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WERE THE
SUPPLIES FOR THE
MYSTERY STOWAWAY?

Freda Ferriers, the sneak of the
Fourth, meant to find out !

(See this week’s thril'ing story of Barbara
Redfern & Co.)
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A Grand LONG COMPLETE story featuring Barbara Redfern & Co., with Tomboy Clara
Trevlyn and her speed girl cousin in the limelight.
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“And to

her on winning

her * A’ certificate for flying,” observed
golden-haired Mabel Lynn, Babs’ great
Lh um.
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‘And I vote, you know,
get to the aerodrome,
feed !

That last suggestion came from plump
Bessic Bunter, who shared Study No. 4
\\l!h Babs and Mabs.

*Which really means that we stand
old Bess a feed,” chuckled Leila Carroll,
ihe American junior. “Still, I guess
it's not a bad notion. What say you,
Jimmy 1"

The sixth member of the little group
of Fourth Formers standing near the
side entrance to ChLff House School
polished her monocle and beamed

Ll | say what-ho !” said Jemima Car-
stairs. “Topping old Mary Maleolm,
what? One of the real bulldog breed !
Stand her two merry old feeds if you

as soon as wo
we stand her a

like. I wonder,” added the strange

Fourth Former thoughtfully, “if she’ll

mi\- us a flip in the old aeroplane,
1at ?

Perhaps they were all wondering that,
perhaps all hoping for such an in-
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vitation—except, of course, dear old
duffer Bessie, for whom aerial excur-
sions had no appeal.

In any case, as Tomboy Clara Trevlyn
so glowingly said, it would be enormous
fun meeting Mary Malcolm again—for
Mary was Clara’s own most tremend-
ously admired cousin, and Mary, in
udximun to being a |:|ofuslonul motor-
racing driver, had recently qualified in
the air for her pilot’s “A” certificate.
She was due, after an interval of some
weeks, at the Aerodrome Stadium that
afternoon.

The six girls were on their way to
meet her. At the moment they were
waiting for Marjorie Hazeldene and
Janet Jordan, Clara’s chums of Study
No. 7

It was after lessons at Cliff House,
and with the next three hours to call
their own and no prep to do that even-
ing, they were visualising quite an
exciting time at the Aerodrome
Stadium, whither Mary was flying from
Devon.

“Oh crumbs! I wish Marjorie and
Janet would buck-up,” plump Bessie
said peevishly. “You know how that
canteen at the Drome sells out. But I
say, there's an aeroplane, you krow !”

She pointed to a speck in the sky,
sailing up from out of the west. The
chums looked upwards.
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For a moment they saw the plane as
it emerged from a bank of cloud, a
shining silver speck, and then dis-
@ppeared again. Clara’s lealthy face

ushed.

“I say, it might be Mary herself,”

she said. )

"\Qy yes, of course it is! Look,
she's'Waving over the side,” Mabel Lynn
said solemnly.

“Where ?” Clara asked eagerly, and
there was a laugh at her cagerness For
the Tomboy had been neatly trapped
that time.

Considering that the plane must have
been several miles away, it would have
needed the aid of a powerful telescope
to have detected such a happening.

Clara reddened.

“Chump !” she said witheringly.

Nevertheless she continued to watch.
The plano was growing bigger now.

“It's kik-coming lower,” Bessie said,
blinking up through her thick spec-
tacles.

Certainly it was coming lower. Grow-
ing larger, too. Now they could see the
markings on the underside of the wings.
The. hum of the engine grew louder.

Then suddenly the engine noise stop-
ped. . They saw one win, drop snarply.

“Hallo, in difficulties,” Cﬁara
breathed.

Janet Jordan and Marjorie Hazel-
dene, descending the steps at that
moment, stoprcd to crane their necks.
Half the girls on Junior Side, detecting
something wrong, stopped in their play.

Now swiftly the cabin monoplane
camo rushing downwards, rather falling
than flying, its engine cut off,

“Gee!” Leila Carroll cried,
coming straight for the school I”

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Barbara Red-
fern. “Look out there!l”

No doubt then that something was
wrong. Like a stone the plane was
plunging straight for the school build-

“ itve

ings.

%‘acea turned white. There came a
endden frenzied shout to scatter.

Then—whizz-z-0-oom-zoom ! By a
miracle it seemed the plane had missed
the chimney pots, was gliding on at a
terrific pace towards the playing fields,
throwing a dark, swift shadow across
the ground. ~

There came a shriek from the girls
out there. White-faced and tense, gﬂbﬂ
& Co. straightened up.

Above them Miss Primrose’s window
went up with a startled bang. From
her window on the ground %oor Miss
Ballivant screamed a frantie,
“Seatter 1”

They saw girls scattering. They saw
the landing wheels of the plane touch
the ground, rise, touch again.

Swiftly the cabin machine taxied
along; within ten yards of the solid
brick wall which screened Cliff House
from the main road, came to a stop.
_There was a moment of bewildering
silence. Then an excited scamper be-
gan towards the disabled machine.

“Come on!” cried Clara.

From all directions electrified girls
came running; from pavilion and tuck-
shop, from drive and gymnasium, from
the school itself, and from the eycle-
sheds. Out from the entrance to the
school, all rustling dignity, emerged
Miss Primrose, the headmistress, fol-
lowed by Miss Bullivant. From the
plane, however, camo no sign of life.

It was a smallish, underslung cabin
monoplane, not of very new pattern,
made to hold about four passengers.

Excitement then. It was something
new for a strange airman to use ClLiff
House playing-fields as a landing
ground. Quite a swarm had gathered
round the machine when Babs & Co.
arrived. At that moment, the little

sdoor which led to the pilot’s cockpit
+opened.

A girl ot about twenty, in a white
flying-suit, her curling hair hidden be-
neath an air helmet, appeared. Clara
threw one look at her and alinost
collapsed.

“Mary !” she shrieked, and leapt for-
ward, her unruly hair dancing.

For her cousin, Mary Maleolm, it

was ! .
Mary smiled. Then she slipped out of
the cockpit, rather hurriedly closing the
door behind her as she stepped on to the
ground.

What a roar went up as she was
recognised !

For Mary Malcolm, Clara’s motor-
racing cousin, was by no means a
stranger to these Cliff House girls. An
old captain of Cliff House herself, it had
only been a few short months since she
had been privileged to garage her own
racing car in the school precincts, and
practically all Cliff House had turned
out to see her win the great Grand Prix.

“Mary! Mary!” Immediately there
was a clamour as girls surrounded her,
and Mary, in the act of shaking hands
with Clara, found herself swept off her
feet. “Mary, take us up! Mary—"

“ Please—please, girls!” cried a voice,
and on to the scene strode Miss Prim-
rose. “What—why, Mary !”

“I'm sorry, Miss Primrosc !”

“I should hope you were!” the head-
mistress said, a little stifly. “This is—
er—rather unusual, Mary.”

a litile. “I had an idea I could make
the distance without filling up, But—
Freda, come down therel” she eried
sharply.

For Freda Ferriers, the sneak of the
Fourth, had climbed on to the starboard
wing, and was peering through the
pilot's window.

Freda grinned.

“Oh stuff ! I'm not doing any harm,”
she said. “I'm only looking.”

“Please come down!” Mary said
angrily, and, Barbara Redfern thougiht,
rather alarmedly.

"

“But—'

“Come down when you're told!”
Clara cried.  “Dash it, it’s not your
machine! You—— Oh golly!” she

added startledly, for Mary, in a very
frenzy of annoyance, had grabbed at
Freda's leg.

“Here, 1 say—" eried Freda.

“Please come down !” Mary repeated-
sharply.

Freda, with a glare, got down. Mary
bit her lip.

“Now, please—please, all of you, go
away !” she said. “There—there's >
She looked at the plane, and, as if there
was some guilt in that innocent action,
looked away again. “Clara, will you
please stop behind?” she asked.

“Mary darlint, don’t be mane
Bridget O'Toole eried. “T.ct’s have a
look over the plane !

“I'm sorry—not now. To—to-morrow.”

“But sure it's dismantled it'll be to-
morrow ! Bridget protested.

't

A mystery girl arrives at Cliff House School by aeroplane.
She is brought by Mary Malcolm, crack racing driver and
pilot. Mary enlists the aid of her Fourth Form cousin, Clara

Trevlyn, in hiding the girl in the school !

Tomboy Clara

loyally rallies round—and thus starts a most amazing series of

happenings at the famous school !

“I'm sorry !” Mary repeated, with a
little emile, but she glanced up with
curious anxiety towards the machine,
“I didn’t intend to make a landing

here. That was rather forced on me.
You see, I—I ran out of petrol. I
should have filled up before I started.

I'm sorry, Miss Primrose !”

The headmistress frowned slightly.

“I am glad,” she said—*“glad that
nothing worse has befallen. But the
handling of such a dangerous contrap-
tion as this calls for forethought and
care, Mary. I sincerely trust that you
will never allow anything of the kind
to happen again. However, I am glad
to sce you,” Miss Primrose added, melt-
ing into a smile.  “And while I am
here, let me tell you how pleased T am
that you have got your certificate. You
may leave the aervoplane here until such
time as you can make arrangements for
its removal. 1 presume you will fill it
with petrol and fly it off again?”

Mary smiled ruefully.

“T wish,” she said, * it was as easy as
that, Miss Primrose. I am afraid that
I shall have to have it partly dismantled
and remove it on a lorry. You see,”
she added, “there’s hardly enough room
for me to take off here without hitting
scmething, If you do not mind it
remaining here until to-morrow, Miss
Primrose—"

“Why cortainly!” Miss Primrose
agreed
She smiled, and, nodding to Miss

Ballivant, walked away. Clara stared
at her cousin a little curiously.

“But, Mary, you didn't really forget
to fill up?” she asked.

“Well, not really.” Mary bit her lip

“Well, come other day then!” Mary
gasped. “ Please, girls, don’t interfere !”

The girls stared. Babs & Co. stared.
So strange did Mary lock. So unlike
the Mary they know—to refuse that
simple request! But Clara, with a
quick, wondering gaze, nodded.

“Right-ho !” she said. “I =ay, give
Mary a chance, you girls! Wait till to-
morrow. Dash it all, she’s had rather a
shaking-up 1”

“Oh stuff! She's got something in
there she's ‘afraid of someone seeing,”
Freda Ferriers spitefully gibed.

“Why, you—"

“Freda, that is an insult!” Dulcia
Fairbrother, the captain of the school,
said angrily. “ You will take fifty lines.
Now go to your study !”

Freda gritted her teeth. Furious the
look she flung at Dulcia, but more
bitterly furious the glance she flung at
Mary Maleolm. Mary gulped.

“Thanks, Dulcia !”

“Not at all] Please, girls, all of yon
disperse !” ordered the school captain.
“Mary, is there anything I can do for

you
“No{ but thanks all the same. Clara,
please don't you go—nor you, Babs.
Clara, I—I want to talk to you.”
“Well, yves?” Clara said, puzzled.
“Barbara, will you—would you and
your chums mind keeping an eve on the
machine?  And please, whatever you
do, don’t let anyone come near it. Now,
Clara, where can 1 talk to you—alone ?”
“Well, in the study,” Clara suggested.
You can keep an eye on the machine
at the same time from the window.
But, Mary, what's the matter 7” she re-
peated. “Is—is anything wrong?”

€
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“Heaps I”
come on "

And, watched from a distance by a
crowd of girls, she accompanied Clara
into the school. .

Onee in Study No. 7, Mary closed the
door. Then, most amazingly, she locked
it. She turned and faced her wonder-
ing cousin.

“Clara,” she said tensely, “I want
your help 1”

Clara blinked.

“Well, I'm here, and you know,
Mary, you've only got to ask.”

“I do; but—but——"  Mary looked
shaken. “Things have gone so badly I"
she muttered. “I'm not sure— Eut
listen, Clara, I want you to do some-
thing for me—something big—something
which, for the time being, nobody must
know anything at all about. I—I want
you to smuggle a girl into the school and
look after her.”

Clara jumped.

“A girl? What girl?”?

“A girl,” Mary said simply,
got hidden in the plane!”

Spy in the Fourth!

OR a moment Clara

F stared blankly at her

motor-racing cousin.

Mary, however, gave

her no time o ask
questions.

“Clara, I can’t explain fully now—
some time later T'll tell you all about
it. But this girl is a friend. I'm try-
ing to do something for her. I expect
you'll call me a fool when you know
what I've done already, because if any
of this came out I should be ruined.”

“But, Mary—" Clara cried.

“No, please, Claral And, for good-
ne:s’ sake,” Mary said feverishly, “say
nothing—not even  to Marjorie and
Babs, or any of your chums. It's abso-
lntely necessary, Clara, that this girl
shoufd lie low for a day or two—abso-
lntely necessary that no one should
know where she is. You understand 7"

Clara was far from understanding;
but the urgency, the desperation in
Mary’s tones left no room for argu-
ment.  Clara loved and trusted her
cousin. In many wais, Mary Malcolm,
who, by her own sheer grit and her
father’s inventive cleverness, - had
forced herself to the front rank of
racing motorists during the last few

Mary whispered. “But

“T've

months, was her heroine.

“Well, 0.K.,” said the Tomboy
simply. “When do we get the girl
away 1

“To-night, Clara. It wouldn’t be
safe until then. Meet me at the plane
just after eleven. 'Then together we
can smuggle her into the school. You
told me, dido’t you, that you'd found
a secret room behind the fireplace in
this study ”

“Oh, yes!” Clara said.

“Docs anybody else know of it?1"”

“Babs and Mabs and one or iwo
others,” Clara replied. “But they’ll
have forgotten it by this time. t's
ages and ages since we looked at it.”

“Right-ho, then, that's the idea,”
Mary said. “Try to smuggle some bed-
clothes and things down. Get some
food. See,” she added, and feverishly
fished in her pocket, “here’s a pound
note—1 don’t suppose you've got a lot
of money. You’ll see to it, Clara?”

“Trust me,” Clara said. “To-night
at eleven, then.”

“Yes. And, Clara, thanks—thanks!,
You'll never krow what you've
domn " >

“Oh stuff] Let's go!” Clara said
gruflly.

“ driver was a high honour.

She opened the door. Together
they hurried out of the school into the
drive. Little Dolores Essendon of the
Second Form, her face wistful and
excited, accosted them.

“Oh, pip-please, Miss Malecolm, will
you sign my autograph album?”

“Why, of course!” Mary laughed,
and signed it there and then. *Why,
you, too, Madge ?”—as Madge Stevens
of the Upper Third approached.
“There now! Sorry I can’t do some-
thing else in it; but I've got to be
busy, you know. So long! Come on,
Clara !”

Beaming, she returned to the two
delighted youngsters their albums, and
witk Clara at her side hurried on.
Babs & Co., faithful to their trust,
were still keeping a watchful guard
over the ecabin monoplane. Babs
smiled as Mary came up.

“Well, here we arc,” she said
cheerily. "Nol‘:ody’s run away with it,

you see, Mary. .
“Thanks, Babs!” Mary breathed in
relief.- “It was nice of you.”
“Qh, not at all!” Babs smiled.

“But, Mary, won't you come and have
a cup of tea with us?”

“'Fraid not,” Mary said “I've got
a lot of things to do, Barbara. 'd
like to, uwhﬁ!y. and I will another
time if you care to ask me. Look
here, T'll tell you what,” she added,
“come along to the aerodrome to-
morrow and have tea with me. I ex-
pect the plane will be put ship-shape
again by then, and perhaps we can
have a flip or two.” oo

“Shucks, all of us?” breathed Leila.

“Why not?” Mary laughed.

“0Oh, Mary!"” gasped Marjorie. .

And their eyes glimmered, their
faces flushed. That was a treat to
look forward to, if you like!

“And mnow,” Mary =said, “you just
buzz off and get your tea. Clara,
wauld you mind looking after the old
ship while I hurry off to the aero-
drome? I’ll arrange there for it to be
removed—and, oh goodness, I almost
forgot to tell you whai's brought me
to the drome!” X

“What-ho!” said Jemima Carstairs
interestedly -“We sort of understood
you were trying out the old plane.”

“Well, that’s Partly the reason. But
there’s another,” Mary laughed. “TI've
got the plane for a week, that’s all
But on Saturday I'm driving a car for
Mzr. Cleveden-Carr in the South Eng-
land Gold Cup!”

“Mary, noi” eried Clara.

“It's a fact!”

Clara beamed. If she had looked
proud of her famous cousin before, she
was positively adoring now.  Every-
body in the motoring world had heard
of rich James B. Cleveden-Carr, of
course, one of the most famous car
manufacturers. To be chosen as his

And Mary
had got the ;obl

“And so,” Mary laughed, “I've
come here to practise, you know. It’s
a new car, too—no one knows yet what
it’s capable of. Naturally,” she added,
her face becoming a little serious, “it’s
a big opportunity for me. win
the race it means that I've no need to
worry at all about the future, because
Mr. ClevedenCarr, apart from being a
famous motorist, is also terrifically
interested in air speed, and may give
me a chance to have a shot at one of
the air records later on.

“I only hope to goodness,” she
added, with a little frown, “he doesn’t
hear that I’ve been forced to make a
landinﬁ at Cliff House!”

“Well, he fertainly won't hear it
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«from us,” Babs said. “Bat,
can we come to the race?” :

“Why, of course. If you don’t, I
shall be frightfully disappointedy
Remind me to-morrow to give you the
tickets,” Mary laughed. “ Now please
do go and get your tea. I expect
you're starving.”

And, beaming and hayppy, the !mna
went,

What a sport Mary was!

“Now, Clara, will you wait here and
kMF an eye on things?” Mary said.
“TI'll have to push along to the drome.
I promise I won’t be longer than 1
can help.”

“Go ahead,” Clara said cheerfully.

Mary smiled. © With a grateful
glance at her cousin she went off.
Clara watched as her graccful form
vanished through the gates. Good’ old
l\%a:.ryl What a cousin to be proud
of !

She stared towards the plane. Bhe
wondered, looking at it, if the day
would ever come when she would fly
a thing like that—and found hersclf
thrilling at the very prospect.

She wondered who was Slc girl Mary
had stowed away in the plane—her
name, what sort of girl she was, what
circumstances had caused ‘Mary to take
so desperate a course of action! Not
for nothing, however, would -Mary have
run such a risk. Whatever her motive
it must be a jolly good onec!

Interestedly, Clara walked round the
plane, thoughtfully examining it from
propeiler to rudder, and finally swung
herself to a sitting position on the
starboard wing. There, with her body
resting against the fuselage, she sat.

Inside the plane there came-a move-
ment Clara started.

That, of course, was the mystery stow-
away !

She made no sound, however, and the
movement was not repeated. d

Clara gazed idly across the playing
fields, mentally making plans for the
reception of the stranger when she
should be rescued after dark. Have to
get blankets, of course—those could be
easily grabbed from the laundry baskets
up in the atties, IMave to lay in a
supply of food—that could be done at
the tuckshop. Mustn’t forget the water,
or the cuKs and plates and things. Have
to give the girl some sort of light—and
a spirit-stove as well.

Well, that was all right. The last
items were all contained in Study No. T's
picnic hamper.

Candles slie could buy at the tuck-
shop. Methylated spirit for the stove
she could get from Babs. And—and—
And then Clara sat up sharply, staring
towards the drive.

“ Aha !” she breathed.

She sat still, watching, a rather grim
frown on her face.

For down the drive, cautiously,
stealthily, a figuro was approaching—
Freda Ferriers of the Fourth.

Plainly Freda thought the plane was
unguarded.

Clara’s eyes glimmered,

She sat still, shielded by the fuselage.

Now Freda had left the drive. Wiih
a backwards look towards the school,
she was creeping towards the plane.
Nearer, nearcr she came, and then, five
yards away, she saw Clara, stopped, and
jumped.

Clara slipped from her perch.

“And what,” she asked grimly, “are
you doing here 7

Waves of colour came and went in
the sneak’s face.

“Well, what are you doing here?”’
she blustered. “I wasn't aware thaf
this ground was exactly yours. If—if
you want to know, 1 dropped something

Mary,
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this afternoon. I—1 came to look for
bt

“¥Yes?” Clara asked contemptuously.
“You mean you canr to spy!”

“No, I didn’t!”

“Don’'t tell fibs!”

“1"n not telling fibs! And, anyway,”
Freda flashed out, “ why should you be
afraid.of anyone spying? Jolly funny,
isn't it, that your cousin wouldn't let
anyone go near the plane? And jolly
funny, now that she's gone, that you're
here on guard 1™

Clara gazed at her. She gazed rather
measuredly. Trust Freda to read sus-
picion into the most casual action; but,
for once, Freda was treading on de-
cidedly dangerous ground. Easy-to see
that Kreda suspected something. Clara
took her by the arm.

“Come on!” she said

“But I don't want

“Come on!” Clara repeated. “Never
mind what you want. If Mary doesn’t
want anybody to go near that plane,
that should be good enough for you!
Trot along!”’

“But I tell you—"

“ Leave it until you see me again!”

And Clara, having conducted Freda
to the drive, gave her a warning glance
and marched back to the plane once
more,  Freda hesitated, her little eyes
glittering.

“The cat! If you ask me,” she mut-
tered vengefully, *there’s something
jolly fishy about that plane. Why
should they both be afraid of anyone
having a look at it?”

She glared at Clara’s retreating back,
But she did not follow her. Freda had
u wholesome dread of Clara Trevlyn.
One could go just so far with the Tom-
boy of the Fourth, and she had the
fense to realise *that she had already
travelled the full distance.

But Freda did not return to the
echool,  Unnoticed by Clara, she turned
into the tuckshop the doorway of which
alforded an excellent view of the
stranded plane and all that happened
in its vicinity.

Presently the throo of a powerful car
was heard in the road outside, Then
into the drive turned a long, low, glit-
tering racing car, of crimson and gold.
Mary Malcolm sat behind the big, taped
stecring wheel.

”

Freda craned forward. She watched -

as Mary smartly turned the car towards
the garage, brought it to a halt on the
washi-down there. Eagerly curious, sus.
picious, she watched as Mary joined
Clara. i

For a few moments
tliere in animated conversation. Then
Mary, with a ned, chmbed into the
cabin monoplane, while Clara turned
towards the tuckshop.

Freda hastily dodged inside, looked
agitatedly around, and then dodged out
of sight behind the end of the counter.

the two stood

Clara came in. The tuckshop, of
course, was deserted Even Aunty

Jones, the good lady responsible for its
upkeep, was sharing a friendly tea with
Piper, the crusty old porter, in the
adjoining eitting-room.

Clara banged the counter; and
Aunty Jones, wiping ner hands on her
apron, hurried into the shop.

Freda listened eagerly.

“I want an order, aunty,” Clara said.
“A rather big order. A loaf, half .a
pound of butter, a quarter of tea, a
pound of sugar, some ham rolls,
milk——" 8he reeled off a list which
made Freda open her eyes. “Do them
up in a paréel, will sou?” she asked.
“And I'll call down for them during
eupper-time. I'll pay now.”

"

Now, why,” ©Freda breathed,
“doesn’t she take them with her 7

Unaware of ithe sneak’'s proximity,
Clara strolled out of the tuckshop.

Freda, waiting until Aunty Jones had
retired 1nto her sitting-room, dodged to
the doorway. Clara was heading
towards the school

The sneak did not follow immediately.
She glanced towards the plane, through
the window of which Mary Malcoim
could be scen apparently making some
adjustments in the cockpit.

Clara, meantime, had gone to Study
No. 7.

Marjorie  Hazeldene and Janet
Jordan, who normally shared that
apartment with Ler, were at tea with
Barbara Redfern, Mabel Lynn, and
Bessie Bunter in Study No. 4. Clara
breathed a sigh of relief.

Could the prying Freda have seen
Clara’s actions then she would have
been greatly intrigued. For Clara,
closing the door, carefully locked it.
Then she went to the window, drawing
the curtains close to. After that she
fetched a torch from the cupboard and
approached the fireplace.

That fireplace was one of the original
relics of Cliff House, and in its way one
of the most handsome and ornate. From
floor to mantelshelf it was ornately
hand-carved. Few knew the sccret it
concealed, however.

Clara fumbled with the roses that
formed the framework. She touched a
certain one. There was a faint, rumb-
ling sound. Then fireplace—fire and all
—swung as if on a pivot into the room,
displaying a dark opening in the rear.
Clara stepped into it, looked quickly
to right and left along a narrow, shaft-
like tunncl. Seven paces she stepped
to the right, and then halted before a
door. 8he pushed it open, flashing the
torch inside.

Babs and Mabs,
wonder.
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A small, square room, rather dusty
and untidy, met her gaze.

“0.K.!” Clara muttered.
get it swept out, though.”

And this she proceeded to do, after-
wards making the secret room as com-
fortable as possible. That done, with
the fireplace back in place once wore,
she joined Babs & Co. for tea.

Somewhat to the chums’ surprise, she
slipped away from them immediately
after the meal, and they didn't see her
again until call-over,

And that was because the Tomboy
had spent her time in getiing blankets
and other odds-and-ends down into the
seeret room—and also dodging Freda
Ferriers.

Call-over came and went. Then bed,
Usually one of the first girls to go off to
sleep, Clara Trevlyn, to-night, lay
awake. Ten o'clock chimed. Half-past.
Eleven. Sharply on the last stroke Clara
sat up. Quickly she looked round the
dormitory—particularly keenly in the
direction of Freda Ferrier's bed. DBut
Freda was sleeping.

She rose, donning her clothes in the
darkness. Then silently she hurried
downstairs. Through the lobby window
she made her exit, slipping towards the

“DBetter

stranded plane. Tt was Mary’s voice
which softly hailed her as she ap-
proached.

“Clara, that you?”

“Yes,” Clara answered.

“Oh, good! All right, Sophie!” Mary
called softly, and from the cabin door
of the monoplane emerged a girl—a girl
a trifle older and a trifle taller than
Clara. “This is my cousin,” ghe added,
and Clara, extending her hand in the
darkness, grinned a friendly weleome to
the dark-eyed, rather palefaced girl who '
turned towards her, “This is Sophio
Trent,” Mary explained, “At least,
that is what she is called at the moment.
Is everything ready, Clara?”

** CLARA, open this door ! " cried Sarah,

and thumped furiously on the panels.
coming up, stared in
Why had their Tomboy chum
locked herself in her study ?
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*“ Everything,” Clara said. “Come on,
lot’'s get back. Mary, you're not com-
ing, are you?” she added, as her cousin
fell into step beside her and Sophie.

“But I am,” Mary said. “After all,
why not? Nobody 1s up now; I'd like
to see that Sophie is comfortable before
I leave. Anyway,” she added, “I know
the study. If you'll explain to me how
to work the fireplace panel, you can skip
olf to the dormitory and I'll look after
Sophie.”

Clara nodded, and in a few words she
explained the secret of the fireplace in
Study No. T.

“T've got it,” Mary said. “But shush
now,” she added, as they approached the
open lobby window.

They stood still, listening. No sound.
Cliff House, except for a steady light
which burned in Miss Primrose’s room,
was silent and shrouded in darkness.

Silently they climbed over the sill, and
while Clara closed the window, Mary
and Sotrhie stood in the corridor. Clara
grinned,

“0.K1” she breathed, “But be care-
ful going across Big Hall. The' Bull's
room opens into the Hall, and the Bull's
got the ears of a lynx. First corridor on
the left when you get to the top of the
stairs—that leads to the Fourth Form
studies,” she added in a whisper. “I
take the first on the right to the dorm.
You go first.”

Mary nodded. Taking Sophie by the
hand she flitted away. Clara, covering
up their retreat, followed, holding her
breath as she passed Miss Bullivant's
door. From inside the room there came
a movement. . .

* ﬁuick, get along 1” Clara hissed.
“Hurry 1” Mary panted.

Together she and Sophie flew towards
the stairs. Clara, with a look at ‘the
Bull’s’ door, followed. Then suddenly
that door came open. A yellow light
splashed a square across the floor of Big
Hall, just as Mary and the fugitive
reached the top of the stairs. For one
second Clara halted, her heart in her
mouth. Then—

“Stop!” commanded a sharp voice
from Miss Bullivant’s doorway. “Stop!
Who are you—" and then she saw
transfixed Tomboy. “Clara, you!” she
cried. “What are you doing here—in
)‘oulll' outdoor clothes—at this time of
night ¥”

A Sneak Out of Luck!
e LARA TREVLYN

) gasped. She hoped

- to  goodness iss
Bullivant hadn't

W A\| heard the faint scuffling of
feet from the corridor above.

But the mistress’ attention was wholly
and most iciously concentrated upon
the Tomboy herself.

“Clara, you have been out?*

= ‘Fg:e," mumbled Clara.

" re have you been?”

Clara gulped. But inwardly she
was sighing with relief. For upstairs
now all was silent.

“I—1 went into the grounds,” she told
the mathematics mistress,

“Indeed! What for1”

“Well, I went down and looked at the
aeroplane,” Clara blurted, reflecting at
least that was true. “After all, Miss
Bullivant, it’s not often we have an
aeﬁrnplane siranded im the grounds, is
i

“ But that,” Miss Bullivant said tlrtlf,
“jis no reason whatever why you should
set school rules at defiance, Clara. You
khave had every opportunity during the
evening {o inspect the aeroplape. I

imagine since it is vour own cousin’s
property, that you will have as many
opportunities as you require in future.
1 shall report you.  You may return fo
vour dormitory at once I”

“Y-yes, Miss Bullivant! Thath-thank
yon,” Clara gasped.

“Good-night1”* the mistress added
frigidly. L

“ G-good-night, Miss Bullivant!”

And Clara, breathing a thankfu) sigh
of gratitude that her coup still remained
a secret, hurried off up the stairs.

She pushed open the door of the
Fourth Form dormitory, and crept to
her bed. Almost at once a voice spoke.

“ Hallo, where have you been, Clara?”

It was Freda Ferriers.

“Oh, you would be awake!
sleep ! Clara grunted.

“But you've been out—"

“Well, any business of yours?” Clara
asked angrily. -

“Eh, what?” asked Barbara Redfern,
starting up, and then stared. “I say,
who's making a row?” And then ehe
jumped as she recognised her chum.
“Clara—" ;

“Well 2 Clara said resignedly.

“You're never going out?” i

“No,” Clura admiited, “I've been!
Please, Babs, don't ask questions. I'm
tired. And anyway,” she added, “I've
done all my explaining to the Bull!”

“You mean—she caught you?” Babs
breathed.

“Yes!” Clara replied shortly.

There came a titter from Freda.
Babs, shaking ber head, settled down
again—wondering, amazed, r r
troubled if the truth be told. Clara
rather angrily threw off her clothes, and
ignoring another question from Freda,
c%-il:nbed into bed. And so once again
the Fourth Form dormitory settled down
to sleep.

But in the morning—early, Babs was
awakened by a hand shaking her
shoulder. She looked up to see the
sharp, ferrety face of Freda Ferriers
bending over her.

“Babs!” gasped I'reda. “Clara—
she's gone!”

Babs blinked indignantly.

“Well, is it any business of yours?”
she asked. “And why, if she wants to
go, shouldn’t she go?” i

“But it wants half an hour to rising
bell,” Freda cried. =

gnbs’ eyes glimmered. She sat up in

Go to

ed.
“Rather trying to make mischief
aren’t you, Freda?” she contemptuously
asked. “Why shouldn’t Clara get up
half an hour before rising-bell? Go
back to bed. I want to go to sleep.”
She snuggled down again. But she
was far from sleeping then. Uneasiness
as to Clara’s actions and intentions filled

“her, but still more uneasy did she feel

about the sneak of the form. It was
obvious now that she had her knife
into Clara Trevlyn.

Freda, dressing swiftly, stepped to-
wards the door. Babs sat up again.

“Freda, where are you going?”

“Like to know, woufdn’t you ?” Freda
encered. “Well, take a bit of the advice
vou're so fond of giving and mind your
own business 1”

The door closed behind her. But in a
minute Babs was out of bed. Swiftly
she crossed tp Mabs' bed, shaking her
by the shoulders. Mabs sat up in

startled sleepiness.

“Come onl!” Babs said swiftly.
“Clara’s out, and Freda’s bent on
mischief. Get dressed, old thing.”

Mabs nodded at once. She was wide
awake then. Swiftly the two of them
dressed, quicl:i‘y padded off downstairs.
They reach the Fourth Form
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corridor, starting as they approached the
corner. They heard a bang at some-
body’s door. Then, rounding the corri-
dor, they saw. oy
. Freda—with Sarah Harrigan,  the
ill-natured prefect of the Sixth—was
standing outside the door of Study No.
They were banging on the panels.

Easy, then, to guess what had
happened. ['reda, finding the door of
Study No. 7 locked, had gmught Sarah
on to the scene.

“You sneak, Freda!” Babs cried as
she came up. “What's the matter”
she asked of Sarah Harrigan.

“Clara, open this door!”
called, without deigning to reply.

“But how do you know Clara is in
there ?”” Mabs B

“Because,” Sarah said, flashing
round, “Freda saw her go in. And if,”
she added, ““she isn't in there, how is
it that her door is locked on the inside?
Clara, for the last time, will you open
this door?” Sarah hooted.

From inside Study No. 7 there came

Sarah

no reply.

Sarah’s lips compressed.

“Very well1” she said. “Freda, get
me a sheet of newspaper.” And while
Freda darted into ;&:dy No. 6, to

reappear with the required article a
moment later, she produced a thin,

silver propelling pencil from her
pocket. “Slip it under the door,” she
ordered.

Freda slipped the newspaper under
the door, casting a jubilant glance at
Babs and Mabs as she did so. Into
the keyhole Sarah inserted the point of
her pencil—the lead, of course, with-
drawn to prevent the lead becoming
damaged—and for a moment twisted
and turned. Inside the room the key
fell with a soft thud on to the news-
paper.

reda, drawing the newspaper from
under the door, withdrew the key with
it. She handed it to the prefect.

“Thanks!"” Sarah said curtly.

She inserted it into the lock. Then,
with a very angry frown indeed, she
flung the door open. Babs and Mabs
followed her in. 8o, movin
did Freda. And then they all gasped.
For of Clara Trevlyn there was no sign.

“Oh, mum-my hat !” stuttered Freda.

Sarah’s eyes gleamed.

“1 thought you said you saw Clara
come in here?”

“Bus-so I did,” stammered the sneak
of the Fourth.

“Then whera is she ?”

Babs smiled. Mabs hid a grin.
Freda looked utterly amazed.

“I—I don’t know! She must have
got out, somehow,” she blurted bewil-
deredly. “The window, perhaps.”

Sarah sniffed.

“I hardly think Clara would risk a
climb down from the window!” she
snapped. “TFreda, if this is a joke,
you can take fifty lines!”-

Freda glowered.
“But it's not a
tell you I saw—
“Thank you, don’t shout at me,”
Sarah said angrily. “Take another
twenty for being noisy and insolent.
Barbara, and you, Mabel, get out of

this room.”

“Why, of course, Sarah! Cerlainly,
Sarah,” Babs said cheerfully, and with
a_wink for Mabs and a grin at the
glowering and infuriated gFredn. she
got out willingly enough. In the
corridor, however, she glanced at her
golden-haired chum.

“Now how,” she asked softly, “did
Clara manage that little trick ¥’ )
A question to which Mabs, at that
moment at least, could ‘not have

returned the vaguest answer.

quickly,

,_Eolst'." she cried. “I
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A Stranger Comes to Cliff House!

[13 ABB, wait a
minute ! Look!”
Mabel Lynn

paused.

Tt was about half an hour
later. Rising-bell had rung,
and Cliff House was astir. Babs and
Mabe, having searched in vain for
Clara Trevlyn, both in and out of the
school, were on their way to snatch an
early morning dip in the school’s
swimming-bath. .

That swimming-bath was in the rear
of the gym, and to reach it one could
cither slip through the gym or, taking
a more circuitous route aEproach by
way of Cliff House's model kitchen and
through the cloisters. The gym, at thia
carly hour of the morning, was close
and so the latter and longer route was
the one, of necessity, which must be
taken. It was as they recached the
cloisters that Babs made her whispered
exclamation.

Mabs halted. 3

In front of them were the cloisters,
a series of half-ruined arches, which, in
the far-off dass of the Middle Ages, had
been the sanctuary used by the monks
of Cliffe Abbey. Through one of those
arches loomed the entrance to the old
crypt—a dark, grim-looking opening.

And just coming from the entrance
was Clara Trevlyn! She stepped
swiftly into the open—and saw Babs
and Mabs.

A wave of guilty colour stained her
cheeks

*Clara !” cried Babs

Too late Clara turned, looking very
much as if she intended to run away.
She paused awkwardly.

“(Oh, hallo!” she said.

“Hallo !” But Babs eyed her
curionsly. Rather pointedly her eyes
went to the erypt. What had Clara
been doing down there? And how,
escaping from Study No. 7, had she got
down there? The very question set
alive a sudden startling thought in her
mind, and for a moment her eyes
reflected the startled surprise she felt.

At the same time, she told herself, it
was no business of hers.

“We—we rather wondered where
you'd got to,” she temporised.
“Yes, suppose  you did,” Clara

returned awkwardly.

“Especially as—as Freda Ferriers
went sneaking down after vou this
morning,” Babs said. * And Freda got
Sarah along to Study No. 7. They
found it locked, Clara, with the key on
the inside.”

“QOh, fuf-faney!” Clara said. She
did not seem surprised.

“And so,” Babs said, “I thonght
I'd give you the tip, that's all. But—

Clara,” she added quictly, “can T give
you a hand with anything 7”

Clara flushed, but shot Babs a grate-
ful glance.

“Well—no. but thanks, old Babs.”

“Not at all ! Coming in for a swim ?”

Clara paused. She smiled.

“Yes, I will, I—" and ' then she
broke off, as from round the corner of
the clojsters the thud of running feet
was heard, and scampering on to the
scene came Freda Ferriers and Lydia
Crossendale.

Freda

“Clara—I

shrilled.
“Come on!” Clara said to Babs.
“But Clara—here, say, wait a

say, Clara—"

minute I” Freda panted. “ There’s some-
ono to see you. - A woman.,”
Clara stopped at that. Babs and

Mabs stopped, too.
“What woman?” Clara demanded.
“A woman,” Freda announced,
“named Mrs. Trent.”

Was it Dabs’ fancy, or did Clara's
face, for a moment, turn suddenly pale?

l“'“]-'hnl——what does she want?” she
asked.
“Don’t you know?” Freda looked

at lier meaningly. “She says she wants
to see you because you're the cousin
of Mary Maleolm. And how,” Freda
demanded, “did you jolly well get out
of Study No. 7 after shutting yourself
up in it this morning?”

But Clara did not reply to that
question.  She was wondering, with o
sudden dread, what a woman named

ri. Trent could be doing here.
Trent! The same pame as the girl
whom she had just visited in the secret
hide-out she had made for her behind
the fireplace of Study No. 7!

It was dcbatable, indeed, if she even
heard that last question of Freda's.
But as Freda, determined to get an

By Hilda Richards 7

“Yes.”

“And the cousin, I belicve, of a girl
named Mary Malcolm? - The girl "—
and the woman nodded towards the
acroplane—* who came down in these
grounds yesterday "

Clara admitted it

“Ah!” The woman gazed at her.
“My name is Mrs. Susan Trent,” she
volnnteered. “Does that convey any-
thing to you?”

“What should it convey to mef?”

“I thought you might understand.”
The woman paused. “ As you are Mary
Malcolm's cousin I thought perhaps
Mary might have confided something in
you. You see,” she added silkily, “I
have reason to believe that somebody
else was in that plane yesterday when
it arcived ‘ou're sure,” she added,
with a hint of menace, “you know
nothing about it2”

No. 3 of a delightful new series for your

¢ Cliff House Album."

CLIFF HOUSE PETS

Lynn's magnificent. blue Persian
ot i3 known, but please don't run
away with the impression that “ Musta "
is all of that name ! Look at the register
of the British Cat Club, of which Musta
is a dignified member, and we get that
name in full It is Mostapha Kaliph
Alladatra Cleastre |
Very impressive, bsn't it? I don't
wonder, with such a name, that Musta is
one of the most haughty animals in the
Pets’ House. In Musta’s company one
feels that one is standing in the presence
of a veritable king among cats |
Sleck, slinky, and regal — that's
Mustapha! That wondrous greyish coat
(called blue in the cat world) of his is so
unbelievably  soft
that priceless
ermine would seem

Ml.'ST.\ is the name by which Mabel

royal personality.
Thosc amber eyes,
agleam with hidden
fires, seem, when
they look at you,
to be reading your
every secret
thought. That un-
hurried, slinky walk
of his can only be
;‘R}:‘mred ;t!“; the
grace of a tiger!
Yet, for all that,
Musta is an aston-
ishingly friendly
cat. Unlike most of
his tribe he has no
affection for furni-
ture, {;rcl'crring :

always, when pur-
ringly pleased with
himselt, to find a

answer, planted herself in her path,
Clara calmly pushed her aside.

Babs, with a look at Mabs, followed
the Tomboy.

“PBut lock here—"" roared Freda.

Nobody was looking there Clara,
rather fierce and worried, with a queer
light in her eyes, was striding off, with
Babs and Mabs uneasily following in
her train. The quadrangle was
reached, and as Clara was sighted, a
shout went up from the half-dozen girls
who surrounded the figure of a woman
who stood on the edge of the drive.

“Here’s  Clara! Clara, vyou're
wanted 1”

Clara, bracing herself, stepped for-
ward. The woman—she might have
been between thirty-five and forty,
with very small, greenish eyes—looked
at her. &

“You are Clara Trevlyn 7" she asked.

s

Mabel Lynn's
MUSTA

human leg to rub himself against, If
not a human leg then Musta will choose
the massive leg of Fay Chandler's St.
Bernard, Bruno, witl: whom he has always
terms

been on most astoni good 2
is cféver—-—wlut else

Of course, Musta
could one expect ¥ He can walk guite a
long distance on his hind legs; he has a
habit, when pleased to see you, of raising
his right forepaw in the air as if giving
you a royal salute !

He will talk to his beloved mistress in
a series of purrs and meows, so differing
in intonation that it is almost possible to
believe he is carrying on an intelligent
conversation.

With all dogs, except Bruno, however,
he is a terror! Never {et has Musta been

snown to run away
from any dog, and
insuch terrific ights
he has had with
them it is always
Musta who has
emerged the vietor |

‘Musta was pre-
sented to  Mabel
when a tiny kitten
by Princess Alvos
Naida, the Egyp-
tian princess who
lived for a while at
Luxor Hall, Esscx.

Since then Musta
has been entered in
no fewer than eight
cat shows, and in
each has won a first
prize.

Can you wonder,
therefore, that
Mubs, besides being
so fond of Musta,
thinks that he Is the
most wonderful cat
in the world ?
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Clara paused, ler lips became set.
Babs, gazing at her, saw that Clara
did know something abeout it—and saw,
too, that Clara did noi intend to say
anything about it. But at the question
a sudden cry went up from Freda, who
had again arrived on the scene.

“My hat, that explains it!”
cried.

“Explains what?” Mrs. Trent asked.

“Explains why Mary Malcolm
didn’t want anybody to go near the
plane 17

“Be quict!” hissed Clara.

“Rats! Why should I be quiet?”
Freda flared. “Didn’t she jolly well
pull me away from 1t when I tried to
take a peep into the cockpit? And
didn’t she take jolly good care to keep
guard over it until we all went to bed ?
And didn’t you jolly well get up in the
middle of the night for something, and

she
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—but look !” she shrilled.
Mary Malcolin herself !

It was true. At that moment the
crimson and gold racing-car had just
thrummed its way through the gates of

“Here's

Cliff House, and had come to a halt

near the stranded plane.

‘Without another word Mrs. Trent
turned. With the crowd following her
she hurried off towards the car, just as
Mary Malcolm climbed out of it. She
halted before her.

“(Good-morning, Miss Malcolm " she
said. :

Mary’s face paled for a moment, but
only for a moment.

“Good-morning ! she returned
quietly, and looked at Clara, desper-
ately signlllinilwith her eyes.

“Yesterday, Miss Malcolm, I believe
vou made a forced landing at this
school ¥ the woman said, her eyes
steadfastly on the speed star’s face.
“And yesterday my daughter was
abducted. She -disappeared mnear a
spot at which your seroplane was seen
to alight. Do you want me to speak
more plainly 7"

There came a.gasp from the girls.
Clara gritted her teeth. But Mary,
supremely in possession of her control
now, looked at the woman.

“What exactly are you trying to
accuse me of 1" she asked.

The answer came:

“I am accusing you, Mary Malcolm,
of having abducted my daughter!
And "—whirling on the startled Clara
—*of this girl. your cousin, being con-
cerned in that abduetion! I demand
at once, as Sophie Trent’s mother, to
search that plane!”

Clara Doesn't Care!

“ HE W.-E W

P whistled Freda
Ferriers.

Even. she had

not expected anything half
so dramatic as this.

There came a hiss of surprise from
the assembled girls. Babs, with a sud-
den_tremor of alarm, gazed at Clara.
Clara was standing tense and taut, her
nails biting deeply into the palms of
her clenched hands. Mary, however,
had not turned a hair. She looked,
indeed, almost contemptuous.

“If,” she said, “it would ease your
mind to search the plane, Mrs. Trent,
do so, by all means. At the same
time,” she added, “I absolutely deny
having abducted your daughter, or
anyone else.” y

Mary spoke calmly, confidently, and
Clara, seeing that her cousin had the
situation well in hand, relaxed, flashing
at the electrified Freda a glance of
trinmph.

The woman paused. Y

“Yon deny my daughter travelled in
that plane?”

“I deny
emphatically.

Mrs. Trent looked taken aback a
litile. Nevertheless, it was plain she
was not satisfied With eyes still heavy
with suspicion, she walked towards the
plane. As some of the other girls
would have followed her, Mary
beckoned them away.

“Let her search,” she said quietly.

In a group they stood. Into the
cockpit the woman disappeared. Five,
ten minutes passed, and then she came
out again, Her face was a mask of
bewilderment. L

“Well 7" Mary asked. “Did you
find her?”

“I was not looking for her,” the

it utterly!” Mary said

woman retorted. “I'm not fool enough
to think that she would still be in the
plane! T was merely looking for some
clue which might have shown she had
travelled in the plane.”

“And you found none?”

“No 1"

“Thank you!” Ma
calm. “In that case
satisfied 1"’ she asked.

The woman glanced at her.

“You may take,” she bit back,
“what you like! But I shall not be
satisfied, Mary Malcolm, until I have
found my daughter! I am going to
make it my duty to see the headmistress
of this school, and tell her exactly what
I suspect ” :

She flashed a hard glance at Mary,
who winced a little, ,but still smiled.
Then, very deliberately, she strode
towards the school.

Freda and Lydia Crossendale moved
after her. The others, with a queer
glance at the speed girl, turned hesi-
tantly away.

was supremely
take it you are

Mary smiled a little. It was a
twisted smile, however.
“Well, that's that!” .she said.

“But—"" She shook her head. “ Babs,
do you mind if I have a word with
Clara?” she asked. “And—and don't
forget, all of you, that I am expecting
to see you at the drome this after-
noon! Clara,” she whispered, when
Babs and the others had moved away,
“is everything all right?”

“Yes!” Clara told her.

“But that girl Freda—"

*“Oh, don’t worry about her!” Clara
said confidently.  “She doesn’t know
anything. 8he’s just trying to be spite-
ful because you yanked her off the
plane. But, Mary—" she added
worriedly.

“Yes, old thing??

“What did you mean by telling Mrs.
Trent that you hadn’t seen Mer
daughter ? That was a bit of a whopper,
wasn’t it ?"”

Mary glanced at her strangely.

“It was,” she said, “the truth!”
And, watching Clara’s wide-open eyes,
she added: “Because the girl who is
known as Sophie Trent is no more Mrs.
Trent’s daughter than you are, Clara.
That is why I helped her to run away.
But shush ! she added quickly. “ Here
comes Bessie Bunter. Ask Sophie her-
self for the answer to your question.
She'll explain. But for goodness’ sake,

Clara—"
“Yes?” Clara asked.
“Watch that girl Freda. I feel

afraid of her somehow.”

CC Ly ERE SHE is!”
“Clara—" i

Clara Trevlyn, emerging from the
Head’s study after breakfast, paused as
she found herself confronted Ly Babs,
Mabs, Janct Jordan, and Marjorie
Hazeldene.

The interview with Miss Primrose had
not been a pleasant one. To Clara, in-
deed, unused to the finesse of evasion,
it had been something of an ordeal.

Very frankly Miss Primrose had told
the Tomboy of her interview with Mrs,
Trent; but as Miss Primrose herself was
openly incredulous, it had not been such
a hard job to persuade her that Mary
and herself had had nothing whatever to
do with the kidnapping of Mrs. Trent’s
daughter. .

Apart from that, however, Clara had
been rather severely hauled over the
coals for her adventure of the night, and
as a punishment had been confined to
bounds for the afternoon.

“Get it hot?” Mabs asked sym-
pathetically.
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“Gated,” Clara replied briefly.

“But, Clara, what—what happened
about that woman?” Babs asked.
“What did Primmy say ?”

“Well, what should Primmy say ?”
Clara asked off-handedly. “I mean, the
whole thing’s so utterly silly, isn’t it?
Fancy accusing old Mary of iidnapping
her silly daughter! As if Mary could
do such a thing! Of course, it's all
rot!” she said easily. “The less said
about it, the soonest mended. Sorry T
shan’t be able to come with you this
afternoon, though," she added. “ You'll
explain to Mary that I'm gated ?”

Again Babs bit her lip. Clara seemed
almost light-hearted.  Puzzling that
attitude, especially as Clara had been
so keen to go to the aerodrome,
especially when to-day was a half-
holiday. On another occasion Clara
would have grumbled like the very
dickens !

Babs was puzzled bewilderedly. As
Mary Malcolm had definitely denied
being party to the abduction of Mes.
Trent’s daughter, she believed her; but
she could not help but wonder what
other secret Clara and Mary were
sharing.

No doubt Mary had been mysterious
yesterday. No doubt Clara had been
extremely baffling since her cousin’s
arrival. No doubt, either, that Clara
had given no satisfactory explanation
for having been out last night. Apart
from that there still remained, unex-
plained, the mystery of the locked door
of Study No. 7.

Rather deeply had Babs been ponder-
ing that last point—not because she
wished to pry into Clara’s business, but
because she felt that Clara was handling
something which might prove to be
beyond her powers.

What Clara did Babs was prepared to
believe she had good reason for, but
Clara’s notoriously clumsy methods of
doing anything that required finesse
made her anxious, an

That locked door! The emergence of
Clara from the crypt!

Not until those two incidents had
linked themselves in her mind had a
sudden blinding truth flashed upon
Babs. Not until that truth had Gome
had she remembered the almost for-
gotten secret room which was hidden by
the fireplace of Study No. 7.

It seemed obvious to Babs then that
Clara was hiding something, or some-
one, in that room.

But that Mary should abduct some-
body’s daughter, that Clara should be
party to that abduction—that, of course,
was preposterous |

“You don’t scem to mind much,
Clara,” Janet Jordan said, staring.

“Well,” Clara shrugged, “ why should
I mind? Anyway, what can I do about
it? Oh, come on, don’t let’s gas! Let's

get down and have a look at the plane,
shall we? The workmen are coming
this morning to dismantle the wings o
that it can be taken away on a lorry.”
And that was all. i
Actually Clara was thinking that
being confined to bounds this afternoon
was in its way a blessing in dis
Confined to bounds was not the same
as detention, where girls were shut up
in class for the afternoon. Confined to
bounds meant that she was free to rove
anywhere in the school, but must not go
beyond the school boundaries. And
what a chance, with everybody hali-
holiday-making, to have a long chat
with the girl she knew as Sophie Trent !
That, at this juncture, more than
compensated Clura for the treat she
wour; miss by being unable to visit the
aerodrome race-
But perhaps Clara would not have
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felt so easy in her mind could she have
seen Freda Ferriers at that moment.
For Freda, behind the tuckshop, was
talking to Mrs. Trent.

“And you're sure that all you've told
me is true, Freda?”

“Quite sure !” Freda answered.

“You think that my daughter is in the
i:r;hog], and that Clara Trevlyn is Liding
her ?

“T do.
“I see!” The woman gazed at her
narrowly. “You don’t like Clara

Trevlyn, eh?” she asked. “ Yon don’t
like Mary Malcolm? You'd like to see
both of them shown up, I take it? Oh,
don't look horrified | 1 don't blame you.
Well, supposing—supposing,” she added

cunningly, “1 told you that if you did
show them up there’s ten pounds for you,
as well as the satisfaction of getting
your own back on them 7"

Freda caught her breath,

“You mean—"

kidnapped her daughter !

“] mean,” the woman snapped, “that
if either directly or indircctly through
vou I find Sophie again, there will be
ten pounds as a reward. You under-
stand 7"

And she smiled, while Freda, her cyes
suddenly shining, stared at her. Ten
pounds |

“Leave it
breathlessly.

to me!” cshe said

g r

The Fugitive’s Story

— REDA FERRIERS

) F had - underestimated

(] Clara Trevlyn’s cau-

) tion, however. For

> her own part Clara did not

care two hoots about Freda,

and most certainly was not afraid of

her. But Mary had said—and said with

deep meaning—"“watch that girl

Freda!” Mary's word was law to the

Tomboy. Clara was watching her.

And more especially as, ever since

breakfast that morning, she had been
conscious of Freda lurking about.
Clara was taking no chances.

S00T! after dinner, she had

As
said

HAT a shock when Mrs. Trent accused the speed girl of having
‘1 demand at once to search that
plane | ” cried the woman.

good-bye to Babs & Co., en route for
the aecrodromne, ghe strolled back into
the school.

Most of the girls were out by that
time. Those who were not were either
playing in or watching the wvarious
hockey games going on on Junior or
Scnior Sides, and the school buildings
were practically deserted. Out of the
corner of her eye Clara saw I'reda as
she furtively followed her into the
school.

Unhurriedly she strolled up the stairs
towards the Fourth Form corridor.
Carelessly she ambled round the corner,
and there, reaching Study No. 1, which
Freda shared with Lydia Crossendale
and Rosa Rodworth, she halted, pross-
ing heorself flat against the wall, In a
few moments I'reda, breathing a little
deeply, came hurrying round.

She started back, with a cry, as
Clara’s heavy hand fell upon her

shoulder as the Tomboy rather grimly
stared into her face

“8till spying ?” she asked.

“I—I'm not !” Freda panted.

“No?” Clara looked at her with con-
tempt. With a sudden movement, she
flung the doot of Study No. 1 open, at
the same tine extracting the key.
“Come inside!” she ordered, with a
jerk of her head. “1 want to talk to
you I” ;

“ But—but—*

“Come inside I” Clara rapped.

Freda threw her a half-scared glance,
and walked in.

“8it down.” Clara ordered, “over
there by the window I”

“ But, lookh here——"

“And don’t argue!”

Freda, trembling, crossed the room.
In the act of turning to sit down there
came a sudd-r click from the direction
of the door, and she épun round. She
was just in time to see the door closing
—just in time to hear the key snick in
the lock as desperately she ran forward.

“Clara !” she shrilled. “Clara, you
cat, let me out!” And thump, thump,
thump! went her fist on the panels.
“Let me out!”

By Hilda Richards 9

Clara, with the key of the study in
her hand, chuckled grimly as she
scooted up the corridor towards Study
No. 7. Freda was safe—for the time
being, anyway.

Breathlessly she entered Study No. T,
quickly shut and locked the door, and
then, drawing the ecurtains, fumbled
with the rose in the ornamental carving
on the mantelpiece. Slowly the fire-
place swung back.

Clara stepped through, closing the
sccret  entrance behind her. A few
vards down the passage the door of the
secret room was open, making a patch
of light in the piteh darkness. Clara
slipped towards it.

Sophie Trent rose from the pile of
blankets in the corner as she came in.

“(0h, Clara, I wasn't expecting you!
Is—is everything all right ("
“Perfectly,” Clara said, “except that

a woman named Mrs. Trent is on your
track.”

The girl's face paled.

“She—she's found out?”

“Nothing,” Clara said; “but she’s got
more than an idea Sophie, I haven't
had a chance to talk to you yet, but
there arc one or two things I want to
get clear. I haven’t had a chanee,
either, to ask Mary the details of the
Mary said you'd tell me. Is that

a3

right?

“Yes,” Sophie said simply.

“Then,” Clara said, seating herself on
the canvas pienic stool she had supplied,
“what's the storv? How did all this
happen

Sophie glanced at her. For a moment
her good-looking face overshadowed.

“PRut it sounds so—so fantastic!” she
gaid.

“ Never mind,” Clara advised. “Mary
believes it.. What's good enoungh for

Mary is good enough for me. Fire
ahead !” o :
And Sophic, ir a low voice, “fired

1.

ahens She had been an assistant ab
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the aerodrome canteen in Cornwall, she
said, where Mary Maleolm had learned
her flying. Mary and shé had become

friends. One day she had taken Mary . .
‘money ‘to his sister,

home to the cottage occupied by her
mother and father, and, looking through
an old photo-album, Mary, to her
amazement, had come across a phaoto-
graph of two young men, one of whom
was her own father, Mr. Malcolm.

That, of course, excited Mary. She
wanted ta know who her father’s-com-
panion was. She had asked Mrs. Trent,
who for some reason had flown into a
rage, had snatched the photograph from
her, and srdered her out of the house.

“Well, Mary went,” Sophie said. “I
was ordered never to speak to her again.
Naturally, I did speak to Mary—until,
without a word of explanation, I was
taken from my job in the aerodrome
and kept at home. To all intents and
purposes, although I was their daughter,
I was kept a prisoner. 1 was never
allowed to go outside unless father or
mother accompanied me.”

“Funny !” Clara frowned.

“You'll think so when you hear the
rest,” Sophie replied, and went on:

_ “Meantime, Mary had gone back home

!

on leave. There she had asked her
father about the photograph she had
seen. As it happened, he had a dupli-
cate. He told ﬁury that the man he
had been photographed with was a
Keith Petherick, a great friend of his,
who had gone to Canada twelve or four-
tcen years ago after the death of his
wife. Apparently. Keith Petherick had
a baby daughter. He left this daughter
in charge of his married sister, Susan
Trent.” 4

Clara stared.

“The woman who accused Mary—"

“Please listen!” - Sophie begged.
“Mary had an idea there was some-

thing rather funny about it all. She
made inquiries. B{u found out that at
the time Mrs. Trent adopted Y.

Petherick’s daughter, she also had a
daughter of her own. Meantime, Mr.
Petherick had found gold in Canada,
and was a rich man.”,

“Go on 1” Clara said excitedlg.

“Then—then Mr. Petherick’s aug]ner
died. They sent all her effects and the
death certificate and so on to Mr.
Petherick in Canada, and he was so
upset that he said he never wanted to
sce England again. Meantime, of course,
he was still writing to Mrs. Trent, and
had made a will in Mrs. Trent’s favour,

_ as she was his only sister and, therefore,

his_next-of-kin now that his own child

, yes; but all that scems
straightforward,” Clara said.

“No—wait !” Sophie went on. She
leaned forward, her pale cheeks a little
flushed. “A week ago a letter came
from Mr. Petherick. It was a letter
which said that he had decided to come
back to England lo see a specialist,
as he was suffering from some disease
which the Canadian doctors said was
incurable. I can tell you there was a
great scuffle in the house when that
letter arrived, and I was told, to my
astonishment, that in a few days’ time
1 should be leaving England for a school
in Italy. Naturally, I didn’t want to
go. I would sooner have run away.
In fact, 1 did try.”

And then she went on to describe how,
hiding herself behind the sofa in the
living-room one night, she had heard
n conversation between Mr. and Mrs.
Trent; and how she 2ad learned at that
conversation that she was not Sophie
Trent at ali, but the daughter of Keith
Petl]i}erickl

“Because, you see,” she said simpi
to Clara, “ what had happened was rtr}.)rl’?

_ It wasn’t Mr. Petheriek’s daughter who

had died—it was their own; they faked
the death céertificate. : And why ? Simply
because, now that Mr. Petherick was
rich, they knew -he would leave his
But he wouldn’t
have left thit meney to her if his own
daughter had been alive, would he? So
ou see why they were flustered when
f;is letter came. They had never ex-
pected him to break his vow and return
to England.” - i

“But why,” Clara asked, “did_they
want to get rid of you? They didn’t
know you knew anything; and surely,
after all that time. they wouldn’t have
expected your father to recognise you?”

“That was it |” Sophie spoke tensely.
“My father would recogmse me,” she
said, “because I'have a certain heart-
shaped birthmark above my elbow. 13
was their plan to get me out of the
way in case of accidents.”

“Weil, my hat!’ Clara breathed.
“What a plan! And then what hap-
cned 77

“Well, T got away. I was running
away when 1 met Mary. 1 told her
everything. But, as Mary pointed out,
1 couldn't do anythng _ The only
person who could prove my identity was
my own father. DBut, naturally, if it
was left tc the Trents, I should pever
see him.”

“Quite !” Clara agreed.

“And so Mary arranged the scheme.
She said she was coming to Courtfield
by air. She told me to get away on
the following day, and meet her at a
certain spot. 1 did. But I was spotted
when I was running off. My mother
followed. I got to the place where
Mary had the plane waiting, and—well,
_your{now the rest.”

There was a silence. Clara looked
at her.

“And now 7" she breathed.

“Now Mary is trying to find out
exactly what time my father will arrive
at Sonthampton: Once she knows that,
she is going to fly me there to meet the
boat. That’s all.” )

Clara looked at her. Poor, poor girl,
was hér first compassionate thonght!
But what a brick Mary was—Mary, her
cousin, who would do all this for the
sake of a friend! The girl eyed her
pleadingly. X

“Clara, you believe it?” she asked.

“I know it must sound’ awfully woolly

and far-fetched, but—*

“Believe it? OFf course!” Clara said.
She grinned chummily at the other.
“An«.lg until Mary takes you away to
meet your father, I'll help all I can.
We'll win through! Now—you're sure
you've got everything you want?”

There was no mistaking Sophie’s
gratitude as ‘she nodded.

“Oh, Clara, yes.”

“Right-ho! I'll bring you some more

rubbins to-night,” Clara promised.
*Meantime, don’t worry. Now I'll be
going.”

“So long !” Sophie whispered. “ And
—and thank you so much!”

Clara nodded. She went out. Care-
fully she manipulated the secret en-
trance, stepping into her study. Care-
fully she closed it again, and then
swiftly tiptoeing towards the door,
turned the key in the lock and threw it

open. And then in dismay she started
back.

For in the passage confronting her
were two figures. One was Miss Prim-
rose, the other Freda Ferriers. Miss
Primrose looked at her angrily.

“And why, Clara Trevlyn,” she

asked, “have you kept me waiting here
for the last ten minutes, refusing to
answer my calls? And what do you
mean by shutting Freda up in her
study? Are you asking for expulsion,

girl 1’
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Babs Investigates!

[{3 NJOYING it
Babs1”
“Oh
Babs ls

“Well, hold tight,
~ comes the bend again.”
And broo-oommm_went the crimson
and gold car as at eighty miles an hour
it rushed along the straight of the
aerodrome track. .
Babs was in that car. Mary, her
retty face all smiling dimples, was by
her side. In the stand, waiting their
turns for a joy ride, were Mabs, Jemima
Carstairs, ila Carroll, Marjorie
Hazeldene, and Janet Jordan. Bessie
Bunter was a member of the party, too,
but Bessie at the moment was rather
more interested in the aerodrome can-
teen.

“Gee, look at her!” breathed Leila.

Look indeed! - In the seat beside
Mary, Babs was holding her breath as
the “car, racing along the straight,
touched eighty-five, six, seven, eight—
up to ninety. Then the bankinﬁ, which
made Babs close her eyes. The back
straight, with the car pulsing and
thundering beneath her. hrinet.?-ﬁm!

“Watch for the hundred!” Mary

o, dness 1 Bab |
“0Oh, gug-goodness!” Babs gasped.
But smg was  thrilled; " gon%us]y,
excitedly thrilled. Never before had
Babs travelled at such a rate in a car.
The needle went up. A hundred! She
caught her breath.: Five—ten—they
were still necelentin11

Then Mary, with a laugh, decelerated.
The car shot once more round the track,
slithering to a standstill.

“Oh, gva hat!” Babs gasped. “Oh,
crumbs, Mabs, I'm still here, aren’t 11"
she asked her waiting chum. *“Mary,
that was wonderful!” she breathed.
“I—1 never knew a car could go so

Mary laughed. .

“Just wait,” she promised, “until
you see what this machine really can do.
Jemima, you like a spin now 1"

“ What-ho 1” Jemima beamed.
“Make way, me hearties!"” ’

She got in, waving a hand to them as
the car started. she went, while the
chums, shining-eyed, watched the car
tear round the track. In three minutes
Jemima came in. Mabs’ turn then.

No doubt that the chums were having
the time of their lives that afternoon.
How they all regretted, however, that
Clara, their tomboy chum, was not there
to share their enjoyment! But what a
driver Mary was. How thrilling to be
in her company. How utterly incréas-
ing their admiration for her handling
of that powerful car.

If they had a_ regret it was because
the cabin monoplane, which by this time
had been removed from Cliff House, had
not yet been reassembled, and a flip in
that therefore was 'out of the question.

There were people other than the
chums watching those breathless spins
on the track. A group of admiring
mechames, and racing-men, and owners,
stood at the other side of the stand.
Babs, looking towards them, recognised
ons e8 the famous James B. Cleveden-
Carrv. Cleveden-Carr was Mary's latest
and most enthusiastic backer., It was
Cleveden-Carr who owned the new car
she was driving now; he from whom she
ho for such big things in the future.

Now the racer had pulled in again,
and Mabs, breathless, thrilled, scram-
bled out. In climbed Leila, and with a
roar and a rush the huge red and gold
monster was off once again. Then all
at once Babs touched Mabs’ arm.

“T say, look!” she breathed.

Mabs looked.

“Phew! Mrs, Trent!” she said

I'aughed.
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Mrs. Trent, Mary’s accuser at CLff
House, it was! Si’le was pushing her
way down one of the aisles towards the
little group of owners and mechanics,
Now they saw her touch Mr. Cleveden-

Carr’s arm.
The man looked round. He looked

towards the hurtling racer, as the
woman began to speak, then he
frowned.

“Trouble, looks like,” Mabs mut-
tered.

Babs nodded. It certainly scemed
like it. Mr. Carr was looking troubled

and angry now, and more than a little
amazed.

As Mary, with Leila, finished her run
and they all ran out on to the track to
meet her, he raised his arm. Mary
looked -up. She saw Mrs. Trent; her
face paled.

“Oh 1" she muttered.

“Mary!” The motor magnate, with
Mrs. Trent beside him, came up. His

”

“Certainly not! I hope,” the motor
magnate said stiffly, “I am above acting
upon mere suspicions, Mrs. Trent. I
am  sorry that you have lost your
daughter. At the same tume, you can
hardly expect me to dispense with one
of my most skilful assistants because
you euspect her.” -

“And if,” Mrs. Trent asked, her
eves glimmering, “I bring 1ou proof?”

“Then,” he said tartly, “we will talk
about it. Very well, Mary, jou may
proceed ¥

And Mary, while the chiums rather
wonderingly eyed her, climbed into the
racing car.

But it was noticeable now that she
was looking rather pale. And it was
noticeable, too, during the rest of the
afternoon, that she hardly spoke a word,

{1 Tm:na‘-—‘, SOMETHING in it! ‘There
must be something in it,” Bar-
bara Redfern said, and she said it very

“I PROTEST | I won't—I won't allow it |’’ Clara almost shouted.

‘“You can’t search—you mustn’t search !

The Tomboy's out-

burst seemed to prove that the woman’s accusation was well-founded,

after all,

face was rather grimly sct “Yon
know this lady 7"’

“Yes,” Mary said, and slipped from
the car.

“She is making a rather serious

charge against you. Do you know any-
thing about that?”

Mary faced him steadily.

“If she is accusing me of kidnapping
her daughter, I know nothing of it,”
she said steadily, “and I am afraid I
do not understand, Mr. Cleveden-Carr,
why she should come to you.”

“She came to me for a very good
reason,” the motorist said, “because I
am your employer. Because you are
racing for me Naturally 1 admire
your work, Mary. At the same timo I
must point out the enormous harm you
would do both to me and yourself if
you got mixed up in a scandal of such a
nature.”

Mary gazed at him.

“You mean, Mr. Cleveden-Carr?”

“I mean,” he said curtly, “that it
would mean the end of your racing
carcer as far as I am concerned! 1
think, Mrs. Trent, you had better go,”
he added.

“Then you do not intend to do any-
thing 7" Mrs. Trent snapped.

worriedly. “It’s not like Clara to be
eo jolly mysterious. It's not like Mary
to be so shaken up because some silly
woman makes a preposterous charge.
I don’t want to poke my nose into things
that don’t concern me, but, Mabs, sup-
posing it is true?”

No less worried than Babs was Mabel
Lynn as she regarded her chum across
the table of Study No. 4 that evening.

An hour ago they had returned from
the drome, to be met by the news which
was now the common property of the
school—that Clara ‘Treviyn, having
locked I'reda Ferriers in her study, and
then locked herself in her own, had
earned another detention and lines for
having refused to answer Miss Prim-
rose’s demand to unlock the door.

“But—but how could it be?”

“1l don’t know!” Babs shook her
head. “But, Mabs, Clara didn't lock
herself up in her study because ehe
wanted to defy Miss Primrosc. If you
ask me, she wasn't in the study when
Miss Primrose was calling her!”

“Then,” Mabs demanded, * where
was she 1"

“In the secret room bebind the fire-
place 1™

By Hilda Richards 1t

Mabs looked- startled then. Her lips
parted. But, romembering all at once
the existence of that room, she caught
her breath.

“I've not said anything yet,” DBabs
said. “I'm not going to say anything
now—except to you. But I've been
doing a little thinking, Mabs—and,
franklv, I'm worried. Clara, as you
know, won’t say anything—and until
she does, how can we possibly help her?
But if we don’t help her, it fook-z to me

as if there's going to be trouble. Big
‘trouble I’ she added &ignificantly

“But how—="" hesitantly began
Mabs.

“Only one way,” Dabs replied, anti-
cipating the question, '‘that is to find
out what Clara's little game is. Once
we know that, she can’t very well help

—- |l

|

but let us into the secret then. And 1.7
Babs finished, rising, “am going to find
out—now I”’

Mabs looked startled.

“But, Babs—"

“It's all rnight,” DBabs said. “Man
jorie and Janet are in the gym with
Lady Pat. Clara will be alone in Study
No. 7. I'll tell her you want to see
her—which you do, don’t you, about her
part in the concert? Keep her engaged
in conversalion until I come back. We'll
never get the old duffer to spill the
beans unless we force her hand. If we
really can’t holp, then we'll just back
out.”

Mabs nodded.

Babs went along to Study No. 7 and
found Clara just finishing her lines,
l[lahs told her that Mabs wished to scc
1cT.

“0.K.,”” nodded the Tomboy. “I'll
just drop these lines in first.”
Babs left the study with her, but

directly Clara went off to hand in het

lines, she dodged back into the room

again, closing and locking the door.
Eagerly she approached the fireplace.

(Continued on page 14)
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T'LL soon be Easter fwon't
I And I expeet you're all thinking and
wondari%aj;st what you will have to

wear that’s —for it’s lucky to have
something new on Easter Sunday.

Your Patricia is certainly considering
that matter.

I think it shall be a new hat—an
Easter bonnet. (Actually. you can take
that ** bonnet " word almost seriously, for
this year's newest shapes, even for well-
dressed schoolgirls, are bonnets. Not
Highland bonnets as wcre worn in the
winter, but the real poke-bonnet style,
that should delight all you who have ever
fancied yourselves as the Vietorian,
crinoline type !)

Perhaps also, I shall have some new
gloves. And over these your colour-
loving Patricia will be reckless. They
shall be fuchsia coloured, to match the
flowers on my new blue hat !

The Family is also contemplating new
things—whether it’s due to Iaster, or
merely to the bright weather, I don’t
know.

Father is going to have a whole new
suit—not that less than a whole one would
be much use, I suppose !

Small brother Heatherington, Heath
for short, will have some new summery
blouses—{for his last year’s look as if they'd
just about fit the family cat.

Mother—not to be outdone by her
favourite one and only daughter Patricia—
or me !—will also have a new hat. And
possibly some new shoes.

® Heath's Story

After reading in the newspapers about
the funny little stories that small children
made up, I thought 1'd try the idea out on
young Heath.

- “* Now I want you to tell me a very nice
story, Heath,” I said. ** One of your very
own."”

Heath looked solemn, picked up
Minkie, the family kitten, sat down and
began.

“ Well,” he said.
walk. Me an’ you,

auscd. “Me an’ you an’—a mouse!
We went walking along the road—ever
such a long way. Then we came to a
park, an’ we met another mouse.” He
drew a deep breath. * This mouse,” he
went on, “ started fightin’ my mouse, an’
i—-ﬂtlio ou know ?—he fought this mouse an’

itz

“1 was
L) »

going for a
g
an’—an’—— " He

THE SCHOOLGIRL

OuTt OF SCHOOL
HOURS

PATRICIA is glad that you all look upon her as a

friend of your very own.

all again in that friendly way so typical of her, telling
you news and happenings of inlerest to schoolgirls.

This week she writes to you

“ Shocking ! ** said I. *“ And
is that the end of the story 1"

“Oh, no ! ” said Heath. *The
other mouse was so sorry, he
was deaded, too. So then we

" went for another walk.”

“ Who? Just you and me ?
I asked.

** No, me and you and the two
mouses,” said Heath impatiently.
(Apparently they had mys-
teriously come to life again.)

* We went ever and ever such a long way.
Right to the other end of the park.”

** Then what did we do ™

*“ Oh,” Heath looked rather surprised.
“ We came home again and went to bed.”
He was hurrying now, obviously tired of
this story, which T felt ought to be a
serial, he was spinning it out so. *“ When
we got up in the morning, the mouse had
some breakfast—some porridge. An’ the
mouse said to me: *Please, who's been
eatin’ my porridge 1’ An’ that's the end of
the story. Do you like it 1™

I certainly did like his little story—even
though it might not come up to the
standards of Mr. Grimm or Mr. Anderson,
of fairy-tale. fame.

And by the way, did you realise that
while these stories are eonsidered the finest
fairy stories in the world almost, not a
single fairy is mentioned in any of them ?

® A Dainty Touch

I know we musta’t cast a clout till May
is out! But at least you'll be thinking
soon of discarding your warm, woolly
pyjamas and wearing a more flimsy
mghtie for bed-time wear.

When a nightie has grown too tight for
you, it can be very uncomfortable, but
rather than dis-
card it, why not
“let it out™ in
the waysuggested
in the picture
here ?

As you will see,
a piece of lace, or
lace insertion, let
in from the neck
will give an extra
inch or so that
will make just
the difference.

After cutting a
little opening
down the {ront
from the neck of
the nightie, you
can slip in
lace and sew it at
each side, making
the end to a
point. It can be
done in two ticks,
and the nightie
will look even

rettier than

fore,

® Fish and Owl

Here are two more ideas for making the

Easter morning breakfast egz look
different. The young members of the
family in particular will love to crack an

egg like this.

From any seraps of paper you cut out
fins, tail, and mouth
of the fish. Then,
when the egz is
boiled, you swiftly
paste them into
position with just
a dab of glue.

The wise-owl
decoration consists
of two circles and
one t:!'ilamglc ot{

K, repare

orehand, with
the e and beak
marked on in
coloured pencil. It
takes but a second
to stick the paper
on to the egg when
it is ready for the
table.

Two strips of cardboard make the egz-
8. The top one has a piece cut out each
ﬁ}f}.’, to enable the egg to rest long-ways.
The underneath one 18 snipped all round
like a crown.
Then the strips of cardboard are glued
into a little ring so that the egg is quite
safe resting in it.

@ A Diclation Test

When you have some of your chums at
home to tea, and are wondering what (o do
to fill in the time while the kettle’s boiling,
do give them each a pencil and paper.
Then, standing in front of them, announce
a dictation test of this very old, rhymea
that I found in a book.

It is mg)posed to be very, very difficult
to write down correctly to dictation, so X
warn you.

It is also a voice test as well, for all
words must be said very clearly, with just
that correct enunciation which is the test
of a good speaking voice.

Here's the rthyme.

“ While hewing yews Hugh lost his ewe,
And put it in the ‘ Hue and Cry.}

To mark its face’s dusty hues,

Was all the efforts he could use.Z

As you'll realise, there are seven different
ways of pronouncing the sound “u™ in
that rhyme. So it's a test for you, the
dictator, as much as for your paticnt
chums.

Don't forget to keep this rhyme, in order
to chack over their spelling, will you ?

Bye-bye till next week, pets.
Your friend,
PATRICIA



EVERY SATURDAY

T ROt i

A ——

W

R

1 HAT shall we do, Carol " asked
Anne when she called on her
chum last Saturday afternoon.

Carol grinned.

“ Well, I don't know about you, my
uninvited guest, but I was going to do a
spot of spring-cleaning.”

** Sounds deadly ! " said Anne, with a
shudder.

** *Tis not / ™ Carol retorted with vigour.
“It's neither deadly, stuffy, dull, boring,
nor old-fashioned. Come on and you’'ll
soon with me.”

Into the kitchen the two chums went.

‘ Mother’s out shopping,” Carol ex-
plained, *and I promised her a surprise
on condition she brought back some choc-
olate swiss roll ; so if you behave yourself,
voung Anne, I may let you stay to tea.”

As she spoke Carol picked up the tea-
tray and laid a clean dishcloth over it.
Then into the sitting-room they went,
where Carol proceeded to scoop up dll the
ormaments in sight.

She stood them on the tray, and they
didn’t slip about there, thanks to the cloth.

Back to the kitchen.

Warm water was poured into the
washing-up bowl and a very few soap
flakes.

Carol washed while Anne wiped. Each
washable ornament was quickly immersed

in the water, rinsed in clear water,
almi-h then dried and polished with a elean
clo

Carol and Anne played at spelling bee
while working andp found it goodg fun,
© ially as they hadn’t a dictionary to
check up with. o

Anne was quite surprised at how quickly
they had finished the nicknacks.

“You have to wash ornaments ever so

BEtareessasasrEe I aRTE panas

KITE FOR A S

OULDN'T a small—or even a bigg
—brother be thrilled with a f‘ife
like this one here? (My small

brother adores his, and at the moment his
first words each morning are : “ Is it going
to be windy to-day ? )

You may need the assistance of a big
brother or father for the first step in the
making of the kite. For your first require-
ments are two thin strips of wood. One
must be fifteen inches long and the other
ten and a half inches.

Once baving thece, you can proceed
merrily on your own, with an admiring
audience if you like. ’

Place the shorter strip of wood across
the longer, about four inches from one end,

13

— CAROL DOES SOME

SPRING-CLEANING

Carol spends a very busy time being really domesticated—and

enjoys il, especially as

quickly,” Carol said during a pause. “ You
mustn’t use any soda or harsh scouring
powder, or else the colours tend to come
off. That's why they must be dried again
quickly, too.”

* Thank you, teacher ! ** said Anne, with
a curtsey. ““ Now what 1™

““ The piano,” Carol said promptly.

She squeezed the juice of half a lemon
into a saueer, took a piece of rag and went
into the sitting-room, Anne following.

IVORY-WHITE

Carol wiped over each of the rather dis-
eoloured keys of the piano with the cloth
dipped in the lemon-juice.

“Run and get a damp cloth from the
kitchen, Anne,” she commanded.

Anne ran off. When she returned Carol
wiped the keys of the piano over with the
damp cloth, and Anne was really i
to see how white and new they looked now.

For the polishing of the keys, which is
very important after the lemon-juice
treatment, Carol dipped a cloth in a drop
of milk. She wi each key carefully
with this and then polished with a dry
duster.

Then to the kitchen they went again,
and Carol used up the lemon-juice in
cleaning the handles of the table knives.
They looked almost new as a result.

The remainder of the milk she used to
mix with the ** whiting ** for cleaning her
tennis shoes,

“I'm layini tenniz over Easter,” she
explained to Anne, “with ono of my
cousins who's coming to stay with us, so
I might as well have my shoes ready.”

“ But what extra good does the milk
do 1" asked Anme. “ I always mix the
shoe-white with water.”

“ It
off,” explained Carol, * apart from making
the white go on whiter.”

“ Aren’t {'ou clever ! ” said Anne,qwho,
being an old chum, was cllowed to be
facetions. * Now what do we do 7"

“Bure you're not tired?”
Carol.

“ Of course not ; I'm enjoying myselfs
as a matter of fact,”” Anne replied.

asked

sedrrssessssannu seEasaanes

then knaeboth in position with string tied
around el

You'll want a large sheet of drawiz;g
paper or stout brown paper next.

A BRIGHT TAIL

Cut it out to the shape shown in the little
diagram, so that it is fifteen inches high, and
ten and a half inches across at widest part.

Make little triangle pockets of paper and
sew one across each of the four cormers.
Rest the sticks in these.

Attach a long, long string to the bottom
corner of the kite ‘:5
intervals along this string. The gayer and
more varied the pieces of paper for the
kite's “ tail,’? the , of course,

prevents the white from rubbing T

Sasssrsssananns

MALL BOY

It can be made by the nimble-fingered schoolgirl in less than an hour.

she has a chum to help.

“ Right. Then we’ll spring-clean ilie
food-cupboard.” And Carol made her
way to the tall cupboard in the corner of
the kitchen. Being a small house, it didn’t
boast a roomy, stone-shelved larder,
so this meant the cupboard had to be
kept extra neat, always, if it were not
to become overcrowded.

As Carol removed all the food and
grocery stores from the cupboard, placing
them on the table, Anne dusted each
packet, bottle, and jar thoroughly.

Nearly empty jam-jars were examined
to see that the jam had not gone all
** sugary."

LABOUR-SAVING.

Soon all the shelves were empty. They
were covered with i cloth, which
meant that no scrubbing was ever required.

““ Mother bought this for sixpence a
vard,” Carol told Anne, “ and a card of
white-headed drawing-pins at the same
time. So it took no time to fix over the
shelves. And apart from looking so much
better than bare boards, it's frightfully
easy to keep clean.”

As she epoke, she rinsed ont the dish-
eloth, rubbed a little soap on it, and wiped
over the shelves. Then she wrung out the
cloth in clear water and repeated the
process.

“Now we can put the things back,”
she said.

Anne passed them one at a time, whila
Carol did the arranging. Tall bottles and
packets went to the back of the shelves,
shorter articles to the front.

Little-used stores, tinned food, and so
on, went on the top-most shelves in neat

.
“ Well, that looks fine,”” Anne said
admiringly, when they had finished. She
listened. *‘ Oh, there’s someone coming ! ™

It was Carol’s mother.

“ Hallo, Anne !”" she said.
you like chocolate Swiss roll.
staying to tea, aren’t you 1"

*“ She's earned it, mother mine,” chipped
in Carol.

“T hope
You are

There, now it is complete, and your final

tie pieces of paper at requirement is a ball of string to enable

the kite, once it is launched, to fly high
into the air—the delight and envy of all
the small people in the neighbour
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(Continued from page 11)

As she did so she caught lior leg against
the coal-bucket.

“Oh!"” gas Baba,

She win as for a moment a stab
of pain shot through her leg. But the
next she had forgotten her injury.

Knowing the secrct of the fireplace,
she swiftly found the rose which opened
it, and passed through. She locked to
the right, a rather grim smile on her
face as she saw the light which flooded
out into the corridor. Softly she tip-
toed along to it

And then—

“Oh1” cried Sophie, nagitatedly
staring up. **Who—who aro you?" she
added faintly.

“A friend,” Babs said. “Clara's
friend—Mary Malcolm’s friend. No,
please don't look startled. I rather ex-
pected to find you here,” ehe added,
“and perhaps a littlo cxplanation is
due. I came here because of Clara”

In a few words sho explained. ‘The
girl's face clea

*“And—and what do you
me?ll

1l

want of

“Only one thing,” DBabs said. “Is
your name Trent?” -
“Well, yes, I'm known by that
name—" And then slhe started. *Ol,

my goodness! You must have hinrt your
leg,” she cried. “Look, it's bleeding !

Babs looked down. Sho had forgotten
until that moment having collided with
the coal-bucket. Quite a hole had Leen
torn in her lislo stocking, tlzough
which blood was oozing.

“Oh dear, what a nuisance!” she
said. *® And, of-course, I wounld leave
my handkerchicf in Study No. 4! Never
mind

“PBut you must mind,” Sophic said.
“T've scen those sort of scratches turn
to dreadful things. - Wait a minute,
here's n handkerchief——"" And she
plucked one from her pocket. “1It's a
?lp'a'n one,” ehe added. “I'lease take

*“Thanks!” DBabs smiled.

She took it and dabbed at Ler leg.
Then, facing Sophie again, slic uncou-
sciously slipped the handierchicf into
her own tunic rocket. g

“I'm sorry, 1 hope you didn’t mind
my barging in like this? Dut it'll make
it casier for Clara il she knows some-
body else 13 in the secret. It'll make it
easier for me to help her—and you.
I'm going to her now, I'm going to tell
her what I've found out. MMeantime,”
she added, *good luck!”

“And good- luck to you!" hbreathed

Sophie.
Babs, with a smile, disappeared.
Swiftly eha retraced her steps into

Study No. 7. There softly she pushed
back the sceret panel, but in reaching
up, never noticed the handkerchief
which dropped from her pocket. Leav-
ing the study. she hurried slong lo
Study No. 4, and entered.

Clara, talking to Mabs, looked up.
She saw at once, from the very look on
Babs” face, that something significant
had happencd. If Dabs’ face hadn't
told her, her actions wonld have. Yor
Babs very deliberately locked the door.
Clara blinked.

“But, here. 1 say, whal's that for?
What’s the mattert”

“The matter,”” Babs said, scating her-
sclf, “is that Mabs and I want to talk
to you, Clara, old thing! We want, as
I've told you before, to help—and now
we're going to insist upon helping!
Beeause,” Babs  confessed, “ without
your permission, I've taken the liberty
of peoping into the ecerct room behind
the fircplace in your study.”

Clara started.

“Babs, you didn't—""

“I did!” Babs “I did it
becaunse it was the only way to force
you to let us help. I know you've pro-
mised Mary you won't say anything,
but now we've found out, you can't
very well keep silent, can you?! And
three heads,” Babs added shrewdly,
“are better than one! We'ra standing
by you—and Sophie! So now, Clara,
old oyster, what about it?”

And Clara shrugged and sighed.

“What 1s the use of trying to keep a
sccret from you?!” she asked. “But
I'm jolly glad you do know. Herc’s
the whole story——"

AND wHiLE Clara teld that story, a
furtive figure came along the
Fourth Form corridor and slipped iuto
Stndy No T.

For a moment Freda TFerriers stood
gazing round her.

“Now how the dickens,” she mut-
tered, *does she get in and out of this
room with the door locked ?”

She looked at tho fireplace. Impos-
sible that way, of course! She tip-
toed towards the window, and ilien
snddenly stopped as she saw the thing
that lay in her path—a white handker-
cinef covered with red stains.

With & sharp, hissing intake of
breath, Freda bent forward. She
picked the hanky up, running it
through her fingers And then she

jumped, peering more keenly, almost
liolding her breath as her cyes picked
out two initials in the corner.

“TPhew !” gasped I'reda.

For those initials were:

“g

Who else’s but Sophie Trent’s?

T'wo minutes later Vreda, in Study
No. 1, was cramming that handker-
chief -into an envelope. The envelope
was addressed to Mrs. Trent, at the
Grand Hotel in Courtfield !

Swift Work!

(4] ALLO!"™
Trevlyn ex-
claimed . s u d-
denly. “Talk of

angels and airwomen!”

It was pext morning after
breakfast. She and Babas and Mabs
stood sunning themselves on the steps
of Cliff House.

Rather glowingly Clara had been
discussing Mary's chances in the great
motor-race—the race which was des-
tined to take place at the aerodrome
track to-morrow

Full of enthusiasm was Clara for
that great event, and most desperately
anxious that nothing should happen to
mar il: success.

It was odd, perhaps, just as she
thould be so 'aﬂ"ing that who should
dri{vo in at the getes but Mary her-
self.

She waved a rather urgent hand to
Clara as she applied the brakes.
Clara, with a quick look at her two
chums, ran towards her

“Mary!” she cried. “What's the
matter 77

“Clara—"  Mary did not get out
of the car. She looked up enxiously.
“Sophie—is she all right?”

“Why, yos.”

“Then listen,” Mary said. “I'm
not going to stop 1 passed the Trent
woman on the w2 - here and I've got
arn idea she’s coming to the school.
Clara, T've located Mr Petherick.
Il¢’s arriving to-morrow moraning at
three o'clock at Sonthampton on the

Clara

.

THE SCHOOLGIRL

Platlian.. To nigh* at eleven I'll be in
the road near the old elin with the
car. Will you bring Sophie?” '

“My. hat, I should say so!” Clara
cried, her eyes glistening.

“Raght-ho! I'll rely on you, then.
And—and thanks, Clara,” Mary whis-
pered. “TI’ll never forget what you've
done! Bye-bye!”

“And good luck!” glewed Clara, as
Mary, smartly reversing, sent the car
out into the road.

Assembly bell was ringing then, so
that there was only time to tell Babs
and Mabs, in the most hurried of whis-
pers, the exciting news.

They entered Big Hall, stapgin into
their places in the Form, which was
already marshalled in front of the dais,

The registers were called, orders for
the day read out by Miss Bullivant.
Then came a shuffle as the curtain on
the right of the dais opened and Miss
Primrose, accompanie by another
woman, stepped on to the rostrum.

Clara, Mabs, and Babs gasped as they
beheld the newcomer. It was Mrs.
Trent!

“Now, what the dickens—" Babs
muitered.

There was a stare of wonderment as
Miss Primrose stepped to the middle of
tho rostrum. Then her eyes fastened
full upon Clara Trevlyn.

“Clara, please come up here!”

Clara tensed There was %oing to be
trouble, evidently! Babs glanced un-
easily at Mabs; Mabs unecasily at Babs.
Rather astoundedly the whole school
looked on as Clara very quietly stepped
up to face the headmistress.

Miss Primrose looked at her.

“Clara, you are already aware of the
charge Mrs. Trent has laid at your
door—that of helping your cousin
Mary to abduct her daughter! I admit
that I regarded the charge myself with
some incredulity when I first heard it,
and I most sincerely hope, Clara, that
vou will be able to explain away a new
fact which has now come to light. Mrs.
Trent, persisting in her belicf that you
are hiding her daughter in this school,
threatens to bring in the police unless
«~this matter is finally clearcd up. Now,
Clare, answer carefully Are you
higiﬂg 'Sophie Trent ?”

Yo ”»

“ And vou deny ever having secn
Saphie 'I;Irent!"
- &' !

“Then,” Miss Primrose asked, and
suddenly held up a small and_blood-
stained  handkerchief, “how do you
account, Clara, for this evidence being
found in your study vesterday? Mrs.
I'rent assures me that 1t is  her
daughter’s. The initials *S.°[." are in
the corner!”

Clara blinked at that. 1t held no
sigmificance for her, of course.  But
Babs, recogniuing and remembering
all at once. almost uttered a ery.

That bandkerchiet! What a fool.
what an idiotie, careless fool not to
have remembered it until this moment !

“I've never seen the handkerchief "
Clara protested )

“The girl 1s lying—deliberately, wil-
fully I” Tt was Mrs. Trent who spoke.
“Miss Primrose, why do“_fou persist
in this ridiculous scene’ hy not, as
I have asked you, have the whole
school searched from end to end? Obvi-
ously, Sophic is on the premises—and,
obvionsly, that girl knows cxactly where
she 1s. I believe this school contains
many secrct entrances and exits, Have
you ever thought, Miss DPrimrose, &s
has been suggested to e, that Study
No. 7 may hold one of them?”

Clara started. Babs bit her llr.

“But, my dear Mrs. Trent—
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NO wonder Babs & Co. were startled. For there, dashing along the

track towards her waiting car, was Mary Malcolm.
her—the missing Clara Trevlyn:!

i,
ligare:

“Miss Primrose, I insist upon a
search ! .1 insist upon that search here
and now, starting with this girl’s study
she added grimly,

—otherwise,” “1 call
in the police!”
“Oh, my hat!” , muttered  Mabs.

“Babs, I belhieve Primmy's gotng to let
her have her way!”

That was obvious. Miss
face was working. Clara,
hunted, waited breathlessly

The school was in a buzz.
then was upon the dais,
tensely what was going to hs

But the proof, it seemed, was there,
in spite c;ufl Clara’s protestations. The
threat of the police was working with
Miss Primrose. She slowly nedded.

“Very well!” she said.

“No!” Clara quivered. “I protest!
I protest! I won't—I" won’t allow it!”
Clara almost shouted, and made a leaF
forward, only to be caught by SBarah
Harrigan and Connie Jackson. “You
can’t search—you mustn't search——"

“Sarah, take Clara to my room!”
Miss Primrose thundered. “Lock her
up in there. Girls, everyone silent,
please |”

“Mabs,” r’r:uttered Babs, “come on!”

Primrose’s
white and

b il

“Quickly !” hissed Babs.

She moved towards the door next
which she stood. Easy, in that moment
of tense excitement, to slip through it
unnoticed.

Once outside, Babs spoke quickly.

“Mabs, get to the cloak-room. Put
on a coat and hat. Then get back to
Study No. T—quickly! Don’t let any-
body see your face. When you _hear
them coming—run! Lead them a wild-
goose chase Run—run anywhere—any-
where; but for goodness’ sake don't go

near the crypt! Clara’s helpless. It's
up to us to get Sophie away!”
Mabs nodded. = She was quick to

understand. She obeyed at once, while
Babs, flying up the stairs, darted into
Study No. 7.

A moment’'s fumbling with the fire-
place before it swung open, and then
she had darted through, closing it be-
hind her, )

Scphie, when she appeared, jumped
up startledly 3

“ Get your hat and coat on—quickly,”
Babs gasped—"the hunt’s up!™

Sophie gave her one scared look. She
seemed to understand. Without a word
she snatched up her hat and coat. As
Babs led the way down the tunnel which
led to the ecrypt she struggled into
them. -

“Hold on to me I’ Babs whispered, in
the darkness.

Again Sophie obeyed. She caught
Babs' girdle, Downwards in the dark-
ness they both stumbled, feeling their
way. Then euddenly they puﬁed up

And behind

short at the blank wall which formed
the exit to the tunmel. Babs, pressing
the secret spring, swung it open, and
they entered the crypt.

Across the floor Babs led ithe way,
up the stairs. Fearfully she looked out
into the cloisters.

Nobody about. But inside the schoo!
came muffled cries and shouts, followed
by the excited scampering of feet.

Mabs, evidently, was doing her work
well !

“This way,” Babs breathed. She
plunged into the open, with beating
heart. “TFollow me,” she said, leading
the way towards Lane's Field, and then,
hearing a sound behind her, suddenly
whirled. ’

“Clara !"” she gasped. c

For Clara Trevlyn, fierce and deter-
mined, it was. Clara, who was at that
moment in the act of pushing open the
window of Miss Primrose's study
wherein she had been imprisoned by
Sarah and Connie Jackson. Clara who,
knowing nothing of Babs’' ruse, but
determined, if determination could do
anything, to rescue Sophie from the
crypt end of the secret passage.

As they watched, Clara threw one leg
over the sill, and, taking a grip at the
ivy, came swarming down. Babs ran
to meet her.

“Clara !” *'0h,
chump !

“ Sophie—"" Clara gasped.

“Clara, get her away,” Babs said
quickly. “Get her into ilie woods.
Hide near the old oak. Now’s your
chance, while Mabs leads the school a
wild-goose chase. I'll dodge back and
get on the phone to Mary, and ask her
to pick you up.”

“Good egg !” Clara approved. “Good
old Babs.” She nodded towards Sophie.
“Come on!” she whispered.

Babs, without waiting to see what
happened, rushed back into the school.
The hunt was in full ery. Everywhere
was uproar, everybody shrilly calling,
everybody, apparently, on the scent, and
no doubt a great many of the girls

she  cried. you

enjoying the fun such an unexpected
diversion offered.

Three at a time Babs mounted the
stairs that led to the prefects’ quarters.
She rushed into the prefects’ room and
grabbed at the receiver of the telephone.

‘“Friardale, four five,” she ordered.

“Hallo, is that the aerodrome? Miss
Mary Malcolm please.” A pause, then:
““Mary, is that you? This is Babs

Clara and Sophie are. waiting for you
at the old oak in Friardale Woods.
There’s been trouble. Pick them up,
will you?”

“Right!” Mary snapped.

Gasping,” Babs hung up the receiver.
Then she stepped outside. As she did
so there came a roar of voices down the

Sixth Form corridor, and then the
thudding of feet. Mabs, dressed in
somebody else’s hat amd coat, came
running desperately towards her.
“Babs!” she cried.
“0Oh; my hat!l” Babs blinked, her
brain working like lightning. “Mabs—

in here!” she cried, and dragged her
chum into the prefects’ room. “ Take
off that hat and coat—quickly ! Throw
them into the cupboard there. When
the erowd comes by we’ll join them,

pretending to be in the hunt our-
selves—see 17
“Golly I Mabs gasped. “Bahs,

I

where do you get your ideas?

But feverishly she flung the coat from
her. Babs, snatching the hat, pitched it
after it. They waited.

Round the corner, with a rush, came
the vanguard of the pursuers, shouting
and whooping out as they came. In a
flood they swarmed past the door of the
prefects’ room; and in that flood Babs
and Mabs, unsuspected, joined.

And ten minutes later Clara, Sophie,
and Mary were whizzing towards the
aerodrome in the car Mary wouyld race
to-morrow at the aerodrome-track.

It was half an hour later when tha
three of them were in a plane, racing
towards Southampton, before the escape
of Clara Trevlyn was discdvered, .
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Last-Minute Dash!

[' half-past ten Mary's

A plane glided across

the landing stage at

Southampton. For

the time being, at all events,
they had escaped.

Ma said scriously, after

IlBut‘ll ’
they had left the plane, “we can’t risk

having you seen about, Sophio! It’s
soveral ﬁoura before the Plathian will
arrive, and thero’s no doubt once Mrs,
Trent discovera how she's been fooled at
Cliff House, she'll have the police on
your track."” .

“J—I'm in your hands!” trembling
Sophie said. )

They took a taxi info the town itself.
A room was found for Sophio at the
New Pelican Hotel, and there they
stayed until lunch.

Immediately that meal was over Mary
dispatched a telegram to the Plathian,
which said: “Important news of your
daughter! Come to Pelican Hotel,
Southampton. Tell no one of this.”
She signed it “Mary Malcolm.”

Excitement, tense and elcetrifying,
gripped them as the day drew ou, ns
night came, to be followed by early
morning. Then, at Clara’s request, a
telegram was sent by telephone to Cliff
House, saying that all was well with
her.

One

o'clock—

“The Plathian’s docking now,” Mary
gaid. “He should be here in Lalf an
hour.”

Sophie sat still, pale and silent. Clara
grinned. Mary sat wrapped in thought,
gazing at the zlock. A quarter-past
three! Half-past. A quarter to four,
and Mary stirred uncasily.

Four o'clock!

“Something wrong,” Clara muttered.
“He should be here, shouldn’t he?”

Mary was rather pale.

“Give him until half-past,” she said.

But when half-past clumed, there was
still no Mr. Pethericlk!

“I'm going to the dock,' Mary
announced. “Clara, no! You mustu’t
come with me. You and Sophic try
to get some sleep.”

But sleep for those two girls was as
impossible a% for Mary. Sophie was

o'clock, two o'clock, three

almost sick with excitement. Clara was
thrilling.
Long after Mary had gone they sat

and chatted—of this and that, of the
lorious girl Mary was, of her race, her
ying, of everything. TFive o'clock
chimed, a quarter-past. Then a ring
at the bell

“That's them,” Clara said joyfully.

But it wasn't. It was ouly Mary
herself.  She looked tired, hunted, and
distressed as ghe eame in. Clara stared

up

g Mary. Mr. Petherick—"

“ He—he's not come ! Mary got the
words out with difficuliz  * Apparently
there was an overflow of passengers at
the other side, and Mi. Petherick is
coming on in the next boat, which won't
arrive until one o'clock midday. I'm
stumped,” she confessed, and slumped
on to a chair, “because if I woit, what
about the race? If I don't turn up for
that, Mr. Cleveden-Clarr will never give
me another chance !™

But Sophie came to the rescue.

“Mary, please, look at me,” she said.
“You've done enough. Go back;: win
vour race' Leav- me here. Come
back, if vou ean, after the race, and
then we'll trace my father together.
And, Clara,” she added, “you go with
her !”

“Right-ho, we'll do it!” Clara =aid.
and yawned. “Oh, my hal, who says
shut-eye?  'm dead beat”

Dead-beat they all were. Relue-
tantly, however they retired to their
beds. But the night's wait took its
toll of them. They slept so very, very
soundly that it- was half-past cleven
next morning before they woke up.

And then what a bustle—what a
frantic scamper, with a race at two,
the airfield to -be reathed, breakfast
to be rushed through, toilets to make.
1t was half-past twelve before Mary
and Clara breathlessly bade good-bye
to Sophie.

“And, whatever happens,” Mary
said, “stop here till you sec mo again,
Sophie.”.

“What do you think?” Sophie said.
“ And—good luck, Mary. And you,
Clara!”

‘“And you!" Clara grinned.
come on!” she panted -

They flew. Clara set her teeth. Could
they do it?

They had to do it!

Five to two, and on the motor-racing
track the cara were already lining up
for the great race in which Mary was
to take part!

Most ot the drivers were already in
position. In the stand Babs and Mabs
and a crowd of other Mary Malcolm
admirers were 'ooking at each other
with growiug uneasiness For the
red and gold racing-car, surrounded by
anxious mechanics, and a worried Mr.
Cleveden-Carr, was still lacking a
driver.

“Sometling’s happened,” Babs mut-
tered. “8he’s probably been arrested.
I'hree minutes for the start. But—
hallo 1"

She broke off with a cheer. It was a
cheer which echoed round the track.
For. suddenly running round the track
in her airwoman’s kit, came a figure
ficure of Mary hersclf. And
behind her—Clara !

They saw Mary darting towards the
car, saw- her breathlessly mutter some
words to M. Cleveden-Carr: then
hastily she climbed in. Clara turned
and pushed up iuto the crowded stand

“Clara|” Dabs eried.  “Where on
ecarth have you Yeent”

“Southampton.”  Clara  grinned.
“But, phew. whal a race to get back'
Thank goodiess Mary arrived in time,
though. Another two minutes, and we
should have beeu too late. I—"

And then she stopped as a hand
touclied her on the shoulder, and,

“Mary,

—the
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swinging round, she stared into
the face of a man she had never seen
before. She blinked.

“Are you Mary Maleolm’s cousin,
Clara Treviyn?"” he asked quietly.

s

“Why, yes!
“Thanks! We shall want you after
the race. You are to be charged with

Mary Malcolm for being an accomplice
in  the abductionn of Mrs. Trent's
daughter, Sophie. Under Mrs, Trent's
instructions we traced Miss Maleolm’s
plane from here to Southampton, afid
back again to here. She will be
arrested after the race.”

Fortunately, only Clara heard that.
But she sat stunned. The race was on
now. Babs & Co., leaning forward,
were shouting frenzied encouragement
over the rail

To be arrested after the race! To be
charged with Sophie’s abduction!
Clara shivered—but not only for her-
gcli. For Mary!

Could she warn her?

She looked round, and then turned
back hurriedly. 'I'he detective, his eyes
on her face, was bchind her!

Dully she watched, her heart in her
mouth. Everybody was shrieking now
—and, Jove, look at Mary! Third in
the race. she was pulling up. was gver-
hauling the second car, rushing on to
overtake the first  People were shout-
ing:

“Mary: Mary! Mary Malcolm !”

“Come on, Mary!™”

“Mary! Marv! DMary!”

Babs & Co. were jumping up and
down 1n their excitement.

Sixth lap; Mercedes still leading |
Seventh lap; Mary and Mercedes flat
out !

Tense, the crowds now! Look! The
distanee was lesscning. Mary was creep-
ing up!

Then—that glorious tenth lap! Seo
exciting, so ilirilling, that nobody re-
marked the plane which came swinging
over the track. to disappear on-the
landing ficld ai the other side of the
stands,

Then a shriek as the flag dipped, a
ronsing, voaring ery from everybody:

“Mary! Mary. Malcolm! Mary
Malcolm nas won!”

She had. Clara. shuddering, felt the
fingers on her shonlder again.

“Come!” the detective said.

(Concluded on page 24)

—_——
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Little Dolores Essendon of the Second Form at Cliff House, lovable
and inoffensive, is the last person one would expect to have enemies.
And yet, when Dolores is given a chance to reveal her dancing talent
in a show organised by Mabel Lynn, one of the famous Chums of the

Fourth, someone deliberately sets out to ruin that chance.

In the

most heartless way this person humiliates Dolores, so that she is
gibed at and eventually made the outcast of her Form.

Babs & Co. go to the little one’s rescue—but it seems that even they
cannot save her from great unhappiness.

Don’t miss this wonderful

LONG COMPLETE HILDA

RICHARDS story. It appears Next Saturday.
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COMPLETE this week.

Rich girl Joy Sharpe was
determined to have a really
jolly party! And so, when
one was arranged for her, she
dressed as Nakita, the gipsy,
and deliberately sent every-
one home !

Miss Retcham's Idea!

i“ ISS RETCHANM,
See who it is?”
Joy Sharpe, heedless of the

fact that she was walking
along a public thoroughfare—to wit, a
country lane—skipped in the air with
excitement, clutched her governess, Miss
Retcham, by the arm, and, in fact, gave
every sign that she had seen someone she
liked and didn’t care who knew.

Miss Retcham stood appalled, and
gave a quick, fearful look about her.

“Joy, for goodness’ sake!” she eried.
“ Mrs. Wingham’s house is in full view.
She might be looking out

“But, here’s. Uncle Geoff I eried Joy.
“Look, that’s his sports car coming
down the road "

There was a strident noise and a cloud
of dust, and Miss Retcham, adjusting
her glasses, recognised the small sports
car that was the cause of it. The car
belonged to Joy Sharpe's Uncle
Geoffrey, and since it was proceeding at
a steady thirty-five miles an hour or
more through a thirty-mile limit area,
Uncle Geoffrey himself was most likely
at the wheel.

Miss Retcham grabbed at Joy.

“ Quick—hide ! she said.

“Hide?” asked Joy, amazed.
as a joke, you mean !” she added.

“As a joke |” withered Miss Retcham,
“Am I 'in the habit of playing jokes?
Hide at once, in case he sees us and
stops.™

But Uncle Geoffrey had already
stopped. A small, dark-blue car over-
took him, and an alarum-bell clanged
busily.

“Oh1” gasped Joy, in dismay. “A
police car | He’s been gonged 1"

Uncle Geoffrey had met his doom, and
~Joy went quite limp for a moment with

look—look !

“QOh,

svinpathy. For Uncle Geoffrey was one
of the bright spots of her life. He
always came as a ray of sunshine, often
armed with odd gifts, but always cheery
and bright.

“Gonged ! Justice is slow, but sure,”
said Miss Retcham grimly. “Turn
round, Joy. We will return home,”

Joy turned reluctantly, not caring to
defy her governess openly, and in some-
what dejected frame of mind she accom-
panied her governess on the way back.

“ Reluctant though I should be; Joy,
to utter one word which might be inter-
preted by some malicious person as a
criticism of your relatives,” said Miss
Retcham frigidly, “I nevertheless con-
sider that your Uncle Geoffrey is utterly
irresponsible, quite childish for his age,
and a bad influence.”

“Oh!” said. Joy, unable to think of
anything more apt.

But in her eyes there was a glint of
defiance,  and her lips became set; for
she was loyal to Uncle Geoff, and
thought him a heap better influence than
Miss Retcham, who wouldn’t let ber run,
who kept a strict eye on her, and made
her almost Victorian in her behaviour—
almost.

“We will turn aside at the path,” said
Miss Retcham, with a glance back.

That was her way of dodging Uncle
Geoffrey, but it did not work, for Joy
stopped to tie a shoe-lace, untying it
quickly first.

A moment later Uncle Geoff had
finished with the police. e was an
old offender, and knew the routine so
well that he had become proficient in

u

Another topping laughter-story featuring harum-scarum—

showing his licence, and giving the re-
quired information.

Now, with the horn blowing shrilly,
he drove up behind Joy, just as Mi=s
Retcham tried to skip with dignily as
well as speed out of sight.

“Why, Uncle Geoff I cried Joy.

“What cheer!"” he beamed. “Well
met, Joy ! And where is the gargoy—er
—h'm! Good-moruing, Miss Reicham !
he ended stifly, as the governess
returned to the main path, looking like
some sinister prophecy coming irue.

* Good-morning 1" she said lharshly.
“We noticed that you were being
arrested, and turned back to spare you
from humiliation.”

“Me,” said Uncle Geoff, “arrested?
Not so likely! I soon talked ihemm out
of even writing down particulars. It's
my birthday.”

*“Birthday? Oh, Many Happies,
Uncle Geoft !" said Joy, and gave him
a kisa,

“Thanks, Joy! And I bet you've
been kniiting me some bed-socks, under
Miss Retcham's eagle eye. eh? Or a
jumper for my hot-water bottle., Ha,
ha 1”

Joy felt rather guilty about not
having even done that, but she knew
Uncle Geoff was just having fun at Miss

Retcham’s expense.

*“No, seriously,” said- Uncle Geoff,
“I've come to rig up a party for vou,
Joy—or, rather, me. I'm throwing a
party, and I want yon and some pals to
roll along. Tea at a snappy little joint
in the offing, fun with crackers and
paper hats, perhaps a look in at the
flicks, or a jaunt on the scenic railway,
wiggle-woggle, and crazy cars.”

“Uncle, yon mean it?” said Jov, in
delight.” “Oh, what fun! You do think
of grand things|”

Miss Retcham gave a dry cough, It

By IDA MELBOURNE

came like a bleak wind from Arctie
regions on a May moruing.
“Unfortunately Joy cannot accept

the kind invitation,” she said.

Joy’s expression hardened, and a sigh
escaped her.

*Just becaue it will be fun
began.

“Silence, Joy! The mere exchange
of words with your Uncle Geoffrey
seems fo give rise in you to rudeness,
impertinence, and unruliness,” said her
governess. “I have said thai you can-
not accept the invitation.”

And Miss Retcham’s word was law !
What she said at the Gables, « e Joy
lived with her grandfather,, “went.”
For her grandfather had resigned his
authority to Miss Retcham, A scholarly
man, he had no time to worry about the
affairs of to-day, when there was so
much to learn about ancient Egypt.

Joy looked in appeal at Unele
Geoffrey. She was powgrless against
the governess,. but he was an .uncle.
Surely he could insist.

Uncle Geoff caught the look

—" she

and
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folded his arms, looking for a moment
not unlike some Eunropean dictator.

“May I ask why?” he said. “Is it
because I am supposed not to have sufli-
cient sense of responsibility to—"

“The reason is,” said Miss Retcham
quickly, *“that Joy herself is giving a
tea-party this afternoon, and as hostess
even she can hardly be so ill-mannered
as not to be present.”

Uncle Geoff's stern manner was
deflated. ‘

“0Oh—ah—um " he murmured, and
stroked his chin.

But Joy, staggered by the news,
blinked at her governess.

“A party* This afternoon? But it's
the first I've heard of it, Miss

Retcham !”

“Excitement and anticipation aro
bad for a highiy strung young girl,”
said the governess coldly. “ Your guests
will be refined, well-mannered girls and
boys, and you wil. learn a lesson you

. need in entertaining.”

Miss Retcham made to walk on, and
Joy looked in appeal to Uncle Geoff.
Her hopes had been raised on high, and

then crushed 8he felt that at any
moment she would cry.
“Just too bad 1” he murmured. “But

never mind. Let me give you a lift.
Come on, Miss Retcham! Skip in!”

As Miss Retcham could think of no
good motive for refusing, she climbed
into the car with as much good grace as
she could muster.

Joy followed, sad and depressed.
For if there could be anything worse
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than not going to Uncle Ceoff's party,
it would be holding a party which Miss
Retcham had arranged. Dullness, con-
stant correction, boring, stuck-up girls,
and spiritless, namby-pamby boys !

Rebellious, and yet helpless, Joy
settled down in the back of the car, and
did not speak unt’l Uncle Geoff stopped
it outside the library and opened the
door for Miss Retcham.

Then he looked at Joy, shaking his
head.

‘1 wou'a bave been a grand party !”
he said sadly

Joy clenched her hands, and ideas
scethed in ner mind. She thought of
cutting the party of taking french
leave. But only for a moment; Miss
Retcham could not be defied like that.

“Uncle, you must come to the party,”
she said “or—”

And then her face suddenly cleared.
A grand idea had come—a daring, des-
perate idea.

“Urcle, be a pal !” she breathed.

% At your service !” he winked.

“Then have your party, and take
Nakita—some really jolly girls and
boys! Nakita and Boko, and, say, three
others, their pals

Uncle Geoffrey shot up his eyebrows,
pursed his lips, and then gave a nod.

“0.K ' L. could be done,” he said.
“But how about you?”

Joy smiled and winked.

“That’s telling! Ask no questions,
uncle—but I may be there.”

Uncle Geoff assuming a solemn,
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avuncular air as he saw Miss Retcham
approaching, noddesl.

“I trust you are doing well at your
lessons, Joy 7" he said gravely.

“Yes, uncle”

“(Giood, my girl! Always study hard,”
he added; and then flickered his left
eyelid at Joy as he helped the governess
into her seat. ‘“Something tells me,”
he murmured, “that the suggestion of
rain and storm will come to nothing,

after all. The sunshine will skim
th;o[.:gh, and al. will be merry and
right.”

Miss Retcham. looking at the sky,
which had been clear since dawn, gave
a sniff.

“1 have not noticed black clouds or a
suggestion of storm myself.”

“No?” said Uncle Geoff, and whistled
a tune as he drove off.

But Joy, sitting in the back, knew
what he mean: There was a good time
coming. And so there would be—if only
she could join his party and miss her
own !

- Nakita=—Uninvited Guest!

N her bed-room, Joy Sharpe was
very busy indeed at the wardrobe.

It was npearly time that she was
dressed and ready for the party,
but she was still ir he. dressing-gown.

Sitting_on tne floor, Joy was putting
a button on to a pair of gay red
sandals. They were pretty sandals, but
not the type that a- reasonable girl
Wwear a‘ a party.

’I‘hely were really more the kind of
sandals that a gipsy girl might wear—
and which one gipsy girl had worn
often. That girl was Nakita.

[t would have struck Miss Retcham
as very odd could she have seen Joy
with those sandals. It would have
struck her as being even more odd could
she have seer the exotic gipsy frock
that hung in the wardrobe, and the
scarf. For Miss Retcham would have
recognised them instantly as Nakita's.

Why was Nakita’s frock in Joy’s
wardrobe? And why, if it came to that,
was there a jar of brown stain for
making pink cheeks seem brown, and a
jar of special stuff for removing it
afterwards? Miss Retcham would have
asked herself those questions. And if
by ill-chance she guessed the answer—

“Golly, Tinks, Nakita would be in a
pickle—and Joy, too!”

Tinker’'s eyes twinkled, as though he
knew the joke But, then, the mention
of Nakita always brightened his eyes,
for ho knew that Nakita and Joy were
one and the same girl-

Miss Retcham might be deceived by
face-stain, scarf, and gay clothes, but
he vas not. He knew that Nakita was
merely Joy Sharpe—a gayer, carefree
girl, But he did not sneak.

“0Ok, Tinks, if only we can work it!”
sighed Joy. “How I want to be
Nakita again—a carefree gipsy! I
shall hate this afterncon’s tea-party!
You won’t be allowed in, either. You
knocked over a cake-stand last time, and
chewed holes in Geranium Mortimer’s
gloves and made her cry |”

Joy hurried with her dressing, and
made herself look meek and demure.
She knew that this party had not even
been thought of before Uncle Geofirey
had suggested his.

“Just to keep me from having fun!
Just about the best excuse she could
think of!” Joy told Tinker, who
listened with full agreement.

But the party had been arranged, and
Joy would have to attend it. There was
just no getting out of 1t—yet.

Some twenty minutes later Joy was 1n
the drawing-room.
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There were six guests—four girls and
two boys. Two of the girls were sisters,
in the charge of their granite-faced

governess, and the other two were
almost too good to be true.
The conversation had turned to

geography, and ene of the girls men-
tioned the rainfall of China; another
girl then discussed clouds and their
bearing on rain, while a white-faced boy
told them why the sky was blue.

“Who cares?” said Joy.

The little boy goggled at her, and
Miss Retcham went pink.

“That was a very rude remark !” she
said, through her teeth. “You will
apologise to Perceval |

“Yes, Miss Retcham,” said Joy.

“But I was only seeking information—
I mean, I wonder who really cares?
Suppose, for instance, we woke up to-
morrow, and the sky was yellow, with
btack spots, I don't sce that it would
matter I

Miss Reteham’s eyes almost bulged,
but Perceval leaped into the breach.
He was a born bore

“There are three reasons why the sky
could not be yellow, with black spots,”
he shaid in a piping voice. “I will
enumerate them: 2 ,

“Have a bun instead 1” said Joy, the
complete hostess.

Miss Retcham rose.

“That is enough ! ghe said.
yonur room

Joy stoed up, blinking.

“Have I said anything wrong ” she
asked “I thought my guests might bo
bored with hearing all about lesson
things in their free time I”

“Indeed? Perceval was giving you
the benefit of his intelligent study

“He read it on a cigarette-card,” said
Joy. “I know, because it’s one of a
bunch Uncle Geoff—"

“Go to your room!
me, shock me!”

Joy very pearly beamed widely, and
had all she could do not io jump with
delight. But the managed to hang her
head, although, of course, it was im-
possible to fake a blush.

Perceval eyed her with sad reproach,
the two girls with their governess
looked at their shoes, while the others
secmed likely to bursi into tears.

Once outside, Joy scurried up the
stairs to her room. Then locking the
door, she swiftly changed. In record
time sho made herseli up as Nakita.
Practice had made her proficient and
quick, =o that not one litile piece of her
own fair skin showed.

In Nakita's preity frock, the shawl
over her head, she looked a real gipsy
of the most romantic type.

“Now I am Nakita—and now even
Miss Retcham wouldn't recognise me !”
ghe chuckled.

Beckoning Tinker, she turned to the
door, and at that same moment there
came a rap on the panels.

“ Joy 1”

Nakita’s heart quaked. The governess
was at the door, and for a dreadful
moment she could not be sure that she
had really locked it.

Jut now Miss Retcham tried the
handle and pushed at the deor in vain.

“Open this doar!”

Nakita crept forward.

“It—it’s locked!” she
](‘\\]y.

“Well, unlock it 1
you a severe talking-to!™

Nakita, with trembling fingers, took
the key from the lock.

“The key isn't in
Retcham.”

“What?
must know.
the inside.”

“Go to

You astound

said Dreath-

want to give

the lock, Mliss

Where is it, then? You
The door is locked from

“ WWHATCHER," said Nakita cheerily, and began to sample the cakes.

The prim and proper guests were horrified—which was just what
Nakita wanted in her scheme to go to a party she could enjoy.

Joy's plight was desperate. = Any-
thing was better than _being‘B caught
here and now in this guise! Better to

be punished for wilful rebellion even.

Her mind worked quickly in the
crisis, and suddenly she saw the way
out. She crossed to her dressing-table
where there was a reel of thread, and
tied the end of it to the key.

That done, she dangled the key out
of the window.

“I—I've thrown the key out of the
window, Miss Relcham !” she called.

“Thrown the key out of the window
—what ?” gasped the governess.

It was true! And Miss Retcham did
not doubt it. But that did not lessen
her fury, her surprise, her sense of
shock.

“Joy, how dare you! Don’t think
that the key will remain undiscovered!
You will .be a prisoner now by your
own planning. Instead of coming down

to apologise to your guests, you will
stay here. And when I do release
you i

Miss Retcham left that unexplained,
although the threat lost none of its
force. She stamped away from the
door in fury.

Nakita, pulling at the cotton, brought
back the key over the windowsill, un-
tied it, and waited only until she heard
Miss Retcham in the garden looking for
the key. Then she unlocked the door,
relocking it behind her.

Downstairs she went, and, an imp
of mischief possessing her, entered the
drawing-room.

Tha guests looked up, startled, and
Geranium Mortimer slopped her tea
into her saucer.

“Whatcher !” said Nakita,
goggled at her. “Am I late?”

She walked forward, giving them all
a nod, and taking up a dish of cakes
cheerily started munching one. It was

as they

the best one there—reserved, she knew,
for P'erceval.

“Better take two while I'm about
it. I've got two hands, so that means
two cakes. I'm a gipsy, and manners
don’t matter to me,” said Nakita, while
the horrified silence continued. “You've
got a crumb on your, waistcoat,
Charlie,” she said to Perceval.

“My name is Perceval. I shall tell
Miss Retcham you came in!” he said
hotly.

“Yes, you look like a nasty little
sneak I" said Nakita candidly. “What
you want is a rough half-hour with
some real boys. You'd be sobbing like
a girl at the end of it, but it would do
you good!”

The girls’ governess rose, glowering.

“If you have been invited, then I
shall leave I” she said.

“0.K., pal! S8kip it!” said Nakita.
“But leave the cakes.”

“Oh, how horrid!”
“You're just common

“You ought to know,” said Nakita,
her mouth full of cake. “What a frock
to wear! Coo! And look at your hair!
No wonder Darwin said we sprang
from monkeys P2

“Huxley,” said Perceval
tarily—** not Darwin!”

“Well, if your ancesiors sprang from
monkeys,” said Nakita, “they didn't
half make a rotten jump!”

The door opened as the governess
ordered her «:ﬁargcs to rise—and Miss
Retcham walked 1n, gaped at Nakita,
and drew up.

“What are you doing here,
she demanded.

“Me? Give you three guesses,” said
Nakita cheerfuily, confident of her dis-
guise. “And if you say °eating cake,
you win the first prize—a doughnut!”

The girls' governuss marched to the

oor

said Geranium.

1

involun-

girl ?”

"L:omc!" ehe said, and glared at
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Miss Retcham. “If this is the kind of
guest 5
Miss

“Guest!” almost
scrcamed. “ Why

In the drive there came the sound of
a car's lorn. And Uncle Geoff's car
skidded up with four passengers
cramuicd in. They all wore paper hats,
and they were blowing tin trumpets and
squeakers.

Unecle Geoff jumped out and rushed to
the open window.

“Miss Retcham, can you tell me where
the gipsy girl Nakita hangs out—
Why, hallo!” he cried as he saw her.

“What cheer! Here I am! Am I
invited " nsked Nakita. ]

“You are. And these kids, too—if
they can get a perch on a mudguard,”
said Unclo Geoff excitedly. “This
parly is going to be a wowster.”

“Then leave this lot where it is,”’
advised Nakita. “I'll just take this
other cream bun and meringue, and
then T'll be ready. Sorry I've got to
go,” she said to the petrified Miss
Retcham. “Cheerio, Charlie, Maud,
Gertie, and the yest!” f

And out of the window Nakita went.

Retcham
”

A Ladder and a Locksmith!

““ OSH, mister, hasn’t it been
grand ?” said Nakita.
It had been a stunning
party, and Boko—the butcher’s
boy—and his pals were singing choruses
as the car made its way back to the
Gables.

Uncle Geoff was wearing a paper
clown’s hat, and all the others had
similar fitments, while Nakita wore a
false red nose, moustache, and glasses.

They had had a slap-up tea; every-
thing they wanted, and more. They
bhad gone to the fair and to the
menageric; had screamed themselves
hoarse on the scenic railway, crashed
and bumped themselves black and blue
on the crazy cars, got splashed on the
water chute.

No girl could have been happier than
Nakita was now, though there was one
sad thought apparently.

“A pity Miss Joy couldn't have
come,’”” she said, with a side glance at
Uncle Geoff

And he, completely deceived by
Nakita's disguise, looked solemn. _

“Poor old Joy—yes,” he said. *“But,
still, we've got her some good prizes.”

I'hey had won dolls, an enormous box
of cliocolates, [our-colour pencils, and
olher delights,

Joy had not been forgotten,

“Poor Miss Joy,” said Nakita.
“Wonder what she's doing now? Miss
Retcham left her locked in her room.”

* And that's where she is still, then,”
said Uncle Geoff gloomily, “How are
uie going to get these things in to her—
chi”

Nakita smiled to herself.

“We'll find a way,” she said; for,
after all, she had to get in hersclf some-
how, although having got in so often
before she didn't foresee any difficulty
now, ecspecially as Uncle Geoff could
cngage Miss Retcham in conversation.

They dropped Boko and his pals in
the village and said a cheery good-bye,
then Uncle Geoff and Nakita drove on
to the Gables.

Nakita was lighthearted right until
the last minute, until she dived her hand
into her cloak pocket for the key.

“0Oh!” she gasped.

* Anything wronﬁ?" said Unele Geoff.

Nakita went white under her dye.
She secardied the floor "of the car,
cverywhere; and Uncle Geoff, being

told that a key was missing, hunied,
too. But the key could not be found.

“Oh golly !” said Nakita in horror.

For now how on earth could she get
into her bed-room? The door was
locked, and Joy was supposed to be
still there.. Besides, without clothes
from Joy’s room Nakita could not
become Joy again

Uncle Geoff pulled up in the drive of
the Gables and gathered Joy's gifts,

“Now then, how are we going to get
them to her?" he asked.

Nakita's heart thumped with fright;
for it really looked as though the end
had come. There was no way of getung
into the locked room.

As Nakita sat and cogitated, a man
on a bicycle drew level with the car and
stopped.

“T'his the Gables, mister ?” he asked.
“I'm new around here. I've come to
open a door.”

“Open a door ?” gasped Nakita,

“Yes. Seems as someone locked the
door and lost the key.”

“Yes, this is the Gables,” said .Uncle
Geoff before Nakita could intervene.

And on went the locksmith.

Nakita felt dreadful.

In a few minutes her door would be
open—and the room found empty !

“Unele Geoff—I mean, mister—guv’-
nor,” she said breathlessly, * there's only
one way of getting these things to Miss
Joy—""

“How?”

“A ladder.
of the house.

SUCH FUN lrvrrammmnanm

There's one at the back
It's getting dusk, and we

SUCH
LAUGHTER-MAKERS !

Coming Soon—
You Must
Meet Them.

can do it,” said Nakita. “You find the
governess and keep her talking, and I'll
go up the ladder—"

Uncle Geoff liked the idea. It was the
kind that could be guaranteed to appeal
to him; and with Nakita he went to
find tho ladder and returned with it.

They rested it against the wall, and
Nakita climbed up it loaded with gifts.
Uncle Geoff, assuring himself that she
was safe, rushed into the house and
found Miss Retcham in the corridor
outside Joy's room.

“Open the door as quickly as you
can!” the governess was saying to tho
locksmith. “There is a girl in there.
I have knocked and called and shouted
without bringing any response !”

Uncle Geoff pulled up.

“Go on?” he hooted so that Nakita
could hear. “You mean Joy hasn’t
answered? Well, I never did! How
long will it take to open the door?”

“I'm not deaf,” said the locksmith.
“It'll take two ticks to open a door like
this. Almost any key will fit it.”

Inside the room, Nakita, hearing,
hurled the gifts under the bed, tore off
the gipsy frock and sandals, pulled on
the party frock, and jumped to the bed.

By this time the locksmith was trying
various keys in the lock.

“Wrong 'un,” Nakita heard him
mutter, as there came a rattle. “And I
could have wagered—"
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Miss Retcham gave an impatient click

of her tongue.
. “You have not been brought here to
indulge in any form of gambling,” she
said 1eily. “I want that door opened—
at once! If you are unable to open it,
then I shall consider instructing the
gardener to force the lock—"

“All right, ma’am,” esaid the lock-
smith, in a decidedly peeved sort of
voice.

And there was another rattle,

Nakita, safe and sound—so she
thought—chuckled to herself. The man
was finding it more difficult than she'd
imagined. 8he could hear him grunt-
ing and gasping, and Miss Retcham
egging him on, while Uncle George
tried to enliven the proceedings with
some choice items of humour,

“Some lock, eh? Obstinate fellow.
Try being more gentle, my man—sort
of persuasive, you know, You've got to
put these things in the right frame of
mind.”

Whether the locksmith obeyed those
instructions, Nakita did not know, but
he triumphed ell the same,

“Ahah!” she heard him say; and
then suddenly che remembered her
stained face. .

In horror she rushed from the bed to
the wardrobe, found the jar of dye-
remover, and got frantically busy.

She heard the key click in the lock.
Desperately she went to the bed and
rolled on to it, pulling the eiderdown
over herself even as the door was opened
and Miss Retcham snapped on the light.

“Asleep,” said Uncle Geoff. Crossing
to the window, he saw the ladder and
pulled the window down. “She might
catch cold with this window open.”

Miss Retcham shook Joy hard; and
finally Joy sat up with such a start that
her forehead bumped the governess’
nose.

“What's wrong ?” she gasped. “ Good-
ness! Who is that?” she added, look-
ing at the locksmith.

Miss Retcham let out a sigh.

“I—I thought you were ill, uncon-
scious—that you had fallen and stunned
yourself, Joy. Thank goodness it is not
so! Are you well? You were heavily
asleep.”

“ YF;:S. I'm all right, thank you,"” said

oy.

Miss Retcham’s anxiety gave place to
grimness.

“Then you had beiter get into bed.
1 will deal with you in the morning.
You have behaved disgracefully! And
for this you will have no pocket-monecy
for a fortnight, and do extra work.”

She swept from the reom; and Uncle
Geoff, sighing, followed.

“Poor old goy " he said.

But Uncle Geoff would have changed
his mind if he had heard the.giggle as
he closed the door; for Joy, immensely
relieved, was letting off steam. Poor
old Joy! it might be; but Nakita had
had the afternoon of her life, while
under the bed was an enormous box of
chocolates and other gifts,

True, the punishment was severc; but
Joy felt that she had had her fun, and
it was worth paying for, and not for a
long time did she go to slecp. She lived
through the whole lovely afternoon
again, not the least amusing part of
which was when she had swept into the
drawing-room as Nakita !

EXD OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

ANOTHER topping ‘ Gipsy Joy”

story next Saturday! - Don't «
miss it, will you? And be sure to
introduce your friends to our lovable
harum-scarum.
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Our thrilling story of adventure

in the wilds of Africa.

2

FOR NEW READERS.

TERESA FORRESTER, self-posscssed and
resourceful, and

LUISE RAYMON D, her more timorous chum,
are on their way to meet Teresa’s parents
in Afrieca when they become stranded,
With a quaint native girl,

FUZZY, as gulde, they set off by cance. Tha
canoes were stolen by TFuzzy from a
warlike tribe, who come in pursuit of the
chums | They escape, but miss their
steamer and continue by canoe. When they
help a white hunter he gives them a talis-
man ring to show a nativc king. Later,
the native porters desert with all the
baggage. The chums, hiding behind a

" baby elephant, pretend it is talking to
spare the porters,
(Now read oir.)

Bambo Does the Trick!

JTRERESA thought quickly. Her

scheme had all but succeeded.

The black porters who had stolen

all their luggage were muotion-

less only @& yard ahead of them, the

luggage still poised on their heads,
staring at the strange eclephant.

They thought it had spoken! They
did not know that, hidden in the foliage
on its back, was first, the baby chimp,
Adolphus, behind him Luise—and
behind the elephant, concealed by a
trailing branch, Teresa herself,

But suddenly Adolphus moved his
Liranch.

“*Someone is hidden in the leaves,”
shouted one of the black boys shrilly.

In another moment they might have
wuessed that they had been tricked, but
Teresa kept her head.

*“My friend is changed into the like-
ness of a chimpanzeo like litile Adol-
phus,” ghe said. ‘‘She rides on my
back.”

Adolphus’ head pcered out throngh
the leaves, and the boys quaked, their
teeth chattering.

“Thieves—rascals! Kneel—azk for
merey,” commanded Teresa, while
Luise crouched low on the elephant’s
back, “or all of you chall be turned
into elephants, too!”

The boys, convinced now that this

was some terrible magie, put down their
bundles in order to kneel.

Next Teresa intended to order them
to close their eyes, and then to become
herself again, after driving Bambo into
the bush.

But things did not go as she planned.

8o impressive was she, that, with a
wild howl of terror, the black hoys left
the luggage just where it was, and ran,
disappearing round the next bend of
the path.

“Golly !
Luise.

They've holted!™ ecried

“But they've lelt the luggage,” said
Ieresa, in jubilation. “Oh, hurrah,
hurrah | Now we've got it we can hide

1

it, and go back for poor Fuzzy!

She langhed. She could not help it:
for the trick had worked so wonderfully
well,

“But we can't carry ail that!” ex-
postulated Luise.

Teresa, before answering, made sure

TO TRICK THE RASCALLY
TRADER, TERESA THREW
A HAIR-CLIP INTO ABUSH !

that the precious black case had not
been stolen. Finding it, ehe gave a sigh
of relief; for, although she did not know
what it contained, she had been told to
guard it carefully.

She felt like skipping with joy. At
the moment when the black boys had
bolted, she had had a guilty feeling
that she had done the wrong thing—
gone too far. But calmer reflection
showed that by losing them, they had
actually made a gain.

There was plenty of luggage, but
Bambo would not mind carrying 1t; and
they could go on at a moderate pace,

Hunting round, Teresa found a spot
farther along the paih where there was
good shade from a tree,- and which
would be ideal for a picnic. But now

Bambo was worrying about Fuzzy, for
he kept looking down the path for her,
" Fuzzy come soon,” promised Teresa,
“8o don't go wandering off "
“We're not going to wait for Tuzzy 7"

asked TLmise. “Aren’'t we going lo
meet her—to see if we can help?”
“Of course we are,” said Teresa

briskly. “But, first, we must find a
good hiding-place for the” luggage, in
case those rascals come back again.”

Together they made a search, while
Bambo, worrying about Fuzzy, and
thinking that he must inevitably find
her if he kept near the others, followed
faithfully, pushing through bushes.

Luise was the one who found the best
place, a little spinny, and, on Teresa
agreeing that it was ideal, they hurried
back for the luggage.

As the luggage %ad been divided care-
fully so that there was an equal amount
for every boy, it was easy enough to
move, and they took it all to the
spinny in no more than three journeys,
helped by Adolphus.

And, save for the [act that Bambo
nearly trod on one bundle, all went
well,

“You keep your old feet to your-
self,” warned Teresa. ‘‘One touch of
those fairy-like tootsies, and a saucepan
would become a plate.”

Bambo looked at her solemnly, and
then lumbered after her as she returned
to the path.

“Now—back to the warriors to find
Fuzzy,” said Teresa worriedly:

Once again they mounted Bambo, and
helped Adolphus up, too. This time
Bambo did not hurry. Rather tired
after that fierce rush, he ambled along
at a pleasant speed.

By
ELIZABETH
CHESTER
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But suddenly his step quickened, and
he broke into a trot. )

“Whoa I” ordered Teresa, grasping
his large ears. **No bolting !”

“Terrv—let's jump off I’ cried Luise,
in alarm.

But Bambo was making a strange
liitle noise with such a pleasant lilt to
it, that Teresa guessed its meaning.

“My golly— I think—Luise, can it be
that he knows Ifuzzy is near——"

Lven as she spoke a running figure
came into view—Fuzzy herself !

"' Good Afternoon, Ladies!”

AMBO qguickened his pace eagerly,

and Fuzzy rushed forward,
dancing and shouting with
delighe.

“Jump off 1” shouted Tercsa suddenly,
as a low branch loomed ahead.

Luise swung off, touched the ground,
stumbled, and rolled over. “Teresa
followed, landing more luckily; but
Adolphus remained on, the sola topee
so far down over his face that he saw
nothing.

Bump! went the branch into his
chest, and with a shout of anger he
clutched it and fought desperately to
master this new enemy.

Bambo, lumbering on, halted just
short of Fuzzy, extending his trunk in
greeting.

“Bambo! Good elephant,” said
Fuzzy joyously, patting the trunk, then
rushed at Teresa, arms outstretched.

Teresa, helping Luise up, and finding
}H"I‘ unhurt, turned to Fuzzy and hugged
\er.

In a moment the three friends were

almost beside themselves with joy.

Teresa told Fuzzy about the elephant

Y DEAR READERS,—It's
dreadful when you lose some-
Somethin
really valuable or important,
So you can imagine my feel-

thing, isn't it?
niean.
ings when one of DMiss Richards’
precious manuseripts disappeared !

It happened like this,  Gussy, our
celebrated office-boy had been  given
the story to hand on to Mr. Laidler,
the artist, when he came in. Your
Editor, needing it, sent for Gussy

“Ah, Gussy,” 1 said, “you might let
meo have that story of Miss Richards’.
I want to choose & different heading for
Mr. Laidler.”

Gussy looked queer

“Pip-please, sir, I he
stammered.

“What do you mean—you can't?” 1
cxclaimed in astonishment.

“Pip-pip-please, 'sir, I—I1 haven't
gng-got it!"

“Good gracious!” J exclaimed, and
wondered if the chap was still half-
asleep. “But sorely you remember,
my lad. T gave it to you when you
brought my tea in—"

“1 know, s-s-sir!” Gussy stammered.
“Only you see, sir, I haven’t got it
now. ' Gulping, stuttering,
and tugging at his tie, Gussy, looking
the most wretched object in the world,
managed (o make his awful confession.
“I—I've lost it, sirl”

“What " I shouted.

At least, T believe I said “What "
and I'm alinost sure 1 shouted. Given
time to think, I should probably have
litied one eyebrow in mild surprise
and muormured “Tut-tut!” just to
create a favourable impression.

Bub 1 forgot myself  All I ecould
think of was—Hilda Richards’ latest
story lost !

In two strides I was out of my office.
At the end of twenty seconds every
single member of my staff was frantic-
ally searching for the missing MS.
High and low we hunted. We turned
out cupboards, we ransacked desks, we
emptied shelves and bookcases. At the
end of half an hour we were covered
with dust, panting for breath, and
utterly desperate,

kik-can't!”

Your Editor’'s address is:—Flestway

House, !‘arﬁn!don Street, London, E.C.4.
Please send a stamped, addressed envelope
if you wish for a reply by post.

Not a sign of the story anywhere.

Did we ever find it? We did—thirty-
one minutes after starting to search.
We found 1t” because 1t had never been
lost; we found it because—

Gussy, appearing in the middle of our
despair, and keeping close to the door,
suddenly piped out:

“A-A-April  Fuf-fools,
body !”

By the time we had recovered and
realised the date—April 1st—Gussy was
gone. And then we couldn’t find HIM !
But Hilda Richards’ story, the thing
which mattered, was back on my desk.
Gussy, having had it all the time, had
seen to that!

am now wondering how much to
rajse the courageous youth’s wages.
What do you think he deserves?

Perhaps you'll be better able to judge
when you've read the story in question,
for it appears next week, entitled :

“THE LONELIEST GIRL IN THE
SECOND!”

every-bub-

It’s a “different ” sort of story, too,
featuring little Dolores Essendon of the
Second Form at ClLff House, and full

of the most winsome, poignant
touches. Babs & Co. play a very active
part, of course, particularly kind-

hearted Marjoric Hazeldene, but it is
Dolores’ story really.

For Dolores, clever 'ittle dancer that
she is, has the chance to be a fairy in
a play Mabel Lynn has written.
Dolores is delighted, of course. But
someone else 1n the Second Form—
Eunice Hunter, the biggest girl there,
spiteful and bossy—decides that SHE
shall have the part. With her prefect
sister, Helen, of the Sixth, Eunice con-
spires to cheat little Dolores out of her
wonderful chance.

As a result, Dolores finds the whole
of the Second Form against her, taunt-
ing her, gibing at her, ecalling her
“Baby !” Wretchedly  unhappy,
Dolores wounld be helpless but for
Babs & Co.’s ready sympathy. And
even thev find it terribly difficult to
help the little outcast.

Don’t miss this wonderful story—or
all the other topping features in next
Saturday’s number: “Gipsy Joy!”
“The Jungle Hikers!” more of
Palricia’s Pages, and another *“CLff
House Pet.”

And now I must say aun revoir for
another week.

With best wiskes,
Your sincere friend,
THE EDITOR,
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and the boys, while Fuzzy recounted her
own exeiting story about the lion.
‘*Well, anyway, here we are, thanks
to Bambo,” said Teresa. *“The best
little elephant in the whole wide world.
He's got to be our porter, now, Fuzzy.”
Fuzzy assured them that there could
be no better porter in all the world,
and that he would do just what he was
told, so in happy mood they returned
to tho spot where they had left their

luggage.

$"U’Vl-fmt we want to do now is to have
a picnic,” said Teresa. “I think our
troubles are over for a bit. We're
heading in the right direction, and with
Bambo carrying the luggage, we shall
make good speed.”

There was fruit near by, and wood for
a fire. Luise, happy at the prospect of
doing a little cooking, soon had a fire
i5_.glmng, and they decided that they would

ave some of the eggs which the hunter’s
friend had given them.

Carefree, despite the fact that they
were in the wilds of Africa, the three
girls sang gaily, preparing their meal.

Adolphus, new to cooking though he
was, got the hang of the thing, but
they kept him well away from the fire.

When the meal was cooked the three
girls sat down to it, really hungry.
Adolphus was given a plate, and allowed
te sit down with them. His small, quick
eyes watched everything they did, and
it was quite obvious that he did not
know that he was not really a human

ing.

Luckily he had not been hurt in his
collision with the branch of the tree,
although the sola topee had been
dented. Happy and contented, he
picked up a drinking-cup with his left
foot, and drained it. Life was good,
huh?

After the meal they rested, and Teresa
wound up the tiny portable gramophone
and played a dance record.

Fuzzy, thrilled, sat with large, round
eyes, and even Adolphus was entranced.

Then, eager to show what she could
do, Fuzzy gave them a pas seul. She
threw her whole spirit into the dance;
she stamped and she swayed and she
threw her arms about in the most
fascinating, rhythmic manner.

Luise, who had never seen African
dancing, wanted more, which delighted
the vain little native girl. As soon as
she had finished, Luiso was persuaded
to dance in the classical manner, and
it was Fuzzy's turn to sit round-eyed.

Suddenly Teresa got up, laughing.

“Well, I think it’s time we packed up
and went,” she said. “Come on.”

And while Adolphus, from the safety
of a bush, made rude remarks to his
relatives, they packed.

“But how are we going to load the
stuff on to Bambo?” wondered Luise.
“We haven't any rope.”

Fuzzy, proud of her knowledge, pro-
vided the solution. With the sharp
hunting-knife she cut long tendrils of
creeper, and showed how by intertwining
and plaiting them, they became just as
long and as strong as anyone wished.

Very patiently Bambo stood by while
all the bundles were loaded on, secured
in position, and then covered finally by
rugs and groundsheets.

“And now,"” said Teresa, “on our
way—and let’s hope it will be a2 non-
stop journey !”

“Yes, rather, it's time——" began

Luise, and then ended in midsentence,
for, turning towards the path which lay
a little to the right, she saw a move-
ment in the bushes.

Into view there stepped a tall, bearded
white man, dressed in tropical kit, a gun
under his arm, "

“(ood-afternoon, ladies,” he said, in
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a nasal voice. “Reckon you're the girls
I'm looking for. Just stay right where
you are.”

Teresa wheeled and confronted the
newcomer. At the same moment she
saw, behind him, one of her own
treacherous black-boy porters!

In a flash she knew who this white
man must be. He was the trader to
whom the black boys had planned to
sell the luggage. And from what little
she knew of him, Teresa conld guess
that he was a rogue—an enemy |

L

They Had To Go On Alone!

UISE moved nearer to Teresa, and
Fuzzy, always awed in the
;lrt‘stﬁnce of \\‘lhite fmen, who were
usually people of great impor-

tance, lost her exci!:ed. happy look, 2?1(1
became dejected.

“All right,” said Teresa.
to fear, Luise.”

“Nothing to fear at all,” said the
hearded white man, stepping forward.
“I'm a friend all right. My name is
Garson. I'm well known in these parts,
an honest trader.”

Teresa kept cool, and tock good care
not to show the inward alarm shé felt.
Even though she suspected that he might
try to rob them of their luggage, she
determined to seem friendly.

“I'm sure you are honest,” she said
quietly. “We are on our way to go to
my father.”

“Sure!” drawled the man. ‘And
say, some of these black boys spilled a
varn that one of you kids has a ring
that belongs to King Nompanyo.”

Teresa looked at Fuzzy.

“Show the ring,” she said.

She knew well enough that Fuzzy had
not got the ring. It was on her own
finger at this moment; but her mind
worked quickly.

At all costs, the ring must be hidden.
And if she could turn attention from
herself for a moment she might hdve a
chance to take the ring off.

Cunning though the trader was, he
was deceived by the ruse, and turned
to Fuzzy.

Acting like lightning, Teresa slipped
the ring from her finger, and, stooping,
thrust it into her left riding-boot.

“Me not got—"" murmured Fuzzy.

“Show the ring,” said Teresa calmly.
“It was on your hand. Don’t say you
have lost it, Fuzzy 1"

She was rather sorry for Fuzzy; the
little black girl looked quite puzzled
and distressed.

“Ring gone!” she quavered.

“Gone?” said the trader sharply.
“Gee! You haven't lost it, surely?
Why, that ring would take you through

“Nothing

the black country like you was the
King's best*pal !”
“TFuzzy !” said Teresa, in shocked

turning so that the
see her face, she

tones, and then,
trader could not
winked mtaningly.
Like most black people, Fuzzy was a
good actress. That wink told her that
this was a trick, and she liked tricks.

“Me lose dem ring,” she said huskily.

“Why, you little mug!” said the
trader hotly. “I'd have paid for that
ring—bought it for cash!”

“0Oh, Fuzzy !” reproached Teresa.
Fuzzy dropped to her knees, clasped
Teresa’s ank?es. and looked up in pitiful
appeal.

“Not be cross—TFuzzy no help,” she
said. “Fuzzy she go down drinking
ool—she put hand in water—cracodile
Eim come. Iuzzy, she frightened. She
pull him up—no ring—"

There was a hush, and Luice, quite

puzzled, frowned at Teresa; for she
could not get the hang of this play-
acting. Even Teresa was half in doubt
as to whether Fuzzy. really did under-
stand that she was not being blamed.

“Reckon this hysteria will get us
nowhere,” said the trader angrily.
“Get up1”

“Fuzzy—it can’'t be helped,” said
Teresa gently. *“We're not cross with
you. And I don't see,” she added to

the trader, “what it has to do with

you.” :

Garson grunted, and scowled at the
black boys behind him,

“Get along to that drinking pool we
passed, and find the ring !” he shouted
at them. “Go on—and if you don’t find
it, look out!”

Then he turned back to the girls.

“T'll show you the way into old
Nompanyo's country. I have a special
reason for wanting to get across it, but

),

(/Y]

“ QHOW him the ring, Fuzzy!"”

Teresa said sharply. The trader
swung round on the little black girl,
who looked astounded. And while the
man's attention was distracted, Teresa,
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“Oh, that's quite different,” she said
quickly. ““Of course we'll help. Won't
we, Teresa?”

But Teresa, shrewd and cautious, did
not give too ready assent.

“We'll help anyone who's ill. of
course,” she said guardedly. *“Where
is your wife?” ;

The trader’s relicf at the change of
decision was quite obvious, and Teresza
thought she detected a glint of triumph
in his eyes.

“Just along there. T'll go and cheer
her up with the news.”

He hurried off then, and Luisc looked
quite concerned.

“Poor woman, I do hope she's not
seriously ill,” she said anxiously.

But Teresa stood silent, frowning.

“Why, what’s the matter?” asked
“Don’t you want

Luise, wonderingly.
to help her, Teresa?”
“Want to?

Of course, dear,” said

acting like lightning, dropped the precious ring down her boot.

they have guards along the frontier,
and it won't be easy.”

Teresa did not hesitate.
had come to be more direct.

“That doesn’t suit us,” she said
quietly. “We're travelling alane.”

The trader looked at her rather in
wonder, as though he could not believe
his ears.

“What, girls travelling alone in the
jungle? Why, there are lions, croco-
diles—wild animals of all kinds. Yes,
and pretty savage warriors, too!”

Teresa hunched her shoulders,

“We've got on alone so far, and we
go on alone. What do you say, Luise ?”

“Yes, rather!” said Luise promptly.

The trader narrowed his brow.

“Listen! My wife isn’t well. I want
someone to nurse her. Surely, you
wouldn't refuse to give help to another
white person?”

It was an appeal that touched Luise,

The time

Teresa, taking her hand and smiling.
“Aren't you just the nicest, kindest-
hearted thing that ever was? Of cou
I want to help anyone in distress, Luise.
Only, I'd like proof that this isn't an
excuse. He wants us to help him bloff
through the king's country, that's my
idea. And he's artful enough to know
the way to appeal to us. .He's gone on
now to tell his wife she's supposed to
be ill.”

Luise was shocked.

“Terry. That's awfully suspicious,”
she reproved her.

“Maybe. But it's not a bad guess,
I'm thinking.”

Fuzzy, who had been listening care-
fully, puckered her forehead, and then
moved away.

“Me go find out,” she said.

“One thing I am determined about,”
Teresa went on grimly., “He's not
going to make use of this ring.”




24 “The Jungle Hikers!”

They were half-way to the trader’s
settlement when IKuzzy came running
back, panting hard with exertion.

But * the woman’s  sad - exprossion
deepened at that, and she sighed
heavily. The trader's voice came t en,

“What's the news?” asked Tet%arderlng the boys into fine.

cagerly
“ Miss Teaser,” said- Fuua' -“Slie am
ill. She do néed- summon to help.” -

“There!” said Luise, without a note
of triumph, but in relief, because she
did not like suspecting people of evil.

“Then I'm wrong;” said Teresa.
quickly. “And I hope we can help.”

The trader’s boys had packed ready
for the journey, dnd in addition he had
the boys who had been porters for the
girls, .

They goggled at the elephant, and at
Teresa, I'uzzy and Adolphus, then ex-
changed glances full of meaning.
Their sulky faces ecloquently showed
that they knew now that ther had been
neatly fooled.

But Teresa, Luise and Fuzzy did not
care what they thought. They went at
once to the litter which had been
arranged for the trader's wife.

She was a frail-looking woman, and
her expression was pathetic as she gave
Luise a limp hand,

Linkse unpacked the smal]er first-aid
box, and then took out some tablets,
while Teresa provided the flask of
water.

With only ‘natives in atténdance the
woman had ‘been lonely, and her relief
was quite touching when she looked at
Teresa and Luise.

“You are coming through Nompan-

ve's country with us'*” she asked
wveakly.
“Yes—we'll see you through said

Teresa.

“THE SPEED GIRL’S SECRET
STOWAWAY!”

(Concluded from pige 16)

She rose. The man kept a grip on
her arm. Babs & Co., sceing that
little episode, looked at each other in
wonder as they followed.

Down the aisle of the stand the detec-
tive went. Just as Mary was being
helped out of her car by the flushed ané~
gleeful Mr. Cleveden-Carr, the ‘detee-
tive was joined by Mrs. Trent. Mys.
Trent flashed Clara a spiteful look.

“Not quite clever enough, eh?” she
sneered. i

Now the detective was approaching
Mary. His face was grim.

“Miss Malcolm, 1 have orders to
arrest you!” he said.

“Arrest her?” Mr.__Cleveden-Carr
cried, while from Bahs went up a cry.

“On a charge,'.” the deteciive an-
nounced,
Sopl\in Trent!

“And a charge

e o« .

a voice put in,
“which is wrong! If there is any
arresting to do, officer, arrest’ the
woman who employed you to do it!"”

And while Babs and Clara jumped,
their eyes opening in bewilderment,
another man rushed on to the scenc—
and with him Sophie herself!

“I am Mr. Petherick,” he said.
“This girl is my daughter, whom I
have identified by a certain birthmark !
For yvears that woman has deceived me,
leading me to believe my own child
wns dead. Officer, arrest her!”

Too late Mrs. Trent turned to flee.

“of abduecting a girl named -
A-charge by this lady

And if that elephlnt.s coming, keep
it.in_order,” he calle

“He'll be all nghl"’ sud “Teresa.

The cortege moved on, and Luise
kept close to the: trader’s wife, while
Fuzzy and Teresa looked after Bambo,
who seemed to be-quite happy ambling
along.

They covered a mile, quickly, through
a clear path, the trader. marching
aliead, then Teresa went forward to sce
how Luise was faring with her patient.

Luise was leaning down listening to
something the woman whispered, and
now she ?ooked up, her face white.

“Terry,” she called softly, and cast
a look ahead to“urds the trader.
“Here a minute—" Then Luise
lowered her voice and spoke with con-
siderable agitation. “Terry—Mrs.
Carson—she’'s frightened—she + doesn't
want to go into Nompanyo's land.
She's begged me not to go—""

Teresa, with new alarm, looked down
at Mrs. Garson, who, her eyes brimming
with tears, beckoned so that Teresa
stooped to hear.

on’t let him know I've mentioned
it,” she whispered. “But we must not
cross that ford. It is madness. If we
fail now—we shall be sent down river
to safety. If we get through, things may
g0 wrong—you may be held to blame
with us

“For what?” asked Teresa.

“My husband is carrying plans—his
men have spied in Nompanyo's land.
They are taking information through

by

The detective caught her the
shoulder.

.Sophie, trembling, was at Mary's
side, however. Her eyes were shining.
. “Mary,” she sobbed, “and Ciara!
Oh, how can 1 thank you—how can
I.ever thahk you? You—jyou see, I
disobeved. I went to mebt my father
myself. I introduced myself to him.
_Mary, you don’t mind?""

“Mind?” Mary cried,
her." “Mind! . You silly darling!"” she
cried,- and almost in tears, shook Mr.
Petherick's Land, “I'm glad—glad!”
she ‘went on. * “Thank goodness you
came in time!” ¥

#In time,". Mr. Cleveden-Carr said,

“just to miss the finish of one of the
finest races I' have ever seen in my
life. Miss Malcolm, I congratulate you
—not only upon your ability as a racing
motorist, but” also apparently on your
ability to bring .happiness to. other
peoplc 1 will _see Jyou later I” = _

“For _which throc cheers!” Clara
'lr,c\l\n g'unnr-;d Iiet,s celebrate ! ...

and hugged

“But  what,". . s demanded, -
“abqut. you?’ Whnt ahout Pummy 7
“Well, blow Primmyv.!” was Clara’s

r];aractt-rlsflc retort.
selves while we mu'
And they did, though
when Miss Primrose heard- the whole
story of what had happened she could
not be hard upon the reckless. Tomboy

of the Fourth for~ ller share in the'

escapade.
Clara, in
hundred lines! il

EXD OF TH[S WEEK’S ETOBY

(Now see pa e 16 for details of next
Saturday's wonderful Babs & Co. story.)

fact. oscnped wnh

e

a

e Let’s enjoy our-

to be sure,
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to the enemy—it will mean tribal war—
suffering., You must not let it happen.
You must not.”

Teresa understood.

“If we are captufed and the lugga %e
searched there will be serious troub
for us all?” she exclaimed.

“Yes—and it may happen. The king
may be suspicious.”

The trader turned and Teresa drew
away. Calling to Fuzzy, she ran back

to the elephant, while Luise opened the

flask and tried to keep her hand steady.
“The ford is just ahead,” called the
trader.
He strode up to Teresa,
“Come now,” he said. “I know
you have been fooling. Where's that
ring? There's a guard at the ford.
Come and see for yourself ”

Teresa stepped forward to the bend

smiling.

in the path and saw the ford of the
river. On the far bank stood six fine
men, tall and powerful, wearing

feathered headdresses. Five were carry-
ing spears and leopard-skin shields,
while one was armed with a rifle.

get

“Ni ow understand, we must
across,” said the trader. A -
Teresa did not answer. The ring

might get them ‘across—yet what a_

betrayal of the king's trust it would be!

As she stood there hesitating, two of

the men came across and Fuzzy ran.to
Teresa's side to act as interpreter. .. ‘Tle

-+

men spoke no English but waved their.

arms and stamped their feet, pointing
all in the same direction westwards.

“What do they say?” asked Teresa.

“Dey say: No one go ’cross ribber.
Canoes wait—take all people way down
ribber. No one go 'cross!”

“Down the river—where to?” asked
Teresa.

“Fifty miles down river,” snapped
the trader. *“ Does your way lie there?”
Teresa shook her head in dismay.
“No, no. My goodness, we can’t do

that.”

“Then produce the ring,” said the
trader, “and we'll be passed through.”
He spoke rapidly to the men in their
own language and Fuzzy translated to
Teresa. @
:*“He say, ‘'we am got ring of king’
—de warriors dey am pleased. Dey ask
sec ring. De)' say if ring am good, we
go trough.”

Teresa thought of that long trek down
river, miles and miles off their course.
Then she thought of the trader’s wifé,
and the awful peril should they go
through and the luggage be aearched

Suddenly she made up her mind.-

*No!” she cried, an dived her. hlnd
into her pocket. e rmg shall not
be used for such purpese.” ..\

Before the trader could. mtel;\ene shé
threw her hand round. . Something that
glinted in the sun sailed throug'ﬁ lhc air
into the tangled bush. i

“With a ery of anger the trader rushed
to the spot, tearing thorns and leaves in

. frenzy, shouting to the boys tohelp find

ll’ . LI ¥
-But Teresa turned to Fuzzv s §
“That was not the ring,” she saigl in

a low tone, “It was a hairclip. ; Briflg

Luise—and ' Bambo.  Quick, qu:cL 1

We'll go through alone!” .

RESOURCEFUL Teresa! But can
she and her chums really outwit
the unscrupulous trader, after ‘all ?
You will see when you read the con-
tinuation of this great story in next
Saturday’s issue. "
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