the dress out
again—it really was a glorious purple.
But when she made to wring it, Babs
shok her head.

“No, old thing, I wouldn't. It would
cause it to dry patchy and
streaky. The best plan is to hang it up
Just as it is and let it drip until it's
practically dry. Then you can iron it.”

“But that means,” Mabs objected,
“that it won’t be ready till to-
morrow.”

But, as Babs pointed out, it couldn’t
be helped. At Babs' suggestion, they
fook the dress in its bowl of dye down
to the kitchens, and there, after obtain-
ing permission from Mrs. Carey, the
housekeeper, hung it up in the drying-
room, with the bowl placed on the floor
beneath it to «atch the drips.

So that was settled. And now the
stage was all set for to-morrow. .
Clarice, meantime, was growing

c. All sorts of desperata ideas
she was turning over and rejecting,
foreseeing in most of them disaster to
herself. To get Mabs out of the play!
She must get Mabs out of the play!
But how—how?

To-morrow came. Still her mind was
not made up. At eleven o'clock the
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birthday celebrations would start, with
th e production of the play, and an early
l-cu.gmm from her fa.ther informed he'r
that he expected to arrive at Cliff House
from London about ten a.m.

Oh, heavens!

She thought, what about one last
desperate appeal to Mabs? Supposing
sie could bribe Mabs to let her have

the part? Would Mabs—
But Clarice, by that time, was too
distraught to think out any plan to its

logical conclusion. If Mabs could only
iu pn\m]ed upon to give up the part to
ho |

Lagerly she hurried along to Study
No. 7
i Mabs there alone. The golden-
gil turned sharply at her entry.

* Clarice gasped.

“Well 1

“Mabs, I~I'm sorry for—for being
beazt ” Clarice said, with a sincerity
bowever, did not deceive Mabs.
t wanted to tell you that I've
ing rotten about it. I—T'd

Clarice came farther
“Oh, I know you've
cause to hate me,” she said, “I'm sorry,
M: really,” But—hut. you're not a

bear malice.”
ik you )" Mabs said.
nd—and if sou had an opportunlts'
of doing another girl a good turn, you'd
do it, wouldn't you, Mabs?®

\Iab; smiled queerly.

“Meaning,” she guessed, lhﬂt | ¥ou
want me to do something for you?

“Well, yes,” Clarice nodded. "0{
course. I'll make it worth your while.”

Mabs’ lips curled a little.

“You necedn’t worry. What is it?”

“Well,” Clarice gulped, “it—it's the
play, Ma You see, my father is
coming to see it, and—and he rather
expects me to be playing in the lead.
Well “*Clsnce heaved a deep breath—
“I—I can't explain, but—but well—
\flabs I simply must be in the leading
pnlt

‘And so0,” Mabs said, gazing at her,
you w Bm me to let you iam it ?”
ves.”

o And isn't that just like your cheek ?”

Clarice drew back.

“But Mabs—Mabs, old thing—"

“Thank you, you needn’t put on
endearments now,” Mabs said scornfully.

inty the study.

“It's your own fault you lost the
part, in the first place. If you
hadn’t let {he rchearsal down you'd

vell, I'm 1n it,
That's

have still been in it.
instead, and I mean to stay in.
all. Clarice 1”
And Mabs moved towards the door.
Clarice’s face whitened.

“Mabs! But I tell you—"
Mabs shrugged, She went out.
Clarice, her face livid, followed her

mm the passage.
“Mabs, listen—-"
But Mabs walked on just as if she had
never heard. Clavice, desperate and
frenzied, followed her, pleading, cajol-
ing, aad at times threatening.
Down into the kitchens Mabs went.
She entered the drying-room and took

her frock from the hook, frowning a
little. Oh, good gracious, it was still
damp |

Better take it into the study and hang
it up in front of the fire, she thought.

She went out. the frock in her hand.
Rather anxiou she tripped back up
the stairs, passing Clarice with a shrug
of the shoulders.

Clarice bit her lip. She followed.

Well. she'd got to do ething.

At the end of the corridor she hesi-
tated. She saw Mabs go into the study

(Continued on following page.)

and gasped in relief when sho

(1% Y swtcrs got & pair of those new
shoes, the ones with square heels
and toes!™ Caroline Smith said
exoxteﬂly . rhcy te the very latest, you
Lnow !
Ruby White looked up from the school
towel in whlch bher face had been buried.
of those two months &
she snluttered. "and then down wet het fase
a

gal

% 0]11" It was just a ﬂ:lt lltt.le notsc
from Caroline, 8he'd
describe those shoes in dehﬂl
there wasn't much point now.

Vellie: Bligh, who had a reputation for

‘“putting her foot In it " —though she
didn’t mean to'be unkind—couldn't resist
mumbling.

Well, yun know Buby'
first with'everything

It was true,

Ruby was always the first in her Form to
appear in her winter hat at the beginning
of the autumn term: she was the first to
don the school’s new check scarf when it was
introduced. .

er namg was on top of the charity list
every week—her threepence being the first
received.

Bhe was the flrst to know when Miss
Barnett, the ehemistry mistress, was getting
married. She was the first to send flowers.

She was first out of the cloakqoom now

nyone coming with me to se
heavenly new ]mﬂples in old Thurgmds
windows ? " she d,

Off they trooped, Caro]me, Nellie and the
others, m!.h Ruby going i

The pupples certainly were Iovc[y

Look at the cute little, weeny paws,"”

ng
But m wursc

8he’s always

ine.
that tartan collar look sweet,
on that Scottiel' said Nellie. mu
zet one for ours when I've saved up enough Gg
Ruby broke in.
“Oh, they dont cnst. much,” she said,
:md she didn’t mean wuml palmnismg,
urs had a mnlv:tu
thhtlk we were abouz the ﬂrsl peupla f.e thmk
of
“"You would be ! ™ Nellie muttered under
her breath, but only Caroline heard her,
forhm:ntel), and gave her a gentle nudge
that meant “ shut up, ehumg g
Soon they parted, and Ruby
went on their way homewards.
“Isn't it marvellous about the new
smmmm,g pool in the park ? * Caroline sm(i
Yes, it'll be heavenly in thc summen
And bh Rub; * Wish
I conld be the

and Caroline

sighed a tiny
reH.u dive inl "

Caroline looked at her
£ Dh Ruby, you are an old silly ! " she
4 They’re going to have that cl champion

lady diver to take the first
mayor wl].l be there—amn
everyone ! 23

“I know,” said Ruby. “It's not just
Decause I want to show off in front of all

Iunge. An
the band—and

those people. But somehow—— Well,
Wouldn t it be nice just to say I'd been the
= Oh, you're hopeless !

Carglins wngaod. - Tealls, there was 10
help for Ruby.

It wasn't that sle w really vain ; it
wasn't that she liked swcml.mg It was just
that she liked to be the onme who could
clinch almost any discussion by saying she
had been first.

‘ Good-bye, Ruby!”
* Good-bye, Caroline ; see you to-morrow!™

Tm: DAY of' the opening of the new
swimming  peol rew  near.  Most

schoolchildren were to be given a
holiday to be present—ior the pool had

been a special gift to the young people.

13

THE GIRL WHO

WAS

ALWAYS FIRST

Ruby liked to be first in everything.
But not after one certain occasion !

“Fancy | A real, live fllm star, all the
way from America coming to perform the
opening 1™

* And the mayor!”

“And & champion diver !

“And a free tea!l™ ssi:l the practical
Nellie,

“Yes; but the flm star's not coming
from America specially,” said Ruby. * She
lm})p]ens to be in England on lioiiday.”

“ O, T didnt know 1

For how long ? Where is she staying ? "

Ruby was able to answer all questions,
and very happy to do so, especially after
m.vmg been first with the information.

* She's stopping at the Imperial on Friday

—for the opening of the bath,” she said.
“* Arriving on Thursday nlgm

Thursday came. Ruby usually went to
a dancing class on Thursdays, Lut this

time she put it off.
“ Got something else to do, girls,” she
said to the others.
A very hasty tea she snatched.
Then gathered up her autogeaph album
nd brand-new fuunl.Mn pen and dashed
o!! to the Tmperial Hotel
& Iﬁ was fun waiting. Thu porter chatted
0 her.
He wasn't quite so amiable.
Pretty y, waiting, Isn’t it 2" he asked.
i “Ohb, no!" said Ruby stoutly, but she
shiv

All the same, it was worth it. She'd be
the first to have the fllm star’s autograph,
It began to rain,

“ Beven uclucl: = the hotel porter told
her when she asked t

Ruby wished she’ d bmught a mae, Still,

it wouldn't be much longer now. Smart
ears were drawing up, and carly diners

began to arn e.

* Nof " Ruby decided, and she
thought ]onulnxly ui the fire at lLome.
Golly, she was fro;

Elght o'clock | Hall‘ past !

ge boy came down the hotel steps

and spnke to the porter. He nodded, then
Iouked at Ruby.

ey, ,” he sald, quite Kindly,

* you'd "better ‘trot along home: the film
star's sent a message ; she won't be here till
the morning——"

Dejectedly Ruby went hol
over the fire she still seemed shivery.

At nine oclock the telephone Tang,

** For you, Ruby,” her mother sald,

** Hallo, Ruby t was Caroline speak-
ing. * What do you think? Oh, ant
¥ you didn’'t come to- nlght Do you
know t.lmt. film star came and watched our
dancing eclass? Tt was thrilling. She
gave us her nnbngmpll all round, and
promised us front row seats at the opening
to-morrow. And—

Ruby could only get out a feeble gasp.

“Oh, nnrz I told her we'd like one more—
for you ! ** Caroline finished,

A little more excitement from Caroline,
and she hung up.

and even

HE EMPTY seat for Ruby next day W'ls
very near to the film star, the
and the champion lady d er,

How Ruby would hﬂ\fl} love
But she was in bed with a f[‘\’LHﬂL chill,
and the seat remnmzrl empty.
Caroline came to see her in bed.
** The dancing class is zlvmg the film star
s from Thurgood’s,"
. " Would you like to be first to
sign the prcsanmtmn card as you saw the
pupples ?*
“ No, rather mot!" said Ruby firmly.
2 Itwas your idea ; you thought of it first
Caroline ﬂop[md down in a chair,
llelpleqs with surprise,
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with the frock, saw her come out, two
minutes later, wWithout it.

Clarice’s eyes gleamed suddenly.
Supposing—supposing she stole that
frock, and hid it?

She waited until M bs, intent uwpon
borrowing Barbara Redfern’s electric

ook her head.
new girl went on. Deliberately she
Mabs had failed—knowing full well

“ DIDN'T you get my message? ” Clarice asked innocently.
sh “ Well, 1 asked

Babs
Mabs to give it to you,” the
trying to make it appear that
she had not given Mabs any

was
that

message !

iron, vanished into Study No. 4. Then
quickly she slipped into Study Neo. 7.

There was the frock, still damp and
bedraggled, spread out over a chair
in front of the fire. Feverishly Clarice
snatched it up, quickly stepping towards
the door. There, half in and half out
of the study, she waited until the door
of Study No, 4 opened again and Mabs
came out, Then suddenly she leapt into
the corridor.

“Why ¥ Mabs stared. “My frock},
Clarice !” )

But Clarice had her scheme in mind
now. Mabs must be lured awar. Once
Mabs was out of the way, the part must
be hers. No surer way of luring Mabs
than by running off with her frock. She
flew.

“Well, my—my hat!” Mabs gasped.
“Clarice I” i

But Clarice was flying like the wind.

Mabs’ face set. She did not iuc“ the
other’'s game. Anger filled her sud-
denly. Without another thought she
flew in pursuit. At the bottom of the
stairs leading to the dormitorfes Clarice
turned__ Mabs, with a yell, flew after
her. Up the stairs, two, three at a
time. On to the landing above, up
another flight, up another— s

“Where,” Mabs thought,

irl going 7"
€ But sheg stuck to the pursuit,

Now they had reached the attics.
Still Clarice did not pause. Along the
passage which led to the turret her feet
skimmed, Mabs still after her. They
were in the highest and loneliest part
of the school now. One tiny, narrow
flight of stairs stood at the end of the
and up these Clarice flew.

“was the

passage, e r]
The breath rasped grimly in Mabs
throat. Well, she had caught her!

But had she? What Clarice had
schemed for was working out well. At
the ton of the flight was the punishment-

room, that bare and solitery place of
confinement where girls awaiting expul-
sion were kept before being removed
for ever from the school.

It was not inhabited now, and the
door, as a consequence, was unlocked,
the key being on the outside. Clarice
reached it, opened it, flung in the frock,
and turned as Mabel Lynn came up.

“Why, you—you—" Mabs choked.
“Where's my frock ?”

“Find it I Clarice sneered.

Mabel glared. Then, looking through
the doorway, she saw it—her beautiful
frock, dyed with such painstaking care,
lying in a damp and ruffled heap upon
the floor.

Unthinkingly she took one step
forward, then, with some quick sus-
picion of a trap, turned. one foot in, one
At the same

foot out of the doorway.
moment Clarice leapt.

Too late Mabs twisted. Clarice was
upon her. One swift, tremendous thrust
she gave. Mabs, half-unprepared, went
staggering into the reom. One foot
caught against the carpet. She heeled
over, and then—erash! A million lights
shot before her eyes as her head struck
against the iron rail of the bed, and she
fell forward.

Clarice stood rooted,

“Mabs !” she cried.

Mabs did not move. Her face was
white, ghastly; the lips parted.

“Mabs I” she panted.

Still no movement.

Oh, what bad she done? At that
moment the clock in the tower struck
ten.

Clarice came to herself with a jerk.
Her father—he would be arriving, ~ She
gritted her teeth, Well, it wasn’t her
fault, she told herself. Mabs had done
it herself.

Just for a moment she hesitated;
then, making up her mind, closed the
doar, locked it, and pocketed the key.

THE ScHOOLGIRL

Then guiltily she flew downstairs
again, i}ust in time to meet Mr. Dyson
when the taxi he had hired deposited
him at the door of Cliff House School.

Wmuz ON the floor of the punishment-
room Mabs lay uncenscious.

A Tell-Tale Clue

&

€€ QUARTER to eleven! Where

can she be? here can she

have sut to?” Babs asked dis-

tractedly. “The curtain goes

up in ten minutes, and she hasn't put

iu an appearance! Has anyone scen
her {

But nobody had, and the girls in the

dressing-room of the new theatre looked

more than a little fed-up. ally, it
was too bad, they all thought. Where
the dickens had Mabs got to?

Babs was almost distraught. Where

was_Mabs? Mabs was gone, and the
frock which she was to have worn had
gone with her,

he had combed the dormitory, the
kitchens, the music-room, and even the
tuckshop, but Mabs was not to be scen.
Where—where was the girl?

The door opened. Stella
came 1n.,

“Nearly ready, everybody? Barbara,
vou're wanted on the telephone.”

“0h, goodness, who is it?” Babs
asked.

“I don’t know.
sounded like a
hurry ; she sounde

Babs went out,
she picked up the receiver.
jumped.

“Mabs, is that you?”

“Yes, Babs.” Clarice Dyson, in the
telephone_booth just outside the school,
imitated Mabel Lynn’s voice perfectly.
“Babs, 'm so awfully sorry,” she said,

o
B

Stone

A girl, T think—it
irl's’ voice. Better
urgent [

In the prefects’ room
Then she

~“but I can’t get back !
“Oh, my hat! Where are you?”
Babs gasped.

“In Friardale. I flew down here
when T left you to get some ribbon
for the frock. I didn’t find out that I
hadn’t any until the last moment, I—I
had an accident in the High Street:
tried to dodge a car, and slipped,
sprammf my ankle. T just can’t walk,
Babs. shouldn’t be any good if T
came back. Lock here, ask Clarice to
play the part, will you?”

Babs groaned. Oh. great goodness!
She hung u]p the receiver, while Clarice,
in the “telephone booth ouiside the
echool, smiled grimly and callously.

Well, that was all right, Babs hadn’t
an enrt}illy chance of investigating her
story. abs, in the punishment-room,
was as safe as houses. By the time she
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was discovered, the celebrations at Cliff
House would all be over, and she—
Clarice—would have left with her
father.
Everything was lovely. - :
She hurried into the school just in
time to meet Babs anxiously coming out
of Big Hall. Babs stared at her.
“Clarry, where have you been?”
“Oh, just down to the tuckshop! My

father’s’ there, you know, standing
treat.” :
“Then—then get into the drcssm(gj-
room |” Babs gasped, and paused.
starting o little. “ Mabel has met with
an accident. She can’t play, and you'll

have to take her part.”
Clarice beamed.
**Oh, say, what luck! But what
hard lines for Mabell Where has she
met_with the accident, Babs1”
“You don't know ?” Babs asked.
“Goodness me, why should I know?
“Well, she phoned up——" And then
Pabs  paused again. Very, very
queerly she eyed Clarice. “Clarry,
when was -the -last time you saw
Mabel?” she asked in a suddenly
changed voice.

—well, about breakfast-time I
Clarry said. .
“You're sure you haven't secen her

since

*“No, of course not!”
fou weren't with her, by any
chanece,” Babs asked, “when she was
ironing the dress she dyed yesterday?”

Clarice stared,

“No! Why, I never even knew she
had dyed a dress! But what's the
matter, Babs? What are you looking
at me like that for?”

Babs did not reply. But she stared;
she stared hard and searchingly at
Clarice, her expression suspicious and
pointed. She stared at one particular
portion of Clarice’s dress, the white
cuff of her blouse. Clarice locked at it.

Then her cheeks went the colour of
chalk, for upon that cuff was a deep
purple stain.

“Clarry,” Babs asked quietly, “what
have you done to Mabel?”

“I tell you I've done nothing 1”

“Yes, you have |” Babs’ face became
grim. “You've hidden her, Clarry—
vou have! Oh, I know! You badly
wanted that part back, didn’t yml?
Remember you asked me to give it to
vou? You've seen Mabel Lynn since
breakfast! ¥ou've handled the frock
she was going to wear! ¥You—"

And then she stopped as Clarice
blusteringly gave back, and Miss Prim-
rose stepped on the scene. She looked
quickly from one girl's face to the
other.

“Barbara, what is this?” Miss Prim-
rose asked. “And what about the

lay #*

“The play,” Babs stated, “can’t be
held-—not for a little while, Miss Prim-
rose. Because, you see, Mabel Lynn has
disappeared.”

l’urday’s enthralling  long
chool
da Rlichards,

- CONFLICT”

sen the Fourth and the Fifth,
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story, the first of
entitled :

S |

““CLARICE | '’ Mabs panted. * Come back ! Give me my frock | 1
But Clarice rushed on, unheeding, Her spiteful plan to keep Mabs
out of the play looked like being a success.

“What 27

“And Clarice,” Babs said levelly, “is
responsible for her disappearance 1”

“ Barbara !

“Because,” Babs added steadily,
“Clarice wanted to play her part. But
Clarice won’t eay, Miss Primrose,

wlll‘cre she’s hidden her !

My goodness, Barbara, what an
extraordinary statement to make!
Clarice I

“It's a fib—a fib, I tell you!” Clarice

panted. “I—I don’t know anything
about it! I—I haven’t hidden Mabel
Lynn!” And instinctively her hand

went to her
the key of the punishment-room.
haven’t seen her, I tell you!”

“Then,” Babs asked, “will you ex-
plain how the dye of Mabs’ dress comes
to be showing on your blouse

“That—that was an accident! I—T've
been dyeing something myself | It's not
fair—it's not fair!” Clarice shouted.
“8he’s just making it up, Miss Prim-
rose ] She’s never liked me! She and
that cat Mabel Lynn, they’ve been plot-
ting against me ever since I came into
the school! She—-" And then she
gasped. ‘“Babs! Babs, you cat!”

Biit Babs, her face suddenly white,
had stepped forward. Like a tigress
pouncing upon her prey, she leapt upon
the key which Clarice, in her perturba-
tion, had accidentally withdrawn from
her pocket.

Too late, Clarice drew back. In a
moment Babs had grabbed at the hand
—had_forced the key from its grasp.
Miss Primrose blinked

“Why, gracious me, that is the key
of the punishment-room

“And that,” Babs said quietly, “is
where Mabel Lynn is, Miss Primrose.
Will you come with me and sec ?”

And while Clarice, seeing all her

ocket and clutched upgl}

frustrated schemes crashing in the dust,
burst into a wild fit of sobbing, Babs
walked quickly across the hall.

Miss Primrose, with one wondering
look at the new girl, followed her.

A DAY of celebration and rejoicing that

was at Cliff House. Apart from
the unavoidable postponing of the play
for half an hour in the morning, every-
thing went with a swing.

For Mabs, thanks to Babs, was dis-
covered. Callously left by Clarice, she
was just recovering consciousness when
Babs and Miss Primrose opened the
punishment-room door

Fortunately, her hurts were slight,
and in ten minutes she was her old
merry self once more Twenty minutes
after that she went on the stage, to play
the part of her life, and to be over-
whelmed by the congratulations of an
admiring crowd.

Happiness—happiness all round !

But there was one girl who did not
share it; one girl, indeed, who had
schemed and plotted to make this her
great triwmph, who never even saw it

That was Clarice Dyson, who, before
the play commenced, found herself
ranged before Miss Primrose and her
disillusioned father in the headmistress’
study, who listened with burning ears
to the recital of her misdeeds, and whao,
after being reprimanded, was taken
away by her father before the pro-
gramme even commenced,

That night Bessie Bunter was rein-
stated in the favour of the headmistress
and rejoined her chums in Study No. 4.
Mabs moved back at the same time, and
the little family circle, starting upon a
new and happy leass of life, was com-
plete once more.

END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.



