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’THE GIFT THAT WAS
MEANT FOR BABS!

Immediately Bessie's back was
turned, on to the fire went the
violets.

(See this week's Cliff House story.)
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Magnificent LONG COMPLETE Cliff House story featuring Barbara Redfern & Co.—
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New Term Ahead!

miputes !  smiled

11 COERTFIELD in five
Barbara Redfern.

“That's where we
change for Friardale and
Cliff House School. Not

feeling nervous are vow, Faith?!”
“Oh, no!” The girl in the corner
seat smiled—such a sweef smile, it was,
making her extraordinarily pretiy face
even more charming, so that Babs, with-
out knowing it, just had to smile back.
“But it's all so wonderful—so utterly
like a dream, you kmow, that I can
hardly realise it, even vet, Barbara.
Oh, 1 do seo hope they'll all like me as
Chff House Sehool.”

Babs laughed. Clara Trevlyn, her
tomboy chum, in the ecormer, grinuned.

“Don’t vrorry. They'll like vou, all
vight,” she said confidently. “The very
fact that you're old Babs' eousin will
guarantee that. Apart from that .
Clara said, and stopped, her face flush-
g, but her eyes glowing with a sort

of wonder as she still studied the
entrancingly captivating face opposite
her.

“But apart from what?” Faith

Ashton asked, with wide-eyed innocence.

“Oh, nothing !” Clara said, a little
awkwardly,

But Babs smiled, realising very well
what the Temmboy had mest uninten-
tionally blurted out.

Mabel Lynn, Babs’ great chum, next
to Clara, smiled, too. So did Leila
Carroll, the American member of Cliff
House School’'s Fourth Form.

The sixth oceupant of the first-class
carriage in which the chums were travel-
ling back to school from Leonden, how-
ever, did nmot smile.

(All rights of this publication are reserved
and reproduction is strietly forbidden.)
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She merely blinked over the topa of
her extremely round and extremely
thick-lensed spectacles and turned hex
head, rather unhappily, towards the
window again.

For plump Bessie Bunter could also
guess what Clara would have said, and
Bessie, at least, did net find that unsaid
thing echoing in her own heart.

For what Clara would have said was:

“Your face will get vem hiked any-
w here,”

And of Faith Ashéton that was un-
depiably true. It was diffienlt, look-
g at bher then, te feel that anyoune
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The sert of gixl, indeed, at first sight of
whom the Co.’s hearts had meited in
instant hiking and sympathy.

Except Bessie !

For Bessie Bunter,
did not like her!

And the worst of that was, from
Bessie's point of view, that she did not
know why.

Faith had done nothung to her. Faith,
indeed, had been as sweet to Bessie as
to the reséi of them. It was Faith who,
at Waterloo, had insisted on helping
Bessie with her luggage: Faith who,
when Bessie had confessed to a liking

most astonishingly,

There was no doubt that Faith Ashton, Barbara Redfern's
cousin from Camada. was the prettiest, sweetest new girl who

had ever come to Cliff House.
face, her winsome ways, it was

school loved her from the moment she entered its doors.

With her childishly attractive
small wonder that the whole
Yet

there was one girl who did not like Faith Ashton—and that
girl, strangely emough, was that plump, good-natured duffer,
Bessie Bunter of the Fourth Form.

anywhere eceuld have refused her
anvthipg.

Barbara, with her serene blue eyes and
dark chestnut hair, was pretty; Mabel
Lynn, her lieutenant in the Fourth Form
at Chff House, was preity, too, in a
different way.

Yet Faith Ashton was preitier than
either of them—so pretty, indeed, that
it was difficult, evem for Tamboy Clara,
usually unimpressed by looks, to keep
her eyes off her.

BIﬁ and long-lashed those blue eves of
Faith Ashion’'s. Peerless, and soft, and
smooth that pink complexion.

Soft, dn:r&l&e, her expression, wiih
just a trace of pardonable nervousness.

for a snack, had slipped out and bought
her sandwiches at a station on the line.

And the dear old plump duffer, at this
moment, was hating herself for not
liking the new girl—especially as that
new girl was her own dear Babs" cousin.

Why didn’t she like her?

Bessie didn't know, and because she
didn't know, Bessie was ushappy.

Not often was it that Bessie Bumtcr
found her feelings at variance with those
of Babs and Mabs. Not often, indeed,
was it that the dear, good-natured duffer
of Cliff House's Fourth Form, ussally
only too willing to see the very best
in everybody, felt like this.

But there the fact was.
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—and a newcomer to the Fourth Form: Faith Ashton,

“Beszsie,” Faith said softly.

Bessie turned, her face red.

“Oh, y-yes?”

“You've been very quiet since we left
Waterloo. 1 hope,” Faith said, her big
Llue eyes wide with concern, * you feel
all right, Bessie?”

“Oh, v-yes, I—I'm all right,” Bessie
said unhappily *“I—I was just admir-
the you know. It—it 1=
beautiful, 1=n't 182"

“Oh, most!” Clara chortled sar-
castically, ghzing out at the Courtfield
gasworks, which the train was passing.
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“Just too too, vou know! The worst
of our Dessie,” she added, with a sigh,
“1s that shes got such an arlistic
= -rl'-.'.f'l |7

Redder Bessie beecame. Without reply-
ing to that sally she turned towards the
window again, blinking through it with
almost fierce intousity.

Babs laughed

“Poor old Be%! T don't supposé she's
too keen on returning to school,” ehe
said. *“We've had such a ripping time
i the holidavrs in Scotland that
new term does come rather as an anti-
climax, doesn’t 1it? But tell me, Faith,
how did vou leave aunt—in Canada?”

Iringe

“Oh, 1 left her very well,” Faith
emiled “Sle's coming over in a

month's time, you know. I do think it's
really marvellous of her to send me to
Ciiff House School. 1 must remember
to write to her to-night and tell her how
lovely everything lhas been, and how
really delightful yon and all your chums
Barbara, 1s Clilf House a very
big school 1

“Big, as schools go in England,” Babs
replied. **There are over three hundred
girls in 1t, you koow, to say nothiog of
an army of mistresses, and servaopts, and
all that. [ expect you'll find 1t rather
different from vour schoeol in Toronto,”

v
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she added. * You know, different rules,
and customs, and things.”

“Yes, I suppose I will,” Faith mur-
mured, and smiled mistily. “Every-
thing scems so different already—here.
Just fancy, Babs! We were both only
six, last time we met.”

Babs laughed. Clara smiled, without
knowing what she was smiling about.

Six vears of age! That would be over
eight vears ago. Q(reat goodness, how
time did ﬂ}'f

Jut perfectly Babs remembered the

occasion wher her Aunt Felicity, most
enormously wealthy, had departed for
Canada, faking JFaith with her—a

sweelly pretty and captivating child,
even then, but ~ne who had grown even
pretticr Wwith the passing of the years,

By
HILDA RICHARDS

lllustrated by T. LAIDLER.

Always Babs had had a great admira-
tion and affection for Aunt Felicity, and
alwavs had that affection been returned.

“Hallot Slowing down,” Clara an-
nounced. “Here’s Courtfield! Up you
get, Besstel What-ho for Cliff House 1"
Clara boisterously called. “ We'll jolly
soon be there again. Isn't it funny Emw,
when you're at school you always think
of holidays, and then, when the holidays
are over, how jolly glad sou all are to
get back again. Here's jolly old Court-
field 1" -

Courtfield—or Courtfield Station,
junction with ¢
dale—it was.

And a noisy, jostling scepe, at this
time. Platforms ecrowded with girls—
Clif House, girls from

: _ the
¢the main line and Friar-

sola | Jp—
EiLls i0om

g

Babs’ own cousin. :

Whitechester, pgirls from Courthield
Grammar School—and a good sprink-
ling, too, of the boys from Friardale
School. -
Eagerly
their cases.
to leap out.
To be at onco greeted by:
“Hallo! Here, Babs! [ say, Babs.
“How did you enjoy yourself, Babs?’
“Babs, did you get my Christmas
card ?”

“ Babs,

excited. they grabbed up
Babs and Clara were first

)

old thing, have you heard "
Barbara Redfern laughed as she was

surrounded by some tweniy excited
rirls,

- “Wait a migute!” she gasped.
“Goodness! Let a girl get her breath !

Hallo, Marjorie! Hallo, Diana! I say,
there's Dridget O'T'oole——"

“Sure, and it does my Oirish eyes
good to see my old Babs again!”
Bridget broadly grinned. “We were all
wondering if yvou'd be coming on this
irain, begorra! But, arrah, who's the
girl you've brought with you, Babs?”

“My cousin,” Babs said. “Faith,
come and be introduced. This is Faith
Ashton,” she added, while Faith rather
nervously allowed herself to be dragged
forward. “She comes from Canada,
and she’s going into the Fourth Form
at Clif House.”

They all stared, struck as Clara &
Co. had been by the loveliness of the
girl.

“Well, if she's a friend of yours, sha’s
a friend of ours,” Margot Lantham

said
lcok

“Yes, rather, you!” Lucy
Morgan chipped in

“Thank you,” Faith smiled
lously. “1It's
so readily,” she =aid.

tremn-
nice of you to accept me
“But, Barbara,
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“ Just wait till we get to Cliff House,”
Clara chuckled. g

fhe
and more girls were coming up now.
groeﬁnplnamwithher. m
came a sudden shout:

“And me !” shrilled Muriel Bond.

“Begorra, and ] saw Babs first—"’

“Obh, my goodness!” breathed Faith
in wonder. *“Barbara, are they always
0 glad to see you?”

“Always, ‘I guess,” Leila Carroll
replied for Babs. * Sure, it is to
be liked like that, I'll say! But Babs
deserves it, if ever a girl does! Gee,
we'll sure have to be slick if we're
travelling with-her! Clara’s gone on
to bag a carriage. Come on!”

And away they rushed, to find a
warm argument going on outside the
door ofugbs‘ compartment when they
reached it. But Babs laughed. :

“No, please I she crier. “ Let Faith
in first. Bessic! Where's Bessie I”

“Bessie’s in the next compartment,

look you,” Lucy Morgan said.
“Next compartment! Bessie! [ say,
Bessie——"" And Babs peered into the

next carriage, where the fat duffer—
usually so anxious to travel with Babs—
had packed herself in with Jemima
Carstairs, Jean .Cartwright, Marjone
Hazeldene, and four others. * Bessie,
aren’'t you coming in my carriage”

Once again Bessie turned pink.

“Nun-no, thanks., I—I'm comiy here,
thanks.”

“Oh!" said Babs, and stared a little,
wondering all at once what had come
over her fat chum, and remembering
now how unusually silent Bessie had
been all the way from London, “ You're
sure, old Bess 1™

“J—— Yes, thanks,” Bessie stuttered.

“All aboard!” shouted a rter.
» Steg. in there, young ladies—please !”

Babs stepped back. Clara, from the
next carriage, caught her armn, hauling

her in.

Phee-ec-cp! The guard’s whistle
shrilled. The train pulled out. Once
again they all seated themselves,

Babs smile«w- as she saw the big
wondering eyes of her cousin upon her.

“That’s just a taste of Cliff House,”
she chuckled. “Wait till we arrive
there. Oh. my goodness! ] feel quite
breathless. But it's ripping to see all
the old faces in !

The train chugged on. A quarter of
an hour later the usually sleepy station
of Friardale was reach Out tumbled
the girls ouce more. filling the platform
at once with noisy animated life.

Once more Bab= & Co. were sur-
rounded. Girls whe had not yet spoken
to them, anxious to snatch a word,
clamoured round ; then there was a cry:

“Barbara I”

And towards her, preity face all
smiles, came hurryizg a ful fgure
dressed In a smart tweed suit.

“Oh, 1 say, isn’t she ﬁ:nttj'!" Faith
breathed. *“ Barbara, who is she?”

“Miss Charmant, our Form-mistress,*

Babs said. “8he's a dear. Good-
morning, Miss Charmant "

= -morning !* the popular mistress
of the Fourth laughed. *“It's very nice
to see you “ﬂu, Barbara, my
dear,” to Faith, “1 was for-

getting our new girl, Barbara 1™
“My cousin,” Babs said proudly.

“The New Girl Was So Charming!”

Faith’s wide eyes opened still wider. .

Miss Charmant looked at her. Ilz
lighted up with admiration as
'“M - her sh

hand.
“Welcome, my dear! I hope you will

enjoy yourself at Cliff House. 1 am
sure,” she added glowingly, “that any

relative of Barbara 1s more than
welcome.”

Faith smiled.

“You all seem very fond of Babs,”
she said. -

“We are,” Miss Charmant laughed.
“Perhaps, as a mistress, 1 ought not to
say it, but—well, this is first day of
term, and so I may be excused a little
licence,” she added. **Well, Barbara,
what now? ] have my car ouiside, and
it will hold four besides myself. Your
cousin will make one, of course.”

“0Ohb, please, Miss Charmant!”

“And Mabel and Bessie,” Valerie
Charmant ssed, knowing very well
whom to select. “ Where is Bessie 1”

“Bessie! Bessie!” Babs cried. “1
say, there's the chump going off on her
own towards the barrier., Bessie |” she
cried.

Bessie turned. She blinked woefully
through her big spectacles,

“Oh dud-dear! Yes?"

“Miss Charmant is offering us a lift
in her car,” Babs cried. " You and
Faith and Mabs and me.”

Bessie stood still.

“Fuf-Faith " she stuttered.
inny. Here, let me have your

But Bessie, almost as if to protect it,
drew back with the bag as Babs would
have taken it.

“Thuth-thanks,” she stuttered, * bib-
but, if you don’t mind, I—I'd rather
wait for the station bus. I want to see
Mary Treherne, you know.,"

Babs stared at her oddly.

“ Bessie, are you all right #”

“¥Y-yes, Piéyplease, Babs! Tl sce
you in the study.” :

“In that case, then, I'll bag the
vacant seat,” Clara Trevlyn grinned.
“You don’'t mind, Miss Charmant "

“Not at all,” Miss Charmant said,
but she cast a strange look at Bessie,
“Come along, then, my dears.”

And she shepherded them out of the
station, while Bessie stood still, her face
red, a strange suspicion of tears in her
eyes, and her lower lip quivering with
a sudden and most poignant unhappi-
ness, Oh dear! What was the matter
with her?

Outside the car stood Into it clam-
bered Mabs and Babs aud Clara; then
Babs looked round.

“Hallo! Where's Faith? Faith! Oh
goodness 17

For there was Faith; she had stopped
outside the station door. At the dl;ur
stood a shabby, down-at-heel man, with
a shivering little mongrel of a terrier
at his feet, and a placard across his
chest announcing in one revealing single

word the fact—blind

Faith was before him, trying to smile
as she heard her name called, and drop-
ing coppers into the tin tray the beggar
held out. '

“I'm sorry,” she said softly, as she
returned; “but I just couldn’t pass a
blind man, Babs. I'm always so fright-
fully sad when I sce a poor human being
like that.”

“Y-yes,” Babs said, and felt guilty
hersclf for no:h hm‘:nf secn hfim. o
su '* "she s=said uncomfortably,
nu;{p then tripped out of the car, placing
a sixpence in the tin tray. “Well,
thank goodness there is one of

us
thoughtful for others!” she laughed.

“But we're all so jolly excited at the

HI_

Iuw
of getting back to school. Y
w gelung ou

“Why, Barbara dear, of course!”
Faith smiled. “Oh, isn't this a lovely
car? Miss Charmant must be very
fond of you, Babs 1"

Babs merely smiled.

Then - the car, with Miss Charmant
at the wheel, hummed on. The distance
was not far Very the tall,
handsome, bronze gates of Cliff House
came 1nto view,

Babs & Co. were driven up to the
quadrangle. There was another whoop
as the car stopped. A dozen or more
excited juniors crowded round the car,
and, again, as the Co. stepped out,
there was a shout:

“Babs! Good old Babs!”

Babs laughed. Breathlessly she intro-
duced her bewildered cousin. Every-
body was excited, everybody tremen-

dously pleased at getting back.

_ In groups they stood around, exchang-
ing reminiscences. Then Madge Stevens
of the Upper Third said:

“Hallo, Babs, here comes Dulcia
Fairbrother. I say, 1sn't your cousin
good-looking? Dulcia’s the captain of
the school,” she explained to the wide-
eyed Faith. “But no end of a good
sport, and she’s frightfully fond of old
Babs, 100, you know.”

“Oh dear! Is everybody fond of
Babs !” Faith murmured.

“Nearly everybody,” Madge Stevens
said. “ And they ought to be. Hallo,
Dulcia !” she added cheu'ﬂ{;

* Hallo,” Dulcia Fairbrother laughed.
“Oh, Barbara, how are you? Good
holiday, I hope? I've some news for
you—but perhaps it had better wait.
Babs, will you go to the headmistress at
once? She's calling a captains’ con-
ference.”

“Captain ?” cried Faith, with a start.
“ But, Barbara——"

*“Hallo I Dulcia said, and turned a
little, then immediately smiled. “ I sup-
pose you're Barbara's cousin?” she
added. “ Forgive me if I take Barbara
away from you. We've been waiting for
her. Will you come along nov,
Barbara1”

“Why, of course!” Babs laughed.
“Mabs, look after Faith, will you?*

She tripped off. Faith was looking
dazed. She turned incredulously to
Clara.

“But Barbara—is—is sheé captain?”
she asked.

Clara chuckled.

“Not only of the Fourth Form,” she
said glowingly, “ but of the whole of the
Lower School. But, what's the matter,
Faith? You seem surprised.”

“Well—well, 1 amm. Barbara never
mentioned that. I—1'd no idea,” Faith
stammered, and looked for a momens
completely flabbergasted. And then,
while Clara, with a laugh, turned away
to greet Barbara’s younger sister Doris
of the Upper Third, she bit her lip.

Her face underwent a change.

“Captain !” she muttered. “Barbara
—captain I”

And she stared with suddenly strange
intensity at Barbara's trim figure as it
ascended the school steps, laughingly
chatting with Dulecia, the head girl of
the school. :

A Blow for Bessie!
{1 ND this,” Mabel
L ynn announced
smilingly, “is our

study, Faith—No. 4.
Cheery little room, isn’t it?”
- Fl.its."l Ashton'’s eyes
glowed with admiration as she looked
around the apartinent,
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Cheery Study No. 4 was. Snug and
homely, too A bright fire crackled
welcomingly in the grate; everything
was tidy, spick and span, and the furni-
ture simply shone.

Her cheeks dimpled.

“Oh, it—it’s lovely |” she rapturously
breathed. “And you and Babs and
Bessie have it all to yourselves?”

“That's it,” Mabs laughed. It was
five minutes later, and Mabs, awaiting
the return of Barbara from the captains’
conference in Miss Primrose’s study, was
showing Faith round. “Three to a
study 1s the rule, you know, and we're
all very comfy and happy in here. DBabs,
Bessie, and 1 have had this study ever
since we went up from the Upper Third
into the Fourth—and, of course, we're
quite a family party now But, Faith,
would you mind being parked in here
for a little while? I must see Boker.”

loker ¥ Faith questioned.

“Our school page,” Mabs smiled. “A
frightfully nice and willing lad. We

had a concert just before breaking-up
day, and 1 asked Boler to send back the
costumes during the holidays. 1 expect
he's done it, really, but I'm rather a
fidget where the Amateur Dramatic
Mocicty 1s concerned Won't keep you
Jonge,” she added.

FFaith smiled Mabs
tripped out of the study. door
closed behind her.

IFor a moment Faith stood still, look-

winsomely.
The

ing round. Again came that strange
change to her face—a change which
would have i1mmeasurably surprised

Babs and Mabs could they have been
present to see it.

A faint contempt shone in the glorious
eves all at once; there was just the sus-
picion of a sneer curling at the corners
of her lips

“Her studv—eh 7” she muttered.

She crossed the floor towards the fire.

There she stood toasting ber hands. lHer
eves, critical and envious now, roved
along the mantelpiece ornamented

with several odds-and-ends. An inscrip-

o THUTH-THANKS,” Bessie stuttered, ‘‘ bib-but if you don’t mind, I'd rather wait for the station bus.”
one realised it, but it was because Faith, Babs’ cousin, was going in Miss Charmant’s car that Bessie was
: refusing this offer of a hft.

tion on the little mahogany clock caught
her eye.

Faith bent forward

“* Presented to Barbara Redfern, CLiff
House,”” she read, “‘by admiring
friends, for her good work as captain of
the Junior School, Clif House,
Christmas, 1937.” "

Faith scowled as she read that.

“What a sickening fuss they make of
her 1* she muttered. “ Barbara—junior
captain—eh? I wonder what they ll say
when

She did not finish. Her gaze, travel-
ling above the clock. had singled out
the Captain’s Shield, which hung upon
the wall. The shield was on a polished
oval of oak. Near the top it bore the
inscription:

“CLIFF HOUSE JUNIOR SCHOOL.
CAPTAINS’ SHIELD.”

Separated by a pair of erossed hockey
sticks from the inscription was a silver
plate on which the names of the holders
of the shield were engraved. The last
one read :

“1937.—Barbara Hilda Redfern.”

Above the shield was a smiling photo-
graph of Barbara.

“Swanky cat!” Faith sniffed disdain-
fullv.

Her eyes glimmered as she looked at
the photograph. Bitter and deep then
the jealousy reflected in their depths.
Then suddenly she locked round towards
the door.

From her bhandbag she produced
another photograph — an extremely
pretty photograph of her extremely

pretty sclf With sudden strange inten-
sity she reached up, wedging the photo-
graph into the frame so that it com-
pletely effaced Barbara’s. Then sho
stepped back, cocking her head critically
to one side.

“Better!” she said. “Much, much
better above the captains’ shield | She
smiled at it—a glad, admiring smile;

By Hilda Richards 5

her cheeks pink with some inward excite-
ment now, in her great blue eyes a
glow that secmed to animate her whole
face. “0Oh, topping!” she. breathed.
“Just as if—*

And then quickly, as dootsteps sounded
outside, she snatched the photograph
out, hurriedly ramming it into her bag.
Not a second too scon! The door came
open, and Barbara herself, her eyes
ghstening, stood on the threshold.

“Why, Faith !” she cried delightedly.
“Are you alone ™

Faith smiled.

“Mabs has gone off to sce
named Poker or something,” she said.
“She left me here. But., Barbara dear,
what a delightiul room this 1s! And
bhow sweetly you've furnished it. 1 do
love that clock, and—and, oh, Bahs, I'm
so thrillingly proud to find out how mar-
vellously popular you are !”

Babs laughed, a little embarrassed.

“Well, it is a nice clock, isn't it#” she

sSOmeons

countered, “Though goodness knows
what I've done to deserve it. But——"
“And the captains’ shield!” Faith

breathed. *“How proud you must be, "
Barbara, to have that hanging in vour
study, And isn't that photograph of
you just too utterly delightful? I think
it's just divine !” she added, and stared
at 1t with a sort of entranced rapture.
“How long do you hold the shield,
Barbara?”

“Well, either until I go up anto a
higher Form, or somebody else is elected
in my place,” Babs replied.

“But nobody, I'm sure, could ever be
elected in your place, Barbara dear!”
Faith said sincerely. “I just don't sce
how anybody could, you know. You
don't think it's ever likely to happen?”
she asked anxiously.

Babs laughed.

“Well, 1 hope not!” she confessed.
¢ At the same time, one can never be too
sure, can one? Funny things happen in
a big school like this, Faith—and—well,
popularity is sometimes a fickle thing.
But never mind that now I” she added

No



6 “The New Girl Was So
sxcitedly. “I've mews—news ! Oh, here’s
Mabs !” she added, as that girl smilingly
w in the doorway. *“Mabs, guess
w Ft : ~

“No?” Mabs asked.

“ Stella Stone !” Babs got out, *“Miss
Primrose has just been telling us. Stella
Stone was our last head girl,” she
explained to Faith. “We all adored
her. She left to get her veterinary
degree, and—well, now she’s taken it,
and she's coming back to the school on
Satarday to be honoured in Captains’
Corner——"

And Babs, secing Faith’s look of won-
derment, went on to explain. No won-
der Babs was almost quivering with
excitenient,

For at Clif House there was a custom
—a very pretty and praiseworthy custom
ind

In the oldest part of Cliff House,
known as the Cloisters, was an ancient
wall,  which was known as Captains’
Corner.

In that wall were several niches, and
in cach niche was a marble bust of some
famous ex-captain, together with an
inscription setting forth their honours.

To be set among that throng was the
highest possible honour Chff House
could give to any of its girls, and per-
haps it-is not to be wondered at that
it was the most cager ambition of every
girl in the school to one day be included
mm the Corner.

“And now the honour has fallen to
Stella,”” Babs added. *“And what
a ripping send-off to the beginning of
term. But listen, girls! Just hear the
part we’re going to play in it. Dulcia
Fairbrother, as the present captain of
the school, is going to do the actual
unveiling of Stella’s bust; Grace Wood-
ficld, captain of the Upper Fifth, will
present Stella with the bouquet after
the ceremony. And I—" )

“Oh, Babs, have you got a part mm
it, too?” Faith asked breathlessly.

“Haven't 1!” Babs laughed. “My
job is the biggest of the lot. Forgive
me if that sounds like boasting, but—
well, listen. You remember, Mabs, last
term we were mvited to send in designs
for an illuminated = address, because,
vou see,” she added for Faith’s benefit,
“we all knew this would come off some
time, and wanted to be prepared. Well,
my design is accepted. And 1,”” Babs
added, all in a rush, “have got to do the
address, and, when the time comes,
deliver it, and "hand it to Stella in a
silver casket!” ‘

“Oh, my goodness!” breathed Faith,
wvhile Mabs’ eyes glowed.

“But I’ve got to work like fun,” Babs
added. “There's only two days, and
naturally there are going to be no
hitches. But, come on! I've got to tell
the girls all about it. To the Common-
voom !” i

And off, with Mahs and Failh chasing
excitedly at her heels, she rushed. And
bang ! went the door of the Common-
room as she thrust it open.

Quite a crowd of girls were ihere—
among them Bessie Bunter, who had
just arrived in the station bus.

Every eve turned upon Babs,

“Hallo, Babs! Whoopee!” Sylvia
Sirvett sang. “I say, do introduce us
to your cousin !” |
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“Yes, rather!” chipped in Gwen
Cook. *““And, Babs—"
Babs laughed.

“Oh, please. Just a sec!” she ex-
claimed. “Let me get my news out, or
1 shall barst. This 1s it—"

And while they all gathered round,
Babs, in a thrilled voice, told them.

Excitement then. A cheer avose. If

Charming!”

Stella had earned herself a rviche in
Captains’ Corner, she had no less earned
herself a niche in every girl’s heart
there. To be sure, there were a few
dissentients. For Stella, if she had been
popular with most, had made enemies of
other girls,

Lydia Crossendalz, for instance, just 1

sneered. Freda Ferriers scowled.
Frances Frost shrugged indifferently.

“I think it's lovely !” Faith enthused.
“But how marvellously clever of dear
Babs to do the address. Will you do it
all yourself, Babhs?"

“Oh, of course! ¥'ve promised!”
*“You wouldn’'t like me to help?”
Faith wistfully asked. *“I can draw,
too, you know, and I should so dearly
love to have a hand in things! You
know, Barbara, everybody 13 =0
marvellously delightful in this lovely
school, that I'm just itching already to
do something that will make them proud
of me.”

“Then you shall—later,” Babs smiled,
and glowed again as she saw the breath-
lessly pretiy face staring into hers.
“But this—well, no, old thing! I'm
afraid I must tackle it on my own.
Anyway, that’s the news,” she a.dded
boisterously, “and if that isn't a npping
kick-off to a new term, please tell me
what is. Hallo, old Bess! I didn't
notice you standing there. Did you
come on the bus?”

*“She did,” chuckled the Hon Beatrice
Beverley., ‘“‘That’s why it broke down
half-way between here and Friardale!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bessie blinked pathetically. Normally
Bessie would have made some indig-
nant retort to that sally. But she didn’t
look at Beatrice. She was looking most
unhappily at Babs—and from Babs to
Faith,

For Bessie, glad bevond measzure that
Babs had received that honour, was
just dying to add her congratulations
to the others. The sight of Faith there,
however, hovering around Babs, so
much apparently a part of Babs, pre-
vented her. Oh dear, she did wish that
she could bring herself to like Faith.

She turned, fecling a funny little
lump rising in her throat. Nobody
noticed as she left the Common-room.

“I'm just a mum-mean awful pig!”
Bessie told herself. ““I'm just jealous,
that’s what it is. She’s a jolly nice girl
really—she must be if Bib-Babs is so
fond of her, and—and——" She shook
her head. *“Oh, blow!” she said exas-
peratedly, and feeling a futile sense of
irritation and bewilderment at herself,
pushed open the door of Study No. 4

Then she beamed as she blinked
around. Dear old Study No. 4! How
snug, how cosy, how cheery it looked !

Her face brightened a little. It really
did seem like coming home to see the
dear old study again. There was her
box, just as she had left it at the end
of the term,

There was her own litile cupboard,
with her own things stacked in it. The
old easy-chair, a bit faded now, to
which she had established alinost an
unconquerable right.

“Yum! T make a cup of tea,”
Bessie thought.

She peeled off her coat, took off her
hat. 1t gave her a sort of thrill to find
herself moving about the well-remem-
bered old room again.

There was the tea, just where she had
left #t. There was sugar and milk,
too! Good old Boker! He must have
brought theose in when he lit the fire!

She put the kettle on the fire, and
then got out the cups—four of them,
because Faith was bound {fo come in
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wrth Babs and Mabs, of course—and
opened the milk.

The door came open. Babs, Mals,
and Faith entered.

“Oh, dear old Bess!” cried Babs. “Is
that tea you've made?”

" ¥.yes, rather!” said Bessie. **Shall
pour it out?”

**No, Bessie; let me,” Faith simpered.
But Bessie very firmly grabbed up
the teapot. Then she paused, remem-
bering the good resolve she had made,
trying most desperately to dispel that
instinctive dislike of which she was so
ashamed. She hesitated.

“Well, y-yes, of course you can, if
you like,” she mumbled, rcluctantly
surrendering the pot. “I'll put the sugar
in the cups. I know how much each one
has, you know.”

“Oh, please, Bessie dear!”
agreed deligl}bet:(ljy,

Faith
and, with a beam-

ing smile, picked up the pot. *“Full
cup, Babs?”’ :
“Yes, please!” Babs said. “Dear

old Bess! What a lovely idea of yours
to make i1t! Thank you, Faith!” And
then turned as a knock came at the
door, and, swinging round, hastily put
the cup back on the table as Miss Prim-
rose came in.

The headmistress smiled.

“Please do not let me interrupt, my
dears,” she said. “1 was passing, so 1
came to see—— Ah! And she smiled
as her eyes rested upon Faith, " You
are Barbara's cousin—Faith Ashton?”

“Yes, Miss P-Primrose,” Faith
stammered.

*1 am pleased to meet you. Welcome
to Cliff House,” Miss Primrose said.
“Hem! You appear to be a little
crowded in here. As you are a stranger
to the school, Faith, 1 expect you would
like to share this study for a while
with Barbara and Mabel ¥

“Oh, Miss Primrose, I most certain'y
would !” Faith said enthusiastically

“Then you shall!” Miss Primrose
said. Her eyes fastened upon Bessie.
“But that means, of course, one of iis
present occupants will have to move
out. As it happens, Rosa Rodworth
will not be back for another month,
which means that temporarily, at least,
Study Ne. 1 will only have two occu-
pants. Bessie—"

Bessie Jumped.

“Yes, Miss Primrose

“In the circumstances 1 think, per-
haps, a change might benefit you. As
soon as you are ready, please remove
yvour things to Study No. 1.”

Babs started. Bessie stood completely
still, looking as if she could not believe
her ears.

* But, Miszs Primrose,” Babs broke in.
“Oh dear, please! ‘Nat Bessie! Four
of us can manage—"

“I am sorry, Barbara, but you know
it 1s my rule not to overcrowd studies.
Apart from which,” Miss Primrose
added, “I am convinced the changoe
will be all for the best. DBessio is by
far the most backward girl in the Forin.
1 cannot help feeling that, in a new
environment, she might find pew
inspiration. I°shall expect you to move
during the day, Bessic. The page-boy
will help you if you have any heavy
things.”

“ But—bui——"" Bessie protested.

““Please, DBessie, do not raise objecc-
tions.”

“But—but——" Dessie
and almost blubbered.
rose! Oh dear, I—] don’'t want to
go, you know! T can't go!” she broke
out wildly. “Oh, Babs——"

* Bessie, do not be foolish!”

“Dut Miss Primrose,” Babs anxiously

g%

said again,
“Miss Prim-
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proke in, * Bessie 18 our chum. Bessie
always has been our chum——"

“Bessic,” Miss Primrose said, stiffen-
ing a little, “will obey my orders
Please, Barbara, do not be so senti-
mental. Doubtless Bessie does not wish
to part from you, but, in the circum-
stances, there 1s no help for it.  Per-
haps,” she added, more kindly, “we
wih reconsider the matter when Faith
has settled down here. In the mean-
time, it is only fair that she should
- ghare this room with her cousin. That
is all. And those,” ghe added, in the
tone of voice which brooked no further
argument, “are my orders.”

And with that she swished out of
the study, leaving Bessie like a girl
turned to stone, her eyes unbelievingly
fixee!l almost in horror as the door
closed behind the headmistress’ form.

Faith shuffled uneasily.

“Oh, Bessie, I—I'm {rightfully
sorry I”” she murmured.

Bessie turned dazedly.

_ “Oh, Babs, she—she dud-didn’t mean
Ry

Jabs bit her lip. Mabs averted her
head.

“ Babs—" DBessie said wildly.

“Oh crnmbs! I—I'm sorry, old
Bess!” DBabs etuttered. “I—I—"
P o ¢

PP

And she ‘broke off with a little catch
in her throat. “It—it will only be for
a little while,” she added consolingly.

“But I dud-don’t want it to be for
a little while!” Bessie blurted. “I
don't want it to be at all, you know.
They've never separated me from you
before, Babs. And I can’t go in with

those cats, Lydia and Freda! They've
never liked me, anyway. They—they
will—" And suddenly the tears

rushed into her eves. * Babs, no! Pip-
please,”” she eried appealingly. “Babs,
dud-don’t let Miss Primrose send me
away l”’

“Oh, goodness Mabs exclaimed.
“We can't let Dessie go—not lhike this,
Babs, suppose I go and ask Primmy
to move me instead?”

Jabs bit her lip. She didn’t want
to lose Bessie; she didn't want to lose
Mabs; but the Head had made it clear

|1
.

that someone must go. Still, better
Mabs than “Bessie. At least, Mabs
could stick up. for herself much better
than poor old Bessie, with those heart-
less japers in Study No. 1. She
paused.

“Mabs, if you wouldn't mind—"

“But what about me?” Faith asked.
““No, Mabs, let me go, I—I hate to
feel I've upset things.”

“No good,” Babz replied. “ Primmy’s
obviously determined vou shall be with
me. I'm sorry, old Mabs—— Bessie,
cheer up I she added, as Mabs hurried
out of the room. *“It'll all come right

in—’

“But, Babs, I dud-don’t want Mabs
to go, either,” Bessie said woefully.
“The study will never seem the same.”

“Poor dear Bessie !” muttered Faith.

“Do cheer up, my dear!”

Bessie glanced at her. Then she
turned her facee Why couldn’'t she
believe in that, she asked herself?

Why, when Faith was making every
effort to be helpful?

Bessie didn't want to go., She
didn't want Mabs to go. More
emphatically, however, she didn’t want
Faith to stay, and, realising that, felt
ashamed of herself. Oh dear

Mabs came back. All three of them
looked at her eagerly.

STEADILY Faith stared up at the

captains’ shield with Barbara’s
photograph above it. *‘ Barbara—
junior captain, eh ? ’* she muttered.
““1 wonder what they’'ll say
when——'"" She paused. A

strange look crept into her eyes.

“Mabs, what did she say?!” Babs
asked.

Mabs glanced at Bessie, and wor-
riedly plucked at the pocket of her
tunie.

“She said she—she wouldn’t change
her mind.,” she answered. “ Bessie
must go!”’

And while Babs stared at her in dis-
may, Faith turned her head.

Was it fancy, or did Bessie, just for
one moiment, catch an amused, a self-
satisfied little smile upon her perfect
features?

Not Welcome in Study No. 1!

(14 IK-CAN 1 come
in I
Bessie Bunter
asked the ques-
tion almost timorously as

she peered in at the door
of Study No. 1 in the Fourth Form
corridor.

It was ‘after dinner at ClLiff House,
and Dessie, accepting at last the in-
evitable, had forlornly drifted along
with her case to the study which was
to be her new home.

Babs, on captain’s duty, was busy
in the Lower School, checking the
arrivals of the girls who were still
coming in.. Mabs had gone off as an
escort to the new girl, Faith Ashton,
to show her round-the school.

Dessie, afraid of the scene a farewell
parting might mean, had quietly taken
advantage of their absence to slip
away,

“Kik-can I come in?"
uncertainly.

There were two girls in Study-No. 1.
One was the lofty Lydia Crossendale,
who stood in her favourite attitude
with her elbow on the mantelpiece,
smoking a forbidden cigarette. Freda
Ferriers, her mousy-haired studymate,

gshe repeated

By Hilda Richards 7

was kneeling on the floor, busily un-
packing a case.

Lydia scowled.
“Come 1n, if vou want to,” was her
most unwelcome greeting, “though

why the dickens we should have to put
up with a fat frog like vou, I «lon’t

know. What's that pirce of garbage
you've got in your hand?”

Bessie blinked.

“Mum-my case,” she said., “There

are sus-some of my things in it.”
“Are there? Well, you can take it
to the lumber-room, for a start,”
Lydia eaid disdainfully. “We don’t
want a shabby bag littering the place.”
Bessie  blinked. Her soft lips
quivered a little. To exchange this for
Studv No. 4!
“And, while
went on hectoringly,

voun're here,” Lydia
“remember this

That's my armchair.

is our study.
That’'s Freda’s, If vou want to sit
down you can jolly well use the wooden
stool there. And there's no grubbins
for you in the study, urdess you stand
your share of the feed. And you're
not to use this table when Freda or
I want it. Got thati”

Bessie blinked again.

“But what about my prep? I've got
to do my prep."” _
“That,” Freda giggled, “iz a

problem vou can solve.”

Bessie glared. No longer was she
nervous. She had hardly expected an
effusive welcome from the inmates of
Study No. 1. On the other hand, she
had not expected to be met with a
barrage of insults and sneers, and
peaceful and good-humoured as was
her nature, she was stung.

She said no word. With lofty dignity

she started towards the cupboard.
Lydia detached herself from the
mantelpiece,

“And what, sugar lump,
going to do!” she asked.

“I'm going to put my bag in that
cupboard,” Bessie said defiantly.

“And who says so?”

“I do,” Bessie glared.

She made as if to brush past Lydia.
But Lydia stepped in front of her.
For several seconds the two glared into
each other’s face.

Then suddenly Lydia, with a wink
at Freda, made a swift grab at
Bessie's rather shabby bag. Quick as
thought Bessie swhng it back, and
immediately Freda’s hand fastened
upon it.

With her checks glaring red now,
Bessie spun round, vigorously trying
to tug the bag back. Freda held oun

are you
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“Throw it in the pnssag_e,_Ffedn. P

Lydia eried derisively.

“You dare!”’ panted Bessie. “Give
me my bag! Give—" :

Fiercely sho tugged. Freda tugged,
too, Something had to give way—
and something did. '

The handle of Bessie's bag, never
very sececure, slipped its moorings.
Bessie, with a yell, went staggering
back—just as the door opened, and
another girl came in.

Bessie and newcomer met and biffed ;

two yells sounded as one. The new-
comer, staggering under Bessie's
weight, was sont against the wall.

The bag, deseribing a circle through
the air, burst open, showering its con-
tents across the floor.
“Oh crumbs!” Bessie gasped. “Oh
dear! My valuable spectacles. They
might have been bub-broken——*
“Bessie Bunter, you fat fool!”
" shrieked Sarah Harrigan—for the victim
of Bessie's unintentional assault was the
most unpopular prefect in the Sixth
Form.
“Oh

“Oh erumbs!” Bessie stuitered.
dear) Is that you, Sarah "

“Get up!” Sarah raved. “And Fick
this rubbish up. Freda, what was hap-
pening here 7"

Freda grinned. Lydia smiled. They
were not afraid of Sarah. Sarah always
had been a bit of a toady towards rich
Lydia, and Sarah owed Lydia money.
In a dispute such as this the precious
inmates of Study No. 1 could always
rely upon Sarah's support.

“Well,” Freda replied, “ Bessie got an

idea just because she’s been put into this
study temporarily that she owns it, you

know. She had some intention of
grabbing the cupboard for her personal
use, and so, naturally, we objected.”

Sarah’s eyes gleamed. Bessie glared.

“Thuth-that’'s a fib, you know 5

“Bessie, be silent!” Sarah snapped.
“So that’s how you intend to behave
yourself in your mnew study, is it? 1
suppose because Barbara Redfern let
vou have all your own way in Study
No. 4, vou think you ean got it in this,
You will take fifty lines.”

Bessie turned red.

“But 1 tell you—"

“Take seventy.”

“But look here, you know, it wasn't
my fault—"

“Take,” Sarah grated out, “a hun-
dred lines, Bessie. And if you dare to
say another word, I'll put you on the
detention list !”

Bessie stared at her. TFrem Freda
came a chuckle. Lydia gave a super-
cilious grin. Bessie choked a litile.
This, coming on top of her being turned
out of her old study; her treatment at
the hands of Lydia and Freda——"

It was just too much.
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“Well, won't do them,” she burst
out. “I won't! 1It's not fair. Yonu
haven't given me a chance. Well, I
won't do them! No. 1 won't! 1
won't—"

*“Bessie !” eried Sarah.

“Rabbits!” Bessie said, in ‘-open

rebellion now.

There was a step along the passage.
Barbara Redfern peered in, looking
anxious,

“Bessie—why, what's happened 7”

“If you don’t do those lines, Bessie,”
snapped Sarah Harrigan furiously, “I'll
take you before Miss Primrose. “I
shall expeet them to be on my desk
to-morrow morning.” 4

“Then j-jolly well expect!” DBessie
glowered. “I w-won't——"

“Bessie !’ cried Baba. “Sarah,
please,” she begged, “let me handle
this. Now, Bessie, you old chump, come
plong with me,” she added, and put a

tender arm round her shoulder. *I'll
come along and have a word with youn
later,” she added angrily, as she threw
a glance towards Lydia and Freda,
standing by the fireplace.

“Do !” Lydia scofied.

Bessie quivered. As suddenly as it
had fired up, her moed of rebellion was
spent. The very fact that Babs was
there, the feel of Babs’' comforting arm
around her, had the power to turn her
at once from the wraihful rebel to the
broken-hearted outcast she felt she was.

She gulped a little. Without a word
she allowed herself to be led along the
corridor, and blinked gratefully as Babs,
leading the way into an empty Study
No. 4, pulled her into her favourite
chair, Then concernedly Babs gazed
down at her.

“ Bessie, you silly old thing—"

Bessie's hips quivered.

“Oh dud-dear! I'm sns-sorry, Babs ™
she said. *““But I—I—just had to do 1t,
yon know, Those cats—"

“Bessie, what's the matter with you?”
Babs asked wonderingly.

“Well, Babs, you—you know I've been
turned ont.”

“Yes, old Bessie, and I, like you, am
frightfully cut up about that,” Babs said
worriedly. “But, Bessie, old dear, it's
only for a short while., Just until Faith
finds her feet. And you were [unny
before that happened, you know, Bess.
Now, come on, tell me. What 1s 1t?”

Bessie was silent.  She took her
handkerchief out of her pocket and
dabbed her cyes. Then she gazed wist-
fully at her chum.

“Babs, you—you do like me?” she
asked pathetically.

“Bessie, you know 1 do.”

“And—and 1 lul-like you,”
sniffed. “Oh dud-dear! Dud-don’t
mind me crying. will you, Babs? But
—but—dud-do you like me better than
your eousin 7"

Babs gazed at her oddly.

“Bessie, that's a funny question. Why
should I like Faith better than you?”

Bessia blinked doubtfully.

“J—1 don’t know, Babs, but—but——
Oh dear!” she said, and sobbed again.
“(h, 1t’s rotten to be thrown out of the
old study,” she said. “I—I was lookin
forward to—to such a lovely term witﬁ
yvou, Babs——" :

Babs smiled.

“Well, old Bess, there's no reason
why vou shouldn’t have it, is there?”

Bessic

she asked. *“Oh, come on, you've
just got a fit of the blues. Any-
way, never mind Lydia & Co. You can

still work and feed in Study No. 4. old
goose! Now, Bessic, come and be
sensible. 1'm sorry about the lines, but
vou'll have to do them, vou know. Can't
have you getting into disgrace right at
the start of the term. llere we are,”
Babs said brightly, and, producing
papers, pen, and ink, laid them on the
table. “You work at the table, Bessie.
I'll work over here at the small desk by
the window., I've got the address io
start on, you know.”

Bessie paused. But ithe smile Dabs
gave her was so dazzling that any
further thought of mutiny disappeared
at once. Dear old Babs! Jolly old Babs!
Now Bessie did love her, to be sure,
and what a terrific influence Babs had
over her!

She sat down. Babs, with a sheet of
parchment in front of her, and her
design by her side, began to siiemh, cast-
ing sidelong, sympathetic looks towards
the duffer of the Fourth from time to
time.

For half an hour they worked. Then
the door opened, and in came Mabs and
Faith, Yaith was chatting brightly,
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Mabs watching her wonderfully pretly
face with admiration in her gaze.

Bessie looked up. Babs saw th: eolour
that scamned her face as Faith’s big,
wondering eyes fixed upon her. Mabs
beamed.

“Why, hallo, Bessie! Back again?”
she eried. “I say, that’s ripping !" But
what on earth are you doing there?
You've never been collecting lines so
carly in the term?”

“Well, it wasn't my fault,” Bessio
mumbled. “I1f 1'd never been thrown
out of this study 1 shouldn’t have had
them, you know.”

“Oh, Bessie, I'm so frightfully sorry !”
Faith said swiftly. “What an awful
shame it is! Look here, let me help you
out with them.”

“I've nun-nearly finished,” Bessie said
grufily.

“Bessie dear, vou don’t blame me,
do you ?” Faith asked anxiously.

Bessie's reply was to thrust her snub
little nose towards the paper and
scribble furiously. Babs, catching her
cousin’s eyes. shook her head.

“Poor Bessie!” Faith sighed.
a dreadful shame !

“What
And on the first day
of term, too. Oh, Bessie dear, I am so
frightfully, so awfully sorry! But
never mind,” she added brightly, “sup-
vosing I make you a nice cup of tea,
essic? I'm sure you'd like that, and it
would help you most frightfully.”

And brightly she moved towards the
fireplace. She picked up the kettle.
Round she swung—and out of the spout
came a sudden stream of hot water,
shooting straightdowards the bent figure
of Bessie.

Up with a yell jumped Bessie, and
over with a erash went the inkwell as
Bessie’s plump arm: caught against if,
sending a thick, blue-black stream right
across the sheets she had with so much
labour already filled. t

Faith

¥ Oh,

essie,
sorry——>=?

I'm most frightfully

“Oh dud-dear!” cried Bessie. “I'mn
drowned! I'm scalded! I——" And
then she swung round. “ You did that !”
she hooted, and, without meaning in the
least to say it, added: “You jolly well
did that on purpose, you cat !”

“ Bessie !” ecried.Babs in horror.

“Well, she did!” glowered PBessie.
“She—she——" And then, as Babs
stared at her, as Mabs glared at her,
as Faith, biting her lip, shook her head,
she sto ﬁi, realising all at once how
she ha.cP trayed her secrect self. “J—
I—I—" she stuttered weakly. “Ol,
crumbs! Babs—""

Babs frowned a little.

“Bessie, that’s a_very wicked thing to
say,” she said soriously. “It was just
an accident. I think you owe Faith an
apology.”

Bessie turned scarlet. Misery was in
her face. She turned. While Babs and
Mabs watched in amazement, she caught
up the inky sheets from the table. Then,
her eyes filled with tears, she made for
the door.

“Bessic! Bessie, you silly old
chump—" cried Babs.
Bang!

That was the door.
Bessie had gone !

Not to be Comforted !

11 H, dear, T'll just
have to go and seo
where poor old

_ Bessie 1s!” Bar-

74 bara Redfern said worriedly.

“You know what a tuuch'y

old chump she can be. Mabs, don't
make the tea till I come back.”
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“No, right-ho!” Mabs said,
gighed a little. “ Better keep
muflins back, too, Faith.” :

“Ba would vou let me come with
you?” Faith asked. “I'm so fearfully

"”

worried about poor old Bessie——

But Babs shook her head at that.
She had a fairly good idea now what
was the matter with her fat chum.

Silly old Bessie! What a sensitively
shrinking girl she was|

Bessie was jealous, of course—but
fancy being jealous of such a harmless,
such a sweet-natured girl as Faith
Ashton !

Babs hurried from the study. Now,
where was the old goose? She made
her first call at Study No. 1. Lydia
was in there, but Freda was not.

“Seen Bessie?” Babs asked.

“No, and don’t want to,” grunted
Lydia.  “You can tell her to keep out
of here.”

“Thanks. It won't be my fault if
she’s here more than is necessary,” Babs
retorted, and went off. She looked in
the Common-room, and spoke to little
Marcelle Biquet.

“Marcelle, have vou seen Bessie?”

and
the

“Mais oui,” Marcelle answered. “I
saw her a half-minute ago. She was
111 O I Inusic-r Im.
oing to z ocom.”
The music-room. That was a new

refuge-for Bessie.

Thither Babs made her way, pausing
ouiside the door before she opened it.
Was it her fancy, or did she hear a
stifled sob?

She tapped. There was a moment's
pause. Then:

“Wh-who's there?” gasped a stifled
voice.

Babs did not reply. But she frowned
just a little worriedly. Poor, poor old
DBessie! She was in there—and judging
by the sound of her, had been erying.

Softly she swung oper the door.

Bessie, her eyes red, her face flushed,
was sitting in the chair near the piano.

She glared as Babs came in, and then,
sceing it was Babs, bit her lip,

“0-0hi ! she muttered.

“Bessie! You old—old silly !” Babs
said softly, though she felt a queer con-
striction 1n her throat. * Bessie, old
darling—" And she went forward and
put an arm around the fat one's
shoulders. *“What's all this about?”

“Oh, Babs!” Bessie said wretchedly.

“Poor old Bess, then!” Babs said
soothingly. “But please, old thing,
don’t be so upset. Bessie, I've come to
fetch vou to tea -

Bessie shook her head.

“1 dud-don’t want any tea.”

“Oh, but, Bessie, that's silly—and
we've got such lovely things for tea,
t0o,” Babs said. “Muffins—pork pie,
Bessie—you know how you love pork
lll{“,"

: Bl;t Bessie mournfully still shook her
atad.

“1 dud-don't want any tea,” she =aid
dolefully. “I—I *  And she choked
there, as though the words stuck in her
throat. “ Babs, you—you don't think
I'm being a kik-cat?” she added with
forlorn wistfulness.

“(Good gracious,
not !”

“But—but yon don’t want me back in
Study No. 4,” Bessie suddenly burst out
with surprising bitterness. “ Not—not
now yvou've got her |”

Babs bit her lip.

“Bessie, you're being awfully silly,”
she said gentlyv. “Of course we want
fnu back in Study No. 4. We'd just
ove to have you back in the study, and
vou know that. What’s the matter,

ess? Are you jealous of Faith?”

Bessie shook her head.

Bessie, of course

No. 23 of our delightful series for Your ** Cliff House Album."’

CurF HoOuse

HY, but very sweet-natured is little
S Dolores Essendon of the Second Form
at Clif House. She is the school's
voungest pupil, her age being only 8
years and 4 months.

It is not customary at Clif House to
admit girls under eleven but in gpecial
cases exceptions are made., Poth Dolores’
parents are famous dancers, and their work
takes them abroad for the greater part of
the year.

Apart from that Dclores' mother,
Spanish by birth, is an old Cliff House girl.

That Dolores inherits the dancing talents
of her famons parents there is no denylng,
Small and elfin as she is, she has already
taught most of the Second Form the steps
of ballroom dancing, and is always in great
demand at school concerts, where she is
quite an expert little toe-dancer. It is a
sheer joy to watch her op these occasions,
when she loses hor normal shyness, and
dances with a charming lack of eeli-
CONsSCiOUSness,

Clif House rather bewilders little
Dolores ; she still chings to a firm belief
in fairy stories. Her great heroine in the
school is Marjorie Hazeldene, though she
has a very soft spot in her young heart
for plump Bessie Bunter.

Her great ambit.on at the moment is to
possess a pair of shoes with red heels,
like her mother has !

Dolores is an arresting-looking child with
her biz dark eyves, almost black hair, and
warm, olive skin.

Dolovres £ sseadon

She like: childish games of * make-
believe,” and still loves her doll. She Is
enormously fond of swimming, though she
can only do a few strokes.

Her favourite flower is the violet ; her
favourite literature fairy stories,

Very fond of films, her imagination is
excited by Shirley Temple, whose gestures
and anties she will often be caught trylng
to imitate after seeing her latest film.

Dolores was born in Huddersfield. She is
very small for her age, and is adored by
gveryone,

e e T . ——— —

¢“1—J dud-don’t know,” she =aid. “I
dud-don’'t think so, vyou know. But—
but—oh, Babs, I can’t tell you. I can't,
you know. She’s your cousin and—and
—TI've nun-never been jealous of anyone
else, have I?” she asked defensively.
“I'm only too jolly glad for people to
like you. But—but—no, Babs, please
go and leave me,” she said.

“PBut, Bessie, I can’t—not like this.
Do come to the study.”

But Bessie, with surprising firmness,
siiook her head.

“No, please. I—I shall be all right,”
she said with an attempt at braveness.
“ Leave me alone. Everybody seems to
be leaving me alone now,” she added

with another flash of bitterness. “I—
I'm not wanted any more.”

e BQ“__'Ei'Elu

“Well, it’s tut-true, isn’t 1t? That
cat—I mum-mean—oh, please do go,

Babs,” she said wretchedly. “ It doesn’t
scem the same now. It—it never will be
the same any more. I'm not going back
to Study No. 1 with Lydia and Freda,
and—and I don’t want (o come to Study
No. 4. I—I don't know what I want to
do,” Bessie miserably confessed.

Babs sighed. Poor Bessie! Never
before had she known the old duffer so
doleful, so depressed,

And for Bessie not to profess an in-
terest "in tea—that certainly was a sign
for alarm.

“Please go, Babs,” Bessie said.

“ Not unless,” Babs said, “you come
with me.”

Bessie again shook her head, although

in the end she agreed to go down with
DBabs to the tuckshop. But even there
she showed little interest in the food.
Afterwards Bessie drifted off into the
Common-room, while Babs went along
to Study No. 4. Faith and Mabs, who
had both finished their tea long ago,
stared up at her,

e e e,

“Babs, where ever have you been?
Miss Charmant’s been asking for you,”
Mabs said.

Babs frowned.

“Miss Charmant?
wrong ?” .

“Oh, nothing. She just came in to
sce if you'd made a start on the ad-
dress,” Mabs said. “I showed her what
vou'd done, of course. She says you'll
have to get a move on, though, if you're
going to have it ready in time.”

Babs nodded. What Mabs said was
true. All her spare time would be
neceded for the job. But what about
Bessie? She could not desert poor
Bessie—not in the old duffer's present
mood. She told them about her.

“Oh, the scatterbrained old chump I”
Mabs said.

Faith bit her lip.

“It’s my fault,” she said. “Oh, Bar-
bara, I'm sorry. Perhaps I ought not
to have come to this school after all.
Perhaps I ought—— Poor dear, sweet
old Bessie,” she added with a sigh.
“ How sad she must be feeling. I think
I'll try to find her and—and have a
word with her.”

And followed by a “That’s sweet of
vou ” from Mabs, she went out. But in
the corridor she paused, for there was
Miss Primrose talking to Sarah
Harrigan.

“And I shall be obliged, Sarah, if
you will make it your duty to look into
each dormitory at about eleven o’clock
to-night,” Miss Primrose was saying,
“just to make sure that everybody is
present. There are several late-comers
who will not be arriving until the last
train, and I should like to know who is
absent before assembly to-morrow.”

“Yes, Miss Primrose,” Sarah said.
“Will that be all?”

But Faith did not wait to hear the
rest. She passed on, a thoughtful

Why, what's
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expression up-cm her angelic features.
And with a new idea in her mind; she
didn't seek out Bessie after all

——

The Scheme that Failed!

= 6 ESSIE!” breathed
- Barbara Redfern.

‘ A pause,
: “Bessie!” Babs
l‘x:‘ N | repeated softly—for it was
hal;f-put ten in the Fourth
Form dormitory, and most of the girls
Yad been asleep this past hour. ut

Bessie wasn’t. Babs could tell that from
the restless turnings and murmurings
which occasionally came from her bed,

Then— .

“H-hallo, Babs! Were you talking to
e

“1 was, Bessic.” Babs shook her head,
“Have vou done your lines1”

_ “No!” Bessie said, with a trace of
defiance. :

“ But, Bessie, don't you think you
ought to do them? Sarah will report
you for certain otherwise.”

“1 don't care!” Bessie mumbled.
“Blow the lines!”

bs sighed. She said no more.
Bessie was still en her high horse, and
Babs knew better than to argue the
point. :

S8he lay awake, worrying about her
plump chum. ' Those lines had to be
done, and if Bessie herself would not
do them, then somebody else must.

Herself !

Babs lay still for a little while. In
that interval she heard the bo%mnmg of
the rhythmie snore which told her that
Bessie at last had fallen aslceF.

Quietly she rose, quiekly shipped on
her dressing-gown. Silently she padded
towards the door. A sudden voice
arrested her. It was Faith's,

“ Barbara, is that yon?” .

“Yes.. But—shush, Faith! I'm going
downstairs.”

“Oh, Babs, what for1”

“To do old Bessie's lines, as the
chump won’t do tlrem herself.

“Oh!” Faith paused. “But do be
careful, Barbara darling!” she said.
“You'll get into awful trouble if you're
caught, won’t you 1"

“QOh, that's all right; 1'll look after
that !” Babs said confidently, and went
out.

In the dark, the large eyes of Faith
Ashton watched the door close. She
frowned a little. Then suddenly a
strange smile transformed her face as
she sat up in bed. Without another
word, she elimbed out, stealthily making
her way to Babs' own bed.

Silently she crept between the sheets
and snuggled down, still smiling that
strange and angelic smile.

Five, ten munutes went by. Then
there was a step outside. The door-
handle turned, and the light switched
on. Sarah Harrigan stood there.

“All right! You can bob down !” she
said surlily, as two or three heads rose
above the sheets. “I'm only checking
up on the girls in the school. Hallo!
Where’s the new girl ¥ she added.

Faith lay still,

“Bure, she should be in bed !” Leila
Carrell replied.

“Well, she isn't, and—"

Then Sarah paused. A gleam came
into her eyes as hef gaze wandered
towards Barbara Redfern’s bed and
:spied there on the pillow, not the
shestnut eurls of the bed’s normal
pecupant, but the tumbling gold erown
of somebody else. Quickly she crossed
the room &nd jerked back the bed-
zlothes.

“Faith Ashton !” she said grimly.

Faith's face was the picture of
bewildered consternation.

“Oh dear

“Quite a stunt—eh?” Sarah sneered.
“Taking your cousin’s place while she’s
breaking bounds? ery nice, very
cousinly, I'm sure; but before you try
this trick a second time," just remember
that your hair is a different colour from
your cousin’s! I shall report you for
this! Meantime, where 1s Barbara?
Breaking bounds, I'll warrant 1”

“Oh, please, Sarah, don't make
trouble for Barbara!” Faith pleaded.
“She’s only down in her study !*

“Get into your own bed!” Sarah
retorted. ,
Faith, with a sigh, rose. Sympathetic

and admiring glances followed her.
Poor Faith! 1t seemed she had tried
so hard to save Babs from detection,
and all she had earned for her pains was
probable punishment for herself.

Grimly Sarah strode off. Five minutes
later Babs came into the dormitory,
looking rather disheartened, obviously
sent back by the prefect. Faith sat up.

“Barbara, I—I'm awfully sorry,
really! I—I heard somebody coming,
and slipped into your bed, hoping that
you wouldn't be found out. But, like
the empty-headed idiot I was, I forgot
that my hair was a different colour, and
—and, of course, Sarah spotted it at
once ! And—and—" And there Faiil's
lips quivered. 8he looked so utterly
cut-up that she secined on the point of
tears. “I'm sorry, Babs!”

“ Silly old goose !” Babs said tenderly.
“Thank vou! It was jolly sporting of
you! And I'm gratnl‘uf, really! Sarah
only hmed me. Well, well!” And
wearily she cliwbed into bed. * Ilallo,
Bessie! Are you all right?”

“Y-yes, thank you, Babs!” Bessie
saic. and looked at Faith., *“Oh dud-
dear ! 1 sus-say, Faith—" -

“Yes, Bessie darling 7 Faith said.

“I—1 think that was jolly sporting of
you, too !” Bessic mun:hl];:d. “(Gig-good-
wight 17

*“Good-night, Bessio !
you're pleased with me ¥

The Fourth settled down, Bessie,
gulping a little, tryving to tell herself
once agamn that sho was istaken in
Faith, IFaith herself chuckling under the
bedeclothes. Perhaps she was wondering
what Babs would have said had she—
Faith—admitted that she knew all the
time that Sarah Harrigan would come
to the dormitory !

Sleep settled upon the Fourth once
more. For hours there was no sound in
the room save the deep, unbroken
breathing of its inhabitants. Then, with
the first rays of dawn, Babs was awake
again.

Faith, who seemed to have an uncanny
knack of waking at the same moment,
looked at her as she tripped towards
the door. a

“Going to finish Bessie's lines, Babs 1”

“¥Yes,” Babs said.

“Then,” Faith s=aid resolutely, “I'm
commg with you—becanse, Babs, 1it's
my fault, really, they weren’t done last
night. No—please! I'm not taking
‘No’ for an answer this time 1™

Babs siniled. What a dear, sweet girl
she was! And how fresh and pretty she
locked in the early morning Eght! she
reflected.

Downstairs they went together.
made up the fire, and for the next hali-
hour tll:ey both worked with terrific
industry Then Faith sighed.

“There we are !” she said. “Babs, 1
expect you'd like to get on with your

dress, You've a quarter of an hour
before rising-bell. nd you have lost
time, haven't yvou, dear? I'll trot these
along to Sarah’s stndy.”

I'n s0o happy

Babs

-THE SCHOOLGIRL

She gathered the sheets together.
With a bright smile at Babs, she quitted
the room, while Babs, very conscious of
the leeway she had to make up, sat
down before the hardly touched address
again.

The voice of Sarah Harrigan bade her
enter as Faith knocked on the door. The
prefect was already up.

s Sarah, I've brought Bessie
Bunter’s lines I” Faith said. “I hope
you'll find them all right. 1 thiok
they’re done very well.”

Sarah stared suspiciously.

“Why couldn’t Bessie bring them

herself 1
“Well, she—she ”  And Faith bit

her ip. * Well, Bessie’s busy,” she said
falteringly.
“Oh?” The uplift of Sarah’s brows

plainly implied her doubt. “And since
when has Bessie Bunter been busy ten
minutes before rising-bell ” she asked.
“Wait a minute! Give me those lines !”
And while Faith stood hesitating by the
door, she swiftly ran through them. “So
that’s the game, is 1t?” she asked
quietly. “You've done the lines for
her? 1 thought there was something
funny going on by the way you spoke !”

“Oh dear! Did 1 give myself away "
said Faith. “Buat I didn’t do them—that
15, not all on my own—"

“You mean to say that somebody else
helped you? Aund that somebody was
Barbara! 1 fancy I see now why Dar-
bara was in Study No 4 last night v.hen
she should have beea in bed. 8o this
was the game, was it? Well, as you're
so jolly fond of writing lines, you can
start doing some of your own! You can
do a hundred of them! And iell
Barbara Redfern that she ecan do a
hundred, too! Meantime, I'll go and
sce Bessie Bunter |V

And while Faith stared, her face the
picture of dismay, Sarah dropped the
lines in her wastepaper-basket and
walked from the reom.

Bessie Amazes Everyone!

(1} AM sorry, Bessie; but

I if you do not do

those lines before

prep to-night, I shall

have no recourse bt to

detain you I” Miss Charmant

said, gazing rather puzzledly at red-

faced Bessie as she stood in front of her

desk, after being reported by Sarah that

same morning. *‘ Bessie, it is very unlike

vou, you know, to act in this defiant

way! Do try to be seusible, there's a
dear ”

Bessie left, gulping a little. Rather
woefully she made her way to Study
No. 1. First lesson bell was ringing
then, and that meant she had only five
minutes before she was due to face Miss
Bullivant, the sharp-tempered athe-
matics mistress, in the class-room.

Lydia Crossendale and Freda Ferriers
were in the study, getting their books
together. They winked at each other as
Bessie came in. )

Bessie treated them to a disdainful
look. She erossed the room to where
her case containing her books—the only
part of her belongings she had so far
removed fn::n l tud I;Iu.l d—was
prop up by the side of the setteec.
She E;gnecr it, and then glared round.

“Here, who's taken my books?”

“Talking to us?” Lydia asked,
haughtily.

Bessie glared.

“Well, sus-somebody’s taken them,
you - -know. I believe you cats——"

“Really, Lydia, are we going to stop
here to be insulted in our own study 7"’
Freda asked. offendedly. “If she's lost
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her books, that isn’t our fault, is it?
Come on, there’s second bell.” ‘
“But lul-look here Bessie said,

frantically.

Lydia and Freda gnve her a mocking
smile. Then, arms linked, noses in air,
they walked out.

The look Bessie threw at the door as
they disappeared should have caused
t he pam-l.- to crack. Oh dear, where
were her books? Of course, Lydia
and Freda had hidden them—that
woitld be their spiteful idea of a
joke. Of course—she threw open the
I'Ttiil-!-*('iﬂril door. Not there. She looked
under the settee. Not there.

She tried Lydia’s burean. It was
'l'u ked. Then “.lh:i Iﬂ'ﬁl-ul.i 1. I;ai_a:'-
was rather worried on her own behalf,
for now she had two lots of lines to
do, and she was wondering how on earth
she was going to find time to work on
the address,

* Bessie, old thing, do hurry
begged. *“*You'll be late.”

3ut I haven’t got my books,
“Those cats have

up,” she

» Reossin
hidden

-
..'nr_11_r-|_
them.”

|

JFURIOUSLY Bessie glared at the new girl.

“Oh, my goodness!
“Now, girls, second bell's gone!l”
came Dulcia Fairbrother's voice along

the corridor. “ Barbara ! Bessie |
You'll be late !”

“lnn; my books ” howled Bessie.

“Oh, never mind,” Babs said.

“You'll have to tell Miss Bullivant and
azk permission to come and get them.
Buck up, now.”

She fairly raced her chum.out of the
studv. But even then it was too late.
At the class-room door Miss Bullivant,
looking, if :imt!ung. slightly more bad-

tempered than usual after the holiday,
met them.

“Barbara! Bessiel You are one
minute late,” she rapped. *“You will
cach take twenty lines! Go to your
places!”

Babs sighed. Lines, lines, lines!

Bessie, however, pnllF{‘d.

“Please, Miss Bullivant, it wasn't
Pabs' fault,” she stuttered. “ Babs was
only trying to help me find my books.”

"As captain of the form, Barbara
should know better than to come into

-{‘IH‘:‘\ ].",,1..-!

was Miss Buallivant's tar!
retort to that. * In any case, vou should
not have delayed looking for your books
till the last minute. Take another
fifty lines for coming into elass without
them.”

“But how ean I find mr books when
I don’t know where they are?” Bessie
exposinlated. * Somebody has hidden
them !™

“What "

“Ahem!” ILyrdia Crossendale siood
up. “JI1 think, Miss Bullivant, that
Bessie 18 trying to say something
against Freda and myself,” she added.
“We tned to tell Bessie before we came
out of the studyv, but she wouldn'i
Ii."[*'i'i_ ]'l"‘l' [H'hlk‘u. .\[;*‘ ]}H”i‘i'dil?. Al
on top of the cupboard in the study.”

Bessie gazed at them bitterlv: Miss
nulh-. ant smiled sourly.

“If vou would use your eves, Dessie,”
she ras |H‘l| " }f‘I‘iI"'Irl*- you would have
seen. Now go, Bessie—go at once !
And hurry,” she added, as Bessie took
half a step towards the door and then
paused. * You hear, Bessie?”

cried Babs in horror.

“Yes, I
deliberately.

“Then obev!” Miss Bullivant said,
and treated the air to a lordly wave of
her arm. *“ At once!”

Bessio stood perfectly stiil.

‘““Bessie !|” exclaimed Miss Bullivant.

hear 1™ Bessie eaid

“Well,” Bessie said truculently, *“it
isn't fair! It wasn't Babs' fault she
was late. She was only helping me.

She wouldn’t have been helping me if
those cats hadn’t hidden my books.”
“ Bessie ! lsdih “l]i'hp(‘f(‘d iﬁ agonrv,
and then jumped as the door opened
and another figure came into the room
~—AMliss Primrose herself !

She stared for a moment at the red.

defiant Bessie, at the angry Form-
mistress,

- hy. bless my soul!” she mur-
mured. ** Miss Bullivant, what is this ™

Miss Bullivant’s eves giimmered.
“I am trying to_impress upon Bessie

Bunter,” she said, *“that when a
mistress gives an ﬂn!ur. it should be
obeved. Bessie, for some reason, is
frankly mutinous.”

““ You jolly well did that on purpose !

By Hilda Richards **

& ﬂg--uh- I.ln 3[1:‘:3
severely.

But Bessie stood
quivering mnow, dinly
awfulness of her conduet, but still deter-
mined not to give way. Anyway, what
did 1t matter? What did she care?
Blow Miss Bullivant! Blow Miss
l..'Eu'H"u\I"_ Blow e\'{-r\'lm]' !

Bi.uu be sensible !” Miss Primrose
said. “CGo and carry out Miss Bulh-
vant's orders at once!”

Bessie stood stock still.  Babs gasped.

“0Oh, the chump !” she breathed, and
tried to whisper across the class-room—
“Bessie!" But Miss Bullivant swung
round and glared her to silence. Babs
into her seat.

Primrose said,
<till. She was
realising  the

subsided

“ Bessie, do you want to be detained ?”

“J1 don't care!” Bessie said defiantly,
and the Fourth Form gasped.

“YVery well, then!” Miss Primrose
caid. Her I||*r- came together. * Since,
Bessie. you are incapable of lmhmmg
vourself, vou shall be treated as a
naughty child. Get into that corner.
Stand there

with vour face to the wall

?

¥

'" she blazed. ‘' Bessie!"

until T give you permission to look
round again, At once, girl!”

Bessie stared at her. Her eyes opened
wide 1 horror. For a moment she

trembled. Then her plump little hands

clenched bv her sides. She turned.
}‘-_!lt she did not walk to the <corner.
She walked right out of the class-room.

There was a buzz. Miss Primrose

turned pink.
“Bless my soul !
1--r+ girl?” she

What has come over
muttered. * Barbara,

picklv ! Bring her back!”

{'p 1-’11;4 Babs at once. -Oh, what a
silly old 1m 1-~1-m-r~ cin mp Bessie was !
Out .tn the corridor she dashed, to
find Bessie irurr;-.ijrq_r as fast as her short
legs would . carry’ her, towards the
stairs, She ernied;

6 ]i!';;ii‘ :-.

Bessie turned, ."I‘."H_I “u“-n ]HI!‘I";{‘(I On.

“Bessie!” Babs called again—and
sprinting, reachied her and elutched her

by the shoulder “Oh, Bessie, you old
chump.” she breathed. “what's the
good of doi g things like this? Bessie
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please | she ged, “Come back!
Egmma back! For my sa s
Bessie paused.

Hrm Ilﬂt iy

* Yes, Bessie, you are! Please, Bess,
you—you don't want to make me’
unhappy, do you?”

Bessie shook her head. She looked

very  worried, very harassed. But
Bessie was no proof against an al
like that—not from her own dear Babs,

Forlornly she sighed.

With Babs fugging at her arm, she
allowed herself to be led back. Miss
Primrosg fastened her gaze upon her.

*“ Bessie, what.is wrong with yout"”

Bessie blinked up defianily.

“Well, 1t—it's your fauli!”
blustered.

“Mine? Bessie, how dare——"

“H—if you hadn’t thrown me out of
my - stady it—it  wouldn’t © bave
happened !” Bessie blurted, nearer to
tears than rebellion now.

Miss Primrose bit her lip.

“And you think,” she asked, “ihat
this mmtiny will cause me to change
my opinion, Bessic? You think this
will make mo reconsider my decision ?”
Her face set a little. *“'Well, Faith?”
she added, as that girl, her doll-like
face a picture of distress, stood up.

“Oh, Miss Primrose, please—please
couldn’t you put Bessic back in her
study 1 Faith faltered. *“1I do hate to
feel—"

“Thank you, Faith. Your sentiments
are creditable, but entirely out of order.
Please sit down. Bessie, I cannot and
will not overlook this rank disobedi-
enee. Please go to your place!”

Beassio blinked.

o Buk,k Miss Primrose, won't you put
me back 77

“Putting yon back now would be one
of the Jast things I should consider,”
Miss Primrose returned, tarily. *“Now
go!”

And Bessie, with a =ob that scemed
wrung straight out of her heart, went.

she

- - - -

(¢ YGU PO not appear to be making
great progress with  that
address, Barbara !
Thus Miss Primrose.
It was after tea that same dav, and

Babs, still rather worried, feeling
strangely depressed, sat before Ler
work again. Miss Primrose had just

looked 1n.

“In faet,” Miss Primrose said, “I1
do not see how you can po-sibly expect
to get it done. If it is not comnpleted,
Barbara, - I chall be very, very
disappointed !”

She went out. Faith, who was in
the room, bit her lip. DBut Babs did
not look at her. 5119 looked at her
work, helplessly, worriedly, feeling
somebhow, no enthusiasm now for this
task upon which she had emnbarked
with such tremendous glee, She was
thinking, instead, of Bessie.

Poor, dear, broken-hearted
Bessia !

All break Babs had “spent with her.
From after afternoon lessons until tea-
tine, trying to cheer her up. But
Bessi¢ would not be comforted. For
Bessie had said good-bye now, in her
own minhd, to the. pros of ever
wetting back to Study No. 4, and laden
down with lines, gated for the next
two hali-holidays, was wildly talking of
running away,

“Babs |” Faith =aid, suddenly. “Oh,
vou look so dreadfully worried. Can
I-—1 do anything 7

**No, thanks, old thing ! Babs =aid.

Faith sighed. Babs went on with her
work; but she could not concentrate.
The picture of poor Bessie's misery-
baunted face secined (o rise between

old

her and the task upon which she was

put down her brush suddenly.
She'd have to see old Bessic; have to
cheer her up and make her comfortable.
She felt unless she had Bessie under her

- eye she could never work on happily.

She rose suddenly. Faith stared.
“Babs, old thi ”
“J—I shan’t be long,” Babs said. “If

~ Bessie comes along, ask her to stop

here, will you?”

“Yes, of course.”

Faith looked after her as the door
closed, thoughtfully smoothed her chin,
and then glanced at the uncompleted
address. A smile eame to her lips sud-
denly, a brighter hight to her eves. She
gave a hitle giggle. Then she sat down
and picked up the brush.

“Poor dear Babs!” she chuckled
softly to herself. “Won't she be sur.
prised when she finds she's not the only
artist m the study? And how,” she
murmured, “Miss Primrose will thank
me! Because, you know, Babs, with
all this worrying about that silly fat
girl, you'll never get this finished unless
somebody gives you a hand !”

She chuckled again.  Diligently she
bent to her task. Then she straight-
ened as there was a tap on the door.
The face of Bessiec Bunter peered in.

In one of Bessie’s plunp hands was
clutched a bunch of violets. Bessie had
bought those flowers with her last three-
pence—one of the new twelve-sided
picees she had by some miracle managed
to save all over the Christmas holidays
with the intention of making a collec-
tion.  She looked a little dismayed,

now, however,

“Oh dear! Isn’t Babhs in?®"

‘“*No, Bessie dear,” Faith said.
what lovely flowers!™

Bessie blinked at her.

“I—I bib-bought them for Babs,” she
said.  “I—1 thought she'd lul-like them,
vou know.” She did not feel it neces-
sary to explain that the flowers were
just a little peace-offering. “I—J—"

“Dear Bessie! What a sweet, kind
girl you are!” Faith simpered; and
Bessie turned red again, wondering once
more why she couldn’t bring herself to
hke this girl, and vet conseions semmchow
of a stiffiening of her hostility towards
her. “Barbara will love the flowers.
She’s bound to!” she said. " Leave
them with me, Bessie darling!”

Bessie blinked again. She had rather
wanted to hand those flowers to Babs in
person. Still, as Babs was not here—
She handed them over.

!Faith took them, burying her nese in
them.,

*See, I'll put them in this vase,” she
said brightly.

*You—vou won't forget to tui-tell
Babs that I sent them ?” Bessie asked.

“Oh, Bessie, as if I wonld !”

Bessie gulped. She smiled a rather
sickly smile and turned to the door.

With the flowers in her hand, Faith
looked at the fire. A glimmer of mis-
chief flashed in her blue eyes. Then,

“But

even as Bessie left the room, she tossed
the violeis on to the brightly burning
coals,

¥ —_— —— —

The Last Straw!

11 AITH, what arc you
doing

Barbara Redfern,

in tones of rathér

sharp inquiry, asked that

question as she stepped into
Study No. 4, twenty minutes later.

There were several girls in Babs’ eom-

pany—Clara Trevlyn, Janet Jordan,

Leila Carroll, and Luey Morgan. Babs

. 'THE SCHOOLOME :

had met them on her hurried tour of

the school in quest of Bessie, whe, after

delivering her flowers in this same

study, had immediately retired to seek

the eom able solace of her little

flgit:_.-n:li. ary Trcherne, in the Lower
ind. -

Most of the Fourth Formers hdd
heard the rumour which was going the
rounds now—that Barbara, contrary to
all expectations, was not making geod
progress with the address,

Most of them were anxious, for Siclla
Stone was due to arrive to-merrow
morning, and most ‘of them naturally
wanted to see with their own eyes what
Babs had been doing. Thus the
audience. .

Faith, busy at work on the address,
swung round with a beaming smile,

“Oh, hallo, Barbara! Here we are
she said, with a laugh. *I've just been
trying to help, but Pm afraid that I'm
not such an experg as you are, though.”

Babs stared. _

“You mean you've been getting on
with the address{”

“Well, Babs, you don’t mind, do
you?"” Faith asked distressfully. “I
only wanted te help, you know., I've

done seven lines,”

Babs blinked at it. The others
crowding round, stared, too. Certainly
the lettering was Not quite as
Babs would have dene 1it, but not
noticeably different from her own,

For a moment she paused, feeling the .
red prickling under her skin, trying to
tell herself that she was being beastl
and uncharitable not to accept this “'eli
meant. offer of help m the same spirit
which had provoked it, and yet, some-
how, feeling rather disappointed. She
had so wanted the address to be all her
own work, Mentally she had been
planning to finish it off during the night.

“Well, I think it's iolly good, look
sou,” Lucy Morgan said. *“Yes
rather !

“Topping, Faith! Blessed if I ean
iell the difference between yours and
Babs’,” Clara said. “And it's jolly
sweet of yvou to come to the resene!
Think you'll be able to finish it now,
Babs 1”

“Y-yes,” Babs said, and tried to smile
at Faith. “Tthuth-thanks!" she said.

“Oh, not at all!” Faith simpered.
“It's so lovely to feel that I can help!
I'm glad I've had an opportunity of
doing something. I do so love the old
Fourth,” she added scutimentaliv.
“And, of course, we're all in this to-
gether, aren’t we? Anvway, there it

1s! And, my goodness, there’s the bell
for prep ringing! Did you see Bessie,
Babs 77

“No,” Babs said, and felt annoyed at
herself because she sensed she said it
rather shortly. “Has she been mn*”

“Oh, no!” Faith said.

But for a moment she glanced towards
the fireplace where the precious violets,
hought with Bessie’s last threepence,
had long ago perished in the flames.

Babs sighed a hitle. She wondered
why she was feeling rattled all at cunee.
Rather worried and strange the looks
her ¢hums cast at her as she carefully
put away the address, got out pen and
ik, and commenced prep. alf-way
through 1t there came a tap on the doovr.
Bessie blinked in hopefully. Her eyrs
travelled at once to the vase on the
window-sill, and then she blinked.

“Oh, hallo, Babs!” she said. *Dud-
did you like them "

Babs looked up.

*“Like what, old Bessickin: 7"

“Well, you know.”

“But I don’t!"”

Bessie stared at her, She looked at
the empty vase again, and then a lock




EVERY SATCrRDAY ~

i
.J

i

ADMIRINGLY Clara & Co. looked at the work Faith had done. And yet Babs felt vaguely irritated and

nly trying to help, yet Babs had particularly wanted to
And surely Faith might have first asked her permuission ?

annoyed.

of deep disappointment overspread her

face. For a moment her hps gquivered.

Without another word she went out.

“So she—she dud-didn’t want them!”

the muttered.

Forlornly she drifted along to Study
No. 1. She pushed the door open.
I.ydia and Freda, busy on prep, scowled
as she came 1n.

“Oh, clear off I” Lydia said irritably.
Bessie eyed her and went out, In the
corridor she met Connie Jackson.

“Here, you, why aren’t you doing
your prep?” the prefect said,

Bessie glared and passed on.

She went to the library—a strange and
unusua! place for Elizabeth Gertrude
Bunter to be found. There, taking out
a book, she eried quietly as she held it
upside down on a pretence of reading it,

Supper-bell sounded, but Bessie did
rot move. Call-over came after it, and
with a sigh she heaved herself out of the
chair and trotted down to Big Hall
Miss Charmant eyed per sharply as she
camao in.

“Pessie, did you do your prepara-

t:H.'I.':“

“No,” Bessie said, without caring.
Miss Charmant bit her lip.
“PBessie, vou know that

another report.”

Bessie shrugged. She didn't care. She
felt Babs looking at her, and turned her
head. If she had been hurt and
mutinous before, she wa¢ trebly hurt
and trebly mutinous now, 'That Babs
should have refused her offer of flowers !

Call-over came to an end. Bessie
waddled off and tramped upstairs. In
the dormitory she undressed in woeful
gilence. In the night Babs awakened to
hear the sound of a stifled sob from her
bed.

Early next morning—long before
rising-bell, in fact—Babs, feeling more
harassed than ever, rose with the in-
tention of completing the address.

Instinctively she looked towards
Dessie's bed, and theq alarmedly she
juaped. It was empty! Bessic was
no longer thers.

“ Bessie !” Babs choked.
g B -

will mean

For even though Faith said she was only
finish that job herself.

« o0

She rushed across to i1t and felr the
tumbled sheets, Cold!

Gone mm a moment all thought of
everything save old Bessie! Oh, good-
ness, what had the old duffer done now?
Hurriedly she dressed, with her heart
throbbing alarm dashed down to
Study No. 4, half expecting to see the
familiar old form there, But there
was no Bessie,

What had happened to her? What—-

And then she saw the noie propped
up by the vase on the table. She read
it with staring eyes.

“Dear Babs,—I just can't stand it any
longer. It was bad enough to be turned
out of the study, but now you have
turned against me as well, I have
desided to leave Chff Housze for ever.
Oh Babs why didn’t you say you liked
my flowers? I know I've been a cat
but I thought vou'd understand when
I sent vou the Howers,

“Your heartbroken ex-friend,

“ EvizapetH GERTRUDE BUNTER.”

gripping at Babs
throat as she read that., Something
secemed to be thrown into her eves,
causing the stinging {ears to start.
The pari referring to Howers was, of
course, a mystery to Babs, but fthe
blatant fact jumped out and hit her like
a blow.

Poor Bessie, fed-up, heartbroken, feel-
ing the whole school was against her,
and feeling for some reason that Babs
had added herself to the list of hLer
encmies, had run away

Just for an instant Babs looked at
the uncompleted address. Her heart
knew a qualm. Two hours and she
could finish that—but first and foremost
she must get Bessie back.

No longer did Babs hesitate. Stop-
ping only to grab her hat and coat
from the cloak-recom she hurried out of
the school by the servants’ exit.

Half an hour’s walk brought her to
Friardale Station. Into the waiting-
she went,

No sign_of Bessie. She was almost in

Something  was

da Richards

il

despair when another wavfarer
tered the waiting-room—a short
who beamed at Babs cheerfully.
It was Farmer Lane, who owned

en-
man

property adjoining Chff House. He
grinned.
“Miss Redfern, eh?” he saidl. “ You

girls seem to be early astir this morn-
mg. I've just left a friend of yours—
Miss Bunter.”

Babs leapt to her feet.

“Where—where did you leave her?”

“Oh, at Kenmarsh, I picked her up
on the road this morning and gave her
a hift, DBut—Miss Redfern!” he called,
in amazement.

For Babs, all fluttering and sickening
anxiety at once, had shot out of the
OO0

Renmarsh! Oh, my goodness!

Out of the station she flew—just in
tuime at the Market Cross, to catch
the bus for Kenmarsh. Half an hour
later was climbing out in that
little village, and almost immediately
she saw, gazing hungrily in the window
of the little cafe opposite the bus stop,
a forlorn fat form.

She stepped over to her, touched her
on the shoulder.

* Bessie !” she whispered,

Bessie Bunter gave a gasp.

‘“Babs—you!”

“ Bessie, vou - silly old chump !
Babs was almost erving in relief, “Ob,
great goodness, what a dance you've
led me! Where are you going?”

“To—to London, vou know."

“ Bessie !” Babs despairingly shook
her head. “Bessie, please,” she said,
and tucking the fat one’s arm in hers,
led the wayv into the cafe. “Come in
here. Let's have some hot coffee and
rolls or something. Now, how were you
going to get to London?”

“Well, I could walk, couldn’t 1"
Bessic asked. “And—and - 1 might
have got a lift or two, you know. Oh,
crumbs!” she added, as coffee and hot
cggs and bacon arrived. “I sus-say,
dud-do we really ecat?  But, Babs, what
are you doing here? I thuth-thought

(Concluded on page 16).
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ALLO, GIRLS !'—With the taking
down of decorations, Christinas is

really over, isn't it ?

You did know, didn't yon, that deeora-
tions should be removed—with eeremony,
if you like—on Twelfth Night, that 1s,
twelve nights after Christmas night.

It’s always a sad business parting with
the Christmas-tree, I know—and we in
gur family simply can’t bear to burn it, as
superstitions people say it should be.

So each year we plant it in the garden.
It loocks very lively at the moment, but
I'm sure it wen't live, for all that.

You might wonder why Christinas trees
so geldom live. It isn't anything to do
with our climate, you know—and goodness
knows it should have been cold enough
for polar bears to thrive in England this
year!

But father—who likes to think he knows
a lot about gardening—=says it is because
the roots of bought Christmas trees are
generally scalded, so that they fit into the
small pots more eagily, No wonder, then,
the poor things soon dio off.

All evergreens, so the saine superstitious
people say, should be burned, not thrown
on to the garden rubbish heap or into the
dustbin.

As a matter of fact, our family does do
this—burn them, that 12. Not beecause
we're superstitious by any means—{or
nct one of us i8!—but. beeause mother
believes in burning as much as possikle
vather than filling the dustbin to over-
flowing.

So all our nice decorations have gone—
and the house looks almost lonely without
them.

@ A Useful Stocking

It was I—yonr Patricia—who put away
all the bubbles from tho Christinas tree, in
readiness. for next vear. A few were
broken during the process, but on the
whole we didn’t do much damage.

It’s simply no use trying to keep tinsel,
I've discovered. You might just as well
wrap it round a doll—or round a favoured
teddy bear—and let it get lost that way.
For it tarmishes wvery queckly, however
carefully. you wrap it up.

To keep bubbles bright and sparkling
you should wrap each separately m Black
tissue paper. 1'm afraid we hadn't any,
though it’s quite cheap to buy—but vou

know how low funds are after Christmas. .

Instead, I wrapped them in ordinary tissuo
paper and then, to keep the light from
them, tucked. cach bauble int3 a black
stocking.

You’ll probably wonder where I got the
hlaek stocking from, if you're feeling very
inguisitive.

ell, as a matter of foet, it was the last
pafr I hasdl when at school. Mother had
tucked them awvav—as methers will—
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Your friend PATRICIA always has news and views of

interest to schoolgirls to chatter about. Her writing is

gay ; it can be serious, too—but it is always enjoyable,
as her many admirers know.

for some vague, indefinits use, which has
never arisen until now.

So now we can all sit back and wait
until the next holiday—Easter. It's not
until April this year, so I'm afraid this s
woing to make it a very long school term
for you. But then, I'm sure you like
school—now don't you 1?

@ Serious Fun

Talking about school, bow T wish T had
attended that school in London Fields
where the pupils learn the rules of the road
80 excitingly !

Their headmaster, in encouraging them
to learn road-safety, has arranged the
most thrilling lessons in which the pupils
take the part of motonisis.

Much nicer than learning Beyle's Law
or the Effect on Europe of the Forty
Years War !

@ Ribbons So Gay

What lovely things you can do with
ribbens these days—and so cheaply., 1f
you've a simple frock
that looks just a little
bit too plain for your
mood, ritbhbon will eheer
it up wonderfully.

A pretty bow at the
neck and a new sash-
helt to mateh, will do
it 1n a twinkling,

There's no need to
have a buckle for the
belt. Just  bring the
ends of the belt-ribbon
round to your {front, and
tie in a bow. 'This bow,
you see, matches tho
one at your neock.

There—why shouldn’t
yvour clothes be cheerful
in winter ?

>

® Minkie the Kitten

Our voung kitten, Minkie, is growing
mto a perfect little rascal. We all love
him, as you ean i ine—aid particularly
my young brother, Heath. (I gave him
the kitten for a Christmas present, you
remember )

By tying a piece of string to a rolled up
ball of paper, and tying the string to the
handle of the sitting-room door, we made
a toy for Minkie,

Minkie loved this, and very wisely kept
his eye on it—just in case anyone should
try to steal it !

But, alas, it wasn't popular with mother.
For Minkie would ehew up the paper.
Then, finding it didn’t taste of salmon, or
hake, or some other costly fish, he would
just spit it out—all over mother's precious
carpet !

So it had to be removed.

-Now young Heath and 1 have given
him a new toy. We made a little rag
ball instead of the paper one. But our

brainwave was to fasten this to the door
handle with elastie, instead of string.

Minkie has a perfectly lovely time now,
grabbing this ball, and pulling at it. You
should just seo his face, as it springs back.
The * i‘mnter " in him is aroused then
with a vengeance—and he takes a fierco
leap at the ball that would do ecredit to a
king of the jungle,

@ Heath to the Rescue -

My mother had a very sweet candlostick
given her among her Christmas presonts.
1 know this doesn’t sound a very glamorous
gift at first mention, but actually it was.

For you see it was made of the most
delicate blue and amber glass—Venetian
glass it is called. The curious thing about
this kind of glass i3 the shock it gives you
as you lift it, it’s so light you ahmost
(almost !) fall backwards.

No, naturally, mother had to rush out
and buy o very special ornamental eandle
for this candle-stick. She returncd with
a perfect beauty in an amber shade that
suited the ecandle-stick beautifully., (It's
not going to be lighted, you see, but is just
jor ornament.)

Then to mother’s sorrow, the candle
would wobble and wouldn't stand up
straight in the stick, We tried wrapping
paper around the end and all sorts of silly
tricks that weren’t a bit successful—tho
paper looked perfectly awful, incidentalily.

“If only we had something =oft that
would grip the eandle,” mother sighed.

I know,” said daughter, vour
Patricin, ** Heath—where's Heath ? "

Sinall brother camo trotting along, small
kitten following hopefully.

(You know, I havo an idea that our
kitten isn't very sure of his name yet.
I believe he thinks it's * Heath,” for I
notice he always a.ml)cars when his young
master is in demand !)

“Heath, bring mummy your plasticine,”
I commanded, as older sisters may in
moments of family crisia.

Ot Heath trotted (also kitten, T need
hawily add) and came back with hox ol
coloured plasticine in his hands and
kitten at his feet.

He was quite honoured, I think, when
T asked him if T might have a tiny piece
of the yellow stick of plasticine,

“*Course,” he said. “ I don’t ’spec’
Father Christmas’ll mind me giving away
just a bit of his present, specially if it’s for
mummy.”’

Anyhow, the rest of the story is that we
warmed this pieco of yellow plasticine.
smoothed it inside the candle-stick, and
now the ecandle is held in the most stately,
upright position. Not a wobble—and
the plasticine doesn’t even show.

- Your friend,
PATRICTA,

P.S.—1I expect your chumas have all told
you that a peifectly sweet necklace is being
given away with our companion paper, the
“Qirle’ Crystal,” which is now on sal>.
If you're anzious to have this paper, youw'd
betteim buy it quickly, for every other school-
givl has the same wdea, too )
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WINTER HAS ITS
PROBLEMS, TOO—

But Patricia has some very helpful ideas about
solving them for schoolgirls.

OW e all love the bright and bracing
ontdoor days of winter !

There's no need for me to tell
on how good for you—and yvour good
ooks—these days spent in the open are,
but they do bring their own problems.

Dried and rough skin on the face is
one of the echoolgirls biggest winter
problems, The keen east and north
winds simply dry up all the natural oils
amul leave the skin flaky and * tight ™
foeling.

WINTRY SKIN ;

Obviously, the mnatural oils must be
replaced—then the skm will be petal soft
and smooth again.

But how, you ask me ?

Well, for schoolgirls, T do recommend
that you buy a pot or tin of good quality
cold-cream. (Sixpence buys a verv
execllent make.) A dab of this applied
to the skin either at night, alter =ome time
annt. in the open, or smoothed into the
skin just before you go out, will improve
the texture of your skin wonderfully.

And you mustn’t regard this in any way
as a ** beauty treatment,” yon know. For
thers is nothing magic about cold-eream—
it doesn’t pretend to do move than nourish
and cleanse the skin.

FOOR HANDS AND FEET

After dried-up skin, perhaps the next
most. common problem eoncerns the hands
e feet.

“Chaps” are quite common this
woather-—and are entirely due to the cold,
cspecially when you don’t dry your
hands carefully after washing.

'The obvious cure is to keep your hands
a3 warm 28 possible, but I know this isn’t
always ecasy—especially in class, when
windows are open, and there’s often a
most killing wind shrieking v and making
straight for yon !

If your eirculation is brisk and good,
vou'll keep warm, and the way to ensure
this is to give yourself plenty of exercise.

As soon as you Zet to school, have either
a good game of " He ™ or play skipping,

. suitable for school wear.
will sell you these for one shilling a pair.)

to warm you up for the morning sessions.
Do the same at ** break,” and again before
afternoon classes.

If your hands are still frosty, T think
you should mention this to mother. She
might decide youn need a * tomniec.” A
tonie, you see, tones up the bleod, which
improves the ecirculation—and so keeps
you warm. Very simple!

THOSE HORRID CHILBLAINS

Chilblains are every schoolgirl’s terror.
Oh, how 1 know ! 1 used to have absolute
monsters. Just to cheer you, though, I
can assure you that these ave generally
* grown out of "—though that may be a
vear or two for you yet. (Still, it’s nice
to know !)

The circulation-enliveners above will
help econsiderably to keep chilblains at
bay.  But if you're still a coldy mortal,
you must take even more precautions.

Be sure to wear your gloves every time
vou pop your hands out of doors—woolly
gloves for preference.

You'll be wearing wool stockings, of
course, but even over these you ean wear
little ** feeties.” These are tiny foot socks,
that don’t show over the tops of your
shoes as over-sox do—and so are very
(Any good shop

A ir of wool panties under your
scheol bloomers are also a great aid to
keeping your very cold people warm—and
so will help to prevent the chilblains.

But if a chilblain should arrive, I want
you to paint it with iodine at the very first
*“ tickle.” This will save that agonising
irritation and prevent the misery of their
becoming ** broken.”

CRACKLY HAIR

My next cold-weather problem is dry,
brittle hair.

Do vou find yours stand out like a hedge-
hog’s quills on wintry days—especially
when there's frost in the air ? And does
it splutter and erackle as you brush it ?

This is & very common grouse about
wintor—so you won't be an exeeption.
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A Cosy Scarr FOR CHILLY DAYs

—and a bag to maich. Both can be
knitted in no time and youdon't have
to be a knitting expert, either!

RR*' So what about meking your-
solf this choery, and very ecosy
scarfl to tuck inside vour school

coat? You could complete it on one
evening, for it is the fashionable short
length, which doesn’t require much wool.

To begin, cast on three stitches only.

For the second row, knit plain, and
MAKE two stitches at the beginning and
end of the row.

Knit eight rows in exactly the same way,
making two stitches at the beginming and
end of each row.

After that, you knit plain for twenty-
eight inches.

Then you start to decrease to make the
point at the other end of the searf. Knit
two stitches together at the beginning and
end of each row. Do this for eight rows,
when should have three stitches left (if
you haven't dropped any on the way )

Fasten off, then the scarfl is complete,

Again, it means that the natural oil
i the hair has been dried up—so again
vou must restore it, for your hair lives and
thrives on ita oils.. But not with cold-

cream this time—that's too costly. A
twopenny tin of “Vaseline™ is actually
better for your hair; it is greasier and
also encourages it to grow. (That's one
of the reasons why you shouldn’t use it
on your face much, you see,)

Any morning that you wake with vour
hair feeling very dry, rub egome vaseline
into the scalp, then brush the hair well.
It will look and feel much lovelier alter
that—and incidentally, will keep much
neater.

ROSY NOSES

Does your pert schoolgirl nose some-
times look as if Jack ¥rost himscll' has
cast his iey spell on it t

Cheer up, if it does, for a decidedly
pink nose 18 quite a common winte
complaint. But that doesn’t alter the
fact that it's not lovely to look at,

One of the causes ol vosy nose is in-
digesticn. Wretched word, that, for
the cure for indigestion rests in the righi
choice of food, which always sounds so
uninteresting.

But if you avoid drinking very strong
tea—keep it weak with either milk or
hot water—you'll notice an improvement .
Go gently on fried foods, too ; delicious
as these are, they do tend to cause the
pink tinge to the nose.

When you wash yvour face, give vowm
nose a special dab with cold water alter.
wards. Avoid washing it in very hot
water, at any time ; it should pever b
more than warm.

With this care, you will go through the
winter days that are still to come, looking
a picture of glowing health— and loveliness,
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BAG TO MATCH

After doing that so successfully, 1'm
sure vou'll want to make the bag to match.

Cast on forty-nine stitches and knit
in plam kmtting for Ifourteen inches.
Then ecast off,

Fold the knitting over to make an
envelope shape, and stitch up the two
sides to make the bag. Cover a curtain
ring with buttonhole stitch in the same
colour wool and stitch this to the top
of the bag.

Trim all round the bag and all round.
the scarf with blanket stitch-—and you'll
be surprised and delighted at the results,

NOTE—To MAKE a stitch you wind
your wool twice round the needle before
pulling it through. To make two stitches
you wind it round three times instead of
the usual once and knit them as stitches,

-~
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16 “The New Girl Was So Charming!”

(Concluded from page 13.)

you were going to make the presen-
tation to Stella?”

Babs bit her lip. She, too, was
thinking of' that now. Had Stella
arrived yet? .

“] came to look for wou, Bessie,
1 want to know whi you ran away—
and what you mean by doing it. Why
should you think I turned against you,
old goose?”’ : :

“Well,” Bessie stuttered, *when you
never even thanked me for the fuf-
flowers, you know——" -

“But what flowers, Bessie? I never
saw any flowers!”

Bessie eved her in wonderment. Then
she explained. Babs looked at her
sharply. _

“You say you gave them {o Faith?
But I asked Faith if you had been in,
and she said no.” :

Bessie’s eyes opened wide.

“Then—then she didn't tell you?”
she asked. “But, Babs, I did go in. -1
—1 gave her the flowers, and she saud
she'd hand them over to you as sus-
soon as ever she saw youw.”

Babs eyed her chum queerly. For
he first time she caught herself wonder-
ing a little.  Impossible, gazing at
Bessie then, to believe she had made a
mistake and yet—

Perhaps, just for a moment, she ex-
perienced her first stab of doubt against
Faith. Why had Faith lied to her?
And what had happened to Dessies
flowers ?

She thought of her address—of Stella,
Impossible now to finish the address,
of course—but not impossible to mect
Stella and perform the presentation
ceremony. She said briskly to Bessie,

“ Bessie, look here, you're coming
back with me—at once!”

Bessie gulpingly nodded, Reunited with
her beloved Babs again, she had no
further thought of running away.

. Meekly she rose; out of the shop they
hurried. Ten fretful minutes Babs
waited for a bus, wondering with 1n-
creasing dismay what was happening
at Cliff House.

At Courtficld, where they changed,
there was another exasperating wait,
Tt was ecleven o'clock by the time they
reached the school.

Ancd Babs' arm sank as, with Bessie’s
plump arm tucked in hers, she hurried
through the gates. Just in tume to see
a crowd leaving the Cloisters; a happy,
lovely-faced girl with her arm entwined
in Stella Stone's, and a great cheering
thron gof girls surrounding them. Miss
Primrose was there, too. .

Bitter, bitter the disappoinfment
which suddenly welled up within Babs,
as she hurried up.

“ Miss Primrose——"" she panted.

Miss Primrose turned, Her expres-
sion altered. '

“So0, Barbara, you have
deigned to return! I under-
stood,” she added icily, “that
vou were interested in this
presentation to Stella.  Ap-
parently I was raistaken, as you
so rudely rushed off, leaving

another girl to finish your
task !”
“ Another girl?” Babs stut-
tered. I
“Your cousin, TFaith Ash-?

ton ! Miss Primrose announced
coldly, and passed on. “Come,
Stella !
But Babs stood still. DBessie
bit her hLip. L
“0Oh, Bib-Babs, 'm awiully ——

sorry. Oh dear! If it hadn’t
been for me——"
And then as Faiih Asliton

came up, she stopped.

“Oh, Barbara, Pm =0 dreadfully
glad to see you,” Faith said. “We've
all been wondering where you went to.
And, Barbara, Miss Primrose asked me
to finish the address, and—well, as you
weren't here, I couldn’t refuse, could
[? Andso I did, Babs. Asd then Miss
Primrose said, as I've done it so well,
[ should present it.”

Babs eyed her. For a moment she
did not reply. She was trying to crush
the bitterness in her heart, t{rving af
the same time to erush down the sus-
picion she felt rising in her. Very
straightly she eved her cousin from
Canada. Then:

“Well, I'm glad,” Babs said quietly.
“You do want to do things for the
IForm, don’t you, Faith?” _

“Oh, Barbara, how sweet of you io
take 1t like that!”

“ And now vou've done them you feel
vou've found vour feet, so to speak—
that vou've settled down?”

* Barbara, you know I do.”

“Then in that case,” Babs decided,
“the testing-time is rather over, isn't 1t?
I mean to sayv, now vou've settled down,
perhaps you wouldn’t mind going-and
telling Miss Primrose so.”

IFaith’'s big eyes opened in a
stare.

** But, Barbara, why ?”

“ Because,” Babs said, and loocked at
Miss Charmant, “I'd like Bessie Bunter
to come back to our study. Obviously,
now yvou're able to stand on your own
feet, you can get on all right m another
etudy. Bessie can’t! Bessie has been
broken-hearted from the moment she
left the study. I just can’t see her
going on breaking her heart. [Faith,
this 1s your chance to do the really
sporting thing.”

Faith paused.

Out of the trinmph of which she had
heen robbed, Babs, it seemed, had
wrested another triumph.,  But there
was nothing for her to do if she was to
remain the kind, loving, adorable FFaith
all these girls knew, but graciously to
accede to that request. She said, with
a smile, that to Babs seemed forced :

“Why, ves, of course, Babs dear. How
lovely of vou to think of it! We'll
go and see Miss Primrosze now, shall we,
Miss Charmant? DPoor, dear Dessie!
I do hope Miss Primrose won't refuse
this time!”

And off she went with Miss Charmant,
while Bessie blinked at Babs, and Babs
smiled as she clasped her fat wrist.

But as Faith went her blue eyes were
no longer shining. And to herself she
was saving, bitterly, vengefully:

“Hang Bessie Bunter! And hang
clever cousin Babs, too! It suited my
ans to be in that study!”

But the charming smile was back on
her lips and the glow in her eyes when,

i
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with Miss Charmant, she stood before
the headmistress’ desk.

Stella Stone was there, too, and as
the ex-captain listened to the really
moving plea Faith put forward, she
smiled.

“Miss Primrose, will you grant the
favour?” she quickly asked. “You
see, I do know so much about Babs and
Bessie. I do realise what they both
mean to each other—and especially
Barbara to Bessie, and I'm sure, Miss
Primrose, you'll have no causze to worry
about Bessie once she falls dircctly
under Barbara’s influence again.”

Miss Primrose paused. It was very
difficult to refuse Stella that wish. 1%
was still more difficult to renounce the
plea which false Faith had made.

She smiled.

“Very well,” she said, ““you may tedl
Bessie, I"aith, that she may return to
Study No. 4. Meantime, of course, you
will move to Study No. 1.V

Babs, Mabs, and Bessie were in Study
No. 4 when Faith, pretending to be
overwhelmingly joyful, camie 1n  with
that good news.

Babs smiled. Bessie, looking as if she
had just been told someone had left her
a_ fortune, just stared for a moment and
then dropped into the armchair,

But Babs laughed.

“And so,” she said joyvfully, “ihat’s
ithat. Oh, Faith, what a ripping sport
you are! You don’t really mind?¥”’

“As long,” Faith said softly, *as it
makes dear Bessie happy ! Mabs, will
yvou help me along with my things?”

But the smile as she said it was rather
strained, and there was no glow in her
eves. Babs noticed that, and again fel§
a tremor of wonder, a little spasm of
doubt.

She threw a glance at Bessie, ler
plump face now flushed with happiness,
She dimly wondered why, in herself, this
parting with her cousin from Canada
called up no feeling of regret. As Mabs
and FFaith went out she bent towards
Bessie,

“Happy now, old Bess?”
tenderly.

For answer Bessie caugnt her arm.
She could not, and did not, speak 1in
that moment, but the starriness of her
tear-dimmed eyes gave Babs a very
complete answer.

And Babs siniled; gently, tenderly.

“ And—and Bessie, do you still dislike
Faith?” she asked. .

Bessie looked up appealingly.

“ Bessie, do you?”

“(Oh, Bib-Babs, why ask me?” she
replied. “You know I—I can’t tell a
lie to vou. Oh dear, T want to like her,
vouu know! I—=I'd love to like hew.
She—she’s been a sport to—to do what
she has dore, and—and I'm just a cat!
But even in spite of all that——"

Babs eved her oddly.

“You still feel &

“1 st-still feel that—that 1
can’t tiust her,” DBessio con-

fessed,

And Babs, shaking
head, looked worried. Why
couldn’t she be angry with
Bessie for making a remark
_ like that? Why didn't she
e -3 even feel offended or resent-
ful ?

Was it possible,
that the instinet
duffer Bessie made
farther than the rest

Ferm? pe

ehe asked

}

hep

for onece,
of dear,
her  seo

of tho

EXD OF THI®R WEEK' 8§ STORY.

{Sce page 24 for full particulars
of next week's wonderful Faith
Ashton story.)
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The most exciting time of the Morcove chums’

YCHOOLGIRLS

FOR NEW READERS.

NETTY BARTON and her Morcove chums,
POLLY LINTON,

NAOMER NAKARA,

PAM WIL LIIUhHHY

JUDY CARDEW. to mention only a few,
join forees with

JACK LINTON & Ce., of Grangemoor, to
form a concert party which visiting
wealthy Soeiety  homes, during the
Christmas holidays, is raising a fund on
bebalf of a children's home. They have a
chaperon,

MISS LESTER, an outwardly charming lady,
but whom they suspect of being a traitor.
Visiting a country cstate Miss Lester
tries to ruin the show by stealing the
dress baskets. Betty laugh<, The bas-
kets are full of paper!

(Now read on.)

The Case Against Her!

ETTY sat alone in the lLibrary of
B the Willoughby town house, 1n
Mayfair, “going imto figures.”

It was less than an hour since

she, along with the rest of the Morcove

Concert Party, had got back to London

from snowbound Hacklow I’ark,

one of the biggest triumphs of the con-
vert party’s career.

No sooncr had DBetty's chums got
indoors than they had been off out again.
There was really nothing to keep them
about the place, and it would not have
been them to waste a single hour of the
January * hols.” -

But Betty, as “business manageress,”
was now having the happy task of secing
how the * lloliday Home Fund ™ stood
as a result of Hacklow Park’s handsome
l._'wlh't'lifrll.

Suddenly the ielephone rang at Betty's
clhow—tir-ring-ring !

“Hallo?” she mquired, never expect-
ing the call to be for her. DBut it was.
A commencing, *“That you,
caused her face to brighten considerably.

“Oh, ves, Lady Kitiy! Yes, all O.K,,
thanks—splendid journey! Pardon?
Can we all do—what?”

A startled, delighted smile was Betiy's
as she paid eager heed to the thrilling
imvitation coming over the line.

“Right, I'll tell them! They'll just
love it! Terribly sweet of youn, Lady
Kotty. We shan’t know low to thank
yon enough! ’'Bye, then, for now !*

Putting down the tolvphﬂnn Beity
jumped up from her chair io take a fow
jaunty steps about the fine room.

She felt hke elapping her hands in
wild delight.

{lfl oE

Betty?"
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Then, at sound of a certain voice out
in the hall, she looked very grave.

It was Miss Lester speaking to the
manservant, who had just opened the
front door to her “Now for a row!”
Betty was thinking. For she and the
trickster, when next they faced each
other, would be doing so for the first
time since the return to town.

“But 1 don't care !” shrugged Beity,
“There’s our side of the story to be told
vet., And if she’s been slanging us to
Pam’s mother, then I guess we've got a
good answer to everything—even though
we mayn't have got direct proofs, worse

luck 1™

For a few moments, after siiting down

again at the table, the schoolgirl
manageress of the M.C.P. chewed a

pen-top and frowned. Then, fighting off
the dizagrecable ceffect of Miss Lester’s
connection with the party, she got her
voung head to those figures again.

With the net slowly

closing round her, the

Morcove Concert Party’s

treacherous chaperon

makes a last desperate

attempt to ruin their
efforts.

But a fresh interrupiion soon
oceurred. Now 1f was the pleasant voice
of Mrs. Willoughby that came to Betty
from the hall, and she had no sooner
clacked down her pen and jumped up

again than that lady was =auntering
into the hbrary.,

*So there you are, Betty! And the
“others?” .

“QOh, just gone out again for a bit!

Mrs. Willoughby, how much would voul

“guess we took at our show last night?

Nine pounds eight!” Betty sparkled.
*““Not so bad, considering ?”

“1I should think not, indeed !” Pam’s
mether nodded and smiled, laying aside
her sables.  “ Even allowing for Lady
Kitty and the rest giving preity liber-
ally, the ﬁerv&.nts must have been very
generous,’

“Tho staff gave splendidly !”

“Nearly ten pounds—it all helps,
Betty ! But now, tell me, what 1s this
bad feeling that has come about between
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when they become—

vou and Miss Lester? There is some-
thing that needs explaining.”

“There’s a great deal that nceds
explaining ! was Betty’s spirited reply
to Mrs, Willoughby's graver remark.

“May I ask exactly what she has been
saying about ws? Of course, she told
you that we refused to come bhack yester-
day, as she practically ordered us to

do?#”

“Yes, Betty. And 1 * really
shocked when Miss Lestor turned
here Lml:,r yesterday evening all
hc -self

“But with some of the dress-
that hold our stage dresses,” Betty
langhed. “ Although, all that was in the
baskets was a lot of waste stuff; the
frocks and things were still at Hacklow
Ps uk =

“That was a irick you played upon

was
up
by

baskels

hm Betty 1’
“Well, she has played enough tricks
upon us !”

“What?”? And now Pam's mother
stared as if she feared that Betty had
taken leave of her senses, ‘ Betty, what
on earth do you mean?”

“Just thid, Mrs. Willoughhy; ever

since my chums &nd I got going with the
concert party stunt, one queer thing
after another has been happening. The
others will bear out what I say,” Beltly
rushed on.  “It has just been as if
someone were wanting to spoil our
chances, and, although we cannot prove
it, we are quite certain that it is Miss
Lester’s duing.”

“ Betty dear, this is—ineredible !
she heard you saying it——"

* She is indoors now, Mrs. Willonghby.

1f

Will you get her to come here?” Betty
hnlqily suggested. %
‘No.” And, very calmly, Mrs. Wil-

loughby sat down. “Tell me from the
very beginning, Betty,” she urged.

And after thm for ten munutes on
cnd, Betty's was the only voice speak-
ing in this room.

Without even
word, Mrs,

a single interrupting
Willoughby listened to the
whole amazing story. Trick after trick
plaved upon the concert party, for no
other reason than that of trying to frus-
trate its laudable purpose ! And, 1if this
cruel series of underhand blows had not
been dealt by Miss Lesler, for some
sceret reason of her own, Huu who else
could the enlprit bo?

That was the question with
Betty ended her careful recital,
ing the very swiftest answer.

“There can have been no one else,
Betty ! Amazing though it all 15, 1t
must be Miss Lester, Her offer to act as

By
MARJORIE STANTON
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emporary chdperon was really inade for
~ the sole purpose ‘of being in a position
to ruin the show! She has not wanted
you all to get in the money for the
Holiday Home scheme. That is what if
aimounts to.”

t “But. why—why on earth _shouldn’t
she?” Betty puzzled aloud. “I just
‘can’t think of a reason.”

“And I'm sure I'm completely
\baffled,” said Mrs, Willoughby, rising
to her feet. “Perhaps she stands to
gain in some mysterious way if the
house is not bought, after all.”

" Betty gave a slight phewing sound
with her lips.

' “The money has to be found by a
certain date, hasn’t it ?” she exclaimed.
“A fortnight from now——"

“ And unless the fund iz big enough
by then, the chance to buy 1s gone,”
Mrs. Willoughby nodded. * But if you
girls and boys go on like you have been
going—"

“Yes, Mrs. Willoughby. But—but is
Miss Lester to be left to go on the way
'she has been going ? If so, think what
may happen at any moment !”

“Oh, I quite realise that, and the
obvious thing to do is—a thing that just
can’t be done, Betty. We dare take no
active steps vet. WMiss Lester enjoys a
good social position, otherwise her offer
to chaperon you all would never have

been entertained. You have hesitated,

to tell me things about her because you
lacked proof. For the very same reason,
1 must go slow, or she will be bringing
an action for defamation. But she
won’t get another chance of harming
you, even though she may have to stay
on with yvou all.,” .

And Mrs. Willoughby, as she said
that, smiled calmly, She took up her
furs and sauntered away to the door, as
if the whole thing could well be left af
that.

“About this evening, DBelty,” she
paused to inguire—"no engagement, 4

think 77

‘“* No,
Lady Kitty is up in town, and she
phoned through just mow, wauting to
take me and my chums to * Merry-Go-
Round ’ at the Monopol Theatre. I =aid
“ Yes,” and thanked her awfully, feeling
sure you wouldn’t mind.”

“How mice of Lady Kitiy ! nodded
Pam’s mother. “I’ve been, and it's a
show you'll all love.” _

One thing more Mrs. Willoughby
said before opening the door to pass
out:

“ And Miss Lester, Betty, will not go
with vou !”

'~ Then “Manageress ” Betty was alone
again, and the inspiring effect of her
talk with Pam’s mother was evident.
She pranced back to her little account-
book on the table. sparkling her eyes at

the latest figures entered
{1 A FORTNIGHT to go, and over two

hundred pounds still to get!”
Betty mused, a few minutes later, " But
we shall do it! Oh, now that Pam’s
mother is in the know about Miss
Lester, we shall manage fine !”

A Schemer on the Phone!

UT from their several taxis
jumped Betty and- all her ehums
on {o the thronged pavement in
front of the Monopol Theatre at

at quarter to c¢ight that evening.
“MERRY-GO-ROUND !”

The catchy title of London’s latest hit
was done in white electric lamps high
up on the front of the great building.

But—oh, I must tell you!

It Agured in another illuminated sign

at the broad-stepped entrance to the best
part of the house, where the chums now
flocked into the grand foyer.

Big party though they were, they
seemed to be lost amidst the gently
moving crush of well-dressed folk.

“Now my job begins!” Lady Kitty
jested, appearing among them all.
“*¢ Official ehaperon’!”

“ Oh Ha, ha, ha !”

“We like you a jolly sight better zan
Meess Lester, any old how !” shrilled
Naomer.

“Well, it's a big change for us—a
grand treat,” Polly chuckled, *to be
going to a show instead of giving one !”

“A treat you've earned!” sparkled
Tady Kitty. “This way, all, and we're
Rows I&£ and F. My brother said he
might be a bit late—— But he isn’t.
flere he 1s!”

“Iallo, Morcove! Hallo, cads!
Young Lord Ireddie put on a false
drawl. “I was looking for you at the
stage door! And I've come without any
monay ! Sorry !” he particularly apolo-
gised to Naomer. “I'd have liked you
to have some choces !”

But either Lord Freddie was kidding,
or else he got “tick” for that be-
ribboned box of choecolates which, five
minutes later, was being passed round.

Then the tuning-up scraping of
fiddles died down, and with it the lively
chatter-chatter and the rustle of pro-
grammes, Last-moment arrivals writhed
quickly to their seats, tipped them
down, and fleopped. The conductor
sprang to lius desk, and there was a
crackle of applause as he raised his
baton. Then the big orchestra crashed
into a very modern overture.

Between Betty and Polly there was a
vacant seat. It was Lord Freddie’s. He
had gone away as soon as they had all
settled themselves, and it was high time
for himh to be back for the rise of the
curtain.

Down went all the brilliant lights in
the packed auditorium; np flashed the
footlights. Girl attendants jJingled
passage curtains along their rods. And
still Lord Freddie was absent.

Why ?

Betty looked back over the back of
her luxurious seat and caught Dave’s
attention. But her questioning eyes
could only draw a shrug and a puzzled
smile. In the gloom Betty next ex-
changed meaning glances with Polly
across the vacant seat.

Then the orchestra did a clever switch
as the great velvet curtains flashed
apart, and a grand opening chorus
came from the thronged stage.

Instantly Betty and Polly were as
much entranced as any of their com-
panions, even though they still had that
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vacant seat between them. Lord
I"reddie’s absence was nothing to bother
about, anyway, and this show was
grand.

The producers had put on a chorus
that was a sight for sore eyes. There
were comics who were a cure for the
blackest moods.

Suddenly Betty was tapped upon the
shoulders.

Young Lord Freddie, a slim black-
and-white figure in the semi-darkness,
was bending to whisper to her:

“Want you outside, Betty. I've got
Dave coming, too. My sister will
explain presently to the others.”

So, up rose Betty, with " What on
earth !’ feelings. Dave was already
away from his seat. Girl and lad crept
ont with Lord Freddie, and then all
the patter from the stage, and the con-
stant laughter of the audience became
hushed to them by intervening curtains.

Lord Freddie lit @ cigarette.

THE ScHOOLGIRT

“Couldn’t tell wou before, because
up to a minute ago the management—
all pals of mine—didn't know whether it
conld be worked. But I've just had the
0.K., so now the thing is to nip to Mrs.
Willoughby’s to fetch 'along all your
stage stuff.” :

Betty’s mind leapt to a conclusion
that made her gasp aloud.

“Our things—for this theatre !”

“That’s the bright idea,” grinned
Lord Freddie, taking her and Dave
towards the foyer. “The manager is
going to speak froem the stage, and then
vou'll all go on to do a bit of your
stuff, I've my car wailing, and a
theatre lorry is engaged.”

Betty claimed her outdoor things from
the cloak-room rather giddily.

The “M.C.P.” to appear upon the
Monopel stage! Enovugh to turn the

brain of any schoolgir] !

“Oh, Dave,” she panted, when Lord
Freddie's own fine Roysler was rushing
them back to “IHeadquarters,”
it thrilling 1"

“It should bring in a decent bit cf

i
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“ L_LADIES and gentlemen,’’ the
manager began, ‘‘the
Morcove Concert Party will now
entertain you.”’

cash, no mistake!” Dave said, in &
quiet but very ggatified way.
“Cash? How do you mean, Dave?”
“Collection at the exits, when the

aundience comes out. There must be
some 1dea of that sort.”
“Phee-ew | Betty whistled. “My

goodness |’ |

And her bright eyes regarded Lord
Freddie, where he sat at the wheel,
taking the car through one dim streef
after another.

If there really was some idea of a
collection being taken when the audi-
ence left the theatre, then how much
more than ever were the “M.C.P."
going to thank Lord Freddie and his
sister for to-might's grand treat!

Even as the car drew up to the kerb,
opposite the Willoughbys® West Ind
mansion, Betty and Dave saw that a
lorry was walting, Its driver and
another overcoated man, pacing the
pavement, saluted Lord Freddie as he
jumped out with his brace of juniors
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“Got to be nippy, although as to
that,” said his lordship guiiahy, “I can
lend a lhiand with some of the really
hefty baskets™

Then, to Betty, as they a!l mounted
the steps to the street door:

“ All yon've got to do, young lady, is
just check out the Morcove baskets:
Dave will see to the Grangemoor lot.”

“Aliss Lester 1s in,”’ the manservant
imparted to Betty, *“Keeping to her
room on account of a slight cold, I
understand. Do you wis¥ to see her?”

“Oh, no, thank you, Dawkin "

Betiy felt no shame in veoicing that
“definitely not ™ kind of answer. A
little bird whispered her that Miss
Lester’s cold was probably “put on !

The trickster’s real reason for keeping
to her room was more likely due fo
sulkiness. Anything Pam’s mother had
said, was certain to have Dbeen most
diplomatie. All the same, it could
hardly have left Miss Lester in any
doubt that she was being “stood off 1"

“I daren’t speak any louder. Can't

vou hear me now? Oh, wait a bat !
Operator, clear this line, will you!
It’s a trank-call from Sandton Bay,

and most unportant!”

Sandton Bay!

No wonder Betiy stood transfixed just
outside Miss Lester’s room.

Sandton Bay was that scaside place, a
few miles from Morcove, where it was
hoped to acquire Rock ‘Hill House!

Now Betty was aware of the woman
changing to a guarded tone:

“Is that better, Steve? Listen, then;
I'm not going to be able to work things
—yon know how. Oh, I can’t explain,
but that plan has phutted out!”™

“‘That plan Betty’'s excited
mind echoed the words., “ Her plan to
wreck our efforts! She's in talk, then,
with—a confederate !”

And on {iptoe the schoolgirl man-
ageress of the Morcove Concert Party
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BETTY and Co., in the wings, were trembling with excitement. Another
few seconds and this vast London audience would be theirs !

Five minutes later. all the baskets
had gone out to the lorry, and Beity
would have been in the ecar again with
Dave and Lord Freddie, but she had
just remembered <sometinog that meant
a flitting to tho bed-room :he shared
with two other Morcovians,

They had had a mending party this
afternoon, some of the stage frocks
having suffered some f{ecaring. The
frocks had not heen put back into the
baskets, and so now they must go out o
the car over her arm,

Quiﬂt]y’ she was ;__'u}ir.!.: II:,‘ the closed
door of Miss Lester’s room, when she
heard the bell of an extension tele-
phone ring. Somebody wzas being put
through to Miss Lester, and 1t must
have been a trunk call, for next moment
the woman was speaking back very
loudly.

Even so, the person far away at the
other end of the line was not hearing
aistinctly, for, just as Betty came by
again, with the odd stage frocks bundled
together, she heard Miss Lester saying,
in answer to some complamt;

went r!u)---l' 1o 'Il!h] 1]01}1' ito “--i_t‘ﬂ—'a.- -;u‘.
was sure she had every right to de.

Outwitted !

HE Lorry had gone when DBetty
came running down the front

stops to the lamplit pavement.

Lovd Freddie, in his playful

defiance of “no hooting ™ by-laws,

sounded an impatient *tooti-toot,” as
she ran to the car.

“Sorry ! she panted, and serambled
in, with her armful of stage-frocks, to
share once moie a deeply upholstered
geat with Dave.

Then, with the Roysler starting its
race back to the theatre:

“I say, Dave, what do you think of
someone called Steve, ringing Miss
Lester up all the way from Sandton
Bay, to know how her plan is going
on? I'm afraid I listened, Well, she
was saying it had phutted out, and the
pext thing was seme talk of *tyying’
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dawn there. But, Dave, how can our
concert party be upset from as far
away as that—Sandton Bay!”

“No; but 1 do see how the holiday-
home scheme can still be spoiled—"

“What !” Betty blurted: for Dave's
alternative theory had come with such
amazing swiftness. “ You mean, even
though we all get the money that is
needed by the date fixed, it may be
impossible, after all, to buy Rock Il

House? Dut I don’t see—"
“1. do.” Dave said crisply, and
added: “Was Miss Lester fixing up

o ¥y

over the phone go down to Sandton?

“Yes, she was. - 1 overheard that,
too,” Detty excitably added, whilst the
car rapidly purred upon its way.
“She’s catching the twelte-thirty from
Waterloo in the morning,” she said.
“She’d better leave town for a few
days on the South Coast. But it’s to

Sandton Bay, North Devon, she'll
really be going.”

Dave nodded.

“Let me think,” she sensed his

unvoiced request, but she simply had
to pluck him by a sleeve, imploringly.

“You know what’s gommg to be done
down there. You've a hunch alreadr,
Dave. Tell me, then—quick, before
we get back to the theatre!”

“But it would spoil yvon for that
bhit of our show we are all going to
do,” he wisely demurred. * Anyway,
my idea will keep for a bit. I wonder
how you'’d like, though, going down
Morcove way, whilst the hols are on?”’

“To Sandton Bay—to-morrow ™ she
jerked. “Is that what yon mean?

Why, what 18 there to be done down
there?”

“A little job I'd hke to take on.
with Jack and you and a few others”
Dave smiled wistfully. ° But mavbe
we'll just have to leave it {o—the
police.”

= . - .

HE cunTAIN was down at the Mono-

pol Theatre for the first mnterval,

and =0 it was not surprising that a

cood many stalls were temporarily
vacant.

But now the warning bell rang for
people to return to their seats, and,
rapidly though most of these filled up
again, it was noticed that Rows I and
I still remained—cmpty !

Hallo, though! The manager, oul
in front of the curtain, holding up his
hand for silence !

“Ladics and gentlemen,” his voice
raug out upon the suddenly attentive
silence, “ we have in the house to-mghi
certain young people of whose praise-
worthy activities you may have heard
about in the Press The Morcove Coun-
cert Party ”

Tremendous applause, instautly prov-
ing what little need there was for the
audience to be told of the deserved
success which had so far crowned Mor-
cove & Co.’s effort.

“The girls and boys are behind the
eurtain now,” . laughed on the man-
ager, “so they will know how kindly
you have expressed your regard for
their good work. At the same time,
vour applause bas proved that you
would welcome an excerpt from their
own wonderful little show. You know
the splendid cause for which they ar
working so hard during their holidays,
and so we on this side of the footlights
are confident that as you go out, latex
on, yon will all give hberally.”

“Hurrah ! , Bravo !"—and clapping.
“Bravo !”

“Ladies and gentlemen—ihe Morcove
Concert Party |”
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And the curtains flashed apart.

No band—only Madge Minden at
the grand piano below the footlights,
rattling off that lively tune to which
her chums on the stage were singing
out for all they were worth:

“(Good-evening all, and may we say,
We hope to do more than keep you
gay !
We want your money—pounds,
shillings, pence—

To help us meet a great expense!”

Just that one “asking ”’ verse from
their opening chorus, and then, whilst
the audience demonstrated its intention
of “giving liberally ** by-and-by, off-
stage danced all the versatile amateurs,
except Pam,

She, dressed for the stage, in her rid-
ing-kit, was to speak the opening
witticisms of the now famous * Riding
School ' farce. ;

The chums had chosen this item from

their programme as bewng the one
likely to go down best.
And it meant, anyway, that there

would be gee-gee *Ginger” to create
the liveliest knockabout diversion, if
some of his fellow players rather went
to bits because this was a real London
theatre, and the audience such a vast
one,

But, as to stage-fright, there was
nothing like that about Pamn, or jovial
Jack the (Groom, or any others with
speaking parts.

Ginger himself was the one to show
fright.

Never had there been so much difli-
culty in getting hun to come out of
his stable. Never had there been a
louder whinnying and kicking againsi
woodwerk.

Lven before he came ramping all
routid the great stage, dragging Jack
the Groom with him, the whole house
was in roars of laughter.

For nearly ten minutes the up-
roarious fun went on, and the audi-
ence, even whilst 1t was kept in con-
vulsions of laughter, never missed the
cleverness 1in any of the witty lines,
Every joke was all the better for being
topical.  The whole thing, in fact,
was scen to be an up-to-the-minute skig
on the riding-school craze.

At the finish there was more deafen-
ing applause for a “turn” that must
have called for hard team work, or it

never could have gone with such a
bang. :

Then, with only three minutes lefi of
the time that had been so  good-

naturedly allotted to them, the M.C.P.
concluded with 1ts closing chorus, and
“all-line-up.”

The curtain fell whilst they were
joined  hand-to-hand, bowing  and
laughing; but it rose agamn, and again
after that.

“Hurrah!” The roar of
simply would not die down.
Morcove! Bravo, Grangemoor !
core! DBravol”

And when they seampered away io
the wings, there to find the theatre
manager, and the whole * Merry-go-
round "' company, clapping still, just
the same as the audience.

Betty for one just

cheering
* Dravo.
En-

had time to
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“stars *’ was going round with a plate,
to take up a collection from her fellow
“pros.” And then came a shout from
the manager:

“Call before the curtain, miss!
onl”
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Go

“THE GIRL WHO FOOLED
MORCOVE ! " which reveals Marjorie
Stanton at her best.
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first!”” he dinned at
gaping Betty.

Then a roguish idea seized her. If
she must go before the curtain, she'd
put her fleeting appearance to good
use.

“One the
quick "’

And go, next moment, out she went
to take her *“call” as “manageress,”
and, no sooner had ghe bowed several
times, than she flourished that collect-
ing-box in a yery meaning manner,

Polly and others, taking their per-
sonal calls, did the same, and each
time the laughter and cheering re-
mained as great as ever.

At ten-past eleven, when the theatre
emptied, every exit had a couple of
the Chums, collecting-boxes in hand.
And how the silver and copper rained
through the slots! Ten-shilling notes,
as well—pound notes even!

But it was impish Naomer who, on
the way home to “H. Q7 at last, in
a cab with Bettv and Polly, Jack and
Dave, could claim to have done best.

“Bekas,” exulted the dusky Mor-
covian, “I sold my autigraff to somd
girl with ever such a rich father. And
what do you zink he put een my box?
A whole five-pound note! Gorjus!”

“You're telling me!” said Polly.

“All right, wait and see! Directly
we get indoors, Detty, you'll open all
ze boxes, won’t you?”’

But Fate itself intended that DBetty
should have no chance of totalling up
the collection to-night.

This cab in which she was riding had
been the last to get away from the
theatre. When it set them down at the
Willoughbys, lights and laughter in a
front room showed where the rest of
the M.C.P, could be found.

But out on the pavement,
for this last taxiload, were Lord
Freddie and Lady Kitty, They had
used the Roysler to get some of the
juniors home.

“Yes: vyou

of collecting-boxes—=

waiting

“Say, Betiz! And you, Dave!”
voiced Lord Freddie, with startling
gravity. “A bit of a surprise about

Miss Lester. You told me something,
back there at the theatre, about her
meaning to be off to-morrow morning.
But indoors they tell me she’s already
gone.”

Betty simply gazped.

“Gone 7"

“Flitted the jolly
agreed Lord Vreddie.

He puffed thoughtfully gt his cigar-
ctte.

“Well, what now, old things?”

But Morcove & Co. were silent.
who had heard of Miss Lester’s
phone couversation were stunned
this news. S0 the traitor had
before her time; had stolen a
on them !

Bettiy

old mansion,”

All
tele-
by
flown
march
“But.” fourd voice at last,
“what ever excuse did she give?”
“That she had decided a certain
matter was urgent, Dawkin savs, and
so she is travelling to the South Coast
by a last train.”
Betty turned to Dave to sece how he
was taking this staggering news.
“There's a Wesp of ILngiand ex-
press,” he said, promptly and calinly,
“that leaves Waterloo at midnight.
And that, I've an idea, 15 really the
train she is catching, on her way to
Sandton DBay.”

CAN Betty & Co. possibly prevent

their enemy from carrying out her
secret scheme? Be sure not to miss
next week's fine chapters, in which
this story moves towards a gripping

~ climax.
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Tinker's Chance!

(¢ QULDN'T Tinks be let off ihe
lead juet for a bit, Miss
Retcham 77

Joy Sharpe put as much

pleading as she could in her tone, but
gsho knew what her governess’ answer
was likely to be, even before she spoke.
“No; certainly not, Joy! I have told

you before that Tinker cannot be
trusted at large.” 3
Joy, her governess, and Tinker

were having their moruing walk, and,
ss usual, Tinker was on the lead.
Naturally, being a young dog, he
wanted to be eare-frce, able to run and
romp. But Miss Retcham did not sce
eye to eye with him,

“Tinker 1s an unusually stupid dog,”
said Miss Reicham “QOtherwise he
wight be allowed more freedom.”

Proving her own stupidity by trip-
ping over a stone that Tinker evaded,
Miss Retcham entered a chemist’s,
telling Joy to wait outside and to keep
a tight hold on the lead.

“Stop laughing, Tinks,” said Joy
gsoftly. “It wasn't fummy. Just because
you had sense euough to step over the
thing doesn’t mean that anyone else had
—anmd besides, cheer up. Nakita!”

Tinker's ears went up, and his eycs
brightened,

The magiec word Nakita had the same
effcet on him as the word “rats” cn
many a terrier. It filled him with new
life.

“Soon,” Joy whispered.

Tinker’s short tail thumped and
banged against the front of the shop.

For Tinker knew exactly what
“Nakita® meant. 1t meant that his
mistress was going to the wardrebe in
her room and take from it a gay, pretty
frock, a shaw), a cloak, and some
sandals,

Then, when she had dressed in those
clothes, she would stain her face with
some funny stuff so that it would look
brown instead of white. And what fun
they would have !

Joy, waiting for her governess,
glanced casually at the contents of the
window.

Her casual
immediately.

look vanished almo:t

Right in frfont, promineantly dis-
played, was a large bill.

DOG SHOW.
The words jumped up, and Joy

cagerly read the details,

In aid of local charity there was to
he a special bazaar, and a feature of it
was to be a novel dog show.

The dog show was not for speeial,
show-bred dogs. Everyone’s dog,
thoroughbred or mongrel, was {o have
an equal ehance. Instead of the judg-
ing dependmg upon appearance alone,
there were to be marks for cleverness,
for good nature, and appearance!

“*Tinks—look ! said Joy, in a thrilled

tone. “The chance of your young life-
time.”’
Aiss Reicham at that moment

emerged from the zshop, and Joy turned
to her, full of excitement.

“Miss Retcham—look, look!” she
cried eagerly. “A dog show. We can
enter Tinker. There's a specidl cdlass
for dog’s tricks, - And you know I've
taught him one or two——"’

Miss Retcham looked at the
and then at Joy.

“My dear chld,” she said, in her
most crushing tone, “you're surely not
counting on this silly creature to win
a prize.”

*Oh, Miss Reicham !"” protested Jov,
quite hurt., *“Why, Tinks is awfully
good at picking up tricks. e can shnt
a door, and hold a ball on the end of
his nose, and carry a basket.”

*“*And so can any dog,” said Miss
Retcham. “ But there is no use argning,
Joy; because, in any case, you don't
want to compete.”

But Joy did want to compete !

“Couldn’t I enter him just for one
class ?”’ she begged.

“*No; and again—no, Joy! For
goodness’ sake do not be so persistent.
Youa must remember that you are a
young ladv, with position and dignity
to maintain. We will turn towards
home. And if any intelligent remark
should occur to you, Joy, by all means
make it.”

Joy Sharpe remained silent all the
way home.

Nevertheless, half-way home the ex-

resston on her face brightened, and a
ook eame to her eyes that suggested
that if she had cared to speak, she
could have ®aid plenty,

notice,
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Forbidden to enter her pet in the dog show,
Joy Sharpe did so as Nakita, her gipsy self.
And what sensations there were !

For Joy, of a sudden, had struck th
mozt wonderful 1dea.

As a rich girl, with dignity to main-
tain, she could not—for some reason
known to her governess—exhibit a dog
at the show. But Nakita could.

Nakita, the gipsy girl, was only Joy
Sharpe dresﬁﬂg up, but only Tmker
realised the fact,

Therefere, although Joy could not go
to the show, Nakita could.

“And, my golly, I will, too!"” vowed
Joy in excitement. ' I'll go down to the
village just as soon as I can and enter |,
Tinks—or rather, Shinks, I'll have to
call him. Tinks with a“brown patch to
make him different.”

It was twenty minutes later that Miss
Retcham, looking into the school-room
where Joy had settled down to work,
told her that she would be out for per-
haps half an hour. She had to return
to the village.

. It was the chance Joy neceded. Run<
ning up to her room the moment the

-

By IDA MELBOURNE {

coverness had left the hounse, she
opened her wardrobe, and, with Tinker
barking excitedly, got busy. 2

With her skin stained brown, and
wearing the gay gipsy frock, she was
soon completely unrecognisable as Joy
Sharpe.

Carefully, stealthily, she ecrept by the
back staircase down to the iradesmen’s
entrance, and out across the path to her
secret way out—over the fence! '

—— —

€c AKIT A—that's Just
: Nakita.”
Nakita was giving in her

name at the address men-
tioned on the poster that the chemist
had displayed. A vacant shop-front was
being used by the committee organising
the bazaar, and a Mrs. Mitford, known
to Joy, was taking the names and par<
ticulars of entrants, .
But Mrs. Mitford did not recognize
Nakita the gipsy qlirl as Joy !
“Nakita—well, suppose that will
do,” she grumbled. “ And what’s the
deg’s name(”

all.
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“Slinker.”

Mrs. Mitford looked at Tinker, who
stood without his lead, looking very
bright and happy.

“That dog looks like the one at the
Gables I ghe said sharply.

Nakita gave her a wary look.

“Ah, well, I dare say, lidy,” she de-

murred. “But I bet you haven't seen
that brown spot on the dog at the
(Gtables.”

She turned Tinker round and dis-
played the brown stain which she used
for his disguise.

“Um!” said Mrs. Mitford, “Well, I
dare say Miss Retcham will be there.
She mayv even be one of the judges.”

Nakita's heart gave a jump.

“One of the judges?” she gasped.

Mrs. Mitford’'s small eyves regarded
her with suspicion.

“Why should that make you seem so
anxious7” she asked keenly. *“If that
dog has been stolen——"

“Oh no, he hasn't,” said Nakita
hurriedly. “Oh no!”

* She paid the shilling entry fee, and
then gladly hurried from the shop—to
come face to face with Miss Retcham !

The governess glowered at her, locked
down, saw Tinker, and gave a start.

“Why, Tinker !” she exclaimed.

“Ah!” said Mrs, Mitford grimly.

Nakita did not answer, but again
showed Tinker’s brown patch.

“0Oh, no—the other one!l” said Miss
Retcham without apology. “They are
as alike as two peas except for that
mark.”

She walked into the shop, and Nakita
moved back.

Tinker dodged out of the shop
eagerly, relieved that for once Miss
Reteham did not insist on his having a
lead. And he frolicked afier his
mistress. |

“Nakita—girl !”

Tinker heard the governess’ voice and
his ears went down. And if Nakita's
cars had shown her feelings they would
have gone down, too.

“Oh—yes, lidy!” she called back.

“Have you seen a pair of kid gloves
with fur lining and fur trimming?”

Nakita had seen the governess wear-
ing them often!

‘No, lidy!” she said. “But if I do,
T’ll bring them to your place.”

Miss Retcham did not thank her, but
returned to Mrs. Mitford; and Nakita,
with Tinker at her heels, hurried back
by the footpath to the woods,

And what fun they had. But this
morning there was not only play to be
considered. Tinker had to be rehearsed.

“Tricks,” said Nakita.

An errand boy, cycling along the
lane, waved and then stopped.

He was a cheery-looking lad with a
rather prominent nose, which had
earned Ihnm the name of Boko.

“ Hallo, Boko !” called Nakita. “Come
and join in. I've got to train Slinker—
teach him some tricks.”
~ “What—for the show?” said Boko,
interested at once.

“Yes. I want him to win a prize,”
said Nakifta excitedly. “He's a clever
dog.”

Boko brought his powerful brain to
bear on the subject.

“Now I'll tell you an easy trick I
taught our old dog once,” he =aid. * And
that's giving things back to people he
got them from. What I mean i1s—say
three people gave him something differ-
ent. Well, I'd jumble them up, and
give them back to him one at a time
like. Then he'd have to take them
back to the people they belonged to.”

Nalkita’s eyes brightened.

“Golly!  Slinks can do that a bit
already !™ she said.

Boko threw himself into the thing.
He stopped a grocer’s delivery boy, and
the work began., Slinker, understand-
ing that this was an exciting game,
joined in, and very soon surprised them
with his brightness,

Now and then he made mistakes. But
soon he warmed up to it,

And it was not long before he was
faultless.

Whether he judged by smell, or by
some secret memory of his own, Nakita
did not know; but when Boko, his
friend, and Nakita put things on the
ground, Slinker cuu{d sort them out
correctly and give each only what was
his or hers.

Unfortunately, just when~” they were
really warming up, Miss Retcham
appearved, and hurried over to Boko.

*Boy, have you seen a pair of kid
fur-hined gloves lying anywhere ?” she
demanded.

“No, ma’am,” =aid Boko.
—why, yes,” he added. .**Now I comae
to think of it, ma’am, I did see a lady
pick up a pair like that from the pave-
ment. But I thought they were hers.”

“Brown gloves?” :

“That's right.”

“Well, who was she?

“ At least

What was she
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like " asked Miss Retcham.

Boko shook his head.

“Dunno,” he admitted.

“A very intelligent deseription,”
rapped Miss Retcham. “You are a
stupid boy 1”

And she marched on. :

““Not so stupid as to lose 8 nice pair °
of gloves,” retorted Boko.

But he dié¢ not utter it aloud—only
to himself.

Nakita, waving to Boko, hurried back
to the Gables, to get there ahead of

- her governess and change before they

came face to face!

€€ earry, Jovy, I do not know
' what makes you think I might
be a judge at the dog show.”

Jov Sharpe sighed heavily. It was
the day of the show, and not only the
day, but the afternoon. In an hour or
two's time the judging would start.

She had thoroughly trained Tinker,
either as himself or complete with
brown spot, and he was ready fto
demonstrate his cleverness.

At first the idea of Miss Retcham'’s
being a judge had alarmed her; but
now it gave her hope. For, of course,
in order to be Nakita, she had somehow
to escape from her governess.

“Oh, well, I suppose—1 suppose wao
can go and watch?” said Joy tenta-
tively,

“We can do nothing of the sort,
Joy,” said the governess. “If we do
not work we shall go for a bracing
walk. For the next quarter of an hour
I shall be busy in the garden.”

And out she marched.

Left alone, Joy looked dismally at
Tinker.

“We’'re sunk. Now, Nakita,”
said, “I've got to be Joy.”

Tinker put his ears down, as though
he understood perfectly.

For five minutes Joy sat in gloomy
thought. She planned and plotted, con-
jectured and schemed, bat she could
see no way out.

“And you can’'t go all by yourself,
Tinks,” she sighed. “Even if you did,
she’d chase you "

It was a casual thought, but as it
came to her, Joy stiffened. IFor with
it came an idea.

“My golly, Tinks, suppose she did
chase you—and chase you to the show 2"
she mused.

Up she jumped, her eyes sparkling.
For of a sudden she had secen the way
out.

Looking out of the window, Joy saw
her governess in the garden examining

ghe

some snowdrops, which were Just
showing. :

“Now’s our chance, Tinks,” she
whispered. *“Come on, Nakita!”

Having changed, Joy took something
from her dressing-table drawer—one of
a pair of expensive gloves that had been
a present to her at Christmas, and which
she had worn only once or twice.

“Gently, Tinks!” she warned him.
“And don't let anyone else have it
Understand #”

Tinker, immensely proud, took the
glove firmly but gently, and fully
realised his important position of trust.

With his brown spot imposed on his
flank, he strutted down the stairs with
Nakita and out the back way.

Miss Retcham, seeing  Nakita,
stiffened.
“What are you doing here?” she
demanded.
Then she looked at Slinker, and saw
the glove.
“Why—my missing gloves!”™ she
 exclaimed.
She stepped towards Slinker, who

dodged. ) o
“Catch him!” sghe cried to Nakita,
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“That is my glove! Ile will ruin it!"”

Miss Retcham, even wearing her
glasses, had not very good eyesight, and
she jumped to the conclusion that
Slinker had found one of the missing
pair,

Shnker ran. darting through the
bushes, with Nakita and Miss Retcham
in pursuit, and, naturally, made for his
own secret way out—a hole low down in
the fence.

Neither Nakita nor Miss Retcham
could escape through there, but Nakita
climbed over at an casy part of the
fence.

“Make him drop it ! Call him back {”
stormed the governess,

And then, fired by the urgent neced,
she actually clambered over the fence
herself.

But by the time she was over Nakita
and Slinker were out of sight.

Miss Retcham, in shaking anger,
looked about her.

“The little thief! She has gone off
with the glove herself.

“1 am the last person to be spiteful.
but that gipsy girl needs a lesson. 1f
she i1s using that dog for stealing, T'll
very quickly put a stop to 1t! It's a
thousaund to one that she has not got
a licence for her dog. We'll just sec
what the village policeman has to say
about that !

Gloves Off!

AKITA was thrilled. The dog
N show was a great success.
Therc were fat dogs, thin dogs,
thoroughbreds, mongrels, big,
small, tov, sporting——
The competition for the dog with the
nicest eyes was being judged when she

arrived. Tinker had not entered for
tlmi'.._
Miss Reicham appeared when the

next class—length of tail—was being
judged. A collic vwon it, amidst great
:l]i[ﬁﬂum*, by a mere half-inch from a
most odd-looking mystery dog.

The governess sought out Nakita and
went to her.

“1 demand my gloye !” she snapped.
“Younr dog was carrying 1t |”

“Oh, no, hdy I”

Miss Retcham stiffened.

“Very well! Perhaps you will show

me the licence for your dog! Every
dog entered i this show must be

licensed, and, confident that yours is
not, I am sending for the village con-
gtable! I will go and make sure that
he comes 1"

She turned away, and Nakita paled
under the dye.

“Oh, lidy »

“Well 77 said Miss Retcham, turning
grimly. “You are now prepared to give
me the glove, I suppose? It is too late.
I shall demand it, anyway; but because
of your dishonesty, I am bringing the
constable, all the same 17

Nakita shivered in her shoes. For
although Timmker was licensed—to Joy—
Nakita had no licence for hun,

It was a nasty situation, for she could
be summoned and fined.

Thero had been other people standing
near by, and a mwurmur of disapproval
sounded But the governess, never one
to study pepnlar opinion, stalked off.

“Oh golly, Shlinks!” murmured
Nakita. '
At that moment she hieard Mys.

Mitford call out:

“The tricks eclass. Every dog can
perform one trick.”

Nakita fell back, her heart heavy. 1f
she waited until the constable appeared,
tshe would be summoned. And at any
mintte it might he Shnker’s turn to
show his trick. '

*T1f you weren't mine it would be
different~—f—if you were Tinker, and
not Shlinker {”

A_brush with the cloth, and he €ould
become Tinker, But what would Miss
Reteham say to that—to Tinker’s being
there ?

Two dogs did their tricks—one
halancinﬁ sugar on his head, and the
other walking on his hind legs wearing
a hat.

Then——

“Nakita, the gipsy girly and her

dog, Slinker !

Nakita made up her mind. There was
only one way out, and she took 1it.
Moving back, she half-concealed Slinker
with her cloak, and took out the cloth
she kept hidden there. It was saturated
in the special dye-remover, and kept for
such an emergency as this,

Hurriedly she wiped the brown stain
from his flank.

“Nakita! Where is she 7” called Mus,
Mitford.

Nakita hurried into the centre.

“It's Miss Joy's dog I'm showing,”
she said, “if that doesn’'t make any
difference, lidy 77

Mrs. Matford shrupged her shoulders.

“No. I don't see why it should,” she
sald, “provided you don’t show {wo
dogs.”

Nakita knew that at any moment Miss
Retcham would appear with the con-
stable, and no time could be wasted.

“Tinker will be able to remember who
gives hun any article,” she saxd. “ And
even if he is given, =ay, six, he will
still give back each thing to the right
owner,”

Thero was an interested murmur from
the crowd, and Nakita, just like a stage
conjurer, asked members of the crowd
to lend things as test. ' :

In a moment there was compliance.
A box of matches, a walking-stick, and
three different gloves were given,

By Ida Melbourne 3

Nakita maae them up into a heap,
and picked up the walking-stick first.

“Give it back 1” she ﬁaiﬁ.

Tinker took it, looked about him, apd
then, tail wagging, returned the stick
to its owner, amidst applause. Next
came & box of matches, and again the
rightful owner received it.

“Now the glove I” said Nakita.

She took up a kid, fur-lined glove,
and as she looked at it gave a faint
start.

Tinker snatched it, and turned.

At that moment-the door opened, and

Miss Retcham strode into the hall.  She
saw Nakita there, and called out
“Wait! That girl has no dog
licence! And, moreover——*

Sho stood stock-still, staring at

Tinker, and he, at the same moment,
saw her. Turning, he went trotting to
her, stood wp on his hind legs, and
offered the glove. >

Someone laughed, and there was an
excited murmur from the crowd.

“Wrong ! said Mrs. Mitford.
irick doesn’t seem so sunecessful 1

Miss Retcham took the glove and
stared at it.

“My glove |” she said.

“Your glove?” said Mrs. Mitford, in
surprise. “But the lady in blue gave
that glove—"

The lady in blue edged back a litile,
and went red in the face.

“Nevertheless, this is my glove ! said
Miss Retcham firmly. “The lining is
torn, and there 15 a red inkstain on the
mmdex finger.”

Miss Retcham then turned to the
woman in blue, who was looking very
sheepish,

“Do you claim this glove?”
governess asked in dangerous tone,
The woman in blue began to stammenr.
“J—er—I1 found the gloves. 1 picked
them up in error for my own, and did

“The

.ﬁm

“VWRONG !’ exclaimed the judge, as Tinker took the glove to Miss

Retcham. But Tinker wasn’t wrong.
““Now for the fireworks,”’ Nakita murmured,

Retcham had lost.

It was the glove Miss
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not notice the fact. But now you men-
tion it——*
Miss Retcham walked up to her and
took the left-hand glove, . , :
“Jt is an odd niustake to make!” she

gald coldly

The woman said nothing, and it was
apparent to Nakita that she had found
the gloves, liked them, and not made
any great attempt to find the owner of
them. ’ 1

“Well done,. Tinker!” eaid Nakita
softly. . s

“The dog knew whose they were,
anyway,” said Mrs. Mitford, in surprise.
“]1 call that really clever!”

MTinker without being told to do so,
réturned the other, articled to their
owners, and there came a ripple of
applause, whereupon he sat up and
bobbed his head in a bow that earned
him more applause.

“ And now,” said the village constable,
“abBout this licence 1”

Nakita was quite cool.

“You’d better ask the lidy !” she said,
smiling,

“Ask me? That is your dog Slinker !
I know by the brown spot—— Why,

3
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School holds about

Mabel Lynn.
But—Faith

‘ Topping sport!”

of Barbara Redfern.
becomeé a firm favourite there.
win even greater admiration by her generosity
and sympathy towards Babs' dearest friend,

is a puzzle,
times her secret thoughts and actions are so
different from what one would expect. And,
as you will see next week, despite her apparent
eagerness to help Mabel
strange things take place ; things which cause
Barbara to suspect that her cousin
after all, the girl she seemed.
wonderful HILDA RICHARDS STORY.
is the time to order your copy of—

where is it? Tinker! You mean that
this is our dog 1"

‘Nakita nodded. :

“Yes, hidy. I'm showing it for Miss
Joy. And he’s clever, ain’t he? Bit of
luck he give back your glove! ‘And
here's Miss Joy's—the one what he was
carrying when you chased him.”

Miss Retcham examined it, and saw
that it was indeed Joy’s glove.

Mrs. Mitford patted Tinker and con-
gratulated him, then turned to the

governess. :
“I congratulate you, too, Miss
Retcham ! Very smart little fellow!

How ever did you teach him the trick #”

Miss Retcham had no idea that Tinker
knew any tricks.

“0Oh, well, he’'s a
gaid, as she saw a dozen people
and praising Tinker. “ He can shut the
door, and do various tricks. By kind-
ness any animal can be taught.”

“But why isn't Joy here 1" asked Mrs.

emart dog !” she
etting

Mitford. “Poor Joy doesn’t scem to
get much fun!”
“Oh, she 1sn't detained?” asked

someone else.
“Why couldn’t she have ehown him 77

“Poor child!

-ratel!”

“‘ Nicest new girl for years!”
i Simply adores Babs!”
& Wouldn’t hurt her biggest

enemy!”

Those are some of the opinions Cliff House
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Miss Reicham, her cheeks
realised that she had lost the sympathy
of the crowd. She had reported Nakita
unfairly, and now had to produce a dog
licence herself; and, also, everyone
thought that it was harsh treatment that
Joy should have been left at home.

“Er—Joy is coming in a few
minutes 1” she gaid. “1 will telephone
for her. She had better bring the dog
licence.”

Nakita’s eyes shone.

“No need ter phone, lidy,” she said.
“I can tell Miss Joy. 8She'll be glad
ter know about Slinker——"

“Slinker?’’ exclaimed Miss Retcham,
and gave a penetrating glare at Tinker.
“But I thought i

Nakita created a diversion by
fluttering her hands at great speed.
She did not want Miss Retcham to do
any thinking at the moment, for the

pink,

governess could only think of one
thing eventually, and that was the
startling  truth—that Tinker and

Slinker were one and the same dog.

“Slinker—Tinker! All the same.
lidy,”” she said carvelessly.  “Tinker
slinks about, yer know. My little joke.
Haw, haw, haw!”

There was a ripple of amusement
from the onlookers. Miss Retcham
turned pink, and a sudden revulsion
at the idea of this uncouth gipsy girl
calling upon Joy made her shiver,

“Er—I think I will telephone, after
all,” she said abruptly, and strode
away.

‘here was only one thing for Nakita
to do, of course—get back to the
Gables as soon as possible.

“Please, lidy, look after Miss Joy's
dawg, would vou?”’ she asked one of
Miss Retcham'’s acquaintances.

“Dear me—rcally I—"" the lady
began to protest, and then she ended
with a flustered, “Good gracious me |”

For Tinker, at a sign from his mis-
tress, had leaped up, planted himself
in the lady’s lap, and curled up as
though intending to stay there for the
rest of the afternoon.

“Thank you kindly, ma’am,” eaid
Nakita.

Then she sped away just as fast as
she could anxiety urging her on towards
her home, for if a search for her was
started, as a result of Miss Retcham’s
telephone call, and she was found to
be missing, there might be no end of
trouble.

“0Oh dear!” she sighed.

But there was no need for alarm.
When she crept in by the servants’
staircase the house was as peaceful as
usual, and, reaching her room, she
started to change,

She was in time to hear the maid
asking for her and to receive the
summons to the hall from Miss Retcham.
8o, as herself, ten minutes later, she
went down to the dog show, and there
heard of Tinker’s triumph, and received
congratulations,

And because Tinker had triumphed,
and because she herself basked in the
reflected glory, Miss Retcham decided
not to comment on the fact that Tinker
had been loaned to Nakita for the after-
noon. Least said soonest mended |

But Tinker was happy, and Boko,
who felt partly responsible, was de-
lighted, too. But Joy Sharpe was the
most pleased of all. Despite the
presence of her governess, she enjoyed
the rest of the afternoon to the full.

END OF THIS WEEK’S STORY.

OUR lovable harum-scarum will be
here again next Saturday, as full
of fun and frolic as ever. You simply
must make sure of meeting her.
Order vou copy well in advance.
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NORMA LANGTON, bright spark of St.

Wanda’s School, on holiday with a party -

of the girls and two mistressee, is wrecked
u!n a tropical island. With fer are her
chums,

]iliLLNlD.i MALTRAVERS, pretly but dull,
and

KI1T TURNER. While gathering fruit they
come upon a little native girl,

TALIA, whose father is chief of the island.
Her father insists that she joins the school
As a rival for the chieftainship insists that
his daughter joins also, the school splits
in two, with

MISS CHATTERTON, an unpleasant mistress,
in charge of one section. To please the
bushman father of the other native girl,

BORKI, the chums pal up with her. A trader
with a yacht arrives on the island. Borki’s
tribe capture him, but Norma & Co.

capture ber as a hostage !
(Now read on.)

—— e

An Ideal Prison!

€6 TOP, Normal Come back!”
- So well-trained was Norma

that when she heard her head-

mistress call she did stop, even
though she knew that to go on was by
far the best thing.

It was not easy to be openly defiant,
even 1 a good eause, and when wisdom
direeted, for although iliis was a South
sea island, halit died hard. And
Norma could not forget St. Wanda's
and its discipline. .

But Kit Turner was even more defiant
and reckless,

“Oh, come on !” she said impatiently.
“It’s our last chance.”

“The bushmen are eoming,” said
Belinda fretfully. “Borki's father will
he furions |”

The bushmen were not far away, but
at the moment they were hurrying to the
scene where the girls were digging for
“treasure ”—in other words, merely

pretending.

But Norma knew that the bushmen
would mnot loiter Jlong. Borki might
manage to call out—or, anyway, they
might come 1n search of her.

It was a time for quick decision and
mstant action. '

“We've got to do it,”” muttered
lt'lx’m'ma.. “Come on, into the boat :with

or lu

—

And then, in direct defiance of the
headmistress, as though they -had not
heard her, they hustled Bork: along to
the hoat, carrying her between them,
staggering under the burden.

Virginia, head prefect of St. Wanda’s,
stood paralysed, ineredulous.
“Norma, you heard me!” gasped

Miss Manders,

Then she turned to Virginia; but the
prefect was already hurrving down te
the water’s edge. £

But Norma, Kit and Belinda had just
reacked the boat, and they bundled
Borki in. Even as Virginia arrived,
Norma pushed the boat over the coral.

Virginia caught her arm, and Norma,
instead of wresting free, allowed herself
to be pulled back.

“Virginia, you don't
she said desperately.

“T understand that you are defying
Miss Manders.”

understand !

N

She turned, and Norma drew back to-
wards the water. But the bushmen,
looking about them, failed to see Borki,
and hurried off,

They would not be gone long, how-
ever, and Norma, splashing through the
surf, reached the boat and scrambled cn
to 1t

“Norma! My goodness! Suppose a
shark had got you!” gasped Belinda,

“It didn’t, that’'s all,” said Norma
lightly. “Come on, row as hard as we
can

Borki, her head muffled in the blanket
in which it had been wrapped since her
capture, tried to call out, but she could
not manage a sound 'loud enough to
attract the attention of her tribe.

It did not take the girls long to reach
the vacht, which lay at anchor. The
native boys had deserted it, and now,
despoiled of its cargo, it rode up and
down on the waves,

There was a rope ladder down the
side, and Norma climbed it, and then

The Yacht That Could Rescue the Castaways

is Captured

“I've got to; it’s the only wayr,” in-
sisted Norma.

Kit and Belinda had ilie boat in the
water now.

“Very well, Norma,” said Virginia
angrily. “I can only =say that I am
bitterly disappointed. You cannot be
given lines—n fact, I don’t see that we
can give you any real punishment., But
for you to take advantage of the fact
1s mean.”

Norma coloured deeply.

“Virginia, I don’t mean it in that
way,” she protested.

“Whichever way you
Ah ! the prefect broke off.
the bushmen.”

mean it
*“Here are

By
ELIZABETH
CHESTER

by Their Biggest Enemy !

from the deck gave her friends a hand
up with the bush girl.

Borki wriggled and struggled uniil
she realised that the water was just
below, and that a fall would mean she
vwould go in with her ankles still tied.

Her fear of the sharks that infested
these waters was in itself sufficient spur
for her to help herself climb aboard,
and presently she was on deck,

“Not a sound !” said Norma sternly.
“We're standing no nonsense !

There was something so grim about
Norma at this moment, Borki was guite
awed. She did not realise that a more
kind-hearted girl did not exist.

But affairs were desperate,
Norma had need to be firm,

“Now, listen, Borki,” she said, “and
try to understand. We don’t want to
hurt you, but you and vour bush peopie
have stolenr our friend Talin. You have
also stolen the man who owns this
yacht.”

““White man him alonga you,” zaid

and
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Kit, to make it mil:::k, :Eddu. het
along - Come go
back u.hnﬁ own people.” -
' “So be reasonable,” added
Belinda. “We didn't want to kidnap
Lnu. We have fiever kidnatned anyone
fore, have we, Norma 1” she added.
t *“Never,” said Norma. *“But it's tit-
for-tat. As soon as vour people return
Talia and the white man, you can go
back. Not until.” .

They carried Borki below, and then, to
make suresthat she did not escape, they
tied her hands behind her back with
some cord takén from the yacht’s little
galoon. '

v Borki seemed to be quite helpless, but
they put her on the bed with a pillow at
her back, so that she was not too un-
comfortable.

* “One of us ought to stay,” murmured
Belinda anxiously.

“Yon stay, then,” said Kit, “or I will.
I have a penny; let’s toss.” -

“Heads,” said Belind

It.was tails. g 2 g

“You stay,” decided Kit, with a smile,
“And if yon need help, yell. There’s a
cabin, and there’s water and some books,
Yon won't do too badly.”

Belinda locked at the saloon, and
decided that she could be quite comfort.
able there, or even sunbathing on the
deck would be pleasant.

“1 shall like it,” she =aid.

Norma and Kit returned to the small
boat and went ashore, finding the camp
in uproar when they arrived.

‘The bushmen had insisted on digging
for the supposed treasure, and, coming

upon coral, had stopped work. Then
* they had searched for Borki. !
Naturally, no one had given a hint as

to where she was, and éven if they spoke

Y DEAR READERS,—My nicce,
*M Claudine, has asked me to go for a
ride in her new car. A liitle

while ago you may remember I told you
T was buying her a pair of gloves for
Christmas—which ghé has now duly and
very gratefully received—and promised
I would one day tell you about the very
first car ride I had with her. Well, here
the story is—in all its adventurous glory.

“ Uncle,” Claundine announced, as we
set off, with my niece at the wheel, “ I'm
going to keep away from all the main
roads. They're far too crowded. I know
some topping little short cuts and by-ways
that yvou'll love. They'll be far micer.”

They were. I must give Claudine
credit for that. They were full of old.
world charm, of peace and solitude. An
oceasional cottage, of course, and now and
again an odd person, but of other cars,
or even bicyeles or hikers—not a glimpse.

“Enjoying it, uncle?” Claudine
suddenly asked.

“ Rather,” I told her. “Grand!”

Then I started, as my niece, twisting the
wheel, cut thrnth an open gateway into
the narrowest lane we had yet scen.
““ Here, I say 1 ” 1 exclaimed. * There's
& notice—PRIVATE RO.RO—"
' I couldn’t finish. The notice had
exaggerated too much. It wasn’t a road ;
it was a winding, snake-like track, full of
drying potholes, wheel-ruts and bumps,
A non-stop joggiting left me breathless
nearly lifted me out of my seat, and made
my tecth rattle.

Finally, during a lull in the storm, I
managed & gasping :

“1 eay, are you sure this is all right,
my dear ? It said i

“ Quite all right,” Clandine cried con-
fidently. *“ Been down here lots of times,
1i's a bit bumpy, I know, but ever so
quict. You never meet a soul—oh, my
gng-goodness ! 7’

¥or, rounding our tenth bend in two
hundred yards, we cameo face to face with
a herd of cows!

With a little squeal, Clandine jammed
on the brakes and the car lurched to a
standstill, Cows, with resentful and
envious eyes, swarmed al!l round us. We
scemed to be in a sea of them.

“ Hoi, there | ™ roared a voice from the
distance. “This be private property.
Get yo back t'other way ! 2

Your Editor’s address fis:—Fleetway

House, Farringdon Street. London, E.C.4.

Pleasesend A stamped, addressed envelope
if you wish for a reply by post,

Oh, ves, it was the farmer. And we

were on his private road. But neither

; '}:, 1 nor Claudine fancied trying to back

around all those corners to the other road,
so, spotting a gate in the hedge, I pointed.

“In there, my dear! The buffers at
the back of the car will knock the gate
open.”

* But—but * Claudine began.

“Don’t argue, there’'s a good girl!™
I begged. * Back into the field!”

With a sort of resigned sigh, my niece
did so. Good, I thought, as the cows
were shepherded past, and the farmer drew
level. Then, chancing to glance bchind
me, I blinked. Tearing across the field
towards us was the largest, most [erocious
bull I have ever seen !

“Quick ! A bull! Into the lane again!
I gasped.

And into the lane we lurched.

There was no danger, really, for the
farmer soon pacified the ﬂ.mmsl) and then,
closing the gate, proved himself quite a

sport.
“Didn't ve see the notice, *Private
Road ' 1™ he asked.

“Oh, yes. 1 did,” I said, tryving not to
ecem at all smug abont it. The smile 1
directed at my nicce was favoured with
one equally as bland,

““ And I saw the notice, * Beware of the
Bull ' just to the side of that gate,” said
Claudine, sweetly. *“ So we're quits!”

Quits we were! Now I'm wondering
exactly what sort of drive I'm going to
have this time !

What do you think of the first story in

the
FAITH ASHTON SERIES.

Simply lovely, isn’t it ? And how
strange that out of all the Cliff House girls
there is only one who dizlikes the charming
newcomer ; stranger still, that it is Bessio
Bunter who doubts Faith’s sincerity and
wonders if she is all she appears to be.

The next story in this magnificent series
deals with ice skating and brings Mabel
Lynn to the fore. And it also shows how
Babs has reason to believe that dear old
Bessie might be right, after all, about her
cousin. story in a thousand, girls.
Hilda Richards at her best. Don’'t miss it.

And don’t miss any of our other topping
features ; further instalments of our two
enthralling serials, another delightful
COMPLETE * Gipsy Joy ™ story, more
of Pat’s Bright and Useful pages, another
popular CLff House Celebrity and—
thrilling surprise —full iculars of a
wonderful new serial which will commence
the week afier next !

Au revoir for the moment, then. With
best wiches to you all,

Your sincere friend,
THE EDITOR,

Tue Scmoorcirt

about it, not a word could be under-
stood.

Miss Manders, fearful lest the bush-
men might go,/to the yacht and capture
the girls, insisted that no one looked in
that direction. :

“Borki?” said her father, looking
ri htLl.;ld left, marching to and fro.
“Borki ¥”

Miss Manders walked up to Norma as
ghe landed, her face dark with anger.

“Norma, you have behaved foolishly,
crazily! What do you propose to do
now ? ou have got us all into this
dilficult situation, and I want to know
bow you propose to get us out of it.”

Norma answered in low tone.

“We've got to demand the release of

the white man, that’'s all, Miss
Manders,” she said. “And, of course,
Talia.” '

“But these savages cannot understand
English! How absurd you are,
Norma !”

Norma was not as absurd as the head-
mistress supposed ; for Borki's father un-
derstood 4 few words of English, and at
least he knew Talia’s name.

Az he advanced, calling Borki in a
Lqml. guttural voice, Norina went up to

im.

“Talia ?” she said in inquiring tone.

The bushman stared at her,

“Talia?” he echoed, and shook his
head.

Norma answered him in the same
way.

“Dorki?” she said, and shook her
head.

The bushman gave a start, and his
brows narrowed.

“Borki !” he repeated angrily.

“Talia !” said Norma firmly.

The little ugly bushman stood staring
at her, then, tickling his left ear in
thought, he turned and muttered to one
of his followers.

“Talia come — Borki come,”
Norma. “No Talia=—no Borki.
white man—mo Borki.”

Borki’s father turned f{o his men and
cshouted a few words that were quite
unintelligible to Norma or any of the
other castaways.

Jut it appeared to be a word of gom-
mand, for suddenly they all turned and
hurried away.

“Gone!” gaid Norma, “Miss
Manders—it's worked! They've gone
for Talia and the white man!”

“Perhaps so, perhaps not,” retorted
Miss AManders, “We are taking no
chances. Every girl is to go into the
huts and stay theie. If {he bushmen
return, yveu will not come out. This
time, Norma, I shall handle things my
way !”

“Yes,
weakly. .

“And when we return to St. Wanda's
—if we ever do,” said Miss Manders, *“1
shall consider seriously the matter of
allowing you to remain.”

Norma was silent. She had done as
she thought best. It was hard to think
that if it failed she must take the blame.

But if it sncceeded, then Talia would
be returned—and with her the white
trader, owner of the yacht, their one
key to freedom!

said

No

Miss Manders,” said Norma

Plenty of Excitement!

MISH CHATTERTON, in high.‘.ir '

dudgeon, furious that Norma
should have been allowed her
way, was returning to the
camp when the bushmen made for homne,

“Stop!” cried Miss Chatterton.

The bushmen, hearing the shout, came
to a halt, and Borki's father
advanced to the mistress grimly.

“Uhuh-ough * he grunted.

>
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ORMA, looking towards the shore, suddenly gave a cry. ‘' It's Talhla—

she’s free !
native chum, with a crowd

“You are looking for your daughter
said Miss Chatterton coldly.

“Borki?” said the bushman. “ Where
am "

“T must warn vou,” Miss Chatterton
continued, *‘that you cannot hold white
people prisoners. I demand the instant
return of the white trader, Mr. Nichols.”

Borki's father grunted.

“You are not as stupid as you pre-
tend,” said Miss Chatterton, in her most
entting, contemptuous tone. “ No living
creature could be, even though your
hrow is so low as te suggest complete
absence of brain, and your eyves are
almost completely devoid of any kind of
expression.”

It was fortunate that the bushman
could not understand English.

“Uhuh!” he grunted.

“You are untidy, dirty, and stupid,”
caid Miss Chatterton. *“And vyou do
not terrify or intimidate me in the very
least. Understand this. Very shortly a
British dreadnought will arrive, and
when the bluejackets land theyv will show
you no merey.”

Where the dreadnought was coming
from Miss Chatterton did not say, but
the girls could hear her voice, and,
despite Miss Manders’ commands, they
drew near to listen, *

“Hark !” said Norma.
ing them down.”

“If only we could record it on a
gramophone,” sighed Phyllis Watis.

Miss Chatterton’s voice came again.

“Return the whiie man instantly.
Send bakka da white man,” said Miss
Chatterton. “Bring him bakko.”

It was her idea of pidgin English.

“Borki,” said the bushman, and
tapped his chest,

He waved a thin stick in his hand,
and Miss Chatterton drew back. But,
suddenly aware that the girls were
watching, she bracad herself.

“Give me that stick,” she said.

She held out her hand for it; for
Aliss Chatterton had a theory that a
commanding tone of voice used to
simple people brought instant obedi-
enee, '

For this once at
vorked well,

“Chatty dress-

least her theory

Look ! '’ she cried.

Racing towards them came their
of bushmen in the distance.

When she held out he hand, Borki's
father gave her the stick. He gave it
in the traditional schoolmaster manner,

Suddenly whisking it down, he smote
Miss Chatterton’s outstretched hand
with all his "'might.

The mistress let out a sharp ery; and,
like a schoolboy, pressed her hand and
tucked it under her armpit.

From the St. Wanda girls came an
uncontrollable peal of laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The bushman, beaming all over his
face, gave a cackle of laughter, in
which his fellows joined. Then, still
velping with mirth, they disappeared
ito the jungle.

Miss Chatterton, livid
strode towards the girls.

“You are shameless! Is there any-
thing amusinz in my being struck on
the hand by a stupid, brainless savage,
little better than an animal?” she
demanded.

Most of the girls seemed to think
there was, even though they had no
wish for the mistress to be hurt. But
Miss Chatterton, so scornful and trium-
phant, could do with a lesson of that
kind—so most of the girls believed,

“I never wish to see or speak te any
of you again,” said the mistress, in
shaking temper—" never1”

She turned, trip over a trailing
root, and fell on all fours.

It was not funny, perhaps, but the
girls, highly strung %y the exciting
events, giggled and gurgled in helpless
langhter.

Even when they turned and found
Miss Manders behind them they could
not control themselves, though they
tried to, out of respect for her.

“Girls, girls!” implored the head-
mistress. “ Please remember that Miss
Chatterton is a mistress, deserving of
respect.”

Norma pulled herself together and
nudged Kit, who straightened her face
and managed to keep her lips from
twitehing.

“You, Norma, I regard as the ring-
leader. I think you had better go away
from the others,” said Miss Manders.

with rage,
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“You are a disturbing mmfluence, Once
discipline goes, we arve lost,”

Norma said nothing. She did not
want to argue; and 519 felt guilty be-
cause she had defied the headmistress.
But she still beheved that what she had
done had been for the best.

It ~was hard to be idle when there
was =0 much at stake; but Norma
could do nothing useful at the moment.
Everything depended on the bushmen,

“Perhaps we could all go for a
bathe, Miss Manders?"” she said.

At that moment, one of the girls who
had wandered near the water's edge
gave an excited shout:

*“Turtles 1”

There was a rush of girls at once io
the spot, and a large turtle which had
climbed ashore went slowly back into
the water.

“A real turtle,” =aid Kit. “What
fun! Natives ride on them, you
know.” g

“1t’s big enough,” agreed Norma.
“Look ! Another one over there!”

It seemed odd to the girls that the
turtles should be there in their natural
state, even though they knew that this
was where they lived. Usually such
creatures were seen only in zoos, and
the girls were thrilled.

“Oh, for a camera—'

“Do let's try to ride one!”

“What do they eat?”

No one knew much about them, but
that only made the spectacle all the
more interesting, and Kit, always
daring, waded into the water to get a
better view.

The turtles were friendly enough, but
did not come when ecalled, so Kit
paddled in the surf, and, despite Miss
Manders’ admonishments, managed to
get astride one.

“Come on,
amidst laughter.

There was a struggle among the girls
then to ride the others,

It was not cruelty to the turtles; for
they were able to support the girls,
floating in the water, without hardship.
Natives often rode races on them, and
the girls were eager to try the trick.

8o near to the shore there was no
danger from sharks, and the worst that

Steve !” she wurged,

could happen was a tumble in the
water, ;
Miss Manders, realising that she

could not intervene, and that, anyway,
no harm was being done, walked back
fram the shore.

“Virginia, cannot you assemble the
girls for lessons?’ she asked. “It is
the only way we shall ever regain disei-
pline.”
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“I'll try,” said Virginia, with a
grimace, “But I think they'd rather
play with the turtles.” 1

As Virginia drew necar, other girls
splashed into the surf, and Virginia,
knowing when she "was beaten, drew
back. '

Norma, about to ecapture a turtle,
looked outeto sea.  And instantly her
witerest in the turtle-riding vanished.
For, a hundred yards 'or so from the

sbore, a .canoe was making for the

yacht, - e : )
“Wha's" in it?”? gasped Norma.

il L §i3 3 . - z
Look ! -

They all looked, and a shout went
up-:” - T

“Miss Chatterton !”

Fhe misiress, though paddling inex-

pertly, was now not far from the
yachtsr 2 o

v“What's she going fo do?’ asked
Norma, in dismay.” “Not set Borki
free . e TR ~*
“Surely not,” said Kit, in dismay.

But-at that moment” Norma chanced
to Took towards” the shore, and she
‘gave a"'c-i“y'gif"_tiﬁlight:' oy : 4

“My golly i Talia, she’s free

There, *ifunning ahead of a crowd of
bustimen, came Talia,”® waving ex-
cited!y. : ' :

i

y

_ Freedom in the Balance!

{1 ALIA—Talia!  Oh, how glad
'i“‘]l ] am to see you, dear!” said

’ N Or'IA. “And none the
" worse !”’

]

Talis.

“NMe—no,”” sand her eves
sparkling. “Ah, "how °I am happy,
dear Norma! It is good—vyes, The

hitshmen they came after me, but now
they go.” ¥

Norma s=aw that Talia was right.
The bushmen were standing some dis-
tance off.

Miss Manders. amazed to see her,
welcomed her effusively,

“You take along* Borki?”’ asked
Talia excitedly, “ Keep her—yes?”
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5 not until his prisoners were free.
, _bhasonly freed "l'alia, Miss Manders.”

2% freed.’
7 'the beach.

% - . “ What

- Manders?” Norna' asked,

" At School in the South Seas!”

“Yes. Did her father say that?”
said Norma.

“He understood. He make me free,
Now he want Borki.™ ™ i,

“He can have her,” gaid Norma.
““As soon as the trader is free, too.”’

Miss Manders smiled at Norma.

“I fear 1 was wrong. Your plan,
strange though it seemed, succeeded
admirably. And f Millicent’s uncle is
also set free, we have nothing more to
worry . about,”

“ Millicent—how
Talia. '

“ Millicent is being looked after, and
1s as well as can be expected. 1 found
some chlorodyne, and that has helped,”
said Miss Manders. =

she 1s?” asked

“*Glad,” said Talia simply. “White
man_ not heére?’” she added.
“No. Are thev bringing him?”

Norma asked eagerly.

But Talia did not know the answer
to that, having hurried away soon as
free, eager to be back with the girls.

“Me should waited,”” she said
guiliily. : :

“Oh, you couldn't have done any-
thing, really!” said Norma kindly.
“You've done all you could, Talia.
Thank goodness they haven’t got you
still!  Anyway, we still have Borki,
and we shall jolly well keep her, too,
until the old bushman sets the trader
free.”

Talia’s eyes glimmered in a

chievous way, and Norma knew that
she was pleaséd to think that her old
cnemy was now a prisoner.
. There was no love lost beiween the
two natives.” And Talia had Norma's
full sympathy for her intense dislike
of Borki, 2

“Keep Borki all time,” said Talia.
“Not let go.
bad trouble.” e

But Miss Manders did not approve.

“I am not at all sure that we are
justified in keeping Borki now that
you are freed, Talia,” she said. “A
bargain i1s a bargain, and we must
keep our word. The British are re-
nowned throughout the whele civilised
world for that. And although we are
now far from the scat.of Empire, we
must keep the Union Jack aloft.”

Norma made a gruniing sound. For
although she believed in keeping her

word, she saw no sense in freeing
Borkt until the trader had been
returned.

““We didn’t promise to free Borki—
‘He

And

upon the trader being

“I am aware of that. Norma.
I shall - insist

Miss Manders 1hnnrwalked down to

are you going to do, Miss

At school 'in England she would not
have dared to~ ask.* ‘She" would have
expected a Tsniib;> but f now, oddly
enongh, she did vot  mind“if she were
snubbed. < For she-did not feel at all
as she had done in England.

“Miss Manders, if we give back
Borki, the” bushman = will keep the
trader. I'm sure he will.”

“Silence, Norma! Please allow me
to “deal ‘with- this matter,” said Miss
Manders! ¥ Crude though this bushman
may be, he will apprecigte that we keep
our word and trust us.” - IRE

Thén,* d&iriving at .the ecoral -bheach,
where ‘the surf Folled up, she cupped tiér
hands and ¢alled to the yacht.

But no E_opl_r came from either

-

mis-

W Unless—phew !

Borki bad. Borki make
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Miss Chatterton — now vanished — or
Belinda,

‘“* Norma—get the boat,
to the yacht,” she said. Do

Norma shot a look at Kit and Talia,
and whispered softly :

“No freeing Bork: !”

Miss Manders could not hear for the
roar of the surf, and Norma, with Kit
and Talia, went to the boat. Ordinarily
the headmistress would request Virginia
to accompany her, but Talia was needed
for her knowledge of watercraft, and
Norma had more influence with her
than - the headmistress herself had.
Talia was shy with her, and as she would
have to speak to Borki, and interpret,
Norma would be a help.

Talia managed the small ship's boat
well, and Norma and Kit helped, while
Miss Manders, looking as alarmed as
she felt, sat in the stern.

The small boat rode the rollers well;
but it went up and down in a sickening
manner that held the headmistress
silent. X

Miss Chatterton made her presence
known, however, by a sudden, desperato
cry.

“Help |”

A moment later they saw her on deck,
waving wildly. %

“My golly! What's

We will go

-happened 7”

ﬁreathed Kit.

“It’s Borki!” answered Norma, in
dismay, “I can hear her voice.”
*“But she’s tied up,” said Kit.
Has she got free?
Surely Belinda wasn't duffer enough to

a3

let her get free!

" "Talia, standing up, called shrilly in

her. own language, and they heard Borki
yell. an answer,

With alarm, Talia looked at Norma
and translated. ,

“Borki 13 not tied,” she said. “She
go push Miss Chatterton from yacht !”

“Into the sea?” gasped the head-
mistress.

The girls pulled at the oars with all
their strength, but the small boat drew
nearer to the 'yacht at a sadly slow
.'-nl}l?'l'_‘('l.

They ‘conld hear Miss Chatterton’s
angry shouts more clearly, and it was
obvious that there was a struggle in
Pprogiess,

The mistress ecould swim, but the sea
was shark-infested, and who knew what
her fate might be if she went overboard.

“Climb  over, Miss Chatterton !”
shonted Norma. “Climb over—we'ro
coming !” ; 3

Better to elimb into the eanoe than to
be pushed into the sea,

Then Miss Chatterton’s shrill reply
came :

*“ Borki is going to take the vacht to
sea !V

Norma, as
startled ery.

“My goodness—it's not on its moor-
ing! She’s cast it off !”

Borki, freed ]‘le.' kindhearted Bl'liuda.
had made her warder a prisoner, and
now was sending Miss Chatterton from
the boat.

The mistress, abandoning all hope of
victory in the struggle, elimbed over the
side, groped for the ladder, missed, and

she heard that, gave a

then, as the yvacht rolled, splashed down -

into the sea!

AT the very moment when every

second is precious, this startling
set-back overtakes the castaways !
You’ll be held spellbound by  next
Saturday’s dramatic chapters. Order
your SCHOOLGIRL now ! '
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