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“BUT WE MUST
GO IN—WE MUST!”

For the sake of the school
captain Babs and Clara had
to enter the theatre.

(See this week's fascinating story

of Barbara Redfern & Co.)
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This Grand Long Complete Story of Barbara Redfern & Co. holds a very intriguing
note of mystery.

THEIR =
CAPTAIN |
in P€R|L/‘

Dulcia Fairbrother, captain of Cliff
House, is one of the most admired
and respected girls in the school.
But Dulcia has an enemy in Connie
Jackson of the Sixth. Connie
means to disgrace Dulcia, and she
schemes to that end .... But
Connie reckons without Babs & Co.

Trapping a Prefect!

{1 EADY, Clara?” asked blue-eyed
Barbara Redfern.
“What-ho! You, Babs?” re-
turned Clara Trevlyn.

“Yes, rather! Let's go.”

“But for goodness’ sake be careful,”
Mabel Lynn, Babs' golden-haired clum, whispered
anxiously.

“Leave it to us,” Clara said cheerily. “Where
did you say the grub was hidden, Leila?”

“Under the hedge—near the gap in Lane’s Tield,
I guess,” Leila Carroll replied. “We had to dump
it sort of sudden because Miss Bullivant came along,
and I guess ehe’d have wanted to know things if she'd
seen Jemima and me staggering about with a full-
sized hamper. Good-luck, sisters! Hope everything
goes all right "

There was @ murmur of agreement from every girl
in the Fourth Form dormitory of Cliff Honse SBchool.

For the expedition upon which Tomboy Clara and
Form ecaptain Barbara were embarking concerned
the whole Form. It was an expedition which had
been decided by drawing lots, and Babs end Clara
were the omnes c¢hosen. To-night the Fourth were
staging one of their mid-lerm dormitory feeds, and
the tuck which had been bought that afternoon had
been smuggled inte a hiding-place near the hedge.
(ALl rights of this publiation are reserved Bl‘abs ‘a.nd_ L.iara weré deputed to bring it safely to
and reproduction is strictly forbidden.) the dormitory.
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“0.K.,"” Clara chutkled. “Back in
five minutes, This way, Babs. Mind
vou don't trip over the carpet—
cruinbs " .

*“And mind you don’t,” Bahs smiled,
as Clara, in the very aci of warnin
Babs, did that exact thing herself,
* Now—shush " .

Clara shushed; carefully picking her
way along the darkened corridor out-
side. Clara the Tomboy, big-footed and
big-hearted, was rather painfully
conscious of her natural clumsiness, and
on {hat aeccount was over-cautious.
Twice, to Babs' throbbing-heavied
anxiety, she slipped on the stairs. In
Big Hall, at the bottom of those stairs,
she slipped on the small mat outside
Miss Bullivant’s door.

“Oh, my hat!” breathed Babs.

Buat fortunately there was no alarm.
The bad-tempered mistress seemed
sound asleep. Softly they slithered
across the parquet flooring of Big Hall;
softly entered the lobby. There Babs
threw up the window, and, stepping ouf,
helped Clara up out of the flower-beds
as she fell face downwards in the earth!
+ “Woof,” Clara gurgled. “And I
thought I was being a real old Red
Indian, you know! F;I'hat's what comes
of being too careful.”

In the darkness, Bahs grinned. But
she said nothing. Rather anxiously she
looked round the deserted grounds,
glimmering now in the pale moonlight.
Quietly she led the way towards the
hedge, and there, groping around,
found the hamper.

“Right-ho, here we are,” she said
cheerily. *“Grab that handle!”

“Ay, ay, cap'n!” Clara answered.

They lifted the hnm{:u:r. It was heavy.
Swinging it between them, they marched
back towards the school. Then, all at
once, Barbara let out a “hist !”

“What's up?” Clara asked.

“ Look ! ulcia’s window !

Clara blinked. Dulcia Fairbrother
was head girl and games captain of
Cliff House School, and if the Tomboy
of the Fourth acknowledged a heroine
Dulcia Fairbrother was certainly that
one, In Dulcia’s window, which was on
the ground floor at the other side of
the main entrance, the light of a toreh
had suddenly appeared.

Even as the two IFourth Formers
watched there was a squeak as the
window opened and a dark head and
shoulders silhouetted clearly against the
background of light. Clara tensed.

“Babs, that isn’t Duleia! That's
C'onnie Jackson. What's she doing in
Dulecia’s study ?”

Connie Jackson, the spiteful and
disliked prefect of the Sixth Form, it
was, Babs' eyes narrowed a little. As
long as she could remember Connie had
always been a little envious of Dulecia,
and disliked her intensely. There could
be but one explanation for Connie's
presence in Duleia’s study.

“Dulcia’s gone out,” Babs breathed.
“Connie’'s found it out. Now Connie's
in her study waiting to catch Dulcia
as she comes in.”

“But _what should Dulcia be doing
out ?” Clara questioned. “You mean
she’s breaking bounds?”

“Well, what else?” i

Clara blinked again. Breaking
hounds, of course, was a serious offence
—especially when bounds were broken
at night. If Dulcia were caught in an
escapade of that nature, it would mean
very big trouble = for her—more
especially, as head girl of the school,
she was supposed to set a good example
to the rest of the girls.

The light snapped out. They listened,
but they did not hear the window go
down. In the pale moonlight they could
see Connie’s form still vaguely ctched
against the curtains.

“And,” Babs said, “she’ll jolly well
catch her.”

“Will she, though?” 1In the dark
(lara’s eyes gleamed. “I don't know
why old Duleia’s breaking bounds, and
I don’t jolly well care,” she said.
““ Anything Dulcia does is good enough
for me, and you can bet she's not
breaking bounds for fun. Babs, can
yvou carry on with the hamper by your-
self? T'll join you in a minute or two.”

“But, Clara—"" Babs whispered.

* Shush "

And Clara, while Babs blinked, darted

away.

Babs looked after her, her heart
thudding all at once, rather appre-
hensively wondering what madecap
scheme had suddenly darted into the
Tomboy’s reckless mind. Still, if it was
something to save Dulcia, that was
enough for Babs. With diffienlty she
hoisted the heavy hamper; breathing
heavily, she tugged it into the shadows.

While Clara—

In the darkness, Clara's face was set,
But there was a light of mischief in
her grey eyes. Half-stooping, half-
running, she made her way towards
Duleia’s window., Chuckling she saw
Connie’s statuesque figure still waiting
at the window. Poising only to glance
round as if to make sure she was not
being followed, she ran towards it. One
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hand she placed on the sill.

Then—

“PDuleia! I've canght you!™ came
Connie Jackson's hissing voice.

And her hand shot out. For a
moment it touched Clara’s wrist. Clara

was expecting that, however. With a
gasp she withdrew it; with a low cry
shrunk away. Connie called out:
“Dulcia !
But Dulcia, as she fondly imagined
Tomboy Clara to be, had started back,
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was, indeed, in the act of running. In
a moment Connie had flung herself over
the sill. In a moment was dashing in
pursuit.

Clara raced along the front of the
school. On the other side of the west
wing the echool garageés—at the moment
being furnished with a coat of paint—
stood, and into the shadows belonging
to those garages, Clara led the way.
All except one was empty. That was
the garage belonging to Miss Primrose,
Cliff House's headmistress.

The doors of that garage, gleaming
and wet, stood wide open because Miss
Primrose, attending a bridge party at
Friars Gables, was out.

Straight for it Clara headed. With
one backward glance she darted
through the door, and, twisting, flat-
tened herself against the wall.  There
came a triumphant ery from Connie,
who plainly saw her quarry disappear.
In, without a thought, the prefect
blundered, and then, catching her foot
against an unseen oil drum, measured
her length with a howl. In a flash
Clara was outside. Heedless of the
sticky paint which adhered to her
fingers, she grasped the doors, pulling
them to. From inside came a shout:

“ Dulcia—Duleia !

Grimly Clara chuckled; quickly she
slipped the padlock on the door; then
she flew. Breathing heavily, she
joined Babs at the lobby window.

“O.K.!"" she panted. “I don't
think Dulcia need worry about Connie.
Get in, Babs!™

3
drawir™, the Qamper
Babs reached up to close

Then she started.
"

They got in,
after them.
the window.

“Clara, look!

“Duleia ! breathed Clara.

Dulcia it was. A patch of moon-
light showed her clearlv. JYrom ihe
other side of the pavilion she had
entered the echool grounds, and was
now Jlooking round anxiously before
trusting herself to the bright patch of
moonlight which she would have to
in order to reach her study.
saw her make a sudden dart.
Then faintly to their ears came the
squeak of a window, Clara grinned.

“Goodie, she's home ! she breathed.
“That makes Dulcia safe. Grab the
hamper, Babs! Ugh! TI've got that
beastly green paint all over my hands!
Bolt !

And the two, chuckling, bolied. -

e

Connie Out of Luck!

ANG, bang,
Thump,
thump!
“Let me out!
out ! Hang
Fairbrother !

bang!
thump,

I.t‘t.i
you,
Let

me
Dulcia
me out, vou cat!"”

But Connie Jackson's thumps, like
her ecries, brought neither help nor
response,

Connie, in the darkness of the gar-
age, almost writhed, Things had hap-
pened to Connie Jackson in her frantie
endeavours to free herself from her
prison.  For Connie, in addition {o
tumbling over the oil-drum, had, in her
wild and furious gropings, upset a
shelf. On that shelf, carelessly left
uncovered, had stood a pot of black
enamel. Most of that enamel now, alas!
had transferred itself to Conuie’s en-
raged person !

“Let me out " ghe seveamed hoarsely
for the hundredth time, and thump,
thump ! went her fist against the door.
“Hang you! Bother you! Blow you!
Let me out, you awful cat!”

“Why, bless my soul !” cried a voice
outside, “Good gracious, what’s the
matter? Jenkins, I believe—I really
do believe that some animal is trapped
in the garage!’ And Counic, pant-
ing, fell back, realising then to whom
that voice belonged, realising that m
the din of her own furious creating,
she had never heard the mistress’
smooth Rolls-Royee glide up to the
door. “‘And see,” Miss Primrose went
on, “somebody has shut the door.”

“Yes, ma'am. And somebody,”
came the offended tones of Jenkins,
Miss Primrose’s chauffear, * has made
a mess of the paint in shutting the

door. Look at those places round the
padlock 1" :
“Open the door, Jenkins!” Miss

Primrose commanded.

Jenkins went forward  Connie, in-
side, heard the rattle of a key in the
padlock. Squeak! went the doors as
they were pushed inward, and Connie
blinked in the sudden flood of blinding
brilliance that was uring from the
Rolls’ powerful headlights. Miss Prim-
rose, seeing the apparition the head-
lights revealed, started back.

; ;“guod gracious! Who— What is

“Oh dear, Miss Primrose, it's me!”
Connie gasped, through the enamel on
her face.

“You—n girl!” Miss
clutched at her pince-nez. “Who are
you, girl? And what, for goodness’
sa[!;e."ha\'u vou been doing to your-
self ?

Primrose
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“Fve done nothing to myself,”
(‘onnie grouud out. ~ “I'm Conuie
.} ackson,” she added furiously.

“Duleia Fairbrother shut me up here
in the dark.”

“But look at you!™ AMiss Primrose
cried,

“Well,” Connie hooted, *“‘you don’t
think I've done this to myself deliber-
ately, do you? If some silly idiot
hadn’'t left a silly tin of enamel open,
1 shouldn’t be in this mess!
didu’t mean to spcnk like that.
I)uhui. |hat. cat

*Connie, please remcmber you are a
prefeet,” Miss Primrose said sternly.

Connie gulped. i

“And I really do think,” Miss Prim-
rose  added annoyedly, *“that you
<hould go and clean yonrself. Please
zo at once, Connie, and when you are
presentable, report to me in my study.”

Connie, griiting her teeth, stumbled
if.  But it was a considerable time
wiore she reported to Miss Primvose.
Even when she did, there were still
‘races of black enamel to he seen on
her hands and face. and Miss Prim-
rose, who had a great fondness for
Dnleia, and not a very high opinion
»f Connie, was inclined to be sceptical

But

when she heard the explanation. 8he
hill’(]!

“You are sure, Connie?"”

“Of course I'm sure!” Connie re-

torted. *“Dulcia was out of ber study.
I was waiting for her. I nearly
caught her, but she ran away, leading
me {o the garage. There she shut me
up, and locked me in. And,” (,onme
added, with sudden :mp:rahon *if
vou want other proof, you'll find it on

her hands. She must have simply
plastered her hands with that green
paint,”

Miss Primrose frowned doubifully.

But as Connie, a prefect, had made a
complaint of a serious nalure, she had
to, take action.

“VYery well, we will go and see
Duleia,” she said stiffly.

Miss Primrose whisked from the
roonr, Connie on her heels. They
reached the Sixth Form corridor, paus-
ing outside the door labelled * Head
Girl.” Miss Primrose knocked.

She knocked again. Then Dulcia’s
\m(-c. rather s]eepn]v answered :

‘Yes—who's that 1"

“Dulcm. n is Miss PUIJ]IU‘O
1 come in?

“Why, of course,. \lxﬂ Primrose.

The headmistress enicred. Dulcia,
scrambling out of bed, was in her
pyiamas. A very pretty -girl was

May

Duleia, with her fluffy, fair hair, and-

large blue eyes. She stared wonder-
ingly from the headmistress to Connie.

Duleia, I hate to disturb yon at
this time of mnight, but Connie has
made a rather serious complaint

against you, She accuses you of im-
prisoning her in my garage.”’
‘I"‘” Dulcia cried, in amazement.
*Yes, youl” Lonme sneered.
" Connie, please |” Miss Primrose said

umr-i!_; “ Duleia——>"

‘But it's absurd, Miss Primrose!
Why should I shut ‘Connie in your
garage? I have not been anywhere near
the garage.”

Miss Primroze drew a breath of

r:vhef

“Youn give me your word uf bhonour,
I)n[cta. g

“Certainly, Miss Primrose |

“Then,” Miss Primrose said, “1 think
we may "call lhe incident closed.”

“Oh, can we,’
—“can we? Wiit a minute, Miss Prim-
rose! You haven't asked for proof.
Let Dulcia show her hands.”

Furiously

* Connie cried furiously

“Connie

“ Please, Just a minute, Miss Prim-
rose !” said Dulcia, and she looked at
Connie in amazement. “What have my
hnnds to do with it?” she asked
* Nevertheless, if it will help Connie to
see Iy banda, then most certainly she

may. There!”
She stretched her hands forward.
Slim, clean, and white they were.

Connie blinked. Stiffly Miss l’r:mrose
sunlcd
“ Well, Connie ?”

But (‘onnu s answer to that was fo
stride towards Duleia’s  wash-basin.
she stared at it. But one
glance at that was sufficient. The wash-
basin was clean and smooth and shiny,
and practically dry in the bargain.

Even the soap, which Dulcia would
have been forced to use to remove
the ineriminating stains which Connie
accused her of possessing, was dry.

or the first time it began to dawn
on Connie Jackson that triumph was not
gmng 10 be hers. Her face was a study.

“Well, Connie 7" Miss Primrose asked
again.

“I—I—T—" Connie blinked. “I—I
—1I seem to have made a mistake !” she
stuttered. “ But if it wasn’t Dulcia, whe
was it? And, anyway,” she added accus-
ingly, “it doesn’t alter the fact that shn
wasn’t in hcr room when I came here.”

1 think,” Miss Primrose said coldly,
“that having discovered your error in
one respect, Connie, yon need not invent
other eireumsn:m! 1. at least, am per-
fectly satisfied that Dulcia has done
nothing to merit your accusations, and
I order you, here and now, to apologise !
And perhaps,” she added wi heringly,

“you will first make sure of your facts
before making unworthy accusations in
future! Now apologise !”

And Connie, almost choking, apolo-
gised. She realised now that somebody
else had taken advaniage of the moon-
light to play a irick on her, and had
trapped her into making an utter fool
of herself.

Connie burned as she siamped back
to ler study. She burned with rage,
with a desire for vengeance. Dulcia had
been out, right enough ; but Dulcia, even
Connie admitied now, could not have
played that irick upon her. Then who
—who——

Connie's eyes gleamed suddenly. One
of those Fourth Torm kids, perhaps!
Connie had always loathed the Fourth,
and she knew how much they admired
Dulecia. Up to the Fourth Form dormi-
tory she went.

And her mean . spirit gloated even
before she reached the dormitory door.
For the subdued though very evident
sounds  that were coming from that
dormitory showed that something at this
very moment was afoot !

Cautiously Connie tiptoed towards the
door. The Fourth Form had almost
finished its feed then. The candles which
had been lit“were burning low. The
hamper, except for a few oddments, was
completely empty, and even plump
Bessie Bunter, who had a tremendous
appetite, was content. One or two of
the girls, indeed, had already crept back
to bed.

Connie caught ihe handle of the door.
Then—— Snick! Crash! And while
the amazed and surprised Fourth
Formers spun round, Connie strode upon

i.he scene.

““Stay where you are, all of you !” she
rapped harshly. “Barbara Redfern)”
*“Oh erumbs! Yes, Connie 1

“ Feeding—eh ¢ Connie sneered. “A
nice captain you are to allow things like
this—eh? T shall report you to Miss
Primrose! Every other girl here will
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take a hundred lines,” she added sternly,
“and you will jolly well hand them n
before tea to-morrow, which means that
you can spend part of your afternoon’s
half-holiday in doing them! Bessio
Bunter, what are you doing #”

“Ebh? Oh crumbs! I—I'm nun-not
dud-doing anything, Clonnie !” stuttered
the plump duffer. “I wasn't trying to
crawl under the bed, because you mum-
might sus-see me, you know! I'd never
dud-dream of sich a thing! And
you needn’'t think I've been feeding,
either,” Bessie added, hastily grabbing
a secreted apple which rolled out of her
pocket, “because I haven't had a bite
to eat since tut-tea-time, you know 1

“Take another fifty lines for telling
lies!” Connie spapped. “Meantime,
Barbara Redfern, yon can pick up all
this stuff and pile it in the hamper!
And—" Then, with her gaze directed
towards the hamper, she started forward,
her expression suddenly excited, Swifily
she spun round. “ Everybody,” she
raged, “stand at the foot of your beds !”

“ But what——" cried Diana Royston-
Clarke.

“Do as 1 say!”

There was a murmur. But Connie,
much as the Fourth disliked her, was a
prefect, and as such had to be obeyed.
Grudgingly the Fourih lined up.

“Now stand still 1 Connie eorderved.
“Each girl will hold out her hands as I
pass 1”

“But what for?” protested Mabel
Lyun, Barbara Redfern’s golden-haired
chum.

“You'll see !

And Connie’s eyes glittered again, for
she had seen telltale signs of green painy
npon one of the handles of the hamper.
The girl who had helped carry that
hamper upstairs was the girl who had
shut her up! She was on the right track
at last!

The girls held out their hands.
Keenly and quickly Connie scrutinized
them. Clara, conscious of the grecn
paint still on hers, rubbed them furiously
—but vainly—on the legs of her pyjamas
as Connie came along the line. The
prefect at last paused in front of her.

“Your hands, Clara!” she said.

Clara shrugged. There was just a
chance, she thought, that Connie might
glance at them and pass on. If ghe held
back—and that was her first intention—
Connie’s suspicion would be definitely
aroused. With a vawn, she held out her
hands.

Then something like a gasp came from
Connie.

H'So‘ﬂ
Clara !

“Me ?” Clara asked innocently,

“You shut me in the Head's garage !
Connie hooted.

“0Oh .crumbs!”
\a:___u

And then she caught a wink from
Clara and subsided. Clara’s e\prvmuu
was innocence itself.  She looked
reproachfully shocked.

“But, Connie,” she protested, “how
funny you are! How could T have shut
you in the Head’s garage 7

Connie glared.

“You deny you have been near the
Head’s garage?”

“Oh, ne!” Clara answered readily.
“T was there this morning. I was also
therer this afternoon. The workmen
were there, too, you know; and I do <o
love to see them painting that I stopped
and watched. "And I do zeem,” she
added thoughtfully, “to have got some
of their beastly paint on my handsl
Awful stuff, paint, Connie, isn't it 1*

Connie breathed heavily.

she said grimly—*so it was you,

gasped Babs. “1I
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“Somebody,” she ground out, “shut
me in the Head's garage.”

“0Oh, Connie, how naughty of them,”
Clara sympathised.

“Was it you?” Connie hooted.

“Qh, Connie, pip-please don't make
me cry,” Clara sniffed, beginning to
wipe her eyes.

There were chuckles. Even Bessie
Bunter giggled. But Connie, furious,
glared. She knew she had found her
yuarry, but she knew how difficult it
would be, if Clara persisted in this atti-
tude, to prove anything against her.
After ler snub at Miss Primrose’s
Lands it would be more than she dared
do to haul the Tomboy off repeating the
old accusation.

“(lara, answer me!” she hooted.

“ Booh—hoo |” Clara howled. “Booh
—hoo !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silence!” Connie spun round.

“Take another fifiy lines, all of you,”
she cried. *“And, Clara, you take an
extra hundred for behaving so foolishly.

And you needn't,” she ground out,
“think you're pulling wool over my
cves, because you're not. I know. You

fooled me, didn’t vou? You're trying
to fool me now. But you wait, Clara
Trevlyn! Just you wait. Next time—
if there iz a next time—you won't get
ofl so easily. And for goodness’ sake
s.mpl that row,” she added appreheun-
sively.

:\t!‘ which Clara let up a most dreadful
bawl.

“Wow-ow, ow, b-oooooh! Bo-hooooh!
Connie’s being unkind to me,” she
loudly wailed.

Connie, with a fear in her heart that
Miss Primrose might burst on the scene,
turned aud hurried from the dormitory.

Clara’s Great Chance

€T T'S going to_ be a good
match—a jolly good

match,” Clara '_l‘mv-
Ilyn  enthusiastically
declared. “I suppose the

team is causing Dulcia a
bit of anxiety. Wonder when she’s
going to post the list up?” she added.

“And [ wonder,” Barbara Redfern
mused thoughtfully, “what she was
doing out of bounds last night?”

“FACH girl will hold out her hands as I pass,” ordered the unpopular prefect. Clara Trevlyn glanced down at
her own hands in dismay. For they still bore traces of the incriminating green paint.

“And 1 wonder,” Mabel Lynn said—

AMabel was interestedly perusing the
“Courtfield Times” in Study No.
after breakfast mnext morning—"who

Sonia Neave is? 'They say she acted
brilliantly in the part of Rosalind in
*As You Like It,” last night. Never
heard of her before, have you, Babs?”

“No,” Babs said abstractedly. “But
it’s not like Dulcia to break bounds,
you know.”

“I'd like to see her, wouldn't you?”
Mabs asked = wistfully—for Mabs was
keen on all forms of acting, but par-
ticularly keen on Shakespeare, and par-
ticularly keen on “As You Like It,” a
play which the Sixth Form had recently
performed with Dulcia Fairbrother in
Mabs’ favourite part—that of Rosalind.
“Pity the show doesn't start until eight
forty-five at night. But I suppose we
could go to the matinee on Saturday?”

“Eh?” Clara started. *“ Matinee—
what matinee?” she asked. “We can't
go anywhere on Saturday cxcept the
cricket mateh at Eastbourne. The first
eleven match, I mean. What do you
want to go to?”

“Well, the play.
you know.”

“Oh, that! Babs, do you think, if we
asked Duleia she might include us
among the visitors? I'd love to go.”

And Clara glowed. Once or twice
Clara herself had played for the senior
cricket team at Cliff House. Next to
captaining the Junior School team,
there was nothing Clara loved better
than to watch her beloved Dulcia in
action, Next Saturday, as it happened,
the Junior School were without a fix-
ture; next Saturday, on the contrary,
the seniors were engaged in one of the
stiffest matches of the season—against
their friendly rivals, Chalkhill School,
of Kastbourne.

“Well, we can try it,” Babs said.
“Why not? And if Dulcia’s handing
out junior passes, Clara, she'd rather
kand them out to you than anybody.
Trot along and ask her.”

“Shall I ask for you, Mabs?” Clara
asked.

“Eh? Oh, the cricket?” Mabs asked,
and drew her attention with difficulty
from her mewspaper. “N-no thanks,”
she said. “If there's a chance of going
to see ‘As You Like It.” I shall be

It’s Shakespeare,

By Hilda Richards 3

going there. I'd love to sce this new
actress the paper’s shouting about—this
Sonia Neave. They say s very
young, Babs.”

Clara sniffed. If Shakespeare was the
most importaut thing in the world to
Mabel Lynn, upon ericket, to Clara
Trevlyn, hung the fate of cmpires.
Hurriedly she ran along to the Sixih

she's

Form corridor, almost breathlessly
halted outside Duleia Fairbrother's
door. She knocked. Dulcia’s voice

came {o her ears:

“Come in.”

Clara went in.” Duleia was scaied by
the window. In her hand was the same
paper which Mabel Lynn had been read-
g, and strangely enough it was open
at the same page. The head girl put
the paper down as Clara entered, how-
ever.

Her smile
welcome,

“Yes, Clara?”

“I—I came to see you about Saiur-
day,” Clara said. “Of course, I know

was very bright and

voui can't take many visitors. Bur.
Duleia, do you think von could find
places for Babs and me?”

Dulcia’s smile broadened.

“Well, as it happens, I can find a
place—for you,” she said, her eyes
gleaming with laughter. *“As  for

Barbara—well, of course, T shall have to
see how many coaches we are faking.

You'll travel with the team, (lara—"

“0Oh, Dule

“Because,” Dulcia ended with a
laugh, * yon're in the team.”

“Eh?®”

“Youre in it!” Dulcia smiled.
“You're playing! No, don't look so
astonished. Clara, it's true! And

yvou're batting fifth wicket down. Here
we are,” she said, “I've just finished
the Hst, Look at it.”

Clara looked at it. She looked at it
with the eyes of one struck with joy.
She—to play in the Chalkhill match—
she, a junior! She was dreaming, of
course ! This just couldn’'t be true.
But there, in Dulcia’s neat, firm hand-
writing, it was:

“CLIFF HOUSE v, CHALKHILL.

“MATCH TO BE PLAYED AT
CHALKHILL, SCHOOL on Saturday,
June 4th.



6 “Their Captain in Peril!”

“The following girls have been
s.lz.luctr_-d to represent CLff House first
vleven @

Duleia Fairbrother (Captain)
Rona Fox (Vice-Captain)
Patricia Northansen

lda Greenaway

Clara Treviyn

Saidie McPherson

(irace Woodiield

Mary Buller

Anastia Cricklewood
Pearl Braithwaite
Cecilia Young

'l;welfth girl: Constance Jackson.”

“ Duleia !” Clara cried. “Oh, Dulcial
You don’t mean it?”

“But I do.” Didlcia’s pretty face was
very serious in spite of her smile. My
job, Clara, like yours, is to pick the
best team. I’ve been watching your

cricket  lately, and frankly, without
wanting to give you a swelled head, I
think you're 1'ig?;t. up to first eleven
form. So yowre in, you see! And I
think,” she added, “you can promise
Babhs that I’ll find her a place among
_the visitors—and three or four of your
oiher friends as well, Hallo—come in!”
she added, as there came a tap at the
door,

1t opened. The bad-tempered face of
Connie Jackson scowled in. Her eyes
tarted from Clara to Dulcia.

“0Oh, so here you are wasting time
gassing to a junior,” she sniffed. “Why
jsu't the team list up? The school’s
waiting for it.”

Dulaia rose,

*“Then,” she said, and took the paper
from Clara's fingers, * you may post the
list on the board, Connie. Here it is.”’

Connie took it. She looked at it.
Then she started and looked at it again,
and her face turned a furious red. She
fared up.

“You mean
roserve 17
“That's it,” Dulcia levelly agreed. .
“And you mean to say,” Connie
almost shouted these words—" you mean
fo say you've given a kid in the Fourth
Form my place in the first team?”

“That's 1t.”

“T object 1"

“1'm sorry.” Dulcia’s lips came fo-
gether, “1i’s your own fauli,” she
caid, “If vou'd only given more atten-
fion to your practice there would have
heen no question of anyone having your
place. Clara, for all that she is only a

.junior, has earned the honour. And
that’'s enough,” she added sharply, as
furious Connie opened her mouth te
hotly retort.

“Wait a minute!” Connie’s face was
grim.  “Just a minute!” she ground
out. “I think I get the idea now. Tit
for tat—eh?” she sneered. “You help
me, and 1 help you. You help me to
break bounds, Clara Trevlyn, and I
give you a place in the cricket team,
Clara—" 3

“Connie !

“Well, isn’t it true 7

“I haven't the faintest idea what you
are talking about,” Dulcia said firmly.
“There’s the list! Take it. And if,”
she added warningly, “you’ve any com-

plaint, go and make it to Miss Keys,
who has seen the list and approved my
choices,”

Connie glared. She was almost ehok-
ing with fury. TIn her hand the list
trembled.  Then slan! went the door
as tempestuously she raged out of the
FOOI.

That eat Dulecia!

to say I'm only a

That eat !

When Connie was. seething, Connie
had to do things—spiteful things, of

course. If she had always disliked
Duleia Fairbrother, with her popu-
larity, her power, and her prettiness,
hefore, she hated her new. Down the
corridor she strode; into the prefects’
room she raged. The prefects should
hear about this!

But, to Connie’s chagrin, -there was
only one prefect in the prefects’ room.
That was her own crony, the crafty,
slant-eyed Rona Fox.

“Peeved ?” Rona inguired, ecasually
looking up from a magazine. “What's
wrong 7"

_*“Look at that,” choked Connie, and
held out the list.

“H'm!” Rona pulled a face. “The
Trevlyn kid—ech ?” she asked. “ Dulcia’s
fond of her, isn’c she?’ -

“Fond? She's not only fond; she's
in league with her,” Connie said. “But
she’s too jolly artful and clever to let
herself get eaught  Last night she
broke bounds; I spotied it, and——"
And Connie told the story. Rona, who
had no love for Duleia—who, in fact,
privately considered that she would
make both a better games captain and
captain of the school than Duleia—
looked startled.

“What's she breaking bounds for?”
she asked.

“How do I know?”

“*Funny,” Rona frowned thoughtfully.
“But, do you know, last night, just
after call-over, I went to her study.
She was messing about there in front of
a mirror and reading aloud from some
book. I had to report to her again at
nine o’clock, but when I went inte her
study she’d vanished. And this morn-
ing,” Rona added, “T heard her on the
phone. She was talking to somebody—
don’t know who—and she said distinetly,
‘ Yes, I'll be there at a quarter tq nine.’
Sounds as if she’s going to break bounds
again to-night—what?”

Connie started. Neither of them
heard a sudden, shufiling footstep
ouiside,

“My hat!” she breathed. *“What a
chanee! You're sure?”

“Of course.”

“Then,” Connie vowed, “this is
where I come into my own! If she's
going out at a quarter to nine, Rona,
I'm going after her; and when she
comes back there'll be no Clara Treviyn
to help her, I'll see to that.”

There was another shuffle oulside.
Rona looked up.

*“What was that?"

“What was what?” Connie asked.
“Oh rats! Some girl passing, I expect.
Never mind what that was. Look at
this list !” she raged, fury breaking out
again. “Just look at 1t! And my
father’s coming to Eastbourne to see
that match. I was so jolly sure I'd be
in the team that I wrote and told him
s0. A nice show-up for me, isn't it ?”

Rona languidly smiled,

“Why worry 7”

“Well, wouldn’t you?"

“No!” Rona shrugged. “Once
Primmy gets to know that Dulcia’s been
breaking bounds, what’s going to be the
result?  Dulcia loses her captainey,
doesn’t she? That means I'm captain
of the team! And that means,'’ Rona
went on smoothly, “that the Trevlyn
kid gets turfed ouf, and one Connie
Jackson goes back into her place.
Look after Clara and Dulecia, Connie;
I'll do the rest. Do you get it?”?

Connie, gazing at her, did “get it.”
A sudden satisfied gleam came into her
eyes; a slow, significant smile 1o her
features. She nodded.
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Connie in Charge of the Fourth!
— L1 LARA?
5 “Clara playing

, in the first

i eleven ?”

A\ “And Conmie Jackson
dropped !”

“0Oh, my hat!” £} s

Very excited was the erowd of juniors,
which thronged round the notice-hoard
in Big Hall before assembly that morn-
ing. Exeited and secthing. For Clara
to play in the senior team was not an
unheard-of happening, but that Clara
should be selected to play in a stifl
match like that against Chalkhill, and
that Connie, the unpopular, should be
dropped to make room for her was big
news. :

The Fourth Form gleefully chuckled.
The Fourth, with the prospect of doing
Connie’s lines during the halfer thav
afternoon, were less than usually dis-
posed to regard the tyrant of the Sixth
with favous. Slap in the eye for
Connie, everybody agreed, and every-
body also agreed that what Connie
required at this moment was a slap in
the eye. On all sides breathless Clara
was congratulated, thumped, and band-
shaken.

Assembly bell rang. Cheerily the
Fourth formed their ranks in Big 1lall.
¥verybody ' chuckled when scowling
Connie appeared, which eaused Connic,
in passing, to turn and scowl more
fiercely than ever. But a murmur wemn
round when it was observed that Miss
Charmant, the adored mistress of the
TFourth Form, was absent. Miss Wanda
Belling, the general assistan{ mistress,
took her place.

Rolls were called; prayers were said.
Then Miss Primrose mounted the plat-
form to give the orders for the day.
“Duty mistress, Miss Wright,” she

announced, Duty prefect, Helen
Hunter, 'he following pgirls  will
attend the dentist av Courtfield this

afterncon for teeth inspection—"
And Mabel Lynn gave a grimace as her
own name was the first to be read out,
followed by those of Leila Carroll and
Marecelle Biquet. “I am interested to
announce,”  Miss Primrose added
mildly, “that Miss Charmant of ihe
Fourth has been given permission to
go to London, where she will deliver
a series of lectures to the All British
Women’s Flying Association. As she
will be absent for some little time, and
as Miss Belling is on special coaching,
her Form, for the time being, will be
handed over to a prefect. That pre-
feet —and here for a second the
Fourth held its breath and looked
eagerly and hopefully in the direction
of Dulcia TFairbrother and Ly
Patricia Northanson—"is  Constance
Jackson,” ‘

The gasp that went up from the
Fourth Form was distinetly audible. Tt
brought a stern  frown to  Miss
Primrose’s features. In Connie’s face i1,
was as if a torch of vengeful triumph
had suddenly been lit.

“And, Constance,” Miss
went on, ‘“will take over
immediately. That is all.”

The Fourth, happy and eclated before
assembly, were plunged into gloom
and apprehension once more. Connie,
on the other hand, was all gleeful
triumph.

“And now,” she said, before she
dismissed the Fourth, *perhapa you'll
pay some aftention to me. I'm your
mistress, remember. You'll do as I say,
for once in a way. Dessie Bunter, you
can take tweniy lines for moving your
mouth while I'in talking to you. Claya
Trevlyn, teke another {wenty for

Primrose
her duties

il
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shufling vour feet. Now dismiss {o your
studies. Any girl who isn’t in her place
in class when lesson bell rings will be
gated for this afternoon.”

“Qooh, aren’t we going to have a
lovely time!” Jemima Carstairs sighed.
“What a prospect of peace o look for-
ward to! Chins up and chesties out,
old Spartans, and strengthen the old
wrist muscles for all the merry old lines
_\'c-it_'rll soon be doing. Tut, tuf, what
a life!”

What a life, indeed! Rather
gloomily Babs & Co. gathered in Study
No. 4 before lessons.

‘“Scems we're going through the
mill,” said Babs anxiously. “All the
same, it’s up to us. Give Connie no
cause for complaint, and Connie can't
very well jump on us.”

“Which shows,” grumbled Bessie
Bunter, “how litile you know Connie,
vou know. Fancy giving me twenty
lines for moving my mouth ! I'd like to
see her with a whacking great toffee
ball in her mouth, -and not move it."”

“But toffee balls, chump, were not
made to be eaten at assembly,” Mabs
gently reminded her. * But—oh, golly !
What awful luck!”

* And, Clara, you'll have to be care-
ful,” Babs added anxiously. “Give
Connie half a chance, and she’ll be on
vou like a ton of bricks, and if you
get gated for the match on Saturday
yon know what will happen.”

*“Connie will take my place?” Clara
suggested grimly.

“Of course !

“Well, she'll take Clara’s place, in
any case, you know,” Bessie said.
* Beecause I heard her and Rona Fox
fixing it all up, you know. I was going
to tell you before, you know, but I had
to go and get these toffees from the
tuckshop. Rona says Oh, really,
Babs, 1 wish you wouldn't st-stare at
me like that, you know,” Bessie bleated
fecbly., “I wasn’t listening.”

“ Never mind whether vou were listen-
ing or not,” Clara said. “What did
Rona say?”

“Well, you know, Rona has found out
that Dulcia is going somewhere at a
quarter to nine to-night,” Bessie said.
“Connie said that she was going to
follow her. I don’t know how they
mean to do it, but Connie said she’'d
show Duleia up, you know, and that
would mean that Duleia would have to
resign the captaincy and Rona would
be captain instead. Then Rona said
she'd give Connie her place, you know,
and you'd be out of rt. Oh, crumbs,
there’s lesson bell 1 Bessie added.

Lesson bell it was. But the chums
glanced at each other. The story rang
trie.  So that was the big plot, was
it? Disgrace Dulcia, force Dulcia to
resign, and Rona, taking up the cricket
captaincy, would deprive Clara of her
place and give it back to Connie.

Still, there was no time to discuss the
news then.  Lesson bell was ringing.
Anxious to give Connie no cause for
complaint, they raced along to the class-
rooni. Connie was already there, her
eves glinting as she stood in front of
the Form. 8She scowled a little when
Babs & Co. came in.

“8it down,” she rapped. “QGet out
vour geography books. And please
remember,” she added warningly, “ that
while I'm in charge of this class I'm
vour Form-mistress, and there's going to
be no nonsense. Clara Trevlyn, that
warning patticularly applied to you.”

Clara’s eyes gleamed a litile.

“ And why should it apply to me?”

“Because,” Connie snapped, “ you are
the unruliest girl in the class. And.”
she added, determined to find faulg,
“ihe untidiest girl in the class. Why

haven't vou combed your TaTr flis
morning *”’

“I have combed
flushing.

“Don’t speak to me like that! Take
twenty lines. Now comb your hair.”~

Clara drew in a deep breath.
Marjorie Hazeldene, mnext to the
Tomboy, scenting the rising anger of
her chum, anxiously nudged her elbow.

“Marjorie, I esaw that,” snapped

‘'onnie. “Take twenty lines.”

“Oh, dear!” sighed Marjorie.

“Clara, comb your hair!”

For a moment the red roses of rebellion
glowed in the Tomboy’s face. She had
combed her hair—and Connie knew it.
Windblown and unruly, that hair of
hers.  The quiff in front would persist
in slipping over her forchead. Just in
time she caught Babs' anxious eye, re-
nembered the agreement, and savagely
combed the quifi back. Connie nodded.

it!” Clara said,

CLIFF HOUSE PETS

No.12.
Mary Buller’s
BEAU

AVE yon ever noticed {hat sometimes
vou find dogs adopting the charac-
teristics of their masters or their

mistresses 7 It would certainly seem that
this is so in the case of Mary Buller, of
Cliff House’s Sixth Form, and her huge
brindle mastiff, Beau.

Mary, as yvou kmow, is stolid and un-
conununicative, So is Beau—so stolid, so
alool” indeed, that he affects not to notice
there are other dogs in the Pets’ House
beside himself, Mary is big and strong—
and so is Beau, who is a giant among
mastifls. Mary never talks unless she is
forced to—Beau never barks at all.
Undemonstrative is Mary and so, too, is
her dog! Even as a puppy he never
:I‘rlgg!ml and yapped as other puppies

0.

And yet, despite the lack of these
outward signs of affection, there is a deep
and very great love between Mary and her
pet. 1 doubt if Beau indeed does not
understand nearly every thought that
passes  through his mistress’ mind, and
I am sure that Mary understands Bean
much more easily than she does the girls
under her charge,

If Beau is in Mary's study and Mary
requires her slippers, for instance, she has
only to nod towards them, and Beau will
immediately go and feteh them. If a
knock comes at the door, Mary will just
look at Bean; then Beau will pull the
door open and stand in dignified aloofness
while the visitor enters.

Perhaps it is his unguestionable obedicnce
to Mary which so endears Denu to his
mistress,

(&

By Hilda Richards 7

Glenmore Valley, the—the Carse of
Gowrie, and the Central Plain.”
Counie scowled.
“Correct. Sit down,” she said.

“Clara Treviyn, where exactly is the
Strathmore Plain?”

Clara blinked.

*Oh, crumbs!
said. -

“That is not the answer.
where in Scotland ?”

Clara looked stumped. Tt was noi an
easy question, and Connic knew it
Apart from that, ‘geography was one of
Clara’s worst subjects.

“I—I don’t know,” she said.

“Then take tweniy lines for not know-
ing. Now tell me, how many rivers
in Scotland flow into the North Sea?”

Clara bit her lip.

“ Answer, ('lara !

“T—I don’t know."”

“You don’t know, ¢h?

In—in Scotland,” she

Exactly

Dou’t know "

(i

You may know that Mary is very fond
of bathing and swimming. Last year,
accompanied by Beau, she made her way
to a lovely, little cove along the coast.
After changing, Mary ordered Beau to
gl_lard her clothes while she went in for her

ip.

During the swim, however, Mary was
caught in a current. She was swept nearly
a mile out to sea, but happily she wns
resened by a party of fishermen before she
was completely exhausted.

For twenty-four hours Mary was un-
conscious. All that time Beau was not
seen.  Then Mary recovered, remembered
that she had left Beau guarding her clothes,
and gave directions where he was to be
found.

A party of prefects discovered the faith-
ful Beau, worn out, hungry, and thirsty,
still guarding those clothes !

A lovable but rather awesome animal is
Beau—Dbut what a fine specimen | Massiy ¢
and strong he has already become a
champion in the dog world, Mary
recently refuged an offer to sell him for
quite a large sum !  He is four years old,
and has been Mary’s pet sinee he was o
gix-weeks-old puppy.

“That's better! Now we'll get on
with the lesson. Bessie Bunter!™

“Oh, gug, glig—ow, yes, kik-
Connie ?”

“What have you in your mouth ?"

“Mum-my mouth? Oocog! Gig-gig-

gug-glug! Oh, help!” Bessie wailed.
“Now I've swallowed it all in a lump!
I mum-mean, I had nun-nothing in my
mouth, Connie. Except my tut-tongue,
of course! But I couldn't very well
keep that anywhere else, could 11"

There was a titter. Connie's eyes
flashed.

“Rosa Rodworth, take fifty lines for
giggling ! Bridget O"Loole, take twenty
lines for putting a hand over your
mouth ! Bessie, you will take fifty lines
for eating in class! Barbara Redfern !”

“You, Connie?” Babs said meekly.

“Name the principal plains of
Scotland.” J
“Yes, Connie. Er—Sirathmore,

Connie sneered. “What, Clara Trevlyn,
do you think your parents pay your
fees here for, eh? You don’t know,
when any kid in the Third Form could
answer that question. Take another
twenty lines! Marjorie Hazeldene, as
vou seeimn so sympathetie, perhaps you

will answer the question—and take
twenty lines at the same time for
glowering at me !”

Marjoric aunswered the question.

Clara, hot and flushed, sat still, while
Connie  picked on Barbara Redfern,
Lucy Morgan, and Joan Charmant,
Then Connie fired another question.

“(lara Trevlyn, describe the area of
Scotland.”

“Oh crumbs! - A—about half the size
of England and Wales,” Clara stuttered
uncertainly.

“Give me the length and breadil in
miles,”
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_There was a murmur. It was obvious
to everyone then that Connie was
deliberately picking vpon Clara. Again
the Tamboy sheok her head.

“1 don’t know.” .

“I'd be very pleased,” Connie said
tartly, “if there was something you did
know, Step out.in front of the class!”

There was a tense pause. Clara,
plainly debating in her own mind
whether she should obey or net, at last
shuflingly rose to her feet. I sym-
pathy was on Clara’s side at that
moment. .

“Come here!” Connie railed. “And
don’t slench !”

Clara went there, "

“Now, take this,” Connie said, and
handed her a book. *Stand in that
corner with your back to the class and
lcarn the dimensions of Scotland by
heart. Jemima, twenty lines for fiddling
about- with your eyeglass! Bessie
Bunter, another twenty for shuffling
your feet ! Well, Clara 7"

But Clara was definitely fed-up then.
She took the book, but stood si.ilE

“Clara,” Connie barked, “get into
the corner !”

“No,” Clara said. *“Miss Charmant
never makes us stand n corners, so 1
don't sece why you should.”

“You defy me, eh?”

“I'm not defying vou,” Clara =aid
doggedly, “but I—" L

*“Then get in that corner.”

Clara did not move.

What would have happened then it is
impossible to say. But suddenly there
came an unexpected diversion. Nobody
noticed, in the excitement of the
. moment, the lips of Bessie Bunter
pucker into a little “0.” Nobody
noticed that sudden queer gleam in
Bessie Bunter's eyes, '

Only Babs of them all heard the little
cough Bessie gave preparatory to clear-
ing her throat for a ventriloquial per-
formance—for Bessie, duffer in most
other things, was a surprisingly good
ventriloguist.

From directly benecath Connie's feet
there suddenly came the distant but un-
mistakable squeak of a mousc.

Connie jumped. - Connie was terrified
of mice. Quickly her eyes sought the
Hoor.

Squeak |

“Oh erumbs! T sus-say, Connie, you
know, there’s a mouse!” Bessie Bunter
cried.

Connie shifted back nervously. Re-
provingly Babs looked towards Bessie,
Lut Bessie, out for vengeance now for
the lines she had received, ignored the
glance. There came another squeal,
behind Conuie.

(Connie flung round.

*“He, he, he !” giggled Freda Ferriers.

“Where is it 7" Connie gasped.

“Connie, look behind you!” Rosa
Rodworth cried.

Squeak, squeak, squeak !

Connie almost fainted. Squeals

scemed to be coming from all around
her. Several girls had spotted the work-
ings of Bessie DBunter’s face mnow.
Squeak again—and Connie, guivering
with fright, jumped on a chair.

*“Where is it 17 she cried.

“There!” yelled Rosa Rodworih.
“Connie, hold still!” And out from
Rosa's hand flew a ruler. It muﬁ nog
have been intended to hit Connie, but it
smote her legs, and Connie yelled. “Oh
crumbs 1”  giggled Rosa Rodworth.
“Sorry, Connie. Look, there it is{”

“0Oh, my hat—girls 1" cried Babs.

Squeak, squeak, squeak |

Uproar then! The lesson forgotten,
the Form enthusiastically entering into
the spirit of the jape! Half the girls
were out of their desks, hunting
imaginary mice. Things were raining

round Connie, Everybody was shouiing,
In the midst of it there came a whis-
pered “Cave!” Bub too late! Into the
room an amazed, quivering figure was
already striding.

“Golly, Primmy !” gasped Babs,

Girls scrambled for their.seats.

* Goodness gracious!” Miss Primrose
gasped. She gazed at C'onnie. “ Connie,
what is the meaning of this, and what,
girl, are you doing i that ridiculous

sorry,” Connie siuttered,
stombling down, but, nevertheless, she
cast a fearful glance st the floor.
“There—there was a mouse.”

“Ridiculouns !

“But there was!” cried Connie.

“Connie—please 1”7 Miss Primrose’s
brow was thunderous. *“ Mouse or not,
1 sec no cause for this disturbance. And
I am very, very disappointed, Connie,
at the way you are handling this Form,
Get back to your places, everyone. To-
night cach of you will write a special
essay on discipline in the class-room,
Connie, what is Clara doing out there "

Connie’s eyes gleamed.  Humiliated
herself, furiously and resenifully angry,
she was going to take it out of someone.

“(lara,” she said spitefully, “was
defiant, Clara refused to obey orders.”

*“Clara 1”

“I'm sorry !” Clara said grufily.

“Go back to your place,” Miss Prim-
rose said. “I am displeased, Clara. I
would like you to understand that when
I appointed a prefect to take chargo of
this class, I expected her o be treated
as a mistress, At the same time,” she
added to Connie, “I also expect the
prefect to behave like a misiress. Pleaso
try to conduct both yourself and your
class with some degree of order !”

And Miss Primrose very frigidly
rustled out of the room, leaving Connie
with fury beiling in her heart. The
Fourth Form sighed, and under cover
of her exercise-book, Dessic DBunter
giggled.

Had the Captain Let Them Down?

was Connie Jackson
after that. ‘In any
case, she only took
| the first lesson of the morn-

ing, being called away on
special duty after break. The Fourth,
to its vast pleasure and relief, found
Dulcia Fairbrother in her place when
they returned to class,

Under Duleia’s rule, the rest of the
morning passed peacefully. How con-
ducted and orderly a Fourth I'orm from
the riotous rebels of the first session !

Not ancther line was given. Not
even once did Dulcia have cause even
to reprimand a girl. Instead of
wielding the of authority, indeed,
Dulcia scemed very content to leave the
Fourth Form to itself. Unlike Connie,
she did not believe in improving or even
advancing Miss Charmant’s work.
What she did was to set the Form a task
in which they reviewed the work already
done during the term.

That suited the Fourth: it seemed to
suit Duleia Duleia, for the most part,
sat at Miss Charmant’s desk, rather
worriedly studying a book. What that
book was nobody knew; but once or
twice Babs, looking up, saw Duleia’s
lips moving as if she were trying to
learn off by héart the words it con-
tained. At half-past twelve, as it was
a half-holiday, the Form was dismissed.
Just before she went out of the door
Dulcia called Clara.

“Clara, there’ll be practice on Senior
Side this afternoon—ihree o'clock

RATIIER more subdued
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sharp,” she said. * Mind you turn up 1"

“Just won't I laughed Clara,
“You'll be there, Duleia 77

“ Why, of course,”

Very happy, very contented Clara felt
then, and gleefully looking forward tfo
the praetice. Bui first there were the
lines - to he done which ill-natured -
Connie had given her. With a will
Clara set to work. “Almost cheerfully
she scratched off page after page.
Shortly before half-past two zhe was
finished.

She took the lines to Connie’s stndy.
Connie, as it happened, was not there,
_Clara left the lines and went to Study
No, 4. She found Babs, Mabs, Leila
Carroll, and Janet Jordan discussing ihe
fact that Connie intended to follow
Dulcia when the head girl left the school
that night.

“Connie’s out to eatch Duleia,” Buls
was saying. “And we, little children,
have got to prevent her from doing it
somehow.”

“But how?” Clara said, and then
stopped. “My only giddy aunt, 1've
got it !

“Got what?”

“The idea.”
into chuckles.

Clara suddenly hroke
*“Wait a ticklet!” she
cried.  “Connie’s * still our Form-
mistress, isn’t she? As our Form-
mistress, Connie can’t refuse to answer
questions. Well, kidlets, why shouldn’t
she answer questions—a few dozen of
themi—a little before a quarter to nine.
That'll keep her busy.”

“Oh, ha, ha, ha!” lavghed Janet
Jordan.

They beamed; the idea was a goad
one, Moreover, it was one that appealed
to their mischief-loving hearts, Tt
would be fun detaining Connie when
Connie, fuming, was anxious to start
out on the trail of Dulcia.

“But I say,” Janet put in quickly,
“what about Dulcia coming back—that
is, supposing she is going to break
bounds again. Connie will have her

there.”
“We'll deal with that when the {ime
comes,” Babs said.” *“Now, who's

coming to see old Clara practice at the
nets 7’

They all were—with the exception of
Aabel Lynn and Leila Carroll, both of
whom had to visit the school dentist in
Courtfield. While Mabs and Leila went
off to collect Marcelle Biquet, the little
Irench junior, who was also booked for
dental attention, Clara, surrounded hy
her chums, walked over to Senior Side.
It was nearly three o'clock then, and
all the senior team, ineluding Connie
Jackson, were at the nets. And half the
Junior School, anxious to see Clara in
action, were walking round the pitch.
But of Dulcia Fairbrother there was no
sign, .

Rona Fox frowned at Clara as she
came up.

“Have you seen Dulcia?”

“No, Rona.”

“Pretty good skipper she is, isn't
ghe ¥ Connie Jackson sneered jealonsly.
“Qrdering practice for three o'clock,
and then being late for it herself!
Saidie,” she added, ito Saidie Me-
Pherson of the Fifth, “cut off and tell
her we're waiting.”

Saidie nodded, Off she ran. The
team glared a little; a little murmur
passed among the crowd. In five
minutes Saidie was back. Her face was
rather serious.

“She’s gone out,” she said.

“Qut?” cried Rona Fox.

“Yes. Grace Camperhill said che
went out twenty minutes ago.”

“Oh, rats!” Clara cried.
wouldn’t 1

“8She
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But she had. That was evident. Not
only had Duleia gone out; indeed, it
scemed that she was not going to
return. Ten more minutes they waited.
Connie laughed harshly.

“And that's the skipper who drops
me and gives my place to a Fourth
Form kid, because she says I don't get
in enough practice,"” she scoffed. “ Such
a shining light and a noble example to
everybody else, isn’t she? Well, what
are you going to do, Rmu"’

“Get on without her,” Rona said.
“Dash it, we can’t wait here all the
afternoon {”

And get on without her ther did,
although Clara was puzzled. What had
happened to Dulciat Why, if she had”

had she not left

She did not knrow that Duleia, hur-
riedly called away by a telephone call,
had left a message, but had left it with
Rona I'ox, who, preferring {o allow the
worst construetion to be put upon the
captain’s absence, had naturally said
nothing about it.

Four o'clock came. Siill Dulcia had
not turned up. At hali-past four tbe
bus from Courtfield siopped outside the
gate, and cricket practice was almost
at an end, when hurrving up the drive
came the well-known hghro of the head

been foreed to go out,
a message ?

girl. Breathlessly Duleia hurried across
to the ne
“Oh dear! I—I'm sorry!” she said.

[ was delayed.”

Connie glanced at her witheringly.

“Pretiy good example to set the
team, isn’t it? Where have you
been ¥

“That,” Dulcia retorted, though she

was aware of the half-hostile looks of
lin.~. others, “is my business.”

“And it's your business, I suppose,
to keep the team waiting while you
slide off for the afternoon?” Connie
retorted.  “Don't you think we're
entitled to some explanation?”

But to that Dulcia did not
She turned away.

Not a very pleasant impression did
that incident leave. There was a feel-
ing of injury among the team.

Even Clara was a little shaken; but
Clara, fiercely loyal, said nothing.
Whatever business had taken Dulcia
from among her team-mates, was busi-

reply.

ness  of some wurgency; something
which could not have been foreseen.
Not for a moment dil Clara believe,
as Connie was spitefully trying to sug-
ge that Dulcia had s=acrificed the
tecam fur some “'|i"l: nf ]ll"l' own.

Ouly when Mabs, and Marcelle, and
Leila returned fram  Courtfield was
some minor light thrown upon the sub-
ject. That was during tea, when
Mabs, recounting her adventures at
the dentist’s, said :

“And such a funny thing happened

after we left the dentist’s. Of course,
vou know how frightfully keen I am
on sceing ‘As You Like It'? Well,

we strolled round
the

just for fun's sake,
to the theatre to have a look at

photographs they hang outside—and
ul:.ll!.lln that Sonia Neave is a lovely
girl!

I\lus. Buat what was funny?” Babs
ashkad,

“Well, Duleia, you know. We saw
her. She came out.of the stage door.
And, Babs, do you know, she was with
Sl‘lliil Neave !

“Dulcia?” cried Babs.
“Dulcia—yes,” Mabs ncdded. “She
didn’t see us. She was talking to
Sonia. They drm(- off in a taxi. But,
al \\htt as she doing in the

Do you think she is a friend

Neave?”

ND you mean to say,’

pointed at Clara.

She
had

But Babs did nol reply at once.
was staring at Mabs, Dulcia
deliberately cut practice  that after-
noon; Dulcia had been p'!\uxg a visit
to the Courificld Theatre! Could it
have been the Courtfield Theatre
which Dulcia visited last night ?

“Well, it’s not our business,” Clara

i . “Let's get on with tea!”
it's mnot our huﬁim-s.%." Bahs
r(']n]md thoughtfully. “But—it might
explain things. It nnghl for instance,
tell us why Dulcia has prmnhod to be
in Courtfield at a quarter to nine to-

nightt The show at the Courtfield
Theatre stariz at a quarter io nine,
doesn't it?”

“My hat!” exclaimed Clara. “You
mean, she might be helping  #his
Sonia, or something?"

“What cls Babs asked. “In any

case, never mind \\1 we've got to
do,” she =aid ;_'11'.] to sec that
Connie doesn’t nip and spoil what-
ever it is Dulcia i— « \Ini |

vote,” she added, with a *that
as Connie’s our Form-mistre we get
our questions 1ecady for ler right
away !

Outwitted by Babs & Co.!

ONSTANCE ALMA
JACKSON, in_ her
study in the Sixth

Form passage,

smiled spitefully as she

glanced at the clock on the

mantelpiece. The fingers of that clock
registered a quarter past eight.

Connie was dressed ready for going

out, and Connie had stationed herself

by the window so that she could watch
for the exit of Duleia Fairbrother.
Connie meant to make no mistake this
time. Dulcia went, Connie
would follow.” and, having discovered
Dulcia’s destination, would hurry back
and inform Miss Primrose. Once Miss
Primrose found Dnltn- study empty,
even Primmy would have to take some
action.

' Connie almost shouted,
in the Fourth Form my place in the first team ? "’
Dulcia Fairbrother nodded coolly.

‘ you've given a kid
Furiously she
‘* That’s it,”” she said.

Primmy would have to punish
Dulcia, and since lmes and gatings
were not meted out to the Sixth Form,

there was only one punishment which
would fit Dulcia’s case—and that was
suspension for either a short or a long

term.

Most  certainly  Duleia  would find
hersell suspended for Saturday, That,
as Rona had said, would take the ca

of her
Connie

taincy of the first eleven out
hands; would mean that
would be able to play!

It would be good to make that cat

sit up! It would—

Tap !

Connie, iwisting round, frowned.
She called “Come in!” Her face ex-
pressed mo  pleasure  when Marjoric

Hazeldene, a
into the room.
i what is it she snapped.
Connie, > goL a
Marjorie ventured.

littloe hesitantly, stepped

ques

tion,
“Then

g0 & bury it!” Counie
snorted.
but  it's  frightfully important,”
Marjorie “And, after all. you
are our Form-misiress, Connie. But if
you don’t want to be bothered, I'll go
and ask Miss Primrose.”

Connie sat up at that. She knew
Miss Primrose would not receive a
request like that with favour. IMaving
been delegated a Formi-mistress' posi-
tion, Connic must accept a Form-
mistress’ responsibilities, or Miss Prim-
rose would want to know the reason
why.

She flung another hasiy glance out
of the window.

“Well, what is it?”

“Please,  Conuie,  who  discovered
America?

“Is this a joke?” Connie roared.
“Bother it, T want to get out! Yon

know as well as I do, Marjorie Hazel
dene, that Columbus
America.”

“ But savs in my ‘Rise of Man'
that he «idn’t, you know,” Mlarjorie
said seriously. ®l¢ says that America
was discoversd a thousand years before

discovered
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Columbus by the Chinese. I should

like you to explain tkat, Connic.”
Connie looked baffled. It was not

easy to explain. She knew, as most

gir at Cliff House knew, that
America was credited to have been dis-
covered before Columbus, but by

whom, in what fashion, was a mystery.
Marjorie was perfectly entitled to ask
that question.

“ Well—well—well 1”
“0Oh, hang it, I—I've forgotten.
you look it up1”?

“Yes, Connie, of course. What shall
I look it up in, though?’ Marjorie
asked innocently.

Connie fumed. She flung another
glance through the window. Dulcia
Fairbrother, dressed for going out,
was just emerging out of the sciivol.

If she didn't go after her straight
she’d lose her altogether. <
) “u, hang Ilt:]:ed t}lercL Imk( it u
in the encycl ia,” nnie fumed.
“Now I've got to.ﬁe going. Well?”
she added, as Clara Trevlyn came in.

“Please, Connie, I've got a ques-
lioé‘o to_ask.”

nnie gasped.

“I'm going out.”

“Yes, ie, but this |
important,” Clara said seriously.
you dom’t want to answer it, 1'll
Miss Primrose, of course.”

Connie gritted her teeth. Dulcia was
starting down the drive then.

“Well, what is it1”

she stammered.
Can’t

is fearfully
“1f
ask

“ Please, Connie, can you tell me who'

invented geographyi”

Connie raged. She
was disaﬁ]pearing now.
she would be gone.

"'1Nobody invented geography,” she
said.

“But somebody first thought of it,”
Clara objected. “Somecbody must have
mentiozed it first at some time or
other, you know. Who was it?” s

“0Oh, bother! Get out! I'll look it
up,” Connie roared. “Now——" and
she stopped again as Barbara Redfern
came in. “Well?” she almost howled.

“Please, Connie, I want to ask you
a question !” 7

“Look here, I'm going out!” Connie
hooted. .

“ But, Connie, I'm sorry, I've just got
to do this essay, yon know. And I'm
sure being such a elever deputy mistress,
that you'll be able to answer it in no
time.. How long is the River Dee in
Scotland i

Connie gasped. Dulcia had almost
entirely disappeared now.

“That,” she grated, “is a question
vour lesson-books will answer. Take
twenty lines for not knowing, in any
case. Now—oh, my hat! What do you
want ?” she almost shricked, as Mabel
Lynn came in at the door, a sheaf of
papers in her hands.

“Please, Connie, will you check this?
It's a list of animals that existed in the
Stone Age,” Mabs said.

“Check them with books !
Cfonnie hooted.

“1 have, Connie. But one book gives
one list, and another book gives another.
It's most frightfully confusing, you

lared; Dulcia’

n two minutes

your

know,” Mabs said seriously.
course, Miss Primrose would tell
me—"

Connie fumed. But duty must come
first, and if Connie had a suspicion that
the juniors had left their questions till
rather late, that duty had to be done.
In any case, it was no use trying to
follow Duleia now; Duleia had vanished.

She sat down. Fretfully she fumed
over Mabel Lynn's list. Mabs winked
at Babs; Clara shook with suppressed
mirth. Five, ten minutes went by, and
the chums smiled. Connie, with a scowl,
handed the list back.

“These are all dead right,” she

snapped. * Now get out, all of you.”
“Thank you, Connie,” the four
chorused.

They went out,~ chuckling to them-
selves. But they did not go far. At
the end of the passage they stopqled,
watching the door of the room they had

just left, Less than a minute went by

:fore Connie eame striding out. Babs
nudged Clara.

“Wateh,” she advised. “DBet she's
after Dulcia.”

It was a safe guess. Straight to
Dulcia’s  study nnie strode.  She

knocked, turned the handle, and looked
in. Then, a satisfied gleam in her eyes,
she emerged again.
striﬂing away in the dircction of Big

Hall.

“Gone to fetch Primmy,” DBabs
muttered. *“My hat! Primmy will be
at her private house having supper
now.’

“And if Connie brings her back
with her,” Clara =aid.

“And if she finds Dulcia is out—"
Marjorie said.

“But she won't,” Babs cried. *“ Half
a ticklet. Idea! DMabs—quick, come
to Dulcia’s study.”

“ But what——" Mabs said.

* Let's scoot !”

They scooted. Arriving at Dulcia’s
study, Babs flung the door open. It was
not {_at quite dark, but she switelied on
the light. Quickly she grabbed two or
three cushions and dumped them on the
chair in front of Dulcia’s desk, which
was near the window. She
chuckled.

“0.K.,” she said.
Dulcia’s drcsainﬁgown
door. Now, abs, roost on these
cushions. See the idea? The cushions
make you look about Dulcia’s height.
Your hair is the same colour. urn
our back to the window, and when

rimmy comes across the quad, she’ll
have no need to come up and see whether
Dulcia is here or not. Come on, kidlets,
we'll go and watch the fun from the
entrance. All riglﬁ, Mabs?”?

“Yes, rather,” Mabs laughed.
She stayed on. Babs & Co., stiflin
their laughter, flew into Big Hall
Connie, meantime, had reached the
Head’s private bouse, and Miss Prim-
rose, looking rather annoyed—for Miss
Primrose had been pleasantly idling
after supper with a copy of a learned
scientific publication to which she had
contributed an article entitled “Some
New Aspects of Grecian Mythology “—
came to the door. Her lips pursed at

the sight of Connie.

“Well, Connie, what is the matter?"”

“1 think you ounght to kunow,”
Connie said, “that Dulcia has gone
out.”

Miss Primrose eyed her sharply.

“You are sure, Connic?”

“Positive, Miss Primrose. I saw her
with my own eyes a few minutes ago. I
should have stopped her,” Connie added
virtuously, “except that I was helping
some of the backward scholars of the
Fourth Form.”

Miss Primrose frowned. At this time
of the night every girl, senior or junior,
should have been within doors, and if
Dulcia was out, Dulcia must be taking
advantage of her position of head girl
to break bounds. She nodded.

“Very well, Connie, I will come with
you. If Dulcia is out we will await her
return.”

Connie gleed inwardly. That was
what she wanted. By the time Miss
Primrose had waited i{wo or three
hours, she imagined, there would be
short shrift for Dulcia Fairbrother,

Out through the gaie on to the lawns

“Clara, give me
from behind the

hey saw her go

TeE ScHOOLGIRL

AMiss Primrose walked. And then she
jumped.

“Connie !” she cried in a suddenly
quivering voice.

“Yes, Miss Primrose 1

“How dare you come to me with such
a falsehood !’

“What? I tell you—"

“ And, please, Connie, do not speak
to me like that!” Miss Primrose said
angrily. “I think I advised you last
night to make sure of your facts before
accusing Duleia. Dulcia is in her roonn
You can see that from here. Look!”

Connie looked, and Connie almost feil
down. Miss Primrose was pointing to
a lighted window in the west wing, and
beyond the window the fair hair and
the gown-draped shoulders of a girl
could plainly: be seen.

Very thoughtfully that girl's head
was bent; painstakingly she
writing.

“ Well—well, I—" stuttered Conuie.
“But, Miss Primrose, I saw her go
out—" i

“What you probably saw,” Miss
Primrose returned tartly, “was Dulcia
executing some duty, Connie. I really
do deplore this suspiciousness of mind
where Dulcia is concerned, and I really
do protest—emphatically—at being <o
constantly irritated with your foolish
stories.”

around, was already stridin k
her own house. Connie, bubbling with
fury, rushed on into the school. But
even as she entered Big Hall she saw
the light snap out in lcia’s study.
When, suspicion aroused at last, she
entered that apartment it was in semi-
darkness. Dulcia’s gown was carelessly
thrown across a chair.

('onnie gritted her teeth.

Somebody, once again, had fooled her.

 What Babs Overheard!

HOSE little imps, of

course—Babs & Co. !

Connie had no

doubt of that now:

She began to sce why Dabs

& Co. had detained her with
those footling questions.

For a moment she stood glaring about
her in the empty study. For a moment
she struggled with the impulse %3 rush
off there and then to the Fourth Form
corridor and give those young jape-
players the time of their lives, But :he
paused ; she refleeted. Already she was
in Primmy’s bad books, There was
just a chance that Babs & Co. had not
been guilty, and to go creating a row
on the assumption that they had mighi
recoil very badly to her own disadvan-
tage. Nevertheless, as she gazed ronnd
the empty study she felt a hot wave of
hatred and anger sweep over her,

Dulcia—that cat! he HAD gone
out.

Connie gritted her tecth. Where was
the girl? What secret mission took her
out of school before bed-time and made
her return somewhere about midnight?

Well, why not find out? Dulcia.
obviously, would not be returning for
some hours. Surely there was some-
thing in this study which would give
her a clue? C

“Well, look rourd, fool,” she fumed
at herself.

She closed the door; then she drew
the blinds. Switching cn the elecirie
light, she began a careful survey of the
room. She went toward the desk. Open
upon it was a hook, some lines heavily
underscored. Quickly Connie picked it
up, and scanmed it.

Was .



EVERY SATURDAY

The book was Shakespeare's “As You
Like It.” The lines underscored were
those  spoken by Rosalind. Rats!
Nothing there. That was ounly a copy of
the part which Duleia had taken in the
recent school play.

She opened the drawer. In the
lI!ﬂ\\f‘r were a number Of [](_‘\\'Sllﬂ]l(‘r
cuttings. She picked them up. They

were al! from the issues of the morning
papers. and curiously enough, dealt
with the first-night performance of the
same play in which Dulcia was so
absorbedly interested. Headlines caught
her eyes: *Brilliant acting of New
Star.” “Sonia Neave Cets Her First
Big Part.” “Dazzling Success Of New
Actress ir. Shakespeare.” Sonia Neave?
Who tha dickens was Sonia Neave?

Ok, this was nothing to do with it,
of course.

All the same, Connie flicked through
the cnttings. And then suddenly she
stopped dead. One of those cuttings
with a double-column head, had ob-
viously let itself go on the topic of

in amazement.
chuckled inwardly.

Sonia Neave and “As You Like It,”
and had included a large photograph
of the new star. It was that photo-
graph which brought Connie up with
a sudden startled start.- That (rhum-
graph, at which she was suddenly
staring as if unable to believe her own
eves. For that photograph—was she
dreaming? It was a photograph of
her own sister—

“Nellie ' breathed Cennie.

Nellie—yes. Nellie Jackson! Slightly
older, a litle altered since Connie had
last seen ker four years ago, but unmis-
takably Nallie Jack=on.

A sudden breathless sensation took
possession of Connie. Nellie—that sister
she had disliked so. That sister who
had run away to become an actress and
who, from that day to this, neither she
nor her father had ever seen or heard of
aguin.

But Dulcia—

And then Connie remembered. Her
eyes widened. What a fool, what a
fool! Of course, thiz explained it.
When Nellie, her elder sister, had been
captain of Cliff House, she and Dulcia

& J—I'M sorry,’”” Connie stuttered, as Miss Primrose gazed at her

*‘ There—there was a mouse."
They knew there had been no mouse, but they
also knew that this would probably mean trouble for all of them.

had been fags in the Upper Third—or
was it Fourth? Dulcia had been Nellie
Jackson’s fag. Duleia had worshipped

and admired Nellie Jackson, She
remembered how Duleia had been
almost heartbroken when Nellie had

left; Low bitter, how furious she had
been when she had heard the news that
Nellie had run away from home because
of lying stories Conmie had told her
father.

*.N-Nellie,” Connie stuticred.

She thought she had finished for ever
with Nellie Jackson. Nellie, so
different from = herself—open, frank,
upright. Very much like the Dulcia of
to-day, had Nellie been then.

Though Nellie was ker own sister,
Connie had always disliked her, been
jealous of her. When the row had come
between Nellie and her father, and
Nellie had left school—Mr. Jackson
wanted Nellie to go into business, and
Nellie most passionately wanted to go
on to thé stage—it was Connie, who,

Babs & Co.

-
in a thousand nasty little ways, had =,

widened the rift between them.

But Counie knew—and was secretly
furious in the knowledge—that her
father, frcm the moment that Nellie
had gone, had regretted hLis daughter’s

flight. 8Ske knew that many, many
times since then had he employed
detectives to try to find her.

And now—

Connie drew a deep breath. Her
hands were shaking as she put the
cuttings back. After this, there could
be no doubt about Dulcia’s activitic
Nellie, under this silly name of So
Neave, was acting at the Courtfield
Theatre; Dulcia had met her. Dulcia
was going there night after night to
help her, to see her. Connie's lips came
together. Well, good enough!

She fancied she had Dulcia now.

She turned off the light; softly she
withdrew the curtain. Then she stepped
out of the study, and shivering a little
in the stréss of her feelings, went to her
own room.

How—how could she put Primmy on
Dulcia’s track?

By Hilda Richards !

€€ (ToxxIE's GOING ouf.”
Barbara Redfern made that
remark.

She made it to Mabs and Clara whe,
after afterncon lessons the following
day, had just returned to Study No. 4.
rather red-ecared and simmering, for
afternoon lessons, like morning lessons,
had not been a happy experience at the
hands of Connie Jackson. They both
looked up with” interest as Babs made
that announcement, however.

For Babs & Co., having foiled Connie
in her activities against Dulcia last
night, had made up their minds to
watch Connie Jackson Knowing Connie,
they feared new mischief.

“Where ?” asked Clara.

“Well, how should I know?” Babs
asked. “I just dropped the exercise
books in hor study, and 1 saw her
putting on her hat. Are we following *

“Are we?” Clara cried. “Aren't we
just understudying Mary's little lambs ¥
She grinned as she broke into verse.

“‘Connie’s going for a walk, as early
as can be, but where our dear old Con.
doth stalk, so also stalketh we." How's
that ?”

o !lolien 1" Mabs grinnel. “But come
on "

They soon got on Connie’s track. She
led them to Courtfield, and went
straight to the theatre. They saw her
reach the booking-hall; they saw her
studying the photographs displayed out-
side. Clara frowned.

“Now what the dickens?” she said.
“Look, she's going in. Oh, stuff, we're
just oen a wild goose chase. She's only
going to buy tickets for the theatre.”

“Yes,” answered Babs slowly. “But
what about what Mabs saw? Connie’s
found something out! Remember Mabs
saw Duleia yesterday coming out of the
stage door with Sonia Neave? Doesn't
that seem to indicate that the theatre's
got something to do with Duleia’s
mysterious comings and goings? Any-

]

(Continued on page 14)
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HAPPY
pets.

I hope you all have something
nice, in white, to wear on Sunday (as
custom demands for White—or Whit—
Sunday) and have somewhere thrilling to
go on Whit Monday.

Your Patricis—that’s me '—is saving
a nice, white silk blouse to wear on
Sunday. It is already washed and ironed
most carefully, ready to be tucked into
my black skirt—and over which I wear a
vivid green jacket. (How do you like
the sound of that ?)

Oh, and also I have the dearest brooch
to wear on the blouse! Itis made of gold,
inset with little pearls and coral—and
I'm so proud of it.

It belonged to mother when she was a
rirl, and she gave it me for my birthday
ast month. (Yes, I DO still have birth-
days—and still get quite excited about
them, too !)

That's for Sunday, then.

On Monday, we're having a picnie.

Father hates driving the family car
on Bank Holidays, but we've finally
persuaded hip to take us out.

“All  right,” he grumbled. * But
we're to start off really early, so that we're
out of London before the roads get
crowded.™

Glibly we promised. And the result is
that we're going to get up round about
six, have an early breakfast, rustle round
tidying up the house—and be off and away
about ci[iht 1

But I'm not telling you where our
picnie spot is.

For it has been a secret in the family
ever since I can remember. We will admit
that it is in the Chiltern Hills, not so very
far from Princes Risborough—but that’s
all.

And so far, no one clsc—as far as we
know !—has yet discovered that field
with the shady wood behind it and a
rippling brook in front.

Whitsun to you all, my

@ Picnic Plans

We generally take coffee with us on a
picnic, to have after lunch, but this has
always presented a problem,

You see, mother and I like ours ** white
—that is, with milk—while father and
big brother like theirs ** black.”

But this time I've had a brainwave—
only 4 little one, that will allow us all to
have our coffee what colour we like.

I trotted out to the sixpenny stores and
bought the moet magnificent scarlet flask

THE SCHOOLGIRL

OuT OF SCHOOL
OURS

Your friend PATRICIA is in Whitsun mood this week,
and hopes you have a grand time over the week-end
holiday.- She tells you of her own and the Family's
plans; of a way to wake ; of two ways to change a
frock ; and something of that charming film star,

canna

bin.

(which worked out at one and
six after I had assembled all the
pieces.)

Now we shall take the black
coffee in one flask and some warm
milk in another. Thismeans that
father and Brian can have theirs
straight from the ** black " flask,
while mother and T will add a
spot of milk to ours. (Mother likes a lot
of milk, but I prefer a drip only.)

Another thing we mustn't forget to take
with us is the * picnie towel.” Thisis a
very garishly eoloured towel that we bought
on holiday for the beach one year—and
accompanied us on every picnic since.

For if it is warm, young brother Heath
(whose full name is H- -th-r-ngt-n, if you
leave out the important vowe!s) and big
sister Patricia will robably dabble
twenty dainty toes in the nice stream I
mentioned. And we shall, of course,
want to dry them after this treat.

@ Bump Bump

Are you a sleepy-head in the mornings.
Or have you one of thoge hideously noisy
alarm clocks to wake you ? (Though I
know some people who can sleep even
through the (fo they make !)

Well, supposing vou are a sleepy one,
and haven't an alarm clock in your room,
here’s a good way of waking up in the
morning, without even one call up the
stairs from mother.

Decide the night before what time you'd
like to wake in the
morning. We'll
say it 1s half-past
seven.

Now—last thing
at night—just be-
fore you pop off to
sleep,give your head
seven bumps on the
])illow, and one
ittle bump. That’s
one bump for each
hour, and a little
bump for the half.

Almost  magie-
ally, 'tis said, you
wake to the dot of
half-past seven,

Just try it and
sce! (But don't
bump =o hard that
you wake yourself
up thoroughly and
can’t get off tosleep
again, will you 1)

® More Roomy with Ribbon

Cotton frocks are not supposed to
ghrink “ in the wash " are they ¥ All the
same, it's jolly mysterious how last
year’s always seem to have a knack of being
too small just when we want to wear them
again !

If this should have happened to a

particularly pet frock of yours, don't be
too despairful.

With mother’s help, you can let a picce
of ribbon right down the front of the frock,
from neck to hem—and this will give yvou
a nice bit of extraroom.  (You should buy
ribbon that is exactly the same shade us
one of the colours in the frock).

And don’t forget to add a bow of ribban
to match at tho neck. You'll be surpriscd
how nice it will look.

® A Summer Coatee

But just supposing that the frock has
become too, too hopelessly tight, and
there’s no small sister to pass it on to.

In this case, you can turn it into a
really smart bolero-style coatee. (Bv
the way, I used to tell you that bolero is
proncunced bol-ay-ro. But sinco these
garments have be-
come increasingly
fashionable, you
may now say boll-
ero—nearly all the
nhcip assistants do.)

To make the
coatee, you must
cut the skirt right
off the frock and
then cut from the
neck —right down
the front. -

Hem all raw edges—and it is complete.

One of these little jackets worn over a
white, slecveless frock-—with a belt
around it if you like—is absolutely  tops X
in schoolgirl fashions.

@® Such a Famous Schoolgirl

Talking of smart schoolgirls reminds
me of Deanna Durbin.

Don’t you love this golden-voiced younz
screen star ?

She was christened Edna Mae Durbin,
you know, and is Canadian. But her parents
were English. Her mother camo from
Manchester and her father from Chester.

Deanna (as woe now know her) was born
on December 4th, 1922, at Winnipeg.
Most film stars seem to have done some-
thing remarkable as children—but Deanna
never did

Unless you can count the inoident of the
silver coffee pot that she won for her
mother at a baby show.

But—not as a beauty prize, let me hasten
to add. No—but because she cried the
loudest. Deanna had the lustiest pair
of lungs.

Her hobbies at the moment aro her
beloved dog, Tippy, and roller skating.

Deanna gets up at seven o'clock every
morning. She starts work at nine; she
finishes for the day at five, and goes to
bed at ten.

A pretty busy day for a fifteen-year-old,
isn't it 1

Bye-bye until next week, all !

Your friend, PATRICIA,
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]‘[T'S a lovely morning, and out in the

country the cuckoo i3 simply

ehrieking his welcome to all who will
respond to his call,

So you and your ehum are going to set
off on your bikes for a whole day’s glorious
trip.

Rm} with you will be another friend—
Your eamera !

Having planned your execursion in
advance, you'll have everything ready.

There will be sandwiches inside your
eaddle-bag. You'll wear shorts and
blouses, and perhaps a jersey. And the
sky will be so blue, you won't even worry
about a mae. But you must tuck a beret,
or a gay scarf into your saddle-bag, to
wear over your hair should a breeze
spring up.

Having said good-bye to mother, and
promised her you'll be very eareful,
avoiding main roads as much as possible,
you sling your precious camera in its case
around your shoulders. Then, tring !—
a merry peal with your bike bells and
you're away.

The first pause is to buy a brand new
spool for the camera. This will mean
cight pictures can be taken during your
day.

If you are in any doubt as to the size
film required for your camera, don’t
hesitate to show your camera to the shop-

/;- L
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A pretty view ean often be made
pretiicr.

keeper, and he will know at a glance just
what you require.

Halt under a tree, or in some other
ehady spot to insert the brand new spool.
Wind it carefully arcund till you come to
the figure 1—and after a few miles on the
road you're ready for the first snap,

What sghall it be ?

Let’s make the first onc a view, shall we ?

A PRETTY VIEW

I'm quite sure you'll spot the mest
adorable cottage with a thatched roof
that’s obviously aching to be made into a
picture, Perhaps they even sell lemonade
there—and cyeling IS thirsty work.

So after your little rest, you study the
best angles of the cottage—the best, that
is, from a pietorial point of view.

If you face the cottage * dead
on,’” 1t will certainly look very sweet.
But just try moving round io one
side, so that more than one wall of
the cottage is wvisible in your lens,
and you include thatcharming corner
of the roof, too.

There now,
still ?

Your chum will probably demand
to bo included in this picture. But
you must be firm and tell her that
this one is principally to be a “ view.”
She may, however, if she likes, prop
her bike somewhere in the picture
and stand beside it, to give the
picture extra ** life "—but she mustn’t
expect to come out as in a portrait.

Stand well back so that you get the
complete cottage into the picture, and
inelude a gate or a hedge in the foreground
if you can.

Keep the camera quite steady, lean
right over to look into the view-finder—
and snick !

Now turn the film around to number two
—and away again.

A FORTRAIT-VIEW
After a few more miles, perhaps you'll
come to a stream—and a rest is indicated.
You'll simply have to take a snap of

isn't  that prottier

Too many straight lines can spoil
a picture.
vour chum this time—otherwise she’ll
think you don’t intend to.

So she'll lie down by the stream, turn
to you, and say: *“ How do I look "

Looking into your view-finder, you're
rather surprised to see that the picture isn't
quite as pretty, somehow, as you think it
deserves to be.

Can it be because of those parallel lines
that seem to divide it up so evenly ?

There's the straight lines of your
chum’s body as she reclines. There are
the two straight banks of the stream.
And there is the straight line of the
horizon. That’s far too many straight
lines—especially as they all are in the
same direction.

8o again you move around. You
command your chum to sit up—that gives
one upright line. Next you find there ia
& bend in the river, and a tiny rise on the
other bank. There may even be a trce
just beside you, which will again give an
interesting foreground to the picture and
quite dispel that ‘* tram-line” effect
which you noticed before.

Make sure the sun is behind you still,
after all that moving around; take a
last look into the view-finder to see how
much prettier the improved ** eomposi-
tion * of your picture is—and click again.

Turn to number three—and vault gaily
into the saddle again.

A MOVING PICTURE
Supposing your bike is a new one, I've
an idea that you'd like your chum to take a
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A DAY WITH
YOUR CAMERA

What fun you and your chums can have on your bikes—or on a hike—
with a camera for company. And what happy memories afterwards |

picture of you riding it at great speed.
But can it be done with an ordinarv
(though very precious, none the less!)
box eamera, you may ask.

Well, it can. But will you tell your
chum before you pass over the camera,
that it is no use her snapping youn ** dead
on,” that is, side view of you and the
moving bike? The result will only be
one of blurred wheels—and very dis.
appointing.

Instead, she must stand in front of yon
and slightly to one side, as you ride
towards her. Then, when you are about

Be caveful, or that moving object
will be a blur.

ten feet from her—she may snap. The
picture will certainly be a success then.

IMPORTANT BACKGROUND

TI've an idea you'll be ready for tea at
the very earliest possible moment, o the
sun will still be right for taking snaps.
Perhaps you'll meet some other cyclists
at the tca-place. I hope so, for then yon
and your chum can ask one of them to take
a picture of you two together.

The ** snapper " must again be ten feet
away from you if L(ou want your full-
length figures in the picture, or seven
feet if three-quarters of you will satisfy

ou.

But in all portraits, the background is
very important. most useful little
line to quote to yourself is ** light agninst
dark, and dark against light.” There must
be contrast. So if you are wearing white
or very light clothes, you should stand
against a darker background—otherwise
you will * merge" into it, and in the
finished picture it will be difficult to see
which is you and which is the background.

But 1 expect you will be wearing dark
shorts and bright coloured blouses or
jumpers—so you -must choose a ligh
background.

There, you're nearly at the end of that
spool of films now, and will certainly be
thinking of setting back home.

8o off you go. Take the spool out care.

Your choice of background is
important,

fully when you reach home and hand it to
the chemist for developing and printing.
Wait impatiently for two days or so—
and then the big moment !
You call for your snaps and the result
is eight out of eight ! This is the pheto-
grapher's and camera owner's big moment,
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(Continued from page 1)

way, 1'm going to see what she’s doing.
You two beld on here.”

(Connie had disappeared now.

Quickly the leader of the Fourth Form,

across the square. Breathless,
she vreached the enirance to the
theatre. Just inside the hooking hall,
at the pay desk, she conld see Connie
talking to the assistant. Innocently
Babs studied the photographs outside.
Connie was chatty.

“They tell me Miss Neave is &
frightfully good actress,” she eaid.

“QOh, yes!” the assistant agreed.

“Let me see,” Connice said artlessly.
“She’s got a friend at my school,
hasn’t she—a girl named Dulcia Fair-
brother!” Babs pricked up her ears.
“I suppose she comes to see Miss
Neave quite a lot?"

‘.‘IOh, yes, every night,”” the assislant
said.

“Must be proud of her, eh?"” Connie
asked, with false lightness. “Well,
may ] have two tickets, please—stall,

shot

ves? I "—she coughed—"I'm hoping
to bring our headmistress along to-
night. She's  frightfully keen on

Shakespeare. It may happen, though,
that she can’t come. I suppose it will
be all right, if she can’t, to claim a
vefund on the unused ticket?"

“Yes, miss; as long as vou hand
it back a quarter of an hour before
the performance,” the assistant replied.

Babs waited to hear no move, She
knew, then. As she raced back to her
chums, she was burning with indigna-
tion. Clever Connie! " Cunning, artful

Connie ! Connie, making sure that
Dulcia would be at the theatre, pro-
posed to take Miss Primrose, in order

to !JO\\I her .out.  Breathlessly she told
her chums what she had overheard.
2 (Jh my hat!’ said Clara. “What
the dickens ave we fo do?"

“Warn Duleia,” Mabs suggested.
“And  Duleia,” Babs  retorted,
“wonld think we'd been poking our
noses into her affairs. . We have, of
course, but only_to help her. No,
wait a ticklet.

I've a better idea than
that. Supposing,” she breathed, “we
(‘uu](l bag those tickets?

Vhat—""
¢ Listen I Babs

“When Connie gets back to school,
Miss Primrose will be in her own
house at tea. That means Connie
can’t mention the theatre at once.
Right! Connie will go to her own
study. She's bound to leave the
tickets there. We can get back first.
You and I, Clara, will hide in the
study. DMabs, yvou gét Connie out of
the way on some excuse or other, and
then we'll bag the tickets, After that
Connie can't very well make Primmy
go to the show without tickets, and
she’ll have no time to come back and
book others, 1If we fail—well, then,
we'll just have to warn Duleia.”

“Crumbs, what an ideal” gurgled
Clara. “Come on; bus back!”

Immediately the chiums arrived back
at Cliff Ilouse they put their plan into
action. Up to Uonnie’s study Babs
and Clara hurried, and, entering thab
npmtnwnt, quickly closed the door.

“Well, where do we hide?” Clara
asked,

There were fwo places—one behind
the curtain which cut off Connie’s bed
from {he rest of the room, the other
behind the screen near the window.
Babs suggested the sercen, It was just
possible, <he pointed out, that Connie,
when she came in, might. move the
curtain to hang up her clothes in the
cupboard beside the bed.

said  rapidly.

Gingerly the two moved the screen a
few inches; carcfully they squeezed
behind it, taking care to keep well
to one side of the window so as not
to ke spotted by anyone from the
aquad. Unfortunately, however, Clara
had made one mistake—in helping to
move the  sereen  she ~had put her
handbag on Connic’s study table, and
had forgotten to retrieve it.  Char-
acteristically careless of Clara, an
oversight like that.

Five, {en minutes went by; then
there was a step outside. Babs tensed.

“She’s coming ! she breathed.

She was. The next moment the
handle of the door rattled. Connie
Jackson, with a satisfied smile on her
face, stepped into the room, pulling off
her hat as she did so. Then suddenly
she etopped, her eyes fixed upon the
bag in the middle of the table.

“Oho I”” she muttered.
She stepped towards it; then she
halted. She knew that bag; she

puessed at once what its presence fore-
boded. A glimmer came into her eyes.
Quickly she stepped to her cubicle, and
threw the ecurtain aside; then she
flung round towards the screen.

Distinctly protruding from beneath
that screen were the toes of a pair of
rather large shoes!

It was a pity that Babs and Clara
could not see the smile on the face of
Connie Jackson then.

Connie, stooping, caught hold of the
arms of the lieavy armchair; with a
rush she whirled it towards the screen.
Just as if it had been a pure accident,
she rammed the armchair against the
screen—crash l—immediately flattening
the hidden watchers against the wall!

From Babs came a startled gasp;
from Clara a yell of pain as the
screen, jumping, clamped back on her
foot. Wildly she hopped, squirming
in sudden agony, her arm instinetively
jerking back.

Aund then, crash! Tinkle!

Connie had not meant that as part
of her original scheme; but in an in-
stant the mischief was done.  In the
wild agony of the moment, Clara had
no time to think where she was plac-
ing her arm, and her elbow went clean
through the window behind her. There
came a shout from Connic; another
gasp from Babs as the prefect, tearing
the screen aside, vevealed the discom-
fited plolters with, behind them a
great, jagged hole in one of the win-

dow panes.

“.So!" she snapped. “Spying, ch"‘”

“0Oh crumbs!  You—jyou sce
Babs stuttered.

“You cat! T believe vou did that
on purpose!” Clara howled, rubbing

bher arm.
“Look at my window
“(Good gracious I”” eried a voice; and
the door was swept open, and into the
room, blinking in amazement, came
Miss Primrose. *“Who has broken that
window, Connie? What is all this?”
“I do not know, Miss Primrose,”
Connic said smoothly. “Presumably
Barbara and Clara were hiding be-
hind the screen. Without being aware
of that fact, I pushed the armchair
against the scrcen, and apparently it
startled Clara so much that she. put
her arm through the window. I can
only imagine that these two girls
meant to play some practical joke.”
Miss Primvose’s lips compressed.
*Barbara 1”
“Oh dear! Y-ves, Miss Primrose?”
Babs said unhappily.
“What were you
study ?”

P
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“Nun-nothing, Miss Primrose.”

“That is absurd1”

“Well, we—we were
Connie I”” Babs blurted.

“Indeed! Then you choose a very
extraordinary method of waiting,”
Miss Primrose said. “In any case,
vou know you are not allowed in pre-
fects’ studies without permission, and
I utterly decline to accept that as an
explanation. I can only conclude, as
Connie suggests, that you were here
for the purpose of playing some
practical joke. You \ull both take a
detention until call-over. Now go!”

With a sickly glance at each other,
the chums went. Their plan had
hardly been a success,

waiting for

——

Connie’s Triumph Seems Sure!

ALL-OVER, at CIiff
House, was at eight
o’clock during the
summer, and by the

time Babs and Clara were
dismissed detention and had
the register, Dulcia Fair-
They received that

answered
brother had gone.
news from Mabs when they returned to
Study No.

“But,” ‘Babs cried,

“didn’t you warn
her?”

“Well—no,” Mabs said. “I hoped
you had. In any case, there hasn’t been
any opportunity; she was with Miss
Wright until a quarter past eight, I
went to get a word with her, but she
was in too much of a hurry after that.”

“The-then,” DBabs said. “Oh, my
hat! What about Connie?”

Mabs shook her head. She looked
rether guilty.

“I—I'm not sure. I know she was
with Miss Primrose for half an hour
this evening, and she came out of her
study looking jolly pleased with herself.
I followed her to her study and saw hor

starting to change for geing out. She
was pultting on an evening gown.”
“Oh, golly!1” groaned Clara. “That

raeans Primmy’s accepted her invitation
to go to the tlmatro all right.  Babs,
what are we going to do?”

“There's only one thing to do!” Babs
said instantly, “Good job for us that
Myra Brownlow is duiy prefect, and
Myra doesn’t look too closely into things,
We've got to rush off to tho theatre and
warn Duleia. Clara, will you make up
two dammies in our beds?  It’ll look
then, when DMyra comes in to turn out
tha lights, as if we’re in bed and asleep.
Mabs and I will go!”

“But Mabs and you won’t go,” Clara
ficrcely objected. “If Dulcia’s going to
be warned, I'm having a hand in it.”

“But the cricket match? Supposing

we're caught ”

“we'll risk that, and Ill risk the
cricket mateh, In any case,” Clara said
recklessly, “if Dulcia’s czmght, shie

vwon't be playving, so why the dickens
should I worry? Mabs, you do the
dummy rigging. Come on, Babs!”

“But look here » Mabs protested.

“Rats! Babs, come on!”

And Clara, almost fiercely, caught the
leader of the TI'ourth IForm by the
shoulder. Together they hurried oft.
Just o pause in the cloak-room to don
Lials and coats, and then a mad scamper
for the main entrance. IFortunatcly,
tiey got out without being spotted.

As luck would have it, they were just
in time to catch the bus at that moment
bowling past the school. A little after
Falf-past eight they dismounted at the
Murket Cross, in Courtfield, and breath-
lessly hurried towards the staga door of
the theatre., A uniformed commis-
sionaire, forbidding in aspect, barred
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their passage as they would have darted
1id.

“Hey, hey, wait a minute!” he =aid.

“None of that there, young ladies.
Who do you want?” .
“A—a friend of ours. Mizs Dulcia

Fairbrother.”
*“Miss Duleia who? Never heard of
her,” deelared the commissionaire.

“But she’s in the theatre!” cried
1.l
Jahs,
“Never heard of her,” the commis-

eionaire said stolidly.

“8he's a friend of—of Miss Neave!”
Clara cried.

*“Then I’'m sorry,” the commissionaire
frawned. “If it’s AMiss Neave you want
to see, you can’t. Miss Neave is in her
dressing-room, and my orders is to
admit nobody who hasn't got an ap-
pointment.”

Clara and Babs gulped desperately.

“Oh, goodness!” Babs gasped. “Can
we see the manager?”

“You can’t; the manager's busy.
Now hop it.”

“But look here—"

“Hop it,” the commissionaire
{rowned.

Despairingly the two looked at cach
oiher. But there was no help for it.
Babs caught Clara’s arm,

“Come on round to the front.
might get in there.”

But they had no better luck at the
front. Apparently the girl Connie had
spcken to that morning was the only
one who had heard of Dulcia Fair-
hrother—and that girl wasn’t there,

“Well, we’ve got to see Dulcia! And
to sce Dulcia we've got to get in,” Babs

We

said desperately. “And there’s only
one way to get in—buy tickets. Got
crough money, Clara ¥

*“No, about a bob I think,” Clara

said. “You »

“Only sixpence.”

“Then what are we o do?”

Blankly they stared at each other.
What, indeed? Duleia was in thero—
Duleia, all unmindful of the peril which
was about to overtake her. They were
«till staring when a jovial voice spoke
at their elbow.

“Hallo, girls! What's the
Want to see the show #*

They both spun round. A man,
plump, genial, his eyes twinkling with
fun, was staring down at them.

“Well, yes,” Babs said. *“ But—but
we've got no money, you see—"

“QOh, is that all?” The man laughed
again.  “Then allow me—please,” he
said, his face wreathed in smiles.
“Please do. Two pit stalls for these
young ladies,” he added, and put down
the money. “No—let me, please. It's
not often I feel generous, so don't
thwart me. So long! See you in the
interval, perhaps—"" and while Clara
and Babs goggled, beaming at each
cther in delighted amazement, he strode
through the curtains.

“Well, of all the fairy godfathers!”
breathed Babs. “Wonder who he is!
Clara, we're in luck, after all ?

In luck they were—up to a point. But
the great thing was to see Dulcia. In
they went; anxiously they looked round.
Dulcia, however, was not to be seen in
the audience.

‘“Perhaps she hasn’t come after all,”
Dabs suggested, “Look out! Here's
Primmy and Connie !”

Miss Primrose and Connie Jackson it
was., They came walking down the
nisle at that moment, steering for the

maiter?

stalls.  So close did the Head pass to
Babs, that she felt the wind of her
flouncy skirt as she rustled by. Four

rows farther down, midway along the
row, they took their seats. Babs
breathed more freely.

“ Look at Connie !” she said.

For Connie, like a cat on hot bricks,
was twisting and turning, her eyes peer-
ing this way and that. It was obvious
what Connie hoped to find—Dulcia.

Clara chuckled a little,

“I believe we're all up a gum-tree,”
she said. “Old Duleia’s not here, after
all. She’s not in the stalls. She’s not
in the pit, that’s sure, and if she’s in
the circle she’s bound to have seen
Connie and Primmy herself. Probably
the’s helping Miss Neave in her dress-
ing-reom. What about setiling down to
enjoy the old play now 1?

It secemed a good idea. It was, in
fact, the only idea. Wherever Dulcia
was, she was not on public view, so
what need to worry further?

Babs bought a programme, showing
the names of the cast; the orchestra
crashed out, and the curtain rang up.
The two chums settled back.

“Not bad,” Clara said, as the first
scene came to an end. “ But when does
this Neave girl appear? Poor old
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the hall seemed to be feeling the com-
pelling charm of the girl on the stage.
But Babs and Clara sat silent, in
wonderment and dismay. Dulcia was
ﬁlaying in the play! Du{cia, whom they

ad expected to find in the audience or
the dressing-room of Sonia Neave, was
an actual star in the piece! Ilow came
that? How was Dulcia Sonia Neave?
How could Dulaa, as the papers said,
have fought her way from the chorus
to a front rank star? How—

“Look at Primmy I” muttered Clara.

But Babs was. Miss Primrose was
sitting as rigidly upright as though she
was resting on porcupine quills,
Connie, beside her, was grinning.

The chums groaned. It scemed all
up. Dulcia was spotted. Connie, her
vengeance achieved, was satisfied. Bnt

Dulcia, on the stage, unconscious of the
audience in front of her, was going on
—and even Clara, who was no judge of
acting, kvew she was good. The curiain
dropped

on the second act. Miss

I

BABS and Clara slipped out of the room, leaving their chum seated in

Dulcia’s chair.

It was all just a little scheme to save their captain

from Connie Jackson's spite.

Mabs! Wouldn't she like to be here,
And Connie,” she giggled, ‘“mustn’t
she be feeling fed up—""
" “Shush, here’s scene two,” Babs said.
The curtain went up again, depicting
a lawn before a feudni)cnstlc. On to the
stage strode two figures. One was dark
and tall, the other graceful, medium in

height, with a wealth of fair hair.
Babs craned forward, staring.
“Clara!” she breathed.
But Clara was sitting as though
turned to stone. 7
“D-Dulcia 1" she stufiered. “Dulcia!

Oh, great goodness, she's playing the
part of Rosalind! Babs, it isn't
Dulcia?”

But it was Dulcia. The gesture she
made with one hand before she &poke
was so reminiscent of Dulcia. It was
exactly the same little gesture she had
made in the Sixth Form play. Exactly
as she acted in that was she acting now.
1f there were any remaining doubts
they were instantly dispelled when
Dulcia clearly, ringingly, spoke her first
lines.

There was

silence.  Everybody in

Primrose and Connie conld be scen ialk-
ing. Miss Primrose, her face shaip
with anger, her eyes glinting, Connie
shaking her head.

Next act, Then the dazed Babs rose
just ‘before the final curtain.

“Come on! Now’s our chance,” she
whispered. “Dulcia doesn’t know.
We've got to rush off and warn her.

“Oh golly! What does it all mean?
How on earth—— But come on!”

Together they stole from their cecais.
All eyes were now concentrated on the
stage. They reached the passage near
the stage. Breathlessly they doubled
along it. A door was on their right.
They bolted through it just as a
thunderous burst of cheering heralded
the ringing down of the curtain.

“It’s all over,” Babs cried. *“‘ And—
listen! They're calling for Miss Neave !
They don't know it’s Duleia!”

They stood, hearts thumping. A
group of stage hands just in front were
too busy watching through the wings
to pay them attention. They paused for
a few seconds. A final roar of applause;
the orchestra thundered out “God Save
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the King.” Then suddenly in front of
them limped a figure.

It was the figure of a young and
rather pretty woman. Babs recognised
it at once from photographs she had
seen ontside.

Sonia Neave ! x

Now Dulcia, surrounded by admirers,
was coming off the stage. .

“ Duleia—Dulcia I” cried Sonia. “Oh,
Dulcia, how splendid!  Better than
ever, Dulcia! Better than— Hallo!”
she eried +in surprise as Babs and Clara

rushed forward. “Who are you?”

“Barbara!” eried Dulcia, starting
back. .

“Dulcia, quick!” Babs hissed.
“Primny’s here! She's here with

Connie Jackson. Get back to school !”
Dulcia bit her lip.

“But how can she be here
“Dulcia,” Clara cried desperately,

”

“aol

lE)uh in trembled.  Her face, hidden
under her make-up, was white then. She
twrned, and at the same time:

“Duleia!” cried a voice—or, rather,
iwo yoices—the voices of Miss Primiose
and Connie Jackson together.

Dulcia fell back as Miss Primrose,
followed by Connie and a gesticulating
manager, appreached.

“PDuleia, what does thiz mean? What
are von doing out of boundsi™ Miss
Primrose stormed. “What do you mean
by aciing in s public theatre without
permission? Is this the example you
are expected to set the school !

“Miss  Primrose—" Dulcia
desperately.

“ And what.” Miss Primrose went on
ihunderously, “are Barbara and Clara
doing here? No, never mind. I will
deal with them later! Never, never in
my life have I heard of such conduct
and such gross breaking of rules on the

art of a Head Girl! You understand,
]||(‘i1l. that I shall suspend you for
this "

“Miss Primrose——" Clara cried.

“Be silent, Clara!”

“ But, Miss Primrose !” It was Sonia
Neave who spoke; and Miss Primrose,
staring at Ler, started. * Miss Primrose,

said

as one of your old head girls, please
let me explain,” she said.
“(ood gracions, isn't it Nellie

Jackson 1"

“ Miss Primrose, yes. I am not known
here as Nellie Jackson. My  stage
name,” Nellie said, with a glance at
her sisier, who had fallen back, “is
Sonia Neave.  Miss 'rimrose, please
listen ! she pleaded. * Dulcia may have
done wrong in one respect, but surely
it is not wrong for one Cliff House gir!
to stand by another, and that is the
only crime she has been guilty of. I
got my chance in the play after wait-
ing for vears. I was to have appeared
here as Rosalind. On the very day the
play was to have opened I had ean
accident, spraining my leg. We hadn’t
an  understudy.  Dulcia, with the
manager's consent, took my part—and,
to save a lot of bother, also took my
name.  If she hadn't, it would have
meant that some other actress would
have been given my contract, She saved
that for me—"

Miss Primrose’s lips compressed.

“Duleia,” she said, *“should
consulted me,”

“But, Miss Primrose, you wouldn't
have given me permission to carry on
indefinitely,” Dulcia cried.

“Most certainly I should not, and I
do not give you permission to etay
here now,” Miss Primrose said. “I
may take into consideration all the ecir-
cumstances, Duleia but I warn you,
vou are suspended from this moment.
Come !”

have

Nellie Jackson fell back. At the same
moment from behind Miss Primrose
there came another voice, and Clara
and Babs wheeled to etare at the genial,
plump man who had paid for their
ndmission to the theatre.

“Not so fast, not so fast,” he cried

warmly. *“Let me have my little say
in this! Hallo, Connie!” he eaid,
rather curtly, and Connie's jaw
dropped. * Hallo, Nellie I” And Nellie

started as if she had seen a ghost.
“Miss Primrose, you know me?”
“Why, Mr. Jackson—Constance's
father?” Miss Primrose said.
“Exactly !”  Mr. Jackson looked
grim. “And I've just heard things.
I've seen things. I saw Connie in the
audience, for instance. I saw her jump-
ing about as if ehe were locking for
someone. 1 may have left school a long
time, Miss Primrose, but I can still
put two and two together. If Connie
1sn’t proud of Nellie and Duleia, then
I am, and I tell you, Miss Primrose,
that if you punish Dulecia for what she
has done, I shall never think the same
of you again—"
sir!”

Miss Primrose

“R-really,
stuttered.

“ Because,” Mr. Jackson went gn,
“it was Dulcia, indirectly, who has
helped me to find Nellie. T've been

searching for her for four years, Miss
Primrese. I've been wanting her. If
Dulcia hadu’t put up euch a brilliant
performance in her name, her photo-
graph would never have n in the
papers, and I should never have recog-
nised it. Whether Dulcia meant to or
not, she has given me back my
daughter. For that, Miss Primrose,
there can be no Pllnisllment. only
praise.” Ile took Nellie by the arm.
“My dear,” he softly murmured.
“Well, Miss Primrose 7"
Connie scowled furiously.
“Dulcia’s done wrong!
suspended ! she grated.
“Connie, please!” Miss Primrose
was shaken. She looked at Nellie,
whose expression was pleading,
beseeching. She looked at Dulcia, who
was biting her lip. She looked at Mr.
Jackson, and at Connie. The prefect’s
face alive with fury and fear as she
saw all that she had echemed for in
danger of slipping away from her.

Dulecia s

merely smiled.
scare like that.

But—was it piffle ? Ver

to take a hand.

written. Den't miss it.

““ Babs—Babs! Don’t go in there!
I've just heard the—the ghost!”

But Barbara Redfern & Co., of the Fourth Form at Cliff House School,
It was jusi like superstitious Gladys Norman to imagine a
: Ghost ? Piffle | they decided, and went on to the school
studio to resume work on some scenery for the Visitor's Day entertainment.
soon Babs & Co. began to wonder, for weird things
DID happen in that studio—frightening, inexplicable things ; eerie voices, a
spectral figure, the mutilation of their precious work.
famous chums, utterly baffled, would never be able to finish their task in time.
And then—that strange, far-seeing Fourth-former Jemima Carstairs decided

This thrilling CIiff House story is qu'te one of the finest HILDA RICHARDS has ever
And remember, it appears—

——COMPLETE NEXT WEEK———
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“Er—er—ahem, ahem !” Miss Prim-
rose shook her head thoughtfully. “I1—
I may alter my decision. I may—er—
think over it. Dulcia must be pun-
ished. Dulcia, 1 suspend you for tvo
days 1"

“But the cricket match——" Clara
cried.

“Clara, silence! I am thinking of
that!”  Miss Primrose answered.
“Duleia, you will captain the team
to-morrow. From to-morrow night you
will consider yourself suspended until
next Tucsday morning 1™

“But look here!”
shricked.

“And please, Connie, do not make
scenes in a public theatre. Dulcia, if
you would care for a lift back in my
car?! - And you, too, Barbara and
Clara.”

The faces of Babs and Clara broke
into a smile. Dulcia, almost quivering
with relieved joy, was caught and
rapturously kissed by the girl she had
impersonated.  Connie, scowling, be-
stowed a bitter look upon her, aud her
father, intercepting it, grimly shook his
head. As she slunk away, he smiled at
Clara and Babs.

“Good girls, good girls!” he said.
“But push off now. See you to-
morrow !

And to-morrow he did sce them, and
to-morrow when Cliff House had won iis
match, and Clara and Dulecia made the
record partnership of the match, he
took them &ll into Eastbourne's finest

Connie almost

restaurant, and stood them the most
wonderful tea they had ever eaten.
Sonia was not there, however, for

Sonia, fit again, was back in the cast
of the play as Rosalind.

Neither was Connie. Connie, back at
Cliff House, was scowling and mutter-
ing in her own study.

Her rival, thanks (o the assistance
of those little cats {rom the Fourth—
who, having told their story to Miss
Primrose, had only received a wigging,
after all—had triumphed in the end.
The Prodigal Daughter, thanks to that
rival, had been restored to the family
fold, and, as far as Connie was con-
cerned, there was no joy in life at all!

EXD OF THiS WEEK'S STORY.

It seemed that the
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Another sparkling COMPLETE laughter-story featuring those delightful funsters—

vou'can't find

SUPPOSE, Hetty,

your key ¥
was a_superior boy; iwo years older
than Hetty, as wise as an owl, sophisti-
thought so himself. !

And now, leaning on his cycle, with

Hetty did not answer, but she hoped
fiercely that she would find the key and
appear.

“It's a funny thing, but T can’t find
ward, rested it against the hedge, and
then wagged a forefinger at Hetty.
heard that saying?” :

“About two million times!” said

“Jawing ?” frowned Cousin George.
“Isn’t that rvather a slangy phrase for
lets you down o

Heotty breathed hard, There were

i that Cousin
was not a guest in his mother’s house;
and that he was not, practically speak-
might reasonably have boxed his ears.

“Yes, Cousin George,” she managed
him at the station. I've got to get in
and \msh and change. Aunt said we

(OUSIN

Hetty Sonning’s Clousin George

cated as any man of the world, astute,

a lofty smile he watched Hetty groping

turn the laugh against Cousin George.
it,” she had to admit, frowning.

“A place for everything—and every-
Iletty crossly. “And, anyway, \\']ml."n
a girl to use, Helty? T've asked you
iimes when she wished
ing, in charge of hl[‘. For had he not
to say meekly. “I’'m sorry. But Uncle
were to.”

Breaking In!
i I
spoke in a superior tone. He

cautious, learned—or, anyway, he
in_her pocket for the doorkey.

Unfortunately, the key refused to

Cousin George wheeled his cycle for-
thing 1n its place. I suppose you have
the good of jawing ? You've scored
hundreds of times not to use slang, It
Lieorge was not her elder, and that she
been, this was an occasion when she
Tom is coming, and we've got to mect

Cousin George walked to the door of

his home, putting his hand in his
trousers pocket at the right side. He
groped, took it out, and tried the left
pocket.

Hetty's eyes brightened.
“Golly 1” she breathed.
his! Yes—no! Yes—no!”’
Cousin George dived his hand from

“He's lost

EORGESTHE IMP

Together they turned from staring at that remarkable

figure. ““Uncle Tom,”

A il

breathed George.
» Hetty began, then started.

‘' Uncle
Cousin George,

fancying he knew everything, might believe that this was

Uncle Tom from Australia;

but Hetty didn’t. She was

sure he was—a burglar !

pocket to pocket; and then, frowning
heavily, turned,

What Hetty wanted to do was to
giggle and giggle and g.,i[:gh': but
Cousin George was touchy, and she was
tired of ]mmroﬂ

“0Oh, Cousin Georgc she said, with
mock mgm:huc::. ‘do stop teasing and
pretending you can’t find it 1”

Cou sin George went red.

“J—I—cer—— Ahem |” he stammered.

And Hetty crept back to watch.

“Cousin beorge » Hetty piped, “you
don’t mean you've really lost your key,

2

too ¥

Cousin George did not answer; he
mareched to the door and banged. L
“It's no good; Nellie's out,” said

Hetty. “She won’t be back until six.
If you've lost your key we shall have
to break in somehow.”

“Break in?” said Cousin
staring.

“Well, I can’t get through the letter-
box,”” pointed out Hetty; *“and, unless
we stand here like a couple of mutts
until uncle arrives—"

“That’s quite enough,” George said
coldly. “I shall get in without break-
ing anything. It so happens that there
is a window upstairs partly open.”

Hetty looked up at that window and
grimaced; for it was a good twenty
feet or more from the ground, without
any noticeable way of being reached.

“You'll need to take a pretty long
run if you're going to jump to that
ill, Cousin George,” she said meckly.
“Or shall I make a back?”

“Make a back!” he scoffed. “Don’t
be ludicrous. Do use your brain. I
shall get a ladd:r from the sheéd, of
course.™

By IDA MELBOURNE

George,

Hetty nodded sagely, chuckling inside
because her cousin was much 100 sevious-
minded to know when his leg was being
pulled.

“Help me with the Jadder.” he =aid
in a tone of command, “and he careful
with it! I've seen silly, clumsy duffers
break windows before now.”

~ “Yes, Cousin George,” piped Heity.!
“And that’s the last thing we waut to
do.”? {

“It ceriainly is. You may think

breaking a window is the enly way of

getting 1n, but I'll show you,” he said.
And, opening the shed door, he
dragged out a ladder,
“Now, steady!’”” warned Cousin

George. “You'd better leave ilus en-
tirely to me.”

Ho got it seientifically in the middle,
Imw‘d it along, and then hoistied if @
Jlf

“I've scen Bob Biggs lift a l.nl.!.n
right over his head,” said ]leiv “Of
course, he was unusua,[ly strong.”

“Any fool can lift a ladder over his
head ! said Cousin George.

And, te prove it, he hoi%tod the ladder
up, determined that Hetty's hevo of her
past—Bob Biggs—should not seem to be
better at anything than he was.

Unfortunately, Bob Biggs was obvi-
ously a super-boy, for the trick was not
z0 easy; and George, heaving the ladder
up, toitered, lost his balance, lurched,
and swung the ladder round in a wild
arc,

Crash !

The end of the ladder made a hole in
the lounge window.

Hetty did not speak;

ghe was too

convulsed with mirth.

By a tremendous effort Cousin George
managed to get the foot of tho ladder
under control, and hoisted the end up
so that it dropped just short of the sill

“Hald the ladder, and don't chatter ™
he snapped.
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“Yes.. But why can’t we get in
ihrough this lounge window now it's
busted ?” asked Hetty reasonably. “ Why.
go to all this trouble?” v

It was a pretty sound idea, as Cousin
Georgoe realised, but he was the kind of
boy who did not take advice from girls.

“If you want to be cut to bits with
broken glass, I don’t,” he said loftily.
“ Hold the ladder while I go up it.”

He mounted steadily, reached the
gill, climbed on until he was staring
through the window, and then—sud-
denly lost his footing and came jolting
down, hand over-hand.

“Well?” said Hetty blankly.

Cousin George looked aloft, put his
fingers to his lips, and grabbed her
arm. ! -

* Shush !”

“Wh-what's wrong ?” blinked Hetty.

“Wrong? Plenty ! There’'s a
burglar in that room!”

Hetty's eyes rounded wide.

“A b-burglar?”

“A burglar!” he hissed. “Not a
word! “We've got to nab him red-
handed.”

“Did he see you?”

“No: he was lying on the bed,
idozing.”’ :

1t sounded odd to Hetty, and she
frowned a little; for she thought

burglars were busy men, who hurried
around the place filling sacks with

silver, keeping ears and eyes alert. To
go to sleep seemed risky for a burglar,
and she said so.

“I know what I saw. I'm not a
fool,” said Cousin George. “ ¥ou stay
here—I'm  going in  through this

window.”

He crept to the window, which the
ladder had broken, unfastened the
catech, and opened it. Climbing over
the settee, he crossed the room on
tiptoe.

Hetty whited only until he reached

the sifting-room door, and then
followed.
“Cousin  George—be carefal!” she
whispered.

“Go back!"” he hissed.

Hetty watched him carefully mount
the stairs. Whatever his faults were,
Cousin  (GGeorge most certainly had
plenty of pluck!

But the thought struck Hetty that
telephoning the police wouldn't be a
bad idea, so she tiptoed into the hall,
took a step to the telephone, and there
she halted.

Hanging on the hallstand was a piece
of paper, on which a message had
been printed, in capitals, in ink!

“DON'T DISTURB. ARRIVED
EARLY. SLEEPING AFTER
JOURNEY IN SPARE ROOM.

Uxce Toum.”

' Y DEAR READERS,—Last week,
you will remember, 1 mentioned
a treat in store for you all. This
week T am going to give you full exciting
details of that treat. And because they
really are exciting, and I am just as eager
to toll you all about them as you, I am
sure, are to hear them, I won't delay
another moment.
Here, then, is the thrilling ncws.
Next Saturday’s issue of the ScHOOLGIRL
will contain the first enthralling instalment
‘of

‘ GIRL RIDER OF THE BLUE HILLS !

a superb, true-to-life story of the Golden
West. The author is Miss Doris Leslie,
who has written several very popular
stories for our sister-paper, the * Girl's
Crystal,” and I know you will soon be
won over to the ranks of her admirers.

“Girl Rider of the Blue Hills!" is
gomething most thrillingly new in the
way ol stories. Its heroine, Fay Thornton,
is a new kind of heroine, Born and bred
on & ranch, brought up among cowboys,
cattle, horses, used to the life of the once
Wild West since she was a haby, Fay is
go self-reliant and resourceful that, when
her father is away, the cowboys look upon
her as their ** boss.”

But Fay is also a capable little person
about the home, Her two young brothers,
aged nine and six—who will win your
hearts, I know—Ilook upon her as tjongh
she were their mother, Her father is
justly proud of her, and she of him,

And yet Fay, despite her strength of
character, can be very tender and gentle
when the occasion demands, She hasz to
be both tender and capable, for scarcely
bas the story begun and her brothers
sent safely on their way to school in

Your Editor's address is:—Fleetway

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

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

Redland Gulch, five miles away, than

But I mustn’t say too much or I shall
spoil Miss Loslie’s story. I will just
breathe one word—rustlers !—and then
add that the activities of those cowardly
sneak-thieves in the district plunge Fay
and her father and brothers—everyone
on their little ranch, indeed, though more
particularly Fay—into a round of mystery,
suspicion, and humandrama that will hold
you spellbound.

Although you are sure to be sorry to
gay good-bye to those old friends, * The
Jungle Hikers,” I know you will love
meeting & host of new friends in romantic
Texas.

Be sure not to miss the opening chapters
of this wonderful story, but order next
week's ScHOOLGIRL at once, Then you
will not only be certain of meeting Fay
Thornton, but also of renewing your
acquaintance with world-favourites

BARBARA REDFERN & CO.

And what a breathlessly exciting time
the famous Cliff House chums have, too.
At work in an art studio which is haunted !

Weird woices are heard, apparently
coming from nowhere, And when the
chums investigate they are completely
baffled—not to mention comically terrified
in the case of dear old Bessie Bunter.

Then that strange Fourth Former,
Jemima Carstairs takes a hand, and being
Jemima, so cool, so tantalising, and so
mysterious herself, at the best of times,
she only scems to make everything more
baffling than ever. But that’s just like
“ Jimmy.” In the end she solves the
mystery—and I shan’t be saying too much
if I tell you that the Co. are almost as
astounded at the explanation as they were
by all the inexplicable happenings.

In addition to Hilda Riegarda’ great
yarn—* The Haunted Studio ! "’—our next
issue contains another topping, COMPLETE
“ Cousin Georgo and the ‘Tmp’ story,”
more of Patricia’s bright and interesting
pages, and another Cliff House Pet.

With best wishes,

Your sincere friend,
THE EDITOR.

THE SCHOOLGIRL

Wanted—a Wheeze !

OUSIN GEORGE mounted the
stairs on tiptoe. He was a bit
nervy, but in front of Hetty he
was not going to flinch, for he

knew that Bob Biggs would not have
flinched.

Always before George was this hero,
Bob Biggs, whom Hetty was never
tired of lauding, and in his secref
heart, George at times felt a little
inferior to him.

As a striet matter of fact, there was
no such person as Bob DBiggs, but
having invented him once, to make
Cieorge jealous, Iletty had kept him
alive,

“Tri
George.
handed !”

Not being completely reckless, how-
ever, George placed an artful trap
outside the spare-room door. He put
a chair down, arranged a cold-waler
jug ready for the contents to be flung,
fetched a blanket, to throw over his
vietim, and, as a final thought, fetched
a pillow. A good slam from a pillow
would knock a man flat.

From the bottom of the stairs Hetiy
called :

“ Cousin George—"

He rushed to the stairs, finger io
lips.

“Shush !

“But *George she protested.

“Will you be quiet 27

He descended the stairs and shook
his fist.

“Do you want to warn him?"” he
demanded. “Next thing we Lknow,
he'll be escaping——"

“If he were a burglar,” Helty
agreed. “But he isn't.”

And she showed him the note. Tt
was such a shock to Cousin George
that he reeled against the banisters.

“A nice thing—playing jokes on
uncle !” reproved Hetty. ““After this
he won’t take us to London, as he said
—won't take us to the Zoo—"

Cousin George crumpled the note in
his hand, turned, and briskly mounted
the stairs.

But at that moment the door above
opened; a man emerged, tripped, fell
headlong, knocked over the water-jug,
rolled in the water, and, scmmb{ing
up, caught his foot in the blanket, and
went down smack again.

“Wow !” velped Hetty.
This is our finish!”

And it certainly seemed that Uncle
Tom, recently arrived home from
Australia, would not be flinging his
arms around their necks and hugging
them! In fact, he might be so furious
that he would march out of the house,

Cousin George mounted the stairs,
and then halted as his vietim kicked
the blanket clear and stood scowling.

“Sus-su-sorry, uncle!” he faltered.
“Awfully sorry, uncle! T—I thought
you were a burglar, uncle!”

“A burglar? You—you thought I
was a burglar?” said Unecle Tom, .in
shocked, surprised tone.

“Well, you see, uncle, I didn’'t see
the note at once,” explained George
anxiously, “We thought you hadn't
arrived yet."”

Hetty, peering up to get her first
glimpse OF her uncle, had a shock. She
had never seen Unecle Tom before, but
she had seen a snapshot of him—and
he was fifteen stone, jovial, and
greying.

But the man at the top of the stairs
was of slight build, and dark-haired.

“Er—er—well, very pleased to meet
you, nephew !” he said, in an odd, un-
easy tone. 2

Cousin George beamed,

yor

show hLer! vowed Cousin
“T'll fix this fellow single-

2

“Oh golly !
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“You forgive me, uncle?” he said.
“Yes; but don't let_ it happen again,
my hoy."”

“Oh, gosh! You're a sport, uncle!

1f mother got to hear of this— You
won't  tell . her? George ended
avxiously.

Hetty mounted the stairs slowly,

puzzled by Uncle Tom’s unexpected
appearance. He was rather shabbily
dressed,  with an illfitting  sweater
under his jacket, and a spotted kerchief
at his neck.

Also, what struck her as being very
queer was that he had strips of blankej
tied round his Doots. :

Hetty stood stock-still, blinking, as
a starvtling idea came to her mind !

The more she looked at this curious
man the more convinced she was that
he couldn’t possibly bz Uncle' Tom.
And yet he said he was!

“Put your mind at rest, chummie,”
said the supposed Uncle Tom, rubbing
his shin. “I won’t tell your ma; but
if you'll excuse me, I'll be popping
back to the station with my bag.”

And with a nod at Cousin George he
went  back into the bed-room and
appeared again with a sunitcase which
secemed to be very heavy.

Hetty moved back, and her
gleamed.

“Golly, a burglar after all 1” she told
herself with a thrill.  “Playing up—
pretending to be Uncle Tom. Wow !”

Cousin George, delighted that his
awful blunder had been forgiven, was
eager to help. He wanted to carry the
suifease, and he apologised four times
more.

Down in the hall Hetty waited,
thinking hard, wondering what to do
for the best, but determined above all
that the burglar should not just walk
out of the house with that heavy case.

“"Sall right, laddie—I can carry a

eyes

hag,” said the supposed Uncle Tom.
“Law  lumme, when I was in
Canada—"

“ Australia, surely, uncle?” said
Hetty.

He looked at her and grinned.

“Hark at me—Canada! I'll be say-
mg India next! Of course I mean
Australia.  And how are you, my

dear?” he said, watching her expres-
sion closely.

“Fine, thank you, uncle,” Hetty said
hrightly. “But you're not going off at
Let me get you some tea. And,
hesides—look, you've still got your bed-
socks on "

The supposed Uncle Tom glanced
down at his boots, and gave a start.

“ Look at me,” he said—"“still got the
pads on. Always put these on when—
er—when I have forty winks. I walk
in my sleep, you see—sometimes.”

He didn't seem sure that it sounded
convineing, and there was something
wary in his expression.

Reaching the hall, he gladly put
down the heavy bag and rubbed his
hamds, while Cousin George followed
down the stairs. Then, sitting down,
ihe pseudo Uncle Tom removed the
blanket pads from his boots and
pocketed them.

“*A nice sight T should have looked
walking to the station like this. Must
be losing iny nerve—l mean—getting
absent-minded,” he said, with a quick
look at IMetty.

Hetty kept her face still.

“Uncle, we won't let you go now,”
she =aid playfully. “Take his bag and
hide it, Geor "
“Uncle Tom ” jumped up.

“Hey—you leave that alone!
exclaimed, as Hetty tried to lift
“Tt’'s got—it's my dress suit in it.”

Hetiy lowered it with a bump and
gasped

ongee.

]

1” he

it.

" - 8

By Ida Melbourne 10

il
b

WHILé Cousin George hid his face, the Imp turned to the burglar.

‘“Go on. You hide in there.

And I bet you don’t find the hidden

jewels,”” she said, pointing to the cupboard. The burglar crept inside, and
Hetty hid a smile of triumph. She’d tricked him |

“Uncle, you don’t dress in armour,
do you?” she asked. “Seems like it
by the weight”

“Well, it's got the studs in, too,” he
said awkwardly. “And a picture of
the ranch in Orstralia. And my revol-
vers—and my favourite saddle—"

“What—a saddle in that suitcase?”
said Cousin George.

“Of course,” retorted Hetty. “Any-
way, unecle’s not leaving us now. He's
having tea. Take the case, George,

and put it away., Lock it in the
dining-room.” ) )
She tried to give him a meaning

look, but Cousin George had not had
time to suspect anything. He just
glared reproachfully, and so enabled
Uncle Tom to pick up the suitcase
again.

By this time not a shred of doubt re-
mained in Hetiy’s mind. The man was
a burglar!

Something had to be done. The
burglar had to be captured, and the
contents of that case saved—without
arousing his suspicion.

“Hetty, make uncle some tea,” said
George, with a lordly movement of the
hand. “I can take his bag to the
station while he’s having it.”

The supposed Uncle Tom mopped
his brow. He was just as hot as
though it was a burning day, and he
had been lying too long in the sun.

“1f uncle doesn’t want tea, we
needn’t force him, Cousin George,”
Hetty said. “But I tell you what,
let's play hide-and-seek !”

It was such a staggering suggestion
that Cousin George just gaped and the
burglar goggled. As an alternative to
bhaving tea it was odd.

“Hide - and - seek 7"
frowning. “Have you gone off your
head? Do you seriously think that
uncle wants to play hide-and-seek the
moment he arrives? He's tired.”

Hetty tossed her head.

“Well, I think uncle’s a spori—I
can see he is. If you and I went and
hid, I'm sure uncle would love trying
to find us.”

The suggestion struck George as
being plump crazy. And if Uncle Tom
had spoken chaiply in rebuke to Hetty
he wouldn’'t have been a bit sur-
prised.

said  George,

But he was surprised now; for Uncle
Tom fairly leaped at the idea.
“Now that's what I call sense,” Le

said eagerly. “You two run off and
hide, and I'll count a thousand and
then look for you, eh?”

Hetty clapped her hands.

“There—l knew he was a sport,” :he
said in delight.

“Ob, I'm a sport! I like a nice
game of lhide-and-seck,” said the
burglar, chuckling. “And you two

will find some artful place to hide all
right. Might take me an hour to find
you, but I don’t mind. I'm a sport.”

Hetty’s eyes glimmered; for Jw had
been quite sure he would be tricked.
Ever since he had come downstairs he
had obviously been wondering how to
give them the slip. 1lere was his
chance.

“Well, if you like the idea, uncle,”

said George slowly. “It's rather a
kid's game, really A

“No, no. You buzz along and
hide. We play it for hours at a time

in Orstralia, up and down the Iigh
Street, in Sydney,” said the burglar,
rubbing his hands. “Go on—hide—"

But Hetty sprang a little surprise.
She snapped her fingers and gave an
exclamation of delight at a new idea,
and then winked at the burglar, who
winked back without knowing why.

“I've got a better idea!” Hetty ex-
claimed. “We’ll hide, uncle, and
George can find us.”

The burglar’s delight vanished; it
didn’t seem so good to him.

“Q0h, no, no!"” he said.

But Hetty took his arm and lowered
her voice.

“I know just the place for you fto
hide, uncle,” she said, with a giggle.
“There's a secret cupboard under the
stairs where aunt keeps her jewels
We're not supposed to know, and George
wouldn't think of it. You could hide
there.”

The burglar gave a little jump and
whistled.

“My eye! Hey,”

“That’s an idea "

Then he looked at Cousin George.

“Hide your eyes and count five hun-
dred,” he said.' “Then come and
search.”

He gave a thoughiful look at the suit
case, and then followed Hetty, who led

he caid softly,
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lim to a cupboard under the stairs.

“In there,” she whispered. “And I
bet you a bob, uncle, you can't find the
jewel-case.”,

“Not”. he said. “The bet’s on.
Where are you hiding "

He crept into the cupboard.

“Bottom of the garden.
right #™* breathed Hetty.

Y Good !

He crouched inside and pulled the
door to. Then, from outside, Hetty
gave it a good secure push and turned
the key in the lock.

That all

—_—

George Blunders On!
HETTY"S eves danced with excite-

ment, .
Thanks to the burglar’s greed
he had been trapped. After
Hetty's feeble suggestion of a game of
hide-and-seek he had taken her for a
mutt, and really .believed the story
ubout the jewel-case,
Before calling George she grabbed the
licavy suitcase and struggled to open it.
“Hetty, what are you doing?” he
cried.  “Put that case down!”
“Guess what's inside.”
“T'm not going to guess, you nasly
little spy !" he said hotly. 4
“1t's full of silver. Help me open it.
The locks ave jammed,” said Hetty.
“Put it down! So this is your game
of hide-and-seek—just a trick to pry
into uncle's case.”
He pushed Hetty from the case,
snatched 1t up. and took it to the
dining-room.  But Hetty followed him

in.

she looked at the mantelpiece and
whistled softly.

“The clock,” she murmured.  “The
silver candlesticks, the cigavette-lighter
and box.”

They were all missing from their
nsual places. * Uncle Tom " had made a
Lhaul !l And there were other things
missing, too! : :

Excitedly she turned to point out the
facts to Cousin George, when she saw
him lifting the suitease again,

" Y George ! she exclaimed,

But George fended her off, swung the
rase through the door and himself after
it, and then turned the key in the lock.

“You can stay there, Hetty!” he
snapped.

Hetty thumped the panels.

“He's not Uncle Tom! He's a
burglar! That case is full of our silver !
George—(icorge !”

But Cousin George was already rush-
ing to the stair cupboard, from which
came banging and thumping.

With deep horror he realized that
Tetty had locked Uncle Tom in the
meter cupboard, and with trembling
fingers he turned the key.

i Out came the burglar, red-faced and
seared-looking.

“Uncle, I'm sorry ! fallered Clousin
George.  “ But Helty’s got no senze of
fitness :

“Where is she?” said the burglar
sharply, Ile had taken Ietiy’s measure
at last.

“I've locked her in the dining-room,”
said ff}om‘ge. “Unecle, you're not
going ¥
. The burglar heaved a sigh.

“Going 1 am, and quiclf(." he said.
“(io 1o vour room, my bov—siraight to
bed, and no supper. T'll speak to your
ma about this.”

v And, leaving George on the landing,
he grabbed his bag and went out of the
ltouse as though he had a train to cateh,

Cousin (Gieorge, heavy-hearted, went
up to his bed-room, Ile had not bean

sent to bed since his early childhood,
and he wriggled at the mere idea of
it. And yet an order had to be obeyed.

He might even have obeyed it, too,
had he not noticed that that silver eup
which usually stood on his mantelpiece
was gone. He had won it in the school
spelling bee, and it was one of his most
prized possessions.

“My cup!” he ecried.
ness | Hetty—Hetty——"

He charged downstairs, and almost
ran into Hetty as she came through the
front door, having climbed out of the
dining-room window, - :

“(eorge! Where is he ?”

“Uncle Tom ?”

“No; the burglar I

Cousin George gaped at her.

“You didn't let him get out?”
panted Hetty, “My golly, don’t say
vou did, George ! He’s got all the silver
in that case—the cutlery, a clock,
candlesticks, the lighter——"

George gave a jump of
understanding.

“My cup! You mean he’s really a
burglar? Hetty, you knew it, and
didn’t stop him? But—but—phew !”

Hetly grabbed him by the jacket
lapels.

“George, did you let him out? Of
course he’s a burglar! Uncle Tom
weighs fifteen stone. He’s older, too !”

Cousin George was pale; but, with a
startled gasp, a war-like ery, he rushed
to the door.

“He's got my cup! He's bolted! I
let him out!” h

Hetty moaned in despair, and then
ran after him to the drive; but the bird
had flown, “Unele Tom ” had gone.

“1 said he was a burglar in the first
place,” said Cousin George. “Let this
be a lesson to you, interfering. I knew
directly I looked at him he was a
burglar.” Then you said he was Uncle
Tom.”

“1 didn’t. I showed you the notice.”

Cousin George snapped his fingers.

“Don’t  shilly-shally,” ke  said.
“You've made a nice mess of things!
If vou knew what was in the suitcase
why didn’t you open it?"”

“ Because vou stopped me.”

“Well, why didn’t you tell me what
was in it? I could have stopped him,”
Cousin  George protested in despair.
“Now he’s got away with everything.”

But Hetty ran round the house, to
return with her cycle and George's;
for this was a time for action, not words.

“Come on,” she said. “We've got to
stop him.”

But Cousin George held her back.

“Not you,” he said sharply. * He'll
be tough. He may be armed. If he
knows the game is up, he'll be desperate,
Heity, He's probably gone across the
field. I can easily eatch him up.”

But this time it was Hetty who held
back. She grabbed his machine.

“Cousin George, don’t be reckless,”
shie said seriously, “He might Dbe
armed, as you say. There’s only one
thing to do—bluff. If he has gone over
the field, then there's a chance yet.”

The sound of a car was heard in the
drive, and of a weil-known horn,

*Mother !” gasped George.

“All right, all right—leave
me,” said Hetty briskly.
here’s the idea Y

She explained it in detail, then turn-
ing, ran to grect Aung Miriam and tell
her that Uncle Tom was not in the
house, and that they had better go to
the station to meet him.

“(Great good-

sudden

her to
“And listen,

HE BURGLAR, stumbling along, half-
trotting, half-runniug, suddenly
heard CGeorge on the cycle behind him,
and halted grimly. ‘The time had come
to be tough.
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“Uncle—wait for me, uncle!” George
called.
The burglar stopped, and frowned ab

Lim.
“Well, what d’ye want?” he said.
“I'll show you the short cut, uncle,”

said George, putting Hetty's plan into

practice.
Oh! Well, all

“Short cut,
right then.”

George, chatting about Austvalia, led
the way to a deepish brook across which
was a narrow bridge. It was a short
cut, and it was also a trap.

The burglar was half-way across when
George, dropping his cyele, suddenly
rushed and shoulder-charged * Uncle
Tom * from behind like a mad bull.

The burglar went sprawling, dropped
the bag, clutched the plank, and clung
on to it.

Only his left foot went into the water,
but the case went down and down.
Serambling up, he faced George, who
dodged back, fists up.

“Come on, burglar!” he said grimly.
“You never took me in for a minute.”

But the burglar, after one savage
look at him, turned. Then, leaving the
lag loaded with silver, he pelted over
the bridge and through the trees.

son?

MEANWHILB HEerry, in the rear of
Aunt  Miriam’s little car, was
driving to the station, and keeping her
eves wide open, not for Unele Tom but
for the burglar. Since the man was
making for the station they should mect
him goon.

And they did. A figure burst through
the hedge, waving his arms,

“ Aunt—stop! There's been an acci-
dent,” cried Ietty, and dodged down
behind the front seat as her aunt zlowed
and the man rushed up. .

“Lady—can you give me a lift to the
station” the burglar panted. * Please
—lady! Matter of life or-deaih.”

Aunt Miriam gladly said she would,
and shot the car forward.

“ Which station ?” she asled. “ Central
or Local?”

A voice at the back answered,

“Police stalion. He's a burglar!”

The burglar turned his head, saw
Hetty, and nearly collapsed.

“Well, I—*

“It’'s a fair cop.” said Hetty.

Aunt Miriam took one look at the
burglar's startled face, and then ac-

celerated fiercely, not slowing up until
she reached the police station. In
sullen silence, the burglar was escorted
into the station by a sergeant. And
there Hetty gave particulars while Aunt
Miriam listened with round eves.

When they finally reached home
again, Uncle Tom was therve. It ap-
peared that he had arrived at the house
earlier, had forced a window, gone up
to rest, and then, unable to sleep, had
found he had no tobacco. In the village
they had not his special brand, so he
had taken the bus to the near-by town,

A jovial, heavily-built man, he roared
with laughter at the story.

“Well, well! TFaney the burglar
diddling  vou, Helty,” he chuckled.
“ Lucky George was on hand, eh?”

“Awfully lucky.” eaid Hetty, with a
look at George, whe gave a smiling nod
of agreement.

“I don't want to take all the eredit,”
salid Cousin George honestly. “Hetty
played her part, mother.”

“Then I am prond of you, too,” said
Aunt Miviam. “CGo and wash your
hands, my dear.”

END OF THIS WEEE'S$ SIORY.

BE certain to meet these two irrepres-

sible funsters again next week.
They’ll be here, you know—waiting to
greet you as cheerily as ever.



EVERY SATURDAY

The dramatic concluding chapters of that superb story—

FOR NEW READERS,

TERESA FORRESTER, self-possessed and
resoureeful, and

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

¥UZZY, as guide, they set off by foot. When
they help a white hunter, he gives them
a talisman ring, whieh allows them to
enter a native king's country. Teresa
exposes a ftreacherous magician. The
king gives them all jewels, but Fuzzy's
are taken by the queen. Continuing their
journey, they learn from the message of a
native drummer that the magiecian has
started a rebellion and captured Teresa's.
:a:l'mr. Teresa plans to try to save her
ather,

(Naw read an.)

————

" Lion Speak !

{y OME, there’s the drum!”
Teresa cried.
She pointed through the

thick  jongle undergrowth,
and at her eide the little black girl
FFuzzy stopped and peered intently at

the hollow tree trunk which a black
nman was pounding.
Luise, hardly breathing, watched

100,

The three girls and the black servant
of Teresa’s father had forged their way
through the jungle, over uneven
ground, through thick tangled under-
growth at which Bamba, the young
elephant, had sometimes jibbed.

3ut they had arrived now, and could
see the drummer at work, sending out
ages by means of this simple
isting  system. Another native
crouched beside him.

“Now,” whispered Teresa, “you
know what to do, all of you? You,”
she said to her father’s servant, “run
up as though alarmed—spread the
news—a white army on the way. Take
care f?ln:l; they don’t guess it is a trick
-—On

There was no need to warn him what
might happen then. He could guess

nes

bra

himself what would happen if‘ these
two black men thought he was an

vHeHY.

The man sending out the drummed
messages was old, but beside him was
a younger warrior, armed. He was
one of the insurgents, the black men
who had risen against their king, the

great Nompanyo, urged on by the evil
magician,
But before the servant took the

message, Teresa wanted to hear what
was heing sent out.

Little Fuzzy listened and inierpreted,
the black sepvant nodding approval of
her translation.

“Big white chief captured,” she zaid.

It was not news to them now. That
white chief was Teresa’s own father,
on his way to meet them.

At a signal the black servant went
forward, and Teresa, Luise, and Fuzzy,

ONLY IN ONE WAY
CAN TERESA SAVE
HER FATHER FROM
THE REBEL BLACKS—
BY PRETENDING TO
TURN A LEOPARD IN-
TOTHE NATIVE KING!

concealing themselves well, began to
watch.

Teresa hardly breathed as the loyal
black servant rushed shouting to the
drummers.  Black people are good,
natural actors, and this one played his
part well. With starting eyes, fighting
for breath, peinting and gesticulating,
he had worked the drummer and the
warrior into a fever of excitement and
curiosity before they had an inkling of
what he would say.

Something was wrong — something
terrible had happened. What?

Then, as the warrior shook him, the
servant spluttered out the ncws.

Teresa gave a sigh of relief as she
saw the two men’s agitation.

For a moment they conferred, and
then got busy. The drum boomed—
dom-a-dom-dom-dom-a-domi-dom !'—f a »

away over hillside and valley, over the
rolling plain.

“That’ll scare them'!” Teresa mui-
tered.

“Then we're safe?” said Luise
eagerly.

“Not safe,” decided Teresa, “bhe-
cause the magician may guess tha
we’ve had some hand in this. But 'l

give us breathing space.”

They crept away from the scene as
the meszaga was drmmmed ouf.

“Oh, Terry, just suppose that mes-
sage does frighten them and ends the
rising,” mwurmured Luise, “it might
prevent a battle.”

“Yes, it might,” Teresa agreed, but
without much hope. ‘‘Anyway, it will
make the natives a little more wary
about rushing on with things.”

The thing to do now was to forge
ahead away from the main paih, and
to return to King Nompanyo's old,
ruined palace.

What bad happened there ihey could
but imagine.

The king had loyal soldiers and
guards, so that if the magician had
captured him by force, there must have
been a terrific fight. But Teresa be-
lieved that the magician had worked
by cunning.

It was hard going on this new rouie,
but Bambo was a great help. His enos
mous weight and tough skin enabled
him to brush aside all manner of
obstacles, But mow that they had
moved from the beaten path there were
jungle dangers to be faced.

Once they started up a dozing lion,
and his roar scared Bambo almost into
flight. Adolphus, the baby chimp, who
had been asleep, leapt straight for a
tree-branch and clung there.

But the lion, resting after a meal,
fortunately hurried away. Ie had no

By
ELIZABETH
CHESTER



A word from Bessie Bunter !

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

dud-dear—now I've mum-made 'a’
big b-blot. . . ."

From which point onwards
Bessie’s letter was indecipherable.
But what she meant to say was that
you can meet her—and all your Cliff
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 now on Sale, everywhere
. and will give you hours
- of enthralling reading.

hatred of humans, and only wanted
sleep.

There were snakes, too, and TLuise,
after her previous experience, stepped
‘'very warily indeed, and kept a stout
stick in her hand. But with Fuzzy
running ahead and acting as guide,
Luise was alwars given good warning.

They covered the ground at a good

pace, despite their difficulties, and
shortly afier their halt for their first
meal, found that they were not far
distant from the tunnel which Teresa
had smoked out to rescue Luise.
t  “This is where we halt,” said Teresa.
“For that tunnel leads into the king's
palace. I don’t think the magician
will be there—he'll have far too much
to see to. But if we can ounly be sure
that he isn't—then that's our safest
route."”

“Me go see,” said Fuzzy readily.

“No. Wait for 'Mong,” advised
Teresa.

"Mong was the name of her father's
servant, who had been behind them.
Presently he came up, and Teresa ex-
plained to him what she wanted.

Then Teresa and Fuzzy located the

bush in the middle of which was the
tunnel entrance, and "Mong, being told
that there was a drop to the ground
below, explored.
¢ In tense silence Teresa and Fuzzy
waited.
* Ten minutes passed, and Teresa's
hopes sank. For if they could not use
this tunnel they would have to take
grave risks.

Somechow, if they were to find King
Nompanyo or his loyal men, they
wonld have to enter the palace itself,
and to do that past armed natives
would not be easy.
+ “Me go sce now?” begged Fuzzy, as
three more minutes passed.
= But Teresa took her arm.

“ Wait—someone coming !" she said.

know, the ones that app-app-—o_h'.”

“1 SUS-SAY, YOU GIG-GIRLS. . .

No. 637

| PaVa VoV VoV
No. 636—" AT SCHOOL TO GUARD
A MADCAP!™ Specially written for
these Numbers by Ruth Maxwell.
No. &38—'"DRIVEN FROM MOR-
COVE!"™ One of Marjorie Stanton’s
early stories of Betty Barton & Co.
No. 639—"* AN OUTCAST—ON MYS-
TERY'S TRAIL!™  Which is simply
packed with excitement.
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Through the thick, tangled bush they
crept to the entrance to the tunnel—a
hole in the ground, piteh dark, A voice
came up lo them, and, recognising it as
"Mong's, l'eresa heaved a sigh of relief.

“Yes, Is it clear?” she asked.

But ‘Mong's voice shook with fright.

* Hellup, hellup, lift!” he cried, in

terror. “Lion here! Lion say him
king! Lion roaring!”
Teresa crawled forward, put her

hands down through the gaping hole,
and felt them gripped by "Mong. Fuzzy
clung to her, and between them they
hauled up the frightened servant.

There was no acting now in *Mong’s
fear. He really was afraid. He was
quaking and trembling.

“Me see dem lion.
‘King Nompanyo,” " he said. * Berry
cross lion! Bad place—had., Not go.”
Ie quivered in terror. “ Lion speak,”
he added.

Him sayv him

—_——

Teresa Makes Magic!

{3 ION speak!”
But for earlier experience
Teresa would have scoffed.

Now, knowing the magician’s
trickery, she gave a cry of eager excite-
ment and gripped Fuzzy's arm.

“We've found him !” she cried. *The
king. It's just as I suspected. That
rascal of a magician has been playing
his tricks again—this time with the
king."”

“But how we makem lion into king
? ”» H ” o r e
gen?” said Fuozzy tremulously; for
although Teresa had exposed the
magician, there was lingering in Fuzzy
enough credulity fo allow her to believe
even yet that sanch a strange thing was
possible.

“Easily,” said Teresa
“Fuzzy, we're going down.
afraid of a lion?®”

grimly.
You're not
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» Fuzzy blivked, but did not at once
answer.
_“Not ’fraid ornery lion,” she said.
“ N

“And you're not afraid of the king?
Then come on,” said Teresa.
“ Although,” she added, “we’d better
warn Luise we're going.”

She turned back, and as they had kept
a check on their changes of direction,
she knew just where she had left her
friend.

Together she and Fuzzy raced back.

“Luise, we've found the king !” cried
Teresa.

Luise clapped her hands with delight.

“Oh, Terry! And now we can free
him " she said.

“Yes,” Teresa agreed. *“Come on,
dear. We'd better keep together,
Leave "Mong in charge of Bambo and
Adolphus. He's just over there.”

She hailed "Mong, who, still fright
ened, gladly accepted keeping guard of
their goods as an alternative fo going
down into the tunnel.

“And make sure that nothing is
taken,” added Teresa. “If you are
attacked, then make Bambo bolt—run.”

So "Mong agreed that at the first hint
of trouble he would set Bambo adrift.
And as Adolphus in a panic might go
astray, Fuzzy decided to take him into
the tunnel.

Luise, remembering her own ordeal in
that tunnel, paled a little when she had
to drop down into it. But Fuzzy went
first, followed by Adolphus and Teresa.
and between them they canght Luise as
she jumped.

With a new battery in her powerful
flash-lamp, Teresa lit up the tunnel.

“Now for it,” she said grimly.

Everything depended upon their sue
cess now. They had to free King
Nompanyo; they had to let his followers
see that he was alive and well, and not,
after all, a lion!

And when they had done that, and
the king could again take charge of his
men, Teresa’s father would be freed.

For a hundred yards or so, Teresa.
Luise and Fuzzy, with ‘Adolphus cling
ing to the liitle black girl's hand. pro-
gressed along the tunnel, Teresa flash-
ing the torch on for moments at a time,
so that there was less chaunce of its being
seen,

It was when they reached the bend of
the tunnel that they heard the lion's
snarl. Next it roared, and the sound,
magnified in the tunnel. was so impres-
sive, so alarming, that they halied. And
even Teresa’s heart started to thump.

“Steady ! she warned them. “Don't
lot's be bluffed. It's a lion, but a cap-
tive one.”

Fuzzy, unafraid of wild animals, in-
sisted on taking the lead, and it was she
who first saw the lion.

At the end of the tunnel there was a
small cave, gnarded by stout bars, and
the lion was behind those. Tt paced
there, angry, roaring, helpless !

In a moment the three girls were
standing in front of the bars, staring
through at it, and after a while iis roar-
ing died.

Then came a voice:

“Who is there? It is I, King
Nompanyo.”

Fuzzy answered hersell before trans-
lating.

“It's Princess Fuzzy!” she shouted
back., “And Miss Teaser and Miss
Luise.”

There came another roar from the

lion, and then the king shounted that he
had been changed, after all.

Teresa, flashing her toreh through (he
bars, was able to see others at the far
end.
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“Long grass there!” she execlafmad.
“The same old trick. The king is
blindfolded and tied up, of course; but
I can’t see him.”

 Fuzzy sent him a message of consola-
tion, and told him that soon they would
rescue him and change him back.

But it was a message easier to give
than to bring true, as Teresa realised,

for before they could hope to free the

king they had to release the lion.

“These bars are fixed—fixed into the
stone,” said Luise, studying them. “We
can never get them free, Terry.”

“No, afraid not,” agreed Teresza,
looking about her for some other means
of freeing the king.

Then inspiration came to her.

“Why, of course!” she exclaimed.
“If we can’t move them—if they don't
open from this side—then the lion was
put in from the other. And the king
was, too. Seems to me he was lowered
through a trap from above.”

“Well, then?” said Luise.

“Well, don't you see—we’ve got to
find the way into the palace from this
tunnel !” Teresa exclaimed. * Fuzzy,
ask the king if he knows the entrance.”

Fuzzy told the king then that they
were in the tunnel below the palace,
near to the exit in' the jungle, and he
answered excitedly.

“Him glad we come; lim say tunnel
go long, long way, up steps,” said
Fuezzy. “Into room.”

“Good,” said Teresa.

Assuring the king that they would
save him, they went guardedly forward
down the tunnel, Teresa flashing the
torch as before.

At last they saw ahead of them a ring
of light on the ground, and a few steps
farther on they realised that it came
from a trapdoor in the roof above.

Fuzzy, perched on Teresa's shoulders,
lifted 1t an inch or two quite easily.
In breathless silence they waited, half
dreading to hear voices, to see that trap-
door flung wide open from above.

Opening it farther, Fuzzy held up
Adolphus, who, without any need of in-
structions, went through into the reom.

XNo voices came; he did mot chatter
excitedly.

“Open it wide, Fuzzy!”
softly.

The trapdoor, made of stone though it
was, opened wide with comparative
ease, and Fuzzy elimbed through.

The room in which she found herself

called Teresa

was deserted, and she called down to
Teresa and Luise, then, finding a large
box in the room, dropped it down
through the hole for them to stand on.

Presently all three were in the room,
and Teresa, eyes shining, felt that they
were really nearing their journey’s end.

“Now to find the way down to the
king,” she said.

From the room they passed through
bead curtains into a deserted corridor.
The whole palace seemed to be empty.

“Near here—that's where the magic
room was,” said Teresa. “The king's
throne-room is there—"

The sound of footsteps and voices
came to them, and the girls hurried on,
Teresa leading the way into the room
where the magician had worked his
mysteries before.

“ Keep guard,” warned Teresa.

She went to the stone trapdoor, which
the magician had used before, and had
soon opened it. " Then, peering down,
she called :

“King Nompanyo! Are you there?"

“Here !” came his voice.

Fuzzy and Luise, at the doorway that
led to the corridor, could hear approach-
ing steps.

“Terry—quick ! eried Luise.
one coming.”

Teresa knew that they dared not go
doewn below, and risk being trapped
there, with the enemy above in this
room. Nor was there time to free the
king and return,

It was a time for quick thinking, and
Teresa did not fail. :

“Stand back—away from the
way ! she exclaimed.

Then, while Luise wondered what she
was going to do, Teresa levered open
another stone block at the back of the
room.

Fuzzy, remembering what had hap-
pened when she had been “ turned into
a leopard by the magician, drew back
in alarm.

“ Leopard——" she gasped.

And at that same moment the block
opened, and there in the darkness was
a leopard, erouching down, teeth bared.
With a sudden spring, for which they
were all unprepared, it leaped out, and
went darting across the room through

“ Some-

deor-

5

the bead curtains that were draped
across the doorway.
Instantly there came wild yells of

fright and the swift pattering of feet,
growing fainter.

¢ BEHOLD ! cried Teresa, whipping the rug
from before the crouching king.
‘“De leopard am turned
back into de king ! '’ she shrilled. Convinced
that they had witnessed magic, the rebel
warriors drew back, trembling.

gestured excitedly.
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“1 thought that would send them
flying | said Teresa grimly. “Lucky
we remembered the magician’s tricks.”

Then she dropped down below and,
flashing her torch, found the compart-
ment in the weird place where the king
Wwas a prisoner.

He had been half-covered by leaves
and small branches, to make him believe
e was in the darkness of some im-
penetrable jungle. The snarling of the
caged lion came from close by,

“Are you tied !” she asked.

“Yes—yes—bad man not take chance,™;
answered the king huskily. “Ah! How
I hab wish you should come back, white
girl, wise frien’.”

Teresa forced her way through the
thick, tangled mass of leaves, prickles,
and branches, and very soon found the
king, who, tightly bound with leather
thongs, was hardly able to move at all.

Her hunting-knife made short work of
his bonds, and he was soon free. But
he staggered weakly to the hole where
Luise's face was framed, and it took
them a moment or two to get him up.

Before long, however, King Nom-
panyo, in a royal rage, was in his own
palace again.

“And now, you'd better know the
worst,” said Teresa, and she told him
all that they knew, how her father had
been captured, how the king's men
were in revolt, and of their own false
message.

King Nompanyo trembled.

“The magician—it is dat rascal!” he
cried in rage. “Where am my loyal
men? Where dey am?*"

“Ah! They think you have
turned into a lion,” said Teresa.

“Den I will go to dem. Dey shall
see me,” said the king, “and know I
am safe.”

Teresa shook her head. The revela-
tion had to be more dramatic than that,
and as she stood wondering what would
be the best thing to do, she heard the
snarling of the leopard.

“Fuzzy !" she exclaimed. “Can yon
quieten that leopard, make it a little
tame, just for a while?"”

Fuzzy,  eager to show the
power she had over animals,
quick nod. .

King Nompanyo put his hand on her
head.

“Sabe me now, and you shall be ever
more princess !”

“Me sabe you,” Fuzzy promised.

been

wonder-
gave a
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Then she hurried off to find the
leopard, without knowing at all what
Teresa’s p]an was.

“This is where we turn the tables on
the magician,” Teresa explained to
Luise and the king. “If Fuzzy can
calm that leopard—I'll turn it back into
you. And that'll startle the warriors.

In the corridor, Fuzzy found the
leopard, and soon manugod to soeth it
to such purpose that presently it was
Iving on the ground. while she fear-
lessly stroked its head.

Teresa, the king, and Luise crept up
behind her on tiptoe. But now from
the other direction ocame warriors,
aymed with spears and short swords,

Tuzzy kept the leopard quiet, and
Teresa and Luise, bearing the skin rug
which the magician had used, hurried
up, shielding the king with it.

When, a moment later, the warriors
came into sight, they saw the leopard,
but not, of course, the king.

Tuzay, aftéer whispered advice from
a, addresseds the: men, who, im-
P od by this  altogether uln-qmctc‘d
sight, ~had halted i confusion and
wonder,

““Srop—move not forward !™  cried
Fuzzy, \\'hiiu the leopard snarled a
warning. “For here lies your king—
vour king; and yet a lcup'ud This is
the evil work of the magician. But
fear him not. The king is his master.
See! The king can become himself
again !”

She gave the leopard a {ap, and sent
it down the corridor away from the
waiting warriors, while the king,,well
insiructed and prepared, kept crouched
on -all fours,

“Behold !” shouted Teresa,
the rug away.

*“The king!” screamed Fuzzy.

As-the king was revealed in that atti-
tude. the warriors fell back, wide-eyed,
fearfyl, stupefied.

S8 1i iz I, rascals, traitors!” eried the
king.* “Only the first hundred who
return to my command will be for-
given !”

-The warriors, seeing him, rezained
all their old admiration and fear, and
even those who were still ineclined to
rebellion, were nevertheless eager to
L:\- .nnongt the first hnmlzmi
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Two of them, at the king's behest,
went to take-the news; and outside
confusion reigned.

Teresa, Luise, Fuzzy, and young
Adolphus then followed; and it was a
sirange scene that grceted their eyes,
for, outside in the courtyard of the
ancient palace, at least two hundred
warriors had gathered, armed to the
teeth, fearful now of their king.

“Who brings me the magician alive
shall have a handiul of gold!” cried
the king.

There was a mad rush to do his bid-
ding, and Teresa, hugging Luise and
Fuzzy, launghed. -

“0Oh, Luise—we're saved! Daddy’s
saved !” shc cried (‘\lll(ﬂlli]j.

“And you've saved him,” said Luise.

“You helped—you, and Fuzzy 1"
responded Teresa. * And now—to find
daddy 1" 5 I

WAGGARD MAN, helpless in the heat of

the African sun, stood against an
immense tree in the ]ungle bound to It
by strong cords,

“All about him were black men, nrmf'_l
and talking excitedly of revolt.

The tomatom of war drums came to
him, and then the wild shuzzas of
approaching warriors, which were
returned by the mén who stood about.

“Chief,” said a black “alnor to
him, brandishing a spear. *Big black
army come—army .ob King Nompanyo
—but not de kin No, no—de. king,
he am killed. %Ingic man him de
king now,”

Teresa’s father uttered a groan of
despair, and then, as he caught a
glimpse of the atl\anmng army through
the thick leaves of the trees, he
struggled desperaiely to escape.

The army had arrived, and there was
joy of union between black and black.

But that joy became stilled, the
voices died, and now the prisoner heard
a mighty voice.

“], King Nompanyo, reign again!
All traitors shall be punished. Who
still defies the king, let him stand to
the north of the line of tall trees—"

Teresa's father listened, wide- cvt‘ri

for he knew well enongh the meaning .

of this speech. Without a batile, with-
out even the rl'l&hmg of swords, King
Nompanyo had won! 3

Texas . . . the golden West . ..
land of rolling plains and desert ;
of rocky hills and winding,
dusty trails ; of colourful town-
ships, picturesque cowboys,
cattle, horses. In other words
—cowboyland !

And there it is that Fay Thornton
lives as ‘‘Little mother " of the Flying
H Ranch. She has her father to
keep home for ; two young brothers
to bring up. It’s hard work, but
Fay loves it, and she hasn't a care in
the world until—like a bolt from the
blue a terrible menace descends
upon the little home. Daddy is
suspected of cattle-stealing! You’ll
be held spellbound by the dramatic
things that happen then.
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Still dazed by this surprising climax,
he heard a girlish voice:

“Daddy—where are you—"

“Teresa!” he shouted.

Teresa, bronzed, sin-helméted, eyes
sparkling, came ru:hmg into view as
she heard his answering shout, and in
one hand was a knife to cut his bonds—
in the other the black case, which tha
skipper of the steamer had warned her
to guard.

Luise was behind, and with her a
black girl with fnz.zy hair, adorned
with jewels—a girl he had never scen
before—Fuzzy !

Teresa slashed the bonds, and her
father almost collapsed in hcr arms,
Helping him_ gently to the ground—
for, after his ordeal, e was too weak
to stand—she ]mggcd and kissed him,
\\lnlo he clasped her tightly,

“Terry, how did you manage it?
You two—you and Luise! And you
bmu‘;?rht that case through!”

“Yes, daddy—we brought it “here,
H.mugh what 1t is, I don’t know——="

“No; and I am not at liberty to say,
n\(opt that it contains Govmmnnm
documents; but if you had not blought
He shrugged as he took
i But there—you have! Teresa, I lhm!.
you're marvellous. And you, Lmse—-—-

it——’

‘hen  his eyes rested on Fuzzy, who
stood back shyly.
“Princess  Kuzzy, - daddy,’ said

Teresa, gravely pnllmg’ Fuzzy for“aul
“Meot my father, dear,” she said.
“He's the, glandmt man ever—and this
is the grandest princess of all Africa,
daddy.”

Her father welcomed Fuzzy, smiling.
“And. a rich prmco.q too!" he
exclaimed.

For Fuzzy was “carmg several thou-

ﬂaml pouud-} \\ollh of jewels.
“Me princess,” said Fuazzy,
pride. “Plenty rich!”

:Then came King Nompanyo, and the
praise he gave Teresa made her blush.
Acécording to him, there was no cther
giyl so wonderful, so wise; nor anyone
so beautiful and gentle as Luise. As
for Fuzzy—he was proud to make her
a princess,

There was so much to tell, so much
to explain, and there and then they
made a camp to hold a banquet in cele-
bration, during which they could tell
L\L‘l}“llllg.

Bambo
introduced,

wizh

was brought forward and
and then came young
Adolphus, the baby chimp, who had
“won " a warrior's headdress, and a
sword scabbard.
“We sghall miss you, Adolphus,” Fmd
Luise sadly. “And Bambo, too——"

She looked at Fuzzy, and so did
Teresa, silent and sad; but tlmir sarl-
ness was as nothing to ]"n:r?\‘ ; for the

little black girl had
down her cheeks.

“IFuozzy go back King f\ompnnyo.-
palace, be princess?” asked Teresa
sadly.

This time Fuzzy did not hesitate.

“TFuzzy - stay—please!” she begged,
“Bambo stay—Dolphus stay !”

No need for Teresa to look to her
father; for he gave the answer before
being asked.

“Of course, as Iong ‘as you h]\o all
three,” he said readily. “For each
and ‘everyone has played a part in ‘the
wonderful, triumphant end of this brave
journey, and I wouldn’t care to be the
one to separate you. Here's to Happy
Days Together !”

tears suen.mmg

* = And when Bambo and Fuzzy had been

given’ the means, that toast was drank

THE END.
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