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Magnificent LONG COMPLETE story featl.lr.ing Barbara-Redfern & Co., of CIliff House -
School, and Jimmy Richmond, of Friardale Boys’ School.

When Denials Seemed Hopeless!

= “ QING to be good—

jolly, jolly good!”

Barbara Redfern

declared enthusi-
astically.

*Yes, rather, you kno*'.i”
plump Bessie Bunter warmly agr
“T think it's a jolly fine play—almest
as good as I could have written, though

ot quite as clever, of course, Theee's
only one thing wrong—" -
“And that?’ Mabel Lynn asked,

with twinkling eyes.
And she and Babs regarded thdle

sta nate and chum expectantly.

i I, that you ought to make me
the ding lady, you know, instead of
the scess,” said the plump dufier
grav “Jt's not that I mind being

an abscess—"

“A—a whatter?”" gasped Babs.

(All rights of this publication are reserved
and reproduction is strictly forbidden.)

*¢ Abbess, Bessie—
abbess!” Mabel Lynn
corrected, with a chuckle.
“Surely you know the
difference between an
abscess and an abbess?”

“Of course, Mabs,”
Bessie sniffed. *“Any
silly chump knows what an abbess

It’s a 'sort of—of chasm—a dud-
deep opening in the ground. Well,
tmul if I see anything to cackle at!”

added, indignantly.

But Mabs and Babs did, and so did
Tomboy Clara Trevlyn, Janet Jordan,
and gentle Marjorie Hazeldene, who
m up the party of six Clif House
schoolgirls who were walking along
the lane. They pealed with laughter.

Trust dear old duffer Bessie to mix
up .abscess with abbess. Any near
approach to-the word she wanted was
good enough for Bessie, though to be
sure she shonld have known by this
time what an abbess was, for she was
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playing the part of the Abbess Elreda
in the play which they were now on
their way to rehearse,

That rehearsal was to take place at
Friardale Boys’ School, since the plav
was to be a joint effort of the CIiff
House girls and the Friardale boys in
the forthcoming Christmas charities

concert.

The play had been Mabs' idea—
Mabs who, with the co-operatiof of
Ralph Lawrence of Friardale, had
written it; Mabs, who was to be
responsible for the Cliff House side of
the production. ®

“Well, what’s wrong?"” Bessie
glowered through her thick spectacles.

b
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“What the dud-dickens is funny about
that? And what—""

Then she jumped, as from the end
of the lane down which they were
walking there came a sudden furious
honk, ionk! and a small green two-
seater car, travelling' at a tremendous
pace, hurtled towards them.

“Oh kik-crumbs, leok out!” she
velled.

eed for that warning, because at

e very first glance it was obvious
that the car was utte-ly. out of control.
Like some crazy thing, it was swerving
from one side to the other as it
roared at them, a white-faced boy in
the driving seat desperately wrenching
at the steering-wheel. Just in time
they scampered to the hedges. Then
the car was upon them—was roaring
puss them—throwing up a smother of
mud.

“Hi!"” yelled Clara, and spluttered,
her mouth suddenly full of mud.

“Sto——"" yelled Babs, and gave
back, desperately clutching at her
face where another blot of mud had
landed. v L.

From Marjorie, nearest the whizzing
juggernaut, there went up a. wail as
a perfect wall of mud rose from under
the wheels, and, shooting at her,
drenched the front of the brand-new
coat she was wearing for the very first

time. Then, leaving them shaken,
gasping, and furious, the car had
gone.

And leaving them most astounded,
too. For—
“QOh, my hat! Did you see who was
driving 1t?” Janet Jordan stuttered.

“Jimmy Richmond!” Clara gasped,
with incredulous eyes following the
zigzagging car as It shrieked round
the bend at the top of the road.

Jimmy — Jimmy Richmond, _their
own chum, who was the captain of
the Fourth l?["orm aht Flria(zl-dale, and
who was playing the lead opposite
Babs in tie_ play, and whom they
were on their way to see! Jimmy
in charge of a car; Jimmy going like
a spe maniac, with no thought
apparently for either his own safety
or the safety of pasacrs-by.

But there could be no mistake about
it. They had all glimpsed his white
face as he went “roaring by. That
glistening shock of fair hair with the
unruly quiff that fell over his forehead
was too conspicuous to allow of any

mistake.

Astonishment momentarily  held
them. Then, as astonishment gave
way to the realisation of the results
of Richmond’s madness, hot, indignant
anger broke forth.

With dismay that made the tears
glisten in her eyes, Marjorie was
regarding the mud-splattered coat. As
one of the poorest girls in the Fourth
Form, new coats were rare luxuries
for Marjorie Hazeldene, and she.ha
scraped and scra goodness knows
how long to buy this one. She gulped.

“M-my coat!” she said feebly.

“Oh, poor old Marjie!"” Clara cried

* feelingly. She glared ferociously up
the road. “The beastly cad!”
“Just wait until we see him!"”

Janet threatened furiously. “Marjorie,
take that coat off, old thing!”
Sympathetically they gathered round
their unhappy chum.” Gently the coat
was divested. Clara, in the interval
of rehearsing what she was going to
say to Jimmy Richnond when she met
him, produced the pocket-knife she
alwilys carried. and carefully scraped
the thickest of the mud away. But it
was obvious the coat would never be
- the same again,
“It—it's ruined !” Marjorie choked.
Nobody denied that.

d Marjorie

“Well,”” Clara grimly said, *“we’ll
jolly well present the bill to the one
who’s ruined it! Ugh! I can still
taste that awful mud in my_ mouth!
Let me carry the coat, old Marjie,”
she said gentily.

“But fuf-fancy,

ou know, Jimmy
doing a tut-trick

ike that!” Bessie
said indignantly.

“Well, it was pretty obvious: he'd
lost control,”” Babs said worriedly.
“You don’t think Jimmy would have
done a thing like thet on purpoese, do
vou? It's funny, though!” And she
shook her head. “He's not old enough
to drive a car!”

She felt shaken herself. Her own
momentary flash of acger had evapor-
ated then. Not like Jimmy Rich-
mond, .no; most certainly not like
him. Carefree, happ}. and healthily
adventurous though James Richmond
was, he would never have deliberately
broken the law—as, of course, he
must have done in taking the car out
at all.

And most certainly the Jimmy Rich-
mond she knew would mnever have
driven in that reckless manner.

Always had Babs & Co.
liked and respected
sporting Jimmy Rich- )}
mond of Friardale Boys’
School. But there came
a time when it seemed
that Jimmy was vastly
different from what they
#ll imagined. Then it
was that everyone turned
against him — except
Babs. And so unswerv-
ing was her loyalty to the |
outcast that soon her
friends 'were turning
against her, too.

Strange! What had  come over
Jimmy? If she had not seen him with
her own eyes, Babs told herself, she
would never have believed it!

Rather helplessly, she shook her
head. Clara, frankly, was furious.
Like Babs, Clara was fond in her
own tomboyish way of Jimmy Rich-
mond, but Clara was fonder still of
her chum Marjorie, and any hurt to
unfailingly provoked the
Tomboy’s wrath. Richmond was likely
to hear some plain speaking when
next he found himself face to face with
Clara.

They walked on—in rather grim
silence. Presently, ahead of them, the+
iron gates of Friardale School came
iuto view, and Pimm, the porter, with
a pleasant smile, let them in.

hurrying out of the near-by tuckshog,
came eagerly forward, raising his cap.

“Cheers, girls!” he said. “I’ve:
been waiting for you! Lawrence jold
me to take you along straight to the
prefects’ room—that’s where we're
having the rehearsal. But I say,
what's the matter?” he added in con-
cern. _‘“And_what's happened to your
coat, Marjorie?”

“Is Richmond in?” Clara asked
quickly. .
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“Why, no—at least, I don’t think
so; he went out just after dinner.
Why 7

“Never mind,” Clara said; but the
lock on her face was grin.

Oddly the boy gazed at them. Babs,
intercepting that glance, flushed a little,
and wondered vaguely and rather
angrily why she could never really
bring inerseli to like this particular boy.
For to be sure Gilbert Hillier had never
treated her with-anything except the
utmost courtesy.

Certainly there was nothing about
Hillier to breed repulsion. Perhaps he
wasn’t as strong and athletic as Jimmy
Richmond, but he was a good-looking
boy, and might even have been really
handsome were it not for the way in
which he had his hair cut short. She
did her best to smile back,

“Pretty rotten mess on your coat,
Marjorie,” he said symlmthetwaHY-
“If you'll give it to me I'll take it to
the matron and ask her to dry it for
you. Yes, please!” he added, as Mar-
jorie made some feeble demur, and very
gently but very firmly took it from her.
“Had an accident?” he asked,

“Y-yes,” Marjorie faltered.

He nodded. 'Together the group
strolled into the school. ams and
smiles greeted the chums as they were
led to the prefects’ room, which had
already been fitted up with platform
and wings, and where half a dozen
Friardale fellows were gathered.
Douglas Coutts, of the flaming red hair,
grinned as they came in.

“Chips!” he gredted cheerily. “How
goes  it, ﬁ:rl_ies? Lawrence told me to
tell you he won't be long—just been
called away by the Head. now your
lines vet, Babs?” .

“Not all.” Babs laughed. - “But
getting on, you know! Oh!” she added,
and started as the door was pushed open
and into the room strode a fiery-faced
youth with a great shock of fair hair.

“Jimmy !” she cried.

“Hallo, Babs! Hallo, Clara! Hallo.
all of you!” Jimmy Richmond called
breezily. “Sorry I'm late, but I've just
come from Hollands’ sale, where I've
been buying some props on the cheap.
And phew! Was there a crush?” he
added, laughing. And then, aware of
something in the attitude of the girls,
he blinked. “I say, what’s wrong?”

“You're sure,” Clara asked, her eyes
gleaming a little, “that you haven't got
anything else to be sorry for?”

“ Eh?]!

“Clara—no !” Babs said_ hurriedly.
“Let me do the talking. Jimmy, what
were you doing in that car?”

“Car?” Richmond stared. “What
car?”
“You know what car! The green

two-seater,” Janet said.
;‘I?" said Jimmy, looking blank.
*Oh, chuck it!” Clara said roughly.

'.‘ﬂon't f)retend, Jimmy! You know
iplly well you were in a car—buzzing
ike anything along the South Copse

Road !”

“And you jollv well nearly ran us
over, vou know !I” Bessie said warmly.

“Well?” And Richmond laughed.
“If it’s any consolation to you, I wasn't
in a car, and I haven't been g the
South Copse Road for days. Ip any
case, I haven't a driving ]iccnce,Jo I'm
not likely to drive a car!” ;

There was silence. “Clara grusted
rather angrily. DBabs, watching the
boy’s face, frowned, for the first time*



4 “Loyal te Her Boy Chum!”

struck by doubt. Richmond’s astonish-
ment was so genuine that unloss he were
acting with consummate skill, he must
be speaking the truth. . But Clara did
not look convineed, and Marjorie, with
the memory of her hideously npinsl'_xed
coat still in her mind’s eye, was shaking
her head. b 2

Nobody noticed in the pause that the
door came open, and nobod{ saw for
the moment tﬁﬁall, athletic, handsome-
looking senior who stepped into the
room.

“You deny it?” Clara asked.

“] don’t even know what you're talk-
ing aboutI” ‘ i

“Then,” Clara said, her eyes glimmer-
ing, “let's refresh your memory. Deny
it or not, you were in that car, Jimmy
Richmond—six of us saw you. The car
was a small green two-seater, and-when
you rushed by us you jolly well splashed
poor old Marjorie from head to foot
and ruined her new coat——""
. “This!” nodded Gilbert Hillier, hold-
ing the coat up. .

*“But -1 tell you—" Richmond cried.

“I think,” a voice behind him put in
—a rather angry voice, “you've said
enough, Richmeond !
thanks, girls "—and Ralph Lawrence,
the games captain of Friardale ol,
stepped forward. “That,” he said
quietly and a trifle bitterly, “was my
car, Ji ichmond—and I've only
had I sup-

immy ‘Ri
it since the motor show !
pose you'll deny now that you ran the
dashed thing into a hedge just off the
South Coimg Road 1*

“Phew 1” Hillier whistled,

“But I tell you—" Richmond said
desperately. “My hat, what is this?”
he added, glaring round. “I tell you
I haven't touched your car |”

“No?” Lawrence’s face was dark.
“And you didn’t toujh it when it first
came here, did you?” he asked quietly.
“When I caught you running it around
the quad?”

Richmond flushed. 3

“Well, that was just a lark!” he said.
“In any case, I wasn’t doing any harm.
Running a car around an empty quad
is pretty different from driving it about
in public.”

“All the same, you had no right to
touch it,” Lawrence said. “And now,
apparently, ‘you've been and smashed
the thing up—to say nothing of ruining
Marjorie’s coat. e police found the
car abandoned .near the South Copse
Road and rang up Dr. Barrymore. I
think,” he added, “you’d better come
along and see Dr. Barrymore and
explain things to him.”

“But I tell you—" Richmond cried
wildly. “Oh, my hat! You—jyou don’t

believe it, do you?”
He glanced reund. But every face
there except that of Babs showed

plainly what their owners believed.
Clara, apart from her anger, was look-
ing fra contemptuous now—Clara,
orcn and honest herself, had no_use at
all for a boy who tried te hide his
follies' behind " lies.

"Blb’—-"

“Come on!” Lawrence said grimly.

And without further argument he
caught Jimmy by the shoulder and
twirled him towards the door.

Barred from the Play!

“ DON'T believe it! I
can’t lieve it1”
Barbara

3 said vehemently. “If

Jimmy says he didn’t—"

; “But we saw him ! Clara

bluntly retorted. “Really, Babs, I'm
surprised at ﬂ.”
Babs clenc ber hands.

T Clara— _ |

Arguinent ‘in the prefects’ room at
Friardale School was waxing furious—
and for once Babs found herself in the
mingrity. Both- boys and girls were
talking about it, and feeling was run-
ni% rather high.

ith growing heat the argument had
been progressing ever since, five
minutes ago, the crushed and dazed

. Jimmy "Richmond had been led from W:

the room.

But Babs was sticking to her point,
despite the hostility of the others.
There was a mistake—must have been
a mistake. It had required only Rich-
mond’s own word to dissolve her doubts.

“You mean to say,” Gilbert Hillier
asked,. "_that ;omeona else took out

s 3 TN

“Well, what else ?” flared Babs.

The boy shook his head.

“Pretty unlikely, isn't it?” he asked.
“I mean to say, that puts the blame
on some other Friardale fellow. The
car was taken from Lawrence's garage,
which means that only a Friardale chap
could have got hold of it.”

Babs glared. “

“You're a friend of his?” she chal-

e 3

“Well, sort of.”

“And you don’t believe—"

“1 don’t see,” Gilbert said, shaking
his_head, “how you can expect me to
believe, Babs. O{d Doug here is much
more of a Richmond fan than I am,
but. you can see what he thinks. I'm
sorry—dashed sorryl I don’t hold it
against Richmond for snaffling Law-
rence’s car; that's the sort of thing
any fellow might-do_just for a bit of
a But I do think,” Hillier went
on seriously, “that when it comes to
smashing it up, and then just abandon-
ing it, it’s not guite pla; il‘lﬂl the game 1”

‘Babs glared at him. {f e had never
reacted favourably' to Gilbert Hillier
before, she felt a sudden overpowering
dislike spring up within ker then. But
Hillier had the majority with him. It
was plain that, in expressing those senti-
ments, he was only giving voice to what
all the others felt. Nobody believed
in Jimmy Richmond—nobody except
herself.

The door opened. Lawrence, a liiile

“Oh, Babs, just a minute! Dr.
Buranore would like to see you.”

Bal iaused. . Every eye was on her
now. She guessed at once why ithe
headmaster of Friardale wanted to see
her—to give evidence against Jimmy, of
course. For one moment she mutinously

paused, refusal quivering on her lips.
Then she thought better of it.

No, she’d She was the only one,
Blninl , who believed in her boy chum.
y ing she cotld not help Jimmy.

4
But by stating’ what she felt she might
hel‘p—oonslderab]y.

“All right!” she agreed.

She went out, followed by the prefect,
and flashed a_cheering smile at the
dazed-looking Jimmy Richmond as she
entered the Head’s study. Dr. Barry-
more himself, his scholarly face rather
stern, greeted her with a smile. e

“Ah, Miss Redfern!” he said.
“Thank you for coming! I suppose,”
be added, “you can guess why I have
asked you here? ~According to Lawrence,
you were one of the girls who saw Rich-
mond in Lawrence’s car?”

*“] saw Lawrence's car—yes,” Babs
ag ;- But——”

“And that was about half
a n the South Copse Road

Y-yes,” Babs said uncertainly.

“I understand,” the doctor added;
“that you and your: friends recognised
the be; drivi.ng t%e‘car, as Richmond 1

“Well—well “—Babs flushed—"it was
a boy who was driving the car,” she

an hour
’Jl
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said, “but—but I'm not sure it was

ichmond. In dny case, Jimmy
wouldn’t do a thing like that!” she
added indignantly. “It just couldn’t
have been him.”

Dr. Barrymore pursed his lips.

“Thank you, Miss Redfern! As you
are a friend of Richmond, I appreciate
your layalty, but this is a serious maiter.
ould you state definitely that the boy
you saw was Richmond 1*

A moment’s pause. Babs bra.ced‘.

herself. ,

“No !” she said clearly. “I wouldn’t
state that, becduse I do not believe it
was. Richmond says that he was not in
the South Copse Road at that time, and
I believe him. Oh, Jimmy,” she burst
out, “haven’'t you said where you
were 1

“Richmond -has told us a story of
having been at the sale at Hollands’,”
the doctor said rather grimly. “It is
impossible to verify it. I have already
rung up the costumier’s department
which Richmond visited, and they state
most expressly they do not remember
having seen a Friardale boy. Rich-
mond, I am sorry. Despite the attempt
of Miss Redfemn to shield you—"

Richmond stiffened. ;i .

“I must hold you responsible for this
accident !” the doctor went on. “Not
only have you severely damaged
Lawrence’s car, my ¥; you have
also broken the jaw in that, being under
age, you took that car out without a
driving licence ! As regards the car, 1
shal]l send the bill for the repairs to
your father I

Richmond winced.

“But I tell you, sir, I had nothing
to do with it 1* _

“Richmond, glense do not persist in
this foolish fabrication. Apart from
being made responsible for the damage
to the car, you ars gated for a month
for having taken the car out without
a_licence, the detention to start this
u{'lte’moon with a special task! That is
all,

Jimmy started.

“This afternoon,
rehearsing !

“That,” Dr. Barrymore said severely,
“is none of my business, Richmond!
You may gol”

But Jimmy did not'go. His face, pale
before, had drained utterly of colour
now.

“Dr. Barrymore—" he cried.

“Richmond, do not waste my time!
You have heard ?”

“Yes, I've heard!” And suddenly
anger stained the boy’s cheeks; his eyes
became shot with flames of mutiny.
“I've heard!” he repeated bitterly.
“I've done nothing but hear, but that
doesn’t alter the fact that I'm accused
of a crime I know nothing at all about !
If you must believe smashed up
Lawrence’s car, believe it! Send the
bill to my parents! But at least you
might leave me the rchearsals. The
girls are relying on me—"

“Richmond | Dr. Barrymore rose
toweringly to his feet. “The—the
impertinence, sir!” he choked. “How
dare you! Be careful, sir, or I will
have you caned! And since,” he

sir? But I'm

added angrily, “you add such firebrand °

now con-

defiance to your folly, v
earsing !”

sider yourself barred

“ What 7"

“¥You will not,” Dr. Barrymore said,
between his teeth, “take any further
part in the play !” ¥

Richmond drew a degg breath. Like
a fellow coming out a trance, he
looked at Babs. He locked at Lawrence.
He looked at the angg doctor, now
reseating himself, and then hopeless!
he shrugged. With a bitter smile curl-
ing his scornfu! lips, he allowed himself,

ou ma}y]
rom re
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with Babs’ hand on his arm, to be pro-
pelled towards the door
In the corridor, white-faced, he gazed

at her.

“Thanks, Babs! Jolly decent of you!”
he muttered. “But you see now how it
is? I'm condemmed! Not only that,
but called a smasher and a liar into
the bargain!”

“Jimmy, please listen to me!” Babs
faced him. “Jimmy, don’ on’t lose
heart! I believe in you! Yes, I do!
Somehow we’ll get to the bottom of this
together. There must be some explana-
tion, Jimmy, if you could only prove an
alibi! You're sure nobody in Hollands’
recognised you?!”

“Not a chance,” Jimmy said. “The

place was swarming; the poor assistants
were being just rushed off their feet—
so it’s no wonder they don’t remember
sceing me.”
“But didn't you speak to anyone
else? Didn’t you meet someone in
Courtfield, for instance?” Babs pressed
anxiously. “Jimmy, if we can only find
somebody in Courtfield who saw you at
the time of the accident.”

Sombrely he gazed at her.

“Well, I did speak to one chap,” he
admitted, “but he's no good.”

“Jimmy, who was he?” Babs asked.

“ An ex-soldier johnny wounded in the
War. He was playing one of those organ
things in the street. I gave him three-
pence,” Jimmy added, “being sorry for
the poor blighter. And he just thanked
me and skedaddled then. No, Babs, I'm
afraid I’ve just got to take the medicine
that doesn't belong to me. Still,” he
added softly, “you're a brick.”

And with 2 warm hnnd(:lms;;1
off. While Babs, wretched,
torn, slowly strolled towards
prefects’ room again.

he went
er heart
the

One Explanation!

[{3 ILLIER!” called
Ralph Lawrence.
“Yes, aw-

rence?”
“I believe = you were
understudying  Richmond’s

part?”
“That's right,” Hillier
“Well, then, it looks as if you'll jolly

reed.

well have to take it,”” Lawrence
frowned, “seeing that the play is barred
to Richmond. Better run through the
part with Babs first,” he added, *“so
that you can got your cues off. Babs,
are you ready?”

Babs was, though about the last thing
in the world she felt like doing at that
moment was play-acting. Babs’ thoughts
were with poor Jimmy, now eating his
heart out in Friardale’s detention-room
—Jimmy, who should, at this moment,
be here with her.

“Babs, this way,” Mabel Lynn said
anxiously.

She caught her chum’s arm. Now that
the excitement had died down, Mabs
was very, very anxious to lfet on with
the rehearsal. Though abs herself
was taking no part in the cast, she was
producing, and as it was partly her
play, she was most keen to make it the
biggest success that the schopl had ever
tackled. |

Without enthusiasm, Babs stepped on
the platiorm. Gilbert Hillier, already
there, his seript in his hand, bent down
to assist her. :

“ Cheer up, Babs,” he said. “ No need
to look so dashed mooney, you know.”

“Q0Oh, come on, Babs!” Mabs cried
lpﬁrehensive! . “You start.”

abs gulped. She gazed at her script.
Most of those lines she knew by heart—
and how enthusiastically and happily

Jimmy and herself had rehearsed them
on other occasions. She started.

“ Oh, Babs, put some feeling into it !”
Mabs protested. >

“I'm sorry. Shall—shall I
again ?” Babs asked.

“Yes, please; go back to the begin-
ning.”

_Babs went back, doing her best this
time, Gilbert was supposed to be her
noble knight off to the wars, and the
scene was one which called for quite a
lot of deep emotionalism and tender-
ness. But she knew she was not doing
well; she knew, strive as she would to
infuse the right notes into her voice,
that they were strained and false.

_Somehow she stumbled through her
lines. But she knew she was just making
a mockery of the part. She knew, from
that moment, that with Gilbert Hillier
as her opposite, she would never be able
to do justice to it. Knowledge of her
own lack of enthusiasm, the railin
sense of fury that she could not cal
upon herself to do better, the sense that
she was behaving like an utter churl,
threw her into a confused flutter which
made good acting’ and good diction
utterly impossible,

e Babs, for goodness’ sake, do
try ! Clara Trevlyn exclaimed.

Even Ralph Lawrence shook his head.

“No good, we're just wasting time,”
he said gruffly. "it’s pretty obvious
Babs is dead out of form. Best thing
we can do is to chuck it and have
another rehearsal later.”

Hillier frowned.

“Well, that's all right; but what
about me?” he wanted to know. “I've
got the second biggest part in the play,
and I've not rehearsed. I don’t want to
grouse, but you must admit it's a bit
thick bunging a part at me like this and
then expecting me to catch up without
rehearsing.”

“Yes, that's so,” Clara agreed, and
looked at Babs.

Babs flushed. She had a most dread-
ful feeling.of letting her chums down,
and desperately though she did not want

start

I
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to let them down, she felt helpless in

that moment to suggest anything.
Hillier was right, of course.
It was Mal

S Iookil_:i uite gloomy
and apprehensive, who broke in.

“Well—" she said. ~ “ Oh, bother it,
poor Babs can’t help being off form.
Perhaps,” she added doubtfully, “if
Babs has a bit of a rest she'll be all
right again, ¢h, Babs?”

“Oh! Oh, yes, I—I'm sure I should,”
Babs said worriedly.

“Then,” Mabs suggested, “what
about a run through this evening?
Gilbert, could you come over to ChLff
House ?”

“ Name Hillier
gallantly. ,

_“Six o'clock—is that all right? Al
right for you, Babs?”

Babs assented. Well, that at least
would give her a breathing space. In
the intervening time she could at least
sort out her ideas.

And so that was agreed upon; just a
run through for Gilbert Hillier's benefit
between himself and Babs. And the
chums, not very happily, packed up and
went off. In silence they tramped down
the road that led to Cliff House School.

“Mabs, I—I'm sorry—" Babs
blurted at length.

“QOh, that's all right!” Mabs said a
little distantly.

the hour,” said

“] didn’t intend to mess up the
rehearsal.”
“Then why,” Clara glowered,

“couldn’t you jolly well go through
with it#”

“I don’t know. I—I suppose I was
worried.”

“ About Richmond ?” Clara asked with
a sniff.

“Well, yes. After all, he—he is my
friend. And—and it's pretty rotten
being accused of something you haven's
done. Apart from that, I missed him in
the rehearsal.”

Clara glanced at her irﬁ(pntientl_v.
Marjorie, her stained coat over her arm,
shook her head. Janet Jordan pursed
her lips a little, and Bessie, who was

;\E\‘

\

¢ TIMMY | "’ Babs cried, and hurried forward, for Jimmy Richmond

should have been in detention.

But to her amazement the

Friardale boy swiftly made off. And yet—he must have seen her !
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mumbling her lines as she went along,
blinked. But the silence which followed
Babs’ announcement was eloquent of the
chums’ feelings. Liking Jimmy Rich-

mond as they did, not one of them could f

forgive what he had done that day.

In the same rather l{lmmy silence
Cliff House was reached. But during
the journey Babs had been
her brains. It was obvious the chums
thought that Richmond deserved what
he had got.. But Jimmy was innocent
—innocent ! If only, she thought, she
could find some way of proving that
innocence! If only, for instance, she
could prove an alibi ! 8 ,

She thought of the ex-soldier with
the barrel-organ. Surely he was sti
in Courtfield !

A forlorn ho
one now whic
possibility.  Once Jimmy
innocence was proved, Jimmy woul
come back- into the play. And once
Jimmg came back into the play, she
herself would gain new life, new
inspiration.

Jefore she reached Study No.
which she shared with Mabs an
Bessie, she had already made up her
mind. Any hope, however faint, was
worth exploring. .

Mabs, with a sigh, peeled off
and coat and threw them on
settee. Bessie, h ng up her clothes,
seized the ketile and went off to fill it.
Babs stood still, however.

“Why, Babs, aren’t you going to take
your clothes off 7’ Mabs asked, sur;
prised. ;

“No. As—as a matter of fact, I—I'm
going out,” Babs blurted.

“ But the reheafsal—" Mabs cried.

s L!—df’ll g; bl:’acix for thtnt.” Balllu

an “Ma 've got to go—really
Bot tol” she said.  “'Mabs, if I can
prove Jimmy’'s innocence, Jimmy will
come back into the plné—-”

“But_ we've got ilbert,” Mabs
objected.
“Y-yes, but—" :
“Babs, wait a minute!”  Steadil

Mabs faced her. “Babs, old thing;

don’t clmito understand you,” she said;
“but 1 do think this—I think you're
potty to run after Jimmy Richmond
after what he’s done. nd I don't
really think,” she added, with an un-
meant hint of resentment, “you're
being fair to me or the others. Babs,
after all, it is my pla;, and you did
promise to back me up.” "

“] know. Mabs; and—and I will
But—  Oh, I don’t know!” And
Babs shook her head distractedly.
“I'm sure Jimmy’s innocent, and I
think I may get a clue in Courtfield.
And that is why I must go now. You
understand "

Rather worriedly Mabs shook her
golden head. :

“Well, for goodness’ sake, don’t miss
the rehearsal !” she said.

Babs nodded. To avoid further
questions, she went off. It was a
quarter-past four now; that gave her
an hour and three-quarters in which
to complete her mission and get back.
Have to get a move on, though!

She caught the bus. Twenty minutes
later she was put down at the Court-
ficld Market Cross. Anxiously her eyes
skimmed the square, more crcrmged
than usual as this was market day.
There was no siin of an ex-soldier with
a barrel-organ, hotvever.

Throuih the market she walked,
eagerly looking along the roads which
ran off from it. She saw a beggar; a
woman selling matches and pipe

presented itself as a
Richmond’s

..

her hat
to the

cleaners; but no man with a barrel- *

organ.
%ith a heavy heart she retraced her

i hore hud

. Bt ‘it 'was the only-

steps, one eye on the town hall clock.
And then suddenly, ten yards in front
of -her, she saw a boy staring into a
shop-winddw, 8 handkerchief to his

ace.

“Jimmy !” she cried. ; "
Jimmy Richmond it was—Jimmy,
who was supposed to be confined to
bounds in-Friardale School !

“ Jimmy I” shouted.

But the boy at the same
turned away, hurrying on alangh the
market. Yet he must have heard her—
must! And Babs, in some consterna-
tion, ran forward.

The crowd l;“ thic:l:o]l:ereabo\.ltl;1
in her way. goodness
A they all come from? By the
time she found herself in a clear space
theré was’no ‘sign of .the boy wha had
been g into_ the shop-window;
and, brea ised by

instant

ss and a little

d her buffeting, Babs reached the corner

of the street; then she jumped.

For coming towards her, the hand-
kerchief still in his hand, was Jimmy
himself.

“Jimm *»  She hurried towards
him; and Richmond, as surprised to
sea'fler, -apparently, as she to see him,

hurried, too. “Jimmy, why didn’t you
answér me just now in the market-
place?” she cried. : :
“Baut,” Richmond said, “I haven’t
been in the market-place.”
. “Jimmy, I saw you. You were look-
ing in a Jeweller’s thop.”
ry decisively he shook his head.
“I'm sorry, Babs; you were dream-

. ing. I tell you I haven’t been in the

markocﬁhce. Whoever you saw wasn’t
me, © No, siree! It—"" ~ And then
quite * startledly he looked at her.
‘“Babs, were you—you sure it was me 1"

Babs felt shaken.

“Jimmy, it was! I could have sworn
it! But f it—it wasn’t——" Then she,
too, became struck by the thought that
was obviously in his mind. aui 3
agitatedly, she caught his han
“Jimmy, if it wasn’t you, it was some-
one exactly like you,” she said.

“Just,” Richmond suggested, “like
that chap who drove Lawrence’s car

“Jimmy, yes! You—you mean a
double !”
“Something like that—yes.” Rich-

mond nodded, but his face reflected his
uzzlement. “It’s dashed— Oh golly!

Cxcuse me, Babs.” « And he sneezed
violently. “This blessed cold of mine
has come on again—beastly thing!
But I’m dashed,” he said, “if I ean
understand who this chap could have
been! It’s the first time had
a double.” ‘

But Babs was thinking then.
doubleTiJimmy h&«ll] .bo;lm;:alah! -
yet—and yet, was the sl ad just
seen and the ill driver of Law-
rence's car one an same?

But who could it have been? For

knew I

.the fellow who drove the car must have

been a Friardale boy. How else to
account for his possession of the car?
And Richmond, as he said, had nobody
g;..n remotely like himself at Friardale

ool.

No wonder the boy she had seen in
the market-place had never turne
round when she had called! Naturally,
he would not answer to Jimmy’s name.

“But, Jimmy,” she asked, “ what are
you domﬁout of bounds?”

“Pm king for Hillier,” Jimmy
said grimly. “If you want to W,
I'm just on my way to his house—the
blighter lives in Courtfield, you know—

when I get there—" His hands
clenched. “But don’t you worry,
B‘b’__l-'

“But, Jimmy, I do worry!” Babs
looked alarmed. “Supposing you're
found out?”

A
And
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“I shan’t be found out.” Jimmy
smiled a little. “The Head-sent me to
work in the celigr, and I've bribed old
Parsons, tho gardener, to do the job for
me. But I wart—yes, I want very

+ much to cateh up with Hillier,” be

added, his eyes zleaming.”

Babs looked at him queerly.

“What has he done. Jimmy ?”
_ “Just tellicg whoppers, that’s all. As
if the case isu’t bad enough against me,
he pitched a yarn to Lawrence that he
saw me messing about with his car this
morning. Lawrence has found out that
the silver watch he kept in the poeket
of his car is missing since the accident—
I suppose somebody pinched it when the
car was abandoned on the road—but that
awful snake-in-the-grass is trying to
make out I Mpmched it. —" e
stiffened. “My hat! Talk of angels!”
he breathed.

And as he stared along the road down
which he had come, Babs, following his
gaze, started. ;

For another boy in a Friardale ecap:
was lounging towards them. It was
Gilbert Hillier himself.

At the same moment as they saw him
he saw them. Gaily he waved his hand,
and, doffing his cap to B: hurried up,

“Well, well!” he said cheerily. “A
gathering of the clans—what? Thought
you were in detention, Richmond 1*

“Your business?” Richmond asked

curti{f.
“No, rather not! All the same ¥—
and Hillier shook his head—"pretty
risky breaking detention, isn’t it?” he
asked. “Pretty tough on you if you
were found out. You know, Richmond,
I like you. I should hate to see you ge\‘.
into a row.”

Richmond’s lip curled.

“And I suppose that’s why you told
Lawrence you saw me messing about

» with his car this morning?” he asked
bitterly. ) .
“Here, Richmond, steady on!”

Hillier cried. “I told Lawrence only
what I supposed to be truth,” he went
on {evelly. “You were near the car—
just about half-past one. I remember,
Lecause the clock chimed at the same
moment. I spoke to you, and when you
saw me you just skedaddled. If it wasn't
you,” he added—and both Richmond
and Babs gave a simultaneous start—
“it was somebody so dashed like you
that you might have a twin "

“Jimmy | breathed Babs, her eyes
goundirg S

“Why, what's the matter?” Hillier
asked, puzzled. p =

“Nun-nothing,” Babs said. “Jimmy,
come on; I want to talk to you.”

Feverishly she caught his arm, while
Hillier, with a stare, shook his head.
As they trotied off together, Babs smiled
and then shrugged.

“Jimmy,” she gulped, “it’s right—it
must be r?ght.i There is—there is some-
body like ycu. And that somebody, if
he doesn’t ge!eng to your school, can get
in and cut of it.”

She noticed that her handbag had
come open, ard without thinking, in the
stress of that moment, snapped it to

d again.

“ Jimmy, don’t you see?”

“I see—yes.” His eyes gleamed a
little. “But vobody else will see, Babs.
Anyway, who is he? And how the
dic{ens are we going to catch him out?
Oh gosh!” He blew his troublesome
nose. “Dash this cold! Babs, look
here, can you spare a minute?” he
added eagerly. “I’'d like to chin-wag
this out with you. Let’s pop into this
cafe for a spos of tea.” .

Babs, remembering that she had had
nothx:g to eat since dinner-time,
nodded, and so in they went.
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A-r THE precise moment that Babs and
Jimmy were ordering tea, the telé-
phone bell in Dr. Barrymore's study
rang. With a resigned and rather irri-
tated sigh, the headmaster picked up the
rezeiver. =

“Yes—yes?” he said, somewhat
testily. * Dr. Barrymore speaking.”

A voice, muffled and disguised, came
aver the wire

“T just wan: to tell you,” it said,
“that one of your boys—a fellow named
James Richmond—"

“Who are you?” the doctor asked.

“Never mind; that doesn’t matter.
But this b’?j' Richmond is confined to

bounds—

“Well ?” the doctor snaiped_

“I just thought you'd like to know,"”
the voice went on muffledly, “that in-
stead of being ir bounds at this moment
he’s in Friardale—with a girl called
Barbara Redfern, of Chff House
School. That’s all. Good-bye !”

And whila the doctor let out an angry
gasp, the receiver at the other. end
clicked back cn to fhe hook again.

Rift in the Lute!

{1 H, great golly me!”
i Barbara

5,
(ﬂ;' ﬁe fern, in alarm.
" In her absorbing
~~J~ | conversation with Jimmy

Richmond in the cafe she
had (or'ﬁotten all about the time.

But the timo was vividly before her
as, rather agitatedly, she step};:ed to-
wards the bus terminus at the other side
of the square. The great round, illumin-
ated _face of thc town hall clock regis-
tered five minutes to six. And the re-
hearsal began at the hour.

What,a chump she was! Why hadn’t
she thought about it before? '

But that, at least, was understand-
able, and, ir the present ﬁterturbed state
of her mind, forgivable. She and
Jimmy had had so much to talk about,
so much to discuss, that time had n
left out of their reckoning—not, indeed,
that in the end they had been able to
form any concrete plans.. And now—

Babs’ heart knew a pang as she
thought of tke rchearsal. What would
Mabs say?

She hurried, but her luck was com-

letely out. The bus service to CIiff
Elouse only ran every quarter of an
hcur, and she had just missed a bus.
Fifteen minutes still to wait. and in
fretful, white-faced anxiety, Babs had
no alternative but to wait. Fifteen
minutes! Nearly a quarter-past six
when finally she climbed on to the bus,
when, hopinz against hope that some-
thing might have happened at Cliff
House to postpone the rehearsal, she
sank into her seat.

The conductor came round.

“Fares, miss!” he said,
grumpily. ;

“Yes. Single to Cliff House, please !”

Babs opened her bag. Then suddenly
she snatched it wup, and feverishly
fumbled within it. Too late, she remem-
bered how, in talking to Jimmy Rich-
mond, she haa discovered her bag open.
There wasn’t a penny in it!

“«[—]—I—" she stammered, looking

rather

up.
“Fares, please!” repeated the con-
dugror inflexibly. "

I—I'm sorry! I've lost my

purse.”

“Then.” the conductor said, and rang
the bell for the bus to sto[), “you'll ,'iusg
have to get off and walk, miss. I'm
sorry.” . As Babs agitatedly rose to her
feet as the bus stopped, he grimky
caught her arm. “Goed-night, miss!”

And Babs, with feelings too deep for

into the

words, saw the bus roll off
robbed—

darkness. She had . been

robbed ! But, worse than that, she

now had a half-hour’s walk to school.

ghatr would they be thinking of her
ere

({3 Twax;“x -past six!® Mabel Lynn
said anxiously. - “Oh, great
goodness! Where can she be?”
Clara Trevlyn glared; Janet Jordan,
rather angrily, loo at the clock on
the wall of the Cliff House music-room;
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The chums looked at eaclr other
again, unaware of the distressed,
agitated figure which at that moment
was hurrying . through the darkness
nearly three miles away. Gloom fell
upon them all—gloom tinged with just
a “tl'tllle bitterness. Really, this was too
muc

“Well,” Clara exploded at last,
“dash it, let's do something. We can’t
just sit here staring like a lot of silly
ninnies! Mabs, you know Babs’ part.
It's not playing the game to drag
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stories. .

Bessie Bunter, her script in her hand,
muttered something, and Marjorie
Hazeldene worriedly sighed.  Gilbert
Hillier, who had turned up at ten
minutes to six, fidgeted.

“Well, Mabs, I'm sorry, but I shan’t
be able to hang on much longer,” he
said: “Our gates are shut at seven, you
know, and the beaks are frightfully
strict on fellows who miss gates. Funny,
though. I should have thought even
Richmond would have more sense than
to keep her out till this time.”

“You're sure,” Clara asked grimly,
“you left her with Richmond?”

‘Oh, quite!”

Gilbert over here just for nothing.
Can’t you take it?”

. “All right,” Mabs agreed despair-
ingly. “Bessie, we'll take it from your
entrance.” *

“Yes, rather!” Bessie said, standing
up. ““Here, Janet, take the script,
will you? I know my lines off lljsy
heart, you know."”

“Come on_from that end,” Mabs
told her. “Whoa, steady up!” she
added; as Bessie, diving on to. the
stage, tripped on the carpet: “We
don’t want you to bring the scenery
down! Now face me. That's rightl
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Gi ou face her. Now say your
Iinmm -
“©Qh, y-yes. Lul-lines!” Bessie

stuttered. “Ahem! I am the Abseess
Elreda—" i ¢
‘* Abbess, Bessie
“Ab; Bessie, I mum-mean !” stut-
tered ssie. And then, drawing a
deep breath, she rushed out the words

all in one string. *I-am-the-message-
Elreda, andlh “come-with-an - abcess,
wn-lmow—

“Oh heots !” hreathﬁd Jlnet Jordan,
Besme, come off,” Mabs said
wearily. “Go and learn your lines
proper

Bessie's exit. You kneel at my feet.”

Hillier grinned. Using his walking--®

stick as a sword, he knelt.  For the
next ten ‘minutes he and
through the part, and in the interest of
watching him the chums llmost forgnt
the absent Babs. .

Hillier was good—no. doubt about
that—and Mabs, if she was a little less
sure of her lines than Babs, was a mag-
nificent foil.

Clara clapped.

“I say, jolly good!” she enthused.
“ Jolly, lolly good ! You two ought to
do that in the play.’

"\ Well, why not?” Hllller asked at

B?;‘aﬁ‘bs e i i B
“Gilbert, I'm so ut no
wculd break old Babs’ heart to take
the part_ awaly from her now that she’s
swotted it all up. And F've got all my
work cut out on the production side.”

“H'm! Yen. Sorry, I hadn’t h
of that,” regfhed ruefully. “Poor
old Babs! course, you can't
let her down. Well, thanks mest fright-
fully for the fun, but I really am afraid
that I shall have to trot off now. Jolly
nice, seeing you all, though. L:.ka to
have a sﬁot of ginger- fop at th
s with me before go?
funds, you know.”

“Oh erumbs! I sa%. doesn’t he think
of the loveliest ideas?” Bessie beamed.
I iez !E,t::er! Let's go.” e

n y went, to sure,
in a rather chi . The

Imm

hearsal could not be said to have been
a success without its principal char-
acter, and, really, Gilbert Hillier was
50 ]ol]y nice and understanding that
Babs’ absence gave them all a sense
having let him down. The very good-
natured cheeriness of his reaction to
that set-back 011]{l made them feel all
the more keenly humiliated. *

They went to the tuckshop. There
Hillier hurriedly stood the promised
treat, including 1n it Leila Carroll lnd
Lydia Crossendale, . who happe
he in the tuckshop at the time. Vary
hastily he gulped his own ginger-beer
down, with a breathless, cheery “ Good-
night !” waved his hand and went out.

“Nice boy!” Lydia beamed. “ Jolly
nice! But where's Barbara Redfern?”
she added. *“ Thought she was in the
rehearsal part

Nebody sp oﬁe

“Where as she?” Lydia pressed.

Lydia smelt a rat, and, being by no
means fond of Babs & Co meant to
find out more about it.

““Oh, shut uE * Clara snlpped

“M hat! We are in a°mice temper,
aren't wef” Lydia scoffed. “I must
say you all look about as cheeri'ul as a
wet half-holiday. Hallo! here’s
the giddy missing link heraelvf’! she
added, as a weary figure trailed past
the lighted door. “Barbara! I say,
Barbara—"

Babs paused. Then, as she saw her
chums, she bit her lip.

“Oh 1” she said, and came in, to be
immediately fixed by half a dozen

ilbert, we’ll take it from

Mabs went

re- elemmh of a first-cl

of just a

stares. ~1—I'm sorry, JIs—is thé re-
hearsal all over?”

“Why? Did you think we were
going to keep it up t)ll midnight 1
Clara asked sarcastically.

She didn't mean to sa; Clara was
very, very fond of B& and had a
most unifortunate habit ouf' ‘blurting the

first blunt words that came to her lips.
Painfolly Babs coloured. -
- He~has .Gilbert gone?* she.asked.
Y Oh, only about half an haur wo,"
Lydia,_said airily. ‘““Oh corks ere
iou aupposed to be reheamng with

Babs_shot her a_lock.

"I m sorry]" she faltered. “I was

l‘ietmme- of Jumny Rlchmond?”
bs asked, mth quiet_réproach,

"Well no,” bs coloured again.
“ Not—not exacfly. I left Jimmy at
five to nx." =

“When,” Clara put in, “you werq
supposed to be he here at six. Cutting
it ﬁne weren't you?” "~

And—and then,” Babs said, “I lost
the bus.”
a turned impatiently.

iy And then—then I lost my purse, and
—and—"

Babs sto ped Tlped weary, footsore

herself, hopelessly dropped her
hands u lhe saw the others’ stony
st!m:ea_, ?h. what was the good of ex-
plaining ?
sounded like_a string of excuses?

A"I’m sorry,” she added lamely.
“ And that,” Janet ssked “is all

& you've got to say about it1”

“Well, what else can I say?” Babs ;
retorted. i
I think you might, at any rate, g
lnd jolly well wnte a ]etter of Flpl:]og
é:.lhlt Hillier I Janet snappe
ey Ho was a sport, waiting for you as he

"Hea.r, hear !” Lydia chirruped. “I
say, this is fine! Go on! Have a row.
I'm enjoying this !”

Babs looked at her. She looked at her
chums, Even Bezme was blinking at her
uneertainly, cheeks

avarted her face. All the
ass storm were
gathering in the tuchhop then,

Babs did not give the storm. a chance
to break. No other word she said. With
she turned on her heels and
rather wearlly step out.

“ Babs—" Mabs, her voice
breaking.

“Oh ratal Let her get over it—
r.ouchy chump I” Lydia sneered
Yon-—-—

lared at her. For one moment
it loo as if she might strike Lydia.
Then, in a rush, she was out of the sho

As Babs hurned on in the darkness she
can ht her u
abs |

Babs stopped.

“ Babs, why—uhy did you do it?”
Mabs asked tremblmgl¥ “Babs, don't
you want to be in the p n; g

“Of course I do, si

“Then—then wh: suddenly take up
this attitude?” Mabs asked. *Babs,
why run after Jimmy Richmond? I
know what you think about him, but,
Babs, we saw him—saw him with
our own eyes. Babs, please look at me.
It’s not worth puttmg our own chums
out for the sake of a fellow who s afraid
to_ own up to what he’s done.”

“You—you still think that?” Babs
asked strangely.

“ What else can I think?”

“What would you say if I told you I
believe Jimmy had a double?”

“ But, Babs, that’s snl]yl If Richmond
had a double he’d be known! Oh, Babs,
you're just being a chump! You don’t
want to believe that Jimmy did what

e cried.

What was the use, when it the fire,
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“he’s accused of domg. and you're trying

to convince yourse
“You—you think that?” Babs asked
unnteadtly.
course,”
“Then,” Baba sand and quickened

- ptm, “m her eyes round,

ked dter her,_ broke into a run
and disappeared _mto the sehoel.

Only Babs Believed!

: VEN as she. ran, fight-

E ing back the unl—ggng

tears which rushed to

i her eyes,c Babs. was
wrry for, thoee w

And yet, such.-was the con-

dition of her tautened nerves thap it did

harself for gomg for old Mabs; she.still
resented all the 1mphcst:om lgamst her

nlmost lobb she hurled

hers.eﬁ in Study Ne. 4, there. with a
reat mto the” armchair.

§ ?gnt h-d- a.he done? What had she
one

Ten—fifteen 'minu e! went B before
the door opeh ‘no ring to

look round ereely gﬂp!)ed.tho arm of
the chair as she stared, amp-ciy , into

A muttering voice fell upon
her ears,

“F¥ am the Messes Abbage, and I've
come with Elreda—  Oh crumbs! I

chum.

sus-say, is tl:uth—thnt you, Babs?”
Bessie blinked. *Fuf- flnoy ttmq
you know! Oh du r—

broke off in dismay. “ Dud-

don’t ery, Babs I
“I’'m not crying,” Babs said, vnth a

cateh in her voice.
y she dabbed her OJ'GI. and

thl:ntlethdn was in the process of . doing
e door opened again, Mabs
awkwardly at the

She paused a
slght of her chum. Babs bit her lip as

she half rose.
Bessie blinked a little.
“Oh crumbs! I sussay, why don't

you two say something to each other?”
she asked. “Dud-don’t look at each
other like that, you know! I tell you
what,” Bessie added hogefu!!y “Listen
to m{ lines! I've got them off by heart
now

But Mabs was not heeding Bessie.
Neither was Babs. abs, seeing that
wrung look om the face of her chum,
that anxiety in her eyes, had impul-
sively ste forward, forgetful for the
moment of the tiff, forge tiul of every-
thing save that Babs was her staunchest,
her test chum.

abs |” she said, and in that one

utterance of her chum’s name all

%iﬂi;arences seemed to melt. *“ Babs—oh,
al

““Mabs !” Babs said.

Bessie blinked. Then, with a beam,
she left the room.

“Babs, don’t—don’t look like ‘that.”
Mabs® voice was a little unsteady. “I—
I'm sorry, old thing. Don’ &—don t Iet’
mention his name again. Babs, we're
mll chums 7"

“As if,” Babs said, with a little
c};ok‘e, “we could ever be anything
e se ”

“ And you’re still keen on the play?”
“Mabs, you know I am!”?

“Then,” Mabs said, drnwm a dee
brenth. “that’s all nght isn’t 1” I— ‘I)
don’t want to interfere in your business,
Babs, and—and I know you don’t want
to force me to think things I'm not will-
ing to think. But—but I am keen, as

ou know, Baha. on making the pla{"
gl thmﬁdsnd can only make it a big
thing, girlie; if you will do your
best. Babs, will you?”
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e 7
¢ I'M sorry I missed rehearsal,’” Babs said tremulously. ‘I lost my bus, then I—I lost m
She broke off, seeing her chums’ stony stares, knowing how feeble those excuses must

and then—""

2

purse, and—

seem. - Then, wearily turning away, she left the tuck-shop.

“Yes, Mabs!”

“And to-morrow "—Mabs paused—
“we're having another rehearsal—at
ILrin;-dale. ill you be all right for
t at_l’

“ Positively all right, Mabs! And—
and I'm sorry, too,” DBabs said
atumblingliy. “J—I didn’t mean to let
you down.”

“Then,” Mabs laughed, “everything’s
all right, isn’t it? Now, Babs, will you
tell me what you think about your
costume—I've got to order that to-night,
you know. here’s the design you
made of it?"” .

Happily Babs Eroduoed the design,
and, with their differences completely
forgotten then, the two chums enthusi-
astically sat down to work. Ah, this
was better | This was more like the old
times and the old comradeship. It
scemed like a dream to Babs now—that
brush with her chum. What sillies they
both were ! ;

And yet, though she worked enthusi-
astically on the play with Mabs, she
could rdl rcﬁrcss a shudder every
time she tiougt of the ordeal of
facing Gilbert Hillier on the stage
again. And, try as she might, her
thoughts would wander to poor Jimmy
Richmond. o

To-morrow cameo. By tacit consent
the name of Jimmy Richmond had not
passed between Babs and her friends
since last night. .

At the same time that understanding
just as strongly told Babs that her
chums had. not altered their views of
Richmond's supposed conduct, and
thought no better of him for having
been the means of upsetting their
chum.

In a cheery enough body they met
the following day, and since Marjorie
wanted to call in on Mrs, Hathaway,
in Friardale, they went by way of
Friardale village. While Marjorie went
in to see her friend, Babs, Bessie,
Clara, Janet, and Mabs remained
grouped outside on the pavement. And
then” suddenly Janet gave vent to a
low whistle.

“My hat! I'say is that—"

She was looking towards the bettomn
of the street, round the corner of which
a boy in a Friardale cap had just
entered. The boy had a handkerchief
to his face, but in manner and_figure,
even from that distance, he was unis-
takable. It was Jimmy Richmond.

“Oh!” Clara said,’ rather stupidly,
and glanced at Babs. “I thought he
was confined to bounds? I—"" She
broke off. A sharp exclamation rose
to her lips, and her eycs flamed. “The
—the rotter | she burst out.

For what they saw was calculated to
arouse immediate ire. It was all so
sudden, so utterly brutal, that they
would have been incensed whoever had
been involved. For, as the Friardale
boy came round . the corner, a small,
ilnmy-faced urchin came up to him.

e said something to the Friardale
boy, who, without even a word in reply,
suddenly raised his hand, and then
—smack ! went the palm on the side of
the urchin’s face. Up went a wail from
the little chap, followed by a howl as he
sat blinking in the gutter.

“Well!1” gasped Clara. “Hi,
Jimmy, you beastly bully!” she cried.

The Friardale boy looked up. He
started. Babs gave a cry.

“Jimmy—" L

And then suddenly he turned on his
heel, and, leaving the urchin in the
gutter, still howling, disappeared round
the corner.

“The caddish brute!™
Jordan.

Babs said nothing. But her face was
white as she followed her indignant
chums to the assistance of the small
boy. Clara was the first to reach him,
and the little chap, gouging grubby
knuckles into his eye, whimpered as he
tenderly caressed his cheek.

“ And—and I only asked him if he'd
got any cig'rette pichurs!” he pro-
tested. ~ “I never meant no harm,”

“Poor kid!” Clara said. *“There,
there, don’t-cry!  Oh, my hat! Look,
here’s a penny. Go and blue it!”

“Qoo! For me?” the delighted one
gasped. e

“Yes, for you. And when.” Clara

cried Janet

said, her face savage, “1 sce ihe rotier

who hit you, I'll let him have a picce
of my mind!” X

“But, Clara,” Babs cried, “it wasn't
Jimmy !" $

“No?" Clara's l‘lrp! curled. “Then
I'm blind !” she scoffed.

“But, Clara, it—it wasn’t!” Babs
cried wildly. “You know as well as 1
do that Jimmy would never do a trick
like that!” e

“You mean we thought we knew!”
Janet Jordan said angrily. “You're
not suggesting Jimmy Richmend’s sud
denly acquired a double in Friardale
School #”

Babs fell hopelessly back. That, a-
a matter of fact, was just what she
had been ﬁoing té suggest. But the
angry disbelief in her chums’ faces told
how that suggestion would be received
now—better to save her breath and the
argument which would ensut by not
voicing 1t.

Friardale was reached at last, with
Gilbert Hillier, all smiles, to meet them
at the gate. As they went into the
school, another fellow, with hands in
pockets, gave him a_bitter glance, and
when Hillier turned to beam in his
direction, deliberately averted his
head. The boy was Jimmy Richmond.

Clara, reaching him, stopped dead.

“Rotter!” she said scathingly, “IT
didn’t think, Jimmy, that you’d he
adding the bullying of helpless children:
to your sins! Oh, don’t deny it!” she
sniffed, and, leaving Richmond utterly
flabbergasted, marc on,

“Jimmy—" Babs said, coming up.

“Babs!” Ie looked at her, then
rather angrily glanced after Clara.
“What did she mean by‘that?”

“Jimmy, you weren’t in Friardale
ten minutes ago?”? Babs asked.

“Friardale?” He laughed hollowly.
“No, I wasn't!” he said. was
doing special detention—out on the
school allotments there. Thanks,” he
added bitterly, “to that beast Hillier!
At least, I suppose it was Hillier!”

Babs glanced at him quickly.

“Why, Jimmy, what’s happened?”

“Just that some sneak went and
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blabbed to Barrymore yesterday that I
was out in Courtfield with you when I
should have been doing detention. Only
Hillier could have blabbed because only
Hillier knew.” - o !

Babs fell silent. telling herself she
must not argue with that. She did not
like Hillier, but she had nocause tothink
evil of him, and she was desperately
fighting not to allow her grievances to
cancel out her sense of fair play. All
the same, she was sorry in her heart for
Richmond—poor old Jimmy, now
having to bear this new blow!"

“But what’s this about Friardale?”
Richmond wanted to know, seeing that
she did not reply to his outburst.
“What makes you ask if I was there,
Babs? I——" ~And-then he broke off.
“I've not been seen againi” -

“Jimmy, yes!” And Babs explained
the circumstances, :

“I sce.” His lips curled a little.
“And just as it lla,ppens. once again I
can't g:o\-e I wasn’t there. Babs, you
don’t ‘believe it was me, do you?” he
asked, in sudden agitation.

“Jimmy, no, no!” Babs vigorous!
cshook her head. “But, Jimmy, don't
vou sce?” she added. “We've got to
do something. We've got to find out
who it is. Jimmy, isn’t there anybody
vou know like you—or even just a little
like you?”

“No!” Richmond said finally; and
then: looked up as Clara came hurry-
ing. alon lara, who had divested
herself of her coat and her hat and
now locked rather nettled. ; .

‘“Babs[” Clara cried impati%gtl_y.

“Why don’t you come along? e're
waitin% for you.”
“]—I'm eorry "  Babs flushed a

little. She looked appealingly at h
boy chum. “You coming, Jimmy1” -
“Well, hang it, why not?"'Jimmi
said, with a trace of defiance. “If
can't act, I can watch. And I want to
00 you do well, Babs, for all that
another fellow’s” got my .part. I'll
come,” he added. . .2
And as Babs went off, he fell into
step beside her, while Clara, with her
p?,loué heightened a little, hurried
anead. B

They entered the prefects’ room,
where Ralph wrence, _comparing
notes with Mabs, was waiting. His

eyes fell rather grimly upon Richmond
as that boy lounged in, but he said
nothing.

The rehearsal began. Babs, casting
aside all worries and ‘cares, flung her-
self wholeheartedly into her part. Her
first half dozen lines she delivered with
an orator
Mabs an
other, exchangin
“T'his was the rea.
Babs they knew.

Lawrence glanced at each
smiles of delight.
Babs. This was the

And then—
Well, something happened. Those
first few lines Babs had said without

looking at Hillier. She felt, if onl
she could forget his nearness, that a.
would ll):Ia well. fl?m.!'.. o ﬁourse. it wl?s
impossible to forget that—especia
with the tender farewell scene whicg
had to be staged between them. In the
midst of her oratory, she saw Hillier,
not looking at her indeed, but looking
at Jimmy Richmond, with a sort of
mocking contempt in his eyes.

Her voice faltered, broke.

“0h, say !” ﬂawrence said
dismay. “Bear up, Babs!”

“Babs !” Mabs adjured anxi .

But from that moment the s was
broken for Babs. - She felt rather than
saw the mockery of Hillier's glances.
She bad a sizange sensation as of a
heavy hand pressing upon her head,
compressing her tl
* utterances, fwowing her into a panie.

in

to powerful, so vibrant that |

ts, changing her s

De;pel_'llely she strove to right herself

and in the straining, alas! made r
matters more confused. Mabs, at last,
gave a

ery. X

“Babs, Babs! Oh, Babs, you can do
better than that!”

“Oh dear! I—I'm sorry!” Babs
stuttered. :

“What is the. matter?” Lawrence
cried vishly.

“JI—I don't know.”

“ Perhaps——" Hillier came forward,
his face was shadowed and distressed.
“Lawrence, may I make a suggestion 72
he asked. )

"W_ell. what is it1” Lawrence
growled. ; -

i‘lJm this.” Hlllierhshoﬁth:ul h“di
“It's preity certain that isn’t
home with me—well, and_no wondet,”
he added b’l}ﬂ, “ considering :
never acted with me before.
about letting her have another shot
with Ri —just to get ‘into the
swing of the thing again?”

g 1” Richmond =aid curtly. -
But Lawrence 'pnu.sed; Mabs looked
hopeful. Babs felt herself flu
with joy—at the prospect, and with
shame for ever having dared to enter-
tain an unjust ught against this boy
Hillier who was now shining in such a
real sporting light. .

“ Oh, Jimmy—yes, please I” she cried.

Richmond, in the dct of turning away,
paused and Jooked at Lawrence.

“Do you mind?” he asked 5

“Please yourself,” Lawrence said
rather curtly.

“0.K.!»

 Hillier heaved a sigh. + There .was
a smile on his face which Babs could
not quite understand but which, if she
had probed her memory, might have
ca_useg her there and then .to beg

Jimmy Richmond not to stop on the

sta,

anxiety of getting something done, they
had all_forgotten one very vital thing
—that Jimmy Richmond had been for-
bidden to have anything further to
do with the play. ichmond himself
was thlnk’ug of that, however, though,
bowing to Babs’ wish, he did not voice

1t. 4

He stepped on to the stage. Hillier,
with a 'grin, stepped off it. Jimumny
nodded. : - - 3
“Right-ho, Babs! Fire ahead!”

And Babs fired ahead, eagerly,
enthusiastically. Those words whi
before had seemed to stick in her throat
now came out-with all Babs’ power of
expression behind them. And Jimmy
Richmond, too, seemed once more to
come alive. Mabs gurgled.

“Oh, lovely, lovely !” she sighed, and
smiled at Lawrence, forgetful that
Richmond was only a sort of stand-in
for Hillier. *Isn’t it?” she breathed.

“Top-hole!” Lawrence heartily
agreed. “If only—"

And there he stopped. There, sud-
denly, he jumped, as behind him the
door came open with a furious swish
and into the room, wielding his cane,
came Dr. Barrymore.

“Richmond !” he thundered.

Jimmy, turning, stood still,

“Richmond, how—how dare you,
The doctor’s voice was thick with
“Step down from that platform
Have you for-
I ordered
to do with

rage.
at once—at once, I say!
gotten, boy, that yesterda
you to have nothing at a!
this play?
Richmond bit his lip.
“No, sir.” . ‘
“Then why did I find you acting
here?” 4
K "’} was just trying to help things out,

ir.
“Indeed! Including, I suppose, the

.she’s
What hi

‘or in the excitement, the desperate
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discipline of the school?” the doctor

Babs gasped. “Dr.
Barrymore——"

_“Miss Redfern, I request you to be,
silent I the doctor rasped. “Richmond,
hold out your hand.”

Richmond shrugged. For a moment
he heaved a deep, deep breath; then
fearlessly, unflinchingly, he extend
his palm and Dr. Barrymore, seeming
to gather himself, flung up the ashplant
above his head. And in that fraction
of .a second Babs became an ‘electrio
bundle of nerves. : ]

Blindly, impulsively, she had hurled
erself forw Amid a deathlike
silence she threw herself at the head-
master of Friardale, and even while the
cane was in the act of starting down-
wards at Richmond’s palm she caught
in midair. The cane fell. The

asped.
“ But______”

B
w dare you!” he

ou—you,
spluttered. -

“You can’t punish Jimmy!” Babs
"f wildly. © ““Dr. Barrymore,
as

“Silence, please}: You, you—you dare
—in my_school—" Tni:e doctor’s face
was livid now.' “Miss Redfern, put
your clothes on I* he thundered, quiver-
ing. “Leave this school at once—at
oncel If this is how you are going to
behave yourself during tgese rehearsals,
then I think—yes, I think,” he added,
laring round angrily on'all the Cliff
ouse girluh;that you had: better keep
away. Richmond, you will go to my
study! You—Miss Redfern—you wi
go'—nqw. d I think—until I have
ad time to thimk over this matter—
that you had better take your friends
with youl” :

Apology—and Discovery!

“ ICE )} Oh, jolly
nice 1” Clara
Trevlyn said sar-
_casuczlly. ‘Can
you imagine a happier state
of affairs? Justp because

Babs won't believe the evidence of her

own cyes, all this. fuss and bother—”
“But, Clara,” Marjorie objected,

“I’m sure Barbara—" ik

“Oh, stuff!” Clara said irritably.
“The matter, as I see it, is this. Babs
promised to back up Mabs in her ﬁay
—and is she backing Mabs up? ol
Instead of backing Mabs up, she's back-
ing up a fellow who's not worthy to
breathe the same air 1™

The atmosphere in Study Neo. 4 at
Cliff House, to which the chums had
retired on their reiurn from Friardale,
was not gloomy; it was thunderous,
And there was no doubt for once that
Clara was voicing the sentiments of
them all. Even Mabs had nothing to
say this time. .

For it did seem, on the surface, that
Babs was putting a worthless.boy before
the thing which mattered so much to
all of them—and, much more to anyone
elze, to Mabs, who was Babs’ best chum.
That scene at Friardale this afternoon
meant the end of Babs’ rehearsing
activities at Friardale and might very
well mean the end of their own activi-
ties. Already, they had discovered, Dr.
Barrymore had phoned through to Miss
Primrose reporting the scene at Friar-
dale. And Babs, immediately upon her
return, had been summoned to the head-
mistress’ stt:lif. 8he was still there.

As they gazed rather glumly at
each other the door slowly opened.
Babs herself, her cheeks a trifle pale
but her head upheld defiantly, came
into the room. .

“Babs!” Mabs cried, and there was
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a break in her voice. “ Babs—what—
what did Primmy say ?”

Babs looked at themn with lack-lustre
eves.

“As far as rchearsing at Friardale is
concerned, I'm out,” she said.

“Oh my hat! Then—then—" Mabs
stuttered.

“Then,” Clara said, “ihat means
we're all out. We can’t jolly well re-
hearse without a leading lady, and so
the play’s just kyboshed! We haven’t
got anyone elsc to take Babs’ place, and
at's joll{ well my opinion,” she added
resentfully, “that you might have kept
vour silly head when the caning stuff
started. After all, it wasn't your busi-
ness.” =

Babs rose to her feet.

“Well, what did you expect mo to do
—stand there and see him punished ? It
was me who pleaded with him to come
on to the stage, remember !

“But why,” Clara bit back, unable
to keep a rein on that dangerous tongue

stopped short.

en |

of hers, “why couldn’t you act with
Gilbert 1

Babs was silent.
. “Because,” Clara went on, “you’ve
just allowed your silly sympathies to
run away with you. Oh, Jimmy Rich-
mond is a friend of yours, I know! He
was a friend of all of us. But the Jimmy
we know to-day isn't the Jimmy we
were pally with, and I for one want to
have nothing to do with such a rotter!
Babs, you're just being a fool about
Jimmy Richmond, and because you're
being a fool about him you're just let-
ting all of us in the soup without even
worrying about our end of the stick.”

The chums fell uncomfortably silent.
But again there was no discordant
voice. That sentiment, if expressed
roughly, underlay all their own feel-
ings at the moment.

“I—I'm sorry,” was all Babs could
think of to say. s

“But that,” Janet Jordan chipped
in, ‘““doesn’t help matters, Babs. hy
can't you act with Gilbert? He seems
a jolly nice chap to me.” .

“I've got nothing sgainst Gilbert,”
Babs said. “And yet—well, if you
must have the truth—yes, 1 don’t like
acting with him ! Oh, it sounds silly, I
know, but—but—well, there it is,” she
added not very . lucidly. “Mabs, I

(CLARA strode up to Jimmy Richmond .
id - thingl: s Bu;; Rotwl.m:i. ls:;
said scal ye ying P
childr .

really do think that as I'm such a fly
in the ointment you'd better make
other arrangements. If you can act
mtl: ”Gnlbcrt. why, then, you take the
Mabs looked near to tears.
“Babs, you—you really mean that?”
“Yes,” Babs said almost ficrcely.

“Then,” Mabs said, “I'll do the
part.”
Clara grunted. Marjorie sighed.

Janet shook her head, and Bessie, still
mumbling her lines even while taking
a lively interest in the proceedings,
looked reproachfully at Babs. But the
die was cast then. And though it was
cast, Babs felt her heart near to break-
ing point. She was out of the play—
Mabs’ play—the play she had hoped,

for the sake of her chum, to make such
a success | !

And Mabs—

Mabs, that night, quietly cried her-
self to sleep.

But it was a long, long time before

Babs got to sleep. More than anything
at this moment Babs was anxious that
Mabs’ play should be a success. Though
it broke her heart to drop out it was
for the best, she told herself—for how
could she go on acting with Gilbert
Hillier when she felt as she did about
Gilbert Hillier? To-morrow, she vowed,
she would go to sce Dr. Barrymore at
Friardale, make an apology and clear
the air for the peacefulness of future
rehearsals, And carly next morning—
a whole day’s holiday at Cliff House—
she was up. Immediately breakfast
was over, without telling anyone where
she was going, she boarded the bus for
Friardale.

But, nearing the point where she
would alight to walk on to Iriardale
School, she reccived another shock.

On the right of the road was a little
clearing among the trees, and in that

clearing, imperfectly screened, were
two_peoﬁle. One was the_ villainous-
looking bookmaker “whom Babs oW

for Alfred Spaggles; the other, Friar-
dale cap on head and handkerchicf to
his face—

Jimmy Richmond !

As Babs saw them she sat perfectly
still. . Jimmy—or was that Jimmy?
What could Jimmy possibly be doing

\ f:L
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with such an unscrupulous ruffian as
Alfred Spaggles?

But it wasn't Jimmy—of course not.

For almost the first pérson she saw on
entering the drive at Friardale was
immy himself—Jimmy, who had a
broom in his hand and was sweeping
dead leaves from the concrete path oui-
side Little Side Pavilion. He looked
rather grimly angry when Babs told
him what she had seen.

“Well, this time I can prove it,” he
said. “Because I've been on this
beastly punishment job for the last half
an hour. Half the school has scen me
and can bear witness to it.

“But, Jimmy, who—who can it be?”
Babs cried. “It’s a boy—your own age,
with your hair, wearing a Friardale
cap and everything, You say there's
nobody in the school like you?”

“And there isn’t,” Richmond said.

“Then—then—" And Babs looked
at him with sudden new inspiration.

“Jimmy, could—could it be someone
impersonating you?”

He started.

“But who would?” -

“Jimmy, somebody must—must.”
Babs was jumping now as the new idea
got hold of her. “Perhaps,” she said,
“somebody’s acting out of revenge.
Somebody, Jimmy, who wants to cook
up trouble for you. _Jimmy, is there
anybody who would be glad to sce you
disgraced 7"

Queerly he regarded her.

I don’t know. No. Well, yes, per-
haps there is one chap—Gilbert
Hillier.”

Babs frowned.

“No, Jimmy, don’t—don't let your

own prejudices run away with you,” she
begged. “I know you don't like him,
but everybody else does.”
. “Wait a minute, Babs, I've got a
reason! A fellow who would pinch a
fag’s stamp collection and try to sell it
to get himself out of a jam isn't quite
the little angel that Gilbert makes him-
self out to be—" | P

“He—he did that?” Babs breathed.

“Weeks a yes. I caught him at it
and jolly well punched his nose.. The
rotter’s never liked me since, and I've

(Continued on page 44)
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OUT OF SCHOOL
HOURS

Week by week Patricia writes for you in that cheery,
charming, and helpful way so typical of her.
you are “ down in the
the world"—Patricia is the ideal friend.
young enough to understand all schaolgirl joys, yet
wise enough to be helpful over schoolgirl problems

Whether
dumps "’ or feeling * on lop of
For she is

ROM now onwards—until December
25th—this Patricia of yours is going
to write quite a bit about Christmas.

I'm sure you won’t mind that, for we
all love looking forward and making
plans, don't we ?

Also, Christmas itself has a way of
sncaking up on us—so. are we with
other things—that quite it catches
us unprepared ! -

@ Christmas Lists

This week, I want to remind all you
who haven't yet done so, to prepare a
list of the Christmas presents you must
give.

As T know I have told you before, I
simply adore * lists,” for it does so help
the old memory along. -

So write out first the names of people
to whom you simply must give presents,
starting with your family and relatives
and working to finish up with
your school chums.

Against each name it is a good idea to
write the t: of t that person

would like, n:?; then to look for it in the 028

shops, or to set to work to maké it—
according to your mood. Then, as each
present is bought, the name should be
struck off.

Very systematic! But, of course, yon
mustn’t leave this very private list lying
around. Tuck it away somewhere secret
so that all your gifts will come as re

surprises.

“* Oh, but I haven’t a single idea in my
head about presents!” I can hear some
of you say. “ I'd love to write a list, but
what’s good when your mind just
goes blank 1

So here is your Patricia to your rescue
with some suggestions—some luxurious
and costly, some really cheap, but
charming for all that.

MOTHER.—An early-morning tea-set
micululy good if you've a sister to
the cost). A coffee-set. A table-
cloth with serviettes to match. A tray
cloth. A tea-trolly oloth. A pair of
cutting-out seissors (for which she must
ive you a farthing for luck). Knife rests
or the table. Some airtight jars for the
tchen., AA bed hojacket..d Some I;g:;e
ippers. telephone and address :
One of the mew wooden cheese boards
with knife to match. Fruit bowl
Sholgping basket. Shopping list. Cork
table mats. Dish mop. ters. Ironing-
board cover. Pack of cards for Bridge.
Ashtrays,

FATHER AND BIG BROTHER.—Tie.
Silk hanky (for show or use). Gloves.
Scarf. Cigarettes (always J)opuhr). Pipe
(to be chosen with care and mother’s help).
Tobacco pouch. Stickeon ashtray for car.
Box for ecoller studs. Propelling pencil.
Noteease or wallet. Socks. Braces and
suspender set. Armbands. Penknife
(farthing payments to you for this, also).
Corkscrew. Razor blades. Hammer. Oil-
can. Calendar for office desk. Torch.

AUNTY OR BIG SISTER.—Back puff
(a powder puff on a long handle, this is).
Box of bathsalts. Mirror and comb in case
for handbag. Hankies with lots of
lace on them. Writinﬁ"easa. Fancy
belt in bright colour. Collar and cuff set.
Sl.lk-cugered coat mCov%rect sl;](:
trees. Stocking-mending outfit. Umbre
Fancy combs for hair. Chiffon scarf for
draping round hair when going somewhere
gay in the evenings. Buttonhole of
artificial flowers.

GRANNY.—Thermos flask for her hot
milk. ‘Hot-water bottle with cover.
Bed socks., Bed jacket. i p.
Case for tacles. Cushion. 8et of

meils. lotting pad. Waste-paper

et (you can't have too many).
Shopping by Brooch. | Bunch of safet;
ins. Bundle of mending wool and silk.
alendar. Letter rack for the wall.

CHUMS.—Box of sweets. Diary.
Gloves (the geyer the smarter). Party
. Book. Hair ornament. Coloured
scarfl, Address book. Bottle of coloured:
ink. Set of paint brushes, Necklace.
Bangle. Brooch. Over-sox. Shoe-cleaning
outfit in case. Tube or packet of shampoo.
Bottle of setting lotion. Bottle of eau-
de-Cologne. Packet of orange sticks (for
nails). ~Nail file. Autograph album.
Snapshot album. Notepaper and envelopes-
with her initial in one corner.

There, now, I think that long list will
probably give you some ideas about what
to give. It consists only of bought
presents, of eourse—though, nat v,
you'll want to make some of them, not
only because they cost less that way, but
because people love to receive a present
that is made by the I5&:;31-. :

So next week I Il be giving you
some ideas about presents to mnﬁe. 80
that you can start on them right away,
for this making business
certainly does take time.

@ In Bright

Tartan

If the neck part
of your winter coat
is not very inter- }

esf.mg' , and you feel
you'd like & change,
1t i8 quite the smart
t.!nnF to wear your
scarf cravat - wise
outside the coat. "

.

Suy ing youhaven't a scarf and intend
to mgﬁgag‘ni.ythm deo choese some tartan
material, for as I told you before, it's all
the rage this year.

And if you have any material left over
from the scarf you could tack some round
the cuffs of your coat to mateh, removing
it when you feel like it.

® From An Old Blazer

A cosy jacket to pull over a dress on
chilly evenings, or to wear under your
coat when going out, sounds.a bright
idea, doesn’t it ?

You could easily
malke one from your
old school bﬁucr
that has wn too
short in the sleeves
and altogether too
small for you.

Cut out the
sleeves and cut off
the collar part.
Then, in brightly
coloured wool, but-
tonhole - stitch  all
round the edge—
and along the tops of the pockets as well.

A simple initial worked in running-stitch
on one of the potkets would give a smart
fnishing touch,

You'll be almost longing for snow when
you're.wearing this |

All we who live in London were horrified
to find one of the best—or, rather, worst
—** pea-soupers ”* arriving in QOctober this
year. .

You who live in the country will
remember the fog, too, of course, though
yclrl\ll'm lucky in that your fogs are at least
white.

QOurs was black and yellow—and
perfectly beastly.

I know, when I had to go out in it, I
thought it would be quite a good idea to
wear my gas mask !

The fog made my eyes sting so horribly,
and abogl was absolutely shocked at tli:
colour of my nice clean hanky after a
“ blow " of the old nose.

A special eyewash after coming indoors
again out of the fog is the best treatment
for you who value your eyes. Either
bathe them with clear water, or with a
special -eyebath and a solution of boracie
powder and warm water.

And do take two clean hankies to
school with you on foggy days if you
want to preserve your reputation for
being a perfectly med and immaculate
young person er all conditions.

Your friend,
PATRICIA.



EVERY SATURDAY

BABS & CO.!s WINTER DRESSES

Miss Hilda Richards and Patricia have again put their heads fogether,
and- to-day and during the next few weeks will describe the winter
dresses of popular Fourth Formers at Cliff House School for you.

M AB is actually slimmer than Babs—though you
might not notice this when she is wearing
her school tunie. :

She i also rather a shivery person, so she does love long
sleeves. ('‘ After all,”” she says, *‘ you can always chop them
off and make them short when they wear out at elbows *'—
and hers-do, for Mabs loves to prop her elbows on the table when
poring over a book.) | :

Reading that pleats were fashionable this year, Mabs, who
has quite a good fashion-sense, insisted that they were the very
thing for her.

So she chose a new frock this autumn with as many pleats
as she could find—and it really does suit her.

As she’s so slim around the hips, it actually makes her look
a spot plumper—which she doesn’t
mind at all. But if she were already
phomp, she would still have chosen
pleats, but from the kmees only—
not from the waist. a .

This dress is made of stockinette
in a rust shade. It has a square
neck into which Mabs can tuck a
scufm'forno;;;"aanheplm. A silk
e in oli green was provided
with the frock when new, but Mabs
isn’t keen on sombre eolours.

So she made herself a new one of
royal blue velvét—and a belt to

For going-out-t.o-f.ea occasions,
Mabs® dress is really ?m'_ta suitable,
but someti just for a

she takes the scarf out of the neck
and wears & ro blue velvet sash
around the middle instead.

This, by the way, is the dress she
us wears on the ice.rink at
Co when a party of the
Fourth Formers go skating.

FINGER TIPS

Your nails will be a perfect joy 1o behold if you give them a regular
manicure. And here Patricia tells you how to do it, step by step.

o
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BABS .° Just a typical schoolgirl’s

dress” is how you would
deseribe Babs' favourite winter frock if
you saw it. ;

It is made of navy blue woollen
material, with short sleeves and a white
collar. (This is ¢ in and is
geh)nngedfora similar one every other

Y- \

The only trimmings to the dress are
the imitation pockets on the bodice.

Three buttons, covered in the same
material as the dress itself, fasten the
froek at the front of the neck.

At the side there is the latest zip fastener—which Babs loves
to zip up and down. In fact, it will become & habit, if she
doesn’t watch out.

Zips are lovely—much neater than the old hook-and-eye
fastening, but you do have to be careful not to catch them on
your petti or panties as you zip them eclosed. If you do catch
them, they just stick—and refuse to budge.

Babs has several belts that she can wear with this drese—
one of matching material, one of pale blue su®de, one of red, and
one of mauve.

Mostly she wears the matching one.

Niee astlth.in dress is—and so u;::"u{"h:&bs did féel that it
was a spot ordinary, y w was going out to tea
with Mrs. Venner or ortg;er ople in Courtﬂel%. So she con-
sulted Marjorie Hazeldene about it.

The result was that Marjorie made her the ripping little
* bolero ”* jacket you see Babs holding, It is of multi-roloured
:1-.]];, :mﬁwsr pattern in pale blue, royal blue, mauve,

With this slipped over the dress, and a pale blue or mauve
belt around the waist, Babs’ very simple dress becomes one that
could * go anywhere.” '

And that’s why she’s so fond of it—even though ’tisn’t
new.

ELL-KEPT finger-nails are just the
finishing touch to a schoolgirl’s
appearance, I always think.

Uneven tips, and skin growing where
the pretty half-moons should be, destroy
the charm of even the nicest young person.

So now that the long evenings are here,
I want you all to devote part of just one
evening a4 week to your ** manicure *—so
that by Christmas you will have real party
hands that look as if they've just stepped
—or floated—out of a beauty parlour.

For this manicure I'm going to assume
that you haven't any fancy bottles of
lotions, and so on, so we’ll make it a real
* homey " treatment.

A PRETTY SHAPE

First, give those hands a good washing,
thenweeanmwhmwengetobegin.

Dry them well and now examine them.

shape shall we file the nails

to 1 Well, they should follow the shape
of your fingers, roughly, but if you have

uare-ti a8 quite a number
of people have, 1 certainly won't let you
file the nails dead strdight.

So we’ll decide on a nice oval—an oval
that leaves more white of the nails in the
centre than at the sides.

‘oBend your and hold your nails
wards you, so your finger-tips point
downwuds,thmﬂb&omtheli:up.totho

tip. Then, very gently, round off the
pointed part left. -

Now we'll lock at the cuticles, which is-

the skin in which the nails are embedded.
Perhaps this is rough and uneven, and
ing to grow over the nail itself.
Well, it's simply got to go back.

TIDY CUTICLES

So I want you to smear Vaseline or
olive cil all over and around each nail.
Leave this on for several minutes, while
ﬂm read your book or listen to * Music

all ” on the wireless.

Then give it a good rub-in. Much of
it will be absorbed, but the remainder

~must be washed off in warm soapy water.

Dry the hands thoroughly, push all the
ﬁnﬁars into half a lemon, if you have one,
and then come back to the fireside again.

I want you to borrow an stick
from mother or big sister if you haven’t
one yourself. (They cost for a
bundle of twelve, you know.) Wrap a
tiny wisp of cottonwool around this, dip
it into n;.‘hle lemon, snd] then press ibthnro.t]lﬁg
each nail—wv. utly—pushing the ski
back so mstegegf%ﬂ'mty of the nail is
revealed. :

Go underneath each nail-tip with it as
well, and the nails will be whiter than you

had hoped for.
Rinse the hands again—in clear water

this time, remembering to push back the
cuticle round each nail with the towel as
you dry them—and they will lock a
perfect picture.

THE FINISHING TOUCH
To give them an extra gleam, you can
buff the nails of one hand on the fat part
of the palm of the other hand.
If you give yourself this *' treatment "
Chri ikl

gm a wu:. bly yourrhn:uh will
really lovely—and then ps youn
can use a 4 der poﬁh on them
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(Continued from page 1)

never liked him. But I don't think it

could have been him. He might be the

same build as I am, but you could

hardly say that his chivvy was the.-
same.”

“Then who—" she began, only to be
cut short.

“Cave, Babs! Don't talk any more!
Here's Barrymore.” . 1

And as a tall, athletic figure in a
black gown came rustling out of the

+ school house, he turned to his broom
again.. %

Babs understood. She remembered
then that it was to see Dr. Barrymore
that she had made this visit. Rather
confusedly she hurried to meet him, and
he, sceing her, slowed a little and
frowned.

“Well, Miss Redfern?”

“I—I came over to—to tell you,
Doctor, how sorry I am for what I did
}'csteréuy.” 3 :

His gyes twinkled a little.

“This .is- an apology, is it?”

“Yes, Dr. Barrymore. You see,”
Babs said earnestly, “I—I wouldn't like
you to blame my chums for something
1.did. The—the [pluy means a lot to
them, and it is, of course, as necessary
for them to rehearse here as it is for
ti}e b‘l)-{s to come over and rehearse at
Cliff House. I—I do hope,” she added,
“that you will forgive me this time,
essespecially -now- that I shan't be
taking part in the play myself.”

Friendlily he~smiled and patted her

shoulder. ’

“Very well, _Miss Redfern—very
well,” he said. “We all do things at
times which we regret afterwards. I
accept your apology. You may go.”

And Babs, gulping, went, casting a
sympathetic look at the toiling Jimmy
as, she trotted past him again. She
reached the gates. Beaming in the
sudden glare of wintry sun that
streamed out, she looked up the road.
Then she paused. - 8 :

A figure was approaching from the
main_Courtfield cross-roads. figure
walking slowly. He did naot see Babs
for & moment, but Babs, seeing him,
recoived a faint shock to notice the
scowl which marred his features, and
the almost haggard expression which
accompanied that scowl. In his hand
was a picce of paper, and even as she
\\'ntcheg she saw him crunch the paper
in his hand and throw it into the grass
which ve! the roadside. It was
Gilbert Hillier.

More slowly still he came on. Then
he saw Babs and started, snatching off
his cap to reveal his close crop of dark
hair. In a moment a miraculous change
came over his face. He beamed.

“'Lo! ’'Morning, Babs!” he said

jovially. “Coming in?”
“No,” Babs said rather shortly.
“(Going out. But excuse me now, I've

the bus to cat¢h.” And she darted
away, while Hillier, with a shrug, went
into_the school.. Up the toad Babs
hurried, and, more out of curiosity than
anything else, glanced at the spot where
Gilbert had cast aside that slip of
paper.

Then, acting on impulse, she stooped,
picked up the paper and smoothed it
out. And then she stiffened. Sud-
(fleuly the hot colour surged up in her
ace.

For what she held was a bookmaker's
slip—and  printed in_  typewritten
capitals on the top of the slip was—
Dr. to Alfred Spaggles. Less than
half an hour ago she had seen the
false Jimmy Richmond talking to
Alfred Spaggles near this very spot.

Oh, goodness| Was Gilbert Hillier
Jimmy’s impersonator?

‘machites.

Caught in the Act!

: UT not till Babs
arrived at Cliff House
did the natural out-
come of her discovery
occur to her, though, to be
sure, it was the most ob-
vious thing. y

It did not occur to her all at once
that Richmond was the one who. should
immediately be informed of her dis-
covery. That realisation came to her
as she was in the very act of stepping
off the bus. Then— " ‘

Not a moment did Babs hesitate.
Instead of going into the school she
wheeled swiftly and disappeared into
the cycle sheds, out. of which she
wheeled her own machine. In such a
desperate hurry was she all at once
that she never even saw the three girls
Mabs, Marjorie, and Janet—who were
strolling down to the cycle shed at.the
same time, and most certainly never
heard Mabs’ cry of “Babs!”

“Oh, Babs!” called Mabs again; and
then, as Babs disappeared through the
gates, looked hopelessly at her chums.
“She—she’s gone |” she stuttered.

Clara sniffed a little. Janet shook

‘her head. They all looked worried, for

it was Babs thﬁ’ had been seeking at
that moment. Early that morning they
had run through the play with Mabs
taking Babs’ part, but it was obvious
all through it that Mabs would never,
never have time to be word perfect for
the show. The one thing—the only
t was to prevail upon Babs to re-
consider her_resignation of yesterday.

And now Babs _had-gone.

“Gone towards Friardale,” Clara said.
“Better get our bikes and follow her
|_1pl. My hat, what a chump that girl
18 ”

Janet nodded. Mabs was hurrying
forward. They reached the cycle sheds,
and, rather anxiously aware that Babs
had a decided start, mounted their
. . Down the road they sped,
until, nearing the lane which led to the
boys’ school, they met Leila Carroll
leisurely cycling from the direction of
Friardale. Mabs hailed.

“Leila! Cooee!l I say, seen Babs?”

“Babs? I guess so. Passed her five
minutes ago, gcing at a lick through
Friardale village,” Leila said.

“What? Not in the direction of
Friardale School?” Janet cried.

“I guess not!1”

- “Oh gosh! Then come on!” Clara
cried. u ; :

And swiftly, leaving Leila frowning,
they pushed on. Friardale village was
reached. No sign of At the
crossroads, however, they saw P.-.
‘ozer. o
“ Wait a minute; ask him,” suggested

abs.

“Miss Redfern? Why, yes,” Tozer
said. “I saw her five minutes ago, cut-
ting that way towards Hillier House.”
And he pointed to the narrow lane on
the right. “I ’spect she was following
Mr. Richmond from Friardale School,”
he added. “He went along there be-
fore her.”

The chums looked at each other. So
that was what Babs was doing! The
bounds-breaking Jimmy was once again
abroad. Babs, like the stupidly loyal
chump she was, was doubtless pedalling
after him to persuade him to return.
Clara’s face grew a little exasperated.

Mabs, worried, shook her head. She
thanked Tozer. They set off.

The lane was narrow, but they had
all traversed it before. Hillier House,

which stood half a mile farther on,

was, as they knew, the home of Gilbert

Hillier’s father. v
Without talking they pedalled on.

THE SCHOOLGIRL

The road, bumpy and pit-holed, did not
make for comfort. Nearer, nearer they
approached the house, Clara in the lead.
Then sudden.y she waved an arm.

“Whoa! I say, look!” she cried.

They drew up and blinked at the
cyele which stood in the ditch.

“Babs!” cried Mabel Lynn. “What
the—"  And then she jumped.
“Babs!” she shrieked in a startled
voice,

For there, crouching behind the bank
of the ditch, was Babs herself.

“My stars! What do you think you're
doing ?”* Clara asked. )

For answer Babs shook an agitated
head. ¢

“Please,” she begged, “come herel!
Don't let anybody ‘see you.” And she
cast a half-scared glance towards the
house. *“Please !” :

Puzzled, they went to the ditch. Mabs
blinked.

“Babs, what is it? Nothing to do
with Jimmy—"

“It is—yes.” Babs bit her lips, “Oh,
I know you den’t believe in his inno-
cence, but please—please listen to me!
It's not Jimmy, I tell you. Jimmy is
being impersonated !

“My hat! Is this another yarn?*”
Clara cried.

“Please |” Babs gasped. “I tell you
it’s true—must be truc—and in a few
minutes I'll prove it! Jimmy—or the
boy you think js Jimmy—is in that house
at the moment. I've followed him.”

« “Well, how does that prove it?”
Clara asked.

“Because Jimmy, as you know, is con-
fined to bounds. 1 saw this boy at the
end of the lane. He doesn’t know I
was watching him, but all the time he
was behaving in a most funny manner,
dodging and hidinghas though he knew
he was being watched. He——" And
then Babs jumped, as from the house
came a sudden commotion, followed by
a strident shout in a man’s voice of
“Stop him! Btop him!”

“Look—look !"” cried Babs.
is! Grab him, girls!”

For down the drive came a running
figure—a figure each of them recognised'
at once—the well-known figure of Jimmy
Richmond !

“Here he

“Put your bikes across the road !”
i:ried”Cnra. “Whoops! What a
ea

is as the boy, without troubling to
open the gate, placed one hand on it and
vaulted over.

But the chums were reld{l now. They
had grabbed their machines, and,
placing them broadside on across the
road, formed an effective barrier to
check the fugitive’s plunging - rush.
From the house went up another shout,
and now a man in shirtsleeves came
rushing excitedly from round the corner
of the building, shouting at the top of
his voice :

The Friardale boy, spurting on, came
to a halt. :

“Babs!” he sried. “Oh, my hat!
Take those bikes away! Let me go!”
He cast a hunted glance behind him.
“Quick 1" ’ ¥

But Babs was not to be deceived this
Her lips closed.

“In just—one minute !"” ghe eried, and
with those werds thrust out her arm.
Off went the Friardale cap, and the
boy's curly fair hair was revealed.
Babs took 4 firm and fierce grip and
tugged. The boy yelled.

“Babs, you chump! Ow, wow, wow !
Miv} hair

abs jumped ;

“Jimmy ! It’s you!” she stuttered.

“Of course it's me!” Richmond
angrily rubbed his head. *“What the—
oh, my hat!” ; Z

Too late he turned, as the man in
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shirtsleeves rushed through the gate,

Inirlg hurling himself at Jinmy. Babs

could only look on in utter amazement.

“Got you!” the man panted. * Got
you as last! Thanks for the help,
young ladies! We've been on the look-
out for this young man for quite a while.

Trn?ped you nicely this time, didn’t

we?” he added, as bhe gripped the

beaten Richmond’s arm. 5
., “But what—what has he been doing 1

Babs gasped. :

. “Doing _eénough !” the man answered

grimly “Threo times in four days this

young man has been here saying he was

a friend of Master Gilbert. Always he

called when Masster Gilbert’s father was

out, and always afterwards we missed

something—first a_silver watch, then a

smail case oi.coins, and yesterday a

gold chain. To-day te didn’t get away

with anithing. We pounced on him as
soon as he entered the house.”

" ".'Ijmmy-él. thief 1 Clara cried. “My
at :
““Put it’s not true—it’s not true!”

Richmend eried wildly. “I° know

nothing about the thefts! I came here

because I saw the fellow who is im-

personating me on the road outside

Friardale. I fcllowed him here.”
“Then,” the man said, “it’s funny

we've scen no other boy. Come on!”
And while Jimmy, protesting, was led

away, Mabs put her arm on' Babs’
shoulder. For Babs, dazed, her face
working, really did look in that moment
as if she were going. to faint. =
Later that night, when Gilbert Hillier

* visited Cliff House with the awful news

from Friardale, she almost did faint.

¥or Jimmy Richmond, accused of theft
at Hillier House, was sentenced to be
expelled !

It All Depended on Babs!

NCE Babs had become
reconciled to Jimmy
Richmond’s fate, she
sat down to do some

clear, hard-headed, and
very rapid thinking.

Shaken she had been, but calmer re-
flection left her belief in her boy chum’s
innocence unshattered. Jimmy Rich-
mond was no thief. And anyway, what
reason was there for him to steal? She
remembered the bookmaker and the boy.
That, fully established, had not been
Jimmy Richmeond; but it most certainly
‘was the boy who impersonated him, and
his dealings with a man like Spaggles
suggested that he was in need of money
—most people who dealt with Spaggles
were, Strange, afterwards, that she
should have discovered Gilbert Hillier to
be also in league  with Spaggles!
Stranger still that the. thefts should
have occurred at Hillier Ho n
intervals during which Hillier must have
known his father would be absent|

And then Babs remembered the purse
which had been taken from her bag.
Hillier had been there on that occasion!
Here was further proof |

But no use Babs telling those sus-
picions—and, after all, thegr were on:ly
suspicions—to her chums. Their minds

were made up. Deplore as they did
the change in the Jimmy Richmond
they had all known and liked, the

facts, as they saw them, spoke for
themselves.

Early next morning Babs went to
Friardale. There she learned that
Jimmy Richmond was to-be expelled
that afternoon. Heavy-hearted, she
cyeled back to CLff House, to find
Mabs seated in Study No. 4.

“Oh!” Mabs said, in a somewhat
strained voice. ,

Babs paused

“Mabs,
fogk

. what's the matter? You
worried !*

am,” Mabs wxeplied. “It—it’s
about the play. Babs, I've got to tell
you. We—we've had a run through
while you've been away, .and it's just
hopeless—without you. Babs, couldn’t
you come in again now this Richmond
business is over? Wouldn’'t you take
the part again?”

Babs looked at her queerly.

“Mabs, if I agree, will you do some-
thing for me—first 1

“Well, will you—" |
“If you'll do this thing for me—
yes,” Babs said. ‘“No, Mabs, please

don’t ask me what it is. But I want
to get hold of Clara and Janet and
Marjorie—never mind old Bess. I
want you, if you will, to take them
to the music-room for a rehearsal. But
please keep them behind the curtain

v i

o | saogl look
ers

By Hilda Richards I5

Out of the school she hurried, to the
phone booth some way down the lane.
Here she picked up the réeeiver, in-
secrted her two pennies, and in a
moment was through to Friardale -
School. A maid's voicé answered her.

“Will you please ask Mr. Hillier to
come to the phone?” she said.

A longish pause. Then Hillier’s voice.

“Hallo! Who is that?”

“Oh, hallo, Jimmy !” Babs brigh
sl wh ghtly

“Jimmy! Who do you think you're
talking to? This is Hillier speaking.”

“Oh!” Babs said, in a voice of faint
disappointment. = “Gilbert, this is

Barbara. I'm sorry if you were called
by mistake, but I can’t wait. Gilbert,
.will ‘yon give 'Jimmy a message for
me " .

“Why, of course!” Hillier said.

1" Clara cfietl_, pointing towards the ditch. She and the
gasped, for a girl was crouching there, spying on the house

—a girl they recognised at once as their own chum, Babs !

You can tell them, if you like,
I've got some stunt on. Later on I
shall coming in with Jimmy Rich-
mond—" -

“Richmond 7” Mabs cried.

“Mabs, please! Please, please do
it |” Babs cried. *“Mabs, the ]’:lny
depends on it. Please! Will you?”

“Well, go on,” Mahs said.

“In the meantime will you get hold
of Lawrence? Ask him to come along,
too. Keep him- with you behind the
curtain until I come in—and then
please just watch until I give the word.
Mabs, you'll do it—for the play’s sake,
Mabs

“Well,” Mabs said, “I don’t see how
it’s going to help the play, but—but—
all right!” She npodded. “I don’t
expect it will be easy, but I will do it.
How long will you be, Babs?”

“About half an hour,” Babs gaid.
“But get hold of Lawrence at once.”

She quitted.the room then. But her
pulses were racing. = Nobody but her-
self knew the desperate nature of this
last gamble. If it failed, them she
would be called a fool and a traitor.
It must not fail—must not—must not !

~

there.

“Will you ask him,” Babs said, “to
try to get to Cliff House within the
next half an hour? Yes, I know he's
going to be expelled and it might be
difficult, ..but this—but, Gilbert, be's
just got to make it somehow because—
well, just guess! I know, as a friend
of Richmond’s, you'll be thrilled to
death. I've got proof of his innocence
—absolute proof, Gilbert !”

She heard an exclamation from the
other end of the wire.

“Gosh! Have you?” Gilbert eried.
“What sort of proof?”.

“I can’t tell you mow. 'That’s the
secret. But it’s not unconnected with a
bookmaker man—a fellow naméd
Spaggles. You will tell him, Gilbert?”

“1 will {” Gilhert's voice was firm.
“Tl him now, Babs—and, if
necessary, I'll help him geb away!
He'll be bucked to death, Fve no
doubt 1”

Outside the phone booth, Babs waited.
Presently a little green two-sester came
meiugl along the road and tiyuwed imto
Cliff House's gates. That wu'nwrgmo
in his car—fortunately, ba time,,
repaired. 4
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She gave him time to get away, then
slipped towards the gates herself.

Five minutes later there was a whir
in the road and the
" well-known figure of Jimmy Richmond,
holding a handkerchief to his face,
raced up. Anxiously he looked at her.

“Babs, what is.it 7 - Excuse-the hanky,
but you know how, beastly this blessed
cold of mine can be, Babs, what have
you to tell me?”

of bicycle wheels

- Babs gazed at him. Was she talking face.

to Jimmy—or the impostor ! &

Certainly the boy was exactly like
Jimmy Richmond—or that part of him
which appeared over the hanky. The
same blue eyes—the same curlﬂ mop of
fair hair. Just for 3 moment her heart
failed_her. Then: ;

“Come with me,” she said."
can’t -talk here!” .

“ Where ?” :

“In the music-room,” Babs answered
softly. “That’s deserted at this time of
day. But buck up!” A s

The boy nodded. Placing his machine

ainst the wall of the tuckshop, he
followed' her. ! :

. Babs’ heart was thumping violently.

Suppesing she was wrong ! Supposin;
Mabs had failed to induce Ralp!
Lawrence and.the others to be party
to this plan? Su ing, after all, this
lad was Jimmy Richmond?

The music-room was reached. Babs
took a swift look round. Not a sound—
not a movement. Oh, goodness! Were
AMabs & Co. here after all?

“Well, here we are!” the boy said,
and breathed a sigh. *“This is all
right,” he said. “We can talk here.
Now, Babs, where is the proof of my
innocence ?"” i 2

Babs drew a deep, deep breath. Now
—the moment had arrived. Were her
chums here? ]

“The proof,” she said, “is here.”

‘And sﬂe pointed across the room.
Then, as the boy twisted round, she
made one swift grab for his hair. As
her fingers fastened in its thick curls,
she gave a ery of exultation. For a
wig iad come away in her fingers and
the handkerchief, last
from the boy's the
features of—

Gilbert Hillier! L

He spun round, glaring. And then,
with a cry, he hurled himself at her,
catching her arm. .

“You—you beastly, sneaking spy!”
he gritted. “So it was a trick, was it
trick, you little cat! A trick on

Well, I'll show you now whml;,l{

“We

dropping at
face, betrayed

—a
me ! 1
think of girls who play tricks!
twist your arm——"

“Help!” cried Babs. “Help!”

Oh, goodness! Were her chums
here?

Yes, they were! There came a
sound like the snap{nng of a twig, and
away from her reeled Gilbert Hillier,
smiting the floor with a mighty thud.
As Babs, . with half-swimming eyes,
looked, Ralph Lawrence caught her
round the waist.

“Babs!” he cried.

“You—you know?” Babs muttered.

“We know—we heard.”  Lawrence
gazed with loathing at the fellow on
the floor. * Hillier, get up!” he cried.

Hillier sulkily rose to his feet.

“It was you, and not Jimmy Rich-
mond, who busted my car?” demanded
Lawrence. ]

Hillier shrugged.

“And it was you,” Clara cried, in

a tone of stinging contempt, “who hit

the kid in the village yesterday?”
Hillier shrugged again.
“And you,” Babs flashed, “who I
saw talking to Spaggles this morning !
He looked alarmed at that.

“Here, 1 say, you didn’t1”

“] did.” Babs faced him, her chums
crowding round her now. * And, what's
more, I'll tell you who the thief at
Hillier House was—you! You pilfered
your father's things to raise money to
pay Spaggles your gambling debts, but
so that the servants shouldn’t suspect

ou,, youdd'i'sggim yourself as Jimmy

ic
All the colour drained from Hillier's

“You—you know that?” he asked
faintly,. “Oh, my hat! Don't—don’t
give me away!” he begged. Don’t!
I never meant Richmond harm.
never thought he’d get it in the meck
because I took those trifles! And I
had to adopt the disgui
met Spaggles. You see, Spaggles knew
my father—my . father was one of the
magistrates who sent him to gaol not
long ago. I never meant any real
barm to Richmond.” -
Lawrence glared at him.

“And, of course, as Richmond had a
cold, you could conceal the lower part
of your- face with a handkerchief
without arousing suspicion!” ' His lip
curled: “But why did you bag my oar,
you young rogue {*

“ Because,” faltered the boy, “I had
to see Sl!ngslea in a hurry, He vowed
that if I didn’t get money to him by a
certain time he’d have the police on
me,

Lawrence’s eyes showed his contempt.

“And all the time, you let Richmond
take the blame for your sins!” he said
scathingly. “You beastly little snake-
in-the-grass |

“Please, don’t give me away!” the
boy wailed. “If my father knew—"

“Your father,” Lawrence said, “shall
not know.  But you’re coming with me
now, my lad, and you're going to tell
Dr. Barrymore about your im re.
Tell him what you like, but Richmond’s
not “going to suffer another moment.
And after that,” he added, “you can

make your peace with Richmond him- g

ise 'when I pf
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self. Babs—all of you—I think you'd
better come along to Friardale.”

114 Yov THINE 7 Clara scoffed. “We
: are! And L” she added, “am
going to be the first to beg old Jimmy's
pardon! I only hope,” she added, with
a_ withering glance at the white-faced
Hillier, “he knocks you into the middle
of next week !”
-“Hear, hear!” chimed
Marjorie, and Mabs.
Which, however, Jimmy' Richmond
did not do. For Jimmy, in spite of his
anger, could be merciful, and the know-

in Janet,

I ledge that his girl chums’ faith in him

was restored, and he was pardoned, and
able, henceforth, to keep his part in
abs’ play, was too delicious to allow
of any desire for revenge,

Besides,” Hillier had his punishment.
That night, after the reunion of the
E';I.‘ll with their boy chum, and a re-
hearsal which justified even Mabs’
wildest hopes for the success of her
play, a white-faced Hillier was publicly
caned on the platform in Friardale
School Assembly Hall. - .

Afterwards, while Hillier, trembling,
almost swooning, tottered into his
place, Dr. Barrymore called Richmond
on to the platform

“I want, Richmond, to apologise to
you in public for my own mistake,” he
said gallantly. “But, more than that,
my boy, I want to congratulate you
o

a

“Congratulate me, sir?”

“On having found a friend who, for
steadfast loyalty, can surely teach every
boy in this school a noble lesson,” Dr.
Barrymore went on. “I refer to
Barbara Redfern.” -

To which Richmond retorted with a
fervent and red-eared:

“Thank you, sir!”

And Friardale, who knew the main
details of the story by this time,
cheered with a ° vociferous *“Hear,
hear 1”

END OF THIS WEEK'S BTORY.

Spoiled and pampered, a niece of
stern Miss Bullivant, at the moment
acting headmistress of Cliff House,
Lorna Millerchip was determined to
have her own way when she came
the And whenever

to school.

Barbara Redfern & Co., or their.

Lorna just burst into tears. It
didn’t deceive the chums—nor Miss
Charmant—but it deceived Miss
BuHivant, with the most serious
results for the chums and their
beloved mistress.

House favourites.

popular Form-mistress, Miss Char- .
mant, rightly resisted her tantrums, ™, *,

- Don’t miss this dramatic LONG COMPLETE sto
" by 'HILDA RICHARDS featuring all your Cli;fy
It appears next Saturday.
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PAMELA COURTNEY, lnn English gir]

Through the Secret Passage!

[{ ASTEBT old boy—faster 1"
Pamela Courtney bent low
over her racing horse’s head.
“We've got to race the

peasants !”

By “we” Pamela meant herself—
the Princess of Leiconia.

At the moment no one could have
looked less like a princess. No one, in
fact, could have looked less like a girl,
for Pamela was wearing one of Paul's
suits of picturesque peasant costume—
shorts, .shirt and jacket, thick stock-
;]ngs and shoes, anl a Tittle Tyrolean

at.
As the moonlit ground skimmed by
below her, and she swayed slightly to
the horse’s steady striding, her mind
went over the events of the past twenty-
four hours.

She felt breathless at thought of
them. What a sensational series of
happenings !

And all becauze she had taken from
the grand duke's desk papers relieving
the peasants of ‘various taxes,” papers
which should have been given E:r to
sign weeks ago.

f she hadn’t returned them to the
peasants, disguised as one of them, she
would never have been at the festival
when it was broken up in her name—
thanks to the grand duke’s treachery—
she would never have been made a
prisoner there, because the papers were

A story that is simply packed with Romance and Excitement,

unsigned, and she would never have
been in this sirange dual role.

A fugitive from the gmt encamp-
ment, ﬁisguised. as a boy, and at the
same time a princess y trying
) to"the palace, and become
herself again.

to get back
‘But here she was at fhe fringe of
Tolari Ferest. i
A swift dash through the trees, and
at_last she reached the hollow oak.
Pamela swung from the saddle. With
an affectionate word and a pat on the

muzzle, she sent the horse trotting
back.
Snatching a torch from the pocket

of her coat, she climbed the thick trunk
of the tree, slipped into the opening

AN  ANGRY CROWD
MARCHING DOWN ON
THE PALACE!

And Princess Pam riding
desperately to get there
before them!

where the branches forked, and clam-
bered down the half a dozen crude
steps that descended to the secret
tunnel.

The torch beam cleaved the darkness.
Pamela ran. She often stumbled in
the tunnel, but on and on she sped,
knowing that each yard she covered
was a yard nearer the secret panel in
the art gallery of Tolari Palace—a
yard nearer the averting of disaster.

And Paul—how was he faring? He
had gone to intercept the angry
peasants on the march to the palace—

ne to delay them, so that when they
nally did arrive and demand to see
the princess, she would be there ready
Afor them, able to sign the papers they
carried, and thus pacify them.

On she went. enty minutes after
entering the tunnel she was standing
in_the aperture behind one of the
paintings - in the magnificent art
gallery.

She slid back the canvas and peered
cautiously through. The coast was
clear. Then began a nightmare journey
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to her boudoir, expecting every second
to encounter a servant, or one of the
uniformed Civie Guards, or worse still,
the Grand Duke Bernard himself.

But, save for a glimpse of ‘Juanita,
her new friend, at the end of a cor-
ridor, she saw nobody.  But dpassing an
open window distant sounds reached
her ears. They become louder.

Voices—voices ‘shouting. And che
could see in the distance tiny pin-
points of light. !

“The peasanis! 'Fhey’ll soon be

here,” breathed Pamela.
. She whirled and rushed ‘on, slipped
into_her boudoir, and turned the key
in the lock, She must be quick—oh,
she must be quick !

Across to the large ante-room that
did service as a most commodious ward-
robe she darted.

That roemy apartment was lavishly
stocked with every conceivable item of
wearing apparel.

Pamela just snatched up the first
things that came to hand, and, arms
full, returned to her boudoir. All but
one of the arrag of mirrors was ignored
&s she stripped off her boy’s clothes,
and hastily put -on those luxurious
creations from the ante-room.

Last of all, her wig! And it was
the most important item of all, for its
dark, sleek hair, completely concealing
her own golden waves, was the' one
thing necessary to turn her into the
living counterpart of the girl she was
im?ersouating.

“Ready !|” she muttered at last, step-*
ping back. .

She gave herself a final scrutiny in
the mirror, turned towards the door,
and then stopped as a voice sounded

outside the room. 5
“Pamela! I say, is that you,
Pamela? It's me—Juanita !”

Triumph for the Grand Duke!

AMELA stood perfectly still.
Juan#a’s unexpected return
meant another delay; another
threat to her desperate efforts to
meet the. peasants at the palace gates,
but it wasn’t such a very serious cune.
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“I think I can deal with her easily
enough,” Pamela decided.

Of course,- Pamela was judging
Juanita at surface value; regardin
her as a most: charming, hkeable girl,
whose only faults were an inclination
to be- a little too talkative, and an
almost embarrassing desire to be
friendly.

If she’d realised who Juanita really
was; that she was the grand duke’s
niece, and that she.had come to the
palace to spy' upon her, and to dis-

cover, if possible, who Pamela’s
mystery friend was, Pamela would
never have acted as she did.

But, all the same, it succecded in its

object.

ith a smile she opened the door,
with a smile she quicﬁ(ley invented .an
explanation for her extraordinary dis-
agpearance from the opera, and her
absence all last night.

She, too, had received a note, like
Juanita, she-said; true in substance,
for she’d had one from Paul while a
prisoner at the peasant encampment.
And she'd gone to the mountains as a
result of it, and then been unable to
find her way back. Also true—up to
a point.

““But—but look here, dear,” she fin-
ished hastily, “I can’t stay now” I've
got to do something—something fright-
fully important. % wonder 1f- you'd
wait for me? You'll be quite comfy.
You'll fird books and chocolates, and
—and a radio—everything you want in
here. I shan't be long, dear. Bye-
bye !”

And, gently pushing Juanita into the
room before that secretly suspicious
girl could utter a word of ;]Jrotest,
Pamela shut the door, and simply flew-
down ‘thé passage for the art gallery.

“Poor old Juanita !’ she mused, as
she stepped through the secret doorway
once more, this time taking.the tunnel
that led to the palace grounds. “She
must think princesses are crazy.’” '

But Juanita, bursting out of the
boudoir, and finding no trace of the

irl she was supposed to shadow, was
urious.

“The—the Tlittle cat!” she hissed.
“What on earth’s she up to?”

Pamela, - stepping out of the wall
into the moonlit palace grounds, closed
the sliding portion, and then went flit-
ting away, to the gates. {

Tumultuously her heart was beating
now. The din of the peasants rang in
her ears. She could glimpse their
brandished torches every time a gap
in the trees or thickly clustered flowers
brought the gates into view.

How near were they? And what of
the other inmates of the palace—what
of Prince Alphonse, the grand duke?

They'd be bound to hear the commo-

tion soon, if they hadn't done so
already, and they would come to
investigate. In all probability the

grand duke, putting the blame on to
her, would order the Civie Guards to
harge the peasants and arrest their
caders.

Pamela tore on. At all costs, she
must prevent that. If only she could
sign those papers and turn the peasants
back before the grand duke arrived on
the scene, all would be well. Her own
Eopularity with the peasants would

“have been revived.

She Elunged out of the flower garden,
through a rustic archway, and gn to the’
main “path And then she came to a
panting stop.

The elaborate iron gates were before
her; the E'maants were on the other
side, not fifty yards away. . But they
were not coming nearer; they had their
backs towards her, and were marching

away from the Pa]ao_e. still shouting,

ut on a note of jubilation. ° = f

Immeasurable relief surged over
Pam. The peasants were fomg off, as
though they had abandoned their angry
intentions !

“Paul—he must have worked this!”
Pamela breathed. . “Oh, won!
whatthe\'er he did ? Pgrhapshhe ntig he’d
get the papers signed; perha ey’ ve
given them to him, If so I'ﬁsb.e able
to sign them, after all, and—and—oh !”
. Her voice, trailing away, ended on a
little ery. .
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Someone had stepped into view from
the bushes beside the path. It was a
tall, thin ﬁFure in the uniform of a
field-marshal, and as it approached
Pamela she caught the glint of a
monocle.

The Grand Duke Bernard!

“Why, Sonia!” he exclaimed, hurry-
ing forward. “ My dear girl, where ever
have you been? You've given us a
dreadful shock!
you?"”

“0Oh, I—I—" Pamela, recovering a
little of her composure, made the same
excuse that she had given Juanita.
“Somebody—somebody ~ played me
rather a mean trick !I” she ended.

It sounded terribly lame to her, but
the grand duke was apparently
impressed.

What happened to.
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**A trick, eh?” he remarked lightly.
“Well, you were rather stupid to be
taken in by it, my dear. And it might
have been extremely serious, too, as
thmﬁn turned out.”

“How—how do you mean, uncle?”
“Did you see a crowd of peasants out-
side the llgntes just, now? . You must
have heard them, anyway——"

M , yes, uncle.. But—but—"

“Well, my dear,” said the grand
duke, folding his arms, ‘they came
here to see you. ~They'd got some
papers they-wanted-you to sign; papers
connected with some of their taxes,
aggarently. Did you know anything
about them ?”

Pamela foniht down a _tremor ' that
ran through her body. Unflinchingly
she returned the grand duke’s almost
nonchalant glance, but it meant a
tremendous effort, for there seemed to
be a hint of mockery in his eyes.

“Papers?” she repeated, frowning.
“Why, no. I haven't been shown any.”

“I thought not. It's a mystery to me
how that rabble got hold of them. But
they were rather annhoyed when they
knew you weren’t here. "Of -course, I
made some excuse. I said you were not
well. But I.he{,eseamod to imagine that
vou were deliberately refraining from
signing the things, and so—" -

The grand duke shrugged, pausing.

Pamela bit her lip. ' Obviously the
grand duke guessed how the peasants
had obtained the papers; guessed that
che had taken them from -his desk.
Possibly he even guessed that she had
been at the festiva‘f last night.” And he
was toying with her; deliberately trying
to lull her into a false sense of security.

As though quite composed, she
nodded calmly.

“Yes?"” she E;ompted. conscious that
he seemed to inwardly gloating at
some further secret of his own.

But at that moment there came a
sudden burst of shouting from the
peasants, whose voices had died down
some time ago. Pamela, turning, saw
them gathered before one of the other
gates; saw their torches waved aloft
and sticks and bhats flung into the air.

A roar of cheering reached her ears.

To a sudden uncentrollable thrill, she
stepped forward, waving her hand.
Then, incredulously she drew back. The
cheering had changed to boos and
hisses, and the brandishing of clenched
fists. White-faced, she stood there.

Next moment the cheering broke out
afresh. Pamela, glancing round, saw
that the grand duke was saluting.
Faintly, but clearly understandable, she
picked out the cries, .

“The duke—the duke !”

“Evivva! Evivva!”

“Long live the Grand Duke Bernard !
Long live the duke—"

And then the crowd moved off again,
still chanting acclamations to the grand
duke.

Terribly wounded though she. was,
Pamela did not mean to let the grand
duke suspect her feelings. Somehow she
managed to keep her voice tremorless as
she turned to him again and, as though
nothing had happened, repeated in the
same questioning tone: s

“Yes, uncle? You were saying—"

“Ah, yes!” Quite jauntily the grand
duke swung round. *“I was saying, my
dear, that the peasants were so annoved
to find you were not available that I
did the only thing possible to keep them
quiet. 1 signed the papers myself !

Pamela logked at him; looked at him
with eyes tHat must have betrayed the
consternation she felt.

She'd failed—and he, her enemy,
Leiconia's enemy, had succeeded. True,
the papers had been signed and the
peasants’ rebellious mood curbed, but
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so far as she was concerned those things
might never have happened.

e peasants’ recent attitude was
explained. They hated her more than
ever, while the grand duke had made
himself the idal of their little
eommunitg. He had achieved the first
stage of his plot—the plot to turn the
whole of Leiconia agaimnst her so that
when he made his bid to seize the throne
and banish her, the entire populace
would rally to his support |

“Of course,” he went on unctuonsly
“it would have been much better if
you'd signed the things. I don’t think
the peasants were too pleased that I'd
'deputised for you. But at any rate, it
averted a very nasty situation. Well,
my dear.” He adjusted his monocle
and crooked an arm towards her. “Are
you coming inside 2"

Pamela, hands clenched, shook her

“Not—not -yet, uncle,” she said. “I
think I’d like a walk. .Good-night.”.

“ Good-night, my dear.”

He gave her an unmistakably exultant
glance and strutted off. - .

Sick at heart, Pamela watched him.

How he must be gloating now! No
wonder he so lightly dismissed the
rifling of his desk and her visit to the
festival. It had played her right into
hii? o P : la be Ik

rowninz, Pamala gan io wa
slong the path. She had not gone far
before— )

5, o!” came a low hail from
behind a bush.

Quite startled at first, she halted, and
then her face lit up.

“Paul I” she cried, recognising the
crouching figure who beckoned her.
“Oh, Paul * %

In an instant she was beside him, and
as she looked at his handsome face, now
so grim and_haggard, she felt just a
wee bit less despondent. Paul was her
dearest friend. Paul was always at
hand whenever she needed him. And
she needed him now more than she had
ever done before.

“Paul,” she began, hell', voice break-

ing, “the grand duke——
But that was as much as she counld
say. Paul laid a gentle hand on her

arm.

“1I know, Pam,” he said quietly. “I
was here all the time. I heard every-
thing. And I was in the crowd when
that rotten schemer was talking to
them | he added fiercely. “Oh, he
made out a darned glt’:od case for him-
self all right—and as bad a case for you

as he could! He didn’t say you were
ill. He said iou’d refused to sign the
papers, and that he’d come to do so
instead.”

Pamela, though by no means sur-
prised at this news, bit her lip.

“And they believed him, Paul ?”

Paul shrugged.

“Of course! What else were they to
think 1 -

“Then I've got to disillusion them,”
Pamela said, tight-lipped. “It—it was
awful when they me just now,
Paul. Not becaunse it’s so serious for
me as Erincess and for Sonia if things
aren’t better when she gets back, but
because I—well, I want them to like
and respect me, just as I like and
respect them. But what ever can we
do?* she asked helplessly. “I've beer
racking my brains, and—"

“Did you know you'd a birthday the

day after to-morrow,” was Paul's
apparently inexplicable question—“or,
at least, Sonia has?”

“A birthday ?” said Pamela, staring
at him. “Why, no, I didn’t know that!
But what'’s that got to do with it?”

“A whole heap,” Paul went on, a
gleam of hope in _his eyes. “Now, old
thing, I've an idea. You want to
show the peasants you're nat half as
bad as you're painted. Well, then,
here’s how you can do it. Invite themr
to a garden-party in these groundsi”

Pamela held her breath, hands
clasped. : a

“Paul, what a gorgeous idea |”

“Naturally, in view of its inventor I
smiled Paul, with a brief return of his
customary Faynesa. “You'll have to get
the council to agree, of course. And
they may try to dissuade you. But
you've only fgcrt. to insist, make out a
good case for yourself, and I don’t
think you’ll have much trouble about
- Obh, and by the way—"

“Yes1” said Pamela, who was begin-
ning to feel quite excited.

“One important point — Prince
Alphonse. happen to know he
gon't be at the palace on your birth-

ay.

There's some matter of State he’s

= -

PAMELA shrask back as =

the ts at
the gates But the
next moment cheers rang
out for the treacherous
:n"@ duke. He smnfi:dﬁ
well he had

got to attend to near the eastern
frontier.”

Pamela was quick to understand what
Paul meant. ;

“Qh,” she said, “then I shan't ha
anyone to show me the ropes—tell m
what to do—how to receive the peasants
and all that?”

“You'll have someone all right I was
Paul's smiling reply. “None other than
myself 1

“But how?” Pamela stared. “You
can’t come as yourself. It would never
do for the grand duke to recognise
you.”

“T shall ba disguised,” said Paul. “I
shall be in peasant costume, of course;
but you'll recognise me by a blue hat
with a whitc band and three red
feathers in it. And I'll stick to you like
a shadow the whole time.”

Further discussion was prevented then
by the appearance of one of the Civie
Guards some distance away. Paul, with
a whispered “8o-long!” crept off
through the bushes, and she, waiting
until she knew he had got safely away,
headed for the palace.

There was a smile on her face now.

The grand .duke had been cunning
and clever, but he hadn’t quite beaten
her yet.

By Doris Leslie ¢

What Juanita Overheard!

{3 ND now, my friend, you know
exactly how grave things are |”

Elbows resting upon his

.. shining walnut desk, the grand
duke looked up at his accomplice. .

Ricardo, having listened witheut in-
terruption to the duke's account of the
events of the past twenty-four hours—
so far as he could deduce them—scemed
rather dazed.

“But—but it’s fantastic, Bernard!” he
burst out at last. “ That the princess, of
all ;;aopla, should %ive those papers.
to the peasants! I can't— But,
Bernard—"

He looked sharply at his chief.

“How did she get hold of them *

“Stole them |” said the grand duke,
through his teeth.'

“Stole them?  But—but where
from #”
“From here, my friend.”

And the grand duke tapped one of the
drawers at his side.

Ricardo, ever highly sirung, looked
horrified. .

“Then she must suspect——"

“That I am her enemy—planning to
turn_her off the throne and seize it
myself 2 interposed the grand duke, as
Ricardo gul over the words. “Of
oes.” His eyes narrowed.
“And that’s what makes it so grave.
from our point of view.”

“Has—has she said anything ?”
Ricardo asked, licking his lips.

“If you mean of her thoughts—no.
But, then, Sonia is not a fool, Ricardo.”

“And so it's to be a game of—of wils
between you?”

“Exactly! But”—the grand duke
glared at his watch—" where’s that
confounded niece of mine got to? I
sent word that—— Ah, here she is!”

For at that moment the doors were
flung open by a couple of flunkeys, and
Juanita appeared. Flushed and breath-
less, ‘she did not wait for the doors to
be closed before rushin%’e across the
room. Obviously, she was beside herself
with excitement.

“Uncle, I—I've just heard them—in
the—in the grounds I 3

men stared at her. Ricardo

Both
-looked blank, but the grand duke’s eyes

suddenly lit up.
‘;Ym: mean—Sonia and—"

Her _ ageomplice —yes!” Eagerly
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Juanita nodded., “A young fellow! I
heard them talking near the gates!”

The grand duke sprang to his feet

“What luck!” he cried. “Ricardo!
Juanita! Don’t stand there gaping!
Quick! Summon the guards! We'll
catch them together—"

But Juanita gave a swift gesture of
futility.

“No good, uncle!” she snapped.
“He's gone now. He went before I
could do anything. And Sonia’s gone to
bed, I think.” .

Like a volume of escaping air, the

rand duke’s eagerness oozed out of
ﬁim. Quite limply he sank back into his
chair. .

“Gone !” he muttered. “And to think
he was under our noses, and we didn’t
know it!” Then, leaning forward, he
looked intently at Juanita. “But what
did they say?” ! |

“Qh, nothing much !” said Juanita,
scowlin% “The fellow said somethin,
about she’d know him by a blue-and-
white hat with three red feathers in it,
and that he’d stick to her like a
shadow. That was all I heard.”

“H'm!” muttered the grand duke.
“That might mean anything—it might
even be some sort of code.”

He pondered a while, and finally, as
if finding the thing beyond him, looked

up.

E‘At any rate, this proves Sonia has
an accomplice. From now onwards we
must be absolutely relentless.  Unless
Sonia is driven out of Leiconia at the
earliest possible moment we may f
that she is the one to do_the driving,
and we the ones to flee. Juanita!”

Quite startled by the bark in his
voice, Juanita backed away.

“QOh! Y-yes, uncle?”

“You've bungled’ things once.
that you don’t bungle them again, or
there will be a dungeon for each of us.
Your job is to wheedle yourself into
Sonia’s favour.”

“T've already done that,”
Juanita, with a scowl.

% And,” continued the grand duke,
“discover how we can lay our hands on
this Precious friend of hers. You might
also,” he added, as if on an_after-
thought, “try to find out what this ‘red
feather ' business is. Meanwhile—"

Rising, he folded his arms, a crafty
confident smile on his face. _

“Meanwhile, I will take care of Sonia
—my way!”

See

said

Bt'r g grand duke discovered as
early as the following morning that
it was not ﬁomg to be as simple as all
that to “take care of ” the princess.
She rose later than usual, refreshed
by the deepest and most untroubled of

slumbers. She had a bath in foamy,
R:’rfumed water, and dressed, while
wena, her personal maid, flitted in

devoted attendance about her, always
seeming to anticipate her wishes even
before she had expressed them.

Pamela’s eyes glowed as she studied
the girl in a mirror.

Darling Rowena! So devoted and
adoring that she was still trembly with
relief at the safe return of her mistress.
Pam was touched by such affection.

“Rowena dear,” she said gently, “it’s
a lovely day, and I’ve not much to do,
so"I w\?nt you tu.o_do somethin, Is}i:ll.'ist.ead."

: v, anything you wish, your
Highness,” u{d Rowena at once. x

hen take this,” Pamela replied,

- pressing several currency notes into the

maid's hand, “put on your best clothes,
and go out and enjoy yourself.”

And, with a smile, she left her suite,
leaving wide-eyed Rowena stammering
her delight and thanks. \
" In the passage, Pamela saw Juanita

standing by her bed-room -door, and
Juanita, having heard Pamela’s
approach, was wearing the
friendly expression.

“Pamela!” she cried, and hugged
Pam’s arm. “Oh, you look lovely this
morning. Did you sleep well 7”

“Like a lumber camp—full of logs!”
Pam chuckled.

They began to walk, arm-in-arm, to-
wards the main staircase. .

“I'm so glad !” Juanita chattered on.
“You must have been tired after what
happened to ({ou in the mountains.
That's why I didn't wait for you aiter
all, last night. I knew you'd want to

most

go to bed. And besides, I did, too. We
—we were all rather worried about you,
you know.”

“That was awfully sweet of you all |”
Pamela said. ;

Garrulous Juanita might be, but she
did seem an awfully charming girl.

The long journey to the breakfast-
room was a greater thrill than ever for
Pamela to-day, for it scemed that as
mang servants and Civic Guards as
could contrive it had taken up positions
along the route, merely in order to
show their delight at her safe return.

It was one never-ending succession of
curtsies, bows, and salutes.

“It must be lovely to be a princess—
sometimes !"” Juanita sighed.

“ After breakfast I'll show you when
being a princess has its difficult side,”
Pamela replied, chuckling.

And she would say no more until,
with the leech-like Juanita still cling-
ing to her arm, she entered the beauti-
fully appointed council-room, where cer-
tain munisters had gathered at her

uest.

here was a rustle on Pamela’s entry
—a general bowing. The grand duke was
there, pompous and yet very com-
placent. . Prince Alphonse was also
there, as handsome as ever, with his
trim imperial beard and faultlessly cut
clothes. And it was he who, taking
Pamela’s hand, led her to the desk.

“Be seated, gentlemen,” Pamela in-
vited. “My reason for calling this un-
ex meeting can be explained in a
few words. To-morrow is my birthday.
I wish to celebrate it by throwing open

Jolly things
everkSchoolgirl
can Knit

How would you like to knit a lovely
present for daddy, mummy or your
school-chum ? ell, even a ver
little girl can make a * pixie " h
for herself, a scarf or shawl, a “ Dusk
Sue” tea-cosy, and “Bunny " bed{
room :hpien.. and there are such
other jol

hosts of lly knitted things.
It tells you all about them and exactly
how todoit, in this BESTWAY book,

which costs only sixpence. You'll like
the “ pixie " pictures in it, too. Buy
one and start tniiting today.
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KNITTING BY
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af all Newsagents and Bookstalls, or 7d post free
(Home or Abroad) from BESTWAY, Bear Alley,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
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the %ahce grounds to a garden-party—
for the peasants.”

Of course, that was in the nature of a
bombshell. The grand duke started
violently, instantly realising something
of the motives behind Pamela’s sugges-
tion.

“An excellent idea!” exclaimed
Prince Alphonse. “But, really, Sonia,
at such short notice an affair of this

nature is impossible.” :

“It must be made possible, uncle,”
said Pamela quietly, and tried to con-
vey her inner thoughts with a glance.

“Your Highness, I'm eafraid I must
agree with hie Ilighness,” said one of the
ministers. “A magnificent suggestion,
but the time—"

“Quite out of the question,” said the
grand duke suavely. “Another year,
perhaps; but this year—I'm afraid
not.” .

“I wish it to be held this year,” said
Pamela, quietly but firmly.
“Ridiculous !” snapped

duke.

“It is not ridiculous, uncle.”

“But, your Highness, we could never
complete the arrangements in time,”
came a tenistive objection from
another minister. “We have not the
staff.”

Pamela, nonplussed for a second,
suddenly spread out her arms,

“Then get the staff,” she said.
“ Employ men who are out of work. Do
two good turns at once.”

“Really,” began the grand duke,
scowling, “this is absurd !”

But the only thing which the rest of
the council appeared to  consider
absurd was his own objection. Pamela’s
little inspiration about making usge of
some of the unemployed had done the
trick. F

“A master-stroke, my dear!” ex-
claimed Prince Alphonse delightedly.

“Bravo!” the council echoed.

“Then the garden-party is to be
held, gentlemen,” rmi(!j Pamela, more
as a statement than a question. She
smiled, gloriously happy-hearted.
“Thank you. That is all, gentlemen.
I will leave everything in your hands.”

the grand

And, amid a general bowing of
figures, she left them, pausing on the
threshold of tho room, while two

liveried flunkeys held open the double
doors, to beckon Juanita.

Curtsying to the council, Juanita
hurried after Pamela; but, thanks to
the distance of the door from the desk,
she had already held a brief but in-
tense conversation with the grand duke.

“You little fool!” he hissed, seizing
her arm. “Why didn’'t you warn me
about this?”

“] didn't know until just now.”

“Well, you've got to find out all you
can. It's too late to stop this scheme
of Sonia’s—a clever scheme, I'll admit,
gettm%oherself back into the peasants’

oks like that. But there may
more in it than there seems. And”
—he lowered his voice even more—"we
can take no chances. Go after her—
stick to her like a limpet; keep your
eyes and ears open. She’s only got to
make one little sll}), or say oue in-
discreet word, and if she is up to any-
thing on the quiet we've got her where
we want her. Now!” He gave
Juanita a push. “ After her—quick !

And Juanita, like the dutiful little
plotter she was, hurried to join the un-
suspecting Pamcla.

JN next Saturday’s instalment you will
read how the garden party for the
peasants is held, and how it provides
great fun—and excitingly dangerous
incidents—for Pamela and Paul.
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~ Thrills and Adventure Galore come to Hilda Farrel & Co. when they are—

FORNEW READERS,

HILDA FARREL, with ber chums BERYL

her clev dmuigggsnnotmﬂnm

her er dog ED 0 Ha !’
Manor for n hol!day ﬁ"
t-he father

The manor l{

LAVENDEB HORTIM with whom

the friendly and is the
elihood. A strange

per idden

A woman detective, THELMA HARK-
NESS, arrives to solve the mystery,
and soon has Hilda & Co. under su:
The chums are sure the mystery is con-
neected with ‘an old mill near by, which
can be reached from the manor by a
i s '.'Ehe.m is nkoA
nmuxn; mm. Mlearuing of the
sets fire to the mill,

buf. the chums save the building. Later,
agﬂnﬂammudelofnpdrofhands

by the mym woman,
(Now on.)

“Come With Me—"

[{] AT we have to do now,”
said Hilda Farrel, as she re-
turned to her bed-roem from

the seeret passage with

“is to put this model where

Thelma Harkness can find it, and then

keep watch to see if she tries to sneak

it back.”

Hilda Eut the wax model of a pair of
clasped hands on to the bed, and she
and Judy stood lhere silent for a
moment, still rather startled by their
suspicion that Thelma Harkness, sup-
posedly a detective trailing the mystery
woman who was *haunting ” the old
manor house, was really that woman
herself.

“It’s hard to belnever( said Hilda
slowly. “And Jet. now, thinking
things over, it ang togethcr As
the detective, she can roam this house
how she hkes--sha s free to hunt for the
ireasure, too.”

“Then Jet's trap her,” said Judy
cagerly. “When you think how hateful
she’s n it’d be just grand to bowl
her out, wouldn’t it? And no wonder
she’s been up against us!”

i But Hilda put a warning finger to her

ips.

“Shush!” she said, locking round
warily. “These walls have ears, and
once she knows we're on her trail she
can be artful, and fool us.”

Judy,

Hilda picked up the cleverly modelled
hands. From a nﬂatanee they really did
loock natur hands of an old

woman—and she tr:ed to hold them by
the wrists in front of her, her own hands
concealed in the sleeves of her dressing-

gown.

zzesz‘sgsterg _

“My word, but it was clever!” said

Judy. * Anyone seeing these hands
would believe the woman was old. She
must have been simply Ilvld when
Marcus took them from her.”

She Jjatted Marcus for that, and he
wagged his tail proudly—for, so far as
finding clues was concer he had
done really well, right from the start.

“Yes, she must. have been,” said
Hilda alowlr a gleam in her eyes. “ But
she’ll be still more mad if he gives them

Judy did not quite see what Hilda
was driving at.
“Mad if he gives them back?” she
echeed. “Oh, no. Why? That'd he
what she wants.”

AT LAST A CLUE TO THE

ELIZABETH
CHESTER

“Come in!” she cried.

It was Beryl who locked in,
her flce red and shin

do come anc{ help,” she
hegged Y Lavender hasn’t shown
up, and there are the breakfasts
to get. Goodness knows what the
Bates family will say if they
don’t get breakfast on time—and
I know they are getting up !”

Hilda saw the need for haste, and as
she could put her plan into execution
as well after breakfast as before, she
very carefully hid the wax- -modelled
hands in the m of the chest of
drawers under some of her things.

1 had not seen _it, and with com-
mon consent she and Judy decided not
to mention anything about their dis-
covery to her—yet. Later, of course,
since there were no secrets between
them, they would tell her.

Mr. and Mrs. Bates and Miranda
were already on their way down to
breakfast, so Hilda and Judy hustled
down te the kitchen with Bery

Where Lavender could be ll‘ld why
there was no news from her, was a com-

WHEREABOUTS OF THE MANOR
HOUSE’S VANISHED HOSTESS!

ive ﬂ:em back
’ pointed

“Not if I told him to
to whoever he got them from,’
out Hilda.

As her f{riend’s purpose -suddenly
dawned on her Judy bﬂghtened, and
then clapped her hands in

Marecus, clever dog that he was, had
one very special ?k. When he chose,
he could sort thmugh a number of
things piled before him on_the floor
and return eu:h object to its owner,
guided only by his power of scent—and
whatever su:tg sense he possessed, not

iven to human beings. - -

“All T need say,” muued Hilda, “is

‘give it back’ If I say it when
Thelma Harkness is in the room we'll
soon know whether he got them from
her or not.”

She turned then, for there was a step
in the corridor, followed by a tap:at her

bed-room door.

plete mystery, but one that would have
to wait until after breakfast.

None of them supposed that she had
met with a serious accident, and they
were not yet gravely concerned about
her, mysterious though her disappear-
ance was.

In the kitchen the daily help was
flustering around,  used to having
#nvenderl organiging mind to guide
er.

There was toast to be madc bacon
and eggs to be fried, ham to be cut, tea
and coffee to be made—and, so far, she
had started everything, but finished
nothmg

was very httle use in a kitchen,

and &e *already broken two egga

instead of into a cup..

Forhmately, Hilda was more expert,
and ‘she wasted 'no time,
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Judy got busy with a loaf of bread,
cutting slices for toast, and Lavender’s
father hovered around, getting into
everyone's way. .

“I just can’t think where Lavender
is, unless at the Old Mill1” he mut-
tered.

Hilda was just dishing up bacon and
eggs when the bell rang from the
dining-room. 4

“That's the Bates family!” said
Hilda. “Trust them to make a fuss.
Buzz and tell them breakfast won't be
long, .Beryl.”™

“1 will go!” said Lavender's father.
“They can start with cereals, or
porridge.” .

He took a tray, and hurried out. The
coffee was ready now, and Hilda poured
it into a large pot, put hot milk into a
jug, and then gave a loaded tray to

Judf. .

‘1 put some eggs on to boil some time
ago,” said Beryl. “They ought to be
done now."”

“8ome minutes ago?” gasped Hilda
in alarm. “My golly, they’ll be done
all right, you duffer—completely
done!”

The eggs, needless to say, were hard-
boiled. =

“All the eggs there are!” sighed
Hilda. “And lpsuppoae the Bates will
want boiled eggs, and nothing else,
tl:is"moruing. You are a duffer, Beryl,
really I”

“Um!” admitted Beryl, with a faint
sigh. “But one can do things with
boiled eggs, you know—egg with

sardines and chicken, and crab, and
things—"

“Well, you do it. Catch a crab or
two, and get husy,” advised Hilda
humorously. - “And if you see an
anchovy lurking around you can have
anchovy eggs, or whatever they call
them—if the Bates stay on long
enough.” Y

Then Hilda hustled up herself with
the tray of bacon and eggs, leaving the
woman to see to the kippers. There was
plenty of variety, and the guests of
Hawsley Manor could not complain
that they were starved or neglected as
regards food.

Entering the dining-room, Hilda
heard Mr. Bates making protest.

“Really preposterous!” he exclaimed.
“I had intended going to play golf
early this morning. here I am,
awaiting breakfast at this hour.”

“I am sorry, sir,” said Lavender's
father, playing his part as butler.
“Miss Lavender has been unavoidably
prevented from giving assistance this
morning——""

“Miss Lavender—ah!” said Mr.
Bates, recollecting. “There was a tele-
phone message from her. She is on her

way to London, and will telephone
later. Urgent business called her
away.”

Mr. Mortimer stared blankly, com-
pletely at a loss to know wi.ly his
daughter should have gone so inys-
teriously to London.

“To London—but—but

why?” he
murmured. 5

Your Editor's address is:
The SCHOOLGIRL Office, Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, L

ondon, E.C.4,

Al
MY DEAR READERS,—Once again
I have to thank you—and apolo-

ise to you—at one and the same
n you guess why T Well, it’s the

same old thing, your really delightful
letters, which have come along in such a
perfect shoal that they have, for once,

time.

caught me napping.

I've had the busiest, and most enjoyable,
time answering all those with full 3dreuea
through the t. ‘And now, in mingled
relief and ppointment—but eagerly
looking forward to to-morrow's I
am free to tackle the final batch in the form
of Brief Replies.

So I thank those of you who have
written to me, and erave your indulgence
that, once more, a large portion of these
weekly notes is devotocfo to answering
some of my correspondence.

But first, I must tell you all about
next Saturday’s reall ificent com-
plete story of Babs & Co. Here is the title :

“¢CRY-BABY' LORNA—HEADMIS-
TRESS' FAVOURITE | **

And here, in the briefest form, is the
story. Miss Bullivant is appointed
temporary headmistress of Cliffi House
Sehool in the absence of kindly Miss
Primrose. That alone causes Babs & Co.
many a concerned frown, for * the Bull,”
as you know, is inclined to be harsh,

But judge of the chums' consternation
when a niece of Miss Bullivant joins the

Fourth—a mean, deceitful, h ritical
girl who, spoiled and pampered all her
life, is determined to have her own way
at Cliff House, even if it means trading
upon her relationship with the acting
headmistress or breaking into crocodile
tears.

This girl leads everyone, particularly
Bopular Miss Charmant, mistress of the

ourth, a terrible dance. Indeed, at one
time, it seems as though Miss Charmant
must suffer a most disastrous blow
because of * Cry-Baby Lorna.”

As usual, our next issue will also contain
enthralling instalments of our two grand
serials, as well as more of Patricia’s
Bright and Useful Pages, so do make sure
of your copy well in advance, won't you ?

And now to end with those

LITTLE LETTERS.

Lily O’Connor (Kerry, Eire).—Delighted
to know that you are enjoying * Princess
to Save Leiconia '’ so much. I am afraid
there are customs difficulties in the way
of the other thing you mention, Lily. I
only wish it was possible for Irish and
Overseas readers to share same
privileges as home readers. Write again
soon, won't you ?

Muriel Hallop (Kingston, Jamaica).—
Lucky girl, Muriel, to live in such a sunny
clime. Or have you got accustomed to it
now, just as we in London have—almost !
—become accustomed to those famous
fogs of ours. I shall be pleased to hear
from you again whenever you care to write.

Dol’l'l Copson (Margate).—Yes, Boker
has been at Cliff House a good many years
now, Delia, and a more popular member
of the staff it would be difficult to find.
t]im:l. you enjoy the recent story featuring

im ?

Helen Sparks (Malta).—Look out for
another story starring your favourite
character very shortly, Helen. Miss
Richards is actually preparing one at this
moment. Best wishes !

And best wishes to you all until next
week !

Your sincere friend,
" THE EDITOR.
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“I cannot say why,” said Mr. Bates
sharply. “It is not my business.
Doubtless your master will understand:
Please take him the message.”

Hilda heard that message, too, find
was just as puzzled as Lavender’s
father.

“How odd!” she could not help ex-
claiming.

“Where are the boiled eggs this
morning ?” asked Mr. Bates irritably.
“T particularly want a boiled egg.”

Hilda had guessed it !

“There’s_some nice bacon—and fried
eggs, Mr. Bates,” she said.

“If I wanted fried eggs I should say
s0,” he retorted, never at his best at
breakfast time. “I want a boiled egg
—two, in fact!”

He pressed the bell.

“Why are you helping with the ser-
vice ?” "asked Mrs. Bates, frowning at
Hilda. “I thought you were a paying
guest.”

“I am,” admitted Hilda. “But I'm
rallying round. They’re short-handed
here. The servant problem, you know.”

She did not explain that the reason
for the problem was that the servants
had been scared out of the house by the
ghost, and that as the story was known
in the village none of the other avail-
able maids would take a job.

For the Bates would have behaved in
the same way as the servants once they
had known there was a ghost—they
would have fled.

“I'll see what we can do about a
boiled egg, Mr. Bates,” promised Hilda,
and, hurrying from the room with the
tray, collided with Thelma Harkness,
detective.

“Oh—sorry!”  said Hilda,
aback.

Miss Harkness,” her eyes gleaming,
caught Hilda’s arm.

“Just the very girl I want to see,”
she said grimly. “You had better come
with me "to Mr. Mortimer now. I have
convincing proof that the Old Mill was
deliberately set fire to.”

Hilda stiffened, guessing what was
coming.

“By whom?” she asked.

“By youl!” was the snapped retort.

taken

Accusations !

ILDA had guessed that she would
be blamed for setting fire to the
Old Mill, so she was not com-
pletely taken aback. Neverthe-
less, she foresaw a lot of trouble and
unpleasantness proving her innocence.
“Hadn’t we better go into it after
breakfast ?” she asked.
“No! We can discuss it now,” said
Thelma Harkness.

She took Hilda by the arm, and Hilda
allowed herself to be marched along the
corridor, thinking hard as she went,
wondering when it would be best to put
her plan with Marcus into operation.

Thelma Harkness—if indeed she was
the artful schemer Hilda supposed her
to be—was working fast, bringing
events to a head. But this move of hers
fitted in admirably with the judgment
Hilda had formed of her.

Hilda, Judy, and Beryl—because they
knew about the mystery woman, and
about the treasure—were a nuisance to
her, There was a chance that they
might solve the riddle of the ghostly
manifestations that were driving ser-
vants away, and would soon ruin the
chances of running the manor as a
guest house. Further, they might find
the treasure.

And what easier way of getting rid
of them than fixing them with some
crime such as firing the mill, and so

i
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cal;aing Mr. Mortimer to ask them to
go?

But Hilda did not intend to be dis-
posed of so easily. -

“There is Mr. Mortimer,” she said,
as they reached the hall.

avender’s father was approaching,

bearing a tray on which were boiled
eggs—unaware that they had been
cogoked by Beryl.

“Mr. Mortimer,” said Thelma Hark-
ness, detaining him. “I have dis-
Eoverad” how the Old Mill caught

re—
 “Indeed? I am glad. But please
leave it till later. I must see to break-
fast,” he said agitatedly. “ My daughter
has gone to London.”

_“Gone to London?”. asked Thelma
Harkness in sur]:m'sg. * What ever for 7"

“Unfortunately I cannot say, but
oreakfast is served, Miss Harkness, and
:here will be time afterwards for discus-
sion. The Bates family is getting rest-
less, I fear.”

And Mr. Mortimer hurried on.

Thelma Harkness released Hilda's
arm and ahrufg d.

“It's very Dittle use taking all the
trouble-I de to solve mysteries when he
takes so little interest in my efforts,”
she said surlily.

“Yes, I should chiuck it,” said Hilda
coolly. “That mystery woman is too
smart for you, Miss Harkness,” i

Thelma Harkness gave her a bitter
ools.

“Maybe, but I am too smart for you,
my girl,” she said. “You ‘have not
covered your tracks as well as you
think. When I have explained matters
o Mr. Mortimer, I don’t think you will
remain much longer in his house.”

It was on the tip of Hilda's tongue
to say, ** You mean, you liope not,” but
she realised that it would be a bad move
to let the detective Lknow that she was

under suspicion.

*“We’ll  see,” was Hilda’s non-
committal answer. “Anyway, I'm
going to have ' breakfast. But one

thing, Miss Harkness—you are very
observant, I know- »
. “Well?” said the detective, wonder-
ing whati was coming.

“Have you seen any chickens about
ere—laying hens?” asked Hilda.

“Certainly. To the left of the tennis
2ourts—why 7% .

Hilda did not answer, but gave a
whoop of joy and rushed out of the
house, returning five minutes later with
four eggs which the hens had not con-
zcaled cunningly enough. -

Six minutes later Hilda walked into
the dining-room. Mr. Bates, angry
and indignant, was displaying what he
4ad found in his egg—a solid yolk!

“And this is how we are treated!
We are charged high prices,” he
woofed, “and we expected reasonable
fggd,., Could anjone eat an egg like
this 17

Hilda, taking her place, looked up

with eagerness.

‘““Why, is it hard-boiled, Mr. Bates?”
the asked.

“Hard? = A road drill would be
needed to pierce it——"

“Oh $goody !” said Hilda, almost

dancing up and down on her chair.
.« “May I have it? There are some
lightly boiled ones here.”

Hilda swopped his egg for a lightly
boiled one; and be looked like a newly
landed fish, for he liked his morning
grievance.

“Mmm I” he mumbled,
zomplain any longer. 2

Hilda, eating that hard-boiled egg
vith _distaste, nevertheless gave ex-

pressions of enjoyment, and Judy, play-
.n% up, had one, too.
hen Miranda rose to get herself a

unable to

e I
“] WANT a word with you,” exclaimed the woman detective, grasping

Hilda’s arm.
up.
kipper, lifted the cover, and uttered a
gasp. 4
“My goodness! Wh-what's this?”
Hilﬂya. turned sharply and jumped up.
Mr. Mortimer, entering with some
China tea ordered by Mrs. Bates,
stepped across and also stared.
For under ‘the cover, where there
should have been kippers, was just an
empty dish—empty, save for a slip of

paper,
Miranda took up the paper, and

Hilda read the message over her
shoulder.

“This house is haunted. The ghost
appears when the moon is full

Beware |”

Meanwhile, Miranda read it aloud;
bringing a sudden silence, which was
broken by Mrs. Bates giving a sharp
cry and putting her hand in theatrical

, dismay to her chest.

I

aunted !
moon ! Why— ¥ i

“It’s full moon to-night,” said Miss
Harkness sharply. *“This must be
some foolish prank.” .

And she looked sternly at Hilda.

Myr. Mortimer, frowning, took the slip
of paper from Miranda and studied it.

“A joke—a foolish joke,” he said,
without carrying conviciion.

“ Haunted—haunted 7 gasped Mrs.
Bates in horror. *l1 won't stay here
another night if it is! Good gracious !
Why did you not warn us about this?"’
she asked Mr. Mortimer,

He bowed gravely.

“Madam, I have never seen the ghost.
I can only think this paper was slipped
in here as a joke—"" i

Hilda took the paper from Mr. Bates
and stared at it. What interested her
most about it was the familiarity of the
writing. : £ "

It was thin and spidery, written in
block letters, with the obvious intention
of concealing the identity of the writer;
but, although it succeeded in that, it
proved to Hilda that whoever had
written it had also been responsible for
that other warning—the message they
had been given at the station the day
they arrived. That, too, had been a
warning that the house was haunted—
an attempt to.drive them away.

“Here, Marcus,” said Hilda suddenly,
“whose is it? Give it back.”

'.,And—vand at the full

“1 know who set fire to the Old Mill |’
It was plain the detective meant to accuse her |

“pletely.

= gsearching thére with a can

Hilda drew

It was quickly done, and Marcus knew
at once what was expected of him.
Taking the note between his teeth, he
turned, walked a few steps, and sat up
beside Thelma Harkness ! ;

Judy looked at Hilda, and Beryl
uttered a gasp, but the significance of
it all was lost upon the others com-
Pawing at the detective,
Marcus offered her the slip of paper.

Plainly puzzled, Thelma Harkness
shot a look at Hilda, and then, takin
the slip of paper from Marcus, put it
on the cloth, . o

“The first intelligent thing you have
done,” she said. ““Bring me every clue
you can find, dog, and we shall
soon discover who' it is up {6 pranks in
this house, trying to frightep people—
although perhaps you~kndiv already™

There was a queer gleam .in Maiets
eyes as he lifted Lis head back and
answered.

“Woof !’ he said. ok

Thelma Harknese smiled grimly, .

“And I know, too,” she said. . “I
know more than people think. In the
night I learned how the Old Mill had
been fired—and by whom !”*

There was a new silence, and Mr. and
Mrs. Bates looked instantly shocked—
but not nearly so shocked as Miranda,
whose carelessness with a candle had
actually started the fire.

Miranda went chalk-white and
quaked, but all eyes were on the detec-
tive, and her alarm passed unnoticed.

“You mean that the fire was started
deliberately 1 ‘demanded Mr. Bates.

“Not necessarily deliberately,” said
the detective; “but by someone who
had no right to be there.” .

“Scandalous I'” snoried Mr, Bates.
“Whoever it is should be made to pay
for the damage—"" °

“Hear, hear|” agreed Hilda.

Miranda bit her lip fretfully, wonder-
ing if Hilda had guessed the truth, and
yet thinking not, because Hilda did not
even glance in her direction.

“We all might have been burned—
the house might have been set alight,’””
said her mother.  “Disgraceful | ho
was responsible, Miss Harkness 1”

The detective pointed at Hilda, Judy,
and Beryl in turn. 2

2 Thoi three girls,” she said grimly.
“They Were in the mill night—

> - T—

<



2 -’_‘Gues!s at Mystery Manor!”

Mr. Mortimer made a quick intake of
breath; and Hilda, glancing at him,
;;r that he looked stern and reproach-

But as he was supposed to be the
butler, and did not want to eonfess his
true identity to the Bates family, he
could say nothing at the moment.

Mr. Bates it was who took charge of
matters. '

“This must be gone into immediatelg
after breakfast,” he said grimly. “ Wit
such ,f"ls in the house we are none of
us safe. I should like to know what
you were searching for in the mill at
dead of night. Most likely you intended
to play ghost and terrify us all.”

“Ah! Either that, or searching for
treasure, They have some foolish notion
that there must be treasure hidden here
because it is an old house,” said Thelma
Harkness boldly and with great
cunnm%

Mr. Bates gave a grim laugh, and
Miranda, who had overheard about the
treasure by listening at doors, giggled
_ to turn away suspicion from herself.

But E[ilda‘. Judy, and Beryl were not
abashed, being fully prepared for this
unjust charge.

“Miss “Harkness is making a great
mistake,” said Hilda quietly. “And if
Mr. Mortimer wants to hear my ver-
sion, I shall be glad to give it to him
after breakfast,”” she added ; then, turn-
ing to_the butler, she said: “Perhaps
you will ask if Mr. Mortimer can see
me then.”

“And I will sce him, too!” cut in
Thelma Harkness. “You will not be
able to wriggle out of this as you did
out of"tho charge of- playing ghost at

ni%ht. -
y saying that she would report to
Mr. Mortimer, Hilda virtually ended
the discussion of the Old Mill; for it
as his affair, rather than his guests’—
and as the Bates family did not know
that Thelma Harkness was a detective
they did not pursue the conversation.

Hilda was silent because she had plenty

to think about—that strange message, .

and the fact that Marcus had so un-
hesitatingly given it to Thelma
Harkness,
To Hilda that proved up to the hilt
that the detective had written it.
But the message was not intended as
a joke, she decided. Tn due course the
ghost would appear, and if Hilda's
suspigions were correct, Miss Harkness
herself would make it appear. - .
How™ the detective had moved the
- kippers - and  replaced them with the
message, “Hilda could not guess—nor
where the kippers wereé now. They had
completely vanished! - :
But in actual fact they had not been
wasted at all. . | :
. Lavender Mortimer, still a prisoner
in the secret room built nearly three
hundred years ago, was eating breakfast
at that moment—and her breakfast
consisted of the missing kippers.
A block of bricks high up in one wall
had moved, and a small tray had been
ushed  through. Behind it Lavender
ad caught another glimpse of the
hooded woman—yet able to see no more
than the shine of her eyes through the
p-holes cut in the hood material !
“Until the trcasure is found, you will
remain a prisoner,” said the hooded
woman; and closed the block  brick
before Lavender could reply.
Lavender, frightened and worried,
put down the tray. During her absence
the whole organisation of the house was

. should hate to thin

going astray. The Bates family would
protest, probably leave.
Without guests, she and her

ayin
father coul(r not ol?e to live in the old
manor house.that had been the family
home for so long. _Already there was a
pile of bills waiting to be paid.

If only the Bates stayed and the new

uests who were arriving to-day were

appy and pleased, then in a short while
all would be well. But Lavender knew
that she had to reckon with the hooded
woman, that unknown enemy who was
planning to rob them of the treasure—
even to ruin them and drive them from
the manor!

All that Lavender knew about the
hooded woman was that she was old—
and that only because she had seen her
hands clasped before her!

Everithmg possible for her to do
to make her presence in this room
known, Lavender had done, but the
walls were so thick that not even her
wildest yell had been heard.

The hooded woman had made her
plans well !

On Another Trail!

({3 E did not set fire to the mill,
Mr. Mortimer.”

Hilda Farrel faced

. Lavender's father, her chin

in the air, her eyes flashing in

indignation, while he, by no means con-
vinced that they were to blame, readily
listened. & i’

He had no wish to believe them
guilty; he liked Hilda, and he was
grateful for what she and her friends
had done to make the guests feel_at
home. Yet he could not ignore the
woman detective.

**Miss Harkness must be mistaken,”
he said worriedly. “ But she seems con-
vinced that you girls are really plotting
against us, hope it isn't true—
1 that you could be
capable of such treachery!”

“We went to the Old Mill yesterday
at her request, to search for the treasure
which she said was hidden under the
floor,” explained Hilda. “What motive
could we
place, Mr. Mortimer "

He shook his héad gravely.

“None, unless you are cuemies of
ours. And if you are—"

The thrce
had_drawn himself up, unusually stern.

“Yes?” said Hilda quietly.

“If you are enemies, then I must ask
you to leave tﬁis house,” he said. “ Even
though you have seemed helpful, even

. though it means the loss of three guests.
_Mis§ ‘Harkness has promised me definite

proof to-might,” 3

“Proof of our guilt?” gasped Judy.
“Proof indeced ! Faked—" = -~

Mr. Mortimer shook his head.

“1 do not see why she should want to
fake = evidence ainst  you,” _ he
protested.. “You all seem to hate the
woman, and I cannot think why.”

“ Because she unjustly accuses us—and
becanse—"' said Hilda, and then broke
off. “But- never mind why, Mr.
Mortimer. We're going to find out the
culprit ourselves, and perhaps by to-
nignt we shall have preof I” . '

And then, . even though they were
suspected of such base treachery, the
chums went to the kitchen to help.

“It isn't Mr, Mortimer's fault,” said
Hilda to her friends. “And we’ve got
to rally round ,for, his sake and

have “for setting fire to the

girls were hushed, for he

THE SCHOOLGIRL

Lavender’s, or else this awiul woman
will win even yet. She’ll empty the
house, drive everybody away, and find
the treasure!” .

In the kitchen the daily woman was
starting the washing-up, none too
pleased to “without Lavender’s
assistance, but she brightened when she
heard that the girls were helping.

“And the dog’s helping, too,” she
added. “Licking up the kipper plate.”

Hilda wheeled to where a plate was
being trundled. %

Marcus was having a grand time
lapping u? the fat, and demolishing the
skin that had been left.

But Hilda, staring at the plate, gave
a start of surprise.

“Who had kippers
she exclaimed. ;

‘“No one,” said Judy in surprise.
“Not in the breakfast-room.”

“Mr, Mortimer, or you?” Hilda asked
the daily woman

“No, miss. That tray—well, I don't
quite rightly know how it got here,” the
woman admitted, frowning.

Hilda urged Marcus back, and took
up the plate.

“Someone left most of one of the
kippers,” she said. * And—hallo!” she
ended.

Marcus had dropped the kipper skin,
and was looking down at it, Suddenly
he pawed at Hilda, attracting her
attention. s 8

What he had noticed was that as the
kipper skin dropped it unrolled, ‘reveal-

. ing a scrap of paper, and Maréus know
- that paper of that kind was important.

It was. Hilda snatching it up, almost
jumped into the air. Then with a
glance at her friends—a jerk of the head
indicating that she wanted them to
follow—she hurried from the kitchen.

“What is 1it,” Hilda?" asked Beryl
eagerly. ¥

ilda took a cautious look up and
down the zorridor, lest Thelma Hark-
ness should be near. | L T

“A message written with the end .of

a- burned . matchstick,” she _said
-excitedly. “And—from Lavender!” 5.

She. held the greasy slip of _paper
open and, with their heads together, .
the three friends read the:message.-” 1
‘Little. did ‘they realiso- that near- by,
behind the panelling, the hooded woman
listened intently, T

“Am hidden in
Lavender.” -

for biegkiust {4

o
secret  room,

s o 5

Hilda crumpled the paper.‘ her ‘eyes

shining with excitement, but spoke in a
whisper. ol ¥

“ Hidden here — prisoner,” she
breathed. “My- golly, we're on to

something now . o, = sk
“But where is the secret room?”
asked Judy. - ¢ v - b T
Hilda shook her head. . .= =
“I don’t know—but there’s a way of
finding out.” she said. " “ And-this time,
instead of Thelma Harkness giving us
a fool's errand, we'll give her one.
She's going to lead us to this sccre”
room, for if we're right about her, then
she’s the one who captu Lavender.”
Without -~ detailing “her ' plan, ¥Hilda
hurried back to the kitchen and called
Marcus.» For much depended upon him.

“VWWHAT- can be Hilda’s plan for
deciding if Thelma Harkness is
' the mystery woman or not? There are
exciting surprises in store for you next
week. s
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