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An intriguing incident

from the wonderful story

of Barbara Redfern &
Co. in this issue.




“][ SAY, Babs, what's
ter dehanded,

“Lydia Crossendale, vou know.” And
her to lend me a half-crown—"

The New Lydia!

the matter with
Lydia 7" Bessie Bun-
“Lydia?” Barbira Red-

fern asked absently.
lump Bessie Burniter of ., tlie Fourth
;’m'm at Cliff House nodded. “I asked
“And she told you to go and eat
coke !” colden-haired Mabel Lyon

THE SCHOOLGIRL

Long Complete story of Barbara Redfern & Co., featuring a very, very
strange schoolgirl.

chuckled. “You cau't blame her for
that, old Bess!”
Babs smiled, and plump Bessie

blinked indignantly through her thick
spectacles at her two chums.

“But she didn't tell me to go and eat
coke,” she said offendedly. “ And, any-
way, if she had, why should I eat coke
when the tuckshop has got a ripping
new supply of strawberry tarts in?
Lydia, in fact,”” Bessie szifl, glowering,

(ALl rights of this publication are reservud
and reproduction is strictly forbidden.)

“was most awlully obl:iging And 1
must say she didn’t make half the fuss
you girls make about lending me a
measly half-crown. She just lent it,
that’s all 1”

“Sure it’s a real one!” put in
Tomboy Clara Trevlya, with a wink.

*Oh, really, Clara' 1 hope I know
a good halfa-crown when-1 see onel
But, I say, Lydia is jolly decent since
che’'s come back, isn’'t she? Do you
think she might lend me another hali-a-
crown if 1 asked her, Babs1” ’

“Well, no harm trying, at all
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events,” Dabs chuekled, “Dy the way,
where is Lydia?”

“Gone to post the jolly old letters,”
“Jemima Carstairs mirf glancing round
from her typewriter in tho corner of
Study No. 4, whoere this discussion was
taking place. “¥Funny, though.”

“What's funny?”

“Lydia!”

Funny, yes! They all know what
Jemima meant. They all looked at each
other as Bessie, with a hopeful smile on
her fat face, rolled out of the room.
Funny it was that Lydia Crossendale,
iheir erstwhilo enemy, the former de-
spised snob of the Fourth Form, should
have shown such a startling improve-
nient in her conduct since her return
to Cliff Housc a week or so ago!

Not even yet could they altogether
credit the miracle which seemed to have
transformed that girl; for Lydia—the
snob, the cheat, the sneak—was an over-
whelmingly changed being.

Lydia, in fact, so far from being the
sneering enemy of old, really seemed
determined, since her return, to make
Babs & Co. her best chums. Lydia, the
fanguid, had become the most feverishly
bustling and energetic girl in the
Fourth Form.

“Well, she certainly seema resolved
to turn over a new leaf,” Barbara Red.
fern commented.  “1 don’t think I'vo
cver seon such o chango in a girl.”

“Not playing some sly game?” Clara
questioned—Clara know Lydia.

“But what sort of game could she ba
playing 2 Babs asked. “ What can sho
possibly have to gain?  And I must
say,” shoe added warmly, “that she's
done wonders on the preparations com-
mitteo. Tf it hadn’t been for her wo
shouldu’t have got through half the
work wo have dono. I only hope,” she
added, “sho has decided to reform.
Anyway, while she keeps on like this
I've got no complaint to make.”

Mabel Lyun  nodded approvingly.
That strange girl, Jemima Carstairs,
pausing to adjust her monocle, frowned
thoughtfully, but made no comment.

What Balbs said was certainly true,
however, and the sentiment sho ex-
pressed was echoed by all of them.
Lydie certainly had worked hard—and
that at a timo when hard work was
most wanted. Apart from that, Lydia
Irad materially helped the school in last
Saturday’s inter-school sports against
Whitechester by winning the half-mile
hurdle race.

Marvellous, that! Because Lydia,
unormally, was not interested in games.
And because sho had won that event
Lydia was entitled to a prize for it.

Owing to a sudden downpour at the
end of tho aftornoon the prizes had not
been awarded on the day of the eports
itself, and because ;I);izegi\'ing had to
bo postponed, Cliff House and White-
chester had decided to make a special
cvent of it It was in preparation for
that ovent that they wore all now so
industriously working.

For the prizegiving evening was to
take place at Chif House next Saturday
—and with the prizegiving, s grand
dance with entertainment and refresh-
mnenta.

Parents from both schools were being
invited, and Lord Courtfield had agreed
to present the prizes. Naturally, with
go little time for preparation, both
Whitechestet*and Cliff House had found
ihemselves with a great amount of work
to do, and it had been a case of all
hands to the pumps. And Lydia had
worked with untiring willingness and
cnergy.

Clara Trevlyn flushed a little.

“Well, of course, I don't want to run
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Lrdia down if she’s really turning over
a new leaf,” sho said. “This change in
her does seem a bit toe good to be true,
though, that’s all.”

“At the same time,” Babs said
thoughifully, “she had her lesson, didn’t
the? I can't imagine that she had a
very good time at home after being sus-
pended for what the did to Brenda
Fallace, She was away six weeks, re-
member, and in six wecks she’s probably
had a chance to think things over, Yes?
Hallo! Come in!" she finished, as a
knock sounded at the door.

The door opened. It was Lydia
Crossendale herself who appeared.

“Oh, hallo, girls!” sho said brightly.
“Babs, I've posted the letters. Shall 1
phone Linda Gay now?”

“Well—" Babs said. “No, Lydia,
I don'i think we'd better—yet. You see,
I've got to get ont a list of guests.”

“Let e do that for you,” Lydia
offered,

“Buyt you've worked like @ horse
already,” Babs protested.

Lydia laughed—such a rippling laugh
it was, so difforent from that half-
eneering, half-mocking snigger she
usually gave. '

“The strangest girl in the Fourth Form!”
Carstairs had often been called that,

3

“Well, Lydia, you haven'i given us
much chance to think otherwise, have
you #'* i

“No,"” Lydia admitted at once; “lmt
I'm through with all that now. I've
had my lesson,” she added bitterly.
“It wasn't nice being sent liome for
six weeks for the tricks I played on
Brenda Fallace. I had a rotten tims
at home, and my parents only let me
come back to school on condition that
I behaved myself. That's why I'm
anxious to do all I can now to show
you that I'm going to play the game.”

Babs smiled. Well, if Lydia
genuinely meant that—and it certainly
soemed that she did—she would have
a loyal helper in Babs, the captain of
the Fourth. =

“And that’s why,” Lydia said sins
ceroly, “I want to help. I want to do
things. I want to make myself a credig
to the Form. Honestly, I'm telling the
truth! I've finished playing the fool I

“Even finished,” Jemima asked
gently, “breaking bounds at night?”’

“Yes, of course.”

“Then why,” Jemima asked; and
Bahbs stared at her, feeling faintly
annoyed that Jemima should ask such
a question, “did you break Lounds the
night before last?”

ydin stared.

“I—1 didn’t !” ;

.“Not" Jemima shrugged,  “Then
maybe I was dreaming. Or inaybe,”
she said, “it was your shadow L saw

Jemima
And when somes=

one unknown set out to cause trouble between Cliff House

and Whitechester School, Jemima acted more mysteriously

than ever. The question girls began to ask each other
was: “lIs Jemima the unknown mischief-maker 2"

“I've enjoved it,” she said. “And,
after all, we have got rather a rush on,
haven't we? Many hands make light

work, vou know. I=n't that so,
Jemima 77 .
“0Oh, quite! Absolutely! Simply

staggering, tho truth in that!” Jemima
beamed, “Hard work breaks no bones,
as the blithe old ballad says. Though
I must add,” Jemima groaned,
straightening here back in her chair,
“that two hours' banging at this fear-
some typewritor has made my old spinal
column creok like the leaning tower of
Pisa. IFearfully eramping for the old
back, typing.”

“Plense lot me do it,” Lydia cried
eagerly. “You know I love typing.”

“Well, well, that's an idea certainly,”
Jemima said and frowned thoughtfully.
“At the same time—pardon the old
illusion—but I had an idea you weren't
fond of typing.”

“Well, that's vour mistake, T am,”
Lydia laughed. *And, aftér all,” she
ng(!fxl, “it's all in o good cause, isn't

“Rather keen on the good caunse—
what#'" murmured Jemima,

“And haven't 1 reason to be?” came
Lydia's immediate retort.  “Why
shouldn’t I be keen? I'm going to get
e prize, aren’'t 1?7 And aren’t my
parents coming down to seo the prize-

iving? Oh, 1 know,”’ she added,
shrugging, “that it all must seem jolly
funny to you! This sudden change in
me, I mean. You all think I'm an out-
sider, don't you? A sneak, & snob, a
mischiefl-maker {”

Babs flusfied a little. Tt seemed
that the question was addressed to her.

creeping into the merry old dorm alout
hidnight, Or perhaps,” Jemima added
cheerfully, “I was just imagining
things. Or perhaps it might have been
some other girl—what? Sure it wasn’
you, old Spartan?”

“No, it wasn’t!” Lydia snapped,
with one of the old Lydia-like gleams
of anger in her eyes.

“Then, in' that case, pardon,”
Jemima said blandly. * But some givl
did break bounds the night before last,
and that girl, as she passed the merry
old bed on which I snuggle my weary
Lones o nights, smelt strongly of thoe

perfume which thou dost use, fair
Lydia.  Still, again a thonsand and
one apologies!". No offence, old
topper ¥’

Livdia laughed.

“Nono at all,”’ she said. “In any
case, I don’t blame you, Jimmy. It's

one of the fool things I might have
dono before I came back, but not now.
And as for the perfume—wcll, you
know that half a dozen girls in the Form
borrow my perfume. Can I do that
typing now ?”

“The chair,” Jemima said mag-
nificently, “is yours, - Be secated,
Spartan.”

And she smiled—(hat bland, puzzling
smile of hers.

Babs frowned a little, becanso sho
knew that whenever Jomima asked
questions like that, and smiled like
that, something deep and profound was
going on in the keen brain which was
covered with that shining, sleek Eton-
crop she wore. !

Apparently pointless and very irritat-
ing conld Jemima be at times;
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myslerions both in her actions and her
words, but nnderneath it all Jemima
was ver ¥, very clever,

Even so, Jemima, like everyone else,
made mistakes, And, in any case, as
Lydia had said, someone else could
have borrowed her perfume.

Lydia, a beaming smile on her face,
took her seat at the typewriter, and
began to rattle off the envelopes which
Jemima had been addressing. Curi-
ously  and a.dummglg Jemima gazed
at her as her nimble I.mgc:s swept over
the keyboard.

There came a tap at -he door.
TFreda Ferriers, the sneak of the Form
and Lydia’s chum from Stiudy No. 1,
looked in.

“Oh, there you -are!” sho said, as
she saw Lydia. “T say, I've been look-
ing for youl. 1 thoeght you were
going to Coeurtfield 2

“I'm sorry; busy i Lydia
curtly. -

“But you promised——""

“1 said,” Lydia retorted,
busy | Buzz off !

Freda’s mean little cyes gleamed.

“Look here——"

Lydia rose. With a glance at Bahs
she ecrossed to the door. Very firmly
she caught the open-monthed IFreda
by the shoulder, and pushed her into
the passage. Without a word she
cl the door, resuming her seatat
the typewriter. Jemima gri

“Neat —what{” she murmured,
“Cheers for the strong, silent—woman
siuff1 -~ Dear liitle Freda - will -

weved.”
“Well, let Iler’ Lydia snapped.
“Look here I-rcda. hooted, out-
side the door. :

“Go and eat coke!™

= %re you coming " -

Crash! clamped Freda’s Toot upon
the door, and, muttering and fuming,
she was then heard stamping off down
the corridor..

Lydia shrugged, smiling fainily.
“Good 1id§ame P

gaid

“I'm

she said. “1 say,
Babs, what's Mrs, Bro“m-i new
address? 1 think you've got ithe old
one here. Shall T go and lock it up

in the phone book #'?

“Oh, please!”_Bahs said.

Lydm rose. Qut she went.
looked at each other,

“My hat, how that girl’s changed !”’
Mabs said. *“Fancy ticking l'rcda off
like that!™

“Jolly well amazing!” =aid Clara
Trevlyn.

“And just look,” breathed Babs, “at
the amount 'of work she's donel!
Jimmy—"’

“Adsum,” Jemima said cheerfully.

“What did you mean by chipping
lier about heing out of bounds?”

"Wel! dash it, one must make con-
\'eraaf.iun-—what?” Jemima returned
vaguely.
was a big dance at the Courtficld
Palais that night.- Well, we all know
what interest our little Lydia used to
have in the affairs at the Palais, don’t
we, and; puoiting two and two together,
and spunkhng 'em with a dash of

Lydia’s nifty perfume, I made five and
nine-tenths of them, as usuyal? Alas!
that I should fg'o through this sad life
making such fearsome errors. What
about a spot of tea?” . 4 '

“Yes, rather; tha.t' szt what T
was going to sty. ump Bessie
the door at

Bunter said, coming’i
that moment._ *C: gql” she  added,

hlinking round through her k &

tacles. “Nobod‘ys ever lzﬂﬂtl;'tg in?:ﬁ:,
you know. aw‘g ‘Babs, when are’ You
going to finish?’

The four

'eome:hmg was' wiong-

“And, as it happened, there .

“lartly,

“Two minutes,” Dabs said. “Shush!
Don’t worry, Bessie! I'm trying to
make out a time-table.”

“And I * Mabs said, looking up with
a sigh, “have just finished a plan of
the seating  aecommodation. Did
somebody say tea? I'm just dying for
it. Babs, shall we invite Lydia i

“Why* not?”’ Babs asked. “She’s
ecarned i1 Oh, here she is!”? she
.ulded as Lydia entered the room.

“Like fo stop to tea, Lydia??

Lydia flushed.

“Well, I--ld love to, if—if you'll
have me,” ghe said. “I'd love to—
{nghlfull_y! But let me help to get
it.

And, with Babs finishing her task
she did help to get it, and bustled
about with such cnergy, indeed, that
tea was ready in half tho time it
usually took 1o prepare it in Study
No. 4. Added to that, Lydia' went
along to her own study—btudy No. 1—
and added a new uncut cake she had
bought. In beaming good humour
they all sat down.

“And after tea,” Babs said, “we’ll
trot along to Whitechester., Like to
come, Lydia?"”

Lydia looked up quickly.

“ Whitechester ?”  she asked and
paused. ““Well, no—no thanks! I—
1'd rather get on with the envelopes.””

““Oh, but they’ll do to-morrow !” Babs
said. “In any case, yon look as if a
stroll would do you good.”

“No, thanks!” Lydia Em:lcd but she
cast a rather peculiar look towards the
door, and Jemima, coughing suddenly,
took out he maonocle and polished it
ugorouslv “J—]J don’t really feel like
“al!ung, she added lamely; 3 and—and
—well, would like to finish those
letters oﬁ' now I've started them. You
won’t mind 1 :

“Not at all!” Babs laughed. “Pass
the jam, Bessie! Why, yes, come in!”’
she added, twisting round, and then
leapt to her feet, with a cry of surprise.
“Linda ! Qucem-.. 1 she cried.

Linda Gay, the captain of the Fourth
Form at Whitechester Sechool, with
Queenie Pelhamm, it was. But not the
usually werry, laughing Linda they
knew so well. Her face, indced, was
rather grim.

But in their delight at seeing these
friends of theirs, none of the Cliff House
girls noticed anything at all unusual.

“Come inl” Babs said joyfully.
“Just in time for tea, Linda.”

* Thanks [” Lmdn paused. “We
didn’t come for tea.”

“Oh!” Babs blinked, aware then that
“What's the

madtter ¥*

“The matter,” Linda said, and sud-
denly revealed a cutting from a news-
paper, “is this I

ahe planked the cutting down on the
ta

“That’s a letter which appeared this
morning in the ‘ Courtfield Herald.” It
was sent to the paper by a Cliff House
girl. I do think, Barbara,” she added
“ihat if that letfer means
exactly what you at Cliff House think,
then the sooner we call off the prize-
giving arrangements for Saturday, the
better | Read it !”

But Babs, almost dazed, was alréady
reading it. And she started as the head-
ing to the letter caught her eye.

“SCHOOLGIRL COMMENT ON

_PUBLIG SCHOOL -HYPOCRISY,” it

read. “ARE CLIFF, HOUSE AND
WHITECHESTER ‘THE FRIENDS
THEY SEEM 1*

THE ScHOOLGIR)

.Nol Much of a Clue!

ELL%” Linda Gay
demanded
But Babs did

not reply then.
With dazed eyes she was
rendmg the printed ]mtrr
“huch, signed “ Chff House Schoolgirl,”
was unfolded before her eyes. It read:

“As’a girl who feels some degree of
honesty in these things, 1 really must
write to protest about the preparations
which are now going on at Chff House
School for the forthcoming entertain-
ment of Whitechester, It is nothing
but a display of hypocrisy.

“For it is a well-known fact that Cliff
House and Whitechester never can ho
friends. The so-called * friendly rivalry’
which exists between the two schools is
merely another name for jealousy.
Alrcady Whitechester are grumbling
because they will not receive as many,
prizes as the girls of CLiff House Schoal.
Here at Cliff House,.contempt for its
rivals 1s expressed upenly——except, of
course, when Whitechester  girl
happens to be on the seene. Why ecan’t
we be honest, and tell Whitechester we
don’t really like them? And why can’t
Whitechester tell us the same?

“A CrLwrr Hovuse ScHOOLGIRL.”

Babs’ face turned pale with anger as

shs pn..acd the slip to her chums.
*“Linda, you -don’t believe that?”

“Well, there it” is!” Linda said
shortly. “Believe it or not, it's not a
very nice thing to see in the paper, -is
it? One of your girls must have written
it, otherwise the paper would never have
dared to publish it. I think, at lcast,
it calls for an explanation *

“My hat, T'll say it does!” Clara
e rcﬂ,}n glowered.

“It's not made a very goad impression
at Whitechester,” Queenie Pelham put

in,

Babs nodded grimly. She could
understand that. Had the letter been
signed A Whitechesier Schoolgirl,” it
would not have made a very good im-
pression at Clff House. Fast friends
though the two schools were, there were
always people rcady to believe in state-
ments of this sort, and even among
friends such an accusation was liable to
leave bitter feelmgs. She looked again
at Linda.

& You haven't ma-.le inquiries, I sup-

se 7"

" “No,” Linda said. “I thought the
mqulrmg, if any, had better be left to
you.. Whitechester's pretty mad about
it, I can tell you. They're demanding
that the girl who wrote it shall be found
out and made to apologise.. Some ot‘
them are alrcady saying thatthey won't
come to the reception on Saturday.”

“But who,” Lydia Crossendale askod

angrily, “could have written such an
insult 1?
- “Don’t I wish I knew !” Babs said.
“At tho same time, we can jolly well
find out,” she added, “ immediately after
tea! Will you stop to tea, Linda? We
want to talk to you.”

“I'm sorry, I can't!” Lmda said.

“Well, Quecnie

“Thanks, but Linda and I have some-
where to go,” Queenie Pelbam said hesi-
tantly. ‘“But we]l be glad “to hear,
Eabs’,’ when you've found outr. Bye-

o |

Shc smiled round the room aa ghe and
Linda went out. But it was not the
same cheery smile as of old, and the
abruptness of their departure ‘seemed to
suggest that they were not quite satis-
fied at the turn events had taken. Thero
was a long silence in Study No. 4,



EVERY SATURDAY

*Spanncr_in the old works—what?”
Jemima said thoughifully. “Somo big
bad wolf stalking across the fold of
friendship and peace. But how, Babs, my
be !m-ed are yon going to find cut1”

“I'm going to the editorial office !
Babs said grimly. "Im going to sec
the original letter I”

“And that, you think, might help?”
Jemima asked. “I have my doubts,”
she said. *“ Writers of letters like that
usually take good care to cover up the
old tracks—what? Printing in black
capitals, or typewriter, or something
like that. All the eame, I suppose we've

got to do something. Can’t let old
Whitechester moon around with this
bumble-bee  buzzing in  its  bonnet.
Strange—what?” she added thought-

fully. “Don’t sou think so,
Lydia stared.
“‘What's strange ™
*“That leiter almost suggests,” Jemima
said thonghifully, “that somebody has
some reason for wrying to burst up the
happy friendship between Cliff House
and Whitechester. Now, whoe could
want to do that, do you think? And
why "
“Well, T'm afraid
:l-n'." Lydia smiled.
‘Oh, really, Jimmy,
wrote that letter—'
“Not at all, u'd topper—not at all!
Jemima burb! “The lling's t« n
good, for one thmg w.-‘r"' she said
u-u:lml"\. as sho rose to her feet,
‘who's going to join the old !Ja:’..mtt-

Lydia®”

it's no good asking
‘Try Bessie.”
if you think I

down party? I'll make one. You
coming, Lydis, nld top 1"
“No. thanks I'll get on with the

leitors.”

“Well, we don’t want a erowd,” Bahs
said. “ Mabs, Clara, and you, Jimmy—
that will be enough,” she added.
“ Bessie, clear the table, will you? Let's
goet our hats.”

8o they went together. They got their
hats. Rather lu--s joyously than usual,
they tramped down to the gates, caught
the bus, and hali an houe latn-r were
standing in the rather dingy editorial
offices of the “ Courifield Herald.” Babs
ai once asked fu.r the editor—a man \sim
wasn't particnlarly fond of cither

" LLOOK here—
Freda out oi' the study.

school. Tt was (he edilor mscTT who

came to see them.
“Ah, the letter " he said. “ Yes, it's
a perfectly authentic and genuine ene.

You would like to see it?” Lo added,

rather maliciously.

“Most certainly we would!” Rahs
returned angrily,

“Well, you shall—certainly!”™ hLe
beamed, and mliml the office-boy, *'1
hope,” he added, *“it didn’t upsct you ?”

“It did!" Babs told him bluntly.
“In fact, it's caused qnite a lot of
trouble !

“Ah!”" The editor smiled again.

“I'm sorey,” he said. “On the other
hand, you must understand my posi-
tion. Our correspondence columns aro
naturally open to all, and Whitechester
and Clff House are, of course, always
news. Ah, here is the letter!” he said.
“Thero you are.”

He handed the leiter over to DNals.

One glance was enfficient to tell her
that it was an authentic fliﬁ IHouse
letter. 1t bore the school crest, was on

the school notepaper. But, as Jemima
had prophesied, it gave no clue to the
identity of the sender because is was
typewritten

“Well, I must say that doesn’t help
much,” Clara Trevlyn grumbled.
“That typewriter looks sart of familiar,
, though. Rather liko yours, Jimmy!"”

Jemima, adjusting lLer
peered at it was
strange l(mL on her face as

eveglass,
a sudden
she rapidly

ran lu-r eyes over the typewritten lines,
“Is i she asked.
"“u]l*—h-. Yours is an elite type,
isn't it?"” Clara asked. She gazed at
Jemima, who was sitting now, looking

very unconcerned indeed. “I believe it
i yours!” she cried. “Jimmy, I belicve
this letter was tvped on your machine !’

“Oh, don't be =illy!” said Babe,

“Bat it is—look !” And Clara-pointed
to a word. “See that T—the cross part
is blarred ! Jimmy. the cross is blurred
on the T on your maclune. It—ii
wasn't—""

“Me?” Jemima asked.

They all stared at
Je *Mima | shed her nw

“Well,” she said. “let me

at once! It wasm'c me!”

her dazedly,

nocle.

confoss—

* protested the sneak of the Form. But Lydia Crossendale
The chums watched in some amazement.

By Hilda Richards 5

*But typewrifer—" Dals
< n"d

Jomima shrugged.

“Am I the only one who uses my
typewriter *'" she asked.

“Well, no,” Mabs admitied, cols

your

ing.
“Just a sec,” Clara said thoughifully,
“Lydia does, Babs, do you think

Lydia might have—-

They paused, staring at cach other.
For o moment they were all struck by
that thought. Almost completely he-
lieving in the reformation of Lvdia as
they did this, certainly, was a trick of
which Lydia might M been guilty
in the old days. It was Jemima, liow-
o \‘nr who shook her head.

“And why,” she asked, “should dear
old Lydia have written it? Why should
sho seek to kybosh a merry old festivity
for which she is working !u-r nimble
fingers to the bone? And if,” Jemima
went on wisely, “'twas real and truly
our Lydia, don't you think she’d have
had more sense than to type it on a

S

machino which everrbody knows she's
using 1™

They paused. As an argument thai
was sound. Apart from that, Lydia
would have as much to lose as any of
them if bad feeling were allowed to

form between ClLiff House and White-
chestor,
* Then—then ** Bahs said. *“But
who could it have been ?"" she burst out,
“Well,” Jemima said. “It might
have been little me, but it wasu't, you

e,  But now look at the letter again,
Notice anything "

They all atared.

“Well, what?” Mabs asked question-
ingly.

*In the typing.”

“It looks quite micely iyvped fo me.™

“Tough!” Jemima said =adiy

"“h:u s tough 1"

“Oh, nothing—just nothin
said alrlh’ 1

*Then what,” Clara ghru-l
my a thing like that for?”

*“Just to get the old vocal organs a
little exercise, what®"” Jemima beamed
disarmingly. “ha ing things is the best
way to keep 'em in order, you know.
Well, well, as it doesn’t seem we can do

" ]v:r.:n..l

“did you

paid no heed.- She bundled
It really seemed as if Lydia had
turned over & new leaf, for the sneak of the Form had previously been a constant comoanion of hers.
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any good by staying here, what about
a spot of hiking towards the old schaol
again? It doth séem to me,” Jemima
added, *‘that there, -if anywhere, lies
the clue to the old mystery I

Which, if obvious, was true! If they
hadn’t found_the solution to the mys-
tery, they had, at least, discovered some
information, The letter was undebat-
ably the work of some ClLff House gixrl
—and the fact that it was written on
Jemima’s typewriter seemed to narrow
it down to someone in the Fourth Form.

Yecling their time had not been alto-
gether wasted, they followed their slim,
imimaculate ehuim as she led the way out
of the officé. :

—_——

" What's Happened to Jemima?”
13 ALLO, what’s up 2"’

aske Barbara

Redfern.
Th The chums,
enfering Big Hall on their
return  from  Courtlield,

paused. : el
There was quite a small scene in Big

Hall, and Diava Royston-Clarke, the

famouns Firebrand of the Fourth, Rosa

Rodworth, and Frances Frost, were
ebviously the centre-of. it. Glowering
indignantly, they faced & small erowd
of Junior School gifls, ; X

“Looks,” Jemima murmured, “as if
there's been trouble! Our Firebrand’s
on the warpath, what? Must say our
dear Jittle Di looks peeved.”

Babs, however, was not listening to
that. She walked over to Diana.

*“Di, what's happened?” ehe asked.

“What's happened 7’ Diana flamed.
“We've been jolly well insulted, that’s
alll Tl,n'ee of those Whitechester givls
are—"'

“Calling us pames!” Rosa glowered.

“Insulitng us in the street,” Frances
Frost put in. =

Babhs looked anxious.

“Not Linda Gay1” .

*““No, not Linda Gay,” Diana re-
torted. © “Three other cats. Ada
Harmer was one—that pasty-faced little
lemon! 1 dou't know who the other
two were. We happened to be coming
ont of Hathaway's tea-rooms in Friar-
dale when these three came strolling
along arm-in-arm—"

“Yeos?"” Babs prompted. .

“Then ihis cat, Ada Harmer, pointed.
They all laughed. We took no notice,
but as we went by Ada turned round
and called out something about CLff
House insulters, OFf eourse,” Diana
said, “we jolly well caught hold of her
and asked her what she meant. Then
one of the others said that Cliff House
wasn't a school, it was just a cats’
home "

Babs bit her lip.

“And theni” .

*“ Well,” Diana glared, “ what did you
expect me to do? I slapped Ada’s face.
Of “course, a_ crowd collected. 'The
crowd started hissing, thinking we were
bullying the- poor defenceless White-
chester girls, and so—well, we just
hurried off.”

Babs looked \'eri; worried at that.
Clara frowned grimly., Mabs, %rlazing at
Jemima, who was again polishing her
monocle, shook her golden head.

It was not good news, Everybody at
Cliff House knew Ada Harmer.  Nobody
at Chfi House would normally have
paid a great deal of atiention to Ada
Harmer, who was renowned, even at
her own school, as a sneak, a mischief-
maker,

But Ada was a Whitechester girl.
Feelings at Whitechester, if not running
high. had been considerably ruffled by

the letter in the morning paper, and

incidents like this were not calculated
to pour oil upon the alréady troubled
waters,

*This is rotten,” Babs muttered.

“Well, you didn’t jolly well expect us
to stand there, taking it lying down?”
Rosa_demanded.

“No, not_exactly!" But—— Oh,
bother, don’t know!” DBabs - said
worriedly. “Anyway, you ought to
have known better than to pay any
attention to Ada Harmer! ”

“Oh, yes? And what would you have
done 7’ Diana sneered.

But Babs did not answer that. She
nodded to her three chums. In rather
gloomy silence they went up the stairs
to the Fourth Form corridor.

And then outside Study No. 1 they
paused again,

“Tut, what a life!” sighed Jemima,
“More trouble1” . Ser g

It certainly sounded like it. The door
of Study No. 1 was a little ajar. From
behind that door came two angry voices
—the voices of Freda Ferriers and Lydia
Crossendale. :

“Well, you said last week that we'd
go,” Freda was crying.

“T didn’t1”

“You did! And now,” Freda cried,
“I've bought the rotten tickets. Do
you think I'd have gone and spent
soven shillings on two dance tickets for
the Palais if I'd thought you weren't

coming " _
“I  told you,” Lydia replied

vehemently, “that I'd stopped playing

those sort of silly games! You know

we're not allowed to go to the Palais,
You didn’t jolly well consult me before
you bought the tickets, and I've told
you flatly—Fm not going ! That's all 1"

* But what about your ticket”’ Freda
hooted.

“Tear it up !” Lydia said scornfully,

“What! hen I've paid three-aud-
six for it 1" !

“That,” Lydia returned bitingly, “is
your alfair] Good-bye !

The door opened, and she hurried out,
only to pull up at sight of Babs & Co.,
who, realising they had been unknow-
inﬂy listening, looked rather uncomfort-
able all at once. She smiled.

“Oh, Babs, here you are!” she said.
“Did you find out anything?” she
added eagerly.

“Not a thing !”

. %h dear! But you saw the letter?”

“Didn’t that tell you anything 77

“Only,” Jemima put in, “that it was
typed on my jolly old typewriter—
what? Some fearful scoundrel borrowed
the old machine without permish, yon
know — frightfully bad form. A,
Freda!” she added next moment,
“Dear, handsome Freda, child of my
heart and light of my youth !”

The child of her heart and the light of
her youth scowled biiterly.

“Rats! I'm not talking to you 1" ghe
cried. “Lydia, look here—"’

“Would you like me to finish those
envelopes now, Babs?” Lydia asked

coolly.

“But look here—"" Freda hooted.

“ Because,” Lydia went on, “I'd like
to get on with them. Naturally, as your
study has been empty while you've been
away, I haven’t been in it. ~Freda, for
goodness’ sake stop making a din!” she
added impatiently. “Come on, Babs!”

“Jimmy,” Babs said, as Jemima
aht;eppedl. towards the door of Study

o.

*“ Prithee amble without me,” Jemima
said cheerfully. “Freda, beloved, may
I have thy shell-like ear for a moment
or two? I fain would talk with thee.”

Freda glanced at her suspiciously.
Lydia, already walking along the
corridor, did not look back, but Babs
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for a moment cast the puzzle of the
Fourth a .queer glange. .. What could
Jemima Carstairs have to eay to the
sneak of the Fourth?

But, as Babs knew, there was tiever
any telling what strange thing Jemima,
would do next; ; e

At any rate, Jimmy always knew what
che was doing, and her queer little ways
had a habit of bringing the most sur-
prising results.

“Tough luck,” Jemima said, when
she was in Study No. 1 and Freda was
glancing- at her curiously. *Tough luck
about the old ticket, I mean. Rather
upsetting to the old bank balance to
find yourself with three-and-sixpence-
worth of ticket you can’t use.”

“Is that all you want to say ! Freda
sneered. :

“Nunno, not quite! I have an idea,”
Jemima said thoughtfully. * Suppesing
I buy that ticket from you?” she asked.

Freda blinked.

" You ?!,

“Why not?” Jemima shrugged. “1
can manage three-and-sixpence,” she
said, “and it will be no end of a thrill,
won't it—risking being nabbed by one
of the mistresses? Quite a new ihrill
feeling a naughty old go-ahead bad egg:
and, after all, I should be a bhit of
company for you, shouldn’t 13"

Freda stared at her as if she could
hardly believe her eyes,

“Jemima, you don't mean it 2"

: “ Honest " Jemima asserted solemnly.
“And there,” she added, “is three and
little sixpence! Hand over the ticket.
What time do we start?”

** You're really serious?” Freda asked,
her eyes beqirmmg— to shine,

* Absolutely 1”

Freda grinned. She didn't under-
stand  what prompted Jemima's
amazing offer, but that didn't matter.
Everybody in the Form hankered after
Jemima’s friendship, and that it should
be given to her—— Joyfully she fished
ont the ticket. She took up the money.

“But not,” Jemima said solemnly,
“a word of this, Freda!”

“Trust me!” Freda said.  “Meet
you cutside at half-past three to-
morrow afternoon.”

“Topping I” ~ Jemima murmured.
“Topping !” She picked up the ticket.
smiled an inscrutable amir:a at it and
popped it into her pocket. “And next
time,” she added severely, “make sure
before you spend your money that the
ﬁoods are wanted! You know our good
ittle Lydia doesn’t do these sort of
things now she’s reformed !”

“Yeah?” Freda scoffed. “She might
fill you with those yarns, but I know
her! Anyway, she's a fibber!” she
went on warmly, “because it was sho
who made arrangements last week for
us both to go to this dance. Still. I'd
rather have you—Jimmy!” she added.

She didn't notice the wince which
Jemima gave at that use of her pet
nickname as she went out.

The puzzle of the Fourth .ambled -
along to Study No. 4. She entered
to find Babs, Mabs, and Clara and
Lydia energetically at work.

“8till with_the old noses to the grind-
stone I’ Jemima beamed. “Tut, what
a hive of industry indeed! Gefling on
with the old letters, Lydia?”

“Yes, rather!” Lydia laughed.

Jemima strolled over to the table and
languidly looked down.

“Nice work!” She picked up one
of the envelopes, examining it care-
fully. “8lick, what? Wonderful 1”
she said, in a way which made Babs
glance up at her with a ssdden frown,
¥ ?lvlhat a lot a epot of typescript can
te »
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Flames to the Feud!

[{3 FJELL, here we
are, back
exactly whero

wo started!”
Darbara Redfern said des-
pondently.  “I’'vo tackled
wheo's ueed Jemima's type-
I've
who

»

I3

everybody
writer for the last two days.

tackled & pgood many others
haven't used it, and the result is—’

“Nothing{” Mabel Lynn said.

It was next morning, after breakfast,
in Study No. 4, and both Babs and
Mabs were looking quite worried.

They had reason to be, for, apart
from the fact that they were no
nearer proving the identity of the un-
known mischief-maker, Babs had just
returned from s summons to Miss
Primrose’s study.

Miss Jane Matthews, the head-
mistress of Whitechester School, had
apparently written to Miss Primrose,
enclosing  the insulting cutting from
vesterday's paper, and Miss Primrose,
who was on exceedingly good terms
with Miss Matthews, was extremely
annoyed

“Therc's one girl, and one girl only,
who can tell us anything about it,”
Babs resumed,

“Jimmy 1" Mabs asked.

“You"

“But what does she kuow?”

“That’'s what I'd like to find out!”
Babs pursed her lips. *“Jimmy knows
—or guesses—something, I'm pretty
gurc about that. I was watching her
in the editorial offica yesterday. 1
Know that funny look in her face when
shie spots something, and she spotted
something  about that letter. Of
course, I've tackled her, but might as
well talk to a statue when Jemima's in
one of her. moods. The result is—"

“ Just nothing!” Mabs said again,
and frowned. ‘Babs, you—you don't

think that—that—  Oh, I know it
sounds silly, but, after all, the letter
was typed on Jemima’s typewriter.

Jimmy ia being rather funny and
mysterious about it. You don’t think
ghe'’s playing ono of her queer games?”

Babs shook her head.

“You mean that she wrote it? No!”
she said flatly, and Mabs flushed. “All
the same,” she added worriedly, “she
isn't being the same Jimmy as we know
—evon accounting for her mysterious-
ness. Notice how friendly she’s been
with Freda Ferriers since last night

“You don’t think she suspects
Freda?” Mabs asked quickly.

“No.” Babs slowly shook hor head.
“No, I don't think so. But it's not
like Jimmy to bo pally with a girl like
Freda, unless she's playing some deeF
game. I think—— Oh, hallo, Bess!”
che added, as the door burst open, and
into the room, her face red with indig-
nation, rushed Bessie Duntér. “ What's
bitten you?"

“Look at this!” cried their plump
study-mate, waving a sheet of news-
paper.

“Look at what, chump?”

“This!” And Bessio spread the
gheet on the table. “That!” she cried,
and jabbed a fat finger at a printed
column. “I say, you know, it’s a bit
thick if we’ve jolly well got to put up
with that sort of - thing! I've half a
mind,” Bessis said indignantly, “to go
over to Whitechester and tell them
what I think about it!”

But Babs was not listening to Bessie
then. With Mabs leaning over her
shoulder, she was studying the para-
graph which Bessie had pointed cut.
Once again the paper was the “Court-
ficld Herald.” It was a short letter

tl;isl time, signed “Whitechester School-
girl.”

It read:

 “Wo. at Whitechester are glad that
Cliff House has at last come out into
the open. Wo have never been under
the illusion that Cliff House had any
love for us, and it is good to find that
one girl, at least, .has the honesty to
admit the fact. Perhaps they'll have
the decency now to calf off the ?rize-
giving party and leave us alone.”

Babs and Mabs looked at each other.
But before either of them could speak
the door opened. It was Jemima who

CLIFF HOUSE PETS

No. 8.
Patricia Northanson’s
RASTUS

The Pets” House at Clift House contains
only two horses—Hastuns, the property ot
Lady Patricia Northanson, ol tue Sixth
Form, and Tartar,
Margot Lantham, of the Fourth. Rastus
is the older, both as to age and as a resi-
dent ot the Pets’ House. He is, in 1act,
the Pets' House oldest inhabitant.

For Rastus is six—not a very great age
for a horse, o1 course. Perhaps he is a
little more tolerant and dignified than the
mettlesome Tartar, but he has lost
nothing of his lgh spirits and his speed,
and he is still winning Lady Pat prizes in
peint-to-point. races,

Among the horse-lovers of CLifft House
he is a great favourite, and to Lady Pat,
at least, more wondertul than all the
Grand National winners that have ever
existed. \

Sleek, shiny and glossy is Rastus’ coat;
haughty and proud that magnificent head
of his! And you should see the tireless,
effortless ease with which he moves!
Many good judges of horses who have
watched Rastus perform have suggested
to" Lady Pat that she should enter him
for the big races. But Lady Pat always
shakes her head.

Rastus is more than a pet to Lady Pat.
He is her chum! Tf ever horse loved
mistress, then that horse is certainly
Rastus! His eyes light up at even the
sound of ler approaching footsteps; he
quivers with joy when he hears her voice,
and he whinnies with happiness when her
hand caresses that noblo neck of his!

Every morning, fair weather or toul,
Lady IP'at takes him for a brisk gallop
neross the downs—and does Rastus look
forward to that? Several winters ago,
during one of her extra-long Saturday
gallops, Lady Pat was caught in a
blizzard. She lost her way, and galloped
Rastus into a treacherous bog. In mr
desperate efforts to save herself before
she was sucked into the bog, she struck
lier head against a bole of wood and be-
came unconscious.

At Cliff House she was missed. Hours

tue lamous pet ot _

By Hilda Richards 7

ing. her monocle, “help my deep old
theory that there is somebody—tvan
somebodies, in fact—who are working
to bust up the old celebrations!”

- “But why ?” Babs asked.

“That’'s tho question,” Jemima said
mysteriously.

: “Jimmy, for goodness' sake don’t be

so annoying!” Mabs cried. “What do
you know?" ~

“0b, . nothing 1” Jemima replied
blandly.

59

“Then what do you suspect?
“Aha!” Jemima raid profoundly,
and smiled, “I have an idca—yes,”
she admitted slowly; “Dbut is there not
a proverh which says something about

partics were sent out.

search
Good luck guided the feet of Dulcia Fair-
brother and Mary Buller to the bog, ana
what do you think they found there?
They found Rastus, whinnying pititully,

later

and smothered with marsh mud. They
found the still unconscious form of Lady
Pat close beside him.

Nobody, of course, had scen what had
happened, but there can only be one ex-
planation for Lady IPat's miraculous
salvation. Obviously Rastus, floundering
ont of the bog, had dragged his mistress
to safety and refused to leave her side
until help arrived. Lady Pat, at least, is
firm in her conviction that that is the ex-
planation, and to prove it, will exhibit
the riding-coat she wore on that occasion,
which plainly shows the marks of horse’s
teeth! A3 a momento of her pet's
gallantry, Lady Pat still keeps that coat!

Can you wonder, therefore, that she
thinks Rastus the most wonderful animal
in the world?

looked in.- She, too, earried a copy of
the “Courtficld Herald.”

“Seen it?"” she asked.

“We have,” DBabs
shortly.

“Pretly outspoken, what?” Jemima
murmured.  “Some of our Spartans
are getting rather het-up about it.”

Babs sighed.

“Well, I suppose we ought to have
oxpected it,” she said, “after that
other letter. Somebody at White-
chester was bound to have taken it up.”

said, rather

“Think s0?” Jemima looked thought-

ful.  “Or perhaps,” she suggested
gently, “the Clitf: House mischief-
maker was working hand in glove

with @ Whitechester mischief-maker,
which would,” Jemima went on, polish:

the proof of the suceulent old pudding
being in the consuming thereof?
should hate to give you a bite of my
pudding before ’tis cooked. you know,
the pudding in this case being the
merry old who-done-it mystery of the
letters.”

“PBut I don’t sce how ﬁudding could
be that, vou know,” Bessie Bunter
blinked. I think that's silly!”

“Now, a pudding,” Jemima went on,
unruffled, “is composed of ingredients.
Collect your ingredients, mix them in a
certain. way, and there—hey presto !—
vou have it. Now, in our particular

pudding tho ingredients are clues,
You follow ”
“Well, vaguely.,” DBabs raid im-

paticntly. “ What clues have you got 7”7
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- "“Alas, only one!” Jemima sighed.

“%ﬂnd what's !‘rh.t!”

“Two spaces.”

[ Eh'”

“Just that,” Jemima nodded, “just
two But, like little Oliver
Twiet, I'm hoping for more 1"

“Jimmy, what on earth
mean ?” 5

“Oh, just that!” Jemima beamed.
“ Just -that, {ou know. Ahem! There
goes assembly bell. Brace up, old
Spartans, and mareh to the gathering 1”

And Jemima, as assembly bell rang,
adjusted her monocle, smiled at the
three bewildered faces which gazed at
her, and ambled out of the study.

“8he’s potty I Bessie sniffed, while
Babs and Mabs stared at each other,

There was no opportunity for further
discussion then, however. Assembly
bell was a summons that could not be
ignored.

They seampered off, to find most of
the school already gathered in Big
Hall, and an undercurrent of rather
angry conversation, which showed that
the latest insult in the “Courtfield
Herald ” had already spread throughout
ihe school. :

In her address Miss Primrose had a.
few words to say about it, too.

The headmistress was angry.

“¥ am disturbed—very, very greaily
disturbed,” she said, “by this corre-
spondence in the Press.”

She used. Faces
indignation, 5

“1 suppose,” she said, “it is of no
use asking the girl who wrote the
original letter to come forward and own
up. I warn her now, however, that I
shall take the utmost steps to discover
her identity, and when I do I shall deal
with her very severely indeed.

“ Meantime,” Miss Primrose went on,
“just to prevent this spite which I feel
is gaining ground, I ask you all to keep
your heads, and so_far from blaming
Whitechester for the aciion of the
cowardly prevaricator whose letter ap-
peared 1 the new:'ppper this morning,
to make every added attempt to keep
on d terms with the school.”

. That was all. But it was a neat little
speech, and one which found an echo in
most hearts there.

After morning lessons Babs called her
chums into Study No. 4.

“My idea,” . she said—which was
echoed with heartfelt enthusiasm by
Bessie Bunter—*is to pool funds, and
invite Linda and Queenie and half a
dozen others of the Whitechester girls
over to tea. We can talk things over
calmly then. Agreed?”

Agreed it was. = Babs went off at
once to Lady Patricia Northanson, who
was duty prefect for the day. Lady
Pat at once gave her permission to use
the phone in the prefects’ room, and
two minutes later Babs was in com-
munication with Linda Gay.

Linda, however, expressed her regrets
when Babs made her project known.

“No;: I'm sorry, but it’s impossible,”
she said. “You see, we're going over
to see Miss Raymond.” 7

“Miss Raymond?” Babs frowned,
for Miss Raymond was the mistress of
the. Fourth Form at Whitechester—a
very charming and porular young
lady, much adored by all the junior
mirls of the school. “But isn’t Miss
Raymond at school 7 she asked.

“No. Didn't you knew?” . Linda's
voice sounded surprised. “She was
hurt, you know, in Courtfield, the other
night. Fell down a fire-escape or some-
thing, and pushed her Xneeeap ount of
place. . Not!ﬁing serious, I'm glad to
say; but as she’s so dreadfilly anxious
to be fit for Saturday, she’s having
special the Courtfield

do 5-'011‘

glowed with

treatment at

“law “into_our own
her to Coventry, and -anybody who's

Hospital. We're going over Lo see her
this afterncon.”

“Oh!” Babs eaid, and thought.
Then: “But wait a minuie, Linda,
What time will you be leaving there "

“About five.” .

“You'll be coming through Courifield,
of course?™ ¢

“Oh, yes!” <

“Then,” Babs laughed, “what about
this? As there won’t be time for you
to come up to CLiff House, what about
meeting at the Market Cross Cafe? We
would like to talk things over with you,
Linda."” : T

“And so would we,” Linda =aid.
“By the way, Babs, did you find out
who wrote that letter "

“Pity I” Linda said. " Her voice taok
on a grmimer note. - * Because,” she
said, “we've found onut who put the
Whitechester letter in the paper this
morning. It was Ada Harmer,”

Babs uttered an exclamation,

“And—and what happened "

“Well, what  do yon think? We
couldn’t give her away to the head-
mistress, of course; but we've taken the
hands. We've sent

found talking to her goes to Coventry,
too. I'm sorry sbout the letter, Bahs.
On behalf of Whitechester I apologise
for it. We'll be pleased to mect you—
very ! The Market Cross Cafe, then??

‘At five,” Babs said happily.

And, féeli that the clouds had
cleared a little, she rushed back to
Study No. 4 to break the good news
to. her chums. Jemima, who was

1 those .ﬂromt. looked at her
Euc y when she told them about Ada

armer, 3

“And did Ada give the Clif House
girl away?” she asked. .

“Well, I didn’t ask,” Babs said, “but
T shouldn’t think so. If she had, Linda
would have been bound to meution it,
wouldn’t she 77 :

“Yes, I suppose =0,” Jemima said.
“Well, well; be interesting, all the
same, to hear what Linda has to say.”

Interesting it would be. Jemima, in
fact, seemed to be looking forward to
meeting Linda with more than ordinary
keenness. And yet, despite this, when
lessons were finished, and Babs was col-
lecting the crowd who were to meet ab
the Market Cross Cafe, no Jemima was
to be found.

She was not in her study: she was
not in the Common-room. Jean Cart-
wright remembered having seen her
dressing. Muriel Bond had seen her
walking towards the gates. It was from
Flora Cann of the Lower Fifth that they
received at last definite news of
Jemima’s activities,

“Been Jemima? Why, ves,” Flora
said, when they tackled her as she came
out of the tuckshop. “I saw her half
an hour ago, getting on the Courtfield
bus with Freda Ferriers.”

“With whom ?” Babs cried.

“Freda.”

“You're sure?”

“Positive ! Why 7"

But Babs shook her head. Lydia
Crossendale, who was one of the party,
looked hesitant. .

“IJ—I don’t want to say anything.
I—I suppose I oughtn’t,” she said.
“But—but—"

“But what?” Clara Trevlyn asked
bluntly. g

“Well, T suppose Freda couldn’t resist
crowing, but she let out this norning
that Jemima was going to a dance with
her at the Palais this afternoon,”

“Oh, stuff!”’ scoffed Mabel Lynn.

“I'm soriy,”’ Lydia returned, flushing.
“T was only saying what Freda told me,
and she and Jimmy have been rather
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friendly sinee yesterday afternoon,
haven't they 1
- The party locked at each other. That
was true. They had all commented on
it. But that Jemima would attend a
dance hall forbidden to the school with
the sneak of the Fourth—well, it seemed
incredible |

All the same, the fact remained—
Jemima had gone, and it seemed pretiy
conclusive now that she had gone in
Freda’s company. More and more Babs
wondered. More than a litile she felt
worried. Tt was <o strange, so uilerly
extraordinary of Jemima. .

“Well, anyway, blow - her!” Clara
said, roffled.  “We'll go without her.
All the same,” she added somewhat
bitterly, “I didn’t think Jimmy would
let her own pals down for the sake of
that sneak. Must be something fright-

fully fascinating about Freda all at
onee 1"’

They crowded into the bus. Ouiside
the Market Cross they got off. It was

a quarter fo five then—just nice time,
as Babs said, to get across to the cafe
and order the meal. In a group they
stepped across the square, and then sud-
denly Leila Carroll, who was a member
of the party, jumped,

“8ay! 1 must be seeing things! Babs
~—look I

She stood blinking. Babs turned her
eyes in the same direction. And then
she, too, jumped, :

Across the road was the Courifield
Palais de Danse, and through the main
doors at that moment came iwo well-
known figures.

“Jemima—and Fgeda |”
Mabs,

Incredible as the fact seemed, Jemima
and Freda it was! Jemima, then, had
been to the forbidden tea dance !

“Well, I told you!” Lydia could not
help but murmur,

ut nobody was paying any aticntion
to Lydia. They were all staring at the
two.  And then Jemima suddenly
looked up. She saw them.

Then coolly, calmly, just as if the
Courtfield Palais was the most natural
of all places for her to be found emerg-
ing from, Jemima waved a slim hand
and led Freda towards them.

“What cheer I” she greeted languidly,
as she came up. *“Nice spot of after-
noon we're having, what 7 sweet and
balmy the blithe old air. And so pleas-
ing to see all the old happy, smiling
Faces once again. Or are,” she added,
adjusting her monocle, “the faces =o
happy and smiling, after all? Methinks
you do not look pleased to see us, my
Barbara.”

“What's the silly game?"’ asked Babs
bluntly.

“Game?” Jemima's brows lified in
pained surprise,

“Why didn’t you come along
Courtfield with us1”

“Oh, that!” Jemima said.
came with Freda, you know.”

“To go to an afternoon dance ?” Mabs
asked grimly. :

“Alas! My dear old head is alinost
bowed in shame—for ’tis true,” Jemima
sighingly admitted.

“Well, why1”

“(Gathering  experience, what ?”
Jemima murmured. “Adding to my
education in life. As the old guv'nor
says—no end ‘of a wise old bean, my
guv'nor—* Jimmy," he says, ‘fhis sad
old life is built ap of new experiences,
and when you get a chance of going in
for a new one, plunge at it with both
fect first,- old-timer!” And there you
are!” - . ;

“T don’t know about that,” Freda put
in a little tartly. “You didn't jolly

etuilered

io

“Well, I
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well dance at all:  Where were you
most of the time?” :

“0Oh, just looking round,” Jemima
murmured. “Well, well, after all my
exhaustions of the day, what about tea?
Ahem! I do so hoFe you'll excuse me,
Freda, old topper, but I think I forgot

to mention that I had this tea appoint-’

ment with old Spartan Babs & Co. You
don't mind ?”

“But didn’t you have tea at the
dance 7 Mabs asked.

“Alas, no!”

“But why not?’

“Just saving the pleasure, beloved.

I wanted tea avee vous, what? Bye-bye,
Freda, old scout' A thousand thanks
for your company !”

She beamed at the sour-faced Sneak
of the Fourth.

“But aren't I coming,
manded Freda

“Oh, tut! I mean to say you had tea
at the merry old dance, and such hog-
gishness, Freda, sweetheart, doesn't
becomne you! Now run away and play,
there’s a good girl, and think of all
thoso joyous adventures you've enjoyved
with stalwart Unele Jimmy. TForward,
troops ! [#

&

too ! de-

To the cafe let us march !

And Jemima, with a wave of her
monocle for Freda, led the way forward.
In a rather bewildered, but still rather
nettled, group the chums followed,
leaving Freda to scowl her displeasure.

At the table already booked by Babs
they seated themselves Hardly was
the meal served, however, than Linda
Gay, Queenio Pelham, Eve Clavering,
and another girl came in.

“Hero we are, right on the minute,”
Linda Gay laughed. ‘“*How are we all?
Lo, Lydia! Didn't know you would be
joining the merry throng.”

Lydia flushed a little

“Well, Babs asked me,” she said de-
fensively, “Kr—how was Miss Ray-
mond 1"’

“Oh, you heard, then?” Linda Gay
asked.

“Bahs told me. Didn’t you, Babs?”

“8he’s getting on fine,”” Linda said.
“So fine, in fact, that she'll be out of
hospital to-morrow morning. I say, are
those meringues? Oh, goodie! We
haven’t had meringues since we came
back from the Soutn of France, have
we, Hazelt Hazel's our new friend,”
she added, with a smile. “We met her
in the South of France and now she's
ane of the Co. at Whitechester. Babs,
everything all righr at Cliff House?”
ghe asked anxiously.

“Yes,” Babs said.

“Nobody rattled about
Iciter this morning "

“Well, no—not now.” Babs turned
a little pink. “Primmy gave the school
a pretiy stiff talking to at assembly
this morning,” she added

“And you haven't found the girl who
wrote the first letter 2”7

“Not yet.”

Linda frowned.

“She’s clever,” she said, “cleverer
than that awful little mischicef-maker,
Ada Harmer! Ada didn't think we
should take a leaf out of your book and
go to the editorial office and demand to
see that letter. And when we did we
recognised the handwriting. I do
hope,” she said sincerely, “that there’ll
be an end of the matter now. I suppose
you still haven't any idea who the girl
was, Babs?”

“No,” Pabs said,
Jemima.

“Well, only one elue,” Lydia put in,
and also looked at Jemima. “That was
the typeseript. The letter was typed on
Jemima's machine, you know., Not, of
course, that Jemima knows anything

that awful

1]

and looked at

=X

e JIMMY. 1 bélieve this letter was typed on your machine ! '’ cried Clara

e | 1
i |
d

Trevlyn. Every eye instantly turned on.]emimawwho was lounging

back in the most unconcerned manner

imaginable. as it possible that

Jemima had sent the letter which had caused all the trouble ?

about ii, do you, Jimmy ?” she added
hastily.

“Not a thing!” Jemima assured her
cheerfully. “ But—her-hum | EAY,
isn’t this Ada Harmer?” she asked.

They all looked up as another girl
strolled into the shop. A tallish girl,
this, with an ill-natured scowl upon her
face.

Linda Gay's lips compressed.

“Don't speak, please,” she
quickly. “She'’s in Coventry !”

Ada Harmer paused, then as if mak-
ing up her mind, she came over to the
group. She stood in front of the table.

“Linda !” she said.

Linda averted her face.

“Queenie !”

“Bessie, will you pass
Queenie asked steadily.

“Eve ”

Good-natured Eve Clavering coloured,
but she did not speak. Ada'’s lips
twisted into a bitter smile.

“Keeping it up, ch?” she rapped.
“ Hazel—"

Hazcl Brent studiously stirred her tea.

said

the sugar?™

Babs & Co., feeling uncomfortable,
remained silent.  Ada’s faco became
red.

“(ats !” she gibed. “Why the dickens
can’t you speak to a girl when she
speaks to you? This isn't Whitechester
here, is it? Babs—"

Babs looked up.

“You're in Coventry, aren't you?’

“Well, what's that got to do——"

“Never mind! That’s enough for us.
Bessie, have another sardine ¥

Linda glanced up grimly. Ada, with
a black scowl, sauntered away. She
took a seat at an unoccupicd table in
the far corner of the room, and though
they did not look et her, they felt her
glowering eyes upon them as they pro-
gressed with the meal. Then suddenly
Jemima sighed.

“Ahem | Pretty
served. “Will
Spartans 7™

“But where—"

“Shan’t be long,” Jemima promised.

And she rosc. While the chums
watched in wutter stupefaction, she

tough,” she ob-
you  excuse  me,

1}

crossed over to Ada Harmer, streiched
out her hand to the other girl and then
seated herself at her table,

Linda CGiay stared, ler face went pink
with indignation.

“Jimmy ! she cried.

But Jemima, leaning forward, was
now ahsorbed in deep conversation with
Ada Harmer,

Amazing Behaviour of Jemima!
“] IMMY !"” Babs called.

But Jemima's
only answer was to
wave a slim and ele-

gant hand from her table.
She did not even look round
as she waved it.

Linda Gay’s lips compressed a little.
Queenie Pelham looked angry. Even
inoffensive Eve stared, and Hazel bit her
lip. Upon the chums of Cliff House an
embarrassed silence descended, What
on carth was Jimmy doing?

Tror Jemima, of course, knew very well
that Ada Harmer was in Coventry at
Whitechester, Courtesy to their guests
demanded at least that ban should be
respected in their company.

“Well, that’s pretty thick!” Lydia
said indignantly.

“I didn't know,” Linda Gay said a
litile tartly, “ that Jemima was a friend
of Ada’s. I didn’t know she cven knew
Ada.”

“She doesn’t,” Dals returned.

“Then why—-"

“Oh, I don’t know!™ Dabs shook
her head. “One never knows what
Jimmy Carstairs is doing—or what she’s
going to do. All the same—Jimmy !”
she called again.

“Won't be long, old thing,” Jemima
replied cheerily. “Well yes, Ada, and
what happened then?” she asked inter-
estedly, “Go on, you don't say!” she
added a moment later.

Clara was looking nettled. Notice-
ably now the conversation had dried
up.  Noticeably now that chummy,
trouble-frec air which had characterised
tlte start of the party had vanished.
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“Well,” Linda said at last, “I—I
thing we’d better be going. You—jyou
don’t mind, Babs?® - -

“But, Linda;, we haven’t talked over
anythinf

“Well, I—I think we ought to go, all
the same,” Linda said lamely. . “ Per-
haps—to-morrow,” she said awkwardly,
but her eyes were upon Jemima as she
said it—Jemima who, with elbows on
the table, was utterly absorbed in what
Ada Harmer was saying.
she added, “you'll drop over and have
tea with us? Come on, kidlets,” she
said to her chums.

Babs & Co. looked at each other. No
doubt that the little party was a wash-
out. -

Linda & Co. moved towards the door.

At the time Jemima, with a beam-
ing nod, rose.
“Thanks,” sh id. “Oh, thanks

e S§a
most frightfully, old top ! Hallo, Linda,
vou're never io_in bl L

“We are!” Linda said curtly.

< B“t‘_l’

“Good-bye 1”

“A little’ put out, what?” Jemima
mused thoughtfully as she watched them
through the door. “What happened to
them, Barbara, beloved 7”

“You ought to know,” Clara rcturned
shortly.

“1?” Jemima looked surprised.

“If,” Clara said dangerously, “it had
been a girl of Cliff House who had been
sent to Coventry, and Linda talked to
her, wouldn’t you have been peeved?”

“Oh!” Jemma shook her head. *“So
I'm the cause of the merry old rumpus?
Alas! How are my motives misunder-
stood ! nobody love me any
more?” she asked forlornly.

“0Oh, don’t be an idiot, Jimmy,” Babs

said angrily. “Well, we mighi- as well
see about going, too. I can’t say,” she
added a trifle bitterly, *“that the get-
ting-together party has beén a success.
Waitress, will you let me have the bill,
Bessie, buck up and finish that

.‘l‘eminﬁ. sighed.

r, dear!” she said. “Aren’t we

all créss! Perhaps,” she suggested
tentatively, “’twould brighten your
homeward walk if one, Jemima Car-

did not accompany you?"
ease yoursélf 1" Clara sniffed.

And with Babs having paid the bill,
they all walked out. They were ruffled
and resentful, feeling that Jemima had
not only let them down, but had let Chf
House down as well.

And yet it was such. a puzzle. Every-
thing about Jimmy these days was a
puzzle.  Not normally would Jemima
Carstairs have acted like that—but then,
not normally would Jimmy have been
found associating with Freda Ferriers
in a forbidden dance hall.

What had come over the girl?

Babs was worried as well as angry.
And becauge she was worried, and most
of them were still feeling that the after-
noon had been wastéd, there was little
conversation going home in the bus.

Jemima did not go with them.

But in Study No. 4 all was soon liustle
and bustle. With understanding éstab-
lished between themselves and White-
chester once more, there was work to
be done.

Lydia Crossendale, as usual, was the
most energetic, the most untiring of
them all. In half an hour she had
finished off the letters, had sent out no
less than six phone calls, and had helped
AMabs to. polish off her plan of the seat-
ing accommodation,

At half-past seven, indeed, half an
hour before assembly, the work for the
day was done.

“Nothing else T can do, Babs?" she

asked.

stﬁrai

[T Perhaps, »

“My hat! No, thanks!” DBabs
laughed. ‘““What a -steam-engine you
are when you get going. Thanks fright-
fully, Lydia, for the help you've given.”

“A pleasure " Lydia laughe
paused. ‘“‘I—I like working with you,
Babs,” she added. almost shyly. “Can
I come along again to-morrow "’

“Yes, please do!”

She went out.  Babs looked after her,
and laughed. g

“You_know, Mabs,” she said, “it
seems almost impossible, thinking of
the old Lydia, to imagine her putting
her back into it like this. How did she
do the plan?™

“Splendidly !” Mabs glowed.

Splendidly had Lydia done every-
thing, indeed. Impossible then not 1o
believe in her reformation.

The necessary routine work was at an
end now. Invitations had been sent out,
accommodation fixed up. Aunty Jones
of the tuckshop, interviewed that morn-
ing, had agreed to handle the refresh-
ment side of the evening.

The only detail which required to be
fixed up was that of the entertainment,
But that, as Babs pointed out, could not
be done without the co-operation of
Whitechester, for Whitechester, as well
as Cliff House, were producing some of
the ““4urns " with Wﬁich the guests of
the prizegiving would be regaled. -

Prep was the order of the hour then,

With prep finished, they hurried along
to call-over.
Jemima was already there. She

greeted them with a smile, and then
sadly sighed as they turnéd their heads
away. -

After assembly, Jemima mysteriously
disappeared again. Not until bed-time
did they see her. Rather inscrutable,
rather mysterious was the smile upon
her_ face as she undressed. -

Mary Buller of the Sixth entered to
put out the lights, and the Fourth Form
settled down to sleep.

Half an hour. later Jemima's voice
came through the darkness.

“Babs, old thing—""

Babs;, who had been
Jemima, started.

“Yes, Jimmy1”

“8till eross with your liitle Jimmy ¢"

thinking of

¢ Jemima asked win.[u_lly.

“Well—no 1"
“Aha!” Jemima heaved a profound

“sigh of relief. “Thank you, Babs!” she

said. “Sorry to be such a mysterious
old pest, an_c{ all that. But you under-
stand, old Spartan?”

well don’t " Babs eaid.
) emima said, “remember
what I said about the old pudding and
the ingredients. The ingredients now
number two, apart from the two spaces.
Pleasant dreams, old topper!”

And Jemima went to sleep, leaving
Babs to ruminate upon that eryptic
utterance. ;

Morning came. Babs & Co., and
Jemima, wera up just before rising-bell.
For Mabs had prepared a liitle sketch
and had asked the cast to give it a
quick readin; in Study No. 4 before
breakfast.

It was not a long skeich, and it did
not provide many parts. Only
Mabs, Marjorie Hazeldene, Jemima,
and Leila Carroll, the American junior,
and Lydia were included in it.

In a body they tramped down to
Study No. 4, Jemima beaming and
sunny, and, in spite of the incident in
the cafe yesterday, apparently on the
best of terms with all the Co. once
again.

In the study they collected, and Mabs
handed out the parts.

“Now we'll go throngh it quickly.”
she said. “Jemima, you're the maid.”

S
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“\What-ho! Just made for me!l”
Jemima beamed. “Spot the joke?"
“Bright, aren’t we?” Babs said.
“That's-not a joke, that's an outrage.
Now, what am I, Mabs?” = S
“You're-the captain of the school I**
“And Lydia 12
“Lydia 1s the harsh mistress.” i
“What-ho! Tyranny with the ‘lid-ia™
off —what ?* Jemima gurgled. “0h,
pardon! Wow ! Babs, don’t look at me
like that! I promise not to do it again!
Well, who kicks off. Mabs?” >
“Lydia. Here we are. Lydia, yon
stand here—just near the window.
You,” Mabs told her, “are supposed to
be addressing the class. Now—" And
then Mabs, moving towards the window,

broke off and stared. “Hallo! Ii's
Miss Raymond ! she said.

o Who ?)J .

“Miss Raymond, of Whitechester

Schoel ! Jolly early for her to be paying

a visit,” Mabs said, in surprise. *She
looks frightfully cross, too!”
They crossed to the window. There,

sure enough, was Miss Raymond, and,
as Mahs said, she was looking cross; nos
merely cross, indeed—almost grim.

A slim, pretty figure was Miss Ray-
mond, looking very much from the dis-
tance like Jemima herself. She carrvied
an oblong box, done up in brown paper,
under her arm. :

“Poeved — what?”
thoughtfully. :

They watched as she strode into the
school. Bahs bit her lip F

“Oh, great goodness, I—I hope
nothing else” has happened ! she said
nervously. *“Funny, though, she should
come here like that! I understood she
had only left hospital. this morning.
Still, Jet's get on! What did you say,
Lydiat” =2

“1 said, if—if you don’t mind, T--1'11
just go and get my handkerehief,” Lydia
said. “I'veleft it in the-dorm.” -

She went out. Jemipa, thoughifully
took out her monocle, breathed on if,
]and polished it as the door closed behind
1er. 3 s u

“ Brake on the old wheel of progress,”
she said. “Can’t -start without dear
Lydia. We—" -

And then she stopped as a knock came
at the door, and Boker, the page-boy,
peered in. € iuA 2

“Miss Redfern, you're wanted m Miss
Primrose’s study,” he said, looking at
Babs—“at once!” “: > et

“Trouble?” asked Leila Carroll.

“I don’t know, miss.” Boker shook
his head. “All T know is that Miss
Raymond, of Whitechester, is with her,
and Miss Raymond is looking very
angry about something. Will you go
now, Miss Redfern?” ’

“ At onece,” Babs promised.

And she did, wondering -anxicusly
what had gone wrong now. -

Miss Primrose’s voice bade her enter
as she knocked on the door of the head-
mistress’ study. Babs éntered.
:“}Bnrbnm. come here [” Miss Primrose
said. » N

Babs nodded. She went forward.
AMiss Primrosé stood beside her desk,
looking very grim indeed Miss Ray-
mond, her pretty face, as Boker’ had
said, bearing unmistakable signs of
anger, sat on the other side of tho desk.
She was holding an oblong box.

“Barbara, do you know anything
about this?” Miss Primrose asked, nod-
ding towards the box.

“Why, no, Miss Primrose !” Babs said,
in amazement, and blinked inquiringly
from one mistress to the other. “I don’t
understand ! she said.

“This morning,” Miss Primrose said,
“Miss Ravmond, of Whiteghe ter Siheol,

Jemima  said
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received this ‘box. It-was sent to her
last night and, as you will ebserve,
looks like a box of flowers. It bore this
label, Barbara.”

8he handea to Babs a little card. On
that card, in the unmistakable seript .of
.Iom]ima’s typewriter, was a message. It
read:

“To Miss Raymond, with the compli-
ments of the Fourth Form at Cliff House
School.™

“Miss Raymond, naturally, opened the
hox. 8he imagined that it contained
fome congratulatory-little present from
this school. That was far from the case,
liowever.” "Miss Primrose went on
grimly  “for when the lid of the box
flew off, soot blew into her face, spoiling
her clothes, the bedclothes on which she
had stood the box, and generally making
a rearful mess of her room.

“The box apparently had been care-
fully prepared, a false bottom having
Leen added, underneath which had heen
placed a spring, so that the immediate
effect when tho box was opened was to
shoot its contents into the face of who
ever opened it.”

As Miss Primrose spoke, Miss Ray-
mond removed the lid of the box, and
Babs was able to see the nature of the
booby-trap

“Oh golly 1" she muttered.

“If that,” Miss Primrose went on

“You don't think Lydia—

Jemima shrugged.

“Why shou'd she 7” she asked disarm-
mgly “I mean to say, look at it from
Lydia's poin of view. -Lydia is going
to get a prize.  Lydia's fond parents,
expecting o reformation, are coming to
seo their good little girl get it. Jolly
old Lydis has worked harder than any-
bodv to make the old scheme a success;
so, surely,” Jemima murmured, “she is
above all suspicion 7

“Then who——" Babs began.

“Jimmy "—Clara faced up to her—
“isn’t it about time you came into the
open ?”

“You mean you want me to go out
into the playing fields or the dear old

quad ?” Jemima burbled, deliberately
misunderstanding,
“No, I don’t! You know what I

mean !” Clara stared at her directly.
“1 mean to say, what's the little game ?
Why the dickens are you being so idiotic
about things? If we didn't know you
better—well, even you'll admit that
you've painted a pretty
against yourself |

black caso

tartly, “was intended as a joke, it was
an cxtremely ill-natured joke. I cannot,
however, believe that it was intended
as a joke, and, as you are captain of
the Form, Barbara, I command you to
make inquiries, and try to find out the
girl who did that. You may go. Mean-
time, Miss Raymond—-"

Babs went,. her. mind buzzing, back to
Study No. 4. Lydia had not yet re-
turned, but Leila, Jemima, Mabs, and
Marjorie had been reinforced by Clara
Trevlyn and Janet Jordan.

In a few words Babs told them what
had happened

“And the message with the box was
writter. on Jemima's typewriter,” she
said.

“And that ” Mabs asked, “is the only
clne

“Yes.”

There was o pause. Every eye was
upon Jemima now She frowned.

“And what,” she asked gently, “does
that prove—except that somebody has
used my typewriter? You aren't
blaming our dear Lydia " -

Clara looked at her queerly.

“I don’t follow,” Jemima murmured.
“You aren't suggesting, surely, that it
looks as if I'm the naughty old
mischief-maker 77

“I'm not suggesting—no'!” Clara
sniffed. “ A: the same time, if I didn't
know you, I might be inelined to believe
it. The only elue we've got to this
mischief-making business 1is through
your typewriter. And it's jolly funny,
isn’t it, that that should be the clue
always to turn up ?

“Apart from that, why, yesterday,
should you go and chat to Ada
Harmer, when you knew all the time
that Ada was in disgrace with her own
school ? And especially when you
knew it would offend Linda Gay & Co.,
when we were trying to make friends
with them.

“And why, in the name of all that's
wonderful, must yon go and behave
like an ass with Freda Ferricrs?”

Jemima sighed.

“ Anything else?”

“Yes. The time's come,”” Clara said
bluntly, “to speak out. If you aren't

By Hilda Richards 1T

naving a hand in this business yoursell,
Jimmy, you know something about it.”
“Aha!” Jemima said profoundly,
and blinked at the window. *‘Hallo,
there goes  Miss Raymond 1" she said.
“8he's leaving.'”

“That isn't the point.
Jemima turned round.
“I'm sorry,” she said slowly.

“You mean, you won't tell us any-

Jimmy—-"

thing 2" . )
“I mean, I can't,” Jemima said.
“Ahem! Do you mind? I think I'll

take a walk.”

And, with a flickering smile around,
sho trotted to the door. She went out
just as Lydia, handkerchief in hand,
walked in.

The Last Straw!

UT  that,
ately, was not the
‘ last heard of the

unfortun-

matter of the ex-
tremely  ill-natured jape
played upon Miss Ray-
mond, of Whitechester School.

Y |
N il W
INDIGNANTLY Babs & Co. and

their chums from the rival
school stared at Jemima. For that
puzzling girl was walking across to
the girl who had been sent to
Coventry !  ““Jimmy ! ' called
Babs. But Jemima walked on.

At assembly  Miss
quite a lot to say about it. After
assembly Linda Gay rang up DBabs,
and suggested, after all, that the CIiff
House chums had better postpone their
visit to Whitechester that afternoon.
Pressed for the reason, though Babs
could guess it, Linda explained some-
what flusteredly that the incident had
set a new wave of feeling against ClLff
House scething through the school.

Tt was all very upsetting, and, as tho
day went on, things became no better.

Margot Lantham, who was sent dur-
ing the morning to Friardale to buy
some stamps for Miss Charmant, came
back to announce that she had been
sneered at by three of the nastiest girls
of Whitechester in the village.

Lady Pat, in Courtfield that morn-
ing, was hissed at by two other girls
from the same school.

A new sensation was arvoused that

(Continued on page |4)

Primrose  had



WHAT a number of exciting anni-

versaries and celebration - days
come along at the end of April !
Last Thursday (April 21st) was Princess
Ilizabeth's twelfth birthday, and to-day,
Saturday, it is not only St. George’s Day,
but Shakespeare Day as well.
1f you see some men and women wearing
a single red rose in their buttonholes, you
will know that they are wearing England’s
own flower in honour of England’s patron
saint., -
It seems very suitable, somehow, that
Shakespeare should have been horn on
St. George’s Day, doesn’t it ? But did you
realise he also died on his birthday ?

1 wonder if you have been presented
with a chum’s autograph album to * do
something in  over the holiday. (It's a
sign of popularity if you have 1)

Of course, ‘‘doing something” is
aliost easy if you're a wizard at drawing
or painting. - But if you’re not this, and
you're not a budding poet, in spite of
Spring—it can be a problem.

You don’t want to write the same things
that everyone else writes ; you don't want
to copy out a huge piece of Wordsworth
that no one will ever read.

Something short and sweet would be
lovely—something about friendship,
perhaps. +

So what about these two lines of Ella
Wheeler Wilcox’s that I have found for
you ?

¥ Be glad and your friends are many ;
Be sad and you lose them all.”

While we don’t like to think the last
line is really true of friendship, it is at
least a warning not to be a sad sort of
person, isn't it ?

And, as you know T have always gaid,
a smile of real happiness is one of the
ureatest assets when malking friends.

A purse-that is the same shape as the
initial of your name is a novel idea, isn’t
it ?

They're so easy to make, too,

A purse in leatherette is not a bit
expensive, for you can buy an eighth
of o yard of this
material for threepence,
and it goes a long way.

Cut out two pieces
of the leatherette (or
any other suitable
material, like felt) in
the shape of an initial,
Don’t bother about the
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That popular young person PATRICIA writes to you
week by week, and you do, by now, regard her as a friend
of your very own, don't you? This week she chatters
about her own doings, things for you to do and talk about,
and gives you a little irick to try on the family.

inside shape of the letter—just the
outline will be sufficient.

Then join the two pieces together,
either with small stitches or with
blanket stitch in cotton of a contrast-
ing colour,

Sew a short zip fastener at one
end—or side—of the letter, so that
your money is completely safe. (The
fastening costs a penny an inch, you know,
and it is very easy to sew in position.)

Now the final touch is just to make a
few stitches on the front of the purse to
indicate the letter of your name more
clearly. Just a glance at the picture
below will help you in doing this, and
should be sufficient guide for any letter
of the alphabet.

® A Slight Mix-up

Mother was going out the other after-
noon, so she suggested that your Patricia
should take out young brother Heath
(or Heatherington in full) for the afternoon.

** Where would you like to go, Heath ?
I said.

“(Can Minkie come ?" asked Heath,
referring to that adorable imp, the kitten.

I shook my head.

** Of course not; he'll be all right at
home. Where would you like to go now 7

“On a bus—on top !’ said Heath, at
once. ‘“ An'—an’' see things.”

‘What things he wanted to see, T don’t
know. But off we set for the bus.stop.

““ An' there's something else I'd like,”
he said, as we waited.

“Yes 7" said big sister.

‘ An ice—a twopenny !

I was watching for the bus, and not
listening very carefully.

“A twopenny 1 Anice "' I murmured,

Then along came the bus, and after a
push Heath was soon on and dashing up
the stairs to the front seat.

I fished threepence out of my bag,
twopence for my own fare and a penny
for Heath's (penny child’s. that is) and
held the coppers until the conductor
should come.

“ Don’t forget my ice, will you, Pat ? "’
Heath insisted, his nose glued to the
window pane, ** seeing things,” I suppose.

“*No, I won't—a twopenny ice, isn't
it 2

Just then the conductor eame whistling
up the stairs.

** Hallo, young feller,” he said to Heath.

 Hallo,”” said Heath, as if he’d known
him all his life.

I thought it was about time I had a turn
in the conversation, so held the coppers
up to the conductor.

“ A twopenny ice and a penny child’s,
please,’’ I said. Whereupon the conductor
burst into a roar of laughter as if I'd
said something funny.

“I suppose you mean a twopenny
and a penny,” said the conductor. * I
don’t keep ices in this gadget here,
miss,’? and he tapped his ticket machine,

And, believe me, it was only then that
I realised that, having twopence and ice-
creams on my mind, I'd asked him for a
twopenny ice !

@ News in Shoes

I've spotted two most exciting new
styles of shoes, that I'm dying to tell you
about. .

You'll possibly never own a pair of
these shoes—for they're rather costly—
but you are sure to hear about them,
and I like you to be ‘““in the know
when such things are discussed.

Shoes with *‘ wedge™ soles are tho
newest ideas for tennis and walking.
The only way I can describe these to you
i8 by saying that the flat heel of the shou
runs right along to meet the sole, so
that there is no dip for the instep when
vou look at the bottom of the shoe.

From the sole these shoes look quite,
quite flat, as if they have no heel at all.
Yet they have !

The other shoes are more unusual still to
look at. If you can imagine a very thick
clog, with fancy ‘“ sandal " tops, you have
some idea of the appearance of these shoes.

But these thick soles, which are more
than an inch in thickness, and the heel,
higher still, are made of ecork. So when
you try a pair on—as I have—you feel all
airy-fairy, as if you're walking in the
clouds almost.

You can actually dance in these curious
shoes, I am told, though the pair I tried
were for wearing on the beach.

They're a positive boon to the short
damsel who wants to look taller.

And now, here's a little trick for you
to try out on your father at home—
or on any other member of the family.

Take any piece of paper, and tear it
twice, as shown in the diagram here,
so that it is in three divisions.

A

=

Now hand it to father, and ask him to
hold it at each end, which 1 have marked
A and B. Then ask him to tear it into three
pieces by pulling. ' )

Believe me, or believe me not, my nice
schoolgirls, it is quite impossible to tear
this piece of paper into more than TWO
pieces. e o

Just try it yourself first, before trying it
on the family 1

Your friend,
PATRICIA
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A NEW HAIR STYLE FOR SPRING

PRING days mean hatless days for
lots of us,
For others, they mean, perhaps, a
new hat.

But for all of us, whether we are going
hatless, or whether we are going to
shine in a sparkling new ** Easter Bonnet,"
our hair must certainly look its very best
to do justice to the bright, sunny days.

And as it is spring, we probably long
to do something just a little different.
Perhaps you wish you eould go to Ameriea ;
perhaps you wish you could move into a
new house ; perhaps you wish you were
grown up—just because there’s that
** something  in the spring air.

Well, I don’t suppose you’ll be doing
the first two things, and you certainly
ean't do the third all at once. So you
must do something else instead.

And 1 suggest you forget your present
hair style and do it some other way.
1t'l give you no end of a * kick,” and
probably cause that ‘‘ want-y > feeling
to disappear.

But before you change your hair style,
we must see that your hair is in perfect
condition.

So you must examine your hair, in the
mirror, very critically.

The first guéstion you must answer is:
* Does it shine and sparkle ?

Next : ** Is it soft and smooth ? **

Third : * Does it suit me this way ™

A TREAT

If it doesn’t shine and sparkle, I want

you to give it a little treat. The day
before you plan to shampoo it, spend half
an hour in your bed-room.
Di? your fingers into a tin of ** Vage-
line " (or olive oil), and rub this into the
parting. Then make more little partings
all over your head and rub more and
more grease into them, working your
fingers about so that you can actually
feel the scalp moving.

Leave your hair then. (It won’t look
very eltx!gana, I'm afraid—but it will
later.) Next day treat yourself to one
of the excellent sham that are for
sale for twopence and threepence, and
give it the washing of its life.

You'll be thrilled at the result,

TOO OILY

Having answered the first question,
we'll now deal with the second.

Your hair may not be soft and smooth
because it is inclined to be a little too
oily, even when it is newly washed. So
I want you to treat yourself to a bottle
of hair tonic containing bay rum.

Sprinkle this over your hair, and then
brush it well in. Give it at least a hundred

Short hair—or long ; curly—or
straight ! Patricia here gives
you some advice for keeping it
at its loveliest, and also some
suggestions as to styles.

strokes, and don't forget the underncath
hair. You should flop your head down
to your chest for this part.

Your hair should now be soft and smooth
as a kitten's ear. To keep your hair in
good condition, there are just two * treat-
ments *’ to remember :

One is the regular shampooing and the ~

other the regular stimulating.

Very fair-haired girls and those girls
whose hair tends to be greasy, should
wash their hair every week, or cvery
ten days.

Dark haired girls and those whose hair
tends to be dry, will find it quite sufficient
to wash it every fortnight, or even every
three weeks.

But all girls, fair and dark, *‘ greasy "
and ** dry,” must brush and comb their
hair regularly—and it will well reward
you.

Now for some answers to the third
question.

If you decide you would like to do your
hair a little differently, just because it's
springtime, 1 have some suggestions for
you.

*TO HOLD YOURS
TREASURES

L

This novel little trinket box can
be made so easily from one of those
cardboard Easter Eggs you had
given you, and which you simply
can't bear to throw away.

To make the egg stand firmly
you must sew four beads to the
lower half of the egg as shown in the
picture. These form little feet.

The top . half ean have two
buttons sewn on for eyes, and then
you can mark the mouth and nose
with ink or paint.

Next, cut two little circles of
paper and stick these on to the
** face ** for ears.

The result will be a weird-looking
animal that won't resemble any-
thing in the Zoo, perhaps, but will
certainly be original,

Place a layer of cotton wool or
tissue paper in the lower half of the
egg and keep your treasures, such as
bracelets or brooches, in the egg
trinket-hox.

FOR SHORT HAIR

Short-haired girls first.

The top style shown in the picture
here would suit the girl who has
even features and a **widow’s peak.”
(A widow's peak is the point of hair that
grows in the middle of the forchead, and
is supposed to be very lucky.)

Part the hair in the centre of the peak
and draw it smoothly over the forehead
and behind the ears. If the ends are
curly, you're lucky, for you can just
comb them your fingers. Try
wearing a ribbon round your hair to keep
these curls in their place and show your
ears.

A middle parting can also look sweet
on the girl who has straight hair. Wear
a clip or a tiny slide over each eyebrow
and comb the hair well-forward over to
the ears to make it look more fluffy.

For the girl who weara her hair with a
side parting and has decided it suits her,
it would be foolish to change. But she
might like to have a little wavy fringe
as well on the side where the thick hair
is. This is particularly attractive for the
girl who has rather a high forehead.

Comb the hair upw at the hottom,
and if it doesn’t curl of its own aceord—
well, there’s no reason why you shouldn’t
““ do it up " in curlers for special occasions,
now, is there ?

FOR LONG HAIR

Now it's the long-haired girl’s turn.

If your hair is wavy, it's a pity to plai$
it, for this so often takes out the wave,
So try the style shown at the top of the

icture. Part the hair down the centre
ack, dividing it in two, and tie a bow
on each piece of hair, close to the neck.

The girl with long, straight hair, has
an advantage over all the curly-tops, for
plaits are still hard to beat for sheer
charm. Don’t think you must have a
centre parting, necessarily, just because
you wear plaits, Try one on the side
for a change, and a half-fringe as well
if you like.

The schoolgirl with shoulder-length hair
sometimes finds it can get in the way.
1t can’t be plaited comfortably, and it's
too long to keep neat easily.

She should try this very charming
“little girl  style, of parting the hair
at the back, and tying it over each ear with
a little bow.

There, I think all of you who have
been wishing for a slight change will
find at least one mew style to try oub
here. |

And even if you decide afterwards that
you're not keen on it—well, you can always
go back to your old ene !
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afternoon when Miss Primrose, very
flushed, came into the Fourth Form-
room demanding to know if any girl in
that Form ha rung up Miss Jane
Matthews, the Whitechester head-
mistress, on the phone during the mid-
day break, and had insulted her.

“I1 regret to state,” Miss Primrose
concluded, *that the friendship which
has been so pleasing a feature between
the two schools seems to be in danger
of cracking.

“Obviously with this unhappy spirit
prevailing, it will be just impossible
to hold the celebrations which we are
planning, And if,"”" she added, “the
girl, or girls, who are responsible for
these outrages do mnot cease their
activities from this moment, we shall
have to think about that. = Meantime,
I ask you all to lend your every
carnest effort to unmasking that girl.”

The Fourth .did, but the girl, who-
ever she was, was too clever. In
anxious knots and groups that day,
girls stood about discussing latest
developments,

In the evening there were moro
heated stories of Whitechester and
Cliff House encounters in Courtfield,
and in one case, at least, a violent
quarrel.

Hot-headed Flora Cann of the Lower
ifih, and Angelica Jelly and Georgina
Bkeppington, having been sncered at
in the creamery at %ourtﬁeld by threo
of the not-too-nice of the rival school,
had got themselves involved in a row
which had finally ended in the man-
ager requesting the whole siz of them
to leave.

Not a very bright or rosy prospect
ruled that night when CHiff House
went to bed.

Such uncertainty was there now that
all work on the priaefiving had
stopped. And, strangely enough,
Lydia Crossendale, the one-time enemy
of Babs & Co., was the most cut-up
and disappointed of them all.

“0Oh, Babs, can’t we do anything?"
she asked, before dormitory bell.

“Well, what?” Dabs asked.

“Well, can’t we find out who the girl
is? It seems to me,” Lydia said, “that
if we only know that, and made her
apologise or something, the trouble
would be at an end.”

“The trouble would,” Babs said.
“ At the same timo, who is she? And
why,” she went on, “is she going out
of her way to create such bad feeling?”

“Jemima knows,” Lydia said.

“We're not sure of that. She may
not.”

“But she suspects, don’t you think?
Unless—"  And Lydia bit her lip.
“No, I outh: not to say it,” she said.

“What 7'

“Well "—Lydia flushed—“I've won-
dered more than once if Jemima really
is at the bottom of it. After all, we
do know, don't we, that she’s hand-
in-glove with Ada Harmer——"

Babs shrugged restlessly. At another
time Lydia would have received a
sharp rebuke for that observation. Dut
the plain fact was now that Babs, like
the rest of Cliff IMouse. was so be-
wildered, so utterly disheartened, that
frankly she did not know what to
think.

In any case, there was nothing learnt
from Jemima herself. For that
puzzling girl. perhaps feeling that she
was under a shadow, took good care
to busy herself in her own mysterious
way, and hardly came in contact with
Dabs & Co. at all.

And then, next morning, there came
a fresh sensation,

It was Miss Primrose who broke the
néws at assembly.

Miss Jano Matthews, hcadmistress of
Whitechester, she declared, had just
rung her up. Babs gathered, though
Miss Primrose did not say so, that there
must have been something like an angry
passage of arms between the two head-
mistresses; but, all the same, Miss
Matthews had something to grumble
about.

For during tho pight somcone un-
known had been to Whitechester, and
in letters a foot high had scrawled on
the walls of the school such messages as:

“KEEP OUT OF CLIFF HOUSE!”
“DON'T DARE TO COME TO CLIFF
HOUSE ¥ “CLIFF HOUSE DOLSN'T
WANT YOU !

“And after that,” Miss Primrose said
angrily, “there can be no possible ques-
tion now of the prizegiving taking
place. Barbara, 8s you are in charge
of the arrangements, I must request you
at once to send out letters cancelling the
invitations already given. That is all 1"

“But, * Miss Primrose,” Babs re-
quested, we sce Whitechester
first?” _

“Every girl in this scliool,” Miss
Primrose said, with a glimmer in her
eyes, “will keep- away from White-
chester until such timo as the quarrel
between the two schools has blown
over. Whitechester from this i;noment is
out of bounds to you all. If I hear of
any girl disobeying this order, she will
be detained for a fortmght4™

“Bo that,” as Clara gloomily put it,
“is that !”

In a dismayed, disheartenad group the
girls who had been working so hard for
the prizegiving day met ‘in Barbara
Redfern’s study after lessons. Jemima,
rather surprisingly, turned up.

“Tough luck !” she said. “ ¥ery, very
tongh luck! Alas, that things should
come to such a pass! Hefty bit of work
for you now, Lydia.”

“Me ?” Lydia asked.

“Typing ont all those letters can-
celling invitations. Ilave to bo sent off
quickly, too,” Jemima said,

Lydia bit her lip.

“Yes, I—I suppose so. DPut I can get
through them. T'l! start now, shall I,
Babs?”

“Well, yes, I suppose you'd better,”
Bahs agreed dispiritedly.

“And 1n the meantime,” Jemima
sighed thoughtfully. “Ah, me! Pity
about the old sketch, and so on—what?
Tough luck, Mabs, old Spartan, having
had all the merry old work for nothing.
Which,” Jemima said, *reminds me
about something—something, Mabs, I
want to talk to you about. Will you
spare me a few valuablo minutes of
your priceless time "

Mabs looked at her quecerly.

“Alone ?” she asked,

“Well—yes.”

Mabs blinked, but sho went out.
Lydia, meantime, sat herself down at

“ean’t

.Jemima’s machine.

Outside in the passage, Mabs looked at
Jemima queerly

“Well, what is it?"

“Come to the props rocm,” Jemima

said. “As the chining light of the
Junior School's Dramatic  Society,

vyou're the person I want, ¢ld Spartan,”

“But why?1”

“Please !”

Wondering, Mabs followed up the
stairs to the props room, which was, in
reality, attic No. 2, where the Junior
School Dramatic Socicty kept its im-
pedimenta.
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Jemima entered first and closed the
door Then amazingly she walked to the
window and gazed out. '

“8plendid 1" she said. *“Light rather
bad.  Weather conditions topping for a
little  excitement—what?. Remember
the costume, old topper, that I wore as
the schoolmistress in-tho last sketch?
We've still got that?”

“« wh}_’ yes."

“And that blonde wig that Jean
qutwright wore ?"

Ve »

“And that little sailor hat which Babs
wore 7"

“Yes, of course.”

“All is well I Jemima said heartily.
“Let us dig them out, forsootl. Ile{p
me to don them.”

And when the articles, to Mabs’
amazement, were dug out and donned—

by Jemima, of course—she smiled
cheerfully.,

“Now, Mabs, the make-up box,” she
said.  “Make me up to my
instructions.”

“But, Jimmy, what's the gamoc?”
Mabs asked.

“You'll sce!” Jemima. said mys-
teriously,

She stood in front of the mirror.

Mabs, in great astonishment, began the
make-up. . ;

Mabs was really marvellous st any-
thing theatrical,  but this was the
queerest make-up she had cver tackled,
not knowing before she started what
character Jemima had decided to im-
personate.  But apparently Jemima
knew what she wanted,

A little bolder with the rouge—
higher up on the cheekbone,” she said.
“Now a little thickening of the lips.
M’yes! That's fine! Now just a teeny-
weeny line each side of the mouth.”

Mabs blinked.

“You look like someono 1 seem to
know—someone older,” she said.

* Exactly !” Jemima murmured.

“ Like—like—who is it you look like ?

“Give me a dimple in the chin,
lengthen the old eyes just a fraction,
and then take another look,” Jemima
advised.

Mabs did so, then gasped.

“Mum-my hat! Miss Raymond, of
Whitechester 1"’

Jemima smiled,

“You think I'll pass?”

“In this light, yes,” Mabs said. *PBut,
Jimmy, what are you going to do?”

“Getting the voice may be a spot
tricky,” evaded Jemima. “But if I
hold a handkerchief in front of my
mouth—pretend I have & cold—all
should proceed well. Go now, Mabs,
my old beauty expert, and wait in Study
No. 4. Say nothing of what you have
done, or what your eyes have so stagger-
ingly seen.

“And maybe,” Jemima added softly,
“maybe, Mabs, my henchman, in five
minutes’ time the answer to a great and °
baffling mystery will burst upon a dazed
and bewildered world. Go now,
prithee !”

And Mabs, completely in the dark,
went back to the study. She found her
chums still gloomily gathered there, The
only one of them, indeed, who seemed to
be at all normal, was Lydia, who was
busily ‘typing.

hey glanced up as Mabs came in;
but so dismal were they all that it never
oceurred to any of them to ask where
she had been, or what she had done.

Mabs went to the table. But she was
wondering all the time about Jemima,
and, in spite of herself, she found a
queer sort of excitement possessing her.

Presently there sounded footsteps in
the passage, a timid knock on the door.
Babs, looking up, called “Come in I”
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The door opened. Everybody turned,
and at sight of the figure who stood
there Lydia Crossendale uttered a sud-
den cry, and her face turned as white
as paper.

“Miss Raymond !”
amazement.

* Miss Raymond !’ breathed Lydia.

“Miss Raymond—yes.” The figure
nodded grimly. *“So you are the girl!
Now 1 see you I recognise yon!” “And
while Lydia shakily rose, the disguised
Jemima advanced into the room, care-
ful, however, to keep out of the light
which fell through the window.
“Lydia,” she added quietly, “yon will
come with me to Miss Primrose "

Babs cried, in

Thanks to Jimmy!

YDIA was shaking.
l While Babs & Co.
stared at her in

amazement, she gave

“1 won't! I can’t!”
the gasped.
“Lydia !’
“I won't!” Lydia panted. “If any-

body ghould go to Miss Primrose, take

Ada Harmer!” she cried out. k) 1
was her fault' I did it to save
her—

“What "

“1 did!” Lydia’s eyes were wide

with fear. “I—I didu’'t mean you any
harm. I didn’t know when 1 pushed
you through that door that it was the
door leading to the fire-escape. I
didn’t mean any harm. I And
then, suddenly becoming aware of the
faces staring at her, buried her face in
her hands. “Miss Raymond—" she

said.
“But what—" Babs broke out.
The disguised Jemima raised a

handkerchief before her lips, so that
her voice was muflled.

“I think,” she said, “I had betier
explain. - Yes, I really think
Some four nights ago, Lydia and one
of my girls, Ada Harmer, were attend-
ing an evening dance at the Courtfield
Palais -

Babs jumped.

80.

“But Lydia hasn’t been " fo any
dances.”

“That,” Miss Raymond said, “is
what Lydia has told you. Unfortu-
nately, I am able to prove beyond
question that Lydia was there. So was

Ada. I knew that Ada was there and
went to bring Ler back. They =aw
me. This girl Lydia told Ada that
she would attend to me. She pushed
me through a door. The door unfor-

tunately led to a  fire-escape, down
which I fell, hurting my knee.”
Lydia shivered.

“I—I didn’t-know——""

“From that moment,” the bogus

Miss Raymond went on,-“Lydia has
been afraid of meeting me again.
She knew if she did meet me I should
recognise her. She knew that I would
be coming to the prizegiving carnival.
Then, fearing that recognition would
take place in front of her parents,
who were-also coming to the:carnival,
she would be more than ever in the
soup—ahem !—in—in trouble. And
s0 "—the false Miss Raymond smiled
gently—* Lydia concocted a little plot,
didn’t you, Lydia?”

“J—I don’t know what you're talk-
ing about,” Lydia blustered; but her
face was ashenly guilty.

“No? "Then let me refresh your
memory,” the disguised Jemima
smoothly went on. “You see, Lydia, 1
have had the privilege of talking with
your friend, Ada Harmer."”

“She—she didn't tell

You anvy-

thing,” Lydia
promised—"
“Ah, but one can never be certain
of promises with girls like Ada
Harmer, can one?” Jemima asked
wisely. And while Babs & Co. still
gaped ‘at her: “Ada,” she added
calmly, “tald me all I wanted to know.
In a nutshell, the scheme was to stir
1\;6) _trouble between CLff House and
hitechester, so that it would be im-
passible for the prizegiving to be held.
Wasn't that it?"” -
“Lydia!” cried Babs.
Lydia Crossendale panted.
“I—I—" she helplessly mouthed..
“And s0,” the disguised Jemima
pitilessly went on, “you wrote a letter
to the ‘Courtfield Herald.' That
started the ball rolling, so to speak!
Ada, -next morning, replied to it, but

gasped. “She

‘“ BARBARA,'" said Miss Primrose sternly,
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to you, you pretended ‘that yom had
reformed, and to show your good faith
and enthusiasm were working hard for
the event you were secretly plotiing
should never take place ™

Lydia was shaking now.

2 No douht
about her guilt.

It .was registered on

.every line of her face,

“You admit’ it
Jemima rapped.

“ N-no—"

“Phink carefully " Jemima forbids
dingly frowned. “I am going to give
vou one cliance, Lydia~and only one.
If I go to Miss Primrdse. and tell her

I the disguised

all *this, youn cani - guess “what will
happen, can’t you?”
* Expulsion,” Clara anpounced

grimhy.” “And she jolly well deserves’
it "

“Exactly,” Jemima ‘nodded. “On

‘“do you know anything

about this ? ** She indicated the box the mistress from Whitechester
School held. That box had contained soot which had smothered the mistress
—and the Fourth Formers of Cliff House were accused of sending the box !

Ada, not being as clever as you were,
was . discovered by some of my other
girls. Your next step was to insult me
by sending that booby-trap in a
parcel,- typing the label-on a machine
owned by Jemima Carstairs, of this
school A

Lydia started.

“Jemima—is she in this, too?”

“Very much ip it!” Jemuma nodded
calmly “1 have my friend Jemima
to thank for quite a bit of my informa-
tion. This same Jemima, later, saw
you in the phone-box at the cross-
roads, and being as I gather, a girl
of an inquiring type of mind, slipped
into the phone-box afterwards and
asked the operator who you had been
talking to. Strangely enough, it was
to the headmistress of Whitechester
School, and, strangely enough, it was
at that very time that Miss Matthews
was insulted over the phone by a CLff
House girl—"

“0Oh, you—you awful rotter!” Clara
Trevlyn breathed at Lydia.

“Last night,” the bogus Miss Ray-
mond went on steelily, *“you crept out
of this school and chalked those insults
on the walls of Whitechester. All
this time,” she, added, “just to make
certain no one would attach suspicion

the other hand, if Lydia goes to Mhss
Primrose and confesses of her own
accord, I fancy Miss Primrose would
be more lenient. But either, Lydia,
you- go or I go—and that one of us
within the next two minutes, Which
is it to be?”

Lydia's face worked: Her eyes were
hunied then. She looked at the un-
pitying, angry faces of the chums,
reading no mercy there,

She was caught. She knew it, Ex-
pulsion loomed before her, and the
only way of averting that dread fate
was to make, [frankly and openly, the
confession now ‘demanded of her,

Her fists clenched. .

“All right,” she muttercd.

“You admit it?”

“Yes."

“You
now #*’

“Yes " :

“(Good enough.” Jemima held the
door open. *‘Marjorie, will you .go
with her, just to see she doesn’t change
her mind en route?”. And as Lydia,
not daring to meet the scornful
glances of the chums, stumbled out of
the room with Marjorie in her wake,
Jemima, with a sigh, dropped into
the armchair. “Gadzooks !” she

wil) g‘t) to Miss Primrose
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sighed, in a voice which brnught Babs,

Clara and Leila jumping to their
feet. “Warmish work, what, old
Spavtans! ' And this beastly old wig—
wuft |  Darbara, beloved, get me a

drink of water.”

“Jimmy!" shrieked Babs, as the
wig camo off. 4
“Alnse,” ‘Jemima sighed, “that T

ghorld be guilty of such base decep-
tion 1™

“ But
gtuttefed.

“Natty, what?” Jemima _sm’i’lod.

“Put. what—what—what stut-
fered Babs. L i
Jemima frowned -concernedly.

“Should sée a doctor about that im-
pediment-. in . your “specch, my dear
Barbara. !
morry old throat are not good for one's
healih.  That ‘water—— + Ah, thanks,
Mabs, my angelic fellow-conspirator !
How nobly didst «thou support me!
Well, well,” Jemima beamed as she
handed the glass back to Mabs, “here
wo aro again—all bright, merry, and
gmiling, what? The old pudding is
conked. you see, my Barb_a.mi” .

“Buat how the dickens did you do it
all?” Babs breathed.

“(h, ways, means, and all that sort
of rot, what?” Jemima murmured
vaguely. “ A little tact, common sense,
and powers of observation not found in
ordinary  mortals, 8it down, my
brethren, and lend your wondering ears
to the bed-time story your wise OiC
Unele Jimmy will now unfold to you.
You know, of course, that profound old
fruth about leopards—""

“Leopards?” repeated Babs.

“’About not being able to change the
old epots,” Jemima nodded wisely.
“ihat is what I felt about Lydia, you

geo? You remember, when I spoke to
her about breaking bounds, she denied
=56

~‘tl.F "

“Ahal Now we come to it. For ’twas
from that significant old mght that
T.vdia’s reformation began. After that,
butter wouldn’t - melt in her rosebud
moutl, and Lydia the languid hecame
cuch @ fearsome bundle of frightful
energy on my old typewriter that haﬂ
fonrs for its aged springs. Then,
Jermma resumed, “came the letter in
iho * Herald’® which we nipped along
to have a look at. 'Twas there, my
wondering  beloveds, that your Uncle
Jimmy got her first clue.”

“And that—"" Clara asked. .

“Sav, rather, those,” Jemima gaid
painedly. “Let us, as Britishers, be
wccurate. Those,” she added pro-
foundly, “were two spaces.” f

“Look lere, Jimmy, if yon're going
to start that rot again—"" Clara ex-
asperatedly began

“List1” Jemima replied. *Burble
not when wisdomr infects the air, In
typing, as in writing, we all have our
little pet tricks. Lydia’s pet little ditto
was to type two spaces after a full stop
instoad of the usual and correct three.
1 spotted that on the letter, you know.
I n?ﬁo spotted it on the work Lydia was
doing for you, Babs. Clever, what?"

“Yory " Babs agreed dazedly.

“Now for Point No. 2—the Palais de
Pance. Freda, weeks ago, had asked
Lydia to get those tickets. Freda got
them. Then Lydia, as we know, refused
to go. Now why should Lydia be
afraid of the Palais when she went to
the Palais three nights ago? And, put-
ting two and two together, and with my
usual cool mathematical precision
moking four of them, I went to the
danco hall with Freda Ferriers to find
out for myself,

“While Freda was diinking tca end

you—you=you—"  Clara’

Cannon-balls stuck in the.

scowling at the dancers in her wusual
amiable way, I was deep in palaver
with the genial manager, and from him
I heard all about the disturbance when
onr own gentld Lydia pushed Miss Ray-
mond through a door on to the fire-
escape—"*

“My hat, you ought to be a detec-
tive I” Clara gurgled.

“True, O queen, I have had ideas

hat way myself,’ what?’ Jemima
modestly murmured. “To resume,
however. Next point of attack was Ada
Harmer, whose name the dear old

managing fellow had given me.

*“As. you know, I fortunately caught
her at a moment when she ‘was just
dying for a - fellow human being to
break into her forlorn loneliness. Then
—but why go on?"” Jemima asked,
while the chums blinked at her as if
she was something unreal. “Oh, one
jolly old point.
af first if Lydia was the nasty plotter
behind this,”and T pointed out that it
was unlikely, my reason there,
Spartans, was that I had no definite
proof against her at the time, and it
would liave been a bad egg to put her
on her guard by accusing her,”

Jemima sighed.

“I wonder,” she murmured,
Lydia is getting on now?”’

But she had not long to wonder about
that, Half an hour later, there was a
great stir at Cliff House. Assembly bell
went suddenly, and at the same time
that its deep note was clanging through-
out the school, who should come up the
drive but Miss Matthews, Miss Ray-
mond herself, Linda Gay, and several
other mistresses and prefects of White-
chester School.

While wondering Cliff House gathered
in Big Hall—Jemima having taken off
her disguise—the Whitechester guests
were given positions of honour on the
dais, and then Miss Primrose related
everything that had happened.

Lydia herself, at the end of the re-
cital, downcast, white-faced, was
brought forward to face the angry
school.

A hiss, which Miss Primrose quelled
by holding up a hand, grected her.

“Why Lydia has decided to confess
at this hour, I do not know,” she said—
and Babs smiled wryly at Jemima. “I

*how

When you wondered

old.

Tue ScHooré&rr

am glad, before it is too late, however,
that she has taken this step. I havo
invited our friends of Whitechester here
so that they may hear this story, and
go away satisfied that we at Cliff House
are still their friends, and deplore the
despicable conduct of this one unworthy
girl as much as they themselves must

do.

“Iad I been left to discover this from
other sources, Lydia, I should unhesi-
tatingly have expelled you. As it is,
I shall detain you for @ month, and put
Whitechester out of bounds for you for
the rest of the term. Apart from that,
vour prize will be confiscated, and at
the prizegiving function you tried to
ruin, you will not be allowed to attend,
I don’t fancy, either,” she added grimly,
“that you will find your own Form very
pleased with you.”

“True words!” murmured Jemima.

They were. I'or Lydia, after that wig-
ging in publie, was sent to Coventry for
a week. Meantime, however, her con-
fession had cleared up matters between
Whitechester and CHE House, and,
harassed no longer by the unknown
mischief-maker, friendship between the
two ‘schools once again became most
firmly established.

On Saturday, as arranged, the prize-
giving took place—with Lydia a notable
but unregretted absentee. A great
success, and an occasion for joyful
jubilation that was, indeed! .

But nobody, except Babs & Co., ever
knew the inner story of Lydia's confes-
sion. At Jemima’s wish it remained a
seeret from Lydia and the rest of the
school. Jemima, in any event, had a
horror of being feted, and she aleo had
an idea that, if ever Miss Primrose
learned the true details, she might yet
reverse her decision and expel Lydia.
As she herself said:

“Temper justice with mercy, what?
Let the old sleeping dogs most bliss-
fully remain asleep. fancy, between
us and the wigging Lydia got from her
parents, she will think twice before play-
ing again the part of the nanghty old
villainess.” -

Which, perhaps, was very much what
Lydia, at that moment, was thinking
herself.

END OF TIII? WEEK’S STORY.

Great excitement at Cliff House !
Miss Belling, the youngest mistress
there, engaged to be married.
Such a pretty little thing, too;
talented and popular. But—she
didn't know what to wear for the
best ; just didn’t seem capable of
choosing clothes that suited her.
Even in her best wardrobe she
looked dowdy. And so—

But that wasn't all. Someone at
Cliff House, determined to wreck
Miss Belling's romance, made use
of her unattractive appearance for
that despicable end. Which was
where Barbara Redfern & Co.
took a hand. They liked Miss
Belling; and they wouldn’t see
her made unhappy. Don’t miss
HILDA RICHARDS' latest superb
story. [t appears next Saturday.
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Further faseinating chapters of our wonderful adventure story—

FOR NEW READERS.
TERESA FORRESTER, eelf-possessed and

resourceful, an

LUISE RAYMOND, her more timorous cham,

are on their way to meet Teresa’s parents
in Afrieca when they become stranded.,
With a quaint native girl,

FUZZY, as guide, they set off by canoe. The
canoes were stolen by Fuzzy from a
warlike tribe, who €¢ome in pursnit of the
chums ! They escape, but miss their
steamer and continue by foot. When
they help a white hunter, he gives them a
talisman ring, which allows them to enter
a  native li:mg s country. Helping a
sacred Honess to eseape from a trap, they
are taken to the king, who is furious,

(Now read on.)

“ After Her—Quick !’

6 HE king awaits, and lo! his
I wrath is as the wrath of a
trapped leopard !”

Teresa felt Luise clutch her
arm as the gnide made that ominous
pronouncement, and then waved to-
wards the arch that gave entry to the
king’s room in this runed palace.

“Teresa, donlt let's go!” begged
Inmc, in fright.
‘Him plenty ecross,” said Fuzzy

shakily, for she was even more scared
than timid Luise.

But Teresa, even though she also
quaked inwardly, knew that there was
no way out. They had come {o see
King Nompanyo, and they must see
him, even though he might be angry,
)mght. blame them for setting free the
lioness which had been caught in the

trap.

“Luise, pull yourself together,”
Teresa said.  “There’s nothing to be
scared about. And, anyway, if there

were we mustn't look it. Chin up.”

Teresa marched boldly forward, as
though she was an honoured guest.
Baut, crossing the threshold of the room,
shé came to a halt. King Nompanyo,
seated in a gilded chair, his black face
wearing' a stern, forbidding expression,
a coloured cloak wrapped about him,
was so awe-inspiring that Teresa, im-
‘pressed - despite herself, was for a
moment overawed,

King Nompanyo, ruler of a large

tract of land and many thousands of

black people, was unquestionably no
ordinary man. It may have been the
habit of ruling that had stamped its
mark on him, or the consciousness of
his power; but whatever it was, he
looked a king.

Ebony black, his hair frizzed and
adorned with gn]d jewels, hie was plainly
different from the average native.

Teresa, silent and motionless, lost her
confidence for a moment. Her planned
speech went from her mind.

King Nompanyo leaned
frowning.

“You make free the lioness who am
my sister ¥ he said.

Teresa drew a breath.
feel that Luise was shaky, afraid,
that Fuzzy was in chattering fright.

“We come with a loyal message,
king,” said Teresa.

She was not sure how a black king
should be addressed; but that sounded

forward,

She could
and

THE SCHEMING BLACK
MAGICIAN SAID "I WILL
CHANGE YOUR NATIVE
FRIEND INTO A LIONESS!”

quite poetic, she thought, and could
unl give offence.

King Nompanyo still frowned upon
them aB“’TI]}, so Teresa, stepping for-
ward, held out her hand with the ring.

“ Where you get it?” asked King
Nompanyo; his eyebrows going up in an
expression of surprise.

Teresa explained how they had
helped the hunter who was suffering
from fever, and saved him from being
deserted by his bhoys. -

As King Nompanyo listened lis hard
look vanished.

“He was my friend—a brave man. I
give you thanks,” he said simply.

“It was a small service,” replied
Teresa, and her heart-thumping seemed
to geot less. She felt confidence grow.
“We would also serve you, O king.”

King Nompanyo sab forward in his
chair.

“You set
sternly.

Teresa did not deny’ it,
her hardest to seem surprised
hurt,

“We were kind to her. She was a
sad licness caught in a trap,” she said,
“and she cried for her lonely_ cubs.
We took the ecubs to her, and she
escaped. Would so neble and so kind a
king wish for a lioness to suffer?”

It was a clever speech, for
Nompanyo jerked up.

“No mno!"” he said. “Tor that lioness
is my sister.  She is turned inio a
lioness by the evil, and I am sick.
Great pain takes me. - I am weak; I am
¢«ad. And always it shall be so uniil
my sister she come back to me.”

Teresa did not smile, for the king
himself was very serious, and he really

free the lioness!” he said

but she tried
and

King

believed that the evil ju-ju men
had turned his beln\-cd sister into a
lioness.

“And the cubs—little Numa and
little Tasa,” he said heavily. “Her

children.”

Teresa drew up, her eyes shining.

“Then I am glad that we saved your
sister’s children,” she .said. “It makes
us happy.”

“They were very sad,” cut in Luise.

King Nompanyo, who had heen pre-
pared for an angry scene, was now in
different meod, for he could hardly be
ungrateful for such service.

‘You - do- well,”  he
grudgingly,

But as he -q)oke a man came forward
from an alcove where, unnoticed by the
girls because it was:slightly behind the
arch where they had entered, he had
stood lr&tpmng and wamng

At sight of .him Luise gave a gasp of

By
 ELIZABETH
CHESTER

admitted
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horrer, and drew closer to Teresa. For
his wholo appearance was so fantastic,
s0; weird,-that he seemned-not to-be-an
ordinary being at all. - -

Hlis faco was painted with deep white’

lines that radiated from the.nose, and
on his head were fpathers that sprouted
out from all angles. Long ear-rings,
weirdly carved, a dozen bracelets of
twisted bone on his bare arms, and a
leopard ekin wound eround him, added
to the striking odditg of his appearance,
. Waving his long hands, he bowed to
the king and rapidly.

Teresa wa the king’s face, and
saw how intent he was, how he seemed
to hang upon this man’s every word.

“What is he 1" Luise asked, in a soft

whisper.
“Witch-doctor—the one to blame for
all this tricKery, = T should say.”

answered Teress, almost into Luise's
ear, for fear that she might be over-
heard. . :

Now the king turned back to Teresa,
and his frown had returned.

“Magician, he saw you. Must find
lioness, my sister,” he said, “or ever-
more she rosm jungle,” 5

“Your sister will come back, O king,”
siid Teresa.

“Magician, he know,” insisted tho
king, not without anger, and Teresa
realised in dismay how strong was the
witch-doctor’s hold on him. * You must
go find my sister the lioness. Please!”

It would have been easy enough to
say “yes.” But that would not help.
How cver could they be sure of finding
the right lioness?

L]

HiLbA RICHARDS =5

JEAN HORWOOD (Kingswinford, 8taffs).—

Teresa argued.

“But, even then,” she said, “your
sisters would not becomeo your sister
again, but remain a lioness. How will
sho be changed back, save by the Ju-Ju
ment?” - ...

The King pointed to the magician.

‘“Magician know way. Magician, ho
can turn people to lions, also.” -

Teresa glanced at the magician then,
and he fixed her with a look of concen-
trated ferocity, .with the object, she
guessed, of terrifying her. But although
a slight shiver did run down Teresa's
epine, tho mastered herself, It would
not do to give way and let him think
that she was afraid.

“I do not believé it,” she said.

The king gaped. His eyes rounded
in horror, as though he really could not
believe that anyone could dare to say
stich & terrible thing, he turned to the
magician and translated.

The magician drew up, folded his
arms, and looked Teresa up and down,
Then he addressed the ?{ing again,
speaking at some length.

T'uzzy, able to understand what he
said, gave little gasps of dismay and
clutched at Teresa.

“Him say he prove it! Him say turn
vou iuto lionmess. Make you go find
king's daughter.”

Teresa, knowing, of course, that this
was quite impossible, did not turn a
hair.

“Let him try,”” she said, in contempt.
“Put beware! For my father is a
powerful man, and if any ill should

REPLIES

to some of her correspondents.

|
5 \'.J What a very sweet little letter, Jean! I was
delighted to receive it. So you have four

° favourites in the Fourth—Babs, Mabs, Clara,

: y and Bessie? 1 know they each have hosts of

— .Q- admirers among my readers—to judge from

the nice letters I get!

“HAZEL ” (Kingston-on-Thames, Surrey).—I was delighted to hear from you,
Iazel. Sylvia Sirrett is top of the Fourth Form at present, and Jemima is
twelfth. I think your big Alsatian must be very sweet to be so friendly with
your little kitten. I'd love to see them together, and I'm quite sure my dog
Juno would, too,

MARY ELLEN (Thorpe Bay, Essex).—Thank yon for a most charming little
letter, my dear. I will certainly featur¢ Jemima as often as I can in my future
stories, for I know she is very popular with my readers. My dog Juno sends
Scamp n pawshake.

JOAN STOKES (Slough, Ducks.)—So glad to hear from you again, Joan. Thank
you. I'd love to see a snap of yonr pet (angther Scamp!) I'm sure he is a
lovable pet. Have you named your new budgerigars yet? I wonder if they will
learn to answer to their names?

“GOLDIE.”—I see that your favourite Fourth Former at Clift House is Jemima.
Thank you for your suggestion regardimg the holiday series. I will certainly re-
member it, though I cannot promise that I can use it, of course, for there are a
surprising number of things that an author has to consider, you know.

PAMELA SMITH (Blackpool).—Here is the printed reply you asked for, my
dear. I was pleased to hear from you, yon may be sure. My dog, Juno, sends a
tail-wag to Melvyn. You have certainly chosen an original name for your pet, and
1 do think it is a charming one. Wrile again, won’t you?

“ADMIRER OF IVY FINCH " (Harrow, Middx.)—You would be in the Second
Form if you went to CLf House, my dear. Evidently little Ivy Finch is one of
your “special " favourites at C. H. Yes, 1 shall certainly feature her again in
some of my future storics. Do you like those in which the “babies " appear?

‘““A CLIFF HOUSBE FAN " (Ville La Salle, Canada).—I'm afraid you will not be
able to get tha “Celebrities ” you mention, my dear. You see, there has been
such a great demand for them that they are now out of print, and even your
¥ditor and I bave disposed of our own copies of them. There are two foreign
girls in the Fourth—little Marcelle Biquet, who is French, and Leila Carroll, who
is an American.

-t
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befall me or my friends, woe unto the
evildeers I

King Nompanyo bowed his head. He
had great respect for white officials.

“The black girl,” he exelaimed. **She
will do.” :

Fuzzy drew back white-eyed.

“No, nol Me not want be lioness I’
she cried:

*You dare try,” said Luise fiercely
to the magician. .

Luise was timid enough on her own
account; but in defence of a friend she
found new courage.

“All right, Fuzzy,” said Teresa.
“Don’t be afraid.~ You shan’t be turned
into a lioness. It's only a silly trick,
anyway."”

But the king now became very eager
and excited. For he was so anxious to
find his sister, that the idea of having
someono changed into another lioness,
who could casily find his sister, and per-
suade her to return, appealed to him
immensely.

“We tie cord about neck. Then we
know her,”” he said. “And to whoever
shall bring back my sister I give jewels,
I give gold, I give land. Yes, I mako
her even a princess.”

Fuzzy’s fear lessened at that, and
Teresa noted the change.

“Take care, Fuzzy,” she warned, *1It
is only a trick.”

“It is no trick!"” eried the king in
wrath. “I offer jewels, gold! It 1s no
trick! I am man of honour. Yes, like
tho white man’s word is mine, true as
the rising of the sun, ever faithful as
the moon.”

Teresa had not meant that his offer
was a trick, and she hastened to explain.
But the king was still annoyed.

“You say trick. You say magician
no can do,” he said. *“Then let the
magician make try.”

Kuzzy, thinking of jewels, of gold, of
riches—of becoming a real princess—
was deeply tempted.

“Not always boe lioness?’’ she asked.

**No,” said the king.

But Fuzzy then spoke to the magician,
making quite sure, and the more they
talked, the less she was afraid; the
more eager she became to make this
exciting experiment.

Useless for Teresa to say that it was
a trick. Fuzzy really believed it pos-
sible, and there was to her a thrill in
being for a while a lioness and roaring
and roaming in the jungle, speaking to
other lions—and learning their secret
language. And then, when it was all
over, and she was herself again—she
would have jewels, gold, and be a
princesa.

“I will be lioness,” she exclaimed,
tapping her chest.

Toresa turned to grab her, suddenly
alarmed. She had an idea of what had
become of the king’s sister. She was
probably a prisoner somewhere—to be

roduced when the magician decided.

t was ho who would get the reward,
not Fuzzy |

“Fuzzy—wait !" she said.

But Fuzzy, obstinate when her mind
was made up, dodged back, and then
disappeared through a doorway with
the magician.

* After her—quick 1”
and leaped forward.

cried Teresa,
i G

Fuzzy Becomes—a Lioness!
TERESA and Luige came to a halt

almost as soon as they -had left
the presence of the king, finding
their way barred by tall men
with spears.

It was to some kind of a temple, only
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a shart distance away, that TFuzzy had
gona with the magician, and the men
\\'lh spears stood at the entrance.

’ “Let us pass!” said Teresa’ hereeh
‘The girl s our fnend She is:some-
one of importance.”

But the men did not understand Ennf-
lish, and their crossed spears cantrived
to bar . the way, so that, unless the
chums risked a nasty gash,‘ihere was
no hope of their getting past. -

“Teresa—she can’t be turned inio a
lioness? . You don’t believe it?” l)autpd
me in horror.

“Of course not ! said Tergsa, “It's
impossible—" :
“*But—but suppase it. isn't?. Awful

things can happen,” said Luise shakily:

“I've heard of pcnplr- bcwmmg wolves.
Suppose this is true. Suppose black
people—"

“Watch—and we shall see the trick,”
said Teresa. “Remember how I tricked
the black boys into thinking I had
turned into an -elephant? Well, this is
the same sort of trick.”

Luise, biting her lip, watched intently
what happened. .

Fuzzy - knelt down in the ruined
temple on a large stone, stained red
and blue. Her wrists were tied with a
silk handkerchief, while another was
wound as a bandage about her eyes,

Round and round her danced the
magician, shouting and stamping. But
Tuzzy still remained herself, and took
on no likeness 1o a lioness, n]tlmugh the
stained stone dazzled the eyves of 'T'eresa
am"l Luise,

“ At this rate we shall get dazzled and
begin to think she is a lioness,” Teresa

said. *Or else—1 wonder! He may
say that it cannot be done because
Fuzzy does not want to find the
princess.”

But at that moment two men
appeared, carrying between them an

enormous carpet composed of lions’
skins. They flapped it, almost as a
conjurer might to show that nothing
was concealed, and then made a canopy
of it over Fuzzy's head, while the
maglunn stood rigid, arms upheld,
shouting at the .top of his voice and
stamping his right foot.

Then he rubbed his hands togeiher,
and of a sudden there came from them
a sheet of blue flame.

As Teresa and Luise,
ai that flame, they
lioness’ roar.

The men lifted the lions’ skin canopy
on high, and Luise gave a shrill sereant.

Fuzzy was no longer kneeling on the
red and blue square—but in her place
stood a sleek liopess.

Luise, after that one scream, stood
with rounded eyes, while Teresa hardly
Lreathed. - She could not believe it.
She was sure that she was dreaming—
in a trance,

For that lioness had about her eyes
the same bandage that had been about
Fuzzy's; and about her fore feet, which
were close together, was another,

“Terry, it’s Fuzzy. He’s done it.
She’s a lioness ! gasped Luise,

And then, her face chalk white, she
}mmplcd up at Tcu-m s feet in a dead

aint

startled, gazed
heard a roar—a

ERESA DROPPED to her knees. Shak-
ing all over herself, she almost
lost control for a moment, For this

was so stariling, so truly magical that
all her fixed beliefs scemed to be quite
shattered.

Her hand went under Luise’s neck,
and she lifted her, slapping her cheeks
and hands to revive her. Poor Luise,
still very whiite, =at up, just as the
lioness trotted past, and went out of
the iemple.

“Terry, gei her back—get her back

‘ §TOP, Fuzzy | Don't be silly !
Voumustn't ! '’ Teresa cried,
but she was too late, Almost
proudly, Fuzzy tapped her chestand
bowed to King Nompanyo. *‘I will
be lioness | ' she cried. *‘ Magician
change me to animal !’

cried Luise. “Oh, my goodness! Why
did we let it happen? Why did we
just stand there? Suppose she’s never
Fuzzy again? Ruppose

Luise covered her face with her
hands, on the verge of breaking down
into hysteria. But Teresa, shaken
though she was herself, shook her
almost roughly.

“Dow’t be a duffer!

“TIt isu't a trick! llow ecan it be?

“That's what we've got to find out,’
said Teresa, with a quick look about.
her. “It must be a trick; but we've
got to let them think we're duped.
Understand 1™

It would take no acting on Luise’s
part to make them think that. But
Teresa, the first shock off, was once
again mistress of herself.

Her brain cool she remembered her
father’s words: “The natives are only
children, 'Terry. Remember _ that.

Their magic is simple compared with
any of our conjurers, and their
magicians are Frauds.”

fraud—a trick!

The magician came from the room.
looking triumphant. But what he said
they could not understand. He passed
on to bear Lo the king the glad tidings
that another lioness had been sent to
[‘md the princess.

clever trick,” sajd Teresa,
through her teeth. “That’s all it is,
And no wonder this rascal has the king
in_his power! But I've seen better
tricks than that in England.”

*Teresa, her mind busy, led Luise
back to the king, who became solemn
and deeply concerncd when he saw how
upset Luise was.

“0h, please—please,”
clasping ‘her’ hands—"“please let her
come back! Make the magician bring
her back, O king! If we have done
wrong, we are sorrv. But poor Fuazay
och—— You don’t know \-.ha. a dear
she 23! She’ll be trapped

It's a trick.”

-,u

begged Luise,

19,

The king stretched out his hand, and
gave her head a kindly pat as she stood
before him.

.

, too, am sad,” he said heavily.
“My dear :,:-iel—nnn also your dear
friend. It js bad.’

“Yes; and the inagician made thein
both lionesses,” zaid Teresa hotly.

“Not so. The ju-ju men—they inake
my sister lioness, If she come back,
my magician make her again a woman.
He shail have riches—have gold—"

Teresa’s eves glinted. ‘For now she
saw how the artful magician worked.
It was a novel form of kidnapping.
ITe blamed ju-ju men for making the
king's sister a lioness, and wanted a
reward for bringing her back.

And in some.way the princess woull
not know where she had been.

Tercsa stood back. There was a
trick in this, and she had to find it.
King Nompanyo was in the hands of
a scoundrel, and that scoundrel would
soon gain the whole kingdom.

If Fuzzy was not the lioness, then
where was she now? And where was
the princess? They were both pritoners,
although probably’ in the

not samae
place.

The magician came to speak to (he
king again, and “Teresa led - Luise
H\\‘u_\" )

‘Listen, dear!” she said gently.

“Don’t worry; iln quite suré there's
no need to. l' uzzy's all right. She's a
prisoner somewhere.” Haven't you ever
seen the vanishing lady irick? Well,
this is the same.”

i Y(‘s but an appearing lioness trick,
too.” pointed out Luise.

Teresa, a far-away look in her exes
for a moment, suddenly gave a little
gasp.

“My golly? I think I have-it,”” zhe
said.

“How—what 1"’

But Teresa did not reply.
she stepped boldly forward.

Instead,
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“May 1 ask a favour from
magician?” she said.

“Why, yes,” said the king.

“May I, too, be turned into a lioness
so that—""

Dut Teresa was interrupted by a
shrill ery from Luise, who flung her-
self upon her friend, clinging to her
g0 that Teresa was almost strangled.

“Luise, let gol” she choked.

“You shan’'t do it, Terry—you
shan’t |” Luise cried frantically.

Teresa whispered, tried to explain
that it was a trick—the only way of
finding out the truth—but Luise would
not listen.

“Very well,”” said Teresa, with a
sigh. “My friend does not wish it."

“I understand,” nodded the king.
“But bo at peace. You shall have com-
fort. I will call my queen, and you
shall have food and all comfort—yes,
and music.”

But Luise and Teresa were in no
mood for comfort and musio,

“I think we'd rather go outside,”
said Teresa. “We are very sad.”

The king raised no ebjection, and
the two wént outside the palace, where
Bambo, the faithful young elephant,
loaded with luggage, stood surrounded
by an admiring crowd of black girls
aud boys.

Adolphus, on his back, was showing
off to the crowd by putting on a hat
of Luise, and trying to fit a glove to
his left foot.

He liked an audience, and this was
a really appreciative one.

Between acts he paused, and bowed
a little, and then seemed to say: “I
will now give my famous impersona-
tion of a certain film star.” And on
wouild go the hat, upside down, and he
would flop the glove from his teeth.

But to-day Luise and Teresa were far
too sad to be amused. Luise, convinced
thav Fuzzy would never be seen again,
was on the point of tears the whole time,
her lips trembling her chin guivering.

But Teresu, eager only to think of
somo way @ defeating the magician,
was racking her brains for ideas.

“A secret trapdoor, hidden by the
lions’ skins,” she mused. “Aha! And,
perhaps—yes [”

the
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She turned to Luise,

“Wait !” sha said, moving away.

“You'ra not going without
Luise exclaimed.

“I only want permission to amuse the
king with Adolphus and Bambo,” said
Teresa. “He is sad, and neceds enter-
taining.”

But although that was part of the
truth, it was not the whole truth. Teresa
had another idea in mind—a way of
settling the whole affair, of solving the
mystery and denouncing the magician
for the fake be was.

And to that end Adolphus would be
uneeded—and Bambo.

me 1

—_—

Teresa’s Scheme !
KING NOMPANYO had a simple

senso of humour, and Adolphns

tickled his fancy. The gramo-

phone was brought in, and ghe
chimp «id his dance. Luiso provided
him with a bat and frock, and he really
was most comic.

““ Ah, he is more funny than men |”

Teresa smiled at that.

“But, you see, gracious king,” she
said, “he i3 a man—a famous clown
turned into a baby chimpanzee.”

The king gave a start, and explained
to the magician, who shot a quick glance
at Teresa, in which there was suspicion
and bhatred. He knew her for an enemy.

“Magician, let him be a man again,”
said the king. “I would praise and
reward him.”

Teresa nudged Luise, who had heard
her friend’s statement with wonder and
amazement.

“This is where the magician fails,
she said. “Wateh him try to turn
Adolphus into a circus clown !”

But the magician had no intention of
trying. He did not want to look a fool
m the king’s eyes. Unfortunately, the
king was very cager to sce Adolphus as
he really was, and te chat with him.
Now that the idea had been put into his
Liead,” it could not easily be removed.

“Wait 1” said Teresa. “I will get his
sister.”

“His sister #” asked the king.

“The young elephant,” explained
Teresa. “Come! Let them be human
again, O king ! This wonder magician
can do it if he will But he is jealous
becauze you have been amused.”

Teresa had steuck the right note. The
king was obstinate, and he dearly
wanted to see Adolphus as a human
being. 8o he ordered the magician to
do bis work.

“Tt will be bad if he cannot turn back
vour sister from a lioness when she
returns,” said Teresa anxiously,

The king had not thought of that, for
he had faith in the magician.

“Do this,” ho commanded, “or T do
not believe when my sister come back
vou can make her again herself I

The magician's eyes flashed as he
answered, but Teresa did not know what
e said until the king interpreted.

“He say if the chimpanzee is such
because he has been bad. then he shall
be turned into some other animal—a
leopard.”

“And so, then, may your sister,” said
Teresa, growing cager and excited in
this battle of wits.

The magician answered with raised
voice and the stamp of bare fect that
jingled his ankle ornaments. His evil
face became creased in anger.

“Ho say lie do not do white people’s
bidding. He say white people give
orders to black people, and it shall not
be. The black people shall rise,” said
the king, frowning.

»

WuE Scuooremmts

Teresa Lbowed her head.

“But it 1s yon who give the order, O
king. Or have magicians more power
than & king?”

Teresa now was on thin ice. It would
not do to offend the king. For he could
hold them there, and her father would
not know where to search for them.
Already they were late on their journey,
delayed by these adventures.

But Tereza now saw the true intention
of the evil magician. lie sought power;
he sought to rule the king, and for ono
major purpose apart from his own
gain—to igmkﬂ the black people riso
against th® white.

If the thousands of black people in
King Nompanyo's country armed, then
there would indeed be grave peril. They
would lose the war they might wage
against the white men, but at what cost
of suffering, of death, of maiming ! The
mere thought of it sent o shiver down
Teresa’s spine.

Never had she despised anyone so
much as this cunning man.

“Let him try—let him test the wishes
of the gods,” she said.

The magician gladly took that way
out, not realising that Teresa had some
plan in mind. But as the magician,
followed by the king, went down tho
corridor to the room of musie, Teresa
turned back to fetch Bambo.

Guards were protecting their baggage,
whieh had been unloaded from Bambo.
Eagerly the young elephant followed
Teresa.

By the time they reached the magio
room; however, the magician and Adol-
phus were inside, and the young chimp
was being bandaged.

The king, knowing that ho must not
enter the room for fear of suddenly
becoming a lion himself, stood back,
while the guards crvossed spears to
prevent Luise’s entry.

When Tercsa led Dambo along the
corridor and halted him before the
spears, the guards looked alarmed.

For Bambo could shatter those spears
with & mere push, snap them off a3
though they were mere twigs.

The magician had not scen him, Tie
was dancing round the chimp, who sat
quiet, the bandage over his cyes, his
paws fastened.

In & moment t(he eritical juncture
would arrive. Tho magician would rub
his hands, bringing firc—in some quite
simple manuer, as Tercsa could guess.

But that would be the momeng of
change, and just before it Teresa meant
to intervenc.

1f she was wrong, if she failed, then
the king's anger wounld bo boundless.
Already he was signalling her to move
Bambo back.

Put Teresa moved forward instead:
for now the men with the carpet of
lions’ skins had entered, and were about
to spread it over Adolphus.

What happened under that carpet of
lions’ sking that caused a human being
to vanish ard an animal to appear?

The lions’-skia carpeb was swept over
Adolphus; the magician was rubbing
his hands.

Teresa, with a swifi pat on Dambo’s
flank, gave Lim the commands

“Forward !”

With sharp reporis, the spears were
shattered like twigs, and DBanibo
marched into the magic rooin just as
flame came from the magician’s hands!

WHAT ever is the magician's

amazing secret? And will
Teresadiscover it 7 Be sure not to miss
niext week's fascinating chapters of this
superbh storys

L]
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Another topping COMPLETE story featuring irrepressible—

Rich Girl Joy Sharpe has to do as her Governess tells

her.

Nakita, the Gipsy Girl, does just as she likes.

That’s why Joy—who is reaily Nakita as well —has heaps
of forbidden fun!

Boko in Disiress!

0Y SHARPE, hair flying in ihe
] breeze, ran at top speed across the
smooth, pleasant Jawns of the
Ciables, She carried a large spoon
in her right hand, and in the spoon was
a new-laid egg.

So engrossed was she that she did not
sec her governess, Miss Retcham, stern,
grim-faced, appear suddenly from the
~hrubbery.

But Miss Retcham saw Joy, and the
hook she had been holding fell from her
nerveless grasp, Her pince-nez dropped
1o the end of their black cord, .and she
tood rigid in amazement.

“Ten more yards,” muitered Joy.
“Oh golly! Phew!™

Miss Retcham jumped forward.

“ Stop 1" she cried.

Jut Joy was too ncar to be able to
Nl\]).

A faint thud, a gasp or two, while
Joy staggered sideways and  Miss
Netcham lurched back, and then they
broth sat down bump ! on the grass,

Away went the egg from the spoon,
hit the grass, and burst,

“Oh! Phew! Oh dear!” said Joy
in dismay. “Mum-Miss Retcham, I—I
didn’t know you were there. I'm
awfully sorry!”

The governess adjusted her glasses,
and her eyes glinted through them in
piercing anger.

“How dare you!” she cried. “Joy,
can it be you? You, whom I have
bhrought up to be a lady! You were
runming—running across the lawn as
thongh pursned by some wild animal !”

Joy serambled up and offered her
governess a helping hand, which Miss
Retcham, however, scorned.

“What possible motive can you have
in running across the lawn bearing an
egg? Where were you taking it?”

Joy Shdipe hid & sinile,

“Tt-was o time for smiling, of course,
but she could not help beirg amused.
Anyone less serious-minded than Miss
Retcham would have guessed that a

girl running across a lawn carrying an
cgg in a spoon was practising for an
cgg-and-spoon race; and, considering
that the village sports day was not far
distant—in fact, on thd coming
Thursday—A>\liss -Retcham should have
realised that Joy -was thinking of
competing. =

Instead, the governess locked blankly
bewildered.

“I'm fearfully sorry I bumped into
vou, Miss Retcham,” said Joy. * Shall
1 serape up the egg -3

Turning, Joy saw cook approaching—
and cook, not having stayed the courso
well, was breathing hard, pufiing and
blowing, and glowing red in the face.

“A nico thing, coming into my larder
and stealing eggs!” puffed cook.

“You will be punished,” said” Miss
Retcham grimly,  “But I intend to
discover the why and whercfore of this,
Ah!” Her eyes lit up. “Good—good
gracious! The village sports! You
were practising for a race? The egg-
and-spoon race 7

And she all but reeled. If Joy had
been  ‘practising  throwing slones at
windows the governess could not have
looked more shocked.

“Q0Oh, Miss Retcham, T don’t sece any
harm in it!” Jov protested. “Other
girls are entering for the races; and 1
stand quite a chance of winning, Why,
Boko——""

Joy broke off. For the mention of
the butcher’s delivery hoy, who rejoiced
in the name of Boko, was never tactful ;
but, unfortunately, Miss Reicham had
already heard.

.“Boko! Ah! T mght have guessed
it. That boy has been speaking to you
again, in defiance of my wishes, has
he? Return to the house at ounce! I
will see to it that yon do not even
attend the sperts - as = spectator, let
alone as an entrant. And if that lad
Boko, as you call him, is anywhere here
I shall report him to his employers ’’

There was a faint rustle in_the bushes,
and Joy, casting a quick, anxipus look
in that direction, was glad that her

governess’ eyes and éars were nob as
sharp as hers. TFor rhe herself had a
momentary glimpse of Boko's scared
face,

“1 will give you some work to keep
you basy, Joy,” Miss Retchamn went on,
“But, first, I will tell the gardener 1o
watch the gates, in case the butcher’s
boy is loitering nere. 1 shall most cer-
tainly report him.”

In the school-room—where Tinker, lier
pup, rousing himself from slecp in Miss
Retcham’s chair, sneaked under ile
bookcase—Joy sat down at the fable.

“Here is your geography fext book,”
snapped the governsss. “Turn to the
rainfall map of India, study it, and be
prepared to draw it {from memory when
1 return.”

Click! went {he door, and then
key was iurfned in the lock,

ihe

J\n‘ Siaree glowered at the average
rainfall of India, made a face at i,
and then peeped out of the window.
Miss Retcham was crossing the lawn to
where the gardener was aking a
scarch amongst the bushes for Boko.
“Poor old Boko!” mused Joy

casily. *“Now he’ll cop it 1”

By IDA MELBOURNE

Boko certainly wonld “cop ™ it if he
were canght. And yet what had he
done? Nothing wrong. e had merely
hidden in the bushes and held his new
three-and-ninepenny stop-waich to time
Joy running her egg-and-spoon race. It
was a kindness, rather than an offence,
for Boko had timed the other entrants
secretly and could give Joy a very fair
idea of her chances of victory.

Tinker, her pup, realising that Miss
Reotcham had gone, locked out warily
from under the bookecase, and then ap-
peared i full view.

“Tinks; 1 was copped,” said
““And now I can’t enter for the sports.

Tinker, ydwned.

“ Nothm#' to yawn_about, becauze you
cin’t onter in ‘the Free for All dog's
race,” pointéd out Joy. dismally,

"Thon her face sct.

“Pinks, ‘we're not going to be out of
it! We-won't be! ~Even if, somehow,.

we—"’

ui-

Jog.

2
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Joy, eyes now gleaming, took a key
from a sccret crack in her desk, went
to the door, unlocked it. and crept out

Her heart thumped with excitement
as she locked the door behind her, told
Tinker to be quict, and then tiptoed up
to her bed-room

Tinker's furtive manner changed as
he crossed the threshold of that room.
Ho rushed to the "wardrobe and
scratched a. the door vigorously.

“All right, impatient!” whispered
Joy =oftly.

Sae opened the wardrobe door and
took out a gay gipsy frock. The sight
of it nearly sent Tinker crazy, and
when his mistress next brought out a
jar of face-dye, he barked, and went
skipping round in circles.

Nakita! That was what the frock
and dye meant to him—fun, racing,
jumping ball-chasing, happiness.

And that was in cffect what it meant
to Joy, too.

“But careful, Tinks!” sho warned
him. “We mustn’t be canght | If Miss
tetcham over guess ad

Joy pie that thought at the back of
her mund, and slipped on the prett
gipsy frock, the als, and the scarf.
Next sho used the dye, and soon, thanks
to skill and practice, she had darkened
her skin so that sho really did look like

a K_'IP‘Y

“Therol And now wheze's Joy, for
goodness’ sakei” sho asked merrily.
“0Oh, Tinks f only wo could go into the
woods !”

For it was not exactly on pleasure
that Joy had changed herself thus into
Nakita, the gipsy girl. It was business
—to save Boko!

“Come on Tinks!” sho said, and led
the way to the back staircase.

—

Leave It To Nakita!

HEN Nakita recached ,the
spacious, well-kept grounds of
the Gables, Miss Retcham and
the gardener wero still seeking

Boko, the gardener taking his stance

by tho pates, while Miss Rctcham
scarched the bushes.
“If you'rs surc he was here ten

minutes ngo. then he's here still,
ma’am !” tho gardener presently called
out. “Ile hasn't gone through these
here gates nor over the wall.”

Nakita moved forward, confident of
Lor disguise.

“’Arternoon, lidy I” she said,

Miss Retcham wgmeled.

“Good gracious! Iow did you get
in ?” she gasped

“On gipsy wings, lidy,” said Nakita.
“Spare us a fow f'abs! Go on! Just
a few—just a bunch 1”

Miss Retcham strodo towards her,
fluttering her right hand.

“Get out! Go at once!” she com-
manded. “This is a plot! You and
that wretched butcher boy have schemed
to encourage Miss Joy to enter for the
sports! If you stay here another
minute, you will be cbarged with tres-
passing 1"

“Oh come orf it, lidy !” said Nakita,
with & grin. “Chuck it! Aren't you

mmhgf—-—"
ingy?” eaid the governess,
shocked.

“Stingy! All these 'ere fl'ahs, and
you can’t spare me a bunch! They'll
i?“ die, and that’ll be the end of them!

roper cold skinflint you are! Can you
run t”

“Run? Can I run? If you mean, am
I entering for the sports, I am not "

Nakita giggled at the mere idea.

“I didu’t mecan that, lidy. YWhat 1

Your Editor’s address is:—Flestway

House, Parringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

Please send a stamped, addressed envelope
if you wish for a reply by post.

Y DEAR READERS,—Cousin
George and the “Imp "—those
two mysterious peoplo about
whom vou've scen little notices

from time to timec—are almost hero at
last. In fact, they WILL bo here, in
all their glory, next week

And so, readers all, I can now tell
you about them without any fear of
spoiling the *surprise '’ naturo of their
appearance.

Now Cousin George, as you will dis-
cover next week, is the over-confident,
“Leave-it-to-me,”  *“(irls-need-taking-
carc-of ” kind of chap you can’t help
laughing at, and you can't help
secretly liking, too. And the Imp—

Well, I could write about the Imp
for hours. For the Imp—Hetty Son-
pning is her real name—is just the
cheeriest, happiest, cutest bundle of
vivaciousness and gaiety you crver
encountered.

Not cven her Cousin Ceorge can
depress her; and he is under strict
orders from his mother to keep a
“fatherly ” or guardianish eye on
Hetty.

Wlhat a8 gorgeously dolightful time
the Imp has! George does, too—
often against his wishes. While, as for
you—well, you'll be laughing all the
way tlrough these topping stories.

For, ves, there are to be lots of
them, replacing our old friend “Gipsy
Joy,” and written by thie same talented
author, Ida Melbourne

Of course, you'll naturally bo sorry
to say good-bye to Joy, but I am cer-
tain your disappointment will soon fade
when you meet Counsin Georgo and tho
Imp. Don’t forget—next Saturday !

Qur next issue will contain another
thrilling instalment of “Tho Jungle
Hikers,” more of Patricia's DBright
I’ages, another Chiff House Pet, and:

“THEY CALLED HER ‘THE
FRUMP ¥

Unusual title? Yes; but then the
story is unusual, too, although it is
written in HILDA RICHARDS' very
finest vein, which means that it will
hold you spellbound from the start.

In this case, “The Frump " happens
to be one of the Cliff House mistresses,
and, certainly, to judge by the clothes
she wears, and hLer vory appearance,
there 18 some truth in that unflattering
description.

But, as is so often the case, appear-
ances are deceptive with regard to this
particular person. It is not only Babs
& Co. who discover that, but one
selfish, spiteful girl in particular.

1f I add that “The Frump* is the
means of bringing romance to CIliff
House, I'm sure you'll realise just what
an entertaining tale this i3, You'll be
able to sample it for yourselves next

week.
well, my space has run ont. I must
say bye-bye—everyone ! Wiih  best

wishes,
Your sincere friend,
THE EDITOR.

Tne ScHOOLGIRL

meant was-suppose I was to pick some
of these ’ahs, could you bunk after me?
Course not I” .

And, running some fifty yards from
the governess—to a spot near Boko's
hiding-place—Nakita - began to pick
flowers, As she had been told—as Joy—
that she could pick all the flowers she
wanted, she was not guilty of stealing.
But Miss Retcham did not know that
this comuon, offensive girl was her own
chiarge,

Snick, snick, snick! went the stems
as Nakita, smiling over her shoulder,
broke off tulip after tulip. They wero
near the end of their days, anyway, but
that did not make the theft any less
re!mshemibln to the gaverness.

“Stop !” she eried, and then ealled
frantically to the gardener. “Stop her!
Stop her 1”

At the same moment as Miss Retcham
rushed to iotervene, the gardener came
from the gates.

Nakita, watching warily, judged diz-
tances, loaving herself a margin to
spare, and then gave a chirrup of

olight na she saw a boy in a bluc-and-
whito apron crawl from a bush and
make for the gates. ’

Ho was through in a flash, unzeen hy
either Miss Retcham or the gardener.

Boko had been saved. But Nakita?
The gardencr and Miss Retcham wero
thudding near, and Nakita knew that
tho time to bolt had come.

If Miss Retcham grabbed her and
rubbed off some of her dye, then tho
gamo was up.

But Nakita was fleet of foot. Away
she sped, making for the gates; and
when she got through them and glanced
round, Miss Retcham, a hand at her
side, was slowing, end the gardener,
well beyond his best sprinting days,
was doubled up, pufling and blawing.

Without slowing, Nakita made for a
gap in the hedge and hurled herself
t.hl'ough. followed by Tinker. Then,
dropping flat, chest heaving, she drew
in great gasps of much-needed breath.

Safe!

Sitting up at last, sho patted Tinker,
and then blinked as Boko, on all-fours
and fingers to his lips, crept towards
her.

“Goshl Can that old governess
run ?* ho gasped.
“Run—like—like a Tlarc!” panted

Nakita, and suddenly remembered that.
she was a gipsy girl. “ Not 'arf, chun !
But you got away.”

“Thanks to . you!” grinned
“Was that why you dJid 1t 1”

“Yus t”

“You've a sport ! I suppose Miss Joy
put you up to it 7"

“That’s right ! nodded Nokita.

“She’s & sport, too!” said Poko.
“But how did yon get in? 1 didn't sco
you there before.”

“Oh, I just got in !" said Nakita. “I
have my ways.”

Boko nodded, and chewed & bit of
grass, frowning.

“Lucky she didn’t cop me!” he sail.
“But now Miss Joy's in the seup all

nnl\ﬁ,

right. She can’t go to the sports.”
Nakita naturally pretended not io
know.
“Go won! Can't she?” !
“No.” And Boko explained what he
had overheard. “And I call it tonght”
he grunted. “Because she onghi to

win the egg-and-spoon. Though, mind
vou, you can run!” he added admir-
mgly. “It’s a pity Joy's sunk. If only
we could think of a dodge for getting
that governess out of the way for the
afternoon !”

Nakita gave a start, and looked ad
him eagerly
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“You mean it?” she asked. “How1”

Boko scratched his ear and thought.

“Dunno,” he admitted. *’Course,
we might lasso her, and shut her in a
haunted dungeon—"

“Well, if you can use a lasso end
know where there’s a haunted dun-
geon,” scoffed Nakita. “Might as well
say you could have her kidnapped by
a lot of gangsters. You do ta!E barmy
at times.”

“You think of an idea, if you're so
smart?” retorted Boko.

Nakita sighed and was silent, chin
cupped in hands. It was easy enough to
say that Miss Retcham ought to be
out of the way, but not so easy to think
of a plan.

Boko’s wild ideas were not a help, and
even the best of them—galloping up on
a fiery steed, and pretending to be a
cowboy bandit, and keeping the gover-
ness quaking in the coalhouse—wasn't
much good when closely examined.

““What we want,” frowned Nakita,
“is an idea that—is""—she mused—"" iz

a way of making her want to go to the
eports.”

Then she sprang up, clapping her
hands.

“Got it!

“I've got it!” she eried. [

My golly—I've got the idca—
“You have? Well, what is it?" asked
Boko.
For a moment Nakita seemed about
to tell him; and then she shook her

ead.

“Tell you later, chum. Dut look 'ere
—1 must buzz orf!”

For she had suddenly remembered
that Joy Sharpe was supposed to be
behind the locked door of the school-
room. With a wave, she lelt Boko and
went  furtively along the wall that
guarded the grounds of the Gables, to
climb over at her usual easy spot.

Five minutes later she was in her
room. Eight minutes later, changed
back into Joy Sharpe, she was in the
school-room behind the locked door once
more.

But now, instead of being depressed
and despondent, there was a bright
shine in her eyes, and a smile on her

lips.

What a Race!
]OY SHARPE hummed to herself

gaily. Considering it was lesson-

time, she should not have been so

lighthearted; but t{o-day there was
a reason.

Joy eat at the table in the sunny
gchool-room and secemed quite a little
ray of sunshine herself—in complete
contrast to Miss Retcham, who was,
more than anything else, like a black
cloud.

“Joy," =aid the governess grimly, “I
shall not tell you again not to hum.
Do vou realise that even were I pre-
pared to relent, and to allow you to go
to the sports this afternoon, your con-
duct would deter me?”

Joy looked up.

“Why, yes—this is the afternoon of
the sports, Miss Retcham. How thrill-
ing! I wonder who will win the high
jump "’

“] am not
governess coldly. y

“1 know who will win the races,
though,” said Joy confidently.

“Indeed? You know? Everyone else
is in doubt—but you know for certain.
Dear me, what a little wonder you are,
Joy,” eaid Miss Retcham, with heavy
sarcasm. .

“But Joy was not taken aback.

“QOh, well, everyone knows, Miss
Retcham,” she said, “that the gipsy girl

interested,” said the

Nakita is eessily the fastest “runner
around here.”

Miss Retcham gave a slight start, and
an angry glint came to_her eyes.

"Goocf.' gracious! The gipsy girl,
indeed{" she said: "I heve never heard
such nonsense in my life.” Never!{ Why,
I can run as fast as she can. - But for the
fact that I had already run a ¢onsider-
able distance the other day, I should

have overtaken -her .in. these very
grounds.”

* Joy opened her eyes as wide as she
could. ;

““Miss Reticham—you don't mean
that?” she gasped.

“I do mean 1t] That girl win—good

gracious 1” And the governess laughed.

“But—but if you can run faster than
the 'can, why don’t you enter for a race,
Miss Retcham?” asked Joy innocently.

"“Because T have no wish to make a
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but there came an interruption. The
door opened, and- her grandiather
peered in.

““Oh, Miss Retcham,” he said.
is the manicure set.”

Joy looked across at the governess,
who went pink.

“The manicure set?"” Miss Retcham
faltered, surprised.

“Yes. I mcant to consult you about
it, but forget,” the absent-minded old
gentleman said. “I think it is quite
good, the best they had in the chemist’s
shop here.- Rather more than I meant

to pay
Joy held her breath, She knew that
Miss Retcham had coveted that set, for
her governess had stood admiring it in
thé window time and time again.
*Oh, really—I cannot—I—this is so
sudden !” gasped Miss Retcham.

“Here

N AKITA tere round the track, with Miss Retcham in pursuit. The other

competitors in the governess' race were left behind. Miss Retcham was

winning—but she didn’t know

fool of myself,” said Miss Retcham,
and then added hurriedly: “not that I
look like a fool when I run, but—we will
not discuss it. (et on with your work.”

““Yes, Miss Retcham. But do you
think Miss Ridgeley will win the Old
Crocks race?”

The governess frowned heavily.

“0ld Crocks race? A motor event for
ancient cars? There is not such an
event at the sports!”

Joy bit her lip.

“0Oh, nunno. I—er—that’s what they
call one of the races.”

“Indeed 7. And what race is that?”’

Joy wriiggled a little.

“I—well, that's only the name given
it in fun, of course. It's a race for
schooimistresses, and—ahem 1”

Miss Retcham stiffened and glared.

“The race for teachers of ladies?” she
gasped. “Good graeious! Old Crocks,

indeed ! Let me tell you, Joy, that that -

race is likely to be run at a faster rate
than any other.. -And now—one more
word, and you will be punished.”

In silence Jov got on with her work:

it. That was Nakita's scheme,
*Oh, granddad,” cut in Joy, “is that
a present for Miss Retcham 1"

Miss Retcham had already undone
the wrapping, and now was looking at
the expensive case.

“If ehe wins the race—yes,"” raid
Joy's grandfather, and then gave a

slight start and frowned. “Dear me, I
trust I did uot lead.vyou to suppose
I had brought you a gift. Is it your
birthday 7

Miss Retcham went a dull erimson.

“No, no. - h, no, I did not
think 1t was a gift1” she said; but her
face fell.

“What is it, granddad ?” asked Joy.
- “Why, you don't ‘mean to say I
haven't mentioned it!” he exclaimed,
with' a. laugh. “How absent-minded
P'm-getting. It was Nakita's idea—
Nakita, the gipsy girl.”

Joy :watched her governess
Miss ‘Retcham drew up..

“The gipsy girl's idea?” she ex-
claimed. :

“Yes.

then.

Apparently there is a sports
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meeting in the village to-day,” -=said
Joy's grandfather, as though it were
hot news. “I quite intended to give a
prize; but, really, I knew  nothing
about it until the-gipsy gitl actually
came through the french windows into
the library” .

Joy held her breath
surprise. .

“Merely an artful way of goading
you to do it]” snapped Miss Retcham.
“That girl intends to win the race,
and this prize. -

Joy's grandfather lmaghed

“I.don’t .think™*the” glps) girl can
pretend ‘to be a teacher,” he said.
“Phat is the prize for ' the teacher's
race, As you are entering, Miss
Retcham, and have such a reputation
as a sprinter—"

Miss Retcham gasped. She had not
heard of this before.

and feigned

“But—but, really—— I—enter for a
race! I would no' dream of it.”

“No, granddad; we're staying hero
working,”” said Joy.

He %ooked over his glasses and
frowned.

“It’'s a thing you ought to see, Joy,'
he murmured. Uniess. of course,
you have* misbehaved -5 But if you

are not going, T must’ ucnd some other
messenger with the prize. It must be
there in_time for the race,’

The door closed behind “Joy's grand-
father, and Miss Retcham, with a some-
what pcevod expression, corrected Joy's
cssay which lay before her.

There was silence until, half an hour
later, Miss Retcham announced that
she was going.to-the village. Joy,
skipping with dehght thought that the
plan had worked

Miss Retcham, -however, was tough.
Dinner came and went, with no hint
of a trip to the sports, and on the tick
of time the governess” gave the order
for work in the school-room,

Joyls heart sank. The plan had
failed. . The bait had been offered, but
not takon and Miss Retcham, dosplte
the manicure set, was staying at home,

1f Miss Retcham stayed, then Joy
must ‘stay, and Nakita could not come
into being.

At a'quarter past two Miss Relc!mm
rose.

“Joy,"” she said,
to the'hot-houses.
you do not leave this room during my
short absence, I shall lock the door.”

“T am going down
To make sure that .

And off Miss Retcham went.

“She has gone to the sports.
just a blind,” Joy told herseli.
1sn’t in the hot-houses at all.
better wait a while.”

Five minutes passed, and then; sud-
denly making up her mind, she stole
out, locked the door after her, and
hurried to her room with Tinker.

She changed rapidly, and then, with
bated breath, crept down the back
stairs into the garden, and to the hot-
houses.

Miss Retcham had not bluffed.
There she was at work. True, her cycle
was just outside;” but its presence there
did not necessa.rlly mean that she in-
tended to ride to the village.

Dismally Joy admitted defeat.

Turning back to the house, in case’
the governess returned before she had
a chance to change, Nakita suddenly.
stopped.  She “heelcd
her, and then snatched up an cmpty
flower- -pot.

Knocking a watering-can from o shelf
on to the tiled path to make sure of a
good rousing noise, Nakita mounted
the governess’ cycle. Immediately the
hot-house door opened, and Miss
Retcham rushed out, startled.

“Stop !” she shouted.

Nakita went whizzing down the pnth
and Miss Retcham, following at a sprint
pace, hesitated, and then hurried to get
the car from the garage.”

Outside the gates Nakita paused only
until she heard the car engine start up;
then she cycled from the lane to the
fields, and pedalled her hardest towards
the gay, distant scene where Hm sports
meeting was being held

It's
“She
But I'd

1 M[ss RetcHAM, come along, please!
It is the start. On this line !”

Miss Retcham felt a tug at her*arm,
and glowered at the tall, ‘-oldlcrl) man
beside-her.

“I am looking for the gipsy glrl
said the governess tremulously.. “ She
took my ecycle, and even though I have
recovered it, she still has the valuable
plant in the pot.”

Major Ryuan shrugged.

“Well, the teachers’ race is just start-
ing. I'm lining them up,” he said.

He returned to the crowd bordering
the track, where the schoolmistresses
and one or two gmemesscs were in line,

- LOTS OF FUN FOR EVERYONE!

+ That's what it means when Hetty Sonning and her lordly, leave-

it-to-me Cousin George get together.
Jimagines himself as Hetty’s guardian, Hetty merrily lives up to
her nickname of The Imp. And such an imp, too.

ideas ;
se:nouslv

never dispirited for long; just refusing to take George
Why, even George forgets himself at times |

two dellghtful characters make their bow NEXT SATURDAY
- You must meet—
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For while Cousin George

Full"of bright

These -

; ln;ula
looked , about ‘-fp il

‘THE SCHOOLGIRL

“Ah 1" said the governess loftily. “I
would not ane such a fool of myself.
Why—

Anid there in. the crowd was '\Takltn!

Nakita looked and saw the
governess, tucked the flower-pot dnder
her arm, and waved. Miss Retéham
ran towards her, and Nakita, dodging,
moved forward just as the compelitors
crouched down for the start.

Bang | went the pistol. Nakita lhot
away-with them, and went at her best
speed . Miss Retchnm grim and
furious, gave chase.

By a yarg Nakita led from Miss
Ridgely, with the crowd yelling in ex-
citement. Miss Retcham, teeth 5e¢ \\cnt.
like tha wind.

Ten yards to go. Nakita, at. hel last
gasp, hurled herself forward over the
A few paces behind Miss Retcham

s .Two men stepped forw ﬂ.ld and cu.ught
her.
* “¥You've won 1"

“Lul-le—" pantod Miss Re!cham,
trying to say: “Let me go!” But Eho
was all in.

Nakita flopped down into a wheel-
barrow, and, puffing and gasping, was
wheeled from the scene by Boko.

Looking back, she saw the exhausted
Miss Retchain patted on the back.

“Golly, she won all right!” said
Nakita. *“When's the egg-and-spoon,
and the under sixteen?”

Those races came quite soon, and Miss
Retcham, who had to wait for the end
to get her prize, stood and watched.
Nakita, by a yard in one case, and by
at leaqt five y ards in the o(hel, won both
her races. and was third in the sack-
race, too.

Boko himself won a sprint race, the
long jump, and the obstacle race.

Nakita, happy and gay, had the time
of her life, and when che did see the
governess she made no effort to dodge,
but congratulated her.

“I didn't steal the bike, lidy—just
borrowed it. and the" flah-pot was
empty. Jolly good race you won!”

“I wish to say nothing to you,” ‘said
the governess stifly “Have you seen
Joy here?” .

“No, worse luck I’’ said Nakita, '

And Miss Retcham, who kept her eyes
open for Joy, was satisfied that she was
not there. It was quite late when the
prize-giving was over, and *Miss
Retcham, suddenly wondering if che had
given the key of the school-roem to
cook, raced home.

Joy, in the school-room, looked up as
the door opened. She had only been
home a minute herself, and her prizes
were hidden behind books on the shelves,

“Good!” said Miss

i

Retcham, in
relief. “You had better have tea, Joy,
late though it is. I quite forgot to let
you out.”

“0Oh, I've been quite happy, Miss
Retcham I” said Joy easily.

And the governess, furtively keeping
her parcel under her arm, went to her
room.

Thereafter her nails were \mv trim
and shiny; and so, too, were Joy's, for
she had also won & small manicure set,
and not only that, but a fountain-pen,
chocolates, and a writing-case. But Miss
Reicham never knew that !

THE EXD,
‘WELL, we say good-bye to ‘‘ Gipsy

Joy ' now—at least for the
present. Now read the announcement

- which appears alongside.

Erinted in Bngland and published cver;
ondon, E.C.4, Advertiscment Offices :

Post, Sublc'rwlmn rates ; lnland and

lerdanby the PFBpﬂeer

he l-‘lectua.v House, Farrin deu B‘lrae
abroad, " 118, per. antium; 5s.

Gerdon & Gotch, Ltd., and for South Africa: Céatral News Agency, Ltd

l.mabed fl'renh

d‘l af‘o monthl
umay, April 30th, 1938,

314

Ltd.,

The Fleetway House, Fnrrmgnnu Strect,
istefed for. transmission by Canadiin Magazine

Sole A‘Acnm for "Australia and New sz“nnd Messras.



