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WITH BAB!

Infroduction to Mystery !

NE, two, ° three.

four, five, six.’
£ d And Barbars
3 Redfern, cap-

tain of the Fourth Form_nt

Cliff House School, happily

counted the tickets in her
3 band. “One for you,
Mabs.*

“And one for me, Babs, you know
plump Bessic Bunter put in anxiously.

“Of cowrse, old Bess!® Barbara
laughed, hanqu a ticket each to
Bessie and Mabel Lynn, her two best
chums.
for Leila.
for me. Oh, I say, it's ]olly r:f?
isw't it? Duleia is a sport! And lool
they've front seats, too!”

“In Row A!” Bessie said, beaming.
“T sus-say, that’s near the refreshment
barl”.

“Ha, ha, hal” -

“Well, what is there to laugh at in
that 1" Bame
girls through her thick spectacles.
“Wakching motor races is frightfully
peckish “ork "

The other five Fourth Formers,
strolling along the lane towards Cliff
House School, chuckled again. Trust
oﬁd Bessie to. think of something like
that !

But wae’t 1t just’ npfmg of Dulcia
Fairbrother, head girl o ], to
get them these ticketa G

tAlL rights
and rep

g

o

publication are reserved
tion is strietly forbidden.)

“ And one for you, Clara. One.
One for Mar;one the other‘

lowered at the other.

! dickens are you ¢

favgurite characters.
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HILDA RICHARDS

Mustrated by T. LAIDLER.

Not, indeed, that they had cost
Dulcia anythmg They were of the
variety usually known as ‘‘compli-
mentary and had beenm given to
Dulcia by her brother, Dick Fair-
brother, a keen young racing driver
who, next Saturday, wes taking part in
the blg South of motor-racing
event, the Two Thousand Guineas.

The race, as Iuck would have :t, was
to be run at the Aerodrome Si
only a few mijles from CLff Houae, ﬂ
as Dick Fairbrother was a favourite
with Babs & Co., they were all anxious
to see him win.

“*Qood old Dn]ua what‘hooi:; Clara the

Trevlyn crowed. “And Pick |
Did Daulcia tell you, Babe, that Dick’s
won hig last thrce races in amemon!

“No need,” Barbars Redfern
chuckled. *T happen to read the news.
Oid Duleia is absolutely mad l'iﬂl
excitcment about this, too. She says
that Dick’s invented a patent sanetln
or other, and he's doing his best to
it ready in time to fit in his new ear or
the race.’ And if Dick does win the
race and the gadget is & success, guess
what he’s going to do with the two
thousand guineas first prize?”

“8teand_a whacking great feed!”
Bessie  Buater suggested eagerly.
* Well,” she added glowingly, “ what the

%at now ?*

“Just come and see what I'm looki
at, and you'll understand, I guess!”
Lella Car ro!l chuckled, and langhed
again as Bessie blinked round, not see-

HElP

ing that the American junior was

staring directly at her.

“Well, what is he gmn%I to do.-'-
Babsi” gentle Marjonie azeldens
asrked,

“Btart o company for the manu-

facture of this gadget, whatever it is,”
Babs said. Dulcia says that i1l meke
him rieh in no time. But, af course,
he’s gos to win the race first.

The chums nodded. . They ‘all hopad
mosgt _pincerely that Dick Fairbrothier
would - sicceed. And wouldn't it he
grand fun watching him race!

The chums were in a hug&y mood s
they' tramped back to ff House.
They had just come from the. Aero-

drome Btadium, where they had col-
lected the complimentary tickets.

were nearing the bend which
wound into the straight road directly
leading to the school, wicn there came
s flerce blare of & Llaxon behind them,
the sudden t roar of a high-
powered motor car engmc, and they all
Jumped round with & sia

“Whoeps! Look out I” crlcd Clara
Treviyn

She apra.ng to the side of the road,

chums with her, Down ihe road,
with a thundering noise which made
air vibrate, came & glistening
] gernaut of a car, the afternoon spu-
ight gleaming on iis polished paint-
work, the avel from the Ioosely
made-up surface fiying from beneath iis
wheels.

‘%A racing-car!” breathed Babs. :

“And at what a lick!” cried Clara
Treviyn: admiringly.

A racing-car it wa4. And at a lick it
wns assuredly travelling, though it
slowed down appreciably as.it drew
near. Kven so, it passed them like the
wind, its driver, goggled and hel-
moted, erouched over the wheel. With
a roar it shot by.
screech as it rounded the corner; and
thep——

Dabs looked startled.

“I say. it's stop‘l:ed 1* she cried.

opped, obviously, the car had. For
m pu.cc of the vibrant tumult of a
m]mufa before, there was now dead
slience,

There came a

\-w -‘. i



L4

S ey

EVERY SATURDAY

“Come on !” Babs eried. ]

She hurried forward, a little anxions
now, ‘Btrange [ Queér | If the car had
1aet, with an accident, surely they would
have heard something of the crash? If
it had stopped, surely they would have
Leard, at the speed af which it had been
travelling, the squeak of its brakes?
One moment the air had been pulsatin
with _its noisy roar—the next, dea
silence, Uncanny. -

They reached the bend. Breathlessly
they whirled round it.. And then they
stood in & group and blinked. TFor of
the racing-car therc was not a sign.

“Woell, mum-my hat!” muttered
Mabel Lynn. ) .

“1 gus-say, it's gig-gona, you know
Bessia Bunter exclaimed, not very
profoundly. .

Babs looked .round. Even allowing
for its speed, the car could hardly have
vanished from sigiht in so short a space
of time. To the left of ther towered a
tall hadge; to the right of them a field
of ordmnr_\{( meadow grass, its flat sur-
face unbroken except for the enormous
haystack near the open gate a few yards
farther away. Ior a moment they were
all inclined to believe they had dreamt
of the car. Then there came an excited

!!!

She was poiuting at the haystaclk.
From behing that stack had suddenly
appeared a fgure. . .

t was the ﬁ?“e of & man, in racing
kit, muffled, helmcted, goggled: Vaguely
familiar to all of them he was, even in
that guise, and that he knew them was
obvious a second later, when cheerily he
waved his hand.

“Whe the dickens is it?” breathed
Mabs.

“ Come and see !” Babs suggested,

They ‘hurried forward to meet him.
The driver also advanced. As he came
he undid his goggles, and suddenly
they came away in his hand. Clara
ri?}?d out a shout of amazement:

“Mum-my hat!™ stuttered Bessie
Bunter.

For Jack Trevlyn, Clara’s own elder
brother, it waa.

“ How goes ! Jack, his handsome face
aglow, grinned.

“Youl” gurgled Clara.

“Me | ike the rig-out?” Jack
grinned egain. “Pretty nifty bit of
toggery, ian't it?” he added.

“But—but where’s the car?” Clara
stuttered.

“Q0h, behind the haystack.,” And
Jack nodded carelessly as though run-
ning motor cars behind haystacks was
his ordinary mode of parking. * Prett
good hide-out from the road, isn’t it?

“ But--but_you haven't turned racing
motorist1” Clara questioned.

“Not yet.” Jack grinned, delighted
at the mystification on her face. “Fact
is, that's Dick Fairbrother's car,” he
added. “I've brought it along to the
teack to put it through its paces. DBut
look here—"

“Well, where's Dick ?” Clara asked.

“(Oh, never mind Dick—now! Babs,
hold these a moment, will you?”—and
he handed Babs the goggles, while he
wiped his eyes. “Questions can wait ill
afterwards,” he added, and then looked
up with a start as from the distance
came the blare of a car horn. * That's
they I” he exclaimed sharply. *“Clara—
Babs—all of you, quickl I've got to
get away from here! I've got to hide
out! And for poodness” sake get back
to the road |” he added. “I don't want
those johnnies to spot the carl”

“But what—=" Clara asked dazedly.

* Lusten, -kid!”? Jack’s tone was
urgent. * Ask the questions later, will
you? Just do as I say now. Get mé
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out of here—hide .me! Babs, go back
to the road. ' If anybody asks you
yoi've seen & green racing-car—well,

tell ’em what you like, but doh’t leE.

them think you have! Now, Clara—
_Clara’'s face sharpened.. B8he knew
that tone of voice, that cxpression on
Jacl’s face. Quickly her eyes wenf to
the hedge which separated the -school
grounds from the field. She nodded.
“Come on; through the gatés into
the cloisters.”
Jack podded. With Clara at his
side, he raced off. Apparently there

- was method in Jack’s madness in park-

ing behind a haystack, after all, and
evidently, as usual, he was idvolved
in_some scrape. ’

Jack Treviyn and trouble were old
friends—in fact, it was rarelir that
Babs & Co. ever met him, unless he
were engaged in_ some new adventure.
But they liked him; they trusted him.
To Clara's friends, Jack Trevlyn was
something of an 1dol. Babs, Jack’s
goggles still in her hand, bhurried her
chums back to the road.

Now slong' the road they heard the
swish of wheols, the throb of an engine.

“Walk towards the school,” Babs
counseled. “Take no notice. Hallol
Here they come!” she added.

There was a squeal of brakes on the
corner. The chums, as if noticing
nothing, moved mechanieally to the
side of the road: Then, round the

‘cars- of other c
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that the man with & moustache had

if tsken n keen look &t the wunheeded

gogﬁclea in her hand, and had givena
guick, excited nod towards his com-
panion. “You see,” she blandly ex-
plained, “we saw them at the Stadium
motor racing track. There were fwo -
green ones, and auito a lot of racing-

ours, weren't there,
girls 1 o :

“Yes, rather!” Mabs supplemented.

“T see.” The driver’s eyes narrowed
a litile. *I suppose that's a joke 1"
he asked, a little angrily. “The car
1 meant was the car that must have
passed here’sbout thrée minutes aﬁo.”

“Oh, well—"" Babs said owlishly.

“Did you see it?” .

“Did we?” Babs asked her chums,

“PDid we?” Meabs asked of Leila
Carroll puzzledly,

“Sure I saw a car.  But was it a
green one?” Leila doubtfully shook
ker heed. - ;

“Thanks1” The man with the mous-
tache . looked somewhat tart. “You
needn’t put on an a¢t,” ho said scorn-
fully, “It’s pwtt{) obvious you did see
it,, and pretty obvious you met the
driver. ose goggles rather give you
away,” he added dryly; and Babs
jumped, stung into consciousness af last
of the batraimig _thing in "her hand.
“Where’s Dick Fairbiother?"” he added
bluntly.

“Dick who?”

Motor-racing thrills for Barbara Redfern & Co.! Mystery
and excitement, too, when they set out to help that young
racing-car driver, Dick Fairbrother. Dick, brather of the
school’s adored Head Girl, is up against determined
enemies. So Babs & Co. and very popular Jack Trevlyn
come to his aid, with stirring results. '

corner came a powerful-looking sports
car, :

Two men were in it—both youngish-
looking men, and the driver, who wore
a cap and had his face unprotected,
sported a little black moustache. They
looked sharpli at the Clif House girls
as they went by.

“They didn't stop, after all,” Babs
said, with a breath of .relief. “Oh

dear! I wonder what it's all about?”

“But,” ILeila Carroll observed
sharply, “they’re stopping mnow,
guess. Look t”

The sports car was a hundred yards
ghead then. Outside the gates of Clff
House it had come to & halt, and was
in the act of reversing, Slowly, in
bottom gear, it came back to meet

hem.

“Ahem! Ezcuse me,” said the
driver, raising his cap.

They stopped. Babs threw a warn’
ing loock at the chums, which said:
“Let me do the talking.”

“Ves?” she invited.

*“Have you seen a green racing-car 7"

“(ireen?” Babs frowned, “Ob,
yes " she said,

The two young men exchanged a in

significant look.
‘Oh; good!
“Well, sbout half an hour ago, I
should think,” Babs said thoughtfujly.
* As a matter of fact, there were two
green cars.”
“Twol”
t:iRacing-cnrs,"’ Babs sdded, with a

How long ago?”

nbd. .
“But two!” The man in the car
frowned. “Only one, surely?”
“There were two, weren't there,
girls?’  And Babs turned to her
chums, never noticing at the moment

“You know. He's the brother of .
vour school captain, itn't he? Where's

he gona?”

“I don’t know,” Babs said truth-
fully. “I haven't seen him.”

The driver %‘ave an impatient cluck,
and, after a glare at Babs, he sent the
sporis car off with a roar and a jerk,

“Nice fellows,” Ieila imaced.
“Politeness is their strong euit, I'll
say. But what,” she added, “is the
racket? Why should Jack Treviyn

I hide out if they’re hunting Dick Fair-

brother 7"

“Anyway, they didn't epot the car,
vou!}fnow,” Bessie Bunter said. *Tee-
ee

“But who the dickens are they!?”
Babs wanted to know.

They shook their heads. That was
a mystery—a mystery which only Jack
Treviyn, apparently, could clear up.
Somewhat wildered, they passed
through the gates again.

Outside the tuckshop, however, Beabs

paused.

“ All right, don’t rush,” she advised.
“Clara and Jack will want to talk
things over, ierhaps_, before we barge
i And Jack "—with a little twinkle
in her eyes—" might want s word with
Duleia.” At which there was a ﬁrin,
for everybody knew of the liking Jack
Trevlyn had for Dulcia Fairbrother.
“Wouldn’t be a bad idea, just in case
we're called upon to entertain the
fugitive, to take in a few grubbins,”

“Rather not; & jolly good ideal!”
Bessie enthusiastically supported. “'I
always have said, 131n:)u know, that next
to me, Babs has the best ideas in the
Form. And we'll have a little enack-
ings at the same time,” she added.
“Bahs is in funds. ‘Come on, 'girls]
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: just in case the . girls should
change their minds, - plump - Bessie,
bﬁammg, led the way into’ the tuck-
shop. - PR g

The girls chuckled: But it was &
good idea.. There was every goss&hmt{
that.Jack Trevlyn, now in the schoo
would stay to tea, and su§>pl]es in study
cuphoards were not equal to the strain
of .a -special. entertainment. Apart
from that, the walk from the Stadium
had given them all an. appetite.

Ajter Bessio they tram
shop. Only one gixl was there—a
rather sulky-looking senior, whase dlose
greeny-grey eyes flickere bad-tem-
pﬁred_ily as they entered. Babs laughed
cheer.

g ,Jl-o, Helen! ]}}ke to have a.

ginger-pop, ar something? I'm stand-
ing treat.” S e w
Helen Hunter retorted

“Thanks 1"’
iartly. “But. I don’t mccept favours
from Fourth Form kids. Anyway, I'm
just going,” she added.

And she went. .

“Sure are some nice people about
to-day,” Leila Carroll dryly opined.
« Helen looks sourer- than usual—if
that's possible. Eh? Oh, thanks,
Babs! I guess I'll have an American
cream >

2.

Bahs bought the drink, biscuits and
cake, and ordered the supplies for tea.
¥or ten minutes the five chums stood,
drinking and telking.

““Well, there wo are, Here, Mabs,
grab this_bag,” B.bs said. " Bessie,
you nip off, will you, and get the study
fire. going. Marjie, carry that carton
of milk, there’s & dear. Well, we've

got cverything, I think. Let's_march.
I— Hallo " she added quickly, and,
approaching _ the  door, suddenly
stopped. ‘My  haf, lockI” she
breathed.

And the chums, crewding to the doer,
looked. And the chums blinked. For

across the lawns, neap the woodshed, a

girl was talkxtﬁ to two men. The girl

was  Helen unter, the unpopular
prefect. .

And the two men—-=

The same two men who had been on
the trail of Jack Trevlyn's car!

Even as they watched they saw the
man with a black moustache hand Helen
a packet. They saw him whisper some-
thing to her. Helen looked rather
white, rather uncasy, and the furtive
glance she flung round before hastily
tucking that packet awsy beneath her
coat was somechow significani. Babs
blinked.

“Now what,” she asked soitly, "is
the '(?:qnnectiun between Helen and those

- two?’

Jack Trevlyn Explains!

& 00-EE! Claral I
say, Clara}”
- _ Babs & Co. had
Auﬂ entered Big
Hall, laden with their
suppiies from the tuckshop,
- when they met 'Tomboy
. Clara Treviyn descending
the stairs, Clara looked a little

worried, and was thoughtfully runpning
her hand through her unru!{ hair,
thereby making it more unruly than
ever.

As it was nearly tea-time, Big Hall
was deserted. Babs harried forward to
meet her, )

“(lara, where's Jack?"”

“In my study.” Clara looked swiftly
round. * He’s there with Dulcia, Bui
not o word!” she added. “Don’t
breathe his name. He asked me to tell

ped into the

- study shzred " by-

fiil:' ‘as s0on. as you came in, that he'd
o, oies. the. giddy ‘mysters’
what's 'the i B X isd
Mahs inguired. s .
“1 don’t ;
thing to do. with Duleia’s brother Dick,
Poor Buleia !
up. But come a,leng'."’- .
“Babs nodded: Up the stairs th
went, calling in at Stady No. 4—whi
Bahs, Mabs, ~and Bessi¢ shared—tio
deposit their pavcels. There Babs

paused. .

.“Bessiey will you get tho tea while
wa go along?” ) :

“Yes, rather!” Bessio said—Bessie
was much more interested in the pre-
paration of food than in any mystery.
“ghall we have toast, Babs?” o

“Yes, please,” And Babs smiled.
“Clome on,” she said to the others.

They went along the passage to the

: Clari, Marjorie

Hazeldene, and Janet Jordan, Outside
the door Babs halted, raisidg her hand
to knock. ‘As slie did so, they heard
Duleia’s voice, rather broken, tremu-
lously distressed. - e W !

“QOh, Jack, I can’t let you do it—I
cen’t] Diek—=""

“PDuleia, old thing, listen—" and
Jack Trevlyn’s voice was serious. “I've
got to do 1t. I must do if. Dick’s my

. pal, isn't he? In any case, I'm already

doing it, and I'm not backing out now.
There’s nothing - to worry about—
really.” :

“But, Jack, if—if they—"

“They won't!” Jack said confidently.
“ 1l handle them if it comes to & show-
down. :Now, Dulcia, no more worrying
—promise 7"

‘Qh, Jack!”

Babs coughed. o

“ Ahem | Duleia!” she called,

There was a little pause, and then
the head girl’s voice, a little uneven,
sounded.

“Barbars, is that you? Come in,
please.” i

Babs pushed the door open. With
her chums crowding on her heels, she
went in. Duleisn was there, looking a
little pink, but decidedly harassed.
Jack, at the other side of the table, was

self-consciously ﬁngerini the lon
:gotormg- gauntlets he had deposit
there.

“Come in, girls, please, and—and
close the door,” Dulcia said appre-
hensively. *Barbara, did you see the
two meni”

“Tice,” Babs informed her.

“Twice?”

“Once in the road, and the second
time talking to Helen Hunter.” Babs
saw the sudden look of startled con-
sternation which passed from the head
girl to Jack, * Dulein, what has Helen
to do with those two men?” she added.

Dulcia bit her lip.

“(Goodness knows!  But—but—oh,
Jack, this makes it even worse!” she
cried. “Jack, won't you—"'

“Please, Dulcia, leave this to me.”
Jeck Trevl%l; drew a deeﬁ breath.
“ 8it dow be—sit down, all of you,”
he said. “I'm going to spill the story.
I think Clara and Babs and her
friends might help somehow.”

“Well, you know, whatever we can
do—" Babs offered.

“J know. Thanks.” Jack nodded.
“You have helped a lot—alresdy—by
hiding me an utting those two
rotters off the track. I'm sorry about
this Helen Hunter eomplication. That
means we've got to be careful of her—
dashed careful. Weil, this is the

tion,” Jack went on, thrusting his

ands into his pockets. ““Those men
aren’t really after me——" .

“We knmow! They're after Diek

T A . “They think I am Dick Fairb
know—rvet. But it’s some-.
She looks utterly cutb.

Fairbrother,” Marjorie Haseldene said

VT e 1" And Jeck

ez,
That’s what we’ve got to lef them go
on thinking—you see? While they're

chasing me, they're off Dick’s trail.

And it is just absolutel

necessary; &b
this moment, that they yi i

ouldn't get on

Dick’s trail. Because—shall T tell them, -

Dulcia 7

“QOh, yes! Please!"

“Because,” Jack said, and. his tone
was rather grim them, *there's a
warrant out for Dick Fairbrother’s
arrest |” .

f;dBut. girls, he isn't guilty 1” Dulcla

cried. .

“They kpow that.” Jack -smiled.
“0Of course ho’s not guilty | The whola
thing is a frame up on the part of these
pals of Helen Hunter's. You see,” he
added, “if they can get Diek arrested
before the Two Thousand Guineas, thet
means, of course, that Dick won't be
able to drive in the race. And that
means, in its turn, that one of the
fellows—a chap named Mopant—will
almost certainly win.'” .

The chums stared at him. But there
was excitement on all their faces now.

And Jack went on to tell the story
in detail—some of
ajready knew. The gadget, which Babs
had mentioned, was the now Fairbrother
carburcttor, capable, so its inventor
cleimed, of most tremenidously’ in-
creasing the speed of the car to which
it was fitted. .

Already it had becn tesied, and except
for some minor adjustments,
found to be—in Jack’s

oods. Enonuraged by its success, Dick
1ad decided to, fit
machine, Magic Flash, and eater it in
the Two Thousand Guineas race.

those details they -

had been .
words—the .

it to his new racing .

And from the moment of that entry, .
things had begun to happen. There had

been spies; an attempt one ni
wreck the car. Then one day J
been out with

had

ht to

Dick in an ordinary-

saloon car—the saloon fitted with an

early version of the mew carburettor—

when they had been pursued by a
?owerful cor containing fwo men. Jack,
artunately, had been in the back of
the saloon, and so could not bave been
seen by the pursuers,

“Wall, we got away,” Jack said at
this part of the story. “It was pretty
obvious now that somebody was after
Dick. Naturally, with so much af stake,
we couldn’t afford to teke any risks, so
Dick just stepped on the pedal—and did
that saloon shoot! Big and powerful

as the other car was, we left it standing .

like a kid's scooter carl”

“Jt was the carburettor?” Babs
asked. . .

“hat’s it. Then we reached Dick’s
flat. Naturally, we didn't want to leave
the car parked outside, zo I su gested
to Dick that he gave me the key of
his flat while he drove the car round
to the garage. I let myself in the flat,
and wes waiting for old Dick to come
back, when there was & knock at the
door. I went to it
detective chaps there.” ;

The chums sat silent, intrigued.

And Jack went on to explain. The
two detectives had come with a warrant
for Dick Fairbrother’s arrest. Ap-

arently Dick, who was secretary
ghil]ey Marvell, the great steel meag-
nate, had been given a thousand
to -deposit_at ¢ the day pre-
viously, Di , bai been
able to get to the bank in time, having
bean caught in a snowdrift. That night
he had hidden the money in his flat, in
tonding to bank it first thing the next
mproing. But when he had come to
look for it— .

There wcre two
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BABS & CO. stared in amazement as a figure appeared from
it Who the dickens is he 7 '’ breathed Mabs.

#Tt had gone?” Babs questioned.

Jack nodd .

« Vanished—clean as & whistlel” he
confirmed. “And the beggar of it is,
that there were Do signs of anybody
having been in the flat, Nothing else
excopt the money had been touched.
So you can see, from that moment, what
s fix old Dick was in. .

“Mapilley Marvell is a resl strict old
martinet; he wouldn't have accepte
the story of Dick’s getting held up in
the snowdrift, and as there was abso-
lutely nothing to prove the burglary, he
might not have accepted that either.
Apart from that, Dick wasn’t in his
good books at the time. Mr. Marvell
had an idea that Dick was paying far
too much attention io his expensive
motor-racing hobby, es he called i,
than to his job.” .

« And—and so?” Clara questioned.

«And so—" Jack shr_ugiged. “Well,
there it was. Poor cold Dick, thorqughli
up a gum-tree, did the wrong thing,
suppose—but he did it, and so started
the ball rolling. He was pretty certain
sbout winning the two thousand
guineas with his new gadget, you see,
and &8 Mailley Marvell only checked
his bank-balance at the end of every
quarter, he could, if he got the two
thousand, replace the stolen thousand,
and so hush the matter up.”
The chums nodded.
“And then—*’  Jack’s lips com-
pressed. “Somebody gave Dick away.
Who, we don't know, but it's pretty
easy to guess, isn't itf-—one of the
rotters who wants to get Dick out of the
race. This crook, whoever he is, sug-
gested to Mailley Marvell that Dick
hnd pinched the money to further his
own interest, and the fact that Dick had
just paid a thousand pounds out of his
own pocket for improvements to the
Magio Flash gave colour to the idea,
u see. The upshot was that Mr.
arveil obtained a warrant for Dick's
arrest.”
% Phew |” whistled Leila Carrell.
“And that,” J ack said, *“is the story
—in the main. The money, of course,
hasn't turned up,. though fortunately
Dick has the numbers of fhe notes.
It's lpretty clear what's happened,
though. Those crafty rotters, knowing
all about Dick, found- ent snmehow

[
(-9

-wall

about that money. It was they who
must have got hold of & Lkey to his flat
and pinched the cash while e was out.
It was one of 'em who gave the in-
formation to Mailley Marvell and_put
him on the track, hoping that Dick
would be arrested and held until the
race was over.”

Babs nodded. She saw that. DBut
Jack, in his usual way, had strayed
away from the main interest of the
story.

“¥es,” she eaid. “But what hap-
pened when the two detectives came to
arrest him, and found you in the flat?”

«Qh, that!” Jack grinned. “Well,
they made the mistake of thinking 1
was Di I let ’em think it, because I
knew that if they pinched Didk, then
the race—everything—would go to the
Apart from that, Dick still had
some adjugtments to make.to his car-
bureitor, and he couldn't very well
have done that in gaol, could he? I
invited them in: told 'em to_ take &
soat and all that, then excused myself
while I went into Diek’s room to get
my clothes.”

Dulcia bit her lip.

“ And there,” Jack said, *was & tele-
phone. I got on to the garage. 1 told
Dick what had happened—teld him to
bide out and make arrangements for
looking after the racing-car, which was
garaged somewhere else. After that, I
dressed in Dick’s hat and coat. I went
and joined the detectives, but as they

wore escorting me downstairs I gave F

them the slip and mads a bolt for it.”

«Qh, Jack!” cried Dulcia.

“Woll, what else?” Jack asked cheer-
fully, “Anyway, they were already up
the” wrong tree. They had nothing
against me as Jack Trevlyn, and, if
you ask me, I did them a jolly good
turn! Think what howling asses they'd
Lave looked when they found ~they'd
arrested the wrong man |

“Put it wasn’t so casy,” he added,
“to give the enemy the slip. When 1

ot to the garage where the Magic

lash was laid up, they must have had
sﬁies hanging sround. Unluckily for
them, however, they didn’t know of my
existence. They all thought that I was
Dick, eepecially as I was rigged oub in
Dick’s own clothes. :

“They chased me, of course—intend-

behind the haystack and beckoned to them.
 Come and see,”’ Babs suggested.

ing, no doubt, to hand me over to the
bobbies the moment they laid hands on
me. And that's how,” he added calmly,
«Y ¢ame to get here to-day. That's why
the old Magio Flash is now behind a
hayrick and I'm s fugitive.”

There was & silence. The chums
looked at each other..
. No need now for Jack to stress the
importarce of his own identity remain.
ing secret; clearly, for the sake of
Dulcis and her wronged brother, thai
was vitally necessary. Simple enough
their task, had they only to reckon with
the two men oui‘.sidgi ut how much
more difficult with Helen Hunter, the
spy of those two, in the school! Even
as they all mentallg/ldlgested that point,
there came from Marjorie anardene,
near the door, a sndden exclamation.

. They_all tensed, instinetively listen-
ing. But there could be no mistake
about those auick, very short footsteps
they all heard in the passuge now. Only
one girl in the whole schoo? walked like
that—Helen Hunter!

“ Jack 1" Dulcia ecried.

She pushed back the screen. In a
moment Jack Trevlyn had dodged be-
hind it. Then came a rap on the door.
It was followed, before anyone could
even think of crying “come in,” by the
opening of the door itself, Helen
Hunter, her greeny-grey eyes glistening
with suspicion,. looked in.

“Oh” she said. “So you ave in
here, Dulcia. T—I—wanted to speak to
ou.”

Dulcia stiffened.

“ About what?” she askod.

“Well, on rather a personal matter.
Want me to talk in front of the kids?”
Helen asked sourly.

Dulcin’s lips compressed.

“] am nobt aware,” she returned,
“that I have sny personal matters to
discuss with you, Helen. What do you
want?”

#Ti's about your brother,” Helen said.

“Well, what about him?”

“1 suppose,” she said, in a tone of
contemptnons  mockery, you haven’t
seen him lately?”

No,” Dulcia replied.

“ Bure?”

*0Of course I'm sure,’

«Phen,” Helen said, and suddenly
she darted towards the table. Too late,

3
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Dulcis maved forward a8 she cought u
the pair of motoring untlets “!l'hl‘
the careless Juck had left there. “Then
who,” the crowed t"numjgha.ntlfy, ”do
these belong to, Duleia. Fairbrother?

Mabs’ Way Qut!

URFPRISINGLY
enough, i:owever;
surprising becduse
w;f not often_Clars
Trevlyn took the initiative

Tin & lit;::tio:}r of bt-hn

1 netyre — omboy

: - jumped forward. Quick s

Helen had Jbeen to snatch up those

gloves, ehe was even swifter in snatch-

ing them away. -

“Thanksd” she snepped. I 11 take

thosa ¥ b '

H\g};n glared, - .

« Yy JO s A

“Thegr‘:?%un‘ m ) than ;?m, any-
sy Ul g oy T ok
ing after: 3 ne—~——'’_
“That's %’_‘ “ﬂ _supporﬁﬂd.

6 '(I;hcy're ok Fairbrdther's I” Helen
cried. w

“ g.‘ho{q hareh n.'idlf {* Dulcia shook helf'
bead. o had regeaingd possession O
herself now, though studiously she kept
her back to the screen. “Until a fow
moments age,” she added, “I'd never
even seen il gloves i my life! And,
in any case, supposing they were my
brother's? ~ What business is it
yours?” = :

Helen glared at her. 'There had
never been any love lost between Cliff
House's ular head girl and the sour-
tempered prefect of the Sixth. -

“ And supposing,” she flished back,
“you knew that 8 wanted ¢riminal was
being YWunted by the police? Just sup-
posing,” maqcked, while Ba
cletiched her hands, “thet that criminal
was hiding in this_schoel? Wouldn't
you feel it your duty to. track hi
down ?* - e

Dulcia_was,very white, but very firm
and upright as she replied.

“I see,” shé said quie_tlx. “Well,
supposing, as, head gir], 1 -tell you that
no eriminal is being sheltered in Cliff
House? And supposing,” she added, “I
tell you that agou’ve no right to come
in hero snetching up another .girl's
property and flinging half-veiled ne-
cusations sround—>"

* Does the cep fit 7" Helen jeered.

“Helen, please
retorted.

“But I say—"

“I don’t care what you say! 1 gave
you an order | Dulcia said sharply

“Yes? Well, aué)poaing 1 refuse to get
out I:Ielen cried. “Supposing I tell
you—" .

For answer, Dulcia swept towards her.
Hhe was really engry tow as she gripped
the other’s arm,

“You can tell me what you like,” she
said, “but you will not tell me hera!
And if you refuse to obey my order,
Helen, then we'll just go and seo what
the headmistress says about it. Are you

gom%?”

Helen glared. The chums smiled
grimly. But Dulcis, whatever she might
suspect of her, had right on her side.
Dulcia was her superior, and Dulcia’s
word was law, She scowled savagely as
Dulcia very firmly ﬁropel]ed hor towards
the door, and Marjorie Hazeldene,
stending near it, gladly opened it.
Dulcia pushed bher info the passage.
Then she turned, ~ -

“1°11 Fx, too, Barbara," she whispered
hurriedly. “Just in case sbe should
hang about.” d

Babs podded. Knowing Helen's liabit

get out!” Duleia it

of crafty spying, thst was wise. Helen,
b ously. was oo Dulia's trail. While
Dulcia remained in this room, it v
certgin that Helen would not be far
away.

A'D;hia went out.  The door eclosed
behind “her. From behind the screen

~ came’a soft chuckle.

“Tg it safe?”’ Jack Treviyn asked.

“Yes; come on out,” Clara replied.

Pulling & face, Jack steppég from
behind screen. :

“Preity olose, ¢h?” he said. “Phow,
but that girl’s & bit of a térter!” Bh
suspocts all right 1”

“ Well, what do you expect hor to do,”
Clars sniffed, “when you loave your
belongings all over the place?” .

“p ® Jack grinfed at his .
sister *Mistakes hf%‘;:%h.é Sy

will
* Anyway, we're still Q. ur dear
Helen friend has got the idea that Dick
Fairbrother is hading out here some-
d as long s she sticks to thot
. .our game. But what

added; Jof-a moment serious.

“It's pretty cloar.l cin't lie low here
indefinitely,” _ . el

“Well, ~ why  set?” Clara asked.

el =

“Wa know, & secret passa H

“But, my dear ahr tom , lying
Jow in secrét passages -won't keep
Dick’s car up to serateh,” Jack’ pointed
out. “T’ve got to give it practice runs
Apart from _which, L. have -a- rather
important _thing to do to-night—no,
never mind what; I'll tell you when I've
done it. . At the samo time,” .he sdded
thoughtfully. * those two beggars will be
on the watch for Dick Fairbrother out-
side, and if they spot me in his place
it’s just possible they may begin to smell
the ‘mouse we don’t waat ‘em to smell.
Question now is—how am 1 fo. get out
of the school without attracting atten-
tiont” : )

“Hum {” said Babs. n

“Whoa! Wait a minute!” Mabs
eried. “I've got an ideal Ja k, sup-
poglﬁgi you become my grandfather?”

Msa.bs laughm’i. " talnad, “1 “
“Supposing,” she explained, “I make
vou up to look like an old man? TI've
gat make.up ; we've got props. If those

two meh are waiting, they’ll hardly’

expect to see you walk out in broad day-
light. And, ofter all,” Mabs added,
“theére’s no reason why my grandfather
shouldn’t have paid me a visit at the
school.”
i ;‘”Jove!”‘cried Jack.
“You bet she can!” whooped Babs.
“Mabs isn't the star of our dramatic
society for nothing! OF you go, Mabs!
Tl just make sure that Helen isn’t
hanging round !” .

And while Mabs rushed off to get her
praps and make-up, she wandered off to
the Sixth Form quarters. She had somo
vague idea of tricking Helen off to
another part of the school, but that
idea was :mmiediately dispelled when,
assing the prefects’ room, she saw
%elen engaged at the telephone.

“Dabs pgrinned  She paused, softly
pulling the deor to, snd then turning
the key, drew 'it from the jock and
placed 1t under the edge of the carpet.
=\TAf't?er that, she returned to Study
No. 7.

Mabs, mistress of make-up that she
was, had slmost finished her task then.

The chums stood round while she
combed, out the falt? beard with which
she had disguised Jack. Jack himself
was unrccognisable in a long ulster
overcoat, s bowler hat, and carrying &
walking-stick, He grinned. )

“Hallo, Babs! How do I look?
Banta Clausish?”

“There,” Mabs said. *that's it. Now

“¥You can do

was with a stoop,

he later in her outdoor clothes.

I'll ‘get my hat-and con-——remmnb'e'r,
Jack, you're mg Kgrnndfathu! Walk

right My bhat! What's that?”. she

ded, as 8 muffled tap came from,
somewhere, followed by a faint shout.

“That,” Babs said casually, “is just
Heignl.)l Dgg-n WwOrry nhou:i::r.m_ gh.;:ll
probably carrying on 'li at for
the next five minutes or so. I've locked
‘her int” ",

“Ha, bha, ha!” s .

And Mabs flew off, returning & mismt.ﬁ

80|

touched his hat, called out a quernlous
“ Good-night, my dear girls1” and, sup-
ported by Maby
the corridor. -Five minutes later two
men, watching from the trees in Friar-
dale Lane, saw an old man and a younﬁ
girl cmerge through the gates an
%}‘mtm themselves et the bus stop.

e bus came along.

“Bye-bye, grandfather!” Mabs said
loudly.

“Hye-bye, my dear!” 'enid Jack .
Trevlyn in o iremulous old _voice.
“Bye-byo !

o! Look after yourself, and
keep on being o good little ‘girﬁ Ay
but that’s o fine school yow're in, on
fine friends you have, my dear! Now.
just a kiss for poor old grandfer. Here's
the busl” - ke

0

Mabs kissed him. bus came

along. Wilh Mabs’ help, Jack boarded .

it, standing to wave his stick on fhe
platform. _

“Bye-bye, my dear!”

“ Bye-bye, grandfather [ Mabs called.
“(lome again some time 1"

And then the bus was away, and
Mabs
school. The watching men echrugged
indifferently, -

Bo far, thought Mabs glecfully, all
was well.

Blunder by Bass !

O far—yos. But vigi-
lance. conld not ba
relaxed. Outside, the
two spies watched.

Inside, elen Hunter
watched as well, their joint
object, ohbviously, te
Dick Fairbrother and hand
him over to the polica.

“And Helen,” Babs said, “has got
more than a suspicion that we know all
about it. Those friends of hers outside

“-U

must have told her about the goggles -

they caught me with. The fact that
Helen herself found us later with the

gauntlets may have mede her more or -

less certain. I should be surprised,” she
added, “if sha doesn't jolly well think
we're hiding Dick Fairbrother away in
the school now 1*

That was after tea—in Study Ne. 4—
a sumptuous_tea, which, unfortunately,
had to be taken without Jack Trevlyn.

Helen Hunter, fuming and uneasy
after the trick which the unkhown japer
had played uEun her in the prefects’
room, had looked in no less than three
times while that meal was in progress,
and Bessie Bunter, who had just
returned from washing-up, had reperted
the profect as hanging around near the
Fiftﬁ Form end of the corridor, 5

Clara chuckled. . .

“Well, that's all right,” she said.
“While she thinks Dick’s hers, it’s not
likely her precious friends will look for
him anywhere else The great thing for
us to do is to make her keep on think-
ing we’re hiding him 1" .

“Qure! But how,” Leila Carroll
wanted to know, “are we going to do

hat 1
“Idea1” Babs cried.

pow? That's all.

arm, tottered off-along '

with a smile, was returning to '

2
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- and gurgle

EVERY SATURDAY

“What1*

“ghush | Wait a ticklet!” And Babs
got up and went te the door, which she
opened just - a crack, peerin
“O.K.!"  she whlspereg. “ Helen’s
strolling up the corridor now.  Just
play up to me.” Then: *Of course,”
she said in a loudish voice, “we can't
let poor old Dick starve.”

*Oh, rather mot!” Mabel
agreed, with a grin.

“So we'll just have to make up 4
E_arcel of grub and etuff and take it to

im,” Babs went on clearly. “But
we've got to be jolly careful with that
epying cat Helen sneaking around "—
and here winked, suspecting &t _that
moment the “spying cat” herself was
listening outside the door. “Beastly to
have such an inguisitive nature as she
has, isn’t-it?”

“Shocking 1" Mabs agreed.

“Never can keep her long and ugly
nose out of business which doesn’t con-
cern her, I guess|” Leila said seriouslﬁ,

a little as the door shook.
“All the same, I guess we've got to
stop her from finding out where poor
old Dick is.” What’s the plan, Babs?”

“The plslan is—get the grub ready,”
Babs replied. “To-night, after lights-
ount, we'll emuggle it slong to him,
We'd better not all go, though—Clara,
you and Mabs and I will sce the job
through. Meet in the lobby at eleven.
Meantime "—and she rose with a great
deal of noise—'"let's get the grub
ready."’

There cdme a swift movement from
the corridor. Babs chuckled as she ap-
proeched the door and blinked through
the crack.

“0.K. | 8he’s swallowed the bait
whole I"”” she gurgled. “She’s hurrying
off down the corridor now. That means
that Helen will be on the look-out at
eleven o'clock. Helen, hoping to be led
to Dick Fairbrother, will follow us—"

“Where 1" asked Mabs.

“T’m not sure yet, but we'll give her

Lynn

a good run for her money. Mabs, don't

forget to bring a baeket; Helen will be
expecting to see that es we’re supposed
to be tnkinﬁ grub. And I know where
we'll lead her,” added Babs gleefully.
“The old ¢lock tower |*

The chums chuckled. The scheme was
a good one. To be sure, thers was
nothing to be gained by it but it
amused them to feel that Helen was
going to have all her tronble for nothing
—and at the end of that trouble be no
better off than she was before. And

unctually at eleven o'clock that night

abs, Clara, and Mabs met outside the
lobby window, ecarrying a basket
between them.

They felt rather than saw the eyes
which watched them from the curtained
alcove in Big Hall near the lobby.

in owlish pantomime the three con-
spirators  acted. . Cautiously Babs
pushed open the window; cautiously the
three of them levered themselves over
the sill. Outside s very black night
greeted them, with & fine drizzle of cold
rain which swept into their faces.

“Ugh I” shivered Mabs.

« Shush |* hissed Babs dramatically.

“Come on !’ Clara said. .

They started out, squelching over the
wet lawn. The clock tower—that
ancient relic of medieval Cliff House,
which stood at the far end of the school
grounds, and which now did duty as &
storage place for the produce of the
school allotments—was & good ten
minutes’ walk away.

Onwards they Baquelched, now and
again Jnusix&i to listen, and once being
rewarded with a faint ery and a splash,
which told them that the trailing Helen
had stepped into some unseen puddle.
They grinned

out.

“My hat! Ii she only knew1” Clara
said deliciously. °

“Zhe will—Iater " Babs chuckled.

Now they had reached the little
cluster of trees, dripping- dismally. in
the darkness. Beyond, a vague, bulky
shape, the old tower loomed. Now they
were at the door. Babs pushed it open.

And just for Helen's berefit—Helen
could not be far behind—she called:

“Hallo, Dick! You there?”

There came a movement from inside
the place.

“Hallo!"* Clara exclaimed. “What's
that 7

“A rat—or something,” Babs ‘said.
“Hush! Don’t give the game away.
Dick |” she called again. - * Dick, this is

Babs and Clara and Mabs,” .
Then the whole three became rigid

as from the darkness & voice spoke.
“By gum |” it said. *“Then come in!

By Hilda Richards *7
ward. “Dick, get back quickly !” oche
hissed, “Clara—Mabs—in here !”

With a ‘thrpst of her arm she sent
Dick Fairbrother staggering back into-
the room. Acting simultanecusly, Mabs
and Clara jumped after her. Quickly
Babs spun round, clesing the door and
droﬁping the heavy bar into place.

Dick blinked.

“] say, what's this all about?” he
asked. %

“Dick, shush!” Babs ‘entreated.

“Clara, climb up to the window and
see what's happening. (Qh, my hat!
We—we thought we were putting Helen
off the track,” she said. “We didn’t .
know you were here, Dick. Why did
you come here?” -

] came,” he said, ““to see Dulcia,
I've & packet here, with a message.
wanted to get it to Dulcia so that Dulcia
could hand it on to Jack. Unluckily for

.

|

OFF went the disguised Jack Trevlyn, holding on to Mabs’ arm, while

the rest of the chums chuckled. There were spies outside the school,

but it wasn’t likely that they woulc& s:;plect Mabs' ** grandfather *' of being
a

I’'m jolly pleased to see you. Bus how,”
the voice asked, while they stared ab
ezch other in electrified astonishment,

+ “gdid you know 1 was here?”

The light of an electric torch flashed
out, ond the chums’ astonishment
changed to sudden and alarmed con-

sternation; for the light revealed the.

pale and Wandsome features of—
Dick Fairbrother himself |
It scemed, in hoodwinking Helen,
they had innocently put her dead on the
track of the.quarry she was seeking.

Clara Plays Her Part!

D €6 ICK t” eried Maba.

“Dud - Dick1”

A stuttered Clara
, Trevlyn.

“Dick, you here?” And
Babs looked hurriedly
round, reelising, with a
peng of dismay, that the
trailing Helen must have soenl
“We—-" And then she stumbled for-

me, -two men spotted me getting into
the school. 'They chased me, I gave
them the slip and found a hideout here.
I was just waiting till I could make
sure they were off the track beforo
making another move.” ¢
“What tough luck1” gasped Babs.

“Babs—quickly I'’”  Clara, _pecring
through the windpw, looked down.
%“Helen's flashing a torch. Wait &

There's an answer from near’
Those two men-mtst

minute.
the schoal gates.
be there.””

*Qh, great goodnesa” breathed Mabs.
¢ Then—"

“Half & ticklet!” Babs' face was
alive now. *Clara, come down, Dick,
give me the parcel. I'll sce that Dulcia
gels it. Now take off your hat and
cost. Clara, you put them on.” -

“But what—"

“Don’t you sce, chump? You'vo got
to escape. Helen will think you aro
Dick—a bit undersized, -pethaps, but
they won't notice that in the darkness.
As soon as I open the door—boltl.
Now ”—and she gave a violent start as
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a terrific bang.came-at the daor. “Buek
up 1”* she hissed, , -

- “Open. this doorl” ecried Helen
unter furiously. . i
“Pon't 'answer,” cantioned Babs;

while Dick end Clara feverishly
changed. .
£ this door!” Helen yelled.

“If you don’t open it I shall break it
down. } know whe you've got in
thers 1" -
“T'm rcady I breathed Clara.
“Right! 'Then stand by!” hissed
Babs. “Bick, hide behind those sacks

of potatoes! As soon as Helen goes
after Olara, out you nip! Right?™ .
“Go on 1” Bick said grimly
“Will you open this doori” raved
Ilelen from outside. . v
F‘.AlLd righ; » li}?vabs’ IVOICB‘ wa;
repigned. “It's up,. 1 suppose
Waﬁ. a minute, Helen!” And, with a

glance in Clara’s direction, she lifted
the bar. “Now 1" she hissed.

“Whero is—" began Helen, and
then gave a shriek. .

For Clara, acting her part to the life,
had leapt at the rway the moment
Helen’s vague Sfgure showed itself.
Quickly she struck at the torch which
wag in the prefeet’s hand; with her
ot.mr hand she thrust-at Helen's chest.
Back went Helen. Forward leapt
Clara, sprinting out into the darkness.
Helen regained hor balance,

“Ron) Jim! He's getting away
she yelled. * After him

Footsteps then. Clars blundered on.
But Clara, exgert runner as she was,
wore Dick's heavy coat. Moreover,
Dick's hat, several sizes too large for
her, had faller over her eyés. Blindly,
mu'lly she ran however, drawing them
away now that Helen as well as the
twe - men were ing in her rear.
Meantime, in the clock tower—

“Right1” Babs said _triumphantly.
“I've got the parcel, Dick1 Scoot[”

“Hang itl” Dick Fairbrother
mumbled.” “? hardly like—"

“Oh, scoot,” Babs hissed, in agony,
“while the coast’s clear!”

Dick noddgd. He leapt out. Two
hundred yards eway, gcross the felds,
two hights were winking A girl's voice
could be heaxd, o to
Helen, who, having spotted the fl;fmve,
was running as hard as she could go,
followed by her two henchinen, Clara,
feeling as if sha were running in sn
eiderdown, put on a last spurt.

Then—crash ! Bome unseen obstrue-
tion full in the Tomboy's path caught
her foot, and, with a gasp, Clara
measured her length, .

In an instant Helen had piled on top
of har. i

“T've got him!* she shrieked vic-
toriously.

“Wugg 1” gurgled Clara. “Oh, my
hat! Gug-go—" {

“Hold him 1 a voice panted. " Hold
him1® And Clara blinked in two torch-
lights which came flashing inte her face.
She gas; as she Jaa hauled to her
feﬂ;‘ti. h“ ow, Mr. lgkthFa-irbruther ol
said tho grim voice of the young man
with the moustache. Then: “Hey I he
roared, whipping off Clara’s hat.
"_Vqlll‘_?t’s this? Helen, you fool, it's a
gir ;
“Kilk-kik-Clarg Treviyn!” stuttered
Helen. “Youl”

Clara grinned breathlessly.

“Little me!’ she agreed. “Oh,
" aren't we surprised) at are you
going to do about it 1”

“You little cat—" .
- .0k, tut] ‘Such naughty words—and
from a prefect !” Clara taunted. “ Well,
what are you and your precicus pa
going tg do now-+kidnap mel” - - :

The two men mutteied as they glared
furiously towards their accomplice.

1

lying ir wait in the

That voice belonged to the

“ Look here~—* one said. ! g

“Wait s minute]” Helen's eyes
gleamed, They were all amber now.
“ Clever, aren't you?” she said. “Jolly
clever! Where did you get that hat and
coat ¥’

*Well. where?” Clara asked.
Fairbrother, of course |” -

* 80 he was in therei”

‘Sure, he was in there!”
anawered cheerfullg. ;

“You’ve been hiding him 7
_“Aba!” Clara said. * Wouldn’t you
like to knowi*

Helen ground her tecth.

“TPricky I” she enarled again. “Oh,
very tricky, nren’}:; wet Anc n;)w," she
said, “I suppose he’s got away 7"

“That's it!" (lara eaid chirpily.-

“Is it 1*  Helen's ayes enapped. “It's
pot al! of it1* she said. “You'll suffer
for this, Clara Trevlyn—and your gnls,
Babs and Mabs! Smart—ch? I hope
ﬂgu‘ll be as smart when I take you

fore Miss Venn to-morrow morning !
Perhaps when you get & weck’s deten-
tion yowll think twice before helping
Lunted criminals to escape |* ®

“Perhaps ¥ Clars auswered calmly,
“we shalll And perhaps,” she added
thoughtfully “Miss - Venn will think
twice about allowing you to continue as
a prefect| Because, you see, dear old
Helen, I've got a fancy the Head will
be awfully interested to kmow why you
sneakea after us to the clock tower
instead of sto(})%m us or without first
reporting we'd broken bounds!

“And Misa Venn will love to know
why yov had these two friends of yours
school fro nds to
help yoo catch one of the girls who was
breaking bounds! So it seems,” Clara
continued esmoothly, “as if we'll all be
in the soup "
. Helen glared at her. For a moment
it lpgured Helen would have smacked
her face. For Clara was right, of
course,

“My friende are here because—
because they’re hunting & fugitive from
justice I Helen mumbled. “And you're
helping him to escape I* -

“Nice, kind; law-sbiding men, aren’t
they?* said Clara scornfully, “At
same time—well, you know how
awkward Miss Venn ¢an be over small
points. Miss Venn might want to know
why your friends don't leave the police
to mind their own business. In fact,”
Clara_said cheerfully, 1 shouldn’t be
surprised, knowing Miss Venn, if she
does’t have them arrested for tres-
pmm.%l Look here, tell you what,”
sha added, apparently

struck “by a
sudden flash of inspiration. “ Why not
save the whole business up till to-
morrow morning? Let's go and report
each other now, and take your two pals

as witnesses 1

Clara

“ come on!

this!* said the man
moustache.

“Let her go!” nrged the other un-
easily

He'en glarec again. But she was
L.elpless. i}hra, for once, held all the
cards. Disgusted, they let her go, and
Clars, racing off cheerfully in Dick
Fairbrother’s hat and coat, made her
way towards the school again. In the
Iobby she met Babs and Mabs. They
chuckled. when they heard the outcome
of her -adventure.

<« And Dick 1 Clara questioned. “He's
all right?’

Let's get out of
with Lhe black

“Dick got away, 0.K.,” Babas said-

contentedly “ But “—and she indicated
a. small dpackuge in her hand—*1've got
this to de

Let’s get back before Helen cdmes
nosing around agnin. You can bet she'll
have her knifé' into us after this, and
we'd better be on our guard1”

“Dick -

liver: Come on, now, though!

" Tir SCHOOLGIRL

- Clever of Helen!
“ UT whaet can I do!?

gazed despa.igingltp at Barbara Redfern
a3 the captain of the Fourth stood in
her atudy the fallowing morning. “Dick
says in this note that Jack must have
this pareel this afierncon at all costsl
Barbara, I can’t go!” - : :

“But why can’t you go1” Babs asked.

“Because I've special duties” with
Miss Venn. And if I ask to be excused
she’ll want to know why. You know
what she is” .

Babs pursed her lips. Bhe felt ter-
ribly sorry for Dulcia, Duleia was
taking this apparent disgrace of her
brother to heart. Dulcia, obviously,
feared the worst. How white her face
had turned when Babs had recited the
exploit of last night! How white when
Duleia had read that letter from Dick
before destroying it!

“Well, there's one way out,” :he
considered o i

“And that, Barbarat” =

“Let me and Clara and Mabs and
Leila take if.”

But Duleia shook her head.

“Barbara, no, I can’t,” she said.

“Why not 7"’
“Well, nup%osm * Dulcia shook
her head. “Oh, I @on’t kmow!” she
cried, and for a moment pressed a hand
against her temples. “ Barbara, you've
seen enough to know that these men are
desperate. This packet contains Dick’s
patent carburettor. - If anything hap.
pened to that—>

“Well, what can halppen to it1” Babs
asked, % Dl{,ﬂcis. ease 1’ she en-
treated.- “After all, the men don't
know we've anything to do with the
carburettor, and goodness knows it's &
small enough parcel to hide without
being seen

“And ‘I don’t think,” Babs added

geriously, “that the men are desperate .

in the sense they’d try and do us any
harm. Dulcia; why not? All you've

got to do i+ to give us the necessary.

passes.”’ g
. Duloia paused.  But she saw Babs’
line of reasoning clearly enough. Babs
was right. Crooked as the intentions of
Helen’s friends might be, theg had been
extremely careful so far to keep them-
selves on the size of law and order.

“All ri%lt." she said. “And, Bar-
bara—oh, Barbara, I shall never, never
be able to thank you I*

“Qh, Duleia, don’t try,” Baba said
uncomfortably . "‘Let.'a_fet old Dick
out of this mess first. Will you give me
the passes now, please{”

Dulcia did 23 F

With the passes in her pocket and the
parcel in her hand; Babs cheerfully
marched off to Study No. 4 again.
There, in the deep drawer of her desk,
she hid the parcel, turning the key in
the lock as an extra precaution.

And after breakfast that day—the
afterncon being & half-holiday aas it
happened—Babs, Mabs, Leila and Clara
met in the cloak-room Babs
retrieved the small parcel by that time,
and had tucked it under her coat. They
were on the Jaoint of departure when-the
door opened, and the sulky, scowling
face of Helen Hunter peered in: ;

Helon, all the morning, had been
drifting around in Babs & Co.’s wake,
obviously still imagining that they were

the secret hiders of Dick Fairhrother,

and thst sooner or later they would

‘attempt to get in touch with him again,

at can I do?

And Duleia Fair-

brother, her eyes
betraﬁing very clearly the’
gleepless’ night  through
which she had passed,
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“And where,” she demanded,
you going 1"

, ont 1" Babs answered carelessly.

“Where are you going?”

“Qur business !” Clara retorted.

“Qh, it is, is it?” And Helen on-
pleasantly planted herself in fromt of
them. “And I suppose,” she added
sneeringly, , “you've forgotten that
yow're sll detained this afternoon?”

“The four stared at her. N

“Detained I” ecried Babs. “Bince
when ?” . . .

“Since yesterday,” Helen said spite-
fully, “1 gave you a detention for
making & tow in the passage. Don't
you remember?” she added mockingly.
“] gave you & hundred lines first, and
then, when you cheeked me, I made it
a detention.” I think,” she added, *be-
fore you go out yow'd better ask Miss
.Ven?’ to cancel ‘that detention, don’t

on

¥ The four stared at her, faces redden.
ing with enger. They had received
neither lines nor detention at Helen’s
hands, as Helen very well knew. Helen
obvigusly supposed they were out on
l?l'ucih's business and meant to stop
them.

“Well, going to take those clothes
off " Helen speered.

“No, we're jolly well not!” Clara re-
torted hotly. . . .

“And you're going out, in spite of
your detention?” . s

“We ncver had detention!” Babs
flashed.

“No?” Helen sneered. “What a
very convenient memory you have !” she
mpeked. T say I gave you detention,
and what I sa¥, as a prefect, goes. Take
off those clothes and go into the class-
room at oncel”

In angry bewilderment the chums
glared at her. What could they do

now

“Well,” Helen roared, “are you
going to do as I esk, or do T take you
to Miss Veun?”

“0h, chuck it! Don't be such a
boastly schemer!” Clara Trevlyn said
disgusted]y. .

“Clara, that's another hundred lines
for you. Take thoss clothes off [

Mutinously, but resignedly,— the
chums gazed at cach other. As they
hesitated there was a soft step in the
corridor, and another figure appeared.

It was Dulcia Fairbrother.

“allo. what's thist” she asked, with
a quick, rather apprehensive look to-
wards the chums.

“These girls were going out!” Helen
snecred.

“Well, any reason why they
shouldn’t? They have passes.”

“‘They’re detained,” Helen stated.

¢ Nonscnse | Whe's detained them?*

“1 have.”

“ Where's your report ?"

“Well,” Helen said hurriedly, “you
ought to know about that. I ha_ndea it
to vou this morning along with the
others. Perhaps,” she sneered, ‘““you
lost it. If you did, that’s not my busi-
ness. I gave these girls detention
yesterday, and I'm here as a prefect to
see my orders carried out.”

“We never had detention,” put in
Babs. “On my honour, Dulcia !”

“Oh, I think I see!” Dulcia said
slowly. A glimmer suddenly came into
her eyes. “I really am rather sur-
prised, Helen,” she said stifily. “A

retty mean and despicable trick that,
1sn’t it?7 You want to prevent these
g}ilrls going out, The only way you can
think of doing it is to abuse your
privileges as a prefect.”

“1 tell you—" blustered Helen. }1
“TI'm {elling you,” Dulcia addo
calmly. “Babs—Clara—all of you—you

may go.” )

“are

“You dare!” flashed Helen. “ Dulcia,
bvB careful ! T shall report this to Mias
Venn—-" : e

“Thén report,” Duleia said con-
temptuously, * Barbara, please go! I
take full respousibility for this, elen,

and if you wish to report to Miss Venn
you will ind me in her study. Now,
please, no further interference with
these girls,” she said sternly. “Bar-
bara, go at once |” :

And Babs & Co., with a grin af the

lowering Helen, and & look of grate-

1 adoration for Dulcia, went. Helen
clenched her teeth. ‘

“You'll be sorry for this, Dulcia 1”

Duleia’s answer was to toss her head
a little higher and walk- away.

Helen’s face was furious as she stared
after the graceful figure of Cliff House's

head girl. Then suddenly, a crafty
loock in her eyes, she turned on her
heel. Back she went into her own

study, and there, grabbing four deten-
tion reports. wrote rapidly. After that
she stamped yesterday’s date on them,
and, gathering them wup, went to
Dulgia’s siudy. The morning reports,
not yet handed in to Miss Venn, were
Iying on the head gitl’s desk.

“Now, you sister of a crook!” she
muttered.

She rustled away, a hard namber
gleam in her eyes. At the door of Miss
Venn’s study she lknocked, entering
when the headmistress bade her come
in. Miss Venn, sitting before her desk,
on which lay a pile of index cards, was
making a tick against the names of girls
whigh Dulcia was reading out from a
similar pile of cards. She looked up
rather impatiently. -~

“Yes, Helen, what is it?
tremely busy.”

*I am sorry to trouble you, Miss
Venn,” Helen said smoothly, “but
much as i regret it, I have & rather
serious_matter to report. Yesterday I
g\ve Barbara Redfern, Mabel Lynn,

lara Treviyn, and Leila Carroll, of the
Fourth Form, a hundred lines and a
detention  This afterncon I found
them Erepnring to ignore that detention
—in the act of going out.”

“Well 2" Miss Venn glared a little.
“You should have reported that to
Dulcia here.”

#1 did—in a way.” Helen shook her
head. “Dulcia came along when I was
telling the girls to take oﬁg their clothes
and go into class for their detention.
You can imagine my amazement when
Dulcia immediately conntermanded my
order, and, disobedient as these girls
wére, allowed them to go.”

Miss Venn sat up.

“Duleis, did you do this?”

Dulcia flashed & look of scorn at the
sneaking Prcfr.»ct. '

“T did,” she said clearly. * Because,
Aliss Venn, the girls had been given no
detention. That was =& fabrication
Helen made up on the spur of the
moment to prevent them going out.”

I am ex-

“Really!"” Miss Venn looked guite
shocked. “Helen, this iz a serious
charge.”

“1 am aware of that,” Helen said
steadilﬁ “But I think you ought to
know, Miss Venn, that Dulcia, for some
reason, shows distinct. favouritism to-
wards these girls. I will not go so far
a3 to suggest that Dulcia is fibbing when
she tells yon she knew nothing of the
detention.” If she does not, it is becanse
she either overlooked or mislaid the
reports which I sent in this morning:”

nlcia eyod her keenly., What game
was this? . .

“PDulcia, did you receive such re-
ports?” Miss Venn asked.

“No, Miss Venn |”

_*Ahem |” Miss Venn frowned. Bhe
liked Dulcia, but she liked diseipline

By Hﬂaa Richards ¢

even better. Buch & complaint obvi.
gusly demanded immediate investiga-
ion, S

“Dulcia, where are the reports? In

your study?”

“VYes, Miss Venn.”

“Very well.” Miss Venn touched a
bell. In a few moments Boker, the
gage-boy, appeared. “Go to Miss Fair-
brother’s study and bring me this morn-
ing’s reports !”’ she ordered, and Boker,
with & nod, hurried off. “Now,” Miss
Venn rumbled, *we shall see who is at
fault I”

They waited, Dulcia a little unedsy
now, reading in the confidence of
Helen’s smile something she did nof
like. In a few moments Boker returned -
with the reports. There was a_tense
silence - a5 the headmistress flicked
through them. Then suddenly she
stoPBed.‘ She glanced up at Dulcia.

“Duleia—the reports are here—in
order |”

Dulcia stared.

“But, Miss Venn, I—I am sure they
weren't there this morning—"

“Thank you! Do you argue the
me}t?" Miss Venn said angrily.
* Either g‘ou overlooked them—a gross
nef_lect ot duty—or, as Helen says, you
deliberately ignored them. In either
case, I must take a serious view of the
matter, Dulcia, where have those girls
gone 1"

“To—to the Stadium, Miss Venn.
But I wish to say—"

“You may say_all you wish when I
hava said what I have to say,” Miss
Venn retorted freezingly. “I am sorry,
Dulcia. I hoped for something better .
from you. Helen—-="

“Yes, Miss Venn?”

“You will go immediately to the
Stadium end fetch those girls back.”

“But, Miss Venn—" cried Dulcia,
white to the lips.

*And from you, Dulcia, until I have
finished alpeaking, silence 1" Miss Vonn
majestically commanded.

Gay Times at the Track!

o ACK TREVLYN?

Yes, I ean také vou

L to Jack Trevlyn.”

And the big,

blo ndemoustached man

with the liiht blue eyes

whom Babs & Co. had ac-

costed on their entry to the Aerodrome
8tadium, smiled at the four Cliff House

girls.
~ %1 guess I like young Treviyn's taste
in girl friends!” he added, eyes twink-

ling. “8ure!” .
““Geel You're American!” Leila
Carroll cried delightedly.
“That's it!” s nodded. ‘' Elmer

Cl;)';;ﬁlm‘. I guess you've heard of me,
eh?

Leila gasped.

“What! Net the racing driver with
the world's record?” R .

“Sure! Why not?” He smiled lazily
again, while the chums, exchanging
excited glances, almost held their
breath. For it was the very first time
they had ever seen this man whose name
was world famous, who had such stag-
gering feats to his eredit. The great
Elmer Couzlar [ Phew !

“] say,” Leila whispered to Babs
“I'm going to get a snap of this big-
timer 1" .

“And I en autograph,” Mabs said
oaqerly. “] wonder if he’d mind?”

“Mind?” he asked genially when,
somewhat diffidently, they had made
those suggestions to him. “Bure
don’t mind. Ask Jack to bring you
ﬂ!ong to the club-room after you've seen

im.”

Deliciously the chums beamed And
what a marvellous place the interior of



T Wyt Babs & Co. fo Help Him!”

this g’rét_tt:ﬂtﬁum -was .Diow _that they  “Right-ho Bahst® s

were privileged to peep at it ab close  Babs watched, One, two, three—s=

quarters, . s g o “Qo!” she cried, and raised her
Down a long flight of stairs they were hand, 3

led, on. alongside -4 great swimming  And off with a roar the big car weat,
bath, 'shrc;ngi much # - magnificently and back with & breathless jerk went
equipped restgurent that they might Clara as it shot along the great con-
suddenly have heen transported to some creto track. Crash | went the gear, the
expensiva West End hotel, and fo. on monster shivering and snorting like
throngb another eorndor, to emerge out some live thing‘ Clara laughed a8 she
through a courtyard where half & dosen . clung on. )
great roaring racing-cars wers throb-  “Go on !}’ she cried.

bing under the eyes and , ears of Click! and now Jack was in third.
nieshanics. P ' “o Before him the needle was mounting—
. The guide then plunged them into & Gixty—sixty-five miles per hour—then
tunmel, at the end of which they found -glick again, and they were in top gear,
themselves on the great basin-liko track racing along at an effortless seventy.

ack "

“Liﬁ:;u;: kid 1%

“Oh, lnvel{)l" Clara yelled.

“8tand a bit more?”

“Yes, rather[”

“Then hold tight}”

And whiz went ihe car, causing
Clara to grip the side. Heventy-five—
eig‘hgj; — eighty - five] Clara _,ga.slped
breathlessly and thrilled deliciously—
- whoops, what a g

1tselt. 5 )

Thero the American motorist nodded
genially. o
“(Go along to number two pit,” le
said jovially. 1 guess you'll find
oung Trevliyn there tuning up Fair-
rother's bus. But say, don’t forget
you’v?, got & date in the club-room

after. : i
He nodded Elea.snntly, and, produein,
s long cigarette from his pofcfxe_t, strolle
iy Exhilarating, -

away. . -

Rather hesitantly, the chums wan- gog.oh od
dered slong the bog!. Tho first pit was ;" jng ecem \
dgafaﬂ;?d. gut outside .the second stoo: -in the burst of speed which
Dick Fajrbrother's majnificent Magic
Flash; and eomebedy in oily overalls

! i
thrilling, that . ride.
to whiz in a blur
Jack put
on. Neyer, npever had Clara thrilled
with more tingling delight when, rush-

; A 5 H s :ng up the great banked bends, it
Fvas.p{nkenpﬁ; with the epgine. Clara 08 B 0 oment that she was loop-
ot o E,JG - ing_ the loop. And yet, despite the

32 Juck oilein in hang, thriln she kad & fealitg of uiter souf

dence, of utter calm. Rlppn}g 1.
It seemed to Clara impossible to
much faster, but Jack knew what
was about. When he had told his sister
that he meant to use only hali-throttle
h}? mesnt only gg;f tlge ageeg' of v]\;hmh
Lo R e £ the car was capable—for Jack, with one
hlﬁ"&ﬂsﬁk&%g:dhgal%& eh1” he eyc on the two wg.tchiag men, knew
asked keenly. “And be's sant” e a- that they were probably timing the per-
sample of the new carburettor ! Thanks, formance, and had no wish that they
Babs! I'H take it and &t it, but—-" should know the new carburettor was in
He looked reund.. “Don’t all look at action. ¢ ;
once,” .he smd, ‘‘buf. back there you'll _Rpund_and round again, and Babs,
see Helen Hunter's twé ‘pals. v timing, jumped. _ Golly, the car was
beey here an hour now. and one of thomn lapping at over eighty! s
is the racing drivef named Jim Mopant. ourth lap,” Jack grinned. “Coing
I rather fancy they wonder what I'm }S0m% e¢h? Feel sick yet, kid?
doing tinkering about with Dick’s car,” -

héamed round. . * Howdy, girlsl” he
gripned. * Nice of you to ook me up,
what? Just puttidg the old sardine in
in orggr ]fo:_r 8 %w??p round the track.
An velopmenta?” > -

“yY_'es, ,r:rher 1" ‘Babs said, and told

Bosh! 8ick yoursclf{” Clara yelled

1 " (Clara suggest: *they back. 5
thinke;.g:g:; i I.s mechga%iceg, ¥ " Jack laughed, enjoying it as much ss

“Maybe.” Jack nodded. * Anyway, she. Four laps he comp etad before
gather round and keep the carburettor bringing the cer to b standstill, Then
concealed ms .you pass it over, Babs It was bs' turn to have s ride—taken
'l fit it now.™” o little more le this time. After

th d while Jack, that, Mabs, and finally Leila. They
They gathered round while Jack, un- X glgwing s B

wrapping & shining object of metal from wWere all flushed
the p[;mg]' worked away. Presently he rides were finished. )
straightened up, Gee that bus can hep

t I Eness
“Hope it's as somo 1” Leila breathed.

“That’s it,” he said, “What was top
g):d- as Dick says it's gmﬁ to be. spped, Jack i ag .

ren’t try full out with those twe “Eighty - five,”  Jack said, and
follows watching,” he added. “But I'm grinned. “But that is ;lus;c a erawl to
going to take the car round the track what it can do. Wait till you see Dick
about half-throttle. Anybody care for driving her. in the Twe oun. You'll

“One of you can see speed then that'll make your hair
flatten out straight |”
ila sniffed.

a jaunt?" he added.
time me.” .
Of course, they all cared for a jaunb. y
As the racing-car would only take ome 1is strai
passengar, however, choice was re- “We
strict Clara, naturally, was the first Jack grinned. “But gather round now
choice, though Jack promised them sll whilo I take off the new gadget and re-
vides m turn, and Babs, us the most fix the old one. _Helen Hunter's {riends
reliable, was given the stopw 3 might come spying round the car when
“Right-ho. -Jump in, Clara!” Jack my back is turned.” : =
grinned. *‘Babs, stand by the pita. I'll  They gathered round. The job was
take the bus back to the stariing ﬁ:l.nt finished at last, and with the new car-
and give a yell when I'm ready. ise burottor atpreci away in his_overalls,

“Saya you I “My hair
ht.”

then, it will make it curl,”

your hand when you get to the full Jack, calling onme of the mechanics to
minute.” . lock after the -machine, signalled to
" Bahs flushed. . With Mabs and Leila them to follow him’ back into the

qugriug over her shoulder, she stood by. stadium.

ara, meantime, laughing all over her ~ Glowing: and thrilling they followed
. face, had climbed into the machine. him—really, this was turning out to be
Jeok climbed in beside her, and with a one of the most wonderful afternoons
roar the big racer reversed, halting they had ever spent. But approaching
finally at the starting point. Jatk gavg the entrante: to the tunnel, they
a shout, ‘ received a shock, - ‘

fo

Toe ScmooLGIRL

Tor tliere stood & girl—a sour-faced,

. bad-tempered_ girl, whosa -gr,eenymgig

gyea were glittering with an am
ame of spite—Helen Hunter! They
halted at the sight of her, and-she, bars

ring their way, glared. S )
“And now,” she said, “you'll jolly
well come to school with mel

Miss Venn has eent me for you, and
Miss Venn is going to give it to you
hot! Come back this minute 1"

— s —

Babs Takes a Slim Chance!l

: UTINOUSLY the
four chums stared

back at Helen.
Just for_ =a
moment they were taken
aback—but only for a
moment. _ Then scornfully
they rallied. - They didn't believo it—
they couldn't believe it. ']'.'hey'h had
cia’s own authority to be here—
Helen, as usual, Helen

wag bluffing;
tri

was just tr to trick them,
Woll " Helen barked.

« “Water 1” retorted Leila Carroll.
ll’Eh,lJ ke ) ; L
“Water—stuff yon -put in wells, I

guess!” Leila said, and the chums

chuckled. “We weren't born yester-
day, Helen, and we know you too well
to be bluffed by that yarn. We're stop-

pilllf.” .

elen’s eyes flamed.

“You mean, you refuse to come
back 7% e

“That’s it,” Babs said. .
“1 tell you, Miss Venn sent me for
you.” .-

“Bosh! We're stopping,” Clare. said
determinedly. - .

Helen glared. Then she saw Jack
Troviyn. ! was looking rather
grim. Whatever Babs & Co. did was
alwoys all right with Jack, snd dis-
trusting Helen as be did, he trusted
Babs Co.'s interpretation of her
action as Babs & Co. themsolves inter-
preted it. Helen clenched her teeth..
.« All right,” she vowed * But; wait—oh,
my hat, you'll be sorry for this! Just
wait_till T seo Miss Venn! Just wait
till I come back—and pext time il
come with & mistress. Perhaps you'll
believe- then.” ] =
"< Parhaps,” Mabs said, unconvinced.

Helen treated them to s furious

glower. . Unperturbed, _the chums
watched her as she turned on her heel
and flow . Jock grinned

“Well, 1 must say you seem to

know how to handle 'eﬁ." he said.
“But what ahout coming along to the
club-room now 1% :

“QOh, please!” Babs beamed. -

And off with Jack they went, eager
and agog for new experiences and new
thrills, They reached the great room
known as ths Rest, and there, waiting
to meet them, waz Elmer Couzlar him-
gelf. He beamed.

“Sure, here we are,” he said affably.
“J yeckon I've got the boys all lined up
for you. You're in luck, too, 'l say.
Come on.” i

The chums went in, and then blinked.
A great elub-room, and fes-
tocned in c}frepamtmn for the great
dance which was to follow the Two
Thousand Guineas on Baturday, was
crowded. Men in racing kit-stood or
lounged about; some reading, eome
talking, some playing games. But all
turned at once es the girls entered.

And then—what an adventurous hour
for Babs & Co. What breathless names
wero those that came to their ears, and
how boyish, how jolly - everyone was.
How gladly ¥ for Leila's
g}mtographs,--and how heartily signed

abs’ autogtaph albuml’
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. Mdabs laughed out of sheer excited
pleasure gs one by one her pages wera
filled up. Leila oxposed every film s
had, and glowed ‘with -happy jubilatien
at the result of her efforts. Then Elmer
Couzlar challenged_Clara to a game of
darts, and Clara, to her own stupefao-
tion, and amid the lpud cheering of the
“boys,” won, to Be ithmediately chal-
lenged again by her brother Jack—this
game she did not win. - . .
‘Lovely time. Glorious time. Big
men, these—but how friendly, how
eager to please. And wouldn't Bessie
Bunter have loved to be there, with the
drinks and the cakes and the other good
things with which the ClLiff House chums
were plied. And then there was pin
billiards—Clara was something of an
cxpert at that, and really beat Jack all
ends up. Finelly Elmer Couzlar him-
self came along with  suggestion.
“dpy, what sbout a wind-up?” he
asked. “Trevlyn here, Melton Cabb *—
referring to a famous driver whose
name was & household word—*little e,
and Tykor Tree—gather round, boys.
See.” "And Elmer fished in his_pocket
and planked down two ﬁ_ve-gzund notes.
“8ay, what about a race between the
four of us—on the track—with one of
the girls each as passengers? Steady
driving, of conrse.” :
" “Oh, my hatt” cried Clara, her eyes
sl-lini_gg. S e
Good-naturedly the challenge was
taken up. Thrilled, delighted, the
chums accompanied their genial hosts on
to the track. The starter was pressed
into service, and with Babs with Jack,
T.eila with Couzlar, Mabs with Melton
Cabb, and Clara with Tykor Tree, the
great race started. And then what
thrills ! g .
Three—four times the cars whizzed

round the track; first one leading, then
another, while beside the standa Helen’s
two friends still watched. And this

time Jack, without any fear of display-
ing the new carburettor, went all out.

Whiz! Zoom! The music of racing
engines filled the air. In a hurricane
rush the four whizzed round. Now Jack
was in the lead; now Couzlar; now
Couzlar had given away to Cabb, and
Cabb, in his turn, was giving way to
Tree. Buch a race, such a thriil! -

The last lap cameé, Jack and Couzlar
fighting every inch of the way. Like
tavo mad things they rushed towards the
%nishing-po’ah. The flag dropped.

AT
“Couzlar's the winner!” the starter

announced.

! *Which means,” Couezlar grinned, “1
can keep my own cash, boys. Enjoyed
it, girls?” .
~ Had they? TFlushed, sparkling-eyed
and laughing, they turned towards the
tunnel. At the entrance they were met
by one of the stewards. He approached
Babs,
“ Miss Redforn, there is 8 woman and
& girl outside. A woman named Miss
Bullivant and a girl named Miss

Hunter. Will you step out and sce
them, please?” )
And Babs, gazing dismayed at her

chums, knew then that Helen had not
been bluffing, It seemed they wore to
poy the price for their very happy
afterncon.

Tnn DID.
- Miss Bullivant was there, accom-
panied by Helen. And Miss Bullivant,
very angry and indignant, ordered
them back to school at_ once. They
arrived to find a Miss Venn no less
sngry than Miss Bullivant. And the
outset of it was: .

“Two hundred lines, two black marks,
and a special bad report home 1” Clara
groaned - afterwards. “Oh, my bat)

she -

Isn't that .cat Heleri' langhing up her
sleeve |” -

Helen, for once,” had certainly scored
but the chiums ‘were ‘'more coneerne
about Dulcia than themselves. For, of
course, they had heard now wh'a_t"imd
happened. "They knew that Dulcia was
in disgraee. * 2
““We ought to see old Dulecia,” Babs
said. “ After all, it was through us
that she got caught in Helen’s trap.
Let.;i go along and. buck her up, shall

“Cood idea,” voted Clara.

And in a body they went along, to
find Dulcia’ looking very gloomy and
considerably worried.  She brushed
their sympathies aside, however,

“Tt’s not that which is worrying_me,
girls,” she said. “Fortunately, Miss
Venn only gave me a severe reprimand.
1--I’vc licard from Dick.”

By Hilda Richards ™™
wa; sou’l.e way of proving hiz innocence
and—-

“If only—yes.- But what way? Long
after they had left Duleis, Babs & Co.
gave themselvés Up to consideration of
that question, but for the life of them
they could see no laophole. The only
suggestion which seemed even faintly
hopeful was that which Babs made—and
tn%é sure, that inspired nobody. What
Babs said was: * :

“It’s-pretty certain that this plot has

been lard by those two men outside
—Helen’s pals.  They must know all
about it.*

“Woll1# grunted Clara. ;
“And our on’lﬁalink with those two
men is- Helen,” Baba went on. “There-

fore, watch Helen1”

Leila pouted.

“And what,” she demanded, “do we
get for doing that?”

—

Mr. Dick Fairbrother,”® said the man grimly, and whipped off

13 _ow
A ‘Then they all gasped. ** Kik-Clara Trevign ! "* stuttered
Helen Hunter, Clara smiled coolly. *‘ Little me ! ' she agreed. ‘' What

are you going to do about it? '’

“Your brother I’ cried Mabs.

“Yes. He—he phoned this afterncon
—where from, I don't know. But”’—
and Dulcia bit her lips. *“Oh, good-
ness, he's a fool!” she exclaimed.
“Barbara, how can he drive in the
rage ¥

Babs started.

“He—he said that he was going to?”

“Yes, Ile told me to be sure to be
there—and to bring you girls with me.
He said he was goinq to win, But he
can't win. They won't even allow him
to drive, will they? As soon as ever
they see him, he'll be arrested. And
then—" .

Dulcia paused and looked so worried
all ot once that Babs’ heart felt a stab.

“ Perhaps,” she suggested hopefully,
“he’s got something up his eleeve?
Perhaps he's able to prove his
innocence ?*

But Dulcia shook her head. .

“No,” she denied, “I—I asked him
that. He said, as far as that was con-
cerned, thers was ne change in the
sitnation—and, Barbara, how can he
prove his innocence if he hasn't got the
money ! The case looks blacker than
ever ngainst him now? The very fact
that he’s shut himself off from his em-
Y]oyer for so long is all against him.

f—if only "—Dulcia gulped—" there

“Well, it might lead to a clue,” Babs
said vaguely.

Such a remote possibility was it,
however, that not one of-them was
inclined to accept it. Even Babs her-
self felt the feebleness of it, and did
not press it. -

But to Babs it seemed the only chanes,
and, because her chums were so un-
enthusiastic, she resolved to carry out
her idea herself. From that moment
she haunted the 8ixth Form corridor.

Nothing happened.

Prep came. Still nothing had hap-
pened. Call-over came, and.still Helen's
conduct was above reproach. After-
call-over came supper, with Helon pre-
riding over the mesl. After that bed-
time, with Helen putting out the lights.
In bed, Babs lay and thought and
thought, and presently another half-
hope jumped within her mind. Supdpos-
ing there was & clue in Helen's stundy—
some note, some letter, perhaps?

Was it worth investigation? -

On the surface, it seemed not. But, in
desperate circumstances such as these,
any tiny loophole seemed worthy of
examination. ‘

Silently she rose, In the darkness she
slipped on her slippers and “dressing-

{Continued ‘on page 14)
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schoolgirl problems.

"As you all know, PATRICIA is your very own
friend—young enough to u_ndersfand all schoolgirl
jous, yet old enough to be helpful and wise over

week in these pages, telling you of her own doings,
of things to do and things to talk about—all in that
charming way so typical of her. :

for you week by '

She writes

Imagine yourself, K entering a
concert  hall, writing :
“ Just a8 I 1ed my seat,

HOT water bottle in the bed to take
the chill off clean, fresh sheets,
and toast for tea !

‘ Thess, in your Patricia's opinion, are
two ofw‘ngkr;:’greatm treats.
The thought of ighft hot 1vm\‘.a:e bottle,
erhaps in & snug cover, lying upatairs
l::fuku going to ged not pearly sauch an
unwilling business 48 it often is in the

sumiries | : .
‘While toast for tee—— In my opinion,
nothing ean beat it in the winter. Even
‘strawbarrieg and eream, or my favourite
chovolate eclairs, seem & bit uminteresting
Yon must have noticed—like m
Patricla—~that there is no toast like
made fn front of an open fire, 1 wonder
why this is, Canyou it 8 reason ?

+ our home we gens have toasb
for breakfast, but 6 made under the
grill on the ges-cecker—besause there are
no big fires going at that time of the
morning.

Nice as it ia, it is certainly never as
delicious as that afternoon toast my small
brother and I make for ourselves and for
mother in front of our sitting-room fire !

Next time you have fireside toast, you
just notice.

@ A Delicious Snack

How this Patricia of yours will talk
about food! For now, if you please, I
have a jolly good sandwich filling to
tell you about—one that may be new to
you.

Cut some fairly thin slices of bread
and butter, and then spread chacolate
over. (““€hocolate spread * oan be bought,
all ready in a little glass pot quite cheaply
—or you can grate o bar of chocolate up,
if you'd mthe!?u?n‘ ’ )

en slice a banana over this choeolate.
Place a lid of bread-and.butter on top,
wrap thé sandwich up in gresseproof
paper, and take to school to eat at
break “—or play-time, if you prefer it.

Yum ! it. 18 truly delicious—and so
sustaining, too |
1 must add that if you had a plate of
these sandwiches at your next little tea-
party, they’d all vanish before you could
even say * what will you have next 7

® For Writers-To-Be

Here'’s a little test, for you who'd like
to be writers when you grow up, to give
yoyreelf some time. -

Take the word * song,* for exa:l.\ﬁr}e,
and see how many verbs you can think of
to describe it. Verbe, mind you, not
adjectives,

the e
What word would you put next
1 think if T were put to the test I'd say

“ Just ms I reached my seat the song -

swelled,” )
A song can aleo—break out, descend
upon, dwindle, evolve, lament,
emerge, moderate, quaver, pierce, pour,
recapture, ripple, uplift, vibrate, or
'or you who reslly like words, and’
sppreciate the differences in their medn-

fascinating, don't you ?

And ing about words, have you
ever heard of that wonderful log,
whose name is Exquisite Pride of Ware 1

Just say it over to yourself cut lend—
imn't it charming ? B

Though I expect ot home Exquisite
Pride is called Hobo, or Rage, or
equally chummy, (The other is his atage
nems, 80 to speak.)

® A Smart Two-Piece

I know I've mentioned boleros to you
o good many times during the year—I

mean during last year—so I ho ou
e i1 ¥ pe ¥
80

For,
seriously,
snappy little
jackots Pave ei)me
to stay for a
while yet. gﬁ
they're still at the
very height of
faghion, both for
schoolgirls and
grown-ups.

I'm sure you're
thinking that the
little two-piece in
the picture here is
morely one of
those pgarments
you dresm of

posse (O

But  actually, -
you know, it was
made—from a_ .
very simple tweed drees.

IF you're not terribly good at ' making-
over™ things, you xay hesitate about
chopping up a dress. But I'm sure if you
showed mother the picture here she'd
ap rova—-a.nu (} help.tr o
aturally, I'm not going you
staxrt ha.ckxyng at a perfectly %.
You see, this ides i for a dress which has
grown too tight for you across the bodice.

Thebodi@_epa.rhiscutoﬂ'&omtheskirh
Elastic is threaded through the top of the

skirt part, to make this fit your waist
sougly. Then an opening is made right
down the front of the bodice part, from
neck to waist, and invisibly h i

This makes a sne little jacket—but
with a raw edge at the bottom. So around
this may be sewn the tweed belt from the
dres iving a smart * band" effect,
that looks frightfully costly. it

Now instead of @ drees, you have a
two-piece, and under the jacket, tueked
into the skirt, you wear favourite blouses or
jerseys. '

@ A Hankie Case _
Here’s & charming little hankiu case,

like a basket, that you can make, very

hankies you had

of the

quickly, from one
a4 Christmas, .
Choose a?y
ty hankie for
ﬂﬂi’s—but the
bigger the better.
'old it in half,
the

to
the hankie.
a bow at each end and sew in place.

If you make this successfully, as I'm
sure you will, it’s an idea for a present
for a chum’s birthday, isn't it 1

® A New Hem
Now here’s something that's very useful
to know. -

How to shorten & macintosh that's.
just too long ?

You ecan turn & hem up and machine it,
1 know, but often thie isn't too good for the
rubber,

The best plan is to glue the new hem in'
position. And if you do this by emoothing
adhesive tape—the sort you use for cuts—
along the edge of the hem, you'll find
the hem will keep in E.gon.it,ion wonderfully.

Then, when you shoot up & bit more,
and it is necessary for the mac to be
lengthened again, off comes the adhesive
tape, without leaving any marks to show
through on the right side.

» . *

Did iou realise that there is no risk
of milk beiling over if you place sn
ordinary teaspoon in the saucepan with
the milk ?

Bye-bye now until next week, my pets
Your fri

-

D —,




EvERY SATURDAY

STAY-AT-HOME DAYS

" ——and here's a spot of Enitting for you to while away
the time when you feel you'd like to be busy.

h TUCH as we all like to got out into
the fresh air, even on wintry
da; there are many occasions

when we Just can't, aren't there ?

When there ia a piercing east wind
blowing, for example, and we already
have a suspicion of a cangh.

When we have been in bed a day or
two With a cold (or perhaps we could call
it 'flm, to make it sound more ﬁnportang
and then come downstairs—we fe
quite fit, yot the weather just isn’t the

sort that a * delicate invalid ® should
o out in 80 soon after leaving her warm
d !

It’s then, isn't it, that we look aronnd
and wish we had & spot of knitting on
hand. .

Nothing difficult, mind you, for that
' might be & bore.

? . Nothing that
would take too
long, for in that
we might
finish it,

: y as we're
going back to
school on Monday.

Something easy,
then, but useful, of

eourse. And, if possible, some-
thing that won’t cost much.

A GAY SCARF

8o what about starting with
a searf ? ’

That’s certainly casy, and
will assuredly be smart—on one
condition. That is, if you
make it dashingly gay. There’s
no such thing this year as
colours being too bright. The

only crime in fashion's world is to be
dull. The louder the colour, the snappier
the wearer. So there you are !

For the scarf I suggest you fish out
all the oddments of wool left over from
mother’s orgy of winter knitting. I'm
nuite certain she's got toms—or at least
pounds—of wool tucked away, even if
some of it is @ bit serappy. But that's
just what you want,

On Nb, 7 needles cast on about 40
stitches. Then knit in plasin knitting,
joining on the different wool to make

nit for the required length and cast
off. Add e knofted fringe at each end—
made with pieces of wool in all colours.
Now you're ready to look all sportive—
asif'gourbrotherisgoingmbeoneof
i:he srsity Rowing Eight this year at
east ! )

A BAG, TOO!
That scarf having been such a success,
I think we might have a shot at something
else, don't you ?
is just ome expense aftached
to the making of this useful pochette shown
in the picture. That is the zipper you'll
require to sew along the top. It costs a
penny an inch of zipper, so wait till you've

| JUST FOR FUN

How to tell your own—and your chums'—

numbers

lucky

CAROL and Anne were walking along
the road, as thoy often did together,
for they wore great chums and were

in the same Form at school.

“I'm pick of this rain and I'm fed up
with the pietures, too,” eaid Anne. * Bo
will you eome round to my home to-night,

, after you've done your homework ?

I'l tell you your lucky number then!”

“Will, you?t?”
impressed. ** I didn't know you were a
witch or fortune-teller or gipey, or what-
ever it is you think you are-——" she

began. :

ﬁ:.nne wiggled the umbrella she was
sheltering them with. )

“1 won't hold it over you if you're
oi to be so smart,” she caid flatly.
‘'l show you to-night.”

{(Nore,—For you who remember, and
are interested, Carol is still Form eaptain

i popular. But she says
at the end of this term

and surprisingly
she’s giving it u
i to work so hard in

for she’s never
all her life.)

HOW IT'S DONE

To find & chum's lucky number, you
must ssk for the day, month, and year
of her birth.

Each of those sete of figures must be

Carol waa obviously d:

from your birth dales.

reduced to a single figure, by adding
together when ?Jlgamary. These Bix:ga
figures are then added together, and thi
number is again added to make a number.
That is the lucky number. :
But P'm quite sure two examples would
be easier.
Let'es take the 13th of May, 1026—
perhaps you know someone born on that
ay 1

y

The day of birth ie the 13th. To
make a single number you must
add 1 3 together. That -

The month is the fifth .. P
o sgingle number}

-1

(already
The year,
figures together: 1494246
equals 18. But that’s two.fig-
ures, 80 weo must now add 1 and 8
together, which makes .. i

9
Ada sll these together and you
have .. aya i i 8
That sgain is two
be ad: : 148, wi
There you have it.
ofthe'lfir born on 13th May, 1926, i 9.
We'll just do ome more, ve;y;l llgumkly.
The 18th Beptember, 1920, A and 8,

,sothesemn:;.
equals 9. .
The:lu i the 6th, 8th, 12th,
" T'm sure you have the idea now., 5o

finished the bag before going to buy juss
what you want.

The pochette is made in three piecos—
50 agein you may use oddments of wool.

For the smaller side stripa, cast 10 stitches-

on to No. 7 needles and knit for 9 inches.

For the centre
in a different colour and again knmit for
9 inches.

Use different colours for each strip,
if you like, or make the two side strips
the same colour,

Now sew the three pieces together and
Jold over. Join along the sides, and then
mensure along the top.

WITH A ZIPPER
Buy your zipper to fit exactly, then

iece, cast on 20 stitohes”

sew it in position, You do this by over..

sewing the tape attached on each side
of the zipper to the knitting at esch side
of the opening.

Make a multi-coloured tassel of all the
wools you have used, to thread
the loop at the end of the sipper-—and youx

baf is cont:lph‘ to.

f you'd like to line it, that would be

o grand idea. But I leave it to you,
Carry this bag at week-ends when you

are wearing your new hand-knit scarf,

snd you'll feel like a walking advertises

ment for the well.dreased scheolgirl.

ber is the §th month.
0. That makes 1--2 which
S0 we add 9, B, and 3 together,

That’s 9.
f&dg 1+9+42
is 8.
which makes 21, Add 2 and 1 together.
f‘I;hat leaves us with a lucky number
of 3.

You can make use of your lucky nrum.
ber in all sorte of ways. Your
deys in each month are those
are multiples of your -lpeky number.
Say it’s B, then your lucky days
18th and 27th of the month. If your
lueky number is 8, ioul 1

Gth, 80 on.

tey it on your chums,

oish
days age.
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4 “With Babs & Co. fo Help Himl”

(Continued from .page 1)

pown and esoftly 'lpndded downstairs,
Then suddenly she looked up.

Across Big Hall
dressed, was fitting, Helen Hunter
berself ‘ .

Babs caught her breath, Bhe watched
as Helen disappesred, She heard the
faint squeak as a window went up. No
further did Babs phuse. In a flash she
was nipping down the stairs, and, care-
less of the fact that she was clad only
in her dormitory attire, slipped over
the window-sill after Helen. Outside
bright moonlight filtered through the
trecs. :

And towards a dark patch beneath
those trees Helen was flitting. Babs
fancied she saw & movement in the
shadows as she stole in pursuit.

“Helen had halted now. She heard her
spoaking in low accents. Now sho had
got close enough to see that she was
talking to two men. Bhe crouched low-.

“The man with the small moustache
was speaking. ‘
“And those pp.ﬁc_m—you remember
them? We gave them to vou here the
day we chased Dick Feirbrother here.”

Babs held her breath. .

“Yes; but what—" Helen said.

“Well, listen to this.”

The man’s voice dropped still lower. |

Babs had to strain every nerve to hear
what he said, For five minutes he spoke
in a low voice, some of the wWords escap-
ing the ears of:the listener altogether.
Then suddenly Babs rose.
Bilently she flitted back amongl' the
trees to the lobby. window. Breathle
she let herself in, ce ‘
crossed Big Hall, but this time she did
not turn- her face towards the stairs
which led ‘o the Fourth Form dormi-
tory. Instead, she kept straight on,
bonnd for thoe.8ixth Form quarters and
Helen Hunter’s study. .

Such a Race!

{1 8 that the pro-
gramme, Barbara?”
Duloia Fair-
brother spoke
shakily.

The scene was the great
motor-racing track of the
Aerodrome Stadium, .

Crowded that stadium, the maglﬁ-
cont stand packed almost solidly. How
many thousands of people were there
to watch the famous Two Thousand
Guineas race it was impossible to tell,
but the orowd was something in the
nature of a record. For word had
already gone round that, in addition to
the most exciting races in the
stadium’s history, there might be =
dramatic development in connection
with the absence of Diock Fairbrother,

In one of the places of honour Dulcia
Fairbrother, Babs, Mahs, Clara, Leils,
Merjorie Hazeldéne, and Bessie Bunter
sat, They were near the starting-point,
with an unspoiled view of practically
the whole of the circular conerete track.
‘And excitement was already at fever
pitch,

For the next great race was the plum
of the programme—the Two Thousand
Guinecas,

Babs, with a sympathetic plance at
Dulcia’s white, strained face, had
handed over the oErogramme. Mean-
time, she took a look round.

On_the track the cars were already
erriving at the starting-post. She
recognised the black-moustached man
she now knew nl:. Jim Mopant. 8he
saw behind him the great, genial figure
of Elmer Couzlar. Farther along, near
‘Aho tunnel, ste saw Mopant's accom-

a - figure, . 'fully,

ssly .
nce again she .

plice, and with “him two_ stiff-locking
men who, although in ?lam clothes,
simply. shrieked detectives. Above
them, - in the stand, legning over the
rail, was Helen Hunter. s
Ho the stage was set for the drama—
ma should come. :
Dulcia, flicking through -the' pro-
gramme, gave & little exclamation.
“He—he's here!” she said, and her
finger quivered on her brother’s name.

“He's not eancelled it. But, Barbara, .

Oh, surely he must
must have been

those detectives?
know? Burely he
warned 7 )

“Dulcia, cheer up !” Babs. said softly.

“Barbara, you—you saw Jack before
we came in. What did he say?”

“ Just nothing,” Bahs muttered. * But
look 1*

8he pointed. More cars were arriv-
ing now. There was a great commotion
at the starting-point as they drove into
position. But there was siill no sign
of the Magic Flash—still no sign of
Dick Fairbrother.

Babs locked at her watch. Two
minutes before thg flag dropped! Had
Dick, ai the last moment, seratched his
entry, and with his entry the chance of
proving to the world the sterling worth
of his new earburettor and carning two
thousand guineas?

She didn’t believe it. Such an action
was too utterly unlike the fearless Dick
Fairbrother. 2 2 7 ;

And yet—if ke arrived! Thete were
the police ready to arrest himl
whs his rival ready to hand him over!
And. there, waiting in a crvimson car,
was his motor-racing encmy, Jim
Morant, wearing & confident smile on
his face.

One minnte and a half!

Then suddenly Puleia leancd forward.
Fiercely she grabbed at Babs' wrist.

“Barbara, look 1”7 .

Babs looked. Then she became silent,
Strange, the silence which descended
then in contrast to the cheers which
had greeled .the arrival of every other
competitor in the race! -

Alehg the track came the glistening

‘Magie Tlash, and in the driving-teat a

helmeted ond goggled figure whose
features It was impossible to recognise.
“Barbara, it—it is Dick!”

Dulcia
muttered “Barbara—" :
“Dulcia }’ Babs muttered huskily.
She herself tensed. The cyes of every-
one were vpon that greeh car as sud-
denly tne two detectives stepped full in
its path. The car stopped. R
“They—they’ve got him!” Dulcia
muttered, ,imd looked ready io swoon.

“ They— .

And tlien she jumped. They all
jumped. TYor the driver, responding to
an epparent order from ane of tho
detectives, had removed his goggles.
Clara shricked.

“I's Jack—Jack! Oh, my hat! And
they thonght it was Dick! Jack is
taking Diclc’s place in the race ”

She checred. Everybody was cheer-
ing n®w. Mopant’s accomplice, a black
scowl on his face, had stepped back.
The two pelice officers were locking red-
faced and sheepish, With & cheery grin
end a wave of Lis hand to the girls in
the stand, Jack ran the car to-the start-
ing point, watting in line with the
others, .- s g 1

Dulecia shook her head.

“But—but I don’t understand,” she
said shakily. “Jack can’t drive in this
race. If he does, and wins, he will
only be disqualified. "The rules dis-
tinetly say that.”

“Funny,” frowned Clara, “heo said
nothing to us about taking Dick’s
place, But look! The fiag!” -

The chums held their breath, The

. A mutter went round,

There -

" roach then.

“THE SCHOGLGIRL- ... - -

‘flag was,going up now in the starter's

hand. There came the roar of powerful
exhausts, The crowd held its breath,
Now— . g .-
“They're off I : W
The line .of cars shot forward—all
save one. That car was the car driven
by Jack Trevlyn! . !
"}J‘Vhy, what—"" cried Babsa. -
“Laul-look 1* shricked Bessie Bunter.

For suddenly Jack had turned. The-

other cars were half-way along tho
straight then. They saw him rise, they
saw him leap aut, They heard, even
above the roar ‘of thrumming engines
and thupdering exhansts, his electrify-
cry of “Dick 1" and they gasped as,
riting from behind a pile of oil-drums
in the pit beneath them, s lithe figure
bounded to its feet, and even as Jack
leapt out of the car raced towards it.
There came & cry.
“Dick Fairbrother!
brother himseH !” -
“Dick!” gasped Dulcia,

Dick it was, helnietless and goé Ir-'

less. Now, with one leap, he had
jumped into the ear. One swift touch
of the lWiand he gave Jack, then ho
gripped the wheel. The two police
officers ceme dashing forward.

“Stop! Stop!” ‘

Dick did not stop, Click ! went the
clutch, Then, with nearly half a lap
to make up, the big car was shooting
away. : .
“Thrilled and breathless, the CIiff
House chums watched. ™ The detectives
waved their arms, while Jack, standing

near the pits, waved cheerily and
confidently. .
But Dick was out of the detectives’

That last-minute ruse o
his and Jack's had foiléd them. They
could not stop the race—the only thing
they could do was ta wait.
Duleia, white-faced, tense, sat still.

. Now, with a roar, the cars were zoom-
ing round, completing tho fist lap.
Ten laps was the distance {0 be covered,

- but et the end of the first Dick was still

half a lap in.the rear. Mopant on the
other hand was pulling away, pursued
hotly by the American ace, Couelar.

Second lap—Dick still behind. Mopant
and the American were fighting it out
now, when suddenly flames enveloped
Couzlar's exhaust, and he had to draw
into the pits, Mopant seemed to have
the race well in hand now—or =0 it
seemed, Even Tykor Trees could not
catch him. Third lap—fourth lap.
Now—hey, what was this?

Look at the Magic Flash! y

The Magic Flash had been moving
steadily. Now suddenly it leapt into
life. As though its first speed bad been
boltom gear and it had suddenly clicked
into top, it leapt. Half a lap’s lag was
changed in a flash {0 a quarter of a
lap.  When the fourth lap was half
through, he was already touching the
tail of the nearmost car.

“Dick! Dick!” eried Barbara,

“Oh, Dick!"” gasped Dulcia.

“It’s the new carburcttor!” shrieked
Mabs. “Go it, Dick!”

Below them Jack Trevlyn was whoop-
ing and dancing like some small boy on
a sunny beach,

Fifth lap. Look at Diek1 Zip! He
was past the rearguard: Now on top
of the next. A quarter way round he
had caught him, was passing him—now
streaking like light for the next car.
The crowd held their breath.

They forgot the drama of Dick Fair-
brother’s private affairs in the utter
and amazing performance of his car.

Sixth lap, Here he came again.
Five hopelessly beaten opponents lay in
his rear now, and Dick was all out for

Look, it’s Fair-

e &
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those in front of him. With every

:nerve strained, with every car flat out,

that looked still an impossible task.
But look how he was going ! .
.Fé}!;th lap ended with Dick lying
ninth.

But Mopant, in the red car, was
nearly a lap ahead.
Whiz! Zoom! Dick roared past

again. They had a glimpse of his face,
dead white, grimly set. Oh, goodness!
That wasn’t a car he was driving—it
was just a flash of lightning! Just
look &t him!

“Oh, kik-crumbs? I sussay, you
know, I—F1l have to have & lemonade 17
Bessie Bunter stuttered. “This excite-
ment makes me feel quite faint!”

_On, Dick! Look, here he was in the
sighth place! Now seventh, now sixth!
Bixth lap—and pulling up all the time.
Fourth place—mow third. Seventh lap.
Whew!  What a racal Dick

assed No. 3, was overhauling No. 2.

o. 2 was passed, and with Mopant
Jying less than ten lengths ahead the

THE race track steward jesked a thumb over his shoulder.
** A'woman named

outside,”’. he said.

race was now botween him and his
Ninth lep!
The crowd di

up.

pLika a thunderbolt the Magic Flash
hiirled forward, Round the banking it
roared, and so fast did it travel along
the straight that it seemed its wheels
hardly touched the ground st all, The
red car was all out now—doing terrifie
speed—but terrific as that speed was,

]

not sit up. They shot

Dick was even faster. The gap was
closing. Tenth lap!

Tenth lap!

The spectators were hoarse.

What & race! 5

What & race, indeed ! Still the Magic
Flash was coming on. Half a lap to go,
only ten yards between them. Now they
were drawing level. Now they had
drawn level, with Dick cutting down
from the banking below Mopant. Now
Dick was past, streaking for the winnin,

line. Look, e went tho checkere
flag! It dropped.
Hurrah, hureak, hurrah]  Fair

brother had won}l
he, stand shook.
But™—
Now—s gasp. Now a sudden breath-

tess silence. For.as Dick’s car stopped
and Jack dashed out to meet him, out
came the detectives, and out of his car,
furious and beaten, climbed Mopant.
From Duleia camea piercing cry s the
leading detective’s hand fell upon Dick
Fairbrother’s shoulder. - -

His words come plainly to the ears
of the chums

“Richard Fairbrother, it is my duly
to_arrest you on a charge of appro-
Enatmg one thousand pounds in notes
elonging to Mr. Mailley Marvell I

Surprise Packet!

ND then, in a moment
~—upronT, commo-
tion, confusion. The
crowd, electrified

into hero worship by the
valiant race Dick had won,
were stamping, shouting.

Dulcia had stumped in her seat &

Babs & Co., all vibrant alarm an

Miss Bullivant and a

happy afternoon on the track,

indignation, were swarming down the
steps on to the track just in time to
meet Helen Hunter racing from the
opmte direction.

Faitbrother, pale, but i'el;y
determined, stood by Jack Treviyn's
side, the band of &e detective atill

upon him. 3
%7 tell you, you are wrong I’ he cried,
“And before you make fools of yout-
gelves, listen to me. That money was
taken from my flat—""
“Liar I” snarled Jim Mopant.
£t y yﬂu " .
“Qtick  to the point!” The two
officers. looking up a,é the erowd, seemed
rather npervous, Our information is
that you tock that money, that you still
have it.” .
“¥ haven't!” Dick Fairbrother cried.
“He’s hidden it!” snapped Mopant.

“Has he?” And Babs looked round.
It was Duloia who had spoken; Dulcia
who now oceme hurrying down the
stepe. © My brother is no thief!” she
cried ringingly. “And if "—And
suddenly her cyes blazed as she swung
round. pointing at Mopant—"If you
want the money, why not ask him where
it is7” she cried, *“He faked this

) girl named Helen Hunter."” & Co. (
in dismay. The mistress and prefect had come to fetch them.. It seemed they were to pay the price for their

By Hilda Richards ™5
charge! He took that money—not to
steal it, but s:mrly to get Dick arrested
50 thtat he should not take part in this
race FE ] . 3 g

Helen Hunter glared. ‘

“Ii’s a liel” sEe shouted.

“Yes, a lie!” Mopent game forward.
“A liel” he oried. “This girl is
Taitbrother’s sister. ' They’re acting in
Partnersh:p. Perhaps,” he sneered,
‘yon kpoow where the money is?
Perhaps Dick Tairbrother banded it
over to youl”

“Why, you rotter!” Jack Trevlyn
cried and elenched his fist. Just in the
nick of time Clara. grabbed his wriet.

The police officers, frankly puzzled,
turned to Dulcis.

“Ts that right?”

% Most ccrtainly it is not right |”

“No?” Then it was Helen's turn.
“Wait s minute;” -she said. “1 think
I know something about this. Duleia
has got that money.” Hf you want to
know where it is, search her burean in
her study at Cliff House Bchool I Shae

+¢ Miss Redfern, there is a woman and a girl

Babs & Co.

Bashed & mocking look of trinmph at
the head girl. “T think,” she said,
“you'll find it in a long envelgpe
beﬁnnlf thre&red seals.”

“Wait a minute!” The older of the
two detectives fastened a sharp look on
Helen. “How do you know this?"

“Bacause,” Helen replied_scornfully, -
“T watched her when she hid it She
didn't know all the time that I was
looking through her study window, I
didn"t realise what it was then, but I
can guess now.”

There. was f# pause.
detective looked grim.

“Then in that case,” he said, “I
think we'd better go to-the school,”

“Tg genrch for the envelope with the
threo saﬁ!s?” asked Baba.

“Then,” and Babs, her oyes suddenly
shining  with esuppressed _excitement, .
Plu.n d her hand inta her pocket,
‘ perhaps,” sh% said, “1 can save you
the‘troul:le." he looked with scorn at
Helen, who glared buck,  “I think,
bafore you do anyihing else you ought
to Haten to me.” " 7 .

» And what d& you know sbout it 2"

The leading



1B “With Babs & Co. to Help Him!"

“ Bverything, I think." Babs smiled,

though she still kept her hand in her’

ocket.. ‘“Tor the Iast four or five days
&elen_hera has been in contact with
ese merl.
thef gave her an envelope with three
seals—" .

*Barbara, you fibber 1 cricd Helen.

#Phe other night,” Babs smoothly
went on, “ Helen met these men.in the
grounds of Clif House School, They
mentioned something about the en-
velope. They told
Duloia’s study. didn’t know then
what was in the envelope. I suspected
some plot-ageinsy Duleia, however, and
0 I took the liberty, before Helen came
back, of going to her study and search-
ing for the "packet. Well, I found
lt——” )

elen to hide it in

Heleén reeled.
% You—you—"
. “But knowing that Helen would ex-
peet to find it, I faked & similar
packet,” Babs said.  “That packet I
filled with blank foolscap sheets. And
that,” she added, “is the packet you
will find in Dulcia's study, if you search
—the packet Helen herself hid."” -

Heloti had turned quite pale,
Mopant was looking uneasy now.

“1 suspeeted then a _lgn‘" Babs went
on, “but, as I said, T (ft n’t know what
was it the packet. My one aim was to
save Duleia. I eaid nothing to Dulecia
not o anyone olse about what ¥ had
_done in case I should have done the
wrorig thing—in which oase, of course, [
shotild have taken the blame.

“I'm glad now that I didn’¢ say any-
thing,” she added, staring at Helen's
ashen. face. “If I'd told Dulcia, these

aplo would have tried to make out I'd
E:en gcting as an accomplice to her, If
you want to prove my story, go and look
'n the bureau Helen has described.
Y;ot_x’ll find the envelope there full of

ain er.” E
Pt Babs 7 breathed Dulcia.

“But—but whers 18 the
thent” the police officer asked.

“Here 1" Babs said, and out of her

Tim

money,

And yet ¢ dear old Jimmy,
the enemy I Don't miss this dramatic Hilda Rich

When they arrived here-

f ; -.‘J:;' g4 .. ! N :. 4 w;: |
 Mas BAFFLING GIRL 2 CLIFF HOUSE:
For at the very moment when Babs & Co. are defending Babs’ impish
young sister, Doris, against the persecution of treacherous- Connie Jackson,
of the Sixth Form, Jemima chums up with Connie! No wonder the chums
Doris is swotting for a most important exam,

and Connie Jackson is doing all she can to ruin the youngster's chances.
" their friend, their supporter, joins forces with

are astounded and indignant.

pocket came her hand, and in it was 8
sealed packet. And from Helen went a
gtartled cry. From Mopant came &
sudden, stupeficd gasp, and turning, his
own face ashen now, he darted away.
But he did ot get far. The constable
on duty at the foot of the stairs barred
his passage, pripping his arm. ., -
And when the leading detective slit
open the package and examined the
contents within there came a murmur
from the crowd which grew to a roar:
“Let hima go! Let him go!*
The detectives looked at each other,
“I think,” one said, “we’d better.
Fairbrother, I'm sofiy ! Naturally, we
shall want you; but this time, I think,
only as witness. Constable, hold that
man—and hold this girl. ~The next
scene in this little drama,” he added

, “will be at Cliff House Schoo). |

Erimlg
don’t doubt ﬂom‘ story, young lady,”
he said to Babs, “but as an officer
must investigate it

“And as'a grateful chum I'm going
to do something else,” Dick Fairbrother
laughed; and before Babs realised his
intention he had stepped forward and
caught her up And what a cheer the
crowd gave then, as the hero of the
afternocon planted a kisz upon Babs’
rosy, blushing cheek.

A FD arTER that—

The- investigation at CIliff House
was, of courze, a mere formality, but
it was a formality which satisficd the
gg)ll;ce,' and proved Babs' ftory to tho
ilt. -

- Jim Mepant and his confederats, Ron
Bmith, spenk that niglt in 2 prison cell,
and that night Helen, passionately pro-
testing that she never knew the con-
tents of the packet, but hed simply kept
it because Jim Mopant—who turned out
to be her cousin—had asked her to, was
suspended from her prefectship for &
period of one month.

And that night, too, there was a great
eelobration in the school when Dick and
Jack, no longer under suspicion, came

JEMIMA CARSTAIRS, ALWAYS A STRANGE GIRL, BECOMES——

ards story.
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to celebrate in the Fourth Form Com:
inon-room, escorted thither by a happy-
faced Duleia. If Dick was the hero of
the hour, the heroine, most certainly,
was Babs, and with Babs, her chums.

And so Dick, thanks to the chums,
came into his own. And Helen, fright-
ened out of her life by her lucky escape,
was & much more subdued girl ?or
many weeks afterwards. Whether she
really told the truth sbout the contents
of the envelope will never bs known,
and Duleia, so grateful was she that the
olouds had cleared away,  never
soriously ipz:em.sed the .point, e‘speomllf as
Helen's friends, when brought before
the magistrate, confesséd to their own
share in the plot, and protested that
Helen had only been an unconscious
dupe. They, somewhat luckily, got off
with a heavy fine.

“Which.” Dick TFairbrother told
Duleia and the chums when he heard
the news, “serves them joHy well right,
But 'm gind, v’know, that they didn't
get-gaoled. Nobody, in the end, really

inohed that money, and Mopant at
feast has had =& i";sson, becaunsge, in
addition to the fino ahd the disgrace,
he’s been warned off every race track in
England. But, kids, P've goh something
else to tell yow.” he added fleafully.
“ And this is something that’ll interest
you. This morning launched the

airbrother  Carburettor _Company,
Tid. I've got plenty of wealthy
backers.” \

“Oh, Dick!” cried Babs, her eyes

Dick =aid, with & grin,
“ whether you like it or nob, every one
of you is a shareholder. Becanse, you
sce,” he”added softly, “I waat all my
clmins to share my good luck, and so
I've given you each ten shares free of
charge.”
“Which,” gurgled . Jack Trevlyn,
“calls for a doughuut. each, I think.
Clome to the tuckshop, girlies, and have
one with me—also free of charge!”

END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

It is full of

the most surprising and intriguing situations. Order next Saturday's
SCHOOLGIRL well in advance. ’ :
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An'othe; fascinating COMPLETE story of the Middle Ages, featuring the young Lady Fayre—
lobin

Only Fayre Could Save Him!

{3 HE%ilady Fnyre———~L ’é . ,

e youn ady Fayre's

name Wwas s{:ein enllec{v in

Longley Castle, for she was

sought by _her uncle, the Baron le

Feuvre, snd when he called there bad
to be response.

As the Ledy Fayre heard her name
being ealled by & man-at-srms, she
crouched on the battlements, taking
cover behind the immense catapult that
was used to hurl etones, boiling pitch,
and other missiles at whatever enemy
should dare to assault the castle.

It gave good cover, and Fayre, her
heart thumping, sqneezed herself into as
small s spece as possiblé, bardly heed-
ing whethe. she dirtied her lovely, rich,
rl';ﬁ velvet frock.

“"Tis passing strange ! said a soldier
clad in shining chain-mail, whose task
it was to patrol the battlements. *The
Laddy Fayre is either lost, or else
hidden.” -

o Mayhnﬁ she does hide; she will be
soundly whipped. tﬁsrchunce 1” gaid his
companion _and n sang out -anew:
“The Ladv Fayre}l” =

Fayre moved slightly LiihieE .dite

hiding, and then gave s horrified gas
as a mighty b of stone, balnnoes
insecurely on the catapult, toppled over.

Crash! [Its thud could not be un-
noticed, and the two men-at-arms,
quickening their steps, reached the spot,
to draw up and salute. .

' L!!,‘lady.” said one, “the baron calls

“His lordship iz mighty angered,”
said tne othor

Fayre rose with what dignity was [eft
to her, shook her frock, arranged her
golden hair, which hung in two neat
laits over her shoulders and walked
orward.

The men-at-arms walked beside her,
lest she should try to escape.

“] can go slone, thank youl” said
Fayre, edging away.

it the men-at-arms saluted, and,
ﬁvil.h faces expressionless, still "escorted
er.

As the young lady of this mighty
castle. Fayre was a it i
snce; but that did not prevent her
bemi human enough to write things
which should not have been written.

Seevel

perton’ of import- -

e

|

By IDA MELBOURNE

And they had infuriated her uncle, the

baron, beyond measure. He had mnot
read them himseli—he was enly able to
read simple words, and that with diffi-
culty—but he had got the venerable
hB.rie, Fayre's tutor, to do the job for

im. . :
Heart thumping, Fayre went down
the stone stairease to where the baron
fumed on a lower floor, his red face
redder than ever. his voice more
thunderous, -
“Hah| You have her!” he cried, as

he saw them. *“(et yon gone! I_.would )

have word with her alone!*
As the guards. saluting, moved away,
Fayre stepped into the large room,

- through the long, glassless wimmdows of

which the sunshine streamed, and cast a

.

The venerable, Brie took the paper
and focused it with care and difficulty.
“* Robin :Hood,” ” he read in p:ipﬁ
toni “*is kind and good; brave
he doth full Og)my. . His .castle is the
greenery wood; of gold he hath nof

l} ayre queked, for in the castle The
mere mention of Robin Hood caused the
baron to roat with rage. .

“Ha| B80,” he thundered, “you write
of Robin Hood? That knave! Brave
deeds, indeed? - A ‘hero, is he? Hal
Who did command you to write that ?*

“No one” said ‘Fayre falteringly.
“]—]— ’'Tis buk a jingle I have
heard servants and others chant.”

The baron crumpled the paper and
hurled it to the ground. °

“Robin Hood ! Will no ono rid me
of this knave?” he roared. “1lio steals
my gold, my cattle, and gives them to
the poor! I'll teach them to sing of

* ** Food—clothes—gold for the poor!" ordered the baron,

Fayre’s miserly uncle. What HAD come over him?
.Fayre knew, and so did her friend, Robin Hood. For it
T wasn’t her uncle at all]

look of déep reproach at the long-‘
bearded, vencrable Brie, who stood In-

?ﬁl black robes, hands clasped regret-.

‘“Yes, unclo?” :eaid Fayre, as boldly
as she could “ Bomething ails?” -

“Kilsf What 1s this?” rosred the
ll;amn, and flapped a sheet of paper at

er. - . ;

“'Fis an exercise
Fayre.

““ An excrcise! By my troth, read it!”

Fayre
urcle, who, so vagune reports said, ha
robbed her of this castle, and whose
harsh temper had left many bruises on
soldiers, eervants, and others, and even
on Fayre herself. I

Taking the paper, Fayrs looked at it.
. “Full many a true woid is spoken in
jest,” she said. At ot 1

The baron strode nearer, He wore his
gorgeous purple and gold indoor robe,
but even this did not conteal his bully-

I wrote,” gald

ing pature and tigerish temper. ;. ... |
“0ld man, came ‘and read
again I” be commanded,

did not like her bnllying'

ﬁébin Hood and you to write of him!
git - down! Take a penl”
-The vencrabla Brie took a flask of

.ink, a quill pen, and a sheet of paper,

placing them on s table under a
window, and pulling forward a rough-
hewhn chair.

“Write!” commanded 1ihe barom.
“Robin Hood is o knave, a cowardly
knave, a thicf, a rascal I*

Fayro sot her lips. For, unbeknown
to anyons at tho castle, she mci Robin
Hood secrctly, " disguised as a  poor
maiden, The outlaw was her friend,
and she admired his chivalrous deeds.

- Andiso, khowing her uncle wounld have
no paticnce to rcad it, even if he could,
she wrbte: = ' :

- “Robin "Hood is " a bhero, bhrave,
honouragble; & friend of the poor.”

- - The baron, looking aver-hier shoulder,

&

“1nstructions.

nodded. - P

“Good!” he_'sdid, taking it for
granted--thet Fayrée: had 'obeyed his
“1t shall be in your room
to remind youl And now, for your
oftence, my lady, you shall be whipped 1”
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Fayre jumped up; with a cry of alarm,
“%hippedr O‘tll,, oo ¥ L
“(Oh, yes!” said the baron grimly.

“It will ieach’ yor to remember that
Robin Hood is & knavé !« When you are
whipped, Llame then Robin Hood !
Fayre clasped her hands, her eyes
wide. » : »
“But, my lord uncle——"
But the Baron le Feuvre
granite-like befare her.
“ Enough 1” he snapped. * The baroness
returns this afternoon. (o to your bed-
chamber; stay there! T you shall
be whipped 1 o
Fayre, folding the she had
written, moved back to the archway,
across which & velvet curtain hung.
Rebellion shone in her eyes, and her
head . was up.
“And as to Robin Hpod, to-day I'll
end his ftricks!” asneered the baron.

stc;od

%]l play him with his own tricks! I

shall go+to the woods myself alone as
& beggar, a friar1” .
Tayre's eyes rounded.

“Uncle, he would know you. 1t
would-go ill with you.” " g T
“Know me? Huh! No one will
recognise - me, With false red beard
vunningly made of wool, eyebrows stuck
with gum, and a sword secretly hidden,
T'll giwe hiin Robin Hood 1”

I'ayro swung aside the curtain, and,
Your Edi

doing 'so, almost bumped into a meek
little ‘man who was waiting for the
moment to enter, a friar garment over

his arm and red wool in his hands.
¢ Enter, tailerd” roared the baron.

The tailo#, bowing, walked-in, and the
baron, gnatching the coarse sackeloth

cloak, slipped it cver his head.

Fayre peeped through at him as he
pulled ‘the hood forward, and then-tried

on the red wopol whiskers,
“Hah! Cood—eh? Good?” he said.

The. venerable Brie nodded approval,
disgnise was

even though the baren’s
not nearly so effective as he thought.

“ Fayre—has she gone?” chuckled the
ack |- Not-a word |

baron. “Bring her
We will seo if the child is fooled.

ha

has quick eyes, and knows me full we? "
Fayre hurried away from the curtain,
so that when she was hailed by the
tailor she was some yards off. But she

tan back and re-entered the room.
“Why, 'tis_of friar!

amazement. “I saw him not 1”
“Ah,

“A poor, miserable friar!”

#Ah, good friar, I trust the baron will
be kinder to you than to some others,”

paid Fayre. *He likes not friars.”
The baron guffawed.

How came he
here?” shd. asked, hand to mouth in

young lady, I am indéed a
friar 1” croaked the baron, bending his
back to perfect the part he was playing.
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Y DEAR READERS,—I often
wish I wefe Aladdinl Of
course, that may seem a most

extrgordinary thing for an Editor
to say, especially an Editor who, by
reason of his friendly and enthu-
siastic band of supporters, and his
loyal and helpful contributors, ought
to be perfectly happy with life,

But I do wish I were Aladdin—for
this reason. I were Alsddin I
should have Aladdin’s magic lamp.

insist on that!) And with

Aladdin’s magio lamp I should be

able to fulfill every wish; and that,

oaturally, would include the wish of

every one of you. .

. I wish at the present moment, for

instance, that I could do as o many

readers desire, and publish THe

B0HOOLGIRL, morse than once a week.

Alas, it's impossible, I am afraid.
ere are all sorts of technical

objections, otberwise you may be

sure I should have done eomething

sbout it by now. L

. Please believe ma when T say it

isn’t my fault, woh't you—all those

who have written on this question,

And please try not to be too disap-

pointed.
After all, there is alwaya the
ScEooLeIRLY OwN LismarY, you

know—though one or two of you
seem to have ‘overlooked this. You
can have a wonderful book-length
story of the Cliff House girls ever
month, for fourpence. A novel-
length story featuring Babs & Co.
in their early exploits! Had some
of you forgotten?

. X hope you had, becayse then thia
will be a thrilling surprise.

And now, having worked myself
into a ClLif House mood, I don’t
think T could do better than tell you
about next week’s superb Hilda
Richards’ story in THR SCHOOLGIDL:

Y THE MOST BAFFLING CIRL AT
CLIFF HOUSE!" .

It “stars™ several fascinating
charagrers.

Jemima Carstairs, that most
puzzling and intriguing TFourth
Former ; Doris Redfern, Babs' impish
young sister of the Third; Connie
Jackson, the prefeet, fascinating in

.an unpleasant sort of way, and, of

the Famous Clums them-

Briefly, the story tells what
happens  when Doris  Redfern,
swotting for an important exam,
makes an enemy of the unscrupu-
lous. Connie, and—amazing,
incredible event—Jemima chums up
with the senior! . -
Worried by Doris’ position, Baba

Co. are also astounded by
Jemima’s behaviour. That she, of
all people, should become friendly
with one of the meanest, oraftiest,
most unpopular girls in the whole
school! And at & time when Connie
is making things so heartrendingly
diffieult for little Doris!

Accustomed though they are to
Jemima's inexplicable ways, Babs &
Co, are just bafled and indignant.

d you will be, too, I know.
But you will also be completely spell-
bound by Hilda Richards’ magnifi-
cent handling of one of the tnost
brilliant storfes I have ever read.

Next Saturdey’s programme will
include further delightful chapters
of “On Tour with Yin Bu” by
Elizabeth Chester; another fine
COMPLETE Lady Fayre and Robin
Hood story by Ida Melbourne; and
more of Patricia’s Bright and
Useful Pages. A feast of good
things, which you simply mustn’t
miss.

With best wishes,

Your sincere friend,
THE EDITOR.

course,
selves.
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“A trick “indeed well worked!” he
scoffed *in his natural voice. *Little
idiot! °'Tis I, your uncle "

- “Why—uncle!” gasped Fayre, and

- then hurriedly departed, le_wingllum' to
1

roar~with laughter and make his com-
panions wince under his hearty back-
slapping.

She went straight to her room, closed
the thick door, and stood -with her back
against it, eyes gleaming, hands tightly

' clenched. g

“To be whipped; and the baroness
has & strong arm,” she murmured. *If
Raobin I-Ioog should know of this—~"

Then she thought of tha baron, dis-
guised as a Triar, secking to trap Robin
Hood, and her lips compressed. - -

It was a poor disguise, yet, with the
hood drawn forward, tho.baron might
not be recognised, and, by drawing his
sword when (Robin Hood was alone,
have the outlaw at his merey.

Hearing a commotion in the comt-

ard, Fayrc crogsed to her window, and
fmked down. The baron was there, in
his disguise, and he was addressing two
young qmights and some micn-at-arms.

“Hear thid horn!” he commanded.
“ When its summons sounds forth, charge
to my aid, and cut the outlaws down
like the weeds they are!” .

He sounded the horn twice, and twice
again, and & murmur came froni his

mer.

I have had word where he hides this
morning. 1 go there now,” added the
baron. “Look well at me, my red
beard, and the red-painted crosses on
the sackeloth, so that you shall know
me from any otber!”

Then, taking a staff, he went to the
gate, outwardly no longer a Eowerful
%\Tprman baron, but a poor, harmless
TIAr. .

Fayre toek & deep breath, her scorn
of his verture changing to alarm. .

She was thinking not-of the baron,
but of Robin Heod.

“He will be trapped!” she gasped.
“All uncle’s men-at-arms—why, Robin’s -
score of friends would be & poor match
for them !*

Her mind made up, she almost jumped
to the old chest in the corner of her bed-
chamber, in the bottom of which were
stored s shabby green frock and ragged,
brown-hooded cloak. .

In & minute she had whipped off her
lovely red frock, and was dressed in
humble rags; and with her change of
clothea came change of person. From
being the wealthy young Lady Tayre,
she became Maid Marian—the mystery™
maid of the woods, as she was called by
her brave friend, Robin Hood.

As the Lady Fayre, she could not
leave the castle; but in this attire the
sentries thought her a village girl who
ran errands from the castle to the

-village.

Five minutes after the baron hed left,
trudging along the lane, Maid Marian
crossed the drawbridge, basket on arm,
hurrying for the woods to find and warn
Robin Hood !

Not Artful Enough!

OBIN HOOD was in merry mood.

He and his band were practising

archery, their target a .tree

stump a furlon%‘ away, dressed

in a rich cloak taken from a bullying
squire.

“QOne more for the rascall” said
Robin Heod, stretching his bow, “But’
not &t his heart; for a Norman knight's
heart iz made of iron; at his head,
which is only wood1” ) :

With a plink the arrow left the bow,
and the point embedded itself in_the
tree stump. 'Then, just as Robin Hood
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waes aligning a second arrow, Little John
gave -a shout. :
- 4 A girl—take carel”

Running up from_behind them eame
Fayre, in her ragg_ed_ clothes, and Robin
Hood, whipping off his pointed cap, gave

a hai

“The maid—welcome, welcome!” he
crie .

Fayre, exhausted with running

throngh the wood, paused a while to
hreathe steadily before speaking.

“Whet news?” asked Robin Hood.
“Who wmuffers now, needing aid??

Fayre breathed freely. ‘

_‘;Robin Hood—thero is danger!” she
said. : =

“Danger ¥ said Robin Hood. “Help!
Run, menl” he scoffed, with a laugh.
“Is it the baron with his army?” .

“Not with his army—alone, disguised
as a friar,” said Fayre. “His army
followa, and at sound of his horn will
attack and capture you—two hundred
men, pikemen, kwordsmen, archers!”

Robin Hood whistled. ol

80 they think that one outlaw is
worth ten men-at-arms in. battle?” ha
aslig'd, hia eyes twinkling. “ They faticr
us

“Take care!” warned Fayre. “The
baron is stremg, and under ks cleak he
carries & sword I”

Robin Hood took her hands and spoke
so!eﬂ:tll A i

“Li mystery maid, you are m
friend indooz,a" he said, “for althoug!
1 fear not the baren, yet I would rather
fight him each armed alike than he with
sword and I with staff. If it is & fight
he needs, why, he shall have it—with
quarter-staves !

Fayre smiled.

“'Twill do him
grimly.

“ And now—a like service for you?”
asked Robin Hood. “’Tis said one good
turn deserves snother. So should you
wish some prize, some reward—some
ai -

Fayre remembered the whipping, and
brightened suddenly as a daring idea
came,

48 ‘For mysel, no—for the Lady Fayre,
yes 2

“The baron’s niece—as had as he!”
For Robin Hood did not know that it
was her he addressed. :

“Ah, but the bad baron would whip
her I said Fayre sadly. “Have you no
plty?"

Robhin Hoed drew uap.

good I she said

her I" he

“The baron shall not whi
said. “For to-day he shall be at my
mercy 1"

Fayre smiled. ;

“ And—if it could happen that ihe
Lady Fayre should rescue him, why,
then—he might ba so full of gratitude
as not to whip her, after all, and—"

She broke off na another figure in
green came bounding through the
thicket. .

“Robin Hood, a friar comes—a
s(range friar with red beard!” the man
exclaimed.

*“The haron!” breathed Fayre.

And slmost as she spoke, the disguised
baron came through tha thicket, plod-
ding his way on sandalled feet with
quarter-stiek.

Hurriedly, she pulled her hood for-
ward, and kept a handkerchief to her
face lest her uncle should recognise her.

“How do, friar?” asked Robin Hood
jovially. Do you come seeking alma?”

“I do but beg food, Robin Hoed, if
such you sre!” crosked. the baron in
diaggised voice.

“Food you shall have,” said Robin
Hood. “
food store!”

Frriar Tuck! Tead him {o the'

UST as Robin Heod was about to fire another arrow at the target, Fayre
burst through into the glade. *‘ Robin H

ood.th_aeisdanger—ag_

army comes to capture you ! '’ she cried.

The baron, at a loss what to do then

horn, ehe ran as fast as she could nws§

~—for he wanted to speak to Robin Hood from the soene. :
alone—turned with Frisr Tuck; and _As she weat she repeated the signal
Fayre plucked Robin's sleeve. thai had been arral , hoping that b

g 'Tis pow you must disarm]” she
said. “Tell him—tell him that friars
seeking alms must walk to Robin Hood
on all foursi” -

Fayre nearly uftggled as she said that,
far nothing would please her more than
soeing the lordly Baron le Feuvre
grovelling about on all fours

Robin Hood called the friar back and
explained haughtily what was necessary
—to walk on all fours to him in
submission.

The baron, fearful to show defiance
with so many about, grunted, but went
on hands and knees, and with his sword
dragging the grass, crept forward. -

Fayre nudged Robin Hood.

“Knight him in the outlaw mannor,”
she saicf “Twill lame his anger and
draw his sword—"

“Little John,”. said Robin Hood
solemnly  “Knight the friar in the
manner of outlaws.”

Little John, raising his gquarter-staff
in both hands, swung it, ani en
brought it down, not upon the friar’s
shouldér, but from behind.

“¥Yow!" roared the baron, as the
well-aimed blow landed truly.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared thc outlaws.

His face purple with .raFe, his eyes
blazing, the baron scrambled up, and
just as Fayre had known he would, he
forgot all caution and whipped out his
sword.

But as he swung round to Little John,
Robin Hood, whirling his quarter-stick,
struck the baren’s arm with numbing
force. The sword, rteleased by the
baron's nerveloss fingers, dropped to the
ground, to be snatched by Friar Tuek,

But the baron’s left hand had his
hunting horn; and putting it to his
lips, he sounded his eall for help. Too
late it was wrested from him, and the
Lady Fayre, knowing the number of
armed men waiting for that signal, felt
her heart drop .

“Tako him away-—-away—" she’
gasped, and then, snziching the hunting

ds ﬁ so she would lead the bajon’s
small army in the wrong direction. =
Already the sound of horses’ hoofs
could be heard, and the shouts of men~
at-arms. The call for help was being
answered | oty vy

——

Bad for the Baron!

AYRE ran until she was out of
breath and weak from exhaustion.
Then she flopped down inte
hiding behind a bush, hiding the

orn. .
Not & hundred yards behind came
soldiers, calling and shouting. When
she was recovered she stood up,
revealing herself, knowing that they
could have no reason to suspect her.

“ Hey—you, girl!”. call & young
squire, ndins orward “Hast seen a
friar with red crosses—-hast seen men in
groen, Rebin Hood 7V

Fagre nodded. .

“Haye a care for the arrows of
Robin Hood,” she warned him, pointing
in the wrong direetion. j

On went the soldiers, archers, bow-
men, swordemen, and Fayre watched
them with .a smile. She had put therh
off the scent easily enough.

But Fayre, the excitement over,
suddenly realised in dismay that victory
was not yet won. She had saved Robin
Hood, and the baron, who was clearly
a prisoner, would receive punishment;
but what of herself?

She had not escaped the forihcoming
whipping !

Hurrying back to the castle, Fayre
busied her mind with plans. There
were at tho castle men who were braver

T

‘in words than déedd, yet who did not

refrain from making a pretence of
courage. If she ‘told them that the

‘baren was 8 prikoner—but there was

little danger te 'tlz'eﬁli'—;miﬁht they not
follow her to his rescub?, By some sign
she could let Rotin Hgod know of this

Do EP it



22 “Secret Helper to Robin Hood!”

N glun and so arrange for the baron to
e released without serious trouble.
It seemed
presently, in her bed-chamber at -the
‘castle, she chan, into her rich red
gold-embroidered. frodk, and planned
the emall party that was to rescye him,
Bhe had counted eight names of men
of simﬁlg mind;, great boasters who
would Hy at the first hiss of an arrow
over their heads, and was considering
a ninth when hér door opened.

Looking up, Fayre next sprang to her
feot in alarm. - -

In the dobrway stood the baioness.

“Ah!.'You are here,” her aunt

ed, but it is well. My lord has

worq, that you are to be soundly

1of

whipped. ;
TFayre licked her lips.
“Aunt=I—it jg——" .
“You wrote in Jrais of Robin
Hood,” said the hard-faced, glittering-
Gﬂed baroness. “Come down to my
chamber. Put on the garb of humility,

the aack’-(_:loth you wore as penitence af.

Easter. . :

The baroness turned away, and Fayre
sat down on her bed in despair. For
five minutes she did not move, and then,
hearing ghoutt from the courtyard, she
sprang up and darted over to the
window. e

In the courtyard was a friar, with his
red crosses and red wool beard, while
soldiers and servants cheered.

“Robin Hood is no more |” he roared.
“The army is even now chasing his
band 1"

“Hurrah1” went up a cheer.

But it was not, ss everyone thought,
the baron, returned in trivmph. It was

Robin Hood, dressed in the baron's
6is§uise. Fayro's heart leaped, Thers
could be no mistake, for Robin Hood

had given a signal with his hand which
she recognised, but which avould have
no meaning to the others.

Light of hedrt and of foot, Fayre
went down the etairway to her aunt’s
apartment, just in time to see the
ba?ness ‘hurry off to greet “hber noble
or ”»

#Methinks my whipping shalt yet bo
avoided,” I'ayras mused, eyes sparkling,

and herself tripped out to the court-.

ard,

’ “A feast—a banguet!” came the
hoarse woice through the red wool.
“Let an ox be roasted, let there be
chicken, venison—bring in the villagers
—hring "in the beggars!”

Fayre danced about,

“Hurrah |” she cheered. “Brave,
noble baron, my uncle—make way that
I may greet him——-"

And in this way she managed to press
through the crowd to the hooded friar,
Looking up at him so_that she could
meet his eyves, she half-closed cne of
ber own in a wink. .

In her rich garb she did not seem
sufficiently like the mystery maid for
Robin Hood to recognise her. But he
knew she was the Lady Fayre,

¢ Ah, my niece!” he cried, tilting her
chin_jocularly. “Did I say then you
should be whipped? Let us forget it—

- leb us forgive—="

The baroness was near enough to
hear, but came nearer as the men made
an avenue, and Fayre's heart gave an
unpleasant start at the fearful thought
that her aunt might disgover the trick.

Bo she decided to act. She ran to the
baroness and clasped her in an ecstasy
of delight. :

“The baren says I am not to be
whipped |” she ecried happily. “Oh,
isn't this wonderful? ' A feast—a ban-
guet, all the poor people—"

Then, leaving her aunt puzzled and
disappointed, she dancded back to Robin

to Fayre the only way, and

anai)ped., #1 have returned sooner than
anni

Hoqd, determined tp make the most of
this wonderful og)portunihy to do good
to all the nesdy folk.

*Gold for the poor from your coffers,
uncle 7 she asgke ; & :

“Bagsful of gold!” ho cried. “Send .
not make

the treasarer.” e =
- The soldiers, even if slightly surprised
at this amazing order from a man they
knew as a tyrant, did not hesitate to
obedy. They wanted a banquet, and this
hed all thé makings of a bumper one.

‘With the drawbridge lowered, some
ran to get villagers and beggars, and
soon people were thronging into the
courtyard, chattering exeitedly.

Fayre, realising that the pretence
could not be kept up long, ran to order
a wagon to be brought out from the
stables, and a3 the baron did not
gountermand that order, horses were

arnessed. . .

“Food for the villagers!” she cried.
“'"Tig the baron now who is friend of
the poor 1* . .

Many goodly things were loaded into
the wagon, and the treasurer came with
a bagfu! of gold, which he handed to

1
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the friar, who himself had now mounted
the wagon,

“Up with the drawbridge after I
leave,” he commanded. “Let no one
enter now till my return, lest they are
robbers.”

The drawbridge was lowered, the
wagon rumbled off. Tayre’s joy knbw
no bounds. Robin Hood was gone with
gold and provisions for the needy, and
now even her upcle would have difficulty
in putting a stop te the merry-making
inside the castle,

A throng hurried to the large outside
kitchen; others set fire to wood in the
courtyard, and erected irons to roast an
ox there.

Never had there been such hubbub
and confusion; not since Richard's
coronation at any rate,

It so happened that the baron was
returning now. Set free by Robin
Hood’s gand, dressed in outlaw green,
he had robbed a friar of his cloak. His
face was caked with mud and dyed with
moss, and no more misorable man thar
the baron existed. -

Reachm% his castle, and finding the
porteullis lowered, he clung to it and
roared :

If you like mystery 1

THE ScEOOLGIREL |

*1Tis.T, the baron !

The guards took him for a .crazy
beggar and pelted him with oddments
lying around, and presently a crowd
gathered, at the: porteullis.

Hoarss by this time, the baron could
i is” yoice heard above their
laughter and jders. He shook the bats
of the portcullis, danced and raged,
hrandished his ,fists, groaned and
moaned; but all in vain.

Fayre, attracted by the confusion,
left the roasting of the ox, which she
was supervising, and wenb to see what
was amiss, .

“'Tis some madman says he is the
baron, m'lady.”

“A fat old fooll
throw,” said another.

“Throw him in the moat !”

“Ay, ay! Dreach the varlet!”

Fayre reached the porteullis, and
starln&‘,_suddenly realised that it was
indeed the baron who stood there.

:'gtop-ltopl It is my uncle!” she
cried.

Here’s an cgg to

Astounded, the crowd parted as
guards lea to ralse the porteullis.
And when the baron came through, aud
they could get view of him at shorter
range, they know that Fayre was right,
and shrank back, cowering. )

“Uncle!” said TFayre, hurrying
forward.

The baron did not speak, but brush:cd
past her, to stand %:-ggle-eyed in the
courl;yara. Then, hi
croak as he mouthed strange words, he
hurried inside to the baroness.

When the baroness realised who he
wag, she all but swooned; and then, in
ysterionl voice, she told him of the
other red-bearded friar. ;

“Robin Hood!” snarled the baron.
“'Twas he!” -

“Ah{” gaid the baroness grimly.
“Then 'twas not you said that Fapre
should not be whipped."

_ Fayre, entering at that moment, felt .

er heart leap into her mouth.

“Come_here |” said the baroness, in
furﬁr, and feiched the whip from the
wall.

But the Baron le Feuvre snalched it
from her.

“No I he sna.p;igd.. “8he alone had
brains. But for Fayre, I should now
be in the moat, pelted, baltered,
bruised, perhaps drowned. Give me
that whip; there are others have need
of its message.”

But the message of the whip was
given to no one, for the baron, tripping
over his long friar's robe, was pitched
headlong down the first flight of stairs’

Painfully bruised, and aware of the
shrill laughter of a page-boy, he
returned in haste to his room, there to
take things easy, ministered to by the
baroness,

The Lady Fayre, pardoned from her
punishment, went down to the court-
vard and joined in with the merry-
making.

Newa of the wagonload of good
things, and the bag of gold, had not yet
reached the baron, so there was no one
to stop the fun later ‘that day in the
village.

Then Fayre, dressing as the mystery
maid, danced and sang.in a feast that
brought happiness {o all the people.

None knew that it was her they must
thank as well as the founder of the
feast, gay Robin Hood; but Fayre’s joy
was none the less because of that.

END OF THIS WEEE'S BTORY.

E sure to meet charming, audacious

Fayre, and her romantic friend of

the woods, in next week’s superb
COMPLETE story.
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MAY JOLIPHANT, a cheery nnghh
and her less (!laring elmn‘:* A]’]g%
YARDLEY, bave the task
around a cﬁﬁn&, ;
bat most lkeable Chinese [ 30U,
Yin Su’s governess 1s & too il to

O, tho is. They vishk an
M:yhmforgg_meﬂ.mtm &
ceftain woman wearing an emerald ring
has followed them—until HnLdimmm
hﬂmhﬂb@ﬁtﬁwﬁ It s retormed
Ak imtact.
But a cloakroom giﬂattheh%.bmam

apd
3 Come o0
£ »” " on
just & jugsler ] m%hnu e .
detain her.
(Now read on,)

—

Not Such a Lark At All!

11 TOP 1* cried May in alarm, as
VYin Su wriggled free from her
chums’ grasp.

“Don’t let her get away,”
gnsped Daphne, pale with fright.

Buot Yin So turned to them.

“Those of clear conscience fear nob
the anger of evil sayers” she inur-
mured. “8imple-minded Vin Su’s con-
scionce like wings of white dave.”

“ Fiddlesticks |” said the circus pro-
prictor scornfully. *You come with
we, you artful young chinkl I don’
want a scene here.”

May and Daphne noticed then that
they had become the centre of atten-
tion. Considering that, only a minute
before, Yin Su had been played in by
the band, with the boss obseguious and
defevential, and that now she was being
stormed at, she was naturally the
cynosure of all eyes.

Short of renewing the strugﬁlo with
Yin Su, May and Daphne had te let
her go, for the Chinese girl did not
share their alarm.

The fact that some old woman had
warned them that great peril awaited
her in the cirous did not seem to worry

Yin Su. But it worried Daphne 8 good -

deal, and May to a rather less extent.

" safety,

]

As they left their seats, May took
care not to he further behind Yin Su
than & yard. 'They were her guides; in
the abserice of the governess, they were
in charge of her—responsible for her

and although May’s school-
mistress had said she was frivolous and
irresponsible, she had her head screwed
on the right way.

- As soon as he was _out of view of the
audience, and not likely to be heard,
the boss stopped. .

“Now |” he said in grim, menacing
tone.

May took charge.

“71 think yow're making a lot of fuss
about nothing,” she said. “ Yin Su did
net claim to be a princess, although she
iz of high birth——" ; ;o

“High birth|” scoffed the boss,
“She's an ordinary circus juggler, and

IT WAS EASY FOR THE
CHUMS TO JOIN THE
CIRCUS, BUT WHEN
THEY TRIED TO LEAVE
IT THEY COULDN’'T!

what’s more, she ran away from the
circus where ghe worked with Kun Fu.
Fetch Kun Fu,” he ordered a hand,
who stood near by.

May and Daphne, having met Yin
Su ounly to-day, knew little about her,
except what they had been told—that
she was the daughter of a very im-
portsnt Chinese nobleman, and on a
visit to England to learn English
customs and ways.

'['he{] not  believe, however,
even though they had proof of her con-
juring prowess, thot she was a circus
juggler. .

“Yin Su—this isn’t true?” said May.

Yin Su, hands clasped, looked grave.

“Ilustrious father of Yin Su roar
like tiger should such things be told
him,” she said solemnly. ~*Unhappy
ancestors moan in misery.”

“It isn’t true?” asked May. She
liked a plain answer.

“No;” said Yin 8u. “He who speaks-
the most loudly does not utter  the
greatest truth.  Ignorant man easily
fooled by Chinese juggler in circus.”

Kun Fu, the cireus juggler, came for-
ward then. He was an old man,
heavily wrinkled, dressed in Chincke
fashion with short-sleeved, heavily em-
broidered tunie, tronsers tight at the
ankles, and thick, soft-scled slippers.

He howed to the boss, and then spoke
to Yin Su in Chinese. - .

“High-born yomwng lady, I greatly
regret ' bad errer,” he said anxiously,-
“but English woman offer this person
sum of money to say what was not true,
and he was tempted.”

Also in Chincse, Yin Su answered

fm.
“Describe this unscrupulous and low-
minded woman,” she said.

“It is difficult, except indeed that
upon one finger she wore emerald ring,”
gaid Kun Fu.

Yin Su’s eyes gleamed for a moment.

“Indeed s0?” she asked. “Never-
theless, Kun Fu, this high-born person
has a certain competence in the art of
juggling, and wonld be amueed to
juggle with you in the circus.”

un Fu bowed his head.

“If happiness can thus be gained, it
shall be so arranged,” he purred.

May nudged Yin Su anxiously.

“Wlat does he say?” she asked.

“What’s all this chat about?* asked
the boss, frowning,

. Yin Su looked solemn. There was an
imp of mischief in the Chinese girl, and
Ler senze of fun tempted her now,

High bern, Yin Bu had certainly
never juggled in o cirgus, for in China
she had been carefully watched, and
allowed little freedom. But this was
England, and with the governess out of
the way, she was free. Being free, she
wanted fun—such ds jugglng in »
eireus.

h
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“Kun Fy, ingenious and highly
skilled juggler, wish that Yin Su give
him assistance, feeble in skill though
the be,” Yin Su announced.

May gasped. ;

“What—help in the circus?”

% Vea, pliss,” said Kun Fu.

The boss grunted.

“Well, is she the girl who ran away
from you or not?"” i :

“ Alas, no; yet she will help Kun Fu
gs ably as the other.” . .

“Al\y right; if youw're satisfied with
her, I am,” said the boss. “Buf give
her a irisl before you go in the ring.
There'll be oo flops in my circus.”

He strode away, and May and
Daphne exchanged puzzled, worried
looks, hardly knowing what all this
meant.

“Yin Su, you don’t mean you really
are going to juggle?” asked May, sur-
prised. “In the ring?”

Yin Su smiled.

“(Considerable merriment, yes?” ghe
asked. “See oircus life, play with
jovial lions. Highbrowed and lesrned
governess mnot approve, but Inglish

. girls ever ready for jollity.”

“Qh!” said May, understanding at
last. “You mean you're doing it just
for fun, Yin 8u?” .

Yin Su nodded her head, and smiled.

“Y¥You also,” she said.

May took a breath. Her alarm
vanished when she realised that Yin
Su was looking on the thing as an
adventure; and certainly it would be
harmless enough - juggling in a circus
ring, or just assisting a juggler.

In fact. the idea thrilled May.

“My golly—what fun! Can we join
in, too?” she asked. * It is just for this
afternoon, isn't it?” .

Yin Su assured them that it was.

“Then come on, eh, Daph?” asked
May eagerly.

Daphne was more cautious, but Kun
Fu's manner to Yin 8u was so obviously

olite and respectful that she lost her
cars that the Chinese ﬁirl was in peril.

Besides, Daphne had always had a
sccret yearning to go on the stage, and

if this was not the stage, at least it was
the same sort of thing.

“If we can go when the show's over,
where’s the harm?” she asked slowly.
“1t'll be rather fun, especially if we
can wear Chinese clothes. Aﬁ right.
Yes; I'm game! But my word, what
would Miss Vesey say if she knew §”

Ah, what indeed!

MA’I MADE the whole thing clear to

the Chinese juggler. They would
take part in his _mgé;lmg- act for one
erformance only, and then they would
ave to go.

Kun Fu bowed his head, quite under-
standing, and led the way from the. tent
to a caravan, which they guessed was
his by reason of the fact that it had
painted on it a black dragon.

Adjoining it was another caravanm,
gaudily painted in red and gold and
the door of it opened as Xun I'u
apXroa.ched. . &

dark-haired, sallow-faced girl
ste{:ped out. Bhe was wmgped in a
vellow dressing-gown embroidered with
dragons, and seeing Yin Su, stared at
her with furrowed brow.

“The boss orders you shall lend three
elegant girls' frocks,” sdaid Kun Fu,

With none too good grace the girl
beckoned them into the caravan, & tiny
place with a bed, folding table, cooking
utensils, and = litter of clothes.

It was the first time May, Daphne ot
Vi Su had cntered a circus caravan,
and they looked about with great

interest, without malking their curlosity

too cbvious.

“Trocks,” said the girl. “Chinese, I
suppose? You're exira assistants?”

“That’s the idea, 1 belipve,” smiled
May. “Just for this performance,
although, as we've never done this sorb
of thing before, we shan’t do much
mote than stand around.”

“ Just the sort of erazy ideas the boss
here does get,” said the girl in un-
friendly tone. “But he’s boss, so what
he says goes. Here are the frocks.
You'd better start changing.”
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- “Here?” asked May.
much room, she thought.

“No; you can use the next caravan.
And ‘here's some make-up. Better try
to look Chinese.”

The chuma took the frocks and the
box. of makeup, and then, realising
that they were not welcome there, left
the_caravan and went to one the girl
indicated, the door of which was open,
the interior bare save for bed, table
and chair.

No sooner was the door of that
caravan closed, than the other girl
hurried to Kun Fu's caraven, rapping

There wasm't

an the door until he opened it.

“] want a word with you,” the girl
5nnpl;vied.

“¥is?” gaid Kun Fu. '

“Is that Chiunese girl going to
take my place?”’ the girl demanded.
“Answer me! There's something going
on, and I don't know what.”

“This_afterncon, yiss,” said Kun Fu.
“This sfiernoon, no need for you to
juggle in eircns.”

The girl drew up, her eyes flashing in
anger.

“0Oh, so I'm chucked out, am I, for
that Chinee? Well, don't you belicve
it, She’s not taking my place. I know
what 1t means. If she does well, then
I'm out for good. That’s it, isa’t it?”

Kun Fu shrugged.

“It is pessible,” he said.

The girl put her hand on the door-
knob.

“Oh, no, it im’t! I'm going to tell
her to scram, I'm not going to be
jumped out like that.”

Moving swiftly, Kun Fu swung her
away from the door, tugged it open and
darted out of the caravam. Then,
slamming the door, he locked it
leaving the girl, a prisoner, to hammer
and shout in vain fury.

As he ran down the steps, & woman

stepped into view, beckoning him, and
_he crossed to her, bowing deeply.

. “Listen,” she said in low tone, speak-
ing Chinese. “Here is the money I
promised. ‘Ten pounds. You under-
stand what is to be done?”

An emerald winked on the hand that
held the money.

Kun Fu bowed his head, rfustled the
notes with pleasure, folded them, and
tucked them inside his tunic.

*No_serpent is more cunning than
Kun Fu,” he said. “The high-born
Chinese 1gi:'l, Yin Su, is my prisoner,
and shall not escape!”

An Enemy!

€« IN SU, we look even more
Chinese than you do!” -
May Joliphant looked at
her reflection in the caravan
mirror and was delighted, for the box
of make-uﬁ contained everything to
make an English girl seem Chincse;
their skins were no longer of the English
milk and roses kind, and their eycs
appenred to slant. With hair greased
go that it looked dark, and pressed well
flat, they could casily be taken for
Chinese girls by the audience.

Yin Su, dressed in Oriental tunie,
looked sweetly pretty, and quite at her
best, and Daphne despaired of making
herself half as attractive. .

“Make elegant whoopee,” said Yin,
dancing up and down with joy. “Oh
most ingenious and kind Providence!”

“Most reckless us,” smiled May.
“ Just foncy | Acting in a circus show,
What on earth would Miss Vesey say 7

They laughed. For Miss Vesey, a
ty?ica English ;overnes.z} would_prob-
ably have fainted at the idea; and most
certainly she would not have considered
May and Daphne fit to be in charge of

s
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EvERY SATURBAY
Vin Su had she known what was

evertheless, as May argued—as
much to ease her pricking conacience as
anything else—where was the harm in
it? ¥Yin Bu was seeing a side of
Fnglish life that might otherwise have
remained hidden, and they were gain-
ing valuable and novel experience them-
selves, !

True it was hardly & normal pait of
a girl's education to act in & circus
ring, and many girls had struggled
through life without it. But May had
never been a girl to tread the beaten
track.

“We've given that woman with the
muecrald ring ihe slip, anyway,” she
satd,  “I bet she won't be looking for
us in the ring,”

*“Aly goodness, no!” Daphne agreed.

Kun ¥u tapped on the door then, so
thoy stepped out, delighted by lis
ready, if somewhat fulsome, praise. He

_happening.

" lield somne Fmall coloured balle, and

leading them to a spot a hundred yards
or so away, suggested that Yin Su
rhould practise.

Fven at that distance, however, they
could lear the girl thumping eu the
caravan door. )

“What's that noise 7 asked Daphne,

“ Hammering,” said Kun Fu. *Mcen
at work.” - -

“Isn’t that a givl shouting ?" asked
Dapline.

*No; squeal of young elephant,” said
Kun Fu, lying readily.

As May and Daphne had never heard
n voung elephant’s squeal, and as the
girl's voice was m they accepted
his explanation, and watched with
interest as Yin Su juggled.

For all her protest that she was a
feeble juggler, she held tlem apell-
hound, u.ncf the Chinaman himself was
obriously surprised and Pleased. .

Yin Bu kept six halls in the air,
throwing them over her shoulder, be-
hind her back, and in all directions.

Next she balanced a coloured stick on
her nose, a ball on top of it, and then
unother stick. -

“I say, how jolly clever !” said May.

“QOh, that locks casy!” Daphne
declared.

She tried it, and was open-mouthed
ns she succeeded for a moment in
bhalancing the stick en her nose. But
rhe nearly swallowed it next moment
when it elipped.

There was no {ime for furiher prac-
tice, however, for a circus-hand
sighalled them, and they Imiried to the
Big Top, watched from the window of
the juggler's caravan by the angry,

vengeful girl,

Ego gsooner were they gone than,
taking off her shoes, she shattered the
window, and, yelling to a cireus-hand to
attract his attention, pretended that she
was_locked in by mistake, and so per-
suaded him to open the door.

It was some minutes yef hefore {le
juggling turn was dne, and from a good
vantage point the three girls waiched
another turn.

There were splendid horses, prancing
round, weaving in and out, obeying
orders, and when they had heen ap-
plauded, May, Daphne, and Yin Su re-
warded them with sugar,

Near by were the lions, in their
wheeled cage, for their turn wauld come
before long, and they were being pre-

pared for the audience’s roaring
upPlause. . °

“Took, lions!” gaid Yin Su. “Ah,
magnificent lords of the jungle! How

sad that they are caged while wa are
free.” e
‘“ A good ihing, too, at the moment,”
said May, ag she saw one mighty lion
open his jaws.

. “But they're lct out for a romp in the
evening, I believe,” said Daphne, who
believed a lot of funny things. 5
" The lion-tamer, standing
chueckled.
“Qnly the cub is,” he ssid.
' “The enb! Oh, let me 386 the enb!”
pleaded Daphnoe, e
The cub was brméght out, and ¥in 8San
tripped forward and took him fear]essly,
even though he bared his teeth. | .
“Al} right; he won't bite unfess you
teage him,"” said the tamer. *“Dear
little chap, eh7* i
“Lordly noble little one,” purred Yin
Su. “In my most elegant and refined
home, in China I have three such on my
bed.’™ :
“What? Three lion cubs on your
bed I gasped Daphne. : .
“ Carved with infinite skill in woed,”
added Yin Su, her eyes glimmering.
She pressed her head against the. cub,
and he purred. s
None of them noticed the juggler’s
girl assistagt creeping close as Ym Su
put the enb down. . s
There was a_catapult in the girl's
hand, and, making ceriain that she was
ynobserved, she fitted a small stone to
the elastie, took careful aim, and let

near,

fix

The stone, truly aimed, struck the
lion cub a3 Yin Su stooped to pet him
for prancing on his hind legs.

The stone hurt, and he yelped in
pain; then, believing Yin Su to blame,
lie_bared his teeth and sprang.

May saw his suarl, saw him crouch,
and with a quick spring horled herself
forward. Just in time she gave him a

1ish, and, missing his object, he tarned
1n air and thudded to the ground.

Yin Su crouched back, her eyes wide
with horror, a8 the cub wheeled upon
lier, Daphne, too petrified with fright
1o move, could not even scream. .

For young though the cub was, his
iooth conld gash an arm, and his claws
wore not to be scorned, either.

But the keeper came to the rescue
then. With a quick jump he barred the
cub’s way, them spatched it up and
poPped it back into its cage,

“Phew! Narrow escape!” gasped
May, quite white now that it was over.
“But what ever made it spring "

“The gipsy’s warning!™”  gasped
Daphne. 5 .
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But the tamer, turnixig to them, spoke
angrily in rebuke, blaming them for the
incident, knowing nothing of that cata-
pulted stone.

“You must have teased it1” he

m&ﬁwﬂ: . Get_along, all of you!”
. Chagritiéd, their explanations un-
heeded, the three girls turned away to
where Kun Fu stood watching the turn
that 1;:u'eceded his—the acrobars.

. Now 1” he exclaimed.

At his signal they ran into the 1'ing,
while attendants from the other side
tobk on the necessary apparatus,

Kun Fu waited not a minute. He
tossed coloured ‘balls to ¥in Bu, and
himself juggled deftly. - - - !
..Unnerved by that alarming experi-

~cnee,” Yin ‘81 dropped a  ball, but

cleverly she pretended it was part of the
trick by letting the others drop in turn,
and then juggling them up from the
ground. . " " ;

May and Daphne took their eyes from
her to"looK at the sudienee, and ex-
changed smiling loocks. The audience
was packed, tier upon tier. It was ihe
first time in their lives they had been
watched by sich a vast erawd, but their
make-up prevented their feeling. shy.

“Table 1* hissed Kun Fu.

. May moved, the table forward, and
stood there, holding a stick énd u ball
until he needed them. Yin 8Su, smiling
blandly, then threw cartwheels, going
over and over from hands to feet in
tireless succession. - C

“1 say, just look at her!” said May.
“I'm not going te be out of this!”

Realising that the more things hap-
pening in the ring the merrier fop the
audience, she did four somersaults her-
self of the kind she had practised at
school. : ‘

But now the juggler was doing somec-
thing reall diﬁcuft, with half a"dozen
articles bu.fauced on his chin, while ho
juggled knives from hand to hand.

aphne, less confident than May and .
Yin' Bu, stood still, surveying the
audience, and thus it was that sho
presently saw the juggler's former
assistant. '

The girl was in a high back seat, sit-
ting alone, and, as Daphne looked, she
puﬁed'“back the elastic of the catapult.

“Qh, logk!”
started forward. .

The juggler. startled hy that sharp

cried’ Daphue, and

“ OH, that's easy,” said Dagphne, as she saw the skilful way Yin Su was
juggling. But when she tried it—clatter, bonk ! . Something went
wrong | May hid a smile.
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ery, quivered, and then dodged to and
fro to keep poised. A still sharper cry
came from Baplnm as somethin hard
struck her cheek with stinging force.

Stepping into the line of fire, she had
StOIJ[)(!(l] the pellet meant for the juggler.
Hand to cheek, she stood there, momen-
tarily dazed, but clear-headed enough to
know just what had happened and who
had fired that shot.

The juggler had upset the topmost
objects; bat Yin Su, darting 1, caught
them defily, and handed them back to
him, so that he was able to pass them
to the top again.

May 1novcﬁ nearer to Daphne.

“What's wrong ! she w hispered.

“That, givl—the one who was in the
caravan—she—she fired a pellet at me
with the catapult ! ]

May was too late to sce the girl, who
had slipped away, but she realised that
Daphne had not been the mark.

“My goodness, we've made an
enemy !” she muttered. © We've taken
her p}acc i

. . ’
“Fire—Help—Fire!’

HERE was no chance to say more,
as the chums had to help the
juggler again. He became a con-
jurer now, doing all manner of

quaint~ tricks with jugs and water,
playing cards, and matchboxes.
When he took a small bird from

Daphne's hair she brought the laugh as
mnuch as he did by groping for another.

Next he tossed some powder under
her nose, and Daphne sneezed, and then
coughed. As she coughed he patted her
back, and, so fav as the audience could
see, a bird flew out of her mouth.

“Gig-good gracious 1" gasped Daphne.

“ Again 7 asked the conjurer; and
this time whisked an_egg into view.

He gave the egg to Yin Su, who shook
it against her ear, and, having a bird
artfully hidden in her sleeve, worked a
neat trick of her own.

Throwing the egg down, she palmed
it, and let the bird free. It was all
completely Bewildering to Daphne, who
gulped and swallowed and gave little
anxious coughs, sure that she could feel
fluttering inside.

Amid great applause, the conjurer
went off, followed by May and Yin Su.
Daphne cam» last of all just as a per-
forming horse. with a gaily dressed
rider, thundered on.

The act was over, but to the three
girls every minute had been a thrill and
a delight.

1 sdy;
and, seeing the boss, laughed.
we good 1

“ Fine—fine, especially the comie!” he
said to Daphne.

Then he produced three printed sheets
of paper.

“ Just a formality,” he said smoothly.
“Sign your names at the bottom. It's
to say you won't reveal any of the con-

what fun!” murmured May,
“Were

- jurer’s tricks.”

Yin Su bowed. - ;
“ Honour of Chinese girl forbid it!”
shé said quite sternly, and signed in

. Chinese characters.

_“Honour of English girl, too,” nodded
Daphne, adding her name to the second
paper. .

“And May, wifhout bothering to read
the many closely printed paragraphs,
appended her' signafure to one as well.
Theri, the bruise made by the catapult
pellet-paining ' her, Daphne asked for
somesginiment,

“How did it happen ?” the boss asked.

“Someone with a catapult!” said May
grimly.

“Catapult!” the boss exclaimed
sharply. “So that’s it | Someone trying
to wreck the show! Who was it?”

‘I e ! - » murmured Daphne. “Well,

“My goodness! Was that what hap-
pened to the lion cub, too?” cried May.
“That girl needs a lesson !

“If T didn’t feel that we had taken
her place and she had a grievance, I'd
give her away,” said Daphne. “But I
am not a sneak, I hope.”

The boss laughed grimly.

“ As there's only one girl whose placa
yvou've taken, I know the one! By
gosh, she'll go this minute I

ff he strode; but the angry scene
was hidden from the girls, who were
taken to tea in a large tent where there
were other artistes—the girl who rode
standing on" horseback, the seal-tamer,
some clowns, a,party of dancing girls,
trick evelists, and others,

“Well, this is a new siderof England
for all of us!” said May happily.
“Sernmptions, isn't 1t?”

“Pity we have to go,” nodded Daphne.

“Suggest to estimable Miss Vesey we
stay 7”7 asked Yin Su. b

May laughed.

“No fear! Don't forget we've got to
find out our next instructions. This has
been fun, but we can’t stay here.”

The boss appeared at that moment,
and said that the caravan they had used
to change in was theirs, to use again
when they pleased. i

“If you want anything to eat vou'll

find plenty there, and there’s always the
canteen,” he reminded them.
"The chums discovered that their
caravan, very cosy and spick and span,
was certainly well stocked with food
and crockery, with a large oil-stove on
which simple cooking could be done.

“Bread, butter, jam, eggs—golly, and
some cakes, too!” eried May, rummag-
ing through the tiny larder. “Well,
girls, what's it to be? I vote for eggs |”

“S5 do I!” said Daphne seriously.
“They're awfully good for you, you
know. And I'll have a cake if they're
not too rich——" -
*“I'm going to have one because they
jolly well are rich!” May returned,
with a chuckle., “What about you, Yin

Su?”
The Chinese girl, clasping her hands,
watched while May and Daphne

arranged the various items of food on a
table. 3

“This lowly and easily satisfied
Chinese maiden would be content with
four or five of the succulent eggs, and
as many slices of bread-and-butter as
there are fingers on her hands,” she
remarked solemmnly. %

“(iug-gug-goodness ! Really ?"” gasped
Daphne.

She looked in astonishment at Yin
Su: and then, a growing expression of
dismay on her face, logked at the table,
for there were only five eggs altogether,
and scarcely sufficient bread for ten
slices, by 5

But May noticed a. sparkle in the
Chinese girl’s usually inserutable eves.

“PDon’t be a stupid, Daph!” she said,
“Yin Su’s only pulling your leg. Iggs
for all of us, then?”

Wasting no time, the chums bustled
about, and very soon were seated around
the tiny table enjoying a plain but
appetising meal. And Yin Su, far from
requiring anything like the large help-
ing she had snggested, daintily toyed
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with her egg, while May and Daphne,
passing that stage, went on to delicions
strawberry jam and then cakes.

But all were satisfied; all content.
And at the finish, having washed up,
May suddenly remembered they iwere
still wearing” their circus clothes and
malie-up.

1t was while they were changing that
someone knocked at the door. Opening
it, May saw the boss’ wife, a plump,
pink-cheeked woman.

“Here you are, dears,” she
“Better read them carefully.”

May, puzzled, took the three sheets of
paper; hut before she could study them
she wheeled round, certain she had
heard a koy click.

She had! When she tried the door
it refused to open.

said.

“My golly, we're locked in!" she
gasped.” 1s this a joke?”
She hammered on the door, and

turned to Daphne and Yin Su, who
stood silent, as ‘puzzled as she was.

- Then Daphue, looking at the papers in

May's hand, gave a squeal.

“Mav, they're contracts! There's
mine ! It—it says I am employed at
the circus here !

May stared at one of the other sheets.

“Why, this is the paper I signed!”
she said aghast. “You don’t mean—-
We haven't—— Golly 1 she ended.
“We've heen tricked! We've signed
contracts | We've signed on as members
of the circus, and that's why we're
locked in 17

Yin Su clasped her hands,

“ Dishonourahle and scorned boss play
trick 1” she murmured, in surprise.
“Simple girls sign document, not Lknow-
ing true nature ”

That was precisely what they had
done: and one of the first paragraphs
of the contract stated that if any of
them- should break it within a month,
there would be a penalty of ten pounds
in each case.

“A month!
eried May indignantly.
we're not ! It’s not legal !
They’re blufling us !”

She hammered on the door again,
assisted by Daphne, while Yin Su sat
on the bed with Oriental calm, quoting
now and then a Chinese proverb that
seemed to fit. the occasion.

No one answered their hammering,
and it became evident that, although
their shouts and knocking were heard,
there was no intention of freeing thein.

May was in determined mood,

“So they won’t let us out—eh? 1

“ My goodness,
1t can’t be!

suppose they'd let us burn to death
rather than release us?”

“B.hurn " to death, dear?” said
Daphne.  “But we're not burning,
y'know !”

“Wait!” =aid May; and, taking up
one of the Chinese frocks, she rent it
into strips.

Then she put it into the hand-béwl,
took the matches from the eandlesticks,
and started a smouldering fire.

Thick, acrid fumes rose from the rags,
which wonld not burst into flame. There
was no danger, but there was smoke
enough to suggest that the whole
caravan was alight.

“All together! Fire!” yelled May.

“Fire! Help, help! TFire!”

WILL May’s ingenious ruse enable
the chums to escape? On no
account miss the continuation of this
fascinating story, which is simply
packed with fun and excitement.
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