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Meet Barbara Redfern & Co., in this Splendid Lcmg Complete Story—

A Curious Welcome !
€ TIMMY! Jimmy Rich-
mond | Coo—ee!”
And Barbara Red
fern of the Fourth
Form at Cliff House School
gaily raised her tennis
racket and-enthusiastically waved it as
she walked in at the gates of Friardale
School for Boys at the head of her five
chums.

Very cheery, very chirpy and exceed-
ingly happy did those six girls look that
afternoon—each them swinging a
racket by her side. There was a certain
air of do-or-die about them, too.

For this afternoon Babs & Co. were
playing the first round of a new com-
petition between the ~two - schools—a
junior tennis tournament for which Dr.
Barrymore, the Principal of Friardale,
and Miss Primrose, the headmistress of

Clif House School, were offering a
-pnﬁal silver trophy.

‘Jimmy !” cried Tomboy Clara
Trevlyn.

e Whnt ho!” called Jean Cartwright.
“Here we are!”

Marjorie Hazeldeno smiled. Mabel
Lynn laughed. Leila Carroll, the
American junior ﬂ..nd the =1\HJ member
of the party, gave a boyish whistle. But
Jimmy Richmond, the captain of Friar-
dale’s Fourth Form, to whom those calls

were addressed, did not at once turn
round. A
Jinmy Richmond was standing at the
bottom of the steps of the Pawlion on
Little Side talking most seriously to
Douglas Coutts, Don Hagbury, Lister
Cattermole, and Tom Clu\‘uring. Not

{All rights of this publication are reserved
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until Clara let out a hearty “ Hal—lo !”
indeed, did he turn round.

And then, turning, he started. With
a mumbled word to his chums he hurried
forward, raising his cap.

‘Deaf?” inquired Clara pleasantly.

“Deaf—no!” Richmond coloured a
little. He was a good-looking boy with
his shock of curly brown hair, “one
unruly quiff of which peeped from under
the peak of his cap. “Sorry if I didn’t

hear you first time,” he said. “I was
lulkmg."
‘Gee! You don't say !” Leila scoffed.

“ Must ha.\e been a Jolly interesting
<0|ner=atmn Mabel Lynn tantalised,

‘to miss our eniry, eh? Hallo, Lister !*

“N-no, of course not,” Richmond said.

“But why did you look at me like
that

“Did 1? I—I mean, was 1 looking at
vou?” Richmond stuttered. “Here's the
pavilion,” he added hastily, “ And here
—oh gosh!”

He stopped, suddenly crimsoning.
And sudc?en.ly to Barbara’s astonish-
ment, looking rather grim. For across
the tennis court, mng‘mg with a long,
easy stride, came another boy—a tall,
long-legged senior this time, a rather
peculiar smile on his lean but ﬂ.rlkl
good-looking face, his hands
pockvi:'. .\lurjurie gave one look Aml
waved.

Marjorie Hazeldene of the Fourth Form has always been

one of the quietest, most timid girls at Cliff House School.

What an amazing change then, when, for the sake of her

despised cousin, she defies authority and plays a lone hand
in a very courageous effort to clear his name.

she added, as Caitermole strolled up.

“And Doug! And Don! And Tom!
How are we all7”
“Oh, fine!” Douglas Coutts said.

“Just ripping, aren’t we, chaps?” But
he cast a queer sort of look at gentle
Marjorie Hazledene and then, as if em-
barrassed, quickly turned his head away.
‘Ahem! Would you like to change
your shoes in the rJaulu:m’J I ink
L\erylhmg s ready, isn't it, Richmond
‘0 ves; quite'!” Richmond said
mr;uelv But he looked at Marjorie
this time, and, noticing the look, she
"!!llpd
“What's the matter with me, Jimmy?
Anything wrong?”

“Ralph | she cried.

“Hallo, Cousin Marjorie!” And
Ralph Lawrence, games captain of
Friardale, came to a stop. His dark
eyes brightened at the sight of the
gentle-faced girl. “Jolly good to see
you,” he said enthusiastically. * Hope
you’ll have a r.'ood time. Babs & Co.
\\nh you, I see.”

“Yes, rather!” Marjorie gazed at
him seriously. “Ralph, did you post
thp letter I gave you yesterday?”

“1 did. You don’t think, old thing,

I'd have let you down?”

“Dear Ralph,” Marjorie said softly,
and took his arm and hung on it. And
with a beaming face she walked him
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hack towards Babs & Co. Those five
boys, in a bunch, had withdrawn a
little. They were looking, not at her
but at her cousin, and the expressions
on their faces were vaguely alarming.
Tom Clavering in front, never very
good at hiding his feelings, was looking

with undisguised contempt at Ralph
Lawrence,

“Ralph, there—there i=n’t anything
wrong ¥ Marjorie breathed.

Lightly he patted her arm.

“What should be wrong?” he asked
carelessly, “Or rather”—with a hint of
the eynicism so characteristic of him—
“what should be more wrong than
usual, old thing? Don't worry, Marjie.”

He turned to Jimmy Richmond.

“Get the balls out, will you? Coutts,
grab me a wo:mq book! And for
goodness’ sake,” Lawrence said, with
just the suspicion of a snap in his voice,
as the two juniors moved with marked
reluctance to obey, “don’t break your
necks over it!”

Richmond paused. TFor a moment an
angry light flashed in his eyes.

Babs, watching him, saw his hands
fiercely  elench. Coutts, mno less
mutinously, followed him, as with a
shrug he walked off to obey. Pretty
obvious then that something serious
was afoot.  Not usually did sunny
Jimmy Richmond behave like that.

And not usually
SO snappy.

“Ralph!” Marjorie muitered.

She gazed up at him. noticing all at
once that grimly sharp set of his hand-
some face, noticing the queer blaze in
his eyes. And inwardly Marjorse
trembled as she observed those signs—
for better than anyone Marjorie knew
them, Not an easy boy to understand
at the best of times was Ralph Law-
rence, with his “don’t-care ” reckless-
ness, his attraction for trouble and his
disregard of consequences.

There had been a time, in the past,
when Ralph Lawrence had been known
as the “Black Sheep.” Open defiance
followed by the striking of a bullying
imaster at, Wrenhurst School had earned
him expulsion from that school—and

was Ralph Lawrence

“RALPH ! " cried Marjorie,

“Don’t go!"”
the gates,

By
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Ralph, in spite of a marked improve-
ment in character since his arrival at
Friardale, had never really lived his
“Black Sheep” reputation down,
though, as Marjorie knew, he had tried
desperately hard, and was still trying
desperately hard.

But Marjorie, despite his wayward-
ness, despife his liability to go off the
rails, loved him. Marjorie, remember-
ing the sterling worth of his real nature,
was anxious ‘about him. She at least
had faith in him; she at least knew
that Ralph Lawrence would never do
anything of which he might be really
ashamed.

“Ralph!” she muttered again, and
her grey eyes revealed her troubled
mind. “Ralph, old thing!”

And then she started. For from a
crowd of fellows a little distance away
went up a cheer. Rather surprisedly
she turned. Babs & Co., attracted by
the cheer, turned, too. And then their
faces broke into dimpling smiles, TFor
striding towards the scene, came another
boy—and this boy, too, was a senior.

They all kuew him. Everybody knew,
liked, and most tremendously admived
Clifford Brownlow, of I‘nnuj'!lv School.
Fair and handsome, a picture of
shining immaculateness, he came for-
\\ard H(- raised his cap, beaming down

on

o Why, hallo, girls! Hallo, Clara! 1
say, it’s topping to see you!” he cried.
“Is Myra coming along?”

Myra Gilda Brownlow, his sister, was
i:l[ plefect in the Sixth Form at CIliff

ou

”N’ ” Babs smiled, and laughed up
at lalm her cheeks flus! hing as "his blue
eyes rogmdt*d her udmmngl_\ “You
seem to be popular,” she commented.

“And I should jolly well think he is !”
glowed Don Haybury; and again, for

3

some rcason, glanced at Ralph Law-
rence. ‘“‘Ilaven’t you hcard what hap-
pened last night'.’"

“No; what did?” Babs .a»-kn] inter-
estedly. Bat Bronn]O\\ broke in with
an embarrassed laugh.

“Oh, please, lvt s forget it!” he said.

“Go on—tell us!™ cried Babs® especial
chum, golden- h.ured Mabel I youn.
*What did happen, Don "

“Well, if you'd read the paper this
morning, you'd have lmnlc] all about
it,” Haybury chuckled. *“ Anyway, this
is the yarn. Brownlow was coming back
to the school—about mldulgnl—'

“Aha, breaking bounds!” {eased
(‘Iq ra.
‘Not actnally,” Brownlow laughed.

“As a matter of fact, I was returning
from a week-end leave. Some dashed
accident on the line outside London
held the train up for a couple of hours,
so naturally I was later in arriving than,
I intended to be. But don’t

“And coming along the road from
Whitechester,” Haybury went on,
“ Brownlow found a house on fire. The
place was all ablaze, and a girl was
screaming frorn an upstairs window.
Old Brownlow saw her, and dived inio
the burning building, rescued the girl,
and carried her out. Mr, Soutar—he’s
our new maths master, you know—hap-
pened to be coming up the street at the
same time, and he saw it all—"

“Qh, CIliff " Babs l)tt‘mlu'll raptur-
ously,
Clifford Brownlow laughed embar-

rassedly., But Marjorie, who was still
clinging to Ralpl’s arm, noticed how
her consin’s ||p- were curling.
“And that's the story?”
Trevlyn asked.
“That’s the story It was Lawrence
who spoke. lromnﬂ himself fmm Mar-

Clara

jorie’s arm, he lounged forward. * And
they all lived happily ever aficr, didn't
thev, Brownlow "

Clifford Brownlow flushed.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, you ought to know, oughin't
you?"” Lawrence gave a short laugh.
“Isn't that what usnally happens in

But the boy who had been branded a coward bolted towards
He was running away from school.
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4 “Championed by Marjorie!
fairy stories?” he asked. “Therc's just
one thing you've forgotten in telling it,
though, Haybury,” he added, turning to
the junior. “You've left out the big,
had, sneaking, cowardly wolf. Tell the
story in all its gruesome details, please,”

Haybury eyed him measurediy,

*You'd like me to?”

“Love yon tol” Lawrence
mockingly, *“Why not?"”

But Haybury, for some reason, turned
away, biting his lip. Clara Trevlyn
looked at Ralph Lawrence rather
angrily.

“Anyway, I don't see any reason to
he funny about it, Ralph,” she said,
“I think it was jolly plucky, and—"

“ Steady, Clara I” Brownlow broke in,
smiling.  “Chuck it, Lawrence ! le
added curtly. “You know jolly well
why the big bad wolf was left out of it »
—and again he glanced towards Mar-
jorie.  **Anyway, that’s neither here
nor there. The matter of the moment is
the tennis tournament, and as I'm um-
piring the game, what about geiting a
spof. of move on? Barbara >

“Wait a minute!” Lawrence said
sharply. “Who says you're umpiring 7"

“Mr. Soutar!”

“Is that so? And who, may I ask,
gave him authority 1’

*“Oh, dash it, Lawrence, you know
he's Master-in-Charge io-day !”

“But he hasn’t forgotten, I suppose,
that I'm games captam ?”

“Well, he's a master,”

“He may be,” Lawrence said coolly,
“but I arranged the details of this
fournament; I arranged myself to
umpire this round, and I'm getting on
with the job, see? Richmond, hurry up
with those balls!” he called.

Marjorie bit her lip. The chums fell
silent, but they were all, except Mar-
jorie, looking rather angrily, rather
scornfully, at the “Black Shecp ” of
FFriardale now, and plainly their sym-
pathies were all on the side of Clifford
Brownlow. Brownlow, with a rather
helpless look towards them, clenched his
hands.

“All right, Lawrence.
to kick up a shindg.”

“Let’s start!” Lawrence said curily.

“ But, Ralph, won’t yon get into fear-
ful llrouhle with Mr., Soutar?” Marjorie
oried.

“Of course I shall get into fearful
trouble I” Lawrence langhed irvonically.
“Did you ever know a time, Marjorie,

said

I don’t want

when I wasn't getting into fearful
trouble? But don’t you her your
head, T can look after this. Better sort

vourselves out now,” he advised, as he
mounted the umpire's rostrum. “ Babs
and Clara, you're down to play Rich-
mond and Clavering. Good-bye!” he
added, as Brownlow turned away.
“Now, girls, let’s get down to business. ’

The girls eved him wonderingly.
Clara frowned a litile, Babs shook %lel‘
head. With his scoring-book in one

hand, Ralph seated himself. A little
flustered, Babs and Clara took their
places. The game began.

But it was obvious from the start that
it was not going to be a jollv game.
Richmond and Clavering both were
plainly out of form. Easily Clara and
Babs took the first set. Richmond and
Clavering, rallying. took the second,
only for Clara and Babs to take the
third, and win the match.

“Right,” Lawrence said. “First point
to Clifi House. Next players, please!
Marjorie, you and Mabs; Coutts and
Haybury, Now——" And then he
stopped, suddenly stiffening as another
fizure rustled on to the scene. “Ahem!
Ginod-afternoon, Mr Soutar!™

Mr. Soutar, the new master of Friar-
dale, it was. He looked angry.

* Lawrence, come down at once!”

Lawrence flushed.

“Do you mind if I see this maich
through?”

“ Most certainl
much indeed !
impudence,
orders |” L

“The order on the board this morn.
ing,” Lawrence said steadily, ““was that
1 should umpire this match. T received
no word from Dr. Barrymore that those
were changed.” :

“But I sent word,” Mr. Soutar said
irritably. “I sent word. 1 am aware,
Lawrence, that you are games captain—
but you must also bear in mind that I
am Master-in-Charge. After what hap-
pened last night 1 do not think you are
a fit and proper person to be in charge
of a game with junior boys and junior
girls, Come down at once, sir!”

Lawrence’s face had grown white.
Plainly it was in his mind there and
then to defy this acid-tempered master.
But he caunght Marjorie’s appealing
glance. He paused. Then, very deliber-
ately, he climbed down,

“Come to my study!”
rapped.

With a glance at the girls, Lawrence
went, following in the master’s wake.
My, Soutar led the way into the echool
and his study. With a bad-tempered
slam pushed the door to after him.
Then he turned and faced the senior,

“ Lawrence !” he rapped.

“Well, sir?” A

“1 am,” Mr. Soutar announced,  get-
ting rather tired of your insuberdina-
tion, I know you have no love for me,
but I must remind you that I am your
superior. I do not want to keep on
dragging up what happened at Wren-
hurst School.”

“No?”? Lawrence asked, with a curl
of the lip; but his look plainly said:
*Then why do it?”

“There,” Mr. Soutar went on, “you
were one of the most. reckless, un-
disciplined boys in the school. T did mly
best, when T was master at that school,
to keep you in your place, Lawrence.”

“And your besi, too,” Lawrence
could not help but retort, “to get me
expelled, when the time came.”

“Lawrence ! -

“I'm sorry, sif! You practically
forced me to say that.”

“1 came here,” Mr. Soutar resumed,
“expecting to find you reformed.”

Lawrence eved him scornfully. lle
knew that was a lie. Boutar had been
his worst enemy at Wrenhurst; Soutar,
from the moment he had arrived to take
up the Maths mastership at Friavdale,
had been locking for faults, had con-
tinually persecuted him; had, in a
hundred and one little ways, made it
obvious that he still regm‘ded Ralph
Lawrence as the untamed black sheep
he had known in earlier days.

“8o far from finding you a credit io
this school,”” the master went on, "I
find you one of the worst-conducted
boys m it. I find you, indeed, not only
behaving with all vour old reckless
rebelliousness, I find that vou are what
I never suspected at Wrenhurst—a
coward, Lawrence.”

Lawrence winced.

“That's unfair, sir!”

“You do not deny it?"

“I deny it—utterly I” The hoy's cyes
blazed. For the first time he looked
in danger of losing the control which,
until now, he had kept so admirably.
“Wait, sir! I know you believe the
awful yarn Brownlow told you. Well,
as he wants it, let him have the credit
of pulling the kid out of the fire, but
he's not—he's jolfy well not going to
make out that while he was playing the

I mind! 1 mind very
ow dare you have the

sir, to disregard my

the master
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hero 1 was the one who was doing the
rupning away. I tell you, sir, I've had
enough of that for to-day. I may be as
thick-skinned as an elephant, but there’s
a limit to what even my skin can stand.
If you want to know the truth—and
this is the truth—I pulled the girl out
of the fire. Brownlow did the running
away.”

. ““And you think I believe that?"” the
master sneered.

“I don't eare whether vou believe it
or not. I tell you—=" And then
Lawrence paused as there came a
knock on the door, as into the room
came the immaculate Brownlow. “ Well,
here he is,” he grated. “Here's public
hero No 1. Come forward,” he jeered,
and pulled the dandy of the Sixth by
the arm. “Will you ‘kindly relate,
liere and now, =o there can be no mis-
understanding in future, exactly whas
did happen last night?”

“Lawrence !” My, Soutar frowned.

“Go on, let him say it!" Lawrence
retorted. “And this time, Brownlow,
tell the truth, Who pulled that kid ous
of the fire 7

Browulow drew himself up coldly.

“T did 1”

Something like a hiss came
between Lawrence’s lips.
“And I, of course,
cowardly even to help.”

from

ran away—ifoo

“Well, didn’t you?”  Brownlow
stared at him disdainfully. “That was
certainly  my  impression. Really,

Lawrence, 1 don't know why you're
dragging this up again.”

“In other words,” Lawrence ground
eut, “I'm not only a liar and a chear,
I'm just a white-livered worm who ran
away when I saw a child in danger of
death.. Is that it?”

The prefect glanced at Mr. Soutar.

“That’s it,” he said. *That—"

Then he gave back, wondering if the
end of the world had come. For Ralph
Lawrence, quivering, utterly beside
himself, his temper gone, had lunged
forward. There was a crack as his
bunched knuckles took the dandy full
on the point of the chin, and Clifford
Brownlow went reeling back into the
arms of Mr. Soutar.

The Black Sheep Breaks Out!

({3 AWRENCE, how
dare—how dare
you i M r.

Soutar was splut-
tering with angenr.
“Brownlow, my boy, sit
down. ‘Lawrence, I order you to apolo-
gise for that brutal blow !”

Ralph Lawrence shut his lips.

“Immediately 1” Mr. Soutar barked.

“I'm sorry.” Lawrence spoke slowly.
“T'm not going to nPologlse for some-
thing 1 don’t regret.’

“ Lawrence !” quivered Mr. Soutar,
while Brownlow, nursing his jaw as he
sat on a chair, winced. “Lawrence, 1
order you to apologise at once.”

“Then,” Lawrence said  coolly and
recklessly, “I refuse !”

“ Lawrence, I shall report you to Dr.
Barrymore.”

The boy shrugged.

“And if,” Mr. Soutar said, his eyes
glinting and his voice grating, “i
report. you, Lawrence, I shall tell Dr.
Barrymore everything. I shall, indeed,
strongly recommend that you be sent
away from this school at once. You
hear 1"

“Yes, I hear. And thanks—thanks
very much for the tip,” he said scorn-
fully, “Playing the old game, ch?
Give a dog a bad name, and then kick
him out. All right!” And the boy's
eyes flashed. “This time, Mr. Soutar,
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T'll save you the trouble of geiting me
expelled. I dou't think, on this
occasion, I'll stop to be kicked out. I'll
go—now !

“Lawrence, are vou mad?"”

“Perfectly and sweetly sane”
Lawrence said, and marched towards
the door.

“ Lawrence—"'

But Lawrence had reached the door.
Quickly he flicked it open. Quickly he
passed through it, and quickly he turned
the key on the other side as he went
out. From behind him came a shout.

“Lawrence, how dare you? Open this
door |

Ralph Lawrence's fine lips curled into
a rather bitter smile. There was a
strange expression on his handsome face.
He took no notice. As nonchalantly as
if he were taking an afternoon stroll, he
went to his study. There he selected
a few things from the cupboard, packed
them into a bag, put on his hat, and
walked out.

There were many Friardale fellows
in the quad and on the playing fields,
and all, with one accord, turned to stare
in curiosity at the figure carr_vmg the
bag as he walked down the drive. Some
nudged each other. But it was signifi-
f"}nt that not one of them even spoke to
1im.

Ralph Lawrence smiled twistedly.

He arrived at Little Side, where Leila
Carroll and Jean Cartwright were at
that moment in the act of playing off
a doubles with Lister Cattermole and
the Honourable Laceport Levenden.
There, for a moment, he paused, his
brooding eyes waiching the game. Then,
with a shrug lhe turned away just as
Marjorie, wheeling round, spotted him.

In a moment she was at his side.

“Ralph! Where are you going?”

“Oh, just out,” her cousin said uncon-

vincingly.

“Going out? Bui—but ?  And
Marjorie’s lips quivered. “Ralph, what
is the matter ?” she begged. “ Why are
you behaving so—so strangely? Why
1s it that the other boys are all so
funny? Ralph—"

“Marjorie,” he said. “I've told you
before; don’t worry your little head.”

He turned to go. But Marjorie
desperately caught him by the arm.

“Ralph, no please! What has hap-
pened?” she eried, in such distress that
Babs, Mabs, and Clara stared round,

¢“IVIAR]JORIE, where is Ralph
arjorie faced them all.

demanded Miss Primrose.

and immediately came hurrying to her
side. “Ralph, don’t go!” she pleaded.

“But, my dear little cousin, I've got
to go,” he said. “I'm leaving. I'm
ﬁn.iﬁled. School days for bad lad Ralph
are over and done with. This is where
I start to make my way in life. I've got
to go, because, you see,” he added
sadly, “I've been in the wars again. I
was the big bad wolf in the fairy tale
last night. I've just socked a prefect
in the presence of a master, and really
and truly, Marjorie, I had the greatest
difficulty in not socking the master at
the same time. But there’s my bus,”
he added abruptly. *Good-bye!”

“Ralph !"” vibrated Marjorie.

But there was Ralph sprinting as the
Courtfield bus passed the gate of the
school. Dismayed Marjorie made to
rush in pursuit, only to see her cousin
with an athletic leap, swing on to the
moving bus.

“Marjorie !” cried Babs, putting an
arm round her.

“No;- please.”
straightened herself.

Marjorie, breathless,
* Ralph—he—he's

gone | Somebody — Jimmy — Jimmy
Richmond!” she eried.
“Hallo, Marjorie. I say, I'm

sorry—""

“Oh, don’t be sorry! Tell me—tell
me now,” Marjorie faced him. " What's
the matter with you all? What's the
matter with Ralph? Why are you all
against him like this? What does he
mean by saying he's the big bad wolf?
What have you done to him?”

““Marjorie, steady, old thing,” Clara
muttered.

“But I want to know,” Marjorie
protested.

“Well Richmond coloured un-
comfortably. *Oh, bother it! We—we

were trying to hide it from you. Mar-
jorie. We—we all know how fond you
are of the outsider—I m-mean the chap
—and—and we didn’t want to hurt you.
But it's true. Your cousin was with
Brownlow last night when the fire broke
out. He wanted Lawrence to help him
rescue the kid. Well, Lawrence didn't.
He just lost his nerve and ran away.

And—and that,” Richmond concluded, '

“is why he isn't too popular to-day, you
know.”

There was a silence. Marjorie was
staring. Staring with horror, with dis-
may, but with disbelief. The chums
were staring, too, torn by all soris of

Lawrence ? '’ Miss Primrose asked sternly.
*I—I am sorry,’’ she said, ‘‘I cannot tell you.”
‘‘ Yes,”” said Marjorie steadily.
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mixed feelings now that they knew ihe
truth. Certainly, for a boy who had
acted in so cowardly a fashion, there
could be nothing but contempt. But
that Ralph Lawrence of all people—

“And you,” Marjorie quivered, “you
believe that, Jimmy? You believe a
story like that—of Ralph! It's not true!
It can’t be true,” she almost panted.
“Clara, you don’t believe it's true, do
you ¥

Clara was grimly silent.

(iBabS ”

“Well, Marjorie, old thing,” Babs
said gently., * After all—"

“Do you believe it?” Marjorie blazed
—almost fiercely.

“Well, what else can we believe. After
all, we know Cliff Brownlow—"

Marjorie Hazeldene fell back. Sud-
denly, uncontrollably, tears rushed to
her eyes. Blindly she turned towards
the gates.

“M-Marjorie !” Clara eried.

But Marjorie did not heed. Her tom-
boy study mate took an impulsive step
forward. But Babs plucked her arm.

“No, let—let her get over it, Clara,”
she muttered. *““Leave her alone—just
for a little while. She'll be all right
presently.  Although,” she added in-
dignantly, “it's a jolly shame for
Marjorie to be so fond of a fellow like
Ralph Lawrence, Oh, my hat! Come
on, let's pack up here and meet her
back at ClLiff House. A fine afiernoon
this has been !” she added biiterly.

But Marjorie, as they were to discover
later, had not gone back to Clif House.
Marjorie was hurrying along the road
that led to Courtfield.

She wanted to find Ralph! She'd got
to find Ralph'! In the mood on him
now he was likely to do things for
which, afterwards, he might be sorry.
She'd got to find him !

Ralph would be in Courtfield—if, as
was her secret dread, he had not already
taken the first train out. The bus he
had caught only ran as far as the
Market Cross of the town, and some-
times trotting, sometimes running, she
panted her way along.

Fortunately, another bus came along
presently. She hailed it, boarded it and
dismounting at the Market Cross, looked
anxiously around. No Ralph there. Her
heart in a flutter she hurried to the
station. No Ralph there. The ticket
collector, a man well known to both

A little pale, but very determined,
‘“ You refuse to answer?”’
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liersell and her cousin, shook his head
as sho anxionsly put a question.
“No, miss, Klu Lawrence hasn’t
been here.” . )
Marjorie nodded. She hurried out.
Then where—where was Ralph? Back
towards the Market Cross she made her
way, and then crossing into the busy
; l'ligin Street, stopped. A cry came from
her lips. -
“Ralph ! .
TFor there was Ralph—but Ralph the
centre of an amazing scene. Secated on
the pavement was a beggar with a tin
at s feet. In the gutter, surrounded
by a grinning crowd, was Ralph.
Ralph, with a terrifically intent ex-
pression on his face, bad several silver
coins in_his hands and was earnestly
taking aim at the tin with each coin in
turn. Several coins apparently having
missed the tin, surrounded the beggar.
“Now, this time,” said Ralph.
“Go on, guv'nor I” one of the waichers

chuckled. *“Three to one you don’t get
it nt* r

“No bet,” Lawrence said dryly.
“(reat as my other sins may be,

comrade, I bar gambling ! Now watch !
And he aimed, and there was a tinkle
and the coin went in the tin. * How's
that? The first in ten,” he said. “ Hallo,
Marjorie I”” he added nonchalantly, as
his cousin flutiered to his side. “ Shush !
Don’t interrupt the game. Waich this!”

“ But, Ralph—""" ~

“Wait till I've finished !”

“ Ralph, please!”

But Lawrence, with a soft smile,
zently pushed her aside. He aimed
agam—and  again, “No luek !”

Marjorie caught his arm.

“w Ra ph___” )

“This one,” the boy said. “There!
Oh, tough! Missed by a hair! Well,
folks, the entertainment’s over. If any

of yoa want to help, just help the old
man to collect the- cash, Well, well,
little cousin,” he beamed, “And here
we are again. Sorry I can’t treat you
to tea! I'm broke,”

“Ralph, please be serious. You've got
to listen to me. Oh, goodness gracious !
You—you didn't throw all your money
away like that?”

“Why not?” Ralph added recklessly.
“It was a caunse.”

Marjorie gazed at him helplessly.
q “But, Ralph, what are you going to

0?”

“0Oh, anything!” Ralph shruggod.
“Why not, I'm making a fresh start.
Marjorie, old thing—even to getting ril
of the last shilling which accompanicd
me from the school. But you, little girl
—you ought to be playing tennis, you
know, Who won? Chff House or
Friardale?” .o

“Oh, Ralph, for goodness’ sake do be
scrious ! Marjorie begged. * Ralph,
you've got to come back.” -

“Not me!”

“You've got to !” Marjorie was almost
crying. “Ralph, they're saying dread-
ful, horrid things about you.”

“1 know,” he added hightly. “Welil,
hard words break no bones, ch?
Iispecially the bones of a real bad dog.
Marjorie, old thing, I'm frightfully
fond of you. think I'd do anything
in the world you asked me to do, but
&st. for once, old thing, I'm going io

most dreadfully ungallant and refuse
vou this request. I'm not going back.
[ was u.mo with the bad name at
Friardale, now I guess the poor
old dog has just had a brick tied round
his neck and dropped in the river! I'm
through !”

“But what are you going to do? Co
liome 37

“And face old Ward, my gunardian?”
The boy's lips took on a wry twist. “No
thanks !

“But—but where are you going fto
stay—sleep?” Marjorie gazed at him
distractedly.

“ Haystacks and ihings for -the time
heing. I hear haystacks make the most
comfortable bed,” Lawrence smiled.
“But you trot off now, old thing. It's
really time you had your tea, you know.
Cood-bye I”

He raised his cap. But Marjorie for
once stood firm and resolute. Not if
she knew it was she going to allow her
reckless, headstrong cousin out of sight.
She caught his sleeve.

“Ralph, no! You're coming with
me !” .

* Please, Marjie!”

“You're coming,” Marjorie said,
fieveely pulling at him, “Ralph, T won’t
lot you go off like this—I won’t, I tell
vou—I won't——" and then a shriek left
her lips. *“Ralph! Ralph!” she cried.

For Lawrence, in the act of swingin
round, had stepped off the kerb. An
at that moment, round the corner near
which they s , a motor-bike came
tearing. Before the boy could look

und the machine was npon him. There
came a cry from Lawrence as the pedal
ripped across his ankle.
went staggering back on to the pave-
ment.  With a shrill seream of brakes
the motor-cyclist came to a standstill.
The driver—a young man—frantically
rushed back.

“I—T'mn terribly sorry !”

Lavrence bit his lip.

*Why sorry *” he asked.
accident.”

“But it was my fauli. I ought to
have come slower round the corner.”

“My dear chap,” Lawrence smiled,
“ii's only a scratch! You push off.”

The eyclist stared—hard, but relieved.
He shook his head. But he went off,
leaving Lawrence rising from the kerb.
Anxiously Marjorie canght his sleeve.

“Ralph—Ralph, I'm sure you're
hurt—"

“Not a bit of it,” said Lawrence
lightly, but he winced as he spoke, as
lie took three steps forward.

“Oh gosh!” he murmured.

His leg went from under him and he
collapsed once more ! It was only then
that Marjorie saw that his injured ankle
was streaming with blood.

“It was an

- e

The One Believer!
“ BI-‘.SSIE, you're sure

you haven’t seen

-plum Bunter said.

“‘And I should have seen
her, you know, if she’d come through
the gates, because I've been asleep in
the tuckshop all the afternoon!”

Hardly helpful that answer, but for
once Barbara Redfern & Co. did not
chuckle. They were all too anxious
about Marjorie.

For Marjorie, apparently, had not
returned to Cliff House School as they
had judged.

An hour had passed since their own
return. High and low they had hunted
for their chum. Worriedly they
regarded each other mnow, in Study
No. 4, the study shared by Babs, Mabel
Lynn, and plum’p Bessie.

“But where,” Babs asked, “could
she have gone?”

“Chasing after that cousin of hers, of
course,” Clara said, with a curl of the
lip. “You know how Marjorie feels it
her duty to mother him. Baut dash it,
she should be here by now! Bessie, get

some tea, will you1? -
Bessie Punter

“ Sus-certainly,”
beawed. “I've had mine, you know,

but I don’t mind joining youn girls in
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another snack. I—ahem!” and she
Llinked as the door opened and another
girl intruded an auburn head into the

room. It was Myra Gilda Brownlow,
of the Sixth Form. N
“Hallo!” she said brightly. “Just

come back from Friardale?”

“Yes,” said Mabs. “Secen Marjorie,
Myrai”

“Marjorie Hazeldene—no.” Myra
looked impatient. “Who wants to talk
about Marjorie? I suppose yon heard
all about what my brother did last
night?” she added cagerly.

“Yes, rather.”

“And don’t you think it was [right-
fully plucky of him?"”

“Oh, yest” .

Myra sighed ecstatically, — Lacking
the qualities which distinguished her
dashing, debonair brother Clifford,
Myra was rather liable to bask in
Chifford’s limelight, and was never tired
of singing his praises,

“But Cliff alwars was a plucky lad,”
she said fondly. *“The things I've seen
that boy do! And fancy, you know,
that awful cad Ralph Lawrence running
off, to let poor Cli!?carr_\.' out the rescue

Giddily hewsall on his own!”

The chums looked at each other.
Nobody replied to that.

“Chff told me all about it,” the
prefect went on, apparently not noticing
that awkward pause.  “ Ralph Lawrence
was with him when they saw the girl
screaming out of the buin& window.
‘Look!”  cri Cliff. ‘Come on,
Lawrence! We've got to help her I'—
and then while Chiff dashed into the
burning building. you know—without a
single thought of danger to himself—
Lawrence stood stupidly staring, and
then just slunk off.”

“Who did?” put in an unexpected
voice in her rear. B

“Eh, what? Oh!” Myra frowned as
she twisted round. Babs & Co. started
as they saw, in the doorway, Marjorie—
Marjorie, looking pale, but with a fierce
light in her eyes. “I think ,)'ou'\'a got
those names wrong, Myra,” she said
quietly. “Ralph didn’t do any slinking
off. Iph, if you want to know, was
ithe boy who did the rescning, while
itﬂ\\:las your brother who did the slinking
off "

“Oh crumbs!” muttered Clara piiy-
ingly. *“Marjorie!”

Myra’s face flushed.

"l -rjorio, do vyou realise what you're
saying "

“1 do, Myra,” Marjorie said steadily.

“Cliff is my brother.”

Myra flned.
“You'll take that back !” she said.
“I'm sorry! won't I Marjorie

returned firmly.

The chums almost gasped. What was
this? Was this  Marjorie—their
Marjorie? =~ That gentle,  trouble-
avoiding chum  who ordinarily would
never have dreamt of defying authority ?

“Marjorie, take fifty lines!” Myra
blazed.  “You—you dare say things
about my brother.”

“You dare say things about my
cousin,” Marjorie answered spiritedly.

“Take a hundred lines!”

“Thank you.”

Myra glared again. But Marjorie
stood very erect, very proud. She
stepped back as Myra, with a furious
scowl, strode out of the study.

“ Marjorie !1” Babs cried anxicusly.

Marjorie sunk into a chair.

“Marjorie, old_girl, what's the
matter 7 Clara asked apprehensively.

*Nothing | Marjorie said, in a thin
voice, "

“But fancy getting yoursell into a
row because of—"
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Something in the look Alarjorie
turned on her studymate caused that
eentence to finish in thin air.

“1f,” Marjorie said, “you are going
to talk about Ralph, please don’t. I

believe in him. lease, please don’t
worry e, lara,” she added
besecchingly.

They didn’t worry her. Clara and
Marjorie, who shared Study No. 7

with Janet Jordan, were staying to tea,
s0 they bustled about getting the meal.
Marjorie, contrary to her usual custom,
did not help. She did not speak.
Looking rather tragically forlorn she
sat in the chair, her big brooding eyes
fixed upon the fireplace. Now and
again she rather worriedly sighed.

The meal which followed was no more
cheerful than its preparation. There
was no common ground for talk. While
Babs & Co. could admire Marjorie’s
support of her cousin, they could not
help bLut feel that she was fighting in
o wrong canse: they eould not help but
feel—indignantly—that Ralph Lawrence
did not deserve such splendid loyaliy.

There came a knock at the door.
Miss Charmant, the pretty mistress of
the Fourth, came in. She glanced
rather queerly at Marjorie.

*“Marjorie, will you go to Miss Prim-
rosc’s study ?” she asked. “Barbara!”

“Yes, Miss Charmant ?”

“You were at Friardale School this
afternoon, weren't you? Will you go
along, too?”

Babs, sensing further trouble, rose.
With Marjorie she went out. Just
before they reached the headmisiress’
study Babs paused. She laid a hand on
her chum’s arm.

“Marjorie, old
tered,

Marjorie tnrned to look at her.

“DMarjorie,” Babs said softly. * please
—please don't upset yourself! It's
really not worth upsetting yourself
about. No, Marjie, don’t look at me
like that! I know what vou're think-
ing, and—and—well, T don’t care a dash
about Ralph, but I do care about you,
old thing !”

Marjorie smiled—a soft, quivering
smile. She said no word, but, with a
little gulp in her throat, gently took
Babs’ arm. They were at the door of
the Head’s study then, and, in answer
to Babs' knock, Miss Primrose’'s voice
bade them “Come in!” Theyv entered.

And Marjorie stiffened.

There were four people in the study.
Oune was Miss Primrose, looking a little
worried; the others were Dr. Barry-
more, the Friardale headmaster, Mr.

thing——"" she mut-

Soutar, and the handsome Clifford
Brownlow. All eyes fastened upon the

two girls.

“Marjorie,” Miss Primrose said
gently, “1 want to ask you a question.
1t concerns your cousin, Ralph Law-
rence. Have you seen him since he left
school 1”7

Marjorie bit her lip. For an instant
she hesitated; then she braced her
shoulders.

“Yes1”

“And perhaps,” Miss Primrose sug-
gested, “you know where he is now 1"

Marjorie did not reply.

** Marjorie i

“T'm sorry I” Marjorie turned a little
paler, but she did not flinch. “Must—
must I answer that question, Miss Prim-
yose 7

“1 hope,” Dr. Barrymore said, “that
you will, Marjorie. Ralph Lawrence
must be immediately found. Perhaps
you do mnot know what has hap-
pened——"

“1 do.”” Marjorie looked directly at
Clifford Brownlow, and there was scorn

m her eyes. “ And—and if be is found,
what is going to happen to him%”

“He will be expelled!” Dr. Barry-
more said firmly.

A silence. Marjorie flinched. Babs,
drawing nearer to her, touched her
hand.

“Marjorie, where i3 Ralph Law-
rence 7 Miss Primrose asked sternly.

“I'm sorry,” Marjorie said. “I—I
cannot tell you!”

“Marjorie! You refuse to answer

“Yes I

A death-like silence. Babs took an
anxious step forward.

“Miss Primrose—"

“ Barbara, please speak when you are
spoken to !” Miss Primrose said angrily.
“Marjorie, I admire your loyaliy to
ryour cousin; but do you not see, my
girl, that you are only prolonging the
mevitable? Sooner or later Lawrence
must be found.”

2]

GLIFF HOUSE PETS

No. 1
Bridget O'Toole's

ANDY

RATHER wistful and winsome little
chap is Andy, who is the monkey
so dear to the heart of Bridget

0'Toole of the Fourth. How old he is,
what his pedigree is not even his adoring
mistress knows, for Andy was a full-
grown member of his species when
Bridget two years ago bought him from
an Indian beggar in a Liverpool street.

If Bridget has never regretted that
purchiase, many other Cliff House girls
have, for Andy, despite his innocent and
wistful expression, is full of tricks and
has been the cause of several excite-
ments at Cliff House School. Andy also
has an unusual taste in delicacies, his
favourite Leing flour!

In connection with this,
rather good story to tell.

Not long ago Andy escaped—a by no
means unusual happening, for Andy is
always escaping. This time, however,
Bridget was plunged into deepest grief,
for it certainly seemed, after two days’
absence, that Andy had gone for ever!

It seems strange, looking back, that no
one connected Andy's disappearance with
the weird things which began to happen
at Clff House. For suddenly, it seemed,
CHLff House became peopled with ghosts!

Scared girls gathered to relate the
tappings of ghostly fingers upon window-
panes and doors.  Several times in the
middle of the night whole dormitories
were awakened by most ghostly cries.
Shortly afterwards, Joan Carson of the
Lower Fifth vowed that she saw a white
shadowy form floating in midair in the
Fifth Form dormitory.

It was Jemima Carstairs who finally
golved the mystery. Jemima discovered
certain traces of flour on the electric

there is g

By Hilda Richards 7

affecis the malter. But, as you ask—
ves, though I cannot see Brownlow in
such a dreadful predicament as your
cousin scems to have got himself in.
Please, Marjorie, understand this.
Lawrence is not being expelled for
one offence; he is being expelled for a

whole series. IFor weeks now—ever
since the arrival of Mr. Soutar in the
echool, in fact—Lawrence has been

showing unmistakable signs of his old
bad habits.”

“That is so0,” Mr. Soutar smoothly
podded.

“I have veceived nothing but com-
plaints,” Dr. Barrymore went on.
“Many times I have had occasion to
take Lawrence to task. Last night,”
ne added, “le broke bounds.”

Marjorie's eves flashed.

“And do you know what he broke
bounds for

pendants of the Fifth Form dormitory;
Jemima also discovered that Mrs. Carey,

the housekeeper, was unaccountably
perplexed over the sad mess which was
being made of the cook’s flour-bin each
night!

So Jimmy set hersell to watch that
flour-bin and neatly trapped Andy, who,
not content with wusing his bhands,
climbed inside the flour-bin and fairly
grovelled .there. Thus, white-handed,
rather than red-handed, was Andy
caught!

But the school has also cause to be
grateful to Andy, for it was he who, in
oune of his innumerable escapes, rung the
fire-alarm bell when the fire started in
the School Laboratory. And it was
Andy, too, who succeeded in bringing to
light a gold cup which ClLif House lost
during the War. For Andy, in climbing
the hollow oak near the Clock Tower fell
into the trunk—and that was what he
found at the bottom!

So perhaps it is understandable why
Bridget is so proud of him; and Clift
House, if it looks upon his presence
with suspicion, cannot bring itself to
banish him to some place where he is
likely to create less mischief!

“Then in that case,” Marjorie replied,
with unbending resolution, *“I prefer he
was found not because of me! Oh,
please,” she suddenly broke out—
“please listen to me! Ralph hasn't had
a chance, I tell you! Because Ralph
was expelled from his last school, every-
body thinks he's a cad! Everybody
labels him the Black Bheep, and just
goes looking for faults! Dr. Barry-
more, may 1 ask yvou a question 7”

“Mar——" Miss Primrose protested;
but Dr. Barrymore good-humouredly
gestured with his hand.

“Well, Marjorie,” he added,
may. What is it?”

“If it had been another boy—if it had
been Clifford Brownlow, for instance—
would you have expelled him?” Mar-
jorie demanded.

“Really. Marjorie, I do not see that

€

you

“He refused to say.”

“Then,” Marjorie said, “I will tell
you that. He broke bounds to post a
letter for me. I gave him the letter
yesterday. He was on his way to post
it when Mr. Soutar met him and
ordered him back to school. As the
letter was important, and had to arrive
first thing this morning, Ralph broke
bounds to catch the night mail at Court-
field Station. Is that a very serious
offence 7"

“Marjorie !” muttered Babs.

“The fact remains,” Dr. Barrymore
said, “hLe broke bounds. Apart from
that, he behaved in a way which is
discreditable to the school by leaving
another boy to rescue a girl from a
blazing house. That, of course, is not
a matter for school discipline, but it is
4 matter which rather reflects upon the
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school, and because of it he earned him-
self the mame of coward.” G

“But,” Marjorie said fiercely, “if it
hadn’t been for that he wouldn't have
rowed with Mr. Soutar, would he? He
wouldn’t have kit Clifford Brownlow in
Mr. Soutar’s study, and shut Mr.
Soutar in while he walked away?” -

“ wdl. nu »

“ And if those things hadu't happened
he wouldn’t have been expelled i”

“Well, no; I—I suppose not,” Dr.
Barrymore sqmd. “ At the same time,
drew a deep
breath; firmly she faced the headmaster
—"he didn’t behave like a coward.
The coward,” she cried, and pointed at
Clifford Brownlow, “is there! And I'm
not going to tell you where Ralph is!
I wouldn’t tell you where he is even if
I were going to be expelled for it1 I—
I—" And then, suddenly quivering,
she broke down. She burst into a storn
of tears., “I—I—I—— Oh, please—
please let me go !”

“ Marjorie, will‘lyou answer i

““No !” sobbed Marjoric. -

Miss Primrose’s face hardened. Dr.
Barrymore . shifted uncomfortably.
Clifford  Brownlow sadly shook - his

head. Only Mr. Soutar scemed un-
moved.
“Barbara, take her away!” Miss
Il’rimmse ordered. “I will talk to her
ater.”

Gently Babs put her arm round her
chum’s shaking shoulders. With a lump
in her throat, she led Marjorie away.
Poor old Marjorie! What a brick she
was! Gently she led her into Study
No. 7, which was empty. And there
Marjorie, sinking into a chair, sobbed
again. Babs hovered around her.

“Marjorie—"

“ Please—please let me alone !” Mar-
jorie appealed. * Please, Babs!”

“But look here, old thing—"

“Please !” Marjorie cried,
frantically.

And Babs, with a sigh, left her alone.
Back she went to her own study. There,
while her chums listened, she told them
all that had happened. Clara pulled
down her lip.

“0Oh, what a chump—what a silly old
chump she is!” she cried. “Babs, she’ll
just go and worry herself over that
rotter!| Poor Marjorie! And poor old
Clifford, too! It must be rotten for
such a splendid sport to have all this
fuss and Marjorie acensing him "

Which, in fact, rather summed up the
feelings of the whole Co. at that
moment. They had yet to discover the

almost

sort of beoy Clifford Brownlow really-

was |
———

T
I ing for the chums, that

which followed. It was

by no means a_happy
Barrymore, Mr. Soutar, and Clifford
Brownlow had gone, Miss Primrose had
some rather hard things to say to Mar-
carlier defiance, she was gated for the
following afternoon.

Marjorie winced at that; but her faith
of aloof pride, Marjorie made her
appearance in the Common-room that
night, saying little to anyone. It was

Just the Faintest Hope !
(_ wasg not a happy even-
£
R evening for Marjorie
Hazeldene. For when Dr.
jorie about her manner to her visitors,
and since Marjorie still persisted in her
in her cousin was still unshatterable.
Very quietly, but with an oddly stiff air
the same' in the dormitory.
But in the morning,

long before

rising-bell, Marjorie Hazeldene was
awake. While every other girl in' the
room slept, she hastily donned her
clothes. Unseen, she flitted from the
dormitory. Through the tradesmen’s
entrance she disappeared into Friardale
Lane, and, running and walking by
turns, finally came in sight of Mpyrile
Cottage. She paused as she neared it,
looking back. . g

But the road, at that caily hour of ilie
morning, was deserted. .

Marjorie gulped a little. Quickly she
pushecf open the little gate. A fragrant
garden lay befare her; beyoud it the
little thatched roofed cottage, smoke
spiralling from its single chimmney. The
door of the cottage was already open,
and Marjorie, tiptoeing up to it,
knocked on the door, and went in, An
old man—a very, very old man, whose
lined, gentle old face was covered with
a growth of beard—craned round from
the fire.

“Why, Miss Marjorie ! he said,

“Grandpa,” Marjorie
Ralph up #”

“Ay, Ralph is up,” the old man
nodded. “And looking a sight betier,
Aliss Marjorie, than when you brought
him in yesterday. You'll find him in the
back garden.” .

Marjorie smiled. Dear old Grandpa
Crawley—though, to be sure, he was no
real relation of hers, only a very good
friend whom she and Babs & Co. had
once helped.

. “And—and nobody’s inquired ?” Mar-
jorie breathed.

“No, nobody, Miss Marjorie.”

Marjorie smiled again. Grandma
Crawley, she guessed, who was not
enjoying the best of health lately, must
still be in bed. In the garden, leaning
casnally on a stick, Ralph, her cousin,
was coniemplating a rose-bush. He
wheeled cagerly as she came up.

“Marjie !”

“Ralph !”

They clasped hands.

“Ralph, how is the ankle?”

“Not bad; not bad. I can hobble
about, as vou see. Old grandma—what
a sweet old thing she is, Marjie !—says
that I've twisted a bone or something,
and that it'll take about a week to
heal. But, Marjie,” he added seriously,

“Yes, Ralph?”

“8it here—on the seat. 1 want: to
talk to you.” The boy's face took on
rather a dogged look. *“ You know, old
kid, I love you for all this—what you're
doing for e, your belief in me, and
all that. I can tell you, it makes it no
end brighter for a chap. But it’s not
going on, Marjie. I want you to under-
stand that. I'm not stopping here a
week, sponging on these old people and
you. It’s up to me to get a job.”

“Ralph, you ought to go back to
school."”

“To give Soutar and Brownlow the
pleasure of getting me kicked out? No
thanks, Marjie !”

“Ralph, please listen to me!” Mar-
jorie placed a hand upon his sleeve.
“There's no question of you going back
to get kicked out. I don't mean,” she
added, “that you're going back now.
But, Ralph, please!” she begged
earnestly. “I don’t want them to go on
thinking at Friardale that vou're just a
coward. Somehow, Ralph, we've got to
prove—we've just got to prove—that
Brownlow told the lie. If that could be
proved there'd be no question of you
ever geiting expelled.”

Lawrence’s face grew moody. He

“But what

shrugged.
possible chance is there, old girl? I've

cried,  *is

“Well, I agree,” he said.
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told the truth, but, of course, seeing it's
me, they just don’t believe it.”

“Ralph, tell me again—everything
that did happen,” Marjorie insisted, and
then started as her eves fell upon his
wrist. *“Ralph, what have you done to
your wrist ¥ she eried.

“Oh, that!” The boy laughed, as he
regarded the . inch-long scar which
showed just above the wrist-bone. *1
guess ‘1 must h_a.\'e got that at the same
time ;Joc this,” he said, raising his
damaged foot. “Don’t fuss, old Marjie;
it doesn’t hurt—not a bit. What was it
you were saying? Oh, yes! About what
exactly did happen,”

“Yes,” Marjorie said.

“Well, nothing much. I told you last
night. I got to the station and posted
vour letter, just as a train _came in.
Brownlow got off the train, with some
varn about being delayed. I wasn't keen
on the idea of keeping him company,
but seeing that we were two fellows ont
together, and bound for the same
destination, it would have been rather
idiotic not to walk back together. Then,
Jjust outside Friardale, we saw this house
on fire. The fire had got a good haold
then, and there was pot a soul in
sight.”

*“Yes,” Marjorie said, siill staving at
the scar on his wrist,

“Of course, we both ran towards it.
Then we saw the girl at the upstairs
window. Naturally we couldn’t leave
her roasting there. 1 called Brownlow
o help and dashed into the building.
Brownlow didn't come. When I was
half-way up the stairs I looked back,
and the coward was standing in the
door absolutely green with fright.”

Marjorie’s lips set.

“And then?”

“I found the room. The poor girl, by
that time, was unconscious. The floor
and the door—the very windows—were
in flames. I grabbed her up. Somehow
I fought my way back down the stairs.
I reached the street. I looked for
Brownlow, and "—the boy’s lips eurled
bitterly—"“there was Brownlow, stum-
bling away fifty yards along the road.”

Marjorie’s face became grim.

“I called him back. He came. Mind
you, all this time nobody clse had come
on to the scene. It was about hali-pasc
iwelve then, and the house was a gool
half-mile from the next. I wasn’t hurt
much, but the kiddie was in a pretty bad
state, and as Brownlow was in a biue
funk, I told him to look after her while
I buzzed off and feiched help. 1 rushed
off to get Dr. Longmore, who lived close
by. Longmore was out—called away on
some urgent case. Nothing to do then
but to return and do the best we eould
for the kiddie—"

Marjorie nodded.

“And then—well, I told you. My
luck, as usnal, was just dead out. Fate
was on Brownlow’s side. Running
back along the dark road, I tripped
over something, banged my napper,
and knocked myself out. I came to
goodness knows how long after. I wens
to the fire to find a crowd there, the
house practically burnt out, and Brown-
low and the kiddie gone. Nothing for
it then but to make my way back to
school. I did. And then, of course, I
heard the yam.”

“Which was—" Marjorie asked.

“Apparently, while Brownlow ‘was
minding the Eid, Mr. Soutar had come
cycling up the road. Soutar jumped
to the conclusion at once that Brownlow
had done the rescue stuff, becanse, yon
see, Brownlow didn't mention me
then.

“Tt was later, when Soutar found my
cap on the scene and Brownlow was
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already established as the hero of the
piece, that he had to account for my

resence on the scene. And that "—
sitterly—“1s how he accounted for it—
by saying that while he rushed in to do
noble rescue stuff, I had funked it and
run away. And, naturally” Lawrence
added, with a cynical smile, “the varn
was borne out” later when I ambled in
about half-past two.”

There was silence. Marjorie’s grey
eyes were soft. Tenderly she looked up
at her cousin's brooding face; then
very, very gently she reached for his

injured wrist and picked it up. Then
she started.

“Ralph, that’s a burn,” she said
quickly. **And, Ralph, where is your

wrist-watch #’ she added.

“Lost it,” Lawrence answered.

““Where 1"’

“1 don’t know. On the night of the
fire, I guess. 'Nother slice of my usnal
Inck,” he said wryly, and shrugged his
shoulders. “But why the excitement?”

“Ralph, listen!” Marjorie’s face was
working suddenly. Her eyes were
glistening. *“ Supposing,” she breathec
—“supposing you lost that wrist-waich
at the same time you got this burn?
Ralph, please try to remember. Think
back to the rescue. Do you remember
getting this burn during that time?

b’

He glanced at her queerly.

“I don’t see—""

“Ralph, please, think!”

“Well—"” His brow wrinkled for a
moment. Then he nodded. “ By Jove,
ves, I—I do remember something now !
I told you the room I rescued the kid
from was practically in flames? 1
remember as I barged through the
door that the key was in it—and the
key was practically red hot. I seem to
remember hitting my wrist against the
key, because my wrist-watch strap got
entangled in it. By Jove, ves, I do
remember it now !” he added, his own
face lighting up. “It all comes back.
But”—with a sudden hopeless shrug—
“why worry about it, Marjie? I can
get another watch.”

Marjorie, to his astonishment, laughed
excitedly.

“Never mind the watch,” she said—
“pnever mind. Ralph, don’t you see,
you old silly—oh, don’t you see—if you
left your walch in that room it must
still be among the ruins of the build-
ing—"

“Well 1

“Well, won't that prove,” Marjorie
said triumphantly, “that Brownlow is
Iying? Won’t it just prove, if the watch
can only be found, that you were
there? Oh, I know it sounds wild—
but, Ralph, it's a clue! Find the watch
and it clears you. There's just one
snag, though,” she added thoughtfully.

“That the watch might have melted ?”
Lawrence asked. “Shouldn’t worry
about it too much, Marjorie.”

“ But,” Marjorie said, “there’s still a
chance. Silver doesn’'t melt as casily as
all that. In any case, it's worth while
looking for and. Ralph, I'm going to
look for it. No "—she rose to her feet
as the boy shook his head—"“1 mean it.
You can’t do anything for vourself,
crocked as you are. Leave it to me.”

For Her Chum's Sake!

111 OU really think,
Babs, that Marjie
knows whore
Ralph  Lawrence

is ?”

The question came from
Clara Trevlyn—a rather worried and
depressed-looking  Clara, despite the
fact that she was dressed in her tennis

outfit, and was 1idly swinging her
favourite racket while she waited for
the doubles match in progress on

Junior Side to finish, s¢ that she could
take her turn in a singles with Barbara
Redfern.

And, despite her interest in tennis—
an interest greater than ever, in’ view
of the tournament against the Friardale
boys—her eyes were not upon the
courts. They were fixed rather
anxiously and somewhat pityingly upon
the window of the detention-room,
glinting in the light of the afterncon
sun two hundred yards away.

Babs, only one degree less serious
than her chum, nodded her head.

“Bure of it,” she said.

“You think she went to see him
before assembly this morning 27

“Yes,” Babs said.

Clara frowned. For gentle Marjorie
Iazeldene, so directly her opposite in
character, she had a greater affection
than for any other girl in the school.
It worried Clara to seo Marjorie wor-
ried. It alarmed Clara to notice the

AS she heard Miss Bullivant enter the

room, Clara Trevlyn bent lower
over the desk. She was hoping against
hope that the mistress would just
glance at her back view and go out
again. For Marjorie had broken deten-
tion, and Clara, to shield her chum,
was taking her place.

change that had come over her since

vesterday. It rattled Clara that
Marjorie should be running risks for
that good-for-nothing cousin of hers.

And it angered her now to feel that
while a glorious sun shone above,
while the tennis practice which Mar-
jorie so badly needed to improve her
game could have been hers, Marjorie
was detained in a stuffy class-room
—and - all because of her faith in her
black sheep cousin

“Babs, what c#h we do about it?”
she asked.

Barbara shrugged.

“Well, what?” she asked. “I wish
we could do something. But the fact
remains—Marjorie has faith in Ralph
Lawrence. She believes Mind
vour racket!” she cried, as Clara, rest-
lessly tarning, accidentally swung it
against the pillar of the pavilion steps,
“ And Oh, golly me, you've broken
one of the strings!”

Clara stared at the racket. She
stared rucfully, But what Babs said
was true. The string, catching against
a nail, unseen before, had snapped.

“And that,” she grumbled exasper-
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atedly, “was the one Miss Charmant
swapped me. Oh, fiddlesticks! Keep
the court clear, will you, Babs? I'll
rush off and borrow another.”

“Tough luck !” Babs sympathised, as
the Tomboy strode away.

Clara, however, was not worrying
about the racket. She was thinking
still of Marjorie—Marjorie her chum.

She paused as she reached Big Hall.
cool ahd untenanted on this glorious

afternoon. Then, obeving a sudden im-
pulse, sho marched off towards the
detention-room. Poor old Marjie, It

would cheer her up if someone had a
word with her!

As was usual in such cireumstances,
the door was locked. But the key was
on the outside of the lock, and Clara.
with a swift glance to right and left,
coftly turned it. With a smile on her
face she stepped into the room.

“Marjic " she began.

And stopped, started, stared.

For although Marjorie’s books were
on her desk, of Marjorie herself there
was no sign.

i

Clara blinked at the open window,
Marjorie had broken out of detention
—Marjorie, of all people!

And then guddenly she jumped as she
heard a footstep in the corridor.

She knew that footstep. Ti belonged
to Miss Bullivant, duty mistress for the
day. Miss Bullivant at all times took
her duties scriously, and there was
litile doubt that she was on the way to
the class-room, just to make sure that
Marjorie was still at work.

For a moment Clara paused. Then
she swiftly slipped into Marjorie's
seat, and, bending her head and grab-
bing up a pen, began to write furi-
ously. There was just the slim chance
that if Miss Bullivant saw a girl sit-
ting in Marjorie's desk, working furi-

ously, she might pass on without a
second glance,

And ihat indeed was what Miss
Bullivant possibly would have done,

had not the mrstress been surprised ai
discovering the door which she had
carefully lecked, unfastened when she
tried it, Even at first glance she did
not recognise Clara.
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“Marjorie " she =aid, coming into
the room.

Clara, writing feverishly, hoped she
was creating the impression that she
was too absorbed even to hear.

“Marjorie,” Miss Bullivant said
again—"Marjorie, how comes the
door—""  She jumped. *Well, I—-I
never I"* she cried. “It is not Mar-
jorie! Clara—" ¢

Hopelessly Clara threw down her
pen. Miss Bullivant’s face was very
angry.

“Clara, what are you doing here?”

“Oh crumbs! You—you see,”” Clara
stuttered feebly—** you—yon sce, Miss
Bull-Bullivant—"

“I certainly do not see! Where is
Marjorie? What are you doing in her
place?”

“Well, I—1 thought perhaps that—
that if the detention was done, it—it
wouldn't matter,” Clara said weakly.
“You see—"

“Clara, do not persist in repeating
‘you sce.” And do not be so astound-
ingly - foolish, girl, as to imagine for
one moment that I would allow you
to do a detention belofiging to another
girl, although,” she ed grimly,
“since you scem so fond of detentions,
vou may stop now for the rest of the
afternoon. Where is Marjorie?”

“J—I don’t know. I just looked in
io sce how she was getting on, - you
know, and—and then I heard you com-
ing, and—and so——"

“And so, to save her from being
found out, you took her place!” Miss
Bullivant’s lips came together. “That
may be a loyal example of irie_ndshi;‘).
Clara, but it is_definitely against a
school rules. You will remain here
now until half-past four. Meantime,
I shall report Marjorie to Miss Prim-
vose !”’ .

And Miss Bullivant swept ont of the
room, turning the key in the lock out-
side with an almost vicious twist.

Clara, with a glance toward the
window, and another glance at the
tennis racket, which lay by her side,
shook her head.

“Poor old Marjorie!” she sighed
anxiously. “Now she'll get it in the
neck with a vengeance. Where—oh,
where, is the silly chump?”

M.\B!omz, AT that moment, was two
miles away from Chff House
School, She was, as a matter of fact,
cycling along the trackway that led
through Friardale Woods.

Marjorie, who had probably never
schemed to break a rule before, had
carefully worked her plans for this
afternoon.  Hiding her cycle during
the morning in the woods, she had
broken detention, and was now on her
way to the ruins of the burned out-
house.  She had taken the track
through the woods, beeause, on that
little-frequented way, she was less
likely to meet a mistress or a prefect.

With her head bent as she struggled
against a strong wind, Marjorie did
not see the figure which came into
view over the crest of the hill; did not
see the boy who, wearing the cap of
Friardale Boys’® School, suddenly
paused and stared at her.

Not until, gasping, she had almost
reached the summit of the hill, did she
become aware of him. And then she
started, turned, wobbled, and dis-
mounted as she found herself staring
into the handsome features of Clifford
Brownlow. -

“Well, well,” Brownlow said, and
mockingly raised his cap. “I declare!

.ruin was dangerous.

My dear enemy of Chiff House! And
just,” he added, “as 1 was thinking
about vou, and that gallant cousin of
yours I

Marjoriec regarded him with con-
tempt.
“Thank you! I don't think I'll

stop; I'm in a hurry,” she said.

#*0Oh, Marjorie!” The boy's face
twisted into a mocking smile. *“Wh
he so anxious to leave me,”” he pleaded,
“when I've been dying—oh. no end 1—
to have a quiet chat with you? Now,
about Ralph Lawrence—"

“Need we discuss Ralph Lawrenee ?"
Marjorie asked frigidly. “You've
bluffed everybody clse, but you haven't
bluffed me. We won't talk about
Ralph.”’

“QOh, please!” DBrownlow’s tone was
insincerely earnest. “You know, dear
Marjorie, that he’s a truant from the
school. You know that he’s wanted—
oh, so ] I was wondering—yes,
and I really do think you could give
me a clue—if you knew where he was.”

Marjorie’s eyes glinted. ]

“Let me pass.’”

1 Answer me first, please !’

“Then,” Marjorie said; and her
hands clenched, “here’s the answer.
I'll give you the clue to where Ralph
Lawrence is fast enough—but net yet.
Not until,”” she added, “I've proved
the charge you have brought against
him is false. Not until I've proved
that it was von, and not Ralph, who
was the coward last night!*’

Brownlow’s eyes narrowed.
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“And, of course "—sneeringly—"you
can prove that?” »

“You'll sece!”’ Marjorie cried; and,
with heightened colour, push her
cyele past him, and mounted again.

She did not look back. Anxious
to get away from the sneering senior
of Friardale, she did not see the in-
tent gaze with which he followed her
slim figure as she topped the rise.

Nor did she notice that he slowly
followed her, and, standing on the top
of the hill himself, thoughtfully fo}-
lowed her progress with his eyes as
she left the path, eycling along the
road on which the burned-out ruin
of the house was situaied.

The house, as Lawrence had said,
was almost completely gutted. En-
closed n its roofless walls was piled
a mass of twisted beams, loose brick-
work, and black dgpris. Even from
Clifiord Brownlow’s vantage point, the
little puffs of dust that suddenly arose
here and there, telling of the falling
of loose bricks into the fine ash, could
clearly be seen.

Brownlow's face puckered into a
frown. = There was uneasiness in his
expression, too. Marjorie had seemed
s0o determined, so fierce, so uiterly
sure of herself, that he was disturbed.

He watched as Marjorie reached the
ruins. He saw her park her cycle
against the post of a mnotice which,
though unrcadable from this distance,
he knew to bear a warning that the
He saw her dive
winder the wire fence which had been
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erected round the remains of the house,
and disappear.

The cxpression of uneasiness tempered
with a little fear increased in his hand-
some features.

The walls of the ruin had swallowed
Marjorie now. No one eclse was in
sight, however. With a sudden smile
on his face, Clifford Brownlow walked
down the track which Marjorie had

taken. In ten minutes he had come
abreast of the house. By Marjoric’s
leaning bicycle he stood, peering

through a hole in the wall. He saw
Mavrjorie desperately searching among
the ash and debris. He heard her fret-
ful mutter:

“Oh, it must be here—it must 1"

For a moment Brownlow paused.
For a moment it seemed that he would
move forward. Then, looking up ac
the notice which said “Danger! Keep
awayv,” he hesitated, and a delicate
shudder shook his frame as he heard
the fall of debris on the farther side of
the ruin. - Marjorie, unheeding danger,
her hands grimed with ash, did not
seem fto notice.

Then suddenly a grin lit up Brown-
low’s face. With a soft chuckle, he
drew Marjorie's bicycle away from the
post, with another chuckle, mounted it,
and went cycling off down the road.
Still Marjorie, frantically and anxiously
searching for the lost watch of Ralph
Lawrence, did not notice. 8till she was
intent.

Tt was perhaps an hour later when she
came to herself. She looked at her own
watch and gave a jump. ness
gracious! It was four o'clock! 8he
would have to fly—simply fly—to get
back in time before the detention class
closed. Success, despite her diligence,
had not rvewarded her efforts, but still
sha was not without hope. Hurriedly
she scrambled out of the ruin, and
dashed towards the danger post. And
then she stopped.

Her cycle had gone!

Marjorie’s face turned white, B

“ Some-somebody must have taken it !*
she cried.

In vain she searched round the ruins.
Her eyes were full of despair then.
Nothing for it but to walk back. But
walking back meant a stretch of three
miles. Three miles meant the best part
of an hour, and the detention class
would be dismissed in twenty minutes,

Desperately she set off. Who could
have taken her bicycle? Through the
woods she went, someiimes running,
sometimes walking.

Three-quarters of an hour later she
burst through the woods into Friardale
Lane, and then jumped again as she
saw propped up against a tree a cycle.
1t was her own!

Not usually was Marjorie suspicions,
but the obvious removal of her machine
from one spot {o another which she
would have to pass on her return
journey ade her think,

A momentary picture of the face of
Cliffiord Brownlow floated before her
eyes,

Rather grimly she set her lips. I it
had been Brownlow’s plan to make her
late, then he had succeeded without a
shadow of doubt. Anxiously she caught
up her cycle, anxiously wheeled it on
to the road, and rode the short distance
to the gates of Cliff House School. And
then she stopped as Myra Brownlow
confronted her.

“Marjorie, where have you been?”
demanded the prefect.

Marjorie did not rePly.

“Marjorie!” Mpyra’s checks flushed.
“How dare you refuse to answer a pre-
feet when I ask yon a question! I
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suppose you are aware that Miss Bulli-
vant is looking for you, and that you
are to report to her? Where have you
been

Marjorie’s face paled a litile. Very
elraightly she looked the prefect in the
eves.

"“Why not ask your brother?”
asked quietly.

i ""(,‘lil'l'ortl'.’ What has he to do with
it?

“A lot!” Marjorie was quivering
now. *“If it hadn’t been for his nasty
trick in taking my bicyele, T should
have been back on time. He knows.
He must have watched me. While 1
was busy he removed my cycle and left
me to walk back.”

“Marjorie, how dare—

“It's true 1”

“Why, you—"

And Myra, furious at hearing her
idolised brother so scornfully accused,
made a step forward. What she in-
tended to do perhaps even Myra did
not know, but the action put Marjorie
on the defensive at once.

She shrank back as if from a threat-
ened blow, and, in shrinking, accident-
ally swivelled her machine with her.
Myra ntfered- a sharp cry as she
stumbled into the bieycle, catching her
knee against the spokes of the wheel
She gave a shout.

che

“Marjorie, vou little cat—"
And, in agony clutched her knee, just
as Miss  Bullivant, emerging from

behind one of the old elms on the drive,
rusiled on to the scene

“Marjorie!” she exclaimed. “How
dare you, girl! You deliberately
pushed your bicycle at Myra!” And
Miss Bullivant honestly thought she
had.

“JI—1 didu’'t!” panted Marjoric.

“Dan’t argue!” snapped the misiress.
“In any case, put that machine away.
Come with me. 1 really do not under-
stand what has happened to you, Mar-
jorie; but T am going to see, once and
for all, that this streak of defiance in
vour mature is curbed. This afternoon
vou deliberately broke detention. Not
only have you broken detention, but you
have the impertinence to turn up late,
and insult and injure a prefect. There
can be but one punishment for that,
Marjorie Hazeldene, You will spend
the night in the punishment-room !”

Marjorie’s face paled.

“But, Miss Bullivant—"

“ And, unless,” Miss Bullivant rasped,
“von make it your business to obey the
school rules with the rest of the girls, T
shall recommend your expulsion! Now
put that cycle away and report imme-
diately to my study !”

Marjorie Goes Too Far!

{3 ARJORIE !”
Marjorie Hazel-

dene, drifring
miserably back to
school after putting her
cycle in the shed, looked up
as she saw Clara Trevlyn's tall form
hurrying towards her.
“Marjorie!” Clara came up. *“Mar-
jorie, old thing—— Oh, my hat! What
have you been doing? Where have you
been? Marjorie, I did my best o
“I know,” Marjorie smiled tenderly.
She had met Janet Jordan in the eycle-
shed, who had told her about Clara.
“Clara, it—it was awfully sporting of
you, but—— Oh, T wish you hadn’c
done it! I=I—" And then, remem-
bering Clara’s liking for Clifford
Brownlow, remembering the hopeless-
ness of trying to establish any case for

“I—I had

her cousin, she shut her lips.
to go out," she faltered. “1 had to—"

“To sce Ralph?” Clara questioned.

“No!”

“But it had something to do with
him #*

a“ !‘E’_:."

Clara heaved a sigh.

*“Marjorie, old thing,” she said
softly. “I don’t want to butt in. You
know I'd do anything for you at any
time, whether I agree with you or not.
But, old girl, you're scaring me stiff.
Nobody can understand what's come
over you. Marjorie, why—why not
leave Ralph to fight his own battles and
look after himself1”

Marjoric stiffened.

“Clara, I'm sorry, don't let’s talk
about it. I'm helping him. There's a
chance of proving his innocence—just
a slight chance—and I'm taking  it,
that's all. Good-bye, now."”

“Marjorie—" Clara faltered.

But Marjorie, with rather a defiant
toss of her fine head, had marched on.

Clara stopped, looking after her, still
amazed at this change in Marjorie, but
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don't know where Lawrence is—and I
don't jolly well care! But whether
Marjorie likes it or not, she's not seeing
him again.”

" Babs

“And
troubledly.

“We'll watch her. We'll cling to her.
We won't, not for a minute, let her out
of our sight,” Clara said grimly. “Oh,
she won't like it, of course. But it's
for her own good, and later on, per-
haps, she'll thank us for it. Keep her
from diving off to see that rotter—and
that's obviously what she's doing all
the time—and she just can’'t get into
trouble. And to-morrow—to-morrow
morning,” she added resclutely, *just
as soon as she's let out of the punish-
ment-room, we start.”

“But to-morrow morning we're play-
ing the second round in the tennis

how asked

tournament against Friardale, I guess,”

Leila Carroll i
“We'll take

stubbornly.

ut in,
er with us,” Clara said

¢ NOT until I've proved,” cried Marjorie, facing the sneering schoolboy,
‘‘ that it was you, and not Ralph, who was the coward last

night ! "'
*‘ you can prove that? "’

still most frightfullr worried. She
watched the trim form as it dis-
appeared up the steps. She was gtill
staring when Myra Brownlow limped

up.

“Well, jolly well serves her right!”
Myra said, with a spite aided by the
smarting pain of her knee. “ A night in
the punishment-rcom will bring her to
her senses, perhaps.”

“ Punishment-room "
starting.

But Myra only grunied, and limped

Clara bit her lip.

“Oh, my aunt!” she muttered.
“Marjoric—in the punishment-room!
And all because of that rotter Ralph!”

Angrily Clara went off. She gathered
the chums of the Fourith together in
Study No. 4.

“We're jolly well going to stop it!”
she cried. “It's no good keeping on
telling Marjie she's running her head
into a brick wall. We've just jolly well
got to make it our business to see she
doesn’t get inio further scrapes. I

Ylara  eried,

Brownlow’s eyes narrowed.
That was the point.

‘““ And of course,”” he sneered,
Could Marjorie prove it ?

And that, drastic remedy as it was,
was the plan decided upon.

Next morning when Marjorie, rather
pale, but still determined, was relcased
from punishment, it was to find Dabs,
Mabs, Clara, Leila and Janet Jordan
all awaiting her.

“Feel all right,
asked.

“Oh, _\(\:,"

“ Sleep well

“Y.yes,” Marjorie said unceriaiuly.

“Teel fit enough to come over to
Friardale and watch the tennis? You're
one of the tean, even if vou're not play-

Marjie?” Clara

ing, so you've got time off from
lessons.™

“Do—do you mcan come now 1"

“Certainly now!” Clara said
“We're waiting for you.”

“But—=but 1 can't come—not for a
little while,” Mavjorie cried. “I—I've
got to go somewhere. Please,” she
added, as she eaw the suddenly

(Continued on page 14)



HERE'S such an air of excitement in
your Patricia's family this weelk.
You see, another wedding is in
the air, ’
I think I have told you that my small

;:{mthl;c: Heath—whose full name iﬂ
eatherington—goes to a very smal
dancing class once a week, Thisyclasa is
held by a charming woman who was once
on the stage, a Madame Chatmain—
though mother says her name is actually
Mrs. Green.

Now, Madame Charmain has a very
pretty assistant named Miss Phyllis, and
it is Miss Phyllis who is going {0 be marri
very soon.

So this is where young Heath comes in.
Miss Phyllis is choosing her own sisters
and cousin as bridesmaids, but says she
would love to have her young pupil, Heath,
3;; the one and only * page  at the wed-

mg.

l\%othor. of course, is delighted at the
idea of her baby boy playing such an
important part. Heath himself wasn’t
so impressed at first.

“ T don’t think I like being a page,” he
said. * Not by myself: B

But after explaining that he would have
a glorious ride in an enormous car to the
church and ecould actually have some
shoes with silvery buckles on, he cheered
up enormously.

** But I wish it was a real train I has to
carry,” he finished rather regretfully.

@ In American-ese

I wonder which type of film you enjoy
seeing most ?

Do you like them sweet, or thrilling, or
tough—or musical ?

I confess to a liking for all sorts—
except perhaps ‘“ musicals,” providing
the story is really good.

Mother will complain about the * weird
expressions uged in American films,
particularly the * gangster © and news.
paper types.

Now, I'm sure von know lots of Ameri-
can expressions which you have picked up
from the films. But just try translating
this next paragraph, as a test of your
knowledge.

“ Any cabbage head knows you can’t
catch the larks by being in cahoots with
hoodlums even for a C note every day,
because there is always the danger of
passing in your checks unexpectedly.”

I showed the paragraph to mother, and
she said ghe'd just as soon read Hine
dustani.

What do you make of it ?

You'll gee I've given a ** translation
at the bottom of the page—so that youn
can test your skill,

.. OUT: OF
HOURS
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** Patricia always seems so undersianding, somehow.”
That is what hundreds of schoolgirls say about her.
And that, perhaps, is the secret of her popularity with
You love to hear about ** The Family.”
You love her sense of humour, her -gift of being wise
' But aboveall, you like
to think she understands all schoolgirl problems—and
all schoolgirl fun.

being ** preachy.’

® With Lace Insertion

Don’t you love those pretty summery
frocks that have the ** panties” to
match ?

Even big schoolgirls are wearing them
these days, and I think it’s such a good
idea.

But, of course, you may not have a
pair to match every frock, so you will
probably be wearing
Just plain, surnmery
“Eknicks™ under
your frocks now that
warm days are here,
"If you have a
favourite pair that
has grown a little
tight since last
summer holiday,
don’t be too de-
pressed, you can
very easily give
them extra roomi-
ness. Z

Buy—or produce
from mother’s work-
box—a yard of two-
inol™ wide insertion
lace. Then let this
in—right down the
front of each leg,
from waistband to

em.
You'll be delighted at how dainty your
plain “ pantics ' will look after this easy
alteration.

@ Foolish Puss

Our family pusscat, young Minkie, is
really growing into the prettiest darling,
Apart from trying to al?arpcn his claws
on the dining-room table-legs, and when
that doesn't work, on my silk stockings,
he really is extraordinarily good.

But Minkie has one enemy—the
vacuum cleaner ! .

When Olive—that's our maid—sets
the * vacuum " going, Minkie arches his
back and tries to look like a wild tiger.

But it's no good. The vacuum is always
the victor—so poor Minkie retires in great
disgust to find his small master, Heath,
and to hide in the toy cupboard with
teddies, and golliwogs, and lions—and
other fearsome animals !

What Minkie does love—after the
family, of course—is my typewriter. Ho
will sit on my small desk beside the
machine and watch me for ages.

Occasionally he makes a dab with one
of his silly, soft little paws, just as if he
wants to try a paw at typing himself !

And when I come to a new line, as you
know, a warning bell on the typewriter
rings.,

Minkie dreads, yet loves this. Ho waiis
for it, with head on one side—and then
nearly jumps out of his fur when all
unexpectedly it goes ““ TING | "

I expect you've heard mother and big
sisters talking about ** house-coats ** during
the winter, haven’t you ?

They're such a good-looking garment—
and so useful.

Some are most luxurious, and corres-
pondingly expensive. But others—gay,
printed cotton ones—are every bit as
pretty and very inexpensive.

Well, the point of all this is that school-
girls are having a turn at these now, The
newest bathing wraps are just like ankle-
length cotton frocks, that open all the
way down the front. They can be worn
on the beach, in the bed-room, and down-
stairs at home, too! Somecthing really
new, isn’t it 7

If your bathing-suit is too tight, or is
looking = little bit last-yearish, do try
your hand at altering it.

You can cut off the shoulder straps and
drop the costume an inch or so, if you need
to. When sew a piece of thick cord to
make new straps. These can tie at the
back of your neck, and can be adjusted
as you hike. A matching piece of cord
around your waist would make it look
very 1938.

Gaily-coloured braid will do the same
trick for gou—aa you'll see from the
picture, and you can also let in a tiny pieen
of this in the front if your bathing suit is
too tight in the bodice.

L

>

@ Were You Righ'i?

Now for that *translation
American into English, i
“ Any stupid person knows you can’t
prosper by being in league with ruffians
even for 100 dollars every day, because
there is always the danger of dying un-
expectedly?”’
Not a very cheerful piece to translate,
I admit, but still, it's fun for all that.
Your friend,
+PATRICIA.

from
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Liair, twirling curls into place, or gazing into a mirror—for no cne likes a vain school-
girl, any more than they like a vain grown-up. .

But if you form a good-looks routine for yourself, and stick to this day by day, you
can improve your scho
\\'i:ichllﬂ overy schoolgirl’s chief charm.

o0
an average day, keeping you fresh, dainty, and * lovely to look at.

Naturally, some of the times will vary for individual cases.
vou—who have long trips to school—must get up earlicr than I have suggested.

Some of yon have more duties in the house to

A BEAUTY
TIME-TABLE
FOR YOU

OU must have realised that school- i
girls—as well as grown-ups—are
paying much more attention to

their good looks these days.

And a very good thing, too, I think,
for if this foundation of health and good
Iooks is laid while you are still so !
young, you will be so very, very grateful }
when you are a little older. s

Naturally, I would be the last person :
to suggest that we like the type of:
schoolgirl who is always fiddling with her

irl looks without losing one ounce of that youthful naturalness,

.
.
]
'
i
il
.
V
'
i
'
.
'
'
.
.
.

have planned a little beauty time-table for you that should take you through

b

I know that many of !

rform. Dinner hours vary at !

different schools, and o on. But I do think, that if you regard this time.table as a }

guide to the day, you will find time to carry out those go
csacntial if you are to grow up to * be a beautiful lady.”

7.30

ot G

7.3
7.4
7.5

(=1

8.0.
8.20.

8.45.
10.45.

12.0.

12.20.

12.30.
1.0.

1.30.
2.0.

Alternoon break (if any).

4.30.

Bedtime. Wash face and hands (if it is not bath-night) ; clean teeth. Brush hair,

As this is meant only to be a time.table of the average day, you'll realise that I have
not included time for special good looks treatments.

On one night about every fortnight, or on a Saturday afternoon, you will probably
wash your hair—that is certainly a 3

Your nails should have a manicure once a week, I feel. This will be quite sufficient,
providing you remember to push back the cuticles (the skin around the nail) every ;
time you wash.

-looks tasks that are so |

Wake. Have a really good stretch in bed and jump out. Drink klass of
water. Take five deep breaths in front of open window. Touch your toes
five times without bending your knees.

Into bathroom, Wash * right-down ** if you don’t bath. Clean your teeth.
In bedroom. Brush hair thoroughly. Dress.

Downstairs. Clean shoes. (Wash hands again if necessary, remembering
to push back cuticles with towel.)

Dreakfast. Let this be unhurried, and chew it well.
Brush tunie, hat, and coat. Prepare school case, and set offf. Walk if;
possible, and if fine. :
At school. Comb hair in wash-room. :
(At playtime.) Drink glass of water (ormilk if you are on the thin side). Eat
apple or other fruit now that warm weather is here. Have a game or stroll }
in playground. Wash hands and comb hair,
Comb hair and set off home.

Wash hands and have glass of water,
(Approximately.) Dinner. Eat slowly and do not drink as you eat. :

(Approximately.) Help clear away. Wash hands, clean nails. Rub duster |
over shoes. :
Back to school.

Comb hair in wash-room.

Drink glass of water.
(Approximately.) Home again. Change out of tunie.
but use no soap on the face this time. Comb hair. L
Now you're aﬁ ready for tea, homework, and the evening’s entertainment.

SEsssesesssnnansncccccssssnsnsanns

Home.

Wash face and hands,

drink glass of water. And so—Good Night, and—Good Looks !

€

* special  task

.
.
.

I can’t, of course, fix ** bath-night * for you. You're lucky indeed if it is convenient }

for

ou to have a bath every day.

But this is often not possible, I know. Soitis!

all the more important that you should make a real beauty-treatment of your bath when ;

you do have it—whether it is twice a week or only once.
On this night I want you to give your feet a
Trim your toe-nails and give your hair an extra brushing.

ittle extra care. Also your hair.
i After this, coax the waves !

and curls into position—which will be very simple, for the steam from the bath makes |

hair very easy-to-manage. :
But do note, from my time-table, that it is the regular, daily- cara of your good ;
looks which is so essential.
Those
your spar’

gflasses of water—hetween meals—each day that I have preseribed will help |
cling good health, while the other * tasks ' will ensure cleanliness, daintiness, |

and neatness—the cssentials for Schoolgirl Charm, '

13

USEFUL AND PRETTY

HESE attractive little * pots ' ecan
so easily be made by you who like
* something different to do ' when
you're spending an evening indoors.
They are just ordinary eream ecarfons,
covered in original and colourful ways.
First you must wash the eream ecarton
very carefully in luke-warm water, and
then dry it.

If you collect silver-paper and ihe

+ eolourad tinfoils off those luxury chocolates,

you can now decorate it. Cut up this gay
paper into fancy shapes and then glue
them all over the pot, covering the outer
surface entirely.

Perhaps you collect stamps ? In which
case, you are quite sure to have lots of

: odd omes, that you simply don’t know

what to do with,

Well, paste the stamps all over a carton
—and you can then show them to your
chums with pride.

One of these little pots on your dressing-
table would be véry useful for holding pins
and oddments, and would look very pretty,
particularly if you painted the inside in
o colour to mateh your bed-room colour
scheme,

peanmssrssssnnnnay messssmssssssssrsErannsanssan

A DAINTY BELT

8 I think you know, scarves and
hankies are being used in all sorts
of ways these days. (At one time,

of course, scarves went round the neck
and hankies were concealed up sleeves
until wanted !)

You've seen those long, sash-like belts
worn round frocks, I expect, which make
tho wearer look rather dashing—Ilike o
nice lady-pirate, in fact.

But this style is for more * dressy’
occasions. For every day, schoolgirls
require something a little simpler.

So if you have a pet frock that has lost
its belt, do consider the idea of buying a
large, man-sized hankie to take its place.
You can get a beauty from the sixpenny

: stores for threepence—and in the gayest

reds, blues, and greens I
When you get this home, just chop itin
. half, right through the middle, from

corner to corner.
Then hem up the raw edges.
Now wear these two halves around your
waoist, knotting them at the sides,
You'll look a perfect picture |



14 “Championed by Marjorie!”
(Continued from page 11)
determined  looks on .theil'” faces.
“Clara, what are you doing!? i
“I'm taking your arm,” Clara said.
“And I'm going to keep it, Marjorie.
No, please, old girl, don't resist. As
vou don't seem to be able to keep clear

of trouble, we're looking after you.
Come on!” ,
“But I tell you—-" panted

Marjorie.

“Sorry, old thing!
good. "This way!"” .

And Marjorie, despite her protests,
despite her pleadings, was escorted
down the steps of the school. In the
cycle sheds, Clara wheeled out the
tandem she had already borrowed from
Christine Wilmer of the Lower TFifth.
She lerself took the front saddle and
Marjorie was forced into the back.

Rather pale and white-faced Mar-
iorie looked, but she was no match
for Clara in one of these moods. Again
she protested; again her pleas wero
heard by deliberately deaf ears. And
so, eventually, Friardale School was
reached. : .

T'riardale wore something of a festive
air this gay, sunny movning. = Many
Clif House girls had cycled over to
watch the tournament, and conspicuous
among them -was Myra Browulow, her
knee completely healed now, talking to
her brother mnear the steps of the
pavilion.

Marjorie’s eyes gleamed a_little as
she saw them. Then Brownlow, rais-
ing his cap, came over.

**Morning, girls I”” he said cheerfully.
“And what a scrummy morning it is!
ITallo, Marjorie ! o

Marjorie glanced at him and turned
her head.

“Marjorie, Clifford !

Myra sharply.

*Oh, please. let her alone!” Glara
said apprehensively.  “ Marjorie’s 1ot
feeling too good. LEr-er—hallo!  Who
comes here "

She wheeled round. Three figures
were approaching down the gravelled
path, One was Dr. Barrymore, in a
rustling, black silk gown. The other,
his mortar perched primly on his head,
was Mr. Soutar, Ralph Lawrence's old
enemy from Wrenhurst School. Between
them was another—a stranger, whose
twinkling eyes and round, jovial face
veminded Babs irresistibly of one of
‘Walt Disney’s Seven Dwarfs—a film she
had recently seen in London while on
a week-end trip with Mabs and Leila
Carroll. Dr. Barrymore raised his hand.

“0Oh, Brownlow, just & minute ! Good-
morning, girlsI” he said jovially, and

It's for your own

answer cried

his eyes fastened wupon Marjorie.
“Ahem! I—I suppose you still have
no news for me of your brother,

Marjorie?” he asked.

“No, sir,” Marjorie retorted.

“Ahem ! He glanced at her;
obviously, he did not believe. ‘ Well,
well,” he said, “ that is beside the point,
Brownlow, I want you to meet Mr.
Norris.”

“Pleased !"” Brownlow grinned, and
shook the stranger’s hand.

“Mr. Norris,” Dr. Barrymore went
on, ‘“is the father of the girl you so
gallantly rescued the other night, and
he—but may I leave the rest to you,
Mr. Norris?” .

Boys and girls, scenting something
out of the ordinary, now had gathered

round. Myra’s eyes were shining. M,
Soular was looking smugly and
atronisingly  satisfied.  Mr.  Noryis

-beamed.

“ Iir—this is the first time I have been
able to congratulate you personally, my
hoy. T need hardly tell you the great
admiration and estecem with which we

regard veur aetion. My daughter, who
has recovered sufficiently to tell us some
of the details of the fire, says that if
she had been left in that burning room
one or two minutes,*no power on earth
could have saved her.” He paused, his
face worked a little, while from the
bovs and girls around went up a
subdued cheer. ‘I hope, my dear boy,”
he said, “I do sincerely hope that as a
little token of my great gratitude you
will accept this.”

He  stopped. Clifford  Brownlow
flushed. Mgyra gave a rapturous giggle
of pleasure, and from everybody went
up a deep breathed sigh of admiration
as from a little oblong box Mr. Norris
drew out a gold fountain-pen. He
smiled.

“Mr. Brownlow,” he said.

He handed it towards the boy. But
Marjorie, who had seen; who had heard,
was shaking then. Something seemed to
be rising in her, something seemed to
be choking her. That that smiling boy
could stand there so calmly, taking this
reward which should have been Ra%ph’s !

Not for the life of her could Marjorie
have prevented what she did next.
Fiercely she stepped forward.

“Don’t—don’t give it to him,” she
cried. *“It's not fair! Not fair! He
didn’t rescue your daughter, He did
the running away !”

“Marjorie I” thundered Dr. Barry-
more.

“It's true ! eried Marjorie.
. “Oh golly I muttered Babs.
jorie

HI

“Mar-

flink,” Dr. Barrymore said, his
eyes stern, *“that you had betier leave,
Marjorie. How dare you, girl, how
darve you! Myra, please take her away.
Take her back to school. I myself will
telephone Miss Primrose and explain.
Bless my soul 1

“Marjorie !” eried Clara.

But Marjorie had burst into tears
now,

Angrily Myra stepped forward. She
laid hér hand upon the junior girl's
shoulder; while Babs & Co. looked at
each other, uncertain and utterly crest-
fallen, the weeping givl was led
through the gates.

“0Oh gosh!” breathed Clara.
on, I can’t stand this.”

“But tlie tournament ?”

“Hang the tournament !”

“Wait, Clara!” Babs cried. “0Oh
goodness, Clara, what can you do?
And what will everybody else do if you
go off now? We're depending upon you.
There can’t be a tournament without
you, goose, and you can't do anything
to help Marjorie—not a thing !

That was true. What they could do
for Mavjorie it was hard to see. At the
same time they could not let Friardale
and Cliff House down. But Clara's
heart was anxiouns. Clara’s mind was
far away that morning, and as a result
shie lost both her games, and only Mabs
and Leila seraped through into the final.
Immediately the games were over they
all rushed back to ClLiff House School.

Myra Brownlow met them on the
steps,  Her face was fierce as they came
up.  Breathlessly Babs confronted her.

“Myra, what happened to Marjorie 7"

“Marjorie?” Myra’s eyes blazed,
“Marjorie is going to be sent home until
the end of the term !” she cried.

“Myra, no!”

“Well, it's true. Miss Primrose
received the complaint from Dr. Barry-
more, Miss Primrose said that Marjorie
must go home at once !”

“And—and she's gone?”
Mahs, t

U N 1

#What—"

“ Beeause,” Myra said savagely, *the
little cat has disappeared. Instead of

“Come

gasped

THE SCHOOLGIRL

going off to pack her clothes as she was
ordered, she bolted out of the school.
I'm waiting for her. Primmy wants to
see her as soon as she comes back. And
this time,” Myra. added spitefully,
“there’ll be no question of her being
sent home for the rest of the term.
She'll be expelled |

bother,

Tracked Down!
girlg-—
“Don’t
“But I sus-say,
know—-""

{3 I SU S-S”A Y, you
Bessie.”
for goodness’

yo.u
Leila

“Oh,
Carroll said peevishly.

Bessie Bunter blinked indignantly.
The time was a quarter of an hour
later, and Babs, Mabs, Clara, Leila, and
Janet Jordan were in Study No. 4,

sake !

rather anxiounsly and despairingly
talking over the newest and the most
sensational escapade of Marjorie Hazel-
dene. Bessie, who had been paying a
visit to her little friend and admirer,
Roddy Bennett, at Fallsweir Cottage,
had just rolled into the room.

“Well, blow you, I'm blessed if T'll
tell you now,” she said peevishly. “I
ouly thought you wanted to know where
Ralph Lawrence was, you know.”

Five pairs of eyes fastened upon her
at ouce.

“Do you know?” Clara asked.

“¥es, 1 jolly well do, but T wouldn't
tell you he was at Grandma Crawley's
cottage now, if you asked me,’” Bessio
retorted offendedly.
 “Grandma Crawley’s.” Babs’ eyes
lighted up. *“Bessie, you're sure?”

* Blow——"

. “DBessie, please tell us,” Babs said.
“You saw him?”

“Yes, I did, Babs. He was limping
about in the garden, you know. That
is t say—here, where are you going?"”

But Babs was not replying to that.
With a quick look at her chums she had
grabbed up her hat. While Bessie
blinked, not understanding the cause for
the sudden rush, the chums in a body
bundled through the door.

“We might have guessed,” Babs
cried, “Grandma Crawley—of conrse |
That's just where Marjorie would hide
him—there or at the Hathaways’ in
Friardale. Well, we've got her now,”
she added, “and we've jolly well got
her cousin. Come on!”

No need for that invitation, Grimly,
determinedly, the chums were sweeping
on. They collected their cycles; then,
with bells whirring, pedals revolving,
they swept down Friardale Lane.

In a very short time the roof of
Myrtle Cottage came into view, and
after the roof the gate, on which a
rather gloomy-faced boy was leaning,
staring into the lane, He looked
towards them as they rode up, but made
no attempt to retreat. Clara let out a
ory.

“Ralph Lawrence, there he is!” she
cried.

She put on a spurt. Red-faced,
she was the first to rveach the gate.
Lawrence, hobbling out on his stick,
grinned in a friendly way as she dis-

mounted from her machine, Angrily
Clara faced him.

“So this,” she said witheringly, “is
where you've been hiding out.”

Lawrence started,

“1 beg your pardon,” he said. “Did

ou eay hiding out?”
o “1 dyi’d 17 -

“Then you've got something wrong.”
The hoy’s lip curled. “Did I look as
if I were hiding out when you girls
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came along? You know, 1 saw yon a
long time before you saw me. Being
the awful funk I am, I onght, of course,
to have flung myself behind the nearest
hedge, but 1 didn’t.”

Clara paused. The others had come
Up now.

“Then why haven't you shown your-
self? You know Friardale’s looking for

youl” _
“Exactlyl” Lawrence lightly
shrugged. *“ Looking for me to expel

me?” he asked. “Looking for me to
kick me out? My own idea—which, of
course, sceing what a rotter and a liar
I am, you'll never helieve—was to rest
up this gammy foot of mine and then
find some sort of a job. But never mind
me., Where's Marjorie "

“Tsn’t she here?” asked Baba.

“She is not. I haven't seen her since
vesterday morning. I *  And then
he saw from the consternation in their

faces that something was wrong.
“ Nothing’s happened to her” he asked
quickly,

“And you’d care, I suppose, if there
had?? Clara asked with scorn. “Obh,
no, of course nothing’s happened to her
—except that for your sake she’s been
running into one batch of trouble aftex
another, and this afternoon she jolly
well got herseli expelled. But that
doesn’t matter to you, does it, that—
Oh!” And Clara gasped as Lawrence,
with sudden fierce anxiety in his eyes,
abruptly gripped her by the shoulder.
“Let go1”

“What’s been happening " he asked.
“Tell me!”

“You know.’

“T'll swear I don'’t.” .

Babs gazed at him. For the first time
ghe felt a qualm. So fierce was Ralph’s
face all at once that it was impossible
to feel that he was shamming then.
Breathlessly Babs explained, watching
his expression as it grew more anxious,
more horrified, as she went on. He
glared.

“ And I—knew nothing,” he muttered.

»

“1 never guessed, But she shan’t be
expelled I he cried desperately. * She
shan’t! And vou really think,” he

stormed at her, **while all this has been
happening I've been here sheltering
behind her?

to go through all that for me? You
fools ! You utter fools! And— By
Jove!” he cried suddenly. *“I know

where she’s gone! Clara, can I ride
behind you on that tandem?”

“But your foot!"”

“Hang the foot! Can I?”

“Yes, but where are we going 7"

“That,” Lawrence grated, “I'll tell
you when we get there. Come on!”
And, hobbling to the gate on his stick,
he grabbed the tandem on which Clara
bad travelled. *This way!”

When the Great Test Came!

ARJORIE HAZEIL-
DENE was where
Ralph Lawrence
guessed she would

be—in the ruins of the
burnced-out house. And once

again Marjorie was feverishly, busily
searching.

And once again, unknown to Marjorie
as she searthed, she was watched by a
pair of boyish eves. They belonged to
Clifford Brownlow.

Truth to tell, Brownlow had not been
easy in his mind since yesterday. Con-
science, they say, makes cowards of us
all, and Marjorie's defiant avowal that
she would find proof to establish her
cousin’s innocence had flung Clifford
Brownlow into rather a panic. That

You think I'd allow her,

proot, obviously, was in the ruins; ihat
proof, obviously, was something which
Lawrence must have lost during the
rescue, and the finding of which would
without doubt prove his presence in the
burning house,

So after the tournament at Friardale,
Brownlow had slipped along to the
scene of action again. And he had
been standing outside that house, trying
to screw up his courage to brave the
tumbling walls, when along the road he
had seen Marjorie approach.

Quickly he had hidden. From an un-
seen vantage point he had watched
Marjorie clamber, despite the warning
notice, into the ruins; had seen her as,
muttering and fretful, she had begun
her hunt.

He was watching now while Marjorie,
choked with dust, grimed with grey and
black ash, toiled on, despair in her eyes,
but that fiercely unquenchable hope still
in her heart—Marjorie who was already
under the sentence of suspension, but
who cared little or nothing for herself
if only she could right the great wrong
that had been done her cousin,

Half an hour she had toiled, unaware

of the watching eyes, deaf to the
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TRIUMPHANTLY Marjorie gaze
she could clear Ralph now ?

By Hilda Richards !5

at the clue she had found, started as
she heard his footsteps

She turned and saw him come
scrambling over the ruins. Marjorie
did not flinch, did not step back as
panic-strickenly he came blundering to
wards her. was scorn in her
face—scorn and triumph.

“You—you—" choked Brownlow.
“What have you found 1’

“Something,’”” Marjorie cried, “which
will show you up, Clifford Brownlow—
something which at last proves how
vou've cheated Ralph. I said I'd get
the proof, didn't I? Well, here 1s the
proof I” And she dangled the watch
in front of his horrified eyes. “ Now,
Mr. Brownlow, what will you say to
that?”

Brownlow stared. Desperate, hunted
his expression.. Then, with a shout
he jumped forward, snatching at the
blackened watch,

—

d at the blackened watch. Surely
But—Ralph’s enemy was watching,

and he also knew the importance of that watch,

ominous cracks which sounded from the
walls or the occasional rain of smal
debris which, caused by the slight
vibration of her own light steps, rattled
down into the ash. The watch—the
watch! She must find the watch!

She knew she was in peril, but she
did not heed that.

And then suddenly Clifford Brown-
low saw Marjorie pause; saw her dart
towards the ground. He heard a low
exclamation from her lips, and he saw,
as she straightened up, that look upon
her face—a look of joy, of triumph—
and he saw for a moment something
which dangled from her fingers—a
squareish, blackened something—hang-
ing from a charred length of leather,
and his heart leapt as he recalled the
watch belonging to Ralph Lawrence.
That was the clue. Marjorie had
found it.

And ig that clue lay his own down-
fall, his own humiliation.

Suddenly Clifford Brownlow forgot
those erumbling ruins, whose danger,
so far, he had preferred to watch a
young girl face.

Marjorie, looking in rapt fascination

Instinciively Marjorie gave back a
step, her hand closing on the watch.
Her foot, slipping, plunged into deep
ash, and unresistingly sank.

She gave a shnill little seream as
something beneath her cracked—gave
way! Down, she found herself pitch-
ing. With a bump she hit hard
bottom ; with a loud gasp came to her-'
self. And then she saw——

And, seeing, understood
had happened.

Abaove her—ten feet above her—was
a small square hole, its edges over-
hung with jagged splinters of timber.

then what

Through the hole dust was falling,
filling her eyes, her ihroat, her
nostrils. The hole itself was a trap-

door leading into this deep cellar, and
the woodwork, burnt in the fire, had

been unable to support her weight as
she stood on it. i

With a cry, she struggled to her
feet. i

For a moment she saw a face look-
ing down at her, the white, scared
face of Clifford Brownlow. She saw
even then that he was shaking, that
he was in the grip of a dcadly fear,
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and suddenly there came a rumbling
to one side of her.

She herself stiffened as she saw one
wall of the cellar in which she was
trapped bulge outward, and then come
tumbling amid "a rain of fine ash and
mortar.  Behind her came a.sound like
rock shattered by a thunderbolt.
Across ‘the cellar roof a gaping fissure
appeared. )

Marjorie lost her nerve. i

“(Clifford, help!”  ghe screamed.
“The roof’s falling in!”

Above her Brownlow heard; but he
did not move. He was paralysed by
fear. -

“Help! Help!"” cried Marjorie.

“T1—I'll go and get help !’ the boy
muitered. “I—=I—I—— Hold onl!”

“But [ can’'t hold onl ‘The other
wall’s gomg”'

Brownlow’s face was pasty. Gosh,
what a funk he wasl'  How, in that
moment, he hated himself! The other
nigiit, while Ralph Lawrence had been
rushing into this burning house, ho
had felt like this! That girl—down
there! He must do something—must !

But he didn’t, He still stood star-

ing stupidly Another crash, followed
by—a cry from the road!
Dazedly Brownlow turned. He saw

a crowd of girls coming, saw among
them a limping figure—Ralph Law-
rence |

At the same moment
voice vibraled again:

“Help! Oh, please, help!
low, vou coward!”

Then Ralph was upon him.  His
eves, blazing with scorn, caused Brown-
low to wince., With one hand Law-
rence swept the coward out of the way,
just as Babs & Co., heedless of danger,

Marjorie’s

Brown-

came tearing into the ruins,  Then
Brownlow gave a ecry:
“Lawrence—Lawrence, you fool!
Oh 1”
For Lawrence had swung himself

down through the hole in the floor!

Thud ! he landed. Like millions of
red-hot needles pain shot through his
foot. But he didun't care then. He
saw Marjorie; he rushed towards her,
As he did so, part of the roof fell!

“Ralph I Marjorie gasped. *Ralph,
Hm roof 1"
K.!” Lawrence grunted.

In a moment he had summed up the
situation. He saw that the roof was
due to cave in. The one huge beam
which kept it together hereabouts was
already on the move., Once that col-
lapsed, bringing with it the accumu-
lated debris  which lay above i,
nothing on earth would save either
Limself or his cousin.

The fallen wall had already made
a mound of debris four feet or more
in height. Lawrence hobbled towards
it, scrambled up if, and, with hands
above his head, flattened his palms
against the beam,

“Get out1” he eried.

“Ralph—"

“Giet out! The others will help vou
up 1”

Above at the trapdoor the faces of
(Clara, Babs, Mabs, and Janet Jordan
appeared. The fallen wall had created
a hillock in front of her now. Gasping
and sobbing, she erawled up it, extend-
ing her hands as Clara reached down.

“Hold tight, Marjie!” gasped Clara.
“Don't move! Babs, pull—one—two
~three

And out of the hole Marjorie came,
gasping as she lay on the ground.

“IRdlpthnlph he—he’ll be killed!”
she cried. “Ralph—he—he's holding
up the beam! i]nh’ she cried.

In the cellar Rnlph Lawrence, almost

“*Championed by Marjorie!”

at his last gasp, was already beginning
to wilt with the terrific strain upon
hn muscles. But he shouted :

“OIK. I and tried to make his voice
cheery. “Don’t worry; but get away
from here—all of yon—geb away! The
—the—"

And then crash came the ceiling, fol-
lowed by a faint modan, and . hastily
Babs & Co. hung back as they felt the
ground sliding beneath their feet, saw
a great cloud of dust and ash arising.

“Ralph !” screamed Marjorie. “Ralph
—Brownlow !”

But Brownlow, twitching. was hiding
his face in his hands.

Then while the ground was still
heaving, Mabs darted across to the trap-
door. One of the tottering walls fell
outside with a crash, but the trapdoor
was still intaet, and’ from it was pro-
truding an arm. Mabs caught it.

“Clara, give mo a hand! Babs,
Jancf;; Leila, get the rubbish clear!

She and Clara pulled. Madly, des-
perately, Babs and Janet and Leila tore
at the debrh Presently Ralph’s face
hove into view, grimed and torn and
cut, but with the old sardonic grin upon
it. He gaspéd.

“Close call!” he laughed.  “Still,
all’s well that ends well. Give me a
good yank, girls, and we'll be out of
this 1"

“Ralph, you—you
life !” Babs gulped.

“Oh, stuff! Get me out!”

There was a sudden cry from the
road. A car stopped. Two figures
came hurrying towards the scene to
stop in amazement ountside the barbed
wire. As Lawrence, with a last heave,
was hauled free, Dr. Barrymore and
Mr. Soutar came up.

“Lawrence—why, bless my soul—
what is all this? Brownlow, what’s the
matter? Are you ill, boy?”

Lawrence, breathing heavily, stood on
his one uninjured leg

“Ill, yes!” he \ald coniemptuously.
“I)l with funk ! He lost his hero com-
plex down that hole, you see, and I've
beon down to fish it up!”

2 g ¢ " mouthed Brownlow.

“But what——"

“Please let me explain.” Marjorie
stepped forward. I think, Dr. Barry-
more, you ought to know, I was
struggling with Brownlow. Brownlow
made a grab for something T had in my
hand. 1 fell into the cellar, and the

saved Marjorie's

‘all,
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I called

“And he didn’t [” Clara cried. “We
saw |

“It was Ralph!” Babs stated simply,
and her eyes were full of shining ad-
miration as she turned them upon the
boy. “Lawrence did it, Dr. Barry-
more! He held the roof up until we
got Marjorie out, and then the cellar
collapsed on him. If it hadn’t been for
Ralph, Marjorie would have becn
buried alive! Brownlow,” she added,
with a glance of scorn at that tongue-
tied, shamefaced coward, *“was too
funky even to help.”

“As he was the other night,” said
Lawrence quietly “I think this rather
proves it now, sir.

“And if it doesn’t,” Mar]nrw ut in,
“this does! Because,” she exp amed
“this is what I found in the ruins!"—
and she showed them the watch. “And
this,” she added, *“was what Brownlow
wanted to get from me because he knew
it would prove him a coward! Let him
deny it1"”

But Brownlow, wﬂting with shame,
had turned away. Dr. Barrymore bit
his lip, and while Mr. Soutar studiously
regarded the ground, quietly laid a
hand on Lawrence's shoulder.

“I think,” he said softly, “that we
have made a mistake, Lawrence. We
have rather judged you upon your past
reputation. -~ Come back with me, my
boy—come back to school ! And please,
girls, you come back, too! I \xoul:l
like to hear all your evidence again.’

And when he had—when Friardale at
last knew the truth—there was no talk
of expelling the ‘“black sheep” any
longer. And at Cliff House, when the
news reached Miss Primrose's ears,
there was no further talk of punishing
Marjorie.

Friardale boy and Cliff House girl
were hailed as hero and heroine, and
for days and days afterwards neither
Clara nor any of the disbelievers eould
do enough to make it up to-the two
cousins. ~ Not, indeed, that Marjorie
sought praise or admiration  She was
quite conient and happy at last. Her
faith in her black sheep cousin had been
most overwhelmingly vindicated !

If gentle Marjorie had any regrets at
mdeed, it was for the exposed
coward of Iriardale, now suffering the
shameful ban of Coventry, and for
the crumpled ruins of Myra Brownlow's
good opinion of her brother.

THE END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

cellar roof was gnmrf way.
Brownlow to hel

THEIR
CAPTAIN |
i PERIL/

By
HILDA
RICHARDS.

WHY WAS DULCIA
FAIRBROTHER, POPULAR
HEAD GIRL AT CLIFF HOUSE,
BREAKING BOUNDS ?

Barbara Redfern & Co. wondered—
in amazement. For such breach of
school rules was the last thing anyone
expected of Dulcia. Connie Jackson,
the spiteful Sixth Form prefect, how-
ever, wondered in quite another
way. This was a splendid chance to
strike at Dulcia, whom she hated.
And strike Connie did, with all her
cunning. That was why Babs & Co.
rallied round their popular School
captain to save her from disaster.

Don’t miss HILDA RICHARDS’ latest wonderful Cliff
House story.

It appears COMPLETE next week.



EVERY SATURDAY

k7

Further fascinating chapters of our wonderful adventure story—

FOR NEW READERS.

TERESA FORRESTER, self-possessed and
resourceful, and

LUISE RAYMONXND, her more timorous chum,
are on their way to meet Teresa's father
in Africa when they become stranded.
With a quaint native girl,

FUZZY, as guide, they set off by foot. When
they help a white hunter, he gives them
a talisnan ring, which allows them to
enter a native king's country. Teresa
exposes a treacherous magician. The
king gives them all jewels, but Fuzzy's
are taken by the queen. Continuing their
journey, Luise is bitten by a deadly snake,
Fuzzy goes to a water-hole to find a cure,
and {s menaced by a lion, just as Teresa
arrives,

(Now read on.)

The Precious Root!

T ERESA jumped up as she saw that
lion, unconscious that Fuzzy lay
in his path, move swiftly to the

drinking pool. There were three
lions now, and four leopards. Other
animals hung back until these terrors
of the jungle had slaked their thirst.

Unless frightened or annoyed, the
lions would molest no one. Yet if one
came upon Fuzzy and she jumped up,
then the swift blow from a paw would
be her end.

Tere stood up, cool, tense. The
time had come to use the gun. Not to
kill, but to frighten. A violent report,
and the animals would scatter wildly.

Teresa raised the gun to her shoulder.

And ¢ t same moment, Fuzzy,
hearing the tread of a lion approaching,
sprang up, looked about her, and
dodged. he lion sprang forward.

Bang! came the deafening report of
the largoe bore gun.

Teresn herself recoiled and stumbled,
but that flash and that deafening bang,
the sercam of the bullet zipping high
into the air, 'sent every animal within
earshot secuttling back.

Fuzzy, jumping obstacles, raced to
Teresa's side, panting and gasping.

“You sabe me,” she gasped. “Lion,
him come along take me.”

Teresa gripped her arm.

“Fuzzy—the herb! Have you seen
it?”

On ihat herb Luise’s very life de-
pended.

“Me know him dere—but him right
along nearside dem pool,” said Fuzzy.
“Leopard stand over him. Missa
Luise—her plenty bad?” she added
worriedly.

Teresa sighed, and told her just how
ill Luise was. Even now their friend
lay delirious, with the danger of the
snal deadly venom increasing with
ever ¥ moment.,

And only this precious root could save
her!

“We've got to get it, leopards_ or
not!” eaid Teresa, in grim determina
tion. “Come on, Fuzzy. Together,
Those leopards won't come back yet.”

SAVAGE TRIBES RISE
IN REVOLT AGAINST
THEIR KING — AND
TERESA’'S FATHER IS
HELD AS HOSTAGE!

“One or nodded

two minutes, y¢

Fuzzyv. * Mcbbe—we go quick enough.”
Without a word more, Fuzzy ran
down to the pool. The little black girl

had the speed of a hare, and nerve and
courage, . too. But it was not courage
alone that enabled her to brave the
leopards and the lions. Fuzzy had
learned how to treat wild animals, had
won their trust, and in a crisigs she
would be prepared to rely on her influ-
ence over them. 2

But as Teresa knew, at the drinking
pool all the animals were so nervy and
strung up that they would be likely to
act with vicious haste, There might not
be time for Fuzzy to soothe them.

As she followed Fuzzy, and looked in
the direction in which the leopards and
lions had gone, she saw their reddish
eves reflecting the moon.

i bad

It was the eceriest sight she

%
known, and it gave her heart quite a
jolf.

Fuzzy, racing ahead, had reached the
water’s edge. She was stooping now,
and plucking frantically at the leaves,
while Teresa stood guard, watching
those red eyes.
nd the eyes came nearer from all
sides !

“ Fuzzy—have you got the stufl 7 she
cried. “I’ve reloaded. One bang, acd
we run!”

“Me got et!” shouted Fuzzy.

Teresa put the gun to her shoulder,
pulled it tightly against her, gritted her
teeth, and fired,

The roar of the gun and the flash of
the discharge gave the animals panse.
But there was one leopard who had
braved hunters’ guns before, and he
came forward snarling, low to the
ground, ready to spring at lightning
speed.

“Run!” shouted Teresa,
stumbled, and fell.

Fuzzy raced for her at mad speed,
slithered, stooped, and helped her up.
Together they ran, the leopards’ snarl-

she

as

ing almost deafening, the lions’ roars
like thunder.

Teresa’s legs kept going automatie-
ally; ehe ran even when h wind

seemed to be gone, and she wa
On the hockey field she
counted a fine sprinter, and she had won
the hundred yards at school. Yet Fuzzy
was €0 much better, she actually helped
her !

They burst through the undergrowth,
staggering, gasping, and then came
upon mbo, the young -elephant,
patiently waiting, Adolphus, the baby
chimp, and Luise, silent and pale in
the moonlight.

Teresa dropped down in a heap, rolled
over, and lay still, her chest heaving,

By
'ELIZABETH
CHESTER
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her_heart thumping, so that it seemed
to choke her whole body.

Sle could not speak for gasping, and
she put a hand to her side, where the
stitch had caught her. But Fuzzy,
although ehe panted, could yet move
about and get busy with the root, to
steep it as they had been told to do by
the witch-doctor,

In a few miputes Teresa felt well
enough to sit up, and went to help
Fuzzy.

And now, even though they had the
precious root, which they fully believed
could save Luise, they were not free
from anxiety,

Luise was so still while Teresa applied
it, that it did not seem possible that the
magic could work—for magic it
appeared to be, although Teresa well
knew that it was but @ remedy as yet
unknown to European doctors,

With what patience they could muster
they awaited the remedy’s effect. It
secmed slower than before—and then,
quite suddenly, Luise opened ler eyes
and spoke :

“ Fuzzy—where’s Fuzzy, Terry ?"

“Me here,” said Fuzzy. *Me got
herb—"

*“Oh, Luise!” cried Teresa. “We've
got it—and now you'll be all right.
Honour bright you will. The witch-
doctor said so, and everything he's said
#0 far has come true.”

Luise stretched out her hand.

“I certaiuly feel better. Do you think
I'll be all right to-morrow? All right
fo travel, go on? I'm sorry, Terry—I
—I've messed things up. I'm a
nuisance—""

“You? What bosh!” said Teresa.
“ Adolphus has taken the blame for put-
ting the snake near you, and I'm to

blame for letting it bite you, and Fuzzy
says she's to blame for not looking
after Adolphus. 8o we're all quits.”

Luise smiled faintly.

“What pals we all are!” she said
softly. “It’s =0 wonderful to be with
real friends, to feel—to feel safe.”

Teresa patted her hand.

“Don’t talk, dear., You
sleep, and then to-morrow, if you're
really better, we'll push on. A straight
journey now, I hope, straight ahead to
meet my father.”

Luise sighed, squeezed Teresa’s hand,
and then dropped off to sleep. It was
real sleep this time, with even breath-
ing, calm expression,

Teresa, wrapping herself in a blanket,
lay down beside her, while the faithful
Fuzzy sat on guard. until she, too, over-
come with sleep, dropped off.

»

get some

White Man Prisoner!

Il‘ was the throbbing of a drum that
awakened Fuzzy. The song of the
birds had not awakened her, nor
the bright light of dawn. But that

insistent murmur of the drum spoke a
message.

She sat up, rubbed her eyes,
stared about her,

“Me dream,” she muttered.

Adolphus, the baby chimp, was sitting
up, too, a tin of condensed milk in his
hand, which he had turned round and
round until he felt quite giddy. But
still he had not found a lm%e, a lid, or
any way of getting the milk out.

FFuzzy scrambled up. She did not
rebuke him, for she was too excited. She
understood this African telegraph, this

and

DEAR READERS,—The other

".'

M evening I went to the cinema.

know that isn’t a sensational thing
for anyone to do, but I've a specinl reason
for telling vou about it. I went to the
cinema and I saw & cowboy film. And do
vou know, I thoroughly enjoyed every
moment of it.

I sat there thrilled and spellbound,
amused and excited in swift changing
turn. And when I came out, I was wishing
that all you could have been there, because
I know you would have liked it just as
much as I did. There was something in it
to please everyone.

But my wish wasn't entirely useless.
It gave me an idea. Why shouldn't we
have a western story in The ScHoo1.GIRL ?
1 asked myself. Not quite like the film
I'd seen, of course, but one specially
written for YOU, introducing not only a
heroine you ecould re t and admire,
but all the atmosphere of the golden west ?

There. Wasn't that a lovely idea—
though I blush to say so myself! I'm
sure you'll agree that it is, and I can just
imagine your begzing me to tell vou more.
But I'm afraid I can’t do that now.
Next week—yes. Then I shall be only too
delighted to give you all the information
you want, for we are going to have a
Western story very, very soon. Don’t
miss my chat next week, will you *

Your Editor'’s address is:—Fleetway

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

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

Now I think I had better pass on to
that most important subject—

NEXT WEEK'S PROGRAMME.

First of all, the superb LONG COM-
PLETE story of your Cliff House favour-
ites. It is eutitled * Their Captain in
Peril,” and features not only Babs & Co.,
but also popular Dulcia Fairbrother,
Captain of the school.

No one is held in greater esteem or
respect that Duleia., She is loyal, serupu-

I lously fair, and as straightforward as the

day. And yet—no wonder Babs & Co.
are surprised—they discover that Dulcia
is breaking hounds at dead of night, slip-
ping out of Cliff House on some mys-
terious gecret mission.

“ What on earth is she up to?" they
ask themselves. And instantly decide
that, whatever the reason for Dulcia’s
puzzling conduet, it is nothing of which
she need be ashamad.

But meanwhile Connie Jackson, the
harsh, spiteful Sixth Form prefect, also
discovering Dulcia’s activities, mutters :
“ Now what’s her little game ? * And
Connie, bitterly jealous of Duleia, seeing
in this a chance to strike at her, sets out
to do her worst,

That is where Barbara Redfern & Co.
rally round their adored captain. You'll
be held spellbound by Hilda Richards’
masterly telling of this great story. Don't
miss it.

As usual, of course, our next issue will
feature ““The Jungle Hikers,” ** Cousin
George and *The Imp,”” more of
Patricia’s interesting pages, and another
Cliff House Pet. So cheerio until then—and
don't forget I shall tell you all about that
Western story next week.

With best wishes,

Your sincere {riend,
Tue EprTor,

THE SCHOOLGIRL

simple, elementary, vet most effective
means of sending news across country.

The hollow trunk of a tree was some-
where being boomed, its message being
broadeast for miles. Cunningly placed,
so that their sound was echoed, carried,
and reflected, the drums could be
heard from distances which to while
men seemed alinost incredible.

Fuzzy shook Teresa excitedly.

“Miss Teaser—wake—wake!” she
cried.
Teresa sat up, stared at her, and
yawned.

“What's wrong?” she asked, blink-
ing, saw Adolphus with the milk tin,
and flopped back. “He can't open it,”
she yawned.

Fuzzy shook her again, urgently.

“QOh, Miss Teaser,” she implored.
“Bad tings go happen plenty scon!”

Teresa sat up again and forced her-
self awake. Then, instantly looking at
Luise, beside her, she leaned down, fel
her heart, and noted her breathing.

‘In relief, she glanced up at Tuzzy.

“Luise is all right—' )

Fuzzy was kueeling, and almost wring-

ing her hands.

“Yes, Missa Teaser hern all right.
But drums go bom bim.”

“Drums?” said Teresa, frowning.

“Why not? It needn’t worry us.”
Fuzzy gripped her arm and shook her.
“Miss Teaser. Drums dey send bad

words. Bad tings. Dem say while
man him took prisisser.”
“Prisoner. Oh! A white man?”

said Teresa, and became fully awalke.

Fuzzy, glad that at last Teresa under-
stood that this was urgent, held up her
hand, for the drums were throbbing
again.

Ear to the ground, she listened, as
hundreds of other black people were
now doing.

“What does it say?"” asked Tereza.

Fuzzy stood up, tense, dramatic.

“ All black men rises up. Take spears,
swords,” she said.

“What ?” cried Teresa, in horror. ' A

black rising? Black men arming? To
fight whom 7" >

Fuzzy shook her head.

“Big king—him shall die. Black

king—our king.”

* Nompanyo !” gasped Tereza.

His name came naturally first to her
mind, for this was his territory through
which they were passing, and he was
certainly a great king.

“You can't mean that his own men
are rising against him!” she frowned.
o Tha,t, can't be possible. That magician
is—

Fuzzy sat down again, agitated.

“Him do it—bad magic man,” she
said, shivering.

By this time Luise was awake, Turn-
ing over, she blinked in the bright light,
and then, pushing away the mosquiio
netting, looked at Teresa.

““Morning !” she smiled.
been ill 27

“Have you been ill!” said Tercsa,
and then gave her a hug. * Oh, Luisc,
it'’s wonderful to see you smiling. Ilow
do you feel? Not really well 2

Luise sat up.

““ Maybe little bit of a headache,” slie -
admitted. “ But nothing more. O, it's
grand to feel well again.”

Then she became aware of Fuzzy's
worried look, and knew that something
was wrong.

“What is it
anxiously.

But Teresa gave Fuzzy a gentle, secret
nudge, for, until they had more
detailed news of what was happening,
there was no sense in frightening Luise.

“Fuzzy can hear drums,” she said
lightly.  “The black man’s broadcast—
aud she's listening withoyt a licence. If

“Have 1

now?” she asked
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you want ta listen, Fuzzy, dear, you'd
better go farther away, because we're
going to talk.”

IFuzzy, undersianding that she was to
listen, and keep it secret from Luise,
went swiftly away to find the likeliest
spot for clear reproduction of the
jungle telegraph broadcast system.

To keep Luise’s mind off worry,
’I!'o_resa locked for Adolphus, the baby
chimp.

> \\r"hat do you think that scamp of a
voung chimp of ours has found now ?”
she asked.

“Goodness knows,” laughed Luise.
“What 1”

“Condensed milk tin., And the poor
goop is trying to open it,” smiled
Teresa. “He eouldn’t bang it open,
even with a hefty mallet, so we needn’t
worry. There's not a chance. Hey!™
she ended, with a shout, and jumped up.

Ifor Adolphus had found a way !

In most things Adolphus was not
too bright, but where food was con-
cerned he had a quick, shrewd mind.
It was probably someone like Adolphus
who had invented the first nut-crackers.

e had found a tin-cracker now—a
real hundred per cent cracker.

The condensed milk tin was standing
o the ground, and above it was poised
a real smasher—the hind foot of the
young elephant, Bambo.

Bambo did not grasp what was
expected of him, and Adolphus was
getting nearly frantic trying to explain.
All that Bambo had to do was to put
his hind foot on the tin, use all his
immense weight, and—squelch! Easy!

Adolphus had seen nuts go crash
under Bamho’s feet, and this whizzing
idea had shot into his brain.

Teresa sprang forward.

“We've only two tins left, and ihat’s
one of them! Stop!” she shouted.

But Teresa’s sudden rush was just
what was needed.

Young Bambo moved back, stariled,
and down went his mighty foot on the
Lin.

There was a nasiv, scrunching sound,
and then a jet of condensed milk shot
ouf.

Adolphus, watching intenily, to miss
nothing of this glorious sight, did not
even miss the jet of condensed milk., It
hit him smack in the face.

Chattering and jibbering, he did a
double somersault, and then rushed up
a tree, from which he shouted down
abuse.

Teresa threw back her head and
laughed; Luise just shook with merri-
ment.

Young Bambo, not finding the tin
comfortable, ambled forward a yard,
and stood with head swinging gently.

“Adolphus, come down!” called
Teresa. *“The milk’s spilling over the
ground, and I'm not lapping it up.
Come on down!”

Adolphus descended warily, arming
himself with a stick as he approached
the tin, daring it to move, or try any
more of its spiteful tricks.

But Bambo, who had had enough of
Adolphus’ larking about with his feet,
gently picked the young chimp up in
hiz trunk and deposited him in the
middle of a bush.

Adolphus was struggling out, gibber-
ing at Bambo, when Fuzzy came back.

She looked serious, and there was no
use prefending to Luise that there was
not bad news in the air.

“TFuzzy, what's wrong !’ Luise eried.
“You're keeping something from me,
you two. I'm etrong enough to know
now, and I'm not going to faint, or do
anyihing silly. What is it, Tervy 1?

Teresa shook her head.

“1 don't know for certain, hut ii's

TERESA, surveying the open land beyond, did not notice her two

chums.
at Teresa,

some kind of rebellion, I think, That
right, Fuzzy 1"
Fuzzy gave a quick nod of assent.
“Bad trouble,” she said. “Take dem
white mens prisisser, and guns and

tings. Magic man make dem black
people rise up fight.”

“Behind us—or in front?” asked
Teresa.

Fuzzy hesitated to answer that, but
she seemed to be sure enough in her
own mind. .

“In front,”” said Luise guickly. “Yon
mean that black men are arming in
front of us—the way we are going. Is
that it ?”

“Tink so,” said Fuzzy miserably.
“*Bad tings may go happen soon.”

“Not to us,” said Teresa swiltly.
2 got a good lead of the
magician—-’

“Him send message. Siop white
girls,” said Fuzzy, wide-eyed,

“Btop us! But we're not so far now
from my father’s territory,” said
Teresa, with a flash in her eyes. “Ile
can assemble white troops with modern

1]

arms, These black men kuow that all
right—"
“Um. Mebbe black men keep us,

hide us—den big white chief, yo fader,
him not fight dem,” said Fuzzy,
frowning.

Teresa was silent then, for she saw
that that might indeed be a true
reckoning. ut she was not really
greatly alarmed, and did not hesitate,

“Come on. Pack—get going!” she
snapped.

“But breakfast 97 asked Luise.

“Eat as we go along—fruit, anything.
You can perch on the top of ithe
luggage,” said Teresa. “But there's
cold tea in the flask. Up—and on our
way, chicks!”

Luise, weak though she still was,
really, insisied on helping, for speed
mattered now. A good packer, she was
a great help in getting the luggage
neatly stacked, and they very quickly
had Bambo loaded.

Adolphns, having finished off the tin
of milk with no more damage than
three cuts on his arm and a small one
on his nose, was ready for anything, and
climbed on to the top of Bambo.

‘“ Missa Luise,”” whispered Fuzzy, with a cautious glance
‘“ me not say before, but the bad men'’s prisoner is her papa !

“Ready " said Teresa, looking them
all over. “Then forward !

And forward it was, with Bainbo set-
ting a quickish pace, even with Luise
on his back, while Teresa and Fuzzy
trotted alongside.

“Every step in this direciion is nearer
to safely,” said Teresa presently,
* because my father may have come to
meet us. He'll know this is our route.
And if he comes, he’ll have an armed
cscort, 1 dare say. No one is likely to
tackle him.”

“Not likely !” agreed Luise lightly.

Only ¥uzzy “was silent; but then
Fuzzy knew something she had not
dared to tell Teresa—news which shae
did not mean fo impart in Teresa's
hearing, although she was really burn-
ing to tell Luise,

Not until they reached some high
ground, where Teresa called a halt and
went to prospech the open land beyond
and about them, did Fuzzy have a
chance to be with Luise alone.

*Miss Luise,” she called, “not tell
Miss Teaser.”

“Not tell her what?"” asked Luise,

“Bad tings come by drum,” said
Fuzzy dismally.  “White man  him
tooked prisisser,”

“0Oh, a white man!” said Luise, in
grave concern. “Not that huuler we
met 4

Fuzzy shook her head, and her eyes
were large and frightened. Looking
cautiously towards Teresa, she cupped
a hand to her mouth and whispered.

“Miss Teaser's big chief papa !
:ilil.l.

* she

" Forward—to the Drum!”

UISE looked down at Fuzzy and
I was stupefied, hardly able to
believe it.

“Teresa's father — capiured !”
she exclaimed. “But how do jyou
know? Are you—are you sure?”

Fuzzy nodded quickly.

“Um—drum not tell lies. Big chief—
white chief of many soldiers—friend
Nompanyo—go *way along Nompanyo.”

“You mean a big white chief who
was travelling to Nompanyo? 1t might
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e anyone,” said Luise hopefully.
necessarily Teresa's—-""

At that moment Teresa returned.

“Hallo! Why the whispering?"" she
asked. “Anything wrong?”

Luise looked down and did not know
what to say; for she knew that Teresa
was devoted to her father, and there
was nothing they could do to help him
if this pews were true. .

“Not

And suppose it was not? Then
Teresa would be given unnecessary
worry and suffering.

“Nothing, dear. Tuzzy's worried
about this black rising.”

“There’s romething  else,”  said

Teresa quite sharply. “Don’t pretend.
Bad news, Fuzzy—something new ?”

Fuzzy shook her head.

“Me tel dem big stories fibs—
lays "

“Lies?” exclaimed Teresa. * Fuzzy !”
There was anger in her tone now.
“Lies—you mean you've been deceiving
us e

“Me
“Tellumn troof,
lies no more.”
arms to Teresa.

Teresa drew back and held out her
hand.

“The truih, Fuzzy ! Iz there a black
rising "’

“Yes, yes.”

“And was a white man captured ?”

“¥-yes,” said Fuzzy, and looked up
at Luise, who shot an anxious look at
Teresa and met her cyes.

And presently there came a pallor to

not tell lies,” wailed Fuzzy.
Nebber—nebber tellum
And she threw out her

Teresa's  cheeks as  enlightenment
dawned.

“My golly ! she gasped. “You don’t
mean—— Kuzzy ! He's not my father—

not dad captured! Why, if they did
get him, if they're out of hand—"

She turned then; for ahead of them,
round the bend of the path which
wound round the precipice edge of this
lofty hill they were climbing, came a
runner—a runner who stumbled as
though near to collapse,

Teresa stared at the runner with grow-
ing dismay. Then, as he came nearer,
she recognised him as one of her father's
own servants. With a gasp, she ran to
him, and he, seeing her, recognising
Ler, lurched to a halt, then dropped to
his knees, hands clasped in appeal.

“Aissa Teaser,” he panted, “big
chief him plisner !

“My father—prisoner! Oh, it's true,
then,” said Teresa faintly. *“Where?
Where is he? Is he—hurt?”

Now Luise and Fuzzy had reached
the man, too, and Luise gave him a
drink of water, guessing his need. He
dranlk it eagerly, and then, brushing his
mouth, rose shakily.

“Me run plenty time,” he panted.
“Chief, him way back along,  Many
men  hold him. Him send seek
you—seek King Nompanyo,”

In a minute or two, in command of
himself, he was able to talk more freely,
and Teresa, pale and anxious, listened
1o his story, at first in fear for her
father's safety.

But the warriors rising against Nom-
panye had taken Teresa’s father
prisoner only so that he should not be
able to raise a white army.

They wanted to dethrone King Nom-
panyo, who was too agreeable to white
man’s rule for their liking. and then
make.terms with Teresa’s father, as the
agent of the British Government.

It was a wild scheme. No good could
come of it, only harm, and Teresa knew
that, urging the black men on, were evil
leaders who thought only of their own
prospects, of wealih which they would
gain, using the poor natives as the
catspaws.
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Replies to a few of her Correspondents,

MARY and BARBARA (Wales).—Thanlk
vou both for a sweet little letter. You
would each be in the Upper Third, with
Doris Redfern, Madge Stevens and their
chums, if you went to Cliff House. I'll
certainly keep your story suggestion in
mind. Write again, won't you ?

PAMELA SHEDDAN (Otago, New Zea=
land).—So glad to hear from you, Pamela.
My dog, Juno, is & lovely large Alsatian,
with the pgentlest disposition you can
imagine. Soyourfavourite Fourth Formers
at C.H. are Babs, Clara, and Jemima ?
I know they are all most popular with
my readers.

‘“ BABS " (Wolverhampton).—You
would be a Second Former if you went to
Cliff House, Babs. You have quite a list
of favourites at C.H., it seems, but Babs—
your namesake—is evidently your fav.
ourite. You'll write again when you have
time, won't you ?

DOROTHY and ANN (Croydon, Surrey).
—DMany thanks, Dorothy and Ann, for a
charming little letter, What did you
think of my story called ** The Loneliest
Girl in the Necond,” after all # T hope to
feature Dolores Fssendon again quite
shortly. I shall look forward to another
letter from you both.

‘“ ADMIRER OF JEMIMA ** (Llanfair,
Wales).—Thank you so much for wyour
very nice little letter. Do persuade your
two friends to write to me soon, won't
you ? Then I shall know all three of you !
The answer to your important question is
“ No,” Iris.

** NESTA ** (Liverpool).—I loved every
word of your nice long letter, Nesta.
You would be in the Second Form if you
went to Cliff House. Clara’s second name
is Marian. My pet Alsatian, Juno, sends a
pawshake to Jim, and hopes he hasn’t
been getting into trouble again!

‘* ADMIRER OF JEMIMA ** (Worthing).
—Another of Jimmy Carstairs’ fans ! Hero
are the names you asked for : Mabel Elsie
Lynn, Clara Marian Trevlyn, Jemima
Carstairs, Marcelle Odette Biquet, Dolores
Essendon, Marjorie Alicer Hazeldene and
Janet Elizabeth Jordan. You would be
in the Second Form if you went to C.H,

‘““ FUZZY * (Maida Hill).—L liked your
quaint pen-name, Fuzzy ! So vour Fourth
Form favourite iz Mabs ? I know Babs’
great chum has many fans among my
readers, Tell your sister I'll certainly
keep her suggestion in mind. I shall look
forward to hearing from you again.

“My golly, but ii's bad trouble,” said
Teresa, aghast. - My father will be
safe for a while, but maybe not for
long.”

“Oh, Terry, can we save him ?” said
Luise fretfully. *“We must go to him at
once if we can. Only the black men
are armed, aren’t they ?”

“Yes. heavily armed; armed enough
for us,” said Teresa quietly. “We'd be
helpless, of conrse. But if we could only
get King Nompanyo's hel "

“Well, we can. He's a friend,” said
Tuise eagerly., *“We know that.”
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“A friend, yes,” nodded Teresa.
“No doubt about that; but if what
Fuzezy heard by the drums is right, he
is a prisoner, too. You know who is
behind this?"”

“The magician, yes,” said Luize.

The three girls exchanged looks,
while the runner, dropping down,
{qmgrily ate. fruit that Fuzzy fetched
him,

There was a great load of responsi-
bility now on Teresa’s young shoulders.
She must decide herself what to do, and
it seemed that whatever decizion she
made would involve them in danger.

To go back meant to face King Nora-
panyo's savage enemies, led by the
magician. To go on was just as perilous.
For the men who had captured Teresa’s
father would surely capture them, too.

Fuzzy was round-eyed in alarm, and
just shook her mop of frizzy hair in
distress. To her there seemed no way
out of this at all. The runner, having
been told to take a message to King
Nompanyo, was willing to do so, cven
though the king was in enemy hands,
for he was a loyal servant, ready to risk
even death in the service of Teresa's
father.

“If only daddy hadn’t come to meet
us!” said Teresa, with a sigh. “But
he did it for the best, and they caught
him with only a small gunard—"

No use erying over spilled milk. The
thing was done.

Luise in this erisis seemed to lose her
nervousness, for things were now really
bad, and she knew that courage was
needed. Teresa was distressed, and for
Teresa's sake she rallied wonderfully.

“Terry dear,” she said, slipping an
arm about her friend's shoulder, “do
just what you think is best. If we must
take risks, then we will take them. Let
us go on to your father, if you think we
ought to.”

Teresa shook her head.

“No; that's what I want to.do, but
it's not the wisest thing. We must find
Nompanyo. The magician has fooled
the people, and only just in time. I
don’t suppose King Nompanyo had time
to tell them that he no longer trusted
the magician himself. But we know
the m'im's a fraud. If the people know
it—

She turned to Fuzzy.

“Fuzzy—a drum. Is there one near?
Can vou find one?”
“Me tink so,

excitedly.

“Then let’s find one and get the news
sent,” said Teresa swiftly. “There was
someone druraming a short distance
back. We've got to take news of a big
white army approaching—guns, soldiers,
tanks. You,” she said to the runner,
“when we find that drummer, run to
him in terror with the news. He won’t
know you are one of my father's men,”

“And then 7” said Luise cagerly.

“Then we'll take the news, teo,” said
Luise, *and go back to find the king—
go back through the jungle, not along
the beaten path.”

Fuzzy, listening. turned, hands to ears,
to catch the direction of sounds sche

ves,” said Tuzzy

heard. And then in excitem:nt she
lifted ‘her right hand and pointed.
“PDrums,”’ she said, “on hill—way

onber dere!”
Teresa swung rouud, alert, ready for
action.

“Then forward—to the drum,” she
cried.
a thrilling moment this

WWHAT

is ! Will Teresa's daring plan
succeed 7 On no account fail to read
next week's dramatic climax to this
grand storv.
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COMPLETE this week. Another topping laughter-story. féaturing that priceless pair—

The IMP knows how to pull people’s legs—Cousin George

merely thinks he does.

So when George tried to pull

The IMP’S leg, he ended up inside a monkey cage !

Two Japes That Went Astray!

113 ]F ere Wednesday !

mly it w

Hetiy Sonning sighed that
remark sadly, for to-day was
Tuesday, and not, thevcfore, a

half-holiday. Wednesday seemed

always a long time in coming; but this
week it was slower than ever, and
Tuesday afternoon’s lessons were par-
ticularly dull and dreary.

Some girls love lessons, and go rush-
ing madly to school, stamping up and
down until the bell rings, and then
struggling to reach their desks in a
fever of excitement t{o learn something
really useful.

But Hetty was not that kind of girl.
Hetty preferred circuses, gnd there was
a circus in the district. She had seen
that ecirens already, but she wanted to
see it again, for there was an amazing
new acrobatie turn, and a_clown who
could make people roll over and over
with laughter.

Offered her free choice, Heity would
have chosen the clown rather than
geography, or even history.

What really galled Hetty so much at
the moment was that in her hand she
held two tickeis for the circus—good
tickets, in the bhest seats, too. More-
over, they were for this afternoon’s
performance |

If only to-day had been a half-
holiday all would have been well; but,
of course, it wasn't, and as Aunt
Miriam positively refused to get her
leave from school, the tickets were just
<0 much wastepaper.

Hetty sighed again, and then looked
across the room at Cousin George. It
was early afternoon, and a balmy
hreeze 1ustled the curtains in  this
severely furnished Common-room which
<he sharved with her cousin.

Cousin George, looking very solemn,
wearing reading glasses, sat at his desk

wspaper, studying the
political developments, not even

“George,” =aid Hetty—"1 mean,
Consin George &

He turned and surveyed her over his
glasses,

“Unless you have anything impaortant
to say, please don’t interrupt, I am

studying our foreign policy.”

“Ours? Didn’t know 1 ‘had one!”
said Hetty, in surprise.

“I mean England’s foreign poliey,”
said Cousin George stiffly YA pity
yon aren’t doing something simi L

“What, in my dinner-hour?”
Hetty, surprised.

Cousin George clacked his tongue and
gave a hopeless shrug of the shoulders.
He was two years older than Hetiy, and
a prefect at his school, but he tried to
give the impression that he was a grown
man of the world.

Before he could rebuke her, however,
the door of their Common-room opened,
and his mother—Hetty's Aunt Miriam—
looked in.

Cousin George rose politely, and gave
his little courteous bow.

“Qh, I'm just off to the Debating
Society,” said Aunt Miriam, with a
quick look at Hetty. “I hope Hetty is
behaving, George 7"

“0Oh, yes, mother | Hetty's all right,”
he said, with a faint smile. “ Much
less troublesome than when she came.
I dare say I shall manage by my in-
fluence to make her far less harum-
scarum.”

“I hope so, his
“Always do what George
Heity. “He knows best,”

A slight frown from Aunt Miriam

said

2 said.

you,

mother

tells

fhen, and off she went, after Kissing
(Gieorge good-bye.

Hetty moved forward.

“That's funny!” she exclaimed,

“ Aunt’s gone to the Debating Society.”
“I don’t find it ammsing. She goes
every week,” said Cousin George.
“Yes, but W sday i1s her day,’
pointed out Hetty.
And bhecause there was just a chance
that her aunt had made a mistake,

Hetty went to the door to catch her
Aunt Miriam would not he amused il
she arrived there and found the place
empiy.

But on the landing 1letly paused.
The maid Nellic was just going down-
stairs, deessed in her best and smartest.

“Nellie, where are going ¥
asked Heity.

“Me, miss? Oh, io the pictures.
my afterncon out.”

Hetty was so surprised that she said
no more, and Nellie, pulling on gloves,
went out of the door.

Nellie’s afternoon off was Wednesday.
Aunt Mirviam went to the Debating
Society on Wednesday., They had both
gone, therefore it was Wednesday.

Eagerly Hetty hurried back into the
Common-room.

“Well, T must be polty!” she ex-
claimed. “Cousin George, what day is
it ¥

There was a faint glimmer in Cousin
George’s eyes.

“If in doubt, consult the newspaper,”
he said, tossing it across.

Hetty caught it and looked at the day
—Wednesday. And  then, taking

]
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another look, she noted the date. It
was the date of the previous Wednesday,
and, what was more, she could see by
the report of a film which she had read
before that it was indeed last weeh's
paper,

Cousin George was solemnly irying io
pull her leg.

Hetty saw it in a flash, but she
not to show it.

“Well, fancy ! Wednesday !
No school! Hurrah!”

Cousin George sat back, hid a grin,
and chuckled inside. Hetty had pulled
his leg several times, but this was where
he got his own back,

“You thought it was Tuesday ?” he
said lightly. “Dear, dear! Well, I'm
glad that you are so immersed in lessons
that a half-heliday comes as a sho
Perhaps the day will arrive
will have to drive you -aw

you

I's

Hurrah!
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A word from Bessie Bunter,

“1 SUS-SAY, YOU GIG-GIRLS. . .

I'm so excited. Th-th-the Editor
has asked me tut-to tell you all
about the other stories f-f-featuring
me and—and Bib-Babs & Co. You
know, the ones that app-app—oh,
dud-dear—now |'ve mum-made a
big berlot. . .."

From which point onwards
Bessie's letter was indecipherable.
But what she meant to say was that
you can meet her—and all your CIiff
House favourites—every month in
the grand LONG story of their early
adventures which appears in the
SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN LIBRARY.
This month’s story—No. 637—is
one of HILDA RICHARDS' Master-
pieces. Don’t fail to get it !

And also remember the other
three fine stories, details of
which appear on the ‘right.
These grand book - length
volumes cost 4d. Each . . .
are on Sale Thursday, June 2nd
. . . and will give you hours
of enthralling reading.

Hetty laughed; she giggled: but not
at that joke. She was giggling at the
idea of turning the tables on Cousin
Lieorge.

It was still Tuesday; she knew it was
Tuesday. But—

*Cousin George,” she said,
hug you with joy! Oh, whoops!
lessons this afternoon——"

And Hoetty skipped out of the room.

Jang | went the door, and then Cousin
(teorge, the practical joker, let himself
go. Lle fairly hooted with mirth.

“Poor old Heity!” he said, \n}iug
his eves as he sniggered anew. * What
a leg-pull. 1 must tell the 1b.’l!-- this.
When -‘lr- finds out the 1mt¥r -

A sound came to him that r.au‘cd him
to jump up—the tinkle of a cycle bell—
and he rushed to the window, just in
time to sco Hetty eyele down the drive.

“1 could
No

*Hetty !" he howled.
“nlh turned.
‘Ta-ta!" she called.
ST are vou going?
“Where do you think—on a
holiday 277 she called back.

cirens !’

Consin George nearly
window. He yelled,
but ety rode on!

fell out of the
howled, raved;

TT ()I the Hetty went,
lef I':l-zttl] her evele amongst the
Luishes, and then tiptoed afm‘"-ulo the
liedge that bordered the drive, there to
wait for Cousin George.

He had had his little joke—and now
she was having hers! Cousin George,
no  longer Inughmg, came galloping
down the drive, pale-faced and anxious.

He rushed imo the lane, looked left
and right, rushed back, and then saw
the odd- Jra‘- man, who had been thin-
1.|ng out the flowers.

“Have you seen Miss H(ln
George, “She thinks it's

ates swung

s

¥ f‘]p@(l
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No. 37

-/\.N\/\."\/‘\./\/'\,"\/'\N\l"\/\/\/\/‘d\.

No. 636—"' AT SCHOOL TO GUARD
A MADCAP!" ecially written for
these Numbers by iur.h Maxwell.

No. 638—'" DRIVEN FROM MOR-
COVE!" One of Marjorie Stanton’s
early stories of Betty Barton & Co.
No. 63— AN OUTCAST—ON MYS-
TERY'S TRAIL !  Which is simply
packed with excitement.

A AVAVAC AV AV VAV Ve e VeV, 'W\f\/'\.«.

“Wednesday ?  It's Toosday,” said
the odd-job man.
“1 know it is. But she thinks if's

Wednesday.  Mother's changed her
debating day, and she's flmngod ‘\eil:c
day, too, this week. Oh, gosh!

Hetty, hiding behind the hedge,
c-n;n\ﬂl the fun. She had never seen
Cousin George look so het-up in her
life,  And suddenly he charged back to
the house and went inside.

Heity hesitated, a litile puzzled by
this maneuvre, so completely un-
expected was it. Pushing through the
hedge, she went up the drive.  But
Cousin George had slammed the front
door, which automatically locked, and
Hetty had to go round to the back.

Meanwhile, Cousin George, in a dread-
ful panic, was on the telephone. Heo
had searched through the directory and
found Miss Norah Wimlev's number.
Miss Wimley was Hetty's headmistress
at school, and with luck € George could
Jll\l catch her at her private Liouse

* Miss \\Illlli\—lil--hL goodness ! he
gasped. ‘This s George  Sonning
speaking—Hetty’s consin. \-\ Hetty
Souning, of the Fourth Form. I am het
cousin, George. A dreadful thing has
happened—"

Miss Wimley's voice back
shaken with anxiety.

it! I

came

“A cycle accident? T knew
knew it! Ietty is very reckless——
*No. no: not a cycle accident,” said
CGieorge.  “ You see—well, it’s like this.
I was lln\mg a joke. I—I kidded her
it was Wednesday. I'm rather a good
actor, and I faked things so well that
she 1oalh thinks it is Wednesday.”
Ml:q Wimley did not “get " il.
* Surely, that has not resulted m any
bodily injury or incapacitation?’
George snorted, and did not wonder
that Hetty called her Head a goop.
Patiently he explained it all from the
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very start, and at last Miss Wimley
mastered the whole thing.

“You behaved very foolishly, and I
am surprised, after what I have heard
of you,” she said crossly. “Hetly
cannol be blamed for this; for once, she
is more sinned against than sinning. Do
vour best to find lher and explain
1natiers. Hurry !”

-oorg’e hmlwd up the mcr-ucr, ]nﬁf
as Hetty, who had been banging at the
locked back door in vain, managed to
climb in through the scullery window.

By the time she reached the hall
George was goiug through the gate on
his bike, heading for the circus and
hoping that by putting on a real sprint,
he could cateh Hetty.

Naturally, he would be late for school
—and he was a fellow who despised
others who were late for school.

“I'll never play a practical joke
again,” he groaned.
Inside the house Heiiy looked for

him, went outside, and saw the odd-job
mun.
* Master George ?

0

" she asked. “8cen
him?

“Gone down the drive like a lunatic.
He was asking for you a minute ago,
miss,” said the man, easing his back.

Hetty blinked, whistling softly,
thpn ]umpod to her machine.

he circus I she gasped. “Oh,

silly goop ! Now I've averdone it !

and

{hae
Tha

poor mutt thinks I'm going to the
circus "
And, best pedal forward, that was

where Hc-H\ weni.
Cousin George

She Lad got to eatch
before it was too late!

Truants!

{3 RUI Loup, voll up! The biggest
and best ecircus of the year!
The best circus ever ! bawled
a man with a rancous, long-

distance voice.
Cousin Georgo
his machine,

harled himself from
resied it with a pile of
others, and scurried forward to the
“big top "—that large marquee into
which a string of people were filing past
the pay-booih.

Then, having bought the cheapest
seat he could get, he pushed into the
large marquee with the hope of finding
Hetty.

It was fwenty minufes past {wo now,
and even if.lhie found her at once and
they rode hack flat out, they would miss
first lesson.

Hetty reached the pay desk a few
minutes later, and found she had no
money, cxcept threepenee, which wonld
not allow admittance; but in a fash she
remembered the tickeis.

Whipping oue out, she showed if, and
was passed through with bows, and led
towards the best seats. But, of course,
she had to find Consin (uun;

bi]r- found him three minufes
running  about like a scarved
looking in all dircctions.

“Hallo, George!" che said calmly,

Cousin George lot out a gasp, and
then pulled himseli together.

later,
rabbit,

“Hetly !” he choked. “You loon—
you raving muit ! To-day’s Tuesday 1"
“Tuesday ?” she gasped, and pre-

tended to be overcome. “Oh! Cousin
George,” she cried in reproach, *von
deceived me.  Oh, you wicked, hnninl
boy, you may make me play truant !’

Cousin George grabbed her arm.,

“It's all ughr Hetiy, T owned up.
I did the decent thing. 1 telephoned
Miss Wimley.”

“You did what?” .said Hetly,
startled.

“Telephoned your headmisiress and

explained.”
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“Explained whai?” )

“ Well—all about everything. About
kidding you it's Wednesday. I told her
not to ilame you if you didn't ehow up.
I said you'd ridden off, but I'd try to
find you, and thank goodness I have,”

Hetty let ount a sigh.

“George, you brick—you wonder
she said.

Cousin George, puzzled, frowned at

er.

“T don't understand,” he said a little
stiffly. “I played a foolish trick—"

“You actually phoned iy head-
mistress, and told her I wouldn’t be in
this afternoon? Oh, Cousin George,
that was sweet of youl”

Cousin George stared, and then slowly
enlightenment came to him. He saw
just what Hetty meant. ~

“You mean—you mean you're not
going to school1” he asked in horror.

“ After you've explained everything?
Not likely |” said Hetty. “If I don’t
ahhow”up, then Miss Wimley will know
waony.

Cousin George drew up and looked
down upon her.

“Listen to me, Hetty,” he said, wag-
ging a forefinger. “Do you realise that
that would be playing truant?”

“I’ve been excused lessons because a
trick was played on me,” Hetty argued,
“and I'm staying. I may as well be
hanged for a sheep as a lamb.”

Of course, Cousin George was dread-
fully shocked. He could hardly speak
at first. The very idea staggered him,
paralysed him.

“ Matter of fact,” said Hetty eagerly,
“I've got two tickets, Cousin George.
They say there’s a grand new turn, best
ever—and that new clown1”

Cousin George fixed her with a look
of cold scorn.

“ Hetty, I can hardly believe it,”” he
said. * You—prepared to play truant!
But I shall not allow it. This way to the

exit,” he exclaimed, and took a firm
grip on her arm. )
“As a prefect, Cousin George,

couldn'’t you give yourself permission to
stay ?” Hetty asked gently,

“It’s my duty to prevent wrongdoing,
and if I were a prefect at your school,
and saw you here, I'd report you. There
may be a prefect here,” he added, and
Iooﬁed about him. “In fact—h'm |—I
think I see one.”

It was a bluff. His theatrical tone
told Hetty that, but she played up.

“0Oh, oh! I shall be caught!” ehe
wailed. *‘Hide me—" i

And, as though in a terrible panie,
she bolted.

Once again Cousin George's bluff had
recoiled on his own head; he had dug
a pit for her, and fallen in it himself.

“Hi, stop—I was joking !” he gasped.

But Hetty dashed amongst the crowd,
got outside the tent, bobbed down out of
sight, and waited while Cousin George
slipped by. He was looking right and
loﬁ anxiously, and she saw his well-
oiled head of hair as he stopped. For
fear that he might give the school a bad
name, he had taken off his cap and put
it in his pocket.

The sight of it gave Hetty an idea.
Moving nearer, she took hold of the
cap, and a neat tug brought it out un-
noticed by him.

Then, after another look round,
Cousin George walked on, without his
cap

Hetty loitered for a minute, and then
dodged back. Presently, noticing a
lad of about fifteen standing at the back
of the crowd on tiptoe, she approached
him. Once or twice he had delivered
groceries to the house, and now he
touched his cap.

“Wouldn't care for @ really good
seat?” she asked eagerly.

“Eh? Me? Wounldn't I just!” he
grinned. “Can’t see much here.”

“Well, one ood turn deserves
another,” said etty softly. © “You

know my  cousin—lives at the same
housé.” "~ - -
“0Oh, yes! I know him, miss
“Then be a. sport;” said Hetty.
“He's trying to get me away from here,
and I want to lead him a dance.. Here's
his cap. Just put it on, will you, and
hang about here somewhere. Don't let
him. see your face, though—and if he
chases you,: bunk. He might manage
to get locked in somewhere, perhaps,”
she added. .+ . i %
The grocery, boy's eves gleamed, and
he gave a chortle, ~.+ 7isd
“Gosh—and"you'll ‘give me a ticket?”
he asked. “ A réal ticket, mise'?** he
added, with sudden sispicion. ‘‘ You're

1"

g2 o~

not trying to pull 'wiy leg? It's all
on the level 7" 3
“Honour bright, ves! Here it is!"”

said Hetty.

The boy’s doubts vanished as Hetty
showed him the ticket.

“Done!”” he said.

“Only, mind,” Hetty warned, “if he
finds you in his seat he might be pretty
mad—that is, if he should escape and
come back. You can even shout, 'ware
pre’s!” she added.

The grocery boy understood.

“Here—that's him now!"” Hetiy ex-

claimed, then dodged away, and
watched.
She saw Cousin (George approach,

looking about him anxiously—and then
suddenly his eyes alighted on the school
cap.

“Hi,
forward.

The grocery boy swerved neatly and
dodged, and Cousin George gave pur-
suit through the crowd.

“Gosh |” muttered George, his eyes
glinting. “If I can catch that young
rascal, the Head won't blame me so
much | Caught red-handed at the circus,
the little rotter! Playing truant.”

And off galloped Cousin George.

Off in the other direction went Hetty,
to find her seat.

you!” he exclaimed, rushing
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R AND— hurrah!”
Hetty.

It was the most stunmin
circus she had ever seen, an
the new act was just wizard, while the

clown had made her sides ache.

Half-way through the show, someone,
came pushing a]anﬁ to her seat, grin-
ning broadly, and she looked up to see
the grocery boy.

“Q.K.7” she asked. :

“0.K., “miss,” he said. “I led him
round and round the place. Lucky L
know one of the attendants—chap who
looks after the monkeys.”

“Where is he now?” asked Hetiy.

The boy grinned.

“Hope you won't mind, miss, but I
dodged into an empty cage they used
to keep a chimp in, and he followed.
My pal let me out at the back, and I
shouldn't be surprised if your cousin’s
locked in the cage.”

Hetty giggled.

“ Poor old George!” she said softly.

But thereafter she forgot all about
George in her enjoyment of the show,
and the grocery boy forgot that he was
due back at work until he suddenly saw
the clock, and bolted.

By then school for the day was over.
And ten minutes later the circus was
over, too,

“It was worth anything,” she decided.

But there was a slight uneasiness in
Hetty's mind, and with a growing feel-
ing of guilt, she wandered towards the
menagerie. A large crowd had gathered
round one of the cages, roaring with
laughter.

Hetty joined the crowd, pushed her
way through, and then gasped. On the
cage was a label: ““Percy the chimp—
almost human.” And behind the wire-
netting a brilliantly red face glared out.

“Golly—George !” she gasped.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the crowd.

“ Pretty nearly human,” said someone.

“ Except for the nose—"

Cousin George bobbed back, but a
minute later he came into view again.
This time, he had his coat wrapped
round his head and, rusting forward,
he snatched up his cap, which was near
the netting. .

{1 cheered

»

« [_IKE a free ticket for the circus? '’ the Imp asked the grocery boy.

““ Then be a sport. Put on this cap and let that fellow chase

you | ' It was the only way she could get rid of Cousin George—and
. . see the show !
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“Hi!” came a voice from the back of
the eage. “Get out of here. What are
you doing, larking about, ch? Who are
you? What's yer name—"

Hetty rushed round to Cousin George’s
rescue, for she had not intended the joke
to be carried as far as this! Cousin
(icorge might casily get into a serious
row.

But it was only the grocery boy's pal,
and he released Cousin George, and let
him - escape. Face burning, sin
Greorge charged away, and Hetiy ran
for her life to get her q'cle first.

But she looked back in time to see
Cousin George examining the cap to
find the name tag. ne was going
to suffer—someone was going to get into
a terrific row, for the young rascal who
had led him into the cage had dropped
this cap. All Cousin George had to do
was to read the name, and the fellow’s
number was up.

Hetty looked just long enough to see
Consin George give a convulsive start,
look again at the name, and then gape
open-mouthed into space.

For the name, of course, was his own!

Hetty reached home in good time,
rushed into the house, and let out a
gasp.

“Saved!” she said.

Saved she certainly was, but the ring-
ing of the telephone-bell jarred her
from her calm, and for a moment she
lesitated to answer it. Now her con-
science was stirring. ~ Miss Wimley, the
headmistress, might be ringing through.

It was not Miss Wimley, however, but
Mr. Brassey, George's maths master.

“Yes, gir,” said Hetty, pretending to
!m lh?r maid. “This is Mrs. Sonning’s

onse,

“I want to speak to Master George.
Is he.ill? I had an imporiant treatise
for him; but he was not nt school. This
is Mr. Brnney speaking.”

Heity ‘drew a breath, and at that
moment she heard Geargea bell as he
swept into the drive.

“Oh, he can't speak to you now, sir!
Shall I take a message? le seems
fearful feverish. His face is all red, and
he ought to stay in bed, that’s what.”

“Oh dear! IlI1? Will he be at school
in the mommz‘
“Oh, yes, £ r! He'll be all right in

tlw morning.”

“Well, well, I'm riding past. TI'll eall
in with the thing mysclf, and sce how
‘he is.”

Click ! went the receiver.
Couzin George-burst in, and certainly
looked a little feverish.

“0Oh, hallo, Hﬂtty 1” he nul loftily.

“Did you dodge the prefect?”
“Yes, ihank fou, Cousin George,”
said Hetty meek “I did. T suppose

you went to school. Did you get into a-

scrape?

Cousin George unwound his scarf and_..ne“b_ Sitleated Sov.

spoke llrlly

“Me? Oh, no—no—not at all. lee
an uneventful afternoon.”

And he mounted the stairs. Dut
underncath his calm exterior, Cousin

Crurgo was quaking.
“Oh, Cousin George !” callcr.l Hetty.

“Well

“A phone call came [mm a Ar.
Brassey at your school.”

Cousin George went white, and nearly
fell downstairs.

“Wha-a-at!” he gasped. “Yeu don't
mean that? Nun-not really——"

Hetty mounted the slmrs, and looked
at him.

- eorge—you - look ill! You're
fﬂensh she snd “You ought to be

"In bed’” he echoed. “I'm all right.

e
“Your teeth are chattering,” said
Hetty, shaking her head. “I'd better

take your temperature. You may not
be able to go to school in the morning
if you're ill.”

She guessed that Cousin George for
once wouldn’t be too keen to go to the
school in the morning. There might be
a few unpleasant questions, and his
story of staying at the circus to chase
a boy wearing the school cap who
wasn't really at the school would sound
dreadfully thm. while the yarn about
being shut in a cage would just cause
shrieks of mocking laughter!

Hetty knew enough about schools to
guess ihat the episode in the chimp’s
cage might never be lived down if it
became known, and she could not help
feeling that she was to blame.

There was only one thing to do.
George had to be saved; he had to
an invalid.  She rushed for the
thermometer and put it under the hot
tap. Then she jabbed it into George's
mouth.
Cousin George was feeling a bit shaky
in reality now, and toying with the des-
perate idea of feigning illness

“Now,” said Hetty, whlpplng out the
thermometer. “ Gosh !” she added, look-
ing at it. -

Cousin George snatched at it, stared,
and reeled.

“A hundred and three " he yelled.”

“Oh, goodness gracious me! I—I
must be drcndfully ill. Hetty, how do
I look? Have I the appoaruucu of a
sick man? For goodness’ sak: »

“George, go to bed—quick! I'll get
you some gruel,” said Hetty, “Hot-
water bottle. Wrnp an old sock round
your throat. Goll A hundred and
three! And youm (io look awful !

Cousin George’s eves bul

“Hetty, better phone " Qimpeon
quickly.” I may have uugh! something
in the cage—I mean, at school.”

Cousin George fairly hurled himself
into bed, while Hetty made a concoction
hurriedly and boiled some water for a
bottle. Then, going to a eupboard, she
found a clean cap and apron and put
them on.

It was as she was tnlnng the tray up
that there came a knock at the door.
Answering it, she beheld Mr. Brassey.

“Come in, sir!” she said. “Just
taking up some gru el.”
“ Mr. B followed her.

At sight of Hetty in the servant's cap
and apron, Cousin George sat gasping,
and was about to make some sharp
rebuke when Mr. Brassey entered.

‘If George had felt ill before, he very

“Ah, Sonning, my poor fellow! The
sick-bed, eh?” said the master. "Delr
dear! Nothing serious, I hope? ° A
slight rwecof tempe‘rptél:llre""

usin George gu

“Y-ves, sir. A hundred and three.”

“A hundred and three—high fever.”
=aid the master, backing a pace warily.

“ Nothing—er—infectious 1" g
“Nun-no, sir; I hope not,”’ said
George. * Hetty is sending for the

doctor, sir.”

“Most advisable. Don't come to
=¢hoql in the morning unless you are
‘well, my boy. Here is the treatise, but
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leave it until you are better. I am
sceing the headmaster this evening. I
will tell him about this. A pity, too.
You missed a most interesting algebra
lesson which you would have enjoyed.”

“Dud-did I, sir?” asked Cousin
George.

Mr. Brassey stayed only a minute or
two, and then Hetty showed him out,
explaining -that George's” mother was
not at home. Returning to the sick-
room, she chuckled.

“Nothing to chuckle at. Have you
phom-d the doctor?” demanded George.
“Doctor? Golly, no! He'd tell Aunt
Miriam,” said Hettv. “You're all
right, Counsin Ceorge."
“All right—with a tom;v‘raturt- of a
hundred and three? silly I”

Heny managed not to laugh
Well, I've just thought,” she said.
“I put that thermometer under the hot
tap before I gave it to you. That may
have been why it read high, You should
;I“ ays wash a thermometer first,
ut——"

Cousin George snatched the thermo-
meter, shook the mercury down, put it
in his mouth, and waited for it to get
warm. Then he took it out and looked
at it, his expression darkening.

“Normal !” he snapped “Of all the
young idiots! A lot of good you'd be
as a nurse! A hundred and three! It
might have read a hundred and ten
under that hot tap. Take that muck
away. I'm getting up.”

“You feel all right now, George?”

“Of course I feel all right!” he said
loftily. *“And if ever I do get ill, you
keep away. We've scared Mr. Brassey
nothing. .He'll tell the Head.
CGiosh, what a muddle !”

Hetty backed to the door, fighting
down her laughter.

“Yes, Cousin George. I'm sorry,”
she said. “I won't let it happen again.
But if you go to school in the morning
it might be as well to explain.”

Cousin George eyed her sideways, and
{hen nodded.

“Yes, I can explain,” he said.

But he knew, and Hetty knew, that
he wouldn’t. And with shrewd wisdom,
he didn't. He just playved the part of
the heroic invalid making a rapid
recovery by sheer will-power,

And he never knew that Hetiy had
saved him from disaster by :that little
accident with the hot-water tap. Nor
did he question her about how she had
spent the afternoon—if only because she
might question him, too. -

There was some slight unpleazantness
noxt day with Miss Wimléy, who was
riot completely convineed that Hetty had
spent the whole afternoon thinking it
was Wednesday, and Hetty was kept in
detention for an hour on Wednesday
afternoon as a pumshment for being so

- eredulous.

But po punishment could alter the fact
that she had seen the ciréus, and from
one of the best seats! So Hetty, even
in _detention, writing a dull essay,
chiickled. 7

END OF THIS WEEEK'S STOTRY.

DO!I"I‘ f —there will . be another
delightful COMPLETE - - story
featuring these two priceless fun-
makers next week. And, of course,
your favourite paper will be on sale
one day earlier than usual, that is
Fruhy 3rd, instead of Saturday.
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