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The Cliff House Chums At Drere Manor: An Enthralling Complete

Tale, Featuring All Your Favourites

THE MENACE OF THE MANOR

For and Against

(4 IDICULOUS !” exclaimed Bar-
bara Redfern, captain of
the Fourth Form.

“Rot!” snorted Tomboy Clara
Trevlyn, with characteristic vigour.

“TRubbish !” supported Mabel Lyun,
Babs’ best chum.

And the indignant chums looked
angrily at Freda Ferriers.

“T tell you the sooner we get out
of this place the better!” Freda
snapped, her thin, sallow face
flushed, her small, pale gre{ eyes
glittering with an unnatural bright-
ness. “This house is giving me the
creeps, and I don’t mind admitting
I'm frightened!”

“Ridiculous !” exclaimed Barbara
again, with more emphasis this time.

But Freda—more commonly known
as the “Ferret "—had plenty of sup-
port from many of the other girls in
the room.

“Freda’s right!” said Elsie Effing-
ham uneasily.

“Begorra, and I agree!” came from
Bridget O’'Toole, who, being Irish,
was rather superstitious. “T won't
say Drere Manor is haunted, but
there’'ve been many peculiar things
happening since we came here, and
you can't deny it, Babs!”

Blue-eyed Barbara—Babs to all her
friends—began to look worried.

She could see that quite a number
of the girls were in?leed genuinely
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nervous; and there was no denying
Bridget's statement.

Qucer things certainly had been
happening since the Fourth Form of
Cliff House School had taken wu
uarters at Drere Manor, an ol

udor House on the ontskirts of
Friardale village.

It was only a temporary arrange-
ment, necessitated by structural
alterations to the Fourth Form Rooms
at Cliff House; but even after a few
days the girls had been reduced to a
state of nervous agitation.

“We all ought to refuse to_stop
here!” put in Freda, sceing Babs’
hesitation. “Let’s go on strike!

Let’s write to our fathers!

THERE is mystery afoot in

Drere Manor, the tem-
porary quarters of the CIiff
House Fourth Formers.  And
because it threatens thewhole
future of a girl whom they
have come to like and to ad-
mire, Babs & “Co. decide
that it is up to them to seek

its solution.

“Hear, hear!”

“Let’s stop talking all this rot!”
exclaimed anra impatiently.  “Of
course, queer things have happened,
but, if you ask me, somebody’s
deliberately trying to scare us out of
the house I”

Freda gave a start at the Tomboy's
blunt words. The flush died from
her face, leaving it strained and pale,
while Babs flashed a quick, warning
glance at her chum.

“Then if that’s the case,” said
Freda, quickly recovering her com-
posure, “it’s all the more reason why
we should get out of here before any
of us comes to harm!”

Again there was a chorus of ap-
proval from the rank and file. Not
usually were they prepared to follow
Freda’s lead; but the Ferret was
right, and Babs, their captain, was
wrong in defending Drere Manor.

Babs, however, was gazing at
Freda with an intentness which that
girl found most disconcerting.

“And what makes you think that
harm will befall any of us if we,
remain here?” she asked steadily.

It was Freda who hesitated now
before replying.

“Well—well,” she blustered, “look
what’s happened alrondﬁ. Scares
every night, and during the day, too.
We haven’t had a night's rest since
we came to Drere Manor.”

“Yes, and I wonder who's been
responsible for these scares, Freda?”
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Babs said, eyci g the other girl with
a level, almost accusing gaze.

“What do you mean, Barbara—-"

“0h, nothing—nothing at all!”

Aud Babs suddenly stopped, realis-
ing that perhaps she has said too
much. For Babs had her own sus-
picions as to who was the author of
the disturbances which had so
frightened the Cliff House girls.

reda Ferriers herself had seemed
to loom largely in the forefront sinee
the Fourth had taken ‘Jussessiou of
Drere Manor. Normally an un-
pleasant type of girl, who was quite
willing to keep in the background,
associating with the so-called Smart
Set, led ?)y Lydia Crossendale, she
had suddenly” become . the chief
agitator among the girls who wished
to return to Cliff House.

It scemed te Babs that she had
done everything to foster the fears of
her Form-fellows.

It was Freda who had acted curi-
ously, suspiciously at times; who had
become almost  hysterical when
deseribing her territying experiences
at the hands of the unknown menace
wlich secmed (0 haunt the old house,

And again, Freda it was who had
secmed to know Albert Burgin, the
catate agent, who had been su furious
to discover that Drere. Manor had
heen  occupied during his absence
from Friardale.

All these things had been noted
by the observant, shrewd-thinking
caplain of the Fourth. Aud Babs
waz not mistaken.

Perha;:us Freda read those suspicions
in Babs’ eyes. Her mean heart was
filled with apprehension. That re-
mark of the captain’s had been
significant.  She knew something of
the truth—but how much? Did Babs
know, for instance, that Burgin was
her uncle?  Did she know that he
had promised her money if she would
help him in his efforfs to frighten
the girls away from. Drere Manor?

Freda scowled and averted her gaze
from Babs’ direct stare. Bother
that girl for her interfering ways !
if it hadn’'t been for Babs, Drere
Maner would by now have been rid
of its unwanted tenants.

Sho sought to turn the conversa-
tion mto less dangerous channels.

“You seem to know a lot, Bar-
bara,” she sneered. “Well, let me
tell you something now. Whoever’s

causing the trouble must know this
house jolly well—must, in fact,” she
added meaningly, “have lived in it.”

“Meaning ?* asked Babs quietly.

“Meaning,” Freda said deliber-
ately, “that perhaps that friend of
yours, Eileen Hunter, is not ahove
suspicion. Her father owns the honse;
she lived heve for years.”

Babs, Mabs, and Clara exchanged
glances.

“Well, that’s an idiotie thing to

“say, if you like!” Clara exclaimed

angrily.  “Just as if the owner’s
daughter would try to get us out of
here—when they've been trying to let
the place for years. Think of some-
thing a bit more intelligent, Freda !”

Freda’s crafty face crimsoned. But
Babs & Co. were furious that she had
dragged Eilcen's name into this con-
versation. As Clara had said, it was
utterly ridiculous to accuse FEileen

Hunter of heing concerned in the
scares.

Ouly the chums realised just how
much it meant to her and her invalid
father that Drere Manor should be
occupied once more, after Albert
Burgin had deliberately turned away
Drospective tenants by fostering the
belief that the ofd house  was
haunted.

The rent they were receiving from
Miss Primrose " meant everything to
them—without it they would be
practically destitute,

And Babs & Co., knowing those
facts, were furious with Freda for
brin‘%’inﬁ suspicion upon her.

“Well, whoever or whatever it is,”
Frances Frost said coolly, “I'm sick
of this. I agree with Ireda. We
ought to leave this place.”

reda grinned cunningly,

“Yes, and just as soon as we can
get out!” she said. To create an
effect, she suddenly looked round the
panelled apartment now being used
as the Fourth Form Common-room,
with pretended nervousmess, ‘‘Per-
haps even now something else terrible
might happen. It comes so sud-
denly—>

She broke off with a shrick.

For even at that moment something
did happen—something that, harm.
less though it was, made the girls
literally jump with alarm.

Clang, clang !

Throngh Drere Manor echoed the
strident notes of a bell.

“Wh-what's that?” gasped Lucy
Morgan_tremblingly.

Babs laughed.

“Duffers ! she exclaimed. “It's
only the bell for dinner. That’s what
comes of listening to Freda. Now,
come on, girls. Pull yourselves to-
gether and let’s enjoy our grubbins !

Rather sheepishly the girls trooped
out of the Common-room. But Babs
looked worried, realising just low
much they had been affected by the
mysterious  happenings at Brere

nor, and conscious yet again how
Freda was working on_those fears.

More and more obvious was it be-
coming that Freda must have a dee;
motive for acting in this way. Bu
determined as Freda seemed to be to
get the girls out of Drere Manor,
Babs & Co. were even more deter-
mined to stay there.

For the sake of Eileen Hunter and
her invalid father they must stay
there.

The usual cheery dinner-time buzz
8o prevalent back at Cliff House was
absent here as the %ir!s took their
laces at the long table presided over

retty Miss Charmant, the
ﬁu ’s popular mistress.

She, too, looked worried, for Miss
Charmant had roticed all the signs of
nervous unrest among the girls.

The meal commenced amid a
strained atmosphere. Only one girl,
indeed, seemed at all anxious to eat.
That girl, needless to say, was plump
Bessie Bunter,

Bessie was as scared as any of the
Fourth Formers. But Bessie could
always forget her fears when meal-
times came.

She sniffed appreciatively as Sally,
the Cliff House maid, entered the old-
fashioned dining-room and placed a
plate of steaming soup in fromt of

THE ScHOOLGIRL

her.  Tet little eyes glittered behind
ker thiek round spectacles,

“I sussay, thaf looks ripping !”
she beamed.” I kik-cau just do with
that. “I'm as hun%ry as a—a—"

“ As hungry as a Bunter 1" supplied
Mahs, who was seated mext to her
plump chum,

Babs and Clara chuckled, Lut the
rematk brought forth no answering

smiles from the remainder of the
Form,
Spoon_ yvoised in her hand, Bessie

waited impatiently till the rest were
served.

“You may start, girls,” smiled
Miss Charmant,
Down.-went Bessic's spoon. Up it

came again to her lips. Then—-"

“Ow-wow-wow ! Qh, I'm ip-
oisoned! I'm oun fif-fire!” she
ooted, dropping her spoon with a
crash, and clasping a hand over her
mouth. “Groooooh ! she spluttered.
“Help, Mabs! Water—water!” ¥

But Mabs, having tasted her own
soup, was  swal Iowin% copious
draughts of water herself, So was
everybody in the dining-hall. Even
Miss Charmant’s pretty face was
twisted into a orimace.

“ Goodness | Whatever is the matter
with the soup?” she gasped. &This
is terrible !”

Terrible that soup certainly was.
Every plateful tasted as if the
pepper-pot had been emptied into it.
Every girl felt as if her mouth wers
on fire,

“Sally ” exclaimed Miss Charmant
at last. “Whatever has happened to
this soup?  Please ask the cook to
come and see me.”

Away rushed the very startled maid,
while the dining-room was filled with
the sounds of coughing, choking, and
indignant spluttering,

“I say, this is a bit thick!” com-
plained "Clara Trevlyn,

“My hat, we'll bave to change the
cook 1”7 gaid Peggy Preston.

But Freda gerriers was grinning
iuwardly.  She had known this was
going to happen. .

“But is it the cook?” she asked
meaningly. “‘Perhaps it's another
stunt to upset ws.  Everything else
has gone wrong, and mow tlicy've
started tampering with the food.
Who says there isn’t something queer
about Drere Manor now P

Miss Charmant heard that remark,
and her expression became grave.

“Silence, Freda!" she commanded.
" There is 115 carthly reason why you
sliould suppose such things. I think-
we had better wait until' the eook
gives us an explanation.”

At that moment there was a stir at
the door, and the cook rustled in.
But Mrs. Marriot, specially engaged

from tie village, was not alone,
Clasped Ltty Iy the arm, she held

ir fitteen years of age—a
girl whose pretty oval face was pale
and vather scared looking. And
Bahs. seeing her, started,

Marriott, what has bhecn
happening #* questioned Miss Char-
mant, in surprise.

“Sally tells me the sou&lhas been

completely spoiled, Miss Charmant,”
said  the cook nng’rﬂg. ‘“And I
reckon T kncew who's done it. This

girl! T found ier hiding in a cup-
Board in the kitchen !
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And with a push she sent the girl
stumbling across to Miss Charmant,
while Babs & Co. gasped.

For that girl was—Eileen Hunter!

A Scrap of Paper

o

1SS CHARMANT blinked

credulously. =

She rose from her chair and

stepped up to KEileen; very

queerly she looked at that girl and from
her to the cook.

“ Mrs. Marriott, what do you meant”
she asked. “This girl is Miss Hunter,
whose father owns Drere Manor. You
must be making a mistake.” s

But Mrs. Marriott was in no wise
abashed; hands on hig_s head thrust
forward, she glared at ileen.

“J don't care who the is, ma’am,” she
announced truculentiy, “but I found her
hiding in the kitchen right enough; in
the cuphoard she was. Ask her yourself,
ma’am." * 2

The mistress turned to Eileen, while
ovoryhody. with the _exception of Babs
¢ Co. and Freda Ferriers, eyed her
angrily.

But Babs and her chums were as sur-
prised as they wero puzeled; and so,
too, was Freg&. She had known that
her uncle was going to creep stealthily
into the kitchen by way of a secret pas-
sage and tamper with the food. )

But she did noi know that Eileen
would be.discovered; and now mingled
with her surprise was a feeling of
alarm. For that secret passage _whlch
Albert Burgin would use led out into a
cuphoard. ad Eileen scen her uncle?

- That was what soared Freda. Anxi-
ously she waited for Eileen to speak.

“Is this true, Eileen?” asked Miss
Charmant, with a frown

The girl crimsoned. conscious of all
eves upon her.

“1—Y'm afraid it is true that the cook
found me in the kitchen, Miss Char-
mant,” she confessed. “ But I was doing
ne harm—really 1 wasn’'t. And I cer-
tainly didn’t spoil your food.”

Miss Charmant’s frown deepened.

“Then may I ask what you were
doing in the kitchen at all?””

EiFeen did not reply.

“Eileen,” said the mistress sharply,
“] asked you a guestion! am quite
aware that your father is the owner ol
Drere Manor, but that does not give you
an excuse to crecp and hide about in it
when the house is occupied.. You must
give me an explanation.”

Still Eileen hesitated, while the looks
in her direction became increasingly
suspicious. There was a rising murmur
of indignation, After what Freda
Ferriers had said in the Common-room,
thiz dramatic development was highly
significant.

Was this girl to blame for all the

e buzz -welled to an angry

ur which had te be quelled by
Charmant, while Babs & Co.
> more and more puzzled by

in-

Eil s reluctance to explain her pre-
sence in the kitehen.

“J—I can only say I was doing no
harm. Miss Charmant,” she said at last,

and Ler voice faltered then, and she
a quick, appealing glance at

Babs, Mabs. and_ Clara.  “Please
believe me! wish I could explain,
but—but—-="

Impossible to explain without giving
away her secret—a secret which Babs,
Mabs, and Clara shared.

For since coming to Drere Alanor the

chums had discovered part of a letter,
which seemed to prove that Eileen's
eccentric grandfather—now dead—had
hidden all his money somewhere in the
old_house.

That piece of paper had been stolen
from Babs; the Form captain suspected
Freda. But, fortunately, she had
memorised its contents, and now the
chums had promised to help Eileen by
searching for the other and more vital
half of the letter.

Eileen, desperately anxious to find it,
hoping that its discovery would lead
them to the money which was so badly
needed by her invalid father, had that
morning entered Drere Manor by one
of the many sceret passages with which
the ancient house was honeyeombed.
And, to her amazement, she had located
a hitherto unsuspected secrct passage
—one which had brought her out into a
cupboard in the kitchen.

“Huh!” That was a disbelieving
snort from Mrs. Marrioit. “Seems

-jolly suspicious behaviour to me, that's

all T can say. She’s been tampering
with the food. Else why should she be
hiding in that there cupboard 1

“You_actually found her in the cup-
board, Mrs. Marriott f” "questioned the
mistress. ‘I see !”—as the cook nodded.
“Well, Eilcen, since you assure mec you
were not responsible for tnmperih%\\’lth
our food, I accept your word. But I
must say I find your refusal to give an
explanation of your actions somewhat
unsatisfactory. owever, we will con-
sider the matter closed. and I hope that
such a position will not arise again.”

Eileen smiled relievedly. .

“Thank you, Miss Charmant.’”

And, pausing onlg to look gquickly in
the direction of Babs & Co., as though
seeking to reassure them that everything
was all right, she {urned and went out
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of the dining-room; the front door
closed behind her as she left the house.

Dinner continued without the soup, of
course. But it was another incident
which served to unmsettle thes Fourth.
More and more were they coming to
dislike being at Drere Manor—which
suited Ireda Ferriers’ purpose, but
filled Babs & Co with dismay when they
knew how essential 1t was that they
should remain in the house if they were
;u liiclp Eileen Hunter and her crippled
ather.

HAT EVENING, when afterncon lessons
were over in the oak-beamed class-
room, Babs, Mabs. and Clara went
along to picturesque Willow Cottage.
where the Hunters had lived in Friar-
dale since being forced to leave Drerc
Manor owing to insuflicient resources to
ran such a large and expensive house.

All three chums had been quick to
realise that Eileen was holding some-
thing back when being questioned at
dinner-time; and, thinking that some-
thing might be connected with their
quest for the hidden fortune, they were
eager to see Eileen and hear her stor

But, arriving at Willow Cottage,
Hunter, wheeling himself to the door in
his invalid's chair, informed them that
Eileen had not yet returned.

“She’s been out since early this morn.
ing, and I haven't seen her since,” he
said, and Babs detected a note of
anxiety in his voice. “But won’t you
girls come in and have some tea?” he
invited.

“Thank you, Mr. Hunter, but we shall
be having tea when we get back to the
manor,"” Babs smiled. “We saw Eileen
at dinner-time, as a matter of fact,” s
added reassuringly, “but thought we'd
just come round for a chat if she

FOUND this girl in the kitchen—and
she’s the one who's been tampering
with the food | "’ cook exclaimed indignantly.
Babs & Co. could hardly believe their eyes.
For the girl was Eileen Hunter.



ha, gcnud to be here. But never mind;
we'll see her again shortly, I expect.”

The chums returned to their quarters,
perbaps a little surprised and disap-
ﬁomtc_d}lmt they had not seen Eileen,

ut giving no thought then to her
absence,

In a few hours’ time, however, they
were to realise the sinister significance
of their fruitless journcy to Willow
Cottage.

Meanwhile, they had tea in their
study with Bessie Bunter, Marjorio
Hazeldene, and Janet Jordan. It was a

times the

spacious room, perhngs three
size of their old studies back at CLff
Housc; so the occupants of Study No. 4

6 “The Menace of the Manor”

“Only it couldn’t have been one,”
objected Clara, “becavse there isn't an
electric fan in the whole heuse.”

“That’s all we know.” said Babs
thoughtfully,

“But we didn’t see one—"

“It might have been concealsd some-
where—in the ceiling. for instance!”
And Babs smiled at the sensation her
words caused.

“You're joking!” protested Clara,
“My hat, how could a giddy fan be con-
Cl:llﬂd”in the ceiling? It’s not possible

The Form captain leaned forward and
regarded her chums seriously.
“Listen! I said I'd got a theory, and
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and Study Ne. 7 had combined now that
they were at Drere Manor, and a happy
party the six friends were.

Tea over, and Marjorie, Bessie, and
Janet having one along to the
Conunou-roow, Babs called a conference.

“To-night,” she said, from the depths
of the cosy armchair, “ ropose we
make another search for the other half
of that letter.”

“ And where exactly are you going to
lnck for it, Babs?” asked golden-haired
AMabg, who had perched herself on a
pouffe at her leader’s feet. “It’s going
to be like looking in a haystack for a
needle.”

“Just what I was_thinking,” grinned
Tomboy Clara “But trust good old
Babs to get a few !.:ram-wavez-. Trot

tilem out, old thing |

Babs smiled.

“Well, I don’t know about brain-
waves,” she said, “but Pve certainly
got a theory I want to put to the test.”
* Her chums were listening closely.

“You remember the other night when
there was that wind scare in the dormi-
tory?” Babs went on eagerly. “The
door suddenly flew open, and a rush of
wind like a fmrrican swept in. Well,
what do you think caused 17"

Mabs puckered her brow.

“Well, an eleetric fan switched full on

* would create the same effect,” she said

tentatively,

—e

this is it. .If you'll remember, I was by
the door when it burst open and the
current of air rushed in. I\)v\’el], I have
a distinet recollection of a whirring
sound, such as an electric fan would
mako. And the wind was coming fromn
§oe}ewher9 above me—I'm positive of

“From above you in the dormitory "
questioned Mabs.

“No; from outside in ithe passage.
Which suggests that the fan or whatever
caused that merry gale must have been
concealed either in the ceiling some-
where or at the top of cne of the walls.”
“But what's this got to do with find-
ing that letter?” asked Clara in
bewilderment.

“Because it’s my opinion the leiter
was torn from its ludmg—Place by that
current of air,” explained ~ Babs
shrewdly, “We found it under one of
the beds, and I'm preity certain it
wasn'i there beforehand.”

“Goodness!” exclaimed Mabs ad-
miringly. *You're right, old thing.”

“And where do you think it was
hidden, Babs?” put in Clara ecagerly.

“That’s what we’ve got to find out—
and, obviously, it must be somewhere
near the doorway.”

Clara leapt off the edge of the table,
where she had perched herself, and
grabbed Babs' arm.
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“Can't we go and look for it now?*
she asked impulsively. )
But the Form capiain shook he
“And have everybody watching
sking us what we're doing? No; we'll
have io curb our impatience until to-
night, when the Fourth is asleep. It
medns leaving dorm after lights out, but
we'll have to risk that. But I suggest we
make some preparations.”

* How 7

“Fetch o pair of steps from the
garden shed and hide it under one of
our beds,” said Babs.

Aabs was on her feet now.

“Lead skipper!” she said. *But
we'll have to watch our oppertunity or °
we'll be bombarded with questions,”

The three chums slipped out of the
study. Fortunately at that time of the
evening everybody had coniregated in
the Common-room. The whole Form,
nervous and unsettled, on tenterhooks,
thinking avotjer of the mysterious
scares might occur at any time, kept
together these days.

Making themselves as unobtrusive as
possible, Babs & Co. fetched a short
step-ladder from the shed, and succeeded
in getting it upstairs to the dormitory
without being observed.

Carcfully Babs hid it under her bed,
hoping the overlapping edges of the
quilt would conceal it from the gaze of
1he other girls when they troopeg up to
the dormitory later that night.

Hardly able to control their im-
patience, the chums waited, wondering if
their midnight search were to reveal the
vital paper which meant so much to
Eileen and Mr., Hunter,

llCAEL‘FL‘L, CLARA !” breathed Babs in
the softest of whispers,

“Trust me, old thing!” whispered
hack the Tomboy, groping under Babs'
H in the darkness,

“Get that torch, Mabs?”

“Yes, here. 8hall I switch it on?”
“No; wait until we get out into the
passage !

Thud !

Clara,
ladder from under the
against one of the posts,

“Goodness !” Babs groaned inwardly.,
Trust the clumsy Tomboy to do thatl
The Form captain would rather have
manceuvred the ladder herself, but
(lara had insisted on doing it, and
rather than start an argument which
would assuredly have awakened the
\\'hol_'e Fourth I?orm, Babs had capitu-
lated.

But Clara, if she went on like this,
waould arouse everybody, in any case.

_ “Careful, chump!” Babs urged again
in _a hissing voice,

It was a quarter to eleven, and the
dormitory was in darkness, Not even
the light of the moon shone in through
the mullioned windows to assist the
three chums with its mellow radiance.

The time for action had come at last.
Wrapped in warm_ dressing-gowns as

rotection against the chilly night air,
%abs & Co. were about to begin their
search for ihe missing half of the letter
which Eileen ter hoped would
restore hicr father's fortuncs,

cautious], ulling out the
Y i bet:l,g banged it

Thud !
“Owp!” It was Clara’s head which
suffered this time, as she bumped it

against the cdge of the bed.
" Again Babs’ heart seemed to leap into
her mouth. She listened, feeling sure
it by now someone must have been
disturbed. But there was no sound in
the blackness of the dormitory, save a
eoft seraping as Clara pulled the ladder
away from the e Fourth still
slept peacefully.

With a sigh” of relief, Babs took the
step-ladder from Clara as that gicl
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straightened up.
chums crossed over to t
leading the way and opening it.

She closed it again, listened for a fow
moments, and then switched on the
torch, shielding its beam with her Lhand.

“*3plendid !” said Babs softly.

She would have been considerably
dismayed had she known that a figure
crouched before the keyhole on the other
side of the door in the dormitory.

The figure was that®of Freda Ferriers.

Through the keyhole Freda was_ able
to sec what was happening outside in
the passage, She only obtained a
limited view, but what she saw in the
light of the torch was sufficient to fill
her with consternation,

For perhaps five minutes she watched,
and then sped silently back to her bed,
whicl: was positioned at the far end of
the dormitory.

There she pressed against the wall—
and suddenly vanished from view as a
section of that wall slid open and then
shut,  Fréda had made use of that
secret passage more than once since she
had come to Drere Manor.

Meanwhile, outside in the corridor,
Babs had mourited the steps and was
probing ubuut on the ceiling, pressing
and pushing against it and the old oak
beams which snpported it, with one
hand, the torch in the other. Below,
Mabs and Clara watched tensely.

“My goodpess!” gasped Babs sud-
1 in a thrilled voice. “Look at
this, g:r{s o

Mabs and Clara were already lookinz
with eyes which had opened wide in
surprisa and exeitement.

or in the ceiling Babs had found a
small trapdoor, no more than cighteen
inches square. Pushing back the flap,
she found herself looking inte a black
hat's up there, Babs!” cried

forgetting to lower her voice.

“Bhush !” warned Mabs quickly, but
she was every bit as excited as the
Tomboy.

Babs shone her torch into the earitr,
And part of the Form captain’s theory
was proved correct then, For there was
an clectric fan, with wires runming
upwards through what was obviously
the floor of the room above. The my:-
terv of that sudden terrific current of
air which had so startled the Fourth
Form_  the other night was now
explained,

And then DBabs made another dis-
covery—even more thrilling, so thrilling
that she almost toppleﬁ from her
precarious perch at the top of the steps,

“I've found it—I believe I've found
it!" she cried, sweeping her torchlight
beck on to the ceiling.

“ Found what?” breathed Mabs.

“The letter! Here—look !”

The torch was shining full on one of
the oak beams. and Babs’ keen eves had
fpotted a piece of paper which was
lodged in a tiny crevice between the
wood and the ceiling.

“Good old Babs!” chuckled Clara.
“Trust her theory to work out right.
1 say. Babs, buck up and bring it down

On tiptoe the threc
ﬁe_ door, Mabs

Clara,

Carefully Bahs’ fingers closed on the
piece of paper. As carefully she began
to work 1t loose.

Then, even as she drew it away, the
unexpected happened with dramatic
suddenness,

A sleeved arm shot through the trap
in the ceiling with the swiftness of a
striking snake.

Clara saw it and yelled. Babs saw
it, and for a moment was numbed into
inaction.

In that momént a claw-like hand
seized the et of paper. Babs tried to
snatch it a to safety, but her fingers
were still nerveless,

£
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JEVEN as Babs was about to grasp the paper

a hand came through the open trap-

door and snatched it away, The chums were
foiled—in the very second of success.

. The arm snaked back through the trap
in the ceiling, taking the paper with it!

Where is Eileen?

111 TOP him !* yelled Clara.

“Oh, don't let him get away
with the paper!” cried Mabs
franticaliy.

With a rush Babs’ numbed faculties
returned. But by then it was too late.
The arm of the man who had cheated
the chums of their prize vanished
through the trap in the ceiling. The
flap shut down with a thud, and try as
Babs would to open. it, a bolt "had
evidently been shot into place now,
barring it.

“Oh, what a careless, idiotic duffer I

am!"” exclaimed Babs, furiously angry
with herself. She descended the stcps
and stood by her chums, waiting for
them to condemn her.

“Babs, it wasn't your fault!" said
Mabs soothingly, “He just took us
unawares. Oh, but what a_ pity—and
when we had the letter! Was it the
letter, old thing?* .

“I don’t know,” replied Babs miser-
ably. “I didn't have time to study it
before it was snatched out of my hand.” -

“Who was it?” asked Clara indig-
nantly. “Did you see him?”

Babs, looking a picture of glumness,
shook her head slowly.

“No—— My hat!” Abruptly her
expression changed, and she grasped her
chums by the arm in a grip which made
them wince, “Oh, come on! We're not
beaten yet !”

“What—"

“ Where—"

“To the room above this ceiling!”
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cried Babs, forgetting caution in her
excitement. now, heedless of the fact that
their voices might arouse the occupants
of Drere Manor. *“That man must.be
up there, and we might be in timeo to
catch him 1

““Whoops ! exclaimed Clara. “Then

let’s buck up !” . )
- Leaving the steps where they stood in
the passage, Babs & Co. raced along the
passage and up the stairs to the landing
above. This was the top floor of Drere
Manor, where originalrg the servants
had been quartered. Now the rooms
were empty and unused. _

Swiftly Babs was working out the
topography of the two floors, the
position of the trap in the ceiling below,
and where it would correspond in this
upper passage.

“This will be the room ! she decided,
pointing to a door, .

In a body the chums rushed at it.
They_did not stand on ceremony, Babs
scized the handle and turned it. The
door swept open, and into the room
beyond charged the girls,

Then they pulled up in mingled dis-
inoinununs and chagrin.

“Too late I” groaned Babs.

The room was ampty. But there were
-all the signs that its Tate occupant had
beat a hnst{;etrent. Qver in one corner
a rug had n thrown back, disclosing
a small trap set in the floor. It was
through this that the man had succeeded
in snatching away that paper.

Babs pulled up the trapdoor, but
found nothing in the cavity between
floor and ceiling below save the electric

an.

“Looks as if we've beon dished,
diddled, and done!” fumed Clara
gloomily. “Wonder who it could have
been? Burgin, d’you think 1”

Babs had her suspicions, but there
was nothing definite to back them up.
She commenced a survey of the room,
So someone had been occupying this
apparently unused room, his presence
there unsuspected by anybody at Drere
Manor.

Who—and for what purpose? Had
Burgin, or whoever iE was, learned
about the secret of the money which was
acfm-ently hidden somewhere in this
ar Tudor house? Was it this someone
who had stolen the first half of that
letter from under Babs’ pillow, and was
now searching for the remaining portion

3

spoke, echoed the anxiety in that of her
leader’s.

“Babs! ‘E. H. must stand for
Eileen Hunter, and—and— G ess,
does this mean she’s a prisoner some-
where 1”

Babs’ expression was grave,

“Looks like it to me,” she said. “And
don’t for%?t Mr, Hunter told us this

t

evening that Eileen hadnt returned.
I—-I think I'll slip along .to Willow
Cottage to see if Eiﬁaen's there.

Perhaps we’re jumping to conclusions,
but I'll never rest until I know the
truth, I hope to goodness we're wrong,
but—put—="

Again she looked at the message.
There was a sinister ring about those
words. Babs felt a foar tugging at her

eart,
She crossed to the door.
“There’s no need for you two to b'l"tigh

“Wo're

bounds,” Babs said worriedly.
soon slip there and back—"

“Rabbits I” broke in Clara,
coming with you1”

So back to the dormitory the chums
went. Amazingly cnough, nobody
seemed to have been disturbed by their
movements. Babs hid the ladder under
her bed again, and then dressed quickly,

Some half an hour later—only a few
minutes before midnight was due to
chime out from Friardale Church—
Bahbs & Co. were standing at the door
of Willow Cottage.

Late as the hour was, a light still
burned in the front room.

Babs gave the bell a tug.

“Don't forget—we've called to sece

Eileen about that piece of paper we
found concealed hehind the oak beam,”
whispered Babs. . “If Mr. Hunter

answered the door we don’t want to give
him a shock if Eileen is safely back.”

It was AMr. Hunter who opened the
door. There he sat in his invalid's
chair, a pathetically helpless figure.
Babs noticed, with something of a s ock,
that his not u me face was lined
with worry as he peered out at his
visitors,

“So sorry to disturb yowu, Mr.
Hunter,” said the IForm captain, “but
we've some important news, and if we
could see Eileen—

“Eileen!” There was a sob in the
man’s voice. ‘‘Eilcen has vanished—
vanished, Barbara! Oh, come in—come
in, girls! Something terrible has
happ d. I've just received an

which held the rvital inf tion con-
cerning the whercabouts of the lost
fortune ? ) .

Babs 1ealised it was not makm% her
and her chums’ task any easier to have
this unknown rival working against
them. It made her realise the deadly
seriousness of the whole affair; made
her more determined to win through for
the sake of her friends of Willow
Cottage.

“1 say, girls, come and have a look
at it 17

Babs, rummaging amonf some papers
which had beenﬁeﬂ: untidily on the table
in the centre of the room, suddenly
seized hold of one and was regarding
it with growing dismay. Her blue eyes
registored deep apprchension as she
showed the small sheet of paper to her
chums, For on it was this cryptic
message :

“Everything O.K. E. H. where she
won't escape, as arranged.”

Just those few words, but in them
Babs could read an import which filled
her with alarm.

““What the dickens does it mean?*
muttered Clara, running a hand through
her unruly locks.

But Mabs was more mentally alert
than the Tomboy. Her voice, when she

anonymous message, threatening that I
—T shall never sce my daughter again if
I don’t turn you Chff House girls out
of Drere Manor and close up the house
by Saturday 1"

In stunned silence Babs & Co. heard
the words,

Eileen kidnapped—and
ultimatum |

now  this

‘V HILE BAcE at Prere Manor——

A sickly yellow glow from a
storm- lantern cast a flickering cirele of
light on the stone floor of an under-
ground chamber and reflected eerie,
dancing shadows on brick-built
walls, . 4

Not. many people were there, through
the history of Drere Manor, who had
known of the existence of this vault
built even  below the cellars, and
entrance to which was gained only
through one of the many secret passages
with which the old house was houey-
combed.

Two figures now stood within the
circle of light thrown by the storm
la:n’terll. The figures of 2 man and a
girl.

The man was rather tall and lean.
In that yellow glow the craftiness of his
features was accentuated, although the

the

THE ScHOOLGIRL

wispy moustache which adorned his
l??fr lip became lost under the shadow
of his nose.

. At that moment Albert Burgin looked
sinister, menacing; he looked the crook
he really was,

The girl’s face, too, was thin and
crafty; the checkbones closed in to formn
a narrow chin, giving it the appearance
of a ferret, That was the nickname she
had earncd in the Fourth Form of Cliff
House School, for the girl was Freda
Ferriers,

Freda shivered a little.

This was the first time her scheming
uncle had brought her down into this
cold, depressing vault, And Freda,
brave enough when others were being
frightened by scares for which she

was prepared, and, in some cases,
assisting  to put those scares into
operation, was nervous and cowardly at

e core of her mean heart.
“Can’'t—can’t say I like it down here,
uncle,” she said uneasily now.

Burgin laughed—a “mirthless laugh

which ™ somichow made Freds shiver
again—a Jlaugh which gave her an
insight inte  her wuncle’s character,

vicious and ruthless.

Since -meeting Burgin on that first
day of her arrival with the Fourth Form
at Drere Manor, after not having seen
him for an interval of many years, she
was beginning s:io realise more and

more how he h: ciuntied Now his
rather frightened

deminating manner
er,

“No? Well, we shan't be down here
long. But there’s something important
I want to tell you—and ?gthought. it
would be safer here, with those dratted
girls prying about. They already know
too much, and it's likely they've found
some of the secret passages in the house.
But I reckon fhc_y'gl never find the way
down to this place, an
abruptly, his eyes glittering coldly as
he regarded Freda. “And don't you
ever dare breathe a single word about
it to a single soul, If you did—"

“Uncle I gasped Freda, horrified by
the note which had crept into his voice.

A[gm'n he laughed—shortly, mirth-
essly., . .
“Well, don't, anyway! I'm playing
for big stakes, Freda—bigger than youn
realise—and a single slip of -the tongue
might cost me everything! But, look
here, everything depends on gettin,
these pestering givls from your schoo
out of the way! If Drere Manor isn't.
empty by Saturday, I'm liable to be.
sunk 1

“The Fxrls are panicky, uncle.”

“They’'ve been panicky before, but it
hasn’t shifted them. Listen, I'reda !
told vou I'd got a stunt in the offing
which couldn't fail. Well, the first part
of the stunt’s gone off O.K »

Freda’s eyes gleamed with interest.

“You mean, Kileen Hunter—

“Yes.” Burgin nodded. “I’ve had
her kidnapped; one of my pals did it
this morning when she was leaving the
house. And I've sent old man Hunter
that ultimatum—he doesn’t see his
daughier again if he doesn’t give you
kids marching orders!”

Once more that feeling of fright
crept over Freda Ferriers.

“Unele, you wouldn't harm Eileen
Hunter 1%

The man glanced at her sharply.

“Eh? No, no. I wouldn’t harin her,”
he said, but-there was still that ruth-
lessness in his tone which rather belied
the words, “Anyway, if I'm any judge
of old man Hunter's character, it’l}
work. He'd do anything for that kid
of his. Now, this is where you come in,

reda.”

He paused

“What do you want me to do, uncle
“I want you to take the Hunter girl



EVERY SATURDAY

food during' the day. She's all on her
lonesome at a spot where she’ll never
be found—until 1 want her to be found
when Hunter does as he's told. Will
you do it?” %

“Where's she hidden?” asked Freda.

“Not very far from here,” her uncle
replied. “You can reach it easily on
vour bicycle. I've promised you money,
Freda, and I won't forget. Ten pounds,
wasn't it? Listen here! If you hel
me now, I'll make it double, and I

see that you're never wanting for
pocket-money during the term. Your
arents needn’t know about it—eh?

What do you say

Freda forgot her fears then; if she
were beginning to have any scruples,
perhaps inwardly feeling ~that her
uncle was going too far in resorting to
such desperate measures as kidnapping,
she forgot those, too.

Twenty pounds, and plenty of pocket-
money ! Then she wouldn’t be beholden
to Lydia Crossendale—Lydia, who was
always rubbing it in that Freda sponged
on her. Lydia was rich; but she, too,
thonght Freda, would be rich

Her little eyes gleamed avariciously.

4Tl de anything for you, unclo 1 tha

said.

“Good |” He nodded with satisfac-
tion. “You'll have the twenty pounds
as soon as the stunt comes off 1”7

“You mean, as soon as Drere Manor

is empty and you find the money that’s
hidden there?”
. Burgin laughed inwardly. No harm
in Freda thinking that. It would never
do for her to know his real reason for
wanting Drere Alanor empty an e-
serted.  As Burgin had said, he was
playing for far bigger stakes than ever
Freda was likely to imagine !

The knowledge, brought about by
Freda showing him the torn letter which
she said she had taken from a girl
named Barbara Redfern—that there was

- money hidden in the old house—was cer-
tainly an added interest. Burgin, actin,
as agent for the Hunter property, ha
always suspected such a osgibili]t:?' since
the death of Charles Ilunter, Lileen’s
grandfather.

But there ;ouIdn't be much money—a
few thousand pounds at the most. And
ho was playing for stakes which ran
into tens of thousands of pounds!

“Yes, that's it, Freda,” he replied

bly.

“And what about that
snatched from Barbara Redfern when
she was noseving in that trap in the
ceilingt”  Freda smiled with smug
satisfaction. ““Lucky I was in time to
warn you about that,” she went on. “Is
it the other half of that letter, uncle?
Does it give the clue to where the money
is hidden 7”

But then Freda’s eagerness received a
setback,

Burgin scowled.

“Noj; the paper was blank! And con-
found those girls! They're a bit too
clever! They’ll probably guess that I
was occupying that room! But I'm not
-\'urrgmﬁ. We're sitting pretty now that
Eileen Hunter has been kidnapped!
Reckon it's just a question of waiting
until to-morrow when her father comes
round, and tells your crowd that they've
got to clear out I”

aper ‘ou

11's__ terrible, Mr. Hunter!

“On,

Poor Eileen 1

Barbara Redfern’s voice was husky
with anguish.

“But what will you do now?” she
added.

Barbara Redfern, Mabel Lynn, and
Clara Trevlyn were seated in the plainly
furnished but cosy sitting-room at
Willow Cottage. It had gone midnight,

but they had no thought of the time;
were heedless of the fact that they
should be fast asleep in the dormitory
at_Drere Manor.

Even had they been fecling tired, the
terrible news just imparted to them by
Mr. Hunter would have more effectively
awakened them than the shock of an
icy douche of cold water.

So their worst fears had been realised
—only too devastatingly had they been
realised | Eileen—kidnapped |

Mr. Hunter’s dpa]e eyes were haggard
as he regarded the chums from his
invalid chair.

“There is_only one thing for me to
do,” he replied shakily. “I shall have
to accept the terms of the ultimatum.”

“You mean—ask Miss Primrose to
take us away from Drere Manor ?”

“What else ?”

“But—but the money means so much

to you both,” Babs. said, a little
awkwardly. “Eileen said yon awere
depending on that income. And there’s

the money hidden at Drere Manor.
We'll find it somehow I

“Money means nothing to me when
the safety of my daughter is at stake,
DBarbara,” Mr. Hunter said quietly.
Babs flushed.

“Oh, of course

“I understand,

He smiled tender!y at the girls whom
he had come to like so much-—whom,

,g I'm sorry I
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even in the few days he had Lknown
them, he regarded with an affection
which was only surpassed by his love
for Eileen,

“You want to help me, and T shall
never be able adequately to express my
gratitude for the way you girls have
befriended me! - You've been just
splendid ! But "—his face, already lined
with the suffering of his disability, had
become even more haggard during the
last few minutes, wminutes in which he
had aged years—"Eileen must be my
first consideration.”

“If only we knew where she’s been
taken I put in Mabs, “Didn’t they say
anything about that in the message, M.
Hunter 7"

He shook his head.

“No. The man who spoke to me over
the telephone just said that I—I would
never see Eileen again if Drere Manor
wasn’t empty by Saturday; that's the
day after to-morrow. He said 1 must

terminate m{ agreement with your
headmistress E to-morrow. It would
be known if I had done so, and then I

would hear from him again concerning
Eileen.  That was all.”

“You didn’t recognise the voice?”
asked Babs.

“Was it that brute Burgin?” came
angrily from Clara. “He's at the
bottom of all this business !”

“It wasn’t Burgin, Clara; although 1

TO get up the first time mother
calls in the morning rather than to
snuggle down again for a further ten
minutes. That ten minutes is very
nice, but think how sorry you'll be
if you have to dash off to school
with only the polishing brush rubbed
over your shoes and one glove in your
hand because you didn’t have time
to find the other !

TO finish your homework in the
eveningd, even if it does mean missing
the variety on the wireless. Some.
how, in the morning, the variety has
been forgotten and sums seem twice
as difffcult !

TO visit the dentist when mother
suggests you should, and not to put
it off for * just another week or so,

mother, '.P!enw." It may mean a
“ drilling ¥ then, and only an inspec-
tion now.

‘TO sew that button on your
blouse even if you are dying to finish
your book first. The button ma
seem quite unimportant in the thrill
of the last chapter, and you'll be so
sorry the next day when you have to
use & pin!

clean those tennis shoes
really theroughly while you'rs about
it. Give them a good scrubbing with
:1“ = J:uil-brul’hf and bu:;py water

rsf il ev're very A

TO wait until thgel)-ru‘re thoroughly
dry before applying the white—even

*

IT Is WELL
WORTH WHILE—

if this is the job you were looking
forward to.
——TO0 take out the laces while
you're in the mood, s¢ that the shoes
are treated all over alike. And the
laces might like washing, too. You'll
enjoy your game of tennis all the more
for knowing your feet are looking trim,
TO change out of your school
tunic and into an older frock when
you come home in the evenings, No
fruit salad spots down your rather
difficult-to-clean tunic then!
TO hang all your clothes on han-
gers instead of dangling them over
chairs or just flinging them on the bed.
Much fresher they’ll look when you
come to put them on again—even if
it is only an hour or so afterwards.
‘TO put shoe trees in your leather
shoes. Marvellous how ~they help
to keep the shape—even if they do
only cost twopence a pair. And won't
mother appreciate it! -~
~—TQ mark all your hankies and
gloves with your full name. No.
thing’s more annoying than losing
one glove ; and if it's only a hankie
it's quite likely to be that nice one
you treasure so ause it's in your
“ House ™ colours !
——T0 write that important letter
in ink, even if there doesn’t seem to
be any in the sitting-room, and your
pen-nib’s crossed. Some people really
object to letters written in pencil,
and you don't want to create a bad
impression on a lady or gentleman
you've never met, do you ?
——TO forget that * ticking-off ' you
were going to give to the girl who said
you were too fond of swanking—
especially if you heard it from someone
. Possibly she's forgotten it al-
ready, and maybe she only said it
because she was jealous of you, any-
way !




12 “The Menace of the Manor"

have no doubt thai you are right in
thinking he is responsible. He threat-
ened me the other day, when I refused
to ask Miss Primrose to take you girls
away from the manor.”

“Have you lold the police?” ques
tioned Babs worriedly.

He shook his head.

“By doing o I might endanger
Eileen's life,” he said. “No; I shall
act on my own, and m{ mind is alrcady
made up. I shall tell Miss Primrose
to-morrow that she must find somewhere
else to accommodate her girls.”

And Babs & Co. kvew it was the only
course he could goss:'bly take. If Burgin
—for one and all  were convinced
that he was the rascal who had kid-
napped Eileen—would dare to carry out
his threat was a matter for conjecture,
but with Eileen’s fate in his keeping it
was a risk that could not be con-
templated. 3 y
. It was a very silent little party which
made its way back to Drere Manor.
Babs, Mabs, arid Clara were each busy
with their own separate thoughts; with
pﬁrhnps Babs' keen brain the busiest of
all.
Desperately she tried to grapple with
the crisis which had so unexpectedly
arison. Rurgin was undoubtedly master
of the situation at the present moment.
But was there no way in which the tables
could be turned without endangering
Eileent .

_Drere Manor was_reached just as a
plan_began to outline itself in Babs'
mind,

“\We'll get back into the house by way
of that seeret tunnel we found leading
from the summerhouse,” Babs told her
chums, as, passing through the big gate-
way, they made their way up the short
drive. “And I've got the glimmerings
of an idea for finding Eileen. I'll tell
you about it as we go.'” v

But she waited until they had reached
the big rustic summerhouse at the end
of the long gavden, and, having swung
open the door-like panel cunningly
made out of logs to conform with the
vest of the rustic work, had passed
through into the tunnel beyond.

That tunnel, accidentally discovered
by the three chums, was a masterpiece
in the art of concealment. It formed
part of the wall which surrounded the
grovnds of Drere Manor. } '

“Now, come on, Babs, out with this
brain-wave of vours!” said Clara
engerly, once they had regotiated the
flight of steps which took them down
from the- tunnel-like interior of the
hollow wall and below ground level.

“Well, the idea is this,” Babs replied;
“that we follow, as :}“ as possible,
every movement made by Burgin and
Freda. It scems pretly certain that
Freda is also invoived in this business.
My contention is that if we do_that,
sooner, or later either of them is bound
to lead us to where Eileen is hidden.”

“My hat! That's marvellous!” ex-
claimed Clara enthusiastically.

“But there are difficulties.”

“Sueh as?’ prompted Mabs.

“Well, lessons, for one thing,” said
Babs; “and Eileen's safety. By which
I mean that we mustn’t let Burgin or
Freda suspect that we're watching them.
Pemmml]]y, 1 don’t think Burgin dare
harm Eileen, but there’s always the
possibility that he is a bigger rogue
than we take him for.”

And in that moment Babs made two
mistakes; she under-estimated the un-
scrupulousness of Albert Burgin, and
<he had not troubled to lower ber voice
when discussing he: plan.

Babs' voice carried down the tunnel;
it carried to the ears of Burgin himself,
and to Freda, who was with him, on her
way back to the dormitory,

Swiftly he whizpeied to Freda; and
that girl, with an understanding nod,
sped along to the panel which opened
out into the haly oFDrere Manor, and
‘then raced upstairs on tiptoe to her bed.

RATHER!

See I_’ages 2and 6

_Thus, when Babs & Co., having de-
cided to adopt the Form captain’s 1deas.
reached the dormitory, Freda was seem-

ingly fast asleep.

iﬁo. Freda was scemingly talking to
herself as she slepi. i

Babs and her chums, hurriedly un-
dressing, heard her muttered words.
The mention of Eileen’s name made
Babs prick up her ears. The three girls
crept-over to Freda's bed.

Still she went on ta[king in her sleep.

“Berve her right. Don’t like Eileen.
All right now. Hidden in cave. Never
find her. Old coastguard’s hut—"
And Freda's lips parted as if, in her
dreams, she were chuckling at the plight
of Eileen Hunter.

And Baba & Co. were chuckling, too—
smiling at each other in the darkness.

From Irveda's eown lips they had
learned the whereabouts of their kid-
napped friend.

t scemed too good, too marvellous, to

be true.

But it wasn't true!

Freda had been shamming.

And Babs & Co. were soon to walk
blindly into ihe trap which Burgin had
prepared for them.

Lurking Peril

il

“ EADY, Mahs®"

rather !

* And you, Clara ©*
*Ready and waiting, Babs.”

“Then off we go!”

And Barbara Redfern, wheeling her
bieyele down the drive of Drere Manor,
led the way out into Friardale Lane.

1t was . the following morning—a

lorious morning of sunshine, which was

ccoming brighter . with ecvery passing
minute. But the sun was still low on
the eastern horizon, and far away to
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the west the dawn shadows had yet to
disperse. .

espite the fact that it had been after
one o’clock when the chums finally went
to sleep, they had awakened soon after
the breaking of dawn. aon

ow it was barely Lalf-past five as
they set out from Drere Manor, bound
for the little fishing village of Pegg, all
sleepiness driven away by the thoughts
that soon they would be searching for
their friend who had been kidnapped.
hoping—hoping that they would find
her, never dreaming that they were
being lured on a false trail.

The early morning air was deliciously
sweet, invigoratingly keen. But that
swift ride to the coast scon had the
bleed coursing warmly through their
veins, sgon brought the flush of radiant

health to their cheeks

“Do you remember any caves near
the old coastguard’s hut?” asked Mabs
suddenly.

But adventurous Tomboy Clara was

the expert on that subject. There were
very few caves along the coast between
Pegg and Sarmouth that Clara had not
explored since going to ClfA House
Bchool.
“There’s. one_that I know of,” she
volunteered. “You ecan't get to it from
the shore at all; it burrows into the
cliff some distance up And - there's
only a small opening, although actually
the cave itself is large, and gocs hack
a long way. It joins up with a number
of others, teo. Jolly marvellous, you
now !”

Babs' prefty face was et in an un-
usnally serious mould, but the had to

laugh.

"srhsnks. expert! Talk about an
encyclopedia ! Anything else?”

“Well, yes! Clara’s grin faded.
“Tt occurs ta me that Eileen might ba
hidden_in any one of those caves, and
i]t’s going to take us hours to look for

er.

“Lucky we've come so early, then,”
Babs said. “But we’re going to search
if it takes all day—lessons or no lessons !
There’ll be trouble, of course; but—"
“Blow trouble!” exclaimed Clara.
Ve've got to Bnd Eileen! I suggest
we take the cliff road, Babs. It's easier
climbing down ihat cliff than up it to
the cave I

So the chums arrived at Pegg by the
cliff road, and, reaching the ~derelict
coastguard’s hut—long since abandoned
in favour of a stronger one built farther
along the coast—dismounted from their
bicyeles.

By now the sun was higher in the
sky. The sca, blue and tranquil, shim-
mered in the golden rays. But Bahs &
Co. hardly paused to admire the
beauties of that perfect May morning.

“Off comes my mac!” decided Clara.
“It'll only get in the way, and I'm as
warm as toast already.”

The chums left their bikes and macs
hidden in a thick d"mi of gorse which
grew near by. Then they went to the
edge of the clif and, looking down,
surveyed the descent. i i

Tt was not going to be an casy climh.
The cliff at this particular spot, while
not sheer, was steep and rocky. But
Clara had made the descent before, and
now she led the way.

Nobody was in sight as, one by ene,
the chums scrambled over the edge of
the clif and slithered down a narrow
channel worn in the powdery rock.

The path bhecame steeper, more pre-
cipitous, morve difficult; they lad to
grope for footholds while hapging on
insecurely by their hands, ?
_ Soon they were hot and dusty, stoek-
ings_and slips were torn. But doggedly,
cautiously they slithered, crawled,
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wriggled their way down, scrambling
round and over the boulders.
At last they came to an outjutting
ledge of rock. Even Clara, athletic
energetic as she was, in the pink of
condition as befitted her position of
sports captain of the Fourth Form, was
out of breath.
“Just have a little breather here!”

she panted. “Dut not far mow—just
below this ledge— DMy hat, what’s
bappening ?”

The chums looked :J)warr{s. A
rlumbling roar had sounded from above
them.

Then Mabs gave a little scream.

“Look ! Those rocks!”

The rumabling grew louder. Pieces of
rock began to fall about them. Their
faces paled as they saw their terrible
danger. . i

In clambering down the cliff, they had
loosened a big boulder, which was now
hurtling down directly over the spot
where they stood, bringing with it other

chunks of r and loose stones,
causing & miniature landslide.

" Quick ! Dodge!” yelled Babs
frantically.

In one feeting glance round she had
seen a gully in the face of the cliff near
where they were standing. Babs pushed
her horrified chums into that gully, and
then the three girls pressed themselves
flat sgainst the rock.

All about them now was a thunder of
sound, the crash of the boulders as they
hurtled down the side of the cliff. The
air was full of dust and flying stones.
Babs & Co, found their view blotted
out by thc tumbling mass of rock,
deafencd, blinded, struck by fragments.

But the main fall of boulders missed
them and went crashing down to the
shore. The danger was over, and
Babs & Co. breathed again.

Shakily, pale of face, they emerged
from their place of cover and stood
ereing each other, for the moment
unable to speak.

“ Phew |” whistled Clara at last.
“That was a narrow squeak !” i

ble 1

rumbling sound. The chums swung
round in alarm, at the same moment
switching out their torches.

The blackness of the cave shut down
upon them instantly. It was a black-
ness relieved by the small patch of day-
light which showed through the small
enirance.

By Hilda Richards '*

“It's & trap 1” eried Babs. “Oh,
But elready it was too late. There
was no exit from the cave now! The

opening had been blocked up by a
huge fauldcr!

The chums flung themselves at it,
pushing with ihe sirength of despera-

"OW that
in real
end to

in store for you. Tennis, swimming,
walking, and picnicking !
To make the very most of a picnic,

summer’s on the way
earnest, there ia mno
the out-of-doors joys

you should certainly prepare for it
in good time—for looking forward to
the great event is almost as enjoyable
as the picnio itself. .

So, naturally, this means that you
mustn’t be daunted by the weather.
but must be prepared for anything,
almost.

This is easy, of course, if the family
has a car, for a picnic eaten in suc
comfort, with the rain pattering all
around, is luxury indeed, and almost
as enjoyable as if taken out-of-doors.

CHOOSE YOUR SPOT
But if you're going to carry the picnic
with you, and take books and 8o on
as well, it’s most important to plan
your pienic spot more camfl.dllsﬁ"."e
The Zoo is an excellent pl when
her is doubtful, for here you’ll find

“Too narrow to be f
gulped Babs.

“1 didn't think it was going to miss
us 1” Mabs panted.

It was some few minutes before
Babs & Co. had recovered from the
shock and were able to continue their
descent.  But now they went even more
cautiously, fearing to disturb _the
boulders, and so start another landslide.

And then they reached the cave. As
Clara had said, its entrance was small—
50 mslﬁmﬁcant as hardly to be noticed
from the shore at all.

“We must go carefully!” warned
Babs, producing a torch from the pocket
of her blazer. “Might be somebody
guarding Eileen. Keep your eves and
ears open, girls !”

Bending low, they crawled through
the opening, along a sinall tunnel, and
became aware in the darkness of the
cave looming vastly before them. They
stopped and listened, ears on the alert,
eyes straining through the blackness.

Babs switched on the torch.

Now ther saw the cave—amazingly
large after its small entrance. The
beamn of the torch flashed round, play-
ing on the uneven walls of solid rack.

*No trace of Eileen here 1" whispered
Babs, anxiety gnawing at her heart
now. i

They penctrated deeper into the cave.
Mabs and Clara had switched on their
torches, &nd three powerful beams of
white ]1ght ecut through the Stygian
blackness, flashing this way and that,
searching, searching.

Still no sign of Lileen.

And then—— Then, for the second
time that morning, they heard a

plenty of cover and dry seats. To
picnic at some ruing is another good
spot if rain is likely.

But if the weather's fine and dry,
and shows every indication of re-
maining so, then, of course, there’s no
end to the places where you can pienic,
and you won't need to take so much
luggage, either.

Having chosen your spot, you should
‘make for there as soon as you get off
the train or bus. Then you can dump
your burdens and go off exploring—
and to work up an appetite.

PREPARING A PICNIC IS FUN

Preparin, Ttha picnie should be almost
as enjoyable as eating it. If you’re
going with a chum, why not ask her
round to your house to help you with
it ?

Perhaps she'll bring some tomatoes
and cucumber and f{ruit, while you
provide the other things.

If you make meat or meat-paste
sandwiches, remember that a slice of

MAKE THE MOST
OF
Picnic DAvs

Long days out of doors are so good
for you. They’re fun too—especially
if you take a picnic with you !

tomato or some lettuce added will keep
it beautifully moist and fresh.

Fresh fruit makes an excelient
*“ second course,” but if you're feeling
in_a particularly original mood, you
might take jellies with you-instea

llow these to set either in your
‘picnic cups or in those containers the
cream comes in. (You can buy these
very, very cheaply if mother doesn’t
save hers.)

On a very special occasion picnie—
perhaps when you're taking the people
next door—it’s & lovely idea to make a
thres-course picnic. )

How do you like the idea of startinﬁ
off with some hot soup—or some col
soup if the weather’s very hot? A
great luxury this sounds, doesn’t it ?

DELICIOUS LUXURIES

It's just as easy to pack as tea, for
all you have to do is to pop the son
into a thermos flask—where it will
keep hot or cold, according to its
temperature when you do o !

Cream is another luxury that lots
of people think is too mueh trouble to
take on a picnic—when actually it
isn't at all And you must mit
that bananas with cream can make the
most ordinary meal into a banquet,
almost.

Pour the cream from the carton into
a small bottle which has firat n
thoroughl¥ rinsed with boiling water.

(Here, I must just give you a tip
on how to prevent glass and china
from eracking when coming in contact
with boiling water. Just place a spoon
or knife, or even a metal skewer into
the article before pouring the water in,
and you'll find no disasters will follow.)

Clothes for the picnioc need not be
taken too seriously. A simple frock,
or jersey and skirt, or shorts are quite
the best, for you don't want fo be
worrying overjeasy-to-crease organdie,
or precious ail

A hat must certainly be included
in case the sun turns very hot after

our picnic when you're wanting to

ze, and a bottle of oil of lavender
is a boon indeed in case of insect bites.

But that patch of light was growing
smaller, as though it were being
obscured by some object.” Fear flooded
Babs' heart suddenly, unaccountably.
She rushed forward, with Mabs and
Clara close at her heels. .

The rumbling sound continued, and
before their eyes the chums saw that
patch of light becoming ever smaller.
Homething was being rolled in front of
the entrance to the cave.

tion; but even their combined efforts
failed to move that lump of rock.

It had taken two powerful men all
their time to roll the boulder into
position. It would take at least four
schoolgirls to dislodge it—and Babs &
Co. were only three.

A mocking laugh came to the ears of
the chums, now prisoners in the cave.

“Let us outl” yelled Babs. “You
beasts, let us out—"



W
12 “The Menace of the Manor”
Again the laugh, and then slithering
footsteps.  The iwo men were leaving

the Cliffi House chums to their fate.

And Albert Burgin smiled with satis:
faction when the news was reported to
him—smiled that cruel smile of his
which had so alarmed Freda.

““That's settled them dratted, inter-
fering kids for a while I he said. “Of
course, we won't leave them there—but
I reckon they’ll be so scared when we
do release ’em that they’ll realise it
doesn’t pay to nose into my affairs,”

That was the rascally agent’s scheme—
to scare the chums, to prevent them’
from putting into action that idea he
had overheard them discussing.

Burgin had no wish to be followed, to
have his movements, particularly on
that day, observed. He was planning
something big—somcthing that wonld
have appalled Freda had she knos
was nnxed up in such a shady business

While back in fhe cave Babs & Co.
wera realising, with dismay, that they
had walked into a trap. Realised, to0,
that they wera not likely to find Eiloen
Hunter in cavern in which they
themselves were now prisoners,

And mingled with the thoughts of
their own predicament were their fears
for Eileen's safety.

Where, then, had Eilcen been hidden ?

Cm’smn.\',\nos rEIGXED  in Drere
Manor,
The Fourth Form of CLiff House was

in a panic—a panic caused by the extra-

ordinary dizappearance of Barbara
Redfern, Mabel Lynn, and Clara
Trevlyn.

They had been discovered missing
from their beds at rising-bell, They had
not arrived for breakfast or for lesson=

Then dinner-time—and still no signs
of the missm% girls, Even plump,
hungry Bessie Buuter losi her appetite
and could eat no dinner. Nobody ate
any dinner.

Bessie, loving Babs and Mabs, her
own particular chums, was distraught
with_anxiety for their safofy. Gentle
Marjorie ﬁ(nzeldem‘, Clara’s greatest
friend, was in tears,

That, something terrible had happened
to Babs & Co. the Fourth bad no doubts.
Hadu’t terrible things been happening
ever since they had come to Drere
Manor? ~

And Freda Ferviers, knowing the
tyuth, carning the mowey which had
been promised her by her rascally uncle,
played on those fears.

“They must have been kidnapped !
she told the Form. ‘“That's it—they've
been kidnapped I

“But—but why 1" asked Luey Morgan
tremulously.

“Why have all these queer things
been happening since we came to Drere
Manor ?” retorted Freda Ferriers.

“Oh dear!” moaned Marjorie.
wish I'd never secn this horrible house !

“Then why do we stay here?” Freda
uick to scize the opening thus

“Why don’t we protest and
demand to be taken away? Who knows, |
it wight be someone else’s turn 10 be
kidnapped next—me, or any one of us'”

Freda eould not have chosen her
words better., If the Fourth had been
nervous and jumpy before the dis-
appearance of Babs & Co., now they
Lecanie panie-stricken.

Even girls like Lydia Crossendale and
Rosa Rodworth and Diana Royston-
Clarke were becoming scared. While
they had pooh-hooed the idea that Drere
Manor might be baunted—as many of
the others were prepared to believe—
they had certainly suspected semething
“ fishy * about the queor happenings in
the old house.

’

Now, however, with thrce of their
Formn-fetlows vanished without word or
cxplanation, they were beginning to
realise that Drere Manor must be the
centre of some mysterious but-desperaie
plot. How clse could it be explained?

The possibility that Babs & Co. had
been kidnapped was quite feasible, And
Rosa and i rdia and Diana, being the
daughters of wealthy parents, began to
fear that that fate might overtake them.

Kidnapping persons and holding them

"HALLO! HALLO!

DIANA  SPEAKING !

YOU'LL SEE ME IN THE LIME-
LIGHT BEFORE LONG1"

to ransom was not unknown, even in
England. And so fear stalked through
the ranks of the Fourth Form. There
was still no sign of the missing girls
when _afternoon lessous began. But
lessons were a farce.

The Fourth was a bundle of nerves.
At any moment they expected some
fresh disaster to overtake ome of their
number. )

Miss  Charmant, distressed and
worried more than she cared to admit
even to herself, left Dulcia Fairbrother
in charge of the class and hurried to
her study.

She telephoned Miss Primrose at CLIfF
Iouse. Once already that moruing she
had communicated with the head-
mistress, reporting the absence of
Babs & Co. Aliss Primrose, thinking
that perhaps the chums had broken
bounds, refusing to take a more serious

view of the matier at that stage, had not,

been unduly concerned.: ’

But she was_alarmed now.

“You say Barbara and Mabel and
Clara ave still absent, Miss Charmang 7>
she said over the telephone. “This is
serious. What can have happened to
them??

T only wish I knew, }
replied “the Fourth ‘orm  mistress
worriedly. *“But the rest of the Fourth
are in a state of extreme agitation.
They arve completely unable to do
lessons.  The disappearance of these
three girls has come as a climax to the
many other peculiar things which have
been happeninghere. 5uite frankly,
Miss Primrose, I'm very soery we ever
came to Drere Manor, It scems absurd
on the face of it, but I must confess that
I feel most uncomfortable here. ere
uul]s_ls be ]? reason for all these extra-
ordinary happenings.

“Good gracions! What do you miecan,
Miss Charmant I

Miss Primrose,”
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“I mean, Miss Primrose, that some-
body—who, I have not the slightest idea
—dges not want us at Drere Manor.
Aud, as a_result, the girls arc being
victimised .
_“But—but—oh, that seems impos-
sible I” replied the headmistress sharply.
Impossible or not, Miss Primrose,”
d the Fourth Form mistress,
“the fact remains that three girls have
unaccountably disappeared. I do not say

hing ious has happened to them
1cerely hope not—but it is all

1 The morale of the
v flered severely since
coming to Dvere Manor, and I earnestly
ask you fo consider removing us from
here—either back to Cliff House or, ii
that is impossible, to fresh quarters,”

*Why, Miss Charmant1” The head-
mistress was startled by the gravity of
her under mistress’ tone. *Please
give me time to think it over. Natuyr-
ally, -my first concern is for the girls’

welfare.  But 1 cannot help feeling
you are perhaps exaggerating the
sitnation, Miss Charmant, You will

vemember that when 1 came over to
Drere Manor the other day, I myseli
was a victim of one of these supposed
scares, and the culprit proved to be
Sarah Harrigan, one of my own pre-
fects. However, in view of what you
have said, I _shall certainly consider
remaeving the Fourth inte new quarters.
I will let you know my deeision later
during the aftermoon.”

*Thank you, Miss Primrose !”

“In the meantime, please make in-
quiries vegarding Barbara and the
other missing givls. I will do the same.
You will, of course, report to
nnmediately they return.”

The conversation came to an .end,
and  Miss  Charmant hung up the
receiver,

She felt a liitle more assured in mind
now. She was glad she had spoken ‘so
firmly. to the headmistress. And_she
heped with all her heart that = Miss
Primrose would aecede to her request—
that. the Fourth should leave Drere
Manor. i

And Albert Burgin was jubilant—so
were the men with him in one of the
sceret  passages of the old house
Burgin had listened in to that conversa-
tion between the mistresses by tapping
the telephone wires. His scheming was
having effect at last. He reckoned iv
would not be long now before Drere
Manbr was empty and deserted—which
it had got to be if he were to carry out
the daving project he was even then
planning.

AREE BEaM3 of light cut through the

darkness.
“AMy hat! Here's: another cave,
Babs!” And Clara Trevlyn's voice

cchoed hollowly.

“Coodness! But they’re never cul-
ing.” That was Mabel Lynn.

*The point is—where are they lead-
ing us?”’

Barbara Redfern sounded worried;
and she was worried.

The three chums were somewhere in
ihe depths of the cliff—prisoners still.

Finding it impossible to remove the
huge boulder which had entrapped
them in that first cave, they had pene-
trated deeper and deeper into what
had proved to he a series of subter-
ranean vaults.

Never a trace of Eileen Hunter had
they found, and by now it was only
too clear that, wherever her captors
had taken her, she was not hidden in
these caves. Already, it scemed, they
had been exploring for miles, and it
was not feasible that she would be
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imprisoned so far away from the cave
entrance.

Cave after cave they had passed
through, and now set. another loomed
ahead of them in the glow of the three
torches. =

But what Mabs and Clars did not
scem to realise—and Babs did—was the
possibility of their becoming lost in this
vast stretch of rocky caverns.

Only one faint hope had driven Babs
on, otherwisc she would never have
penetrated so deep into the labyrinth.
As far as she could work it out, at first
the caves had definitely swung round
at an angle. which meant, if Babs had
not mistaken her bearings, that they
van practically parallel with the sea-

shore. . .
And the Form captain was hoping
desperately  that  there might be

another exit to the series of caverns
farther along the coast. i

So the chums pressed on. The silence
seemcd to weigh down on them—a
dreadful silence that was as awe-inspir-
ing as Nature's work in forming this
remarkable labyrinth at the time of
some voleanic upheaval thousands of
years ago.

It was cold. too. but the chums did
not rotice that in the extremity of their
predicament—in the bitterness of their
feelings as they realised that Freda
Ferriers, one of their own school
fellows, musr have deliberately led
them into this trap—perhaps not giving
thought to the possible conseguences,
but at least luring them falsely to the

cave.

_Buddeniy Babs stopped, sniffing the
&IT.

“My hat! It's getting fresher!”
exclaimed excitedly. .

Mabs and Clara noticed it, too. At
times the atrosphere had been dank to
a degree that made them cough. Now
it was definitely becoming sweeter, and
Babs could fee! a slight current of air
blowing into her face.

“Then that means we must be get-
ting mear an opening in the cliff 1 said
Clara eagerly. “Come on! Let's
hustle, as Leila would say. My giddy
sunt, I've had enough of caves to last
me a lifetime 1"

Now the chums moved forward more
swiftly.  Babs glanced at her wrist-
watch, and saw that it was past noon.
They had been prisoners in the caves
for more than five hours.

Five hours wasted when they had
wanted to scarch for Eileen—when time

she

meant eversthing. Perhaps alrcady
Mr. Hunter, fearful for his daughter’s
safety, had acceded to Burgin's
demands.

“Oh, look—look !"" It was Mabs, her
veice thrilling with joy.

Ahead of them now the chums saw
an opening in the darkness of the cave
—saw the blue sky and sea merging
beyond. Freedom lay before them.
Bobs' faint hope had been justified.
The ecaves, cutting réghc through the
interior of the cliff, had another
entrance farther along the shore.

The chums broke into a run now,
and two minutes later they were dash-
ing out on to the shingled beach.

“Cheers I” shouted Clara. *We'll
show that brute Burgin what Cliff
What mnow,

House girls can dol
Babs 7

% Better get back to Drere Manor,”
said Babs. _ “There’ll be an awful
rumpus. e've missed lessons;
achieved nothing, and goodness knows
what will happen! Let's see! Where
are we?”

“Why, there’s Monk’s Folly!” ex-
elaimed Maba,

Monk's Folly, the old ruined tower

which the Clif House chums knew so
well, stood outlined at the top of the
cliff a little farther on. Situated
nearer Sarmouth than Pegg, the chums
now realised just how far they had
come through the caves to reach this
spot.

“Come on!” cried Babs. “We'll
take the path to the top of the cliff,
catch a bus along to Pegg and pick
up our bikes, and then fly back to
Drere Manor.”

But even as the Form captain began
running along the beach she stopped
again, A figure had emerged irom
Monk’s Folly—the figure of a girl,
wearing a Chiff House blazer and hat.

“Freda !” exclaimed Babs.

She stared in_ astonishment. She
knew she had made no mistake. Freda
Ferriers it was who had emerged from

Monk's Folly. But what had Freda
been doing in the ruined tower?
Why——

The answer came to Babs in a flash.

It made her catch her breath; made
her blue eyes sparkle as the - sea
sparkled in the sunshine.

Could it be possible that Eilcen
Hunter “was a prisoner in. Monk's
Folly?

Al Monk's Folly

4
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ruins, until only the tower was left
standing. But beneath the ground, still
in a good state of preservation, were
dungeons, some of them only reached
by secret passages which many of the
Clif House girls, durin frequent
explorations, had discovered.

ery few pcople ever entered the
tower. Villagers regarded it as a place
of evil omen, and avoided it. Holiday-
makers would not be likely to find their
way down into the secret dungeons.

And Freda, already concerned in the
mystery of Drere Manor, which had
resulted in the kidnapping of Eileen
Hunter, had just visitéd Monk's Folly.

To Babs’ mind it seemed that here
wos a connecting link. Eileen Hunter
might or might not be hidden there, but
to make a search of the place was the
obvious thing to do.

. Mabs and Clara_were regarding her
in puzzlement. They could see that
their leader was excited.

“What's excitement, Babs?”
asked Clara. “And, I say, that was
Freda. What the dickens has she been
dolzg in Monk’s Folly 7"

“0Oh, don't you see?” cried Babs.
“Eileen might be hidden there!
Quickly, we must make a search—and
let’s hope we find her this time”

And Babs raced towards the path
which led up the cliff. It took her
chums about two seconds to grasp what
the captain had said, and then they,
too, were ing up the beach.

the

ABS’ thoughts raced in the few
moments that she watched Freda
Ferriers hurrying away from the
old tower and then disappear

from view beyond the cliff.

Monk’s Follv was an ideal place in
which to hide a prisoner. Once a
castle, it had gradually fallen into

EILEEN'S father was_distraught.

you, she has vanished ! "
** Gone—kidnapped | '

to the top of the clifi they
scrambled, their breath coming in tor-
tured gasps, Another rush to Monk’s
Tolly. Then they were inside. running
down the stone steps which led below.
“B8he’'ll be in the dungeons, if she's
a.z;i;where 1” Babs panted. “Eileen!
Eileen 1"
Mabs and Clara took up the shout.

t “1 tell
e panted.
In stunned silence,

Babs & Co. heard his words. So this was the
plotters’ latest move !
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“HKileen ! Are you here?”

They did not hear any reply.

Reaching a stone-flagged passage,
Babs pressed her fool cn one of the
slabs of stone flush with the wall, and a
section of the floor swung downwards
on_ ereaking hinges, to reveal a stecp
flight of steps. This was the way down
to the deeper dungcons of the ruined
castle.

“Eileen ”  shouted
switching on her torch.

And this time there came a reply—
faint, but unmistakably in the voice of
their missing friend.

“Bavrbara I
‘They traced the voice to a dungeon
at the farther cnd of the passage. It
was the work of moments to liit_the
bar which protected the iron-studded
oak door. They burst into the dungeon
—and there was Eilcen Hunter, rushing
towards them,

“Qh, thank goodness you've come!”
She almost wept in her excitement.
“What marvellous friends you are!”

Tho dungeon was illumiated by a
storm lantern,  Eileen had not been
badly treated, for there was a chair and
a box to act as a table, There had
been books for her to read, and Freda
had brought her some {food, she
explained.

“But what's it all mean?” she asked.
“Why was I' kiduapped? Freda said
something about an ultimatum——"

Swiitly Babs told her the facts of the

situation.

“Pear, dear daddy!” wmurmured
Eileon huskily. “Thinking of me like
that when he knows he simply can't
afford to have the manor empty—and
when we're certein that his father’s for-
iune must be hidden there somewhere.
Babs, do you think we're too late to stop
him 2*

Babs smiled.

“We must let
that you're safe,

Babs again,

him know somehow
Eileen,” she said.

«“He was going io see Miss Primrose
thiar morning, but perhaps be’ll wait a
while,

hoping youll turn up. Let's

hurry back to Friardale, but first we'll
telephone your father.”

And so, with Eilcen happily safe and
unharmed, they all hurried away from
AMonk’s Tolly. On SBarmouth pro-
menade they found a tclephone-box;
but when Iileen phoned through to
Willow Cottage there was vo reply,

Then Babs phoned to Clilf House, but
Stella Stone, answering her, said that
Miss Primrose had set ecul for Drere

“Oh, goodness!” groaned Babs
“Well, it’s us for Drere Manor at full
speed ahead, and may we be in time
to stop your father mecting Drimmy,
Eileen 1

And, by a stroke of luck they were,
For, after a heciic race on buses—there
was no time to return to Pegg and
fetch their bicycles—they had almost
reached Drere AManor when, wonder of
wonders, they saw Mr. Hunter, wheel-
ing himself along the pavement in his
invalid-chair.

_“Daddy P cried Eileen joyously.

AMr. Hunter could hardly believe his
eves when he saw his daughter. They
were moist as he gathered his daughter
in his arms.

“QOh, Eilcen—Eileen !
right, child7”

“Yes, daddy. But—but have you
scen Miss Primrose yet?”

“No, I was told that I should find
her at Drere Manor, and I was just
going along to see her now. But, o
course, this ‘alters everything., You're
safe, and Burgin's liitle scheme has
come unstuck, een, was it Burgin
who kidnapped you?”

“I never saw, Daddy. I was leaving
Drere Manor this morning, and walk-
ing down the drive, when someone
sprang out of the bushes and caught me
from ind. Something was fastened
over my head, and then—well, I don’t
know what happened. But I found
myself a prisoner at Monk’'s Folly, and
I 'still should be if Barbara and her
friends hadn’t rescued me.”

Are you all

through each thread a length of
coloured wool or thick embroidery
silk.

OTHER USES, TOO!

you have a frock that’s perfectly
sweet, but would be the
sweeter for a little originality

IF

i trimming, I've got the very idea
for you. 4
Three buttons is the secret. Ah,

you say, but I don’t want to go to
the shop and spend my precious
pocket-money just on ornamental
buttons—not with all the ice-cream
about and bolidays to save up for!

SO VERY SIMPLE!
Well, you ncedn’t! Just three of

the plainest buttons are required,
whether from father’s old pyjamas,
sister’s blouse, mother’s old tweed

gkirt, or your own disearded coat.

Buttons So Bouwp

Buttons con be decorative as well as
useful these days.

it 7 But if you look very closely at
the
tumble to the way it's done—
especially when I explain just to
make quite, quite sure. N

holes of the button, and pull the ends
of the wool or cotton te the front of it.
There tie it in a droopy little bow.

froek in the ordinary way, concealin
your stitches underneath the wool
decoration.

simple, would you ? And don’t forget
that this is a notion you can use on
coats as well as hats, for
trimming that's so simple, it's suit-
able for any garment! [

And the plainest
buttons at that, too !

Sounds almost impossible, doesn’t

icture here, I think you'll soon

Take the three buttons, and

Stick this through both or the four

Now sew the buttons to your

You'd never believe it was so

it’s a
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Mr. Hunter smiled, his eyes swim-
wing with gratitude.

“Aren’t they - wol rful  girls,
Eileen?”?” he asked huskily,  “They
seem to be our mascots—and saviours!”

“Wait until we find that money, Mr.
Hunter 1 grinned Clara.

“And you wil), too, if I know any-
thing of you,” said the man. “And
when you do—well, we’ll have & slap-up

celebration.  But come, KEileen. Let
us go home—"

“And let us return to be lined, gated,
detained, and goodness knows what !
Czl'?l‘k[ (li Babs, “See you later,
Lileen

And the chums bade good-bye to their
friends, and walked on to Drere Manor
T'hem to find many shocks awaiting
them.

6% Bsnmm. I am very displeased with
you.”

That was Miss Charmant—and never
before had Babs & Co. known their
prefty mistress to be so angry.

There had been a tremendous sensa-
tion when the chums walked into Drere
Manor. Afterncon lessons had been
abandaned by Miss Charmant’s orders
—she had seen that the girls would
never attend to them, and that work, in
the circumstances, was out of the
question.

Over the House and the Fourth Form

f had hung an atmosphere of nervous

tension, as though everybody were wait-
ing for something dreadful to happen.

And then the missing chums had
avrived. They had found themselves
bombarded with questions, abruptly
interrupted as Miss Charmant hurried
over to them. Sympathetic and anxious
the mistress had been at first. Bus
anxiety had quickly vanished when she
heard the story they had to tell her.

In the privacy of her study, the
Charmer regarded the chums sternly.
Babs & Co. were startled at the sensa-
tion their absence had caused—and the
situation was made all the more difficult
because they dared not tell their
beloved mistress the full truth.

Out of fairness to Eileen and her
father they could not explain matters
fully. Nor did Babs wish to implicate
Freda Ferriers, trickster though that
girl was. To have told Miss Charmant
about Freda’s part in the affair would
have earned heavy punishment for the
Ferret.

Babs was very distressed as she saw
how upset the mistress was.

“I—I'm sorry, Miss Charmant,” she
said unhappily. “But we did not mean
to miss lessons. We—we just went down
to Pegg early this morning before
rising-bell to—to explore the caves there,
vou know. We fully intended to hbe

ack in time_for class. And then we—
we lost ourselves in the caves—"

“I see!” Miss Charmant’s voice was
still grim.  “While your Form-fellows
and I were worried abont your absence,
fearing that you had fallen into some
danger, you were just exploring caves.
Perhaps you don’t realise the anxiety
your foolish breaking of bounds has
caused all of us. There have already
been too many peculiar happenings in
this place which have upset the girls,
and vet vou three must nceds add te
their fears by this escapade.”

She pansed while the chums shuffled
uncomforiably, crimson and dismayed.
It hurt them to receive such a_lecture
from the mistress they loved—who, had
she known the truth, had they dared tell
her the truth—wou'd have been the first
to understand. But they could nok; they
nuist suffer this reprimand—for Eileen's
sake.
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to wheel in sudden terror.

“We—we're awfully sorry, Miss
Charman * blurted out Clara, not
knowing quite what else to sav. .

“Of course you are—now !’ said Miss
Charmant. *You have been foolish
and thoughtless—I am bitterly disap-
pointed in all three of you—-"

She broke off as there came & tap at
the door. Dulcia Fairbrother, ghe Sixth
IForm prefect, who was assisting Miss
Charmant in her duties at Drere AManor,
entered, Dulcia was Jooking grave.

“Miss Charmant,” she said
agitatedly, “Freda Ferriers is missing
now !”

“Dulcia 1" .

“ At least, she’s overdue in returniug,
Miss Charmant,”’ Dulcia went on. *
gave her a special pass during dinner,
but she said she would be returning by
half-past one. It is now half-past three,
and there is no sign of Freda.

Babs stared at the prefect in amaze-
ment.,

“But we saw Freda at Pegg—it
would then be soon after twelve,” the
Form captain volunteered.

“Goodness gracious !” Miss Charmant
was both alarmed and angry. * What
is coming over the girls of the Fourth
Form? First these three are absent,
and now Freda is overdue. I think
there must be some unlucky emen about
this house, Thank you for reporting
the matter, Dulcia. T suppose there is
no reasen Jo become alarmed yet—but,
really, matters are becoming most
nerve-racking. I only hope I have sue-
ceeded in convincing Miss Primrose to
take us away from Drere Manor[”

Dulcia withdrew from the room.
Babs & Co. followed her dismally a
few minutes later, after Miss Charmant
had said that they would be detained
for the next month, and giving them
each five hundred lines to write,

But the chums were not thinking of
their punishment as they walked slowly
up the stairs to their study. What had
happened to Freda? Why had she not
returned to Drere Manor 7

And Miss Charmant had said that the
headmistress was considering the advis-
ability of taking the Fourth Form away
from the house, That was a disturbing
thought,

How could they help Eileen and her

ominous rumbling caused the chums
And they
saw a great boulder being rolled in front of the
cave mouth. Their only way of exit was cut off.

father if they were no. longer at Drere
Manor?

How could they scarch for the money
which would mean so much to their
friends and which there was little
doubt now must be hidden somewhere
in the building?

“Goodness, what a blow !” muitered
Babs. *If we leave here, Burgin will
have the run of the place—he’ll be
able to step in before us and find the
money I

Clara and Mabs saw that, too. Think-
ing that Burgin was also after the for-
tune which had been hidden by Eileen's
grandfather, they were convinced that
that was his reason for wanting the Clifl
House girls to leave Drere Manor.

Little did they suspect his real motive
—far more sinister and tremendous
than the desire to obtain that money |

The trio reached their study, went in,
and found a visitor awaiting them—
none other than Eilcen Hunter! She
jumped up excitedly from her chair as
the chums entered.

“Why, Eileen,” exclaimed Babs, sur-
prised fo sec her friend, “I thought
vou'd gone home !

“Babs. 1 did, bhut—" TFEileen's
cheeks crimsoned with excitement, her
lnl'ge brown eyes were dancing pools.
“I've made a wonderful discovery!
Just listen to this1”

All wondering eagernecss, Babs & Co.
listened while Eileen rushed on in &
thrilled voice.

“Daddy has sacked Burgin as his
agent. He had the letter with him
when_we met him., I took it along to
Burgin’s office while daddy waited out-
side; he couldn’t geié up the steps, you
know, being in his chair.”

“Burgin sacked 1’ Babs sounded just
a little wondering,  “But—but what's
this discovery ?”

Eileen laughed.

“Listen! I'm coming to that now.
When I got outside his office I heard
Lim talking on the telephone, so natur-
ally 1 waited, and I heard him mention
Drere Manor.”

I
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Babs began to look interested now.

“Yes, go on! hat did he say ”

“He said "-—Eileen almost stuttered
in her eagerness—* that if he played his
cards well, the kids—that's you,” she put
in, with a little laugh—"would be gone
by to-night. ’s arranged to meet,
someone at niidnight in the underground
voom, he said; and, Babs, he went on to
say that they'd get together the plans,
and they’d get the stuff out to-night.”

The chums whistled.

“My giddy aunt!” exclaimed Clara,
and there was a dismayed expression on
her face. ‘“Then that— that means—"

“That they've found the other half of
the letter written by your grandfather,”
said Mabs.

Babs groaned.

*Oh, Eileen, there must be a plan of
the hiding place attached to that other
half and Burgin’s got it. And he said
they’'d get the stuff out to-nighi?
Goodness ! That means he’s either found
the money already, or is going lo search
for it to-night.”

Eileen, however, laughed excitedly.

But, Babs, don't you see? We'll be
here; \\'e_'ll lie in wait for Burgin and
follow hju'“ down to the underground

room:

“Aly hat! Ves!” Babs' blue eyes
were blazing now, “And you mear he'll
lead us straight to where the money is
hidden #”

“Yes. that's it! Barbara, you will
help? And you, Clara? And Mabel

“Rather I came a chorus.

“T'1l meet you at the gates at half-
past cleven, before Burgin arrives,”
went on Eileen: “then we'll hide and
wait for him. Will that be all right?
Can you manage it without getting into
trouble 7

“Trouble or not, we're coming 1"
Clara grimly

“We'll be
Mabs together.

And Eileen, flashing them a grateful
smile, went, while Babs & Co. eagerly
discussed their plans for outwitiing
Burgin.

* said

there!” said Babs and
|
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But then came the -hock—the crushin,
blow which threatened to shatter al
their hopes.

Jiss Primrose arrived at Drere
Nanor, and after she had been closeted
with Miss Charman® for half an hour
every girl in the Fourth Form was sum-
mened into the Common-room.

Chere M Primrose addressed them,
and her ds struck dismay into the
hearts of the chums.

For in a few terse words she an-
nounced that the Fourth would return
to Cliff House that evening. She felt
bound to teke thic step owing to the
report she had received from Miss Char-
mant that the girls were not comfort-
able at Drere Manor

Though the reconstruction of the
Yourth Form quarters was not yet
finished at Clif House. the Fourth
would be accommodated with other
Torms temporarily. It would be incon-
venient and eramped, but, in the cir-
cumstances, this could not be avoided.

The girls were to pack their things and
be ready to depart immediately after

tea. ;

The Fourth were jubilant. The an-
nouncement was greeted with cheers—
except by Babs & Co.

Babs was almost frantic, Leaving
Drerc Manor when. that night, it had
seemed that success would be in their
grasp—when Burgin would be defeated,
and the money which meant so much to
Eileen and her father would be found.

In blank dismay the Co. looked at
each other. What now for their fine
hopes and promises?

Fileen was relying on them, and they
could not let her down—they would not
let her down!

But it meant breaking bounds from
Cliff House, when already they were
under sentence of detention. Discovery

would result in instant expulsion, but
the risk must be taken for the sake of
Eileen and her father !

END OF THIS WEEE'S STORY.
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SUCCESS?

FAILURE—OR

HAT a blow it is to the chums’

hopes of aiding Eileen !
when

very moment

In the

SucCcess seecms

“within their grasp they are ordered
to return to Cliff House.

But Babs and Co. are not the ones
to let such difficulties daunt them,

when so much
next

is at stake,
Saturday’s vivid

and in
long complete

mystery and adventure story you will
read how they tackle the problem of
finding the fortune and bowling out
the rascally Burgin.

On no account miss this grand tale,
in. which Babs, Mabs, and Clara all
play such dramatic parts. It is entitled :
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TWO
NOVELTY
NOTIONS
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OU don’t need to save up for =
birthday or any other extra-
special occasion beforc you can
afford to give this little present,

because it costs simply nothing !

Tt is a milk clock that can be placed
outside with the milk bottles to inform
the milkman just how much milk to
leave, without mother having to leave
notes when she goes shopping.

To begin with cut a circle of card-
board about the size of a large saucer.
A discarded cork dinner mat can be
used instead of cardboard if you like.
Choose a brightly coloured paint from
your paintbox, and write clearly the
word **Nomne ” in the tor centre, fol-
lowed by % pint, 1 pint, 1} pinta, until
you reach 3 pints, leaving an equal
space between each figure. Paint in the
amount first, with the word “pint ¥
underneath, so that it is quite clear.

Give vour clock a gaily colourad .
border of paint, then cut one slim hand,
paint the edge to match the border,
and when it is dry_fix it with a paper-
pin to the centre of the clock so that it
pivots easily.

Now write the words “Please leave ”
just above the haad, and put & drawing-
pin at the top—and your gift is ready
or mother,

ORANGE BASKETS

The bright yellow skin of a large
Jaffa orange will make the sweetest
little basket for salad or sweets.

Cut away thz upper portion of the
peel very neatly, leaving a broad centro
strip to represent o handle. Then very
carefully remove the fruit and as much
of the pith as you can without breaking
vour dainty basket. With a pair of
sharp scissors cut the top edge of the
basket into wee points, and then it is
ready for filling.

. If 'you use the basket for green salad,
ust arrange a few fresh green leaves of
ettuce around the edge, with sliced
tomato and hard-boiled egg resting on
a bed of watercress.

But if you want it for sweets, then
fill it with chopped orange jelly,
sErinkle_d with nuts, and dotted here and
there with a few bright scarlet tinned
cherries,

And if your baskets are for any extra-
special oceasion, do stand them on wee
paper doylies, and tie little bunches of
ribbon in the centre of their handles.



