Enthralling LONG

“JUNGLE JESS CoMES TO CLIFF HOUSE!”’ comerers choo

No. 434. Vol. 19.
Week Ending
NOV. 5th, 1938.

THE NEW GIRL
ARRIVES—
WITH HER PET!

See this week's absorbing story
of Barbara Redfern & Co.




2

THE SCHOOLGIRL

Barbara Redfern, Marjorie Hazeldene & Co. meet an old friend in this magnificent long

L

Jess Surprises the School!
[{$ QOK! There's her
car I” ' cri

eyed Barbara Red-

fern excitedly.
“Jungle Jess has
arrived!” crowed Mabel

Let’s

Lyuon,
“Come
welcome |” whooped Clara Trevlyn.

on! give her =
“Y sus-say, you gig-girls, wuw-wait
for me!” p{nted Bessie Bunter. “Oh
crumbs | 1 sus-say, where's Marjorie ?”
“Here, Bessiel” Apd gentle Mar-
jorie Hazeldene, her face flushed, her
shining, caught the plump girl’s
arm  as a stream of other g:h, all
ig Hall

looking excited, rushed across
of Ch% House School.
Excited—yes! And curious, a great

many of them. Not many of the girls
in the Fourth Form knew Jess Picker-
ing—or, as she was invariably ealled by
Ba;s & Co.—J e Jess. But they
had heard of her, they had read of her.
And everybody was anxious to meet her.
For Jungle Jess was the girl who
had spent nearly all her fifteen years
on a gguth Sea island, her sole friends
the monkeys and the leopards, over
which she had established an undisputed
mastery. : ’
And now she was coming to Cliff
House as a scholar, coming to rejoin
her friends of Pirates' Island, and
especially Marjorie Hazeldene.
She was here! .
At least, her. car was here, the
chauffeur visible at the wheel as it
purred up the drive.  Eagerly the
girls swarmed towards it, forcing 1t to

{All rights of this publication are reserved
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complete story

stop. There was a clamour of impatient
voices.

“Jess, Jess, Jess!”

“QOpen the door!” cried Barbara
Redfern, and herself grasping the
handle, jerked it forward. “Hallo,
Jess|” she called, and then stopped.
“Golly 1” she gasped. “She—she’s not
there !

“What 72

And everybody, coming forward,
stared. For what Babs said was true.
There were rugs; there was a hand-
bag in the back of the car; there were
also a pair of shoes, a pair of stocki
and a ClLiff House hat. But of
jungle ﬁiﬂ herself there was no sign.

“Well, where the dickens is she?”

“Beg pardon, misses 1 The chauffeur
climbed down from his seat. “But if
it’s Miss Pickering—"

“It is 17
_ “Then she ain’t here 1” the chanfleur
said. “I left her on the road a mile
behind—and _her without shoes or
stockings, and no hat an’ all! She said
her pet felt car-sick, though how she
knew a thing like that beats me! . Ay,
a wild 'un is that Miss Pickeringl
Never know what she’ll_do next. She
got out of the car. and after asking me

where this here school was, said she'd
walk 1”

“QOh'1” went up a disappointed gasp.

“Then—then she won't be here for
some time ?”” Marjorie Hazeldene asked,
her face falling. “Oh dear! And
I—" And then suddenly she swung
round with a startled expression on her
face. For from the branch of the
towering tree under which the party
stood, came a sudden vibrating, musical

ery:
“Chak-ka 1”
“Ciel, what is zat?” Marcel Biquet

gasped.

“Chak-ka!” came the cry again.
There was a rustle, and then a brown
hand suddenly afppeared together with

ace

an olive-tanned framed in a mass
of glistening black hair. Hallo,
Marjie |” cried a merry voice. “ Marjie,
here I am! Up the tree!” 3

“ Jees |” shrieked Babs, Mabel Lynn,
Marjorie, Clara, Leila Carroll, and
Jemima Carstairs in the same breath.

“ Funny, eh1” Jess asked, her tanned
face breaking into a smile. “I give
you & surgrise. you see!l Why do you
not laught” she added, frowning.

“0Oh. kik-crumbs! I sussay, she'll



EVERY SATURDAY

kill herself 1” Bessie cried. “Jess, you
duffer! Gig-get a_ladder, somebody !”

“No ladder!” Jess laughed delici-
ously. Her sfpccch was quaint, short
and clipped, for her .English was still
rather cﬁldlike. “Jess come down!
Jess come now [*

While everybody gave a start of
horror, she gracefully slipped from the
branch, and falling through the air,
just in time it scemed, caught the
ottom-most branch and swung there.

And then, although it was a space of
ten or twelve feet to the ground, she
dropped easily among them, hardly
bending her knces at the impact, and
looking just as fresh and serene and
calm as if she had stepped from the car.

Dressed in Cliff Iouse uniform, she
nevertheless was somehow a compelling
gure. Very straight she stood, her
lithe, shapely figure supple with grace
and, in spite of:its slimness, giving a
suggestion of strength. Her black eyes,
matching her hair, were dancing with
pleasure and with fun. But there was
still about her something of that un-
tamed thing whom -Babs & Co. had
first encountered on Pirates’ Island.

“Marjie 1” she cried hap&nly:

And she darted forward, flinging her-
sclf upon that girl. Liking Babs & Co.
as she did, there was no one quite like
the gentle Marjorie in the eyes of
Junglo Jess. ’

The girls stood round, watching,
blinking, all struck into silence for tho
moment at the sight of this unusual
girl who, from now on, was to take her
Elaoo among them. Then, from Rosa

odworth came a sudden shrill ery.

“Oh, my hat, look! A leopard!”

Above them there was a rustle in the
branches. And then a cry that was
almost a shrick went up. For among
the bottom branches of the tree some-
thing was moving—a great tawny
sEotted shnﬁe, whose 5ileummg eyes,
shining with a greenish sheen, were
fixed upon them. A leopard it was.

“Run |” shrieked Lydia_Crossendale.

“Nol” cried Babs. *“You ninnies,
let me explain—>"

But panic at the sight of that fear-
some animal had gripped the girls
simultancously. One terrified look they

cast towards the leopard; with one -

accord turned and rushed. Jungle Jess
lnuﬁhed.

“They 'fraid of Kullo,” she chuckled.
“ All people ’fraid of Kullo. But why?
Kullo is only a cat—and people in this
country have mauny cats, even if they
be not so big as Kullo! Marjie, you
not ’fraid 7 she added.

Mar{orie smiled as she eyed the ﬁqat
animal, and Babs, Mabs, Clara, Leila
and Jemima were not at all scared.
Bessio Bunter, like the other six, had
had previous experience of Kullo on
Pirates’ Island. 8he blinked a little
apProheusivaly, however,

“Kullo come from Pirates’ Island,”
. Jess said. “Kullo, chup!” she cried

iiving an_order to the Ilcopard, and

ullo, with a sleepy blink, sat down.
“Now, my friends, you shall shake
hands with him |” she ordered. “ Marjie,
you first. Bessic Bunter, be not *fraid 1”2

Marjorie langhed. The fleeing girls
had stopped now. From the bottom of
the Schoolhouse steps they were watch-
ing with uneasiness and with awe.

onder was in their eyes as tllt!{l saw
first Marjorie then Babs approach the
animal; as they saw Kullo, in bored
majesty, lift one furry paw, extendin
it to each of them in turn. Murie
Bond frowned. :

“Well, he can’t be so wild,” she
opined. “Look, even old Bessie is
shaking his paw!”

That was true. Courage began to
flow baek into them. One or two of the
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bolder girls edged a few steps farther
forward.

In the midst of the scene which
cnsued, there was a rustle behind them.

“Hallo! What's all this?” asked a
voice, and a scowling girl came hurry-
ing down the steps.- “Where’s Marjorie
Hazeldene? I want——" and then she,
too, stopped and stared at the sight in
front of her; of Marjorie now stroking
the head of Kullo; of Jungle Jess talk-
ing animatedly to Barbara Redfern.
“Wh-what’s this?" :
+ “Please, Rona, Ju
has arrived,” Joan
said. 9 i

“But where did that wild animal come
from ?”

“That's Jungle Jess’ pet leopard!”
Joan explained, with a wink at the other
girls. “Awfully pretty thing, don’t you
think? Do go and shake its gaw! It
see'lins! quite the most fashioniable thing
to do!*

Rona Fox, prefect of the Sixth, vice-
En_meg-captam of Cliff House, paused,

linking a little. Not a nice girl at the
best of times was Rona I'ox, with her
spiteful little tricks. At this moment
she llooked ‘more bad tempered than
usual.

“Go on!” giggled Elcanor Storke.

igle Jess Pickering
eldon Charmant

3

prehensively, “Jess, please don't—don’i
talk to her like that! She’s a prefect!” -

“Prefect—word not understand! She
is & bad, naughty girll” Jess said
sternly. “Not like her(”

Tomboy Clara Trevlyn grinned at the
suddenly furious expression on the pre-
fect’s face. One or two of the girls in
the rear, overhearing that retort,
g-iﬁled loudly.

fore Rona could make a rctort, a
fresh figure arrived on the scene. This
time it was Miss Primrose herself, blink-
ing a little nervously at the huge, tawny
shape in the quad.

“Re-ally I” she said. “Really! What
is this?”?

“Miss Primrose, I protest!” Rona
cried.. “I am- being ridiculed! This
girl Jess Pickering has just arrived
with this wild animal, terrifying the
whole school, I have ordered her to
remove it, and, in reply, I have received
nothing but insolence—"

« Ahem !” . The headmistress shook her
head. “Please, Rona, be patient I” she
said. “Jess is very, very new, not only
to.our ways, but to the ways of all
civilisation. My dear, I am Miss Prim-
rose,” she added kindly to Jess. “ Ahem !

You—your anima

“Kullo like you! Kullo purr 1” Jess
said, “Come 'long and don't be ’fraid,
Miss Primrose. He will not eat you,
though he would like to eat bad ]flr“
Kullo, chup!” she ordered, and Kullo
resignedly sat down again. “You shake
paw, Miss Primrose.”

Fresh from Pirates’ Island comes Jess Pickering, the girl

who has spent most of her

life with wild animals. She

is the most unusual, and at the same time one of the most
likeable, girls ever to become a scholar at Cliff House.
Her quaint ways, her disregard of discipline, her amazing
methods of tackling problems, bring trouble to her,
especially in her efforts to help Marjorie Hazeldene and

Babs & Co., her old friends.
difficulties in sensational fashion.

Rona compressed her lips. She looked
uneasy for a moment. Then she saw
Bessie—and well, what Bessie Bunter,
the biggest funk at Cliff House, was not
afraid of, she wasn’t going to be afraid
of either. Boldly she stepped out, halt-
ing at a safe distance,

“ Marjorie !” she called.

Marjorie turned with a start.

“Oh, Rona, yes?”

“What is that wild anjmal doing
here? Don't you know it is terrifying
the school? Tell that girl to take it
away at once !”

“But, Rona, it's quite tame=—really—
while Jess has charge of it!” Marjorie
protested.

“It looks it!” Rona snapped. “Take
it away!” she ordered.

“Kullo my pet!” Jess protested.

“T don’t care if it's your father! Take
it away I” .

“You bad girl 1” cried Jess angrily.
“] not take him away! When my

randfather write for me to come here

e ask if I could bring my pet, and
your big mistress, Primrose, said yes!”

“And you told her, of course, that it
was a leopard ?” Rona sneered.

“No, I didn’t! Why should I say he
is 8 leopard? I said my pet was a big
cat—and a big cat he is1 Where I %:v,
Kullo goes, and not for & bad girl like
you will T take him away!”

“Qh, Jess!” Marjorie protested ap-

But Jess arises above all

“Er! Really—" Miss Primrose
said with an audibly nervous gulp. “I
—I really think, my dear, we had better
take that action for granted.”

“You shake his paw!” Jess ordered.
“Then Kullo like you. Kullo know I
ask you to shake his paw. If you do
not Kullo will not like you! Prarra!”
she said fo Kullo, and as Kullo solemnly
extended his furry paw, Miss Primrose
came forward a step and gingerly
tpué:lhed it, drawing ‘back rather hur-
riedly. 5
"\;or_v nice! We all friends now 1"
Joss said serenely. “I take him into
school and find him choc-lat.”

“Er, yes!” Miss Primrose said. “DBut,
Jess, my dear, I am afraid I cannot
allow him in the school. In the school
no pets are allowed—not even domestic
cats, you see. I am afraid I did not
understand, when I gave permission for
your big cat to_come to Cliff House,
that it was a wild animal. Until we can
make further arrangements, I really
think you had better house him in the
empty monke{’s cage in the Pets’ House.
Marjorie, will you show Jess where that
is, and then pleasé bring her along to
me? And, yes,” she added, “please per-
suade her also to put on her shoes and
atockinggl Rona, I would like to talk
to_you

Rona scowled. She darted a glare at
Jess, who replied with a grimacee, Then
she looked at Marjorie, mad “if to
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say something, and apparently thinkin
better of it, followed Miss Primrose wi
a shrug. Jess, red-eared, ;Fh X

“I not take Kullo to Pets’ House
she said. “Kullo my friend! I want
him! Kullo live with me in the jungle;
Kullo sleep with me in the jungle; sleep
with me at home! If Kullo not wanted
here, I go back home ¥ L

“But, Jess, dear!” Marjorie cried.
“Please, please try to understand!
Here we have discipline !

“Dis’pline _word not understand I”
Jess said mutinously. 2

“She means rules,” Babs put in
gently. “Rules, Jess. You understand
that? We have many rules, and one of
them is that pets are not allowed in the
school. You see, they have a sort of
school of their own,” she added, point-
ing, “and live all together like .the
girls.” _ . s

“And—can I see him when I want
to?” Jess asked. - .

;igh, of ctl:urse !]”

'he jungle girl.
;\Im"orfc gazq«f‘at |

“Jess, pleasal _It—it’s. quite all
right,” she said. t us take him[” .

*“I take him, yes?” Jess smiled at her
softly. “If you ask, Marjie—I love
you!—then I do.. You tell me always
the right thing to do, do you mot? . I
speak to Kullo!” she sdd'g;i seriously,
and, bending down, whispered some-
thing in a queer, hissing -sort of voice
into “the_leopard’s ear. “Now Kullo
knows. We go.”

And off, relicved, they went, to be
greeted by a noisy barking and howling
of dogs as they reached the Pets
House. Jess blinked,

“Oh, so many dogs and cats!” she
criod delightedly, Mo maky het féiends
_for Kullo! Kullo like them all! But
so noisy, ves? - They make great din!
Calla!” she called suddenly. “Calla!”
And to Babs & Co.’s amazement the
noise in the Pets’ House became in-
stantly hushed as though all at once
every animal in it had lost the power of
giving tongue. “You see, they ‘obey
me I Jess added proudly. :

“8hucks i” breathed Leila Carroll, in .
wonder.

And Babs noticed, with something
akin to awe, how all the dogs gazed at
Jess as she walked among &cm, while
Kullo, like a well-trained puppy, trailed
at her heels. The big m y's cage
\;'as r&::ched atllut. dJ!_t a wgr_d fron&
Jess, the great leopard jumped in, an
the cage was closeg

‘'Bye, Kullo!” Jess said regretfully.
“I come to sce you—many times.
not fret. Now, Marjie, you take me
to your school,” ehe sai slmpl]{.

Marjorie laughed. With Kullo under
lock and key, she felt happier some-
how. Watched by the leopard, they
trotted off again, Jess frantrwcally turn-
ing to wave until, at last, the cage was
out of sight. Once more they arrived
in the quadrangle, to be surrounded by
a breathless crowd of girls, all clamour-
1nmto be introduced, all clamouring to
talk -

Iu

uckered. her lips.
er entreatingly.

Jess laughed.

“Nice girls; many of them,” she
said. “They your friends, Marjie?"”

“Yes,” Mn.riorm said, with a smile.

“They are lucky girls—to have you
for a friend,” Jess said simply. “But
none of them can love you as I love
you, Marjie. It has been so strange,
since I came back from Pirates’ Island.
I am so lost without my leopard and my
monkeys. Also I'care not for the silly
boots and shoesﬁthe heavy clothes I am
dressed in. uch better was my
leopard skin on Pirates® Island!
now+I am happy,” she added_simply,
“now; m with you again. You tell
me what to do, and-I do it—for you.”

But N

“Then first,” Marjorie langhed, * put
on your shoes and stockings, and then
we  will’ and see Miss Primrose.
Then,” she added, with a twinkle in
her eyes, “I will sﬁp\y you something.”

Jess beamed. Willingly she obeyed.
Walking uncomfortably in the shoes,
she was conducted by Marjorie, but
followed by a crowd, to Miss Primrose’s
stndy. Miss Primrose smiled,

“I hope,” she said, “you will be
hap](:iy here, Jess. Marjorie, as I under-
stand you are Jess' great friend, I want
you to look after her until she has
settled down, Just until she has found
her feet in the school, I am putting her
in the Fourth Form.” .

“Not learn much yet,” Jess said
doubtfully. “I'm not clever girl, Miss
Primrose.”

“I bave made allowances for
Miss Primrose told her, with a
smile. “It is more necessary, in the
beginning, Jess, that you should be
among your own friends and girls of
your own age. Ve not
anything in the way of wonders from
¥ou for a little while—later, when you
eel .that you are thoroxtghfy at home
here, we will consider the scholastio
aspect. For the time heingh it is most
essontial you should be happy and
learn to live the life of these other

"

y

irls.” . For the
ave “arranged

our’ with Clara® Trevlyn and

anet Joydan.”

“Oh; thank you !” Marjorie breathed
gratefully,” * e ey

“In the meantime,- Marjorie,: I hotge
you will not neglect your work for the
school - h Gwpri :‘éxhibition at Court-

ld. You will bear in'miind, will xbou
not, that we have éntered”that exhibi-
tion, and have paid: for the site of the
stand 77 ! Aader i ‘

“Y¥siyes,” Marjorie stuttered. .. °

And . she led the way out, looking
hlfgy Jess beamed. .- .

You are ﬂea&ed. Fes?” she said
softly. - “Oh, Marjie, what a mice big
mistress. Miss is! . I like her,
Marjie, but I do not liké the bad Rona
girl, because shé ig wicked |. But what
is the ex’bition?” she added curiously,
“What work do you for that?”

Marjorie ~ attempted . to’
t_:hoos;ng; her words carefully, remember-
ing_that Jess, ‘with only ten webks c
civilisation -behind her, was still very
much in the infancy stage as far as
speech” was concerned. But she ex-

lained with enthusiasm, with- pride,
or the school homework exhibition was
something very near and dear to Mar-
jorie’s heart, ‘Apart from that, it was
oocupxih}"Bibs Co.’s atténtion almost
exclusively at the present time.. ©

_For succéss in the homework exhibi-
tion meant big things for Marjorie
Hazeldene: - . -

Once a year the Schodl Homework
Exhibition was held in Courtfield Town
Hall, and each school for twent%milea
around had its own stand. arious
prizes were offered for the arrangement
of exhibits, but the biggest prize of all
was the Lantham Prize, given for the
best and most original exhibit of all.
Marjorie’s idea h been a - folding
screen for the stand, richly and eglour-
fully embroidered in wool.

There had, of course, been the usual
Smlllnlm‘l“y competition at Clif House.

ne design per Form was allowed, and
Marjorie, to her own delight, had won

that competition, narrowly beating the

daai'ﬂn sent in by Rona Fox of the
Sixth. . { ]

Such a triumph, that, for the Fourth.
o wonder evewiwdy had been madhy
excited, and-no wonder Rona Fox, bad-
tempered at the best of times, had been
the most embittered girl in the school

resent, Marjorie, I
at Jess aluj.l share ea

explain,
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since she had learned of her failure.
And now, with Primmy’s blessing, Babs
& Co. were foverishly puahimi ahgad
with the scroen, the screen itself being
made of four ecmbroidered sections
which, when completed, would fit
together to make a glorious picture in
WOoO! .

“And—and if I win the twenty-five
pound prize at the competition,” Mar-
Jorie told Jcsj]" the money will go to my
father’s parish fund to Erovido happy
Christmases for poor children. ut,
oh, there is so much to do!” che added.
;‘Alx:]? we haven’'t much timeé, But

00 ”

And then she threw open the door of
Study No. 7. :

Jess looked. Then her face flushed
with admiration. Fond of colour, the
things she saw then delighted her. In
front of her, along the back of the
scttee, were ranged four embroidered
panels, not yet finished, to be sure, but
with the outlinc of the design traced
on the canvas, leaving nothing to the
imagination. It depicted tho old-timo

Cliff House, a silhouctte of black,
mgna and crimson shadows, with,
in

it, a_ setting sun shot with
colours. But in place of the sun itself,
the Chff House crest

“Oh, it is nice!

“ Marj'ie, I help,

gleamed.
* Jess breathed.
too?” she added

rly.
“Well, if you can,” Marjoric doubt- .
fully smiled. “We'll have to see, Jess.
In the meantime, we're all putting in
a whole afternoon on it. To-day 1s a
half-holiday, you see. We—"" And
thed she started, twisting round at the
sound of footsteps at ﬁer back, and
smiled a little as she saw Rona's face
peering into the room.

“Oh, Rona, do you want me?” she
asked.

. “I do!” Rone glared at the unfin-
ished screen. Jess, watching her, saw
the scowling, jea expression which
came into her face. want you for
duty this afternoon, Marjorie.”

“But—but, Rona, I've got this screen
to do!” Marjorie faltered.

“That,” Rona sncered, “isn't m
affair. _You will do as you are told.
This afternoon you will go to Miss
Bullivant’s study, which has just been
redecorated.  ¥You will put it'in_order.

f And not until it is in order will you

leave it.. And don’t "—she
“talk back to me! You hear*”

“Yes, Rona; but—"

“No buts!” Rona snorted.” “Do as
you are told 1”

And with a glare, she walked out
again, leaving Maljoric looking so
utterly dismayed and ‘startled that Jess
moved nearer to her,

“Marjie, what does she mean?” she
asked indignantly.

“She - means,” Marjorie groaned,
“that instead of getlinz on with the
screen, I've got to do other work. And
that mecans,” she added in despair, -
“that the screen will be held up. At
this rate we'll never be able to finish it
in time for the exhibition !”

Jess Tidies Up!

ra pped.

[{3 HE meanie!” Clara

( ﬂ Trevlyn burst out
UA;- hotly, g

‘ - “The awful

7/ ~JN | spoilsport!” - Mabel Lynn

g cried indignantly.

“She’s just trying to hold things up I*
Barbara Redfern put in angrily. “She’s
just mad becauze our design was

d in- place of hers! is is
Rona’s way o gettmg her own back.”

“Sure! And just her way,” Leila

Carroll dryly opined, “of secing that
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there’ll be no exhibit from Cliff House
at the exhibition. She knows there are
parts that only Marjorie can do. Well,
what’s to be done?” :

There was a blank and angry silence
in Study No. 7

Seven girls were in that study: Babs, d

Mabs, Clara, Janet Jordan, Marjorie
_Hazeldene, Leila Carroll ~and Junfle
Jess. The time was after dinner at Cliff
House—a meal which Jess had not
shared with the others, having been
invited, according to the custom
extended to all new girls, to her first
meal with Miss Valerie Charmant, her
future Form-mistress.

The chums had met to work, under
Marjorie’s instructions, on the screen,
but the gathering, hearing the news for
which spiteful Rona had been respon-
sible, had rather resolved itself into an
indignation meeting.

“But why not,” Jess asked, *“say to
this bad girl Rona you will not go,
Marjie?”

“Because,” Marjorie said distract-
edly, “I can't. Rona's a prefect. ‘When
Rona gives an order we have to obey,
you see.” .

“Jf the job is done, will it be all right
then7” Jess asked.

“Well, of course.”

“Then,” Jess said, and la.ughed. “1
have the idea. You girls all work on your
colour picture. I cannot work on the
colour picture because I do mot know
what to do. But I can do the job, being
strong. Marjie, please I” she begged.

The chums looked at each other. That
certainly was an idea.

“And Rona,” Janet said thought-
fully, “won’t be likely to come along.
I happened to hear Miss Charmant
telling her that she wanted her to help
with the Form indexes this afternoon—
g0 that will keep her busy. Well,
Marjorie, what about it?” -

Marjorie looked au little doubtful.

“You're sure you don't mind, Jess?”

“For my Marjie I love to do it,”
Jess answered simply. “8how me the
place and the work.”

That decided it. After that it would
have been churlish to hesitate further.
So off with Marjorie Jungle Jess con-

tentedly trotted, happy to be of some -

service, and reaching Miss Bullivant’s
room, they went in. The room, as Rona
had said, had just been redecorated, but
although the carpet had been laid and
the pictures hung, it was in a frightful
state of disorder. A great pile of books
lay strewn over the carpet; the curtains,
silzlll_ unhung, were spread over the easy
chalr.

“Tidy the books,” Marjorie advised.
¢ Just fold the curtains and put them on
the settee. Anything .you’re not sure
about you’d better put on the desk there
—Miss Bullivant will attend to them, I
oxpect. All right, Jess?”

“0Oh, yes!” Jess beamed.

“ "}‘hen-thon you. don’t mind if I leave
you »

Jess laughed, anxious and eager to get
on with the work now.

Marjorie went, closing the door behind
her, and Jess, kicking off her shoes,
eagerly advanced towards the mound of
books. - Effortlessly she gathered half a
dozen of them together, and then looked
round. Tidy them, Marjorie had said.
But where to put them?

Jess blinked. Never in her life had
she tidied a civilised room before. She
locked for a bockcase of the sort she had
observed in Study No. 7, and then shook
her head. Tor to Jess’ untrained :{18
there was no bookease in the room at all.

Actually there was.  In fact, three of

them, They stood against the opposite
wall, still ‘draped in the dust sheets
which the decorators had used to prevent
them being splashed.

Then her eyes lighted on the polished
gurface of Miss Bullivant’s mahogany

esk.
She laughed then. Marjorie had said
“if you are not sure, put, things on the
desk.” So Jungle Jess, with an armful
of books, trip}ied towards that desk.
Neatly she stacked them on top of each
other, then took another armful,
stacking them on top of the first. Then
another armful.

The pile grew and grew and grew into
a wavering column.
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And Miss Bullivant, very preoccupied,
did not notice Jess for a moment. Jess,
deeply absorbed in her delightful task,
did not see her. Into the room Miss
Bullivant staggered, and unable to close
the door behind her, left it open. An
impish gust of wind caught it. There
was a sudden crash as it slammed back
into the framework. Then—

“Qoooooh |"” shrieked Jess.

.And too late she stepped forward—
much too late. For the great column of
books, heeling over, shot with majestic

race towards Miss Bullivant, and Miss

ullivant, up to her own chin in odd-
ments, did not see until—whiz! The
top of the falling column cascaded over

o CdME here, you little wild-
cat | ”’ shrilled Rona furi-

ously. But Jungle Jess gave a
merry laugh., ‘“Come and get
me,”” she called. And mnext

moment, to everyone’s horror, she

had gone hustling through the air

like a diver—straight for the
trapeze |

her, causing her to drop her belongings

¢ and bringing her to the floor with a thud

Jess gurgled deliciously. It was rather

fun stacking the books like that. Quite
a spice of adventure seeing how many
would ‘g0 ‘on top .of each other without
falling-down.. Up, up the column went,
and still the s on the floor remained
unexhagstéed. One -more, two more.’

“ Ah—o0 1" Jess breathed.

In her stockinged feet she climbed on
to_the desk, holding her breath as the
pilo rocked. It righted itself, remaining
motionless. On tiptoe Jess reached up
to place a velume on top of the. pile.
And_as she did so, the door came open.

A “tall, thin, rather vinegary faced
woman came into the room, staggering
under two armfuls of oddments,

It was Miss Bullivant, the mathe-
matics mistress:

. and a shriek.

In fury she glared up.

“@irl !” she choked.’ )

Jess, from the desk, starcd down at
her indignantly.

“You are & clumsy woman!”, she
reprimanded severely. “Why did you
not shut the door properly "

HWhat?Jl

“Now lopk at the beautiful work
which you have undone!” Jess said

nnﬁnly. .
iss Bullivant blinked.

“Mum-my gracious!” she gasped.
“@irl, do you know who I am?”

“T do not know and I do not care!”s
Jess said angrily. “I only know that’if
you hadn’t come in like this you would
not have sgllled all the nice work,for
Marjie | fany, many minutes have
I taken to raise this pile of books, and

now look at it!” she cried indignantly.
“I shall tell Marjie about you!” she
threatened.

“And if Mar{ie does not
do . anything I shall tell the big
mistress |” L

Miss Bullivant spluttered, She rose to
her feet.

“Who—who are you?” she choked.

“I am Jess Pickering,” that girl
retorted. “I am & friend of Marjie.”

“QOh, I see; the new girl from the
South Seas? Hum "—and she brushed
herself down. “ Young lady, I will have
you know,” she rumbled, “that I am
a mistress here.”

Jess did not look abashed. :

“And I,” she said, “am a schoolgirl
here. Now will you pleasg go so:that I
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may finish my work? And please, when
you come back, do not bang the door !*
she added severely.

Miss Bullivant gazed at her. She had
heard all about Jess, of course, and
perhaps she realised the futility of
argument. No more she said, but
flinging round tramped angrily out of
the study, while Jess, with a glower,

jumped down to retrieve her fallen
oks, Up the stairs Miss Bullivant
raged, and in the Fourth Form passago

swung wide, the door of Study No. 1.
Six girls, busily en aged upon the
embroidery of the back screem, jumped
round.

“Marjorie !” Miss Bullivant choked.

“Oh, dear, yes?” Marjorie said.

“Did you—did you autliorise Jess
Pickering to tidy up my study?”

“(Oh, my hat ! Babs muttered. * Miss
Bullivant—" i .

“I am mnot,” Miss Bullivant said
acidly, “talking to you, Barbara.
Marjorie, I demand an answer to my
question. Not only has that girl caused
me to cuffer considerable bodily dis-
comfort; she has been most rude. I
want to know, Marjorie, who authorised
you to delegate that duty to a new
girl ¥

Marjorie crimsoned.

“I—I'm sorry,” she muttered, *“but
Rona—"

“Ronaf” a voice gut in near the
door, and Rona Fox erself appeared,
looking with quick puzzlement from the
dismayed chums to_the angry Bull.
“Miss Bullivant, am I under discussion?
What's the matter?

“g51" she said, when Miss Bullivant
had explained, and looked at Marjorie
with that unpleasant smile of hers. “I
am sorry, Miss Bullivant, but Marjorie
certainly had no instructions from me
to hamly over the task to anyone else,
much less an utterly new girl.”

“Thank youl!” Miss Bullivant said,
while the chums glared an rily at the
prefect. “Marjorie, you will take fifty
lines, for not obeying orders,” she said.
“Now, you will come with me. Get rid
of that—that wild girl, and tidy up my
study yourself. You understand 7

“Jungle Jess Comes to Cliff House!”

“Oh, but, Miss Bullivant !” Babs cried,
“Can’t—ecan’t you let someone else do
it? We're working on the screen for
the exhibition.”

“That is no concern of mine,” Miss
Bullivant said stiffly. “ If you could not
see your way clear to finish the exhibit
without sacrificing other duties, you
should never have taken it on. Marjorie,
go at once!”

And Marjorie, gulping a little, went,

But she went anxiousky, heavy-
hearted, worried now. Every moment
away from that crcen was 8 precious
moment lost. She reached Miss Bulli-
vant’s room, to be greeted with a whoop
of joy from Jess,

“Marjie!” she cried delightedly.
“Marjie, you come to sce?” she added
pointing eagerly at a mnewly erected
column of books on the desk. * Marjie,
am I not tidying well? But just a
short time since,” she added, frowning,
“ga foclish woman, wearing glasses over
her eyes, came in and upset everything !
Marijie, why do you look so sad?” she
added anxiously.

Mar}oric shook her head. Gulpingly
she told her.

“Qh1” Jess said. *DBut, Marjie, am
I not tidying well 1”

“T—I'm sorry,” Marjorie said. “I
should have told you. never thought,
of course; but those books have to go in
the cases. But still, never mind now,
Jess dear. Miss Bullivant says I have
to carry on, and I shall have io carry
on.”

“You mean you are in trouble,” Jess
asked, “through me?”

“ Jess, no; not throngh roun.”

“Then through thag bad girl Rona?”

“" ch.ll

Jess’ dark eyes flashed.

“That girl is wicked,” she said.
“She does not like you, Aarjie.
think perhaps I should beat her.”

“(Qh, Jess—Jess, no !” Marjorie cried.
“ For goodness’ sake get those dangerous
ideas out of your head! You would get
expelled 1

“ Expelled—word nof understand,”
Jess said, puzzled. “But if you do not
wish me to beat bad girl, I will not do
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so. And yet——"And then she paused,
gazing wistfully at Marjorie. “ Elarjie.
I am sorry,” she said yearningly. “I
seem to meke great trouble for you.
I go.”

And she went. But if Marjorie
fancied that Jess had abandoned any
sort of reprisal against Rona, she was
mistaken, for Jess went straight to
Rona’s study, having already been
shown round the school by DMiss
Charmant. She did not knock at the
door—those little courtesiea she had
still to learn. She turned the handle
and beldly entered.

Rona was not there.

Jess set her lips. Well, slie would
wait, sho told hersclf. She was going
to warn Rona to keep her hands off her
beloved Marjorie. Meanwhile—and
then her cyes fell upon a bowl of fruit
on the table, and those eyes hungrily
gleamed, for Jess, during her life on
Pirates' Island, had lived chiefly on
fruit, and, delicious as that dinner in
Miss Charmant’s study had been, she
had not enjoyed it.

Calm!y ehe stretched out a hand;
calmly picked up a banava. In a few
<cconds that banana was no more, and
Jess started on another. She was ecat-
ing her fourth, when the door opened
again and Rona Fox came in.

Sho stopped, - thunderstruck at ihe
?_ight of Jess, one of her bananes to her
ips.
“Why, you—you little pirate!” she
gasped.

“T come from Pirates’ Isle, yet T am
not & pirate,” Jess_informed her. o
like you not, Rona Fox, but vour fruit
is good. Were you a nicer girl I would
ask you to eat with me.”

“You—you ask me to eat my own
fruit with you?” Rona choked. “Why.
you awful savage! Put that banana
down and get out of here! Get out
quickly! Do you hear?”

And Rona, beside herself, made a
quick grab for the jungle girl.

As well try to catch an eel as Jungle
Jess, however. With an ease that was
contemptnous she just shrogged herself
aside. Rona, caught momentarily off

—_—
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her balance, found herself, instead of

rasping Jess, pitching forward, and

esperately clutched the nearest thmghto
hand in_order to right herself—that
thing being the curtain. The curtain,
unfortunately, had not been designed to
withstand such lusty treatment. Down
with a rush it came, smothering Rona
in its folds.

Jess, staring, went off into a peal of
laughter.

“Ha, ha, hal You do look funny!”
she said.

From the folds of the fallen curtain
Rona’s red and anglry face glared at
her. Furiously she leapt up, cast the
curtain from her, and made s rush.
But this time Jess, a glimmer of mis-
chief in her eyes, skipped through the
open door.

“Come here!” Rona choked.

“You come and catch mel” Jess
teased.

Rona breathed hard. She forgot her
dignity—the fact that she was a pre-
fect. After Jess she dashed.

But, Rona, if she was bigger and
older than Jess, was no match for her.
*Jess had epent her whole life in skip-
ping out of danger of some sort or
another, and she just ]pranqed. down the
corridor, provocatively . within Rona’s

reach, and ?e_t most tantalisingly always
%'usy out of it, when Rona put on 8
urious spurt.

Down the stairs they went, along the
lobby which connected the school to the
big Fymnaslum, and then into the gym
itself.

“Stop! Stop,
Rona panted.

Jess laughed. Now she was in the
gym. Half a dozen girls, disporting
themselves there, turned to stare as pur-
sued and pursuer arrived among them.
Rona shrilled to Frances Frost:

“ Frances—stop her”

The ungopu ar Fourth Former
grinned. She came forward, stretching
out her arms. Not by an inch did Jess
swerve, but, her black eyes gleaming
with- mischief, suddenly and. most
astonishingly gave sn upwards leap.
And in the gym there was a concerted

you little savage!”

F

MI

SS PRIMROSE was grim. Rona had reported that Jungle Jess
was missing, and that was inexcusable.

‘““Do you know where

she is, Marjorie ? "’ the headmistress demanded. And at that moment—

¢ Hallo, Big Mistress | '’ cried a cheery voice, and Jess po
Ill-natured Rona had been neatly tricked I'

view from under the bed.

gasp, for, as gracefully, as effortlessly
as her own beloved Kullo, Jess had
jumped clean over Frances' head!

And, skipging on, she reached the
long rope which hurg from one of the
oak beams supporting the rafters. While
everybody blinked in amazement and
awe, she had caught it. As agile as a
monkey she swarmed up it, and, leap-
ing from the rope to the beam, sat upon
it and owlishly gazed down.

Rona, crimson-faced, shook her fist.

“(Come down, Yyou—you young
monkey ! . $

“ Monkey not polite word,” Jess said
gravely.

¥

“Come down this instant1”

Jess shook her head.

“Not coming down! You fetch me,"”
she advised. 1

There was a titter
in the gym.

Rona set her teeth. If there was
one thing Rona hated more than any-
thing else, it was to find herself being
ridiculed. Jess had not only ridiculed
her; Jess was positively humiliating

herl
Right! Wait till she laid hands on
her, that’s alll

from the girls

“You come!” Jes: asked inter-
estedly. ;
Rona did ‘not reply. Fiercely she

seized the rope. Not for nothinf was
Rona vicecaptain of Cliff House
games, and not for nothing had she
earned Cliff House's gymnasium medal
Jast term. Up she went, while every-
body watched with gurgling interest.

Not until Rona was within a foot
of the beam on which she sat did Jess
move. ‘Then, with a suddenness that
startled everyone, - she leapt to her
feet. While Rona, gasping, levered
herself on to the beam, Jess, with the
ease and suretr bred by her life
among the trees of Pirates’' Island,
nimbly tripped along it, and, at the

end of the beam, stopped. Rona
panted.
“Come here!”

“You come and fetch mel” Jess
replied.
ere was another giggle from the
watching girls. More and more were
crowding into the gym. Again Rona

4

d dnto

set her teeth. Well, she had the little
wildcat now. And holding on to the
beam, she cautiously began to work
her way along it.

“Stand up!” Jess advised.

“Ha, ha, ha!” came from below.

Rona gulped. She daren’t stand up.
Athletic she might be, but she had
not the same confidence as Jesa.
Nearer and nearer she worked. Four
fect more, and she would have her.

Excitement was tense mow. What
was going to happent

Suddenly Jess stepped towards
Rona, ith a jump that would have
been spectacular on the ground, she
cleared her head, and surely, effort-
lessly, alighted on the beam in Rona's
rear.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Frances
Frost, white faced. *“S-see that?”

“Jess1” cried Rosa Rodworth.

But Jess laughed If she had done
anything extraordinary, she did not
scem to be aware of it. While Rona
turned around, she rcached the rope
again. This time she unhooked it.
Rona gave a hoot.

“You little fool!”

“"C’:ood-bye, Rona!” Jess called.
0 !

And she went, while the girls be-
low stood frozen with sheer horror at
the audacity of her behaviour. Just
as if she was taking a header into the
swimming bath, Jess straightened up.
Then without, it seemed, even &
glance, launched herself through the
air towards the trapeze which hung
from the next beam, ten or fifteen feet
awaj. She caught it, swung on if;
hardly out of breath, dropped to the
ground. The momentary silence was
ollowed by a yeil of laughter as
Rona, from her lofty perch, wrathfully
glared down.

o S..:ou little fool !

|ll

You've stranded

me !
“Qtrand—word  nci’ understand,”
Jess replied. “You sit there and

come to your senses, eh? Very nice
you look up there, Rona.”

“Ha, ha, ba!” yelled the crowd.

“How can I .get downi!” Rona
shrieked.
“Ha, ha, hal” -t
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“That you fthink about for your-
self,” Jess advised carelessly. “It will
do you good to stay there for a while,
while my Marjie can get on with ber
work in peace. To-night, if you are

food." she added, “I will bring a
adder and rescue you.”
“Ha, ha, hal”* shrieked the crowd.

Rona choked. Ridiculous she_looked
in that moment. More than ridiculous
she folt when Jess, with a sad shake
of the head, moved off, disappearing
through the door.

Without further thouglht, appar-
ently, for Rona, she walked up to
Study No. 7.

Marjorie, just having finished her
dutics in Miss Bullivant's study, bad
rejoined Babs & Co. there, and they
wero all working with feverish in-
dustry. 8be smiled at Jess as she
came in, and Jess quietly took a seat
in the corner of the room, and fas-

cinatedly watche .
“Oh, it is clever!” she said.
“How hard you work—all of you!

Please do not step for me. I love
to watch.”

She had forgotten all about Rona
then. Her attention at once was
ocenpied” in the interests of this new
diversion. Half an hour went by, the
chums too intently busy even to talk.
Then the door opened again, and this
iime Dulcia Fairbrother, head girl of
the school. came in.

“Marjorie, Miss Bullivant wants to
sce you,” she said.

Marjorie sighed. ' Rather apprehen-
sively she went out. Miss Bullivant,
in her newly decorated room, was
looking stern as she entered, and by
her side was a furious-faced Rona
Fox. Marjorie blinked. ]

Miss Bulli-

“You—you want me,
vant 1"

“] do.” Miss Bullivant frowned.
“1 want to tell you, Marjorie, since
vou have accepted responsibility for
Jess Pickering, to keep her in order,
It is not your duty to provoke Jess
into insanlting and bumiliating a
prefect.” 2= S ;

“I1%” Marjorie cried, in astonish-

ment.

“Youl” Miss Bullivant frowned.
“Please, Marjorie, do not simulate
such false surprise. What happened
in the gymnasium may not have been
your fault, bnt you were undoubtedly
the inspiring force behind Jess’ con-
duct, and as Rona has most rightly
complained to me about that, I am
ordering you now to keep that girl
within bounds. You understand?”

“Y-yes,” stuttered Marjorie; but
she didn’t. “But ma{l I say—"

% are not allowed to say
You may go.”

. rjorie, still dazed but burn-
ing-eared, went. What on earth had
Jess been doing nmow?

- Too Difficult for Jess!

= BU'i'[‘ Ma.i:jorig_ was nok
ong in discovering
g] ‘llhaﬁ—ﬂlivlll.ih no: fron}
ess. e story o
A‘hdb Jess' victory over unpopular
Rona was all over the
school by that time, and the school,
to Rona's disgusted fury, was
chuckling. 4
For twenty minutes Rona had re-
mained on the beam, while half -the
school had gathered to grin at® her
dim?dﬁhllrmu' K the
rescu y Miss Keys, gym
drill mistress, who had caused a
ladder to be fetched.
A Rone, seething,

thing
anxndm .

bitter,

=
=

Finally, had been w

stormed off to Miss Bullivant who,
as duty mistress for the day, received
all such complaints, In Miss Bulli-
vant, herself upset by the girl from
Pirates’ Island, she could not have
found a more ready sympathiser.
Obviously it was of no use arguing with
Jess; and obviously, since Marjorie
bad been more or less put in charge
of her, she was the one to be
reprimand x

But Rona had not finished with
Marjorie yet.

Tea came, with Jess among her
friends in Study No. 7. = Though she
liked™ the sweet cakes, Jess had mnot
yet found a liking for English tea,
and, to Bessic Bunter’s loud-voiced
horror, drank just plain water. After
tea, being restive, she went off with
the chums to see Kullo. While they
were away anxious Marjorie got out
her work again. The otgmm could ‘do
no more on the screen uniil she her
self had accomplished more. .
‘But hardly had she threaded her
first needle than the door came open.
Rona, ber eyes gleaming, stood there.

“Oh, here you are!” she said. “I
want you to go to Courtfield for me.”

“But—but my work?” Marjotio
faltered.

“Never mind your work—if you call
that work,’”’ Rona said, with a disdain-
ful sniff. “Your job is to obey orders.
Come on!”

Marjorie distressfully sighed. What
a callous girl Rona was! 8till, there
it was, She had the power and the
authority; hers was the voice which
must be obeyed. Going to Courtfield
and back at this hour meant, of
course, that it was just hopeless even
to contemplate working on the screen
again that evening,

And so it proved. It was time for
prep when Marjorie came back. After
that'there was sapper; then call-over,
followed by bed. Jess saw the worried
look on her face as they climbed the
stairs together, and shook her head.

“Marjie, why do you look so sad?”
she whispered softly.

“Do I? T—I don’t mean to look sad,”
Marjorie forced a smile. “I—I'm just
a little worried, that’s all.”

“About the ecolour picture?” Jess
asked.

"Yeﬂ."

“That bad girl Rona—she will not
let you get on with 1t?”

“Well, yes,” Marjorie admitted.
“But, Jess,” she added, in alarm, “you
—you mustn’t say anytflin to her !”

“I will do as you wish, Marjie,” Jess
said “simply.

But there was rather a grim look on
her sun-tanned face, a rather deter-
mined thrust to_ her  chin. = With
Marjorie at her side, she walked into
the dormitory. There, watched by the
interested eyes of the Fourth Form, she
had her bed pointed out to her—next to
Marjorie's, of course—undressed, and
got mto it. Miss Bullivant came to put
out the light, and the Form, one by
one, drop into slumber. Then
suddenly Marjorie, feeling unaccount-
ably chill, was awakened.

The window behind her was wide
open. And Jess' bed was empty.

?12;1 ,grea.t goodness! What had hap-

pe : g
Anxiously she sat up in bed. And
then she jumped as a eoft lauﬂh
floated from the window, and a dark,
graceful shdpe was for a moment

sithouetted l_gninst the moonlit sly It

“Jess 1 —Mnr’iorie breathed. “Where

have you been?” s 3
“To see my Kullo,” Jess explained.

“Sleeping here, I heard him in the
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distance, whining. Kullo was calling,
for never before have we slept away
from each other. I went.”

“Qh, my goodness! But how did you
get there? Jess, you might have broken
your meck I” J

Jess laughed softly.

*“Not so, my Marjie. You should
remember that ¥ can o{imb. The creeper
on the walls here is strong, and I am
careful. Now Kullo is.happy, though I
am not very fond of these soft s in
which you lie. Good-night, Marjie!”

“Good-night 1” Marjorie whispered,
shaking her head.

And from then until the morning she
did not awake again. Even so, how-
ever, she was up before rising-bell, to
find that Jess, despite the earliness of
the hour, had a?rmd disa;})lpeared.
leaving a pile of bedclothes on the floor.

She folded them and put them back.
She did not worry ahout Jess then.
Jess, she , would be with her
beloved Kullo. Desperately up against
time as she was, Marjorie required
every moment she could spare for her
precious serecn.

_For an hour she worked solidly—this
time not interrupted by Rona; who,
never guessing what she was about, was

still sleeping. At breakfast  Joss,
flushed, briggt-eyed, turned up. After
breakfast came assembly, and then

class. Jess, with the rest of the Fourth,
tramped into the class-room,

Marjorie was rather apprehensively
wondering how Jess would re-act to
lessons. The Fourth was interested,
too. But for a few days, at least, until
she had become accustomed to routine,
Jess had been excused actual work in
the class, being provided with picture-
books to scan in the meantime. All
considered, however, she got through
very well—until afternoon lessons.

Then the chums marched into the
class-room again, Jess in their midst,
to find, in place of their beloved Miss
Charmant, Roma Fox hoerself. She
looked grim.

“Sit down, all of yeu,” she said, “and
please understand, there’s going to be
no nonsense! Miss Charmant is busy
on other work this afternoon, so I am
in charge of this Form! Jess Picker-
ing, what are you fidgeting for?”

“Fidgeting word not understand!”
Jess san

“Well, stop dancing about !”

“T am not dancing- about!” Jess said .
indignantly.

“ And don’t answer back! Sit down !

Jess glared. She looked at Marjorie,
who, with a nervous nod of the head,
signed to her to obey. Immediately
Rona pounced upon her. 3

“Marjorie, take fifty lines for wag-
gling your head!” sho cried.

“My Marjic was not waggling her
head |” Jess cried furiously. “You are
a bad, nasty girl I”

“And take fifty lines yourself for
being impertinent I” Rona snorted.

“Ahem! Rona, Miss Primrose has
given orders that Jess is not to do
lines ! Barbara cried, springing up.

“Oh! And why?”?

“Because,” crowed Mabs, “she can
hardly “write yet—that's why!”

“Then,” came Rona's retort,
“Marjorie can -jolly well write them
for herl”

“Oh stuff] Play the game!” Clara
Trevlyn cried disgustedly.

“(Clara, you are detained for an hour
-i’tﬁ:h:mm e!; i .

looked grim. s

“Rona, as captain of the Form; 1
protest I she said indignantly. - :

“And you're- .detained with her!”
Rona snapped. “Now get on with your

.
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;orkl!

ass [
“1 wasn't winking!” Marjorie pro-

tested.
“Don’t

“«

Marjorie, sfop winking at

answer me back I”

Ut ———

“All right, {lou've brought it on
vourself | You’ll share detention with
Clara and Barbara! Anybody else

want detention?” she asked. gloating
round. ]

There were murmurs, some angry,
glowermgoglanoea It was pretty obvious
to everybody now that Rona, through
Jess, was “picking on * Marjorie—and
the chums. It was pretty obvious to
Babs & Co. that the real reason behind
the “picking ” was to prevent them
from getting on with the exhibition
screen. Protest Babs had threatened to
do, and protest she would—this time to
Miss armant. But that hardly
* helped at tHis juncture.
Erotest was put the punishment would

e carried out—which meant another
valuable hour knocked off the already
diminishing time left to them for their
efforts.

Marjorie bit her lip. She was begin-
ning to despair now of ever finishin
off the screen, and if she did not finis
it there would be no exhibition for Cliff
House—and no ibility of that badly
needed twenty-five pounds to swell ker
father's Christmas fund for his poor
parishioners. Oh, it was a shame—a
dreadful shame!

Lesson progressed in a sort of silence
of suppressed fury. Jess, looking at her
picture-books, shook her head, not quite
understanding what everything was
about, but really distressed to see that
overshadowing anxious look on the face
of the girl she loved best. Dismissal
came evenl:ual?. but Marjorie, Babs,
and Clara did not move. Jess ap-
proached them,

“Marjie, are you not coming to get
on with the colour picture?” she asked.

Marjorie shook her head.

“But why not?”

Marjorie explained.

“Oh!” Jess said. “Oh!” And the
looked with smouldering eyes at the
door lhrough which Rona had dis-
appeared. 1 understand |” she said.
“] understand well now! The nasty
girl does not want you to do the work.
Now I will find her, and then I,will
carry her off to some place and shut
her up! Then you will be able to get
on with your colour picture!”

“Oh goodness! Jess, no, no!”
Marjorie cried frantically. “Oh dear!
Can’t you see, old thing? That—that

would onlly
Jess, don’t do anything to RonaI”

“1s that your wish ?” Jess asked, with
a ‘s‘tu.ro. y

Jess nodded. Rather slowly she
drifted out® With unusual thoughtful-
ness she made her way to Study
No. 7, and there, pulling the canvas
screen from the corner, eyed it doubt-
fully. She did so wish to help Marjorie
—did so wish to take that troubled look
from her face and make her happy;
and happiness, she knew, would only
come to Marjorie with the completion of
this screen. Could she—Jess—finish it
for her?

She cyed it. She sighed. Yesterday
she had watched intently and eagerly.
She thought she had an idea of how
it was dome. If she could do it, it
would so help dear Marjie,

She took op the bag containing the
needles and the wools.

Well, she would try. by

Once Jess made up her mind, she
would go through with it. Now, with-
out any further hesitancy, she threaded

Before the-

mean more trouble | Please,.

a needle and started to work. In went
the needle through the canvas; prod!
out it came at the other side—and Jess
gave a little ery as it pierced her hand,
causmf the blood to flow. She must be
gareful.

She pushed it in again. This time she
did not prick herself. Feverishly she
worked—stitch, stitch, stitch. Then, at
last, she turned the canvas over and
locked at it. And as she looked, her
face .turned pale. What she had done
she did not know, but she did know
that the result was the most inexpert-
looking mess that she had evér seen.

“Oh dear! I1—TI’'ve ruined the colour
picture !” she whispered tremblingly.
“What—what will Marjie do now?’

Unorthodox Problem-Solving!

€6 T ESS, dear, what
the matter 7"

Marjorie  Hazel-

dene looked curiously

at the brown, worried face

' of the jungle girl as she

asked that question.

RONA
seating herself on the back of
enemy's apples.

glared. “Youl’ she exclaimed, * Me,”

By Hilda Richards ©

asked to come here so that I could be
with you and live with you——"
Marjorie smiled.
“Well, goose, the wish is granted,
isn't it?” she asked.

“Yes, Marjie, but now—now—"
Jess gnzed at the canvas again, and
gulped. She wanted to tell Marjorie

what she had done—but she could not
bring herself to do so. She had not the
courage—she, Jungle Jess, who, until
this moment, had never been afraid of a
single thing in her life before. “ Marjie,
it 18 not that,” she said wistfully. “I
love you, as you know. I want to be
with you always. But here, in this big
school, I am only worrying you. You
are getting into trouble through me.” .

“Oh, Jess, you silly!” Marjorie
dimpled.

“And your picture—"

“Jess, don't worry, I'll find time to
finish it—somehow."”

“Marjie, it—it is not that. It—"
and Jess looked at the screen again.
“Marjie!” sghe cried, to that girl's
astonishment. “Oh, Marjie, if you
ﬁowI what a bad, wicked girl I have

en ”

-

said Jess, calmly
the arm-chair and taking one of her.

“1 stop with you this afternoon—so that you not disturb

Marjie and my friends ! ”’

The time was after tea in Study No.
7, and Marjorie, having finished her
lines, was doing ber prep. Thanks to
the spitefulness of Rona Fox, no work
had been done on the canvas that
afterncon, and it seemed as if no work
would be done at all that evening, for
after prep was supper, to be followéd
by call-over.

Jess glanced apprehensively at "the
corner where the screen was deposited.
She averted her head.

“ Nothing, Marjie,” she said.

“But, Jess, you are behaving so
queerly 7” '
“Am 1%”  Jess turned; then,

suddenly anxious, came over to her.

“Marjie, am thinking thoughts,”
she said. “I am seeing that I have
made mistakes. Marjie, I. was =0

very anxious to see you again that 1

And to Marjorie's utter consternation
she rushed to the door and, tugging it
open, bolted into the corridor. She
couldn’t—just couldn't tell her what she
had done. It would break her heart
to see the worry that would come into
gentle Marjorie’s face.

And Eet. what could she do? Some-
thing she had to do. Sooner or later
Marjorie would find her ruined canvas;
sooner or later she would have to know.

Jess drifted out of the school. Her
steps, almost mechanically, took her to
the Pots’ House. There she climbed
into Kullo's cage, and there, for an
hour or more, she remained with her
adored pet, whispering her  troubles
into his ear. It was dark when she left,
and Cliff House was ablaze with light.
ROn the steps of Big Hall she met

ona.
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Rona was looking pleased. .

“8g t* she said. “ You've turned up,
have you? I suppose you know you've
missed call-ovet 7 s

“Call-over word -not understand.”

“Then,” Rona said, with grif satis-
faction, ‘“you ‘can jolly well come now
and see Miss Primrose, - You've been
reported.” Ll 4

Joss thrugged. She didn't mind
seeing Miss %‘rimrose, rather liking the
“big mistress.” .

Miss Primrose was stern but kindly
when' she faced her.

“VYou must get to understand, Jess,
that rules here are made to be obeyed.
If you do as you like, then every other
girl is entitled to do as she likes. I
do mnot want to punish you, having
vegard for the peculiar circumstances
of your cas¢, but I really must warn
you, my dear, that if this goes on I shall
have no recourse but to send you away
from the school: You understand?”

“Understand well, Miss Primrose,”
Jeoss said.

“Very well, my dear, you may go.

Rona, please take her to the
dormitory.” w;
Rona nodded. She was a little

disappointed. She had rather hoped
that Jess would have got a wigging.
As they went down the passage to-
gether, sho looked at her.
“ Lucky, aren’t you?” she sneered.
“No,” Jess replied. *“How may 1 :
lucky when I find myself with you?”
“XNow then, don't be cheeky!” Rona
scowled. 4 4 -
Jess sniffed. She said no more. They
had reached the dormitory then, and
while the Form_stared, she climbed into

bed. Rona put out the lights, and
presontly sleep fell upon the inmates of
{he room. But Jess didn't sleep.

Jess was still worriedly thinking—of
Marjorie's beautiful colour picture!
Oh dear! - What could she do? X
She She turned. Never in
hev life before had Jess been unable to
get to sleep almost immediately she
vested her head. Apart from the
worry on her. mind, Jess was not used
to sleeping. in' these soft beds.
Presently she rose. In the darkness
<he removed her bedclothes and spread
them on the floor, half-under her bed.

That was better. For the first time
her worries became obliterated, In two
minutes she was fast asleep.

And so, therefore, did not sce the
dormitory door open; did not sce the
cautions, rather malicions face which
peered into the room. . :

That face belonged to Rona Fox.

Rona was on the prowl. Rona was
still remembering what -Miss Primrose
had said to Jess—"If thiz goes on I
<hall bave no recourse but to send you
away from the'school "—and with the
malicious hope of catching Marjorie or
Jess in the act of something they
shouldn’t be doing, she was now prying.

Tho first glance into the Fourth Form
dormitory brought a flush of triumph to
her face,

Jess' bed, tumbled, dishevelled, was
mn[;)ty, and the window next to Jess’
hed, as last night, was wide open.

“ Aha!” breathed Rona. *I suppose,”
she added seftly to herself, she’s gone
to see her leopard. What a chancel”

She chuckled. Through the school she
hwrried, to tap on the door of Miss
Primrose’s study. Miss Primrose, a

little testily—for she was just finishing -

work for the day—bade her come in.
Rona explained.
“What? You say Jess is out, Rona?”
“I do! I heard a noise in the Fourth
Foirm dormitory, and looked in,” Rona
said. “The window was open and the
girl gone: I expect, Miss Primrose, we

ghall find her in the Pets’ House. Shall
I go and see, or will you?” )

“We will go together,” Miss Prim-
rose said shortly.- ° :

They went, Rona hugging herself with
glee. Well, this was one step nearer the
kicking out of that little savage, she
told herself. They reached the Pets’
House, to be greeted immediately by a
furious rattling of chains and a discord-
ant clamour of barking voices.

“Really1”  Miss rimrose . gaid.
“Rona, are you surel”
“Perfectly, Miss Primrose,” Rona

answered smoothly.

They. went_on, calling at the dogs to
be silent. They reached the end cage,
from. the floor of which Kullo blinked
out with bored, sleepy eyes. Of Jess,
however, there was no sign. Jess,
blissfully asleep on the floor of the
Fourth Form dermiiory, was uncon-
scious of the sudden energj of a spitefnl]
prefect and a tired, vexe headmistress
on her behalf!

« Qhe—she must be here,” Rona said,
less certainly.

But Jess, obviously, was not there.
With growing exasperation Miss Prim-
rose wasted a further ten minutes search-
ing around, and then, with decided
chill in her attitude, suggested they
should go baek to the school and see if
Jess had returned. Rona was a little
uneasy then. But she cheered as soon

be as they reached the Fourth Form dormi-

tory, and the headmistress switched on
the lights.

“You see, Miss Primrose, she is not
in her bed 1” she crowed triumphantly.

Miss Primrose’s lips came together in
a thin line. 4

A dozen or more girls had awakencd
now. They were all blinking in sleepy
aslonishment at the headmistress and the
prefect. Miss Primrose gazed at Babs.
3 “,Bnrbara. do you know where Jess

is?”

“Why, no,” Babs said.
. “Marjorie, do you know where she
is?” Miss Primrose eried,

Marjorie bit her lip. -

“Oh dear! I~Fm sure, Miss Prim-
rose, she isn’t far away.”

“That _is_truth,” said a voice, and
while Miss Primrose blinked, a cheerful,

bed. “Ilalle, tress !” Jess said
cheerfully. “But what do you here?
Do not your rules say that girls may
sleef{ during the night?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” sniggered Lydia
Crossendale.

Miss Primrose stared.

““ Jess, why are yon not in bed 7”

“I am—on tho floor, Miss Primrose !”
Jess said. “Your beds are soft, an
liko ‘not soft beds; also, I am greatly
worried in my mind, and in a soft bed
I cannot sleep.”

“And—and you have been there all
the time?” Miss Primrose stuttered.

“Yes, Miss Primrose.”

“1 see.”” Miss Primrose turned red.
She flung round on the goggling Rona.
“T really wish, Rona,” she said in tones
of such icy reproof that Rora winced
and the Fourtﬁ Form chuckled, “that
you would make certain of your facts
before you bring me out on such fruit-
less errands! You should be aware by
this time that Jessie is not an ordinary
girl.”

‘tanned face peeged up from under Jess’
g MES

“Y-y-yes,” stuttered the crimson
Rona.  “I—I—I'm sussorry, Miss
Primrose.” ;

“And L” Miss Primrose returned
frigidly, “am extremecly tired and
vexed. Jess, you may remain on the
floor, if you wish, Be sure, my dear,
that you are well wrapped up. In the
meantime, Rona, I forbid you to come
prowling . around this dormitory again
aftor lights out. Good-night, girls.”
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And she went out, leaving the Fourth
Form chuckling. Rona, with a glare at
Jess which almost sent the Form off into
convulsions, followed her. ]

“Bad girl try to make trouble 1” Jess
said gl_-avel . “Nasty Rona, making
poor Big Mistress get out of bed.”

They chuckled again. Some of them
went to sleep, still chuckling. ~Jess
settled down with the rest, wondering
at Rona’s action, trying to sort out its
significance in her ' own mind, and
vaguely certain that in it was contained
some new effort to make trouble for her
beloved Marjorie. Why did Rona hate
her Marilorie so?

And why had Rona taken Miss Prim-
rose to the Pets’ Houge?

Jess’ heart suddenly leapt as that
memory came back to her. She thought
of Kullo. Had Rona, failing to work
mischief on her and Marjorie, tried also
to work mischief on Kullo? .

It is to be feared that Jess, as far as
the things and ‘flﬂ nearest her heart
were concerned, did not probe very
deeply. The very fact that Rona had
een to visit Kullo filled her with o
vague sort of alarm. Back in a flash
went the bedclothes. - Without troubling
to dress she advanced to the window,
staring ‘anxiously into the moon-bathed

ounds of the school towards the Pets’

House. For a moment she stood still,
listéning, and then her face grew keen.
No other ear in the school could have
detected the whine which smote upon
her hearing then, but Jess heard it, and
Jess knew it. Kullo! )

In a flash she was on the window-sill,
reaching out towards the ivy,

There were not many girls in Cliff
House who would have climbed that ivy
in the broad light of day without their
hearts in their mouths, but Jess clam-
bered down it without apparent thought.
Swiftly she ran to the Pets’ House, to be
%elﬁted by a low purr of pleasure from

ullo.

Without, hesitation she cntered the

_cage, talking lo him in a soft, crooning

voice. Well, all was well with Kullo;
the bad girl, at least, had done no more
harm to Kullo than that of disturbing
him in his sleep. Relicved at last, she
gave him a good-night hug and turned
back towards the school.

As she did so a light, shining from one
of the windows in the Sixth Form pas-
sage, attracted her attention. ha

* paused a moment, staring with her keen,

jungle-trained eyes at the figure which
could now be observed moving about in
the room. It was Rona Fox.

Rona—the bad girl. Did she never
sleep, then?

Curiosity droaw Jess towards the
window. Silent @s & cat, she approached,
staring in interestedly. Rona was there.
Rona was at work on something—and
Jess, for a moment, caught her breath,
because the thing looked g0 astonish-
ingly like one of tho pancls in-Marjorie's
folding screen. A sccond glance, how-

ever, told her that it was not so,
although it was very much like
Marjorie’s.

Tt did not oceur to Jess why Rona
should be working on such a similar
design and making such a similar
sereen. All she saw was a certain
finished part of tho scrcen. It was a
similar part which she, that afternoon,
had spoiled—which Marjorie, so [ar
knew nothing about.

A sudden idea camo fo ber.

_She broke away. Ten yards to her
right was the small arched door which
was only used by O‘praiects during _the
day, and which, course, was_ kept
locked at night. There was_a bell rope
attached to that door, and Jess gave it
a lusty tug. _‘_R‘mg..‘ rmgﬁ‘ ring ! went the
echoes along the: Sixth Form quarters. =

&
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+ She tuﬁged again.

" Then she Weard footsteps on the other
side. . She recognised them at once as
- Rona’s, - Back she doubled to Rona’s
window. With one thrust of her arm
shie flung it up, leaned . through, and
grabbing u% the panel, shot back
towards the Fourth I'orm dormitory.

y the time Rona had somewhat
testily unlocked the door, Jess was
already swarming up the ivy, and, panel
under her arm, crossed.the dormitory,
opened the door,” and padded down the
corridor.to Study No. There, with a

buppy smile, she placed Rona's panel

amcni Marjorie’s “ panels, = Then" she
.H‘ent ack to her bed on the dormitory
oor. :

In ' the morning, Marjorie was sur--

prised by the radiant smile she gave her.
“Marjie, I am 'content again now,”
Jess said. “Yesterday I was so um-
happy that I wanted to go. But not
now—not now, becausze I have put right
the great wrong I did.”
“But, Jess," what great wrong?” Mar-
. jorie asked.
“You shall see,”
“Come to the study.”

Marjorie blinked. But she went down
to the study. Jess readily went to the
carner where the panels were stored.
Trinmphantly and proudly she produced
that which she had taken from Rona’s
room last night. Marjorie gaped.

“Jess, did you do this?”

“Alas, no!” Jess shook her head.
Somewhat apprehensively she produced
the panel she had so ba‘d{v embroidered.
“This nice new Ipictum I got for you,
Marjie, because I did this to yours.”

. “But—" Marjorie stuttered, and
ﬁmpod round as Babs, Janet, Clara,

abs and Jemima Carstairs entered the
room, to stare in horror at one panel
and in amazement at the other.

“Thia I did to yours,” Jess expfained,
“because I so much wanted to help
you, but I have not the trick of work-
g the needle.”

“But—but where,” Marjorie stut-
tered, “did you get the other one?”

“Does that matter?” Jess asked.

“Jess, you must have got it from
somewhere! It—it looks as if some-
body else is working our idea,” Mar-
jorie said. *Jess—"

Then she paused as the door came
open, ns Rona, looking perfectly
furious, stormed into the room.

“Oh!” she said, and stood for a
moment, staring at the panel. “You!”
she ground out. “I had an idea this
was some trick of you kids! Marjorie
Hazcldene, put that panel down—this
moment !”

“But, Rona—"

“Pur it down—or, rather, give it to
me !” Rona stormed. “I suppose this is
why you rang the bell last night—to
trick me out and pinch this?”  She
glared round. “You rotten gang of
conspirators [’ she added bitterly. “ You
awful little thieves! I've a good mind
to report you for this!”

“No report—no ! Jess stepped for-
ward. “l took the panel,” she said.
“And I think you’re horrid to come
calling my Marjie names because of
what I did I” s

“You mean they put you up to it1”
Rona raved.

“Put you up to it no understand!”
Jess said. “Marjie knew nothing.”

“Marjorie,” Rona ground out, “is
behind all your tricks! Don’t tell me
lies! Anyway, you're all in it, and you
can all dashed well take two hundred
lines, - And 1f,” she threatened, *they're
not in by tea-timle ‘this afternoon, I'll

. jolly well report the lot of you, and
‘then see what happens!”

chuckled Jess.

“But look here—"" hooted Clara;

But the door had slammed. Rona,
storming, furious, had gone !

In blank dismay the chums looked at
each other. Marjorie bit her lip.

“We'll never, never get it finished !”
she said despairingly. “Never! To-
morrow- it's .got to be in. We—"

And she gazed aagly at the mutilated

canvas. . “Jel

Jess’ face was working.
"Alwafa I do the wrong thing !’ she
said sadly. *“Always, .when L h
do you harm! Yet it i3 not fair that
you should suffer'for what I have done,”
she added, with a flash of spirit. - “ And
it is not fair that the bad girl should

.take so-beautiful picture away. Marjie,

I go and get it back !”

“No, no!” Marjorie cried. --“ Jess,

please! Oh, my goodness! Wait—wait-

a minute !” she cried despe?ate]y,_and
hopglessls‘v ‘%med ‘at the unfinished -panel
in ‘

again. e could" finish this,”. she
said. = “It will be easy enough-to- take
out Jess’ worlk, But.the time?” she.

added desperately. “What are we to
do_about that?”

Clara -looked mutinous.

“We'll get on with it !” she said.

“But the lines?”

“ Blow the lines! Dash if, if we don’t
do them, we’ll only get them doubled !
The great thing is that we've only one
afternoon to work on the canvas, and
this afternoon it's got to be! I vote
we forget the lines!”

But Babs shook her head.

“And you can bet,” she said, “that
Rona won’t allow us to forget them |
She’ll be popping in every sc often to
see that we're getting on with them.”

“Well,” Clara agreed, “we'll risk
that, too! Bomehow we've %ot to get
that thing finished—we will get it
finished, and blow Rona! But why,”
she added, " staring at Jess, “is she
working 'on the same sort of screen?”

“And using practically the same
design 7”7 Mabel Lynn put in.

Al

elp, I .
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“And exactly
Japet. Jordan
wonder if—" e i

They stared at each other with
startled faces as the suggestion struck
them - all - simultaneously. Babs com-
pressed her lips. :

“That’s it ! she cried. - “That’s why -
Rona. is so jolly anxious to keep us
away from finishing. this!l. Rona’s
doing a screen, too—on the sly! My
hat! ®Don’t you see the idea now?

the same framework 77 .
said. “My hat! I.

‘Suppesing she- can prevent us from
i

finishing * this by to-morrow? Then
along comes artful Rona. She’s got her
own screen! She’ll offer it in place of

ours I
“And if she wins,” Jemima put in
thoughtfully, “she grabs the old

caboodle, what? Nifty scheme, hench-
men! Twenty-five pounds jingling in
Rona’s pocket is better than any old
twenty-five pounds rattling in the
collecting-box  of Marjorie’s father’s
parish—or so Rona thinks! Well, aro
we to follow Spartan Clara’s scheme
and be dashed to the consequences, or
what ?"”

“We'll do it!” Babs said. “But if
only there was some way of keeping her

(Continued on page [4)

WHILE everyone looked on in horror, helpless ' to° rescue Roné Fox "

from the

upper room, Jungle Jess ran forward.

; Her intention
was startl?ngly clear, She was going to climb to the aid of her enemy §&= - 4



YOU‘D think with all the games and
gym and outdoor exercise that
schoolgirls "have “these days, that

they wouldn’t be troubled with ** beauty

problems,”. now wouldn’t you ?

Yet, you still have them, you poor pets.

They're different problems frem the
grown-ups’ ones, of course—and rather
more important too, in your Patricia’s
opinion.

So if any of you think I'm going to start
talking Beauty—all about matching up
lipsticks with mail varnish, or whether
to use gold-dust or violet eye-shadow—
let mo assure you quickly that I'm not.

No, the ** beauty problems® I'm more
concorned with are much more real to
growing schoolgirls whoare anxious always
to look attractive —as wo all are,

@ Three Worries

Over-plumpness can be just as serious
a worry to the schoolgirl as to the older
person, I know.

I would never suggest dieting—but I
don't hesitate to tell you that if you cut
sweets and rich cakes from your weckly
treats, you will honestly be slimmer.

Nothing else would be required—just
cut out sweets and cakes. In a week, I
assure you, you plump ones, you would
be more slender.

Then to help along the good work,
there’s nothing like ten minutes' skipping
in the garden before breakfast.

® Oh, To Be Taller

To girls who sigh and long to be taller,
I'm afraid I can’t give you any Aliee-in-
\Wonderland treatment that will make you
shoot up like a beanstallk over night.
(My fortune would be made if I could,
for many of the wealthiost film stars
would eell their yachts and swimming
pools in order to add inches to their height,
you know !)

But I can help a little,

Sleep, and lots of it, is essential if you
wish to grow taller, for while you are asleep
you grow.

Stretching exercises are excellent, Neck-
stretching, spine-stretching ,arm-strotch-
ing and leg-stretching. Try this stretching
every single morning as you lie in bed.
Streteh and stretch—just like the family
cat does. :

And try it again at ni§_hr. just before
you go- off to sleep. (It's jolly toe-
warming, too, incidentally !)

@ An Ever-Present Problem

Now, finally, for that other, schoolgirl
beauty problem, which is always eropping
up—those wretched pests—>Spots !

First, I must explain that very roughly
-speaking, there are two kinds of ! otse.”?

There are those, mich #s blackheads,
whiteheads and red, bumpy spots, which
suddenly appear on face or back without

_HOURS

THE SCHOOLGIRL

No wonder PATRICIA'S weekly chalter is so popular
with schoolgirls, It 'is gay, helpful and friendly—
written by a delightful young person who understands:
so completely all those things so near and dear to a

schoolgil's heart. i

any warning. These come from within
and are nothing to do with the condition
of the skin itsolf.

Then there is the other varicts which
appears on the surface of the skinin patches
—not singly. Which irritate, and even
come to little ** heads.”

Sinee the first type of *' spots ¥ comes
from within, it is obvious that they must
be cured from within, too, isn’t it ¥ They
show the blood-stream is ont of condition,
so this must be purified.

In these days most schoolgirls know all
about the importance of taking care of the,

it

. tummy—which controls the blood—of

eating plenty of frosh fruit and vegetables,
of a little” * dose” occasionally. (Six
prunes beforc breakfast is ono of the nicest
doses I know.)

With all this knowledge you and mother
between you can soon evolve a little plan
that will make these spots vanish like
magic, now can’t you ?

ut the -second typo is a little more
stubborn, and must be treated with great
care.

The face—or the affected part—must
always be kept serupulously clean, You
should wash in warm water—rain water,
for preference—using & soft face flannel,
or your hands, and a sulphur soap.

Sulphur ointment may be applied to the -

* gpots " at night.  Plenty of water should
be drunk between meals—and hecause
this is cheap, don’t think it isn't a really
excollont trontment, It is. Plonty of
cxercise should also be taken.

Tt was a famous American beauty
specialist who said that a five-mile walk
is more beautifying than five hours spent
in a beauty parlour.

So remembor all this, my pets—and
let’s hope that your beauty problems
will soon be all over.

® Gay Collars

Collars do make such & difference to a
plainish frock, don’t they ? A drab collar
can make a frock look like something that
orphans used to wear, while a pretty one
can turn it into a
drees that a juven-
ile film star would
rejoice in. :

Here are three
very simple and
pretty ideas that
you might like to
copy next time you
think your .dress
needs a new collar.

Tho first is just
o picce of ribbon,
long encugh to fit the neck of your dress'
To this band is sewn loops of ribbon.
Yes, that's all,

Tho second idea is a eircle of material
cut to fit your dress—perhaps you have
an_old collar you could use as o pattern.
The edges are note!
and & brooch is pinned in the-fron, -

and hemmed,

The third collar is made of a square of
material, with a hole cut in . the centre
for the neck. It is alit in the front, and
buttonhole stitch—in a contrasting colour
—ia worked all round the edge. It fastens
with a bow of ribbon to match.

@ For Sewing Experts

You who really enjoy sewing might
like to meke yourselves this very -useful .
sewing apron.

You would requiro a piece of material
measuring 32 inches by 14.

This is gathered on to a band of material
measuring 36 inches
by 5, folded in half,
lengthwise.

A pocket, 14
inches by 9 inches,
is stitched on to
the centre of the
apron and -divided
down the centre
with a row of back-
stitching. You can
trim the top of the pocket and the band
of the apron with running stitches in
coloured embroidery silk.

® New Shoes

Don’t you love new shoes ?

1 adore them. They always make me
feel so good—more even than a new coat
or hat might do.

Last Saturday I bought a new pair at
my favourite shop in the gay and giddy
West End. It took ages.

To begin with, I have rather a small
foot, and secondly, mny heels aroe so narrow
that it is quite difficult to find o shoe that
grips comiortably there,

But at last I tried on a dream pair in
black, made of antelope skin.

Court shoes they were, and, as you
know, these should fit just a 301; better,
if possible, than the tie-up variety.

These seemed perfect—and only just a
tin}lr fraction too big for me around the
heel.

At one time a shop assistant would offor
to have a piece of chamois leather glued
into the heel just to give that extra grip.
But not at this posh ah?_lp—oh no !

“ We will take the heel in—just the
iece, madam,” said the assis&alnt.
“ That

tiniest
* Take it in!” I exclaimed.
sounds like dressmaking ! ”
“ Tt is the same,” the assistant eaid.
“ Nowadays, we can unpick the back seam
of the shoe and make it a little smaller—
just as you would a dress that was too big.”
Isn't that a marvellous idea t It's the
first I had heard of it. Do tell your mother
about it, and see if she knew of it.
Bye-bye now until next Saturday.
Your friend, .



EVERY SATURDAY

describes a jolly go-as-you-please

TH Guy Fawkes’ Day coming on a
Sat: y this year, it should make
a jolly good day for a party.

So see what mother says to the idea,
especially if your birthday is round about
now, ;

l’erha.})a many of you already have
quite a lot of pennies invested in fireworl
.l-]ubs. 8o that bhaf“ ;nta " will remain the
higgest expense of the party.

But these need not be costly, you know
—not if you plan the party in advance.

The first step in planning a Guy Fawkes’
party is to decide how many guests you
can accommodate in your house.

As we‘r(;lhoping it.mv;ill be ﬂuofeo that
you can all go into or quite
To% e W B0 N A teive miete
would not be too many.

You should invite them in good time—
at least a week before the party—either
by letter, by invitation card, or by phone.

MAKING PLANS

Do tell them exactly what time you'll
be expecting them, say that there will be
tea and fireworks. But dom’t fo to
sny that it will add to the fun if they
bring their own as well—for the
more the fireworks, the more the noise
and glee !

Now for some su; ions as to what
to wear and what to have to eat.

Warm clothes are definitely indicated
for a party of this kind, so keep your
flimsy party frock for festivities later on.

Not evergone does, we admit, but they are precious
things, so here are some tips on their care.
" WHEN buying new gloves, be sure to tell the assistant the

take. If you don't know it, then let her measure your
you to clench your fist, and will then try

size you
hand. She will
@ glove across your stretched knuckles,
¥
difficulty in getting into new leat
WHEN you get new gloves home,
starch—into them.

the trying-on.

WOOLLY are much less trouble to buy, but they will
wear out. it’s a bright idea to buy & card of darning wool ing. If they
to match at the time you buy the gloves. on your bands

‘WASHINGghvuuhmehquihamle—piovidingth

re > - )

affair—just the
thing for November 5th! And she has plann:d a
rough time-table of events, too.

your hands are hot and gticky, you'll probably have some
gloves ; but don't let this
persuade you to buy & pair that is too big for you.

ifklo a little bo‘r:cw
powder—or They'll slip on so easily them.
(At many goocil shops, the assistants will dc? this for you before

E

A pretty jersey
and a skirt, a woolly
dress, or just* your
school tunic and
jumper would be
perfect.

But if you should
wear a lighter froek,
don’t forget to have
a cardigan handy to
elip over it, for you'll
be dodging out into
the garden several
times, I expect.

A BUFFET TEA

Ten need not be a
sit-down affair at all.
In fact, it might be
im| le for mother
to rustle together
twelve chairs—even
with the bath-room stool pressed into use
as well! So I suggest a buffet tea for
this high-spirited, do-as-you-please affair.

In setting the table, stack a pile of
twelve plates and arrange twelve cups
and saucers at one end of the table. Lay
twelve knives in a row and bave twelve
paper serviettes ready. (All this is suppos-
ing you have the twelve guests, of course.)

I think sandwiches are always popular
at a tea-party, don’t you?l (And are
much easier to eat when standing up than
bread and jam, say.) Allow four dainty
sandwiches to cach person—filled with
potted mest or fish paste, ercam cheese
and cucumber, tomato, jam, or nut and
honey.

POPULAR TREATS

Then have small cakes—perhaps home-
made—allowing two of these for each
guest. A big fancy cake in the centre of
tho table, some biscuits, sweets, and fruit
would most certainly fill up any hungry
corners and make the table look very
colourful, too. ’

Tea, cocon, or lemonade to drink would
be very popular, I'm sure.

Most of the guests will stand up while
eating, I expect, 8o you, as hostess, will
be kept pretty busy bhanding all the
goodies around. 2

I expect you or mother will say, “ you
must all help yourselves,’” but there are
always shy young people who simply won't
do this. Sothey must be your special care.

Al stk Isde & pariyy il enon this atticle, Pbricli

IFYOU LOVE GLOVES s o

o wash leather gloves unless ** washable ™

soft as new.

paper to dry.

.. FUN  ON . ,
FIREWORKS. DAY!
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Duiing the evening you might like to
round biscuits agamn, or the remains

of the big cake, Or mether might even
bhave prepared a magnificent trifle,
blancmange, or fruit- jelly for this treat.

A PROGRAMME OF EVENTS

And row 1've pre one of my time-
tables for you—which I know youall like,
whether there's a y in the air-or not
—giving you an i of how to plan out
the party, though it ean be veri aceord-
ing to your own family's arrangemoents,
naturally.

Four o'clock.—Guests arrive and are
escorted straight inte the garden to meet
others before removing clothes. Here, all

help with the building of the benfire while
it is still daylight. t please seo that
you ask fatier’u instruetions first, and

carry these out for him if he is not at
home to help—which I hope he will be.
All fireworks should be arranged for the
evening’s fun.

Four-thirty (about)—A game of
“ gtatucs "—with a )diﬁ‘eranw. Yon

don't ask for the prettiest or the daintiest
g_(:e. but tho best * Guy Fawkes' etatue.”’

e girl who wins must have a small
reward, i

Five o'clock.—Indoors to wash hands
and take off coats. Then tea. This will
be a jolly affair and last about three-

rters of an hour, I expect.

Six o’clock.—A competition game—the
prizes being the honour of letting off some
of the fireworks.

Six-thirty.—Into your coats again and
out to the garden. Here the “ Burning
of the Guy “—supervised by father, who'll
love it. Then the setting off of any spare
fireworks and the dancing round the guy.
This will take ebout an hour. -

Seven-thirty.—Indoors again, and then
the supper treat should be handed round
and something to drink offered.

Eight o'clock.—Games, dancing, and
general good times until fine—when I
m it's about time for the guesis to go

P.8.—This is a party the family dog
will NOT enjoy—even if he is given some
chocolate biseunits. So do please remember
to put him in his bed and tuck this in
the quietest room. Otherwise he'll be
frantic, poor pet, at all the cracks and
bangs.

cesssssssmssssmssssssassetessessRas T Eare ey

But Plea.se don’t attempt
or ' lavable " (in

French gloves) is printed inside—or unless they are chamois
leather, which we-all know washes as easily as silk,

&
A LATHER of soapy water——on]i,' just warm—should be
prepared for glove-washing., The glov
the hands, and should be washed gently,
waghing your hands.
ringed in soapy water.
added. This makes certain that, when dry, they are as

es should be placed on
just as if you were
All leather varieties ashould also be

A teaspoonful of glycerine can be

DON'T peg out woolly gloves. Lay them fiat on a towel or

LEATHER ofes should be pufied into to blow out the fingers
to shape. These should dry ee flat as possible, too.

BROWN leather ones we%; for ages and need very liglie c{gan,-
grubby or stained, he glovea
mse‘ahming' yﬂmn with & ﬁwm&mm furniture
polish.  Stains can be removed with a
amﬁgmthihdm—andpﬂdednpw

of

of benzine or petrol—

\ o



¢ “Jungle Jess Comes l; Cliff House!”

(Continued from page [1)

fron]a" coming along and catching us
out
Jess looked at her curiously, But
ess, st that moment, said nothing.
Her face. ‘however, was rather thought-
ful when breakfast bell rang and they
all went out Tla. It was still more
thoughtful in class that morning. And
immediately after dinner, when the
chums Entheud in Stnd'g No. T for the

reat effort, Jess, instead of -
:sng them; went along to Rona giox'g
study. There, quietly; she .opened the
door, let herself -in, -closed  the:. door
again and pocketed the key. Rona,
‘Hearing a movement, glared round.

“Youl” she exclaimed. :
|. “Me1” Jess said. “Aithough I like
not the ‘idea, I am going to stop with
you this afternoon!” And easily she
seated herself en the back of the arm-

chair; thoughtfully she he‘l‘ped. herself

* to one of Rona's apples. “This I am
doing because my Marjie and her
friends are working hard, and I do not
want you to disturb them!”

Rona glared. ] ;

“Why, you cheeky little wretch!”

“Wretch word no understand !” Jess
said, contentedly munching. *“Do what
you want to do,” she added kindly., “I
watch.”

Rona breathed hard.

“Will you get out of this room?”

“Some time |” Jess replied.

“If you don't get out, I'll throw you
out!”

Jess stood up.

“I do mot want to_fight you!l” she
said seriously. *Marjie say nice girls

do mnot fight. If you try to throw me
out, I shall fight, though, for I am
strong and I can beat you very easily |
Rona blinked at her. It dawned upon
her then that Jess, despite the
difference in their ages and their size,
was_probably right.

“Well, if you don’t get out, I'll
shout I’ she raved.

“Not good shouting,” Jess retorted
calmly, “for then the girls think you
are afraid of me!”

Rona gritted her teeth. That, also,
was_true. She caught up an apple.

¢ “Tll give'you three seconds to un-
lock that door and get out !” she raved.

“1 stop!” Jess. retorted.

LU One‘_"] 2
The jungle girl went on contentedly
munching.

“Two. Are you going?”

“No!” Jess answered doggedly.
“Three  Well, are you going?”

Rona roared.
- “After tea!” Jess assented.
' Rona gave a furious gesture. Then—
up came the apple. Straight as a_die
it whizzed for the jungle fxrl but Jess,
with a shrug, just ducked. The apple
flew on; there was a crash as it hit the
window and disappeared through it,
followed by a cry from outside. na,
her face suddenly white, rushed to the
window and threw it up.

And_then she almost fainted as she
saw, in the quadrangle below, Miss
Bullivant—NMiss Bullivant, her pince-
nez broken on the ground, furiously
rubbing her head

The missile, apparently, had gone
astray with the worst of results!

—

. . r -

Mystery of Marjorie’s Masterpiece

; MIGHT have been
stunned ! I might
have been seriously
- hurt! In fact,”
Miss Bwllivant said,
’ bristling with anger, “I am
most .geriously hurt " She glared at
Rona. 8he glared at Jess, who, the

'

key of the door in her hand, had just
let the mistress into the study. “What
is—is the meaning of this horseplay "

Rona shook her head.

“I am sorry, Miss Bullivant, but I am
afraid the missile intended for me
hit- you by mistake! This girl "—she
pointed at Jess—“came into my room
and Jocked the door. I ordered her out.

She refused to go. I tried to take the -

key from her, and she flung ‘an apple at
m?r which missed;” E :
ess’ eyes opened wide.

“ But ly!:'lidn't 1" she cried. .
. “The girl,” Rona went smoothly on,
“as you see, is an utter little savage,
Miss Bullivant—not fit to be in a decent
school 1” ;

“But that bad girl threw the apple !”
Jess indignantly protested.’

“Please,” Miss Bullivant rapped, “do
not tell stories,. Jess! You do mnot
suggest, surely, that Rona would smash
er own window? If another girl
assaulted ‘a ptefect in this way she
would be immediately expelled! You
will come with me to the headmistress !”

“But—" Jess cried indignantly.

“And not another word, girl!
Come |”

Rona grinned. Jess, a sulky look on
her face, went out. To Miss Primrose’s
study Miss Bullivant led the way, but
Miss Primrose, they learned, was at her
private house. Thither they went, to be
received by a rather weary-looking
headmistress in her drawing-room. Her
face was grave when she heard the
latsat details of Jess' supposed esca-
pade.

“I am sorry, Jess, but this time I
must punish you,” she said. “My dear,
do not protest! It is obvious that until
you have learned a lesson you are not
altogether suited to mix with the other
girls in the school.”

“ But, Misgc Primrose—" :

. ““And so,” Miss Primrose went on, “I
propose, for twenty-four hours, to
separate you from your fellows. You
will stay here, in my private house,
having intercourse with no one. Rona,
since you are off duty” this afternoon,
you can take care of the girl. I will
see that you are relieved by another
prefect after tea.”

Rona’s face fell as she thought of
Babs & Co.

“Jess,” continued Miss Primrose,
“you may have the run of the garden
and of the house, and a room will be
prepared for you to sleep in. But you
are not to move beyond the ferices.”

Rona scowled. Jess smiled a little.
She understood that, and understood
that if she was a prisoner, Rona was,
too, for the time being. Would Mar-
jorie and her friends get through in
time?

Marjorie and the.chums were at that
Er\}om:nt working like Trojans in Study
aNO. .

Three o’clock came—four o’clock. By
that time the serecen was nearly done.
Another half an hour, and Marjorie
looked up with a rosy face as she put
in the last stitch.

“Done {” she eried jubilantly. “Done!
Babs, put it up! Let's have a look at
it IJJ

The screen on the settee was reared
up. The chums, gazing at it, glowed.
“ Really, it was a work of art. And, in
spite of all Rona's efforts, it was
finished now—ready to be despatched to
Courtfield Hall to-morrow.

“And, I say,” Babs suddenly chortled,
“have you moticed anything? Rona's

not beensin }”
“0Oh, my hat, no! Wonder what's
In the

ha’FEe'an to her?”
ey stared at each other.
excitement of finishing their task they

¥

outwitted the prefect.

THe ScHOOLGIRL

had l'o:t']gott-en all about Rona. Marjorie
frowned. -

“And Jess,” she added, with a touch
of apprehension.” “What has .lmprencd
to her? We haven't seen her all the
afternoon, -either! goodness |
wonder if the_little chump’s got some-
thing to do .with Rona—".

She never finished the sentence. For,
at that moment, there came a clump on

‘the door. It was Rona’s own fierce face

—Rona, just relieved by Miss Primrose,
who glared in. ¥
“Have you kids—" ghe began spite-
fully, and then her, eyes fell upon the
completed screen, raised, as if for her
benéefit, 'in front of the door. And sud-
dently her attention’switched from the
chums. For a moment 8 wild, jealous
light flamed in her eyes, to be followed
by a bitter sneer on her face. Then she

turned.

“8o 1" she said. .“That's it, is it? You
put your jungle friend up to keep me
oocugied while you finished this? And
you haven’t done your lines, of course #”

“Ahem! Sorry, Rona,” Babs mur-
mured.

“Then consider them doubled 1” Rona
snapped. “Marjorie, Miss Primrose
wants you in her study !”

And slam ! went the door as, quiver-
ing, she went out. But the chums only
grinned. Four hundred lines, after all,
was a cheap price to pay fog having
Tarjorie’s face,
became overshadowed.

! What did she mean
by saying we put Jess up to detain her?
Has that imp been up to her tricks
again?”

They shook their heads, a little un-
easy now. Jess, obviously, had some-
thing to do with the marvellous non-
intervention of Rona into their labours.

“Perhaps,” Babs said hesitantly,
“that’s what Miss Primrose wants tg
see you about.”

Marjorie nodded. She went out, glad
that the work was done, but filled with a
new foreboding concerning her jungle
friend. She reached Miss Primrose, to
find that good lady looking rather stern
and serious. In a very few minutes she
was in possession of all the facts—at
least, the facts that Miss Primrose
knew.

“But—but, I'm sure, Miss Primrose,
that Jess wouldn't do a thing like
that ! she cried.

“In a girl of that nature,” Miss
Primrose replied, “one cannot be surc
of anything, Marjorio! I am beginning
most seriously to regret ever having
allowed her to come here. I only hope
that she will benefit from this lesson.
Meantime, my dear, at her earnest
pleading, I have decided to stretch one
small point—but one only. You may

o over to my house and see her.
eturn in ten minutes.”

“Yes. Thank you, Miss Primrose!”
Marjorie gulped.

¥ And—oh, Marjorie, what about the
sereen?! You know, of course, it has to
be despatched to-morrow ?* —

“It 1s finished,” Marjorie said, and
felt a grateful glow towards Jess, who
had made that great sacrifice in order
that it should be finished.

“Thank you. I will sce it presently.
You may go now, Marjorie.”

And Marjorie, apprehensively, went,
almost running to the Head’s house, ta
be greeted by a shriek of joy from a
barefooted Jess, who came clambering
down from the apple-tree in Miss Prim-
rose’s garden. citedly she capered
up to her. 2 ‘

“Marjie!” she screamed in delight,
and thréw her arms around her.

Marjorie smiled faintly., = °

“Jess,” she said, “tell me what hap-
pened ?”

however,
(13 0
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EVERY SATURDAY
And Jess, her face shadowing, told

her.

“But I didn’t do it,” she said indig-
nantly. “Bad girl threw the apple and
blamed me! But it does not matter,”
. she added softly. “Here I am happy
and content, and do not bring more
trouble on you. Here I may walk about
with no nasty shoes and horrid stock-
ings, and, as you see, I have trecs and
grass:  Marjie, did “you finish the
colour pieture ?”

“¥Yes, rather!”

“Then,” Jess said simply, “what
could be more lovely? You are happf;
I'am happy; and if they will just let
me see you and Kullo, shall never,
never want to go back into the school !
Do not worry, my Marjic.”
. Marjorie_went back, happy and re-
lieved. Perhaps, she ‘réig
punishment had been just as well
There, at least, she was out of danger;
there, at least, she could not possibly
get into trouble—or so she thought.
But even of that Marjorie took a second
consideration when, getting up in the
middle of the night to get a drink of
water, she happened to glance through
the window, and saw, in the bright
moonlight, a dark figure sneaking
across the grounds into the Head's
garden, and saw it swing into a bed-
room window. Jess—of course. But
where had she been?

Marjorie sighed.  Doors, windows,
even walls, it seemed, would not hold
that young sprite. Probably she had
only been to see Kullo; but, thank good-
ness, she had not been spotted by any-
ono else | ¢

Morning came—the morning on which
the work of art was to be sent to the
exhibition hall. All last evening the
folding screcn had been on view in Big
Hall, applauded and admired by the
whole school

Half of the Forms in the school had
-already made their own exhibits, which
were to form part of the stand’s con-
tents at the exhibition, and were
only waiting for Miss Primrose to
tell them to hand them in.

Excitedly Marjoric & Co. dressed.
For one last look, at their sereen, they
galloped in a body downstairs. And
then there was consternation.

For of the folding sereen there was no
sign |
“Well, Prinuny must have moved it,”
Babs opined. “Tough luck! I rather
wanted to take a snap of it before it
went. Anyway, let’s go and ask
Primmy if it’s available.’

“Come on,” Clara said.

But Miss Primrose, when they asked
her, looked blank. 2

“I have certainly given no order
with regard to the removal of the
screen,” she said. ““You are sure that
it has gone 7”

“Then—somebody else must have
taken it1” Marjorie faltered. “Oh
dear! We'll make inquiries, Miss
Primrose.” A

And inquiries they did make through-
out the school. Everybody, last night,

had seen tho screen; but nobody had
moved it. If it was the work of a
practical joker, the object of the joke
was obscure.
been stolen by burglars, for many other
valuable things had been in the screen’s
vicinity, and they remained untouched.
Miss Primrose, when the loss was
teported to her by the consternated
searchers, looked stern.

“It must be in_ the school,” she said,
“Bome foolish girl, with a misgnided
sense of h%ueur,_,m playing a joke, I
E)reeume. . Well, it must be found—and
aundrgulckl{'f 1f the exhibits do not
. reach tho hall by midday, our entry is

T

ected, Jess™

Obviously, it had not.

cancelled. T will make inguiries my-
& -ll

Miss Primrose did so, still without
result. Marjorie was looking distress-
ingly white then. Babs & Co., puzzled,
anxious, were beginning to feel that the
worst of disasters had happened. At
assembly, Miss Primrose made a stern
announcement, calling upon the prac-
tical joker to give up the screen. Still
no reply.

The school buzzed. What had hap-
pened to the exhibit?

Then another surprise came.

This time it was connecied with Rona
Fox. For Rona, it was said, rather
than see Cliff House miss the chance of
earning a prize I the exhibition, had

“offered a very similar screen of her own

which she had' made, Rona carefully
explaining that, inspired by Marjorie’s
design, she had copied it in its main
details to present to an aunt of hers.

“Aunt!” Clara - snorted furiously.
““Aunt my foot! This is what she’s
been waiting for! And—yes, if you
ask me, she knows sométhing about our
screen ! It's she who hid it, just to get
her own on viéw! .I vote we tell
Primmy " ;

“And how,” Babs asked, “are we

oing to prove anything if we do tell

riminy ¥’ . 3
" Af that Clara fell n_mtiuous]j silent.

Apprehensively they awaited develop-
ments. They learned, with some satis-
faction, that Miss Primrose was still in-
tent upon the original screen being
found, however. Just bhefore classes she
addressed the school again.

“IRona,” she said, “has been kind
enough to offer us her. work as a sub-
stitute_for the canvas screen which
Marjorie and her friend: have com-
pleted. While thanking Rona for her
generosity, I am, at the same time,
reluctant to accept her offer, while I
feel that the original screen is hidden
somewhere in the school—" |

Clara cheered. -

“Therefore,” Miss- Primrose went on,
“T am authorising you all now to make
a thorough and compleie search for it.
To that end I am excusing everyone,
except the Second Form, from first
period of morning lessons. Every girl
in the school will take part in this
search, and if it is not found by mid-
day, then we must accept Rona’s offer.
You will hunt over the school from
attic to roof—"

There was a gasp at that. Babs
glowed. But Rona, listening, suddenly
turned pale. Anybody watching her
then ‘might have wondered at that ner-
vous twitch of her lips. Before the
meeting was finished, she disappeared
from the hall.

Her face was white with fear.

She_hurried along the corridor. Up
the stairs she climbed. Finally she
came to the attics, and, opening a door,
went in, locking tho door behind her.
Unnoticed by her in her excitement, the
key dropped out of the lock, falling into
a crack in the floor.

She looked around. The attic, one of
the largest at CLff Honse, was littered
with oddments—mainly soft furnishings
which had been stored here until they
could be sorted. On .top of a pile of
lace curtains which had previously
adorned the window of Miss Bullivant's
redecorated study, lay four panels, their
worked faces placed face together, and
the whola secured by a picce of strong
string, Rona gritted her teeth.

1‘;1 must destroy them!” she told her-
seli.

Her eyes travelled to the fireplace. Tt
was a large one, built on the floor.
Downstairs she heard the mutters and-
the rustles as the meeting broke up.

- slhie

* that pieces of them,

By Hilda Richards 5

Feverishly sho seized a newspaper,
caught up several old cricket stumps,
and built the foundations of a fire.
Then, from her pocket, she produced
a box of matches.
With a scared glance towards the dopr
It; with trembling fingers
struck a match, .

There was a splutter, a hiss. The
match, as if damp, fizzled for a second,
then burst into. flame. Rona put the
match to the fire, which flared up,
never noticing that the curtains which
covered the window were now ablaze.
For the match, a double-headed one,
had parted on contact with the tinder
paper, and one head had flown straight
to those curtains. :

The fire blazed. ‘

The wood was crackling now.  The
room was full of smoke. -Btill feverish,
frantic, Ronaz did not observe that the
curtains behind- her were fully alight;
b burning away, were
falling on Miss Bullivant’s curtains
under them, -She caught the tied-up
screen; with a. gesture of desperatien
she threw it on the fire, and breathed in
relief as, almost instantly, the canvas
frames -burst ‘into flame. y

“Done you!” she muttered. “Done
you, Marjorie Hazeldene! That's good-
bye to your screen! Now—now we’ll
see whose design is to be shown at the
exhibition | :

She watched, until she suddenly be-
camo aware of sharp heat on the back
of her neck. : i

She spun round, and then started
back, her eyes distorted with horror.
Beneath the window, roaring furiously,
the curtains were going up in' great
flames. She had set the attic alight!

. For one_momen{ Rona stood, quiver-
ing and transfixed. Tn that monient she
saw that the room wad doomed. Near
the window were wooden cases; near
the cases were several oddments; old
brooms and brushes, a_ few battered
drawers from repaired desks, a black-
board eascl. Once that lot caught alight
it—

She gave a cry. She rushed to the
door; feverishly seized the handle,

And then her heart seemed to dro
into an icy abyss. For the door, lcu:kec],J
and its key gone, would net move !

Her Enemy to Thank !

“ IRE! Fire!

F “ Look |

“The
ablaze ”

Cliff House, scared, won-
dering anmousl{. called
from its hunt in the school by the fire
alarm, was gathered in the quad.

The rolls at that moment were being
called. While watching the blazing
attic, girls were mechanically answering
their names.

Rather scared, rather thrilled, they
watched. How, or by whom, that fire
had been started, no one knew; and
though it seemed to be confined only to
one attie, the situation was serious
Already the village fire brigade had
been summoned, but minutes must
elapse before its arrival. In the mean-
time, the school was helpless.

For their ladder would reach only
half up the ivy-clad wall

Miss Primrose, fluttering to and fro
anxiously, was calling for results of the
roll call: . i

*Second—present,”
ported. 3 H = :

“Lower Third-—present,” Miss Bubli-
va{ujt mpoThird P e el .

pper- prasent was announced.«
Miss Charmant, with a‘sigh of relief..

Fire 1”
Look. !!l
attic’s

Miss ! Grey' “re-

.
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16 % Jungle Jess Comes to Cliff House!” THE SCHOOLGIRL
reported the Fourth as all present.  “U-oh!” Marjorie suddenly said, end did not destroy Marjie’s screen. The
Lower Fifth were present, to0; 0 was slumped on the ground. screen you burnt was your own.” And
the Upper Fiftn, But when Miss Prim-  Tense, breathless, the school watched, .while everybody blinked, she chickled
rose called Dulcia Fairbrother—— thrilled at the sight, but sick with a little. Last night,” she said, “I

“Rona Fox is sbsent |” gaid the horror at what x;);ght. be the result. was out. I saw you take Marjie's
head girl. Y Jungle Jess advanced. Now: she was at screen into the attio. When you 'La.d

‘At the same time Babs pointed a the window-sill. They saw her tug— gone 1 took your screen and put it in’
quivering _finger towards tbe blazing then, lo!—she was pu ling Rona out of 1ts place, knowingl that you meant

&

window of the aftic. . - the window. She was hoisting her on harm to Marjie. rjie, if you to
“Look1” she shrilled her shoulder. And she was clambering Rona’s study you will find it &noe:e.
Everybody looked. Then a great gasp down. . Look! Bad girl has fainted againl”

of horror went through the ranks of Clif  She could never do it—never! “Bad girl ” had, just as the fire-

House. For, plainly in the framework Hand over hand—any moment they engine from Friardale Village clanged
of flame, a white, desperate face had expected to see her fall But no! By into the gates. But Rona was not the
a rod—the face of Rona Fox. = miracle it seemed she ciung on, and only one. For at that moment Jess
\’?Rg?y she gazed down at them for a more slowlg, more cautiously she heeled over, swayed, the pain of her
moment. er lips opened to voice descended, the unconscious girl over her burns at last overcoming her.
words which did not reach them. Then shoulder. And now they saw that hali  “Jess!” Marjorie cried. “ Jess—"
suddenly across the smouldering will she her hair was singed, that her own  “Marjie, I go to sleepl” Jess mur-
slumped. < . clothes were burned. mured, before, with a sigh, she
“(fh, my hat] She’s fainted!” cried  Back, back! She had passed the fifth- collapsed. “I am so happy I get your
Clara. - floor. Now the fourth. Now the third. colour picture!”

“Rescue her! Quick!” Hurrah! She was out of danger!
“PBut how? e haven't got 8  Half the school rushed forward. AFD LaTER when the fire was extin-
ladder 1" And then—then she dropped, and she ished, happily not having

Simultaneously half a dozen girls had was among them, blackened, burned, epread too far, an excursion was made
purst forward. But even as they ran, singed, but happy and whole. Gently to Rona’s stuciy, and there, as Jungle
they realised that rescue was 1mpos- ghe lowered her rescued girl on the Jess had said, was Marjorie's screen
gible. The attic, on the very top of the ground, and then turned to Marjorie, which she had saved. Great the jubila-
géhool buildinf, was utterly inaccessible now recovered, running towards her.  tion then. And greater still, later,
without a ladder. . “Nasty il 1” she said, a little when at the exhibition, that screen won
“Dulcia, send the prefects into the faintly. “Marjie, I did not want to the twenty-five pounds. Io good
school I’ cried Miss Primrose. “Try save her, but I knew you would like me humoar they took the bus to Courtfield
to reach her!” to, and so 1 did! ’LOOR- she opens her Hospital, where both Jungle Jess and
Dulcia nodded. She and half a dozen eygs; she speaks!” Rona, in bed side by side, were recover-
prefects, accompanied by three of the Jess !”edgn.sped Rona. *Jess, you— ing. Jess smiled.
mistresses bolted pell-mell into Big you resciu me 1” - “If 1 have done you one good turn,
Hall. Trembling and anxious, the “For Marjie's sakel” Jess replied I am happy,” she said. ‘“For now,
school waited, looking at that uncon- '“2%3.- ) & Marjie, your English doctor say 1 must
scious figure slumped across the sill. 'or “Mnr orie?” Mona shook her leave you for a time to get better. But
Then, on the fourth foor, a window head. “And—and after what I have I am {m py. too, becanse of something
was pushed open. A billow of smoke done to Marjorie!” she muttered. else "—she smiled at Rona—* bad girl
came out with it. Dulcia’s face, white Jess, do you know why 1 went up and I friends,” she said simply.

and tense, peered down at them. there? No; I must tell you—I must “Friends!” Marjorie cried.
«Miss Primrose, we—we can’t do st— tell you allt I we‘nt.tgxere because last  “Friends!” Rona said quietly.
the atairs are alight 1” night I stole Marjorie’s screen. I got “Jess saved m life. She taught me
frightened this morning when iss that in the end scheming doesn’t pay!

“Then come down!” Miss Primrose primrose suggested the search. I went Marjorie—J £
cried, andwnlmost sobbed, AQl:ickltge—— t desteay ifiy i " ol m::;‘;" Cnneii;b:\trle]r {%rgizga'mail‘" il
el Weowe et 42 i’ Vioimdseel uy wked SO Bt e, pet” hedcy
garden of her own, house, a.g?'ure“eame “I'm ifl:y. It—it has been burned I” ::Fc{led i SEE S R O,
running. Jess!” she cried. Jess,  There was a deep silence. Miss Prim- _ “Forgive word no  understand!

where are you going " rose bit her lip, ut Jess laughed.
A lip. B ghe Understand ly love. I 1
:-ge,“—;' 3 .'h"Tked- ‘ﬁ?.'”“e-t 3 “Bad girl listen1” she said. Mar}"ie i aheo:dfled 5‘i:1 ly. e g
t's the jungle girl!” went up & “Marjie, you listen, too. Bad girl, you END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

shout from the whole school.

And Jess it was. _Jess, her face
earnest. Neither to right nor left did
che look. Straight for the school wall
che ran. Miss Primrose tried to head
her off, but Jess slipped under her out-
stretched arms. Then she bad reached
the wall

“Qh, look, look!” almost sobbed

Babs.
The school was jooking, tensely,
apprehensively, holding its breath. Bl | f,
Look at Jess! Oh, look at her! Now [ Wil Reel\E%!
che had caught the ivy, was climbing, [\ 3
climbing! The skill of it, the daring
of it, the braveness of it!

5 ~

Up, up—just like a monkey! Lf 3 {

Fascinated eyes watched the jungle S |
girl, sure-footed. safe Now she had 3
reached the first floor, now the second. )gr E‘b’z &)ﬂ l

nicker than a cat she climbed, her L ¢ (
black hair glinting against the green
ivy, her strong hands seeking hand- -

?ﬂdﬂ?if:grﬂbaog }:lcgg. &No? 'll‘:;:l wnl?1 at . Tremendous excitement at Cliff House School. A famous film
o reg,t 2 Looek l:ge “.m:}:{f company to *‘ shoot ’ part of their latest production on the school
fhg—ud than & o dtawn Ya—ehah premises ; some of the girls to play crowd parts ; fun and thrills
50, hurrah!” came from the crowd as for everyone ! But for ambitious, super-confident Diana Royston-
she found firm hold again, Clarke it means more than that. Diana fondly imagines that she
Look, she had reached the fifth floor | will be given the juvenile lead in the film. And when she isn't ;
ﬁn involuntary cheer bll':ike ouNt. when someone else, belonging to the film company, gets that ____
butggeu‘!:ﬂougndm-bean ;:me:tl: ab redOdeu,: coveted role—well, Diana becomes the same old Firebrand,
“the Jungle, who had lived in s reckless, ruthless, vengeful, |:idin'g roughshod over everyone in
ob Taountein wopes, could h“t‘ee“m it order to achieve her heart's desire, and yet, every now and
2ho, no one! Now watch herl then, lapsing into that strange noble streak which is the redeem-
Nearer, nearer  she was approaching ing part of her character. Don’t miss this wonderful Hilda

that vital window. chards story, featuring Babs & Co. It appears next week.
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Our Thrilling and Intriguing Adventure Story.

\

FOR NEW READERS.

HILDA FARREL; with her chums BERYL
LORIMER and JUDY BROUGH, and
her clever dog MARCUS, go to Hawsley
Manor for a holiday as paytng-fues A
The manor is owned by the father of
LAVENDER MORTIMER, with whom
the girls become friendly, and is the
M ers’ means of livelihood. A strange

woman is ** haunting "’ the house, using

seeret, passages, in one of which the girls
find a paper referring to hidden treasure.

A woman detcctive, THELMA HARK-

NESS, arrives to_solve the mystery.

During a game of ¢ a tly

figure ag)pmrs. Hilda rushes to trap it,

t er chums to keep everyone else

in“the room |

(Now read on.)

Clever Explanations!

ILDA FARREL raced across the
dark hall to the doorway in
.which the ghostly phantom o

the Cavalier still showed.
Behind her, Judy and Beryl were
inside the drawing-room, pretending to
tug at the door, with the sole object o
making believe it was locked, and so
preventing the paying-guests from seeing
the “ghost.” Tor if they did they might

be driven in terror from the house.
Hilda did not believe in ghosts, and
the mere fact that a mystery woman was

known to be prowling the old manor 8s

house was proof enough that the seem-
nrn apparition was nothing but a clever
ake.

By speed she hoped to reach the spot
before the artful contrivance could be
made to disappear.

And she was running so flectly that
she would have succeeded but for a
collision in the dark.

All at once Hilda bumped into
someone, and, staggering back, can-
noned into a piece.of furniture.

“VYou little stupid!” muttered the
voice of Thelma Harkness; the woman
detective. “Why didn’t you keep
<lear?”

Hilda, recovering herself, saw that
the ihostly apparition had vanished,
but the sound of hammering on a door
came from the same direction.

“Open this door!” snapped ‘Thelma
Harkness. :

the

1iilda
handle.

“The door's not locked!” she ex-
claimed.

She_pushed it wide, but the woman
detective brushed her aside and snapped
the light switch. But no light came,
and, imstead, she raked the darkness
with her et torch.

he room was one facing_east, and,

T
used for ,bunkfuunf. of medium  size.
There was no sign-of anyone in,it, how-

ran to it and tried

§f Harkness.

ever, nor of the furniture having been
disturbed.

“Raffled again!” exclaimed Thelma
“But if you had been less
stupid, you little ninp—"

_ “You mean if you hadn’t bumped
into me!” said Hilda hotly, “I was

¢ nearly there—"" i
“Y° bumping into you!” said the
woman detective indignantly. “Why, I

had almost reached the doorl”

The hall light blazed on at that
mofnent, and iavender‘s father came
hurrying forward in alarm, dressed still
the butler, a role he intended to
maintain as long as there was no real
butler to serve the guests.

“Good gracious ! What ever is hap-
pening, Miss Harkness?” he asked, with

ELIZABETH
CHESTER

“What is all this 1" asked Mr.
Bates testily. “ was ham-
mering at the door? And—good
gracious !—is that Miss Harkness
in the cloak?” /

The woman detective was
wearing the hooded cloak which
ghe used when %xplo:ing the
gecret passages; but she very
quichl{u;“ph_ined it away with-
out giving a hint as to why sha really
wore it, for the Bates family did not
know that she was a detective.

“It is my kit for the charade,” she
said artfully.

“But what happened?” asked Mrs.
Bates nervously. =

“Qomething pretty queer,” frowned
Miranda, “judging by the odd way
Hilda behaved, almost as though she
had seen a ghost | .

An ominous silenco fell, for, although
Miranda had spoken lightly, she had hit
the nail on the head so unexpeciedly
that the girls did not know what to say.
But Hilda, realising that silence was
more cinister than any words, gave a
jerky laugh. .

“Vou're too good at guessing. You

THE CHUMS HAVE A RIVAL IN THEIR SEARCH
FOR THE SECRET OF THE OLD MILL—AND ONE
WHO NEVER REVEALS HERSELF!

concern.  “Please do not make such a
disturbance !”

The detective turned,

“3omeone was in this room faking an
dpparition,” she said. “I shonld have
solved the mystery but for the inter-
ference of this girl!”

“Yes; and I should have done so but
for your bumping into me!” retorted
Hilda. “Now the mystery woman has
got away again.”

The drawing-room door was open now,
Judy and Beryl having been unable to
keep up the pretence for long.

In a chattering, - excited group, Mr.
and Mrs Bates, Miranda, their
daughter, and Judy and Beryl hurried
forward, there was mno ible
chance of keeping from them the fach
'that. something most
pened, 3

unusual had hap-

guess the first syllable, and practically
the second, too—practically—"

Mrs. Bates let out a gasp.

“Well, really, was that the seconil
syllable of the charade?”

“You gave us all quite a start!” re-
proached Mr. Bates beavily, “ Besides,
one syllable should mot be.acted until
you have left the room after the first.”

“0Of course!” cat in Miss Harkness.
“7 warned you of that!”

She had not done so, of course; but
the remark and tone helped to carry oft
a difficult situation. _

“But the hammering——"" murmured
Mrs. Bates. - £ : i

Ancther slight, pasuse_ensued, whilo

Hilda, Beryl, Judy, and - the detective
exchanged questioni! T
“QOh, that,” said a—* that——"

* «gyilable No. 2,” nodded Miss Hark-
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ness. *I think it had better be enacted
again, girls.”

Hilda and her chums were only too
glad of the resgit.e.

“QOh, rather|” said -Beryl.

“That'll be the best thing for every-

one,”” agreed J eagerly.

Mira_ﬂgn still Ilolgﬁed a little perplexed
and faintly suspicious; but Mr. an Mrs.
Bates, relieved to know that something
was not seriously amiss in the house,
returned to the drawing-room.
might have ended well had not the
sound of a deep-throated bark come to
Lhelé ears from somewhere quite close at

and. i

“The dog!” said Mr. Bates. 2

_“Ah, we might have guessed it!" said
his wife. “That wretched dog !”

Hilda swung round, comfpletely be-
wildered; for she hads left her pet
Marcus in her bed-room, yet his bark
came distinctly from the morning-room.

She ran to the door, the detective ab
her side. Together they hurled the door
open and looked into the room. There
was no sign of Marcus, but his barking
continued, nevertheless—from behind the
panelling. =
*  Once again Marcus had found the
secret way down to the lower floor
known only to himgelf

The Deteclive is Annoyed!
OW on earth does he do
it7” said Hilda worriedly.
“Marcus, quiet I”

“Leave him. Hell get
back,” said Thelma Harkness, taking
Hilda’s arm. “We shall arouse sus-
picion if we stay.”

Turning back to the others, she gave
& short laugh. :

“The dog, as usual,” she said.

“Why, Marcus was upstairs!” said
Beryl, who never knew when silence was
golden. “How queer!” i

“He can walk down,” said Hilda.

“But the door was closed,” pointed
out Beryl.

Judy nudged her at that point, and
Beryl, with an understanding “Oh!”
shut up at last.

«T should be pleased if the dog were
kept in a room upstairs!” said Mr.
Bates testily. “I hope there will be no

{3

more alarms, and I sincerely hope that

he keeps quiet in the night! If my wife
hears sounds in the night she is likely to
be alarmed |

“J ghall start thinking of
ghivered Miranda.

“Well, don’t,” eaid Hilda. “Count

Vghostl ”

Your Editor's address 1s:—
The SCHOOLGIRL Office, Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

%! a notable film com

Y DEAR READERS,—News of
Claudine in! Claudine, I
should explrin for the benefit

of new readers, is my niece, & very
¢ s well-intentioned, but
occasionally misguided young lady.
_ The other day Claudine and I went
&dipg. As Claslﬂino was in
ginner stage, was given & nice,
docile, well-behaved horaeg:rhich would
give no trouble ; but being Claudine,
she steadfastly refused to accept the
animal. No. She wanted my mount.
1 demurred, pointing out that mnot
only was my horse rather high-
spirited, but that 1 had got used toit,
horse had got used to me, and—
well, Claudine hadn’t had many
lessons yet, had she ?

But ing with my determined
young miece 18 like arguing with a
moving staircase. Claudine got her
own way. She mounted my horse
and away she went—literally! The
horse, scnsing she was a stranger,
promptly bolted. Claudine vanished
from view. And we came upon her
balf & mile down the lane, sprawlin
in the grass, while the horse graze
placidly near by !

Unhurt and smilinq wryly, Claudine
got to her feet., “I'm going to ride
the bourider back to the stables,” she
declared. And before we could sto)
her she’d remounted and set off.
And the amazing and praiseworthy

thing is, she did ride him back,
pagl?tmf:g'mm f a very

u of a
good horsewoman !

on to the
week’s Cli

s %

And now let me
exciting subject og next
House story. The title

the company, and Diana assumes that

“THE FIREBRAND'S BID FOR
FILM FA »

¥
and I'm sure you'll all.be delighted
and intrigued to know that tem.
stuous, self-willed Diana Royston-
arke is once again well in the lime-
light. - :
What excitement at the famous
school when it becomes known that
y are to use
Cliff House as the * background ” to
one of their biﬁ l:roduntions. Every-
body is thri ‘beyond measure,
Babs, Bessie, Clara, everyone! For
some of the girls will be used as
“ extras,” to play in crowd scenes.
But that isn’t sufficient for Diana—
naturally, Diana, being so different
from the average girl, being so am-
bitious, conceited, cocksure about
her own ability, fondly imagines that
she will be given the juvenile lead in the
film. (For one thing Diana’s father
has a big financial interest in the

that is enough to get her the role
straight away.)

That, however, is where Diana
B o ot Sho part. Ib et

oesn’t get art. It isn't
even offered to her. %nsbead. it is
given to a member of the film oompagr.
a clever young actress who thoroughly
merits honour.

And Diana—— Well, Diana is
furious, bitter, vengeful. So * that
Ei;s » has cheated her out of the part,

she t All right. Then ¥l
deal with her; she’ll get the part
herself no matter what she has to do.
And ruthlessly Diana sets out to shatter
the other girl's chances.

But even while she is doing that,
Diana is also allowing that strange .
“ better self ” of hers to influence her
dealings with someone else.
stranger needs help, Diana unselfishly
gives that help.

More 1 must refrain from telli
you now, but I'm sure you've re
enough to know that there is a super-
lative treat it store for you next week.

As usual, of course, our next issue
will contain further magnificent ine
stalments of our two wonderful
serials, together with more of Patritia’s
Bright and Useful Pages, so do please
make sure of your copy well inadvance.

Your sincere frien

THE EDITOR.

Tee ScHOOLGIRL

gheep, and go to sleep! Shall we get on
with the charades?”

_ The rival team returned to the draw-
ing-room; but Hilda & Co., remaining
in the hall, found that their clever
explanation of the commotion had given
them a hard nut to crack in the way
of a charade. They had onﬁmgliy
decided on “porimantean,” and just
acted “porte,” the Frenc‘: for door,
when the ghost appeared.

“\What on earth can that second
syllable be?” asked Hilda, with a
frown.

“The whole word has_got to be por!
—something,” sighed Ber;yl. “Port
cullis. I suppose cullis iso’t a kind of
host 7”

“We'll have to get something. in-
stead of port —change the whole
thing,” said Hilda. “A word with s
second syllable cry, and perhaps the
third rap' or knock—"

After five minutes’ discussion Hilda
suddenly thought of lachrymal.

“Well, what does it mean?” asked
Beryl.

“Pearful,” said Thelma Harkness,
and added grudgingly: “It might do.
In the first syllable—*lach’—Hilda
lacked the word one must suppose,
and by stretching a point in pronunci-
ation the second syllable could be ery
and as for mal—I suppose it will neati
a sea journey for mal-de-mer; in other
words, sea-sickness.”

“Then we can all go in weeping,”
nodded Judy.

“Only why the hooded cloak?” said
Hilda.

“That was to make it more difli-
cult!” chuckled Judy. *

They argued for a few more minutes
and decided that as “cri” was the
French for cry, and they had been
talking French, they could explain
away their version of the second
syllable.

At any rate, the result was that
Lavender, Miranda, and Mr. and Mrs.
Bates debated the problem for twenty
minutes, while Hilda slipped up to
assure herself that Marcus was safe.

Marcus had found his way back to
the_bed-room and was quite all right,
so Hilda, leaving the light on for him,
went down again.

Nobody guessed “lachrymal,” but
the guessers had their fun explaining
how badly the word had been enacted,
and then acted “indicate.” This they
divided as inn—dick—eight, imperson-
ating an inn, whistling as canaries,
solemnly parading round the room in
a figure of eight; and finally, to show
the whole word, indicating one ont of
a number of books placed on the iable.

It was unﬂuessed, so honours were
even, and ilda, Judy, and Beryl
were able to show just where it had
failed to be quite clear and just

But in merry mood they ended the
evening, with Mr." Bates showing them
some card tricks.

“And so to bed,” yawned Lavender.

But Hilda, Judy, and Beryl ex-
changed quick glances; for they at
least had no intention of going im-
mediately to bed. .

They had not forgotten their vow to
visit the Old Mill, taking Marcus for
his night run! But they breathed not
a hint of it, and said their good-nights
and went to their rooms.

“Liking it here?” Lavender asked,
as they said good-night to her.

“Grand,” said Hilda.

«Jovely fun,” agreed Beryl. “And
I don’t think I'm really afraid of the
ghost,. either, although 1 do hope it
doesn’t come into my_reom I”

“Tt won't,” said Lavender confi-
dently. “Miss Harkness is going to
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hour or two, e0

keep up for another
you do hear a

_don’t get agitated if
fow odd noises!” ’
"Hilda beckoned Lavender into her
room then, and produced the slip of
torn paper that she had found under
her wardrobe. The sight of it rounded
Lavender’s eyes. 5

“My goodness—another cluel Miss
Harkness will be thrilled with this!”

“You mean to_give it to her?” said
Hilda, a little dubiously. G

“Oh, yes!” Lavender answered, in
some surprise.
the mystery, and knowa about the
treasure, she ought to have it.”

A rap on the door made them turn,
and as Hilda called out it opened to
admit the detective herself. BShe zaw
the paper and stepped forward, frown-
ng.

“Where did you get that?” she
exclaimed. ; 3 8

“Marcus found it,” said Hilda, not
Iikir;g her tone. * And if only Marous
could speak, the whole mystery would
have been solved already. A pity we
haven't got his brain!”

Marcus thumped his tail in approval,
but Thelma Harkness was not amused,
as the glint in her eyes showed.

“The dog found it by the simple
process of stealing it from my qlosﬁ,”
she said curtly. ‘““And but for him the

mfstery might already have been
solved, for I should have caught that
woman, Please understand that unless

you girls stop interfering, 1 shall throw
up _E e case, I have told Mr. Mortimer

Hilda drew up indignantly. %
al

“But we can hardly lose
interest——"’ she began, only to be cu:
short. -

“You may do as you please, but if
there is any more interference,” said
the woman detective in her grimmest,
most schoolmistressy tone, “I chall
leave the house, and lct you carry on
unaided. No doubt you think you
could do so.'”

Hilda nearly said ‘“Yes, ratherl”
but saw the lock on Lavender's face.
Lavender was quite dismayed.

“Qh, Miss Harkness, don’t do that!”
she begged carpestly. “If that mys-
tery woman isn’t found, I know some-
thing- dreadful will happen. The
Bates family will leave—and there are
some other peog}e expected. It will

just ruin everything if they do see a
ghost 1” :
Miss Harkness nodded her head in

agrecment.

“J appreciate that. If the ghost is
scen and the Bates leave, it will be
very hard indeed to get other guesis
once the rumour spreads in the village
or is reported in the papers|”

“The papers—oh goodness! They
mustn’t hear of it!” gasped Lavender
in horror.

Hilda was sorry for her, knowing
how much it meant to her that this old
manor house should remain her home.
And it could not do so unless it could
become self-supporting with the patron-
age of Paying guests,

“Don't worry—it won't get into the
papers,” Hilda assured. “The mystery

will be solved lohg before that,
Lavender.”

Thelma Harkness walked to the
door.

“It is understood, then?” she asked,
looking back. “There is to no
interference 1’

Lavender glanced at Hilda in appeal,
and Hilda knew that she was expected
to give an undertaking that she would
not_interfere. 3

“We shall not interfere with you or

* handicap you in a_r‘lf way at all, Miss
Harkness,” she sai ,

\

“ As she's here to solve I

But she tcok care to withhold n
promise not'to seek the ghost herself.
For Hilda had not formed a very high
opinion of Miss Harknees, and she was
as eager for the mystery to be sclved
as Lavender herseli was.

Fortunately,
satisfied with that, and, bidding them
good;mght, went off.

“I'm awiully sorry, Hilda, that she’s
so _difficult,”” said Lavender, with =a
smile. “You three have been most
frightfully decent, rallying round, and
really don’t think a detective is
necessary; and yet, perhaps, it is
safest.”

“Yes, you never know—she might find J Ik

out something,” said Hilda.

They talked for a moment or two i
Lavender, yawnings
remembered that she had plenty of |i§
work to do in the morning, and would i§

longer, and then

have to rise early.

When the had gone Hilda waited,

9

the detective scemed HiN8

SUDDEN’LY clutching Hilda's
__hand, Judy Poiul:ed to the Old
Mill, ‘“Look,’”” she whispered.
““Alight 1" Somebody else was
trying to discaver the ancient
building’s secret. '

“Qf course,” said Judy, who had a
wonderful collection of cigarctte cards.
“Mills were greatly improved in Stuark
times, you know—and that was when the

B Cavalicrs roamed about with their wigs

, for_a while, and then put out
t. Taking her electrio torch

listenin
her lii

from her dressing-table drawer, she
made sure that it was in order, and
then donned her thickest walking shoes.

A few minutes later Beryl and Judy
tapped on the door.

“Hallo,” said Hilda soitly, as the
door cpencd. “Réeady, kidlets?”

“Ready,” said Judy. *Not a sound,
though. Better wait for another ten
minutes until all the lights are out. Got
the clue?”

Hilda had made a note of that slip
of paper she had shown to Lavender,
and now they read it over. A simple
message, it seemed to provide but little
for them to work upon—but one thing
was clear, they must go to the 0ld Mill.

“¢ Fortune's wheels turn, even as the
sails of the Old Mill,” read Hilda.
“i Digest this well so that the inner
meaning shall be mastered, for who to-
day is poor may to-morrow be rich.”

“ 29 now—to ye Olde Mille,” nodded
Judy. “Come on, all of usl”

" Mill of Secrets!

€ %LL, and hera*we ‘are. The
Old Mill,” said Hilda. °

The Old Mill was nearly

a quarter of a mile from the

manor house, on rising ground. It had
not been used for more than a hundred

years, and it had a forlorn appearance
as it stood out in the surrounding

darkness.

and whatnots.”
“And is this a Stuart mill?"" asked

ryl.

“Most likely,” said Hilda.

_“It is Picture forty-three is just
like it,” said Judy.

“The Stuarts were kings, ‘though,”
said Beryl. g

“What's that got to do with it®”
asked Hilda.

“T shouldn’t have thought they’d have
had mills,” objected Beryl. *1I thought
mills were for milling things like flour.”

“So they are,” said Judy, puzzled.
“What about it1”

“Well, why sheuld the Stuart kings
have milled flour with all their noney?
Unless 1t was a 5ame, and they sort of
went out and salled their mill as littlo
boys sail boats or something.”

Judy giggled; for Beryl's ideas were
quaint.

“The king didn’t sail his own mill,”
chuckled Hilda. “And anything used
and made in Stuart times can be ecalled
Stuart, duffer. But don’t chatter. That
mystery woman may be hunting here
somewhere—"

“Might be—" began Judy, and
then clutched Hilda’s hand. *‘Look!
A light!” ; ;

For with startling suddenness a light
had appeared in the Old Mill, shining
through a window high up in one side.
It was not so much a window as an
opening; and they were able to sce the
old wooden walls inside. -

“My golly—she is there!” gasped
Hilda. “I say—we may catch her.”

“She's after the treasure all right—
hot on the scent,” breathed Judy.

“ And we're hot on her scent—shush,”
warned Hilda. “Creep forward.” .

The three girls crept towards the Old
Mill. For fear of revealing their
presence to -the searcher inside,
did.not use her torch, but groped round
the old building -warily, until at last _
she called a halt, -

{“My goodness; we've been one and a
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half times round at least,- and- there’s
no way into the place,” she exclaimed,
puzzled.

She had expected to find some steps
leading to the upper portion, but if
there gad ever been any they had since
been removed :

“Well, how did the woman get in?”
asked Judy. “Take a flying jump, or
did she bring her own ladder?”

There was no sign of a ladder, and
although they went right round the mill
again, they found no means of climbing
jn—not without taking chances in the
dark with footholds.

“ say,” breathed Beryl.

“Well 1 said Hilda. 2

“T'Il wait here if you're going round
again,” said Beryl. * And if she comes

out anywhere I'll yell.” 4

But Hilda was not intending to make
another cireuit. © Musing in deep
thought, she looked up, wondering how-
ever the woman had managed to get in.

Then she wandered away, and Beryl,
to attract her attention, made a hissing
sound. : ¥

“Qsch—vou'll make Marcus bark,”
warned Hilda anxiously.

“That's what I want to_ say—hc's
gone. Where is he?” asked Beryl,

Hilda looked about her, and called
softly. When she had moved in all
directions without hearing or seeing
him, she became quite alarined.

“My goodness—he hasn’t wandered
off and got lost ?”” she asked, bewildered,
. “He was here a_few minutes ngo,"
said Judy. “How funny! You'll have
to whistle.” N
i Hilda walked away from the mill for
twenty paces, and then gave a high-
pitched whistle, :

- Three times she gave it, and at the
socond time the light in the mill went
out. .

Woof! came Marcus’ re;l;: . Woof!
Tt was an echoing bark as though made
in some hollow space, and Hilda
wheeled.

“The mill1” came a shout from Judy.
“He's in the mill. Hark!”

Marcus’ bark changed to a snarl, and
then to a yelp. And all the sounds
came definitely from inside the mill
Marcis had found his way in.,
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must get a ladder,” she said.

- “ Marcus—Marcus—here, boy 1” called

a.

~Marcus barked excited reply, and they
could hear his pattering steps inside the
mill, hear him scratching.

Since thoe woman must have been
alarmed, Hilda flashed on her torch.

The rays fell upon the mill, and she
hurried right round it, searching for
the way in, High up on one side was a
door, but it was heavily battencd out-
side, and there were only two broken

steps left of a flight that had once Jyud

reached down to the ground.

Nor did the' sails come anywhere
within reaching distance.

“How on earth did he get in?” asked
Hilda blankly. “Come out, Marcus—
quick | Phew-w-w-w-w 1” she whistled.

Inside the mill, Marcus ran in al
directions, trying to find his way out,
and presently he found the flap through
which he had entered. From the other
side he had been able to push it, but
from this side pulling was necessary,
and that was something Marcus found
very difficult.

He banged at the flap with his paw
and whined, but banging it only tended
to fasten 1t more securelg. So he
enarled at it, and still it did not move.

Outside, Hilda turned desperately to
her friends. - !

“There’s only one thing for it—we

th fore gl
got to. get the poor chap out—he's
rapped. That woman may have shut
him in.”

“Yes, closed a door on him,” nodded
Judy. “But where can we get a
ladder 7”

Beryl remembered seeing one in the
manor house grounds near to the-tennis
courts, and as Hilda could think of no
other solution, they retraced their steps.

But they had gone hardly moge than
a hundred yards-when Marcus, growing
desperate, used his nose to lever the
flap aside, and workms it open a little
way presently managed to wriggle his
head in and force it wider open. .

Joyously he galloped on, down a
flight of steps, turned right, and then
into a dark cavern. . ;

“Bub there he paused uncertainly; for
this was not the way he had entered.
He had used an entrance found quite
accidentally when he was huntin% for
rabbits, and to tell the truth, had fallen
into a tunnel rather than found his way
to it intentionally.

The tunnel in which he now found
himself was a different one, however,
and he went along it warily.

Ahead he scented someone, and heard
faint-scraping-sounds, - Noso down, he
hurried on, and, with such speed that
only a second or so later he came upon
a woman cautiously groping her way
ahead on all fours.

The woman turned, and with a
length of solidsrubber struck out at him.
Although the blow could riot do damage
it coulﬁ land with stunnin ﬁforce, and
Marcus, wincing, drew back and shook
his head.

Not being savage, he never attacked
except under extreme provocation or
when ordered to do so by Hilda. Now,
worried rather than angry, he waited
until the woman had crept ahead.

Once or twice the woman stopped
and turned, as though trying to catch
him off his guard, but Marcus was
ready enough for that. He always
acted a split second before the woman
did, with the result that she invariably
found him well out of reach.

“Finally, just as if he was plannin
to allay her suspicions, he stood stil
for some time, waiting until the woman
had gone almost out. of sight. ;

1 makes that noise.
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In the distance, the woman turned
again, peering back ~ She evidently
did not ses Marcus, and probably
fancied he had gone back, for she went
on again at once. That was Marcus'
chance. Warily he followed her.
Hilda, Judy, and Beryl, meanwhile,
had found the ladder resting against the
wall near to the tennis courts, and
between them they managed to lift it.
. “My golly, it’s going to be fun carry-
ing this a quarter of a mile!” said

o
“QOh,. we'll manage!”  said Beryl,
swinging her end round with a crash of

glass.

“'8h! Goodness, what was that?”
asked Hilda.

“(ilass, dear,” said Beryl. “It always

I think it must be a
window or something. , Brobably the
gld of the ladder caught it.”

Hilda sighed, while Judy giggled.

“We'll wake the whole house in a
minute,” Hilda said. “You'd better let
me lead, Beryl, and you go in the
middle.”

The ladder was lowered, and they
changed places; but they did not pick
it up again, for a sound came that gave
them pause.

Woof !

1t was Marcus' unmistakable bark.

“(oodness! Fancy being able to
hear it as clearly as all that that dis-
tance away !” ed Beryl.

But Hilda shook her head.

“He's not still in the mill,” she said.
“He's in the housa!”

“In ' the house!” gasped J udy.
“That dog’s a magician !"”

Hilda ran over the grass, hearing the
barking more clearly as she did so, and
now she knew.for certain that Marcus
was indeed back in the manor house,
roaming at large.

When she rcached the door, which
they had -purposely left unbolted, she
found to her deep dismay that it had
since been fastened. Hurrying along
the homse, she tried to find a window
by which they could climb in—but none
was open. 7

“Oh golly!” she gasped, rejoining
her friends. “This is something pretty
thrilling. We're hot on the scent now.
Marcus is back in the house—and came
back as quickly as we did. Yet the
doors and windows are closed. So you
know what that means?”

“A  tunpel?” murmured _Judy,
thrilled. - “Of course,” that's why we
couldn’t find a way into the mill

There's a tunnel leading in from the
house.” i

“ And Marcus found it. If he found it
once, he can find it again—he can take
us back, if we can only get in without
awakening everyone,” said Hilda ex-
citedly.

“1f— said Judy doubtfully.

But Hilda suddenly patted Beryl's
shoulder.

“Well done, Beryl!” she said.

“Me?” asked Beryl, “Why—what?
What kave I done?”

“You broke a window,” said Hilda.
“ And that’s how we're getting in—and
once we're in, we'll soon find that tunnel.
Even if we don't get the woman we'll
find out what she was up to in the mill.
A hundred to one ‘that’s where the
treasure is. Come on—"

And Hilda led the way back to where
they had left the ladder, beneath the
broken window !

ARE the chums really on the track
of the treasure at last? On no

-account fail to read next Saturday’s

thtilling chapters.
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Romance, Glamour, Excitement—all come to Pamela Courtney when she becomes—
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In the Castle Dungeons!

VERY nerve on the alert, Pamela
stole through the shadow-laden
gardens of the palace.

Ten minutes to one in the
morning! An hour when practically all
in Leiconia were sleeping soundly, and
when even the palace was in darkness
and peace. An
was a tremendous task to be tackled.

She bad to release the young prisoner
in the dungeons |

Her heart was beating a wild tattoo.
Kecenly she glanced about her. She
must be careful. There were sentries
posted at various spots. Over there, for
instance; and Pamela, shrinking into
the shadows, stole along by the side of
a hedge, crouched low, the bundle con-
taining a disguise for the prisoner
bugged tightly under one arm,

The moonlight reflected the uniform
of one of the Civic Guards, who stood,
as_motionless as a statue. :

Oune step at a time, her eyes fixed upon
the man, Pamela began to creep past.

Snap!

She stopped, cold with fright. Oh,
what a fooll She'd trodden on & ths.
Breath held, she watched the guard.
Had he heard? But, no! Thessound
had not reached his ears. .

Almost quivering with relief, Pamela:
stole on. ’ A

From then onwards, until she reached
_the spot where she would be able to
" intercept the gacler’s niece, everything

yet for Pamela there -

went according to plan. There were
other sentries to negotiate, of course;
but being the princess, Pamela natur-
ally khew jnst where to expect them,
and what pathways in the veritable
maze that intersected the gardens to
gelect in order to get past them.

At last the had reached the distant
wing of ‘the palace, opposite the
dungeons, She took up her stand near
a vine-covered wall, waiting, listening.

Seconds ticked by, Pan’s pulses
began to race. KFrom the distance one
o’clock was chimed by the clock of St.
Benvenuto’s Cathedral. Still no tign of
the gaoler’s niece.

Scrunch—serunch—scrunch !

Sounds along the gravel path—sounds
approaehing this =pot. Pamela pressed
herself against the wall, peering into

. the darkness. ¥Yes, here she was—the

“DOWN WITH THE
PRINCESS ! ”

And Pamela, expecting to
be recognised at any
moment, was a prisoner
in the hands of the crowd
who shouted those furious

words. '

gaoler’s niece. There was a cehawl
around her shoulders, and a basket,
Pamela waited until the girl had
almost reached her, and then stepped
out. This was the crucial part of ger
rescue attempt. Somehow she had got
to impersonate this girl to the gaoler,
and if there was no other wnlsrl of doing
so she would have to lock the girl in
one of the outhouses some way off.
But Fate took a hand then. The
girl, seeing Pamela, took fright. With

a cry she tried to race past. Someliow
they collided. Pamela’s own- shawl,
carefully dra over her head and

ulled close about her face to conceal

er -features, was ed to one side,
and the girl, her terror suddenly vanish-
ing, sto rt, stared ineredulously,
and then dropped a swift curtsy.

9 forgive me, your—your High-
ness £ she sgmmere’d.j ’ y
. “Oh, my goodness!” she was think-
ing frantically. “That's done it! She
knows who I am. I can't do anything
now !’ 3

But wait! The girl had a frank, open
face, 'There was immeasurable ad-
miration, almost hieroine-worship, in her
wide blue eyes. Plainly she was thrilled
at this encounter. ;

“I—I hope I did not startle your
Highness,” she said, plainly longing to
say something. 2

“I'm afraid I startled yon,” said
Pam, with a chuckle. She made up her
mind all at once. Sha’d trust the girl;
fuail;et]ier pgrtl intot her ]fonﬁ]denc.el.

u say,” the wen chattily, *
wonder if you'd do somcxin for me?”

“For you, your Highness, I would do

- anything,” came the girl's quict reply.

“You don’t know me, of course; there's
no reason why yom should. But my
father—he was the gardener the grand
duke discharged, and whom you re-
instated. -I'll never forget that, your
Highness.” i
Pamela, qualms fading, almost hugged
herself with delight. What a wondepr
ful ' stroke ‘of luck! The gardener's
daughter. She could trust this girl
implieitly. < :
So next moment Pamela began to chat
just like one friend to another, explain-
ing that she wanted to visit the
dungeons. She hadn’t seen them sines
she was a child, and now, as ruler of
Leiconia, it was forbidden her. And
finally she voiced-her suggestion.
It left the'other girl mere awed
ever, completely epthralled.
“¥You—you want to take my place,
your Highness?” she stammered. Then
ghe gulped, eyes sparkling. “Why, of
—of "course I don’t mind. Ii's little to
do aiter what(fou did for father.”
“Then,” said Pam gaily, “let’s hurry
up and c’ha‘nge._sha}l we 1" ;
It was done in a few minutes in one
of the outhouses, Pamela, dressed in
the "other’s” coarser clothes, put the
basket on her arm and hugged-her own:
bundle to her side; but before darijng

than

off ‘on her mission she paused -
B (s T
n Ys i !:'
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“I'll return vour things to-morrow,”
she promised, “but don’t bother about
mine. You can keep them. ~ You
deserve them, anyway.”

“Oh, thank you, your Highness—
thank you!” cried the girl gratefully.

Next moment, with a warm clasp of
the hand and a friendly smile, Pamela
was making her way to. the entrance to
the dungeous.

It was o large, iron-studded. door sct
into the wall, and guarded by another
resplendant figure in uniform. Pamela,
head lowered and face obsoured by the
shawl, approached with fast-beating
hearl.

“TLate,” grinned the soldier. “You'll
be for it if his supper’s cold.”

And, quite amused, he t_mlocked the
door. I'rembling in relief, Pamela
passed through, to find herself in a short,
stone passage, illuminated by & fecble
gas-jet that flickered in a draught. At
the end of the passage a flight of stone
steps wound their way down to the cells.

Swiftly, Pamela descended.

. Lighting the way at intervals were
other jets of gas, set above alcoves in
the walls, natural sentry-boxes that.
hioused more Civie Guards, all of whom,
glad of a chance to break their mono-
tonous and disinterested duty, had some
bantering greeting to give her.

And so, down and down she went.
The farther she descended, the moro her
pulses raced, the ‘grenter her anxiety
became. But she fought it back. No,
no. She mustn’t be alarmed; mustn’t
think of failure. So much depended
upon success. She'd got to be ca and
have her wits about her, for here she
was ab the dungeons, and there, spmw!-
ing back in a chair, his legs resting on
a table ns he read a paper in the light
of an oil-lamp, was the gaoler.

Her testing-time was at hand.

To Pam's relief, there was plenty of
gloom in the cellar. Shadows would aid
lLier. She took care to walk among them
as she approached the gaoler, a fat, red-
faced man, who exuded geniality, and
promptly struggled to his feet as he
heard her.

“Ah, my little Mafalda,” he greeted
her jovially. “Late, but welcome. And
what have we to-night?”

Turning her face away, Pamela put
her basket on to the table. The gaoler,
as eager as any schoolboy with a
hamper, whisked off the serviette cover-
ing and began to pry inside. At once,
spotting a basin, his cyes lit up. . :

“Qh, la, la!” he cried. “Spaghetti—
spaghetti  pudding. And ginger cor-
dial!” He held up a bottle. “It is
good. I will—but what is this?”

Fxcitedly, he snatched at something—
a cluster of tiny onions.

“(ood—good I” he cried. “Onions—
my favourites! Bravo! I am happy.”

And without more ado, he took a
great bito from the entire bunch and
scrunched away to his heart’s content.

But Pamela had not been idle. She
had quietly set to work. And now she
tapped his arm and indicated the table.

“Splendid, Mafalda!” he cricd, as he
saw that she had set everything out. “I
am as hungry as a hunter !”

Down he plumped himself in the chair.
As he did so there came a metallic
jingle which made Pamela’s heart leap.
The keys—the keys to the cells!

Stepping  back, she looked at the
gaoler’s belt. There, secured to a ring,
were those huge, multi-shaped pieces of
steel !

And as the gaoler raised a glass of
cordial the keys jingled again. It was
Pamela’s great chance!

Cautionsly, fighting against her
strung-up nerves, she put out a hand to
the keys.

They were almost touching them,
when something happened.

First, & shadow fell across the floor
in front of her. Stricken like a statue,
she checked herself, heart pounding,
and slowly looked round. Then every
vestige of colour drained from her
cheeks.

Standing there, hands on hips, legs
astraddle in_the arrogant way that was
so characteristic of him, was nione other
than the Grand Duke Bernard !

The Grand Duke’s Treachery!

AMELA, frantic and startled
though she was, somchow kept
her head.

With a flash of inspiration, she
had made a low cursty, pulling the
shawl even closer about her face.

“What were you doing just then,
sirl?” the grand duke demanded, his

ark eyes on her.

Pamela licked her lips. There was
nothing else for it—she would have to
speak. She’d been hopin¥ to be able to
avoid that risk, but it couldn’t be helped
now. Perhaps, by muffling her voice,
she could disgnise it enough to pass
undetected.

“J—I—your Excellency—the keys,”
she began, speaking into the shawl.
“They were loose. 1 thought——"
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ever girl and her wonder-horse.

THE SCHOOLGIRL

At that moment the gaoler scrambled
up and saluted.

“ Excellency |” he exclaimed.

“Your keys, manl!” snapped the
grand duke. “Let me see them!” He
examined them as the gaoler, blinking
in bewilderment, held them out £rom his
waist. “H’m! Quite secure! I hought
vou said they were loose, my girl—"

And Pamela found his brooding,
penetrating stare ui)on her again. .

“They—they jingled,” she said fecbly,
hoping against hope that he would not
recognise her voico or discern her
shadowed features. And supposing the
gaoler became suspicious of her voice?

“Fool,” barked the grand duke, “of
course they jingled. Who are you,
anyway ¥

The gaoler explained.

o iece ?” exclaimed the grand
duke. ell, you'll be seeing less of
her in future. The dungeons are no
place for a girl. I will make arrange-
ments for someone to deputise for her
during the next few weel ne of the
Civic Guards. You may leave, my
girl,” he added ecurtly.

Pamela backed away, still concealing
under her shawl the bundle which con-
tained a dlsgmse for the prisoner.

The grand duke strode towards the
cells as she turned to the exit. Pamela
was filled with despair. Her chance to
rescue the prisoner was gone! Indeed,
she was lucky not to have been re-
cognised. N

“Well, my friend,” she heard the
grand duke exclaym, as she reached the
commencement of the steps and slipped
out of sight, crouching back against one
wall; “I am sorry to find you like this.”

“Sorry?” replied a younger voice,
filled with scorn and bitterness. “A
queer sense of regret you have., Sorry!
Ha, ha! "As sorry as the princess, I
imagine—"

Pamela clenched her hands.

That was the Kris_oner, of course. Her
heart ached with pity and self-reproach.
How he must hate her! How he must
be seething with anger ‘and bitterness.
Had all gone well with her plan, he
might have been a free man within an
hour, As it was—

And then she started violently. But
what was that? The grand duke was
speaking again. And what he said
shocked Pamela, cven though she knew
how cunning and treacherous he was.

.“The.prmcess. my unfortunate young
friend, is not sorry, I regret to say. The
princess is, despite her years, cold and
adamant. Too well do I know it; I,
who tried to reason with her; I, who
begied for your release, even as your
mother did to-day. But alas!”

There was a(f:ausa. Pamela, filled
with loathing and contempt at such base
deception, could picture the grand
duke’s eloguent, affected shrug.

“My pleas were in vain. I can only
hope the future may strengthen my
hand. Be assured, young man, I am
your friend—working for your release,
as I shall work against all injustices to
the people—" ’

There was quite a lot more in the
same hypocritical strain, until the tramp
of feet eventually told Pamela that the
grand duke had left the young man.

She scuttled away up the stairs, but
not before she had heard the traitor’s
final words to the gaoler.

“I am strengthening the guard down
here from to-night onwards. It will be
chai at eleven o'clock every night,
and deubled.”

“Yes, Excellency !”

Pamela raced on. But. she wasn't
reckless. Whenever she reached one of
the sentries she slowed down, went past
him unhurriedly, then tore on again as
soon as she was out of sight. - At the -
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door, the sentry there bade her a cheery
#Good-night.””

“Good-night,” Pamela mumbled, as
she passed through into the moonlit
grounds.

Twenty eteps and she was around a
corggr. ~ Instantly, she became electri-
fied. A eprint that left her panting for
breath got her to her baleony. = |

Five minutes later she was lying in
bed, wide awake, staring up at the
elaborate canopy that hung above her.

She’d failed !

_ “And the peasants,” ran her worried
«thoughts. *Oh, how furious they’ll be!
Paul said they were angry when he was
arrested. I've got to rescue him—
somehow 1

Not only to appease the peasants, but
to see that justice was done.

“But how can I free him—how—
how1” ) ¢

She twisted and turned, racking her
brains for inspiration. It did not come,
until, like a bolt from the blue, she
thought of someone.

“Paul!” she cried. *Goodness, Paul
—he’d help! He'd do it like a shot.
Why, that’s the very idea—"

Of course it was. Paul was full of
daring, was clever. He'd think up a
plan! She felt sure of that.

“T’ll gee him to-morrow,” Pamela
decided. *“The inn where he stays is on
the phone. I'll ring up first thing in
the morning.” ;

Which was precisely what Pamela did,
at the early hour of half-past six! But
¢he did so then with a purpose. The
grand duke would not be astir, and Paul
was certain to be at the inm, even if
not actually in bed. .

“Wouldn’t the and duke be
furions ! Pamela softly chuckled, as she
picked up the phone in the grand duke’s
private study. “But a princess in my
position has got to be careful I”

Certainly, the grand duke was artful
enough to have one of his confederates
listening-in to all the other telephone
conversations that took place in the
palace. i

In growing excitement, Pamela waited
after giving the number of the inn.

“Is that you, Paul?” she suddenly
cried. “Why, yes—it is me. But listen,
Paul. It’s most frightfully urgent. And
—has anything happened about the
prisoner? What? Oh—"

Her face grew pale as it became her
turn to listen. Apparently the risoner’s
townspeople were furious, an making
grim, if vague threats.

Trying to speak calmly, Pamela told
Paul of her fruitless efforts of the
previous night. To her delight, he
offered assistance at once. I

“We'd better have another chat—in
complete safety,” he declared. *Look
here, can you slip away this morning?
Right! Then I'll meet you at the hollow
oak—you know, the one I told you about
in Tolari forest. You can’t miss it
It's right in_the heart of the place.
Twelve o'clock? rand. Bye-bye,
Pamela. Best of luck—"

Pamela hung up. How she prevented
herself from betraying her feelings
during breakfast, with Prince Alphonse
at her side and the grand duke seated
facing her, she simply didn’t know.

And during the reception of ministers
that took the form of that morning’s
duties, she had to force her mind on to
what she was doing. Her thoughts were
constantly flying to what she would be
doing presently—what she, r own
way, and Paul, in his own way, would
be doing to-night to thwart the grand
duke, after-all.

Eleven o'clock. The audiences just
concluded. The grand duke, consulting
his wrist-watch, intimating that he’d an’

[NCH by inch, Pamela
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reached out for the gaoler’s keys, Then suddenl
she tensed. A shadow had fallen at her side. a

She twisted round

in alarm. Confronting her suspiciously was the grand duke !

appointment with the fencing master.
Prince Alphonse glancing inquiringly
at _her. :

Pamela lingered just long enough to
whisper the prince that she'd some-
thing “terribly important—and terribl
secret ” to do, and then away she sped],r
up to her boudoir, where she changed
into the clothes belonging to the
gardener’s daughter.

Ten minutes later, using a knife, she
operated the sliding door in the palace
wall. A torch she had brought revealed
the left-hand tunnel, leading to the oak,
and along its damp, musty len
Pamela hurried, at first descending, then
travelling a long, undulating stretch
that was monotonously straight. and
finally rising, until she saw a patch of
daylight above her.

Steps, cut into the earth, enabled her
to get inside the oak, and it was easy
then to scramble out and drop to the
ground. :

JEagerly, she looked about her. No
sign of Paul in the beautiful, sunlit
glade. But quite near was a small crowd

of peasants.

Pamela’s -eyes  sparkled. What
picturesque figures they were in their
national costume. The men wore shirts,
mostly - white, and corduroy shorts or
trousers, thick stockin and heavy
shoes, and on their heads had either a
colourful bandeau or a quaint litile hat,
perched at a favourite angle. he
womenfolk, young and old alike, had
long skirts, elaborately embroidered
blouses and black bodices, tightly laced
at the back.

They were talking excitedly. Pamela,
drawing her shawl closer round her face,
drifted nearer and began to catch frag-
ments of what was being said.

“Princess 1" jeered a rugged, bearded
man. “Huh! Give me m{ own kind !*

“ At least they are our friends.”

“YWhile she,” snarled another, “ what
does she care so long as she has fine
clothes to wear and a carriage to ride
in? !§he’ll throw us all into prison

“ A pity she isn’t here now,” screeched

“But she’ll not be showing

hag face for some yhﬂepuitel_-i tlais‘:.""rd
tunned, = plu!d. ameia e

those th‘m'gn—n‘l‘aout herself. She stopped,
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hesitated, then tried to conceal herself.
Too late. She had been seen. The
peasants gathered round, even as she
desperately tugged the shawl closer
about her face.

“What think you, pretty one?”
shrilled a woman, a dark, gipsy type.
“Wouldn't you put the princess béhind
bars if you had your way?:

Paul in Deadly Peril!
QUITE startled, by the woman's

vehemence, and by the suddenly
menacing attitude of the others,
Pimela backed away. Her
mind was racing. She was in danger.
At any moment she might be recog-
nised, and then—
Disaster |
There was gnly one thing to do. Try
to placate them.
- I—I agree with you,”

es, yes.
Pamela said thickly, keeping her head
averted. “The princess deserves no

mercy—unless,” she added, “unless we
misjudge her !”

“Misjudge her?” came a roar.

“I mean,” Pamela desperately
corrected herself, “she may not be as
hard as we think. It may not be her
fault about the prisoner. She—she—"

Too late. Pamela regretted that
almost unconscious defence of herself.
Angrily the peasants jostled about her.
Fists were shaken.

“Traitress!” screeched the dark
woman. “Friend of a tyrant. Teach
her a lesson. Throw her in the lake.
Down with the princess—down with
her friends!”

Despite their _rage, the others
hesitated, then. But the hot-tempered
woman, with cries of derision, taunts
and gibes, egged them on.

“The lake—the lake !” suddenly arose
a concerted cry, and Pamela found
herself seized by a dozen hands and,
frantically clinging to her shawl so that
her face was still protected, borne,
strugghng and protesting, through the

And then something happened.

" Stog! _Btop, you prazy fools 2 rang
out a_furious, commanding voice.

As if by magie, the peasants halted.
Pamela, released, reeled away. Dazedly
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she looked round for the newcomer.
Then a little cry escaped her.

“ Paul 1”7

Eyes blazing, he shouldered his way
through the peasants to her side.

“ A defenceless girl—and a dozen of
vou !” he snup?ed at them. “Get back
to your work !” ”

Abashed, the crowd shifted unecasily.

“The girl defends the princess,” said
the woman surlily.

#Because she has her doubts, like
many "of us,” Paul retorted. “We do
.not know all the facts. . Until we do, we
_shall be fools to act rashly. I know
sthis gitl. ~She is my friend—one of us.
.ND.“' EO._" . / .
¥ Muttering ‘among
‘erowd .drifted away.
Paul’s: hand.

_ “You again, Paul,” she said simply.
“ Always 7saving e somehow. I-—I'
afraid=IS got¥ rather scared that time.”

4 Wﬂds,”,ﬁ’ said - Paul, his eyes
glinting'"as™ ho” watched . the -peasants
drsappear.
the speasants are like “thiy,:
glnoducss 1 have ‘fome .inflience over
them.

themselves, the
Pamela clasped

I—

But come .on, Pam. #*Lét's” go
somewhere quiet. I know 'the very
spot.”

It was on a bank of the lake, grassy
and flower-begtrewn, that they .
They _sat down. Paul looked at her
quizzically. ~ *

“Well,” “he 'said, grinning, “and so
we go, hopping from T to T—with T
standing ifor “trouble. 'Out of oné fix;~
into another.  -But. I. have an idea,
Piam—% good idea, I thihk. - Listen.

I .appear. under your: balcony at a
quarter-to-eleven™ to-night,” he
plained. +* You, *Pam,” drop me a
couple of Civic’Guard uniforms. I put
one ofithem on*and sneak off to the
dungeons. There I join the guards
while they’re, changing over, and you
create a diversion—if necessary—thus

—rm

“Thank ‘goodness” not all ~
6y, and thank “extremely ‘short.

halted. foolish this,morning, uncle.

ex- -

enabling me to release the prisoner. He
puts on a guard’s uniform—and off we
»

Pamela drew a deep breath. .

“It—it's a wonderful plan,” she said
“But terribly dangerous for you, Paul.”

“No more dangerous than it was for
you to-day,” he answered quietly. And
here’s something I've just thought of.
A locksmith friend of mine will make
meo a skeleton key by to-night which
will open the cell.” Pamels,” he cried,
springing to his fect, “the prisoner is
already free!”

Pamela, though noi quite so opti-
mistic as he appeared to be, mnever-
theless felt agog with excitement. Ob,
how she hoped that Paul was right!
€Y ou Ame -very happy to-night,

Y Sonia.” - .

“And why not, Uncle Bernard?”

“QOh, no reason at all—no, rcason at
all1”* said the grand duke, with a
shrug. . “Only - your -memory must be

<This morning you
were heartbroken on our prisoner’s
behalf. To-njght—" - i
= *“And to-night I am gay, carefree,
enjoying myself to the full!” Pamela
took “him' up quictly. “ Perhaps I was
: ardon ?”
she added, . .as. someone stopped before
her, bowing. . ;
- “It was a young ‘mén, one of the many
who, with “parents;*sisters, and other
relatives of the nobility,”had come to
the palace to-night- for “an -informal
party. His half-crooked arm, and his
flunco towards the band which’ played
vom a idais at the othet end of the
drawingroom,- were eloquent enough.

“1d love'to 1’2 Pamela said, dimpling.

A moment *later . she was “being
whirled away tosthe strains of a waltz.

No doubting the ?rin&ss’slm'pliihess.
One had only to zee her flushed, radiant
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HiLDA RICHARDS o
.. Replies to Some of Her Correspondeﬁ'ts. 1 . A |4 gy b

% GLADYS *’ (Port Elizabeth, Scuth Africa).
—Thank you so much for a charming little -
Jetfer, my dear. No, I am not related to Mr.
Tk Richards, of ** The Magnet.” 5o Babs
is your Cliff House favourite? Well, I'm
not surprised, Teally, because she scems to be
a favourile with evervone! The answer to
your-other question is “ No.”

.MURIEL BALLS.—It was very sweet of you~
to,gend me a poﬁ Muriel. ~I'm so glad

A4

to hear Eou've' ch a-:loyely time at
Lynmouth. _1I expect, vos-are :back at school
b% this tine, though,” Yes,'I do know of the
vIEw on Your card:

' he most beautiful
ln—l)evon, I alway® L

ELSIE

for.your_kipd thoughts in sending mey

1 do hopg. you have had a lovel 2
}mﬁu U tc,nwhiﬁh Is, %g ;ﬁ?ﬁ’*&u ‘li eal ,
oliday resort.  Be sure Wi nds tell’ me -
all ™ot it when youFétu oilte.) e
\UDREY AND MURIE® ’ ( >
's the tepli'-you%'plﬂl “‘ﬂ:ltﬁ‘t I'R?:

3 drey awBialdwbe. 4 ht-BEw
THIRC if she went, to, C..H.,’and MugieF wonld,
bedin “the Upﬁr “hird, Yg}; ‘t#g %gu :
I?gmi"rﬂ Hrttn thi ir"{.efa or, Walks.altng
niany of “the ogs

ll:l}'-

thie cliffscor scastiord; an
arc-expollentdvimmers, - w7
* SAN - IRISH- - COLLEEN ”  (Montreal,
ada).—S0 glad to hear from you, my
déid; you must be a most enthusiastic reader.
Léla’s sceond name is Constance, but neither
Jemima nor Diana have ever mentioned having
other nomies. How very sad the loss of your
vet was, [ sympathise with yon very much,

or 1 can tell how fond of .her you were.
MOIRA O°TOCLE (Blairgowrie, Scotland).—
Many thanks for your nice letter, Moira. 1'm
g0 glad to know you've had a lovely time in
Scotland.  Yes, 1 think you are like your name-

= Thank you, too, Elsic; -4
ard s thusiasgl

T

*
=
0
o
’-
et

Bridfe? 0'Toole of the Fourth. Yo
-be"in the Fourth wifh her if you went

&ux).—.-What a very en-
e little Jetter, my dear! -1 think yon

sake,
would

ljke; Margot. Lantham in appearance—and
June Merrett in.character | None of the girls
you*listed has ever mentioned having a ‘second
has Miss Primrose. %

€, nor I
D W% MAY ? (Lanes).—It was.very nice to-

hear from you again, May. No one at Clff
House knows who is
Rosa Rodworth—but both their fathers are

millionaires ! My: dog Juno_sends you a

tnllwa%hl return for &?E' good wishes.
‘ ADMIRER OF T CO.” (Kettering).—
Many thanks for writing, and for your praiscs, ..
my dear. Yes, Sylvia Sirrett is now first in
Form, Jemima being twelfth. You may be
sure I'm never tired of hearing from school-
girls everywhere. . oA s
CELIA MANNING (elalpham. 8.W.).—So
you are a Janct Jordan ** fan,” Celia ?  Hero
is the information you wanted regarding her :
Her favourite” colour is blue, her favourite
flower: the dahlia. Her favousite film stars
are Johuny, Weismuller and Jessie Matthews,
and her favourite holiday resort is Falmouth,
where she was born. - it

the richer—Diana “or °

THE ScHOOLGIRL

face; her sparkling eyes, her smile, to
realise that. More even than he; lovely
white evening gown, those thing: made
her lock wonderfully pretty.

Oh, yes, Pamela was enjoying her-
self.  But this informal pa[&y,-con-
tributed only a part of her liapgkyess
and excitement. :

There was something else. She stole
a glance at her exquisite little watch
while being whirled around by hei
partner,  Half-past ten!  Anothe
quarter of an hour—then she must slip
away to her boudoir—drop the precious
bundle to Paul—and slip back to this?

scene to hold the fort while her loyal, ® -

courageous young friend carried out
their plan.

The dance finished.
quiet, unassuming fellow, thanked her,
stepped back, bowed, and rejoined® his
parents. :
_The minutes slipped away. Five to
cleven! Time to be darting away—at
any moment Paul would arrive under
the balcony. 3

First_of all,
from the party. |
“-#3Would everyone care for. a Paul
Jones?” she asked, having commanded
silent attention by the mere raising of
her hand in the centre of the room.
“Tt’s something we “haven't tried. yet,
and quite fun.” r= N
Everyone did care, ap varently. The
guests “began to sort - themselves out
into two circles, and in all the con-
fusion Pamela found it quite simple to
steal towards the door, unsuzpected.

“Heart thumping, she reached it. But
that was as far as she got, for it burst
open even as she was aboul to seize the
~handle. - Just in time, shg ¢prang out of
the way._ Then Rowena, her personal
maid, “bursf_in, her face tlie colour of
paper, a3 she scaniied the room.

“ Heér Highness—her Highness—whero
ig -she?” ' She' cried in terror-stricken
toneg.® * Y = d V

Thé music died away. The revolving
circles stopped. Everyone stared toward:
thé ‘disfracted” girl. -

“Behind you!” snapped the grand
duke®?*“ Use your eyes!” ‘

Rowena swung round. “A great gasp
of relief escaped her as she saw Pamela.

#0h, your- Highness, thank—thank
goodiess you're safe!” she sobbed. *“1
was terrified. I saw someone in the
grounds. 1 thought the prisoner had
escaped. T went to your boudoir. You
were not there. And so—so——

Pamela bit back a cry. Paul! It
was he whom Rowena had seen. Oh,
great gooduness !

She ‘turned, oblivious of everything
else, meaning to rush to her room and
warn him while there was still time.

/

a_little trick to escape

.But- the grand duke, with an exclama-

tion, sprang, forward and seized the

trembling maid by the shoulders, block-

ing the doorway. T
“Speak, girl!” he barked. “You

saw someonc? Where abouts in_ the
grounds ?” -
“Near her Highness' balcony,” was

the tremulous reply.

Came a murmur from the guests. The
grand duke, eyes glinting, strode into
the hall. "

“Guards!” he eried. _beckoning.
“There iz an intruder in the grounds,
Search every inch of them! [If you see
the intruder and he will not stop—
shoot !” =

DISASTER seems to have overtaken

= Paul, His plan—what of that
now ? _ Next Saturday’s chapters bring
further thrilling adventures.
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