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| "But little did Babs & Co.

| realise what an extra-

| ordinary raid it would
prove to be.

€ See this week's Fascinating
of the CLiff House Chums.)
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Grand LONG COMPLETE pre-holiday story telling what happened to Barbara Redfern & Co.
when a party of rival schoolgirls came to stay at Cliff House.

'The Girl They Shunned!

€ E'RE going to

WEEs = &

fun 1*
And Barbara

Redfern, the cheery and
popular  jumer captain  of
Cliff House Schoal, chuckled in deli-
cious anticipation, while her blue eycs
spariled merrily

“Rather, T » came a chorus from
the crowd of Fourth Formers assembled
by the doors of Big Hall

“we'll lead them a merry old
dance 1 laughed golden-haired Mabel
Lynn—Mabs, whose eily face was
fiushed with excitement, and who v
Babs chief lieutenant in Form affairs
and her greatest chum.

« What-ho 1 supported the Fourth
again in mnisos.

“Phere’ll be japes and rags ! grinned
June Merrett, the ¥ourth’s fun-loving
prankster.

S ¥est®

“Well lick them at hockey!” en-
thusiastically put in Clara Trevlyn, the
tomboyish junror games captain.

“We'll show them” shouted Rosa
Rodworth, “that the Fourth Form are
the top dogs, and no mistake about it1®

“Hear, hear I

“Tn fact,” chipped in Leita Carroll,
the Eton-cropped American junmior,
reckon these Courtfield duffers just
don’t know what they’ve landed them-
selves in for 1

“Ha, ha, ha!”

No doubt that the Fourth Form,

ALl righin of Bh lication are reserv:
and reprod 1;

38 pub! ed
uction is strictly forbidden.

“The missing bracelet ! '’ arose the amazed cry from the
pillow-fighters. And Clara Treviyn had found it in little Thelma
Grant’s pillow—the - Courtfield High School girl who was
under suspicion, in whom only Barbara Redfern believed !

spirited and beely, were guarters of the school—fortunately in a
8 and merriest of moods. separate wing of the building—had becn
bt that there was something guited.
in the wind to inspire such bubbling And as a rvesult, the Lower
excitement in the hearis of Babs snd had Found themselves without
her followers dormiteries, classrooms, or re
There was—not one, but tiko reasons. rooms. It had caused chaos at Court-
one thing it was nearly the vad ficld High fSchool.
n. At the end of that week Cliff Some of the girls had been accom-
would be *breaking wup,” and modated in other parts of the school
Every spare inch of space had  been
Christmas, with all its fun and utilised—and then x{l was found that
festivities and gaiety and its scasonable there was no possible room for .the
gooid cheer ! fifteen or so Fourth Formers who
Christmas—and  how  eagerly the boarded at Courtfield.
chums of the Fourth were looking for- Whereupon Miss Primrose, the kindly
ward to it. headmistress of CLff House, had come
But Christmas was mot for a day_or to the reseus SBhe had suggested 1o
two vet. In the meantime something Courtfield’s distracted Head that
quite unprecedented was ‘happening. the unaccommodated juniors should
That very afterncon Nellie Bremner come to Chiff House for the few days
o ey el High Schmelold °f feiT that remained, .
rivals of Babs & Co—wers coming to And so it had been arranged. Nellie
Ciifi Houso; not merely coming. but Bremner & Co. were to share sudies
staying—actually boarding at Chil “;’d (‘:{?‘I?;IO"”‘ "'I',“l Ll;’”“‘,iii""'("‘g“‘ }:"']|i
: Ciey] the Chi ouse Fourth. he Courthield
giz 3 mul the few remaining days of ’im" would lflufu ]i-;IOl!h? ﬁ;cnnddk'orxx
- = doremitory, little ores Essendon &
Tire at Courtbeld High School had (o moving in with Doris Redfern and
brought aboct this extracrdioary state jer satellites of the Upper Third.
of afTairs. Undeniably the arrangements were

Omnly yest it had happencd. going to make things crawded at Cliff
Babs and somee of her chums, Christmas House—espeeialty for Babs & Co. But
shopping in Courtfield, had sctually who cared? Certainly ibe Fourth
witnessed the fire, The entire junior didn’s
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LEvERY

They had heard the news with ]ublim
tion. Rivalry was ineviia le—and
rivalry was going to make the :s(-'fau a
grand lark and a boisterous prelude fo
the approaching Christmas festiv

Barbara Redfern now consulted her
dainty little wristlet-watch.

“Three o’clock,” she
“They should arriving
moment——"

Rut even as she spoke there came a
sound from the drive outside.

“Phat’s them !’ cried Clara ecagerly.
“That’s the coach "

Babs’ eyes danced.

“Come on, girls!” she exclaimed.

And led the rush out into the quad.
A large luxury coach had drawn up by

announced.
at any

be

tha steps, and already a stream of
shouting, laughing schoolgirls, wearing
the blue and white blazers of Courtfield,
were pouring out.

“Hallo, Babs! Hallo, everybody !
cried a merry voice, and there was
Nellie Bremner, the Courtfield Fourth

Form's cheery captain,

“Welcome, Lourthrld 17 caid Babs,
with a grin. “I sup » we must puL
up, with you duffers fm a few days.”

“Sez you! Don’t forget the tone we
shall bo adding to your Form now we're
l\("r' 1” countered Anita Wayne, another

£ Courtficld’s leading lights.

And then there came o yell from Leila
Carroll.

“What the Uncle
take a look at this, gir Rall up, roll
up for the world’s funni show ! Here
it is—Courtfield’s newest pupil 1"

m—— Oh, gese,

Cliff House looked—and t’l(n Cliff
Efouse howled.
In the act of descending fmm the

coach was a tall, dark-haired givl, and

was a small, brown-haired
Solemnly he clutched the
girl's hand with ono hairy paw, gibber-
ing volubly as he strutted along like
some aw kward human being
“My hat!” chuckled June Merrett.
“One of your relations, Nellie?”
“Don’t be silly!” retorted the Court-

beside  her
chimpanzec.

field captain. Linda brought Koko
along becnuse Wo wero sure iu. d fuud
some of 5 He
probi

Plum
to Bahb
thick

red i
vound spes ctaclu
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“Lul-look here,” she spluttered, “if

_ Must face up to facts,
Bessie 17

you know,

Bessie blinked suspiciously,
the spur of the moment to decide if that
remark went against her or otherwise.

unable on

8ho contonted herself w
at the Courtfield captain,
Babs grinned.
“ Any more members of the Courtfield
menagerie here?” she asked
There were. Quite a number of the
girls Im.] brought their pets with them
i and v I"E'( an assortment as
il' Hounsze chuing’ own.
8 to go into our
' Babs said.

another glare

Pots’
“Better

do that siraight away, and then you
must come aleng and report to Primmy
—our headmistress, yon know.

A sudden growl made her turn,
Her eves softened for a moment,
glimmered angrily.

A large, brown-coated dog had ap-
proached Koko the chimp. Koke didn't
seem to mind, but the girl who was with
him om-t:uuly did, £ kicked out with
1 her foot viciouzly, almost catching the
do

then.
then

et out of it!"” she Fnﬂ.])l](d_
1e

> dog growled aga was &
curly coated, golden retriever; and
Babs had golden retriever of her

own—Brutus, her adored pet who had
won many prizes in various dog shows.

This dog was perhaps not so per-
fect a specimen as was Bratus, but he
looked a lovely chap, with his shapely

d and his soft, liquid-amber eyes.
id  PBabs' anger was immediately
aroused to see that vicious, and quite

unnec y attack on him.
“Here, steady on!? she protested.
“There was no need for that.”

Linda ocke scowled. An  un-
pleasant-looking mir] was Linda, snd
her looks matched her character.  She
was not a popular member of the
Counrtfield Fourth Form, and she was.

rather a_counterpart of Lydia

Honse's Fourth.
with an exaggerated

endale of Cliff
, snobbish,

opinion of herself—that was  Linda
Locke.
“None of your business!” ghe

[ male it my business when I see
kicking out at a dog like

that,” Babs retorted warmly,
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“Then 1 suggest that for & change
von mind your own business, and not

interfere  with other people’s,”  the
“ourtfield girl snceved.
“Linda,” cried Nellie Bremner

angrily, “don’t talk like that to Babs.
After all, we're guests——"

“Qh, shut up, you!”
walked away.

“Pleasant sort of girl,” murmured
then bent down to stroke the
golden retriever. “ Hallo, old chappie!
Now, what's your mame, and who's
your mistress—-"

“ Chum—Chum, come here!” called a
soft voice.

Babs leoked round. The veice came
from a distence. Standing some twent

and Linda

yards away was the girl who

called. - She was very smal 1)
smaller  than  diminutive  Marcelle
Biquet, the little French junior of the

Cliff House Fourth. )

She stood there alene, and in that
moment Babs thought how infinitely
pathetic, how frail and unhappy she
looked. There was a wistful expression
on her tiny, round face, surmounted by
wisps of chestuut hair which peeped
out from under her wide-brimmed hat.

She wore the colours of Courtfield
High School, and yet she was standing
there away from the rest of her Form-
mates, slmost as if she feared to be
among them—as if, indeed, she had no
conneetion with them at all.

Babs suddenly felt a queer little tug
at her heart, Again it struck her how
pathetic the tiny Courtficld girl looked.

“That's Thelma ant,”  Nellie
Bremuer voluntecred. he only
came to Courtfield this term.

PBabs wondered at the suddenly con-
strained tone that had come into the
Conrtlield captain’s voice.

She said npothing, however. Beforo
she quite realised if, indecd, Babs
found herself walking over to where
Thelma Grant stood.

Thelma looked up at the CliIf House
girl rather uncertainly. Babs’ pretty
oval face broke into a friendly smile.
Chum, the golden retriever, brushed
against hep legs and whined softly.

“Flallo, Thelma I’ Babs said. “You
don’t mind if I introduce myself, do
you? I'm Barbara Redlern,”

A rather shy smila came
Thelma’s winsome little face.

* How—how do you do, Barbara?”

“No; call me Babs. All my friends
do, you know,’ the junior captain said.
&7 ‘soy, 1. H ‘helma,
Look! We're frier she
laughed, as she felt Chum’s warm, pink
tongue caressing her hand.  “I've gob
a golden retriever, too—Brutus, and
he's a darling. I'd Iike you to see him.

into

And I'm sure he and Chum would
soon be great pals.”
“1’'d love to see him, Barbara~—"
“Babsg 1"

“Babe, then.” Thelma laughed a
little nervously. “I do so love dogs.
They—they o wonderful. They're
always your friends "—a tinge of bitter-
ness came into her voico snddenly—
“thoy always stand by youn, trusting
vou, putting all their faith in you.
‘Phey—they're: more than human in
that way. And I—I no one need ever
be lonely when they know they have
the love of a dog. Den’k you agree,
Babs 1"

Babs glanced down quickly at the
Courtfield girl.

Those words, spoken so bitterly, then
so. poignantly. What lay behind their
pathos? What story did they conceal?

DBabs, usually =0 good a conversation-
alist, found herself rather at a loss for
wards,

“I—I do agree, Thebna,* she said.
“V¥es, dogs are surely the most won-
derful of creatures for their affection
and faithfulness, Bnt I say,” Babs
went on, inspirvation coming to her,
“won’t you come and have tea with us
in Study No. 4% You must meet Mabel
Lynn and DBessie Bunter—they're my
chums- ”

“Better be careful,” broke
sneering voice then.

And Babs, looking round, saw that

in &

Linda Locko had strolled up.

The CILiff House junior captain
frowned.

*I seem to remember, da,” she
said quietly, “that you advised people

to_mind their own business.

Linda laughed unpleasantly.

“Oh, I was just warning you, that's
all,” she replied, in an insolent voice.
“But if you do invite Thelma Grant
into your study youw'll be advised to
look after your things—especially any-
thing valuable. We do at Courtfield,
you ow, when she’s about. But
that’s just a warning. Take it or
leave it, of conrse. You'll be the loser
if anything is’—Linda paused, her
lips wreathed in a sneer—*is stolen.””

46 F 1xpa, om, how can you say thab
—how can you? You know it’s
not true.”
Passionately, from_ between quiver-
ing, pallid lips, Thelma Grant jerked
out those words.

Next Week's amommesm

EXTRA-SPECIAL
CHRISTMAS NUMBER
—{ull of all sorts of seasonable
features—will be
On Sale One Day Earlier
Than Usual.

That is, on Friday,
December 17th, instead of
Saturday the 18th.

Order Your Copy Now !
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Barbara Redfernm, utterly stupefied by
the dreadful accusation which had just
been made, stood in horrified silence.

Linda laughed.

“Y do say it—and I say it agaio,
Thelma Grant!” she mocked. “I say
ihat you're a thief, and it's only right
that these Clilf House girls should know
it

sinda, ecnough of that!” It was
Neilio  Bremner who  spoke curtly,
engrilv. With a_crowd of Cliff House
n.ng Courtfield girls she had come up
to the scepe, having heard Linda's
accusation, and Thelma’s passionate
denial, “That wasn't at all necessary
for—>"

“But you cen't deny that things have
been missed at Courtfield!”  Linda
broke in savagely. “And every time
it’s been Thelma.”

Nellie shook her head; and now a
worried expression had come over her
frank, open face.

“Certainly, I don’t deny that things
have been missing, Lindal And per-
haps there have been suspicions against
Thelma,”” she admitted. “ But nothing
has ever been really proved, and I
think that most of us, in those circum-
stances, should give her the henefit of
the doubt.”._ 5

All the Courtfield girls were look-
jng anxious. The Cliffi House Fourth
Formers, however, were clearly gtartled.

THE SCHOOLGIRL

Babs, recovered from her shock now,
looked directly at Nellie.

“But surely there’s no doubt about
it at all,” she said. “You don't be-
lieve Thelma is a thief, do you?”

Nellie looked uncomforipble. .

“Babs, I'm terribly sorry this has
happened.”

“Do you?” Babs repeated insistently.

Nellie did not reply at ounce.

“X think you nboufd know the facts
as we know them, Babs,” she replied
quietly. here’s certainly been an
epidemic of petty stealing at Courtfield
these last two or threa weeks, and it's
become obvious that somcome in the
school has been the culprit—-""

“Yes, and obviously it’s becn Thelwa
Grant 1" broke in Linda harshiy.

“It’s not true—I swear 1t’s not true!”
burst out Thelma desperately, her grey
eyes filled with an agonised light. “ Pre
pever stolen anything in my life. I'm
no thief—i'n not, I'm not ™

Nellie Bremner frowned.

“Well, some of the missing things
have been found in  your study,
Thelma,” she sai

id.
“1 don’t care. I didn't tuke themi”
Thelma cried. “Someone inust bhave
put them there- 2

“Still the same old lying storyg!”
jeered Linda. u
“Qh, stop being rotten, Linda!”

Nellie snapped.  ** Anyway, Babs, there
was never any definite proof against
Thelina, and so, as I say, we're willing
to give her the bencfit of the doubt.
It’s ali very unpleasant. I was haping
you- Cliff "House girls wounld know
nothing about it—but perhaps, aftor
all, it's just as well that you do know.”

Babs nodded slowly., -

“I see, Neilie, but: * She broke
off, feeling a touch on her arm helma
W gazing up at hér imploringly.

abs,’” the Uourlﬁelé junior
“eay you don’t believe I'm a thi
You're so mice—yon were so frie
just now. Pl say you don’t believe
these terrible things about me. Not one
word of them is true—I swear it

abhs——
The Cliff House jumior placed her
on Thelma’s shoulder. She siniled.
‘T do believe you, Thelma,” she said
eimply and sineerely. “And we're
going to be friends. Aund right now,”
she added, *you're coming 1o tea with
Mabs and Bessie and e in Study

2.

Thelma's shane spiciously

oSt

“0h, thank you,

she said fervently.
And half an hour

cyes
oS
Babs—thank you ™

later, in cosy Stud,

No. 4 in the Fourth Form passage,
Thelma Grant sat at tea with ;Lnrlmru
Redfern, Aabel Lynn, and Bessie
Bunter.

By that time the Courtfield s
had settled down in their new g 5.
Nellie Bremner had gone into Study
No. 7 with_ Clara Trevlyn, Janct
Jordan and Marjorie Hazeldene.
Anita Wayne was in Study No. 3,
normally occupied by Jean Cartwright
and Gwen Cook. Linda Locke, as was
to be expected, had found a temporary
home with Lydia Crossendale, in luxu-
ricus Study Neo. 1. The rest of the
Courtfield girls had been distributed in
the various other Fourth Form studi
“Would you like to come in here wit
us, Thelma?” Babs asked that girl.
when tea was nearly finished. *'We'd
like to have you—wouldn't we, girls?”

“Yes, rather!” agreed Mabs and
Bessie at once.
“I—I'd love to,” Thelma replied.

“Then that’s seitled,” smiled Babs.
“Now, ancther cup of tea? essie,
pass our guest the cake—that is, if
youw've left any
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And during the last stages of that
merry little tea- p.u"tj, Thélma told the
chi something about herself. She
had no parents, and lived with an aunt

in IE x, when she was not gt. aclhoﬂl

er aunt was vel oor, and only by
\‘ 1 a noholarzsiﬁli had Thelms

g in getting into Courtfield
Ihgn School. And mow she was
studying hard for anoiher examination,
which she wor lm sitting for early

on in the new

Raitos nothotenily s told hot:story
—of her struggles before she had gone
to Courtfield; her first few weeks of
happiness h:r'n- and then her utter
Joneliness and misery as she had found
herself under a eloud following the
mysterions thefts, shunned by some of
the girls, only just tolerated by others,
until finally she had drawn into her
own shell  completely, preferring
solitude to the sneers and cold AIxould- 2T
ff the girls who were ready to condemn
ner.

It was a sad story—one that touched
Babs more_than she cared to admit.
Somehow she felt drawn towards the
diminutive Courtfield junior. She felt
as if she wanted to protect her, to help

her.

Aml then, just when they were all
settling down round the fire, Clara
Tm\ yn_breezed in boisterously.

eeting in _ the Lommon-room,
girls,,” said the Tomboy. * Chff Housa
only at the moment. Sorry, Thelma,
but you can come along later. My idea,
Babs,” Clara went on, with a oovert
wink at the junior captain. “Hope
you don’t xmmf my calling this meeting
—1I know it’s your job real

“I'll forgive you this time, old
thing,” laughed Babs. She could guess
what was in the offing. Clara, evidently,
had an idea in mind for japing tlm
Conrtfield visitors.  “Right, coming
now. Buck up, Mahs.”

Mabs, engaged upon the exciting task
of p:\cklng,’ Christmas presents, nodded.

“Won't be n moment. Like this
Clara?” she asked, holding up a small
cbject which ghtbernd with a thousand
dancing pin- points of brilliant colom-:
in the glow of the electric light. “I've
bought it for mumns|”

hat, it's a beauty exclaimed
ng the broocl d examining
h-m cnt quite a bit, dido't it,

np {q been saving up for son

Mabs p\plmmd These stone: G on‘l,\
brillian of course, but they look
sweet, don’t they l{lghm," she added

brisk! Iy “I'm ready."

She placed tho brooch on ihe bureau,
with a unmhi‘r of other articles waiting
to be packed.

“SBee you later,
from the doorway.
i

Thelma,” Babs said,

“You'll find plenty
ooks to read if you feel like 1t 1"
relma smiled back gwln!uliy Babs
& Co. went along to the Common-roon.

t was half an hour later when they

returned to Study No. 4. B pushed
open the door, and was surprised to find
the room in darkness.

“Hallo, Thelma’s not here,”
muttered, switching on  the
“Wonder where she's gone #7?

she
light.

“Having a look round the school,
perhaps,” Mabs szid. “But I must
packing these presents »  She

i
broke off, a gasp on lms
Babs, ’s it gone?
“Whei what gone, old ﬂzmg”'
“That breoch [ Mabs was ing
tha buri hunh( ally, moving packages
and papers. “Ii’s not here
“O0Oh, but it must be—-"
“It’s not. Babs, that brooch has gone
—and you know I left it here when we
wens along to the Common-room !
“Then more fool 3¢ I

lips. “I say,

was

Linda Locke's volce, and there in the

ood the unpopular Courtfield

1, ou_ can’t say didn’t warn
ou. Something missing, c¢h? Well,
well, so little Thelms’s up to her
thieving tricks again already !”

Under Suspicion!
STARTLED cry left
Mabel Lynu's lips as
she jerked up her
head,” staring wid

eyed at the girl in the door-
way.

“Linda, what are you sayi she
eried.  “You—you're not suggesting
that 'l‘h[-hm

“No; I'm not suggesting, I'm telling
mda’s voice rose. idn’
a long to get going
1t a chsgmc;\ for Courtheld.
mau(hnu—lr!‘-j gets to hear

about il

But Dabs, a red, angry flus!
checks, aL.-ppml forward the
ere, a  minute " she said
curtly. “‘\\ ¢ not in the habit of
accusing people at Cliff House without
first 'geiting at the facts. You're very
quick to accuse Thelma—are you defin-
itely suggesting that she took Mabs'
brooch 7"
Linda's hps curled in a sneer.
“T am
“You mean you saw Thelma actually

you ™
take Thel
My hat, w
When your

in her

taking 'it?” Baba questioned, incredu-
lously.
Linda paused for a moment. By now

there was qmi( a crowd of Cliff House
and Courifield juniors round the open

“ BETTER be careful,” sneered the Courtfield girl.
girl inta. your study you’ll be advised to look after your things—

especially anything valuable | "'

By Hilda Richards 5

doorway, Gasps went up as they
gathered what had happened.

Nellie Dremner & Co. were looking
very uummfortahIa

“Noj; I didn't exaetly sm‘ her,” Linda

admitted. *“But saw her i’mrrvmg
out. of this room scon after you left it,
and she looked ]u]]) guiliy. Anyway,
where's she gone?

There was a stir in the crowd of girls
outside the doorway. And then, as if
in answer to that question, Thelma

Grant herself pushed her way into the
rooti,
Her

face was a ‘\e‘l, lier lips trem-
but her eyes blazed passionately
starcd at Linda.

how can yon zay such wicked
T§ you want to know where
I went down to the kennels
that Chum was cnm[oriabln Tor

I've been
to see
llm night in his new home.”

“And before we go any
Lm‘lx,' Babs put in (,nr.l!\
you'll explain why you're so antagon-
istie  towar Thelma-—wl you're
ulua‘\ﬂ =0 ready to accuse her without a
shred of evidence?”

Linda's eyes snapped.

“Haven’t I reason to be antagenistic?
Last weck a very valuable gold w
watch of mine was stolen, and it’s
been fnuml But that thief took u—l
know -‘-;w did !

It was a little heartbroken

farther,
“ perhaps

'v which came from Thelma,

Babs sct her 1.p<

“Well, I still don’t see where your
proof comes Anyway, I for one, am
going to ma n. JJolly good scarch of

the study,”
Aaby fice Bghtened;

** If you take that

She pointed contemptuously at the little

newcomer Babs had befriended.
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“Yes, of course, Babs. That's a good
idea ! may bave dropped down
behind one of the pigeon-holes.”

There and then she and Babs and
» and Clara bogan a quick, but
thorough search. All the papers in the
bureau were taken out; drawers were
emptied.

But no brooch came to light. Mabs®
face began to look anxions again.
Then Thelma, who had been watching
worriedly, timidly touched Babs' arm.

“Babs, do you think it—ic might
hiave fallen at the back of the bureau®™
she asked.

Babs’ face lit up. -

*“Why, that's a possibility. TLet’s have
a look. Clara, give me a hand.”

Together the twoe girls shifted the
burean forward a few inches, while
Alghs peered anxiously behind it And
then she gave = joyful ery.

“0n, eplendidl  Here it is!” the
cried.  “What a duffer I am. I must
have put it too near the edge, and it
slipped off. Oh, thank goodness we've
found it! I'm frightfully sorry,” she
added, turning apologetically to the
girls in the doorway, *‘that all this fuss
was made, though ihat wasn’t quite my
fault,” she added, with e rather wither-
ing look at Linda i

But Linda was in no wise taken aback.

“So you've found it1” she sneered.
“And htt]n Thelaa thought of the
place where it could have fallen straighi
away. Well, well well!” She gazed
round at the givla, ‘““Fallen, my foot !”
<he snapped viciously, ““Ihelma put it
there herself, intending to get away
with it later on il

Babs glared at her angrily,

“Linda!” cried Thelma. ?

But Linda turned and began walking
down the corridor towards Study No. 1.
Only her mocking langh floated back to
the accupants of Study No. 4.

One by one the other girls began
drifting away. ut many were the
glances cast at the white-faced Thelma
—-and in every one of those glances
w

as—
Suspicion |

¢ Moz, I'm - tired!” said Tomboy

Clara Trevlyn, stifling a yawn

as she doffed her clothes in the Fourth

Form dormitory that night. “But it's

been great fum, hasn't it?” she added,
with a reminiscent chuckle.
“ Rather ! agreed Babs.

All the Fourth were agreed upon
tlat. Fun in plenty they had certainly
had.

Unbeknown to anyone in autho of

se, the Cliff House and Courtficld
s had had a little pre-Christmas
in the Fourth's cosy Common-

Nellie Bremner had brought a box
of indoor fireworks with her—which.
thongh leaving the room rather smoky,
had caused great cxcitement and sub-
dued shrieks.

Leila Carroll had supplicd a larze
box of Christmas crackers, which she
had had left aver from lasi year, aund
Clara Trevlyn had prempily organised
a most weird and unmelodions band
from the assortment of tin whistles and
tiny mouth-organs which the crackers
had disgorged.

Then Anita Wayne had
the Tights, and all the giv
round the fire while s
hair-raising, flesh-c
of her vepertoive. The dear old plump
duffer, Bessie Bunter, who hud been

itched oud
1ad gathered
told the most
g ghost story

performing the duties of chestnut-
roaster-in-chief, had shivered so much

that she had shot half a dozen of the
chestnuts into the glowing firve before
anybody could save them.

"

Close to Babs Bessie had stuck as a
bed-time they ascended the stairs to the
Fourth Formn dormitory. Undressing,
she drew on her pyjamas and carefully

laced her precious spectacles on the
acker beside her.

Then, turning down the sheet, she
clambered  heavily en to tho  bed
Beaming shorisightedly around her

now, sho commenced to wriggle down
beneath the clothes,

But next moment Bessie's beam
vanished as if by magic. A piercing
shriek left her lips.

“Babs!’” she bellowed. *Quick!
Help! It's gig-got mel”

“What's got you, duffer?” asked

Babs, looking across at her squivi
chum.

“Ow-wow ! The gig-ghost—?"
And with a gigantic leap, amazingl
agile for one so unathletic, Bessie sud-
ik'gly hurled herself from out of the

hed.

“Gosh! What's old Bessio up to?”
grinned- Clara Trevlyn, as she com-
menced to climb into bed. “ Anyone
would think that—— Ow! What the
merry dicken: Ouch 1"

And the look on the Tomboy’s face
was so comica. that Babs burst into a
peal of laughter

But now from other parts
dovmitory were coming many
varied exclamations.

As hastily as they had climbed inte
bed girls were climbing out again.

Bessie etill squatted on the floor
wheve she had fallen, still yelping that
the ghost had got her.

But Clara, with a grim espression on
her face, was hastily flinging back ihe
clothes from her bed, then she gave a

of the
and

grin.

“Just what I thought!” she an-
nounced. “We've been japed, girls—
japed Dby those Courtfield chumps!

Look at that! That's what I sat on!”
And she displayed & hairbrush that had
nestled unseen half-way down her bed.

“And look at these!” yelled Janet
Jardan,

In Janet's bed some japester had
placed three very, very stale bread rolls
with a label attached to them:

A“gnﬂcasc you feel peckish during the
night.

abs,  going to Bessic's  rescue,
chuckled as she saw that the “ghost™
which had “got” the fat one was a
small green toy frog!

Gradually order was restored; and as
most of the beds had been *apple pied,”
hey now had to be remade, and it was
with many threals against the Court-
field japers that Babs & Co, set to
work

Clava was especially grim. Undoubi-
edly Courtfield had scored. Courtfield
was oue up on them. Cliff House, far
from setting the pace, was {falling
behind. Their prestige was at stake.
It was a state of affairs not to be
tolerated for one moment.

“Just let them wait!” the Tomboy
vowed, as once more she climbed back
into bed. “We haven't started yet,
but when we do—which will be fo-
hey'll get all this repaid—
terest I

the Fourth

returned &

which
fervent and hearty:
“Hear, hear!”

To

Presently Duleia Fairbrother, CLff
House's adored head girl, came to
switch out the lights. Silence at last
settled upon the Fourth Form dermi-
tory, and one by one the girls dropped
off to sleep.

But Bessic Bunter, mest unusual for
her, was not-one of those to whom sleep
came quickly. Usually she fell into a

THE SCHOOLGIRL

beavy slwmber, from which she did not
stir until rising-bell the following
morning.

8he dozed off once, but it was an un-

easy, fitful slecp, and she awokeesud-
denly with quite a jerk, to hear the
hour of elever chiming out from the
old clock tower.
»Bessie stared about her in the dark-
ness, peevishly wondering what it was
that had awakened her. She soon dis-
covercd the reason; she was hungry.

Bessic bhecame anxious. It was a
serious matter.  Being hungry might
affect a girl of her delicate constitution
and play havoe with her wonderful
figuye—or so Bessie reasoned.

The remedy, of course, waa to have
a snack, bur to obtain & snack
Bessie groaned deeply.

It would mean leaving her cosy bed,
creeping downstairs in the horrible
darkness—and such an expedition did
not appeal to tha nervous plump one.

She lay und pondered—and the more
she pondered ihe hungrier she felt.

It was always the same with Dessie.
Once she decided she was hungry she
could know no rest or peace of mind
until that hunger had been satisfied.

“Oh  dud-dear!” groaned Bessie.
“What shall I dud-do?”

She suddenly licked her lips.

That evening Mary Treherne of the
Third had come to see her. Mary, who
idolised Bessie because it was the plump
one who had taken her under her wing
when first she had come to Clifi House,
had promised Bessie half of a big, de-
licious pork pie she had just received.

Beéssic could visnalise that pork pie
now. Perfectty  tempting,  simply
serummy—just what she needed!

Bessie siirred, sat up in bed. Mary
wouldw't mind if she had it now
instead of to-morrow morning.

“And if 1 dud-don’t have semething ,
to eat I sus-simply know 1 shall
dud-die,” Bessie mumbled.

She summoned all the resources of
the Bunter pluck and clambered out of
hed. With trembling fingers she
groped for her spectacles, perched
them on her snub little nose, and then
donned her thick dressing-gown.

It was dark—inkily dark—in the
dormitory. DBessie guavered. But the
desperation that only bunger could

bring about within her drove her on.

She tipioed out into the passage,
found the stairs, and crept down them.
Everywhere was very silent—eerily
silent. Pessie suddenly remembered
that ghost story Anita Wayne had re-
counted with such bloodeurdling realism
and shuddered violently.

But then to comfort her again that
vision of Mary's pork pie rose before
her cyes. Bessie stecled herself and
creph on.

Now she had reached the passage
that led into the Third Form quarters.
Only a few more moments, and then she
would be sampling the first bite of
that delicious pie—— @

Bessie stopped dead, as if by some
magic she had been turned into stone.

A sound had come from behind her.
Soft, pattering steps. Something was

moving, Something was there in the
passage with her. And then
Something touched her _shoulder.

Next moment fingers seized Bessie's
long plait and tugged. Tugged with
vicious force, dragging her head back,
disladging her spectacles so that they
dangled down from one ear.

ie screamed. .

she spun round. Her dilated
and staring eyes, straining through the
gloom without the aid of spectacles, saw
a blurred, vague figure streak past her
and flee down the passage.
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o sercamed piercingly.
O Jus-snve me VW W
And really scared, Bessie tore blindly
back in the direction of the Fourth
Form dormitory, the spectacles still
dangling from her ear, her yells shatter-
* ing the silence as she fled.

‘Who Scared Bessie?
€CAUSSAVE me!”
% Upstairs the door
of the Fourth Form

dormitory low
onen. Girls came streaming
out. The landing light

clickea on. ;
‘And Clara Trevlyn and Mabel Lynn
and Janet Jordan and a crowd of other
startled juniors blinked in amazement
as  Bessie, reaching the landing,
suddenly collapsed in a limp heap.
“QOh, my hat! Bessie, what on earth

is

“What's the matter, Bessie dear?
There was a rush to where Bessie l:_qx
“(Oh, thuth-thank goodness you're
here ! she groaned. * Sus-save me!
Dud-don’t lat it get at me again- i

“ Possie, what's happened1”

“I've been attacked—sus-savagel
attacked ! By the gig-ghost!” B

stuttered, her eyes rolling in fear. ‘It
pip-pounced’ on me, you know. It tried
to kill me * i

«Bessio,” said Mabs gently, *it
couldn’t have been a ghost.  Who
attacked you—""

“It was a gig-ghost | T saw it, and i

jumped on me and pulled my hair—"
‘And falteringly Bessie poured out her
story. . )
It was a startling, hair-raising enough
story by the time Bessie had finished.
Now recovering from her fright in the
comforting presence of her chums, her
imaginative powers soon ran riot.

With many a grin, the juniors listened
—they  couldn’t help those grins.
Bessie's description of talon-like hands,
leering eyes, clanking chains, etc., they
ignored, but it quickly became obvious
to them that someone whom Bessio
hadn’t recognised in the darkness had
followed her, had pulled her hair, and,
in all truth, given her a bad scare.

Whereat Clara Trevlyn frowned a
little grimly. _

“] don't know what you girls think
ahout it,” she said, “but it’s my opinion
that this was supposed to be a jag . In

2, ¥,

which she went on bluntl *E
don’t think much of it! It's not a jape
to frighten anyone like old Bessie.”

‘ Hear, hear!”

right, old thing,” nodded

“You're
Mabs. “It was & mean trick to play.
But who could have done it?”

“That,” Clara said, “I intend to find
out, That’s why I'm going along to the
Courtfield dormitory t”

“Oh goodness ! Mabs started. “You
think it’may have been one of them

ho—"

“Who else?” And Clara, a girl of
action, went striding off in the direction
of the Second Form dormitory, where
the Courtfield juniors swere accom-
modated, there and then.

The others went with her. They were
all feeling rather indignant. They liked
the Courtfield girls; they wanted to
make them welcome here during their
short stay at Clif House; they them-
solves intended to jape their rivals, and
expecte japes in  retaliation—but
frightening a girl was not fun, and the
culprit must_be tald that such tricks
were right off the mark.

On_the way to the Sccond TForm
dormitory Clara suddenly noticed the
surprising fact that Barbara Redfern

was not with them. And now that she
came to think of it, Babs had not been
there when they had rushed ont on
hearing Bessie’s yells,

At that moment, however, even as the
Fourth Formers were , wondering at
their Form captain’s strange ahsence,
there were voices from round the corner
of the passage.

Then Nellie Bremner and a number
of other Courtfield juniors appeared in
view, They, too, had llf‘:lr'[i Bessie's
sereams and were coming to investigate.

Clara, in that blunt way of hers, came
to the point without any preamble.
“ Look ere,  Nellie,”  she  caid,

“ Bessie's. just had the fright of her life.
Somebody deliberately scared her down-
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CELEBRITIES

EAN STELLA CARTWRIGHT, one of
the shining lights of # dunior
Sports Club and the ClHff  House
Amateur Dramatic Soclety, is the
Scottish girl of the Fenrth Form. Aber-

deen was her birthplace and her home is

still there. 1f there is anything in the
jokes we hear about Aberdonians, it
certainly does moi apply to Jean who,

despite her rather poor circumstances, is
one of the most generous girls in the whole
of the sehool.

Quiet, unassuming,
a stannch follower
liked.

a loyal d and
of Babs Jean
the distinetion of
1 the form—5 feet
always conspicuous
1 her flaming red hair,

frien.
& Co.

she i3 rather “bonnie " than pretty, but
has a healthy Scottish atiractiveness all
her own with her grey-blue eyes and
bright complexion.

Jean is a fine sportswoman. She plays
most games well ; can swim and rum,

and
cularly “folk » and
Her favourite musical
bagpipes, and though it is rarely she plays
them—bagpipes at Clff Honse are mnot
ar !'—she has at schoo! a set of the
bagpipes which her uncle, the Laird® of
Glengowrie, presented to her on ber last
birthday.

In class, as on the cports field, Jean
Cartwright is clever, her position at the
moment being third. Though she has no
father she is intensely devoted to her
mother who, married for the second time,
is now the wife of a struggling engineer
whose name is Cattermole. Az a result
of this marriage Jean has a half-brother
of the same age us herself—Lister
Cattermole, who belongs to Friardale
School for Boys, the bighearted Laird of
Glengowrie paying the fees for both

Jean's great hobby is music, and her
ambition is to play in a broadeasting
orchestra.

is also very good at danclug—parti-
“ Highland " dancing.
instrument is the

By Hilda Richards 7

“Well, she's the only one missing
from the dormitory,” Nellio said un-
comfortably. * But, Besszie, you must
have some idea of who frightened you.
+What was. she like—short or tall, slim
or fat ] _

essie wrinkled her brow,

“I dud-didn’t see her prope
replied, “but she was very small

“And s0’s Thelma !” snapped Linda

she

triumphantly.  “It must have been
her——" She broke off with a little
gasp.

For striding up to the erowd of juniors
came a tall, majestic figure. t was
Miss Primrose, the headmistress,

“Girls, what arc vou doing out of
your dormitories?” she asked sternly.

8he s very devoted o children, ex-
ceedingly fond of a!l animals—eve i
Though she has a temper which
truly startling when it is roused
very rarely that Jean Cartwright
seen in a bad humonr,

Her favourite actor i

Rober!

her favourite film heroine s J
McPonald. She is very fond of readi

Among the classical authors, sho 1k
Sir Walter Scoit, and the poet Robert
Burns.. Her favourite modern author is-
Baroness Orezy.

Her favourite colour is mauve, and her
favourio flower the heather, She likes
best to spend her Tholidays in  the
Highlands—preferably at ber unele’s fine

old castle home at Glengowrie where, you

eres| to hear, she is taking
party of the Cliff Honse chums to enjoy
neie Christmas holidays this year.

A jape's a jape,

stairs in the darkness. )
you trying to be

but if it was one of
funny——" )

Linda Locke, who was standing just
behind Nellie, pushed her way forward.

“There, what did I tell yon!” she
gaid, a note of satisfaction in her voice.
“Looks as if Thelma has been getting
us into trouble again.”

“Thelma?” Mabs started.  ““What
do you mean?” .
“T mean that Thelma's missing from

pur dormitory, and if anyone’s been up
to any funny business, then it’s a cer-
tainty you can blame her,” Linda said

o Bunter blinked. .
I,:us—sa:.r t Surely Thelma didn’t

“And what was_that screaming T
heard? Tt sounded like you, Bessie.”
Bessie quaveringly admitted that it

was her, and explained what had’ hap-

pened.
“And we know who frightened
Bessie,” spoke up Linda,

The givls there looked at her queerly
a little disgustedly. Plain it was that
Linda bated Thelma Grant. But, angry
with Thelma though everyone was, if
she had indeed seared Bessie they would
have hesitated to give her away to any-
one in authority so blatantly.

Linda, howev.r, had no =uch scruples.

“Indeed 1" said Miss Prinrose now.
“Who was it, Linda "

“Thelma Grant, of our Form, Mi

rimrose.  She's missing  from  the




& “Babs' End of Term Triumph!”

dormitory now, and—""  Linda sud-
denly grinned. “But here is Thelma
herself,” she added, with a pleased
smirk.

It was trne. Thelma Grant came
round the corner of the passage at that
moment, A startled look leapt into her
eyes.

Miss Primrose frowned sternly.

“Thelma, where have you been?" she
demanded.

Thelma hesitated.

* J—F've been working in Study No. 4,
Miss Primrose. You see, I'm sitting for
an examination shortly, and I do =o
want to win it. So—so I've been put-
ting in some extra swotting.”

Severely  Miss DPrinirose eyed
Courtfield girl

“Was it you, Thelma, who played a
partieularly mean trick upon Bessie in
the Third Form passage about ten
minutes ago? . Did you deliberately
frighten her in the darkness?”

“I?” Thelma’s grey eyes opened
wide. “Oh goodness, no! . No, Miss
Primrose; I didn’t do it. T’ve just come
straight from the study, and I've becn
in -there since ten o'clock.”

Miss Primrose pursed her lips.

“1 have only your word for that, you
know, Thelma—-""

** And mine, Miss Primrose !”” broke in
a voice then, and Barbara Redfern came
hurrying up te the scene. * Thelma is
telling the truth, because I've been in
Study No. 4 with her for the last hour.”

Thelma smiled gratefully.

“You gee, Miss Primrose,” she ex-
plained, “T told Babs 1 was poor at
mathematics, and she said she would
help me.”

Miss Primrose’s frown relaxed some-
what.

““Barbara’s action, and your industry,
Thelma,” the headmistress said, “do you
credit.  But this time of night, when
you should be in bed and asleep, is not
the Hour to study. Kindly remember
that in the future. You will each write
me fifty lines for being out of your
dormitories.  So will every other girl
here.”

She paused thoughtfully. 5

“Meantime, since Thelma was not
responsible, the identity of the girl who
frightened "Bessie remains undiscovered.
I shall make an inquiry to-merrow
moru,'xng. Now  get back fo bed, all of

ou ¥

CHLff House and Courtficld Fourth
Formers hurried back to their respective
dormitories.

On Thelma Grant’s face, as she went,
was a religved smile.

But Linga Locke, just behind her,
scowled in disappointment. A nasty,
unpleasant light gleamed in her eyes.

And Barbara Redfern, glancing back
over her shoulders, and seeing Linda at
that moment, slowly shook her head in
puzzled wonderment.

the

€€ ABs 1”7
Clara Trevlyn burst into Study
No. 4 early the following morning.

“Babs, what de you think’s
pened ¥ she cried.

Barbara Redfern, scated at the table,
paused in the act of inserting a pretty
Christmas card into the envelope which
she had just addressed.

“What?” she asked briefly.
thing exciting 7** p

1 don’t know about exciting,” replied
Clara grimly, “but it’s jolly serious.
Lydia Crossendale says her bracelet is
missing V'

Babs, having difficulty with tucking in
the flap of the envelope, dropped it and
sat up with a jerk.

“ Missing—Lydia’s bracelet! Good-

hap-

“ Any-

ness !
wissing 7™ .

“Well, missing 1 said Clara. “Gone!
Vanished! Disappeared out of - her
burean durtng the night! Where's
Thelma 7 the Tomboy added abruptly.

Babs jumped to her feet. She looked
suddenly anxious.

“ Exercising her dog down the lane.
But why do you ask, old thing 1

But Babs, though she asked that ques-
tion, instinctively knew what the answer
would be. It came:

“Can’t you guess 7" Clara said gruffly.
“ Lydia's aceusing Thelma of having
stolen it. My hat, Babs, T don’t know
what to make of that girl. But appar-
ently fishy things happened at Court-
field, and now they're happening bere,
Thelma seems all night.”

“8he is all right,  Clara!” Babs
retorted stoutly. “ But, come along. I'm
going to see Lydia.”. .

Study No. 1 was crowded. The sen-
sational news had sprea.d, and ChLff
House and Courtfield juniors were there
asking questions.

“The bracelet was in this drawer,”
Lydia Crossendale was saying. She
stood by her bureau, angry-faced. “It
was there last night, but now it's gone.
My hat, I'm going to make trouble
about this. That bracelet is worth five
pounds. Five pounds! I'll see Primmy.
I'll tell her there’s a thief in this
school 3 .

“And you can tell her who it is, too "
put in Linda Locke, who, temporarily
sharing Study No. 1, had been one of the
first to learn of Lydia’s loss. “It’s
Thelma Grant—we all know that1”

Babs and Clara arrived at that
moment. ¥

“1 don’t see how we know ii at all,”
Babs cut in_ steadily. “Look here,
Lydin, have you scarched everywhere
thoroughly 77 . )

«] have I snapped Lydia. “And it’s
not here. The bracelet’s been stolen,
and I agree with Linda. Thelma must
have stolen it1”

Babs looked angry.

“f Must ¥ Why must she have
taken it? For goodness’ sake be fair!
Thelma’s not the only girl in this-school,
and from all the-evidence we have n.nyi

i3

one of us might have taken the brace!
Is there any real proofl against her?

A few questions soon proved that thera
wasn't.

It was merely Thelma’s reputation
against her—a reputation that seemed to
have been built up, not on facts, but en
mere supposition.

And that was not good enough for
Babs, who had taken the diminutive
Courtfield girl to her heart. ;

Barbara Redfern was a shrewd judge
of character—eve1 her worst enemies
admitted that. And Babs had no hesita-
tion in confessing that she liked Thelma,
that she was prepared to stand by her,
and, that whatever anyene else might
say, stoutly maintain her faith in the

girl
. 8o it was Babs who defended Thelma’s

name ROW. t was she who, when
Thelma returned into the school to face
the inevitable storm, stood with her
arm around that white-faced girl's
shoulder and proclaimed to everyone
that she, at least, believed Thelma’s
passionate protests of innocence.

And it was also Babs who prevailed
upon the angry Lydia to postpone_ her
threat of reporting the matter to Miss
Primrose—Lydia having been egged on
to do so by the spiteful Linda.

For, as Bahs wisely pointed out to
Lydia, thera.was not one grain of proof
against the Courtfield 1uniur. Miss
Primrose, of course, would investigate
the matter, but, after all, she was
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But what do you mean exully—l?a!dly likely to take kindly to a base:

less accusation against one of her school-
girl guests, 3 -

There was alsp the fact that Lydia
herself would certainly get into trouble
for breaking one of Clitf House's most
strict rules—that rule being that girls
were not allowed to possess valuable
jewellery. :

Even Lydia paused as those points
went home.

“¥es;. but that doesn’t hxing back my
pracelet,” she cried indignantly.

“0Oh, I"'m sure it will turn up I"* Babs
reassured her. “Perhaps somebody has
taken it for a jape. It'll come back, or
we shall find it somewhere.
it for a little while.”

And this, to Babs’ relief, Lydia finally

d

Just leave

grudgingly agreed to do.

But no doubt that Babs’ staunch cham-
pioning of Thelma had an effect, Girls
who had been ready to condemn her
now began to realise mhat? after all,
there was no- gennine justification for
any such nttilx_lﬁ.: :

Nevertheless they ed her queerly,
and many of them eould not help show-
ing a marked constraint towards her.
For the Courtfield girls, in particular,
it was a distressing situation.

The crowd in Study No. 1 dispersed,
Babs & Co., with Thelma in their mid:
made their way back to Study No. 4.

There, after a little while, Nellie
Bremver and her friends joined them
for a before-lessons chat. .

And so the normal routine of that day
started. Cliff House Fourth and Court-
field Fourth worked in complete har-
mony, played in coniplete harmony.

It was a happy, merry day for every-
one, except Thelma Gr?z’nb. Babs & Co.
did their best to cheer her up, and while
Thelma tried her best to respend, sho
could not forget that she was under a
cloud.

Bed-time came. After another merry
evening in the Common-room—a long
evening, for mow end of term was =0
near, Miss Primrose, to cveryonc's
delight, had excused prep in all Forms—
Babs & Co., and Nellie Bremner & Co,,
srepgred to depart to their respective
lormitories.

Babs felt quite a twist at her heart as
she said good-night to Thelma, watched
that forlorn little figure make its way
up the stairs.

And Babs® pretty brow puckered in
worried thought. The more she saw and
mixed with Thelma, the more cenvineed
she became that that girl was no thief.

But if not Thelma—then who was
responsible for the thefts at Courtfield,

and now this latest most disturbing” dis-
appearance of - Lydia Crossendale’s
bracelet¥ =

The more Babs pondered, the more
puzzled she becamao .

But in the Fourth Form dormitory,
those worries and reflections became
temporarily relegated to the background
of_her mind. .

For there was an pir of suppressed
excitement azbout the Fourth.

Clara Treviyn was grinning broadly.
June Merrett was stiffing giggles as che
undressed. Even Lady Patricia North-
anson, duty prefecu for the day, when
she came to switch out the lights, sensed
by the atmosphere that something was
afoot, .

For, after- her cheery " Good-night,
girls!” she added a rather amused
warning : “No mischief, mind "

At which thero came another stifled
giggle from June Merrett.

For the Fourth were definitely upon
mischief-bent. The Fourth, in fact, to
avenge themselves for = Courtfield’s
triumph last npight, had plaoned a
retaliatory surprise for their guests,
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It was one hour later, when the hour
of ten chimed out from the old clock
tower, that Clara’s sepulchral whisper
hissed through the darkness:

“ REverybody awake?”

*You betl” came

Leila Carroll's

“voice.

“0.K. ! Out you got—and don’t for-
get your pillow Clara instructed.
S You ready, Y

“Rather I” grinned Babs,

“Then all togother—and no
mind 1"

Ten dim forms climbed stealshily out
of bed. Ten pairz of hands stretched
out and grabbed pillows
*"And then ten raiders silently quitted
the dormitory.

On tiptoe thev padded along the dark
corridors until they reached the Second
Form dormitory.

Clara paused wiik her

noise,

hand on the

knob

“Now don't forget—we've got to
take them by surprise. We'll haye them
begging for mercy before we've fin-

ishml 1" she chuckled. “Now—go!”
And with & quick turn of her wrist,
Clara flung open the door and bounded
into the room
ks Ac 'em, kids!” she whooped exult-
y forgetting her instruc-

then—biff, bang, biff, bang!

Aud
thudded ten pillows on to the heads of

startled Courtfieldians.
It took on!v a fow

oo

nds for Nell

Bremner & Co. to realise what was
lmp pening.
Rally, Courtfield!” yelled Ne

“We're bc]ng raided QOuch ! This
as a swipe from Clara’s pillow knocked
her sideways.

But in a flash Nelhe & Co. were out
of bed, and then the fun raged fast and
furious.

Sowmeone switched on the light, just =0
that they could see who were raiders
and who waore defenders—for in the
darkiiess they had been® getting a little
muddled on this point.

“Come on, Thelma |” shouted Nellie.
“ All hands on deck 1"

Thelma started up, but before she
could take part in the [ight, Linda
Locke, who slept in the bed next to
her, and who had somehow lost her
own pillow in the melee, snatched the
one from Thelma’s bed, and she
advanced on Clara,

Whooosh | went Clara’s pillow.

Smack! went Linda’s r‘onrmctmﬁ,

with the side of the Tomboy’s head
And then—
“Oh!” gasped Clara, with such a

note nf sudden pain in her veice that
ever: I} msum.hvtzly paused  and
lookui at her. “Oh!” Clara repeated,
and tenderly rubbo(l the side of her
head. “Linda, you've got something
hm‘d m )nur pillow—

Linda’s eyes grew wido with
In]llr\.il innocence, “‘But this is
pillow. 1 just grabbed it from Tt
boll. du n't I, Thelma?”
affirmed Thelma rather

lemav [ But there’s nothing in it,
T'm sure—"
“Jolly well isn'it there!” grunted the

Tomboy. “Here, let me have a look 1™
And rtmbiu;: the pillow which Linda
shll held unbuttoned the pillow-

and’ inserted her hand bebween
and the pillow itself
1t she groped. Then a

Lk expression sprrad over her face.
7y what's this—"

She w ew_her hand, clutching the
object in the pillow. She held it up—
and at sight of it a terrible silence
descended.

Then came Rosa Rodworth’s breath-
less exclamation ;

A
OOK | shouted Clara furiously.

played this rotten trick, I'll—1'll—- "

a2

By Hilda Richards

If I find out who
on the floor, utterly

¥ Look, Babs |
Lying

ruined, was the once-beautiful cushion Marjorie Hazeldene had made.
Who was guilty ? -

“That’s
bracelet 1"

Lydia Crossendale’s missing

—

Another Sensation!

T those words a quiver
geeemeoed to run
hrough every girl in

Tor

dormitory.
fime seconds  Barbara
Redfern felt her heart stop
beating.
Then every eve, accusing, con-

demning, turned towards the tiny figure
of the “girl who now sat bolt upright
in_her bed

Every vestige of colour had left
Thelma Grant's face.
“Thelma! So it was rou!” breathed
Nellie Bremner.
'lim'\mn shuddered.
“Nol” she gasped. “No She

gazed wildly aronnd at the circle of
nrumlu, “Yon mustn't believe
I dido'c take the

xl:—] duinl put it in that pillaw-

“].1:1 it’s your pillow!” snapped
Lii mh Locke.
Yes, it's my pillow. Buat I didn’t

put |L there—TI did Vg never seen
©

the bracelet before. You must belic
me—you must!” And almost fren
ziedly Thelma beat her little hands

together, tears starting to her eyes.

Babs jerked outof the horrified daze
into which she had fallen.

3 felt so shocked as

ara had theld aloft

Iiven her staunch faith
had momentarily been shaken. Even
she, for one awful moment, bad
believed that Thelma must be gni]t\:

But  no%—she unconsciously shook
her head. If ever innocence had shone
from a_girl's eyes, it t lad shome from
those of Thelma.

With swift sirides she was geross the

that bracelet.

room, kneeling at the side of Thelma’s
bed, huggmr- the shaking  girl
mmolmgly

nlmu., dear,” she said compassion-

ately, “don’t ery like that. You'll make
vourself
really,

ill. I do believe in you-—
really I do. However that
t gok 1o your mllow, I krow you
t put it there,”

ou don't believe jt!” in the
ing voico of Lind L Tt
't matter what vou believe now.

The fact remains that she's bec
a thief now without any doubt
“Yes, r.nhrr put _ in
Rodworth. it,
willing to give
the doubt, but in
And_sho shrugged expre
‘Yes, Babs, d(m t be a chum ay’
in .!um Merrett.

s is a matter that can only be
rlv 11[ “with by '\'hu; Primr * snapped
Linda Lecke. “1 vote we her now.
The sooner this thief is thrown out, the
better for us, and the better for our

valuables |” she added vindictively.

raved

Rosa

put

Vellie Bremner sighed heavily. = She
was 10 g very worrie
Yes, T suppose we mmlt to tell her.

Bat it's awful
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Babs straightened clluickly.

““Nellie, no; there’s no need to do
that. After all, the bracelet’s been
found,” sha said _in  desperation.
“ Lydia Crossendale will bo quite happy
that she’s got it hack 0

Linda’s lips curled.

“Qh my hat! Are you starting that
again? You seem jolly anxious for her
not ta be reported.”

“Yes, as anxious as you appear to ho
to get_her reported!” returned Babs
spintedly.  “Look _here, girls=—="
And ansiously her blue eyes gazed at
them. “What’s the good of reporting it?
1t's only going to make things fright-
fully unpleasant for all of us. What will
vou gain by telling Primmy? Nothing !
Dash it1" she continued, all the
sincerity of her nature in her voice,
nearly Christmas, after all. This
is supp to a scason of good will,
and nh the rest of it. Surely in those
circumstances you don’t want to see a
gi ctting in fearful trouble.”

Babs’ voice quivered with emotion.

“And whatever any of you think,
whatever's happened,” she went oo
vehemently. “1 still believe Thelma is
innocent. Anyone could have put that
bracelet in the pillow. It still doesn’t
prove Thelma guilty.  Girls, what do

cou say 27 sho pleaded.
SNeih"Ja Brcmpner shufled 8 little
uneasil

“Wnﬁ, naturally, for gbvious reasons,
I don’t want it to get to Miss Prim-
Yose'’s ears,” she said uncomfortably.
“ But—but—oh, I don’s know!®

‘And that was the indecisive attitude
of mast of the girla. Clearly they were
all ‘of the opinion that Thelma was
guilty; but_seeing that the bracelet
had been found, perhaps maved by
Babs' impassioned appeal, they were
undecided as to what action should be
taks

*“QOh, hang it 1" =aid Clara, uncomfort-
ably at last. *“Lel’s sleep on:if,
anyway. For gne thing, we can't
report it to Primmy to-night, or wo
chall get o most fearful wigging for
being out of bed. TLeave it ti the
morning.”

Heads were nodded; there were mur-
murs of support. Yes, this  was
chviously the best thing to do.

The pillow fight, interrupted so
dramatically,  was  net *continued.
Courtfield girls began, climbing back
into bed. The Cliff House Fourth
Formers were only anxions now to
return to their own dormitory.

“Come on, Babs,” called Clara.

Bat  Babs, s_\'mruihetic_ compas-
elonate, was gazing down at the tearful
Thelma.

“(theer up,” she said, speaking so
that everyone there could hear her
“ Rverything is going to be all right,
Thelma. Whatever happens you know
I’ll always stand by you. And T'm
going to help you, Thelma——r-> TDe-
liberately she paused; slowly her gaze
swept the dormitory. “I'm going to
Lelp you, dear, to find out just who it
is who is acting so despicably and deing
their utmost to get you disgraced.”

And as Babs said that, her eyes were
fized suspiciously npon Linda Locke.

Linda’s own eyes glittered.

“Dear me ! she mocked. “Quite a
tonching litile scenel”

Babs ignored her.

“(iood-night, Thelma,” she smiled.

“See you in the morning1”

“(ood-night, Babs,” whispered the
little Courtfield junior. * You—jyou're
so_sweet I”

Babs joined her chums then. The ten
raiders returned to their dormitory.
Clara handed the bracelet to Lydm
Crossendale, - and  immediately, = of

course, there was a buzz of questioning
voices,

Gradually it died away, however, and
the Fourth settled down for sleep.
But the following morning—

Fresh sensationl Renewed consterna-

tion! And such a wave of imdignation
sweeping the CLff House Fourth as had
seldam been known before !

Barbara Redfern first became aware
of it as she was hurrying back to the
Fourth Form passage from Big Hall.
Babs, with Mabs and Bessie, had been
ta sec if there was any post for them.

A crowd of juniors swarmed rou

Study No. 7, occupied by Clara Trevlyn,
Marjorie Hazeldene, and Janet Jordan
—and, for these last few days of term,
Nellia Bremner, the Courtficld junior
captain.
Gveryone was falking at once. Voices
were raised on an angry note. ¥rom
inside the room came Clara’s voice,
high-pitched and thick with rage.

nstantly it reminded Babe of t!
scene_outside Study No. 1 the previou
morning, A wave of apprehension swept
over her suddenly.

She broke into a run. ‘

“ Here, what’s happening ?” she cried,
pushing her way into the study.

She saw Clara—Clara, whese face was
livid with fury. Bitting near by her
was Marjorie; and gentle, sweot-
natured Marjorie was dabbing with a
moist hanky at tear-filled eyes.
© “Clara—" Babs burst out.

“Look !” shouted the Tomboy,
never had she heen so angry. * Loolk,
Babs! If I find out who played this
rotten trick, Tl—Pll—" She choked
incoherently in her fury.

. While Bazbs, following Clara’s point-
ing, quivering finger, suddenly gave a
startled exclamation.

Lying on the floor by the window was
& cushion—or what had been a cushion.

It was the cushion that Aarjorio
Hnazeldene had been working on for the
lasi fortnight, and finished only late tho
previous evening—a beautiful thing of
blue silk, most exquisitely and elabor-
ately embroidered with gold thread.

Every spare moment, day and even-
ing, Marjorie had worked en it with her
dainty, expert hands—a task of love,
putting all her craft into it, a Christ-
mas present intended for the mother of
hier dearest, greatest friend—for Clara’s
mother.

But now-—mow that once beautiful
cushion lay there completely and utterly
ruined,

The silk had been ripped to ribbons;
ihe gold thread that had been woven
into it with such perfect craftsmanship,
hung loose and torn and shredded about
the foor. The soft flock that had filled
the cover was scatiered everywhere.

“Oh, Marjorie! Marjorie, dear, I'm
dreadfully, ~ terribly ‘sorry 1  Babs
Lreathed in Jittle more ihan & whisper,
anpalled by such destruction.

*And that’s not_all}” hooted Clara
furiously. “The silver cup 1 won fer
running at the summer sports—it was

at

and

on the wantelpieee,  That's gonel
Vanished! But I'm not warrying so
much about that. It's Marjorie’s

eushion I'm more concerned with,”

(13 OT-BUT

B Clara?

Barbara Redfern asked that question
slowly. - She asked it with apprehension
in her heart, sensing, feering, knowing
what was to come.

The Temboy’s eyes blazed,

“Babs, 1 already have my suspicions.
A Courtfield girl was known to out
of her darmitory last night, an lour
after we left it,” she said.

“ And—and who was it?”

“Thelma Grant!”

who could have done it,

THE SCHOOLGIRL.

“Qh!” Babs bit her lip. “And who
says Thelma was out of her dormitory?”

“Linda Locke—and Nellic Bremner |
Clara replied.

“Yes, that’s right, I’'m afraid,” Nellie
said from the doorway. “Linda woke
;milup and pointed out Thelma’s empty
gy "

“Oh!” said Babs again. “Linda did?
And ¢id Thelma give any explanation
when she came back?” .

“She said,” came the sneering voice
of Linda Locke, “that she had been
swutzing up in one of the atties. She’
wouldn't come down to your stady,
hecause of the trouble she caused the
other night. erate of her,”
1 must say. It's a y,” Linda gibed,
didn’t show the same con-
sidleration when she took Clara’s eip
and ruined poor Marjorie’s cushion 1

Babs clenched her hands. Could this
thing possibly be true?

And even as she stood there, thinking

s desperately, Linda Locke advanced into-

the study and picked up the tragically
ruined cushion,

Babs heard her give &n exclamation.

“My hat! Look at this, girlsi”
Gloating and triumphant, Linda held
out the cushion. “Look! Now who's
going to say that Thelma i=u't the
culprit?”

Rabs sprang forward.

“What do you mean, Linda-

“Look |” Linda said again, and care-
fully removed something from the silk
cushion cover and held it up in the light
by the window. '

It was a thin wisp of hair—a strand
of hair chestnut_in colour.

“And that,” Linda shrilled, “is the
colour of Thelma’s hair

There was a_rush forward. The girls
erowded round as Linda still bdcf up
the betraying strand of hair. Then an
ANEIY MUrmur arose.

“YWell, that certainly proves it!"”

“Then it is Thelma !~
“ Primmy’s
this—"

“Yes!” eried Clara. “And I'm going
to tell her now. I'm going to sce
Primmy and tell her everything.”

“Clara, wait!’” Bahs caught at her
arm. A queer exciterment was surging
through her. *Arc you all blind?” she
eried. “Look at that strand of hair
again—look &t these others on the
cushion !

She had snatched the cushion from the
startled Linda's hand. She picked off a
number of the other wisps c? hair lying
on the silk,

“Run them through your fingers!”
Dabs invited, “Feel the texture. Look
at them! They're coarse—they're chort
—they’re straight! And you know as
well as T do that Thelma’s hair is as fine
as spun silk. And it's leng and wavy—
nothing like this. TFetch Thelma! Com-
pare these strands with her hair—and I
know jolly “well that you'll find them
different!” And, in any case, what pos-
sible reason could Thelma have {or ruin-
ing poor Marjorie’s cushion?”

“Oh, my goodness! Babs—"

“Am I right 7"

S¥es” Clara nodded,

Tt had taken her only a few seconds’
close examination of the hair to realise
that Dabs was right. Without fetching
Thelma, the Tomboy realised that those
strands of hair had never come from the
tiny Courtfield junior’s head.

Clara shook her head lm[i_flcasl_v.

“Then what’s it mean, Babs?
did come here last night—"

“1 don’t know—yet 1”

But if Barbara Redfern did not know
for sitive the answers to Clara’s
questions, she certainly had her sus
picions now. .

got to Lkuow about

Whe



EVERY SATURDAY

Fer Dabs did not miss the change that
Lad come over Linda Locke of the
Courtlield Fourth.

Sneeringly triumphant that girl had
been a minute ago when it had seemed
that Thelma’s guilt was indisputable.

PBut now—now that once again there
was a'doubt—she bad become silent and
sulky. Hatefully glared at Babs,
and her cyos glitiered venomously when,
« second or two later, she swept rudely
through the crowd and out of the study

Pretty brow puckered in  thought,
Babs watched her go.

Unshatterable now was Dabs’ faith in
Thelma. But growing ever stronger was
her suspicion of Linda. Was it Linda
herself who had committed these thefts?

And yel—

One_ point puzzled Babs
very important point. It presented @
difficulty which had to be cleared up if
Babs was to prove her suspicion
justified.

The hairs found on Marjorie Hazel-
dene’s ruined cushion cover had been
coarse and of a chestnut hue.

Linda Nocke's hair,  w!
coarse in texture, was jet black !

Which suggested that it wasn't Linda
who had raided Sindy No. 7. Then who
had?

There and then Darbara  Redfern
determined that she would find out!

rather

To Be Expelled!

LYL that day the junior
captain _of the CLff
House Fourth Form

‘hed Linda Locke
overed  exactly

W
—and

nothing.
But Babs did not despair.

She went

on  watching, convinced that Linda
merited suspicion.
Meantime, there was a rowing

exciterment throughout the sehool.

Christmas was drawing mearer.
dany after to-morrow and CLIE
would be breaking up.

The
House

Already girls were packing. Already
Christmas  presents end cards. were
arviving by every pest. It was all
deliciously exeiting.

There was little work done now.

Lessons in the morning, bub the after-

One big, -

noons were free for the girls to do just
as they pleased. So therc were expedi-
tions into Courtfield to do last-minuto
shopping—and (lara promptly took the
opportunity to fix np a gamo of hockey
between the rival- Fourth Forme.

Clara and her me stalwarts won—
but Nellie Bremmer & Co. got their
revenge that evening, in the Common-
room, by beating thelr hosts in a table-
tennis tournament.

It was all great fun. And, naturally
enough, there were larks and leg-pull-
ings practically every hour of the day.

And that night Babs & Co. planned
another = raicdl on  the Courtfield
dormitory.

Just after ten o'clock, when the

Tourth should have been sound asleep in
, there were movements
he dormitory.

ambered oui of bed

“dreszing-gown over her
Other girls were stirring.
wait a minute,” Clara soid

. “Tve heard one
-ching around up here, and I think
we'd better if the coast is clear
before we make the raid. Tl slip out
and scout.’

“ And I'll come with you, Clar said

ar two peoplo

Barbara Redfe:
“ Good egg !
So it was Babs and Clara who tiptoed

out of the Fourih Form dormitory and

cautionsly made their way along the
darkened passage

There was not a sound; they met na
one. The coast was clear.

3ood 1" grinned Clar “Yeon wait
Babs, lec I creep back and

ollect the girls.”

Babs nodded.s The Tomboy turned
and glided off into the darkness,
Crouched against the wall of ihe
corridor, Babs waited. Half-way down
that passage was o door——the door of the

Second Form dormitory, now eccupicd

by the guests from Courtfield.
Babs' gaze swiiched in that

Then suddenly her heart leapt.

door was opening. A figure

emerging from the dormitory

It was the figure of—Babs strained
her eyes through the gloom—of Linda
L0

direction.
The
wag

Tinda, creeping out at the dead of
night What was she doing? Where
was she going—

By Hilda Richards **
A thrill shet through Babs,
Oh, great goodness, was this proof
that her suspicions were right? Was

Linda the renl thief?

But, Babs told herself exultantly, she
would soon find out. She must follow
Linda, see what that girl was up fo,
where she was g 5.

Completely forgetting about the pro-
jected Fourth Forme raid, Babs tiptoed
after that dim figure ahead of her. She

quivered with excitement. Now she
would learn the truth. Now——

Babs started, uttered a gasp of
dismay. Careful not to allow Lin tor
seo her, she had allowed that girl to get
a good distance in front of he fi

now, from a side p ge ahead, there
came the sound of hurrying footsteps.

A mistress or a prefect !

Babs groaned. If she raced on after
Linda she was bound to be seen by who-
ever was approaching, Of
heastly luck | But there was no hely
it—she must lose sight of Linda, d
inuto hiding, and hope she could pick up
the trail again when tho coast was clear.

But in that hope Babs w sadly
disappointed.

For when she emerged from hiding,
three minutes later—after Miss Bulli
vant, the acid-tempered mistress of the
Third, had stalked on her way—Babs
quickly discovered that she had lost all
trace of Linda Locke.

“Bother and bl
exasperation. Wk
she got to—""

Downstairs

ghe muttered in
{ has

went

¢ Babs,
hoping that she would retracd the
w

desperately

girl

che had been trailing. Now,
would Linda be likely to ga
Tourth Form passage, perhaps.
In that direction Babs went Dut
then disaster befell her. .
Again she heard footsteps—hurr i
agitated steps—coming from the direc-
tion of Big Hall. Before Babs could
dart out of sight the passage light
switched on.
And there was Miss Primrose,
headmistress, herself !
“Barbara,”’ exclaimed the
“what are you doing down here
“[—J—" stammered Babs, and
broke off, gazing apprehensively at the
headmist

the

Head,

(CERTAIN that there was a chance to save little
Thelma Grant from expulsion, Babs rushed to

the door.
dare

« Barbara ! " cried the prefect.

2l ‘ How

But Babs was gone.
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Miss Primrose was quivering with
anger. Never had Baba scen the

usually calm and digaified headmistress
so_disturbed.

“Barbara, something terrible has
happened,” continued Miss FPrimrose,
unheeding that Babs had not apswered
her question. “Someone has been in
my study ! Somc-thini; is missing——"

Babs felt her heart leap.

* Missing, Miss Primrose?”

“Yes, Barbara, something exiremely
valuable! A rarc Benares vase, one of
my most ireasured posscssions, has dis-
appeared from the top of a bookcase.”

NOTHER THEFT !
With Miss Primrose, ihe head-
mistress, herself the victim this time!

Barbara Redfern gasped.

“Aiss Primrose, do you know when
it happened?” she asked.

“Only a fow minutes’ ago,” the head-
mistress replied. “I distinetly remem-
ber seeing the vase on the bookease
when I left my study a quarter of an
liour ago to see Aliss Charmant; and
when I returned the vase had vanished,
and-—""

“Oh goodnesa!”

Bubs gasped, rather appalled by ler
own thoughts, by the suspicions, the
possibilities, that flooded through her
brain.

Within the Tast few minutes the vase
had disappeared from RMiss Primrose’s
sindy—and Linda Locke of the Court-
field Fourth was out of her dormitory!

Babs herself had followed her. Babs
had lost sight of lier—and during that
time this incident had happened.

What was Babs to think? What
could she help but think? Had Linda
Locke taken Iilisn Primrose’s treasured
Benares vase? And into Babs' brain
flashed the answeor to her own question.
Linda had taken it. Linda was the
thief! And to-morrow morning, when
ihe sensational news becsme known to
the school, Linda wounld at once secuse
Thelma Grant of having done it! No
doubt st sll now did Babs have that
that was Linda's game—had been her
game ever since the secusatioms had
started.

“PBarbara, what is the matter?
The hesdmistress® keen gaze had
noticed Babs’ agitation. * And _you

have not answered my question, What
are you doing down here xt this time of
night ¥

Babs flushed.
her told her th

Every instinct within
she shounld acquaint
ith the facts. This was
dreadfully serious.

Babs, in her own mind, had not the
slightest doubt pow that Linda was
gailty. And Linds, guiliy of such
despicable actions, must take and de-
serve what she would have coming to
her.,

But still Babs hesitated. To_tell
might savour of sneaking, and DBabs
had a schoolgirl’s horror of doing any-
thing that might even remotely label
her as a snesk. And yet she must
consider little Thelma.

“ Barbara, answer me,
Primrose raopped.  Search
looked at ihe junior captain.

Y
“Bar-
bara, do you know anyihing about thia

outrage? Someone in the school must
have taken the vase—mo doubt in a
spirit of alleged fun. But it is a mis-
guided sense of humour, which 1 shall
take the most serious steps to correct.
Now, Barbara, if yon kuow snything,
it is your duty to iell me—"' .

And at that Dabs did. te]l ihe head-
mistress. Yes, it was her duiy to tell;
ghe must tell, or in the morning the
most ferrible accusaiions would be

fiying arowund, and Thelma GCrant—
innecent, tiny ‘Thelma—would be biamed
and perhaps held responsible. And if
she were thought to be guilty—

Hurriedly Babs told of how she had
seen Linda Locke emerge from the
dormitory; how she had started trail-
ing the Courtfield junior, and then lost
track of her—and left it at that, waiting
for Miss Primrose to take the initiative.

Tho headmistress’ brow was grim.

“We will go up_to the Courtfield
dormitery at ence, Barbara,” she said.
“Linda mnust be questioned.”

8he swept off down the p e, Bar-
bara following close at her heels. But
as they were ascending the stairs that
led to the Second Form donmitory
sounds came from above,

There were muffled thuds, the scrape

of moving feet, subdued voices, langhs,
and gasps.
“Give ‘em beans!” came Clara

Trevlyn's voice. ;

Biff, biff, biff !

“Rally, Courtfield !"—that was Nellie
Bremmner’s voice.

And reaching the landing, Miss Prin-
rose and Babs arrived just as a pillow
fight between the ‘rival Fourth Forms
was raging at its height.

Cliff House Fourth, on their way fo
aitack their rivals, had been met half-
way by the Conrthield juniers, out bent
on the same errand.  There, on the
landing, the fight had started, and was
waxing fast and furious.

“Girls!  Girls!”  thundered
Primrose. Cease at onc Bless my
soul! This is disgraceful! Stopl”

The fight stopped magically. An
awed silence fell updn ihe fighiers.
Trembling and dismayed, the givls siood
theve rigid as the headmistress sirode
among them.

And then from the end of ihe passage
came a fresh disturbance,

Bang, thud, hang!

“Let me out! Let me oul!” hooted a
muflled voice

And again—bang, bang, bang !

“Oh _crumbs !” gasped Clara Treviyn.
“It’s Linda! She’s locked in the wall
cupboard there I

Barbara, standing beside Miss Prim-
rose, gave a violent start.

“Linda?" she asked incredulously,
“ But—bnt——-"

“Yes," mutiered Clara, an apprehen-
sive eyo on the headmistress. T met
her as I was coming along from the
dormitory. I—1I thought she might give
the alarm to Courtfield that we were
gaibg to 1aid them, so I locked her in
the cupboard.”

“Clara, release Linda immediately !
rmed  Miss  Primrese.  “Goodness
I've never known -such out-

Miss

&b

grecious,
rageous behaviour
But. Babs' heart was heating wildly.

“How—how long ago was thai,
Clara ' she asked.

*(h, about fifteen minutes ago—"

“PBarbara, stop asking guestions!”
fumed Miss Primrose. Do as I tel
you, Clara I

“Yes, Miss Primroso.”

Hastily the Tomboy obeyed.  Babs,
however, felt sick with dismay. With

this development her theories were scat-
tered to the winds.

Fifteen minutes sgo Clara said che
had locked Linda in the cupboard. Then
Linda eould have had nothing to do with
the disappearance of Miss Primrose’s
treasured vase. Linda could not have
gone downstairs, but must have made

Tier way towards the Fourth Form
darmitory, and so been captured by
Clara. ¥

Then—then who eould have taken the
vaze? Who else was it whe had been

THE ScnooLGmt

creeping ahout the school, hent on that
sinister mission ?

Babs’ brain whirled. She stared down
the passage. Clara had unfasiened the
cupboard door, and oat burst a furious

she raved.

Linda.
“I'l[ nake
you pay for this!”

“You cat!

“Tinda,” rapped ont Miss Primrose,
<triding forward grimly, *“enough of
that !

“But she locked me in that cuphoard !
She attacked me I”” hooted the Courtfield
girl wildly. "I demand that she should
be_punished I .

Miss Primrose frowned angrily. .
lence, Linda! Kindly remember
to whom yeu are talking. ~ Clara and
¥ girl here will be punished for this
disgraceiul disturbance. Now, Linda,
vou toock no part in this—
, yet you were seen leaving
vour dormitory a short while ago. For
what purpose?” demanded the head-
nistre

“F » Very apparent it was that
Linda was lhin)king furiously,, **
thougiit I heard someone outside in the
passage, and 1 got up to see who it was,”
she answered.

“That was mnot the impression T
gained, Miss Primrose,” put in Babs
steadily. “Linda- made no attempt to
search the passage.” -

Furiously Linda locked at the Clff
House girl. -

“Qh, so it was you who sneaked |7

“Silence, Linda!” Miss Primvase’s
eves glimmered coldly behind her pinee-
nez. There is no question of sneaking,
neident has happened to-
last half-hour.” A ¥

issing from my study, and
1 intend to discover who is responsihble.”
i irls, hearing that, gasped. Faces

Linda, did you ‘go downstairs at
ail 72 demanded Miss Primrose.

“No, 1 didn’t, and no one can aceuse
me, becauser I've been locked in that
beastly cupboard,” Linda replied in-
solently. But then, at that moment, a
gleam came into her eyes.  Suddenly
she langhed. “But it's obvious whe is
the thief, Miss Primrose. Look!”

Tiveryone swung round,-follewing the
direction of her poiniing finger.

At the end of the passage stood a little
figure, rigid and pale and frightened,

“Thelma ! gasped Babs, in hor;

Thelma Grant it was. Now she came
yunning up te the group.

“ Miss rimr
Thelma panted.
o »

¥ heard  that!”
“It’s not true. I kuow

g
l'hglma, where have you been ¥ Miss
Primrose asked grimly:

“Upstairs in one of the aitics. I've
heen studying,” Thelma cried desper-
ately. “Look, here are my books.”
She tock ihem from under her am for
the headmistress to see.

“How long have you been upstairs,
Thelma 1"

“For abont three-quarters of an hour,
Miss Primrose.”

“That’s what she says, She hasn't got
anyone to bacl her up this time,” put in
Linda, with a sneering laugh. ' She's
taken the vase—of course she has! We
all know Thelma Grant’s a thief—"

“Linda I”

“Well, it's about time yon knew what
cort of a girl she is 1" Linda’s voice was
vindictively trinmphant now,

“Linda, what do you mean?”

In a torrent of words Linda Locke
came out with her accusations, telling of
all the other incidents that had hap-
pened previously, how Thelma had been
suspected. . .

The juniors stood ihere, silenti” and
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rather contemptuous, appalled by the “Dud-don’’ bo sifly, Leila” replied *I'm taking class this mornin Miss
malice in Linda's voice. - i . Dessie withevingly. 27 didn't say any- Charmant,” ¢he added rimly. * will be

But Miss Primrose was listening 1~ thing about a fire, you know. But—but otherwise engaged. She taking

growing horror. P've just heard—by accident, you know Thel

“Linda!” she extlaimed. * Why —that Sally has fuf-found Primmy’s
haven't 1 known of all this before?”  — missing vase !”
“JIt's not true! Oh, it’s not true, Miss Everybody turned to stare at Bessic.
Primrose 1” burst out Thelma passion- “What !” {;;11
B

“Where 7"

her eyes.
“It was fui-found

ately, the tears springing to ,
tn't belicve

“Aliss Primrose, you milst

o contimued

ima Grant to the station!”

Desperately Babs gazed st the pr efect.
“But, Sarah, what happened? Plcase

us,” she begged. “Ob, there muse
ome terrible mistake—"

Sarab’s thin lips pursed.

Thelma guilty 1" Babs broke in desper- in_an awed voice, “in Thelma Grant’s “There’s mno mistake,”. she " eaid
ately. Phere’s mever been any suitcase 7 sharply. Sally, the maid, who was
evidence——"" As those words left the fat one's lips, clearing up the Courtfield dormitory
Miss Primrose held np her hand. Put a silence fell upon the Fourth IForm this morning, found Thelma’s suitcase
now there was & pncuﬁ’iar look in her class-room—sa silence so intense thye Opet on the foor. She was about to
oves as they rested —upon Thelmn. plainly could be heard the gasping in- close it when she saw, among the con-
Ot LT, dammeations had startled take of Thelma Grant’s wessh, tents, Miss Primrose’s missing Benares
e « And—and tha not all!? Bessio vase That's all. The thing's as clear
“Enough | This matter must be went on dramat 1 ¢ pP.Primmy’s &5 8 pikestaff. Thelma must have t ken
thoroughly looked into. Now g0 back to phoned tho headmistress of Courthield it and she deserves to be expelled

und—and she sus-

ou, at once !” 8 1
expelled immediate

up at Babs,
coing the misery
gave her arm

s Thelma is to be
”~

your dormitories, all of

Mutely Thelma look
and the Form captain, s
jn the small girl's cyes,
4 reassuring squeeze.
heer up, Thelma,
erything will be all

“Parbara ” snapped
“Ygu heard what I said.
mediately.”

Searlet-faced, Dabs and Thelma
glanced up at the headmistress.  And
in the headmistress’ grey eyes, £3 they
were fastened upon the Courtfield girl,

i wondering look—a look

was a searching, ]
which said plainly: “Is this really the

guilty girl?
CI.\NG. crang, clang!

Beoll for the morning lesson
echoed throughout Clift House School.

Barbara Redfern & a little heavy
eyed, made their wa towards the
Fourih Form class-room.

The Fourth was feeling somewhat sub-
dued that meorning. They  were still
feeling shaken from that incident of the
previous night. But nevertheless there
‘as an undercurrent of excitement.

For no one could forget that Christ-
mas was nearly here. Morning lessous
the last for this term.
well, let’s get ihem over
quickly said Tomboy Clara Treviyn,
with a grin. *Don’t suppose we'll do
much, anyway.”

“ No, rather not,
Then sho‘.p[a\\sed,

of t

» ghe whispered.
right—""

Miss Primrose.
Go im-

&
]

MY DEAR GIRLS—I'm feeling just o
_ know why ? Of course, you don’t.
1t is because this is the last week that

letters to give the writer a little present.

But I do want you a
your really charming letters, an
send just one of you. (How 1 wisl
2 hundred secretaries or so to send them 3]

This, my last present, I am se
Syke-Houses, Denby Dale,
BOX OF MIXED GAMES—

In thanking Freda for her interesting ai
thank you all again, 1 do most pincerel
often.

1 knew, when 1 started this little
letters in any way as “* competing ” for a
1 cannot tell you how happy I am to
very real—and that my presents have bee:
given for that best of all reasons,
because I like to give, because we
are friends.

My love and many thanks to

ngle one of you, my dears !

o

,” put in Mabel Lynn.
staring round wonder-
¥- say, where's ssie ¥

t seen hor since brekker.” -
Barbara Redfern, besic her, who =0
th thoughts of
up with a start.

far had been engrossed wi

her own, looke;

11 to know how I have |
d then wondering what presen
hed 1 had a hundred to send.  And also

nding to F
nr. Huddersfiel
as it’s near Christmas.

nd very ¢
ly feel that 1 cannot do this too
scheme, that yon would not regard your

know that our friendship is somethi

Htora, Icharctd

She broke off, mlaring in the direction

he door.

" HitbA RICHARDS
SURPRISE PRESENT

Tng * Scmoonarrr ” OFTICE,

Frerrway House,
FARRINGDON STREET,
Loxpoy, E.C.4.

tiny bit sad this weeck, Do you
1 shall be sclecting one of yonr
oved, week by week, reading
t 1 should
REDA LOCKWOOD, who lives at
d, Yorks, and tho present i a
hummy letter, I want to

little present. And T was right !

n—not prizes—but just prescnts,

“Eh?  Bessic?” sb aid  vaguely e p F

“Xé‘, 1 m\,‘ﬁ:!f semi “l’,‘,fm \"l';‘o‘rt:p “ There will be one more letter from me, next weck—a Christmasy one,
she 7% so I 't say good-bye this week.

Dol that's _what I'm asking, - o e -

chump !” replied Mabs, as they turned s . . - 2

into the Form-room. “allo, Nellie,” Babs‘ Race Againsl Time! And where have you been?” ghe

she called out gaily. “You here
already 7"
Mosp of the Courtlie

were in the ¢lass-room,

H E A RT-BROKEN
little ery rang out,
and Thelma Graut

A

1d girls, indeed,
gathered round

snapped.
Linda Locke,
looked suitably repentant.
Oh, Sarah, I'm so sor

“You're late I
who had just hurried in,

T But I've
8 1

the big fire. Apart from them, already collapsed limply at just been across to the Pers’ Flous
sitting at her desk, was Thelma Grant, hee desk. do hope 1 haven’t lield up lessons,”
red-cyed ond weary-looki as if she In a moment Barbara suid hypoeritically.
had not slept all riight— indeed, she Redfern was at her side. Sarah's sour faco relaxed a little.
hadn’t. - “mhelma !” she cried. “Oh, my dear, “0h, all right. it down. Well, my
Babs felt her heart contract as she this is dreadful. It can’t, be true, goodness, anybod else coming in to
saw that litile figure. But before she Let’s go slong and see Primmny: M disturb this class? And what do you
could cross over to speak to her, there “You'll stay where you are, Barbara want?” This tial it was Boker, the

ps down the Redfern!” put in another voice, and
into the rcom strode Sarah Harrigan of

the Sixth, “I heard what Bessie said

wos @ h of heavy footste
passage.
The girls,

still elustered in the door-

Boker hastily,

page-boy.

¢ paedon,

miss,” said
but Miss

Begging you
i rose sent

way, went staggering in all directions as I was coming down the corridor. me to fetch elma Grant. She's to go

as o red-faced, breathless figure burst in can assure you it’s periectly true— along with me.”

among them. though you, Bessie Duuter, can take  “Thelma!” rapped Sarah.  “You
“Why, you clumsy—" began Clara tweniy lines for listening at DMiss hear 7

wrathfully. Primrose’s door.” As one in a daze, Thelms rose. All
«] gus-say! I sus-say, you gitls” <O, yur-really, Sarah—" began eyes were upon her as she staggered

gasped plurp Bessic Bunter. Bessic indignantly. Taiher than walked down the aisle; lean-
“Gee, where's the fire?” asked Leila  “CGet to your desk. Be seated, all of ing hieavily on the desks for support

Carroll you,” snapped the unpopular prefect. {Continued on page 16}
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- (Continued frem page I3)

so tiny, so pathetic, her eyes like
saucers 1n her paper-white face, her lips
colourless.

In silence she made her way to ihe
door, which Boker held open for her,
his usually cheery face now grave and
sympathetic.

Wiih agonised: eyes Babs ' watch
She wanted to eay something—to
out some cheering words to Thelma, to
tell her that she still believed in her.
But no words would come—that choking
lump in her throat prevented her from
speaking.

. Thelma had reached the deor now.
Then suddenly she turned, holding her-
self erect, just the ghost of a smilo
coming to her tear-stained cheek

* Good—good-bye, DBarbara
breathed.

And then was gone.

Babs sat rigid, never before so ncar
to tears as in that moment.

Thehna was gone-—was leaving in the
direst disgrace. And she, who had
promised to heip her, had failed—piti-
fully failed.

With downbent head she sat, her
mind full of bitter thoughts; and even
Sar realising how upset she must be
feeling, left her elone.

Desperately Babs forced her brain to
think. She must—must save Thelma!
But how—how when, in a maiter of
minuies now, Thelma would be taken
away in charge of Miss Charmant?

“But there must be some way—thero
mitst I DBabs thought frenziedly. - As
as I'm sitting here, T know thaw
1 somehow 1s at the bottom of the
whole business. Linda 2

Yes; of that she was convin
And yet Linda herself could not po

ehe

sibly have taken Miss Primrose’s vasc.
That fact stood out clearly, indispui-
ably. Then how——

As if she had uttered those thoughts
fﬂnu[], there was a movement in front of
her,

Linda Locke, her face alight with
sneering triumph, grinned into her face.

“Well,” she mocked, “that’s the end
of Thelma, isn't it? And serve her
right A

“Linda ! thundered Sarah’s voice.

But Bahs hardly heard that. Babg
gaze had suddenly become riveted upon
the shoulder of Linda’s Courtficld
blazer.

Incredulously Babs stared. Then into
her eyes suddenly shot a light of tremen-
dons  excitement, The colour surged
into her cheeks.
ickly she beat forward, her slim
fingers plucking atLinda’s blazer.

re- irgan Linda.

But Babs paid no heed to her. Datb
positively thrilling, was on her fe
now, eagerly gazing at something con-
cealed in the palm of her hand.

“Goodness I she exclaimed.  “Oh,
my goodness—*

And she suddenly made a rush towards
the door.

“Barbara ! positively shrieked
Sarah. " How dare——"
. Babs had reached the door. She flung
it open.

“Come back!” hooted the prefect
furiously.
" But only the slam of the closing class-
room  door behind the fleeing Babs
answered her,
CEym, wy hat I gasped Clara Treviyn,

“ Where's the fathead gone "
“She sure looked excited,” opined

Leila Carroll.

“Silence !”  shricked. Sarah. My
goodness, has everyoune. here gone mad
this morning 1"

It for onece the juniors wore nop

heeding Sazah.  In amazement they
were eyeing each other, In amazement
they had watched their captain’s extra-
ordinary dash from the class-room.

‘Then_ there came a splutier from
Bessio Bunier.

“] sussay! Look there she isl”
And one podgy finger quiveringly

pointed out of the window.

Every head craned to see.

In the distance they saw Babs' fying
figure, making its way across the quad-
rangle.

**Where's she going &

“Girls! Girls ! hooted Sarah,

“My hat, look! She's going to the
Pets' House !”

“But what—-"

“The Pe House ! Linda Locke
almost _shricked these wor Sud-
denly she jumped to her feet, a sickly
pallor overspreading her features

Fear seemed to possess her suddenly.
She remembered how Babs had plncked
at her shoulder, and instinctively Linda
looked down at her zer,

Then she gave a violent start. In a
blinding flash, realisation came to her.

Next moment, Linda, too,” was tear-
ing down the aisle!

Sara eyes goggled. She tried to
shrieck Linda’s nam but before it
finally came, the class-room deor had
opened and shut,

And  Linda s flving  frenziedly,
panic-strickenly in the wake of Ba
bara Redfern.

REATHLESSLY, PANTING with . excite-

ment, Barbara Redfern fumbled
at the entrance gate to the Pets’ House.

Her blue eves were shining; her
cheeks flushad.

“0 come open!” she exclaimed

impatienily, excitementy  making
her fingers m all thumbs.

Another jerk. Ab, that was it! She
swung the gate back, dashed down the
alleyway between the dog kennels
Now where——

Hastily she gazed about her. Then
her eyes lightened.

Again she started forward. Bat even
as she did so, there came a clatter of
footsieps from quisid

*“Barbara, Rediern shricked a
frenzied voize.

With a start Babs flung round. And
ilien her eyes parrowed, as she beheld
the fear-distorted face of Linda Locke
inda, who was just entering the
kouse.

Peis

with the ghost !

issue will contain.

Fun and Excitement with
Babs & Co, at Romantic Glengowrie Castle !

And thrills, too, when the Cliff House chums learn that there is a
ghost at the castle—then actually see it ! But perhaps equally as
intriguing is the mysterious behaviour of that strange Fourth
Former, Jemima Carstairs, who seems to have some connection
Don’t miss this magnificent COMPLETE story—
nor altthe other fascinating Christmas features which next Friday's
Order your SCHOOLGIRL tNow !
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Madly she came. rushing forward,
hurled herself upon the Fourth Form
oaptain.

“Come out of here, Barbara Red-
fern!” she panted. " * You inierfering
cat, come out!”

And desperately she began tugging ar
Babs’ arm, trying to drag her back to
the entrance.

Babs' face was grim.

“No, you don’t,. Linda Locke!” sh
i “TI'm going to show you

up-—’

“You won't! ¥You won’t!” shrieked
Linda, and, almost sobbing with rage
and fear, she violently wrapped her
arms around Babs, as if she would
her bodily back into the quad-

Babs was strong. Fiercely ghe
resisted. Backwards and forwards they
swayed, banging against the wire doovs
of the kennels, setting all ihe dogs
fronziedly barking.

The noise was deafening, but neither
Babs nor Linda seemed to he it

“QOh, my giddy goloshes!
happening here?”

It was Clara Trevlyn's voice—Clara
who was staring in_wide-cyed amnze-
ment at the siruggling figures in the

What's

alleyway,

“Clara, help mel” panted Babs
desperately.

“Yes, rather!” springing
forward. “But look h aral’s sent

, 8
me to fetch vou two back.”

“Never mind that now!”
Babs. “Grab hold of Linda !”

“Keep off!”  shrieked Tinda,
lashed out savagely with her foot.

“You idiot!” said the Tomboy
grimly, her fighting blood aroused by
that co dly  action. “You'll have
Primmy hearing you if you keep on
shrieking like that 1"

“Primmy 7  Babs' head jerked up.
She and Clara had the strugg{ing Linda
in a firm grip now. “Clara, where 1z
she 1"

“Just going down to the gates with
Thelma and the Charmer [”

Babs’ eyes blazed.

“Then fetch her, Clara—quickly!
Fetch them all here !” she cried. * No,
don't argue—go !

And obediently, if amazedly, Clara
went.

Face distorted with rage and fear,
Linda redoubled her efforts to get away,

(Cencluded on page 20)

snapped

and
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You'll be simply fascinated by this grand story of—

FOR NEW READERS,
BETTY BARTFON and her Morcove chums,
L NTON,
NAKARA,
WILLOUGHBY,
JUDY CARDEW, to mention only & fow, jein
orces with
JACK LINTON & CO., of Grangemoor, to
form a concert parly which, visiting
weaithy Soclety home uring the Christ-
was holidays, is raisng a fund on behalf
of a children’s home. They have a

elmg‘cnm N

MISS LESTER, a charming lady they adore.

At Moreove, the preparations, a
valuable concert frock s ruined. Betty &
Co. seek the miscreant in vain—never
suspecting that it s actually Miss Lester !
Later, in Londom, an influential lady

caneels the party’s engagement, Betty
leaves to demand an explanation.
(Now read on.)
Suspicions !
R-R-RING, ring!
Betty’s right forefinger was

stabbing at a bell-press now that

she had ended her five-minute
run round to Lady Mountmerry’s great
town house in Hereford Square.

There was a striped awning across the
pavement, and the stone steps were
carpeted—in readiness for the great
social occasion due to begin in an hour's
time. *

During the moment or two that she
was kept waiting, panting to get her

breath back, Betty felt herself being

spurred on all the more by the thought
of all the money sheé and her chums
might have collécted to-night, if only
their engagement had not been can-

celled- unjustly, and at such short
notice !
. Direcily a footman opencd the door,
she began :

“Js Lady Mountmerry at home,

please 7

The footman first asked her in, then
isked for her name. He would inquire,
said, but he feared her ladyship
-ould be dressing.

* Betiy pleaded.
or ladyship will see
go up. This way,

as better! “So much for Miss
idea that nothing was to be
done,” Betly could not help thinking,
whilst being taken up a mnagnificent
gtaircase to the seeond floor.

Special floral decorations adorned ihe
first flight of staira, for the drawing-

room and ball-room were on the first
floor. What a party it was going to
be! And so—oh, il only Lady Mount-
merry could be made fo see what an
injustice the ecancellation was. One
would protest, but at the same timn one
would be prepared to plead also. Never
mind the humiliation ! For the sake of
the cause, & lot was worth putting up
with.

The servant who had conducted Betty
upstairs tapped at the chief door in a
carpeted corridor, and a French maid
showed her charming self.

Then Betty w in 8 wonderful
boudoir-like dre: -room, where her
middle-asged lady was standing to
have the finishing touches put-to her
evening toilette. ~ The Mountmerry
jewels shimmered, but their brightr

was not half so dazzling to Betty as
their owner’s unexpected smile,

o you, my dear, are Betty Barion
—the leader of the concert party? I
hope this deesn’t _mean a hitch—your
not being able to®come 7"

The traitor in the Morcove

Concert Party now tries to

bring a rift between the
Chums!

“Puf,  Lady Mountmerry!” gasped
Betty. “1I'm only here because—becanse
you seid we musin’t tnrn up!”
“Wha-a-at”

“This_note, please

Lady Mountmerr;
through for a first ti
a table-lamp to scan again, Her
smile had vanished. Betty was aware
of the French maid looking suddenly
very solemn, as if anticipating an up-
sot. 4
“But this, my dear girl, is :nhomiuj-

—offering it,
having glanced it
. went closer to

able!” cried her ladyship at last.
never wrate this note—nor did 1
secretary. ¢ Unbecoming  conduct
you and your chums?”
“That could only mean,” Betty burst
out laughi “a joke we had with our
P horse, vound _at Ira.

Willoughhy’s, last evening. But "—and
she frowned perplexedly—*if you didn’t
rite ilis note, Lady Mountmerry, then
1 imagine who did1”
“On my <lub’s notepaper—if that is

 clue?” mnrmured Lady Mountmes
“Of course, club notepaper can be got
hold of quite easily. E:\t what are you
suddenly thinking 7"

Betty only shook her ‘head. She did
not like to spay that she was suddenly
thinking of--Miss Lester.

Madness, it scemed, to start suspect-
ing her! But Miss Lester had been to
lunch to-day at that club. And at home
at Mrs. Willoughby's there was a type-
writer—

ve back that sham note ¥7
asked. “J—I may be
able to do e good with it.”

“ By all means, my dear—after it has”
very nearly been the meays of doing so
much harm! But you will all be along

P to give your show? hat's
all right e 'y was
plnini{ relicved. “All my_guesie are
terribly keen abont it. Did you conie
here on foot? You must go back in a
taxi. Annette,” to the French maid,
“would you see to itT”

And so, next moment, Betty was

making her way downstairs, almost off
her hoad with joyful relief.

A hastily sumnmoned taxi was st
kerb. It whirled her the short d
tance back to the Willonghbys’, whe
a hall timepiece, as she rushed indoo
again, told her that she had only been
away for fifteen minutes at the most.

But, in those few minutes, black
gloam had fallen upon hor chums. They
were all downstairs now. What use,
they had been glumly saying to one
another, doing anything more about get-
ting readx? It was all “off ¥ for
night—2Aliss Lester had said so.

Such a hopeless note had their official
chaperon struck, Beity's coniing
indoors again in a joyfully e
manner failed to charm away all
black looks. It was imagined by her
chums that she was meraely half-amused
over the “telling off 7 of Lady Mount-
merry.

“Hallo! Don’t you want to give the
chow 7 Betty jollied them.

“Oh, don’t, be funny ¥ Polly snap L
“And, look here, why didn't you take
me, Betty, so I could have given her
a bit of my mind, tool”

“Bekas, of all ze rotten sweendles,
Beti s

“Swindle s right,” the captain
caught up shrill Naomer. “‘Only it's

heen none of Lady Mountmeiry’s doing.
Can’t explain now o

“But, Betty !” the combined yell went

up. “You—vou don’t mean’to say-——
I do, ) that! It's O.K. for the

show! And now, if we're not to be

late, upsiairs again, all of nsg—"

Rah, ‘rah, ’rah!” Jack shouted.
“ Attaboy I” |

By
MARJORIE STANTON
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As for the girls—
“Whoopee I’ they dinned,

“But  hew -marvellous!  Onl a
ute ago, all off. And now——"
Zen comn on upstairs, queek!™

shrieked Naomer. * What ze diggings,
ccf we're late—no refresherments before
we give ze show ! - B

Then Beity, left behind in the hall
because of this mad dashing upstairs
by all who were not out of breath, as
she still was, found Miss Lester coming
towards her from_tho library.

“(Gioing to the party, after all, did T
hear ou  saying, Betty? That's
&plenrligV You  must have done
wonders, considering the way her lady-
ship wrote |

“But  she
ln-\ns:!ged.

Beity

wias o

dido't  write,”
“That typed note

" A—a fake?" staved Miss Lester,
“(ood gracious ! T must look into this !
Can you let me see the note again?"

“I'm afraid I can’t,” said Betty, who
Lad it in her pocket.

“Where is the note then?” Miss
Lester asked anxiously.

“There, again—I'm afraid I can’t tell
Fou!l” .

And Betty, after looking the ©official
chaperon ” “straight in the face for a
long moment, calmly heeled round and
walked away !

Tremendous Enthusiasm!
"ADIES and gentlomen .
| S8l 'sh [

sh

And the fashionable throng

that erowded this grand draw-

ing-room at Lady Mountmerry’s bee

suddenly |l\ll(Sth. The hostess was
ing to speak.

l‘K‘If vﬂu will now make vour back to
the ball-room our young friends who
call themselves the Morcove Concert
Party will give their entertainment !

TLoud applause !

Society girls and their attendant
“boys ™ chatted away once more, whilst
letting soma of the older folk go first
back to the ball-room. Titled ladies and
their handsome squires tallked just as
animatedly again, whilst many a costly

ity-bag was secretly looked into by
some wealthy dowager who wanted to
make sure she had “that money 7 for
the ultimate collection.

“Such a good cause, isn't itY” was
the gist of all the agreeable chatter.
““To sccure that beautiful old mansion,
down there at Sandton Bay., as o sea-
side home for slum kiddies ™ *

“Capital idea—eapital | cat credit
to these girls and boys we're going to
see,” rapped out one retired general.
'm ! Ia!  Tine school Morcove !
Tine school Grangemoor !”

During the last few minutes chairs
had been placed, row behind row, in the
vast ball-room.  Where there had been
dancing such a fittle whilo since it was
now like the filling up of a theatre for
o show

Begutiful  velvet  curtains
“down” in front of the
stage, recciving at present only a little
glow from_ the footlights, ere was a
pleasant dimness which gave promise of
brilliance to come,

And now, whilst Lady Mountmerry’s
guests subsided into seats us comfort-
able as_any fiftecn-shilling  stalls, o
voung girl suddenly slipped into view
near the grand piano, to which she
stepped  briskly, switching on  the
ecreened light. ~ . -

Madge Minden—* aecompanist ™ |

Instantly she was clapped, and so she
hid to make a pretty bow before
titting down.

were
temporary

Then, with that kind of brilliant
“attack ¥ which only a girl with
Madge's passion for music ecoul
achieve, e began a spirited overture.

p flashed all the footlights suddenly,
and then the curtains flew apart, reveal-
ing Betty & Co.,, and the Boys, all
effectively grouped for the opening
chorus,

A “swiich” by Madge at the piano,
and, with a real heartiness, they sang:

“Good-evening, all, and may wo say
We hope to do more than make
you gay |
We want money—pounds, shillings,
Hence-—
To help us bear a big expense I”

And a few moments later :

“Bome from one school, some from
t'other;
Here's Polly Linton, and here her
brother "

So. by means of musical “patter,”
the various members of the M.C.P. were
introduced to an audience  thai was
alrendy ecaptivated.

Comedy stuff began: at first between
Polly and  Jack. hen, one after
another, other players came back to the
stage to help to swell the fun. It was
the purest nonsense, keeping old and
young alike in fits of langhter,

Another song, a dance, to get the
Merrymakers off the stage in jolly twos
and threes, and then one of ihe five-
minufe farces started.

At the finish, there was such a
ng and clapping as held up the

entertainment for a couple of minutes,
But, later in the show, there s an
even bigger hit. That was when fho

l,‘ollarcerr Party did its “Riding School ™

nmeneing  with  quiet comedy, it
sped  into  roaring  fun  with
nger,” the stage pony.

Tom and Tubby did not spare them-
selves, partnering each other inside the
hearthrug *“por n.” At none of the
rehearsals had Ginger ramped about as
skittishly as he ramped to-night.

And now, for their last itern but one,
Betty & Co. were going to give some.
thing that was, they felt, a bit of a
venture.  After so much fun—phthos !
And how would that go down?

It had been Betty's ides, days ago
at Morcove, that stead of a little
speech  being made from the stage,
ressing the eause for which the shows
being given, there should he a
five-minute play, dealing with the stern

es of life. The scene, a room in
i slums. and the characters, peoor
children, who were motherless, father-
oss,

Some stufl, this, for Polly to have to
write. But her sense of “theatre  had
noi failed her.

And so, suddenly on a darkened
stage she and her fellow plavers were
trying out this other sketch upon their
wealthy fashionable audience,

Polly herself was a tle mother,”
running the heme so bravely; Jack was
her errand-boy brother bringing in his
fow shillings” * pay ” for her to eke ont
as best she could. Just enough for bread
and scrape! But as for a better homo
than this, as for a holiday in the
summer-fime, down there by the sea—
oh, goodness, if or it were possible !

Stuff like that, instead of a speech
appealing  for money  towards the
* Rock Hill Housc Scheme,” gripped
the audicnce.

vo sooner was the finishing-up medley
in full swing than down from the stage
jumped Betty, to go round with t) @
plate,

a skit on school life, went with "

Tur Scuooncirt

Quickly she went along row after row
of seats. silver and notes being eagerly
‘ed, 1 many a nice
compliment and smiled good wishes,

The amount of money she was taking
up excecded her wildest expectations.
That silver salver, when at last ghe
romped away with it, was heavy with
coins, whilst she had to use one hand to
hold dewn paper-money to save it from
being wafted away.

By the time the curtain was due to

fall, she had the collection totalled up.
Back to Ler place in the lined-up party
she ran, joining in the singing.
Then, when it must have scemed to an
already clapping aundience that she and
her chums were going to dance away to
the wings, Betty made a sign  that
moeant, instantly, stillness evervwhere,

“ Ladies and gentlemen, we {hank vou

very much indeed for your generous
resfmnso—--tu(:nt_y-sci‘cn pounds,  five
shillings! If only we do as well as
this on other evenings—"

“As you will!” came the hearty
reassurance from all parts of the
audience,

And then it was furions handelapping
again, and prolonged bravo-ing, whilst
on the stage the “comics ” went throngh
some last bits of nonsense, to bring
down the curtain.

“Twsxn-s: VEN rousDps, five!” cried
- Polly, during a bolsterous
sSurging awas after some taking of

“ Whew 1”7
“’Rah,

“ecalls” before the enrtain.
“Oh boy!" chortled Jack.
'rah, ‘rah?”
“8o what
deservo  sone
ments—-"
“In the dining-room, Lady Mount-
merry said,” Bunny gaily sei Naowmer's
mind at rest. “Pouf! But I must cool
down a bit, first!”
“Come on, girls!” panted Betty.
“Come on, chaps!” Jack rallicd his
Grangemoor pal
There was, in fact, a general desire
to get rid of grease-paint and to change
out of stage attire before going in to

ze diggings, ecf we don't
jolly  good  refresher-

¢ meients more and the gicls'
dressing-room was in a fresh state.of
hubbub.  They were in one another’s
way again; they were all jabber-jabber
about items that had mede’a special hit,
and about things they hoped the
audience hadn’t noticed !

Above all, they could not get over
that sensational sum of money which
Betty, at this very moment, was locking
away in the “M.C.P.” cash-box. .

Then Miss Lester came in, wanting to
shower her ewn praises npon the girls.

“As you szaid from the stage, Betty
was her delighted comment, ]

dear,” 1 i
only you do as well as this other
evenings ! Don't losa that cash-box,

will you!” she jested, opening the door
to pass ont again.

“ Ha, ha, ha 1" langhed several of the
girls; and then, Miss ster having
gone, Betty heard several admiring

comicents.

“Isn't she a sport?”

“Bekas, some jabberones would have
wanted to be with us at supper! Which
zo boys will all be scofling before we get
a look-in eef we don't look sharp!™

“We couldn’t have a nicer chaperons
—don’t vou agree, Betey?”

At such a time of hurry-scurry, it was

taken for granted that Betty ag:

of course she did! Not one o 34

chums had the faintest idea that she

was feeling a litile less sure ab the
the

chaperon’s goed will toward
“M.C.P."

Laneashire-horn Betty was a good one
at “saying nowt,” whenever u still
tongie seeined to be advisable,
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VAJHILE her

chums went through the finale,

Betty began the collection.

wildly enthusiastic audience. The Morcove Concert Party

And so, next moment, the “cat”
appeared to be just the same as the
rest of them—full of exuberant high-

. mpirits,

All by themselves in Lady Mount.
merry’s dining-room, the juniors did
themselves very well indeed.

Chicken patties and smoked-salmon
sandwiches; blanemanges and jellies;
hothouse grapes and nuts and sweets;
fizzing drinks and ices—they counld help
themselves, although it was the boys
who helped the girls with more or less
politeness.

Suddenly a most lovely young lady
came in, causing the one glad cry from
Moreove and Grangemoor alike:

“Lady Evelyn!”

She was that friend of theirs, ever
interested in their activities—Lady
Evelyn Knight, daunghter and heiress to
the HKarl and Countess of Lundy, of
‘Barncombe Castle.

“You know, 1 did try =0 hard to get
here in time for your sho she said,
after merrily declining refreshment. “1
must =ee it another time, that’'s all. T
hoar it's been a crashing success. How
did you get on with Miss Lester?”

“(Oh, fine! She’s great!” was the
chorus. “Just leaves ns alone! A
topping sport !

“Are you all coming to the bhallroom ?
They've cleared it, and the band's
playing again.”

So off the chums drifted to the ball-
room.

One of London’s finest dance-bands
was in the middle of a waltz—the very
dreamiest, loveliest thing that ever came
from Vienna. Prefurrinpk one-steps,
madeap Polly would have kept off the
floor at present, like Bunn and
Nsomer. Dut Dave, as soon as he had
seen shy Jimmy secure tall Pam’'s
., Telt emboldened to ask Polly:
“Couldn’s we?”

That they could, and very nicely, too,
was at once apparent.

“But give me something with more of
a Deat in it,” Polly sighed ai the finish.
“Ah!” as a thoroughly moder iecn
of orchestral acrobatics started, *that’s
the stuff !”

And she darted off to get Naomer for
a partner.

ve saw that Betty was free, but he
guessed he’d give her a chance to find
someone else. FPam and Jimmy were
gtill  together. Bunny now had her

brother Tom. Judy was partnered, and

s0, it seemed, were all the others. hen
at last Dave went up to Betty, she
seemed to be standing in a drea

“Not fancying this one, Betty i

“Ves " ghe smiled. *“But I—I was
watching Miss Lester. How she is

enjoying herself, Dave !
There was one of his calm nods as
they one-stepped away together.

“Not a bad thing for her, is it, Dave
—t0 be our ‘official chaperone’?”
Betty softly Jaughed. “F wish
youw'd t6ll me. Do you really like her?
T don’t feel that I do, now.”

“Don’t you, Botty ¥’

The band was blaring; the crowded
floor was inevitably noisy; and Dave's
one thought seemed to be to dance his
best, so as not to disgrace himself by
having a collision.

“But do you?” Betty persisted, “or
don’t yout"”

“Can’t tell you now,” murmurcd
Dave. “Here she is, so be careful

‘Miss Lester, suddenly within sp
distance, daneing with a man who might
have been an officer in_the Guards,
conferred her sweetest smile npon Betty
and Dave,

“Enjoying
right I she voiced,

* Qay, Betty,” Dave casnally asked her
a few moments later, “what have you
done with the takings?”

«QOh, the cash is all locked away, and
T've got the key,” she rather laughed.
“And the cash-box F've left with the
man in the hall, for him to mind until
we go. Whyt”

“Oh—1 Oniv wondered !

At last, all too soon, it was time for
them to withdraw. As junicrs, Morcove
and Grangemoor knew they must not
“wear out their welcome,”

So Lady Mountmerry was found, was
thanked for having them, and then they
were in various taxis, deing the short
run back to the Willonghbys’ place. As
for the “official chaperon ”—she had
stayed on.

But although Morcove & Co. were late
to bed, next morning one of them was
down before daylight.

in|

yourselves?  That’s

Betty 1

What she did, alone in the library
with the door shut, was to go straight to
& table that held a typewriter. Before
sitting down, she took from a pocket

By Marjorie Stanton T2
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Money simply poured in from a
was a tremendous success.

that typed letter which had been falsely
sent off in Lady Mountmerry’s name,
yesterday, from the Ladies’ Emhassy
Club. §
With that placed beside the machine,
TRetty recled n sheet of paper between
the rollers, then sat down to start tap-
tapping off an exact copy of the missive.

Nhe was going to see 1f the letier had
been typed on this machine.

If it proved to be the case—then what
a terrible thing would be proved at the
same time!

Someone is a Thief!
AP—TAP_TAP! Botty carri
on at the keyboard, and e
as she hit off line after line she
. was looking out for any slight
defective lettering in the original to be
repeated in the copy.

Esxcept in the case of hrand-new
machines of the same make, scarcely
typewriters write alike. She knew tha
as a long-cstablished fact, and therein
lay her chance of finding out whether
the criginal note, on paper secretly pur-
loined from the ladies' ¢lub, had been
typed in this house. _

But no; it was not so.
even troubled to finish her copyiug,
being quickly convinced that this
machine was not the one to lave been
used vesterday, for typing the original.
The letter ©e” in the original was out
of alinement, whereas it was quite all
right in the copy.

“Good enough!” was Betty's accept-
ance of such overwhelming proof. “It's
just as well T never said a word to Pally
and the rest sbout my suspicions. 1t
couldn’t have been Miss Lester’s doing,
wfter all1”

Couldn't if, though? :

Come to think of it, she had not been
bound to use this machine! She might
have done so, finding it handy, and
never dreaming that a detective-like test
would be used in regard to the faked
note atterwards. But, suppesing her to
be eunning cnough to bave worked that
trick with the note—the same cunning
conld have warned her to usa any
machine but the one in this house.

So Betty, instead of being able to
rejoice over the dispersal of a suspiciom

Betty never
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which she hated having to harbour, was
not done with it-even now.

Her mind was so troubled at the end
of another ten minutes all by herself in
the library, that she felt it would be best
for her to find something to do. How
about getting last night’s collection
ready for paying into the bank?

There was a bit of the business side
to the “ M.C.P.” that might very well be
dealt with before all one's chums came
down to nake things lively, as usual.

Mr. Willoighby had put a ecertain
drawer in a knes-hole desk at Betty's
disposal. She went to it and took out
the bank paying-in book.

Then, because she had got to show the
different amounts in silver and notes—
not forgetting one cheque—she also
lifted ont the cashhb

Into its little lock went the tiny key
which had gone back into Betty's pockel
only half an hour ago, after being under
her pillow all night. She threw open
the eashbox. .

First there.was the cheque.

Next she took up the eurrency notes,
remembering how much they themselves
had totalled.. Six ten-shilling notes
there were, and four pound notes—

%,

“Qr chould be!”-came her startled

murmur, as she counted only two.
“That's strange !
Instantly Betty was spreading the

loose silver on the desk, to go over it,
counting it up. Twenty-seven pounds
five was the tota] she had to veach. If
everything together added up to that,
then it simply meant that her memory
was at fault about the money notes. ¥

But everything didn't add up io that !

The pencil elacked as Betty dropped
it upon the paper. She was agasp now,
sweeping a hand over her hair.

“Two pounds—missing ” Her lips
became pursed after letting that horri-
fied whisper pass. Then they parted
again, “Two pounds—gone—stolen 1™

Quictly, at this instant, the library
door openod, and she flashed round to
sec that it was Miss Lester, all smiles,
as usual.

“Down already, Betty? I thought T
was pretty early ! But is anything the
matter 7 camgp the quick change to sym-
pathetic concern.

“There are two pound notes gone
from the cashbox !’ Betty husked. “I
can't make it out! I'm two pounds
short

“BABS’ END OF TERM TRIUMPH!”
(Concluded from page 16)

Wildly she kicked out again, catching
Babs a vicious blow on the shin:

Babs gave a cry of pain

And then there came a scandalised
cry from the entrance.

“Linda, you wicked girll I saw you
do that!”  Aud Miss Primrose, her
brow thunderous, strode angrily down
the alleyway, closely followed by Miss
Charmant, ma, and Clara, and
behind them Serah Harrigan end the
whole crowd of Cliff House and Court-
field Fourth Formers, who, unable to
contain their wondering ecuriosity any
longer, had rushed down from the class-
room.

“What is going on here?” stormed
Miss Primrose.

“Clara! Mabs!” Babs cried. “Hold
Linda! Miss Primrose——"

Aud while the Tomboy and Mabs
held the Courtfield girl, Babs faced the
headmistress.

7\iss Primrose,” she said again,
“Thelma is innocent. I can prove 1t to
you. And _that proof,” she cried
vibrantly, *is to be found in the cage
of Linda's pet chimpanzee! T show

i

you !

K Wonderingly the headmistresz
followed, while all the other girls surged
excitedly behind,

In front of Koko's cage, where tho
terrified Linda was now being held by
Clara and Mabs, Babs halted.

“Miss Primrose,” the junior captain
said, “1 found some haire on Linda’s
blazer. They were the same hairs as
were discovered on Marjoric’s Hazel-
dene’s ecushion after it  had been
destroyed—supposedly by Thelma. And
those hairs belong to Koko here 1"

“PBless my soul I” gasped the head-

s, “But Oht!”  And Miss
Primrose snddenly gave a little shriek.

For at that moment out between the
bars of ihe cage snaked a long. hairy
arm. Before the headmistress could
back away Koko's nimble fingers had
fastencd upon the brooch at the neck of
her blouse, had roughly snatched it
away.

Back into the cage went his arm, the
brooch clutched in his hand.

- There came & chinking sound from
among the straw.  And then a yell from
Clara Treviyn: :

“My only giddy aunt! Look !
There's my cup that was stolen from
the study 17

Even Babs looked a little surprised;
but then she laughed triumphantly.

“(Goodness, I didn’t know that was
goin, to _happen, she . confessed,
“although 1 fancied something of the
sort when Linda tried so frantically to
prevent my coming in here! But I did
count, on Koko deing his snatch-and-
grab trick.

“You see, I spotted Koko up to that
same trick three days ago, before all
this funny business started.

‘I saw him snatch 2 tiepin Linda
was wearing,” went onBabs. “ A tiepin
—something that glittered. And every-
thing that's been missed, you'll remem-
her, has been of a glittering nature.
But, like a chump, T never for one
moment_connected Koko with the in-
cidents for which Thelma has been held
responsible—until this morning in the
class-room.

“Seeing the chimp's hairs on Linda’s
coat brought it all home. T rushed
down here to test out my theories and
—uwell, you know what's happened. It
s Thelma's name completely.”
Bless my soul ! gasped the head-
mistr “Ineredible! Then—then the
thefts have merely been the result of
this animal's playful antics?”

Babs shook her head. At that moment
her face became very, very grim as she
staved at the trembling Linda Locke.

“T hardly think so, Miss Primrose,”
she replied. “Koko belongs to Linda
Locke, and it is my opinion that Linda
deliberately coaxed her pet to  steal
valuable things., TLater she recovered
them from this cage, or from Koko
himself, and then put the valuables
where they would incriminate Thelma.”

“Good gracious!” Miss Primrose's

tone was horrified. “Barbara, this is
terrible—terrible I Her face flint-like,
she turned to Linda. “ Linda,” she

spid harshly, “you will

come to my
siudy immediately 1

A}.—o uNpER Miss Primrose’s searching
questioning the whole truth did
become known.

Tt became known when Linda finally
broke down and sobbingly confessed.

‘Lus SCHOOLGIRL

% But that,” Miss Lester frowned, “is
very upsetting. Mr. and Mrs. Wil
loughby won't be pleased about that,
Betty—in their house! How I wish,
now, I had kept charge of the money.
‘As a matter of fact, lying swake in the
night, I was rather sorry I'd left it to

you. “Oh, and, by the way—talking of
m3y g awake—" o
“Yes, whai'?” Betty stared.

“] am going to ask Polly Linton,”
said Miss Lester, in a sighing tone of
rogret; “I feel I ought to, in my
capacity as chaperone——"
74t Agk her what, though !” g

“ Just why she came downstairs in the
night,” was the impressively slow reply.
“And why she spent a few minutes all
by herseli—in this room

STARTLING indeed is Miss Lester’s
insinuation ! Can there possibly

be any truth in it ?  And even if there

is not, how will Betty be able to clear

Polly of suspicion? On no account
miss next week's issue of the
SCHOOLGIRL—and remember that

it will be on sale one day earlier than
usual,

it was who was to blame for
everything —she and Koko, whose weak-
ness for glittering objecis Linda had
been fully aware of, and had used as &
means of disgracing Thelma Grant,
whom she hated.

At Courtfield, Linda had started her
despicable game, taking advantage of
the fact ihat little Thelma, swotting
hard for the examination. she was so
anxious to win, was in the habit of
creeping out of her dormitory lute at
night to study.

Cunningly Linda had allowed Koko,
her chimp. to get into the school, taking
him to rooms ‘where she kuew there
was some glittering urticle which her
pet would insiantly claim.

Cleverly, to divert any s
herself, Linda had “stolen
wristlet-watch.

And it _had been the same at Ciiff
House. IKoko, released from his cage
and brought into the school by Linda,
had been the culprit concerned in every
theft. It wa too, who had
frightened B

So the truth came ouf.

So_little ma Grant was vindi-
ated—her honour established,  And it
was Linda who was expelled.

Happiness eams to Thelma—Thelma,
who, reinstated once more, spent most
of that afternoon laughingly recciving
the apologies of Courifield and CLIT
House girls who had been ready to
believe her a thicf.

And then, after that exciting dar,
came a day that was yet more exciting
—the last day of term, when Cliff Houso
and . their Courtfield guests broke up
for the Christmas vacation.

Hurry and  bustle, laughter and
chatter, with evervbody in the gayest
of spirits and thrilled at the prospect of
Christmas delights to come.

Little Thelma Grant, with Barbara
Redforn, stood in the midst of a joy-
fully happy throng of IFourth Formers.

icion from
her own

“(Oh, Babs, I-Tll never be able to
thank you enough for what you've
done !” “she whispered huskily, “ And

so. Bahs dear, I'll wish you the very
merriost of merry Christmases you've
ever had!” -

And the merriest of merry Christ-
mases, as it happened, Barbara Redfern
and her chums were very soon to enjoy.

END OF THIS WEER'S STORY.



