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Clara Trevlyn Stars in This Brilliant and Exciting Complete Cliff

House School Story

TOUCH AND GO FOR THE TOMBOY

GRIMLY determined to

prove Ralph Lawrente's
innocence, “ Tomboy ** Clara
Trevlyn is fighting a lone
battle against terrific odds.
Many another girl might have
given in—but not the Tom-
boy ! It is when things are
going badly that she is at her

best.

So Much at Stake

[13 M, good shot, Babs! Rip:
ping I” Clara Trevlyn cried
enthusiastically, and beamed,
even though that shot had left

her hopelessly beaten. hat’s  hot

stuff 17 she cried. “And it's your
service, too  Well go easy with me next
time.”

Barbara Redfern, captain

Fourth Form at CLff iIo

laughed.

“Hot enough for the tourna
think 7 she asked.

“Hot enough!” And Ciara
captain of junior games at CLff Hou
School, but more especially at this
moment captain of the team which was
to compete for the challenge shield in
the Courtfield Tennis Tournament,
simply glowed. “My hat, I should =
sol Play it again, Babs!”

Babs, with a laugh, caught up the
ball, winking at her ‘partner and chum,
Mabel Lynn.

She looked very bright, very pretty.
very flushed ‘as she tossed the ball in
the air, and, with an easy overarm
stroke, whizzed it across the net.

The scene was the playing fields of
Cliff House School. The time, early
morning. Clara, energetic skipper thai
she was, believed in plenty of practice.
and Clara meant to take advantage of
every available minute, even though
to-day was a whole holiday.

For the tournament now was only a
matter of days off and, though Babs
and Mabs and Jean Cartwright were
eplendid, Clara was acutely conscious
that she had leeway to make up herzelf.

The same applied to Margot Lantham
and Peggy Preston, newcomers to the
team. 'Lgey needed .every ounce of
extra practice they could cram in.

“Ready, Babs!” Clara cried.

She laughed as she took her stance,
though, in reality, Clara felt far from
her usual happy self. Her high spirits
her eagerness for the game, were very
largely assumed.

For at heart Clara was very worried.
At the back of her mind, all the time
was the thought of Marjorie Hazeldene,
her best chum, lying ill in the “sanny.”
She was worrying, too, about Ralph
Lawrence.

But there it was. For the time being
ghe must concentrate upon the game—
must never let these chums of hers see
that she was secretly so very troubled
by the problem that had been created
by the coming of Ralph Lawrence to
CIliff Iouse.

of the
School,

ent, you

She played the ball Babs sent down
Haf

to her.

Biff ! Over the net it flew. Forward
raced Mabs, playing it up with ease.

“Too hard, Miss Trevlyn!” announced
an_unexpected voice.

_Clara spun round, and then her face
lighted up as she saw the figure which
had strolled on to the sceme.

A tall, good-leoking young man, with
a little black moustache, wearing a pair
of slightly tinted glasses, dressed in
white flannels and thoughtfully chewing

a wizp of hay.
By
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Illustralions by Laidler

“Why, Ar. Grantham!” she cried.
“¥ou here—so carly !”

“8o  early!” And Mr. David
Grantham, the new games eoach, smiled
—a rather inscrutable smile, “Thought
I'd buzz along and get the nets out,“gu:

see you've forestalled me. Good-
murnin{}. everybody 1 And cheerfully
he nodded at the others. “That’s & neat
back-hand stroke you've developed, Miss
Redfern 1”

“0Oh, is—is it?” Babs asked.

But she flushed confusedly. Some of
the animation had died out of her face.
Mabs, too, scemed strangely uncomfort-
able. Jean, in her court, was looking
almost hostile. Margot Lantham was
biting her lip, while Peggy Preston,
who was umpiring the game, frowned.

Glad as Clara seemed to sce the new-
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comer, . it was at once obvious that ler
joy was not shared by the others.
ere was a reason.

For David Grantham, good coach
though he was, had acquired a rather
bad reputation during his brief tenure
of office at Cliff House

He was hinted at as a “mystery
man.” It was said of him that he was
callous. He had been acoused of
encouraging Clara when Clara had been
caught in fierce conflict with Nancy
Bell, the sneak of the Fourth Form, in
Friardale Woods.

The illness of Marjorie Hazeldene,
whe at the moment was reco\'criuifmm
concussion and a slight nervous break-
down in the sanatorium, had also been
laid td his door. X

Small wonder, then, that his welcome
by the chums was not boisterous.

He mnoticed it. Clara noticed it.
Clara flushed hotly. The colour flamed
at once into her cheeks, and an indig-
nant outburst was only checked by the
slight, warning, imperceptible inclina-
tion of the head that the games coach

ave.
g She bit her lip. For a moment she
paused; then, suddenly turning to
Peggy Preston, she spoke. .

“Peggy “—in a voice that was a trifle
stiled—"take my rlace, will you,
please 7°

“Why, aren’t you going on?”

“T want to talk to Mr. Grantham.”

Peggy nodded, but rather doubtfully.
It was Peggy’s private opinion, shared
by the whole of C)liff House School, that
Clara Trevlyn talked a little too much
to David Grantham. That was one of
the strangest mysteries about this man
—Clara’s strange friendship for him,
her fierce defence of hi

It was a mystery which had been
made much oly by Nancy Bell, who
hated Clara with a bitter hatred, and
which had reflected upon the Tomboy
with a certain amount of eriticism.

But Clara did not care. Clara, as
long as she felt herself justified, never
cared. d she felt justified now in
ler defence of the new coach.

She went over to him. Defiantly she
smiled at him. He leaned towards her.
“How’s Marjorie?” he whispered,

A rather more serious expression came
to Clara’s face. Strange that he, who
was Marjorie Hazeldenc’s cousin, should
have had to ask her for information
about the girl he loved better than any
on earth.

But, then, he could hardly go to the
sanatorium himself. That would be in-
viting too great a curiosity, considering
he was supposed to have no more
interest in Marjorie than the casual
interest of a visiting games coach.

For David. Grantham, as the school

knew him, was not David Grautham at

all. He was Marjorie Hazeldene’s
cousin, Ralph Lawrence—Ralph, the
misjudged, who had been accused of

Noah Bell’s crime at Friardale School,”
who, with Clara’s help, was still desper-

ately trying to prove his innocence;
Ralph, believed to have stolen Dr.
Barrymore's_collection of ancient gold
coins from Friardale School; who had
been accused of injuring his Cousin
Marjorie, whom—mockery of Fate |—he
loved with every fibre of his manly
being.

Sharp anxiety came into his hand-
some face now. More searchingly he
regarded her.

*Clara, is she worse? If you don’t
tell me, I shall go into the sanatorium |”

“Oh, my hat! Don’t be silly I Clara
muttered. She locked swiftly towards
the courts. “There’s no need to worry,
Ralph. T haven't seen her this morn-
ing, but she was quite all right last

night—"" And there she stopped as a
figure came fluttering across the fields—
the figure of Sally, the maid. *Yes,
Bally 7 she asked, with a frown.

“Oh, Miss Trevlyn” Sally gasped,
“the watron sent me! Miss Hazel-

P—

“Yes?"” Clara asked.

*Bhe—she’s asking for you She's
delirious, Mrs. Thwaites said, The
doctor’s been, and the doctor says she's
got something on her mind. Could you
come right away, please?” )

“Yes, yes!” and Clara stole a side-
long look at her companion—Ralph—
whose face had suddenly gone grey,
whose lips were twitching. “l'ﬁ be
across right away,” she said, “as soon
as I've changed my shoes. Steady up!”
she added, in a mutter as Sally, with
a nod, turned to go back. “Dou’t give
ﬁurﬁclf away. It's probably nothung.

mething I can set right in two jiffs.
Stop here until I come back.”

Ralph's eyes gleamed.

“And if you don’t come back within
ten minutes, I'll risk everything and
come for you,” he cried.

Clara bit her lip. She rushed off.

Her heart was fluttering now. There
was & groan on her lips. -
Marjorie | Marjorie | She had

fancied her chum was getiing along so
swimmingly. All breathless, she veached
the sanatorium door.

*Oh, Clara, please do come in 1" Mrs,
Thwaites said anxiously. o looked
quite worried in the morning sunlight,
“Marjorie—""

“Yes, I know !” Clara gasped. “Let
me see her!” ¥

was shown into the ward, and

then she stopped. Marjorie lay in a

snowy white bed, her face the colour

of adpcong, tossing restlessly from side

htp side. Strange words came from her
pe. ;

“Ralph! Ralph! Ralph, they won't
let you a1
“Marjorie I Clara cried.’

*“'They've arrested you, Ralph!”

“Marjorie ! Marjorie | Clara
caught her hand. “Marjorie—oh, great
goodness, look at mel” she cried.

“Marjorie, don’* fret! Please, please
don’t 1" she cried. **Ralph’s all right.”
Slowly the stricken girl turned her
head. Her eyes bri ﬁ:s with fever,
momentarily dulled. She muttered.

*“Clara, they've got Ralph! They've
arrested him for—for taking those
coins 1"

“But they haven’t—they haven't!”

“They have!” Marjorie asserted.
“They must have. If they haven't, wh
hasn’t he been to see me?” she cried.
“No, Clara, you're trying to deceive
me. You're only trying to put my
mind at rest. I tell yon I saw the police
take him.”

Clara gasped.

“But, Marjoric dear—oh, listen ! she
cried palpitatingly.  “T tell you it’s all
right—all right! T've just been talking
to him. He's here—here! Marjorie,
loock——" And wildly the idea came to
her. “If I bring him to you, if you see
him_yourself, will you believe thent”

“Yes, yes,” arjorie  whispered.
“But _only then. Only—if—I see him
myself.”

Clara rose. She flung a look at Mrs.
Thwaites. Out she rushed, back to the
tennig courts. The games coach started
eagerly at her approach.

Clara groaned. But she had to tell
the truth.

“8he's worse,” she-muttered. *“She
wants to see you. Ralph, only you can
ease her min You've got to see her.
You've got to make her think every-
thing is all right!

He bit his lip.

“But how "
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“Only one way,” Clara frowned.
“You'll have to go as yourself. Listen,
Ralph, T've an idea. Nobedy at Chif
House knows about the Friardale affair,

o tthy : i
“Only Nancy Bell.”
** And she only suspects,” Clara put in

, it’s all right, Oh, my
- she shook her head,
gazing at the tennis F!ayern who were
still disporting themselves on the courts.
“Waib a minute P’ she said. * Listen
now. There's no risk as long as you
play your cards well. Obviously you
can’'t go to sce her as David Grantham
—but you can go to see her as Ralph
Lawrence. Nothing more natural, in
fact,” she added, “than that you should
tjonl‘i,e along to see her, now that she’s

swiftly, “Ralpl
hat—"  Aud

His eyes gleamed,
“Well 77

“But we'll have to be careful,” Clara
went on. “No use in taking unneces-
sary risks, Look bere, you buzz off
now. Turn up at nine o'clock at the
gates—without disguise. I'll be thera to
meet you—just in case Nancy Bell is
snooping about. Get that?”

Rather grimly he nodded.

One look he threw at the players on
the courts, one nod in Clara’s direction,
and he turned on his heel, walking
across the grounds in the direction of
the gates.

For a mement Clara stood looking
after him, uneasy in her mind, asking
herself, after all, whether that appar-
ently dcs}:uemte plan was absole.\tely
waterproof.

Well, after all, where was the risk?
Nobody except Nancy Bell, the sneak
of the Fourth, knew what had happened
at Friardale. Nol knew that Ralph,
at Friardale, was uli{l being sought for
the coins he was supposed to have stolen
and which had not yet come to light.

As Ralph Lawrence, he was a popu-

lar figure at Cliff House School, and it
was natural, seeing that Marjorie was
ill, that he should come and visit her.
_But Nancy! Clara’s jaw squared a
little. Right| She'd keep an eye on
Naney !
Had Clara only known it, Nancy was
watching at that moment. From the
door of the tuckshop, which was oppo-
site the playing fields, Nancy had seen
the head of the games master and the
Tomboy’s inclined together, and guessed
at that muttered conversation.

Her thin, sharp face grew cunnin,
suddenly, She couldn’t hear what ha
passed, but she guessed that Clara and
David Grantham were planning some-
thing. As Ralph came towards her and

assed out of the gates, she, dodged

urriedly back into the tuckshop.

She watched him as ho stamped into
the road. 8he saw him hail the Friar-
dale bus which stopped outside. She
saw him get in, longed to follow, but
daren’t.  She watched Clara—Clara,
who had iaken her racket again now,
who was playing.

She watched as the game finished and
the team tramped off to breakfast.
Naney, for her own reasons, had no
intention of letting Clara out of her
sight—not _even for a moment.

When Clara at nine o’clock sauntered
down to the gates, she followed her.
Behind one of the old elms she hid as
Clara lounged there, locking anxiously
up and down the road.

Presently there was a rush of wheels.
The green top of the Friardale omnibus
appeared over the hedge, and came to
a_ halt outside the gates. Nancy saw
Clara forward with a whoop,

And then—what was this? .

Tor there was Clara swinging back
through the gates on the arm of a boy.
A handsome, clean-shaven, smiling boy,
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it was, wearing the Friardale tie, the
Friardale blazer, the Friardale cap, a
reckless smile upon his lips, the swagger
in his walk suggesting that he hadn’t &
care in the world.
Ralph Lawrence!
ere !

“\Well, the nerve !”” Nancy breathed.

Her eyes gleamed.  The nerve
indeed! But a moment’s shrewd re-
flection forced her to understand, She
guessed his purpose now—Ralph had
come here openly as Ralph Lawrence
to sce Marjorie, knowing full well, of
course, that nobody would suspect him
as being David Grantham. &

Nancy's eyes glittered.  What™ a
chance, she told herself, to bowl Ralph
Lawrence out—to show him up, to
expose him |

But how could she? She only sus-
pected that he and David Grantham
were onc and the same. She had no

Ralph Lawrence—

rool.

One, two, three moments Nancy re-
mained wrapped in thought. Then,
swiftly leaving her hiding-place, she
flew. Into the school she went, up to
the prefects” roowm.

Thank goodness, it was unienanted!
She closed the door behind her, lified
the receiver of the telephone. In two
minutes she was in_conversation with
her brother, Noah Bell, at Friardale
School,

“What?"” he cried, when she told
him her startling news. “Lawrence is
there—as himself 7"

“Yes!”

“QOh, my hat! But,
don’t know. Nanpey ™ E
eager—“ wait a minute. Don't go away.
Look here, keep him there somehow.”

“ But—"

“T'll come over right away,” Noah
Bell said eagerly. “Oh, for goodness’
sake, don't argue. Don't you sec?
Lawrence was not afraid to go to Cliff
House because nobody knows about him

there. But here—well, as you know,
he's wanted here badly. _They still
think he’s got those coins. If I went to

Dr Rarpvmore now he'd come over like
& shot.”

Naucy gasped

“But you're mot going to Dr, Barry-
more T

“Of course I'm not! Take me for a
fool 7” Bell snapped. “Barryimore might
smell a rat if I told him you had speci-
ally phoned me that Lawrence was
there.” No, I've a better wheeze. I'll
come over now, right away. After all,
there's no reason why I should not drop
in and see my sister, is there? It's just
too bad, of course that I happen to
come over at the same time that Law-
rence is in the school, - and that
happen to know that he's wanted at
Friardale.

“T'll show him up.
Primrose to_detain him while I get into
communication with old Barrymore.
After that "—grimly—" it won't be hard
to prove that he’s David Grantham, as
well as Ralph Lawrence, and—"

“Yes?” Nancy gulped.

And he'll be -out of the way—for
good!” Bell went on.  “You know.
Kancy, he's after those coins which you
lost in the woods. I'm afraid that—
afraid he'll find them, I mean. If he
does, well it's all U P with me, because
they re in a leather bag thal's got my
initials on it. I know he’s been search-
ing—for days. I've watched him; that’s
why I haven't been able to search
myself. But once he's out of the way—
You understand 7"

Nancy did not understand. She put
down the receiver with a rather
trembling hand. Noah Bell was afraid
(n_f Ralph Lawrence—with every justifica-
ion.

Tl ask Miss

She was afraid of him. For it was
certain, if the precious conspiracy in
which these twe weie engaged ever
came to light it would mean expulsion,
at least, for both of them.

The coins which Noah Bell had stolen
had, at one time. been in her_ custody.
And she had iost them in Friardale
Woods!

Ralph Lawrence knew that, Night
and day Ralph Lawrence had searched,
so diligently, so trequently that Noah,
on the same track. had been frustrated
in his own desperate efforts to find them.

But removal of Ralph Lawrence would
change all that With Lawrence out
of the way, she and her brother could
search for the coins at leisure.

Nancy’s eyes glittered. Out of the
prefects’ room ehe raced. No need to
ask where Ralph Lawrence had gone.
She guessed that

Down the stairs, three at a_time, and
out of the rear door. Until, coming
within sight of the door of the sana-
torium, she paused. Tor, outside that
door, obviously on guard, was Clara
Trevlyn.

Nancy gritted her teeth, She had not
bargafnrf for that. Hastily she dodfcd
back. At the same moment Clara looked
in her direction.

Was she spotted?

Nancy did not know. But she could
not afford to take risks, There was a
door on her right—a door partly opened.
That door belonged to Kliss Wright's
study.

One swift glanee through the crack
showed Nancy that it was unoccupied.
She slipped in.

But gﬁua had seen.
to the eyes of the Tomboy.
idea what Nancy's little game was,

A glimmer came
She had no
of

course, but the very lurking presence
of Nancy filled her with suspicion.
Very quietly she tiptoed to the door,
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very quietly she drew it to and turned
the key, which was on the outside of the
lock. -

At the same moment Ralph, a quietly
satisfied smile on his face, emerged from
the sanatorium.

= ™
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“ ALPH, is—is it all right?”
Clara asked ecagerly.

He nodded.

“ Quite. 8he’s  sleeping
now,” he said. “She seems more con-
tented. Her mind’s at rest. 1 didn't
tell her anything, of course.” He
paused. “Clara,” he said, “whatever
vou do, don't ever let her think that
things haven't come out all right
again.”

“You mean?”

“I mean that she’s assured at the
moment. The very fact that I've turned
up here in the flesh has convinced her
that everything must be all right. She
didn’t ask many questions, she just
seemed—glad. The matron says she’ll
get along all right now—as long, of
course, that nothing happens to upset

or.

He frowned a little, and a rather
dogged look came into his eyes.

“At the moment she thinks every-
thing in the garden is lovely. I've de-
liberately encouraged her to think it,
because T want her to get well
again. But—" He paused. * There's
a chance that others may say things to
her—a chance that she might get an
inkling that everything isn't as it should
be. I do ask you to use everything
in your power to prevent Marjorie from

ELL saw a chance to prove his suspicions.
He lunged at Ralph, attempting to snatch

off his moustache.
jerked his head aside.

But in the nick of time Ralph

‘‘ What's the game ?

he snapped.
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being disturbed. “Whatever happens,
keep the truth from her. You under-
stand 9% P

“Leave it to me,” Clara said deter-

minedly.

“Thanks! I rely on you, then.” Hg
smiled a little. “Well, that's that,”
he said. “And now I must toddle.
No, don't come with me. I'll just dodge
back into the woods, get into my David
Grantham outfit, and seec you on the
courts in an hour’s time. So long,
then 1” S

He strode away. Clara, admiration
in her eyes; followed his athletic figure
as he strode off across the quadrangle.

Then she heard a footstep in the cor-
ridor behind her. She started, all at
once remembering‘the girl she had left
locked in Miss Wright's room. She
iurned, with a little start, and then fell
back. i

Coming up the passage was Miss
‘Wright herself!

Clara stopped. Now—oh, idiot! Wh;
hadn’t she thought of Nancy Bell
before? She saw Miss Wright stop ab
her door; she saw her try it. She saw
the frown of puzzlement in her face as
she found it was locked, and turned the
key. Then her voice—-= .

“Nancy, what ever are you doing
here ?”

Clara_groaned. . )

“It—it wasn’t my fault, Miss Wright,”
came Nancy Bell’s gquavering voice. “It
was Clara Trevlyn.’

“Rotten little sneak ! Clara thought
fiercely.

“Clara pushed me in here and locked
the door!” Nancy ecried. X

“T see.” Miss Wright's eyes glinted.
“Very well, Nancy, you may come out,
Find Clara Treviyn and send her to me
at once!”

“Yes, Miss Wright,”

Quite a spiteful satisfaction there was
in her tone. Wouldn't Nancy just love
telling Clara Trevlyn that fresh trouble
awaited her? But Clara saw that the
game was up, saw that nothing now
was to be gained by keeping in the
background.  She’d save Nancy that
pleasure, at least She stepped forward.

“You want me, Miss Wright?”

The mistress swung round.

“Clara—yon I” .

“Yea.” Clara favoured Nancy with
a rather fnm look.  “I heard, Miss
\Vrighg. didn’t push Naucy into your

stl.ld;.

*“Indeed? Then how comes it that the

door was locked on the outside. You

are not suggesting that Nancy locked

he‘l‘-s:]lf T.” 3 o
No, I'm not suggesting that,

said levelly, «I di%eluck her in.

“But why?”

“Because she was spying on me.”

“Spying on you? But why should
Nancy want to spy on you? What were
you doing that you should fear some-
one was spying on you?”

Clara bit her lip.

“I was doing nothing,” she said.
“QOnly waiting outside the sanatorium
for Marjorie Hazeldene's cousin,
spotted Nancy hanging about the
passage. Nancy must have realised I
had seen her, and dodged into your
study. I turned the key in the lock.”

“Intending.” Miss Wright said coldly,
“to make her a prisoner?”

Clara hesitated,

“Well, yes!” - i

“Thank you!"” Miss Wright's lLips
compressed. “It is a most unsatisfac-
tory explanation, Clara. Most unsatis-
factory. It is an explanation, more-
over, which suggests that you had guilt
on your conscience, otherwise why
should you be afraid of anyone seeing
what you were doing? What your pur-
pose was, I do not know, but I do most

" Clara
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strenuously object to your locking
another girl in my study. You will take
a hundred lines.”

Clara heaved a deep breath.
threw one bitter look at her ememy®of
the Fourth.

Nancy Bell answered it with a sour,
trinmphant smile, which fortunately for
her L?ias Wright did not see, For one
moment the Tomboy’s hands clenched
at her side, Ii looked in that moment
as if she would have hurled herself at
the sneak of the Form,

But she remembered in time. She
was in quite enough disgrace. With a
shrug she turned and tripped off down
the corridor. 2

Meanwhile, Ralph FLawrence had

reached the woods, Rather relievedly he
was breathing as he plunged in among
the trees, for it had been no easy task
to run the gauntlet at Cliff House.
-. Along the path which led to the old
ranger’s hut in the clearing he walked.
There he had hidden his
Grantham disguise. With a swift look
right and left, he pushed open the
creaking door, let himself in, and
closed 1t again behind him.

There, rapidly, he stripped himself of
his Friardale uniform, donned the white
flannels so inseparable from the charac-
ter of David Grantham, fixed on the
small moustache, adjusted the tinted

lasses, and grinned at himself in the
ragment of cracked mirror that stood
on the rotting mantelshelf. Well, here
he was!

Just a hurried bundling of his own
clothes under a pile of brushweod and
rubbish, and smart, immaculate, he
stepped out into the clearing again.

As he did so he gave a start, swing-
ing round swiftly towards the left,
whence the snapping of twigs underfoot
heralded the approach of some other
woodland wanderer.

He saw a cap through the bushes,
heard a deep; rasping breathing as
though the owner of that cap was out of
breath. And then his eyes narrowed.
All the feroecity, bitterness, the hatred
of which he was capable flamed into
Ralph Lawrence’s face as he swung
round, Through the bushes came the
slouching figure of a boy.

Noah %el{! .

Noah it was—Noah. having missed the
bus, hurrying from Friardale, bent on
his ex re.

Ralp did not know that, of course.
He didn't care.

For one moment—but only one—he
almost forgot what and who he was
supposed to be. Instinctively his hands
clenched at his sides. Irresistibly within
him rose that ardent desire he had been
6o conscious of these last few days
to have it out with Noah Bell; to go
for Noah Bell, to thrash the truth ous
of him.

This boy, the author of all his wrongs,
the cause of Marjorie’s suffering, of
Clara’s unpopularity ! .

But he refrained. His hands, hali-
raised, fell to his sides. He'd take no
notice of Noah Bell. In his official
capacity and his character of David
Grantham, he was naturally not sup-
posed to know Noah Bell.

No more than a casual glance he
gave him as Bell came blundering mto
the clearing, and then, aware of him,
stopped as if he had suddenly been
stung.

Something like a hiss left his lips,

“You!” he gasped.

Bell blinked. oward he was. but
even his coward’s inpulse -was held in
check at that moment.

Triumphantly, feeling gleefully that
he had his enemy at his merey at last,
Noah Bell had been hurrying to CHff

She"

David 1,
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House School, never dreaming but that
when he got there he would find this
man, whom he suspected as being Ralph
Lawrence, at his mercy.

But here he was, coal, debonair.
obviously having thwarted that inten-
tion. His little ¢yes, so curiously like
Nancy’s, glittered

“You!" he said again. 1

“I beg your pardon.” Ralph, remem-
bering his role, loaked up. *You seem
surprised about something, my boy.”

Bell’s eyes goggled.

*“Youl” he breathed again.

“Yes, it's me,”” Ralph sighed. “Mr.
David Grantham, at your service,” he
said. “Y don't think I have the honour
of knowing you.”

Bell's fury flamed at that. He was
so sure, so confident in his own mind
that this man and Ralph Lawrence were
one and the same. Realising he had
had his walk for nothing, crazed with
the fear that this boy might forestall

im in his own object m:dg thus brin|
about his own exposure, Noah Bell di
a foolish thing.

He said no word. But he lunged
forward. His hand made one grab at
Ralph’s moustache.

Just in the nick of time Ralph saw the
movement and jerked his head aside.
He caught Bell's arm,

“Now,” he grated, “what’s the little
game1” -

And then Bell became aware of what
he had done; became aware that at
last he was in the grasp of this boy he
had so terribly wronged.

Fright took the place of fierceness;
that coward streak, always uppermost,
came with a rush to the fore.

No, no! He could not stand there and
face the cold haired in this other fellow’s
face. He could mnot bear it. He
squirmed,

“Let me go!” he shricked,

And crash! In an access of that
craven spirib which was upon him, up
came his foot. Crack! went the impact
of his shoe against Ralph’s shin, and
oh! a great ery from Ralph as in sudden
agony he released his hold. Bell turned
to run,

But not fast enough did he turn.

If Ralph had been angry before, he
wa}s[ furious émw.

e stopped not to think of the pain
of that blow. F

Infuriated by the coward’s attack, he

took one leap towards Bell. One hand

caught Bell's collar, spinning him
round. Ralph showed hispﬁeeth.g
“Now, you outsider! ¥ou're

going
to I[Lght for that,” he cried. “Put ’em
u

“I won'tl Qw!”

Crash!  Bwift and hard came the
blow that sent Bell's teeth chattering.
Desperately, instinctively he put up his
fists. Even now he had no wish to fight,
but he was cornered.

Crash! Biff! Smack! Three times
Ralph got through his feeble guard.
Three times Bell staggered. Like a
pa]];'ll}il’elr Ralph was upon him,

1!

Again and again!

Bell screamed, and five dgiris coming
through the woods, stopped.

The five were Babs, Mabs, Peggy
Preston, Jean Cartwright, and Margot
Lantham, the tennis team taking an
after-breakfast stroll before the more
strenuous tennis Hruence of the morning.

They stood sti

“What was that ?” gasped Babs.
“Listen "

“No, don't listen, look!” Jean

shrilled, and pointed.

In the clearing twenty yards in front
of them two boys were fighting.

“Noah Bell1* cried Jean.
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i Noah Bell and the games master
—fighting 1 *’ the cry went up from

the Cliff House girls, as they rushed into

the clearing.

“ And the games master !”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Mr, Grantham!” eried Babs.

But Ralph did not hear. Noah Bell
did not hear. Bell, at that moment,
had got through Ralph’s guard. It was
a lucky blow, and it connected with
Ralph's chin. Back went Ralph's head.
It was cowardly Noah's opporfunity.
He turned and ran.

“Come back!” yelled Ralph.

But Noah Bell was not coming back.
He was sobbing as he ran, tearing and
crashing_ through the bushes in blind
panic. Ralph followed—a dozen paces
he tock, then shru%;ged. Hang the
fellow! Why should he run after him?
He stopped, turned and
dropped into a walk.

But Bell, unaware that he was not
being pursued, flew on, Like the wind
he rushed, heading he knew not where,
and as heedless as long as he got out of
range of those savage fists.

One guilty, panic-stricken glance he
flung bel indyhlm as he ran. He did not
soe—never realised, in fact, that the old
quarry yawned beneath him. One more
step he took. Then—

“(h 1" screamed Bell.

Five startled girls heard that ery.
Five startled Faces looked at each other.
Mabs turned suddenly white. Babs bit
her lips. It was Jean who led the rush
forward.

“The quarry—quick !” she cried.

Towards the quarry they pelted, and
then, breathless, gasping, they stood
staring down. i

Forty yards below them, his face
white, the unconscious body of Noah
Bell lay.

“0Oh, great goodness!” gasped Babs.
“Come on!”

There was a path, leading into the
quarry, nesr by the five girls rushed
down it.

Babs was the first to reach Noah Bell.
Gently she took his head and pillowed
it on one arm.

, eyes opened. He groaned.

savagely,

L “Noah!” Babs gasped. “Are you

hurt 5"

Bell's lips parted in a bitter smile,
“]—I—" He got out, and then

squirmed feebly. “Oh, goodness, my
foot! My leg! Is that you, Babs?
Did vou see what happened ?*

““No, what did happen?”

“ That—that games master of yours.”
Noah Bell En\-u a shudder.

Actually he was not hurt—just shaken
by his fall, but he thought he saw a

chauce of levelling up scores once and
for all with his old enemy.
“ We—we were fighting,” he said.
“Yeg, we saw that,” Babs cried.
“He—he chased me. We struggled,
then he pushed me over the edge of the
cliff, and ran away. Oh, dear!”
And Bell, pretending unconsciousness,
closed his eyes again.

€ H, MY HAT !”
“The man’s crazy !”

“ He might have killed him!”

It was an hour later. Everybody in
Cliff House secmed to be talking, and
the talk, once again, was all of Ralph
Lawrence.

1t was too beastly, too utterly brutal.

That was the opinion heard on every
side. 5

And there was no gainsaying the evi-
dence this time. Babs & Co. had seen
that fight, had seen the games master
chase Bell. They had found Bell at the
bottom of the quarry. Bell himself had
named David Grantham as his attacker.

“He's got to go,” Rosa Rodworth said
fiercely.

“Yes, rather!”

“ Babs—"

Babs shook her chestnut curls.

All the trouble, which bad seemed to
be dying down, had again boiled up,
more fiercely than ever before.

She didn't understand, but she had
seen, and disgust filled her.

Clara had heard the news, too. She
had heard it with incredulity. She had
heard it with scorn. For the first time
in their long friendship Babs and Clara
had come dangerously near to quarrel-
ling over the mew games master, for
Clara stubbornly refused to abandon the
faith she had in him.

David Grantham was a white man,
she declared. David Grantham would
never have done a thing like that! .

But Babs could not dishelieve the evi-
dence of her eyes. She could not refuse to
heed those words which Noah Bell had
uttered—Noah who, fortunately little the
worse for his fall,_had gone limping
back to Friardale. .

Puzzled and angered she was by
Clara’s attitude. But matters, she saw,
had got to come to a head now. The
Form was up in arms, the team was up
in arms.

By Hilda Richards 7

Quite heated was the discussion on the
tennis courts, where the five members of
the team stood awaiting the arrival of
Clara Treviyn.

chitB loud the clamour, led by Naney
Bell, that David Grantham should be
got rid of once and for all.

Unfortunately the man was & good
coach, but he was also o disgrace to
CLiff House.

A man who was so eallously capable
of smashing up another boy, who had
before proved himself & bully, ought not
to be allowed to mix with a erowd of
reasonable, fair-minded girls.

There was wild talk of a deputation
to Miss Primrose,

“No, wait a minute.” Babs eried.
“QOh, good gracious! Clara—"

A murmur followed her words.

“We must see Clara!”

“Put why?” shouted Lydia Crossen-
dale.

“Because— Oh. let me get a word
in, you duffers!” Babs tried to make
herself heard. “Because Clava says
he's still necessary to the team.”

“Rubbish I'*

“We'd rather lese the tournament
than play under the orders of a man
like that.”

Hot indeed the fecling at the mect-
ing. While Clara. in Study No. T,
was working at her desk.

Clara was furious Bat she was still,
pre-eminently, captain of the tourna-
ment tennis team, and Clara was
almost fiercely coucentrating upen her
duties.

To-day was a whole holiday, and
there was a list of practices to be made
out. a list of games to arrange. That
fixture with the Upper Fifth to be fixed

up.

As far as Olara was concerned, the
incident of the guarry was dismissed.
Staunch as ever was her faith in Ralph.
She knew Ralph too well to believe
for a moment that he could be guilty of
§his latest cowardly action attributed to
him.

But— Ob goodnessi If only this
wretched business were over and done
with! If only she could bo left alone
to concentrate upon the tennis which
was so vitally necessary to Cliff House
if they were to win the tournament!
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But . there—the lists were ready at
last! She rose with a sigh. Out of
the ‘study she walked, across the fields,
to come face to face with the hostile
erowd which had collected round Babs
;.I:“ the pavilion. A sudden silence
oll.

Clara frowned.

Babs licked her lips.

“I—I suppose I've got to tell you—
as captain] We've had a meeting.”

“About what?”

““The whole Form is up in arms
against David Grantham.”

Clara™ lips sel. .

“The whole Form has come to
decision,” Babs went on.. “Oh, Clara,
I hate to have' to tell you, but—well,
we don’t understand your interest in
David Grantham, but we feel that it’s

~ only right to tell you that we don’t

share it. hatever you may say,
David Grantham has proved himself
nothing but a bully and an outsider.”

Clara’s eyes flashed, her hands
clenched.
“Go on,” she said, with dangerous
quietude.

“ And we—we want to tell you,” Babs
forced herself to go on, “that we refuse
to be coached by him any further. One
has to draw the line somewhere. and
since you're so unwilling to let David
Grantham go, the Form is taking the
matter into its own hands.”

There was a heavy silence. Clara
stood, her face working, her eyes
flashing from one condemming face to
another.

But before she could speak another
voice broke in.

“Which means,”
said quietly, *
asked for, eh?

And Ralph, a grim smile upon his
face, lounged into the group.

that other voice
that my resignation is
5

Worse and Worse

&

LECTRIC the tension, ominous
the silence which descended.
Every girl turned; every eye,
suddenly startled, stared at the

handsome figure which had appeared
in their midst.

Again Ralph smiled, a rather bitter,
eynical smile.

“Pardon me for crashing in,” he said,
“put 1 just couldn’t help hearing. I
gather that 'm in fresh disgrace.”

Rosa Rodworth eyed him scornfully.

* And of course you don't know why.”

“I only know,” he said gently,
“what 1 heard, That wasn’t, how-
ever, very illuminating.”

But Rosa turned—turned with a
furious look. Lydia turned with her.
Half a dozen other girls, after a Lttle
hesitation, also turned their backs.
They were too disgusted, too furious to
argue the matter out. Babs paused.

* Clara—"

Clara’s eyes were like gimlets.

“Don’'t you think you'd better tell
him 7

“Tell hin what??

“Well, if you don’t
course—" Babs said quietly.

She hesitated, marked the line of

of

know,

girls departing, and then looked at
Mabs. She also turned.
“Baba!”  ecried Clara.. *Babs!

Babs [

& famous

But Babs diJ not look back. Off the
field, surrounded by Mabs and Peigy.
Jean and Margot, she went. Clara
took a furious pace forward.

“Babs, you ninny 1"

“No, hold on—hold on!” It was
Ralph—Ralph, speaking with a curious
thickness. “Clara, den’t go and make
it worse!’”” he cried.  “lIi’s very
obvious they don’t want me.”

But Clara did not heed. Clara, at
that moment, was torn between frenzy
and fury. Her team was walking out
on_her—that team she had, with such
infinite pains, got together for the
tournament; for whom she had been
making such plans to-day. The team
was deserting her because of this in-
lic that had spread abread
against Ralph Lawrence.

Almost violently she wrenched her-
self free. No, they shouldn’t go—they
shouldn’t N

She was captain—she was——

“Babst Mabsl Margot!
duffers !” she eried. ok

he broke into a run

Ralph heaved a breath. Oh, Clara,
Clara, you mutinous duffer! Clara, as
usual, was heading for trouble. Plain
as a pikestaf it was coming to her!
Out of the corner of his eye he saw
Miss Primrese, the headmistress, sail-
ing across the quad, knew that a scene
would result.

“Clara |

His turn to call now; his turn to
sprint after the Tomboy.

But too late. Clara, the passion
flaming in her face, nad caught up
with Babs and Mabs. She did not see
Miss Primrose sailing towards her, She
was heedful of nothing in that moment.
She caught Babs by the shoulder,
spinning her round.

“Baha— " =

Babs was quite white.

“(lara, don’t make a scene !”

“Never mind about that,” Clara said
grimly “I'm not the only one who's
making a scene! What about the
praetice 7'

“Well, you heard what the Form
said i

“] heard—yes.” The words came
from between Clara's teeth, “But who’s
captaining this team—the Form or my-
self7 No, don’t go away, you idiots,”

You

she cried. “Listen to me!l We've got
three days before wo play in the
tournament. Three days—"

He

At that moment Ralph came up. ;
ihe

caught the furious Tomboy by
arm.

iss Trevlyn !

“No; wait a minute!” Clara flung
off his hand. “I'm going to have this
out,” she eried fercely—“here and
now I’ Unconsciously she raised her
voice. “You've laid down the law to
me, now I'm going to do a bit of lay-
ing down the law to you. I didn’t ask
to be skipper of this team. You all
asked me. I took the job on, expect-
ing a little loyalty and a little co-
operation. And look,” she cried bit-
terly, “what I am getting !”

Babs flushed.

“But Clara—""

And then into the gathering marched
Miss Primrose. One withering look
she flung at Clara, one inimical glance
at Ralph Lawrence. Her lips set.

“Clara, please moderate your tone!”
she cried sharply. *“ Your voice can
be heard all over the quadrangle.
What are you quarrclling about here?”

Clara bit her lip.

“Well, these girls—"

“Yops—yes!”  Miss Primrose looked
jmpatient. “But never mind—never
mind I” she said  “I think 1 under-
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stand. I saw the girls walk away from
the tennis court. I gather:that there
has been some difference of opinion
bhetween you.”

Sho looked significantly .at Ralph,
who stood there staring uncomfortably
at his feet,

“Mr. Grantham,” she added quietly,
“1 shall be very much obliged if you
will leave this school at once.”

Ralph started.

“You mean—-"

“1 mean,” Miss Primrose said
stiffty, “that I have just received a
message from Dr. Barrymore, -the
headmaster of Friardale School. Dr.
Barrymore has complained . rather
angrily that after assaulting one of his
boys 1n the woods this morning, you
then deliberately pushed him over the
edge of the quarry, and left him to
his fate. That.,” Miss Primrose said
accusingly, “is not the sort of conduct
we expect from one who is virtually a
master at Clif House.”

Ralph looked staggered. This was
the first he had heard of his crime.

“But Miss Primrose—" s

“Thank you! You need mnot, ex-
plain,” Miss Primrose said ieily. “I
do not wish to argue the matter before
these girls, Mr. Grantham. You were
brought here to teach them tennis. It
was not mentioned, but it was under-
stood that you would behave yourself
as became a gentleman, while you were
teaching them. That you have failed
to do.”

“QOh, my hat!” burst out Clara.

“(lara, you will kindly refrain—7""

But Clara was not in the mood for

refraining, kindly or otherwise. Clara
was bitterly up i arms. Every sense
of fair play, of justice, of tolerance in
her was outraged at this latest de-
nouncement. :
_ Ii they only knew what she knew—
if she could only tell them who this
man was! In that minute a dozen
Miss Primroses would not have
stopped hot-headed Clara from speak-
ing her mind. She flamed round.

“And who says he's failed to do it?"
she burst out. *“Whose word have you
got that he pushed Noah Bell into the
quarry? Who saw it? Oh, ves, I
know Babs & Co. saw him and Noah
Bell fighting, but they didn’t see him
pushing Noah Bell into the quarry!
And Noah Bell, sneak that he is—""

“Clara 1”* Miss Primrose thundered.
“(Clara, how dare you!”

“Miss Trevlyn—" Ralph muttered.

But Clara was on her high horse
now. All the king’s horses and all the
king’s men wouldn’t have subdued her.

“Vou talk about him not behaving
like a gentleman |” she flamed. *You
talk about him disgracing Cliff Hoase.
But it’s we who are disgracing Cliff
House—yes, we,” she burst out—‘dis-
gracing it by not giving him a fair
chance -disgracing it because we're
just throwing away our reputation for
fair play! Condemning a man hefore
he has had a chance to speak in his
own_defence 1" :

“Clara I” Miss Primrose was quiver-
ing. “Clara, stop—stop this instant!”

she cried. "‘Clara. go to my study!”

Byt

“Go 1

“Ves, for goodness’ sake go!” Babs
muttered. “Oh, my hat! Steady
down ' she hissed.

Clara stood panting. She looked

around her, at Miss Primrose’s flint-
like face, at the startled, outraged
faces of the girls about her. At Ralph
—Ralph, who now come forward.
“Thanks, Miss Treviyn!” he said
evenly. “It’s decent of you; but, you
see, I'm kicked oub, In any case.
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Better for me te go. Better for you,
too,” Miss Primrose,” he said levelly.

“Please gol”

“But may I intercede a word for
Miss Treviyn?” .

“You may do nothing of the kind!
Please go! Clara—""

Clara bit her lip. Her anger had
spent itself now. Oh, what a horrible
mess she had made of things! 0
course, she should have held herself in
cheek. OFf course— )

Wearily she trailed back to Miss
Primrose’s study. In_ a flutter of
righteous indignation, Miss Primrose
followed her in. Angrily she stared
at the Tomboy. who stood before her,
the red roses of mutiny still colouring
her checks; but that mutiny tempered
now with a dread of the words she
knew must fall. Miss Primrose was

quivering. .

“Clara, never—never have I wit.
nessed such & disgraceful exhibition !’
she cried. “I refuse to be spoken to

as vou spoke to me in the quadrangle!
Do vou forget that I am your head-
mistress "

Clara moistened her lips.

“] am sorry, Miss Primrose.”

«Tndeed, I sincerely hope you are!”
Miss Primrose said_stiffly.

“ But—but I just had to stick up—"

“No doubt. I am not condemning
your spirit in championing the cause
of & man who you probably feel has
been wronged, however greatly I may
feel you are erring,” iss Primrose
said. *At the same time, Clara, I
cannot condone your methods of doing
it. I am not punishing you for your
sticking up for this man, as you call
it, but I assuredly am going to punish
vou for your high-handed insubordina-
tion. For the rest of the day you will
do special detention tasks in the class-
room.”

Clara winced.

“But Miss Primrose—the tennis?”

“Tonnis,”” Miss Primrose icily in-
formed her, “is of secondary import-
ance, Clara. Discipline comes first.
Tennis may be an admirable game, but
the importance you have given it in
vour life at this school, Clara, is out
of all proportion.

«Jf,” Miss Primrose added, a glint
in her eyes, “you give me the slightest
cause for complaint, Clara, I shall take
a moro drastic step. Since tennis is
allowing you so far to forget your
other activities in school, I shall with-
draw you from the team and tfourna-
ment - altogether. Let that be a
warning.”

Clara set her teeth, Hot the words
that rose to her lips, but fortunate the
momentary cool reflection which left
them unuttered. Flaming mutiny
raged once again within her, but she
choked it down. But she didn’t care,
she told herself. She didn’t care.
Tennis was the most important thing
in her life, was it? It wasn’t. To
Clara the most important thing now
was the clearing of Ralph Lawrence.

All that morning Clara slaved away
in the Fourth Form class-room, listening
grimly to the happy shouts of the girls
on the courts.

Dinner-time came, and with it dis
missal. At which Clara savagely threw
her books into her desk and went off to
see Marjorie.

Mrs, Thwaites, the matron, met hLer
in the ante-room.

“She’s better?” Clara asked.

“Much, much better,” Mrs. Thwaites
said. “The visit of her cousin seems to
have cheered her up wonderfully. The
doctor has been, and he is pleased—ves,
very pleased indeed. Her mind seems
to be at rest once more.”

In the sanatorium she found Marjorie,
pale and wan, sitting up reading a
magazine, How her face brightened at
sight of her chum!

“0Oh, Clara,” she whispered, “I'm &o
glad—to see you, I mean, Clara, you
knew that Ralph came?” *

“Yes,” Clara said.

“And you know, of course,” Marjorie
said softly, “that everything’s all right

again? The coins are found. Ralph’s
innocence proved. Oh, Clara, I'm so
happy! 1 can just lie here feeling

myself getting better.”
utwardly Clara smiled. But inwardly
she shivered. Dear, dear Marjorie! If
only she guessed the truth!
“And they tell me,” Marjoric went on

worse
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happily, “that if I only go on making
the proiress I am making now, Clara,
that I shall be out again in a couple of
days. I shall be out,” she added, a little
thrill creeping into her tones, “to see
you play in the tennis tournament,
Won't that be lovely?”

Clara said “Yes,” but to herself she
was thinking. with something of panie,
that it would be anything but lovely,
Once Marjorie got out into the school
again, nothing on earth could prevent
her from hearing the truth.

Like a bomb exploding in her para-
dise of illusions would come the an-
nouncement that everything, so far from
being well with Ralph, was worse and
and worse. Inevitably then

ON first thoughts feet don’t seem to
have much to do with good looks,
do they ?

Of course, pretty feet look charming
disporting themselves on high diving
boards or playing beach games. But
they mean more than that even—for
their fitness reflects in the face itseif.

You must often have heard people
say—especially grown-ups—what ~a
tiring day they have had, just shopping.
Actually, they may not even have
walked more than two miles in all.

Tt’s just beeause feet get tired that
people” have that all-over feeling of
exhaustion. And how it shows in the
face! It dulls the brightest eyes,
makes tired circles around them ; robs
the cheeks of bloom, and makes theo
mouth weary-looking.

So this must certainly be prevented
in echoolgirls who value their bright
good looks.

AVOID ACHEY FEET

This weather you eimply must wash
your fest every single day. Quite
apart from keeging them fresh and
sweet, this is a {ine tonic.

But I'm going to be very stern and
warn you not to wash them in very hot
water first thing in the morning. You
can have a hot foot-bath last thing
at night if you like—but never, never
in the morning.

Very hot water softens the feet and
makes them tired and achey wvery

quickly. At night they get popped
between _the ts and have an
opportunity to get thoroughly rested
again.

So a warm water morning wash for
them, &nd a brisk rub over with
methylated spirit afterwards for extra
comfort. -

That cheap eau-de-Cologne—a huge
bottle costs only sixpence from your
favourite shop—is just aa good, if you
can afford it, and &on't like the amell
of methylated spirit.
® Talcum powder—which s nlao very

Harpy FeeT-
MeaN Harpy FACES

Your feet can be such good friends
to your happiness—and to your Good

Looks !

cheap—is another tonic for the feet
this weather. And boracie powder
will do if you haven't any tale yet.

WELL WORTH THE CARE

Extra sensitive fect just love a
little spnilin§ now and again.

The time for this is at night. Give
them a good soaking first in hot water.
Dry thoroughly, not forgetting in
between the toes, and pushing down
the nail euticle as you do so.

Then give thera a generous smoaring
with cheap cold eream or vaseline.
Rub and smooth this in, woerking from
the toes towards the ankles. It will
Boon ar.

Then apply the eau-de-Cologne or
methylated and finish with a luxutious
dusting of tale powder.

Try this the night before an im-
portant teninis match—and you should
certainly win !

Blisters are other painful little pests
that worry feet in summery weather.
These are cansed chiefiy through
rubbing, 8o first you must remove the
cause if you're to avoid them.

Egamine your stockings and see
if there is a seam that presses extra
hard on that part of vour foot.

It may be the back of yvour shoe
slips. A piece of chamois leather
placed inside will prevent this.

But once the blister has arrived it
mustn’t be treated lightly.

Prick it with a needle that vou'va
held in the flame of a match for a
second, Then wash the spot and
gffiy o touch of boracic powder to

it.

Next, you simply must apply either
o tiny bandage or a piece of lint to
keep it quite clean while it is healing.

You may find that your shoes thab
fitted you so snugly in winter are too
tight for you in summer. This is quite
usual, and many people make a habit
of buying summer shoes hall a size
larger ithan winter ones.

Rubber soles tend to tire the feet in
warm weather, so when you've beon
wearing them change out of these
as soon as you can. i

Treat your fect as sympathetically
as you do your face this weather and
they will reward you many times over |
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would come the relapse, and if that

came—— ;
“Clara, why do you look so worried 1
Marjorie asked gently. “Itis all right,
isn’t it?”
“Yes, yes, of course!” glam answered.

“(Clara, are you sure?
“Marjorie, old thing, of course,”
Clara gulped. _ “But "—she laughed

shakily—“well, I've a lot on my mind,
you know. The—the tennis, and all
that, 'Time’s getting short.”

Marjorie smiled, that momentary flash
of anxiety disappearing from her face.
Ten more minutes Clara stopped talking
inconsequently of trifles on which she
could not keep her mind, that mind
which now was 4in a state of turmoil.

Marjorie gained no inklin of what
had happened, did not know that Ralph

had been sacked, did not know that she,

herself was in deeper disgrace.

Almost glad was Clare, when the
dinner-gong rang, to make her exit.
She' was.fecling shaken and unstrung.
Shé saw the pretipice that loomed
ahead of her, wondered di;trgctadly
and fiercely how she could avoid it.

But there was no way of avoiding it.
She- could hardly enter into a con-
spiracy with the whole school to keep
Marjorie in ignorance. Again - she
thought—if only everything were all
right, If only Ralph were cleared.

Could she see Ralph?
Ralph.. Once and for all, they must
make one big last effort together to find
those missing <oins. abd remove the
stigma which clung to his name. Now
that Ralph could no longer come to the
school it became difficult indeed.

This afternoon she was detained. No
chance then, To-morrow and the next
day were full lesson days at Cliff House.
The day after that was the day of the
tournament itself. £

Clara groaned.

Well, she drew a deep breath, there
was no help for it, it seemed. This
afternoon was her only chance. It
meant breaking detention, of course, but
there was a sporting chance that she
might not be spotted. If she were—
and she flinched as she_thought of that
threat voiced by Miss Primrose. Still,
that had to be risked.

No word to anyone did Clara say of
her intention. After dinner she . took
heiself off again to the class-room. Af
two o'clock Miss Primrose looked in to
satisfy herself that she was getting on
with her task. Almost as soon as she
had gone, Clara rose.

Fortunately, the school was almost
deserted. Through the winding corridor
che threaded her way, let herself out by
the servants' entrance, and, going on
through the deserted cloisters, gained
Tane's Field with a sigh of relief.
Nobody had seen ber.

But somebody had. One girl had not
joined the happy throng that had gone
off walking, picni¢-making, or f{o
sports practice.

Naney Bell still had her eye upon
Clara Trevlyn. Nancy, still fearful that
she would join up with Ralph in his
search for the missing coins that lay
somewhere in Friardale Woods, was not
letting Clara out of her sight for a
single minute.

And iperhaps Nancy, knowing the
Tomboy’s mad, impetuous nature, had
suspected something like this. That was
why she had hung about all day under
the class-room window.

From the door of the kitchen Naney’s
eyes followed the athletic figure as it
burst its way through the hedge. Then
she turned, Two minutes later she was
knocking at the door of Miss Primrose’s
roon.

She must see )

Her Spirit Unbroken

e

HEN Clara Trevlyn entered the
room which Ralph Lawrence, in
his  character of  David
Grantham, had leased above

the Hathaway tea-rooms in Friardale,
she found him in his shirtsleeves, an
open suitcase on the floor, savagely
packing. She stared.

“Ralph !” she cried.

“Clara!® Ha rose to his feet. His
face was white in the sunshine that

=

poured through the window. There
were obvious traces of the strain
through which he had passed. He

smiled a little grimly.

“Hallo, Clara !”

“But those—" Clara stared at him.
“Ralph, what is this? You're leaving?”

“I'm packing,” he declared grimly.
“I'm going, Clara. No, no, don't inter-
rupt. It's abour time I-got out of it!
1 guess my luck's dead out, and it's no
good playing your luck when you're
down. It's beastly, of course, having
to go, leaving the fort te precious
Noal #

« And cowardly,” Clara flamed out.

He seemed in no wise insulted. He
shook his head.

“Not so, Clara, not so,” he said.
“Look at it. I'm the dog with a bad
name. 1 was saddled with a bad name
before, you remember, but, thanks to
you and Marjorie I got rid of it This
time it's come back, and it’s obvious it's
come back to stick. I've got the push
from Cliff House.”

Clara’s face was like marble.

«But that, of course,” Ralph went
on, “is only a minor affair. That was
bound to come before long. I doubt,
anyway, if I could have kept up the
David Grantham pose much longer.
I'm going to London.”

“You are, ere you?” Clara drew a
deep breath. “Now isn’t that too
lovely for everybedy,” she asked wither-
ingly, and then her eyes flashed.
“Y¥ou're not going to London, Ralph.
You're not joﬁly well going anywhere
until this business is cleared up. You've

thought everything out from your point
of view. Now listen to mine—and to
Marjorie's,” she went on bitterly, and
she told him of what had occurred in
the sanatorium.

“Now do you seef” she asked. “If
you go off now, leaving the B ls to
continue unmolested, what’s going to
happen to poor old Marjorie when she
finds out the truth

His face twitched.

«“And what,” Clara demanded, “is
going to happen to me? Oh, I'm not
going to mince matters! I'm in dis-
grace up to my neck, up to the hilt. If
T'm found breaking bounds this after-
noon, my tennis chances go west; bub
that doesn’t matter, If you're going
to do nothing to help yourself,” she
added, “T am! I think too much of
Marjorie—"

“(Clara, don't!”

“Well, are you going to be sensible?
Don't you see that the only way to put
everything right is_to get this awful
business straightened out? And there’s
one way, and only one way of
straightening it out—that is to find
those coins and put the guilt on the
shoulders of the right party. Now,”

o "ddEd.z “put on your coat.”

“Becuuse  we'ro
We're going to

out—now.

Bois W,
Woods.

Friardale
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We're going to scarch and scarch and
search I” Clara said fiercely.

No refusing Clara in that mood.
Leader as Ralph himself was, he was
completely under the dominating Tom-
boy’s}spe]l from that moment. Useless
to raise further protests. But his face
glowed, his heart warmed. What a pal
was Clara, what a splendid pall

Into the woods they went, Clara fierce
and determined, with Raiph catching
some of her enthusiasm. Along the

path where the coins had been flung by
Naney Bell they raced, crawling under
bushes, lifting twigs and brambles, part-
ing the long grass. For half an hour—
an hour—they searched. And then——

“Clara !’ “cried a -shocked and
scandalised voice. *Clara, what are
you doing here?”

And Clara, turning with a gasp of
dismay, saw Miss Primrose coming
throngh the woods.

L6 H, MY marl”
The words were wrung from
Baibara Redfern in a groan of dismay.

It was dismay which was echoed by
the four girls in whose company ‘she
found herself, the four being Mabs,
Jean Cartwright, Peggy Preston, and
Margot Lantham. .

And cause enough for the tournament
tennis team to dismayed. ause
enough, in all conscience, when the date
cf the tournament was so near.

For Babs, sent for by Miss Primrose
on her return from the courts, hdd
received the news. Clara Trevlyn, their
captain, was captain no longer. Not
only was Clara deprived of her chance
of playing in the team, but she was
gated for the rest of the weel and

arred tennis altogether.

Dismaying—yes. Not only dismaying,
but disastrous. Pu misunder-
standing they were of Clara’s friend-
ship with David Grantham, but one and
all’ acknowledged Clara as the best
tennis captain it was possible to have.
Clumsy Clara might be, but there was
no gansaying that curious power she
had of inspiring her team.

And now— .

Gloom_descended upon Study No. 4
into which Babs had burst with the
news. If a bombshell had exploded, the
five could not have looked more con-
cerned, more utterly dismayed. .

“But why 1 Margot Lantham asked,

“Why 77" Babs shock her head. “Oh,
I don't know !” she said ~wearily. “Thi
Grantham fellow again. Primmy gated
her for the day. Clara broke detention,
apparently, fo meet this Grantham
feliow, and Primmy found them to-
gether in the woods.”

“(Clara’s sacrificing herself for that
outsider 1”  Jean  Cartwright, said
bitterly.

« And letting us down. But who's the
new captain, Babs?” §

“Well, I am,” Babs said unenthusi-

astically. “Somebody’s got to be cap-
tain, 1 suppose. But”—she shook her
head—"I'd give a term’s pocket-money

to be able 1o hand it back to Clara.
Oh, the old idiot |” she groaned. “The
fearful chump! Why the dickens is she
so keen on this Grantham man? What
on earth has he ever done for her? It
will be hopeless without her—just
hopeless I

Gloom again! A sudden deathly
silence. Then there was a sh-.F in the
corridor, a tap on the door. Clara her-
self stood there.

Very grim she looked. Her eyes flew
at once to Babs.

“T hear you're the new captain,” she

said. -
Babs nodded.
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“Yes, but—"

“QOh, don't apologise!” Clara said.
“F know. If one can be glad, I am
glad! There's nobody I'd rather see in
the position than you, Babs. I just
came in to give you a word of advice.”

“Oh, Clara—"

“You'll want another girl in' the team
in my place,” Clara went on, curiously
stiff.  “The best girl for the job 1s
Janet Jordan. That's all.”

“«But—but, no, Clatal Clara, you old
goose I’ Babs cried, and grasped her
arm as she would have retreated
through the deorway. “Wait a minute
—come back "' she cried. “Oh, my hat!
Clara, listen—you've got to listen ! You
know jolly well that we can't do with-
out you. You know jolly well that we
shall never win without you in the team.
Come in, let's talk this over. There
must be some way out!”

“There’s no way,” Clara said.

“But— -

«] tell you,” Clara said, *there's no
way out. Primmy's gated me up to the
hilt. She's not only gated me; she's
barred me from the courts I

“Oh, I say!”

“Pm sorry 1”

“«And,” Jean Cartwright bitterly ex-
claimed, “you ought to be 7

Clara started.

“What ?” )

“Well, don't you think so yourself?”
Very levelly Jean faced her. It hadn’t
oceurred to you, I suppose, that you've
let US down? It hadn’t occurred to you
that without you we haven’t a dog's
chance of getting through the tourna-
ment. We were your team,” Jean went
on. “Yes, Clara, I'm jolly well going
to let you have it mow. You got us
together, you coached us. You trained
us. We were jolly well willing to
follow you. We did follow you, not
only were we your team but we were
your chums.”

Clara winced.

“ And now ¥

“ Now—" Jean heaved a sigh. “Oh,
I don’t know, we still are. But how
could you treat us like this—just throw
us overboard? I don’t know, and I
don’t want to know, unless you tell us,
about this Grantham fellow, but in
sticking up for him as you have done,
vou’ve not only run your own hot head
into a brick wall, but you've just
betrayed us—jyes, betrayed us,” Jean
flamed out. .

Clara stood still. She did not look
at all angry. Her voice when she spoke
had a queer, strained note,

“You think that?”

“Well, what are we to think?”

“You'd still think it if I captained
the side in the tournament?” Clara
asked. “If I still played ?”

“Qh, ‘don't be a chump! How can
you play?” .

“Perhaps,” Clara_said, “you'll see.
Munntunag}?abs, will you give Janet

And Clara, leaving them all staring
at her, went out. Straight to Study
No. T she went, encountering Janet
Jordan who was busy laying the tea.
She shut the door. ‘J‘Fith her back to it,
she faced her chum.

“Janet,” Clara said. “I want to
talk to you. “I've just seen Babs.
She‘s’giving you my place in the tennis

team.

Janet did not look overjoyed. She
shook her head. “ Youw'll accept,” Clara
went on. “I want you to accept,
but——" she paused. “You don’t seem
very pleased.”

“And I'm not pleased,” Janet burst
out. “How can 1 be pleased? Oh,
Clara, you know it's a mockery. You

know jolly well that I just can’t touch
you when it comes to playing tennis.”
Clara smiled wryly.
“Thanks for the compliment,” she

said. “But wait a minute,
haven't come to the point yet. I told
you I wanted you to take this chance—

just to make the team up. But I want
You to promise me now that if I turn
up at the tournament on Saturday
you'll drop out.”

By Hilda Richards ™

So amazing the effrontersy of that
action that nobody seemed to -notice,
much less interfere. Except one .girl.
That girl, always on the watch—Naney

Janet. I Bell

ell.
“Well, of all the cheek!” Naney
gasped.

But she gleed. She grinned. Oh,
what a chance for her! Clara was
asking for it right enough, and it

“ S0 everything’s all

whispered.

Janet started.
“But how can you?”
- % Never mind. If I do, will you drop
out and give me your place?”
“Yes, of course, but what——"
“That's o promise,” Clara reminded

er.

“Yes., My hat, you know there’s
nothing I'd do more gladly. But Clara,
what do you intend to do? I don't
understand.”

Very unlikely was it that she would
understand. ew understood the
strange workings of rebel Clara’s mind
when she was in one of those moods.
But Clara had set her course. Fiercely,
unfailingly she was going to steer
towards it.

Whatever ha%pene&, she vowed, she
was going to play! She was going to
captain . the side in the Courtfield
Tournament if she suffered expulsion
for it afterwards. And she was going
to get in_the practice—that practice
denied to her in the school she would
have outside the school.

Ralph should coach her!

Something almost relentless there was
about Clara during tea. Janet felt
half-afraid of her. After tea, without
a word, she went out. She should have
returned to the class-room by right,
where she still had an extra hour’s
detention to serve. But she didn’t.
Deliberately, without any attempt at
concealment, she walked right out of
the school.

right 2

‘¢ Oh, Clara, I'm so glad 1

The Tomboy could say nothing. Marjorie must
never suspect the truth |

Marjorie

shouldn’t be spiteful Naney's fault if
she didn’t get it. But even Nancy
could hardly go and openly sneak twice
in one day.

How, then, to draw attention to the
fact that Clara for the second time
within three hours had broken her
detention ?

“By jove, I know ! Nancy grinned.

Out of the gates into the road she
slipped.  Fifty yards away was the
unocoupied telephone box. She put in
her pennies, dialled the Cliff House
number and asked to be put through
to Miss Primrose. The headmistress’
voice—a little peevish, for liss
Primrose was busy—answered her.

“Qh, Miss Primrose, I'm_frightfully
sorry to disturb you,” Nancy said,
disguising her voice, “but this is Mrs.
Treviyn speaking. Can I talk to Clara
—for just a few minutes.”

“Clara,” Miss Primrose
announced, “is in detention.”

“PBut this is ‘very, very important,
Miss Primrose.”

“Very well!” A sigh! “Will you
hold the line for a moment. I will send
someone for her.”

But Nancy did not hold the line. She
replaced the receiver, and in gleeful
mood she went out.

The search would be ug for ~Clara
Trevlyn now. By that craity trick she
had succeeded in drawing the attention
of the schoo! to the fact that Clara had
once again brolen the rules.

severely
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L

we've finished with the tennis, but
there's no earthly reason, now that we're
here, why we shouldn’t have another
hunt around for the coins. Come on.”

And hunt around they did. Half,
th quarters of an hour went by,

€6 M in for it, Ralph, in any case.

Another gating more or less

will make no difference. And

T'm going to play, but I want
coaching. Will you coach me s i

“But where?” Ralph Lawrence

sked. 3

“In the woods—there's a clearing at
the end of the path along which we
were searching. If we play there we
can keep an eye on the path at the
same_time.” N

Ralph capitulated, but not without
argument. Ralph, too, was feeling a
little afraid for his hot-headed friend,
but Clara was adamant. She was going
to help him, but at the same time she
was not going to allow Cliff House to
accuse her of letting the school down
because she was helping him,

No use Ralph arguing. No earthly
use in Ralph refusing, because if he
refused, Clara said, she would gu to the
Courtfield School of Tennis and get her
coaching there. Ralph just had to
give in. . +

They went to the clearing, taking
rackets and balls. The net was an
imaginary one, a piece of string tied
from one tree trunk to another serving

a

the purpose. 3
For hali an hour Clara put in
tremendous  work, especially on the

service which Ralph had taught to
Babs. At the end of that half an heur,
flushed and breathless, she stopped.

“Well,” she grinned, “enough for
one lesson, Ralph. But I say, that
service is tricky. Think I'll master it
in time for the tournament?”

Ralph grinned.

“T can’t,” he said gallantly, “imagine
you not mastering an. ‘thin%upcn which
you set your mind, Ci’am. y Jove, no!
But look here, hadn’t you better get
back to school now 7

“Not ‘yet,” Clara told him. #Cali-
over's not iqr another hour. I shant
be missed till then, I fancy. Well,

then Clara gave a sudden convulsive
starh. i-
al

Ral

= at is it?

“Look!” And Clara held up some:
thing—a round gold disk which glittered
in the light. *‘Ralph, is—is this—""

Almost greedily he snatched it. One
look he gave, then his eyes flamed.

#(Clara, where did you find it?”

“It—it was there.”

_“I’s one of the coins—a Roman!” he
cried. “Oh, my hat, yes it is!”

“1 found it here—sticking up in the
ground.” And Clara, almosi as excited
as he, was pointing to the long grass
beneath her feet. * Just at the bottom
of the mound here,” she added, indicat-
mia long parapet which was, in reality,
a bank of a ditch, now full of a mass
of slowly stirring mud. “It must have
fallen out of the bag when Nancy threw
the coins away; which means,” she
added, ‘“that the bag itself is not far
away. Lock around, Ralph.”

Look around he did, all excitement,
all eagerness. At last they had a clue!
At last it seemed they weré on the track.

The shadows lengthened, and still they
searched. Then, with a start, Clara
ey e T st be obiing: Back

My hat, must be gettin, ack.
AT getting
“You go” Ralph said thickly.
“There’s still another half hour of
light. I'll have another look round.”

“ And—and to-morrow 77

“Po-morrow—here, at five o'clock,”
Ralph said

Clara nodded. She flew. Thank
goodness the path was not far from the
school. She wondered if she had heen
missed; wondered if Piper, the porter,
had closed the gates yet.

Piper hadn’t. He was in the act of
clasing them when she came up. He
glanced at her surlily.

“Hey, Miss Trevlyn,” he said dourly,

hi?
Lawre?nce ran to her side.
n
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“so you've come, have you, at last!
Which I'm instructed to tell you that
y&u’m to report to Miss Primrose,” he
& ed. '

Clara’s heart sank. .

“Oh goodness! She’s not found—"

“She found hout,” Piper announced,
“that you were not in detention when
you were supposed to be. And,” he
added lugubriously, “she’s in a fine old
wax i”

With a sinking heart, Clara made her
way towards Aiss Primrose’s study.

NOTHER WIGGING, of course! Miss
Primrose was pardonably incensed.
This time, she saig,ashu was going to
report Clara to her parents. 'Fhe next
time——

“Next time—if there is a next time,”
she informed the Tomboy ominously—“1
shall take stronger measures, Clara. I
warn.you. Next time you will go te the

unishment-room for solitary con-
nement.”

Clara paled; but she didn’t care.
Fiercely ~mutiny raged within her.
Tiercer still her resolve. She meant to
clear up the mystery, and, heartened bl{
the find, shn believed now that the luc
was changicg—to clear up that mystery
she’d break bounds, and go on breaking
bounds !

Strange was Clara's_demeanour that
night. Babs & Co.,- who had heard of
the latest trouble, took anxious counsel
with themselves.

No doubt about it, Clara was just
asking to be expelled. David Grentham,
who seeme:d to exercise such a curious
spell ove: the Tomboy, was ab the
bottom of it, of course. Babs felt that
she hated David Grantham. Friendship
caused her to speak to Clara.

But Clara, tight-lipped, ready to flare |
up at once, met her pleading with:

“Thanks, Babs! I kpow you mean
well, but this is just one of those cases
where you car’t interfere. I know very
well what I'm about, and I'm going my
own way.” -

“Even if,” Babs asked her, “that way
leads to expulsion?”

T i ———
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“Lven thet.” Clara answered, with-
out flinching.

Oh, she was hopeless—hopeless! Babs
was worried. She knew the mood. In
this humow Clara just wasn’t capable of
looking afte: berself, Expulsion sure
and certain was heading the Tomboy's
way., Clazs seemed to know it,*but
Clara, on her high horse, didn’t care.

For the rest of that mght, for all the
next day, Babs kept a careful eye upon
her chum  But in that interim, at least,
Clara gave no cause for anxiety. A%
lessons she was more attentive than
usual, as if she had suddenly realised
the folly of her actions and was trying
to make up

At break she was the same careless,
heartfree Clara of old. Babs felt o
little reassured. It was only when, after
lessons, that she and Mabs and Bessie
Bunter and Jemima Carstairs—a guest
invited because she had received a new
cake that day—were preparing tea in
Study No. 4, that anxiety wclled again.

That was when Jemima, looking out
of the window, said:

".Ic%l_?eophaﬂ Is that old Spartan

“Claral” Babs frowned.

“Going through the gates.”

Babs jumped. In a moment she was
at Jemima’s side.
mistaking the boyish, athletic figure of
the sports captain of the junior school.

lara swinging along with careless
stride; Clara pausing at the gates, now
passing through them and heading for
the woods on the opposite side of the
road. Babs' face turned white.

“Come on!” she said fiercely. *This
is ono time when she doesn’t get away
with it. Thank goodness she’s not been
spotted | Come along—all of you!”

“But why P

“We're jolly well going to bring her
back !”

“ But supposing—"

“Oh, never mind supposing—come !”
Babs urged

Ske was the first out of the study.
Jemime asnd Mabs followed. Bessic
remained behind. Bessie hated scenes,
and she was pretty certain there would
be one when they caught up with the
rebel. Also, Bessie was incapable of
running at the rate the three set off.

Down the stairs, into the drive, and
out into the woods, Barbara leading the

she clambered up the

way.

Almost nvaiel
path along which Clara had tramped
five minutes before, and burst into the
clearing. And then she stopped.

For in that clearing, calmly facing
each other across a piece of string, were
two figures with tennis rackets in their
hands—ths forms of the truant Tomboy
and the disgraced games-master !

By Lantern Light

&

“ LARA 1” Babs cried.

“ Jee-hosophat !”  breathed

Jemima Carstairs.

Clara Trevlyn turned. She
saw them For a moment her face was
overshadowed, then gaily she lifted her
racket.

“Hallo, Bahs!
new serviee ¥
“But—oh my hat!” Babs strode for-
ward. She threw one wondering look
at Ralph Lawrence, who dropped his
arms, shaking his head., *“Clara, don’t
vou know that you're breaking bounds ?”
Clara laughed.

Come and watch my

‘pelled ?” Mabe!

But there waf no b

* And dot’s you know, chump, that if
vou'ro caugnt you'll probably be ex-
1" Lynn exploded.

Again Clara laughed.

“Qf course I know!”
coolly.

“But, Clara—"

“And I don’t care—I don’t!” The
determine i set came to_the Tomboy's
chin agam. “I'm barred from playing
tennis at Clif House. Mr. Grantham is
barred from coaching me. Right!
What one can’t do in the open one must
do in secret.” :

Jemima took out her monocle. Very
hard and penetrating was the stare with
which she favoured the Tomboy.

“You mean—" she breathed.

“Pretty obvious, isn't it?”  Clara
shrugged. “If we're going to win that
tournament-—" ;

“Well, but—but you're not playing,”
Mabs breathed.

“That,” Clara said defiantly, “is all
you know about it! I am playing—I
will play! The tournament takes place
to-morrow, doesn't it? Right! Then I
want every bit of extra practice I ean

she replied

get in. Service, Mr. Grantham ! she
calle

Babs gasped.

“(Clara, you're not going to stop
ere—"

“T am!” Clara said rim]{l.

And there was a flash in her eyes as

she said it, a flash which dared anyone
to challenge that resolution. Obviously,
Clara’s mutinous mind was made up.
Obviously, there conld be no turning the
Tomboy from her purpose. Babs bit her

ip.

She found herself in a quandary.
She appealed to the games coach.

“Mr, Grantham, can’t you persuade
her? The idiot doesn’t realise the risk
she’s running. You're her friend—"

Ralph smiled grimly.

T assure you,” he said, “that I have
no more control over Miss Trevlyn's
actions than you have yourself. I've
almost worn myself out already trying
to persuade her. Still—" He paused.
Then, with a quick look at the trio,
went over to Clara and whispered some
words in her ear.

But Clara shrugged. She shrugged
wmutinously and offendedly. Ralph
turned again, spreading his hands in a
helpless gesture. Clara, as though no
one was present, tossed the ball into
the air.

“Zerviee !” she eried.

Babs & Co. stoed still. Well, if
Clara wasn’t going to Le beaten, neither
were they. Babs had made up her mind
to take Clara back—she was going to
take her back. They waiched.

They watched grimly, inimically at
first. Then they watched with growing
interest, with stirring admiration. The
thrill of the tennis as now expounded
by Clara caused it.

Faultless her service. foultless her
returns, almost effortless the way in
which she took the ball. With the grace,
the coolness of a professional she made
her returns. Three times she beat

alph.
Babs' eyes almost popped out of her

head.

“My hat, Clara, where did you learn
all that?”

Clara waved her racket leisurely at
her instructor.

* Ask him,” she said.

Babs' lips parted a little. Again she
could hardly believe her eyes. Certainly
Clara had made wonderful progress,
Certainly Clara now was as well trained
a3 the rest of them. On form like this,
Clara could not ﬁossibly fail to win
the tournament. But—and Babs’ heart

By Hilda Richards 3

fell. 8he wouldn't be taking part in the .
tournamerft !

“Clara,” ehe pleaded, “come back
now—please I”

“Right! I've finished,” Clara said
almost gaily. *“The stuff to give 'em,
eh, Babs? ~ I'll come along now, but
won't we let ’em know all about it at
Courtfield to-morrow.”

. And she chuckled, just as if nothing
in the world had happencd.

“Wait & minute! I must just have
a word with Mr. Grantham.” And she
ran back to that worthy, who still stood
looking  rather uncomfortable and
awkward at the other side of the clear-
ing. “Ralph,” she whispered, “what
about the search?”

“You go back.
Ralph said quickly.
where to look now.
anything happens.”

Clara nodded. S8he went back. Tor-
tunately, this time there were no un-
pleasant eonsequences to be faced,
though it was obvious in her present
reckless mood Clara was prepared to
meet_all contingencies.

Quite like the old Clara she was for
a time—even consenting to have tea
with Babs & Co. in Study No. 4. In
the middle of the meal, however, Stella
Stone, head girl of the school, looked in.

“Clara, you're wanted on the tele-
phone.”

“Thanks !” Clara said.

She rose, tingling. Had Ralph dis-
covered the coins at last?  She was
almost . quivering with eagerness when

Leave that to me,”
“I've a good idea
I'll phone you if

she lifted the receiver.
“Hallo, Clara, is that you?” It was
Ralph. “Good mnews! TI've found

another coin—on the opposite side of the
ditch this time. I can’'t do anything
else for the momert, though, beecause
there are keepers in the wood.”

“Oh, Ralph, but what about—"

“Listen! I've an idea. The fact that
we've found two of the coins on opposite
banks of the ditch rather suggests to my
feeble brain that the bag itself dropped
in the diteh. It's rather muddy, as you
know, If the bag is there, it will have
sunk a foot or two. That means, of
course, I shall have to dig it out.”

“Yes; but when 7” Clara cried,

“To-night. I'm off to Friardale now
to get a lantern and spade. I've found
out that the keepers won't be about late
to-night, and I shall come back then.
Can’t do it before, in case I'm spotted
and told to clear off, If I find the coins,
T’ll be at the s¢hool first thing fo-morrow
morning, and then we'll get the whole
horrible tangle cleared up. Good luck,
old thing !”

Clara put down the recciver, Her
heart was racing. Oh, could it be that
at last they were so near the climax?
But ‘if the bag of coins hadn’'t fallen
into the mire of the ditch, where could
they have fallen? They had searched
every inch of the path for yards each
side of it,

The more Clara thought of Ralph's
theory, the better she liked it. But it
seemed almost too much to hope for at
this juncture. And the more she thought
of it, the more resolved she was to have
a hand in the find. Two pairs of hands
made lighter work than one, and she
knew she'd never rest until she heard
what the morning’s news was to bring
forth.

That night she did not undress when"
she turned into bed. But as socon as
midnight chimea: from the clock-tower
she rose.  Dveryone was sleeping, it
scemed to her, as she let herself out
by the lobby window and efept into the
woodsz,

But one wasn't—that one was Nancy
Bell,
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It was dark outside. It was raining,
tco. Clara plunged into the wood. The
light of Ralph’s lantern showed where
he worked, elawing and digging in the
mud of the ditch. He looked up with
a start es she appeared.

“Clara—you I 3

“T’ve come to help,” Clara said.

« B

“Come on, give me the spade.”

Ralph shook his head. Together they
worked. The_rain, falling ever more
heavily, soaked them to the skin. Then
suddenly Clara, stumbling backwards,
knocked over the lamp which was on the

bank.
Ralph breathed hard.
“Well, that’s finished it,2 he said;

“Well, we can’t do anything else
now.”

That was true. Savagely Clara stared
towards the hole, an indistinguishable
blur in the rainy darkness. Hepeless, of
course, . to work without light.

They said good-night then, and Clara,
soaked through, hurried back to the
school. Through the gap in the lmdﬁe
she scrambled, on tiptoe approached the
lobby window.

Her hand travelled over it.  She
threw it open and slid over the sill.
Then suddenly lights flashed on. Clara
jumped round with a start.

And Miss Primrose, her expression
grim, her eyes glittering. stared at her.

“we can't go on any longer. I gucss “Clara!” she cried. “Clara! You dis.
the lamp’s gone to join the coins—in obedient girl! Take off those wet
the bottom of the ditch.” He frowned clothes at once—at once! And ihen

in_the darkness,

sake, get back!” he

“Bupposing you're spotted "
“(h, who will spot me?”

“Clara, for goodness’
said uneasily.

follow me. This time I shall show you
no leniepcy. You will spend the next
three days in solitary confinement in the
punishment-room 1”

Veronica {Hove, Sussex).—I would
make the Cliff House stories longer,
my dear, but unfortunately, my space
in TeE SCHOOLGIRL is limited. Still, I'm
very glad indeed to hear that you
enjoy them so much !

“’Admirer of Babs & Co.”’—De.
lighted to hear from you, dear reader.
‘What a lovely time you have on your
fnurlm in the stllfh mounliainis!BhYou
will enjoy watching the litile sheep-
dog puppy being trained. So gladgou
like all our present features. HBest
wishes !

Millicent (East Molesey, Surrey).—
What a sweet little letter, my dear!
By all means send one of your stories
for me to read,

Betty (London, S.E.17),—Fancy
having to “pluck up courage” to
write to me, Betty. Dozens of school-
girls write to me every day, you know,
and I never set Juno on them ! Not
that she’d hurt them if I did, the lamb |
You'd be a cheery little member of the
Lower Third. Qrant’s address is
¢/o Paramount Studio, 5451 Marathon
Street, Hollywood, California.

Sheila  (Beverley, Yorkshire).—
Another member of the Fourth Form,
if you were at Cliff House, my dear.
Clara Trevlyn or Phyllis Howell would
probably be your icular chum.
Another letter when you can spare the
time, Sheila.

¢ Clift House Admirer *' (Queensland,
Australia).—What is Vigro, my dear ?
T've never heard of girls playing it in
England. It must be an_Australian
game. Thanks m much for your
sweet letter. I 8 look forwerd to

(Riechmond, _Surrey).—L

will certainly consider writing a 8

in which Leith Carroll plays aprominent

part, my dear, use I think the

American junior js very popular with

_ most of my readers. Perhaps other
readers wﬂf sée this paragraph, and
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send me their opinions. Best wishes,
Veronica !

““Irish ** (Bristol).—A most welcome
letter, my dear. I'm delighted to
know that you are so ple with all
the present features. Write to Jimmy
Hanley, cjfo Gaumont-British Studios,
Lime Grove, Shepherd’s Bush, London,
W.12. Best wishes! T

“ An Admirer of Clara *’ (Dublin).—
With your * wild ” nature you sound
to me as if you are very like your
tavourite, Clara. I don’t think Clara
would ever walk if she could run. She,
too, has darkish hair—though her eyes
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G Tournament Day!

THE quadrangle of Cliff House

presented a  scene of busy
animation.

Everybody was going over to
Courtfield, of course. Cars and taxis
and coaches lined the drive. ~Happry,
laughing parties of schoolgirls and
mistresses wera climbing into them.

And from the barred window of the
sunlit room high wp in the school,
where the workmen were repairing the
roof, Clara Trevlyn watehed, with
savage, moody face, and a heart which
ached.

Clara was raging. Every other
minute she consulted her wristwatch.
8he had promised to be at the tourn-
ment, she had promised to play. Vet
here she was—locked wp!

She’d got to get out!

Savagely she paced the room.

Wasn't it just her luck to be caught
last night, and wasn’t it just her luck
that the lantern should have fallen in
the ditch when she and Ralph were on
thee point of finding those coins!
Where was Ralph now? What was he
doing ?

Again she logked out.  She'd gob to
get to the tournament! Yes, she'd got
to! She saw coaches and taxis and
cars howling off, saw girls waving and
cheering.

If only she could eseape! =

Again she turned. Then suddenly
she started. Something came swaying
and bounding in front of the window,
accompanied by a hoarse shout from the
workmen working on the roof above
her.

The something was a huge bucket
which, strung to a network of ropes,
was used for conveying rubbish and
bricks from the roof to the ground.

In a moment Clara had the idea.
She would—she could get away!

Back she flew to the hard iron bed on
which ske had spent the night., Whiz!
Off came the sheets. Thud! Off went

The bare iron laths stood exposed.

are only grey—mnot very dark. So
glad you like the Cliff House stories. the mattress !
Please write again soon [

Kathleen (Taunton, —I

Clara \\’lmnclu:d one of them away and

receive a number of letters from
readers of Cliff House stories. They
give me much pleasure, and I greatly
enjoy replying to them. Juno thanks
you for the pat, my dear, and sends
you & paw-shake.

Betty (Warrington, Lanes.).—Have
you and Lily got your make-up box

et ? I expect you are planning some
un when you do get it | Who are you
going to disguise yourself as ¥ If you
esire to write to Jessie Mat 3
address your letter to her, ¢/o Gaumont-
British Studios, Lime Grove, Bhepherd’s
Bush, London, W.12. Sonnie Hale's
address is the same.

Kathleen (Bradford).—What a top-
ping letter, Kathleen! *So you like
all the stories in THE SCHOOLGIRL ?
That’s fine | You're not too young to
E“ to Cliff Houge, my dear. You would

e in the Lower Third with happy Jittle
Mary Treherne, from Australia. Write
again soon.

Joan (Beverley, East Yorkshire).—I
expect you would be in the Fourth
Form with Babs & Co. if you were at
Cliff Houso. How - wo you like
that ! With your blue eyes and light-
brown hair, my dear, you sound to me
naifywmhlml’eggngtﬂn. The
colour of your hair and your fondness

i i though, makes you

or swimming,
resemble Janet

Jordan, too. )

app the window again.

Snva}fely, feverishly, she set to work
upon the cement whien held the middle
bar, hacking and levering.

She’d show themi

Fortunately, the cement was not
invincible.  Frost and rain had_ done
their work. TFive minutes, ten minutes
she laboured. Then, with a grunt,
pulled the bar out of its socket. Now !

She saw the big iron bucket beneath
her as she worked her way on the
sill, staring without any sensation of
dizziness or fear into the quadrangle

which lay fifty feet below her. One
deep breath she took, then—

“Go!” she muttered.

She dropped. Clank! And she was
standing in the swaying bucket. That

was that! Now feverishly she caught

the rope above her, giving it a jerk.

A bell above her rang, the surprised

face of one of the workmen goggled at

her from over the edge of the coping.
“My heye!” .

“Let me down” Clara gas_{:c.d—_-
“quickly! I'll give you five shillings
later on1”

The workman blinked.
“But—=2
“ Quickly I rapped Clara.

The workman grinned. He nodded.
“Lower away, there!” he yelled to

ey
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his mates, and Clara had a sensation
of whizzing through space.

Down, down, down! Then a thud as
the bucket touched ground. In a
flash she was out of it, while the
workmen on the ground controlling it
jumped in amazement.

She grinned breathlessly.

“Here,'” she cried, “share thai!”

And while they stood gazing in
greater astonishment ihan ever, she was
flying for the gates.

No need for concealment now. Clara

with Ralph. ‘‘Clara !
gasped. She nodded.

didn’t care a rap if she were seen. But
everybedy ad  gone. Strangely
deserted the old school seemed. She'd
have to hurry! In an hour the tourna-
m->nt was scheduled to begin.

Into the woods she rushed, up the
path. And then suddenly she paused,
thinking of last night's happenings, of
what lay in the ditch. Was Ralph
there? she wondered. Was Ralph
perhaps scarching ?

Obeying the impulse of the moment,
she changed her course, busting
through ths bushes. .

She reached the bank in which the

black, mud’'y waters of the ditch
swirled sluggishly. The spade was
there. There, also, were Ralph’s

gloves, which he had neglected to take
with himn. She locked at the ditch—
and then she jumped.

What was that?

In a moment Clara had forgoiten
evergthing. She knew she must
dreaming. It couldn’t be—and yei—-
Plainly sticking out of the mud was the
neck of a small leather bag.

The digging of Ralih last night, the
disturbance brought about by the rain,
had evidently brought it to the surface.
8he stooped, she pulled at it. It came
up in her hand, beavy with mud and
with its contents.

Tremblingly, excitedly she peered
into it. It was the bag of golden
coins !

Ralph was saved | At last—at last!
She turned excitedly, unaware that
two white faces had been watching

IN the murky night Clara r‘;me face to face
ou
“‘ I've come to help you.”

her, unaware that two startled pairs of
eyes had seen everything—until, regain-
inghtha bank, a boy stepped in her
path.

His face was as grey as ashes.

“You—you !” he gasped. “Give me
those 1

“Noah Bell 1 Clara cried.

“Give me thet bag!” Bell repeated
thickly.

Clara’s eyes gleamed.

“Get_out of my way!”

But Bell, desperate, did not get out

here ! " he

of her way. As Clara rushed, he
rushed, too. One hand fastened upon
her arm, the other clawed at the bag.
He shouted :
“Nancy—Nancy | Help me
“Let go!” shrieked Clara.
But Noah, seeing all his hopes vanish-
ing, seeing the rmin that her possession
of those eoins meant to him, did not let
go. He had her in a frenzied grip now.
Nancy rushed up and snatched at the

g

coins. More by luck tRan judgment,
Clara _ eluded ~ the .natch. She
strnﬁgled furiously.

“Let go! Oh, help!”

“Hold on!” a grim voice shouted.

And then quite suddenly there was
a rush of feet. For an instant Clara
glimpsed  Ralph Lawrence. Like a

be whirlwind, Ralph flung himself at Bell.

There was a crack as his fist shot true

and straight to the point of that
cowardly ruffian’s chin. And Bell went
backwards.

Naney, with a gasp, turned to run
—but too late! Jimmy Richmond and
Lister Cattermole, of the Fourth Form
at Friardale, headed her off.

“Thanks, Clara!” Ralph gasped.
“That was jolly good of you. I was
just coming to look for the coins my-
self. I let Cattermole and Richmond
here into the sécret and got them to
come to help me. You coward, Bell!”
he rapped. “Get up!” .

By Hilda Richards *-

“Oh my bat! What are you going
to do?*

“I'm going,” Ralph said grimly, “to
take you back to Friardale School
Yes, and you, Nancy. Clara, come
with me. will scu? We'll clear this
up here and now.”

“But—but the tournament?” Clara
gisped.

“T'I} get you to the ground in time
for that,” Ralph promised.

A:m He pIp—after the most excited
and crowded half-hour that Clara
ever remembered spending.

Back to Friardale they rushed, Belt
and his precious sister in custody. No
need now for Ralph to disguise himself.
He went boldly and fearlessly as him-
self.

Dr. Barrymore listened in scandalised
amazement,

“But, Lawrence, my dear boy—"

“Thank you, doctor, I do not blame
you,” Ralph said. “You, like me,
wera the vietin of a cunning plotter.
It it hadn’t been for Clara here, how-
ever, you'd never have seen your coins
again, and I should have gone down
to Friardale posterity as the man who
robbed you and ran away.

“But Dr. Barrymore, will you excuse
me?” he added, with a rush. “Clara,
here, has to play in a tournanw at, and
I've got to get her to the ground.
May I suggest, sir, that we all meet
after the tournament at Cliff House®”

“Why, Q’cs*yca.”

“Meantime,” Ralph  went on,
“{Cattermole and Richmond will tell you
how this lout “—with a withering glance
at the quaking Bell—"was trying to
bully Clara into giving up those coins.
If you want further proof that his was
the hand that stole them, look into the
lining of the bag. I fancy you'll find
his name on it. Come on, Clara, we've
got to buck up.” -

Buck up they did. Down to the cyele
sheds they rushed together. There
Ralph wheeled out his motor-bike.
minutes to get to the tournament ground
—and the ground five miles away! How
they whizzed! How the bike roared!
Clara, on the pillion seat, clung to his
coat and shut her eyes.

Twelve o’clock.

Through Friardale village, every
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body staring goggle-eyed. Up the old
Hi, %1 Street, the b{ke mnriug, and
Ralph, his face grim and oggmi,
looking mneither to right nor to_ left.

Out into the lone country. Whiz-z-z!
Courtficld at last! By the skin of their
teeth nipping through the traffic lights.
And then the tournament ground!

“Thanks!” Clara gasped. “Ralph,
go and find Marjorie.”

In a moment she was off the cyele, was
running towards the pavilion, Babs
and Janet, just coming out to take part
in the first doubles, almost fell down at

sight of her.
“Clara 17

“Janct!” Clara gasped. “That
racket] Oh, my hat, hold the match
up. Babs, for three minutes. Janet; let

me have your clothes. I'm playing.”

“ What 1"

But Clara had no time to explain,
She had caught the amazed Janet by the
arm, was. rushing her into the pavilion.

In breathless gasps she explained,
while Ralph, roaming around, found his
cousin. .

Thank goodness Marjorie had heard
nothing to_ disillusion er—which was
not surprising, perhaps, seeing that she
was being closely guarded by Mrs.
Thwaites and Dr. Longmore. How she
beamed at sight of him!

#(Oh, Ralph, I—1 was beginning to
think something had happened!” she
said. “Have you seen Clara?”

“Yes, she's 0.K.,” Ralph said. “ Here
she comes.”

Clara appeared,at that moment—to be
received from the Cliff House faction by
a gasp of wonder. Clara!l Clara—who
was supposed to be in the punishment-
room. But, Clara it was, looking smil-
ingly confident, Clara, captain_of the
team. She tossed for service, she won.

From the first moment it was obvious
who was going to win the game. What
tennis | %ﬁ?hm. craftsmanship! Fifteen-
jove, thirty-love, forty-love—all Cli
House points—most of them scored by
Clara. )

Even Clara’s enemies could hardly re-
strain ‘o cheer. Clara simply erashed
her way through the game, ‘making
rings round her opponents. First set to
Cliff House !

“Clara, how on earth did you get
out?”

But rumours were going round,
rumours which were telling the truth
for the first time. Perhaps Ralph was
responsible for them. Perhaps it was
Clara herself. Half an hour later—
here was Clara again, competing for the
singles title agamst a Courtfield High
School girl. She was amazing, unbeat-
able. The set ended in another smash-
ing vietory for Cliff House.

And a cheer went up that could have
been heard in Friardale when the match
was won. Clara, with & laugh, threw
her racket into the air, and shouted—

“We've won—hurrah! And three
cheers, everybody, for our games coach,
David Grantham, who made victory
possible

There was & stupefied silence. Then
Clara, darting out of the court, dragged
reluctant Ralph on to the courts. he
laughed.

“Now, you ninnies, cheer—cheer!”
she yelled. “Cheer Marjorie's cousin,
Ralph Lawrence! Cheer him—for it
was he, you cuckoos all the time, who
was David Grantham, and you never
even guessed it! Cheer him!”

And at that rumours having been
linked with the name of Ralph Law-
rence, Cliff House saw in one %)Iinding
flash the mistake it had made.

The cheers resounded to the skies.

ORE CHEERING there was that evenin
when Dr. Barrymore and I{a]pg
arrived at the school, and Clara was

summoned to the headmistress’ study.
“Clara,” Miss Primrose said, “come
in and sit down, I have had reason to
be annoyed with you recently. Indeed
I am not sure even now that I should
not expel you, but Dr. Barrgmore has
interceded on your behalf. Ralph Law-

& rence has told me everything, and—well,

taking his story into consideration, I
have decided to overlook your offences.”

Clara flushed.

“And now,” Miss Primrose added,
warmth in her tone, “now that is over,
Clara, I would like to shake you by the
hand. I have heard the whole story, and
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I cannot tell you how much I admire

ou for it. If your methods have been
irregular, they have at least brought
ou victory. You have saved this boy’s

onour and exposed two people who are
unworthy to belong to decent schools.
Cliff House is proud of you 1"

Clif House was. They were proud
of her because she had won the shield.
But they were prouder still when they
knew the whole truth. And perhaps
they were all a little ashamed, too,
when they reflected upon their treat-
ment of their games coach.

Later, it was learned that Nancy Bell
was to be expelled from Cliff House, her
brother from Friardale.

But that upset nobody. Perhaps
everyone was secretly relieved. No real
friend had the sneak ever had in_the

Fourth Form at Cliff House. ChLff
House decided very happily that it
would never miss her, and that its

course in future was calculated to run
more smoothly without her.

Clara was their heroine. At that
moment Cliff House was too buey ador-
ing Clara even to spare a thought for
the unhappy fate of her ememy.

s saxe evening when most of the
excitement had died down, Clara
and Marjorie were alone together in
Study No. 7. Marjorie was in the arm-
chair, and Clara was perched beside her,
one arm round her chum'’s shoulders.

For some moments neither of them
spoke. I'rom the lovely old quadrangle,
Iit by the evening sun, came the sub-
dued murmur of talk, and an occa-
sional merry ery from the courts, where
a few iiﬂs were getting in a last gafe
before being called in.
i Lif[ujnrs'e broke the silence at long
ast.

“(Clara dear, what you did was—
wonderful I”

Clara laughed, squeezing Marjorie’s
arm.

“Rubbish! T'd be prepared to do lots
more than that—for you and Ralph.”

And Marjorie knew that she meant it.

THE END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

w

A NEW SERIES

A NEW SETTING

WHAT a thrill it is for Barbara Redfern & Co.
when they know that they are to leave
Cliff House for a few weeks and take up temporary
quarters in an old Manor House on the outskirts
of Friardale ! .

Drere Manor is the name of their new ** school "
—and it is indeed a fit name for this weird old house
of mystery. Fit setting, too, for the astounding
mystery into which the chums find themselves so
swiftly plunged, and in which they are destined to
play such a vital and dramatic part !

On no account miss next Saturday's enthralling
and unusual complete story, which is the first of
a new series.

It is entitled :

"MiXep Up WITH MYSTERY"
By HILDA RICHARDS




