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“Mabs is in Danger!”

{3 INISHED, Mabs?"
" Barbnlrn kBed‘
ern, looking
across the table
of Study No. 4 in the
\ Fo_l&rhh omé&zool, oarndnril:;
J #m
sympathetically at the down-bent,

golden-haired: head of her chum, -
But Mabel Lzrnn, a rather worried
lock on her face, merely mede a

grimsce. ‘ .
“VYes, I've finished the first instal-
ment, but I don’t like it It's
stuff that’s suppesed to be written by
the heroime’s father which seems
wrong, It's frightfully difficult, Babs,”
“Let me have a look,” Babs said.
With a sigh, Mabs passed over the
sheeta of paper, on which she had been
emergetically scribbling for the last
hour. Hesitantly she gazed at the
Junior Schoal eaptain "as - that girl
carefully scrutinised them.
Mabs looked worried. For the first
time it was striking her that her bril-
liant idea for the new Cliff House

magazine serial was not going to be

such an easy job.

Briefly, the .story was to be about
an extremely rich and ;iopulnr girl,
whose father suddenly lost all his
money, and how it affected her life
at school. e

‘Easy and straightforward the idea
hed appeared, but Mabs’ sna%waa in
the original method she had chosen of
telling the story. Its title, already
decided upon, was “From Pater. to
Pam,” and the story itself took the
form of a series of letters passing
from Pam, the heroine, to Pater, ihe
heroing’s father. Mahs hadn’t: found
it difficult to write Pam’s lefters, but

(All rights of this publieation are reserved
and reproduction is atrictly forbidden.)

the'

those from the father were causing
her trouble. i
And the first instalment was becom-

ing urgent. Joan rmant, =
W was the of the mnext
number of the magarine, had de-

manded it by Friday.
“Well, Babs?” ihba' asked her

anxiously.

“I don’t think it's too > Baba
i tone was’ just a little
I don't thi ‘you

hard luck® when i
his_fortune,

o K
But Mabs sheok_her head.
“No,” she decided; “it’s my story,

and Il write it. Thanka ever so for

the tip, though! Give it to me, Babsz.

Yl bave another shot at it” :
And Mabs, taking the letter back,

read through it carefully again. She

kept the first page, but, after perusal,
immediately crumpled up the second,
and tossed it towsrds the wastepaper-
basket. The sheef, half unfolding as
it fell, dropped near the fender.
“Hum !” muttered Mabs, taking the

holder of her pem between her teeth.

"And thené gﬂm she could start
again, the door opened.

o s il i
eni : . - amp, - -
pink, round face bl at the two
occupants. A r short-

mously roun
veyed the two with gloom.

“I sus-say,
Bessie Bunter, . :

“Oh, please, Bessie, don’t''worry!”
Mabs said fretfully. “We're fri
fully busy.”

Bessie, the third ozcupant of Study
No. 4, renowned for her appetite, her

you g‘irl:_ » m‘n -

i SEARCHo/2
ORTUNE!

blundering, and her good mnature,

blinked. .
“But I do worry,” she replied indxg—

nantly.  “Really, you w, I don’t

know what things ere coming ta! For
five days I've been expecting a postal
order—and what do you think?”

“It's beem delayed in the post,”
Babs sighed. “We know. B8it down,
Bessie.”

“I'm jolly well not going to sit
down,” Bessie said. “F think it's
jolly shocking the way my postal order
is being held up! It would serve the
Government right if I wroie to the
Prime Minister of the postal depart: -
ment, you know! How can we expect
not, to have crisises and things when
they don't do their job?”-

“Bessie dear, I'm trying to write a
letter,’* Mabs pointed out.

“Eh?” DBessie hlinked. It struck
her all at once how worried Mabs
locked. “Well, I'm sorry. I—I didn’t
intend to interrupt; but when a girl’s
so jolly famished #8s I am, and is
expecting & postal order, and doesn’s
get one, what do you expect? I say,
Mabs, could you lend me five bob until
my postal order arrivea?”

“Sorry, Bessie; haven’t got five
boeb,” Mabs retorted.

“Well, four, then?”

“Nor four.”

“Well, blow! Half-a-crown, then?”

“Not a balf-crown, not a bob, not-a
sixpence, nor even a threepennﬁit!
I'm broke—dead, dead broke!” Mahs
said, and, thinking of her poer

pot
Pam's similar position, sighed. “Oh

ly dear!”

Bessie stared at Mabs,

“I say, what’'s the matter?
you well?”

“QOh, Bessie, -please do let me get
on with this létter |” )

“Well, I'm not stopping you. Babs,
can you lend me some money?”

“Only got a boblet,” Babs said
cheerfully, “pnd I owe that to the
sports fund. Mal why not chuck
that?” she asked. *“Let it simmer for
an hour or two. Let’s go along. and
see Clara, and find out who's in the,
hockey team?"’

Aren't

Mabs nodded. She gathered the
sheets of paper, and put them in her:
drawer. .

While Bessie, somewhat disconse-

lately, threw herself into the armchsir,
she trotted out witk Babs, Bessie
sniffed.

“No postal order,” she murmured
bitterly. “For all' the post office
cared, a girl at this school could jolly
well starve !”

Salkily she siared at the fire. Then
the crumpled sheet which Mabs had
thrown away caught her eyea i
For a moment Bessie stared at it.

her, sho

Then, curiosity o »
Eicked it up, smoothed it out and
linked at it. Then she started.

“Oh kik-crumhs!” she breathed.
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For the letter, or the part of it ehe
held, was startling enough, in -all
conscience.

*“And so0,” it read—this was only the
last page of the letter—"“I want you
to bear up and be a brave irl. I am
not mincing matters when I say that
I am in danger of losing overy penny
of my money, and, unless I can raise
s very largo sum in the near future,
I shall certainly do se. I know this
will come as a dreadful blow to you,
mg dear, but there are certsin reasons
vwhy T want you to keep the matter a
dead secret—oven from your closest
friends. Please go on acting at school
s if you had not a care in the world.

“It's jolly hard luck, I know, but I
am hoping to weather the storm,
though; goodness knows, the outlook
is black. enough at the moment. I am
sorty, darling, I cannot send you your
usual remittance to-day, but you will
understand why now, won't you?”

“All my love, dearest dsughter, and
kind regards to your friends.

“Your loving,
“FATHER.”

“Mum-my hai!’ Bessie stuttercd
again. “Mabs is in danger!”

With round eyes she stared at the
sheet.

So that was why poor old Mabs had
been looking so cut up. That was why
she was broke. Her father—ruined|
Poor old Mabs & pnuﬁer!

Bessie was so shocked that she for-
got all about her own hungry state and
her grouse with the post office. Very,
very fond indeed of Mabs was Bessie.
And Mabs now—oh dear!

She looked at the sheet again, then,
reflecting that she had surprised a
secret, flushed guiltily, As though the
paper had sngdenly become red-hot,
she crumpled it up and flung it into the

re.

"1t did not oecur to the plump duffer
in that moment that the letter was any-
thing but genuine. She knew, in a
vague way, that Mabs was writing a
serial for the school magazine, but not
for an instant did an association with
this flash acrdss her mind.

8he did not guestion the handwriting,
for Mabe' father, as is so often the
case, wrote .in a hand very much like

his daughter’s. -

. The door opened. Mabs herself came

in,

“Hallo, Bessie. I left my fountain-
pen behind. Oh, there it isal What are
you staring at me like that for, you old
chump 1”

Bessie gulped.

“Paor old Mabs!” she sighed fecl-

ly.

13 Eh ?.H

“I’m sus-s0 sorry, old thing.”

“What?”

“]—I mever meant to read—that is,
of course, I didn’t read it !* Bessie said.
“Oh dud-dear, I'm so cut up I dud-
don't know what I'm saying, you know !
Kik-can I help, Mabs? Ii you'd like
my postal order when it comes, you can
have it, you know !”

Mabs stared.

“Bessie, what's the matier?”

Bessie shook her head.

“Poor old Maba! It's what is the
matter with yon!” she said. “But
cheer up; you still have good and trust:

and loyal’ friends, you know! Il
stand by you like—like anything.”
“Well, thanks.” But Mabs, in no

little concern, stared. “Sure you feel
well, old Bessie?” she asked anxiously.

“Eh? Of course! Fit as a—a fiddle,
you know! But I'm not thinking of
myself,” Bessie said. - * Friends must
come first, and—and if the worst comes
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to the worst, you can rely upon mel!”
Bessie said, her face shining. “Leave
me now. I want to think things out.”

“But, Bessie—" gasped Mabs.

# Please, Mabs!” Bessie pleaded.

And Mgbs, with & rather alarmed
blink, withdrew, Returning to Study
No, 7, where Babs was closeted with
Clara Trevlyn, Marjorie Hazeldene,
and Janet Jordan, she anxiously conm-
fided to Babs her opinion that there was
something wrong with Bessie.

But when she and Babs returned to
Study No. 4, it was to find Bessie gone.

Bessie, earnest, helpful, glowing with
o sense of solf-imposed virtue, had set
to work to help restore Mabs' fallen
fortunes before it was too late,

Mabs was in danger! Mabs was in
need of help! Mabs, at this moment,
wanted a friend as she had never
wanted a friend in her life before.
Right! Then Elizabeth Gertrude
Bunter would not fail her.

So Bessie nobly and glowingly re-
solved. But having resolved, cameo a

ause. How to carry out the resolves?

here could one raise a large sum of
money in a very short space of time?

3

Ermyntrude looked at her sister
Priscille. ’

“No, Ermyntrude; would you like to
'buy PBessie’s stamp album?* Priscilla
repoated.

"NQ; Priscilla. S8ylvia, would you,

ar

“No, thanks; not interested,” Sylvia
said briefly. :

“Cat!” sniffed Bessie.

She went out, peering into Stndy
No. 6 next door. That Ed;ud{,.l occupied
Ig Peggy Preston, Jane Mills, and

hristine Wilmer, was elso full. Bessie
brightened as she repeated her invita*
tion.* .

“Not interested in stamps, thanks”
Poggy Preston said. |

“T've got all I want,” Jane Mills
asserted.

“But why,” Christine asked curiously,
“are you trying to-sell it, Bessie?
thought that album was the apple of
your eye?”

“Well, 8o it is, but—but—oh, stuft|”
Bessie said uncomfortably. “Do you
want to buy it?”

“Horry, ie: no.”

-~ “Then blow youl"”

And off, with reddened ears, Bessie
went, 1

She gave Study Ne. 7 e-miss, think-
ing that Mabe and Babs were still there.
Study No. 8, usually shared by Jean
Cartwright, Gwen - Cook, and Diss
Bullivant’s nieee, ‘Lorma Millerchip,

« '1| jolly well save old Mabs and her father from ruin!”
That is the noble resolve of plump Bessie Bunter, the

lovable duffer of the Fourth Form.

for Mabel Lynn with the aid

She will earn a fortune
of her skill as a mimic! So

thinks the dear duffer, little dreaming of the amazing

adventures and trouble before her—little dreaming that

she has blundered again, and that Mabs is not in desperate
need of money at all ! g

Bessie thought of borrowing. Her
rather .unpleasant reception at _the
hands of several Fourth Formers whom
she had asked rccently to cash o postal
order in advance made her hesitate,
Lowever. Next thing was to sell things

—but what? Of course, there was that

ripping purple evening frock with the
emerald green sash she had had just
before Christmas——a bit soup-splashed
perhaps, but it was a jolly good dress,
and that should be worth pounds of
anybody's money. But who was likely
to buy it?

Another pause. No, the purple dress
was definitely out. Well, there was her
stamp album—and for a second Bossie's
heart knew a pang and Bessie found
herself in mutiny., For Bessie loved
that stamp album.

Still, . it was for old Mabs' sake.
After all, what was g stamp album com-
pared with the ruin of Mabs’ father?

With a deef sigh she fished it out.
With a doleful good-bye-for-ever ex-

ression, she flicked through its pages,

hen, tucking it under her arm, she
heaved a heavy sigh, mnd going out,
ambled off down the corridor, calling in
first at Study No. ‘5. The Terraine
Twins, with Sylvia Birrett, were there,
just commencing prep. They all Jooked
up, however, as Bessie entered.

“ Ahem {”* said Bessie.

“Dear Bessie, she's got a cold
deelared Ermyntrude Terraine sympa-
thetically. i .

“0Oh, 1 haven't,” Bessie #aid indig-
nantly.  “But ahem! Would—would
anybody like to buy my stamp album1”

I

proved only to contain the last named.
Lorna grinned,

“How much ?* she asked. L.

“Well, make an offer,” Bessie in-
vited,

“Half-a-crown,” Lorna replied.

“0h, really, Lorna—"

“Well, two and sixpence-ha’penny—
payable in three instalments!”

. Bessie snatched tho album back.

In Study No. 9 Muriel Bond offered
her four shillings. Bessie refused. In
Study No. 10, Diana Royston-Clarke,
doing lines, scowled furiously as she
came in, and just as a polite hint to get
out at once threw?a cushion at her. In
Study No. 11 Joan Charmant offered
her fivo chillings,” which Bessie_indig-
nantly refused, and in Study No. 12
Faith Ashton offered to swap & new
pair of scissors for Bessie's treasure.

Bessie, baffled, returned.

She went to Study No. 1, normally
shared by Lydia Crossendale, Freda
Ferriers, and Rosa Rodworth. There
was nobody in that apartment, how-
ever, though & copy of the Courtfield
Times, spread across the table and open
at the page which advertised the local
amusements, secmned to suggest that it
had not lon% been untenanted. Foel-
ing just a little crestfallen and dis-
tressed, Bessio decided to rest until one
of the study memboers eame in. She put
her album on the table,

And it was then, as if by magie, that
an ‘advert in the small announcements
caught her eye.

“URGENTLY  WANTED
STAGE PART—Girl mimie,

FOR
Must be
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able to imitata wellknown voices,
animal sounds, etc. Excellent remunera-
tion to right girl, with prospects of a
valuable coniraét. ~ Apply in persen,
Small’s Rehearsal Rooms. Courtfield
gquarct; between the hours of 6 p.m. and
Cp.an.

Bessic stood suddenly and perfectly
siill. And into Bessie’s plump face
came a flush, into Bessie’s eyes a new
gleam and sparkle.  Excellent re-
muneration—that meant plenty of
money. A conir: .

She read the advert threugh again,
licking her lips now as though sampling
in advance deﬁg}its that announce-
ment conjured up. Her heart bounded
suddenly. Oh crumbsl Wasn’t this
just what she was looking for? She
could mimic—~and mimic jolly welll
Apart from that, wasn't she just the
very best girl ventriloguist who had
ever been?  Money—money! _The
advert seemed to promize tons of it!

What a chance to help Maba!l

If she could only get the job1

Besai trembling with eagerness,
snatched up her stamp album again. In
8 perfect fever of excitement now, she
bolted back to StudﬂﬂNo. 4.

Mabs and Babs, ening with “vast
puzzlement in Study No. 6 to the story
of Bessio’s latest wheese, which

Christine Wilmer was relating, mpever
saw her enter and never saw her come
out. And they never saw, either, the
fat form_which, minutes* fater,
hurried down to the school gates.

Bessie Bunter, fired with her idea,
aglow with happiness ause ab last
she saw & way to help llmlzi bad gone
to_embark upon her great adventure.

But it was & pity, perhaps, Bessio
hadn’t taken greater stock of the time.
Whatever her future might be
as a resuls of her visit to Small’s re-
hearsal rooms, the immediate Erospecta
were sure. For it required then only
half an hour to gates, which meant that
well-meaninﬁ Bessie would return to
Clif House long after those gates were
closed for the mght.

Bessie is Bluffed!

14 ERY good, very, very

' .good | What a

Ah, won-
derful,.’ wonderful 1”

And Mr. Ernest Small, of

Small's Rehearsal Rooms,

l"

missing the signifieant look which -
assed between t]gm three. “What shall
do—'Shirle;{ Temple?” .
“Proceed,” Mr. Small said, with a

magnificent flourish of his hand.

And Bessie, beaming, ‘proceeded.
Bessie was enjoying this, utterly
oblivious that time was passing.

At first Bessie had not. liked the look
of the Smalls, but their delighted
admiration for the performance she had
already given had completely obliter-
ated her first faint dislike. And, really,
Bessie was a very, very good mimic,
though not so ’ gerhnps, as to merit
Mr. all’s ungualified praise.

. Bessie cleared her throat, Bhe was

ust & little hoarse after imitating a

raying ass. a sparrow, s pig, and
Pekingese dog. %nt Eilirley ﬁ‘emp]e
came through perfectly.

Again the three Smalls exchanged

glances,
“Ah! Excellent! Exguisite!” Mr,
Small exclaimed. *“What geniual

What talent! Here, Matilda, we have
a star of the first magnitnde ready for
the moulding! Miss Bunter,” he
beamed, “you have the jobh.”

Bessie’s heart thudded.

“ Oh, thuth-thankst* -

“ But,” Mr. Small ponderously frowned.
“Wait one moment. What you have
done is merely a test. Now I want yon
to rehearse the real part. ' I understand
you to say, Miss Bunter, that you could
imitate any girl's votee ¥ .

“(Oh, of course !’ Bessie agreed. “ But
—but I've got to hear the girl first,
you know.”

“Naturally, oh, naturally 1” And Mr,
Small made a sweeping gesture with his
hands. *“Charlie, take Miss Bunter
into the next room,” he said grandly.

B\psaieil beailned. (:!ha_tlc‘algi_l 'wit_hha %rin.
caught her plump arm. rough a door
ho“%ga het,”’i’ng' "Bessie found herself
standing in & small, sparsely furnished
apartment, at the other side of which
was another door. Across there Charlie
led her.

“Now, listen,” he said.

“But——" Bessie started,

“Shmh .l)’ .

Apn Bessie listened, she heard a move-
ment from the next room, Then sud-
denly the sound of a door being
unlocked and opened. Then she
blinked as the senior Small’s voice fell
upon her ears—this time sounding high-
pitched and harsh. -

“ 8o, my little lily flower, you are still

threw up his bands in hera! Have you comie to your sepses
ecstasy. “Yo woman, there is a Yet‘?” 4 5
career for you,” he pre&icted to the . INow, listen,” the young Small hade.
bresthless, ~beaming, flushed Bessie Let me go!” & girl's voice cried
Bunter. “ A great career—a marvellous suddenly.
career | Like a rocketyshall you sesr to ‘I‘Sesg:e J“mln‘i,-’
fame!| Like a star of the first magni- I sus-say—

tude shall you gleam in the sky!”

“¥-yes,” eaid flustered Bessie. “But
—but 1 don’t want to gleam in the sky,
you know. I want a contract.”

“A contract?” Mr. Small frowned.
Very ponderous was that frown—
bringing the bushy brow which overlay
his small and rather crafty-looking eyes
in & straight line across his face. ﬁe
looked at his son, Charlea Snrall—fair
but very like his father—and he looke
at his wife, Mrs. Matilda Small, a
heavy-faced woman who was nodding
her head from side to side rather as if
her neck had been a spring. “A con-
tract, my dear? You ghall have
hundreds and thousands of contracts !
Le said impressively. *“You shall have
contracts worth - thousands and thou-
sands a year. Splendid! Magnificent!
Now,” he added suddenly, “can you
imitate girls’ voices?* L

“Well, of kik-course I can!” Bessie
said; rather sstonished by_ the sudden
chenge in his voice, and altogether

“ Ligten I’ hissed Charles Small.

“All in good time, my little lily-
flower—all in good time !* Mr. Bmall’s
voice was purring. “You have merely
to give us your word of honour——"

“1 will not give you my word of
honour! I will not! You are cheats—
thiaves—rogues | ow what your
game is—" The girl’s voice was
vibrant and passionate. " Oh, just
wait till T get out of here!” she cried.
“Just wait! When my aunt knows—"

“Ahem !” Charles said hastil?, and
for a moment looked anxious. “That's
enocugh, I think. Got it, Miss Bunter?”

“Yes; but look here——" Bessie said.

“Come into the other room.”

Bessie, feeling rather uneasy, went
into the other room. - .

"ILook here, you know, who was that
girl1”» -

“Qh, she?’ Charles smiled. “Don’t
worry, Miss Bunter. '‘That 'was only a
rehearsal,” he said. * That's part of a
part we're doing in another play.”
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“0Oh1” Bessie said, and her brow
cleared. 8he laughed a little. * Yon
know, I thuth-thought for & moment it
was real |7

Charles Bmall laughed with her.

““Father will be pleased,” he said.

“If you thought that was real, other
people will think it is real, won’t they?
Ah, here is father!” he added, as Mr.
Small, delightedly rubbing his hands,
appeared on the scene.
“ Splendid—splendid I Mr. Bmall
said. ' “And you heard the girl's voice,
Miss Bunter? Quite a turn, is it not?
You ¢an imitate that voice?”

“Oh, of course 1" Bessie said loftily.

And she did imitate—with such com-
glete perfection, indeed, that the Smalla

eamed delightedly at each other.

‘*Buperb |’ Mr. Bmall stated. *Ah,
Miss Bunter, what a career you have in
front of you! I see the theatre lights
dazzling with your name three feet high.
Riches and fame—all thesa shall be
showered into your lap like acorns in a
pig’s trough! But now to business 1” he
added seriously, *Let me explain what
you must do.” . &

And he went on to explain. Bessie
blinked a little—it_did seem so absurdly
easy. Presently, Mr. 8mall said, they
would rehearse the telephone scene, and
as he seid this he gave a rather signifi-
cant look at his wife, who smiled, -The
“Aunt Mary " in the play would phone
up, and he himself would dictate Bessie’s
reply which Bessie was to render in the
voice of the unknown girl she had heard
in the other room. And, having
delivered himself most clear! :
instructions, Mr. Small looked thought-
fully at Mis watch,
“Five minutes,” he said—"five
minutes. Matilda, my dear, you will
take the part of Aunt Mary and phone
through from _ the other room. Miss
Bunter, you will answer on this phone,”
and he pointed to the instrument on his
desk, which was fitted with two receivers.
“ Matilda, will you go now " )

Mrs. Small nodded end went. -

“Well, that’s all right—that’s fine,"
Bessie said. “But—but what_ dbout
some money, you know. We—we haven't
talked about the wages, you know 1

“Name your own sum !” Mr. Small
said magnificently.

“Well, I—I want a Yot of money,”
Bessie said impressively.

# “Aha!” Mr. Small said agsin, and
then jumped as the felephone bell tang.
“ Excuse me,” he said, and bent to the
instrument. “What? Yes, yes, of
eourse, Miss Lyell,” he eried. “Your
dear niece Lily is waiting now, guivep-
ing with eagerness to speak to you, Miss
Lyell. Lily, my dear,” he added, with a
beam, :mdy Bessie blinked as she under-
stood that she was to take the call.
*This is the rchearsal,” he whispered
as he handed her ome receiver amd
picked up the other himself. *Bay

Hallo, aunt! This is Lily speaking.’
Don't forget the voice.” . -

Bessie smirked. Dead easy |

“Hallo, aunt ! This is Lily speaking,”
she said in her assumed voice.

*“You are happy, my dear!” a voice
came—it was a very pleasant voice, and
Bessie was mildly amazed to find how
marvellously Mrs. Small, playing the
part at the other end of the line, had -
changed it. .

“Tell her yes; ask her if the twenty-
five pounds you asked for is on its way,”
Mr, Smnglwhispered.

Bessie did so. The reply came:

“1 posted the money this morning,
Lily, my dear, and, oh, I am so excited
to.think that you will be doing your-first
part next week. You do not' feel
nervous, my dear?”

“Say no. Thank hex for the money,"
Mr. Small whispered, beaming.
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Bessie did so.

“Well, that’s all right. Do not
hesitate, my dear, to ask me for any-
thing you want. am as cager as you
are for your stage career to be a great
success, To-morrow night, my dear, I
havo to go to the Wallace Gideon bridge
party, so I will phone you in the after-
noon instead of the usual time. Good-
bye, my dear, good-bye 1"

o -bye 1" Bessie said, simpering.

“Good-bye, aunt!” And she put the
receiver down, blinking expectantly at
Mr. Bmall, whose face was like a

radiant full meon. .

. “Is—is that all right ?" she asked.

- “Miss PBunter, you are a star—a
he cried.- “Such a superb
imitation ! Miss Bunter, you are going
to be worth hundreds of pounds to me—
and, of course, to yourself,” he added
hastily, *“But now, my dear girl, we
must get to work—serious, earnest work.
‘I am going to prepare you for stardom
in our great new play.

can ¥‘ou come here to-morrow after-
noon "

Bessio heamed.

“Why, yes; to-morrow iz a half
holiday. ut what about some money,
yoa know?” Bessie asked anxiously,
thinking of Mabs, “You—you said I -

could have some money—"

“And s0,” he said jovially, *“you
shall. Lots of monsy. How much, Miss
-Bunter, do you require?”

Bessio blinked. She hadn’t thought of
that. Bessie’s iden of a practical lot of
money ran vaguely into millions, but
when it came to a real practical pro-
gosy;ion pounds sepmed to be .equally

esirous. Sha said, without for one
moment expecting to get it :

“Well, “sh-shall we sus-say . ien
pounds 1” -
“Ten?” Mr, Small pursed his lips.

He gazed at Charles, who slyly nodded.
“Ten—ahem! A mere trifle,” he said
grandly. “Modest Miss Bunter, ten
pounds you shall have. 8j this
repe]gt_ for it.”  And, to ﬁasaxe’s
trembling astonishment, he fished two
five-pound notos from his pocket.

“There you ere, Miss Bunter. Regard
that as an advanco of tho many thon-
sands you will be earning ere long. And
—er—l think in the circumstances yon
had better not eay anything about this
st all yet. Understandt”

“ Oh, yes, of course 1" Bessie stuttered.

“Veory well, Miss Bunter, I shall
rogard that as a promise. Now sign

this, ase |7 .
And Bessic, not venturing to look at
what she was signing in her trembling

delight, si%ned, and, with the money in
ber hand, left the room. When she had
gono the three looked at each other.

“A fool,” Mr. Small announced
thoughtfully. “An absolute fool. But
easy to trick, and what untold wealth
those conversations of hers with our dear
unsuspecting client, Misa Mary Lyell,
will realise. Ton pounds is a lot of
monoy,” he added, with a frown, “bat I
think, in the very exceptional circum-
stances, its expenditure is justified.
Now, Charles, my son, will you visit our
——er-—prisoner, Miss Lily Lyell, and scc

that she has something to eat? We can't
starve the girl, even though she is so
defiant.”

A Strange Cilue !

& ARBARA RED-
FERN I”

Babs started as

the rasping voice

of 8arah* Harrigan, the

/ sour-faced duty prefect for

the day, féll upon her ears.

Babs was, with Mabs and Tomboy

Miss Bunter,

-~

Clara Trevlyn, in the act of emerging
from the gymnasium, where Lady
Patricia Northanson had heen putting
them through their paces in preparation
for the forthcoming drill ditplay. It
was a quarter to eight then, and gates
for the night had been closed.

“Oh, yes, ‘Barah 7’ Babs said.

*“ Where’s Bessie Bunter 7"

“Bessie?” Babs started. In the
excitement of the drill rehearsal she had
forgotten all about the queer behaviour
of her plump chum. *“Why, hasn't she
come in yet?"”

“Bhe has not come in,” Sarah replied,
her oyes gleaming, “In any case, she
had no business to be out—without a
pass, I have ni?orbed her as being out of
,ﬁa.tea to Miss Primrose. "I have.reported

er for being out of gates without a
ass. And I'm jelly well going to report
er now,”’ 8arah went on irritably, “for
not turning in the fifty lines I gave her

this morning for eating a banana at

essembly. Where's she gone ?”

But Babs, Mabs, and Clara shook
their heads.

“We—we don't know,” Babs
stuttered.

Barah gazed at her—hard and
irritably. Then she sniffed.

“All right,” she said. “When you
do see her, send her along to me. And
buck up end get into school,” she
added, with & sour scowl, *Call-over
bell goes in five micuies,”

Off fumed Sarah. The three chums
looked st each other.

“Well, what the dickens is the matter
with the fat old idiot?” Clara asked.
“She never said anything to you about
going out, did she, Babs?”

“No, but—-" PBabs bit her lip.
Remembering Bessie’s strangeness, she
felt vaguely elarmed ail at once, It
was 5o unlike Bessie openly to flaunt
the rules of the school like this—Bessie
normally one of the most timorous girls,
desipite the scrapes she often found her-
solf in through telling romantic fibs and
%ﬁui in class. . !

“The old chump’s got some new bee
in her bonnet,” bs eaid worriedly.
*Though goodness knows what sort of
bea it is. Oh, Miss Charmant!”
the added, ss the pretty mistress of the

WY

il \

"CHEER up, Mabs | '* cried Bessie, h
and loyal friends, youknow. T'Il stand by you li
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Tourth Form loomed up out of (he
darkness i

“Hallo, girls!” Miss Charmant eaid.
“Barbara, I.% you seen Boessic "

“No, Miss Charmant.”

“I am copsiderably vexed with
Bessie,” Miss Charmant went on. “She
has not re-written the essay I gave her
this morning. - Tell her that I shall
want to see her after call-over,
Barbara.” '

“Oh crumbs!” Babs muttered. **I
mum-mean, y-yes, Miss Charmant |"

“Looks,” Clara opined, “as if old

for herself
Barah wants to see

Bessie is laying up trouhie
all the way round.

her. Now the Charmer—and whoops |
There goes call-over bell,” she cried.

Rather worriedly the three chums
went in to call-over, anxiously looking
round. But of the plump figure of
Bessio Bunter there was no sign.

And when call-over was finisheds Miss
Primrose—orly recently returned to the
school to teke over her duties as head-
mistress once more—wanted to see
Bessie. For Bessie still had failed to
put in an appearance,

Uncasiness increased and deepenad
within Babs and Mabs, Where had
Bessie got to?

Half the Fourth Form was asking
that question now, however. The
apparent defiance of Bessie Bunter was
something to set tongues wagging.
Restlessly Babs and Mabs drifted out
into the darkened quadrangle, hoping
to catch their fut chum gn her return.
But dormitory-bell rang. The chums,
with the rest of the Form, went up to
bed. 8till no Bessie,

Babs frowned. She felt utterly dis-
turbed now. All soris of fears were
beginning to grow up in her. Bessie,
after all, was sych an old chump.
Bessie . was  short-sighted—an  easy
victim for an accident.

Sarsh Harrigen eame round to put
out_the lights, and the Fourth Form

_sottled down to the usual chatter that

was - invariably preliminnrf to the
night’s repose. Then gudderly the deor
was thrown, open and the lights went

“ You still have Eood' and trusty
anything t

Mabs looked dazed. ** Sure you feel well, old Bessie ? ' she asked anxiously,
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up. Miss Primrose, her face very
stern, appeared. .
“Now, Boasie, get to bed1” she
commanded.
Babs jumped. -
*“Bessie |"” she breathed, as her dl':lump
chum appeared_behind the Hes .
“Barbara, please lie downl” Miss
Primrose said severely. “Bessie, I will
deal with you to-morrow morning.
me before breskfast”
“Qh, sus-certainly, Miss Primrose,”
Bessia  said, and smiled.  “Good-
night 1” :

Babs blinked. Bessie did not even

look scared. i L

“Good-night, Bessie,” Miss Primrose
“T will Jeave the light on two
minutes while you get undressed.
Meantime, I have to sco Miss Bullivant.
I shell return.” .

Sha hurried away. - Bessie looked
after hor snd chuckled. The Fourth
stared. .

“Bessia I cried Babs, ,

“ Bessie, you idiot | said Clara.

“Bossia, you cuckoo!” cried Leila
Carroll. |

Bessie sniffed. .

“Whao are you ealling names?” she
demanded. .

“PBut, Bessie—" Mabs cried.

“Hello, Mabs!” Bessio beamed;
then ponderously she winked. “Dan’t
worry, old thuth-thing. Everything’s
going to})e all right, you know 1”

“All right?” abs repeated,
mystified, ~

“Wall, never mind now,"” Bessio said
kastily.  “I mum-mean, don’t worry,
you know! Trust old. Bessie to put
thinga right for you,” Bessie said, with
fat satisfaction. **And you know, you
girla, you ought to be asleep,” she
added severely. -

“Well, my only bonnet!”™ Clara
breathed in amazement.

Babs' blinked. o

“And you,” she added grimly, *“had
better jolly well get undressed. If
Primmy comes back and finds you stili
out of i

“Well, who cares about Primmy?”
Bessio asked andly. “That to
Primmy—" mgr she s‘l_n])ped her fat
fingers with such theatrical drama that
Bahs stared. “ What right has Primmy
to lay the law down to a star, you
know |” Bessie went on i.nd:rfnnutly.

“A  whatter!” gaspe Rosa
Rodworth. .

“Well, never mind!” Bessie said,
realising she was saying too much,
“Anyway, what I gay is, blaw Primmy !
Poof to Primmy! Oh, kik-erumbs!”
_ she gasped, swishing round. *Thuth-
there you are, Primrose !”

“Yes, Bessie,” said Miss Primrose
grimly. She had at that moment
returned,

“0Oh dud-dear! Tuf-fancy it being
vou !"” Bessie stutter “I—I was just
sus-saying to bs_what a nun-nice
woman you are; far better than that
beastly Miss Venn who was temporary
hecadmistress, you know !”

‘'Bessie, you will go to bed,” Miss
Primrose said abruptly, “and to-
morrow I shall add impertinence to_the
rlready hig list of your offcnces. Now,
no more. of it. Get undressed this
instant, girll?

Bessio gulped. Under Miss Prim-
roso’s grim _and - watohful eye she

ad—

undr . so waited until
she had got into bad, end then retired.
o ie——" said Babs then,
“0Oh blow!” Bessie waid discon-
solately. -

-+ But, Beasie—" ) ‘
”i‘i,.'“’b-?i’.:i"%,, But she gave it
- i . But she gave it up.
\WWhatever- had  taken Beusi‘e ot .gf
bounds and hed brought her back with

uch overflowing self-importance was
apparently to remain & secret _locked in

Bessie’s own plump being. But Babs
wns still worried—more so now, per-
haps, than before. What new
game had Bessie found to play at!
She found it impossible to sleep.
Half an hour, an hour went by. Then,
from Bessie's bed, came a fat chuckle.
“QOh, yes!” she said. “Of course I
cen do it. A jolly clever girl like me
wouldn’t be besten by a silly thing like
that, you know!” )
Baba pricked Elp her ears. Bessie was
talking in her slesp, .and_remembering
suddenly that people who talked in
their sleep often answered if they were
spoken to, she leant forward.
“Bessie | What thing ?** she breathed.
f;‘Well. that voice, you know | Bessie
said.
* Bessie, what voice?”
“Well, Lily’s voice.”
mumbled something, Then she spoke
again, and Babs started, for the voice
in which she spoke was so utterly unlike

Bessie's that for a moment she
wondered if some stranger was
spria.l:ing.

“Hallo, Aunty Mary, is that yout
This is me speaking,” Bessie said. *'Oh,
yes, Aunt Mary, o? course I'm going to
be a star—a—a star that gleams in a
sky of the first magnitude, you know !
You won't forget to szend me that
twenty-five pounds, will you?”

“Bessia | breathed Babs.

But this time Bessio did not answer.

Babs frowned again. Aunt Mary?
Who was Aunt Mary? As far as Babs
knew, Bessie had no Aunt Mary, and
certainly no Aunt Mary who would send
her twenty-five pounds at the mere
asking over the telephene. And why,
above all things, should Bessie speak 1n
that strange- voice? .

Bali kept ayakd, hoping that per-
haps Bessie might give some more clues
in her eleep. Presently, however, she
herself dozed off, and wondered vaguely
why she felt so slcepy whon rising-bell
rang. Then she remembered Bessie,
and looking towards Bessie’s bed,

started. For the plump duffer’s bed
was empty.

“ Mabs 1” she exclaimed.

Mabs, however, had also spotted

Bessie's absence. She looked curiously
at her chum.

“Where's she gone 7" :

Bt Babs shook her head. She felt
bafled. Normally Bessic was the last
awake in'the Fourth Form dormitory.
What terrific urge had forced the fat
one to get up before the others this
mgrning 7 5

he washed and dressed, 'With Mabs
she went down to Study No. 4. Bessie
wes not there, but on the table, propped
up against the vase of artificial flowers
which Marjorie Hazeldene had made,
was .an _envelope. Curiously Babs ap-
proached that, and then blinked.

Inscribed on the envelope in scrawl-
ing blaek capitals were three words.
The three words read: ]

“PRIVATE., MABEL LYNN.”

“Who the dickens—" Mabs said, as
Babs handed it to her.

;& lt,”p]e!:hs mivmad}.l ’

Tip open the envelops,
pulled out a sheet of impot paper frgm
inside, and then, it,

] unwrapping
umped. For out of the fq?ged sheet.

ell—two crisp notes.
“0Oh, my h?t I Babs breathed. “Five-

L

notes | ;
“But what the dickens—" . Mahs

said, mxstiﬁod, and just a little alarmed,
f}?v;'?” ‘Babs, what do.you. make of
a

She passed a sheet of impot paper

to Babs, On it was a message in the

samd uhtidy blotk eapitals as those on

lmle BLO

And Bessie
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the envelope. There was also a huge
blot in one corner. The message resd:
“FROM AN ANNONYMIUS WELL-
WISI%I”NG FRIEND. P.8.—ECSCUSE

The two chums looked at each other.
The same idea was in both their minds
now. That blot and that spelling, -
despite the writer's pains to cover up,
bher identity, simply shricked one
person :

. “Bessie!” Baba muttered. “Mabs,
it’s Bessie! But why does she think
you're in need of money? And—and
where *—with a scared blink at the two
five-pound notes on the table—"did she
get those?”’

. Bessie Keeps Her Secret!
5 EFORE Mabs could

answer there was &

steé) in the corridor,
and Bessie herself
beamed in, her face as
radiant and shiny as & ris-

ing sun. L
“Ahem! Gig-good morning, girls}”
she said, and blinked at the env o‘fe in
Mab's hand. “Oh, I sus-say, Iancy
getting o lettor so early !” she added

artlessly. “I didn’t know the post had
come.” i

Grimly the two chums looked at hor.
Then Babs moved towards the door,

placing her back againat it. Bessie
started a little.
“Oh, I sus-say! What's the matter ”

Babs nodded to the two five-pound
notes on the table.

“ Bessio, where did you get those ¥

“Those 7 Bessie blinked; then, as if
noticing the two-five-pound notes for. the
first time, she gave a theatrical jump.
“Oh, I sus-say, have you had a remit-
tance 1" she askad dehghtedlg. “There
are two of them, Yyou know!

_Mabs gazed at_Baba. Babs looked a
little grimmer. Bessie was acting, of
course—that was 88 plain as a pik 8
But it was also plain that Bessie did not
mean_to commit herself. ;

And: Bessie didn’t. Bessie had & nice,
warm, glwmfieﬁmm feeling inside
her. Bessie liked to feel that she was
benefiting Mabs by stealth. 8he knew
that if she confessed to ownership of
those two fve-pound notes she would be
asked all sorts of questions. \

Babs, most assuredly, would insist
upon seeing Mr.. Small, and—well, ehs
had promised Mr. Small that she would
say nothing about what she was doing.
Even apart from that promise, however,
Bessie wes going to keep her secret.
Not until she had resened Mabs and her
father from ruin would the identity of
Mahs’ great benefactor be known.

“Bessie, you eent those!” Mabs
accused. ‘
“Me—I?” Bessie . blinked. “Oh,

really, Mabs, how could I send them?
Where could ‘I pget two five-pound
notes from-?* X

“That,” Babs countered grimly, “is
what we want to know! Bessie, be
sensible. Whare did you get them?”

Bessie looked obstinate.

“But I didn’s get them, 3nu know 1

“Well, where else- shoul
come from?” .

“Well, how should I know?” Bessie
countered.

“Now, look here, old chump 1” Baba
logked at her dnxiounsly. “Weye got to
get this cleared up. Five-pound notea
don’t fall out of the air, and we want to
kpov; what -thq“lliigtle gamo i:} o
ni on wers ing in your B

Eﬂl’e blinked & Ii 00] ; euj-a
. “¥ou mentioned an_Auni Mary—who
is Aunt Mary, 7 .

“Blessed 1f I know!” Bessie ‘iaid
truthfully )

they have
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“You mean, you haven't got an Aunt
Mary 77

“Of kik-course not !”

“Then who,” Babs fashed out, “is
Lily #*

Besgic shook her head. )

“I don’t know anybody named Lily.
But look here, you know, I don’t see
why you should jolly well question me
like this1_If a girl can’t do a good {urn
without—I mum-mean, anybody would
think I was a eriminal !” she added in-
dignantly. *“I1 haven't done anything
wrong."” .

Babs sighed. B8he knew that look of
sulky obstinacy which came into Bessis's

face then,
“Bessio, old thing, {ry to under-
stand,” she said gently. “We'te not

questioning you because wo think you've
cdone enything wrong. But you know
what an old chump you are—and, after
all, Bessie, ten pounds is & lot of money.
Supposing you suddenly received ten
pounds? You'd want to know where it
came from, wouldn't you?"

“Well, as long as it was honestly
earned money, and it was given to me,
why should 1 worry?"” Bessie asked re-
sentfully, “Reslly, you know—"
And then she wheeled round as the door
opened and Sarah Harrigan’s unpleasant
face pecred into the room. “Oh, crumbs,
it—it's Bus-Sarah!” she cried.

“And Berah,” that prefect scowled,
“is looking for you. Miss Primrose
wants to see you, Bessia Bunter!
You'd better scoot at once I”

Bessie pulled a face. She knew what
that summons meant. At same time,
she was not altogether sorry; she felt
that she was agproachm rather deep
waters with Babs and Mabs. Rather
lrreashlessly she rushed off.

Miss Primrose regarded her curiously
as -she entered her studivl'.

“ Besgie, you kmow why I have sent
for you?” '
+ “Oh dear! I—yes, Miss Primrose !”

“Last night, Bessie, you did 'not re-
turn to the school until after dormitory

s

bell,  Apart from that, you went ount
without o pass. Where were you all
that time 7" : .

“I—I went to sus-sce some friends in
Courtfield, Miss Primrose.”

“Indeed! What friends?”

“0Oh, you wouldn't Lknow them!”
Bessie said uneasily.

“That does not enter into tho ques-
tion, Bessie! Who were they?”

Bessie stood silont.  The last thing she
wanted was Miss Primrose; to get into
touch with the Smalls. It would be
just like Primmy, after finding out what
she was doing, to forbid her doing it;
and where would poor old Mabs and her
own chances of future fame be then?

“Well, they—they were just friends,”
she said. “ JYolly nice people, too, you
know !

“What ‘were their names?” Miss
Primrose asked.

“0Oh, dud-dear! I don’t remember!
Thuath—that is to sus-say—"

Miss Primrose sighed. .

“1 perceive, Bessie, that you m\tend

out
Primmy ?

know |

"to make n mystery of your friends. I

am strongly inclined to believe that
vour friends are non-existent. Were you
a less foolish girl, T should punish you
heavily for your offence; but as it 13 I
am going to lst you off with a detention
for beirg late, and a strict warning
that this must not occur again. If it
does *—Miss Primrose pursed her lips—
“then, Bessie, I shall send home a
special report to your parents.”

Bessie blinked at that. But she was
not thinking of the headmistress’
threat; she was thinking, with rather
alarmed dismay, of the detention. A
detention meant being confined to class-
room, with & prefect in charge, all the
afbemoon—anc? she had promised the
Smalls that she would appear for re-
hearsals that afternoon. ‘

“¥You understand, Bessie?”
Primrose asked.

“Y-yes,” Bessie stuttered.” “I—I'm
sus-sorry. I—I'll try to be & good girl,
Miss  Primrose.  But—-ahem |—Miss
Primrose, kik-could you let me off the
detention ?*’ o :

“Certainly not, Bessie!” .

“But—but— Oh . crumbs! Miss
Primrose, please I Bessie begged. * You
wouldn’t like to interfere with a girl's
career, would you? I mum-mean, you
wouldn't like to see a girl who might
be, a blazing star in a-sky of the ‘first
magnitude,, you know, being kept from

Miss
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her carcer because tshe had to sit in '
mouldy class-room with some rotten pre-
foct grinding out an essay !

“Bessie, what are you talking
about 7"

“Nun-nothing,” Dessie said, and
gulped. “I—I'm only asking you to let

we off, you knowt Naturally,” Bessie
added with dignity, “I’'m not afraid lo
take my punishment., We Bunters are
never afraid to face the music, you
know! Couldn’t you give ime a thou-
sand lines, or—or something, instead?’”
she asked hopefully.

“Bessie, how dare you !” .

“But, Miss Primroge—" ’

“ Bessie, leave this instant! And con-
sider yourself,”” Miss Primrose rumbled,
“extremely fortunate that your punish-
ment is so light! Now go, girl”

And Bessie jumped at the really
alarming expression on Miss Primrosc’s
face.

She went out. pouting. Blow Primmy !
she thought bitterly. A detention,

* YOU'D better get undressed, Bessie,”” said Babs.

TIf Primmy comes back and finds you still
of bed-—"’
1 Bessie asked grandly.
has Primmy to lay down the law to a star, you
There came a gasp of amazement,
whatter 7 ' gurgled

‘“Well, who cares about
‘“ What right

i A
osa Rodworth,

indeed! Fancy giving a coming star a
detentiond

Breakfast-bell rang. Bessie bright-
eéned a little. She hurried along to-
wards- the dining-room, pausing sud-
denly as she saw Mabs coming along
the corridor. Mabs, thoughtful, look-
ing just a little worried and anxious,
was walking elowly, and Bessie
stopped, her tender heart suddenly mielt-
ing with compassion. Poor old Mabs!
How wretched she looked

Actually, Mabs didn’t. True, Mabs
was not her usual brisk self; but Mabs,
in that moment, was rather anxiousl
thinking about the ftwo five-poun
notes, and wondering what she was to
do with them. She had no doubt that
Bessie was their owner. But as Bessie
had indignantly denied that, what was
she to do?

Obvicusly she could not take them to
Primmy. Primmy would at once start
up & whole serics of embarrassing in-
quiries, - and goodness knows what
trouble those inguiries would land
Bessie into! Apart from that, she was
just a teeny bit concerned about her
seriak Bhe had become completely
“stuck ” on that.

“Mabs—" Bessie eaid sympathetic.,
ally.

Mabs started. e

“(0Oh, Bessie, here you arel Bessie,
old thing—" e

“Don’t worry, old Mabs !” Bessie said
comfortingly. “Don’t worry! I know!
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And T've teold yom, haven't 3, that
everything is coming right, you know?
Trust old Bessie to see you through!
Does,_a' Bunter ever forget her pals?”
Bessie asked valiantly, -
~ Mahs frowned. ! - -
“But, Bessie, I don’t understand—
Bessio gave a fat chuckle. -
“You will—some day,” she said. “I
sus-say, there’s secon bre_ak{nst_be]l.
(ome on, Mabs! The parridge will bo
cold.” ; -
“ But, Bessie, about those five-pound
notes—"’ . .
“Come on ! Bessie said hastily, |
And she tugged Mabs inio the dining-

oom. ¢ :

Mabs sighed. Babs, already seated,
looked curiously at her, and from her
{o Bessie. Bessie beamed again. The
sight.and the smell of food always re-
stored Bessie’s buoyant good‘]u}mour
and—- Well, blow it! Hadn’t she

cverything to look . forward to? She.

was saving Mabs like anything; fame
and fortune would soon be hers for the
mere picking up of a telephone receiver,
and the detention—well, -blow the de-
tention! She'd get out of that somc-
how. though, of course, she mustn’t let
Babs or Mabs know that she was. going
o dodge it. A

Babs, watching her, wondered again.

Certainly, if one could judge by the
size of tho Bunter appetite, it did not
seen ms if Bessie had anything on her
mind. 'The way she finishe off her
porridge, her sausages, and bacon
seemed to imply that everything was
normal with Bessie Bunter. .

After breakfast, however, ,_'Besue
vealised from the look in Baby' eyes
that her chum had not finished with her
guestioning, made herself scarce, and it
was not until after lessons that Babs
had o chaneo of a talk with her. Then
she caught her arm. . .

“ Ressle, what did Primmy give you?

“Qh, a detention!”

Bahs shook her head. .

“Poor old Bessie! Bub you did ask
for it, you know! Bessie, where were
you last night t¥ .

“(Oh, look! I sus-zay, there’s Jemime
Carstairs1” Bessio cried hastily, and
tore herself away—though, to be sure,
she had no earthly reason for wanting
to see Jemima at that moment.

And that whs the last Baba saw of
Bessie until dinner. After dinner Sarah
Harrigan tock her in tow, and,. with
Sarah, Bessie was somewhat reluctantly
marched off to the Fourth Form clase-
room. Sarah scowled.

“You can get out your book and
write an essay on spring,” she ordered.

“Y-yes, Sarah,"” Bossie said meekly.

She got out her books. Sarah, with a
grunt, seated hersclf at Miss Char-
mant's desk and produced a copy of
“ Macheth "—n part in which she was
learning for the forthcoming Shake-
speare fostival. Bessic looked at the
tlock.

Two o'clock now.
due in Countfield. .

&he smirked a litile. .

During morning classes Bessio had

lieen doing some rather deep thinking,
and Bessie lad already solved her
problem. )
" Apart from her excellent gift of
mimicry, Bessie was an accomplished
ventriloguist. It was her ventriloguism,
she resolved, which should open the gate
to freedom for her this afternoon.

But. Bessio, on these oceasions, eould
be rather deeply artful. Not at once
did she put her scheme into action.
While Sarah, with knitted brows,
frowned over her “Macheth,” Bessie
kept one watchful eye upon the door,
and presently was rewarded by seeing
tho angular figure of Miss Bullivant

At three she was

.The

pass. Sarah, looking up at :t}.m same

moment, also saw her, only to becomso
re-engrossed in her book the moment
the figure had passed. But mddenly
the voice of Miss Bullivant, outside the

“Yes, Miss Bullivani 1’ .

“Will you pleass go up to the attics
gnd see ‘what Madge Stevens and Fay
Chandler are doing? I think they are
up to some mischief.”

“Oh, yes, Miss Bullivant!” Sarah

said.

She blinked at the door, expecting
Miss Bullivant to come in. But Misa
Bullivant, unconseious that her veice
had been imitated, was at that moment
descending the stairs, Sarah breathed
herd through her nose as carefully she
put her book down; them, with a glare
at Bessie, she left the room.

And Bessie chuckled as she rose. Ten
minutes later Mabs, Babs, and Clars,
sauntering out of the achool, intent upon
hockey practice before tea, were met by
furious-faced -Sarah.

“And where,” Sarash ground out,
‘““has she got to now

“8he? Who!” Babs asked.

“Bessie Bunter {”

Babs jumped.

“Oh, great Fllywogs!
mean to say——"

“I mean ta say,” L
hooted, ““that that fat idiot tricked me
out of detention-room! BShe’s bolted 1
And if you three have been helping her

You don't

in sny way——"

But the three shook their heads, and
then looked at each other with faces
which expressed their uneasy consterna-
tion. Bessie, it seemed, was asking for
it—with a vengeance ! s

An Odd Coincidence!

[{3 WON'T—I won't, I
= tell youl! Let me
jumped.

go! Let mego!”

Bemeis Bunter

Bessie, elated by the

clever dodge with which she

had got rid of Sarzh Harrigan, had

arrived & quarter of an hour early for

her appointment at Small's Rehearsal
Rooms. .

The large room which had been the
sceno of her interview with the Small
family yesterday was cmpty when she
reached it, and Bessie, blown a little
after her climb up the stairs, had sunk
into an easy chair. Now, however, she
sat up, electrified as that angry voice
floated from behind the door of the
adjoining room. It was the voice of the
mysterious. girl Lily.

Now came Mr. S8mall’s voice, threaten-
ing, menacing. -

“You will do as you are told, Lily my
girl! You will do as you are told P

“1 won't]” -Lily's voice was frantie,
distrassed. “I'won’t, I tell you! - I'll
never be party to your crooked plans!
Sooner or later I'll got out of this place !
Sooner or later——"

The  utterance . wag followed by ihe
sound.of a blow, a sharp ery, and then
silence. Bessie blinked.

What was going on in there?

Bessie had a twinge of alarm. She
felt she must’ find out what wads going
on beyond that door. Thres hesitant
steps she took towsrds if, «and then
sto| _%gd dead. For the door had opened
ané) r. Small himself a@geareﬂ,“‘amj m-

anied by lis wife. Of Charles, hig son,

cwover, there wae no sign. - B

He almost jumped ms he saw Bessie,
expression which crossed his
features was peculiar in the extreme,

choleric Sarah’
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“You!” he said maj. )

“I—I— Oh cru 1 -1 gig-ﬁot
here early, you.know |”* Bessie somewhat
uneasily exclaimed. * But—but—— Oh
dud-dear] - Mr. Small, who was the girl
I heard crying in that room?” :

anxious look passed between My,

Small and his wife.
» “Q0h, that!” Mr, 8mall emiled.
“That was Lily.” He laughed heartily.
“Lily Lysll—you remember, the girl you
aro impersonating in the play.”

Bessie still looked uneasy.
. “But why should I impersonate her
if she’s here 1'* she asked.
. “Aha!” Hoe langhed again. “That
is all part of the ﬂay,” he said. “Did
I not explain? Eily, Miss Bunter, is
being held prisoner by villains. The
yillains, you see, have to_pretend to
Lily's wealthy aunt that Lily is still
happy and contented—thus the reason
for another girl to imitate Lily’s voice,
Meantime, as you may guess, Lily is
trying to escape. What you heard, Miss
Bunter, was merely the escape scene
which we were rehearsing as you came
in, the end, of course, everytliing
ends happily by Lily and the ini

personator discovering they are iwin

sisters. But wait @ moment! If you

like I will introduce Lily to you.”
Bessie beamed then. She waes

reliaved. The explanation satisfied her.
It sounded convincing—and actually it
was convincing, because three-parts of
it was true. Bessio had yet to learn
that she was imitating a real prisener—

the purpose of the imitation to extract
money from an innocent and unsuspect-
mg aunt, .

he waited while Mr. Small dis-

appeared through the doorway. In two
minutes he was back, ruefully shaking

his ;

“Alas! I am sorry, Miss Bunter.
Lily has just this moment left. 8till,
another time perhaps? I trust,” he
added, with a frown, “no =amworthy

suspicion passad through your mind "
“QOh, nun-no, of kik-course not!"
Bessie stuttered. “I—I was only

curious, yon know ! But she did it well,
didn’t she 1" .

“Very well, very well!” Mr, Small
smiled. ‘“But not as well as you, my
little star! Now, now—hum! We have
ten minutes to go. Matilda,” he added
to his wife, ‘once more you will take
the part of the aunt, and once more, my
little ster, you will answer the tele-
phone. This time Aunt Mary will
ring up asking if you've received the
twenty-five pounds she sent yesterday.”

““Oh, yes ! Bessie said. ' But I sus-
say, you know—"

“And you will apswer,” Mr. Small
said gravely, “that you have. Thank
her for it, of course. You will also tell
her, Miss, Bunter, that you have received
the costume from the costumiers and
will require another forty pounds, for
this fictitious Aunt Mary 1s supposed to
be financing a show in which her nieee
is to act the leading lady. Is that
clear?”

'“Yes, rather! But when do we do

soms real scting, you know?” Bessie
asked,
“That,” Mr. Small assured her, * will
come later, Now—— Ah, thero is the
telephone !” And he ran eagerly for-
ward as the bell rang, and, with an oily
smile answered: * Yes, Miss Lyell. One
moment, Miss Lyell, she is here. Miss
Bunter |’ he addéd magnificently.

And Bessie, all suspicion_lulled, un-
conscious of the l;I:vlola of which she was
being made such a pawn, answered
according to her instructions.

11 Wit e1ve it up!” grunted Clara
Treviyn.
“Where the dickens can the old
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h got to 1 Mabel Lynn asked
“worrfedly.,  “Babs, can you suggest
anywhere else wo oan look?" '

But Babs, as worried as her two
chums, just shook her head.

The three, of course, were looking for
Bessie. They were looking for Bessie in
Courtfield. Little Dolores Essendon of
the Second Form had set them off on
that track, for Dolores had seen Bessie
mount the Courtfield bus in Friardsle
Lane, and further inquiries 8t the Court-
ficld terminus had revealed the con-
ductor who had Eu‘nohed the fat one’s
ticket, Yes, he had told them, Bessie
had certainly alighted from the bus in
Courtfield, so Courtfield, obviously, had
been her destination. But whereabouts
in Courtfield ?

They had visited all Bessie's favourite
haunts—most of them teashops and
restaurants, They had visited Bessie’s
friends, the Snaiths; they had visited
Mpys, Bennett and her son Roddf’. They
had cven looked in at the local picture
house; but for all they had seen of
Bessie; Bessie might have been a thou-
sand miles away, Now, a-rather dis-
consolate and worried trio, they stood
at the corner of Courtfield Bquare.

A rather drab and cheerless thorough-
fare, this Courtfield Square. Not a soul
was about. . .

“Well,” Clara grunted, “it’s obvious
she isn’t here, Bet you what you like
she hooked it back to Clif House! I
vote we have a snack at the Anglo-
American and return. We—— Hallo!”

chump have

the Tomboy added suddemly. “What's
the giddy game?” .

And suddenly the chums’ interest
switched.

For from & fow doors up the road
had come the bang of a window. Now,
'ns they watched, they saw a slender
girl climbing over the sill. One hunted
fook she gave up and down the street,
and then dropped into the road. Im-
mediately after, from the room behind
the window, came a shout.

“Hi! Come back! Come back!”

But like a hare she was running—
away from the chums. While Babs &
Co. watched they saw her look round
again. Then suddenly, kicking her foot
against the jutting edge of a badly laid
paving stone, she measured her length
with a ery. And from the window
which, a moment before, she had so
suddenly jumped, another figure came
springing, It was Mr. Frnest Small
himself. .

“Hal” they heard him ery.

And before the prostrate
raise herself, he had pounce
was hauling her to her feet.

“Vou would, would you?” Clearly
they heard his words. “ Ungrateful
wretch | But this time is your last, my
girl—your very, very last|”

“Let me gol!” cried the girl. “Let
mo go! You shan’t take me back!
You shan’t take me back—-*"

Babs jumped.

“My hat! That voice——"

“What voice?” Mabs asked.

“The girl's voice? It—it’s the
same~—" And then Babs paused. It
was the same—but the same as what?
Strikingly familiar that voice—and et
she knew she had never seen this girl
before. Where had she heard it?

“1 say, come onl* Clara said, with
sudden grimness, for the man, beside
himself, was shaking the girl violently,
“ Bother it, he's got no right to treat
her like that!” -

“But it's no business of ours—"
Mabb uneasily hesitated. ;

“And it’s no business of hia to ill-
treat o girt like that1” Clara said.
“Come on!”

* She herself took the lead. Her busi-

irl could
on her,

“ AND now, dear Miss Bunter,” Mr, Small sneered, * you can think that

over 1’

Bessie stared at the document in horror,

If the police

ever saw that !

ness or not, bullying alwnys aroused
the quick-tempered Tomboy's indigna-
tion. Now the girl, gasping, crying
and struggling, wes being towed
towards the door near the window
through which she had escaped. As the
chums rushed up the man hastily
pushed her in and then slammed the
door upon her.

“You rotter I Clara ericd.

“Young woman, I beg your pardon?”

“What were you doing with that
girl 1”

“Ts it any business of yours, young
woman?” Mr. Small magnificently
asked. “Has a father not a right to
chastise his undutiful child? Concern
yoursef with your own affairs,” he
added frowningly, “and leive myself to
manage the affairs of my family1”

“But look here—" Babs started.

“Be gone! Otherwise ”—and Mr.
Small’s eyes glittered—"I will phore up
your headmistress and report you!
How dare youl”

And with another fierce frown he
suddenily turned on his heel, opened the
door, and walked into the house, slam-
ming it in their faces. The chums
looked at each other,

“ But—but——~* Babs said, and racked
her brain. That girl—that voice—
that—and then suddenly she jumped, a
look of wild excitdment flaming into
her eyes. *“Gosh|” sha breathed.

“(tosh what?” Clara asked.

“That voice”—and Babs stared at
her chums. “I—I've just remembered
where I heard it before. It was the
voice which Bessie was imitating the
other night in her sleep! The very
samo | I wonder,” Babs breathed, while

Clara and Mabs looked at her In sur-

prise, “I wonder—if there’s any con-
nection between that girl and Bess?”

A Last Warning from the Head!

- UT, of course, there

1 could be no con-
nettion—the resem-

blance of the voices

was just an accident. After

A -all, one girl's voice was
very: much like another,

as Clara pointed out. DMabs was in-

clined to apree with her. Seo, on the
surface, was Babs. It was so unlikely
that Bessie could know that girl.

And yet Babs was still wondering
when, in the gathering dusk, they lefy
the bus and marched %p the drive to
the school. Almost the first person they
saw on entering Big Hall was Joan
Sheldon Charmant. Joan was looking
just a little worried.

* NMabs—"

“Hallo!” Mabs said.
come back 7"

“No,” said Joan, “But there's going
to be & hot reception for ‘her when
ghe does! - Sarah reported her to
Primmy, and Primmy’s watting for
Bessie with her chopper sharpened!
But, Mabs, what about that serial?”
she added anxiously. “It’s the only
thing I haven’t got in now, and I've
just got to send the stuff off te the
printer to-morrow. Can't you let me
have it to-night?”

“0Oh crumbs!* gasped Mabs. “I—I
suppose we can't hold it out?”

“Mabs—no!| You know we can’t. It
was annourced in the last issue of the
magazine. Old thing, do your best!”
Joan urged.

Yes, come on!” Babs said, “YI'll
give you a hand.”

Mabs sighed. If there was one thing
she regretted now, it was taking the
serial on. 8till, printers, like time,
would not wait. The one thing to do
was to make o really determined effort.
Obviously now they couldn’t do any-
thing for Bessie until the truant
returned.

Bessie, had they known it, was at
that moment on her way back to school.
. Bessis was walking because Bessie, at
the last moment, had found she had no
money for her return fare. A pretty
pitiful state of affairs that, for a girl
who would soon be astar and pulling
down thonsands and thousands of
pounds’ worth of contracts! At least,
that is what Mr. Small had told her
this afternoon, and Bessie, because ghe
liked news that flattered her, truly and
earnestly believed him.

Three miles is & long way to walk at
the best of times, The time now was
far from the best, for with the coming

“Has Bessis



I0

of night hed also come fine, drizzling
rain. DBessic waa no walker, and she
Was tired and fed-up when, after tea,
shs reached the gates of Cliff House

choal.

8he walked wearily up the drive, to
bo met at_the entrance to Big Hall by
a furious Sarah Harrigan.

Too late then, Bessie remembered her

little trick in detention. Bhe blinked
rather alarmedly.
“Oh crumbs! I sus-say, Sarah,

dud-don’t look at me like that!” she al

sai@ feebly.

“Come on I* Sarah said grimly.

“0h dear! Where?” L

“Miss Primrose. She's asking for
you—and, my word, aren’t you just
going to catch it 1” . .

te was towed to Miss Primrose’s
study. With dismay on her fat features,
she faced the strict-looking Miss Prim-
ros,erilh _'lli'lljl‘e headsmxstll;eas nodded, "

“Thank you, Sarah, you may go,” s
said, and Sarah went. “Now, geaaie?g

“Oh dear [ Bessie sighed. .

“ Basgie, sit down. I am going,” Miss
Primrose said severely, “to talk very
strictly to you! I suppose you realise
that continual behaviour of this sort
merits expulsion?” ’

Bessie blinked.

“This morning,” Miss Primrose went
on, “I was very lenient with you,
Bessie. 1 realise you are somewhat
moro obtuse than most girls, and I made
allowances. But this afternoon you
deliberately tricked Sarab into leavin,
you alone 1n detention so that you cou!g
escape. That is serious.”

“Y.yes,” stuitered Bessie.

“And it is more serious, having
escaped, deliberately to break bounds
again| Bessie, why did you do it?*

“I—I had to go somewhere |* Bessio
mumbled, .

“To Courtfield #*

“¥-ves—no—that is to say, I—I don’t
know ! Bessie eaid wildly. “I never
went to see the Smalls, you know! In
fact, I don’t know who they are!”

““ Bessie, what or who are the Smalls
Miss Primrose asked keenly, - -

* Nun-nothing,” Bessie said.

“DBessio, please tell me where you
went and what you did |*

Bessie, realising that in her present
frame of mind she might blurt out
eomething, shut her lipe.

“Bessie |” Miss Primrose said sharply.

Bessie remained cbstinately silent.

“J sce!” Miss Primrose’s eyes glim-
mered a little. “You still persist in
being foolish? Very well, ie, I am
not going to be lenient this time! I am
going to send your parents s special
report, aud if, Bessio, you do not profit
by your experience this time, the next
time will be the last. For then,” Miss
Primrose added, “I shall, in all prob-
ability, write to your Fnrents askin,
them to take you away from the schoo
altogether. You still refuse to say
where you have spent the sfternoon ?”

Bessie’s lips quivered, Rather for-
lornly she blinked at Misa Primrose.
To be taken away from Clif House—
no, ne, not that! Bui she couldn’t tell
Primmy—no! For Mabs’ sake she
must keep her secret. O

* Very well, you may go,” Misa Prim-
rose spid tartly, “ Please send Barbara
to me.” .

Wdnd Bessie, vory: glad to go, hurried
out into the corridor. 8he trailed off
towards Study No. 4. Rather a martyr
Bessio felt then—she, noble, forbearing,
drawing ell the barbs of cruel fate.in
order to hel
thick—but then hadr’t all people who
went about the world doing jolly good
turns for other people been misunder-
sicod and persecuted?

That reflection helped Bogsie. It

her friend. It waé pretty.

“Bessie in Search of a Fortune!”

gave her a glowing sense of a sacrifice.
Well, she nobly thought, it was all for
old Mabs' sake—and wouldn’t Primmy
and those others be sorry when they
knew how heroiec she had been in spite
of their persecutions! And she’d have
her reward, too, when she became a star
of the first magnitude! Poofl Stuff to
Primmy—and everybody elsel She
knew her duty. She was going through
with that duty.

“To the bitter end!” Dessie said

oud.
“Eh? " What end have you boen
biting 7”* June Merrett asked.

“Eh? Oh, really, June, I didn’t see
you!” Bessie said, realising she had
reached the Fourth. Form corridor.
“Anyway, I don’t know what. you
mean,” she added offendedly, and with
nose in the air walked on, leaving the
prankster of the Fourth chuckling.
8he rolled on to the study. The door

at room was ajar when she

reached it, and she hesitated a moment, b

grﬁing to remember for what reason
ss Primrose wished to see Bahs, un-
heedful of the fact that Misa Primrose
had given no reason. As she did so,
Mabs’ voice siruck upon her ears,
.And Bessie jumped. For Mabs, put-
ting a dramatic expression into her
gerial as she read it” out for Babs'
approval, sounded really alarming.
“And I must—] simply must—have
one hundred pounds by Friday,” she
said. “Where I'm going to get it,
goodness only knows! ‘If I can’t gei
hold 3! that sum, there’s nothing for
“Oh, mum-my hat!1” Bessie stuttered.
She blinked again, uncenscious that
Mabz had stopped because Babs, listen-
ing, hed shook her head. For a moment
the fat one stared in the deepest
consternation at the door. A hundred
pounds—a whole -hundred pounds| Ok
dear! Oh goodnesa!
Bhe rolled away. No, she couldn’t
face poor old Mabs in this moment of
her utter distress, But—a hundred

‘pounds—by Friday—and Friday was the

dageafter to-morrow |

ssie’s head reeled as she thought of
the money—ten times more than she
had given Mabs already! Then she

paused. Well, if she had already got

ten, she could get a hundred, counildn’t
she? And, aiter all, what was a
hundred to a star who would scon_be
signing  contracts for  tRousands—
millions, perhaps? Mr. Small hadn’t
been vcr\i surprised when she had asked
for ten—how could he fail to refuse her
a hundred? All she had to do was to
ask for an advance on her contract.

She’d go—now t

Bessie braced herself. Then she
thought  again, She _remembered
Primmy’s words, and shuddered a little.
To go out egain now meant the risk of
discovery, and if The was discovered it
was expulsion as sure as fate. But it
was for old Mahs’ sake, wasn’t it? And
even if she were expelied, she stil] had a
brilliant future on the stage. Poor old
Mebe—she’d have nothing.

Jemima Carstairs, monocle in eye,
cams strolling up the corridor. She
stepped and beamed.

“What cheer, Bessic? ¥at Spertan,
why the ponderous frown upon the

noble brow? Methinks thou looketh
thoughtful,” &
“Eh? Oh, really, Jimmy!" Then

Bessie remembered.  “T sus-say, Jimmy,
do me a favour,” she asked.
“Ask!” commanded Jemima,
“Tut—tell . Babs that Primmy wants
her, will yout d—ahem {» Bessie
blinked. “If—if I'm wanted, Jimmy,
cover me up, will you—it—it's not that

I'm Bgoing to Courtfield,  of courde, but-
someho

dy might be ‘snenking - around
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trying to find me! " You know " what

suspicious cats they are at. this
school 1”

Jemima {rowned.

“But, old Spartan—" she, mur-
mured.

“Gig-good-bye, Jimmy I”
And Bessie, with a fat blink and a
fleeting smile, had ambled away.

Not a Star After Alll

[ {4 ND you can give me
no clues whatever
as to Bessie’s

) mysterious activi-

ties, Barbara 7"

Miss Primrose asked the
question ten minutes later.

Babs,  informed of the

- headmistress’ summons by Jemima Car-

anic im case the Head
essio now, shook her

gtairs and in a
should ask for

ead.

“I—71 wish I could,” she answered.
“1 am worried—very.” Miss Prim-
rose frowned. “I am speaking to you
now, Barbara, as her friend. Do please
keep an eye op her. I should hate to
have to send her away.” y

“Yes, Miss Primrose,” Babs said.

“Thank you, my dear | You may go.”

And Babs, frowning herself, went,
more and more deeply uneasy, Primmy
was trying her utmost to be kind, trying
her utmost to save Bessie from going
further; but Primmy, after all, must see
that school discipline was maintained,

Where was Bessie now?

Bessie 'at that moment was in the hus
bound for Courtfield again, having bor-
rowed a shilling on her way to the gates
from Marcelle Biquet, the little French

member of the Fourth Form. She was
content now, was _actuall smiling,
though, to be sure, in the background

of her mind was s rather apprehensive
dread of what might ha};pen if her
absence was discovered. Of course, she
would have no diffieulty in getting a
hundred pounds. Mr. Small would only
be too delighted to let ber have such a
trifling sum. . 7

The bus gtopped. Bessie got out,
heading for the dingy Courifield S8quare. -
She reached Small’s Rehearsal Rooms,
and, pushing the door open, climbed the
dr::;ﬁhty, unlighted stairs, About to
knock on the door of Mr. Small’s office,
she paused. . : 2

Some commotion was gol on in
there. Mr. Small, his voice full of tense
anxiety, could be heard. . .

“Wretched girl I’ he was erying bit-
terly. “Charles, you have searched the
small room $* .

“ Yes, father. She isn't there.”

“Matilda, you have loocked in the
lobby 1

“1 tell youn,” Mra. Small answered,
“I've looked everywhere. There's no
doubt about it; the girl’s escaped, and
a fine pickle we're in now! er Aunt
Mary phoned up an hour ago, and her
Aunt Mary says that she’s coming to see
her to-morrow afterncon. If we can't
produce her—" .

Bessie blinked. What was this?

“We've got to produce her!” Mr.
8mall’s voice was savage. “We've got
tal 8he can’t be far away. We've got
to be after her! We've got to track

_her down! Thank goodness,” he added

fervently, “she's got no money! That
means she can’t get far. Charles, my
coat! Matilda, get on your clothes!
We must investigate—quickly! And
once we c¢atch her—"
“Well, ‘once ¥ Charles
“And what do we do then
“Then,” Mr. Small said, and Bessie
was s’ur‘prised at the sudden spite in his
voice, “she’s just gob to do as she's told

;’I,lid sulkily.



EvERY SATURDAY

—just got to! Too lon have I been
patlent! No longer will I be defied!
I'here are ways and means—ways and
mcans!. If this time she doss mot do
as we aslk, I will frighten her into doing
it! Hallo!” he added, as the door
opened,

And the three of them started as the
fat, perspiring face of Bessie Bunter
intruded.

*QOh crumbst I sus-say,
rehearsing 1 Bessie asked. }

But she knew, even as the question
loft her lips, that they were not. The
whole three of them looked so guilty,
50 utt;crg stmhﬁ‘e somehow, that a2 pang
of dread struclkt at her heart. Ior a
moment Mr. Small did not answer,
Then, with a look at his family which
plainly said “Leave this to me,” he
moved towards her.

“ And what,” he said, “do you want
here 7

“Well-——" Dessie said, and more
uneasily blinké&d. “Oh, 1 sus-say, dud-
don't look at me like that?” she stut-
tered nervously. “I—I came to ask for
a—a hundred pounds!”

“What?”

“Well, & hundred pounds, you know—
an advance on my contract!” Bessie
said. " You said—"

“1 said—what?* he snarled at her.
“Girl, you are & fool1”

Th? Look hers, you know—
Bessie began indignantly.

“Qet out I”

F Eh ?’l .

“Get out, I said—get out! Can’t you
sce we're busy? A hundred pounds!”
Ile langhed scornfully. “What an
optimist you are1”

“But yon promised——" Bessie said.

“Will " you get out?’ Mr. Sma
roared. )

“No, I jolly well won't!” "And
Bessie, anger overmastering her nerves,
stared up at him. “If this is rehears-
ing I dud-don’t think much of it—so
there! You said T could have any
wioncy I.wanted, and I want a hundred
pounds| And if,” she threaténed, red-
cheeked, “1 don’t %et a hundred pounds,
I wor't jolly well come and rehearse
again1”

“And do I tremble at that threat?”
Mr. Smell eneered. *“Miss Bunter,
sorry as 1 am to tell you, I shall net
want youw for more rehearsals! Your
purpose is served | Charles, don't gape
at me! Got on, my lad, end get busy!
Now, Miss Bunter, vanish 1¥

Bessie blinked.

“T jolly well refuse to vanish!” she
said indignantly. “Look here, am I
going to have the money, or aren’t I

“You aren’t!” Mr. Bmall said.
“Now get out! You're finished ¥

Bessie stared as the man turned away.
Then she saw Mrs. Small hastily put-
.ting on her hat. And for the first time
it dawned upon her that something was
wrong. A swift tremor of alarm shook
.her plump frame as she remembered
the scene upon which she burst.. Bome
girl had escaped. What girl ?

“Oh orumbs I” gasped Bessie.

TFor she remembered again those
rehearsals; the girl whose voice she
had imitated; the girl who she had
heard erying that she was beinv% kept a
prisoner here. Lily Lyell! as that
the girl who had eaeaﬁed? Was that
the girl who had been held & prisoner?
A ivave of faintness scemed to sweep
over her. '

“You—you crooksl|” she gasped out.
“QOh, mum-my hat! I see it now 1"

Mr. 8mall wheeled round. )

“Ves!” he asked ‘unpleasantly, “And
what, Miss. Bunter, do you see?”

. “That girl, Lll{‘
ing her prisoner here all the time ! 8
wasn't reheatsing when you said she was

are you

1]

yell—gou were keep- .

rehearsing | That wasreal! I shu-shall
go to the police ¥

Mr. Small’s eyes glittered. '

“And what,” he asked smoothly,
“would vou do if you went to the police,
Miss Bunter 77

“Well, I'd jolly well tell them what
I know ! . )

“8p1” He smiled. Bo suave, s0
tigerish, that smile that Bessio quivere
a little. “And when you tell the police
that, will you please tetl them that you
helped to keep that girl & prisoner?
Will you tell them that, if we are
crooks, yon are also a crook—and an
even bigger one than us? Because, you
sce,” he ndded, while Bessie gazed at
him, suddenly weak with horror, “you
were the girl who deliberately imitated
the prisoner’s voice in order to deceive
her aunt, Miss Mary Lyell 1”

Bessie gulped.

“ But—%ut I dud-didn’t know—"

“But you did!® Mr. Small laughed.
“If you didn’t know, how was it you
signed this?”

And he thrust_under her nose the
document, which Bessie had innocently
signed when she had received the two
five-pound notes. It was no receipt sha
saw now. It was a typewritten state-
mont, and that statement read :

#], Bessie Bunter, do hereby ander-
take to imitate the voice of the girl,
Lily Lyell, knowing full well all that
is implied by this agrecment, and shar-
ing all raponsibllity for what I do with
Mr. Ernest Small.”

“And now, dear Miss Bunter,” Mr.
©mall sneered, “you can think that

over. Meantime, Matilda, get busy!”

And while Bessie, shaking now,

weakly tottered away, he briskly turned.
Babs Explains!

HE was a crook! She

was & criminall Not

only that, but she

had ‘confessed to” the
fact en the document she
had signed!
AndgMa.bs—Mabsl Poor
; old Mabs! She wouldn't
be able to help her, after alll

Poor ole Bessie! Her mind was
whirling round as she made her way
back to Clif House. Even the elght of
the portly constable in the middle of
Friardale Square, glimpsed through the
window of the bus, eent her recoiling
with a shiver.

What could she do? Oh, what could
she do?

Nothi.ui-—execpt Bessie thought, keep
Lor month shut. Wha was Lily Lyell?
Why had thosse people held = her
Frisoner? And why had they tricked
ier into replying to Lily’s Aunt Mary?
Bessie did not know, and was in no
moaod to probe deeply that aspeot of the
matter. ;.)l‘he upgermost, most dreadful
thing was that she was a self-confessed
crook—the accomplice of crooks.

She reached the school—fortunately,
this {ime, without being spotted. With
her fat cheeks burning, she stola into
Study No. 4. Quickly 'she shut the door
behind her, and then, with a gasp,
plumped into the armchair. abs,
busy finishing her serial—she had struck
n vein of inspiration at last—looked up
in amazement.

- Bessie, what’s the matter?
. &Nun-nothmg 1* Bessie gatd fover-
ishly.

“But, Bessie, }ou look quite white !”

“Wuw-well, I’ve been rumning,”
Bessie said,- with & ngulgp. *Oh, dud-
don’t ask guestions, Mabs! It—it isn't
my fault, iou know, -and—and I only
dud-did it for you ” she added, and her
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lips quivared.

\
. '

“Mam-Mabs, you -

By Hilda Richards **

mustn’t think too badly of me when—
when they come for me, will yout” she
added.  “They—" And then she
jumped as there was a rattle at the
door.  “Oh crumbs! Hide me !™ she
gasped. “They're here !”

* But it was not “they.” It was only

abs. Bessie almost collapsed with
relief when the captain of the Form
entered.

Mabs frowned at Babs. Bessic, ther,
was guivering like a leaf. She looked
utterly frightened.

“Bessie {” cried Babs.
you been ?”

"“Nun-nowhore 1" mumbled Bossie.

My hat!” Babs stared. “What's

“Where have

the matterf Arve you ill?”
“ Nun.no [
There was silence: then Bahs, with a
look at Mals, approached the plump

ne.

“Bessie, take your clothes off,” she
said gently. “Let me help you. Now,
what about some tea7*

“ “Nun-no thanks!” Bessie stulbered,
“Ohb, Babs, I dud-didn’t know, you
know. They told me they wanted me to
act, and they said they'd give me heaps
and heaps of money, so that T coufd

save
5

ou from leing ruined, Mabs—"
" Me?” Mabs cried.

Yes. And—and—oh dud-dear! T've
done my best, and_you're going to be
ruined now, after all 1" Bessie said, and
shook her head.

*“But, Bessic, of course I'm not going
to be ruined I* Mabs cried. * What put
that idea into your head?”

Bessie b]inkeg. .

“Well, that letter your father wrote
to yon—I—I saw it,” she confessed.
“You threw one sheet of it jn the fire.
place, you know, and your father said
that he wasn't making mincemeat of
matters, but that he was in danger of
losing every penny of his money—"

Babs gave a violent start.

“*Oh, my hat! Bessie, you duffer "

“E]]?’J

“You duffer! You silly chump!”
Babs laughed, *Is that what is worry-
ing you? Ohl THa, ha, ha! Mabs,
don’t you see? Bessio was reading
your serial ¥

“Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha!” ericed
Mabs. :

Bessie Llinked up offendadly.

“Blessed if I see anything to laugh
at !” she said indignantly.

“PBut, Bessie, don’t you sce,
gooso 17 ’

“No, I jo][y well don't 1”

“Maby,” Bahs started, and lauglhed
again. “Mabs isn’t in danger of losing
her money. What you read was a letter
supposed to be written by one of Mabs’
characters in her story. You silly
goose ! So that’s what has been on your
mind all the time !*

Bessie stared at them. Her face had
gone very white. So that was it,' was
it? And in that moment of orisis she
did not listen to reason. Mabs, all the
i had just been pulling her hti!

e

Fou

time,
She, all the time, had been acting

noble heroine, thinking all the time that
Mabs was in urgent need. Mabs wasn’t-
going to be ruined, but she—bocause she
thought Mabs was going to be ruined—
had jolly well got herself hitched up
with a lot of crooks, and might at any
moment be arrested.  And all Mabs
could do about it now was to grin !

Bitterness in_sn overwhelming flood |
welled up within Bessie,

“¥You—yon dud-dare to laugh!* she
cried. And suddenly the tears came,
and while Mabs and Babs stared in con-
sternation. she rushed for the door. ©I
—1 nun-never want to speak fo you
again |” she gulped. s b

{Continued on page 14)



HERE'S no doubt about it, Darta is

a most fascinating game |
I expect quite & lot of you have
s dartboard et home now, haven't you ?
With a neat piece of plywood behind it
to keep the darte from piercing the walls.

What a pity it is that we can’t make &
suit of armour, or eomething, to cover vp
the ﬁ:mily pets when we're playing this

ame
5 Qur puse-cat, Minkie,
ste the darts when the i
|—as they are to do sometimes.
Several times your Petricia hes rescued
him—just when he Jlooked like being
stabbed. :

But now he has to be pushed out of the
room while darts is in unless he
will deign to sleep on the armchair by the
fire.

My small brother with the long name,
Heatherington—or Heath for shori—used
to be very fed up et not being allowed
to play the grown upse’ game of darts.

But ‘mother was insistent about it, and
said 3uite fiatly HE MUST NOT.

And when mother really puts her foob
down—which is seldom—then Heath
knowe it’s not @ bit of use for him to
bawl, how!, sulk, or even pl

But lI;Ieath now has l'u;z own dnr:koa;d
and grand ** ma wi is
l!riemf E’:m nest door, young Johnnie

loves to investi-
rebound off the

Lans,

The fact that their dartboard is reslly
a gome called * rings“—a numbered
board with hooks, on to which you throw
rings—doesn't seem to depress them in
the least. :

Algo, it means that Minkie is. allowed
to watch in safety and even join in,
cm the rings. For Heath, who is
o y fond of animals, adores his
puss-cat and likes to havo him arcund all
the time.

@ Darts Fun
Have you tried playing * One-to-Nine "
at _darts ? ¥

Tt's & very simple game, but su:prisinglﬁ
popular. , the scoring ien't at &
complicated—which is an advantage. (At

least, I think so, for T just hate counting.)

Any number can play, which makes it
even more friendly.

Each player throws three darts. The
object In the first round is to get as many
of thesa three into-the Ones, ma.]:ing as .
big o score as possible in that ** bed,” so,
of course, if you can get ** doubles ¥ or
* trebles,” so much the better.

The second turn round, the playera aim
for the Twos—with the three darts again
—scoring as many &s possible with Twos.

And so it goes en—three, four, five,
sixe—— It doesn't mar,:iter h:rf o&: dgn’t
score -anything in & o . You
Juet sigh and go onpt‘; the next number
&t thie next rownd. : .

‘by two,

THE SCHOOLGIRL

OUT OF SCHOOL
HOURS

you,

Week by week your friend PATRICIA writes to
keeping you up to the minule with all those
things schoolgirls like so know.
about herself, and about good-dressing and good
looks—all in that chummy and helpful way so

She tells you

typical of her.

Until—you come to the Sevens. And
then you must get at least one of your
three darts into a seven. If you don't,
you're jolly well out. !

If you do, then you score and mnoxt
round go on to Eights, and after that to
the Nines, which ends the game.

The winner—quite simply: the
player with the biggest score.

ig

® Wigwam and Cance

Who said Red Indians—or Red Injuns,
a8 my emall brother calls them !

What about making yourself o present
of 3 little co?ilb-msehkeaped liko o’ canoe,
and & purse shaj ike & wigwam ?

The oanoe lo}::lﬁ best when make of
two stripa of felt or imitation leather.
(Yellow would be particularly suitable.)
The stripe should measure about six inches
but I should use your pockeb
comb as & pattern, just to make sure of
the size, if I were you.

Koep one eye on the pieture here and
cut out the cance, with rounded ends as
shown. Then buttonhole-stitch around—
and it’s complete. (The joy of felt is that
row edges do not have to be hemmed.
8o felt would be even better than
leatherstte for this, after all 1)

The wigwam
purse is made of
two triangles of an;
bright material.
Join up two sides
and sew B zipt}l)ly
fastener nlm:lirl Y]
other. You do know
by now that you
can buy zip fasten.
ing in any lengths

SR -at & penny an

inch, don't you ?
Make a gay tassel and sew this to the
end of the zipper. Now the purse is
complete, ready to take your cash.

And ‘““Where did you get that oute
purse " your chums will say to you.
(Unless, of oourse, they also read this
pege ! In which case, we must leave the
remark to the grown.ups.)

I expeot you're all looking forward to
seeing Deanna Durbin’s new film, ** That
Certain Age.”

I warn you, you won't find her quite
so young as she was in her other g,
even though she i only represented as
being sehool age. But she’s still very,
very charming.

It'a in.this film, you know, that she
wears onie of her mother'a * etay-up-by-
magic " dresses and does her hair on the
top of her head. You'll love seeing this
part of the film, I know, so I want you
to nofice how mueh older Deanna looks
all dressed up like this. I think it's the

bair-style even more than tHe dress which -

ﬁx;ves this impression, for, after all, we

ve oll been wenring lowdut bathing .

suits and sun-tops for ages now, haven't
wo T

Anyhow, I know you'll adore the film,
especially the part where all the youngsters
are getting up a play.

Jackie por 18 particularly attractive
in his part, I think. He's certainly not o
handsome lad, by any means, but he has
a boyishly rugged sort of charm that
you're bound to like,

For in these days we don’t look only
for prettiness in girls or handsomeness in
men, do we ?

. . L] . .

Do you know when the Boat Race is

is year ?
Well, I'll tell you—on April 1st !
8¢ now you can save up to make
someone an ** April Fool ” on that day
ny announcing, say, that Oxford has won.
(I happen to be Oxford, you see I)

“ Really 2 * they'll g (I hope 1}

And if they do—in a forgetful moment
—7you say * April Fool—the race hasn’t
started yet, silly | '

After which you’d better acoot, or you'll
get your hair pulled, at the very least !

thi

® Simple Trimming

What effective trimmings buttons do
make to a woolly dress |

If you happen to have a frock like the
one in the pieture—except haps that
the pocketz on yours would be equare
instead of three-cormered—you could so
eagily trioy it in the same way, with
bhuttons,

Six are sewn down the front. But not
all in one row—in groups of three instead.

“ETimaa buttons can aleo be sewn on each
Qi .
Five more are sewn at the edges of
each of the pockets,

For square pockets you'd roquire six on
each, two down S o
each side and two
along the bottom.

If mother uses
those pretty little
jara of face creams,
do ask her tosave
them for you when
they are empty.

After  washing
them they make
exoollent little /4
containers for .
work-basket treasures—particularl;
you keep the serew.on caps as well,

You can keep pins, hooks and eyes, and
buttons in them, labelling each in painted
letters. Enamel paint ia the best for this.
It costs twopence a tin from our favourite
shop and & brush can be bought for a

penny.

Yo

if

ow until next week, my p;%sa
friend, d -
- PATRICIA,
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EVERY SATURDAY

SUCH A LOVELY SMILE

Some very wise advice from Pairicia about the
care of those very precious things—your tecth.

THIS Patricia of youra has just returned
from her visit to the dentist-man,
8o naturally is feeling rother teeth-

consacious | d

I have told you befors, I think, that 1
vigit him every six months. Sometimes
there are ** fillings "' required, sometimes
not. .
On this visit I did require a ** filling ™
to be renswed, and that was followed by
a good clean-up. .

The dentist brushed my teeth, back and
front, with a revolving brush, on which
wes some special oleaning stuff, which
made them fee! very gritty and " on edge.”

But after a good rinse-out of my mouth,
I felt fresh and sparkling, and I am now
very pleased with myself, aware that my
teeth are in good condition for another
six months.

Al this talk about myself isn’'t meant to
be selfish, you know, It's meant as 2
reminder to you that it really is important
to visit o!your family dentist 1y—
unless, of course, your teeth are examined
frequently by & echool dentist.

Just imagine if I badn't gone to my
dentist to-day, but had left it, say, for
another year. .I might have been too
late to have the filling renewed t Suppos-
ing I had had to have that tooth extracted.

No, it isn't the thought of the pain that
would worry me—but lesing a tooth, A
front one at that !

REGULAR VISITS

8o, pleass, you who already have lovely
teeth, and you whose teeth are not so
strong, pay regular visits to your dentist.
There will probably be nothing to be done
to your teeth—but, just supposing there
is, you'll be ac glad later on that you have
besn so careful of them.

Quite apart from visiting a dentist,
there are other ways of guarding your
precious teeth yourself,

furs, by sil the wealthy pe

But they're ders.

Bo if you like being up-to-the-minute with your mascols it

must be a spider.
The cre

gold or platinum.

I think coloured pipe-cleaners would be best, if you ean
et. (You can give those you ;

twopenos to buy a pack
% neod

to father—who might hand over the twopence teo

you, in spite of receiving such short measure.)
Got four pieces of pipe-cleaner sll sbout four inches long.
Bind them together in tho centre with another plece—as gshown

on opne end, twisting the end so that the bead
i seoond di

in the top dis;

to
on the apider’

Sew o pin to the underside of this

" #proudly on a-dark drese, on the lapel of your ecat, ar on ahat,

A FEARSOME |

That is really the very
newest mascol |

ON'T ask me why, but
spiders have suddenty
become

. Yes, spiders,

They are being worn on hate, handbags, dresses and
ople. Mind you, theirs are probably
made of gold or platinum, with diamonds or emeralds for eyes.

crawly one here is made from pipe-cleaners,
which will look very smart, and, you'l admit, cost less than

I know I need hardly mention regular
twige-a-day cleaning, for you all know
how important it is fo give your teeth a
brisk serubbing in the morning and
evening, You need only use tooth-paste
—or powder—once a day, and I think
morning time ig the best for this.

TWO BRUSHES

But did you also know thst it is im-
portant to use a dry, stiff brush all the
time 1
” The best way to make sure of your brush
being fresh is to kesp two in use—then one
is always dry and firm.

And remember, too; that brushes should
not be used for ever, just because the
bristles are not worn out. They shonld

be changed fairly frequently—which isn’t -

such a terrible in these days when
q;.i:: good eg can be bought for

threepence. ;

““You should aslways brush your tecth

:;i“h an up-snd-down movement when

them. This removes an -

ticles offoodthatmny have heeoma%mg;i
between them.,
1

FIRM GUMS

Brush the backs as well as the fronts,
and give the gums & rub over, too.

H your should be tender and
inclined to bleed essily, it's & good plan to
dip your finger in some ordinary cosrse

t—such as mother uses for cooking—
and rub this briskly over the gums, top
and bottom, :

On the Continent it is considered guite
correct: for e to “ pick their teeth ™
after & meal, and speoially hygienie tooth-
picks are 1E‘:widmi on most restauran
tables for this purpose.

‘We in Englend do not think this & very
elegant practice, I know—good as it is
for the teeth, Bo if you should find that
pieces of food tend to lodge between your

PET

made of cork.
If she is able to

chAbAmmAdaasssyRRET trae

fashionable.

semicircles.
from another.
In order to

together.

answering,

The other end is

P LA R R L R L PR R LT LR P LY F L P Ry

‘the right shape; and }‘0.‘11#“ % to the
3 em 1«
insec woar %dyepigg‘hdy, du will ,
b dcbghtedﬁththgm

make thizs very nov r-T4
mantelpisce or on the bureau in the sitting-room.

You cut one of the mats in half, go that you have two perfect
Then you cut a strip about 2§ inches wide

¢ this cutting quite straight, by the way, you
ghould rule & line in pencil acrcss the mate first, and then cut
away with 8 very sharp knife, or razor blade.
Now you have the three pieces, they must be fastened
Stand the two semicircles up, with the rowmded
part upwerds, and place the strip fat
together with drawing-pins,- or » lLittle glue,

The rack will then stand op perfectly, you'll find, and will
hold uil lstters that require ‘

You may like to decorate
it in theTvI:ny shown, with
etempa. These stamps can
be English ones, torn from
letters, or foreign omes, if

£3

teeth after a mesl, you must just dash
to the bath-room and give them a brush
over.

AN APPLE A DAY

It isn't poesible to do this at school
after & meal, I know, unless you have a
toothbrush hidden away in your eatchel,
But an apple will do the triek just as well,

For ta eat dn apple is téeth-cleaning in
itself, as well as being so good for you in
cother ways.
. Slodoia-ytor;ak_anpoi:l:tofn’}waw
including an a; in your lunch if you
take it to echool with you, Eatthisﬂat
of all, after your sandwichea snd cake, o
whatever you have, ;

Remember always that Four testh really
are as precious as jewels, and should be
gusrdu; woll. ) )

s S e ek § ETH e e
n can s charm more
quickly than uncared-for teeth. They
make nervous, and afraid to emile for
fear of ghowing them,

But if'you really take care of your teeth,

t+ and allow your dentist to do his share, thia

should never happen to you.

Yon should be able to mmile happily. ail
the time, kmewing thet nice teeth make a
radiant smile, and o rodiant smile makee
a happy send lovely face,

A UseruL LETTER-RACK

Made from cork table-mats.

IF gomeone gave mother a pet of nice new table mats for
Chris apa she'll be Mh%e::?h her old cnee.
't surprise me in the if theze weren't

gram two for you, then do bag them to

and useful letter-rack to stand on the

ip ot between them. Fix them




14 “Bassie in Search of a Fortune!”

(Continved from page 1)

Before either Babs or Mabs could
. stop her, the door had opened, the door
had shut, and Bessie had vanished.

“ Pessie 1" cried Babs. . )

Sho dashed to the door and. jerked it
open. Wildly she peered along the pas-
sage. But Bessie had fled out of sight.

“ Bessie " she cried again, snd then
she locked back at Mabs, Her own face
wag white now. Inwardly she waa kick-
ing horself for & careless fool. Now,

artially, she wunderstood, Now she
inew why Bessie had sent those two five-
pound notes to Mabs. But she still did
not know where they had come from.
“Qome on; let's get after her 1’ she
cried,

Mabs, with an anxious guIE, nodded.
They flew towards the stairs; but Bessie,
for once, had not gone that way. Bessie
had bolted back towards the servants’
guarters, and a moment later & guiver-
ing, sobbing Bessio was letting herself
out of the school.

The stinging shock of Mabs' heartless
trick, as she thought, coming on top of
all her other worries, had completely un-
nerved the duffer of the Tourth.
Hsaunted now by those dreams of prison,
boardened with the kno ge of her
guilt, adrift from her friends, there was
only one thing Bessie could do.

And Bessie was going to do it. She
was going to run away from school.

Where she was going, what she was
ﬁoing to do after she ?h.ad FUR AWAY,

essie did not stop to think. She only
knew that sho must get away.

In the cloisters she made for Lane’s
Field, squeezed Ber way through the gap
in the hedge, and-finally reaching the
now: darkened road, blinked as the
headlights of = car flashed in her eyes,
and then, stepping aside, waited for the
car to go by. But it didn't. It came
abrogst of Bessie, Bessie heard a sharp
exclamation, and then started.

IS PROGRESS WORTHE WHILE?
FASCINATING NEW WORK

Today we are Indlined-—not without
reason, perhaps—to question the worth
of mankind’s amazing achievements ;
to doubt whether progress is really
worth while. Has progress brought
greater happiness and well-being than
our forefathers knew ! These ara
some of the questions which the new
weekly ;l‘l’t work, OUTLINE OF
PROGRESS, attempts to answer. It is
a work of outstanding interest. Edited
:g Charles Ray, editor of ** The World
Wonder '" it is published each .
Tx;elday. price 9d. FPart | is now on .

sale, ;
QUTLINE OP PROGRESS deals with
every side of life. Beginning with
conditlons today, it traces back man
and his works to their sources, It
_outlines his strivings for a better order
of things, for freedom and happiness
and Justice. lc tells how tribes became
S-eat nations.

n the material side it pictures the
strides of science. It shows how the
little bark cance grew into the ' Queen
Mary,”’ how the modera banking system |
evolved from barter, how the huge
steelworks came from primitive ircn
smelting, and how the ** Puffing Billy '
was the grandfather of the streamiined
express, ' ]
The complete work, of about 40 parts,
will contain roughly a million words
and 4,000 plctures, including 500 full-
page explanatory drawings. There will
also be a superb series of Full Colour

Every Intelligent rsen will  find
Inspiration and food for thought in this
popular work, which, when completed,
may be bound into a handsome set
of vofumes you will be proud to own.

“ Bessie 1. eried Miss Primrose, peer-
ing ow from the window.

“Oh, mum-my hat|” Bessie cried.

In a moment Miss Primrose was out

. of the ear,

“Bessie, I am absolutely disgusted
with you!” she cried. *“What are you
doing here—out of bounds aé this trme
of night? You will come back! And
this time,” Miss Primrose sdded, with
a flinty note in her wvoice, “I shall
send for your parents!”

Bessie Boltst”

{3 H my hat,
Mabs!” Barbara
Redfern  eried
with @ startled
jump. ;
It was the following
morning in the Fourth
Yorm dormitory, and
Babs had just awakered, to gaze at
Bessie Bunter’s bed. And that bed—
It was empiy |
A rather disturhed and restless

night both Babs and Mabs had spent,
Rather a remorsoful cue, too. They
lknew all ahont Bessis being caught
by Miss Primrose, of course. They
knew all about her disgrace. But
Bessie, strangely dignified and aloof,
had said nothing tc them, end even,
in fact, refused to speak to them.
Bessic was wounded—deeply—and when
Bessie was wounded, Bessie could be
the most obstinate of girls.

Babs, in the night, had heard Bessie
restlessly tossing and sighing, an
onge had caught & little sob from her
bed. Now, sgain Bessie was missing.

“Come an/’, Babs said. .

In ¥ -Bash™she ‘was out of bed, Mabs
with her. A hurried wash and a swifs
dressing, and they flew downstairs to
Study No. 4. Bessie wes not there,
but propped up against the vase was
enother letter—this time in Bessie's
own handwriting, Babs opened it.

And then she bit her lip.

“T have gone away,” the letter read,
“and it is no use your trying to find
me, becourse none will ever here of me
again. Though you have treeted me
8o shabbilly, I do not bear you any
illwill. Do not iry to find me.

“Your heart-brokken,
: “ Bessie.?

“P.8.—If you want to Eknow what
to do with the two 5-pound notes, give
them to the police.”

**Oh, what a silly, silly old chump !
Babs seid; but there was a suaspicion
of 8 quiver on her lips, and & moisture
in her eyes. “She’s run away from
school "

“Poor old Bessic!” Mabs breathed.
“Babs, what are we going to do?'’

“We're going,"” Babs said frmly,
“to see Miss Primrose. We're going
to ask for permission to try to find
the silly old duffer. Bring the letter,
Mabs, and the two five-pound notes.
We're going to tell Primmy all about
this—now | Come on!”

They found Miss Primrose in her
study when, breathlessly, thoy had
raced there. The headmistress looked
grave in the extreme as she heard
the story. . ;

“1 sish, Barbara, I had been aware
of this before,” she said. have
had = feeling all along that something
most dreadful was wrong. The only
information I was ever able to get
from Bessia was the fact that she was
gaying _visita to some people called

mall, in Courtfield. You have never
heard of them ?"-

“Never,” said Babs. ;‘But, Misa
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Primrose, can we go and look for her?
If she hasn't got away by train—and
I dor’t see how she could de that, be-
cause she had no money yesterrfa.y—-
she can't have got very far.”

“Most ceriainly you can go,”” MMiss
Primrose said.

And off, without further ado, Babs
and Mabhs went. As Babs said, tho
frst thing to do was to make inquiries

at the railway station. By road,
Friardale Station was a good three
to four miles, but a short cut

through the woods, they could cut off
at least & mile of that distance. Into
the woods they plunged, hurrying
along the path, and then suddenly
Babs halted.

“Mabs, what was that?” shg cried.
“ Lisien |”

Mabs stopped. Bhe, too, had heard
the voice—a rather familiar voice. It
came from beyond & clump of trees on
their right.  Now, as they listened,
they heard it again.

“I won't, I tell you—I won't!” Tt
was a girl's voice, breathless with
desperation. “I won't, I toll you—I
won't |”

Babas felg a thrill; for it was the
voice of the girl timey hed seen in
Courtfield Sqguare yesterday—the voice
which Bessie Bunter had imitated in
her sleep.

Now came another voice—the voice
of the man who had been her pursuer
in Courtfield Square,

“Lily, be sensible] We are askin,
you to do such a little thing. Te
your aunt, when she comes, that all is
well. Promise us that on your word
of honour—we know you will not break
it—and I swear that all shall go well
with .you -

“I won’t 1" Lily’s voice was defiant,
“I am going to tell my aunt alll I
am going to let .her ow low you
have swindled her—how you have
treated me! Now let me gol”

“Little fooll” The man’s voice was
a snarl. “Well, if you will not re-
spond to kindness, perhaps you will to
other methods! day or two's im-
prisonment in the dungeons or the old
priory may induce you to change your
tnind. Charles, help me with ber.”

“PBabs,” muttered Mabs,

But Babs was stesling forward new,
peering over the bushes. And her lips
tightened at what she saw.

In the clearing before the ruins of
the old priory, strusgling in the grip
of the tall man and his son Charles,
was the girl, Lily. Near them-—
actually Mrs. Bmall—was a woman.

Lily was screaming.

“Help "' she cried, “Help!”.

“Babs,” mutterad Mabs,

“Wait a minute!” Babs breathed.
“Let them take her. We can’t do any-
thing against those three, but as soon
as the coast is clear, we can nip in
and rescus her.”

Mabs nodded. For the moment they
had forgotten the plipht of Bessie in
the more desperate position of this
girl, Apart from that, it was pretty
plain now that both the men and the
girl were linked up with DBeasie.
They waited till the girl, dragged off
by the two men, had disappeared.
Then Babs nodded.

“Come on!” she said. “But go
carofully "

They set their faces towards the
priery. In the bushes near it they
waited, eyes fixed upon the keavy iron
door. In the priory they heard vague
sounds of movement. ; ‘

Then stlence.

Until— R .

Suddenly & twig snapped behind
Babs, With & jump she turned. d -
then she gave back
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“Mabs, look out!* she screamed.

But it was too late then, Yor in
the act of bearing down upon them
were Ernest Small and his son Charles.
And Ernest Small’s face was savage.

“8pying, eh?” he ground oit. “You
saw, eh? Well. maybe, it i3 not harder
to keep three prisoners than one:
Charles, seize them!1” -
. And next instant the two girls were
in the grip of the two men.

In the Qld Ruins!

PLUMP, forlorn-
looking figure
alighted from the
bus , in _the Court-
field Market Place, gave
one scared glance &t the
Fo]icemnn on duty, and

then hnrriedly bolted across the road.
The figure was that of Bessie Bunter.
Beside, scared of the police, dreadin
the visit of her parents to the school,
heartbroken because of her break with
Babs and Mabs, had no further use for
Cliff House—or so Bessie told herself.

- ‘8o Bessie, somewhat vaguely, had made

up her mind to scek fame and fortune

‘somewhere else.

And since the Smalls had been the
cause of her present plight, Bessia was
on her way to see Mr. Small for the
very last time.

Resolutely Bessie marched up the
street, coming at last to the dingy, dull-
looking Courtfield Square. She found
the rehesrsal rooms, marched up the
stairs, and pushed open the door. Then
she blinked.

For of Mr, Erpest Small, or Mr.
Charles 8mall, or of Mra Matilda
Small, there was no sign. Only a very
small lady, with a very pink litle face
and mild blue eyes was in the room,
soated on a chair beside Mr, Bmall’s
desk, Bessio blinked at her.

“Qh 1" she ?id. .

“Qh|"” the-lady said, in return, and
smiled. “I presume yon are one of Mr.
Small’s staff?” she asked. “I fear I
am somewhat early. Neither Mr. Small
nor my niece Lily, whom I have come
to ses, was expecting me till later.
My name,” she added, with & delightful
dimple, “is Miss Mary LyelL”

Bestie jumped.
“Oh h’k-crpgbn_i” she stuttered, and

_broke into a perspiration. For thia was

the woman she had deceived. This was
the lady whose niece had been held
prisaner by the Smalls while she
imitated that niece’s voice! This was
the woman befere whom she had canse
to quail and fear. A sort of trembling
panio took hold of Bessie.

Hastily she walked towards the door.

H]—=I—=I—" she stuttered. *Oh,
dud-deart Ex-excuse me, pleass; I—
I've forgotten something!™  And with

. p smile meant to be reassuring, but

which was merely a sickly smirk, she
backed towards the door.” While Miss
Mary Llyall blinked in mild surprise, she
hurriedly closed it, and hurried towards
the stairs. Then she jumped again,
For, coming up those stairs were

r.
Small, his son Charles, and Mrs. Small ]

One scared blink Bessis threw towards
them. Her heart was jumping now—
and so, for once, was her brain. 8he

couldn’t descend those staira without to

hetraying herself to the Smalls, and
they, seeing her now, were Bound te
drag her back into that room to face
the little woman who, all unwxﬁmﬂ,
she: wronged, Like a flash that
realisafion hit Bessie, and like.a flash
Bessie acted. She seized the handle of

the Smalls’ door to her n&t :
While the B8malls, tal dg between
t«hemae]lavgé came on, she disappesred
1 o= 3 &

{ERUT WE'VE ’fOt o get out—we've got

to!” Lily Lyell almost sobbed.
“I tell you my aunt will be at the
rehearsal rooms any moment now, and
those scoundrels are going to tell her
I've been a bad girl and run awayl
Aunty will believe them. It will break
her heart to think I've been so un-
ra?*;t,afull Oh, Barbara, what can we

o

It did not seem likely, in the dark
cellar beneath Friardale Priory, that
the chums could do much at all.

For in that dungeon Mabs and Babs
had been thrown to keep Lily Lyell
company, and in that dungeon they had
heard her story—a simple enough story,
but one which, now they krmew tihe
details, 'revolted them,

Lily, living up in _Scotland with her
aunt, had been anxious to get on the
stage. Her aunt had encouraged that
ambition, and they had fallen in with
the Smalls. Mr. Small had magnifi-

By Hilda Richards 'S

For Babs know these cellars, Many
a time and oft she had explored them
on a half-holiday. Mr.- Bmall & Co.,
before they left, had taken good care
to secare the stout door against all

ssible assault. Sooner or later, at

1iff House, of course, there would le
a hue and cry. Eventually thoy were
bound to bo_discovered. But by that
time it would bo too late.

Then Mabs, groping round. gave a
sugden exclamation.

al
“Yes, old thing!"
“The—the  brickwork—it's loose
here 1" Mabs seid. “I—I'vo been able
to take & whole brick out; the plaster’s

crumbling, too! Babs, if we could make
# hole——" ;
_In @ moment Babs had sprung {o her

side.

“Here 1"’ Mabs panted.

Bebs ran her hands over the wall,
It felt rotten. Mortar was coming away;

BABSand Mabswatched
This girl had some
Bessie. Of that they felt certain.

cently offered to . take Lily to his
academy and train her for a stage part.

But all the time Mr. Small, through
Lily, had been swindling Miss Lyell
for sums of money, and Miss Lyel], un-
experienced in the way of the stage, un-
su?ectmg dear old thing that she was,
had been sending it—until Anally Lil
had discovered that all the sums whicl
Mr. Bmall had asked her to pay for
additional expensai had been going into
his own pocket. Then she had realised;
had tried to run awsy, and so been
made a prisoner.

Which meant, of course, that Mr.
Small, sadly in need of funds, had, in
order to encourage the govse to keep
on laying the golden eggs, been forced

find a voice exactly like that of
that unsuspect-

Lily’s, never dreamin,
suddenly take it

ing Aunt Meary woul

into her head to pay & flying visit to her
-niece, ‘

And now here she was, at the moment
when thoss rascals should be exposed,
a prisoner with Babs and Mabs.

“We've got 'to.fgef.- cut—we've got
to1” the panted.
way?? .. s

. In the darkness, Babs frowned.

Oh, isn’t there any 7 1) k
Ckn, Ly And M ‘Smad

as the girl was hustled towards the cld ruins.
o with the mystery surrounding their chum

But how were they to rescue her i

the bricks held loosely together. Fovers
ishly she groped in the hole Mahs had
made; feverishly she hauled, And then
she gave a cry. z,

“There’s a cha:ga—a chance I <he
cried. *'Lily, quickly—help here! ' If
wo ean tear enough of theso bricks
away, we may be in time’'yet! Hurry!
And work,” Baba Ijl:anted, tearing and
hea.v_mﬁ now for all she was possessed,
“as if her lifs depended on it 1*

And with desperate will they worked,

For the Last Time!

D HA, phem!” said

Mr. Small, and

back the

consternation - he

felt at discovering Miss

b Mary Lyell in his office.

- M you have arrived,
Miss Lyell?” . .-

“J have arrived,” Miss Lycll -said,
% Good-morning, . Bmall. | Good:
morning;‘ all of you.® -Bhe mmiled st
Mrs. 8mall and Charles.  “Where’)
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frowned ponderously at his : family.
A}, Lily 1" he repeated, and shook hig'
hoad, proparing Lily's sunt for the
worst. “The—the ~fact is, ~“Miss-

Lyoti—" _

%essic, in the next room, séparated
only from the main office by 8 thin
partition, pricked up her ears.

Bessie was quivering; Bessie was
palpitating. nt Bessie was also
glowerin Fy angry. It was the Smalls
who lad reduced her to her present

light—these Smalls who had deceived
rer, who had bluffed her into acting the
deooy to the sweet-faced Aunt_Mary.
Becaunse of her an innocent girl had
_ been perseented; because of hier Miss
Lyell ll?uu:l been swindled——

Bessic breathed wrath. i

“The fact is,” Mr. Small said sadly.
“Qh, L hato to tell you, Miss Lyell—
but—prepare__yourself for a shock.
Your nicee, Lily—"
© % Lul-Lily—" Miss Lyell faltered.

#ghe has gone—run away!” Mr.
Small announced gravely. “And not
only has she run away, Miss Lyell, but
she has taken filty pounds of my mon?lyl
with her. That, I am_sure, you w
replace; but for Lily’s shocking conduct
I am afraid there can be no pardon.”

Bessie clenched her plump hands.

«“Put—but I do not understand !”
Miss Lyell’s voice sounded weak and
faint. * Lily—" che faltered.

“Sho said,” Mr. Small’s voice was
like 2 rasp, “that she was happy, she
was content, She was—or so Wwe
thought, desr Miss Lyell. But in the
end—ah, it is & long, long story, and 1
fegl you are mot equal to the stirain
of listening to it Lily was & rebel.
Lily cheated us right and left——""

Bessie heaved a deep breath. Bhe
could stand this no longer. And
suddenly she pursed her lips. In Lily’s
own voice she spoke, . .

“Aunt Mary, it's a lie—s big,
whopping lia1” she cried indignantly.
“Pon’t believe him1 Don't believe any

of them! What the{l‘ve been doing 1s
to swindle you! I haven’t takem any
money and I haven't zun away, because

T’'m hore and now Y'm jolly well going
to show them uil"

“Tily |” shrieked Miss Lyell.

“Lily!” Mr. Small
trified.” “She has escaped!”

“TYscaped I” oried Miss Lyell.

«]—T mean—" mumbled Erncst
Hmall. i

“He means,” Bessie said, “that he
has been keepiug me prisoner!”

In the next room Mr. .Bmail’s face
was  white. Miss Lyell had
straightened, darting a sudden sus.
picions look at him, Charles, his hands
ghaking, was edging towsrds the door.
Mrs. Small was looking hopelessly at
her busband. Then suddenly Miss
Lyell gavo an exclamation.

“here is some mystery here |” she
eried, with consternation. “I do not
understand [ Lily 1" .she cried. ‘' Come
here! Come here at oncel”

Bessie never moved,

But Mr. Small & Co. did. They,
acared, fancied that in reslity Lily had
escaped. Not for a moment did they
associate Bessle Bunter with that voice,

“Not" Mr. Bmall cried. “Nol”
And back went his arm, sweeping
astounded Mis Lyell into the chair.
“ Away, away 1" he cried wildly. *Get
down_the stairal Lock the door1” And
lie himself, while Miss Lyell gasped,
wrenched the door open, only to shut
it and lock it on the outside as the
?gheiad hqrriﬁgl 'affler hhim. fT?}cn,
higgledy-piggledy, the three of them
rusﬁed downwards.

But they never reached the bottom.

Half-way down Mr. Small started
back. TFor through the outer door

sounded elec

rushed three girls—Babs, Mabs, and
Lily herself] ey were followed by
two stalwart police-constables ihose
services 'the t girls, having escaped
from the Priory, had enlisted en route.

As Lily saw them, she gave a vibrant

cry.- ]

“Officers, there they are! Arrest
themt They are the people who have
been swindling my aunt and who kid-
napped me 1” '

. The. Smalls halted,  beaten, baffled,
{ust a4 Bessie Bunter, with an inquiring
ook; peeped out of her door.

€€ A XD THAT,” Miss Lyell asked, twenty
minutes later, im Mr. Bmall’s
office, “is the story? What wicked,
what, awful rogues they were! And you,
my dear—"" she looked at Bessie, who
shivered.
#1—I didn't know a.nything about
it!” Bossie said. . “I didn't, Miss
Lyelll I thought it was all honest—
really! I only wanted to save Mabs'
father from ruin, you see, and I nun-
never even saw Lily!” .

“That is right,” Lily said.

Miss Lyel! smiled.

“ Poor. Bessie |” she said softly. “I
understand, Perhaps, after all, { have
been the greatest fool for allowing
myself to be so easily deccived. At
least I have to thank you for exposing
them,” she said. “ly'confess was
completely deceived. I think you are
s dear girl, Bessie; and I-do admire
your loyelty to your friends—oh, so
much ] And as for the ten pounds they

gave youjthat, of course, being my

money—-

“We've still got that, Miss Lyell,”
Babs said.

“Then,” Miss Lyell smiled, *will you
keep it, please, and stand yourselves
a spread, or whatever you call it?
can never, mever tell you how eeply
indebted I am to all of you for the
pert you have played in this afiair.
And now,” she said, “since. you were
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. Bessie.
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apparently sent t:: find your chum by
your headmistress, whit about going

along to your school and telling her the

story? Bessie, why do yom lobk
afraid ?”
For Bessie shivered. :
“Nun-nothing,” Bessie said.”

“Bat—— Oh dear! Mum-my parents,
you know! Miss Primrose has sent for
them to take me away!”

“iWell, anyway, come!” Babs urged,

And Bessie went. And half an hour
amazing story was being
poured-into Miss Primrose’s ears, She
noc}fled her head as she listened, and
smiled.

“Barbara, Mabel, I am .proud of
you,” she said. “ Bessie ?’—she frowned
~—_%in another way I am proud of you
—not for your foolishness, but for tho
very fine motive which made you act
as you did. In’ the circumstances, my
dear, you are excused all}gumahmants."

«Thuth-thank you,” Bessie gulped.
“But—but my parents,” Miss
Primrose ?” ‘

iss Primrose smiled.

&1 don't think,” she added softly,
“von need worry about your parents,
I intended to write to them a3
T said, but the discovery that you had
run away this morning made me decide
to wait until you had been found until
I took any further step in the matter.
In the circumstances,” Miss Primrose
added Lindly, and Bessie beamed, “I
think we will not trouble them. All
that I ask, Bessie, is that in future you
will consult Barbara or myself before
making new friends of whom you know

no .

.MTo which Bessie fervently apswered:
“1 will1” ) .
And_then, with a hopeful blink at the

smiling Miss Liyell : .
“T gussay, dud-do you thuth-think

we might spend some of that ten pounds

now?! I'm fuf-famished, you know |

EXD OF THIS WEEE'S 8TOIY,

Next week's superb COMPLETE Cliff
House story is packed with popular

" features ''—starring

Christina

Wilmer, that wonder of the tennis

courts ;

dealing with an jmportant

table tennis championship ; giving an
important role to popular Lady Pat, of

the Bixth Form ;

bringing the Hon.

Beatrice Beverley into the limelight
again ; and, of course, praviding Babs

& Co. with

lenty of activity.

In fact,

it Is Babs who, more than anyone else,
can hel'%(:hristine to win the champion-

ship.

or Christine’s ungovernable

temper threatens to ruin all her
chances, thanks to someone who is

deliberately goadin)

her, and Babs sets

out to help Christine overcome that
2 falling. Don't miss Hilda Richards’
é latest magnificent story.
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dungeons of her uncle’s castle.

Another absorbing COMPLETE story of Merrie England in the
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to captive Robin Hood, in the
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e will rescue you.'” But the
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problem was—hqw, when the celli was P

The Witch's Cottage!

111 HO, there! Whither goest?”
The young Lady Fayre’s
heart jumped to her mouth as
the guard at the barbican of
Longsley Castle stepped in hor path.
The castle was by rights Fayre’s own,
aven though she was only a girl, but her
nncle, the Baron le Feuvre, had taken
ssion of it, and adopted . her.
ormally, there was no reason‘ why
Fayre should have been alarmed by the
guard, but to-day it was different.
For Fayre was dressed in a shxblg
green _f , covered by a ragged,
brown-hooded cloak. .
“J—Y but go to the village for the
Lady Fayre,” said Fayre tlm,ldlg i
The.- guard did not move. He was
armed in cohain-mail, and carried a
javelin in his right hand, and at his side
a sword; moreover, he was burly and
sggmsive. : .
*S8o-ho? For the Lady Fayre? What
have you.in the basket?™ he asked.
“8hoes,” said Fayre. .
The guard took the basket, and lifted
the oloth that covered it. Taldng out
the two, worn shoes, he gave a nod, and
a grunt of ‘disappointment; for he had
been prepared to find some dehencg
pilfered from the larder being smuggle
out bi this ragged girl.
“gh! Move onl!” he said, .
Fayre, heaving o sigh of relief, moved
on elong the -drawbridge that crossed
the castle’s deep moat.
The baron was huntigg in fhe forest
near by, while her aunt, under arméd

ercort of a hundred soldiexs, had I%one b

to pay a call upon a neighbouring lady.
nsequently, bein% free for-a while,
Fayre had assumed her disguise. Her
tutor, the ancient, bearded Venerable
Brie, was busy writing up the baron's
accounts of his adventures at the
Crusades, so there would be no. one to
note her absence, o
Free of _thetooal:ﬂe, If]i‘.n\ To 'thm‘ried
l!«;f, singing ergelf, for it was &
lovely sunny afterncor; and the ominous

black clouds in the sky to the esst did
not daunt her. -

“Now for the fun of the village,” she
chanted to herself. * And little will the
shoemender guess that it is the Lad]y
Fayre herself bringing the shoes. 'l
buy lollipops; IIl buy ocakes—tra-la |
And maybap I'll see Robin Hood.”

Robin Hood, the friend of the poor,
was the friend of Fayre, too—except
that, like all others, he thought she was
& village maid. Mystery Maid Marian
he called her, since he did not know her
res! name, nor where she lived.

Robin Hood, ocutlawed, dering, end
gay, had his lair some distance mto the
wood, so that Fayre would not have
time to seek him out, and get the shoes
to the shop as well. . )

Nevertheless, as she skirted the wood
ghe walked slowly, wondering if, by

By IDA MELBOURNE

chance, she could get a ilimpse of him.

8he was just past the wood when
there came a sound that halted her, It
was the clear note of a hunting horn
with a musical pitch of its own.

Round she swung, eyes dancing,.

“Rohin Hood 1” she called.

JAnd into the roadway sprang Robin
Hood, young and handsome, dressed in
green,_ a short cape at his shoulders
Jweeping a small, pomnted cap from his
head, he bowed to Fayre.

“Good-afternoon, Robinl” said
Fsyée, end noticed the sack in his left

and, .
“Good-day to you, Mystery Marian 1”
he smiled. "“And if you are still the

friend of the poor, I must ask a service
of Jioﬂ.' - !

“J have asked many of you,” smiled
g O

H z’lmld out the sack,

. y load—a feast1” he said.
“Tf you are going the way of the little

red-painted cottage, twould be a kind-
nem to give ﬁhég&'d lady thisi There

e

4

4
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-~ Hood -

is & birthdey merry-making there, but

little enough good food.”

. The sack was heavy, but Fayre took

it, swinging it on to her . ’
“Why, yes, Bobm Hood! Of course -

I'll take it1'” she said. ‘

“If snyone should ask how you camo

by it,” he said, closing one eye, ‘‘say

~ that & man dressed in green made you

a gift of it.”

. Then, bowing again, he hurried back
into the wood, leaving ¥ayre to wonder
what the sack contain snd  what
urgent business he had that prevented
his mnmng the errand himself. But,
having bhad so many kindnesses from
Robin Hood, it would have been churl-
ish 1paeed to have refused this, when
the little red cotfage lay but two hun-

e T e Doy, Foogh, and b
. The sack waa heavy, though,
the time she ro.ged th% cottagef

Fayre's erms and back ached, and she
k?q:v she would be glad to see the last
of it. : -

She thumped on the doer, which was
Eraaent!y opened by an old, whibe-

aired woman, whoso back was bent
with-toil, but whose face wore a kindly
smile,

“A gift from a man in green,” said

Fayre,

“Why, ‘twas Robin Hood, Joss |7
cried the old woman. “Come inside,
please I

Fayre stepped into the clean, simple
cottage, and put down the sack.
mighty fire was roaring in, the open
g}:ate, and the smoke curled up throvgh
i that served as s _chimney.

On the spit before the firo meat was
being roasted, and the savoury smell
filled the room. '

“ Meat from Robin Hood 1" she cried,
opening the sack. “The rascal has
hunted in the baron’s forest! Ah, but
the kind heart of him 1™

“The friend of the poor,” nodded

Fa?re. .

“A friend indeed! All day I have
been fearing my menfolk might be hunt-
ing to get meat for the birtﬁday 1" said
the old woman, *If the baron should
catch them——"

She aiﬁhed. but did not end the sen-
tence. For_ there oould be punishment
with death in those days for men caught”
hunting in a baron’s forest. Yet some-
how food had to be found.

“] hope you will have a merry
said Fayre, opening the door.

But she jumped back into the room
again as, with terrifio fores, rain swept
doywn . upon the cottage. The black
clouds had not made idle threat.

“Btay, stay ! be the old woman.
“Thou mrt not -afeared, lass, hecause
it’s said I am a witeh1"
Fagre took a quick‘breath.

feast,™

“Wou, are Mether Johnson?” -she
asked sharply. .. - B
41 am; but don’t believa the wild
tales you hear,” said: the old woman,
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“The kind of heart need never fear.
Ah! Hark at that whistling wind—"
Fayro wrapped her cloak about her.
Hhe was not afraid, but she was awed;
for the sky was ‘darkening, the smoke
was blowing about in the small cottage
living-room, and there came to her mind
f]tmn o tales of witcheraft she had
eard.

The Venerable Brie, a learned man,
who eould both read and write, made
fun of the foolish stories which villagers
t]old of witches who could turn men into
dogs.

But Tayro thought of the howling
dog of the woods who was said to be
an evil knight upon whom this very
woman had worked a spell.

“Be o good gi;f end turn the spit,
pray,’ said old Mother Johnson.

Her kindly ‘face seemed more
wrinkled to Fayre; her dark eyes
ayly' ared to have a strange glow. But,
elling herself that the Vencrable Brie
was 8 learned man, and the villagers
just superstitious, Fayre got busy turn-
g the black rod on’ which the meat
was pronged, so that all sides should
be well cooked.

For five minutes she sat thus; and
then, ﬁmng a sharp cry, sprang up,
as with a mighty thump the door of
the cottage flew open, tho wind and rain
whistled in, and & voice roared:

“A fire—and food I Well et (”

And there, on the threshold, in his
hunting clothes stood the burly, red-
faced, blustering Baron le Feuvre, her
uncle :

Fayre was too terrified to move for a
momeént,

One glance at her face should be
otanough for - him to know .her, and
thén=—— ’

Captured—by Her Uncle!

AYRE turned her face to the fire,
quaking with dread; for the
baron was 2 man of ferce temper
and but & rough sense of justice,

As likely as not if he learned that it
was Fayre in these rdgged clothes
speaking to a cottager he would order
her to the dungeons as punishment, or
even, if his anger was fierce enough,
place her in the stocks.

“Come in, Sir GGeoffrey!” he called.
“Bhere is room, I vow, for six—and
food! Ahal”

“Good, my lord! Welcome!” said
Mother Johnson in shaky tona. )

“Food, woman! Drink!” said the
baron brusquely. “Take my cloak to
dry by the fire. Hey, there, wench—
you, this cloak——> - .

His manners at the best of times wers
not gracious, but when dealing with
simple villagers he was rough and often
insulting.

Now he hurled the wet cloak at Fayre,
laughed gs it wrapped about her head;
but he did not laugh when tho end of
it flapped the joint of meat. He roared
angry protest. b

8

“Clumsy clown,
warned her.

Fayre held the cloak by the fire; and
then, guarded]
to the soot thab clung to the chimney,
wiped it across her fice, hot though it
was. It was the only disguise available,
and it might serve in this darkened
room,

“More meat. Ahl
sack I’* said the beron.. .
.. His men. entered the . gottage as
though it were their own, Whatever

take care!™

Meat in the

putting out her hand

Tur SCHOOLGIRL

food thers was they weuld eat, without
leaving a penny compensation—excopt
the honour that they had deigned to
enter so0 humble an sbode, .

“Cakes—are there cakes?” demanded
the baron,

But one of his knights had taken a
good look in the sack.

TWhence came this meat!” he asked
sharply. “Who poached this hind 2"

Fayre quaked, casting an anxious look
at Mother Johnson, who had gone pale
with dread.

The baron, locking in the sack,
wheeled upon the old woman.

“You have menfolk—eh? Poachers!
Where are the rascals?”

“0Oh, my lord, have mercy! 'Tis o
birthday,” entreated Mother Johnson,

“What care I why rascals steal?
They steal! 'Tis enough!” roared the
baron in fury. “We'll await them, by
my troth; and they’ll rue hunting in my
forest 1"’

Fayre turned from the fire, hoping
that, her back being towards it, her
face would be in shadow.

“My lord,” she quavered, “‘twas I
brougit the sack of meat here”-* -

The baron stiffened.

[ §

“You? Whence came it?™ .
“I—I— From a man in green,”
said Fayre.

The baron put his head forward, and
then roared with laughter that was
echoed by his knights and squires,

“Robin Hood! Ila, ha, ha!”

As their laughter reverberated Fayre
stood there blankly puzzled; for always
before ithe mere mention of Robin
Foo‘d's name had gent the baron into a

ury. ¢

She soon learncd the reazon for the
change. '

“iRobin Hood—eh ?” went on the
baron. “Well, wench, your friehd will
never more give meat He lics now in
one of my dungeons awaiti my
pleasure—my displeasure, 1 shou{]fsay."

“Ho, ho, hot” roaved the others.

But Fayro turned deathly pale.

“Bobin Hood is captured ?” she said,
her heart sinking,

“At last—yes| He Llundered. He
thought we were his men. We got him
—alone; and now he lies in the dun-
geon !’ chortled the baron. “Nover
more shall he rob me of my gold to
give it to the poor, nor poach my gamo
—the thieving rascal |”

Mother Johnson looked
steadily.

“Evil will come¢ to him who harms
Robin Hood,” she said.

Her tone was level, metallie, and im-
pressive, and there fell a hush 'n the
room. The baren, no longer chortling,
fized her with a heavy frown,

“Are you the old woman they call a
witch ?"’ he asked,

“'Tis said so by some,” said Mother
Johnson. *“They talk without thinking,
my lord.”

But the Baren le Feuvre moved back
& pace. He was as superstitious as any
villager.

“Put no spell on me,” he said thickly,
“and try no fool’s tricks—such as turn-
ilr’lgh me into a dog! Old wives tales!

a

But he edged away from the old
womat, who did not take her eyes from
his. She knew that he was afraid, and
meant to make the most of his fear.

Fayre had no love for her harsh, ras-
cally uncle, and she was glad to see him
cringing before this old woman.

“Who has & kind heart nced not
fear,” said Fayre. . : )

The baron, notieing then her black-
ened face, gave & convulsive start and
drew so far back that his mailed right

foot scrunched the toes of the knight
Siv Geoffrey, who stood behind him,

at him
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“Yowp!” gasped the knight, causing

" tho baron to leap forward, his nerves

on edge,

“Fool I”” gnarled the baron, and then
Eut his hand to his sword pommel. “I

ave no fear of witches !” he said, draw-
in% the blade an inch.

Fayre jumped forward,

*“Btay! For tgour life’s aake, draw
not steel when the rain comes from the
east and the moon is nowly risen.”

The baron resheathed his sword.

‘_'dSo tho wench, too, is a witch!”” he
gaid,

The old woman did not answer; but,
muttering softly, she made passes over
the meat, while the baron and his men
watched, .

“Mﬂegood lord, pray wait. | The mesat
shall be cooked scon,” she said.

““Bewitched meat i3 not to my taste,”
sncered the baron. * But beware! Pui
no spells on me, or your cottage will be
razed to the ground.”

The others murmured; snd already
onc was leaving the cottage, preferring
the rain to the atmosphere of witckcraft,

The baron felt the same way. Though
his hunger was not appeased, he would
as soon have eaten tha crackling embers
as that meat over which the old woman
Lhed made passes, muttering incanta-
tions.

Fayre heaved a. migh as the baron
backed to the door. She knew well his
superstitious dread, how he blew kisses
to the new moon, droaded passing under
ladders, and carried a rabbit’s foot in
hie_belmet. .

He would not now have turned his
back on the witch for a fortume.

Like a lion he had blustered in, and
like a lamb he was going out. Her
own peril was past ! i

But in the oorwai a knelght whis-
perod to the baron, who halted.

*Mis wisely eaid,” he agreed, and
then turned to Fayre. “Come you with

me, :
era’s heart went cold.

“You heard!” he demanded harshly.
“'Come with me. You shall be hostage.
If this woman has set any kind of
curse upon ue—if evil happens on the
journey to the castle—then you shall pay
the penslty1”

The old womsn looked at Fayre.

“Fear nothing,” she whispered. “I
mnke no curees—not knowing how 1”

“Ah1 All the same, we'll make
certain. Bring the gir],” he commanded
a young kmight, “If one of us falls
from his horse, or an outlaw’s arrow
flics, we'll know bhoth the reason and
the remedy I”

¥ayre, her arms held, was taken from

tho cottage, watched with great sym-
pathy by the old woman, who pleaded
for her anxiously. But she pleaded in
vain; and Fayre was haisted up behind
Sir Geoffrey on his sleck, swift horse.

As the beron mounted, hia horse
stumbled.

“All ready?!” he sasid thickly, and
thook hia fist at-the old woman. —

Quaking Fayre sat tight, hoping
with all her heart that the horses would
not stumble—~that no rider would fall

For whatever ill occurred, the baren-

would now blame the witch for it
And Fayre would pay the penalty.
What that penalty would be depended
on thé baron’s whim. She might be
ducked in the moat, put in the stooks,

in a

. A% the thought of the dungeon Fayre's
mind went to Robin Hood, captured at
last, and at the baren's merey.

were 8 ﬁounsired scores the haron had
to pay Robin H

ce to pay them all,

That old witch—her cottage shall he

raru 4o pieces | horgrowled, © as

Thero -

ood, and ‘was his

for you,” he addedeto Fayre—"a whip-

{ﬁng shall be your first portion if—
Whoa there I”

Ho reined his horse just in time to
avoid a deep hole in the road. The
wind roared, the rain lashed down, and
Fayre, gritting her teeth, clung on to
Sir Geoffrey’s belt. -

But as she_rode her mind was busy.
If her true identity were known, her
fate would be no less than if she were
thought & friend and helper of the
supposed witch. Somehow she must
escapes in the castle. And somehow,
too, she must save Robin Hood.

Without mishap, the baron and his
men reached the castle, and rode with
thunder of hoofs over the drawbridge.

Then, in a twinkling, Fayre acted.
Releasing her gri{a on Bir Geoffrey’s
belt, she put her hands on the horse's
back and sprang off. .

“Aho therel” roared 8ir Geoffrey.

“Hold her!”

But Fayre, before they could wheel
their horses, fled into the darkness of
the cdurtyard, knowing thaet she could
easily ontwit all pursuit!

Fayre Works Magic!

AYRE, changed into her own
clothes, with the rich red velvet
frock, gold-embroidered, crept
down to the dungeons, where

Robin Heod paced up and down in a
dark room with only a_small hole
through which light and sair could
reach him.

For hali an hour soldiers had jeered
at Robin Hood through the grid of the
dungeon door, but now the warden

had sent them away, Yest with so mgny the

one of Robin Hood
himself vwnnoticed. )

A swinging lantern hung from a
hook, and the warden, hearing Fayre's
steps, snatched it down.

“Who's there?” )

«*Pijs [—eager to sce this rascal out-

s men niight to

‘Iaw 1” said Fayre,
The Lady Fayrel” said the f

“Aha!

warden. “Welcome! B8ee our brave

lion in his cage! Ho, ho, ho!”
“The baron hails you, warden. A

-the shabby one,

By Ida Melbourne ¢

newly caught prisoner above has
eseaped,” said Fayre. % :
The warden went to the foot of the
stone steitway and -called up, and while
his roaring voice reverberated, Fayre
spoke through the grid to Robin Hood.
“You shall be freed,” she whispered.
“By wiichcraft.  Mother Johnson's
friend shall free you. But take heed |”

Then, with lowered voice, she spoke
swiftly until, hearing the warden eome
If);.cké she pretendes to mock Robin

ood.
. “Ha—king of the waods, eh?” she
jeered: *Where are your:merry men
now? Bring out your fine bow and
arrows, my friend. Let's see your
K ho wardon guffawed b =
The_warden awed heartily. .
f‘dI’If give him' gkill, the rascal |* ha
said,

Fayre moved away, ran up the stairs,
and did not pause until she was in her
own bed-chamber. There she put off
her velvet frock, and changed back into

. shabby ¢ smeanng ber face
again with dirt and soot. it

Thence she went to the' schoal:room,
where thers was a fask of writing-isk
and some special dyes that: the Vener-
able Brie had been taught to use in an
Irish monastery—where the finest paint.
ing of letters was done, .

Thus armed, and. with a basket,
Fayre went downstairs ' again, and
boldly  entered the Hell, where the
baron and his knights were gathered,
talking of the witch-iiirl’a vanishing.
One knight had definitely seen her turn
into a eloud of smoke. Another was
surc that she had /bécome a cat; but
8ir Geoffrey, having with his own eyes
geen her riding on a broomstick up tfo

mopn, knew better, and eaid so,
“ Ahem 1 said Fayre. <

They wheeled and saw her,

“There she is!” roared the baron,
but did not move; for by now he more
than hali-believed some of these strange
stories of her ranishins.

“Noble lords,” said I'ayre tremu-
lously, her head bowed, “I do beg my

T 5

“No [ snapped the baron. “A spell
lasts for a month and a day, 'tis eaid,
and for so long you shall remain here.”

but"nw.a black cat stood there—and of

gowabber, capiffiy | " cried Fayre, tryi
Before the whisked away the cloak Robin Hood

The baron and his knights drew back, ‘astounded and awed.




20 “Gecret Helper to Robin Hood !”

Fayre shook her head.

“My lord, I could not stay so long,
but should need turn myself into a cat.”

“MThere !” said the knight, who swore
he had seen her change info a cat.

The baron stroked his beard with
trembling hand, for he did not like this
kind of thing at all.

“My lord, let mo serve you with my
spells.” begged Fayre. “Let me turn
an enemy of yours into a dog. Let me
turn Robin Hood into a cat!”

A shout of applause came from the
men.

“Turn him into a cat !

“By my halidom !” roared the baron.
“T1f it could bedene—" y

He shook with laughter at the_idea,
while his kuights, thinking of Robin
Hood’s fear and horror, at finding him-
gelf a cat, chortled in delight.

The baron, however, suddenly ceased

laughing.

“«Pahl Old wives’ tales. I should
beliove it if T saw it done.”

Fayre stepped forward, took dyes

from her basket and spilled them over
the floor.

“T¢ shall be done,” sho said. “But
take me to the dungeon, and with my
magie 1 will weave the spell.  Under
your very eyes he ‘shall change into &
cat.”

The baron stood irresolute, torn be-
tween a fear of the supernatural and an
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«Turn round all—three times,” she
said.

“(One at a time,” said the baron cun-
ningly. “We do not take our eyes from
the rascal.”

One at a time they turned round.

“Kneel,” she commanded Robin
Ilood. Then: “Oh jabber. gowabber,
capiffy ! Oeeee—""

And at that she knelt, too, and
chrouded the lantern with her cloak for
2 moment. But even as the baron
shouted in suspicion, she flicked the
cloak away. '

Robin Hood was gone. In his place
stood a black cat with shining golden
eves—all black save for a. strange red
patch ! o
The baron fell back; his men were
silont, and Fayre backed from the
dungeon.

With a quick spring the cat leaped,
brushing past her, so swiftly that the
baron gave a jump of horror.

“There he goes—"" he yelled. © Hold
him—

The knights ran in chase of the cat,
and the warden, gnping open-mouthed,
ran ofter them.

«Take the lantern,” cried Fayre.

The warden snatched it from her and
ran up the stairs, while the baron clat-
tered on in roaring rag

“The

g e.
« Fools—idiots | ho shouted.
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inquisitive desire td sce such a wonder
performed.

It was the thought of Robin Hoods
finding himself a cat that decided him.

“A cat he shall be, and I'll set the
dog‘s on him,” he said, thumping his
vight fist into his left palm.

Ho led the way to the dungeon, fol-
lowed by the knights, and halted at
Robin Hood's door.

“With swords drawn!” he ordered.
«Tf he tries to bolt—then run him
through.” i -

“Give mo tho lantern that I may sce
the mixture I make,” begged Fayre.

The door of Robin Hood's eell was
open, and he stood confronting her,
frowning, arms folded.

Mixing some fluid in a cup, Fayre
held it to him.

“Drink.” she said.

Robin Hood took it, but shook his

head. -

“ Drink,” roared the baron, drawing
his sword.

Robin Hood tossed back the cup,

which contained nothing but water, as
he could tell, and, swallowing, made a
grimace and shuddered.

“1 see no likeness to a cat,”
baron.

Fayve spilled dyes on the floor, and
went round them in a circle.

said the

cat will run to the witch. And_the
witch will ehange it back to Robin Hood
again.”

In the dark dungcon below, Fayre
called softly.

“Robin Hood ?”

“All is well?” he chuckled,
stepped out from behind the door.

“(Go straight on, through the trap-
door to the moat,” urged Fayre. “A
boat is below. Row silently for your
life's sake. There are archers at *the
cmbrasures.” =

Robin Hood laughed softly.

“Was the cat hidden in your basket

“It was indeed. But the baron does
not lknow his own cat from another,”
said Fayre. “It is his own cat with a
red dye mark.”

Robin Hood, giving thanks, slipped
away, and Fayre, under cover of dark-
ness, peeled off the shabby green frock
and brown cloak, sl owing them secretly
in a dark corridor.

Inder that frock she wore her own
long red one, rolled up. Lotting the
hem drop, and wiping her face carefully
with a handkerchief, she mounted the
stone stfiirs to the hall.

There, confusion reigned, tables were
upturned, armour moved, as the hunt
wuntl on for the black cat with the red
mark,

and
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“Uncle—uncle, what is it?" asked
Fayre.

The baron turned to her.

“Ha! A black cat with a red mark.
If you see it hold it—'tis Robin Hood.”

Fayre widened her_eyes.

“Robin Hood? DBut he is no cal.
He is an outlaw.”

“He is a cat!” stormed the baron.
“1 saw the change. I saw_ it happen.
By my halidom, if he gets free he will
run to Mother Johnson, and she will
change him to a man again.”

“Raze her cottage » gnarled Sir
(%e_oi?'roy in fury. “She shall suffer for
this 1”

she shall!” thundered the
baron.

Fayre spoke gently.

“But my lord uncle, if you do anger
the woman, and if she be as you think, a
witch—why, then might she not change
you into a cat?”

The baron paled. Such a horrifying
thought had not occurred to him.

“Who harms that woman's cottage, or
anything that is hers, dies,” he said
shakily. “Henccforth any man with a
wise head will not go within a furlong
of that cottage.”

Then, sbandoning his search, he
stamped away, while Fayre, running
to her room, picked the black cat oft the
cushion, to which it had made its way
from the dungeon,  and hurriedly
cleaned off the red dye.

“Poor thing!” she said. “I knew
they wouldn't hurt you. But thank youn
for saving Robin Hood, and being so
quiet in the basket.”

Then quite sure that the red mark
was gone, Fayre found the Venerable
Brie to acquaint him with this happen-
ing. But the baren had already sought
him out.

“Say not now that such things are im-
possible,” grunted the baron, scowling.

The venerable Brie stroked his beard.

«“My lord, with your own cyes you
saw this transformation?”

“1 did.”

“Ah! Otherwise,” murmured the
learned scholar, “I would have dared to
think it but a trick. At the moment
when there was darkness, doubtless
RBobin Hood could have moved to some
E!aoo of casy concealment, perchance

ehind the door, while the cunning
wench released the cat, which hereto-
fore had been well hidden beneath hLer
cloak.”

“Fool,” enid tho baron—and then
paused, staring and frowning.

He stroked his beard, and all of a
sudden went clattering down the stone
st.@i};s to the dungeons.

ut to his dying day the baron was
never really certain whether the Vener-

.able Brie had given the just solution of

the bofing mystery, or whether the
witch-girl had worked magic, Which-
ever the solution, Robin Hood was freo
and himself again, for the very next
day ho robbed the baron's bailiff of a
bag of gold!

And Fayre laughed, and danced and
laughed again at the memory of that
gimple trick; laughing all the more
when she was told by several knights
difforont versions of how they had scen
a man transformed into o cat.

There was a merry birthday party in
Mother Johnson's cottage, and from
that day on her home and her menfolk,
and she herself were given a wide berth
by the baron and his men, especially
when an east wind blew, and the sky
was black, and the moon new risen.

END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.
BE sure to meet the young Lady Fayre

and her daring outlaw friend in
next week's SCHOOLGIRL.
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FOR NEW READERS.
MAY JOLIPHANT, a cheery English girl,

ond her less daring chum, DAPHNE
YARDLEY, have the task of conducting
around En d a quaint, high-spirited
but most likeable Chinese girl, YIN 8U.
Yin Su’s governess is apparently too ill to
:wcom]:vamil the girls, They visit an
expensive hotel for a meal, not realising a
certain ‘woman wearing an emerald ring
has followed them—until May discovers
her bag has been stolen, It is returned
mysteriously, with the money intact.
But a cloak-room girl at the hotel, blamed
for carclessness, Is dismissed, May & Co.
however, help her to get cmployment at a
circus, After adventures there, they
discover that the mystery woman has
had their luggage scnt to a eertain house.
They become gervants at the house,
and are warned not to open a certain
red door. Determined to find out if their
luggage is hidden behind it, May creeps
towards the door.
(Now read on)

May Meant to Find Out!

AY JOLIPHANT'S hcart was
in her mouth as she iiptoed
towards the forbidden red
door.

She was comvinced that if she could
open that door and pass beyond it, she
would quickly learn the reason for the
mystery in this Btrange house, if not
actually find their missing luggage.

Daphne and Yin Su were obediently
mounting the stairs, making consider-
able noise to allay the suspicions of the
woman below; but peering over the
banisters, they managed to keep May
in view, so that they did not miss seeing
what happened when the door of the
room was opened. B

Very softly, fearful of making a noise,
May took the door handle in her fingers
and turned it. But, as she had sus-
pected, the door was locked.

Standing close to the panels she
listened intently. To her excitement
¢he heard sounds of movement, the
scraping of a chair, footsteps, and then
a cough. :

Someone was on the far side of the
door; and the thought instantly jumped
to May’s mind that the someone must
be the woman with the emerald ring,
who had so mysteriously stolen their

luggage.

If their luggage was hidden in this
house—as she was convinced it must be
—there was no likelier hiding-place for
it than behind this red door.

But the door was locked; and May
remembered that they ‘had been for-
bidden to go. near it on- pain of
dismissal - Now -they were in the
house, with time and opportunity' to
search, May did not want to do any-
thing rash that would rob them. of their
chance. |

There would be other epportunities-to
try this deor. Whoever was behind it
must at some time or other emergeo, and
unless she chose her time of exit very
carefully, one of the chums was honnd
to see her. '

After listening for another moment,

“Warmer? It’s like a frig up here,”
said Daphne. * There’s no fire—"

“T mean hot on the scent,” said May.

“Well, I don't like that much,
either,” said Daphne, who at times had
a one-track mimij. “1t’s a cheap scent,
and there’s a_smell of soap, too—"

“PDaffer. Will you listen?” pleaded
May. “I mean that I listened at the
red dgor; and there’s someone behind it.
You know what that means?”

Daphne gave it thought. .

“] suppose it means that there’s a
room on the other side,” the hazarded.
It was only a pgess, - :

Yin: 80 gave a faint iitter, and May
sighed:™ “Jeagt

“Don’t bo

oapy, Daph; shake your-

‘self,” she urged. “Of course there must

be a room behind the- deor. What I'mm

WHY HAS MADAME X, THE WOMAN WITH THE
EMERALD RING, DELIBERATELY HIDDEN THE
CHUMS’ LUGGAGE ?

May backed from the door, and then
stole up the stairs, keeping close to the
wall so that the boards wonld creak as
little aas possible.

Daphne and Yin Su had now reached
the upper bed-rooms which, small and
barely furnished, were entirely devoid
of Tuxurics. They were typical
“sarvants’ rooms ” of the most Spartan
kind, and Daphne, sitting on the bed,
prodded it and sighed.

“I¢'s  awfully lumpy,” she
dismally.

“The weary worker, exhausted by
toil, sleeps as well on a_wooden plank
as on a feather bed,” said Yin Su, her
eyes glimmering. “Ah! How happy
this lazy girl will be to work so hard
that her hands are as leather, her arms
are numb, and her knees, as she moves,
make soft creakings of protest like the
ill-oiled hinges of cheap doors.”

“0Oh, I say!? profested Daphne.
“We shan't have to work as hard as
that 1”

“Harder,” said May, joining them,
“My word ! We're gelling warmer——"

said

trying to say is that there's someono
there that ouf—cr—mistrass doesn’t
want uas to sece. And if I gave a
guess—" .

Daphne guessed right this time, and
gasped aloud.

“The woman with the emerald
ring 7" she jerked out. “Oh, nol
Gracious! She’s not in this same
house.”

But May pointed out that, all things
considered, 1t was the likeliest solution
of the riddle, for, after all, the woman
had come to this house with their
luggage

“1 don't like it,” frowned Daphne,

“You don’t have to, dear; you're a
skivyy now,” “Faid May sweetly, “If
¢he’s here, she's here; and we'll know
by the washing-up whether meals are
being taken wp for onme extra. And if

V'
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that door is ever opened, I'll find a way
of secing who answers it."”

A bell which they had not noticed
rang loudly, making them jump. They
had forgotten for the moment that they
were supposed to be changing into
;l}mform. but the summons reminded

1em.

In

the cupboards

they found the

“Not many {hings; birds

said Yin Su.

nests,”

“Pirds' nests!” yelled Daphne.  “0h,
no "

“ Yes, yes,” said Yin Su. “Yery
delicious ~and  succulent dish  much
favoured by emperors.”

“Pirds nests!” echoed Daphne.

“W-w-where do you get them? From
trees? You mean you fry them, or
something 7"

There was no time to explain to her
that the Chinese bird’s nest was not a
nest found in a dusty English lane,
recently evacuated by sparrows; for the
bell rang again, and they went
seurrying down the stairs.
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uniforms, and Daphne decided to be the
arlourmaid; for that uniform was
wrown with a light biscuit-coloured
apron and cap. May agreed to be a
housemaid, and Yin Su, who had
learncd simple home-cooking in China,
agreed to be cook

“You really can ccok, Yin Su?”
asked Daphne.
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In this grand story, telling of the
early adventures of Babs & Co.,
you will read of the dramatic
problems which confront the
chums—and Marjorie Hazeldene in
particular—because of Marjorie's
unreliable boy cousin. Ask for
No. 668.

N e

PRICE 4d. PER VOLUME

&

“Jlurry,” said their mistress sternly.
“1 shall expect dinner to be served at
seven-thirty.  There is _soup, some
cutlets, and potatoes. I prefer the
potatoes mashed.”

“ Yes, ma'am!” they chorused.

In the kitchen they looked about
them, and laughed; for even though
they were working, it really secmed
more a joke than reality.

“Thank goodness it isn't a
permanency,’” said Daphne. “But as
soon as we find the luggage we can go.

I suppose now had better set the
table.”
“Von had,” agreed May. “SBoup

spoons, and all the rest. Don't forget

THE SCHOOLGIRL

pepper and sali, and glasscs, and
napkins,”

“Where shall we lLave ours?”
Daphne.

“Here, on a piece of newspaper,”
said May humorously. “Unless you
care to wrestle with a cutlet on the
mat.”

Housemaiding dutiec being over,
except for the chambermaiding, May
decided to supervise the cooking. Yin
&u knew how to strike a match and set
the gas-stove working, but very little
more; for she had not completed her
course on home-cooking,

“We'll manage all right,” said May
casily, “We can take ono cutlet and

experiment with it to learn the tricks.
I'll have that.”

asked

“Lizards eggs delicions,” murmured
Yin Su thoughtfully.

Unfortunately, as May said, they
wers out of lizards’ eggs: nor were

there any dragons’ trotters in the other-
wise well-stocked larder. Coupled wiih
a shortage of tinned birds’ nests, the
sad deficiency suggested that they must
fall back on their miistress’ memu

When May had succeeded in finding
a cookery-book their mistress looked in
at the door.

“You will set the table for two,
said. “T am expecting a fricnd.

She withdrew, and May glanced at
Daphne meaningly.

““Ah 1” she said.

Daphne found everything she wanted
to lay the table, which looked not un-
like the railway lines at Clapham
Junction by the {ime she had arranged
all the available knives, forks, and
likely spoons. It was a large dining-
room with a round table, and Daphne
began to like her work.

Yin Su, watching May cook, weni =o
far as to find the place in the cookery-
book when May lost it. Then she sudl-
denly remembered a Chinese dish she
could make, and, locating a bowl, broke
cggs into it, added spices, potatoes,
minced meat, breaderumbs, and a num-
ber of other ingredients when May was
not looking.

May was quite a successful cook, and
a littie berore time the soup plates were
hot, the soup ready, and the cutlets on
the way.

Daphne then carried in the soup, two
bowls, and two dishes; but instead of
serving them to the two places, she was
asked to leave the tray and go. liven
Daphne, although not particularly
imaginative, thought it significant. It
seemed proof that the other guest was
not to dine with the woman in the
dining-room, but upstairs. And where
clse upstairs but in the room behind
that mvsterious red door?

Daphne hurried back to the kitchen
with her news, and May was thrilled.
She guessed the same answer as Daplne
had done.

“Jt can only mean,” she said, “that
the woman wilh the emerald ring is
Laving a tray upstairs, Daph, vou've
got to take thaf tray, and you've got
to see her somehow.”

But Yin Su held
listening.

“Well-bred hostess takes gunesi’s tray
with own fair hands,” she murmured.

They could hear the ereak of the
stairs, and held their breath. The
woman was taking up the tray herself.
Why? Surely because she did nof want
them to see who it was behind the red
door !

“Wait 1” murmured May, as Daphne
crept to the door. “8he’ll come down
in a minute, and then we'll go up.”

«Oh! Ought we to?” murmured.
Daphne. “She told us not to.”

“Tf ghe forbade us to go to a cup-
board where our own luggage was

" she

up lier hand,
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Joeked in, should we obey i’ asked May,
with u.m'_ of irony. “No. If the
woman with the emerald ring is in that
room, then I'm going to see her."

She opened the door. .

. “Wise person pause before making
leap,” suggested Yin Su. “Give deep
brainful consideration to many things”

“Buch sst” asked May.

“ Mystérious secretive person see face
of May and close door,” explained Yin
Su, ““But if May wears clothes of
noble lady of the house—"

“Ah 1 maid May. “Good ideat!
There are some coats and hats of hers in
the lobby. Good for you, Yin Su!®

Meay crossed to the dining-room door,
and for cantion's sake turned the key,
locking the woman in, and hoping that
if by chance the woman d try to
olllsen the door before finishing her soup
they could explain things away.

That done, May put on a coat and felt
hat from the lobby, and, practising an
imitation of the woman's voice,
mounted the stairs,

Daphne and Yin Su, at the foot of the
stairs, watched and waited, hardly
brea.tfung as May boldly rapped the
panels of the red door.

Mystery Inmate of the Room!

AY turned her back as she heard
footatelps on the far side of the
door, for her disguise was any-
thing but perfect, front view.

Her' face was obvicusly young; their

mistress’ was lined and wrinkled with

age. But rear view it was possible for
anyone io be mistaken,

The red door suddenly opened, and
Yin 8u and Daphne, peeping up the
stairs, stifled gasps.

« Aunty 1" exclaimed a girlish voice.

May wheeled, and in sheer astonish-
ment stared as she saw a girl of her
own age in the doorway. But her sur-

rise was no greater than the other’s.
guth had expected to see someone
grown-up. L

“Oh!1” -said May. “Why, I
thought—"

“My word |” said the other, with e
soft, nervous giggle. ‘“What ever
would aunty say 1f she knew? That’s

her favourite hat! And, anyway, she's
forbidden you to come here. What's

more, she’s forbidden me to talk to
you. B

May took off the hat and coat, and
tossed them downstairs to Daphne.
Then she turned back to the girl, who

 was regarding her with amusement and

yet glarm.

“I say,” said the girl, who had fluffy
hair, P_mk chee and rather vague
eyes, ‘'you cughtn't to speak to me. I

sl] get into & row. And if I say too
much, aunty will never forgive me.
She says I'm a chatterbox, but, of
course, I'm not. I can hold my tongue
as well as she can. If anyone let's any-
thing slip about your luggage—"

She broke off.

“Go on,” said May keenly. “Don’t
worry”about letting anything slip, you

W.

The girl shook her head and made to
b —

o good trying to get anything out
of me,” she said. “If you want to find
it, you go on searching this house.” She

lgqled. “Qearch every bit of it, but
ﬁon t try to pump me.”

She pushed the door to, but May put
her foot in the opening so that it wonld
not quite shut, -

The girl became afraid then. -

“J—I'll call out!” she said tensely,
“Aunty said I wasn't to see you or
?paak to you. 8he'll think this is my

ault, and .then—" -

By Elizabeth Chester 3 |

May beld up her forefinger. Yin Sy shook her head. :

“Tell us re our luggege is,” she . “Nothing valuable; simply homely
insisted, *“That's all we want to things, like American people call five
know.” and. cent.” :

The girl spoke with a sincerity that
showed she was honest.

1 don’t know—really I don’t. Pleass
don’t stay here. There’ll be & fearful
row |” she implored. . do you
think aunty shut me away 1n here if
she wanted us to meet " :

May -took her foot away from the
door, which was instantly slammed and
locked. Then ghe hurried down to
where Daphne and Yin 8u awaited
her, both greatly excited. Daphne had

just unlocked the dining-room door, and

so that they should not be caught in the
hall they returned to the kitchen,,

“Well,” said May, “what do you
make of that, eh? That kid’s =
chatterbox, and aunty thought she was
best out of our way.”

“Which means we were expected,”
said Daphne.

Yin 8u’s eyes twinkled, and she
frowned.
“Girl of simple mind easily

deceived,” she mused.

go concealed behind red door. And
ggubt_less' tongue of simple-minded girl
wag)| rltl‘i Iike a bulrush in breeze, nught
let i%l many secrets.”

“ Doubtless,” agreed May, with a
smile. “But I say, kidlets, we are get-
{ing warmer. here's a plot afoot
here. We were expected. Our luggage
was brought here, and in a way we're
prisoners—prisoners so long as we have
to stay here and hunt for our luggage.”

“Qr,"” cut in Dafhne, “arg they
hunting t.hrough our luggage? Is that
why they took it? T shouldn't be at
all surprised, w, if the woman
with the emerald ring is behind that
door going through everything.”

May said that it would surprise her
very much, As she pointed oui, if that
woman had been there, she would cer-
tainly not have allowed the garrulous
girl to chatter much. ;

Yin Su, with clasped lands, walked
to and fro in thought.

“Much mystery  makes for weary
brain,” she said. “Can it be possible
that the luggege of this bhumble end
insignificent person hides something
that is sought?” 1 : 5

“That’s about it!” exclaimed May.
“And when they’ve found it, they’ll
lose interest in us, It must be an idol

or something yow've got, Yin Su.”

“Doubtless Jug--

“Well, they’re uﬁu to something,”.
said Daphne, and then spun round as
though shot as the dining-rcom bell

“Wh ing 1
en she returned from taking in
the next course, she grimaced.

“8he wanted to know what. all the
iuss\w:s, and seid we must be quiet,

or go. F .
May gave & jump. .
“(o? My golly! That's an idea!”

“What is?”’ asked. Daphne. |
“Why, go!” s=aid hgg.y, with o
laugh. “We'll just disappear. =~ Next
time she rings, there’'ll be no answer.

And we'll loavé s -message fo #my that
we hu;: ‘found the luggage.” - -
Daphne did not quite grasp it,: and
looked . thoroughly p'ef'plexsgﬁ; but Yin
Su nodded her head slow!l

“Dismayed misiress. mai'.to where

i CAUTIOUSLY, May astl her, chums
l e Woinan!

watched as the !
| and girl creft dawnstairs. It looked as;
. though s clever p to discover;

the whereabouts -of - their stolem
luggage was going to succeed. ¢

luggage is hid? Astuie girls follow!”

“g.[‘hat’s it,” egreed May. ~ “Wsg
could hide in an upper room. It's
worth trying out, anyway.” -

“But supposing the woman ddesn't ga
after the luggage 1" Daphne derhurred.

May lookeéd at her witheringly.

“She won't be half as smart a schemex,
as we think if she doesn’t |’ was her cons
fident reply. ' oo

Yin Su clapped her hands, and her
eyes sparkled. 0 ‘ s

“Much ‘fun,” she' agreed.  “Bad
reople play tricka on us—take luggage.

e also play pranks.’’

Their talk with the girl had given
them a new view-of the matter, and
opened their ecyes to the fact that they
had been expected. Now was the time
to strike. L.

“A notice—quick I exclaimed - May.
“ Ah, the white paper from the: dresser
drawer!  And the order-pook pencil,
please, Daph, dear.”

May sketched out the notice in large
capitals, and clipped it to the tea-
towel line, so that it could not be
missed :

“GOOD-BYE! WE HAVE
FOUND OUR- LUGGAGE, AND
GONE! THE CUTLETS ARE
IN THE OVEN. APOLOGIES
FOR NOT ANSWERING: RING."-

“Now‘ upstairs,” breathed Ma.yr"to :
hide and wait an_d.watch P :

|
H




24 “On Tour With Yin Su!”
On the Trail!
AY, Daphne and Yin 8Su
cmpt upstairs, and went into
a first floor - bodloom leav-
ing .- the” door’ ‘open so that

»

through fhe clunl\ by the hingés they
céuld have a clear view of the stau
tase, and of the red: dodr, - -

Th 1111nmo~ passed. and |hen the
bell i vang, * They- all chuckled “softly.
“Again 1he bell” rang. It continded
Jinging, and® Daphne, by .now a part;
traimed parlourmaid; showed signs of

‘J estlessness,

¥,

.} Richards is the other

But .they did not move from their
hiding-place, and presently had the
satisfaciion of heaving their mistress

l’.'nrl, wide the tlining-room door, step

Editor's address is

Ta

across to the kitchen, and hurl open

that door with a crash against the
dresser.

- Her + surprised ga—»p came to them
(‘]onliy ¥

‘ Good gracicus!” :
“Next moment they heard her

open ]
the back door. Rctuanmg she cauie
hufrying *up fht. stairs, - made- as

though” to climb to the next floor, but
nnimd rapped on the panels of the

red door.

Three paivr of eyes, intent, stared
f hep.

T “Who's there?’ came her niece's
voice,

| Open !
The door was openced,
stood there looking scarved,

and the niece
her guilty

our
'I'he SGHOOI.GIDI. Office. '!'Ieetway House
&rringdon Street, I.omlon E.C.4.
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) :ULil a dLllﬂ'hlfnl hulillla(} one
g morning this*week. When 1
‘walked into my office T thought at
firs must have gate-crashed' a
florist’s by mistake, for my usnally
sedate “Den "iwas a perfect picture
of Tovely bloqms all most huufull\
arranged on ‘désk, mantelpiece, and
bookease. ;¥

1 knew “Custy, our oﬂice—ho_\.
couldn’t .. ave heen responsible.
(Hf‘ d havé dived head-first into*the
wastepapér-basket at the very idea.)
No. There was an obvious feminine
touch about the way those "flowers
weré arranged, Somechow they didn’t
in 1ho least look out of place. In
fact) the whole"foém ‘seemed per-
fmtl) nuluml and very; very atirac-
lun e T g

*Now n‘ho— " T was beginning

to ponder, when the door opencd
and in came Patricia, the very
charming writer of our article
pages,

There was a smile on Patricia’s
face: da ‘merry twinkle in her eyes.

“So yoii've seen them 77 she said,
¢ And—you™iile
|

tthem 1

think they're 'lovely,’
|. “But yor nrdah ¥
ilty 1" Patricia -~

!va&l halt-guilty. Miss
half. We got
them between us, just to celebrate
{he 500th number of THE SCHOOLGIRL,
And here’s a letter from us i)oth.
patring vou on ihe back!”

Now, wasn’t that a charming
lhnmghl on the part of our two popu-
lar contributors ? Naturally T hadn’t

: Chuc-]:c]e-d.'
“AL

forgotten we were celebrating our
500th  number—why, 1 teld you
about it last week, didn’t I?—bhut
it hadn’t  occurred to me that
Patricia ‘and Miss Richards, two
such dreadfully busy people, wonld
also realise it. Their letier was full
of the nicest things imaginable, and
I'mm  going lo treasure it alwavsss

Iulmp- T'll even have another one

" —that

“brings into the limelight Lady Pat,

.lnm'r» cunningly

day—in honour of 1,000th
number !

Well. having taken up so much of
my precious space aheady, I sbaply
mustpass on to next w eck's topping

pzogi‘dmme Fust of a.ll

+OH. &\IPID\—BUT WHAT A
TEMPER !”

our

is the title. of ﬂm superb
Long - Complete’ (‘h} House story,
and rarely have we had a story in
which so many popular elements
were blended. ;
1t features Christine Wilmer, the
finest tennis player CLff House has
ever scen, and an equally outstand-
ing table tennis player; it deals \ukh}
a blg table tennis tournament: it

extremely  likeable  Sixth

.t provides a small part for
the Hon. Beatrice Beverly, who has
not been featured for some time;
and, of eourse, it gives the famous
chums, Babs & Co., plenty to do.
t*In fact, it give ‘Babs a most im-,
portant respopsibility, for it is she,
more than anyone else, who can help
Chyistine to win the tournament.

s' vou know, Christine has one
failin g—her blazu:g temper, Call
her * I‘Pmper and she flies into a
rage. - That same weakness threatens
to ruin her table tennis chances. Not
that it is altbgether Christine’s fault,
for Babs discovers that some mys-
terious person’ is (loh)malol\ pro-
voking Chiisting;

In every .possible way Bab~ helps
Christine ‘to-keéep herself under con-
trol; _but_the more “she does, the
Christine's enemy
stn\oa to make her break out again,
“Xou'll love this grand story, for
Hilda Rickiards has packed it with
cvery kinid of appealing feature, and
the table tennis scenes are a real
thrill ! ;

As usual, next week’s
contain aumhm

that
Former;

issue will
magnificent instal-
ment of “0On Tour ‘With Yin Su.”
another . "delightful COMPLETE
story of the Voung Lady Fayre and
gallant Robin.. Hood, {ogether with
more of Patricia’s Bught and Use-
ful Pages, L()——:nalue sure of your

copy \\L‘” m .u]\‘amv \‘.OII 't \on?
Am% now; with v - best es,
and tore than® ﬂrtlnc(_ af pr ldo fat
this is such an-eventful-immbes of
our_paper,-I must bid vou ai- m\ou

until next Satardaf;i-?
&om sinceje friend, ..
£ THE/EDFTOR.

" day’s’
- great story will tell you.

Tur Scroorciri

conscienca apparent to the three giris
who were preparced to find signs of it.

*“ Agnes, those girls have gone.
According’ to their message, they have
found out where thdir -Iugguge is
hidden.* - Have you defied” e, and
spoken to them 7

' 40h, aunty, 1 wouldu't defy mn‘”
falrbrcd the girl,, c\admg the dncct
reply.

“You, had l)otlor not. Madam X

would be furious if she learnéd this.
How on earth can they have guessed ?

There was.not a clue, even. So far
as I know, they did not leave the
house.™ : -

“They're pretly cule, aunty,” said
simple  Agnes—" L‘N[)t‘ﬂd”\ the one
with the keen blue eyes.”

“What! How do you know what
eves she has? Agnes, you have spoken

to them! Oh, you w ilful, foolish girl !
You have let everything out in your
silly way. Oh, wh dndnt I lock you
in from the outside?”

Agnes gasped.

“But, aunty, 1 didn't let anything
out at all—really, 1T didn’t! don’t
exactly know where the luggage is

myself, except that—well, it's not in

this house.”

May nudged Daphne; for that last
phrase told thems much. And what
May noticed most 0f all was .the

emphasis of the *this.”

“Bring yoqur pm\mfu] torch, Agne
and come with me,” said her aunt.
“They can't lift all that luggage alone,
and they can’t carry it away. I have
an idea that this may be but an artful
bluff.”

Agnes went into her room, and re-
turned with coat and hat and power-
ful torch, following her aunt down-
stairs.

Daphne would have started following
them, but May pulled her back.

“Don't be a chump!” she whispered,
peering round the door and watching
Agnes and her aunt descend the stairs.
“If they see us the game's up !”

“But how can we follow them, then?”
Daphne protested.

“ Listen to their voices,” advised May.

The voices grew fainter, were no
longer heard, and then onl_y did May
creep out from hiding.

“Come on ! =he whispered. “They're
going to look for ‘us, and they’ 1l look

for us where the ]uggagr‘ is lu(lden
Not a sound. Pick your step.”

Like mice they went down the
stairs, May, after a peep into the

kitchen, realised that if 'they went out
through it they must surely be seen;
for the lights were on.
the hall door was safer, and,
back to it they slid the bolts,
crept out into the darkness
Agnes’svaice could be heard.
“Weld lbetter hurry, aunt, or they’ll
be gone.”
“Quiet, Agnes!  You
cnough damage already.”
With their torches showing  just
where they were, the two were easy
to follow, and May, Daphne, and Yin
Su crept in pursuit, hopeful at last
that they would “find the mysterious
hiding-place of their .luggage, and
1||i|.:|J~ the womanm ‘with “the (.‘Illl‘ldltl
Hn{: tuO

ILL the chums’ ingenious plan
succeed, after all ? © Nekt Satur-
“efithralling chapters . of this
Order your

turning
and

have done

copy well in advance.
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