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Meet Barbara Redfern & Co. of Cliff House, and an old favourite, Celeste Margesson,

\ ~
First Suspicions

R-ING! Trringl
" Ting-a-ling-a-ling |
5 “Ahoy! Look out,

there |”

Barbara Redfern, captain
of Junior School at ClLff
House School, and the five chums who
were accompanying her, spun round.

“My hat!” Clara ']n‘\[},n cried.

“Oh  crumbs! sus-say, you
know——"" plump Bessie Bunter gnepud.

“Ze bicycle—he am out of control 1”
Marcelle Biquet shrilled excitedly.

There was no doubt about that—no
doubt whatever. Babs & Co., near the
bottom of the steep slope of Friardale
Hill, saw that immediately. In haste
they scampered to one side “of the rogd.

Trring! Trring! Trring! The
bicyele bell pealed furiously. On the
marlmm was a girl, slightly older than
the six who formed the Cliff House
group—a strikingly pretty girl, whose
wavy hair streamed out behind her as
she came whizzing down.

Despite the peril of her position, she
was shrieking with laughter.

Next second machine and rider had
hurlled past the chums.

‘Oh, my stars!” Leila Carroll gasped
b ‘mr\ who it was?”

“(eleste ! cried golden-haired Mabel
Lynn. “Celeste ! Celeste, you dummy 1”
she shrieked.

But Celeste Margesson, the langhing
madecap of the eyele, did not look
round. Celeste in that moment could
not have looked round! Fifty yards
farther down the hill she had swerved
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to avoid a bump in the road, and at the
very moment Mabs shrieked out she was
in the act of turning a spectacular, but
unpremeditated, somersault over the
handlebars of her machine.

A bump—a crash! A shower of sand
from the diteh in which Celeste had shot
head first. Babs, her heart jumping,
stood petrified.

“Oh, Celeste—Celeste!” she
and led a rush down the road.

Then up from the depths went a
merry peal of laughter. Over the rim

cried,

that gay madcap’s face?—was hauled
into the road.

Leila, meantime, had rescued the
bicyele, the front wheel of which was

sadly buckled.

“Thanks I’ Celeste gurgled. “Oh
whoops! Do I look a sight? The
bralmc went, you know,” she added.

Tomboy Clara Trevlyn

“And so,”
snorted, “did you! Off your rocker, 1

should say. What the dickens made you
do that7”
“Oh, I didn't intend to do it, of

What fun meeting madcap Celeste Margesson again!

Thrilling to go aboard her yacht and help to decorate

that luxury vessel for a forthcoming charity event. And

then thrills of a different order when Tomboy Clara

Trevlyn sets out to prove that the skipper of the yacht
is playing some crooked game !

of the ditch peeped a pretty face, in
whose flushed checks two glorious blue
cyes gleamed like stars.

Babs blinked.

“Celeste, are you hurt 7"

“Hurt? Not a bit!” Celeste laughed.

“Oh whoops! Bab_Bpssm-—here I
say, all of you!” she cried. “I was
just on my way to Clif House to see
you, you know. Wait a2 minute; I've
got half a bramble-bush clinging round
my legs! Oh phoo! There we are!
Babs, give me a hand, will you?”

Willingly enough Babs & Co. lent
that hand. Celeste, still laughing—did
ever any accident erase the smile from

course I" Celeste laughed. “T was just
having a little scorch. Still, here we
are, ali merry and bright. No Imun
broken, even if "—with a rueful glance
at her seratched legs—"“I've torn my
stockings a wee. But I say, it’s grand
to see you. How are you all? And

where’s Jemima 7”
Jemima Carstairs,
they shook hands,
to see her father.
*“He's off to Nigeria again next week,
you see. That's how we come to be
here. We've just been to the station fo
see her off. But when,” she added,
“did youn arrive? And how’s your
grandfather, Celeste 77 .

Babs told her as
had gone to London
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in this Grand Long Complete Story.

“Yes, rather!

And—and Aunt Mary,
you know !” plump Bessie Bunter put

1.

“And where's the Gloriana?” Clara
wanted to know.

“Woof 1" Celeste laughed. “One
question at a time. The Gloriana,” she
replied, referring to her grandfather’s
vacht, “is in the bay. It arrived there
this morning. But neither grandfather
nor Aunt Mary is on it. Grandpop
stopped behind in Algiers. Aunt Mary
is in London. And that,” she added,
“is where I'm going to-morrow. That's
why I wanted to see you to-day.
What’s your news?”

Babs smiled. One could never help
but smile, somehow, in Celeste’s com-
pany. As light and irresponsible as a
sea breeze, with no thought ever ex-
cept that of extracting the maximum
amount of fun out of life, It really
was good to see her again.

For that was a pleasure not accorded
to them often. Though Celeste and her
grandfather and her Aunt Mary
officially lived at Romans Tower, south
of Cliff House School, they were hardly
ever in residence.

Spasmodically once or twice a year
the Gloriana rolled into the bay there,
remained a short while, and then was
off again for another trip to zome
remote part of the planet.

Like a gust of the sea air to which
she herself was so inured, Celeste
gaily blew into their lives from time to
time; as gaily blew out again,

“Well " Babs started.

“No, don’t say it!” Celeste laughed.
“Wait a minute. Ahoy, there! I've
got an idea. Are you free for this
afternoon 7"

“Why, yes,” Babs said,

“(loodie! Then,” Celeste laughed,
“what about coming back to the
Gloriana with me? No, please don’t
ask me to come to school. I just
couldn’t, wearing these stockings. Is
that on ?”

“Oh crumbs! You mean to tea?”
Bessie Bunter asked eagerly, her eyes
gleaming behind her thick spectacles.

“Tea, dinner, supper, breakfast—any-
thing you like!” Celeste laughed
recklessly.

The chums laughed; faces brightened.

It was always something of a thrill to
find themselves aboard the Gloriana,
but what a treat those teas of Celeste’s
were! Plump Bessie's mouth watered
in anticipation.

“But what about this
guess,” Leila expostulated.

“That?” Celeste shrugged.
dump that in the ditch,” she
flippantly.

“But it's new,”
American junior.

(13

bicyele, I

“(Oh,
said

pointed out the

know ! Still, never i mind,”
Celeste said impaliently. “Oh, all
right, give it to me ! I say, girlie,” she

added to a young stranger who was
strolling™ up the road, “want a
bicycle 1’

“Well, T’'d like it, but I'm afraid 1
couldn’t afford to buy it, if that’'s what
you mean,” the girl said, blinking.

“But,” Celeste laughed, “you can
afford the repairs, can’t you? Well,
here we are. That's yours!” And
handing the machine to the dazedly
delighted girl, she boisterously took
Clara’s arm, then Babs', and, with a
laugh, marched off down the street.
“Now off to the Glorianal!” she
chuckled. “Whoops! Won't Hammond
be surprised?”

“Hammond 7" echoed Babs.
“Nice man! Our new skipper,”
Celeste explained. “Grandpop picked
him up at Gibraltar.  Simpkins, our
old skipper, and half the crew, got fever
while we were of Madagascar, and so
commissioned Hammond and a new
crew to bring the Gloriana back to
Pegg, and wait here until Grandpop
returns, But  naturally,”  Celeste
added, ‘““as grandpop’s away, I'm owner
of the yacht now, and Hammond has
to take his orders from me.”

“And Mr, Murphy?” Clara queried

“Is he still with you?”
voung Murphy, the wireless
officer I”  Celeste’s eyes grew mischiev-
ous. - “Like him, don't you, Clara?
Yes, he's still there—and doesn’t he like
to talk about you? Come on, Bessie |”

“Yes, rather! I—-I'm kik-coming,
vou know,” Bessie panted, for Celeste
was setting the pace, and when Celeste
set the pace, even Tomboy Clara had
a job to keep up with her. *“Obh, dud-
dear !”

Celeste laughed. Down the road they
swung. At Ivy House they left the
village, and, striking through the woods,
presently came within sight of the sea.
And then they all stopped.

“The Glory!” laughed Celeste.

The Gloriana, standing magnificently
out to sea, it was. What a perfect pic-
ture she made in her gold-and-white
paint, with her brasswork gleaming, so
that even from this distance the sun's
rays seemed to be striking bright lights
from it.

A thing of beauty and grace, a thing
made for speed. There was something
about the Gloriana which always made
Babs catch her breath a little when she
first saw it.

“It—it's lovely !” Babs breathed.
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Illustrated by T. LAIDLER.

“Not a bad old tub,” Celeste said
carelessly. “8he wears well, doesn’t
she? DBut—hallo!” she said quickly.

“Hallo what?” Clara asked.

“Those boats. Where the dickens
have they come from?”

They all stared as they tramped on,

heading towards Romans Tower,
Celeste’s official home.
Before them the glittering sea

rolled smoothly towards the shore, so
clear, so transparent, that they could
see clearly the cruel rocks submerged
in the shallow depths beneath the sur.
face. :

Beyond the rocks the Gloriana lay
anchored. But—these boats

There were four of them—Ilong, low,
racy-looking boats, piled high with
cargo of some description. They were
shooting straight for the Gloriana.
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“Tooks as if they’re taking supplies
to the yacht,” murmured Mabel Lynn
as they strode on. *They're heading in
that direction.”

“But what supplies?" Celeste asked.
“Hammond hasn’t orders to take sup-
plies on board.  Anyway, it doesn’t
matter, girls, Come onl”

They had reached the top of the steps
at Romans Tower now. Those steps,

carved out of the clif by Roderick sea

Margesson’s orders, led straight down
to the foreshore. On the shore, made
fast to a mooring mast, Celeste’s own
motor-launch was waiting. e

The chums climbed in. - Celeste, with
a laugh, seated herself at the wheel.

“Now hold tight!” she said.

The launch quivered. There was a
pop, a cloud of blue smoke from its
chlust as Celeste set the engine roar-
ing. Clara, shifting to make room for
Bessie, found her foot resting on a
telescope, which Celeste, with char-
acteristic carelessness,  had left lying
loose.

While the boat chugged on she
adjusted it. Just to get a close-up
glimpse of the Gloriana she put it to
her eyes.

“Hallo I"” Clara muttered.

“What's the matter 7" Leila asked.

But Clara, for the moment, did not
reply. She was squinting through the
telescope with excited interest.

Its powerful lenses brought the
Gloriana so near that it seemed for a
moment that the motor-launch was right
a-top of it. It showed the Gloriana's
decks, men mm-mgl about. Clara could
even see one of the stewards carrying
a tray. i

But that was not the scene upon which
Clara was focusing both interest and
telescope now. n the round frame
formed by the e¢nd of the instrument,
she had picked out a figure, wearing
a peaked cap.

The man was standing quite near
the bows. Leaning over the rail, he
was frantically waving a large red hand-
kerchief. He seemed to be signalling
to the four boats ahead of them.

Clara, watching, saw that. Then sud-
denly the man vanished. She lowered
the telescope. At the same moment
there came a remark from Marcelle.

“Look, ze hoats! Zey go off I

Clara blinked. But what the little
French junior said was true. The four
boats had suddenly stvuck off at a
tangent—were now racing towards the
distant Belwin Island, in fact.

“There!” Celeste laughed. “Look
at the boats. I told you they weren’t
going to the Gloriana. They’re off to
Belwin Island.”

“You mean,” Babs asked,. “they’re
going to unload at Belwin Island 1"

“What else?” Celeste asked carve-
lessly.

“Nothing ! Except,”” Babs answered
dryly, ““that Belwin Island is just &
deserted bit of land. Nobody lives there
—nor has lived there for years.
they're taking that stuff to anybody, it's
certainly not anybody on Belwin
Island !

llNo'll
shrugged.
ness,” she said,
worry 1"’

They were nearly to the side of the
yacht now. Towering and gleaming,
the white wall of its side loomed above
them. They saw figures moving, saw
the steel ladder come down, and Clara,
putting the telescope to her eye once
again, saw the figure of the man in the
peaked cap givinti orders.

Funny, she ought, and looked
towards the departing boats; now
rapidly heading for Belwin Island. Why

Celeste considered, and then
“Well, it's their silly busi-
“so why should we

had the man in the
to them?

“ Whoops, here we are!” Celeste san
gaily, and with an expertness born o
years of practice, brought the boat to a
standstill at the foot of the ladder, and
carefully moored it. *'Out you scramble,
girlies! Bessie, you first, and for good-
ness’ sake,"” she added, with mock
anxiety, “don’t slip and fall into the

. We don’t want a tidal wave.”
““Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh, really, Celeste!” Bessie said,
with a sniff. “I sus-say, Babe, give me
a hand1”

Babs gave her a hand, and Bessio
laboriously e¢limbed up the ladder.
Babs went after her, then Mabel Lynn.
Then Marcelle, then Leila, then Clara,
and, last of all, Celeste. Breathless
and laughing, they crowded on to the
Gloriana’s deck.

“Whoops I Celesto said. “All here,
everybody? Girls, let me introduce you
to our temporary ski‘ﬂper—-Capt.ain
Hammond,” she said, as the man in the
peaked cap bowed. “8kip, whose aro
those boats over there?”

“I'm sure,” Hammond answered
smoothly, “I don’t know, Miss Mar-
gesson. Looks as if they're bound for

the island.”
He didn’t know !

peaked cap signalled

Clara at him.,
Yet (liellherately he had signalled to

m
“But what’s on the island?!” Celeste
demanded. .

“I'm sure I couldnt tell you,” the
skipper said imperturbably. * After
all, 1t’s not our business, is it? T hardly
expected you back so early, Miss
Ma son.”’

“No?"” Celeste smiled, characteristic-
ally forgetting all about the mystery
boats at once. “And I never expected
to be back so early. I had a spill, youn
see, and—well, I’ve invited these chums
of mine to take tea with me. See that
it's prepared in the after-lounge, will
you, skipper? Like a wash and brush-
up, &Il‘!!?"

“Oh, please!”

*Then, this way!”

Celeste led the way towards the com-
panionway. Only Clara for a moment
paused, feeling uneasily and most
strangely that something was amiss,

Not as a rule was Clara suspicious.
But she felt a strange distrust of
Skipper Hammond. And she was sure
that he had told a lie! He did know
about those boats, and he was rather
disturbed, Clara fancied, that Celeste
had returned so unexpectedly.

Still, there was nothing she could do.
So Clara hurried after the others. She
did not mention her distrust. It was
not the Tomboy's way to voice half-
formed suspicions—though, Sooduess
knows what 1t was she suspected,

Down the companionway the chums
clattered. In the gilt and white cloak-
room on the lawer deck they refresh-
ingly washed. Glorious and nrarvellous

f the interior of the Gloriana. No comfort

that money could buy, no luxury that
human ingenuity could devise, had been
left unincorporated in its appointments,

Except for the faint swaying of the
floor neath them it was difficult,
indeed, to believe that they were on
board a ship at all.

“Ze Gloriana is lovely,” Marcello
Biquet said softly.

They all thought so. It was a thrill to
feel they were on it. But what bigger
and more delicious thrill, when, five
minutes later, they were escorted into
the dainty after-lounge where tea was
laid.

Soft music came from the radio-
gram hidden by the palms in one
corner. The great glass shutters were
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wide open, revealing o gleaming ex-
panse of sea, with, in the foreground,
the looming bulk of Belwin Island.

Of the boats which had been heaa

for the island, there was now no sign.

But even Clara forgot the mystes
boats at sight of the really sumptuow
tea which had been prepared for them.
With appetites sharpened by the  sea
air, ‘they fell to with zest—especially
Bessie Bunter. Celeste laughed.

“And now,” she said, “what’s the
news? Anything doing at the moment "’

“Why, yes!” Babs said.

“There you are! Aren’t I a good
gugswr? hat is it, Babs1”

“We're trying to raise money for the
Lifeboat Fund.’

“And, so far,” grumbled Clara,
“we’'ve raised about five shillings!”

“Tough!” Celeste laughed. *Going
to have a concert, or something?” she
added. *“I'd like to give a hand in
anything.” ¢ .
‘Welf we haven’t thought of any
stunts yet,” Babs admitted. ‘‘You see,
we only started this morning, and I'm
afraid we haven’t sorted out ideas yet.”

“We did think,” Leila Carroll put in,
“of holding a flag day.”

“Something in that,” Celeste said—
not very enthusiastically.

“But we aren’t very encouraged by the
last flag day,” Clara broke out. “We
held one for the Orphanage, vou know.
People bought the flags all right, but by
the time we'd balanced up contributions
with expenses, I think we had a credit
of about three pounds.”

“And so,” Leila said, “we're trying
to think up something bigger this time.
Something which will bring the old
shekels simply rolling in, I guese.
Like—" and she stopped. “Gee,
something’s coming to me,” she cried
excitedly. “I've grabbed an idea.
Celeste, I guess you =aid just now that
vou'd help?”

“Of course!” said Celeste cagerly.

'.‘Y??,u say you're mistress of this

“Then—then,” Leila chuckled ex-
citedly, “what about—" And she
paused, desipondently shaking her head.
“But no, I thought there was a catch
in it. You're going to London to-mor-
row, Celeste,”

“Well, yes; but tell us the idea,”
Celeste cried.

“There’s not much to tell. The crack-
brain that hit me was that we should
use the yacht for the purpose of making
money for the Lifeboat Fund—"

““ Yes ?ll

“Well, and use it, I guess, as a sort
of pleasure eruiser. You know the idea.
Trip round the bay on the Gloriana,
with tea and cinema show thrown in,
maybe, so much a head, all the cash col-
lected to be given to the lifeboat fund.
I guess you could take fifty trippers at
a time on a yacht like this; and if they
were charged, say, two boblets a time,
that would give us a rake-in of five
pounds every trip. But I guess the
idea’s no good if the boss of the yacht
isn't here.”

“But,” Celeste cried eagerly, “ wait a
minute! Whoa, there! Hold the line!
Supposing,” she added, “the boss of the
ship is here? Supposing I say it can
be done? What's to prevent me from
sending a wire to dear old Aunt Mary,
telling her I'm postponing my visit to
London 1

Babs' eyes shone.

“But, Celeste, you wouldn't——"

“T] would! I can! I will!” Celeste
decided. “Why not? Whoops! Wa
must talk this over! We'll jolly well
start soon after tea. We——" And then
she stopped as the door opened, and
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Skipper Hammond came into the
lounge. “Well, skip ”
“Fxcuse me, Miss Margesson, I

thought you might like me to look up
Four train fer to-morrow. What time
will you be lzaving for London?”

Celeste laughed gaily

“I shan't,” ho said. And Clara,
watching the man's face closely, felt a
sense of shock at the fleeting scowl
which disfigured it. “Don’t worry,
gkip. I'm not leaving for London at
all. I'm stopping on,” she =aid.

“Stopping on, Miss Margesson?
Surely you aren't serious?”

“T am,” Celeste said. “Never more
serious in my life. There’s work to be
done, skip, and we're going to do it!
We're going to decorate the old tub
from end to eni—just as we did,” she
added, her eyes twinkling, “at the
Monte Carlo carnival. I'll give you
orders later.”

“But, Miss Margesson—"

“Thank vou, that's enough!” Celeste
said, and waved him aside. “Now,
listen, girls!” she added eagerly.

For a second Hammond paused.
Clara was still watching him. What
was it she saw on his face—alarm,

baffled bewilderment?

Then he went out.

Clara rose, too. '

“T think I'll go and see my old friend,
Mr. Murphy,” she said. “Tell me all
- you've decided when I come back.”

She quitted the room. Into the car-
peted gangway she went. She hurried
along, and then at the end of the gang-
way, where it joined with two other
passages, she drew back, quickly flat-

tening herself against a cabin door as-

she heard a man’s voice—the voice of
Captain Hammond.

And that voice was saying: ’

“] don’t know what the game is,
Nicholls, but we've got to be careful!
Already she nearly upset things by
coming back with the boat; now she
says she’s not going to London !”

The other man whistled.

“Makes it awkward, doesn’t it?” he
asked. .

“Awkward or mnot, we're going
through with it I Hammond’s voice was
almost savage. “I haven't schemed for
this chance to have it busted by a
feather-brained slip of a girl, and I'm
not going to have this ship swarming
with a pack of schoolgirls! But let's
hear what she's got in mind before we
take action. Meantime, pass the word
round to Maddox and Fisher and the
rest that there might be a temporary
change in our plans.”

“Veag, sir I said the voice of Nicholls,

And Clara, as the men moved, hastily
slipped into the cabin, and hid there
until they had gone.

Clara Wasn't to Blame!

€T SUPPOSE,” Wirelesa-
Officer Murphy said

I ought not to say
about a superior
Miss Clara.

things
officer,

“And since,” Clara Trevlyn put in
quickly, “we're friends—"

The young man acknowledged the
compliment with a little smile.

“Well, yes, since we're friends. But
vou won't let it go any farther, will
you?”

“ As if,” Clara scoffed, “I would !”

His face cleared. ‘He smiled.

Peter Murphy had  always liked
Clara.

uncomfortably, “that

But—

The Tomboy—strong, athletic—

had been a girl towards whom Murphy,
normally shy, had expanded enormously.

Clara was inordinately interested in
modern inventions and appliances, and
from the first moment she had entered
Wireless-Officer Murphy’s neat little
cabin many months ago, she had been
eagerly enthusiastic to know everything
about it.

And in due course she had mastered
its intricacies. Murphy, no less eager
to impart information than Clara was
to receive it, had willingly explained
the transmission and the receiving of
messages—had even, in fact, gone so far
as to allow her to transmit one or two
messages herself.

The result had been the building of
a friendship which had grown with
every fresh meeting.

But Clara was pot in Peter Murphy’s
cabin now to learn the further m-
tricacies of his profession. Clara at this
moment was much more interested in
Captain William Hammond.

“Mind you,” Peter Murphy said
cautiously, “I don't know anything
definite against him. I don't like him;
I don’t trust him. I've got a feeling
that he’s playing a shady game, and—
I\'_E‘”, after all, what do we know about
him 7%

“Quite ! Clara agreed, nodding.

“ As Miss Margesson told you, half the
crew fell sick at Madagascar. We had
to leave them behind. We hoped to pick
up another crew at Capetown, but when
we got there there was nothing doing.
Short-handed, we went on to Gibraltar.”

“And that was where you found
Hammond 7" Clara questioned keenly.

“That's 1t. Every member of the
crew had been doing double duty from
Madagascar, and I can tell you we were
all worn out when we put in at Gib.

“Mr. Margesson had some important
business to attend to there, and couldn’t
come on with the Glory, and so we had
to get the best crew we could. We
picked up this man Hemmond and his

-“';':4.‘ fi/,r

— y
ANXIOUSLY Babs & Co. dashed to the aid of the fallen cyclist.

are you hurt? "

‘“Hurt ? Not a bit !’ she whooped.

By Hilda Richards 5

mate, Nicholls, from one of the agencies
there, and Hammond and Nicholls them-
selves signed on the rest of the crew.”

“And that’s all 7” Clara asked.

“Not quite.” Murphy locked towards
the door. “Ot course, Miss Margesson
trusts the man; but, then, Miss Mar-
gesson trusts everyone, doesn’t she? I
soon tumbled to the fact myself that
Hammond and Nicholls, though they
weren't-supposed to know each other
before they signed on, were old pals. 1
found out, too, that the crew signed on
were all on rather more than friendly
terms with both of them.”

Clara’s eyes gleamed.

“And when we were in the Bay of
Biscay Hammond got me to send
g'ﬂ.lher a strange message to some port
in the South Sea Islands. The message
was to a man named Silvertree, and it
was ‘Shall arrive June 24th.” Now 1
happen to know that Hammond had
been commissioned to skipper the
Gloriana until the end of September, so
how the dickens can he calmly arrange
to go to the other side of the world
between now and that date?

“Apart from that.” Murphy went
on, his eves growing rather worried,
“just as soon as we landed here he

ave all the old crew leave for ten
days, but kept the new crowd on.

“The only man he didn’t invite to
take leave was me, but that's only
because there's nobody else aboard who
understands wireless. My own mate,
you see, went to hospital with the rest
at Madagascar.”

“And those four motor-boats?”
Clara questioned. *“Do you know any-
thing about those?”

“No.” Murphy shook his head. “I
agree with you, though, Miss Clara,
that they were heading for the yacht.
But for what reason? I wish I knew
what was in the wind.”

Clara nodded grimly. She wished
that, too.

Why should Captain

Hammond he

‘‘ Celeste,

From Celeste came a merry p~al of laughter.

Trust the madedy to treat the

matter lightly—and trust the madcap to appear again in sensational
fashion !
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afraid of the Gloriana “swarming
with a pack of schoolgirls? Why
should there he a ‘‘temporary change
in his plans”? What plans?

And why—if it was no accident or
oversight—had he taken the trouble
to get rid of all the Gloriana’s loyal
old crew?

Puzzling facts. Yet for the life of
her Clara could not read significance
into them.

She felt, indeed, half-ashamed of her
own suspicions—and because they were

merely suspicions, decided, for the
time being, at any rate, to say
nothing.

All the same, the didn't feel easy.
She wondered, as she made her way
back to the after-lounge, should she
tell Babs, whase practical mind was so
more capable of getting to grips with
situations like this?

She reached the lounge to find tea
finished. The chums, including Celeste,
were in a state of high excitement.

“Ahoy! There vou are!” was the
breathless  greeting with which
Celeste  buttonholed the Tomboy im-
mediately upon her entry. ‘ Where
have you been, slacker? But never
mind—Tlisten to what we've arranged ”

“What's that?” Clara asked.

“We're decorating the boat. We're
going to start right away,” Celeste
informed her joyiunlly. “Flags,
streamers, and bunting—all that sort

of stuff—we've heaps and heaps of it~

stored away aboard. To-morrow,”
Celestoe cried, “we're going to get
leaflets printed and distribute them in
the neighbourhood. On top of that,
I’'m going to put an ad. in all the local
papers. Every day we're going to do
two trips—with a free lunch aboard
for the morning trippers, and a free
tea for the afternoon trippers.”

“And there’s going to be dancing,”

Alabs put in.
“And ze cinema show,” Marcelle
shrilled

“And ono day we're going to have a
grand concert—"

“Yes, rather. And I'm going to do
a ventriloguial turn in it, you know,”
Bessie Bunter glowed, beaming with
pride. “They’ll all gay, if only to see
me, you know.” 5

Clara grinned; her eyes sparkled.

“Sounds topping,” she applauded.
“But where the dickens are you going
to get the patrons?”

“Where?” Celesto laughed. ‘“What
a ninny the girl is,”” she cried merrily.
“What about the villagers? What
about Courtfield? What about the
schools round about?

“But wait a minute! Let's take one
thing at a time,” she added breath-
lessly.  “First, the decorations. I'll
seo the skip about those at once. Here,
I say,” she called to one of the sailors
passing the entrance, “ask Mr. Ham-
mond to step this way, will you?’”"

“Yes, miss.”

Faces were bright now; eyes a-
sparkle. Energetia Celeste believed in
wasting no time. Under her enthusi-

astio Ieadershig, the lifeboat fund,
whose prospect had not seemed too rosy
at the beginning, looked like being one

of the biggest successes they had ever
tackled.

There was a step outside. Big and
broad-shouldered Captain Hammond
entered the lounge.

“You want me, Miss Margesson1”

“Yes, pleass,”” Celesie laughed.
“8Skipper, will you send me someone
to bring up the cases costaining the
carnival deedrations from the io]d?
And then will you let me have every
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man you can sparei

The skipper started. He locked
piercingly at the madcap.

“I'm afraid I don’t understand, Miss
Celeste.”

“Not the details, of course,”” Celeste
chuckled. “We've only just arranged
them ourselves. I'm not going to
London, as I told you. I'm sticking
around till my grandfather comes
back, and in the meantime, we're
going to make the Gloriana into a
charity ship. You see—" Celeste
bubbled forth eagerly, and in a few
words outlined the scheme, “What
do you think of that for an idea,

sk_ilp?"
he captain’s face had become rather
grim. e shook his head.

“As an idea T think it's good,” he
u;g “But I'm afraid 1 can’t allow
it

Celeste blinked. At once the merri-
ment left her face.

“1 beg your pardon?”

“I am sorry, Miss Margesson, but
I can't allow it,” the captain =said.
“I remember no orders from your
grandfather that this boat was to he
turned into an excursion steamer. I
should be transgressing upon my duty
to allow it to be so used.”

There went up a dismayved litile
gasp. But Celeste’s eyes were gleam-
mg then.

“Wait a minute!” She stepped for-
ward. “Captain Hammond,” she said
quietly, “my grandfather's orders, as
far as I remember, were that you were
to regard me as the owner of this
Y 3D Margissa”

“Yes, Miss Margesson.

“Well, then, carry out my orders.”,

The man still shook his head.

“I'm sorry, Miss Margesgori——'

“You mean you refuse?” )

“It's not a matter of refusing,” the
captain replied steadily. “It's a
matter of duty. My duty, as I see it,
is to take care of this boat. There is

nothing in my papers which mentions
it shall be turned into an excursion
steamer.”

“Oh, my hat!” muttered Mabs.
“Then we're done!”

“But are we?” Celeste flashed

round. Her eyes were gleaming now,
her lips grim. If Celeste was a mad-
cap, she was also a rebel, and some-
t.hmf which Celeste could not and
would not endure was being thwarted.
“All right, skipper,” she sail. “Stick
b;f your duty. But if you're skipper,
I'm owner, and I, as owner, can do
as I like aboard my own yacht. We're
going to decorate it—and we're going
to decorate it now. Meantime,” she
added, “T'll iet; in touch with grand-
father and ask him to wireless you
orders. That’s enough!”

The man looked disconcerted.

“But, Miss Margesson—""

“Thanks: that’s enough!”
said curtly. “You can go!”’

The captain nodded; he took his
leave. ut once he had gone the
chums, in a rather anxious knot, sur-
rounded their young hostess,

“But, Celeste, if ho says—"

“What he says doesn't count,”
Celeste said impatiently. “This boat
is in my charge at the moment. Oh,
I don’t blame him! I suppose we've
all got our own ideas of what is, and
what isn’t duty. But—well, blow him!
It doesn’t hurt us, anyway,” she
added. “We can get on without him,
All it means is that we do our own
fetching and carrying without the help
of the men.”

“But what - about sailing the old
boat when we have decorated her?”
Leila Carroll dubiously put in. “Sups

Celeste
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posing old man skip's still on his duty
dignity then?”

“But he won’t be,”” Celeste replied.
“This time to-morrow he’ll have
his orders—from my grandfather,
only thing now is to get to grips witl
the job ourselves.  Anybody under-
ctand electricity 7"’ '

“Yes, I do,” Clara said.

“Good enough!l  You're our chicf
electrician, then,” Celesta chuckled.
“We put you in charge of the
illuminations, Clara. Now come on—
everybody! Let’s get the things up
from the hold.”

The chums grinned. Any shadow
Captain Hammond had thrown on_the
project, was immediately dispelled in
the inspiring enthusiasm of their mad-
cag hostess.

ut with a laugh, Celeste raced, the
others following. Along the “corridor
she went at a rush, down the com-
panion, and, entering the held,
switched on the light

Except for a few cases and odd bag-
gage, the hold was empty now; but
alonE one wall were half a dozen
trunks, and Celeste, producing a bunch
of keys, flung them open, one after
the other.

And then—what
delight !

Flags,

exclamations of
bunting, garlands, pen-
nants! Thousands and thousands of
fairy lights all neatly arranged in
wooden boxes!

“Grab ’em up!”’ Celeste grinned.
“Then heave them up to the main
deck. If anybody should say anything
to you, tell them you're working under
owner’s orders !”

Laughingly, eager, they set to work,

Armfuls and armfuls of flags, bunt-
ing, and decorations were carried up
to the main deck, and then, at Babs'

suggestion, they formed themselves
into two working parties, Clara was
to take- charge of the electrical

arrangements, with Leila and Mabs to
help her. The rest, headed by Celeste,
would attend to the remainder of their
work.

With great enthusiasm
barked on their task.

From the bridge Captain Hammond
and his mate, the rather surly looking
Nicholls, locked down with disapproval
as the girls merrily flitted hither and
thither.

Leila was set to work sorting out
electric bulbs, Mabs in screwing them
into holders. Clara departed on a
search for a fuse-box, in order to make
the necessary lighting connections.

That was no hard job. In the
electrician’s cabin next to the engine-
voom, all the electrical “spares’’ were
kept. A search of the cupboard be-
neath the huge switchboard revealed
both a bag of tools and a number of
new fuse-boxes, and, after sorting out
what she required, she epent a few

they em-

minutes studying the wiring lay-out of
the boat, which stood side the
switches. She grinned as she surveyed

it, feeling proud and pleased of her
practical knowledge.

“T'll get a copy of that,” she told
herself. “Have to connect up my
switches with this main, of course.
Humph] Some work to do, Clara, old
girl I . ;

She went out, carrying the fuse-box
and tools under her arm. .

Hardly had she got to the top of
the companionway, however, than from
gomewhere below came a sudden ter-
rific bang. i

“Hallo!” Clara said,
glancing back.

There was no

and stopped,

repetition of the
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sound, however. Clara paused only a
moment. Something happened in the
engine-room, she  supposed, and
tripped on to join her chums, flopping
into a pile of flags and bunting as she
hurried out of the door that gave on
to the deck. i

Babs, rushing forward to give her
a hand up, laughed.

“Clumsy ! Look where you're
going " she chided. “All serene?”
“What-lio!” Clara grinned. “But,

1 say, aren't you getting a move on?”

Getting a move on they were.
Everybody was most extraordinarily
busy. Celeste, with Marcelle, was at
the foot of one of the masts, un-
tangling a mass of flags which they
were preparing to run up.

Babs was decorating the windows of
the main deck cabins with red-white-
and-blue bunting. Bessie Bunter sat
on the deck boards, worriedly disen-
tangling a jumbled mass of small pen-
nrants and ribbon streamers, Mabs had
already strung together several yards
of lamps, and was ramming others into
holders as fast as she could go. Clara
looked round - for a likely spot in
which to fix the fuse-box,

And then:

Clang, clang, clang!

Somewhere amidships a gong clamor-
ously sounded.

It was followed by an
startled silence. Then a cry:

“Fire, fire, fire!”

At once the whole ship jumped into
swift  life. While the chuoms stood
gaping their startled amazement at
each other, a cloud of blue smoke
rolled up from the companionway.
Men were shouting; feet running.
There came a sudden ciy:

“In the electrician’s cabin!”

“Whoops !"” cried Celeste.
must look into this, girls!”

“Look here! You know, we'll all get

instant’s

“We

burned in our beds!” Bessie Bunter
quavered. “W-w-where are the life-
boats?”

“0Oh, come on!"” Clara urged.

But the plump duffer did not come
on. Bessie clung to the rail. While
the chums pelted breathlessly down the
companionway, she stood there roar-
ing for the help which nobody showed
the slightest inclination to render.

In a body the chums reached the
corridor, only to start back as two
grim-faced ship’s fireman, paying out
a hose, came tearing along. A blue
haze filled the air, .

As they started forward again in the
wake of the firemen, they heard the
stentorian voice of Captain Hammond
bellowing orders; heard the hiss and
splutter of water projected from the
nozzles of two powerful hoses.

Then they were in sight of the con-
flagration—if such it could be called.
Out of the open door of the electrician’s
cabin a volume of grey-blue smoke was
pouring, and through the haze they saw
the captain with the two men who were
playing the hose into the room. But
even so they knew the fire was under
control. The smoke had a steamy
quality and there was no sound of
crackling  wood. But everywhere
presented a most awful mess. The
corridor was almost ankle deep in water.

“What happened " cried Celeste.

The captain, rubbing a smut out of
his eyves, turned. He locked directly
at Clara.

“Miss Trevlyn, you were in this room
a few minutes ago?” he questioned.

“Yes,"” Clara replied.

“You were playing
switches ?"”

“I was not!"” Clara hotly denied.

#“As a result,” the captain went on,

with  the

unheeaing, *you fused the hghts, and
almost set the yacht on fire?”

Clara looked staggered.

“I%" she cried. “But I didn't. How
could I, when I never even touched the
switches? 1 came here to get a fuse-

e

“It may suit you to deny it now,”
the captain said curtly. “But you were
seen, Miss Trevlyn! If it had not been
for the prompt action of Mr. Nicholls,
who first saw the fire, the ship might
now in flames, Miss Margesson,
while not wishing to override you,
as the owner of this yacht, I really must
insist that, as captain, I am responsible
for its safety. I cannot ensure that

" By Hilda Richards 7

“Nobody else might have thought it &
good idea to tamper with the fuses,
thinking, of course, that I should be
held responsible 7"

The captain laughed harshly.

“That is absurd, DMiss Trevlyn.
Please do not argue. It is lucky that
things are no worse. As it is the ship
will be without light or power for
several hours. Miss Margesson, I ask
you, for the last time, to give up this
1dea of tampering with the yacht. If
you do not. I am afraid I can no longer
hold myself responsible for the safety
of this boat.”

Celeste’s face was angrily grim.

“Then in that case I will hold myself
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CLIFF HOUSE PET

Without doubt the most magnificent
and massive dog that Cliff House has ever
known is Bruno, the great St. Bernard,
the property of Fay Chandler, of the Upper
Third. Among dogs Bruno is a monarch
indeed !

He is bigger and heavier_than Pluto,
Clara Trevlyn's Alsatian. He is huge
compared with mischief-making little
Ting-a-Ling, the diminutive Peke who is
the apple of Bessie Bunter's bespectacled
eyes. And yet, surprising as it may sound
at first, stately Bruno and impish Ting
are the fastest and firmest friends in the
kennels of the Pets' House.

Why ¢ There is a reason, of course.
Ting, as you have been told in his bio-
ﬁmﬁ:f:y, is an ex-circus performer. And so

runo. . In those days long before CIiff
House knew cither the dogs or Fay
Chandler, they were both * stars® of
Jordan's Gigantic Circus, and there formed
that g;eat. riendship which nothing since
has changed. Both of them were born in
Jordan’s Circus; both bred in the circus ;
both trained—by Fay—in the arts of the
circus. They acted together, they lived
together, they exercised together.

And perhaps it is Brunos firm friendshi)
for tiny Tit:{; which has made that im isg
Peke so daring and valiant in his conduct
m:nong other and bigger dogs. Only when
Ting is around does Bruno show any alﬁ
of restiveness ; only on Ting’s behalf
he ever been known to snap or threaten-
mﬁ growl.

e one big fight
of Bruno's life was
undertaken on Ting’s
behalf—and that was
when, at Jordan's
Circus, Bruno

ed a great wild
timber-wolf who,
having escaped, was
[ ui on Ting-a-
Ling with the ob-
vious intention of
making a meal of
him. - Bruno killed
that wolf, but as a §
result of the fight
was in hospital for

Fay Chandler’s
BRUNO

Under his thick glossy fur he carries
those scars to this very day.

A more docile, intelligent animal than
Bruno, however, it would be hard to find.
Everybody at Cliff House loves him, and
he is an especial favourite of the Second
¥orm. When his young mistress left
Jordan's Circus to become a schoolgirl at
Cliff House she brought with her Bruno's
““pony " harness, and also the small trap
which was used during her performances
in the ring. Bruno really loves being
harnessed and allowing the little girls to
ride on his back.

. But the most laughable and pleasing
sight in the Pets’ House is when Bruno is
harnessed to the shafts of the trap. Usually
two girls sit in the trap, but the “ driver "
of the outfit is Ting-a-Ling, who, squatting
on his hind legs on Bruno's broad back,
?lemn.ly holds the reins while the joy-ride

in progress.

1 w‘i)sh I had the space to tell you of the
hundred and one_ other amusing tricks
which Ting and Bruno Ehy together—

. of course, relics of their performing
days when they formed part of the canine
troop which Fay trained and exhibited
in the circus ring. I'd like to tell you,
too, how Bessie Bunter once disguised
Bruno as a lion d a ventriloguial
turn in the circus and how she brought

down the house (or should it be marquee?).

I'd like to tell you—oh, a hundred and
one other anecdotes concerning Bruno,
but space, you see,

is scarce. But you
will be interested and
glxd, I have no
oubt, that though
Bruno and Ting are
not officially ¢
performers now, Fay
still rehearses them
in their old tricks
and has taught them
BEV new ones.
At concerts on
Speech Days and in
the wvarious other
{ entertainment
schemes In which
CLff House is inter-
= ested, Bruno and

weeks with a broken

Ting quite often

leg and other wounds.

** top the bill 1™

safety if you allow your friends to play
about ‘with things of which they
obviously know nothing. Miss Trevlyn
might have endangered life—"

“Miss Trevlyn,” Clara hotly broke in,
“might have endangered nothing! I
tell you I did no more than lock at the
silly switchboard !

“And I believe Miss Trevlyn,” said
Celeste firmly.

“Then who else caused the fire ! the
captain demanded.

“How the dickens should T " the
quick-tempered Tomboy began, and
then started, as a sudden thought
struck her.

“1 suppose nobody else was in this room
after 'i left?” she added quietly.

responsible,” she said curtly. “ What-
ever happens, Captain Hammond, I am
not giving up this idea. Come on, girls.
Let's go and get on with our work!”

Trouble for Two!

1 HERE'S something
wrong,” Clara
Trevlyn declared

decisively. “Some-
thing jolly fishy going on,
if you ask me, Babs. The
more I think about it the more sure
I am that that blow-out in the elec-
trician’s cabin was faked simply to scaro
Celeste off this carnival business. For
some reason Hammond doesn't want us
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to turn the Glory into a pleasure-
e bhe doesn’t want us,
either.”

Barbhara Redfern frowned thought-
fully. )

“snt what,” she asked hesitantly,
“could be going on?”

It was Clara’s turn to frown then.
Clara did not know. At no time was the
'Pomboy famed for being a deep thinker.
She wished now that she had asked
Peter Murphy’s permission to relate to
Babs what he had told her. :

As it was, the only tllin% which had
scemed 1ysterious to Babs was the
abrupt turning of the four cargo boats.
The aceident in - the electricity-réom
could have been explained half a dozen
ways. True, " Skipper Hammond’s
resistance to Celeste’s orders was rather
peeuliar, but if he was a man with strict
notions of duty, even that was. not
remarkable. £ a2

Even the conversation in the passa
hetween n Hammond and -
mate, Nicho she thought could be
explained away. After all, a girl in the
suspicious state of mind which must
have been Clara’s when listening to
that conversation, could construe its
words to hold any meamn%

“You don't think.” Babs asked,
“you're making a mistake 1"

“No, I don’t!” Clara said gruffly.

“But, Clara, what proof have you
got1?

“That's it,” Clara said. “I haven't
proof. I iuﬁt feel something——"

She broke off. For on the panels of
the door came a sudden tap. >

The door belonged to Btugy;No. T in
the Fourth Form passage at Cliff House,
where this conversation was taking
place, Just before eall-over the chums
had returned from the Gloriana,
promising to return to-morrow afternoon
which, as it happened, was a half-
lholiday. Exeept for Clara and Babs, the

study was , Marjorie Hazeldene
and Janet Jordan, its co-sharers, ha ,
at Clara’s uest, adjourned to Study
No. 4 with Mabs and Bessie. Clara

spun_round now.
“Come inl” she bade.
The door opened to reveal the rather

nclmd—loohﬁ face of Mary Treherne of
the Lower Third

“Qh, C-Clara, I—I'm not interrupt-
ing, am I ¥

“No kid, come in,” Clara said agree-
ably, for the Tomboy had a very soft
spot in her heart for little Mary, and
Mary looked upon Clara as her greatest
heroine. “‘ Anything wrong?”

“Qh, Clara, yes,” Mary said. “It—
it’s my library o8 '

“Your library book? Why, what's the
matter with that 7 ol

“I'm supposed to hand it in before
assembly at breakfast to-morrow,” Mary
blurted out, “and I can't, you know.
I—I’ve lost it in Pegg!™

“0Oh!1” (lara exclaimed, and looked
concerned, *“ Was it a valuable book ™

“Yes, Clara. It was Hiawatha.”

Clara looked at Babs, They knew the
hook, a real favourite of the Third
Form, and, as it happened, a rather
valuable edition. There was a strict
rule at Cliff House about taking library
hooks out of ithe school. There was a
still stricter rule concerning their return,
and serious indeed would be the trouble
for hittle Mary for having mislaid such
a volume as that.

“That's bad,” Clara said. “But surely
vou've got someo idea where you left it,
Mary?*

“Yes,” Mary agreed. “I lost it in the
Fisherman’s Cafe in Pegg. I—I bhad to
rush for a bus, and I—1T left it behind,
and I ean’t go back there now,” M
added, “because the gates are locked,
and I can’t go and fetch it to-morrow

morning because the gates wouldn't be
o before assembly, and so I
ﬁﬁnm know what I am going to do!

“Miss Belling will be awfully cross,
and she'll have to report me to Miss
Brimrose, and Miss Primrose has al-
ready stopped half my pocket money for
the term because I broke the glass case
in the museum playing ball with Pansy
Carter. Oh, Clara, what shall 1 do?”

It was obvious that Mary, with her
great faith in her grown-up idol to right
any wrong and to repair any damage,
was looking to her for hels. i

Clara realised that, and being Clara,
was in no mind to let the kiddie down.
She thought for a moment. :

“Wait here,” she ordered.
off and phone the Fisherman’s Cafe. If
the book’s still there I'll get it for you.”

“Yes,” Clara, please,” Mary said
breathlessly, and smiled relievedly at
Babs as much as to say: ‘ There, I knew
she'd put things right !’

Clara went off. She was back in three

minutes. . - -

“Well, you're lucky,” she said. “The
book is tiere. The owner, Miss Fan-
shaw, is keeping it for you.”

““But how can we get it back?” Mary
wanted to know.

“T'll get it,” Clara told her. “Now
run off and don’t worry.”

“Yes, Clara, thank you'!” Mary gasped
gratefully, and rushed off.

“You mean,” Babs asked, eyeing her
chum, “you'll break bounds?”

“What else?” Clara asked. “Dash it
all, I can't let the kiddie down. It's too
late now to go and get it, and if Miss
Fanshaw delivers it she’d only have to
give it to Piper, the porter—which
means that Mary would be in the soup

anyway. Oh, don’t worry, Babs. .It
won’t take me long.”
“I'm not worrying,” Babs said. “At

the same time, Clara, it’s a pretty lonely
walk. Let me come with you!” she
added. :

Clara’s eyes shone,

“You mean it%"”

“Of course !

“Well, that’s jolly nice of you,” Clara
beamed. “Thanks, Babs. To-night
then, about half- ten ¥

“That’ll do,” Babs =aid.

And at "half-past ten that night the
pair of them left the dormitory and
clim out through the open window
in the lobby. y

Despite the rather warm day which
had preceded it, the night was dark and
cold, with only a star winking here and
there. Briskly they stepped out.

Pegg was reached in good time. Their
feet rang on the hard cobbles that
formed the surface of the village street,
which sloped steeply towards the beach.
On the jetty above the beach, facing the
sea, the Fisherman’s Cafe stood. The
door was still open, and Miss Fanshaw,
the good lady who owned the place, was
standing at the door. She smiled as she
saw them.

“Oh, you've called for the book,” she
said. “But my goodness, won’t you get
into trouble if you're found out at this
time? Come in, will you

She invited them into the shop. There
were two customers. Omne, with his back
towards them, sat at a table reading a
newspaper. He did not look round at
their entry, but Clara recognised his
back viéw at once and glanced signifi-
cantly at Babs, It was Nicholls, the
new mate of the Gloriana!

“Well, here’s the book,” Miss Fanshaw
said. “I picked it up as soon as ever
the little girl ran for the bus I called
her, but 1 don’t think she heard me. It's
véry nice of you coming to fetch it for
her, I'm sure. But for goodness’ sake,
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Miss Trevlyn, do mind getting back. 1
should hate you to get into any bother.

headmistress is rather strict
about you breaking bounds at nighty
isn’t she—oh, sorry!” she added, cllpg"
ing a hand mouth as Ba
franziedlir pointed towards the back view
of. Nicholls.

They thanked her. Bidding her good-
night they went out again. gn the-edge
of the jetty they paused, gazing in t
direttion of the Gloriana, standing out
to sea, four or five lights only marking
the place where she rodes, |

Suddenly Clara pointed. :

“Babs, look!” she breathed.' “Thase
boata~——s - ar]

 Babs staried as Clara pointed. Now
dimly she could make out the four motor-
boats which Clara indicated. They were
heading towards the Gloriana. -

Faintly across the water came the
chugging of engines. Then they heard
a voice—low-toned, but, with the wind
carrying it through the air, quite

distinct :

“Gloriana—ahoy 1”

“It’s those boats again!” Clara whis-
pered excitedly. “They’re hailing the
Glory ! Babs, then they must have been
heading for the yacht this afternocon.
Why did Hammond deny it ?”

Babs did not reply, but she felt just
the queerest little .tingle herself then.
Together they stood “watching, never
noticing the cafe door opening behind
them and Nicholls, hat pulled over his
eyes, slouch off into the night.

Nearer, nearer they saw the boats ap-
Froaching _the Gloriana, They =aw
ights moving up and down the yacht's
decks. They followed the track of one
light—obviously carried by a man—as it
descended the ship's side, and then
came to _rest apparently just above the
water. Its glow, even from that dis-
tance, showed that it rested on top of a
large bale.

Babs caught her breath.

“Well, there’s no mistake about
that,” she said.

None at all] At the same time, there
was nothing they could do about
it—except, perhaps, warn Celeste
to-morrow.

For a few more moments, until the
cold started to chill them, they stood
and watched. Then they turned home-
ward.

Walking briskly, they reached the

in record time.  Swiftly they
climbed into the lobby through the open
window; and Babs, pausing, turned to
push back the fasteners.

And then they both wheeled with a
gasp, as with sudden dazzling radiance
the light was switched on in Big Hall.

A figure rustled towards them.

It was Miss Primrose, the head-
mistress |

—

Strange Cargo!

= 119 'OU have been out !?
= Miss Primrose ac-
< cu]s:l:d. l i
opeless to deny
A\ N

that charge.

“You have been
Pegg!” Miss Primrose continued.

The two chums blinked even in their
dismay. How did Miss Primrose know
that ?

“What,” Miss Primroge
“have you been there for?”

Babs bit her lip. Clara, who had in-
stinctively hidden Mary Treherne's book
behind her back, sighed.

“We—we went to get someihing, Miss
Primrose,” she stuttered. *“ Something

to

rapped,
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that—that

was left behind this after-
noon at the Fisherman’s Cafe.”

“Indeed!” Miss Primrose’s face did
not lclax in 1ts severity. “In that
case,” she said, “I fail to see why you
could not have gone to-morrow. As I
know you to be two truthful girls, I
accept your explanation; but that does
not alter the fact that you have been
guilty of a serious breach of the school
rules in breaking bounds at night. For
that you will both be detained to-
morrow afternoon, and will do two
hundred lines each. Now go to bed!”

“Yes, Miss Primrosc.”

And, watched by the siern-faced head-
mistress, the two chums sadly hurried
up the stairs.

In the dim light they entered the
Fourth Form dormitory. There was a
rustle of clothes. A girl sat up in bed,
and Margot Lantham’s voice spoke.

“Babs, is that vou?”

“Yes,” Babs replied. -

“Did Primmy catch you?”

‘.‘Yes‘|l

“Poor old Babs!” Margot said softly.
“She came in here a quarter of an hour
ago with Miss Bullivant.
man who Bave you away :

“Man ?

“Yes. I heard her talking to the Bull
in the corridor. Bhe said she'd received
a-telephone message from some man in
Pegg, who wouldn't give his name,
pretty caddish trick to do!” Margot
went on indiguantly. “Who was he,
Babs ?”

“0Oh, go to sleep!” came peevishly
from Lygm Crossendale’s bed.

But Babs did not reply. Unseen in
the darkness, her face was rather grim.
IFor she was remembering suddenly the
man who had been in the Fisherman’'s
Cafe—Nicholls, the mate—Nicholls, who
must have overheard Miss Fanshaw's
prophecy of trouble if they were caught
out. Was that the man who had taken
this trouble to give them away? And,
if so, why had he done it?

“Babs "—it was Clara's voice—Clara,

LI” l[l[ ﬂﬂ“

&”Ua

Who was the,

who had got into bed now—"“you know
who it was?’
“Nicholls !” Babs said.
“Who else?”

* But why "
“Why*” Clara sniffed. “Isn’t it
plain?” she asked contemptuously.

“Nicholls is hand-in-glove with Ham-
mond. They don’t want us mpwiug
about on the Gloriana! And why?

She did not answer that question her-
self; but Babs, pondering it, felt
little thrill seize her. It seemed a
reasonable explanation, It seemed,
after all, remembering what they had
seen from the jetty, that there might
be some grounds for Clara’s suspicions,
after all. Certainly Nicholls—if it was
he—had gone out of his way to make
trouble for them. And certainly Nicholls
had succeeded !

She dropped asleep. Rather wearily
in the morning she rose. Before break-
fast she worked on her lines; in the
brief half-hour allowed the juniors

after breakfast she worked on them
again.
Morning lessons came and went,

Dinner followed. Half an hoyr before

she and Clara were due in detention she ~

strolled into the quad. Then she heard
her name called.

“ Ahoy, there, Babs!”

“Celeste !” cried Babs. .

Celeste it was, all smiles as usual,
gay, merry, matcap, laughing ! Celeste,
looking most extraordinarily pretty, in
a new pink tulle frock, with a ﬂu])]l\
wide-brimmed straw hat upon her head.
At a rush she came up the drive,
slithering to a standstill as she reached
Babs, Her face was -aglow.

“Avast!” she chuckled.
I been busy! I've seen the printers,
Babs, and fixed up tlz( lmndb:lF

“Yes, but—"

“And I've dxafted the ad for
papers.”

“Yes; but what about your grand-
father?” Babs u:ked. “Have you got
in touch with him?’

,elesie s l’-au. fell a little.

“But have

the

*No,” she confessed.
“Then hog—"
“Oh, stu There's no neced to
worry,” Celeste laughed *Grandpop's
gone off into Bpain somewhere—he

would, with a war knocking around !
They're trying to trace him at Gib, and

T HROUGH the

telescope Clara
saw a man aboard
the yacht waving a
handkerchief at the
motor-boats, And
this was destined to
be but the first of
many curious
happenmgs aboard
Celeste’s luxury
yacht.

I'm expecting a call from him any
moment. In any case, if it's Hammond
vou're worrying about, leave him to me,

Well, are we u.ad} 7 she asked
impatiently. )
“Not quite,”” Babs said. “Clara and

I won't be coming.
in the school.”

“In the school?
ay

‘ l 5
“0Oh,

We've got to stay
But it's a half-holi-

but Primmy’s gated us!"”

did she?” eaid Celeste. “Did

she ? \Vc]l, you just wait. Is she in her
study 7"’

“Yes, but— Here, I say, you
chump—"

But Celeste, with a merry wave of
her hand, and a rippling Taugh, was
speeding away into the school. Charac-

teristic of that madcap, that she did not
even ask why they were gated.

She knew her way about the school,
and unerringly her footsteps took her to
Miss Primrose’s study.

That good lady blinked up with a
start as Celeste, like a breath of sca air,

breezed in.

“Why, bless my soul, Celeste!” she
said, rj.:ing. “I am pleased to sce
e
“And I you,” Celeste dimpled. *'I
meant to see you, anyway, before I left,
Miss Primrose, will you do me a
favour?” she added

“Why, if 1t lies in my
course !” Miss Primrose said.

“It does lie in your power, In fact,”
Celeste said, “you're the only one who
can do the favour, Miss Primrose. Do
be a dear,” she added coaxingly, “and
let Barbara Redfern and Clara Trevlyn
uﬂ' detention to-day !"

“Celeste, you don't realise

“But I do!’ Celeste noddod i |
know it's asking the impossible, Miss
Primrose, but perhaps you don't know
what Babs and Clara mean at the
present moment. You see, it's in con-
nection with the Lifeboat Fund. May
I tell you about it?"”

“You may, Celeste. But, even so, T
am npt sure——" Miss Primrose said
uncertainly.

power, of

But Celeste was not listening then.
Eagerly she was launching into an
account of what they were doing; what
they intended to do; how much they
hoped to raise for the fund. She
finmished :

““And so you see, Miss Primrose, I
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simply must have Babs and Clara—just
must ! And as this is the last half-holi-
day between new and the start of the
carnival trips, it’ll put us behind a
couple of days if I can’t have them.
Can’t you postpone the old detention ™
she agdcd eagerly. Or give them
some extra lines or 5omcthiu%?maher
0

all, Miss Primrose, they're per-
fect dears|” & g
“Ahem!” Miss Primrose said.

“Ahem!” And she thought in that
moment of the good turn Babs had
rendered her not so long ago, when the
captain of the Lower School had been
instrumental in saving her from having
to  resi her  headmistress-ship.
“Well,” “sha temporised, “well, I—
alem! It—it is most strictly irregular,
Celeste—""

“But you'll do it?" Celeste whooped.

“Well, I—I am not sure! Perhaps—
well, yes,” Mies Primrose said, and then
gasped. " “Celeste, what are you
doing " -
**Just hugging you,”” Celeste laughed,
suiting action to words. “I think you're
a sport, Miss Primrose! Shall I seud
them to you?”

“Er—er—ves, please! Bless my soul!
Coleste, my dear—"" ;

But Celeste had \vhoo;l.»cr.l out of her
study. Her footsteps could even then be
heard clattering down {he corridor, .

“I've fixed 1t!” she cried, as she
reached Babs, who had been joined by
Clara. “Dear old Primmy wants {o sce
you now, Buck up, though!™

“You mean—"

“ Shunt—quickly 1" was Celeste’s terse
rejoinder. '

And Babs and Clara “shunted,” and
they listened in beaming wonderment as
AMiss Primrose rather awkwardly told
{hem that, all things considered, she had
decided fo postpone—only postpone !—
their detention iill a later date. Dazed
and delighted, they sought out Celeste.

“Youn giddy marvel I”” Clara gulg:d.

“You old miracle worker,” bs
laughed. *““Whoops, we're free! But
come on now, let’s rustle up the others.”

The others, meaning Mabs, Bessie,
Leila, and Marcelle, were soon rustled
up. Celeste, meeting Janet Jordan and
.\}ujurie Hazeldene, generously invited
them along, too. ~ At the gates they
were fortunate enough to catch the bus
to Pegg, and ten minutes later were all
climbing on board Celeste’s motor-
launch, which was moored at the bottom
of the steps which led up to Romans
Tower. .

Glittering and dazzling the sea; over-
head a vault of unchanging blue, un-
broken even by a_suspicion of cloud.
Like some gleaming fairy boat the
Gloriana, shining white and gold, lay
out to sea. Celeste set the boat in
motion, N %

The engine threshed, leaving a white
wash of tossing foam in its wake as they

sped towards the yacht

Then :

“Hallo!” Babs whisiled as _they
neared it. “I say, what’s happened to
the decorations we put up yesterday?”

They all bhnked. Deck, rails, and
cabins had been stripped bare.

“Hammond !” Clara muttered, and
a gleam came into her eyes.

They chugged on. Celeste hailed tlre
vacht. Down came the steel ladder as
they drifted alongside, Us) they
swarmed. Celeste at once called for
Claptain Hammond.

In a few moments Captain Hammond
came, accompanied by Nicholls, the
mate. The ?ﬂtter stared as Ifis cyes
fell upon Clara and Babs,

“Oh, you!” he said. *'I thought—"

“You thought,” Clara said bitterly,
“that we'd be safely tied up for the
afterncon 1

“I—I beg vour pardon |”

"lYou should ! Clara said contemplu-
ously.

The mate reddencd. But he did not
press the point.

“You asked for me, Miss Mar-
gesson ?” Captain Hammond said easily.

“I did I” Celeste retorted. *Where
are our decorations?”

“Oh, those!” He shrugged his
shoulders. “I ordered them to be put
away again,” he said. “They were
makmq the ship look rather untidy, you
know,”

“You were aware that I had not
finished with them?”  Celeste asked
angrily.

“T'm sorry; you did not make your
wishes Lknown to me,” Hammond
smoothly answered, “In any case, it was
my duty, as captain of this ship, to keep
it looking smart. Those were your
gl‘ﬁndfnther’s orders,” he added respect-

ully, -

Celeste’s ]iﬁs tightened.

“I see!” she said. “In other words
you were determined to undo all
work my friends and I did yesterday!
I don’t thank you for your interference,
Captain Hammond, and T shall make it
clear to my grandfather, when he
returns, that you have refused to take
orders from me. But understand this,”
she added, * whatever you may consider
your duly, you will ‘cease, from this
moment, to interfere in the things I and
my friends do ‘aboard my own vessel!
I not—" 5

SWell1": .

““T shall see my grandfather’s
solicitors and ask them to make your
position clear! That's all!” Where is
the stuff 7 '

“I have it in the spare cabin.”
~“Thank you; you may go!”

Hammond. wit{i a shrug, went, 'The
chums looked at each otlier .in dismay.
All their work of yesterday—wgone |

“Well, never mind,” Celeste said,
recovering immediately her . natural
cheerfulness. “ We've got all afternoon
before us! And anyway, we've got two
extra hands to-day,” she chuckled, “so
we._should about finish when the time
comes for. you all to go back. This
‘i'a_v "

She led the way below. In the spare
cabin—a big. lofty apartment, the party
crowded. Captain Hammond had been
as good as his word. "Not only was
the stulf stored in that cabin, but_the
trunks which had originally contained
it had been taken out of the hold. too.

Only one disaster had taken place
during the removal. That was to
Clara electric-light bulbs. Quite a
number of those were smashed.

“Well, that’'s caused it!” Clara
grumbled. “I shan’t have enough now.
But wait a minute.” she added quickly,
counting the trunks, *there was another
box in the hold. Celeste, do you think
there might be some bulbs in that?*

“Why not?” Celeste laughed. “I
don’t know! All the same, there’s no
harm in having a look, is there? Babs,
will you take charge of operations above
deck? TI'll skip along with Clara.”

And off they went. They reached the
door of the hold, and Celeste turned the
handle.

“ Hallo, it’s locked,” she frowned.

“Well, isn’t it supposed to be 1 Clara
asked. .

“No, why 7" Celeste asked. “There’s
no reason to lock u&) an_empty hold.
Never mind,” she added, dimpling. “As
owner of the ship, I've got a master
key; I'll jolly soon have it open. Wait
here.”

She darted away. In a few minutes
she had refurned. %uic:kl_v she fitted
the key into the lock, and flung the
door open. And then she gasped.

“What—"
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Clara stared. She blinked, herself.
For the hold which had been practically
empty yesterday was now half-fuill. A
stack of cases ten feet high ranged
along one of the walls. There were
half a dozen bales along the other. In
a flash Clara remembered the cargo
boats last night.

“ But where;” Celeste wondered, “has
all this come from 1"

‘' Looks like cargo.”

“Cargo? But it can’t be!”

¥i the same,” Clara said, “there

i rgo beingi.unloaded here last
night 1 = And while Celeste stared at

K, told what she and Babs had
scen from the jetty at Pegg. Celeste
blinked.

“You're sure of that?” she asked.

t Positive I Clara replied.

“Right-ho I”” Celeste’s lips set. “I'll
see Hammond about this now. No 1
won't, though,” she added.- “We'll
look in those cases first. If this is
cargo, I've got a right to know what
it 18, Grab that hatchet, Clara!”

Clara obeyed, and enthusiastically
they set to work to prise o the lid
of one of the cases. ter some
moments of exertion they threw it back.
Then they blinked. .

“Well, my golly 1" gas| Celeste.

“My hat 1” Clara !glttgl?gd.

For cargo it was. But what a strange
assortment of cargol

Mirrors, = bright  béad = necklaces,
brooches, little dolls, all sorts of gay
and glittering things!

“Toys!” gasped Celeste, and then
started as a shadow darkened the door,
and Captain Hammiond, looking rather
agitated and angry, strode ito the
room. “Ho!l” id then. “I

was ca

she said A
wanted to see you, skip. What do you
know about’these cases?”

The man  paused. -

o ——" he stumbled, and then he
smiled. “I had them put there, Miss
Margesson. They were in the after
hold, and I thought it would be a good
idea to give the yacht a good clean-up.”

“But—toys!” Celeste asked. *“I
wasn’'t aware anything was in the after
hold.” And where on earth did we ship
toys1” i

“T'm sorry, Miss Margesson, but I
don’t know. The cases’ o’f)viously were
shipped aboard before I accepted
grandfather’s commission,”
returned smoothly,

. ““They weren’t by any chance brought
here last night 7" Celeste asked kce:ﬁy.

“I don’t follow! Why do you ask
that question, Miss Margesson1”

“Because Miss Trevlyn and Miss
Redfern saw cargo boats alongside the
yacht.” - 3

Just for a moment the man looked
disturbed ; then he laughed.

“I dare say Miss Redfern and Miss
Trevlyn did,” he said, with a hint of
mockery in his voice. ‘‘And

your
the man

as a
matter of fact they were right—up to a
point,  Somewhere about midnight

some boats did moor alongside. the
yvacht, but they weren't cargo boats.
They were just fishermen back with a
catch, trying to sell us fish. Naturally,”
he said, “as we are well stocked I sent
them away. As for toys, Miss. Mar-
gesson, I can tell you no more about
thein than you kmnow.yourself. .That,”
he added, “is a question for your grand-
father to answer.”

He walked away.

“Well, old Clara, it looks as if you
and Babs .were seeing things that
weren't there,” said Celeste, with a
smile.

But had they ? Clara’s lips set a little.
Short of calling Captain Hammond a
liar she eouldu’t counter that explana-
tion. At tho same time she was pettled
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by Celeste’s smiling, if well mecant,
sally.

“But,” Celeste said, and her eyes
sparkled with  sudden  animation,

“whoopee! I've got an idea!” che
oried.  “Here's another stunt for the
Lifeboat Fund. What about having a
penny bazaar, and selling these things
to the kiddies ?”

“Yes,” Clara agreed gruffly.

“You don't sound enthusiastic.”

“Oh, well, it's a good idea,” Clara
suid, for Clara was still feeling rattled.
“ Anyway, let’s find the eleciric bulbs,”

They found the bulbs—a hundred -or
moro of them, in fact—then off they
went, Celeste rushing ahecad to break
the news of the latest find, and the idea
it had inspired. Clara followed more
slowly.

It was as she was climbing the com-
panionway that a voice hailed her. She
looked round, the remnants of her bad
temper quickly vanishing as she found
herself staring into the good-looking
face of Wireless Officer Murphy,

“Miss Clara,” he cried, “I'vc been
looking for you!” He glanced quickly
up mlg down the corridor. “Have you
been iuto the hold 7

“Yes,” Clara said, ‘“and thoso
cases !

“They wero shipped aboard last
night,” Murphy said quickly. *“But

say nothing. 1'm not supposed {o know
anything, and just to mnake sure I didn’t
see anything Hammond locked my
cabin door. But even so, you can’t load
up two or three dozen cases without
making some sort of a row about if, and
though I was locked in the porthole was
open, and I héard everything., TFunny,
eh ?”

“Very funny !” Clara agreed grimly.

“And I heard ’em talking after-
wards,” Murphy weut on. “They said
the next consignment would be delivered
to-night. That means, of course, that
more cargo’s coming aboard. But who
is it intended for, and where is it to be
taken? If you ask me ” He broke
off. “Quick!” he hissed. *Somebody
coming 1"

Clara nodded. In a moment she had
skimmed up the stairs, while Murphy,
pausing to light a cigarette, passed on
his way.

But Clara’s face was very grim then.

Anybody who knew the Tomboy would

have seen at once that some idea was
being born in her brain.

To-night another consignment was to
be delivered, was it? Right |

Something Most Seriously Wrong!

[ NYBODY awake?”
Clara Trevlyn mut-
tered softly.

Nobody was, ap-
parently, for no voice ve-
plied to her soft-breathed

inquiry.
The time
night; the scene the I'ourth Form
dormitory. Clara was up and dressed,
for Clara to-night was bent upon play-
ing a lone hand.
She conquered the desire to awaken

was eleven o'clock that

Babs. Babs, she knew, would be will-
ing to support her project, but even
Babs was half-doubtful of her suspicions,
Apart from that, her projected adveu-
ture might lead to trouble, and Babs
last right had suffered with her.

No! This was a stunt for Clara, and
Clara alone! Clara was suspicious !
Clara believed that Captain Hammond
was, in somo unfathomable way, play-
ing traitor to Celeste and to the
Gloriana. But how to convince Celeste
of that unless Captain Hammond was
caught in the act?

If it were possible to-night, Clara was
going to convince Celeste.

She crept out of the dormitory. Five
minutes later her feet were treading
the road that led to Pegg. A cool wind

"blew on her face, ruffling her unruly

hair.

She rcached the village, shrouded in
darkness.  On the jetty she took her
stand. Out at sea the lights of the
Gloriana winked and glittered, and a
pale moon, pecring from behind a bank
of cloud, showed for a momeut the
yacht's superb outlines.

For a long time she waited—half an
hour; an hour. Then suddenly a red
light flashed out from the yacht. It
winked once, twice, thrice.

And then she caught her breath, for
from a point farther along the coast a
red light winked in reply.

Intently Clara waited and watclied.

Presently she -heard the throb of an
engine; cautiously round a headland
there nosed the prow of a laden motor-
boat. It was followed by another, then
another; then, after a space, a fourth.

Clara’s eyes gleamed then.

Al
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““YOU were playing with th_'e'
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By Hilda Richards *

“Hallo! Come in!” Celeste's startled
voice bade, and she sat up, blinking
her eyes as Clara entered. “ Great star-
fish, you, Clara! At this time of night !
What on earth i

“Celeste, get said
tersely.

“But what—"

“Look through the window !”

Celeste eyed her wonderingly, but
she did as she was bid.

At the same moment the moon came
out again, flooding the waters with
silvery radiance, Clara crossed over to
her side. .

“See those boats carrying cargo?”
she said grimly.

[ '&‘0" “w

up!” Clara

“Well, watch them.”

Celeste flashed a ‘wondering glance af
the Tomboy, and then concentrated her
attention upon the view through the
window, It showed the Gloriana. It

showed the four boats heading towards
the yacht.

Presently it showed those four boats
mooring alongside the Gloriana, and
case after case being hoisted aboard.

il

A

"W,
v
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switches,”” accused Captain Hammond,

‘“ and as a result you fused the lights and almost set the yacht on

fire | V?

Clara looked staggered. Why was the skipper of the yacht trying

to blame the fire on her ?

“Now will Celeste belicve 1 she mut-
tered to herself.

No doubt that those boats were going
to the Gloriana. No doubt at all | The
four of them were heading directly for

1k,

No longer did Clara wait, but, turn-
ing, swiftly sped along the steep village
street, and, rapidly taking the path
along the coast, arrived ten minutes
later at the door of Romans Tower.

(reig, tho butler, rccognised her as
goon as he saw her.

“I'm sorry, Miss Trevlyn, but Miss
Margesson has just retired,” he said.

“That's all right,” Clara said
swiftly.

She slepped past him, leaving the
old fellow blinking.

Up the marble stairs, leading from
the rl"m'gea entrance-hall, she ran. Many
times had Clara been a visitor ak
Romans Tower, and she was unfalter-
ing in her geography of the place,

Outside the door of Celeste’s bed-
room she paused. She knocked.

Celeste's face was a study.

“Clara, you meant me to sce this?”

“That's it!” Clara said. Her lips
were set in a straight line, “I thouth
perhaps if you saw it with your own
eyes you might believe. Huammond's
taking that cargo aboard—cases and
cases of it. Those toys and things we
found in the hold weren’t part of an
accident. They were taken thero last
night !

Celeste’s face was startled.

“But—but what’s he doing?”
breathed.

“Wouldn’t I like Lo know 1™

“Well,” said Celeste, “I'll certainly
see him to-morrow about those boats.”

“Not now?” Clara asked.

“Well, why now ?” Celeste shrugged.
“T can’t know more if I go now, can
14" she asked. *“To-night—to-morrow
—what’s the difference? But thanks for
warning me, old top! And for good-
ness sake, don’t go and get another

she

(Continued on page 14)



BAPPY Easter to yon all, my big
and little Easter-chicks !

% Now that exams— ugh !—are
over, and the excitements of “ breaking-
up " nearly forgotten, you can really
logk forward to hot cross buns and to lots
of Easter goodies.

I hope you all have a perfectly lovely
koliday—whether only for a week or for
L] wlmfu lovely fortnight.

Will you he going anywhere special
on Bank Hoeliday, I wonder.

Quite & lot of you will be at the Zoo, I
expect.

Tuch as your Patricia—and all the
family, too, for that matter—Ilove visiting
the Zoo (the \Whipsnade Zoo, that is)
you won't spot us there this Bank Holiday.

Father flatly refuses to také us out in
the car on a gauk Holiday-—and as he’s
the head of the house, and does the
driving, I suppose the old grouser must
have his own way sometimes.

Actually, we're all going to stay in
Wiltshiro for a few days. An old school
friend of mother’s has a lovely big house
there and has invited our * tribe” to
visit her,

She lives in quite a tiny village, but to
many it is one of the most important
villages in England. Many of you will have
heard of it, of course—Avebury.

Not only is it extraordinarily pretty, but
it is wonderfully rich in pre-historic
interest. Learned professors, and very
wise men (and women) who know a lot
about geology and the Stone Age man,
consider it about as marvellous as all the
Seven Wonders of the World rolled into
one.

You sce, at Avebury is a wondrous
Stone Circle. Yes, something like the
Stone Circle at Stonehenge—except that
it's even oldér, if you can imagine any-
thing excopt the sun being that old !

There are several Stone Circles at
Avebury, as a matter of fact, not to
mention a Stone Avenue and other stone
monuments. And the village of Avebury
itself is built right in the middle of cne
of the Circles, and some of the giant
stoues, which weigh many, many tons,
are in the villagers’ back gardens |

So if any of you should be driving
through Avebury over Easter and should
see your Patricia gazing in wide-eyed
wonder at a monumental stone that looks
like the side of a. house—well, perhaps
you'll give her a wave.

And I'll wave back |

@ For Your Trunk

You all know the riddle: *“ Why is
the elephant always ready for a journey 1
now, don’t you?t And the answer, too :
* Because be keepe his trunk with him !
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in honour of Easter.

Your friend PATRICIA is in a particularly gay mood
She tells you where she is going—
of Easter good luck—of a useful elephant, and a way
to lengthen a frock, all in her letter this week. And,
of course, writlen in that cheery style so typical of her.

Of course you do.

Now look at the little picture
here. This little elephant is
doubly ready for a journey, for
he carries labels for that trunk !

I'm sure you'd like to make a novelty
like this for keeping labels for your holiday
trunk.

First you must cut out Mr. Elephant.
Get a piece of white card {or a
brown picce and cover it with paper)
and cut it out to the elephant shape.
(The tiny diagram will help you do this.)
Paint the elephant grey—unless you have
a weakness for a different colour—a pink

cleqlhaut say. Next mark out his face
with black paint or ink.

Now lay the labels on your elephant’s
middle and keep them in position with an
elastic band.

The strings will make quite a frisky
little tail for Mr. Elephant, whose tail in
real life is certainly not one to be proud of.

Now keep these in a secret drawer,
and next time mother mentions ** trunk "
or suit-cases, run off and get her the labels !

@ Lucky Me!”

Yes (for you who have been looking
at the picture at the top of the page),
I have already had two Easter Eggs.

One was from friend Esme and one {rom
friend Joan—both of whom sent them by

ost.

» Esme’s was a cardboard one and con-
tained a very pretty necklace. Asa matter
of iact, necklaces don't happen to be a
weakness of mine—I much prefer jangly,
barbaric bracelets. All thé same, I shall
certainly. treasure it—and wear it on a
very, very special occasion if one comes
along.

Joan’s egg was a chocolate one and
contained the most luscious chocolates—
all soft centres, which I adore, and all
marked with a very expensive maker’s
name.

Dear Joan! TI'm sure she couldn’t
really afford such a costly egg (though
one’s not supposed to think of such things,
I know), for she and her mother have very
few pennies to spare. So I love this
extravagant gift all the more for that !

Small brother Heath (or Heatherington,
as he was christened) is most indignant
because he hasn't received any yet. But
since he is an absurdly popular small boy
with bie many aunts, uncles, and big

" But perhn?a the

~you see what I

cousing, I've an idea that he won't be
disappointed for long.

As a mauuéhﬂ of facisl.1 your Patricia has
already bought him her small gilt. I
didn’t buy him a chocolate egg, for the
simple reason that he gets so many.

So I've bought him a Donald Duck,
who is surprisingly friendly-looking in
spite of his bad temper that's always so
evident on the films, (For some reason,
a duck struck me as a suitable gift for
Easter—because I associated it with
chickens and eggs, I can only suppose.)

You know it's lucky to do gardening on
Good Friday, don’t you ? I haven’t been
able to trace the origin of this idea, but
seeds and plants that are planted on this
day are said to be blessed and to grow
strong and fruitful.

We all know that it's supposed to bring
good fortune if we wear something new
on Easter Day—and it’s certainly pleasant.

It doesn’t matter how small that scme-
thing is. A pair of gloves, some new stock-
ings, a new petti, or even a new hankie--
all iill give you that fecling of spring—ol
starting afresh, which is one of the charms
of a glorious Easter Sunday.

© A Litile Longer

If it is going to be hot over the holiday,
you’ll eertainly be wanting to wear a light,
cool frock. And unless you are lucky
enough to have a new one already,
possibly last
vear's will be on
the short side.

Well, never
mind, you must
Jet the hem down.

hem has already
been let down!
So now what ?

Here's the very
notion.

Buy a yard of
ribbon, to toue
with your frock,
and the same
width as you
require extra
length. (That
sounds rather
complicated, but

mean, don’t you?)

Let this ribbon
into the waist of your frock so that the
skirt drops the required number of inches.
Then meke four little bows with the
rilbon that is left over. Bew two of
these at the neck of the frock and two at
the waist.

It would take a detective then to know
your frock had been lengthened !

HAPPY EASTER again to you all, my

pels.

Your fiiend.
FATRICIA.



EVERY SATURDAY

A COLOUR
FOR

.33

CHART
SCHOOLGIRLS

I have prepared this colour chart for you, hoping it will help you.
It is not necessary in these days to spend a lot of money in order to be
well-dressed, but it is just as important for schoolgirls as for gfown-
ups that colours should blend and harmonise, so that one garment

‘‘ goes ''" with another.

So you will see that | have regarded your coat as the chief item
of your wardrobe and have planned the frock, hat, and shoes to ** go
with this. - The hat won't match the everyday skirt-and-jumper ouifit
in each case, because | have assumed that you wil wear a beret, a
scarf, or no hat at all when dressed for *‘ carefree days.'’

When you're going to have a new frock, hat or shoes, and are
pondering over the delicious problem of colour, think first of your
coat and consult the appropriate column in the chart here.

COAT Navy | Brown Fawn
FROCK Blue and white, Pink and blue, | Green, Yellow, Coral pink, or Bl I L et
(best) or Deep pink Turquoise blue ue-green, Cherry red or Navy
[| HAT White with blue band, or Blue | Beige (fawn) or Brown straw with N 1 - —— {
Il (best) with pink band posy of flowers Natural straw with navy ribbon
|| skiRT Navy Brown or Fawn tweed Light brown or Blue '
{| BLOUSE 2 : : p
or Pink, Pale blue, Yellow or White | Green, Yellow, Coral pink or | Turquoise blue, Pale blue, Royal
JUMPER Hyacinth blue blue, or Cherry red
SHOES Navy, Blue and white, or Black Brown and white, or Brown Black, London tan, or Navy
{| GLOVES Yellow or White string Tan or Chamois leather Brown or Beige string
STOCKING s
T(:;‘ cst) - Tan Sunburn Misty beige (fawn)

HAPPY EASTER

Some don’t-forgets that will make your Easter holiday even jollier !

IF YOU ARE GOING AWAY—

—Don't forget to ask the lady next door
to lock after the family puss-cat for you.
Even if he won't deign to enter her house
(you know what snobs cats are) she’ll most
willingly place his milk in a shed in your
garden, I’'m sure. And you'll see that his
basket is in a draught-proof corner, if he
insists on staying at home, won't you ?

—Don't forget to ask mother if you shall
cancel the milk and the newspaper order
for a day or so,

—Don't forget to give your suitcase a
dust out, and a pohsh-ur with furniture
cream or white shoe-polish, before you
start to pack, especially if it has not been
used gince last summer.

—Don't forget to let your chums know
that you are going away. They may feel
fonely and come to call on you. And if
vou {mow anything more disappointing
than calling on an empty house—I don't.

—Don't forget to write nice little notes,
or send Easter cards to those kindly
grown-ups who send you an “egg” or a
present by post. It would be a good idea
to take along your own notepaper end
envelopes for this,

— 't forget to take a mice book (or
fevourite paper!) away with you, for there

_ take this with you.

are sure to be moments when a “ good
read "’ is indicated,

—Don't forget to shut your bedroom
window tight and to ‘draw the curtains if
the sun is likely to be strong and bleach
your precious bed-cover.

—Don’t forget to fish out your camera and
i Your cousins—or
whoever you are staying with—will just
love a “ enappy ' reminder of your visit.

—Don't forget to take small Easter gifts
with you. It’s fatal to rely entirex on
buying them when you arrive, for shops
have a habit of eloging or being ** sold out ™
if you leave the purchasing of gifts to the
last minute.

IF YOU ARE STAYING AT HOME—
—Don't forget that it's a holiday for

mother as well, and try to be a very neat
and useful dnuéhter.

—Don't forget to greet the family on
Easter Sunday with “ A Happy Easter,
everyone !

—Don't forget to wear a hat in the garden
if it should be grillingly hot. It's lovel
to get sun-burned—but not on the

of your neck !

—Don't forget to go off {0 bed carly on

REMINDERS

Sunday night if you are all having a day’s
jaunt on the Bank Holiday Monday, for
you'll want to get up early, I expect.

—Don't forget to take sun-glasses with
ymi ‘if the sun’s as bright as we hope it
will be.

—Don't forjgct to take a bag of food seraps
with you if you are off to the Zoo. So
often this is forgotten, and the monkeys
get so weary of monkey-nuts which you
can buy when you reach the zoo. The

bears just love toffees; the monkeys
adore celery ; the elephants like carrets
and apples—and so the ies and

donkeys, Some lumps of sugar are alko
popular with many &9 the animals,

—Don’t plead to wear your best frock and
hat on tgu jaunt. You'll be anxious at
first to take care of it, then when you find
it creases—as it will l=you'll be =o
unhappy, %
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(Continued from page I1)

detention through breaking bounds.
See you on the beach to-morrow, eh,
after lessons?”

“Right-ho I"” Clara said.

She went back then, wondering,
frowning, vet still feeling, for all the
fact that she had opened Celeste’s eyes,

that strange sensation of peril, of
troubl®. ! ; :
Without accident, this time, she

reached and re-entered Cliff House, and
in the morning communicated all that
she had seen and done to Babs. Babs
looked startled. "

“And Celeste—what did she say?”

“She says she's going to tackle
Hammond this morning. She says
she’ll meet us on the beach,  after
lessons. 1 suppose she means the whole
crowd !’ Clara added dubiously.

Whether Celeste meant that or not, it
was the whole crowd who turned up on
the beach at half-past four that after-
noon, the crowd being Clara herself,
Babs, Bessie, Marjorie, Janet, Leila,
and Marcelle. Qut in the bay the yacht
still stood, but of Celeste or Celeste’s
motor-launch there was no sign.

*“Hallo! She must be at home, I

uess,” Leila Carroll observed. * Shall
run up and fetch her?"

“Good idea!”

Leila scampered up the cliff steps at
once. She was back in three minutes.

“No,” she said, “the butler says she
went out after breakfast this morning,
and hasn't returned since. He says he
thinks she went to the yacht.”

“Well, it's jolly queer she hasn’t

tugged up for the appointment,” Mabs
said.
“ Jolly queer,” Clara said grimly, and
felt again that strange premonition that
all was not well “ Anyway, there's no
harm in going over to the yacht and
seeing for ourseives,” rhe opined. “I
vote we walk back to Pegg and hire a
boat. Old Harry, the fisherman, will
let us have one.”

Old Harry did, but as it was Harry's
boat, he insisted upon rowing them
out himself. As they drew near to the
vacht Clara pointed.

““Hallo, Celeste is aboard !” she said.
“There's her boat—on the lower deck.
Now, what the dickens have they
hoisted in her boat for?” 5

That question, at that moment, was

unanswerable. | The girls glanced at
each other. Perhaps something of
Clara’s presentiment had communi-

cated itself to them; or perhaps it was
the storm which was plainly brewing.
A chill wind struck off the water, which
made Babs shiver. Then came a voice
from the Gloriana:

“ Ahoy, there! What do you want?”

It was Captain Hammond. He was
leaning over the rail.

“Celeste ! Clara called.

““Miss Margesson is not aboard !”

“No?” Clara asked. *“Then how is
it her boat is?"

There was no reply to that. They
heard Hammond muttering something.
Then, as Nicholls, the mate, came up
and joined him, a swift conversation
took place. Nicholls bawled down:

“Miss Margesson is not here!”

“Then where is she?"” Clara asked.

““-‘e &Qu,t kno“_.ll

“0.K.! Then in that case, we’ll
come aboard and wait for her. We've
got an appointment, you sece.”

Another soft, muttered conversation.
Plainly, the two men were a little non-
plussed. Clara was tingling now. Those
vague premonitions of disaster were
strengthening within her. She watched
as Hammond approached the rail
again, looking at old Harry, who, non-

short-stemmed
He

ly, smoking a €
ipe, sat resting on his oars.

chalantly,
black
nodded.

“Very well; send the boat away,” he
said. “I'll send the ladder down.”

The ladder came down. Clara paid
off the boatman, and they all ascended.
Captain Hammond grinned affably.

“I'm sorry, young ladies, but Miss
Margesson has not been near the
Gloriana to-day,” he said. “We have
her boat here because she gave orders
last night that the leak which it had
sprung in the stern was to be caulked.
She has left no message. nor has she
communicated with the ship in any
way.”

“But she said she would meet us on
the beach,” Clara protested,

Hammond shrugged )

“I am sorry. I know nothing of her
private arrangements,” he said. “
rather fancy you are wasting your time.
However, if you are determined to
wait—" i

“We are !” Clara said grimly.

“Then perhaps you would wait in the
after lounge?” the skipper asked. “I
will see that tea is served to you.”

Clara nodded. She sensed both
trickery and peril in that moment. She
felt, though she had no proof other than
the presence of Celeste’s boat, that the
madecap was aboard. She felt at last
that she was at grips with some
dramatic situation—that the end of the
battle between her and Captain Ham-
mond was approaching. Not for any-
thing would Tomboy Clara have given
an inch of ground then.

“Very well,” she said.
everybody !” el

She led the way this time, not missing
the sly nod which Hammond sent in tho
direction of his mate. They were just
at the head of the companion when
suddenly she stooped, and swiftly
grabbed up something from the floor. It
was a pearl bead. .

“Babs, look !” she breathed. “Recog-
nise it?”

_“Celeste’s "’ Babs cried.

“Celeste’s I” Clara nodded. “Celeste
obviously broke her necklace. And since
Celeste was wearing the necklace intact
last night when she left us, she must
have broken it here. That proves, I
think, that she’s been aboard to-day.”

Babs looked startled.

“(Clara, you don’t mean——"

“T don't know !” Clara spoke quickly.
“But [—I feel things, Babs. Oh, I can't
explain! I've got a funny idea that
Celeste is aboard this ship somewhere
as Hammond’'s prisoner. Look here,”
she whispered, “you take the others to
the lounge. I'm going to do a bit of
exploring.”

“0Oh, Clara, be careful. Let me——"

“No, no! Go!” Clara said testily.
“Leave me to look after myself.”

Babs eyed her. But she saw that the
Tomboy’s mind was made up. And,
knowing Clara, she knew better than to
argue with her in that frame of mind,
though she could not help but feel some
misgiving.

While Clara lingered behind, she led
the way to the lounge. Clara turned
down the companion.

At the third step there were three or
four beads all in a cluster. She picked
them up. With growing excitement, she
went on. At the bottom of the steps
there was another bead, showing plainly
that Celeste had come this way.

The Tomboy caught her breath.

“Come on,

Now she found herself in the corridor.

that led to the crew’s quarters. Two
further beads guided her steps. She
reached a short flight of iron-bound
stairs, and guessed now that she must be

‘came through this morning.
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below the water-mark of the vessel. At
the bottom of those steps, glittering in
the yellow radiance of some unscen
lamp, was another bead.

“Phew I' Clara whistled.

She went down, staring about her. On
the right there was a wall, and in
that wall a tiny door. Clara stepped
towards it.

She listened,

Was it her fancy, or did some sound
come from the other side? The door
was of the bulkhead variety, containing
no lock or key, and it slid back beneath
her pressure. Softly Clara stepped into
the darkened room, leaving the bulk-
head open so that the vellow light from
outside should give her illumination.
And then she pulled uﬁ with a jerk.

For in a ¢orner, her hands tied
behind her back, a gag pressed over her
mouth, was a girl.

“Celeste 1” Clara gasped.

Celeste it was.

In a moment Clara was by .her side,
was loosening the gag. Celeste shook
her head as she would have tackled the
bonds which bound her wrists, however.

“No!” she panted. “Clara, don't!
Leave me! Any moment someone may
come now, and if they find me free, the
alarm will go round! Clara, listen now
—quickly 1"

“Yes?” Clara said.

“There’s a plot on foot—a plot to
seize the ship and make off with it!
Hammond and Nicholls and all the
crew, except Murphy, are in the plot
together. The idea is, I gather, to take
the ship to some South Sea island laden
with cargo for the natives, and hand it
over to a man called Silvertree.”

“Celeste, no—"

“It's true !” Celeste gasped, her eyes
on the door. “Grandfather’'s message
: He's ex-
pecting to arrive to-morrow or the next
day. Hammond knows it. He's getting
up steam, and intends to sail with the
next tide—which is about an hour now.
Clara, are Babs & Co. with you?”

“Yes, but—"

Celeste groaned.

“Oh, I'm a fool !” she said. “I ought
not to have let you come. But I
couldn’t help it. As soon as I started
asking questions about the cargo, Ham-
mond grabbed me and slung me here. I
broke my necklace, hoping that help
might arrive, and I would be traced by
it.  Clara—quickly! Get back to
Murphy. He doesn’t know about all
this yet. Tell him to send out an 8 0 8,
it's our one hope. Hammond will never
let you or Babs and the rest get away.”

“But, Celeste—"

“Clara, please-do as I say! Buk
hey !"”” she called, as Clara leapt for
the door. *Come back, dummy! TPui.
this gag back—just in case someone
should come. If they found me still
trussed-up and gagged, they wouldn’t

be suspicious, see?’ )

Clara did see. She rammed the gag
back in position. Then, her heart in
her mouth, she headed for the stairs.
Up corridor and companion she raced,
as though her life was depeuding on
it, and, reaching the main deck,
crouched stealthily behind the venti-
lators ‘as Captain Hammond and Mate
Nicholls eame by. For one moment
she thought they had
then they passed on.

She rose, and crossed to the wireless
cabin.

One swift loock round.
spotted, thank goodness! Quickly she
pushed open the door; breathlessly
she entered. Murphy, busy at his in-
struments, jumped ronnd with a starg,

“Miss Clara—"

spotted her;

She wasn't
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“ All right,” Clara said. She caught

him by the shoulders. *‘Peter—
quick 1” sha said. “Send out an
S0OS8P She saw the startled look on
his face. “Quick—I tell you!" she
added frantically. “Hammond & Ca
are pirates! ‘They're getting wup
steam, and intend to run off with the
ship! Listen!” And she paused,
white-faced as the deck suddenly

shock, and the whir and the rumble
of the engines came to their ears.
“QOh, my hat, we're starting!” she
gasped. “ Peter—"

The wireless operator clapped the
carphones about his head. His eyes
were keen then, hig face set. Quickly
ho leaned over his instruments,

Then suddenly=——

There eame a cry from Clara. A
vicious arm swept her back against
‘the wall, a hand wielding a short,
thick stem of wood reached out.

And Clara shrieked as she
Murphy turn, as she saw, too
that arm go up and descend.

Murphy, receiving that cowardly
blow full upon the skull, recled uncon-
scious to the floor!

—

- At the 'Mercy of the Storm!

saw
late,

' LEVER, eh?”’
Hammond snarled
—for it was he,
“Thought you'd

double-cross me !” His eyes
gleaming, he made a sud-

lunge, catching at her wrists.

den
“And don’'t fuss,” he growled, “other-

wise youw'll get what he gotl Come
with mel” o

Clara glared, more furious than
frightened in that moment. She

looked at the limp body of Peter
Murphy on the floor. For a moment
her gaze fastened upon the transmitter
of the wireless instrument. If only,
she thought, she could get to that; but
she couldn’t.

It was obvious now that Hammond
had made himself master of the ship,
and if Hammond was master of the
ship, every man jack aboard it, save
the helpless Murphy, was in his pay.

Grim-faced, he led the way out on
to the deck. It was dark now with
the coming of the storm. A gale of
wind was already blowing, making the
flags above her head circle and crack.
Away to the west the first vicious stab
of lightning forked downwards from
the sky.

“Get on!” snarled Hammond.

Heo pushed her in the back. Clara
staggered along. The after lounge
was reached where her chums, in the
charge of the grioning first mate,
Nicholls, were huddled together,
Hammond pushed her in.

“Right !’ he snarled. “Now stop
there, and while we’re about it,” he
added, addressing the others, “let’s
have an understanding. I might as
well tell you for a start that it’s no
_use your kicking up a shindy because
this ship’s in my hands now, and
every member of the crew is my man.
Understand that !”

“You—you pirate '’ burst out Babs.

Hammeond grinned mirthlessly,

“If it eases your feelings calling me
names, then call 'em,” he said cheer-
fully. “Pirale or not, this shig is
mine, and, since you interfered in busi-
ness which didn’t concern you, you've
only yourselves to thank for what's
coming to you. We're geiting up
steam. In hal? an hour, maybe, we'll
be moving off.”

“Qh, crumbs! Nun-not
aboard?” quavered Bessie,

with us

“With you aboard !"” he-sneered.

“But what are you going to do with
us?"” Leila Carroll cried,

“That depends. 1 may,” Hammond

mocked, “put you ashore at some little

island en route. But I'm mnot going
to discuss that now. All right; come
on, Nicholls!™

The door slammed as the two men
went out.

“0Oh, my hat! What are we going
to do?” DMarjorie Hazeldene asked
faintly. “Clara—"

Clara's face was grim.

“There’s one thing—" she said.
“My hat, see that flash of lightning?
Hammond’s made just one mistake,
that’'s all—and that’s the mistake of
thinking that poor Peter Murphy is
the only one on board who knows

anything about wirelesss If only I
could get to that cabin!” she
muttered.

Doors and

But that was impossible.

eyes gleamed

portholes were securely shut. . As if
mocking the very suggestion, the deck
beneath their feet began to heave, at
the same moment there came hoarse
cries outside, runming feet; then the
ship began to move.

“Oh dear,” -gasped Bessie, “we're
going, you know !”

Faces whitened. The ship gave a
list as she plunged into deeper water,
sending them all helplessly staggering
into one corner. Now outside the-gale
struck the ship with full force; howling
and shrieking through the rigging.

It seemed indeed, that they were lost.

But were they? Desperately Tom-
bos Clara looked about her.

oors and portholes were hopeless,
but overhead was still the ventilator
through which the lightning came
flickering now. Clara had her eyes
upon that, and Clara was mentally
calculating how she could reach it

“Babs——" she said suddenly.

“Yes, old thingi”

“Givo me a hand with this palm.”
And Clara indicated the tallest of the
large palms which, planted in tubs,
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decorated the lounge. “If I swarm up
that——"

“Clara, you daren’t!"”

“Give me a hand!”

“ But_))

“Please!” Clara rapped almost
fiercely.

She stepped towards the palm.
began to tug at it. Babs, soeing
argument was useless. lent a d.
Leila came forward, too. Between
them they dragged the palm to the
middle of the lounge, and Clara smiled
grimly She stepped on to the barrel.

“Oh, Clara, for goodness’ sake bhe
careful I” -Marjorie quavered.
But Clara aid not heed. Sho and

sha only epuld save the chume, Celeste
and Peter Murphy, now. Up she went.

The slender tree bent under hex
weight.
With white, desperate faces -the

chums watched.

Forcing her head and shoulders ug

‘ YOUR headmistress is rather strict about you breaking bounds a

night, isn’t she ? '’ asked the owner of the cafe as she handed the
book to Babs.

The man with the newspaper heard that remark, and his

thoughtfully.
through the thick fronds near the top,

Clara gained another inch or twe 1n

height. She Emused‘as_ the ship hecled
again, and nen& risking all, ‘made a
jump for the ledge of the framework.
There came a shriek from Marjorie.
“Clara, oh—look 1"
“Bhe’s done it!” Babs gasped.

Done it Clara had - Swinging: from
the ledge, she hung a moment until the
vacht righted itself, then, with another
spring, she had swarmed up on to the
ledge, was fumbling at the catches.
The ventilator flew open, making her
gasp as she stuck her head into the
raging gale. Then, with a wave to her
chums, she had scrambled through.

Now

Blackness — blackness. The gale
raged about her Came a crackling
flash of Iightning, and for a moment
she saw the white clif of Pegg, far,
far away on her right, s

Then, ducking and dodging in the
darkness, she had reached the wireless
cabin.

It was empty when she reached it,
Murphy evidently having been taken
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off. Breathlessly she nipped inside,
shut the door, and feverishly clapped
'on the earphones. The :flummqted
chart above her gave her her location.
She bent over the transmitter.

“808! 308!” she tapped out,
and listened.

“S0S! S08!” she repeated.
“8.Y. Gloriana seized by pirates off
Pegg! Hurryl Hurry!” she tapped
out, and listened in agony for reply

Along the deck there came a shout.
Too late Clara remembered that the
wireless above her must be crackling,
betraying her presence in the cabin.

Then— §

Click, click, click! The light over
the receiver glowed. A message came
into the cabin.

“Cal! heard! Call heard!” the mes-
sage came back. “This is H.M. Gun-
boat Shellecap. Hold on! Hold on!
Be with you in an hour!” :

And then the door came open with
a crash. A rovolver spat, shattering
the receiver. Then a hand descended
upon Clara's shoulder, wrenching her
off her snat.h Hammond's blazing eyes

lared into hers.
g“Yuu—_\'ou—" he choked. * What
was that?” %

“A gunboat, you scoundrel!’ cried
Clara. “And it's coming here!

You—' X
" She dodged the blow he aimed at
her. Then, livid with fear, he had
dashed out. She heard his voice call-

ing:

| “The boats! Tha2 boats! Get to the
boats! Smash the steering! Disable
the engines! There's a gunboat coming
—every man jack of you man the
boats !”

Clara’s face was white then as she

realised the despicable intention of this
scoundrel—deserting her and  her
*Aums.
(h"l\'u. no!” she shrieked, and rushed
towards the door. “No, I tell you,
you shan't—"
" And then. as the yacht heaved
wildly, she slipped, crashing her head
on the door jamb. Unconscious, she
fell to the floor. When she came to
Babs was bending over her.

“(Clara—" Babs gasped. “Thank_
goodness you're all right! Clara,
they've gone!”

“But you—" Clara panted.
“Where did you come from?”

“Murphy. He broke loose; he let

us out. They've taken the boats, Clara
they've rendered the ship uscless.” She
'gasped as the yacht rolled wildly, and,
clinging to the ledge of the shattered
'wircless table, waited until the vessel
righted itself again. “Murphy says
‘that we're helpless, and we're drift-
ing on to BlncE Rock 1" .
Clara gulped. She was up In &
moment then. Out she staggered, gasp-
ing in the fury of the storm which
'smote her. Outside the chums, shiver-
ling as they clung to the rail, stood
with Celeste, also rescued by Murphy.
A vivid flash of lightning snaked out
of the sky. Ahead, Clara saw the great
pile of Black Rock towards which they
were rushing. 5
| “We're going straight for it!"” Mabs
shuddered. 3
“But the rockets—" Clara cried.
“(Can’t we send up rockets?"”
“There are no rockets!” It was
Murphy, his head in bandages, who

spoke. “Those scoundrels wrecked the
rocket apparatus before they went.
Every boat’'s gone. The steering’s
smasged, the engines disabled. Even

the lifebelts haye gone. Look out!” he

cried. p

¢ They all ducked as a hissing wall of
water rolled towards the bows, reared
FRIpL

upwards, and broke down upon them
with deafening force. Then—

“Look " shrieked Marjotie.

She %ain!ed. Every face was white
then. Bessie, fumbling her way to the
wireless-cabin, sank down in the door-
way and collapsed. A vivid fork of
lightning struck down from the sky,
showing them, barely a hundred yards
ahead, the sinister pile of Black Rock,
on_which, so many times in the past,
gallant vessels like the Gloriana had
wrecked themselves. Like a dart they
were rushing towards it.

“ Another  minute—"  muttered

aga.

And then—what happened? Nobody
knew. But suddenly there was a crash.
Like some great tidal wave a huge wall
of water sprang up from nowhere it
secemed. Like a cork the yacht was
tossed upwards, while the chums, all
thrown together, serambled madly for
safety.

In midair the Gloriana seemed to
hesitate. Then, like a falling rocket,
she plunged downwards into the trough
of the sea again. A shower of spray
burst over the bows, and then she had
righted herself.

t was Peter Murphy who was the
first to scramble to his feet, who sent
up a dazed shout of joy.

“Look !” he cried. “We're over the
rocks !” And by a miracle they were!
Over the rocks in the comparatively
safe and deeper water which flowed
from there to Belwin Island. *“And
look !” again he shouted, next moment,
as a huge grey shape loomed up in
the darkness, and a dazzling search-
light beam fell full upon the Gloriana’s
decks. “Ii's a gunboat!” he cried.

“The Shellcap !” Clara gasped. “The
Shelleap! It—it's come! Ip—el called
it—" and then, faint and weak from
her ordeal, and in the knowledge that
safety and life were won again, for the
first time in "her tomboy life she
fainted !

Homs Later at Cliff House School—
“Well, all’s well that ends
well,” Peter Murphy said cheerfully,
in Miss Primrose's study, where all the
adventurers of the Gloriana were con-
gregated. “I must say, ‘Miss Primrose,
that if it hadn’t been for Clara, none
of us might have been here now. The
unboat reached us just in time, and
rom the reports I have received since,
all Hammond's rascals have been
picked up, and are now safely in gaol
at Eastbourne. The commander of the
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Shellcap wished me to convey his
compliments, Miss Primrose, and to
congratulate the school upon the fine
type of girls it produces.’

“Ahem! Ahem!” Miss Primrose
blushed, but she looked pleased.
“Please thank him from me—er yes!
Er—tell him I also am roud.
Extremely, extraordinarily proud, and
particularly, Clara, of you, my dear!
But I am flad.” she added fervently,
“that you have all come through such
a dreadful experience unscathed.
what was it you said, Celeste?"

Celeste, who was among the group,
chuckled.

“I just said,” she answered, “that
after it all they need a few days’ leave,
Miss Primrose, don’t you think so?”

* Well—er—perhaps—yes 1"

“And if - I ~might make tle
suggestion,” Celeste artfully went omn,
“I don't think that leave could be
better spent than on board the
Gloriana! Because,” Celeste added
seriously, *“apart from all the good sca
air will do them, there’'s a heap of
work to be tackled in the way of
&epanng for the Lifeboat Carnival!

hile the engineers are at work getting
the old ship in shape again, that's an
opportunity to do a bit and recover
from the strain of this experience at
the same time. Don’t you think so?”

Miss Primrose smiled.

“Well, as that seems
unanimous—yes !” she said.

“Whoopee |

“Celeste, my dear,
expression! Celeste—why,
My goodness gracious !

Er—

to be

80

what an
goodness !
What are vou

doing 7

“Just,” Celeste laughed, “hugging
you, Miss Primrose! Just sort of
expressing what an awful, topping

sport I think you are! There!” she
added. “Can we go now?”

“Oh, my goodness, yes—please do!”
flustered Miss Primrose gasped. “And
—and—Celeste—"

“Yes, Miss Primrosc?”

“I—I do hope that your efforts, and
the efforts of my girls for the Lifeboat
Fund, will be a great success !"”

“They will I” Celeste chuckled.

nd they were. For thanks to the
astomshlng gublicity which the adven-
tures of Babs & Co., and the heroism
of Clara Trevlyn in particular, gave
that project, the amount of money
raised by Cliff House for the Lifeboat
Fund was easily the greatest record of
all time !

END OF THIS WEEK'8 BIORY.

JEMIMA
UNDER 2

Don't miss this magnificent story. It

appears COMPLETE NEXT WEEK,

and is, of course, by world-favourite
HILDA RICHARDS.

Order your copy NOW

ALWAYS MYSTERIOUS -

That's Jemima Carstairs! Flippant
at the best ol times, never seeming
to take anything seriously, no
matter how important it may be.
And yet, as all Clif House knows,
keenly shrewd and resourceful.
Imagine, then, how baffling the
strange Fourth Former is when
actually playing a mystery role.
Even her own chums, Barbara
Redfern & Co., cannot make her
out. It really seems that Jemima
has let them down; has let down
the school; has let down herself!
What IS ““old Jimmy" up to?
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COMPLETE this week. Another topping fun and excitement story featuring—

‘GIPSY

“The Rick

Nakita's Blunder

OY SHARPE could hardly git still
for excitement. The school-room,
which a moment before had seemed
a rather gloomy place despite the

sunshine, became bright and cheery. For
Joy had just heard good news.

Miss Retcham, her governess, was
taking the afternoo: off—and a holiday
for her meant a holiday for Joy !

“I am glad, Miss Retcham. You need
a change,”’ said Joy, beaming.

Miss Retcham regarded her coldly.

“I trust your clation is due to the
pleasure in store for me, rather than for
the supposed freedom from restraint
which you anticipate.”

“Er—yes, Miss Retcham,” said Joy,
torn _between absolute honesty and tact.

*“'Then I am glad,” said the governess
severely, “Because your grandfather
will be in charge of you, and he will
certainly not want to be bothered. The
best thing youn can do is to take some
needlework  into your grandfather’s
study.”

Joy's sense of elation waned. It was
not her idea of a jolly afternoon.

“Couldn’t I go out into the garden,
Miszs Retcham #°

“You can not!” said the governess
grimly. “I have an idea that before
you had been there ten minutes, you
would bae in mischief, The chances are
that the buteher's boy would arrive, and
you would chatter with him, and per-
haps start some silly game, or even
leave the grounds. Or you might meet
the gipsy girl, Nakita.”

“Um I” murmured Joy; for they were
both very shrewd guesses.

*“1 am going to see my brother, who
has recently arrived in England from
ahroad, au!l do not want to be worried
the whole time by what may be happen-
ing to youw,”” finished the governess,
“Get on with your work.”

Joy bent her head to her work, but she
did not do eo now with any great show
of light-heartedness.

Her grandfather, whose house this
was, spent his time studying. He knew
more about ancient Egypt than most
people, but he wanted to know more.
The events of tho. present day world
did not interest him—only what had
happened five or six thousand years ago.

In the intervals of weorking, however,

When rich girl Joy Sharpe
was barred from her
Governess’ picnic, she did
not worry. Disguised as
Nakita, the Gipsy, she
arranged two picnics—one
with a hamper of rubbish !

Joy turned things over in her mind.
The spring sunshine came warmly
through the window, and there was the
song of birds outside. The great out-
doors was calling, trees were showing a
hint of green, and there were wild
flowers in the fields.

But Joy Sharpe would be in the dark,
dingy library—sewing |

For an hour Joy worked, and then
Miss Retcham rose. 2

“I am going down to the village, Joy,
and shall return in an hour,” she said.

She hurried out, and a moment later
was striding down the drive on her way
to the village.

Joy did not rush on madly with her
work. Instead, she cloeed the-French
grammar book, and rose.

“A picnic—that’s the idea,” she told
herself. “And a picnic on the river
would do granddad a lot of good. He
needs fresh air. He's looking awfully
pale. And it would do me good, too.”

The more she thought about it, the
more Joy hked the idea, and presently,
her eyes dancing, she hurried up to her
bed-room. Tinker, her pup, lay sadly
at the door, his head resting on his
paws, as though there was no fun in life
at all. But at sound of his misiress, he
became a changed dog.

If a dog can say ‘““whoopee,” Tinker
said it then He jumped high, and
nearly somersaulted with excitement,
and- gave a shill, high-pitched bark.

**Nakita 1" said Joy, and hurled open
her bed-room door

Tinker hurled himself at the ward-
robe, for he knew what that mysterious
word meant—f{reedom, fun, and a new
mistress.

He did not really want a new mistress
—but he wanted Nakita, the gipsy. To
him, Nakita and Joy were the same
mistress.

JOY’

Girl Romany

Everybody Miss

including
Retcham and Joy's grandfather, thought
that Joy Sharpe, rich girl, and Nakita,
gipsy girl, were two entirely different

else,

people; | But Tinker knew better. Ho
knew that the only difference between
the two was in their clothes, and the
colour of their skin!

Joy opened the wardrobe door, and
pulled out a gaily coloured frock which
was hidden there. \

Thanks to practice, she changed her-
self into Nakita in record time. She
put on the frock and sandals, dyed her
skin with the special stuff, and then
looked into the mirror to make suve
that nowhere did her own pale skin show
through the dye.

Tinker, in shrill excitement, ran to
the door, and then paused, while & dab
of dye was put on his jacket to make
him like S}ixgscr. Nakita's dog—his owu
twin brother.

“And not a sound,”” warned Nakita,

By IDA MELBOURNE

Very quietly, knowing the ways of the
house, she crept down the servants’ stair-
case, In the garden, she stole along
until she reached the drive. Then
boldly and openly, she walked towards
her grandfather’s study.

“Tinks,” she murmured, “this is
where Nakita fixes things for Joy !”

Creeping to the window, she peeped
in and saw her grandfather reading at
his desk. As she tapped the window he
looked up, quite startled.

“’Morning, gent!”
brightly.

“Er — good-morning |” said Joy's
grandfather, astonished, *“ls not this
somewhat anusual, peering in at the
window 1 ‘

“Not for gipsy girls, guv'nor,” said
Nakita, smiling. “I want to ask you a
favour. You've got a :ice lot of pretiy
flowers and I've got none. How'd it be
if you let me buy some

said Nakiia

oy knew her grandfather's kind
heart
“0f course,” he said readily. “Dy all

means,”
And, that settled, he turned back to
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his book; but Nakit:, did not mean it

to end there.

“You look tired, guv'nor,” she said
gently.

“Realij 7  gaid her grandfather,
amused. “Am I pale ?’

“You are, guv'nor. Can't you see the
spring? Can't you hear the birds?
On a day like this you and the little
girl ought to be out—on the river or
somewhere,”” she added daringly.

But he was not offended. He smiled
indulgently and rose, stretching himself.

“H'm! Outsiders see most of the
game—eh?” he mused. “ Perhaps 1
rather neglect the poor child.”

“Mister,” said Nakita in tense tone,
“don’t you worry. A gipsy knows—
and l know that you and she are going
to have happmess this afternoon.
You're going to give her a surprise.
You're going to order the cook to pack
a nice hamper. Can’t you just see her
skipping about with excitement? And
you could teach her to row.”

“H'm!"” he murmured.

“But beware—the governess! She
will be stern. She will forbid it,” said
Nakita, wagging a forefinger.

Her grandfather drew
dignity.

“You mistake the governess’ voca-
tion. She cannot forbid me to take my
own granddaughter out for the after-
noon,” he said rather huffily.

“'Course not. But I bet she tries,”
said Nakita.

And then, not wanting to over-do
tlllfings, she blew him a kiss and went
o

up with

Working her way to the back of the
house, she presently heard voices—her
grandfather's and cook’s.

“Well, I must say she needs a change
like this. and I'm glad you thought of
it, sir,” said the cook. “TI'll pack a
lovph hamper, I will really !”

Nakita skipped with joy.

“What Miss Joy would do without
me I don't know !”” she chortled. “Oh,
lovely—lovely 1"

And, dancing down the path, she
‘almost ran into Boko, the butcher’s boy.

“ Hey, you!” she said merrily. ““This
vour afternoon off 7"

“LTImts rightt  What of it?"” said

“Well, you hang around near the
river—and mebbe you'll be in luck.
Miss Joy's having & picnic, and you
may have a look in,” said Nakita.

Then, fairly singing with happiness,
she skipped off to the woods with
Slinker. And what fun it was!

For twenty minutes they frolicked;
and then, peeping down the lane,
Nakita saw Miss Retcham returning,
. walking quickly,
| "All over, Tinks, until this after-
noon,” she said. “And then what fun—
e¢h? On the river, Eucmckmg i
' But, instead hurrying home,
Nakita loitered, tempted to speak to
her governess.

“ Afternoon, lidy—I mean, morning !”

Miss Retcham halted.

“It is a pity a gipsy, being so clever,
does not know the difference between
morning and afternoon,” she mocked.
“Perhaps it comes of always looking
into the futura,”

. “Yes, lidy: and you've got a happy
afternoon before you. You're gmng to
travel. 1 see you in a train—""

Miss Rotcham smiled.

“Indeed! Then it gnes me great
pleasure to tell you you're wrong. I
was—but lm not now. My journey is
cancelled

Nakita nearly collapsed.

“Cancelled 1" she gasped.

“Yes, Instead of my going a journey

Y DEAR READERS,—Easter !
Thrilling word, isn't it? Laster,
the first of our Bank Holidays;
the time when we really know

that summer is on the way; when the
weather CAN be so very kind to us.

I had intended devoting most of this
chat to the subject of Easter. Indeed,
I was just about to plan out a whole
heap of things to say to you, when—
along came our mutual friend, and your
very own guide and philesopher,
PATRICIA, with her Two Pages for
this week’s issue.

And what do you think I found out?
Patricia had dealt with Easter; dealt
with it from many angles, in that attrac-
tive way she has. By the time I'd
finished reading what she had to say
on the subject I realised that there
wasn't anything left for me!

So, readers all, no more about Easter.
You'll find heaps and heaps of lovely
nctes and suggestions of an Easterish
nature in Pat’s own pages in the middle
of this number.

Well, there IS one thing I can speak
on with authority, anyway—next Satur-
day’s programme of stories, First of all,
the superb LONG COMPLETE ClLiff
House story by HILDA RICHARDS.

And what a treat, for Jemima fans
especially.

Jemima, of course, is a strange sort
of girl, as you know. Always flippant;
always ready with some quaint quip or
]C“i[ always seeming to be carefree and
mdxﬂ'erent to the things that go on about

But that isn’t the real Jemima, as we
know. That's just her manner; her
“ghell.L” In her heart, Jemima is
startlingly different, as loyal and re-
sourceful as the best, cool and alert.

So vou can give a shrewd _Euess as to
the delight and excitement in store for
you next week when you read

“JEMIMA TUNDER SUSPICION!”

A new role for Cliff House's strange
Fourth Former. But a role which
Jemima, despite its seriousness, tackles
in her own fascinating manner. And
Barbara Redfern & Co. are also most
actively involved, too.

As usual next Saturday’s number will
contain all our other topping features:
further magnificent chapters of “The

Jungle Hikers!” more of Patricia’s
Bright and Breezy Pages; another
“Chff House Pet” to add to your

collection, and finally one more delight-
ful story of “Glpav Joy.”

I say “one more ” because I'm afraid
it will be the last of this attractive
personality, at least for the present.
But much as we shall regret bidding
Joy good-bye, I don’t think you will be
too upset when you discover the topping
feature Miss Ida Melbourne is writing
in Joy's place. Full details of it next
week.

And now, au revoir once again.

With best wishes, your sincere friend,

THE EDITOR.
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to see someone, somzone is making a
journey to see me—here !”

And with that Miss Retcham passed
on, smiling with triumph at her defeat
of the fortune-teller. But, though she
plctured Nakita as being chagrmed she
couldn't guess just how completely
taken aback and de]ected the gipsy girl
was.

“ Not—not going away!
coming here !’ groaned Nakita.
golly! The picnic’s off 1"

Her brother
w“ Oh

Someone Would be Unlucky!

OY SHARPE crept down to the
kitchen. It was lunch-time, and
she had long since changed back
to Joy,

wardrobe.

Her gaiety was all gone; for she had

heard her governess go into her grand-
father's study, and when she emerged
she had been looking triumphant—the
victor |

Now Joy, sneaking down to the

kitchen, tried to find out what was hap-

leaving Nakita in the

pemnE to the hamper.
was there—packing it.
“Golly !” Joy cned in amazement.
“Then the picnic isn’t off | Does—does
Miss  Retcham  know it's being
packed 7"
“She does, Miss Joy,” said cook.

“She's asked for cold c,lucken ham,
and all the best we've got in tho
larder. There'll be enough for an
army, I should think.”

Joy blinked. It was astounding that

her governess should not only havo
readily agrced to a picnic, but ordered
it herse

At that moment - Miss Retcham
entered.

“Ah, I see that you are gettmg on
with it, cook,” she said. “My broiher
and I will not be having lunch. We
can combine the meal at tea. Put in
some fancy cakes and fruit and choco-
lates.”

Joy beamed.

“0Oh, Miss Retcham, how grand, how
wonderful !"” she exclaimed. *“I shall
just love it ! ’

“You?” said Miss ERei(ham sharply.
“You are not coming!”

Joy reeled.

“I—I'm not going on the picnic?”
she babbled.

“Of course not
with my brother.”

Joy went limp.

“But what am I doing, then?”
asked.

“Prcc:sc[y what I said you
doing,” said Miss Retcham,

I wish to be alone

she

were
“except

that, as your grandfather has decided

that he wishes to work alone, you can
do your noedlework at Miss Mitford’s
house. ~ She will expect you at half-
past two.”

Joy did not utter a word. She did
not dislike Miss Mitford, but—

But how different all that would be
from a picnic on the sunny river! How
dead, how dull, how depressing!

“By the way, cook, you have used
the right hamper?" asked Miss
Retcham. “The two are exactly alike,
except for the paint that was spilled in
one of them.”

“Yes, miss. The other one's outside.
It mtght as well be thrown away. The
butcher's boy was asking for a hamper.
I don't suppose he will mind that
paint.”

“No. 1 should imagine he will
delight in the flavour. Give it to him
by all means,” said Miss Retcham.

With heart as heavy as lead, Joy
walked from the kitchen, feeling just
as though she had been robbed.
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“My picnic—my hamper!” she said
miserably.

Miss l{etcham. humming merrily to
herself, went upstairs to chango into
more summery, river-like clothes. And
her last words were:

“Remember, Joy, Miss Mitford is ex-
pecting you at two-thirty *

But Joy, rebellious and wrathful, did
not reply as she went on to her bed-
room.

“If I can’'t go on their picnic, T'll
jolly well go with Boko and his pals,”
she told herself, “even though we
shan't have such a wonderful hamper
—even though——"

And then came a dazzling thonght
into her mind that chased away all the
clouds of gloom. Once again Nakita
could help her—and the moment Miss
Retcham had gone, Nakita would
spring 1nto action!

MiSEI MitrorD locked at the lovely
daffodils critically. Her maid
had brought them into the room, and
said that a gipsy girl was at the door,
selling them for sixpence a bunch.

It was cheap, far too cheap, and Miss
Mitford had a suspicious mind. How
could a gipsy sell these fresh daffodils
so cheaply?

“8how her in, I will see her myself,”
she said, lifting into her arms a large
iabb) cat which had been lying on her
ap.

She was a typical old maid, and
rather given to meddhing into other
people’s affairs. Naturally, being in-
quisitive and suspicious, she could not
just wonder if the flowers had been
stolen; she had to go into the matter
thoroughly.

The moment Nakita stood before her
Miss Mitford peered at her critically.

“How comes it that you can sell these
flowers for only sixpence a bunch?”

“The kind gent at the Gables gave
them me, ang you can ring up and
ask him if you like,” said Nakita
coolly. “He's a real kind gent.”

“Qh, he is, eh? Well, his grand-
daughter is coming here this after-
noon, so I shall find out,” said Miss
Mitford, and turned to her maid.

“Bring my bag, Jessie. I will have
three ﬁunches."

Nakita gladly sold the three bunches
she had, and then asked a question.

“That young girl from the Gables
coming here? Well, a nice, merry
afternoon you’ll have with her rompin
about. lidy; liven you up all right!
suppose she'll bring that there dog of
hern? You watch out for it biting the
curtain; and it'll give that cat of
yours some fun!”

Miss Mitford gave n little gasp of
dismay

“Js that the kind of girl she is?”
she asked indignantly.. “A fine thing,
Miss Retcham sending her to me when
she wants to be rid of her. ar,
dear! Chasing my cat! Poor
Tiddles! 1f that’s the kind of girl she
is, I won’t have her in the Pla.cel"

“Oh, lidy! Hope I haven't gorn and
put my foot in it,”” said Nakita.
“'Course, if you've got' a headache
mebbe she is a bit too much like. But
a proper sport she is. Never a minute’s
peace. If she's not knocking over one
thing, she’s smashing another,”

Miss Mitford’s lips compressed.

“T can feel a headache coming on,”
she said. “Good gracious! I regard it
as a sheer imposition upon my good
nature. Indeed—h'm !—tut-tut | Phew !””

“You have a nice sleep, lidy,” urged
Nakita. “You need it. This is tiring
weather, spring. Thank jyou,
’Arternoon |”

]idj‘ !

And Nakita managed fo walk
sedately down the path. But once in
the roadway she skipped with delight.

Back home she raced then, as hard as
she could go, and reached her bed-room
in breathless state. Only a moment after
the door had slammed there was a knock
on it.

“Miss Joy,” said the parlourmaid’s
voice, “there was a call for you. Miss
Mitford rang up to say that she’s got a
bad headache, and would you mind not
coming.”

“Thank you, Nellic!” said Joy. “It’s
quite all right !”

“Very well, miss. I'll ring up and say
you've had the message and won’t be
coming.”

Joy chuckled with glee, and then
danced about with Tinker, whom she
had shut in the bed-room while she went
to Miss Mitford’s house.

“ And now we're free, Tinks—free for
the picnie !” she chortled.

Down to the river she ran with
Tinker, and there, on the landing-stage,
was Bokeo, the butcher's boy, and two
friends.

““Here, Nakita,” said Boko indig-
nantly, “thought you said Miss Joy was
on a picnic? Well, she’s not. Her
governess dame is, and a bloke, but
not Joy.”

“All right, chum,” said Nakita easily.
“Mebbe she’s not. But the hamper her
governess has got is the one we're io
share.”

“What?” gasped Boko. And then,
after a pause, he added quite strangely:
*Look at my red ear!”

“That means your mother's talking
about you!” exclaimed Nakita.

“Wrong again,” said Boko, with a
rueful grin. *“So you're not much of a
gipsy. This ear is red because the old
boy socked it.”

“The governess’ brother?” asked

Nakita indignantly. ;
“Yes, if that's what he is.

She calls

By Ida Melbourne 2

him ‘Fred.’ And when I upped and
asked if Miss Joy was going with them,
she ordered me off, and then when I said
‘ Poor old Joy I’ he just whipped round,
called me an impertinent pup, and
gocked me |” said Boko, in wrath.

Nakita’s eyes flashed.

“Oh, he did! Well, he’ll be sorry for
that.. Now I don’t feel any kind of
regrets,”

“ About what?” asked Boko.

" About cating that lovely hamper of
theirs.”

Boko shook his head.

“Don’t be silly! How can we get it
from them? It’s theirs, not ours.”

“It’s Miss Joy’s, and she said I conld
have it if I could get it,” said Nakita.
“Have you brought along the hampex
you got from their cook, chum?”

“T have. And there's a hit of stale
cake, some cold tea, and a few hunks of
bread and some jam,” said Boko.

“'Then put some grass and stones in,”
advised Nakita.

“Eh? I'm not
Boko, surprised.

“But it'll make it heavier, scatty !”
said Nakita; and, opening the hamper,
she put in some heavy stones, a few
handfuls of earth, a small quantity of
twigs, and some nettles,

“ And now the final touch,” she said,
and covered the things with a pieee of
blue cloth, leaving one bit hanging out
as she fastened it down.

“What’s that for?”

“The governess had a bit like that
hanging out,” said one of Boko’s pals.

“Good!” said Nakita  briskly.
“Now, which way did she go? Miss
Joy promised you a slap-up picnie, and
you shall have it.”

Boko knew the way the governess and
her brother had gone, and, although he
was slightly puzzled, ha agreed to follow,

Nakita {oﬁed back in the boat and
steered, while Boko and one of his
chums gave a demonstration of rowing

an ostrich !” said

‘“ NOW then | "’ demanded Miss Mitford suspiciously. ‘‘ Where did you

get these flowers ? '

Nakita, pretending te be most demure, got

ready to make the interfering woman an unwitting accomplice in her little
plan to have a picnic.
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that kept the water moving bri:kly, and
combined bathing with boating.

“I've a plan,” Nakita announced.
“You've got to pretend to try to stop
me doing something.”

“0.K. 1" said o, winking. p

A moment later Nakita was speaking
in a hoarse whisper.

are, ahcad!” she

“Ah, there lheej ¢
suddenly exclaimed, as she sighted the
other boat, with Miss Retcham steering,
while her brother tugged Iulsurgl_v at
the oars. “Now for it, gents! Keep a
gay heart, and we'll have that grub !”

When They Were Opened!

hind  us,” said Miss

Retcham's  portly  brother

Fred. “I shall have to teach

them another lesson. They seem to be
following us about.” ;

Miss Retcham looked behind. .

“(Go ashore, Fred,” she said. “It will
be a plegsant spot for a picnic, and I
do not want you to strain your heart
rowing.”

He pulled ashore, for even that short
stretchpof river had flushed his cheeks,
and made his eyes bulge a little.

But no soomer had he landed and
helped Miss Retcham ashore than the
other boat pulled into the bank, too.

“This cannot be accidental,” Fred
frowned. “They are up to something—
planning vengeance perhaps for my just
rebuke.”

Boko's voice came clearly. .

“No, Nakita, chuck it,” she said.
“You can’t play tricks with Miss
Retcham, she's a nice lidy.” i

“Shush, they'll hear,” came the gipsy
girl’s voice.

“No they can’t, But, anyway, you
chuck it,” advised Boko. “I won't have
anvthing to do with it."”

“Nor me—nor me—-""

“Give me that hamper,”
Nakita’s voice.

Miss Retcham and her brother ex-
changed swift glances.

“That girl 1s planning some trick,”
said the governess. “And look—some-
one is dodging through the bushes

re.

Her brother crept across towards the
spot, and at the same moment Miss
Retcham saw another movement, and
herself moved forward.

Suddenly she wheeled, and was just
in time to see Nakita dumping a hamper
down on the ground.

“Stop !” she cried.

Nakita dashed through the bushes,
and appeared in view a few yards away

came

slaggering with a hamper. But at ex-
press s Miss Retcham's brother
rushed to her, shouting.

“ Stop 1" )

Then came Boko's alarmed voice.

“(Gosh, chaps—she's done it! She's

changed the hampers.”
The words were clearly heard and
Miss Retcham and her brother strode

forward.

“So—you chmied the hampers? Do
you know that that is stealing?” said
Mr. Retcham grimly

His sister looked
Nakita's feet.

“Yes—that is ours,” she said “Pick
it up, Fred. We will keep theirs as
punishment.”

“But this is ours,” said Nakita, “ And
vou can't keep our hamper. That's
stealing, too.”

“Girl,” said the governess. “You are
a fool as well as a liar. 1 happen to
know that that is our hamper because
of the viece of blue material sticking

“at the hamper at
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Replies to Some of Her Correspondents.

_MARJORIE LOONEY (Warrnambool,

Victoria, Australia).—Thank you for a very
charming little letter, Marjorie. Your dis-
trict sounds very lovely; I should love to
visit Australia some day. Be sure to write
to me again, won't you?

ELSIE FERROL (Glasgow, Scotland).—
What a tiny letter, Elsie! Next time you
write do tell me all about yourself. Yes, the
biographies of Babs and her chums have
already appeared in the “ Celebrities " series.
Did you miss them?

“OLIVE"™ (Co. Down, Ireland).—Here are
the full names you asked for, my dear: Leila

Constance C Jean Stella Cartwright,
Rosa | odworth, and Margot
Clementina Lantham. Yes, there is an Upper

and a Lower Third at Clif House. Doris
Eediern is in the Upper Third. Write again,
won't you?

MARCARET STEWART (Angus, Scot-
land).—You see, I did find a corner for your
reply, Margaret! Babs is aged 14 years and
6 months, and Bessie three months younger.
Yes, my dear, my dog Juno is an Alsatian—
and the dearest pet yon can pessibly imagine,

“BUNTY" (Nottingham).—You are
evidently rather like Janet Jordan in appear-
ance, Bunty, 1 wonder if you also share the
same tastes? (Janet adores swimming, you
know.) My pet Alsatian, Juno, sends paw-
shakes to Mac and Nelson. Be sure to write
again, my dear.

NANCY ABLE (Marham, Norfolk).—Thank
you for writing to me, Nancy. 1 was very
pleased to hear how much you are enjoying
my stories. Yes, Sarah Harrigan is the
oldest girl at Clif House. Of course I will
feature Bessie in many more of my future
stories, my dear. C. H. tales would hardly
be the same without her, would they?

out at the side. I remember trying in
vain to tuck it in.”

“ And so do I,” said her brother. “If
vou take this hamper, or try to, you will
be guilty of robbery yith violence, for
believe me it would entail a struggle.”

Nakita pulled a face.

“(Qh, all right. Have it your own way,
guv'nor. I'm not so strong as you and
these boys won't back me up. But
you're not having them both.”

And with that she walked to the other
hamper. Mr. Retcham took a step
forward, and then hesitated, shrugging.

“You can have that with pleasure,
but think vourself lucky that you are
not being charged with attempted theft.
I have never known anything so brazen
in my life.” -

Nakita carried the other hamper past
them, and silently she and Boko & Co.
went back to their boat.

“Gosh, aren’t you a mutt?” said Boko,
in surprise. “ Faney trying a silly dodge
like that.”

“Yes, fancy,” said Nakita.

“Row in the other direction,” com-
manded Miss Retcham’s brother, “or I
shall lose my temper, and the con-
sequences may be serious.” "

Boko and his pals, in a very subdued
mood, rowed off with the hamper and
Nakita!- Only Nakita was smiling, and

TrHE SCHOOLGIRL

;l:c_\- told her to take the grin off her
ace.

It was twenty minutes later, when
their spirits were somewhat revived,
that they pulled up in a lonely back-
water. And Boko opened the hamper.

“Sorry it's not better than this—"
he began, and then gasped blankly.
“Gosh! It's the wrong hamper!”

The other boys stared at the well-

packed hamper, with its fruit, chocolates,
chicken and other delicacies in amaze-
ment.

“Well, of course it is,” said Nakita.
“I told them the other one was ours,
but they wouldn’t believe it. They had
their way, and I hope they like it.”

Boko looked at her with deep ad-
miration and then roared with laughter.
He clung to his pals for support and.
they almost hooted and yelled.

“And won't Miss Retcham giggle
when she opens her hamper,” =said
Nakita merrily. “But who cares? She
robbed me—I mean, she robbed Joy of
her picnic,” she added hastily. “And
Miss Joy said I could have this hamper.
8o tuck in, chums.”

They tucked in.

Two miles down the river, Mliss
Retcham and her brother had landed
again, and the governess was opening

hamper.

“It is interesting to note, Frederick,”

she said, “how keen observation stands
ene in good stead. Had I not noticed
that our hamper had the picce of blue
cloth jutting out, I might not have
known so instantly that this one was
ours.”
“You have keen eyes,” he agreed.
What is in the hamper, did you say?”
“Cold chicken, delicious salad, fruit,
cakes, chocolates, apple pie. The feast
that would have sent those wretched
boys into a—why—bless my soul 1”

Miss Retcham, having opened the
hamper, drew back, her eyes wide, as
into view came earth, stones, and twigs |
She drndgg(ed them out and fomlnld a loa:
wrapped in newspaper, a small pot ol
cheap é'am. and a chunk of stale cake,
and a fask of tea.

“Frederick. It's the wrong hamper!
Quick—after them. They must have
ours.”

Her brother glowered down, eyes
rounded.

“The wrong hamper. I had my doubts
all the time—"

"Thfn it's a pity you didn't say

“You were so sure, as usual.”

“And weren't you? Didn't the gipsy
girl say the other was her hamper?
You played into her hands. She tricked
ou. In your usual blundering way,

rederick—"

“My usual blundering way ?” he said,
shocked at the injustice. “ How about
the blue cloth?”

ko was discussing the blue cloth at
the same moment, between mouthfuls
of delicious apple pie.

“Course, now I see why you put the
blue cloth there,” he mused. “But why
didn't she spot it sticking out of the
other 1" f

“ Because, being only a girl, I held it
so that the side with the blue cloth was
hidden, tucked up against me,” said
Nakita. “Half time with the apple-
pie, chum. I want some.”

But there was enough for all—of
everything !

END OF THIS WEEK'S STOLY.
BE sure to meet our irrepressible
harum-scarum again next Satur-
day. And do tell all your friends about
her, won’t you 2
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Further thrilling chapters of our great adventdre serial—

FOR NEW READERS.
TERESA FORRESTER, self-possessed and

resourceful, al

LUISE RAYMOND, her more timorous chum,
are on their way to meet Teresa’s parents
in Alrica when they beeome stranded.
With a quaint native girl,

FUZZY, as guide, they set off by cance, The
canoes were stolen by Fuzzy from a
warlike tribe, who come in pursuit ot the
chums ] They escape, but miss their
steamer and continue on foot. When
they help a white hunter, he gives them a
talisman ring, which allows them to enter
a native king's country. Findtu¥ a
lioness in a trap, they lower one of its
cubs on a branch. But the lioness
climbs out 1

(Now read on.)

& "

“Look! Warriors!
13 UT tihe cub down, Luise ! :
P Teresa gave that {frantic
shout of alarm as the lioness,
struggling out of the pit b
means of the pole, clawed at the ground.

In a moment, the animal, carrying
her other cub in her mouth, would be
out of the pit and attacking Luise. It
was so unforeseen that Teresa was caught
off her guard. They had lowered the
pole into the pit with one cub on it,
so that the mother might have her
babies with her. That done, they had
meﬁnz to lower the one that Luise now
held.

But the lioness had used the pole to
escape. Now, with the first cub in her
mouth, she came out.

Adolphus, the bab;
terrified chatter and rushed to the
nearest tree. Taking a jump for a
branch, he swung on to 1it,- and was
three floors up before the lioness had
moved a yard.

Teresa rushed at Luise to snatch
away the cub. g

“It’s clinging on,” wailed Luise in
terror.

Now the lioness was quite free of the
pit. Her eyes glowered, and she was in
a furious rage, tail lashing,

She could not know that the girls
were her friends, and ithat they had
sctually found her cubs and breught

chimp, gave a

—

[

them to her, out of sheer kindness of
heart.

To the lioness they were enemies.
They might even have made the trap,
and be kidnapping her other cub. _

She lowered the first cub to

round, and snarled.
righten the girl, so much the better,
she seemed to think, for she could not
rescug one cub without deserting the
other—and to her they were equally
precious.

But Teresa knew that at any moment
she might spring. Because Luise held
her cub she would attack her, maul her.
And Luise could not free herself from
the cub’s paws, which were caught in
her frock.

She turned to run, but Teresa caught
her in time, That was not the way to
safety. For the lioness could spring

the

~and run faster than they}

BECAUSE THEY BE
FRIENDED A  HELPLESS
LIONESS, THE JUNGLE
HIKERS AROUSED THE
WRATH OF THE GREAT
KING NOMPANYO'!

“Quick—hold it!” Teresa said
briskly.

And while Luise lifted the cub away
from herself, Teresa disentangled ifs
claws and placed it on the ground.

Fuzzy, meanwhile, with cooing voice,
sought to soothe the lioness. Many
times before she had soothed a savage
animal, for she had some strango charm
of manner that seemed to bridge the
gn}g of human and animal intelligence.

ut the lioness was too overwrought
even to heed Fuzzy's existence.

As she heard her cub squeal when ii
landed on the ground, she sprang.

Teresa saw the movement, and with
all her strength she pushed Luise. The
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If she could:
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push sent Luise 'staggering iuto {he
bush, and Teresa herself tottered back,
stumbled, and fell.

The lioness sprang between them—
where a moment before they had stood
together,

Teresa rolled over into the thicket,
while Luise secrambled through thaorns,
hardly noticing that they cut her.

Slithering to a standstill, the loness
swung round and made for her cub.
Pmklnﬁ it up, and keeping her head
lifted high, she carried it to ihe other
cunh, which trotted gladly to greei her.

Luise ran to join Iuzzy and Teresa.

“Oh, Terry—that was touch and go!”
sho gasped, her face challewhite, “1
thought she had me."”

Terry gripped her arm.

“Not hurt?” she asked anxiously.

“Just a few thorn-cuts, that’s all,”
said Luise shakily.

“Poor ald lioness, she didn't really
mean to hurt us. It was just to save
her cub,” said Teresa in forgiveness.
“Poor thing. I'll say she’s glad to be
out of that pit. I don’t suppose she
to be.”

Fuzzy, in a whisper, assured them
ihat the lioness would not leave her
cubs, to attack them, but all the same,
T'eresa insisted on chimbing to a branch
and taking Luise with her.

From that vantage point they
watched, and saw the lioness take her
cubs into the thicket, She moved off
4 foew yards with one, dumped it, and
returned for the other., Without a
pause she went backwards and forwards,
tirelessly, farther and farther into the
jungle—nearer and nearer her lair, tho
cubs overjoyed.

“Gone " snid Teresa, heaving a sigh.
“And now it's safe to get down. We
took a chance, but it was worth it.”

By
ELIZABETH
CHESTER
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“Well worth it,” agreed Luise, albeit
a little shakily. *“It was wonderful to
see the cubs so glad to see her.”

“Our good turn for the day, or rather
the night,” said Teresa, stifling a vawn.
“Golly, I'm tired. It's about time we
went -back to bed. But where's
Adolphus?”

Fuzzy called to Adolphus, and his
answering chatter came from the third
floor of a tall tree. He wanted to know
if it was safe.

“You come down,” said Teresa.
“We're not climbing up there after
you."”

Fuzzy assured him that it was really
safe, and Adolphus clambered down,
dropped lightly, and rushing to Fuzzy,
chattering, took her hand in his paw.

He looked about him as though he
was not too sure even now that all was
well. But Fuzzy gave him confidence,
and he kept a tight grip of her hand.

“Just a minute,” mused Teresa,
flashing her torch into the darkness of
the trees. “I suppose this is the right
way? A nice thing if we couldn’t find
our camp again.”

“My goodness—Terry,
suggest it I gasped Luise.
_But Téresa had not made the remark
lightly,
the lioness, directed to the pit by her
roars. But there was nothing to direct
them to their camp.

In dismay the three drew together,
and even Fuzzy was not sure of the
way. Not one of them had thought to
leaye a trail, so eager had they been to
find the lioness.

Teresa did not admit that they were
lost because she did not want to scare
Luise, and hoped against hope that she
would soon gain a clue to their way
back. “

“Just for a moment I forget.” she
said, ns casually as she could. “ILet's
think—we came upon the pit in this way

don't even

They had been attracted to .

—and we turncd left before we reached

“No, right,” said Luise quickly. “I'm
sure it was right.” .

Teresa looked at Fuzzy who was frown-
ing in perplexity.

“Did we turn left or right when we
reached the path?” she asked.

“Right,” said Fuzzy quickly.

“You're sure?” asked Teresa.

For the more she thought about it,
the more certain she was that they had
turned left. If the others were equally
sure that it was right, then the vote was
two to one against her, and she would
have to believe that she was mistaken.

“Yes, me sure,” nodded Fuzzy. “Me
got good nose for trail. Not forget. We
turn right.”

“You mean Wwe have to turn right
now—or we did?” said Teresa. There
was all the difference in the world.

“Didde,” said Fuzzy with confidence.

“Good. That means I'm wrong, so
vou'd better lead, because I could have
sworn that it was left,” said Teresa.

“I—I"m not really too sure,” admitted
Luise uneasily,

“Fuzzy is, though,” said Teresa.
“ And she's our guide. According to her
we've got to turn left soon.”

Fuzzy led them a dozen or so yards,
halted and looked about her thought-
fully—and then turned right,

“Here, whoa—this isn't
said,” warned Teresa.

“Oh, Fuzzy, don't say you don't re-
* implored Luise.
way,” said Fuzzy.
what I say biffor.”

Teresa shook her head worriedly, for
there was grave danger now of being
lost. If they turned left instead of right,
or the other way round, they could go
for” miles, deeper and deeper into the
jungle.

“We've got to stay here and make
quite sure,” Teresa insisted.

what you
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Fuzzy folded her arms indignantly.

““Me am sho,” she said firmly.

“Well, first you said we'd have to turn
left, and now right,” objected Teresa.
“80o—" She broke off and smiled.
“Hold up your right hand, Fuzzy.”

Fuzzy, surprised, raised her left hand.

“Now your left,” said Teresa, with a
smile of relief.

Up went Fuzzy’s right.

Luise, gravely anxious though she was,
had to smile, for the puzzle was solved.
Fuzzy did not know her left from her
right.

“Poor old Fuzzy,” said Teresa sadly.
“You’'ll have to walk backwards, then
vour left will be right. Come on—this
way, my infants.”

And Fuzzy, always ready to be amused
by her own silly mistakes, went with
Teresa—for, after all, they were both
agreed now as to the direction.

“The path's through there—and our
camp can’t be far——" Teresa's voice
trilled away. “What's that light?” she
exclaimed.

Through the trees came a reddish
glow and she turned, staring in surprise.

Luise and Fuzzy watched, too, as the
red glow came nearer, growing brighter.

“Fire?” said Luise, 1n awe,

“Fire doesn't travel like that. It's
winding amongst the trees,” said Teresa.
“lt's—golly! It’s flares—torches—men
carrying torches. Warriors !”

“Lioness—She King's Sister!”

13 ARRIORS {”
v v “Run.”
“No. Stay !”

Teresa. “Hide!”

Round a bend in the beaten path came
a small procession of men carrying
torches on high, and chanting a strange
dirge.

“Ringing, Singing asked
Teresa in surprise.

Fuzzy strained her ears and caught a
word or two.

“King Nompanyo—they call his
name!” she exclaimed. *“They say—
“We are the great king’s hunters. Very
brave men are we.’”

“Hide !” urged Teresa. “They may
be quite friendly, but we won't take
chances. Hide until they're past. If we
move on, they’ll see the bushes rustling.”

Crouched in hiding they watched, and
to their surprise, saw the procession
come to a hali—at the edge of the lion
pit.

The men grouped about it and then
suddenly yells of anger rose to the air,
and they scattered In every direction,
torches held high, searching.

“The lioness—they krow she was in
the pit,” said Teresa.

Fuzzy let out a gasp.

“PDey say—sacred lioness gone!” she
whispered. =

“Sacred lioness—oh !’ said Teresa in
dismay. “Now we've done it!”

The men were staring into the pit and
scarching the bushes. Now some of themn
had found the lioness’ trail and were
stooping low, following the spoor.

Luise moved forward as though to run
but Teresa held her.

“Quiet—if we move they'll think
we're the lioness,” she said boftly.
“They’'ll go after her perhaps, but they
won't catch up with her; they’'ll lose
the trail in the thicket. But they'll
fnl!fm' far enough to be out of sight of
us.

" Teresa was right. Grouping together,
the men followed the trail, and in a
moment only their torches could be seen.

“Now,” gaid Teresa, and with Fuzzy
leading the way they crashed through
the undergrowth back to their camp.

gasped Luise,
urged

what ?”
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"QUICK, quick | Give it to me!” Teresa cried. But the cub was clinging to Luise’s frock. Its

mother was almost out of the pit.

“Oh, dear, did we do the wrong thing
in freeing the lioness, then?” asked
Luise anxiously,

“We did right, but they may think
it wrong,” said Teresa. “But they
won’t connect us with it—that’s omne
blessing, at least.”

It took them a long while to find their
camp, but Bambo the young elephant
gave them warning. Patiently -awaiting
their return, he trumpeted when he
knew that they were near.

“ Phew—glad to be home,” said Teresa.

“Home? Yes, I suppose it is,” ad-
mitted Luise, with a shaky laugh.
“Fancy a tent and hammock being
-home! Isn’t it quaint, and yet—getting
back here I do really feel that we are
Lome.”

She was just as glad to see Bambo,
their luggage and equipment, as though
it were a comfortable little house.

Adolphus, equally delighted, greeted
Bambo with glee, did a little dance, and
then rushed to the bed he shared with
Fuzzy.

“And now we can settle down in
comfort,” said Teresa, “and get some
more sleep.  Let’s hope there are no
more disturbances.”

There weren’t, and very soon all were
asleep.

The next thing that any of them knew
was the dawn. And with the dawn came
the jungle chorus of bird song.

Once the birds were awake, every-
thing else had to wake up, too. The
birds saw to that.

“Hail, smiling morn,” was the burden

of their song, and each tried to outdo
the other in reaching top notes.

Tercsa sat up and rubbed her eyes.
Overhead in the trees were two birds,
bright blue, red, and yellow.

“ Hey, that's enough,” called Teresa.
“We heard you the first time.”

But the birds considered themselves
to be alarm clocks of the jungle, and
would not be stopped.

Adolphus crawled out from bed and
stretched, trod on Fuzzy's face, and then,
after a look at the birds, ewarmed up
the tree to give them a good walloping.
But the birds soared off long before
Adolphus reached them, and perched g
the next tree

“Up, chicks!” called Teresa, and slid
out of the hammock to the ground.

Luise, rubbing her eyes, scrambled
down, and Fuzzy, gently feeling her
nose where Adolphus had trodden in his

boyish way, shook her mop of wiry
hair.

“Brekker !” yawned Teresa. “So-ho
for breakfast. Who says some juicy
fruit? Who says a cup of tea? Who
says lighting a fire?”

*“Yes,” said Luise. “Yaw-a-a-al”

“Me light fire,” offered Fuzzy,
shaking herself. * Me get fruit.”

Bambo was already collecting fruit
for his own breakfast. He knew what
he: wanted, and the right shops for it.
But there was nothing to pay. Every-
thing in the jungle was free.

Luise combed her hair and brushed
it, wishing that there was a nice
bathing pool close to hand. Meanwhile
Fuzzy, having col'ected sticks, cleared
the ground, so that the grass should not
take light, and their little bonfire
become a forest blaze.

“Lovely day!” sighed Teresa. “But
it’s going to be hotter than ever, if pos-
sible. Put your sun helmet on, Luise, or
you may get sunstroke, you know.”

Luise put it on, and then, singing to
herself, staried to make plans for the
hot part of breakfast.

They were in gay mood, and Adolphus
gave them a fine little show, all by him-
self, although he was not being funny
intentionally.

Adolphus had decided to capture one
of the red, blue, and yellow birds, per-
haps to make a pet of it, perhaps to
borrow its colours to make a scarf, or
else for some other unguessable reason.

Unfortunately, no sooner had he
swung to the tree where the bird

erched than it flew neatly to another.

t was the most maddening thing
Adolphus had ever known, and
presently he ignored the bird com-
pletely, and plucked fruit and nuts

instead, trying to give the impression—
or so it seemed to the girls—that he had
not wanted to capture the bird at all,
but had merely been giving it exercise
to keep it fit.

“Am I hungry?’ asked Teresa
“Golly, what couldn’t I do to bacon and
eges 1™

“Well, you can have it,"” said Luise
“Where’s the frying-pan?”

She found it, and got busy.

Fat was sizzhing in the frying-pan,
and Teresa was arranging knives and
forks and plates when Fuzzy, who had

gone fruit-picking, came scurrying
back.
“Men come—King Nompanyo's

In another few seconds she would spring |

men !” she said excitedly. *“Men whe
bringed torches.”

Teresa jumped up at ance. She was
not alarmed, bur it was not a piece ol
information that could be ignored,
remembering how the men had searchec
for the mssing lioness the night before,

“You've got the ring still, Terry?”
asked Luise anxiously.

Teresa held out her left hand, on
which shone the king’s ring. It was
their talisman, and the mere sight of
it gave Luise corfidence, fo®they had
already had proof of its power.

The ring, which a British hunter had
given them, was King Nompanyo's, and
anyone wearing it could be assured of
his friendship and assistance, a free
passage through this, his country.

The men whom Fuzzy had seen now
came into earshot, and presently Teresa
saw them and gave suhmu.

Plainly amazed to see her, they came
to a balt, and one of them stepped
forward. He was clad in a cotton
garment, a red sash about his waist,
and in his right hand he carried over
his shoulder a heavy sword.

“Greetings !’ said Teresa.
greetings to King Nompanyo!
English 1”

The man halted, his face solemn and
stern.  He spoke sharply, but not in
English, so that his words meant
nothing to Teresa or Luise. But Fuzzy
understood, and Teresa, to be able to
guess what he said, watched her face.

Fuzzy looked startled. Then she
frowned and shook her head vigorously.
Next, she pointed to Teresa’s left hand.

Teresa, understanding, held out the
ring. In surprise the man leaned for-
ward, took Teresa's hand, and made a
close examination of it.

That done, apparently satisfied that
the ring was genuine, he stiffened and
gave salute.

“Phew !” came a sigh-of rclief from
Luise.

“What did he say, Fuzzy?”
asked.

Fuzzy smiled.

“Him ask if we see de sacred lioness,
Me say no. Not say we letted her out of
da pit-——-"

The man, staring at her, suddenly
uttered an cxclamation, and stepped
forward.

“You let the lioness go free?” he
cried in English.

“Loyal
Speak

Teresa
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Tuzzy fell back, eyes wide. Mean-
while, Teresa looked at the man in dis-
may. They had been trapped. He
understood English, but had pretended
that he did not. Unguardedly, Fuzzy
had spoken too freely. And now the
truth was out,

With folded arms the man stared at
them.

“King Nompnnryo." he eaid in stern
tone, his brow furrowed. “Him get
E]enly cross. Him wait sacred lioness.
You plent £

bad.

Teresa {md no idea whether their
offence was considered serious or not,
but she did not regret what they had
done, and she was willing to admit it
evl‘;n to the great King Nowmpanyo him-
self.
**We took the cubs to the lioness,” she
eaid, “and she escaped. If we have
offended the king, we are sorry.”

The man frowned upon her sternly,

“You do bad.,” he insisted. “The
great king shall be much anger. Me,
too—me he shall be anger with."”

Then he spoke to Fuzzy in their own
tongue, and Teresa saw that she became
even more concerned.

*“What does he say 1" she asked, when
he paused.

Fuzzy's eyes were wide, and she
blinkec{. y i

*“Him say—we taken um king sister,”
she said. ' Lioness—her sister of King
Nowpanyo I

And The King Awaits |
UISE nearly giggled, and Teresa
|ﬂ herselt ha'zl i iurd job not to
smile at the quaint idea, but she
knew too much abont native
beliefs to treat this one lightly. .

For soine reason or other, the king
supposed that his = sister had been
changed into a lioness. And that meant
but one thin te. There was a
witch-doctor at work pretending to cast
gpells. .

Naturally, Teresa herself did not
believe for one moment that such a
thing was possible. The lioness was just
an ordinary lioness, but if the king
really believed hi= witch-doctor, he
would be completely convinced that the
lioness was indeed bis sister, and it was
~necessary to be careful. Above all, the

girls must not scoff, .

“Ask him,” said Teresa swiftly, “if
the king is well.”

TFuzzy asked the question, and the
man's countenance became mouruful in
the extreme, as in sig-song voice he
gave reply to the question.

The king was ill, sad. and he would
grow weak. The kir:lg's sister had been
taken from him, and vow roamed the
jungle in the guise of a lioness, Ouly
when she was returned to the king
would he be well again. If she didn't—
he would never get welll

It was an alarming story. and Luise,
at least, looked decply concerned, while
TFuzzy's eyes were as round as saucers,
for, being a native herself, she had been
brought up to accept these strange
legends and beliefs. i "

But to Teresa it was just plain bosh.
She knew that the king was being
fooled. The witch-doctor, for some
reason of his own, wanted power over
the king; and was playing on the king's
love for his sister.

“Then what do you want us to do?"”
Teresa asked. “Go with you to the
king, or find the lioness?"

“Find lionees,”" said the man sternly.
“Only by finding lioness shall great

If not so—bad!

a1

king be made please.
Bad for vou. es—very ba
Luise looked anxiously- at ‘Teresa,
quite alarmed now by the turn events
had taken, and Fuzzy was looking as
though their doom was at hand.

All her life Fuzzy had heard stories of
the great King Nompanyo, who was
kind to his friends, and terrible to his
enemies, and the mere thought of incur-
ring his wrath had always made people
tremble,

Mothers had used his name to frighten
their children into obedience, even
though there were so many who lauded
hitn as a just and mereiful ruler.

*** How can we find the lioness?"” whis-
pered Luise huskily.

Teresa spoke with lowered voice.

“There's hardly a hope of findiag
her,” she said. “But 1f King Nom-
panyo is all they say he is, then 'm
sure he won't be angry. Look here!
We're not hunting for the lioness. We're
going straight to the king himself "

“But he'll be angry with us,” gasped

Luise. :
“Perhaps. Perhaps not,” decided
Teresa, “I'm not so sure This story

may be all bosh. These men mayn't
want us to meet the king. And, any-
way, if the king does think it was his
sister in the trap, we can say it was a

kindness releasing her. That's our
line.”
The men moved a little nearer to

listen, but the whispering was too soft
for them to hear words distinctly.
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will be here soon. And that will
mean SUCH FUN —SUCH
LAUGHTER ifor you. Look

out for full details next week.

Luise, always realy to agree with
Teresa, whose ideas so often proved
sound, did not argue now.

“1 think you're right, Teresa,” she
said.

“Of course I'm right. And, any-
way, there will be another lioness in
that trap before long.” said Teresa.

She turned to the man with the red
sash, who watched them intently, a
cunning glint in his eyes.

“Take us to King Nompanyo,” she
said :n commanding tone. “We will
explain to him.”

uise admired Teresa for her cool-
ness; for the fact that she could speak
with such sureness and command. She
did not know what inward qualms
Teresa had “all the time.

But bluff was needed. It would
never do to seem mervous and afraid.
Onee the mnatives felt that they were
dealing with superior peopla they
would take orders, and already
man’s manner had changed.

“Walk in front,” Teresa commarded.

Rather sulkily, the man gav. orders
to the others, and they turned.

“Don’t go till we give the word,”
added Teresa. “We have to pack a
fow things first.
us to the king.”

And, quite calnly, Teresa turned
and signalled to Luise and Fuzzy.

Teresa did not intend to hurry over
breakfast. so they settled down to the
meal, while the man stood back, mut-

the -

Then you shall take .

THE SCHOOLGIRL

tering and shifting from one foot to the
other

But, naturally, the girls did hurry
more than usual, and the meal was
finished n quick time. Packing,
which had become a matter of routine,
did not take long, either, and soon
Bawmbo was saddled with the luggage.

“And now,” said Teresa, “we are
ready. How far is it1”

“Two of clocks,” was the answer.

“Two hours?” said Teresa, surprised.
“I thought it was much farther.”

“All the better,” Luise murmured.
“I shall be glad when we get to him
—unless—unless we regret it1”

But Teresa did not waver. There
was no going back. They were in
King Nompanyo's country, and they
must go to him. Although Luse might
be alarmed, Teresa was not, for she
had an idea that King Nompanyo
would be impressed, not only by the
fact that they had thes ring, but by
mention of her father.

The first kour seemed long: the
second went more quickly—so quickly
that it came as quite a shock when,
breasting & rise that gave a view of
spreading country below, their guide
halted anJd said:

“King Nompanyo—cestle "

He pointed, anl the three girls drew
together and stared at the remains of
a magnoificent white building, once a
glorious palace, now overgrown by
tangled jungle in places, the roof caved
in—and yet for ulr that impressive and
awe-inspiring.

It was hardly smore than a quarter
of a mile away, and they could see the
flash of sentries’ spears

One of the party ran ahead, but
already their approach had been sig-
;;_alled, and anatﬁer man came to meet
im.

“Now for King Nompanyo,” said
Teresa. her eyes shining. 1 wonder
what he's like 7"

Fuzzy was torn between eager excite-
ment and a sinking feeling of fearful
anticipation; for she had never met a
king before, and she became suddenly
conscious that her dreams of being a
priucess were indeed only dreams.

The two runners, the one from their
party and the one from the palace, met
and called out, their words being clear
enough for Fuzzy to interpret.

“Him ask—king's sister found?"

“Oder say * Alas, no! Alas, deso bad
girls dey done free her.'”

Even as she translated, the palace
runner went hot foot back to take the
bad news, and the leading guide turned
to them.

“Now,” he said in grim tone,
go meet the king. Watch out!”

Luise clutched Teresa's haud as they
reached the palace, halted in a shady,
carved archway. and. passed through
into a cool stone corridor.

At the end of that corridor was a
large roomm whence the sounds of
lamentations came and the soft beat of
a drum.

King Nompanyo was bewailing the
loss of his sister !

“Come !” said the guide in a voice
of triumph. * “The king awaits—and
o! his wrath is as the wrath of a
trapped leopard !”
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