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THE SCHOOL GATES
WOULD NOW BE CLOSED
FIVE MINUTES EARLY!

Faith Ashton plans another
blow against her rival.

(See this week’s grand Barbara
Redfern & Co. story.)
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In Defiance of Faith}

'] ARBARA

. FERN,

fidgeting
our N
Barbara  Redfern, of
the Fourth Form nt CHE
House School, fiushed and
locked up as the anmoyed
tones of Miss Bullivant, the strict
nathematics miscress, fell wpon -her

ears.
“ And, Clara Trev sto]
at Faith Ashton,"]‘n' Miup

rapped.
“0Oh c¢rumbs!” Tomboy Clara mut-

tered.

*Mabel Lynn, stop muftering to
Marjorie Hazeldene. Bessie Bunter,
take that sweet ou of your mouth—
instantly. like to kpow,” Miss
Bullivant irritably rombled &2 her

imlet eyes swept over the Fourth

orm, “what is. the matter with the
class this morning.”

The Fourth could have told her. In
fact, had Miss Bullivant been observant
enough, she might have read the answer

i he sudden bﬂi&l‘dj;

RED-
sto
w:}.

imacing
ivant

to that question in the s
of glances which were tu
the flaxen-haired, muﬁhls

Faith Ashton was that girl's name—
Faith who, at this moment, was mot
only Junior Schoel eaptain, but Junior

. games captain as w

Unfriendly were the majority of those
glances, for I'ai was the cawss
of their restlessness—WFaith, that
whose trickery, treschery, and subtlety
had firet robhed Barbara Redfern, her
cousin, of the captainey of the Junior
School, and yesterday hed succeeded in
wresting from Clara Treviyn her games
(All rights of this publieation are reserved
and reprodugtion is strictly forbidden.)

l)!‘lt?
girl who sat in ibe centre of the clas. -
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The_Last Round in the “ war " between

captaincy. The dislike the Fourth had
always entertained for two-faced Faith
had now become a smouldering fire of
mutiny. 5
The F?nrth smarted under the
r of Faith. The Fourth hsalf-
med Miss Venn, their new head-
mistress, who, so strict and stern in all
other ditections, hagd been so completely
hoodwinked by the sceming sweetness
and generosity of Faith. .
“If yeu do not pay p attention,*
fumed Miss Bullivnat.h:g shall detain
you all for an extrs hour—or all,

new

BELLI

ON
Pt

the page-boy, appeared. * Well, Doker,
what is it?”

" Please, Miss Bullivant, Miss Venn
wants_you in her study, She’s calling

all mistresses to a special conference.”

“Oh!” Miss Bullivant said. “Very
well, Boker, you may go. Faith, as
captain of the Form, you will take
charge here durini mg ahsence—and
pleass write on the lackboard the
name of any girl who misbehaves while
1 am sway. And behave!” she added,
with a frown at the Form as she rustled
off in Boker's wake.

The Fourth Form will stand the captaincy of Faith Ashton
nolonger! The treachery, the slyness of Barbara Redfern’s
cousin has brought them up in arms. They want Barbara |
as captain again. And Faith, realising that, realising that
she will never have her own way completely while popular
Babs is still at.Cliff House, starts a spiteful campaign
against her cousin. : ‘

that is,” she added, with a look at the
New Form and games captain, *except
Faith Ashton. Faith, at least, is a
model of good behaviour. I am sur-
E;ru?’d you do not take a lesson from

“That Two-face ™ muttered Mabel
Lynn, Barbara Redfern’s greatest chum
and study mate. .

“Mabel, what did you say?”

“ Nun-nothing, Miss Bullivant,” stut-

tered Mabs, flushing to the roots of her

golden hair,
“Then take twenty lines

for saying
*pothing > in that tone of voicel
New— Oh And Miss

3oodneaa 1
Bullivant turned irritably towards the

door as it was pushed open and Boker,

- -ﬁ" .

Faith, with a loftily superior smile,
rose from her place and tri out in
front of the ctass. Immediately there
was a buzz.

“8ilence !” Faith frowned.

“Go and cat coke!” cried someome.

Faith’s eyes glittered.

“Who said that1”

“ Hamlet st the Battle of Waterloo !

“Ha, ba, hal” .

“] sae !” Faith's eyes darted at June
Merrett. “June, that was you!” she
accused, end caught up the chalk and
scrawled June's pame on- the .
board. “And yom, Clara, are tallking |2

ghe cried, and up went Clara Trevlyn's

pame. “Barbara, what are-you fiddling
about with that desk lid for?”
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Faith Ashton and Babs & Co

“Qh, don't be an idiot 1” cried Mabel

yon,

“Mabel, your name goes up, too|”
And Faith, with glad enthusiasm, wrote
it

1L,

“Beastly sneak!”- gniffed Diana
Royston-Clarke.

aith wrote her name on the black-

board.

“Toady !” gibed Joan Charmant.
“Now write me ug I )

Faith glared; but she wrote it up.
The Fourth glowered. Somebody
hissed. But Faith, conscious of her
supreme power, only smiled. Her eyes
sought out her cousin again,

“Barbara, I asked you a question!
What were you fiddling about with that
desk for?"

Babs’ blue eyes gleamed.

“Your concern?” she asked quictly.

“Most certainly it is my concern!”
Faith snapped. “You heard what Miss
Bullivant said. As your eaptain—7>

“As our what?” sniffed Bridget
0‘Taole. '

“As your captain—" Faith fiercely
repeated.

* As our general nuisanee,_I guess !”

Leila Carroll put in. “0.K.1 Write
me down 1" added the American junior
scornfully, “Who cares? You might
figure you’re our captain, but we figure
that & badge doesn't make you what we
don’t acknowledge you to be, I guess!”?

“Hear, hear!” cried Mabs. “Babs
is our captain!”

“Yes, rather!” cried plump Bessie
Bunter, who shared Btudy No. 4 with
Babs and Mabs,

“Mabel, I shall put a cross against
your name |* Faith threatened furiously,
“ Now, silence, all of ﬁoul I suppose
you think you're all jolly clever to Eiek
against me as soon as there’s no mistress
on the scene?” she added sneerirﬁly.
“But that doesn't alter the fact Miss
Venn's made me your captain—-"

“You mean you fooled her into
making you!” Rosa Rodworth snapped.

With a vicious flourish Faith scrawled
Rosa’s name under the others.

“And while,” Faith gritted, “I am

your captain, you're jolly well going to
tos the line, see? Now, Barbara, tell
me what you were doing uwnder the lid
of that desk?”

“And now,” Babs retorted, “mind
your own business.”

Faith compressed her lips. If she had
deprived Babs of her captainey, she was
still antagonistic towards her ‘cousin.

Perhaps Faith realised that, even
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though she was officially captain, it was
Babs who still commanded the affection
of the Form, Babs who still had the
Ereatasl‘. power and the greatest in-
uence over these girls, aith hated
her for that.

“Ave you going to tell me?” she
famed. .

“No!” Babs straightly retorted.

Faith clenched her hands. There was
nothing sweet or innocent about her ex-
pression now. With three swift strides
she had reached Barbara Redfern. With
one quick thrust of her hard she had
tugged up the lid of her desk. And
then her head jerked forward.

“What's that ?” she demanded.

Babs looked up angrily: The *that
which Faith indicafed was a camera—
a mnew and very expensive camera
indeed, which Babs had borrowed that
morning from' Duleia Fairbrother, the
school’s head girl, in order to take
snapshots of out-of-the-way corners of
the school which she intended to use as

copies for & series of pictures she was
going to draw for the forthcoming
Birthday Number of the Clif House
Magazine.

Dulcia’s was the best and the most
expensive camera in the school, and
because of the power of its lens made
winter subjects as easy to take as
summer scenes with an ordinary camera.
Actually Babs had intended to return
that camera to Dulcia before lessons,
but had rather been caught out by
lesson bell before she had an opportunity
of doing so.

- “(ive it to me!” Faith ordered.

“Don’t be silly I Babs retorted con-
temptuously,

But Faith, feeling her anthority being
challenged, made a swift downward

rab Babs grabbed at the same time.
%‘here came a roar from the Form.

“Go it, Babs "

“T'wo to one on Babs !” cheered Clara
Trevlyn. -

“Gave it to me!” ghrieked Faith.

“Leave it alone !” cried Mabel Lynn.

Faith set her teeth. She tugged.
Babs tugged, determined not to let go.
Then sugden]y Babs” fingers slipped.
TFaith’s fingers slipped at the same time.
Too late Babs made a frantie downward
grasp to scoop the camera as it fell, It
missed her fingers by a hairsbreadth,
aitd—— Thud |

“0Oh, my hat!” Babs gasped, “Ieith,
you wretch 1

There came an angry shout from the
Fourth, Faith had no business to use
her powers like that. Being put in
charge of the Form did not mean that
Faith was entitled to act like a mistress,
and  the Fourth would have resented
that attitude even if they had not dis-
liked Faith,

In quivering dismay Babs picked the
camera up. or face turned white as
she saw that the film-winder had com-
pletely broken off, :
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. _%Yen—you—you—" she panted.

And, for a moment, so graat was her
indignation and rage that Faith, in
fear, stepped back & pace.

“Well, it was your own fault!” she
R fault i
. was your fault, you mean
Mabs cried—Mabs, Baby’ chum, nox-
mally a quiet and well-behaved girl, up
in arms now. “You had no right to
interfere—" . .
"Ye.na‘,i I did; I'm captain!® Faith

sNA s

W a you |” sniffed Leila Carroll.

aitlvl’s eyes glittered.

“Well, who says I'm not1*

“] say youw're not!” Mabs oried pas-
gionately.  “We all say )Lou're not |
We've jolly well told you, haven't we,
that we don’t regard you as captain—not

even if you have got Babs’ and Clara's

badges pinned on your blouge! No-
body here wants you for captain, Faith
Ashton |”

“Not” Lydia Crosendale sneered.
“Bpeak for yourself, Mabel Lynn1{”

Actually Lydia and her followers had
no affection for Faith, but they were ald
enemies of Babs & Co.,, and auto-
matically opposed the chums.

« All right.” - Mabs stared round.
“We will speak for ourselves. Who's
standing by Babs?* -

“J1 am 1* shouted Clara Treviyn.

“And me !’ .

“And met” .
“0Oh, Maba!” Babs cried.
“Bunk! Let's have the show-

down 1” Leila Carroll cried recklessly.
“Come on! Hands up for Baha”

Babs flushed. But immediately s
shower of hands shot inte the air.

*“And now,” countered Lydia Crossen-
dale, “hands up for Faith!”

Lydia’s own hand went up immedi-
ately, and because Freda Ferriers and
Frances Frost and Brenda Fallace
longed to the set Lydia led, their hands

went up, too. After a pause Lorna P9

Billillerehip’s and Elcanor Storke’s joined
them. ¢
Then, hesitantly, not because they
liked Faith, but simply because they
regarded the Head’s orders as ungnres-
tionable law, the Terraine Twins raised
their hands in *he air. Mabs smiled
triumphantly as she-counted. ]
“Eight,” she said. “Eight against
twenty-five 1" ‘ i
Faith's eyes blazed.
“ Yook here——" she hooted.

“Rats ! eried Mabs—Mabs aniazinglg )
Y Liook °

loading the rebel faction now.

at that! There’s our answer! Who's

captain now? Who's the real captain 7’
‘Barbara Redfern |” came a shout.

“Look here—" Faith shrieked.

“Rats]_Go and eat cokel!” cried
Mabs., “Babs for captain! "Babs for
ever! And I say, P've got an idea!”
she eried, interrupting Faith’s splutter-
ing shout. *“Let’s form ourselves into a
Barbara Redfern Supporters Society.”

“QOh goodie! Hurrah!t”

“ And we'll meet,” Maba eried—*' we’ll
meet after lessons in the Common-
room I” .

“Meetings,” Faith blazed, "are
against Miss Vénr’s rules I

“Blow the rules, and blow youl”
Mabs retorted. “Blow——" And then
she subsided. *“Cave!” she hissed, as

_the door_opened, =

Apd Miss Bullivant, locking ex-
tremely annoyed, came into the room.

Fait uivered, To tell the truth,
Faith had suffered something of a shock.
She was no fool. 8he knew that she was
by no means a favourite in the Form;
but to be defeated so :lpeq] , t0 discover
that her old hated rival still retained the
majority of her old support, had
hmomﬁltarﬂy shaken her confidence in

erself,

“And what,” Miss Bullivant rapped,
“is the mesning of the mnoise I eard
coming in here{” :

Faith bit her lip.
“Qh, Mims Bullivant, I am &0

BOTY, 2
“gorr 1 You mean you could not Asht

keep order?”* Miss Bullivani rumbled.
“N-no, not that; but—* _Faith
shook her head. '‘Oh dear! I-—I don't
like reporting -girls, Miss Bullivant,”
“Two-face I hissed somebody.
“But—but certain girls have—have
heen getting rather out of hand—Bar-
bara Redfern and Mabel Lynn—-"
“Snun-sneak |’ stuttered a voice.
“(Oh, really, Miss Bullivant, that wasn't
me " plump Bessie Bunter hastily pro-
tested, as Miss Bullivant glared at her.

“Y mever even thought of such a

word 1* - .

“Bessie, take twenty lines, you foolish
girl I Miss Bullivant snapped. “Faith,
who are the girls who took pari in this
commotion ¥ .

With a false siFh of regret, Faith gave
them. Miss Bullivant nodded grimly.

“Very well,” she said. “ All the girls
named will do an extra task for half
an hour after lessons, and the girls
whose names sppear on the blackbeard
will take an extra twenty lines. Now,
get on with iour work I”

Faith u% ed again; the Fourth
grimaced. But, as it imppenad, that
extrs half en hour’s detention turned
out to their advantege. ‘For as soon as
Faith and her pomewhat wavering su
porters were dismigsed, Miss Bullivant
once again wos called awt;g. It was
almost mstinctive that she should single
out Baba, .

« Barbars, you will take charge here,”
she !gaid. “T1 will be back as soon as
can,” .

“And we,” Mabs crowed, as soon as
the mistress had left, “will now pro-
ceed to hold eur miceting of
riors |
“What-ho ”

“And the first item on the agends,”
Mahs went on, "is what we are going
to do sbout things. It’s no jolly use
being a society if we haven’t got an
object——" .

“Well and truly spoken!” Jemima
Carstairs nodded, -

“Weo're all sticking up for Babsi”
Clara asked. )

“What-ho 1

“Right! Then the objective of the
sotiety is plain encugh. Somehow we’ve

ot to get Babs back into the captaincy.

mehow we've goé to show that two-
faced Faith Ashton upl We've appealed
to Miss Venn, but Miss Venn won’t
listeri to reason. Now, girls, we've got
to take the law into our own hands!”

“But look here——" Babs began.

“You he guiet!”? Clara said severely.
“You've got no business in this] Faith’s
dished you; Faith has dished me. Bhe’s
tried to dish Mabs, but Mabs was just
a spot too dlever for her. But if we
allow her to go on unchecked, then
goodness knows where we’ll be in the
! run.” ’

“Hear, hear |” supported Mabs,

“And so,” Clara went on, her eyes

leaming, “we've got to fight Faith,

e've got to get back our rights. And
we're going to sholw that we mean it by
:efuslmg to recognise Faith as our cap-
ain 1” ;
“Phew " whistled Leila Carroll.

“No orders irom Faith! No dein
anything Faith asks us to do. She’ﬁ
report- us—but who cares? We’'ll get

;éunished, but whe cares? One thing,” back

lara went on, “Miss Venn can't expel
the whale lot of us, and we're all in so
much disgrace anlyway, that a bit more
won’t hurt us. - Is the motion ecarried,
members 1

- see, I've an idea for a

sup- 4
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“'THe chesr which echoed through ihe. .
Form-room showed that it was. e
Henceforward it was war to the knife

between the Barbara Redfern Sup-
porters Bociety and the cunming
treachery of the doll-faced Faith
on.
So Like Babs!
y ARBARA I”

z &6 i
: Babs, strolling
with Mabel Lyni
in the quadrangle
after dinner, started os
Dulcia Fairbrother’s voice
fell upon her esrs. -

“0Oh, y-yes, Duleia 2 she

asked,
The head girl smiled.
“] just wanted to ask you how you
got on with the cameia,” she said.
“0h, lul-lovely, thanks!® Babs said,
and felt a hot flush suff

use her as she
thought of the damaged film winder.
“0Of course, I—I haven't had the films
daveloped yet—"

Dulcia laughed musically.

“¥ shouldn’t think you had,” she said.
“But I should like you to get rid of
them as soon as you can, Barbare, You
hotographic
supplement for the school magazine,
and I want to start faking photographs
as soon s I can. Let me have the
camera by to-morrow if you can manage

P~ it, will youl®

“Y-yes,” Babs said, and as Dulcia,
with another nmlo& walked off, she
locked at Mabs, “Oh crumbs!” she
said expressively. “I say, Mabs, it

1 won't take very long to fit a now

winder, will it ?” i

“About five minutes,” Mabs said
thoughtfully. *“You'll have time_ to
odge off to the chemist in Friardale
after tea and be back easily for
call over. You could leave your film
at_the same time."

Babs nodded.

It is to be feared that she was think-
ing more asbout her responsibility in the
matter of the camera than about the
Form that afternoon. Bhe felt she
could not really give her mind to the
new campaign until she had rid herself
of this secret little trouble.

Fortunately, however, no incidents
transpired; Faith, for that afterncon,
remained with Miss Venn, checking
reports, and immedistely waiternoon
lessons were over Babs took the eppor-
tunity to slip off. Actually, under the
headmistress’ strict new rale, Babs had
no business to slip off without first ob-
taining a pass. The only person to
whom she could apply for & pass, how-
ever, was a mistress or Duleis herself,
and such were Miss Venn’s instructions
that the most minute details had to be
given before the pass was granted.

Anyway, it was safe enough. Not for
another two hours would_the school be
called together again, and in two haurs
there was time and to spare to complete
her mission.

Babs stepped into the misty atmeo-
sphere of the quadrangle.

Tha fog was thickening when she
reached the village and bade fair to
develop into a real pea-souper,

But Babs was cheered when the
chemist announced that he had a sparo
winder in stock, snd with the camera
repaired and her own films left for
developing and printing, she started
on the homeward way.

It was derk now—mistily dark,

- With a sensation of damp isolation,
Bahs hurried on, once or twice slipping
on the muddy road. Silence, silence
everywhere. {Jnt-xl. about a mile from
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the school, she heard a faint ery nhead

of her. .

“allo |” Babs breathed, and halted,
calling sharply: “What's the matter?”

The cry was repeated. .

“Dh, please, please could you give me
& handt” .

It was a woman's voice, “a rather
nervous voice,

Giropingly, Babs slithered ahead. Now
before her loomed up & faint glimmer
of light which could only be a street
lamp. She reached

For clinging to the lamp, her face
twisted with agony, was a youngish-
looking woman. One foot was poised
in the air, and under one arm was a

crumpted parcel.
“OE, my goodness! What's the
maiter?” Babs asked, “Con I help?”

" The woman locked at her gratefully.
“If—if you wouldn't mind,” she paid.
“QOh dear! I—I've hurt my ankle, I
think. I slipped on the road,” she ex-
plained. “And m ?arcel—-—" she
shook her head, “If—if this is broken,
it will break little Joyce's heart,” she
added. “Bhe did so want a doll.”

“Joyce is your daughter 7" Babs
asked, with quick perception,

A nod was her answer, The woman
gulped a little.

*Four years old,” she volunteered.
“And ill—oh, so ill! I—I wonder if
vou could help me a Little way?” she
added. “I live at Ivydene Cottage.”

Babs nodded sympathetically.

She knew Ivydene Cottage—it had
been empty for months now, It lay up
a side road somewhere near here, and
if she could only find the turning she
should have no difficulty in locating It

Gently she put the woman's arm
round her own strong young shoulder,
and slowly, at a limping gait, they
proceeded. .

“You belong to Cliff House, don’t
youl” the womun asked presentfy.

“Yes,” Babs answered.

“My name’'s Mrs. Randall,” the
woman volunteered.

Bahs smiled again. She did not give
her own name, however, for it was just
possible that Mrs. Randall might know
someone in Cliff House School, and if
she mentioned Barbara Redfern to that
one, then the fact that Babs was out
without a pass was bound to come out.

Supporting her, she trudged on, with
dificulty at times keeping her feet,
And preseutly, through the shroud of
fog, a light gleamed in front of them,
and Ivydenc Cottage was reached. Mrs.
Randall opened the door with a key.

 Shush, 1please 1" she said to Babs.
“ Joyee will be aleepmf."

Babs smiled. She followed the woman
in, A light was switched on, revesling
a surprisingly nicely furnished sitting-
room with a glowing fire, protected by
n wire Boreem, roaring :}ip the chimney.
Inl a bed-cot near the fire a child lay
asleep.

#That's, Joyce,” the woman whis-
pered, and sank into a chair.

Babs approached the cot. She looked
down. Then something seemed to rise
in her throst; some warm, impulsive
hand seemed to clutch at her heart.
For a moment she caught her breath as
she gazed at the exquisitely pretty child
who lay there. But the beauty was not
o]l natural. There was & rather hectic
spot of colour on each cheek; the heavy-
lidded eyes somehow seemed darker
than they should have been.

Even as she watched, the child's eyes
sleepily opened. They fastened without
surprise upon Babs, and a sleepy
murmar cams from little Joyce's lips.

“ Aunty Fairy—"" she said vaguely.

“Aunty Fairy!” Mrs. Rendall gave
the first little laugh Babs had heard.
“That's very appropriete, I'm afraid,”

it, and then halted. dear

ghe added, “that you'll be Aunty Fairy
to Joyce from now onwards.”

Babs laughed.

“Toes che slways name people on

sight 1"
“Alwa‘ys." Mrs. Randall nodded.
“JI¢’s a funny little habit, isn't it? As

far as I can remember, she's always
done it. And not only people, but
things, too. But—oh!’ she said, as
Joyce's ayes opened again, this time in
wida-gye wakefulness. “You funny

“Mama,” Joyce called, “mama, my
dolly. Did you bring my doily, mama 1’

The woman looked &t the crumpled
parcel.

“Oh dear! I—I hope it's mot
broken,” she whispered. *‘I—I wonder
if you would mind undoing it?” she
added io Babs.

Babs smilingly nodded. From the bed
little Joyce watched her with big, bright
eyes as she cut the string an folded
back the wrappings, disclosing & eard-
board box. In the box was a doll—

JOh, my goodness !”  Babs cried,
biting her lip.

“My dolly1” Joyce said anxiously
from the bed. * Aunty Fairy, bring me
my dolly.”

“But, Joyce—" Babs said.

“My dollyl” Joyes repeated, “1I
want my dolly. P'ease, Aunty Fairy.”

A look passed from Babs to Mrs.
Randall. From Mrs. Randall came a
little ery. It was clear now that Joyce
would not be comforted until she had
seen her new tressure. But that
treasure—how impossible it was to give
to the child, with the dell’s chinr face
smashed into Pieces, one leg broken.

“ Joyce——"" Bahs faltered. v

“QOh, p'ease, Aunty Fuiry, my dolly 1"
Joyce insisted.

“Tit—it's broken,” Babs said.

“Pease! I want i6l”

Fhere was no help - for it Blowly
Babs lifted the battered doll from the
box. Joyee's gaze fastened eagerly
upon it. For one moment she remained
stock still, her great blue eyes wide with

FAITH peered

Babs doing

was, The fact that Babs was nutb ofk:ounds was enough to suit Faith's
00Ks, -
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horror. Then she burst into a storm of

sobs. ‘
d;ﬁOI‘l,,, my dolly—my dolly] Nasty

““Oh, Joyce!” gulped Babs.

“Joyce, my dear—" started her
mother, and half-rose from her chair, -
only to fall back again as she unwarily
put her weight upon her injured ankle.
“(Oh, my goodness |

#My d-d-dolly !” sobbed Joyce.

Babs bit her lip. It was dreadful -
somehoy to witness the heartbroken
disappointment of the child. She went
to her, tenderly putting one arm round
her slight, heaving little shoulders.

“There, -don't cry!” she soothed,
“ Aunty Fairy buy you another dolly
to-morrow.” nd in a desperate
endeavour to steer the child’s mind into
some less disturbing channel, she
feverishly dragged something from her
pocket. * Look &t this1"” she cried.

“I want my dolly!"” Joyce sobbed ;
but she blinked at fhe thing Babs held
up—a-small sketch-pad on which Babs
had done some rough drawings; for
Babs was fond of art, and sketched and
painted ~extremely well. “Oo!” she
stopped to exclaim, egnd Llioked again.
“Fairy house,” she said.

“Yes, a fairy house,” Babs agreed,
{hough actually it was a rough sketch
of the tuckshop at Cliff House, " Nice
fairy house, isn't it? It—it’s the houso
that Jack built,” she added, with a
sudden flash of imagination.

%7t is & nice house,” Jovce considered,
« Where's Jack, though, Aunty Fairy "

Babs breathed relief.  Blyly she
pushed the broken doll under the cot.

“Jack's inside—but we'll have him
outside, shall we?” she asked brightly,
and su. down bpside.the co taking out
the pencil she always earried, skeiched
in a boy. “That's Jack.” 7

“You draw
wonderingly.

“Yes, rather!” Babs laughed again
now, while Mrs. Randall beamed.

him?” Joyee eaid

“And here’s his sister Jill,” she added,
rapidly

sketching in another figure.

i

in some amazement at the scene in the cottage. What was
in there ? she wondered. Well, never mind what the reason



ey
."“boolf. this is the pail she's going to
carry to the well.” !

l}BTXnd thanwfall down and b’eak her

iown !"I!'1 Joyce du.skcz‘d seriously, ‘:Ot%
uni airy, don’t you make p'e
p’ict_vgea? Do me Humpty-Dumpéy 1”
It was ohvious then that she had com-
letoly captured the child’s interest.
With & laugh Babs tore off the sheet and
commenced Humpty-Dumpty on the next
page. Joyce’s big eyes grew round with
aﬂimiration as she saw the picture taking
ape.
) “%h! lavely I” sho exclaimed. * Now
Jack 'n the bean’talk, Aunty Fairy.

Aren’t 1you clever1” she added
admiringly. . .
Baps gls;'ug'hecl again, while Mrs.

Randall, her coat off now, hobbled to
the fireplace and put on the kettle. In
her wonderment and interest for Babs'
sketches, the little one had apparently
already forgotten her disappointment,
and Babs, so gratefully thankful was
she to have cured that disappointment,
was also forgetting the time. :
“Now a Red Injunl!” Joyce ed.
“Now Cind’rella, Aunty Fairy! ow
the funny little m_fwarfal Now the fairy
p’ince on the white horse! Aunty, draw
them in petty colours I Jayce pleaded.
But_ Babs had ne colours. Jo
pouted her disappointment as that
information was imparted. .
“But to-morrow,” Babs promised
carnestly—" to-morrow, Jc)flce 'll come
again, and this time T tm% my
colours and paint you ever such lovel
pictures. But—— Oh, my hat! Lool
at the time!” And she leapt up, her
eyes alarmedly fastened upon her wrist-
watch. “I must fly I she gasped.

“QOh, Aunty Fairy, dont go!” little

Joyeo quavered. -
“Joyce dear, I—I mist go!™ Babs
said.” “But Tl come back to-morrow—
I promise. To-morrow evening Joyce!
And I'll bring ever so many lovel
colourz, and we'll have ever so mue

fun! Good-bye now! Good-bye, Mrs.
Randall 1 she gasped.. : .
And out she ﬁew, in a state bordering

on panio. She must have been over an
hour in the house, which gave her just
ten minutes to get back to Cliff House
hefore gates were closed. Once outside,
however, she breathed a little easier.
The fog, though far from being com-
pletely dispersed, bad lifted sufficiently
to make haste possible. Bhe could do
it, she told herself, but she’d have to
hurry. Miss Venn was strict on gates.
She raced.

A Trick with Time!

% IS8 VENN, in her
study, frowned over
the list of names
which Miss Bulli-

vant had put befora her.

Then she locked up at the

" demure Faith Ashton,

.daintily shuffling together the papers on

which she had worked that afternoon.
“’Hem! Faith——" ghe began.

dyea, dear Miss Venni” Faith

“I have here,” Miss Venn went on,
nuddnﬁ_at the gheets, “the daily report
from Miss Bullivant. Bhe says that,
during her absence this morning, you
were. put in charge of the Form, and
you found it necessary to repuri no less
than twenty-six girls |

Faith coloured a liitle.

“I—~I didn't want to report them—
of course not, dear Miss Venn. But, as
captain of the Form, I had my duty to
do, hadn't ¥t The girls were very
drea.dfullﬁ n;s;‘sbehuvmg, Miss Venn I

¥y

“But w
“Well, T don’t know.” Faith shook

“Rebelkon i the Fourthl”

her head. “But Mabel Lynn and Bar-

- bara Redfern started the disturbance.

You know, Misa Venn, that these girls
do not like me at all.”

. Venn frowned a little.
instead of looking sympathetic, she
a;:PIe:red faintly annoyed.

have been eaptain of the Fourth for
three weeks now.- I fondly hoped, by
deposing Barbara Redfern and making
you captdin, that I should see a term:-
nation  of bad reports and bad be-
haviour in the Fourth Form. I do not,
of course, altogether bhlame you, my
dear, but I must point out that the
Fourth under your captaincy scems to

be much less well behaved than under fir

the captaingy of Barbara Redfern, It
i8 not an entirely satisfactory state of
affairs, Faith.”

ere was mild reprimand in Miss

Venn's tone. There was a question im-

her eyes as she looked at the captain of
the Junior School, and Faith finshed.

She did not reply. There was no-

reply. But her thoughts were bitter—
bitter _because she realised the truth of
Miss Venn’s words; bitter hecause she
falt so helpless to remedy. maiters.
Captain she was, .in truth, but, as far
as power and authority were concerned,
she was a captain only in name. It
was Babs still who exercised all the
influence in the Fourth; Bahs who,
despite her lack of official nuthozx‘t!if
was still her greatest. stumbling bloek

If Faith was to assert her power, if
Faith was to_justify herself as captain,
she could only do so by breaking the
power Babs still wielded. At the
moment she realised her ceptaincy was
little better than = mockery.

But how to break Babs’ power?

How? Only one way of doing that.
It was obvious now that there was not
room in the Fourth Form for hoth Bahs
and herself. If Faith was to reign
supreme, then Babs must go. And
somehow, she resolved there and them,
Babs should dBOL '
. Bhe finished her task. With a simper-
ing wsmile at Miss Venn, she went out.
Some vague idea of creating trouble for
Babs was already in her mind. With
the object of farthering that idea, she
trailed along to Study No. 4. OQutside
she hEmnserd as the rather worried voice
of Mabel Lynn fell upon her ears.

“Oh, my hat! I hope Babs will be
back before gates close I she said dis-
tremafu!l{. “I wonder where the diekens
she can have got to1”

Faith started, ;

* Perhaps she’s lost her way in the fog,
you know,” came plump Bessie Bunter's

reply.
“But, dash it, she’s been an hour
and a half 1 Mabs said. “And she only

went to Friardale! Even with the fog,
she should have been back half an heur
ago. It’s funny.”

Faith's eyes i_llaamed then. Bo Babs
was out, was she? And Babs, by all
sccounts, had gome to Friardale—an
offence in itself without a pass endorsed
by Miss Venn, the headmistress. Well,
good enough! If Babs were asking for
trouble, it shouldn’t be her fault if ghe
didn’t get it! What was the time now?

Bhe gazed at her wrist-watch. A
quarter past scven! And gatee closed at

Fa?t.'h chuckled & little. It would be
B score, she thought, to meet Baba as
she came in and demand her pass. That
would show the cat whether she wielded
sng influence dr not !

ealing quite bucked, Faith strolled
on to the school gates. It was twenty
minutes past seven when ghe reached the
gates, and nobody had passed her on
her journey down the drive. For a

hbalf-past |

‘moment she stood in the middle of the

For once,

is strange,” she said. “Faith, you -
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this way and that slong
the darken road, and grinning again
when she heard no pattering so of
footsteps. Babs was running it close—
jolly close. What a acream if she
turned up too late for gatesl

“Oh, my hat!” grinned Faith, and’
then paused, struck with a new idea.
Couldn’y she turn that. possibilty into

road, lookin

& certainty? )
Quickly she t{urned back to the
parter’s lodge and peered through the

window. Faith, like every other girl at
Cliff House, was well usinted with
the orusty old porter’s 1}’333 habits, and
a soft chuckle escaped her lips as she
saw Piper fast asleep in front of the

8.
*Goodie 1” breathed Faith.

It was Piper’s little habit, she knew,
to have a nap before gates—Piper pos-
sessing an amazing faculty for waking
up just at the right moment in order to
commence his ecvening duties;. Fast
aslecp though the er was now, in
five minutes he would bo wide awake.

Holding _ her breath, Faith sofily
pushed thw- i!]t}m_c!oo:'. rgit]:hon:i m
eye on the sleep: porter, she tip
across the floor t;nﬁm clock on the wall.

Holding her breath, Faith pushed on
the minute finger until the elock said
hali-past seven, then tiptoed towards
the door again. Qutside the window she
paused, giving a sudden yell .

And out of his sleep with a jump
came Piper, blinking round. Then he
looked &t the clock.

i J heye IH

And in a moment Piper-was a terrifie
bundle of energy. For the elock
registered thirty-one minutes past seven,
and—unheard of thing—Piper was a
minute late in closing gates|

In blind panio he rushed to his desk,
with twittering fingers got out his keys,
and without even troubling to put on
his hat and coat, rushed to the gates.
Faith, hiding behind the wall of the
tucks}':lop, heard the gates clang to,
heard the key turn in the lock,

She chuckled, and then, turning, fled
back to the school, just as Mabs and
Bessie  Bunter, looking extremely
worried, came to the door of Big Hall.

Faith, with a smirk, brushed past
them. Bessie hlinked.

I sussay, she looks jolly pleased
ahout something,* she said. '

Mabs nodded. But at the moment ghe
wasn’t concerned with Faith. She was
thinking of Babs,

Where was Babs? )

Babs, two hundred yards along the
lane, had dropped from a breathless run
into an edsy walk. With four minutes
to spare, Babs, little guessing the trick
that cunning Faith bad played, felt she
had plenty of tims to get into school
hefore gates. :

Check for Faith!

X1 WO minutes to half
: gtss,“' breathed
abs.

Thank goodness
for thai1* And then, halt-
p_i2 ing before the closed gates
of ChLiff House BSchool, she stared.
“ Piper—Piper ¥ she called,

But Piper, who had retired td bhis
lodge, did not hear.

Babs locked guickly st her watch.
No. 8he was right, It still 'wanted two
minutes to the closing of gates.

“Piper1” she called again.

Piper, if he heard, did not reappear.
Dabs desperately tnggad at the bell..

A minute went by, Then Piper,
struggling with his coat, came out. He
glared through-the bars, Co
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“Which you're late, Miss Redfern.”
“Bnt, Piper, I'm not!” Babs cried.
“Phere’s still & minute and a half fo

o.ll .

“Which you're late,” Piper repeated
firmly. “ And it's no use you telling me
storics, Miss Rediern. Which it's my
duty to roport you.” ]

“But, Piper,” Babs cried,
made a mistake!” —

“Which I've madc no mistake. I
hopes,” Piper said, as with a grunt he
fikted the Loy into the lock again, “that
I know how to read the time at my
time of life. Which you're late, and I
reports you, Come in.” .

1t was balf-past seven then. Babs, in
the school grounds, faced him des-
perately.

“But, Piper,
gates too early.”

Piper eniffed. .

“('m here,” he snid, and, taking her
by the arm, led her to the entrance of
his lodge. “See that clock? That
clock, Miss Redfern, hasn't been & half-
minute wrong in five years. Now tell
me if I made a mistake.”

Rather dazedly Babs blinked. 8he

“you've

T tell you, you closed

looked at her own watch again. Was it

possible she had made & mistake? But
if Piper had confidence in his clock so
had Babs in her watch. One of them
had made & mistake; but, in any case,
she was booked for trouble now. Piper
Liad authority on his side; Piper would
report her, ~Babs would be charged
with tho double offence of being out of
schoo! bounds without B pass and turn-
ing up late for gates.

%!nthcr apprehensively she made her
way back into the school. Mabs and
Bessie, on the steps, met her as she
c¢ame 1n.

“Babs, where the dickens have you
been?*’ Mabs cried. .

«J—I met someone,” Babs said.
“ Mabs, what time do you make it?”

“Twenty-soven minutes to,”
replied. .

% And so,” Babs said, “do I Piper’s
clock was wrong then—it must have
been wrong.” And while Mabs stared
at her, she explained. “Piper must
have shut the gates four or five minutes
before they were due to be shut !”

«“What's this?” asked & voice, and
Faith Ashton came on to the scene.
“ Hallo, Barbara, I haven't seen you all
evening|! What were you saying about

gates?”
“ Nothing,” Babs retorted. #Mabs,
come on{” .
They trotted off to the study. Faith
gmiled as she watched them go. Onoce

they were out- of sight she chuckled
again, and stepping out into the

quadrnnﬁle mede her way to Piper's
lodge. Piper turned as she pushe the
door open.

« Piper, have you taken your report
to Miss Venn?” Faith asked.

“No, Miss Ashton; not yet,” Piper
“But I've got it all written out.”

“Then,” Faith frowned, “take it

along right away, I think Miss Venn is
waiting for it.”
- She retired. Piper grunted. He
picked up the report and ambled off
with it. No sponer had he gone than
Taith once again nipped into the lodge,
quickly turning the hands of the clock
back to the right time.

“And now, Miss Barbara Rediern,
you can protest until you're black in
the face that Piper made s mistakel”
she chuckled. .

Cunning Faith. S8ly Faith. How well

she prepared her snares, How little she .

left to chancel

‘Barbera, meantime, to prepare her
story for Miss Venn, was eomparing her
own watch with the school clocks, and

Mabs

was relieved to find her watch true
almost to the second. But that availed
nothing when she stood before Miss
Venn.

Miss Venn, however, was in a milder
mood than usual. Perhaps her experi-
ence at Cliff House had already softened
some of the harshness with which she
bad set about the introduction-of her
new routines on her arrival. For once
ghe listened to Barbara’s explanation.
She even phoned through to Piper to
check the time by his own clock. Then
she looked at Babs’ watch, and her face
hatrdened.

“Barbara, you are telling False-
hoods,” she said, to that girl's be-
wilderment. “If Piper’s clock was

fast by your watch when you came in,
how is it that it is not fast now? ¥Yon
do not surely slégagest that Piper has
been playing tri with his clock?”
“No, Miss Venn; but—""
“Very well hat is enough, I
think, ~Apart from going out without
a pass,” Miss Venn went on sharply,
“vou wers late for locking up. Apart
from those two offences, you have told
falsehoods. You are confined to school
bonnds for two days, Barbara. Now

Babs went, a little dismayed and
sick at heart, but_,w;%h an angry feel-
ing that she had somehow been tricked.
Not_until she spoke” to Mabs about_it
in Btudy  No. 4 later, however, did
she get a clue. That was when, recit-
ing what had happened, Mabs nitered
a sudden exclamation:

“My hat! Faith—"
“Fh7
“Tisten!” Mabs looked excited.

“Babs, there's only one explanation for
it—only ome. You say Piper's clock
was fast,  Supposing that somebody
had deliberately put that clock on?”

Babs stared.

“But where does Faith come in?”

©Faith,” Mabs said, with & sort of
sudden fury, “came rushing into the
school just about the time Piper must
have been closing thoso gates. We've
got no proof, of course; bnt knowjng
Faith's little wiles is proof enough.
She looked jolly pleased with herself
at the time.”

Babs  compressed her lips. It
gounded like her cousin.
“But what,” sho asked, “is her

game? I should have thought, havin,
bagged my _captaincy, she'd finishe
with me. Is this some néw stunt,
Mabs ?*?

Mabs’ eyes narrowed a little. There
was significance in the guestion. Not
for nothing did Faith siep out of her
way to spite any one girl.

‘“Watch out,” Mabs counselled.
“Come to think of it, Babs, it would
puit her to see you pushed out,

wouldn’t it? Perhaps that's what she’s
aiming for, so that she can increase
her power in the Form. -But it’s no
use going for her,” she added, as Babs
made an sngry movement towards the
door. *The best thing, if you ask me,
is to let her think you don't suspect

yet,” But this time,” Mabs added
%‘rl_mly, “we’ll beat eweet-natured
aith at her own game, But, by the

way, Babs, what are you going to do
about litile Joyce?”

Babs bit her lips.

“I'11 have to go.”

“But you're detained.”

*] kpnew. But, Mabs, I couldn’t
break my promise to the kiddie—I ‘just
couldn’t! ~ Anyway,” she added, “it’s
not & class-room detention, and if
yow'll only cover me, 'it'll" be easy
enméﬁh to slip out. Meantime,' sghe
added, “I must go and give Dulcia
back her camera.'

Babs found Dulcia in her study.
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“Thanks, Barbara, that's finet” she
said. “I hope your pictures coma out
well. Now you can do something for
me, if you will.” <

“Pleasure, Dulcia | Babs laughed.

“J'vo been thinking of my photo-
graphic supplement,” Dulcia went on.
 Barbara, you remember the pyramid
which the Fourth did at the last gym
display. under Lady Pat? I wonder
if you could get the girle together
again, and do it for me in the gym
after lessons to-morrow morning? I
feel that should go in, you know.”

“PDuleia, leave it to me,” Babs said
joyfully.

‘And off she scampered, The idea was
a good one. But it would require re-

hearsing, It was such & long time
gince the Fourth had done the
prramid.

;

Now who the dickens had -been in
that team?

Clara, of course; sturdy Brenda
Faollace and herself. Yes, that had
heen the first line of  the %ramid.
Leila Carroll and Diana Royston-
Clazke had been the second row, and,
of course, little Marcelle Biquet, the
French junior, had been on the top.
Right! "Best thing to do was to warn
them now, and dash them off to the
music-room without delay for a prac-
tice.

Babs found the rest of the team in
the Common-room, togf‘t.her with =
score of other Fourth Formers. Bhe
was eagerly telling them of the new
venture, when the door opened and
Faith Ashton came in, It was the firat
public appearance which Faith had
made since the class-room scene, and
an immediate battery of hostile glares
fastened upon her.

“How do—cveryone!?” Faith said
carelessly; but her eyes darted at once
to the little group surrounding Babs.
“ Anything I can de?”

“Ves," Clara Treviyn said,

“ Oh, what, Clara dear?"”

“Get out!” o

Thers was & subdued titter.
looked injured.

“Qh, Clare, that’s very unkind !”
she protested. = “What's the talk
about "’

“ 8omething,” Leila Carroll retorted,
% ywhich doesn’t concern you, I guess.”

“ But—-""

“QOh, scat!” -

Taith sighed o little in thet mis-
understood way she was so fond of
affecting. With a forlorn ehake of her
flaxen head, she went out. No sooner
had she gone than Babs nodded to her
team.

“(Come on, then! Now's the time!
Music-room for rehearsal—everybody |
Jimmy "—to the monocled Jemima
Carstairs—" will you keep cave?”

“Yonrs to command | Jemima chir-
ruped. “Forward, the light brigade 1"

And the “light brigade,” otherwise

Taith

Babs, Diana Royston-Clarke, Leila
Carroll, Clara Treviyn, Brenda Fal-
lace, little Marcelle Biquet, and

Jemima Carstairs trotted off.

They reached the music-room. Out-
gide in the corridor Jemima was
placed on guard, while the six gym-
nasts went 1n. Jemima nodded. Ehe
closed the door after the last, and then,
just in case of accidents, locked the
door and slipped the key into her
pocket. From behind the door sobn

came the sound of langhter, and a -

heavy bump.

“What—hé} |
what?" Jemima murmured,
Ah! Hem!” she added, as thers was

Pyramid collapsin,

a step farther along the corridor, and

Faith ap ﬁared. Top of the evén-

ing, Faith |

.
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- ® “Rebellion in the Fourth!”
“ Whet are you doing herel”
-“Well, come to  that,” Jemima .re-
torted urbanely, “what are thou doing
hera? This im't out of bounds, 1s
it? And dash it—well, I mean to say,
a girl must park herself somewhere}
Hum I’ Jemima oconsidered, as.there
came another .burst of laughter from
the musig-room, this time followed by
a roal old erash, which teemed tﬁo ine
dicate thas the complete pyramid had

collapsed. *Beems to be a lot of fall-
ing masonry . sboutw—what!”
%‘nith looked at her suspiciously.

“What's going on in music-
roem? I heazd Barbara Redfern
laugh then.”

- “Well anﬁ orders in this strict old

?chool that ra
augh?” Jemima
Faith threw ber a
to the deor, turning the handle.
“Jemima, this doer is locked.”
“Tut!  You do astonish mel”
Jemima murmured . .
And, with a bright nod, she walked

WaY, :
Faith breathed heavily, Babs & Co.
were in the music-room. No offence
in that, of eourse. }
fully entitled to make use of the music-
room. But it was an offence to lock
oneeelf in tho music-room.

Faith’s eyes fhmmar,ad. All right.
She did not call out or knock again,
but trotted off at once to Miss Venn's
study. From the -end of the cerridor,

Redfern shouldn’é
ad, In surprise.
are. She went

1)

Jemima watched her. Ase soen as her
back was turned, Jemima nip back
to the music-reoom door, turned the key

in the lock, and looked in. Babs, in the

act.of forming the pyramid for the last

time, swivelled round.. -

“’Lo, Jimmy1" )

“Just warning you!” Jemima
chuckled. “Believe that Faith is brinﬁ-
ing Miss Vonn on the scene. Be careful,
children!” -

Bhe winked. Babs & Co. chuckled.
Jemima then trotted off. -

Bure enough, three minutes later,
Faith did come hurrying down the pass-
age, with 8 somewhat exasperated-
locking Miss Venn at her heels. She
knocked on the door.

“Come in!” sang out Babs' voice
swaetly.

The headmistress turned the handle.
The door opened. She looked with a
frown at Faith. .

I thought you said, Faith, that these
girls had locked thomselves inf"
 “Well, the—the door was certainly
lul-locked 1 Faith stutiered. “They
must have looked themselves in,” :

“Well, the key’s on the outside,” Mis
Venn pointed out. *Really, Faith, how
can . you expect me to credit that?
Well—" She leoked in. And she
blinked. ¥or certainly there was
nothing at all in the meek attitude of
Babs & Co. to warrant even the

faintest reprimand. “Did any of you

girls lock this door " she asked.
“No, Miss Venn !” they all chorused.
“You are sure?”
“¥Yes, Miss Venn. On our word of
honour,” Babs said.

. Miss Venn pansed. She looked at the
crimsoning Faith again. Miss Venn
stil had it in her mind that the
Fourth was the unruliest set of girls in
the school, but she had heen long
enough at Clif House now to respect

the Fourth’s word of honour. Her lips
com;ressed o little.
#Faith,” she said, “has complained

tha.t’; you have deliberately locked her

out,

“Dh, Miss Venn I” Leila Carroll said,
looking shooked.

“J believe, Faith, you have made a

mistake,” Miss Venn's lips pursed a

Babs & Co. were.

little. “*I am-very dlspleased by these '
uBnecossary reperis, You sh have
tried the door..more carefully. . Well,

herg is the room! Now you may join
Barbara and. her friends®
And she rustled off, leaving Faith

glaring ot the ch six.

“And what,” she demanded, “were
you doing in

“Bpeaking to us?” Clara inquired
plessantly. i

_“I &'m-” . g

“Then would you mind,” Clara asked
sweetly, “not? Yon see,” she added

seriously, “we don’t particularly want
to speak to you! I think, kidlets, that is
?llnwe om;ar do now,” the ﬁ:dddadﬂthought-’
ully. “Too bad, Fai arling, we
oqulydn’t let you in before! Coming,
kida?”

And Clara with a nod, led the way
out,, To Faith’s utter and quivering
fury, her owl-faced chums followed her.
For onoe the laugh was against Faith

shton,: and for once Faith lost that
readiness .to ﬂﬁ off to Miss Venn to
report them. But she'd jolly well find
out -what the game was—oh, yes, she
would! And if it was anything she
could use against Barbara Redfern—

With & bad-tempered slam of the door,
Faith went out. s ’

Faith Insists!
i ¢ A LL HERE?” Bar.

bara Redfern
asked, with a
amile.
It was after lessons the
. following morning in Cliff
House's big and well-equipped gym-
nasium, s 7

All were there, and all dressed in the
neat drill costumes they had used in the
great display of last year. And all were
beaming, bright and merry.

They had cause to be.

For it secemed at last as if ithe Fourth
were getting the upper hand of Faith
Aghton. Faith, in , had suffered a
pretty thin time since yesterday. In the

Common Room the previous night
everybody, just to show Faith how low
she stood In the Form’s graces, had

gathered round Babs. ]

In the dormitory afterwards it had
been all to Babs that remarks had been
addressed, This morning, when Faith
had ordered the Form inio breakfast,
not one of them had moved until the
bell went. Meantime, Faith, fesrin,
some new plot on the part of Babs
Co., and rather reluctant, in_tha face
of the suddenly changed attituds of Miss
Venn, to report every little mis-
demeanour, had been snooping and spy-
ing around, =

Right!” said Babs, “Thon let’s
msake the pyramid just once before
Dulcia comes in. Clara—Brenda—we'll
stand here, where the light from the
window falls on us, Right-ho! Now,
hold steady! Leila—Dhana—up you
get. Now wait till we're balanced.

The chums grinned. Having rehearsed
the formation of the pyramid, it was no
hard job to reconstruct it again now.

»

Nimbly, Diana and Leila climbed on
to -the stalwart shoulders pf Babs,
Brenda, and Clara.

When they had found their balance,
little Marcelle Biquet ¢limbed on top of
them, slow? raising her hands above
her head. It was an effective and very
skilful little tablesu. .

“Fine!” Babs applauded. “Right-
ho?* Now—" And then she paused,
letting out & quick hiss of warning as
the door o and Faith Ashton came
in. “Right; break up!” she said. .

Faith blinked. |

“] say, what's this—7

" unsus] ingly
Babs pe:taid.
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Nobody snswered.

V-

“ What’s thia?* Faith repeated. -
For enswer  the pyraand -broke up,

And just_at that moment Dilcia, a
bright amile on her face, her camera in

her hands, stepped into the gym.

# o, Barbara! All ready?” she
asked. “Hallo, Faith, what are you
doing here?”

Faith scowled.

“I've, Jl:st come in to find out what
these girls are up -to,” she said." “As
captain of the Fourth—"

“Think you.” Puloia eyed her
coldly. “You needn't go into that.

These girls are here by my orders—to
pose for-a photograph 1 am printing.in
the Cliff House magasine, Barbara, will
you arrange the pyramid?" she said.

Faith’s eyes .gleamed jealously then.
8o that was the idea, was it? But che,
Faith Ashton, the c:itain of the Form,
had not even boen asked to take part!
shﬂ Welli_ boither, ‘;lteu;giht tggae in it 1"

o poutingly protested. “As captain
of o Pourth b T " ”

“Faith, will you please be quiet!”
Dulcia said severely. * This is nt}y con-
cern. Now, girls—yes, that's fing 1" she
added, as the pyramid reformed; and
while Faith stood aside in scowling,
ealous silence, t?:r _I[;l:dnd“(ﬁrl fastex:!ed

er camera on i 1 ow, steady,
please [” she said.  “Ready!” Anyd
enick | “!Thni‘:n}!itsl i t%ﬁzgg dt at will be

rgeous what  di ou &4

o N ! ¥y ¥s

“I said,” Faith repeated bitterly,
“that you've got no right to take a
photograph like that and leave the
captain of the Form out of it1”

‘1 be% your pardon?”

“Well 7 broke in Babs, and turned
and winked hastily at her followera.
*But, I say, Dulcia, there is somethin
in that, you knowl® she addes
thoughtfully. “After all, when I was
captain of tha Form, I was in it, wasn’s
I? You're sure, Faith, you want to be
in it?”

“Of course I'm surel”

Dulcia looked at Babs. *She secmed
to read something in her face.

“Well, anyw:ly, we can have another
one,” Babs said. “If the first doesn’t
come out, you'll want another, Dulcia.
What about taking one with Faith on
top? And what abgut taking it in
this position—with the whole of the
ﬁx}a_il;"tha background? Bhall we,

cin

Dulcia did her best to repress a
smile. i '
“Well, if Faith_insists—"" sho said.
“I do insist{” Faith cried hotly.
"i!hght-ho! Then let's form up
again,” Babs said. *“Marcelle, you
stang out, will you? Faith, you be on

top.

%ad Faith beon less insistent upon
her rights, had she been lees jealous and
less eager for the limelight, she might
have suspected something then. As it
was, she gleed inwardly to think she
had scored another victory over her
foes, and very willingly—f shakily—
mounted to the topmost position when
Babs reformed the pyramid. :

The alteration in the position brought
Faith directly under one of the trapeze
bars which hung down from the roof ;
g0 much so indeed that when she
gingerly stretched her arms upwarda
her fingera touched the cold chromium
steel of the bar. She blinked. «

«“1 say, what sbhout this trapeeel”

“Never mind!1” Bebs chuckled.
“Jugt grab that for a moment to get
your balance, will 1”  And as Faith
grabbed it; “Right!”

“Now, gquick march,
pyramid {”

*“Ha, ha, hal*
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“ GILENCE ! ” yelled Faith Ashton,

“But lock here—" yelled Faith.

But the pi'rnmid was not looking
there, While Faith clung frantically
to the trapeze, the pyramid stepped
slowly forward, leaving the limelight-
sceking Faith furiously and frantically
kicking in mid-air. Faith screeched.

“Look lhere, you cats, let e
downi”

But Babs & Co. did not let her down,
They broke up, and without even look-

ing round, marched through the door;

while Faith, suspended some ten feet
above the ground, howled again.

“Let moe down )"

The door closed. Faith, still kicking
frantically, gritted her teeth as she
lieard, from the passage outside, voices
upraised in & burst of laughter:

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Faith's Master Stroke!
ND it was “Ha, ha,

ha!” which echoed

! loudly through the
Fourth Form when

£ Faith’s latest adventure be-
. came known. Faith had

been rescued by -Dulcia
Fairbrother with the strict injunctionm,
in future, to mind her own business.
Tor the rest of that day Taith was
grected with titters wherever she went.

Faith fumed. Fnith seethed.

If she felt she had been losing her
grip on the Form befove, she felt it
hopelessly slipping now.

The galling part of it, too, from
Faith's point of view, was that -she
could not report the incident to Miss
Venn. Miss Venn very plainly had in-
timated that Faith, as captain, should
exercise better control over the Form,
and wished to be bothered by no more
complaints of what she described as a
frivolous nature. .

Faith, thinking it over, gritted her
teeth. She was becoming desperate
then. More and more was it becoming
obvious that Babs was the popular one;
Babs the one the Form looked up to;
Babs the menace to her own success and
her own authoriiy! .

Then suddenly Fortune, which had
seemed for the ﬁyrst time to have turned
its back on Faith Ashton, turned and
smiled aguin, -

It swas that evening, after tea, o
bright, starry evening, in vivid con-
trast to thu evening of yesterday.
Babs, having arranged with Mabs to
cover uﬁ her absence, had crept off to-
wards the gap in Lanes Field, and was
just in the act of serambling through
that gap when Faith, moodily return-
ing from the tuckshop, saw her in a
sudden flood of moonlight. And in a
moment Faith recognised her.

“Babs I she muttered

She tensed. So Babs was off again
—Babs, who was supposed to be gated!
Her first impulse was to report this to
Miss Venn, but a second, more con-
sidered, reflection caused her to change
her mind,

No, her job, obviously, was to find
out where Barbara Redfern was going,
what she was doing, sneaking out like
this in the early evening. It was not
just sufficient now to keep on getting
Babs detained. She must strike a blow
of a more serious nature.

And, ubknown to Pabs, she trailed
her to Ivydens Cottage. She watched
as she knocked; she watched as a limp-
ing woman came to the door and ad-
mitted Babs. Who was the woman?

Curiosity as well as spite gripped
TFaith. She erept through the gate and
made her way to the window. Poised
for instant flight, she raised her head
above the level of the sill. And then
she frowned at the sight which met her
gaze.

There was Babs, seated on the edge
of o child’s cot-bed, painting on a pad,
and there was a bright-faced, bright-
eyed child staring in speechless adora-
tion at what she did.

She did not notice as her eyes swept
round the room that Babs for & moment
took her eyes off her work and looked
up, and was not aware in that moment
that Babs had spotted her] But she
breathed low and deeply.

80 this was Babs’ game, was it?
Bahs was helping that womean. Babs
was amusing the child. Why? .

Faith scowled. Well, she was going
to find that out. Babs bad no_business
to be out of bounds at this hour;
Babs had no business to be
at this cottage. She’d jolly well
wait for Babs. She’d jolly well make
her tell what she was doing!

1 But the game went on as enthusiasticaily as before, Leila Carroll livening
it up by ** accidentally ' bumping into Faith. The chums were making it clear that they didn't intend to
obey their treacherous captain.

Faith returned to the lane and
waited, musing upon her schemes.

A chuckle broke from her lips.

“Qh, yes, Miss Babs, just weit!” she
softly breathed. “This time I'll land
you—for keeps!”

“But she wouldn’t! For, unknown to-
Faith, Babs at that moment was creep-
ing out of Ivydene Cottage by the back
way, and while Faith still waited, seri-
ously rehearsing her line of attack,
Babs was hurrying in through the
gates of Cliff House school. And this
time Babs, taking a leaf out of Faith
Ashton’s book, gathered the lines she
had written anclg went to Miss Venn's
study with them—Miss Venn frowned.

“Thank you, Barbara; put them on
the desk,” she said.

Barbara put them there, and left,
grinning a little. If Faith now reported
her as being out Faith, it secmed,
would have a hard job to prove it.

Meantime, Faith, in the lane, was
growin% impaticnt. Where was Babs?

o

. She looked at her watch, and then
jumped.

Oh, goodnessl It was twenty-past
seven !

Frith broke out into cold perspira-
tion then. Mentally perfecting her
Elans she had lost count of the time.

abs was still there—Babs also appar-
ently having lost count of the time.

That would mean that gates would
be closed against her again—and an-
other black mark against her in Miss
Venn’s bad books. Her own schenie
could wait till afterwards.

Meantime, she must fly.

And fly Faith did—but &las for
Faith! She flew too hastily, planking
one foot well and truly into an unseen

ool and skating three yards on her
Eack before reguining her feet. Rather
shaking that, and rather painful, too,
because, in falling, .Faith slightly
twisted & muscle in her leg and it was
only at a limping gait that her next
five minutes’ progtess was possible.

The pain had hardly worn off when,
to her dismay, she reached CHff Housc
gates to find Piper just in the act of
retiring to his lodge after closing
them. Piper glared. :

“Which you're out of bounds, and I'll

report youI” he said.
“Dash you!” Faith snapped. “Has
Miss Rediern come in yetil” - :



.10 “pebellion in the Fourth!”

*'mWhich 1 ain's seon Miss Redfern,”

Piper sniffed. “But which it is my
dooty to vt you, Come in.”

Feith went in, her temper in shreds.
Ansiwt .- Babs ‘hadn’t come. :
e

“purried up the drive, She went
into Big Hal), and then she stopped and
blinkedf' For o group of girls were

- gathered round_ the notice-board, and
- among those girls was Barhara Red-

fern. .
“¥Yonl” eried Faith.
Babs smiled,
“Hallo, Faith, what’s the matter?”
“When did you get back?” Faith

hooted.

“Back 1 Babs asked I‘Eu_uledly.
“You've been out?? Faiih acoused.
~«i9" Babs looked convincingly sur-

prised. “ Faith I” y .
Fw¥Youve been out!” Taith cried.
“Von tricked me, you cat! Al right;
wait till Miss Venn knows {” ;

“PBut” Babs said sweetly, “Miss
Venn does know.  Miss Veon knows
that I'm in, you know, becauss it was
helf an bhour ago that I went and
honded her my linea. I do think you're
behaving very queerly, Faith. hat’s
the matter?”
. Faith glared.

“You mean to tell me you haven't
been to Ivydene Coitage?” ]

Babs stared in pretended astomish-

ment

“Ivydene Cottage? Why on earth
should I go there? Sure you feel all
right, Faith?” she added concernedly.

abs chuckled st the expression on
the other’s face. Clara Treviyn, one of
the rky, grinned, Bitter the look
whi Faith threw at .
doubly  bitter -becanse Faith was
wonderingbwhet.har it would be wise to
report Babs after all.

Miss Venn was very sirict on her
officors setting an example—end what
sort of an example was it to be reported
for being out of bounds_after gates had
been locked? Bhe could say, of course,
that she. had been trailing Barbara
Redfern, but supposing that Babs kept
uf this pose in front of Miss Venn and
allowed Miss Venn to think that Faith
was making another frivolous charge.

Five minutes later Miss Venn sent
for -her. She was not looking pleased
as she tnpsxed Piper's report which lay
upon her desk.

“] should like an explanstion of your
ahsence, Faith,” she said.

Taith bit her lip. Then she had
an idea. :
“Y—T'm sorry, Miss Venn, but—

but— Oh, I know I did wrong,” she
s?id. “hut—but 1 couldn’'t do anything
olse.”

“Where have you becn ¥

“To—to a place called Ivydene Cot-

e, Miss Venn.”
looked et her

he headmistress

‘h“’,il"y-

“#There—there is a woman there—
and—and a child.” Faith shook her
head. “The woman is in very poor
circumstances, I think, though she
hasn’t said anything to me about that,
of course. And the child, Miss Venn—
such a sweet miﬁa——{ou’d sim(rlf' adore
her if you could see herl An 'm sure
sho’s i l-dreadfullg iL>

Miss Venn stared.

“ And—and eo,” Faith gu_s;l)’ed “I-1
thought it my duty to help a .'ttfe, Misa
Venn I—] was drawing pictures for
the child, and—and I rather forgot tha
I'm sorry. 1 know it's against
" the rules—7"

But at that moment the hard festures
of Miss Venn softened.

_“T s0e.”  8he stood up. “In—in the
circumstances,” she said, “we'll aay
nothing more about it—but please,
Faith, do see that it doesn’t happen

her oousin—.

You are welcoma to go_to Ivy-
dene Cottege whenever you wish, but
please come and ask permission first.”
And she smiled and shook her head.
“You know, Faith, you Teally sre 8

dear girl”

F’n& smirked., Well, that was that.
It seomed that, by alterin_g her plans
and taking the credit for what Barbara
Redfern had done, shie had achieved
shrewd stroke.
return to Miss Venn's favour gave her
renowed ¢ renewed faith in
herself.

Babs is Wamned'!

went down to
the Commeon-room
’ presently, to find &
- _mde_raiale smount £
of noise com;ang m thﬁt
: spartment. Buoy the
. know that she was

onte agsin in Miss Venn's good books,

ghe b?ﬁiﬁd her way in. :
-ather exhilarating game of #Blind

Man’a Buﬂ;l’j wu_g rogress, £ odgin;

room was alive with laughing,

girls. Faith frowned. Vgell, she’d jolly

well Jet them seo who was captain.

“Qilence [* she cried,

Nobody took any notice.
«Qilenoe |” she eried again. “Bar-
bara Redfern |*

; :g:‘gh&:ops_‘lmN%arly_osughht me Bagsfl
aughed, j odging the arms
Beszie Bunter, who was the blind man.

“Look here—" yelled Faith.

“Say, move out of it?” Leila Carroll
cried _breathlessly, and bﬂ aocident
bar‘f‘ed into her, “Hallo, what
tred oni” | )

“That,” ¥aith hooted, © was my toe

“Ha, ila, hal”

“ Lock here——"

But nobody was looking there. If
Faith bad been utterly invisible she
could not have commanded leea atten-
tion. HBhe shriek but wag mnot
heeded. And finally, oain%her temper
sltogether, she strode into the middle of
the crowd. %

“Stop it I she yelled.

. Was 1t accident, or was it design? But
just at the same moment, Rosa Rod-
worth, pretendin% to duck under the
groping arms of blindfolded Bessie,
straighteued up with a jerk right under
Faith’s nose. She caught Faith in the

chest.

With a splufter and & yell Faith went
back, tripping over a foot and fa.llinﬁ‘liln
a sitting ition against a desk. a
desk shook. A bottle of red ink, care-
Tessly left on its surface, overturned.
And suddenly Fajth gave a farious
splutter A deluge of ink, shooting oud
of the bottle, cascaded over her head.

“Oh, my hatl Look here—" she

gaﬁed.

e Fourth did look thcre then, and
locking, went off into” a simultaneous
roar of mi Faith, sitting there,
furious. with red ink streaming down
certainly did look comic.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“(Oh, Faith, darling, do stop blush-

ing1” giggled June Merrett. “You

malke us feel quite embarrassed |”
“Ha, ha, hal”

. I: fierce fury Faith sprang to her
en

- *You cats!” che flashed out. “Bar-

bara Redfern, it's your fault! You're

egging them on to do this! You—you
—you—" And then, as another yell
of laughter swept through the room, she
bolted. Choking with fury, she rushed
up the stairs and almost hurled herself
mto Miss Venn’s room. Miss Venn,
dressed for going out, was just in the
act of putting on her gloves. She
jumped. »

)
Such a whole-hearted”

's that ¥ -

‘was her old self once more.
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“ Who—what—" she eried. *Gizl,
what is the matter? Have you out
yourself ¥* g

“ It—it’s me, Miss Venp,” Faith said,
calming down and beginning to sob

now,

“Good gracious! What bave you
e 3"“““’"& notbingi” ‘Faith
“I've done nothing-—~no al
anted. “It was th:a?i:k, Miss Venn—
ed by Barbars Redfern! They were
meking such a noise in the mon-
room that I tried to stop them. Then
they pushed me over, and somebody
emgtied is bottle of ink aver mel
But Barbaras Redfern weas the ring-

leader 1 she hooted, “Barbara—"

" «Yery well, Faith; I will deal with
Barbara.” iss Venn looked sterm.
“Go and clean yo ild. . M

3, 3
codnese! 1 wonder what this school
1s coming to? Boker,” she added
in answer to her , the page-bo’y
n.pM “gend Miss Redfern to me.’

wo_minutes laster Babs was shown
in, Miss Venn eyed her grimly.

“PBarbara, I demand an explanation
of your treatment of Faith.*
treatment?”  Babs blinked.
# 3iss Venn—"" -

“Phe treatment,” Miss Venn ground
out, “of the whole Form! jether
you instigated the asssult upon her or
not, Barbara, does not matter. .You
are the riugieader. Feith iz my ap-
pointed captain. 1 am aware, because
Ivmou once held that position, that you

ve no love for Faith; but I tell you
now, once and for all, that there shail
be a stop to this horseplay and hooligan-
ism where she is concerned.” *

“ But, Miss Veon—-" .

«ilence! I am talking.” Miss Venn
“I have
1ot called you here to argue, Barbara;
I have called you here to give you &
warning. 1 am awsare that there is
rebellion in the Fourth Form; I am
aware, Barbara, that you are its ring-
leader, Well "—and Miss Venn's eyes
glittered—*'it_has got to stop. ou
hear? And if it does not stop, Bar-
Lara, loth as I shall be to perform such
an unpleasant duty, I shall expel you.
Now go!” ‘

“But—but, pleaso, Miss Venn——""

“Go ! Miss Venn thundered.

And Babs. went—to break the news
of that warning to her angry Form-
mates. : .

In dormitory that night Faith again
endeavoured fo assort her sutberity by
ealling for order when lights were out
and the usual chatter commenced.
she received for her pains, however,
was a swipe from a pillow thrown by
some unseen hand,

Faith clenched her hands. All right,
let them wait! Her turn would come.

It did come. It came, surprisingly
enough, the very morning following.
Almost as soon as she was down from
dormitory she_ recoived an urgent
summons from Miss Venn.

And, going to the headmiatrese’ study,
she was surprised to discover Miss Venn
in_the sct of dressing for gaing out.
Miss Venn also had 2 small week-end
caso with her. Bhe looked rather pale
and frightfully worried Faith thought;
and when she spoke, it was with &an
underlying_ trace of agitation,

“Faith, I am_ gomg away—for a littlo
while,” she said. “] may be back
{o-night—or not until to-morrow. I do
not know.”

“Oh dear! I—I hope it is nothing
serions,” Faith simper

“It is & purely personal matter,
Faith,” said Miss Vemn.. During my
gl;agnc:h Miss B_}n-lhvant will, tai course,

in charge. expect_you to supporé
her. I also expoct you, Faith, to rel?:vo

b
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her of the worry of looking aifter the
Fourth Form out of class.” :

“0Oh, yes, Miss Venn1” :

- % Angd if,” Miss Veon-went on, “they
still Hemiah in this reckless rebellion
1 shall deal with them upon my return
—and particularly with Barbara Red-
 fern. Taith, you will make & note of
cvery girl who misbehaves, with & de-
scription of her offence. A note to this
effect, so that there shall be no mistake,
will be pinned on the board this morn-
“ing. Now," she added, "I must go.”

“Good-bye, Miss Venn, and—and
gaod luck {** Faith said.

Miss Venn nodded. She went off.
Taith gleefully looked after her. To
roign supreme and unchallenged for a
whole duy—-iperhaps more! Taith
hugged herself.

“And now, Miss Barbara Redfern,
won't I make you sit ui!” ghe vowed.
“Whoops! Wait till those cats read
the notico on the board. We'll see then
if they question my euthority !”

“Those cats” in due course did read ¥

the notice, but they did not sit up. To
Jraith's furious ' chagrin and disgust,
they seemed more amused than awed.

And at midday break, when Taith
strolled importantly into the Common-
room, her notepad in hand, she had &
taste of the Fourth's reaction.

Very strict, very frowning was Faith;
very heavily severe, and most obviously
enjoying the raspon'sibiliay of her posi-
tion. BShe frowned at Mabs, who was

talking to Babs.

%Mabel Lynn !" she rapped.

“Tht You talking to me?” Mabs
asked.

“T am! And jolly well be careful |”
Faith threatened. “You read the

notice on the board, didn’t you? You

know that I've orders to report you if
iﬂu don't behave. I want you, Mabel
nn, to clear out Attic No. 2 this

afternoon.”

“Vou want mel” gasped Mabs.,

“Those are my orders,” stated Faith.

“Yeah! And who are you?' sniffed
Leila Carroll. .

“1 am captain of the Form.”

“B8ay, don't kig yourself!” retorted

- the American junior.

“Ha, ha, ha!

“Yeila, I shall report you!” TFaith
gaid furiously, and wrote her name
down on the Ead. “ And I shall report
you, too, Mabel Lynn.”

“[ire ahead !” Mabs said scornfully,

“And, while you're about if, report
me!” Clara Trevlyn cried. *Tell Miss
Venn I ealled you a two-faced, sneak-
ing little rotter! Go on, write that
down !” -

“Ha, ha, hal”

«And tell her,” cried Janet Jordan,
“that I called .you a slimy snake-in-the-
grass| Go on, write that down Lh

“And tell her,” Diana Royston-
Clarke whooped, “that I chucked this
at you!” And smack! came a rubber.

And “Wow | went uE a vell from Faith
as it smote her on the cheek.

“Ha, ha, ha 1”

« And report me, begorrah, for aim-
ing %his chalk !” Bridget O'Toocle
roared.

d

“Yeos, rather! And me for chucking
the blackboard at youl”

“Whoops! And, you ean report me
for stunning you with the poker!”
gurgled June Merrett.

« Yool here—"" shrieked Iaith.

But everybody was laughing then;
the room was In an Uproar. Nobody
reelly meant their threats, of course,
but they wanted Faith to realise that
in voicing her threats she was raising
a horpets’ nest—and Faith was realis-
ing that.

(A duster sailed out of the blue, flap-
ping on her features. In the moment-

- bara, what is

ary blindness that followed somebod
snatched her .pad out of her hand.
Somebody else gave her a push towards
the door; and when Faith came to
herself she 2
dor, furious and quivering, minus her
notepad, and with the door locked upon

her. . :
“You cats!” shrieked Faith. *“You
awfal hooligans] Open this rotten
door 1" .
“Faith I” cried a shocked voice, and
Miss Bullivant came rustling down the
corridor.- “Really! For ons who 18
supposed to set an example you are
beiaving rather abominablyl What is
the matter?”’ .
“They—they chucked me ont!” Faith
panted,.j “Barbara Rediern and her

“Chucked? Tut!” Miss Bullivant,
disliking slang, frowned. But she
rapped on the door, and it was opened
jmmediately by Babs herself. *Bar-
i is Faith tells me about

pou 7

“Me?” Bebs asked.

«Faith declares you have thrown her
out of the Common-room, She blames
you, Barbara,”

“Then,” Mabs said quickly, “she’s
telling fibs, Miss Bullivant. . Babs i3
not to blame. Thae whole Form is to
blame.” .

“Tndeed! And I should like to
know,” Miss Bullivant said frigidly,
“how long the Form hes had authority
to teke the law into its own hands.”

“Miss Bullivent, we're not taking
the law into our ¢wn hands,” said Babs

nickly., ©But we just don’t like Faith

shton, and we just don’t regard her
as captain. I'm sorry. We don't mean
any disrespect to you or to Miss Venn,
but we've vowed not to obey Faith, and
we won’t obey Faith.” ]

“She ought to be expelled for talking
like that!” cried Faith.

“ Faith, please be silent1” Miss Bulli-
vant bit her lip. But as she gazed over
the earnest faces in front of her, as she
read the detcrmination in those faces,
sha Fauaed. “Very well,” she said
quietly. “I am sorry, but you give me
no alternative but to report this to Miss
Yenn., Faith, I really think you had
better come with me,” she added.

“But Miss Venn told me—" howled
Faith.

“1 rengiy think,” Miss Bullivant re-
torted stiffly, “you had better come with
me, just the same. I will be answerable
for all my own orders to Miss Venn.”

Faith scowled. She flashed s look of
hate at the grinning Fourth Form. But
she went off, and in Miss Bullivant’s
study savagely listened to a mild lec-
ture on how to use authority for the
maintenanco of discipline.

Later, strolling in the quadrangle

just before dinner, she heard a timid
voice. Round swung Faith.
_ A woman, her face earnest, entreat-
ing, stood there—a woman whose face
was vaguely familiar. It took Faith a
second to place it, and then she gave
a start.

For it was the occupicr of Ivydene
Cottage.

“What do you want?” TFaith asked
rou%hly.

“J—1 want a girt. I—I don’t know
her name.” The woman shook her head.
“A girl of about ﬁour age, miss—but
with dark hair. The only thing I can
tell you about her, I'm afraid, is that
she does exquisite drawings.”

Faith scowled jealously. She would
have known immedistely, even if she
had not already heen aware of Babs’
friendship with Mrs, Randall, to whom
the woman referred.

“ And who,” she asked, “are you?”

“My name’s Randall—Mrs, Randall,

found herself in the corri--

. the shout, hurried

By Hilda Richards *!
1 live ai Ivydene Cottage. Please——"
the woman said, and then broke off with

a little-cry. “Why, there is the girll”

she eried:  “-Miss—migg——r"

And excitedly she-waved

her arms as

Babs, - accompanied by Mabs, came . I

down the school steps. :
. Faith scowled again. Babs, hearing
up. - :

“Why, Mrs. Randall” she cried.

“QOh, miss, I—] had to come to see
you!” . Randall faltered. “Bome-
thing dreadful has happened——" .

-“Joyce?” Babs questioned quickly.

“Yeos. 8She—she——" The woman gave
g choked sob, “Oh dear! I—I think
she’g——*’ ) :

“And I think,” ¥aith broke in
roughly, “you'd better geot out of here!
It’s like your cheek,” she added, with
a glower at Babs, “to bring your
common friends into the school
grounds! Who gave you permission to
come -in, anyway?” .

“Faith, you awful thing—" indig-
nantly began Babs.

“I am sorry,” Mrs. Randall said
quietly, and looked queerly at Faith.
“T never thought of asking permission.
I sep you are captain,” she added. '

Faith blinked.

“Well, what's that fo do with you?”

“Nothing.” The woman shook her
head. *But perhaps—perhaps~——" 8he
gazed at Babs. “Oh, please, could we
ta%k dsomewh'ere—out in the lane?” she
asked.

Furious the look Babs darted towards
Faith. PBut she was more concerncd
then to hear the mews of little Joyece.
She gave the woman her arm gnd
gently led her down to the gates, while
Faith watched, sheering grin upon
her face. ‘

Once in the lame, however, Mrs.
Randall faced Babs desperately.
“Miss—miss—>" she faltered. *I—

I've got to ask you. Joyco—she's very
ill. The—the local doctor is at a loss.
We are having & London specialist—"
“QOh my hat!” breathed Babs. :
“Joyce is constantly agking for you.
The doctor .says, if she sees you, it may
help her.”
Babs thought swiftly.
::%Vﬂl”tt do if I come along to-night?”
es.

“Very well.” Babs drew a decp

breath.  “I-I'll get away” she
promised. “Expect me somewhere
about ten

¢ :‘l?‘}']’ thank you. You—you won't
ai

“No, I won’t fail.” And Babs’ lips
compressed grimly as she looked back
at the figure of Faith. “I promise you,
whatever happens, I won't fail.”

Thanks to Babs, But—

OR the_very first time

: since Miss Venn had

instituted the new

schedule of times,

Barbara Red fern, that

i night, had cause to_be

grateful that Miss Venn

had decided that the whole school
should go to bed an hour carlier.

It was half-past nine—an hour after

the Fourth Form’s bed-time—when “she

gat up in the darkness of the dormi-

tory.

She had made her plans. Mabs, just
in caso of accidents, would keep watch
while she was away, and in the un-
likely event of anything untoward hap-
pening, would try to cover up her
absence.

Bhe rose now, gazing towards Mabs'
bed, Her whisper, low breathed, came
to her chum’s cars,

{Continued on page [4)

]



ISN’T it dreadfu! having to go out late
ot night in thin party elothes when
you're a really chilly person ?

Your Patricia was invited to & part
the other evening—at my rather-ric
friend Esmee's house. 8o, a8 you can
imagine, I had to look my v t.

Yetb I didn’t want to arrive frozen.

Father drove me over in the family car
—and if there are any cars with more
draughte in then ours, I'd like to meet
them. {Incidentally, father will never close
his driving window. He likes it open so
that he can make all the oorrect signals—
evan on & black, black gight.)

* You must wrap u ell, Pat dear,”
mother eaid to me,

I agreed.

Bo finally your Patricia set off looking
lbiketa croes between Dracula and & rag

ag |

I wore my best evening dress and silver
shoes, and over this my velvet evening

cape.,
g: far, so good—and smaxrt.

® Well Wrapped Up

Then mother insisted I should wear her
fur coat over my cape, so this was slipped
over my shoulders.

Next, since my throat ia inclined to be
a tender part of me, I wore a vivid yellow
 pixie hood * and scarf combined. (Like
the one I told you how to make, you
remember.)

Finally, there were my shoes to be
consideted. The precious things wounld

t wet in my leap from the car to

Cemee's front door.

8& tcwer these went my brown snow

If you can imagine the picture I mads,
you'll realise how comio Iplooked.

But at least I was warm.

I must say 1£_I émte * morals ? to
storyettes m . But there is just &
tiny ome to tﬁ: if you'll please forgive it.

That is, do keep warm and on

. every le oceasion this weather—
even if it does mean you don't lock quite
a8 smart a8 you had meant to, This

ing warm is the only way of preventing

ilis and eolds whick can make you—and

the whole family, not to mention your
{riende—feel so miserable.

And if you should be unlucky enou%h
to get a cold, remember that one of the
finest eures is to drink lashings of water or
lemon or orange juice—hot-for preference.

@ Exira Warm

While we're in this snug-making mood,
- here's a very attractive and cosy woisteoat

o

THE - SOHOOLGIRL

- HOURS

As you all know, PATRICIA is your very own friend—
young enough to understand all schoolgirl joys, yet old
enough to be helpful and wise over schoolgirl problems.
- She wriles for you week by week
you of her own doings, of things to do and things fo ialk

in these pages, telling

you could make yoursellf to protect
chest-boxes on windy daysd, mA)Or
you could make it for a small brother
or sister who spends a lot of time cut
of doors.)

It ia made from an old scarf, or from
a strip of woolly material about thirty-six
inches long and X
seven inches wide.

You must fold
it in half and join
two of the aides
with _overstitching
for part of the way,
ns shown in the
pieture.

Then sew the
ends of the scarf
on to a strip of
material long
enough to tie around the waist,

Just the thing to wear under your
winter coat ! i .

@ Quite Brainy'

. I wonder if you know this fireside
Woe played it over Christmas with
great success.

You give each }Jlayer a pencil and
paper and then tell them to write down
the following :

£ s d
THE KING X
A BOY'S NAME
A ROYAL EMBLEM
NORTH AND S0QOUTH
A LEATHERWORKER
FOUR ARMS OF THE LAW
Total 1 610}
Now, under the £ 8, d. the

players must give each item on the list
a value in cash, so that the amounts add
up to the total given—£1 68. 104d.

The players will possibly puzzle over
this a long time. If they lock completely
blank, then you may give them one clue,

Say to them :

“ A favourite boy’s name is Bob, isn't
it ?

%f lgh?t doesn’t make thl:am B:ﬁauaaNtbat
a bob (shilling) goes to tho Boy’s Name
item—well, it j)o y well should,

ﬁter thet it is not too d.iﬂimz]bl.)

e King is a sovereign (£1).
Boy's Name is Bob (ls.).
Emblem is & crown (ba). North and
Bouth are two far things (two farthings
or & ha'pe
A Leatherworker is a tatmer (6d.). Four
Arms of the Law are four * coppers:

(“a).
All those, added up, make £1 Ge. 10d.,
you see.

The

You may remember that some time ago

about—all in that charming way so typical of her.

A Royal

—not so oasy, that ome.)

I gave you two sentences which read the
same backwards ss forwards. ** Able wes
I ero I saw Elba,” was one of them,
credited to Napoleon, -

Now & very nice reader has sent me
two more sentences, which I must pasa on

to you.

‘“Egad, a base tone denotes a -bad
age,” ia one, which I think is very good,
even though sach word is not complete in
itself when reading backwards, as it.is in
Napoleon's,

e other is in Latin—which you clever
cnesa will like, I'm sure.

* Roma ibi tibi sedes ibi tibi amor,"”
it puns, and makes the same sentence
backwards as well.

Now, of courss, you'll want to know
what that means. So with memories of
school Latin, I make it, ** Rome i3 your
home and Rome ig your love,” though
that is translaiing rather frecly, for
** gedes "' can mesn so many things.

It was Joan Lomas who sent me these
(though mnot_the trenslation), so thank
you, Joan. I'm sure my readers will
love to add them to their collection of
backwards and forwards sentences.

@ Walnut Novelties

Are you very expert at cracking walnuts
so that the shells don't break ?

If o, you eimply must try making
this llitt.tis pincushion and thimblo case to
mateh.

The pincushion is made from one half
of a shell. Get a small ecirele of silk
material, gather it around the edge, and
then stuff -it with bran, sawdust, or
frayings of cotton.
Then glue this into
the shell,

The thimble case
to match is made
from a_complete
ghell, You bore a
hole at the edges
of each h:ii)' (af..i\ n
Diagram , then
tie them togeth;r

as m .
Fasten the halves
together with a . i
piece of ribbon snd tie with a bow,
(Or the cord from a Christmas card
would look very sweet.) .

As a finishing touch, painbd the inside
of the shell any pretty colour you like—
end the outside, too, if you like, I can
just imagine @ gold ocutgide with a pink
mside, can't you ?

Your friend,

By

e———
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FRAGRANT AS A FLOWER jiii§

One of the secrels of a schoolgirl's charm is fragrant dainliness,
And kere Patricia iells you how to guard this in the winter time.

DON‘T ou think f is a lovely
comp' ent to be called ** flower-
like ** ?

. It conveys so much more, somehow,

- ithan a pretty mouth, or sunshiny hair,

It suggests the and sweetness
of sarly.morning déw—and the fragrance
of spring flowers.

And, best of all, it is something that we
can all soguire, -

The firat seeret of this fragrance is—
cleanliness. W

There is nothing like a warm bath every
single morning for starting the day right.
It gives you such a wonderful feeling of
frechness and deintiness. .

But, of course, this isn't ‘possible for
aoll of youn, I know—for kitchen boilers can
be stubborn, and hot water isn't wa;
‘on tap,’” Imstead, you have to
content with en early.morning wash

orning .
But this should bs a tonie, too, livening '

you up for the day. -

Avoid that * lick and a promise " at
all costs, and make your first sglash in the
morning a good * wash down " ; slipping
your vest {or whatever you wear up top)
right off your shounldors, so that you don’t
s0il your undies with the soapy face-
flannel,

Rinse off all the scap carefully and
then eplash your face with cold water
to bring the colour to your cheeks (and
to close the pores so that blackheads are
kopt pt bay). .

MOUTH FRESHNESS

Bweet-amelling breath is alsc essential
to that nce we admire so much,
If yours isn’t all it should be, Perhapa
that is because you require a little ** dose.'”
Or it may be bad teeth, so do resolve to
have these examined re y.

They should be serubbed every single
morning after your * wash-down" or
your bath, of course, using a dry, stiff
toothbrush on which is your favourite
powder or paste. ;

If you rinse your mouth out after thia
in warm water te which you've added a

pinch of salt, it will feel all fresh and new .

sin-—another item on your programme
of fragrance,

WHITE TIPS

Clean fingernails sound 'much too
obvious to be mentioned, I know—yet
they cannot be ignored, fer they do matter
so much to a schoolgirl’s appearance.

Berubbing them does cleanss them, of
coursa. But, oh, how quickly they get
grubby again,

This can be remedied very incon-
spicucusly, if you earry just one orange
stick around with you in your school
purse noarﬂ satc}llm!. Presa this st.mk'sk under
your 5 when you see specks appear,
and thawmu}wayubeimm!ate.p

good idea is to dig your nails
into the cake of soap each time you wash
our hands, The naila will keep clean
much longer then, you’ll find,

COOL AND FRESH'.

Hot and sticky hands and feet are
generally thought to be summer problems
only. Yet with extra-warm clothing,
thieker stockings and gloves, they can be
winter worries aa well,

If your feet do causze you some frowns
even in winter time, then frequent foot-
baths are for you.

To wash them thoroughly in hot water
to which some bath aau-sa-cologne (that's
the cheap variety) or mat‘l:ilf!sted spirits
has been added, is wonderfully bracing.

A dusting over with taleum powder,
boracie powder, or ordinery powdered
starch when they are is another little
trest for your feet that will prevent
‘* stickiness " and tiredness.

B Sidnguton, WALLY BV sooGoRd

e85 N ), ey get ho .
Ang this treatment is A icularly vnluab{e
when you know you have a hard day in
front of you et school. For there is
nothing like a test paper or an exam to
make gome girls’ handa get so clammy that
they can hardly hold a pen in comfort.

SILKY HAIR

Hair also can apoil 'a schoolgirl’s
fragrance if she isn't careful, It 1 so
easy, especially thia weather, to put off
wﬂ:!inmglbformemfewdayaoraweek.
because it's too cold to trot up to the
bathroom

So if you do have o put off your hair.
washing for any good reason at all, you
muapmakeugaiwitinmeotha;ymy.

Give your hair a good ing with
a bay rum tenie, brush this well into
the roots. Then rub it hard with a dry
towel all over. The worst of the grease
will be removed this way, you'll find, and
your hair will look almost aa soft and silky
as if it were newly shampooed. :

Instead of bay rum $onip, you could use
powdered starch. This-4s marvellous for
absorbing greass. The only thin% about
this ia that you bave to brush end brush
and afterwards to remove the
Covich, Pub o Is ths brodhiog which s
greyish, But it is which is
the dry-cleaning treatment, so, of course,
it can’t be skimped over.

e e o o
, you gho wil

juet o little bath eaun.de-Cologne. Brush

1t in, and then press your waves into place,

Your hair will lock sweet after this,
and also have just that extra hint of
fragrance which is so much envied end
admired

—are this attractive blotter and useful bowl
for stonding bulbs in. =

ERE are two * treasures * that you
can make, to use up those beautiful
cards you had at Christmas,

The first is & very eemsible bilotter,
which would be very useful in the bureau
at home, I'm guite sure.

You will require & sheet of cardboard
measuring about 12 inches by 18. Fold
down the centre, so that it makes two
covers, snd then glue pretty paper over
the inside and over the back cover,
(Perhaps you've saved laomo f
wrappings irom ydur parcels that would
do this attractively.) e

Now on the front, glue the gayest of
Eour oards, arranging them so that one

ts enugly againgt the other, and cutting
and trimming them if necessary. e

Cut sheets of blotting paper to go ingide
the blotter, holding thia in position with
& piece of cord or gold or silver ribbon.

A CHEERY FLOWERFOT
The other idea should please you who
have some bulbs you have actually grown

fanay .

yourself in a flower pot. For you can
make this decorative case to go around it.
ea.rcdlg mseanh xiaoo mﬂ malle:
[ T

at the bottom than at the top. n join
them together with big overstitching m &
bright oolour, as shown in the piature.

e pot will then stand in this, and
very cheerful it will look, tool -

FOR THE KIDDIES
Even after mah‘ngbme or both of these
novelties, quite postibly you will still have
some cards over, and you conld cut them up
the small members of the famil

8 su .
on the mantelpiece, '

The cords and bowa and tesels from
tho coards can be saved for purposes.
They - make belts for-. *" dresses,
and bows for very tiny shoom, :




14 “Rebellion in the Fourth!”
(Continued from page 1)

4 Mabs, I'm goings®” - - =
»#0.K.1” Mabs sai % Good luck,
Beba! Be careful, though, Il keep an

.. eye on things.” .

“Babs nodded. She rose, dressing in
the darkness. In.the far corner of the
room, however, Faith Ashton heard that
whispered conversation, and Faith’s
eyes gleamed. So Babs was %&)mg out |

abs was breaking bounds | here was
she going? For what purpose?

Faith meant to find out. .

Slowly she also rose. When Babs tip-
toed past ber bed she slipped out after

her. .

She watched as Babs made towards
the head of the staire. Then, just &s she
was about to follow, she paused.

The whir of -a telephone-bell, rirging
insistently, came to herwears. .

The bell, as Faith could tell immedi-
ately, came from Miss Venn's study.

8t €Vell, bother it 1" thought Faith.

She stepped out after Barbara Red-

ONE GOOD RESOLUTION

[ Faith

indeed, thank »  gushed.
“The-only trouble I have had is with
Barbara dien. b, by the way,

Miss Venn, please do keep a look-out
for dear Barbara-on your way homé,
will tF;m,?” : .

[ - . . . =

“Because, Mizz Venn, Barbara is qut
of bounds, you know,” Faith said, with
& forced ring of regret in her voice.

There came an exclamation from the
other end of the wire.

“Vou mean she has broken out of
school—at this time of night?” .

“T'm sorry to say ko, but yes, Miss

enn.” . .

“Then,” Miss Venn said grimly,
“this is the end. 1 warned Barbara
before I went away what would happen.
1 shall expel hor.” . .

“0h, bur, Miss Venn—" Faith said
dramatically, and grinned as there camo
a metallie click from the other end of
the line.

« And that, I think, cooks your .geose,
Miss Barbara Redfern 1” she mutrmured,
hanging up the receiver. “PBut just to
make everything sure T think 'l go and

it is not too

—to read al FOUR numbers of
The
SCHOOLGIRLS’ OWN
., ~-LIBRARY

every month . during 1939, You are
certaly_td-mske sure of getting the
superb bookdength story of the early
dventures of your CIifi House
avourites, which comprises one of

& each month’s issues, of course, but

as absorbing in their own way.
The JANUARY Cliff House story,
No. 664, 15 shewn on the right.
' "Here are brief dofalls of the others:

% No. 685

No. 666.
No. 667.

« |f Her School Friends

4

X ‘rou'll find the other three numbers
ust i

“ Not Fit for Morcove,” an early exploit of Béity
Barton & Co., by Marjorie Stanton.

« Stelia and the Sheik of Mystery,”” by Renee Frazer,

SLGTRLS OWN |jggapy

Only Knew,” by loan Inglesant.

fern. But again the whir of the bell die-
tracted her “attention.  Obyiously no-
bedy was in Miss Venn's study. Should
she answer the bell? For o moment
Faith fought between her ingrained
curiosity and her hatred of Babs. Well,
never mind Babs, Babs was out in any
q?sg. She turned her steps towards the
study,

Reaching it, she switched on the light,
and, picking up the receiver, jumped as
Miss Venn’s voice came to her ears.

“Why, Miss Venn 1” Faith eried.
“Thig ia Faith. I beard the bell ring-
ing from the dormitory.”

Thank you, Faith! All the same,
sou should not have come out of your
dormitory.  Btill, never mind. {Nill
gou tell Miss Ballivant that I shall be

gck somewhere about midnight, and
should ke my housekeeper to prepare
me a cold supper 1”

“Yes, Miss Venn.

“How have you been getting on
Faith1” ¥ geling oh

“Oh, very well, Miss Venn—very well

lock you out. Meantime, Faith, old
girl, keep an eyo on Mabel Lynn."
With a smile she crept downstairs.
The lobby window, which Babs had left
unlocked against her return, she
securely fastened.
_ Returning to the dormitory, she slid
in softlfl at the door. Then, with hardly
o rustle, she crept into bed. Mabs,
dozing at the far end of the room, heard
that rustle, but dismissed it only as the
action of some girl turning in her sleep.

€6 Torce! Jouce, it’s Aunty Fairy!
Look at me!”

Babs spoke in barely a whisper.

Mis. Randali sobbed softly. The local
doctor lookéd with anxious eyes at the
deathly white face of the child in the
cob. The great speoialist, who had just
arrived from London, pursed his lips as
first he glarced at his watch and then
at the face of the hardly breathing child.
He rodded to Babs a3, worried-eyed,
she looked at him.

THE SCHOOLGITL

“Try agein,” he urged. “Try egain,
Everything depends upon rallying her
pow. -IF she does not-rallf—" °

“ Joyce'!” Babs whispered.  Joyce—
dear Joyce—it's Aunty Fairy—Aunty
Fairy with some new pictures. Jayce,
lock 1” .she cried, and then held her
breath as the child’s eyes flickered ever
so little, as her. pale lips twitched.
“ Joyee 1" she ciied.

A eecond’s most
only sound in t
Randall’s sobbing.

With brimmicg eyes, Babs gazed
down at the little one. Would she euc-
ceed? Could she rally her from this
gleep which the specialist said would be
her last unless she was roused? As
Joyce sank back, Babs caught her arm,
at the same time rustling the sketch-
Look she_had bronght with her.

“ Joyce, lock—lock —H u mxt 5 -
Dumpty 1 she said. *‘Joyce, tell Aunty
I*‘airly what you want her to draw for
you L

‘Another silence; but the words, hali-
broken though they were, must have
penetrated to the child’s brain. She
twisted a little, and a sigh came from
the pallid lips. Then suddenly, with
the -utmest surprise, the big blue eyes

ﬂmgnant gilence. The
e room was Mrs.

opened. 'Chey fastencd upon Babs.
“ Aunty Fairy |’ Joyee whispered.
“ Aunty Fairy—oh, Aunty Fairy, love

vou! I have had such a d’cam, Aunty
Fairy! Cuddle me!l” -

« Joyce I Babs cried, and, her voice
quivering, slipped bher arm round the
little one. “Joyce—Joyee 1

« Aunty Fairy,” Joyce said, “enddle
me! Aunty Fairy, Joyce happy now.
Don’t leave me, Aunty Fairy—p'case I

The epecielist smiled; the doctor
turned his head away. Mrs. Randall
looked at the specialist, and then Lroke
down and violently sobbed, ms, with a
smile, he nodded. The crisis was past.

“_Donr—-dear Aunty Fairy!” Josce
whispered, and clung to Babs.

Babs gulped, hardl believing now
that the miracle had gap ened. Joyce
sighed again, contentedly snuggled
against her, and then slowly fell mto
ihe first real sleep she had enjoyed for
hours and honrs. ‘The specialist nodded.

“Excuse me & moment.” THe came
over and made s rapid examination of
the Little patiert. “That is what I
wanted to happen,” he said. “That is
what I hoped for. She's asleep now—a
real sleep. When she wakes you’'ll find,
Mrs. Randell, she is much better. And
vou, my dear "—he gazed at Babs—
“yau, I do not know how we shall ever
thank you.” .

“J—7 did nothing ! Babs stuttered.

“You saved her life,” the specialist
said. “If it had not been for you, I am
thinking, there would have been &
different, tale to tell, The child’s mind
was just full of you when she fell into
the coma. It required your voice, and
yours only, to rouse her from it. Can
you sec her again to-morrow ™

“ Ves,” Babs said woarily.

“ And oh, miss "—Mrs. Randall stood
in front of her—*“miss, I—1 can never,
never thank you!” she cried.

Bals smiled. She put her arm round
the woman, and for & few moments Mrs.
Randall sobbed on her shoulder. Then,
with a look at little Joyee, now slecping
peacefully, she turned.

“1_-T must get back,” she mumbled.

She went out, glad for. what ghe had
done, glad to feel the fresh, cold air of
the night again With her thoughts
full of little Joyee, and still with some
anxiety et her heart, she made her way
back to school. Thank goodness that
was over. Thank goodness all was well
now. If little Joyce had died—

8he shuddered.
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‘And then, reaching the lobby window,
,_:ge started back. For the window, when
- ‘'she pushed, would not budge,

t was latchied on' the inside. Bome-
one had locked her out!

_' Miss Venn's Bombshell!

AT !
: Mabel Lynn, hali-
;]{)zmg. jerked in

A uil . consciousnass
with a start. What was
4 that?

Tap, tap!

Mabs sat up. She looked at her
wrist-watch. Five to twelve. Goodness,
Babs was not back yet! The taps again
—this time from the direction of the
window, Somebody outside was throw-
mingrave]. : ‘

a flash the bedclothes had gone
back, and Mabs, standing up, peered
through the window.

Then she jumped.

“Babs!"” she muttered.

Babs it was—standing below in a
patch of moonlight, apparently locked
out. -

Out of bed Mabs jumped, never
realising that from the farthest corner
of the room, the eyes of Faith Ashton
were watching lher. Quickly =zhe
lxgnti]ed out of theﬂ room, andhat L] éan-d
o L] age flung up the window
there. éh& stared dovm.l:|

“Bnbn____”

“0Ob, Mabs, thank goodness! I say,
somebody has locked the lobby win-
dow! Can you let me in through the
servants’ entrance?” -

“TlIl be down,” Mabs promised.
“Wait for me at the servants’ door.”

She drew down the window. Again
she did not see Faith Ashton, who had
come to the dormitory door, who was
now speeding back along the corridor

in the direction of the servants’
quarters. .
Breathlessl Mzbs hurried, and,

negotiating the stairs, found herself in
the dark, winding passage which con-
nected the wervants’ rooms with the resi
of the school. ‘

Past Mrs. Carcy’s room she hurried
in pitch darkness. She had nearly
reached the end of the corridor when a
hissing voice came from behind her.

Mabs halted, turned. :

And them—what happensd? Mabs
did not_see her assailant in the dark-
ness. But somebody, reaching out of
that darkness, hurled herself at her.
'Bhe veceived one fierce. push in the
back, and reeled round. Somethin
crashed into her back, and Mabs felt
the edge of a table.

Too late, realising what had hap-
pened, she rushed forward. Her
desperately groping fingers encountered
smooth woodwork. Somebody—and i$
was not hard to guess who—had pushed
her into this room and closed the deor.

And Faith, scurrymg back along the
corridor, gave a chuckle, paused for a
moment to peer through the window,
and then gave a delighted cry. ,

For, coming up the drive, was Miss
Venn’s car,

Babs, waiting at the servants’ en-
trance, would not see that—until it was
too late. What hope now for Barbara
Redfern—caught red-handed?

Babs, meantime, guessing nothing of
what had happened, was standing anxi-
ously by the servants’ door. Mabs was
a long time, she reflected—but with her
utter confidence in Mabs, she did not

worry. No doubt Mabs was having
some diffculty in getting out of ihe
dormitory, s reflect: me girl

awake, perhaps—some mistress snoop-
ing round.

Two—threa minutes went by, Then,
at last, she breathed relievedly. '

Ah1 Foetsteps coming down the
passage ipside.

B8he braced herself. A key turned in
the lock. The door opened. Babs
chuckled.

“Mabs—good old M——" she began, .

and then froze.

For it was not Mabs who had opened
the door. It was—

Miss Venn herself! .

And behind Miss Veun, Babs had a
glimpse _of the eneering, triumpliant
faca of Faith Ashton,

. ““And so,” Miss Venn rumbled, “this
i3 how you behave when my back is
turned, Barbara Redfern1 This is how
you heed my warning! I gave you

your chanee—and this ie what you make fi

of it! Go, miss—go to your dormitos
at once! And to-morrow,” she added,
in grinding tones, ‘‘to-morrow, at
Assembly, I shall expel you{”

By Hilda Richards 5
you're expelled this morning, then the
whole Form's going to kick up a fuss!”

Babs looked up wearily.

“But, Clara, what’s the good {”

“We mean it!"” Clara retorted, and
the others nodded. .

Asgembly bell rang, PBracing -them-
selves, the chums went. Babs, with
Mabs almost in tears, tramped off, too.

Miss Venn was already there. Her
eyes fixed immediately upon Babs, and,
to Babs astonishment, she called her
out at once. ]

“Barbara, this way! Faith, I want
you, tool” ‘

Babs moved forward. Faith, a lofty
smile on her face, darted her u dagger-
like glance of triumph as she tripped
forward to obey. ifta Venn’s eyes
ckered from one to the other, and the
school, grimly prepared for the worst,
becams glowenn(ﬁ}y silent,

‘“Barbara Rediern, you know why
you are herai”

“# AND so," Miss Venn rumbled, ‘* this is how you behave when my back

is furned, Barbara Redfern |
is what you malke of it | "’
succeeded

“Bus, 1T wasn’t my fault! I tried to
get to you, but that cat Faith
wag—"

. Babs nodded miserably as Mabs spoke
in Study No. 4, | <

It was the folliowmi morning. It was,
in fact, five minutes before Assembly.

The glum-faced group which sur-
rounded Barbara Redfern in her study
locked blankly at each other.

For everybody knew now—and the
school was ringing with the news.
Barbara Redfern, caught by Miss Venn
last night out of bounds, was gaing to
be expelled.

And the whole school knew, thanks to
a pessionate outburst by Mabs, that
Faith Ashton was the cause of the
expulsion.

“And so,”. Clara Trevlyn eaid, be-
tween her tecth, “that was her game,
Babs. She wanted to get you out of it.
There was anly one way of getting you
out of it—that was to sea you kicked
ont. Well, we're not standing for it.
None of us are standing for it. If

I gave
Faith smilefltrium
This was the end for Babs ]

chance—and this

you your
At last she had

tly.

Babs bit her lip,

“Yes,” she said, in a low voice,

“You know,” Misse Venn went on,
“that you are guilty of an offence pun-
isheble by expulsion. Last mghta?a!
midnight, you wers out of bounds, ¥You
were reported b%hFaith here a3 baing
out of bounds. ore had you been?’

Babs was silent,

“ Barbarg—

“J—X am eorry, Miss Venn, but I
prefer not_to say!” Babs blurted. -
" Probably went to a dancel” Faith

sneered. .

‘' Faith, silence, please!® Miss Venn
spoke sharply. *Barbars, why do you
refuse to say?” . g

“Well, be-becauss I don’t wint to
say |” Barbara said. - ]

“Very well. Perhaps,” Miss
said, “we can get at the truth in some
other way Faith, I believe yoti told nie
a few days ago that you werb hélping a
woman and her child at -Iv;dena

ottage 1
Faith blinked.

Venn




16 “Rebellion in the Fourth!”

S “"%g:s. Miss Venn,”
& t1* cried Mabe, “Miss Venn,

that isn't truel It was—"

.. “Mabel, please be silent! I am con-

ductiog this investigation! Is this true,

Faith” =gtk .

“Yes,” Taith said boldly.

. “Thank you!® Miss Venn nodded.
«] asked ‘you.that fact because it 1is
rather peculiar that when this woman—

rs. Randall—came here yesterday, you

turned her out of the school I”

Taith flushed. -

“Well, I—I had my duty to_do.”

“But ﬁou insist that you have been
helping her all the time?” i

“Yes, of course,” Faith raid, with &
“dure-to-deny it look at Babs.

But Mabs could stand it no longer
then. 8he jumped up. .

“Miss Venn, it's & £b!” she cried.
#&he jolly well— . .

“ Hilence 1" Miss Venn cried.” * Silence
Well,” she added, when a tense silence
had been secured, “there is only one
way—one very easy, way—of finding out

“ the truth—betausé, you sec;” she added,
with s smile, " Mrs. Band'a.ll, who has
been helped, is my sister | It was I who
weat to London to fetch a specialist for
her child {” R

‘Sensation  then! While the school
muttered, Faith paled, and Babs stared
in amazement, Miss Venn went on

calmly:
“Mrs. Randall has told me all about
this wonderful girl who has risked

ision to go to the

Eunishment and ex .
rc;lp ofI o saved that child’s

her_ohilslww
ifal 7 Mi
will have Mrs. Randall’s own identifica-
tion of her helperl” 8he turned.
“Celia 1” she called. .

The curtains. parted, and from behind
them came—Mrs. Randall | '

And, without waiting for Miss Venn
to speak, she lifted a hand and pointed
at_Barbara.

Faith went white. For a moment she
almost seemed to sag. :

And then, as the significance of that
little scene burst upon the school, a
whole-hearted cheer rolled through the
Hall. Girls were cheering:

“Babs, Babs, Babs!” Miss Venn was
talking, but Miss Venn for once was not
even heard. “Babs, Babs, Babs I”

“It's a lic—a lie}” Faith shrieked
wildly, “I—I—"

“Rilence I Miss Venn turned con-
temptuously upon Faith. *Faith,” she
gaid, “I am glad I have found you out!
You have joked with me—you have
deceived me! Clearly enough I-see that
now. Thanks to my sister—until yester-
day I did not know she was in the
district—] have been enlightened.
Through you, Faith, I deprived Bar-
bara of her captaincy, and Clars of
hers. I am not toc proud to admit in
front of the school that I have been
foolish [

“Hurrah! Three cheers for Miss
Venn |* shrieked Babs.

“But,” Miss Venn added, while Faith
stared, white-faced, *thank goodness, it
is not too late to rectify my mistakes!
Faith, stand forward I

Faith, tottering at the knees, stepped

forward. Miss Venn stretched out &
hand and ripped off her badgea
“That, Faith, is the end of your cap-

taincy 1" she said sternly. “If I were in
s less benevolent mood, I should expel
you! I am sorry that I ever listened
to you or was deceived by your advicel
My association with this school has
shown me that, after all, I was wrong
personally to elect a captain|
“To-night,” Miss Venn announced—
“to-night, girls, you will return to the
old routine, pnc{ rom now henceforward
will elect your own captain. Meantime *

iss Venn cried, “we’

~—she paused—" meant_ix.z;_e.. Barbara Red-

fern will offieiatd 1”

What a cheer at that! Then:

.“ And, Barbara,” Miss Veunn added
fently, “] am excusing you morning
essons to go back to Ivydene Cottage
with my sister and nurse. little Joyce
sgain. 1 hope, my dear, on your return
that yon will have lunch with me.”

Babs flushed. Babs glowed. Faith,
looking stunned, went bagk to her
place. What cheers then | What a roar!
And what jubilance at ClLff House!
And that night what a slamming-victory
for Barbara Redfern when the result of
the election became known! The rules
of Cliff House elections were so framed
that the ex-captain must enter her name

in the list against the new candidate.

"~ All Junior School voted, and the result

of the election was:

One hundred and sixteen votes for
Barbara Redfern; 6ne for Faith Ashton.

What a howl then!

And what a larger howl when Faith,
having discovered that Brenda Fallace
was the one who had voted for her, went
into the Common-room, and, with some
idea of making a gracious gesture, said
to Brenda:

% (Oh, Brenda dear, thank you for your
vote |”

Brenda glared at her.

“Don’t talk to mel” she eaid. “I
made s mistake! I put a cross against
the wrong name on my ballot paper (”

HOUSE

— WONDERFUL MOMENTS OF SPEED——
AND EXCITEMENT FOR THE CLIFF

WITH BABS&C |

Thrills—Drama—Mystery come next week,
when Barbara Redfern & Co. set out to help
Dick Fairbrother, the motor-racing brother of
their adored Head Girl, win the greatest race
of his life. There's Jack Treviyn, brother of
Tomboy Clara, of the Fourth Form, to back
Dick up and help the chums—but it’s mostly
Babs & Co. who come to the rescue, for Dick
and Jack are dogged by unscrupulous enemies.
It’s a breathlessly exciting time for them all.
Can they win through for the sake of Dulcia
; and Jack ?

Miss HILDA RICHARDS will tell you what happens in her own spell-
binding way next Saturday, so order your SCHOOLGIRL in advance.

Tue SCHOOLGIRL '

And Faith, unsble to endure the

humiliation of the ehriek of lsughter
which followed, went out of the room.
She went to Miss Venn, who looked at
her steelily.
._“Miss Venn, I—T've come to ask youn
if—if I can go back into the Lower
Fifth 1” she- stammered. “I—I'm sorry
for what I've done, but I just can't stop
in the Fourth!”

Miss Venn's face was like flint.

“Tn the Fourth,” she said, “you had
every apportunity to make yourself the
most popular girl! You faled, Faith!
Beaten now by your own cunning and
hypocrisy, you seek tp evade the just
retribution for your misdeeds! It was
your own suggestion, was it_not, that
you should come down to the Fourth ?”

“¥Y.-yes. But—"

“Jn" order,” Miss Venn said sharply,
“that, as its oldest girl, you could
induce me to take away Barhara Red-
fern’s eaptaincy and give you . her
place 1” :

“Qh, Miss Venn—" .

“Well,” Miss Venn continued quietly,
“having chosen to be in the Fourth, you
can stop in, Faith! Now, please go,
and sénd '‘Barbara Redfern to me, 50
that I may congratulate her on the
result of the election!”

And Faith, beaten, staggered out.

END OF THIS WEEK'S8 STORY.

CHUMS
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FOR NEW READERS.

AY JOLIPHANT, cheery English_gisl,
M and har less. daring cham, DAPHNE
YARDLEY have the task of condyeiin

around England a gquaint, -2
but most likeable Chinese girl, Y ‘50‘.
Yin Su's poverness ia apparenily tos €l to

accompany the giris. visit an
expentive hotel for a meal, not realising a
certain_woman_iwearing an_emerald ring
has followed them—until M%ducm-
her has been stolen, The wmanager
poayment for their meal.

(Now read on.)

Most Puzzling |

REMBLING with excitement, May
Joliphant opened her handbag,.
The mystery woman with the
emerald ring had returned it as
mysteriously as she had stolen ii, but
May could hardly believe that it still
contained the five pounds, .
There was hardly a sound in the
manager’s room as Moy wrestled with
the small, difficult fastener. Daphne
Yardley was on tiptoe, pale and
anxious; the manager was grim, frown-

ing; while Yin Su alon¢ was expression-

lees and calm. i

“The moncy won't be there,” said
Paphne, her lips quivering. )

ut now the bag was open. Ma

looked inside and took out the small
notecase, opening it in tho one move-
ment. ,
With something like a squeal of ex-
citement she flung the notecase wide in
the air for all to scc—and the notes
were there !

“Hurreh |” she cheered. ;i

“They—they're all there?” quavered
Daphne, round-eyed.

ay, nodding eagerly, counted out

five pound-notes, and the manager's
rimness went in a flash; for from

ing girls who had obtained an ex-
Eanm'e meal under false pretences, they
ad once again become rich young
customers, ; .

Yin 8u’s pretty face was radiant for
p moment with & smile.

“Ingenious thief failed to find
money,” she said; “or perbaps sad
light of three charming - girls melted
eart of stone.” .
“Goodness knows what!"” said May,

with a little laugh. “It's the queercsi
thing I've ever heard for someone to
steal o bag, and then return it.”

It was so puzaling, in fact, that
Daphno was not quite convinced that
the notes were real until the smiling
manager assured her that they were
and gave them ehange from three of the
pound notes, .

“I am sorry I was so angry,”” he said
apologetically, “but, under the circum-
stances—"

“It matters not,” replied Yin Su.
“This sordid and ill-fitting hotel would
arouse the wild rage of a dove.”

It was so_handsomely and soothingly
said that the manager hardly noticed
what a left-handed compliment it was.
But, in any case, May’s sharp exclama-
tion would have distracted his thoughts
from it. '

Quite excitedly she was pulling out a
slip of paper. :

S T 2

until I had left the hotel As your

name was inside, I returned jt direct

by the page, wrapping it up, as there

was a large sum of megey in it.”’

May fooked up, ~ .

'_‘é[t s signed, - Amelia 8mith,” she
s5a1d.,

The mann?r aﬁ.ﬂ'a:nad,'md'-hiu angry

"look returne

A mistake of ihat stupid cloak-réem
Enrl I he exclaizaed angrily. “Bhe shall

e dismissed for :
“Dismissed? Oh, no!” protested
May. *“It was a mistake—at least, if

what the woman saya is true. But I'm

sure I had my bag in the dining-room,
Aren’t you, Daph
“Yes, quite sure. Besides, the

woman bumped into your chair,” said
]s)n%:o,}.me. You remember that, Yin
o ’
The Chinese girl bowed her head.
. "“Clumsy and incompetent woman did
indeed collide with chair,” she said;
“and deft hand doubtless plucked bag
as eagle might unsuspecting lambkin.” .
But the manager crossed to the door.
“I'm afraid you are on the wrong

Yin Su and her chums went to the circus to enjoy them-
selves—but they walked into a thrilling mystery!

“My letters have been takenI” che
cried. “And this message le

“Letters? You don’t mean phe took
your bag just to steal your letters?”

_asked Daphne in astonishment.

“Well, theﬂfve gane,” said May; “all
except the slip of paper on which I
wrote down Yin Su’s name, and the
time and place we were meeting her.
And listen 1
May then read out the message she
had found in her handbag.
Yin Suw,~—As your

“Dear Misa

name was in the bag, I suppose it is'
yours. I maust apologise for taking it
in error. The mistake was really the
eloak-room attendant's, as I deposited
my heavy coat there and a parcel or
two. The bag was returned with the
parcels, and I did not notice the error

track,” he said. “I can't believe the
woman would steal the bag and return
it with the money intact. The theft
would haye been pointless, . It is far
more likely that you deposited it at the
cloak-reom.”

Then, oncé again apologising for hia
anger, and assuring them of the very
best atterition should they visit the
hotel a.%nﬁa. he held wide the door.

But May was trombled. Bhe was
absolutely certain_that she had taken
the bag into the dining-room, and that
the cloak-rgom gitl could not to'

Fn‘-le. . : —“ _ .V; =)
ELIZABETH GHESTER
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¥ “On Tour With Yin Sul
True, they had put their coats there

snd Dsphne’s umbrells, but not bags.

“Let's ask the girl,” she decided. “I
don’t want her to be blamed for some-
thing she hasn’t done.”

The manager hurried away, and the
three of them stood discussing it for a
nioment, -trying to remember some de-
tail that would settle once and for all
exactly what May had done with the
bag; and the more they thought about
it the ‘more certain they were that she
had taken it into the dining-room.
 “And the missing  letters—they
weren't important,” said May. “One
from dad, glvinsahis n(ddress sbroad—-
Golly I” she added. “How ever can I
write to him now{”

- “And you put mother’s letter there,
too,” said Daphre, in dismay;
rather, their holiday address.
say that has gone, too, May |”

Bekiit had. Every letter had gone—
oven a fetter from & schoolfriend—and
some bnrs ti ; though the notes, a
few coins, keys, and & small necklet
remained.

“But why—whyi” asked Daphne,
bewildered. = * tho can want our
lotters? Can't they have dropped

out1”
“Dropped out—-—yaa; that's  the
gz?lanatlon, I suppose,” frowned May.

can’t sce why anyone should want

Your Hditor's nddress is:—
HOO Oftigs, Fisetway House,
The ;mngaot%ct. A £

tndon, B.C.4
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Y _DEAR READERS,—In this
issue, aa you've probably dis.

I co by now, our megnificent
eeries of Faith Ashton stories comes to

en end. I'm sure there is no need for
me to ask whether you have enjoyed

them. I don'$ any girl could
have done otherwise, do you? But
you might me & line, telling me

whick of the four dtories you liked
+ best, and why, Will you{ Thanks
80 much, .
Of course, with the end of that titanio
struggle between Faith and various
members of the Fourth Form, Faith
will have to Ho low for some time,
But that doean’t mean our Cliff House
stories are going to lack drama end
excitement, In faot, next Saturdsy’s
story, in its own particular way, is
every bit as dramatio—and in some
‘respects far mare thrilling—than any
of the recent series,
Motor racing! ‘That is the theme,
And the story introduces not only
Babs & Co.—uaturally '—but also

two very popular young fellows:
dack Trevlyn, brother of Tumboy
Clara, and Dick Fairbrotker, brother

of Cliff House’s edored head girl,
Dulcia.

For a vitally important reason,
Dick Fairbrother must win a certain
motor race. He's flercely determined
that he shell win, and so is Jack
Trevlynahis chum, loyally, unselfishly
backing him up. But there are
ensmies at work who are just as
~resolved that, hook or by crook,
Dick shall be rived of victory—
even if it means ing him -to gaol
for a crime he basn't committed

And that is where Babs and Co. oome

Pl

to steal them; there was nothing m
those letters that would have meent &
thing to anyone else~—" .

8he broks off then on hearingr a
voice, and all thiee were gilent, The
manager was talking angrily, and his
words made clear that he was speaking
to the cloak-room girl. )

“You've had ona chance; and Y said

the next would be your last. You gave
& handbag containing five pounds to
the wrong person, and I mught have
been sued. Pack your things and go
dxrectl; the relief comes, You're
fired |”
. May drew up, a flash of indignaiion
in _her eyes; for this was the most
unjust dismissal of an employes that
could possibly be imagined, V%hatever
might have been written in the note,
they at least were convinced that the
woman with the emerald ring was to
blame, not this unfortunate girl.

And May did not mean to let the girl
suffer for something she had not done.

" You hear that!” she exclaimed.

“The roaring tiger bites as he
listeth,” murmured Yin Su sadly.
“And woe -to whomsoever shall cross

is path.” :

“I'm going to cross his path—he's
not going to sack that girl 1 said May
determinedly, and strode down the
corridor to the cloak-room.

in, They rally round Dick Fair.
brother, doing all they can to protect
him—and Jack Treviyn, too—from
their enemies. Unfortunately some-
one actually inside Cliff House is in
league with the schemers, and this
perzon not only makes the chums® task
doubly difficult, but bids fair to wreek
their efforta altogether,

You'll love every word of this un-
usual story, which shows Hilda
Richards in her most spell-binding
mood.

Next Saturday’s programme will
include further delightful chapters of
“0On Tour With Yin Bu,” another
charming COMPLETE story of the
young Lady Fayre and Robin Hood,
a3 well as more of Patricia’s Bright
and Useful Pages, g0 you reslly ought
to order your copy in advance, oughtn's
you?! And now, before saying an
revoir, just a few-—

LITTLE LETTERS.

MOIRA LAWRENCE.—Thank you
so much for your most énthusiastic .
letter, Moira. I'll certainly gee what
can be done regarding your suggestion.

I wonder what you think of the latest
change in our other stories? Do let
me know, won't you ?

JOAN (Dagenham, Essex).-—One of
thess days we may republish the
feature- you mention, Joan, but I'm
afraid it would not be quite fair on
my other readers to do so just yet.
Best wishes, and please write again
soon. .

RACHIX GREGORY (Calcutta, India)
—Delighted to hear from you in far-
away India, Rachik. Yes, by all
means send me your article. I shall
be enly too pleased to tell you what
I thin.g of it.

MABEL CARRIDEW (Stockion).—
You would be in the Fourth Form if
you went to Clif House, Mabel. . No,
my dear, there arc no girls in the
Fourth older than fiftsen. They are
then transferred to the Lower Fifth,

And now, everybody——good.-bye until
noxt week. )

With best wishes,

Your sincere friend,
THE EDITOR,

THE SCHOOLGIRL

A Very Good Ideal

HEN May end the others
reached the cloak-room, the
manager had gone, and the
girl, a handkerchief to her

eyes, was 1n tears.

As she saw them she turned away to
dab her eyes; and then, wheoling,
mastered her emotion sufficiently to bu
able to speak,

“Are you the young ladies who sav

I gave your haudbag to the wrong
lad‘y?" she asked.
“No, no. We don’t think that,™

said May quickly,. “It’s all wrong.
We jolly well know that that woman
took it. You' didn’t give it to her.”

The girl's eyes hrightened.

“Oh, miss| Could you tell (he
manager that!” she asked eagerly.
“He’s just sacked me. I swear it
wasn't my fault.”

“Of course it wasn't!” said May

indignantly. *“What a shame!”
“We'll speak to him,” promised
Daphne.

“The roar of & tiger is in his voice,”
seid Yin Su.  *But sweet music chars
even the tiger.”

“8weet music?” said Daphne, in
surprise. “You mean we should sing
to him3®”

“Or put on the gramophone,” edded
May, with a faint smile. *That might
work in Chins, Yin Su, but this 4s
England.”

“8imple Yin did not intend that,”
sighed the Chiness girl. *“Would
suggest gentle sweetness of voice to
manager, not anger.”

“0Oh, tact!” ‘said May, uader
standing. " Yes, you may be right.
Bug if “tact doesn't do it, then we'll
have to be jolly firm, that’s all,
Because if this girl is sacked for a
mistake like that, she might not find
1t easy to get anotlier job.”

“Indeed #0,” Yin Sn agreed. Yin
Su make her illustrious warden of
Royal garments of Yan Ku, humble
palace where honourable father resides
in_China.” )

Yin Su meant well, and she had a
kind heart, but even the cloak-room
girl was foroed to smile at the idea
of being offered a job in far-off China.

“Thank you, Highness,” she said.
“But—but that would be too far. If
this had happened half an hour ago I
wouldn’t be so worried, for I was
offered a job as attendant at the
circus.”

May and Daphne jerked ount the echo

together.

“The circus?"

“Yes; it wouldo’t be a bad job,
cither.” said the girl, with a slightly

defiant toss of the head. * Better than
bein% bullied by that—that tiger, as you
rightly called him. 'Only my chance has
gone.”

“You are zure it has gone?” asked
May. .

May thought quickly, and then, an
idea 1n mind, looked at Daphne.

“How about our going to the circus
this afterncon, if it’s not far away?”
she said cagerly. * And—taking her
slong with us, in case the job is still
going 2"’

*Why, yes, of course,” eaid Daphne.

“And you, Yin Bu? You'd like to
see the circus?” asked May.

Yin Su’s eyes sparkled.

“Make elegant whoopee,” she mur-
mured. “See terrifying lions meek to
trainer’s  will, Prancing  steeds,
ludicrous elowns, such as you have
mentioned to excite this simple,
frivolous person. Yes, yes; eager as
the hunting dog straining on the leash,
Yin Su would go.” .

The manager came striding fofward,
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gave a slight inclination of the head
to the girls, and spoke to the attendant.
¥ Ancther girl will replace you in ten
minutes. You can then pack your
things and go,” he said. '

May turned to him, and managed to
control her indignatiom.

“We are all threce certain that the
bag was stolen from my chair,” che

¢ h is ever stolen hers,” he
said quietly. “I am a man of the
world, and people do not steal hand-
bags and return them with the most
valuable contents untouched. This girl
has made one other mistake. No obe
here is allowed to make three. Twa is

. the last.”

He bowed again and walked away,
leaving mo doubt that he would not
listen to ar{nment; and since they had
no proof, there was nothing they could
do for the girl . .

But May was a girl of action.

“Quick, telephone the circus—find
out if the job is still vacant!” she
said urgently. i

The gitl, after & moment’s hesitation,
obedyed, using the near-by telephone,
and her radiant face when she returned
gave them the answer.

“If I can get there before the show
starts in twenty minutes, I can hdve the
job,” she said excitedly. “The only
trouble is it’s half an hour by train.”

“Could a texi manage it in timei”
asked %' 2

“VYas, I'm éure it could; but it
would be very oxpensive. Ten shillings
at least,” objected the girl anxiously.

May looked at Daphue and Yin Su.
For although she was in chargs, the
share. - Already

monei was theirs to \
they had spent a good deal of it, and
they did not know how long they were
supposed to make it last.

“Yin 8u pay for speeding taxi,
the Chinese ,girl softly,

“But you've only got tenpence,”
pointed out May. -

“Yin 8u soon have much money from
honourable father. Have great kind-
ness please to note down all sums, such
as bill for banquet, and in due course
honourable debt shall be paid.”

“To the cirous, then,” said May.

A taxioab was hailed, and the
waited for the cloak-roem girl, who
presently joined them, having feft &
note to explain fo the manager that,
not waiting the ten minutes to
sacked when the relief arrived, she had
resigned. .

At good speed the taxi took them
on their way, and ¥in 8u, wit
clasped hands, sat back, enjoying
every minute of the journey.

The cloak-room girl, who told them
that her name was Tilly Johneon,
knew the district well, and so_was able
to point out anything worth noting
and seeing—an old castle, the museum,
the largest cinema, an enormous park,
and tha place where a battle in the
Civil Wars had been fought. :

It was when they had been driving
foar a quarter of an hour that Daphne
ooked back through the rear window,

ere was a car s few hundred yards
bekind them, a small blue ssloon, and
Daphne went quite palo with alarm,

“M ness]  Guess who's fol-
lowing 7 she breathed,

“IA police car?” asked May humor-
ously.

“No; that woman’s car—the woman
with the emerald ring I’ eried Daphne.

May, alarmed, looked back. 8o far
as she oould tell it was the same car,
_althongh it was of & popular make,
and there were so maps others similar
that 1t was really hard to be cerisin

" aaid

Te

that this was the one that the mysteri-

th " Also

i

M

Y was

about to follow her chums into the circus tent, when an old

woman seized her arm. ¢ Bewarel '’ the woman whi tensely.

“‘ Go not into the tent.

ous woman, wearing the green ring,
had entered at the station. If it was
hers, then her following them could
not _be mere coincidence. X

“Let it follow,” sard May, after dis-
cussion., “If it does follow us to the
circus, we'll have something to say to
ker. A good ﬂnn&:f she does, because
then we can get this wretched business
of_the handbag setiled.”

But by the time they reached the
main road leading to_ the circus there
were a dozen cars behind, and it was
not easy to make sure that the woman

~was really following.

Rather to their disappointment, when
they entered the cirous grounds that
car did not follow, although a dozen
others did. : .

“Here we are, Yin 8u,"” said May,

Yin Su stood entrénced, There were
many tents, and, in an adjoining feld,
caravens belm:ism to the  circus
artistes and staff, %‘he managerie was
housed in a large building, which had
once formed part of an aerodrome dur-

be ing the Great War, so that the animals

were warm and snug; and queuing up
for admission was & large crowd.

“We gee lions?” breathed -Yin Su.
jugglers? ¥in Su bhumble
juggler, too, Clumsy, incompetent
uggler, who drop many things, yet

nds it much pleasing *

“Really !” said May, impressed.

Tilly Johnson, who h_ad arrived in
good time for the ampomtmant, asked
a “hand ” where the boss could be
found, and then, makinﬁ_ her appear-
ance tidy, went to find him.

“I do hope she gets the job,” said
May. “Perhaps it's all for the best.
It's what_che relll¥ wanted, and if she
E;ata it, I shan't feel we're to blame

at she got. the sack.”

“Don’t lose the bag agsin, Perhaps
I'd beiter have it,” said Daphne
anxiouslg. . .
© “Youl” said May. “Didn't you
lose your watch oncet’

“That was different,” objected
Daphne. “Y think I'd better take
charge of the monoy, May. The

woman knows you have it, and per-
haps she might msake another aitempt
to get it
realised we had seen her, and could
have her arvested, and that’s why she
sent it baclk”

Perbaps last time she

I_fay, esger to go to the menagerie,
decided not to argue, and, taking the
notecase from hex 2, gave 1t to

D%the. &

in 8u watched, smiling blandly as
Daphne fastened her bag afier putting
the notecase inside.

“Allow to remnove dust,” she said,
and dusted: the: bag with a delicately
perfumed handkerchief. *‘Pray make
sure ¥mportant ‘monéy still _'safg—‘-not

dusted away with handkerchief.””
“QOh, ~-how ocould it bel!" laughed

Daphne, opening the bagh -~ -
Then she started, went

sorted ' the contents, _Yookingwi;f v'aﬁg

for the notecase W she had put
there but o moment before.

“0Oh dud-dear, it's gonel" ghe
wailed.

A Strange Warning!

IN 8U bowed her head.
* “Careless Yin Su_brush toe
hard with  magic hapd-
kerchief,” she eaid sadly.'
“Maybe money in handkerchief new,”

May and Daphne, watching as Yin
Su shook her handkerchief, saw some-
thing fall from it to the ground—the
noteense! Neither English girl could
8 ; for, so far as they had been
able to see, Yin Su bhad not opened
the handbag.

Blinking her amazement, Daphne
vicked the notecase up, and held it
imply.

“Yin Bu, however did you do .it1”

“Simple, stupid trick," declared
Yin Su modestly. “Very bad{; per-
formed. Great magician teach Yin Bu
that quickness of hand d
the most alert cye.” .

An old woman, bent-backed, with a
shawl over her head, paused to stare
at - them, and Deaphne hurriedly put
the notecase into her bag; for in a
crowd such as this, there were certain
to be numbers of pickpockets, -~ -

“T'm soiﬂ

tightly under my ' arm,

vewed, ™It would be jask awful if
someone - else knew that trick.. I'd
give anything to be able to do it my-

though,

self,
“Home time this

eceives even

t6 keep my bag sgmd

gk illed porson.
show you,” said Yin Bu. ©Meantime, -

—rn



22 “On Tour With Yin Sul”

would esteem it great honour to speak
with lions.”

But they waited for Tilly Johnuon}'
sl

who presently came hurrying back,
smiles, . .

“I've got the job; and I told the
boss everything,’ she eeaid eagerly.
.“Thank you ever so much for ’bl?-
ing| T should never have been able
to get here without you {]o’ung ladies.
And—and the boss says he'd like to
see you.”

Thern Tilly explained that she had
told the boss about Vin Su—how
lovély she was, and—so she believed—
& Highness, and, always prepared to
honour important personages, he
wanted to give her one of the best
seats. !

“ goodness; we're in luck!” said
May. “He'll show us round the circus.
Come on, girls!" And if he thinks
vow're a princess, Yin Su, play up!”

Greatly. excited, the three girls went
with Tilly to see the boss, for it was
fun~ being regarded as important
people, end being shown rouad the
cireus. -

A fat, jolly looking man, dressed in
a morning suit, white waistcoat and

top hat, he strutted forward, halted,
litted his hat and bowed. :

“Welcome, Highness!” he said to
Yin 8Su.

Yin Su, nud edl by May, played up.
ggnsping‘her ﬁend, she gave a little

‘“This high-born person would see
the managérie if such be clean and
tid;r,” she said, with dignity.

“Oh dear!” murmured Daphne
apprehensively.

ut the boss was not offended. |

“0h, you'll find it clean all right,
Highness !” he said,

“Please to make band play as this
illustrious person enters arens,” adde
Yin 8u, without the_ trace of a smile.
“Qtherwise grave insult to revered
aricestors,” ] :

a Ok, yes, yes 1" said the boss eagerly.
“That's an 1dea. We've got u kind of
royal box we got cheap, I'll have it
swept and fixed up,” he declared; for,
being a born showman he saw that this
would be a profitable piece of adver-
tiging that would bring a minor touch
of fame to his circus.

Hat swept off his head, he bowed
deeply, and backed to the entrance of
the large marquee, hissing words to an
attendant, who whipped back the flap.

May, always ready for a lark,
chuckled; for this struck her ms being
fun. And Daphne looked quite en
inch taller as she walked along, glad
that she was wearing her new coat for
this important occasion.

snall crowd had assembled,
attracted by the boss' subservient
manner and ¥in Su's quaint appear-
ance. And when, at the Chinese girl's
request, the attendant who held back
the flap, svent on one knee and bobbed
his head, & murmur of interest came,

In & moment the rumour spread that
Yin Bu was a Chinese princess, and a
Press photographer who had been
taking pictures of the lions came tear-
ing across,

ay, bringing up the rear of the
procession, looked back, hearing =&
voice call; and on the fringe of the
crowd she saw the shabby old woman
whom Daphne had noticed.

The old woman beckoned her, end
May, not quite lmowing whether to
obey her or not, finally decided that she
might as well do so.

‘¥es?” ghe asked the old crone,
hsrdly able to see the woman's face
for the hood that shadowed it.

“Baware,” gsid. the woman in &
husky veire, *“If the princess goes into

that tent, she goes to deadly perill IE
ou are her friend, then you must for-
id it"”
May drew
amszement,
“What do you mean, deadly
And what do
she demanded.
“] am an old woman” was the
quivering reply, and, putting a hend
on May's arm, the woman g.n;l)‘ped it
tightly. “I know much that is hidden
Beware |”
At that moment Daphne called to
May, who turned towards her. When

Back, her eyés wide with

veril ?
you lmow abount her?”

she looked back the old woman had A

gone, a
Very puzzled, but inclined to think
the old woman wes eccentric, May
Eushed through the throng to the tent
a‘?_ dazzled for & moment by the
brilliant lights.

It was the large marquee they bad
entered—the Big Top. Thers was a
ring in the centre, and seats were
banked all round, while aloft gleamed
the tight wires, and the trapezes.
Already the clowns were scurrying om,
dancing, shouting, playing pranks,
dressed in comic clothes, tottering on
stilts, rolling, tumbling. And Yin Bu
stood in delight, her hands clasped.

“Yin Su aitempt same?” she asked

Daphne., *“Most enjoyable merriment
and fun.” . R
“What? Go into the ring with the

clowns?” asked Daphne, shocked. “ Oh,
Yin 8ul You are being honoured as
a princess.” .

“The poet has wisely written that it
takes a great personage to be a fool,”
cinted out Yin Su. ' Much study of
nglish history has rovealed to this
simple person that most of the kings
also great clowns. Not always inten-

tional.”
Yin 8n gave a little gesture towards
the ecircus boss, who was standing near

¥

“Honourable and illustrious Big Nob
often & clown without meaning it,” she
purred. )

But low though her voice had been,
the boss heard it, and, frowning, swvung
round.

“What's that?” he barked.

May and Daphne exchanged looks of
consternation.

Yin Su, however, kept perfectly calm.

* Most insignificant and lowly Chinese
maiden merely observed that you, Big
Shot, deserve crown as circus king. This
foolish one read in learned history
books of kings with crowns perched
upon heads. Crown look well with your
own esteemed topper,” she added
solemnly.

The boss, impressed, beamed and then
beckoned them, having dispatched some
of his men to arrange the “box ™ in
which important members of his audi-
ence were housed—so placed, did they
but know it, that they were part of his
show, and paying heavily for the
privilege, .

“Humble and insignficant owner of
circug,” ssid Yin Su politely, under-
standing the ways of a princess. °
due course of time bring forward most
savage lion to be patted by this most
illustrious-born person on peril of in-
flicting dire shamé on your miserable
ancestors by neglecting polite castoms.”

“Hear, hear}"” said May, joining the
group. Then, lowering her voice to a
whi%er, she added:

“¥in 8u, have you any enemies?”

Her tone was s0 impressive that the
Chinese girl lost the half emile that had
played on her lips.

“Enemies? No, no! Too humble,
too unimportant,” she said in a low
tone that the boss could not hear.

TrE SCHODLGIRL

“You .are sure? That woman with
the emerald ring was not shadowing
you?” asked May anxiously. “I'm ask-
ing because that old woman who was
standing by when you played the note
trick is outeide. She warned me that
you would be in deadly peril if you
entered here.” .

Yin Su's face betrayed no emotion,
no surprise. . o

“Ill-tempered unsocial lion bite ¥Yid
Su?” she asked. 2

“I didn't know what she meant; but
she was a sort of gl}my, and said she
knew things hidden from other tfeoplu.
lot of bosh, porhaps,” said May
worriedly. “But I don’t see why she
should have made it up.”

" ¥in Su made a light shrug of the
shoulders. .

. “If she has secn a vision of il, then
it is to be, and this altogether power-
less, trivial person cannot alier the
mysterious workings of well-arranged
Providence,” she remarked. “With
great interest, nevertheless, we ehall
await to see what Providence has
nrmnged 88 our peril.”

And Yin Su calmly walked .on to-
wards the royal box., .

Two attendants, solemn-looking, and
bowing, showed the way up the steﬁs.
. The band siruck up what was
lieved to be the National Anthem of
Ching, and Daphne, pink-checked with
excitement, patted her hair and tried
to look as though she was used to this
sort of thing, .

The chums really were beginning to
enjogn themselves, and May looked at
Daphne with sparkling eyes.

“Don't let on,” she whispered. * This
is gorgeous! We're going to have the
time of our lives if no one guesses we're
a lot of spiieurs!”

“It was the boss’ fault, anyway,”

said Daphne guardedly. * He shouldn’t
have jumped to conclusions.”
. “Quite right,” eaid May, her tongne
in her chesk. “Come on, Yin Su. In
we go—into the hox. Heads back, and
all looking regal !”

But as Yin Su stepped towards the
box, the boss ran forward, His smile
had gone, and his face was marred by
& scowl, . }

“You are a juggler, are you?” he
demanded.

“Y.yes!” said Yin Su, startled

“Conjurer, toot” .
“Fecbly so, with great -clumsi-
ness—"

“Then you're not a princess at all!”
he cried. “You're a fraud, -a bluff]
You're just a juggler!”

His face was red with anger, and
May stepped to Yin Su's side.

“You're wrong!” protested May.
“Yin Su didn’t bluff you-—-="

The boss waved his hand at her.

“TI'm not arguing with you, but with
this Chink. I know their crooked
ways; and this one is just a juggler.
By a piece of luck there’s & Chinaman
here who knows her. And she’s coming
with me—-"

“She's not,” said May defiantly, grip-
ping Yin Su's left arm, while Daphne

In took her right

“No, nol" gasped Daphne, and
gdded, under her breath: “My good-
ness! That old woman’s warning—
beware—peril 1" ‘

But VYin Su, with surprising ease,
wriggled her arms free of her chums,
;gd, quite calmly, looked at the irate

$8.

THERE is plenty, more excitement in

_next Saturday’s chapters of this
supetb story, so be sure not to miss
them, And do, please, let your Editor
know what you think of Miss Chester's

story, won't you?
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"You Are Under Arrest]”

Y LORD UNCLE "
The young Lady
spoke in her meekest tone

“
Fayre

as she pushed open the door
of the Baron le Feuvre's strong-room.
It was a room which ordinarily she,
being a girl,  was forbidden to enter,
and, as it was guarded night and da
by eoniries, and its stout, iron-bande
osken door offered & challenge even
to a battering-ram, it was a safe re-
pository for the baron’s treasure-chest,
But Fayre had been allowed to pass
by the sentries since she was the
young lady of Longley Castle; and as
the baron and his treasurer were in
the room, the door was unlocked.

The baron, on his knees grovelling
amongst the gold cnins, luokes up with
& heavy frown.

““Why come you here?” he growled.
“Has 1t not been forbidden?”

“Yes, uncla; but I want to speak
to you befora you close the chest,”
said Fayre.

““Be gone "

In her sleek, rich red velvet frock,
adorned with gold, her golden hair
trailing down over her shoulders in
two nest plaits, her face fresh and
lovely, Fayre was a sight to melt the
sternest heart, and bring kindly smiles.
But ihe Baron le Fouvre was a man
with a heart of granite, and he rarely
smiled, save at some jest of his own.

“But, uncle, there are beggars at
the barbican,’” said Fayre gently.
“Ragged, hungry, pleading for alms.
Dare it be said that beggars have been
turned from omne of the richest castles
of England?”

Her uncle_looked at her in surprise,

“What! VYou think I shall give gold
to beggars?” he roared.

*“They are hungry—"

them away—"
"C’old, T s
“By my balidom!” he thundered,
rising, his long robo swinging as he
clenched his fist. “I'l} ve them
bounded by the guard, Good-for-

Another fascinating stery of a

= soundly whipped!” crie

who became—

ECRET HELPER i=
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nothings, idlers! Ii they are
hungry, it is because they do not:
work,”

“But, unele—" protested Foyre,
quite shocked as she saw the gleam:-
ing gold of ihe over-loaded treasure
chest.

“ One other word, and you shsll lie
the baron
fiercely. ““Hath not your tutor yce
instructed you that little girls should
be fccn but not hedrd? Then be-
na LES . .
Fayre knew that she mus} obey; for
in the “days when Richard Lionheart
was on the Throme of England, the
word of a baron was as law. In his
own castle the Baron le Feuvre was
as a king, and if he ordered’ Fayre
lt:'o be whipped, then whipped she would

€.

“Y will go, uncle,” she said, backing
to the door fearfully.

“And keep you from the barbican!”
he called, as sthe opened the door.
“Let the friend of the poor give them
alms-=their hero, Bobin Hood.”

The baron laughed throatily, but
Fayre’s ayes gleamed.

She walked past the guard, and up
to her own bed-chamber, and there,

The bullying baron refused
to help the poor, so Fayre
set out to make him do
so—with Robin Hood’s
assistance !

with folded arms, paced the floor in
indignation that so rich a man as her
uncle should begrudge a little gold to
the poor, so badly in need of warmth,
clothes, and food. .
The Lady Fayre herself had not a
Eermy to spend; for since she was for-
idden to go to the viIla%a, or indeed
to leave the castle, she had no need

of it.

“Robin Hood,” she frowned, “the
iriend of the poor. If he had the gold,
he would give it; and if he has it
not, somehow he will get it. I will
go to him.”

Then, her mind made up, she crossed
the room to an old wooden chest in
the corner, lifted the lid, and from
beneath the elegant dresses on top
lifted a shabby, dark green frock, a
brown - cloak with hood, and bhadly
worn shoes, .

8liding the bolting bar of the door,
she peeled off her lovely rich frock,

E2 i

plucky girl of the Middle Ages

¢

and dressed in these ragged garments
which were such as the. village girls
waoro.

Then, the wide hood shadowing her
face, she opened the door and stepped
out into the corridor. ’

The Lady Fayre would not have been

allowed to cross the drawbridge alone;
for the baron’s orders forbade it. But
a peasant girl with h ¥ behr-
ing & basket, would not be challenged
since messengers, launderers, l.nci
others called at times to deliver goods,
or to ask orders. )

In this guise Fayre was well known
to the men at the drawbridge, for she
had worn it often when making her
daring visits to the wood, where Robin
Hood and his merry men had their
secret lair, :

She was no longer the Lady Fayre
of Longley Castle, but a village maid
free 'to go whero she pleased. And
since the baroness, her aunt, was out
riding, and her tutor was writing down
accounts of the baron’s adventures
during the Crusade, there was no one
to inquire the whereabouts of the Lady

Fayre.

Without difficulty, Fayre crossed the
drawbridge which the guards lowered,
giving her familiar nods, and words
of welcome.

But outside
paused. ;

A crowd of beggars stood
ragged, shivering, iungry.

*“Alms,” came a murmur, .

“'"Tis but & poor lass,’ said an old
man. ]

Faging them, Fayre spoke sofily.

“Be of good cheer,” she said.
“There is a friend of the poor in these
parts—Robin Hood—and when he
knows your neced, he will not let you
want. Go to the edge of tho wood,
a mile down-the road, and await him
there.”

Then she hurried on, heart thump-
ing; for she ha impulsively,
and now wondered whether her. wor
Liad been overheard by the guasdt

Looking baek, she -saw_ thet the

at the barbican she

there,



DORIS VINCENT (Angus, Scotland) (—
Yours was such & charming letter,
Doris, that I'd have liked to reply b‘v
post—only yon didn't glve your fall
address. I do snswer all my readers’
Jetters myself, and though it is no light
task, I love it, Juno [s very well, thank
you. Yes, she is the only pet I lmya
at present, and such s darling. I'm
keeping your O.H, suggestion in mind,
my dear, and I'll certaioly discuss it
with our Editor. Bye-bye for now!

YQLADYB " (Port Elizabeth, South
Afrioa) :—It was very nice to hear from
you again, Gladys; and thank you
awfully for your lovely Christmas card.
Do you know, it was the very first one
I received this year, though I've had
lots since, of course. You'll write again
when you have time, won't you?

JOAN STOKES (Slough, Bucks):—I
was delighted to hear once again from
you, Joan, We're quite regular corres-
pondents now, aren't we? do hope
mother is quite better now, You must
be o glad she is home again. I shall
look forward to anhother long newsy
letter from you before long—so you
won't forget me, will you?

HOPE MURPHY ‘enterfield, Aus.
tralia):—I've managed to squeeze in &
Ietter here for you at last, my dear! I
have answered your Cliff House questions
by post,. as I haven't sufficient space
here, T felt just a teeny bit envious to
hear about your lovely summery weather,
for over here we are siill in the depth
o! winter! However, spring is gome-
thing to look forward to in England.
Write again, won't you, Hope?

JOAN MARSHALL (Keighley,
Yorks.):—So glad to hear from you
again, Joan, and to know you are still
such a keen reader of my Clif House

to ALL her correspondents.
here our popular author replies to

“Thank You So Much,”

HiLDA RICHARDS SAYS
And

Jjust a few of them.

stories, Were you able to get in touch
with a pen-friend, after all?  You'll
find it very exciting to write to some-
oneg living far away in India or Canada!
Do tell me mors sbout yourself next
time you write.

“ANN" (Hollywood, Victoria, Aus.
tralia) :—You'd be a Lower Third Former
if you went to Clif House, my dear.
The best swimmer in the Lower Third is
probably Janet Jordam. I° wonder if
ou like swimming yourself? Yes,

eila's parents are very wealthy people;
she has no brothers or sisters. Jemima's
left eye is a little weak—but no one
at C.H. knows whether Jimmy wears
ber monocla just to correct the weakness
or whether it is ome of her Ilittle
aflectations!

YERONICA WILSON:~Thank you so
much, Veronica, for a charming letter,
and a very sweet Christmas c¢ard. I
don't think I shall be able to answer
all your questions here, but I'll answer
as many &s I can! Your suggestion for
the Christmas- stories came a little too
late—but thank yom for the idea, just
the same! Isobel Drake is still at Cliff
House. Jean Cartwright is 5ft. 6ins.
tall. Your list of Fourth Formers was

uite correct, except that Matilda

sttersall has since left. Thank you for
the other suggestions; I'll certainly
keep them in mind, Veronica.

MARY GROSSE (Singapore):—Here's
the reply you so muth wanted to see,
my dear! I was delighted to hear you
are such & keen reader of my Clif House
tales. Next time you write, you must
tell me all about yoursell. I shall look
forward to hearing all about your
hobbies and interests, Maryl Bye-bye
until then.

“MARGARET " (Otago, HNew
Zealand):—Many thanks for & very
sweet little letter, Margaret. I was so
glad to hear from you. You would be
in the Lower Third, you know, if you
went to Clif Homse. I hope to be
fenturing your favourite Fourth Formers
in lots of stories in the future—Yyou must
watch our paper each week! Write
335\12 when you've {ime, won't you, my

ear

beggars were murmuring amongst
ihemselves, and preparing io follow.

“Poor fellows,” she sighed. "No
work, no food—yet all that gold in the
castle 1"

Of the same heari was daring Robin
Hood. And when the chance came he
took from the rich barons or abbots to
give to the needy poor.

The mystery maid, Marian, as Fayre
was known to Robin Hood, unaware of
her true identity, took care when she
reached the path that led into the
woods. For only she knew the way to
his secret lair; and she had no mind to
give his enemies, the sheriff, or the
baron’s spies, a chance to follow her to
his undoing. .

Therc were wolves in the wood; but,
although Fayre dreaded them, yet she
did not fear for safety, since she carried
& shrill whistle which Robin Hood him-
self had made and given to her. _

That whistle was so piercing in tone
that no wolf could bear to hear_it, but
fled howling at its first blast. Putting
the whistle to her lips, and keeping a
wary eye amongst the trees, Fayre
hurried to the spot she knew.

A dozen times she sounded the whistle
before she heard an answering cry;

then a green-clad figure came swinging
down from a tree.

“Robin Hood !”, cried Fayre, in gay
delight.

Robin Hood, his bow slung behind
his back, doffed his pointed cap with
the long feather, and bowed, smiling.
As gallant as he was daring and brave,
his manners would have set an example
to the rough baron.

“Mpystery maid, what brings you
here?” he asked. *What news of the
village? Does a biaho;i’s procession
pasg through? Is it market day?”

“'Tis market day, ves,” said Fayre.
“But that is not the news. Oh, Robin
Hood, there are beggars ouiside the
castle, hungry, needy, cold. They have
walked many, many miles; but the
baron will not give them one small
coin, even though his coffers are nigh
ot bursting with gold.”

Robin Hood's smile faded, as it
always did when he heard the sorrows

of the poor.
““And the baron has none to spare?”
he asked. “Not even though his

bailiff is even now returning with a
new load of rents that the poor have
peid for.their cottages?"

“No,” admitted Fayre. “ As you say,

Tuz ScHOOLGIRL

the bailiff ia due soon at the ¢astle——"
“Ah| Btrange that you kuow so
much of the ecastle,” mused Robin
Hood, perplexed. “A simple meaid of
the woods.”
Bwiftly Fayre sought to cover her

slip.

“I bear messages for the Ladiv
Fayre, who graciously spcaks to me,”
she gaid.

Robin Hood chuckled,

“There is gomething the Lady Fayre
does not know, nor the baron, yet,” he
said. “And that is, Mystery Marian,
that the bailiff will not go to the castle
with the gold. Poor fellow, he fell
from his horse. We picked him up;
we picked up the bag of gold, and by
my troth, we forgot to put the gold
back in the bag.”

He roared with laughter, then, turn-
ing, cupped his hands and hallowed.
From the trees, at his call, camo fat
Friar Tuck, lanky Little John, and a
dozen more,

“The gold, the gold!” Robin Honil
said. here are needy poor who
want some of the baron’s geld. Throw
it on to the grass for the poor—-"

Gold pieces seemed to rain on the
grass, and Robin Hood t1::1("kec'l them
up, added three himselt, and theu
showered them into Fayro's basket.

“For the needy poor from Robin
Hood and his band,” he said. |

Fayre's eyes sparkled with happiness,
and she was deeply touched as much
by his trust as by his generosity.

“It shall be given now—at once,” she
said. “Thank you, Robin Hood.. You
are brave and gencrous,” <

Bidding him good-bye, Fayte ran
back to the road where the beggars, not
quite believing that Robin Hood would
give to them, waited, their number
increased,

“Gold—gold from Robin, Hood!”
cried Fayre, and scattered coins, which
the men stooped to pick up.

A woman with a baby in her arns,
given two gold coins, kissed Fayre's
hand. .

But a tall man, looking not by any
means hungry, walked up to Fayre, and
snatched the basket. ‘

“80 you are the messenger of Robin
Hood |” he cried. "I am the sheriff's
officer. You are under arrest!”

Triumph for the Baron!

AYRE, paralysed with fright,
could not move as the man flung
back his ragged cloak and ro-

vealed his embroidered tunic,
belt, and sword. | :
Two others, jumping forward, drew

swords, and drovo the beggars into the
woods,

“Where is Robin Hood?” demanded
the sheriff’s officer fiercoly. “Ie ius
robbed the baron’s bailiff. This is the
stolen gold.”

“Did not the baron reb the people
of their land?” said Fayre bravely.

“Silence, girl, or you'll ba
whipped 1" snarled the man. “ Where
is Robin Hood 2"

“] know mnot,"”
lipped.

“You know not! Yet he gave yon
the gold? Moethinks an hour in the’
stocks will change your mind, Te the
stocks with her I the man commanded.

Fayre struggled fiercely; but to no
avail, for the man was ntronE enough
to lift her-with one hand. The basket
was taken from her, she was dragged to
the village, where, it being market
day, the people had assembled from
outlying farms and cottages.

“Have mercy!” she pleaded, tcars
in her eyes. *“Not to the stocks, I beg
of youl

said Iayre, tight-
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But the sherifi’s officer had been
ordered to show no mercy to Robin
Hood, or to his or allies; and for
the firet time he hdad a chance to cap-
ture the outlaw.

A spy hed informed him that the
beggars were awaiting alms from in
Hood, and cunningly donning _ragﬁ'ed
garments, he had lain in wait himself.

To have ca%ured a girl who knew
where Robin Hood lurked, was some-
thing; and his intention was to make
her tall all she knew. }

From shops and cottages, and from
the pens where the cattle were herded,
people came hurrying as the news flew
round that a girl was to be put in the
stocka.

Fayre, blushing, kept her head down,
biting her lip to siill its quivermis.
For_if she should be recognised, she
would never dare raise her head again
in public. Even if not recognised, the
bumiljation of sitting in the stocks,
jeered at and mocked, would be terrible
enough.

But someone was in the stocks already,
& begger the sherifi’s men bad caught
picking apl)les off the ground.

“The pillory,” said the sheriff, and
Fayre, head ﬁowed. was led ‘there
instead,

The pillory was a wooden board, cut
lengthways 1n two. the middle was
a large hole for the victim’s neck; on
either side, holes for the wrists, The top
half being unlocked and raised, Fayre
was made to rest her neck in the centre
hole; her wrists were positioned, and
the upper half then lowered and locked.

Quaking with fright she stood there,
unable to lift her head, able only to look
at the ground and turn a little to left
gnd right, while her hands hung limply.

8he could not see the crowd save for
their feet, but she heard their jeering
cries. Few knew why she was there; but
usually it was for some offence that
merited it, so people did not ask ques-
tions before jeering.

‘“8hame.on her—"

*“Thief |” shouted someone.

‘A cabbage was thrown, mud, and
some tormenting boy tickled her facs
with a rush. .

“Where is Robin Hood?"” asked the
cheriff, in low tone. .

“1 don’t know,” said Fayre huskily.

“Ahl You forget? Then you shall
stay here until you remember. an
hour I will ask you egain,” he jeerad,

Fayre, frightens and wretched
though she was, refused to play the
traitor; for if she did give the needed
clue, then Robin Hood might eagily be
capfured. - . p

anre closed her eyes, tried not to hear
the jeers, and muttered softly, earnestly
to herself :

“Rohin Hood | Oh, help me, please,
hrave Robin Hood,”

And away in the woods Robin
Hood heard—not her wish, but the story
told by a beggar who had fled from the
sheriff's men, "

“What! They have caught the girl!
She is in the pillory because she would
not betray us!” he eried.

His hunting horn went to his lips to
summon his men, and, eyes flashing, he
addressed them.

“The mystery maid i3 in the Ei]lory L
he cried. ‘She shall not stay there. To
the spinney; we go to the rescue, not as
men of the woods, but as friars!”

And scarcely ten minuntes passed before
a score of men, clad in the simple habit
of mendicant friars, trudged from the
spinney by devious routes to the village,
staves in hand.

Tnl Lipy Fayre knew not if one hour
had passed or {wo. Her neck ached
with the weight of her head; her throat

was gore, her arms seemed numb. Mest
of the jeering crowd had dispersed, but
every now and then some newcomer
arrived to hear that she wis a thief.

- The sheriff, knowing that Robin Hood
was tho hero of the people, took care
that they did not know that it was &
friend of Robin Hood he held prisoner
in the pillory.

dozen of his men, armed with

swords, were ready for orders should
Fayre tell them where to search for
Robin Hoed, and the sheriff had vowed
that he should be caught.
. The lowing and bleating of the animals
in the pens came to Fayre, and her heart
went out to them; for if they were as
unhsppy, being imprisoned there, as she
was in the pillory, then she felt deeply
for them.

She hardly-dared to think of the
ggnm there would be at the castle if she
id not return by sundown; already it
was midday, and before long the beﬁ in
the castle would toll the barondo dinner.

“Ha!” said the sheriff'a officer sud-
denly.. “Here comes a friar to mock
ou.

A tall friar in sackcloth robe and
hood walked near; many others were
at the market, studying the animals.
But t,heg did more than study, for fur.
tively they opened the pens, and thon
drove out the cows, pigs, and sheep.

Yells came from the people, and the
sheriff sprang forward.

“The cattle are loose!” ha shouted.
“ Shopmen—take in yonr goods!”

Down the village street came “the
cows at the trot, a whole herd of squeal-
ing pigs running this way and that
amongst them.

The tall friar neat the pillory leaned
forward and spoke softly to Fayre.

“Myetery Maid—when I break the
pillory lock, run into the crowd.”

“Robin Hood|” breathed Fayre
exultantly. ‘

VYells, shouts, cries, and commands
rose in confusion, mingling with the
bleats, moos, and squeals of the cattle;
and panic reigned.

Fayre saw_the friar raise a quarter-
staff, jam it into the chain that held the

pillory, and then lever with all his

strength. The  chain snapped;

pillory top was lifted. :
Instanily & sheriff’s man ran forward

with drawn sword; but another friar,

EVEN as Robin Hood fired
the arrow, Fayre bent
down and cut through the .
ropes around his ankles, No
one as yet had realised her
clever trick to free the
baron’s prisoner !
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thrusting & quarter-stick hetween his
ankles tripped him; and the man ‘fell
on gll fours, his sword clattering. frém
his grasp, to be seired by Robin Hood.

Fayre was free; and as she tottered
back, stifi-limbed, Robin Hood guarded
her way. Dedperate need gave use to
her limbs, and she ran, stumbling and
tottering, pushing through the erowd
until at last she was free from all
pursuiti,

Then she lay down at-the roadside,
gasping, until she had sufficiently re-
covered her breath to gt on, - .

Half-dazed, she crossed the castle
drawbridge; and with the dinnersbell
ringing, made her way to her room.
Locking the door, she changed, washed
in @ pitcher of water, and then, rub-
hing her wrists and neck, went down to
dinner.

The baroness was there alone with
her women ; every man had gone,

“Foole to leave & roast joint to see
such a rascel as Robin Hood !” cried the
baroness, “But that is the way of
men 1" :

“Robin Hood 7" faltered Fayre.

“Yés. Take your place, Hear the

d news, This Robin Hood, the out-

aw, has been captured, dressed as a
friar, And now he is roped up at onr
mercey, in the village.

Shouts came from the esurtyard, and
the baroness crossed to the window to
look down. .,

“Thera they go!” she said. ‘‘With
a wagon in which to collect the rascal
and his fellows, and bring them hersl” .

She turned to call Fayre; but Fayre
had fled as fast as she could, forgettimg
that she was in her lovely red frock..

When the baronesa looked out of the
window &gain she saw Fayre runnin
after the wagon, saw her catch up wit
it, clinging on, and then scramble into
it, to toll amongst the straw.  ~ 7"

Unaware of what was happening sinca
the wagon was at the very tail of the
procession, the Baron le Feuvre gode on
m priumph, followed by fifty of his men,
knights and squires,

Robin Hood was captured; and this
army as escort would ensure that not
even his brave band c6uld rescue him !

Tt seemed that the youmg Lady
Fayre's seeret friend had met his match
at last! For how could even she pos-

sibly hope to save him?
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Clever Fayre!
R()BL\" HOOD, roped aud trussed

o that ho could move neither

hand

ground
sheriff’s ‘men.

“Te came to rescue the girl—and we
have him now,” said the sheriff’s officer
in great glee. “Ior this a gold piece
cach for you all, and five for me.”

Robin Hood heard the words as he
came to, Covering the-retreat of his
men, he had been struck down from
behind, and had not realised his fate
until now.

He had saved the mystery maid; and
his men had retired. in safety, but he
himself was a prisoner,

“To.morrow ~will be a fair day,”
jeergd the sheriff.  “A pity you will
not sce it, Robin Hood.”

A® voaring shont® from . the erowd
announced the arrival of thel baron and
His men; for although the _baron was
hated, he was even more greatly feared,
and it would have gone illwith those
who did not show respect at secing him
or feign delight. ’ N

%89 .that's the rogue?” voared the
haron, dismounting and giving the out-
law, a kick with his mailed foot.
saihe Lady. Fayre climbed down from

the
the

nor foot, lay
surrounded

on

by

the wagon, where she had lain con-
cealed by straw. i ) ’
«.“ Why, uncle,. thiz, then, is Robin

Hood 7 she asked.

&1L 97 he -gasped, staring at her.

“You, Fayre? -Here?” P
“Why. ves, uncle,” said Fayre warily.

“1-did:ask if I might come, and you

did. net answer. s not.*silence con-

ponk?ra o 7 0 .

[hie, baron glowered.

vt AVould vou trick me with words " he

barked.. . “'Tis no place for a girl!

Get you back to the castle!”

(el Y9! ; ; =
00, incle, please. I haye-heard so

much -of this outlaw ! Permit me just

one glimpse of him, T beg of you!™

Fayre implored.

_But there was a far more serious

'How would you like to knit a lovely present

for daddy, mummy or your school-chum?
Well, even a very little girl can make a "' pixie’”
hoo:‘i,for herself, a scarf or shawl, a * Dusky
Sue’ tea-cosy, and " Bunny' bed-room
‘sllppers. etc.,, with the help of this book.

BESTWAYKNITTING
BY YOUNG FOLK

KNITTING BOOK No. 51

dat all Newsagenls and Bookstalls, or 7d post
Jree (Home or Abroad) from WAY,
‘ Bear Alley, Farringdon Sireet, London, E.C.4

reason why she was desperately anxious
not to be sent back to Longley Castle.
She had come here to try to rescue
Tobin Hood. How she was to do so
she did not yet know, but a plan would
come, a chance wouald occur, surely.
Yot what good would such a chance
be if she were not able to take it?
“ Please, uncle!” she begged, laying
a hand on his arm.
But the baron roughly shook it off.’
“PBegone ! he rapped. “Back to
vour chamber! One of my men shall
escort you! Do you think I want a
nicce of mine, disobedient and dis-
respectful though she be, to fall inio
the hands of such members of this
rozuc's band who have cscaped my
men? Begone, girl, this instant!”
Favre, pretending to be erushed,
lowered her head, but there was ‘an
artful twinkle in_her eyes.
“Surely—surely, uncle,” she
mured,” “thete would be no danger to
me here, with one so strong and brave

as vou?” - ;
The baron dréw himself up with a
cengh. : LN
“ Ahem!”  ho  said;? with “dignity.

f“That 18 true,
the poinf.”’ v R

“1 should be safer than if I weore
cscorted back to ihe “castle by dné of
vour men, whose ‘heart might not, he
o strongin valour.” Fayre gentlvipie-
sued. -“I=I would rather sta} "with
vou, .uncles” = : R Y]

“Very well,” .said the baron, -*I
will; pretect you.” IHe preened - him-
solf. ““ But stay close to my side, childs
See, this is the raseal outlaw
" He kicked Robin Hood-again. ;-
+50h, no, uncle!” gasped: Fayre in
horror. ' ~ %

“Hah! I may not kick the outlaw ?”
the baron asked. 1

I"ayvre “consoled
looked at him. .

“'Tis said that who kicks Robin
Mood his foot shall wither in a year,”
she said.

The baron gave a jeering laugh, but
he did not kick the outlaw again, for in
common with others at that period he
was superstitions.

“There lies Robin Hood,” he jeered.
“1liz= arrows shall speed no more.”

Favre sighed.

“They do say

Fayre, but hardly: to’
B Hed 2

her anger as she

he iz the greatest
archer ~ever ~horn in  England,” she
murmured. A full two furlongs he
can send an arrow.”

Favre's mind was elearing. She
knew that she alone could save Robin
Hood—by subtlety, the use of her wits.
Iler simple, innocently spoken words
had a subtle intention that escaped the
baron, who fell into the trap she had
laid for him.

“Two furlongs?” he roared. “Ha,
ha, ha! No man ecan shoot an arrow
two furlongs. Tluh! Such tales the
people believe, eh 77

“But Ctis true,” said Fayre. “And
were his arms but free he could show
us—or suffer !”

The baron gave a start, his eyes glint-
ing cruelly.

“Two  furlongs? The boasting
knave. Robin Hood. is it said with
truth you can send an arrow two

furlongs 7"

“VYeos,” said ‘Robin Hood, eatching
Fayre's eye.

#“Bah! Liar, fool, braggart!”

“Let him try, uncle. If he fails,
why, then 2 -

“Why, then, we'll have him dragged
behind the wagon throiigh the country-
side, mocked to scorn before his end!”

mur-,
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the baron gloated. Then he com-
manded Robin Hood to be raised up.

“Teave his legs bound, set his arms
free, and let him shoot an arrow (wo
furlongs; by my halidom, if he does it
he shall be freed !”

“Tt shall be tried,” said Robin Hood.

But the Lady Fayre quivered an eye-
lid at him.

“We should stand well back, uncle,”
she said. - “Let us sight a mark  two
furlongs away. Let the men mark it
out.”

«All right, all right. T know how it
should be done,” snapped the baron.

He gave his orders, find presently
Robin Hood stood at one end of an
avenuo of men in the roadway, while
two furlongs distant the sheriff took up
position with his posse.

“A clear space behind me,”
Robin Hood. & iy

With his legs roped securely, yet
enabling him to-stand, he_took aim.
~“Watch 1% he 'commanded. i

Every eye was on the sheriff ; none
was on .the Lady Fayre, who, with a
sharp ‘knife taken from the scabbard
of an entranced onlooker, was slooping,
to cut the bouds that bound her hero’s
legs. ;) * S Fily e
. Robin_Hoad the while shouted to the
sheriff to mova back to safety.

%80 short a distance cannot be two
whole furlongs,” he protested. “ How-

urged

ever, 'tis easy enough, to.get a new
sheriff should my arrow pierce him.”
. Ope—two—three—"  called the

baron. ' o yaamw e st oA

The arrow sped. Every eye followed
it, and for a moment the Lady Fayre
really thought that it had flown the full
distance. But_no! A groan of disap-
pointment came from the crowd that
changed to a murmur of wonder. For
{he arrow had fallen less than twenty
vards short of the distance.

“He fails!” roared the baron. “Ab,
ha—the braggart!”

But words died on his lips, for above
the roarving of the oxcited crowd he
heard the clatter” of a horse’s hoofs.
And there, galloping away: down the
road, went Robin Hood, mounted on the

baron's own horse, which had been
tethered behind the archer.
While the ~arrow had _taken  one

direction, Robin Hood, his legs free,

had taken the other. And only tho
Lady Fayre had seen him go!
“(lear the streets!” howled the

baron, dancing with rage.

Dutifully. the Lady Fayre took her
place beside him.

“Unele,” she said, when
gave him pause for awhile.

“Well 77 8

“Where has Robin = Hood gone,
uncle ?” she asked.in innocent surprise.

But the Baron le Feuvre, jndging by,
his answer, appeared not to know.

“Go to your chamber!” he com-
manded irvitably.

Tayre, who wanted a hearty laugh in
private, gladly went: and when she was
summoned by her tutor, the Venerable
Brie, for a writing lesson she chose lier
own copyhook heading.

“Who laughs last laughs best,” she
wrote with every sign of loving her
work, for Robin Hood had his freedom,
the heggars had gold to buy food, and

hoarseness

in Tayre’s . heart was the song of
happiness ! ;
END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY. u

EET the young Lady Fayre and
Robin Hood again next week, in

yet another enthralling COMPLETE
story. :
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