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SISTER’S MONEY!”

The youngest girl in the
school accused !

A dramatic moment from this
week’s very appealing long
complete story. ,




THE SCHOOLGIRL

- . In this Grand Long Complete Story Barbara Redfern and her chums of Cliff House join
: forces in helping the school’s youngest member.

bbed

Prefect—and Tyrant!
{3 ULCIA! Please,
Dulcia !” begged
Marjorie Hazel-
dene anxiously.
“QOh, Dulcia, please do
ive Dolores her chance!”
ern pleaded.

Barbara
“She’d be overjoyed if you told her
the was going to be your fc:ig," Tomboy

Clara Trevlyn supplemente “Go on,
Dulcia, be a sport !”

“Yes, rather!” Mabel Lynn sup-
ported. ‘' She’s just on thorns in case
she doesn't get the chance.”

Dulcia Fairbrother, captain of Cliff
House School, laughed as she stared at
the seriously anxious faces of the four
Fourth Formers confronting her.

A nice-locking girl Dulcia—but never
so pretty as when she laughed. A nice-
natured girl, too, in spite of her many
reafomibxlities as Chiff House’s head

irl. There were very few gr!n in Cliff

ouse who did not like Dulcia; but
many um%% adored her, and to do any-
thing for Dulcia was counted an honour
indeed.

“Well, and now may I have my little
say 1" she asked pleasantly.

*But, Dulcia—"

“Because, you know,” Dulcia smiled,
her eyes glimmering with amusement,
“] haven't said yet that I won’t have
Dolores Essendon for my fag. In fact,
since I've got to have & fag from the
Second Form there’s no girl I should
like better than Dolores! But wait a
minute,” she added, as four faces
beamed as one, “don’t run away yet.
You're sure Dolores would like the
job?*

“0Oh, Dulcia, she'd love it—just love
it 1’ breathed Barbara, who was captain
of the Fourth Form.

“She’s not already agréed to fag for
Helen Hunter 7
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“Helen! That cat!” Clara sniffed,
and then crimsoned, realising she was
talking about a fellow-prefect of Dulcia.
“I mean—well, honestly, the poor
kiddy would have nightmares at the
mere thought! But why?”

“Just nothing—except—" Dulcia
paused. “Well, I was talking about the
fagging question to Helen a little while
ago, and she did rather give me to
understand that Dolores was coming to
her, and her younger sister Eunice to
me; Not that,” Dulcia added, with the
tiniest frown, as though wondering if
the thought were uncharitable, “I'm
very keen on having Eunice Hunter as
my fag, but—well! Both Helen and I
want a fag, and Miss Primrose has
named Eunice and Dolores as the next
two Second Formers on the fagging list.
It only remains for Dolores to say she
wants to fag for me, and there you are.”

“ And—and we can go and tell her?”
Marjorie Hazeldene blurted.

“By :l] means, Ask her to come to

see me.

The four Fourth Formers grinned. If
they had pulled off some big favour for
themselves they could not have been
more pleased or joyous, because they all
did so love little Dolores Essendon of
the Second Form, the youngest girl in
the whole school, and almost certainly
the sweetest and the shyest. Such a
]\Sirisoma h't‘};le thing was nfine- ear-old

olores, and so very young for her age.

“Then—come on l‘? Barbara gleed.
“Whoops! I want to see that kid’s face
when we break the news!”

And while Dulcia, who had been
polishing the lens of her new camera
when they arrived, sat down to resume
that task, she led the way out of the
room, rushing with such breathless haste
along the corridor that she almost
cannoned into the tall, sulky-faced girl
who, most unfortunately, rounded the
corner at the same moment. .

“Hey! What’s this?” And the tall
girl grabbed her by the shoulder.
*Think this is a zoo or a running track,

I_ I,J.
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Barbara Redfern?” she asked snappily.
“Take fifty lines, each of you! And be
less noisy in this corridor,” she added,
with a frown,

“Yes, Helen,” Babs said meekly. And
Helen Hunter, scowling, strolled on.

Tomboy Clara pulled a face.

_“Sweet thing!” she breathed. “I'd
like to adopt her as a pet—and keep her
ig bal cage! Just fancy fagging for

a 7

“Just fancy!” Babs choriled. “But
blow horrible Helen! Come on!”

They went on, cheerfulness by no
means diminished. It would have taken
more than lines from Helen Hunter to
have da.mfenad their high spirits then,
Brea y they hurried along, until,
descending the stairs and scuttling alon
the Fourth Form corridor, they pause
outside the door of the “play-room”
which was given up to the recreation of
the Second Form.

And Babs, with a smile, pushed the
door open.

.A dozen small girls at once turned to
stare at them.

“Oh!” said Eunice Hunter. “Do you
want me 7"

Eunice was the oldest girl in the
Second Form. In fact, she was of Lower
Third age, and would probably have
found herself in that Form had she not
been such a duffer at her lessons. A
plumpish, petulant face. she had; was
taller by two inches of the next tallest

irl in the Form, and spiteful into the

argain. Bully by nature, she rather
ruled the roost in the Second Form, and,
having a sister who was a Sixth Form
prefect, had made herself a sort of un-
official captain.

“We don’t,” Babs said. “Dolores?
Where’s Dolores I
“Please, Barbara, here I am!”

answered a shy voice from the other side
of the room. X

And little Dolores Essendon, her fairy-
like little face eager, looked up
wonderingly.
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Babs smiled tenderly—she always
smiled tenderly whenever she saw
Dolores. Such a sweet, winsome wisp of
a child, with her straight dark hair and
those big, deep blue eves which somehow
looked too large for her pretty face.
In her arms, as usual, she hugged her
bright-cheeked doll, Peggy.

“Dolores,” Babs said. and Marjorie
smiled, “we've been to see Dulcia.”
Dolores caught her breath.

‘Oh_.“how nice! Did—did she say

she—-"
“She says,” Babs laughed, *“that
vou've only to ask her to let you be her

fag and the job's
see you now.”

“What?” cried FEunice Hunter.
“Here, I say, that’s not fair!” she cried
indignantly, “I'm going to be Dulcia’s
fﬂg I."l
* Says vou !” Clara sniffed.

“But I do say so!” Eunice said indig-
nantly. “ DMy sister Helen says so, An
my sister Helen,” she added defiantly,
“is a prefect, and what she says is
right! And Dulcia,” she added fiercely,
“1s the captain of the school, and I
should like to know who's got a better
right to fag for the captain of the school
than the sister of a prefect! That's my

yours. She wants to

job 1” ‘
There was a murmur from the Second
Form. Dolorés looked just a trifle un-

certain and distressed. Quivering with
cagerness as she had been when the. news
was broken, she now turned a wide, un-
easy glance upon Eunice.

Dolores, like the rest of the Second,
subconscionsly acknowledged the
authority of the older, bullying Eunice,
even though she had no reason for
doing so.

% dear, I’m ever so sorry, Eunice!
I didn’t know——"

“Neither,” Marjorie said. a little
angrily, “does Eunice know. My dear,
don't look so downhearted. Dolores,
it’s all right. We've just been talking
to Duleia, and all vou've got to do is
to go and ask her vourself. Now,
please, Eunice !” she added sharply.

“Yes, _dpiue down, Eunice!” Mabel
Lynn said.
Funice, red-facedly furious, was

almost on the verge of fears.

“T'Il go and tell my sister!” she
threatened.

“Well, jolly well go and tell her,”
Clara sniffed. “ But, for goodness’ sake,
keep out of this! Dolores, this way,”
she added and, as the youngster still
eyed Eunice uncertainly, she caught her
arm. “Come on.”

“Yes, Clara, I'm coming,” Dolores

said. “Can I bring Peggy with me?”
“Peggy? Oh, the doll!” Clara
grinned. “Sure,” she agreed, and

caught the kiddie's hand in hers. “Take
her other flipper, Mabs,” she added
slangily. “Wait a minute! Here’s your
bag, Dolores. Now, off we go.”

“But look here—” howled Eunice
furiously.

“Oh stuff! You go and meow to your
sister 1”

And, without another glance for the
little bully of the Second, they led
Dolores out.

“QOh dear! Eunice will be ever so
cross,” Dolores gulped, as they reached
Study No. 4, the apariment shared by
Barbara, Mabel Lynn, and plump Bessie
Bunter—Bessie, at this moment, spend-
ing her week’s pocket-money all at once
in the tuckshop.

“\Well, who cares?” Clara cried.
¢« Blessed if I know why you kids kow-
tow to that little bully! Well, Dolores,
we've spoken to Dulcia. as we said we
would—"

“That’s so nice of you !” Dolores said.
“And I can be her fag?”

" All vou've got to do is to go and say
80,” Mabel Lyunn laughed, and then
laughed again at the radiant, grinning
E_:' on the tiny face. “Happy,

lores ?” .

“Qh, yes, I am—very happy, thank
vou,” Dolores said shyly. “It’s ever so
kind of vou all "—and her eyes filled
with worship. “Shall T go now?” she
added eagerly. “Oh dear, it will be so
lovely to be Dulcia’s fag, and I'll try
ever so to please her! Is my face clean,
please ?”

“As clean and bright as a new pin!”
gentle Marjorie said softly. “Well,
now off you go, Dolores, and then come
back and have tea with us! Good luck.
Here, don’t forget Peggy.”

“(QOh, no!” Dolores said, and gulped.

And, hugging precious Peggy to her,
she rather tremblingly marched out of
the study. To fag for Duleia, to_ fag
for the captain of the school—ah! How

a4 lovely that would be! And Dulcia was

so nice, so awfully kind.

She smiled as she went up the cor-
ridor and mounted the stairs.

“You're pleased, too, aren’t you,
Peggy?” she added, and gave Peggy
that tilt which made her half close her
eves as though in assent. “And we'll
be ever so good and busy, won't we?”

“Mamma !” Peggy bleated as she was
squeezed.

Dolores laughed delicionsly. FEagerly
she hurried on. Here were the Sixth
Form studies—oh dear, how frightened
she felt all at once—but it was a sork
of happy fear. Gulping, she almost held
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“ You stole it!” Helen said. “I know
vou stole it, Dolores, so you needn’t
deny it! Where is it?” :

Dolores’ lips quivered.

“I haven’t got it.”

55 %’o? Well, let me look in that bag.”

« But—"

And Dolores gave a ery as Helen,
with an angry gesture, snatched the bag
from her, turning it upside down on the
table. There was a farthing, a bright
new half-penny, a piece of paper, and a
tiny handkerchief. Helen scowled.

“Turn out your pockets!” she com-
manded.

“Yes, Helen; but I've only got one
pocket, vou know. Look—"

And Dolores turned the pocket inside
out. There was nothing in it at all
except a tiny piece of chalk.

“You see, Helen, I haven't got it.
I'm dreadfully sorry if you've lost it.”
she added sincerely.” “ A shilling is such
a lot of money, isn't it2”

Helen didn’t reply. She grabbed up
the doll on the table. Then, apparently

in the act of handing it back, she
paused, staring at the kiddie in a way
which caused Dolores to quail.

“You haven't got it?” sghe asked.
“It’s not in your bag and it's not in
vour pocket? My word! You're a
bigger little thief than I took you for,
Dolores! Look at this! Here's my
shilling and you stole it!”

And. in front of the youngster’s
astonished eyes, she plunged her fingers
into the pocket of Peggy’s pinafore and
brought out a shilling.

To fag for popular Dulcia Fairbrother—an honour indeed !
And lovable little Dolores Essendon of the Second Form

had that chance!

How she thrilled ; it was one of her

dearest ambitions. But harsh, unpopular Helen Hunter,

for her own reasons, was determined that Dolores should

fag for HER. Why, was a mystery that Babs & Co., staunch
champions of Dolores, set out to discover.

her breath as she stepped along the
corridor, blinking a little in awe at the
doors behind which hid the mighty un-
touchables of the Sixth as she went on.
Then suddenly a door was thrown open.
The sulky, unfriendly eyes of Helen
Hunter fastened upon her.

“Oh, vou!” she said. “I want to talk
to you.”

“Yes, Helen,” Dolores said fimidly.
“But I'm going to see Dulcia, you
know.”

“Duleia,” Helen scowled, “can wait!
Come in here !”

Dolores blinked. But Dolores, with
terrific awe for authority any shape
or form, dared not refuse. She went in.

“Sit down,” said Helen. “ Here, give
me that silly doll!” And while Dolores’
lips quivered, she snatched the doll and,
turning her back, fumbled with it for a
moment as she put it on the table.
“You know,” Helen said, “that when I
came into the Second Form this morn-
ing, I showed you that new shilling
with a black mark across it?”

“Oh, yes!” Dolores replied readily.
“But you didn’t tell me how you made
that mark, Helen.”

«] didn’t make it. But that’s not the
point. Now,” Helen said fercely,
“what did you do with it?”

Dolores’ big eyes opened in surprise.

“1 didn’t do anything with it. You
put it in your pocket, Helen.”

“No, I didn’t. I left it on your desk,”
Helen retorted. I didn’t remember
till afterwards. You took it, Dolores!”

Dolores stared.

“(Oh. Helen, I didn't. really! 1
wouldn’t think of such a wicked thing!”

Dolores was dumb.

“8o that's where you'd hidden it
eh?” Helen’s face was accusing.
“That’s your artfifl way of stealing and
keeping another person’s money ? k!
It's my shilling! There's the black
mark across the face. You recognise it
as my shilling, don’t you?”

“Yes, Helen; but I didn't take it—"

“You did! Otherwise,” Helen
snapped, “how comes it to be here—in
vour doll’s pinafore? You're a thief,

olores—a nasty, horrid little thief, and
I've a good mind to take you to Miss

Gilbey. Indeed,” Helen added, her own

eyes narrowing as she saw the wild
alarm which' began to fill the blue depths
of the Second Former's, “I've a jolly
ood mind to go further than that.
Supposing—" she paused, and Dolores
gave an apprehensive little gasp, “sup-
posing I took you to Miss Primrose!”
rapped Helen.

“Helen !” The kiddie’s voice shook.
“Qh, please, please doa’t do that!”

“Why shouldn't I?” demanded
Helen. “It's no good you saying you
didn't take that shilling. because 1've
got proof that you did, see?”

Dolores gulped. Innocent though
she was, to her it seemed that she
might just as well be guilty. Helen
bad proof! Helen said so!

Helen, seeing the fear on that little
face, smiled shightly.

“Well,” she said slowly, “I might
let you off, Dolores, but if I do you've
got to do something for me. Don’t for-
get, I've got proof that I can take you
to Miss Primrose ai any time—and
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that will mean #m’ll be expelled. Do
you understand

“Qh, Helen, yes.
* don't say anything.

“J won't—and you mustn't breathe a
word about this, either. But you've
s:rt to do as I say. You're going to

ulcia now, aren’t you?!”

“Y-yes.”

“Well, go to her. But go and tell
her that you don’t want to be her fag.”

“But—but I do, Helen!” Dolores
looked at her pleadingly. “Please let
me be her.fag!l”

“Bother you! Can’t you understand?
You do as I say, or I'll tell everyone
you toock my shilling—and I've got
proof, remember. I want you for my
fag—understand?  Eunice is going to
be Dulcia’s fag because it's Eunice’s
right as my sister. Now, for the last
time, will you do as I say—or do you
want to be expelled?”

”But, please, please

Terrible: Dolores’ disappointment;
quivering the fear in her small
features. But she could see no escape.

“J—"11 go!” she said.

And, almost trembling, she went out
of the study. It was ten minutes
later when, timidly knocking at the
door of Study No. 4, she entered. The
four chums stared at her. 1

“Dolores, what did Dulcia say?”
Marjorie eagerly cried.

Dolores, . white-faced,
gulped.

“ Dolores 1” Marjorie cried. * Dolores,
what’s the matter?”

“ [—J—I—" The words stuck in the
kiddie’s throat. “I—I had to tell her!”
she said miserably. “I had to-tell her!
I wanted ever so much—I mean, I don’t
want to—so I -had to tell Dulcia I—I'm
not being her fag—"

L What?])

“Because,” Dolores said, and bent
her head and tried des:poutel;'gv to con-
trol the quivering of her lips, and
swallowed the lump in her throat. “I
—I'm going to fag for—for—Hel-Helen
Hun-Hunter—"

And to the chums’ most astonished
consternation, she burst into a flood of
tears.

stood and

——
-

The Mystery of Dolores!

{4 UT, Dolores, why
don’t you want to
fag for Dulcia?”

: Babs asked ten
minutes later.
Dolores: forlornly shook

her head.
“Be-because I don’t,” she said.

“But’ you like Dulcia, Dolores?”
Marjorie questioned, her gentle face
very anxious and worried. ,

“Oh, yes, I like her very much!”

“ And you don't like Helen?’ Mabel
Lynn pressed. :

Dolores shuddered. ot

“Then why,” demanded Clara, “are
you fagging for Helen?” A

Dolores’ biF eyes, so unusually large,
fixed themnselves upon her. “Please,
please,” that glance most agonisingly
entreated, “don’t ask me any ‘more
questions I”. And Clara, reading that
message aright, turned away her head,
and & little siléence fell -upon all the
chums as they realised, by their persisi-
ence, they were only tormenting her.
And yet—what an extraordinary
puzzle it was!

“Well,” Babs considered, after a
gn_use,. “you're a funny girl, Doloresl!
iill, if you don’t want to answer ques-
ress them,” although

tions,” we won't

the look on her face suggested that she-

was by no means satisfied with what
had happened. “Anyway, what about

a wgpot of tea?” she asked brighily.
“We've got some lovely chocolate cake
—and some of those biscuits you like.
You;(’l, like to have tea with us, wouldn’t
you :

“QOh, yes, please!” Dolores ecried,
thrilled. . ¥

And she brightened up at once. For
tea with her big friends of the Fourth
was a treat indeed!

“Then _rustle round and get the
chairs I” Babs laughed. “This one here
for Dolores.” - ’

“Please,” Dolores asked timidly,
“can—can I sit next to Marjorie?”

“And me!” came a voice ab the door,
and Bessie Bunter, her plump face
wreathed in smiles, appeared. “Oh, I
say, Dolores, are you stopping to tea?”
she asked. I ‘say, that's ripping!
Yum! Nice spread!” Beéssie voted,
her eyes glistening behind her thick
spectacles. “I’ll sit next to the plam
tart—I mum-mean, Dolores, Babs.”

And Bessie, without waiting for con-

sent, plumped her fat frame on the
empty chair next to the Second
Former.

The chums laughed. Dolores, her
wrongs temporarily forgolten, beamed.
Once again she looked happy, and
smiled at Peggy, who, propped up in
the corner, surveyed the scene with a

pain and unchanging smile.
“Biscuits, Doloresi” Clara said
cheerfully.

“Cake, Dolores?” Mabs beamed.

“Or some of this to?fmg blane-
mange ?”* Bessie pressed. “I can recom-
mend this, you know, because 1 made it
myself in cookery class. You may
know what a dab I am at cooking.”

“Qr,” Babs smiled, “would you like
this sandwich, Dolores?”

Dolores laughed.

“Please may 1 have another lump of
sugar in my tea?” she asked demurely.
«)Miss Gilbey always lets me have three
lumps, you know.” L

Another lump she certainly had As
Clara said, with more heartiness than
forethought, she could have the whole
sugar basin full if she liked! And so
tea, a merry meal, with Dolores ex-
panding more and more every moment,
progressed.

Until, suddenly, there was a thump
on the door. The door itself was
pushed open, and Helen Hunter looked
in. Her eyes at once sought out litile
Dolores, who turned dead white.

“Hey! Thought you were fagging
for me?"” she mapged. ‘

“We—"" began Babs.

“Be quiet, Barbara Redfern! Don't
interfere! Well, do you call this fag-
ging 7" Helen demanded.

Dolores’ hands trembled.

“Qh dear! I'm sorry, Helen, but
you didn’t tell me——"

“Well, I'm telling you now! Get out
of that chair, you lazy little good-for-
nothing! Eh? Were you talking to
me, Clara Trevlyn?”

_ “T was!” Clara said bluntly. “1 said
you ought to be jolly well ashamed of
y " speaking to Dolores like that !”
" “Twenty lines!” Helen snapped.

“yWell, come on, Dolores!” she almost

roared “I can’t wait here all day!”
“She’s not had her tea!” Babs indig-

nantly protested. <
“She can have her tea—with me!”
Helen snorted.  ~“And take twenty
lines for interféring! Dolores!” she
added, stamping her foot. :
Dolores sighed. She picked up her
doll, and, clutchi it to her chest,

falteringly followed the tyrannical pre-
fect from the room. - .= =
The five chums looked at each other,
“Qh, I say, what a beastly bully !

Bessie said indignantly. “I've a jolly

Tue ScmooLGIrR
Eood mind to te]l her what I think of
er 1 £
“Well, what's it mean?” Babs asked,
eyeing her chums. :
" Mabs sajd, and

don't know,”
shook her golden

“It’s just not natural!”. Babs broke
out. “There’s some trickery here.
Dolores was as keen as anything to be
Dulcia’s fag. Though she’s too kind a
little thing to say so, she just hates the
idea of doing things for Helen. But
Helen, somehow, has got the whip hand
over her. How1”

. “Yes, how?” plump Bessie glowered
indignantly. bk

“ But—but what can we do about it 1™

Mabs asked uncertainly.
_ “We can do one thing, and we’ll do
it now !” Babs said quietly. “We can
see Dulcia—she may be able to throw
some !_:ght on the mystery. Dulcia likes
the kiddie, as we know. Who's for
going to see Dulciat” "

“Well, I am, you know!” Bessie
said.

“No, you won't! You stop here and
clear up the teal” Clara said. “No
sense_in ﬁoiug in a crowd. -Babs, you
and I will go. Come on.”

Babs nodded. As Clara_strode to-
wards the door, she stepped after her,
leaving Bessie, Marjorie, and Mabs
staring_at each other. Straight to the
Sixth Form corridor Isheﬂ“went, and
there, -pausing in front of Dulcia’s door,
Babs raised her hand to knock. At the
same time, however, she gave a gasp.
_For the door was slightly open, admit-
ting a view of a section of the room.
That section showed -the window. It
showed, also, the figure of a small,
rather podgy-faced _girl, who bad
Dulcia’s new camera in her hands, and
who, in the full glare of the afternoon
sunset, was fumbling with the catches
of the camera in order to open the
back. The girl was—

_ “Eunice!” Babs cried, and darted
into the room. :

_ Eunice Hunter, near the window,
jumped round with a start so violent
and guilty that she almost dropped
Dulcia’s precious new treasure.

“You little chump ! Babs cried, and
snatched the camera from her, quickly
:nappu_lf to the catches. *“Don’t you
know, if you open this, you will ruin the
films inside it?”

Eunice gasped. Her face was scarlet.

“J—I—" she stuttered.

“What were ]Eou doing

“Nothing |” Eunice retorted sulkily.
“ Anyway, it's not your _business,” ghe
added, finding her spirits and her
cheek. “I'm Dulcia’s fag, aren’t I,
and I'm looking after Dulcia’s things
and Dulcia says I'm to keep her room
nice, and clean things, and all that, so
what are you meddling for? I'll tell
Dulcia !” she shrilled,

“Why, you awful
Clara gasped. “For two pins—'

“Hallo! What’s this?  What’s
this?” And Dulcia herself, frowning
a little, strode into the room. * Eunice,
what is— Barbara, what are you
doing with my camera?” she addei

“Just saving your films from being
ruined, Dulcia! Your new fag was
busy opening the back of the camera as
we came in [” i

“QOh, I wasn't!” shrilled Eunice.

“Thank you!” Dulcia outstretched
her hand. Anxiously she looked at the
camera, and then sighed in relief.
“There is a rather special collection
of views in that,” she said. “Views
I am taking for Stella Stone, our old
captain, who is writing a k about
her schoolday -experiences, and wants
to illustrate it with photographs of

little podge "
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rtain interesting spots in the neigh-

urhood. Eunice, that was a very
tilly thing to do,” she added severely.
“Don't you know, if you open a camera,
that the light gets in, and if the light
gets in, the film is completely ruine i

Eunice bit her lip.

“Y.yes, Dulcia. I—I'm sorry!” she
blurted; but she threw Babs a dagger-
like glance.

“Very well. Fortunately, no harm
has been done. Now, please go to
the school shop and buy me two yards
of one-inch tape. Here is the money.
Well, Barbara?” she added, as Eunice
disappeared. “Oh, wait a minute, 1
thqu. for safety’s sake, I will keep this
camera locked up, as I have still three
more films to expose ”—and she turned
to her desk. She put the camera in a
drawer, and, locking it, {)iaced_the key
in her pocket. “Now, what is it?” she
asked. :

“Jt—it's about Dolores,” Babs said,

rather hesitnntlfv. “QOh, Dulcia, what
hapeﬁned? Why can’t she fag for
you?

Dulcia shook her head.

“Well, she says she doesn’t want to.”

“But she does, really!” Clara inter-
rupted.

ulcia looked a little worried.

“All the same,” she pointed out, “I
haven’t any power to make a girl who
doesn't want to fag, fag for me.
Apart from which. she has already
chosen Helen.”

“But—oh, Dulcia, I'm sure.” Babs
said vehemently, “she doesn't want to
‘fag for Helen. You say yourself that
you'd rather have her to fag for you
than anybody else.”

“I did. And,” Dulcia said, “I still
fee! that way. But what can I do?
Dolores told me that she’d already
decided to become Helen's fag. On the
other hand,” she added, *“if she likes
to change her mind now, she can still
come to me. 11l have a talk with
Helen later, and see if we can fix it
up.”

Trouble in the Play-room!

EELING a little
happier, Babs and
Clara went out.

Duleia was as_good

X later she saw Helen Hunter
passing her door. She called her in.
“Helen, I won't beat about the
bush,” said the captain quietly.
“I've been thinking about this fagging
business. I do thiuk, you know, that it
would be a better idea to let Dolores
fag for me
sizter.”
“You do?"” Helen

stare,

“Well, don't you?”

“No, don't!” the other bluntly
said.  “You ought to know, Dulcia,
that Eunice would only try to take
advantage of working for me. Apart
from that, I fancy vou'd be a bit more
than sorry if you took Dolores on. The
kid’s simply dreadful!”

“I'm willing,” Dulcia said quietly,

“to risk that. Helen, why are you so
keen to have Dolores?”
- #Keent™ Helen's brows arched in
pretended surprise. Then she laughed.
“Keen!” she said, infusing mockery
into her tome. “Keen to have that
little good-for-nothing? If you can get
her to come to you; well—jolly well take
her—and find me someone else a little
more efficient! Come along now and
ask her,” she added indifferently.

Dulcia gazed at her.” If Helen was
acting, she was certainly acting well.

asked, with a

as her word. Five minutes-

while you have your

“Very well,” she agreed.

Helen shrugged. Turning, she led the
way along the corridor. She thrust
open the door of her study where
Dolores, in the act of preparing tea,
looked up. Her face turned a fiery red
as she saw Dulcia.

“Dolores,” Helen said, but took very
good care to get betwcen the captain
and the fag so that Dulcia should not
see the expression which accompanied
ber words, “Dulcia says that if you'd
like to fag for her, you can.”

“Yes, Dolores,” Dulcia said softlr.

Dolores gulped. For a moment her
face became radiant. She almost
blurted out: “Oh, Dulcia, I do want
to be your fag!” Then she looked at
Helen—Helen, whose face, hidden from
Dulcia, was scowling and threatening.

And she said, turning her unhappy
face away:

“PBut—but I—I'm Helen's fag.”

“You mean you don't want to come
to me?” Dulcia asked, just a little
sharply.

“N-no,” Dolores faltered, and could
have broken down and cried as that
little fib left her lips. And Dulcia.
stung a little at having beeun refused a
sccond time, turned piuk.

“Then, in that case, there's nothing
more to be said. So-long, Helen!”
_Helen laughed. Dolores, with a sensa-
tion of seeing - her most cherished
ambition stepping out of her reach,
gave a little choking cry as the door
closed behind her Sixth Form idol
Helen grinned.

“Good for you!” she gloated. “Yon
know what would have happened if
vou'd said ‘yes,’ don't you!? Well,
finish laying that table, and then you
can go. And pull your socks up!”

Dolores gulped, but she got on with
her work. .

Greatly to her relief, Helen went out
again while she was completing her pre-
parations, and, with a sigh of most
thankful relief, Doloves laid the last
knife and fork. Well, that was that!

She glanced round, fearful that she
might have left something undone.
Child as she was, she had a strict sense
of duty, and a horror of not doing any
job properly. Just an inch she moved
the salt-cellar. Yes, everything looked
lovely, she thought. Baut, oh, if she had
only been doing this for Dulcia! She
went to the door. With the relief of a
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risoner escaping from his cell, sheu
weried along the corridor and down ™
into the play-room.

She pushed open tlie door of the
room, to be greeted by Eunice Hunter's
shrill voice.

Eunice, having an argument with
Dolly Drew over the ownership of a
piece of chocolate which had been left
on the desk, had {ust snatched the
chocolate from Dolly’s grasp; and
Dolly, almost a head shorter than the
voung bully, was nearly in tears.

Apprehensively, uneasily, the rest of
the Form was grouped round the com-
batants; but, as usual, Eunice—self-
proclaimed leader of the Secand, in-
vested with all the authority of being
a prefect’s sister, and now invested with
the greater glamour of being the cap-
tain’s fag—was having things all her
own way.

“Well, it’s mine!” she said, and
popped the chocolate into her mouth.
“Now come and get it—if you can!”

she sneered, and turned, “Hoo!
Whoopee ' she jeered. ‘“Here's cry-
baby doll-carrier! Hu. ha, ha! What

price fagging for the captain of the
school now, young Dolores?”

Dolores gazed at her; then she turned
her head, walking quickly to her desk.
Eunice’s plump face darkened.  She
caught her by the shoulder.

“Here, vou,” she cried, “answer me
when I talk to you! What price fag-
ging for Dulcia Fairbrother now?” she
repeated spitefully. “What price your
silly pals in the Fourth? “Oh, yes.
Dolores, von shall be Dulcia’s fag! ™
she mimicked. “°‘We'll see to that.
Never mind Eunice Hunter; she doesn’t
count.’ Well, do I count now, cry-
baby ?” she added viciously. “Who's
cock of the walk? Answer, you little
beast, or I'll pull your hair!”

“You leave my hair alone!” Dolores
protested indignantly.

“Well, answer !” .

“1 won't answer!” Dolores said
spiritedly. “And I think you're mean
and ’horrid to be so spiteful! Let me

o !’

But Eunice, gloating and glowering
little bully, had no intention of doiug
that. She made a dart at Dolores.

¢ HERE'S my shilling, and you stole it!"
said Helen Hunter, and from the doll’s

dress she produced the coin.

stared in wonder and fear. How the shilling

had got in her doll's pocket she had no
idea. But the prefect knew |

Little Dolores



But, for once, Eunice had mistaken
her victim. Dolores, despite the peace-
ful placidity of her nature, had had just
about enough. As Eunice, with a
glare, darted towards her, she spun
round; her hand closed upon the wet
spolﬁe used for wiping the blackboard.

“Here,” screamed Eunice, seeing tco
late her danger, “don’t you—"->"

But Dolores had. She had thrown
it] And Eunice, charging on, stopped
dead with surprise as the wet sponge
equelched into her face.

From the Second went up an amazed
gasp of awe; “and Dolores, rather
scared then at her own action, shrank
back.

Eunice let out a spluttering cry.

“You little cat! Why, ri—"

She made to rush again, but just at
that moment the door ogened. Helen
Hunter looked in with a frown.

“Hey! What's this?”

«0Oh dear!” Dolores said. “Please—

please—

«That—that little cat threw a wet
sponge at me ! Eunice hooted furiously,
and wiped her face. *“8h "

“Dolores, did youi”

“Well,” Dolores said spiritedly, *she
was going for me|”

«1 didn’t ask for explanations; I
said *Did you?'** Helen repeated.

K(Yes.JJ

“Then take twenty lines!” she
snapped. “Eunice, wipe your face and
come with me; I want to talk to you.”

Eunice glowered. With a fierce look
at Dolores, she went out.

“That little cat |” she choked. .

«All right—all right!” Helen said,
with a scowl. “Pay attention to me
now. Did you get hold of thai
camera 1

" e |

“Did you?” Helen asked snappily.

“Well, I did get hold of it—yes,”
FEunice retorted.

“And did you expose the films, as I
told you to?"”*

“No. Those cats Babs and Clara
came in just as I was doing it I’ Eunice
glowered. “Then Dulcia came in, and
they told her what P’d been doing. Oh,
you needn’t glare like that ! she added
sulkily. “It wasn’t my fault, and I was
trying to carry out your orders. But I
couldn’t be expected to know those pigs
from the Fourth Form would come in,
could I17”

Helen looked alarmed.

“ And Dulcia—did she suspect ?”

«No. I told her I was cleaning it.
She locked it-up, though.”

Helen heaved a sigh of relief, but
her eyes were glittering a little. ;

“Bahs and Clara—eh?” she said.
“Those little cats! Interfering, as
usuall All right, 'l jolly well attend
to them ! Where's Dulcia locked up the
camera ?” -

«Tn the drawer of her desk,” Eunice
caid. “Bhe's got the key, so if you
expect me to get hold of it now—"

“QOh, be quiet !” Helen said. “ Eunice,
listen to me! You've got to get hold
of it! Do you understand? I planned
to get you made Dulcia’s fag simply so
that you could do that little job for
me. You've got to grab that camera.
You've ]5“ to spoil the films that are
in it! Understand?”

“But how 1"

«] don't know. That’s up to you.”

« All right,” Eunice said surlily. “All
the same, I don’t see—"

“Don’t argue! Now, listen to me
:fam——:f you want to keep your job!

ou don’t want Dolores to get it, do
youl”

Eunice's eyes smouldered.

“But she can’t; I've got it.”

.
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“Well, don't be so sure of keeping
it 1” Helen sneered. “I've got more
than half an idea that Dulcia still sre-
fers her to you. What we’ve got to do,”
she went on, her eyes dglimmetinﬁ, “is
to_make Dulcia so fed-up and isap-
pointed with Dolores’ idea of fagging
that she wouldn't even look at her even
if Dolores asked. You see?”

Eunice smiled craftily.

“Yes, I see! Well, what do we do?”

“Just this,” Helen said, and, with a
swift glance up and down the passage,
spoke in a low whisper for several
minutes. And at the end of that time
Eunice's spiteful little face was twisted
in one big grin.

“Oh, sood 1” she breathed. “Jolly
good! Yes, yes, I'll do _that all right—
you just give me the wink every time!
But, Helen "—and she stared up inte

_her sister's face—‘* what do you want w0

spoil Dulcia’s films for 7

“That,” said Helen tartly, “is my
business! Now get back to the play-
room.”

And Eunice, sulkily glowering, got
back. But her eyes were alight with
the glitter of mischief to come.

It Couldn't have been Dolores!

€ OLORES!
Dolores Essen-
don ! Where the
dickens 1is
Dolores Essendon?”

It-was the next morning.
Babs, Mabs, Marjorie, Clara, and Janet
Jordan, discussin hockey, before
lessons, in Study No. 7—the apartment
latter three—looked

tnxiouslg towards the door as that bad-
tempered voice resounded in the
corridor.

“Helen |” muttered Babs.
“And on the warpath !” Janet Jordan

said.

“After little Dolores!” Mabel Lynn
added, a trifle anxiously. “What the
dickens does she want?”

_“Dolores!” repeated the angry voice.

Marjorie Hazeldene, biting her lip,
moved towards the door—for Marjorie
was very, very fond of Dolores, and had
worried more than a little about her
since last mght. She opened it just as
Helen, red-faced and glaring, came
abreast of the door. J

“Ts Dolores here?” she demanded.

“No, Helen,” Marjorie  gulped.
“She’s in the play-room, I expect. But
—but is there anything I can do1”

Helen glared.

“No, you jolly well can’t. Just wait
until 1 get hold of her!”

“Why, what’s she done 1" asked Clara
Trevlyn.

“What’s she done?” Helen furiously
repeated. “What has she not done?
Dolores 1" she vibrated, her voice
echoing down the corridor. *“Hi, you,
Pansy Carter, go and get hold of
Dolores "

“Y-yes, Helen,” Pansy Carter of the
Third Form said, with a nervous blink,
and scooted off just as Dulcia Fair-
brother came along the ¥

“Hallo! What's this?” cia asked.
“Who's shouting Dolores at the top of
her voice—Helen 1" :

“¥ee.” snapped Helen. “I want

. .

“Hardly need for all this commotion,
though, is there 7” Dulcia asked, a little
urt‘lz; “Really, Helen, as a prefect—"

o a prefect, my foot!” Helen
snorted “Have you seen my study?
But no you haven’t! You don’t know
what that little shirker has done.
You'¢ vause a commotion if it was your
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study, I'll bet. You—but come and have
a look at it1” she cried.

“You mean you wich to make a com-
plaint against Dolores?” Dulcia acked
steadily.

“Yes!” cried Helen.

The chums looked at each other,
anxiety registered in each face.
had Dolores been doing?

“(Come on,” Babs said, as prefect and
captain moved off.

The chums nodded. They needed no
second bidding. While the furious
Helen stamped off with Duleia, they
followed behind. Helen pever appeared
to notice them, so great was her fury.
She reached the Sixth Form .corridor.
There, violently, she flung her door

open.

“Look at that!” she shrilled. "

Babs & Co. heard a gasp from Dulcia,
and the prefect and the captain stepped
into the study. A few quick strides and
they were there, too.

And then, hardly knowing what they
expected to see, they stood rooted.

Helen was in the study furiously
flinging out her arm in an en_:brwns

esture; Dulcia, her eyes wide an
incredulous, was standing by her side.
But the study itself !

On the hearth were coals—wood—
pieces of torn paper—just as if in fact,
somebody had collected those things for
making a fire and then had joyously
played football with them. The table,
containing Helen’s untouched breakfast
things, was a wreck—jam upset on tha
cloth, the teapot overturned, one plate
broken, and eggshell smashed in small
pieces and scattered all over the place. -
A shelf of books from Helen’s case had
been dumped on the floor.

“QOh, my hat!” breathed Babe.

“But Dolores would never have done
this I’ Marjorie cried, her eyes round
with horror.

“ And that,” Helen was saying. with
bitterness, “is my fag, Dulcial That's
the girl you're so keen on. This is how
she does her work—just lock at it!”

Duleia’s lips compressed. N

“J will certainly have a word with
Dolores,” she said. “ Disgraceful. Send
her to me as soon as you see her.” And
then, turning, she frowned as she saw
the five Fourth Form chums in the
doorway. “Really, Barbara—"

“Dulcia,” Babs cried, “you don’t
really mean to say you believe Dolores
did that? Why should she?”

“ Because,” Helen cried, “she’s just a
little spitfire, that's why! Because I
made her do one job again last night
becausge it wasn't done properly. Any-
way, who told you to poke your nose
in?” she raved. *Get out of here!”

“But Dolores—"

“71’11 deal with Dolores 1

“Ves, please, Barbara, all of you,”
Dulcia said tersely. “Please go away.
This doesn’t concern you—"

The chums looked at each other. Not
for a moment did any one of them
believe that Dolore: y, timid little
Dolores—could have been guilty of such
an act. Somebody else had done that—
but who? g

Obviously, however, this was neither
the time nor the place to argue the

uick
What

question.  Reluctantly they turned ;
reluctantly they left. .
But reaching the corner they almost

cannoned into a breathless, scurryin
little figure who, her face alive wi
anxiety, stared up at them.

“Dolores|” cried Babs. “Oh, here

ou are! Dolores, what'a

appening in Helen’s study 1”

“1 don’t know!” Dolores locked at
them in surprise. “Oh, ple is Helen
cross again?” she asked tearfully. “She
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did tell me, you know, to leave the
breakfast things.”

“And the fire?” questioned Babs.

“Well, I laid that, you see—ever so
neatly and nicely. I’ didn’t light it
because I couldn’t find any matches.”

“You mean,” Clara asked, * you didn’t
leave the stuff on the carpet? And you
didn’t upset the jam and things on the
table? Nor pull books out of the book-
case?"”

The horrified bewilderment in the

child’s eves showed that she had no &

knowledge of that.

“«Qh, no! Of—of course not!” she
eaid. “That would be a very wicked
thing to do, wouldn’t it? Oh dear!"—
and she positively leapt as the infuriated
voice of Helen came roaring down the

please ex-excuse me!” she
panted. I think that’s Helen calling I”

And she scuttled off.

“Well?” Clara asked.

Babs' face was grim.

“ Of course the poor kid knows nothing
about it,” she decided. *Somebody has
ragged Helen's study and Helen,
spiteful cat that she is, is just fastening
it on to Dolores. Poor kid! What can
we do?”

“I'm going back,” Marjorie eried.
“ Babs—no, 1 can't let Dolores get into
a row for that. It's not fair——"

« 1t isn’t |” Clara said. “Come on, let’s
all go back.”

They turned. Back they went. But
when they reached Helen's study it was
to find the door locked and to hear
Helen’s upraised voice inside accom-
panied by the tearfully protesting tones
of little Dolores.

Clara thumped violently.

“Helen! Helen!” she cried.

“Go away !” Helen cried. “Go away!
How dare you interfere? Get this study
to rights,” they heard her storm at
Dolores. “What? What's that? You’ll
be late for lessons? Well, jolly well be
late for lessons—and serve you right!

And don’t cry, baby-face! Get that
broom and pan.”

. “Qh, my hat!” Clara breathed.
% Helen !” she hooted.

Crash! Open came the door. Helen,
with a furious face, confronted them-=
just as Miss Bullivant, the acid-
tempered .mathematics mistress and
mistress on duty for the day, came up
the passage. She stared, quickening her
step.

“My goodness gracious me!” she
cried, astounded. “What a commotion !
What 1s all this?”

Helen's eyes glittered.

“I’m sorry, Miss Bullivant, but these
irls seem to think they have a right to
interfere with Dolores, who is my fag.
In fact,” Helen went on spitefully,
“they have done nothing but interfere
and make rows since I made Dolores my

ag.ll
% Indeed!” Miss Bullivant’s
“ Barbara—"

cnmﬂ'_essed. ! .
“Miss Bullivant, we haven't u‘n‘\cr-
“We

fered !” Babs cried indignantly.
only want to see Dolores gets fair play !"

,“ And do vou suggest,” Miss Bullivant
asked, “that she 1s not being treated
fairly 77

The chums were silent, realising
suddenly the dangerously thin ice upon
which they were standing. After all,
what evidence had they against Helen?

“You will each leave these quarters,”
Miss Bullivant said, “and take twenty-
five lines for causing such a commotion|
And please,” she added, “do not in
future interfere with matters that do
not concern you. Gol!”

And the chums, fuming and quivering,
had to go. Miss Bullivant nodded to
the prefect.

“Very well, Helen. I ho
graciously, “you_ will no further
cause for complaint. If those girls get
out of hand, report them to me.”

“Thank you, I will,” Helen said, and
with a thin-lipped smile, walked back
into her study.

Dolores was there, clearing away the
debris on the table. She looked up. with
pleading eyes.

«QOh, please, Helen, can I go now ol
she asked. “I shall be late for lessons
and Miss Gilbey will be ever so cross.
Miss. Gilbey gives us black marks if we
are late for lessons, you know.”

lips

e,” she said

e

“CGet on with the work!” Helen
snalg.vod.

“But Miss Gilbey—" :

“ And bother Miss Gilbey ! And bother
vour black marks!” Helen ground out.

“You should have thought of that
before you made all this mess!”
“ But, Helen, I didn’t make it.”
“You did!” Helen barked. *And

don’t,” she glared as Daolores, trembliny.
backed away, “attempt to argue with
me! Now get a move on! You haven't
half finished yet.”

Poor little Dolores! Tremulously she
got on with her task, but her eyes were
irightened as she looked at the clock.
Another ten minutes and she would be
due in eclass, and if she wasn't in
class—

“(Oh dear !” she sighed forlornly. I

She bustled about, her little heart
throbbing with anxiety now. Never vet
had Dolores been late in class, and Miss
Gilbey avas so nice and so kind always.
and Dolores did so love her, that she
would hate to earn her disapproval.
Yet, frantically as she worked, the
minutes ticked away.

“Helen, 1—I've cleared the table,”
she ventured. “Gan I—I go now?” i

“No, vou can’t!” Helen snapped.
“Pput that fire to rights and—here’s a
box of matches'!—light it. I'm going
out for a little while, but I shall be back
in a few minutes, and woe betide you
if this place isn’t as clean as a new

pin!”
Dolores gulped.  Feverishly she
grabbed the paper. She’d be late. Oh

dear! What wonld Miss- Gilbey say?
But shé® mustn’t be late.

She stuffed paper into the grate. She
caught up the wood. Then she looked

at it again,
Somebody had deliber-

It was wet.
ately damped the wood! .

Meantime, Babs & Co. had just
reached the Fourth Form corridor.
First. lesson bell was already ringing
then, and books had to, be collected.
But Babs was not thinki about
lessons as she entered her study. She
was thinking of Dolores.

Then she started as, entering the



study, Miss Charmant—recently re-
turned from her rest and looking very
pretty and -certainly much better for
it—turned from the table.
" Ah, Barbara I” she said. “I was just
leaving these books here with a note.
Will you take them to Dulcia for me,
please? She has agreed to look through
them. You are excused first five
minutes of lessons,” she added.

‘Babs smiled. She glanced at the
books. Never did Babs mind doing a
favour for Miss Charmant, and to Fet off
lessons for five minutes made the favour
doubly worth while! Willingly she
caught up the books and trotted off.
She knocked at the door of Dulcia’s
study, and receiving a rather curt
invitation to “come n!’ entered.

Duleia Fairbrother was standing be-
fore her desk, which was placed near
the window. She looked round.

“Qh, are those Miss Charmant’s
books 7 she asked. “Dump them on
the table, Barbara. I suppose,” she

added, with a little frown, “none o
your Fourth Formers has been play-
ing about in here ”

“Why, nol” Babs said. “What's
the matter, Dulcia 7

“QOh, nothing! But _somebody,”
Dulcia said, “has been trying to force
the drawer of this desk. Look at it !”

Babs approached. In consternation

she stared at the polished mahogany of
that drawer, its edges chipped and
broken.

“My goodness! It looks as though a
burglar’s been at it,” she said.”

“And a burglar,” Dulcia announced
grimly, “who uses my own tools!” She
eld up a screwdriver. “I found that
near here, though what the dickens
they were after—— I say,” she broke
off, eniffing, X what'’s that?” :

Babs sniffed, too, at the same
moment; not that there was any great
need to. A smell of woody smoke filled
the air.

“Something on fire ?” she suggested.

At the same time there came a cry
from farther up the passage in excited
M?'ra Brownlow's voice.

‘Fire!” it shrieked. “Fire! Oh,
my goodness! Helen Hunter’s study is
on fire |”

Nothing but Trouble!
[{1 H dear! Oh phoo!”
suped little
olores Essendon
distressfully, and
backed away with amartin%
eyes from the grate o

Helen Hunter’s study. “Oh, what shall
I do?”

She looked, with eyes Tound with
fright and dismay, at her cherished fire.
What had gone wrong with it?

Everything that could have gone
wrong with it seemed, in fact, to have
done so. The wet wood, after many
frantic attempts on Dolores’ part to
light it, had caught at last. But the
wood was still damp, and, being damp,
was giving off clouds of smoke and
smuts.

That smoke was_ rolling on
the door which Dolores had,
panic, opened.

Dolores did not know that the damper
above the fire had been closed by some
unknown hand, which meant that the
smoke and smuts, instead of disappear-
ing up the chimney, were just finding a
willy-uilly outlet into the study itself.
It just seemed to Dolores as if the whole
world had geoe wrong for her that
niofning. )

And already she was late for lessons—
dreadfully late.

-
through
in her
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In big-eyed dismay she regarded the
fire. Oh goodness! The flames were
coming out now. She looked huntedly
round the room. What could she do?
A jug of water stood on the table.
Tremblingly she shot its contents on to
the fire. And then the door burst open
and Barbara Redfern rushed in.

Dolores gulped. .

“Qh, Barbara, the fire!”

“Somebody has left the damper
down |” gasped Babs.
She darted forward and grabbed the

poker. = Braving the choking smoke,
she knocked up the damper. At the
same moment Duleia entered the study.

“Oh, my hat, what a fog!” she
choked. *“Dolores, did you do this?”

“ Please, Duléia—"

“A frightful mess you've made!
Dulcia gu%d. «Qh phoo! Thanks,
Barbara ! hat ever were you doing,,
Dolores 1”

“Oh, please, Dulcia, I was only light-
ing the fire! Helen told me—"

“Then Helen,” Dulcia decided,
“ought to have known better than to
entrust such a job to a kiddie like you.
The place is reeking with smoke. At
the same time—" Dulcia added
sternly, and then, catching Babs' be-
sceching glance, broke off. “Well, get
to your class-room,” she said.

“Y-yes, Duleia,” Dolores faltered.

And, smoke-begrimed as she was, she
raced away. ’

But her little heart was anxious.
Oh dear, wouldn’t Miss Gilbey be cross
now! In her anxiety to please Miss
Gilbey, she forgot the dreadful sight
she must have looked, and breathlessly
dashed into the Second Form class-room.

The Second, of course, were already

(2]

"deep in lessons; but everybody looked

up, and everybody suddenly burst into
a 1yell of laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Dolores halted.

“Q0Oh, my hat!
Eunice Hunter.
have you been,
chimney 1"

“ Funice, please!” Miss Gilbey eried
sharply, and gazed with some vexation
at Dolores, *“Dolores, you are very,
very late,” she said.- “And what do
you mean by coming into class. in that
state ?”

«]—I—I—" stuttered Dolores, and
gazed down at herself, and, becoming
aware for the ‘first time of her appear-

Look at her !” hooted
“He, he, he! Where
Baby-face? Up a

ance, flushed g deep red under her
grime. “Oh dear!”
“Dolores, how did you get in that

state ?”

“Please, it was Helen’s fire”
Dolores” quivered. “Helen made me
light it.” :

“ Sneak—sneak—sneak!” chanted
Eunice.

“Eunice, take ten lines!” Aliss

Gilbey snapped. “Dolores, you know
you ouf,ht not to enter a class-room like
that. Please go away and clean your-
self at once, and then come back and
explain. I have already marked you
late, which means, of course, that you
receive a black mark.”

“As if,” Eunice whispered, “she
hasn’t got enough already I”

Dolores quivered. A great choking
lump rose in her throat. After all she
had been through—to receive this
reprimand, to make herself the laugh-
ing-stock of the Form, to be disgraced
in her favourite mistress’ eyes! It was
too much. A little sob escaped her.

“Cry-baby I” Eunice jeered. “Cry-
baby ! T!?mg to wash the soot marks
off with silly tears, that’s what you are!
Cry-baby 1”

“ Eunice 1” Miss Gilbey sharply began,
and then jumped. *“Dolores!” she
exclaimed.
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For that last gibe had been too much
even for Dolores. ivering and
furious, she grabbed e first thing
handy—a piece of chalk. Quickly she
threw it at the grinning face of her
tormentor.

But Dolores’ aim was bad. She
released the chalk too soon, and it
strack Miss Gilbey between the eyes.

Miss Gilbey leapt up.

““Dolores,” she cried, “you are a bad,
wicked child! Now go—go and get
yourself clean. And when you come
back,” the added, “you will do an extra
half an hour’s lessons |*

And Dolores, after one awestruck
look of consternation, turned. Like a
scared little rabbit she bolted from the
room.

Clara Saves the Day!

IVE pairs of anxious
eyes — belonging  to
Barbara Redfern,
Mabel Lynn, Bessie

Bunter, Clara Trevlyn, and
Janet Jordan — hopefully
and eagerly surveyed Marjorie Hazel-
dene as she drifted into Study No. 4
shortly before dinner that same day.
And Babs asked eagerly:

45 Mar;iorie. vou saw Helen ?”

“Yes,” Marjorie answered, with a sus-
Flcmn of a quiver at the corners of her

ips.
“And you told her we'd clear up the
mess in 'Per study 1

“What did she say 7”

“She said,” Marjorie answered, “that
she wouldn’t dream of it, and that she’s
had too much interference from us
already, and—— Oh dear !” she added.

“What else?” asked Babs anxiously.
. “I—I just met little Dolores,” Mar-
jorie went on. ‘“She was coming out
of class after doing half an hour’s deten-
tion, and she was so white, so miserable,
that—that—> And gentle, tender-
hearted Marjorie’s eyes . with
tears. “Oh, Babs, she’s having a
dreadful time—a really dreadful time!
Can’t—can’t we do something to cheer
her up 2”

“Let’s take her to the tucksho

ive her a feed?” suggested

unter.

But the chums shook their heads.

“There's one thing we can do—one
thing she’d like,” Babs considered, after
a pause, ““Dolores is frightfully fond of
fairy tales. isn’t she? And there’'s that
new coloured cartoon on at the Court-
field Grand Cinema this afterncon.
What about taking her along?”

“Oh, ripping !’ Marjorie cried, her
eyes lighting up. “Baut, Clara, you've
got hockey practice I”

Clara shrugged.

“In a good cause, even a hockey prac-
tice can go west,” she decided. “Marjie,
go and tell her to be ready after
dinner, will you ?” she added.

But Marjorie already whs joyfully
making towards the door. With a smile
on her face, she scampered towards the
play-room. Eunice, there, scowled round
as she entered.

“Hallo! Do you want me?”

“Y don’t!” Marjorie said. “Dolores
—oh, Dolores, there you are! Dolores,
whai are you doing this afternoon?”

Dolores shook her head

“Nothing, please, Marjorie.”

“Then,” Marjorie cried—" oh, Dolores,
how would you like to come with us
and see that new coloured cartoon at
Courtfield—you know, the one about the
witch and the fairy princess?”

Dolores’ eyes glistened.

‘; Oo!” she breathed, “I—I'd love
to |”

and
ssie
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“Fine !” Marjorie said, and beamed.
“Be ready after dinner.”

“Here, but what about me?” Eunice
indignantly put in. “I'm captain of
this Form! What about taking me?”

But Marjorie gave her one distasteful
look and went out of the room, leaving
Eunice scowling and Dolores radiantly
joyful once again.

“0.K.?” Clara asked, as joyfully
Mu!aorie re-entered Stud{, No. 4.

“O.K. I” Marjorie langhed.

“Then,” Clara said, with a big grin,
“this is where I go and finish my lines.
It would be just like Helen to ask for
those and mess up the afternoon! In
fact,” Clara added, “I think we'd all
better do it—just in case. So-long!
Come on, Marjorie and Janet!”

They quitted the room. The warning,
anyway. was worth beeding. Just like
Helen to find some excuse for spoiling
their afternoon’s hofiday, especially as
Helen herself was duty prefect for the
day, and as such she must remain within
boundaries herself.

Mabs and Babs got down to their
lines, all partly finished. But they had
not been writing more than five nunutes
when the door was pushed open.

Dolores Essendon, her little
tearful and woe-begone, locked in.

“QOh, Barbara,” she faltered, and
there was a break in her voice—" Bar-
bara, I—I can't come!”

Babs started up.

“I—I can’t come !” Dolores repeated,
her voice choked with tears. *“ Eunice
went and told her sister that vou were
taking me to the cinema, and Helen
says that before I %o anywhere I must
clean her study right up! And it’s in
an awful mess!” Dolores added. “All
soot and black stuff everywhere, you
know, and it will take me all
noon to clean it; and Helen says she's
going to sit in the study to see that I

do it properly !” :
= Babs, Mabs, and

face

She broke down.
Bessie looked at each other grimly.
They might have guessed something like
that, of course; and, remembering the
appalling condition of Helen's study,
Babs felt her own heart give a throb.
To impose all that work on young
Dolores! To rob her of her afternoon!

Her eves flashed as she put a com-
forting arm round the Second Former's
trembling shoulder.

“There, kiddie!” she said. *Cheer
up, now ! Don’t take it to heart! We'll
find some way out. Mabs, just look
after her,” she muttered. “I'll pop
along and see Clara. There must be
some way out of this.”

Marjorie, Clara, and Janet, busily
scribbling lines, looked glum when they
heard the news. Clara snorted.

“That cat—she would think up some-
thing like this |”

“Supposing,” Marjorie suggested,
“we all helped and did the work?
We'll have to get Helen out of it first,
though. If ihe work was done she
couldn’t very well complain, could she ?*

“But how,” Janet argued, “can we
get her out of it?”

Suddenly Clara had a brain-wave.

“Wait a minute!” she breathed.
“I've got an idea. And if the idea’s
good, I'm going to carry it out. Helen's
pref{;ct on duty to-day, isn’t she?”

" es.ll

“And that means that if one of us
were detained, Helen would have to
look after us?”

“Well, yes.”

“Then,” Clara said, her eyes glinting,
“here goes! I'm going to be detained.
It will be rotten, of course, missing the
afternoon, but anything to make that
kiddie happy. ever mind how I'm
going to do it. Leave it to me.”

after- -

“But, Clara, no!
Marijorie cried.

“No fear! It's my idea !” Clara said.
“ Anyway, the kid likes you. Leave it to
me.”

And leave it to Clara they did,
though there was not another one of the
chums who would not have willingly
tackled the job. But it was fine of
Clara, swect of Clara; and only the
chums, who knew how much the Tom-
boy revelled in these fine afternoons,
could appreciate the generous nature of
the sacrifice she intended to make.

Shortly before dinner, Clara, with a
most demure expression on her face and
a sheaf of lines in her hands, knocked
on the door of Miss Bullivant’s study.
Miss Bullivant, who had had a rather
unhappy time trying to instil the
elements of mathematics into a reluctant
Lower Third Form that morning, was
not in the best of tempers as she called
out * Come in!” Clara smiled.

Let me do- it?”

\f‘s\n\'
\
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“Yes, Miss Bullivant,” Clara replied.

And. grinning to herself, went off at
once to Helen's study, where Helen was
in the act of thrusting a brush into the
gulping little Dolores’ hands.

“Miss Bullivant wants you!”
said.

Helen scowled. :

“All right, * And now, mind you get
this place like a new pin1” she snapped
at Dolores. “Don’t you dare leave it
until it is! What’s the Bull want ?” she
asked of Clara.

“Come and see!” Clara chuckled.

Together they entered Miss Bulli-
vant’s study.

“Helen, you are prefect on duty, are
you not ?” the mistress said. *“*You will
take Clara Trevlyn to the detention-
room, and there you will set her a
special detention task. And please,” Miss
Bullivant added, “see that she does it.”

“But, Miss Bullivant—" Helen pro-
tested.

she

BABS burst into the study, just as Dolores hurled a jug of water at the

smoking fire. Babs gasped.

What on earth was causing so much

smoke 7 Whatever the reason, this would obviously mean that Dolores
would get into more trouble with Helen 'Hunter.

“Please, Miss Bullivant, I've brought
the lines you gave me yesterday !”

“Oh!” Miss Bullivant reached out a
hand, “Thank you!” she said. “I
hope, in future, you will cease to inter-
fere in Helen’s business. “You—"

And then she jumped. “Clara, what is

this ?”

“Lines, Miss Bullivant!” Clara said
meekly.

“You are aware,” Miss Bullivant

thundered, looking up, “of what you
have written? Why, goodness gracious
me! Clara, I did not tell you to write
twenty-five times ‘ Helen Hunter is a
mean and spiteful cat!’ How dare you,
girl ¥

Clara shook her head.

“Well, I—I had to write something.”
she defended. “You didn’t tell me
what to write.”

“And so,” Miss Bullivant said, “you
wrote this—this insult! Very well,
Clara. Go at once and fetch Helen, and
return hera with her!”

“Please !” Miss Ballivant said, in a
tone which brooked no argument.

Helen glared. It was a glare which
told Clara that she was going to have
anything but a happy afterncon. To-
gether they went out.

“You would!” she said bitterly to
Clara. “Isn't it just like you to get a
detention when I——" She broke off.
“Oh, bother you, go and get your
books !

“Yes, Helen,” Clara said meekly.

And, chuckling, she flew back to
Study No. 7. Babs & Co. were all
collected there.

“Worked like a charm !” the Tomboy
gurgled. “I'm in for the afterncon—
and Helen with me! Ngw's your
chance! Give Dolores a good time.”

“(Oh, Clara, you brick!”

“Bow, wow !"” Clara said cheerfully.

Grabbing her books, she scooted oft
again, while Babs & Co. held a hurried
council of war, Marjorie was sent to
scout out the lic of the land. Comins
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back five minutés-later with the infor-
mation that Helen, in a towering
temper, was already with Clara, in
detention, they armed themselves with
brushes, brooms, and dusters, and, in a
victorious body, swooped down upon
Heélen’s study. Little Dolores, working
there, blinked at them in wide, blue-
eyed wonder. a

“0Oh, Barbara, you—you'll get into
awful trouble I"

“Not us!” Babs said cheerfully.
“Helen’s éngaged for the afternoon.
We've just come along to give you ' a
hand, so that we can all push off | Now,
kids, wade in!” she cried. “Up the
-broom and dustpans, as Jemima would
saﬁ! Dolores, you buzz off and get your-
self ready. Meet us in the cloisters in
half an hour I”

“Qh, Barbara—" Dolores faltered.

But she went, her face flushed radiant
and happy again. And Babs .Co.,
working diligently and cheerfully, with-
in the next half an hour performed
wonders, even Bessie doing an energetic
and manful best. Drab and soot-
besmirched as the study had been when
they - entered, it looked bright, clean,
and shiny when they had finished. Babs
grinned.
“Well, there we are!” she said. “I
think that finishes it, children! Poor
old Helen! She just won’t have a single
thing to complain about! Now, let's
scoot 17

They scooted. After washing, they
went down to the quadrangle. There,
almost dancing on tiptoe in excitement,
with her beloved Peggy in her arms,
little Dolores was waiting to greet
them. R 4

“And now,” Babs smiled, “in the
words of the old song, ‘ we'll all have
a jolly good time’!” ;

And a jolly i od time was what they
Had in all truth. It was difficult to say
which they enjoyed most—the great
colour film or Dolores’ happiness and
excitement. Certainl¥, for the time
being, the little fag of the Second had
put IQile:' troubles behind- her. @ Ha.ppﬁ
afternoon that for Dolores. Going bac
to Cliff House, Babs smiled at the little

one.

“Like it, Dolores?”

“Qh, Barbara, it was lovely!”
Dolores ecstatically breathed. “Peggy
liked it, too! But, Barbara, why didn’t
Clara come with us?”

“QOh, Clara? She—she’s busy,” Babs
said. Then she started.

“Hallo, here’s Dulcia 1”

Dulcia Fairbrother, it was, walkin,
down the road with her treasure
camera in her hand. She smiled as she

approached them.
firlu I
of you—

“ Just,” she said, “the ver
was thinking of | Barbara—al
will you pose for me? I've just got one
more film to expose before I take the
roll to the photographer’s to get it
developed; and I know Stella would
love a picture of you five—and
Dolores,” she added, smiling at the
child, who, with worshipping eyess was
regarding her. “Dolores, dear, you'll
be in the picture, too,” she said. “Will
you stand over by the old cak there7”

“With Peggy?” Dolores eagerly in-
quired.

“Yes; with Peggy.”

They stood by the old ocak, Dolores’
face bright red with the pride she felt.
Then snick! went the camera. And
Dulcia laughed as she wound off the

recl.

“Phank you,” she sgaid. “That
finishes the roll! Now I'm to the
photographer’s, and when I get the
prints I’ll show them to you. Had a
nice afternoon, Dolores ?” she added.

“0h, lovely I” Dolores breathed.

“That’s good ! Well, so long!”
And Dulcia walked on. Dolores
beamed. i
.“Oh, she is nice, isn’t she?” she
sighed wistfully. “You like her, don’f
you, Marjorie

“Just love her!” Marjorie said én:
thusiastically. “ But, Dolores, why don’t

you fag for her?!” ;

And was immediately sorry she had
asked the question at the sight of the
first shadow which overcast the little
one's face.

They reached school. Up the drive
they marched. then they all
stopped, and Dolores shrank back at
the sight of Helen Hunter, who, ob-
viously waiting for them, was standing
on the steps,

“Qh, so you've come back ?* she said.
_“Yes, please, Helen,” Dolores said
simply. “ And I’ve had a lovely time.”

“You got through your work jolly
quickly 1”

“Yes, Helen; but I didn’t do it all,
you know,” Dolores said, with childish
mnocence. “Dear Barbara and
Marjorie, and these other nice girls,
helped me.” .

“So "’ Helen said, and her eyes glit-
tered. “Clever, aren’t you?” she
sneered., ‘' Anyway, Dolores, you can
buzz off mow and get my tea ready.
Well, anything to say, Barbara Red-
fern?”

“We were going to ask Dolores to
have tea with us,” Babs said.

“Then ask some other time,” snapped

Helen. “Dolores, get on with it!” she
thundered.
“Oh, y-yes!” Dolores cried, and

hurried away.

“Come to Study No. 4 when you've
finished, Dolores,” Babs sang after her.

And they went .in, pushing past the
still scowling Helen. In Study No. 4
they found Clara, grinning quite cheer-
full{z[ laying the tea.

“Meet Helen?” she asked.

“Yes, rather!” »

“Like a bear with a sore head, isn’t
she?” Clara chuckled. *And so mad,
kidlets, because all the afterncon I was
on my very, very best behaviour, and
didn’t give her a chance to pick on me
once! The kid enjoy the show?”

“ Just didn’t she?” Marjorie glowed.
“We'll tell you about it over tea.”

And talk it over tea they did; and
halfway through the meal, to their sur-
prise, Dolores came in. Her little face
was happy.

“QOh, Barbara, you said I might come
and have tea, didn't you?” she asked.
“And I’'ve done everything Helen
asked me to do. She said that I could
go when I'd finished it, you know, so
I worked like anything to finish it and
come here! Oh, you've got some more
chocolate biscuits!” she cried raptur-
ously.

“Rather [” smiled Marjorie. *“Come
on! Sit here by me. Now, what will
you have?”

Dolores beamed. Bright-eyed, she
selected a chocolate biscuit. he
chums, glad to see her so happy again,
smiled at her. Cups clinked merrily.
The cheerful meal was at its height
when—

“Is that fag of mine here?” a
ferocious voice asked, at the door.
“Dolores, you little wretch, what do
you mean by messing up my tea?”

Dolores swung round, and at the sight
of Helen Hunfer's flushed and angry
face, looked very apprehensive.

“But I didn’t mess up your tea,
Helen—I didn't, really! did every-
thing ever_so carefully.”

“Yes,” Helen ground out. “You
did, did you? Cut bread like doorsteps,
mixed the salt with sugar. And you
didn’t, I suppose, empty the jam on the
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butter, and spill the vase of flowers all
over the cloth? And you didn’t make
the tea with cold water?”

“Oh, Helen! -No, I didn't1” Doloreq

-cried

ied.
“I’'m sure she didn’t,” Babs put in

indiﬁn&ntly. ;
“Nobody’s talking to youl!” Helen
snapped. “Perhaps,” she added spite-
fully, “you put it into her mind, any-
way. Dolores, get off that chair!” -~
“But look here—-"  Marjorie
objected. A
‘Take twenty lines for interfering 1"
“But Helen—" Dolores quivered.
Helen, Ler patience spent, caught the
oungster by the shoulder. — While
olores struggled desperately not to ory
out, she led her out of the room. Babs
jum{:ed Lp angrily. 8
#1 don’t know who rag%ed her study,
but_it serves her jglly well right !” she
said. Anyway, come on, we're not
oing to let Dolores get blamed for
the work of some other practical
joker.” i
The chums pressed after her as she
led the way out of the atm_]g. Grimly
they pushed on up the corridor till the
Sixth Form quarters were reached.
Qutside the door of Helen's room—
slightly ajar—they paused. Dolores—
protesting, tear-laden voice came to
their ears.
“But, Helen, I didn’t do that, you
know. I left everything ever so nice,

and—

“Don’t tell fibs!” came Helen’s
snapped retort. “ Anyway, clear every-
thing off this table and set it again. I

—hallo !” She glared as Clara

appeared, “Who the dickens told you
to poke your nose into this? Get out!”
“Rats! Give the kid a chance!”

* Clara said scornfully.

B“bPlay the game !” indignantly ‘added
abs. ¢ .
“You ought to be ashamed of your-
self I’ Marjorie cried.
“I ought, ought 1?” Helen’s eyes
flamed.  “Look here, I'm just about
sick of you kids interfering. If Dolores

doesn’t do her job pmperg she’s got to
do it again. Now get off, all of you,
before I send for Miss Bullivant1” -

“J don’t think,” a tart voice behind
them put in, *“that there is any need to
send for me, Helen!” And the chums,

spinning, blinked in dismay at _the
ecidedly angrﬂ features of Miss
Bullivant. “I thought I told you girls

that I wouldn’t have you interfering in
Helen's affairs?”
“Well, it's Dolores,” Babs said.
“Dolores,” Helen broke in, ‘“has
been lalymg practical jokes on me,
Miss Bullivant. These girls—"
“Thank you,” Miss Bullivant said.
“Each one of you,” she added, *will
take fifty lines. And this time, Clara,
ou will write out: ‘I must not inter-
ere in matters that do not concern me.’
Apart from that,” Miss Bullivant
rumbled, “I absolutely forbid any of
you, in future, to use this passage,
except for purposes strictly connected
with your school work. Now go!”
The chums looked at each other in
sickly dismay. Helen flashed them a
spiteful grin. But there was nothing
else for it them. Helen, once again,
had scored a triumph. They went.
Half an hour later, however, the door
of Study No. 4, where they were just
clearing tea, opened. Dolores, looking
forlorn, came into the room, clutching
her precious Peggy.
“Hal-hallo!” ~ she
“0Oh, dear—"
“Finished with Helen?” Babs asked
brightly.
“Yes, Barbara. She—she was ever so
horrid, though.” The little one choked
a little. *“She says I can go now till

said hesitantly.
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to-morrow morning, when I've got to
go and lay her breakfast and clean up
the study for her. But I didn’t make
that mess, you know,” she added. * And
I do think it's dreadfully mean of
Helen to tell Dulcia about it.”

“Dulcia?” Babs questioned.

“Yes; she fetched Dulcia, you know,
to—to show her the mess.” The soft
lips quivered for a moment. *“And
Dulcia was awfully cross. I don't
think,” she added, with a little sigh.
“that Dulcia likes me very much now,
vou know. Every time anything goes
wrong,” Dolores added, “ Helen always
fetches Duleia. Why does she do that,
Barbara "

But Babs shook her head.

“I don't know, Dolores. But have
you any idea who messed up the
study "

Dolores hesitated.

“Have you?” Mabs quickly pressed.

“Well "—Dolores looked at them
troubledly—*I haven’t got any proof.”

“But you've a suspicion?” queried
Babs.

“Yes. It—it's Eunice! When I came
out of the study Eunice was in the
passage, and she laughed like anythin,
when I came by, you know, and said,
in ever such a horrid way: ‘How do
you like domg your work twice, Baby-
face?” And I said to her: ‘Did you
make that mess?” And she just
laughed, and laughed again, %mu know,
as though it was all dreadfully funny,
but didn't. answer, Then I said:
‘I believe you did it, Eunice,” and she
said: ‘Wouldn't you like to know?’
She's a very spiteful girl,” Dolores
finished, with a flash in her eyes.

Babs’ own eyes glinted then. Un-
fortunately for further questioning,
Bl':p bell rang at the moment; and

lores had to go off. But when she,
Bessie, and Mabs had settled down,
she spoke.

“You = know.” she said slowly,
“there’s something more in all this
than meels the eye. It would be just
like Eunice to go and undo Dolores’
work—and what glorious chances she's
got, being in the Sixth Form corridor
all the time.”

“But why?” Bessie objected.
mean, Helen's her own sister !”

“Y-yes. But it’s funny, isn’t it, that
Helen should bring Dulcia on the scene
every time Dolores is supposed to have
done something wrong? Almost,”
Babs considered, “as if she wanted to
disgrace the kiddie in Dulcia’s eyes.
We haven’t found out yvet why Dolores
decided to fag for Helen instead of
Dulcia—but there’s a mystery there
somewhere, too, because it's pretty
plain that Dolores, even now, doesn’t
want to fag for Helen.”

Mabs nodded.

“But what,” she asked despairingly,
*can we do?”

“We can do one thing—and we will,”
Babs said, her eyes flashing. “We'll
_nip Eunice’s little Fame in the bud!

Wait a minute; we’ll call Clara & Co.
in on this. I've a glimmering of an
idea. If Eunice is still go on ua-
doing Dolores’ work, she'll at it
again to-morrow morning after Dolores
has laid Helen's breakfast. Well ¥"—
and Babs drew a deep breath—“we’ll
be in on it. As soon as ever Dolores
leaves that study, we nip in and hide.
If we catch Eunice in the act—"

“We will,” said Mabs determinedly.
“PBut what about Miss Bullivant’s
ban ?” 4

“Yes, you know,” said plump Bessie,
blinking ~seriously.  “If she catches
any of us again, she’ll be jolly wild.”

“We'll risk that,” Babs said shortly.

\

“I

Babs & Co. take a Hand!
Z “I THINK that's very,

table. which she had just
“1 think Helen ought to be
Now, let's go and have our

laid.
pleased !
own breakfast, shall we?”

And Dolores
N Hoggiog P he darted along th

Hugging Peggy, she darted alon o
Sixth Form corridor. Though sheghnd
done her job well, she felt none of that
satisfaction which comes from having
done one’s best,

Helen was horrid; Helen was a
bully. If only—oh, if only she could
be Dulcia’s fag instead!

Almost without realising it. she
found hersclf opposite the door of
Duleia’s  study.  Wistfully she ap-
proached, to stare in. And then she
saw Eunice, a smile on her plump
face. She saw Dulcia offering a
chocolate to the fag out of a qoo.vz.
What a nice, kind fag-mistress Dulcia
was! Lucky Eunice!

Then, catching Eunice’s gloating eyes
upon her, she hurried on, a queer little
choke in her throat.

At the end of the passage, Mabs,
Babs, Clara, Bessie, and Marjorie were

quitted the prefect’s

waiting.

“Here she is!” Babs muttered.
“She's finished now. Now's our
chance. Dolores!” she cried.

, Barbara, good-morning!”
Dolores said brightly.

“Have you finished in Helen's
room ?"’

[y Yes. ” -

“Good! Come on, kids!”

And, watched by the wondering-eyed
Dolores, they scooted up the passage.
But, alas, luck was not with Babs &
Co.! For almost as soon as they rushed
along the Sixth Form corridor, a figure
loomed up at the other end. Too late
they turned to retire.

“You girls!” Miss Bullivant cried as
she came up. “I thought I had for-
bidden the use of these quarters to you?
Barbara, how dare you? You, captain
of the Form, a ringleader in this law-
lessness ! You will go back to your own
quarters immediately, and there you
will write out, fifty times: ‘I must
obeyr mistress’ orders.’, Now go!”

“Dished ! muttered Clara savagely.

And while Miss Bullivant swept into
Dulcia TFairbrother’s study, they re-
luctantly turned back down the stairs.

“But,” Babs said, when they had
reached the bottom, “we're not beaten
vet! We were jolly unlucky that
time, but we're not giving in. I vote
we hide till the Bull's come down—
she’s bound to use these stairs, being
nearer to Dulcia’s study. Once she’s
off the scene——"

“QOh goodie!” Clara breathed.

In the ante-room at the bottom of the
stairs they waited. Five—ten minutes
went by. Then, suddenly, there was
a step. y

“She's coming !” Babs whispered.

Coming Miss Bullivant was—but with
irritating slowness. As if she had the
whole dar in which to do it, she
stepped leisurely down the stairs,
passed the ante-room without a glance,
and swept along the corridor. _No
sooner had she disappeared, than Babs
was out of the door.

“Come on!” .

And up the stairs they spurted, just
in time, on reaching the Sixth Form
passage, to see a small figure disap-
pearing at the other end.

“REunice!” Clara said, gritting her

very nice, -Peggy,
don’t you?” Dolores .
asked, and glanced
anxiously around elen’s

. expect to find chaos

By Hilda Richards **

teeth. “And, by the looks of it, she's .

just come out of her sister’s study!
Now we'll see if any mischief has been
done !” :

Together. they all hurried along the
deserted corridor. - Anxiously Babs
pushed open the door of Helen's study.
And they all stopped, faces flushed
with indignation and anger.

The study, as yesterday, was chaotic! ;

“That little cat!” Clara gritted.
“So it is she who's doing it! Oh,
eat goldfishes, what a mess! What

o™we do now?” X

“(lear it up!” Babs said. “It will
mean one row less for Dolores, any-
way! Come on; it won't take the five
of us more than a few minutes.”

There were nods. To save Dolores
from trouble was their one aim, though
Clara was grimly counting on reckon-
ing with the sly Eunice. Furiously
they grabbed brushes, brooms, dusters,
and ash-pan; feverishly they set to
work. In a very few minutes, chaos
once again was turned to order.
Actually, they were just puiting the
finishing touches to their work, when:

“Oh, my hat! Somebody's outside!”
Clara gasped. “Quick! ~Behind the
screen !”

One rush the five made as footstep:
paused outside the door. Not a frac-
tion of a second too soon, they dived
behind the screen. The handle of the
door turned. Then they heard Helen's
voice. =

“ And this,” she said bitterly, “is the
way Dolores leaves my room! Just a
pigsty! Look at it! k—"

And then Helen's voice surprisedly

and stutteringly died away. The chums

looked at each other, and Clara threw
up a quick hand to smother the chuckle
w'l)]ich rose to her lips as Duleia’s reply,
frigid, came:

“Really, Helen, I don't sce anything
to complain about. The room is per-
fectly tidy. If this is the way Dolores
is doing her work, she’s doing it very
well. Much better, in fact,” Dulcia
added coldly, “than your sister does
hers.”

Babs, picturing [lelen's stupefiec
and enraged featurcs, grinned. But
at the same time her lips curled a
little in contempt. Strange that
Helen, without having inspected the
room after Dolores left it, should
Strange that—

A startling suspicion leapt into Babs’
mind. 5

Could if be that Eunice was hand
in glove with her sister over this?
Could it be that Helen had put her
up to it?

In the silence which followed, the
whole position flashed with startling
clearness into Babs’ mind. Obviously,
Eunice had done this, Obviously now

that Funice had informed her sister

that she had done it. Helen, without
troubling to look for herself, anxious
only to get little Dolores further and
further ir Dulcia’s bad books, had
immediately dragged Duleia on the
scene. Otherwise, why should she have
entered the study, so confidently ex-
pecting an upheaval where order now
reigned ?

“Well,” Helen said feebly— well,
what—""

“I hope, Helen,” Dulcia said, with
some disdain, “that before making
accusations against Dolores in future,
you will see there is ground for Lheir
justification. Cood-bye!”

“Qh, my hat!"” Clara gurgled.. “Oh,

ek

corks!
“Shush 1"
(Continued on bage [4)



ALLO, my chicks, this is your
Patricia here—as I expect you've
essed !

We have just had some new curtains
wade for the bath-room at home—and
they’re causing great excitement, because
Lh;y h:;e made of p&tteme;i oil lsi]k.

're so pretty, of pale n,
decorated with blue and gold little g:f—
the sort you'd never find in an aquarium,
I'm t.hm.{lng
“ Makes bath-room look quite
luxurious, doesn’t it, Pat? ” said mother

to me as we admired them together.
1 agreed, though actually, of course, our
bath-room is the most ordi place.

The bath is always hung with festoo!
of face-flannels—a different colour for
each member of the family. And in the
tooth-rack are the most homely-looking
toothbrushes, nn%lg from father’
white, toﬂrdo lue one and my small
brether’s ey Mouse one.

But we do an enormous jar of
bath-salts—which gives a most flm-
starry look to the bath-room.

@® Such Luxury -

Do you ever indulge in * luxury”
thoughts when you're dni-:huming ?

Thoughts of what you'd have if you
were a millionaire.

After having thought of gifts for mother
and all the people you love, I wonder what
you'd select for yourself t

I know what 1'd like.

A fur coat with a muff to match—made
of nutria, which is & brown fur, but oh, so
gloriously soft and .silky.

One of those heavenly evening dresses
that seem to stay up by magic—for they’ve
no shoulder straps at all

A kidney-shaped dressing-table with a
pleated “ petticoat "’ around it.

Oh, and a black marble bath with gold

taps.

When I was a bit younger—at your age
—1I'd have liked. - o .

A down-to-the-ground party frock.

A real party cloak or coat.

A handbag that had lots of fittings
inside—{rom mirror to comb pocket and

diary comglrbmont.

Lots of whipped cream walnuts,
(Mind you, I'd still like these—though
perhaps not quite as many !)

A school hat that I could wear turned
up all the way round.

Real silk stockings with cobwebby heels
and toes for ‘ best.

Hankies that had lace round them.

Coloured sheets on my bed.

THE écaoomm:..-

OuT OF
SCHOOL HOURS

No wonder PATRICIA'S weekly chatter is
so popular with schoolgirls. It is gay, helpfal
and friendly—uwritten by a delightful young
person who understands so completely all those
things so near and dear to a schoolgirl's heart.

Bed.room slippers with
fluffy stuff round them and
no backs to the heel 2
(Mules, they’re called.)

A really cosy, but pre’t.t'.!yl
dressing-gown. (Mine might just as we
have been my brother’s. It was a hideous
thing, and just refused to wear out !)

If I go on like this, I shall have thought
of everything under the sun that I'd have
liked as a schoolgirl—and that won’t give
you a chance.

I wonder how your list now would com-
pare with mine at your age ? :

@ A Pencil Stand

If the youngest member of your family
has been extra sweet lately, here’s a little
present you can make him—or her. A
pencil stand.

_You'll require just three of father's
pipe-cleaners (unless he emoked only
i in which
gnse you’ll have k:o
uy & penny packet
of ¥ them),y and a
circle of thick card-

board.

_Bendleaeh of the
pipe - cleaners 8o
that it has a circle
at each end. Stand
all three together
and tie the circles

with eot-
ton to match the
pipe-cleaners.

Fix the bottom
circles to the piece
of cardboard, either
with stitches or
: Eit‘!} those “hgt.ab-

clips—
and the pencil stand ig comprl'::e, ready
to receive any gifts of pens, pencils, or
crayons,

@ Hair Styles

I expect you've read all about the new
Edwardian style of hairdressing, haven’t
you ?

It can look so pretty, with masses of
curls piled high on top of the head.

But I'm afraid it isn't suitable for you
nice schoolgirls—for it requires expert
* getting ” at the hairdressers. And bats
simply ruin it !

A good many of the very richest people
who can afford to spend a guinea or so
at the hairdresser as often as they like,
have the Edwardian style for the evening.
But they stick most faithfully to the
“* page-boy » or other simple yet effective
st.{Ia for the daytime.

Which reminds me, that next week I'll
ghow you how the *‘ page-boy ™ style is

done. For I'm quite sure it is here to
stay—and it is particularly suitable for
schoolgirls.

Especially for you whose hair is on the
straight side !

@ A Pretty Two-Piece

Don't you like the two-piece outfit in
the picture here ?

If you saw your chum wearing it, you
would never believe that it had been mad
from a plain frock, 1
now would you ?

Actually, the
frock was too tight
in the bodice, that
was why
“alteration”
brainwave was re-

So the bodice
was cut from the
skirt, and a belt
added to the top
of the skirt—just
to add a note of
colour.

The ecollar was
eut off the bodice,
and an opening
made all down the
front.

The raw edges
were bound on the
inside—and the
result was the very
useful little jacket
to match the skirt.

A 6dgnily-m:p!mu'ml blouse was worn
tucked into the skirt (perbaps the blouse
was the top part of a too-short summer-
holiday frock). The bow matched the
belt. And the result was as you see it.

Any schoolgirl who is clever with her
needle could copy the idea.

® A Rest Cure

- And now, just to finish, there is some-
thing I want you to try to do at least once
a day—particularly on a fine day.

It is to gaze for two minutes—aor more,
if you can s the time—at the sky,
blinking as often as you like.

You won't stand facing the sun, will
you? For that would be foclish. But to
gaze at the distances of the eky is said to
be very eye-resting. Particularly good for
schoolgirls who have such a lot of ciose
work to do.

The same expert saye we should not
read in buses, trains, or moving vehicles.
But—sinee this is one of my favourite
occupations, I'm afraid I'm going to
pretend I don't understand.

All the same, 1 pass it on to you.
Your friend, PATRICIA:




EVERY SATURDAY

THE TEA-PARTY
was SUCH A SUCCESS

—BECAUSE Mary had planned it well
in advance, and talked plans over with
mother, so there was no last-minute
hurry and flurry,

—BECAUSE Mary chose her young guests

carefully. Much as she liked Pearl, shé
didn’t invite her. For you see, Pearl
alwa; m somehow to rub

ys

Mary's other friend, Jane, up the wrong
way. Mary wisely realised that inviting
girls who all get on well together is half
the success of a party.

—BECAUSE she invited her four chums
two weeks before the day of the tea-
party. This meant that they had good
time to consult their mothers and arrange
to be free on that day. g

—BECAUSE Mary said quite clearly :
* I’ll expect you then about four o'clock.”

—BECAUSE Mary herself was all ready
and waiting for her guests at a quarter
to four. table set ; the games were
planned ; the wireless was tuned in to
soft and welcoming dance music.

—BECAUSE Mary wore a simple dress,
It was pretty, but not new. For Mary
lrmew that if she “ dressed-up * too much,
Betty, who wasn’t very well off and rather
shy, might feel * out of things " right
from the start.

—BECAUSE she made each girl feel
a8 if she was really pleased to see her as
her chums arrived. Jane eame with Snips
—whose real name was Sylvia. Betty
arrived by herself. Then came Honor.

—BECAUSE Mary tock them into her
bed-room to remove their coats, and talked
to them while they were arranging their
hair., Sheé admired Jane's, Snips’, and
Honor's fmclu—t.l'llon ﬁgt.“ld have bitten
her tongue out. For ty was wearing
her school tunic. But she didn’t draw
attention to it. . Instead she said: “I

wish my hair would look as nice as yours
just it's washed, Betty. Yours
really is ripping!” And Betty blushed

with pleasure and fcrgot about the tunic.

—BECAUSE Mary knew exactly where
each girl was to sit at tea. * You're goixgg
to sit on my right hand, Betty,” she sai

laugh .~ ‘“In the place of honour,
#0 that I can keep an eye on you.” Snips
end Jane sat together to * keep each
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After wipin; 3
and paint multi-colour lines all over the outside of the carton.
give it a gay, “ modernistic” pattern.

Now fill the carton with sand or fine earth.

Then you must look for a suitable twig, either in the garden or on a country walk, and
stick this into the sand or earth. !

Finally, the “ flowers.”? These are made of silver paper—which can inelude goldy paper

other in order,”
while the stately
Honor was at the
foot of the table.

—B ECAUSE
Mary did the
“pouring-out”
and made Honor
and Bett y pass
the bread-and-
butter and paste
and jam—so that
all felt quite at
home. She knew
it was no use to keep saying ‘‘ help your-
self,” to shy Betty, so she didn’t. 1nstead,
she and Honor, between them, kept Betty
well supplied.

—BECAUSE Mary, much as she liked
tea, and although she had finished her
“first cup ™ first, didn’t pour out a
second for herself until she had asked the
others if they would like some more.

A Last Peep

{  Always, before youset off anywhere
: special, you should take a last peep
: at yourself in a long mirror—just to
: make sure yvou are perfect.

: IS your hat on quite straight ?* If
the bhat-badge is in the centre—in a
direct line with your nose, it should be.

ARE the flaps of your coat pockets
in or out. As long as BOTH are in
: or BOTH out, that’s all right, but one
of each won’t look very well-groomed.
: I8 your belt through both slots
of your coat, and the buckle dead
in the middle ?

Now turn. L

IS your dress or blouse collar
showing ? If so, tuck it in.

IS your petti. drooping ? (A pin-
up on the shoulders will put matters
right if you're in a desperate hurry.
But that’s only temporary, mind !)

I8 your belt twisted at the back ?

ARE your stocking seams ight?
(Legs look more shapely if they are!) :

Are your gloves ON ? And have :
you a clean hankie ? :

All c'reet ! Then off
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—BECAUSE she kept the talk general
for a start. It wasn't any use getting on'
to school topics to begin with, for Snips
went to a different school from the others
—and she wouldn't like to be left out of
the talk. So they discussed films and film
stars, books and games—until all were
taking part in the conversation.

—BECATUSE Mary said she’d clear away'
while the others went upstairs to wash.'
But as Honor insisted on helping with'
the washing-up, let. her. And, of
course, Betty wanted to lend a hand, too.'
|
—BECAUSE in ten minutes they were all
ready to gather round the fire. Mary
the sweets and they all chatted

and looked at her holiday snaps.

—BECAUSE Mary had a game ready
to suggest immediately she sensed they
felt more energetic. So they had some

essing games, and then played
‘Donkey ” and “ Sevens" at which
Betty was surprisingly good.

—BECAUSE at going-home time, Mary
took her chums to her bed-room again and
helped them on with their coats. And
when they said they’d had a lovely time,
Mary said she had, too! And when she
eaid, “ You must come again,” they
chorused together : “We certainly
will 1 Gai#rlﬁu’ywu'edaasm and
Jane went off in oxe direction, and Honor
and Betty in the other. Then Mary smiled
happily to herself as she noticed that
Honor was holding Betty’s arm. * I'm
so glad, for Betty's a dear,” Mary
murmured.

And that was exactly what Betty and
Honor were saying about Mary at that
moment |
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ROOM

Wouldn't this look sweet on the mantelpiece in your room? It
can be made so simply.

OULDN'T this decorative little pot make a bright ornament {for the mantelpiece
or dressing-table of your very own room ?

It’s so very easy to make, too!

First you want a fair-sized cream carton—one without a pattern on it for preference.
out the carton to remove all traces of cream, just fish out your pamthox

This will very guickly

as well, of course—and are tied on to the twi t i y
The result is such a cheery little ornament, that it wouldn't surprise me at all if mo her
and various aunts didn’t you to make one for them as well |
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14 “Litile Dolores—Robbed of Her Heart's Desire!”

(Continued from page 11)
The door slammed. They heard

*_ Helen catch in her breath.

“Qh, Eunice, you little washout!

ing me up the garden—"

Oh, my hat! Hold me!” Clara
led. “I'm going to explode! I—
J—— Ha, ha, ha!

.8he could not help it. It had to
come, Imagination, at all times 1is
more powerful than reality; and the
mental picture which danced in front
of Clara’s eyves of Helen’s furious;
astounded face, was just too much. In
a moment the mischief was done; and
in a moment the- screen was whirled
aside.  Helen, her cheeks quivering,

Supposing  thoze two incidents were
associated with this third; for, of
course, it was nearly impossible, if
Dulcia remembered so clearly having

Tiat Foaty, albt® she gritged. “ Load- “put the counterfoil under 'her paper-

weight, that she should have .lost -it
somewhere else.

Eunice, obviously, had clear access
to that counterfoil. Eunice, having
failed to destroy the films, might have
taken it in the hope of getting hold
of, and destroying the prints.

And if that was so—if her suspicions
were right—

Did that have any bearing upon
Helen's anxiety for her sister to be
Dulcia’s fag?

Babs caught her breath  But, for

"y s a moment, she did not reply. After

Et??-goglﬂ-"zge n:uit(lileﬁicklv. nll‘.d it was only a suspicion. She just
“« : ag 197 said:

claoh, oy giddy  aunt!” gasped *ogoy 11 was wondering if Eunice

“So you cleared
Helen ground out.
v “Ahem!” said Babs.

Helen glared.

“Take a hundred lines, each of vou!
‘And be sure,” she stormed, “I shall
report this to Miss Bullivant !"”

. Babs gazed at her coldly.

“Will you?' she asked. “Think
again, Helen. Because,” she added
softly, “if you give us lines, or you
report us to Miss Bullivant, we shall
have to tell, you know, that you put
FEunice up to wrecking your own room !
She might want to know the reason
then, mightn't she?”

Helen took a step back. For a
moment her face expressed fecar.

“Who says I put Eunice up to it
she blustered. .

“We do. Because, vou see,’’ Babs
explained, “we've been keeping watch.
‘Pretty dirty trick, isn’t it, to try to
get Dolores disgraced in Dulcia’s eves?
Well, do we get reported to Miss
Bullivant, Helen?"”

i SGet out!” Helen said savagely.

“And do we do the lines?” Clara

mocked.
Get out!” Helen

“QOh, go on!
quivered.

- And the chums, feeling decidedly
they had won the day, got out, still
chuckling. But, going down the pas-
isage, the first. person they came in con-
tact with was Dulcia.

. “Oh, here's Dulecia herself!”” Clara
said. “And here goes for telling her
-all about it! Duleta—" she added.
- Dulcia looked up.

{ *“Oh, hallo!” she said abstractedly.
“Barbara, I suppose you haven't
found my counterfoil? It's funny! I
could have vowed I left it under the
paperweight on my desk.”

“Dulcia, what counterfoil?’? Babs
asked. -

“The counterfoil I got from the
‘chemist’s yesterday—the receipt for my
photographs. They'll be ready by
dinner-time, you know. But, ef course,
I ecan’t possibly claim themn until 1
ihave found the counterfoil. I suppose
I must have dropped it somewhere—
although I could have vowed r-
bara, what is the matter?”

For Babs had given a sudden start.
¢ Almost unbidden a thought had
‘flashed into her brain. Mention of the
‘photographs  recalled . memories of
Dulcia’s camera. She was remember-
jing suddenly how they had found
Kunice trying to open the back of
that camera. 8She was remembering,
in the same instant, how somebody had
tried to force the drawer of the desk
in which Duleia had locked the camera,
with a tool which could only have been
found in Dulcia’s own study.

6

knew anything about it, that’s all.
She's your fag, isu’t she?”

“] have asked Eunice,”” Dulcia re-
plied. “She says she hasn't seen it.
In any case, what earthly use would
it be to her? You don’t suggest that
Eunice, surely—"

“No,” Babs replied. "I'm not sug-
gesting anything—yvet. But I do sug-
gest, Dulcia—and I think it's only fair
that vou should know, now that we've
found out—that it's Eunice 'who has
been messing up all Dolores’ work in
Helen’s study, to disgrace Dolores in
your eves,”

And then, while Dulcia gazed at her

strangely, she told the story. The
captain’s lips compressed.
“1 see,” she said slowly. *Thank

you, Barbara! Well, I'll have a talk
to Eunice—just as soon as I've found
this counterfoil. But you'd better
burry now. Lesson bell will soon be
going.” :

The chums hurried off, rather glad
of ‘that encounter, and on the way Babs
told  them: of the startling suspicion
which had flashed into her mind.
Clara looked at her quickly.

“You mean KLunice wanted to ‘get
hold of those prints? But why?”

Babs shrugged.

“Ask me!” she said. “But if I'm
right, she wanted them to give to
Helen,”

“Phew !"" whistled Mabs.

Clara nodded, and looked very
thoughtful. ;

No time for more then, however.

They had already reached the Fourth
Form corridor.

“In that casze,” murmured the Tom-
boy, as they entered the class-room,
“those prints may clear up the whole
affair.”

Sack for a Sneak!

[ UNICE”—and

Dulecia Fair-
brother very seri-
ously eyed the
pasty, plump face of the
girl  opposite  her—*be

frank with me. ave you seen any-
thing of that counterfoil 7"

“No,” Kunice said boldly, reflecting
that the counterfoil was safely in the
pocket of the tunic she had changed
before lessons that morning.

“Thank you! Now sit down.
Eunice, I want to ask you something
else—something rather more serious.
Why,"” Dulcia asked, “have you been
taking the trouble to mess up  all
Dolores’ work in your sister’s study?”’

“Qoo, I haven't!” Eunice indig-
nantly declared.

THE SCHOOLGIRL

“Eunice, please be careful. I hap-
pen to know differently,” Dulcia said.

Eunice blinked. But Eunice, crafty
as.she was, was not proof against that
steady look in thio captain’s eyes. She
flushed ; her own flickered.

“Why?” Dulcia insisted.

“Well, T haven't, so_there!” Eunice
said defiantly. “And if I have, it was
only a joke!” s .

“You mean you did it for a joke?”
Dulcia asked steadily.

Eunice gulped.

“Well, she was hateful to me!” she
burst out. . “She plays jokes on me,”
she lied  desperately. “8o why
shouldn’t I play jokes on her? And it
doesn’t matter to vou what I do to her,
does it?"” ;

little.

Dulcia's

he rose. : g
_ “I am afraid,” she said uternhv. “it
matters quite a lot, Eunice! o not
like little girls who lph_vr horrid jokes
upon other httle girls. I do not like
hﬁitofulness. You may go—and please.”
she added, “do not come here again.”

Eunice glared. _

“You mean you don't want me for
fag any more "

“1 do not !’ Dulcia said sternly.

“But look here—" ¢

“Please go.” 3

Eunice's face became livid.

“But you can't sack me like that!”
she crieg. “I see what it is! That
little cat Dolores has been telling lies
about me, and she’s put you against
me; and now you're throwing me out
so that you can have her for your fag
the same as my sister Helen said you
would! Well, I won't go! I won't let
her be your fag! I won't be the laugh-
ing-stock of the Second, with everybody
laughing at me and that awful little
cry-baby gloating over me! I won’t!
Here, what are you doing?” she
shrieked.

“Just,” Dulcia said, suiting action to
the words, “putting vou where you be-
long, Eunice—outside !”

And slam! went the door, and Eunice,
choking with rage, and with the tears
of mortification starting to her eyes,
stared ab it. b

Sacked—she, the captain’s fag!
Sacked because she had just carried out
her sister’s orders! Dolores had done
it, of course—that baby-faced little cat,
the doll-hqumg little telltale!  Oh,
but wait till she found Dolores!
-Quivering still, she stamped off. With
furious ctlatter, she raged down the
stairs, running along the Fourth Form
corridor. Iabs, Mabs, Marjorie, and
Clara, happening to stroll along at that
moment, saw her and paused.

lips compressed a

“Hallo! And what's bitten sweet
little Eunice?” Clara inquired plea-
santly.

Eunice glared. 5

“Do you know where Dolores is?”
she demanded. ;

“Not a ghostly, my dear child!”
Clara said. “Why?”

“Nothing. But _ wait!”  stormed
Funice. “Just wait! Wait till I see
that little cat! I'll make her sit up!
She got me the sack,” she continued
bitterly, “with her sneaking little tales
—and  you've been backing her up!”
she flamed out. “Wait till T see her!”

“ But, Eunice—here, wait [
minute !” _

Eunice, however, with an angry thrust
of her plump little body; had pushed
her way through them. Clara looked
at the others. . :

“Trouble!” she whistled softly.
“But, phew! good old Dulcial But
come on! If that little wretch lays her
hands on Dolores, there’ll be the
dickens to pay!?
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They turned, hurr{‘mg down the
corridor. But Eunice bad disappeared
now. She flew to the Second Form
play-room; and entering with a noisy
crash of the door, she strade strai%lt up
to'Dolores. Raging, she tore Peggy
out of her grasp, and then slammed the
doll on the floor. Dolores let out a

gasp.
= "gﬂunioe. you wicked thing!”

“ Wicked ~thing1” Eunice sneered,
and upon the Second Formers fell the
hush. that is the centre of a storm.
“Wicked thing yourself |” she gibed.
“You sneaking, spying, dreadful little
—thief! Yes, thief! You're a thief—
that’s what you are!” she screamed,
anger getting the better of her, and too
reckless in that moment to remember
that she had promised her sister to say
nothing of this. “Who stole my sister’s
shilling?” she shrieked. “Who hid it
in her silly, beastly, idiotic doll’s dress?
You did!” You know you did! . And
Dulcia’s sacked me because of you!
Thief |” she shrilled. .

Dolores, eyes wide with terror, had
giveh back. On the Second Form had
fallen an astounded silence.

s AND this,”’  started Helen bitterly, *
Look——'* Her voice trailed away as she looked at the ﬁrgm;n.
y.”?

to their efforts, Helen's scheme to get little Dolores into further trouble had failed.

don't see anything to complain about. The room is perfectly
Thanks

their mirth.

« ]—]—I—" Dolores stuttered.

“There she is, denying it! Fibber!”
seered Eunice, beside herself. “Thief!

hief! That's what you are! You
stole my sister’s money 1 I’ll pull your
hair! T'll—” .

“Wait!” cried a stern voice at the

oor.

And while Eunice, her voice drop-
ping and Dolores, trembling, swivelled
round, Miss Primrose, arriving ab the
door a fraction after Babs, Mabs,
Clara and Marjorie, entered the room.
Dulcia Fairbrother was with her.

“ Eunice—" The  headmistress
frowned. “What is this I heard you
saying about Dolores being a thief?”

. “Well, she is a thief!” Eunice
blurted, trembling herself. now.

“ Dolores—"

Horror came over Dolores. She re-
membered anew what Helen Hunter
had said—remembered the *proof”
Helen had of her guilt.

“PDolores. :answer. me |2 ‘

#J—I—I—" Dolores stuttered.

“Dolores you realise the serious
accusation that has been made against

= b

“ But—but—but——" Dolores tear-
fully %mvered and tears were rolling
down her cheeks: “I—I didn’t mean—
I mean— Oh, please, I—I don’t
know what I mean—"

“Miss Primrose——"
Hazeldene said anxiously.
Miss Primrose’s lips compressed.

“Please, Marjorie, do not interfere.
This is .8 most serious matter. an
fetch Helen, - please. Ah, Helen, here
you are!” she added as that girl came
into the room. “I do not understand
the details; but Eunice has accuse
Dolores of stealing something, appar-
ently, which belongs to you.”

Babs caught the dagger-like lock the
refect cast at her sister. Clara
revlyn, & curious look in her eyes,
suddenlf slii_fged from the room.

«Well,” Helen said reluctantly, “I'm
sorry, Miss Primrose.?

“lIs it true?”

“Well, yes. Though, of course, I
didn’t intend to say anything about
it'____”

Marjorie

“Dolores 1”

«T didn’t!” Dolores quavered. *Oh,
I dido’t! I didn't!”

“But, Dolores, you know it's true,”
said Helen.

Dolores sobbed again. Dulcia, her
face working a little, took a step for-
ward.

“Miss Primrose,” she asked quietly.
“will you leave this to me? Perhaps,”
she added, “Dolores will tell me—for
naturally "—with a look at Helen—
“the thing has to be heard from both
sides. Dolores, my dear,” she added
kindly, * come up to the dormitory with
me. %’ll talk to her,” she added, with
a look to Miss Primrose.

And Miss Primrese, understanding,
nodded.

“Very well, Duleia, I will wait here,”
she said.

And Duleia and the sobbing fag went
out, and Babs, her eyes misty,. looked
round—at Marjorie weeping softly;, at
Mabs, with a most wrung expression on
her face: at— : i

d what

is the way Dolores !;aves my room |
‘! Really,
Behind the screen Babs & Co. suppressed

By Hilda Richards *3

Then she blinked through her own
mist-filled eyes. Where was Clara?

F IVE—TEN—fifteen minutes.

The atmosphere in the play-room
was electric. o

Nobody spoke; awed and hushed thd
Second Formers stared towards the
headmistress. Babs & Co., wondering in
a vague way what was happening in
the interval—they were not wonderin,
had become of Clara—shifte
restlessly. Helen stood anxiously;
Eunice her head hung. - i

Sixteen—seventeen  minutes. Miss

d Primrose moved. Then a step was heard

in the passage, and Dulcia, her faee
overshadowed, still leading a_violently
agitated little Dolores, came im. i
Miss Primrose looked at_her.
“She—she has told you, Dulcia
“No,” Dulcia said worriedly. “Shd
seems frightened about something, and I
zouldu't get anything coherent out of
er.” | . : i
A sigh of relief went up from Helen.
Miss Primrose’s lips compressed. 1}

“Dolores,” she s=aid, “lock at me,

Just a pigsty. Look at it!
Helen,” said Dulcia coldly, I

child. I am going to give you one last
chance of explaining. If you do not
clear up this matter to my satisfaction,
I am afraid I shall have no recourse but
to ask your parents to remove you from
the school ! You are accused of having
stolen money. Dolores, tell me frankly;
are you a thief?”

“No!” cried a voice at the door.
“No, she isn’t!” And while Mies

_Primrose twisted round, Clara Trevlyn,

red-faced, breathless, frantically came
hurrying in at the door. “She’s no
more & thief than ‘I am, Miss

Primrose |”

“Clara—"

“And,” Clara added, excitedly un-
heeding, “I can prove it! If an_vgody's
a thief, it’s that little cheat there ”—
and she pointed to Eunice. “Oh, even I
can put two and two together now!
The whele thing,” Clara said furiously,
“ig a plot from beginning to end.
Somehow, .Helen tricked Dolores,
frightened her—" :

“Clara |* sried Miss Primrose.



“foil.

_am sorry!”
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L
¢ “Well, she did—and why! Because
she wanted to get Eunice in Dulcia’s
study! She could only do that by
forcing Dolores to be her fag =o that
Eunice would get Dolores’ job! And
why1” Clara blazed, avhile Helen, her
face pale, took a backward step.
“Why? Because she wanted Eunice to
get lold of Dulcia’s camera and ruin
the film in it !"”

There came &, gasp. .

“(Clara, what are you saying?”

“P'm saying the = truth1” Clara
replied hotly. “And there was a
reason. First Eunice tried to expose

that film:© We caught her at it. Then,
after Dulcia had locked it up, she tried
to'break open the drawer. Then Dulcia
took the ﬁaest of the roll of film, and
this morning Eunice stole the counter-
foil 1”

Eunice

“T didd't I” @

“ Babs—Barbara—suspected Eunice,”
Clara went on, “and I decided
that that film would probably clear up
all the trouble. When Eunice accused
Dolores a little while ago I dashed off
and searched Eunice’s locker. I found
the counterfoil, and I've just been to

et the prints. And I think, Miss

dpimrose,” she added grimly, “that
there’s one of them that tells its own
story!| Look at that!”

“Clara, sou dare!”
leaping forward. " y

But the print was in Miss Primrose’s
hands then, and Miss Primrose was
staring. ‘The print was a perfectly
clear aud sharp photograph of the
Market Cross in Courtficld, giving a
view of the Palais de Danse—out of
bounds to Cliff House girls—in its rear.
Through the first floor window of that

lace, the unmistakable face of Helen

unter was peering.

“Why—why,” Miss Primrose said.
“Helen, this iz you! You—a prefect—
out of bounds in this dance hall!”

“ J—I—" stuttered Helen.

“Dulcia,” said Miss Primrose, “look
at this.”

Dulcia did so. _ i

“] took this—certainly,” she said;
“pbut I didn’t notice Helen at the time.”

“But she,” cried Babs, “certainly
noticed you—she jolly well knew you
had snapped herl She was frightened,
cbviously. of being found out when the
snap was printed, and so—"

“And so,” Mabs finished, “she tried

cried Helen,

to destroy it! Eunice, vou little
wreteh 1 .
“1t—it wasn’t my fault!” Eunice

cried, breaking down as every eye was
fixed on her. “I only did what I was
told. Helen told me to spoil the roll
of films, and because I couldn’t do that
she told me to get hold of the counter-
1 didn’t know why. I wanted to
be Dulcia’s fag, and Helen said if I
wanted to keep on being Dulcia’s fag
I should have to get Dolores into
trouble, so that’s why I had to mess up
her study !”

“QOh, my hat I” gasped Babs. “Then
it was you who made Dolores think she
stole that shilling?”

“No, I didn’t,” Eunice said desper-
ately, “that was Helen, too. She hid
the shilling in the doll’s dress and then
made that little cat believe she’d stolen
it. I—Ow!” she yelled.

' Tor Helen, with a sudden, furious
leap, had given her a smack across tho

ace.
“Helen

_ please!” Miss Primrose
cried angrily. “Helen, go to my study
—at once! Never, I think, have

heard of such a detestable, such a mean
and callous plot!

.aceusing you any more of bein

“Little Dolores—Robbed of Her Heart's Desire!” @

“ And—and I won’t be expelled now ?"
Dolores asked guiveringly.

“ My dear, no!"”

The sudden happiness which flooded
the little Second Former’s face then
made Babs’ heart leap. it was
grand to know that she and her chums
had been able to help to cause that
hap{nmess. :

“I'd just like to see anyone saying
you're going to be expelled,” said Clara
stoutly. “All that's past, Dolores.”

“Rather,”  said - gentle Marjorie
softly. *“Why, Duleia herself will tell
vou that—"

And she glanced at the head girl.

Dulcia smiled tenderly.

“Dolores, we are all sorry,” she said.
“But thanks to Clara and Babs we've
found everything out. Nobody is
y a thief.
Nobody will ever be unkind to you
again. Oh, you.silly child, why didn"t
you tell me in the first place? Dolores,
dry your eyes, my dear. Here's your
dolly. Now are we all right again?”

“Y-ves, than you,” Dolores said
ha{Pplly. “But, Duleia—"

Yes, my dear?”

Dolores flushed. Shyly she eyed Babs.

.“Barbara, you tell her, please?” she
beseeched.

Babs, guessing what was in the little
one's mind, laughed.

“She wants to know, Dulcia, if she
ean be your fag?”

“My fag ?” Dulcia laughed. “ Dolores,
haven't 1 said all along that you could
always be my fag?! And you are my
fag now, Dolores—from now onwards.
Now are you happy?”

Bessie, too.

i I’ll Take Your Place at Cliff House!” ...,

And those words put into being
one of the most amazing incidents
of Cliff House School !
spoken to that dear plump duffer,
Bessie Bunter—spoken to her by
a girl who was her exact double!
“And you, Bessie, can take my
place where | work —just for a
day,” went on her double. “It’ll
be a grand lark.”
Thus the great im-
posture began.

Quite unknown to Bessie, however,

her double had a very secret and

serious reason for wishing to enter
Cliff House !

This Long Complete masterpiece is

of course by Hilda Richards, and

she tells a story full of laughter,

original surprises and drama, in

her own incomparable way. Here

is the perfect treat for all Bessie
loverss

THE SCHOOLGIRL

BE PREPARED
Do you remember Jungle
Jess, that romantic jungle
girl Babs & Co. met on

Pirates’ Isle during their.
treasure - hunting holiday
—the girl whose pets

aregiant leopards? Well,
very shortly now—

JUNGLE JESS IS COMING
TO CLIFF HOUSE

“0Oh, very, very happy!” Dolores
said rapturously. “Oh. Duleia, isn’t
everything nice and everybody mnice
again now? Dulcia—" she added
pleadingly.

“Yes, my dear?”

“1f—if I'm vour fag, can Babs, and
Mabs, and Clara, and all the other nice
girls come to tea to-morrow !” -

“They can and shall and will!”
Dulcia beamed. *“And Peggy, too!”
she added, as she stooped and, to every
Second Former's jealous envy, kissed
the happy little face and glanced at the
scowling  Eunice, now sulking in a
corner.

“] think,” Babs murmured, “it’s
time for us to go.”

And they went, to find out later that
Helen Hunter had been suspended from
her prefectship for the rest of thesterm.

END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

They were

So thought

Dolores, mv dear. I cgmplete in Next Saturday’s “ SCHOOLGIRL”
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Further gripping chapters of our Great New Thri

FOR NEW READERS.

with her chums, BERYL
and JUDY BROUGH, and

The Manor is owned
LAVENDER MORTIMER, with whom
the girls become friendly, and is the
Mortimers’ means of livi . Mysteri-
ous things have been happening. A
strange figure has been " haunting " the
house, driving away all the guests. Hilda
& Co. set -out to run it to earth, for it
will ruin the Mortimers’ business. They
chase the figure, which vanishes into a
room. But Hilda and Marcus sce it
emerge from a secret panel. Like
lightning Marcus bounds forward.

(Now read on.)

On the Track!

{4 UICK, all of you—quick!”
Hilda Farrel shouted ex-
citedly to her friends as her
setter, Marcus, hurlin% him-
self at the secret panel in the wall, pre-
vented it from shding to.

In another moment Hilda expected to
see the mystery woman who, thinkin,
that Hilda had gone out of the bed-
room with the others, had unguardedly
opened the panel.

“All right, old boy, I'll help,” said
Hilda, already at his side, trying to
force the panel open. “We’'ve got you,

on trickster ! she called to the unseen
intruder.

Back into the room came Judy, Beryl,
and Lavender, wondering whatever was
happening; but a glance was enough
for them without the need of worgs._
That open panel told its own story.

Marcus, whining with excitement,
scratched frenziedly, and then suddenly

ave a howl as his paw was pinched

tween the edge of the panel and the
beading. .
“Qo, poor chappie!” gasped Hilda,
:pd with all her strength tugged to free
1m.

The panel was not a kind of door,
but a sliding affair, so that straight-
forward pushing did not help to open
it. A sideways tugging movement was
needed, and, of course, Marcus, clever
dog though he was, could not make
such a movement, nor even realise that
it was necessary. 4

“All together,” cried Judy.

It was the sudden boisterous tug she
gave that finally jerked the panel back
with a sharp, pistol-like report, seemin,
to indicate that a secret spring ha
broken.

As the Imne! slid back, Marcus, whim-
pering slightly, pushed through’ into
the darkness, and they heard his excited
bark echoing in the hollow wall

Hilda crouched
after him, only

“No, Hilda,
‘Beryl, quite horrified. “That woman
may attack you, or there may be pit-
falls, or a real ghost.”

“Don’t be silly,” retorted Hilda. “It
was a real woman we saw, wasn't it?”

She tugged her arm free from ner-
vous Beryl, and followed her dog, far
more anxious about his safety than
about her own.

The place in which Hilda found her-
self was dark and dusty, with a queer
musty smell. It was a recess behind the
wall, very narrow, with only just room

to

crawl ‘through
Beryl seized her arm.
don’t—don’t I’ gasped

Il.and Mystery Serial.

ELIZABETH
CHESTER

che had just heard another deep
bay from Marcus. £

Something exciting was hap<
pening | an

Ahead of her, Lavender had
reached Hilda, while Hilda was
still stumbling and groping her
way along the narrow corridor,
now and again walking side- .
ways, very slowly indeed.

“Marcus—Marcus I” Hildu called.

He barked, and she heard him
scratchin%l at-the wall just ahead of her,
as though he had run the woman to
earth but his wa{ was barred by
another secret pane. i

“Got youl!” murmured Hilda
presently, as she stretched out a hand
and touched his sleck coat. * Good boy

—where is she?”

The corridor had reached a dead-end,
and quite obviously there was another
panel.

“I say!
murmured Lavender.

This is simply amazing,”
“] didn't know

IN VAIN THE CHUMS GIVE CHASE fO THE UN-
KNOWN PROWLER—BUT THEY FIND, INSTEAD,
A CLUE TO HIDDEN TREASURE!

enough for her to stand upright, and
pitch dark save where the light from
the room shone through the open panel.
But its range was too slight to be really
helpful, and presently she had to grope
her way uncertainly.

Meanwhile, in the bed-room there was
excited talk, Beryl alarmed for Hilda’s
safety, and Lavender completely bewil-
dered and puzzled to know who this
mystery woman was, and why she was
there, sneaking along a secret passage.

«J think I had better go after Hilda,”
she decided. “The secret corridor or
whatever it is may not be safe.”

On the mantelpiece was a bex of
matches, and taking it, she stooped and
went through the open space mnto the

passage.

“Me, too,” said adventurous Judy.
“This is grand fun.”

“ And leave me?” wailed Beryl. “Oh,
you can’t! Don’t be so horrid—"

* Bhe caught at Judy’s arm, but Judy-

ged herself free; for although she

tu,
did not want to desert a nervous friend

this corridor existed. Fancy a stranges

knowing ! i
“Where is this?” asked Hilda
eagerly. “Where do you think this

panel can*lead to? Another room?” |

Lavender struck a match and by ifs
yellow glow they saw the dusty inmer
walls, and in front of them the end of
the secret corridor, a panel, to the side
of which was rus mechanism.

“ Aha!” said Hilda in - delight, her
eyes shining. “Now we can open
the panel. And look,” che added.
“ Although it’s still rusty, someone has
oiled it lately.”

More puzzled than ever, Lavender
struck another match and saw that
Hilda was right. There was fresh oil
on the rusted mechanism, giving evi-
dence that the woman who had. just
escaped them had planned the use of
this .corridor, and had prepared for
silent entrances and exits by means of
the panel. :
“Here—this is where we need Judy,”
said Hilda,
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“Me?”
I"“T ?IJ

“You've got a mechanical mind,”
Hilda explained, “and I don’t quite see
how this—"

Before she could finish the sentence,
Marcus, growing impatient, struck out
with his paw. It was by absolute luck
that he hit the mechanism in the right
spot, and no one was more surprised
than he when the panel flew back.

Click! It was a pistol-shot sound,
and Mareus nearly knocked over Hilda
as he jumped away. . ;
» But the panel shot back, letting in
vivid light.that for -a moment almost
blinded them.

First through was Mareus, leaping

forward without hesitation.
. After him went Hilda, while Laven-
der paused a_little, noting that they
were in one of the side corridors of the
first floor.

But although Hilda ran quickly she
could not keep Marcus in sight as he
swung round the bend of one corridor
into another.

“Wait for me!” she called.

A yelp came from Marcus, then a
snarl and guided by the sounds, Hilda
opened a bed-room door, and then
pulled up in dismay.

_Marcus had been defeated. Just in-
side the bed-room he rolled on the
floor, entoiled in a heavy counterpane
that had been dragged from the bed.

“Oh, poor boy!” gasped Hilda, and

quickly and easily unwrapPed him.
" Marcus, looking a little sheepish,
shook himself, ran to a wall, turned
away puzzled, and then, just as Judy
arrived behind Lavender, went into the
corridor.

“He's lost the scent,” said Judy, dis-
appointed. “Qh, Marcus !”

: “Well, he's done jolly well so far,”
defended Hilda almost indignantly. “If
5t hadn’t been for Marcus we shouldn’t
have got on that woman’s track at all.
1t wasn't his fault, poor old chap, that
lLe eouldn’t unwrap the bedspread.”

% Marcus looked up at her.

Y “Woof I” he said.

Then suddenly he went into the room,
snufled about the floor, snatched up
something from under one edge of the
counterpane, and, holding it in his
teeth, looked at his mistress with pride-
shining eyes.

« %A piece of paper!” cried Hilda.
“A clue! Marcus! Well done!
Hurrah—a clue !” .

said Judy, drasving near.

Thrilling Plans!
- CLUE!
As Hilda took the piece of

paper she had great hopes;
X an Lavender, too, felt a
weight lifted from her mind. Yet more
"than they were delighted, all.three girls
.were intrigued, fired with inquisitive-
ness.
¢ Who was the mystery woman? Why
had she used the secret corridor? Why
was she in the house? And why had
she warned the girls against it?

To Lavender it was quite bewildering
\that someone—an utter stranger for all
[she knew—should be so well informed
about the secret corridors in the house.
iShe could think of no woman likely to
‘have such knowledge, mor one who
would have a reason for wanting the
girls to stay away from the house.

. “Let me look!” she begged eagerly.
% Together they studied that scrap of
paper. It was old-looking, faded,
‘brown and musty, as though part of an
old document, or a leaf torn from an
old book, and the writing on it was
age-worn, too, with the angularity of

AFTER LESSONS—LEISURE
And what could be a lovelier
way of spending part of your
leisure than renewing your

friendship

WITH THE CLIFF HOUSE

CHUMS?

For that is what you can do if

secure this wonderful novel-
ength story of the early adven-
tures of Barbara Redfern & Co

S

It is No. 652 of the SCHOOLGIRLS'
OWN LIBRARY—one of the four
superb October issues, Now on Sale,
‘Everywhere. price 4d. each. And
that remarkable girl, Diana Royston-
Clarke, the *“Firebrand " of the
Fourth, plays a very important role.
Don't miss it whatever you do.
Here are the three other magnificent
October numbers, all of which you
will simply adore.

No. 653, “ The Wedding at Mor-
cove,” in which Marjorie Stanton tells
a story of the early exploits of Betty
Barton and her chums.

No. 654. * Not Wanted at Phantom
Ranch.” Gail Western’s fascinating and
colourful story of the great open plains.

No. 655. * Patsy Never-Grow-Up.”
A really topping laughter-story by that
‘'most accomplis humorous writer,
Rhoda Fleming.

PSSR A e e A A

former ages, the flowing flourishes, and
quaint affectations.
Slowly Hilda read it aloud:

« Should my wayward and prodi-
gal son show not the needful wit,
nor even diligence sufficient to pur-
sue o its end the hunt for the
a'{oremenriomd valuable treasure,
then—""

There, at the most exciting point th2
message ended, but even so there was
enough to thrill them.

“Buried treasare !’ gasped Lavender.
“Why, surely that can't be the old
miser’s treasure hidden here?”

“Jt's- treasure of some kind,” said
Judy excitedly. *“‘And. if you ask me,
that’s why the woman's roaming round
these corridors—to find it."”

¢
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“Buried here!” breathed Hilda.
“(rolly, if only Marcus could have fol-
lowed the trail!” :

They were momentarily silent, busy
with their thoughts, and Lavender,
eyves sparkling, took the paper and
studied it anew.

«] must show my father,” she said.
“Oh, goodness, if only there really is
treasure, and we can find it! It would
just solve all our worries. Then we
needn’t fear having to sell the old

place. _’I shouldn’t care if the ghost
was— :
From the corridor came Beryl's

voice, shouting anxiously :

“Hilda—Judy! Where ar2 you?”

Hilda jumped into the corridor.

“Here! Anything wrong?”

Beryl was quite white-faced as she
pulled up, obviously relieved to sce
them again.

“That panel !” she said “It closed
again from the other side. I heard soft
movements, and 1 got frightened. and
backed away. Then it slid to. 1 was
frightened you might be trapped.”

“ghut?!  The woman’s 1w there.
then!” exelaimed Hilda. “ Now, how
did she get back there, I wonder? Dut
never mind that for the moment. We
can explore those passages, and take
electric torches with us. First. though.
1 think your father ought to be told.”

“Yes, rather! I'll take this paper
to him now,” said Lavender; and she
hurried away at speed, greatly excited
by this amazing discovery.

Hilda, Judy. and Beryl, then tapped
the panels in the bed-room, while
Marcus, puzzled, the scent lost, wan-
dered about the room, and up and
down the corridors.

The woman had baffled even Marcus,
and the friends realised that for the
time being, anyway, they must give up
the chase.

Meanwhile, Lavender had found her
father. Still acting his butler part, he
was in the pantry, polishing glasses.
The real butler had fled the house after
seeing the apparition, and so, as there
were paying-guests to be considered,
Lavender's father had undertaken the
butler’s duties.

Lavender, for all her excitement,
sighed a little when she saw him at
work: for he was not used to this sort
of thing.

“Poor daddy!” she murmured
tenderly. “I'll polish the glasses.”

“You? You've had enough to do.”
he said, shaking his head. “ DBesides,
I have good news——

“And so have 1" smiled Lavender.
“But you'll never guess what, daddy.”

“Qh, no?” he enswered teasingly.
“More paying-guests?”

“No. Wrong—miles wrong!”

“YWell, anyway, here’'s my ncws,” he
went on. “There are three people
coming this evening—a man, woman,
and their daughter. How's that for
news? 'They sent a telegram.”

Lavender was surprised and de-
lighted.

“QOh, grand! The more the mer-
rier 1" she said eagerly. ‘“‘And if only
they’ll stay—— Oh, daddy, we'll run
the place at a profit! But wait until
vou hear my news,”” she ended.

Then. with no more ado, she showed
him the scrap of faded paper, and
stood back watching his face.

Intently Lavender’s father studied it.
a most perplexed expression coming to
his kindly face. .

“Why, where on earth did you get
this?”’ he cried, amazed.

“Where? In one of the rooms,
daddy,” Lavender said breathlessly;
and then while he listened in wonder,



EVERY SATURDAY

she told how the girls had seen the
mystery woman—how they had heard
the scream, and how Marcus had
trailed her through the secret passage,
lost touch with her, but ended by pro-
ducing this elip of paper.

“ A woman—at large in this house!”
exclaimed her father. “But how can
she be? What on earth is she doing
berei”

Lavender’s eyes gleamed.

“Playing the ghost. Frightening our
guests, %t was she who scared the
other people away. Yes, and the silly
butler, too.”

“But—but why?” said her father
“Who could wish to harm
us?”

Lavender shrugged her shoulders.

“I can’t say, daddy,” she replied.
“Buat just tell me what you think of
that scrap of paper. Treasure—do you
cee? Gold! Hidden years and years
ago!”

Her father, infected by her excite-
ment. sat down on a chair, and studied
the paper anew.

“Treasure! Gold! Thousands of
pounds!” he murmured. “Why,
Laﬁey’der, this must be the miser’s
will |

Lavender nodded her head eagerly.

“Yes, just what I thought! Old Sir
Godfrey’'s—"

“The treasure hoard he brought from
abroad I’ cried her father excitedly.
“2till to be found, and we, Lavender—
we are the last of his line. Why, if
this is found, it’s ours!”

“Qurs, yes, daddy. And we've just
got to find it!” said Lavender. “Oh,
think if we do! No more worry! No
need to sell the house, or take paying-
guests! Oh, daddy! Won't it just
marvellous I .

Her father, beaming, flung out his
arms and hugied her.

“Then let’s hope we do find it. Let’s
search. Let's—"

He broke off, for Judy had just
arrived at the pantry door, to pull up
with a jerk. s

*“Qb,” she =aid, smiled,

father,

“have you told
Lavender?”

For Judy had forgotten that they
were not supposed to know that the
butler was really Lavender’s father.

“Y.Yes,” said Lavender, while her
father drew up and gave Judy a little
butler-like bow. .

“What do you think, Mr. Mortimer ?”
Judy asked. )

It was quite a shock to Mr. Mortimer
to be called by his own name, and
Lavender was just as surprised. Too
late, Judg suddenly realised that she

e
1

and then
your

bad put her foot in things.

“0h, golly! There I go againl TI've
said the wrong thing,” she said, biting
her lip. “Sorry!”

“8¢ you know that I am Lavender’s
father 7" said Mr. Mortimer, in mingled
surprise and disappointment.

“Afraid we did overhear it,” sajd
Judy guiltily. “When you were talk-
ing, a little while back,. We didn’t
mean to let on—" .

Lavender smiled, not thinking that it
really mattered whether they knew or
not when there was something so im-
portant as the treasure to be dealt with.

“Yes, he's my dad—and the grandest
daddy in all the world,” she said.
“Only—don’t let the other guests know.
There are some coming. Or about the
treasure—"

“No fear,” said Judy. “What I
came to say was that Hilda had a plan

for trapping that woman."”

“ Hurrah I” said Lavender. “Then
let’s hear it. Daddy, you must hear it,
t00,” she added, turning to him.

Her father then

sighed. .

“Ah, well! I suppose I'm not a good
bluffer,” he said. i
It may be better that you do know, all
things considered. = But if your friend
has a plan to trap that woman I want to
hear it. Lead them into the library,
Lavender. I'll meet you there.”

Judy ran back to Hilda and Beryl,
with Lavender at her heels, and
presently all four of them went along
to the library with Marcus, where Mr.
Mortimer, dressed now in a lounge suit,
awaited them.

They were introduced, and then Hilda
explained her plan.

“ Naturally, the first lhing to do is
to try to capture the woman,” she said.
“Then, at least, you'll find out who she
is, and perhaps where she got that scrap
of paper. After that, we can start to
hunt for the treasure ourselves—"

“True enough,” Mr. Mortimer
agreed, nodding his head. “But we
must be careful not to do anything reck-
less; and dom’t forget that there are
other guests coming. Although I am
quite eager to hunt for this treasure, 1
don’t really think we have very much
hope of ﬁn.dinq it; but then,” he added
with a smile, I am not so young and
optimistic as you. Just in case we don’t,
Lavender and I must put the comfort of
our guests first, including those coming
this evening—so we don’t want any sug-
gestion of danger or trouble, any com-
motion.” -

“Hear, hear !” agreed Lavender.

Marcus yawned and stretched full
length, rather bored by all this human
chin-wagging.

“ Agreed 1” said Hilda. “So I sug-
gest that we trap her by the secret
panel. We’ll explore the corridor again,
and then leave Marcus on guard,” she
ended in trinmph.

But Mr. Mortimer pursed his lips.

“The dog would be frightened,” he
said in objection.  “Or, anyway, he
might hurt the woman, and we don’t
want that.”

“What? Marcus?” reproved Hilda.

“Oh, no,” protested Beryl. “He's a
sweew darling, really.”

“And he wouldn’'t be frightened,”
ended Judy, almost scoffingly. “But

hesitated, and

BURSTING into the room,
sharply. Marcus was

“But never mind.’

with Lavender
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he'd sce that the woman didn’t
escape. So let us try it, please, Mr.
Mortimer.”

They all looked eagerly at Lavender’s
father then as he weighed the matter
up, and Hilda ?mmed that he did not
really think much of the idea, and really
had no hope of finding the treasure,
gg(llnghted ough he would be if they

1d.

But he was an easy-going man, as
anyone could tell by his kindly face.
“All right,” he said suddenly.

“We'll give it a trial. Bui when the
guests come, no mention of the secret
Fassages, or the woman. And don’t
orget, Lavender, we must get a woman
to do the rough housework as scon as
possible, and a housemaid, tco.”

Leaving father and daughter to
discuss the matter of the required
servants, Hilda, Judy and Beryl went
to put their plan into execution, taking
Marcus up to the room where the secret
panel was.

“It’s up to you, Marcus darling,”
warned Hilda, fondling her pet’s ears.
“Don’t bark; be good and quiet, and
then hold on to her frock. See—like
this—guard |”

And Hilda, to make him understand,
gave him the hem of her frock to hold.

The difficulty of opening the panel
then presented itself, but Judy went
down to borrow a screwdriver from
Lavender’s father, and it was not long
before Hilda managed to lever the
panel open.

Into the darkness, cars down, but un-
afraid, went Marcus.

“Quiet!” warned Hilda, and then
softly shut the panel.

They stood back and waited.

“Now what 7" breathed Beryl. “ Shall
we stay here?”

But that was not Hilda's intention.

“No; I think we'd better be on the
landing.”

“Ready to rush?” said Judy.

“Yes, ready to rush,” nodded Hilda.
“And 1t would be a Elood idea if - we
made a plan to give the new guests a
rousing welcome—a kind of party spirit
—make the place look gay. And even
though we are paying fuﬁts, I vote that
we rally round Lavender and her father

and help to get things ready. Yes?”

at her heels, Hilda pulled up
A on;heﬂoorinthefoldsof a counter="
pane. But—where was the mystery woman ?
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“Rather !” the others agreed, and-then
made for one of the landing recesses,
where they could perch on a window
seat and in low voices plan to enter-
tain the newcomers, and so make the
Manor House a place where they would
want to stay.

The Tables Turned!

ARCUS waited in_the dark,

secret corridor. He did not

_know that it was secret, and

though he was a very, very in-

telligent dog, he had no knowledge of

treasure or ghosts. But he realised what
his duty was.

He had to stay here and listen, and
sniff. ;

Diimly, as he crouched, Marcus was
puzzling about the woman he had
chased. - She was an enemy. His
mistress did not like her, and Marcus
ghared her antipathy. But he did not
really like the secret passage very much,
either. 5
A long time seemed to pass, and then,
all at once he heard the sound of move-
ment.; His hair rose and his lips
twitched in a snarl.

Someone was approaching! He
could scent that. d it was—the
woman |

Marcus remained quite still, ready to
jump at the last moment and seize her
skirt. Bul when he had waited, and
waited, he gradually realised that the
sounds did not come from either side of
him,~but from above.

Now a soft voice called to him:

“S.sst! Hallo, doggy!”

Marcus snarled, not to be bribed by
soft words.

“Nice doggy !” said the voice. “Like
a nice boné?”

" Something thumped to the ground,
and Marcus dodged back, only to move
warily forward as a most delicious sniff
came to him.

bone—a luscious, juicy bone, with
plenty of mneat on it!

Warily he sniffed it, licked it, and
then, rather puzzled, glanced up in the
darkness. No other sounds came, how-
ever, and Marcus ?ulwed tentatively at
the bone. He pulled meat off, holding
it down with his paws, and the meat
was good.

But Marcus did not derive full enjoy-
ment from. the bone, because he had a
gmlty feeling. Pausing now and then,

o growled.

Suddenly came other movements,
nearer at hand. He stiffened, and then
sprang into the darkness, guided by his
sensoe of smell. :

Someone gasped :

“No—no—stop 1"

But Marcus caught the hem of a
:rog:: and snapped his teeth hard on
o it. ;

From above, the mysterious donor of
the bone had climbed down to the floor
level, a little away from him. But
Marcus was too quick. And now he
had his prisoner.

Growling, snarling, Marcus clung on
while a woman’s hand beat vainly at
his head !

Y arc! TaAT'S
surely !”

Bery! was in her bed-room, which
she was sharing with Judy, arranging
her frock in the wardrobe, when she
heard the distinet sound of Marcus’
growl.

But when Beryl turned Judy was not
there.  Unnoticed by her, Judy had
slipped out to find Hilda, who had goné
down to suggest to Lavender that they

Marcus' growl,

JEAW.

r

should arganise charades tor that even-
ing—charades in costume

It was Hilda’s idea to have®the party
spirit well “under way,” so to speak,
when the newcomers arrived.

But Marcus’ growling made Bery! for-

, get all about festivities.

“That woman!” she murmured in
dismay.

Not relishing the prospect of en-
countering the mystery woman alone,
she hurried ont of the room into the
corridor.

Darkness had fallen, and Beryl, find-
ing herself in the dark corridor, pulled
up in dismay, not remembering where
the switeh was.

“Hilda—Judy !” she cried at the top
of her voice.

There came the sound of pattering
steps.

“Coming!” cried Hilda. “Where
are you?t”

“Qutside my bed-rcom. I can hear
Marcus gronhing!” cailed back Beryl
in panic.

At that growl

moment Marcus’

changed to a bark—an angry, baflled
bark

Be'ryl_, groping along the wall, sought
the switch.
L Some;vhvre here)” she muticred.

She had found the switch!

But at that same moment a hand
dropped on to hers, a cold hand that
gripped hard.

“Don’t put on the light!” hissed the
voice. “Stand away!”

Beryl nearly fainted. Nunibed with
horror, she could not have put on that
light now, even had she been free to.
Yet the faint creaking of floorboards
should have told her that the woman
was backing away.

“Look !” said the soft, hissing voice.
“Look !”

With wide eyes, Beryl stared ahead,
petrified, unable to believe what -she
For surrounded by bluish light
was a filmy shape that moved as water
moves, with a sinuous, flowing waviness
—the figure of a cavalier, large, sweep-
ing feathered hat, thigh-length boots,
sword at his side, bewigged.

_Beryl's blood chilled. A feefing of
sickness seemed to grip at her inside.

*“The ghost!” she breathed.

She was unable io move, and yet it
was the thing she wanted to do more
than anything in the world. She
wanted to scream; she wanted to run—
Tuin.

Yery slowly that glowing shape
scemed to move towards her, its out-
line ' wavering.

The tension snapped. Beryl's lips
parted and a terrified ery left her
throat.

“ Hilda—Hilda.|” she screamed.

Then the vision vanished. Yet
whether it vanished from the scene or
merely from her gaze, Beryl did not
know, for she fell in a erumpled heap.

Hilda, running forward called . to
her, while, from behind, Lavender
shouted that the light switch was on the
n%lllt-hmd wall.

aking for the switch, Hilda had not
thought of obstacles, and of a sudden
tripped against Beryl's inert form and
fel sgrawlmg.

“Qh, look out! Someone here!"” she
cried. “The torch from my room—
quick, Judy!”

Judy dodged into Hilda’s room,
switched on the light there, and saw
the powerful electric torch on the dress-
ing-table.

Snatching it up, she ran back to the
corridor_and switched 1t on, to show
Hilda rising shakily to her feet, and

«
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Beryl lying in a faint on the floor.

“My golly—Beryl! Oh, what’s hap-
pened?” gasped Hiida. “Beryl darling,
are you hurt?”

Lavender. joined them, and betwcen
them the threa girls tenderly lifted
Beryl, while from some distance zway
came Marens’ barking.

“Water !” breathed Hilda.

Lavender fetched water from a bed-
room jug, and sprinkled it on to Bery!'s
white face, bringing her round in a
moment. Shuddering, Beryl opened
her eyes, stared ahead, looked sharply
at her friends, and then sighed.

“Thank goodness it's you! The
woman—she took my hand—stopped e
gutting the light on. And—the ghost!

saw the ghost!” she panted.

“The ghost? Oh, no, dear, not the
ghost !” protested Hilda. - “Just the
woman fooling you—"

- “1 saw the ghost!” insisted DBeryl.
“But the clanging of a bell wade
her break off in mid-sentence.

“Wh-what was that?” Judy asked.

“The main door bell,” " answered
Lavender anxiously, and crossing to u
landing window looked out into the
darkness. g

Drawn up in the drive before the
main door of the Manor House was u
large car loaded with luggage, and as
Lavender watched she saw a man, a
woman, and a girl alight. The new
paying guests! At the very worst
moment of all they were arriving—jusr
when the ghost had been seen, and
Beryl was white and shaky with fright.

“Oh!” Lavender gasped. “They've
come—the new people! Oh, please,
Beryl—all of you—not a word about the
ghost! Nothing that will scare them
away 1"

Lavender went hurrying off, then, her
first duty to the new paying guesis,
while Hilda and Judy did their anxious
best to reassure Beryl.

“But Marcus—why did he let the
woman go—and where is he?” aske
Hilda, puzzled. -

Taking the torch, she ran back to the
room with the secret panel, which she
opened. Then, with the torch showing
the way. she crept forward, calling
Marcus, but in vain. :

She went the length of the corridor
and out by the panel at the far end,
finding herself only & few yards from
her friends, but still without any clue
to Marcus' whereabouts.

“My golly, where is ho?” she asked
in alarm. “Has she captured him?!”

But Lavender came running mto
view again, holding up her hand to
plead for quietness.

«Qh, Hilda—Marcus!” sho panted.
“Can you get him? The new people
are here—daddy’s talking to themn, bu:
at any minute they’l] hear Marcus and
wonder what it is, and if we can't let
hir: out they’ll be annoyed—"

“Let him out? DBut where is he?”

asked Hilda.
* «“Behind the wall in the lower corri-
_dor, running up an down—trapped
there, whining,” said Lavender. * How
on earth he got in I don’t know. But
somehow we've got to get in, too, and
free him!”

Hilda did not  hesitate.  Leaving
Beryl to Judy she went hurrying
downstairs with Lavender, to find, con-
sole, and free her imprisoned pet,
victim of his own sense of duty !

WWELL, that was a thrilling instal-

ment, wasn’'t it? But wait
until you read next Saturday’s and
discover' how Hilda and her chums
tackle this dismayinzg new problem.
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FOR NEW READERS.

PAMELA COURTNEY, an English girl living
in the romantic little Balkan kingdom ﬂg

Leiconia, is personate
Princess Sonia. Sonia must go abroad in
order to save the country—but nobody,
except Prince Alphonse, must ever
suspect that Pamela has taken her place.
Thrilled beyond measure, Pamela agrees.
She is so like the princess that a wif makes
er Sonia’s double. Her chief adviser is
the Grand Duke Bernard, who does not
w of the masquerade and whom she
and suspects. She learns from a

footman
a wallet to the duke, believing it to be his,
But it s Paul's, and Pamela realises that
if the grand duke sees it Paul will_ be_in

danger.
(Now read on.)

Pamela’s Great Moment!

PAMELA stood rigid on the stair-
cage. :

Paul was in terrible danger!

She’d got to save him. For his
own sake; for her sake; for the sake of
the country she was now serving.

But—how—how?

Already the manservant was within a
few yards of the l§nm.‘- duke’s apart-
ments. The grand duke was almost
certain to be there. Her own enua!into
that vast, expectant, glitterin ong
of celebrities was not due for some
minutes—and the grand duke invariably
chose to delay his own appearances
until the last moment, pandering to his

vanity.

Oh, yes, he would be there. He would
receive the wallet. And having dis-
covered to whom it belonged, would
realise that Paul had been in the palace
grounds the previous mnight.

It was not a very self-composed
princess who gazed about her all at
once. Very ch_uminﬁ, yes; and still of
regal bearing in her lovely white dress.

ut Pamela was desperate. Her eyes,
wide and roving, sought some method by

which Paul could be saved. And
pre:sentl¥1 the’saw something that made
her catch her breath.

Just below her was the final landing
of the flight of .stairs, before they swept
downwards to the hall, resting

: -u}mn the marble balustrade were bowls
of ferns and fragrant flowers.
swiftly descended to the
What she did then brought a

Pamela
landing.

‘Romance, Glamour and Breathless Excitement in this F

little stab of regret to her heart. She
adored flowers, and it seemed a crime
to smash any of their delicate petals so

ruthlessly. Bui Paul's libertty was ab
stake; the Tuture prosperity of Leiconia
was at stake. Reaching up, she pushed
one of the bowls. 2
_ Even as it toppled over, she was speed-
ing back up the setaircase. Came a
shattering sound from behind her as she
tore upwards.

“What’s that?” sounded a~ startled
voice from one of the manservants.

Then individual cries were drowned'

in a perfect hubbub, as liveried men

went rushing to the spot from every P

direction,

And Pamela?

She had reached the upper landin
unseen. Panting for breath, she risk

“ Her Royal Highness begs

that you all remove your

masks ! ”” cried the grand
duke.

But Pamela had not given that

order. And she knew that if

it were carried out it would

mean disaster to her friend
and helper.

a glance over the balcony. The footman
with the wallet. Where was he?

Then—

“Thank goodness,” she gasped.

For he, like everyone else within ear-
shot, had abandoned the occupation of
the moment in order to investigate this
strange occurrence. Now he was in the
midst of an excitedly chattering thron
E'hiri‘.h was gathered about the smashe

owWl.

“Phew,” said Pamela. ‘“But Paul's
not out of the wood yet. I've got to get
hold of his wallet. Princess Sonia,” she
addressed herself, smoothing down her
frock and putting a few erring wisps of
hair to rights, “this is where you play
the heavy indignant ruler !”

And next moment she swept down to
the hall. ;

“What is the meaning of this?” she
demanded in a ringing voice.

it o TN

ascinating Story. *

Like magic, the menservants sprang
erect. =
“Your Highness, we do not know,”
said onme.

“You do not know?” Pamela
exclaimed. She hardly knew how she
suppressed a chuckle. “Come, some of
you must know something about that!”

She indicated the ugly heap of
wreckage.

There were sheepish looks on the faces
of her servants as, one after another,
they shook their heads.

Pamela felt almost mean. It was a
pity to upbraid them like this for some-
thing she had done herself. And yet it
was the only way in which she could
avert disaster.

“Very well,” ghe szid, after a long
ause. “We will let the matter rest
where it is. It may have been one of
the palace cats.”

And she turned away.

“Yes, your Highness,” said the

esman, then quickly gestured for
the litter to be removed.

He bowed. So did the others, making
a pathway through which she could
walk on her way to the little ante-rcom
beside the ball-room.

But_ that was not yet Pamela’s
objective. She stopped suddenly before
the footman with the wallet.

“Why,” she exclaimed, smiling, “so
it has been found 7™

“QOh, yes, your Highness I’ Nervously
the man held the wallet out. *“I—I was
on my way to the grand duke with it.
I thought it was his. I found it beneath
the balcony a short while ago.” g’

“Then please let me save you the
treuble,” said Pamela, “I will see that
you are rewarded.” ’

She took the wallet with a thrill of
tremendous satisfaction, and walked on
to the ante-room.

Once there, she closed the door and
darted over to a little burean. In one
of its many drawers she hid the wallet.
Then, locking the bureau and slipping
the key down her dress, she awaited the
arrival of Prince Alphonse.

He was not long in coming. The door
opened suddenly, and his familiar voice
exclaimed on a note of pleasurey

By
DORIS LESLIE
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“My dear, you look a picture!”
Pamela spun round from gazing
through the french windows at the
beautiful moonlit grounds. :
“Thank vou,” she said, and flushed.
‘Prince  Alphonse . looked more
benevolent and kindly than ever as he
strode towards her, after a short, neat

bow.

“Well, my dear,” he said, patting her
cheek. “Your big moment has come.
It will be an ordeal, of course. Even
for one who is a princess an occasion
such as this is always an ordeal. But I
have every faith in you, and you must
have every faith in yourself.”

1 mean to,” Pamela vowed quietly.

“8o 1 believe, my dear.” Again he

itted her cheek, then stroked his trim

ard. “VYou have not forgotten what
I told you this morning "

“No, your High—no, uncle,” Pamela
corrected herself swiftly. “Just to
make sure, I've been going over it in
my mind all day long.”

“Good girl!” chuckled the prince.
“Now just one final word. Remember,
you must be regal and dignified with-
out being aloof or hanghty, and you
must make it plain that you are move
and gratified by the homage of your
people without appearing to be
flattered. A princess, my dear,” he con-

fided, is never flatiered. But
enough.”

He proffered his crooked arm.

“Come, my dear! Your guests are
assembled. All your courage. Remem-
ber I shall be near you.”

With fast-beating heart, Pamela
accompanied him out of the ante-room.

As they approached the double doors

of the ball-room, closed and guarded by
soldiers, " he squeezed er hand
comfortingly.

Then the soldiers sprang to attention
and saluted. Two of them, galvanized
into life, seized the doors and flung them
open. flunkey on the other side,
jerking into wakefulness after waiting
in fretting impatience for this moment,
swung round towards the huge throng
beyond.

“Her Royal Highness, the Princess
Sonia, and his Royal Highness, Prince
Alphonse !

ame a stir from the interior.

Pamela caught a glimpse of a forest
of people drawing erect. As if cut off
bg some magician’s wand, the strains
of a Strauss waltz abruptly ceased; so
did all talking; all sign of movement.

There was utter quietness—a tense
sort of hush—for just a few seconds.
Then sounded the martial notes of the
Leiconian national anthem.

Pamela’s veins tiniled

]

to an over=
whelming thrill. 8 i

felt Prince
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Farringdon Street, London, BE.C.4.

Y DEAR READERS,—I'm
longing to hear what you think
of the ScmooLeieL's offer of that.

Beautiful Parisian Pearl Necklace.

T'm sure you're all ever so excited about
it, and already making certain of qualifying
for one of these marvellous treasures.
But if you haven't yet started to collect
the little tokens—cut from the back page
of our paper—No. 4 this week—which
are necessary before you CAN qualify,
then hurry up and obtain No. 478 of the
SCHOOLGIRL.

For this issue not only contains full
particulars of what you have to do, but
also the special form to which the tokens
must be attached. Don't forget—No.
478. Just write to:

The SCHOOLGIRL,
Back Numbers Dept.,
Bear Alley,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,
enclosing threepence to cover the cost of
the paper and its postage, and then YOU

will able to secure one of the loveliest
treasures ever offered to schoolgirls.

just

And now for“the treat of a lifetime :
“ WHAT A DIFFERENT BESSIE !

That is next week’s LONG COMPLETE
Hilda Richards story, and it is one of the
funniest, most enthralling, most fascinat-
ing Cliff House stories ever written.

Bessie and another girl, exactly like
her in appearance, change places ; i
takes over her double’s job as companion
to a wealthy lady ; and the double takes

over Bessie’s place at Cliff House. For
Bessie it is a glorious chance of having a
good_time. For the other girl, Bertha
Plump, it means something else—some-
thing not quite so harmless.

And doesn’t she astound Babs & Co.!
In behaviour she’s very different from the
lovable old duffer of the Fourth. Mean-
while, the real, Bessie, occupying Bertha's
role, is similarly creating sensations every
minute “of the day. There’'s humour
galore in this superb story—but drama,
too. Don't miss it. Also make sure of
reading further exciting chapters of our
two wonderful serials, and Patricia's
Bright and Useful Pages.

Now to conclude with just a few

LITTLE LETTERS.

Moira Lawrence (Perthshire).—De-
lighted to know you aren’t feeling gloomy
any more, Moira. Did you enjoy the
motor trip ? Write again just whenever
you like.
Marjorie Wilson (Grimsby).—You ARE
in for a treat next week, Marjorie, aren’t
you? You'll simply adore the Bessie

story.

“Two Admirers of Marjorie and Clara ™
(Lowestoft).—I will see what can be done
regarding the suggestion you make.
Many thanks for sending it.

Carol Ashleigh (Bradford).—Lucky girl
to have had such a gorgeous holiday. I'm
sure you'll remember it for ages, won't
you? Best wishes!

Pat Bennett (Stoke).—So glad you are
leased with the pencil, Pat. Yes, I
ave had a very enjoyable holiday indeed,

thank you.

“ Expectant * (Darwen, Laneashire).—
T cannot give a definite promise regarding
vour request, but I will certainly do my
best. Do write again soon.

Suzanne Marcel (Napier, New Zealand).
—I don’t expect you would remember
much about England if you visited it
again, would you, Suzanne? But it's
still very lovely.

Veronica.—What an enthusiastic reader
you are, Veronica ! Please let me know
what you think of our new features, won't
you ?

Well, bye-bye, everybody, until next
week. With best wishes,

THE EDITOR,
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Alphonse’s grip on her hand becoms
tighter, more encouraging than ever.
Her greatest ordeal—it was about to

beﬁin.

ut she would not let it defeat her.
She’d come through it with flying
colours. And, what was more, she
would have the most glorious time of

her life; enjoy every single moment of

1t.

And so, head erect, eyes sparkling.
Pamela passed over the threshold on
the arm of Prince Alphonse.

The State Ball!

HE vast ball-room of Tolari
Palace was a ecene of unfbrget-
table brilliance.

Pamela’s eves were dazzled at
first by the myriad scintillating lights.
the wide range of gorgeous dresses, the
gilt mirrors, and the sparkling cut-glass
chandeliers.

And then she forced herself to drag

her gaze away from its thrilled
wanderings.

She must remember. This was not
strange to her. From her birth she had

been used to luxury and splendour.
She must appear indifferent to the
sumptuonsness of her surroundings and
acknawledge the homage being paid to

er.

As she slowly walked across the maple
floor, so highly polished that it shone
like a burnished mirror, with Prince
Alphonse  comfortingly holdin her
arm, a lane appeared in front of them.

The women curtsied; the men bowed.

Pamela, plaving her part to perfec-
tion, steeled her qui\'erini nerves. A

racious emile lighting up her face, she

inclined her head in return, first to the
left, then to tne right, then to the left
again—this way and that, time after
time, until she had reached the red-
draped dais at the far side of the ball.~
room.
_ The grand duke was there, dapper,
immaculate, -in evening dress, with the
inevitable monocle glittering from his
eve. The lord chancellor was there
too, and a perfect bevy of ministers.

As she seated herself, Pamela found
that everyone had turned, and, still
silent, now that the national anthem
had finished, was looking in her direc-
tion.

Breath-taking
through her then.

Five hundred pairs of eyes were re-
garding her; five hundred people.
wealthy, talented, distinguished, were
paying homage to her, and showing
their loyalty and devotion to the cause
she served.

She caught a sign from the grand
duke. Instantly the band, in its flower-
bedecked arbour, began to play a slow:
fox-trot,

The grand duke, turning, bowed to

the thrill that shot

her, and then, very courteously,
crooked his arm. . d
“Come, Sonia,” he said, “we will

commence.”

Pamela rose. She took his extended
arm and allowed him to lead her on to
the maple floor. A moment later, two
diminutive figures on that huge expanse
of burnished wood, they were dancing.
Instantly the guests followed suit.

The grand duke was not the person
whom Pamela would have chosen as a
partner if the choice had been left to
her. He was too great a danger, for
one thing, and for another she hated
the thought of even pretending to he
friendly with a man she was beginning
to dislike intensely.

But—he could dance; no doubt about
that. And no matter what he was
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thinking of the events of last- night,
when Paul Naldi had managed to slip
by the civie rds in that amazing
fashion, or of their short but bitter
clash that morning over the dismissed
gardener, he kept his thoughts - to
him;elf. d | s y
. “Your dancing is improving, Sonia,’
he said stiffly.

Pamela turned s chuckle into a
COU%!L

“Thank you, uficle,” she returned, her
eyes twinkling. “I have been—prac-
tising, you know.”

“Not before it was needed,” the
grand duke observed. “A princess
needs to be as talented as most of her
subjects,” he went on, as if in the mood
to deliver a sermon.

. “Naturally, uncle.”

“She should take
seriously.”

“Of course, uncle.”

“ And pursue her duties relentlessly !”
he. said with sudden fierceness.  His
dark eyes peered into her face as they
twirled across the floor. ‘A princess
must have no truck with sentiment.”

“So I have always been informed,
uncle,” said Pamela quiet'liy.

“Then why, my child, have you
shown such a disinclination during the
past. few days to follow that excellent
creed 7"’ he demanded.

“Qh, uncle!” Pamela exclaimed in
shocked tones.

«J gincerely trust that you are at
last beginning to come to your senses,
Sonia. We do not want a repetition of’
this morning’'s most regrettable inci-
dent.”

“No, uncle.”

« Another time, perhaps, you will
realise, as I do, that discipline must be
maintained at all costs—certainly at the
home of the ruler of our country.”

Pamela nodded; but she kept silent,
for fear of blurting out the hot, indig-
nant words that trembled on her tongue.

The grand duke, cruel and heartless
himself, had only one reason for want-
ing her to follow his lead—so that the
people of Tolari should lose their affec-
tion for the princess; should believe she~
was a tyrant; should, when the time
was ripe, be enthusiastic followers of
the ‘grand duke in his bid to seize the
throne.

For he, cunning and stealthy, knew
that all injustices and indignities in-
flicted upon the people were blamed
upon the princess, no matter who
carried them out. :

“PBut,” Pamela decided resolutely,
“there aré going to be no injustices
while I'm princess if I can possibly
prevent it.” -

Wishing to watch the gay, caolourful
scene at her leisure, Pamela intimated
that she would return to the dais. The
grand duke, nodding, escorted her there,
bowed elaborately, and backed away.

No doubt that he could be extremely

allant, even to someone against whom
ﬁe was secretly plotting—a necessary
attribute for a traitor, Pamela found
herself reflecting grimly.

But that was all the reflection she
was given time to indulge in; for while
she sat there a constant stream of people
filed past to pay their respects, is-
creetly introduced by a whisper from
the lord chancellor, at her side.

She was thrilled by it all, and she
did manage to snatch a few eager
glances at the scene in front of her.

Such a glittering, stupendous scéne of
pomp and magnificence !

Three gigantic crystal chandeliers
were suspended from the roof, bearing
a mass of electric lights shaped Jike
candles on the end of a myriad curving
arme. Each of them was so enormous

her recreations

f

REACHING out, Pamela pushed
only hope of preventing

that twenty people could have stood
within the radius of its shadow—only
there was mno shadow, so ingeniously
was it constructed. :

And then the ceiling, richly carved
and gilded in the most elaborate
pattern; the deeply sculptured frieze of
deer and stags; the palms, the arbours,
and bowers of flowers: the gilt-framed

ictures on the expansive walls. And,
nally, that gathering of dazzlingly
draped women and immaculately
dressed men, a few of the latter in
gorgeous uniforms.

Pamela would have been content to
feast her eyes upon the scene. But—no.
She must dance. And dance with young
men, whom she was supposed to have
met before.

“You are doing magnificently, my -

child,” Prince Alphonse congratulated
her once; and Pamela gave a silvery
laugh.

Of course she was doing well. She
couldn’t help doing well, it was all such
glorious fun. She was experiencing in
this short evening more excitement,
colour, gaiety than she had known
during all the years of her life.

But presently the grand duke dropped
a bombshell.

. “*Sonia,” he said, as he prepared to

join in a dance, “your Aunt Gina has
ust arrived, I see. You had better
ave a chat with her straightaway.”

And he merged into the gay throng.

“Why— Oh, yes, of course, uncle !”
Pamela stammered. %

Her Aunt Gina! Oh, great goodness !
But she hadn’t the faintest idea what
her Aunt Gina was like. It wouldn’t
have mattered if Prince Alphonse had
been there to advise her; but, ds cruel
luck would have it, the prince had just
been called away. Now there was no
one to whom she could turn; no one to
;ndicate—without being startled by her
ignorance—which of all the countless
ladies present was the one to whom she
was expected to pay her respects.

And then, as Pamela stood there,
stricken, she heard a cautious, sibilant
whisper from her back.

“Pamela.”

Round she whirled. Her eyés widened
as she saw peepin% out at her from
behind a cluster of ferns and gnlma——

“You, Paul!” she ejaculated.

over the bowl of flowers. It was
the grand duke from knowing that Paul
had broken into the

v e =1y '

~
her

palace grounds.

The Grand Duke Suspecis!|

ITH a quitk gesture of warning,
the fugitive of .last night
ducked out of view.

Pamela, swiftly glancing
about’ her, noting that the grand duke
had been swallowed up by the host of
dancers, and that nobody was watching,
d_aarted to her reckless young friend’s
s1ae. .

Then she drew up, staring at him
utterly astonished. " 8 g :

What a transformation! No longer
poorly clad, Paul wad resplendent in.a
perfectly fitting evening ° suit.”
looked as gallant and manly as any of
the other young men in the ball-room.

“Like it?” he chuckled coolly.

“Paul I’ Desperately she seized 'his
arm. “Oh, Paul, you shouldn’t have
come here! Why did you? If the
grand duke sees you—"

“I had a good reason,” said Paul
quietly. “And I thought you might
need some help, too. Oh, yes, I know
all about the danger, old thing; that
I:m the son of a former bandit, and if
I'm recognised I'll be carted off to
some dungeon and never seen again.
But you remember our pact?” His
hand closed over hers as it continued
to rest on his arm. “We’ve got to save
the princess. And if you're rumbled by
the grand duke we’ll never do that.”

“It—it's fine of you to take the risk,”
said Pamela. “But how you can
of any use to me stuck behind here, I
ust don't——" Theh she broke off,

er face lighting up. “No—wait! I've
got it!” she cried excitedly. “The
very scheme to make sure nobody
recognises you. But tell me, Paul,” she
added abruptly, a frown on her brow,
“how on earth did you get in?”

“The same way as I slipped the
guards last night—a secret entrance to
the palace,” was Paul's quiet “but
dramatic reply.

Pamela held her breath. In amaze-
ment, she regarded him.

“A—a secret entrance?
how did you discover it?”

“When I used to live bere.”

“Oh, of course!” said Pamela, nod-
ding. Then, keenly, she added: “Does
the grand duke know of it?”

But—but

He
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“No fear, or he'd have followed me
last’night !’ was Paul's chuckled re;])(‘ly.
But.immediately afterwards he looked
grim. “There’s only one snag, though,
and that’s my main reason for risking
coming here. I've lost my wallet. I
don’t know where it went. It might be
anyiwhere. And if, as I'm afraid, it's
anywhere in the grounds—" -

“It was,” said Pamela.

“Was?” Paul looked startled. “Then
—then _you mean—" A
. But Pamela soon put him out of his
anxiety ‘by " explaining how she had
managed to prevent the wallet reaching
the grand duke.

“Thanks,  Pam; thanks a whole
heap 1” he said gratefully. “I'll get it
later. But tell me! What's this wonder-
ful stunt of yours?” ; .

Swiftly, Pamela explained the idea
that had occurred to her. A stock of
crepe masks had been ordered for the

- ball. It was so simple. She had merely

to pgive orders for everyone to don a

mask, and Paul, his features effectually

but inconspicuously screened, could
- mingle with the rest, undetected.

“Good for you, Pam !” breathed Paul
admiringly.

In a few minutes it was done,» Then
Pamela returned, by a devious. route,
to ‘her waiting ally and handed him a
mask. »When both had donned them—
and. how relieved Pamela felt then!—
Parl give a bow. =
TS@AL . your service, beautiful fairy
pringess,” he smiled. “By the way,
that mask improves your appearance’
cotisitlerably, you know!” ‘he added, as
he-straightened up. o

“1 wish I could say the same of
you,” said Pamela, wrinkling her nose
at him. Then she laughed. . “But,
Paul, I really do need your help. Do
vou know my Aunt Gina by sight?”

“ Rather I’ He moved to the side of
the ferns, scanned the dazzling-thuing
of dancers for a few seconds, and then
suddenly pointed. - “Your Aunt Gina
hn;?}cns to be right over there,” he
said.  “Sec her? In that red flannel
irock\ thing—"

Pamela ?nughed.

“ Velvet, stupid!”

“Well, velvet, then. It’s all the same
to me. Can you sec her?” ’

Yos. Pamela saw her newly acquired
aunt clearly enough as a gap appeare
in the dancers. A stout, grey-haired
woman of middle age, she was seated
on the far side of the ball-room, sur-
rounded by a retinue of younger women
whom she was addressing in an ob-
viously maternal fashion.

“Take my arm—walk with me as
though | we owned the place!” Paul
whispered. “And now for a very brief
but -.thorouih biography of the dear
lady over there.”

And Paul, conducting her along the
edge of the ball-room, recited all Aunt
Cina's- traits and fads and claims to’
social eminence, until Pamela felt quite
capable of tackling the lady.

“Finally,” said Paul, his eyes twink-
ling through the slits of his mask, “you
had tea with her last Saturday—or at
least Sonia did!”

“And how, may I ask, do you know
all this?” Pamela countered, suspecting
that her leg was being pulled.

But Paul was being perfectly serious.

“I'm friendly with your aunt’s foot-
man,” he explained. “But— sssh!
We're nearly there. Keep a stiff upper
lip—and best of luck!”

Scarcely daring to breathe, Pamela

advanced towards the lady in red.
Frigid, acid-tongued, Aunt Gina had
long been embittered by the .trick of
Fate which had_cheated her husband
of “the throne. £he cared nothing for
court etiguette, which ~demanded “that
she present herself to the princess—and
because of her wealth and influence the
grand duke pandered to her. .

Thankful indeed was Pamela that she
had managed to find the lady, even if
her reception was cool.

“T have not seen you since Saturday,
Sonia,” said .Aunt_Gina, gracefully
waving her fan. “How is that, child ?
And your frock.!” she went on before
Pamola could answer. “Turn round!
Leiﬁme have a good look at it. Well—
el

Pamela smiled, and slowly twirled
before her. ¥ e 2

“You like
asked.

“Charming 1”
“PBut, Sonia, my ;
me. T understood you felt so strongly
upon the matter.” : .

Pamela paused, conscious of a tiny
thrill of apprehension. 'To what was
Aunt Gina referring? Had she made
some slip, done something that the real
Sonia would not have done? =

“Surprise. _yow, aunt?’ she said,
with forced lightuess. “Why, in what
way?” : -

Again Aunt Gina’s eyebrows went

it, Aunt 'C“ri_'na‘?” :‘sh.e

the other cbiacedqd.

up.

“Come, Sonia!” she remonstrated.
“Surely you cannot misunderstand
me? - I am referring, of course, to
your dress.” .

“PByut you just said you like it,
aunt,’”” said Pamela cautiously. !
The other clicked her tongue 1m-~

patiently.

“Are you attempting to tease me,
Sonia?” she said, a little snappishly.
“You know perfectly well that you
have always professed to disliking
wearing white at state balls.”

Pamela drew a rather shaky breath.
She understood now. :

“Why, * Aunt Gina,”” she returned,
with a smile, “surely a princess may
change her mind? I am forgiven,
please 7"’ -

Aunt Gina gave a tiny sniff, then
smiled herself, and the moment passed.

There followed a lot of chatter on
family matters, but thanks to Paul's
comprehensive priming, Pamela came
through the ordeal without-a hiteh.
Then back she went to the dais. More
dances followed, some with Paul.

“Who is_that young man you were
dancing with just now—the tall one,
bronzed, with fair hair?” the grand
duke suddenly wanted to know.

“Qh, that boy!” Pamela exclaimed.
She fought down her qualms; managed
to smile. “I—I really couldn’t say!”
she added carelessly.
: “H'm!” said the
turned away.

But he was frowning thoughtfully.

Pamela waited for a  favourable
moment, then sought out Paul.
““Danger,” she whispered, drawing
him to ‘one side. “I’m wondering if the
grand duke saw us talking together by
the ferns. He wants to know who you
are.” You know how he suspects every-
body. ‘+ Paul, you'd better go while
you're safe. -You've helped me no end,
but please—for the sake of everything,
we're working for—"

“All " right, then,” he said.
your sake, I'll do as you say. But not

; grand duke, and

dear, " you Tsurprise’

‘bewildered conductor hesitate
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because I'm afraid of that—that cur!™
he added, with sudden anger.

Looking at him, Pamela saw that his
face was white, his lips tightly gressad.
Poor Paul. She could imagine his feel-
ings, The grand duke was the man
who had ruined his father.

She was about to speak when sha
checked herself, conscious that all move-
ment had ceased, and laughtér and
chatter faded away. 4

“Hallo ” said Paul sharply, looking
towards the dais. “An announcement!”

“By .the grand duke!” Pamela ex-
claimed, as she saw him.raise his hand
for attention.

The grand duke's voice rang through
the vast room.

“Her Royal Highness begs that you
all remove your masks!”

That was all he said. With a bow,
he stepped down from the dais. “Im-
mediately, there was a great rustling, a
great raising of arms. One after
another, guests began to, uncover their

aces.

- Pamela looked at Paul, horror dawn-
ing in her heart. And he looked at
her, his chin squared, hands clenched.

“He suaﬁects—somethingl” he mut-
tered. “That's for me! He wants to
see who I am—"

Pamela did not speak. She was too
stunned. Whatever the grand duke
suspected, thero would be no doubt
about it when the mask was removed.

Paul ‘would be recognised as the son
of a ‘once convicted traitor; an outcast.

But that was not everything.. What
of her ‘own- position? For once_the
grand duke’s suspicions regarding Paul
became a certainty, might he not begin
to think strangely about—her?

8he felt Paul draw away from her.
Swiftly, anx:ous[f,'she looked at him.

There was a light of battle blazing
from his eyes, and he was looking
desperately about the huge room, ob-
viously contemplating a dash for safety.

“No, Paul!” hissed™ Pamela. “It
would be madness! You’d only attract
attention to yourself, and you'd never
get clear of the palace. Also,” she
atlded eagerly, her eyes brightening,
“I’ve an idea. Don’t move. I'll be
back in a second.”

She darted from his side and went to
the leader of the band.

“Play a waltz, please,” she ordered.
“A waltz,” she repeated ﬁrmhv, as the

. . “Any
waltz you like. But play it—now!"”
i “Cer—(;erta.inlg, your Highness!” the
man stammered.

Then Pamela raced back to Paul.

“ Dance, Paul !” she whispered. “Just
as though nothing had happened. But,
above all—leave the guiding to me!”

“ But—but—" Paul began, utterly
astounded.

Then he broke off with a gasp as
Pamela whirled him away to the lilt-
ing music, over the shining ball-room
floor, in and out of staring couples who,
their masks in their hands, were dumb-
founded by the princess’ disregard of
her own orders. -

Pamela glanced towards the dais.
Her beart fluttered wildly. The grand
duke, ramming his monocle more firmly

into his eye, was commencing to strut
towards her, trying to cut her off before
she reached the far side!

REN'T you revelling in this romantic
serial 7 Can't you imagine the

. many more thrilling and glamorous
“TFor

times in store for Pamela? Be sure
to read next Saturday’s chapters.
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