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¢ : e : : “YOU DREW THIS
‘ . iR YOURSELF, FAITH ASHTON ! "

Barbara Redfern discovers her cousin
is guilty of the insult that brought
punishment to the whole Fourth Form.

(See the grand LONG COMPLETE
CIiff House story inside.)




Magnificent

ABR! Babs, iie:e
e

the mews? e

Barbaza Bedfern,

captain of the Fourth Form

Howse School,

4’]
P
N

at -

laughed a little A

“Well, ninnies,”™ olie said, “I've omly
just comc back frems Rols. I haven't
heard anything. mind the news
yet, though. Tell me first! How did
you enjoy Christmas?”

“Oh, fine, Babs! But ihe news—7""

Babs starced a little. Her three chutas
—Ko. haircd Mabel Lynm, the closest
of al, Tomboy Clara Trevigs, sand
plump Bessit Bunter,
the Cammon-room
sterech

witly lher—alse

@uite ar excited-looking crowd of
Fourth Formers were gathered im the
Fowetlh Form Common-reom at Chff
House—not that, fér on the very
first day of the term gicle were usually
ratier exeited. But it was anusesl, to
say the least of it, that thei v g
enthnsfasm was net for the ﬂdwy

from which they had retnmsed. HSehool
uews, sueh as it was, was
only discussed long aficr the experiences

of Christmas had been exchanged.

For once, however, it seemed that
ihe old order was reversed, Nohody,
uppmently, was Interested in hohdnya.
The clathour was all for school news,

“Babs, we've got a mnew head-
mistress 1 Jean Cartwright blurted,

Bahs stared. .

“A new one? But what about Miss
Primrose 7**

“Miss Primvose has been ordered a
rest,’* Margot Lantham put. in. “How

(Al rights of this publication are reserved
and reuroduetion is strictly forbidden,)

who had entered ©

Iong', kriows -
Miss Vems m hew ‘ﬂ.
f‘l@m frowned. -

“Miss Venn? Wie's she?”

“Dunpo. Omwe from s frighifully
;ln::lt sclmol‘ up imw the Northh of Eng-
a
Bu&) ; tllmf.’l;t ﬁ?;l} e’;i;," I‘i’mnf Bond
gabbled reat “ Faik yaur
mu%x Iﬁa‘b&-—?’#rth Ashtom—-——b;

“Well 277

“Faith is hack in the Fourth.”

“Amd” seoffed the Hor, Beatrice
Beve‘thy, isn's she just giving herself
airg I

Babs blmkeé #b that. Clara looked
at ; -Faith  Ashton—re-
tumnd to the: oxm~=Faith, that doll-
aeed, hypoeritical eousin, who had
always beew sveld o thevn in Babs’ side
from the m of ler enlry into Cliff
M | Owe of Baby' most relieved
moments lfasi your had
Faith was tesisferred to the Lower
Fifth. ﬁw #hs. was back in the
Fourth s

o« Bu't—-g whay 7 dhe stuttered.

¥ Acls ma P votovted Fean Cartweight,
i« Tnonrs, sEenTs a rare
!awmvxm with Yo Vut, too.”

“ Snd m Rasw
dﬁ s&e 16 be b Fa.lth

wl"xo'l'c elny bedéye lﬁ‘!ﬂ m
“ Andi mm the tisme.” Mubel Lynn

wc‘vegoia

been when

guesaaﬂ, i the new Head's
I W‘Eﬁ ﬁo?”"
Babs loohed gyinm. ‘ﬂit certainly

did sound very m‘%m With Ashton.
Basy enough’ for & ingratiate
inow

‘herself with people 'ﬁh

her. That lovely, w

face of hers had the w}wk
of Cliff Fouse once W s time. These
sweet, honeyed, for wags of hers
had end'eared "Faita -to every-

K FAITH ASHTON!

rday—a

TRE bcnoommz.

LONG COMPLETE New Terrn story of Barbara Redfern & Ce., starrlng
once more that unusual character, Faith Ashton.”

one with whom she had coma in con-
tact, wntil they had found her out. But
Miss Venn would not lnow Faith Ash-
fon, and Faith was certain to have
hsqn working her eawrms upon her.
Well, if she starts any of her old

hankyy-ﬁly again——" Clara Trev-
Iyn smd grimly. -
“Bbe’B got to know all about it, I

goess, ™ agreed Leila Carroll, * But I
say, what's this Miss Venn liket”
* Awful 1 Bridget O'Toole retorted,
“ Ilaven’t you seen the notice-board "
“And havesw't you seen—""
g And theu there was a nlem a8 the
oor s open and anothey
came on fhe sene--p girl at the n"g’}ft
of whom Babs stiffewed o l!tth, and
the others gave a Ltils wsmﬁg

i A]strl gmr! in m A
ovely 'l-
rmturabﬁ in 4n exqm-iio
face, erow w:fﬂr a mass of . A
golden hair, s her an & ng
most shark Ilka fome
n:l@l]ﬂmt ! h de hel:ml:;
at ace, the deceit, t i d
the treschery, and the sch &
mind it hid. Nme hundred ninety.
nine every Mﬁ
Jbaly adered ¥aith Ashion
AW 2 N
Mu&erom.ﬂe-rm ksd
bean OBCE—Rever agaim.
Faith smniled.
“Oh Pr shletsm:; “1 fay, yom were
& lot of noise in e, you
nukmi; ¥
- “Yeur busimess?” asked Clara
Trev
o , Clara dear, so ou:a back I
Faith in del:ﬁ “I'm so
p!easul : 88 You. We:
158'% bmmess reaihr, but
¥ s such a T—-hln
asked me a little order, you

know. As tﬁs oldest girl in the Form



" me,

' poring Faith,

. all_that,

e
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now—I say, isn't it jolly being back
amorig you?—I had tc agree, of course.
But, Barbara——'" 8he broke off then
in . repturous delight. “Babs darling,
I didn’t seo you. Oh, how did you
en‘jo lyour holidays?”’ .

'Xl right,"” Babs said, without en-
thusiasm, end stopped back as Fait
would have embraced her, « But why,"”
she asked, “are you back in the
Fourth 7 ’

Faith shoock her head. ;

. “Oh doar, I don’t know! Miss Venn
just put me there, you know. She
said that she thought the Fourth ought
to have an older girl in it, and, natur-
ally,” TFaith simpered, “I dido’t sey
no. Because,- Barbara dear, you do
know, don't you, how dmadfull;rmiser-
able I've been awa{ from yout”

Babs' lips set a little grimly.

" And Mi
put you in charge of the Form?”

“Oh, Barbara darling, no; she just
asked me to' kcop an eye on things,
that’s all. And, Barbara, that reminds
She told me to tell you, as soon
as you came in, that she wanted to sec
vou. . Will you go. please, Barbara
dear?”’ :

Babs nodded. She was by no means
averse to that. The sooner she saw
Miss Venn, she was thinking, the
better. Decidedly sho did not like this
appearance of authory which had
been given into the hands of the sim-
i Apart from which, she
was rather enxions to make the new
Head’s acquaintance. She turned,
lieading for the door. TFaith turned
with her.

Babs glaneed at ler sharply.

b here, youw're not coming, too?”

“But, Barbara, I must!” Faith said.
“Oh dear, dou's look at mo as if yon
don’t trust me, darling! I know I
baven’t been all I should be in the
Past, but, honestly, I'm going fo change
Miss Venn made a special
point of asking me to bring you, you
know.”’

Babs shruggod., Well, in that case,-
she had no objection; though she
dido’t for a moment believe that Faith
Ashton was any more capable of

-changing her spots than the celebrated

Icopard. Out in the corridor she

strolled, Faith trotting at her side.

Fhith swiled uncerbainly.
*Babe, you do trust me, don’t you,
dear?” :

T don’t|” Babs said flatly.

“But, Barbara, I really have turned
over & new leaf. Honestly, Barbara,
I do so want to bo friends with you
and your chums.”

“Then,” Babs said, “wait til yon've
proved 1t. We've taken you on your
word foo many times, Faith.”

Faith, with wistful soulfulness, sighed.
A little sob came from hLer throat as
silently she walked on at Babs® side.
But Babs did not look a% her. She
knew that sounlful little sob; and even
her tender heart refused to be moved

y it

Up the Head's corridor they went, to
halt in front of the Head's study door.

Thet door, usually graced with a
small, neat label, bearing the announce-
ment  “I'. I'rimrose, KHem:lmisf:l-ess,”
now bore a rather flamboyant ivory
plate, on which was aggressively en.
graved in black:

“EVE]%.YN' NORTHCHURCH VENN,

» B.Be., . ete.,

PRINCIP.

Faith knocked, forestalling Babs,
who had reached up & hand to perform
that office for herself. A rather sharp
¥oice bade them “Come inl”

They wont in, Faith wearing her most

iss Venn,” sho msked, “has For
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simpering smile, Babs rather ciriously
wondering what sort of person she swas
going to meet. - .

From the other side of the desk a
rather sguare-featured womar, with
sharp eyes and a thin mouth, her groy-
ing hair severely parted in the middle,
looked up. 8he flashed a smilo ot
Faith, but there was no smile for Babs.

“Well, Faith, who is this?” . .

“This, Miss Venn, is Barbara Hed-
fern,” Faith murnured.  “My dear
cousin, the captein of the Tourth

m. . -
“Ah1” Miss Venn put down her pen.
For a long moment she stared at lgabs
—so long a moment indeed that Babs
shifted under tho scrutiny and turned
red. Then she rapped out: *“Whero ia
your capfain's badge?”

“Ba-badge?” Bebs stuttered )

- As captain of the Form you are sup-
posed to wear a badge, are you not ?”

Babs coloured a littlo, She knew,
of course, to what the new headmistress
referred. Her captain’s badge she had
all right, just as she had her captain’s
shield; but it was not Babs’ way to
vaunt her muthority, tnd cxcept  for

Back to Cliff House School for the new term!
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stage, going to introduce other reforms
than those I think immediately neces-
sary, but I must warn you, Barbara,
that T am not satisfied.” Your own
rocord, in my opinion, is not the blame-
less one that & glrl of your responsibili-
ties should have—"

Babs gulped.

“¥Yes, Miss Vonn; but—2"

“8ilence, please! Barbara, do not let
me have to remind you not to speak
out of your turn again. I repeat, 1 ain
not setisfied, but I am not entirely
blaming you. ~ I belicve a cnstom
exists hero of allowing the girls to elect
their captain and other oflicers. That
is so?* .

“Y-yes, Miss Venn.”

“A foolish and short-sighted system *
—Miss Venn frowhed—*a system, as 1
see if, open to a greal deal of abuse, A
gystem which means that the girl who
has most friends in the Form has the
best ehance of being its eaptain.

“My own opinion is that the oldest
girl in the Form shold ba its captain.”
And here Babs looked sharply at Faith.
“Before I do enything in that mattor,
however, I will see for myself how the
system works. If you wish to prove to
mo, Barbara, that you are fitted to con-
tinue as the responsible leader of the
Fourth Form, let me see it reflocted in
your own behaviour and the behaviour
of the Fourth. J

“If you do not—" Sho paused at
that word of warning, and a significant

Eager,

excited and happy are Barbara Redfern & Co. But sur-
prises await them. There is 2 new Headmistress, with
her own ideas of discipline ; and there is Faith Ashton
back in the Fourth Form. Faith, the cry-baby hypocrite,
having wheedled her way into the new Head’s favour,
is craftily planning a stunning shock for the whole form.

N

ceremonial occasions, when the display

of symbols of authority wes com-
pu_]csliory, she rarely wore it. 8he
said :

“It—it's in my study drawer. You
see, Miss Venn, we—we don’t usually
wear them.” 4

“No?"” enapped Miss Venn. “Then
what,” she asked coldly, “do you think
they have been given to you for?' In
future, Barbara, you will wear that
badge on all occasions.”

“¥Y-yes, Miss Venn 1” Babs stuttered.

“And will you Elcase stand to atten-
tion when you talk to me?” Miss Venn
went on. I am accustomned to it. How
old are yon?”

“Nearly fiftcen, Miss Venn.”

“I know that! Give me the age in
years and months, please. When 1 ask
for information, I want that informa-
tion to be as full and concise as pos-
sible.”

. Babs, ears burning, gave the informa-
tion,

“Thank you,” Miss Venn said, rather
sourly. “Now please look at me, I
have been going into the record of yonr
Form, Barbara ”"—here, for some
reason, she loocked at Iaith, who turned
her head away a little—*and may
state right now that I am far from
being satisfied. Comparing,” Miss Venn
said heavily, *the record of the Fourth
with every other Form in tho school, it
is easy to see it is iHe most loosely
diseiplined.”

“But, Miss Venn—-" Babs blurted.

“8ilence, please! Speak when vou
are asked to speak! aturally,” Miss
Venn went on, “1 am not, at this early

-

look passed between ler and  Faith
“You may gol” sho added abroptly.

“Yes, Miss Venn. But please may I
say something?” Babs pleaded.

“My word was—go !’ Miss Venn said
sharply. “Please observe it, Barbara.
Faith, my dear "—and Babs was quick
to notice that “my dear”—"I wish to
talk to you about this.”

8he indicated something on her desk.
Dabs, with a stifled feeling, walked to-
wards tho door, fsllowed by a look of
deep and s'iighing sympathy from Faith.
Bhe reached the door; with a sensation
of ono escaping from & prison, sha
gulped gratefully at the free, if warm,
air of the corridor. Phew !

Whoever had said Miss Venn was a
fartar was right. What a change fron
gentle, kind Miss Primrosa |

And Faith—

Babs set her lips a little. She had
observed enough in those last few
moments to understand that there was
something more than disciplinary rela-
tions between Faith and the new head-.
migtress. That reference to the oldest
girl being best fitted to be the Form
captain—that, at least, was ominous.
Significant, too, that Faith, apparently
most willingly rolegated from -the
Lower Fifth, was now the Fourth’s
oldest girl. Was this some new game
Faith had embarked upon?

From that moment, Babs, knowing
her cousin, mentally resolved to kecp a
close eye on Faith Ashton. Meantime,
however, her indignation was stirred.
It was unfair for Miss Venn, anxious
as she might be to_reform the Fourth,
to storm at her without even a hear-
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ing. It neitled her to feel that Miss
Vennh;dmehlyooro‘pinionoﬁhar
own and the Form’a sense of responsi-

a #ense of impending
trouble~big trouble. -

Going to her etudy, she put on her
captain’s badge and went off. ~When
she reached the head of the stairs lead-
ing down into Big Hall, she saw a crowd
of girls, seniors as well ds juniors, col-
lected around the notice-board. As
Babs, biting her lip, went slowly down

the stairs, Janet Jordan’s voice reached
er. -

“Babs! Babs, I say! Come and
look at this!”

" Whlt?"

“ Well, look I

.Girls . made way for Babs, who in-a
few moments found herself before the
notice-board. And as she read. the t{fe
written notice . pinned up there that
sense of impending trouble e evan
more emphatic, e Fourth—the whole
school—would never stand for things
like this)

For on the hoard was a ﬂmmﬁ“
notice, strangely reminiscent somehow
of that staring ivory f;late on the new
headmistress’ door. It read:

“NOTICE
“TO BE READ BY EVERY GIRL IN
THE SCHOOL,.

“The following alterations in the
time schedules are intfoduced herewith,
and will come into force from to-day.”

There followed a list of revised times.
Bininiheu one hour earlier; breakfast
one hour earlier; gates one hour
carlier; and time one hour earlier.
That, in turn, was followed by :

“Qirls are reminded that amenities
like studies, common-rooms, recreation-
rooms, games, dramatic clubs, ete., are
purely privileges to be merited only by
good {)egaviour. Any girl earning more
than a hundred lines in one day or
receiving more than one black mark is
liable to” forfeit ome or all of these
privileges, Meetings without the con-
sent of the headmistress are striotly
forbidden. Laughing, shouting, or
playing games exzcept in the rooms
rovided for those pursuits will be
eavily punished. Running, talkmg, or
laughing in corriders is also strictly

forbidden.”

](:‘Ségned) “EVELYN NORTH.
CHURCH VENN, B.A, B.Sc, F.G.A,,
ete.,, PRINCIPAL.”

“Nice, eh?” sneered Rosa Rodworth.

“We are going to enjoy ourselves,
playmates! An hour earlier to bed—
my hat! Just like kids in the Second
Form | y

“And no laughing, no talking, no
breathing |” Diapa  Royston-Clarke

chi‘pxed in. "
‘“And don't forget your study is a
priviledge I Bridget , 0'Toole moeked.

“And your Common-room !”

“And games | -

“? ’hau the dickens does she think we
are 1"

The Fourth glowered. Voices were
buzzing; girls were  most strongly
exclaiming. It was thick, to say the
least of it! It smacked of utter
dictatorship. = 8o long had they enjoyed
these things Miss Venn called dpr:vnleges
at Clif House that they had come to
accopt them as their netural rights,
 “Well,” Diana stated fiercely. “I'm
jiggered if I'm going to bed an hour
earlier 1

“And jusk let her,” threatened Rosa
Rodwoil;th, “try to turn me out of my

study !

“Or,” Clara Treviyn snorted, *inter-
fera with my games! Primmy would
-never have dreamed of doing it 1" .

“©Oh, but wait a minute }” abs oried,
“Don’t fly off the handle just yet!
Naturally, being new, she's got somae
new ideas—" e

“Tl say she has!™ cried American-
born_Leila Carroll, )
C:Ne\y ]i.deas Be Eootod 1 said Jean

riwright; and then stopped, gazing
towards the top of the stairs, from which
a perg(ftory ﬂ.‘nock had sounded. And
ever y, glowering, looked pp to
bebold Faith Ashton. i

* Reaily—please, girls t” Faith said.
“Would you mind making a little less
noise? Miss Venn is frightfully
annoyed [”

“And who,” glared Clara. Trevlyn,

“asked you to put your spoke in?”
“Well, Miss Venn told me, you
know,”

“Yest Well, you go and tell Miss
Vemn to go to pott” Clara siapped.
“We don't want your interference,
thanks!- If you are the oldest dunce
in the Form, you're not skipper here.
Go and chop chips |1” . <

“Bat Miss Venn—-" Faith cried.

“Rats! Blow Miss Venn|”

“What? What?”’ came a vibrant
voice behind Faith; and then, to every-
one’s consternation, Miss Venn herself
Bte; on the scens,

timly she stood for a moment at the
top of the stairs, and singling
out Clara, folded her arms and marched
into the Hall. Amid a breathless
silence she walked stu.xghp up to Clara,
ﬁxing her with a forbidding eye.

“You, girl?t What iz your name?”
she snapped.

“Kik-Clara Treviyn.” )

“Clara Trevlyn! Trevlyn, ch? Yes,
I know, I ,}mve been through your
report. Not,” Miss Venn said aadly,
“exactly a credit to your school, are
you, ara? How dare you insult
Faith1”

“Hilence! Speak when I command!
I heard, apart from your ineult to
Faith, what you said about myself.
Clara Trevlyn; you will report for
- punishment at call-over.

irls "—and with her arms still folded,
519 glared round, “go to your rooms{"

“But——" protested Diana Royston-
Clarke.

**Miss, how dare you? Go, I sayl”
She turned. Then, to the chums’ utter
consternation, she smiléd at TFaith.
“That, of course, Faith dear, does not
include you,” she said, with such an
utter change of tone that the girls
blinked. *“I sincerely hope, for their
own sakes, that these girls in future will
learn to oi)ey when you are acting under
my orvders. Come, my dear,”

And with a nod to the simpering -

Faith, she led the waf back, while_the
girls. shuffling angrily towards their
own corridors, glared after them,

It seemed that it was going to be.a
far from. happy new term at ClLff
House.

From Bad to ‘Worse!

W MAITH, following Miss
F Venn into hergstudy.

ally.
“Oh de{r Miss Vern, I'm

so fri htfuli - sorry 1 Tt—it
must be terrihllf gupsqtglng ;'g w,”
Miss Venn did not look terribly upset.

In fact, she smiled, .. s

“Thank you, Faith; that is g tery
-sweet thought of yours. But I am not
upset. No. I fsn?," she added, with
certain grimness, “1 can.deal with these

All you other 1

. Babs.

smiled sympathetic- D

~ THE SCHOOLGIRL

situations, I have handled too many of
them in the pas We must have
discipline—we will have discipline.?

“Yes, Miss Venn, of conrse. How
can  wyoun rum & scheol _without
discipline ” Faith agreed. “But I'm
surs the girls do not mean to be
naughty, you know. It—it’s jusy that
the{ Jhave had tao much freedom in the
pas : :

Miss Venn set her lips. She did not
reply direetly to the observation, but
the expression on her square face rather
suggested that freedom for Cliff Housa
girla was a problem to which she was
going to ?we concentrated attention in
the near future. ¥ o=

“1 have seen enough,” she said, “to
know now that all the remarks you
made to me yesterday on the subject of
discipline in ‘the Fourth are mora than
justified, Faith. I am grateful, my
dear, for your su%geetion that you
should voluntarily descend from ‘the
Lower Fifth in order to inculeate n
little discipline into the Fou?.h’s ranke,
It is obvious thet Barbar Redfern,
despita her captaincy, has little or no
control over them.”

o
. “Dear ara; she B0 try to
do her best,” 3 e said monm?ﬁl}
“But_one can‘:hfnve orders to one’s
friends, can one, Miss Venn " .

‘'In the interests of discipline,.friend-
ship is no factor,” Misa Venn returned.
“However, wa will not discuss that
now. Barﬁcr_a, for the time being, may
remein captain. I will give her a fair
chante to prove her worth, but meantinie
I wish you to catg out my own private
orders. And, Faith, my » 1 wonder
if _v,:ﬁ,u would do a littls something for
me y

“Why, with pleasure, Miss Venn I*
Faith prcted. - !

“As you know, I am very keen on
compiling my list of statistics. Will
you go round then, Faith, and make
out a lisk of every girl, together with
her exact age?”

“Why, of course, Misa Venn! Il
start now |* i
_And Faith, with a smile on her do]l-
ike face, went out, leaving Miss Venn
shaking her head and looking rather
fondly at the door through ?viich she
disappeared. Such = dear girl! Such
8 willing, understanding girl! And
how helpful that chat she had had
with her yesterday before anybody clse
had arrived! ‘

But outside, Faith, clesing the door,
chuckled. ; s

‘Despite her affected protestations,
there was ne love lost between her and

Bitterly vindictive, in spite of
her sweet inmocence, was Faith ﬂhmn,
and. the girl ghe hated most in all the
world was Barbara fern, who in
tha" past had so often bested her. It
was Babs who had shown up her real
nature before the school; Babs ,who,
when the Fourth Form eas_t.aimy had
heen within her reach, had- wrested it
from her. But Faith, in those days,
had had no f;:uowerful ally like the
hexaqdnnstmu of Cliff House,

ow—

Now—what” & chance, if she played

her cards carefully and walli to settle .

old scoresl And what a fool this silly
eadmistress. was! She hadn’t geen
through ler! 8he never would see
¥rrough her1 '8he could twist her round
her lttle finger! =
. Glowing ' with satisfaction, .Faith
reached -the Fourth Form Common-
room. From behind that door came &
busz of voices, Some were angry—
-most of them condemning—and she
aused for & moment to lsten. Mabe]l
T-Ey-mi’s voiée' eame to her ears,

i
&
E

rE
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“Well, thero we are! Either we've
got to grin and bear it, or we've got
to fight for it 1 :

. "And,” cried Clars Trevlyn, “we're
jolly well going to fight for it1” .

. “Yes, rather!” squeaked Bessie
Bunter, “‘But I say, girls, what about
the dormitory feed, you know? Are
we still going to have that?”

“Well, who says we aren’t, ninny?”
Janet Jordan's voice. “Of
course we're jolly well going to have it!
And that reminds me,” Janct went on,
“we haven’t passed the hat round for
the tuck!” .

¥aith smiled. Her eyes glimmered
a little. Blie waited a fow more
moments, and then, pad and pencil in

her hand, apologetically stepped in. .

Janet Jordanr, in the act of holding
out a chocolate-box before the owlish
Terraine Twins, into which the twins
dropping sixpences,
swivelled round,
“Cave, toady!” hissed soniebody.
Too late, Janet tried to hide the

X,

Faith looked hurt,

“That is unfair!” she protested.
“I'm not a toady! , It's not my fault
if Miss Veun gives mo things to do,
After all, I can’t ddi her, can 1? I
do wish, you know, that you'd try to
understand,” Faith went on wistfully,
“because, whether you believe it or

nlolt,‘ I do want to be friends with you
all 1? ’
“Says you!” sniffed Leila Carroll,

*And—and, if you don’t mind, I—
I'd like to come to the dormitory feed,”
Faith went on. “I heard you talking
sbout it es I came in. Janet, ean I
put my contribution inte the box,

please?” she added eagerly, and held
‘out a coin.®

Janet paused. One or iwo of the
other -girls blinked for a moment,
astonished. . L.

Faith spoke so simply, so sincerely,
that even though they suspcoted every-
thing she did and said, they found
themselves wondering. Well, perhaps
after all they were being just a little
unjust to Faith. Naturally she’d got
to obey Head's orders, .
*“¥You know what will happen if
wo're canght?”’ Janet warned.

‘% Oh, yes, of course! But, Janet, I'm

“ 1'D love to come to At?:ii dormitory feed,’’ Faith simpered, widening her blue eyes. *“Do let me

not help but wonder wh

orie of the Form first, aren’t 17 We
must ell stand shoulder to shouldey,
and—and all that,” Faith said. “Please
let me contribute !

Janei shrugged. SBhe held the box
out. Smilingly Faith dropped a half-
crown in ii, thereby, in the Form’s
cyes, committing herself to the lawless
project being planned. That, at least,
seemed
intentions.

“Thank you,” she simpered. “And
now would you mind helping me to do
this job for Miss Venn? I don’t want
to do it, really, But Miss Venn has
asked me, you know, and sho just won't
take no for an answor. I've got to get
out a list of exact ages—"

Babs looked up sharply.

“But that's my job,” she said.

“I know. I—I told Miss Veun that.
But Miss Venn insisted, you know.
Please, Barbars, don’t make things
more difficult for me ™

“No; give her a chance!” Lydia
Crossendale put in.

Babs bit her lips. She was sure that
Faith was a girl who couldn’s be trusted
-l—l-t.hnt che and the others dare not trust

er.

But for the moment, at least, Faith
had captured the sympathies of the
Form, and they were ready to give her
a chance,

“And after all,” Lydia gibed—Lydia
had always been, and always would be,
on the side of anyone up against
Barbara Redfern—“she is your own
cousin.” ) )

Bebs flushed agnin—hotly. She had
a feeling of being a churl. Whas sho
misunderstanding Faith? she wonderced.
Was it possible, after all, for Faith to
be honest and sineere? And yet—and
yet—— Bhe could not forget that
“My dear ™ of Miss Venn's, 8he could
Faith had
ower Fifth.
at Clif House
ours before the

been ﬁut down from the
Why Lad she turned u
yesterday, twenty-four
Brst arrival to-day?
“And—and just to prove it,” Faith
said, with a sudden bright smile, “I'll
let you do the job, Barbara. After
all, 1’s only right, isn’t it? You are
captain, and you do know so much more
about the girls then I do. Here we
are, Barbara. You niske out the Iist.”

‘titterec.

proof emough of Faith’s good,
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“0Oh rats! You’ve been nsked to do
it; do it,” Babs said gruffy.

“But—but you . wou't
Barbara ?”

“No,” Babs said.

Faith smiled. Lydia Grossendale
¢ Babs clenched her hands,
hating to have this fecling of being in
the wrong, when some instinet was
warning her all the time thet she was
dead right,

And so Faith_got out her list, girls
readily and willingly auswering her
questions in turn. While that ‘was
bappening, however, Bals and Clara
and Japet, ﬁlad to get rway, departed
to the tuckshop for the dormitory
supplies. Without adventurc those
supplics were gathered and, in their
box, safely hidden under the bushes
near tho lobby window for further
transportation to the dormitory when
the time came. Then a bell rang.

“Hallo, what's that?” Clara asked.

“Call-over,” Babs said hriefly. ** You
know, it’s an hour earlice’ than usual,”

‘Claza grunted, rememboring then
that she had been ordered to report for
punishment at call-over.

“Come on, then, let’s go!”

They went in, Call-over, as usual,
was taken in Big Hall. Miss - Venn wus
already on_the rostrum, gazing with a
slern and disapproving cyc at the con.
fusion going on in the body of the hall.
Thanks to the earliness of the hour, a
groat many of the girls had forgatton
call-over’'s new time, and, summoned
by the hell, were breathlessly rushing
into hall from all eorners of the scheol.

“I shall expect,” Miss Venn said
icily, when at last order had cmorged
from the chaos, “to sce the school wore
prompily assemble next time. Call the
rolls, mistresses, please!”

Thé mistresses ealled tle rolls, pretty
Miss Valerie Charmant, of the Tourth
Form, logking just a little hurried and
flustered. 'T'he  headmistress received
the “all present ™ report with a eurt
nod, and then went on to address the
school in rather flinty tones.

“TI shall expect,” Miss Venn rumbled,
and promptly recled off a list of ex-
pectations,

They knew it all already—good he-
haviour, perfect obedience. no laugling,

mind,

e

-(3‘3.

contribute.”’

to-evervone’s astonishment she held out a coin for the collecting ba~
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no talking, end all the rest of the rig-
marole. She paused amid a dead
gilence, then characteristically folded
her arms across her chest.

“And now, please, step out all those

irls who have been ordered to report
or punighment.” '

One stepped out—Clara Treviyn.

“Come here,” Miss Venn ordered,
pointing to & spot near her desk. .

Clara shuffled there, her cheeks burn-
ing as ghe felt the eyes of the whole
school upon her. .

“Clara Trevlyn, you have been guilty
of the most disgraceful disobedience |
Miss Venn said. “Not only have you
been insulting to a girl in whom I have
vested authority, you have had the
tomerity to use elanders as far as my
own “person is concerned. For that,
Olara Trevlyn, you will write out two
huél]ﬂred ]ixlzeaé‘”

ara gulped. "

“ And g:ince," went on Miss Venn
sternly, “such an imposition entails the
canceﬁing of a privilege, you are for-
bidden to take part in the next hockey
match. Go to your place.”

But Clara did not go to her place—
not  immediately. With  suddenly
startled, incredulous face she was
staring up at the Head, while through-
out the scheool she could hear the swift
catch of breath as glrls gasped. She,
the captain of Junior School games,
Larred from playing in the next match
—and that match easily the toughest
proposition of the second half of the
season, against Cleremount,” their old
and doughty rivala1

“ But—but, Miss Venn—" Clara
stuttered.

“You heard, girl—go to your place!”

“But—hnt the hockey match?” Clara
blurted. “Miss Venn—no, no, please!”
she cried. “Y've got to plafl ”

Mies Venn breathed deeply.

“Clara, go to your place, please}”
she thundered. “Go! Another word,
girl, and I will ordér you to report for
punishment to-merrow 1”

‘There came a murmur from the
school. Face ially among the
juniors—fiushed. Punishment might be
deserved, but surely this method was
unjust! As Clara still hesitated, the
fierce roses of mutiny suddenly gather-
ing in her cheeks, Miss Charmant, her
face agitated, rustled forword.

“Miss Venn, may I speak?” she
ashked. . .

“You may,” Miss Venn said stiffly,

“ About—about Clara. Miss Venn, I
do not think you understand. Clara is
junior games captain.”

Miss Venn's eyes glinted.

“] have alreasi.” she retorted curtly,
“taken the trouble to find ouwt what
Clara is and is not, Miss Charmant. It
is because she is games captain—because
sho is so fond of her games—that I am
giving her this punishment. When
girls ?ike Clara are made to realise that
if they do not behave they may lose
their dearest privileges, then perhaps
wo shall have discipline in the school—
and especially disaipline in your own
unruly Form, Miss Charmant! It is
cnough! Clare, go!”

Just for a moment Clara fiercely
clenched her hands. Then she saw the
erimson, humiliated face of Miss Char-
mant, and realising, even in that
moment of anger, that she might brin
further wrath upon that beloved head,
sho turned. Gated for her match! She
—the captain of the team !

Her eyes blazed.

But Clara, even as she shuffled baek 1o-
her place, had made up her mind.
Come what might, Miss Venn or no
Miss Venn, she would play against
Claremount !

Sneak! = .
N {3 IRLS|" Barbara
G Rediern cried dis-

_ tractedly.

“But look here—oh, for
goodness’ sake make less
noise 1”

i Rnts !’J

The Fourth Form at Cliff House was
utterly out of hand. About as useful,
in that moment, to tell the Fourth to
stop making a noize as to try to stop
the rolling of an avalanche. .

The Fourth were indignant, resentful
and furious. .

For the Fourth had. just returned
from Big Hall, and, smarting under the
unfairness of the punishment meted out
to Tomboy Clara Trevlyn, were in no
mood to be either guiet or orderly.
What had happened to Clara, they said,
might at sny time happen to any one of
them.

“1 say we've got to do something
about it |” Rosa Rodworth roared. *“It's
not feir!. Games eren't & privilege,
anyway—games are in the school cur-
riculum 1

“Hear, hear!”

“Yeos, yes, I know;
said hurriedly,
ness’ sake, talk a little less loudlyl” We
can’t do anything by just shouting our
heads off. We can’t——" and she paused
as a face looked in at the door and then
swiftly vanished—the face of Faith
Ashton.

“We can't,” sneered Lydia Crossen-
dele, “do anything that might offend
Miss Venn! Is that whai you mean,
Barbara t*

“You know jolly well I mean nothing
of the kindI” Babs retorted. “What

I agree,” Babs

I'm sayingis thitt we've got te-do some-
thing, ut we can’t do it by just

stamping and shouting.”

“Well,” gibed Frances Frost, “what
are we going to do?”

“I don’t know yet——-"

“And you call yourself & captain!”
jeered Freda Ferriers. ¢

Babs compressed her lips, -

“ Freda, that’s unfair,” she said. “I
can’t do anything on my own, can I?
17 you noodles will only be quiet and get
togethor—"

But her plea was drowned in a shout.
Later, perhaps, the “noodles *” would ba
quiet and get together. Bub just now
indignation was so red-hot that it
simply had to find an outlet. To be
sure, nobody had the faintest idea what
to do; nobody, in that moment, was
really thinking about what was going to
be done. But it was & great relief,
somehow, to be able to exchange their
several opinions of Miss Venn.

Babs, had she obeyed her own in-
clinations, would have unhesitatingly
joined in; but Babs was thinking first
of her respomsibility ‘to the Form, That
respomibiﬂ'ty, obviouely, lay at the
moment in reducin% the Form to order
and saving them from gettisg them-
selves into further bother. L

“Girls1” she shrilled. = “Girls—you
ninnies! Listen to me—*

Then:

Crash! Back went the door. But so
great was the noise, that nobody except
Babs noticed it for the moment. Over
the threshold, her face like a thunder-
cloud, strede Miss Veonn, snd trailing
behind her, her big blue eyes wide and
scared, came Faith.

" Girls!” the headmistress boomed.

“Oh, rats!*

. “What? QGirlst?

“Cave ! hissed Babs.

That whisper went round. At last the
astonished Fonrth became aware of

“But please, for good- gy

THR S¢HOOLGIRL:

therr
E

uew headmistress,

-fell,
Miss Venn folded her arms. Her
face was grim.

“Bo this,” she said, "iz how you
behave immediately you are lefi to your
own devices? And this,” she ndyded,
azing at Barbara, “is the way you
eep order in the Form! Faith, take
every girl’s name in this room I”

The girls glared. Faith coughed,

*Oh—or—I—I'm sure they didn'i
mean to make s noise,” she stuttered,
and smiled so meltingly at the girls
that it was just impossible to believe
that she was playimi an artful part,
“ After all, it—it's only the first day of
the term—"

Miss Venn pursed her lips.

‘' Faith, dear, you will do as you are
told,"” she said, "I order youf Take
every name here, and every girl whose
name is taken will report for punish-
ment at Assembly to-morrow morning,”

‘she added. *“Barbara, that also applies

to you.
“Y¥Y-.yes,” Babs muttered faintly.
Faith, fcnting her lips, a look of apolo.
getic regret on her face, moved for-
ward, amid utter silence, while Miss
Xenn, arms grimly folded, stood by the
T. - .

oor,

But Babs, watehing Faith, wondered.
e could not quite forgei that, just
before Miss Venn’s advent, Faith had
taken a quick peep into the room. Had
Faith, seeing ¢ cominotion then,
brought Miss Venn on to the scenc?

Or was tha® a suspicious, unworthy
thought?

Somehow Babs could  not feel
ashamea for thinking it. But, becausa
she could not prove it, she said nothing,
pndl whe‘il Fmgf a msha.ilied hez, h'igd,
i and regretfully ng her hea:
sﬁg 3;it.tmd silent. UE

With the iist at last finished, Faith
slowly crossed the floor to Miss Venn
again. The beadmistress glared round,

4 more sound from t.iu room, and
you &ll go to bed without supper,” she
threatened. * Faith, come|”

She swept out, leaving the Fourth

looking at each other with furious,
sickly faces. Therc was a mutiter in thoe
room, but fortunately, before it could
grow into anything louder, there was
a fresh interruption. The mterruption
came in the shape of a rather worried
Dulcia Fairbrother, the head girl of the
school.
envelope in her hand

“Barbara, this is for you, Just come
by special messenger,” she said,

“(Oh, thanks!” Babs said.

She took it, while Dulcia, with a
loock round, went out. Babs alit the
envelope open, and then her &yes
widened. Immediately, as though they
had never been, heor troubles, BUS~
picicns vanished.  8he uttered an
excited exclamation, i

“Oh, my batl I say, girls, gather
round—all of you! This concerns every-
body. You remember the film we helped
to make last term?”

“Yes, Babs?"

Eagerly they clustered round then, for
the whole of tha Fourtk had been in
the production of “Playground of
Youth.” .

*“This,” Babs said. her face_red with
excitement, ‘' this is a letter from Mr.
Runniman, the producer. The film is

to have its premiere on Saturday after-
nogn at theé Courtfield Grand Cinema,
and—- )

1] s e’!”

“And,” Babs eried, “we'ra all
invited [ :

* Geewillikins 1 gasped Leils Carroll.

Like magic, facea cleared. Crimson
excitement flooded every cheek. Many,
;ﬁ:;]y times since the making of tha

had they wondered what had
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become of it. Wow it was finished—
now, at last, they were to soe themnselves
as screen actors | :
Babble again broke out—but of =&
hu? ier kind this time. Babs laughed,
““But wait a ticklet,” ghe cried. “ You
haven't heard it all. Hero’s a letter

"' from Mr. Runniman, thenking ns all,

4

and hoping wo can all come, And he
says in it that there are going to he
special souvonirs for ell the girls who
+took part.”

*Oh, what?” Bessie asked eagerly.
“I sus-aa¥, is he going to give ns a cake
each, or something "

“Ila, ha, ha!”

But the exact nature of the souvenirs
Mr. Runniman had not divulged. That,
obviously, was going to be his surprise.

From that moment spirits bounded.
In the happy exeitement .of this new
thrill, they conld ail afford to put Miss
Venn on  one side for the moment.
Apart from that, they had the great
dormitory feed to look forward to—e
sufficient compensation in itself for tho
curtailing ot the hour at which they
were to retivre. Even Clara was beam-
mi again now,

lmost thankfully they ttam%ed uﬁ to
bed when the time came. When Miss
Venn came round, accompanied by
Mary Bull, to turn out lights, there was
not one them out of bed. D
whispers and gurgles they talked and
laughed, until at last ten o’clock struclk
from the clock tower,
" Then Babs sat up. .

“ Al right, everybody! Who's volun-
tecring to come and get the tuck?”

“I will 1 Mabs said et once,

* No—mo 1"

“No—me ! =

“Now,” Babs said, “we can’t all

0. 'Mabs spoke first, so Mabs it ist

vorybody else get the things ready.
Clara, you bought the candles?”

“Rather!” - _ .. ..

“ And, Bessio, you've got the knives
and forks and glasses, and all that1”

“0Oh, yes, you know " -

“0.K., then! Btep on it, Mabhs!
But shus’h.' not & sound! There may be
o mistress still about}” - '

In the darkpess. Babs and Mabs got
up. Blipping their coats over their
pyjsmas,  and fheir feet into their
slippers, they stole towards the door,
And then Bebs started, .

I say, anyone sce Failh go

“Eaith " .
For answer, Babs pointed at the
empty bed ncar the door.
abs blinked. That bed was cer-
tain! Faith's=—and most cortainly
-Faitg had retired with the rest of the
¥orm, But the bed was tumbled and
disorderly now—and empty—too!
*Must have slipped out while we were
talking,” sho guessed, ‘‘The silly fool |
Does this mean she’s up to her old
games again, Babs?” R
Babs shrugged. She really did not
care. Faith, in spite of her sweet, melt-
ing innocence, was no goody-goody.
W?th her craze for dancing, she was by
no moans above breaking bounds at
night, and several times in the past had

been caught doing it. * It did seem as if |

Faith had returned t6 her old bad ways,
“8illy chump!” she muttered dis-
gustedly, * 8till, it's her funetal! But
why the dickens,” she asked, ‘was she
50 ieen on coming to the feed, if she
klnev?v she was going off somewhere
elsa 7" ; )

* Perhaps,” Mabs suggested,  *the
invitation to the dance, or whatever it
is, came afker she had decided on the
feeg;- Anyway, who's worrying? Come
on

They went on, oauticusly - stepping
down the stairs. Luck, for.once, was
with them. They réached the lobby in

safety, Aung the window open, and in
a few minutes, carrying the box of
tuck between tfiem, were returning to
the Fourth Form dorm.

There candles had been lit. Gitls in
dressm%-gowns were flitting about in
the yellow glow, ghucklingly opening
bottles of ginger-beer and American
cream soda. caming Bessie, in the
centre of the floor, had already laid
a sheet in place of & cloth, and every-
thing tvas waiting to begin.

“O.K.! Here we arcl” Clara
chuckled, as Babg and Mabs came in.

“What-ho |” beamed - Jemima Car-
stairs, that strange girl with the
monocle and Eton erop. “Bring forth
ihe fatted calf, hénchmen ! -

Eager hands helped {o unpack the
tuckbox ns it was unwrapped. Presently
there was a tempting array of tarts,
jellies, cakes, and biscuits piled wp on
Bessic’s tablecloth.

By Hilda Richards 7

ing benesth the door showed her thaf
Miss Venn was there, and again Faith’s
blue eyes glinmered. Silently she
stooped. With one swift thrust of her
fingers, she 813)%9(1 the folded sheet into
the room, end Miss Venn, looking up,
with a frown, ot the faint noise it made,
started.

While Faith breathlessly flew back
along the corrider, she roso from her
scat at her desk and picked the paper
up. Then swiftly she flung open tho
door, gazing along the corridor. But of
the serider of that inysterious note there
was no sign

Miss Venn unfolded the papor.

Her lips eame togcther as she read.
What was this? Dut, obviously, she
conld not ignore such & message, anony-
mously sent as it was. She grabbed
for her gown. S8he put it on. Then
she strode off. )

................................. Sreacansasaran
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This  really

of stories to suit
tastes, from

from adventure
romance.

The

In great and excited
the Fourth sat
bidden foed. Plates clanked; lemonade
gushing into glasses blended with the

good humour,
down to enjoy ite for-

sounds of revelry and laughter. The
abgence of Faith Ashton, for the time
being, was completely forgotten.

Yet, had they known it, Faith Ashton
was not far away.

Faith, at the moment the feed com-
menced,” was at the door, with one eye
glued to the keyhole. Rather grim the
nod she gave as she peered into the
room. Then, with & sly chuckle, she
straightened up and flew away. Down
to Study No. 8 she fled, having been
assigned temporary quarters there in
the place of Lorna Millerchip, who had
not yet returned to school Quickly she
grabbed up a sheet of impot paper and
a8 peneil. . On the impot paper she
sczawled one line in block capitals:

“YOU ARE WANTED IN
FOURTH FORM DORMITORY.”

Faith chuckled. Quickly she folded
the paper up. Into the corridor once
more she sauntered, but this time her
stops took her in the direction of Miss
Venn's study. A crack of light gleam-

‘

1s
“ Golden ' book, full

humor-
ous to thrillers, and

cove!
the chief appeals ot
this superb all-story
book, which is most
lavishly produced.

You can still obtain these gorgeous story-
books, so if YOU have yet to sample
them hurry up at once, won't you? On
sale 4t all big newsagents and bookstalls,

3
all

to

return of Mor-
That is one o1

Only Faith Ashton Escapes!

- ABS CO., merril

(" feeding in the dormi

tory, their thoughts

G gV as far from iss

] Venn as from the North

Pole, had the shock of their

Hves when that women suddenly swept

on to the scene. 8o did Miss Venn,
apparently.

“Great goodness ! she cried. “ What
is this? My goodness gracious! Food !
Drink! And, Barbara, you here—you,
captain of this Form, condoning this,
oming in with it—yes, actually,
f)elieve, enjoying it! Stand up!”

Babs, sick with dismay, rose to het
feet,

“Oh dear—-"

“And do not speak, Barbara, until
you are spoken to ! Miss Venn rapped,
and glanced round in unbelieving
horror. “Now, Barbara, what have you

to say1” .

“Nyun-nothing, Miss Venn,” Babs stut.
tered, “cxoept that we—we were——"

“Enjoying it!” put in a voice from
the back of the room; and thers was a
titter.

“I seg!” Miss Venn's eyes @ashed,
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“Very welll Every girl taking part
in this disgusting orgy will report for
punishment at assembly to-morrow
morning | Meantime, 1 will have this
mess cleared away! Go to bed, eve
one of youl Faith—"* 8She turned,
and then, staring at that girl’s empty
bed, blinked. * Where is Faith Ashton?”
she -cried. '

Silence |

“Barbara, go to the head of the

corridor and press the bell for the
housekeaper |
Babs sighed hopelessly. In that

motnent she could even feel sorry for
Faith—Faith caught out of bounds;
Faith, the idol who most certainly now
would prove to have feet of clay. ile
Miss Venn stood quivering in the centre
of the room and girls climbed sheepishly
back into beds, she went along the
gorridor and touched the bell. In a few
moments Mrs Carey, the housekeeper,
appeared. .

“Two servants, plesse,” Miss Venn
snapped, “to clear this rupbish away 1”

ra. Carcy coloured a little.

“Ahem! 'The servants are in bed,
Miss Venn!”

“Then,” Miss Venn snapped, “get
them out of it! And please, madam, do
not question my orders{” .

“ Nice woman, isn’t shel” murmured
Peggy Preston. .

Mrs. Carey, bridling a little, rustled
out. Babs crept into bed. fmeqt!y
Sally and Therese, two of the maids,
came along. With logks of sympathy at
“Babs, they gathered up the sheet and
its contents and took it out. Miss Venn

ared,

I will make it my business,” she
threatened, “to visit this dormitory
g.lga.in before 1 go to bed! Now go to

w l]l

Ost. went the light—snick! The
Fourth apprehensively settled down.
Now there was going to be trouble,
bags and bags ov it; but there was a
gleam of satisfaction, anyway—they had
at lesst disposed of the bigger part of
the feed before the interruption!

“But I wonder,” said Christine
Wilmer, “wherea Faith’s got to?
Wouldn’t - give much for her chances
when sho comies back !

They were ali thinking that. Even
if they did not whole-heartedly trust
Faith, they could feel sorry for her now.
Faith, the favourite, was hardly llkels
to keep her place in the Head's goo
books after this. ’

If the harshness of the punishment
doled out to Clara Trevlyn was any-
thing to judge by, it looked as if Faith
wouﬁi be expelled. .

Perhaps Miss Venn was thinking on
those lines, too, as, with a face like a
thundercloud, she whisked back to her
study. She liked Faith, as everybody
liked her on first acquaintance,

“The foolish, foolish child !’ she mut-
tered to herself

It hurt her acutely to have ecaught
Feith out. That girl, so sweet, =0
gontle, so adoring of her own astute
self, had struck a chord in Miss Venn
that not often responded. Faith was no
better than the rest of the Fourth. Her
lips came to]gether a little; her eyes
flashed. Well— |

And then, pushing open her study
door, she jumpéd.

For in the room was Faith Ashton.
Faith, looking rather wan and weary,
but a Faith who deamed in immediate
delight at seeing her. Bhe had a sheaf
of papers in her hands.

“Faithb—you! Why aren’t you in.
your dormitory 1*

“But, Miss Venn, you asked me to get
out this list | Faith replied, wide-ayed. -
| t_hou‘?ht it was urgent—" -

Miss Venn started.

“You mean you have been doing
tha% Miss V. 1= Faith said

“Why, Miss Venn, yes!™ Faith eaid.
“Oh dear! You aren'!t cross with me,
are you? My only chance of finishing
the list was by doing it in my own time,
you see, and I knew you wanted it most
urgently so—so what else could 1 do?
Oh dear! TI—I'm sorry if I’ve done
wrong !” she added confusedly.

Miss Venn laughed.

f‘ th Faith, you foolish girl I” she
oaid. *M dear, don’t look so appre-
hensive ! 5#’ course I am not cross with

ou. I just thought for ane moment—

ut no matter,” she added hastily.
“You, should not have remained- up
without permission. But I cannot blame

ou for that, can I? Thank you, Faith !
[t is:very, very kind of you. My dear,
{on. really should not have done it. Yon
ook worn out. you know, Go to bed
now, please 1™ .

“Yes, Mies Venn. Oh, dear Miss
Venn|” Faith sighed, and there was
such adoration in her eyes for a moment
that Miss Venn’s faee turned pink,

“ Good—good-night, Mizs Venn I”

“Good-night, Faith dear!”

And Miss Venn smiled. -

When Faith -had gone she sat down,.
looked at the door, shook her head,
meltingly sighed again: and then, for
some reason, sighed. What a dear, dear
girl! How marvellous to have the affec-
tion of someone so willing, so utierly
understanding ! k

In the corrider, however, Faith
stopped. She grimaced at the door as
she closed it. ),

“Qld fool I" she eaid contemptuocusly.

With a chuckle on her lips, she
atepped along the corridor. But she did

not go at once to the Fourth Form
dormito She .went back, instead, to
Study .Me- § ~ There she picked up a

sheet of paper whieh vontdined a roug
drawing from the table. and with that
paper in her hand ‘marched off to the
Fourth TForm class-room. - For ten
minutes Faith was busy. there, transfer-
ring from the paper a copv of what was
drawn there on to_the blackboard itself.
Not tiil that was done did she return to
tho dormitory.

‘Several girls. still awake, turned as

‘she’ came in, Babs among therh. - Babs

peered at her sharply.

“ Faith, where have yon been?” she
asked “Do vou know Miss Venn has
been in here ¥

Faith bit her lips ‘ .

“Vag. I—T just met her,” she said.

“Oh. myv hat! Was dhe wild 7

“Wild as a she-cat!*’ Faith mumbled.

“ And what's she going to do?”

“T—I don't know,” Faith said hesi-
tantly. *“She—she ' didn’t say. But
why, you ninnies, did you allow her to’
catch you huving gour silly dormitory
feed? If she badn’t eaught you she
wouldn’t have caught me.”

“Well, you don't think we asked her
to cateh us, do you!” Margot Lantham
sniffed * Anyway, why the dickens did
yon sneak out of the feed?”

“J—1 had to .go somewhere,” Faith
faltered

“ A dance 7" )

“Yes—no—oh, mnever mind; I'm
tired 1",

Silently she undressed; wearily she

climbed into bed. Babs shook her head,
ling sorry in spite of herself, and
shuddered a little to think what would
happen to her on the merraw. For once
Faith had all her sympathies. .

She fell asleep presently, to be
awskened while it was still dark by the
olamour. -of the new -early-rising ball
Grumbling and unrefreshed, the For

rose. Ina k

unused to.such 1
of semi-stupor they set . about their

" toilettes, and not until she had washed .

-} do ho o have
h baru—sli:?fy ou.”

.graceful nod she went off.
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and dressed, and was feeling more like
her old elert self, did Babs notice that
Faith’s bed was emﬁ Poor old Faith !
8he couldn’t have had much sleep last

‘night.

oo often in the past had Babs
suffered at Faith Ashton’s treacherous
hands, but Babs was never a girl to beer
malice  Poor Faithl She mmst be
feelinﬁat_her down in the mouth. A
word from her might help to cheer her
up. -
With that generons impulse urging
her, Bahs left the dormitory. Bhe went
downstairs, and at the paused at
sight of the slim, pretty figure which
stood there It was Migs Charmant.

8he saw Babs at the same moment

that Babs saw het, and broke into a

smile.

“Why, Barbaral”

“Goo(f-mo‘mmg. Migs Charmant 1”
Babs said. “Oh, Miss Charmant, have
you seen Faith}”

“Faith? Why, ne, my dear!” TFor
some reason Miss Charmant frowned for
just an instant. ‘ But, Barbara,

wanted to talk to you” she added.
“Duleia tells me that Mr. Runniman
has invited the whole Form to the film
premiere on Saturday afternoon.”-

“Oh, yes, Miss Charmant I” Babs re-

lied eagerly. “Are you going, too?

ou were in ths film, weren’t yout"”

“I was; but I'm sorfy,” Miss Char-
mant answered in tones ti with
regret, ‘“that I shall not{ be able to go,
Barbara. There is a rather important

‘meeting of the Women’s Civil Air Corps

ovér at the Btadiam Aero e, and as
you know I am chairwoman of the local
committee, and so just have to attend.
But I shall expect you tg tell me all
about it,” she added, “and, if poisible,
bring the some stills of thé show itseli.
& good time, Bar-

“'We_shall 1’ Baha beamed. *“The
whole Form’e just living for Saturday
Miss Charmant laughed. With a
aoe] Baba, still
mlamg of Faith, went glong to Btudy

[

But ne Faith was there.

Babs, frowning, went to the Comman-
room. Still no ¥aith. B8he went out-
side. No Faith there. Funny! What
had happened :o the girl?

Not until breakfast did she see her
again. Faith, as she expooted, was
looking downcast and ill at ease,

“Hallo, Faith! Been looking for
you,” Babs oted. ‘' Cheer up, old
thingct! It might not be so bad as you
expect.”

‘?Dear Barbara !" Faith murmured.

. “Keep the old pecker up—what?”

Jemima eaid. a

Faith faintly smiled. With the rest
of the Form she sat down.

There was s great deal of chatter he-
fore Miss Charmant came in, for the
hour of assembly was near at hand, and
though everibod{ewus sorry for Faith,
they were all rather uneasily wondering
what was going to happen to themselves.
Those who were not thinking of that
aspect. of the near-future situation were
thinking with excited glee of the film
treat on Saturday.

Breakfast came snd went. The
Fourtl:d;téll %atteg]ng, 'iatxl!lnued, Jto

b rel or Assembly, Zrowing
ﬁeusmess tney heard the bell at last
ring for that funetion.

ow brace up,” Mahs said,

They tramped off to Big Hall. On

the way Bsbs caught Faith’s arm.
d thing

“The best of luck, old t 1 she
muttered. [ i

And again Faith smiled—sighingly,
forlornly:

In their -places tho Fourth gathered.
As last night, M’iu"hg: wg.ls already,
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there, watching the proceedings with a
stern  oye. wiftly the rolls were
called, and silonce fell as Miss Venn
commenced to deliver her address for
the day.

The  Fourth shifted. Faith, with
downcast oyes, looked studiously at the

0OT. . )

“ And now,” Miss Venn suid, when the
address was finished, *“stand out all
girls ordered o report for punishment.”

As one the whole of the Fourth
stepped forward—all, that is, except
Fait%, who remained, crimson-checked,
looking at tle floor,

“Aha1® Miss Veon said; and re-
peated *Ahal!” Then she folded her
arms. “There are two eounts against
you, are there not?  One, making a
disturbance in the Common-room; the
other, qf eating and drinking in your
dormitory last night. Faith—"

Taith looked up. The Fourth tensed.
Now it was coming. Poor old TFaith!

“Faith,” Miss Venn went on, will
you give mo the list of namos you took
in the Common-room

The Fourth stared. What was this?

“Yes, Miss Venn—certainly, Miss
Vonn ¥ And Faith, with & smile, camo
forward. “Oh dear, Miss Venn, d-don’t
be too harsh !”

“Thank you, Faith!'” Miss Venn
took the list from her. “Do not add
your pleas for these unworthy girls—
they do not deserve it. You may go
back to your place, my dear girl.”

“Yes, Miss Venn.” ’

Faith fairly simpered us, with e _sym-
En.t.hetm Took at the Fourth, she tripped

ack. But the Fourth ¥Form, from
Barbare Redfern downwards, stood and
stafed, and stood and blinked, too

utterly mstounded for the moment to.
_think "of their own possible fate.

What was this they were sceing?
What was this they were hearini?
Faith, tho girl caught out of bounds by
the hendmistress last night—Faith, the
girl they all expected to be punished
this morning, was apparently as big &
ot a single word
offence |
Miss Venn snapped, “ what
gtaring &t? Brenda
Fallnce—"

«Well, Fufi—Faith—" Brenda
Fallace stuttered. -

“What 13 wrong with Iaith?”

WEL?” - Brenda's eyes were wide.
# Oh, nothing!” she said hastily.

“] presume,” Miss Venn said, with
a sneer, “it sstonishes you to find that
there is one girl in this lawless Form
who really does know the meaning of
discipling. ;
her! You have my permission to staro!
Faith, look up, my dear! If you wish
to please me you will all follow Faith’s
example and become more like her.
Now step aside all these girls.”

Tt was amazing, incredible!  What
the dickens had happened? ~How in
tho name of all that was wonderful had
Faith got round Miss Venn?

Or—the thought came to Babs
slmost unbidden—or had she got round
Miss Venn? Might not the whole
thing have been one of Faith’s famous
hoaxes from boginning to end?

Miss Venn read out the list of names
Faith had reported, Babs among them.
Ig.ed-earcd. the culprits shifted to ome

agninst her
(] W en’u
aroe you all

side,
“Tor taking part in the disturbance

_in the Common-roora, &l1 you girls aro

forbidden the use of that room to-day,”
she said. * Barbara Redfern, for fail-
ing to maintain order, you are further
punished with fifty lines!”
“Q0h. 1 say )}’ cried Clara. *Babs
was trying to keep order I )
,“Girl,’ how dare_ you? Take fifty
lines, tool” Miss Venn raved, “And

Yes, you may well stare at °

now,” she added grimly, 1 will deal
with the dormitory offence, in which
the whole Form, except Faith Ashton,
took part. And for that "—she paused
grimly—*for that,” she added, *you
are all confined to_ school bounds for
next Saturday, which is a whole
holiday ™
The Fourth looked thunderstruck.
“Put, Miss Venn—" cried Babi
«Aliss Venn, we—we are going to our
film premiere M
% @ilence, girl, silence! How dare
vou?” Miss Venn raved. “Well 7 she
added, as Miss Charmant came forward.
“ Ahem ! - Miss Venn, I should like to
say a word, if I may. It is true what
Barbara says. The Form has been
invited by Mr. Runniman to attend the
film premiere at the Grand Cinema at
Courtfield. T do not ask you to let them
go unpunished, Miss Venn, but I would
ask you if it is possible to find some
alternative 3 .
“ My business, Miss Charmant, is to
maintain discipline in ‘this school—and
I would like to remind sou,” Miss Venn

Y

THERE was a malicious gleam

in Faith's eyes as she scrawled

the message for Miss Venn. This

was the very opportunity she
wanted to hit at Babs & Co.

‘gaid harshly, “that is also your
business| I will not brock interference
with my decisions—neither from you
nor anyone else. If,” she added. with a
half-sneer, “you are so0 keen to protect
your Form from the consequences of its
misdeeds, do so by instilling & little
obedience into them !”

#Qh, the——" muttered Joan Char-
mant, the mistress’ Fourth Form sister,
clenching her hands.

“ Meantime,"” Miss Venn went on,
whilo. Miss Charmant, white-faced,
retired, biting her lip, “my punishment
stands. Film premiere or no film
premicre, the Fourth Form remains
within bounds on Saturday !”

" Who is the Culprit? .

PWRHE Fourth weren't

hey'd been invited

. to the premiere.

They moent to go to the
premiere. 3

Apart from the severity of the

ointho stand it!l -

By Hilda Richards °

punishment which now threatened that
project, there was the question of
courtesy to the man who had extended
the invitation. The Fourth had pus
vp with enough from Miss Venn,

8o the Fourth said v

It was rather difficult, they admitted,
on quicter reflection, to see what was
to be done. As headmistress of CLff
House, Miss Venn held unchallenged
authority.

But something was going to he done
about it. Not if the Fourth kunew it
was such a treat to be missed.

Between Assembly and lessons there
was something very much like 8 new
indignation meeting in the cloisters
adjoining the quad—that venue selccted
hocsuse the Common-room to-day was
now barred to, half the Form. Bals
was ab that meeting, and Babs, ns cap-
tain, was the focus-point of attention.
The Fourth wanted to go to the
premiere. They were looking to Babs
to make it possible in some mysierious
way.

“If you're a real skipper, now’s your
chance to prove it!” Lydia sncered.

Babs set her lips.

“Well, please leave mo to think some-
thing out,” she said. ’

“ And sco that you don’t waste it,”
Frances VFrost sniffed. * Hallo,” she
added, “here’s Faith Ashton!”

Faith Ashton it was. A liitle silenco
fell as she oame hurrying towards tho

group

“Hallo!” she said. “I say, I
shonldn't make too much fow, if I were
you., Miss Venn might hear—"

« Perhaps she's told you to come and
tick us off about it?” Rosa sneered.

“No! Oh, Rosa, please!” And Faith
looked at her reproachfully, “I—I don’t
want you to get into trouble, that's all,”
ghe said. -“You know what she is.”

For once the Feurth did not fall for
that, however. They wero all remem-
bering, now that their own troubles wero
temporarily out of their minds, the
astonishing thing that had happened at
assembly that morning.

“We know,” Clara Trevlyn remarked,
twhat slie is as far as wo're concerned,
f'ust ready to jump on us for twitching
ittle fingers. But apparently the laws
that govern ns don’t apply to you. How
did you get out of breaking bounds last
night ?”

Faith bit her lip.
_«0h, Clars, please| I—I diduw't gut
out of it.”

“No?” Leila Carroll looked disbelicy-
ing. “Then why didn’t Miss Venu say
anything this morhing?”

@ -1 don't know.”

Thoy stared incredulonsly.

“¥ou mean,” Babs asked, “she never
mentioned it again?”

«And yet,” Clara sniffed, “she jolly
well came down like a ton of bricks on
the whole Form !”

“And held you up as an example!”
Beatrice Beverley cried.

“Well—>" Faith gulped. - Well, I—
I’'m sorry, but there it is! I didn’t ask
her to hold me up as an example.”

But even they, ready as they were (0

ive her a chance,” could not swallow
&ut. Unlikely, even if by some prepos-
terous stroteh of the imagination Miss
Venn had forgiven Faith for her cxploit
last night, that this morning she would
hold her up as tho good girl of the
Fourih!

Babs looked at her narrowly.

«] suppose,” she said slowly, “you
did break bounds?”
Faith flushed.
Of course I

i :;gh, really, Barbaral
i y

“ Bocause,” Babs said, lor cyes gleam-
ing s little, “now I come to think of j
it would have been wet outside, would®'t
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it? And your shoes, Faith, were
perfectly dry when you came in the
dorm 1* .

Faith gasped,

“I—I waso’t in bed, was I? And—
oh, excuse me!” she added in a flutter,
and breaking away, rushed off to meet
a boy with & huge oblong boz,
who was just coming in at the gates.
The chums eyed each other.

“ Rummy ! Clara frowned. * Rummy
about that -shoe business, I mean
That's 8 peint, certainly. I noticed that
her shoes weren't wet, too.”

“Which means to say,” Mabs put in,

“ that all the time she was in the school.
Hallo, that's the flower-boy from
Hollands* Stores in Courtfield, isn’t it?
Look, she's- taking that box from him !”

They all turned to stare. What Mabs
said was true. boy with the box—a
long box, obviously containing Howers—
Im.ds been stopped by Faith, who was now
taking the box and handing over eome
money. They saw the boy touch his oag,
they sew Faith hurry on into the school.

T wonder,” Rosa Redworth wmused,
«if dear little Faith has bought those

flowers f.or our sweat little head-
tnigtresa 1"
“But why,” Lydia Crossendale

demanded, “should she?”

“Why not?” Rosa Rodworth grinned
seornfufl?. * Protty obvious, isn't it,
that she’s buttering up to Miss Venn?
She's wriggled out of being out of the
dormy last night, and whether she broke
bounds of not, the fact remains that she
was out of bed. If it-had been ome of
us, we'd have been hung, drawn, and
quarter ause it’s dear Futfn, she

ots held up as the good little Erica of
fe Form 1 ,

. Babs frowned. It wos quita clear now

that something had happeped last night
—something which, so far from dis-
gracing Faith, had put her more, than
over in the mew Head's good bogks. In
any ease, there was no time to do more
ta]iing then, for first lesson bell was
already ringing.

Rather disgruntled, but by no means
appeased, the Fourth broke up, strolling
,off towards the school. It was aa the
renched tho quad that Marjorie Hazel-
dene gave s sudden exclamation.

#(Oh, my goodness, look I ,

She was staring up—at Miss Venn's
study window, There, clearly revealed
behind that window, was Faith Ashton.
And Faith was arranging flowers in a
vase. As they watched, they saw Miss
Venn come forward. They saw her smile
and put one hand afectionately on
Faith’s shoulder; then Faith, happen-
ing to gaze out, saw them, and hastily
moved out of sight behind the curtain.

«Well, there you are 1” Rosa scowled.
“Qhe did buy those flowers for Miss
Vonn 1" .

“Rotten trick 1” sniffed Clara Trevlyn.

There ;seemud to be no doubt about it
now.

Most: cqntemfpmous the feelings of the
Form then. If they had been willing to
give Faith a chance yesterday, this
utterly drained their tolerance. Theg
oould have sympathy for a girl force
to give orders, even 1if those orders were
against themselves, but they could have
no sympathy with.a fxrl who, in defisnce
of the unwritten law of the Form,
deliberately set out to win the head-
mistress’ regard by buying her favours.

In burning resentment against Faith

Ashton, they all tramped into the Form- .

room, where Miss Charmant was await-
ing tilgm. Faith, everybody was quick
to_notice, .had not yet turned up.
Miss Charmant frowned as she noted
the empty seat.
“PDoes anyone know where Faith is?”

wphe asked.

“Ves; with the Head,” Rosa Rod-
worth answered.

“Y pege. Thank you. Please sit down
Rosa,” Miss Charmant said quietly, an
jurned to the blackboard, which was
covered with a duster. “Get out your
books, please,” And with that command
she unfastened the duster and Hicked it
away. Then she started.

And the class, looking at the carica-
ture revealed by the removal of the

| ‘duster, burst info a simultaneous peal

of laughter. !

For on the blackboard was a
caricature—a really clever caricature.
It depicted sn easily recognizable,
though very overdrawn, Miss Venn,
clasping & girl round the neck with
hguned;t:'h?amg from her _a_yes‘;l It
show: e recognisable as
the doil-faced Eaith Achton, with her
head on one of the headmistress’ cner-
mously bony shoulders, looking with
utter rapture up at the stars. Aboye

carieaturé was printed one word, in
Imﬁe' lottera: Y 111”

ven Mm%nnagm. for s moment,
smiled. Then she flung round. =

““Qirls, silence, please! Who did—"

8he got no . For_at that
moment the door flew open, and into the
room, followed by Faith, stepped Miss
Venn herself, Miss Venn's voige, like a
knife, cut through the sile ‘eon-
sternation which had descended.

“And who,” she stormed—“ whe per-
petrated this insult 7"

Silence !

“1 demand the girl’s nane 1”

ain il -

“Very welll” Miss Venn’s teeth
came together. “I¥ is a very brave
thing, ia it not, to insalt me-and the one

irl in this Form of whem Jon ought to

e proud? But I notice,” she sdded,
with & enger, *that the arlist’s carica-
turing ‘cotfrele 14 tot sufficieniivia allow
her to ackpow ber workl “One of
you is M:gh as that one will pot
own up, I I punish the whole Form.
Miss Charmant, you will kindly make
it your business to see that every study
in the Fourth Form corridor is locked
for the dey and the keys given to me "

“But, Miss Venn, do you A
Mies Charmant demurr

“And please,” Miss Venn boomed,
with a glance of distaste at the Fourth
Form's Tﬁretty mistress, “do not inter-
fere! Those are mmﬂiers "

The Form shil restlessly,
fgvermhlfi It wasn't fairl It wasn’t
right! Half of them already deprived
of the use of the Common-room—now
the whole of them deprived of the use
of their studies !

“And you, Faith, please come with
me,” Miss Venn added more mildly.
“1 came in to tell you, Miss Charmant,
that Faith is excused lessons to-day.
The ban on studies does not, of course,
epply to you, my dear, though it most
certginly applies to the girls who share
it with you! Miss Charmant, rub that
offensive caricature out,” she said
angrily, “and please see that the keys
of the studies are delivered up to me
within ten minutes I”

And with Faith in tow, shaking &
regretful and rueful head, she went out.
The Fourth llElnred; the Fourth

lowered. Punished—for one girl's mis-
eeds! And who was that girl?

Proof to Them, But—

e —

- €« NLY threa girls,” ghay
( ﬂ 0 Barbara Redfern

e announced -grimly,

‘ “gould have

I\ | drawn that carteconl One
is me 1" :

“Well, did veu’” sneered Lydia

Crossendale. B
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w1 dido't!

1 The other two,” Babs
went on, “are reston—"'
" And it certainly wasn't me |” Peggy

Preston put in indxgna.nt.lli.

“And,” Babs finished, “Faith
Ashton |

The knot of girls—about a scare of
them—gathered in pavilion on
Junior Side after afternoon lessons
gazed at each other. o s B

“Well, if it wasn't Peggy and if it
wasn’'t you, you don't suggest it was
Faith herself?” Freda Forriers put in.

“That’'s rot| Why the dickens should
she insult herself? What has she to
gain by it?” *

That certmnly was a point. In
naming the three artists of the Form,
Babz had narrowed down the circle of
suspects. Babs herself was not gu.ih¥.
neither was Peggy Preston. That left
on‘l? Faith Ashton. # 4
_ Yet, as Froda said, why should Faith
insult herself ?

“Well, then, it must have been some-
one in another Form,” Bessie Bunter

put 1n.
Babs frowned. But who else? < That

i 2ho agid, “T'll go and b
» B8l 'll go and have
a talk with Faith,” 8
“Oh stuff i said Clara Troviyn

“What's the use? Bhe’ll only lie.”

“All the same, I might trap her into
saying sometlu‘ng if she did do it,” Babs
said. “No, don’t any of you come with
mo; I'll go alone.”

She sauntered out. The girls, remain-
ing in the pavilion, glowered. Deprived
of Common-room and stodies, with
meeﬁx;fv forbidden all over the school,
the only place they had been able to
foregather with any reasonable degreo
of safety was the pavilion. But the
pavilion wsas not' the copfest gm on
esrth. It lacked a fire, and, ough it
had electric htiht, that” did not com-
pensate for the cheery warmth of
studies.

Into the school Babs tri{?)ped. Up the
stairs she went, along to Faith Ashton’s
study. She knocked.

There was no answoer. '

“All right,” Babs thought, “T'll
wait.” '3 '

8he Iet herself into the room, The
dying condition of the fire seemed to

suggest that Faith had not tenanted it

for some time. With
crossed to the fireplace—very
and disorderly, for Faith was by no
means a tidy girl—and picked up the
poker to stir the embers into flame. As
she did so & crumpled sheet of paper,
bearing a portion of a design, attracted
her ﬁva. o “
“Hallo 1" Babs said. .

She put the poker down. “The piece
of paper ghe picked up. She :l:ioothed
it out, her eyes gleaming suddeniy, and
then & sharp exclamation left her lips
as she saw the drawing that was on 1t
It was, in fact, 8 hurried ogfy of the
caricature which had been chalked on
the blackboard in the Fourth Form
quarters that morning.

8o Faith—Faith had done it! Faith
had made this J:raliminary sketch firat;
then had copied it |

a shiver, Babs
fit

Rather grim Babs' face then, No

longer did she want to see Faith Ashton.
Here was proof—incontestable
that Faith and no ather had
responsible for the caricature for which
the whole Form had been punished.
Well, the Form had a right to know
out it. The Fourth know
g S SR —
a) oor. She o
it. And tgen she atopped as she faeed
the girl sayntering up the ocorridor.
Faith Ashton 1

“Why, Babs!” Faith exclaimed.

“Were you looking for me?”

tered -

roofr -
been

I
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“I wanted to see yon,” DBabs retorted.
“I wanted to ask you why you drew
that caricature on the blackboard this
morning and let the whole Form get it
in the neck I”

“It” Faith's oyes were big, * But,
Barbara, what a ridiculous i1dea! Of
course I didn't draw it! Why should I
drdw it1"” .

Neither of them saw the figure which
had suddenly appeared at the head of
the stairs—the figure of Miss Charmant,

“You,” Babs said, *“should know
that. But you did do that cartoon,
Faith—and you jolly well know you
did! And if you want proof of it, what
about this?"” she addede and held out
the crumpled copy. *“I found that in
your study |” "

Faith, staring at that sheet of paper,
did start then. For a moment her guilt
showed itself in her face. With dis-
mayed and horrified eyes she gazed at
the paper as Babs grimly held it
towards her. Then suddenly she made
& grab.

"You catl Give meo that!” she
panted.

But Babs, half expecting that move,
contemptuously whisked the paper
behind her back. . .

Faith, almost snarling, gripped at
her hair. Babs gave & yell,

] Wh}‘, yon—* 5

“Please, please!” came a voice.
Barbare !” And Miss Char-
mant hurried on to the scene. *TFaith,
how dare you!* And as they fell
apart, gozing with dismay at the mis-
tress, Miss Charmant looked at Babs.
. “Barbara, let me see that paper,
pleaso 1" .

Babs hesitated, but she eould hardly
refuse to obez; ghe handed it over,

“And this,” Miss Charmant said, her
eyes going to Faith, “you found in
Faith’s study? A pretty contemptible
;t)i'lt. of trick, Faith!” she ndded scorn-

ubly.

Faith %‘ulped.

“I—1 didn't do it!” .

“No? Then how do you cxplain its

resence in your room? I am sorry,
E‘aith, I cannot believe you!”
Hiraightly she cyed the girl, her lip
curling in scorn, “I think, Faith, that
the only possible thing for you to do
now, is to go to Miss Venn and own

up.
ki But I tell you,”” mouthed Faith, “1—
I didn’t do it—" And then she broke
off as another step sounded, and Miss
Venn herself came rustling on to the
scene. “ Miss Venn—" she pleaded.
Miss Venn stopped, frowning.

“Miss Charmant, what is this dis-

turbanco ?"

iss Charmant looked angry. She,
in company with the rest of the echool,
knew Faith—knew her record, ler
character. . .

“Look at that|” she said, holding out
the paper. .

Miss Venn looked at it

ffwe]I ”» .

“That was found by Darbara in
Faith's gtudy,” Miss Charmant said
quietly. “I think it proves the identity
of the suthor of the insult for which
my Form is being punished now, Miss
Venn.”

Miss Venn stared.

#You mean—-"

“T' mean,’” Miss Charmant stated
quictly, “that the girl who drew that
insult on the blackboard was Faith
hoerself.” )

“But I didn't—1 didn't!
Venn——"" Faith cried, and in the ready
way of which she was such a past
mistross, forced welling tears to her
cyes, “Miss Venn, you wouldn’t—you
couldn’t—believe that of me!” she en-
treated. -“It's—it’'s & cruel liel It's—

Miss-

it's just a plot to fix it on me, Miss
Venn |” ;

Miss Venn looked a little shaken.

“But where,” she asked, “did this
come from?”’

“I—I den't know!” Faith sobbed.
“1 don’t know! The—the only thing 1
can think of, Miss Venn, is that Bar-
bars drew it, and then pretended to
find it in mny study !”

“Why, you——~" Barbara began.

“Barbara, silence, ?laase 17 Miss
Venn snapped. “That,” she said, her
lips & little tight, * sounds quite & likely
story, Barbara, did you draw this?”

‘“Well, iny hat!" cried Barbara,

“AHss Venn, please |” Miss Charmant
faced vp. “I do not think,” she pro-
teated, “that it is quite fair to ask such

ow

VIISS VENN started as she saw Faith. * Why, Faith | she said in
“ Why aren't gou in your dotmitory? '

surprise.
her most innocant look. ** Oh,
‘¢ you—you asked me to get out

a question. I have known Barbars
many, many terms now, and I can vouch
for her fairness and her honesty. Bar-
bara is incapable of such a trick.”

“ By which,” Miss Venn said, “do you
infer that Taith is guilty, DMiss
Charmant?”

Migs Charmant flushed.

“8ince you ask me, I must reply, I
do think Iaith capable of such a trick.
You do not know this girl as we know
her, Miss Venn—" .

“Thank you, that is enough!” Miss
Venn’s cheeks flamed. “I pride myself,
Miss Charmant, on being a judge of
character. Because Iaith  regards
school discipline with 2 little more
seriousness than the rest of your Form,
she i1s not popular. I bardly expected,”
Miss Venn went on acidly, “to find
thet Faith’s own Form-mistress would
join in the antagonism of the girls, I
think, Miss Charmant, that an apology
is called fort”

Miss Charmant stiffencd.
 “T am sorry, but I cannct do that.”

“I demand it!” Miss Venn flushed.

Miss Charmant, very stiff and very
pale, looked the headmisiress straight
in the face. | e

“1 refuse!” she said distincily

By Hilda Richards !

Miss Venn turncd almost purple.

“Very woll I” she said. “ Very welll
Do you realise, Miss Charmant, that
your attitude is encouraging theso girls
to mutiny? Either you apologise this
instant, or——" "

Babs held her breath.

“Or what?” Miss Charmant askoed.

“T shall suspend you for three days!”

“Miss Charmant——" gasped Babs.

But Miss Charmant braced herself.
She hardly attempted to hide the con-
tempt in her eyes as sha faced the
headmistress.

l‘I

“Thank you!” she said quiectly.
accept the suspension.”

And—leaving Miss Venn gasping a
little, and Faith still softly crying—she
swung on her heels.

| by, "
LE( Y

Faith put on

ut, Miss Venn,”’ she murmured endearingly,
this list and 1—I knew how much you
wanted

it!ll

The Fourth’s Way Out!

ATTERS were reach-
in a breaking-
point in the Fourth.

The Fourth were
seething. The Fourth, when
it heard of the treachery of
IFaith Ashton, and the punishiment of
its adored Form-mistress, were danger-
ously near the brink of open rebellion.

Rosa Rodworth, backed up by Diapa
Royston-Clarke and ona or two others
of the more headstrong members of the
Fourth, were all for walking out of the
school there and then. It took Babs'
Etrongest persuasive powers to put a
stop to that dangerous idea. But no
longer, the Fourth declared, would they
go_on putting up with it
One good thing—if it could be called
a good thing—had emerged from the
crisis. They knew now exactly where
they stood as regards Faith Ashton.
They knew that Faith was the traitor,
the toady. Even Lydia Crossendale &
Co. had not a good word to say for her
after Babs had given her report in the
pavilion.
!.

{Continued on page 14) .



I WONDER howmany parties you have
been to thia holidey ? That’s what all
the girls at school will ask you when
yon return, ism't it ? :
SoIhope E:u'l] have lots to tell them, for
even if you hayen't been to a single party,
you mustn't forget to dgzzle them with
deseriptions of the ime or the cirous.
Your Patricia’s very best pa eiltc.';uaymr,
wes one that haps w n't call
8 lt‘ln,git'lmlthome.
Yon eee, I wan invited by my rather rich
Emnea and her pareats, to accom-

evening and plum.red velvet
evening cloak, I pi flowers in my hair,
borrowed mother’s evening bag—and in

general tried to looklike 2 million dollars.”

® A Wonderful Time

Father was a and treated me to a

taxi as far as o's. home, where a

i hired oor was waiting.
Esmoo locked perfeotly sweet, as she
alwaysdoes. Bheisn’t particularly protty,
you know, but having such expensive
clothes and charming ways, you some-
how don't notice her locks.

Then a very nice young man was intro-
duced to meerz—n yoﬂn‘,;"ﬁm who looked
resplendent in top-hat, white tie and tails
{not to mention white carnation 1)

He, it appoarod, was a clerk ot Esmoe's
father’s office. Esmee’s father is & pros-
perous solicitor, you see—and had in-
vited the young man to stay with them
for Christmas.

Into the luxury car the five of ug went,
snd purred away to the gay ** West End."

It was & truly magnificent hotel—no
wonder all the film stars love it !

We had & benguet of a meal, after
lcswimi our cloaks in a room that resembled
a royal boudoir, and danced between the
courges—which seemed never-ending.

Thon Inter—ahout midnight, if you
please—there was a superb cabaret show
—with the loveliest girls that I have ever
seen, taking part.

Aslﬁ-on can guess, I was sbsolutely
enthralled by it al), and hardly knew how
to thank Esmoce's father and mother
enough for giving me such a lovely time,

The only one of cur party who didn's
seem to be noticing the eplendour areund
him, waa My. Ammstrong—Martin Arms
strong, the young man. i

He geomed unable to take his eyes off
Pﬁml! And she didn't eeem to mind,
either

® Stocking Shades

F‘,’Now for some very sad nows for.yéul
t reolly, thewgh., It iz just to tell

'
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friends are still

PATRICIA, who writes this ‘page for you every
" week, is your very own fr:'en_n'—-—always!

the dearest, so do remember that

you that there will be
only fiftcen shades of
stockings to choose from in the medium
priced range this ing ! Only fifteen !

Perhaps you'd like to w some of tho
nemes of the colours, for even if you
don’t buy silk stockings yourself, I think
colour names are always fascinating.
DS(;aherls goes. TBhem a;‘e:l Carefree,

ryad, FPopcorn, Burnt Nude, ngo,
Cameo, Cop‘;ser-akin, N Mist-
beige, Graphite, and Dark Metal.

I think Popeorn and Carefres sbhould be
rathernnnﬂ'weet-,- don't you !m%_ cugh,

, my favourite -is Mi i
ﬁ?:aosuehya uzaﬁxl ehade.

Graphite and Dark Metal, by the way,
aro er ehades, more suiteble for
wearing with black.

Meanwhile, for schoolgirls colours sre
—a8 &ver, , brown, and  various
shades eof beige. No faney colours for
yon, my pets !

@ For the Kiddies

 Now I want to desoribe two more
 dresses for you—not for
this week, but for those younger members

Fancy dresses for the * babies*" of tha family.

of the family who adore dressing up every
bit as much as their * elders ™ do.

A emall boy would love going to a party
as a golliwog, I'm quite syre.

For this outfit, you could quité easily
alter a pair of his pyjamas. trouser
part remains as . But the jacket
should have o de;guhem made all round,
to shorten it. {Thi 51
out again later, of course.) g

The peck should be fastened close u
to the throai, and a bright ribbon bow
fixed there, The jacket buttons shauld
be covered with material to match, or

contrast with, this bow—just to add an
ox%m note of gaiety. i like

t's the golliwog he’| wearing
bﬁ!rﬁofnll% Thisﬂbamnde&ma
strip of fur (which mother might bave)
sewn on to olastio which he cen slip round
his head. If no fur is available, some
Vi 1 7o o LG 5 Ioltys ball
would if you were a "s ball,
would doyt,he trick ehmost as u?;ﬂ.-

If the young scamp should insiet on
having his face blackened, and mother
leta h.ilﬁl, then he should wear black gloves
a8 well. |

@® A Prefty Dol

The little girl iz dressed ss a doll—
always popular.
For this she should wear a stiffly
starched summer frock, with a wide,
bright sesh of ribbon reund her small
ml;gdle, tying at tha back in a big bow.
Another how at the neck, and two more
on her shoes will make her feel she is

@® A New ldea

You know that for years we have only
been able $o buy press-studs in either
black or white.

I expect you, like me, have thoughé
this was rather mean at times,

How much niger, I have often thought,
ib woui.d be if T wera al::ie hto fasten the
cuffs of my dross with green preas-
studs instead of black ones. )

And now, &t last you can buy them in
colours 1 Do tell your mother this if she
is keen on dresa- ing. I'm sure she'll
agree with me that it is one of the nicest
inventions for a long time.

@® Just a Dream

1 was reading about dream.meanings
the other d?y, and do you know what
0.

dreaming SCHOOL is supposed to
mean ?
Thet you will meet a friend you have

almoat forgotten | ;

I wonder how often you all dream._of
achool ¥ I Imow I do quite ; o
but I don't find I have forgotten many
of my friends ! ) p

Bo{ don’t ﬁh.ix:‘k‘we'd better t&:he thas
dream-meaning too seripusly, you ?

Cood-bye now all, until next week.

Your friend,

QOUT OF SCHOOL
HOURS -

A New Year often brings new friendships. But old

’
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NEW YEAR—NEW BEAUTY

Now is the time to make some good resolutions
that will ensure added good looks throughout 1939,

CAN think of no better time than the
present for us all to make some
really sensible plans about this Good

Looks question—plana which, if we carry
them out faithﬁ.sl , will certainly see &
“ lovelier us '’ this yeer.

The first thing we must all realise is
that beauty comes from within. .

And in more than one way |

As you know, a clean, healthy tummy
means thot you have rose-red lips, spark-
ing oyes, spot-free skin and shining hair.

t also, a happy temperament adds

the charm to those eyes, a radiance to
that skin, and a soft, vivacious lock to
that mouth.

That extra ** bloom ' of loveliness which
comes from a happ%mture. is one that I
iannot give you. For it is in your own

But I can tell you you have to have a
good foundation for it.

FROM WITHIN -
That healthy tummy is the result of
exercise, and wise eating and drinking,
If you bavé a nice long walk to school
each day—that's fine. Igspocially if you
have plenty of fwm and games as well,
But if you feel mﬁh really you do n]:t
get enough exercise, then you must meke
aﬁtﬂeexmforymlfga;d % L i
Some energetic ening st week-ends ;
walks in t!:p uountrys.k & run wxﬂ;l the !gog'
every night, or some skipping in the garden
before breakfast. er

These do not sound like * besuty
treatments,” but they certainly are!

Your food, a8 you know, should be
varied—but this 18 up to mother. It
should, for good health, however, include
fresh vegetables and fruit every single day.

Strong tea and coffes should be avoided
by the schoolgirl who values her looks.
Hs;ve it weak, by all means, But re.
member that strong tea is-one of the causes
of those tiny red and broken veins you
often soe in older people.

1 know youn like drinking water, so
you should rejoice to know that this
is one of the greatest aids to » lovely
complexion.

Drink six glasses a day if you can m
it. One on rising, one on going to bed,
oand the others st least an hour before er
after meals. )

Now what about the outer aids to
beauty. i

Having got a lovely complexion,
bright hair, and se om, you must take
care of them, .

REGULAR CARE

Wasah your face gently, always. Use a
geod soap twice & day if you like—though
to use it only once is better if you find
you can get clean with just water and a
face-flannel

Always rinse your face in very cold
water after washing, This will close the
poresofthaakh:nndsosmemdm
entering—which cauees blemi . Itowill,

~

3

ot t}i;sa;na time, bring the colour to your

eakH,

Qive your hair ot least strokea
with your Christmas. irbrush
night and morning, Go without & hat
as often as you like at week.ends. and wash
your heir every fortnight or three weeks
m & shampoo ofpmbwitmp.orm&:f
the other good- proparations that
are sold specially for he purpose.

Should your hair worry you beeause it
tends to be over-greasy, t.h’;“ treat your-
self to a bottle of bay-rum tonic, and use
thie ag directed.

If on the other hand it is over.dry, and
unmanageable, resolve to rub pure eil into
the roots regularly, )

You'll be rewarded amply for this little
extra care.

............................................................................. U R R R R e R R R R N e

BABS -&. CO's WINTRR |

DRESSES

This is the last of the series in whichk Miss Richards gnd .Pam‘c:fa
give you a peep into some famous Fourth-Formers' wardrobes.

Diana Royston-Clarke.

bizarre—to

taste in dress. For definitel
and hers are always amert, alw,

girls

in ib, too.

*¢ different,”
It is & ve
but beauti

for five-and-sixpenee I

delight our high-and-mighty Diana !

But please don't let that convey to you that she lacks good

1 Diana has an “ eye for clothes,”
ays expensive a

admired, even though they may be a bit too dashing for other

irig.

Diana does love to wear elacks—possibly because she knows

she looks very attractive in them, for she has a delightful
figure. 8he has a pair in

L in royal blue snd a white pair.

" in white that Diana likes herself beat, and

she always manages to look marvellons

But for school wear in the winter, even
Diana has to conform to more esnventional
clothes. Yet in her everyday royal biue
dress, Diona still manages to

simple, o?lmost plain draggi
cut, expensive w.
material (for our Diana feels the

Clothes must be
striking — even

always much.

brick red, a pair

TSR Y- PSR

But 1t is

its leaves.
MARCH—Daftodil.

look
MAY—White Lily.
JUNE—Wild Rose.

and

.
senqpemssseans s

the lacky flowers.
JANUARY—Snowdrop.

it signifies “ Hope.”
FEBRUARY-—Violet.

stands for “ Modesty ¥ because of the way it hides beneath

AUGUST—White Heather.
are attributed to this,
BEPTEMBER—Michaelmas Dalsy.
this autumn favourite means.
sensetion when she fizet had it sent from ; OCTOBER—Rosemazy,

FORTUNE'S
FLOWERS

I expect you know ihat each
month of the year has ils

own flower. But do you
know them — and  their
meanings 3’

I EXPECT you will rerosmber that I told you about the
lucky stones for each month of the year.

Now Rere are
See which one is yours. -
One of the first flowers of the year ;

As you have all guessed, thiz flower

This' meana * Chivalry "—as charming a

virlue in a girl as in a boy. :
APRIL—Primrose. ““ Truth " is the meaning of this flower,

This could only stand for * Purity."
It means “Trus Friendship."

JULY—Carnation. This lovely flower represents * Pride .
a“" Fr! ! ranua."

“ Courage ! and * Qood Luck !
*t (onerosity ! is what

« Rememabrance ¥ is what ihis con-

It rolls up into o handful and |  veys to ue all
orn over a hat or not. ! NOVEMBER-—Chrysanihemnm, This hos o lovely meaning,
Bors was very expemaive. i W Lasting Affeotion.” : ;
d pelling § D #RR—Ivy, Thia has always beon & symbol of Chrigj-
. -4 mad'end stands for * Constanoy and Fidelity.”



€4 “They Dare Not Trust Faith Ashton!”

. [Continued from page 11)

And for the rest of tho day Faith
was vory careful to steer clear of her
Form fellows, though she could not
escape the hisses and the insults which

reeted her in the dormttorg that night.
For once Faith did not break down
and protest her inmocence; perhaps she
realised how utterly useless that would
have been to these girls who knew her
true charaoter so well. Ignoring the

tannts, she quietly undressed and got .

into bed.

The following day—Saturday—found
the Fourth's mood no léss mufinous or
atormy. is day was to have been
the day of the promised &lm treat, and,
so far, nothing had been done abont
that. Immediately after breakfast, in
defiance of Miss Venn's orders, a mcet-

ing was held in the Common-;'oom.

o’

CHRISTIN A ANDERSON (Perifaire).
_guatgsted svosseon o

meptioned—but that ‘doesn't matter, for
"I loved your other two newsy letters| I
. thipk your friend _must
vivacious Marcelle Biguet In appearance.
wnaaeg_l oo your beauty hint to Patricla,
10 18 “ver Lgﬁt&ﬂﬂ and sends her love,
P ATTLE " Cadeliie. 5, Augtralia).
—Many thanks for wri again, my
dear, and telling me all your latest news.
What did you think of the 8cH00L FRIEND

Annnal, after sll?  Clara Treviyn is 14
years and 7 months old. I'll cel ¥ keep
your story suggestion in mind, °

IDA YEATES (Belfust).~—Delightsd to
have another letter, Ida. 1 ghink there must
* ben good many CHff House fans in Northern
Ireland, for I receive lots of enthusiastic
lettors from there. Junc sends a pawshake
to Pop, and one to you, too.
ol?iu DA AND LUELLA LEE (Angus,
Scofland),—Thank you both for your

to ALL her correspondents.
here our popular author replies to

hristing, -

be rather like

rose had practically promised us, - I'll
draft out the round robin,” she offered.
“You others can sign it.”

And the round robir, there and then,
was drafted out—redlly, a rather tectful
ahd appealing document. Without a
great deal of hope, but simply because,
under Babs’ guidance, they were willing
to explore all the legal avenues before
taking matters inte their own hands,
the whole Form signed it, and Babs
trotted off to the Head's study. There
was no answer to her knock.

“All right, I'll go in and wait,”
Babs thought.

8She went in. The room, as she ex-
peated, was empty. But on the floor
was & telegram which had obvicusly
Buttered from Miss Venn's desk, and
Babs, dutifully picking it' up to re-
place it, could not help but read what
was written there:

“Thank You So Much,”

HiLbA RICHARDS SAYS
And
just a few of them.

charming letters, my ‘dears, Goodnoss,
what & Iot of story requests you have to
make | But1've made a note of svery one
of them, and I will try to feabure vour
fayourites whenever I can, .

VERA PEARCE (Lakes Entrance,
Australia).—Yes, t’ou'd be a Fourth-
Former if- you went to Olff Houee, Vera,
So now you have left school? I wonder
if you’ve started in business yet, Do tell
mea all your latest’ newa next time
write, anyway { I shall look forward to

your letter. ,—- " - TN

“THELM A " (Jamestoion, St. Heleks),
—Delightcd to ‘hear from you-once a;

elma. Are you going to South Africa,
after all? If so, I'm sure you nust be
fecling most exclted about ‘the trip! I
I hope you'll continue to read our paper—
and to write such nice letters to me, as

well |

BERYL ADAMSON (Colwyn Bay,
Wales).—Thank you so much for another of
your usual cheery letters, Beryl. You
would be in the Upper Fifth if you went to
CHff Houso now, 1 shall be featuring
Diana next week, as it happens, Beryl, so
do tell me what you think of the sturg.

MONICA BUTLIN (Nakusp, B.C.,
Canada)—Here's the reply you wanted,
my dear, You would be a Lower Fifth:
Former if you went to Cliff House. Your
town—I hope I'vespelt ifs name cox:rectl{
—must be 4 very pretty little place, and
ghould like to bao able to visit it |

“Well, we're going,” Rosa said.
“And if we can't go with Miss Venn's
permission, I vote we go without it.”

“Aud a fat chance,” Babs &aid
:ﬁomﬁully, “we should have of doing

at

“Well, can you think of anything
better 2 Rosa- sniffed.

“I've got one suggestion—onl one,”’
Babs said. “If that fails—well, we'll
have to take the law in our own hands.
TUvg thought of & deputation—but I
don’t think that would act. The next
bost suggestion is. & round robin."

“What about telling her that if she
doesn’t give us permisdion, we'll take
it?’’ Lydia Crossendale inquired,

“No, The round robin’s the best
way. We'll just ask her as a reason-
nble human ‘headmistress who has the
welfare of her girls at heart to post.
pone her punishment until some other
time. Explain to her that this was a

rivilege which Mise Primross would

ve granted if she had been here, and
something, in fact, which Miss Prim-

Hoicl at
“Your attendance

“Meeting  at  Scashore
3.30 pm.,” it read.
requested,”?

It bore the name of Major-General
Mabbeson, the chairman of the Cliff
House board of governors.

By Jove, then that meunt that Miss
Venn would be awaf; from the school
this afternoon when the Fourth was dus
for its premiere!

The door opened. Miss Venn came
in, frowning at the sight of the Fourth
Form captain.

““Well, Barbara, what do you want ?"

“I want,” Babs said steadily, “to
present this to you, Miss Venn. It ig
a round robin from the ¥Form. The

orm is particulagrly anxions—'

“Thank you! Give it to mel”

The new headmistress almost snatched
the missive from Babs. She opened it 3
read it. Then, with & thin-lipped glare,
shﬁ deliberately tore *t in twao.

That, Barbars, is my answer to the .

Forw’s impertinent request! You may
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tell them from me that when the
learn to respect’ my rules they ghall
have Privilegea and not before! ~And
while,” she added, “I am about it,
I may tell you, Barbara, that I do not
encoursge communications of this sort,
I notice your own name was among
those there.”

“Yes, Miss Venn.”

“Meaning,”” Miss Venn said, *that
you condone tho lawlessness of your
Form "

Babs flushed.

“Well, Miss Vonn, it is not often the

orm asks—->7"?

“You put the feelings of your friends
very much higher-than the dignity or
the discipline of the school, don't Jou P
Miss Venn sneered. *1 may tell you,
Barbara, thet what I have seen of
your leadership has not impressed me.

0 me you seem as bad as the rest of
the Fourth, and I warn you frankly
that I shall not hesitate the very next
time I find you associated wit &any
new lawlessness in your Form ta take
your captaincy away from youl Now
plcase go1”

. And Babs went, just as Faith came
m_ * L

In glowing wrath the Fourth loarned
of the fato of theif round robin,

“Woell, and what now?” Diana Roy-
ston-Clarke asked.

- " Babs' cyes glimmered.

“Shut the door,” she said. *Lock
it. Don't let anyone come in, I've
got an idea—thanks to the round
robin, It's an idea I think we can
carry out quite safely This afternoon,”
Babs went on, “we’re confined to

_ bounds——"

“Ob, go onl Tell us something we
doi]’t know !” growled Lydia Crossen-
dala,

“That means,” Babs said, “that
we're not detained in class-room; we're
free to ream about tho school. Right!
Well, as it happens, Miss Venn will
also bo out of the aclfmof. and won't be
bagk, I shouldn’t ‘think, until late to-
night. I happened to ses a tels ol
And Babs explained. “So why," she
added, “shouldn’t we go ta our pre-
miere without Miss Venn being any the
wiser 7" % R

*“Phew 1" whistled Jemima Carstairs.
“Babs has got it! Why not, mon

comrades "

Why not, indeed? Thoe Fourth
flamed. The Fourth seethed. It would
be one up on Miss Venn. To defy Miss
Venn's orders without her ever know-
ing | Bomecthing to chuckle about after-
wards—ta think that thoy had had
their treat, and Miss Venn knowing
nothing about_ it.

“What we've got to do,” Babs went
on, “is to wateh for Miss Vepn's de-
parture.  Then, when she's gone, fto
sneak out through the pap in Lane
Tield, and make our way to the woods.
We'll go in groups, of course, just so
that we shan’t attract attention. We'll
meet by the old oak. But not a word,
mind. And not a word, particularly,
to Faith Ashton1”

“That beastly smeal!® sneered Rosa
Rodworth., “Hallo! There's a knock
on the door!

“I say, let me inl* came Faith Ash-

ton’s voice from outside. “What's
hapgenmg?”

" ¥ind out, sneak!” called Margot
Lantham.

“ Look here—"

“Rats|”

Faith, in the corridor, flushed. Xer
eyes gloamed n litts  What was going
on there? What was.this meeting from
which she was excluded? Something
on, cbviously. .

“Oh, all right, bother youl” she
eried,
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She walked off. But she had by no
means given up her attem%!s to find
out what was ‘siomg on. aith was
nothing if not clever, and, remember-
ing that the Common-room windows
were open, and that they overlooked
the narrow passage between the school
and the gym, she tiptoed to that spot.
There, planting herse.f under the win-
dow, she listened. :

And a sly, crafty emile overspread
her face at what she heard. :

- The Real Cunning Motive!

I3 AS she gone?”
7 ‘EYeB.”
“Oh, goodie!
u

Now's [

chance t” b
And Babs, Mahs, Clara,
ie Bunter chuckled as th:]ay

and
watched, from the window of Stu

No. 4, Miss Venn’s car roll out throug
the gates of the school. &
From a dozen other windows in the

Fourth Form corridor that dep%rmm beamed. *T think we can offer you a The Cliff House contingent bent

Z 7 WfALL 4 I;-‘,-"
‘;/if GIRLS BELONGINGTOR
O CLIFF HOUSE SCHOL IR
@B REPORT IN THE FOVER

BABS & Co., thoroughly enjoying

the film of their own activities,
suddenly sat with a start as a
notice was on the screen.

was slso being watched with glea. Miss
Venn had taken care to keep her visit
a dead secret. But if she cnly knew
that the Fourth Form knew!

The Fourth were gleeful, Thanks to-
Babs, their privilege was made possible
at last, and the best of it was they
could attend it without any fear of
reprisals afterwards. Only one girl in
the whole Form was thinking seriously
of ible consequences, .

That was ]}#bu.

For Babs, of them all, had the most
to lose. If anything went wrong, then
sway went her captaincy.

But Babs did not falter. In amy
case, what could go wrong? The thing
had been kept a dead secret. Not a
word of the adventure had been
breathed outside the Fourth, By the
time Miss Venn returned tho whole
visit would be over and accomplished.
In any case, sho couldn’t let the Form
down. .

“Well, come on I ghe said.

8he went out, accompanied by her
chums. .Eutieenmgh ta_creep tbm&:%h
thm mfortn e am]im%ut oﬁl.m!k 0
p nately, a ;
mateh on Senior  Bide which  had
attracted most of the school, and the

mistresses, {ingerning over lunch, were
not yet in thé school groun

In groups of three and four the
Fourth made their exit, until, at last,
with the exception of cne girl, there
wag not a member of the Fourth Form
left in the school.

That girl was Faith Ashton!

¥rom the study window, i
Faith was watching. She was watching
with rather a grim smile on her doll-
like face. That window afforded an
unrestricted view of the gap which gave
access to Lanes Field, and Faith was
counting the girls as they crept throvgh
that é‘ap. Thirty-one—thirty-two.” There
was (Gwen Cook—the last of the erowd.
Faith chuckled. She reached for the

. telephone by her side.

And when the operator’s voice come

through :
‘_‘“ﬁll you please give me Courtfield
railway stationt” Faith nsked.

u‘ﬁ]eu‘ WELL, it’s nice to see yowm,
¥ “farbara—and all of you!” yMr’

Langley Runniman, the roducer,

=3 EEalit Sl

very, very good afternocon’s entertain-
ment.”

The scene was the foyer of the Court-
field Grand Cinema. And there, in
evening dress, accompanied by his lead-
ing lady, Miss Miranda Jollibell, and
his juvenile lead, Dawn Brandon, Mr,
Langley Runniman, an expansive smile
on his face, was waiting to welcome the
chums as they came in,

In a body, the Fourth Form, having
met by the old ozk, streamed in. The
foyer now was alive with them. Every
girl was laughing; everyone filled rot
only with eager anticipation, but with

a glowing sense of triumph that she
5 ag’ p th

after ull, arrived for the treat
which was to have cancelled
altogether. If the Fourth needed cause
for satisfaction, they certainly had it
that afternoon.

Now, at lest, here they were. Nothing Soh

now could mar their treat.
“You will find your places in the

stalls,” Mr. Langley Runniman went

- on.  “But first T want you to go to the

booking-office. There you will each
colleat the  fittle soavensr which has
been made of- the film.*

Excitedly they

The chums la L
tripped off, At the booking-office ﬂ'ﬂ
{}}

received their souvenir—s beauti

however, §,

- the screen fashed

By Hilda Richards *3.
gilt-edged hook, contdining many
photographs of themselves, and a glow-

‘ing letter of thanks to the mistresses

and girls of Cliff House School who had
made the film possible. Each copy was
autographed by the prodweer and'the
leading lady. - i
Tgasn’t it all worth breaking bounds
or? -
And now, thrilled with anticipation,
thoy found themselvés being conducted
into the lobby of the hall. ere scats
had heen reserved for them, and as they
and a large number of other people
erowded in the orchéstra was already
playing the overture. - .
Laughing, they seated themsolves.
Now for the great evedt! One and all
grinned towards Babs, who had made
this- treat possible, and Babs, herself
happily radiant, emiled back. But
look! The lights were fading—now on
the first picture—a
news reel, showing the cvents of the
day. It was followed by en uproariously
unny cartoen. Then——

5

eagerly forward,
came a title:

For on the screen

“PLAYGROUND OF YOUTH.”

“This iz us!"” gurgled Mahel Lynn.
With a thrilling sense of adventure
they watched, Now came the first scene
—old Cliff House in the bnckground,
girls walking about the school.
“Look t” cried Mabs. “There you
are, Babs(” . 5
" z}nd look I” criod Marjorie. “There's
me.” ‘ '
They laughed. It was a thrill to see
emselves walking about. sup-
pressed cheer went up as Miss Charmeant
was observed. Then silence as the real
story commenced, with the fears
stricken juvenile lead and the leading
lady talkmﬁ ai the gates of Clif House
col. There was a chuckle for a

second as Pi 5; the rterf, h?“lodm
peering out e window of his lodge.
, this was good! This was top-

ping] Wasn't it just fun to see oneself
walking about on the screen?

B they watched. Not ome
of :them would have mimed this for a
whole week’s detention. Now the
was developing—look, hets was the
great fire scene! And how they .all



- Babs said was trus.

16 “They Dare NoI-Trust Faith Ashton!”

tingled to feel they had helped in

Babs licked her li

5.
making that scenel Now here came the+ - “ Because of your Fn.wlen leaderihip,

great emotional scene !

Oh, lovely!

And thon suddenly there was an inter-
ruption. Without warning the picture

aded.

“Hallo, breakdown!” Bals mur-
mured. .

But it was not s breakdown. TFor o
second later a message was fashed on
the sereen, .

And tho Clif House chums, gazing
at it, sat up in oonsternation.

Tor tho message said:

“Will all Fourth Form girls belong-
ing to Cliff Hogee School report in the
foyor immediately to their head-
mistress, Miss- Venn?”

“Oh corks |” gasped Bessic Bunter.

“My hat, she—she's here !

The message flickered, faded.

“But how,” Diana Royston-Clarke
wanted to know, “did she find out?”

“Only ono way she could find out,”
Rosa Rodworth eaid between her tosth.
“Faith Ashton got the wind of it some-
how—and sneaked! Anyway, are wo
weing’”

ﬁB‘bB___l! 3 3

Babs was biting her lip, bué there

was & flash in her eyes.
" “TIn for a penny, in for a pound,” she
whispered -soft lyma “Hang _together.
\’V%:’Z: got to m&tﬁghmqsf._mﬂe
mi; Be with it. t
her wait! aﬁ?m 88 soon as the film
i3 finishod t*

The Fourth looked at each other.
One or twe of the more timorous girls
shiftod pervously. But Babs was taking
the load; Babs was their captain. Whiat
Bal They were in for
it in any case, # why .not extract the
most enjoyment they could? And yet
it _waa_htde enjoyment which remained.
With growing unecasiness and littlo
cnthusiasm, picturing their tyrant
awaiting them, they sat uneasily
through. The film came to an end.

Babs glaneed at her followers.

« come on ! she said.

¢ 0Oh [u?cki at are wo going fo
say?” Leila Carroll asked.

“Just nothing!” PBabs replied.

# Just comet”

And in an arpmhcnsive. crestfallen
‘bodyt, hearts filled with dread, they
Went. .

But the %reatest dread. of ell was in
the heart of Barbara Redfern. For too
well Barbara knew what this was going
,to mean for her, :

ﬁtAu.mw_sr MY orders! Apgainst my
wishes! Against rmy strictest
commands, you disobeyod me!”™ Miss
Venn roged.  “By a trick unworthy of
& great and dignified school such as
this, you cElotteod to avoid that punish-
ment which you so justly earned. Had
it not been for the loyalty of ene of
your numbes, the plot would have been
carriod through without my being aware
that it had ever happonod—"
Dngﬁer glares of contemptuous dislike
woro flung at Faith Ashton, standing,
rather pale, by the héadmistress’ desﬁ.

The scene was oall-over the same day.
Miss Venn was facing an unoasy
school, On the dais the whole of the
Fourth were ranged up. But the
Fourth, so far from nppea.ringh guilty,
avere giarm and red-faced. They had
had their fun Now, thanks to the
treachery of Faith Ashton, they were
to face the musie.

“And from what I can gather,” Miss
Venn went on in 8 quivering voice, “ tha
mainspring and the leader of this
outrageous mutiny was the one girl
above all others who should have been
a.shining example of obedicnee to the
iForm. Barbara Redfern—"

Barbara,” Miss Venn went on, “fhe
Form is confined to bounds, with a
specinl detention task for ome whole
week. The Form may dismiss. You,
Barbara; remain behind.”

- The Form, with many a sympathetio
look at the whitefaced  Barbars,
shuffled back into their places. Miss
Venn's lips compressed.

“One ot the first things which was
brought to my notice when I atfived at
this school,” she said, “was the very
unfavourable system of electing . the
school officers.  Being just and fair-
minded, I waited to see how that
systee - worked before I made any
alterations. You seg how it has worked
—you sce how this disgracel girl,
Barbara Redfern, elocted by the popular
vote of hor. friends, earries out her
duties | Barbara Redfern, stand
forward 1" 2 .

Babs stood forward. Faith laoked
down at her feet.

_ “Take off that captain’s badge " Miss

Venn commanded.

“But, Miss Venn—="

“Take it off I ;
. Thétre was a mutter among the Fourth.
Babs, giving s deep breath, ‘took it off,

“Thank you.” Misa Venn emaiched it
from ber. “Barbara, you are no
longer captain!” she said. “I will not
tolerate a girl in authority behaving
as_you bave done. Faith Ashton—"

“Y.yes, Miss Venn ?”’

““ Step forward |V

Taith stepped forward. There was a
hiss from the Fourth as Miss Venn
pinned the badge om her blouse.

“Fajth, look at the school!” Miss
gt your new cu.?tuin " .

“New what!"” came a derisive voice.

“Your new captain

“But we don't want her!

“How daro you! Girls!” Miss Venu's
eyes blazed.  “Girls—be quiet—be

Venn commanded. * Fourth Form, look
3 tll
Snealk !
Toady | eame hisses,
“How dare you, I

quiet1” she cried.

This niflcant  LONG
COMPLETE Hilda Richards
story, featuring your Cliff
Mouse favourites, appears
next Saturday. Don't missit,

‘captain !

THE SCHOOLGIRL

say] What you want does not matter,
What does matter are my orders, and
my orders from this moment are that
you give Faith that obedience which

18 due to her. Whatever you say, what«-

ever you do, Faith Ashton 1s your

t the
Faith simpered.

And Babs, looking at her, angry; sick
dismay in her hearf, understood at last
what Faith's game was. She under-
stood now why she had toadied to, and
fawned upon, the headmistress. Bhe
understood all those artful moves which
had “been used by Faith to put Miss
Venn up egainst the Form. With her
usua] snéaking treaehery Faith Ashton
had wrested from Babs the greatest
honoyr in the Lower School.

This time, it secemed, there was to be
no wresting it back from her. Just for
& moment Faith turned, not éven she
capable of hiding the triumphant
elation she felt,

Babs stiffened. The Fourth Form
glowered. The looks they turned upon
Faith scemed to suggest that Mies Venn,
go far from having settled a problem,
had only started one that was going to
be of far-reaching apd burding intensity

_in the Fourth Form. If Faith was their

official captain, she was the girl they
regarded with the greatest contempt.-

abs, by virtue of the sacrifice she
bad been compelled to make, was ele-
vated at the same time to.the position
of the heroine. Clara Trevlyn, reck-
lessly defying the Head's wrath, turned
and cajled: . .

“* Who says Faith is captain?”

“ Nobody ! yelled Form. .
“But .who," ellod - Clara, ' while
Miss Venn fiercely shouted to &)

herself heard, “is our real captaid?”
And thutderingly ocame the anﬁwer.

- drowning every other sound:

Id
“Babe, Babs, Babs! Good old Babs!
Hurrah, hurrah! Babs for captain—
overy timel"” o

EXD OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

CAPTAIN 2 CLIFF HOUSE!

Faith Ashton trilumphant | Barbara
Redfern, the cousin she hates, de-
prived of the Fourth Form captaincy,
and she herself in that coveted rofe,
supported by all the power and au-
thority of the tyrannical new head-
mistress. And Faith sets out to run
things exactly as she likes. Unfor.
tunately, Faith is as Incompetent as
she is deceitful and vindictive. When
she takes charge of a play which the
Fourth Form are to perform In an
important drama festival, Babs & Co.
are utterly dismayed. The nffair will
be a térrible farce ; CHF House will be
hurl'[lliatad. And then—Babs gets
inspiration. They’It rehgarse another
play—in secretl Babs & . do, dogged
the whole time ?:Yi? hlpvlng. suspicious
aith.

Tourth angrily glowered.”
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Little Lady of the Castle!

i“ ARK!” said the young Lady
-Fayre, lifting her right hand,
which held a quill pen. *1
hear & commdtion in the
courtyard.” .

And Fayre—her pretty, girlish head
of fair, long plaits held on one side—
listened intently. ;o

There, wae certainly a hubbub and
comnotion below in the courtyard of
Longley Castle; but as it was lesson-
time Fayre should have paid no heed.
Her long-bearded tutor, the Venerable
Brie, was trying to teach her the art
of polite lotter writing, but to Fayre
the commotion in the courtyard was of
much more interest,

She dropped her pen, jumped up from
the cloth-covered table, and ran to the
large window.

A blot!* eried the Venerable Brie
in horror as her pen spattered ink on
the cloth.

Fayre, pretending not to hear, looked
out of the window.

In the courtyard, sixty fect below,

was her uncle, Baron le Feuvre, who

had recentl returned  from the
Crusades, and with him were some of
his men. In the midst of the group was
a girl, who carried a wicker basket.
“The washer-girl,” said Fayre,
frownin% “They are cross with her;
thes¥l shake her.” ]
hS a called down then, cupping her

ands:

“ Aho, there] What is amiss "

Her uncle looked up. He had a red
face; dark, hea.vE brows; and a black,
pointed beard. ad-tempered, he had
no mercy for poor people at the best of
tjimes, and even with his niece he did
1ot trouble to be polite.

_**Away with you!” he roared. “ Back
{o. your . work, young lady! ‘It is mo
affair of yours what happens here I”

Fayre was about to_reply, when some-
oneagrij’& her'durf‘a and swu:g her round.

e« _gaid Fay as she saw, just
behifd, her aunt, n:iw ‘béroness. Tall
and stately, in purple robe hemmed
with gold ~ embroidery, the barqness
locked s important & was.

“By what right d you call out from
the window?” the baroness demanded

grimly.

Merric €ngland in the Pays of Richard Lionhkart!

Secrel

—

Story No. 1
By IDA MELBOURNE

. “1 wanted to know what wae happen-
ing dewn'there,” sald Fayre as meekly
as she could, curtsying.

“It ig not your concern |” snapped the
baroness,.  “But, since you ask, the
washer-girl has been robbed, so she
ﬁéte;,” y that young ovntlaw Robin

ood.

Fayro's eyes shono with excitement.

“By Robin Hood I” she cried. *“The
merry outlaw? The washer-girl has
seen him? - What good foritune! Oh,

lease [t me have word with her!

veryane says that he is so merry and
gay, this Robin Hood. But surely,”
she added in surprise, “Robin Hood
doke)s not rob the poor? Tt is the rich he
robs.” =

felper (o
obm “ .

7

That Is the setting of this
fascinating new series.

1'*:: ?? -‘Kﬂ!

should you venture alone in the woods
and meet him.” sy

Fayre shook her head.

“Alas, I am never allowed to venture
out in the woods[” 7 Ees

The ‘barohess, head i air, flounced
awaey; and the Lady Fayre sighed.

For a momehit' she regigl’ deep In
thought; and then;" Emilig, nh eager
light in her eyed, she crossed to‘ﬁa
archway, . = F :

“Come, what- are "you tbiukingB of
doing 1 said the ' Venerable. Brio
sharply. =

Fayre did not tell him; but, lifting
the gold-embroidered hem of her long
red frock which would have slowed her,
she tripped lightly from the room;
and before the old tutor could stop her
she was hurrying down the stone
gallery Lo the spiral stone steps,

She passed the lower floor, where the
castle guard had its quarters, and then
wont down to the store-rooms. Below

The Young Lady.Fayre, living with her uncle, the rich but

bullying Baron, yearned for
fortunate than herjself.
man known as Robin Hood.

a chance to help those less

So did another—a daring young

“That was why Lady Fayre,

pretending to be a peasant lass, became an ally of the
world’s most romantic outlaw!

“Robin Hood shall be captured,”
said her aunt, her eyes flashing. “It is
not the washer-girl’'s things he has
taken, but the baron’s; it was his newly
embroidered cloak she was bringing
with her.” .

“Qh, I'm 8o glad !” sighed Fayre.

“Gladl Glad that your uncle has
been robbed, you heartless child 1

“Nunne, not glad of that,” said
Fayre, with a faint smile; “I am glad
that he did not rob the r “washer-
girl. Uncle has many cloaks. One
more, one less—poof! He should nok
mind, I think. Perhaps Robin Hood
has no nice cloak; or perhaps he will
give ii:, to eome poor man who is cold,

or——r- : :
“Enough!” was her aunt’s shocked

and furious reply. “This i
is no hero, You would not be so pleased

ood bought my

these were the dungeons; and if the
washer-girl hed offended her uncle she
might be there, poor girl—a prisoner.

The dungeons had been 13m]:|t¥l for a
week., Fayre know that, for she had
taken the warden’s key from his rin
one day while he dozeg. She still ha
that key, for he had awakened before
she could rettirn it; and as he had a
duplicate, she had not troubled since to
let him hava it. ‘

The baron’s booming voice came fo
Fayre ne she reached ground level,

“Let the washer-girl stay in the
dungeons| The piece she had is
proof that she sold my cloak. A week
in the dungeon, with nothing but bread
to eat and water to drink, will loosen
her tongue; and we uhp.b find who
closk for the'golden pieve.
The rascal! He'll.tuw it]”-



¥ “Secret Helper to Robin Hood!”

-Fayre croughed sgainst a stone wall,
bardly breathing, uatil sho heard her
uncle walking away,

“Dare It Dare I7” she asked her-
solf, as she togk Erom the long looso
sleeve of her lovely -frock the ornate
key of the dungeon, * Yes," sho de-
cided all at once, "I will |”

There were no sentries; for the moat
and dra.wbridie kopt out all enemies;
while. the lock kept in the prisoners.
S0 no one was there to see the young
Lady Fayro. ) .

Before the massive iron-bound door
of the dungeon Fa{lra stopped. 8ho
inserted the key in the lock, turned it,
so that the tumblers clinked, and thrust
tho heavy door inwards.

Only a little light came through the
small windows of the dungeon; and tho
stonc. walls wete cold and demp. There
wag just one three-legged stool, and a
rough-hewn table inside for comfort—
undi; for the very reverse, in one corner,
stocks.

ONE GOOD RESOLUTION

Mathilda could not mistake Fayre's
friendliness, and her fears vanished.
8he, too, admired Robin Hood, and that
formed a bond between them. .

“Why, yes; it was young Robin-
Hood, my lady.” she said excitedly.
“But ho did not rob me of anything

-that was mine, for I have nothing, 1t

was the baron’s cloak he took, which I
had cleaned. Ha egagre me a gold piece
—gold!" she added, igawe.

“And did my uncle take it?” asked
Fayre. .

“Yes; ho did!”

“Then 'he is as much a robber as
Robin Hood,” said Fayre indi uantli'.
“But so he is; for he has robbed people
of their lands, which, when I come to
own this castle, as I shall, they will be
roburned to them.” . l

“It will bo a hagpy day, my lady,”.
said Mathilda. * Ah, if you could plead
now with him to let me go!" :

Fayro soothed ler, sympathised; and

there was a flash of anger in her eye at
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an early exploit of Betty
Barton & Co., by Marjorie Stanton.

No, é66. *If Her School Friends Only Knew."” by Joan Inglesant,
No. 667. *‘Stella and the Sheik of Mystery.” by Renee Frazer,

Mathilda, tha washergirl, leaned
against a wall, hands covering her face,
sobbing bitterly, Unlike Fayre, she was
not dressed in gold-embroidered silk,
but wore a simple frock of cdark green,
with a brown hood. The frock was
m%ged, and sadly worn, her legs bare,
and tattered shoes with thinned soles,
told of many wearily. trudged journeys.

As she heard the door open, Mathilda
lowered her hands, and crouched back
against the wall: then, seeing who had
entered, stood spellbound.

“Sssh ” breathed Fayre, closing the
door. “I come as & friend.”
Mathilda

“The  Lady
breathed.

“Thet's my name,” nodded Fayre,
“And yours?”

“Mathilda. I am & washer-gitl. Oh,
my lady, please beg mercy for me.
have done no wrong, except bo robbed :
and if Robin Hood had known how it
would cause me sufferin, 9

Fayre’s eyes gleamed with eagerness,

“Robin Hood = It was he, then? O,
ig he brave and handsome? Is he merry,
as thoy say? I thought he did not rob
the poor,”

Fayre,"”

the thought of her uncle’s cruelty., Vet
she could not enable this girl to escape.
There were too many sentries olsewhere,

“Or if someone could tell Robin Hood
where I am,” Mathilda went on,
“Then he would be noble l?n’d kind; he

“would give back the cloak.’

Fayre gave a quick start at that, and
her eyes sparkled

“Why, yes! And if he did but prove
that he had stolen it from you, you
would not be blamed. It is Robin ._H}ood
?.lo;l,g who could save you But where is
he :

Bho saw that Mathilda hesitated, and
looked confused.

“If you tell me, { will tell no onc
clse,” said Fayre softly. “I am no
traitor, If he can be found, then—then
I will find him1” ‘

“You?"” gasped Mathilda. “But you

ou cannot go into tho

are a lac‘l%.
woods, hy, in that lovely frock—
there are robbers, who know you. They
would take your golden chain, Fhey
might, indeed, make vou prisoner, tQ
hold for ransom 1’

It was only too true. ;

But as Fayre looked down at her

cam afraid for you
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frock, and then at tho ragged one
Mathilda wore, an idea jumped to her
min

“I have it!” she cried in_ delight.
“H is clothes that make thedady. CGivo
me your frock, and I shall be a peasant
girl, then I can see Robin B.pood in
eafety. *“Let us ‘change—now! And
who will bar my way then?"

In a moment she had slipped off that
lovely frock. And Mathilda, elthough
she doubted the wisdom of it, could not
argue,

Bwiftly thoy changed clothes, and
then Fayre, gazing attho ragged frock,
langhed, and wrapped the hood about
b = TR

“ A peasant girl. o where ease
—yes, even 1 can megt Robiny Ifood A

she said, in quivering cxcitement.
;'Tey" me, tell me; whezro shall I find
im? -

A little reluctantly, Matilda told her
of the ﬁath that lod into the wood, of
the glade where it was said he and his
men danced and made merry. .

*Should anyone come to this dungeo
door, stand back,” * warned Fayre.
‘“Stand behind the door; and it may
})e t[gu.mght that my uncle has had you
reed.” ? i

“But _you—you are too kind, my
lady,” tho washer-girl said softly. “I

‘Fayre, finger to lips, ojbened the door,

closed it behind her, and slip AWRY,
she a lmg(:d but yn

No longer was L
peasant girl, Without hindrance, Fayre
reached the barbican, the outer defence
of ‘the castle, guarded by two men.
And there sho paused as the men sprang
up

*The washer-girl 1” cried one.

“8he
has éscaped '

The other jumped to the windlass
that raised and lowered the porteullis,
a large, iron, grate like grid. With &
rattle of chains and a clatter of iron it
came down, and the spikes thudded
down into position.

“Hold her!” said the man at the
windlass; and beforo the horrified
Fayre could dodge, the other had
gripped her by the arm.

A Plan with Robin Hood!

AYRE did not struggle, but her
heart was thumping so that sho
could hardly breathe.

- Bho was captured, would be
taken to the baron, and the washer-
girl would be punished for taking part
in this plan.” Fayre, too, would be
punished. Perhaps, she told herself
with dread, she might bo sent to an-
other dungeon and left there with
only bread and waater for days, The
baron had thrcatened it more than
once. )

“Oh dear, I-I'm not the washcr-
girl!" said Fayre desperately,

One of the bearded men looked at
her clasely,

“By my halidom, it is not the girlt”
ho jerked out. ;

“Tis another.” said his friend, “Yet
looks much the same.”
Fayre breathed in rclief. They had

not recognised her. Perhaps they had
never seen her close to; and, of course,
they would not suspect that tho youn
Lody Fayre would wear such ragge
clothes as. these.

Her confidence returning, she threw
back here head and spoke in scorn.

“You would bar the way to a mes-
senger of the Lady Fayre!” she
asked. “Her anger will fall on you if
the new frock has not its cmbroidery
in time."” -

“The Lady Fayre!” satd one of the
men, with a nervous glance at his com-
panion, :
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“8he will tell the baroness,” went on
Fayre. “I will go now and tell her of
this rudeneas.” .

8he swung round, but at onee the
two guards called softly; for the
baroness was feared in the castle.

“Test| Here—we will let you out[”

Fayre turned back, and managed to
keep a straight face, even a lofty mien
of disdain, as the ratiling windlass
raised the Portcullls and the draw-
bridge was lowered over the shining
blue water of the moat. _

Bhe was free. Dancing into the lane
in the bright sunshine, she skip red
with joy a8 she passed the English
hedgerow to the wood beyond.

Unless there was special reason to
go into the woods, the village girls
kept to the lane; for thers was always

the fear of wolves. The young Lady
Fayre had no guch fear, and, reaching
tho wood, stepped in amongst’ the
rees,

For twenty minutes she walked and
danced, picking flawers, confident that
soon she must reach the glade where it
was said that Robin Hood and his
merry men met.

But as the minutes passed, she grew
uneasy. Prosently she took to looking
behind her warily, And when _the

path ended at a small pond she
stopped. -

The singing birds ended their song
suddenly apd fluttered away. A tiny

rabbit scampered to safety, and from
8 bush near by came a rustling.

The stillness frigittened Fayre. She
ruddenly remembered. stories of those
who had been lost in the weod and
never found.

Then, looking to her right, she saw
a bush part, and through it came a
liead, iiﬂe a dog’s, and yet more fear-
ful. Red-glinting cyes showed, and
bared white fangs. It was a wolf 1

Fayre was numb with fright. The
wolf stared at her, unwinking, but
with malevolence. in. his glare, and
awful threat in his fangs.

Bl:]ddenly, head down, he loped for-
ward. -
oFayre swallowed hard, and then,
rfoming to as from a nightmare, she
ran. As she ren she screamed, hearing
the wolf padding behind her.

Bhe knew that it could catch her, and
She was miles
from the lene; calling out would
bring -no friend, not even a woodman,
for had not heard the ringing of a
woodman’s axe nor any voices.

In a panic she ran on, gasping for
breath, and her legs seemi %ﬁe d,
so that she could hardly Lft them.
Twice she stumbled and all but fell:
and presently she knew the end must
come.

Then, all at once, so that she thought
she must be dreaming, she heard a
voice cry oub: -

“Fall flat! For your life, flat on
your face, demsel |*

t was a voice of command, and
Fayre foll forward on to hands and

s, rolling over. With chest heav-
ing, every vein throbbing, she waited,

%he sound of an arrow’s hummin,
drone ecame then, s sound ha
heard too often to mistake.

Next followed s wild howl from just
behind her; the ory of the wolf in
ain.  Excitement and wonder gave
Ber the vigour to look back. She
locked only just in time to catch the
last glimpse of the wolf as it fled howl-
ing, tail down; scared bui not serious!
injured by the arrow which now stud
out from the ground, marking the spet
where the walf had been. :

Three paces behind where she lay!
The flecting arrow had grazed the

she

wolt; despite its quick movement to
dodge.

Scrambling up, Fayre looked to sce
who it was who had saved her. Mo
stood just in front of her, a smiling
{ou.ng fellow, dressed in green, long

089, tunic, small flying cape—and in
his hand as he swept it aéross his chest,
bowing, a emall, green, pointed cap
adorned with a long feather,

“Robin Hood,” Fayre murmured,
her eyes shining. “Oh’! you saved me
from the wolf. I might have guessed
it was you.”

“Had the wolf guessed, he would not
have come so near,” Robin Hood
answered with a jésting note that ook
the boast from the words. *“But how
come you here, fair maiden, all alone?"

Fayre, eyes dancing, looked him up
and down, He was hardly more than a
boy, handsome and athletic.

“How can I ever thank you enough!”
she asked, with a sigh.

“Faith! I need no thanks,” he said
lightly.

“I wear no shining armour,

“ ROBIN HOOD alone could save

Fayre, her eyes ligh?il;i up, darted towards her.
e eried.

us change clothes—mow |’
meet Robin Hood.

but in. my simple way I am a knight in
spirit. It ie you I should thank for
this good fortune; for every knight
must rescue some damsel in distress,”

Fayre knew then that her mission was
not in vain; for had she not eome to ask
his aid fer another damse! in distress?

“If that is so, brave Robin Hood,”
she said quickly, **would you save a
poor washer-girl who has been Hung
into the baron’s dungeon?”

“The baren’s dungeon!” he cchoerd,
eyes flashing. *“That rascal has im-
prisoned the washer-girl—*

“Yes, one who carried his cloak,”
said Fagre. “He does not believe you
robbed her o
for the gold piece.”

b Robin Hood twanged the siring of his
oW,

“The baron is a fool,” he said. “The

fault was mine—although since he has

robbed my people of their .lands, I
account & cloak but a small return.”

Fayre did not argue with that, but
pressed her point. . )

“Then please, kind Robin Hood, give

me back the eloak that I may take 1t to
the baron,” she said.
Robin Hood paused for reply, deep

in thought, and there was silence in tho

“his waist, and

me,’” said the 1;easan‘£'lg;n'

f it; he thinks she sold it from
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glade, save for the song of tho birds,

. which had returned, now tha.f..tha waoif

had gone.

Fayre waited, hoping that his famed
kindness would bring assent.
“The washer-gir]l will

stocks,” she murmured.

Robin Hood ook the hunting horn
which was sluu‘i by a green lanyard at

low three short, sharp
notes to summon his men. °

.From & tall tree near by came a shout,
from a bush, a shaven head peered out,
from another tree came answering cally,
and there was the crashing of ?eet in
undergrowth. ' .

Friar Tuck, fat and jovial, laoked out
from a bush; Little John called down
from a tree, and Fayre, guessing their
names from what ehe had heard, felt o
thrill of excitement.

“ My merry men,” ecalled young Robin
Hood, in ringing tone, “Wa storm he
castle; for the washer-girl is imprisoned
there by the rascally baron.” -

Fayre's smile vanished as she heard

go to the

1, hopelessly,

have it] Let
‘‘Dressed as a peasant girl I can
Quick, quick!1'

that. She thought instantly of the draw-
bridge, the botling oil, the catapults,
archers, and other defences of the
mighty castle.

“No, no!” cthe gasped. * You cannot
do that, Robin Hoed. - Brave as you are,

.the castle is too strong. A thousand men

would be nceded.” .

“My score of men are worth any
thousand,” he answered coolly. * Am I
to leave this damsel to her fate?”

A chorus of “nay " came from his
men as they assembled, eager.lo do
battle for the washer-girl's sake.

“Give me the cloak to take back,”
begged Fayre. * And then—then take it
him, if you would, while he ia
wearing it.” And she added artfully:
“'The haron will jeer when he knows you -
robbed a girl of it.”

Robkin Hood coloured deeply.

“Nay, I did not rob her,” he reo-
proached Fayre. “I robbed the baron.
and gave my word that he could take
it back -again had he the courage,”

“Besides, I Hko it well.” said Friar
Tuck, and there and then swung into
view the gorgeous, purple cloak. *If
the baron would have it back, he must
e'en fght for it.” | :

Fayre's hopes sank. Robin Hood's
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dosperate plan of storming the castle .
frighténed her. .

“Robin Hood,” she said, after
thought, "“If you could but send a
message in your own hand to the baron,
why then ho would know gou have- his
cloak, and the gxrl would be freed.”

Robin Hood laughed. . -

“Wiss maiden,” he 'cried. * Thou
hast indeed a sharp wit. Friar Tuck!
Come, write a message.” - |

Tuyre neatly danged with glee as
Friar Tuck, the only one of this merry
band able to write, produced a flask in
which wis & black }:ow-der well ghaken
with water, & quill pen, and from &
pouch tools a sheaf of paper, made, as
the customn was then, from cotton.
Sharpening the pen whilo the message
was thought out and discussed, Friar
Tuck sat down to his labour. Fayre
looked over-his shoulder as lie wrote,
and to the merry men's surprise, helped
him with the spélling.

«Thy cloak is mine; if thon wouldst
Lave it, baron, prithee bring a thousand
mes in full armout to take it; for with
me a:l‘ra & dozen of true mettle.—Robin
Hon .I‘

To that message, Robin, well pleased,
added his mark. .

“ Lot mo please take it!” Fayre ex-
claimed. bera are secret ways of
entranco that I know.” ) "

“You?! A simple peasant girl——
josted Robin, *“Not 2o simple if rou
can.play tricks on the beron.”

“Indeed not!” smiled Fayre. But
take great care, Robin Hood. If the
baron comes he will wear chain mail |

“Wolves or barons—they are sll one
to me,” eaid Robin Hood.

At the mentign‘ t})lf zolves, the colour
fled from I'ayre’s cheéks. "

“Have noyfear,” said Robin Hood,
as he noticed her look. “Take this
whistle. Tt is shrill; and at sound of it
any wolf will ﬂg.” .

fjlo handed Fayre a small whistle,
which he himself had cut; but with his
renownod gallantry he insisted that he
st escort hor himself to the lane.

“Trare thee well, Mystery Maid,” he
smiled, halting when they were but B
maiter of !"xft*1 yards from the road.
“Make sure that shat message is de-
livered; for we shall make due pre-

* paration to welcome the baron.”

“1 will not fail,” Fayre promised.
¢ Farewell, Lrave Robin Hood !”

—

When the Baron Returned !

11} A, you are in time to sce the
fun and merriment !”
Thus the warden of the
drawbridge, os Fayre, hav-
ing ealled from the far sido for him to
bring it down, crossed it. There was
no question now of allowing bher
through, for the men recognised hor as
%the messenger for the Lady Fayre.”

“Mhe fun! What fun is this?"” Fayre
asked.

“Mhe stocks are rgised in the court-
vard; the washer-girl who sold the
baron's cloak will be in then."”

Fayre, hurrying into the courlyard,
pauscd, heart beating fast with dismay,
as she saw 8 crowd of servants gathered
about the stocks, which a carpenter was
crecting.  Delieving this girl to be a
thief wie had sold their master's cloak
to o pedlar, the other servants were
ready to torment her, and even, as was
the custom, to throw things.

Not far away was the baron himself,
talking to an armourer, who was show-
ing him s newly made suit of chain
mail, Unobserved, Fayro entored the
castle, and stole down the winding steps
io the cold, damp dungeons.

The durigeon deor was unlocked.still,
and, pushing it wide, she looked for
Mathilda, sighing in relief as she saw
the girl hiding behind the door.

Mathilda’s intense fright waned ab
Fayre's return, and colour flooded her
cheelcs, :

“Oh, my lady!” she muttered, in
distress. “They go to put. me in the
stocks. I have heard the shouts;

.already some serving-girls have sI[lms‘z.nr.l

by the barred windows and shouted
niockingly to me. And—and you have
pot tho cloak?”
TFayre was clready slipping off the
ragged frock. i .
“Not yet; but I have secen Robin
Hood. Have no fear. If T can but get
his message. to my uncle, you are
saved. Be braye, Mathilda 1" )
With trembling fingers the washer-
girl removed the lovely frock, and pre-

.sently sho was in her own raggod gar-

ments again, sighing a little wistfully
as sho looked at Fayre's.

“That is & magic frock you have,”
whispered Fayre. “If I should do this
for you, all I ask is that as soon as may
be possible, you bring me gnother like
it in exchange for one of mine !”

Then, slipping from the dungeon, she
locked the door.

Above sounded footsteps, her uncle’s
voice, and the cringing tones of the
dungéon warden,

Dodging back behind an immense
buttress, Fayre held her breath. Pre-
sently she peoped out and saw her
uncle, the warden, and two soldiers by
the dungeon door, which was then un-
locked. .

“Bring her out!” cried the baron.

Mathilda, held by two soldiers, was
led weeping up the stairs; and not until
they wore in_the courtyard did Tayre
move from hiding. But whila she had
waited, she had mado her plans, and
now, without hesitation, she swiftly
mounted the stairs to the guard-rooms.

All the soldiers had moved to tho
outer gallery, whence, through the long
orifices in the wall, cut for archers, they
could sce the exeiting scene below:

Fayre tripped lightly into the
armoury. A hundred bows, a thousand
arrows were therc; and, seizing the
shortest bow of all, and a loaded
guiver, she crept out.

The master of arch himself had
taught her how to use a bow; and Fayre
did not doubi her skill to fixe tho simple
shafi sha planned.

Climbing the hundred steps, she
reached the battlements, where the
baron's banmer fluttered in the breeze.
Fayro looked down at the courtyard;
and sueh was the height that the figures
secmed mere specks, She saw  the
stocks, the crowd of servants, and the
small approaching group with Mathilda,
weeping in shame, in the centre.

Tuking Robin Ilood's message from
her golden chain, to which she had
fastened it, and piercing it with the
arrow barb in such a manner that it
would not fly frce, Fayre adjusted the
bowstring.

But where to aim?

“I must take care that I do not hurt
anyone,” Fayre muttered.

She took aim at a mighty cak door &
full fifty.yards from the stocks; and
even the poorest shot could not have
sent the arrow at the people. ¢

Stretching the bowstring until he
hand was against her ear, the mrrow
just free from her chest, Fayre let fly.
The arrow sang down; but, curving in
midair, swung away from the door and
struck the soft grass. i

Shouts came from below as Fayre
dodged back ont of sight.

“Robin Hood! He has flighted an
arrow over the walls—"

. THE SCHOOLGIRL

“Tmpudent robberl” roared - the
baron above them all. *“'Tis Robin
Hood Wwho stole my cloak. Bring my
charger | Mg armour! Bummon the
men to arms!

“The gir] spoke the truth!
Robin Hood ! went up a shout.

Then came & roaring command from
the baron that made Fayre’s heart jump

for égy.

“Bet, the washer-girl free|”

It was all Fayre could do te control
hersolf and swallow the cheer that rose
to -her lips; but the baron’s next words
made that task casier. Kor they were
as a_douse of cold water on her hopes.

“'e girl shall take us to where she
met this rascally robber; and by my
halidem, Robin Hood shall take her
place in tho stocks!”

"Twas

Tm} AGED tutor dozed peacefully. ITe
“wias not aware how long the young
Lady Fayre had been absent from the
room; for meditating upon the wild-

" ness of the modern girl, he had dropped

off into & doee.

The young Lady Fayre did not rouse
him. Standing at her window, she
looked down at the barbicam, anxiously
awaiting news of the battle. Full forty
minutes before, the baron, armed with
Liis mighty sword, clad in his new suit
of chata mail, and actompanied by his
knights, squires, and mon-at-arms, had
gone' forth to capture Robin Hood,

¢ him, free, moynted behind
a young knight, had gone Mathilda,
smiling again, waving to the Lady
Fayre with fervent gratitude.

Now, so long a period having elapsed,
the young Lady Fayre herself was not
smiling; for her thoughts were with
Robin Heod and his band.

Another five minutes passed, and then
beyond tho casile walls came sounds of
commotion, shouting, and laughter.
The drawbridge chains clatterod, the
drawhridge ‘went down, and a horse
thundered scross it, .

It was the baron! lRidmf 50 that Lie
was fgeing his charger’s tail, he had his
feet tied under the girth, while trailing
behind him through the mud was lus
new sword, brokcu, and—the cloak! &

A crown of leaves adorned the baron’s
head. But where was his fine now sui
of mail? Instead of it, he was clad only
in his grey under-tunic and pantaloons!
_ Fayre, round-eyed, just stared for an
instant, and then, laughing, fell back
for foar that the baron saw her. Yet
laugh she had to. Indeed, the wonder
to Fayre was that the baroness did not
laugh as she rushed from the castle.

“0Oh! You have brought back your
cloak, my lord ** she exclaimed. “This
is—is good indeed, But—"

The baron’s voice sounded like thun-
der, ‘

- “The rascal, the knavel One by one,
we were trapped in a narrow defile, our
chargers sinking in boggy waste |”

In the Lady -Fayre's room, thn
young mistress of the castle silently did

B jig- .

g/lat.hilda., the washer-girl, was [reo;
tho Laron had his cloak again; and
gay, daring young Robin Hood, instcad
of being in the stocks, was somewhere
making merry in the wood, clad fora
while, as she guessed, in a splendid suit
of chain mail.

Well did she know that but for her
such things would not have been |

END OF THIS WEEK'S BTORY.

THERE | Wasn't that one of the
loveliest, most ynusual stories
you have ever read? And don't you

intsopid. Rolin Hood £ Mass_ tierm

ago-dn next week in another fascinating
C ETE story.
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Romance, Glamour, Breathless -Excitement—all came to Pamela Courtney in her role as

ave

POR NEW READERS,
PAMELA COURTNEY, an
in the romastic Htile kingdom
of Lelconis, iy asked to impersonate the
Princess Sonia. Sonia must %sbmd in
order 1o eave .the ”““.{.I“:, nobody
exoe% honse m |
that am her plaes, led
beyond measure, la agrecs. Sheinso
iike the princess that a makes her
Sonla's double, Her chief adviser Is the
Grand Duke who i2 & .
and who Is plotting to the
in the eyes of the people and sclse the
throne, by a young
Lelconfan named Panl Naldi, whom the
gmnd duke has outlawed. Together they

cla hears & commotion e
mm‘mgsnh Panl haasI heen canght in
. (Now read on.)

Paul's Amazing Action!

(44 AUL—oh, my goodness | .Tha{_va
got him; they're taking him
to the dungeons!”

5 Transfixed with shock and
horror, Pamela clutched the stone
balugtrade of the balcony and stared
down at the moonlit palace grounds.

There, briskly approaching, was a
colourful little cavaleade of péople.

First, two gorgeously uniformed Civig
Guards; then—the thing which had
struck such chill to her heart—Paul
Naldi, her lone, courageous helper, in
the grip of othersoldiers, while beside
him, taunting, mocking, snd exultant,
strutted the treacherous Grand Duke
Bernard, and bri.ngms up the rear,
more members of the Civie Guard.

Horror held Pamela paralysed for
the moment. Remorse was gnawing at
her heart, too.

For it was because he had come here
to-night to save her from exposure as
an impostor that Paul had fallen into
the hande of the arch-traitor. She had
arranged ' to meet him outside the

alaca; obviously he had deemed it

tter to come to her.

And now—the dungeons! That was
the fate which awaited him., Perhaps
even worse. '

Pamela roused herself. Somehow Paul
must be saved. The whole destiny of
Leiconia might depend upon his free-
dom, for if he were a captive and she

were revealed as an impostor nothing good

could save Leiconia from revelt.

girl Hving

Swiftly, she darted along the baleony
until she was shghogg ahead of that

im, sinister cavaleade. She gripped

e &tone balustrade sagain; leaned
over; apd—

“Stop I” she cried. “Uncle!” she
addressed the grand duke, as, with a
sudden scowl, he halted, then saluted.
“What is this? Who 45 that young
man? Why is he under arrest?”

It was bluff, of course. She was
merely fencing, for she knew thaet the
grand duke was fully aware of Paul's
identity ; fully alive to the fact that he
had been her accomplice in many
successful schemes to outwit his own
traitorous plotting.

But never onge had either she or the
duke betrayed their true feelings
towards each other, and the duke did
not break that rule now.

“Your Highness,” he said blandly,

PRINCESS PAM’S SECRET
HELPER ARRESTED!

Alone now in her fight
against the traitors !

“this young ruffian was caugillf. skutk-
ing in the palace grounds. Naturally,
he refuses to explain, but his motives
ara clear. Obviously he is an enemy of
your Highness. He has been identified
as the same intruder who struck down
one of your guards not many days ago.
“For the safety of you, your High-
ness "—once more the and duke
bowed—"“and to teach such traitors a
lesson,” he suddenly grated, jerking his
hend towards the helpless Paul, “he is
being taken to the dungeons!”
There was a ring of command in the
E;and duke's tone then. The guards
gan to hustle Paul away. But not
yet had Pamela finished.
“Wait 1* she cried. “Uncle, he—he
does not loek like that. You say he re-
fuses to epeak! Perhaps there is some
other reason for his being here—"
“Whatever it is, it can’t -be -much
I” the duke retorted.
T *1'd like to talk to him, uncle,” said

. 1 '
. .
R T F /e
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Pamela. “I'll come down. Keep him
i Bty ar § ahimpor.
. She ga up :

ing ew dress and tmnrM to dart
into_her boudeir. The grand duke
could scarcely ignore her request, for
she was princess, and with her a request
was a command. Before members of
the Clivie Guard not even the grand
duke himself darg defy her.

But thera came a ocheck from a
startlingly unexpected source.

Paul, wzenchi? himself free of his
two tors, darted forward. As
Pamels, heart leaping, stopped in her
stride, the young fellow swiftly bent
down, grabbed at the %;-ound, and then,
springing erect, lung back his arm.

“Keep your sympathy, your Most
Gracious Highness|” he shouted, in a
tone of the utmost contempt. “And
keep that with it]”

His arm shot forward, and something
came sailing through the air towards
Pamela: nstinetively, she ducked,
dumbfounded though she was by such
extraordinary behaviour on the part of
her loyal friend.

Some object, missing her by feet, flow
through the open french windows. She
heard a faint thud as it landed. A hand
to her throat, heart pounding madly,
eyes rather wide and inoredulous, she
looked down at the scene below.

No chance of helping Paul now. By
that inexplicable action he had shat-
tered every avenue of hope. Already
he was being hauled away.

Only the grand duke romained.

“ A thousand apologies, my dear,” he
called up, unmistakably mocking, “But
have no fear., Ho shall be punished
sccordingly 1”

A click of the hoels, another brisk
salute, and the grand duke was striding
after the prisoner.

Pamela moved as in a trance. With
something like a shock sha presently
realised that she was back in  her
boudoir. How long she had been there
she did pot know. She knew notbi.nﬁ
at all, indeed, except a most awfu
senso of remorse and horror.

Paul caught! She now alone to fight
the grand duke’s treachery. No one to
aid her; no one fo help her escape ex-

By
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.mined not to break that.

22 “Princess fo Save Leiconial”

posure. Oh, she wasn’t thinking only
of herself. There was Leiconia, that
beautiful, fairy-like country she had
como to love.

Leiconia would be rent by rovolt: a
revolt inspired by tho grand duke,
thirsting for power and wealth. '

Slowly, Pamela began to pace her .

room. Heconds passed. She stopped.
Again she began to walk in slow,
measured strides, off at a tangont this
time, Dut all at once ker daintily shod
foot struck ageinst somcthing hard;
something that went rolling away across
the carpet. ;

Halting, sho stared at it. And then,
the most poculiar expression coming
into her face, she dropped to hor knees
and picked the object up. %

“0Oh, Panli” she choked,
did that—for me !’

This was the missilc he had thrown.
But it was no stone. Sho was turning
over and over in her. shaking hands &
small stone hottle. No need to remove
\the s_topsor for her to realisc what it
contained. .

It held the dye ho had promised to
bring; the dye with which she could
change the tint of hor own hair so thet,
cven with the wig removed, she would

“You-—vyou

still be the resl princess’ living 1mage,
and thus ho able to frustrate the grand
duke’s chicf method of unmasking hor.

A little misty-cyed, Pamels rose.’

Bhe was shaking her head to herself
when she beeame aware of sounds from
beyond the door, -

Footsteps |

“0h, my goodness—the grand dule |
sho cried.  “He mustn't sce thisl”

Agitatedly, she glanced about her for
somewhere to conceal the vital bettle.
Of hiding-places there were more than
cnough.  Three astrides, and -she had
slipped the bottlo into one of her
dressing-table drawers, locked it, and
removed the key.

She had just slipped the key into a
vase on the bureau when there came a
rap ou the door.

‘Ave youn there, Sonia?” came the
grand duke’s familiar tones.

T'amela bade him cuter, Ile strode
in, outwardly full of concern for her
snd raging with anger against his
prisoner.

“¥You were not struck by that voung
rascal, my dear?” he said, s strange
light in his eves.

“Uh, no, uncle!” said Pamela, 8ho
smiled, trusting that she sppeared quite
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0! ditor’s addréss is: —
The 50‘53. I Dﬂ!‘co.l'le:tmsl House,
rogdon et, London, g.c.t!.

| Y DEAR READERB,—Woll, I hope
most of your good resolutions are
atill going strong, T say * most "
beeause I guite expect a fow of them to
have beeri broken already, but then I

always think thet some rerolutions
are exactly like pie-crust in that respect
—eimply made for the purpose. Yon
know the kind of resolution 1 mean :
The ** 1-will - never - he - late - for - school-
again,” sort ; and the ** I-WILL-keep-a-
diary - properly - this - ycar - really-I-will
variety, 1t'e inclined to be fun breaking
those, ian't it ?

Your Fditor hasa't broken any so far.
Not that 1I'm claiming that es proof of
my strength of character. It's just
that I only made one. 1 told you about
that last weok. It was, you may re-
member, to give you lovelier programmes
tban ever during 1939. And I'm deter.
In fact, I'm
80 enthusiastic about it that I've already
‘preparcil another glorious treat for you all,
. Please don’t ask me what it is now.
Just try to be patient until next Sat-
urday, and then, readers nll, you shall
know everything! But I will say this—
you're going to have the loveliest of
BUrprises !

alking of pgood resolutions in con-
neetion with TAHE BeHoornoirn reminds
mo at once of other good things—good
stories. " (Of conrse!) And good stories
instantly moakes me .think of Hilda
Richards, whose latest sories of Clff
House tales, featuring Faith Ashton and
Babs & Co., begins in this issue.

Whet did you think of ** They Dare
Not Trust Faith Aﬁ'\htﬁn; t Or hm(*ien't
you read it yet ? Well, hy up and do
read it, won't you ? Beca}mr?: ygu know,
{b‘st.going to grip you from Lrst word {a
08

And that is just as true, if not even-
more 80, with regard to—

“THE WORST CAPTAIN AT CLIFF
HOUSE,”

—next week's grand Cliff Howse story,
the secowd in this powerful series.

Faith is trivmphant ! She’s Captain
of the Tourth; =she's simpered and
fawned her way into Miss Venn's good

_ books, so that the headmistress is clay

in her handd; and she can practically
run things as she likea. ;

Naturally, Faith does. And the Fourth
are nnt only furious but horrified. For
if Feith is a detestable captain, with her
sneaking, vindietive ways, she is also
quite the most hopeless person ever to be
given authority.

Babs & Co. have entersd for an im-
portant dramatic festival. Mabel Lynn,
as the Fourth's fineat actress and pro-
ducer, is to bs in charge, of course. But
Faith has other ideas. S8HE will take
charge of it ; SHE will produco it and
play the leading role. And * Quite
right,” supports Miss Venn. * Faith is
captain, That i8 good enough,”

But to the utter dismay of the chums
Faith is an ahjeet failure, and they can see ,
the .play being & dreadful fiasco, " Instead
of praise and congratulation Cliff House’s
only lot will be jeering laughter. The
positions seems hopeless. .

And then Babs gots an idea. Why not
rehearse another play—in secret ¥ Aren’t
the Fourth excited then ? Oh, great idea |
But Faith mustn't suspect, 1f she doos,
it will ruin everything. So we have
Babs & Co. planning, acting and producing
in absolute seereey ; and Faith, suspicious,
prowling round trying to learn what they
are up to.

Hilde Richards has written a pgrand,
spell-binding story as No, 2 of this
memorable series, I know you’ll make
certain of reading it.

Next week's number will also contain
another fasecinating COMPLETE ¢ Secrot
Helper to Robin Hood ™ story, by Ida
Melbourne, further thrilling chapters
of Doris Leslie's glamorous princess
story—which ia now working up to a
really amazing climax; snd more of
Patricia’s bright and interesting pages,
so—-order your copy well in advance.

And now cheerio until next Baturday.
With best wishes,

Your sincore friend,
THE EDITOR.

Tie ScnooLcinL

composed. “It missed mo by miles. A
perfectly awiul shot, in fact!” N

“I am_indeed glad, wmy dear. No
damago done, eithor?” . - =

The grand duke, stepping farther into
the. room, looked about him, while
Pamela waiched in gathering suspense.

Bhe could guess something of tho
fraitor's feelings at this  moment.
Though suspecting that she was an
impostor, he’ had not quite suflicient
conviction to justify a sudden grab for
her wig. Her safety lay in eceing that
he was mever given enough conviction.
He mustn't have the feintest ides of tho
real nature of the object. Paul had
thrown into the room,

Koenlﬁ, she scanned the grand duke's
face. e looked puzzied.” Well, that
was only natural, for ke must be
wondering why Paul, her friend, should
apparontly attempt to injure her!

*No, nothing damaged at all, I sce,”

o vemarked, finishing his scrutiny.
“What was 1t, & stone ™.

“ Why-—er—why—" Pamela began,
and then, heari aflutter, broke off.

Vor she suddenly felt at an absolute
loss to know what answer to give, And
whtile she was racking her brains, the
grand duke walked ncarer.

“Well, my dear?” he said. *“Where
is it? 1 shall need it ms evidenco
against the prisoner. Show it to me,
Bonia, please!”

Unexpecfﬁd Aid!

AMELA thought at
speed. '

Disaster was looming townvds
her. . The grand duke’s sus-
picions were strengthening, She eould
tell that from the bardness that had
crtlzft into his featurcs.
ut he mustn't suspect—he mustn’t,
he mustn’t! :

“But, uncle, I never said it was a
stone,” sho managed to burst ont. She
gave & little laugh, terribly, horribly
forced, it scemed to her. *As & matter
of fact, I didu’t even think about look-
ing for it, not realising you'd want it.”

“Then, in that case,” remarked tho
grand dyke shortly, darling her & keen
glance, “the object, whatever it was,
can soom be found !”

Long, slender figure bent forward, he
began to perambulate about the room,

lightning

So did Pamola, bhut whereas the grand
duke was genuinely and very thoronghly

secking some kind of missile, she was
desperately striving to think of a way
of tricking him.

And presently she got inspiration !

That bowl of ferns over there--why,
it was the very thing, filled to the brinr
with mould. Mould! Golly, what a
chance! And the grand duke, pryving
under one of the scttees, had his back
towards her.

Pamela sped over to the bowl, dug
her hand into the mould and, while tie
grand duke’s atteation was still pre-
occupied, dropped the wmould under-
neath a chair.

Then, breathing hesvily with relief,
she resumed her own “search,” leaving
the duke to make the discovery.

He did so a minunte or two later, and
Pamela could have laughed at the
almost ludicrous expression of chagrin
which crossed his face a3 he pointed to
the little heap under the charr.

“Mould 1" he ejaculated. “He threw
a lump of earth. And you mean to tell
me, Sounia,” he demanded, swinging
round, “that you failed to notice it,
here, in this conspicuous. spot?”

“Well, you didn’t notice it until now,
uncle,” was Pamels’s cool reply.,

The grand duke grunted. Making no
attempt to clear the debris away, he
move;‘) towards the door, hesitated ouce
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.of narrow corridors, cmerge
‘mgonlit grounds.

-that he could

EVERY SATURDAY

as though shout to say eomethi
farther, w_nlk;d on, and finally pauszg
i threshoid. .

f to attempt to utimask Pamela

Qo et B O ¢ b
2 al1n. was noi sure anol
of%?:msef o

now

“Well, good-night, Bonial” he said.
“The state ball is almost over, so there
is no need for yon to return to it I
shall be there until the end, of course.

“<hs permitted himself a sinister

-pmile—*“then I shall deal with that
rest .

young rascall And you may
agsured, your Highness,” he concluded,
with a sneer, “that he will biiterly
regret his treachery by the time I have
finished with him. Good-night I

- He did not bother to salute this time,
but swiftly drew the door &hut.
moment later Pamela heard him re-
treating.

It was a differeni Pamela now from
the dejected, remorseful girl who had
seen her voung friend borne. away to
the dungeons,

This Iatest success over her ‘enemy
had given her new stirength, new.eon-

' fidence, new courage. And the‘duke's

own words on departing had filled her
with glorious hope. g L

- He would be at the state ball until it
zoncluded |

. *Now’s my chance,” Pamela thrilled.
“My chance to go to the. dungeons!
Golly, but that’s marvellous—the very
thing I wanted |”

8he did not waste a second, but, alip-
ping out cf the room, made for one of
the rarely frequerted back staircasés,
and presently, after descending endless
carpeted stairs and traversing a masze
into the

er heart was Dbeating fast, every
nerve of her body was strung up as
she slipped between bushes and trees,
taking » short cut through the glorious
Bower-gardens for the dungeons.

How she would effect Paul's release
she did not know. It was scarcely likely
tho could smuggle him out. Probably
her hope lay one or two other
alternatives—that she could obtain his
release by exercising her authority as
Ermcesa, or that she could secure the
keys to his cell from the rather elderly
gaoler and smuggle them to Paul, so
et himself out at &
favourable moment during the night.

“If the guards on duty aren’t the

rand duke’s own special supporters,’

amela mused, “I think a litile Royal
Hli]ghmaas authority should do the trick!
I'll risk what the grand duke does when
he learns.”

She sped on, There was plenty of
cover in the flower gardéens, and she
meade use of i, just in case the grand
duke had instructed his treacherous
niece Juanita to resume her spying.

But, though Pamela several times
halted in aleoves and around the corners
of hedge-lined paths, waiting and listen-
ing, could detect no sound of
pursuit,

Once she did heve a scare as some-
thing emerged from some shadows just
in front of her, but it wes only a Fea.-
cock, even more startled than herself.

On and on she flittedi The sombre

" white walls of the dungeons loomed up

shead. And then, emerging from a
cluster of bushes, she stopped, with a
little cry, as someone came striding
straight towards her,

“Who's that?” esclaimed a sharp
Volce. '

Pamela tensed. In the moonlight she
saw a tall, uniformed man bearing down
upon her, She looked st him in puzele-
ment. There was something familiar
about him, his pose, his dignified bear-
ing. Then; as he came closer, she could

@
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WAHILE the grand duke’s back was turned, Pamela swiftly threw a
handful of mould under the chair,

23

If only the grand duke could

be deceivéd into thinking that the mould had.been thrown through the
window, all would be well, ®

see something else, & neat imperial
ard. !

Like inagic her alarm faded. To a
rush of glorious delight, she stepped
forward.

“Oh, your—your Highness I she
cried, forgetting in that joyful moment
of recognition that she was supposed to
acknowledge this aristocratic man as
her uncle, “Oh, I'm so glad you’ve
come back I”

Prince Alphonse, ha]tin%, laid both
hends on her shoulders. If he were as
surprised at thia encounter as Pamela,
hb was also puzzled and concerned.

“Why, what is wrong, my child?” he
asked. “You are trombling like a leaf !
There, my litile one, be calm, be calm!
Now tell me, why do I find you in the
grounds like this, alone, when there is
a state function in progress? And
why,” he added keenly, “do you call
me ‘ Highness *—as though you had for-
gotten your duty, or lost your faith in
yourself 7"

Pamela smiled wanly, shaking her
head. = i

Perhaps she had lost faith in herself
a short"time ago. But not now. For
if tho opportunity of rescuing Panl had
given her new hope, this miraculous
return of the only other person whom
she could trust had fired her with even
greater inspiration ! :

No longer was she alone. Prince
Alphonso was here. And she could tell
him everything, ask his advice, receive
his comfort and guidance.

" Your—uncle, 1 mean,” she began,
seizing his arm, *“something serious has
The grand duke's found

Prince Alphonse started.

“¥You mean, shout you?
are not—Sonia "

“Yes, uncle—at least, he suspeots,
But let me explain; tell you everything.
It goes back a long time, Come over
here I’ She drew hira into the cover of
& rustic summerhouse. “ You see, uncle,
some weeks ago——"’

And there and then, as briefly as she
could and yet .careful to omit nothing
of importance, Pamela recited the
events leading up to the present
startling crisis, .

_Bha told of the grand duke's efforts to
foster a spirit of revolt amongst the

That 'you

peasants by blaming her for injustices
inflicted by himself; she told of Paul’s
cdurageous -wark, striving to. combat
those activities; she told of the. grand
duke’s nrece, Juanita, whose hypdoritical
friendship. . had caused Paul to. become
an oult,law apd led to até:.e Juspicign.-that

amela was masquorading as, prinfess;
and finally, s nate of ,nnqs.lh%d b%gtemesﬂ
and angér in her voice, she recounted
Paul's capture {o-night. " -3 ‘

“Oh, your Hifhneis,"‘shé .ended
passionately, “I—I don’t know what to

_say! It’s all my fault, really. I've just

made a ghastly failure of everything.
But I'm not done yet!” - Fiercely her
eyes gleamed; resolutely she fung back
her lead. *I’'m going to free Paul. T'll
manage it somehow, and—and then—-"

Very tenderly Prince Alghonse put an
affn about kisr shoulders.

“My dear child,” he said, “you have
not failed. There is nothing with which
you need reproach yourself, It is I who
should be reproeched. undex-
estimated the cunning of the duke.
You, my dear, I am sure, have been
every whit as loyal and brave and noble
as I had hoped.”

“Well, I—I havoe tried,” Pamela said.
with a little smile, “But if only Paul
can be got away,” pshe rushed on
eageily, *I'm sure he could hold things
up; prevent revolt from breaking out,

or+ the time being, anyway. The
peasants think so much of him, uncle.
They listen to what he says. And if he
did do that it would give us time.”

“All we need, my dear, is twenty-four
hours 1” said the prince.

“Twenty-four hours?” Pamela
cchoed, starting. “ But—but—"

“Because, my dear,” he went on, -his
volece rising with excitement, * Sonia
returns to-morrow. Yes, to-morrow,” he
repeated, as Pamela iav a little gas
of joy. “That is why I am here, thoug
I must leave at once to attend to several
important matters £fonnected with ‘the
mission she undertook, And it was
entirely successful, my dear |”

Pamela thrilled.

Oh, but this was marvellous! Only
{wenty-four hours longer to hold out.
And Honia, back in her old place, wonld
bé able To announce to the people that
the eil located in Leiconia was to be
exploited by an American company in
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such a way that every single person
would be essured of prosperity for the
rest. of their lives—and for generations
to come !

"“Oh, how wonderful, uncle !” Pamela
cried, starry-eyed. “We'll do it; we'll
beat the duke, after all. Afier all, he
only suspects I'm an impostor 1 Almost
ﬂ]lppm}t ,she felt now., “I'll reledse
Caul—— ™ t

“A vory courageous young mar,”
said the prince. *“It was ho who sent
me information regarding
pretty  strong case ' against that
ambitious gentleman. I don’t think I
thall have much difficulty in establish-
ing his treachery at the proper {ime.
But you, my dear,” he added anxiously,
“‘you must protect yourself from ex-
posure at all costs ("«

-_'.5{’1!‘,,,;'(]‘9 that “all, right,” Pamela
1'esp671ﬂ§§1 w Later ontI'll use the dye
i i ERrtr T gt
oumy, fiair. . But-jt's

5'Paul I'm thinking
AU

of 'at the‘:l'l‘fm"i_ént: s

Shortly afterwards'she and the prince
pafted, and at a littleTun she made for
the dungeons. - Anxiolsly she scanned
the Civic Guards-'Who were on sentry-
go in the aleoves that flanked the stone
steps leading below ground. Then her
eyes lit up. it :

:Not the grand.duke's specially selected
men after all,; but.the usual body of
soldiers whom she knew to be loyal to
hor. Oh, that was grand! 8he'd be

“ablé to smuggle-Paul out herself!

Boldly she stepped forward, ‘

And ten seconds later, tearing back
across the grounds towards the palace,
went a shim girlish figure, her pale face
even paler now with excitement.

- For Juanita, the grand duke’s nicce
had been epying, after all; and she had
watched Pamela enter the dungeons [

Unmasked !

§¢ 0-HO,” said the grand duke,
with a little chuekle. - “So she

- has gone to the dungeons to:
rescue her confederate, eh?”

He patted the shouldér of the smugly
smiling Juanita, . - .~
"4 Splendid work, Juanita. I'll gee
you're well rewarded~ for this.”

- Well, yop'd better get a move on,
uncfe, or there may not be any reward
gi”all'l"" Joanita remarked impatiently,

.f_ﬂlé“grand duke dallied no longer, but
snatehing up a belt, completo with
spord, from his desk, began strapping
it on as hg marched for the door.

Ag,sgon as it was sccure he broke into
o mosf, undigmfied sprint !

. :
et . !
“But it's bound to be all right,

Figiues—aid I"only want a few wotds

wiivthe  prisdner’!”

*% Why, yes, your Highness { Certainly,

your Highness: Of—of course, only—

obly—7

And the elderly gaoler in the palace
dungeons twisted his ‘cap in  such
embarrassment that at any other time
Pamela would have been eompelled to
luugh,

Plainly he was in the most dreadfut
predicament. He could not refuse the
wishes of the princess, and yet there
was a very strong reason why he should

hesitate; a reason which Pamela
naturally guessed.
“Qh, I know my uncle thinks the

s
fellow may try to harm me,"” she said,
with a smile, “but then unele’s so con-.

the duke '
-which' has enabled me to .build up a

cerned for me all the time, How oould
the fellow harm me: He’s behind bars,
isn’t he? And the door’s locked ?”

“ Why, yes, certainly, your Highness,"”
the gaoler responded, nodding furiously.

5 Well,r then, wHete's the danger 2"
Pamela patted the old fellow’s shoulder.
YTl be perfoctly safe. But' I' know.
‘Just you go.down and make sure the
door 1s_locked first. You wbn’t mind
then, will you?" -

And she gave him her most winsoime
smile. "

Not tkat Pamela felt at all like
smiling at the moment. Never had she
been so strung-up with suspense and
impatience * g

Time was precious, and the minutes
had simply flown while she tried to
cajole the old gaoler into giving way.
For the grand duke had impressed upon
him that no one, not even her Roxyal
Highness herself, was to be permitted
anywhere near the prisoner’s cell. e
was too dangerous!

LAt _first Pamela had been horrified.
What chance now of smuggling Paul
out? .- For cven though they might
boldly walk past the guards.en the stair-
way, it was absolutely cerfain the gaoler
would never consent to such’a flagrint -
disregard to the grand duke’s instruc-
tions, even though it was the princéss
herself who was involved. . .

But Pamela had seen a way.. The,
gaoler would have to change places with
Paul. 1t would mean Paul having to'
gag the old chap, without hurtidg him,
of course; but this was no time for
scryples. ’

Paul’'s liberty might influence the
whole future history of Leiconia |

“You will do that, won't you?”
Pamela asked gently, as the old fellow
still hesitated.

Suddenly he nodded, y

“All right, your Highness,” he said.
“Only—only not a word to the duke,”.
he added féarfully.” “If he knew—" ,

Pamela was quick to turn this to her
own adventage. | | |

“Look!” she said ‘guickly, * While
I talk to the pfiscner, “you go for a
walk down some of ‘the corriders, then
you'll be able to say quite truthfully,’
if the duke should ask, that you haven't
sten anyone go near the prisoner |”

£ Well, that is'an iden, your Highness,
Thank vou. I will,” said the old fellow
gratefully, Iy

"Pamela herse!f was glad, too. There
would be no need to make him a
prisoner in one of his own cells now.

“Go on, then,”. she said, gesturing.
“Go and test tho door., I'll wait here,”

The gaoler ambled off towards one of
the huge barred doors. Pamela, never
taking her eyes off .his broad back,
swiftly edged to the table, In a moment
she_had picked up the huge bunch of
keys, end, turning to hHide the action
with her own body, began to seek out
No. 8, the number of Paul's cell.

Ah! Thore is was, Feverishly she
removed it from the ring; spinning
round, watching the gaoler again, she
replaced the rest of the bunch on the
table. =

She saw him shake the cell door, glare
in at Paul, and then, looking round,"
nod at her. Then he shufled off down-
the corridor. i

Pamels, heart pounding,. waited uniil;
he had vanished around the corner 'of
one of the other ‘passages, and then
dived across the stonc floor. .

“Paul—oh, quick’!” she gried. “I've

come to let you out.”]
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Paul clutched 1t the bars. As she put
out her hand, ne grigped it tightly,
Eagerness.blazed from, his eyes, lighting
up his haggard face.

“Hurry, Pam |"” he panted, * Before
the old chap comes back. But the -
guards. What dbout them?”

Pamela answered tremulously, head
turned to watth for the gaoler, shaking
hands inserting the key in the lock. =« +

“We'll walk past them—pretend
nothing’s wrong. I'll say something
about a mistake—that you shouldn’s,
have played a joke like that, and your,
father’ll be furious, - They'll think-
yeu're one of my friends, and by the
time they’ve discovered——" ol

Pamela broke off, every atom of life
seeming to become suddenly cold and
dead inside her. v

For a voice had spéken from her
back; a voice charged with an obviously
sim#lated astonishment. -

“BSonia! What is the meaning of
this?”

The Grand Duke Bernard! Here—
behind her—at the very moment she
was effecting Paul’s release |

Pamela, blanching, acted with the

speed of thought; acted almest without
realising it. Bhe turned, straightenin
up, at the same time forcinF a look o
surprise to. her own white features.
- “Uncle !” she exclaimed. She gave B,
shaky laugh. “Fm sorty. I came to
spedk to the prisoner. I wanted to see
for myself what he was like.”

.“And your verdict, having seen
him ?" the grand duke inquired
mockingly, folding his arms. .

Keeping one hand behind her back,
Pamela slowly withdrew the key,
talking at the same time to drown the
shght noise. : <

‘I can. hardly imagine him as a
dangerous fellow, uncle,” she said, " Do
you—really ?" ; ’

The grand duke shrugged.

“ Appearances can be most deceptive
df times, my dear Sdnia,” he observed,
a meaning ring in his voice. .

“Oh, yes, 1 know,"” ,Pamela agreed.
" Bometimes I ] .

She hegan to edge nWaf, turning so
that she’was facing the cell, She knew
the grafid duke had no illusions as to
her motive in coming here. He was
fencing, just as she was. ;

“ He—he seems a very pleasant sort
of fellow to me,” she went on. “Look
at him, uncle.” :

As though about to inspect something
from an entirely different and -va#ily
inferior world, the grand duke adjusted
his monocle. At the same moment Paul
gave a cry.

“Pam—look out! Behind vou ol

Startled, Pamela stood stock still for
an instan{ before spinning round. By
that time it was 100 late. She caught
a glimpse of Juanita,: caught a
slashing movement thet girl made with
her arm. ’

Then Juanita's fingers elutched her
wig, tugged, and came away—with that
mass of artificial, raven hair firmly
gripped. :

;And revealed for both plotters to see
—for anyone who came upon the scene
to -seé—were ' Pamela’s own golden
tressesl. .. .

0 chance to save -Paul now—for at
r « last Pamela is unmasked as-an
impostor. But what will happen to
Pamela herself 7 Next Saturday’s
haptérs” are the most dramatic and
thrilling. yet to appear in this serial.
Don’t miss them,

Farringdon Btreet,
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