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AN UNPLEASANT

SURPRISE FOR THE TABLE
TENNIS CHAMPION!

Who is Plotting to Make Her
Lose Her Temper Again?

See this week's superb Babs & Co.
story.
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~8port, Mystery, and a Dynamic character are to the fore in

X HRISTINE! <Chris-
tine Wilmer | san
out Barbara Re(f

: fern,

“ Christine, dcu slacker,
buck 'L]tapl" ded Mabel
Lynn, Barbara’a best chum
and studymate,

“Christine, don’t you
know Lady Pat’s waiting for yomu1"
Clara Trevlyn cslled. “How long are
you going to be?”

Bul from inside Study No. 6 in the
Fourth Form paseage at Clif House
Bchotol came only a faming, furious
enort.

. “Christine !” Babs sang out again, &
little note of anxiety in her verce this

time.

“Eh? What?”  And Christine
Wilmer, her pgood-looking face de-
cidedly flushed, looked out into the
passage. “What do you want?” she
asked, rather crossly. .

“Well, Lady Fat’s waiting for_you
to é)lay table tenmis, you know,” Babs
said mildly. “You haven’t forgotten,
surely, thet you and she are i the
finals of the Courtfield Championship?
Lady Pat is waiting for you now.”

“Well, I’'m coming!” Christine said.
“But somebody’s taken my bat. You
know jolly well I can’t play my best
table tennis unlegs I have my own bat 1"

“But who,” demanded golden-haired
Mabel Lynn, “would take your bat?”

] don’t know, All the same, some-
body has. I left it on the table here
before dinner; now I’ve come back, it’s
gone. I suppose,” Christine said rather

(A1l rights of this publioation are reserved
and reproduction is strictly forbidden.)

furigus, _electrifying, that
temper, changing Christine from the
no nice-natured girl into ‘a 1
most bla. Time had been n
Christine had been known as " Temper ”
Wilmer, and in those days had not only
Eot herself hated by the whole Form,
. but had come near to expulsion.

Babs had stuck by her, Babs who,
fecling that if Christine could only
conquer that wild temper she would be
& girl to be proud of, had helped her,

bitterly, “it’s no end of a lark for some  Fierce,
chump, but 'it’s no joke for me! That's
my best bat!”
B:bit {::niﬁst Re somevcﬂlalera oﬁo“:ﬂd'”
said. “ Anyway, Chri thing,

don’t leok so cross gggut :li:% she «ddea
anxiously; for Christine’s -lookin,
face bere all the signs and. portents
r:fﬂ}y rising storm. “ Look here, why
not use mine

“1 want my own1” Christine insisted.

£ 3

“But Lady Pat is waiting—
Christine Wilmer, the finest table tennis player at CIiff
House, was looked to by the whole school to score a
triumph in the big championships. There was no doubting
her brilliance—but, unfortunately, there was no doubting
her quick and flaming temper, either. And when that
temper broke out again it seemed that even Barbara
Redfern couldn’t hold Christine in check, couldn’t
prevent that fiery girl from ruining all her chances in the

championships.
“Blow Lady Pat!” Christine suffered with her, and finally, had
snapped. Lo triumphantly su in ha}pmgﬁ her
Babs eyed her, while Clara and Maba to overmaster her worst trait. From
rimaced at each other. Thb,y knew that day Christine - had never looked
those signa in istine Wilmer’s face— back."

signs they hed net seen for some months  Christize, the once daa&afd, WAS 1OW

now, but signs which always made 5 firm friend of Baba & and one of
Christine’s chnma snxious, A mice girl, the most popular girls in the Form,
Christine; m m sport, & And someihipg else, too. In matters
frightfully & Co.~—and of ﬁannizol()hriﬂ.ine was not only the
especially Babs’ own self, Form’s idol, but the idol of the school.
But Chrirtine-had one mdst dreadful Three times. already had Christine
fault. played lawn_ teonis in juniot - inter-

Her temper. "nationals; twice she had béen returned
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this Stirring Long Complete story of Barbara Redfern & Co.

a5 the Bouthern Counties’ girl cham-

pion.

-On her best form Christine was un-
pl'af,'nble, and there was not a single
girl at CMff House, sonior or junior,
who could hold a candle to her.

At table tennis Christine was equally
brilliant. It was thanks to her that
Cliff House had reached the Finals of
the Courtfield Tmﬁl’:’{l Table Tennis
Championship, to-which everybedy was
eagerly and excitedly lookin forward
on Saturday, when the matches would
Ilj‘ei‘ g!ayed off at the Courtfield Sports
AUD.

But iv alarmed Babs to see thoso
athering storm signs on her face now.
Christine, in a temper, was just hope-
ess.

“Look here, let us hz!(f search I
Tomboy Clera Treviyn urged.

“No good!” Chrstine
“T’ve searchod—everywhere.

scowled,
And, any-

way, it was on the table,” she said.
‘dl\ y hatl I wish I knew what
idiot-

# Chris—remember 1” Babs said anxi-
ously, stepping into the study. “No
tantrums—please ! You know what you
promised, old thing? You know the
school is looking to you, and you know
how jolly proud the Fourth Form is
because youre in the finals, Never
mind the bat; we'll find it later. After
all,” Babs said, “it's only & practice
mateh, isn’t it? Chris, do use mine i

Christine gulped. She glanced &b
Babs. Affection, as well as momentary
shame, there was in that glance.

w All—all right,” she said unsteadily.
“RBut don’t blame me if I don’t play my
best game ! -¥ou know what it 1s to use
a etrange bat.”

Babs smiled. She did. Gosd table
tennis player though she was, the
hadn’t helf the skill Christine possessed;
but to use a bat she wasn’t used to, wis
disconcerting, even to her.. How much
more, then, to Christine, who, apart
from her aicill, was a highly tempera-
mental Flayer. .

& _Wel* it’s only practice,” she said
agzin. “DI'll go and get my bat.’”

And of Babs darted, returning &
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moment later with the bat, Dubiously
Christine tested it.

“Pretty light,” she commented.
“And I'm not keen on the round type
of bat. Still, I'll try to manage,”

gshe mdded, smiling at Babs. “Don’t

think me e grouch, old thing.”

The Junior School captain laughed.
That was more hke it. She tucked her
arm in that of Christine’s, and the four
of them hurried off towards the gym-
nasium.

The gym, given up to two full-sized
tennis tables, was crowded—and practic-
ally the entire Fourth Form were
there. Quite & shout went up as soon
gs Christine was_seen.

“Christine! Here she is!”

Christine, tennis wizard as she was,
was in the full limelight then. In the
Cliff Houss eliminating contests, Chris-
tine had laid low her opponents one by
one, Seniors, middle school girls, even

other

_Miss Charmant and Miss Belling had

been unable to break her winnini _siac!].
Tt was thanks to the superb skil of
that ClLif House now found
itself in the finals of the doubles and
singles of the Courtfield competitions.

Small wonder that the Fourth Form
were proud of her.

To be sure, there were one or two
irls who did not feel that way.
Lydia %rossen-dale. Frances Frost & Co.,
for instance, who wero jealous of
Christine, and. who made it a rinciple
to oppose any of Barbara edferu’s
friends, covertly sneered,

¢ Christine, you are Tate 1"
TPatricia. Northanson satd mildly.

Lady Pat, popular Sixth Former ant
prefect, was captain of the CLff House
table tennis team—that team now con-
pisting Onlf of herself and Christine,
with Isabel Mary Drake, of the Sixth
Torm, and JIda Greenaway, of the
Upper Fifth, in reserve. ) ;

“I'm sorry ! Christine retorted. =~ it
wasg’t my fault. Somebody took iy

"‘Oh, surely not ?” Isabel Drake said.
“Well, they did.” Christine’s eyes

glimmered just a little at the mewmory.
2 And they've still got it,” she said. She
stared towards Frances Frost, Whn, near
Lydia Crossendale, tittered a little. “T
suppose you know nothing about %"
she added. ‘
“Nog, sweetheart 1” Frances mocked.
“All right——aﬂ right 1" Lad% Iab
nodded. Frances, if you can't ghave
yourself, get out I she sald. “Anywaoy,
never mind now. Christine, you are
i)laying with me, Isabel, will you give
da a pame on the Roxt table? Ready,

Christine

Lady
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Christine. Wa won't
You caii take it.” .

“Q.X. | Christine said.

Babs emiled as she stepped back.
Now for a fine match! For Lady Pat

- was the third bost eingles player 1 the
school—heing sliﬁhtl inferior to Isabel
Drake—and at ouglal was nearly as
godd es Christine, .

Lady Pat and Christine were, of
eourse, playing together in the cham-
pionship doubles; in fact, they had
simply ~ walked through their earlier
romnds, Christine, naturally, was repre-
ganting CLiff Houso in the singles.

Though Lady Pat was primarily a
doubles player, she was still excellent

at singles, and usually gave Christine &
good gameo. .
Christine flicked hor wrist about

play for service.

test-
ing Babe’ bat. 8he frowned a Tittle.
It had & stranie, unfamiliar feel. It
was rather light, and the grip was

er own favourite.
and tempera-

strung
ristine, and little details
like this easily upset her.

Still, she
would do her besk, . .

She caught the little white ball which
lay on the table. Then she received a
shack.

Tor, unconscicusly glancing down at
herself, sho becaithe aware that her
silver tennis fob was missing.

A trivial thing, of couree, but in that
nerve-charged moment a vitally signifi-
cant thing to Christine.

The tennis fob was her mascot. It
had been the very first prize sho had
ever won for her tenmis, and she had
treasared it with & zealoummess far
beyond its worth. In all important
games Qhristine always wore it. Btrenge
as it may sound, she had never lost a
game when she had worn it, but had
invariably lost when she had left it off.
Now it had gone—lost probably in her
fuming corambling on the floor of
Study No. b to peer under chairs for
her missing tennis bat, Upsetting again,
that, and suddenly Christine found her
nervea all on edge. . .

“ Bervice I” she called. ) )

- And smack! went the ball, just skim-
ming the net, Lady Pat tock it, drove
to Christine’s forehand, and Christine
chopped_ it back. Lady Pat drove
again, this time on the backhand. 1]

moved Christine swiftly, and her wrist
flached gver in & l'ight.mng backhan:
siroke. But it was the edge of her bat
that hit the hall, end the little white
ephere ghot off at & tangent and hit the
wall. Thero arose a surprised murmur.

“Who says she's champion 1 jeered
Lydia Crossendale.

Christine flushed,

different from
Ve hig!
mental was

Bhe threw a glare
ob L{ldia. First point to Lad¥ Pat, and
all thess girls watchingl If only she
had her own bat! Ehe wouldn’t have
mistimed that one with her own bat.

8ho gerved agaip—a swift one down
tho edge of the table on Lady Pati’s
backhand. The prefect got to it, but
onli just, and her return shot bounced
high.” Forward Ie?t Christine, smash-
ing the ball down Lady Pat’s forehand
giving . tho . prefect not a chance of
returning it.

Christing’s eyes glimmered. That was
more like it) One point alll

Now, sgain| Christine sens down a
heavily eut service. With Babs’ bat,
however, she didn't get the same spin
a3 usnal on the ball, and her opponent
returned it with ease, Then for a
mnmcnt-—tacé tae, tie, tac! Face to face

they stood, Christinre attacking strongly,
La i{ Pat dropping back on_the defence,
until Christine; trying to drop a shart

one over the net, put it feebly
pet. 'The ctrangenesa of Bab's
let her down again. |

Lydia laughed mockingly.

bat had

disgust.

.senting the school!

into the

Christine threw her & glare. Her

reath was coming just o little faster
then, She felt angry at herself for
making that muff of a shot. Bhe felt—
unreasonably—angry with Babs because
it was her bat which had caused her to
make it

She set her teeth,

Again she served, and when Lady
Pat’s return came, she drove fiercely,
wildly at it. Lady Pat stared at her
s the ball flashed high across the net,
and on to hit the far wall, without

touching the table at all. ;

“Christine, what's the matier? That’s
not like you 37 she exclaimed. ) -

“That's what she calls her champion-
ahlp form I* Lydia gurgled. .

“QOh, shut op, Lydial” cried Clara
Treviyn. :

“Rats! Why should I shus up? My
hat, I believe she’s gettjng in ax;)addyl
Go dt, temper I Lydia jeered,

Christine sto| pes dead, and suddenly
her eyes flamed. If there was one word
calculated to provoke Christine, that
waa the one, Temper! For months ehe
bkad not heard that hateful word
applied to her. And now—

Christine had fought her temper.
With Babs' help, she felt she had con-
quered it. But now she knew that she
had not. Now she knew, feeling it
swiftly rising within her, that the old

host had only been temporarily laid.

p in a flash 1t flamed, and when that
temper was flaming Christine was
hardly responsible for her actiouns.

8he caught up & table-tennis ball, for
& moment poised it, and then—smaok 1—
bat clauted ball. With incredible speed
and swiftness, that ball sailed straight
towards the smeering face -of Lydia
Crossendale, and— :

“Waw |? yelled Lydia, as the ball hit
her on the nese. *“Why, you cat—"

“Christihé |” Lady Pat put down her
bat. For a moment there was silence,
followed by a mutter from on-
lookers which had In it & note of

“ Christine, is that the way to
behave1”

“Well, ehe called me names1” Chris-

tine snapped.

“1 heard” Lady Pat shook her
head. “I do not approve, Christine.
But surely you can exercise s little more
control? ~ Don't forget, althongh you
are only a junior, when you appear in
the finals with me you will be repre-
: Now let’s get on
with the game.”

“ Christine, yes” Babs pleaded.

. But Christine did not move. Humilia-
tion, added to her anger, made her
mutineus now. Her face inwardly was
burning, though her cheeks were white.
That Lady Pat, her partner, should talk
t¢ her like that—that Lady Pat should
tick her off in front of all these others!

One phrase of her reprimand stung and’

sung in her mind:
“ Although 1§{qu are a junior—*
Shu.rﬁ)ly, sulkily she swung away from
the table.

“ Christine,” cried Lat%;r' Pab again,

play?

“are you going to
sﬁd, between her

“No!” Christine

teeth.

“What 1”

“] said * No V' ¥ And Christine stared
angrily at the prefect. “If that’s your

attitude towards me I think I'd better
not_play at alll 1
unior * ®—oh, what a world of biting
itterness there was in that-
“but I'm not used to beifg ticked off
and insulted

“My hat! The touchy_idiot I Babs
cried, and jumped forward. “Christine,
old ti:ing, ady Pat didn’t mean that.”

. “No?t?. Christine’s eyes glowed.
worst fide wa3s uppeérmost now.
don’t see her hurrying to deny it !” she

I might be ‘cnly a

hrase—-

Her .
I 'Christine?”

THE SCHOOLGIRL

sneered. “I might be only a junior, but
I helped io get the school into the tennis
finals, didn’'t I? Perbaps,” she added,
as Isabel Drake came forward to join
her chum, “Pat’s pretty sorry abouf

that I*

“ Christine, you are being ridiculous [
Lady Pat cried, reddening. “What on
earth arc you talking about "

“«“Well, I've heard something! Never

mind 1 Christine ssid. “1 didn’t pay
much attention to it at the time, but it
looks as if theri might be some truth
in it. Somecbody was saying this morn-
ing that you were jolly sorry it wes &
junior who was in the fnal—which
mesns, of course, you'd sooner have
Isabel playing with you, and Isabel
playing in the singlos—" d then
suddenly Christine was sll a-quiver.
With eyes starting, her electrified gazo
was fastened upon the bat in Isabel
Drake's hands. © You—you—you—"
the choked. “8o you had it}”

Tsabel blinked.

*1 had what, Christine?”

“Pon’t sct!” Christine was o;:qnly
scornful now. “My bat!” she cried,
and Isabel blinked as she looked down
at the bat in her hand, “That’s my
bat! Thet’s why I couldn’t jolly well
de my best! And you had 1t all the
time!" You took it from my study-—-"

“Christine, how dare—"

“Well, where else did you get it?”

“¥ you fuust kmow,” Isabel said
'nngzily, “J got it from Pat's study. 1
had no idea it was your i

Christine c¢hoked,
upon Lady Pat.

“So you took it, then!® she cried.
“You took it! It's a plot—a plotl1*
And suddenly she snatched the bat from
Isabel's hands, “You don't want mo
in the team! You want her—because
she’a o senior and I'm a junior! Wall,
all right!” Christine exclaimed, her
chest hoaving. “Jolly_well have hert
T'm through! I'm firiished I* g

“ Christine ! Babs panted. “Christine,
wait] Listen——"

“Oh, rats! Let the bad-tempered
idiot go 1” Clara Trevlyn eniffed. .

There came an angry buza of support.
And as Christine fled out, elamming the
gym door behind her, there came, too,
a hiss from the crowd. In a moment,
it seemed, Cliff House's idol had become
the object of Cliff House’s scorm.

ke g

.
She flung round

Her Worst Side!

{3 QTHERED if I

know how it hap-

ened,” Lady

atricia Northan-

son said a little engrily.

*“Christine’s just an idiot!

Isabel, whore did you get
that bat from1”

“Why, from off the top of your box
there, Pat! Whare you told me,”
Isabel Drake replied, snd shook her
head very puzzledly. “You see,” she
explained to worried-locking Barbara,
“J had been repairing my own bats—
I’ve two, you know—and as the solution
wasn’t dry, Pat said I could borrow ene
of hers. Well, I came into this study.
Pat said that the bat was on top of her
box, and sure enough, there it was.
Barbara, you're sure it was Christine’s?”

“Yes,” Babs said. She was with the
two prefecta in. their study. “It was
hers all right, and there’s no doubt that
somebody must have taken it from

Christine's study.”
%mbal Drake asked.

“But why?!*
Babs shook her head, Why indeed?
talk to

“Pat, let moe go and
Lady Pat shrugged,
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“Talk to her, by all means” she
agreed “ At the same time, Barbara,
you might let her know that we're
not going to tolerate this. Tell her,
Barbara, that if she likes to come a,long
and apologise, wo'll agree to overlool
it—this time.”

*Yes, Darbars, please do,” Isabel
said. “Bhe’s & silly girl—a foolish
girl—when she lets that awful temper
get the upper hand! And glgodness
lknows where she got the idea that Pat
would sooner have me than herself in
the toam, because I'm a prefect and
she's a junior! Do t? to knock that
silly notion out of her head at the same
time.”

“I—I’ll do my best,” Babs promised.

And with a emile she hurried away.

But her heart was anxious. Oh, what
a chump—what & blundering chump
Christine was! To spoil herself after
all these months—to crown her really
dazzling {)erformances in the previous
rounds of the tournament by such an
exhibition of temper!t

But Babs, knowing Christine, under-
standing the sterling worth of thet real
Christine, could understand. Natur-
* ally, Christine had been mervy. Natur-
ally, that nervousness had not been
improved by the discovery that her
favourite tennis-bat was missing, by the
fact that she had had to pln{ with &
strange bat, by the fact that ill-natured
Lidis & Co. had barracked her. Biill,
Christine would listen to her.

Bhe wheeled inte the Fourth Form
corridor just in time to see the Hon.
Beatrice Beverley coming out of

Christine’s study. The fair-haired
Fourth-former's face was  rather
troubled.

¥ Oh, hallo, Babs!” she said. “ Going
to sce Christine?”

“Yes, How is she?” Babs asked.

Beatrice shrugged. . .

“8till feoling sore, 1 imagine, I—
I've been trying to rally her a bit. - It
will be most awful, won't it, if she
lets that silly temper of hers go and
gpoil all her chances—and the chances
of the school? You know, Babs, she is
a ripping player—remember how she
wiped me out of the eliminating
competition 2"

Babs nodded, though she glanced a
little curiousliy at Beatrice, The Hon.
Beatrice, slightly snobbish and usually

g

CHRISTINE stared at the bat in the prefect’s hand,
] had what, Christine?”’

Isabel blinked.

sloof from the rest of the Form, had
nover revealed herself before as having
either Christine or sny other girl's
interests deeply at heart.  Btill, she
could understand it. Beatrice was a
good table tennis pla_,ver, and Beatrice,
sharing the school's opinion that
Christine_was the best possible choice
for the final, was anxious that hers
and the school’s chances should not be
spoiled by Christine’s own foolishness,
She nodded. .

“Woll, I'll pop in and see what I
can do.” she said.

“Good Iuck !” Beatrice smiled.

Babs smiled back, her heart warming
& little to the girl she had never very
much understood. She reached Study
No. 6. Bhe knocked on the door and
went in.  Christine, straightening the
pin of her silver fob, which—to her
great joy—she had just found under-
peath the armcheir, flushed a little.

“Oh, Babs, I hope you haven't come
to lecture me as well¥”

“Chris, sit down.” Babs said seri-
ously. “No; I haven’t come to lecture
you, as you call it, I understand how
ﬁu fal%hbpt you're dead wron%, iﬂu
tnow. Chris, you're sure you left that
bat in this study "

“Positive,” Christine afirmed.

All right.” Babs eyed her. ““Chris,
who told you this morning that Lady
Pat was trying to push you out of the
team to make way for Isabel Drake?
That wasn’t just a little fib, was it?”

Christine turned red.

“No; it wasn't. Somebody did tell
me that.”

“Who > -

.“Oh, never mind! The—the informa-
tion was given to me in confidence.
Anyway, it does seem that it’s right,”
Clrristine said sulkily, “Otherwise——"

“Chris” Babs shook her head.
“No, old thing, don’t scowl at the fire-
place; look at me. Chris, we've been
great pa}; 1!;1 the,pn.st."‘

it

“And you did promise that you
would try to contro! that temper of
yours 7"

Christine bit her lip, That word
“{emper,” coming from eny other girl's
I:ﬁ)s, would have set her aflame. Buti
she merely turned shamefacedly red

, 68 Babs said_it,

“Well—well—" she mumbled.

 You—you——"" she choked.
“Don't act ! 7’ Christine was openly scornful now.
 That’s my bat.,” You took it from my s\t'udy 1= :
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still your chum,
Babs said, a little wearily,

“I'm
hoped,”

“that we'd fought that battle to a.

finish. You know, old thing, I
wouldn’t tell you & fib, and 1 am tell-
~ing you now-—straightly—that Pat and
Isabel know as little about your tennis
bat as you yourself do.

“Somebody else must have put it in
Lady Pat’s study for Isabel to find—
whether for a {oke or for somo other
reeson we'll jolly well find out. But,
Chris, I've just been talking to both
of them. They're just as upset as you

are over the silly business. And if you
still want to play in the tennis
finalg—m-=>"

Christine looked ui)
“Babs, you know I do.”
“Well, get to it.” Babs said.

Pat and Isabel ars willing to forget

and forgive if you'll just go along and

tell them you're sorry. Now, steady!”
she warned, as she saw the roses of

mutiny immediately mantling  the
other’s cheeks. “Remember, old
thing! Chris, for my sakel!” che
urged. “For the school's sake!”
Chrigtine gulped e litile. Tor o
moment sne stood still  Temper had

gone now; but, despite Babs, it had left
a lingering trace of suspicion in its
weke. The news that Lady Pat would
rather have Isabel Drake in the team
than herself stili rankled.

Apart from the fact that she was the
school’s best tennis player, Christine
could not forget that a girl in Lady
Pat’'s position would probably rather
have a fellow-prefect partnering her.
And she could not forget, either, that
that fellow-prefoct was one.of Lady
Pat’s own great personal friends.

Still, she said nothing., Thinking so
much of Babs as she did, she was
anxions to please Babs. BShe smiled
suddenly.

“Babs, don't worry ! she said fondly.

“You'll go?” Babs msked.

“I'm going—now.” .

And while Babs’ heart leapt,
Chvristine moved towards the door.
Head in air, she walked out, a smile on
her face. As she reached Siudy No. 1,

however, the door opened, and Lydia
Crossendale, in the act of' coming out,
stoppad with a Dblink.
grinned.

¢

Then &he

‘S0 YOU had it!"

Chris. I

“Lady ’

-
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““What cheer, Temper!” she said

you——" Christine flamed.
But

dia, with a chuckle, hastily
ing the door in her face.

?sing to do, it's they who should do ik
o me! Pm sorryl I came with the
best intentions, and heard these itwo
geheming to dish me and pué Isabel in

retired, banging [ my . (ﬂape] And I'm throughl”
Ohristine clenched her fists. : That 2 ristine,” Lady Pat cried, “you
beastly cat! Temper—temper, waa she? will take s hundred lines! And un-
That was what they t.hougﬁt. of her less—* . .

now | Wel), hang “Rats 1"

I&dm—-upiteiul,
ihing, sneering smeak that she was!
thy Yake notice of a worm like thatl

But sho did take notice, and, rather
ruffied, walked on. Nettled still, she
reached the Sixth Form quarters, and,

susing outside Ladg Pat’s daor,
Eastily fastened her fob, which was in
danger of dropping off again. Well,
now for_it.

‘And then she heard Lady Pat speak.

“0f course, you-know, Isabel, that I'd
rather have you—I'd rather have {ou
than anybody else. 1 confess I'm
worried. .~ Rhie's so utterly unreliable
that Pve got a feeling, when it comes
to the pinch, she'll let us all down.”,

Christine clenched her honds. A
ing bresth came from her lips.

For Christine, her mind full of her
own woes, had na doubt whatever that
Tady Pat wes talking sbout her. Not
for one moment did_it cccur to her hot
head that she might be referring to
something else, utu&lég. Lady Pat
had got completely off tho subject of
the table tennis finals then.

While waiting for Christine’s arrival
she and her chums had naturally drifte
on to other topics, and Lady Pat was
explaining to Isabe} her distaste for the
ta& of producing the next Sixth Form
play, with Sarah nmgean ps assistant
producer instead abel herself.

But Ohristine, of course, was not to
know that.

“Fupny,” Isabel gaid, “Y've got the
same feeling. DBut there’s no doubt,
Pat, that she’s the best for the job, even
though I'd dearly like to be in it my-

solf—

And then Isabel wheeled and Lady
Pat jumped, as the door was suddenly
flung open, and inte the room stormed
Christine Wilmer. < '

“ Christine 1”_they both cried.
“"'I‘haz}}n 1 Christine bitterly cried.
“Thanks! I heard] Oh, you needn’s

pretend to look astonished 1" Christine

vaid scornfully, “You didn't know
was behind the door, did you?” _

“(Chrigtine, what are you talking
abouti” Lady Pat asked angrily.

“Qh, don’t pretend | Christine paid
bitterly. “I heard you discussing me
behind mgebqak. Well, go on. If you
want Isabel instead of me—have her!
A fine pair of rotten frauds you arel”
she went on witheringly. “Kidding
Bsbs you wanted me to come and say
1 was sorry——"

¥ Christine I

a3~

Lady Pat was trem-
bling with anger herseli now. “How
dare you—how dare you, I say! Ex-
plain yourself, please! 8how some con-
trol, and keep that roiten temper of
youra within ¥

Christine’s cyea flamed.

“My temper )’ she eried. “M
temper! A jolly good pget-out wor
that, isn't it? atty hendy for you
when I catch you out plotting and
scheming, to hlame it on to me, isn't
it?® she flamed. _*Well, hang your
rotten tennis finalsl Hang both of
you! Plan it and play it, and jolly
well lose it hetween you—T don’t carel
I'm through!  finished 1?

“Chrisiine ! cried a vibrant voice
behind her,

It was Babs.

“Christine} Oh, hat?t s that
how you apologise?” Babs cried.

“ Apologiee  to _them1”  Christine
Iaughed :hrilly.- “If there's any apole-

And Christine flounced off.  Bitter,
black mutiny in her face, she raged
back to her study, which was, fortun-
ately, empty. So this was it—this was
the endl Well, blow them~=hother
them! And as for the lines—=

“Rats to the lines!” she eaid
savagely. “Why should I do her rotten
lines? I'm through! Let them get on
with it!1 Let thém play their rotten
finalsl I wouldnt he in them now if
they begged me to!”

But she knew, even in the midst of
her tirade, that she didn’t mean that.
Even as ghe said the words, something
within her seemcd to contract. For
Christine knew, having made the finals
possible for Cliff House, that she most
desperately wanted to play in them.

A Shock for Christine!

{3 INISHED, Mabs?”
"Neariy. old
thing. Have

ou
“Five more minutes,”
Barbara edfern  said,
* and earnest bent her
chestnut head to the task
in hand. And scrateh, seratch, went
her pen over the impot paper in front

of her., . - e
scratch, seratch, went Mabs’ pen

And
af the same time. 3

The two chums were in Study No. 4
Bessio Bunter was in that study, too,
but Bessio, having been over to see her
friends, e Bennetts, had consumed
rather more tea than was good for her,
and was pow quietly snoozing In the
armchair by the study fire, |

‘Mabs and Babs were writing lines.

But they were not, amazing to relate,
their own lines, They were the lines
given by Lady Pat to Christine Wilmer
an hour ago. e

Chrigline,

Babs ad seen and

1 Christine had flatly declared she would

not do those lines.

Christine still believed that Lady Pat
was plann.}ngﬁ to drop her from the
table tennis finals in order to replace
her with Fsabel Drake. Hopeless, in
that mood, for Babs to argue with her.
Hopeless to iry_ to make her see &I
other point of view than her own, nndy
as Christine rather bitter] inded
her, Babs had not heard w!
heard, and so Babs, this time, could not
know.

A pretty desperase situation. But
Christine, as a rule, responded to good
nature, and jt was Babe’ ides that by
doing her lines, and then presenting
them te her she mignt soften the harsh-
ness of that turbulent girl’s outlook.

“Woell, there,’” she said, straighten-

ing up with s _little !iﬁl. “That’s
done. Finished, old ahs? Ob,
thanks! Come on!” Babs added, and
gathered the sheets. “We'll take them
along to her.”

nodd

‘They _trotted out of the study, just
as Bessie Bunter, with a sleepy grunt,
turned on her side. At the door of

Study No. 6 they halted and went in.
?hns&ma. srt‘lill ﬂ:ittmg by the tulﬁm'
urned towards them a rather ant
face. She fushed. e
“QOh, y-yes, Babsl”
“Done your lines?” Bahs asked.
{INO'H

remin
at she had pRj

THE SCHOOLGIRL

“Well, den't worry. Here the
are.” Babs laughed as she place
them on the table. ‘*Mabs and I have

dene them- for you,” she said. “Now
just run them along to Lady TPat,
Chris *

Christine stared.

“But, Babs, I told you I wasn't
going to do them1”

“That's why,” DBabs said, “wo've
done them for you. No, no thanks,
old cuckoot And for goodness’ sake,"”
she said anxionsly, “enap oub of it
Chrisl What about the finals?”

. “I've_told you I'm not taking part
in the finals?

“But_you arel” bs corrested,
“ Now, is, don’t be kiddish1 That's
just silly. You've put Clif House in
the finals, haven’t you? Who else
can play half as well as you can? And
what about tho Form?" What about
the school?! Chris, old thing, ecome
on 1* she urged, and put a ntle arm
round the sulky one's shoulders. “Bo
a sport !”

Christine bit her 18). She looked
strangely at Babs. h, why was it
that she could never losg her temper
with Babs? Why was it that Babs
always had (his softening influence
upon her?

# All—all right,” she eaid. “QOh,
Babs, you're a brick1”

“And don’t ot me,” Mabs
chipped in, with & e. “I'm half
? oue, too, yoau know. 1 did half the
ines.

Christine smiled. With_the lines in
her hands, she went oui. Babs beamed
at her chum.

“Done it,” she said: “8illy old
Christino! What & beastly shame she
does let that eilly temper run away
with hexr  But do h,” she
added worricdly, " we co coax her
out of this silly beliat that Lady Pat
and Isabel are l_Bﬂlcut,tamg .againgt her.
She won't be l; happy until she's
convinced of that.’ )

“No,” Mabs agreed. “But who the
dickens, Babs, told her the lie in the
first place?” '

«That,” Babs said; and her face be.
came rather grim, “is something we're
going to bnd out 'nlouﬁmk I'm
blessed,” she added, with a e of
her head, “if I can see sny reason in
it. It's not as if anybody could benefit

utting Christine up against
Tsabel.”

“Only,” Mabs said, “Isabel herself,
becauso if Christine doesn's play, she'd
play in her place. But, of course, it's
not_Isabel.”

Christine herself reappeared - then.
She looked a little happier,

“What did Lady Pat aay!” asked

hs.

“She didn't say nnytl_ﬁng, because
she wasn't there,” Christine said. 1
gave the lines to Mary Buller instead.
And—and thanks, Babs and Mabs,”
she eaid awkwardly, “It was jolly
decent of you. I—I feel a bit of a
bmh'l)

“Then,” Babs laughed, “let’s forget
it, shall we? Youw're going on with -
the tournament——"

“Well, yes, if—if they want me to.”

Babs Jooked at Mabs. There was an

unspoken meaz_aaﬁe in_her eyes which
Mahs read sright. Christine, in this
more melting mood, was an easier sub-

ject to handle. Now, Babs thought
swiftly, was her chance to consolidate
the position, and ut everytiing back
on a serene and happy footing once
more. Supposing she could prevail
upon Isabel to have a chummy word
with Christine?

“ Christine,” she said awiftly, ©will

you and Mabe go to the Common-room

aud get the dominoes ont?” Nominaes
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was ono of Ohristine’s favourite indoor
gemes. “I’ll join you later.”

Mabs nodded, rtealising aright that
Babs had some new hitle wheeze up
her sleove. Off, with a bright smile,
Babs trotted, going her way to the
Sixth Form corridor At the door of
Isabel's study she knocked, and, re-
ceiving the prefect’s invitation to come
in, entered.

Isabel, thoughtfully packinﬁ new
table tennis balls into one of the long
cardboard tubes in which they had just
arrived, smiled at her.

“*QOh, Barbara, hallol  8it down,”
gha said, with s smile. “Like my col-
lection 7" she adde. end dimpled at
four of the tubgs which lay on the
table. “Thought 'I'd better get in 8
new stock, in case woe ran ghort,” eho
enid. “What is it Barbara?”

« About Christine—="

“(h, wiat sbouy Christine!”

t Ysabel,”” Babs hesifated, * you—you
haven't really got anything against
Chris, have yout™

Isabel shook her head.

“Barbara, Do. What should I have
against the gill I like her; and
goodness knows where sho got the silly
iea she hge in mind now, Naturally,”
Toabol said frankly, “I'd like to be
in the team; but when it comes to a
question of the best player for the
school—why, then, I've just got to

take a baclk seat.” . i
the table tennis ball

Babs' looked at
containers. W

“ And—and, you'd tike to straighten
things out with her?” she asked.

“It I could—yes,” Isabel .frowned.
“Put it's not easy to do that, Bar-
bara, when she flies off in & paddy at
the least thing I say or do. If you've
any auggestiog——"'

%1 have.
gratefully,  “Isabel, I believe
come round now. Kt just wants eome
sort of—ofr gesture from you to make
hor completely happy again. .
awful chesk, I know, expecting you to
make the first move, but if you would,
I'm sure it would db the trick. Sup-
posing,” Babs said thoughtfully. “you
gave her a little present?”

“ Present 1™

“0Of say—a tubs of those table tennis
balls 7" :

Isabel laughed.

“Well, if you think that would do
the trick, take her one with pleasure
and my love,” she said, an pkmkegi
one up. But Babs ewiftly shook her

head. ;

“No, Iasabel; you make the gift,”
the said.  “She'd appreciate it more
coming_direct ‘from you Biit don’t
rush off with it all at ohce,” she added.
“Wait till she gets settled down in
the Common-room. Then would you
come eldng, eay, in twenty minutes’
time 1" .

“Right-ha1” Isabel nodded. . “Ive
got to f’o and see Miss Bullivant, any-
way. 11 trot along after that. And
thenks, Barbara. It really is a good
idea.” .

Babs smiled. She turned to leave.
She did not notice the figure which
guddenly leapt away from the door as
she approached it

Teeling pleased with her little echeine,
Bzbs hurried off to the Fourth Form
Common-room, -It was fairly full, and
Christine and Mabs were already em-
gaged in the [rst game of dominooes.

«Barbara, you playing?” Christine
asked, tooking up. -~

“No; I'll watch,” Babs said. Il
take & turn later.”

“8he smiled, her eyes on_the door.

. One or two girls were glancing. at. herl

Christine. One or two girls were

Babs * smiled ha-psgil.{i l
1-¥

Ivs

frowning at Christine, not yet having
forgotten her display of the afternoon.

Fortunately, however, Lydia Crossen-
dale was not there, - nor, for the
moment, were any of Lydia's so-called
“ ot Ten minutes went by, and then
the door opened. But it was not Isabel
Drake who entored. It wes the Hon.
Beatrice Beverley

She cast a comprchending glance at
Christine and Mabs. She looked at
Babs with & swift relioved smile.
Then she tripped over to her,

“Manago td calm her down, thenr?”
she whispered.

%1 think so,” Babs said.

“0Oh, good old Babsl That's
topping.” | .
And Beatrice beamed.

Babs smiled, too. Certainly there
wes  mothing now to suggest that
Christine bore even a lingering trace of
bad humiour. Another five minutes
went by. The door opened again.
And this time it was Isabel, carrying
a mew tube of balls in her hand.

“0Oh, Christine}” she cried.

Christine, sbsorbed in her game,
locked up. Then she flushed as she
saw the visitor . .

“No, don’t get up,” Isabel said. "3

drew her hand aeroés

BABS

¥ "and then looked at the smudge on her
that it had only recently been done, But
the guilty gir! and thus

for

just brought these along. 1 thought,”

she added, *‘you might e a few

extra balls—and I've got such a stock,

&:]t; knm?v. Would you like them,
istine 7"

Christine stared at her wonderihgly.

“¥ou mean—you—youre giving
them to me?”

“What elso?” Isabel asked. © Just
& little present,” she laughed. “Here
we are, Christine.” .

For a moment Christine hesitated,
her face turning a fiery red. Babs
touched her arm.- . .

“Lucky old you, Chris!” sho cried.

«Well—" Christine faltered, and

then drew a deep breath. “If you
really mean it—-="
“0f course, BOOS8 1”  And Isabel

laughed musically. “ And please don’t
thank me,” she said. “I'm sure you'll
make bstter use of them than ever 1
could—and you'll be uvsing a few
between now and the final, won't you?
Yet me know if I cen do anything elso
for you,” she added graciously, as she

‘walked out of the room..

“Welll”  Christine breathed, and
darted a stupel look at the tube.
o Ba.gs, -I—1I say, that's.jolly-decent of

“«Qp, let's have & ladk, Christ”

o |
ti:e insult wch had been left for Christine,

By Hilda Richards 7
Clara Trevlyn said eagerly.: “There's- -

an old bat on the table there. You
can try them out.”
Christine gulped egain. She looked

just a little ashamed now. That Isabel,
whom she had accused of bei her
enemy, could z.ct like this. Oh, stuff | Bhe
had just been a spiteful, contemptuous
little"idiot. Babs was right, after aill

And she really did want some now
balls. She had been thinking, indeed,

of gatting a pew tube from Hollands
in Courtfield. .

She upturned the tube just as Lydia
Crossendale, accompanied by
Frost, came :nto the room.
girls

Froances
Somewhat
gathored

enviously the other

fingers, Here was proof
would that help her to discover

quieten her furious chum? She fervently hoped so ;
Christine -in her present angry mood might do anything.

round her as she shook eix mnew
balls on to thetable. Then sho stared.
“Y say, what's thist?” she cried. |
For on each of thoso balls, hastily
daubed in some dark colour, was a
cuPital letter
‘Funny,” said Babs, and stared.
“M, P, E—there are two E’s, Christine

T, R. Blessed if I know—"

«“0h, my aunt!” cried Lydia
Crossendale. -

“What?”

“Don*t you see “—and Lydia suddenly
grinned. " They make & word! Here.
wait a minute, lot me arrange them!"
And stepping forward, Lydia cnught ufi
the balls, putting them side by si o—all
but the last one, which Christine held
in her hand. “Tt is—yes!” she cried,
.and then burst into a peal of laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!" :

For the word, as Christine put down
the last ball, was:

TEMPER. .

“Jolly cute way of telling you what
she thinks of you!" giggled Trances

Frost.
 But Christine w? stmndin%‘still. ‘Her
face hod gone a denthly white, Even

Babs- was startled;  even Babs was’
shaken, wondering &ll in a moment if
there svas, after all, gomething in what
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o )
Christino _believed. Then suddenly,
w::at%y, Christine snatched up the
‘Bal ith trembling hands sle
ramimed them into the tube again.
“ Christine,” Babs said, *where—""
Chrigtine was starting towards the

“ door, Too late Babs jumped after her

. a8 the door violently closed. Almost.

.at & run Christine stormed up to, Isabel
Dreke's study; without troubling to
imock, she slung open the door. |

Isabel was there. She turned with a
start,
+ “Why, Christine—" o

4 VYou—you catl|” choked Christine.
“Vou awfnl, insulting, sin.eful cat1”
And back went the arm which held the
tube, forwerd-ib shot again, and the six
balls jerked out, hitting Isabel in the
face. * And that,” Christine cried, “ia
what I think of you—and your insulta!
And take that, too!” she added tem-
pestuonsly, as she flung the container
after the balls.

s

Bahs is Puzzled!
BUT before Christine

could retreat
through the dgor,
after that violemt
outburst, bel had
Lumped forward. With
her own anger almost
equalling the fury of the
Tourth Former, she caught Christine
by the shoulders. Her eyes blazed.
“Christine, you—gou wretch 1"
“Well, you asked for it!” Christine

cried. :

#T3» Jsabel eyed her mngrily. *8o
this is what comes of trying to be kind
to you! This is what comes of trying
to please yout Christing, I don’t want
to be harsh, You know, if I reported

you for thie, Miss Primrosze would
p_wbabl% give you a gevere deten-

ion———' . L

“Well, hang you, report1” Christine
flamed. “1 don’'t carel I've tol
you=—" che shonted, and then started
and poused &8 8 new fqrm entered—
Barbara. *I—" she s2id, and tried
to shoke herself free. *“Let me gol”
she blazed out. L B

4Qh, my bat, Christine1” Balbs cried
in horror. * What have you done?”

But she saw that immediately she
asked the question. The little, white
celluloid balls, one or two of them still
rollling aoross the floor, told their own
tale.

“ Ohristine, you will “apologise for
that,” Isabel said grimly.

#] won't)” Christine flamed.

“0h, my goodness! Wait 8 jiffy 17
Babs cried in desperation. “Christine,
what & hot-headed idict you arel
Isabel, I think you ought to lmow,”
she sdded. “When Christine turned
those balls out, each one was lettered,
und when the letters were placed to-
gether they made up s word—temper e

“0Oh|" Isabel paused. “And you
thqu%ht T'd dome that?® she asked
qule‘FVy. .
“Woell, who else?” Christine blazed.

“ Christine, please! Isabel, you don’t
know anything about it?” Baos asked.

“(Of gourse I don’t1” Isabel flushed.
“The balls were perfecily all right
when I packed them in the tube. There
wasn't 8 mark on them. If they were
tampered with, they must have been
tampered with in the interval I went
to sce Miss Bullivant—which was just
before I came into the Common-room.
8til,” she added bitterly, I _chall
know better than to make  Christine
apother present!"

“Byt = look There—"  Christine
splugtered. .. : .

“Ara you going to apologise?™

«All right1? Isabel’s eyes gleamed.
“Then, sorry.as 1 am to punish
will take a hun
If,” she added, “you care
come and apologise before eall-over,
will let you off. Not otberwise.”
her a eavage look.
. she stormed out
) abs stayed. Babs,
as a matter of fact, had just picked up
one of the table tennis ball
examining it closely.
suddenly at the ruffied prefect.

“Jsabel, do you use po

Then, with a

ster colours !

frowned. “That’s some sort of paint
artists use, isn’t it? -I'm afraid not,
o Art Il’sn’i. mytatron
especially now I'm swotting physics.
WYXF?” -

“F just wondered,” the Junior School
captain_said thoughtfully, looking at
1 “ Whoever printed

2 great deal of that in the school,
because the ususl colour we use in art
ust ordinary water colour.
Isabel, can' I have thie ball?”

“Vou can have the whole lot, as far
as I'm concerned,” Isabel said. d
if you're going t?,Christine-—-—”

« Just tell her I’'m in carnest about
those lines—or the apolo
might tell her,
at this rate she
pelled from the

Babs noedded.
look so dreadfully upset. With the ball

rather flercely cor

‘Il be getting herself ex-
tournament alt

doubts before that
someone was plotting to drive a wedge
between Christine and Isabel, sh
utterly convinced now.

But who was it?
and Faith Ashton and

What further

eggy Preston,

lour? .

s it Faith? Babs paused—
until she remembered that Faith Lad
been in Courtfield al, this afterncon, and
_'That certainly cleared
ible list of suspects. I
was absurd to suspect Peggy, of course,
so that seemed to eliminate every girl in-
the Fourth. SoWe girl in one of th
othor Forms, perhaps. But who? And
e of all ikat was mysterious,
for what motive?

The clue, such as it w
to lead to any goal.
thought about
thrown beck upon one
answer to the question, she felt, Ia
Christine herseli. Bome girl t!
ing had deliber
Christine’s mind

as, did not scem
The more Babs
it the more she was

ately tried to poison
against Isabel Drake.
Could these other happenings be the
work of that girl?

Determined to find out, she went to
Christine’s study. Christine bit her lip
as she came in.

“0Oh, Babs, I—I'm sorry—-"

¢l
scowl] flitted across Christine’s good-
looking face. “I’'m net going to a;
T don’t care what
Oh, I know you li
're worried ; but youw're not the
being hit at. She’s just dead
8he’s jolly well doing
this because she wants my place I
_she eaid soothingly.
«Shall we let it go at that—for the
moment? Perhaps,” she added,
efarn long that T
want to believe ik,
_cnly thing I do ask,”
*3ig that there shall be no

prove to you b
wraong; but if you

Bahs went on,
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more talk of chucking ?ip the tourna-
ment,  And, Chris, old thivg, don’t
forget the lines,” - .

“Hang the lines!” Christine eaid
savagely.

“You're not going to do them?”

“No I” Christine gnapped. ' 2

“All right!” _Babs sighed again.
«Then Mabs and I will have to do them
for you.” She saw the flush that
stained the other’s cheeks and pressed
home her advanta, “1f you're keen
op running yourself into trouble +and
perhaps getting thrown out of the
fournament, we aren’t,” she eaid.
“We've got the school to consider.”

Christine glowered.

“Oh rats1 Well, in that case, I'll do
them {” she enid huffily, ~

“Good girl 7 Baba laughed. “Chris,
old thing,” she added keenly, “won't
vou tell me who told you this morning
that Isabel was trying to bag your place
in the table tennis team "’

Christine coloured.

“Bahs, you know I can’t, I gave my
word. Anywsy, what's that got to do
Vi 6 1 think ja just mei

ot, ink, ris, just mel
Babs pleaded. - Cpein

But Christine shook Her head. How-
ever much she cared for Babs, she would
not break her werd. -

#Bahs, pleass don’t ask me,” she

gaid.

Babs nodded. She knew better, after
thet, than to press the point.

_“All right, then. But you'll do the
lines, Christine”

“Y¥.yes,” Christine said. ¢ But—but I
won't take them along. The less I see
of Isabel Drake the better it's going to
be for all of usl” sho added grimly.
“If you wouldn’t mind trotting them
in to her——" -

«“Pleasure " said Baba. “Bring them
along when yoi've finished them.”

Anll, with a nod, she strolled out,
while Christine, drawing paper and pen
towards her, started there and then
upon her task. In Btudy No. 4 Babs
found Mabs, and in s few moments had

ut har chum in possesion of all the
hntegb develépments. Maha shook her

ead, :

“ A queer business,” she said. “ Dashed
queer business! ause, Babs, what
can anyone, except Isabel or Ida Green-
away, gain bxngetting Christine out of
the team? that seems to be the
object, doesn’t it? Put there's one
thing we can do’," ghe added thought-
fully, “though I'm hothered if I seo a
wa{, of dom_i it. It's protty certain that
Ysabel is like & red rag to & bull to
Christine at the moment. We've got {0
kea%t.hcm apart.” -

“H’m1"” Babs said. ;

Not until that moment had she
thought of that aspect of the situation.
That certainly was true. Christine, in
her present mood, would be better keps
out of Isabel’s sight, innocent though
that kindly meaning prefect was.

And yet, if that was to happen, what
abiout table tennis practice—and, par-
ticularly, what about to-morrow, w. ich
was the last half-holidey before the
tournament itself?  Both Isabel and
Christine would want to practise. The
only place they could practise properly
was the gym—where, of course, they
would be fogether.

“But—well,” Babs said, with sudden
inspirstion, “why worry? You're
thinking of practics, of course, Mabsi”

“Yes, of course,” Mabs answered.

“/There’s the Friardale Hall,” Babs
gaid thoughtfully, “That’s not used by
the village girls in_the afternoon.
doveral of us are members of the Friar-
dale Girls’ Club, thon h, goodness
knows, wo never use the It's gat
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two table tennis tables, too. Bupposs
we try it out?” . .

“Jolly good 1” Mabs eaid relievedly.
“7My hat! Why dido't I think of that
in tﬁe first place "

But she need hardly have reproached
terself for that.  Kzcept to pay the
subseription of a shilling a year, none
of the girls at Clif House ever thought
of using the village girls’ hall.

There must have been fifty members
of the Friardale Girls’ Club at Cliff
House—and quite a goodly number
from the neighbouring sehools round
ahout, the subscription being taken out
merely to help the village girls to main-
tain their clug. which, without such out-
side support, would have died a lan-
guishing death. 8till, for once there
was no reason why they should not
availb thfilq-tselvaa of the privilege of
membpershi’ .
" "Apart pfrom which,” Mabs said
keenly, “there might be other girls
there who would give Christine a game.
I believe (tladys Fitch, of Cou:;tﬁe_ld.
belongs to the village ci_ub. Dor’t like
her much. Do you? Bit of a swanker
the always strikes me Btill, she's one
of the finalists for her school, 1sn’t;,shef
It’s just likely she might be there.

Babs nodded again B8he looked keen
then. Like Mabs, she hadn't much use
for conceited Gladys Fitch but there was
no arguing with the fact that Gladga was
& superb table tennis player, an had,
in fact, won this same imporiant com-
petition last year. What a rehearsal for
the great event if they could persuade
Gladys to meet Christine!

And so that plan was decided upon.
Christine, when it was put to_her, was
delighted. Lady Pat, when Babs out-
1ine§ it to her, nodded her agreement,
for Tady Pat was as desgerabely keen as
Babs Lgat. thers should be no more
friction between Issbel and the echool
champion i

And so next afternoon immedmt.e_li
after dinner, Christine, Bai)s, Mabas, an
Clara wended their way to the willage
club premises. - . .

Christine, armed with her favourite
bat, and with her famous fob pinned to
her dress. was in eather.

They recched the club—a long, ram-
bling Army hut type of building, very
roomy and commodious, w
accommodated  in_  the
8t. Mary's Church. They :
r;.bher surprised to find so many girls
there. -

Quite a sprinkling of Cliff House there
was, and a fair number of Whitechester
girls, and several Courtfield Eu-ls. and
evan one or two from distant Kenmarsh.
There were two tables, and both of them
were occupied at the moment.

“Busy, eh?” Mabs chuckled.
I say, Babs, look who's there!”

“{ladys Fitch!” Babs breathed.

Gladys Fitch was there. A rather

plumpish girl, Gladys, with decidedly un- -

pleseant cast of countenance. Appar-
ently, she had just finished a game, for
ghe was sitting, bat in hand, on a seat
and another girl, her back turned
towards Babs, wgs bending over_ her.
The other girl 8 ena:lfy recognisable
as Beatrice Beverley of the Fourth.
Clara raised her eyebrows.

“Didn't know Beatrice knew her,” she
muttered “Where do we hang our
clothes, Baba?" i .

But Babs did not reply mmedmpahyl.
She was still looking at Gladys Fitch.
As she looked. Gladys' glance strayed
towards her She gave a slight start,
and then anxiously muttered something
to Beatrice Beverley At once Beatrice
swung round, for 8 moment looking flus-
tered. Then, with a amile, she came
forward.

“Whv, Christine!” she cried. “And

“ And—

Babs! Fancy meeting you here! Coing
to play?”

“If there's a chance,” Christine said.

*Qh, yes, there is—of courss. I've got
the teble after this game's finished.
Christine, play me?” she added eagerly.

“Challenge accepted,” Christine
laughed. “But I warn you, I'm in
form.”

She was. Five minutes later the
mateh was played. Christine, on top of
herself, ocasily smashed her way to
victory, making Beatrice, good player as
she ias, appear the veriest novice.
Beatrice, with good-natured grace,
rotired. Clara took her place. No mean
exponent of table tennis was Clara, but
Clara miéht have heen aa child in arms
the way Christine treated her. Christine
waa just wonderful.

Babs glowaed. What a champion! On
this form Christine could have beaten a
professional. She looked round. Really,
there seemed nobody worth Christine's
attention—until she remembered the
crack player of Courtlield. But of
Gledys Fitch there was no sign.

“I say, what about challenging her?"
she asked eagerly. *“ Anybody know
where she i 1"

. ““She just went to the cloak-room, I
think,” ancther girl said.

Babs dimmpled. Off she went. The
cloak-room was not a large or roomy
apartment, and was just full of clothes,
supported on great racks strung from one
side of the room to'the other.

As Babs entered and looked round she
heard a voice. It was a voice which
came from behind a line of coats a few
paces to her right.

“8e,” it said, “I shan’t say good-bye
to you, Gladys. I don't think, in tﬂe
circs, it would be wise if Bahs & Co.
thought we knew each other, do you?”

The voice was that of eatrice
Beverley.

“Well, perhaps not,” ecame Gladys
Fiteh’s answer. “But—" 8She pansed.

“You're sure everything’s all right?
How will you let me know?*

“Phone you,” Beatrice said,

“(h, yes, of course!”

Babs flushed, realising then that she
was overhearing conversation not in-
tended for her ears. She hesitated, then,
rather wonderingly. retraced her steps.
Funny, she thought—jolly funny. What
a queer girl Beatrice Beverley could be
at times! Whg shouldn't she and hér
chums know that Beatrice and Gladys
were friends? .

It seemed absurd to Babs, who was too
proud of any of her friendships to even
dream of making a secret of one of them.

A Serious Waming!

ELL, it wasn’t her

business, of course

—and hecanse it

wasn't her buai-

ness, Babs dismissed that

rather peculiar little con-

versation from her mind.

She strolled back into the games hall,

and there she waited until dys, un-

accompanied by Beatrice, came out of

the cloak-room. But Gladys, when she

was invited to Elay with Christine,
disdainfully shook her head.

“Thank you—no!"” she said.

“But, Gladys, if you win your semi-
final, you'll meet her in the final of the
singles,” said Babe .

“All the more reasom,” Gladys re-
torted, “why we shouldn't meet before-
band. I should hate,” she said, with
gentle insinuation, “to give one of your
candidates an inferiority complex! Any-
way, I'm playing Linda Gay, of White-
chester.” .

A little red-eared, Babs retired. What

- ready, Christine
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a swanker Gladys was! Still, it didn't
matter—for who should enter the roem
at that moment but Flora Cann of the
Lower Fifth, and Flora immediately
challonged Christine to a game. While
Linda and Gladys used one table,

Christine and Flora used the other, and -~
keenly watching both games,

Babs,
smiled. ;

For if Christine was playing on top of
her form, so was Gladys, her probable
opponent. If Christine played against
her like' this, the result was a foregone
conclusion. ,

A fierce attacking player was Flora,
but Christine chopped back her hardest
drives with ease, and then attacked in
turn, heating the eaptain of tha Lower
Fifth all ends up.

“ Well, ‘you’ra too pood!” Flora said
ruefully. “My hat, I'd like to know who
could beat you on that form "—and she
gazed challengingly at Gladys, who,
finishing her game, left- with a faing
sneer on-her face.

After a few moments Beatrice followed
her. Again Babs Aushed as she found
herself thinking of the peculizr com-
panionship hotween these two. How
very, very odd!

But it was time for the Cliff House -

chums to be poing then. They walked
back to Clif House, Christine jokin,
and laughing, very, very pleased mdeeg
with herself, and in the most sereno good
humour.

That good humour lasted until they
arrived ot Clif House. But it
vanished instantly when, mecting
Lydia Crossendale and Freds TFoerriers
strolling across Big Hall, Lydia gave a
sudden and affected jump of fright,
and, clutching Freda’'s bony shoulders,
protended to hide behind her.

“’Ware, bogy!" she palpitated.
“Has she got 1t with her, Freda?”

“Got what?” Freda grinned.

“Her temper!”

Christine stopped dead; her face sud-
denly turned white. She took ome
furious ste
fubs caught her arm—she shook her

eaa.

“No, Christine, don't!
being catty!”

“But I'm not going—

“Yes, you arel!” Bahs said sooth-
ingly, and signed to Clara to take
Christing’s other arm. “You're just
going to toke no notice, old thing.
Lydie's only egging you on.”

“] am the pgirl with the terrible
temper I” Lydia chanted.

Christine gritted her teeth; bhut
before she could say anything elso Bahbs
and Clara had rushed her off. 8Still
somewhat ruffled, she found herself
in Study No, 4.

“Now, tea,” Babs said brightly.
“Mabs, weke old Bessie up! i,
Bessie, come out of Dreamland! Here's
two boblets, old thing! Go down to the
tuckshop and get in some grubbinsi
Christine, help get the tes,” she added
—*knives forks, and all the rest-of
the stuff,. Now, Mahs, cloth, please!”

Christine laughed.  That sudden
diverting of her energies into another
channel had

Bhe's only

banishing her gloom.
Very busy indeed the cheery Babs
kept her until,

b{l the time tea was
ne had completely for-
gotten the Lydia incident. And, just to
make certain that thers should no
repetition of that incident, Babs and
Mabs and Clars kept Christine after
ten, talking table tennis and lawn tennis
in the study.

But what hagroned in the dormitory
afterwards spoiled it all,

And the fault again was Lydia’s—
Lydia, who took such a malicious de-
lizht in following up any bersecution

towards the tormentor; but -

the effect at once of-

By




-g_;stting into bed,

to “Champion—-But What a Temper 1™

which affected & member of Babs & Co.’s

circle. ]
!%Y:E" Lydia was saying ino hushed,
shooked tones to Frances Frast—" yes,

*° it's true; you know. ”Ila's a new game—
a

, bran

new game,

Christine, cleaning her teeth before

“#They used to call it table tennis,” p

s

went on, “Then Christine

started playing it, you know. But

. Christine, of course, played differently

from anyone else—ch, my little dears,
you should just have scen how she
Phyed it1 And because,” Lydia added,
cghe played it in this most extra-
ordinary way, they found & new
name for her particular game. They
altered it to temper tennis. Dido’t
they, Temper?” she added, with a
malicious grin. .

«Lydia!® Babs cried shar’[jly._

For Babs had seen, as Lydia had
seen, that flush mounting the nape of
Christine’s nock. She had scen the
gudden quiver Christine had given as
she paused in_ her tooth-cleaning
operations, and she knew that Lydia’s
story had stung home, DBut she wasn't
prepared for what happened at_the

end of it.  Neither, alast was Miss
Bullivant.
For that mistress entered . the

dormitory just as Christine furiously
jorked_her glass of cloudy tooth-water
2t Lydin—and the water splashed over
Miss Bullivant! ’

 Chyistine 1" she gasped.

«@3h mum-my hatt® Christine stut-
tered. :
you, Miss Bullivant!” : S

«Y ghould think—I should hope it
waan't 7 Miss Bullivant said furiounsly.
“Pooh] Give me a towel, Barbaral
Who it was intended for does not
ne The fact is "—furiously. towel-
ling herseli—"that you threw it.
I have told you before I .will not have
such _horseplay in the dormitory.
Christine, you will take s bad conduct
mark snd a hundred lines. And the
next time anything like thizs happens,”
Miss Bullivant hoated—* tho next time,
Christine, I will detain you!l Let that
be & warningl”

“Ha, ha, ha!" cackled Lydia.

* And, Lydia, you can take fifty lines
for laughing 1" Miss Bullivant rasped.

Lydia’s laugh suddenly froze on her
unpleasant face.

“4Oh, I say—" she scowled.

“ And do not answer me back! Take
a further fifty lines for daring to pro-
tost1” Miss Bullivant raved. “Get mio
bed all of you—and take that sulky look
off your face, Lydial”

Clara chuckled.  Christine gave a
twisted sort of smile. Lydia, scowling
more ferociously than ever, turned away,
while Miss Bullivant, towel in hand
and a gleam of wrath to her eyes, im-
patiently watched the Form as they
sattled down. Then she switched out
the lights.”

“ Good-night I”_she said.

“ Good-might, Miss Bullivant.”

Miss Bullivant darted a final search-
ing eve around the dormitory, and then
turned to the door.

“Beastly old haybag!” growled
Lydia, when the irate mistress had gone.
«Jtill, T must say, if you can't shoot
better than that in the tennis final,

'Femper—— Wow 1” ehe ended, splut-
tering.. “Who threw that wet sponge ™
«1 did,” Clara Trevlyn eaid, “and

I've got my shoe here ready to follow
it up. Lidia. please do say ' Temper '
again1” she begged sweetly. “I'm ach-
ing to aim!”

. But Lydia, who kmew the Tomboy's
little ways, anly savegely grunted.

pretended Dot to &= <

“That—that wasn't meant for-

figure came sweeping towards

Christine Tries!
{3 cH! wuffl”
: lsughed‘BarEarl.
Redfern breath-
jessly, and with
her face all Aushed and hot,
and her chestnut curls
blowing in the breeze, ‘she
atted her chest. A good rum, Chris
—jolly good 1” she panted. “ Enjoy it?”

“Did I?” Christine laughed. And
as flushed and breathless as Bahs, she
Jooked exceedingly pretty. “But what
about going back mow?”

Babs nodded. Rising-bell had just
gone, Christine and Babs had been up
haif an hour, however, putfing in gome
excellent work on the Chff House cinder
track. Babs' ides that had been—not
because she thought Christine required
extra training, but sim ly to have her
out of the dorms.tor{ and so prevent any
further renewal of hostilities between
her and Lydia Crossendale in the
mornmf. .

So far, that plan had succecded
admiirably. .

« Better get in,” Babs said. “Chance
for us to have s whack at those line
bofore brekker. Game, Chris?” y

Christine smiled. .

“ But, Babs, 1 don't want you to——>"

«(Qh, stuff| Come anl” Babs said.
“Many hands make light work, you
know. We'll do them in your study,
she added.

Christine smiled. What a world of
affection there was in the fHecting glance
she bostowed upon Babs then! What a
wealth of appreciation in_that slight,
soft pressure she gave to Babs’ arm RS
they turned their faces schoolwards
sgain. Happy was ristine—and
laughing was Christine until, nearin
the Fourth Form corridor, a graccfu
ens

Christine suddenly stiffened; all the
happiness faded from her features as
she found herself looking into the
face of Isabel Drake.

" Oh, good-morning " Yeabel eanid, a
trifto awkwardly. * Been out for a run,
Barharat *

“Ves, thanks, Isabel ! Tt was lovely 17
Babs laughed. 2

“(tood stuff 1 Tsabel chuckled, though
it was noticeable she addressed her
remarks only to Babs—for fear, perhaps,
of offending _the decidedly tempera-
mentel Christine. * Well, good lack 17
she smiled; and then, as Miss Charmant
appeared at_the end of the corrider,
hurried off with a nod after the mistress,
Babs smiled_at Christine.

“(Cheery, isn't she1” che asked.

« All right,” Christine unenthusiastic-
ally answered.

To herself Babs grimaced. Obyiously,
Christine was not altogether in humour
with Isabel agsin.

In silence now they continued on their

'way -up the corrider.

Christine bpushcd open the door of
Study No. 6. One pace ghe took into,
the study, and then halted as if she had
suddenly been turned to stone. g

For on the table, propped up against
& pile of bocks, was a card, and on_that
card, executed again in poster colour,
was a scrawled. message.

“Temper Wilmer,” it read, “why
don't you get out of the tournanent and
make way for your betters?”

There was no signature.

Something Jlike 8 hisa came from
Christine’s lips, Her eyes suddenly
flaming, she tock & step forward.

“That catl” she cried. “That catl
So this is why she was messin aboni
here this morning, was it? Butshe's nat
going to get away with this I

THE ScuHOOLGIRL

. " Chuistine 1* pleaded Babs, “Chris-
tine, what are Jou going to do1?

L i'm fomg. Christine raved, “to
iolly well ram this down Isabel's neck 1
'm going—="

% Chris-
never

_“No_l” Babs cried sharply.
tine, if you do, T—F1l never,
speak to you again}’

“Bui she did 1t1”

tQhe didn't!” Babs’ lips set. “Chris,
let me look at that card 1"

“But, Babs——" .

et me have a lock I” Babs insisted.

Christine maved to one_side, though
her eyes were still gleaming. -

Bahs looked at the card. The paster
colour was the same, Bhe drew her
hand across the lettering. It smudged,
proclaiming plainly that it had only
rocently been dome. But by whom ?

“Well 1 Christine glowered,

“Yt—it’s just been done,” Babs said.

«(Of course it's just been domel!”
Christino fanted out. * She did it—then
she brought it here. Who else could
have done it? Who elsa would want ma
to get out of the table temms finals?
Wait till 1 see heti Just wait—""

There was & kmock on the door. It
opened. And Christine quivered as if
cho had received an electric shock when
the door opened and into the ToOm
looked——

Isabel Drakel :

*(Oh, Barbara,” she said, “1 meant
to ask you— Hallo, what on earth's
that?" she added, as she stared at the
insulting message. - .

Christine’s lips curled disdainfully.

“Vou den’t know 7 she asked.

“I17 , of course I don’t~—"'

“No1” Chr.stine flamed out then.
“No1"” she cried, snd her face was on
fire. A nice gmeaking way of doing
things, that is, isn’t it? But I tell you
now, Issbel Drake, ¥ wouldn’t resign
from the team if I bad fifty rotten
anonymous letters} And don’t think,”
the added violently, “you're going to
get away with thiat you -can do
rotten tricks, sc can 11" I've stoad
enough——" . .

“Christing 1” cried Isabel furiously.

“(h, please, TIsabel I exclaimed Bab
And she nodded, desperately hopm%th
the prefect would understand. “She
ghe’s had a bit of a shock!” she mut-
“Let me talk to her, Isabel,

it

&
tered.
please

The note in her voice was one almost
of agony. :

Isabel paused. But sho understoad
then. As prefect she should have taken
action for that outburst. But she re-
membered in time, Her presence at
the moment was only provokin Chris-
tine, and, goodness knows, Christine,
believing she wes the author of the
insult, %ad sufficient cause to forget
duty and discipline. 8he nodded.

«All right, Cbristine, when you've
calmed down I'll talk to you,” she said
quickly. “Meantime I 'know nothing
B‘l‘:otﬁr that insult, whatever you may
think.” .
« Fib——" began Christine; but Babs
silenced her with an angry look.

And Isabel left tha study .

“Well, she is a fibber " Christine said

defiantly at Babs.
_ “Chris, I'm Borry 1 PBabs despair-
ingly shook her head. *I thought you
knew Isabel better than that. gtill,
never mind. Now, for goodness’ sake,
you chump, calm down ! I'm going to
try to find out who wrote this 1

Babs did—but her investigations led
her nowhere. Her one and only clue
to the writer of that card was the poster
colour. The colour was dark purple—
a rather unususl shsde—but though _
Babs made the most careful inquiries,
che got nowhere. A sidelight on the
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mystery, however, was shed Ly Miss
Ayres, the drawing mistress, when Babs
spoke to her.

“Purple poster colour!” she said,
“Why, yes! I remember now. A jar
of that is missing from the stndio.
Somebody must have taken it.”

Qo that was where the poster colour
was coming from? The unknown artist
had stolen it during art class, The dis-
covery, though interesting, dide't get
Babs any farther.

Perhaps it was natural that Babs
ghould suspect Lydia Crossendale. But
when she made inguiries she discovered
that Lydia had
that morning. Beeing that the poster
colour had still been wet, and, therefore,
freshly cxecuted, that certainly cleared

ydia.

But the incident left its mark upon
Christine. In class &he was rather
brooding—a fact which Lydia & Co.
were quick to notice and to comment
on in malicious whispers.

After lessons, Babs and Mabs, im-
mediately taking possession of Christine,
rashed her off to the bieycleshed—
appatently to help Babs re air a punc-
ture, but in reality to get hristine oub
of her tormentor's way.

Spuntering back to dinner, Dabs
looked at her stormy chum.

“(Christine, all right now " she asked
anxiously. £

“Y.yes, I—~I suppose so.” Christino
bit her lip. “Babs, I'm soriy—sorry
about this beastly temper of mine. But
that doesn’t mean,” she added, bitter-
ness in her voice, “that I've forgiven
Isabel Drake. I'm only sorry because
it makes me feel go rotten—because of
you, old thing. . Oh, podness1 I—I
wish I could keep it under control.”

“Keep on trying,” Babs counselled.
“Ii's pretty tough, I know. But keep
on, old Chris. And*—she frowned—
“keep out of Lydia’s way.”

Christine nodded. They went in.
After dinner Christino was the first out
of the room, and they did not see her
again until afternoon lessons.  Then,
once ngain, she vanished, and Babs,
who had discovered that Isabel was not
using the gym, went in search of her,

She ran her to earth eventually in
the library, whero she found Christine
busily wntini.

“Chris, whatever have you leen
doing ?” she asked. )

Christine smilod—rather wearily.

“I’'m just finishing my lines for Miss
Bullivant,” she said, and nodded
towards tho sheets. “Apart from that,
I'm taking your advice and keeping
out of Lydia’s way. That cat passed mo
a lotter in class this afterncon—yol
didn't see it, did you? T tore it up
without even looking at it.”

“Cood girl!” Babs glowed. “That’s
the stuff. But”—and she started—"1I
suy, Chris, what have you donc with
your tennis fob?”

Christine, glancing down
blouse, jumped. .

Ol:, my goodness !” she cried in dis-
may. “I—1 must have dropped it
somowhere,” And suddenly, most con-
cornedly, she started wp. “It—it must
De in the study | she cried frantically.

“Well, comse on; we'll go and look
for it,” Babs said.

Christine nodded. The loss of her
mascot fob was a tragedy which even
‘Babs counld not appreciate at its fullest
worth. Christine would rather have
lost & term’s pocket money than that
fob—ond with the table tennis finaly
coming off to-morrow the fob had never
seemed so important or so significant
a8 it was now. In a perfect flutter she
snatched up her sheets of lines and
hurried with Babs to Study No. 6.

at her

been the last out of bed.

"I'hey searched, but of the missing fob
there was no trace.

“But it must be here—it must ¥
Christine said frantically. “I remember
T had it on before I went to the library:
Babs, look down the side of the arm-
chair there. I was sitting in that, Is it

there 7"

“No,” Babs said. “But, Chris—"

“Then perhaps it—it's somewhero
abont here,” Christine said, getting on
her Lknces and looking under the
bureau. “I remember now I dr:ipped
something behind the bureau and I was
rooting about on the floor trying to find
it. Babs, no, it—it isn’t herel!” sho
i haps you dropped

“Then perhaps you droppe, it in the
corridor,” Babs auggestedr.) “0Oh, cheer
'up, Chris! Somebody’s bound to havo
found it. FLook here, I'll go and make
inquiries,” she added. *“I— Ohl
Is—Isabel |” she faltered.

For the door had suddenly opened.
Isabel Drake stood on the threshold—
an Isabel whose face was pale and stern
with anger. She did not even look at
Babs. But she strode straight up to
the distressed Christine.

“Christine 1” she cried,

Christine stiffened.

“Well, what dd you want?”

“Yeou know very well what I want!”
Isabel's eyes glimmered, *You threat-
ened, this morning, didn’t you, to get

CHRISTINE stared up at the prefect

By Hilda Richards **

“But surely, Isabel—" Buabs started
anxiously.

“Barbara, I am sorry, But this time
I cannot sllow interference,” Isabel
gaid.  “Christine, obsessed by this
foolish ides of hers, warned me she:
would have her revenge upon me.- Bhe
has had it. Deliberately she has broken
open my box in my study | Deliberately
she has taken my bats! She knows as
well as I do how difficult it is to play
with strange bats. Christine, I give yon
one minute before I report this matter,”
she added. “Where are those bats?”

“Y don't know!” Christine flamed.
« And I don't jolly well care! I haven't
even seen your beastly bats 1™

. Christinej,‘ do not tell lies!”

«Y repeat—do not tell—" and then
Isahel reeled; Babs gave a c¢ry. For .

she suspected of plotting against her.,

¢« Well, what do youwant ? ' she asked
curtly.
want,”’ snapped Isabel.
ened to get your own back on me.
Now, apparently, you've done it. What

‘* You know very well what I
‘ You threat-

have you done with my table tennis hats ? "'

your own back on mo? Now, eppar-
ently, yow've done it! What have you
done with my tablo tennis bats?”

Too Much of a Temper!
HRISTINE stared at

her,
* “Your what?”
“My bats! You

[E]

£ know It was obvious
that Isabel was holding in
her anger only by the
greatest of efforts. “You forced open
my box in my study, Christine. You
took from it my favourite bats. T sup-
pose,” she added bitterly, “this is your
idea of paying me out because you
thought I had teken your bat in the
first place?”
Christine glared.
%] don't know what you are talking
about !” she snapped. R
“Christine, don’t tell me lies {” Isabel
said sharply.

Christine, beside herself and utterly un:
controlled, had lunged out. Her open
?alm camo smack | scross the prefect’s
Ace. .

“Christine——"" shrigked Babs.

“You—>" Isabel cried, and her hand
went up. “You!” she said, and stared
at the enraged junior as if she could not
believe her eyes. “Christine, you—you
hit me!” she stuttered.

“And IL” r nied a voice behind her,
“saw it|! Thank you, Isabel, you may
leave this matter to mel” And on to
the scene, her face like flint, stalked
Miss Bullivant. ©Christine, why did
you do that?” : .

“She called me a fibber1” Christine
passionately declared.

“What? Isabel—" .

«1 pcoused her,” Isabel said, breath-
inﬁ hard, “of forcing open my box and
taking table tennis bats—"

“Andmlydidn't 1” flamed Christine.
“Please modulate your voice!” Miss

(Continued on page (4)




O it's nearly Panceke Day again !
Don't you just love pancakes ?
This Patricia, of yours doea! And
so do the rest of the family.

Father always has lemon on his. Mother
has no lemon, but lots of sugar. Big
brother Brian likes lots of lemon and lots
of sugar. Your Patricia likea hers with
the juice of half ag orange squeezed over
them, While emall bmﬁr, Heathering-
ton, or Heath for short, likes jam, honey,
or treacle over his, and no orenge or
lemon, !

You’d never believe that there could be
so many small differences of taste in one
tamily, would you ?

Talking—or rather, writing—of Pan-
cake Day, makea me immediately think, of
course, of Lent.

I wonder if you're going to ** give up ”
anything this year. .

¥our Patricia has been wondering what
little ** gacrifice "—if I may call it that—
to make. And finds it rather difficult.

You see, I don’t take sugar in my tea,
coffeo, or cocoa, o it wouldn't be very
meritorious to give up pugar. 1 don’t eat
a lot of jam.

So perhaps I will give up chocolates—
which I do love so0—and put the money
saved in the collecting box of the local
hoeapital.

® Rain Wear

What did T tell i\;:u about over-boots
and oil-silk hoods wear in the rain?
Haven't they becomo pgpular !

Heore's one discovery I've made sbout

rain-boots, however, that may interest
you, .
Ag you know, these—unlike Wellingtons
—are worn over outdoor ehoed. But I
have found that it ia best to wear an oldish
peir of shoea with over-boots, and leather
ones, if possible.

For even the best fitting over-hoots
will ruby the shoes, and this is partioularly
noticeable on sudde—which can be such a
bother to brush up egain.

80 remember—don't wear sudde shoes
inside your rubber boots.

@® A Young Expert

I expect you have all been reading in
the newspapers about that wonderful
young skating- expert, Daphne Walker,
who, although only fourteen, recently
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OUT OF SCHOOL
HOURS

How eagerly schoolgirls look  forward o
PATRICIA’S weekly page! It is always so
bright, so chummy and so helpful. She tells you
about herself and her family, of things o wear,
things to do and things to talk aboul.

-

came third in the Luropean
Championships.

Da.pphue, you know, adorea
the number 13, and it certainly
isn't unk for her !

But she likes mascots, too.
And Daphne has no fewer than
180 tiny elephants which she
regords as lucky.,

When hep, friends go to see her off
ariywhore, instead of giving her flowers,

or perhaps chocolates, they give her
another elephant instead. R
1 wonder how mamny she will have

eventually. A very valuable collection, 1

ghould think !

® Always Handy

I don’t think any housshold can have
too many string-boxes, do you ? I know
in our family there i8 always someone
calling out: * String, pleasé 1

8o if you're fecling you'd like to
give a little surprise t to mother
just about now, what about making this
jolly string-box here ?

'S?Ou’ll require & round chocolate box
or tin—with a lid. Malke a hdle in the lid
first. ([fit's a tin you're using, & hemmer
and nail will very quickly make the hole
for you.) Then cover the lid and the box
itself with pretty peper, gluing it on
smoothly.

Make two more holes in the side of the
bex, and thread ribbon through, so that

‘it will tie in a bow, and make a loep for

hanging up. y

Then place
string in the box
(you can buy &
new; ball foi a
penny) end pull
one end through
the hole in the
lid. Decorate the
lid of the box with
“ trapsfors™  or
see if you have
any “seraps”
~ from Christmas

crackers tucked
your treasures, and tue
these on. It will look so pretty when
finished—and be so useful, too !

® Cleaned with a Cork

T expect you quite often do little bits
of washing ot home in order to help
mother, don’t you ?

Thinga like “stockings, woolly jerse&
scarves, gloves, and Bo on, are quite
to wash, I alwaye think, ially if
you're lucky enough to have lots of hot
water—whether it comes from & copper
or atraight from the kitchen tap.

But nothing is more annoying after
getting garmenta beantifully clean, t®

awey among

peg them out in the garden—then or
discover that the clothes Line isn’t as cleen
as it might have been. B0 yOul
precious ** washing ** is soiled again.

Quits the best and easiest way to make
sure of a clothes-line being clean, is to
take an ordinary cork, m a glit in it
with a knife, and -rub this along the line.

Tt cleans it up most magicelly. And a
new cork con be used when the other onc
is grubby.

® New-Old Fashions

Crinolines, feathers, muffs—how very
Victorian everyone is going these days,
(I only hope the fashion won't extend to
schoolgirls, Can you imagine yourselves
with a wasp waist, &  bun ” at the back
of your head, and
s boater hat

erched on top!
Not to mention
undies made of
red flannel 1}

Even lace has
come back into
ita own ‘ain.
Thia is a faghion
I'm very pleased
to see, for there
is nothing that
mekes quite such
4 pretty trim-
ming to o dress as lace.
wash and iron, too.

As you can see from the picture here, o
lace collar, lace cuffs, and wide lace turn-
overs on the pockets of a darkish dress, do
male it look very sweet—and give it just
that * dressy * to go somewhere special.

Lece on velvet or velveteen i8 par-
ticularly emart for best wear—and so
fashionable!

It’s so essy to

@ A Tongue-Twister

Have you been listening-in to the
* Tongue-twisters ** on_the wireless (or
ghould I say radio) just lately ?

I have been, and I admired some of
them so much, that I thought I must
try to make some up myself.

To my surprise, I found they were
much gnors difficult to compose than to
repeat ! For, naturally, I tried to make
up one that would he some sort of sentence,
even if it weren't too sensible,

Here's -the only one I succeeded in
comgéeting:

“ With such a choice of chutney, T'll
choose & cheap one cheerfully.”

See if you can say that e times—
%uite quickly—without making a mistake.

hen try it on your chums,

Bye-bye now until next Saturday, my
pets |
-7 Your friend,

PATRICIA, -

-
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HAT with all the wild, miserabla
weather we have been having ever

. gince Christmas, I think the
thought of buying a new hat is distinctly
*cheering, don’t you ?

(Even if you're not having a new hat
just yetr awhile, but sre waiting until
nearer Easter, thero's no reason why this
article shouldn't put you in the mood for
the thrill 1)

Even befors you and mother decide
what price youwre going to pay for your
new chappo, you must decide the colour
in your mind. But for safety's sake,
decide on two colours—just in case.

To do this, you must, of course, con-
sider your coat. '

If ‘coat—the one with which you'll
wear the hat—is navy blue, then you have
a choice of & navy hat, & light-blue one, &
royal-blue one, & yellow, or & red-y oné.
(And _red, these days, isn't pillar-box hus
only, remember. It can be petunia,
magenta, cyclamen or huntin’ Eamk 1y

As this is gn‘oh&bly going to a had
* for best,” then my own choice would
be for a roysl blue, or & dashing red—
merely because your achool hat is probably
navy, and we all like a change at times,
don't we ¥

PRACTICAL AND PRETTY
Much as I'd like to see you in pale blus
or yellow with navy, I'm not suggesting

It'; fun fo find your personal
anber—--which should be lucky

—from your name s

D'I.'D you know that each letter of the

alphabet has ita own number ?

We stait with A, whose number

is 1. B is 2, and 80 on, up to I, which is
9. After I we start afresh, so that J
becomes 1 again, See the idea ?

Just to make it quite clear, I'll give
you the numbers for each letter of the
elphabet.

mQEEEOEs
HONOZERKHS
NeMg S

1
2
3
4
e B
8
7
8
]

With this table in front of you, it is
pow quite eaey for you to give each letter

BUYING A NEW HAT

Selecting a new hat is every bit as exciting for a scfwolgffl asit is
for a grown-up. So here is PATRICIA to help in gour choice

these colours, for the simple reason that
they will show marks easily. And this
new hat we're choosing is going to he
PRACTICAL as well as pretty.

Off you—and mother—go to
favourite store.

First you have a good look around,
studying prices,. 1f you know that mother
is-going to pay exactly one-and.eleven,
then it's no use your lingering at the
three-and-cleven counter—unless = you
think she’ll be persuaded. But there’s
no harm in looking at the more ex-
pensive ones, just to cee what’s smart
there.

So back you go to the * young misses =
counter, at one-and-eleven, say.

You have an assistant to help you, and
you try on severel hats.

To your horror, you'll probably find
that several are far too small for you.
(I've noticed, ever since I was about
eloven, that hatters seem to think school-
girla have small heads—and they just
haven’t.) .

But don't be dismayed. Providing you're
going to like the hat, and providing it ien't
foo mmall, the assistant. will generally
atretch it for you without spoiling the shape
in any way.

OFF THE BROW-OR ON

If you have pretty curls on your fore-
head, then you must show thom. So
do try on & hat that turns back off the
face, instead of pull-down-brim ones.
These are gloriously young-looking, and
very smart st the moment,

If, on the ather hand, these turn-back
hats make you look a bit like & startled
rebbit, then put them down hastily, and
plump for a Juliét cap style, or 8 gporty-
looking ** slouch ™ hat.

Keep calm as you iry
hat, otherwise you'll look
any. ) B

Don't hesitate to comb your hair—
very lightly, and away from the counter,
between each try-om. '

Pick the hat up carefully, note where
the back should be, then pull it on gently—

your

on hat after
frightfol in
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NAMES AND NUMBERS

of your name its

These must sll be
the result is two or more figures, these

must be added again, to reduce them to

one, and that is your Name Number.

Just one example. Take o name like
Pairicia Mary Stant.honépﬁ._ {Note that
you must use all your hristlan nemes.)

From the table here, I see thet
Patricia in numbers is: 7129039 L

ia: 4197 And Stanthorpe is:
12152869178.

These numbeérs all added together make
108, and these added %ogether again
make 9. So the nsme number for
Patricia Mary Stanthorpe ia 9.’

T'm quite sure thap after finding your

. name number you'll be wanting to know
what it stands for, So here is a list of
number meanin .

1, This stands for leadership.

2. You are reserved and dignified.
3. Joyfulness and cheerfulness are yours.
4, You sre energetio and heve the will to

win,
5. You have a tender. heart and are
affectionate,

appropriate number.

i

ed together. If °

from the back of your head, never frﬁm
the {ront. i

A CAREFUL CHOICE ;
Even if you select & style which you
have never had before, yet it is-one which.
you feel sure will ** grow on you,"” don't
hesitate to say you like it. :
Be surs it is comfy, be sure the colour
will “go" with your best coat, ,
either match or contrast with your best,
frock, Be sure it isn's made of material;
that will spot easily, be sure you feel:
reslly good end cheerful in it—then tell
mother you like ** this one, please.’”

Having got mother’s lessi;lg—for,
after all, she’s the one who's paying—you
should now lock at yo more criti-

cally—just to be sure.

A FINAL LOOK

See yourself in a fulllength mirror,’
if possible, to make certain it givea you &
balanced sori of look. (If you have ever
seen & short, plump woman setting off to
& garden party in the summer, wearing &
hat about tho size of a eartwheel, you'll
know what I mean.)

Then teke the hand-mirror, which 1
expect will be provided on the counter.
Turn your back on the long mirror, and
gaze into the hand ome. You will now
have & view of yoursélf from the back.

These views are often pretty startling,
becouse we see our own back view Bq
peldom. But as long as the back bri
of the hat nestles neatly round the back
of your head, and doesn’t get in the way
of your coat collar, then I think your
cholce is wise. .

Next minute, the hat is yours,

Just one little warning. If you're so
keen on it, that you sk to wear it, and
for your other hat to be wrapped, don't
forget to remove the price ticket., I
walked round once with one flapping down
my back for ahout half a dey. When 1
thought the hat looked worth &t least
five times what I'd paid for it, too. ;

So—happy hat-bunting |
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6, This stands for home happinesa.
7. A number that indieates nobility and

unselfishness,
8. You sre sensible and far-seeing. :
9. The world will be & better place for
Nogv see what your pame number. i
and what it stands for

i




14 “Champion——But What a Temper!”

= (Con'ﬁnuod from page 11)

Bullivant said angrily. “Isabel, you
have proof of this?”
“] have proof—yeel” Isabel's face
was bitter. “The proof is—here[” she
i cried, and she put her hand in her
cket, withdrew it, and then, opening
Eﬁﬁ palm, displayed an object at tho
sight of which Christine gave & choked
sort of cry. It was her tennis fob. *I
don't think,” Isabel said scornfully,
- %ayen Christine will den{j that this i3
. her prorz,erty. 1 found it by the side of

m%box. .
abs stared. She looked at Cliristine,
a little shoken then. The proof seemed

* donvincing, in all truth,
«Christine, you—you didn’t?” she
muttered.

“Of course I didn’t!” Christine cried.
“Dash it, do {uu think T should have
worked myselt into a paddy if I'd
known oll the time where my fob was?”

«Phis is yours?” Miss Bullivant
asked.

“Ves, it's mine, but—"

“Thank you. In the circu;nstances,_'l
don’t think,” Miss Bullivant said
angrily, “that there is any nced for us
to go into this matter further, Chris-
tine, for hiding those bats you are
detained for to-morrow. For striking a
prefect I shall report you to Miss Prim-
rose. Isabel, if that is her property,
give it to her. Now, Christine, what
have you done with Isabel’s bats?”

“I “tell you I hayen't scen the
wretchod bats!” Christine protested.

“* Christine 1”

“Well, it’s truet” . .

«] see!” Miss Bullivant's. lips com-
pressed. “If you do not decide soon to
say what you have done with those
bats, your punishment will be in-
oreased,” she said. “Meantime, you are
detained to-morrow.” )

“But, Miss Bullivant—" Babs cried.

“Woll, Barbara?*

«J—— QOh, my hat! DMiss Bullivant,
the table tennis finals are to-morrow,
and Christihe is P!aying in them! If
sho's detained—"

«] am sorry. That is Christine's

affair.”

«Qb, please, Miss Bullivant—"
Babs begged wildly. ) .

«“] am sorry, Barbara. Discipline

must come before sport. Christine is
detained. Isabel, coms with me, please,”
Isabel bit her lip. Moré reproachiul
then angry was the glance she now
turned in Christine’s direction.
Together they went out, Christine,
wretched, white, sank on to & chair.

“Detained |” she muttered.

“ Chris—"" Babs gulped.

“And no finals—no finals ! Christine
.clenched her hands. *That was what
she was working for, what she has been
working for ever since Beatrice—ever
sinco the beginningt She plays in the
singles, and in the doubles with Pat
now | I—I am out of it and chained to
o rotten desk in the class-room. Oh,
hang this school! Bother the rotten

_schooll I wish I were out of it.”

Babs gulped. Bhe hardly knew what
to do in that moment.

“But—but, Christine, yon—you don’t
know anything about those bats?”

“No !!) =

“And what has Beatrice Bererley to
do with it?” :

“Eh * Christine started up. “Why?”

“You just let her name ship.”

Well, Beatrice has nothing to do
with it—nothing 1”* Christine said. *Oh,
Babs, don't worry me, don't question
me! I'm sick to death of them alll”
she cried, and stared gloomily into
space, “And I thought—"

And then abruptly she Fﬂ' ap. Sud-
denly trembling, she walked towards

the door, threw it open, and went out.
As Babs stared after her, the door
closed.

Slam ! .

But it did not close so guickly that
Babs had not noticed the glistening
tears of wretchedness that shone on
Christine’s cheeks as sho flung herself
into the corridor.

An uove Jater—what a sensation!
Half the school was clustered
around the notice-board in Big Hall;
half the school was reading the stun-
ning news. Christine Wilmer, the hope
of the school in the table tennis finals,
was deposed. Isabel Drake was in her
place—to represens the school in the
singtl’es and play with Lady Pat in the
doubles.

Something like consternation then.

Nobody approved Christine’s cam-
paign against Isabel—who was one of
the most &)0 ular prefects in tho Bixtl.
But nobody %ad really seriously thought
(fh_ristine’s temper would lead her to
this.

Isahel was good—jolly good—but
Ysabel was no match for a girl like
Gladys Fitch. And she wasn't at her
best at doubles.

Nobody, however, blamed Isabel;
everybody condemned Christine, Chris-
tine, everybody said, with such =an
honour at stake, with so much depen-
dent upon her, should have known
hetter than to allow such a crisis to
happen,

“We mi‘fht. have guessed,” Rosa Rod-
worth said. -

“Hot-headed fool!” bitterly
plained Margot Lantham.

" As disturbed as the Fourth was Isabel
Drake herself. When Babs, after tea,
went to her study with the object of
trying, even at this last moment, to find
some. way out, she found Ysabel
strangely nervous and subdued.

¢ 0Oh, I'm sorry—sorry !” she cried. 1
never expected that she'd go so far.
Babs, frankly, I'd give my chances in
the physics exam for asll this to be un-
done, I know I can’t do a3 well s she
can do. Christine was the one—the only
—choies for the school, And I'll do
even worse now without my bats. Babs,
isn’t there somsething we can do?”

“Well, we—we could go and see
Primmy.”

“Then let’s go!” Isabel said fever-

ishly. -
But the head-

coml-

They went—at once.

m}?tress was not to be moved.

Christine,” she said, “acted wilfully
and wrongly. Christine is still acting
wilfully and wrongly. I am Bs upset as
you, but discipline must ecome firsi.
Christine must be punished.”

“But, Miss Primrose, couldn’t you
punish her after the match?” Isabel
cried.

“I am sorry—nol” And then Miss
Primrose bit her lip. “I—I might
agree to that if I thought the irl was
feeling repentant,” she said, “but the
fact that she still refuses to disclose
what she has done with your bats,
Isabel, proves that she is not.”

“\Miss Primrose, Christine says she
hasn’t tampered with the bats.”

“That,” Miss Primrose said, “I re-
fuse to believe.”

“But—but i1f it was proved?” Babs
asked. “If vou knew Christine had
nothing to do with the taking of
Isabel’s bats?” .

“Then,” Miss Primrose said, “1I
should probably chanie my mind, But

as things aréc—no. That 18 all. T am
sorry.”
They went. Out in the corridor,

Isabel looked at Babs again.
“Barbara, do have another word with
Christine,”

" THE SCHOOLGIRL

Babs nodded. Off she went. Miser-
able, despondent, she found Christine in
her study, and there she told her what
had happened in Miss Primrosc’s
study. But Christine shook her head.

“Babs, I swear—on my word of
honour—I know nothing about those
bats,” she said. “Rither Isabel moved
them herself, or someone else did. Any-
way, what does it matter? I'm out of
it now. Thanks to my rotten temper !”
she added bitterly. “Let it go.”

But Babs was in no mind to let it go.
Ysabel wasn't guilty. 8he was sure now,
despite the opinion in the Fourth, that
Christing lerself was not, But who—
who? And in her determination Babs
suddenly thought of that name Chris-
tine had let slip. DBeatrice! Beatrice
Beverley! Had she anything to do
with this? Was she the girl who, in the
first place, had made Christine sus-
picious of Isabel?

But why—why?

Babs puzzled. She was puzzling when
bed-time came. In the morning—the
dey of the tournement—she was still
puzeling. She decided to tackle
Beatrice, and it was Beatrice herself
who gave her an opening.

For, meeting Babs in_the Fourth
Form passage after breakfast, Beatrico
stopped lier. She looked very anxious.

“T say, Babs, there—there’s no news,
is thero? Isabel still playing?”

“8till,” Babs said.

“What a pity—for the school, I mean.
What on earth gave Christine the idea
that Isabel was up against her?”

“In the first place,” Babs said,
% somebody said something to Christine
about Isabel.” Bhe gazed &t Beatrice
strangely, as though inviting an ex-
planation, And Beatrice flushed.

“But who?” she asked.

“Well, I don’t know. I thought per-
haps,” Babs said, “you might be able
to make a suggestion, Christine once
did let your name slip when she was
talking about it. Do you know any-
thing 7

‘For a moment Beatrice did not reply.
Then, rather hesitantly:

“Well, now you ask, Christine herseli
did—did mention the fact to me. But,
of course, I—I told her it was all non-

sense, But excuss me now,” she added
hurriedly, *I've got to collect my
books.”

And off she went, Babs, with s feel
ing of hefflement, tramped off to her
own studv, Something had got to be
done—something must be donel But
what? Suppose, she thought, without a
great deal of hope, she saw Lady Pat
again? .

A feoble, forlorn hope—but anythin
was worth trying now. No sooner ha
the suggestion impressed itself on Babs’
mind than, intent upon acting upon It,
ghe tramped off. And then, passing the
prefocts’-room, the door of which was
slightly ajar, she paunsed.:

or 8 voice—Beatrice_ Beverley’s
voice—fell upon her ears. Beatrice was
speaking into the telephone. .

“8o you got through your semi-final
game O.K.” Beatrice was saying.
“That's fine, Gladys. Eh? No—no need
to worry. 1I've fixed things a treat.
Yes, it'll be ell right—everything’s all
right. Bye-bye, now!”

“Babs moved on. Gladys! Who was
Gladys? The answer leapt to her mind,
Gladys Fitoh! 8o Gladys was in the
final of the singles, But what had
Beatrice fizred for Gladys Fitch? Why
was thers no need for that girl to
won?? She frowned a little. And then,
ay if unbidden, came the memory of
that conversation she had heard in the
cloak-room of the village girls’ hall the
other night,

g Wy
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Babs Takes a Chance!

AGUE suspicions_were

¥ . floating in Babs’
brain.

Now,

had sha? :

First, that she suspected
: Beatrice of having polsoned
Christine’s mind; second, that although
Beatrice and Gladys were friends, they
had taken very good care that Babs
herself should ‘not be aware of that
the other night; third, that Gladys
and DBeatrice were in the habit of
having conversations over the phone,
end that Beatrice had fixed up some-
thing which was obviously pleasing_to
Gladys on the eve of her most im-
portant match, But that didn’t prove
that Beatrice had been the cause of all
Christine’s woes. . .

She returned to Study No. 4 without
seeing Lady Pat, and talked the matier
over with Mabs. Mabs was frankly
dubious, . .

It sounds thin,” she said—* very thin.
But “—and then suddenly she pursed her
lips and whistled. “This might rot
mean mueh,” she added excitedly, “but
T've remembered something. You know
when you went ount for that early
morning sprint with Chris?"

11 Yes £l 5

what clues

“Well, Beatrice also got up before
rising-bell that mornipg.”

Babs' eyes widened.

“And if she got up early, that would
give her time to paint that rotten in-
salt to Christine,” she said. “Golly,
Mabs, if only I conld discover that pot
of poster colour!”

“Or Isabel’s bats,” Mabs said.

But how could they? Short of
searching Beatrice's study, there seemed
no way. Meantime, time was getting

on.

In the quadrangle girls were already
strolling off in twos and threes. An
atr of hustle and bustle pervaded the
whole school.  In the Fourth Form
class-room, with Sarah Harrigan in
charge, Christine Wilmer—s _lonelfz,
brooding figure—sat, toging dismalily
with the sums which had been set for
her while she listened with ears she tried
to deafen to the cries from outside.

Time wes drawing near.

With a last desperate idea of doing
something, Babs went to see Miss Prim-
rose. Miss Primrose, however, was not
inclined to budge_ from her verdict of
yesterday. Despair in her heart, Bahs
went off to find Jsabel Drake, who was
just in the act of saying good-bye to

uleia Fairbrother, ocaptain of the
school, before she left.

Isabel looked pale. It was obvious
that she had a bad fit of nerves.
_“Well, do your best,” Duleis was
encouraging. . “I,Nl'llobfod{ can do more

()

t?an t}.ulat. You fing once you
start  playing. rem you
and Pat are our best in the school.”

“Christine and Pat, you mean,”
Isabel corrected. “Oh deart We
anyway, I'm off now. I feel it wil
help me if I can get the fecl of the
place before I play. Holong!”

Babs drifted away. No good speak-
ing to Isebel. Downcast and anxious,
she rejoined Mabs, who, in the mean-
time, had been keeéunghn.n eye upon
Beatrice Beverley.: She hed some newe
to impart, however. -

“J heard Beatrice talking to Lydia,”
ehe said. “She told Lydia that she
would let her have the two pounds she
owed her after the finals, Babs, where
is she getting two pounds the
tch? Bhe had no remittance this

ma
But, oddly

morning.®
Babs shook her head.

enough, her mind went to Gladys
Fitch. Besatrice had assured Gladys
that she would fix things! Fix what?
Fix the singles match The singles,
with Christine out of it, was a fore-
gone conclusion. But why should
Beatrice fix a match to dish her own
school 7

Two pounds!

Gollyl Was it possible that Gladys
Fitch was paying her for “fixing ¥ the
match

“Wait a minutel” she said swiftly
to Mabs—*' wait & minute! I've got an
idea! Beatrice is still in the school,
isn’t she? Mabs, hold her until she
gets & message on the telephone. No,
don’t ask me questions now—I’l! tell you
g}fte&gr}ardsl It's just a last desperate

uff 1" -

«THIS is
S|

Gladys,” Babs said,
king thro the hand.
kerchief and thus muffling her

voice. ‘I just wanted to make
sure that everything was still 0.K.
You--you are sure that Christine
won't be playing?'  Heart
thumping, she waited for a reply.
Babs was laying a trap—the last
chance to save Christine Wilmer.

Mabs nodded. Bahs dashed off, Pass-
ing out through the school gates, she
entered the public phone-box &t the
crossroads and asked, surprisingly
cnough, for Clff House. .

While she waited, Babs draped her
hanky over the mouthpiece to mnffle her
voice, and thus disguise it—a little trick
she had seen in a gangster

It was Duleia Fairbrother who
answered the call, and Duleia herself
who went off to fetch Beatrica Beverley
when Babs asked for her. Three
minutes later Beatrice’s voice came over
the wire.

“Hallo}! Yesl” ] ]

“Beatrice, this iz Gladys,” Babs said,
speaking through the henky. “I—I
just wanted to make sure that every-
thing was still 0.K. You—yon are sura

i Dulgia |”

% vinee

[§i study, started as they came in.
eyed her grimly an
i the point, -

By Hilda Richards 5
that Christine won't be playing? She's
the only girl that can beat me,gund—-’*

Her heart thumped as Beatrice out in.
“Of course she won'tl Didn't I tell
you I'd fixed that? Christine is in
detention 17,
“How did you manage it7” Baba
Dy pinching Isabel Drake's bia
pinching Isa rake’s bats;”
Bea_tr?oe chuckled, “and making it ook
as if Christine had done it. %’ve got
the bats now, hidden in my study—

But shush! Don't worry, old thin
And, Gladys—" oKy A ABing,
“Yes,” Babs said, her heart ham-

mering.

“You won't forget about your
promise?  Vou'll have the two pounds
ready? You eaid your father is giving
you a fiver if you win, and you promised
if I got Christine ont of it—*

“No, I won't forgetl” Babs said.

own went the receiver, Of,

her face flaming, rushed Baba to meet

Meabs on the steps. Feverishly she
caught her arm,

“Come on! We've still time! OF to

| “Good-bye nowl™

Bue——
“Quickly 1”.
And off they went.  Dulcia, in her
study, stared in surprise as they burst

1It. 2
“Dulcia,” Babs gasped, “I've just
found out] Beatrice: B’ever]ey s]tole

i Ieabel’s bats and hid them! They're in

her study now! If we're going to con-
Primmy we've got to find them—
and rush Christine off before tho tourna-

¥ ment begins 1”

Dulcia stared in wonder.

“Barbara, you'te aurai”

“Certain i éried ' Babs.

“Come on, then,” jerked Dulcia, and
led the way.

Beatrice, in the act of leaving her
nlcia
came directly to

“Beatrice, what have you done with
Tsabel's bats?™ .
Beatrice winced as if struck.
“Is-Isabel’'s batsi’”  Her face was
deathly white. “I—I don't know what
you mean I” she gasped. “What should
1 do with Isabel’s bata?” :
“Hide them here t” Babs flamed out,
noticing that Beatrice had moved
batween the prefect and the logbox.
“And L” she said, “have got a_joll
good idea where they arel” And sn£
anlf she had swept Beatrice .aside.
While a thin shriek came from that girl,
she had caught the loghox in her han
and upturned it on the floor.

And then—what a gaspl For with
the logs rolled out two tennis bats and
—a bottle of purple poster colour !

bBleatrice elumped limply against the

sble.

“Ho this,” Duleia said grimly, “is the
little giﬁn_w, 18 it? It was you all the
time hitting at Isabgl—.—trrin% to make
gﬁ:_t ﬂ}:}t it was Christine You awful

ing 1* e H

“ J—I—I—"" stuttered Beatrice. I
didn’t Mean—" -

“Pidn’t you? Well, you can come
and tell that to the headmistress”
Dulcia sazid grimly. *“Barbara, bring
those bata1” And ehe caught the beaten
Beatrice’s sarm. While Babs and Mabs
followed, the scared cumﬁirator.of the
Fourth waa led along. Miss Primrose,
in her study, stared at the four when
they came in.

“Why, bless my soul | Dulcia—"

Dulcia rapidly explained. Babs, at
the-sameo time, held up the bats. .

“Goodness gracious me 1” Miss Prim-
rose looked angry. “Dulcia, go and
fetch Christine. Tell her she is re-
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leased. 1 only hope,” she added anxi-
-ously, “that she will be in time to com-
pete in the finals. Beatrice, you will
remain here with me.”

“Hurrah |” cheered Babs when they
were outside again, -

Then—what & rush! - Christine, as
bewildered as Beatricc, was jerked out
. of detention. While she went to sce
Miss Primrose, Mabs got her coat, and
Dulcia, rushing off to sce Miss Char-
mant, prevaile ugon that sympathetic
mistress to lend her little sports car.
Then off again, Encknd. like sardines,
they all went, with Dulcia at the wheel,
one anxious eye %1 her wrist-watch.
Could they do it? Could they get there
in time?

Then et last the Courtfield Sports
Olub. In with a breathless rush they
all burst. Even as they did so, they
heard the announcer's voico.

“Tinal of the doubles! Clif House

versus Whitechester, Players, take
places, pleass.  Match begins in one
minute.’

# Christine, quick! OF with that
cont!” Babs.gasped. “Mabs, help her
with her shoes!” .

Tn tiirty seconds Christine was ready.
With a swift smile at the chums, she
hurried down the gangway.  Below,
Lady Pat and Isabel Drake were com-
ing forward, the latter looking pale and
ill-at-ease.  The Whitechester couple
were already standing by the table.

And then— L

“Ppat,” cried Christine, striding for-
ward, and the two prefects whirled in
amazement—* Pat, I—I'm free to_play.
Everything’s been cleared up. Isabel
can—-"

Isabel stared at her, then a warm
smile touched her lips 8he did not
question, but said simply:

“Pgt, she must play” Sho patted
Christine's shoulder. ~ - Explanations
can wait, Christine. Good luck—both of
youl” .

And lsabel, fine gportswoman that she
was, strode towards the gangway, leav-
ing Christine beaming, stammering her
thanks. No time for more then. The
M.C.’s voice was booming again, and
Lady Pat had to go forward and toss
for service with the Whitechester
coptain.

Brimful of confidence now was Chris-
tine—happy, lavghiog. The CLiff House
faction among the spectators was gazing
zt her in wonder. Then a murmur ran
round the hall. Lady Pat had won the

toss. .

“Tako service, will you, Christine?”
gmiled Pat, end ndded sincerely:
“(ilad to bave you with me.”

Nodding happily, Christine swept up
the ball.

Tense silence. Breathlessly Babs & Co.
watched, Now for it! . )

Zip! There was Christine’s top-spin
8erViCo ﬂashingwovar the net. - Back it
came from the Whitechester captain. In
loapt Lady Pat, cutting it back hard.
But the second Whitechester player was
there, dropping a short one over the
net. And then—

What o gasp!
Babs & Co.t 3
in, flashed over e lightning backhand
drive which left the Whitechester
gkipper standing

“One—love,” droned the scorer.

Babs' cyes danced

What a cheer from

“QOh, watch—just watch!” she
breathed * Christine’s on top of her
form 1"’

It was true Never had Christine
played ¢o confidently, so dashingly : and,
with Lady Pat ably backing ker up, the
result of the doubles final was never in
doubt. The Clif House pair took the
first game at 21—9, the second 21—12,
and the third 21—T1

For Christine, .rushing

“(ame and match to Cliff House I”

A burst of clapping, a roar of cheers.

A pause then, untiig—-—H

“The final of the singles!” came the
M.C.’s voice. “Gladys Fitch, Courtfield,
versus Christine Wilier, Cliff House.”

Gladys came forward—Gladys looking
g little uneasy.

% She's wondering what’s gone wrong,
I bot,” whispered Babs to Mahs. “Just
watch Christine now ”

There was Christine stepping to the
table, cool and confident, a d ightly grim
look in her eyes, as she faced Gladys.

They tossed for service. Gladys won,
and picked up the little white sphere.

“Love all |” called the scorer, and the
great game began.

No doubting, watching that first ex-
change of shots, that Gladys was a
brilliant player; no doubting that she
was going all out to win But that was
as Christine wanted it She hid asked
Babs not to tell Gladys that her plot
with Beatrice Beverley bad been dia-
covered, Christine did not want to beat
a nervous and apprehensive player; she
weanted to beat Gladys at the top of
he; ]form. ki ¥ e

Always an atteeking player adys
Fitch smashed and amnahgd with all her
strength, driving at all angles. But
Christine, far back from her end of the
table, chopped back the most vieious of
drives with supremec ease.

It was breath-taking to watch those
rallies. There was Gladys, right up to
tho table, smashing—smashing; and
Christine, at least fiftcen feet from her
end of the table, darting from side to
side, cutting them back with almost un-
believable accuracy. And always it was
Gladys that made the mistake,

And so Christine won that first set
2116, solely by cool, brilliant defence

play.
What a cheer thers was!

“She — she's  brilliant 1”  breathed
Izabel.
“Wearing Gladys down,” judged

Ledy Pat shrewdly. *Christine is just
waifing her moment. Watch!”
Second game. As in the first, Chris-
tine relied solely upon defensive tactics
until, when the scote was 12—10 in her
favour, Hladys’ drives became wild and
badly timed. Then what a change came
over the CHff House champion!
Christine served. Gladys put it back
smartly, a low, safe ball—or so it
goemed. But, look, there was Christine
leaping forward, there she was with
the swift flash of her bat in a flashing
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forchand drive. Zip! The whito sphere
sged wide down Gladys’ backhand, with
that girl feer away.

“Ob, golly!” gurgled Babs. “It's
comel Oh, just watch Christine now!
Just watch now !”

They did—and how they cheered. It
was smash, smash, smash from Chris-
tine’s lightning bat, fore-hand, back-
hand—terrific speed : wonderful placing.
Puffed, ,hopelessly out laﬁed, Gladys
gtrove in vain to chec er dazzling
opponent. Not another point in that
game did she take.

The sudience wes on its feet now,
clapping, stamping

“ Christine's got it1” cried Lady Pat,
flushed, eyes sparkling. *CGladys can't
touch her now!”

It was so Christine went all out in
the last game. She played like the
champion she was, giving Gladys not
an earthlv chance. And when, with a
terrific backhand Hfick, she won the
game and match for herself and Cliff
House st 21—4, Cliff House rose as one
girl and checred.

“ Christine |”

“(tood old Christine !”

“Hurraht Good old Temper !” cried
Lydia Crossendale.

But Christine laughed. Her eyes were
sparkling, her cheeks rosy, as Isabel
came forward. lsabel looked at her
with eyes almost of awo

“Christine allow mo to congratulate
you | she saig simply. "I have never
seen such a wonderful display. Thank
gt]:mdnless,“ she added, “you took my
place |”

“And thank goodness,” Christine
returned, “I found out in time what o
fool T had been, Isabel! TI'm sorry-—
sincerely. I've heen o beast, a wretch,
thanks to my silly temper! But 1
promise——" 8

“Yes, Christine ?”

«] promise,” Christine said, “ that it
shall never happen again You were &
brick—a spert. And so,” she added,
her eyes melting with gratitude, “was
old Babs! I feel now that I've got my
silly temper under control agein. What
do you think, Babs?”

But Babs answered with a laugh. She
felt that question an saltogether too
risky one to answer. For ths time
being—yes, Christine certainly had her
temper under control and would en-
deavour to keep it s0. She hoped the
cure was permanent.

But she wondered.

END OF THIS WEEE'S BTOEY.

Stirring, exciting times at CHff House next week, when Babs & Co.
come Into conflict with thelr natural «foes,” of the Fifth Form. The
two rival Forms are co-operating to give a celebration in honour of
Miss Primrose, their headmistress, but someone deliberately tries to
ruin the affair, and then cunningly schemes so that the Fourth blame
the Fifth, and vice versa. A regular *war '’ wages between the rivals,

The whole project is threatened.
Richards" magnificent story for yourselves. Remember

And then—But read Hilda

it appears

COMPLETE In next SATURDAY'S SCHOOLGIRL.
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More thrills and excitemeﬁ{ for YOU—as well as mystei‘y-—.if'ybu.gn—.-'

FOR NEW READERS.
MAY JOLIPHANT, a cheery English girl
C o her o8 dating ohum, DAPHNI
YARDLEY, have the task of conduc

around England a quaint, hi; irit;
but most e Chinamn G Y IN S0,
accompany ;

adventures, they discover that a m
woman wearing an emerald ring, wiio has
been scheming against them, has had their

Iuggage sent o & certain house, ‘They
beeonge pervants st the house, and learn

from a strange girl who Is shut up In &
room that r.ﬁ:h o is at another
house. The chuma leave a note &a:
they have gone after their ge.
the of the house, and the girl, dash
away to the - of the Iuggage,
May & Co. ereep them,

(Now read on.) '

Sheer Bluff—But [t Worked!

() HERE they go,” said May Joli-
phant. “Nice and kind of
them to show us the way with
their torches.” i

“Generous and simple-minded_people
sometimes lead the wise,” said Yin Su
modestly

o 1” warned Daphne.

But the warning was not necessary.
The other two had stopped, for the
torch-bearers ahead, Agnes and her
asunt, were stopping, too. *

“They are hidingﬁ” ‘said Agnes’ aunt,
in olear tones. * Maybe th:{ are arte
fully waiting for us to lead them to. the
luggage. I cannot believe that you can
ung;ua.rdedly have given the gexact
hiding-place. A thing like that could
not 'slip out.” :

“1 didn't tell them, aunt—T gwear I-

didn’t 1” Agnes protested, _
May gave a hurried signal to her

friends, and they retreated to the front

door of the house, which they had left

cpen. !

: p'.iBothert We're no wiser,” mur-
mured May, disappointed. “All we
know for certain is that the luggage is
hidden somewhere outside.”

“Where shall we go?** asked Daphne
anxiously. “We're supposed to have
gone, remember; and I don’t think I
want to meet Agnes’ aunt again.”

. May thought quickly, They were still
in their mards’ uniforms, and they conld

hardly escape from the house wearing
them, so the first thing they had to do
was to change into their own clothes,

“I've got the idea!” ' May said
briskly. “We'll hide in Agnes’ own
lair. But first, you two rush up to our
room and bring down our clothes,
They’ll be searching the garden for us
for some minutes, maybe, and that will
give us time.”

The changes were soon effected, and
the chums started discussion again.

“Perhaps better make ‘sure possibla
hiding-place in room behind red door,”

su, ted Yin Su.
ﬁ%‘;ﬂ LR 80,"” admitted May.

es, perhaﬁs !
“Come on: we'll look in there first.”

Reaching the landing, May led the
way to the forbidden red door.
. “Are we really going in?” breathed
Daphne, shaking with excitement.

“THAT HOUSE

HAUNTED!”
And inside was the luggage
- the chums had to get.

‘' Come. on 1" said May.

There was a suite of rooms beyond the
red door==sitting-room, bed-reom, and
bath-room—which suggested that it was
o small flatlet used by a boarder.

_ But although they looked in the large
cupboards, they did not find their lug-
age. They had not expected to do so,
but to have failed to look would have
been garelessness,

“ And now what?” asked Daphne.

May went to the window and peeped-

out warily. . .
“Aha| They're still searching about
with torches,” sha answered.
Yin Su called to her softl%.
“ Buggest order large suitable carriage
for taking luggage when found. Most
difficult carrying trunks long. miles, one
ilﬁisegch hand, for feeble girl such as

Nf&y frowned heavily, for she had not
given that side of the problem serious
consideration. She realised now that
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even finding their luggege would not
help if they could notl‘lgacngm with it.

“You're 1-13111.j Yin . 8u,” she eaid
briskly. “We'll need a forry. Bub
when we_find it—if we do—what shall
we do with it7 We've got to pick up
that money and further instroetions.”

* Buggest defer problam till luggage
found,” said Yin 8u. * gest further
that several large cuphoards make com-
fortable places for hiding hers.”

Taking up positions in some airy cup-
boards, they remained in hiding for a
q;;mrter of an hour. ‘Tﬂn they heard
the house being searched. Their up-
stairs bed-room was searched first, and
then the lower rooms.

“They've gone, but without their lug-
gage 1” they heard Agnes’ aunt exclaim.
't‘h\}"liat on earth will Mademe X eay to

s ”

is ? i L

“Madame X,” whispered Daphue to
May. “Who's sho "

“Womsn with emerald ring, I should
guess,” May answered. “Bssh!” sho
added, as she heard the red door being
pushed wider open, and then shut.

Agnes was now 1n room, as they
could tell b{I the eounds of her mave-
ments, and May, c?_emng her cupboard
door slightly, saw Yin Su step out from
lAe'r wardrobe opposite, a yard bebind

gnes, ;

The Chinese girl gave a shuffic of
dainty feet that made 08 sWINE -
round with a gasp, her back to May and
Da%hne, who also stepped from their
cuphoards, T

“0h, you—you haver't gone,” Agues
faltered. i

“We have. We are now somewherc
else,” said May solemnly. “This is the
;nagiu of the Kast, Agnes; but have no

ear.”

Agnes gave & nervous giggle.

“ﬂ,m’tg be sillyt Of mﬁse you are
here—just as_much as I am.”

“Maoro 8o I hope,” taid May,

May meant to learn the secret hiding-
place of their luggage from Agnes, and

. —BY e
ELIZABETH GHESTER
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" This is one of the early
adventures of the
famous chums of Clf
House School, and tell:
what ‘happened when
Babs & Co. were puz.
zled and dismayed by
the strange beshaviour

_1 of Marjorte Hazeldene™s

queer boy cousin, Ralph

Lawrence. _

ANOTHER SUPERB HILDA RICHARDS STORY——

Like each of the FOUR
grand books—Now on
Sale — this costs but
Fourpence, and can be
obtained through all
newsagents and station-
ers. Don't forget the
' nuraber of the Cliff
House issue—No, 668.
It your newsagent is out
of stock, he can secure
it for you.
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No. 667,

! part of the sarly schooldays of Betty Barton & Co.
1 Mo, ;o GJEGTS of the SHAREEN,” 3
S!Dlz y Elizabeth Chester.
No. 671

by Loulse Cariton.

in the February issues of

The other threq tasclnating storles are:
“ SMIELDED by. MORCOVE,"”

ter. ;
. “HER CHANCE of a LIFETIME, ™ a dramatic, huma_n—appeal story

OWN LIBRARY

in which M:rloria Stanton describes

magnificent Eastern adventure

and, with icism of the East, &

she knew that bluff was the onfy way,
myéticiem

strong card to play. - -

Yin Su reaslised - that, too, and stood
with folded arins apd inserutable face.

“No seoret gan remain hidden from
all-séeing oye of Orient,” she said softly.
“MvsLic Yin Bu read secret from
cards.

Agnes started at that, and looked at
the table, where lay the cards with
which she had been playing: patience.

“Noj; gfo onl” che protested, with
half-doubtful incredulity. * ¥ou don't
met&n?it. Can you tell fortunes from
cards 1

Vin Su saw May nod, and, crossing to
the table, gathered the cards with her
deft, pretty fin, L . .

“Now,” she said, “show you how
cards tell secret. I msk you questions.
You_ give no anewer. Cards only tell,
yet I Tearn truth.”

Agnes, nlmost awestruck, sat down.

“Well, fancy that!” she said.

May_eond Dml)(hnp folded their arms

“and tried to look inscruteble as Yin Su
sorted the ctlfds into two heaps—one
red, -ono black,”

“T ask you question; I guess answer,”
she said. ~“Whén I am wrong you take
red card. ~When I am right I take red
card and you take black.” )
T sce,” said Agnes eagerly. “But I
mustn’t answer bfe questions 1

“No," said Yin Bu.

Looking intently. into space, she

began. g

“The luggag‘e is in 8 shed?” she said.

Agnes, who seamed too fascinated to
realise the significance of this question,
at once took a ved card. The luggage
wos not in & shed

“It iz in & house?” asked Yin Su,
passing a hand across her brow.
_ Agnes took a black card and Yin 8u
4 red one. The chums were on the trail
now. A house was the hiding-place.

Yin Su saw to it that she made enougih
wrong guesses to give Agnes = nice pile
of. cards.

But the right guesses mounted up.

The pack was finished, and Agnes gave
a little ery of joi. ; .

“] winl Look! I've got six more
cards than you!” ‘

Yin Bu rose, closed her eyes,
her right hand across them, an
her left. .

“The luggage is in the empty house
two hundred yerds away, or else the
cards have lied I sho said in tremulous,
mystic tone. - ;

May and Daphne kept their faces
streight with difficulty, &nd Agnes
gaped, bewildered by this- wonderful
guess. Later, perhaps, it would dawn
upon her that she had given Yin Bu
every item of information needed by
drawing @ black card. But it had not
dawned yet, and she thought it simply
magic. -

May shrugged. .

f‘dBut we've known that for ages,” the
gami.

The time had come now for them to
tako their leave of .Agnes, but without
giving her a chance to- warn her aunt
or to follow them. Even thou%h she
had Been fooled by the trick, she did
realise that they knew now where the
lugfage was, esnd that they would
seek it.

d
§'fen

Agnes’ expression grew every moment °

more anxious, and May knew that,
simple though she was, Agnes might yet
ruin everything for them; sho might
rush down to her aunt or lock them in
this suite, £

Yin Su had the same. thoughts in
mind, and her eyes met May's.

“Suggest,” she said, “we look at
luggage in crystal, and see if all well
with valuable é&ropcrty.”

Agnoes started.

“In crystal? Golly,
gaze, too?” )

Yin Su.smiled, and made a graceful,
magician-like movement of the hand. -

«All people, if taught. can see in
crystal,” she said.
_“No? Really? Could 137" asked
slrﬁt{}le-mmded nes eagerly.

ay tumbled to the dodge: There gas

no erystal to be eeen, but she found 8

can you crystal-
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glass paper-weight that would serve as
one.

“¥os, yes! Most excellent crystal I”
gaid - Yin Su. “Please to bring very
dark, thick cloth or rugt” .
_ Agnes found a rug, and Yin Su held
it ahove her head while she studied-the
crystal. Every now and then she gave
excited cries until May tore the rug
away and, similarly covered, looked into
the crystal herself. .

“Silent! No speaking1” warned Yin
Su. “Draw ten «decp breaths, and
count three hundred|”

“Golly I” said May, after o
“There it is—phew—in an
house 1

Agnes shook with excitement, and
almost flung herself in the chair which
May vacated for her. ¥Yin Su kindly
arranged the rug as tho girl held it
over hor head, and warned her to take
ten deep breaths "and count three
hundred.

“ But no dpicmres can be scer, quick-
minded and wonder-brained girl, unt
the crystal-cup is filled with a red glow
of light.”

Aghes, holding the rug over her
head, drew ten breaths, very deep arid
even; then she counted to three hundred.

But before she had even reached ffty,
Daphne, May, Yin Su, fighting hard
with the giggles, tiptoed from the euite,
passed through the red door, and then
very cautiously crept down the stairs.

Tracked Down!

€ FTRHAT'S the housel” ssid May,
in tnumghanb excitement.
“Hurrah !

It was the journey's end so
far as tho luggage was concerned; for,
thanks to Agnes’ innocently given in-
sttuctions, they had been able to find
their way to it with hardly a falter.

The house was in complete darkness,
and no curtains were at the windows.
Having no light with them, they groped
round the house, stumbling against the
water-butt, tripping now and then, but
failing to find an open door or window.

L M{f gglly, this 1sn't so clever 1” mur-
mutre ay. “If we can’t get in we
can't get our luggage, and it won't be
long before Agnes end her aunt come
in chase [”

Yin Su shook her head.

“Simple -Agnes pgesentl{) begin to
understand,” she smiled, “but not so
simPle to tell aunt.”

“’Prue encugh "’ agreed May cagetly.
«The less she says about the fortune-
telling and erystal-gazing the better.
She may be rather 2 mutt, but not so
muttish as to get herself into a row.
Only the aunt may come here looking
for us, anyway."” .

“ And where are we going to sleept”
Daphne wanted to know.

hat was & problem that May had
rather overlooked in her hurry to get
the lgggage, although, having some
money in reserve, she did not let it
trouble her unduly.

“We'vo got to go to Morsworth to-
morrow morning to colleot further
instructions,” she said easily. *And
until then I'm not worrymgfhso,!ong a3

at

pause.
empty

we have a bed to sleep on. s really
all that matters.” 4
They made cna_further tour of the

house, and then Yin Su gave a sharp
CEY. :

“Door open 1 she said.

It was the back door, and May and
Daphne ran to it ea erly :

“You go frst, May,” said Daphne,
her eagerness wanmng a little as the
door, swinging wlde, creaked. .

“I'm not afraid,” said May, quite
amused. © But what duffers we are not
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noticing this was open the first time wo
Tooked 1 .

Yin 8a had not spoken again after
her first remeark, but she was listening,
and ‘frez'entll broke her silence. .

“Very ensily frightened Chinese girl
fancy she hear footstops in the house,”
she said.

"Footsteps? Oh, nol” gasped
Daphne. “Don't say that! How could
theré be? It's en empty house. There
aren’t foctsteps in empty houaetnl‘:,nlm
~unlesa there are g-ghosts, you w.”

And she moved back, on.lg_ to tri
against the dustbin, knock off the lid,
and then frenziedly at May, who
tried to stifle her secream a second too
ate. .

Yin Su picked up the dustbin lid.

“Have greéat kindpess to scek shovel,”
she said quietly. “Beat shovel on dust.
bin lid and'all ghosts vanish. All ghosts
hearing. Not hke loud noises.”

“Well, T must havo something of the
ghost in me,” said May, with a rueful
chuckle. “I’m not so fond of shovel-
and-dustbin bands mysclf,”

Yin Bu counld not find a shovel, but
she kept possession of the dustbin lid.

“Simple-minded Yin Su deeply
puzzled to know why door o uaeﬁ'.”
she murmured. “First time door closed.
Now "daor open, Maybe house not
empty.”

That settled it for Daphne. )

“T’'m not going in,” she said emphatic-
ally. “1 don't Jike it at all. There
might be anyone lurking in there in the
darkness. I¥’s a terribly risky and dan-
gerous thing to do. You go in, May,
and see if there is anyone,

“I like that}” said May: but all the
same, remembering that she was
British, and had the honour of her
country to_uphold in the eyes of a
Chinose girl, &a orossed the threshold.
MThe house w:;; 'ifﬂmlf amnin dntrk, ;)ut

ay, groping alohg the wall, found a
nwit’éh,srsngmped it on, and was startled
Bf“}- dhet!igh ed to bring thereby a blaze
of light, :

Sh% found bherself in & completely
cmpty ball, and the dust on the floor
was evidence that it had been empty for
some time. But it had recently
visited, for in the dust were—muddy
footprinta.

“Hallo] Look I” said May aha:gly.

Yin Su walked in, armed with the
dustbin lid to keep evil spirits d¢ bay,
and Daphne followed, her heart thump-

ing. )

fdny opened first tho door la._di.ntgh to
the left from the small hall, and then
the other that led to the right. But
both rooms were guite empty.

Gaining confidence, May went to the
back of the hall, cpened a daor there
groped for the light, and then shouted
in_exciteinent, )

For in the middle of the Boor was
their lugg&g‘e.

“Found ! ghe cheered. Hurrah I

“Found ! echoed Daphne. ™Oh, I
can hardly believe it! It"s wonderful!
Do let’s see if everything'’s all right.”

They counted their ceseés and trunks,
and found that the correct number was
there. Then, quite puzzled to know why
it had been stolen in the first place, and
" hidden here, they went through it =ll
methodically.

hne was sure ihat some of her

handkerchiefs were missing; but May -~

laughed at the idea of someeme’s steal-
ing luggsge by the trunk-load just to
get })ossesa:on of two or three handker-
chiofs. ’
“It's_ & bewildering mystery,” she
“So far as I can see, nothing
gu been taken.” i
hankies,” protested

frowned.
that matters
“Only my

‘wo spend the night.

Daphne, worried. “There was a littlo -

blue one I've had since I was eight.”

“1 shounld think that that was a hale
surrounded b'y laundry marks,” chuckled
May. “Don't tell me that was what
they have been trailing down, Daphre.
Why, I shall be expecting a gang of
international erooks after my three-year-
old_jumper.” .

Yin 8y turned suddenly to ths door,
crept to it, and then thumped her dust-
bin lid wviolently with her left shde,
which she had Yemoved for the purpose.

“Wow! Never mind those old
Chinese castoms I’ implored May. -

“8sh! Hear soft footfalls of other
porson | said Yin Su gently.

May listened intently and then closed

the door,
. “There’s no one therel It’s just
mnglmatlon," she said. “We've got
our luggage, and Agnes’ mother can's
keep it from us. All we have to do now
is to decide where we are going next.”

Scated on their luggage, they held a
conference, while, in stockinged feet,
someone crept down Jthe corridor to
their door and stood tightly against it,
listening. : .

“Moraworth ia qur destination” said
May. “And the one probiem is whers
5 y idea is to get
a taxi here to teke the luggage away.
And then the best thing we can do is to

domp it.”
. by e asked

n
“Where1”
_“Anywhere, In a depository for the
time being,” said May. “I've n
thinking things ever; and I don't think
we want to be cluttered up with so much
luggage. What I'd like to do is to put
on some sensible walking shoes, rubber
overshoes, thick coat, scarf for my head,
and just travel light.” ‘
“Yes, dear, suppose 50, said
Dapbne. “But I don’t think we need
rough it quite.” |
“Not quite,” agreed May lightly..
“Yin Su wants to see England, wf that
doesn’t mean staying in hotels, and
visiting ~museums. Now what

1 —

Daphne.

May broke off because suddenly there .

came the violent brr ! of an electric bell,
It rang throe times in succession, and
was then silent.

The three girls exchanged locks.

4 B
ol

i fib!

““ (AZE into crystal and see stolen I

By Elizabeth Chester *$:

“Can that be the front doori? asked
Mﬂ'ﬁ “Is it Aknes and her ‘aunjt” - |
" Better go and see,” advised Daphne,!
sitting down on her trunk. -

But instead May opened the window'
and looked out, = At the foot of the
drive she saw the lighis of a car, and
then, as the window creaked, a man
stepped into view from the porch.

“Evening! Taxi,” he said.

“Tya
come to fetch the luggage.” !

A Dismaying Predicament!

T was a simple announcement, but in
he circumstances most dramatic;
or it could only mean that seme-

- one elss had summoned the taxi to
the house.,

In the nick of time they had rescued
their luggage. Had they been half an
hour later, the taxi woulg have taken it
away. at, at any rate, was the only
possible explanation that seemed to May
to fit in with the fasta.

“I say! Talk of touch and go!” she
murmured. “Are we in luck 7

“Luck?” asked Daphne fretfully. <1
tell you there’s s«imeona lé:l this I!_}ouse—
someane wmhnq ere—~hiding. 8 sCnt
for the taxi—— - - _

ll?tnh Moy smiled, amused rather than

pertur :
. “All the better,” she said, “far this
is where we steal a march on them. They
must have sent for the taxi, and
although they didn’t mean it kindly,
we're grateful.”

“Grateful 1" s2id Daphne, not guite
tﬁnck e:nou%l to follow May’s train of
t 'or i

ought. * stealing our luggage 7
“Egor sendingFthe taxi, duffer lg.e re-
torted May. “For us. Don’t you see?

We can pack the luggage into the taxi,
tand’}mt only the Imaggo, but oursélves,
00,

- Yin Su saw that, snd smiled,

‘" Sometimes the man who digs a pit
for the tiger with muoh mmniz‘lg himself
f_a}l; into it with, much stupidity,” she
salg.

Locking out of the windaw again, May
called : :

“Hi, taximan, there’s a whole ot of
luggage to go! Can you come in and
get 16 1" .

“What, through the window i asked
the taximan, who had been dragged

age,!’ cooed Yin Su., As Agnes,

s uge .
covering her head, stared at the glass inkpot, May and Daphne crept
* " from the room, leaving Yin Su to foliow.

Y
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from a warm fire by telephone call, and
wasa not vet at his brightest.

“No, by the door; I'll come and open
it,” offered Ms{. .
. Although half afraid that the enemy
might be lurking near at hend, she
went boldly enough into the corridor and
along .to the front door, which, with
clenking of bolts, she opened.

The taximan steﬁrlped inside, and then
saw Yin Su, who had followed May to

the door T
“Hey! What's all this?” he asked
-gruffly. *“Chineso?”

«(Chinese. but quite harmless,” May
. gssured him

The taximan logked about him,

“ Bmpty house, isa't it?” he said.

“Excopt for us—we hopel” smiled

ay.

“Mm| Woll, T read a book once,”
the taximan ssid, “sbout an e:p(fty
house and some Chinese, and it didn’t
half give me the creeps what with
strange groaning sounds, and——"

He ‘broke off, looking upweards, for
thers had came & most uncanny sound.
If it was not a strange groaning noise,
it was exactly like it.

Yin Su olasped her hands more
tig]_ntl{ Daphne, from the room where
their uggi:\fe wag, gave an urgent call.

“May—May, did.you hear that hor-
rible sound 7* she  quavered.. “ What
ever was it?" i

“0Oh, nothing 1 said May.

“JOAN " (Dg n),—Thank you so
much for a chummklﬁhle letter, Joan, and
thank yeu, too, for the sweet Christmas
card, 1'mafraid I'm late in acknowledging
it, but our paper has to be ED 80O
weeks in advance, yousee. Eunice Hunter
of the Second Form is nearly twelve ; she
Is, in faot, the oldest girl in that
Lfany thanks for your other Cliff House
suggdc:stiom—l’ll certainly kecp them in
min L]

LOI8 VALPY (Erua, New Zealand)—
I have answered oll yvour questions by
Post, Lole—you'll no doubt have read tho
etter&y the tlme you see this. Have you
received any more Bim star photos ¥ 1 can
gee vou are 4 very keen film fani Write
again when you have time, won't you, my
dear ¢ A nice long letter like your first
one! I shall look forward fo it.

AINE MOORE (Dublin, Ireland).—
Thank you for your delightful lebter, and—
if I'm not too late—for your Christmas
}reetlngs. 1 do hopo you had & nice time.

ean Cartwright Is aged 14 years and 5
months, Aine, and
vears and 7 monthe, Yes, we had lots of
#now in London at Chrisbmas—I expoct
{uu were snowed up, too. Bye-bye for
he present. Wirite again, won't you?

DOREEN OASS (Feltham, Middlesexr).—
fo glad to hear from you, Doreen. Bub
what o very short letter ]| Next time yon
must write Pd es, and tell me all about

ourself. D ou like the stories In the
* fchool Friend Anmmal,” after ell? I

to ALL her correspondents.
here our popular author replies to

anet Jordan is 14 ¢

But May’s heart was beating & little
quickly with excitement. The groan did
not frighten her. but it proved to her
that on the upper floor was someone who
had helped to steal their luggage.

Could iv be the woman with the
emerald ring—the mysterious woman
they had referred to as Madame X7

From above casme a eoft tap-tapping,
and the taximan moved back to the

door.

1 don’t like it,” he said, *“and I'm
not _going farther into this house.”

May guessed then the cunning motive
behind the groan from the upper land-
ing. Whoever was there had heard the
taximan’s remark about the ghostly
noises, and was making some to scare
him away, so that he did not remove
their luggage.

“0Oh, come in!’ said May brusquely.
“Don’t be such a baby |”

“ Rahy 1” he echoed, huffed.

“Come on, girls, drag those heavy
trunks to the door. The taximan’s
afreid to come in.” .

Then, with great presence of mind,
May called up the stairs, pretending
that she knew guite well who was thers
playing the fool.

“Young _Bobey if you make any mora
ghostly noises 1] come and box your
ears! And so will the taximan!” |

Goaded into shame, the taximan
erossed the threshold in gonderous,
frowning disapproval. He had heard

“Thank You So Much,”

HiLDA RICHARDS SAYS

And

just a few of them.

believe it has been just as popular as usual
this year. I’ve had many letters from my
nice readers mentioning it! Now, you
Wull’;a forget that long, newsy letter, w
you

JEAN YOUNG (Askton-wnder-Lyne).
Thank you for a most enthuslastie letter,
and a very ing snapshot, my dear,
Tt was sweat of you to send i¢, and I shall
certainly keep if, Madge Stevens is
18 years fs, of course, in the
Upper T You would be in the
Second Form If yon went to ClIff House.
I think you are rather like June Merrett,
of the Fourth, in appearance. I passed on
your good wishes to Patrieia, and she has
asked me to send her love, '

“DIMPLES" (Bristol).—So glad fo
hear from you, and to know you're still a
keen CUf House er. 's Form
position is seventeenth at present. French
and German are taught at C.H., and other
langunges may be taken as extra courses,
Don't gi‘fet. to write agaln some time and
tell mo all your latest news. will yeu ?

DIANA CLARRY (Brisbane, Australia).
—Thank” you for s sweet Lttie letter,
Diana, on would be & Becond-Former
if you went to Cliff House. Here are the
Form-positions yon wanted: Babs—b5;
Mal 73 Jemima—12; Diana—I16;
gaidiu.v—21 3

Freda Ferrlers 31, Bessle
(Bessis, as you may have gunessed, Is
bottom.) I shall certainly keep your
¢ Celebrities * suggestion in mind, Diana—
hough I cannot mako any promises.

“THELMA" (Batterses, 8.W.).—As
you so much wanted to sea your letter
answered in print, my dear, I've squeezed
in this short note, though I am answering
gour questions by post. You've certainly

een reading our paper for a long time now,
I wonder if yon have kept all your copies 1
Write again when you have time won't
you, Thelma i I shall look forward to
your letter,

3
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some more tapping, but, no longer
awed, he went to the foot of the stairs.

a ou want & pgood walloping,
{oung un, just groan once mors, and
’1] come up to you,” he threatened.

They all listened, smiling, but no more
groans came, and the taxuman strode to
the luggage-room, and, with an ease
that surprised them, lifted two heavy
trunks and took them to his taxi, In &
few minutes the whole lot was piled on
to the roof and grid.

“ Wait1” said May softly to Daphne
and Yin 8u, as she stood at the foot of

the stairs “Tf that is the mystery
Madame X upstairs, wo’ve got her now.
Weo'll gee her face to

She’s trapped.
face, and Fglly
game is.”"
Warning them to stay where they
were, May mounted the stairs, She did
not creep up softly, but rushed. p
That sudden_rush took the groaner by
surprise. All May saw, however, was B\

soon find out what her

shado ghape, & them, &8s szhe®
swuon‘:g o1 .th% Ianding light, the figure
dodged down a corridor, But she

dodged at such speed that she nearly
lost her balance, and was forced to
cluteh at the wall for support.

The hand that clutched the wall was
a woman's hand, slim and white, and
brightly to be seen on a finger was an
emeorald rmﬁ.

May yeolled aloud. .

%It is—Madame X1” she cried.

Hot on her trail, May sprang round
the bend of the corridor, fushed to the
end of it, end then, sliding, was brought
up against & door that slammed almost
in her face. Click | went the ks:Iy.

“PDaph—Yin Su!” she shouted. “I've
got her. She’s trapped.”

Up the stairs in great excitement ran
Yin Bu, followed by Daphne, and they
raced to May as she turned at the handle
of the locked door.

“You're sure !” asked Daphne.

“Tt is indeed the mysterious person!”
breathed Yin Su, her almond eyes
sparkling. . .

“Yes, I saw her ring,” said May
exultantly. “She can’t escape from
here. ¢'ll kecp it up as long as she
will if she tries a_waiting game; and,
my word, I've a jolly ioo mind to bor-
row & spanner from the taximan, or a
tyre-lever or something, and bust this

oor open.”

But Daphno snatched May's arm, her
face tense.

“Listen t” she exclaimed excitedly.
«8he's opening the window——"

“Golly! Can she climb out?” May
asked, in dismay.

The window in the room had_un-
doubtedly been opened, and May
listened at the door to see if she could
hear the woman escape that way.

“You two can go down and catelt her
is she is—no,” sghe broke off, “ghe's
speaking to someonc, calling out.”

“8aying what?* asked Daphne.

«(an't hear; something about housc—
and waitins‘-—”

May suddenly guessed what was hup-
pening, as the taxicab’s engine started

up.

“(osh! 8he's told the taxi to go!”
May gasped.

“With our luggage!”
wheeling. .

She ran down the corridor, calling to
the others to follow, but May remained
where she was.

“1f weo go, she’ll get away 1" she cried.

“If we stay, the Inﬁ%ge will get
away again |” oalled back Daphne.
" Their choice lay between two evils.

THE chums are faced with a most

dismaying dilemma. What will
they do? Néxt week’s enthralling
chapters of this grand story will tell you.

cried Daphre,
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COMPLETE this week. Another fascinating story of a plucky girl of the.MiddIe‘ _

Q’*;

W

Corne_red |

HE young Lady Fayre, a basket-

ful o{ wxlg ]ﬂ%wlersthoverh l:ﬁr

arm, tripped lightly throu e

wood to the road, hummsmg a

song, for it was a sunny morning, and
all the world seemed gay.

Here in the woods she would do
what she willed. There was no stern
baroness aunt, no stern baron uncle to
chide her as they did at her home—-
Longley Castle. Near st hand there
was nothing sterner than a rabbit, for
the wolves were farther into the depths
of the wood.

Only ten minutes hefore Fayro had
laughed and joked with merry Robin
Hood, had practised archery nnder his
tuition, and advised Friar Tuck in the
spelling of some difficult words.

Tt would have shocked the Baron le
Feuvre, her uncle, had he known that
his nicce was friendly with the outlaw,
Robin Hood; but it would haye sur-

rised Robin Hood no loss if he had
ﬂ!amed that the mystery maid he had
met so often in the woods was really
the Lady Fayre of Longlay Castla.

At the moment, dressed in & shab
green frock, surmounted by a hood
cloak, no less shabby, Fayre looked the
gart she played—a peasent girl, poor,

ut happy-.

“Oh, none so happy as I
Under th' azure skyl”

That wae her song, and, to her sur-
prise, another girlish voice echoed it.
Along the road .a dozen paces aws;
a gir), shabby as she was herself, an
happy se she was, too, danced an

echoed Fayre's song.
“Why, another one happy!” langhed

' F.aﬁvro, and stopped to greet the other
gi

rl. ;

She was slight of build, blue-eyed,
brown-haired, and very iolly-look{ng,
even though her clothes showed that
she was poor, and her hands showed
t_.b.le‘ ‘gvv;!:donoe o{ lum%l toil. R

¥, yes, I am happy. is.no
bappy to-gay?’f said tﬁeygirl-, “Js not

Ages who became—

HooD

By IDA MELBOURNE

the whole village happy? Are not
we all to sat a great feast? Ah,
there will be dancing aud langhter
to-night, I'm thinking "

Fayre was puzzled. She had not
heard of eny cause for great festi-
vities. It was not a holiday, it was
not a saint’'s day—just & gquite
ordinary Wednesday.

“Tndeed! But what cause is there
for merriment to-day more than
yesterday or to-morrow ?” she asked..
" The girl smiled at her.

“ AW your father does not work for
the Master Mason Brown. He is not
helping to bwmld the new abbey.”

And she pointed- into the distance,
where stonework could be seen rising
on a hill. It was the magnificent, abbey
which_was to be an curl’s offering to
posterity.

“To.day,” went on the girl, “the
master-mason  comes to _the village
with bags full of gold, and all the men
who have worked, masons, and all
craftamen, ehall be paid their dues.”

“Obl” said Fayre, comprehension
dawning. ‘‘And there will money
to BK;nd on food—"

“ And merriment——"

«And frocks?” asked Fayze.

“QOh, on everything! Happy day !’
said the girl, *Not for many weeks
have we had money, but now it comes,

# T will—I will, thank you!” she said
eagerly. -

The girl bade her au revoir, and
went on, watched by Fayre until the
turned the bend in the road, still
dancing with happiness. =

“And in truth,” mused Fayrsi. 1
will go_to the merry-making, if 1 can
but creep from the castle unseen.” -

The problem immediately before her,
of course, was how to « into the
castle. In passing the baibican, and
crossing the draw rldgtal.aﬁ;e o would
be little difficulty, for the eocldiers on
guard there did not kiow the Lady
Fayre well enongh by sight to realise
that the shabby girl was she. They
thought the shabby girl was a mes

songer for her 1 hip.
T%is guard at?(g:!e %arbican halied

THE BULLYING BARON MEANT TO MAKE ROBIN
HOOD A PRISONER—BUT THANKS TO FAYRE HE
MADE HIMSELF A PRISONER INSTEAD!

To-day I would not change places with
a princess—no, to-day I do not envy

even the Lady Fayre, who lives in that

fine castle, and they eay, gold
plates for her food, and drinks from
golden gobleta.™

Fayre smiled; for poor people
thought she lived in greater st.ylg than
she really did.
plates and golden gobleta =t the
castle, but they were brought out onl
when a bishop, another baron, an ear
or someone else of importance halted

d on & i‘onmey to accept the baron’s

hospitality. )
“Indeed you are wise not to chango
with her,” she smiled, “All happiness
to you—"
_<“And to you, friend. And even if
your father does not take s share of
the gold,” eaid the 'girl, ‘“‘you wil
be welcome at the feast. Come and
make merrg i
_Fayre's heart was warmed by the
girl’s dness.

True, there were gold i

her, bub let her pass when she showed
the wild flowers gho had brought, end
just ms simply ehe crossed the draw-

ridge. 5

.But what filled Fayre with some
anxiety was the thought of how she
would manage inside the castle, now
that the hour was so close td dinner-

=9
If the baroness should sce her, the
might ask questions, The baron cer-
tainly  would. There was the
stewardess, too, mistress of the ser-
vants, If she were prowling, she would
know that a shabby gir), such as Fayre
was pretending to be, had now no
right there.

With fast-beating heart, therefore,
Fayre entered the castle hall, and
stolo towards the broad, stome staircase

| that wound up to the higher flodrs, to

the armoury, and sbove it, fo' the
baron’s living - quarters: W
By good fortune she reached the
grmonry fldor without méeting anyone)
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but even as she stepped wpon that

landing, there came the clatter of
heavy steps on the flight of stairs
above,

Men were descending—knights and
soldiers. .

Fayre looked left and right in panic
gs, among the voices of the men, sho
heard the baron's.

If the baron should see her, Eqne-
trate her disguise——  Fayre's heart
almost stood still at the thought, for
there would hardly be less ;?lunishmant
than the stocks. There might even be

a whipping from the baroness for so
terrible a crime as this.

But ncar by was no hiding-place,
save the armoury, the mighty door of
which stood open, showing gleaming
armour, bows, arrows, javelins, swords.

Fayre looked in, No men were there,
so she stepped inside, and then, to be
auite sure that she would not be seen,
she dodged behind a suit of armour
arranged on & oross-sirutted post.

Her heart beating anxiously, she
stood there, weiting unti]l the men had
gone past so that she could follow them
downstairs.

The voiges came nearer, and, to her
horror, she suddenly realised that, in-
stead of going down to the banquet-
hall for dinner, as she had supposed
they would, the men were stopping out-
side the door.

“In herel” said the Baron
Feuvre. “The m'rm:m.rf1 is 85 g
place as any for what I have to safy.

e flung wide the door of the
armoury, and strode in

le
['3

Your Bditor's address 1s:—

" . "

A Message trom Robin Hood!

AYRE, peeping through the visor
of the helmet, saw the burly
red-faced baron march to the
middle of the armoury, and

there pause. s :

Seven men followed him in—S8ir
«(icoffrey, two more knights, and other

trusted soldiers. :

“(Close the door,” said the baron.
“What I have to say is secret,”

The doér was closed, and the men
stood im & semicircle about him, their
backs to Fayre.

“ Listen well, men; mark my words,”
said the baton. “For if you carry out
my plan, this rascal Robin Hoeod should
trouble us no more. The people will
turn pgeinst him. He is their friend—
and they are his friends, It Tgwere not
g0, wo ghould have had tho rascal by
the heels ere this.”

«'Tis go,” cemc & chorus of ngree-
ment. N

Fayre hardly breathed, so keen was
ghe to hear; and because the baron
spoke evil of Robin Heod she did not
feol that she 'did wrong to listen.

“My plan is this,” said the barom.
“Thy master-mason comes to pay with
%fld' He shall be waylaid by Robin

ood and his men in green. They will
steal the gold. But they will not give
it to the poor. Think what riot there
will be when there is no geld for the
builders, eh?”

Fayre thought instantly of the happy

girl she had spoken to, and of the

The SCHOOLGIAL Offos Flectwe House
Farringdon Btrést, London, B.C.4,

¥ DEAR READERS,—I don't
like having to begin my little
chat to you with an immediate
recital of the following week's pro-
me—even though our programmes
RE oxciting, and it's most intrigui
to read about them. But this wee!

T'm afraid I really must. If I don't,
then I should have to open with replics
to readers, and that would be putting
the cart before the horse, woulcfn‘t. it ?

From this you'll gather, even without
looking at the end of my chat, that I
have one or two letters to answer.
Very intoresting letters they wers, too,
from such faraway places as Aberdeen,
Bouth Africa and Indo-China, so if
you'll exeuse me I'll pass on to next
week’s * star " attraction,

+ THEIR FEUD WITH THE FIFTH [ "

That is the title of the Cliff House
gtory—Babs & Co.s feud with the
Fifth, of course. And a right royal
feud it is, too. -

The Fourth, and their natural rivals,
the Fifth, plan to co-oporate in a birth-
day eclebration for Miss Primrose, Cli
House’s respected Headmistress. All
EDBB well until one girl deliberately

its against the celebration scheme, and

then ounningly schemes so that the
Fourth blame the Fifth, and vice
versa,

Strifo starts at once. A regular
“war” wages between the rivals,

The whole worthy project is threatened.
And then:

But yon must read Hilda Richerds’
latest brilliant story for yourselves.
You'll love every word of it.

As ueual, of course, our next issue
will aleo contain further delightful
chaplt;ers of “On Toutr With Yiﬁg:é”
another topping complete story of Lady
Fayre a.m:F %,oﬁin EPoud. and more of
Patricia's  Chummy, Helpful Pages.
You won't forget to make suro of your
copy, will you'?

And now for—

~ LITTLE LETTERS.

s Smiler ** (Aherdeen).—Thank you
so much for all the enthusiastic things
you had to say sbout onr paper in
generel, and Miss Richarda in par-
ticular. Babs & Co. are certain to
feature in the type of story you suggest
before very long, but I will mention it
to Hilda Richards, in any case. Best
wishes |

Adile Marks (Salford).—8o glad you
liked the * School Friend ual,”
Adile. I certainly e with your

choice of the best stories it contained,
but they were all very enjoyable,
weren’t they ¢

Muriel Jefirey (Cape -Provinge, 5.
Afriea).—I will pass your suggestion on
to Hilda Richards, who, I am gure, will
sea that it is carried out in tho near
future. Miss Richards never neglects a
Eopula.r character for long, you know,

us it naturally takes time to feature
them all in turn.

Joyoe Payton (Indo-China).—I cer-
tainly envied you readers in the sunny
tropice during our recent spell of snowy
weather. English snow is not always
a8 pleasant as it looks—it's far too
damp ! But it does make the country-
sid%pretty. we must confess.

ell, pood-bye. all of you. until next
Saturday.

With best wishes.

B Your smcere triend,
THE EDITOR.

THE SCHOOLGIRL
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But at the thought of Robin Hood
robbing the master-mason she aimost
langhed. Robin Hopd was the friend
of the poor; he would not rob them of
their wages!

And that same thought came to the
mind of Sir Geoffrey. ; .

“But, my lord, Robin Hood, I give
leave to doubt, would not rob the
master-mason.”

The baron laughed, then lowering his
voice, spoke huskily in tone of drama—
yet not so low that the Lady Fayre did
not hear every word clearly.

“Not Robin Hood—but men in green;
men the master-mason will thi are
Robin Hood's.”

“ Hirelings ? asked Sir Geoffrey.

«Us!® said the baron. “The guits
of green are ready. Dressed in them
we will waylay and rob the master-
mason. If any man is afraid, or thinks
ill of the plan, let him speak now.”

He glared at them threateningly, but
none replied. In his castle the baron

was a6 & king, and none bad the cour-
age to deny Eim. ;
“It is said then. At the sound of the

trumpst, leave the castle and meet by
the pond in .the wood, where suits of
green will await every man,” he said.

Ther, marching to the door, he gave
them to understand that ell had beeu
said on the matter. Now there re-
mained only action.

With clattering steps and the clank
of swords they departed, elamming the
heavy door behind them.

The Lady Fayre did not move. Her
brow was lined with worry; her eyes
were troubled, For only too clearly she
gaw ihe cunning of the baron's plan.

Robbed of their wages, supposedly by
Robin Hood, the indignant, dis-
appointed people would turn against
him, perbaps lead soldiers to him when
he was unprepared.

Robin Hood would be betrayed into
the baron's hands; though even that
misguided vengeance would not give
the peoplo their gold. ¥ayre knew that
cnce the baron had the gold he would
keep it.

Oreeping from hiding, she went
softly to her room, and there paced up
end down, thinking deu]ily.

Robin Hood, her friend, must be
saved ; the people’s gold must be eaved.
And only she could bring those things
about.

Robin Hood was the friend of the
oor. He had helped them, given them
ood and gold. That he had taken both

from rich nobles or the clergy did not
distross Fayre; for they could well
afford to lose it. And had they not in
n good many cases taken it themselves
from the poor?

If the Feo le betrayed Robin Hood,
they would lose their best friend—and
so would Fayre.

“Not o minute to lose,” Fayro told
herself. :

There was no time even to have
dinner. Robin Hood must be warned
of the plan! He must bs warned im-
mediately. But since her absence from
the table would be noted, she must
make some exouse.

Thinking for a while, she presontly
decided thut she must plead sickness.
So slipping off the cloak, she hid it, put
on her rich red velvet frock over tho
shabby green one, and then tugged the
thick hempen cord that tolled a bell,
gummoning & handmaid.

A lknock et the door sounded
Bresem;ly,.and Fagre fell baok on to the

ed, passing o hand in weariness over
her forehead. :
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“My lody Is ill?” ssked the servant-
irl gently and with sympathy, since
uyre was always kind. -

“Have the goodness, Bdse, to tell-her
ladyship that I have a slight sickness
and would fain not eat,” said Fayre.
“.P}enga hurry and return with the
reply.

The girl hurried away, and because
of the many stairs to be climbed, was
ﬁone some minutes. She returned,

reathless, to say that the beroness had
said that it would do Fayre no harm to
miss her dinner, but advised bread and
water to be put beside hér bed.

Fayre waited for the bread and water
to be brought, begged then to he left
undisturbed unless she tolled her bell,
and fell back on the hed aa though
exhausted.

But no sooner was she sure that the
servant-girl had gone out of hearing,
than she sprang up, removed the red
velvet robe, and, ﬁi&ing_ it, .put on
again the ragged brown hooded cloak.

Ton minutes later, using the servants’
staircase without fear of 'being seen,
since everyone was at dinner, either
serving or eating, she made her exit
from’ the castle. , .

Breathless with running, she entered
the wood, and blowing the whistle
Robin Hood kad given her, pressed on
to his nearest hiding-place.

The whistle, shrill in note, was as a
charm sagainst wolves, since it pained
their ears and sent them snarling from
earshot. Furthermore, it was a signal
to Robin Hood. '

It was a glad moment when the sound

of his hunting-horn answered: the.
whistle; and ¥ayre called out in
delight. ‘

“Robin Hood I”

A minute later, from the thicket
ahead, there sprang a lithe figure clad
in green. Robin Hood, doffing his
quaint, pointed, feathered cap, bowed
to Fayre. .

“ Ah, Mystery Maid, we meet again
5o soon 1 he said.

Fayre did not waste time. In low,
excited voice, she told him the whole

plot, taking care, however, not to let

him guess that ehe had heard it from
the baron himself.

“What! The rascal!” cried Robin
Hood, his eyes widening. g
turn the people agsinst Robin Hoed,

-then? Hah!| - And rob the poor work-

men, into the bargain.”

“0Oh, Robin Hood, save the peaﬁle’s
wages |” begged Fayre. “They have
worked so hard, and they plan to make
such merriment, to eat well and drink
well, to dance, to be gay. And ¥ there
is no gold, why, they will be plunged
into despair 1” .

Robin Hood’s eyes had lost their
sparkle, and his lips were no longer
curved in a smile, -

“The roguel” he said grimly, “A
knave’s trick; but there's no trick that
an _outlaw cannot double. To be warned
before it is to be forearmed. Mystery
Maid—you have done me great ser-
vice,” he added, with a shadew of his
usual smile, and he tapped her cheek.
“Yes, and a great service to the poor.”

Then, signalling her to wait, he
turned aside, and she heard him erash-
ing through_ the thicket with lithe,
springing strides, sounding his horn to

_summon his men

What they planned, she did not know,
but he returned & moment later with a
fat, merry-looking man whose hair was
cut like a monk’s—Friar Tuck,

“Mystery Mnid, we must beg =
favour of you,” said Robin Hood.

“ Anything that will servo to spoil this
evil ;ulau," said Fayre es.gerlslrl.‘u

“Very well then. Friar Tuck will
write a note which, if you have not too

“He would P

IVIAKING certain she was unobserved,

message to the stocks.

great a fear, you must affix secretly in
some place in the village where the
gheriff may see 1it.”

What that message was Fayre did not
know, but she eagerly agreed that she
would do as he asked. Friar Tuck,
taking out his flask of water, mixed it
with black powder to make ink,
sharpened a quill pen, and, finding a
scrap of paper in his wallet, laboriously
wrote, tongue in cheek.

He alone of the outlaws could read
and write, but since the baron himself
and even King Richard were illiterate
the others had no reason for shame.

Fayre, schooled by her tutor, the
Venerable Brie, could write and spell
more easily even than Friar Tuck, and
at his request, though he wondered at
her facility, she gave him aid.

“Sheriff,” ran the finished message,—
“Robin Hood is weary of being hunted,
Do you but come at your most speedy
leasure to where he with his men wait
in the road to the castle. Bring a
hundred stout men-at-arms, for Robin
Hood has nigh on twenty and would
think ill of too light & victory.”

Fayre dried the ink, ﬂapi)ing the paper
in the air, and then rolled it neatly.
Robin Hood, with his knife, prised gum
from a tree, wrapping it in a leaf so that
with it she could gum the notice where
the sheriff could see it, taking great
‘care that she was not spotted.

“Tra, lal1” said Robin Hood, smiling
again, *“Methinks the baron and his
merry men in green will have a stirring
clash of arms with the sheriff’s ruffians.”

“And the gold will be saved for the
labourers I asked Fayre.

i “’Twill be so,” Robin Hood assured
er. - .
Fayre, wondering what the rest of the

Ela:q miﬁ'ht be, hurried to the village,
oping that, whatever it was, it would

prove successful.

The village was crowded, and there
were sounds of nails being hammered
in, of song, of music. A maypole had
been erected, rough tables were being
fixed to hold the food that would be

ht with' the master-mason’s gold.

And becanse there was so great excite-

ment the sheriff and a posse had ridden

in_from the town. :

From other villages
building the abhey lived, the men and
women and-children had assembled here
‘a full two hundred strong.

where those

~0 s I =
Fayre gummed Robin Hood's

e

It was the only way to save the villagers’ gold.

Fayre moved amongst the throng,
heart in mouth, fearing that she was
attracting attention, ut she soon
realised that everyone was in such’
merry mood that & stranger as she was
would pass unheeded.

With her back to the empty stocks,”
she pressed the message to the wood,'
first smearing the gum upon the paper.
And only when she was quite sure she
was unobgerved did she move away.

She waited then, some yards from the
stooks, until & shout went up. .

“Where is the sherif? = A message
for him from Robin-Hood." -

“Ha, ha, ha!. Sheriff, a hundred
brave men yoi shall need.” .

Fayre, her work done, slipped away
amongst the crowd and hurriéd back
down -the road, hoping that the sheriff
would not treat that message as a joke,
but instantly summon his men!

Paid Twice Over!

ANTING, slowing, a stitch in her

_ side, Fayre halted when she was

_half & mile from the village, at

the turn of the road where she

had a clear view of the castle and of
part of the road leading to it.

She felt utterly amazed, for down that
stretch of road came three men, one
leading, two behind. And between those
rearmost men was & pack-mule, wells
loaded,

By the foremost man’s clothes and
square-cut cap Fayre knew who he was
~~the master-mason; and she knew what
the heavily loaded mule carried—gold,
the people’s gold.

Fayre ran on, alarmed, fearing that
at any moment her uncle and his men,
disguised. as Robin Hood's hand, might
spring from the hedges! When she had
run but fifty paces that fear was
realised.

With wild cries, green-clad figures
leaped the hedges, and, brandishing
staves, fell upon the three men. The
mason was knocked from his horse, and
lay gasping for breath, the oethers took
to the fields in flight.

“Robin Hood’s good wishes, mason 1”
roared the voice of the baron,

Fayre halted then, bewildered, dis-
mayed. She saw a horse brought for-
ward from the hedge, and the bags of
gold slung upon it over the saddle, then
covered with a sac!dlec!oj.h..
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‘ur Geoffrey, peeling off his green suit
as he rode, galloped to the castle; while
.the men in green gathered round the
mason and made sure he did not see the
direction the knight took.

“Thieves! Robbers!”
rushing forward, hardly caring, so great
was her anger, whether het uncle recog:-
nised her or not.

She bavely recognised him, so Eutfui]v
was his head. disguised to a likeness of
Friar Tuck’s. His great bullk made him
not unlike the friar, and.his face was
gpained with berrv-jnl(o to increase the
likeness,

g tlie \\UD(]:»,
spml' " he eried.

!Then he broke off as a cloud of dust
in the divection of the village resolved
itself into horsemen.

men, to share our

“To  cover— hide!” the  baron
suddenly urged.

They  scrambled  over the hedge
amongst the trees, and stood stock-still

in hiding. not guessing who the horse-

men were. But Fayre..clapped her
hands, . For at the lu»ﬂzl"‘bf the riders
was the riff.

87 hett -inod up,rI'uyae ﬂprang for-
\5‘&1‘:] in excitbinent
e 1y Hm waood
: (( ried. "' Just; thege—

FA her cry. the Imgur. mlllnws ran for
mem hiding-places; but the sherift’s

Hm woocl. she

SN, ]nmmglt cir horses-te the Jump, i

ccleared the hedges.

* Friar Tuck—get Triar Tuck ! eried
ithe mason, now helped.to his feet.  -»

The Baron! Le Feuvre, hesitating be-
tween a chance of 0\p|ammﬂ' matters to
thie sherift or escape, loitered too late,
-Half a dozen men sprang on him, rain-
ing blows,

“To the sfocks with hnn 1" eried the
Lady Fayre.

The  Baron T

Feuvre

struggled

fiercely, keeping - -his head low and the -

iriar’s cowl in place. For after this act

of highway robbery he dared not be
recoghiseil as himself,

“To  the stocks with t(hem all!”
roarcd the sheriff,

Four only of the “outlaws’: were
caught, but those four would be r-mmgh
io supply the village stocks and

pillories;
“The gold—the gold !” called out the
mason.
SWe'll find  it=—never fear!”
sheriff assured him. “An hour in the
stocks and this fat rasval will talk

Favre followed them to the village in
mi¥ed mood.  The baron deserved
punishment: he deserved to go where

he Wad so often sent others—io the
stocks. . Yet he was her uncle, and she
did not want worse harm to befall him,

When the mason fold his story in the
village there was uproar. The nm\(l of
people massed about {he men in green,
and shouts of fury rose.

“Robin Hood, the vascal !”

“Our friend turned enemy——"

“Ricaling money meant for ns——"
“Tis  Friar  Tuck they  have
capturced !”
* &To (he pillory!”
“Where's our gold ?”
Fayre looked at the Baron Le

Fenvres face. Despite the berry-juice
he was pale, and there was mnothing
about him now to suggest the braggart
or mighty lord. Hundreds of fists were
Bieing shaken at him, voices yelled scorn
and abuse, and only the sherifi’s armed
men kept the crowd from smashing
blows om him.

The barou was put’in the pillory, and
with head hanging, hands and arms

(‘l‘IleFd‘.ll"

the

limp, became a target for fruit and
vegetables.

Of a sudden, Fayre took pity on him.
To the crowds ;mmzemont she - sprang
between him aid then. :

“Stay I she P;-led do;lgmg a “e]l

ﬂlmg -l{lpl(‘ ay Dy u 1ot see
who 'tis¥ '"Tis lhe Baron de Teuvre!”
The shouting died, and the sheriff

stepped forward, ho\\mng to stare ifito
the baron's face.

“Mis so indeed 1" he cried, in wonder.

“The ‘baron!> In .outlaw greent”
came amazed cries;

‘Fayre's shrill> voice rose
cries died again.

“He was fooled by Rul;m Hood !” she
cried. “Bnt the gold ¥

Thie baron splutiered ; and the sheriff
moved near to hear what he said.

“The gold—safe—safe in my castle !”
groancd the baron.

The sheriff drew up, smiling.

“The gold is safe in the castle!” he
shouted,

A mighty roar went up from the
people then, and there was a rush to
free the barun 50 Hmt he might hasten
to secarg é

when their

A igﬁ 2 d for ]]nm.b and,™
escorted by iiff, - the baron,
bruiéd and ~0r11%\\1%$n fruit from his
fade#cantéred back “to th stle.

Close huhmdwm;en a seat «of honour
|J(‘i‘lill(l the sheriff, since it was slie who
“had* fitst mmgnued the baron—rode
Fayre.

Bul lnel heart was heavy, for no sign

“had com® frem Robin Hood and the

crowd was still blaming him for the
robbery.

“1 was captured by the rascal,” said’
the baron, now recovered from the shoek
and shame, and dressed in his men’s ©
clothes—“ when stunned, but my men
tool back the gold from the thieves, and
rode it to the castle 3

At the barbican, Sir Geoffrey and
oflmra now in their own attire, awajted

5

Lim; and when they, H:n\ his_sorry
phgh( they ‘drew back. 37
“The gold!™ cried the baron. “The

hags of gold you wrested from the
rascal Robin Houd
the mason

And he winked heavily to mal‘e lnﬂ

meaning clear. L
Men rushed to a storchouse mld ﬁ"'

turned, dragging the heavy, ]oLL( d
moriey-bags.
“The whole ecrowd of two hundred

villagers now crossed the drawbridge,
vinvading the castle for the first tiine,
and every man was armed with a club
or some weapon. -

“The gold!” went up the shout.

“Here are the bags, gond f(-HO\\ T
said the baron to the mason.
“Ah! Tl open them first. W hv

ended the mason, “the locks have
broken !

He opened the bags and shouted in
rage, dived in his hands and pulled up
(.‘all]l and stories.,

“The gold is gone!
roar from the ‘people,

bL‘LI]

I” came an angry

“Four hundred plcccs'” said the
mason.
“ Peace !” called Fayre. “The baron

has but [mt the gold in a safe place for
keeping !
“ Ahhh!” camie a murmur of relief.
The Baron le Feuvre, brows knit,
muttered to Sir Geoffrey and the others.
who one and all protested that they had
not opvncd the bags. -
“Twas as we fotnd them !”
agreed. ;

they

who stole them from |
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The baron knew that he was defeated.
Unless he found the four hundred gold
picees, this crowd would run amuck.

“Peaco!” called Fayre soothingly.
“The baronchas many hundreds of gold
mwea irithis treasure chest. Four huu-
dred<"tis'but a handful to:him.

’lhe baron secowled at her, but jumped
to action, all the same, horrified lest: the
mob ‘decided to raid his coffers and take
a-handful of gold pieces each. ;

“Four hundred gold pieces!”
roaved. “Find the treasurer!”

(Yood humour returned to the crowd
then, and when, a few minutes later,
the tieasurer and his helpérs returned
with four hundred gold pleces, a mighty
cheer rose from the crowd.

As the baron had the wisdom to dis-
tribute the gold on the roadway, he
succeeded in luring the crowd from the

castle—all but Fayre.

She, taking advantage of the excite-
ment, slipped away to her room, and
there changed into her red robe.

he

In growing anxmt), from hel window
shie loaked out” 1ﬁ}ou the fielg 5 T S0Ime
sight of Robin Hood Bu 1L1e \\ as

" nuhc

Tt e houts later (AL TFayre, putl.m;,
on her shabhy clothmmi;cn more, ‘crept
down. to thé” dunguum and c11
thiough the secret” trapdoor to the boat
‘moored ‘in the moat.  Very softly she
paddled it to the far side, where she
moored, it.. assured that the sentries
could not, see her.

Reachmg the village, vuth its tables
groaning under goodly fare, and the
peoplg dapcing and singing, she saw the

he had met in the roadway

rler than ever.

Ah my friend—you are come to join
" said the girl, “Hast heard all the

and Robin Hood's joke?”

as?’
cwierriment,
“His, Joke"” said Fayre.
. Hm)d held up the mason the first

time,” the girl laughed., “All the baron
took was dirt and stones, and what was
thrown at him. Tra, 4a! And Robin
Hood did but keep the gold safesfrom
Lhej baron—and now. has scnt 1l back to
us,

“Sent it back! And vou lm\( the
,bamn s gold, too” Fayre cried.

“Yes, ves—double morey, for all, with
Robm * Hood's  love,” «axd the girl.

“And the baron’s gnef.

The Lady Fayre sat down on a table
edge and laughed—laughed “until-her
sides ached. Then in right merry mood
she joined the happy thiong, as did
some strange friars in szackeloth, whose
more normal garb was green.

-~ With one of them Fayre danced. hut
ﬂzough she knew his name, she did not
even whisper .it, for Robin Hood was
the man, and enemies had sharp ears.

“Well done!” she said, laughing.

LWell donq voung mystery maid "
he said. “And if you should hear the
baron’s joy when he knows the gulll was

twice paid, let me hear of it, too.” |

Favve heard u, although it did 1ot
sound like joy. The baron nearly ex-
-ploded. He danced, quivered, shook,
and smashed a table with his fist,’

“By my troth I'll be even with Robin
Hood for this!”" he roared.

Aud the Lady Fayre,  not daring (o
laugh, closed one eyve in.a wink—the
eve fzui 1er from the baron.

END OF THIS WEEK'S B'lUPY
IVIEET charming Fayre and gallant

Robin Hood again next Saturday,
in yet -another fascinating Complete
story.,
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