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An Appeal for Help!

“H

chum,

we're stopping again,™
a Redfern remarked.
ider what's the matter
murmured her great
ired Mabel Lynn.
“Perhaps the engine-driver's heard old
Bessie’s snore and mistaken it for something wrong
h the engine !’ she added, with a chuckle.

‘here was a grin at that, and the occupants of the
ge glanced across at the corner where plump
sat fast asleep.
amous trio, ther:
School’'s Fourt

« one other member
m in the carriage
rir]l Jemima C And with the
Cliff House chums were Jimmy Richmond and Don
Haybury, of Friardale Boys’ 8chool, with whom they
were travelling down from Scotland.

“Qr perhaps the driver’s left his pipe behind and
frotted back to get it,” suggested Jemima, slowly
%m!uhing her monocle. . * What a life! How long
have we been in this train now, Jimmy the Rich-
maond ¥ 3 1

“ About thre
ruefully shook

w

Jimmy Richmond, and
uz]. “Must say it's a
T
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“Terrible!” laughed Alabel Lynn.
“But, I sa hat’s a vather nice house
over there

The others glanced with lethargic
interest at the house referred to—mot,
i![ulped, that they could see a great deal
0

it.
Two upstanding turrets linked an
embrasured battlement, to which snow-
covered ivy cluug, showing in a fold
in the hills on the Yorkshire moors, was
all that presented itself to their vision.
That, and the hail and sleet which for
the last three hours had incessantiy pat-
tered and drummed at the windows of
the compartment. z

For it was. twelve o'clock midday
now, and, according fo the time-table at
the main line station ab which they had
left the London-Edinburgh express to
board this two-coach train which was to
take them to Ridingdale, the home of

Donald Haybury, they should have
reached their destination an hour and a
half ago.

Yet here they were, etill a good

fifteen miles from Ridingdale.

Don Haybury, the frank, fresh-faced
boy from Friardale School, who was
thei» intended host for the remainder of
the Christmas holidays, grimaced.

“I'm sorry, girls. I'd no idea we
should be tied np like this. Hope you're
not too bored.”

“0h, not at all!” Jemima si&id
politely, stifiing a yawn. “What can's
be helped pst be endared, you know.
Would'st mind, Barabera beloved, stuf-
fing a suitcase or something into dear
old Bessica’s yawning cavern? The
draught from her snore is somethirn
dreadful in this cheerless old corne
Wonder how the merry Spartans in the
nexi carriage are enjoying life?” she
nmsed, %

But from the merry old Spartans in
the next comparbment—by  which
Jemima meant Leila Carroll, Jean Cart-
wright, Clara Trevlyn, and their two
other Friardale schoolboy friends, Lister
Cattermole and Douglas Coutts—there
came no sound.

Really, it was too L And yet
they philosophically realised it could not
be helped. For the Yorkshire moors
through which the train was passing
had been snowbound for days, and
with an unexpected thaw setfing in,
matters had not been improved.

All along the line great avalanches of
snow had Fallen, impeding progress and
causing so many irvitating halts that
Babs Redfern & Co. had lost count of
them.

Worse than that, the train was not
of a corridor variety, and so there was
no means of communication with their
chums next door save by means of the
windows,

In her corner, Bessie Bunler shifted,
stirred, licked her  lips, and then
blinked vound surpriwedry through her
big, round spectacles.

“Oh. I sus-say,” she said, ’
e
“Clever old Bessikins!”
MMabel Lynn.

“What's the time?”

“Just about two hours later than it
ghould be,” Jimmy Richmond said.
“Ten-past twelve, Better go to sleep,

essie.  We'll wake you up agein at
midnight. Hallo ”—and he started up
the guard’s shouting something i”

The guard was. His voice, mingled
with the how! of the wind and the lash
of rain and sleet, came confusedly to
their ears.

Richmond, standing up, could see him
as he came along the permanent way,
a distorted figure through the rain-
washed panes

The guard stopped.

“we've

grinned

Again he said

something.  Richmond shook his head.
“Better open the door,” Babs advised.
“Tt looks asz if he’s got some message
for us. Hold tight, girls!” she gasped,”
and hersell turned her back towards the
blast as the boy tugged open the door,
and the guard, breathless and stream-
ing, scrambled in. “Ur-rrh!™ she
shivered. “Help Jimmy with the deor,
Mabhs. Thnn{. goodness ! That’s
better. What's the pews, guard?” she
asked.
The guard's face was grave.
“Bad news enough ! he said gruffly,
“We're held up, and likely to be held
up, miss, for hours and hours 1es-
tion is,” he added glumly, * whether
we'll be getting through at all before
this time to-morrow—which means, ol
course, we'll Lave to shunt back to the
last station. Line’s blocked. — In the
culting ahead there's been a landslide,
choking the trock for half a mile or

v all stared at him in blank dis-
may.

“But what the dickens can we do?”
Donald Haybury asked angrily. “We
o Ridingdale.”

Northdale over

1 in the direction
of the distant house. “That’s a village
—five miles straight across country.
There's a bus service from there. If
vou like to go on, you can leave your
lnggage in the guard’s van, We'll take
care of that, of course. T leave it to
you,” he added, and, pulling open the
door, vanished in another howl and
flurry of rain and sleet.

yonder. 7 He
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ming his cap well over his forehead,
donned it. The door was pulled open
again, and the schoblboy disappeared.

“Right-ho! Then let’s pack,” Babs
said briskly.. “Small cases. We can't
lug too much across five miles of
open country, you know. Don, wonld
you mind giving a hand with these
cases off the rack? Bessie, get busy.”

“Yes, rather, vou know, bib-but T've
lost something,” Bessie protested. My

ook !

“What book?”

“Well, that old book the laird of Glen-
gowrie gave me, you know. ‘Fifty
Ways of Making Money,” ” Bessie cried.
“1 was reading it when I went to sleep,
you know.”

“Well, I shouldn't worry,” Babs said.
“Don’t forget to take a pair of stock-
ings, girls.”

“What-ho!” Jemima beamed.

“But look here,” Bessie said worriedly
—and she really did look anxious—
“what about my book, you know? I
want that book. I'm gomng to read it
and study frightfully, fearfully havd,
you know, so that I can become u
millionairvess. If one of you jealous cats
has taken it—"

“Q0h, tut-tut, Bessica "’ Jemima cried.

“Well, where is it?”

“Ask me.”

“Well, isn't that what 1 am doing?
Bessie glared. “Oh, phoo! That
lI)‘.efse‘E{ door!'” she roared. * 1 sus-cay,

oned and closed.  Jimmy
nning breathlessly, stood
again.

The door
Richmond
in the earri

A strange old house indeed. Babs & Co. and their boy chums
of Friardale School seek shelter there from the storm, never
dreaming of the strange, almost frightening happenings which
are to occur within its walls, certainly quite unaware that they
are on the threshold of one of the most exciting adventures of

their

v other.
beat that?”

The six glanced at

“Well, mow, can -you
Mabs asked.

“Strikes me,” Jemima murmured,
“we’ll have {o beal it across country,
children! Fond of railways as I am,
T'in not too specially keen on wasting
my young and beantiful life listening
to Bessie's snores for the nest twelve
hours or so. ven a fivemile ftr
through the gale is betier than a twelve-
hour wait.”

“PBut look here, you know, we shall
be drowned 1" Bessie protested in alarm.

“Better drown than starve,” Jemima
replied. . *“ Do you fancy facing life for
the next twelve hours withous fodder,
Fat One?”

Bessie blinked.  That ohservation, at
least, made its profoundest impression
Not, of course, that there was a danger.
of really drowning, though it was move
than prebable they would end up at
Northdale soaked to the skin.

But that, as Babs said, could not be
helped—and, anyway, if they tock a
dry change of clothing with  them, it
wounld be casy enough to hire rooms
at the hotel and change.

And from the hotel Don could get in
touch with his people by phone, and
ask them to send cars.

“0.K., then,” Jimmy Richmond said.
“Is that agreed ?”

“Rather |” nodded Mabs.

“Then will vou pack a few of my dunds
in my small case?” Jimmy asked Don.
“TH nip into the next compartment and
tell tha others. Babs, pass my coat,
will you?”

The coat was passed.

Jimmy, ram-

lives,
“All right,” he said. “T've explained
the position fo Clara & Co. Fhey're

getting ready now, and are going to
bang on the wall when they're fit.
Packed my duds, Hay? Good chay
But my stars, it’s a gale out!” he
gasped.

“Are
neing round.

What-ho 1™

ut, look here, my book!” hooted
Bessie.  “Really, vou cats, I think you
might help me to look for it. That
bool’s worth millions—millions !” added
the plump one im{)ressi\-e]y.

“Oh dear!” Mabs sighed.
Lung round, everybody. Bab
pack Bessie's grip for her? N
15— Hallo, what's this you've been
sitting on ?”

“Why, that’s it,” Bessie said joyfully.
“0Oh crumbs! Thanks, Mabs—-"

“You old chump,” chuckled Babs.
“Better put it in your pocket, old
Bess- Hallo, there goes Clara ”—as
a heavy thud sounded on the wall
“Grab your cases, evervbody. Did you
say something, Jimmy?”

“Meaning me or Jimmy Richmond #*
Jemima asked. “T just said I wish 1
had a diving-suit, that's all. Well, well.
stiff upper %':p, what? Be British and
bulldog, and all that sort of merry old
piffle.  Qut you get, Don, my boy! And
whoa, there! Don’t forget sour life-
helt !” she added. as she handed the boy
his bag. “Whoosh, there!”

“0n crumbs ! Bessie gasped, as the
door opened. “It's lul-like stut-stepping
aut of a submarine, you know!”

Which, for Dessie, yas a rather good

ready?” Babs asked,
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metaphor —and one which, if an
exaggeration, was very apt.

One by one they climbed out, gasping
as the cold, biting wind caught their
breath; hhnkmg -against the violent hail
of sleet and rain that was Bung into
their faces,

Qut of the next carriage Leila Carroll,
Clara’ Trevlyn, Jean Cartwright, Lister.
Cattermole, and Douglas Coutts came
tumbling, The boys gallantly aes:sted
the girls on to the permanent way. In
a gmup they stood and looked at each
other.

“Oh, my hat!” roared Tomboy Clara.
“1 say, which way—"

“ Aeross the - fields there, ast the
house,” Richmond roered, and had to
shout te make his voice heard above the
rush and the roar of the storm:. “Babs,
let me have your ba Come on.™

He Jed the way. }Ec others followed.
The wind rushed at them. Deluging
rain poured down upon them. There
came a howl from Bessie as suddenly
she floundered up to her knees in mud.
Another shrick irom Mabs as, turning
to help Bessie, she catapulted over a
hidden stone, and, with a gasp, splashed
mto a great puddle of muddy w ater.

“Oh, gﬁshl” Richmond said, “Laook

here, we can't go on like this, Would
vou like to go back to the trainf ’r"

“Oh, stutf! Let's get on” Clara
siforted. g it

They got on. But it was dreadful
going. Kven though they had expected
it to be hard, they had never anticipated
anything like this.

Before they had tramped two hundred
vards there was not one of them, despite
their coats, not soaked mmp‘utc]»

The ground, rocky and boggy and
treacherous, more than once let them
into unseen pools and puddles up to
Lheir knees, To add to the desperation
of the circumstances, hard frozen hail-
stones now began to fall with the hissing
rain, stinging their faces.

“Oh plooo!” Bessie gasped. “Oh
dud-deay. I sus=say, you gig- gu]s, go
on. Lulleave me to die alone !

“Come on, chmmnplet!” Clara_roarved.

“But 1 kik-can’t, you know,” 'Br-:m-
said pathetically. “Oh dud-dear—"

They all stopped. Richmond bit his
ip.

“I 'm sorry,” he said q\nctly “T was
an ass even to suggest this. Still——"
He looked back. e looked towards
where the house they Lad s;mtlsd from
the irain—a big, rambling, old-fashioned
structure, clad in a groy-and-white cloak
of ivy and half- melted snow—was now
in full view. There's the house!
I vote we ask for shelter.”

“QGood idea,” Don Haybury voted.
“Perhaps I can phone up from there.
Anyway, let’s get on, Come on, Bessie.
Lister and I will belp you along.”

“0Oh, thuth-thanks!” stuttered the
exhaunsted Bessie,
hey tramped on again, but with

more heart now. Before them the old
house loomed larger and nearer, like an
inviting haven of refuge.

Babs noticed with satisfaction that
smoke was ascending from its chimneys,
proving at least that it was inhabited.

“Well, here we arve, 1 guess!” Leila
Cayroll eried, as they came out on to a
road and found the big iron gatf‘s of the
house confronting ithem. “And the
gates arc open!” added the American
junior. “Hallo, ithere’s a name on the
gate, T guess! What's it say, Babs?”

“Wildmoor Close,” Babs said, pecring
through the semi- dnrl\ncss

“Bure is named well,” Leila opined.
“Wild’s thé name for a house in this
spot.  And e,” she added, as they all
framped  dov the slushy drive, glad
even for the in shelier of the trees

which Nuoea 1t,
Where have 1
Baba 1
Babs shook her head.
‘ Goodness knows ! T never have.”
“But I have,” Jemima put in ow,
what, where—whoosh | I have it she

Y seems sort of fannliar.
heard the pame before,

cried, ¢ Professior Marsh! I believe he
lives here 1

“Rhi"

“Marsh,” Jemima said. “Frightfully
clever old Spartan. Works for the

Government, or something, doesn’t he?
I haven’t had the pleasure of -his jolly
old company myself, but my guv'nor
knows him, Well, here we are!” she
n.dded. as they halted under the portico.

*Ring the old bell, Babs.”

Babs rang. Shivering and breathless,
they stood huddled toge hel

'Ihey waited, No reply

“Ring again,” L»slm‘ Cattermole
acvised: 2 %

Babs rang again.  Still no reply.

groaned.

‘Oh kik-crumbs! There’s nobody
in—"

'H1st ™ Jemima said.

Footsteps—soft, padding footsteps—

could be heard coming across the hall.
Then there was a mf.tlu, the ~ door
squeaked open a few inches, and a face
pcered out
allo " a gruff voice ‘mrl
are you "
“Please can we come in a moment?”

% \'\'lm

Babs asked. “You sce
“I'm sorry, you can’t ! Good-day I”
“But, loo! " here—-" .
The door closed again. The chums

looked at each other in consternation.
Then Jimmy Richmond’s 'lips ‘set.

“The ill-mannered votter I” he said.

“But, wait a minute. We're not going
to be turned awa; e that if I know
it!” And he rang angrily and violently
ai the bell,

Once again the door opened.

“I've told you to go away !” the nian
said harshly. “Now be off with you!

“But—wait a minute,’ 'l.mm} d,
and put his foot in the door as it would
have closed.  The man stood fully re-
vealed then, dressed in the garb of a
butler. *Is Professor Marsh at home?!”

The man paused.

“What's that to do with yuu“

“A jolty lot to do with me,” Jinmy
aid warmly. “In any case, it’s hardly
vour job to turn people away who may
bo his friends, is it? We're stranded.
All we want is permission to dry our-
selves and use your phone, After that,
we'll go.”

Still the man looked adamant. He
shook his head.

“As for the phone, the lines are all
down,” he said. “I'm sorry; it's no
good.  The professor is busy, and he
gave orders that no one it to be
admitied.”

w“

KL

Richmond's face was fierce
suddenly. “Then we'll go!” he said.
“But please tell your precious professor
that I shall speak to my father about
this—and as my father 1s of some im-
portance in the Goverrment, and the
professor is engaged on Government
waork, he might not be too pleased about
that, might he? Come on, girls,” he
added gruffly, and then stopped as there
canme
“Well
“Just a mement 3
paused again. “I—I'm sorry,”
“Of—of course you can come inl
didn’t know that, of course!
right in,” he added.
Jimmy grimly smiled.

The man
* he said.
I—I

Come

He glanced at

Jemima, who, with her wet monocle in
hev eve, solemnly back.
shrewd 1 il Jemima

ihvuat  that—

arp exclamation from the man..
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had mentioned Professov Alarsh, Rich-
mond had not even the faintest ml,.]mgl
of his existence, though, to be sure, it
was strictly true that his own father was
a high Government official. The threa:,
obviously, had done its worlk.

/ith one accord the chums tramped
in, gratefully glad for the snug warmth
which immediately enfolded them.

They found themselves in a great hall,
round which, near the raftered cmlmg
and almost lost in the gloom beyond the
glittering chandelier, ran a stout old
gallery.

The place, if ancient, looked cheerful,
and there had been many obvious
attempts to add to it a teuch of
modernity, as, for instance, the electric
light.

To one side stood a long, old- fashioned
sideboard, glittering with a pile of
erystal ,c.rl.nu- Under the gallery a greas
table had been laid out with snowy
napery and glistening silver. Gay gar-
lands hung from the panelled walls, and
below the gallery, worked 1n holly and
berries, was a ‘greeting: “A Happy
New Year to all My Guests 1
“Bay, looks as if somebody’s enter-
taining a party I Leila muttered.

That was the impression they all
gained. But, for all that, the wheole
place scemed strangely echoing and
empty.

The butler closed the door.
turned. Richmond locked at him.

“Well, thank you!” he said gruffiy.
“Is there anywhere we can change "
emI'm sorry, sir, no,” the butler said.

‘But you may dry yourselves at the fire.
I hope,” he added pointedly, * you will
not remain too long.”

“Well, talk about a welcome!
muttered Clara, in that blunt way of
hers.

“1 sus-suppose,” Bessie asked, “shiver-
ing, “there’s not such a thing as a cup
of tea.about the place? T'm fuf-frozen,
vou know.”

“T am sorry, miss,” the man answered
stifly. “I regret there is not. As a
matter of fact, there is only one servany
besides myself in the place, and we are
not in the habit of making cups of tea
for stray callers who come to the door.
I will go and find the professor and iell
him you are here,” he added.

The chums looked at ecach other,
They were clustered round the fire now,
preparing to take off their coats. 'L'he
steam that arose from their clothes
testified to the'thoroughness of the sonk-
ing they had experienced.

‘Not exactly welcome,
Jemima asked, sl.zmng round.

e

“Mr.
Butler wounld rather have our merry old

room than our company, Yet it's
strange,” she muttered, “uncanni],\'
strangé, my comrades!  Methinks I
detect prepa_rations for a party on right
royal lines.™

'l‘hev stared at her.

“Bab what's strange about il
‘I:Lm demanded.

“Just,” Jemima murmured, hat ik
is add to prepare for a party "with only
two servamts. In a place like this ouo
would expect to find ten of them, at
least.”

They pansed, digesiing that informa-
tion.  But they were more concerned
with their own adventure than the
strangeness bf their surroundings.

Being  rather sensitive upon  such
points, they wera feeling too uncomfari-

«

ubly strange themselveés—rather like
interlopers. Jémimna  was  just e
htermning ‘her coat, wi -

‘Hallo ' Llaru head  up.

Q(ams\hody coming.”
Someone: was.
the gallery moved, For a

‘[‘im eurtains under
nonient
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was whisked amside, and there they it Ifl-‘

the butler talking in low, hurried I

to another man. The latier
He came over to them.

“I am Creening, the professor’s man-
servant,” he said. “The professor 1s
sorry that he cannot eee you. He
extremely busy on a most intricate part
of his latest invention.  He hopes, when
vou have “dried yonrselves, that you
will go.”

“Well, thanks for the hospitality ¥’
Richmond said curily

Greening bowed. He withdrew stiffly

“0Oh, gug- !rlskl Bessie stufte
and then blinked. “I sus-say!” she
said, staring.

But they bad all heard that faint
sound above them. They all saw now
the dim figure which came running
along the gallery—the faco of the girl
which peered at them. Amazedly they
watched as she leaned over the
banist

Her voice, tone vibrant on a note of
tated appeal, s ted.

“No, no!” she ied, “Don’t go—
please don't go. Stop and help m
{ am——" And then she jerked back-
wards; came a sudden, gasping
I\)llu\\ by a thud which sounded i
a blo

'lh(n the girl had vanished inlo the
shadows,

Mystery Signals!

= HRILLED, stavtled.
I- the chums looked at
1 each other.  Had
they imagined that

i

it

“A  girl!”  whispered
Leila, surprisedly. i
“Asking our help!” breathed Babs. ¢ QEE it? " jem:ma asked. ‘‘ There are two initials here—R.M.”
“But what happened to her?” Babs stared at the handkerchief. Obviously it had given Jemima
Clara, followed by Pabs, impulsively “some sort of clue to the mpysterious happenings in this house.
hurried to the stairs, ascending a little
way. They peered towards the gallery, i
but there was no movemeni{ now—no
sound.
Who was the girl? Why bad she
appeared like that? And who, inter-
rupting her appeal, hed carried her

not the faintest idea whalt you inspector abou
a uikmg about. IF vou saw any- you, you kno
thing in the gallery, it was your  But the man did not offer to assist
fmagumhm: Please gol” he added. with the coat. He was staring at
“Good encugh,” Jemima retorted. Jemima.

one good deed [vom

ry “(iet your things on, o]d Spartans. “y, - g Ao
off again? - wop St too tcugh—tno tough,” ehe added .;‘.ofﬂ__.,""“}:‘;?" I!}‘ii‘\n:l;(‘d ::; “..I‘ﬁflli
“Oh crumba!” Bessic gasped. OB musingly. © “The old pro —but  wait.” he  added  hurriedly,

dud-dear! I sussay, it wasn't a gig- have had a fearful lapse in
ghost, was it?” . since my  guv ‘nor  konew  him. I'm
Jimmy Richmond’s eyes gleamed. Jor the expla i
" 'Iheres something hv here,” he -m Delma ( le, which I
aid.  “SBomething jolly fishy.  Why oither is just about thirty miles across
mdn t that fellow want us to come in? {0 roors. You may have he §
Why, when we came in, should he ..o ‘fiiher. Once a big
want to get rid of us as soon as he guld one say a hig “}mp(,-?

“Please do wait! Just a minute, young
ladies! I must spologise for my
master.  He—he is rather inelined to
forget when he is absorbed, you sece,
and—and I don’t think he has an idea
of the weather outside. I'll" go and
have a final word with him.”

could? That butler chap—he looked Gecret Police Rervice.” He trotted off again.  Jemima

like a crook. And now this girl— The man stared at her. Once agajn grinned. '.
“Shush I'" Babs “hlspere(l swiftly, Babs fancied she detected fright in “Strange, mon comrades, what magic
They tensed, looking again towards Lis pres, the name of a policeman

e, she ed.

the enrtain which had moved. From ver man, the old guv'nor,”
behind it appeared once_ again the Joriima went chatiily. “Knows no Strange, indeed. The little man
butler who had first greeted them. He opq of erimina " Also a great seen greatly  disturbed—did  you
looked & litile agitated. friend of the professor, although I'm notice ? Obviously he doesn't relish

“Ploase—please!” ke said.  “The sorry to confess I've never met tho the opportunity of exchanging auto.
professor says—will you go at once?” old Spartan myself. Great friend, too, H‘-'I"h with dear old Inspector What's.

w

3 B
?_

“But why at once?’ demanded of Police-Inspect Murphy, of the ame. I thirk,” Jemima added
Tunrm Richmond. Darlingford Division. Know Inspector -‘”F’ , “if you're all of the same mind.
ecause—because lLe says vour pre- Murphy, old bean?” we can bed down in comfort now until
sence is interfering with his work.,” “Why should I know a_police-in. the mery old gale Llows itsclf inside

our permission.
ise my old curi-

“Well, that's rich, I guess” Leila spector?” the man asked stiffly. out. Meantime, with

Carroll said nnhgnantlr “Why, we ~“Oh, no reason! No reason at all,” 1 e o f"m-‘f to exer
haven'l even seen him ! Jemima burbled on. “All the same, 0%l¥, you know.
“And not because,” Clara Trevirn I shall consider it my most sevious duty  “But what—" Babs asked.
asked blunily, “we might have seen forthwith to see the inspector, mu(l .]u~t find out where the girl came
something we weren't infended to see? ask him to_come along here and give id carelessly,
ke the girl lea mmg over the bal- the old professor a Iecmn on manmners. P
cony calling for help?” Ahem! Sin vou're so anxious to  But Jmmnm, with n strange smile
The man w-nled ‘a little. Tor a speed the parting guests, would vou on her face, making her way to-
moment Babs thought she saw the light mind giving me a _hand on with this wards the st which led up to the
of fear come and go in his eyes. Then 7 she added winningly, and gallery.
he shook his head. smilingly held it out towards lim. “Jimmy, no!™
“I am afraid.” he said suavely, “I “I'd like to be able to tell the old ran after her.

_as she
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“Well, =u|)pu-mg what?”  Jemima
grinned. “No barm in having a Ino
vound the old ancestral home—w
And R\JIQIV, Jemima  added,
there is a damsel in distress it is up
to us, being British and bulldog to
the backbone a.nd all that, to help her
out. Coming?#’

Babs paused :

and then, on a swift,

sudden impulse, she nodded.
While the chums watched uneasily
from below, the two mounted, side by

m‘(lr.
“Here we ave,” Jemima murmured,
as they reached the gallery. “And
here's the spot from which she called.
Hallo!” she muttered softly, and stoop-
ing suddenly, pic somethi g—
a little lace bhand . “Now, I
wounder,” she added, staring along the
gallery.
Certainly t]
seen there.

there was not much to be
Stout osk panelling, ris-

ing to a height of six feet or more,

forined a background to the banisters.
Above the panelling was ranged a

series of water colours, set among-
which was a modern oil painting of
a benevolent, beamning, bearded old
man. )
“Secret  panels—what?”’  Jemima
thoughtfully murmured.  “Thiz place
must be full of them—what? The

mystery thickens. The girl, whoever
she was, was grabbed ﬁom behind by
someone who came out of a secret
panel But, whist!” she added softly.
‘Dadge back 1” .

Too Intc. For e\'(-n as the two girls
turned, a door along the gallery opened
and {hmngh it came Greening. Swiftly,
.limust angnlv he bore down uposn

Wlnl; are you -girls deing up here?”
he demanded.

“ Just looking round, what,” Jemima
answered. ““Admiring the photograph
of the old genileman here. So awfully
zoad-looking, what, despite his old age.
Is it the professor? " .

The' man paused. Babs heard his
quick, hissing intake of breath.

“That,” he said, “is not the pro-
fossor. ~ That—"'  And then he
stopped.  For suddenly, mufHled and
faint, but clearly to be heard for all
that, there came a scream—a scream
in a girls voice, followed by a single,
broken word.

Tl

T hen stlence.

“What was (h-ﬁf” Babs gasped.

“\What was what?” Greening said,
but Babs saw that he was white to the

lips. “Please will you go downstairst”
But  that seream——-" Babs
demanded.

“1 heard no seream. Bnut go now.
Mr, Beecham, the butler, will come to
see to you presently.”

Babs and Jemima looked at each
other. Obviously the scream had dis-
concerted  Greening as  much  as
themselves. Deeper and deeper became
that sense of mystery, that feeling that
in this house they had stumbled upon
something not intended for their ears

Or eycs.

Jemima nodded. The glance she
ihrew at Babs told that girl that
Jemima found it politic at the moment
to fall in with the man's wishes. In
a matter of this sort, at least, Babs
was very content to leave the leading
to  Jemima, who had an uncanny
knack, in her own weirdly mysterious
way, of dealing with situations.

Together  they  went  downstdirs,
followed by Greening. Then Bnechnm,
the butler, eame ur

“T have seen the professor again,”
he said, “He says if you wish you may
stop. I am extremely sorry, my dear

‘the procession,

g

young ladies and gentlemen,
should have received
welecome at the ho
instructs me to da best to make it
up to you, although he is afraid lm
will not be able to see you for hours.”
“The invention?” asked Mabs.
“Yes. In Lhe meantime, if you care
to change, will show you 'to_your
rooms. \flnlv you are changing I will
see that a hot Iunch is prepared in the

that you
inhospitable a
The professor

small dining-hall. Jtrust that will
meet with your wishes?
“Mum-my hat, won b

breathed. “I'm sfarving, y
And I say, I've lost that ble
again.”

“0h, blm': the book, Come on”

* But—,

“Rafs! We'll n'lcl that later,” Clara
said ]ovoml) “Pick up vour bags,
kidlets !

And in new heart now, they followed

eu{erlv as Beecham led the way.

‘hrough the curtain they went, up a
small flight of siairs. Here was a
long, high corrider, supported by great
iflars, with many doora leading out
rom it.  Babs, who was in the van of
saw one_ of those doors
come open suddenly, and saw Greening,
the servant, emerge, swiftly tucking
something under his cont.

She couldn’t be sure at the time, but
it certainly looked, from that distance,
like a photograph in a- silver frame.
He didn’t look at ihem, however. He
hurried on along the corrldor

ham paused.

“I-T  expect
tidying  up,”
mmmcing'lv ~
. Will you

and I ih:ﬂlpknmv

i been
said, mot very

here are the
give me your
which to_put

Greening has
!m

n W

you in—just in case,” he added, “you
have to stop the mﬁht his dreadful
storm certainly LEm\M no sign  of
abating !”

“\‘unAno, rather not. As long as
there’s plenty of good grub, 1 don’t
eare if it naver ab-ab—stops,” Bessie
heamed. “Oh erumbs, T mum-mean to
saj~dudd|d somebody  ask  for my
name ?

The nnmr-s wers given. Beecham

made a note of them. Then he flung
open the door out of which Greening
had appeared.

“Miss Redfern, would you like to
share this reom with Miss Bunter?”

With Bessie, Babs stepped into the
room. Certainly there was nothing to
complain about. Tt was a snug, sweet
little room, with a lilac colour-scheme,
and many touphes of modernity. Amang
its ancient furnishings were two divan-
heds, covered with embroidered eider-
downs, and a gas-fire. Clean towels
were on the rails, new soap in the
dishes. Generally, the room had all the
appearance of lmunrr Leen made ready
for a guest.

Bessie beamed.

“Oh, I sussay, you know, this is
ripping,” she sald. “Nice. But I only
wish I could fuf-find that boock of mine,

you know. You—you didn't see me
drop it, coming here, dud-did you,
Bal ’

. Babs said with a smile, but
she was locking at the mantelpiece.

On  that mantelpicce were three
photographs—and obviously, once upon
a time, there had been four, for there
was a rather large, blank space heﬁ\men
the first and the second. That, "
course, would be the photo Greening
bad taken away.

A nice room, yes. A snug room.
Miles and miles better here than
forcing their- way through the ragin
blizzard of sleet ouiside, but—Babs dlﬁ
not feel comfortable. .

She conld not forget their reception,

-it costs a dickens of a lot of mon

TeE ScrnooLGial

and this present astonishing change of
front.  She could not feel happy with
the memory of that dimly seen girl on
the gallery—those haunting words still
ringing in her ears: © Please don’t go.
Stop and help me—" Tollowed by
that sinister tlmd* nd later by that
stifled seream.

What weird, sinister rot did this
house harbour? And w if only the
professor and his two
habitation, should these obvious pre-
parations for a p:ntv) on a large scale,
have been made?

The door opened. Jemima came in.
She frowned a little as she saw Bessie,
most patently wishing to talk to Babs
alone, If met was the case, it was
Bessie who gave her her cue.

“Oh, hallo, Jimmy. I sus-say, isn't
this rippi By the way, have you
seen wy book 7

*What, the old fifty million ways of
b g a pauper?’ Jemima asked.

ell, well, now, of course I
Nip slong and take a peep into

Now—
have !

my room, Bessica. Fifth door along
from here. I'm sleeping on my own.”
Bessie beamed.  She . ambled off.
Bdba blinked. - 4 o
‘hen  you lad it all the time,
Jimmy 7°
“Did T say so?” Jemima chuckled.
*“Alas, my beloved, how you do mi

interpret. I mcpe]y advised Bessica
to look at my roomr=a joll. natry little
room, too, by the ﬂ'avfwglle I had a
talk ‘with you_about ”—Jemima_ said,
and produ;'ed a cmmplud piece of linen
cambrig—* 1%

She

Babs stared. had almost for-

otten the handkerchief Jemima had
und in the gallery
“See it?” Jemima asked. “There
are two initials here—R.M. Possibly

those are the initials of the girl uho
dropped this hanky. Examine the
guality and the texture of the material,
Barbara, beloved. - It's plainly that
belonging to a girl with pots of mo
un?{ must have cost five or six sh
in itself. Now take a smell at it.

Babs, , with .bher eves  wonderingly
upon her chum, sni o

“Perfume,” she decided,

“Exaetly.” Jemima looked shrend
““Nice one, too, what?” she asked.
happen to know that perfume, Bah=
because it’s one I have used myself, and

The only place T can buy it is in Yor
which again proves that it is a local
mmmminty

Yen I can see that, of course,” Babs
said.  “But what are you gettmg at 1"

“Just  nething,”  Jemima replied;
and then, with r]mrm:mmstu: contradic-
tion—"*or phaps a lob. First:
obviously that girl is a prisoner here.
Obviously, taklng the hanky and the
perfume as evidence, she is a rich girl.
And the initial—the ‘ M '—it did strike
me, you know, might stand for ‘ Marsh,’
which is the name of the professor, On
the other hand,” Jemima added care-
fully, “it might stand for Mitchell, or
Meredith, or Maun, or any old name.”

Babs blinked.

“And by coincidence,” Jemima went
on, “I think ¥'ve got the room the girl
used to inhabit. At least, there is a
pair of irl’s shoes in it—size thr
'l‘hc re's also a half-empty bottle of
rfume on the dressing table,
Jmmm:'. added pmf( undly, “T found =
old bit of a shopping list. It was dated
June 4th, 1937, and' it had on it *per-
fume frnm Magennis *—which is prob-
ably the date on which the perfume
bought, showing the girl has lived
this old . place a long, long time, what
Jush Chreuds,” Jemima added vaguely.

““Weave ’em. to; etlmr as you hke, and
draw what conclusion you like,”
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girl lived in this
her eves beginning
kid-

“Yon mean the
house ¥ Babs asked,
to g “That she has been
aapped ?

Something like tha
©“By whom "
femima shrugged.

“ Jimmy, tell me, what do you make
of it?”

Je
exe .

“1 have a notion,” she replied softly,

“ just a glimmering, what? But notions,
lzL( eges, should not he counted before

become  me old chickens,

ch was Jemima's polite

of saying that she did not micn{'ﬁ

to voice her suspicions before' she had

proved them facis. Ask me that gues-

(um again to-morrow morning, beloved.”
3abs ehook her head.

ten,

ima Ler

thoughtfully polished

“Jimmy, aren’t you the oddest girl?™
she said. -~ “Why not tell me now?
Vhy—" and then st “Oh,

goodness!  What was that?

THERE was Bessie sitting on the floor,
with the manservant into whom she had
apparently bumped hastily scooping {ogether
the ‘man’s anxiety oves those
very intriguing to Babs.

a pile of photographs. And
photographs was very,

Tor outside uiong the corridor came a
eudden crash followed by a
bump and a hovl in Bessie Bunter's

voice.

“Ow-wow-wow ! Oh
kik-can't you go where you're
vou know? Oh dud-dear, T be
got a Lut of that beastly g!a-
me—"

There came g furious snort, followed

erurabs ! Why
looking,
ve Fve

by a tinkling noise. Babs jumped to the
a door farther along the
corridor Jimmy Richmond and Lister

Cattermole peered out.

And then Babs blinked, as
Bessie wrathfully sitting up in the pas-
sage, Eroping for her spectacles. And she
Baw (d(‘l ning agitatedly and feverishly
rerambling together a pile of phota-
graph frames, and arranging them face
downwards t;pcm a tray he had been
carrying.

QW

And once again Babs frowned. struck
by the- od¢ fuess of the. manservant's
actions, Fov caiching a brief glimpse of

the portrait i one “of the frames, she
could have vowed that it was the same
as the ome in the gallery, and the one
which Greening had removed from her
own room.

“Here—here are your &puhu!w: ‘\h-,a
Bunter,” the man gaid. “T am sorr
He helped m-r up. “You are not hurt?”

“Oh dear! Nun-no. Bat really, you
know, you shouldn’t come barging out

of a room like that,” Bessi

severely, * Have you seen my book 7"
“I am sorry, Miss Bunter, I have

seen no book,” the manservant said,

drawing @ deep breath, and picked up
his tray. “If you care to Ko (Im»nalan«
vou will find lunch ready,” he said now.

He nodded, starting off, the tray piled
with the fragments of photo-frames in
his arms. e ambled towards them.

“Hallo!” she said wrathfully. *I

thought yon said my book was in your

room, Jimm .
“Oh, tut!” Jemima demurred. “ Dost
think, fair Bessica, I tell the old fiblet?

o

ha\d. sweet cornflower, that you might
look in my room if you lik And 1
said I had seen your book—granted.
But I saw your book yesterday, beloved.
I saw it again on the train this morn-

ing he shook her head at the cross
expression on the fat one’s face.
“ Bs'sa!(m darling, you are not annoyed

I: me ?
¢ Stuff 1”7 Bessie said huffily.

B'ﬂw smiled. All the chums were in the
passage now, and in a body extremely
hungry for the lunch which awaited
them, they swarhmed do airs.

Beecham, the butler, met them at the
cur

1
is way, ladies and gentlemen !” he
said.

Iuto a small cak-panelled room on the

left they were shown. And then at

By Hilda Richards 7
face

H

thei gnh*;l np. . After their
chilly, reception in the big hall they had
not expected maieh in the way of food.
But there in front of them was: a table
laden with good thmp_- , and before each
chair was a steaming plate of

Teiln grinned. = And my, am 1t
ready for th But we'd betier wait for
Is he joining us

e, doesn’t he ever eal?
When the professor is engs \"N! as he
is engaged at the moment, he has no
thought for meals,” the butler said.
“His time is too valuable.”
“Then, in that case,” F
“I'm bothered if ever T'll
ventor. He, Ruther
Pass the sali,
s pazsed lnr sall

ssie giggled.
be an in-
wood that |

The meal com-

menced. The soup was excellent. The
roast mick(m sreed with sausage and
i uee, the roast potatoes and
agus which went with i, were ex-
it, too.

(_'clumt\, as Jemima, with meaning,
commented, it was a good spread ai
such short notice.

A great Christmas pudding, steaming
hot, with custard as a sauce, followed
the chicken. After that some delicions
savouries, and finally cheese and coffee.

Don Haybury laughed.

“Well, thanks, Beecham.
a vote of thauks,” he said.
tainly was topping.

“I am glad.”
wrlu.iml% “that

We owe you
“That cer-

am murmured im-
Vve enjoyed it

sit, only hope now that you have all
forgolten nd furL;n( the unwarrantable
tanding that attended your

ning came in. Together he and

&
the butler eleared up. and when Babs
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volunteered to help with the washing up,
the offer was accepted gladly enough.

Qutside, however, the storm showed
no sign of abating. It was, if anything,
worse than ever.

“8ecms,” Don Haybury said, when
they were all seated round the cosy fire
in the big hall, “as if we're stuck here
for a while. The question is, now, what
are we going to do to kill time? Rich-
mand, old sport,” he added, “what
n!)out a spat of exploring 7

“I'm sorry, sir, ‘uut I wouldn't do
that if I were you, Bcecham said, ap-
waring at this woment.  “The pro-
essor i3 rather strict, you know,” he
added. “If you would like dmugh!s or
chess- ~—or some games—1 will bring them
5,” Richmond said.

t at all, s1

And tho butler disappeared.

Babs sat up suddenly, glancing quickly
at her chums, ‘:mmm‘here in the house
a bell was ringing—a muffled sound,
with a strange uneven rhythm.

Dong, dong!—very quickly. Then
dong, with a longer dong io follow.
Followed by two longer dongs and dong,
dang again.

Then suddenly a clatter, as if the bell
had fallen to "the foor. he chums
looked at cach other askance

1

“Wow! Whai was that Bes
gasped,

A - bell, chump!”’  Babs
Listen.”

They h.stenv:l But the ringing was
no rcpcn.lp

Probably  Greening ringing  for
Beecham,” Jean Cartwright said. “Or
perhaps  some  conirivance connected
with the old professor’s experiment.

yhmm\, what are you looking thoughtful

aboui?"

“ih? “Thanks
for the compliment, old thing. Just
thinking, ‘what, about muffins and
things’ connected with bells, you . know.
Wonder,” she added thoughtfully, “ what
made the jolly old ringer drop the bell,
you know, and why was she trying to
signal Morse code messages with it??

“Morse?” Richmond said, staring.

didn’t you mncd Jemima
“ Might have been a coincidence,

but I had fancied that that

elt out ‘I—am—a—' But
prohah? mistaken,” Jemima added.
“ Alas lhat we can go through life
“tripping over errors as we do. Scems,”
hhe added, nodding towards the gallery,

“ihat Mr. Beecham or Greening has
taken objection to the nice old boy we
admired this morning, beloveds.”

Babs stared at her amazing friend.

Then she glanced towards the gallery.
And for some reason she was aware of
the strangest thrill when she noticed
a blank space on the wall where the

picture of the benevolent old man had
hung.

Babs said nothing, though, lopking
across at Jimmy Richmond, she guessed
that his mind was busy, teo. He, like
she, was staring towards Jemima,
probably  wondering  what strange
thoughts were coursing through tf
threwd brain covered by the sleek Eton

ero

'Irljmn Beecham came back, carrying
several games piled high on a tray.
He gave them a sharp swift look as
he set them down.

“There you are, ladies and gentlemen.
I hope they will help to beguile your
time,” he said. *Would you like tea
scned round the fire?”

lh please,” Bessae said eagerly,

“Can we have it now ¥’

“Piggins 1" Clara sald warningly.

“It will be served at four ocock,
Beecham said, and then withdrew. But
hardly had his back turned when——

Me?” Jemima asked.

“

Oh,
asked.
of courst‘

z

Tap, tap! ‘Lop, tap! Tap, tap!

“Hallo ” .hmmy Richimond eried, and
jumped ug), gazing towards the gal}crv
again, say, that is Morse. Listen.”

ilzcy listened, straining their ears

The tapping went on
=E 77 am — Pamela — Marsh, I—am—
Bl

I en again—abrupt silence.

“A message,” Clara cried. %ud it
gully well came fromi up there.”
“The girl again!”’

They looked at cach other. Their
faces were tense now. Pamela Marsh !
Pamela Maish up  there—held a
prisoner! Pamela Marsh (rying to
signal to them.

Richmond rose to his feet,

“Thi eiting fishier and fishier,
id grimly. I'm not satisfied.
s a girl here who knows we're

here. That giv] i king for our help.
(‘nme on. \\'u re going to explore

. Lﬂn t,” Jemima said quictly.

“1 say, don’t!” Jemima shook her
hmd “Think well, Jimmy the

Richmond. Chivalry and all that is a
\lrtue, but put common sense before it.
Every movement you make here is being
spied upon. You should know that by
Ilm time. Just pretend,” she added,
if you hadn’ heard or seen any-
r'nnm [o-morrow——=—"

* To-morrow ¥ What  about  te-
morrow 77 Riclimand demanded.

“Well, pnrhdp< ¥ Jemima remarked
dleﬂ.llilb, “we shall see thmgs. Mean-
time, caution old Spartans.”

Again they stared at her. What did
Jemima know which they themselves did
not guess? But Jemima spoke eerious!
Jemima spoke, indeed, as if she knew
what she was talking about, and the
swiftest  reflection showed them that
she was right. 1 the same they felt
uneas

B

e shuddered.
“Oh crumbs, you know, I'm not sure
1 like this piacP, afier all. w-wish
we were at Don Haybu

Jemima Vanishes!

ND so the long day
A wore on. Darkness
Gl They = played
games by the fire,
R ey e P rn s
games, followed by a really
s inner—at which again the
professor made Do appearance.

Still the storm raged, ever growing
in violence, and, with the night, bringing
bullet-like'  hailstones which  rattled
against the windows.

Impossible, had they wished it, even
to think of leaving now.

But nobody was thinking of leaving.

They were all thinking of the mystery
gigl hidden in Wildmoor Close.

Early that night they turned in, In
the morning, Bahs m\ukc to see that
the sleet and hail had given place to
SNOW.

The leaden grey world was filled with
white and whirling flakes. new
carpet of snow covered the earth; here
and there the drifts piled high, and
everywhere was bleak, white desolation.

“Oh erumbs! Lul-lock at it,” Bessio
said, suddenly aw: akening. “It—ik
doesnt serm as if we're going to get
away, Babs.”

It didn't.  Not, to be sure, that Babs
felt inclined to get away. The mystery
of the unknown girl was still preying on
her mind.

Then suddenly she thought of Jemima
—that mystérious strange girl, who had
enigmatically hinted last night that she
would be in a position to explode the
mystery this morning.
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Well, perhaps Jimmy had news now

She washed and dressed hurriedly and
went along to Jemima's room.

Then she frawned a little,

Jemima_ was not there!

Her bed had been slept in, however
the disordered, tumbled condition” of
the sheets told_Babs that. Under the
dressing-table Jemima's stout walking
shoes peeped out, keeping company with
the size 3's of the unknown mystery
girl.

But—and then Babs blinked a little

again.,  For the wardrobe door was
wide open, and the wardrobe was
empty. Jemima's coat was not there.
Nor was her hat nor her glo

Babs eyes went to the drzsemg-mh'ﬂ
That, too, had been cleared of all
Jemima's I)(‘Ioﬂgm"“ Her eves \\ont to
the corner. Jemima’s case had vay

looked, indeed, as if Jemima,
during the mg,ht, had made a hurried
exit—except IOl the fact that Jemima
would never have ventured out without
her walking shoes.

Babs, for some reason, felt a quick
stab of apprehension.  Then she tun
as feotsteps sounded in the ¢
Jimmy Richmond and Doug
laal;ed in.

*Hallo, Babs! '1011 of the morning !
Ruh-nond said. “But, my hat, what a
morning ! Jimmy
about 7

“No!” Babs said.

Richmond looked at hm quickly.

“8he’s not gone out?

“Well, it looks li
couldn’t have,” Babs said.
her walking shoes behind.”?

Richmond looked strangely disturbed
as he and Coutts peered into the room.
He looked queerly at Babs,

“8he didn’t say anything last night
about going 1™

“No, of course not, and—and even if
she had gone she would have left a
message or something. But, Jimmy, do
you know anyihing 1"

“Well, not much,” Richmond said.
He paused. “I don’t know if this has
any bearing uwpon her disappearance,
but anyway, I'll tell you. Whether it
was the creepiness of this place o
what,” he went on, don’t know. But
last night I hardly 5Icpt a wink., Then
somewhere in the early hours, I thought
1 heard footsteps shuffling past the
door. I got out and looked—and there
shuffling up the corridor was Jimmy
herself.”

" And—and you spoke to her?”
breathed.

“Yes, of course. I
what are you doing? But you kuew
what a funny soul she is, She just
turned round, putting her finger to her
lips, and shook her head, making signs
at the same time that I was to go back
io my own room and not interfere.
Well, knowing Jimmy and her qu
ways, I did, of coulsﬂﬂnd that’s all.

Babs bit her lip again. Bo Jimmy
had been busy on her own account
durmg the night. Bui where was she
now ?

Clara and Leila came along. Leila
slmled a little as the story was re- to‘d

ell, I guess T shouldn’t worry,”
she shld “We all know our one end
only. Ten to one she’ll turn up all
bright and smiling like a new penny at
brekker.”

And that really was the opinion of
most of the chums when they heard the
news. Whatever Jimmy was doing, she
could, he. trusted to look after herself.
All 1].10 same, Bibs could not feel very

.&m tackled Greening.

(.neemng “smiled.

or,
Coutts

Ts the Carstairs

but \H!’
“Bhe’s lefu

it,

Buabs

said, ‘Jimmy,
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“Aiss Carstairs?” he said. *Oh, yes.
She went off an hour ago—with Mr.
Beecham.”

“Qut, you mean?” Babs asked.

“Yes.” Greening smiled again. “As
a matter of fact, I am expecting a
phone messaga from them now,"” he
said, *Miss Carstairs said she would
go to the village and see if she could
find & conveyance of some kind—
because, you see, the professor’s cars
are both in -the garage, and. the
chauffeur  unfortunately  took  the
ignition keys away with him. Naturally
Mr. Beecham would not allow her to
go alone in such weather, and got the
professor’s permission to go off with
her.

“And that,” Clara said cheerfully,

“clears up the mystery, doesn’t it?
Well, now, what about & spot of
brekker?”

It seemed a reasonable and satis-
factory explanation, but Babs was still
wondering. If Jemima had gone out,
she must have goue in her thinnest shoes
—and that was not like Jemima,

Also, if Jemima had intended
return, why had she taken all

“luggage?

But breakfast now was the order of
the day, and eagerly and hungrily the
chums were ready for it. Downstairs,
in a group, they collected and, entering
the small dining-room, received shock
number two that morning.

For a girl rose to meet them—an
utterly strange girl.

A very attractive girl, too, with mis-
chief gleaming in her brown eyes, and
her good-looking face surmounted by a
balo of bright auburn curls.
. “C-good-morning !”  Don
stutiered. “But who o

The girl langhed.

“Siirprised to see me?”
“Well, sit down, please!
will be along in a minute.”
o glance towards, the door.
better unburden myself of my guilty
secret before he arrives. I'm sorry,”
ghe said, “if T've given you any cause
for alarm.”

“But how could you
wright asked. “We've never seem
" Oh, yes you have—yesterday.” The
girl laughed again. "I was the girl
you saw on the balcony—don’t you
temember? I fold you to stop when
you were all thinking of running away.”
She laughed again as they stared at
her. “My name,” she said, “is Pamela

Marsh !
Babs jumped.
P

to
her

Haybury

she asked.
My father

She shot
“And I'd

7 Jean Cart-

“Me—vyes!” Pamela nodded. *I live
here with my grandfather, you know.
Grandfather, as you may have heard,
is frightfully busy on some mysterious
experiment for the British Government.
I'm afraid "—with a sigh—"that I'm a
bit of a thorn in his side, really,
There are a good many things we don’t
see eye to eye upon, and-—well, cutting
a long story short, vesterday was my
day of punishment because he caught
me fiddling about with some of his
apparat So "—and here the girl
pulled such a seriously comic face that
they all had to laugh—" nasty Pamela
was sentenced to be shut up for the day
—which order was carried out until I
broke away, and, hearing you— t
shush! I hear grandpa! 8it down—

i s

-gquickly
" They all sal down, staring at the girl.
Leila chuckled. Bessie smirked. So
that was the mystery, was it? All their
goares, their wondering, were explained

. by the simple prank of 1this wayward .

girl who had simply been =uffering

punishment hecause her grandfather
was displeased with her. 2

“ And--and was 1t you who tried to
signal 1 Mabs stuttered. 2

“ Just me.” The girl smiled. = “Tirst
with the. bell, and then with a stick.
Rather cute—what? And—ahem!” she
added, as the curtains swished aside and
the professor—an clderly man who wore
slightly tinted spectacles—entered.
“{ood-morning, grandpapa!”

“Good-morning, Pamela!” he said,
without enthusiasm. “Good-morning,
ladies and gentlemen! I trust you had
a good night?”

“0h, quite,
bury answe
we all appreciat

The professor waved the snggestion
aside.

“1t is nothing—nothing ! he said. “I
am afraid it is up to me to do the apolo-
mising. 1 sincerely hope,” he added, as

thanks, sir!” Don Hay-
. “Apd I must say how

By Hilda Richards ©

he scated himself next to his grand.
daughter, “that you don't think me too
much of a churl for the way in which 1
treated you yesterday. Working down-
stairs in, the cellar, I had no idea, of
course, how bad the weather was, and 1
am afraid I wasn't greatly pleased when
Beecham told me that a party of girls
and boys had arrived. 1 had already
had some trouble with one girl P gast-
ing a glance at Pamela. “3till, make
yourse at home now until the
weather is fine enough for you to venture
farther. Ahem—ahem! T am extremely
—extremely busy! Where is
Heecham, Greening #”
Greening explained.
nodded absent-mindedlIy.
“Very well—very well,” he said.
am anxious to meet Mis
knew her father, you kv

The professor
wy
Carstairs—
v, Well,

girls and boys, get on with your break-
and

fast,” he added, rather testily,
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HARLES AUGUSTUS HENRY
PIPER, the school porter, is Chff
House's oldest inhabitant, having

recently completed his thirty-first year as a
servant of the school.  Fxcept for three years
en Piper was a soldier
been in constant res

e, W
Great War, he b
at the school.

Whenee did Piper come ?  How did Piper
get his job?  Many Clff Hoise 5 have
tried to elicit those Tacts from the crusty old
porter, but Piper, ever unwilling to speak

bout himself, has never sabisfied their
curiosity, Readers will, therefore,
give more than usual interest to the
which follow.

Charles Augnstus Henry Piper, then, was
born in Staffordshire. As a youth he had
great ambitions to travel. His father, how-
ever, had other ambitions for his hoy-—and
chiel among those was that Charles Aug
should become a coal miner.
age of twelve, therefore, Piper was taken
from school and plunged down a pit.

EARLY ADVENTURES. "

His career as a budding miner lasted
exactly one day. Piper had not becn in the
mine more than three hours when there was
an explosion. A fali of stone from the roof
of the pit resulted in Piper spending the next
three wecks in hospital.

There he met a sailor who, taking a faney
to young Piper, offered him a cabin boy's
job on & cargo vessel which plied between
Jamaica and Liverpool, carrying bananas.
Thus did Piper at last realise his ambition
to travel.

For three years Piper served before the
mast. A careful, thrifty lad, he savedmoney.
At the age of sixteen, falling down the
hold of his boat, he broke a leg, however, and
hospital elaimed him again for three months.

Discharged once more, he sought about for
another way of making a lving, and

| being
persuaded that he could become a millionaire

by investing his money in the fishing industry,
went to Grimsby, and in company with
another adventurous scventecn-year-old

spirit, bought a secondhand fishing smack.

Alas for Piper, howe His first_trip
met with disaster. The smack foundered
end had it not been for the fortunate appear-
ance of Sir Willis Gregory’s yacht, it 8
likely that the story of Piper’s adventures
would have ended at the bottom of the sea,

Sir Willia, as you probably know, was
governor of ClEf House in those days.
Interested in Piper and sorry for him, he
pave him his next job—page-boy at CLT
Houge School.

t the age of twenty-two Piper beeame

porter at the school ; at the age of twenty-four
enlisted to join the Army.

THE WAR YEARS,
For three years he was away, and it is
those three years of his lite which are a

s
At the early -

that the girl to whom
he ha collously dilted him
he before he was to have married her,
and ran away with his old friend who had
been Piper’s unlucky partuner in the fishing
venture. How true that is, however, only
Piper himself can say.

But it is certain that the Piper who came
back to CLIT House after the War was a
changed man. In place of the cheery, willing,
hardworking porter the girls -had known,
they now saw Piper as a rather surly, gradging
and grambling young man who seemed older
than his years.

Piper, 'who had once been so cager to
oblige the girls, now grumbled openly that
all girls were a nuisance and even the Military
Medal which was conferred on him after the
War for his bravery in the last great Battle
of Ypres had no power to change his nature.

And the Piper of then is the Piper we know
to-day. Yet despite his grumpiness there is

ery likeable about CLIT
House’s porter. Sir Willis Gregory, though
no longer & governor, is still his hero, and it
Piper does not regard other mistresses with
affection, he has a very warm corner in his
heart for Miss Primrose—and also (though
hlc \\ugl[! be the last to adwlt it) for cheery

a ;

He has_no hobbies apart from his news-
paper reading ; as far a5 one can gather he
has no friends save Bfr, Merryweather, the
school  gardener—who, incidentally, was
recommended for his present job by Piper
Thimself.

Piper's age now

though with his lined, unsmiling face and
his halt-bald head he looks much older. His
only ambition, he confesses, is to keep his job
at. Cliff House.

“ crossed in lo
iven

is forty-seven years

ye
mystery. 1t is said that in London Piper was
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excuse me if I just glance through these
notes I have made. Meantime, just con-
sider the house yonr own until it is fit
for you to go.”

The chums glanced at each other.
They grinned. Pamela, catching Babs'
oye, winked, and Babs, with a start,
siniled baclk,

For, truth to tell, Babs was interested
in the professor, wondering vagucly
where she had seen him before.

For some minutes nothing disturbed
the silence except the chink of ife
against plate, half whispered requests to
pass the salt, the bread, and so on.

Outside the storm still howled, and in
the grate the cheerful fire burned evack-
lingly. -All at once, however—

Babs staved.

Somewhere—it seemed in the upper
vegions of the louse—came forth the
strains of music.

A violinl

They all listened, staring towards the
ceiling.  Babs saw Pamela’s face pucker
in-a frown. What tune was being
played it was impossible to say. Tt
sounded to Babs as if the player's arm
were being jostled as he drew the bow
aecross the strings.

«Musio  bath charms,” murmured
Leila. “But I guess the person wha's
playing that should get a few leszous
first. What on earth is it 7"

The professor stared upwards, Babs
saw the quick, queer look he exchanged
with his granddaughter. No hostility,
no grumpiness in that. Almost it struck
her as a look of uneasiness.

The music went on.

And then suddenly Babs caught her
breath. ! a  minute—wait  a
minute ! ?

What was this?

Tor it struck Ler all al onece that there
was method in the discord. Thaose short
notes followed by the long ones—thosc
pauses.

She listoned, ecais attuned now to new
inspiration, and then her face flaned
with =wift excitement,

For the unmusical violinist was not
such an amatenrish muff e appeared
tao be. The violin was spelling out a
message in Morse:

“AL- o That would be
Jemima. Tensely  Bahs  listened.
“H.A-§ B-E-E-N K-I-D-N-A-P-P-E-
W-E ARE B-O-T-H

uptly the music stopped.  Almost
ously Babs threw a searching
glance at the professor. He had risen
to his feet, his face hetraying an odd
agitation as he glanced at the givls, He
coughed.

“Pamela, there—there is something T
to say to you—urgently,” he said.
excuse ws! Pawmela, follow

la, agitatedly rising, fol-
lowed him as he went out. She had not
even glanced at the girls

“Sure the ald fellow scems upset all
la murmu “ Babs—"
thrilling now, had spotted
someth on the table which Pamela
had Teft behind. It was a handkerchief.
To the chums’ amazement she reached
over and snatched it up.

Mabs blinked.

“Ba »
But Babs did not reply. Tt was doubt-
ful if she heard. With considerable

Lewilderiment -and consternation  her

chunis watched her as she put the hand-
kerchief to her nostrils and sniffed, and
then,
fingers round the hem.
stitfened.

Clara blinked.

“ Bab:

carcfully unfolding it, ran her
And then Babs

vou cuckoe, whai's the matter

Babs looked round. She leaned for-
ward. §

“There’s nothing the matter with
me,” she replied.  “But “—her voice
sank—"there's a great deal the matter
with Jemima. Jemima’s a prisoner in
this house, and this giy], whatever she
calls herself, is not Pamela Marsh [

“What?”

“Look " Babs said quickly.

And she held ont the hem of the
hahdkerchief towards them. On” that
handkerchief two initials were em-
broidered. But they were not “P.ALY
They were “J.B.”

“Pamela Marsh,” Babs breatbed, *
still a prisoner in this house. That was
rou rd playing the violin—and,
incidentally, sent a message at the same
time.  Buis » Aad then she flung
herself back as the door opened and
G ng appeared, a smile on his face.
1, Greening 7" she asked, trying to
make her voice normal.

“I have just received a message by
phone,” Greening said. “The line has
héen repaired. Tt was from Miss Car-
stairs. She and Beecham have reached

Northdale, but are
conveyance can be s Car-
stairs says =he expects to be delayed,
but will get back as soon as possible.”

“Thanks!” Babs said.

Clara breathed & sigh of relief as
Greening retired.

“Well, that seems fo put paid fo your
goofy suggestion, old Babs,” she said
lightheartedly. *If Jimmy’s a prisonecr
in the house she can hardly be phoning
from Northdale, can she? What do you
say to that?”

“I say,” Babs replied grimly, “that
that is a lie. Greening 1s faking that
the same as this J.B. girl is faking to

be the professor’s granddaughter.
But come cutside,” she said. “Tll ex-
plain there. Bessie——"

Bessie shrugged.

“QOh. really, Babs, you must be

wrong,” she said. " And, anyway, I've
only had my first portion of bacon and
eggs. You nitwits can go if you like:
I'm stepping here. And anyway, I want

THE SCHOOLGIRL

to look for she  added
offendedly.

And the “nitwits " went.

my book,”

Babs Learns the Worst!

£11 ND this,” Bahs said
keenly, “is what 1
make of it. We all
'know Jimmy

wouldn’t have left us_with-

out some message. We all
know that she wouldn’t have gone
without her walking shoes. Jimmy
definitely had some wheeze up her

sleeve last night—"" .
“Well#” Clara said impatiently.
“What the wheeze was 1 don't know.

RBut it's obvious from what Jimmy

Richmond savs that she was on the

trail last night. Since he saw her,

nobody else has It's my opinion,”

Babs added seriously, “that she fell

foul of somebody last night, and ‘is

sharing the imprisonment, at this
moment, of Pamela Marsh herself "

*But what about the %ir] who calls
herself Pamela Marsh?™ A

Mabs argued.

“Impostor 1" y =
“Oh, I don't know!" Lister Caifer-
mole frowned. “Youve forgotten,

Babs, that if she's an impostor the pro-
fessor would have seen through her,
too.”

Babs locked at him keenly.

“Do you know for a fact that the
man is the professor?” she asked.

“What 7

“VWell—" Babs paused. “This is
just & shot in the dark,” she said.
“ At the same time, do any of us know

HER face paling, Babs stared at the

shoes of the two men, at the
black handkerchief which protruded
from Greening’s pocket. Babs knew
now who had struck down her boy
chums,

the professor? If the girl who calls
herself Pamela Marsh is an impostor,
why shouldn’t the professor be one,
too? And—my hat!” And here Babs’
face suddenly flushed with excitement.
“That would explain it,” she cried.

“Explain what?”

“The photographs

Leila sighed.

“Would yoa mind telling us what
yow're babbling about?” she pelitely
inquired. “¥ sure figure either I'm_as
dense as a London fog or yon're going
crackers. Whaot have the photographs
10 do with it?”

“Well—" Babs' face was aflarme
now; so earnest, so convineced ler
attitude that even the others could not
fail to be impressed. " Yesterday,”
she said, “Greening took great pains
to go round the Hall collecting certain
photographs.  Those photographs, as
far as we know, were all of the e
man—a dear old greybeard, who m
have heen the pr or himself. &
po 7 Babs hed, “he_ was the
professor?  Supposing, even then, that
this_impersonation was being planned,

1

o

wouldn’t it be just the very thing
Greening would do to collect thase
photographs?  In case we saw them,

and vealised that they must be of the
professor.”

“Phew ! whistled Mabel Lynn.

“And then ihere’s the message,™
Babs went on. “None of you cuckoos
seems to have realised the vielin was
sending out a message. But I did. I
was reading it. and it said as plainly as
anything: . “Jemima has been kid-
napped. We are both——" And there
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stopped.  Apart from that,” Babs
went on, “we all know Jimmy didn't
trust Beecham. We've got good reason
to believe that Beecham himself was
afraid of her. In that case, is it likely
that Jimmy weuld have chosen to go

out with him this morning? If you
ask me—-"
And then she swung round as the

door opened. Bessie Bunter, her face
wildly excited, came rushing into the
roorn.

* Bessie ! cried Babs.

“0Oh dud-dear! Oh gig-goodness!”

Bessie  stuttered. “Oh  crumbs!
Beecham 7
“Beechamt” Babs stared. “What's

the matter with Bes ham, vou chump?”
. “I've sus-seen him.”

«\What—""

“He and the professor.”

“You mean you saw him ialking to
the professor?”

“(Oh, punmo, you know. T sus-
»  And Bessie gulped. “0Oh
bz, it's & dud-dresm!” she stat-

mum-must be a dud-dream,

vou know. But when I'd finished my
breakfast I thuth-thought 1'd have a

look round for my book, you know,
an 2

“Yes?” Babs said.

“1 thuth-thought one of you cats

mum-might be hiding it for a joke,”
Bessie said, “so I went towards Leila's
room., At least, I meant to go to
Leila’s room, but I must have got into
the wrong passage, or somcthing. It's
beastly, having passages all on the same
pattern, like they’ve got them here.
Well, I pushed open a dud-door, you
know—-"

“And then?” Mabs asked.

“Thuil-then I saw him,” Bessie said.
“It wasn's Leila’s room, afier all.
was Beecham’s. He: was standing in
front of a mirror, and he was fixing the
professor’s whiskers to his face. He
didn't see me, thuth-thank goodness,
and I—well, you know how renowned
we Bunters are for our reseuvce. I

-

just shut the door and bolted like any-

thing. Oh dear, though, it's given me
a frightful turn. Get me a glass of
water, Mabs.”

And while Mabs darted to the side-
board ‘to do her fat chum’s bidding,
the chums looked at each other.
Startled consternation was in each of
their faces. *

IMMY RICHMOND was the first to
break the silence. His eyes nat-
rowed.

“Well, 0.K.,” he said. “I'm sorry,
Babs, if T ever doubted what you said.
Beecham iz obviously posing as the
professor. But we've got to do some-
thing,” he went on. ‘“And we've got
to do something pretty soon. Jemima's
been collared, and Beecham and Green-
ing are just scoundrels being helped out
by the 1 vote,” he added, “we
fetch the policel”

Unseen Ly any of them, the curtain
near which they stood moved a little.
For one fraction of & second a face

The curtain

peered out—a girl’s face.
dropped in position.
“ But—but how ¢” faltered Babs.
“Rasy enough” Richmond flung a
swift look round, “Don, you come
with me,” he said quic “Two of
us wili be enough, I imagine. If any-
body wants to know where we are, tell
them we've gone to our rooms, or some-
thing. Just go on as though you sus-
pect nothing. IPIl be a hard job to
make it through the snow, but somehow
wo'll get there. Don, you coming?”
“No, lot me 1" Cattermole said.
“7Me ! said outts.
d what,” Clara snorted, ©about
Why should yvou boys take all
on your shonlders?”
dichmord said, “this is a
lara. No, please don’t waste
z. There's so much trickery
in this place that goodpe
t might not happen next!
Just ael as

going
knows
Say nothing; do nothing.

By Hilda Richards ™

if you hadn’t a care in the world. Y'va
got & rough notion’ of the direction.
There's a map in my room, and I
studied i% pretty hard last night. Come
on, Don ;”

“But, Jimmy, bs Babs
breathed.

Heo gripped her hand.

“Trust us,” he said.

He jerked his head towards Donald
Haybury. Together the two of them
vanished. A deep, uneasy silence fell.
It was broken by a sudden swish of the
curtain., The girl who called herself
Pamela Marsh, all smiles, whisked gaily
upon the scene.

“Well, hers we are!” she said
javially. “Poor old me! T've just had
another lecture! What = life, to be

careful 1*

sure! But, 1 say, what about some
games?” she added, her eyes sparkling.
“What about hide-and-seek or blind

mgxn’s buff, er something of that kind ?
It's rather a kid’s game, but it’s good

fun.”

“Good wheese I” Leila voted. “Blind
man’s buff it Who'll be the blind
man? You, Bessie?”

“No jolly fear !” Bessie said hastily.
“T'm fed-up with vou girls playing
tricks on me when I'm blindfolded, you

noy You be it!”

“Well, T'll be it,” said the red-haired
girl. “Anything for a lark, vou know {”
And she langhed as she was blind-

folded. Really, it was bard to believe
that she v guilty of any deception.
Fven Babs wa: feeling just a little

doubtful until, glancing at her feet as
she stood to have the bandage adjusted,
she spotted her shoes.

Jemima had said definitely the shocs
of the girl who had oceupied her bed-
room were No. 3's; but thiz girl had a
foot almost as big as Clara Trevlyn, aud
Clara took a very large size in shoes.
he game commenced. But for once
the Clif House chums could not let
themselves gn. They were thinking of
Jimmy Richmond and Don, wondering

where they were, if they had got away
all right.

Ana then suddenly—
“Help, help!” cried a voice oulside.

Help !
k all steod electrified
hat was that?” gasped Bess
Richmond 1 1
It can
rting the
windo flung it open,
1o the great gust of wind-driven
snow that came blinding into her face.
Then she gave a ery.

“QDh, great goodness! Look I

They all crowded to the window, and
then their faces turned white.

Tor out there, near a clump of bushes,
lay two motionless forms—dJimmy and
Don |

“Qh, my goodness!” the red-haived
girl gasped. “I say, what's happencd
to them, Barbar: Where are you
going I she added, as Babs ran towards
the door.

“I'm going out!”

“ But no—no, yo1 mustn’tl
Creening 1

o ! teLT‘.‘uu I’m going out !” Babs
and impatiently thrust aside the g

e
th

Call for

detaining bhands.  “Those are our
friends! Quickl Come on, girls 1” she
cried.

But no need to tell the girls. They
were all rushing as one towards the

great door. Babs reached up; with
difficulty pulled down the great irom
bolt A scurry of snow leapt at them

with a hiss
P“()a.:r there by the bushes!” gasped
Jabs.

She was the first to run forward,
pounding ankle deep into the soft,
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powdery drift. Sha was the first to
veach the two boys, who lay across cach
other, their faces white, eves closed.
Babs_bent.

“ Jimmy ¥ she breathed anxionsly.

No re'pfy :

“They're unconscious, both of them 1™
she gasped. © SBomebody or something’s
struck them down! Lister, give me a
hand 1 - Douglas. Lelp Clara and Leila!
Bring them inside 7

With difficulty, they raised the two
hoys and carcied them back into the
house. There, gently they were laid
upen the settee. The red-haired gul's
eyes were wide.

“Oh, my goodr

ned 1

“That,” Babs panted, “is what we’
going to find out! Oh, my goodu
she cried. “TFeel this lump on
Jimmy's head !

At the same moment Richmond's eyes
flickered feebly open. He staved in sur-
priso at Babs.

what has hap-

poor

“PBabs, you? Why, what— And
then hie eyes royed round. He ried
up, quickly putting a hand to his d

“"Fhose scoundrels!” he breathed.

“Jimmy, what happened?” Babs
asked.

“Y don’t know—except that iwo
ruffians jumped on us from out of ihe
bushes.  Both of them had Dblack
handkerchiefs reund their faccs. They
struck us down with sticks. I reckon

somebody must have got' wind that
W » ¥

‘And there he stopped as his _eyes
alighted upon the red-haired girl.

Tut at that moment who should ‘come
running on to the scene but the bogus
professar himself and Gireening. The
professor stared in consternation.

“My dear boy, what has happened

Babs explained.

“The scoundrels!”
“But why were you going
never mind—never
testily.  “Richmond, did
men--their faces, I meant”

“No,” Jimmy said. “They hoth had
their faces covered. They jumped from
behind, yon know. But I reckon,” he
added, “you'll be able to track them if
you get after them. The snow won't
have covered up their footmarks yet.”

“(ee, that's an idea!” Leila
“Come on ¥

“Qirls, no1” Very resolutely the pro-
fessor barred their way, lease—
ploase listen to me!” he said grufliy.
“You do not know.- You do not gu
1 have enemies. Those enemies, obv
ously, are prowling in the grounds
outside  More than once this sort of
thing has happened. Poor Greening was
a vietim of the scoundrels once. You
are in my charge now, nmy care, and I
should be entraging the responsibility
you have thrust upon my shoulders if
T allowed anything to happen to you !”

“But snru? L7 (Qaitermole protested,
“you are nol going to let them get
away? Let us get after them, sir 17

“No, please! No, I beg of you 5
And the professor backed towards the
door, as though half-airaid that they
would try to storm it. I beg of you,
desist! 1 will sce that the police are
informed at once. And after this ¥ must
insist upon all doors in ih house
remaining locked and everybody remain-
ing indoors. You hcar that, Greening 17

“Yes, sir,” Greening said.

« And you boys and girls?”

“Yes, professor,” Babs said,

But she was looking as she said that
at the shoes of both Greening and the
man, she knew was really Beecham in
disguize; and she was noticing, with a
dreadful pounding of the heart, that,
though baoth of them lad apparently

the professor said.
ing out? But
the

you see

mind I he added*

never been out, ihere wwas snow
their shoes, 3

And she was noticing someihing elee,
{oo—the colour of a ioo hastily tucked
away handkerchief = in  (n cing’s
pocket. i

Its colour was black

upon

A Daring Bid for Rescue!’ :

ROM that moment

F there was no_ further

doubt in Barbara
Redfern’s mind ihat
Jimmy and Don’s uninown
assailants had been the false
professor and his henchuman Greening.

And she had no doubt, cither, that
ihe order to keep all doors locked was
tantamount to an order io keep them
all prisoners

S0 here they were, pent up in this
house of sinister happenings and weird
mystery, with one of iheir mumber
already held captive with the real
Pamela Marsh.

Something of what was in her mind
Babs managed o convey to her chums,
though, to be sure, 1t was not an easy
business. :

For when Jimmy and Don were sufli-
ciently.recovered fo take an interest in
things again, the professor, Greening,
and the girl with the red hair were still
there.

Not oven when tha falso professor had
been assured by the boys that they had
suffered nothing worse than a severe
headdche each did he seem inclined 10
ro.

Only when, just before lunch, Gr
ing, looking rather agitated about some-
thing, came to him_and whispered 1n
his ear did he tear himself away.

“ Er—hum—I—} have rather a deli-
cate experiment which must be checked
up,” he said. _“I must leave you 1o
vourselves until lunch. Meanwhile,
Pamela, my dear, do ree thai the girls
and boys enjoy themselves, won't you?
I will join you at lurch.”

Pamela smiled. For the chums
benefit she made a face at him as soon
as his back was turned.  But it was
obvious that she did not intend to leave

“Well, let's have games,” she sug-
gested. What shall we play at? Any-
body any good at chess?”

“Well, I guess I know the rules,”
Leila said.

“Gh topping! I love chess. And
what ut  you oth Lexicon,
dranghts, ludo—oh, anything you like !
Jimmy, you ought to play some quict
game, you know with that hen's
ou your head Now, what would you
like to play?”

“Lexicon,” Jimmy Richmond said:
and Babs stared a little. For Jexicon,
she knew, was not a game Jinmmy was
ordinarily fond of. “Babs, vou'll play
with me, won’t you? And you, Lister?
And you, Mabs?”

“ And the others ludo, or something 7™
Pamela asked brightly.

“VYes," Babs said quickly, for she bad
canght a quick wink from Jimmy Rich-

mond, and knew thea that he bhad some
schema in mind.
The cards were feiched. In grourps

at themselves down—all except
who, bhaving.failed to_recover
- “Fifty Ways of Making Money,”
wase snuggling down in front of the fire.
Richmond took the lexicon cards.
“&hall T deal?” he asked carclessly.
Babs handed them over.
The cards were dealt. Bul it was
obyious that Jimmy had some scheme
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o, Waiched by the others, he sorted
out his hand., With & swift look in the
fake Pamela’s direction, he laid down
iis fivst word. Tt was ©Shall.”

They all loaked at }im. Babs laid
down her word. .

Then Don's turn came. e laid down
2 word—"*Try.”

‘Then Mabs, who hadn't got a word.
Jimmy, meantime, had appropriated
another set of cards. He laid down two
words this time—"* Again to-night.”

Babs looked at him wneasily. - They
all had the hang of the g
“Bhall try again to-night,” Jin

on's sentence read.  She put down a
hand—* How.”

“Window end of passage,” came the
thonghtfully prepared reply, * Be there
to help midnight.”

“0.K.#7 Richmond asked,

Babs replied with a significant ned.

“Well, that was_a quick round!”
And Jimmy carvelessly shuffled the cards
again. _“Oh, my hat! My head!” he
grinned rucfuolly. .

Five minutes later they had lunch—
and, fortunately, for the first time that
day, the gale seemied to be blowing
itself out. After lunch ihe fake pro-
fessor spent the aftérnoon with them.
In the evening the red-haired givl was
canstantly at their elbow.

In those civenmstances open discussion
of iheir plan was impossible. Nobody,
exeept Don and Jimmy and Babs and
AMabs, knew anything at_all about the
prajected “adventure. In any ease,
Babs reflected, perhaps it was just as
well they were not all engaged.

Very quieily that night they went io
bed, the bogus Pamela insist
chatting to each of them in their rooms
hefare they went off to sleep.

By that time the gale had blown itself
completely out.  Hardly a breath of
wind disturbed the silence of the night,
and outside a brilliant moon had turned
the snow to glistening silver.

Eleven struck, Half-past.
o'clock hoomed. '

Silenily Babs rose from her bed.

. She donned a_dressing-gown. Shiver-
ing, she tiptoed to the door. In the
bed Bessie still snored londly, mutier-
ing from time to time in her sleep; and
Bahs’ heart leapt as the door squeaked.
She peered into the corridor.

At the same time Mabs' door came
oper, 4t
“That you, Babs?”
“Vee

es.

“Qh, good!” Mabs breaihed. “All
clear?”

*I think so.” .

Silent as shadows they flitted up the
corridor. They turned the corner into
the passage, shivering suddenly as a
cold breath of air blew upon their faces.
‘e draught came from the window
1 was open.  Don Haybury and
Jimmy Richmond, fully dressed, loomed
meetb them.

“Cood work, girls!”
mond breathed.
For goodn

Twelve

Jimmy Rich-

“Now's our chaunce.
sake, be careful whilo

e away! Look, Babs!” he added,
and pointed to the window. And Babs,
peering at it now saw a stout length
of rope knotted around the main sup-

port. “Don and I are shinning down
that. We're going to Northdale. Just
in case anybody should be mnosing

aronnd after we've gone, take the ropo
and hide it in your room.”

Babs nodded, casting a swift, anxious
look back. Haybury clambered on te
the sill. 'The rope creaked and tautened
as he slid down it. ' Then there camo
a soft call from below. q

“0 i “Well,

K.i

K. ! Richmond grinned.
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Richards

THE chums knew that the girl playi

good luck, kidlets! Keep out of mis-
chicf. We'll be back in an hour or iwo
end clear this fishy business up for good !
T'm off I
“Jimmy, be careful!” Babs gulped
anxiously. s
Richmond laughed =oftly and slipped
from their sight. There came a swishing
sound from outside. Then a soft call:
“0.K.! Take it in.”
“ Keep watclh, Mabs,” Babs ordered.
She reached up. Her fingers were
cold, however, and it took some little
while to loosen the knot. Just as she
was freeing it there came a sudden hiss
from Mabs:
“Cave! Somebody coming
Babs jumped. In doing so her numb
fingers released the end of the rope.
"oo late she tried to recover it. With a
swish it vanished into the outer dark-
ness; there came a soft plop as it
thudded into the snow.

as thought Babs pulled the
w to and crouched, shivering, by
Mabs' side At the same time, from

above them, came a ¢
“ et us ont ! Help 1"
“ Jemima 1" thrilled Babs.

Muflled and faint though the voice
was, they both recognised il

“Help °

“ Look out!” whispered Mabs
In, the darkness her hand ¥
of her chum.
with

found
ere it

a

fastened upon the corrider ahea
which now footsteps and a_ma
could be heard. . Upstairs
continued :

“If you don’t let us oub

“Dash that girl1” a voice in the dark-
ness growled. **She must have freed her
gag! Vou've got the stuff, Greening 1"

5.
“All right.  We'll put her to sleep.
And if the old man won't talk now—-"
Lower the two chums crouched, hardly
daring to breathe, Thank moodness it

ng chess with Leila Carroll was spying on them, and so they were using the
word-making game to discuss their plans.

was pitch dark here in the thick shadow
beneath’ the window. Thank goodness
both their dressing-gowns were made of
dark material,

Nearer, nearer the steps came. The
two held their breath. clutching hands.
Two faint shadows loomed up, and in
the white hight of the moon Babs saw
their faces. Greening and Beecham—
but Beecham now without his professor’s
disguise,

Unsuspecting,
Babs rose.

“Come on!” she s

“But, Babs, where

“Dida’'t you hear?”
trembling  a  little  with  exeit

ey said something about puttic
to sleep. "I don't know wha
but we've got to do something.

past.

they tramped

Are you game !’
“Y.yes,” Mabs said uncertainly.

“Come on then! We'll follow them.”

That, as a matter of fact, was not a
hard job, In the intense silence which
reigned unbroken even by the faintest
whisper of wind the men's footsteps
came clearly to their ears. Hearts thud-
ding, but grimly determined to help
their chum, they crept on.

In front of them the two rcunded a
corner. Babs paused.

“1 believe,” she breathed, “ihat leads
on to the gallery,”

It did.  When they arrived at the
corner they were on the gallery itself. A
saw the

They had halted, facing the
panelling, and one of them was flashing
a small rorch.

As Babs and Mabs watched he gave a
giunt.  Hiz hand reached forward.
There came & snick, The two men dis-
1 into the wall

appear .
“A secret panel!” Bahs Lreathed.
“That's one of the reazons why they
were so anxious to keep us off the
galle Come on 1"
Ma! did not  reply. She was

trembling a little in the darkness.  IF

Mabs bad confessed, she was afraid—
worribly afraid at that moment. But
even fear had no power to turn her back
from this purpose now.

Jemima, her friend, was in danger.
Jemima needed her help.  That was
enough for Mabs.  DMore than enough
for Babs!

They crept towards the panel. Tt was
still open.  Beyond they saw a flight of
stairs rising upwards. Irom the top of
those stairs came a mumble of voices.

Babs lookel at Mabs. Mabs nodded.

So into the parel they both stepped
Cautiously thay made their way up the

aivs. At the top was another door,
v open, and, crouching on the top
peered through it
and Greening stood before a
table, ihat table, looking weak,
ill, emaciated, one wrist handeufted to a
staple which had been driven into the
stout leg, sat an old man,

It was not difficult to recognise in him
the eriginal of the picture which had so
mysterionsly  disappeared from  the
gal Here, then, was undoubtedly
| Professor Marsh !

Beeck

front of him were pencils,
« tsmen's instruments, and a sheet
af paper completely bl

The scowl on Beecham's face was

dreadful to behold.
“8o you still hold out, professor 7"

'he old man looked at them dully.
“7 still hold out, you scoundrel
“TIn other words, you prefer to s
rather than redraw those plans?”

Babs and Mabs glanced at each other.
Their face: white,

“1 pre the old man said
defiantly, “to starve, vou scoundrels |
Those plans are for my Government,
and-—"

“Then,” sneered Greening, “get on
with it, professor. Alveady you have
been wilhout food for three days, and I
may tell you now fthat your grand-

(Continued on page [6*
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(Continued from page I3)
daughter in the next room has also been
without food for one day 1 If you think
yiothing of yourself, perhaps you will
think of her. Perhaps, also, you will
think of the other girl—the daughter of

your old friend, Colonel Carstairs. And
let me tell vou this,” he added
menacingly. “In this house as my
guests are other girls and boys— friends
of wour Carstairs friend, who are
entitely helpless and in our power.
Nohody has seen them enter heve.

Unless, professor, you are going to be
very, very sensible, nobody is going to
see them go away 1"

% You—you scoundrels ! the old man
choked. )

Beecham laughed.

“Hard words break ne bones. pro-
sor,” he said mu('k:ill%l)‘. “1r is in

power to end it all. It will take
four hours to redraw the
Think it over,’

vou less than
plans vou destroyed.
he added mockingly

The old man's head fell; something
like & moan came from between his lips.

Babs was breathing swiftly, for now
she had an idea of the solution to the
whole mystery. By her side, she
gripped Mabs' arm.

They waited. The two men strode
across the room. A door opened. At
once they heard Jemima's voice, imper-
turbable as ever.

“What cheer, my merry rogues! And
what ~ little surprise now, forsooth?
Poor Pamela is in a bad way, though,”
she added grimly.

In @ moment Babs, quivering, had
sprufig to her feet. Mabs leapt with

er.

““ You scoundrels I Babs cried.

She flew past the professor; into the
next room she rushed. And even in that
moment of stress she gasped at what she
AW,

In one corner of the room sat a girl
bound hand and foot to & chair. Near
her lay the smashed case of & violin.

Jemima's bonds were loose, and she
wore a gag which had slipped round her
neck, obviously having managed to
work it loose.

With a shout, Babs jumped forward.

“Babs 1:’ gasped Jemima. ' Babs

mind—

“Jimmy! Oh, Jim—"
No more. Beecham, with one furious
erv, sent Mabs reeling against the wall;
with another snarl, whirled upon Babs.
U “Sol” he snarled. “You prying,
interfering schoolgirls! S8o——" and he
flung her across the room, at the same
time leaping towards the door.

Babs, breathless, sat up dazediy.

“8o you join your meddling friend!”
he snarled.” “Perhaps you, too, would
like to share her punishment., Green-
ing, get back!” he added. “Close the
door. T wish you all merry entertain-
ment,” he said “But, be warned.
Make no noise, for the next time I come
1 shall not deal leniently with you!
Back there, Greening. Since they are
co fond of each other's company they
starve together!”

There came a laugh. The door closed
and the two vanished into the adjoining
room in which the half-starved professor
eat chained to the desk at which he
refused to work.

“N e mapPy ending to a lovely

Christmas  holiday, what #"
Jemima murmured. . Alas and alack!
Well, here we are. Let us undo our fair
and plucky Pamela, and then, seeing
there’s nathing else to do, we'll sit
round the old camp fire and spin yarns.
Flaven’t got a bite of chocey or anything

about you?" she asked. “Poor Pam’s
starving.”

Babs shook her nead. Was Jemima
never dismayed? she wondered.

But willingly enough they pll set to
work to free the half-fainting Pamela.
1t was plain that girl bad been through
wuch. But she was full of pluck.

And, free again; she scemed heartened
by the presence of the three other girls,
even though their plight now was as
sorry as her own. Falteringly she told
her story. She told how her grand-
father had arranged a big party for her
fourteenth birthday. The party was to
have taken place vesterday.

“T spe. That explains why we thought
there were going to be celebrations,”
Babs said.

That was so.
guard of the servants had av
had turned wp in the pers
ing and Beecham.

Beecham, as hired butler, had imme-
diately taken charge of everything. DBut
Pamela had discovered by accident that
Beecham and Greening were not the
men they purported to be.

At the same time, her grandfather
had j completed the plans for an
ret invention connected
with an i ble radio ray designed to
be @ surer check to invading aeroplanes
than any number of guns or counter-
attacks could be. The two men had
tried to steal the plans

“But my grandfather got wind of
that,” she said. “He ordered them out
of the house. Beecham's reply was to
shut him up in his room. Then he dis-
missed the servants, cancelled all the
invitations, saying that there was 8 case
of scarlet fever in the house. I hadn’t
been shut up, you see, and I knew all

A week ago the van-
ved. They
of Green-
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1 whispered it to my grandfather,
very wisely burned the plans in his
study. After that—"

* Poor kid,” murmured Babs,

After that, of course, with the house
to themselves, and the professor and
his granddaughter at their mercy, the
two scoundrels had forced them into
captivity here, threatening to starve
them, unless the professor re-drew the
plans he had already burned.

*And that,” Jemima said,
end of the story, what?”

“But what,” Babs demanded, “hap-
pened to you? How did you come to
be made a prisoner?”

Jemima sighed as she polished her
monaocle.

“ Another story, ¢ said. “ But very
simple.  You may e gathered, Bar-
bara beloved, that T had cevtain notions
in my head. One of the notions was
that the professor was still in the house.
How? Why, simply because Pamela
here shouted to us over the banisters.
I mado a guess at who Pamela was, and
reasoned that her father was almost
certain to be here alsa. Pamela, by the
way, forgot to tell you that she dodged
Greening and rushed out to call tous, 1
had a notion then that a secret passage
was to be found in the old gallery, you
know. Well, 1 found it.”

* And then?” Mabs asked,

“Well, what? Naturally I tried to
free the old professor. Unfortunately
for me, Greening and Beecham arrived
just at the wrong moment. That's all.”

That was all. But Babs’ eves glowed,

“And yow've tried to escape?” she
asked.

“What thinkest?” Jemima_answered.
“PBut how to escape? No window, one

(Concluded on page 28.)
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came Faith Ashton, Barbara Redfern’s cousin.
what an attractive girl she was !
being the prettiest, sweetest new girl who had ever
come to the fameus school.
lovely face and her winsome ways it was small
wonder that all Cliff House loved Faith from the
moment she entered its doors.
BUT

there was one girl who did not like Faith-——and that
girl, strangely enough, was that plump, good-natured
BESSIE BUNTER.
What was the reason for Bessie’s attitude? There
seemed no reason for it, and even Bessie hearself
could not have explained it, except to admit that she
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On no account miss this fascinating story-
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form—and appears next Saturday.
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FOR nEW READE
'ON and her Moreove chums

BE] BA
POLLY LIX

TON,
NAOMER NAKARA,
PAM WILLOUGHRBY, )
JUDY CARDEW, to meution only a few,
join forces with
JACK LINTON & Co., of Grangemodr, to

which, visiting
durin:

wi
Christmas Holid
behalf of a childr
chaperos
M‘Ib?’ LEST

. an outwardly charming lady,
hom they suspeet of being a traitor.
Visiting a country estate they are told
their engagement was cancelled—but a
gir! greets them at the Liousé !

(Now read on.)

Enter—the Traitor!

€4 HIS way, all!
you—here !”
Betty Barton could see thab
the french window outside
which zhe was standing, in the heavy
snowstorm, was being hastily unlaiched
to let her in. So she had called out that
to all her chums.

In a moment or so most of ihem were
with her, and it became their turn to
laugh delightedly at sight the
mirthful young lady who was so eager
to admit them.

“Qh, do come in out of such an awful

1S

Polly—all of

nightI” was her inviting ¢ s she
opened wide one of the gl doors.
“Nearly dead, you mush be! T call

ihe others "—meaning friends of hers.
“ Excuse me, just s sec—and do go to
the fire!”

Then, as_they
pitable advice
grand room t
give hailing ¢

“Joanie!  Vic darling! Murie!
Here's the Aorcove Concert DParty
turned up—by mistake. Ha, ha, ha !”?

She added another erry cry,
addressed to cne “Treddie.”

“(ame’s over, Freddie! I want you,
quick 1”

She fashed round, to come prancing
away from the left-n%:_-’n door and go
amongst the girls and boys.

“Pon’t imagine youw're not weleome

here—*
“You're not giving s much chance to
imagine any such thing,” Betty laughed.
“Oh, but you shouldn’t have let us in by
the window. We're dropping snow all
over this lovely room 1*

“As if it matters! Bubt what ever
made you come down from town? A

all acted on ihat hos-
herself ran across the
iip open a deor and

letter was sent, you knew. regretting
ithat everything was suddenly off.”
Well,” said Betty grimly, “we never
received it—?" o
“YWhat!1” gaped the very bewitching
voung lady. “And so you made the
journay; expected to find cavs at
ihe siatior d there was none ! But
here's my broiher >
“Hal-lo?” grinned a most

ing, big-bnilt fellow of W ago,
strolling forward from the doorway.
“Jingo!” he said. “5o it is—the
Morcove Concert Party!”

«Jt's nothing to laugh at.” his sister
rebuked him; but the “ M, C. P gaily

corrected her, By a sudden burst of
light-hearted vemarks, Morcove & Co.
made it clear that, whether on or off the
stage, their function was to amuse

others,

“Well, anyway, I must explain,” went
on the young hostess. **Our people are
away—ihey had suddenly to go to Paris

THE TRAITOR TOTHE
MORCOVE CONCERT
PARTY STRIKES AGAIN
—BUT BETTY BARTON
MERELY GIVES A
KNOWING SMILE!!

on somo business—so Freddie and I are
on our own, except that I've sort of had
down a few girl iriends of mine. Here
they are now !”

Four of them there were, all bright
young things with just another year or
=0 to go in their teens.

“You must have guessed who 1 am,”
lightly said the daughter of the house,
after the M. C. P. had explained its
own who's who. “Lady Kitty Horcroft;
and my brother here is Lord Freddie,
down from Oxford. Do get to know
these chums of mine!” Pleasantly she
introduced them, and there were smiles
and jokes.

<“Small audience for the show, I'm
afraid.” chuckled Lord Freddie. “But
by to-morrow night we can easily beat
up a few more.”

“It's terribly nice-of you
that,” Betty said. “We certainly could
not give our show to-night, for the
baskets are still down at the station.
But you wen't really want ust”

to talk like

-

“You girls come up and get your
things off,” Lady Kitty said very gaily.

And_leaving ~ her brother to deal
with CGrangemoor, she conducted the
delighted girls upstairs,

“But what a spree I’ Polly was gloa
fully exclaiming a few minutes later.
“Wasn'b it worth that struggle threugh
the snow, Betty 1

“Fl say it was!”

The pair of them were ready to go
down again mnow, from the luxurious
bed-room to which they had been
assigned. And doubtless their chums,
given equally sumptuous guest-chambers
near by, were nlso ready to tackle the
“epread ” which awaited them, in the
panelled Weirhaven dining-room.

“What about Miss Lester, though?”
Pelly tittered, and scampered across to
the bedroom window, *“Wonder if
she's still on the station, waiting to
catch the train up to town?1”

“Don’t care if she is or isn't,”
shrugged Betty. “We're not taking any
orders from hir, even if she turns np.
It's as plain as daylight, Polly. She
got hold of that letier, warning us not
fo come down to Hacklow Park—and
simply tore it up.”

“Qh, that’s it, for a cert. Only il’s
another case, I suppose,” grimaced the
pg?gcap, “of not being able to prove
it!

And then, dancing across to
who was opening the door:

“Just look ab the lovely fire that's
been lit for us up here! h, we have
struck lucky! Lady Kitty—those other
girls—that brother of hers, toof Such
rippers!”

The wircless was on downstairs, and
the loud music of a Continental dance
band was enlivehing this vast country
mansion, about whose ancient walls the
blizzard raged.

And then — tr-r-r-ing,
shrilled the porch bell.

Betty and Polly, just as they were
being joined by most of their Morcove
chums in the wide corridor, turned to
each other excitably.

“Miss Lester!” they both guessed.

Down they went, descending the wide,
picture-hung staircase all the quicker
because of that ominous ring at the bell.

And then they saw gyoung Lord
Freddie, obviously unable to make head
or tail of wild utterances by a certain
snow-whitened lady whom he himself
had just admiited. .

= Caught my death of cold—T know I
havel Give ma a room, 8 bed 1 can
have! Scandalous—the way I have been
treated |  After this,” panted Miss

By
MARIJORIE STANTON

Beity,

ring, ring!
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REPLIES

to some of her correspondents.

o “ ADMIRER OF JIMMY AND
o g (Hall),—Thank you for & very nice letter, my
i, dear. You may certainly write to  Patricl
fé g Address yonr letters: ofo The Editor,
. SCHOOLGIRL. T won't forget your other suggestions,
though 1 cannot promise that T shall he able to carry them out !

NORAH McLOUGHLIN (Darlingfon).—1 see that your two favourite Fourth-Formers
are Babs and Clar, and I'm sure that many of my readers will agree with your choice,
my dear. Juno sends a pawshake to each of your pet cats—if’ you still have them alil

« A CHAMPION OF BESSIE (Gloncester).—I hope you have quite recovered from
that nasty cold, my dear. Colds are always unwelcome guests ! Juno, my pet. dog, is
a lovely Alsatian. She sends Peter a tailwag Miss Matthews is no longer at CHff House,
by the way. Tl eortainly bear in mind your other suagestions.

« GLIFF HOUSE FAN " (Barton, Yorks).—What a charming place vour village must
1 read cvery single letter my readers send me, and although it takea me &
1 enjoy every moment of doing =0. Thank you for your good wishes to Juno
—I"m sure she does appreciate them.

PHYLLIS GOYEN (Shepparton, Victoria, Australia).—Gail Greeves Gregory left Clf
FHouse when her * Reign of Tyranny ' came to an end, Phyllis. Yes, Doris Redfern
& Co. are in the Upper Third ¥orm. They are all thirteen years old. Juno sends Nip
a special pawshake,

JOAN WILLIAMS (Wavertree, LiverpooD.
1 wonder if you hiave tried your hand at wri
Third if you went to Cliff House, my dear. V' again when you have time, won't. you

ROSE GITTINS (Tenbury Wells, Worcs.). —1 1 not surprised to find that you like
Clara most among the C, H. Fourth-Formers, for you certainly seem to be very much
ike. Clapa will appear in many nore of my stoties, Rose. Have you decided which
kind of puppy you are going to have, my dear 2 (Though perhiaps you have already gob

DIANA™

S0 you would like to be an author, Joan 7
g stories yeb. You'd be in the Lower

@

him.) 1'm sure you will love him.
I8, Mel (Leven, Fife).-—Thank you for another ot your interesting letters,
my dear, And congratulations on passing your \s successfully ! Mabs has an elder

brother, Eric, and a younger sister, 1vy. Bylvia Sirrett is now first in form in the Fourth.
No, Sarzh Harrigan is not specially clever at her work, Isabel.

PATRICIA GARDKER (Hoddesdon, Herts).—1've passed on your suggestion regarding
exercises to Pat, my dear, and 1 know she will not forget it What a clever Kitten Spats
must be, thongh, as you say, rather a naughty one! (rite again some time and tell
me who you like most in the Fourth Form at Cliff House, won't you, Patricin ?

WINIFRED ELLIS (Billingshurst, Sussex),—Many thanks for your good wishes,
Winifred. And thank Tommy for his greetings to Juno ; my pet returns the compliment.
So your friend loves reading about Dessie, my dear? You must ask her to write to me

some time.

DAPHNE CLUBB (Ehinglorﬁ..ﬁ‘a:el:).——\’on are
favourite, Bessie, my dear. 1 dlid not have to excuse your spelling crrors, Daphue,
there weren't any in your let From what you sn]y it. seems that you like
features in The SCHOOLGIRT, wnd I need hardly say that I hope you will continue to do so!

N WHITE (Bournemonth, ‘Hants).—So glad to hear from you again, Joan. I do
hope you are now better my dear, and are able to get up. 1I'm sure The SCHOOLGIRL
cheers you up until you can return to school ! Write again gome time, won't you ?

JOYCE BEVAN (Dawley, Salop.—What a good idea to have a CHff House Club pmuong
yourselves, Joyeel You must e a lot of fun in pretending to be 0. H. characters.
Writci ngm{?‘. and do tell me more aboub vourseli and what you like in The SCHOOLGIRL,
won'l_you

BERNICE LEE (Stockport, Chashire).—Evidently vou are a

just two months older than your
for
h

“ Clara fan,” Bernic

u.. HILDA RICHARDS ===

friends, by nmow mirthful onlookers
the drawing-room doorwa;

Lester, T will insist that the Morcove
Concert Party shall be—dissolved I

Mis:
Kitty intervened
“Dear Miss Tester 1" she said, most
Not So Welcome! appealingly. * You know very well it

i noi the fault of these girls and boy
T charming blandness Lord — Miss Lester, gulping, ]
Freddie turned to Betiy. self. Bad-temperedly
“Perhaps you Lknow Lady Kitty to the stai

thing about this?”
“Qh, yes, we know quite a lot

she
some-

I

“(reat thing is. not to

Barton!” cried Miss Lester furiously. ®&ns difference,” he cheerfully re-
“] am too done up to deal with v marked, attending them all to their
now! I—— 'Tishoo !” she sneezed. seats round the long table. “1 don’t
the morning I will— 'Tisheo 1" {lkn‘ to leave :.';)u. _\'eli 1 dnln't like }t\o
“ATH : I ” cave those mirls to themselves in the
Miss  Lester. interposed  YOUE ho, poomn. Say! Il get them to

Lady Kitty, with a degree of sclicitude
that was, Morcove, guessed, intended to
afford them secret amusemcnt, *before

x. x ) £ DO—[‘G "
you give these girls your cold, de let o .
7ou Sire, oo 1S, Lal S (oot mingte, they vore ol to
£ g " almost ®'Phere was just ti =
But I haver’t a cold almos Fhere was just time for Lord Freddie
raved  the official chap by =5 It's {g be seized with the idea of providing
simply that T'm nearly perished ! a wueical accompaniment to all the

"\‘T:!ell, be queek to bed, any old

how | away, anid came back with a gramo-
This impatient ory, hrilled by phone. Then his sister pranced in.

Naomer, was enough to arouse peals o "vo got her to go to bed!” was the
Jaughter, not merely from her chums, roguish anrouncement that drew loud

but also from Lady Kitty and her girl from Morcove & Co.

I uot forget your suggestion aboul a new Clara story, my dear, I liked the little
Tiddle you enclosed; it was very ingenious, wasn't it 2 Write again—I shall look
forward to your letter.

.

in
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Lester flounced round, but Ladr

restrained her-
followed
. Whereupon
voung Lord Freddie waved the entire
concert party towards the dining-room.
let her make

come in and sit down with you, shall

Lappy chatter-chatter, and so he went

“And I'm

HE HCHOOLGIRL

sending her up a tray of Lot things.
She should be all right by the morn-
ing. cept,” Lady Kitty deplored,
“T'm afraid I've given her the
haunted room !

“Not really?”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“VWell, of course, if yon've daone
that!” grinned his lordship to his
sister. And he set the gramophone
going. *Think this will disturb her®”
he bawled, above the sudden’ blaring
of & fox-trof, plus wireless that had
been left on in the other room. “Bub
how are you all geiting on?”

Seeing Jack and one of the girls were
fox-trotting, the rest pushed back their
chairs. Everyone was going to dance !
Tubby and Naomer—even they could
forsake the table's tempting eatables.

“Bekas, we ecan pop back in 2
meenit,” the dnsky one was to be heavd
shrilling  to  her portly schoolboy
partner.

And quite likely Naomer and Tubby
did very soon_gravitale back to the
dining-room. _Buk with all the others
daneing remained the thing for the next
half-hour.

Said Lord Freddie, dancing presently
with Betty:

“Whole day out of doors to-morvow
—what? You all love a bit of winter
sport. 1 guess you do! And you just
sea what the morning turns out to be—-
blue sky after the blizzard, sunshine,
frost like iron.”

gurgled Morcove.

“What we've heen longing for,”
sparkled Betty. “Tobogganing, per-
haps?”

0h. and skating on the lake ! It

have that swept.” said Lerd Treddie.
“Hallo! There is your 0.C. 17

Betty glanced up to & hali-landing
above the flight of stairs. N
Lester was viewing the happy seene
from that aloof position, with disap
proving eyes

“1 wish to spezk to
came the stern order.
room "

Only because it suited Betty did she
at once run ups to follow the now
ivate lady into what seemed a very
gloomy corridor, off which her bed
room opened.

Plenty of the other juniors had shown
by their looks that they would hear
support Betty if she were minded Lo
show open defiznce. But Betty had an
idea that a straight talk with M
Lester would pot be amiss.

There was a good fire in the bed
room, and thers was everything else for
the lady's comfort. Dut Miss Lester
appeare most  uneomfortable—
mentally !

“YWhat is this T have been told.” she
icily begaw, ‘about some intention of
staying two nights, Betty?”

< That's what they've kindly asked us
to do, so that we can give onr show,
after all.”

“You will not do anything of the
sort!”

“Miss Lester, we shall do_just that,”
Betty calmly insiste “We had no
engagement  for  fo.morrow night,
and oven a poor collection will be better
than none.”

“(h, the collection
positively sneered. .
care about that!”

“We cave a
you—-"

“What?

vo! Betiv!”
“Come to my

i

Miss Lester
A fine lot you all

good deal more than

That, Betty, is another
sample of the cheek which, for some
reason or other, I have been getting
from you.and your friends just lately.
I do not know what has conie over yolu
all” Miss  Lester protested, in an
injured-intocent tone. © Do you wish
mp to resign—have nothing mora to
do with the concert party?”
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“14 might be as well if you did,”
Betty spoke out, at the “same time
retreating to the door. .

“Don’t got” stamped Miss Lester.
“lmpudence! If Mrs. Willoughby or
your headmistress heard you saying a
thing like that—"

“Then 1 would have to say, at last,
what I've been suspecting for a loug
time,” Betty said. “That’s all1”

°  But, although
to say, she did not open the door and

ont. She preferred to stand there,
g)o ing the “suspect ” straight in the
fac Nothing, yet, that could be
proved! So it would do more good than

ea:
harm to give Miss Lester to understand,
as plainly as this, that she had better be
careful. . L
And, not for ihe first time, schoolgir)
and grown woman engaged in a battle
of looks, before Miss Lester looled away

and Betty, eyes gleaming, went down-
stairs.
Lord Freddie® gave abundant proof,

of the jolly evening, of
scality rivailing that of the
TeINoor CONIcs.

the Morcove givls revelled in
ely society of Lady Kitty and
friends, such a working alliance was
blished between the "Varsity fellow
the Grangemoor fun-lovers as meant
a vast amount of lwking about; late
into the night.

N;:\r MORNING there wa
liance that had
party—with the welcome exce!
liss Lester—out of doors bei
eakfast,
Deeper spow  that
night's blizzard, provi
for a first grand snowball fight. Later,
v all went off to get some toboggan-
a splendid slope, whilst the lake
was being swept for skating.
Some of the sledges wero of the home-
made kind, belenging to a time when
Lord Freddie was very young. But they
served their purpose well enough. In
fact, Betty & Co. were nui alone in pre-
ferring such clumsy contraptions to © the
% in toboggans, of which a
cimens were available.
Kitty and her equally skittish
friends minded noi in the léast that
Lord Ireddie and the boys had

ever, after last
{ed ammunition

went the other way.

that was all she meant .

il. had been fetched along

cracking the

“selfishly 7 talked of “bagging” the
best sledges for themselves. .

But, of course, Lerd Freddie and the
boys were not so ungallant as to mean
to stick to all the best sledges,

Very soon the girls were being offered
to try out these, snd welcome! Har-
mony reigned, and there was even tallk
of a serious sporting contest, everything
to be quite fair. ~

After the first event, however, high
spirits caused the races to be treated
with levity. And the beys would not
be fair after all

Even when the gix won, Lord
Freddie and his lot complained of fouls,
or the flouting of some very important
rule—-anything to make out that the race
was reaﬁy their
at last Lady Kiity and her loi—
h inelnded Morcove—=went for the
boys, mear to snowbell them into
good behaviour.

But Lord Freddie & Co., tircsome as
friends, were far wo opponenis in
this fresh set-to in 5

Beity herself was soon a prisonern
along with Polly and Bunr behind the
cnemy lines, after which their own side
went to bits.

But it was shortly after lu
day, when a bit of 1 began
enly the minds of Jack and his
Grangemoor comics could have devised

All the coneceri party stage
fram tl

y 1

station,

as all

. pay-
rivl chums'

2

Suddenly Po
this downstal
the Morcave b
had Form captain so
greater state of langhier.

“ [0k out of window, Betty—quick,
do! Ha, ha, hal”?

Betty darted to the w indow.

And never yeb
madeap in o

Then, inst v, she gave a merry
laugh.

Outside in the snow there was a full-
size sleigh, to wh a hor could be
harnessed. And there was a horse being
backed into position, ever now, hy

Polly’s awn brother, whilst Lord Freddie
joyously looked on.
But such a horse !
It was, in fact, the now famous steed

With roars of laughter,

By Marjorie Stanton 19 -

which figured in the concert
show, .
Grangemoor had lost no.iime over
getting the hearthrug “hide * unpacked.
oung Tom was serving again as front
legs, and Tubby as the hind pair, with
the usual result that neither Jad knew
quite what the other was going to do

ext. >

“Whoa ~ tHre!” bellowed  Jack.
“Tchik-ik I” ¥e made ostler-Tike sounds
in his cheeks. “Goo-hun then, Hearth-
rugs!*

His name being “ Ginger ” in ihe pro-
gramme, possibly the stage pony re-
sented being culfcd by one that meant
teasing allusion to his_stitched-together
skin.. Anyhow, he suddenly pui down
his head like a bull and charged Jack,
bowling him over in the snow.

Then spirited Ginger chased FLord
Freddie all round the yard.

Betty and Polly stayed to s
from the window. Away th
and they could hear Naomer
doing & similar stampede
doors.  Some would

party’s

0 110 1ore
¥

1
for
ave the luck of
bagging seats in the sleigh, when it sct

off for the lake for the afternoon’s
skating. And the rest would, at any
rate, have all the fun of Lelping to
ginger-up “ Ginger.” .

X “Come on, girls!” was the old rally-
ing Morcove cry which also fetched
Lady Kitty and her friends full-pelt for
the open a “It’s a scream !”

Then, suddenly, Betty and Polly were
stopped in their rush to join the others,
by Miss Lester

They had n nothing of her during

morning. At luneh, she had caine to
o looking fairly amial as if ro-
mned to leiting them all have ibeir
own way. But now, as both girls came
running out of a side passage, the official
chaperon was ready to bar the way,
her looks as fierce as they had been
overnight.

“No, I say!” was the hissing whisper
with which she spread out her arms to
prevent Beity and Polly from getting
by, “Stand still—listen to me! Betty,
I hold you answerable! There’s a train
up to town at two-ifty——"

th

“Ves, and there’s ice on the lake
that’s the best for years,” Betiy said. in
between one laugh and another. * Aud

s0 we're going—skating.”

whip. The comic horse ‘‘ geed-up ' all right, but the passengers
they tumbled in the snow.
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“Then I shalt report you when we get
back to town, and there’ll be no more
going about to give your show.” 3

“Won't there?” retorted both -girls.
and quick as lightning they dived under
those spread arms, to dash on once more.

Lsn 10 herself, Miss Lester stood
biting s lip and frowning hard.

“yet what can they prove against
me? Nothing 1" ran the thoughts of this
designing woman who knew herself to
be at least under suspicion. “Nothing
yet, or they would have gone straight
to Mrs. Willonghby. And so—"

And so, next minute, she gave a fierce
determined nod, then moved on with
the quick strides of a born schemer
whose crafty brain and strong nerve
were not failing her—even now !

“HA. ha, ha! Oh, funniest thing
seat I” rose Naomer's shrill

Beity Could Afford to Smile!
ever| Ha, ha, ha!”

“@Gorjus! And bags a front

above all the mirthful comments and

peals of laughter from a very hilarious

crowd. “Come on, Tubby I

“Yle can't!” chuckled Bunny. *IHe's
the hind legs!”

= course, I was forgetting—
sweendle I

And it was observed that Naomer,
scrambling to a good scat in the fine
blue eleigh, had affectionate eyes for
old "Iienrti}mgs," of whom her favour-
ite Grangemorvian formed such a use-
ful working part.

“fley, whoa, steady!" Jack was now

shouting, whilst backing the recap-
tured  stage-pony into  position for
harnessing up.  “Stand st chaps !

Can’t you see what I'm doing?”
“No; 1 can't see I”* the hollow voice of
Tom came from inside the horse’s head.
“Nor can I1” was Tubby's foghorn
hellow.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“QOh, hurry up 1 Polly dinned at all
three nonsense-lovers. “We'll never
gel to the lake to-day ! Tut who's going
to ride, and who isn't?” she eagerly
wanted to know.

Then there was a most lively argu-
ment. affording Jack ample time in
which to get “Cinger " yoked to the
sleigh. Indeed,. it became Ginger's own
furn to shout a “Hurry up!” whilst he
sat down in the snow, so as to gather
strength for the coming haulage.

“ Just look at him!" gurgled Lady

. “The dear!”
TLord Freddie had run back into the
house for a camera, Now he was back,
and—snap ! he clicked off a quarter-
plate that would give a picture to be
prized.

1t would be a picture showing the
dJeigh fast filling up with a load of
gleeful passengers. And it was to be
hoped that the “snap '’ would take in
the very decrepit-looking steed, with
Jack the CGroom doing his best to look
fike a juvenile Cossack, in borrowed
fars and wielding @ huge riding-whip.

“Hey-ho, hil" roared Jack, cracking
the whip in the air. “Allezvous!
Presto! Gee-up, then, Dobbin "™

“Yes, queek—get ze jerk on!”

PBuat al this instant the forward end
of Ginger fancied a cigarette from the
gold case that Lord Freddie was just
then handling. An arm of Tom’s mys-
teriously obtruded itself from an open-
ing in the neck, and the reaching hand
helped itself to the proffered case.

“0Oh, get on1” yelled Pelly, knowing
that such raging impatience would add
to the peals of merriment, *Goops, all
of you!"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

At last, Ginger having been provided
with a light for his cigaretie, he set oft
with a rush calculated to make up for
all the delay:

There was an initial jolt that flung the
passengers about, but this did not pre-
vent their giving doud cheers, along
with those merrymakers who were
mobbing around, waving wildly.

Jack cracked his whip like a ring-
master; Ginger got into a grend gallep
over the snow; and away rocked the
sleigh, for a distance of four or five
anyhow.

h one of the runners stuck in the
with a suddenness that slewed the

snow,
whole thing round, almost capsizing it.

Passengers, in shrieks of laughter,
tumbled out, the traces came undone,
and Ginger, after bowling over like a
shot rabbit, could be seen trying to get
up again.

A few moments of comical struggling
ended in enly his front legs coming into
use. They and the entire bundle of

LITTLE LETTERS—
from Your Editor

Jean Handsome (Newark).—It was so
nice of you to write to me after all this
long time, Jean, but why such a very
tiny letter ¥ Next time you must ywrite
heaps and heaps, telling me all about
yourself and exactly what you think of
all our features. The answer to your
most importani question regarding Cliff
Housa is “No,” my dear. Look out
for a wonderiul new serizl shortly, and
please don’t forget that other letter.

Barbara Gorst (Warrington).—So glad
that you like our * Celebrities ' corner. I
will certainly see what can be done regard-
ing your suggestion, Barbara—for which,
many thanks !—but L cannot give you a
definite promise. So much depends upon
what the majority of my readers want, of
course. 1'm sure you will be thrilled to
know that an early adventure of the CLff
House girls is incladed i every month's
issues of the Seroorgmes’ OwN LIBRARY.
Be sure to write again soon.

Phyllis Claymore (Bath).—If you went
to Clff House, Phyllis, you would be in
the Upper Third. Delighted to know you
are so fond of the Clff House stories.
You'll simply love the fascinating new
series which commences next Seturday.
In Faith Ashton, Babs’ cousin, you will
be introduced to one of the most unusual
pirls who has ever come to the famous
school.  Best wishes!

hearthrugs suddenly went gelloping off,
whilst Tubby was left behind, still
floundering in a drift.

It isn’t funny 1" Madcap Polly scath-
ingly informed rvearing Jack, at the
same time jumping down from the
sleigh.

“Dekas, now we've got to walk!”

“Not at all!” said Lord Freddie.

And very soon those who liked to have
the fun of doing so fould still ride in
the sleigh, Grangemoor and his lordship
forming a strong team to haul it along
over the sparkling snow.

The lake, when they got to showed
at least an acre of swepl ice, shining
dully in the red afternoon sun. On went
all the skates that Hacklow Parlk had
provided, and for an hour it was per-
fect skating for those who could skate.

As for those who had yet to learn,
they found this winter’s ice more
slippery than ever!

THE SCHOOLGIRL

“there must have been something
wrong about . the “instruction ’ given
by Messrs. Jack and Tom. Could it
have been only a bit more of their nsual
teasing ®

At any rate, several girls looked
greatly relieved when the rascally pair
packed up, fo as to go with other
Crangemorvians, who had arranged to
leave early to prepare for the show.

“Manageress ¥ Betty, and Polly as
well, went along with the boys back to
the house. . #

There was a makeshift stage to get
ready, and ever-serious Dave had asled
the two girla if they wounld mind being
on hand, to approve all arrangements,

With the sun sinking early behind the

black woods, the batch of juniors
briskly trudged across the snow-mantled
park to the great mansion. Good.
natured Lord Freddie had preceded
them by a few minutes, promising to
collect a few estate workmen who would
be helpful. But when Betty and Polly
and the boys went surging in by the
main door, they were surprised to find
his lordship merely standing about in
¢ flummuxed manner.
O, there you are!” he uncomfort-
ably greeted them. *‘Say, there's been
a bit of a blow about to-night’s show.
Your Miss Lesler—hanged if she hasn’t
gone up to town by the afterncon train,
and—""

“But what of that?” laughed Detty.

“Nothing ! grimaced Lord Freddie.
“Only—she’s taken your baszkets with
her. Let Batters here explain. He can
tell vou better than I can.”

This caused o portly manservant to
approach, with a preliminary bow.

“The lady requested me to get her a
car to run her to the station,” said
Batters smoothly, “The lady - also
desired me to have certain dress-haskets
put on board the game caxt. Doth car
and cart left in time to catch the two-

gasped  Polly, “what a
nerve !’

“By George!” Jack exploded. *“The
blinking villain 1"

“I could only obey the lady’s orders,”
pleaded Batters.

Lord Freddie said nothing. He was
going to relight a pipe, but he held
the flaming match away, staring agape

at Betty, Lord Freddie, in the circum-
stances, was becoming surprised that
Betty could keep smiling. So were
Betty’s chums,

“Miss - Lester hasn't,” said Detly,
“taken any of our stuff.”

“Hasn't?”

“She ma

have taken our baskels, but
1 had unpacked them, putting everything
«afely out of sight. All that’s in the
baskets is only a lot of newspapers and
rubbish, to give them the right weight,
1 thought T'd do that—just in case.”

“QOh, boy!” Jack shouted, and then
he turned to his Grangemoor pais
“D'vou chaps lear this?”

Lord Freddie relit his pipe, flourished
out the malch,- and stood regarding
Betty with supreme delight.

“No reason, then. why the show cau't
be given after all?"”
“None at all t"

And Betty, as she said that, could
surely be excused her smile of quiet
trivmph !

ONE up to the Concert Party—and

a nasty shock awaiting Miss
Lester | But the traitor is by no means
beaten yet, as you'll see on reading
next week’s chapters of this magni-
ficent story. Order your SCHOOL-
GIRL well in advance.
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came to her face, and she clasped her

" she begged.

i In\(\ 111 \\lul
=

‘Bork» g(\ml
girls
rma, in her
Lxlrnrnerr mne .f.Ea.rmg with us
until Talia comes back, and the white
man You stay alonga here all time.”

Borki did not answer; she only gaped.
Tor this was such an uneVpcc'ed end
that she was quite terrified.

Naturally Normia did _not intend to
frighten her, and she did her best io
assure Borki that she would not be
harmed in any way.

Between ilwm orma and Ixn helped
her up, and Borki, hopping as best she
could, was led to Miss Manders,

“At School in the South Seas!”

“Here she is,” said Norma. “And
she can't escape. ‘We -could tic her
hands, too, if necessar

She allowed Borki to-sit down,~and
the little savage moaned- and groaned,
and tugged- at her ankles.

“Good gracious! The bonds are ent-
ting her! They are tied too tightly

protested Miss Manders. “There is no
need to be unkind, Norma.®’
Norma studied the bonds carvelully.
“T don't think they ave too (mhi,
Miss Manders,” she said.  “Borki is
wild and strong, and .if they were
made looser she could escape.  She's

only pretending, so that she can have
a chance {o escape.

Borki's wailing was I that several

“ MYSTERY HOUSE sxssxsy
of the MOORS!"
W(Ccncluded from page 16.)

door—that, incidentally, is made of steel,
and is locked on the outside. Short of
a chopper to chop through the merry
old floor, what hope of getiing out?”

A rather grim silence *fell. B;!in
apprehensively glanced: at her watch,
An hour had g since Jimmy _and
Ton had departe On- their-shonlders
now rested their enly hope of salvation.
It would teke them a good hour, at
\east, to reach Northdale, another hour
to come back., That if they succeeded
in rveaching Northdale.

Pamela, her head falling, was quietly
nodding as she sar in her chair,
Foxhan ded by her experiences, worn oui

by lack of water and-food, she was in
a sorry condition uulc'-:l Jemima,
plmn!\ was keeping up her spirits by

1|a|n‘d Half an hour went by,
an howr, an hour and a half. =

Two hours. Babs inwardly groaned.

By this time something should have
happened. I
Two and a half. Ther were all

looking white and haggard now. Three
welock in the morning. - Still no sign.

Jemima Jm\ggml s

“ Al up, she r rmured. < Tough,

Babs—— ks

“ But listen,” eried \T:ﬂv:

They ~Ecnd tense, s alert,
strained.  Then they ga\n a
uhun]v From ccnmnla;-u came a voice.
! evlyn's voice, shouting
z\\mcdi\

“Ba Alab: ! Whe

“(lara!” cried Bahs

gnL One. two,

lmn-lhm

= (Ma they all shouted in chor
and Pamela woke up with a start.

“AWhere 27 came the Tamboy’s distan

vell.

“The gallery. Seeret panel—"
Bounds aniside, confused and
hammering: the shouting of voices, the
thudding of fect. Then another voice,
nearer this time—a voice which made
all jump \\n]: joy.

Babs  cried
this way.

thud, thud! Their prison
C'rash again. Then a vell:
we are! My hai, mind the
a

“ Hurrah!” ‘shricked Babs.

They waited, quivering now, hali-
laughing, half-erying. In the next room,

“Clara, where are the keys pre took
off, Boecham
[me . they are, (!am cue-d

5
The. Lc\ clitked in”tha lock, ‘Flie stes]

doar flew open—and Babs gave a cry of
jov as her clums, led by, Jinmy
Richmond and Clara Trevlyn, rushed
into the room. “
€6 N\ATELL we rade it,”  Jimmy
‘;\ Richmond nned—this ~ was
several hours later, the early hours
of- ihe morniug, and < they were
preparing food in the kitchen. “If it
hadn’t been for the faci that we got
lost en route, we should have been

bacle carlier, with the police.- Still, all’s
well that ends well.  Beecham and
Greening have been carted off to the
lock-up, and so has that other -girl,
ler name, by the way. was Jane
Beecham,  She's Beecham's daught
Pawmel ld thing, have ancther cgg
“Thanks” I willL” Pamela laughed
“And a hitle more, coffec, - siv
mond added, turning to Professor
Tarsh, who, for a man of his vears,
|1|d miade a surprising . recovery,
“And so,” Jemima chirped,
well that ends well. Aud now, T
we go to visit the ancestral immp of the
Haybury” uite an exciting” end to

our hols, what?  And if I way say so,
a véry, very pleasant end.. The only
n the horizon he  added

v. “is dear old:Bessica’s loss,
suppose vou haven't found your Fifty
Alillion Ways of Becoming a Pauper,
Buossiea t”
Bessie beamed.,
* But

she_said.

have, yon know,”.

“Ir was in mx coat pocket all il
tine, And we're not,”  she  added,
“giing straighi away o Donald Hay-
bura’s. because the v has asked
us 1o stop on to the Y. you I»;Hm‘(.
Andd Bessie beamed, reddening a

Lintle. * have accepred for all of us,
bope vou don't mind, Don ?”

Utm Haybury laughed cheerily
e said, “becanse I
happen 1o know all about it. - And at
ihe professor’s very jolly invitation, my
people will be here 1o join us. So thai’
ail right, what. as Jimmy the Carstairs
would sax. And her he - added.
raisi his cup”of coffec, “is jolly good
Tuck and hamnnn---lu #1l of .

“thie ;nnfmm] =n|(|
as Bralam has be girls
as vou ie keep her traditions going.

Whieh preiiy, but very sincere compli-
ment, backed up by -an admiring and
glowing smile from. his granddaughter,
caused the CHf House girls and the
Friardale boys to turn pink in modest
enbarvassment [ <.t
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THE SCHOOLGIRL

girls who had gone {o help in the

treasure-hunt returned, wondering what

it Mas all about
o

re she is in no pain,
Norma ¥ ss Manders asked. .
She examined the bonds herself, and
then vealised that’ Borki was making
rhom appear tight.
she is only hurting herself by
shugglmg” said  the headmistress:
“But now, having made her prisoner,
where can we keep her?”
“Norma had thought of that.
“The only place is the yacht,” she
said.  “The chief's men have lefo it;

and the boat is here. We ecan take

her ther
‘Not, not,” said Borki,
“ My feller

her eves wide.
nml‘u plenty trouble. Burn all tings.
aid Normas «*“Not

“No, he won't.”
while you'rt on the yacht. TIf he wants
you back, he can. give the white
-man and Talia.”

Miss Manders still wore a _doubtful
cxpression, as though she was not gquate’
sure that thizs was really the - wisest
course fo adopt.” '

For to her it seemed that by kid-
napping Borki they awere, adopting the

looking up,
“father core

up

principle that twe _wwongs made -a
right, But \'omm, allhouBh she quite
understood that, knew that- they were

dealing with people who, could not be
persuaded or appealed to.
was the only kind of argument
could understand.

they

Virginia at that moment returned,
and stared with amazethent - at - the
scene: for the prefect had not heard
llm details of Nerma's:plan.

“What ever's going on " s}\e ex-
claimed.

“Quick!  Tlelp us get her' aboard
the boat. and out to thc \nrhi’ mrd
Normd urgently. 3

“Biit—but there are- 'bus!amon con

id_Virginia. “If they sec §ou
Bmki there'll T zgwiul

: her at onee, Néarna 1"

he bmhmm are coming “here '
Manders, in_horror.”
eves lit-up; and “Kit saw

dna{\zxng a breath to give a wild
- Kit did not hesitafe '}mli huiled

the blanket over the bush’ s head,
and pressed a \\':ul of it over her
mouth, "
()nl\ a stifled gurgle resulied.
anders, . are yon al]m\mh
“asked Virginia, amared.
Manders looked towards !I\c

“ I—really—T i

She hesitated

“The bushmen will e here in a
minute,”  said  Norma  desperafely.
“We've got to act. It',\ toa late now

to draw back.”
= Borki will
her, anyway,” added I\:r
mustn’t see ther with v
Norma Iacﬂ(r(l at Kit.
“Come on ' shi said quickiy,
“ Belinda, hela!l Kit snapped

A

“They just

And the three af them pushed and
dragged thesteuggling ‘Bor owarls
the =mall ship’s'dingy. Thex had gone
100t farito sdrawdiuek. . Already ihey

had_done enongh toeain the hushman's
I

VeLFeal I or nothing.

T 3 “ar the last”
moment, dost her nerve %

* Sto; This can’t go on.  Norma,
stop 7 she ovdered.

SURELY Norma’s plan is not to be
ruined at “the «last moment by

Manders’ _rintervention ? Next
cent instalment will
hz]l you. ’ﬁm sm-:piy must not rmss it,

Miss.
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they heard a sudden shout. tramping
feor. Jimmy Richpond’s voice again:
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