Cwelve o’clock on Christmas €ve!—and

The ““ Lady of Glenaowrie”” Appears!

See the magnificent COMPLETE Christmas story of
the Cliff House Chums on Holiday, inside!




Blorious

ALLO, there's a
Barbara Redfern said
suddenly. “Will that be
Glengowrie Castle, Jean?”

it must be,” Jean Ca.rtwright

light !

“ ﬁ
“Oh,
answered.

‘And about time,
boy Clara Treviyn panted.

tos, if you ask

ht of the snow I'm earrying
makes it feel as if I'm giving Bessie
Bunter a pick-a-back! And, my hat,
isn't it dark!”

(A1l rights of this publication are reserved
e P P I Aty Torbiaden )

“A gomestion which,” Jemima Car-
stairs said, beaming round through her
monoele, “being the clever m.tle idel
of, my kind teache: rs, I can answer in the
allirmative, what? It is dark, Clara,
beloyed. And de vou kuow why, sweet
che-ild? DBeeause ik is eight o'cloek an
cottish night, smd at erght o'clock an
3 Scottish mght the ssn mever shimes!
You bear me oas in thas, don’t you,
Mabs 27

Mabel Lynn laughed.

“I most certsinly do,” she said. “ All
the same "—with her eyes fixed on
the light ahead—"T do hope that is the
eastie, Jean But where's Besste, hy
the way?” She stared, straining her
eyes thrmwh the gloom. * Bessie!™ she
cal “Bess Bunter! Where are
vau?”

“Oweowow I
from down ihe
here, you kno
dear! T'm sti-s

voice
“T'm
1id-

t

eame a walling
darkened hillside.
Oh, phoo. Oh,
ck in a snowdrift
The whole par there were six of
them, all merr, hoolgirls from - the
Fourth Form of ClLiff House School—

that 2"

Nk W;’II, shueks, .can you beat
old

Leila Carroll chuekled,  “Trust
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Christmas adventure with your Cliff house favourites-at
Romantic old Glengowrie Castle,

Bess ta strike trouble. Put the rv‘xmmrr
on, Baba. This way, the rescue- pa.r\

Barbara Redfern laughed The ghim-
mer to which Leila referred, a torch
which the chums had had lent to them
at the little railway station of Glen-
gowrie—she flashed on, picking out their
footsteps embedded in the deep smow.

Soft, scurrying flakes fell in the beams
of the torch—seme of them as bi
half-erowns—whirled hither and thrther
by the gusty wind which blew acress the
mountains,

W3N10W—if was everywhere,

piling in some places six and seven feet
deep.

\o! a very auspicious night te be
visiting—no ! But Babs & Ceo. were
loving every adventurous minute of it
Such a contrast, this, to the dull. fagmy
Pecemsher weather they had left in
London this morning. And such a
thrifl, that glorious ndn in the mag-
nificent Corenation Scot express, with
its loumges, its shops, its hn-rdveumg,-
saloon, its goodness knows wha
And so joyous, ring at Glav-gm.
to find the snow thi ihe
ground already covered as sw pulled
out in the direction of Inverness.

t was the first real snow this winter,
and like the light-hearted schoc]mr]a
they were, they had greeted its appear-
ance with delight. That delight had =
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o

heen rather tempered by many sulbse-
guent delays, however, due to drifts
piling on the lines. ~

Three hours later threy had arrived at
the little station of Glengowrie. There
tht\ were, to. have been met by cars
froin Glengowrie Castle, the famous old
Scottish home of Jean Carbwright's
_Angus Glengowrie, - who was
ing the party for the Christmas

the cars had been
waiting, in truth, but owing to the
lateness of the train, the roads, in the
meantime, had become impassable. And
s0, with only Jean as their guide, they

the station

Such joyous. fun, and

Carstairs, who

bad been foreed to make the rest of the
journey on foot.

Not that any of them minded that—
cxcept, perbaps, plump Bessic Bunter,
whose rather heavy weight made it more

dificult for her to negotiate the soft
snow than Ler more athle chums.
hey turned back. Bessie, her fat
worried in the .dark-
up to her armpits in a
he blinked woefully.
crumbs, you know, if
give me Londont Of
-feel like a snowms
How wmuch farther, Babs?

Oh
Scotland,
dear, J [u

this is

1, dud-

Kknow,

“We're here—or hope we are,” Babs

langhed, as she and Leila and Clara
caught t'nc fat one’s arms, Now then,

all together—one, two, three—go!
And ont of the drift. with a rush and
a yell bounced breathless Bessie.

“Stout work, old Spartans!” that
strange  girl, Jemima, * applauded.

“8aved from the snowy old grave, eh.
Bessica? But onward, comrades!
fain would see cmck[lr g fames and shed

these flakes of w from my cloak !”

That, ntiment they
could gerly towards
the glimmering ahead  they

crunched their way.

Christmas at agrand old castle in the Scottish Highlands.

so thrilling for Babs & Co.

when they leirn that there is a ghost of the castle—
s and then actually see it!
intriguing is the mysterious behaviour of one
of their number, that strange girl Jemima

But perhaps equally as

actually seems to have some

connection with the ghost !

Very soon they saw the dark, tremen-
dous outlines of Glengowrie Castle, and
entering the grounds over the ancient
drawbridge, Jean pulled at the bell

From inside there camne a delighted
squeal in a child’s voice.

“Grandpa, they're here!”

The great doors were flung wide,
emitting a gost of warm, pine-scented

Jean, with a laugh, led the way into
the wide, old baronial hall, where a
great log fire roared in the open grate,
where panelled walls gleamed richly,
and the oil-painted faces of long dead
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and gone Glengawries stared down from
the ancient walls,

A great, Inuup»etmg table had been
laid under the old, carved zallery which
ran round the hall... The relight
glistened upon its white glass and its
paolished silver. At ihe far end of tho
room, where a fliglt of stairs rose
towards the gallery, was an enormons

Christmas-tree, all ablaze with electric
lights.

“ Welcome I boomed # voice. “ Hoois,

s grand to see you, lassies 1 And

s
the hall ‘came’ the Mird himself,
»d in a kilt and dinner-jacket, o
diminutive g hor . little, round face
rosy \ul.h exciternent, trotting at his
side. but I was afraid you_had -
101 bo\mu " he said, with a twinkle
eyes. “1 was just about to send
a rescue party | Well, well, so here you

are! Introduce me to your friends,
Jean !’

And Jean, with a langh, introduccd
them, At once they fell in love with
their host—such a fine, sturdy, rugged
old  Scotsman  he. 3lu homh
genial, he gallantly helped them off wiih
their coats, Ainging them to the tuo

maids who, as if by magic, apps
Dorrie Stewart, the litile rosy-c
girl whose voice they heard Liefors the
door was opened, meantime, overcome
with a sudden and unaccoutable shy-
ness, hid bel
“ And now, , perhaps, you'll be wanting
something to mr and drink,” the old
1 boomed,  “Come closer to the fire,
urselves at home.

s, Make Hey,
JJm-rw," he ed to the youngster,
“why, guidr me, I'd almost forgotten
yoi. Come and meet your aunt

Dorrie’s big, wondering ecyes fixed
npon them all
“ Hallo, <



4 “Jemima’s Christmas Secret !’

“Why, Dorrie,
rd  almost for-
gotten you,” Jean
laughed. “It must be
three years since T
saw you! nd, my,
what-a big girl you've
grown! How old 1s she
now, uncle?”

“Please, Auntie Jean,
I'm five!” Dorrie spoke
up roudly. “Aren't I,
grandpa "

“Five it is,” grandpa affirmed
gsnia]ly. “Five last month, eh ?

ell, Dorrie, go on! Kiss your
Auntie Jean and aN the other

nice aunties who have come to spend
Christmas with you. This is Auntie
Barbara,” he added, introducing Babs.
“This is Auntie Mabs—" ~

“QOco, hasn’t Auntie Mabs got nice
hair " Dorrie cried excitedly.  “Just
liko a fairy-—all goldy and curly.”

7. Mabs laughed.

“And this is Auntie Leila, who comes

., from America—a great big country
across the sea,” Jean said impressively.
“This is Auntie Bessie——"

“Bessiet” The child stared at her,
and dear old Bessie, who fancied she
ad a way with children, smirked back.
“Ooo, Auntie Bessie, isn't you fat?"” she
said, in wonderment. “I've gol a pic-
ture in my fairy book just like you!”

“Oh crumbs! say, you ow,”
Bessie said, while the chums tittered.
“You mustn't say things like that!
I'm not fat really! I've only got a
well-developed figure, you know—not
like these other skinny things—aunties,
I mean—-" -

“And this,” Jean said, cuiting in on
Bessie’'s argument, “is Auntie Clara.
And this is Auntie Jemima.” By

“Pleased lo meet you,” Jemima
beamed, polishing her monocle. “ Sori
T haven’t the charms of Bessie, but I"
pass wnuster, what? What-ho, the child
seems to find in me an object of curio-
sity,” she added, as little Dorrie, with
chldish curiosity, stared

“Nice Auntie Jemima,” Dorrie mur-

mured. *“But why do you wear a glass
eye”
“Ahem! Ahem!” Jemima stiffened.

“ Awfully bad €ight, old thing,” she
said. “Frightfully shocking eye—wonky
—s0 completely wonky I have to stick
this window in to make it =eo
straight, doncher know! It’s not o glass
eye, really, just a thing to help me see
with.”

“Do!” Dorrie said.

“It does look

funny—-"
. “Oh, come—come now!” Uncle
Angus broke in hurriedly.  “ Little
\ bairns mustn’t make rude remarks!

Exeuse the child, please, Miss Car-
stairs] Now, Dorrie, please, no more,”
he added admonishingly, and paited
“ the liftle one on the head. “Come to
McTavish, bring in
the ginger-wine. - Ah, here we arel
Help yoursclves to glasses, my lassies,
and fill yourselves with our own Glen-
gowrie wine. It will warn you up.
Fo Christmas!” he added. *

o “To Christmas!”
echoed.

And they drank the warming
fluid. Then Babs suggested
that they should change their
frocks before supper. Swiftly
this was done, and then in a
bunch, and looking very charm-
ing, they hurried down into the
old hall again,

While merry chatier broke
out once more, Babs locked
. round. A fascinating
i place, in all truth!

we Gaily decorated

Babs

with coloured eleciric lights end helly
and mistletoe and ivy as it was, nothing
could hide its rather romantic grimness,

For hundreds of years the castle of
Glengowrie had stood thus, defying
weather, time, wind, and foe. What
stories these old walls could tell if they
could only speak, Babs thought, and
what adventures the originals of those
pictures which now looked down upon
them could also relate!

Rather intently Babs regarded those
pictures. She had a keen interest in
art of whatever country or period, and
pictures of any kind at once claimed her
attention.

And then suddenly her eyes became
riveted on one rather different from tho
rest—a full length portrait of a very
beautiful young woman dressed in the
robes of Bonnie Prince Charlie’s
times, .

She turped to the old laird.

“That’s & very beautiful picture, Mr.
Glengowrie,” she commented.

“Tiat. Ay!” He nodded his head.

“That's the picture of Flora Gle
gowrie, whe died on Christmas Eve
many, many_ years ago. 'TFis a sad

sad story.” He shock his head.- “But
one which is honoured by the house of
Glengowrie, and because of it we have
made her the family’s patron saint.
But, maybe, Jean will tell it you if
you are interested.”

They all were. Every eye turned
upon Jean. Jean smiled.

“Well, liere it is,” she said. ~“Flora,"

you see, was married to John Glen-
owrie just before Prince Charles
anded in Scotland. John Glengowrie
became a captain in Charles’ rebel

army, and went off to fight, leaving
Flora behind, While he was away she
fell ill. The doctors despaired of her
life.

“Tt was just such a Christmas as
this,” Joan went- on. “Bnow lying
everywhere. On the afternoon of
Christmas Eve word was brought to
her that John Glengowrie was wounded
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and lay helpless end in hiding iwe
miles away., Though she had been
warned by her doctors that death would
overtake her if she even ventured ocut
of the bed-room, she got up. Bhe went
out into the blizzard—"

“Oh!” said Bessie. “I sussay, yon

511

know, and on & night like this?

“8he found - her hushand. She
brought him back. Almost at her lase
gasp, she staggered into the castle and

dropped unconscious. She never re-
covered and died where she lay.”
With renewed interest, ihey all

locked up at the picture. .
“ And—and that is all?” Babs asked.
“That is all,” Jean said, “except that

—well, shall L tell them, uncle?
“There’s still a legend,” she added,

‘her voice unconsciously dropping—“a

legend which says that Flora- Glen-
gowrie goes on searching for her lost
husband. She died, you see, without
even knowing that she had rescued

“The doctors of the time say. that she
acted throughout with a sort of auto-
matic consciousness, and the story goes
—especially in such wesather as this—
that she walks these halls and the
rooms of Glengowrio Castle again, call-
ing upon the name of her loved one.”

“Gee! A ghost!” Leila cried.

“A ghost—yes,” Jean  nodded.
“Many people are suppesed to_ have
seen her. Her voice at this time is
often heard singing the song of the
Glengowries. My mother, when she
was a child, saw her, I believe my
cousin Flora, who was named after
her-—> ~ And then for some reason
Jean looked quickly at her uncle,
flushed and faltered.

“ Anyway,” she went on hastily,
“you shall see her room later on. It i3
in the Prince Charles wing of the castle,
and it is to-day exactly the same as sho
left it. For nearly two_ hundred years
nobody has even slept in that room.
Fxcept for the servants, who keep it
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clean and tidy, indeed, it is
l‘ll'!,‘l.l‘
+“Oh, I say 1" hreathed Mabel Lynn.

A 1d her eves shone, a dehc:lcms LitHe
shiver thrilled her whole spine.  “Oh
dear! I hope we see her

“Well, I jO“V well don’t 1" Bessie said
at-once. “I dud-don’t like ghosts, you
know. Not that P'm afraid, of course..
There's no braver girl in the world
than I am. 1 once remember—— Oh
crumbs, save mo!” she “gasped sud-
denly, as°the curtain beneath the min-
sirel gallery flapped.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled everybody, for
from behind the curtain, ﬂn{kmg with
stiff d:gnltj-, camo o butler, carrying a
tray of cakes,

Little Dorrie clapped lier hands glee-

fully. -

never

“Oh, Aunty Bessie, aren’t you
funny 1 she said.  “ T did love your face
the Make anothcr funny face, Aunty
Bes ~

Bensle turned red.

“Look here, "you know, little girls
should be seen and net heard !” she said
-[‘\PFC
And little gxrla * Old Angus Glen-
gowrie put in, *should by this time be
in bed, Dnrun my bairn. - It’s nigh on
nine o'clock.”

Dorrie petulantly pouted.

“Dorrie doesn’t want to go to bed !
she protested.  *“’Sides, I can’t go to
bed, you know® cos I’ve got no nanny to
tale me, “Nanny went away this morm=
ing. (xrnndpa -“ud she was-going to
London.” &

Her grandfather frowned.

“That's =o,” hé said, *her nurse did
go off this morning. 8he went to
London on Christmas leave All the

QUITE {rightened, Bessne ‘pointed
to the painting.  ‘* That—that
was the: ghost: I saw ! ' she said. .
They " all stared.. * The Lady of
Glengownel” Jean ' Cartwright
breathed.

my wee drlc, that’s no exeuse. T'll
of the servanis to put you to

seme,
get one

-d.” 53 e T
servant I” Doriie
- “The servants

“Bat I don't want a
sueuuu\ml} objected.

ein t,pul. mie o bed like nanny can, and -

I can’t go to bed by myself,” she added
rather tnum hantly, “because nanny
says I can't clean my teclies prop'ly, so
1 should like to know what you think
about that? And also’cos who's going
to brush 'my hair? Nanny says I have
to have a hundred strokes—a hundred,
mind yon!” she added impressively.

“Pechaps,” Jean suggested, with a

* laugh, “you'd like me to put you to bed,
Dorrie? ~ Let me be your nanny ?”
“No ! Dorrie said.
“But, Dorrie—"
“PDorrie go to bed,” the litile one said.
“Porrie good girl. Aunty Bessie take
Dorrie to bed 1"
And conﬁdingiy che put her small
palm in Bessie’s chubby one, and
beamed into her face.
Bessie blinked.
“Oh,. crumbs, that’ s nun-nice of you,’
she xasd “But Aunty Ihmﬂo du:\cn t
know the way, you know.” p
“Porrie show you the \\ay,"' tlm child
volunteered at’ onge.
«yWell, it sure looks a® if you' ve lot
vourself in for it, Bessic,” Leila grinned.
. had. But Bessie dida’t mind.
Bessie loved all children: and it was just
impossible to resist little Dorrie.

“ All right, then, T'll be your nanny,”
she agreed. “You lead the way. Kiss
aunties good-night.”

“Under
“Grandpa
vinder mis'toe at Clistmas

“Egad!” cjacnlated grandpa,
turned pinl

Bo, laughing, they all kissed her umTer
the mistletoe, and with the little one’s

rrie asked.

should be

and

hand tucked confidingly in that of
Bessie’s, the two trotted off.
The chums watched the strangely

assorted pair as they climbed up the
stairs, Dorric pratiling away, with no
suggestion of hr{'dm‘sa in her voice,
Bessie  answering  her.  They dis-

app red.
WcIl ” the old laird beamed muml
“that’s got over that little difliculty
A7, bub shia's . Biw qhilds & st
child,” he added. “I should be lost
!-\llhuut her now. A fair little treasure
che is nbonr rm place—just a little ray
of sunshine.”

For some reason his cyes went to the
piciure of Flora Glengowrie, and he

sighed. -
Jemima polished her eyeglass.
“But her iher,” she asked, “and

her father-—" and then she coughed at
this sudden hard expression which came
into his face—as she canght the frantic

look of warning Jean signalled from her
eyes. “Ahem !” Jemima murmured,
and, quick to realise she had unwittingly
somechow put her foot inte it, looked
quickly away. “Nice fire, what?”
added. “Pine logs, Mr. Glengowrie?

“¥Yes,” the old man answered rather
grufily.

There was a silence. The chums
looked at each other. Jemima bit her
lip, thoughtfully polishing her monocle.

Jean, for some reason, was suddenly
looking unhappy. Obviously, Jemima,
by that casially carcless remark, had
disturbed some skeleton in the family
cuphoard of the Glengowries. Obvions,
too, that there was Some mystery con-
nected witli'little Dorrie’s father, which
the laird himself was reluctant should be
talked about.

The chums gathered around ihe fire,
and the talk flowed casily again. Babs,
who had been ‘glancing at the pictures
agum. suddenly said:

“ But, [xleaﬂo she asked, “Jean, until
Bessie comes back, tell us something
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about the
lady of Glen-
gowrie, Sho
scems

s 3
such a beautiful, an
a wistlul face. Mr. Glen-
gowrie, have you 33
seen the ghost of the-—

She suddenly stopped, as from -
heyond the stairs where Bessic and .~ 7y
Dorrie had departed a quarter of -
an ]I(mr ago, came a sudden, terrified
sereq)

"T!c!j-! Help! Help!”

“Bessic 1" eried Baba

“Help! I'veseenit! The ghost— the
ghost of the lady ! Help 1”

And while they stared at each other -
with' startled faces, too utterly paralysed '
for a moment to move, Bessie herself,
her face white, came rushing dgwn the
‘-t!(l" ase. O

from the
Past!

wasped,
“Oherum 2
et ;mo vou

lo‘il

seen,
vou old chum
“Oh dud-dear, T'm fainting! i
expiring——"
“Here,”  Clara said, “dri th

She put her glass to Be still-chat-
tering teoth, and Bessie, with a grateful
gulp, drank down the warm wine.
* Now, old chumplet, what did you sce—
and where did you see it#”

Bessie, in the midst of her rlmm:
glanced scaredly towards the stairs

“Well, 1 was coming out of Doirie's
room, you know-——>

“Yest™
“And—and I coming down a cor-
ridor,” Bessie said. “Then—oh crumbs !

I sus-say, she's nok there, is she, Ba
And then suddenly I siw this figure, ali
dressed in white, coming towards me.
Naturally, I was tut-too imght—tuo sur-
prised to do anything then. I just stood”
still, you know, and—and iiuq fif-fearful
ghost came swishing past me.”

“And then,” TLeila asked, “you
yelled 27
“0Oh, really, Leila, I didn’t yell! I

was just rallurg to the figure to conie
back, you know. Rut she didn’t. Bhe
went on up the corridor and disap-
peared round the corner. But’—and
then Bessie pointed up at the rmlur(-
of the Lady of Glengowrie.
moment she looked frightencd
“That—that was the glmst T saw,”
said.

They all stared.

“Bessic, you're sure?” Babs asked.

“Yes, rather, you know."”

“The Lady of Glengowrie!
breathed.

For a’ moment

che

o I Jean

they looked at cach

other in startled, thrilled amazeme:

“And  you ¥ you saw her—

Dorrie's corrid cried Jean

citedly.

“Yiye

“']h(\n, said  Jean, and  glanced

quickly at her wncle, “what about a
huntf}wrc and noiv?

%lm«t Uncle,
o you mind? “
The old man chuckled, -
“0Och, why should I mind?? fic 2aj
—
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e “As far as I
know, the Lady of
Glengowrie has
o never done & body
harm. If a ghost bhunt will
help your fun, then go off on a
ghost hunt and enjoy it, ma

‘bonnies! But don’'t be too
long, please,” he chucklec.
“Supper will_ be  waitirg.

And look in Dorrie’s rooui
The wee one might have
heard Bessie, and been frightened.”

“Yes, of course, uncle,” promised
Jean, .

She led the way eagerly enough.
And eagerly enough the chums fol-
lowed her, all except Bessie, who had
tad enough of ghosts for one even-
ing. They peeped quietly into Dorrie’s
~room, .end saw the qlittla one already
sleeping peacefully.  They closed the
door; and then Jean paused.

+-“If it was the lady,” she said, “the
“best  starting-place 1s her ol room,
Everybody who has ever seen her says
that that’s where she comes out of, and
where she disappears into. This way !””

The chums followed, tingling now.
Nove of them actually believed in
ghosts, but it was fun to track down
. any scare to its source, and there was
no doubt that Bessic had seen some-
thing. -

It was colder up here away from
the cheery fire in the hall. Glgomier,

Jonely, somehow more mysterious.
Great stone walls, intercepted with
stout. oak doors, rose on either side
of them. : :

“Wough—creepy !”  Clara shivered.

“ Listen 1” cried 5.

They stood still, listening. But the
sound which had caught Babs' ear was
only the whining of the wind as 1t
blew the scurrying snowflakes against
the windows. - Tense and tingling they
went on.

“Here we are !’ said Jean suddenly.

She stopped. Before them was a
door—a big, stout door it was with a
great -lock, the heavy key of which
. was still inserted on the outside.

“This is the room of my Lady of
Glengowrie,” Jean said. *“This is the
room 1 was talking about.”

hushed suddenly.

standing on the threshold of something
sacred. .

Tnconsciously holding ber breath,
Jean caught the handle, and, with a
pudden. movement, . pi the door
wide, 'They stood staring in, each
‘girl conscious_of a little thrill run-
ning. through her frame.

“Come in!" Jean said.

Almost _reverently she entered the
room. OQutside, - the wind and snow
beat against the windows. It lay on
" the sill, against the woodwork, spatter-
‘ing the squares of the litile diamond
panes in grey white. i
= A great four-poster bed, heavy with
draperies, rose-to one side. It looked

. white and ghostly in the dim
light from the window, which
also- glinted .on _the brightly
polished, brass-bound coffer
near the head of the bed.

In the window was a-table
still laid ont with my lady’s
articles of toilet and smelling-
salts. But of ghost or other
inhabitants there was no sign.

“Well, it’s certain she’s
not  here,” Nlars  re-
marked. “But, I say,

what a funny smell in this
2 L he

E... sniffed. “A sort

Femima’s C__hrigimas Secret!”

of pine and peppermint smell,” she

said.

They all sniffed. Certainly there was
a rather distinet odour in -the.room.
Jemima, striding towards the dressing-
table, fixed her eyeglass.

“What’s in the chest, Jean?” Babs
asked.

“Clothes,” Jean vouchsafed. *“The
same clothes that the Lady of Glen-

gowrie herself wore on the night she
rushed out to save her husband.
They're still there—all of them—as

perfect and as intect es on the day she
wore them. There’s a rule in the
family—a sort of unwritten rule—that
the head of the house shall lock after
everything in this room, and make it
his business to see that it is kept
preserved.” R

From the dressing-tablo came a faint
tinkle, It was followed by Jemima's
hasty cough. i}-Iahs turned.

“ Jimmy——

“Hallo, hallo!” Jemima's urbane
voice came back, “Nice little scent
bottles and things these—what? By
the way, Jean——"

“Yes?? Jean said.

“] had a thought,” Jemima said—
“just a straying flash through the old
stuff I call a brain, you know. T sup-
pose you know all the servants heret”

“Why, yes,” Jean laughed. “They've
been 1in the family for years.
why 2*

But

Another Treat
Next Thursday—

for that is when next
~week’s issue of The
SCHOOLGIRL will be
published — two days
earlier than usual.
Don’t forget—
Thursday,

“Nothing. Just wondering if any of
them came rom Scarborough,”
Jemima murmured.

“(ood gracious, nol As far as I
know they're all local, except for the
nanny, of course. Why should you
ask. that, Jimmy?" A

“Oh, nothing!” Jemima returned
ovasively, “Just nothing! Forget it,
old Spartan! Well, well, the ghost’s a
bit of a merry old flo h? No lovely
lady, no rattling skeleton—not even a
clanking chain. Too tough, comrades!
I voie we wend our way hallwards.”

The chums looked at Jémima a little
curiously.

Knowing her odd ways, and know-
ing that they were a cloak for a very
shrewd brain, they were all faintly
intrigued as to why she had asked
Jean that apparently inane question.
But Jemima, as usual, showed no de-
gire to expand on the subject.

Hallwards they went, and, though
none of them would have admitted it,
they were all secretly glad to see the
roaring fire, the "soft-glowing lights
again. . i

Bessie, lost in the depths of & com-
fortable armchair by the side of the
fire, was balancing "a plate of shelled
nute on her plump knees, and the old
laird by her side was standing with
his back to the blaze, warming his

hands which were held behind him.
He smil as the ghost-bunters
returned.
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“And what did you see, lassies?” he

asked.

“Just nothing, uncle,” Jean &d-
mitted. .

“Qch, and I guessed as much !’ he
chuckled. “Well, well, ghosties, or no

ghostics, it’s no business of ours any
longer to deny the-call of supper. Get -
you. sat down, lassies!”

They. all aat down. Bessie, develop-
ing & sudden distaste for nuts, leaping
to her feet with -alacrity. At the head
of the table their genial host seated

himself, beaming down upon them as
the dishes, hot and steaming, were
brought in, and the serving maid

helped them to soup. S

For the ficst time the chuma realised
how hungry they were, In the cheery
hall, with the long-dead Glengowries
beaming benevolence upon their feast,
knives and forks, and girlish laughter
made musical clatter, end all the talk
was of thé joys to come.

With great glee Clara learned of the
existence of the Lake of Glengowric
nearby—a great -expanse of water
which had frozen hard, and where some
of the finest skating in the Highlands
was to be obtained. There would be
tobogganing, too, and snow-fighting.

It all sounded topping. Added to
that, the laird informed them that.the
Glengowrie pipers were due to arrive
on Christmas Eve to entertain at the
castle, Then there would be dancing to
the skirl of the bagpipes, entertainment
and whatnot. And then after that
there would be Christmas Day—apropos
of which the laird hinted with many a
chuckle at surprises in store.

There wss a pause in the chatter
while. the meal was cleared away and.
the coffee brought in. And in that
pause— s F
“ Listen !” cried Jean suddenly.

She held up her hand. Quickly,
startledly, she looked towards the stairs. ,
For a moment there was a deathlike, ~
eorie silence.

Then faintly from some remote part
of the castle came a voice. A woman’s
voice, soft, sweet, crooning, low, a voice
somehow: of ethereal quality, which
gént a thrill through them, which caused
them to sit up in startled wonderment.

Words they could not dist ish, but
the tune just spellbound -t VI {3
erooned on, rising, falling—and abruptly
faded away.

“Who was that?” whispered Maba,
and then jumped. “Oh, my goodness!
Mr. Glengowrie, are you ill1”

For their host, sitting at the head of
the table, had undergone a sudden and
surprising transformation.

In his chair he was leaning forward,

5tn:ing with round, incredulous eyes
towards the stairs. His face was white
as_paper.

He seemei to come to himself with a
jerk as he heard Mabs’ voice. For a
moment he looked at her almost as if
he did not see her. Then his lips moved.

“The Lullaby of Glengowrie—sung in
her  voice! That voice—l hava not
heard that since-——" and he stared. As
if suddenly aware that every startled
eye was upon him, his lips snapped to.
Rather shakily he passed a hand across
his forehead. He smiled at them.

Then he said : *

P lassies, get on with your
coflee.

“But the voice,” cried Mabs, “didn’t
you hear it?” v

“Ay, I heard it 1” he returned grufily.

“ But. whe is it?” 3

He shogk- kis head.

“I don’t know. Ome of the servants
mayhbe. - Please:get on with your coffce,
Jasgies™ .. 0 -

Apg - with their coffce they got on,
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and though they listened intenily, the
‘mysterious veice was nok repeated,
%uppor was carried nwey presently.

At~ theie. host’s suggestion they played

table’ games, and then came lml[pa%,

ten and bed.

Vet not one of them could forget thnt
voica. The strange, haunting notes.of
that softly erooned melody haunted their
mrs, Not one of them cowld forget the
laird’s strange agitation, and not one of
ihem, even Bessie Bunter, believed that
ihe laird had meant what he had said
when he suggested that tho voice
belonged to one of the servants.

In Tpan s room, at bed-time, they sur-
rcunded her.

“Jean, what does it mean? . YWhose
was the voice? Do you know 1"

Jean slowly nodded.

“Yes, I know—or at least I know who
gmndpu thinks it was,” she answered.
* Bat » she looked towards the dilm"
“It’s - another - story,” she said, “a
vather sad story. Babs, please shut the

door, will you? -I'm not sure. I ought
to tell you, bnt—well—  You won't
say anything, will you?”

1 guess not!” Leila said.

“It—it concerns Dorrie—or rather
Dorrie’s mother,” Jean went on. “Her

name, like the Lady of Glengowrie, was
Fic 1 the eldest daughters of the
, as a matler of fact, are named
Like. the Flora (}lengowric in
e pictuve, she was a beautiful woman
—in fact,” Jean added, “she was very,
very much like her. For years and
years uncle had set his heart on her
(marrying a certain Malcolm’ Maclean.”
“And she ‘didn’t?” Babs asked.

“No, she didn’t.- Just before her en-
gagement was.to be announced she met
@ voung engineer in London—Ronald
Stewart. They fell in love at firsy
sight, you see, and as far as I can gather
the love affair was a rather whirlwind

business. Against .-uncle’s wishes she
married him, and uncle, frightfully
angry, forbade her to come near the

castle again. She went away. In the

. meantime her husband had fallen out of
work. Little Dorrie was born in a
shabby boarding-house in London.”

“Oh, tough!” Jemima said with heart-

felt sympathy.

“Months went on. The situation
became worse instead of better, Flora
aud Ronald were both half-starving,
when Ronald got a chanee of going to
wda. He went out to make good.
l'lma meantime, was working her
fingers to the bone to keep little Dorrie
and herself. Then came the news—her
husband had been® killed in Canada.
She was at the end of her tether then—
out of work, living on the parish and

all that. o add ta her troubles Dorrie
was 11l also—"

Babs bit her lip. Her eyes were sus-

msly moist then, A great silence

Lac fallen upon them all.

_“The doctor said if Dorrie did not
receive proper nourishment she @ would
die. Flora was in despair. She theught
of her father, but she was too proud
personally to seek assistance from him.
Al the same time she could not let little
Dorrie go on suffering  Somehow she
made her way to-Scotland  She came to
wy mother in Edinburgh and asked her
io take the child tg" uncle It wag
muthrr who told me the story, yon see.”

nd your uncle hns kept Dorrie liere
ever since, I guess,” Leila said. “But
what happened to her mother—Flora?”

Jean. shook her hea

“That,” she said Enmbrcly “i8 some-

thing we do not know. Since my own

- wother saw her she has just vanished,
Uncle does not like her-spoken about.
That is why, whenever her name crops
up, he seeks to aveid -the subject. And
that,” Jean said, “is why he was so

upset to-night when Lo ‘heard the voice
singing that lullaby, TFor the ‘mu was
just like that of Dorrie’s mother.”

A silence foll upon them sll, a silence

of sympathy and :compassion. . From
Bessie came a little sniff.
What tragedy; what a wreck of a

young lifel. What. hardship for that
poor Flora Glengowr o proudly
brought up, so unprepared to fight tho
hard battle which fate had forced upon
her. Deprived of husband and child,
suffering herself from ill-health and in
poverky——-

“And your umncle,” Jemima asked,
polishing her monocle, “is he still as
unforgiving towards her, Jean?”

Jean frowned a little.

“No one krows,” she “Tt would
appear that he was, though. He'll never
!mgr her name mentioned if he can help

it

“Bib—but the voice——"" Bessie said.

Jean smiled.

on't know. Just an accident I

should.say ! One of the servanis most
likely. . The Lullaby
after all, is a song well known, and if
Flora was on uncle’s mind, it wounld be
a simple enough matter for him to
imagine that it was her voice. 8he did
have a most beautiful voice, though,”
Jean added.

And that was all she could fell them
It was a story which left the chums
rather sad and sorry.

“Y'know,” Jemima seid thoughtinlly
when retiring—she and_ Babs were un-
dressing before the crackling log fire in
the snug Lavender Room w hich had been
set  aside for their reception—"*I'm
wondering, Babs.”

of Glengowrie,

By Iiilaa Ricbards 7

“'\Tn-mar EAe

5

"Abouto}\l
man  Angus,
forsooth,
Stewart.
story that which J .
us, but old man Angns doesn't
seem {0 me to be the sork who
would go on harbouring the old
grudge for years and . years.
Might it not be,” Jemima
shrewdly, “that it is_because
conscience troubles him ihat
so frightfully keen on hearing
duugh name mentioned 77

“Well,- it might be =0,” Babs said
with a little frown. “But if he won't
speak about her, how ave you going to

and TFlora

his" own
not
his

Jemima seid blandly.

“l.')h, nothing I

“But, Jlmm), what funny little bee is
wnrkmg in your mind ¥”

“The (nmphmont
brightly, *is accepied, Babs, with grate-
ful thanks and so forth. For your sug-
gestion that I have a mind, I mean,”
she added. “Babs, pass me Eho nightie,
will you, old friend? Ydon't think I
might shove one of these lig ted loge
in the bed just to warm it up?

Babs laughed. Jemima grinned cheer-
fully.. It was obvious from that that the
monacled one had decided to say no
more about the problem she had raised.

They went to bed. lmost _im-
medi: ately Babs, worn out with the long
journey and the excitement of the day,
was asleep. She awoke suddenly to hear
a creak. The creak came from the door.

ITH a sudden gasp Jemima dived towards something wh:ch had s.hppeu

from her pocket to the floor.

No wonder the chums were amazed.

For it was the key thay had all been seekmgw-a.nd. Jemima had had it a]l_
the time | -

adrfc:l i

Jemima beamet} -
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8« Jemima's
; ’ - Sharnli Babs sat
up. The reom
was_filled with a
rosy glow, radiating
from the fireplace,
where the glowing
embers of the burnt-
" out logs were settling into
extinetion. .

But the light wad
sufficient to show her the
‘door softly closing, Sufficient to
show her, too, that Jemima's
bed was empty.

Jemima  had out—
where? .

Babs frowned a_little. She
countered the impulse to slip out of bed
and peer into the corridor. After all,
> she reflected, it was no business of hers

where Jemima went. E

t - Babs would have been mighty
puzzled if she could have seen Jemima
- &bt the moment, forusd .4 wraith
“that strange girl wa¥€reeping down the
draughty passage, dark as ink, towards
the reom of the Lady of Glengowrie.

Before the door of that room she
halted.  Quickly she glanced towards
the lock, and tlien her eyes narrowed a
~Aittle,

“®What-ho ! Jemima murmured.
Bho caught the handle. Gently she
pressed it. Soundlessly the door gave
before her, opening just a slit. Jemima,
holding her breath, peered in.

For a moment_she stood motionless,
hér cyes taking in every defail of the
dimly lit room.

Then with a peculiar smile upon her
faco she withdrew, earefully pulling the
door to behind her. In the corridor,
hidden from the view of the door, she
took up a watching pesition behind one
~ oF the stout pillars that supported the
‘arches of the roof. There she waited.

gone .

H, fun!” cried Clara Trevlyn,
her eyes sparkling. “ Just look
at it 1"
i No need for that injunction.
“The whole crowd of Clifi House chums
cere “‘looking at it.” And -the whole
rowd, to judge by the expressions on
their faces, shared Tomboy Clara’s un-
bounded delight.

For it was after breakfast next morn-
ing at Glengowrie Castle—and what a
morning to be sure.

A bright if unwarming sun had risen
sbove the mountain tops, flooding the
‘snow-covered countryside with radiance.
. Asfar as the eye could see there was
snow—snow in the valleys, spow on the
“mountains, the sammits of which were
greyly obscured by trailing clouds of

slate-grey mist.
“Oh, whoops for winter
sports 1”7 Leila gleed.
“What - ripping toboggan-
ing 1”7 i

“ What topping sliding !
“What-ho! And ‘what rip-
ing skating 1” Jemima

med. “Who says skates?”
They all said skates, and
there was an eager rush to get

them right away. E
5 Certainly it was
F -"g‘, an ideal morning for

e ckating—for shding

Christinas Secret!”

or tobogganing or any other form’ of
winter sport. ‘The snow, packed hard.
and firm by the heavy frost which had,
followed the gale, hiad transformed - the
Highlands for the time being into a’
counterpart of the Swiss Alps.

Up to their own rooms wilh gleeful_
laughs they bundled. Their skates were
fished out, warm coats and scarves and
gloves hurriedly donned.  Breathless,
they gathered-again in the big baronial
hnlf. just as Bessie, with-little Dorrie
in tow, came on the scene.

For Dorrie, keeping Bessie to her
promise to act as her nanny, had insisted
that Bessia help to dress her and super-
intend all her morning ablutions.

“Here, 1 my,,” Bessie cried. “where
¥ ng 17
“dkating,” Babs said, “down on the
ake.”

“Qo, lovely 1" Dorrig said. “Dorrie
like skating, too. Can me and Aunty
Bessie come, too?”

“0f course you can come!” Jean
Cartwright said.

“And nice lady?” Dorrie usked
ecagerly.

SRR

“*“Nice lady. Dorrie like nice lady,”
Dorrie said. “Dorrie dream about nice
lady. Nice lady like a fairy.”

Jean stared.

“Why, what are you talking about,

Dor:

““ Nice lady,” Dorrie said impatiently.
“Nice lady who gave Dorrie sweetie.
Nice lady who came to Dorrie’s room
and said she was a fairy. Didn’t she,
Aunty Bessie?”

“0Oh, crumbs ! Oh, y-yes, T suppose so,”
Béssie said, though she looked as puzzled
as the rest. * But never mind the nice
lady,” she said. :

“Rut Dorrie wants her to come !*

“Well, I guess we'll take her,” Leila
Cerroll said good humouredly. “ Dorrie,
go and fetch her then. DBut step on the
grease, you know. We wani to make
the most of the time.”

Dorrie shook her head, however.

“Don't know where nice lady is,’ she

sard.

The chums smiled at her. It seemed
obvious that Dorrie, with her mind full
of fairies and things, had been dream-
ing, and had carried the heroine of her
dreams into waking life. E:

“Wall, Aunty Bessie will go and find
nice lady,” Dabs said mischievously.
*Then rrie can follow with Aunty
Bessie and nice lady down to the lake.
You know the way, Bessie?”

“(Oh yes, of course,” Bessie said. “ But
lcok here, you know, what am I going to
do aboui this nice lady? I dud-don’t
know any more about her than you do.
Where is she?”

But that, of course, was too awkward
» question to answer. How could it be
explained to Dorrie that the nice lady
was just a figment of her imagination—
when Dorrie most certainly had de-
termined that it was otherwise? Mabs

coughed. Jemima grinned a little.
“Well, so-long! Leave you to it
Bess 1” she said. .

“But look here—"

But the chums, anxious to have done
with that argument, bad dashed out,
leaving Bessie to explain to her ward
as -well she might.

Skates jingling, they scampered to the
edge of the lake. Hven Jemima, who
liked to profess laziness, sle%ped out
briskly, and by the time they had
reached the edge of the lake %essia,
Dorrie, and the dream-ike nice lady
were all forgotten.

There they fastencd on their skates.
For an exhilarating hour they skated
about, thoroughly enjoying the fun. At
the end of that time

+ was with her.
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“Hallo!” Babs cried. “Herc's

d. Bessie I” .

Bessio it was, rolling towards thein
with an anxious expression on her faco,
her skates in her hand. But no Dorrie

“Halio1”  Jean
Darie 17 :

#Porrie wouldn’t come, you know;”
Bessioe said.”- “ She’s still loeking for the
nice lady. Blessed if 1 know what's
come over her,” she added worriedly. .
“Ever since she ﬁm up she's been burg—
ling about this silly iugy."

““And you dido’t find her?” Jemima

said. “Where's

ked.

“0Oh, really, Jimmy, that's potty!
How can I find someone someore else
has dreamed zbout?"

“No,” Jemima said thoughtfully.
“No, of course, that is a point. How
clearly you put the thing, old fat Bess.
Well, well, 1f you will appoini yourself
nanny to a kiddie, you must expect this
sort of thing. I think the icc is about
strong enough to hold you." But 'ware
near the edge. There 1t’s only six feot
thick I 4

Bessie sniffed scornfully. At the
moment Bessie was put out. Bessie's
conceit  was hurt, for Bessie had a
decided feeling that she had lost caste
in little Dorrie’s opinion by failing to
make the “nice lady ” materialise, and
Bessie hated to disappoint children. All
the same, she gingerly joined in the
skating.

“Well, that’s ripping!” Jean said, at
last. “Sun’s gone, though,” she added,
making a face. “And it dogs look, my .
hearties, as if mister snow is coming
to visit us again.” She pointed to the
dark, leaden-coloured clouds which were
gathering behind the distant mountains,
“Apart  from that,” Jean added,
“we've just nice time to get hack to the
castle for lunch. says?”

*Motion carried I”
“Skates off, Spartans!

Willingly they kicked off the skates.
In a group they set out for the castle
again. It was a steep hillside climb,
and, warmed by their exertions, they
took it rather more slowly going back.

Already, however, a chill wind was
springing up. The sun, as Jean had
remarked, was obscured by = thick
leaden pall, spreading from the north,
which made the day as dark as twilight.

On they trailed, in full view of the
castle now. Then suddenly AMabs
stnpped with a ery.

“Why—look !” she cried.

Her arm rose, finger pointing.  They
all stood still.

“The Lady of Glengowrie I breathed

¥'c'i'xirpmi Jemima.

Bahs, ‘
Was it? For a second they stood
entranced. Just for a moment they

saw it, a figure attired in a white, floaty
costume, as it peered out-of one of the
upper windows. Distinctly they saw
the white face, pretty, yet sad, so start-
lingly like the picture in the old hall
that they all thrilled.

For an instant the figure stood logk-
ing out, then, in a flash, had gone.

Bessie quivered.

“QOh, crumhs! The gig-ghost, you
know! That's her——"

The chums drew in a deep .breath.
Jean’s eyes were gleaming.

“ And the room,” she said. *“You see
the window? That's the window of the
lady’s room | Oh, my hat, come on!”

“But look here! I say, wait for me,
vou know ! Bessie squealed. “Look
here, how am I to climb——"

But nobody was waiting for Bessie. -
It is questionable, indeed, if anybody
heard Bessie:

Thrilled, excited, forgetful of their
weariness an climb, they wsre
making as fast as they could go now
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for the castle, Jemima most amazingly
leading the chase.

She was the first to fly nrmsa the
drawhridge, the first to enter the great
wall,
While Babs and the others sprinted
across the hall she ‘vanished ur the
stairs, and not until they had already
reached the door of the lady’s room did
they eatch up with her again. Then
they found Jemima Jooking at the door
and sadly shaking her head.

:Tnn fough 1" she said.

“The l{om s locked !"* .

“ Locked ?

They stared at the door. Jean tried
the handle, but it would not budge. She
frowned. - "

“Well, that's funny!” she said.
“T}ml;'s jolly. funny! The key of the
door is af‘ qu kept on the outside. This
—here’s uncle!” she added, as _the
laird himself, scenting that somethms;
was amiss, eame up. “1 say, uncle,
have you gn en orders for the key to bo
removed ?’

“Och, no!” the taird said. “The key
ia never removed. But why ?

“Wel, it’s not here now,” Jean said.
“We saw-—or thought we saw—some-
body maving abont in this room while
wo wera outside. She——" And then
she stopped, putting her eye 'o the key-

ole. “I don’t sec anything,” she mut-
mmd “and the key most certainly isn’t
in the other side of the lock.”

The laird chuckled.

“Then it’s’ a mistake you've made,”
ho said. “All the same, I'll speak to
the servants. No one has the right to
take the key out of the lock. ou've
got the’'Lady of Glengowrie on the
brain, lassies, ths same as Dorrie has
got some mysterious nice lady she’s
dreaming abont.”

Babs passed o hand across her brow.

“Wel,” she sai beats every-
thing. I suppose weren't dream-
ing? We ﬂld see t'hc \\ hito lady 7"

“Well, T guess if you didn’t, I did!"”
Teila satd. “And Mabs did, because it
was she who pmntcd her out, 1 guess.
And Clara—

And then she spun round as excited
liftle feet came scampering along the
corridor, as litile Dorrie, with a joyous
ery, sng]nl.pd. them, and headlong, came
hurling herself at them.

1

“Qop-001” ehe cried breathlessly.
“ Amby

“What-ho!” cried Jemima, and then
—whoosh ! as Dorrie  breathlessly

crashed into her, sending the monocle
sho was polishing {lying out of her hand.
“Well, now, look at that!” she cried.
“It's o good thing for you, youn
Dorrie, that I've got that insured wit
the plate-glass company.” With "a
resigned sigh she stooped and picked it
up, while little Dorrie, all contrition,
flew to her “aunty” Jean's arms.
“Tao tough!” Jemima murmured.
“Too—oh, hoch ay, and haggis !

And with a sudden gasp, she dived
towards something which, with a terrific
clink, had slipped on to the flagstoned
floor from her pocket.

Too late, however, she retrieved it,
too late straightened up. Not often was
it that the urbane Jemima looked con-
fused, but very disturbed she appeared
;mw. Wide-eyed the chums stared at
er.

“The key!” cried Babs.

“Ahem ! Jemima murmured.

“Jimmy, you—you had it all the
time !

Jemima shrugged.

“Alas, I must confess!”
“Just a juko_Juqt a joke. Ahem!
Jdust a little lnr:tuln fun at Christ-
mas time,” she sai “Just a joke, T
assuro yow. Too tough it not being

she said.
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push-bike to 1iding in her gueenly Rolls.
'l‘hough there are m:m¥ costly dogs at
hier stately home, she has for vourite
pet a noudeseript mongre! rc. 1 in the
mmc of Scram, whom she purchased, as a
pup, from_a tramp for the pnncoly sum
of one shilling.

Lady Pab 1s fond of all ontdoor recre-
ations, and is a pillar of strength in the
cenior hockey and cricket elevens.  8he has
lately come ru be regarded as a regular
member of CHff House's winning water-
polo team. Apart irom this Tad i
a really superh horsewoman, and has com-

blle has dark bair and very
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appreciated at its true \\orth—u}ul’
Well, well, well?”  And reluctantly she
roduced it. “'Tis tho key,” she con-

essed—“the key of this very door!
Perhaps,” she added blandly, while the
chum~ stared at her in ewilderment,

“you'd like to fry it.”

"And she held ‘the key out towards
Jean. Jean, with a mmdz\rm" stare,
ook it. She turned it in the lock and

Bung the door open.

But only emptiness rewarded their
gaze. Emptiness and that strange,
subtle perfume which they had noticed
last night—the perfnme which Clara
had described as being of peppermint
and pine.
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aowrie!"”
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£ "UN \Y ! mirmured Babs.
“What is?” Mabs asked.
“Eh?" Babs regarded her
chum, and then coloured n
little in confusion. © Oh, nothing!
was just thinking !” she said lluﬁterodly

“ About,” Mabs asked, “the Lady of
Glengowrie 2

CORTHAN-

*s corner in her I:rnrt “tor Babs & Co.,

Scrupuiuu»]s just, nev!u jumping :
o

oSBT, . TR TR TN R T S N P T T A R P A T T

o\
Kﬂ 5. the pym mistress

ders to be ragher too hand
not ,nblr‘, to sbmll up to her
2 Z

aversion s M

hnd  discipline has & very wamt
par-
ticularly for dear old duffer Bessie, Jemima
she regands with real afection, regardlcss
of the difference in their ages,

Her age is 17 years 11 months; her hel
G feet 4 inches. She takes size 4
ghoes, and has reakness for walking

et of which are to be

opera, theatres, and
no_favourite “ stars.”
r, adore Doris and

io, and Is very, very
pecialiy the cqnmm m]

T ¢ author is Rafacl
i fay n\mrc flower, the viola;
favourite colours, blue and_yellow.

s horn in Mayfair, London,
s a town house. But sh‘.
muech prefers her beautiful,
Northshire eastle, which h‘h been lhe
property of her family since ihe siss
teenth century. B
¥
“Yes,” :
“ And also "—Mabs eyed her shrewdly
—"Jemima 7
“Well, y-yes,” Dabs admitted,

Mabs nodded. It happened that the
same subjects were exercising her own
mental processes at that moment.

It was after lunch at Glengowrie
Castle—a  sumptuous and  satisfying
linch in all truth. With bllui‘p{’nl"f'

appetites, the chums had partaken of
just a little more than ‘their usual
tuota, except Bessie, who fast asleep
in the armchair now ml.h drowsy little
Dorrie nestling in her mmp arms, had
eaten at least three portions, Tor
1he dear old plump duffer had a most
tremendous appetite. 5

Outside a storm was rising. the w
making singing shrieks and whinirg
=nundA among ‘the buttre: and chim-

s, and in the great fireplace the
Ir-apmg fire crackled merrily, filling the
hall with both warmth and light,. In
front of it at a table Clara, Leila, Jean.
and Jemima were Qn“ro-ced in a game
of Lexicon.

Babs and Mabs, already out of that
tournament, sat together on the settee.

No more did Mabs say, but she stared
curiously at the downbent head and the
thoughtful features of Jemima, who,
with concentrated frown, was examining
the cards in her hand.

The firelight gleamed upon her sleck
Eton crop and upon the mnew gold-
rimmed menocle she had donned “witl
her ofterncon frock.

xmm»mmxmmﬁgmmw




Jemima was_in-
scrutable; Jemima

F was _ mysterious.

~ Jemima often was
vague and inane

usually when that sharp brain

of bers was working its
hardest. e
Tt was just im| ible'at any
" time to gauge ga thoughts of
_Jemima  Carstairs. Just 'as
impossible was -it to under-
stand her actions. .
. And_her actions; to gay the
least of it, had been decidedfy qucer
these last few hours. 5 3 &
Tiast might—that amazingly ireelovant
qguestion as_to whether- oy of Glen-,
gowric's maids came from -atigh..
; Then her mystericus absence which had
< lasted over hali an hour i the night—
"> gn adventure for which she had-vouch-
- safod mno explanation to Babs, cven
awake when' she

Then lastly this business of taking
thcd kcyg-c_fll-he door ofthe room of the
Lady of Glengowrie. i .

ybs could just make nothing of it all.

he was ring it now. BShe was
“aléo pondering the apparition they had
‘goon ab the window of the Lady of

wrie's room.
S “Que!” . Clara said suddenly,
- slapped down her cards.
<=0k, woof-woof I grimaced Jemima.
“-“And-here I am left with the whole
*tery cards in my dainty hznd¥l Too
* totgh--what? The worst of being
clever * Jemima sighed. “I was hop-
~ing to pick up an M. you see, an
" .make ‘magistrate.” Well, well, what
nest, comrades?” )

_“I've been thinking,” Jean said.

“Qh, Jean—at Christmas?” Jemima
said, shocked.

“Pve been thinking,” Jean repeated,
with o laugh, “about the Lady of
Glengowrie. And I’ve got an idea!”

“Hold your breath!” murmured
Jemima. -

“Bying round the chairs. Mabs, move
up the settee. ut- don’t wake Bessio
‘and Dorrie,” Jean said. “To-night !
she added in a . thrilling . whisper.
“Who's game for a ghost hunt?”

“What-ho ¥* Jemima murmured.

«Y told you, didn’t I, according to
legend, that the lady is supposed to
“eame out of the sacred Toom and go back
“into the sacred room. I only Jimmy
will stop playing fool 1inpes, this is our
chance. Supposing that at half-past
nine we slip into the passage and watch
the door? Uncle won’t mind I

- Good ogg!” Leila voted.

Clara frowned.

“But awhy half-past nine?” the Tom-
boy. wanted to know.

“Because, pinny, Bessio saw the ghost
Iast night at about hali-past nine,” Babs
replied. She looked round at the intent,
anmmated_faces, on which the red glow
from the fire played. “Are we agreed 1

“Oh, rather!”

_ “Topping fun!”

L Agreed they were—and ex-
3 cited, too, at the prospect
Ghost or no ghost, there was
certainly -some mystery
attached ta the room of the
Lady of Glengowrie, and the
expedition promised adven-
ture at any rate.

Bessie woken?msently, but
Bessie, - when informed of the
plan, fiatly refused to have
anything to do with it.

1t wasn’t that she was
afraid, Bessie argued. But
what was the sense
... of crawling round

and

10« Jemima’s Christmas Secret!”

dark, draughty corridors when one could
sit by a ripping fire and cat nuts or
arangesy

After that they pla;
exhilarating game o

od games—one an

blind man’s baff,

in which blindfolded Bessie “caught .
“a stone pillar, bringing shouts of laugh-
“ter from little Dorrie.

Then a game of hunt the slipper,

where poor Bessie got wedged under the:

great - old-fashioned ideboard and
father unfortunately upset the pepper-

t which, falling {ehmd it, gave the
at one .such a sneezing. fit that she
almost heaved the sideboard out of

position.

Then tea. That, at least, was in
Bessi’s line. After that, more games
and talking again. Then Dorrie’s bed-
time.

And Dorrie, stran
evinced no great objection to going to
‘bed. Baut all the same, she insisted upon
Bessie going with her.

“Well,” said Bessie,. and blinked ner-
vously. at the stairs, “well,” she said
feebly. “Oh, dud-dear! Aunty Bessie's
tired,” you know.®

“Then Aunty Bessie sleep with
Dorrie,” was Dorrie’s instant rejoinder
to this objection. “Aunty ssie - 508
nice lady then!”

“But I den’t want to see
Bessie unhappily objected.
mean, of course, I (jud-do.
dear! I say, will romecne

us 7

will,” Jemima offered at once.
“As a matter of fact, I want to go to
my room.”

Bessie beamed.  She felt happier
then. Off the three of thel
Dorrie’s trusting litile hands enveloped
on one side by Bessie’s, on the other
by Jemima’s. They entered the
nursery—a bright, sweet little room,
with cream-coloured walls and fairy
wallpaper,, and with Dorrie’s toys
strewn about the floor. Bessie beamed.
. “Well, here we are,” sho said. “This
is ripping, isn't it? Bat, I say,” what
a nun-nice.smell in here, you know.”

Jemima smiled thoughifully.

the lady!”
“1. mum-
Oh dud-

come with

“Peppermint-and-pine,”  she sug-
gested.  “Gos or - the old ecold,
what 7.

“Why, y-yes,” Bessie said. i

sus--say, how clever of you to think of
that !

Jemima smiled, She watched, giving
rather useless advice as Bessie put
Dorrie to bed, rocked her a little, and
then, when the child was asleep, tip-
toed out, leaving the nightlight on.

Jemima led the way back down the

assage. Rather hurriedly Bessie fol-

owed lier until the head of the main-

staircase was reached. Then Jemima
gave an exclamation.

“(h, haggis and hailstones ! Tut-tut!
My bulging old brainbox will never
save my tottering tootsies!” she. cried.
“1 did say, old Bessie, I wanted to go
to my room, didn’t 177

“Why, yes, you did.”

“And would yon believe it, I've for-

otten,” Jemima murmured. “Tco

ad! ’Scuse me if I don’t fall down
the stairs with you. I'll just stagger
back.”

Bessie grinned. She didn’t’'mind now.
Unaccompanied, she made her
down the stairs where
anxious eyes upon the clock, wero
gathered to greet her. It was hali-past

eight then.

“Jimmy’'s gone to her room,”
Bessie explained.. “And Dorrie’s fast
asleep.”

“Goody !" Jean chirped.  “Well,
buck up, Jimmy 1” she added, address-
ing the stairs.

%nb whatever business had taken

ely-encugh to-night, .

m  went,

Tur ScnoOLGIRL
Jeminiz to her room seemed to be a
rather lengthy one. The minutes ticked
on. A quarter to nine—nine o’clock.

At Babs' suggestibn. Jean and Mabs
went up to rout. Jemima out. They
came lookin,

w5 “Oh, my hat! She’s not forgotten?”
#lara- o in exasperation. “But

where the -thump can she ‘have gome . &

to?” . S

“Perhaps,” Joan suggested, ‘‘shels
tracking the st down on her own
account. Well, never mind. BShe jolly
- well knows what time we've fixed up the
hunt for,- and it’s her own silly fault
if she’s-not in the fun. Uncle, can we
put the lights out in~the passage up
stairs?” t

“Ef- it pleases you,” Angus. Glen-
gowrie chuckled. “The place is yours,
Jean. Pl stop here and keep Miss
Bessie company.”

T; was nearly & quartor-past nine i
Keyed up . with excitement, the

then.
chums moved towards the stairs. At
the top of those stairs, near the gallery,
was the switch which plonged the
whole -of the upper landings and rooms
in darkness, and Jean switched it off.
In a-body they crept forward.
“*Sh{” said Jean, though nobody was
mdking a sound. ! .
“In smile file they went on. Silence
now, broken only by the mournful howl-
.ing of the wind and the soft frou, frou!
of falling snow against the wii} jows.
_ In pitch darkness they groped their
way. Kach girl had rinnag rubber-
soled slippers for the hunt, and the
noise of -their footsteps as they moved

along was' at one with the futter and.

rustle of the gale outside.
Then suddenly Jean halted.
“Here wo arel” she whispered.
“Where 7 muttered Clara. “ Blessed
And

if T can see a thing!”

“Shush! The deor’s therel”

Jean indicated, In the faint glimmer
of light that came from a small
laiticed window high up in the roof,
they dimly saw it then.
sha counselled.

Superfluous advice. ~ But crouching
there in the darkness, they waited. No
sound then except the beating of their
own hearts, thudding with uhushal in-
te-nsihg; no sign of hfe save their own
breathing.

Down the passage the wind hlew
with increasin, i
to shiver suddenly. Then—

“Listen 1” Jean whispered.

Ramrod-tense they stood, electrified,
scarcely breathing.

For from the room behind the door
had come a sound. Then the door
began to open and Jean tensed.

“Get ready!” she breathed.  ““And

then: “It—it's the Lady of - Glen-
gowrie I”

For a dimly seen figure, dressed
from head to foot in white, bad

appeared in the - (hoOrway.

UIVERING, tense, the chums
crouched.  For a moment na otis

moved; no one spoke. - Fve
eye was fixred on that dim,
shadawy figure. -

‘_:ilimm s pot in her room,” Mabs

“Now wait!”’

chilliness, causing Baba - <=

Every.




EVERY SATURDAY

W HATra thrill; what fun,
had witnessed before. :

Aud then, with a ‘rustle, it tiptoed
jpto the passage. Suddenly it turned
to tho left. “With that, Babs found her
voice.

“Quick !I” she eried.

The figure seemed to starf. For a
moment it halted, Then, with a silky
rustle, it dashed on.

“ After 17 cried Clara.

No need for that ery. No longer fear

. jnspired them. No longer were they
banging back. Here was the lady—
and ghost or woman they meant to catch
up with her!

“Come on!"” Jean gasped.

All very well, that! . But if they
could tum, so could the figure in front
of them Like a deer it flew, reached
the end of ghe corridor, and  disap-
peared round it. Pell-mell, the chums
_pelted on its track.

Along this corridor, now along that,
- through onc of the main rooms, and
finelly into a smaller, narrower corri-

T.
Ahead, the figure still sped.

“Whoops!  Wait a minute!” Jean
panted, her eyes gleaming.  “We've
got ber now. She can’t get away. This

passage leads to the
ball. .~ String_out, all of you.
might try dodging back when she comes
to the end of the passage.”

“Gee!” breathed Leila.

And hearts filled with cxcited exulta-
tion, they moved on. ° -

Then ahead they saw a light—the
light friom the old hall. They saw the
figuso pause, . saw_ her swiftly | glance
‘Back. Jean tensed, expecting ‘her to
double back on her tracks, buf the
figure,- to her- astonishment, turned to
the {eft along the gallery itself.

Jegn whooped.

“ome on! We've got her now 1”

Got her it secmed thioy -hads  They

allery above the
e

when the huge Yule Log was piped in.
But the greatest thrill of this Christmas Eve was yet to come,

y Jemima.

reached the end of the corridor which
led on to the gallery. In chorus they
shonted :

“There she

Patter, patter, went their feet against
the old, oak floor. On before them the
figure few. Downstairs the laird looked
his face full of startled amazement.
in the act of dozing, looked up,
too, and then, with a frightened vell,
went seurrying palpitatingly under the
table,

Jean panted.

“ Unele, stop it 1"

The laird moved forward. Down the
stairs the figure was leaping now, From
Bessie ‘went up a wild Then——

“QOuch !’ gasped the as the
figure, leaping the last  three steps,
rushed right into his waistcoat !

“Hold her, uncle!” cried Jean.

But the laird was holding her.

tomatically he had wrapped his arms
around her. And 5|rungpl]y enotigh—
though the chums were too excited to
heed that in this electrifying moment—
the figure,” caught, made mnot the
slightest attempt to struggle or to resist.

Then Babs, with Jean, was on the
scenc. Breathlessly they dashed up.
Babs caught at the fugitive's shoulders,
pulling her round. And then, from them
all, went up & shriek:

“Jimmy 17

For Jemima Carstairs, dressed in the
old-fashioned clothes of the Lady of
Glengowrie, it was!

#6 IMAIY, you spoofer !”
“ Jimmy, you—you ninny 1"

“IWhat the dickens—"

“Why on earth—""

Jemima, raising her eyeglass, polished
it rapidly and put it in her eye.

“Merry  Christmas!”  she
brightly.

said

By bilda Richards =

It was a ceremony none of the c&;ume-
and was to be supplied

“Fxplain yourse

of her own ingui
life. - And here was

* Clara

retor-

> not pleased " Jeinima asked,
and shook her head in anx i

ons negation

i
Tut! What a

1, thini‘:ing I was

adding to the gaiety of all and i'-unr}ry 14

They staréd at her speechle

¥. Bessie

at last scrambled from under the table.
She did not'seem to be sure, even now,

whether Jemima iwas ghost or girl.
ced indignantly through her thick

blini
spectacles.
“(0Oh erumbs,
dressed up. Real
“But what,”

She

vou know, you're all
Jimmy, I think—""

, “made

you play a trick like that 1"
“ Mk of human kindness—just- that,”

said.

“Too tough on the old
1 thought, if no ghost appears
o fecl you were going to dither

in draughty corridors for hours on end

without seeing anything, what? So,
¢ Jimmy Carst
| children
Dash it all, Spartan, it’s

T to myself, %
why let these £

disappointed ¥

w

'S

e S0 Ficl

Christmas, eo why not play the giddy

old ghost yourself 1’ °

They stared witheringly.
“And you mean to say,” Babs asked

wrathfully, “that becaun
we were on a_ wild-goose P
vou deliberately planned this for L]

Alas!” Jemima

1
old ghost hunt.
What more
do to please you?
me !
speare  said, bless
“how  sharper than
toothless child is the
thank serpent I’
One never gets one’ss

W

sighed.
“ Ah, me, how terribly, tragic-
ally one’s noble motive may be
nistalen. You wanted the Jolly
You had ik
n a faithful friend
Woe is
As old Bill Shake-
i him—

you thought

b

the




, dueg at all in this
h* world, does one,
Mr. Glengowrie'?”
The laird, - his
eyes gleaming fun,

chuckled. :

“WeH, all I can say,” Clara
said _wrathfully, *“is that if
.you-had your dues you'd be
rolling down the hill in the
snow, - you spoofer. Brrrrr!
4 So that’s why you went and
v disappeared half an - hour
sefore the ghost hunt. And where did
you get that costume?” '

.. *0h, found it,” Jemima murmured
~vaguely, “Found it, you ' know.
Remember the old motto that ‘ he who
finds shall seek.” I d d a spot of seeking,
you know.. Well, here we, are, just one
big, happy, gay and langhing ami]i:z"
he chirriped, beaming around at her
rlowering chums. All bright as little
Lerries on the megry old mistletoe
bough, what § *Scuse 'me, will you, while
T go mg,h}z_v.nge back to the twentieth

s +
And with a’cheery wave of her hand,
nd an engaging soiile, Jemima trip
. _yp -the stairs' again, leaving
ing chums glaring after her.
And as. she went che chuckled
mysteriously. £

er

i 01" Angus Glengowrie said,
£ almest angrily. **No, no, Miss
e Carstairs. lease! Do not
7 mention that name again.”
#But if she came—" Jemima
porsisted. :

“Please ! And with sudden agitation
: the laird of Glemgowrie rosc from the
" zcaf on which be had been sitting. “Tll
go and see that fool Bandy aboot the
furkey. Excuse me, please,” he said,
aitd quickly strode from the room.
Jemima looked after him and sighed
—a- rather heavy sigh, it was, Rather
hanghtful, too, the expression that
Tossed her face as the laird, elosing the
detr behind him, went out of his study.
Obviously he was not to be tackled on
“the subject of his daughter.
‘3% was the next merning—Christmas
. Fwe morning, bright and frosty snd
‘crisp, with -a great, red sun hanging
above the mountains, touching the snow-
‘covered peaks with a sheen of crimson

gald.

Outside Babs & Co., with Bessie and
< were disporting themselves upon
-tha lake.

Jemima, however, had stopped in that
MQrRIing.

For }emima had a programme of her

- a own o work upon.

The first part of that pro-
rammo concerned Angus
Hlengowrie.  Jemima, des-
perately anxious to discover his
reaction to the loss of Dorrie’s
mother, had tackled him in his
own den, It could net be said,
however, that she had had a
great deal of luck.

“Tough,” Jemima mur-
mured. “Toughl Well, well,
e never. shall it be

_ said that a Carstairs
Mvm met with defeat. If

- Jemiina’s Christmas Secret1”

the merry old cat can't come oub &b
the top of the bag it must emerge from.
the bottom, forsooth!” .- .

And-- with that _eryptio
Jemima quitted the room. _

Rather thoughtfully she trailed across
the old hall. With pensive frown on her
brow, she mounted the stairs. Along to
the room she shared with Dabs. she
went, pausin a moment to -stare
through the window at the happy scene
which met her eyes. .

Down in the glen on the lake, Clara
Trovlyn and Bessie Bunter between
them were giving Dorrie a slide, and the
child’s- merry, pealing laughier came
faintly to her ears.

Across'the lake, Leila and Mabs and
Babs were engaged in a merry scuffle
in the snow.

“Huch fun,” Jemima murmured.

She crossed to her case. From-her
pocket she took out a key. With this
she unlocked the case, thoughtfully
rummaging among the clothes in it
interior. For a few minutes she fumbled,
then, with a sigh of relief, she drew
something out. It was n white mask.

- And with that mask in her possession
she tripped out again. But this time
she did not go dewnstairs. Once’again
she went to the sacred reom of the
Lady of Glengowrie, and then, three
times, in a peeuliar way, she knocked.
_At the third knock the deor swun

remark,

silently open from the intcrior, an
Jemima entered.
€6 g uNarY  AS  huniers from the

hunt I Clara Trevlyn said, with
a laugh. “But where's Jimmy, Mr.
Glengowrie 7"

“Jimmy ? Your friend Miss Carstairs, -
vou mean?” The old laird frowned.
“I'm sure I don’t know. She came to
see me an_hour ago in my study.
fsmc(,‘. then I have not set eyes upon
rer.”

"The chums, glowing with health, had
just come in from the lake, to meet the
laird in the hall. Dorrie was with
them—Dorrie. whose woollen-gloved
hand was clasped in that of the beaming
Bessie, and. who carried a pair of
diminutive skates in the other. -

She laughed.

“Nice Aunty Bessie and Aunty Clara
give me ride on the lake, grandpa,” &
glowed. "“It was lovely. But Dorrie
wants to see her nice lady,” she added
seriously.  “Darrie  love nice lady.
Have you seen my nice lady, grandpa?”

The old man smiled indulgently. ‘

“No, lassie.”

“But nice lady
disappointedly.  “Nice lady say slie
come to see me ever so many times and
live in the castle. Last night nice lady
gave me more sweeties,” she added
proudly. “And nice lady gave me one
for grandpa. Leok!”

And eagerly from her tiny pocket
Dorrie fished out a little brown lozenge.

“QOch, and that’s nice of your nice
lady !I"* he said. “Thank ye, ma bairn.”

“Well, eat 1t,” Dorrie adjured.

“But grandpa doesn't eat sweetiea.”

“But grandpa eat nice lady's
sweeties,” Dorrie  said  carnestly.

ere,” Dorrie” said

““Grandpa, please!”

There was no resisting an appeal like
that, even if the laird of Glengowrie
was not & sweet eater, Good humouredly.
he put the lozenge.in his mouth, at
which little Dorrie c¢lapped her hands.

“Nice?” she asked anxiously.

“Hum! Yum, very nice,” the.old
man mumbled. “A cough sweet, eh?”

n he broke off. | “ But who gave you
cough sweets, Dorrie? 'There’s none in
the house, as far asg I'm dware.”

“Nice lady,” Dorrie said innocently.

- Glengowrie, -
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“Nicelady say swecties good in"eold
wenfer. Nico?” she asked again:
Thé old map etared at her” with a
puzzled froww.: -And then suddenly
3abs, who was megr bim, sniffed. She
sniffed agaip, giving & littde stari as

That smell—- 4 y

A strange, distinctively pleasant smell.
A’ smell she bad smelled before. “The
smell of— :

“Ob, my hatP” she cried snddenly. -
“That’s strange ! Can you smell it?”

They all  sniffed. = Clara’s eyes
widened. © T :

“Why, peppermint and pine.”

Peppermint and pine—yes. The same
distinctive odour they had all noticed su
strongly _in the room of the Lady of

Peppermint and pine in the room of
the Lady of Glengowrie! Pepperming
and pine in this sweet which Dorrie had
handed to her grandpa and which she
said_came from her mysterious dream

£

ady, :
“My hat! T believé there’s more in

this than meets the eye,” Babs said,

when, in her room, fen minutes later,

the clums had forgatherod—still with-

out the missing Jemima. “That lozenge

couldn’t have eome from nowhere.

Semebody did give it to Dorrie—"

She paused as the door opened. And
there, beaming, stood Jemima.

“What cheer!” she said -brightly.
“Nice morning we're having, what?
Ahem! Have I changed into & prickly-
cactus or something, that you siare at
me like that, sweethearts?™

“Where,” Babs-demanded, “have you
been 1 ;i

“(Oh, doing things!™ Jemima said
vaguely. “ Such sweet and lovely things,
too! Such a heap of winsome surprises
your -little Aunty Jimmy has up hér
Christmas  sleeve for you—and such
rapturous thrills to come, my adored
beloveds! To-night,” Jemima an-
nounced impressively, “is Christmas’
Eve.'? » v

“Go hon!” Clara scoffed. “Yau’ll be
telling us next that it's Christmas Day
to-morrow.” : 5

“Well, well, and so it is 1" Jemima
said in surprise. “Tut! How clever
Clara does find these things out. Now
I know why you were poring over the.
calendar at breakfast. But to-night,”
Jemima went on again, *is Christmas
Eve. And to-night there will be revels.
The noble Jemima used her abun-
dant store of grey-matter to shed rays
of happiness on all and sundry. Fun
for everyone—whatho 1”7 -

“You don’t say,” Leila put in.

“ Absolutely,” Jemima beamed. * And
to-night there will be’ something else,
To-night, upon the stroke of midni ht,
we are going to have a visitor, air
comrades—a visitor from another world.
and another age. Wait not for explana-
tions; seek not to pry into the secrets
of the sages. ave everything to
Unele Jimmy.”

They all stared. -

“Meaning 7"’ Babs asked. %

« Just "that,” Jemima smiled. “Just
Aunty Jimmy’s little Christmas sur-
prise, what? Starc not so rudely I’ she
added. “Jf you keep your mouth open:
a4 that angle, Clara keloved, you'll get
& draught down your throat. Instead,”
Jemima added, “havo a sweetie.” And
she held out towards them a small
bottle, at the sight of which their eyes
widened. - Bierpal

For the bottle, lahelled by a chemist
in Scarborough, was full of small sweets.
-Fhey were peppermint and ¢ pine
lozenges, one of which Dorrie had given
to her grandpa. 2




" ivELY SATURDAY .

followed by the most wild and exhilarat-
ing dancing to the blare of the bagpipes
that Babs & Co. had ever known. -

At ten o'clock the servants entered in
solemn  procession, each carcying an
enormmonsly fat candle in & stick. These
were arranged tound the fire. At half-
‘past ten the toast of Christmas Eve was
( drunk with much good-natured chaff
“and banter, and the roundest and most

B bilda Richards 3 -

“Come bring with a noise,
My merry, merry boys, <., 2
The Christmas log to the-firing—=""+

And then, what a roar I—as out from
the kitchen appeared four hefty ser- ©
vants bearing on their shoulders such &
log ‘es must have been cut from thé
fatlier of all the oak-trees on earth! =~

In a solemn ‘procession, -while the

6L IMMY, explain”
Thus Babs & Co:

before lunch.
“Jimmy, you chump, tell us

what the game is.”. -
Thus Babs & Co. during: the afternoon.
“Jimmy, you tantalising old idiof,

’

what have you got up your sleeve?”
Thus Babs & Co. after tea, before

changing into their new party frocks.
Byt to all those inguiries Jemima re.

turned the seme answer, with the sanie

artle aming smile. 0 T
“Waif, beloveds,, until the stroke of
midnight.” 5y 3

" Aud Jemima, maddeningly mysteris
oug, just refused to say another word.

They. just had to wait till midnight.

Eagerly as they had been anticipating
the evening, there was that undercurrent
in all of them which could not see the
hands of the clock move fast enough.

‘Though, to be sure, there was enough
fun and excitement at Glengowrio
Castle that fight. Dinner was eaten
and cleared away, little Dorrie taken 1o
bed, the fire piled high with logs, when
faistly from dewn the hill' came a
strange and whirling noise.

“The pipers!” cried Jean.

She stood up. They all stoed. The
oid laird chuckled as he watched their
thrilled facea. Outside a freshening
wind brought the swirl of the. pipes
nearer. .,

Then voices.

T, Young voices, girls'
voices, ‘boys’ veices, and men’s voices,
Blended in melodious chorus:

* #List to the bells in tuneful chime,
Blending their tones with the bells of
time,
Ringing together a choral lay,
Hailing the light of Christmas Day.”

Nearer and nearer Strange, whining
music, but péculiarly tuneful, peculiarly
gweet to the surroundings in w hey
found themselves. Nearer, nearcr. I
they could hear the crunch of feel on
the frozen snow. Now they could see
throngh the windows the dark shapes.
Then suddenly the castle doors weres
{flung back with a crash. And mito the
room— -

“Oh, I
Bunter. % .

In came the pipers, kilts twitling,

bagpipes skirling.  Straight into the
room they marched, followed by sixty
or seventy rosy-cheeked youihs and girls
from the village of Glengowrie two
miles away.
“~Round and round they marched, sing-
ing, laughing. the eyes of the pipers
goggling and the cheeks of the pipers
bulging: Then suddenly the tunc came
to an end. With one accord the pipers
flung up their hats.

“Qch, and & merrie Christmas to ye,
laird, and a merry Christmas to ¥
Sandy, give us a reel and show
sies fra England how we cnjoy
enrsen in bonnie Scotland.”

“And Sandy gave them a reel, and
twenty or more very pretty and kilted
Highland Jussies did the Highland fling,
Jean Cartwright laughingly and en-
thusiastically joining in.
~After that thers wers drinks and
snacks all round for the village guests,

1o

sus-sayl”  stuttored Bessie

music wailed on and the voices roared
ever more lustily, they approached the
fire. There they arranged themselves so
that the log was broadside to it, and
then with a heave sent the giant ‘bole
crashing into the flames, . 3

A shower of sparks like a hundred
fireworks flaming rushed up  the
chimney. .

gi%imtin Christmas pudding which Babs
& Co. had ever scen was brought in and
proudly placed upon the table.

“QOch, 1ads and lassies, come to the
board,” the laird invited, beaming
round, * and help yourselves. Jean, oot
wi’ the lights,” he ordered. * Lassies,
light wp the candles. If ye haven't
heard aboot the ceremony of the yule

Ter “ Scuooramrs ¥ OFFICE,
Freerway Houvse,
FARRINGDON STREET,
Loxpo¥s, B.C4,

1y Dear Girls— \
This tiny letter is just to wish every single one
of you the old, old wish—

A Merry, Merry Christmas.

There’s nothing new 1 can say, I'm afraid, but
then, there’s nothing new that I want to say, for
it is all contained in that wish—that this may be
the Happiest Christmas you have ever known.
And I shall be more than happy if I dare to think
that my stories will help just a little in the fulfil-
ment of that happiness.

My Alsatian dog, Juno, would also, I'm certain,
like to send you doggie greetings, for she does
realise that something exeiting is in the air.

Agnin, a HAPPY, HAPPY CHRISTMAS is the
sincere wish of .

HNetora, Idchandtd

P.S.—0h, and thank yon for those Christmas
caids and other greelings! I love them all,

“Oh crumbs! I sussay, you know!

“0Oh dud-dear, I am

log before, ye shall see mow how we
welcome our Christmas !” R

And while Jean put out the lights.
Babs & Co. lit the great candles around
the firo. The chef appeared then, pour-
ing spirit over the Christmas pudding,
which was sct alight. In the green and
purple flames which rose up. the chums
grinned at each other, laughing their
delight.

Then everyone fto the hospitable
board, where. a glass of home-made
wine was pushed into one hand. and the
other furnished with=a slice of pudding.
At the laird's orders they then all stood
around the fire.

The laird elapped his hands.

“Let the yule log be brought in!” he
roared. “Pipes, laddies!”

Imm i'\a!cijy the pipes swirled. Tifty
or sizty lust§ voices roared in chorus.

¥
They all were. The spirit of Christ-
mas was in the air. Gay, laughing,
they all stood round the blazing bole,
singing lustily in ehorus as the seem-
ingly never-weary. pipers puffed on.

Time went, Eleven came. Half-past
cleven. A quarter-to-twelve!  Babs
suddenly elutched Mabs’ arm

“Mabs, lockl TFive minutes to

twelv
She glanced towards Jemima, who at
that moment was trying a Highland
fling with ‘a lad in a velvet jacket.
Jemima scemed serenely unconcerned.
Four minutes: to midnight. Three—
two! The laird held up his hand.

(Continued on page 16} -




S5, (Continued from
WA AT poe 1)
21 i
4 “Two ~minutes fo
Christmas Day, lassies
and lads. I bid ye bo

silent awhile and list
for the first strokes of the
hour. - 'Tig the Christmas

in Glengowrie 1”

. At once a hush fell. Every-
body stood ‘still_and silent, all

‘facing towards the stairs where

the ancient grandfather clock

- stpod.
* Ougside the wind hummed on
a low note. In the grate the Yylo log

spluttered.
“A minut’e‘ to go,” Babs murmured.
“ Jimmy-—=—' Ay S
“Wifch the stairs!® Jemima
<

They- all tensed now,
m !

The first stroke was struck.
* And’ then—
SBoftly; sweetly from the distance
yond the stairs came a voice:
“QGod rest ye, merry gentlemen,
< * Let nothing you dismay—"
Soft, sweet, swelling it rose, each note
as clear as a flute. Nearer ond nearer
it came, growing louder, sweeter as it
approached, filling every nook and
eorner with its pure notes..
The whole assembly stood spellbonnd,
‘Babs was staring as -if she could
hardly belicve her eyes. Every nerve in
heér seemed to be guivering in an elec-
ical vibration. For the voice——
. “The Lady of Glengowrie!” she
stuttered.
In the darknpess from the old laird
rame a funny sort of cracked cry.
Steadily the voice came on.* Now at
tho head of the stairs something ap-
peared. There was a rustle in the room,
a sudden hiss of excitement, of fear. A
gitl cried out somewhere. Bessie gulped.
7 “Oh crumbs! Oh dud-dear, the gig-
- gghost 1"
© "®8hysh!” Clara said
gripped her wrist,
AWith fascinated eyes they watched.

fiercely, and

Now the figure had emcrged into the
ght. Revealed, she stood in her white,
old-time dress. =

Bweet, fearless, clear the song swelled
from her lips as she slowly descended
- ‘the stairs.
But her face—
It was masked!
Nobedy moved. Nobody, in that
- ‘moment, could have moved. ¥ was as
if everyone were held in the grip of an
h}ﬁnuhc trance.
3 ow she was descending, coming
" towards them—no ghost but a woman
of flesh and blood, even if_her face was
* indistinguishable. In the middle of the
stairs she stopped. The carol came to
an end. She looked down.

gowrie went up a great rasping cry. -

“Stop! Stop! Ma guidness, am I
going mad? That voice—put on the
lights ! Woman, who are you?”

The figure faltered. ~They all sensed
in that moment her fright. A ery, low;
choked—the cry of bitt¢r failure—came
from her lips. Then, as the laird hurried
forward, she turmed, gathering up her
skirts and flying back up the stairs,

“Biop! Stop!” the laird eried.
fle 1™

“Oh, hobgoblins, I've done  it!”
Jemima's voice cut in.’  “Quick, get

away 1"
Zhe woman raced. But before she
reachied thd 4op of the stairs another

& wgemima's Christufas Secret!”

~Eve custom, as you koow, *

And then from the Laird ,of Glen-

figure appeared—a small, excited, rosy-
faced figure dressed in & trailing white
nighty. 7 - ;
With s glad shriek, she rushed towards
the mysterious masked . singer as it
would have bolted into the corridor, and
flung herself upon it e .
Tha figure was little " Dorrie, most
enormously excited.» Bhe gave a cry.
“Nice lady! Dorrie’s nico lady
Dorrie got you now and Dorrie never
et you go again! Dorrie- loye nice
lady,” she added,. “but why nico lady
wear that funny thing upon her face?”
And innovently, as the distracted
woman bent down to catch her in her
arms, she plucked the mask from the
features it covered. ? -
At the same moment there came a
gasping cry from the laird himself.
“My daughter!” he shouted, “My
daughter—Flora 1"

beld the
Stage!

§“ ! daughter!”

In the hall there wns a
breathiess gasp of 'surprise.
Speechlessly Babs & Co.

stared at each other 8o this then
was Jemima’s big surprise!

Proud and pale, the woman at the
top of the stairs stood, hugging little
Dorrie to her.

No fear was in her face. She looked
almost alarmingly like the Flora Glen-
gowrio of the picture in the hall as
defiantly she stood thus.

While up the stairs rushed the laird,
Jemima breathlessly at his heels,

“Flora—you !~ 3

“Yes, father—I!”
answered quietly. 5

“What are you doing in this house!”

“1 came,” the woman said proudly,
“becanse I had to come. I did not
come to ask favours. 1 came because
I wanted once again to sce my child,
this darling from whom I have been
separated so long. T " And then a
gob broke into her voice; for 2 moment

the  woman

‘efforta to find you,

> 'I’n: ScHOOLGTRL

she. hmgged  the child closer to. her®
“Darrie, my darling,” she whispered;
“] have to go—I have to leave yoeu}”
“No, mo!” Dorric cried, clinging
passionately, . “No! Dorrie not let
nic(xlz Jady mo! Dorrie love nice lady..

and- z
“Oh, . gol

wait!”  Jemima guiﬁi
ingly “broke- in. < *“Just a - merry. :
jiflet, please!l. Mr. Glengowrie,
sorry. I'm afraid I've got to own up
to this” - il
“QOwn up?’ the laird stuttered, . .He
was still staring :@s though m
“Flora; nol” he eried agonisedly, as
the ‘woman turnéd, making an effort to
disengage the clinging child’s arms

m. her neck.  *Don't—don’t go—
o e
She  turned,- her eyes big with
wanderment. -
© # Do't—don’t g0l he repeated

brekenly,” - “Flora,> T—L' don’t ‘want
you to go!
you to go, really, not even when

turned -you oit! - Flora "—and herc
his - voice cracked—"if you  have
suffered, I have suffered,.too. I never
cxpected, when 1 told you to go, that
_yon_wnu‘}d take me at my word! My
heart has beén full of -bitterness ever
s itterness with: myself, my dear.
Ever since vou left, I ‘have made
and have never

succeeded.  Flora, I loved you as a
little girl; I loved you as my
daughter. I have always loved you—

that- it has broken
anyone mentionéd

Babs said con-
have you gob a

so much, my bairn,
my heart whenever
your name.”
goodness 1"
o *“(-Claza,

hanky ?” g

“I—I'm using it,” Clara mumbled. .

There was a d deep silence. ~ The
clock had struck its last chime. now.
Downstairs was an - uneasy silence,

Then softly: as father and daughter
stood gazing at each other, Jemima
took the laird’s hand. He, still star- -
ing, never scemed to notice the action,
Unresisting, she drew it towards ‘Lhat
of the woman, in white. ~ :

They touched, they met, and then
the man, with a great sobbing ery,
had stumbled forward. -

“Flora {”

“Fathep1” |

Jemima heaved a sigh. b

Wirile outside, from the direction of
the village, there came through the

(Concluded on page 28)

The IMost Memorabie Chrislmas*ﬁa{of Their Lives!

That was how Babs & Co. will always regard their Christmas Day at

romantic old Glengowrie Castle. All

they could wish for was theirs for the

asking. What thrilling sport, what glorious fun! But there was one girl

who, despite all the jollity, was: not

completely happy, who began to act

mysteriously, secretively. And that girl was Leila Carroll, one of their own

chums.

That is the intriguing *
theme of next week’s

EY

Be sure to order
next Thursday’s
copy now.

I—I have never wanted -’




i ftor in the ranks can mar the ;}feative @afehg of ﬁett‘g
JBarton & C!:o., who are now—

JODY CARDEW, to’ mention only & I(‘W,
in forces with
JACK LINTON & Co., of Grang
2 maa concert party - whicl
ﬂch Soclety homm daring the Chrisf
a ful ud on belm]f ot a
Tm-v have a chaperon,
MISS LL‘;'N«‘R a charming lady they adore.
Ab wurcm'e during the rcparnﬁmla
valuahle concert frock is ruined. ~ Betty k
16 in_vain—never
uquccﬂnﬂ{habltuismm Miss Lester |
Bot Betty has donbts Inter-dand they
5 become - cerfainties when Miss  Leste:
sngpests  Polly );u.s gtolen “some missing
funds,

&

>N (Now read on.)

LONE in_ the room with Miss
Lester, Beity angrily snswered
the nasty insinuation that had
been mai

“You'ro sugges!mg that Polly Linton
has helped herself” to money collected
for charity I
- “T'm only saying, Betty, your chum
Polly was cre
- the night. And you have just been tell-
ing me that during the night some of
the concert. party talnugq were stolen.
Bhal]l we ask Polly?
"2 *No!” Betty i:aﬂy refused,
it’s been none of her deing. Quite likely
the missing %mund nates will be found
upon her,  But that’ll: only prove the
. theft—against the wrong person!
““Phiey'll have been planted on Polly 1™

“I—1 don’t understand you, Bﬁtty -
stated Miss Lcstpr. * Pleaso explain.
- “Not mnow,” Beity again refn
marching to the door. *“Going info it
“all would take too long; there’s so much
. else to explain ™

And, leaving Miss Lester to make
what she liked of that eryptic answer,
she- went out of the room.

“Up-some flights of stairs dashed Betty,

“ Beeause

"Only one of them—Polly—was the

‘?mg about down here in

to end by whirling into the bed-room
which she shared with two of her chums
starting to get dressed. %

“’Morning, I'ci]y " was Betiy's

anted beginning. “1 say, d’you mind
ooking in the pockets of your -ux.i(s"’
And if you find two pound notes——""

“Wha-a-at!” screeched the madeap.
“Funny,” she jested, darting to make
the search, “I dreamt I had come into
monay [

But "next moment, her hand coming
out of a pocket with twé carrenty notes,
she looked serionsly staggered.

“I'H  have them—thanks,” Betty
smiled, promptly taking possession of
the notes. “Its just a rotten trick,

Polly—to get you accused of theft ! But
histen, old thing |

I wani to say some-
. She's not

Polly was in a state of round-eyed
amazement, ‘“‘ Phew I”” she gasped.

“Yes,” Betty gravely nodded. “Now,
you weren’t creeping about downstairs
in the night, were you?”

“If I were, then I was walking in my
sleep 1”7

“And in your sleep.
stolen from me to open the concert pany
cashbox and take out two pounds,”
Betty joked back, “What really did
happen then 7 When I went to the cash-
box just now I found the money short |
I am only gummg, mmd, so there
mustn't be a word, or Miss Lester will
have us for slander 1"

“Bhe-—she opened the box, Beity?
And then she crept to this bed-room—
whilst we were nli asleep—and lpub the
stolen notes in my pocket 1"’ Polly burst
out.

“¥Yes,” said Betty grimly. “Oh, I
know it’s jolly hard to_ understand!”

ou used a key

‘she  broke. out in a4 guarded tone; “but

even before this T've been

ing . her—about the way our

costumes all wenl astray on the wﬂ

fmm Molcuve. It could have bwu
st

7 "Sa.lt. could I”” Polly now realised.

“Yet why,” Betty went on wonder-
ingly—*“why on earth Miss Lester
should not want the mm‘vrt pmty to

sucteed quite beats me, Polly.

Poﬂy could not answer. Hcr helpless
stare meant “ No use asking me !” Ar
80, fer a few moments, hoth mystified
girls were silent, racking their brains,

suspect-
stage
np
diss

“We can, anyhow, decide what .bo
do,” Betty at last resumed. ”\[y ides,
Polly, is to keep everything * llnd?l oy
hats’ for the present. We can’t pmm-
anything yet.” o

“Oh, and another Lhmg Po]ly
“If she really is out to do us
harm, better to have her still with ns.
Then it should be easy for us to bowl
her out some time. At least, we km{v* -
who our enemy is!” 3

Then it was decided to let certain ni
their fellow-holiday-makers. ruto. . this
secret. 1

Study No, 12 never did reckon that
Naomer and Paula could
with a confidence. The one girl was far
too great a chatterbox, and the othep—
too much of a ni.mpleton'

But the rest of the girls, angd n)l f\be
Grangemoor boys—they were “given
the tip* during the hour wait foyr™
breakfast. . e i

In the case of fun fovers like Jack and

Tom and Tubl there was “upholy
.hhghc at the pmﬁp«mt of getting such
an extra thrill out of the holiday
“stunt.” As for Dave, it was just like
him to out with the terse remark that -
he had expected something of the sort.

Miss Lester, making her own smiling
appearance just after the gong, found
the girls in shrieks of laughter over
Messrs, Jack, Tom, and Tubby, epeh of

whom was sporting & beard and
nmustachn borrdwed from. the  stage
property basket.

“So glad you'ro enjoying - your.
selves1”  was Miss Lester’s gushii
grectmg "Blg day in front of you,
wm‘?fse.

g day for them all, did I hear you-
saying " ‘eried Pam’s mutlmr, as she
came in to preside at the breakfast-
table. *“By the look of things, bigger
than you ever expected!” she gaily
addressed the juniors. *“Here’s a letter

e

I've just had from old Mrs. Davisham,

The Compliments of
the Season, Girls—

d m)ar;orie Stanton-

be trusted ="




B ?wr Eilitor's address Ia:—Flestway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.CA4
3 Please.

dressed if you wish for a rap!v by post.

JBetween Qurselves

i ¥ DEAR READERS,— b saficn bk v riak terribly busy just
¢ nmemiyr-qmba apart from'his work in preparing your favourite paper
ou. He has been busy buying Christmas prosents.

You Bee, i thought I'd be most fearfaliy cunning and shop early 8o as*to gv oid
the ‘rush—just as the shops tell you to do. But uuforsumxtely everyono elso
seemed to have the same ides—and the crush was te:

It was last Saturdsy, and T spent. at Jeast: two Hours in une of London’s most
pcq;)ulm- emporiums. But, believe it or not, girls, in that time I was only able

uy four presents, and two of them were the same.

Firstly there was a pair of fur gauntlet gloves for my nicce Claudine, For
_Claudine has a little two-seater car now—lucky girl l—and I know she wants
g warm pair of gloves for driving. (By the way I must tell you some time
about my first ride in Claudine’s car, 1t was quito an adventure !)

Then there were two pairs of skates, a pair each for the twins who live next
-door to me, Iris and Veronica. And lastly—but very important, you know—
was a new collar for my dog. Chum. Of,course, I have simply crowds mmore
pmxanﬁs to buy, and I'm frying to puzzle nub the best time to buy them.

And now, girls, you will remember last week that I told you this was to be the
. ScrooLncmn's Christmas Number, a little carly so as to help you—be it ever so
' littlo—get in, the right mood for the festive scason.

So to-day, my staff—including that imp of mischief, Guaty, the office-boy—
angd I, wish to join together in wishing you

All tbe Very, Very Best for Christmas, witb Lots
- of Fun—and Presents !

and we do all hope that you will thoroughly enjoy this issue.

Miss Hilda Richards has written a special greetings letter to you (on page 13 ;
I expect you have a!m&dly seen it), and Miss Marjorie Stanton, Miss Tlizaboth
Chester, and Miss Ida Mclbourne each asked if they could send & little personal
Christmas wish to all readers.

A very nice thought, don’t you agree ¥ And 8o on the first page of the stories
written by these old favourites of yours you will find their little greeting.

And now on to:

- A HOLIDAY TASK- FOR LEILA,”
next woek’s long complete story of the €liff House chunms at Glengowrie Castle.
s & Go 's Christmas Day at tho-old castle is really joyous. ~Such ripping
y. times.

fun ;

Bm. it i m)t. uite all light-hearted frolic. No, a maore serious, more thrilling
note creel on that favourite of so many of you, Leila Ca.rmll the Amorican
Fourth urmer, plays a lone-hend part,

P'm sure. you'ro going to love this Chrvstmas}
maaalxnem.s a * turkey time ' complete of Gipsy Joy, and Pat’s Pages; which
deal sp brightly with matters pertaining to the e. Ve SEASON.

And now, before I finish, just one little private wish from your editor for the
best, of Christiases.

anpy days, glr]s !

story, as you will tho sbrial

Yonr sincero friend,
THE EDITOR.
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who lives in Park Lane. 'She’ offers to
give tweniy guineas iowardy the fund if
you, will give the show at one of the
‘London hospitals for children.”

#(Gee ! shouted some of the boys.

“When?” clamoured Morcove.
“When?”

“This afternoon.”

“Cheers for old Mrs.  Davisham
cried Polly. ¢ Whoever she may be

“Righty, and has lived in & wonder-
ful old house for sixty years,” Pam’s
mother  admiringly femarked. &Ll
ring her up, then, and tell her. - Oh,
and, by the way, in the letter she hopr:ﬂ
that after the show you, will all go to
her house and meet her.”
“" More loud cheers.

“Bekas—gorjus! Anuzzer grand
spread 1™
“Oh, fm:\"'

“Lovely idea,” enthused Betty.

While the Grangemoor ‘oo)s joined
together in a rousing:

" “Roh—roh—roh1”

Meantime, Naomer eould ‘do justice,
like all her’ chums, to the Willoughby
breakfast. ~Up. from that fortifying
meal, “the entird party plunged into
activities: that were largely due to -the
unexpected engagement.

Nor did high spirits suffer o {all when
;L becanme known, aftcr lunch, that the

“official chaperon * was not going to
accompany the party this alternoon.” So
much the better |

THE SCHOOLGIRL

¥ Awfud, Hattyl”

The crowded taxi, with one
]ust in front, and’two more just behind,
was purrihg through the very narrowest,
meanest streets.

Constantly the overcoated driver was
sounding a warning “braah-rah!” for
sharp turnings -at dingy corners were
frequent, and kiddies, with nowheré else
to. plag, wero swarming everywhere. 3

“0Oh, I do hope enough, money is col-
lected to buy Rock Hill House for s sca-
side home ! . A home for just the kind of

iddica wha live round here !” Polly said. -
passionately.

“A fortnight for somie.of them &t .-

8 ndton B:;;,
fuily.

“Hauo, though !” This was Betty, as
the eab "suddenly ran round, between a
wide gateway, into a small courtyard in
front nf & sooted brick building. *We” Te
there 1"

Then the taxi stopped, and”in a few
moments, the girls and lads were all
getting together, to go into the hospital.

Judy murmured wist-

Five minutes later the “M.C.P.* kad.

been handed over to a buxom matron,
who conducted them to a ward where
every tiny cot bad its wee patient.

S:uu.uj.g up in their beds, with pillows
at their backs, cagerly vet shyly the
little sufferers watched Morcove & Co.
follow matron down the long room, to
where the best had been done to form a
stage, with a eurtain before it.

From last night, at” Lady Mount-
merry's—how different this scenel ¥n-
stead of a grand West End ball-room,
the ward of an East London hospital.
Instead of & beautful grand piano for
M-ulgc to play, -only a much-scratched
“upright,”” jammed. against the wall.

“How do you feel, Polly-wolly 1

“Rather funny, Jack—but longing to
get to work 1"

So Morcove's madcap answered her
brother, ©behind stage,”-just as Madge
started to rattle away at that hn}\l\
piano.

“I knew,” Jack nodded. "Gee,” he
next moment grinned, “ hark at-that 1

Thoe bed-ridden children had started
to sing ‘one or two popular choruses that -
Madge was cleverly working into her -

“overture.”

Betty and some of her chums fipped

to where, by peering round the edge of

the stage curtain, they could see over. the
whole ward. And a sight for sore eyes
it was now—all the little patjents clap-
mg even as they sang.
“Say,” Betty suddenly whispered,

being smrcd. with a bright idea. “I'm
going to say-my few words right now,
instead of after the show.
better: l

“Ever somuch! Go on, then, Betiy 17 .

"Betty waited until the last line of a
chorus was roached, then :uddvulv
walked out in front of the curtain,

“'Qooray 1, The singing changed to
cheering. 5
© “We're all ready to begin now,”
DBetty bht]m’? assured the eager’
audience. _“Y only want'to' say that

she's a very kind lady who-has asked. us -
to come here to-day, and sho's gmug to

1¢'ll-be much . -



iV & Eat of moncy ﬁ)- Seaside Home,
* where.lota of youswrill be able &.spend
Zafortnigh rinight by the seal - :And so—r>

- Buk-the ne‘?:. words were taken out of

Bsmv’sm 3
-“¥ree cheers for the kind lldyl"

one oi the pahmlta.
p, o

R -uﬁe g:.umd
fE P"Duhtlg said, beoause fears were
: _snddenly. ‘blinding her. “But. 1u all
5 rlghtfcarry on

of the overture, there was a ¥ Bed

. ting into order en the stage.

{akable gaiety, tlw shew bégan..
- Boon, the comedy stulf was buug
given,” and Morcove was not behind
Grangemoor i introducing bits of fun
‘that bad never been rehearsed. Cross-
talk and backchat were made brisker
<. ‘than ever, and m simpler. Clowning
-' by the boys was carvied to snchaknnck-

... abant cxtcnt.,l thero was just_one_
= longed cackle from the™ bed-ri un
© sudience.

But what gave most d.el.igh duxmg
_tho first half of the show, was the vrm-
cert party’s skit on Public school life.

This meant a erowded stage, and
overy part a funny one.

The rich burlesque featured Polly as a
headmistress—and Jack in his p&t‘l of
the bearded headmaster of the

~ school “next door.”

He came to angwer a cum-plmnt from

the headmistress abont his boys being

- cheeky to the girls, It was a fine old
- yow - that de‘va%jped between the two
“Heads,” ending in the headmistress
chasing the headmaster round the stage,
throwing books at him

“*“Ha, ha, hal” the lnughhz_r went up,

i-agilder than ever, “Brave! Encore!”

& Then all the girls romped on, but they

“had the boys with them| This idea of

“fair play for

-- clappmg [uncnssly.
and

: oY

or the way the
hn}?dlk:d
the snbsequent "mqm * the scholars
" gertainly got the best ‘?

So, whilsk Madge played tho'last bars ~

Up.went the curtain, and, with unmis- -

all » ]““E"‘ small hands be.

“Phe~last to be seen of headinaster
Jack, ho was being “outed ** by bis own
riotous hoys.

“Bump him ” was the ery, as he was
carriod, struggling, across - the stage.
.th\F::u:’li bump him Lhe)' did—good and

ro.

In all -q:us rongh-mxdlumbln. stuff’

there was a complete change from the
sohooldife fared given overmght at Lady

" Mountinerry’s™ . +

And it was just the same when, as the
1ast item in the programme, ocur young-
sters acted their Riding Schaol farce.

No bit of nonsense could be too
extr.wng.mb fer such an audience as to-

Su stage-horso Ginger was made to
ramp about as he had never ramped
before.

Tom, as front legs, vied with back-
legs Tubby in being the livelier pair.
Ginger not only ran races all round
the stage with Jack the Groom, he
threw fits,” and had to be given physic
by Dave the Vet

e of the hospital’s own dispensary
jars was used on the stage, and it must
have been wonderful “horse medicine ”
that Dave used, for it soou had Ginger
sitting up, neighing loudly. Becoming
much better, Ginger even did some
acrobatic tricks.

By this time a few nurses and other
members of the staff had slipped in to
see how the show was going. Along
with matron, they laughed
applauded. And from ewriv bed cama
the delighted shrieks and the mad
b]nppmg of wee suflerers whose aches
and pamns—for this little while at least
—had been charmed away.

Finally, Ginger did an unexpected
leap of stage, and ran emok all
«<ound the ward.

From the stége, Beity and others saw
the runaway “horse  doing his comical
gallop between the rows of beds, with
Polly in the saddle—or supposed to

As a grand finich-up, nothmﬁ could

have been betier. It even left the girls

themselves doubled up with laughter.
Not long afterwards there were

'—me drab = East. End- to:

"docsn’t

** GIRLS—hel,
in her

* tress, and she chased ‘‘Headmaster '’

Jadk Linton around the stage, throw-

ing books. . The little patieirts shrieked
with lauzhuf.
- time of

By INarjorie Stanton
“freo’ cheers ” for the- M.G.P; ‘as it
satd gaepd-bye Ao its de]:ghﬂ)& au&

wealth and splendour of the' West; -
their iaxis speeding the congert pz':'f;t
Pitying tlmugh%e for" the fp(m'l'

needy who were being 14 'héhm(i :
lingered in the minda of all
least the players could feel thud&ay A
had done there bit tow hrighte i
up a_few ;,mu:g hves And. everi #f it
had all tak in  their: own
holiday-time, snd geen fun for thﬂ:ﬂ, it
had also been very hard work! .

O sooner were Betty and her
chums mustered on some shallow
steps leading up from ihe paves
ment, than a beauntiful- old-

green psmtml door opened wide. - 2

ou come in, please?” smiled -
a very e derly, spick-and-span woman- -
servant. “I will tell Mrs. Davisham
that you are here.” i

“Thank you,” said Betty. “Has a-
Miss Lester turned up yet 1 it

“No, mies, not yet.” :

The - answer caused tome- plcﬁséd
nudging to take place- amongst the
girls and lads, whilst the e!derly
parlourmaid hastened away. ik

“Bekas, good job eef our jahberene
turn up at_ all,”  Naomer
merely whispered, bnmg somewhat
awed by the quctuda of the house. I
don’t zink she de-serves a good tea
like me do.  Bekas, we know where
she’s becn all ze afternoon—looking st
ze shops.” 3
There was just time for those whe
shared the suspicion against Miss

1°* Polly Linton cried,
ise as a headmis-

They were baving the
their lives |




. Eestef to exchange
“grins cabout
Naomer’'s -own

lady. 5
bit of a thrill—a first

_Davishdm, hobbling " in
with. the aid of-a sfick!

Very  tall
with’ ~ snowy-white. hair
“and & wrinkled” face—that was
Mrs, ‘Davisham. But it must
¥ Le said that-she was beautifully
7 dressed, and on one or two thin
i “fingers thers were magnificent

rings. 3 i

“Well, young people,” ‘she rather
cronked at them, at the same Lime
smiling in a wintry way
_“(Good-afternoon, Mra.
they murmured in chorus.

“F have had?a felephome message
from the hospital  that you gave an
excellent performance,” the {ired-sound-
.ing . voice spoke on.  “And s now
you want your tea—"

“¥es, plis, zank you, bekas——"
. But Naomer was checked by a
seoret elhow-nudge from Polly.

“Haniiah will show you all where to
leave ,our outdoor things. Tea is all
ready for you- now—in the dining-
room,” tho old lady rasped on. “De
very earcful npt to break anything,
won'h yeu?”
. “Yei; Mrs. Davisham.”
. %Y have so”many things ‘I am fond
of—china and curios that my dear hus-
band, the general, collected 1n the
Tasf. But I wanted to have you, my
~dears, and I’d like fo-come in with
you before you go, though, and then,”

Davisham I”

Now on sale everywhere
A

poor opimion of the -
Then came &
sight of old Mra.:

and bony,”

The grand December issues of SCHOOLGIRLS'

ris-in Society!”

“T et

she finished, wifh great relish,
‘you -Bave that theque™ T o
“Thank - you, DMrs. isharm t"—
“PMless you, my dears,” was her, yv'ith‘
drawing murmur, “you are doing &
Then old Hanngh had charge of them
again,telling the’ boye and-girls where
minutes more, and the juniors were all
sitting ‘down to a .really grand tea,
wait upon them. A
At first the rather solemn grandeur
pression of high spirits, But Hannah,
sensing this oppressive effect upon the

again

very good work.” ®
to get.rid of theip-outdoor things.  Two
with Hannah and a younger servanb to
‘of the dining-room meant  the ' sup-
visitors, made it clear that they were

supposed to enjoy . themselves. ~So
tongues were rattling away in gho
right  Morcos rangemoor  fashion

when at last Miss Lester appearcd upon
the festive scene. ¢ -

* But she did not sit down to tea with
the party, pleading that ¢he must find
Mrs. Davisham and say a few gratefu
words to her. =

With their “suspect ” gone again, as
soon &s she had come, Morcove & Co.
at once became happier than ever.

The jollying of Nuomer and Tubby,
over the good appelites they were show-
z, went en tone the less freely be-
of Hannal’s presence.
sre was, tos, great hilarity when
Jack pretended very nearly to have an
pecident with his cup and saucer—some
of old Mrs. Davisham's priceless egg-
ehell china. -

It, was

just like the

Grangemoor

comics to make all the fun fhey could T,

out of the recent warning to be careful.
Solemnly, and under their breath, the
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A FEAST FOR YOU!

No, not the
feast depicted
here, but one
of quite a differ-
ent sort. In
short, a feast of
delightful read-
ing, if yousecure
OWN LIBRARY

-

o« o price 4d. each.

adventure of the

No. 613. ' A treat for lovers of Babs & Co. An early

€liff House chums :

CO.’s OLD-FASHIONED CHRISTMAS ! "’ Hilda
Richards at her best.

‘“ BABS &

new story specially writ-
ten for this month's
issues by that popular

author. Sheila Austin. *

by lune Turner, in which
stage romance and foreign
adventure are fascinatingly

blend

No. 612. * HER TASK No. 614. . “ DAPHME No. 615. And now a
AT THE HAUNTED DANCINGTHROUGH treat for you Morcove
SCHOOL.” A brand TO THE DANUBE,” *“fans.”” *“THE BOY

WHO MARRED
MORCOVE'S
XMAS!" Packed with

ed. fun and excitement,

ScHOOLCIRL -
'j;_ﬁers kept
eless g
Naomer. |

It bécame such- a  mirth?

‘nose, as it were, of servants“in’ atberd-
ance, that ag last” Buiny choked o
her tea. ; e e d

And she had left her “hunky * in her
outdoor jacket | : s el W
‘Hastily & red-faced, sphluttering Bunny
retired in quest of that very necesseey
ticle. What with trying not to laugh;
ilst tea-leaves still & “her thrg
tears were flowing freely; - © "
““¥et this same Bunny wds suddenly
back in the dining-room, looking utterly -
h,gtrrof—stncken, only & moment of so
after: all her compamions had j
up from their chairs; having hear
tremendous—— T Sexe
CR-A-A-ASHI ~. ;
. “Oh!”. whitb-fuced Bunny was gasp-
ing. “Oh—it’s smashed to bits1”. = -
‘What is—what¥’ jerked Beity afd
others.. . “Bunnyl “Oh, what have you
dong now 1™ 853 i
She could only shake her head, as if
implying: “But T didn't1”- Past her,
at the doorway, they all Hocked - out
into the roomy hall. "And there, dashed
to’ bits wpen the floor, was a greab
inese- vasa that they had previeusly
npticed standing by a cloak-room door-

way.

~“My goodness !” was now the horrified

cry ‘from several of the girls. “Oh,

whatever will Mrs. Davisham say
“ Bekas, what

jlly patic—

i

e diggings, she was so { !

warhing »  notoriousty -]
iké Polly and Burny snd" - -

- provoking gatre; played undg the very . -

SEE

“The drawing-room_door was opening, .*

to let out old Mrs. Pavisham and Miss
ester, B o
Mute and still, in utter consternation,
stood the girls and boys, whilst their
“chaperon ” Lept by the old lady, as
if to be ready to lend her support. Mrs
Davisham was visibly trembling as she
came slowly out into the hall, her stick
tap-tapping at every faltering step.

“You—you've broken that, have
you't” her quivering voice camp at lask
“My husband’s Kang-He!” 2

“PDear. Mrs. Davisham,” interposed
Miss Lester, “I am so dreadfully sorry.
I will see who was to blame—"

“You cannot give me back that vase,”
was the bitter cry, voiced with & passion
that was dramatic, in one so old. “t%f

]

all my husband’s gifts to me,
loveliest and rarest!” e

“Whoever did it will be punished,”
Miss Lester submiited sadly.

“ At least*these young people shall be
taught a lesson |” Mis. Davisham fiercely
responded.  “ After my warning—how
could you!” she fairly raged out at them
all. “Now get your things on, and go!”

“But, Mrs. Davisham,” Betty gently.
protested. “ Will you first of all make
sure that—" ; i

“Belty,” came the very “official ¥ re-
buke from Miss Lester, “be silent,
please.”

“And go, 1 tell you, with all your
graceless companions,” Mrs, Davisham
quivered on. “As for that chequo T
promised—I shall tear it up now. o]
that teach you a lesson in behaviour!
I will give the money to some other _

* charity.”

And then, again tap-tapping with her

. stiele as she turned to hobble away:

“Hannah—show them out1”

E.VERY week this fine story gets more
intriguing, doesn’t it? Whatwill -
be the outcome of this new set-back to
the Morcove Concert Party?
miss next week's chapters.  And re-
member, that issue will on sale tvo
days earlier than usual, on Dec. 23cd. -

Don’t




Sasleep

Tali: had kept h T pmnted stick,
forins btht-r, ami gok .busy, . while
“~Norma, Belinda, and Kit waited - in

cited impatience.

At last the fire was gomg, and soon §t°

would blaze up.. Then Norma, ready
with the blanket, oﬁu]d do the signal-
lmg

I\z ’I‘BF (‘amp thom was grr-ar etcxte-
ment. s. had [be
formud sthat J.\otma & Co ha(l gone: t
the voleano, and their purpnse l:.ul béen
made clear, too. < - A
\amra}}v\ a -search- pariy had T

nided, for the Tieadmistreds "did hat
like the idea of their going aloné. But
after Virginia chad_all but got lost in
h other scniors, she
Cfailure,

only "thing to"de “as to hope for
it was very” littlé" éor
M ndil:, \\I]O ]wardl
I&L

Afillicont, almost as though it were no
rnnrern of. hcrs, had wrapped herself in
@ n thehut and gone to sleep.

E being prep

nifred: Motley
\Iandoﬂ b

s Chﬂstmas Secret!
Concluded frum page 16)

t]adon air of the night a

péal of bells.

tmas ! " J e mima * murmured,

—the time of good will and
all ever be said,

airs failed

rEiven
heichiien, ﬂmt to
do her (luty

i - - *

aten ! OXE odnc-k or l‘meﬂbouh,
this would be. .
The guests had, gone.
again, lay i her_mother’s art
in front of hé blazing Yule log. . The
old laird, a look of lmuliunaulc peace
in hiz rugged old face, sat quiet, look-
ing- like- a man newly awakened from
a happy dream.

Dorii®, near

Jemima, in the cirele of her friends’”

was lalkikg—to ~all,  save
Bessie had gene to s!pep. s

“Well, it “was all dead ea she
said. *“The, on?:, fly, in, the merry old
mmmcnt was ' “you, holou-dc whe made
up your merry minds to hunt #he ghost.
You remember th gl.t we first went
into_the lady’s“réom

b

Vs
“Ah our clme; Uncle
Jimnyy ;znt her ﬁrst chie,” Jemima

beanied, and went on’ irf hu own queer
filshion t-) explain.
being he t
mod"nmong the dressing- Jtable
the smaller bolile frony which
st had proffered sweets to Babs & Co.
that " afterncon—a bottle
enges;, and bearing the
avbofuuyh chemist, froin’
ora. Stewart had ‘made ther itay
Glengowrie,
That, Jemima decided, hm.l ce:tumly
no Nt to be among the apeient toilet
arfic! on the dressing-table,- and the
fact thal the room smelt so, strongly
of the lozenges gave her her first, sus-

she

n:

label of &
which: towid
to

__‘addzxd

“I don't know ; she's vury hpt “and
she aeem#‘to be saying- silly- Lhmgr—
ravin

Miss Manders stood guite still;! hcr
face white. i

“Fever !” she said. “Oh dear!”

ever? ~She's got fevert” gasped
Winihcd,
“ye ‘i prohatily is not, catch-
ing,”. said iss Mandcr\, “ although
you-will be well advised foleave her
Hone. I will seeiher.””

.., Leaving a senior in charge eE Lha
Peaeh, Miss Manders went at onge. to]
the ‘hut where Millicent lay, tufning
2, hcr head burning, her eyes

;mderi made her comfortable,
and then tumed bmk, closing the doar
carefully.

As she siepped ‘mui she saw’ Virginia
come running nhmugh the trees, greatly
X ing some hinoculars.
ched the top—almost at
153" Manders !” she cried.
‘that umv will

the elatm

Lét us hn;\a, tllell
soon be back.”
*-“They light
irg,"” said \'irg

“They want
Max nders in ala
don’t_know
- ¢ came straight b;

»" and are signal-

asked

Cto Lp.ll ¥ ot

~ Miss ") su-dus hurried with” the’ pre-
rest; om \\lHLh Ahé

top of the wiountain™ could Be 'seer
-The distance ¥ far too g or

piCan tha( the owner of - that hntlh
“was using the room. -

That suspicion had been more than
amply borne oul during ‘her nmlmgly
visit to the room.

“For they”’ Jemima said, - “1 saw’
the lady for the first. time. “-,!1:‘ came
out’ of the room. ” She went o ‘liitle
Darrie’s! saw - her.” bending - over
Dorrie. 1 za lm: kiss” the kiddie
she' lay sleeping.. then " as she
came out, I saw hL‘ e all wet with
tears, au fmm that * Jemima
I made up muL.sm help
ol . her
ke to

‘1]1(‘

_happened,”” J nima went.on
a n, you know,
brightest pride of my keiase

Mr.” G lcngm\ i

wouldn't talk

pla
to—mght
tno, wann( X
“(iee, I’ ll“=m

i3 l'he nagion b(‘lng,
“that’ if Mr. Glengow! heard”
daughter’s voice once again, you !.nm\,
all _would " be well." " That and the
merrey old Christmas ‘atmosphere jus it

to help things along. ©

HI admit,” Jemmm added, “that 1
r‘;ought for a moment the merr
scheme Was going to be a Mowling “{fop,
. and ‘T certainly hadn't counted dn litile:

containifig=Dorrie turning up ot of: bed, ntluclu! Q\

shytthe voic
“Pabs smi
-~ “Bat .wh
Myps. Stewart,
the ghost?” -

“That was not my~ intention,”
Stewart said. “I had no choice.
came here soaked through to the skin.
I..made my way to my lsdva 1rooin,

af hc-1 fiiee lad\ SR
slw asked, turmug
“did you dress up as

Mrs.

V)Iiss ;

'ouu ~wet gaum‘n(a I hid.”~

.:wemlv all—

. la

“fodk ‘the “key to
t
. hoard in the roo.

| old Yuletide thing, you

ﬁz%cmo&&nt ',

‘figures to-be d:stm@(ﬁshed éven throug'h :
powerful field-glasses, ahhough smyall
dots could bé fscemed
“They are mguallma‘—wnh a b]ankat,
should say,”. murmured the head”
mistress. -
And lhen as she stared she gaye. s
sudden scfeam and lowered the glasses.

A

_#“It's caught light—flames are, smea.d-

mg-—look—V:lgmlsnlnuk !
guodness, tl:e guls are tmpp

5 m.Y

d{;

4 Otg. ‘the _vcdcnnc. Noxma, Kll‘-,
,a—"’Beh nda, -and Talia were! Jrounning:
Without -warning, the - whole ;. ground
had scemed to catch light ;-~then; the
air above, and soon they were envel:
oped  in. dense yellow smoke, w 1lh
heavy fumes.

Norma, lookmg back at the cloud. ui
flame, saw a ‘différent colour. ~ Then
came a mighty, shattering. roar, and th(,
whale voleano segmed to shak
« They. stumbled "anid: fell, and:
ing smoke séemed to follow them dc\\ 1
the mountaimde;_ :

_Kitwis to NoFm
slightly ‘ahbad. Hut Belin
*"Be ndg !” Norma aglled. R
T “was.no geply, and o Norm
erod nngj lurched to a halt in the;
ding ¥ ﬁmks

r ﬁas bappened to Belm
s no account should you 'miss
.1e>:‘ Thursday s wonderful chaptﬁs l‘

R &m&%#ﬁ%ﬂ%%ﬂmﬁdﬁﬂwgf

knm ing thai as that room was h(,ld'
to be. sacred, 1 should be safe there,
vougee.® The only alternative clothes

‘T-had were the costumes T knew weigs
Ay

kept in -the brassbound coff

*“And that,]

f Jemima  sal
hat?. Except, of cou sé,
that~ L. was giving Mrs, Stewart ihe:
wire all the time you rdent ghosi-
hunters “were on her track. TAsd T
“played naughty’ old ghost m)wdf and
-led “you a mérry, nierry dance so Ih&t
.she__could us]b little’ Dorrie mlhnul
“Leing spotted.”

“But what about the key of Ih
room?” demanded LiaiaA “Why
did you snafile chat?’ s

Jemima sighed.
T« Tat,” tut, “ald- th
“Pretty obvious,
cad of you all,

i
ng! 1" she reproved,
- it ¥ = I-"dashed
locked the door, and
srevent you bursting

into the 10[]\:‘ ulc{ yoom, and perhaps
spotting Siewart.

It gave her
, to nip into a secret cup;
All clear now, my
Spartans? (;o'ul ! Then I g xote,”

Jemima added, *as we've gol 1o hang
stockings up, end all that sort uf mt-r1y
l\nm\. that we
lﬁt “tickle old Bessie into” life “with a

Iy-tree and wander off to bed.”

]%s nodded.
> el done old Jimmy "’ she aid,

ryone ahmc heat ndorsed

vou, old Sparta ‘!;. mur-
fmmny. . There ‘is but_one sad
o ac'l:lml‘ sighing. - “Theie

o ghostie to hunt to-mor m,v

What+was ihat Dorrie said?”

idy” Dorric vepeated ilel'p\l_\,
1

to her mother, “nice

mas lady! And nico

Dorrie loves Aunty

“'llmn which,” Jemima beamed,
“there can be no greater reward.”

END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

wied in Jl’\glaml '\nd nllﬂ\sl.u‘d ever;
]nmlrm ces
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