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/ BABS HAD TO
KEEP THE MISTRESS
CONCEALED!

A dramatic moment from this
week’s superb story of the
famous CIliff House chums.
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Surprises All Round !

“- OW, girls, just one
very last race,

and then I must
be going,” Miss
Wanda  Belling  smiled.
““ Barbara, are you ready!”
Miss Bellmg !” Barbara

t+t'.':i. \
Redfern dimpled.
“And vou, Diana?’

Vs,

“Rather 1™
Clarke.
“And vou, Leila—and Janet?
Jessie, will you please stand between
Barbara and Janet Jordan? Joan
Carson—Flora Cann! Ah, there you
are ! Take positions, please, girls!”
The seven girls named—a mixed
gathering from the Fourth and the
Lower FKifth Forms of Chfi House
School—readily  look  positions on
the elge of the big swimming-
bath, which was one of the finest
and newest buildings in the famous
old school.

The waichers—and there must have

laughed Diana Royston-

been twenty or thirty other girls
prmunt—luul{c-d on with envious
1mnterest.

“Now " Miss Belling cried. “Go!”

Seven lithe figures, as one, left the
side of the bath in a perfect plunge-
dive. Seven sturdy swimmers cut
swiftlv the length of the bath and
touched the bar. Seven girls, exerting
themselves to the utmost, came with a
rush back the length of the bath. Janet
Jordan first, Joan Carson second,
Barbara Redfern, Captain of the Lower
8chool, third, with Diana Royston-
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Clarke and Flora Cann fighting
strecnuously for fourth place, and
Leila Carroll and Jessie Naylor of the
Fifth within six inches of each other
as they swain at the tail end of the
team.

But Jaret, as always, was the
winner. Jessie Nayvlor, good swimmer
as she rwas, was just a trifle behind at
the end of the race, and finished last.

“That was excellent!” Miss Belling
said approvingly. * Her face, very soft
and quiet, and somehow astonishingly
pretty, now that the great bun of hair
she always affected was hidden beneath
a rubber bathing-cap, beamed brightly.
“A very mﬁ performance, Janet.
Very, very good indeed! Jessie, you
really must remember to relax your
muscles, or vou ecan so easily lose
distance at the start. You should take
a Jesson from Janet, you know o

Jessie Nawlor, of the Lower Fifth,
scowled a little.

“Thanks, but I don’t want a Fourth
Form kid to teach me how to swim,”
che said tartly.

“Jessie, please!” Miss Belling said
warningly, and her normally pale
cheeks flushed a little. “That’s not the
way to speak to a mistress!”

Jessie Naylor turned pink.

“I—I’'m sorry!” she mumbled in-
gsincerely. “But, anyway, 1 wasn't
really trying. When it comes to the
Swimming Gala "—and she glanced
contemptuously at Janet Jordan—*1
shall be .able to swim her head off |
Anyway, that was only practice,” she
added earelessly. *“ But what about the
team, Miss Belling? You promised to
iell us thizs afternoon who vyou had
selected.” .

e
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Redfern & Co. and a very

FRUMP!

There was a pause. The seven swim-
mers gazéd eagerly up at the young
face of Clif House's youthful assistant
mistress. . That was what everybody
was extremely anxious to know.

For Chiff House, in common with the
other girls' schools in the neighbour-
hood, had entered - for the gala
championships, which were to be held
at the Gay Buccancer Roadhouse's
splendid open-air swimming-bath in a
few days' time. There were to be two
teams—one for senjor girls over
sixteen, the other for girls between the
ages of sixteen and twelve.

For many days now the process of
eliminating likely candidates for the
team bhad been gni:n?‘ on earnestly. To
Miss Belling, excellent swimmer and
diver herseﬁ had been given the task
of selecting the younger team.

This was the last series of competi-
tions which had reduced the first over-
whelming number of likely candidates
to the last seven, and from these the
six which would go to the Gay Buc-
caneer Roadhouse as the representa-
tives of the Middle Bchool would be
chosen.

“Of course,” Jessie added
“you'll include me!”

“And me, too!” Diana Royston-
Clarke sniffed. “I'm one of the team,
aren't I, Miss Be“incf?“

Miss Belling looked at the iweo girls.
She was very young, rather nervous.
In her white bathing-cap and her well-
fitting costume, she looked much
younger, much prettier, somehow, than
she did in her rather uninterestincg

loftily,
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evervday clothes, Though, to be sure,
the bathing costume was not expensive,
for Miss Belling was the youngest, and

probably ihe- poorest, of all the
mistresses at Cliff House.
What her exact age was, mnobody

really knew. 1t could not have becn
more than twenty-one, howerer.

“I'm sorry, girls,” Miss Belling said
now. “It wouldn’t be fair to announce
it at this moment. As it happens, how-
ever, I have decided on the team, and
will certainly pin it on the notice-
board in Big Hall before I go out—"
She paused again, her eyes travelling
to the clock that stood beneath the
gallery. “And that reminds me,” she
said, a trace of anxiety in her voice,
“that I must be getting along right
away !”

“Oh, but, Miss Belling, now?”
Barbara Redfern pleaded.

“I'm sorry, Barbara, I must! JI—
T—" Again that pink flush, making
her look so momentarily pretty, came
into her checks, “I've got a most
frightfully important appointment with
w—pr—er— I'lora,” she added hastily,
“will yon please take charge now!?
Wo'll have another practice to-morrow
morning.” . .

She turned. Watched by the girls,
she strode along the side of the bath
until she reached her own cubicle. Babs
siniled.

“You know, she is nice!” she said to
her chum. golden-haired Mabel Lynn,
who, indulging in a private swim, had
just dragged herself onut of the bath.

“Eh* Who is*” Mabs asked, grop-
ing. “Ugh! Hand me s towel,
Leila !

“AMiss Belling! It just struck me,”
Babs replicd, looking after the retreat-
ing figure thoughtfully, “how fright-
fully good-looking she is when she's
not dressed-up in those thick tweeds of
hers. She's got a jolly nice, slim
figure,” she added.

“Has she?” Mabel asked. “Oh,
golly! I've got something in my eye.
Here, who's pushing me!” she added,
her head enveloped in the towel

“Nobody, but if you will stagger
around like a kangaroo you must
expect to be pushed,” Jessie Naylor
said, joining Babs. ‘“And I like your
idea of good looks!™ she snapped to
the latter. “I think Miss Belling is
a frightful frump! And 1 think she’s
got a cheek to tell mo to relax my
muscles,” Jessie went on indignantly.
“Anyway, I wonder which one of you
kids she'll drop out to make the team
up? You, Di?” )

“Fancy yourself, don't you?” Diana
snapped. * What's the matter with you
being dropped out? I haven't exactly
noticed the making of a champion in
you yet.”

“Well, dash if all, you don't think
she'll drop a Fifth Former out, do
vou?” Jessie returned. *“ Besides, I'd
like to know who, among this crowd,
swims betier than I do.”

“Ounly six of us,” Flora Cann said
dryly; and there was a chuckle. “Who
savs another splash, childreni”

“Make a race of it,” Janet Jordan
snggested at once. “Fourth against
Fifth Wait a minute, though!
There are four of us to three of you.
One had betier drop out.”

“T will!” DBabs volunteered at once.

“Cood old Babs! Right then?”
Flora asked. “Gol!”

And with a_merry splash, off the six
went, while Babs, with Mabs and a
crowd of her chums of the Fourth
Form, watched from the side. It was
a good race,

Again, however, Janet Jordan won,
with Jessie again last.
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“Fourth wins!” Babs cheered. “Who
says we're not as good as the Fifth,
now, Jessie? We—" and then she
paused suddenly, nudging Mabs, as the
door of Miss lling’s cubicle opened
again, and Miss Belling, dressed in her
outdoor clothes, reappeared. *“Look!”
she whispered.

Alabs looked, and then gazed curiously
at her chum. Certainly there was not a
great deal in Miss Belling's appearance
to prompt either excitement or interest.
Babs herself, while liking Miss Belling,
and feeling, In some vague way, sorry
for Miss Belling, had never taken this
mterest in  her before—was barely
conscious, in fact, that she was taking
the interest now,

But then Babs had never been much
in contact with Miss Belling as durin
these last few days, and Babs, though
she did not realise it yet, was an earnest
student of human nature.

Aund the fact that Miss Belling could
look so radiantly pretty and young in
bathing costume, and so awfully
ordinary, and almost shabby, in every-
day outdoor things, was intriguing Babs
mightily at this moment.

For the Miss Belling who appeared
now seemed an utterly different Miss
Belling from the shyly pretty mistress
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And she certainly,” Babs said thought-
fully, “ought to wear high-haﬂvd shoes
now, as she's going somewhere
special—"

“Yes,” Mabs said uncertainly.

“Don’t you think so1”

“Eh? I really don't know,” Mabs
confessed. “I'm not an expert on
clothes like you are, Babs, and I've got
so used to seeing Miss Belling drift
around like that, that—well, never
really thought about it. Anyway, if
ghe’s happy. why should we worry ! she
asked lightly. *“Aren’'t you ever going
to get dressed vourself "

Babs laughed. But she blushed. Per-
haps she ought not to have said all
that. After all, how Miss Belling
dressed was her own business, and it
was like her cheek to eriticise.

On the other hand, she would like
Miss Belling to look atiractive.

Now if she only dressed like Misa
Charmant, for instance | Miss Charmant,
the mistress of the Fourth Form,
certainly did know how to make the
best of herself. If Miss Belling, for
instance, would only get

Oh, goodness! There she went again !

Babs went into her cubicle. As
swimming practice was finished now,
everybody else was donning their
clothes. Rapidly Babs dressed; five
minutes later she emerged.

The whole practice team was ready
then. A few girls still splashed in the
bath, but most of the watchers had
cleared off.

Then suddenly Clara Trevlyn, games
captain of the Lower Sclicol, who had

Miss Wanda Belling, the youngest mistress at Cliff House,
was charming ; she was pretty, and she was happy because
she was in love with Lance Naylor. But—Miss Belling did
not know how to dress—how to make herself look smart.
Jessie Naylor of the Fifth spitefully took advantage of this
fact in her efforts to break the romance between her
brother and the mistress. And that was why Babs & Co.
took a hand in matters . . .

who disappeared into that cubicle five
minutes before.

Dressed in a suit of dark blue
gabardine, with brown brogue shocs
that were almost flat heeled, and her
dark brown hair done up in an enormous
“bun ” at the back of her head, she
looked singularly undistinguished.

Babs, whom Jemima Carstairs of the
Fourth Form often described as having
the best *eclothes-sense” of any girl in
the junior and middle school, was
mentally redressing Miss Belling as she
watched her.

If only she'd wear black shoes with
higher hLeels, for instance. If that skirt
were taken up two inches, at least, to
<show her slim calves. If her jacket
fitted a little more closely, and she would
wear a pink or white frilly blouse
instead of that matching, hand-knitted
jumper—

“You know, Mabs,” Babs said, “it’s
an awful pity, but she doesn’t know how
to dress. She'd look terribly pretty if
only she’d wear the right things.
Brogue shoes are jolly mice, but only
with tweeds—not with navy, which can
be jolly smart. My mother always wears
nn\'r."

“Perhaps Miss Belling can't afford
new clothes,” Mabs suggested.

“No, it's mot that. She—she just
dresses too old, somehow. Her hair, for
instance—it's lovely hair, but it's too
old-fashioned the way she does it. Then
somehow, for she's very dainty, she
ought to wear youngish, fluffy things.

been eliminated in a previous heat of
the competitions, came breczing along
with plump Bessie Bunter, who shared
Study No. 4 with Babs and Mabs,

“What-ho!” she cried. *“Babs, the
swimming team list is up!”

“Really? Am I in it?” Babs asked
eagerly.

“Why not ecome and see?” Clara
asked tantalisingly.
_ “But look here, you girls, I'm not in
it,”  Bessie Bunter eaid indignantly.
“And I'm jolly well going to write to
the papers about it. Leaving out the
best swimmer in the school, you
know——"

- 'E;ey haven't !" said Jessie Naxlor.
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“Well,” Jessie smiled, “I'm bound

to be in it, you see.”
Bessie looked rather dazed.

“Joily cocksure about it, aren’t
you ?” Clara asked. )
“Not cocksure—just conflident !”

Jessie smiled superciliously.

“Well, come and have a look.” Clara
said, and turned to Babs. “I say,
Babs, are we going over to White-
chester to tea afterwards?”

“That’s the idea,” Babs said. *“Let's
have a look at the list first, though.”

Eagerly they crowded out, reaching
the school by way of the laboratory.

Quite a erowd surrounded the notice-
board when they entered Big Hall, and
there was a cheer from the Fourth
Formers gathered there when Babs &
Co. appeared.
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Eagerly Babs pushed her way
forward, and willingly the rest made

way for her. And then her eyes
sparkled. : _
For there, on the notice-hoard, in

Miss Belling's well-known and almost

schoolgirlish bLhandwriting, was the
announcement :
“The following girls have been

seleeted to represent Cliff House in the
Middle School section of the Inter-
Schools” Swimming Gala, to be held at
the Gav Bueceaneer Roadhouse, on
Saturday, April 30th.

T.ower Fifth.
Lower Fifth.
Fourth Form.
Fourth Form.
Fourth Form.
Fourth Form.

Flara (Cann

Joan Carson

Barbara Redfern
Janet Jordan

Diana Royston-Clarke
Leila Carroll

“Yoicks!” breathed Diana. “ Four
from the Fourth: two from the Fifth!

Where's litile Miss Modest Nagxlor
now #*
“Well, T'm here,” Jessie said

haughtily from the midst of the crowd.

“Seen the list?”

“Why should I see the list?"”

“No reason,” Diana said, with a
chuckle. “ All the same. I think you'd
be interested. Apparently Miss Belling
doesn’t think wou’'re a likely rival to
Johnnie Weissiuller yet. But do look,”
she pleaded.

Jessie blinked. But she came forward.
She stared at the list, while the others,
nudging, made way for her.

She read it. Her eyes widened. She
read it a second time, and then a third

time.
she

“1—I'm
spluttered.

“You've said it!” Leila Carro!l, the
American junior, chuckled.

“I—I—" Jessie’s lips stuttered for
a moment, She looked as if she would
have snatched the notice down. “My
hat, of—of all the cheek! Wlhere is
she 7 she hooted.

“I£,” Jemima Carstairs said, strolling
forward, “you are referring to one,
Miss Belling, hie thee swiftly to the

ates. For therefrom, five minutes ago,

saw her slim and swaying form in the
act of disappearing! I think,” Jemima
added beamingly, “she is waiting for a
humble, but oh, so useful bus.”

There was a titter from the crowd.
Jessie's face was red now. Down with
a crash had toppled Jessie's lofty dig-
nity; scattered to the winds her
arrogant conceit,

She started furiously for the doors.

*“ Whoops, fireworks!” Diana grinned.
“Come on, kids, we're going to see
this.” =

f‘i‘%lm seems crusty about it,” Babs
said. ;

“Oh, let her get on with it! Anyhow,
I'm not going to miss a scene. Jessie
i a paddy 1s too good to miss!”

Diana made for the doors. Babs and
half a dozen others started after her.
Perhaps, Babs thought, it was just as
well for some of them to be on the scene
when Jessie and Miss Belling met—
Jessie looked so frightfully furious that
there was no telling what might happen.

They chased after her. Near the
gates Babs caught her up.

“ Jessig—" %uhs eried.

“Get away!” Jessie eried furiocusly.

“But look here, don't go and do any-
thing silly.”

“Will you leave me alone!” Jessie
raved. “1'm not going to take an
insult like this sitting down. And cer-
tainly not from a—irom a frump like
her! Wait till T sea her—-" -

She -tore hersélf free from Babs’
restraining hand, and rushed on. She

not in the team!™

was the first to reacn the gates and
burst furiously into the road.

bAnd then all at once she came fo an
abrupt, quivering stop. ;

Bnﬁs, !idabs and Clara, immediately
on her heels, almeost erashed mmto her.
And then following the direction of
Jessie’s eyes, they too stopped.

For on the other side of the road,
imperfectly hidden by a elump of trees,
were two figures. One was the tall
handsome figure of a man. The other
of Miss Belling.

And Miss Belling at that moment had
a quivering, radiant face upturned to
his. The young man, his eyes glowing,
was looking down into it as he took the
misiress gently in his arms.

While Babs stood watching, as vet
unconscious in the astounded surprise
of the moment that they were actually
doing so, the young man’s head bent,
his lips sought the tremulous lips of the
mistress,

And then with a shriek Jessie leapt

forward.

“Look !” she eried. - “Look! That
awful frump, and—and my brother
Lance !

T s

More Than a Match for Jessie!
ANCE NAYLOR—for

- 1t was Jessie’s good-
looking, athletie elder
brother—jumped as

if he had been stung.

Miss Belling stood rigid.
For a moment her face burned, then
became cold and pale. For a moment
she trembled, stunned and startled at
finding the eyes of those girls upon her.
. Babs, feeling guiltily aware that they
had intruded, however innocently,
flushed in embarrassment.

“Oh, my hat!” she stuitered.
we're so sorry! Come on, girls.”

Quickly they turned, running back to
the gates.

But Jessie did not join the general
retreat from the scene. She flounced
forward.

“Lance !” she called vilirantly.

Lance Naylor's face flushed.

“Well, Jessie?”

“What's the mecaning of this?” Jessio
demanded.

“1 beg your pardon? What's
meaning of what?”

“Flirting with her!”

“Flirting 7 Lance Naylor's lips com-
pressed angrily. “Jessie, you ap-
parcently forget yourself. I don’t think
you understand what you are talking
about. Will you please go back into the
school, and leave Miss Belling and my-
gelf to attend to our own affairs#”

Jessie's face was afire, however. Miss
Bell_inf;,_ still agitated, looked at her
beseechingly.

“Jessie, yes do go,” she murmured,

“Thanks, you can talk to me when
I've finished with my brother,” Jessie
said violently. “You've already made
a fool of me once this afternoon. Not
satisied with that, vou now make me
the laughing-stock of the whole school,
by ]ulf well mecting my brother

ractically in the school quadrangle!
t'’s your business, is it?” she fHamed
out at her brother. “Well, it's jolly
well mine, too! Nice thing for me it’s
going to be, isn't it—having girls pull-
m% my leg.”

he young man breathed deeply.

“Jessie, you're being very childish,”
he said with admirable patience. “I
am not, as you call it, flirting with
Miss Belling.” Miss Belling and I are
in love with each other!”

“What?"” Jessie looked staggered.

- “Yes, Jessie, my dear,” Miss Belling
looked at her nervously, yet with pride.
“That—that is g0 |”
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“in love with—with that fromp?”
Jessie almost shrieked.

* Jessie, how dare yon !” Lance Naylor
iook an angry step forward.

“You mean you—you're going
marry her #”

“1 hope,” Lance said, “to have that
honour—at some future date.” .

“Oh,” Jessie said flatly. Then:
“Does father know abeut this?”

“JFather,” he said firmly, “does not
know—yet! But I have Miss Belling's
permission to tell him now, I am going
away to-morrow. To-night I shall take
the opportunity of telling him. And
now please, Jessie, instead of standing
there and i:eha.?ing so rudely, I think
you'd better come to vour senses and
be friends with Miss Belling. After
all,” he added, “she will be your sister-
in-law one day.”

Miss Belling smiled nervously, mistily
again. For a moment Jessie was
stricken dumb. :

Her handsome brother Lance—was
hoping to marry Miss Belling! Brother
Lance, of whom secretly she had always
been so proud, was going to throw him-
sclf away on a dowdy-looking assistant
mistress who hadn’t a pemny to her
name !

It was a joke, of course!
unbelievable joke!

“Lance, you—you don't mean it?"
she cried.

“I have never,” Lance Naylor replicd
levelly, “been more seriously earnest

to

Just an

about anything in my life before! Oh,
I understand it is perhaps a bit of a
shock to you,” he added repentantly.

“1 didn’t mean you to find out like
this. Wanda, my dear——” and ten-
derly he took the mistress’ arm, and
Jessie, sceing that fond glance which
accompanied the action, felt as if some-
thing had sn:ipgzd inside her brain.
“I think I ha tter put the position
clearly to Jessie—now! At Wanda’s—
at Miss Belling’s request,” he said
levelly, “I have not yet said anything
to father. I am going to tell him to-
night, and ask for his consent to our
engagement when 1 return from Lon-
don, which T have to visit on business
to-night. Now please, Jessie, let mao
sce you shake hands with Wanda and
be friends!”

“Yed, Jessie, please!” Miss Belling
nervously smiled,

But Jessie didn’t. Rathor deliberately
she put her hands behind her back.
Most furiously she stared at the two.

" Tlhen passionately she flung upon her
cel.

“Jessie !” cried Miss Belling.

“Jessie!” echoed Lance
“Jessie, come back !”

Jessie did not come back. She never
even listened. Stormily, tempestuously,
sho strode back through the gates.

Babs & Co., who had halted outside
the tuckshop, saw her striding forward,
saw the dead-white pallor of her face,
the dark burning of her eyes.

_Never before had anyone seen Jessie
Naylor as she looked in that moment,

She passed them without seeing them.
At a speed which suggested some unseen
force was urging her on, she flew up the
drive into the school and raged off to
Study No. 11 in the Lower Fifth
corridor.

A kick on the door sent its portal
flying inwards, and, grabbing it, she im-
patiently slammed 1t fo again.

Naylor.

Thank goodness, at- any rate, the
study was empty ! :
Well, now? She crossed to the

window. That dowdy-looking thing was
oing to marry Lance! Lance had
allen in love with a penniless school-
mistress when ho could have married
girls with wealth, with even a title,
Miss Belling was to be her sister—her
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sister ! Her eyes flamed again. No, no,
it couldn’t be true! It mustu’t be true!

Bat it was true! Lance had declared
it 0. And there had been that note 1n
the quiet steadfastness of his voice
which told her that he really loved her.

He would, as he said, become officially
engaged to her. Some day he would
marry her.

Jessie elenched her hands to her sides.

“ And she—she-—" she said, between
her teeth. “She left me out of the
tcam !

That was the bitterest, the most
galling part of it. Miss Belling, only a
tew wears older than she herself, had
had the cheek to exclude her name from
thie list, and that at the time when she
was hoping to marry her brother! The
check, the impudence, the imperti-
nence of it!

“But,” Jessie told herself, “she’s not
going to get away with it! Love!” she,
Jaughed scornfully. “She may jolly
well think she's made a good match with
Lance, but she’s got me to count on yet,
Father doesn't know—and father, at
least, will never stand for the pauper
she 153! Wait till T tell him about her!
Waif—"

She paused then. Those lines of fury
suddenly left her face. Switching from
brothor to father seemed to provide her
with an altogether different line of
thought.

Lance obviously had made up his
mind—but Lance, whatever he might
feel, could do little without his
father's consent. For Lance was entirely
dependent upon his father, and her
father, frightfully keen to see his son
get on, would never approve a marriage
such as Lance now proposed! A snatch
of conversation she had heard once
between her father and Lance came to
aid her now.

“And Lance, my boy, when you marry
pick the right girl! A smart girl! In
vour business vou must have a wife who
will be a credit to you—a wife wiih
personality, with character, a wile who
alwavs knows how to look her best, and
who dresses well.”

“ Dresses well 1”

Jessie's lips curled

in contempt.

Character—that shy, timid little assist-
mistress |

Not the

of girl

ant sOrt

1

JESSIE stared at the list in fury.
Where is she ? '’ she hooted. Jessie was referring to Miss Belling.

the cheek i

Mr. Naylor would be pleased to see his
son marry—especially as Lance’s wife
would have to play so immportant a part
in his business life.

For Mr. Naylor was handing over to
Lance the management of his extremely
exclusive West Leicester Hotel, in May-
fair, Loudon. That, Jessie guessed, was
the business which was taking him to
London to-day.

Jessie laughed then. Well, she had
found a solution. At the same time, she
had found no solution to her place in
the swimming-team, and never for one
moment having felt she would not be
included in the team, she had already
cajoled her father into ecoming to
witness the performance at the Gay
DBuccanecer Roadhouse |

Somehosw, she'd just got to get into
that team.

Meantime, into the quad, Miss Bell-
img—having taken leave of Lance
Naylor—was hurrving.

Babs, with Mabs and Clara, paused
as she came up. The distress on the
young mistress’ face touched her.

“ Miss Belling ! she said quickly.

“Yes, Barbara?”

“J—I—that is we—all of us
frightfully sorry we butted in,
Belling. We didn't intend to see——

Miss Belling "flushed faintly.

“That’s all right, Barbara. There is
nothing whatever to be sorry about.
Mr. Naylor came to the school to-day
to say good-bye to me for a week or so0.”
She paused. “Really, I do not see why
I should make any secret of it,” she
added, “especially as you have already
guesscd Mr. Naylor and 1 are to be
engaged !

“Gee I” Leila Carroll cried.
going to be a wedding, Miss Belling

“Not yet. Not perhaps for a year,”
Miss Belling smiled. “7The engagement
will not be officially announced, you see,
until Mr. Navlor returns from London—
which he 1s due to do on the same dav
takes

are
Miss

LE)

“TIs there

?]I

as the swimming gala place.
Barbara, did you see Jessie?” she asked
quickly.

“Yes. She went into the school,”

Babs replied. “ Miss Belling,” she added
softly, “1 We're all so glad!”
“Thank you!™
Miss Belling smiled tremulously. But

Fr
A
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““I—I'm not in the team | '’ she sg;ltjlttered “My hat! Of—of al
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she did not look happy. Leaving those
girls in a sudden buzz of conversation,
she hurried on into the school.

~ She reached the door of Study No. 11
in the Lower Fifth corridor, paused,
then tapped. Jessie Naylor's voice bade
her enter.

She went in. Mistress and pupil stood
staring at each other.

“Well 2” Jessie asked.

“Jessie, I—I had to come to sce vou.
I promised Lance that I would !

“Lance?” Jessie asked jealously.

“My dear, you understand now

“1 understand,” Jessie said bitterly,
“that you and he have got some silly
idea of becoming engaged. But you
aren't engaged yet, are you, and until
you are I'm bothered if I think vou've
got any right to call my brother by his
Cliristian name!”

Aliss Beiling bit her lip.

“Jessie, please,” she begged, “try not
to be foolish. I know you are a little
startled, and I'm sorry 1 did not
mention this to you before. It was
Lance’s idea; not mine, that it should
be kept secret until we had your father’s
consent to the engagement. But now,
my dear—now that you do understand,
don’t you think *—pleadingly—*that we
could be friends?”

Jessio glanced at her, taking her
measure. I'riends with this plain, quict
girl—friends, indeed! 'This was the
girl Lance hoped to marry; this was the
girl who hoped to share Lance’s life in
one of London's most aristocratic
hatels !

She felt inclined to laungh, but she
didn’t. She had other cards to play
first.

“Well,” she said, and appeared to
consider the matter—"*well,” she added,
“it's not easy, after the way you've
insulted me.”

“Insulted you?”

“By leaving me out of the swimmirg
team.”

Miss Belling started.

“And if,” Jessie said deliberately,
“you want to be friends with me, that's

D

the first step that’s got to be put
right.”
“But—but, Jessie ¥ the mistress

sald, in amazement.

The watching chumas

grinned. Thev didn’t think the mistress would change her mind about including Jessie in che swimming team.
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“I want to go in that team in place of
one of the others,” Jessie said.

Mizs Belling stared incredulously.

““ Jessie, you surely don't realise what
you are saying |”

“I do!” Jessie’s eyes gleamed a
little. “You can fix it. Why not?”
she asked. *“Anyway, how you do it is
no concern of mine. You want to
marry my brother, don’t you? - You
think perhaps that you can do that
without my help, but I'm telling you
this now—you can’t. Whatever Lance
may say, my father’s going to have the
last word, for Lance has got no money
of his own yet, and I tell you I can
bust up this silly engagement of vours
with one snap of the fingers. And I
will, too,” she added threateningly,
“unless you do what I want you to do.
Well, am I in the team ?”

Miss Belling’s lips set.

“Well, are you going to agrec?”
Jessio said, more loudly.

And then, for the first time, Jessie
Naylor had an inkling of the real
character that underlay the nervous ex-
terior of Miss Belling. She saw dis-
tinetly the contempt that showed in the
other’s face as she gazed at her, and as
her reply came.

“ After such an unsporting outhurst,”
she said steelily; = the last thing I should
think of doing would be to give you a
place in a team that is supposed to be
composed of sporting girls. Yeou do not
deserve such an honour.”

Jessie flamed.

“Why, you

“And for vour insolence, Jessie, you
will take fifty lines! That is all. I
shall expect,” Aliss Belling said, as she
reached the door and looked back at the
flummoxed and furious Fifth Former,
“the lines before breakfast.”

»n

They Couldn't Help Overhearing!

{1 HO'S going to
take them to
Miss Belling?”

asked DBarbara
Redfern,
“Well, you, I guess”
Leila Carroll said.. “The i1dea was

yours, and you're the best speech-
maker among us, Babs.”

“Unless,” Bessie Bunter said cagerly,
“] take them. You girls know what
ripping speeches I make. Let me take
~them, Babs.”

But Barbara Redfern smiled at such

a suggestion from the lovable, plump

duffer. She glanced at the fragrant
'bouquet of flowers which she held in her
arms.

She, Mabs, Clara Trevlyn, Leila

Carroll, and Bessie had just returned
irom Whitechester, where they had been
to tea with Linda Gay & Co., and 1in
passing the florist’s in Courtfield, Babs
had thought of this little congratulatory
offering for Miss Belling.

Naturally the chums were thrilled by
the romantic news they had heard from
Miss Belling’s own lips. Nothing so ex-
citing had happered at Cliff House since
the wedding of Miss Scott, another
mistress of the school, and naturally
they all desired to give Miss Belling
some evidence of their comgratulations
and good wishes.

“ Mabs, would you like to take them "
Babs asked.

“No, Babs; you—"

“You, Clara?”

“(Give me a hockey-stick to present to
her, and I'd know how to hold it,”
Clara grinned. “But flowers—no
thanks; not in my line! No, Babs, go
on, and don’t be such a fusspot. They're
from us all, anyway.”

vanished suddenly.

“But look here——" Bessie expostu-
lated indignantly, and then howled.
“Wow ! ow!l You trod on my toe,
Clara, you hefty great thing!”

Babs laughed.

“Right-ho, then! Here goes!” the
said. *“Ahem ! Better not hang about
near her door,” she said. “I'll report
full details in Study No. 4.”

She laughed; the chums grinned.
With the flowers in her arms, Babs, her
colour a little heightened, and feeling
ridiculously nervous, crossed the
corridor to Miss Belling’s room.

That mistress’ quiet voice bade her
come in as she knocked.

Babs went in.

Miss Belling was seated at her desk,
ber back turned to the quadrangle, over
which the rays of the setting sun were
spreading. It was warm in the room,
and the window behind her was wide
open, :

She smiled as she saw Babs.

“Why, Barbara, my dear, you wished
to see me? And what lovely flowers!”
she added, rising.

“Y-yes, Miss Belling!” Babs stam-
mered. *They—they're for you!”

“Barbara, no!”?

“They—they are. We—we bought
them |” Oh, great goodness, this wasn’t
a bit like the neat little speech she had
prepared mentally. “We—we thought
you'd like to have them as—as a token
of our good wishes, and—and our con-
gratulations,” she added, all in a rush,
“and—and we hope you’ll be ever so

happy, Miss Beiling !”

Miss Belling smiled. Her eyes were
very soft and very gentle as she came
forward.

She took the flowers from DBarbara’s
hand, and Babs was faintly startled to
notice how her own lips were quivering
as, without another word, she lifted
them from her.

In that moment the mistress was
almost as embarrazsed as Dabs.

Then—

“Thank you!” she said, in a low
voice. “Thank you very much,
Barbara! And please thank the others,
too. I—I hardly know what else to
say, except that I do think the flowers—
and the thought—are lovely! 8it down
for a minute, will you, Barbara?”

“Yes, thank you, Miss Belling!”
Babs gasped.

“JIt—it's a lovel
Miss Belling askec{

“Yes, isn't it 7"’ Babs replied.

“You—you have been out ?”

“Yes,” Babs replied. ‘“We've been
to Whitechester—to tea,” she added
jerkily. “We—we had quite a nice
tea,” she added, wishing to goodness she
could find something sensible to talk
about, and acutely conscious that her
eyes were on the blue gabardine and the
low-heeled shoes.

There was a silence. Babs feverishly
worked her brain to say something
which would relieve the embarrass-
ment. Somewhere there was a drone
of girls’ voices, followed suddenly by a
high-pitched laugh. It was Miss Bell-
ing who broke thes silence.

“I—1 suppose everyone in the school
knows about—about my forthcoming
engagement, Barbara?”

“Yes,” DBabs said—“ m'er:;'body !
And—and, of course, everybody’s just
wild with excitement. Everybody
wishes you the most awful happiness,
Miss Belling I Embarrassment
She found her wits
and her tongue, and, boldly daring,
asked: the question which she and her
chums had been discussing all the after-
noon. “Have you—oh, please don’t
think I'm being curious. but, of course

evening, isn’t it?”
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we are all so frightfully interested—
have you known Mr. Naylor long?”

“Oh, yes!” Miss Belling laughed, at
ease herself then. “Since the summer.
You sce we met at Scarborough, where
we were both spending our holiday,
and—well, I gof cramp while swim-
ming, and it was Mr. Naylor who
fished me out of the sea. That,” she
added shyly, “is how we first met.”

“Oh!” Babs said, and smiled. “He's
awfully nice, 1sn’'t he?”

“He's the dearest boy in the
world,” Miss Belling said, with quite
startling enthusiasm. " And—and 5

She paused, looking quickly towards
the window, outside which the high-
ﬁ:tchad laugh had come again—a laugh

abs recognised &t once as Jessie
Naylor's. e
“And—" she said, and stopped

again, for plainly from beneath that
window came Jessie’s scofling voice:
“0Oh, don't worry! She’s just kid-
ding herself! You don’t think, surely,
that my father would let Lance marry
such an awful frump as Miss Belling ?
Why, she doesn’t even know how to
dress herself |” :
“Well, she certainly does look a
dowdy,” the voice of Florence Kllison

agreed. “But, 1 say, we'd better not

talk about hes here. Look—her

window’s open {” )
Babs had risen, her blood boiling.

She saw that Miss Belling’s face had
turned white, saw her wunconscicusly
looking down a* berself. And there
was such acute distress in her eyes that
Babs’ whole heart went out to her.

“Miss—Miss Belling " she
faltered. .

“Oh!” The mistress looked up with
a start. It was obvious, for the
moment that she had forgotien
Barbara. “I—I'm = sorry,” ghe

mumbled, though it was difficult to see
in what comnection such sorrow was
expressed “I—I think you'd better
go, Barbara,” she said unsteadily.
“ And thanks awfully for the flowers.”

“Y-yes, Miss Belling.”

And Babs, with a -queer little lump
in her throat, went. What a hateful
cat that Jessie Naylor was!

She closed the door behind her. For
a few moments Miss Belling did not

move. She sat staring in front of her.
A frump! A dowdy! That is what
they thought of her.
Was she? _
She shook her head.  Until this

moment it had never occurred to her
to question herself about her appear-
ance. Hard working, living only for
her career. Miss Wanda Belling had
given little thought to either clothes or
to looks. She had never had time,
somehow Only vaguely had she ever
had the inclination. _ .
For hers had been a hard life. A life
given over to work, and nothing but
work. The daughter of poor parents,
she had been forced to fight desper-
ately for every favour f{ortune -had

given her.

Yet—now? _
Now! Ah! She gulped a liitle.
Now, with Lance ig her life, how

things had changed! She did so love
Lance; did so want! to be a credit to
him, and—and - Was she smart?
Was she pretty?

She wasn’t. She knew 1t

Miss Belling rose.  Eptering the
room which adjoined her study, she
stood there for a long, long minute 1n
front of the mirror.

“I am—just frumpy !” she told her-
self, with a gulp then.

Rather helplessly sho continued to
stare. What could she do? How pos-
sibly eould she improve herself and
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make herself fit to become

portant wife of Lance Naylor?

Staring and staring, she felt suddenly
and most dreadfully engulfed in a
wave of paniec. For it came to her
then that she did not know how to mwake
the best of herself!

Her face whitened a litile.  With
new eyes she continued to stare at her
reflection Her hair? Supposing she
had that cut off? But she daren’t, she
daren’t! It might not suit her.

It might, indeed, only succeed In
making her look a bigger “frump "—
bitter word—than ever. If she wore a
this costume—but
what sort of frock? What colour to
choose 7 Something like a little sob
cscaped her lips at last,

“A—a frump!” she muttered.

the 1m-

frock instead of

Not Intended for Miss Belling!

ATHER slowly Bar-
R bara Redfern drifted
back to Study No. 4
in the Fourth Form
passage. Bessie Bunter
was there, her plump face
beaming as she stirred toffee 1In &
gaucepan over the fire. Mabs, who
was to be the next editor of the “Cliff
House Magazine,” was poring over
some photographs She listened as
Babs told her of what had transpired
in Miss Belling's study.

“What a mean cat Jessic is!” Mabs
cried ‘ndignantly

Babs nodded

“Yes, old Mabs,” she agreed. “But
the trouble is that there's some truth
in her calling Miss DBelling a—a
frump ”

Mabs, glancing at one of the photo-
graphs, sighed

“I was .juat. thinking the same,” she
replied. “I was looking at this.” She
passed a photograph to Babs. “It’s for
the * Mistress’ Gallery’ page of the
magazine. Miss Belling does look
rather ordinary besile the other young
mistresses, doesn’'t she? But it's only
her clothes that are wrong, for she’s
pretty enough.”

Babs took the photograph. It was
one which Leila Carroll had taken for
the * Mistress’ Gallery ” feature, and
which had been enlarged. It showed a
smiling Miss Belling in her long skirt
and jacket, a rather wide-brimmed hat,
and a high-necked woollen jumper.
Pretty, that face, attractive those eyes
—but all was lost in the general ordi-
nariness of the clothes.

Babs' eyes suddenly gleamed.

“Wait a minute,” she said. -

She went to the burean. While the
toffee hissed and Mahs bent to the
work of making a rough design for the

hotographic pages, Babs got out her

x of water-colour paints.

There was a smile on ler face as sho
took the photograph and began to work,
first painting the outline of the figure
in Chinese white, then, with a few deft
strokes, shortening the skirt.

With black paint she gave the coat
a more deﬁnecr waistline, and added a
few curls to the hair just by the ears.
Again, with the Chinese white, she
removed nearly all of the brim from the
bat. With a laugh, ehe passed the result
to Mabs

“ How does this look now ?” she asked.

“Eh?” Mabs looked at it and jumped.
“0Oh, great goodness,” she breathed, *“1t
doesn't look lhke her—and yet 1t does!
I must =ay it flatters her !”

Babs shook her head

“Flattery not intended,” she said.
“¥ou can't say it flatters her, because

I haven't added anything. That is Miss
Belling as she really ought to be, not
as she is. As a matter of fact,” Babs
added, “she could look even better than
that. She does look nice, though, in
that, doesn’t she #

“Just marvellous !” Mabs breathed.

“Here, I gsus-say, who's that preity
woman ?” Bessie asked, rising from the
fire and peering over Babs' shoulder.
“I say, Babs, you might get me a tin, so
that I can pour this toffee into it, will
you? I sus-say, that's nun-netver Miss
Belling ! Bessie added, blinking. “I
thuth-thought it was Miss Charmant.
Did you dress her like that, Babs ¢”

“1 did,” Babs said—* with paints.”

“Well, I think it’s fine !|” Bessie said.

No. 7 o

CLIFF HOUSE PETS

POLLY, BESSIE BUNTER'S

AFRICAN GREY PARROT

According to his enthusiastic mistress,
Bessie Bunter, Polly is the rarest bird of
his kind in the worlid. According to Pearl
Braithwaite of the Upper Fiith, who is
the school's ormithological (bird life)
expert, l'olly belongs to the Psittacus
crithacas branch o1 the parrot 1amily,
which breeds in millions 1 South Atrica.

Also, according to Bessie, Polly is the
most  beautiful of birds—which just
ghows you what pet-love can do. Though
I hate to run down any pet, it must be
admitted that Polly is far, far from good-
looking these days! Many of his
origmnal grey feathers are now missing;
his red tail is now a rather bedraggled
appendage which has turned to pale pink.

Those eyes of his, once bright and
perky, are dull. He has every sign of old
age, and really does look, as Jemima
rather unkindly rcmarks, as if the moths
have got at him.

But what Polly may lack in ontward
splendour he more than makes up in iu-
telligence and wisdom. If the years have
robbed him of beauty, they have amply
rewarded him in other directions.

For Polly has a most astonishing flow
of language at times. His voice, so far
Irom growing feebler with the years, has
undoubtedly increased both in volume and
in richness, Polly has been known to
talk for a whole twenty minutes, and 1
guarantee, during that time, that he has
not repeated himself oncel

As is to be expected, Polly is very
fond of using his mistress’ phrases. His
invariable mode of address to everybody,
boy, girl, man, or woman is “1 sus-say,
you girls!™ If you say * Hallo, Polly!”
he will then blink at you very solemnly
and say “What about my titled
relations®™

Not long ago Polly was unsed by the
Upper Fifth in a skit written by a Fifth
Former on Shakespeare's “ Hamlet.”
During the rehearsal, in which Polly was
on the stage, he managed to hop away.
A search was instituted, but no Polly was
fonnd.

But in the small, ereepy hours of the
morning the Fourth Form woke up with
a start. A deep, sepulchral voice
nowhere was

apparently coming from

“Blessed if T could have done it better
myself! You ought to show her that,
Babs, and tell ber how to dress, you
know.”

“And wouldn’t Miss Belling be
plcased,” Babs scoffed. * being told by a
junior girl in the Fourth Form how to
dress! No; we couldn’t do that, my old
Bess. Anyway, never mind the photo-
graph. Yum !” she added. “That toffee
looks good Bessickins! Careful how
vou hold that sancepan, though, duffer !
We don’t want it all over the carpet !”

She produced ske tin Pushing the
photograph to one side, she held it while
beaming Bessie poured the treacly liguid

-
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into it. At the same moment there was
a knock ou the door.

“Oh, come in, silly !” Babs sang out.

The door opened, the “s=illv”
appeared, and then Dabs fluslhied to the
roots of her hair.

“Oh erumbs! I'm sorry, Miss
Belling ! I thought——"
“That's all right, Barbara.” Miss

Belling smiled. *1 just popped 1n to
ask you to arrange another practice for

the swimming team to—" And then
she stopped. Her eyes, foclising on the
photograph on the table, became

startled. While Babs, too late, fastened
her eyes upon it, Miss Belling’s hand
strayed towards it and she picked 1t up,

declaiming in the dormitory “I am thy
father's splrit!”

Everybody was scared to fits, and
Dessie, in spite of the Bunter bravery,
fled the dormitory, shrieking that it was
haunted by a ghost! It was Babs who
at last tracked the ghost down, and it
proved to be (yes, you've guessed it!)
Polly! Somchow Polly had got shut up
in one of the cupboards, and, perched on
the coat.rack, was solemnly chanting
Shakespeare's lines,

There was another occasion, too, when
Bessie was lost. At the same time there
was a fall of masonry at the entrance to
the old errpt. Babs & Co., anxiously
gearching for their missing chum, were
startled to bear a muffled voice saying
“1 sus-say, you girls, help! I sus-say,
vou girls, help!”™ And, thinking Bessie
was imprisoned, they set to work hastily
and perspiringly to clear away the debris,

After half an hour they had freed an
entrance into the crypt, and there, blink-
ing violently from a niche in the wall,
was Polly! *“1 sus-say, you girls!” he
greeted them. “Lend me half-a-crown,
you girls! I'm expecting a postal
order!” Bessie was not there, after all,
and how Polly had found his way there
was a mystery! For Bessie, having
“bagged ™ the remains of Lydia Crossen-
dale’s Dundee cake, had merely retired
to the clock-tower to eat hier plundered
“feed " in undisturbed comfort.

She glanced strangely at Babs. “Dar-
bara, did you do this?”

“Y-yes, Miss Belling ¥ Babs stuttered,
crimson-checked. “ You—you sce——"

The mistress, however, was looking at

it. Mabs pulled a face. Bessie blinked
in svmpathy at Babs, who, wishing the
floor would open up and swallow her,

was biting her lip. That photograph,
of course, had mnever been intended for
Miss Belling’s eyes.

“I sce!” The mistress looked up.
Babs expected to see anger, reproof,
hostility 1n .er eyes, but of those there
was npothing nstead, it was Miss
Belling who looked embarrassed. Almost
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nervously she said, and with a queer,
appealing look at Babs as she did say
it: “May—may ] keep this, Barbara "

“Why, y-yes!” Barbara answered,

her eyes widening.
“Then—thank you!”™ The mistress
tremulously smiled. “1 should like to

have 1t,” she stumbled. * Meantime,
will you make a note that we shall hold
another swimming practice to-morrow
afternoon

And quite abruptly she turned on her
heel and qpitted the room, leaving the
three chums gaping at cach other.

—

Ten Minutes of Ordeal!
. 11 J ESSIE, have you done

the lines I gave you
this morning ?”
It was Miss Belling
who spoke.

Jessie Naylor was at the
door of Big Hall, surrounded by half
a dozen of her friends. It was after tea
at Cliff House, and Jessie, to the envy
of everyone, was going out.

Jessie, in fact, was going home for
late dinner, her father having settled in
Courtfield recently.

She turned mow. Her brows shot up
in a supercilious stare.

“No,” she said.

“ Jessie, that is not the way to talk
to a misiress I” Miss Belling said reprov-
ingly. “Why haven't you done them?*"

“Because,” Jessie said coolly, “I
forgot them. I'll do them to-morrow—
unless, of course,” she added, a gleam
in her eyes, “you'd like me to do them
now, when I've had special permission
from Miss Primrose to go home !”

Miss Belling turned pink.

“Very well: do them to-morrow,” she
said. “ But this time the impeosition is
doubled ! And please, Jessie, remember
that I do not joke when 1 give you lines !
I expect them to be done !”

She turned on her heel and whisked
away. Jessie scowled furionsly. Florence
Ellison giggled.

“Smack in the eye for you !” she said.

“Oh, shut up!” Jessie scowled.
“Shut up! Smack in the e h1”
the added sneeringly. “Well, just wait
till to-morrow morning and see who will
get the smack in the eye then! Just
wait till I’ve seen my father! She won't
be thinking about lines after I've
brought him to the school, I can tell
you! I'll let him know what an old-
fashioned thing she is! And I'll jolly
well tell him how she's got her knife
into me !” she added vindictively. “You
watch !”

“And, of course, dear poppa will
believe you?” Georgina Skeppington
asked.

“He’ll believe me all right. Father
generally does believe what I say. In
any case, it won't matter whether he
believes me or not. He's only got to
take one loock at her, and the romance
1s finished from that moment [”

“How your talk does impress me!”
Diana Royston-Clarke drawled sarcastic-
ge = “1 should like to lmow‘::o Miss

ing is marrying—you your
father, or your brother? Of course, not
that it matters what brother Lance
tl:llli:;k:! He's only the bridegroom, after
. Xy

“Keep out of this, you!” Jessie
retorted. “ What do you know about it ?
If father says ‘ No,” Lance won’t be able
to get marmed Who do you think
Lance gets his money from? And where
do you think he’'d get the money to
marry that frump on if father cut him
off ¥ Has that car come yet 1" she added
irritably, staring through the doorway.

The car had. It drew into the drive
even as she ke. With a wave to
the group on steps, Jessie, her face
aglow, went off to meet it. But no-
body noticed that the door of Miss
Belling’s study near by closed softl
as Jessie went. Nobody saw Miss Bell-
ing, who had overheard every word
of that conversation, sink into a chair,
her cheeks ashen. She was a frump!
Jessie was bringing her father here to
sce the frump!

She winced. What would be the re-
gult of such a meeting?- 8She had heard
enough to know what sort of woman
Lance's father expected his son’s wife

to be.
Lance loved her, and she loved
Lance. Lance, for her sake, would

lave defied his father—but at what a
sacrifice to himself! No, no! M.
Naylor mustn’t see her, She musin't
meet him without Lance beside her to
help her, and give her confidence.

Her eve fell upon the photograph
which she had taken from Barbara
Redfern. Quickly she snatched it up.

Certainly that girl had an eye for the

right line and style in clothes, If she
could only transform herself just a little
to. resemble the well-groomed figure in

this !

Bum;nﬁ rose—struck with an
idea. Carefully she locked the photo-
graph away in a drawer of her desk.
Taking her hat and coat, she reported
to Miss Bullivant and went out. For
the rest of that evening ClLiff House
did not see her again.

In the morning, Babs, Mabs, and
Clara, taking a turn in the quad after
breakfast, were surprised when a car
drew up on the fringe of the drive,
and a tall, middle-aged man, wearing
morning dress and white gloves, de-
scended. He beckoned to Barbara.

Wonderingly, Babs went across fo

him.

“Ah!” he said, and smiled at her.
“You are one of my daughter’s friends,
I presume. I am Mr. Naylor,” he
volunteered.

“Oh, Jessie’s father?” Babs aszked.
“Good-morning ! b

“Yes, Jessie's father.”” He smiled.
He was so faultlessly dressed that Babs
eyed him in awe. “Perhaps you can
tell me where I shall find Jessie?"” he
asked. “And also a mistress of this
school—Miss Belling?”

Babs glanced at him quickly, and
then turned.

“Clara !” she called.

“Here we are,”” Clara said, siriding
ferward.

“This 13 Mr. Naylor,” Babs said.
“Will you take him to Jessie's study?
I—I'll go and tell Miss Belling you are
here,” she added.

“Thank youl!™

He smiled again. Really, Babs
thought, in spite of his nwa-insgmng
appearance, he was quite ni ifferent
from the spiteful Jessie. But she
could understand now that Jessie was
right when she had said her father
would be wvery particular where his
son’s future wife was concerned. As
she sped to Miss Belling's study, she
wondered anxiously how he would re-
gard his son’s choice.

Rather breathlessly she knocked at
the young mistress’ door, and from in-
side there came a little exclamation.
Babs mistook the exclamation for
“Come in!”

She pushed the door open.

And then she stopped.

The exclamation most obviously had
not been intended for “Come in.”” For
Miss Belling, so to speak, was caught
red-handed, She sat in front of her
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desk, and on that desk, propped up in
front of her, was a mirror. In front of
the mirro» were two boxes of face
pcwder, and no fewer than three small
sample lipsticks.

Furthermore, Miss Belling held one
of those lipsticks in her hand as she
stared at Babs. Her lips bore evident
traces that she had been making-up.

“Barbara, shut the door !"” she gasped
agitatedly, and in a terrilic fluster
ad rose,

“T—I was just " she stammered.

Babs looked at her. Then her eyes
fell upon that re-touched photograph.
She understood in a moment, aund her
heart melted.

“Oh, Miss Belling!"” she breaihed.

“Barbara, I—I hope you do not think
I—" Miss Belling stuttered, with a
rql!in::r helpless glance towards the lLip-
stICK=,

“0Oh, no!” Barbara glanced through
the window. She looked at the nus-
tress, “*I—1 think make-up suits you—
awfully,”” she said daringly; and
blurted, before she realised what she
was saying: “ But, of course, that lip-
stick’s a hittle too dark for your colour-
ing, Miss Belling. 1 mean—coh dear!—
I—1 didn’t mean to say that. I—I
came instead to tell you that Mr.
Navlor s here.”

She wondered as she said it at the
pallor that overspread the mistress’
features.

“You mean he—he is coming to see
me ?” she breathed.

““Yes, Miss Belling."

Only for a moment the mistress

trembled. Then, amazingly, she
grabbed up the powder and the li
sticks. With a frenzied emergy whi

left Babs marvelling, she stuffed them
into her drawer, hastily wiping her
face with a towel at the same time.
Then, as if having forgotten that Babs
was in the room, she took one or two
agitated steps towards the door, paused,
and came back. Her face was tense.

“ Barbara,” she said—"Barbara, you
will help me, won't you! Please!”’ she
added, and her eyes were full of such
agitated entreaty that Babz felt
startled.  *“Barbara, he mustn’t see
me! I mustn’t see him! You—you
understand 7'’ she gasped out. * Bar-
bara, please do help me!”

And then, almost with a cry, she
stopped. )

or outside -the door came Jessie
Naylor’s voice:

“Thizs is her room, father! T'll
knock !

“Barbara, don't let them know I'm
here,”” Miss Belling whispered.

Barbara gasped. Miss Belling, like
some frightened girl, fluttered towards
the screen and disappeared behind it as
the knock sounded on the door, and 1t
opened.

“Miss Belling in?"” Jessie asked.

“Well, I—I'm waiting for her,” Bar-
bara said.

“Where is she "

“Somewhere in the school, I dare
“,'n

“Why isn't she in her study ™ Jessie
said rudely.

“Well, really, that’s not my busi-
ness,” Babs said quietly.

“Ahem!” NMr.  Naylor coughed.
“Ahem! She is in some other part of
the school, perhaps!” he suggesied.

“Then, in that case,” Jessie said,
“we’ll jolly ‘well wait! She won't be
long.”’

“But, I say,” Babs cried, in alarm,
“vyou can't!’

“No? Why can't we? You're waiting.
aren’t you?" Jessie '?outed. “In an
case, you can buzz off,” she said, wit
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all the superiority of a girl in a higher
Form. “Our conversation with Miss
Belling is likely to be private, 1so't it,
father?”

“If all yon have told me is true,”
the man said. “it will be—most de-
cidedly private, Jessie May I sit in
this chair near the screen?”

“Oh, no, no! Dud-don’t sit in that
one!” Babs shuddered. * That—that—
oh dear Here,” she added; and,
with her mmd mm a whirl, and one
agitated eye upon the screen, she hastily
dragged another chair into position.
“I—=I'll wait, too, if—if you don’t
mind.” she mumbled inccherently, and
found her heart leap as the screen
visibly moved. *“Miss Belling—Miss
Belling 1s—— 1 say, assembly bell will
soon be ringing !"” she added desperately
to Jessie,

“Well, it will ring tor you as well as
for me, won't it?” Jessie answered,
with a suspicious glower. “What the
dickens 1s tie matter with you, Barbara
Redfern®”

“Me? Oh,'nun—nnthin%:’“ Babs stam-
mered. *“What should the matter
with me? Isn’t it a lovely morning,
Mr. Naylor?” she added, gazing
towards the window.

“Yes. marvellous
rupted.  “It's jus:
Don't f'nu think yo»
find Miss Beilinq!'
wait all morning.”

“But where can 1 find her?” Babs
asked, and watched in agony as Jessie
moved near the screen “ Besides, I—I
promised to wait fo. her, you see.”

Jessie scowled DBabs breathed in
relief when she took a eeat near the
window. Then came another inter-
ruption. It was little Joy Finch of the
gmlid Form this time who opened the
oor.

" Jessie inter-

going to rain!
better go and
My father can’t

“Please, Barbara, is Miss Belling
in?’ she said. “She asked me speci-
ally to come and sce her before
assembly.”

“I'm sorry, Joy,” Babs gasped.

“Wle‘rn all waiting for Miss Belling,
too !”

“But she is 1n, isn't she ?”’ Joy asked.
“Because I saw her going into her
study ever such a long time ago, you
know, and she hasn't come out yet.
She said—"

“Joy, run away!” Babs said
hurriedly, and felt hot. *I—I'll tell
Miss Belling as soon as she arrives.”

“But, please, Barbara, I saw—"’

“Run off now !" Babs blurted desper-
atcly, and pushed the astounded young-
ster back into the corridor.

“Where the dickens 1s she?” Jessie
scowled. *“My hat, there goes first
assembly bell !” she added.

“Which means, | presume, it is a
quarter to nine?”’ Mr. Naylor frowned.
“Really, I am afraid I cannot wait any
longer.”

“But, father—"

“I] am sorry. I will see her another
time !”

Jessie scowled. Babs could almost
have shouted with joy as, very firmly,

the man picked up his gloves and hat.

Hardly had he and Jeseie disappeared
into the corridor, than the screen movec
and Miss Belling with a deep breath
of gratitude, and her eyes shining with
relief, stepped hack into the room.

“QOh, Barbara, you—vou little brick,”
she breathed fervently. “That was
splendid. I—I'm so sorry, my dear,
lu"__—“ ) ]

“It—it was a pleasure, Miss Belling,”
Babs mumbled. _

“1 shall not forget it,” Miss Bellin
smiled. *“Now, my dear, you ha
better hurry. And, Barbara, just one
minute,”” sbe added. turning red. * Did

vou sav—the lipstick. I mean, did vou
suggest I should use a paler shade?”

“Y.yes, Miss Belling.”

“Thank you, Barbara! Please go

And Babs, still wondering whether
she was on her head or %mr heels,
hurried from the study as the tremu-
lously smiling mistress held the door
open for her.
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A Change Comesto “'The Frump”!

e SAY—"
I “What's hap-
pened ?”
“Look at Miss

4 Belling t”
ClLff House blinked.

Clif House was at assembly, which
was taking place in Big Hall ten
minutes after Babs had left Miss DBell-
ing in that mistress’ study. And cer-
tainly Miss Belling’s appcarance was
something to excite comment.

For there, at the head of the Sccond
Form, which she was taking to-day in
the absence of Miss Gilbey, Miss Wanda
Belling stood.

Very self-conscious she was; very
nervous; and it was obvious by the
strained way in which ehe stared

straight ahead of her, that she dared
not meet the astonished eves of the
school.

Yet she looked different. She looked
pretticr, somehow. Her checka were
rosier. her lips were brighter. It took
CLff House some moments to grasp the
staggering truth.

“Gee! I guess she’s been using some

COUSIN CEORGE and ** THE IMP’
HERE AT LAST
You'll find them on page 17 :
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make-up !
Babs,

Most of the school was making that
game discovery. Certainly, the use of
those simple cosmetics improved Miss
Belling wonderfully. Had it not been
for the overlong skirt, the thick jumper,
and the too-big bun of hair, she would
have looked positively pretis.

Babs just smiled. Her heart warmed
towards Miss Belling.

For Miss Belling, of course, was quite
within her rights in using cosmetics,
All the Cliff House mistresses, with the
exception of Miss Ballivant and Miss
Primrose, used make-up discreetly, of
course, during school hours.

“That’s what comes of being in love,”
Frances Frost giggled. “But I must
sav she looks a lot better.”

That was the general opinion. Girls
who had never taken any notice of Miss
Belling before, were staring in frank
interest now.

But there was one girl who was
scowling. That girl was Jessie Naylor.
“Oh, my hat, look at her!” she cried,

suddenly, that Miss Wright, the

Leila Carroll breathed to

gD

1 mistress of the Lower Fifth, heard her,

and gave her fifty lines. “ And how the
dickens,”” she wanted to know, under
her breath, “does she come to be here
when she wasn't in her study a few
minutes ago?”

“Ha, ha!" sniggered Florence Elli-
son. “ Perhaps she was afraid to meet
your father? Perhaps she was in her
study all the time, and Barbara Red-
fern was hiding her. Look how pleased
Babs looks!”

Jessie gazed at her crony sharply.
She looked at Babs. Certainly that girl

By Hilda Richards 9

waz looking pleased. For the first time
Jessie began to see daylight. Vividly,
and with an undercurrent of fury at the
revelation, she was remembering Babs'

agitation in Miss Belling's study.
After assembly, she tackled lLer.

Babs just laughed.

“You were hiding her!” Jessie

accuzed hotly.
*“You can think what you like !"” Babs
answered, with a shrug, and walked

away.
She didn’t care then. The danger
was past. But Jessie did, and, realising

how she had been fooled, she gritted her
teeth. Aies Belling had dodged the
trap she had set for her. Miss Belling
most amazingly had become appear-
ance-conscious at last—was starting to
use make-up. That did not suit Jessie
Naylor at all

Jessie was in Big Hall during mid-
morning break, when Miss DBelling
strolled past her—and Miss Belling had
guite forgotten her self-consciousness as
the morning had worn on—Jessie
simply could not contain her feelings.

“Don’t painted faces look common !”
she said loudly to Florence Elhson.

In a moment the mistress had swung
round. She stared at Jessie,

“Was that remark intended for me,
Jessie 77

“Well, you scem to have taken it to
heart,” Jessie sneered.

Miss Belling's face flushed. She
looked even prettier when she flushed
now.

“IFor that,” she said, “you will write
me a further fifty lines. That makes
one hundred and fifty, Jessie, now,
remember.”

“He, he!” giggled Florence Ellison,
and then yelled: *“Jessie, you pig,
what did you dig me in the ribs for?”

“Work it out for - yourself—by
algebra,” Jessie scowled.

Miss Belling was smiling a little as
she descended the steps into the sunlit
quadrangle. Amazing how confident
she felt. Undoubtedly her first experi-
ment in make-up, thapks to that advice
from Barbara Redfern, had been a sue-
cess. She was keen now to make other
experiments. And yet she was not sure
of herself,

She had never had many clothes all
her life, and now, every time she
thought of them she always thought of
what would be “serviceable,” never of
what would be “smart.” If only, she
thought to herself, she could combine
serviceable clothes with smart ones!
Was it possible, she wondered.

Babs, returning rosy-cheeked from a
game on the tennis courts with Clara
Trevlyn, Janet Jordan, and Mabel
Lynn, paused as she encountered her.

“Clara says tennis is good practice
for swimming, Miss Belling,” she
laughed.

“Clara’s quite right. But, Barbara, I

would like a word with you!” Mliss
Belling said.

“Oh, yes, DMiss Delling!” DBabs
dimqle{l.

ir—you—vyon know Hollands Stares,
in Courtfield, don’t you?" the mistress
asked.

“Oh, ves, Miss Belling. We buy a
lot of things there,” Babs replied.

“Do you, now?”

Miss Belling’s flush deepened a little.
She looked acutely embarrassed, all at
once,

“J—I've mnot bought much there
myself,” she said, “but I—I was think-
ing of—of getting a new hat, and—and
new shoes, you know, and perhaps an
evening dress for the Gala Ball, which
is takin lace after the swimming
races ! —-f wondered if you thought
Hollands' was the best place*”
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“Why, yes,” Barbara said at once.
“It’s a very reliable ghop. Thnuﬁ, for
clothes, perhaps Simpkins’ s better.
Simpkins’ is where Diana Royston-
Clarke buys most of her things. But
the prices are frightful! Were you
going this afternoon!” she asked 1nno-

cently. )

“Well, yes. After the—the practice,
I thought! Thank you very much,
Barbara !”

With a kindly nod she strolled away,
while Babs, with a sudden sparkle in
her eyes, rejoined Mabs and Clara. She
chuckled as she retailed the conversa-
tion.

“And as Miss Belling’s going to be
there, we'll be there, too,” she said.
“I think I know what's worrying her.
She wants to buy new clothes, but she's
frightfully nervous about buying them.
Well, kidlets, this is where we step 1in
—and help 1”

Clara stared.
~ *You don’t mean to tell her what
she ought to buy?"” A

“Not exactly—no!” Babs said. “At

the same time, we're not going to let"

her buy the wrong things. Especially,”
she added thouggtfully, “as we want
her to look her most stunning best at
the ball 1”

“But how?” Mabs objectfed.

“Just you wait!” Babs advised, and
smiled a happy, knowing smile.

Helping Miss Belling!
13 S HUSH! There she
- Babs, ‘
Bessie, Marjorie

is, girls!”
¥ Mabs,
Hazeldene, Clara Trevlyn,

and Jemima Carstairs
stopped.
The scene was the entrance to the
millinery department of Hollands’

Stores, in Courtfield. Swimming prac-
tice had been finished an hour since.
The six chums were looking at the
worried and confused figure which stood
before one of the long mirrors, with a
rather bored assistant in attendance.

That figure was Miss Belling—and
Miss Belling in a very fashionable, but
quite unsuitable hat of green straw, sur-
rounded by a pyramid of artificial
flowers, was peering distressfully at her
reflection in the mirror. She turned to
her assistant.

“Qh, goodness! It's such a change
for me that I just don’t know whether
it suits me or not,” she said despair-
ingly. “What do you think 7"

“It's the very latest style,”
assistant said guardedly.

il But____ii

Miss Belling looked at herszelf again.
She glanced hopelessly at the pile of
other hats which stood by her side. She
bit her lip.

“Then—then I—I think I had better
take it,” she said, and stopped, start-
ing, as ner eye fell upon the chums.
“Barbara !” she cried.

“Oh, Miss Belling!” Babs said, in
pretended surprise. “We were just
going through to the stationery depart-
ment for some notepaper. We're jolly
lucky to have met you.”

T ll{!kjl’?"

“Well, yes.” Babs looked at her.
“Er—Miss Belling, I wonder if you'd
be awfully kind—and help me?”

“Why, most certainly, Barbara!”
And Miss Belling, suddenly remember-
ing the adornment on her head, hastily
snatched it of. “Er—hum! I—I'm
choosing a hat!” she said nervously.
“In what way can I help, Barbara 7”

The chums blinked. Not vet did they
know Babs' plan, although they knew

the

very well what she was aiming at. So
they listened, determined to back her
up in any way they could. )

“Well, it's like this,” Ba's said.
“You see, I've got a cousin. She’s just
your height and build, and exactly the
same colouring. And she asked me 1if
I'd get a few things from Hollands’
and send them to her on approval.
Naturally,” Babs added artfully, “it's
not easy to choose things for her when
she’s not here to try them on, so—so
I was wondering, Miss Belling, as you
and my cousin are so much the =ame
size, if—if you would mind just trying
them on for me. Just—just to get an
idea.”

Miss Belling stared at her.

“You mean you want me to be a sort
of model? Oh, dear! Well, Barbara,
I'm afraid I can’t help you very much.”
She looked despairingly at the pile of
hats already tried on. “ You won’t ask
me to take any respomsibility if I
agree ?”

““Oh, no, of course not, Miss Belling !
I'll ' do the choosing,” Babs said
earnestly. “Now, what about this?”

“Well, my giddy Aunt Flo!” breathed
C_laira to Marjorie, “The nerve of the
girl1”

Babs picked up a hat priced twelve
chillings and elevenpence. It was a neat
little sailor style in fuchsia-coloured
straw, with a turned-up brim, and
trimmed with blue petersham ribbon.
With a smile she handed it to Miss
Belling, who, with an obliging nod, put
it on. She turned.

“Well, Barbara 7"

“Oh, I say, I think that’s lul-
lovely 1” Bessie Bunter gaid. “ You look
frightfully sweet in it, Miss Belling.”

“Yes, rather! You've got the sort of
face that just fits it,” Marjoric beamed.

“I've never seen you look better in
anvthing,” Mabs said, loyally backing
Babs up.

Miss Belling looked at herself eritic-
ally. Certainly the hat did suit her.
The turned-back brim, set well back on
the head, showed her hair and gave
her pretty features an altogether new
and" vividly alive expression. For a
moment she forgot Babs' eousin in the
exciting recogmniiion of that fact. This
was the hat, most undeniably, which
suited her!

“Well,” she breathed, and stared
again, “do you like it, Barbara?”

“Very much. It's lovely!” Babs
enthused. “It’s so young, somehow—
and just the thing to wear with a
tatlored costume.- My cousin loves
navy, and I think this new colour will
make a ripping contrast, don't you,
Miss Belling 7”

“I'm certain of it,” Miss DBelling
said, and, in her interest in the hat,
forgot for the moment she was a
mistress. “Yes, it is nice,” she decided.
“Will you take this for your cousin,
Barbara ?”

“ Well, no, not if you want it!” Babs
said. “Why don’t you have it, Miss
Belling, while T look round for one like
it for my cousin ?”

And Miss Belling dimpled. She
bought the hat while Babs said that,
after all, perhaps she'd go to Simpkins’
for her cousin’s hat.

Miss Belling was not neticing her,
however. She was so thrilled, indeed,
that she was like a schoolgirl hersell.
She insisted upon her old hat being
packed and sent back to Cliff House
while she wore the new one there and
then.

“But now,” Babs said, “I simply
must just loock at the shoe department.
I don’t know that I shall buv the shoes
to-day, Miss Belling, but if vou’d be
good enough to try on a pair or two it
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wonld give me an idea. Then I could
write to my cousin and ask her which
pair she lhiked. Do you mind 7%

“Of course not!” the mistress ex-
claimed, with a thrilled laugh.

So to the footwear department they
all went. And after a quarter of an
hour, Miss Belling was trotting round
in an exquisite pair of blue suede shoes
which were nearly two inches higher in
the heels than the brown brogues she
had been wearing.

“Barbara,” Miss Belling said sud-
denly. “You do seem to have lovely
ideas on the subject of clothes; perhaps,
now, you'll come and help me to choose
an evening dress. A second and third
opinion is always so useful. Now, what
style would suit your cousin, do you
think ?”

“Nothing slinky, but something fluffy
and lacy!” Babs said. “Something in
pink or yellow—especially yellow.”

Off they all went to the dress depart-
ment. And what a thrilled, tremulously
delightful half an hour Miss Belling
spent trying on frock after frock! How
tactfully and carefully Babs made
suggestions, until at last the frock was
chosen—a really delicious thing in
yellow net, which transformed Miss Bell-
g into such an exquisitely radiant
creature that even Babs gasped.

It was sheer pleasure to watch Miss
Belling so rapturously excited; tasting,
for the first time, the delights of dainty
dress! And when at last the shopping
was done, nothing would satisfy her but
that the whole crowd of the chums
should repair to the intimate little

restaurant, The Singing Kettle, that
had just opered, and, at her expense,
take tea,

After a really delightful meal they
all packed into the bus, with Miss
Belling so proudly conscious of her new
shoes and her new hat. And almost the
first person they met at the school gates
was Jessie Naylor|

Jessie, as on the previous night, was
going home to join her father at dinner.
But she simply stood and stared when
Miss Belling, surrounded by Babs & Co.,
stepped out of the bus.

“Well, mum-my hat!” she stuttered.

No doubt that Miss Belling looked
pretty, despite the long costume and too
big bun of hair. The hat was the finish-
ing touch to that lively, pretty face.
The new, shapely shoes showed her slin
ankles and gave a grace to her feet
which Jessie ﬁad never suspected before.

“Phew |” Jesgie gasped, turning as
the little group passed through the
gates,

Really, Miss Belling was progressing
at such a pace that even she was
left bewildered. The next thing, she
supposed, was that her hair would be
cut off. And then her costume altered
to look like a real tailor-made. ;

In that case—— And here Jessie gave
quite a jump of alarm, and upon
Jessie's face became spread a deep and
hateful scowl. In that case her father,
g0 keenly desirous of seeing his son with
the rigﬁt kind of wife, might even
bestow his blessing upon the frump.

That shouldn’t happen! That never,
never must happen! That cat, who had
humiliated and insulted her, must never
be her sister-inlaw! No, whatever
happened !

The car for Jessie came along. ITm-
patiently she climbed into it. IFlustered
and annoyed, she tried to collect her
thoughts. And then suddenly, with an
altogether new gleam in her eyes, she
fished in her handbag. From it she
produced a photograph—a copy of that
same photograph of Miss Belling which,
had she Eknown 1it, had -started Miss
Belling off on the road to improving her
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appearance. And suddenly she grinned.

She reached home. Her father, in
faultless evening dress, was waiting for
Ler.

“You are late, my dear
mildly,

“Yes, father; I—I'm sorry!” Jessie
shook her head, not mentioning the
Lold-up due to the traffic lights, which
were being installed in Courtfield. “ But
il wasn’t my fault.”

“Indeed !”

“It was Miss Belling’s !”

He looked at her sharply.

“Miss Belling—the woman
wishes to marry ¥”

“Yes, father,” Jessie sighed. O,
vou don’t know how horrid she is to
me ! she said, her head downecast. * She
knows that I don’t think she's good
cnough for Lance, you know, and—and
she's just gone out of her way to make
:l[n_v li‘i;c a misery for me. This morning
- “Jessie, my child—"

“This morning,” Jessie went on,
forcing a tear, “1 found out after vou'd
gone that all the time we were in her
study she was hiding from yvou. Yes,
she was, father! She was hiding n the
study itself. She doesn’'t want to meet
vou, She—she says she’'ll never mect
yvou until she is Lance’s wife, and then—
well, then you can’t very well do any-
thing about it, ean you? And she gave
me lines when I told her she was afraid
to meet you e

Her father frowned. Very, very fond
of both Lance and Jessie was Mr.
Naylor, and these repeated stories of
Jessie's were causing him qualms.

“But why,” he asked, “did she hide
from me?”

“ Because,” Jessie half sobbed, “she
knows yvou'd never agree to the marriage
if you saw her. She knows you want
Lance to have a smart wife, and sho
jolly well knows that she’s not smart,
she doesn’t even try to look nice. She's
slovenly, She—— But don’t take my
word for it,” she said. “I've brought
along her photograph, so that you can
sece 1it. Here it 18! Look!”

Mr. Naylor looked. The photograph
was not @ good one, Miss Belling's really
cxcellent features were slightly dis-
torted, but her dowdy looking eclothes
were distinet enough. He started.

“But, Jessie, this can never be the
woman 7"

“In wi®

“What i1s Lance thinking about?”

“I don’t know., He must be mad,”
Jessie pouted, ;

“I—1—" He stopped, shaking his
head. Mr, Naylor was a stickler for
appearance, fo. poise, and the woman
in this photograph, well— He bit
his lip. *“Jessie,” “e said agitatedly,
“when you get ba. tell Miss Belling
that I shall call upon her to-morrow at
dinner-time. Tell her that I insist upon

1 he said

3

Lance

seeing her. I must really find out
what sort of person she is. Don't
forget.”

“No, father,” Jessie said meekly.

But when she arrived back at CLff
House she said nothing to Miss Belling.
And Miss Belling, who, in the new-
found confidence her new clothes gave
her, would no longer have hesitated
meeting = her future father-in-law,
received no intimation that he was
arriving. But after lessons next day,
she received a telephone call.

“This 1s Lance,” a husky voice,
distorted over the wire, said. * Wanda,
dearest, will you pop down to Court-
field station? I shall be passing
through on the 12.30, and would love to
see vou, if only for a few minutes.”

All in an excited flutter, Miss Belling
left, never guessing that the real caller
was Jessie Naylor.,r She was absent

when Mr. Naylor, expecting to see her,
arrived.

“I told you that she was afraid to
mect you,” Jessie said to him, in her
study. "I gave her your message and
evervthing, All she did was to scoot!”

“You're sure?”

“Yes, quite ™

“Very well, then,” he said grimly.
“In that case I will not waste my time.
But I must see her—1I insist upon seeing
her before I give my consent to Lance’s
engagement. You say, Jessie, that she
13 in charge of the swimming team
which is attending the gala on
Saturday 7"

“Why, ves, but—"

“Very well. She cannot verv well
avoid me there. I will make it my

businéss to be there, too.”
Jessie blinked.

of that possibility.

Navlor left then,

She hadn’t thought

Ar. while Jessie

accompanied him, with inward panic,
to his car. She little guessed that some-
body had overheard that conversation,
and that that somebody, plump Bessie
Bunter, was now relating the whole
incident to Barbara Redfern!

““Of course,” Bessie was saying, “I
didn’t mean to listen!”

““No, of course not,”” Mabs scoffed.

“It was your shoe-lace which came
undone !’
“Nun-no, 1t wasn't, vou know!

Really, Mabs! I—I just stopped out-
gide Jessie's door to—to pick up
comething I'd dud-dropped, you know !
And then I heard Jessie telling her
father that Miss Belling was afraid to
meet him!”

“What?” Babs asked.

“Yes, vou know. And then—well,
Mr. Naylor said he'd see Miss Belling
at the gala, and Jessie sounded fright-
fully cut up—just as if, you know, the
last thing she wanted was her father
to meet Miss Belling. Which,” DBeéssie
said profoundly, “is jolly funny, if you
ask me, considering that Miss Belling
15 going to marry that good-loeking son
of his, vou know 1”

“Frightfully funny!” Babs agreed

thoughtfully, and stared through the
window into the drive, up which came

By Hilda Richards I*

hurrving, at that moment, the rather
hot-looking figure of Miss Belling.
“And 1f,”” she added, her eves
gleaming, “Jessie 1s anxious for Miss
Belling and Mr. Naylor not to meet,
vou can bet yvour sweet little gym shoes
that Jessie will be up to tricks to
prevemt 1t. Children,” she added, “I've
an idea we had better keep an eye on
dear Jessie! 1 detect mischief !”

The Final Touch!

UT if Miss Wanda
Belling was pardon-

ably annoyed at
having had a fruitless
journey to Courtfield, there
was ample compensation

awaiting her upon her return to Cliff
House School. For there was the box

''''''''''

BABS clenched her hands
angrily, while a look of
pain entered Miss Belling’s
eyes. For plainly from beneath the
window came Jessie's scoffing voice :
““ You don’t think that my father would
let Lance marry such an awful frump
as Miss Belling? Why, she doesn’t
even know how to dress herself ! "’

from Hollands' Stores containing her
evening-dress frock |

Joyfully she took it out of its
wrappings.  Almost reverently she
spread 1t on the bed. With shining
eyves she regarded it

Oh, wasn't it just splendid!

Of course, she must try it on—and
secing that 1t was half-holiday this
afternoon, she must try it on at once !
But wait a minute! She would need
help. She hesitated a moment. Then
off she rushed to Babs' study.

“Oh, Barbara, will you come and see
me—when you are ready?” she asked
that p‘]!‘l.

“Why, Miss Belling, I'll come now !”
Babs laughed.

She went off with the mistress,
grimacing when they met the sour-
faced Jessie, who, verv bad tempered,
was returning from Friardale, as far
as which she had accompanied her
father,

Babs entered the mistress’ study, and
while Miss Belling, trembling with all
a schoolgirl's eagerness, tried the frock
on, Babs did up the twelve tiny buttons
down the back. Miss Belling laughed
tremulously.

“It is lovely, 1sn't 1t?"” she asked.

(Continued on page 14)
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IN ite of to-morrow being the start
of the month of May, when, I suppose,
we should all be particularly merry
(or merrie), your Patricia has a tiny
complaint to make.

Mind you, it's not a very serious one—
in fact, you who live at Brighton and Hove
will wonder what I'm making a {uss about.
But I'm quite certain that you others—
and there must be an awful lot—will quite
understand, and perhaps sympathise with
me.

For if there was one thing I detested
when I was a schoolgirl—which wasn’t so
long ago !—it was Homework. I loved
going to school; I loved having dinner
there ; I liked the mistresses; 1 even
liked quite a lot of lessons. But—I did
not like homework.

And if ever 1 ventured to say at home
that 1 thought it should be abolished—
well, really, you'd have thought I'd
suggested that the world wasn't
round after all, such protests did my daring
call forth.

@® Lucky Girls

But now—I've decided that I must
have been a pioneer. For now, Brighton
and Hove have actually decided that
Homework shall be Abolished !

I think it's a wonderful step in the right
direction—and am just as thrilled about
it as you youngsters in Brighton and
Hove are. My only complaint—mentioned
above—is that this grand step has come
too late for your Patricia to benefit,
(Selfish me !)

But to be quite serious again, homework
18 definitely to be abolished in all classes
of elementary schools and in the junior
classes of the secondary schools at Brighton
and Hove.

Isn’t it a good thing that it is father,
as a rule, and not the schoolgirl daughters
of the house who decide where the family
is to live ?

Otherwise, I can just imagine poor
Brighton and poor Hove growing at such
uﬁeed with an influx of schoolgirls, that
these towns would soon stretch right over
the Sussex Downs from the coast of Kent
to the coast of Hampshire !

® A Greedy Young Gardener

I've deeided that my small brother
Heath—whose real name is Heatherington,
as you probably know by now—will never
make a gardener.

Inspired by Mr. Middleton, who makes

ing sound so easy, I thought T'd
-ml. this summer. So I asked father

’d like me to do,

0 A
what

OuT OF
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Some real news about homework—PATRICIA
(not to menlion Heath) in the garden—a frock im-

provemeni—concerning rubbers—a novelly to make.
Your friend Patricia has lots to talk of this week

in her letter to you.

* Plenty of weeding needs doing,”

-"' was all I could get from him.

So I've been weeding and weeding

the most frightening ecollection of

aches in my back, which father
unkindly said proved it must be doing
me good !

Bat &e did say that Heath could have
a patch of garden of his own, if he liked.
So we prepared a little corner near the
lettuces, and then had a conference—just
Heath and big sister—as to what should
go in his very own garden.

“You choose what you'd like to grow,
Heath,” said I. For after all, it was to
be his rden. But next moment I
wished I hadn’t been so considerate.

“I'd like strawberries, and gooseberry
bushes an’ peach trees an’ —an’ figs an’
dates. An'—some bananas, too,” he
added ambitiously. * Or—" he looked

uzzled—* p'raps bananas don’ grow in
land, do they, Pdt ? "

1 was so dazed by this huge demand
for food that I simply had to give him a
lecture on the ** beauties of the garden,”
tryinﬁeto impress on him that father had
said was to have a GARDEN of his
own—not a fruit shop !

S0 we went out and bought some
Marigold seeds — price one penny— for
these look such a lot when in flower that
father will probably think Heath and I
have done rather well for beginners !

® In Dainty Ribbon

It always amuses me when I read in the
fashion papers about ** waists being lower
this year,” or “ waists being higher,” or
* waists being natural "’—as if waists can
be anywhere else but just above the hips !

But, talking as the fashion experts do,
waists are higher this year—on frocks,
of course. And a very pretty and youth-
ful fashion it is, too. For a high waist.
line on a frock
means that the
bodice part is short,
and the skirt looks
longer and slim.
mer,

It would be very
easy for you to give
' thiﬁTFF higher wfist-
line-look to a
summery frock
that has lost its
belt,

You'd require
two and a half yards of narrow ribbon in
a colour that will *go " or contrast with
the frock itself.

Bring half of the ribbon right round the
line where the bodice joins the skirt of the
frock at the moment, and tie in a pretty
bow in front. Then arrange the other
half of the ribbon around the frock, two
or three inches above this, tying this picce
also in a bow at the front.

AND weeding, and have acquired

Just catech the two little ribbon belts
at the back with an invisible stiteh to
make sure yvou don’t lose them, and then
try the froek on.

It will look like this year’s very latest !

® Very Novel

Now, here’s a new pencil-stand and pen.
wiper eombined that I want you to make,
either for yourselves, a small brother, or
to sell at a bazaar.

All you require to make this novelty is
an empty carton—one which has con-
tained ecream, or a
newly-bought one,
which cost three-
pence for six—a
wooden meat
skewer, and an
empty cotton-reel.

Jab the pointed
end of the skewer
into the cotton.
reel, and glue the
other end of the
reel to the bottom
of the carton.

Now cut a small
piece of thick mat-
erial into two
fairly big circles
and ip round
the edges. Fasten these with a coloured
drawing-pin to the top of the skewer, and
yi:mr pencil stand and pen-wiper is com-

ete.

e Or, if you like dabbling with paints,
you could improve the appearance of this
‘ gadget " by painting it in any colours
you like.

® Rubber Note

My big brother, Brian, must have been
feeling very generous the other day, for
he presented me with a perfectly huge
india-rubber.

** Oh, it's a soft one, Brian ! ” I pouted.
“You know I like them hard.”

“You girls,” said Brian, getting an
extraordinary amount of feeling into two
such unimportant words. *“ Why don’t
you try it first before complaining ? You
may not be very good at drawing, but
it's about time you knew that a soft rub-
ber is better than a hard one !

So, humbled, I did try it.

And, belicve me, my pets, Brother
Brian was right—though, please don’t
tell him.

I used to fume at school when in the
Art-room we had soft rubbers passed
round, and preferred to use my own
harder one.

But I've just realised I was wrong, and
the soft ones are better. They get
grubbier than the hard omes, it's true,
but this soon rubs itself off again.

Bye-bye until next week, all !

Your friend, PATRICIA,
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OU'LL be getting down to tennis in
Y real earnest now that the Summer
Term is here, won't you ?

So I want yon to examine Your com-
plete tennis-outfit to see it is in periect
condition.

First, the all-important racket.

If you have had last year's carefully
stored away in a dry place wearing its
press and either a eretonne or macintosh
cover, it should be in the pink of eondition
to greet you and the new tennis scason
again.

New, white tennis balls look very
professional, I know, but old ones can be
made to look quite fresh again if they
are rubbed on the underside of the front-
door mat, or are brushed with a sulf,
dry nail brush.

LOOKING YOUR BEST

Now your clothes—for your appearance
on the court does matter very much.

Possibly yon will have grown out of
last summer’s tennis shoes, so a new
pair is indicated—great thrili!

For one-and-eleven you can get very
satisfactory shoes for tennis, even il they
don’t wear so long as those costing, say,
four-and-eleven.

But I do want you, when going to buy
new shoes for tennis, to choose those
with the rubber soles (the spongy
ones, you know) rather than the smooth
rubber soles. They’re not more expensive
than the others, so don't worry about that
—and they really do help your footwork
in tennis, and prevent your slipping on
grass or ‘‘ composition ' courts.

If yon didn’t have shoris for tennis
last year, I do hope you can persuade
mother to let you wear them this. For
they willl’r do look nice on schoolgirls—
particularly if you have long legs.

You’'ll select white omes, or off-white
ones (which used to be called “ ercam,”

oung people who're off to boarding-
| to make for yourselves.

needle-case and sewing
hold-all will a perfeot boon, and it's
just the right size, 00,

HERE'B a little present for you lucky
This

IT'S TENNIS-TIME AGAIN

—So Palricia wanits to give you some suggestions for your
comfort and good looks on the court that should make

your game *‘lovely to look at™—zven if you don't
win every lime!

but isn't any longer for some reason),
won’t you ?

A heavy linen is the best material to
seleet, and in these days it is specially
treated so that it does not crease readily,
as it used to, you remember ?

A TOUCH OF COLOUR

Next, your “ top ” to wear over shorts.
Here, providing your school or tennis club
hhas no rules against it, you can introduce

our first note of colour. But please,
et it be & gentle note.

A blouse of ﬂ}mle blue, pale pink, pale
yellow, or pale green can look very
attractive.

Though, mind yvou, a white blouse takes
some beating, especially if you have your
monogram embroidered in a colour, or
have a coloured hankie sewn into one
pocket. For I do feel, in spite of the
introduetion of colour into tennis, that it
needs to be used very daintily and
artistically still.

Your next requirement for a- good
game is a “ wmﬂje.“ This can be all-
white again, with a piping in your school
colours, or your imtial worked on it
or it can be a plain, pastel shade to match
the blouse.

You won't wear stockings on the courts,
of course. But yvou really should wear over-
sox—and these should be all-wool,
however hot the day.

You see, your feet get hot and perspire.
But wool has the knack of absorbing this
perspiration, which will prevent your feet
getting hurt-y and tired before the game
is over. (Cotton over-sox do not absorb
the iration, so you see why 1 am so
insistent about wool.)

Now you're all set for the game, except
for your hair. If it’s short, so much the
better ; it won't worry you.

But if it is long, you can wear, either an
eye-shade (which is a good idea for you
who have weak eyes), a hair-net, a beret
or a bandeau.

I can’t bear the sight of hair-nets,
myself—and I don’t think they're par-
ticularly comfy. A beret can sometimes
make head rather hot, so a bandeau
has my vote.

This can be made of ribbon, of a wisp
of chiffon material, or ean be bought
specially made for the purpose.

A very useful sewing-companion

A PERFECT PICTURE

So now you're perfect, and I'll jusd
describe my completed picture of you,
shall 117

We'll start with the feet.

Immaculate white tennis shoes, topped
by white wool over-sox, which may be
trimmed with pale blue, pale pink, pale
green, or pale yellow stitches. White
shorts into which is tucked a white blouse
which has a monogram on the pocket
in the same colour as the trimming on the
socks. A wide ribbon of the same colour
goes around your hair, and over your arm
hangs a white eardigan, or a coloured one
which matches the stitching on the socks,
the mon on the blouse and the
ribbon round your hair.

Now for some reminders—just to finish.

Remember to sprinkle talcum powder
generously over your feet and inside your
tennis socks before a game. It'll keep
them beautifully d.rY and fresh. (Yon
can get a big tin of tale for 3d.)

A plain pair of over-sox can be em-
broidered in wool or sylko with two rows
of cross-stitch, or two or three rows of
running etitch—as in the picture. Re-
member to choose colours to match the
other note of eclour in your outfit.

Give your racket a rub over with linseed
oil and allow it to rest one week-end.
It will absorb quite a lot of this, and
any surplus can be rubbed off.

Mark your name on your school racket,
either by heating a steel knitting needle
in the fire and burning your name on,
or write your name in marking ink on a
piece of tape and sew this tightly and
securely round the handle.

Give the screws of your “press™ a
clean now and again, and don’t forget
they like a drop of grease occasionally teo
keep them working well.

To TAKE BACK TO SCHOOL

To make it, you require & piece of
cretonne measuring fourteen inches by
seven and a half inches.

Make a small hem all round the edges,
then fold over the two ends to make
useful pockets, and stitch these in place.

Now cut a piece of cardboard to the
th !nmha of the case. Cut m half and

ip each piece into one o pockets,
This will keep it beautifully stiff.

Next, sew two pieces of tape or elastio
on one side of the cardboard (you'll need

a big necdle for this) to hold scissors. Sew
one piece on the other gide, caught down in
two places to make three divisions to hold

-measure, wools, and embroidery
cottons that you are most likely to require.

The pockets can hold a packet of needles
and more cards of sewing cottons.

Fold the hold-all in half now, and sew
a loop to one side and a button to the other
for fastening. Pin an initial brooch on
the front—and you'll be certain to recog-
nise your sewing-case at a glance,



4 “They Called Her ‘The Frump!”

(Continued from page 1)

“Ahem! Barbara, do you think silver
shoes would look nice with this?”

“Yes, rather—but white satin ones
dyed the same shade would look better
still,” Babs said.

“Oh!” Miss Belling looked long and
sicadily at Barbara, and then smiled.
“Barbara, did yon say your cousin’s
hair was like mine 7"

“Well, the colour’s the same,” Dabs
answered cautiouslv. “But it's not
really ke vours, you know, because my
cousin’s had hers cut and permed. It's
like this!"™ Babs said, and, drawing a
sheet of paper towards her, sketched, in
a few quick lines, a very commendable
portrait, and indicated the long hair
sivle known as the * page-boy.”

“How do vou like that?”

“I think it—it is lovely,” + Miss
Belling breathed. *“Oh, Barbara, what
a clever little artist vou are! Er—
where could I get mine done like this?”

“You mean you'll copy 1t?” Babs
said, her heart jumping for joy.

“You don't think your cousin would
mind ?”

“Mind!" Babs laughed. “It's not
her idea.  Lots of people do their hair
like this now! And oh, Miss Belling,
I do think it's a style that would suit
yvou. I say,” she added eagerly, “ why
not get it done some time this after-
noon? Goole’s in Courtfield are hair
specialists, and I'm sure they'd do it
really well! Miss Belling, do make an
appointment,” she added eagerly.
“Tet me go and make one for vout?”

“You—you're sure, Barbara—that it
would suit me?"”

“Positive !" Babs said.

“Very well, then.” Miss Belling
looked excited.  “Very well, Barbara,
then—then will you do it?” she asked.

Babs ecould almost have whooped at
that,  Off glie rushed jovfully. She
never even saw Jessie Navlor. who was
still' hanging about in the vicinity of
the door.

She didn't remember, in her excite-
ment, that she left that door partly
open, and Jdessie, furions and curious.
pecped in.  And then Jessie saw—and
sceing, again stood as if transfixed, at
the radiant vision in the yellow evening
gown who was gazing into the mirror.
Her face turned white.

“Oh, ‘dash that Barbara Redfern!”
she mumbled.

She almost reeled away. So that was
the mistress she had been ecalling the
Frump! When <he conld dress like
that! Why, even Miss Charmant would
have a hard job to look better!

But that evening, when Miss Belling
returned from the hairdressers, there
was something very hke a sensation in
CHf House School. Rapidly the news
spread from: car to ear, Miss Belling
was transformed!  Miss Belling had
had her hair off, and it was permanently
waved, too!

Miss Belling was wearing high-heeled
shoes, the ddinkiest of hats, and had
hought a now, much shorter costume !

Girls gathered round to see Miss
Belling. Cirls goggled in amazement
when they did sce her. Girls who had
never really thought anything about
Miss Belling lLefore began comparing
her now with Miss Charmant. She who
had never hefore had admirers possessed
in a flash a score or more !

But greatest of all was the jubilation
in Study No. 4.

“Well, it's thanks to you, young
Babs!" Mabs said. *“And the artful
way yvou've worked it !”

_ “I'll say,” Leila Carroll said, “Babs
15 just a marvel. If I were a man I'd

‘be gained by further discussion.

sure fall for Miss Belling myself. Gee!
She looks like a fashion-plate !”

That, perhaps, was an exaggerated
deseription, but everybody agreed that
most miraculously Miss Belling had be-
come somebody.

Only Jessie fumed, and for the next
two days was in such a temper that even
Florence Ellison could not speak to her
without risking rebuff.

And then came the morning of the

gala.
Happy and radiant was Miss Belling

that day, and infinitely grateful to
Babs & Co. She knew what suited her
LOW,

With the cutting of her hair it seemed
that she had at last cut off the last
shreds of her shyness. Instead of being
afraid of Mr. Naylor now, she was
actually looking forward to meeting
him. And how proud Lance would be
of her!

Oh, happy Miss Belling! And how,
on that bright Saturday morning, she
was anticipating the gala of the after-
noon, to bo followed 1n the evening by
the grand gala ball. at which Lance had
promiscd to be present!

She was humming during the morning
when she packed her lovely frock, and
the shoes and hair ornament she had
bought 1o go with it. She almost sang
the glad “Come in!” which she voiced
in answer o a knoek on the door. But
she momentarily frowned as she saw
the girl who entered. It was Jessie
Naylor.

Jessie's eves immediately darted to
the suitcase. A jealous light filled
them.

“Well, Jessie,” Miss Belling asked,
“do you want me?”

“I came to ask if you were still leav-
ing me out of the team?” Jessie said
bluntly:

“The team,” Miss Belling informed
her, “is, as vou know, made up. I
don’t think, Jessie, that anything is to
Please
gﬂ !H‘

Jessie scowled. She went, but she
didn't go far. Dinner-bell rang pre-
sently, but as it was Saturday, and
dinner on that dav could be taken or not
at Cliff House, Jessie didn't heed it.
She waited, instead, until Miss Belling
had left her room; then she darted into
it.

Quietly she stepped to the wardrobe,
flinging the door open, and her eves
gleamed as she saw, tidily hung up. the
old-fashioned gabardine which had
earned Mis: Belling the nickname of the
Frump.

Quickly she took it down. She
erabbed up a high-necked woollen

jumper, a wide-brimmed hat, and a
pair of flat-hecled shoes.  Feverishly
she bundled them into a paper carrier
and left the room. As she emerged into
Big Hall Barbara Redfern came down

the stairs, -
“Hallo, Jessie! Is Miss Belling in?”

“How should I know ?” Jessie asked
pettishly.

“Well, vou've just come out of her
room, haven't you "

Jessie did not reply. She hurried
awav. Barbara frowned thoughtfully.

But Miss Belling came along a few
minutes later, and Babs helped her to
pack the remainder of her things. Then
the team was collected. In great ex-
citement they all set off for the Gay
Buccaneer Roadhouse. There a special
room had been reserved for Miss
Belling, who, apart from coaching the
Clif House team, was taking part in
the mistresses diving competitions, and
there Babs helped her to unpack the
lovely evening frock, and to hang it in
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the ecupboard provided against such
occasions.

The Gay Buccaneer Roadhouse wore a
carnival air on that bright day. Grounds
and house were gaily decorated. From
all parts people had come dressed n
their gavest for the occasion. The
sides of the bath were lined with spec-
tators when the time arrived for the
first races.

It was then that Mr. Naylor came
along.

“Hallo. Jessie!” he said heartily,
greeting his daughter. “Nice crowd
here to-day. And some dashed smart
women, too! Is wyour Miss Belling
among them ?”” he added anxiously.

“Well, of course,” Jessie said. *““But
I shouldn’t think she’ll want to see
you.”

“But she can’t very well dodge me,
can she”” he asked. *‘I'll have to meet
her sooner or later. Lance will be nlunﬁ
to-night in time for the ball, and T’
make the young scoundrel introduce me
then. Jessie,” he added quickly, and

inted to a group of laughing Chff

ouse girls some distance away, cluster-
ing round an extremely pretty figure in
a bright blue bathing dress. “who 1s
that there—that attractive young woman
with that lovely hair?”

“That?” And Jessie scowled as she
recognised from the distance Miss
Belling. “Oh, that's Miss Charmant !”

“ Nice-looking, isn’t she?” _

“Yes.,” Jessie replied. “Father, will
vou excuse me a moment? I've just
scen somebody I want to talk to.”

“Very well, run along.” )

Jessie hurried away. But she did not
go to speak to anyone. Already she
had found out which room was being
used by Miss Belling. She knew now
that Miss Belling would not use that
room again until she came to change
for the ball.

She chuckled as she ran. From the
cloak-room she retrieved a certain bag
she had brought with her. With that
bag in her hand she hurried along to
Miss Belling’s room. Softly she opened
the door and stepped inside. Quickly
she looked round.

It was empty.

The grin on Jessie's face deepened.
She glanced towards the window
which overlooked the lawns, and beyond
the lawns the summery cafe, on the
veranda of which Bessie Bunter could
be seen tucking into a huge ice cream
in the appreciative company of Eve
Clavering of Whitechester School.

Jessie crossed the room and flung
open the cupboard.

And her eves glittered. _

For hanging there in all its loveliness
was the vellow evening gown! And
hanging beside it were the new clothes
which Miss Belling had worn on her
journey to the roadhouse. :

Jessie opened the case. From it she
took the old-fashioned blue gabardine.
She took out the low-heeled® brogue
shoes, the lisle stockings. She took out
the woollen jumper and the broad-
brimmed hat which Florence Ellison had
once described as a “horror,” and
snatching down every other garment in
that cupboard she hung the garments
she had brought in their places. Then
quickly she bundled the yellow dress, the
new costume, shoes, hats, everything
into the bag.

“And now, Miss Clever Stck, let's
see if even vour hair will impress father
when he sees yvou in that rig out,” she
said vindictively. “Not, I expect, that
even vou will have the cheek to wear it
in publie '

She left the room. In a clump of
bushes near the house she hid the bag.
Then she returned to her father.

“Qh, so here you are,” he said. “l
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was wondering where you had got to.
The swimming has started. Got a
programme ? haven't one, for they
seem to have sold out.”

“Oh, we don’t want two.
share, mine,” replied Jessie.

“Exactly what time does your Miss
Belling perform ?”

Jessie studied the programme. She
paused as she fluttered the leaves.

“Half past five,” she said.

That. was a lie, but Jessie was not
stopping at a few lies now. The
Mistresses Diving Competition was
scheduled to start at 4.30. Her own
impression was that Miss Belling would
be afraid to face up to her father in her
“frump ” outfit. In any case, it was
no part of her programme to let her
father see Miss Belling at close quarters
before the ball.

Interestedly they watched the races
as they came and went. And what a
shout went up when CLiff House, after
a hard-fought race, won the first swim-
ming event from Whitechester, and
what another when, in the second con-
test, Janet Jordan, by a mere foot, won
the quarter-mile from Grace Gordon of
Kenmarsh School! It was four o'clock
then, and the two professionals, who
had been engaged for the afternoon,
filled in the next half hour with some

You can

exhibition swimming and diving. Jessie
rose.

“Daddy, what about tea? Please
take me to tea,” she begged. “I'm

famished.”

“Very well, my dear,” her father
assented. “ But mind you don't make
me late for the Mistresses Diving Com-
petition !”

Jessie smiled. Her father rose. OIFf
they went on to the lawns; and there,
for the next hour, Jessie was adroit in

2

Iwnping her father in conversation. At
half past five they returned.
“Well, here we are,” he said. “Now,

when shall I get a . sight of this Belling
girl? The diving i1s the next eveni,
1sn't it, Jessie?”

“Yes,” Jessie said, and then looking
at her programme, uttered an ex-
clamation. “Oh, bother!”

“What's wrong ?”

“I—I'm sorry. I—I must have mis
read the time! The diving was
four thirty!”

“Very careless of voun.” her father

snapped. “Would yon tell me who won
the diving competition?” hLe asked ol
his next-door neighbour.

“Why, a Miss DBelling of CLif House
School,” that gentleman replied. “ And
a prettier exhibition, I must say, 1've
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never scen in my life!

Mr. Naylor glanced angrily at his
daughter. But Jessie did not care.
She had averted the immediate danger,
though she could still see Miss Belling
at the far end of the bath talking to
the Cliff House chums.

Miss Belling was having the most
wonderful time of her life. Her team
had won. She had won!

There would be many jovous CLff
House hearts when the prizes were
presented before the opening of the
great Gala Ball to-night, but none o
happy and joyous as hers, for apart
from all her successes she had received
a telegram from Lance during the after-
iu}ﬁn saying he would meet her at the
all.

And she was thinking of that frock—
that wonderful frock! She was think-
ing of her own radiant self when she
met that surprised sweetheart of hers.
If Lance had loved her before, how
much more would Lance love her now !
How she longed for him to be proud of

her !
100 vards, Middle

“ Next e\:ent!
School Section!” called the steward.

_ “That’s you, Leila,” said Babs. “Go
in_and win !
Leila did not win this time. Queenie

Pelham, of Whitechester, robbed her of
victory in the 100 yards final by three

or four yards. But Leila was second
and already Cliff House had won three
out of the five events in which they had

:-imnpeted ! ClLiff Ilouse had had a good
ay!

Babs dimpled at Miss Belling.

“And the next event will be the
ball ¥ she chortled. *“Miss Belling,
may I comu up and help you dress 1”

“No, my dear. You dress first,” Aiss
Belling said. “Come along when you've
finished. I—I expect I shall need your
assistance,” she added.

Babs laughed, and ran off. At the
same moment Bessie Bunter, issuing
from the cafe, her face smeared and
shiny, hailed her.

“Babs! 1 sus-say, I want to tell you
something !”

“Save it for after the ball!” Babs
cried,

“But, look here, you know, it's im-
portant! Babs -

N
N
Wt

HURRIEDLY Jessie packed away the clothes which had earned Miss
Belling the nickname of ‘* The Frump.”’

By Hilda Richards 5

steps. The door came open, and a choky
voice said: “Come inI”

Babs went in, and then stopped.

“Miss—Miss Belling I she cried.

For in front of her was Miss Belling
-—the old dowdy Miss Belling, robbed
even of her lipstick, and dressed in the
old gabardine suit, which now seemed
hideous.

“I—1—" she gulped. “Barbara,
somebody has taken my clothes! I—I
can’t go to the balll I—I daren’t go—
not in these things! Oh, what shall I
do?” she cried helplessly, and, to Babs’
utter consternation, burst into tears.

Not Clever Enough!

{1 IS8 BELLING!
Miss Wanda Bell-
imng! Where is
Miss Belling 1”

A stir. A buzz. A mutter.

Heads craning this way;

heads craning that. But no sign of Miss
Belling.

The scene was the ball-room of the
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Jessie meant to make sure

that the young mistress was not a success at the Swimming Gala Ball.

But Babs, heedlessly, had run on.

Bessie glowered. 1In the room given
over to the Chff House girls, however,
she tracked down Babs at last. Rather
mysteriously she drew her on one side
and talked to her.

Babs locked at her sharply.

“ Bessie, are you sure?”

“Oh, yes ™

“ All right,” Babs said. “I'll attend
to that later. I say, you're not dancing,
are you? Then give me a hand with
this frock.”

And Babs, aided by Bessie, very soon
emerged in her pale blue. With a wave
of her hand to the others, she darted off
to Miss Belling’s room, and there,
pausing, knocked. For a moment there
was no reply. Then:

“Who's that?” sounded a querulous
voice.

“Miss Belling, it’'s Barbara Redfern,”
Barbara replied.

“Oh!” Another pause. Then foot-

(Gay Buccaneer Roadhouse. On the cur-
tained stage at the end of the ball-room
the president, surrounded by his com-
mittee, sat. On the table, placed in the
middle of the stage, was an array of
glittering prizes.

he great room itself was crowded.
Faultlessly groomed men, dazzling
women, charming schoolgirls, and seli-
conscious schoolboys made a scene of
colourful festivity. Everybody was
laughing, everybody applauding as the
various prizewinners stepped forward to
take their rewards from the hand of
the jovial president.

But as Miss Belling’s name was called
for the third time, a silence fell.

“Where is she?” muttered
Trevlyn.

“And where,” demanded Mabs, “is
Babs? It will be her turn soon.”

They looked round. But of Babs and
Miss Belling there was not a sign. Near
by stood another group—a rather grim-
faced, middln-ageg man, his handeome

Clara
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son, Lance Naylor, and Jessie Naylor.
Jessie laughed. .

“Well, what did I tell you?” she
scolfed  “Miss Belling’s just afraid to
claim her prize because she doesn’t want
to mect you, father!”

“Jessie I Lance said angrily.

“Well, it’s true |” Jessie gibed. “If
it isn't, why isn’t she herc? She knows
she's a frump! She’s scared stiff of
meeting father before she's married you,
because the knows faiher’s only got to
take one look at her to refuse his con-
sent! You must have been blind even
to have looked at her!"

Lance Naylor glared, his hands
clenched. , :

“ Jessie,” ne said fiercely, “if you
don’t shut up I shall shake you!” _

“Abhem!” Mr. Naylor shook his
head. “Lance, please!” he begged. “It
scems that Jessie 18 right 1 must say
that, from what I have hcard of this
woman, I do not approve, especially if
her photograph is anything to go by!
And if, as Jessie says, she is not afraid
to meet me, why 1sn’t she here? Why
has she always taken such pains to avoid
me *”

“ Because she's afraid !” Jessie crowed.
“ Because——" -

And there she broke off. Ior from
the entrance to the hall near the plat-
form an attendant’'s voice boomed out:

“Miss Wanda Belling !”

“Shie’s here !” eried Lance.

“ My hat, she'd never have the nerve!”
Jessie muttered _

And then she blinked. A ripple of
handclapping went up. It was a ripple
followed by a burst of cheering—a burst
of cheering followed by a breathless
pauge, in which a concerted gasp of
admiration went up. I'or out of that
door swept 2 brown-haired schoolgirl,
Eenring a blue frock, to be followed

}!__.._

Jessie's eyos almost started from her
head, and suddenly, frighteningly, a
deadly wave of faintness overcame her.

For there was Miss Belling—no doubt
about that; Miss Belling, radiant and
lovely in the yellow frock, who wonld
commpare favourably with the smartest
and the most expensively dressed woman
there! While Jessie watched, almost
;ec-ling. Lance sprang forward to meet

er.

“Barbara!” he cried. “Wanda!"—
and took her hand, and then jorfully
put his arms around her, and raptur-
ously kissed her in front of all that
great throng “Wanda ! Why, by jove,
yvou look like a queen!” he breathed.
“Come and meet the pater !”

“Ahem !” the president said, heaming
down. “Will Miss Belling first step
forvard and eclaim her prize? Mliss
Belling '™ ’

A thunderous burst of clapping as
Miss Belling, blushing, went up to
receive her reward. A roar of cheering
as she shook hands, and, with cheeks
scarletly aglow, stepped down, to be
caught by an adoring Lance, who
scemed to have grown three inches
taller in the last few minutes.

But there was no need for her to meet
“the pater ” then. Most enthusiastically
overjoved, pater was already there to
meet her as she stepped from the dais.
[e caught her hands

“And-—-and you are Wanda Belling !”
he eriecd “ You are to be my son’s wife |
You—you——" he added chokily. “ My
dear!” And he kissed her there and
then “Lance my boy, congratulations
on your choice! You're a lucky
fellow! Congratulations, Miss Belling—
or Wanda now as youn are to be one of
the family ! Jessie—"

Jessie was oale,

“I think,” her father said sternly,
“there 1s an explanation due from you!
I understood you to say—what was the

word #—that Miss Belling was: a—a
frump ™ |
*Well “ blurted Jessie

“Perhaps,” Miss Belling said calmly,
“it 1s not Jessie's fault that I am not—
eh, Jessie?”

“Why, vou—you—" choked Jessie.
“Where did you get those clothes—"

“Where you left them !” Babs inter-
rupted. “Perhaps you didn’t sce Bessie
Dunter on the cafe rocf when you
entered Miss Belling's room while she
was in the pooi. You wouldn’t guess,
would vou, that Bessie told me, and I
put two and two together and found the
clothes—just in time, as it bappens ¥”

Jessie was s hless

“1 shall never forget what you have
done, Barbara!” Miss Belling said
goftlv. *“Bu* now Lance, my dearest,
I want vou to persuade Jessie to be
friends. We'll all bury the hatchet—"
She paused, glancing round. “Why,
where has the girl gone?”

Nobody knew, and robody cared for
the moment For Mr. Naylor, leaving
the j0b of taking his erring daughter
to task for another date, had mounted
the platform His face was aglow.

“Ladies and gentlemen, may 1 inter-
rupt?” he asked. “1 have a special
announcement to make—"

“Yea! Yes!”

“The announcement,” he went on, “1s
the engagement of my son, Lance

e

the little gipsy girl

THEIR GIPSY FRIENDS

What WAS the strange secret surrounding
? She came to Cliff

House to do work for the headmistress, and
yet—almost the moment she arrived queer

things started to take place.
Sixth Former began to act most mysteriously.
And then, when the little gipsy girl needed
help, and Barbara Redfern & Co. went to he

THE ScHOOLGIRL

Nayvlor. to Miss Wanda Belling, of CLiff
House School! 1 want you all—"

And then—clap. clap, clap! The rest
was lost 1n a burst of cheering. And
Lance Naylor, proud, laughing, stood
there with his arm about the happy
figure mn the yellow frock. Miss Belling,
her hand in that of Babs'. smiled back.
Somebody put a bunch of flowers in her
arm; somebody kissed her. 8he laughed.

“And J—I—1—" she said. *Oh,
please, hew can I say it? But thank
vou—thank vou very much!” she said
tremulously “And please let me say

a special thauk you to one gir! That
girl,” she added. to DBabs' undying
embarrassment. “is Barbara Redfern

here—and a certain cousin of Barbara
whose name has never vet been men-
tioned!” And while Babs flushed to
the roots of her hair, she turned ms-
chievous eyes towards her. ™1 wonder,
Barbara, 1f 1 shall ever know that
consin’s name ! she asked.

“W-well—" Babs stuttered.

“Perhaps,” Miss Belling said =oftly,
“]1 had better not press the point—eh "
—and laughed again 1n a way that
showed only too plainly she understood.
“Barbar: my dear,” she whispered, “1
can't thank you for it all—ever! 1 never
can thank you! DBut when—when "—
her voice becoming softly happy—
“Lance and I get married, 1 shall insist
upon vou and all vour chums being our
bridesmaids !”

END OF TIIS WEEK'S STORY.

5 SECRET/

A certain

aid, the celebrated chums found themselves
deeply involved in extraordinary happenings,

too. Don’t miss this superb LONG COM-

PLETE story.

It appears next Saturday, and

written with all HILDA RICHARDS" skill,

is certain to thrill and intrigue you.

Order

your copy now.
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No. 1 of a delightful new series of laughter-stories introducing—
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A Memorable Meeting!

ETTY SONNING, generally
known as “the Imp,” shifted

from one foot to the other. She

was being lectured. 8She was
used to being lectured by people, but
it bored her.

“Yes, Aunt Miriam,” she said
meekly. “You're quite right. I was
the worst girl of the school. At least,

s0 the headmistress said, but you know
what headmistresses are—"

Her Aunt Miriam raised her hand.

“1 will not discuss your headmistress,
Hetty,” she said. “All I say is this.
Now you have come to stay im aur
house, all that will be changed. You
will have your cousin George’s influence,
Cousin George may be only sixteen, but
he has the wisdom of a grown man. He
is very clever, thoughtful, and con-
siderate, and never frivolous.”

“Oh golly!” said Hetty,
suppressed sigh.
~ He sounded just like the last word
in awfulness.

“Cousin George actually wrote and
asked for you to come and stay with
ns,”” went on Aunt Miriam, his mother.
“He felt that his influence and guidance
would put you on the right path. He
felt that you had good in you

“Oh, how sweet of him !” said Hetty,
with a touch of sarcasm.

What George needed was taking down
a peg or twol But the Imp kept that
private thought to herself.

“George, the dear boy,” said Aunt
Miriam, smirking, “is waiting for you
upstairs. You had better hurry.
(George doesn’t like being kept waiting.”

Hetty backed out of the rvoom, but
in the corridor, after closing the door,
she came to a halt and took in a deep
breath.

“ 8o that's Cousin George, is it 1" she
asked. “Gosh, I'll give him Cousin
George |

And she mounted the stairs in very
determined manner indeed.

At her boarding-school Hetty had
been known as the Imp. There was
no harm in Hetty—they all admitted
that. But Hetty had a will of her own.
She did not like being bossed, and she
had original ideas—just a shade too
original.

But that was over now. Hetty was
to be a day girl at the school near her
Aunt Miriam’s house; for her own

with a
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"THE IMP

father and mother were in India. And
while with Aunt Miriam, Cousin George
was to be in charge.

Hetty mounted the stairs to get her
first glimpse of George the Paragon, the
Wonder Boy.

At the head of the stairs a door was
open, and looking in Helty saw a room
lined with books. There was a large
desk, and at it, in a rather stiff attitude,
sat a boy.

The Imp rapped on the door,
put_on her meekest manner.

“Please can I come in,
asked:

“Come in,” boomed Cousin George,
and frowned importantly.

He wasn't a bad-looking lad, and he
obviously took care about his appear-
ance, In his way he was something of a
dandy, with hair well plastered,
immaculate bags, bright tie, and gay
socks,

Hetty walked into the room like a
nervous caft.

and

sir?"” she

“I'll teach Hetty how to
Cousin George.

1 .
I
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he said. “I am going to forget you
were the worst girl at school. I am
going ~“to make you serious-minded,
guide your thoughts, and all that.”

“What fun,” said the Imp, her eyes
glimmering as she looked at him.

“Fun!” said Cousin George. “Just
what T expected you to say. Not at all.
Now this afternoon is a half-holiday.
What would you like to do, eh 77

Hetty was taken aback, but she had
a quick answer.

“Go on the river—"

“Enough,” said Cousin George.
“That’s just where you are wrong. We
are going to the museum !”

“Oh, no, we're not——" was what
Hetty had on the tip of her tongue,
but she swallowed the-words. “ Are we
really ?”’ she said meekly.

“Yes. I have written out a long list
of things to see,” explained Cousin
George. “It will improve your mind.”

As Cousin George was plainly proof
against sarcasm, Hetty decided to try

"

behave ! "’ declared lordly

But then he didn't know ¢ the Imp.”

She decided to teach HIM how to behave—with the most
amusing and exciting results !

“Close the door!” he said sharply.

She closed the door.

“Please, sir, I'm Hetty,” she said.

Cousin George swivelled round on his
chair and gave a lordly smile, wafting
his hand.

“There’s no need to call me °‘sir.’
I am your cousin,” he said. *“(Call me
(George—— No, Cousin George, as I
am older.”

“Yes, Cousin George,” said Hetty.
Cousin George rose, took a loock at
himself in the mirror, and smoothed his
hair. Then he took his stance with his
back to the grate and cleared his throat.
“Well, Hetty, 1 am willing to forget
the past,” he said.
“Yes, Cousin George. I don’t like
history, either,” admitted Hetty, pre-
tending to be dense. “What does it
matter what the old Romans did—"
“Romans? 1 am referring to you,”

By IDA MELBOURNE

anothér line of attack. She was resolved

to go on the river, museum or no
nmuseum.
“Coo! Cousin George,” she said,

with as much admiration as she could
get into her tone. *“ Aren’t you tall 1"

Cousin George, taken aback,
yammered a bit.

“Er—am I7"” he smirked, and *took
a look in the mirror, straightening his
hair and bracing his shoulders.

“And strong——" murmured Heily,
with a sigh.

“Oh, well, I'm reckoned one of the
strongest chaps at school,” said Cousin
George modestly.

“I should think you're almost as
strong as—as Bob Biggs,” said Hetty,
mventing a name,

“Bob Biggs? Never heard of him.
Some young friend of yours, I suplposn,"
frowned Cousin George, not so pleased.

“Younger than you,” said Hetty.
“But fearfu_llz strong. I don’t suppose
you could pick up that poker and bend
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it. PBob can. But then, of course, Bob's
stronger than the average boy.”

Cousin George looked at the poker.

“Bob Biggs could bend that?” he
frowned. “Rot!”

“Oh, they're not as stronz as théy
look,” shrugged Hetty. “And anyway,
I dare say 1t was a knack. It's the wrists
that matter. Yours seem a bit slender.”

Cousin George picked up the poker,
If Bob Biggs could do it, he could,
although he had never tried.

Hetty felt a thrill as he picked up the
poker. 1i he actually tried bending it,
then she had won the first round. It
would prove that, even though Cousin
Georgo boomed and woofed his com-
mands, she could manage him easily.

“Careful you don’t strain yourself,”

she murmured with a gasp of deep
anxicty. “Bob Biggs necarly did so
once.”

She could see that the imaginary Bob
Biggs was going to be uscful for a glint
appeared in Cousin George’'s eve. He
was not going to be outdone by any-
body.

“Now just watch this,” he said. “I
don't doubt that boy Wiggs—"

[ I;igg.‘! (]

“Biggs, then. I don't doubt he im-
pressed you silly, giggling girls with his
strength. Actually the thing 1s easy.”

George lifted one foot, bent his knee,
resting the middle of the poker under-
neath it, aud took an end in each hand.

With an air of confidence he hauled,
then winced as it hurt his knee.

Hetty took a seat as though this would
be too long a performance for standing.

Cousin George strained until his face
became red, and his eyes bulged.

“I remember now,” said Hetty sud-
denly. “ Put it on the ground, put your
foot on it, and pull the ends.”

Ceorge, brontl:inilhard, put the poker
on the ground. e strained and he
tugged. He used every muscle in his
body. And then—the poker slowly bent.

Hettv's cves rounded.

“Golly ! she murmured.

Cousin CGeorge straighiened, and in
glowing ¢riumph held up the poker, now
bent at right angles.

“There 1” he eried.

And at that moment the door opened,
and Aunt Miriam looked in. She stared
at the bent poker, and then at George's
red face.

“Good gracious!” she exclaimed.

“George! What ever is the meaning of
this?”
_Cousin George gaped at the poker,
and lIletty sprang up, stifling her
giggles, and suddenly sympathetic. F¥or
Aunt Miviam looked cross.

“]—cr—ah—er—" muttered George,
at a loss.

But the Imp was never at a loss for
excuses.

“Oh, Aunt Miriam, Cousin George
has been showing me how to bend a
poker,” she said. “It's a clever dodge.
Cousin George studies science at school,
Aunt Miriam, and with a bent poker
you can poke little bits of coal at the
side which the straight poker can’t
reach. And them you just bend it
straight again.”

Aunt Miriam, as Hetty gunessed, had
an almost fervent admuration for
George’s scientific knowledge.

“Yes—that's true, mother,” said
George quickly. “I was just showing
Hetty how it's done. I—er—I'll bend
it straight some other time, mother.
I'm taking Hetty to the museum now.”

Aunt Miriam frowned still, looked at
the bent poker and then at George.

“Very well,” she said.  “1 only came
to see if you would be in to tea.”

“I1t would be rather nice to have tea
out,” murmured Hetty.

“Cousin George and ‘The Imp'!”

Your Editor's address is:—Fleetway

House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

Please send astamped, addressed envelope
if you wish for a reply by post.

Y DEAR READERS,—Have you
seen page 17 yet ¥ Why page 17,
yvou ask ¥ Well, because that is
where Cousin George and *‘the Imp”
make their bow—as you'll probably guess
by a glance at the picture over the page.
Do pleasp let me know exactly what you
think of these new characters. Personally,
I think they’re just the most delightful
pair of fun-makers ever ; George so lordly,
serious and important ; * the Imp " so
full of sparkle, gaiety and everything her
nickname suggests. But what do YOU
think * That’s the point. 1 shall be
looking out for your letters, you know.
Now I must just say a few words about
next Saturday's issue, and then I've
several letters to answer. There'll be
another * George and * the Imp ' " story
next week, of course; further exciting
chapters of * The Jungle Hikers,” more of
Patricia's Useful and Interesting Pages,
another Cliff House Pet, and—

“ THEIR GIPSY FRIEND’S SECRET ! ™’

That is the title of the CLiff House story,
and a magnificent tale it is, too. Ihaven't
space to tell you much about it, but I can
say that it deals with a little gipsy girl
who is befriended by the chums of Cli
House,

She -comes to the school to do some
work for the headmistress. And because
she comes, a certain Sixth Former com-
mences to act most mysteriously.

Babs & Co., liking the little gipsy girl
immensely—as 1 am sure vou will, too,
girls —are very intrigued by the strange
happenings surrounding her. They do
their best to help her, with exciting
results.

You'll welcome thig unusual story by
Miss Hilda Richards. It is COMPLETE
next week.

Now for a few

Little Letters.

*“ Coreen.””—I will certainly see what
can be done regarding the suggestions you
make, Coreen, but 1 cannot give a
definite promise, of course. KEverything
depends upon what the majority of my
readers prefer. DBest wishes.

‘“ Doreen.””—So glad you've managed
to avoid whooping cough and mumps.
They're certainly not the sort of things
one wants to get. are they ' De sure to
write again soon.

Eliane Carmilleri (Malta).—Delighted to
hear from you once again, Eliane. Do
please give my congratulations to your
granny on having reached her eightieth
birthday, won’t you ?

‘“ Babs " (Warrington).—Although 1
cannot give a definite ** Yes ™ to your
suggestion, there is always a possibility of
your favourites coming back if the
majority of my readers desire it.

Barbara Atkins (Sketty, Swansea).—
Gracious, Barbara, what a tremendous
heap of ScHOOLGIRLS you must have. A
good way ol disposing of them would be
to send them to a children’s hospital, you
know. Don’t forget to write again.

And now I must say au revoir until next
Saturday.

With best wishes,

Your sincere iriena
THE EDITOR.

THE SCHOOLGIRL

1 “We shall be home to tea,” answered
George stiffly.

Aunt Miriam went and Cousin George
frowned at Hetty,

“Would you mind leaving it for me
to decide what we are doing 7” he said.
“Run- along and get your clothes on.”

“Yes, Cousin George.” said lHetty,
but she was giggling as she skipped
downstairs, “Oh gnﬁy, what fun I'm
going to have! And poor old Georgo
won't know that I'm twiddling him
round my little finger !”

{3 ‘ﬁ?E'I‘.’E CYCLING,
Hetty.

It was a long wav from the house to
the river, and she did not see the sense
of walking. But on the other hand it
was not so far to the museum.

“We are walking,” said Cousin
George, with walking stick in hand, and
a thick school scart flung negligently
round his neck. It had taken ten
minutes to get the right degree of
negligence,

Ietty looked at her eycle, which had
been delivered from the station.

“Perhaps it's just as well,” she said.
“Bob Biggs said my bike wasn't safe.”

“Then gﬂh Biggs is a fool. Let me

of course?” said

look at it,” said Cousin George. “I'm
rather a dab with bikes.”

He looked the bike over.

“Nothing wrong with it,” he an-

nounced.

“It wobbles when 1 ride, though,”
said Hetty. “You watch!”

Before George could protest ehe
mounted the machine, put her heels on
the pedals, and her knees well out, and
wobbled badly.

“Great Scott! That’s not the way,”
said Cousin George, with a superior
laugh. “Is that how you always ride?”

It Cousin George had not been so sure
that Hetty was a stupid girl, he might
hni.'fadguessed that his leg was being

ulled.
p“Nﬂw just watch this,” he said in
lordly manner.

He pulled his bike forward, mounted
it, and sitting bolt upright he pedalled
forward.

Hetty had a stab at it, and rode
alongside him down the drive to the
gates. Then she clutched his shoulder.

“Oh, please Cousin George,” she said,
“will you do me a favour—one day ?”

“Depend: what 1t 18.” )

“One day will you take me cycling
and teach me? Let me watch how you
do it!” begged Hetty eagerly. “You

can tecach me road manners and all
that.” |
They had reached the gates, and

Hetty went through.

“Whoa! Look before you go out!”
said Cousin George. “ Here, I can see
you have a lot to learn! You're a
danger on a bike! Always put out your
hand wher turning.”

He dismounted, and looked thoughtful.

“1 have an 1dea,” he said.

“Yes?” breathed Hetty

“Instead of walking we'll cycle;
we'll go a slightly longer way, where
there’s little traflic. I don’t like to think
of you riding dangerously.”

He strapped his stick to the luggage-
grid, so that it ran along the top bar,
mounted, and led the way, giving Hetty
the inside berth

“You do think of good ideas, Couszin
George !” <he said

And then, falling back, she giggled
to herself Considering that she had
been riding a bike since she was six
years of age, she knew as much about
it as he did But Consin George liked
teaching people

Hetty, cyeling along, breathed in the

fresh country air, and found it good. 1If
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they had only gone con cycling, Hetty
would bave been happy, but what she
really wanted to do was to reach the
river.

“Not so fast 1” warned Cousin George.
“You're a girl, and you can’t go as fast
as a boy, you know !”

But Hetty was going faster than
Cousin George. She went just fast
enough to follow the signs to the river.

“Tra-la-la !” she chanted.

For a moment she trilled; and then a
hand dropped on bher shoulder—a firm,
:gr?]ng hand—and she was turned to the
right.

g'Hnﬂ'y ” gasped Hetty. “What's the
idea 1”

She found herself passing through a
large stone gateway, bevond which was
a repulsive, depressing stone building.

Cousin George met her look in invo-
cent surprise. :

“Why, this is the museum ! he said.
“You must bave heard me say we were
coming here? This way to the cycle
park !*

And his firm, guiding hand led the
Imp to the parking place.

It was first round to Cousin George!

One All!

ITI1 feelings too deep for words,
W the Imp looked at the forbid-
ding museum. She had never
seen a gloomier place in her

life, and her heart =sank. _

IFor a moment she thought of bunking.
But it would not have helped. Cousin
George had to be handled with tact, not
defiance.

“Tact1” mused Hetty to herself, as
Cousin George parked their machines.

It was hopeless to think of putting
Cousin George against the museum; 1t
was the apple of his eye. Therefore, the
obvious alternative seemed to be to put
the museum against Cousin George.

“1 suppose they're very particular
who they have here, Cousin George?”
she said. ““Not the rifi-raff or hooli-
ganst”

“Good gracious, no!” he said. “Some
of our chaps aren’t allowed there since
they bad a rock fight in the geology
section.”

“Ah!” said Betty, and a light came
to her eye.

Just to distract Cousin George’s atten-
tion, she pointed to his valve-ecap and
asked if it were locse. While he
examined it, she skinped behind a tree
and watched.

Cousin George. loocking up, gave a
gasp of dismav to find her missing,
peered right and left, and then decided
that she bad bolted back through the
gates,

No sooner had he gone through him-
self than lletiy, clearing a “Keep Off
the Grass” notice with a bound, ran
noiselessly on the springy grass to the
bend that led to the ma:n entrance.

Slowing, smoothing her frock, she
walked primly up the steps to the glass
doors, behind which stcod a commis-
gionaire.

“Please have vou seen a boy with a
red-and-blue scarf, carrying a walking-
stick 7 she asked.

“Eh? No. Not this afternoon, miss.”

“Oh, thank goodness!” said Hetty.
“Thank goodness! le hasn’t sneaked
in and broken anvthing with his stick ¥

“Broken anything?” said the man
sharply.

“JIt'd only be his idea of a joke. You
know what boys are!” said Hetty.
“Don’t hurt him for it, will you? He
means no harm. He wouldn’t break
anything but the glass in the cases and

a Ellst or two, and perhaps a window
and——"

The man 1n uniform bridled.

“He won't break anything in here !”
he snorted “He won’t be allowed in !”

“Oh, good !” said Hetty, in relief. “I
wouldn’t like him to go to prison!”

She burried back then, arriving as
George came charging in again.

“So there you are!” he said. “Come
on! Now for the museum !”

“Better take wyour stick, in case
someone steals it !” warped the Imp.

“I'm taking i1t anyway. 1 always
carry a stick,” said George. “Seniors
at school are allowed to, but not

juniors.”

He led the way to the museum, but
ust as they rcached the cormer Hett
ad shoelace trouble, and George, stn’d’-
ing on, did rot miss her. He just went
cn talking, expecting no reply.

“Now. you may not think this interest-
ing,” he said. with a wave of the hand,
“but I do. And you can always improve
your mind—"*

In the doorway stood the mau in
uniform. He saw Cousin George, and
gave a violent start. For there was no
one with himn, yet Gecrge chatted and
gestured,

“Knowledge is what matters,” said
George. “ And there are some smashing
specimens——"
~ He pulled up with a jerk as the man
in uniform faced him,

“Clear off I” said the man.

Cousin George gave a start.

“Talking to me?” he said.

“I'm talking to yoa! I'll give you
smashing specimens! You clear off !”

This was the kind of thing that
annoyed Cousin George, and the Imp,
peeping round-the corner, saw him take
a tight grip on his stick.

What Cousin Georgée did then came
to her as a shock. There had been
moments when she had thought her
cousin a little meek. In fact, Hetty had
been convinced that when the com-
missionaire said “No,” it would be
“No.” Cousin George would lift his
cap, thank the man politely for telling
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him, and walk down the steps
backwards.
But Cousin George was made of

sterner stuff. He took a grip on his
stick and strode forward.

“You can’t keep me out of here,” he
said.

“Oh, can't I?” said the doorman.

“No, you can’t!” said Cousin George,

The Imp, her eyes rounded, gave a
ekip of joy.

“Go 1t, Cousin George! Golly, if yon
do get in, I'll go in with you! You'll
deserve it! Atta boy ™

Cousin George strode valiantly up the
steps, and at the same moment the
powerful doorman marched down. They
met half-way, and there was a short
tussle. At the end of it, Cousin George
was lifted in the air by the collar and
the seat of his bags.

Then, like the young man in the song,
he sailed through the air with the
greatest of ease, and landed on the hard
unsympathetic ground—bonk !

“Oh I” murmured Hetty, in distress,
“Oh golly! Poor old George !

Cousin George sat where he was for a
moment, pink in the face with shame.
Having set out to be a hero to Hetty,
to show her how to behave and impress
her, he felt that he had flopped.

“Hurt?” said Ietty, hurrying up and
giving him a hand. -

George fended her off,

“I'm not hurt,” he said loftily.
slipped, that's all.”

“Poor Cousin Georga! That old
bully,” said the Imp hotly. “Why did
he have to chuck you down the steps?
Let’s jolly well rush him! Let's get in
through a window !”

A passionate desire to enler the
museum now seized Hetty, but Cousin
George had changed his mind, too.

“Enter that museumn ! he said, with
a low, mocking laugh. “Certainly not!
I don't enter 1t until I have a letter of
apology from the commitiee. Maybe
that man did mistake me for one of the
chaps who had the rock fight, but that
doesn’t mean I can be rough-handled.
I’'m not at all sure I shan’t send him a
solicitor’s letter.”

QUITE unaware that Hetty—*‘‘ the Imp '"—had skipped behind a pillar,
George went on talking and gesturing. The museum attendant eyed

him warily.

‘“ Now for the fireworks ! '’ chuckled *‘ the Imp.”’
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Hetty looked at him sideways, won-
'\ dering if he was serious; but instinet
told her that Cousin George would let
the matter drop.

“Well, it's ruined our afternoon!”
siched Hetty, “ Nothing to do but——"

Co on the river was the thought in
her mind; but she did not utter it. I
was a time for action—not words.

“Cousin George,” she said, “I'll tell
vou what. Suppose I cycle ahead, and
yvou follow behind and watch my style
and tell me where I am wrong "

Eagcr to change the subject, Cousin
George beamed.

“A good idea, Hetty,” he said. *I'm
glad you are so eager to correct your
faults. I was going to suggest some-
thing of the sort myself. Ride on and
I'll follow.”

Hetty, eyes gleaming, mounted her
machine, and straightway committed
three faults. No. 1 was that she leaned
too far over the handlebars; No. 2 that
she pedalled as though breaking a
world's record; while No. 3, the worst
of all, was that she went straight for
the river!

From George's point of view it was
time for desperate remedics.

“I1i ! he called.

And then in grim fury he gave chase.

A Win for “The Imp”!

O the boathouses,” mused Hetty,
She was breathing rather
hard, for she had cycled flat
out for nearly a mile, follow-
ing the signposts to the river, and was
now in a narvrow, winding lane.

Cousin George had held the pace well,
even though his headmaster had for-
bidden the bovs to go cycling madly
through the village, and had threatened
severe punizhment to any boy seen
scorching, showing off, and in any way
drawing atlention to himself while
eveling.

Considering George had overiaken a
baby saloon car, he had certainly drawn
aitention o himself. Is face was as
red as a raspberry, hardly distinguish-
able from the red part of his scarf. And
the fact that he had been eyeling, hold-
ing a waving stick with his free hand,
had nmnot  helped to make him
inconspictous,

“Cycling to the river, eh?” Cousin
George muttered. “She's wilful all
right. But she won't get her way. I'll
sce to that. Fate has played into her
hands this afternoon, but this is where
I put my foot down.”

Ahecad, just short of the boathouses,
the Iinp had dismounted, and George,

1

coming upon her suddenly, put his -

brakes on hard, skidded right round,
and fell in a heap.

1o tliwntnng!r:(j himself from the bike
and serambled up.

“1 could never learn to do that,” said
}Ivlf_v. shaking her head. * It might
wrt.”

George rubbed his elbow, and then,
gritting hs tecth, straightened his
bandlebars.

“You don't think I did that pur-
posely ¥ he asked, in sulphurcus tone.

“Oh, didn’'t you?” asked the Imp.
“Not the falling over bit, beeause I
don't suppose you've really practised it
wuch. DBut Bob Biggs—"

“Shut up!” hooted Cousin George, |

Helty blinked and fell back.

“You—you're not cro-cross?” che
asked, wondering if it would be best to
pretend to ery.

“That’'s right, now Dblub!” said
Cousin George witheringly. “I'm fed-
up with you! You're like all the eirls.

But don't think you can get your own,
way with me!”

“Oh, George, you aren't really cross "
said Hetty, in dismay. “You said
vou'd tell me my faults, you know.”

Cousin George drew a breath.

“If I started telling you all your
faults,” he said, “I'd never stop. I'd
be hoarse. This is just a trick to get
on the river!”

“] wouldn’t go on the river if you
asked me. - I don’t want to be drowned,
thanks,” said Hetty. “And I don’t
want to be soaked through with you
catching crabs and sccoping water over
me.” :

It was adding insult to injury, and
George  trambled  with  righteous
indignation,

“I'm a member of the House eight,”
he said. I shall be in the school boat
next term. I don’t catch crabs. But
mavbe, thanks to you, I shan’t even be
at the school next term.”

“Thanks to me!” gasped Hetly.

“Yes. Suppose my headmaster saw
me blinding through the village, eh?
He's a terror!”

“And he may have seen you?” said
Hetty, conscience-stricken.

The very last thing she wanted to do
was to get her cousin into a row, and
remorse filled her. '

But Ceusin George was just trying to
scare her.

“I don’t say he did,” he said. “But
he might have. And now, no more
eyeling away—no more cycling at all,
in fact. We'll walk home to tea.”

The Imp Leaved a sigh. The smiling
river was just ahead. So near—and
vet so far.  Boats bobbed gently at
their moorings; there was the musie of
rippling water lapping the prow of a
passing skiff, and someone up-strcam
was playing a gramophone.

“Home!” said Cousin George firmly.
“Come on, Heity! What are you
standing there for, in that silly, soppy
way? You look as miserable as a
motherless lamb., I'm the one who
ought to be miserable. Suppose the
Head has seen me—"

Hetty suddenly brightened and drew
up, but then conquered her eagerncss.
For a dazzling 1dea had come  The way
out—the wayv to the river.

“Can you Lear footsteps ?” she gasped.

She ran forward to where she had a
view of the path and tarned back.

“Cousin George, what did you say the
Ilead was tike?”

“The Head? A fat man with a red
face and a limp; wears a green hat
and a red tie.”

“Oh!” wailed the Imp. “Oh golly!
Hide—hide—quick—quick—anywhere !

Cousin George turned pale. He did
not stop to argue, but jumped to the
too obvious couclusion. The Head had
scen him—was trailing him,

“Oh gosh! Hope he didn't recoguise
me ! he gulped

Hetty grabbed his arm.

“Cousin George, you've got lo prove
an alibi.”

“Alibi?” he babbled.

“Yes. You've got to be seen riding
a horse or something—not a bike, any-
wav.”

“Where can I get a horse?” said
Ceorge anxionsly. *“Talk sense!”

“Well, you've got to be seen in
tennis kit—seen doing anything but
cycling 1" said Helty frantically.

Cousin George's eves lit up.

“I've got it—a complete alibi,” he
said. “ Boating—if he saw me in a
boat! Gosh, yves—he needn’t know I'd
cycled to the river. That's an 1dea!”

“George, you've got it!” cried
Hetty. *“What a brain-wavel You do
get 1deas. Take your jacket off and
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vour scarf. We can put the bikes in
the boathouse.”

No sooner suggested than done.
Ceorge stowed away the bikes and
hired a good-locking skiff, while Hetty
took the lines. _

“And I've got another idea,” added
George. *“The playing-fields go practi-
cally down to the river. The =school
eight’s doing a trial this afternoon.
You might as well sce it. It will 1n-
prove your mind.”

The Imp sighed and lolled back in
the boat, while George, rowing his very
best, heaved away. HHe rowed well, and
it was not long before they drew level
with the field that lay behind his school.

“There’s the old school,” he said.
“And there—— Gosh! See that man
in the green hat?” He gaped and
blinked at Hetty. “There's the Iead.
He couldn’t have been in the village.”

“Not if that’s the Head. Dut I
wouldn’t call that man fat,” said Helty
lightly. “And that isn't really a grecn
hat, more of a deep grey, and he's
little older than 1 thought you mecant.
But never mind.”

George took what comfort he could
from that.

“Anywav, Cousin George,” the Imp
went on, “as vou have had such a
nasty shock. and I really scared you
wrongly—"

“You didn't scare me—I wasn't
scared. 1 was cool and collected.”

“I meant cool and collected. Well,
I'll sitand vou tea. Look—a lovely tea-
place down there! Luscious teas, with
lettuce and strawberry jam——"

Cousin George’s mouth watered. He
was tired after that unusually stiff pull
against the tide, and he didn't want
Hetty to say that Bob Biggs wouldn't
have tired.

So he pulled to the bank, helped
Hetiy out, and then demolished a hefty
tea. : :

Deep down, as Hetty told herself,
Cousin George, despite his bluster, was
just like any other boy. In fact, she
rather liked Cousin George; but she did
not tell him so.

¢Cwou 1wo look tired,” commented

Aunt Miriam, when they re-
turned. “I expected you in to tea, too.
I've never kuoown you change your
mind, George. Apparvenily the museun
was <o interesting that you even forgot
tea.’

George looked down his nose.

“] took Hetty to seo the school,
mother,” he said. “From the river
—and—er—we had tea at the Shanty.
I've been teaching lier to ride a bike
properly, and how to row.”

“He's been very kind, aunty,” said
the Inup.

“Not at all,” said GCweorge loftily.
“But I think with Hetty it's just a
matter of having mixed with the
wrong p2ople. My influence will work
wonders with her. And one good thing
is, she’s not stubborn and doesu’t try to
get her own way.”

“Not with George,” said the Imp
solemnly, and winked at the wall

“Not with me,” smirked George.
“There was perhaps a hint of a batile
for mastery. But I wou—and heuce-
forth 1 lead!”

To which Ietliy’'s comment was
“Bow-wow !” But she made it under
her breath.

END OF Till$ WEEK'S STORY.

WELL, aren’t George and ‘“ The

Imp '’ a truly delightful pair of
funmakers ? They'll be here again
next Saturday, so be sure to renew
your acquaintance with them. And
why not recommend them to all your
friends 2
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More thrills and

FOR NEW READERS.

TERESA FORRESTER,
resourceful, and
LUISE RAYMOND, her more timorous chum,
are on their way to meet Teresa’s parents
in Africa when they become stranded.

With a quaint native girl,

FUZZY, as guide, they get off by canoe, The
canoes were stolen by Iuzzy from a
warlike tribe, who come in pursuit of the
chmmg | They escape, but miss _their
gt amer and continue by foot. When
they help a white hunter, he gives them a
talisman ring, which allows them to enter
a native king's econntry. A treacherous
mﬂglclan lgretend! to turn Fuzzy into a

@ is going to repeat the trick
with her ba"f
ruzhes forwa
(Now read on.)

gell-possessed and

chimpanzee when Teresa

Underground Secrets!

€6 ORWARD, Bambo — quick,

F quick !” Teresa cried.

And at the same moment

she gave the young elephant

a push. It did not affect Bambo, of

course—he probably did not even notice

it—but Teresa's ery that spurred him
forward,

With a swipe of his trunk he knocked
aside the guarding spears as though
they had been matches, then he charged
towards the rascally magician.

At that moment blue flames were mys-
teriously coming from the magician’s
hands, for the magic change was due
to take place. With a yell of horror
at this interruption, the man staggered
away from the carpet of lions’ skins,
which was being held by two native
attendants.

Adolphus, the baby chimpanzee, was
under the carpet, but when it was lifted
he would not be there; in his place
would be a lion, or a leopard, or per-
haps a human being.

That was what the magician had said
would happen. And that was what had

happened to the litile black girl Fuzzy.

But it should net happen now, Teresa
was resolved.

Luise, outside in the corridor with
the black King Nompanyo, called to

ker friend in terror.
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“Terry, stop "

But Teresa went on after Bambo,
straight at the lions’ skin carpet, and
the two men leaped back, dropping it.

Adolphus, terrified, scrambled into
view, and, rushing at the magician,
perched on his head for safely,

But from under the lions’ skin carpet
there came the menacing snarl of a
leopard, and Bambo pulled up. Un-
afraid, Teresa rarn forward and tugged
at the heavy carpet with all her
strength so that it twisted aside.

And there, half-way through a secret
door in the wall, was a leopard! Its
teeth were bared, but its eyes were
covered by a silk handkerchief, and its
front paws were similarly bound.

“There—there! It's proof! Fraud!”
cried Teresa 1n ringing triumph.

Wonderful jewels were the
chums’ reward for helping
native King Nompanyo.
But those riches led little
Fuzzy into terrible danger!

For to anvone seeing the leopard and
Adolphus together it was clear that the
leopard, instead of becoming magically
transformed from Adolphus, really ap-
peared through the secret door.

“Halt, Bambo!” said Teresa.

The leopard backed, snarling, and a
heavy stone slab moved into pesition,
closing the gap.

The magician, clawing at the chim-
panzee, knew that the game was up,
and in shaking terror dashed for the
exit.

But the king barred his way.

“Fraud!” he cried. *Trickster!
You are no magician! Hold him,
guards !”

The magician pushed past the king
and fled, witk the guards, carrying
their broken spears, in hot pursuit..

Inside the magicroom Teresa and

_'? .x\‘u‘ €
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Luise were in a state of great excite-
ment.

“You see?”
just a trick.”

“Then where is Fuzzy 7" asked Luise
excitedly., “If the liosess just came
through that secret door, where did
Fuzzy go1”

Teresa pointed to the slab of coloured
stone on which Fuzzy had been made
to kneel. -

“Don’t you see that's a trapdoor?”
she said. “It opens at a given signal,
and the wvictim falls through.”

Luise went pale

“Falls through to what?

cried Teresa. “It was

To a dun-

geon—to a pool? Terry, we must get
it open !”

“We will,’ said Teresa. “I've an
idea that it's counter weighted and hul:i
by a bolt. You know what 1 mean?
There’s another weight to balance it so
that it moves easily. All we have to do
to open it js—"

“Is what? Lever 1t?” asked Luise:
and the king looking a little ashamed
of himself, stood by watching.

“No. Just this,” answered Teresa.

She led Bambo forward, and without
ithe slightest hesitation he put one
mighty forefoot on to the stone slab.
The bolt that fastened it had not been
made to bear the weight of Bambo,
and the moment Teresa touched his
hind off foot, making him Lift it, the
bolt gave way. '

Bambo stumbled, gained balance, and
stepped back, IﬂﬂLlng suspiciously at the
gaping void ‘which was revealed.

“There—a hole—a tunnel,”
Teresa, dropping to her knees,
hark—lions roaring "

“That’'s where Fuzzy went—and the

By
ELIZABETH
CHESTER

said
“And
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king's sister,”” said Teresa,
that’s where they aroe still—-"

The king dropped-to his knees and
wered dowu into the darkness, tremb.
‘ing with groat agitation now that he
knew the truth. 2

“AMy sister—she go there?” he said
in hnrmi; “There are lionses! Thes
roar. They—"

Teresa was silent as he broke off.
None of them spoke; for the same dread
thought was in every mind. Supposc
{ho lions were at large, and Fuzzy and
the king's lost sister were in the
middle of them?

But Tercsa pulled herself together.

“No, no. The magician had nothing
to gain by that. He wanted riches for
bringing the princess back. She is alive
still, and there,” she =aid.

Then, before Luise could stop her,
Teresa swung over the edge, and, dang-
ling her feet down, touched something
soft below Standing on it, she took
a box of matches from her pocket and
struck one,

From ncar by eyes shone at her—red
cves—the cves of lions! But those lions
were behind bars! Looking down by
the flickering light of the match, Teresa
saw that she stood on feathers—a downy
mass of ienlhors——into which she sank
so far that they were half-way up her
riding boots,

The fall had not hurt Fuzzy or the
princess. Dut where were they?

The match burned down to her fingers
and Teresa, with a gasp of pain,

d 1 it. She was in darkness again.
’:c'.';'!::z(zy 1" she called. *“*Where are
yout” :

But though she waited, straining her
ears, there was no reply

She struck another match and groped
forward, finding that sghe was in a
strange room, on either side of which
were cages and bars,

Somewhere near, she was convinced,
were Fuzzy and the lost princess, the
king's sister. Teresa moved forward
warily. For there was someone lhidden
down here who released the lionesses or
leopards for the magician, and took
charge of the vietims,

From the hole above, the king called
londly to his sister, but there came no
response,

“Fuzzy! Are you here?” Tercsa
called again. “It's me—Teaser !”

And then, looking about her, she
suddenly saw two other cages packmt
with green leaves and flowers. Wonder-
ing what else they contained, she
pressed nearer, and then, lighting
another match, gave a shout as she
looked into the nearer of the two.

“Fuzzy 1”

There was Fuzzy crouched amongst
the leaves. To open the cage bolt was
but the work of @ moment, and then
Teresa, groping in, freed Fuzzy's limbs
of lions' skin.

Fuzzy struggled out and stared wide-
eved. Then she looked down at herself.

“Me not a lion?” she gasped. *“Me
am not a lion. It was all dark, Teresa,
I vwas in trees. Where [ am?”

“You were tricked, Fuzzy,” s=aid
Teresa. “There has been no magic at
all. None. Look—vou were hidden in
that box!” And she explained what
had happened.

“And the king's sister ?” asked Fuzzy
anxiously.

She turned to the next cage and
opened tho bolt, tugging the door wide.
Then, in excited tone, she spoke to a
voung black woman who crouched there,
blindfolded.

“The king's sister! . Found—found !”
shrilled Fuzzy, and rushed and shouted
Ln the king. **We bring her—we bring
er!”

“And

.even when she step

Riches!

MVIE king's sister was weak and
faint. She had been even more
surelvy deceived than Fuzzy, and
had thought that she was indeed

a lioness caught in a trap.

For two whole days she had been 1m-
prisoned, and she had thought that for
ever more she would remain a lioness,

Indeed, it was hard to convince her
d into the daylight,
for she was hali-blinded. It took two
strong guards to lift her out, and she
was carried at once to the queen’s
room, half-hysterical.

I'uzzy, excited to be free again, was
hardly controllable. She kissed Bambo's
trunk for his help, and then petted
Adolphus. : ' pold,

**And now me get jewels an an’
be princess?"” she asked. -

“Perhaps,”” said ‘Teresa, smiling.
I';Doar Fuzzy. It's so good to see you
ack !?’

“It's wonderful !” said Luise happily.

“And now the king will give us an
escort, and we ecan go .through his
country in safety,” said Teresa. “I'm
so glad the poor princess was found.
Just fancy if she had been there a few
days longer.”

“DBut what a horrible man that
magician was,” said Luise, in shocked
tone. “*Faneyv keeping the'kinf's sister
shut up. And he really did take me in
for a at.” -

Fuzzy looked a little =sad.

“Me not been lion,” she said dis-
mally. *“ Me hear lions roar. Me tink
am in trap. All leaves and sticks and
tings. Dut it all wrong. Now me never
talk to lions,”

“I shouldn't worry,” emiled Tercsa.
“I don’t suppose a lion has mueh talk
worth hearing, you know. You're lucky
to be just Fuzzy.”

“Not just Fuzzy. Me princess,” said
Fuziv, doing a litile skip. “Me have
jewels—gold—all tings!”’

At that moment the king returned.
IHe looked Inunbled and ashamed.

*Bad magician he deceive,” he said.
“I big fool. Dig fool. But you wise
girl,” he said to Teresa,

“It's just that I've scen Enghsh
magicians at work " explained Teresa,
not waunting to take too much praise.
“I guessed the bit about the trapdoor,
vou see. After that, it was easy. One
trapdoor dropped the vietim below, and
the other let the animal in. And, of
course, under that lions’ skin carpet
nothing could be secen. And, like all
magicians, he just took our attention
off it at the right moment—""

“Yes, with thoee flames from
hands,” nodded Luise,

The King understood  her,
seratched the tip of his nose,

“(Clebber,” he admitted, and looked
ot Teresa admiringly. *“Yes. You
shall have jewels and gold—you shall be
princess. I will make you my chicf
advizer !”

Teresa drew up, startled.

“0Oh, no, please! We must go!”

“Co?” said the king, in amazement.
“No, no. You stay. You teach me
many tings. No more I fear magi-
crans.”

Teresa shook her head firmly. She
had no wish at all to stay. They were
journeving to her father with an im-
portant black case, she explained, and
already they were late.

“Yes—we must move on,” insisted
Tuise anxiously “Teresa’s father will
e terribly worried. If you could give
us an escort e

Fuzzy butted in, a 100k of keen dis-
appointment on her face.

his

and
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“AMe hab jewels—gold—be like prin.
cess?"” she asked.

The king looked at her and frownred,

“You? It was this noble girl, she do
tings. She find it ont.”

Fuzzy's eyes brimmed with tears
She had hoped for so much.

“Oh, poor Fuzzy!” said Luise, and
looked at the king in reproach.

Teresa put her arms round Fazzy
comfortingly, and looked quite sternly
at the king. )

“It was Iuzzy who freed your sister,”
she said. **It was she who took the risk
of being turned into a lioness. It was
brave of her, very brave, and you
promised the wealth. I don't want it."”

The king looked a little sulky then,
but he bowed his head.

“She shall have jewels, and gold,” he
said. ““And she shall wear a ring and
a necklet which in my country will give
her all hormour as princess.”

Fuzzy's tears dried up and her eyves
sparkled. _ ;

“0 king!” she cried, dropping to her
knees.

“Up, up!” he commanded :1ern1_:v.
“Is such what a princess should do®”

Fuzzy, looking sheepish, rose and
hung her head. Turning, she saw a
slave.

“(Go, elave,” she commanded. *Pring
rich fruit that a princess may eat!”

Teresa and Luise, unable to contain
themselves, burst out laughing:; for
never had they seen sueh auwtocracy,
such hauteur, as showed thea on
Fuzzy's face.

“So! It is more like princess,” agreed
the king. “Come! We will find jewels.”

But his face wore a sad, reproachful
look, for he wanted Teresa to stay as
his adviser, |

Fuzzy, wrapping her table cover
about her, followed the king with quite
a swagger.

“(f course, there won't be any hold-
ing her!” laughed Teresa. “We'll have
to curtsy and call her ° Highness." ”

“Yes, and make her a crown (o
wear!” giggled Luise. “Poor Fuzzy!
She’s just a kid, really.”

Aund, although they were only young
themselves, they felt a good deal older
than Fuzzyv, who scemed at times hardly
more than five years of age.

The king was generous, and was rich
cnough to give valuable jewels and

old without robbing himself. Preceded

v an armed underling, the king went
to the special room where his treasure-
chest was kept, guarded by scutries.

Now and then there was no roof over
their heads as they walked down loung,
stone-walled corridors; and occasion-
ally the wall itself was shattered, in
one place the branches of a tree pushing
through.

But the strong-room, where the
treasure-chest was kept, was solid, and
the walls thick enough to resist the
efforts of any pilferers, Only the most
trusted men stood guard, and the king
himself carried the kev.

The door was of carved wood, and
very thick, while the lock—made 1n
England—was strong, with an enor-
mous key to open it. On either side the
sentries carried flaring torches.

Fuzzy could hardly stand still as the
door was reached. She quite expected.
when it was opened, to find a heap of
sparkling jewels in careless profusion,
and gold stacked in piles.

Teresa and Luise, who hardly had any
guch fairy-tale idea in mind, neverthe-
less waited with keen interest for that
mi%hty door to be opened. :

With a heavy, important click, the
key turned, and the king walked in,
taging from one of the scutries a
flaming torch,
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Holding it spluttering and smoking
over his head, he marched to a gigantic
wooden chest, bouhd with iron.

On the floors and on shelves stood gold
ornaments, richly jewelled, and from
every side . jewels winked brightly.
There were 1dols, swords, old firearms,
all neatly stacked, and Teresa looked
about her, taking everything in.

“The Treasures of Nompanyo!” she
murmured.

And back to her mind came legends
she had heard in her childhood, told
her by her father. No one knew how
réh this black king was. But there
were stories of caverns filled with jewels,
of diamonds stored like heaps of stones.

Luise stood spellbound. Dearly, she
wanted to pick up some ornaments and
study them, but she managed to hold
her desires in check.

“See, I trust you!” said the king,
turning to them. *I do not show you
all my store-room, for that would gib
you envy, but here is much wealths.”
And he swept out his arm. :

Fuzzy’'s eyes almost popped from her
head.

“And it’s all yvours?” she breathed.

“All mine,” said the king, *“It's my
father’'s—his father’s. Once, many, many
vears ago, big king lived here. Oh,
very big king !

Teresa lncied more eagerly then at
the vases, and wondered if, long before
the Egyptians, there had been a king
here with this mighty palace.

Taking another key from his belt, the
king opened the lock of the chest, and
then, passing his hand round to the
back, operated what was obviously
another secret fastener.

He raised the lid, and the light from
his toreh shone back, reflected from a
thousand facets, glinting, winking,
flashing, eparkling—quite dazzling to
behold.

Fuzzy could not speak.
went to her mouth, and

Her hands
she stood

-entranced. Luise, moving forward, held

her breath in awe,

The chest was stacked, overflowing.
Gold and diamonds, emeralds—jewels of
every kind.

The king dipped in his hand and
brought out jewels,

“Here!” he said to Fuzzy. “ For you.”

Fuzzy clawed at them, clutched them
to her, and kissed them. Then she
slipped a gold bracelet on to her arm,
a diamond necklet over her head. There
was a coronet for her hair, which she
perched quite jauntily, a jewelled comb,
an anklet, another bracelet, and a ring.

Teresa tried to guess what it was all
worth, but gave it up. Thousands of
pounds !

Then she realised that the king held
a handful to her. He gave them as
someone might hand over a bagful of
bullseyes.

Teresa found rings, bracelets, a
necklet, brooches, and a small golden
chalice. For Luise, too, there were gifis.

“But we can’t wear them!” gshe mur-
mured, with a smile. “Not in the
jungle. When we are older—— Oh,
lut h?,w mother will love this brace-
et

“Yes, we shall go, bearing gifts!”
nodded Teresa, breathless with excite-
ment. “Oh, thank you, King Nom-
panyo! Thank you!”

“1 will die for de great king!” cried
Fuzzy.

She looked like a Christmas-tree more
than an
sparkled everywhere, and was as happy
as any girl could be.

“Jewels and gold !” said the king. .

He crossed to a box on a side shelf,
and took out a necklet of gold rings,
in the centre of which was a ruby.

hing else at the moment; she™

“Only a princess wear this!” he said,
and dropped it about her neck,

Fuzzy almost burst with pride.  She
seemed four inches higher in stature
already.

“ Hail, Princess Fuzzy !” cried Teresa.

“My goodness, never have I seen any-
cne more like Cinderella at the ball!”
cried Luige happily. “Oh, Fuzzy ! What
fun! Are you happy?”

“Happy? So much me hurt here!”
said Fuzzy, touching the region of her
heart,

King Nompanyo beamed, happy him-
self to bring such pleasure. Then his
expression changed. : _

“Take care,” he warned, “not to
show jewels here. For jewels and gold
bad men fight.”

Teresa's eves lost their gleam, and
all at once she, too, became serious.

“That’s s0,” she murmured. * Fuzzy,
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> E rich—me princess now !’
regal fashion. ;
at sight of the king’s enormous riches.

dear !
Not
jungle.’ |

Fuzzv's smile waned.

“Not wear?” she asked.
am mine,’’

“Yes, dear—and you don’t want them
snatched from you,” warned Teresa.
“The best thing to do is to hide them

in the luggage.”

Fuzzy took on a stubborn attitude
then. She wanted to wear the jewels.
And she did not mind if people envied
her—in fact, if the truth were told,
she would have liked envious eyes cast
at her. !

Teresa tucked her jewellery into her

ockets.  Luise wisely hid hers, too.
But- still Fuzzy was obstinate.

“Y am princess,” she said loftily. “A
princess—she have jewels and gold.”

And out of the strong-rcom she
marched, looking at the sentries, to
make sure that they noticed her spark-
ling array!

Better put' those things away.
wear them now. Not in the

“But dey

Teresa smiled,
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“To the Dungeons!”
q NXIOUSLY Teresa hurried  after

the impetuous little native.
“Please, Fuzzy,” she begged.
“Even though you are a
princess, if you are comung with us

you'll have to do as we say, you know.

We don’t want to be set upon by
robbers.” . '
“No, we certainly don't,” agreed

Luise anxiously.

“Or perhaps you're stalgini here?”
said Teresa playfully. **Pe haps you
want to stay and be the king's chief
adviser 1”

Fuzzy's head was turned. No one
could blame her. She was just a simple
girl, brought up in an African village,
who had only dreamed of being a
princess, and now really found herself
one.

cried Fuzzy, strutting about in the most
but Luise was almost too spellbound
And they were all to receive some.

She had lost her bearings; she was no
longer little Fuzzy; she was no longer
poor. She was rich. Richer, by far,
than the wife of the chief of her own
village. Richer than a dozen chiefs!

And, furthermore, she was a real
princess, wearing the necklet that gave
proof of the fact. Why, then, should
she take orders? Why should she not
flaunt herself ? :

“Perhaps I stay,” she said |oftily,

Teresa, a little hurt, flushed.

y

“Well, stay if you like,” she said
coolly, .
“Oh, Terry!” murmured Luise.

“She’s only a kid.”

“Not a kid—princess said Fuzzy,
tossing her frizzled head of hair.

“Yes; youre a princess now,” said
Teresa evenly, and dropped a curisy.
“Please give me the royal touch,
Fuzzy.”

“Royal touch!” asked Fuzzy.

“Touch my head with your roval,
princessly hand, and bring me luck,”
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teased Teresa. “It’s a cure for measles,
whooping-cough, and lumbago.”

And Fuzzy, losing her sense _ of
humour for the moment, solemnly
touched Teresa’'s head, while Luise

watched wide-eyéd. . _

Fuzzy was changed—a different girl
And with her_riches and new-found
regalia“her own natural charm seemed
to have gone, = & :

“Show Bambo!” she said suddenly,
and marched on ahead.

Luise took Teresa’'s arm.

“Oh, Terry, you don’t mean that
about her staying? You're not really
cross, with her?..She can’t help it.”

Teresa , smiled faintly, but in her
eyes was a frowning look.

“No, she can't help it; but we can
help; _her, « Luise,” she said slowly.
“I'm fond of Fuzzy, and I can't bear
to see her playing the silly goat.”

Fuzzy had galloped ahead to take the
great news to Bambo, her young
elephant.  Everyone must know about
this, and if only Fuzzy could have gone
scurrying back .to her own village, she
would have done_so.

More slowly Teresa and Luise fol-
lowed. They, too, were rich—and they
were excited; but they were not taken
so completely off their balance.

“You not stay?”: asked
Nompanyo, following them.
Teresa turned, and shook her head.

“My father awaits wus,” she said.
“We must go. If we are too late he
will be very alarmied.”

King Nompanyo made a gesture ex-
pressive of his sadness.

**Ah, how sad I am! Mebbe send
drum talk to big-man fader?” he
added, as the idea struck him. * Send
messengers.” -

King

HiLDARICHARDS

Replies to Some of Her Correspondents.

“MAUREEN OF NEW ZEALAND."—
Thank you so much for writing, Maureen.
1 think you are somewhat like Janet
Jordan—also a most enthusiastic swimmer—
in appearance. Sylvia Sirrett is top of the
Fourth Form at the moment, my dear,
Leila Carroll comes from New York, and her
great friend, Marcelle Biguet, from Paris.

MAY GOWDY . (Cowaramup, Western
Australia),—Has your new sheepdog arrived
yet, May? Here are some names that might
suit him: Buster, Rags,” Shaggy, Rover,
Prinée, Shep, Bob;- Mac,  Angus, Laird,
Dancan, Ritchie, Roger, or Mike. Let me
know .what name you decide on when you
write again. ‘ :
__JEAN HARTON (Caulfield, Victoria,
Australia).—You would be *in the Lower
Third if ‘you went to ClLiff House, Jean.. The
‘oldest girl in the Fourth.is Lydia Crossen-
dale. Jemima is fourtéen .years amd nine
months old. The vice-captain of the Fourth
and Lower School is Mabs. Do write again
some time, my dear.
CUTWO ARDENT

ADMIRERS " (Dudley,
‘Wores).—8o nice to hear from two such
enthusiastic young people again. Yes,
Dulcia Fairbrother’'s mother is still living.
Perhaps I ought to keep it a secret, but it's
quite true that Jack Trevlyn does admire
Duleia. (And Dulcia likes Jack very much,
too!) Write again, won't you?

WINNIE BARTON (London, W.2).—
Thank you for your charming little letter,
my dear. Yes, netball is played at CILff
House, though it is not one of the “official ”
games. Judy must be a very sweet pet;
give her a paw-shake from my own dog,
Juno, Winnie.

. PAT SEYMOUR (Port Elizabeth, South
Africa).—It was nice to hear from you again,
Tat, and-to know you are still such a keen
reader of ‘our paper. I will make a large

Teresa; when her mind was made up,
}mcauia inshakable. 'She liked the
<ing, and she was grateful to him for
his kindness. But '5%19 had to go on.

Not - wanting to disappoint -him, or
be too harsh, she temporised. :

“We come back byem bye,” she
smiled. *“My father come, too.”

King Nompanyo bowed his head.

“Yes, yes,” he said eagerly. “Yes,
father come. Stay. Make plenty
music—many dancings. Much glad-
ness.” -

Teresa bowed in return.

“It will give us great happiness.”

Then she moved towards Bambo, with
Adolphus, the chimp, joining them.

“There—and he hasn’t any jewels,
and he's not a prince!” said Luise
tenderly. * Poor Dolphus, then!”

Teresa and Luise found Bambo, the
young elephant, but not Fuzzy. She

was missing—probably showing her
jewels off, Teresa decided.

k|

Guards . were summoned, and men

with * strange-looking trumpets were
ordered to give them a royal fanfare
on departure;. - :

Willing boys helped to load the lug-
gage, and soon Bambe was fitted up
with all his"equipment, and Adolphus
was perched on top.

“Now, where 15 that princess ?” asked
Teresa anxiously. “We really must be
going !” .

“Fuz-zy !” called Luise.

Fuzzy came charging into view,
sparkling like Blackpool Pier, with her
eyes not the least shining of her adorn-
ments. :

Following her were three other girls,
clad in simple attire, bare-footed, and
of humble appearance.

“Hallo, ¢ hallo ! Who are

: ¢ b T your
friends?” asked Teresa, smiling.

v g i
- [

note of your suggestion about a story
featuring Dulcia  Fairbrother and Jack
Treviyn. But, of course, 1 can't promise

iu:‘-:tr when it will appear; for so many things
1ave to be taken into consideration when

_plaoning stories, as I'm sure you'll under-

stand. :

“ADMIRER OF BABS, MABS, AND
CLARA ” = (Aberdeenshire, Scotland).—It's
easy to see~who-your favourites are in the
Fourth at C.H.,"my dear. So you live on a
farm? It must  be ,lovely, especially now
that summer is nearly here. My pet Juno
sends doggy greetings®to Jed and Moss.,

DOLLY MARFORD. (Guernsey, Channel
Islands).—Many “thiinks ‘for another very
cheery and interesting. letter, Dolly. I liked
the little riddle you told me. I see you are
a stamp-collector. *Isn't it a fascinating
hobhy? apean s '

“JOAN" (Dagenham, Essex).—What a
sweet little letterfimy dear! And how kind
of you to say 'suchsnice things about my
stories—and about me! So Clara and_Lady
Pat are your C.H." favourites? . I'll ¢ertainly
feature them in™miny more of my stories,
and TI'll also; keépfin mind your other
interesting suggestions. . ; .

“PAM " (Balham).—You would be a Lower

Third _Former _if* you went to -Cliff House,.

Pam. , I see Clara’and Lady Pat are your
‘favourites "also;"as well as*others of the Co.
You'll'"write~aghin« sonmie time and tell me
more about vourself, won't you, my dear?

“THE SCHOOLGIRL

Fuzzy came to a halt.

“Blaves,” she explained. “Me bring
‘along slaves! Me buy m. Dey say
serve me all times!"

Teresa blinked, and then sighed and
shook her head sadly. , :

“Fuzzy—Fuzzy, how can we take
slaves along with us? Do be sensible !
We haven't many supplies, you know.”

Fuzzy became sulky then.

“Me take 'm-long. Me princess,”
she insisted. '

“Well, princess or not, they can’t
come,” said Teresa firmly. *“You can
pick them up as you pass by here some
other time. And if you are coming
with us you can put those jewels away.”

Fuzzy faced Teresa defiantly,

“Won't!” she said.

Tercsa drew up, a little pink.

“Oh, all right!” she shrugged, after
a. tiny pause. “Don’t, then. We'd
better say good-bye——" :

Luise stepped forward with a little
gasp. oo
“Terry .” she murmured.

“Is 1t good-bye, Fuzzy?" . asked
Teresa. “Do_you want to stay, and be

a princess, or come with us and be
Fuzzy 1" v ah A
Fuzzy = hesitated, _looking at the

palace and at her.slaves.
“All stay. You stay,” she murmured.
Teresa turned to King Nompanyo and
saluted him. -
“Good-bye, King Nompanyo. I hope
we meet soon again.” il
“Safe journey and happiness,”  he
answered. “Good-bye! You take sol-
diers as escort?” :
“Yes, please,” decided Luise; and
Teresa nodded. .: 2o 1
“Coming along, Fuzzy?” Teresa
asked, as she urged Bambo, forward.
Fuzzy did not move, but stood there,
pouting. o bl R O
“Are we going without her, Terry ?”
breathed Luise, .unhappily, ., -

Teresa winked. . = ai
“As soon as we turn the bend on to
the main path, she'll follow,? she said.
They got to the path, and, by .agree-
ment, did not look back But there
came no hurrying steps, no shout.

Teresa looked -back; her heart was
heavy and sad. For . she really had
supposed "that Fuzzy-would run in pur-
suit. of them. ‘As she: had not," then it
could only mean that she did not want
to go with them, : SO

What use turning back? They did
not want her. aganist her willy. and
Fuzzy, it seemied, had: .deserted them,
her head turned by wealth.< .-

Yet if they had :beeni: . able. to see
around that corner, .they. would. have
known that Fuzzy  did move » after
them, but was stepped.aftersthirée paces
by an angry woman,-a woman who con-
fronted her still. :

“Take off those jewels!” commanded
the woman. *“You common slave, you
good-for-nothing ereatuve =1, am the

> % iy
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queen ! Take off thosé jswels!. Put her

in a dungeon!” she donmndiiddd.
Fuzzy gave a terrified» ery as two

guards stepped forward.t- .« .o
“Ter—"" began LFuzzy, but the

queen’s hand went over her moiith: |
“To the dungeon:z with™“her!” she
rapped. == P . 2
AT . ever will happen to  Fuzzy
now ? Will Teresa ' and Luise
discover she has been made a prisoner,
or will they go on, believing she has
decided to stay at.the palace ? Don’t
miss the thrilling continuation of this

y

grand stery.” '«
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