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{ See this week’s dramatic
‘ story of the famous chums
of Clift House.
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They Couldn't Believe It!
({3 H CRUMBS! I—
\\'u“‘—\\‘ish B h e .
hurry up!?” plump
Bessie- Bunter
sighed longingly. “Ym
% fuf-famished, you know!
Babs, I suppose I couldn’t have one—
just one—of these ripping eclairs—just
to keep me from expiring until she
comes?” . . 3

“ Bessie, no !” Barbara Redfern spoke
decisively, even fhough her eyes
twinkledyat her fat studymate. ;

“ Just half a one, then i Bessie asked
hopefully.

“Not even a crumb,” Babs returned
sternly. “Miss Charmant will be here
any moment now. Don't you know it's-
rude to start feeding before the founder
of the feast comes along?” : w

Bessie sighed again as she blinked at -
the wellloaded table in front of her.

“Never mind, old Bess,” murmured
golden-haired Mabel Lynn, the third
of the famous trio of Study No. 4 in
the Fourth Form corridor at Cliffi House

sch

From the other side of the table the
American junior, Leila Carrol], grinned.
Tomboy Clara Trevlyn sat orl one side
of her; gentle Marjorie Hazeldene on
the other. = p ! .

“You simply must wait until Miss
Charmant comes, Bessie,” said
Marjorie.

Bessie sighed for the third time.
. Certainly that well-laid table in the
tea-room of the Cliff Cross Restaurant
just outside Courtfield was enough to-
whet a far more delicate appetite than
that of Bessie Bunter's, It groaned with
good things. Bandwiches, pies, .cakes,
and cream, and pastries. Lven the tea
was ready, standing hot under its cosy
in front of them. . o

1Al rights of this publication are reserved
and reproduction is strietly forviddenm.)
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strong in this magnificent Long Complete story

" ,

“Qhe’s late,” Clara observed, with a
frown. *That's not like the Charmer.”
Barbara - Redfern, captain of the

Fourth Form at Cliff House, cocked an
eve at the clock. Miss Charmant, their

orm-mistress, was late—nearly ten
minutes late now.
“QOh, she’ll turn up!” she said

confidently. *Trust her! I expect she’s
been delayed at the school or some-
thing.”

“You're sure she did say the CIiff
Cross 7 Mabel Lynn asked anxiously.

“Yes, quite sure, Mabs. She said
she’d be along at hali-past four.”

“ And nun-now it’s twenty to fuf-five,”
Bessie groaned. *I sus-say, Clara, cover
those eclairs up, will you? I kik-can’t
bear the sight of them, you know.”

By
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The Tomboy chuckled again as
Bessie blinked forlornly through her
?ectaclﬂ at the goodies in question.

ut, despite her chuckle, she was a little
puzzled and impatient. Miss Charmant,
the pretty and idolized mistress of the
Fourth Form, was usually so strictly
punctual ; and, apart from this “ feed ”
which she had asked Barbara to order,
there was quite a lot of other business to
be done. ere was she?

“Well, I guess at this rate we shall
get nothing done,” Leila Carroll said
resignedly. “Better send the tea back,
Babs, and ask them to keep it warm.
Anyway, what's the idea of meeting us
here in the first place? y couldn't
we have had tea in her study and talked
about things1"” ¢ =

“ Because,” Babs returned patiently,
“Miss Charmant was anxious nct to be
disturbed. Apart from that, she thought

it would be rather a treat for all of us
to meet in this place. And apart from
those two things,” Babs went on, “‘she’s
coming with us to Courtfield afterwards
to choose the bookcase I've s ted we
shall buy. That is, of course, if we raise
enough funds.”

“And it really is a ducky bookease "
Marjorie put in. “And cheap, too!"”

There was a general nod except from
Bessie, who, with hypnotised eyes on
the table, was fairly quivering with

;lon‘fing. The bookcase in question was
undoubted!

ly cheap—just as undoubtedly
as it was a real Queen Amne piece.
That bookcase was designed, if they
could raise' enough funds, to be the
Junior School’s present to Miss
Primrose, their popular headmistress,
on the occasion uipher birthday, a weck
hence.

For the purpose of uiaing the
necessary funds, Babs, Mabs, Bessie,
Leila, Clara, and Marjorie had been

chosen as a committee. iss Charmant,

.as the mistress of the highest Form in

the Junior School, was to be treasurer.

And Miss Charmant, to talk over the
details in a place of quietness, had
ordered this private room and tea at
Cliff House Restaurant.

A quarter to five now—creeping on to
ten to.

Funny! Queer! Miss Charmant
might have rung them if sho knew
she was going to be late. In rather
gloomy and anxious silence they sat
surveying each other. Then sud’;]en]}.'
there was a sound from the car park
cutside ; the squeal of brekes, followed
by the bang of a door.

“That's her |” ‘Babs eagerl

She 'pushed back her chair. = The
others—all -except Bessic—jumped up.
In 8 crowd ihoﬁ rushed to the open
french window which overleoked the car

oried.

ark.
Bessie watched them. Bossie gurgled.
Then swifily her arm was thrust cut, &s
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of Barbara Redfern & Co.; and a very,

very charming Form-mistress.

But

in Bessie's
hand was now one of those tempting
eclairs!

“There’s her little red two-seater!”

quickly withdrawn.

Dabs cried. “But—I she
whispered.

And she stood stock still, her eves
opening wide in surprise. The others
looked just as blankly.

For suddenly Miss Valerie Charmant
had appeared—not, as they expected,
walking towards the door of the
restaurant, but walking in a way which
caused them all to stare, along the lines
of cars which were park outside.
They saw her stop. They saw her look
* yound quickly.

“What the—"" Clara muttered.

Babs blinked. What on earth was the
matter with Miss Charmant? She
seemned afraid somehow, shrinking,
furtive. They saw her step up to a big
green car; then, as suddenly, saw her
retreat, hiding behind the bodywork of
the car as the attendant at the far end
of the park for a moment turned.

“What's she doing ?” Clara muttered.

“TLook!” Babs breathed. *Oh, my
goodness | g

They looked, hardly able to believe
their eyes. Was this Miss Charmant,
the popular, adored mistress of the
Fourth? Miss Charmant sneakinf and
hiding—Miss Charmant behaving like a
woman who had some hideously guilty
secret upon her conscience?

Now they saw her steal forward again
as the attendant moved to speak to a
car owner. They saw her hand go to
the handle of the green car door. They
saw that door come open.

And then—they were
surely ? .

Miss Charmant, with a quick, furtive
look to right and left, had plunged her
hand into the dashboard pockét of that
car. Now the hand ro-agg)earnd, holding
a white leather handbag. Quickly
she opened it, quickly peered inside;
and then abstracted something from it.
Cently she replaced the handbag, and
as she did so, the something she had
taken from it fell.

In flustered agitation, Valerie
Charmant pounced upon the object,
scooping it up.

say !

dreaming,

“0Oh, mum-my hat!” Clara gasped.
“Babs o :

“Quickly! Back to your places! She'’s
coming up !” Babs hissed.

“But what was she doing?”

“Sure secemed,” Leila said shakily,
“as if she was snaffling something.”

Babs was a little pale, but fiercely she
shook her head.

“Bosh 1 she said shortly. :

“Butjt wasn't her car, nor her hand-

bag—

“8till bosh !” Babs said. “ Leila, what
are you saying ?” she asked half angrily.
“The Charmer’s not a thief!”

Leila erimsoned.

“No, of—of course not,” she said.
“All the same—" "

“And say mnothing,” Babs said.
“Whatever she's done, you can bet she
had a jo]l_v good reason! I—I—hem!”
she added, and, with a miraculous effort,

“Very good; very good.” Miss
harmant smiled again. *No, let me
ur the tea out, please !” she added, as
abs reached for the pot. *“Help your-
selves to sugar, will you, girls? I—I
hope you won’t mind, but I find T shall
not be able to stop long, after all. I—I
still have some rather urgent business.”
8he paused, biting her lip for a moment.
“1 will look in at the shop on my way,”
she said, “and inspect the bookcase.
By the way, Barbara, how much have
you already collected ?”
“Thirty shillings,” Babs said. “But,
of course, we haven’t really started yet!
Oh, Miss Charmant, let’s gé with you!”
“I'm afraid not this time. How-
ever—" she smiled again, though Babs
noticed she threw a rather apprehensive
look at the door. “Perhaps,” she added,
“yon had better let me have the other
pound, Barbara—as treasurer of the

Miss Valerie Charmant, their adored Form-mistress, a

thief ? Why, it was impossible—simply absurd. So

thought Babs & Co., so thought all the Fourth Form—at

first. But then came doubts, doubts that grew and grew

until at last only Babs & Co. were willing to fight to clear
her name.

regained her composure as the door
opened and Miss Valerie Charmant,
breathing a little agitatedly, came in.
“(ig-good afternoon, Miss Charmant.”

“(iood afternon,” Miss Charmant said,
but Babs noticed that the smile she gave
them was a rather strained effort.
“Hope I haven’t kept you waiting?
I—I had a spot of business to do,
unforiunately.”

“Y.yes?” Babs said.

“What's the matter, Barbara? You
look flustered.”

“Dud-do 177 Babs stuttered. “I—I'm

sorry. Will you take a seat, Miss
Chn,rmant‘:" Er! Nice afternoon, isn’t
it ?*

AMliss Charmant laughed.

“Very!” she said. “Well, here we
are. You saw the man about the book-
case, Barbara?”

“Yes, Miss Charmant. I—I left ten
shillings deposit on it.”

fund. I have a pound of my own to add
to it, and a little collecting to do
from the Lower School mistresses.
Bessie, more sandwiches 17

“Yes, rather! I mum-mean, thanks!”
Bessie said.

“Clara, you are not eating anything.”

“I—I'm not very hungry!” Clara
blurted, flushing for no reason at all.

“ And, Leila, is anything wrong with
my hair?” Miss Charmant laughed.
“You've done nothing but stare at me
since I sat down !

“Qh, golly!” Leila said, and went a
deep red. “It—it's very pretty hair!”
she said with considerable emphasis, and
it was Miss Charmant’s turn to blush.
«J—1 like the way you do it,” she
added feebly.

Miss Charmant laughed; but she
looked rather oddly at the six, Not all
at once could Babs & Co. forget the
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amazing and still unbelievable incident
they had witnessed. b

it was obvious that Miss
Charmant was anything but her normal
eelf. Though she tried to act with her
old, sweet ﬁaiety it was obvious she had
some trouble on her mind.

Babs handed over the pound note.
Miss Charmant drank another cup of
tea and then, with a sigh, rose,

“I-T'm so awfully son'ir,” she said
distressfully. “But you will forgive me,
won't you? I hate running away so,
this—well, this is urgent! But I will
look in at the shop, Barbara. Waitress,
please let me have the bill,” she called.
*“No, girls, don't rise. I can see myself
off the premises all right.”

She went off after paying the bill. A
minute later they heudyher little sports
car starting up. Clara shook her head

“m, Ih won%ir’.:‘gnllllgc u;d, and
stop at the qui ignificantly warn-
ing nod Babs gave towards Bessie. It
was better to say nothing of this before
Bfessie. e ;
of unintentionally blurting out hmE
which were better kept secret. “O
yvesl Hem! je, pass me one of
those eclairs, old thing!”

. “Sut-certainly |” Bessie mumbled, her
mouth full.

And tea progressed—rather thought-
fully, with great intervals of a most
uneasy silence. Had theiym:'cally seen
Miss Charmant take something from the
white handbag, or had they dreamt it?
But, of course, it was just silly, idiotie
rot to sus their = ado: Form-
mistress of doing anythmghunderhand—
and anyway, it wasn’t their business,
was it? ©Oh stuff! The charmer was
true blue! She just couldn’t do anything
wrong if she tried!

So Babs, 50 all of them, in different
ways, were telling selves, when

suddenly, from outside, came sounds of a.

commotion. .

A voice—a girl's voice—was shrilly
upraised.

“I tell you someone has stolen some-
thing from m{ baf!" it announced.
“Something jolly valuable, tco! Whao's
been here?”

Quickly the chums glanced at each
other. Babs rose. Quickly she stepped
towards the window, and then she
caught her breath as she gazed into the
car park below. . beside the
car, the door of which was open, stood
. l.o_fd.lhwr sixteen—a uﬂne{ k;nll«:-w—
aced girl, good in a sulky way,
and inghér_ and was the white handbayg
which, & quarter of an hour before, they
had seeti in Miss Charmant’s hands.
fztut'e a litile crowd was -surrounding
1er.

Leila and Clara joined Babs at the
window, They too.stared.

_“I tell you I'left the thing in here!
No, there’s no_:mistake ¥’ the girl
shrilled. “Some'thfef must have sneaked
into the car while I was having tea.
They haven't touched anything else—
only that!”

“0Oh, my only aunt !” whispered Clara
dismay. =
They turned away, each busy with
uncomfortable thoughts. -

The - remaindet

in

I I tea’ was a rather
constrained meal. Somehow the sunshine
of the afternoon had been blotted out.
No lgnger were any of them thinkin
of Miss- Primrose’s birthday fumf
Except for -Bessie, who knew nothing,
they all had a curious, unhappy feeling
of guilt, of having been party to some-
thing which was not strictly above

board. Babs, at least, was glad when at

Jast that meal camé to an end.
“Well, let’s go!” she said resignedly,
rising. “Bessie, wipe that chocofate off

but - embroidered

That dear duffer had a habit-

the green-

your face, ‘old
girls

“Yes, rather! Nothing else, T think?”
Ciara said, looking round. “Wait a
minute though, there's a handkerchief
on the floor. Whose is it?” )

Quickly she stooped to retrieve the
handkerchief, which was under
chair in which Miss Charmant had sat.
She saw, even before her hand closed
upon it, that it was the mistress’, for
the initials, “V. C.” were neatly
in red in one corner
Quickly she snatched at it, hurriedly she
straightened. And as she did so there
came a flash in front of her e{‘es. the
metallic clink of some fallen thing at
her feet.

“What—" she said; and then Babs
had swooped. From the floor she held
u something—something which
g'rittered.

It was—a diamond ring !

And it fallen out of Miss
Charmant’s handkerchief.

What Did Lydia Find.?

“"I.‘HE question _is,”
5‘ Barbara Redfern
GO said worriedly,
“what are - we

J‘!h going to do about it?”
That came an hour later,
in Study No. 7, which was shared by
Clara revlyn, Janet Jordan, and
Marjorie Hazeldene. Janet, as luck
would have it, was out—gone to the
station to meet her father, who had re-
turned with his circus from KEurope.
Bessie, in Study No. 4, was _gmetly
dozing. On the table, in the middle of
the five chums, the diamond ring winked
and glittered, cheerfully mocking the
nervously uneasy faces which regarded

1t

“Well, we can’t jolly well keep it,”
Clara decided.

“ And who,” Mahs wanted to know,
“was suggesting that? At the same
time, we on't know the girl it belongs
1 .

i
“If it does belong to her, I guess!”

Leila Carroll said. X
“Well, she lost it,” Marjorie pointed

out.

_“But it was in Miss Charmant’s pos-
session,” said Babs worriedly. * Either
we believe the Charmer came b{ this
ring honesily, or she didn’t. If she
‘didn’t, then it belongs to that girl. If

“she did, it belongs to the Charmer. Any-
way, as far as we're concerned, it is the’

Charmer’s.” .
“Then why,” Clara sniffed, “don’t

we give-it back to her? I, for one,
\Toﬂfd' be glad to see the back of the
‘thi’ﬂg"‘

. "A;:d_l!" narjOI'ie put in, with a
litile shiver.. - *

: Ppa ;

“But—but how can we give it back to
her? Supposi_n!:—f'uat supposing—
anything is wrong? It would embarrass
her most dreadfully, wouldn’t it?”’

Ariother pause. Perplexed, the chums
gazed at each other. Puzzled, uncer-
tain, rately striving to cling to
their faith in Miss Charmant, and yet
dreading what they had seen, and what
hey knew, -it ywas not casy to make a

_%Jgon,, ' Leil d
" “Bupposing,” . Leila suggeste
thou, ht?l:‘"y, “w:'g sent it to her anony-

mously—by post?

“And supposc,” Babs said, “it got
lost 177

“ H,m l?’

Another pause. 1 y

“There’s only one thing,” Babs said
qmeaﬂci at lenfth._ “We've got to give
it back. “As far as we're conterned, it
belongs to the Charmer, and so the

thing ! Got your macs, iy

r—
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Charmer's got to have it. But there’s
no need for her to know we've got any-
thing to do with it, so I vote we wait
until she’s out of the room, and then
leave it on her desk. I don’t under-
stand, I confess, but I'm djolly certain
the Charmer hasn’t turned thief all of
a sudden. But this will prove it. If
everything’s all right, she’s bound te
;nnke open inquiries as to where it came
rom.”"

“ And supposing she does inquire?”
Mabs askedl:

“Well—" Babs shrugged. *That's
all right, isn’t it? We’ll own up then.
The only thing we're afraid of at the
moment is the thing we're just afraid
to say to each other—that =Miss
Charmant might not have come by this
ring honestly. I hope to’ goodness she
does make inquiries, that's all 1" :

“ And if she doesn’t 7’ Mabs inquired.

“0Oh, rats! She willl” Babs re-
torted stubbornly. . &

But did she believe that? She did
not know. Miss

3 Fiercely l(i‘yal to
Charmant was Babs. iercely loyal
were all of them. But their faith in
their adored mistress had suffered some
thing of a shock with recent develop-
ments: -

“ And here,” Clara said suddenly, as
she glanced out of the window, “is our
chance. 'The Charmer’s out now—
there she is, walking across the quad to
the Head’s house. Come on, let’s go!”

Babs nodded. Hastily she caught uﬁ-
the ring. Out of the door they a
trooped, down into the mistress’
quarters. Outside the door of Miss
Charmant’s room Babs halted. Just for
safety’s sake, she knocked, and receiv-
i;:g no ana\ser, went in. " {;e Tpomi'g
she expected, was empty. eeling I
a thief herself, Babs tiptoed to the
mistress’ desk. In the exact centre of
the blotting-pad, she placed the betray-
ing trinket. Then she flew |

“0.K.1” Clara questioned.

“0,K. !” breathed Babs.

*“ Well, what now 3" "

“Just hang around until she comes
back. Come on, let's go into Big Hall.”

They strolled into Bii‘Hall which
was deserted. It was a half-holiday at
Cliff House, and most of the girls who
were mnot seeking distraction in the
swimming bath or on the playing fields
were out. In a group the chums lounged
on the steps of Big Hall, their eyes
fixed on the headmisiress’ house, the
cheerful red roof of which was visible
among the trees. Then, all at once,
Marjorie let out a deep breath.

“She’s coming 1"’ she said.

The Charmer was coming | Her grace-
ful form had suddenly emerged from
the trees, was hurrying across the lawns.
She came up, mounting the steps and
smiling a little at the five girls as she
passed before disappearing down the
corridor into her own room.

“Now we shall soon know,” said
Babs. “Having seen us, she’s bound
to connect us with the ring, when she
finds it.”

They waited. Five—ten minutes went
past. No sound, no_sign from Miss
Charmant. Fifteen minutes went by—
and then suddenly an electric thrill ran
through each one of them as they heard
the mistress’ door open again, and
heard, without daring to look round,
the mistress’ footsteps tapping along the
corridor towards them.

Babs flushed a little, wondering what
she should say when Miss Charmant
asked her if she knew anything about
the ring. The footsteps came up. For
a moment Babs caught a flagging in
their rll:lg:hm Miss Charmant was going
to spe i

But, no! Miss Charmant passed on
without a word, &
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“My -hat! She didn't speak !” Clara

said.
“And look, she’s in her going-out

things! She's going to leave the
school I”
Babs stared. It was true, then!

But no, no, no! It couldn’t be true!
It couldn’t—couldn’t!{ Dazedly _she
stared after the hurrying figure. Miss
Charmant was almost running now.
Miss Charmant was ioing out, Miss
Clarmant, who must have found the
ring, had not spoken a single, solitary
word.
“8he's getting into her car!” Leila

muttered. ;
That was true. The little red two-

<cater stood near the gates, as yet un- F

garaged for the night. Even as they
watched, Miss Charmant clambered into

it.

“yWell,” Clara asked bluntly, “what
about it now ? Obviouslyshe’s not going
to inquire.” .

Babs bit her lip.

“ She—she conldn’t have seen it!1"”

“Then what is she rushing away like
that for?”

“Oh stuff! She—she couldn’t have
seen it, I tell you!” Babs said. “She
just couldn’t! Dash it, she’d have been
hound to speak to us! We were the
only girls about—"

“Phen,” Leila said, “if she didn't
see the ring, it must be still on her deslk,
I guess. Let's have a squint.”

The idea was good, though, strangely
enough, there was no eager move to
obey it. Perhaps they all readed what
they would find. All the same, it was
one of those things which had to be
done, and almost mechanically they
found themselves tramping back to-
wards Miss Charmant’s door. Again it
was Babs who- pushed it open. Uncen-
sciously holding her breath, she peered
into the room.

And then, for a moment, she did not
move.

The ring was mo longer on DMiss
Charmant's desk. Miss Charmant had
found it! Miss Charmant had taken it
with her!

“Tt—it’s gone " she thinly announced.

“Oh !” they all said.

Babs withdrew. She had a faint feel-
ing of sickuess. What to believe, in the
face of that cvidence?

“Let—Ilet's go back to the study!”
Clara said, a little unsteadily. “My
hat! The Cltarmer!” she muttered be-
neath her breath.

. Staggered, amazed, they went back—
in dead silence. X

“0h dear! What—what are we to
do?" Marjorie asked, when they were
in Study No. 7 once more.

Uneasily they stared at cach other.

“Babs—" Clara said.

Babs shook her head.

‘w1_T den’t know,” she said slowly.
© «1—T ecan't believe it! ‘No, I can’r,
even now! And yet—and yet—well,
anyway, ‘it's not our business !, she
flared out, as if somebody had -insulted

her. “We've got no right to pry into
the Charmer’s affairs, have we?
don’t and can’t believe itl1 The

Charmer's always been true blue, hasn’t
she? The Charmer’s always been as
straight as the day.” .

“Whoops! Steady, old thing!” Leila
muttered. - *Nobody’s having a row
with you, I guess.”

“Well, why should we suspeet her
row ?” Babs went on heatedly. * Honest
]-.eogle don’t change to thieves all in a
fHash t”

“1 know, Babs,” Mabs said soothingly.
“Don't get worked up over it. t's
all right. I—I dare say she's got a
reason for it,” she add{ad unconvinc-

i

jngly. “Anyway, we've got rid of the

beastly ring now, so let’s forget all
about it. What about a spot of collect-
ing for the old birthday present?” she
added brightly.

“Yes, rather;
chipped in eagerly.

Babs gulped. Liking and respecting
Miss Charmant as she did, the shock of
the discovery had numbed her. It
couldn’s be “true! Of course not—of
course not! And yet—

“Come on, let’s collect!” she said
feverishly. She just daren’t think about
it. “Clara, you and Marjorie take the
left side of the corridor, will you?
Mabs and I will take the right. Leila,
supposing  yeu lock up the Third

orm {
“0.K.!” Leila said.

‘She smiled faintly, knowing very
well, as they all knew, that the time
for collecting was just about as unsuit-
able as it could be, with most of the
girls out of the school. But any
diversion would have been welcome in
that moment.

So offi—with a bustling activity there
was really no justification for—they
scooted.

Babs went down the corridor with
Mabs to Study No. 1, which was shared
by Lydia Crossendale, the snob of the
Fourth, the sneaking I'reda Ferriers,
and Rosa Rodworth. Rather to Babs’
surprise, Freda and Lydia were in, both
savagely grinding out lines at the
table. Lydia looked up with a scowl.

“Well,” she ungraciously asked,
“what do you want?”

“Money,” DBabs replied.
old thing! We're collecting
Primmy’s birthday present.”

“QOhl” Lydia said. “Then you can
blow Primmy and her beastly birthday
present ! Blow the whole school ! Look
atthat!” she said, and pointed to’ a
pile of sheets on her desk.  “If you
think I've got money for a school that
gave me five hundred lines you can go
somewhere else!”

Babs and Mabs blinked.

let's!”  Marjorie

“ Noney,
for

|

1

1" eried Babs,
Lydia Crossendale out of
tion to which none of

£t Go

the room,
the Fourth was prepared to listen.

By Hilda Richards 5

“Five hundred!
those #”

“The Charmer, dash her!” -

“ What for?”

“Haven't you heard? But no, you
were snoring like fgrampuses last night.
Well,” Lydia said furiously, “ Freda and
I went to a darce in Courtfield—"

Who ever gave you'

“And the Charmer caught you?”
Babs asked. % 4

“Yes.”

“ And gave you five hundred lines?”

“Yes.”

“Jolly lucky, weren't you?” Babs
asked. “If she'd done what she ought
to have done she’d have taken you to
Miss Primrose, and then you'd pro-
bably hava got the sack. I'think you've
got off cheaply.”

“Cheaply !” Lydia
“Cheaply I she sported. “TFive huu-
dred lines! You call that cheap?
Cheap,” sho added, shrilling, ““when 1
lost my gold fob in the bargain? I
shouldn’t_ wonder,” she added vindic-
tively, “if the Charmer doesn't know
something abouit that!”

Bahs started.

“Lydia, what are you saying?”

“Well, she was hanging about in the
cloak-room,” Lydia said. *She was
waiting there when we came to get
our clothes after the dance. That was
how she caught us. I'd left the fob in
my jacket pocket, and she was near the
coat. Anyway,” she added, “what was
she doing in the cloak-room?
why, anyway, was she in the dance-
hall at all? Tven mistresses aren’t
supposed to be out at twelve o'clock
at night!”

Babs frowned.

“You're sure you did lose the fob?”

glared.

“0Of course I'm sure!” Lydia
snapped.  “And I'm_also sure,” she
added “somebody pinched it! The

last thing I did before I went in to
dance was to feel in my pocket to see
if it was all right. Anyway, you can

clear out!” she said rudely.

and with Clara and Leila helping her, she bundled

The sneak had made an accusa-

-
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Babs glanced at Mabs." She led the
way out. But she was feeling a little
worried as she went along the corridor.
She knew that gold fob of Lydia's—
a_very valuable piece of jeweller
which contained a tiny compass, an
which, apparently, r. Crossendale
had given Lydia as a present during
the summer holidays. A large loss, to
be sure. But the Charmer—

She was there—she—

Oh, stuff! Rubbish! Was she
going to link every silly thin which
happened to get lost with the Charmer

shared by

now? -

She went into Study No. %
June Merrett, stolid Brenda Fallace,
and the Hon. Beatrice Beverley. (Al
three girls were out. Lydia, meantime,
was gathering her sheets.

“There|” she said savagely. “I've
done! My hat, my handl 1'm sure
T'll never be able to move it againl
You finished, Freda?” g

“Five minutes !’ Freda said. “Have
a cigarette.” .

Lydia nodded, as with a groan she
rose, eyeing with a smouldering eye
the sheaf of lines on the table. The
Charmer, dash her! 8She'd given her
those. My hat, but she’d get her own
back on her-for that—somehow !

Not a reasonable or a very likeable

irl] was Lydia Crossendale. When

ydia made an enemy, she never rested
until the score was paid-off. And ¥et
she knew, in_hating”the Charmer for
having given her thosé lines, she was
wrong. She knew, in her heart, that
she should-have ‘been grateful to Miss
Charmant—except that Lydia’s heart
had no .capacity for gratitude. As
Babs said,'Miss Charmant could easily
have reported her to Miss Primrose—
and, in that case, five hundred lines
would have seemed the -smallest of

unishments! When Miss Charmant,
ast night, had offered her the alterna-

tive of accepting her own punishment or.

being reported, Lydia had been jolly
glad to accept the Charmer's.

But now——

Well, her wrist ach her back
ached. Apart from that, there was the
loss of her precious fob-—how in
name of all that whs worrying was
she to explain that to her father?

Not for an instant, though she had
found Miss Charmant in the cloak-room,
did Lydia believe that she had stolen
the fob. Not, indeed, until she had
furiously mentioned the matter to
Barbara Redfern, had the possibility
oceurred to her. Now that the germ
was there, however, it gave her.a queer
<ort of satisfaction to try to convince
herself. Lydia was like that.

“You know,” she said thoughtfully,
as she puffed at the cigarette she had
just lit. “I shouldn’t wonder if there
was something in it! She was standing
jolly near my coat, and she hadn’t come
to catch us, otherwise she could have
bowled us ont in the dancing-hall.
What was she doing there, Freda?”

. “Ask me!” Freda unhelpfully
replied. “Ninety-five, ninety-six—"

she muttered.
“And she did look jolly Exil_t
e idea.
answered,

Lydia mused, still toying with
“Ninety-seven,”  Freda
scribbling feverishly.  “ Ninety-eight.
Oh, my hat! Five hundred!” Freda
said, with a gan%hof relief. “All
finished, Lydia. at about taking
them along now and getting out for a
breath of fresh air?”
“Good idea,” Lydia said. “And
we'll jolly well ask her straight out
if she knows anything lbout'my fob!

Gather them up. Come on!
-They left the room, Freda relieved

»

and not caring much about Lydia’s fob.
They. reached Miss Charmant’s room.

“Hallo, not in!"” Lydia said, as there
came no reply to her. knock.

“Well, let’s go in and leave them!”
Freda suggested. .

Lydia nodded. She opened the door.
The room was empty. The two irls
laid their lines on the table. hen
Lydia paused.

“Wait a minute!” she said. Her
eyes glinted. “Just wait a tick! Freda,
that's the bag she had last night, isn’t
it? That one over there. Keep a
watch at the window.”

“But what—" Freda gasped.

“And don’t bs a funk!” Lydia
snapped contemptuously. “I'm no
pinching unyth.indg (i

Freda blinked in fright as she

crossed to the window. Lydia, with no
real expectation in her mind of finding

anything, picked up the brown bag.
She o neqf it. She peered in. And
then she gave a jump.

“Freda—" she cried.

l"WhatT'l

“Look hére ™

And Freda, crossing to look, gave a
gasp of sudden, wild astonishment.

Lydia’s Daring!

¢« T'D jolly well like to
know what this
school’s coming to!”

A Thus Lydia

Crossendale in the Fourth

Form Common-room after

prep that evening.
obody took a great deal of notice.
The Fourth, collectively and indi-

vidually, were too busy. Clara Trevlyn,
in company with Margot Lanthdam,
Babs, and Amy Jones, was puckering
her brows over the Lexicon hand she
‘held. Jemima Carstairs, Leila Carroll,
Marcel Biquet, and Gwen Cook, were
indulging in a game of dominoes.
Near the fireplace, the owlish Terraine
Twins were primly reading. ~ On the
blackboard, Rosa Rodworth was draw-
ing weird _diagrams and _inviting
Bridget O'Toole, Beatrice Beverley,
Christine Wilmer, June Merrett, and
Janet Jordan to guess their signifi-
cance. In another corner, a fashion
magazine across knees, Diana
Royston-Clarke was closely conning
Paris Notes, watched by sleepy-eyed
Bessie Bunter, whose cheeks were pro-

truding and  contracting as  sho
masticated toffee.

Joan Sheldon Charmant, Foung
sister of the Form-mistress, was

assisting Jane Mills to roll her wool
into a ball. Marjorie Hazeldene was
busy with her embroidery. Only Freda
Ferriers looked up at Lydia's remark.
“T'd like to know,” Lydia remarked
more loudly, “what the Fourth Form’s
coming to?”
“Pig!” said Clara Trevlyn absently.
“Fh? Who's a Elg!" Lydia said
wrathfully. “Lool here, Clara
Trevlyn—"
"10:' p‘i l"hCIarnh eried triumphi
antly. “My hat, that's it—piggy
Jolly good that!"”
Lydia’s face burned.
“Took here, you insulting cat—""
“Eh?” Clara looked up. “Who's
insulting you now 7" she asked jovially.
“You are! You called me ‘ Piggy’'!”
“] did? Don't be a bigger goat than
Nature made you! Look!” And Clara
pointed to her Lexicon cards which,
rather unt:dil; placed, spelt the word
Piggy. “Don’t be so jolly ready to
take every allusion you hear to your
own tender heart,” she said, “even
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tbmli]gh tho deseription might fit you!
Well, that pute me out, you girls—eh?
You talking again, Lydia "

“1 said,” I jl']dm repeated, between her
teeth, “I'd jolly well like to know what
this school’s coming to! It’s disgraceful,
if you ask me [*

< Absolutely right!” agreed Clara
heartily. “Then why not pack up and
go, sweetheart? Nobody will miss you,
and we'll be sights less disgraceful after-
wards! Going to shuffle, Amy?”

“ When,” Lydia continued, “we've got
a thief for a Form-mistress—"

“Ehi” Clara did look up at that.

Babs started. Every girl who heard
that remark stared with sudden qucer

t intentness at the smob of the Fourth,

and Joan Sheldon Charmant quietl
rose to her feet. Lydia's eyes glittered.

“Yaes, a thief!” she repeated.

Angrily Joan approached her.

“ Are you referring to my sister #”

“Yes, I am!”

“Then—" Joan said, drew a deep
breath, and, before anyone could stop
her, had angrily smacked Lydia across
the cheek. “ Perhaps,” she added tartly,
“that will teach you to think twice
about insulting my sister again!”

“Oh golly I’ gasped Clara. “Joan—
Lydia, you idiot—"

For Lydia, reeling from the. blow,
;vss now ﬂinglilng herz‘zlf in 11 pgrtect
ury against the proud, upright figure
ofr}oan Charmant. In the nici of tfme,
Clara caught her, pulling her back.

“Now, ninny,” she cried, “chuck it!
Want a mistress here?” she glowered.

“Well, make her apologise!” Lydia
howled.

“Withdraw your remark, and T'll
apologise quickly enough!” Joan Tre-
torted. ;

“My hat, let me get at her!”

“ Lydia, stop it I” Babs cried. “If you
will make rotten remarks like that, it
Lol!y well serves you right! You must

e mad !”

“PBut it's true !” Lydia hooted.

“Rot I

«7 tell you it's true 1 Lydia shricked.
“Freda can prove it! She is a thief—
a rotten, sneaking, beastly, prfmg thief !
Last night she pinched my gold fob—"

“QOh, chuck it, Lydia!”

There was an indignant uproar at
once. Joan, stepping forward once
more, was this time caught by Babs.
Everybody liked Miss Charmant; every-
body admired Miss Chdrmant. That
Lydia, of all people—

“1 tell you it’s true!” Lydia flamed.
“She’s got the fob in her bag at this
very moment! I know! I've seen it!
Freda's seen it, too—"

“That’s right I” Freda said.

€©@ Bosh 1"

““ Rubbish 1”

“Push her into the corridor!”

“I tell you—" howled Lydia.

Indignation became anger then.
insult to Miss Charmant was an insult
to the Fourth. An angry crowd of girls
surged towards Lydia.

“Make her apologise I”

“I won't I” panted Lydia.

“Give her a Form trial !”

«J tell you— Here, let me go—let
me go|”

“ Bor goodness' sake, wait a minute 1"
Babs proiested. “Here, you ninnies,
don’t push me! Wait a minute—
Wow !” Babs shrieked, as somebody trod
heavily on her toe. “Look here—
Cave | ]

The door was thrown open. Miss
Charmant herself, her face full of
annoyed bewilderment, stood on the
threshold.

Silence fell,

T

An -

“And what,” Miss Charmant asked, °

“is the meaning of this? What's all

this commotion, Barbara?”
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Barbara flushed.

“We—we were having an argument.”
.- “Indecd! - An nrfument, apparently,
in which the whole Form were em-
hroiled! What, pray, were you arguing
about 1"

Cirls looked at each other. Lydia
sneered. -

“ Nun-nothing !” stuttered Babs.

“Rather a great deal of noise to make
abont nothing, isn’t it ?” Miss Charmant
asked, with a %enetuting stare at the
leader of the Form. *“I feel that is
hardly a satisfactory explanation, Bar-
bara!l You will each take fifty lines!”

And, amid deep, dismayed silence,
Miss Charmant went out again. Lydia
broke into“sneering laughter.

“ And that's what vou get for sticking
up for her! Fifty lines! All the same,
I tell you it's true!” 5

“Will you shut up?” Clara said
fiercely.

“ NO.
that—

Clara nodded at Babs. ‘Babs nodded
towards Leila. The three of them
advanced upon Lydia. Without another
word, they surrounded her. Clara
cauﬁht one arm, Babs the other. Leila
pushed from behind.

“(Go1” cried Babs. i

And, amid a cheer, Lydia_was rushed
across the room, and, while Bridfet
O'Toole slipped the door open, bundled
into the feorridor.

“ And now,” Babs said, “step out, you
cat ¥

But, even as she shut the door, Babs
was wondering uneasily, uncertainly.

Was © there any truth in Lydia's
accusation?

. But there wasn’t! How could there
be? Lydia was just making it up out
of spite, of coursa.

So she told herself, aware all the time
of the shadowed doubt at the back of
her mind.

There were no other disturbances.
Call-over came g:esently; after that
supper, and then bed. In the dormitory
they found a scowling Lydia sulkily
undressing. Joan Charmant gazed at

her.

“Well, found your fob?” she asked.

“No, 1 haven't! How can I -when
your beastly sister’s sticking to it

“You dare—" ’

“(Qh, pax!” Babs interrupted wearily.
“Tor goodness’ sake, don’t start another
row! Lydia, you ought to be jolly well
ashamed of yourself !”

“Yes?” Lydia sneered. “Well, per-
haps I onght; but this happens to be
true! Oh, you mneedn’t believe me if
vou don’t want to! But I'm telling you
the Charmer took that fob from my coat
last night at the Courtfield Dance Hall!
She’s got it in her bag now! If she
jen't o thief, why is she sticking to it?"”

“Perhaps,” Babs suggested, *you
lost it and she found it? And per-
haps,” she added, “she doesn’t know
who it belongs to—"’

“Well, in that case, why hasn't she
given it up to the police?”

“Oh, be quiet and go to bed !” Clara
eniffed, “Joan, don't throw that

illow; we don’t want another row,
ft'll be & detention next time, an
we're playing the Lower Fifth to-
morrow.”

Joan turned away. Lydia shrugged.
The prefect on duty came to turn out
the lights then, and the Fourth settled
down for the npight. The wusual
whispered conversation spread through
the dormitory, to die away at last into
sleepy whispers and finally eilence.
Everybody slept——

Except Babs.

She was lying awake, worried.

,} jolly well won’t! I tell you

Why hadn’t Miss Charmant spoken
after the return of the ring? Could
there possibly be . any connection
between her presence in the cloak-room
of the dance hall and the disappear-
ance of Lydia's fob? ’

Had—had the Charmer suddenly
turned thief? But if so, why? In the
name of all that was reasonable, why!

There must be some explanation—of
course; until that explanation was
forthcoming she was going to stick to
;he Charmer, was going to_believe in
1eT.

A mischievous -ray. of moonlight,
peering through the dérmitory window,
shone full in her eyes.

Bother it!

Babs blinked. Then, deciding there
would be no sleep with that twinkling
beam playing upon her, resignedly
rose, She went to the window, caught

——— e
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still, blushing for no reason on carih,
as she saw Miss Charmant coming
towards her, Miss Charmant, a little
awkwardly, paused,

“Oh! Good-morning, Barbara.”

“(ig-good morning, Miss Charmant,”
Babs stuttered. °

“«Er—1—1 wanted to say something
to you, Barbara ’—and Miss Charmant
threw a look up and down the deserted
corridor—* about the thing you left on
my desk yesterday. I'm sorry 1 have
not thanked yvou before. I suppose it
was you '’

“QOh, ves. Miss Charmant!” Bal:
said, and felt at once enormously light-
hearted. She knew of course to what
Miss Charmant was referring—the
jewelled ring. Miss Charmant
hadn’t ignored the fact! Miss Char-
mant, if she had not spoken before,
had spoken now.
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the blind, and paused, her attention
caught by a movement in the gardens
below. There a figure was striding
quickly towards the mistresses gate.
Miss Charmant !

Miss Charmant going out at this
{ime of night! Where?

Babs pulled * down the blind.
Thoughtfully she climbed into bed.
Half-past eleven chimed from the old
clock tower as she did so! . Half-past
eleven—an hour when all mistresses
were supposed to be within the bounds
of the school. Like any reckless Fourth
Former, Miss Charmant was breaking
rules. Why?

Babs went to sleep presently—a
troubled, dream-haunted sleep. In the
morning, when she awoke, ydia was
still muttering about her stolen fob.
Babs, having washed and dressed, went
downstairs and then suddenly stood

i

«Then thank vou again, Barbara,”.
Miss Charmant said, and walked off,
leaving Babs with a sudden desire to
skip and dance. Of course the Charmer
was true blue. As if, for a moment,
she would steal a thing! i

Happily she went into breakfast,
smiling all over her face. Lydia looked
at her, scowled, and when Miss Char-
mant came in, glancing towards her,

gmiled, Lydia scowled again. The
mistress’ brows contracted a little.
“Lydia, why are you so bad-

tempered 2’

Lyvdia glared.

“PDon’t you know?”’ N

“Indeed, Lydia, why should I know 7"’
Miss Charmant asked quietly.

“Well, you were at the dance hall
the night before last!” Lydia pointedly
replied.

A breathless hush went round the



~

table. Girls glared daggers at Lydia,
but some_ look quickly at the
mistress. Daring that, if you like—as
daring as it was insulting. So persist-
enily had Lydia kept on about that

old fob, so sure was, she that Miss
‘Charmant had taken it, that some of
the more easily convinced girls, despite
their liking for Miss Charmant, were
beginning to be-impressed; Everybody
was staring, now at the mistress, .
would she say to that? =

But' Miss €harmant only -frowned a
- down, please.”

little, mare fiercely..

“If,” she ‘said steadily, “you are
referring to the fact that I caught you,
Lydia, you should be grateful that I
didn’t  report you. For harbouring
malice, you will take a further fifty
lines. Now get on with your break-
fast.”” 1 =

More bitterly Lydia scowled. Tt

seemed she was on the point of saying.

something else—and probably would
have done if Miss Primrose had not
arrived at that moment, forcing her to
join with the others in standing to
attention and wishing her the
customary good-morning.

But Lydia had not forgotten, and her
eyes were gleaming as later the Fourth
Form marched iuto class. When Miss
Charmant came in she did not stand u;g)
as the others did: she remained seated.

“Lydia,”” Miss Charmant rapped
sharply, “stand up this moment! What
is the matter with you, girl?”’

Lydia i:wd at her sulkily. .

-Il ou o !,,

“T do not know ! You are being very
surly. and "di le, however. If
you are still' harbouring a gru
because of what happened the night
before last—" :

“Well, I'm not,” Lydia said. “It's
not that. But anyone would be sulky
if somebody had something stolen from
them,” she added challengingly.

Miss Charmant started.

“Stolen, Lydia? What has been
stolen 7°*
“Well, don't you know?” Lydia

asked, glaring, and a distinct hush
went round the class. “The thing that
was stolen,” she =aid boldly, “was my
gold fob.””

Once again Miss Charmant started.
Babs, watching her face, felt a liitle
sense of dismay as she saw the
expression that crossed it.
_“Your—your, gold fob?"” she stumb-
lingly repeated the words, but it was
noticeable she no longer looked at
Lydia. “I—I—please, girls, sit -down.
Lydia, remain standing. You lost your
gold fob, you mean?”’

“I had my gold fob stolen—in the
cloak-room at the dance hall!” Lydia
retorted boldly.

Babs caught her breath. Clara
clenched her hands. That was prac
tically an accusation,

“And what,” Miss Charmant asked,
“makes you think it was stolen?”

“Well, look how long it's been lost I"’
Lydia giowcmd.

“But don’t you think, Lydia, some-
body may have picked it up and not
knowing to whom it belonged—"
 “That doesn’t alter the fact,” Lydia
interrupted. “If anybody had picked
it up—and the place they picked it up
from was my coat pocket—they’d have
had plenty of time, to hand it to the
management or the police. If they did
pick 1t up, they're still sticking to it,
and. if that’s not theft, I don’'t know
what is| I've phoned both the manage-
ment and the police, I suppose,” she
added insolently, “that you didn't see
anything of it, Miss Charmant? It was

.tered to a sniggering
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lost in that cloak-room where you
taught me—"
. Now there was a deathly, awful

silence. Babs felt every muscle of her
body tense: Direetly, insolently, Lydia
was looking at the Form-mistress as she
said that. Eyerybody else was iooking
at hef, too. A little sigh went throug
the Form at it saw Miss Charmant’s
face change, colour. Then, in a voice so
unlike her usual tones, she said: -
“I—I think; Lydia, you are talking a
lot of ridiculous nonsense. Now =it

TN e

A Split in the Fourth!
SYDIA did sit down;
but she knew she had
. scored a triumph.
Discredit her accusa-
tion last night as the Form
would, there was no denying

-

that, broug

t.face to face with the issue
involved, %th‘ss _Charmant had been
shaken. "7 o

She had not denied, as sharply as she
might have done ‘had her conscience been
clear, that she had not seen the fob.

She had not even punished Lydia for

what was, after all, downright and
colossal impertinence.

The Fourth looked at each other
queryingly, significantly. Miss Char-

mant did know something about Lydia’s
missing trinket; her whole attitude
seemed to give that fact away.

Work commenced in an m.\ha;my
mood. ©bvious, after that, that e
mistress was more than a little worried
and harassed. Obvious, too, L dia was
feeling she had gained the advantage,
was not going to let Miss Charmant
down easily. Once or twice Miss Char-
mant glanced at her angrily as she mut-
reda Ferriers,

“Lydia,” she said at last, “if you do
not cease talking, I shall order you to
stand out in front of the class.”

“And serve you jo‘%"e" right, you
cat !” muttered Clara Treviyn. .

“Well, I was only saying—" Lydia
said loudly. .

“1 am not even slightly interested in
what you were saying!” the mistress re-
torted. “Get on with your work.”

“Ratty, eh?” Lydia chuckled to
Freda under her breath, but got on with
her work, only to receive the mistress’
attention ten minutes later. |

o “?dia, you were talking again—"

“Well, I was only saying—"

“You have no right to say anything in
class,” Miss Charmant informéd her
sharply. “I have warned you, Lydia,
until T am tired. Now come out. Stand
in front of my desk, with your back to
the Form.”

Lydia shrugged. She lounged out of
he class. While Miss Charmant worked
on the blackboard and the Fourth
settled down again, Lydia, her -eyes
gleaming, picked up Miss Charmant’s
silver pencil and hurriedly rammed it
into her pocket. For five—ten minutes,
there was silence. Then—

“Lydia,” you may go back to your
place,” Miss Charmant said.

“Thank you,” Lydia answered.

“And do not let me hear from you
again.” =

“Thank you,” Lydia repeated, and
took the silver pencil from her pocket,
making a movement with it in her han
g0 that the mistress could not fail to see

it. Then she turned.
“Lydia—>" Miss Charmant called
sharply.

“Yes, Miss Charmant?”

“What have you in your hand?”

“This?” Lydia looked at it. “ It's a
silver pencil,” she said, .

THE SCHOULGIKL

“Vou took it from my desk¥* Miss
Charmant accused. = o

The whole Form looked up.  Lydia’s
face broke into_a sulky smirk.- ,

“Well, what if I did?” she asked.

“That pencil,” Miss Charmant in-
formed her angrily, “is not.. ydur
pr_oEerty, Lydia. Taking a silver ppnf:i]
without permission is tantamount, ‘to
stealing.” . A

Lydia’s eyes flamed. - If she had put
those words into iss * Charmant's
mouth, she could not have receivéd more
satisfaction, Al

“Well,” she said, and. insolently
handed the pencil back, “you ought to
know all about that, of course!” ..

There was an instant, deathl{.salenm.
The nerve,-the utter cheek of the.girl!
- From the back of the class came a
buzzing murmur; from the front a faint
gasp. But the remark was not lost on
Miss Charmant—and once again it
seemed the Formhad proof of her guilty
conscience. Any other mistress would
have instantly sent Lydia to Miss Prim-
rose for that. Miss Charmant, eyein
her uncertainly for an instant, turn
first white, then red.

“Lydia, sit down,” she said un-
steadlI{. ‘ i

“Make her apologise!” Clara cried
furiously.

“Clara—please sit down,” Miss Char-
mant added, and there was a little
quiver in her voice. “I—I—Barbara,
will you please take charg‘? until I come
back?” she added hurriedly, and looked
so white and worried at for one
alarmed moment Babs thought she was
going to faint. “I—I shall only be a
few moments,” she added.

“Yes,” Miss Charmant.”

Babs stepped out. Miss Charmant
hurried from the room. But hardly had
the door closed behind  her than a
rubber, aimed fiercely from Joan Char-
mant’s desk, clumped on'Lydia’s ear.

“Now, you awful cat—" Joan cried.

In a moment Lydia was on her feet.

“Why, you rotten sister of a thiefl—"

“Qh, my hat! Be quiet!” Babs cried.
“ Lydia—Joan—"

“Well, let her a

“Yes, rather!
cat 1”

“Why should I g logise for some-
th;zg that's true?” Lydia furiously
cried. “She pinched my fob!”

“Hear, hear!” cried Freda, and
several of the girls nodded. i
all,” Freda added virtuously, “ you must
admit Lydia’s got some excuse for
grumbling. That fob cost five pounds.”

“But Miss Charmant didn’t steal it 1”
Clara flashed out. i

“Prove it!” jeered Lydia.

“Well, have you proved—"

“Please, please!” Babs pleaded. “Oh,
you geese!” She jum on a desk,
waving her arms. “Girls, girls, please
listen to me——"

But the girls, taking sides now, were
not listening to Babs, Tongues locked
by the presence of Miss Charmant now
broke into hot and wordy warfare.
dozen girls were on their feet. Lydia
was fiercely tearing up her blotting-
paper and rolling it into balls to aim at
Joan Charmant. Joan was darting
across the room.

“You cat!” she cried. “You awful
cat] Just wait! Just—" and she
dived ms the blotter ball left Lydia’s
hands. The ball, whizzing harmlessly

logise !” Clara cried.
o on, apologise, you

d on, shot towards the class-room door

just as it came open. And then—
Just as Joan reached Lydia, there
came an electrifying voice.
“Bless my soul—"
«“Oh crumbs, Miss Primrose!” Babs
gasped. ¥ _
Miss Primrose it was—a Miss Prim-
rose, morcover, who was in the act of

£
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b THAT pencil is not’ your property, Lydia,’’ said Miss Charmant
permission is tantamount to stealing. Lydia’s eyes gleamed.
-to know all about that, of course |’

rubbing her cheek where Lydia's
blotter bali had struck. Her eyes
gleamed.

“Barbara, get off that desk! Get
back to your places, al' of you! How
dare you?t How dare you? Where is
Miss Charmant?”

“QSho—she's gone out of the room,
Miss Pip-Primrose,” Babs stuttered.

“That is most apparent,” Miss Prim-
rose said starchily. *“Where has she
one 7

“#J—I dud-don’t know.”

“And she left you in charge?”

“Yes, Miss Primrose.”

“I cannot congratulate rou, Barbara,
upon your handling of the Form,” Miss
Primrose said tartly. “Go back to
your place. At the same time,” she
added angrily, “I cannot congratulate
the Form upon its behaviour as soon as
a mistress’ back is turned. This is a
class-room not a bear garden; and to
help you to remember the fact you
will all reassemble in it for one hour’s
(tetell'ltion immediately after dinner to-
day

“Aabel Lynn, go and fetch Mary
Buller. _As you are so incapable of
maintaining order during your mistress’
ahsence, perhaps you will behave more
fike the young ladies you are sup}:oscd
to be under the eyes of a prefect.”

The Fourth TForm groaned. It
smarted. An hour's detention—on such
a glorious day as this! An hour’s
detention, when they had a ecricket
match on against the Lower Fifth!

“QOh, my hat!” muttered Clara.
“Lydia, you cat—"

“Rats!” It wasn’t my fault!” hissed
Lydia. “If that thief hadn’t pinched
my fob, it never would have hap-
pened.l)

“Qilence!” Miss Primrose said.
“Lydia, take an extra hundred lines!”

Lydia glowered. Bat then Mary
Buller came in. Miss Primrose left,
whilé Mary, with rather a grim glint in
her eyes, settled down to take charge.
Ten minutes later, Miss Charmant, stiil

looking pale but somewhat relieved,
enter: the -room. Dead silence
greeted her appearance.

After that little more was heard from
the warring elements of the Fourth
¥orm, though everyone, stunned at the
loss of the first hour of the afternoon,

was gloweringly siient. Some blamed
Lydia; but there was no doubt that the
fundamental cause of all their woes was
Miss Charmant.

The atmosphere, in consequence, was
far from pleasant; and perhaps Miss
Charmant, sensing the hostility, was un-
usually stiff an thin-lipped as the
morning wore on.

Break at last came—to everyone's
relief. Immediately the Fourth were
in the corridor, Lydia was surrounded.

_ She set her teeth.

“Well, it isn't fair,” she said—“it
isn't fair! If Primmy knew what we
were rowing about, perhaps she
wouldn’t have come down on us. I'm
going to write to Primmy and tell
her 1”

“Lydia, you're not?” Babs cried.

“1 amI”

“But look here, you idiot—"

“Rats! I'm going to write to her,”
Lydia stated obstinately. “I won't see
her—she would only tell me to clear
out without listening. But she’ll have
to read a note. Why should the
Charmer stick to my fob? Why should
we all be gated because she’s turned
thief? I'm going!”.

“But—"".

“Rats!” .

And Lydia, with Babs, Mabs, Leila
Carroll, and Rosa Rodworth at her
heels, stormed off to her study. She
reached it. Babs caught her arm.

i idia-—" “she cried frantically.
“TLook here, listen to reason—"

“Bosh!” Lydia retorted, she
opened the door. o

Babs set her lips. Not if che knew
it was Lydia going to write to Miss
Primrose. Not if she could help it was
the mischief-making snob of the Fourth
going to have her way.

As Lydia went into the room, Babs,
and Mabs, and Leila, and Rosa stepped
after her. Lydia glared. L
“#T,00k here, get out!” she cried; and
then, seeing something on the table,
started. “Why,” she cried, “what's
that?”

No need to ask what it was. There
it lay, glinting and glistening for all
to sce. 1t was Lydia’s gold fob.

“Well, what about losing it now?"”
cried Mabs triumphantly.

“But—but—" Lydia’s face was a
study. “I did lose 1t! It was stolen !

and

angrily. - ‘‘ Taking a silver pencil without
““Well,"”” she said insolently, * you ought
There was a deathly silence.

Oh my hat!” she cried. “I see it!
Can't you see it, either, you ninnies?
The Charmer’'s put it back! That's
why she went out of the room this
morning—"

The girls looked at her.

“But if,” Rosa objected, “she meant
to steal it—"

“ Which,” Lydia said triumphantly,
“was what she did mean to do. Isn't
it plain? The last time I saw this it
was in her bag. She meant to stick
to it. She meant to keep it. She never
thought, perbaps, that I'd kick up &
shindy about it. Now that I have, she
got the wind up and put it back—"

“Meaning,” Babs said, “that all the
time she didn’'t know it was yours?”

“Meaning what you like!” Lydia
sniffed, but her eyves narrowed.
“ Whether she knew it belonged to me
or not, that doesn’t alter the fact thas
she’s been sticking to it,” she said.
“And that doesn’s alter the fact that
she’s still a thief!”

News from Diana!
« HERE must—thera

r must be some ex-

: Elannt.ion »  Bar-
) ara Redfern said

L. ‘ desperately. :

' “Hum!? Clara Trevlyn
grumbled gloomily.

“The Charmer would never have
taken that fob.”

“Qh, for goodness' sake, let's hear
the last of that beastly fob!" Janet
Jordan said irritably. “I'm fed up
with it. ‘The question is, secing the
afternoon’s completely messed up, what
are we going to do?” e X

Most of the Fourth was asking itself
that question. ¥ .

Tor the Fourth- had just been dis-
missed after its hour’s detention.

Half-past three in the afternoon, as
Flora Cann of the Lower Fifth pointed
out, was no time fo_start a game of
cricket, especially with the. evenings
drawing in so rapidly. So ra, in
that light-hearted way of , had
fixed up a match with the Upper
Fifth—which match was  now being

laved off on Senior Side, while Babs
E Co. gloomily watched.
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Everybody, like Janet, was heartily
tick of Lydia's fob. But the danger
lay in the fact that the Form, as a
whole, was heartily disgusted with Miss
Charmant. Lydia, of course, had lost
no time in spreading the story of the
return of that fob. It seemed pretty
olvious to everyone that the thing had
been in Miss Charmant’s possession all
the time. A half-holiday completely
messed up was not a thing likely to be
forgiven.

‘Babs bit her lip. Despite her lpf:lty,
_ she felt her doubts growing back on

her. Also, like the others, she was at
a loose end. It was too late for a walk,
the tennis courts had all been collared,
and the Third Form, grabbing Junior
Side, were embarked upon a match, so
that even cricket practice was out of the

question. Apart from that, the Fifth
Form crickes was not of a spectacular
variety.

“Woll, what are we going to do?”
Bessie asked plaintively. “1 vote, you
know, we go into Friardale and have
tea. Anybody got any money?”

Nobody had. Babs & Co. had con-
tributed most of theirs to Miss Prim-
yose's birthday present.

“Well, what about borrowing some?”

Bessie added. “Babs, Diana's got
plenty. You ask her!”

“Qh, stulf !” Babs said, and shook her
head. 'Then suddenly she tensed.
“ Hallo !"” she whispered. “Here's the
Charmer. And—I say, look at the

rir] I

They all twisted round. Sute enough,
it was Miss Charmant who was striding
up the drive. By her side walked a
girl—a girl with a good-looking, though
rather sulky; face

“T say, that’s the girl we saw at the
Cliff Cross Restaurant !” Mabs breathed.
“The one who——"

“Yes,” Babs said. She cast a warning
look at her chum. “I wonder——" she
breathed, and broke ®ff.

For the girl they all recognised at
once as the girl from whose handbag
that glittering ring had been stolen.
What was she doing in Miss Charmant’s
company ? I’erhad: , Babs thought, it
had something to with the ring?

Afiss Charmant, hurrying, cast a look
towards them.

“ Hallo, she’s coming here!” Clara
said.

But she was wrong. For a moment
the mistress’ step faltered. Then, with
a quick look at the girl by her side, she
walked on. :

“Wonder who that girl is?” mused
Clara. 3 2

They all wondered that, feeling a
little ~mystified. _Strange that they
should find the Charmer in company
with the very girl linked with that in-
explicable incident at Cliff Cross. They
watched ns girl and mistress dis-
appeared into the school. Then Margot
Lantham strolled along.

“Hallo! Whos the Charmer’s
friend ? she asked curiously. *“EKnow
her, Babs?”

o ‘.\"9," Babs said, a little shortly. “Do

“Not from Eve!” Margot laughed.
“The Charmer didn’t seem anxious that
anyone should, either. I was in Big
Hall when she came in; she shot the
girl into her study as if she was going
to cane her, or something. But, 1 say,
what a life!” she sighed. * Arnybody
like to.join me in an ice at the tuck-
shop? ~ I've just received a postal
order.”

“Oh, good! -I'm your girl!” Bessie
said at once.

Margot laughed. Babs & Co. bright-
ened a little. Eating ices at Margot's

expense was a_dixersion, .at least. and
gladly they all flocked off.

For haif an hour they remained there,
talking and eating. Girls drifted into
the shop. and out again, and presently
they saw Miss Charmant with her girl
friend hurrying past the door.

“Ac(harmer looks worried !” Margot
commented “Babs, you dom’t think
there’s anything in Lydia's yamm, do

you #?

“No,” Babs said—but said it so
ﬁercel’y that Margot positively jumped.
“I—Fm sorry !” she stammered. “I—I
dign’t mean to jump on you like that.
But come on ! she added. “It’s nearly
tea-time. Let's get going!”

They. “got going.” _ Back into the
school ‘they | went. Diana Royston-
Clarke, mecting them as they tramped
up the,stairs, stopped.

"(3;]3' Babs, can I have a word with

“What about?” Babs asked.

“Well, the Charmer!” And Diana,

looking round, paused as she saw that
Lydia Crossendale, appearing tound the
end of the passage at the top of the
stairs, had stopped. “I think, if you
don’t mind, I'd rather talk to you in my
study,” she said.
. Babs nodded. Margot, who had been
invited to Study No. 4 to tea, went
along with Bessie and Mabs. As soon
as Diana’s study was reached, Babs
closed the door, unaware, however, that
Lydia, a queer gleam in her eyes, was
stealthily creeping up the corridor.

“Well, what is it7” Babs asked,
staring directly at the Firebrand. “ Wait
a minute, though! the first place,
do you believe this yarn cbout the
Charmer

“Well, no. At least, I didn’t! But
now—— Oh, Babs, I hope I'm dream-
ing, but I'm dashed if I know what to
believe! It was about ten minutes ago.
I came into this room——"

«“ "a ?”

« And—and there was the Charmer—
at my desk !” Diana said. “One drawer
was open, and she was fumbling in 1t
She blurted something—I was too sur-
prised to hear what—and then left the
room. Just now *—Diana paused, -eye-

ing the captain of the Fourth queerly—
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“just now I came to look for my silver
wa‘tich. which I'd left in that drawer,
m AT ]

“And it—it was?” Babs asked, her
own breath almost stopping™ as she
voiced the words.

“Gone !” Diana said simply.

Blankly they stared at mﬁ other.

Neither of them heard the faint
chuckle which cime from the pariially
opened door. Neither of them was
aware that a figure, cheeks flaming
with excitement, was speeding along
the corridor towards the Fou Torm
Common-room.

That ﬁiure was Lydia Crossendale’s,
and she had overheard alk ¥

“Babs, you—you don’t think——"
Diana asked.

“No!” Babs said. “No!” she re-
peated, but the words seemed to be
wrung from her. “Diana, don’t—don’t
say anything about this!”

Diana shengged. !

“T wasn't intending to,”” she said. g |

may be a bad egg in a good many
ways, but I like the Charmer. Queer,
though, isn't 1t1” .
_ It was more than queer. Her brain
in a whirl, Babs went along to {"tudy
No. 4, where tea was already prepared ;
but hardly had she sat down to the
meal when there was an interruption.
M‘I‘.ll‘iel Bont.‘l, came in.

ha——

“Well?” Babs asked .

“0Oh, it’s rottem—beaa!.l{l Dut—but 1
think you ought to_know Lydia's
latest. She says that Miss Charmant's
stolen Diana’s silver watch1”

“What ?” cried Mabs. X

“ And who,” Babs asked, breathing a
little heavily, “told her that?”

“Well, she said she heard it: and
Diana came in in the middle of it. She
wouldn’t say anything at first, but

when she was pressed she blurted it
out. There’s a dickens of a fuss in the
Common-room.”

Babs rose. Tea was forgotten then—
except by Bessie Bunter. As Babs went
out, Mabs, Clara, Janet, and Margot
followed her, Muriel bringing up the
rear.

Signs of commotion in the Common-
room were not wanting as they ap-
proached that apartment. Lydia, once
, had got the Form by
the ears.

They arrived to find Lydia, her face
white with fury, and Jean Cartwright,
the lanky Scottish Junior, in the midst
of a furious argument. Fully half the
Form were grouped behind Lydia; the
rest—aud a very poor rest—behind Jean.

Of Diana, however, there was no sign.
Neithe: rhaps fortunately—was Joan
Sheldon Charmant there either.

“It’s a lie I’ Jean was flaming.

“I’s the truth!” Lydia hit back.
“ And, seeing it’s the truth, it's about
time we did something about it] It's
coming to something when we can’t
trust our own Form-mistress I”

« And who,” Babs questioned, coming
forward, “says wo can’t irust hert>

«1 do!” Lydia cried. “We all do!”
she added, with a glance at her fol-
lowers. “ You're Form captain, and it's
about time you a leadl We—"

She broke off suddenly as the door
behind Babs opened, and into _the
room, very pale of face, stepped Miss
Charmant.

For a moment there was deathly
silence. Miss Charmant gazed round the
room. One swift, ‘Eane!.;ntm stare she
sent towards Lydia, and then fa

abs.
S e - gockals, gl b
“Wat your ets, girls!” mut-
tered Frances Frost. “Mind— Owl!
Wow !” she yelled.
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“Frances, what is the matter?” Miss
Charmant asked.

“Clara kicked my ankle ! g

%(Clara, please refrain from being
clumsy ! said_the mistress; and Clara
crimsoned. “Barbara, I eame to speak
to you asbout the collection money.
Have you got it all in yet?” i

“Nun-no, Miss Charmant,” Babs said.
i I—,-,I‘ve still got six or seven girls to

“Then,” Miss Charmant said, “would
vou mind seeing them as soon as pos-
sible, Barbara? I have been asked on
the phone by the shopkeeEer if we will
take delivery of the bookcase as soon
as possible. Agpnrently, he is selling-up
his business, which is one of the reasons
why we have been able to obtain the
article so cheaply. I can leave that to
you, Barbara?”

“0Oh, yes, Miss Charmant 1”

_“And’you will see me—when? About
six o'clock, say 7"

"“Yes, Miss Charmant.” }

Miss Charmant nodded. She smiled
at Babs, but it was noticeable that she
did not look at any other girl in the
room as she went out. The door closed.
Lydia burst into a scoffing eneer.

“Qh, little fly, come into my parlour,
said the old spider, and don’t forget
to bring your money-bags with you, so
that I can pinch them ! What an invita-
tion! What's the amswer, girls? Why,
that she means to snaffle the lot!”

Babs took an impulsive step forward.

“The answer,” she said, “is this!”
‘And her eyes flashed as her hand swept
round, and Lydia gave a gasp as she
was thrust into the midst of her
followers. “Now keep your rotten
remarks to vourself! Come on, Clara!
Come on, all of you!” i

“But, look here—" Lydia hooted,
and gasped es, rushing forward, Clara
pushed her back. “Oh, mum-my hat!
Here, listen to me!” i
But nobody was listening to Lydia.

Crisis!
[{3 OW much?” Clara
Trevlyn asked.
“Ten pounds
four shillings,” re-
plied Barbara Redfern.
“Pretty good — what?”
Jemima Carstairs beamed. “ Jolly good !
What-ho! Did the dear old Charmer
say anything, Babs?” 2

Babs shook her head. It was six-thirty
that night, and she had just returne
from Miss Charmant’s study after hand-
ing over the remainder of the fund
which had been collected for Miss Prim-
rose’s birthday present.

% She—she only said what a nice sum
it was, and—and how well we'd col-
lected,” she said. “Not a word about
anything else.”

“ But she looks worried,” Mabel Lynn
opined. 3

“Qure! Worried to death!” Leila

Carroll agreed gloomily.

The chums themselves were looking
worried enough. Incredible as it was,
it seemed no longer possible now to
believe that Miss Charmant was not the
thief Lydia had accused her of being.
Why, if thers was an explanation of
bet actions, did she not speak out?

Supposing—as it must do if it were
not checked—the scandal which was now
running like wildfire through the school
came to Miss Primrose’s ears?

Opinion in the Fourth, long since
divided, now threatened to split the
¥orm into two camps. The latest
development over Diana's watch had
gathered half a dozen fresh supporters
of Lydia Crossendale. Even those who
still ~ championed the Charmer—those
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who still, in spite of their own common
sense, stuck up for her—felt a weaken-
ing in their purpose every time they
thought of that. If Miss Charmant
wasn't a thief, what funny sort of game
was she playing? Was there, in fact,
any other explanation save the one that
appeared on the surface?

Several times that evening there were
fierce, wordy conflicts in the studies and
the corridors of the Lower School. In
the dormitory that night there was
almost another fullsized row. Next
morning Lydia was up before anyone
else, and Babs wondered at the
triumphant smirk on her face when she
saw her after breakfast. She was soon
to know. )

The smirk was fully explained when
in class, after Miss Charmant turned
the blackboard which should have con-
tained the map of China on which the
class was working, she tottered. back
with a little gasp, her face turning
deathly white.

Tor the map of China had been
crased. On the board,  in sweeping
great letters, was written:

“WE DON'T WANT THIEVES AT
CLIFF HOUSE!”

By Hilda Richards %

_There was a momentary,
silerice. Babs' face flamed.

Miss Charmant. stood -looking at the
blackboard. Then slowly she turned;
slowly her eyes singled -out Lydia.~ She

painful

said:

“Lydia, stand up !”

Lydia st up. :

“Did you write this?” Miss. Charmant
asked. 3 FYE - 5

“Why,” Lydia demanded, “should I
have written it?”" )

“] am aware,” Miss Charmant said
steadily, “that you are conducting some
sort of vendetta against me, Lydia.
really think, before it goes any further,
that its cause should be cleared up.
supposc this comes of losing your foh?”

Everybody held their breath. The
Fourth felt that the clash between
accuser and accused had come at last.

“Somebody in this school stole that
fob !” Lydia said :Fitefully.

“You're sure that, Lydia, even ’
though,” Miss Charmant saidy, “the fob
has been returned?”

“How did you kmow that?” Lydia
asked quickly.

“J have just said that I have heard
things,” Miss Charmant repeated. “I
do not go about with my eyes and ears
closed. Whatever your suspicions, Lydia,
vou have no right to voice them without
proof. There are such things, you know,
as mistaking another’s intentions, Now,”
Miss Charmant added, “you will come
and erase this from the board! For
vour action you will redraw the map of
China which was on it, and, for being
wilfully insolent, you will write out two
hundred {imes: ‘I must not let malice
govern my actions and my thoughts.
Quickly ! she added, with an altogether
new ring in her voice.

Lydia glsred. For a moment she
clenched her hands.

“ And—and supposing I don’t rub it
out ?”

“Then,” Miss Charmant said clearly.
“T shall have no alternative but to call
in Miss Primrose. Either you obey me,
Lydia, or be reported to Miss Prim-
rosze. X

There was a sigh in the room. Babs

& Co. looked at each other. For tha
first time they smiled, bright-eyed.
trinmphant. = Whatever appearances

might say, whatever they mght think,
here was the Miss Charmant they liked
and loved—Miss Charmant meeting
challenge for challenge and yet, even
though so dreadfully l;;ersecuted, still
meting out mercy with justice. Was
that a thief who had spoken? Was it a
thief who could have met Lydia on
her own ground like that?”

Lydia scowled. It was one thing to
provoke trouble in the Fourth—another
thing to bring Miss Primrose into it.
After all, Lydia had no definite proof.

She stepped oubt.  Shakingly she
erased the offensive message.

Peace—a rather wondering but still
conflicting peace—fell upon the class-
room oOnce more.

There were no more incidents thas
morning. Babs .& Co., happy and
buoyant, felt confidence returning. But
puzzlement was added to. that con-
fidence when, just before dinner, they
met Diana Royston-Clarke.

“Funny,” Diana frowned. “Jolly
funny. But—you know told you
about my watch yesterday, Babs?”

‘lYes..-’ »

“Well, I—I went to my drawer just
now and—and there it was.”

“You mean it—it's been returned?”
Babs asked.

“YCS.”

Babs drew a deep breath. Curious.
But again was that the action of a

(Continued on page 14)
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DO you just adore * dressing up ™ ?
My mother was saying the other

day " that when she and all her
many brothers and sisters were small,
they would often spend a Saturday after-
noon in the loft, going through their
mother’s trunks and boxes. .

And, my goodness, the treasures they
would find 1

Lace fichus and feather fans. Velvet
gowns, with skirts like tea-cosies. And
hats the size of numbrellas—almost.

There would be black net mittens and
satin slippers.

So no wonder they all had such good
times !

“ Girls don’t geem to play as they used
to,” mother finished up reminiseently.

“No, mother pet, because modern

mothers don’t have as many clothes and .

loard them like your mother and grand-
mother did,” I reminded her sweetly.

ﬁ\t which, mother opened her eyes quite
wide.

“Do you know, Pat, that had never
occurred to me before ! she said.

And yet mother wouldn’t dream of
saving any of her clothes. She always
turns them out for the local * jumble
sale,

The chief treasures in our loft are some
rather hideous ornaments which I believe
were wedding presents to mother—though
to me they look as if they were won at a
fair —and some very hefty ourtains,
yards and yards of them, which mother
can’t bear to get rid of and which she is
sure will  come in useful some day.”

So now you see why your Patricia
never spent her time as a small girl
“ dressing up,” don’t you ? Because there
was nothing to dress up in (if you can
forgive such an awkward sentence, ending
with two prepositions !).

As a matter of fact, T much preferred
to be out of doors, for I had a lovely
sand-pit, and there was also a tap for the
garden hose, where I could fll jugs and
any old thing with water.

And you know how small people love
to puddle about with water, don’t you ?

But this love of * dressing-up ' which
mother apparently had so strongly is by
no means absent from the family.

For example, there is nothing I like
better than to trot round and see my
vich friend, Esme. Very soon we dash up
to her lovely white-and-pink bed-room and
Iia!h:;m all her ngw c:lot.f es.] 5 &

re we nd a perfectly happy hour,
just tryingspc?n," i.npfront. of ﬂfep mirror.
At least, I do the “trying on "—hats,
frocks, coats, and even shoes—while Esme
does the ‘admiring—or the opposite !

Then, when she comes to see me, just
the reverse takes place, with your Patricia

# "[HE SCHOOLGIRL
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understanding. With

Pairicia is a friend indeed—young, charming and
a delightfully
of knowing just the sort of things
YOU, she gives you each
: suggestions on all sorts of schoolgirl topics.

which appeal to

week the most helpful

making the ‘‘ runiing commen-
taliy *’on Esme as a mannequin.

know girls are supposed to
be the only ones who like. this
dressing-up idea.

But you should just have heard the
excitement when my young brother Heath
(Heatherington in full) was presented with
a *“ Red Injin *’ outfit.

Ie'll stand like a model of virtue while
on:g:ieca of frippery after another of this
is adjusted—though you dare ask him to
stand still just a second while you brush
his hair !

That’s very different ! .

And when the complete "disguise is
effected, from feather-tips to moogaained
feet, he goes dashing off to his wigwam,
shouting, * Thank you, squawl ! ’—the
last word being a mix-up between squaw
and tomahawk, I suspect !

@ The School Bell

Perhaps those of you who're not startin,
school for a week yet won't be too pl
with me if I mention the *school bell
and brm% you out of your holiday dreams.

But when I tell you that this particular
“ school bell ** is a penwi
you'll be more interested.

You can make it in a twinkling, and it
will look very jolly fastened by a drawing-
pin 'to the side of
your school desk,
(Or aren’t you al-
lowed to stick draw-
ing-pins in your
desk 1)

The “bell” is
made of two pieces
of thick, dark mat.
erial. (A scrap from '’
an old school tumic
or even school =
bloomers would do very well.) You eut
these pieces to @ bell shape and sew them
together at the tog.

A second row of stitching makes a slot
through which you can slip a spare pen
for emergencies and exam-time.

Sew a bone or brass curtain ring to the
top of the bell for hanging it up and a
bead to the bottom to represent the

£ clappe_r.’.!
® Famous Girl Guides

I wonder how many of you know to
which Girl Guide patrol Princess Elizabeth
and Princess Margaret Rose belong.

1 expect you've heard, but possibly
you've forgoften, so I’ll just remind

ou.
L Princess Elizabeth belongs to the King-
fisher Company — that's quite easy to
remember, isn't it ?

Her small sister—who is still a Brownie
—is a member of the Leprechaun Patrol,
. Now it wouldn’t surprise me in
least if you weren't quite certain what &

r, then perhaps

Leprechaun is, so I'll tell you, then ysu
can tell your chums when they ask !

A Leprechaun is a sort of spirte or elf,
but not a young one—an old one, more
like a gnome, perhaps. ,

And in prenouncing the word you have
to forget the “ch™ and call it just an
“h * instead to yourselves.

So that it should sound like
* Joprehawn.”
clear ‘now ?

@ A Simple Trimming

You who may not be very good at
difficult sYalli.ng or grammar are quite
likely real experts when it comes to
needlework lesson.

So I'm sure you know exactly what
bias binding is !

But did you know you can buy this in
the shops, all ready pressed for use ?

‘Well, you most
certainly can, and
if {(ou have an
early autumn
frock which you
think would look
a bit smarter for
a spot of eolour,
I would like you
to buy yourself a
card of “bias
bindin%.“ *And do
remember that
there are all sorts
of pretty colours to choose from.

f you stitch this binding around the
edges of collars, cuffs, and pockets of &
plain dress, it honestly would surprise
you how new it would appear.

Anyhow, if the idea appeals to you, but
seems just a spot ambitious for you to
tackle on your own, just mention it to
!}aln?ther. I'm sure she’d approve—and

elp.

@ A Big Secret

Oh, just before T say good-byoe I really
must tell {(;l‘l about a per-fect-ly glo-ri-ous
surprise that is coming next Saturday in
this favourite paper of ours.
I would tell you more, but I've been
“ gworn to secrecy 2 until next Saturday
—but I’ll promise to tell you all then, my
f8.
PeMeanwhﬂe, it would eertainly save your
friend the newsagent from being buried
under an avalanche of ve:;? intrigued
schoolgirls next Saturday if you ran
round to him now and asked him to save

ou your copy—just to make sure of
%eing one of the first in the know !

Your friend,

R e
fafuct
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THOSE PRECIOUS  SUMMER - DRESSES

It will soon be time to pui away your lovely "summer clothes for

a winter resi—unless

you decide that with a litile alteration they

can be worn through the cold weather.

I'I"S a very tragic thought, but I'm afraid
it must be faced. .
Very soon now those lovely summer
dresses of yours—your sun- , your
very-best frock, your play-luia, oh, all of
them—will not suitable to wear, for
October is approaching. And away they
will have to go until next summer.

But before they actually land up in the
trunk in the loft, I do want you to examine
them all very carefully and consider
possibilities.

That best summer frock, for
example, which you wore to that birthday

yarty—wouldn’t that make a useful
v 'ER party frock ?

I'm quite sure it would, and it seems
such a pity not to wear it.

Let's just see what can be done to it
to make it a little more suitable for winter
party wear. )

Bands of narrow velvet round the short
sleeves would look bm nice, ially
if there were more round the neck
or collar to match. Then three rows of
velvet on the belt would just eomplete the
picture and quite take away a too-
summery look.

A posy of artificial flowers at the waist
is always a bright idea too—but that, of
course, can wait till party-time is here.

A USEFUL PETTI .

Now that sunbathing frock. I've an
idea it’s going to be definitely too tight
and too small for yon before next year, if
you go on growing at this rate.

So what about turning it into a useful
petti ? Yes, it may be brightly atterned
—bnt the smart shops are full of very
costly pettis with the most vivid designs
all:r over l:l!:lam !

t wo require ver
to change it. %ou col
straps a bit narrower,
course, remove the belt.

about all.

Worn under autumn frock this
would do you really good service, for, as
vou know, pettis always help a woolly
frock to ** ha.n; * well.

Next, there’s that fluttery voile frock
which you liked so much. Yes, it was

LOOKING AFTER

kT
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little alteration
d cult;a the ahoté]deli-_
rhaps, and, o
1M;iut. th’st. seems

Just a word about éhose very quiet
peis which ask so little that they're
" sometimes forgollen—goldfish. £5%. .

pretty, wasn’t it? But then, perhaps
yvou've had it two years v and
by next year you'll be a bit tired of it.

So what can you do to get more wear out

of it now ?

I know. What sbout wearing it as a
blonse under your week-end skirt.

That's one notion.

Or you can cut the skirt off and thread
elastic throngh the waist and make a
fascinating * top * to wear with pyjama
trousers !

Yes, all are possibilities—but only if
your clothes have already been well and
truly worn.

CARE FOR NEW CLOTHES

If they were mostly new this year then

you must certainly do no choﬁ?ing about.
ead, they must all be laid away as
carefullyas dmamma’sbridal dresswas.

But it's simply fatal to put clothes away
if they are a spot grubby ; you know that,
don’t you ?

Any stain or mark, however slight now,
will more deeply engrained in the
precious material after a long rest.

So there’s lots of washing in store for

you.
Silk ents should be washed quickly,
allowed to get half-dry and should then be

ironed. If they get quite dry and are then
damped down again, this often causes
shrinking.

Cotton garments may be treated a little
less reverently, for they wash like the
well-known ‘“‘rag,” of course—and still
come up radiant and blooming.

But woollies—and among these I include
your bathing suit, if you are not an
all-the-year-round swimmer—should be
washed as carefully as the most glamorous
Eastern silks.

WASHING WOOLLIES

First you should let just a little very
hot water hi:to a btqwl, ?;::. then add a

nerous ing of mo s pet soap-
ge Swisg these around ptg mnl?e
sure all are melted, and then add cooler
water, so that finally the water in ONLY
JUST warm—just as it should be for a
baby’s bath, in fact.

AVEN'T you noticed how fashio:
And I’m not surprised, either,

First, their bowl.
Most people prefer the square tank

bowls, for various reasons.

%a.nh.) Butl. whi:ail::hvar ou 3
ig na possible, and_that is plent;
Water-plants in the goldfish bowl

o; n to the water,
Ii":g(‘laha.l:xging the fish

The simplest way of doing

MEAL-TIME TREATS
Goldfish also like a change of diet,
Well, now and give
maearoni is

expected to catch the worms |

nable goldfish are becoming as pets?
for they are such decorative creatures
e trouble or expense to their owners.
This should be as large as you ean
Sh%%:r I::‘owadays—-and certainly the fish

—and really do.give very littl

like them better than the globe-shaped
All the same, I do realise that some families prefer
(Tt may be the expense of a new one, or it may be
that the family cat gets too keen on fishing with his
have, tank :
of room for the fish. H
ool very pretty indeed, and also the
fish love to swim in and out and around them.
which keeps it fresh and aerated.
 oan be quite a business if you’re not an expert. 3
this is to cateh the fish in a small shrimping net
and place them in an ordinary bowl of water while you rinse out their ** home."

Plunge in the woollies—one at a time—
and knead and qu::z‘e them under the
water. (You coo  experts: who've
tried your hand “at bread-making know
all about “ ing,"” don’t you ?)

Wash them fairly quickly, then squeeze

out most of the soap.
Rinse in clear water—that is the same

temperature as _ before—just warm.
Squeeze—don’t wring—as dry as possible,
and then hang out in the breeze to dry.

Woollies should always be ironed on
the wrong side when dry. Then, before
folding away in that trunk, I want you
to place some “moth-enemy ™ between
the garments.

Lavender is one perfume moths don’t
like. Cloves is another, and camphor is
another. One of the cutest * moth-
enemies " T have seen, is an orange with
cloves stuck into the skin!

AWAY THEY GO

Summery frocks should all be pressed
and folded carefully before they too go
into the summer chest.

Rubber things, like bathing shoes and
bathing caps, should be sprinkled with
boracic powder inside and then have pngev
tucked into them—to prevent the rubber
from * perishing."

When all these precious enis aro
safely in the case, just lay a t or two of
tissue, or laundry paper over the top to

revent dust entering, and then snap the
id down.

You'll know your clothes are clean and
safe there for months. While in your
bed-room{wardrobe there will be so much
room that it wouldn’t surprise me if
mother didn’t ask to borrow a corner !

possibly manage.
to keep the goldfish in
aw from the bigger

or bowl, do please seo that it is as

In addition, plants give

just as we do 11 expect you feed yours  }

ts’ eggs bought in kets, don't you ?
“We g et them bisem% crumbs
well. They daoi.‘;lanﬁny pieces of beef and the yolk
is po) , too, in the goldfish w X
worms—though I'm afraid my goldfish will have to go without

and scrapings from toast as
f egg. Chopped
. garden

world. So also are 4
if I'm

sssssnsasasines

Teans verpees-?



14 “Their Heroine Under Suspicion!”

(Continued from page 11)

thief? Mysterious, baffling, the
Charmer’s conduct—but if she intended
to steal things why, after she had stolen
them, did she return them? What was
the ‘explanation? What was—

Clara, at that moment, came up the
corridor.

“] say, Babs, sce who's arrived
again?” .
“No. Whot”

“The girl that the Tharmer brought
into the school dyeaterday. Bhe's in the
Charmer’s study now, and— Oh,
Babs, Sylvia Sirrett has given me
another five shillings for the presenta-
tion—she had & remittance this
morning ! Shall I hand it to you?”

“Yes, please; I'll take it to Miss
Charmant after dinner,” Babs said.

‘And after dinner she went down to
Miss Charmant’s study, the five
shillings in her hand. She knocked,
received no reply, and knocked again.
Still no reply. Babs, opening the door,
went in, intending to drop the money
into the collection-box which was on
the Charmer’s desk.

The box was there, though Miss
Charmant was not in the room. Babs
wondered for a moment if she had
gone off with the strange girl.

She regarded the box and smiled.
Colly; but that must be heavy by this
time, she thought. She " dropped
Sylvia’s coins into it, and then started
at the hollow wooden sound they set up.

. Babs grabbed up the box and shook
it. er face paled. Except for
Syivia’s coins, there was nothing in it!

What had happened to the money?
Slg)posmg—

h stuff! Babs told herself abruptly.
Stuff!  Miss Charmant had just
changed it into notes, 2
Miss Charmant—and then guiltily she
wheeled, the box still'in her .hand, as
the door opened and the mistress her-
self, with the strangest look on her face
that Babs had ever seen, came into the
room. Like a woman transfixed she
halted as she saw Babs, box in hand.

“Barbara !” she cried. - “What are
you doing with that box?”

Babs blushed to the roots of her hair.
- “J—1 was only’ feeling it," Miss
Charmant. I—I thought—well, after
all—" Babs said, flustered and dis-
comfited. “I—I have & _certain
responsibility in—in the - handling of
this money! I mean I just wanted to
see how much we had.”

“And—and you have looked®” Miss
Charmant asked in a strange voice.

“Nun-no; only felt,” Babs stut-
tered. “But, Miss Charmant, there’s
nothing in the box! Have you changed
the money, then?”

Whiter, if that were possible, the
mistress’ face became.

“Barbara—" she said weakly.

Babs' heart knew a quick, alarmed
stab. In her horror she did not see
the face of Lydia Crossendale staring
through the partly opened window.

Barbara, I—1 can't tell youl

"Thank You All" T

says HILDA RICHARDS

for the many delightful letters received. . ! ; -
Here she replies to just a few of them. | I

BARBARA MALINS (Birmingham).—Thank
vou so much for o sweet little letter, my dear.
You would be in the Upper Third if you went
to Cliff House. I do hope fou'ﬂ enjoy your
holiday at Bournemouth ; cannot imagine
a mnicer place in which to have a good time!
Thank you for your Cliff House suggestion—
1’1l certainly keep it in mind.

CHRISTINA ANDERSON (Angus, Scotland).
—1 was delighted to hear from you again,
Christina. 8o you are Ieumlnﬁ to type ?
Don’t be.d.incourn]fed if you find it diffienlt
at first ; do you know—though perhaps this
should remain a secret—I and pearly all my
fellow authors are very unreliable typists!
There are alwadys‘hu of mistakes in our
manuscripts and letters. Yes, I-answer all
miy readers’ letters myself ; as you say, it is a
heavy task—but I love doing it! Afraid I
haven't space here to reply to your other

uestions. Perhaps you'll repeat them next

e you write, my dear, will you ?

“ LAVENDER * (Suffolk).—You wonld be
in the Lower Third if you went to Cliff House,
* Lavender,” and i\;our brother would be in the
Lower Third if he were at Friardale. I1'll
certainly not forget your story sucgestion.
Thank you so much for it. Write again and
tell me all about yourself, won't you ?

“ JRMA » (New Zealand).—You must be a
very clever sow Rlenon, Irma, to have
written and ac your own plays.
expect you were very thrilled when you went
on tour, too. You would be in the Second
Torm if you went to Cliff House. Yes, I shall
be featuring Mabs frequently in future stories.
‘Write again, won't you, my dear ?

LINDA AND LUELLA LEE (Scotland).—
Thank ‘you both for your very charming little
lletters. Goodness, {ou geem to have ever so
many favourites ab CIff House: but I'll
certainly trivhtoo feature them all whenever I
can. And I will also keep in mind your other
suggestion, regarding the ** Celebrities.” Write
again, won't you, my dear ?

MILLY RIVERSTONE (Liverpool, Lancs).—
.So glad to hear from 50“ l{‘l:‘ly&and to know
i¥you are enjoying my | H. st . 'The story
you read, where ‘Diana was under sentence of

.
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expulsion, originally appeared quite a long
time ago. Later, in another story, Diana was
“ reprieved,” and stayed on in the Fourth,
Marcia Loftus, however, was expelled, and
Stella Stone has since left Cliff House,

ELSIE AGAR (Sunderland).—Thank you for
a sweet little letter, my dear. I cannot put
you in touch With any of those readers who
write to me, owing to office rules—which even
I must obey! So sorry, Elsie! You would
be in the Upper Third, with Doris Redfern
and her chums, if you went to Clff House.
Yes, Bessie has a brother named Billy, at
Greyfriars School. She also has a younger
brother named Sammy. Both brothers are
very stout chaps!

MARIE ENTICENAP (Manor Park).—What
a very nice little letter. And so enthusiastic,
too. But it was just a wee bit short, wasn't
it, Marie ? Next time you write, you must
tell me all about yourself, and what von
think of Cliff House, and so on. I shall look
forward to hearing from you, so please don’t

I forget !

¢ SHEILA ** (St. John's, Newloundland).—
Delighted to hear from you again, Sheila, and
to know you are still enjoying ** Cliff House.”
Miss Keys is Games tress at C.H., and
does not take a Form. You can write to
Miss Melbourne and Miss Chester at this
office, my dear. I'm afraid you will not be
able to get the number of our pager you
mentloned, as it is long since out of print.
Write again, won't you?

BETTY and PAMELA SMITH (Brighton).—So
glad to hear from you both, my dears. I
passed your beauty hint on to Patricia, who
was del{éhted, Betty. She has asked me to
thank you for it. Thank you, Pam, my
dog, Juno, is very well‘, and she sends you
and your sister each a * wool."

THE SCHOOLGIRL

“\fiss Charmant—the money—"

“The—the money ha as gone'"
Miss Charmant gulped. “I—I— No,
will find it! I will, really !” she added.
“Barbara—  Oh, %reat goodness !
How can I say it? Barbara, please,
please say nothmg to anyone about
this—please! I—I - will repay the
money ' somehow.”

Outside Lydia drew a hissing breath.

Without waiting for more, she flew oft
to Miss Primrose. Two minutes later,
while Babs, terribly shaken, was still

with the Form-mistress, Miss Primrose

_strode ‘into the room.

She was accompanied by Lydia.

“Miss Charmant,” she said, and her
eves went from mistress to Torm
captain, “this girl complains that you
have made use of certain funds collected
by the Form. However libellous that
complaint may be, it is my duty as
headmistress to investigate it without
delay. Have you this money

Weakly Miss Charmant tottered to
her feef. Almost in a whisper her
words came.

“No, Miss Primrose !”

The headmistress stared at her.

“Then where is it ?"

“Jt—it has gone.”

Miss Primrose’'s brows came together.

“Miss Charmant, where has it gone !

“J—I am sorry, but—but I cannot
answer that question!” Miss Charmant
rc][;lliecl, and unsteadily gripped at the
table.

—

True Blue, After All!

6« HE'S a thief!”
“No doubt aboug

it1”
“She’s
the Form funds!”
Uproar was in the Fourth

pinched

Form.
For everybody knew now—and a shock
of horror had run thréugh the whole

«chool at the mews. Miss Charmant,
honoured treasurer of the birthday
fund, had appropriated that fund for
her own purposes ! g

Lydia, full of gloating glee, had
made the astounding fact known. Miss
Charmant was shown up at last. Miss
Charmant undoubtedly was a thief.

Lverybody knew, too—thanks to Freda
Terriers listening outside the head-
mistress’ door—that Miss Charmant,
having failed to satisfy Miss Primrose
coricerning the money, had been given
twelve hours in which to replace 1v or
leave Cliff House for ever. )

Clif House hummed. And Lydia
gloated. What a revenge for her!

But there were six girls who did not
join in the general excited chatter. -
Those six, led by Barbara Redfern, were
Babs herself, Mabs, Janet, Clara,
Marjorie Hazeldene, and Leila Carroll.

They, at the moment Lydia was
thrilling in her triumph, were standing
outside Miss Charmant’s door.

Not two minutes ago Miss Charmant,
with a face like paper, had walked into
that room after her visit to the head-
mistress.

“There's some explanation—there
must be!” Babs cried. “We've got to
ask her! We've just got to help her!
It can't be true! She shan’t go!”

“Hush!” Clara muttered, with a
choke in her voice. “Here she comes.”

T'or the door of Miss Charmant’s room
had opened. Still with that deathly
pallor in her cheeks, Miss Charmant
had emerged. But she emerged with
her chin tilted, her head held high.

One glance she cast towards the group
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of girls, and made as if to stride on.
But Babs, with breaking heart, caught
at her sleeve.

_“Miss Charmant—please, please il
she _pleaded. “Miss Charmant, we've
heard—we know ! There’s some mistake
—some dreadful mistake! Miss Char-
mant, can’t we help—please 1”

The features of the mistress sofiened,

“Barbara, thank you—but no!” she
said, and gently removing Barbara's
arm she hurriedfy walked on. The six
eyed each other. - =

“Well—" Clara said.

“Well7” Babs flared round on her.
“Well,” she passionately demanded,
“are we going to stand here like a set
of nmnies—-doin% nothing? Are we
going to stand by while perhaps the
Charmer’s heading for the sack?”

“But what,” Leila demanded, “can
we do?”

“Help her |” Babs cried. “Help her!
Oh, she doesn’t want it, I know! Bui
she's going to have it! Look! She's
gone out! You can bet your boots she’s
gone out in such a tearing hurry because
of this theft business ! Well, if she won’s
let us help her of her own accord, we'll
help her on our own! And the first
thing,” Babs said, “is to_follow her
anhd find out where she’s going !” :

“Phew !” whistled Janet,

“Come on |"”

They blinked. But Babs, in that
desperate mood, was irresistible. Not
for nothing was she leader of the Fourth

Form. Almost without realising it, the
chums followed her. Miss Charmant
had sped into the road now. They saw
ber climbing on to a Courtfield bus.

“wWe'll catch the next,” Babs said.
“It'll be along in two minutes.”

That was true. For on Courtfield
Market Day the bus service ran double.
Hardly had Miss Charmant’s bus
disappeared than the relief came along,
and before they had reached Courifield
had almost caught up the first one.
Only half a minute behind the first bus,
it stopped at Courtfield Market-place.

“Took! There’s Miss Charmant—
getting out,” Babs said. *‘She's making
towards St. Mary’s Lane. Come on!”

They
walkin,
her. apidly she crossed the square,
plunging into the mnarrow, hedge-
trimmed lane whose name Babs had
mentioned.

The chums followed. They reached the
end of the lane.

“Walk behind the hedge,” Babs
said. “If she looks round, she won't
spot us then.”

It was an idea they were all quick
to appreciate, and, sheltered by the
hedge, they trailed along in the grass

almost soundlessly. Then suddenly
there came an exclamation from Miss
Charmant.

“ Kunice |” she called.

“Hal-lo!” breathed Clara.

They stood, peering through
hedge.

And then, prepared as they were for
some surprise, they all blinked. Twenty
yards up the lane was a girl. She
started violently as she heard her name,
‘and, twisting round, stared for a momeng
at the mistress; took a pace backward
as_though contemplating flight; then,
sulkily, came to a standstill. Tt was the
mystery girl Miss Charmant had on two
occasions brought to the school |

“ Eunice ” Miss Charmant hurried up
to her, * Eunice, you bad, you wicked
girl1” she cried. “That you could have
let me down so after promising to go
straight] Eunice, what have you done
with the money you took from the
collecting-box in my study?”

the

scampered off. Miss Charmant, ',
rapidly, did not look behind

‘The chums almost jumped.

“J—I didn't take it!” Eunice said
sullenly. -

“ Eunice, please—no more lies 1” Miss
Charmant’s face was grim now. “I
have stood by you long enough! I have
given you too many chances! At the
school they think 1 am the thief—not
Eoul This time you have gone too far,

owever | I want that money !”

“T tell you,” Eunice said.again, “I
haven't got it1”

The chums blinked bewilderingly,
wonderingly at each other.

“No?” Miss Charmant’s lips curled
contemptuously, “You told me you
hadn’t got Miss Wallace’s diamond
ring when I asked you—yet when I
looked in your bag, there it was! You
told me you had not_ stelen Lydia
Crossendale’s fob—but I found it in
your possession and got myself into a
nice old scrape when I was trying to
put it back in Lydia’s pocket in the
dance-hall so that she should never
suppose it had been stolen. You told

BABS

me you hadu’t stolen Diana Royston-
Clarke’s wrist-watch—when all the time
I recognised that watch—and again, you
little thief, I was eaught in trying to
put it back, and accused of stealing it
myself] And now "—Miss Charmant’s
eyes blazed—* you have robbed my irls
of the fund they built up out of their

ket-money ! I, s j
B Put s e
gone too far!”
Eunice started.
“What do you mean?i”
“] mean,” Miss Charmant said

quietly, “that if you do not return that
money immediately, I am going to hand
you over to the police !”

The girl stared at her Quite
obviously she had mnever expected
Miss Charmant to take up that stern
attitude, and quite obvious that the
Charmer meant what she said. A swift
change overspread her face. She
suddenly burst into tears.

“Miss Charmant, you wouldu'i®"

>
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“] would—and I willl” Valerie
Charmant said steadily.

“But—but T mnever- meant to steal -

it "’ Eunice wailed. “I mever meant
it, Miss Charmant! You—you know I
can’t help it. Oh, please, please don't
be hard! Give me ano chance I”*

“Give me that money!”

“J can’t! I've hidden itI”

“T'll come with you to find it.””

The girl whimpered.

“All—all right,” she eaid; but Babs,
watching her, dui not miss the cunning
narrowing of her eyes, “Come on,
I—I’ll go .and find it now,” she added.
“And, Miss Charmant, I—I'm so
sorry |”’ ;

Together they tramped off. Dazedly
the chums stared at each other.

“Then—then it was that awful girl
the whole time I” Mabs breathed. “ Oh,
my hat! She's been stealing things:
the Charmer, to save her from being
bowled out, has been trying to put
them back in secret! e might have
guessed something like that!”’

darted forward and snatched at the ticket Eunice had just bought.
For Miss Charmant’s sake, the girl had to be- delayed,

“We might,”” Babs said savagely,
“hut we didn't! My hat! I feel like
kicking myself | But watch them,” she
added urgently. “I don’t trust little
Eunice | here have they gone?™

“The cottsgatjnat. up the- lane
there,” Janet Jordan said.-

They stood still, watching. Girl and
Miss Charmant had disappeared mow.
Five—ten minutes went by—and then,
suddenly, Clara jumped.

* Babs—look I”’ -

But Babs had seen.

Two hundred yards away, having
broken through the hedge higher up
the lane, was the girl. She had a bag
in her hand. One quick, hunted glance
she gave towards the lane, then started
off for the road that lay just ahead of

her. :

“She’s diddled the Charmer !’ Babs
cried. “She’s getting away ! My hat!
Go to the house—tell Miss Charmant!
Hi ! she shouted.

The girl on the read looked round
then. She ran. &
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“(Clome on!” Babs cried. “Marjorie,
you go to the house—" -

Marjorie nodded, Off towards the
house she pelted. .

Like a hare the girl was running, and,
having the advantage of the hard
surface of the road, was making good
progress. .. Desperately Babs & Co.
raced in -pursuit; but progress in the
stubble' was not easy, and more than
once they stumbled, more than once
fell. They were able to break through
into the road at last. The girl was no-
where in sight. 1

“But she Babs
eried:: ~“Up * towards station !
Come on!”

On they pelted, gasping now. At the
end of the road was Uourtfield Station,
and just as they reached it they saw
their quarry dashing info the booking
office. And a guard was shouting:

«“All aboard for London! TLondon
train goes in one minute! Hurry
there !

Babs drew a deep breath. She saw
the scheme now. Eunice, Lhaving left
‘Miss Charmant stranded, was making
a desperate getaway with the school
funds. Eunice intended to decawp to
London with the money. Exhausted as
ghe was, Babs put on a desperate

went this way!"

the

spurt.
pShe forged ahead of the rest, almost
collided with a porter, and ran on.
Eunice—where was she? ¥
She saw her—at the booking office.
Babs set her teeth. Desperately she
hurtled forward. She reached the
booking office, where the clerk was just
in the act of getting a ticket. As Babs
came up, he put it op the ledge. -
“Third class single to London, miss.

The train—

For Babs, racing forward, had
snatched that ticket from the ledge.

Tt was a desperate ruse. But she
did not care. At all costs Eunice must
be delayed! Eunice was not going to
get away with this. Eunice, the awful
cat who had caused their adored Form-
.mistress so much suffering.

While Eunice, with a gasp, turned
and the clerk shouted, she swung round,
and went flying to her chums. In
a perfect passion, Eunice flounced after

her.
. “Thief! Thief! Thief!” she cried
shrilly, “Stop her! Stop her!”

‘Babs gulped. She saw the station-
master ahead of her. She saw her
chums behind him. Eunice, screaming,
was within five yards of her, then, The
stationmaster, advancing, grabbed her
by the shoulders. . "

“Call a policeman!” raved Eunice.

“Yes,” Babs panted, “call one!
Please do call one, stationmaster!™

“But what is this?” the station-
master asked.

* “She stole my ticket!” shrilled
Eunice. .

¢ “Because,” Babs said grimly, *“she
stole the Cliff House funds! She——"
and then she paused as ber chums
surrounded her, as Miss Charmant,
accompanied by Marjorie, appeared on
the scene. “Miss Charmant,” she
gasped, “I—I'm sorry! This girl tried
to cheat you—"

Miss Charmant’s face was grim.
Eunice turned. But for once she turned
too late.

', Leila and Clara, guessing Hher
intention, had _stepped forward.
Fiercely they grabbed hold of her.

“Thank you!" Miss Charmant said.
“I am grateful, girls. = Eunice, you
wicked, wi thing I she cried.
£ You awlul little schemer! I give you

Youw'll have to hurry.
hera!"” he shouted.

vour last chanee? this is how you
reward me! Now—"

“0Oh, Miss Charmant, please dud-
don't send for aunt I’ Eunice whispered.

“I have already sent for your aunt,”
Miss Charmant said. -“She is on her
way to Cliff House School to see me.
Eunice, you will go home, There you
will remain—" ;

“And there,” Babs put in deter-
minedly, “she will not remain, Miss
Charmant! Eunice is coming back to
Cliff House with us! And there,” Babs
added, her eyes blazing, “Eunice iz
going to own up before the whole school
and tell what she’s done!”

“Barbara, my dear, please!” Miss
ﬁ‘h_a!l'r,unnt. begged. “Let me handle
his |

“I’'m sorry!” Babs said.

“ Barbara—

“I'm sorry ! Babs repeated doggedly.
“Miss Charmant, it isn’t just your
affair any longer! We want to see you
cleared! We're going to see you
cleared! I don’t know the details yet,
but I do know this: this girl stole the
CIiff House funds. That's an affair
which concerns all of us.”

“But, Barbara—"

¢ Besides,” Babs added, “she would
have given me in charge. Well, it's
my turn now if I want to give her in
charge! And I will,” she said fiercely,
“if she doesn’t own up!” And while
Miss 'Charmant, - pale but relieved,
stepped back, Babs turned to Eunice.
“Will you own up or shall I,” she
added threateningly, “call a police-
man

Ennice wilted!
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“I—1'll come and own up!” she
muttered.

AND sHE did. - Before that afternoon

was out, the whole school knew the
details. Eunice Faversham, incurable
little liar, thief, and hypocrite, was the
niece of a friend of Miss Charmant’s.
Eunice; expelled from one schodl after
another, had been the despair of her
aunt’s’ life.

Until at last her aunt had been faced
with a big “decision: should she send
her to a home or mot?

Then it was that Miss Charmant had
stepped in. Valerie Charmant, believ-
ing that there was in every girl,
had asked another chance for Eunice.
The aunt had given her that last
chance—only on condition that if it
failed, Eunice would go where she woukd
give no further trouble. For a few
days Eunice had settled down: had
seemed to be honestly trying to reform
—and yet, even then, she had been
lving, stealing, creating trouble. Miss
Charmant, desperately attempting to
make. good her opportunity to reform
her, had covered up her sins.

Until at last—

“Well, it was hopeless,” Miss Char:
mant told Babs & Co. when the weeping
Eunice, in the company of a very stern
aunt, had gone. “I am sorry to confess
for once a failure; but Eunice was just
too much for me. But I am grateful—
anfl I am glad,” she added softly, “to
know, in spite of the most dreadful
evidence against me, I have had
staunch and loyal friends.”

THE END.

-

When Clara Trevlyn, the boisterous, good-hearted Tomboy
of the Cliff House Fourth Form, set out to help her chum,
Barbara Redfern, she little realised the tremendous task
she was undertaking. Babs’ cousin Keith Harvey, a good-for-
nothing young wastrel, was in trouble. But Babs was
fully occupied with a most important job of work for the
school. She could not spare the time, as Clara knew ;
and so, to save Babs from having to neglect either her cousin
or the school, Clara took upon her own shoulders the

worry and responsibility of aiding that scapegrace youth
—in secret ! But things did not go at all right for Clara.
Deeper and deeper she became enmeshed in a web of cir-
cumstances ; deeper and deeper into disgrace. And yet,
the whole time, for Babs’ sake, the Tomboy never breathed
a word in her own defence ! Don't miss this magnificent
story. It appears COMPLETE next week—one of Hilda :
‘Richards® very best.
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FOR NEW READERS,
FAY THORNTON lives on the Flying H
Ranch in Texas with her father,
ROBERT THORNTON,
rothers, Ted and

John Ham owner of a
neighbo ranch, his daughter,
Lucille. Hampton his  danghter do
they can to foster a rumour that
Thomton is a cal thief, and at last

Hampton clev:vl;lg . to.
Thomton outlawed.  He goes into hiding
in the Blue Hills, while Fay and & friendly
young Englishman Douglas. Les-
giter work to clear his name. n‘i‘%lﬁ
Fay is going to ride to her father
- mﬂlpges when youn
refuses to be left alone.
(Now read on).

St

The Only Solution! l

“ ON'T leave me, sis! Oh,
please, please don't go
away |” -

There was no mistaking
the terror and entreaty in little
Bobbie’s voice as-he made that plea,
and he clun,
meant to release her.

Somehow, that anxious girl managed
to smile; somehow she managed to
keep her own feelings from betraying
themselves as she fondled the. young-
ster’s golden curls.

““0f course I won't leave you,
Bobbie,” she whispered. “I'm going
to stay with you until you're fast asleep
again.”

- Bobbie sighed in contentment. But
he did not close his eyes. Keeping his
arms tightly wound about Fay's neck,
he joined her in staring towards the
window, through which the moonlight
was streammg.

Fay's heart beat faster as she realised
how wide awake the six-year-old young-
ster was.

What possible chance had she of lull-
ing him off to sleep now? Not for a
considerable time would Bobbie be in
the mood even to think sbout it, and
yet every minute- she lingered kere
meant neglecting daddy.

Daddy, out there in the Blue Hills,”

a lone, hunted fugitive, hiding to
escape arrest for a crime he hadn’t

o

bbie awakens and ~

_the elder boy, fully dressed,

to Fay as though he never

,indelible impression
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committed! He nceded food and sup-
plies; he needsd encouragement and
hope, and she could give him those
things. Already Starlight, her pony,
loaded with provisions, was saddled in
the yard.

But even though daddy needed her in
his own desperate plight, Bobbie
needed her, too. She could not leave
the little fellow to his terror of being
without her. - -

“0Oh_golly,” she thought, “what ever
can I do?” e

it was a faint sound from the door-
way that made her turn her eyes in
that direction.” -Instantly, she lifted

one finger . in -warning and silently
pursed her Ii?s.
Nine-y¢dr-old Ted stood there; Ted,

and with
an_expression. of mingled rebellion and
boyish uncertainty on his face.

Six - year - old Bobbie

brings a clue to the

identity of the leader of
the cattle thieves !

For Ted knew of the danger daddy
was in, and loyal, affectionate young
son that he was, had crept out of be:
spurred on with the resolve to join his
father in hiding and do, what little he
could to clear the fugitive’s name. It
was while Fay had been tryin% to per-
suade Ted to abandon his reckless idea
that Bobbie had woken ulp.

But Bobbie mustn’t realise the truth.
It would worry him; perhaps leave an
in his childish
mind that would linger for the rest of
his life.

At that moment, as if sensing some-
one else’s presence, the curly-headed
youngster wriggled round. He gave a
yelp on seeing Ted

“Cooo,

ed.

, there he is! And he’s got his
clothes an! Ooo, I sus-say, sis, 1t isn't
fair. Ted’s having a game. He's all

dressed and—and walking about. I
want get dressed and walk about,
too. iere’s my shirt1”

“Bobbie, please,” Fay cried, clutch-
ing at his arm.

EHILLS/

1

L
3"/' } ,/'/g’ -

And then she paused, her eyes slowly

115&ting up.
hy not? thi shouldn't Bobbie get
dressed? Why shouldn’t he—and Ted

as_well—accompany ther to thé Blue
Hills? Not to visit their father—that
would be both unwise and dangerous—
but to call at the shack of one of their
cowboys, Lefty -Mason, and spend the
night there? - ,
. Hope surged into Fay's heart. Golly,
it was a great idea; the very thing she
needed to solve her problem. It would
enable her to leave the ranch without
delay, and she could 510 on to their
father after installing the boys at the
Masons’, knowing that they were both
safe and sound, and y happy.

“Come on, then, you young untg 1” she
exclaimed, jumping up from the bed.
“Off with your pyjamas. You're coming
for a moonlight ride.”

_“Whoooppeee !”  Babbie yelled ex-
citedly.

“I'm going, too!” said Ted from the
doorway, more as a dogged statement
of fact than a question,

_Lea.vm% Bobbie to begin dressing
himself, Fay crossed to the elder boy
and laid a hand on his shoulder.

“Ted,” she said, too low for Bobhie
to hear, “I think you’re a fine, brave,
loyal chap to want to share dadd:{)’:
troubles like this, but he would only
more worried ever if you were
with him. And I know you wouldn't
want that. You do understand, don’t
you, Ted?”

Put like that, in a way he hadn’t
considered before, Ted saw how fool-
hardy his project was. Frowning, he
ran his fingers through his lank dark

hair.
“ All right, sis,” he said grufily. “And
—and say!” He caught at her hand.

“Guess I'm sorry I was a bit sore just
now, onl —onlti it makes me so ho
ping mad to think of daddy being in
this rotten fix all because of a pack of
mouldy érooks—" -
* ,? TFay warned, nodding
towards Bobbie. She smiled and put
an arm around Ted’s neck. “That's all
right, old man. It makes me mad, too.
But we'll put everytliing right between
us, won't we?”. - - :
Young Bobbie ‘decided to take a hand
in the conversation at. this  stage,
proudly displaying -himself for inspec-

T've-done -it1” he. crowed.

tion.
“Look ! i
“Aren't 1 getting clever, sisi”
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“My goodness, you certainly are!
_ Fay cried, eyeing him in admiration.

“ghirt, dungarees,~ stockings — and

shoes! I mever thought you could do
- it
+ “Ted isn’t the only one who can
dress himself these days,” said Bobbie,
avith an air. of importance, “ Come on!”
he challenged Ted. “Race you to the
corral !” :

But Fay put a stop to that even
Mefore it had begun. No, she told
them. She didn’t want any commotion
in case they woke the cowbors up. She
wanted them to go as quietly as they
could until they were well away from
the ranch.

“And then you can make as much
noise as you like,” she promised.

;'She did not explain that the real
need for caution was that the ranch
‘was being watched from the back, and
that if she was seen riding off she would
be followed, in which case there would
be no chance of visiting their father
without betraying his whereabouts.

‘\. Indeed, if it hadn’t been for the
assistance of Douglas Lessiter, ler
voung English friend, in- urposely
i!eading another group of watchers on a
'falze trail, she would not have had even
this opportunity of slipping out.

{7 Bobbie and Ted revelled in the order
'for stealth. It seemed grand fun to
them. On tiptoe, stifling giﬁgles. they
‘crossed the vard; with scarcely a sound
jthey helped fetch their ponies from the
corral and saddle up; and with really
‘comic caution they rode, one on either
side of Fay, down to the trail.

| AFor the first few minutes Fay was
filled with apprehension lest their
'departure had been spotted after all.
‘But by the time they were cutting
across open ground, half-way to the
Blue Hills, her qualms began to fade,

No sign of pursuit: no sign even o
life anywherc about the moonlit land-
scape. They had succeeded in giving
the watchers the slip.

She left the boys at the Masons’
shack with swift explanations, and then,
having scen them snugly tucked up in
the big spare bed, sct oft across a broad
valley for another part of the hills.
!' There was an atmosphere of tran-
‘quility about the whole world that con-
trasted queerly with her turbulent
emotions as she neared’ the rugged
cliffs.
| Everything was so peaceful it was
'difficult to believe that such drama and
menace lurked in these parts. But it
idid. Somewhere amid the Blue Hills
'cattle thieves had their seeret hideout.
t'l‘hat WAS One Treason why daddy had
|gone into hiding. Not only to escape

capture at the hands of his former

/friends, but also because he might dis-

cover the lair of the very men for whose
,activities he had been blamed!

Keenly Fay peered about her as she
rode. She dare not take any risks.
At the slightest sound or movement she
must turn off her course, for it was
imperative that no one should discover
where daddy was.

But the coast seemed clear enough
as she rode into a wide valley that cut
a path right into the heart of the
mountains. For over a mile she went,
and then turned into a narrow, steeply
{rising avenue between the rocks—an
avenue which, threading its way up-
ward by devious twists and turns,
ended at a rocky shelf some fifty feet
from level ground.

{, It was only a narrow shelf, but along
~jits length were a number of natural
caves,
\: Fay, dismounting in the shelter of
- some rocks, removed her laden saddle-
bags, trailed the reins over Starlight’s

head to prevent him wandering. and
then, heart beating swiftly, darted
forward. . .
She made for. the largest cave of
all. In the dim opening, with the
moon casting her shadow beside her,
she halted. 5
“Daddy,” she called softly—* daddy,
are you there? It's me—Fay!"
A figure loomed up out of the
blackness—a figure,- tall and

iich
ean,

.whose face was wreathed into a smile

of delight, despite its haggardness.

“Fay, lass!”

“Paddy !” ; )

_ Two voices, vibrant with joy, sound-
ing as one. Next instant they were in
cach other’s arms; the saddlebags
dropped unheeded to the ground.

It was a wonderful moment for them
both—this reunion.

“Well, I told you I'd make it
daddy,” Fay playfully chided him, as
she drew back and picked up the bags.
“There's everything you want in these.
But let’s sit down. We'll be hidden
by the rocks then. And you've gof to
start eating right now, I guess. You
look simply ravenous.' /

Mr. Thornton was ravenous. The
good things Fay had brought soon be-
gan to disappear, and while her father
ate and drank, so she tried to buoy up
his spirits.

“Pouglas is up to something,
daddy,” she told him. “I don’t know

You wiil all be told =~~~
FULL DETAILS OF OUR
'WONDERFUL SURPRISE
NEXT WEEK
And it really is the loveliest
surprise ever—concerning
something which you will be
able to treasure for many,
many years. You simply must
not miss next Saturday's issue.
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what it is—you know what a queer
fellow he can be when he likes—but I
reckon it's mighty important. Ile
seems to think so, anyway. If only
you can keep your pecker up, daddy,”
she finished, trying to create the 1im-
pression that she was feeling quite
hopeful _ about everything herself,
“well, I reckon we may have put
matters right by a few days.”

Her father looked up over the top

of a sandwich. .

“A few days, honey 7’ he said. His
face shadowed. “I'm thinking that
might be a little too long.”

Fay knew of what he was thinking—
the sherifi’s posse, scouring the moun-
tains for him. In a few days they
could practically comb every foot of
territory between here and Rediand
Gulch, so that he would be run to
earth, no matter where he was.

Fay bit her lip. She mustn’t let
daddy sce her own worry. So gaily,
seemingly ' lighthearted, she chatted
away on all sorts of comparatively
trivial subjects—the cattle, the recent
carnival event in town, the Flying H
cowboys, and how loyally they were
standing by her, and, of course, Bobbie

and Ted.

So well did she succeed in her efforts
that her father gradually brightened,
and it was a far more contented an
satisfied Fay who left him, and rode
back to the Masons' shack, * There she

“what he is, sis.
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turnéd in, only a short while before
the. dawn of another day. And,
thoroughly worn out, she fell asleep at
once,

Quite a jelly little party sat down
to breakfast- in the Masons’ cosy
kitchen next morning—Fay and her
brothers, and tlhiree-year-old Tina and
her parents, Lefty Mason, and his wife.

By common consent no reference’ was
made to Mr. Thornton’s trouble until
the meal- was finished and the
youngsters sent scampering into the
garden, and then Fay, taking Lefty
on one side, gave him some instructiona.
regarding the work of the Flying H.
Shortly afterwards Lefty rode off, and
Fay went in search-of her brothers.

She, too, would presently have to
return home, but there_iwas no reason
why Bobbie and Ted shouldn’t stay
here the rest of the day. Mrs. Mason
welcomed their visits; they were such
company for little Tina. ~

Fay soon found Ted. He was suffer-

ing in silence, while Tina, having in-

‘duced him to lie at full length on.the

ground, was pretending to be a nurse,.
and bandaging one of his legs with a
long roll of cloth.

“Bobbie?” Ted said awkwardly,
jerking his head off the ground. “Ob,
1 guess he ambled off! You know
Last thing I saw
of him he was chasing ’maginary
rustlers with a pop-gun near the cliff.”

“T'll soon find him,” Fay chuckled,
and strode away.

But she didn’t find Bobbie. She dis-
covered neither sight nor sound of him
when, reaching the cliff, she. explored
a little gully that he must obviously
have entered. 4

“Bobbie,”” she called—*Bobbie!
Where are, you? Bob-ee!”

Tarther into the gully she went. She
reached its end, and then, still calling
his name, stopped in gathering dismay.
Before her was a vast boulder-strewn
hollow, hemmed in by the towering
walls of rock, and scarred here and
there by narrow but deep, treacherous
ravines.

But there was no trace of the miss-
ing voungster. Bobbic had utterly
vanished !

—— -

Bobbie's Amazing Adventure!

1 000, this is 'xciting !” Bobbie
murmured.
And on he crept, his
chubby cheeks flushed, and
his little hand trembling as he tightly
gripped a toy pistol, complete with
cork and string.

Ior Bobbie was on the trail. What
he was on the trail of, or where he'd
find it, or how he would get back to
the Masons’ shack, were questions that
just didn’t enter his vouthful mind.
And if they had, Bobbie would in-
stantly have dismissed them.

Ile was on the trail, and that was
all that mattered. ness knows
how far he was from his starting place !
Must be miles and miles—perhaps fifty
or a hundred, he reflected, with a little
giggle of delight. But it was gorgeous
here. 'Tons and tons of rocks, heaps
and heaps of bushes, plenty of thrill-
ing holes, and a really fascinating-
looking gap in the mountain over
there.

Bobbie was making for that gap, be-
having as though hemmed in by
desperate enemies. From boulder to
bush, and from bush to boulder he

d dodged, flinging himself flat on the

the -critical moment, and

ground at 3
the pistol.

banging away with
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Pop, pop, popl it went, until the
string coqun&o stand the strain any
longer, and away shot the cork.

bbie, crawling after it on_ hands
and knees, hastily grabbed it up,
rammed it into the barrel, and made a
scampering dive for that alluring gap.

In a breathless rush, he reached it.
A heap of boulders and rocks guarded
one cornér. Bobbie, filled with the
spirit of adventure, and convinced t
he was about to come to grips with the
enemy, scrambled up them until he was
able to cock one eye at the hollow the
other side.

Inch by inch he raised his head. A
little h:;fher-—now—now he could—now
he could— )

And then Bobbie started; he blinked;
he stared. ;

Carried away by his own make-
believe though he had been all this
time, he hadn’t expected his romancing
to turn into reality. He'd been
prepared to imagine someone was in
the hollow. Instead, he found himself
gazing down at a real, live group of
mounted men, all wearing masks, who
were slowly riding out of the hollow.

“Coooo,” Bobbie said, gulping.
“Coo, I sus-say.” -His eyes widened.
“Rust-rust-rustlers,” he breathed, in
awe, *Rustlers! Golly, real ones, too,
with masks an’—an’ guns gn’ things.”

His amazement fled. He didn't feel
the least bit scared. All he knew was
that he was face to face with rustlers—
cattle-thieves—and that he’d got a gun!

Almost falling off the rochs in lhis
cagerness, Bobbie sprang erect and
Jevelled the gun down at the unsus-
specting little Purty.

“Hands up!” he piped. “I've got a
bead on you thugsi®—the latter state-
ment being copied from what he had
overheard cowboys saying.

The effect on the men was almost
Judicrous. One automatically flung up
his arms. One grabbed for his,g-un
holster; another shouted “Secatter !”

And then a big-builk man, more
stylishly dressed than the rest, gave a
roar of laughter.

“My stars, it's only a kid—a kid with
a toy gun, fellows ! Why, good gosh—"
He reined in, staring up at Bobbie.
“It's one of Thornton’s kids. Quick!

alone,”

Grab him !”
Bobbie
“I'Il—I'll shoot you'!”

“You leave. me
shrilled.

But there was a little tremor of
apprehension in his voice as the men,
springing down, dived towards him.
His struggles were useless, and “the
cork, -hitting one of thé men on_the
forehead, merely bounced off, fetching
a guffaw from the “victim.” Within
thirty seconds Bobbie, strug(fling and
kicking, with a hand clasped over his
mouth to stifle his suddenly terrified
screams, was being borne off.

The party, turning round, rode for
over & mile, and then, in a large gorge,
. where a number of lean-to wooden huts
had been erected against the mountain-
side, they dismounted.

“What's the idea, boss?” one of the
men asked the big-‘:ui.lt leader. “That
kid’s going to be a sorter hindrance,
ain’t he?”

“Not on your life,” was the reply.
“That kid might be pretty useful—if
he knows where his father’s hanging
out. I reckon we'll be safer when
Thornton’s nabbed—especially if we
nab him. If the kid does know—and 1
figger he must do, to be knocking
around these parts—I'll get it out of
him. Keep watch, Niblo! And you,
Shorty !”

He signalled one of the others.

“Park vourself by the stream. e
daren’t take chances with the sheriff

-

i HANDS upl" cried Bobbie,
boldly thrusting out the toy

pistol. Instinctively the men
stiffened, raising their arms. But

in a moment they would see who
it was, and Bobbie would realise his
danger too late !

nosing round. Now for that kid,” he
end’;ﬁ and strode over to where Bobbie,
a little tearful now, and still held by
the arms and legs, was clinging to his
last remaining shreds of courage.

“You—you're all a mnasty lot of
thieves, and I'll tell my daddy about
vou!” he was gulping.

At a gesture from their lecader the
men released Bobbie and gathered
round in a circle, The bhig man, hands
on hips, halted hefore the boy. He was
smiling now.

“Don’t be afraid, little fellow,” he
said kindly. He ruffled Bobbid's curls.
“Come and sit down. I want to chat
to you about that daddy of yours, as a
matter of fact. Just sit down next to
me and then we can really start being
friends, can't we?”

A glare at the encircling men, a
hasty cFesture, and down they all
squatted. The leader, seating himself,
drew Bobbie down beside him.

“There, that's better, isn’t it?” He
chuckled. *We're not goin’ to hurt
you, old man,” he went on ingrati-
atingly. “Only you scared us, you
know, popping up like that with that
gun—didn’t he, fellows?”

“He sure did ! came a chorus from
the masked cirele.

Bobbie blinked around him, none too
certain about things.

“But—but,” he began, “you are
rustlers, aren’t you?” :
“Rustlers? Ha, ha, ha!" The big

man set the fashion for a roar of
forced laughter. “Course we're not
rustlers. We're trying to catch ’em—
that's why we've got these masks on,
so’s they won't know us. And your dad
can help us, I guess,” he added, in a
confidential whisper. Intently, he looked
at Bobbie out of the corner of his eyes.
“ Know where he is, sonny "
“Why, sure,” said Bobbie,
uously, daddy’s at home.”
He pointed vaguely down the gorge,
and there was a rather yearning look
on his face, for he honestly believed

ingen-

/
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that, and was dearly wishing for the
safety and comfort of his father's
presence now.

But the rustler chief scowled, bhefore
hastily summoning another smile.

“No he isn’t, sonny. You know that.
He's in hiding, isn’t he 7"

“Hiding ?” said Bobbie, staring.
“But—but daddy isn’t. Leastways I—I
don’t think so.”

The rustler chief eyed him narrowly.
Difficult, ¢h? Well, he ‘knew how to
deal with kids. Kindness first, and if
that failed a spot of bullying.

- <, sonny,” the man exclaimed,
and fishing a watch and chain from his
pocket, dangled it enticingly in front
of Bobbie. “How'd yon like that all
for yourself? See? “That little hand
oes round; you can watch it, T guess,
o on. Take it in your mitts, It's

yours now.”
Bobbie

“M-m-mine "
“ Oh, bDy 1"

Rapturously, he seized hold of the
treasure—for treasure it was to him;
something he'd always longed for with
all his youthful heart. A real, man-
sized watch—and a chain, too. And,
gee, didn’t it look swell, hanging from
one of the braces of his dungarees !

“Coo, I sussay, wait till Ted sees
this !” he whooped joyfully.

The rustler chief grinned. So kind-
ness had done it; a little bribe.

But the ruse didn’t achieve its object.
after all—for the simple reason that
Bobbie had no information to give. In
vain the rustler chief tried to make him
talk. He tried more bribes and
promises, and finally, his face suffused
with rage, he sprang to his feet,
convinced by now that Bobbie was
deliberately defying him.

Sam!” le

“Give one that stra
rapped. “Thanks!” Deftly he caught
it, and then, seizing the startled Bobbie
by the scruff of the neck, hauled him
to his feet. “Now, you lying little
tyke,” he barked, “either you tell me
where vour father’s lurking in these
hills or you have a dose of this!”

stammered.

€ yu coLLy, what ever can have
happened to him?”’ -

In a tone of dread Fay spoke. With
despairing eyes she stared about her,
standing full-length  in the stirrups,
scanning the country for miles around.
But still no sign_ of her mmgms
brother,  More than half an bour ha

ol
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slapsed since she had made her startling
discovery, and though she had fetched
her pony and searched everywhere,
Bobbie seemed to have utterly and com-
pletely disaﬂpeared..

“(Guess I'll go on as far as that gap,”
Fay told herself, “then I'll go to town
nng get help.  If—if only I knew
whether he was all right!”

She sent Starlight forward. Slowly a
gap in the hills drew nearer.

And then—all at once—

Round she whirled, startled by the
clippity-clop-clop of & horse’s hoofs.
Next instant a young rider, in immacu-
late garb, appeared around a corner.
Fay, reu:ognisu;%l him at once, spurre
towards him with a cry of joy.

“Douglas—oh, Douglas! I'm so glad
you're here!” She caught at his arm
s he reined in. “Bobbie! He's got
lost! I haven’t the faintest idea where
Le is, and—Douglas—"

“But I have, old thing,” was the
young Englishman's astounding assur-
ance. “He's in there.” He nodded to-
wards the gap, then drew Fay behind
gome rocks. “Don’t raise your voice—
and don’t ask any questions, but I
spotted Bobbie as I was making for
Aasons’, and I'm going to get him.
But listen! I want you to keep out of
sight, and be ready to take Bobbie the
monent I come back. Got i£%”

“Why, sure,” said Fay, in wonder-
ment.  “But—but what's the matter ”
i “Qh, nothing much |” was Douglas’
airy assurance. . “There may be a
little bit of bother, that's all—mothing
1 shan't be able to handle, though,” he
added, and grinned. *Oh, and just one
other thing !” -

“VYes?"” said Fay, her heart thump-
ing, as something of the truth began to
dawn on her. |

“If 1 get no chance to have another
word with you, remember this—things
are moving fast—about your dad, I
moan.] Don'’t le{ them find him,’ t;g:_at-
ever happens. It may ruin everything
if you do. And, above all, don’t let
John Hampton get away 'with any-
thing,” he added, a strange look in his
eves, “I'm going to got Bobbie now!”

Swiftly he swung his mount around;
gwiftly he rammed . home his heels.
Then, with a clattering burst of break-
neck speed, he went charging out of

ight.

Trembling a little, Fay sat there
asiride her pony. She still felt dazed:
still could not quite grasp what all
this meant.. Bobbie in that gap;
Douglas  making a cdesperate dash into
it; and—and— -

Crack, crack, crack! :

A scries of reports reached Fay's
ears. Their significance was unmis-
takable. Revolver shots! Her face
blanched. Oh, horrors! so that was it.
Bobbie had been kidnpfed. and
Douglas, utterly regardless of his own
safety, had gone to the little fellow’s
. vescue ! 27

—_—

The Rider on Fay's Trail!

N eternity seemed to drag on its
way while Fay waited. - Then
came the sound of a skirmish,
and Douglas burst into view,

crouching low over his horse’s neck, and
with one arm wound about a diminutive
figure clad in dungarees.

Tay’s whole being throbbed with
relief. Bobbie—he was safe. Douglas
had r him. But no, he wasn’t
safe yet! _None of them were, for
there was certain to be pursuit.
{ Douglas, cha_rging up, reined in his
mount to a slithering halta Thrusting

d from her.

a bitierly sobbing Bobbie into Fay's
eager: arins, he panted out a series of
quick-fire sentences.

“Rustlers!  They'd got him, I
spotted them on my way here. But—
quick!” He flung a glance behind
him. “Out of sight. They're after

me. I'll lead them off, though. Don’t

worry if I don’t come back. TIve
a job to do. Only, remember what I
told you about Jour dad and Hampton.
So long! Youw'll be all right now.”
Tugging on the reins, he went tear-
ing off again, this time deliberately
cutting across open country. Fay knew
his idea. To lead-the rustlers away

'And Douglas succeeded admirably in
that little ruse. - When Fay, having
backed _Starlight behind some rocks,
peered out, whispering and fondling
comfort to her distraught young
brother, she saw Douglas, some four
hundred yards ahead of a band of
masked men, riding like the wind.

"He was too far away for his pursuers
to notice that he had relinquished his
burden, and undoubtedly travelling
much ioo swifily to be caught.

With a sigh of relief, Fay looked
down at Bobbie.
“There, darling,” she whispered,

giving him a hu% “you're with Fay
now. There's nothing to worry about,
so we'll go right back to Ted and Tina,
shall we?” -

Bobbie gulped back a sob.

“P-please, sis,” he said, and snuggled
more closely than ever into her fond
embrace.

UT, CHILD-LIKE, Bobbie soon recovered
from his alarming experience.
Long before the Masons’ shack hove
into sight, he was prattling away nine-
teen to the dozen, telling Fay every-
thing that had hapgened, only, of

course, from his own romantic angle.

“Well, we must thank Uncle Douglas
for getting you away from those nasty
men,” Fay said, smiling fondl{. “And
vou won’t ever wander off like that
again, will you?” .

“No,” said Bobbie. Then he blinked
excitedly. “But—but I can tell Ted all
about it, can’t I? Ted’s never seen a
real rustler. Oh, boy, wait till I see
him !

And when at last young Bobbie did
see his elder brother—

“Y nearly caught a lot of rustlers!”
he crowed, with a manful expansion of
his little chest. * You've never even seen
any rustlers, but I have, and coo, they
weren't half scared! One of them was
so scared he gave me this—to make me

away 1”

Whercupon Bobbie proudly produced
the watch, which had in the meanwhile
slipped down inside his dungarees, and
was now somewhere near his ankle,

S Golly 1” gas?ed Ted, while little
Tina, hysterically ehrilling: _“Tick-
tock ! Ooo, p'ease, I want to listen!”

rished over to thrust it against one ear.

Fay's heart leapt as she saw the
watch. A clue!

Waiting until the youngsters' excite-
ment at the production of such an
envied prize had subsided, Fay asked
to be allowed to see it. She turned it
over, prising at the back with her nail.
With a click the lid flew open. She
peered at it, her eyes lightiniup as she
saw some initials engraved there.

“My—my ¢ golly!” she gasped.
“Bobbie ! Tell me,” she cried, turning
to him eagerly, “what was the chief of
the rustlers like? Was he big—he was?
—and dark, with black eyes and hair?
Good—good! And—and did he have a
moustache ? He—he did 1"

TuHE SCHOOLGIRL

She-almost swayed then, so strangely
weak did she feel. Never had she ex:
Eerienped such a staggering shock in all

er life. For, incredible though it
scemed at first, the description of the
rustler chief, together with those
initials, told her clearly and indis-
putably that that person was nonée other

than—John Hampton !

J. H—John Hampton. And John
Hampton was big-built, dark, and
moustached. John Hampton, their

enemy, was leader of the verg rustlers
for whose misdeeds daddy had been
forced to become a fugitive!

Fay's eyes flashed. - No wonder
Hampton had tried to shift the blame
on to daddy—in order to save himself.
And no wonder he had tried in so many
other despicable ways to ruin them all,
and drive them out of town!

But—and a feeling of wild exultation,

of almost uncontrollable triumpl,
surged over Fay—but what a tre-
mendous difference this startling dis-
covery made. She knew now who the
rustler chief was, and where he could
be found. This was proof of daddy's
innocence ! ‘
* Then she frowned. Proof, yes; but
only to them, Rather despairingly Fay
realised that the watch would scarcely
convince the sheriff of the guilt of such
a prominent citizen as the wealthy
owner of the Lazy T Ranch. How,
then, could she turn it to daddy’s
advantage?

“T’ll see daddy. I'll ﬁo to him again
to-night,” she decided all at once. “It'll
be safer then.”

Far safer. There would be less chance
of being spotted by any of the rustlers
who might still be hanging about.
And besides, she must visit the Flying
H Ranch first to see how the cowboys
were faring.

That evening, just as dusk was setting
in, Fay rode away from the Flying H.
She had no qualms about her brothers
this time, for they were still stn_vingi at
the Masons’ little home, whither she had
dispatched a couple of the cowboys just
in case of trouble. .

A-quiver with excilement, the in-

criminating wateh buttoned in her
breeches hip-pocket, Fay rode towards
the Blue Hills, having first made a wide
detour to throw any possible watchers
off the scent. But that ruse had failed,
as_it happened. '
. Lucille Hampton, supercilions
daughter of their enemy, and just as
dangerous a foe in her own way, had
ridden up to the yard of the Flying H
to do some spying.
. And, noticing the trail of Fay’s pony
in the dust, she had followed it, finally
sponm% Fay lherself, an ant-like figure
in the far distance, as she topped a rise
in the rolling plain.

“My goodness!” Lucille breathed.
Her face lit up exultantly. “So that's
the game, Visiting her father,
wager. Right-ho, my girl! I'm going
to be in on this!”

nd, spurring her  magnificent
thoroughbred forward, Lucille gave
determined " chase after the _girl she
hated.

What a chance! What a wonderful
stroke of luck! For if Fay Thornton
did lead her to her father's hiding-
place, all she had to do was to ride
into town, inform the sheriff, and—
presto I—Robert Thornton would
caught within an hour!

HIS exciting serial is leading up

rapidly to a stirring climax, and

in next Saturday’s chapters you will

read how two mysteries are cleared up
in amazing fashion.
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Another topping COMPLETE story, featuring—
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“ No band practice
George.

v

here

Imp, she meant to get her own way.

So Hetty went out. But not far. Being the

Sl

declared officious Cousin

She did not realise

it would mean both George and his headmaster diving
into a2 swimming pool for a school hat.

The Scheme That Went As!'ray!

14 OT if we play ever so quietly,
Cousin George?” asked Hetty
Sonning, the Imp, meekly.

“No,” said Cousin George,
in his firmest, most manly tone. “I've
said before, and I'll say 1t again, while
I'm in this house, ﬁou'ro not having
band practice here, Hetty. Now let the
subject drop !

And George Sonning, Hetty’s cousin,
and her senior by two and a half years,
bent his attention to his school work,
frowning heavily. .

The Imp sat in another chair, and
frowned, too.

It was evening, and, as it happened,
she had no homework to do—nothing
really worth doing, anyway.

But she was not merely looking
around for some way of killing time, for
she and her friend Jill and one or two
others had something most important
to do.

The Imp had started a junior school
band with the intention of organisin
later a school dance, at which 1t coul
play. And while she knew compara-
tively little about music, she did, at
least, know that the great secret of band
playing is rhythm and noise—especially
noise.

Hetty sighed. Life was indeed hard
when, in one’s own home—temporary
home though it was, with an aunt and
cousin—one could. not hold a band
practice | 4 b

“ Aunt’s away,” she mused aloud,

Cousin George looked up: s

“I am aware_that mother is away,”
he said, “but Nellie, the maid, is at

home, aud we don't want her giving

notice, which is what an right-minde
girl would do, rather than suffer the
torments of your band.” 5

“I don’t think she would, because I
should ask her to play the triangle,”
smiled Hetty. “And that would flatter

her.”

“Oh, for goodness’ sake, Hetty,
keep quiet,” said Cousin George
crossly, “I have work to do, and I
can't do it with a fearful din going on.
You'd better give up the idea of this
band.”™

Once again he bowed to his work,
and Hetty eyed him measuringly. There
were times when her Cousin George was
really firm, and, being her senior, he
took unto himself the right to order her
about as though she were one of the
fags at the school where he was a lofty
prefect.

_He was being firm now, as she knew.
l\r_.n.laing would make him change his
mind.

“You'd better phone Jill and the
others to tell them it’s postponed,” he
said gruffly, “Hurry up, and then come
back and swot up history. You need to,
the little you know."”

Hetty rose obediently from the chair,
but with such a gquiet manner that her
former boarding-school mistress, had
she been there, would have warned
Cousin George to be on his guard.

“Watch out, laddie, watch out !” her
headmistress would have said, although
natarally in more- stilted and refined

language.
The Imp went to the door, opened
and closed it quietly, and then, goin

to the telephone in the hail, called Jill's

21
number, and was almost instanily speak-
ing to her friend.

“Well 7” said Jill. “How’s the old
bear to-night ?” )

“Bearish,” said Hetty.

“Then we can’t come along! Ts that
what you've rung to say?” sighed Jill.

“Wrong!” answered Hetty coolly.
“T've rung to say come along in half an
hour’s time.”

A gay “whooo 1” came from Jill.

“My golly, he's given in! You've
talke him round?” she asked,
. amazed.

“Well, not exaetly,” the Imp smiled.’
“He said so long as he was in the
house he wouldn’t let us play. So he's
going out.”

“What? T say, that's pretty decent
of him !” said Jill, surprised.

“Qh, he doesn’t know he’s going out
yet; I haven’t told him. But hbe is,”
said the Imp calmly. :

A -moment later she hung up.

Slowly mounting the stairs, the Tmp
thonght curefull‘{a 2

Having told Jill that Cousin George
was going out, the thing to do was to
get him out.

She passed into her bed-room, put on
a hat and coat—not her school hat, how-
ever, nor her school coat, buf_the outfic
she wore on special occasions—themn
quite casually. glanced in_ at the
Common-room, as she and. Cousin
George called the room allotted to them.

Seeing her, he stared intently. .
“Hallo! Going -out?” he said
sharply.

“Yes,” said Hetty, in a guarded way.

« Just a minute before you go,” said
Cousin George, putting down his pen.
“ Where are you going?”

“Well—just out,” said Hetty, wiih
considerable hesitation.

Cousin George, his dark,
jumped up.

“T've had enongh of this nonsensel”
he said grimly. “1 want to know where
you are going at half-past eight in the
evening. To the pictures?”

“No,” said Hetty.- “I'd rather not
say, if you don’t mind, Cousin George,
because 1 feel it would upset youw.”

Cousin George's lips pursed.

“You're going somewhere you think
you oughtn’t to go,” he said shrewdly.

“No, not at all,” said Hetty.

By IDA MELBOURNE

Then she suddenly closed the door
and hurried downstairs.

As she reached the hall,
George rushed on to the landing.

“Hetty! Stop! Unless you tell me
where you are going, I shall forbid youn
to go out. You understand? And if
you openly defy me, I shall report the
matter to mother. I'm sorry to take
this line, but I must. While she's away
I'm in charge!”

The Imp answered back hotly:

“You won't let me do anything,
Cousin George. You won't let me have
band practice. You won’t let me go to
the Lone Star—I might be a prisoner—
I might really—"

Then she fairly jumped out of the
house and bangedy

the door.
Slam !

On the stairs Cousin George stood
transfixed in sheer horror.

¢ The Lione Star’ 1” he gasped aloud.
“That roadhouse! Why—why, she’s
crazy. If the headmistress caught her
there—if anyone saw her there at this
hagy, why——" 1 & ra

Cousin ‘George; suddenly- conscious of
his responsibility, ‘went' charging down
the stairs with such a rush he skidded

brow

Cousin
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he last three and slipped up on the mat.

Recovering, he snatched his cap from
the hook behind the door, and hurtled
out of the house to the shed opposite,
dragging out his cycle. :

Mounting as-he ran, he went whizzing
down to the -gate at the end of the
drive.

In her present mood, going to the
forbidden _ roadhouse seemed just the
reckless thing Hetty might cfo,; and
Cousin George felt partly to blame.

“(osh—I was a bit too high-handed—
comes of being a prefect !” he muttered
in dismay. *“If she gets caught by her
headmistress there—phew—"

And then, realising that he did not
want to be caught %1; his headmaster
there, he tucked his school cap in his
pocket as a precaution. -

The red rear light of a motor cycle
showed ahead in the dark, and Cousin
ticorge bent grimly to his pedals in
pursuit. ‘

Jill's brother was evidently girmﬁ
Hetty a lift, or else that friend he ha
keard so much about, Bob Biggs.

B vr Tue Imp had not gone down the
drive at all. As Cousin Gco:ga
swept through the gates at speed, she
came into view from the bushes, opened
the door of the house, and walked in.
The telephone-bell rang almost as she
closed the door, and she whipped off
the receiver, hearing a girl's voice.

“Hallo, Jill—it's 0.K.,” she said.
“Tt worked—"

But she recognised then that the voice
was not Jill’s; it was an older voice,
slightly affected.
is not

¥ Jill,
Sibley—"

byt Violette

Violctte Sibley was the daughter of’

George’s headmaster, an intelligent girl
who appreciated Cousin George’s con-
versation and admired his sophisticated
manner. 4

“(Can T speak to your cousin, Hetty ?”
she said. .

“He's out,” said the Imp.

“Out? Oh, what a pity! I want his
advice on some photographs I'm pasting
in my album. And apart from that I'm
doing something for father, and I've
forgotten some of the boys' names.
Tather’s out, you know, and won’t be
back for some time, as he's gone to the
Lone Star—" :

“Wha-a-at!” yelped Hetty.

“The Lone Star—the roadhouse,” said
Violette, “Haven't you heard? There's
.sani‘e talk of using it for a gymkhana,
and—" b

“He's there now 1’ breathed the Imp.

“Now or very soon,” said Violette.
“But I can’t very easilfr get in touch
with him. How long will George be?”

The Imp let out a dull grean of
despair.

“(‘h,
said.
you."”

Then she hooked up the receiver and
stood blinking at it.

A moment before she had been
chuckling at the thought of Cousin
George cyeling to the roadhouse entirely
of his own volition, foolishly thinking
that she had gone there.

But now she did not see anything very
funny in it. e

Cousin George, arriving there, would
hunt for her—in vain. But the head-
master might find George even without
any hunt.

What would Cousin George say then?
That he was looking for Hetty?

The Imp frowned anxiously; for she
knew that he was not a sneak, and
would realise that telling the headmaster
that might mean the information being

about—about an_hour,” she
“When he comes in he’ll ring

Your  Bditor's address is:—Flestway
House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
Please send astamped, addressed envelope
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Y DEAR READERS,—I've so
many lovely things to chat about
this week that I simply haven’t

a moment to spare, so you will forgive
me if I plunge straight into them, won’t
you ?

" First of all, that thrillin au.rpﬁse' which
I referred to last week.’ %t really is one
of the most magnificent, glorious surprises
vou could desire. I won't give away the
whole secret now—I shall be happy to
do that next week—but I will say that
it concerns something which you will be
able to treasure for a long, long time.
Remember, then—next Saturday you'll
learn everything.

Now I have another exciting item of
news for ;ét_:;; ; exciting and hg;eb, invona
respect, ppointing, - per (5
shortly we shﬂglobe sayinl;e gogg‘-byu lt-z
Fay Thornton, of the Blue Hills. But
there, don’t be toe sad, all of you. Good
things have to come to an end sooner or
later, you know, and, after all, if they
didn’t then there’d nover be any oppor-
tunity for new things to take their place,
would there ?

And that would never do—as you'll
agree, I know, when you diseover what is
to take the place of our ular Western
story. It's something different, novel,
glamorous—thrilling ! But more of that
also next week !

Finally, we come to the latest story of
Barbara Redfern ‘& Co., in which Hilda
Richards has cleverly blended all the
fascinating features of life at a school like
Cliff House with the drama and pathos
that comes to one of the girls who, un-
wittingly the cause of an accident to her
friend, takes upon herself a certain task
that friend has to fulfil.

Tomboy Clara Trevlyn is the girl ; Babs
is the friend. There is a cycling spill,
for which Clara is chiefly to blame, an
Babs is hurt. Not seriously, but it means
she cannot meet a young cousin of hers,
a certain Keith Harvey, rather a wastrel
good-for-nothing who is in trouble.

So Clara deputises for Babs; Clara
shoulders the worry and responsibility
of helping that young fellow out of his
scrape. She dare not tell Babs, for Babs
is engaged upon a most important task.
and if she thought her cousin needed her
she would be forced to neglect that task.

Things do not run smoothly for unselfish
Clara, however. She finds herself in
difficulty, unable to explain what she is
doing. From bad to worse her position
grows, until finally:

But I won't spoil your enjoyment of
this superb story by giving away its most
dramatic moments. You must read it for
yourself next Saturday. As usual, of
course, o&t) ;erxﬁﬁm%lﬁa \w‘x;].lo contac.;n anothe;
toppin 5 “ Cousin George an
;%%p'!! story.d mﬂ;e of Patricia’s

ightful pages, and the final gripping
instalment og‘?" Girl Rider of t-hopﬁlue
Hills,” which contains at least one very
big surprise ! :

And now, eu revoir for the moment.
With best wishes.

Your sincere friend,

Tax EpiToR.

|~ “?Ss3 1" she hissed.
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passed on to Miss Wilmot, her head-
mistress, with whom heé was quite pally.

George would not sneak. But if le
did not, what excuse could he possibly
give for being there 2

None. There would be no excuse, and
no reasonable explanation.

The roadhouse was not out of bounds,
but the Head had said that he did not
wish anv of the boys to go there unac-
companied by their parents; and that if
he learned that the rule was disobeyed,
he would make inquiries as to the
parents’ aititude, and  then, if that
coincided with his own, stern measures
would be taken.

‘Cousin George, being a prefect, would
be held more to blame than a junior
for defiance of the headmaster’s
expressed wish—which, after all, was a
command.

There would be one obvious penalty.
Cousin George would cease Dbeing a
prefect. He would be reduced to the
ranks in disgrace,

“Oh golly!” murmured the Imp in
dismay. “And all my (fault. Te'd
never face Violetie again—he’d never
lift his head. Poor old George.”

There was one thing to do—and one
only. Since she was to blame, she had
to take the penalty. For whatever the
Imp’s faults, no one had ever accused
her of cowardice or meanness.

“This,” she told herself dismally, *“is
where I go like a lamb to slaughter,
and if I am copped, serve me glad.” -

“Jome excuse had to be given for
Cousin George's being at the roadhouse
—if he were caught. There was only
one to give, that he had gone to find
Hetty, and Hetty herself, taking the
risk of consequences, had to be there to
prove it true and just.

But back of her mind there was a
faint hope—two faint hopes. One that
he would not be caught if she were in
time—and two that there might be some
other excuse.

It was that latter hope that sent her

upstairs to the lumber-room where,
grovelling in a corner, she took out a
Guy Fawkes mask and a faded,

discarded school cap.

_——

Too Much of an Imp!

QUSIN GEORGE, conscious that

s he had better not be seen in the

place, searched in the Lone Star
roadhouse very guardedly. It was

a gay but harmless spot, with a band
laying, people dancing, and a few still
oitering in the swimming pool, although
by this time there was a nip in the air
that only the hardiest could withstand.

There were cars in plenty in the park;
the restaurant was crowded, as was the
cafe, while there were even a few people
at the brightly coloured tables adjoining
the swimming pool.

Cousin George looked warily in at the
dancers, surveying them anxiously. half-
expecting _to see Hetty doing the
Lambeth Walk.

But unless she was
she was not there.

“ Funny—where can
muttered.

At that moment a hand touched his
arm and he whipped round.

Just behind him stood Hetty !

“Found you!” he snapped. “ Hetty,
you disgraceful, disobedient—"

“1 came to warn
‘vo“‘__.l’ %

He stared.

“You came to warn me? Hetty, this
is pretty well— Wah!” he ended,
with a gasp.

For at the

deeply disguise}l.

she be?” he

‘end of the corridor, framed
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in an archway in which was a bright
light, stood his headmaster, Mr. Sibley.

“Yes, yes, the pool looks good by,

night,” he boomied. -

“ousin George, ashen-faced, fell back.’

“The Head—" he muttered.

“Yes; just what I came to warn you.
Violette told me on the phone,” said the

Imp quickly.

“Violette I” he gasped. “Does she
know that I'm here? You don’t mean
you told her—"’

“Of course not,” the Imp whispered.
“And another thing, I didn’t leave the
house at all. You just rushed off down
the drive like mad, and I guessed you
were here, But don’t argue—we've got
to hide,”

They dodged back down the corridor;
but found themselves trapped, for the
only exit from it was into the brightly
lit restaurant, where it was hardly safe
to go.

“We're done,” said Cousin George

huskily.
“We’'re not. If the worst comes to
the worst, you came here to find

sa
me,” urged Hilrty.

He grabbed her arm.

“Quiet !
said? Listen1”

The Head's voice carried well.

“Yes, Miss Wilmot,” he boomed, “I
think we shall be able to judge the pos-
sibility of a gymkhana here rather
more easily with the swimming pool
practically deserted.” :

And there came in reply, bird-like
and mincing, the voice of Hetty's very
own headmistress.

“Oh, my golly!” said Hetty.

* certainly are sunk.”

Cousin George quaked in dread. If
the Head spoke to him he knew that he
would lose his merve, stammer, and
fluster in a guilty manner, and that
would just mean %eing relieved of his
prefectship.

“Heads down and bunk. It's our one
chance,” he said fiercely.

“ Ass|” said Hetty.

“Wha-at?"”

“As a way of gettinﬁ clear it's not
good,” Hetty corrected herself.

And it most decidedly was not, for the
sight of a youth and a girl rushing,
heads down, for an exit would attract
just the attention they did not want.

“We

“Well, if youre so full of good
ideas,” said ~Cousin George coldly,
“ what do you suggest?’”

Hetty mused thoughtfully.  Hope

No. 1 had failed—they had not got
clear—but Hope No. 2 remained.

“The one chance is if there’s a junior
from your school here,” she said. * Then
you'd have good reason for being here—
chasing him. As a prefect that would
be your bounden duty.”

Cousin George hardly managed to
control his impatience.

“ And that’s our one hope, is it—that
there’s a chap from the school—"

He broke off because the Imp had
dodged aside.

“Took there—talk of Iuck!”
cried.

Choosing & moment when the Head
and Miss Wilmot were looking through
the windows of the dance hall, Hetty
made a spring, clambered on to the low
parapet between the decorative arches
opposite, and climbed over. .

Ceuisin Geerge, 8 second lata in get-
tini from the mark, moved forwar
with the same idea; but a gharp vcice
called : . .

“Qood gracious—S3onning!1”

_George pulled up with a jerk, his heart
sinking into his boots. .

Didn’t you hear what he

she

. “W-why — Mum-Mister . Su-8ibley ?”
he said, with as much genial ‘surprise

#s e could mandge. primy
“Sonning. is it possible ?”” boomed the
Head, advancing., “That- you—a
Pfe_fcﬁ:tr—"' 5 i pig
Something hurled through the air and
smashed against the"wall only two fcet
from George’s+head.- It squashed there,
and,some ‘of it fell to the ground.
Then came a mocking, cracked voice.
“Yah, Sonning—boo—" - :

The Head and Cousin George rushed
to the parapet and ‘stared into ' the
gatbering darkness, to see a crouching

gure amongst the tables there. But
though the figure crouched, a school cap
was visible, and a pale, grinning face.

“A school cap,” said the Head.

“Sonning, some boy threw a tomato at
Look, there it is—"

-you !

“ THERE he is, sir ! There's the
young rascal ! *’ cried Cousin
George. He and his headmaster
stared at the Imp’s crouching
figure. Hetty’s heart stood _ still
as she held up the mask, Would
the headmaster be deceived ?

Cousin George stiffened and drew in a
deep breath. Saved!

“Yes, sir—1'll get him all right,” he
said, and clambered over the parapet.

For some odd reason the thought did
not strike Cousin George that that face
was a little unreal and mask-like, nor
did it seem to him a coincidence that so
shortly after Hetty saying that their
one hope was to see a junior there one
should appear. ;

There was a touch of Aladdin's lamp
about that sudden appearance, which,
had George been in a calmer mood,
might have given him ' pause for
thought.

“My gosh! You vyoung roiter,
coming here !” he shouted. “Step! I'll
know you again—",

The crouching figure doédged neatly,
ewung open a door, and disappeared
inside. Cousin Geosrge, charging against
the door, recoiled as it refused to open.

% A1l right, sir; he's trapped here!”
he shouted.

Ths HMesd came hurrying forward,
followed by Miss Wilmot.

M about now. She was trapped.

" stepped into the room.

- would be caugh
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*“Well done, Sonning! Smart work,” .
said the Head. *“I guessed that your
true reason for coming to this place was
that you knew someone eclse was here.”

“T" thought so, sir,” said George
truthfully.  “That’s why 1 came in—
on the hunt.”

But he did not add that it was Hetty
he had hunted, not this vietim.

“No use pushing the dosr, my lad;
and vou may as well let me open it,"”
he said.

From behind the door camg a whis-
pering, and he listened intently, hoping
to recognise it- instantly, and almost
col]apseg; for the voice obviously was
not that of a schoolboy at all. It was
a schoolgirl’s voice—the voice of his own
impish cousin Hetty.

And he had cleverly trapped her!

“0h, my goodness!” Cousin George
panied, and nearly fell over.

“Stand aside, Smmin%.i and let the
lad come out!” said the Head grimly.

At any other time the Imp would have
giggled; but she had nothing toigiggle

or on
Head

the other side of the door was the
i While

and her own headmistress.

A behind her was the service-rcom.

If she bolted into the service-room

i where waitresses’ voices could be heard

—what then?

“0Of two evils,” says the proverb,
“choose the lesser.” s

Hetty, drawing back from the door,
accepted the adyice, and, pregzred for
anything, instant capture above all,
opened the service door softly and

High Jinks for the Head!

({3 PUT of coffce for three!”

“Two vanillas, one straw-
» -

berry—
“A cuper coflee, white, and

a poached cgg——" -
There was babble in the serving-room
as waitresses kept bobbing in and out,
calling orders and collecting them on
trays, which they skilfully whisked over

others’ heads. 5

The Imp removed the school cap and
the mask, conscious that the sight of
the two together at close giuartcrs might
cause fright, screams, and the crash cf
crockery. 2 y
For a.minute cr two lenger#ousin
George might pretend 1o be fo the
door—but the moment the Head took a
hand tho door Eou&d fly open, and she
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Then—bang ! would go George's alibi.
The Imp shot a quick look about her,
pud suddenly a ray of sunlight seemed
to light the gloom. Tor, beside her ou a
row of hooks, were caps and aprons. .
She snatched down the nearest cap
- and tied it hurriedly on, wrapped an
apron about her, and leaving the mask
on"the ground and tucking the cap under
the apron, marched boldly across the
serving-room.

‘A tray with rome dirty cups stood
near by, and as the waitresses had their
own affairs to attend to in a rush, noho
needed her. 5

Taking up the tray, she whisked it in
the air, and went hurtying across the
service-room just as the Head's voice
was heard..

“ Has anyone here scen a schoolboy

“Yes,” said several girls.

“Where?” he asked excitedly.

“Well,” said one with a giggle,

59

@

m

all sorts of places.”
The Head scowled as there came a
titter.

“1 mean within the last few
minutes in this very room,” he said
coldly.

w -+ You seen one, Gertie?”
oar “No. You seen one, Maud?”
(lNo-ﬁl

Buy a Copy To-day

Every schoolgirl will enjoy
school, secret society, and speed thrills.

Gail Western is the author and it appears, with
five other splendid tales, in our companion ‘paper

THE GIRLS’ CRYSTAL

Now on Sale

The Head went to the other zide of the
pool, and Hetty whispered to George
softly :

“Keep them here—I'm bunkin

“Gosh—ty-you—" ‘gasped
George, seeing the cap and apron more
clearly than Hetty’s face.

“Sssh—do something—attract atten-
tion,” muttered Hetty.

“Wait a bit—that cap—whose is it?”
he asked anxiously. !

“Yours.”

“Mine—"

Hetty dodged back then, as the Head
looked across. p

“Have you seen him.*Sonning "

Hetty gave George a push. and he just
managed to save _ himself from
toppling into the pool; then taking the
school cap from the apron, she hurled it
into the pool.

“ His cap !” she cried.

Cousin George turned and gaped, for
there, floating. on the water, was his
cap, an old one, as he saw at a glance.

With'ta “vague idea of proving an
alibi, hesjarhmed on his own new cap.

“That “cap—get it, Sonning!” cried

the Head. “Get a pole! Quick! Do
not delay.”
George, only too eager to get that

incriminating cap, rushed to find a pole,

i el ¥ 5
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The Head stared about him, looked
under a few tables, and then toppled
forivard as he collided with a waitress.

Came a- terrific crash of china, and
Metty seurried through the far door
into the open air.

““\Waitress,” said a woman at a table,
in a haughty, angry voice. *“How much
longer have I to wait here?”

“There you are, madam.” said the
Tmp. ‘and “plonked down the tray  of
vrockery. on the table. “Help vourself.”

The woman gave a faint squeal, and
Yie-Imp dodged on into the deepening

yusk of the swimming pool, where now

the fairy lights were coming on. .
Cousini George was safe, and now all
that remained was for her toescape.
“®h¥ortunately, however, the *IHead,
Cousin . George, and her gwn - head-
whistress were hurryin,g,fmn:_x‘:tli’e sérvice-
rooni, R e

The Imp dodged into a,,:dhrkish sp.ot,-'

and for safety, kept on lff apron and

cap. Do .
“No one here, sir,” said  Cousin

Cicorge. ° ;

i

 but-long before he could do so the cap
had sunk.

“It's sunk, sir,” said George. “Gone
for good.”. e

“Net at all. It is resting on the
bottom; and I can sce it—— Ah, here
is a bather!” 3 Y

But “the man who came from a
dressing “cubicle ‘was in his walking
clothes, having just finished a dip.

“Pardon me; my dear sir,” said the
Head. “but a school cap ‘belonging to
one of the lads at my school has been
flung“info the water.” Could you get it
oukl? Y. .. sl et

The bather regarded him coldly.
. “Me? With all my clotheson? Why
can't you?’ - :

The Headifrowned.
.. “It would hardly take vou-a moment
to remove' yoiir %clothing ~again, and
having been'al rea_dy'immef's'mf—'—,—”
. “I'm not half-witted,” said”the man
tartly® * “Good*evening.” -
. The' Hcad sglowered after. him and
. Miss*Wilmotjclucked her tongue.

.~““Lieave-it to me,” said Georgeé eagerly.

.

“Tll get it out—=", .

ousin *

E
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And if he could not tear out the lining
and his name before handing it to tho
Head, he would eat the whole cap!

But the Head waved him back.

“No, my boy. You are young for
this night air and might contract a
chill. will change. I'am .etermined
to find the name in that cap.”

“Yes, sir—but let me go,” begged
George carnestly. “You're getting on
a bit, sir—middle-aged and all that!”

“Don’t talk like a fool, boy !” said the
Head. “I am going in.”

And leaving GCeorge quaking, he
found a cubicfe. hiretfn costume, and
ten minutes later appeared on the edge
of the pool to take the plunge.

George, meanwhile, had mounted the
steps to a diving board.

“T'll show you just where it is, sir,”
he said, with a reckless idea in mind.

And leaning right over. he fell in.

1t looked like an accident, but it was
one of the most ingenions ideas he had
ever had, for he dived down slightly
ahead of Mr. Sibley. .

By not staying the Imp missed a treat,
but” wisely she had scurried home ag
quickly as she could.

Cousin George, quickly though he had
dived, and neatly though he had
grabbed the cap, lost in the finish, for
the Head snatched it from him.

“You clumsy. careless fellow, falling
in!"" he said. “If you had to do i,
why not have done it before and saved
me the trouble of undressing ?”’ -

Then, while Cousin George stood limp -
and ill at ease, the Head walked to the
brightest light, the cap in his hand. He
stared at it and scowled.

_“Fooled,” he said. “This cap has no
lining—and no name!” 3

Cousin George forced
appear mortified.

. “Then we shall never find whose cap
it is, sir !” :

The: Head, with an angry gesture of
exasperation, threw the cap back into
the pool, turned to the cubicle and
dressed; but first he urged Cousin
George to hurry 4ll the way honie and

himself to

have a hot bath.

Wum COUSIN GEORGE, tecth chattering
arrived home, he heard the blare
of rhythm and gritted his teeth.
_+Detérmined to put an end to the din,
he marched along to the lounge, whence
the sounds came, put.his hand on the
doorknob, and then hesitated.

After all, he reminded himself, Hetty
had taken a grave risk to save him from
the Head, and but for her—the thought
made him shudder more than even his
damp clothes did. : 3

‘He partly opened the door,just enough
to hear Nellie doing some pretty classie
stuff with the triangle; then he closed
it, hurried upstairs, and got himself a
hot bath, with mustard added.

. And even he had to admit—to himself
if to no one else—that heard from a

- distance through the floor and closed
door, and above the running of the bath
taps, the dance band didn’t sound at all
bad. There was rhythm—there was pep.
And but for the fact that after the bail
he found the message from Violette, e
might have looked in to give a litile
advice to the bandsters. As it was, he
went to advise Violette about her
photograph album,

-EXD OF THIS WEEK’S STORY.
ANOTHER delightful -story next
week—and look out for a really

exciting surprise announcement in
the near future.
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