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the feud between the Forms will
continue !
See this week’s dramatic Cliff
House School story.
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Exciting News !
Miss

i ORE tes,
M Charmant?”
' Barbara Red-
) fern asked, with
a hright mnile,
“Thank you, Barbara[”
“ Another jam tart, Miss
Charmant ?”* plump Bessie
Bunter pressed. "I can recommend
these, you know. I made them myself
in cookery, classes,” :
“Thank you, Besiie! They are really
excellent, my desr! Clara, would you
mind passing the gﬁnl‘, lease? And,
Marjorie, 1 think’ Mabel wants some
more bread-and-butter.” .
“0.K.1” Clara Treviyn grinned.
“Flora, got everything you want?”
“Thanks!” Flora Cann of the Lower
Fifth nodded. “Ripping, this} I must
say,” she added, with 8 hint of the
superiarity her ono extra year gave her,
“that you kids in the Fourth Form
know how to throw a tea-party I”
“ What-ho I” chuckled Joan Carson.
“Don’t they just!” Hilda Hatfield
chuckled. *“’'Nother esandwich, please,
Babs 1™
Tea was in progress in Study No. &
in the Fourth Form corridor at Cliff
House School. ]
But it was not an ordinary tea this
time; the spread was much foo lavish.
Moreover, it was not frequently that the
charming Valerioc Charmant, mistress of
the Fourth and history mistress of the
sehool, was present on sueh an occasion;
and it was stranger still to see the
leaders of the Fourth Form and their
reat rivals, the leaders of the Lower
ifth, sitting down in perfect harmony
to the rame meal. .
And pever before in the Fourth
Form’s history had Miss Valerie Char-
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mant requested Barbara Redfs
was the captain of the Fourth, .to
expressly invite herself and these Fifth
Formers. But Miss Charmant had a
good reason for that, of course.

“You know,” she saxd now, “I'm glad
I've got you girls together, and-T do
think it’s spleudid of you, Barbara, to
co-operate as you have done I

Babs dimpled and Aushed to the roots
of her ghstening chestnut hair.

“And 1 do hope,” Miss Charmant
added, “that the Fourth and the Lowe
Fifth will be very good friends in
future 1

“ But,” Flora Cann the tonsled-haired
captain of the Lower Fifth, said, *“we
are good friends, Miss Charmant—
really! Naturally, weo pull each other's
legs, and, ndtura{] , the Fourth is not
in it with the Lower Fifth; we’re only
rivals You know,” Flora added, wink-
ing at her two form-mates, *the Fourth
have got an idea they can beat us in
most things; but, of course, the Fouarth,
with brans at such a lower stage of
development——"

“8Bays youl” sniffed Tomboy Clara
Trevlyn ©Miss Charmant, would you
like the salt?”

“Eh? No, Clarz. I don’t usually eat
salt with Jam tart ¥ the surprised
Form-mistresa said.

“But I thought, you see, you might
like a pinch to swallow Flora's yarns|”
Clara said; and there was a laugh at
Flora’s expense, in which pretty Valerie
Charmant jeined. '

“ But, Miss Charmant, you did hint,”
Barbara put in, “about something
—sgome secret.”

“Y did,” Miss Charmant nodded.
“That, as a matter of fact, was why 1
asked you all togethor here fiest. ¥
Just wanted to put you all on good terms
with cach other before 1 dropped my
bombshell, s0-ta speak. 1 hope yor’ll he
suitably thrilled when it bursts.”:

The girls eyed her,

“0Oh, Miss Charmant, what is it1”
Mabel Lynn asked.

*You havent guessed 1*

“No. = Pledse—please do tell us}”
Marjorie Hazeldene pleaded. :

Miss Charmant laughed.

“Give you three guesses }” she teased.

‘A feed?” fat Bessic Bunter suggested
at once. ’

“No.”

“A trip to London?” Babs hazarded.

“No, Barbara.”

“ Well, then, a—a visit to the theatre?”
Mabel Lynn suggested.

But again Miss Charmant laughed,
merely shaking her head.

" No,” she said for the third time.
“I'm sorry tu tease you, but you're all
miles out. Bessie is pearest, hut oan
partly Barbara, you asked the Fourt
to be at the meeting in the Commeon-
room at half-past five 7

“Oh, yes, Miss Charmant |

“And ﬁl' Flora1” 5

“The wer Fifth,” Flora retorted
gallantly, “will be there to a man—1I
mean, girl i”

The mistress’ blue oyes twinkled. Two
delicious dim the admiration and
cnvy of every girl in the school,
appeared in her cheeks. Most attractive
Miss Charmant looked when she smiled
like that—most marvellously like a
schoolgirl herself. No wonder every-
body at CEff House adared her | .

But _this secret of hers—what was it?
Everybody was on tenterhooks to know.

“There I she said at last. “Oh, good-
pess, what a tea! 1 congratulate you,

Barbara, upon your hospitality | It has
been deligllifnl——verlvl ut, n,;w every-
ane n:l’ finished, we'll get along. By the

sound of things, the girls are alread
filling the Common-room.” ¥
. 'That was obvious. For outside in the
corridor came volces; the sound of
meny footsteps all cagerly making
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in one direction—the Fourth Form
Common-room, They heard girls chat-
ting and laughing, and occasionelly a
good-natured” cry of “'Ware, Fifth
Form I? or “'Ware, Fourth Form!"—
for these two Forms could never meet
without & display of that friendly
rivalry for which they were so note
throughout the school. And for once
nobody was inclined to linger over tea
in Study No. 4—not even plump Bessie,
who usually was the first to sit dewn
and the last to rise.

“Lpave the washing-up,” Babs sug-
gosted, “We'll do that afterwards.
Ready, everybody?”

Everybody was; not only ready, bub
cager and curiously anxious to get to
the scene of action. Again Miss Char-
mant laughed as she rose and led the
way out of the study. A crowd of girls,
gwarming in the corridor, all pounced

- upon her as she came out.

«QOh, Miss Charmant, what’s the
meeting about?” Margot Lantham
wanted to know., “We're just dying
with curiosity "

“Well, please,” Miss Charmant
laughed, “keep yourselvea slive for
another few moments [

And, tripping along in the midst of
the girls, she reached the crowded
Common-room, flinging the door open.
At once there was a cry:;

“Here she is1” .

“Three cheers for Miss Charmant [*

“ Miss Charmant, what is it?”

“Plense, plense! Silence, girls!”
Miss Charmant laughed, and her eI\;es
twinkled as she looked over the assembly
of girls. * Barbara, shut the door !” she

. gaid “Somebody stand guard by it!

This is a secret!” .

Fourth and Fifth were silent, forget-
ting even the bantering which had been
viclently in progress when the Form-
mistress entered, Now they were going
to know at last!

Redfern, Bessie Bunter & Co.

“ And the secret,”
Miss Charmant
went on, “is going
to be just betwecen
ourselves. You, all
know what next
Wednesday is, don't
you?” i

“No. What?”
Mabel Lynn asked.

“Think! It's
somebody’s ° birth-
day, isn’t it?"”

“Birthday!?
Birthday 7’ A mut-
ter went round;
then Diana Roy-
ston-Clarke gave a
oLy, it

“Yoicksl 1
know ! Primmy’s
birthday! 1 mum-
mean, Miss Prim-
rose!” she cried,
remembering  that
she was referring to
C1iff House's head-
mistress.

“That’s it. Fancy
forgetting it,” Miss
Charmant chided.
“And Wednesday
js an extra special
birthday for Miss
Primrose, because
it 1s her jubilee—

fiftieth, youn
going to tell you
why I've called you together.”

And sho did, while the girls listened,
ghining-eyed and thrilied with interest.
Desr old Charmer! Wasn't it just like
her to think up a treat like that? For
her idea, after all, was very simple.
The Lower Fifth and the Fourth com-
bined were going to give Primmy a
birthday party, ust as the Upper Fiith
and Sixth had done last year—but this
birthday party was going to be different.

There was going to be tea in Big
Hall, & lovely presentation, followed by
an entertainment which Miss Charmant
had already map?ed out and which was
to be a sort of cavalecade of events
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“Cood old Mabs!” cried Babs, for
golden-haired Mabel Lyon was her
studymate and especial chum.

“ And then there’ll be a souvenir pro-
gramme,” Misa Clarmant said. “ Bar-

‘bara, I really think you should design

that. Now comes the presentation.
There will have to be a collector, of
coutse—Hilda ‘Hatfield, what about you
for that? When we've got all the
monay, we'll decide then what to buy.
The next question is—and this, in some
respects, is the most important—who is
to present the present?” )

«Oh, the Fifth, of course!” Georgina
Bkeppington of that Form said.

‘Tﬁu_tsl The Fourth!” sniffed Clara
Teevlyn. .

“Put were seniors!” Ceorgina re-

torted.

“Qnly by age. In every other respect,”
Clars retorted cheerfully, *you're in-
fants!| DBags the presentation for the
Fourth, Miss Charmant!”

“Why, you cheeky—"

“Peace, peacel”’ Miss Charmant
laughed. o arguments, please. Re-
metmber we've all got to work with good
will and eo-operation.”

“Woell, then, what nbout Miss Char-
mant choosing the girl who's going to
make the presentation?” Mildred
Tamplin cried. -

Everybody wheeled round. Mildzred,
a rather heavily buil girl who not long
ago had been dropped from the Upper
Fifth to the Lower because of her back-
wardness, was not often heard in such
discussions. Sulky, aloof, never in any-
body’s good books for any length of
time, Mildred usually kept very much
to herself.

“Jolly good idea,” Flora Cann ap-
pIa'|‘.1ded. * Miss Charmant—yes, you do
it !

Miss Charmant laughed.

“But how am I to know who is the
girl best fitted?” she msked. “Wait a
minute, though! You all understand,
don’t you, that apart from making the
actual” presentation, the girl who is
selected for that honour will have to
make a speech into the bargain? Now
what about this? Hupposing each
Form selects its best speech-maker—"

e

Rivalry had always existed between the Fourth and the
Lower Fifth. But it was friendly rivairy—until the two

_ Forms banded together in
for their headmistress.

preparing a great surprise

Then a secret plotter went to

work, and the friendliness grew into bitterness, the rivalry
into a feud. '

during Miss Primrose’'s long reign o3
Clif House’s headtnistress.

“And the cavaleade,” Miss Charmant
anid, while girls beamed at cach other,
“in to be a series of little scenes. Every
girl in both Forms will have something
to do, but because time is short I
suggest you form into groups and start
work right away. abel Lynn, as
chairwoman of the Junior Amateur
Dramatio Society, I think you should
see to rehearsals and so forth.”

“(Oh, thank you, Miss Charmant!”
Mabs said, and looked around. “Do the
others agree?”

Everybody did, Even the Fifth
realised that Mabs was the best pos-
gible choice. -

“Ves?” everyone cried.

“And supposing to—niihi. that girl
drafts out the speech she will make
with the presentation? Then let mo
have both speeches. To-morrow motrn-
ing,” the mistross added, “I will give
you my honest, candid opinion and you
stick to that.” ’

“Jolly good! But, of course, it's just
a walk-over for the Fifth|” Rhoda
Rhbodes smiled. .

“Bays youl” gniffed Leila Carroll,
the American junior of the Fourth,

“So shall we leave it at that?” Miss
Charmant asked. :

Everybody was agreed for it -to be
left at that. There followed some
further discussion about the entertain-
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meént ‘side. Though the Fourth- and
Fifth were to work in Co, with each
other, most of the items were ecparate
and ocould be done by independent
groups. ;

There were no costumes in the ﬁlzﬁ
except for one scene—the scene whi
was to be & re-enaction of & Clifi House

geant, in which an_earlier Fifth

orm: had played & leading part. That
scene, therefors, was to go to the Fifth.

A good part, that, But the Fourth
did not mind, The honours of the
party, at the moment, were fairly even.

. And so, at last, the gathering broke
up.-evez:y‘:

ody extremely happy and en-
thusiastic ; evell-gbody with some special
work to do. KEven Bessie Bunter had
her own separate job, for Bessie was
ing to make the birthdey cake, Miss
Charmant promising to get special per-
miseion from Miss Plummy, the domes-
tio science and cookery mistress, for heg
to use the model kitchen,  Bessig
beamed. That was & job after her own
heart. .

“And ‘just wait,” she bomsted, “till
you taste it !*

“Wa will [ Joan Carson said good-
humouredly. “Don't forget to bring
your hemmers and chisels, girls1”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The two Forms split ug But at once
Babs held a mesting of the Fourth. So
many things hed to be settled right
away, and, most’ important among
them, the selection of the presentation-
maker,

The vote of the Fourth was at once
far Babs to make that speech, but, as
Babs pointed out, she was capiain, and
a captain making the presentation and
the speech might lend to the party a
formality which was not in_ keeping
with its spirit. The choice of that great
honour ﬁnall}v fell to Peggy Preston.

“And of,” Babs said, “you go,
Peggy, snd prepare the draft for Miss
Charmant! No time to waste. If you
want & hand with the speech, don’t be
shy in asking for it.” .

“] won'tt® Peggy promised, with a
langh, and off she dashed.

First Suspicions!
“ INISHED, Peggy t”
Barbara ilyed-
fern, locking into
Study No. 6,
which Peg Preston
shered with Jane Mills and
Christine Wilmer, esgerly
asked that question.

“Juet | Peggy laughed, beamin;
from the table, “Like to rea
Babs 1*

“It* was, of course, the speech over
which Peggy had laboured ever since
the Fourth Form hed selected her to be
its spokeswoman. In order to help her
to ‘concentrate, Christine snd Jane had
thoughtfully left her alone, and Babs,
busy with the various small organisa-
tions which the projected birthday
party called for, hiad not found, until
this moment, an opportunity of die-
cussing Peggy’s labours. But she
beamed 88 the Lancashire jumior
handed the speech to her. i
 Babs’ face, for the last two hours,
indeed, had been a constant b'aa:}:. For
everything was going swimmmgly, top-
p:%{g.l sp en‘d:df;

Mabs, the second of the Study No. 2
girls, had already got her rehearsal
group arranged. Bessie, the third of
that famous trio, had gone off to see
Mrs. Carey, the housekeeper, about the
ingredients for ‘the birthday cake.

a orth had been sent off to
asgist Hilda Hatfield in the collection,
Marjorie Hazeldene, that gentle-faced

up
it,

studymate of Clara Trevlyn,
slready making a list of furmshi
props connected with the Fourth Form’s
scenes in tbe show,

Babs herself had rou%hed‘ out. the
design for the special birthday pro-
gremme, and was feeling very pleased
with the result, Everything, in faet,
was going on oiled wheels.

Shs read through the speech, and her
eyes shone.

“Uh, Pe
breathad.

To ! You know, you
ought to be m:? pﬁ- [

when you g

.up - Blessed if I've ever read any

neater than that. But you're going to
have competition,” she added, " because
I've just heard that the Fifth have
selected Joan Carson as your rival, and
you know what fine speeches Joan can
make 17

“You like it?” Peggy asked anxi-
ously. “VYou don't think it can be
lm‘proved ?on?"
No!” Babs said, “DBothered if 1
can make a single suggestion. But
what about taking it along pow? rd
like your opinien on my ProgTARImE
design when ;ou’re free.’

“Let's go!” Peggy said heartily.

And off they went, But, arriviag at
Misz Charmant’s door, they halted.
Qutaide that door was_ Joan Carson,
the Lower Fifth’s Canadiah schdolgirl,
her own speech in her hand, accom-
panied by ¥lora Cann.

“What-hoI" Flora chortled. “The
deadly enemies arrive at the same time,
Written your speech, Peggy?”

“1 havet” Peigy Preston retorted.

“Pretty tough, making & Fourth
Form kid write a speech, isn't it1”
Flora said sadly. *Must ba dreadful,
reclking the poor things they call brains,
for the necessary words. Hope you
didn’t  use too many dictionaries,

Peggy.” y )
" Babs retorted. Just wait

“*“Btuff
till to-morrow, that’s all!l Have you
“Don’t

knocked yet?"

“Three times,” Flora said.
think the Charmer’s in, though, 8hall
we leave them I"

“Whv not?”

And Babs opened the door, to reveal
8 gtudieeuntena.nted. Miss Charmant
havin n callad into conference with
Miss Primrose. Carefully Joan placed
her effort on the desk. Peggy, with &
sm:]mg]hy challenging lock at her rival,
placed hers beside it. And then they
8]l wheeled as there was & sound out-
side the door.

“Hallo! Here she is I’ Babs said.

But it was not Miss Charmant—or
anyone else. Puzzled, Babs wenti to the
dp(;;t and opened it. Not a soul was in
gight.

“Dreaming 1" Flora grinned. “Well,
that's that! And may _the best girl
win! Bo sorry,” she added mockingly,
“the Fourth won't be presenting the
present, Baba!”

“Bow-wow ! Babs said cheerfully.

They hurried off then to the music-
room, from which came the unearthly
strains of music.

The music was the beginnings of &
band which Jemima Carstaira was
forming for the party, but whose ear!
efforts seemed to promise anything but
eventual success,

From the music-room théy went to the
Common-room, where Mgbel Lynn was
trying to superintend two rehearsals at
once, and from there to the model
kitchen, where Bessie waa pqndemunlg
weighing out the poftions which woul
go to the making of ber cake. |

Preparations were going with 4
swing | .

But all immediate attention was ‘con-
centrated on the result of the ap ach-
making competition. For very obvicus
reasons, that was recognised as the very

was,
and and both Fourth and

, it—it's brilliant 1" she -

THE SCHOOLGIRL -

highést honour in the a_rti schedule,
J ifth were on

tenterbooks of excitement. .
Bed-time came, and_with both Forms
happy and excited, Fourth and Fifth
8 t their well-earned rests. Up earl
in the morning were Babs & Co., an
immediataly after breakfsst Babs and
Peggy presented themselves, with
Flora and Joan, in Miss Charmant's
study. Mies éharmu.nt. smiled ab

Peggy. .
%f'essy, than.l,: you! I have read

your s

Pm flushed. .

o 1 think,”’ Miss Charmant said,
“that it is a very fine effort indeed—a
very fine effort! But, Joan, 1 under-
staﬁd. you were preparing a speech as
well.

Joan Carson blinked,

“Well, ¥ did |” she replied. .

“I do not seem to have scen it,”
Miss Charmant said.

“What?” Joan started. “Bui—but
I left it here last night! Babs and
Peggy and Flora were here at the same
time.” =

“liiiﬂl thlg " pame,” Miliss Ch;.rma?t
repl “Peggy's speec] as the only
one ilaft on my desk, .'[g:n, are you
sure }?

Joan was sure. And Joan was a little
1‘x;eﬁcmtf‘ui. then. &:m hm%1 rac!:ie(‘i, her
ram in writin, e speech, and Joan
at_least, had 8’chought it very gooé
indeed. But Miss Charmant hadn't
seen it, and when she searched her
study thers was no sign of it Miss

" Chiarmant frowned.

“It is very strange. Joan, you are
sure you put it here?™ i )

“PositiveI”  Joan  said,
enappily.
't‘?” en what can have heppened to
11

“Only one thing can_have ha;)genad
to it,” Joan retorted bitterly. *Home-
body must have taken it!” And,
though gerhapa she did not ‘mean it,
she could not help but dart a look at
Peggy as she said those words, and
Peggy, ca,tchinil the look, flushed to
the roots of hexr hal
Joan said
because they weanted to - enatch
Fifth’s chances of makin|

“Oh, Joan,” Babs sat
“I say, that's nov fair!”

rather

indignantly,

said
“Joan, that is rather un-
worthy. At the same time,” she added,
“1 can understand your disappointment,
It is—very annoying. Watt a minute. I
have an idea,” she added eagerly.
“Bupposing, just to decide the question,
you and Peggy ]g'i_ve your speeches here
snd now, verbally 1” . :
“I'm willing,” Peggy said at once.
Joan Carson flushed, Truth to tell,
the - suggestion found little enthusiasm
with her. Unless she had learned. her
speech by heart in the firet place Joan
was not & natural speaker. On the other
hand, Pegﬁy could ususlly be relied
upon te make an enterteining speech
of mnothing. But Joan, as a Fif
Former, was not going to let it be said

y that she had refused a ohalletyze which

a Fou Former had accepte
“ All right,” she seid, “1I agree, tgo.”
“Vary well.” Miss Charmant smiled.
“Well, Joan, as you seem to be the
vietim in this case you shall have first
shot, Now, just pretend that I am Misa

ir, “Tt almost seams,” '
“that somebody’s taken it -
the :
the speech.” :

s

out

Primrose and you are making the speech

to me Go ahead!”
The other girls stood silent as Joan,

gomewhat flustered, stepped forward, -

With a cough, she start
started . again, desperately trying to
memorise the words of the missing

ting all about it and making the bold,

, faltered, and -

.speech she had written instead of forgets '
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impromptu offort for which the occasion

called.
Very badly she halted in places.
Several times she repeated phrases, and

the whole time, unused to being called
upon on the spur of the moment for
such a 1‘tflpeech, was flustered and uncer-
tain, isa Charmant nodded when she
had finished. ‘

“Thank youn, Joan. Now you,
Peggy.”
Peggy, looking more confident,

ste:ﬁ;e forward, with a smile. Just to
aid her she picked up Miss Charmant’s
ruler, and, imagining that was the pre-
sent, fired ahead, abs glowed as she
listened; Miss Charmant smiled. The
spesch was good—excellent, in fact—
almost as good as that which Peggy had
written.

“Very, very good, Peggy,” Miss
Charmant said, when it was finished.
“Joan, I am sorry, but I think even you
will agree that Pegﬁ is the more suited
to fill’ the bill, en that's decided.
Peggy makes the speech.”

““But—but—" Joan stuttered.

“Yeos, my dear?”

*Oh, nothing I” Joan muttered.

But her face was bitter as she left the
room. Hurt disappointment, smoulder-
ing resentment wero in her eyes.

Not normally did Joan Carson display
an unaporting side to her nature, but
her disdppointment in the circumstances
was very humanly understandable.

Last night she had fretted over an
hour on that speech. She had had cause
to feel satisfied when she had finished it.
Flora had voted it & peach. Someone
had stolen that speech—and who was to
gain by stealing it except a member of
the Fourth? .

Outside Miss Charmant’s door, Babs
and Peggy
“Joan,
sincerely.
“8o you ought to We,” Joan retorted.

“ What 1 )

“S8o_you ought to be!” Joan's face
flushed. B8he didn't want to say it. She
didn’t mean to say it; but something
within her was spurring her on sgainst
her better nature. ‘I hope,” she said
somewhat bitterly, “the Fourth are
satisfied now. Youw're giving the pre-
sentation, Peggy Preston, and I hoge
you enjoy it. t the same time,” she
added, breathing heavily, “I do think
that in a schems like this the Fourth
ou‘ght to play the game. That's all,”

But, Joan—'" cried Baba.

Joan, however, with a bitter look, had

turned on her heel and walked away.

guue . #
‘'m sorry,” Peggy said

Sure Proof—Or Was It?

[ ITHER,” Babs eaid
thoughtfully,
“Joan’s speech was
stolen, or somebod

must have shifted it og

Miss Charmant’s desk by

. istake. Flora, you don't

- think that this was really a
trick on our part to get the speech-
meking for the Fourth?"

Flora Cann flushed & little.

“Well, no,” she szid. *‘But—well, I
mean to say, it is jollf funny! We all
saw those two papers laid down side by
side. And if one were taken away by
mistake why should the other be left?”

Babs shook her head.

“Anyway,” Flora said, “I'H talk to
her about it. Meantime, I hope her
speech turns up.”

They all hoped that, but there was no
doubt that the incident had its reper-
cussions The news got round, and
while there was rejoicing in the Fourth
there were rather heate
Lower Fifth.

feclings in the-

‘Thera were bitter tongues there, as in

every Form at Cliff House, which did
not” want further inducement to wag,
and, though no upen accusation was
made against the Fourth, it was easy to
feel that the senior Form did suspect
its juniors.

orning lessons came and went with
no further light thrown on the mystery.
Afternoon lessons succeeded, and still
there was no news of Joan’s missing
speech. By that time, however, the
Fourth had become accustomed to the
idea that the honour was theirs, and the
Lower Fifth, with their own aectivities

_to interest them, had ceased to talk

about it, though, naturally, it was still
at the back of everyone’s mind. i

After lessons there were rehearsals
again. As far as was possible the groups
had been arrapged so that there was no
overlapping, and girls could get
together and rehearse privately in study
or gymnasium or library or any other
place they so willed,

But there was rather a big finale to
the show which ineluded both Fourth
and Fifth, and Mabs, managing that,
had ordered a rehearsal of both Forms
before tea that day. Willingly enough
all turned up.

“Now,"” Mabs said, “led’s get this
straight. Peggy ' Preston, where ars
yout Oh, here! Peggy, you at the
piano, Babs, I want you here. Flora,
you there. Joan—oh, here you eare,
Joan| Now, I want you three to sing
the first four lines of the song, the rest
coming in on the Bfth line. That
clear1”

“Clear as a jolly old fog at mid-
night,” murmured Jemima Carstairs,
“Wouldst like my orchestra to enliven
the proceedings, feir one?t” '

But nobody wanted Jemima's
“orchestra.” Peggy Preston at the
piano was sufficient. Each of the girls
was furnished with a copy of the song,
and at Mahs' signal Peggy commenced
to play. Then up went Mabs’ hand, the
cue for the leaders to start, Tunefully,
harmoniously the three voices blended,
at &e right moment the chorus
coming in, i

“Fine!” Mabs beamed. “Really
good! Now again—and then we'll try
te do it with grog;,” Again the song
was sung, an abs
! she said.
“Who's got a small table?"

“Oh, Peggy has!” cried Janet Jordan.
“Peggy, that one behind the door.
Can we borrow it?”

“Of course !” Peggy
and help you to get it.

“No,” Mabs decided; “I shall want
you to .practise this other song, Pegs.
Babs—Flora—Joan—will you go and get
it? Meantime, we'll run through the
next song. You're not.in that.”

Babs, Flora, and Joan nodded, While
the busy Mabs served out the sheets for
the next number, they trotted off. They
reached Study No. 6, and Babs, pulling

P’aid. “T’ll come

.the door open, revesled the small table

with a single drawer which stood behind
it. .

“Here we are,” she said; *“though
I'm blessed if I know why it requires
three of us. Flors, grab that end, will
you? Joan, open the ddor. Hi, steady
on, Flora |’

This as Flora, boisterously grabbing
qr:ie end of the table, tilted it on one
side.

“Borry ¥ Flora grinned, but her
sorrow came too late,

For the table drawer, very loose fit-
iang, came shooting out of the table
Too late Joan Carson saw it, too late
made a dive. There was a crash, and
down went the drawer, spilling its eon-

tents on the floor.

“Clumsy .thing |” Joan said. “Why

nodded again. -
“Now 1 want a table,”
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the dickens ean’t you cver do anything
without making a mess of it? ait' a
minute, I'll l;ick the things up. Good-
ness, what a lot of papers Peggy hoards
up!” she laughed, and then suddenly
ahg umped. “] say—*

asked good-humoured]y

But Joan said nothing. Rather queer

the look en her faco all at onea. In hor
ha?d sho held two sheets of paper.

“Well, what?' Babs asked, with a
frown. :

“I thought,” Joan esid with a sort
of concentrated guietness, * Peggy know
nothing about my missing speech

“Well, neither does she,” Babs said.
“But—"" And then she started. * Oh,
my hat! You—you don’t mean—*

"1 mean,” Joan said. her lips curling
with contempt, *“that here is the speech
—in Peggy Preston’s own drawer. If
she knew nothing about its disappear-
ance, what's it doing hores”

In dismay Baba stared as Joan coldly
held out the two sheets for her to see.
For an instant she was shaken. Just
for the veriest flash of time, perhaps,
Joan’s own suspicion transferred itself

to her. Then she flushed. She knew
Peggy. She knew her for the soul of
honour. No; certainly Peggy Proston

would never play such a
that |
“How 1" Joan flamed,
“Oh crumbs! I—I don't know,” Rahs
stuttered. ‘' But, Joan, Peggy couldn's
—wouldn't do a thing like that, There
—there must be some mistake——*"

“Then Peggy,” Joan said botween
her teeth, “ecan jolly well explain the
mistake.  Anyway, she’s not getting
away with this. If she tricked Miss
Charmant into giving her the plum
pert of the party I guess it’s about
time she was shown up. Come on—"

** But, Joan—" Babs gasped.

But Joan, like a whirlwind, was out
of the room. In dismay Babs glanced
at Flora, who bit her lip. Then she
nodded quickly.

“ Come on; never mind the table.”

Off they rushed. Joan, speeding
ahead, entered the music-room, where
the second song had come to an end.
Peggy, in the act of turning over her
music, started as Joan flamed in, thrust-
ing the two sheets under her nose.

“And I thought,” Joan said bitterly.
“you knew nothing of this? You cheat,
Peggy Preston!”

“What 7"

“You cheat!” Joan flared, “You
awful cheat! You stole my specch so
that Miss Charmant weuld take vours!|”
Yes, you didi Here it is! I found it
in your table drawer|” _

*“Here, what's this?'” eried Georgina
Skeppington.

“It's true!” Joan faced them, while
Peggy, thunderstruck, even now hardly
understanding, blinked, “This is the
Fourth’s way of helping and co-operat-
ing " she cried scornfully, “This is
what they call playing the game!
Because the Fourth just want cvery-
thing their own way they've déscended
to rotten tricks like this!™

“Joan{” cried Babs, bursting in.
“Joan— Oh, you idiot, what are you
saying 7" i

“ Wait a minute; we ought to get this
cleared up,” Mildred Tamplin said,
coming forward. “Joan, are you sure
yvou found that in Peggy's drawer?”

“T did. Flora will tell you the same.
8o will Babs, if she cares to speak the
truth !”

Babs glared. .

“I'm not,” she retorted tartly, “in
the habit of telling lies! Yes, I admit
you found it in Peggy’s drawer; but
that doesn't prove Peggy put it there.
And, for goodness’ sake,” she ecried,

trick like

ell, what do you eay?” Flora !




_ about, give P

" she

.

6 “Their Feud with the Fifth!”

“hefore you start slinging .accusations
a chance! Pegs, do
you know anythin about this?*

Joan paused. She renlised then that

rhaps sho was being hasty, She
E:dn‘-t meant to act like that, but her
bittserness 8t the discovery of the trick
which had been played upon her had
gverwhelmed every other consideration.
She d at Peggy now.

“Well, do {ou 7 she asked.

“N-no,” faltered Peggy.

There came s sniff from Florence
Ellison of the Fifth. - .

“Jolly good defence—I don’t think1”

ered.

o Aell the same, I don’t 1" Peggy re-
torted spiritedly. ) . ‘

There was silence. The Fifth were
remembering with new and vivid fresh-
ness their indignation of the morning.
Only one girl stood to fsm by playing
such & tricjg—and all . the evidence
pointed to that girl as having played it.
Paggy fushed as she saw the grimness
of their faces.

1 tell you—" she protested.

«Fibs? Florence Ellison gibed
“Rate] Why don’t you own up?”

“Yes, own up i’ came o shout.

“But if Peggy eays she didn’t do
it—"' Babs cried. E
“Then who else would do it1”

(leorgina Skeppington hotly argued.
" l'\'.nga1 | Peggy, ym%re bowléd out. The
least vou cen do is to jolly well go to
Miss Charmant and tell her, so that she
can make a fresh decision.”
“Yes, rather ! came a ¢ry. .
“Just a sec!” Babas cried. “Gitls,
listen—" L
But the girls wouldn’t listen. There
was clamour The Fifth were both hos-
tils and indignant now. Justice de-
manded that ﬁiss Charmant should be
told: that o new decision should be
given. Peggy rose, Her face was
white, but it was rather bitter, too.

“T'm-ot Foing to own up | she eried.
“Why should I own up_to something I
nover did? I tell you, I know nothing
about it1” :

“And you believe her?” Joan asked
of Babs.

“Yos of course I beliove her I"" Babs

reto s
“All right!” Joan's chest heaved..

“Tf that’s your idea of co-operation, I'm
out of this stunt from now on!” she
said bitterl;. “T'm willing to _do my
best, but I'm not willing to sit_down
nnder this sort of treatment. Either
Yeggy goes to Miss Charmant and tells
her what she did, or T jolly well chuck
rehearsals here and now."”

“And s0,” chimed in Ge%légina Skep-
pington.. “say all of us! Well, Peggy
Preston 1”

The Fifth looked at her. . Peggy, her
face faming, faced them with clenched
hands.

“I'm not
repeated.

A ﬂnuse.

“Then_ that,” Tlorence Ellison said,
“settles it1 Come on, girls!”

And, io the gusping dismay of the
Fourth Form, the Fifth moved towards
the door. It seemed that deadlock had
been reached. .

going to own up!” she

Warning of a Raid !

EADLOCK had.
Indignation, swift
and furiouws, ran

through the ranks
of the Fifth.

Pegey, called on again
by th?di“c];urthé fstubbomlé
repeated her defence, an

the. Fourth, knowing Peggy Preston,
just had to believe her. But who had

deliberately  stolen Joan  Carson's
paper] Who had tried to blame that
on to Pe%‘g 7 L
“The lgh are jolly fond of uceusmﬁ
us,”"—Rosa Rodworth savagely glowere
~“but what about themselves? I
Pefgy didn’t do that, somebody else
did. And if the Fifth ecould jolly well
fasten it on to the Fourth it would be
to their advantage, wouldn’t it? If you

ask me, this is ;’ust a scheme |

“QOh, please!” Babs pleaded. " Don’t
talk rot' The Fifth wouldn't do ik
Why on earth should they? Somebody
did~ it—granted; somebody, perbaps,
who's got a down on Peggy. Anyway,
just Alangmﬁ each other won’t get us
anywhere. Look here, T'll trot along
and see Flora.”

She quitted the music-room there and
then. To Flora Cann's study she
wended her way. She found that girl
nlffne. looking almost as doleful as her-
self,

“Dashed if I know what to do,
Babe|” she said. “The best thing is to
let feeling die down a bit. I can’t really
believe i Peggy's guilt; but when the
whole Form is saying it's a stunt, either
of Peggy or the Fourth, what can I do?
The on%y thing I can suggest is that we
sea the Charmer.” .

“And tell her about everythmi?”
Babs asked. #No thanks! A fine
squabbling set of chumps we should
look just when the Charmer's expecting
ns to pull toigbgther and work like any-
tl_wg{:g. But, Flora, somebody’s respon-
sible.” . .

Flora answered with a doleful ned.

“Put who ?” she askeds - :

“@omebody,” Babs snswered. * Bome-
body in the Fourth, or somehodg in the
Tifth. - Somebody, 8s 1 said, whe
might heve a grodge against Peggy, or
somebody who's tryang to ruin the whaole
show—though why the dickens they
should beats me. After all, look faets
in the facz. Would Peggy have lent us
that table so willingly if she’d known
those papers were in 14?7

“I'm! That's a point,” Flore con-
ceded. “Hadn’t thought of that. All
right,” she said, “you see what you can

do with your crowd. T'll have a jaw to

mine,

Baps nodded. She went off agsin.
But beforo she reached the music-room
whom should she meet but Miss Char-
mant herself.

“Qh, Barbara,
you!” that mistress pleasantly gree
her, “Everything going ou all right 1
* Bahs flushed a little. -

“HEverybody,” she answere d
cantiously, “is working like anything.”

“I’m pleased to hear it.” Miss Char-
mant dimpled.
T'm most fearfully keen to see this show
n great success, and the most delicious
part of it is that Miss Primrose doesn’t
suspect a ‘hing.” 8he laoghed. ' But
now, Barbara. I wonder if you'd do
something for me?”

#0Oh, with pleasure!” Babs said, ab
ong

14

I was looking for

.
I've received the collection—a very,
very good one, too, thanks to Hilda
Hetfield, and I've ordered the present.
The present is a very lovely piece of
Dresden china from Mullfords in Court-
field. I happen to know that it is a
‘piece which Mies Primrose has had her
eye on for a long time. I was wonder-
ing, if I gave you the cheque, whether
you would care to ge and collect it?"

“QOh, Miss Charmant, I'd_love to,”
Babs replied. “And "—with sudden,
eager inspiration—'"when I get back
would it be possible to call & meeting of
the two Forms and show them whnt%ms
been bought? They'd love to have a
private view, you know,”

“Why, Barbare, that is an excellent

‘the erossronds

“You know, Barbara, -

Toz SCHOOLGIRL
idea ! Miss Charmant said. “Cer-
tainlyl Wil yon come along to my
study now for the chequel® :

Babe. laughed. Bhe felt buoyant
again then. An inspection of the pre-
sent_would remind both the Fifth and
the Fourth what they were working for.
That would bring them together aagnin
and establish & better understanding.
Willingly she accompanied the mistress
to her study, and there Miss Charmant
wrote -out the cheque and handed it to
her, togcther with a pass for two.

As Tomboy Clara Trevlyn, at the
moment, had nothing to do, Babs took
her on the trip. ‘They were waiting for
the bus in Friardale Lane when another

1] joined them. It was Mildred

amplin.

«Hallo, Babs! Going for?” she
asked. ’

“ Courtfield,” Babs volunteered.
“Yout”

* Oh, only popping into Friardale!”
Mildred shrugged. “I've got to go and
see my dog at the vet's, yon know. Bad
luck about Pegyy,” sho sdded, with a
frown. “YI'm frightfully sorry about
that. But it's silly, of course, to think
Peggy would do such a trick. - I do
hope, Babs, that everything will turn
cut all right. I like the Charmer—
awfully—and I think it- would be just
too bad if her little schome wea let
down. Besides, there's dear old
Primmy.”

The chums blinked a little. They had
never known Mildred to show such in-

terest and concern for other people
before. :

The bus came along then, and they
all boarded it, Mildred dropping off at

1 in Friardale. Olara
grinned at Babs, - ‘

“Bit of & change, what?” she asked.

4 Rit ¥ Babs laughed. - “A whackin
great change, if you ask me|” ghe paid.
“gtill, it’s jolly to find her taking such
an interest. I only hope,” she added,
“there’ll be o more ractions,”

“ Well, the meeting ought to set things
right,” Clara said. *Brain-wave of
yogrs that, Babs,” 2 ' i

Brain-wave it was. Tor when, havin
collected the present, they bare it b
in its wooden box to CLff House, they
found that Miss Charmant had already
ordered the meeting—this time in Cli
House’s well-equipped gymnasinm.

Such a way Miss Charmani had of

ted doing theso things—meking evme

fee! that she was a grown-up

girl among younger echoolgirls—that it
would have been impossible to ghow
%ither resentment or churlishness before
er.

The sight of her enthusiastically
pretty face, the earnestness with which
she spoke, did much to break down the
barriers of hostility between Fou
and Fifth. Apart from that, the Fifth,
having been talked to by ¥
the meoting began, were in- & much
better frame of mind geuerally. ‘

And_what & gasp of delight went up
when Miss Charmani, tenderly unwrap-
ing the present, displayed 1t to view.

hat a delicious piece o% china it wis|
It took the form of three figures stand-
ing on & plinth, two of them danging
girla dressed in the most exquisite lace
—all meade in china—with a male
partner wesring a feathered beaddress
and carrying & tambourine—every tiny
detail modelled perfectly. Miss Char-
mant beamed.

“You like it 1" she asked.

“(Qh, we love it 1" cried Joan. .

«Well, this is it,” Miss~ Charmafit

laughed.
lighted with it,
aven more def
your efforts; an

“Miss_Primrose will be de-
I know. But she'll b
ghted, my dears, wi%]h

1 do so hope you will,

ora before

e
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each and every one of you, work your
utmost for the great day.”

Fourth and Fifth looked at each
other. There were smiles then., How,
in the face of that appeal, could they
help but work together and do their
best? Wasn't it really up to them to
sink their differences and begin again?
In a much more friendly and cordial
spirit they regarded eacﬂ other when
Miss Charmant had gone.

“Well, are we working together?”
Mabas asked.

“We are!” Flora Cann said. “And
anyone who tries to throw spanners into
the works from now on is going to get
it where the chicken got the chopper.”

The meecting broke up. Babs, walking
out with Clara Trevlyn, Bessie, and
Mabs, ~laughed. Well, thank goodness
that danger was averted | Thank good-
ness, after all,” both Fourth and Iifth
had come to their senses |

For the rest of the evening there was
intense activity in both Forms,

Babs, having finished the rough-out of
her programme design, worked indus-
triously in Btudy No. 4. Bessie, who
had not yet received all the ingredients
for her cake, was busy in the model
kitchen making tiny cakes.

“Mabs was taking & rehearsal party in
the Comrhon-reom, and from somewhero
in the school came weird sounds, which
showed that Jemima's band was trying
to do its manful best.

In the Fifth, Marjorie Hazeldene was
measuring the players in the pageant
scene for their costumes—details gf
which had to be sent off by that night’s
post so that the alterations could be
affected—and up and down the two cor-
ridora came the sound of chanted lines
and snatches of song.

Bed-time came eventually, end happy
and excited, both Forms tramped up to
their dormitories.  Everything once
again was going swimmingly.

Babs had contrived a meeting between
Joan and Peggy during the evening.
and Peggy, anxious to do everything
possible to keep the harmony going, had
offered to resign the speech-making in
Joan's"favour, and Joan, doubtful now
about her first accusation, was com-
pletely won over. Bhe refused, of
course. In fact, she not only refused,
but she apologised.

“Well, everything’s grand, I guess!”
Leila Carroll smid, with a chuckle, in
the dormitory. “ Which, of course, is
gs it should be. Say, Babs, what's the
card on your pillow?! Invitation to a
midnight feed, or something ?”

" “What card 1" Babs asked, and then,
staring at her pillow, frowned a little
‘as she saw the slip of paper there. She
picked it up. n it, in typewritten
‘capitals, was a message:

“*WARE FIFTH. THEY'RE RAID-
ING YOU AT HALF-PAST TEN
TO-NIGHT.”

“Whoopa! S8hut the door, girls
Babs cried. *Cather round, everybody.”
And as the door was shut and the Fourth
clustered round her, Babs, her eyes
dancing with fun, read out the message.
“TForewarned,” she chuckled, “is fore-
armed. My henchmen, are we going to
wait for the Fifth to raid us?”

“I'll say not!” Clara Trevlyn snorted.

“Then what are we gofni to do7”

“Bally forth with a heigh naany no,
and smite the merry old Fifth, what?"
Jemima Carstairs chortled. “Gird on
your armour warriors.”

“Arrah! We'll show the Fifth!"”
Bridget O'Toole said.

““And we'll jolly well show the
'Fourth !” Flora Cann was saying at the
same moment in the Fifth Form

il

dormitory, as she read the eard which
she had found on her pilow. “They're
going to raid us at l!xja.lf-pas-t ten, are
they?  Well, this is where the Fourth
woke up! Keep your hands on your
pillows, girls.”

“But I wonder,” Georgina Skepping-
ton asked thoughtfully, “who sent tho
warning ?”’ : . »

“ Rats on who gent it ! The fact we've
had it is enough,” Flora retorted. “ This
is whers we put those cheeky Fourth
Formers in their places.”

And Fourth as woll as Fifth, with
battle in their minds, settled down to
wait for zero hour, all unknowing how
disastrously their plans were to crash,

o ——

Not in the Programme !

P & €€ ISTI!” warned
Barbara Redfern
fiercely.

“Oh, really,
Babs! Why should I hiss?
I'm pot a snake, you
know |"” Bessie Bunter said

warmly. v

* Bessie, will you be quiet, you old

duffer 7"

“Well, T will be gumiet if Clara

Trevlyn would stop treading on my
heels | That's the worst,”” DBessie
glowered, “of having such whacking
great feet! Ow! Wow! Who stabbed
me in the back ¥ TR

“L". Clara Trevlyn said fiercely,

“stuck my finger in your back, cuckoo,

because I tripped over your silly pillow.
Pick it up and get on—and stop jabber-
ing! Do you want the Fifth to know
we're coming & mile before we get
there ?"

1] Weil—l,

(13 Shush 1!’)

Bessie glared as half o dozen volces

“"l“.

e

missing speech ? **
she started. ‘' Oh, my hat !
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hisged that shush, And in the darknegs,
with only the faintest shufling sound,
the Fourth Form.army, gripping ifs
pillows, wended its way. .

1t was dark—inkily dark. 'The night,
in fact, was ideal to their enterprise.
Hardly a sound disturbed the old school,
and most certainly the Fourth had not
the slightest knowledge that, approach-
ing them from the Fifth Form corridor,
their old enemies were on a similar trail.

“ Hush 1" Babs breathed suddoenly,

“Hush what 1"

“I thought I heard pomething.”

They all listeded, hardly daring to
breathe, )

“Stuff I” Rosa Rodworth scoffed.
“Go on! It was only the wind.”

They went on—inch by inch. Now
tliey were nearing the junction of the

corridors where & grey light filtered

through the latticed windows.

Three more steps.

“My hat!” szaid a sndden voice in
front of Babs. “Fourth Form 1"

“Flora!” cried Babs. *Oh golly!”
And then, as she dimly saw the crowd
ahead, as the light shone on the white
pxllows, she gave an exclamation.
“’Ware Fifth " she shrilled.

“Fourth{” cried Flora Cann. “At
’em, girls—— Ow!” she Easpod, as
Babs' pillow descended upen her head.

The surprise on both sides was com-
plete, and perhaps, because of the sur-
prise, caution was forgotten. In the
narrow junction of the passage the
battle opened in earnest.
. Bessie yelled as somebody trod on her
toes; Clara shouted as a sillow, well
aimed, smote upon her head and burst
in a flying smother of feathers which
billowed in the air. Thers was a yell,

“Go it, Fifth1”

“ At 'em, Fourth [

‘“Hurrah I

Excitement then! Nobody thought of

‘] THOUGHT,"” Joan said quietly, ** Peggy knew nothing about my
* Well, neither does she,"" Babs said, And then
You—you doa’t mean—"'
the Fifth Former said, her lips curling with contempt, ‘“that here
speech—in Peggy Preston’s own drawer | "

“I mean,”
ol




B “Their Feud with the Fifth!”
the, row, F rd tushed .the Fourth,
.injéntuponmns the Fifth back into

eir own dormitory. Back

ifth, shouting, gssping, as they became
i r?i!'md‘got mn other's way.

'y ied. Back they came in a
vigorous counter-attack, and this time it
was, the Fourth who gave ground.

. In the middle of the uproar there was
n sudden crash, a splintering of glass.
Bt nobody noticed that,

Babs found her own pillow torn out of
her grasp in the darkness, Desgerl.tely
she groped round for another. Ons was
a4 hand. She enatched a% it—and, sur-
prisingly enough, the girl from whom

ghe snatched it made no_attempt to
retain possession of it. Babs shifted
i And then, as

her ?np and wielded it. @
she f{elt something hard and heavy in
that Ifillow—-—- 5

“Hey! Hallo!” she cried. * What
havo I got here! Whoops |”" she hooted
newt- mement, and smote the passage
with a crash as & pillow swept her feet
from under her. :

“Qh, wuff "’ came Bessia Bunter's
E:.]a ing accents. “GCh a%li:d—dearlknl’ve

-lost my specs—spectacles, you know,
and some idﬂ)t’s trodden on my hands!
I— Ow!” she ndded, with a yell, as
somebody stumbled over her. “ Oh dud-
dear! I'm wounded! I'm dead! Hers,
let me get out of this!”

“ At ‘em, Fourth!”

“Go it, Fifth 1”

Stil! the battle raged. Babs gmged
breathlessly for her pillow. ~ BShe
staggered up, only to be smitten down in
the very act of rising. Then seddenly
there sounded a scandalised voice:

“Girls—girls| Bless my soul—"

“Qh, my hat! Cavel! Primmgy!'

“Girls—girls, how dare you!” Miss
Primrose conld be heard, but not seen.
* Stand still, all of you! Who has been
tampering with the light?" :

In dismay Fourth and Fifth halted.
From elong the corridor there came o
snick, but no answering light.
~ “All U.P.1” gasped Babs.

“Barbara, are you there?”

“¥.yes, Miss Primrese.”

“'Then kindly switch on the light near
you, Now |” And as Barbara switched
on Miss Primrose came rustling for-
‘ward, * My goodness qraclbus me [ she
cried. “Look at this I

Sheepishly the Fourth and TFifth
stared at each other. They were all
red, all breathless, On the floor were
feathers. In the air were feathers,
settling down. And farther along the
corridor was the glistening sheen of
broken glass,

“A pillow fight, ¢h?” Miss Prim-
rose’s lips came together, “How often
have I tald you girls that I will not
tolernte those jokes on each other in
the middle of the night?! Barbara, I
%eroew_e you are one of the ringleaders.

ou will take two hundred lines. That
also applies to you, Blora| Every other
Fu‘! will take one hundred lines, and—
bless my soul | - Who has smashed the
electrio light1” .

‘For it became obvious then why Misa
Primrose failed to find light when she
had switched on. Tho glass shade and
the bulb farther along the corridor
were smashed to atoms.

“Who has done it?” oried Miss
Primrose. :

Silence |

“] mean to know,” Miss Primrosa
gaid, rather angrﬂy, ““who has caused
this damage. Something heavier than
a pillow must have been required to
smash that light,”

Bahs, remembering. the hard lump ask

which sho. had grabbed in the darkness,
flushed.. Could the. pillow which had
sm%.ghed the electric fitting have been
that one? . .

,"1 observe,” Miss- P'rimrosa  cens
tinued, “that the smashed Hght is in
the portion of the corridor which the
Fifth Form are occupying, I must
therefore consider that it ig a- Fifth
Form girl. Such a blow,” Miss Prim-
rose said sharply, “might have been
dealt by some- heavy object concealed
in a_pillow. Hold up your pillows,

irla. :
The Fifth glowered. But they held
up their pillows. Miss Primrose went
down the passage feeling each cne.

“Thank you,” she said. *“I am glad
to find that it is not among you. Now,
please, the Fourth,”

Babs gulped. Now what was she to
dot But there was no getsing out of
it. Watched l:g the -glowering Fifth,
the Fourth lined up pillows in front of
them, Miss Primrose advanced. She
picked up Babs’ pillow, and thenm,
a shocked look at that crimson-faced

irl, plunged her hand into the nh% and

ew out a heavy wooden ruler, There
Wa3 & IUrmur. :

“Qh, wmy hat! It’s
Redfern [

“Barbara,” Miss Primrose thundered,
 did you use this on the electric light 1

““No, Miss Primrose. That wasn't
mg pillow, and I—X haven't been any-
where near the electric light.”
- % And neither,” Bosa Rodworth spoke
ug, “have eny of us, Primrose.
The Fifth ve been there all
along—" .

“Meaning to say,” sneered Florence
Ellizon, . “ you're trying to fasten it on
to us again, Play the game, Fourth!”

“Please 1? Miss Primrose cried.
% Barbara, I demand an explanation !”

“Well-—" Babs said, “Oh dear!
I—T'm sorry, Miss Primrose, but I
know nothing ahout this, I—I lost my
pillow during the—the fun, and snatched
this from somebody -else’s hand.”

Miss Primrose looked at her sharply.

“¥You make that statement on your
word of honour, Barbara 1"

“Yes, Miss Prifnrose.”

“1 »  Miss Primrose’s
gleamed. She looked at the unhappy-
looking Fourth. 8he gazed ot the
glowering Fifth, “It docs seem, after
all,” she said, “that it was a Fifth
Form' girl who wielded that pillow, and
having smashed the electrio i1gi1t,
craitiFy surrendered her weapon to an
innocent girl. Who is that girl”

Nobody ke. . .

“Very wﬁi" Miss Primrose said, “I
shall hold the Fifth Form responsible
for the damage. And this week,” she
added, *you will each have a_portion
of your l&)ockﬁt money withheld to pay
for it. Now go to bed.”

And the Fifth went, not, however,
without a bitter look towards their
rivals. It certainly 'did seem to the
Fifth that, as the _incriminating
evidence had been found in peasession
of a Fourth Form girl, they had
decidedly got the worst of the deal.

Barbara

eyes

ey —

' .Rosa ‘Hits Back!

G PT'3 funny—jolly

2} : funny | - Barbara

3 Redfern  said to

Mabel Lynn  next

morning befors breakfast.

The two chums were taking

a stroll .across the lawns

where bright sprin flowers  weroe

already bursting into bloom. “There's
ne doubt that it was a put-up job."

“You mean the pillow fight7” Mabs

sked. .

“What else? I've been talking to
Flora. Flora's frightfully sick about
things. Bhe says the Fifth feel they've
been tricked. I suppose,” Babs suid,

with- I must say she got awa
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with 8 sigh, “some of them Llame mwe,.
teeing that the ruler was found in my
sg‘xll_ow, and you can bet Florenee
ilison, and the rest of the Tifth.
Formers like her, will make the most
of it. But this pihcrw fight. Flora says
she te(;smred- a notice cxactly as we

“0Oh1" Mabs stared.

“Bomeone obviously P}otted to set us
off against cach other,” Babs went on.
“No harm in a rag, of course; but this
girl, whoever she wes, must bave had
the smashing of the elactric light in
view. Apart from that, she must have.

essed we'd try to beat each other to
it and thus meet in the corridor and
kick up a row 'That meant, of course,
that we’d be caught and punished."”

Mabs breathed ﬁeroeli.

“Well, if that was her little game,

he g with it jolly
well,” sho said. * But, Babs—who1”

Babs frowned. '

“ A Fifth Former,” she said. “I'm
Eerfeetly sure of that mow. Whoever

usted that light last night must have
belonged to the Fifth, for none of the
Fourth ever i?t near it. Naturally, 1
haven't told Flora 1 thipk it's cne of
her Form—Flora’s a bit. touchy where
the Fifth's good name is concefned.
But what on earth is this unknown
girl’s obgecti”

Mabs frowned thoughtfully. :

“QOnly one, Only cne possible,” she

said. “She wants to put the Fourth
and Fifth at 1oggerhea.d§."

“But why?” .

“Well, ask yourself. Just to bust up
Primmy’'s party.” |

Babs nodded slowly. Actually, Mabs

opinion Was exA her own. Some
hidden schemer was at work; that was
obvious now, just as her metive was-be-
coming obvious. But why should any-
pne want to mess up Primmy’s party

It was a puzzle—and a rather grim
guzzle. ‘There had been no fresh out-

reak botween Fourth and Lower Fiith,
but bitter things were bein said by ‘car-
tain factions in the Fifth, and there
was more than a hint, in some guarters
of the Fourth, that the Fifth had
plotted last night's affair just in the
hope of making the Fourth shoulder the
whole blame. n

If only they could find the girl who:
had done those things.

Hzd Babs and Mabs walked towards
the Fourth Form class-room at that
moment they might have found her,
For in that class-room a girl ‘was busily’
scrawling words upon the blackboard.
As Babs and Mabs turned back towards’
the school, she turned the blackboard so
that those words were hidden, and with
& quiet chuckle slipped out of the room.'

“ And now,” she breathed, “let’s see
what that will do.”

She emerged into the corridor just as
breakfast-bell sounded. Hungry—ior the
morring, despite the bright sunshine
still bore a mip in the air—the Fourth
gathered in the dining-hall where, at
their table, Miss Charmant radiantly,
presided. e iy

No rumour of the atrained,fejhﬁ@s
between the Fourth and the Fifth hed
as yet reached her, and Miss Charmant,;
feeling that all her delicious little plots,
were well on the woy to materialisation,
waa in high humour. It was that
morning at lessons that her first dis-
illnsionment came. e

That waa when, in front of the as
sembled Fourth Form, she asked Bard
hara and Janet Jordan to. turn_ the
blackboard round. A map had been
drawn on the other.side, but now—_;

Miss Charmant stood :still, staring
and blinking. From the Fourth went
up a sound that was very like a higs.
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For on the biasckboard, 1 ’large
was written the following:

“THE FIFTH DON'T WANT
YOUR CO-OPERATION — YOU
FOURTH FORM CATS!”

There was & mutter. Faces were red
now. Not a girl there but had the idea
that this inm.ﬁt was the Fifth’s revenge
for the incident last night. If the Fifth
believed they were to blame for that,
then it waa up to the Fifth to have it
out face to face, not to openly insult the

letters,

whole Form in front of their own mis-
tress like this. iss Charmant spun
round.

Very, very seriously she eyed the
class, :

“ Barbara—"

Uncomfortably, Babs stood (131]1:

“1 was not aware,” Miss Charmant
said quietly, “there was bad feeling
between you and the Fifth. I thought
I asked you to co-operate, Barbarat’

Babs Hushed to the roots of her hair.

“Well, we—we are,” she said. “At
loast, we're  trying to. But—

ut——" s .
“This doesn't look like it, Barbara,”

Misz Charmant said.

“N-no,” stuttored Baba.

“'Zg,l,nere has been trouble between
ou 3
“Oh dear!” Babs ga?ed. It huré
her to pee the eerious digtress on the

pretty mistress' face. “Well, not—not -

muoch,” she stuttered, “and—and what

there was we—we all thought had blown

over.”

“Y geo. 'Thank you” Miss Chur-

mant nodded. Then she picked up a’

duster ‘snd_wiped out the offending
words, “Please, girls, get out your
books,” she said, in & constrained bort
of -voice. . : -
The girls got out their books, sensing
the “tmistress’ moute disappointment. One
or two of them glared fiercely. They all
thought a great deal of Valerie Char-
mant. Rosa Rodworth set her teeth.
“All right! Let the cats wait [ she
muttered. . B o
Morning lessons, in consequence of
that notice, were rather subdued. Miss
Chiarmant, reocau;ileq and thoughtful,
was noticed several times to bite her
lip and once to sigh worriedly. But she
said nothing else.
Lessons came to an end eventually,
. with much chatter, much discussion.
Diana Royston-Clarke was for gomf off
at once to the Fifth Form and telling
those girls what she thought about them.
Only with difficulty Babs restrained ber.
58 odworth_ insisted upon an
apology; but as Bahs pointed out, ask-
ing for an apology would only further
strain matters. : o
“You mean, then,” Rosa flared, in
that stormy way of hers, “you're going
to let them get away with 161"
~ “I mean,” Babs said wearily, “that
no. earthly use can come of condemning
the whole of the Fifth for what may be
only the work of one girl. Wait till
after lossons this afternoon, then we can
have some sort of meeting and thrash
the whole matter out.” E
But was not satisfied with that
advico. Nor was she inclined to act
upon it, Rose was hot a far-seeing or a
very forgiving girl, and 'when Rosa félt
that she had been hit, Rosa believed in
ll.*r_ikmg back, She 33.16 nothing, how-
ever, but with a gleam in her eyes
which might have warned Babs had she
" bt notised it, strelled off to the Lower
Fifth - class-room.
It s happened that:Miss Charmant
was taking the Lower Fifth in History
* fot:the first period of the afternoon.’
<Migs Charmant was v:e:ﬂ
when she went:into the Fifsh Form class-
rooth, During the morning, end doring

.you.” she said eeriously.

-Babbergasted.  This,

- willi

thoughsfuit -

the midday break, she had been think-
ing with great seriousness about the dis-
covery she had mede that morning. Be-
fore she started the lesson, she spoke to
the Fifth. :

“I want to have a few words with
“Please don't
to lecture or to nag,

think I'm goin
eeply disturbed. Natur-

but I am very

-ally, -1 know that you and the Fourth

are rivals, but I ‘always thought that
rivalry was carried out in the friendliest
of spirits.” ‘

“Well, so it is, Miss Charmant,”
Flora said. -

“Are you sure?’ Miss Charmant's
steady look made Flora blush.  “It
does not seem hke it. This morning,”
Miss Charmant went on, *somp girl in
this room chalked & most insulting
message on the Fourth Form’s black-
board. That message said that the
Fifth did not want the Fourth’s co-
operation. Is that true?”

For a moment the Fifth looked
thanks to the
efforts Babs had made to keep the
Fourth's rebel spirita away from them
during break, was the first they had
eard of it. . § .

. “Well, whosver wrote it ought to be
jolly well ashemed herself,” Flora
paid indignantly. “And if it was any
irl here, she'd jolly well pay for it!

e know nothing about it.”

Miss Charmant frowned.

“You are sure, Flora”

“ Positive.” L e

“Does any other girl-know anything
about it?”’ ‘ S

““Nal” went up a cry. . - .. .

“Oh!* Misa hf,rma.nt,loolfe a little
relieved, * Then I am sorry,” she said.
“Well, in that case,. please don’t think
any more about it. hope—I do most
sincerely hope,” she added anxiously,
“that I can rely upon your co-operation
with the Fourth!”

. “Well, as long  as the Fourth are
to_oco-operate with us, yes"
Georgina Skeppington spoke uph .

“That I am sure they will be,” Miss
Charmant answered. “Thank you,
girle. ' If you discover the girl who
wrote that message, .deal with her in
your own way. 1.do not ask you to
report her to me. ' Now, please, get out
your books.” :

The Fifth opened their desks. Then
from Flora Cann eame a cry.

“Oh, my hat! Look herel”

*“Flora,” aried Miss Charmant, * what
is the matter ¥

But what was the matter was obvious.
For Flora, in throwing back her desk-
lid, found a great chalked messaﬁe
which was scrawled on the back of the
lid. As Flora’s desk was in the front
row of the Form, every girl sitting
behind Flora could read the message
as well. A gasp of indignation went

up. .
Miss Charmant, hurrying towards the
desk, turned pale as she read:

«IF YOU DON'T WANT OUR CO-
OPERATION, WHY NOT RUN THE
SHOW YOURSELVES, UPSTARTS 1*

“Flora, the duster,” she said. She
looked round. *“Did any girl here
write that ?‘;} s
- *Likely |” sncered Florence Ellison.

"1 beg your pardon?”

“Well, why should we write it?”
Florence demanded; and there was a
murmuf of support.’ “The - Fourth
wrote it—of course! They just want
to run the whole show |” ’

“Florence |¥ Miss Charmant cried.
“Florence, please!"” C
LA Well, it’s  trued”
defiantly. . i

Florence said
And it seemed “ihiat sho edhded the

By Hilda Richards 2

sentimente of the Fifth. Miss Charmant
shook her head as she gazed ai’ their

glowering faces.

To judge by the present signs and -
portents, ger cﬁerished party was gnigg .
to turn out a frost. o

A Clue!
UT Miss Charmant

wes not the sort of
mistress to sit dewn
and let events take
their course. She saw that
something would have to be
done if this &pirit which
was growing between the two Forms was
to be curbed. :
As soon as history lesson was over,
she went to the Fourth, and there she
explained whet had happened, calling
upon the writer of the message on Flora
Cann's desk-lid to stand up., After
some hesitation, Rosa arose.
_t';So," Miss Charmant said, “you did
l »
“Y did it—yes!” Rosa scowled. "I
don't see why they should insult us and

‘get away with it 1"

“But you had no authority from the
Fg‘rm ?':' Miss Ghermant questioned.

i%0, -

“T see.” Bhe nodded. “Rosa, you '
do not want to epoil this party?” she
asked.

Rosa turned red.

“No, of course not.” :

“Then,” Miss Charmant said, “I am °
going to make a suggestion, Rosa. It
is not a very nice suggestion from your

oint of view, but ou have the
interests of the %n.rty at heart you will
carry it out. ou must realise how
impossible it is to make headway with
our plans while thia spirit of enmity
exists between you and the Fifth.
Bosa, I am - 'golng to ask you fo
apologise to the Fifth.” :

Rosa went red, .

“And are the Fifth,” she asked,
“going to apologise to us?”

£ '}:i.mt is not the question. Rosa, will
you? i

Rosa paused. But she could not meet
that plen.dirg‘ in Valerie Charmant’s -
blue eyes, Even she could not fail to
be stirred by the enxisty which was
reflected in the faces of the girly about
her. Rosa did not believe in apologis-
ing; and to apologise to those rotters!
But it was for the sake of the party.
It was for Miss Charmant’s sake. -

“All right,” she mumbled, “I will.”

“Then,” Miss Charmant said, “shall
we go along now, Rosat" <

There was a breath of relief in the
Form-roam, Well, that was sporting
of Rosa. OF Rosa went, to return red-
eared, ten minutes later, but to be
amply compensated when Miss Char-
mant shook her by the hand and
thanked her in front of the class. And
so, once again, quarrels were patched
up, though to'be sure their ‘continued
repetition had left the ice of the Fourth-
Fifth friendship wearing a little thin
and in an extremely dangerous con-
dition. :

Babs, at least, did not feel so cer
tain that good relations would contitiue.
The unknown schemer was still undis-
covesed. While her identity remained
hidden the peril loomed just as large
a8 ever, ’

After lessons that' day she invited
Flora to tea in Study No. 4, and asked
Flora to bring dJoan Carson and
(ieorgina .Skeypm‘itqn' along with her,
There, seriously, she’ faced ‘them. - e
© “Bome girl—either my Form or yours
—is out to kybosh things,” she sdid. .
“She's kyboshing them by putting thy




~
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" amportant mow as in

T “Well, I'm

10 “Their Feud with the Fifth!”

two Forms at Joggerheads, What we've
to do—and I think this is almost as

ushing on with
the show itself—is to find her.”
Goorgina pouted. . . .
Lolly sure it's not a Fifth
FYorm girl1” she protested.
. “And I'm jolly aure it isn’t a Fourth
‘Wormer 1 Clara Trevlyn, present at the
mesting, countered, “Dash it all—
v.. “Clara, please, old thing!” I
‘begged. “We don’t know. It's a jolly
an trick, whatever Form the girl

be %s to, . and—" And then she
. paused, swiftly wheeling towards the
door. “Wait & minute|” sho finished
‘i 8 whispej!;.
' Bhush " .
. And Babs, who had: heerd a sound

outside that door, stealihily crept aeross
the carpet. Bhe reached the door,
grasped the handle, and flung it open.

But there was nobody there. Quickly
Bahs stepped into the corrider—just in
time to see the flying hem of a skirt
and one leg disappear round the corner.
Her eyes gleamed thenr—and suddenly
she remembered that similar sound she
had heard in Misa Charmant’s study
when she and Peggy Preston and Joan
Carson end Flora Cann had been in
the act of handing in the draft of their
8 es, Like a flash she darted to
the cormer of the ecorridor, and then
blinked. For of the girl who had been
oavesdropping outside the deor of Study
No. 4 there was no sign,

Babs pursed her lips. Rather angrily
she called herself a fool for not having
been guicker. and with a feeling of
thwarted disappointment, she turned
back. But outside -the door of Study
No. 4 ogain she halted.

And a sudden flush of excitement
came to her: cheeka as she gazed down
at the floor. Lo e

The corridor was lied with strip
carpet. The carpet ran along the centre
of the floor, with a stained and polished

ap of woodwork. Beiwedn the doors and
the carpet’s edge. The woodwork
obviously had been newly polished, and

caught the
up this feu
the Fifth."

Clara nodded. L ; o

“Sounds reasonable, But how,” she
wanted to know, “arc we going to do
that?” . : o

“Find the shoe,” Bahs answered.
“My own idea is that shoe will be
found in the. Fifth Form dormitory.
It is pretty certain to be an outdoor

irl who's tryi!ig_to build
g between the Fourth and

shos, which means that the girl who

owns it will probably change in the
near future. During prep, when
there’s not much chance of interrup-
tion, I'm E‘oing to have a. look round
the Fifth Form dorm, and, just to be
on the safa side, Mabs, will you and
Clara take a look round the shoes in

the Fourth Form dorm?” .

Very willingly Mabs and Clara agreed
to do that, and shortly after prep bell
had rung the three of them sallied
forth. hile Clara ‘and Mabs went off
to the Fourth Form dorm; Bahs made
her way to the Fifth, and, pushing
open the door, breat in relief when
ghe found it untenanted. Carefully she
closed the door; cautiously she switched
on the light.

There were plenty of shoes in the
Fifth Form dormitory. Every girl had
at least one pair standing at the bot-
tom of her bed, and some girls even
two. Quickly Babs went along them,
turning them goles upwards; but when
she had come to the end -of the row,
she had to confess herself baffled.
There were rubber goles in plenty
among them, but not one which cor-
responded with the pattern she ‘had
traced that afterncon.

“Hm{” Babs said.

Porhaps, sfter all, it was some gir
in the Fourth! -

She made her way to the door again.
nGarefulllv she switched off the light;
cautiously she opened the door. But as
she let herself ‘ot of the door, she fell
back with a gasp. _For, confronting
her, an expression of surprise on-
faco, was Mildred Tamplin of. the
Lower Fifth.:

“Oh !’ she said.

on the polish was the perfect imprint  Babs_coleured confusedly.
glthe Fols Wl a:shos . “I—1" sho said confusedly—*I—~I
thBQba_ stn.reds ll:t it, !:]01;’ heart sI\igidenly went to look for something.”

umping. e needed no telling to “ ’ ild i n. I3 ~H
wﬁom + a% print  belonged—the idﬂ 1‘:?,f,)hl " Mildred sa1d_nga1n Find
* who een eavesdropping outside “Nq.”? ied.
T sinds, A rather distaotive Gniar  “housh: bob o ihidred sald, aud

it was, too. ~Babs caught her breath
as she stared at it.

If only she could find the owner of
tho shoe that hgd left that print !

There and then she stooped down.
From her pocket she took a folded
piece of paper. The paper was not
tra rent, but it was sufficiently thin
for Babs to see the marks of the print
through it when she placed it over the
incriminating sole, and with a pencil
she made a quick tracing. Well, that
was that. But because she belisved the
clue to thai footprint. was to_be found
mmmi the Fifth Form, and not' the
Fourth, she said nothing of her dis-
covery when she went back inte Study
No. First find your girl, was Babg’
thought; then you can accuse afier-

wards. -
‘Not, in fact, until Flora & Co.,
promising to do theun best to find out
what they could jn their own Form,
had deparied, did she mention the
matter. Then, while Mabs and Clara
blinked, she displayed the tracing she
hed made, and showed them the print
outside the study, pointing out the dis-
tinet pettorning with her pencil.
“The girl who made that print was
the ﬁzrl who was listening,” she de-
clared. “And if you ask me, when
we've caught her, we shall also have

smiled. - “I'm just going along to the

studio to get some
teered. “ You walking that way?"™
Babs nodded, and breathed thank-
fully. Really, it was jolly decent of
Mildred not to make a fuss about her
trespassing in the Fifth Form dor-
mitory. At the end of the stairs she
left her, burrying back to Study No. 4.
Mabs and Clara were already there.
“Any luck?” Babas asked.
They shook their heads.

Babs felt baflled then. Either the
culprit was _still wea.ri.n?1 the in-
criminating shoes, or she had hidden

them in her locker.

Clara went off then to _do her prep..
With a sigh Babs and Mabs got out
their books, just as Bessie came in,
and the three of them settled down to
work. For hali an hour the silence
was unbroken in Study No. 4, save by
the scratch of J:vans. and an occasional
sigh, Then suddenly there was a rush
of footsteps in the corridor.

“Well, we'll jol!{ well show her this
time I’ Florence Ellison could be heard
declaring.

“Hallo1” Babs said, and looked at
her two chums. “The Fifth are on
the warpath again. What's happened
this time?"”

Apprehensively she half-rose.  The

‘wore pla;
“Bu

her show.

paints,” she volun- M
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footsteps came on. Then as Baba
pushed back her ghair, they halted out-
side the door. The handle rattled, and
violently that déor was thrown .open.
Half a -dozen engry Fifth Formers’
faces glared into the room.

“Here she is!’

“Babs, you awful cat!” ;

Babs fushed. g

“ Here, wait a minute|"” she eaid.
“What are you calling me names for 1"

“You know jolly well what for!*
Florence Ellison said spitefully. * Don't
act the innocent! ho was in
Fift? Form dormitory half an - hour
ago ” . : %

Babs started.

“0Oh, did Mildred telt you that?”

“Mildred Jet it slip. It might be
your idea of a joke, but it’s not ours.”

“But hold = on!” - Mabs eried.
“What’s Babs supposed to have
done &

- .“Who upturned our lockers1” oried
Rhoda Rhodes. * Who jolly well threw
everything{ intp the middle of the
floor? ow’ve admitted you were
there, Why were you there, unless you
ing some jape again?’

ut I never-—" faltered

abs. s
“No?” sneered Florence Ellison.
“And you never smashed the electrio
light last night, and let us get blamed
for it, did {ou?” ) .
“Put 1 tell you—" .
“(Oh, rats tg what yom tell usl?
Rhoda burst in. “We know! 1
might tell you this, Barbara Redfern—
we're jolly well fed-up! Why the
dickens should we always be patching
up gquarrels when yon, captain of the
ffmé”am doing your best to provoke
%‘:bs turned redder than ever. .
“And why,” sho asked, “should 1T
try to provoke them‘?"E_ . Nd.
“Why1” Florence Ellison snegq
“That's.casy,” she sai “Bimply be-
causo you wani your crowd fo run the
\nd, s far ps that's gonperned,”
she added bitterly,” *“you jolly we]l ean
now] We're fed-up! We're through!
If the Fourth can’t play the game, they
cgn jolly well do without us, As far
ss your crowd’s concerned, we're re.
signing right now!{ We refuse to have.
anything else to do with you! And
don’t,” she added fiercely, “think
you're going to get aw&y with this
without & smack back! That's all |”
“But lock here, all of you——" eried

13 R.au !’, )
And slam | went the door as the Fifth
furiously withdrew,

Miss Charmant’s Warning |

T seemed, between the

Fourth and Fifth, that

* there was open war-
fare at labt.

Incensed, with some
reason, were the Fifth to
find bhalf the contents of

their lockers turned out ~ higgledy-
piggledy in the middle of the floer.

With some reasop they " sus
Babs, and in the hght of this latest
incident, the-bitter memory of all those
past episodes welled up to give poing
to their bitterness, And this time they
meent what they said.

Bofore bed-time that night there were
s dozen girls in the Fiith who flatly
declared they wounld have nothing
further to do with the Fousth, That,
in the Fourth’s turn, provoked anger.
Woell, said the Fourth, if the Fifth don't
jolly well want ns, we don’t want them !

et thern run their rotten show without
us. We'll run ours in defiance of them}
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‘And, in consequence, there were whole-
sale numbers of Fourth Formers who
flatly refused to have anything further
to do with the Fifth. .
It was not a state of affairs which

was improved that night when the -

Fourth, returninﬁ to their dormitory,
found that flour had been emptied into
some of the beds; brushes, combs, and
glasses put in others. The Fourth
breathed fury. '
With every minute it seemed the
osition grew more and more hopeless.
ext morning, when the Fourth and
Fifth met at assembly, fhey just re-
fused to look at each other.

Miss Charmant noticed that. And

Miss Charmant, regretting now that .

she had thought of Primmy's birthday
party, immediately called Flora Cann
and Babs together after assembly. Ske
said, rather more sadly than angrily:

“1 really thought that your two
Torms would co-operate and work in
harmony. | am disappointed—greatly

A GASP went up as Babs and Janet turned the blackb
Lower Fifth were trying to hit at
In any case,

disappointed. Ii this sort of thing con-
tinues, 1 shall very seriously bave to
think of cancelling the - party .alto-
gether

Flora and Babs left.
enuinely distressed.  She, like Babs,
gid not {:eheve that either Form, as a
whole, was guilty: but it was difficult
to make the crowd feel that, and the
rebel elements, having taken up their
stands, refused to be budged.

That afterncon the Fourth rehearsed
by themselves, and the Fifth did like-
wise, and those numbers in which the
joint effort was required, were left
completely  undane. Rather: half-
heartedly Babs rehearsed with the rest,
for what was the use of going on with
one or two items when the major part
of the programme depended upon the
co-operation of the two Forms?
_Then something happened which, for
a time at least, promised to relieve the
situation. -

It hu}')pened during the Fourth's
rehearsal in the Common-room, when
Marjorie Hazeldene was celled out of
the room. Marjorie, as wardrobe mis-
tress, had sent and signed the mensure-
for the Fifth Form pageant
gcene, and in consequence the costumes

Flora was

had been delivered to her. She came
back with that information, and im-
parted it to Babs.

And at once Babs had an idea.
“Where are they?” she asked.

“In Big Hall,” Marjorie said,.
““Goodie!” Babs chuckled. * Mabs—
Clara, give me a hand,” she said.

A We'll cart them along to the Fifth

Form Common-room now. Marjorie
will have to fit and try them on the
pirls, and we can give her s hand.
Ndthing like & bit of dressing up for
fun,” she added eagerly; “and per-
haps the Fifth might not feel so un-
friendly when we've done, Anyway, it's
worth tryiri%. Come on.” -

Mabs, »Marjorie, and Clara pué
themselves &t . her disposal at once.
Anything that would tend to restore
harmony was worth trying, they felt.
Any fresh excitement was calculated to
give.a fresh fillip to proceedings; and

surely, after helping with'the costumes,
the Fifth could ne longer say that the

the Fourth ; or,

Fourth were deliberately plotting to
grab everything.

Eagerly they dived upon_the hamper;
with a laugh they carried it along to
the Fifth Form Common-room.
score of girls, all busily rehearsing,
looked round as they came in.

“"Ware Fourth Form cats!" said
somebody.

“Pax " Ba.bsg sang, “‘Pax, my
children! Behold!” she chortled, and
threw back the lid. “Enter the

costumes 1”

“Ours?” asked Joan Cavson eagerly.

“Vours!” Babs chuckled. *We've
brought them alonE. Now, what about
trying them on right away? Wwe'll give
you & hand.”

“ Jolly good idea,” Flora Cann voted,
with relief. But immediately Florence
Ellison pushed forward.

“Thanks!” she said roughly. “But
what do you think we are? We can do
the trying-on withont assistance from

Fourth Form kids! Grab the hamper,
girle I
“But, dash it, we only want to

help1” .Clara Trevlyn cried angrily.
“Voah? Like yon have been help-
ing!” Rhoda Rhodes scoffed. “No

oard and the chalked message was seen. It seemed the
as Babs suspected, was this the work of a single girl ?
it was certain to start trouble once more. :

By Hilda Richards *

thanlks, Misses Fourth! We don't trust
vou I’ ;
Clara’s hands clenched, -
“Why, you piglet|” Babs said. She
was dismayed; but she saw that to
insist would only cause a fresh uproar.
Crestfallen, the three went out, to
repeat to their own .glowering Form-
mates their reception at’ the ﬁanda- of
the Fifth. Up in arms was Rosa Rod-
worth again, and only with diffioulty
did Babs restrain her and a few other
hotheads from rushing off to the Iifth
Form guarters there and then. -
Tea-time came, with Bessie Bunter, at -
least, in marvellous good humour. For
Bessie had just returned from the model
kitchen, and Bessie, for wonderful
once, was nlmost too excited to eat her

tetz.l.

I've mixed the mixture,” she said.
“The cake's all ready for the oven. Of
course, Mrs. Carey, the housekeeper, has
helped a bit; but I must say,” Bessie
added, .“tHat the cake's marvellous.

Babs, I'm going to put it into the mould -
after tea, you know, and then we're
going to bake it. Dud-do come along
and have a look at it before it goes into
the oven.”

“And me?” Mabs asked.

“Ves, rather | Bessie beamed.

The two chums smiled, But afier tea
they accompanied proud Bessie to the
model kitchen, There in a gteat bowl

stood Bessie’s cake mixture. It looked
ood. Bessie, donning her apron,
eained

“I'd jolly well like to know,” she
said, “who could have made a cake
better than that. Looks lovely, doesn't
it? If you like,” Bessie said, ladling
out & spoonful of the concoetion, you
can taste it, Babs. I'd like to know
what yon think of it.”

Babs smiled as important Bessie held
out the wooden spoon to her. From the
side of the spoon she took a mouthful of
the mixture. Then ehe gave a splutter-

ing cry.

“ Oh, 5|7 hat! Wow! Mabs, your
hanky, - please—quicltly I she
dabbed one hand

to her mouth.
“Mustard " she cried. e .

(Continued: on page 14) -
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ON'T you all think table tennis is
a d game ?
o'ro all frightfully keen on it
at home—from father, to small brother
Heatherington—or Heath, for short.

Mind you, we don’t call it table tennis—
we call it plain, old-fashioned ping-pong,
becanse we're not very expert at the ﬁame.
Though actually my big brother, Brian,
_m?’ham bagia ly when I pl

ve to play vel ently when I play
with young Haatb,r}‘:)fs course, and then
let rip when I play Brian.

But though I don't take gomes too,
too seriously—much as I enjoy them—I
can't help wishing 1 were as good at
table tennie as Jean Nicoll is.

As I expect you know, Jean is only
sixteen, and she is the English champion
in both the junior and senior girls® singles.

@ Table Tennis Tips

Here’s a tip from Jean that you might
{ind useful to improve your own pame.
It is on holding the racket,

The best grip, says, is the ** natural '’
one. Just lay the racket on the table
and then take it up—quite paturally—by

the handle.

Place your r up the back of the
racket next, and then shift your grip
sligl::lg so that your gresp is well up
towards the round part of the racket.

In this way, Jean says, you have more
control of the racket. And if you try it,
you'll see what she means.

It soems to do as it likes, if you hold
it near the end of the hendle; while
by holding it elose up to the round part,
it seems to become part of the hand itself,
wrhwh_'t gives you so much more control
of it.

Jean's other t]IS is an old favourite—
but a jolly diffioult one to follow, I find,
in table tennis.

_Just KEEP YOUR EYE ON THE
BALL, she eays—yes, in capitals, becatse

it is so lmgorta.n .
Though I alwaya bear this in mind
myself when playing, the trouble is that

the ball so often goes much faster than
myeyes ! Iwonder if you ever find that !

@ For Book Lovers

I expect a good many of you are real
book-worms, and that there ia nothi
you lke o much as & * good read,
mé)eoi&lly on chilly evenings sby the fire-
side,

This Patricia of yours is very fond of
reading. I always have been, for that
matter, At school we all had to read
two selected books each term and have a
‘test ” on them before breaking.-up

day.

B ,Ltﬂ of girls used to find these ' home.
ling books,” as they were called, an

awfal . But I just revelled in them,

THE SCHOOLGIRL

OUT OF SCHOOL
HOURS

PATRICIA is your very own friend, who writes to

you on this page each week. She tells you about

herself, of things to talk about, things to do and

things to wear—all in that chummy and helpful way

which has endeared her fo so many scheolgi
throughout the world.

rls

There were bocks by Kingsley, Dickens,
Charlotte Y h, and tons more.

1 remember onte we had to write an
essay on ** A Favourite Hero in Fiction.™
Most. girls in my Form selected dashing
young men like the BSearlet Pimpernel
or Bulldog Drummond to write about.

But this Patricia of yours chese the
E}runijp and not-so.young, ner so-dashing

Ir. Pickwick. I can so clearly rernember
the opening of my essay.

“ My favourite hero in fiction,” I wrote,
* is never the same for very long. He is
gonerally the hero of the latest book I
have been reading, and since I just
finished reading * Pickwick Papers,’ m:
hero at tho moment is Mr. Pickwic
himself . . .”

And so I went on, all about Mr. Pick-
wick’s charm, sincerity, and sense of
humour, And %o my surprise, I found
I received full marks for this essay.
Which does show that it pays to be a
bit different at times !

Bat, on looking back to the time.when
I first took_sn interest in books, dis-
covering * CHristie's Old Organ™ and
“* Jessica’s First Prayer ” (have you ever
met these sad, sad tales 1), I find that I
have forgo 80 many that I have read.

“ Bl Beauty,” and school tales by
Amy Le Feuvre and la. Brazil, I can
still remember—but not all the titles, I'm

@® A Bock Record

If you also are fogotﬂll over titles,
then you really should make yourself
this little * Book Record,” in which to
jot down the names of the books you
read, with just s few remarks about each.

It’s quite easy
to make, and
costs  practically
nothing, for you
cnly require two
plain osteardsa,
some eets  of
paper from an old
exoreise book, and
o small piece of
ribben or eord.

You cut the paper to the same size
a3 the postcards, making as many leaves
to the book as you like—six is quite &
good number.

You place the paper between the cards.
Jab two holes through all thicknesses,
and thread the cords or ribbon through
these. Tie loosely, so that the pages
turn over eagily.

You'll enjoy drawing the row of
“ books ** on the front cover, for they'r®
quite simple to do.

But try to remember that the line
representing the top of the books should
curve ‘downwardd. This gives the effect
of the books standing out a little, a8 you
can sea from the picture.

Extra pages can always be added to

this Book Record if you are a very quick

reader. You simply untie the cord or
rill;l;:n. and slip further sheets of paper into
place.

@ For Best Wear

I'm sure quite s number of you have
s favourite velvet or velveteen dress
thet you wear for beat. .-

But even the most-loved garment
often aogo“ ahabby at neck and elbowa.
And Igirls also have a way of growing
too ion.

ig for them, in addition. .

Bo if any of these

thingu should have

made mother
decide that you
really ocan't wear
“ the old velvet "
a8 it is, any more,
then here is & -
simple way of
altering it to look
trim and new

again.

Cut a fairly deep

iece out at the

and front of
the neck, and chop
out the sleeves ot
the armholes, If it
ghould still be too
tight for you ncross
the bodice, then you
can also make a
little opening down
the front.

Next, bind round
all the raw edges on
the wrong mide, end make little -eyelet
holes on each side of the front opening,

Thread coloured ribbon or cord through
these, and lace up, just as you would
your shoes,

" This pinafore dress would look eharming
over a pretty i blouse, end could be
worn on those * best * ogcasions, when
you want to look your prettiest. :

® Tongue-Twisting

You remember 1 made up a silly tongue-
twister for you last week ?

Well, this week 1've made up another
—just for fun,

Here it is: ;

* Bhoes, snow-boots, and goloshes eplash
glushily through sleety streets.”

That’s & real test of clear speaking,
if you like, even if it doesn’t make a great
deal of sense, Just try saying it three
timesg—or better still, ask & chum to.
She'll get into such & knot |

Bge-bye, now, my pets, until next
week !

Your friend, .
PATRICIA.
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EVERY SATURDAY

CHOOSING A

NEW DRESS

Last week PATRICIA wrote about a new hat ; so this
week if's a new dress she helps you fo choose—whether if's
a shop one or one to be made at home

SU you're going to have a new dresa,
you gimmg person | (Or if
you're not, I expect you will be,

before very long.)

The ﬂ thing to decide, after your
excitemient has ecalmed o little, is the
style.

Even the cost can wait for a little
while, -

Youll want the dress to be fashionable,
of course—n0 let’s see what the feshion

inta are for this spring. .

Firat, the length. Skirts are definitely
shorter, even for schoolgirla. If you are
over foume:ll)e{uu can wear a dress that
comes just ow you kmee—only just.
If yon are under this age it should be
knee-length or shorter.

Put certainty it should be en inch or
two shorter than your coat. (For even
the nicest dress looks a bit comic if it
ehows below a coat. And it spoile the
line of the coat, too 1)

FASHION POINTS

The waist-line—whether you have a
belt or not—shonld be rather high. Not
under your armpits, of course. Just to
give you sn idea, place your hands on
your Ki?ps, just sa you do 1n school. The
waist-line Jmu]d eomse two or three inches
above there.

In all dresses this year the bodice part
is intmsting. The straight, plain ones
have been discarded. And I'm glad, too,
for the more decorative bodice is so
ﬂatterin&;eboth to the girl who's plump
and to one who's decidedly ﬂl:ril;d

Shirring, emocking, ts or embroidery
are fashion's fods for g).:iceu thia year, so
look out for all these, .

Necks are y high and plain, but
sleeves often have an extra fullneas an
the sheulder—which should be equare and
wilitary looking. .

There, B0 pointa.
Betﬁngthebemmind.itisagoodidea
to look thro the fashion pages of
mother's es to see what style of
frook you like, If you are going to have

Vi

HAIR-BRUSHES should be washed
every single week, if they are to do their
work properly.

HAVE just o little lukewarm wator in the
besin, and to this edd a teaspoonfal of
ammonia. FPat the bristles of your brush
up and down in this, and they will soon ba
snowy-white—without raking the bristles

‘st all soft in the process. -

RINSE the brush by allowing the cold

VERY

A

one made, then I think £zo:)u’re very lucky,
for & made-to-reasure frock always looks
so smart and well fitting, particularly if a
good pattorn is used.

But we'll pretend you're going to have
the thrill of going with mother to buy one
at & shop.

In this case, I hope you'll wear your
best coat—under which you'll be wearing
the new dress eventually—and & nice
clean petti, so that you can stand around,
& t:_ﬁi:g on,” and still look aweet.

assigtant will probably ask your
pize, first, in which cese it's useful if you
know your chest and hip mesauraments,
If you don’t, she’ll measure. you.

Next, she'll probably say : * Is it a silk
or & wool dress you were wanting ? And.
about what price ¥

As to price, I expect mother will say
at once whether she wants to spend ten-
and-eleven or twenty-five shillings. That
will help the assistant considerably.

But as to materal, that can be a teaser
if your minds are not already made up.

WOOL AND WARMTH

A wool dress is lovely for spring wear
without a coat, and for winter and autumn
wear. They are so pretty these days,
too, that they are deservedly popular.

Bo I'll pretend first that it's & woolly
drese you're choosing. These should
alwaya ‘be simple in style, Avoid frills
and ribbons, but look rather for pleats,
pockets, and buttons for decoration.

The wool dress should fit closely to the
figure, without being tight, of course, and
the sleeves should be comfy.

Don’t worry about it if it's too long or
that the sleeves need turning vp. But do
worry if it's on the too-tight side. Fora
new drees that’s * let out ” is never quite
the eame, I've found, afterwards. While
one that’s turned up or taken in can be
es comfy and smart as & made to measure.

Another thing to study in a wooll
dress is the material. Does it stretol
much when you give it o lttle pull ¥ If
it does, then I should be very wary of

most personal belongings

water to run through the bristles,
shake, and stand upright to dry.

Then

TOOTH-BRUBHES should always be left
hanging, or else standing upright in a
tombler, when they are not in use. Thia
gives them & cbance to drain and dry, so
that they are stiff and fresh again when
you come to use them. Never k
them lying flat, or they’ll grow soft
and soggy.

EA(}E-F%.Q&NNELS ht.ﬁw g?x h:lﬁit of grow.
in , even thou ey are g0
eoml yuued with sos anyd water.
After washing, it is & good idea to give your
face-flannel a little rub-over with soap all
to iteelf. Then wnggnit well, and don’t
forget to give it a e before hanging
it on the side of the bath (or wherever
yeu keep i), Never leave a faco-flannel
serewed up,

P T P T T R T

PERSONAL

Some paragraphs about the care of your

buying it. 2
often * bag,” just -where yeu sit dowp,

For a stretchy material will

and you just can’t help it. After washing
or cleaning they tend to stretch again—
that is, when they don't shrink ! :

But & simple wool dress, made of
unstretohy material or material that is
already fully shrunk, in a vivid colour, or
perhaps two, that suits you and fits you,
18 & joy indeed—one that you'll wear and
wear again and hate to part with when
the time comes.

LOVELY [N SILK

A silkcy dress is perhaps easier to choose.
Have frills and fancy buekles and posies
of artificial flowers cn it by all means—
but do bewsare of too many * trilly ™ bits,

Artificial silks are o in so many
lovely patterns and oolours these dé;
that you'll probably be bewildered by the

selection.
So try to remember what you will be

waarinﬁﬁtwith your- dress and choose o
dress that will * mateh ** or * contrast.”

Having at last chosen a frock, decided
on alterations to be done—if any—and
having thanked the assistant for her help,
you and mothér will bo fecling pretty
exhausted, I'm thinking.

So probably sbe'll suggest n cup of tea
in the tea-sl near by—which sounds &
pretty good idea 1

sraqaunpaatsanse srsetiisrennasnre

IF you use tooth.-powder, be
sure always to keep the lid

firmly in place, for footh.
powder should always be
used DRY,

TQ have your own epecial
tin of tooth-powder is & good
idea, and not to let any
other members of the family take a dip
into it. But if they do want to share,
then, keep an old tin for yourself, and
empty eome of the tooth-powder into thia
for your own use. -

are other very nal be.
longings that can help to make a school.
Trls charm if they are sweet and clean.
t's a good idea always to carry a ** spare
around with you, even if you do not need
to use it that day. Bo o
arises—like & visit to the headmistress,
say—when to have a hankio in your hapd
which looks soiled and too-well-usod
might make her think you weren't a very
articular young person. And these
ittle touches do matter,

A VERY light etarching for hankies that
are waghed at home , n to keop
?kl;aner end fresbher much longer, you

oW, : vy VEZ
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14 “Their Feud with the Fifth!”
‘ (Continued from page 11)

#Fh?” Bossie gasped.
Babs grimaced.

. “Mustard—and

ti.mge.i-ed with it!

in dismay.

“ Mum-mustard I Bessie stuttered.
and o light of alerm sprang into her
éyes. She carried the ladle to her lips.

. then she, too, s%luttered.

“ My cake!” she wailed. .

Her cake—that lovely cake on which
Bessie had lavished ro much of her spare
time. It was ruined.

Babs’ face was grim.

' Bessio, you're sure the mixture was
all right before tea?” .
_%0f course it was1” Poor Bessio was
almost in tears, Ok dud-dear! Oh
gud-goodness { What am I to do now 1"
she cried. “The last thing I did before
1 came away was to tut-taste 1t, you
know! Sus-somebody’s been in here
since tea! Somebody’s just gone and
ruined it!”

“But who 1’ Mabs asked.

saltl  Somebody’s
Oh, my hat!1” she

“Those Fifth Form cats! They've
done itl” Bessie's eyes suddenly
gleamed. “This is another of their

rotten tricks!| This—" And then she
glared as the door opened, and into the
‘Toom came Flora Cann, accompenied by
Joan Carson and Georgina Skeppington.
Her round face suddenly flamed. You
cats!” she ecried violontly.
beastly awful céta!” .

“Eh?" Flora said in astonishment.

“Who's spoiled’ my cake?” Bessie
raved. D

N ’}’:»oiled your eake? Well, who
has?” Joan Carson wanted to know.
“What's the matter with the old cake?”

For answer Bessie violently jabbed the
spoon into the mixture. Then she rushed
st Joan. B

“"Tagte it | she eried.
b “ Wh&t—"‘"
. “Taste it!" g
it! One of your ¢rowd !
jolly well taste it|” And Besste, her
anger for once up In arms, wofently
jabbed the spoon towards Joan's face,
and - Joan .gave a terrific whooping
splutter as the mixture splashed all over
her mouth.

Bessie glared, *Taste

“There |” panted Bessie. With the
ladle gripped like some weapon in her
plump hesnd, Bessie looked ready to

commit assnult and battery upon the
astonished Fifth Formers, when sud-
denly the door oFened and in came Miss
Tharmant herself. Her lipa tightened as
she saw the scene in front of her.

“Really 1’ she cried. *Can’t you girls
ever agreal”

“We could, if only the Fourth knew
how "to be sportsi” said Georgina
Skeppin{;ton, shooting the chums an
angry glance.

Oh, but, Miss Charmant—" Babs
* protested. .

% Please, Barbara, do not argue!”
Miss Charmant’s tone was weary, “I
am tired of seeing these continual
bickerings botween Fourth and Fifth.”

“But—but some Fifth Form cat has
spoiled my cake | Bessie blurted.

Miss Charmant looked a$ her sharply.

“ What, Bessie "

“ Well, you taste it,” Bessis offered.

Miss Charmant took the ladle that
Bessie offered. Very Eingerly she tasted
the mixture, and her brows contracted.

*And, of course,” she said a littla
hitterly, *“nobody will own up to this?
Thoik you, Bessie, you must throw that
mixture away. And, Barbara—¥loral”

#Yes, Miss Charmant?”
. ..%You may tell your Forms” Miss

."" {netdent like this T shall cancel the party
.. altogether {*

-

did that, so you su

.Foriners, she flounce

rmant said, “that if there is another u

Sensation in the Dormitory !

in coming.

It came, as &
matter of fact, immediately
after breakfast next morn-
ing, when a party of
Fiith  Formers invaded the
where most of the

furious
Commeon-room,
Fourth had foregathered for the usual

chatter before assembly. The party was
led by Florence Ellison. It consisted of
practically all the girls who were play-
ing in the pageant scene.

“Woll,” Florence cried, “I suppose
vou think yow've been jolly clever,
Fourth Form? I suppose you think if
you can't have the costumes we shan't
have them? But this time,™ she added
vindictively, *you're just not going to
get away with 1t 1" *

“But what on earth—" amazed
Babs cried. )

“Oh, chuck ’em outl” advised
Christine Wilmer,

“Scnt, Fifth Form 1

“No, wait a minute!” Bahs was
quick to see that something was

seriously wrong. “What’a the matter
with the costumes?” she asked.

“Oh, don't act the inflocent " Florence
said scornfully. “You know whet's
h;.ppened to the costumes, or, if you
don’t, somebody in this room does! The
costumes,” she added furiously, “have
been pinched during the night+—just
because, I suppose, we're having & dress
rehearsal after lessons? We want 'em|
We!ve come here to get them! And if
we'don’t jolly well get them——"

#*You'll jolly well go withont. them—
what ?”” Jemima Carstairs chipped.

_“We'll jolly well report you to Miss
Charmant1” Florence threatened.

She meant it. There was no doubt,
from the expressions on the faces of her
followers, that they were in full

pport,. 15 R
“But, Florence, we haven’'t got
them |”’ Babs cried.

“ Are you going to hand them over?”
Florence repeated ominously.

“Don't be an idiof! How can we!”
Clara glared. :

“All right.” Florénce showed her
teeth. *That's enough,” she said. “No
rqo;-e play-acting, pleasel Come on,
irls.

And with a bitter glare at the Fourth
5 out of the room.

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Babs.

Angrily, reaentfulli the Fourth looked
at each other. Any kindly feelings they
might still have retained towards the
Fifth were ufterly swamped now. An
angry buzz of conversation broke out.
It was -interrupted, however, by the
return of Florence and her supporters,
with this time a very pale and rather
stern-faced Miss Charmant among them.
Her eyes roved over the group.

“ Barbara 1"

“Ves, Miss Charmant?”’

“Do you know who has taken the
Fifth Form costumes?”

“No, Miss Charmant,”

“Does any girl here know "

Silence |

“Very well,” Miss Charmant said
rather sharply. “I think I have warned
ou Forms that if this spirit of antagon-
Ysm between you persisted I would
cancel the preparations for the party
altogether. = Apparently, unmoved by
either threat or appeal, you still persist
in playing fricks. Some girl, or girls,
is responsible for this outrage. 1 give
thaJt, girl an opportunity now to own

p. j ‘
She looked round expectantly, grimly.
There was silence.

NOTHER such in- -
cident was mot long

THE SCHOGLGIRL

“Well, is she coming forward?” Miss

Charmant asked. .
Nobody moved. - ;

Then,” Miss Charmant said

“I gee. Then
bitterly, “this is the end. You may
cease your preparations from this

moment, - Until the girl, or girls, re-
sponsible comes forward you may con-
sider the party cancelled!”

Sucn uriee  dismay followed that
announcement.

It was as if both Fourth and Fiith
had suddenly received a douche of cold
water. Ignoring each other, gding on
as if the other did not exist, they were
all farcibly reminded, now that it
scemed too late, how much they de-
pended upon each other.

In vain they pleaded, urged, cajoled
Miss Charmant, The mistress was
adamant,

“What I have said I' mean,” she
affirmed. “As, apparently, you cannot
agree in any circumstances, it is obvi-
ously my duty to remove the bone of
contention between you. I have nothing
else to say.” .

She whisked off. The Fifth went with
her, leaving a murmuring throng behind
them. Cloomily, helplessly, the Fourth
gazed at each other.

This—the end of all their efforts!

It was to be expected that some bitter-
ness would be ex%ressed. The girls were
utterly sick. ot one of them who
hadn't given up & considerable amount
of her leisure to the party; not one of
them who did not feel the slight. to
their Form. With dismay Babs thought
of her cherished programme, now almost
nearing completion Mabs, thinking of
all the work at rehearsals she had put
in, sighed. Bessie was, almost in tears,
for Bessie had planned to make another
cake. Even Jemima was gloomy.

«“And to think that, just as my
orchestra was becoming a dangerous
rival to Toscanini, its bright young life
should be blightsd thusl Ah me—and
you—and all of us!” '

Nobody, however, was worrying about
Jemima's band, private opinion being
that the birthday party was likely to be
a greater success without it. But it was
of no use giving way to despair. 1f the
party was to be saved, something had

to be done.
In Study No. 4 Babs called Mabs,
Leila Carroll together.

CI&E\?E ;Iclmd gassing ” she said. “ Action
The Fourth isn't

is what is required 1
vesponsible—neither is the Fifth—as &

Form. But one girl is. And it's pretty
plain that that girl's object is to mess
up the party. Once we lay hands on her
we've got the eolution to all the
mysteries.”

“Sure! But where and how does one
lay hands on her?” Leila wanted to
know,

“We've a clue—just one. The foot-
print,” Babs said. “Now, the girl, who-
ever she is, must be feeling pretty
satisfied with herself. She's busted up
the party right enough—but there's one
thing she hasn't done We've still got
the present, and the presentation, what-
ever happens, will take place en
Primmy’s birthday. Now, if she could
be reminded of that—" -

“J don't get it,” Clara said.

“Naf® DBabs looked at her im-
Patientiy. “Don’t you seel” she said.
“The girl's object all along has been to
kybosh the party. First she gets Peggy
bfa.med for doing something she hasn't
done. Then me, DBetween whiles she's .
been breedinﬁ mischief between the two
Forms—whic )
she was hitting at ani one girl all the
time, . Assuming that her object was to
roin  everything, sho'll naturally

rules out, obvicusly, that '
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careful not to leave the last stone un-
turned, and the last stane is the present
and the presentation.’

“ Well, fea You mesan, she’ll to
get hold of the present like she got old

Maba asked. - |

“Just that. And there,” Babs said,
“ ig our.chance, 1 think. Wait a minute,
though. We've gl?t to get the present
into this study. Then we've got to got
Flora Cann along. Mabs, will cv};m fotch
Flora? I'll go and see Miss Charmant
and ask if ] can borrow the present for
a little while.”

“But what—"" Mabs asked.

“Never mind. You'll eee. Fetch
Flora.”

.Mabs nodded. Bhe went off, and Babs
followed. In Miss Charmant’s study she
found the mistress.

Miss Charmant

came in.

“PBarbara, if you have come to
ask—"

Miss Charmant, I've come to ask if—
if 1 may borrow the Dresden piece for a
l.i;t‘lie mviv 'e?i}&mbsﬂm&. “3 f'u m:—

s waa eotly true—* I've got an
idea of making a sketgh of it for the next
number of the Cliff House Mag. I—Tll

take great care of it : s

Bahs. There .and then she handed oyer

the present, and Bahs left. In .the

pasaan she met Mildred Tamplin. -

“(h, Babs,” Mildred said, “ can’'t—
can't you do anything? It’e awful to see
the party going west like this.” .

... Babs sighed,- - ; s “
“\What can. L do?” she asked.. .
#1—1 don't kbow,” Mildred confessed.

* But I: thought you might do samething.

You do have.ideas when things are in.s

mess, don’t yout 1 say, Babs, is that

the present?™: L.
"% ¥en,” maid Barbara. "I'm drawing it

for the Clif House Mag.” o .

“ Oh, I say, what a ripping idea!”

Babs smiled o exeused herself and
rushed off. In Btudy No. 4, whero Flora
Cann had already arrived, she pui the
box containing the present on the. table.

“Now shut the door,” she said.
“Mahs, stand by i, and for goodness’
sake don’t raise gour voices. I've got an
idea,” Babs said. “It’s a preity des-
perate idea, but there's just a chance it
might come off. Flora, tha girl who's
been doing all this is either in your Form
or in ours,”

“Well, in Tﬂ:ﬂm I should say,” Flora
decided. “ Fifth——*

“ Plogse!” Baba said. “Let's forget
all that. What Fm going to ask you to
do, Flora, is what we are going to do in
R D S i e el

r} responsible mi ry to ge
at  the %irt.hday present—that would

.make her scheme pretly sort of complete,

wounldn’t it 1"

asked,

“Well 7 Flora :

“Well, this is the scheme. Go to the
Common-reom fore assembly—most
of the girls will be there then. Grouse
that Miss Charmant has lent me the
birthday present. Rub it in that, in spite
of all 519 rumpus, the Fo will still
present that present and Peggy Preston
will make the speech. Just make gure
that everybody hears that, That’s all.”

. And theni® Flora asked.

“ Then—wait,” Babs said. “Flora, you
will do it, won't you?”

“ Well, yes. But it seems sort of feeble
to me,"” Flora said

5% eatle it wounded to the others,

But Dabs knew what she was abomt.
When Flora went off, the hurried to the
Fourth Form Common-room, where
i.lonm was still hanging heavily over the

brm. amiled.

“Well, one thing,” she ssid, i a loed,
defiant voice, “we've still the hig
‘honour, gitls. I've got Primmy’s present

nodded. She trusted

in my study, and Pegs is siill going to
make the = . We've scored over the
Fift}? as far as that's concerned, any-
way? - 4
“Yes, if we wanted to score over the
Fifth,” Margot Lantham said. *“But we
don't. What we want 13 the party.”
Babs did not repl¥? to that. Half an
hour later she met Flora, who told her
that she had made the announcement in
the Fifth Form. After that until .bed-
time Babs was very mysteriously busy.
Pabs, with the rest .of the: Form,

tramped u irs, her face rather anxious
and thoughtful. As soon.as rising bell
rang out next morning she, wi abs,

went down to Study No. 4. :
Cautiously Babs opened . the door, She
ave one look at the floor, and her eyes

p :
t'a warked,” she . said. . *Look,
Mahs, the present’s gonel” I

abs had. left the

3 A1t 3
frowned when eshe g

“w

Mabs blinked.

¢
5t | ——

' ()H,-my hat
Of o 1
Babs.

“stained

1 ** gasped Babs, as she
1* Bessie-and Mabs stared.
"4 Somebody's tampered with it

~ By Hilda Richards ™

“1t is not o joke,” Babs snid. “Tt isa
trap. On the {op of the burean was Mis
Primrose’s present, and, as youw'll see,
that bas gone. The girl who took it,
however, has red ochre on the soles. of
her shoes. Because, yoit see,” “Babs ex-
plained, “I sprinkled - the study carpet
last night with powdered red ochre 1
found i the studio. Ohve,” shé added
grimly, “we've found the girl with tha -
shoes, then we've found the wirl °

who hes the present. And we've fﬂ
found the ?rl who-has béen causing all
this botherl” - L
Miss Charmant gazed at her. Bu{
obviously it was her duty then to investi.
gate‘ this clue. She demanded furthér
otails, and when Bahs gave them her
lips compressed a little, " Not until thix -
moment had it occurred to Miss Char.

‘mant that the feud between Fourth and
Tifth might have been engineered by
one mear spirit, C

tasted the cake mixture, ‘‘Mus.
Mustard—and salt | ** gasped
1" No doubt about it. Some-

body had ruined the celebration cake on which Bessie had worked so hard.

present all done up in its wooden box on
top of the'bureau. Bare encugh, it was
no longer thera. -

* You mean you meant her to take it?”
Mahs asked, .

‘Babs’ reply was stariling. -

“Yh she would take it!” she said.
“Mabs, will you go and fetch Miss
Charmant 1*

“But, Babs—" :

“Mahs, -please, 'old thing!” Babs
insisted.

Triumph glowed in Babs’ face now.
She did not enter the study as Mabs
raced off, but, bending down, examined

the in the corridor. Her eyes
glowed brighter.

“Got her!” she-muttered.

There was a rustle along the passage.

Miss Charmant and Mabs came into
“:z:f The mistress wae looking very
“ Barbars, you wanted to see me?” she
asked. i

% Yea, Miss Charmant.” Babs faged
hez. “I want yon to take us to the Fifth
Farm dormitery. There ia a girl, either
in that dormitery or the Fourtg, who has
red ochre en her shoes|”

Miss Charmant looked astonished.

“Rarbara, is this some ioke?”

“Very well,” she said.
Babs beamed at Mabs. She led the
way. Now and again, on the carpet,

‘showed a smear of the telltale red which

the secret prowler of last night had
carried away on her shoes. ey reeched
the Fifth Form dormitory, and Misa
Charmant threw the door open. -
“(@irls, stand to attention |” she cried.
The Fifth, in the middle of dressing;
gtared round. Then, as they saiw Babs
and Mabs, they scowled. Babs, how-
ever, only grinned bheerily. )
And then her eyes gleamed as che
looked down at the carpet. For this
carpet, a light, thick-haired one, here

_and there showed ‘a distinct impression

of rubber soles, and the prints of those
soles led straight towards one girl's bed.

Babs looked up.. Then she paused.
The bed was that of Mildred Tamplin!
Mildred, the girl who had heen so
anxious about the strife between Fourth.
snd Fifth. The girl who, in the first
place, had so pusled Babs by her -
strange change of attitude, But like s
’.ﬂI‘Mhpt'Ball’ls dsaw "tgqn ,e’gmt Mildred

amplin had not chi . - Selicitude
for the party huﬂ.u:.ﬁl along, been
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merely u blind to hide her deeper
-motives. Bhe gave a cry.

“Miss Charmant—lock!” And she
pointed to the prints, quite plain and
visiblo. “Mildred!" she cried ring-
ingly. - “ What-have you done with Miss
Primrose's present you stole from my
study.?”

“What?" cried Flora Cann.

Mildred’s face had paled. .

“Mildred | Miss Charmant cried
sharply.

#J—I don’t know what you mean,"”
Mildred Tamplin gasped; but her eyes
went huntedly to her ldcker. -

“No?” iss Charmant looked at
Babs. “Mildred, sit down.on the edge
of tho bed,” she ordered.quletly, and
the Fifth blinked, wondering what was
coming.

Mildred hesitated. Her face was very

ale then, Miss Charmant’s stern eye,

owever, was compelling. She sat

owhn.

»Now lift your foot,” Miss Charmant
ordered. .

“But why 1" .

#Laft yoar foot!”

Slowly Mildred 1lifted one foot,
while the Fifth looked on, wondering.
Then from Babs came an exclamation.

“Look 1" t :

No nead to look. For here was the
whole distinctive rubber sole, and
clinging to its pattern wers unmis-
takable traces of red ochre.

. .*Mildred, you awful sneak!” Babs
eried. “So it was you! You stole the
present last nigtg It was you all the
time who. has n

and the Fifth against each other! My
hat! No wonder you pretended to be

upset, you awful sneak! No won-
ok
Mildred's face was livid.
“Hang you!” she flamed. *Hang

ou 1”
e Mildred, quiet!” Miss Charmant
rapped sharply, and there was a buzz,
o W did you do this?"

Mildrzd’s eyes flamed. .

“Vou want to know that, do you?”
She gazed at the mistress bitterly. “ All
right, L'l tell you, I did it because I
hate Primmy. 1 did it becausé I didn't
want Primmy to be made a sickening
fuss of | Oh, you don't know, do you,
that because of Primmy I've got to
leave &t the end of the term 1”

The girls stared at her. They
certainly hadn't known that. But in a
way it .was true. The last bad report
Miss Primrosse had sent home of
Mildred had been Mildred's undoing—
and Mildred had deserved that report.
But none know—not even Miss Primrose
herself—what that report had meant to
Mildred. Nobody knew that her
father, sickened of bad report after bad
report, had decided that this one should
be the last, and rather than waste time
and money on his lezy. good-for-nothin
daughter, he had decided that Mildred,
at Lie end of the present term, should
teave Cliff House for ﬁood_

Only Mildred herself waa to- blame,
but she didn't see it like that.

#Veg, it’s all Primmy’s fault that ['ve
got to leave,” cried Mildred passion-

ately. “Did you think that I was going
to feave without getting some of my
own back? Yes, I might as well admit
it all now ! I did it—I did it all1”

“Why, you rotier1"” burst out Flora
Cann.

“Tlora, please!” Miss Charmant’s
expression was a mixturc of distress and
anger.  “You foolish, spiteful girl,
Mildred,” she szid. “And what- did
you do with the present?" : ‘

Mildred

'“Find out!” retorted
defiantly. '

. "We willl” oried Babs, end like a
Bash she was past Mildred. While

-her arm Mildred gave.

putting the Fourth

Mildred gasped in alarm, she flung open
the lid of her locker, revealing a wooden
box within |

Instantly Mildred acted. B8he sprang,
gave Babs a terrific push, sending her
reeling against the next bed. 'hen
before anyone could’stop her, Mildred
had grabbed up the box.

Her eyes were blazing then,

“Well, here:it is1” she-cried. “ Here's
your precious present for Miss Prim-
rose] You've got me, perhaps. I'l
have to leave now, but I'm jolly well
%wmg you cause to meke mei
'm going, there’s going to be no birth-
day-party or present for Miss Primrose.

Instead——"" and she turned.
_“Mildred !” screamed Miss
Charmant.

One terrifie thrust of
There was a
crash as the box smashed its way
through & pane of glass; a further crash
as it smashed in fragments in the gquad
outside.

And for a moment there was a deep,
stupefied silence. It was broken,

Buty too late,

strangely enough, by a laugh from-

Barbara Redfern. L

“Billy Mildred I” she said. “As if I
should leave the real present in that box
for you to steal—"

Mildred jumped.

“Eh? What do you mean?"”

“1 mean,” Babs smiled, “that what
you've smashed ia just a jam-jar. The
real present is still in my stuciy "

And while Mildred's face turned
pasty white, the Fifth Form roared.
And the Fifth set up a shout.

“Oh, Babs! Brainy old Babs! Good
old Babs1”

\3

eave, If

Gentle and noble-hearted, Marjorie Hazeldene stands by a
boy whom everyone else despises. There Is, she Is sure,
more good than bad in the boy.
and again it seems that he has let her down. Through him
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¥D “000D old Babs!” it was from
that moment onward. And from
the Fourth “good old Fifth!” when
rehearsals and all preparations got into
full swing again
Because Miss Chiarmant still wanted
tq keep her surprise, Mildred was not
reported; but Mildred, unable to face
the angry scorn of her Form, left the
school hefore the birthday-party, and
Ch& House will see her no more. -
And so, at last, happiness and har-
mony were restoréd between the Forms,
Preparations went an with a rush, and

with héarty good will on both sides. -

And later, when the great day came—

What a day that was—every single
thing went off without a hitch, and
pleased, happy, proud Miss Primrose,
obviously _agen to the core by the
devotion of the two TForms, could
hardly speak for her emotion when
Peggy rose to hand her her present
and mede her neat speech.

A great day. A glorious day.
Bessic's cake was & success. - Even
Jemima’s band managed to get through
at ' least two songs without making a
mess of things.

And when at lsst pll was finished,
and Duleia Fairbrother, the sshool
captain, excitedly standing up, called
for three cheers for Miss Primrone[ it
was Flora Cann who afterwards culled
for three cheers for the Fourth, and
the Fourth in its turn for the Fifth.
Hnlppy Day. Hapfy Fourth and Fifth,
at loggerheads no longer, thanks to the
efforts of Barbara Redfern,

END OF THIS WEEK'S BTORT.

. MARJORIE HAZELDENE KNEW HIS STERLING
WORTH, HIS LOYALTY AND HiS COURAGE,
S BUT— J

But—is there t Again

there is trouble between Marjorie and her dearest chums.
Babs & Co., and Jimmy Richmond & Co. of Friardale School ;
through him Marjorie herself is faced with terrible disgrace.

Yet still she has faith in him.
fied, after all ?

. Is that faith eventyally justi-

Read Hilda Richards’ dramatic story in next week’s
SCHOOLGIRL and see for yourselves what happens to

~ Marjorie during one of the greatest ordeals of her life.

e
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A Cunning Plan!
'I‘HE Lg.gy ngrq ksi hed Eh Iittlﬁ
" * wearily, and picked up ‘the ro.

of paro'hment from the table in
the school-room of Longley
Castle. . .

It was a fuir, sunny moming, and
Fayre, like any other girl, would rather
have been in the castle grounds than in
the school-room with her tutor the
Vonerable Brig. Better still, she would
have preferreé_ ‘the woods where Robin
Hood and his bend made merry. i

But there was no chance of escape
this morning for Fayre. Her tutor was
wide awake, and her aunt, the Baroness
le Feuvre, had arrsnged to give her a
lesson in embroidery when her reading
task was finished. :
- Fayre's lesson
%he had to read what the Venerable

rie had written—an account. of her
uncle, the baron’s, adventures at- the
Crusade. .
Fayre liked hearin
and imagination, an
but she liked them to have somé basis
of truth, whereas the baron’s account
was most.l) bragging.

“Read,” said the Vencrable Brie,
stifling & yawn, and stroking his beard.

Fu.{:!e sighed again and read.
“Then did six Saracens come at me
with their swords, holding one in e
hand, and never have I seen the like of
the Saracens in size and strength, for
all were men of seven feet or eight feet
in height, and strong enough to break
stone walls with- their bare fista; yet
did I lay ebout me_with such valour as
to destroy three with one blow of mg
gword, and put the othérs to flight, an
would have pursued them but the need

%‘roae to go to the aid of my King

to-day was resding.

tales of mystery
of heroio deeds,

ichard, who was sore beset——"

Fayre broke off, yawning, and the
Venerable Bris caught the yawn an
yawned again himself.

“Read,” he murmured drowzily. ;

“Charging, 1 gaye my mighty battle
roar that doth bring terror to araven
hea.rts—” Gy
Fayre broke off and blinked. BShe
wondered if, reading this fairy tale, she
had drifted off to eleep and waa dream-
ing, For the bayon’s battle roar could
be heard now. : B L

When the Baron le Feuvre roared the
walls shook, .

ETE Middle Ages story featuring young Lady Fayre, the—

“By my halidom!” came his roar

frond the eourtyard below. “’Tis an
arrow.” g o
Fayre dropped the parchment,

crossed to the glass-less
looked below. i .

With the baron were two knights
and their sgpires, and the small group
stood about @ large, iron-studded
wooden door, from which projected an
Arrow. e

“'Twas shot from without!" said the
knight 8ir Geoffrey, a,ma.&sed_. ’

The baron pulled out the arrow, and
then unwrapped a paper that was
affixed to it. But as he could read only
simple words at great length, he saw no
more than marks upon it.

“’Tis writing 1” he cried.

Fayre leaned farther out.

“Unecle, if 'tis writing, mayhap I can
read it.”

“Come down then, child, and read!”
he commanded.

Fayre .gladly left the school-room,
and almodt danced her way down the
stone corridor, only easing her gaiety
when the stern, grim  figure of the
baroness approached. :

window, and

# A nate to Robin Hood from
you shall trap that villain!l”
declared Fayre's bullying
uriclé, the baron. * Write as
1 say!"” Fayre did write—but
not what the baron dictated!

“Where do you go now?” demanded
the baroness, “Have I not commande
that you shall read the account of your
uncle’s prowess in the Crusade?”

“QOh, yes, aunt; but my lord umcle
has summonced me io read a message,”
said Fayre. ’ "

And sinee there could be no reply to
that, she went hurrying down the wide
staircase of tho castle to the hall, and
thence to the courtyird. : ;

As c-at and d-o-g expressed the limit
of the baron's reading 'prowess, he had
frequently to invoke Fayre’s aid; but
he blamed his eyesight rather than his
ipnorance for his own illiteracy.

As Fayre looked at the arrow her
heart jumped. For she knew whose it
was by ita special '~ markings—Robin
Hood’s. )

Robin Hood, the friend of the poor,
was a iriend of hers, although he did

By IDA MELBOURNE ¢

7

b *
AN

not know her as the Lady Fayre of
Longley Castle; he kneéw her only as
the mystery maid in ragged clothes he
had met in the wood. . '

“Well, what says it? My eyes, weak-
ened in the dust of the Crusades, make
such small writing a blur,” frowned the
baron. : .

Fayre unfolded the paper and gave
a little jump of surprise. For the mes-
sage was for her, not for the baroml

“I—er—it is from Robin Hood,” she
faltered, and read: '

To the
Castle, :

“My lady, it hath been said that your
heart is kind, and if you. wduld prove
it so, then take pity on & poor village
maid, Nancy Roe, who is fallen so sick
that she do need to save her the best
wine and white chicken meat for many
days. It is blessed to give. On bebalf
of Robin Hood.

“(8igned) Frian Tvrcx.”

- V4

Lady Fayre, of Longley

Her cyes were shiging as sho lowered
tho paper. . -
“There, uncle | she said. “Iow Kind

. a heart has Robin Hood, and he doe

us honour to euggest we, too, have kin
hearts. ' If it please you, may I Fct wine
and chicken for the poor girl?” :

But she saw ai once that the baron
wore a dark, engry scowl; and what-
ever kindness of heart he had was not
shown on his face. .- - :

“Robin Hood! Pgh! He expects
me—me—to send wine and chicken! If
is a jest; a trick of some sort!”

Fayre_shook her head. -:

“He is very kind, they say, uncle;
and we have so much wine—thaé new
butt from: Burgundy came but yester-
day.” :

.. The baron eyed jher in amazement.

“My new butt? You think I should
send, my new bult to some chit of a
village girl! Ars you crazy, too?” \

-~ 8ir Geoffrey lavghed mockingly.

“'Tis a joke sure enough,” ha said
*Is it liko that Robin Hood will come
to the castle to take the wine?”

. “No, no. I will take it—with my lord
ugg]e's permission,” Fayre hastened .to
add. i 4 v

The Baron le Feuvre nearly exploded
at the idea of his njece gomg te the
villige with wine and.ioag.‘ ¥or what .
the baron had he kept,.and whathe had
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- Your Editor's sddress is:—
The SCHOOLGIRYL Ofoe, rleetwaygzust.

Farringdon Street, London, E.

ETWEEN

e
L{Y DEAR READERS,—
Claudine has been at it
,againl Oh, but I'd better
explain, for the bencfit of new
readers, just who Claudine is.

Claudine, girls, is my very own
niece, & mest' charming, generous-
hearted young lady, with one abiding
fault—she always. thinks she knows
best, (And, of course, like most
people suffering from that form-vof
self-assurance, she seldom DOES
Jknow best.)

. Claudine generally lands herself
into a pickle, and her latest—shall
I call it?—escapade was no excep-
tion. But it was, in one very big
respect, far, far different from any
of her other adventures.

The other week-end I was staying
at Clandine’s parents' country re-
treat. The weather was mild, but
recent snows had made the district
into a series of lakes, bogs, and
rushing streamlets, so that when
Cleaudine, with all the confidence in
the world, declared that she was
going to take a short cut into town
to do some shopping, Your Editor

ut in a word, (You see, I know

landine’s short cuts([i).

“Ahemt” 1 sai tentatively.

.“"Ahem! Claudine, but don’t you
think it would—er—be safer to go
by road?”

“Oh, I shall bhe all right |*
Claudine paid, drawing on her
loves. “If I find it's too Rooded
"Il just turn rouad and come back.
-But it won't be where I'm going.
I know ell sorts of short cits, you
- know.”’

“Well, if you're quite sure—""

I murmured,
And off Clandine went, at a brisk
stride, energetically stabbing the
round with her walking-atick (
romn the window I watched her dis-
u_pﬁqar down the lane, and silently,
sighingly wondered—--
wo hours later Claudine. returned.
8he returned in humiliation and de-
jection, Bhe was covered with mud,
zg?écing wet, and shivering with the

“Ciood grecious |” her poor mather

excleimed. “What-aver have-rou L
len

done? My dear child, you've fal
in the water |” -
It was guch an obvious disaster

.

\ grimly, “Always thinks she knows

another fascinatin COMPLETE

that Claudine had no need to confess
to it. Crimson-faced, she rushed up
to the bath-room . i

“l hope that's taught her =
lesson |” her father said somewhat

best I”

But it was we who were taught
lesson, I am pleased to say. For
once we had misjudged Claudme.
That evening a grateful father called
to express his heartfelt thanks for
the way ifi which Claudine had saved
his five-year-old daughier from a
stream | Claudine was sent for, and
reluctantly faltered out the truth.

She ha(f saved that little one from
drowning; that was how she had

ot into her wretched condition. -

cedless to say, Claudine’s parents
saw that she was well rewarded.
And need I add that I did my share,
too? ;

But T must simply dash on to
next Saturday’s magnificent story-
programme, of which the *“star”’
mttraction is:

“THEY CALLED HER FRIEND
‘THE OUTSIDER’!”

A most unusual ClLiff House story,
this; unusual and memotrabls. Tt
tells what ha_g ens when gentle,
noble-hearted ‘Marjorie Hazeldene
stands by a boy who, to all intents
and purposes, is a disgrace, &
wastrel, a person deserving of
nothing but scorn and condemna-
tion.

But Marjorie instinctively knows
there iz good in the fellow. She
trusts him. And what hapgengf
He apparently lets her down. Again
she trusts him; again things go
wrong. There 1s trouble with her
dearest chums, Babs and Clars angd
Mabs—ell of them; there is trouble
with Jimmy Richmond & Co., of
Friardale School, to which the boy
she i3 helping belongs; there is
trouble with Miss Primrose, so
serious that it looks as though
nothing can save Marjorie herself
from disgrace.

On every side that boy has let her
down, appatently, and yet still
Marjorie has faith 4n him. Is her
faith finally justified? T'll leave
Hilda Richards to tellsyou in her
own absorbing way., .

As usual, next week’s issue will
contain further enthralling chaptera
of “On Tour with Vin 8u,”

story of Fayre and gallant Robin®
Hood, and more of Patricia's -
Chummy and Helpful Peges, so—
order your copy well in advance,
won’t you?
And now, with best wishes,
Your sincere friend,

THE EDITOR,

THE ScHOOLGIRL

ink, and pen, she was more alarmed than'
ever, for the baron and his knights were
in chortling mood, exchanging sly Wwinks. .
“Write as I command,” said the baron.
“Commence. ‘ Robin Hood. There
shall be wine and chicken in & sack that
will be hung upon the barbican for you
to collect. Our kind heart is melted.’
‘And you shall sign it,” he added to
Fagre. .
ayra stared at him, growing pale.
“It is a trick, uncle,” she protested.
“You'll lay a trap for him?"
The baron winked at his knightas,
“The brave Robin Hood has nho fear,”
he said, sneering. “He will come. Poor
simple fool! Finish writing, Fayre.”
Fayre did so with a sigh. Nodding
approval, as he looked it .over, the baron
flapped it in the eir to dry the ink, and
then summoned an archer,
Directing the man to fire- whence the
. arrow had.come, he cried halt when Gve
shafts had sung through the air, Taking
enother arrow from the archer’s quiver,
the baron affixed Fayre's message to it:
and assured now that the previous arrows
would have gained attention, ordered this
one to be fired.
“And now,” he chortled, mbbingI hia
reat, ham-like hands, “Robin Hood
shall prove his valour.” Heyl Bring a
sack, load it with logs—fix it to the
-barbican, and lower the portcullis; raise
themdrawbridge. Fifty archers to the
walls——" 2
The baron, sending a servant to fix the
sack of logs upon the barbican, posted
archers at the walls, there to remain
hidden until Robin Hood was seen
taking down the sack. That would be
their signal to let fly,
The y Fayre, looking most
agitated, clasped her hands tightly,
“He will not suspect a message from
the Lady Fayre,” winked the baron.
_And from the battlements a signalled
message came that a man in green in the
woods beyond the walls had picked up
that last arrow, and was unwrapping the .
paper from it.

)

Fayre Was Even Smarter!

OBIN HOOD, with Friar Tuck and

Little John keeping him com-

ny, had waited in the woods

oping for some reply to his

message. He had no wine ¢r meat to

send the invalid himself, so he was

hoping that the stories of Lady Fayre's
kindness were true.

There was rio one with wine to spare in
the small village, though thers was ample
in the castle, but brave as the men were,
they could not ressonably attack a castle
held by hundreds of soldiers, and pro-
tected by a deep moat.

When he saw the arrow, he raised a
shout.

“Ah-sh! The Lady Fayre sends back
word! I trust she did not read my
message to thé baron,”

He took the paper, and then, unable to
read himself, gave it to' Friat Tuck, the
scholar of the band, who cleared his
throat and read:

“Dear Robin Hood,—The hard-

not he took by foree of arms if lp;a;id to the baron, who called Fayre hearted baron says ‘no.’ But beliare

necessary. He had never willingly back. :

ﬁi\ren anything away; and it shocked * Go," he said. “Bring paper and ink mﬁ' please, Id“é‘“ ddo ﬂ;ﬁ best I C.a{‘ to
im to think that such an appesal shonld and -pen to write.” ts‘“%wt'"f al ODThtob A pooramrl.

be 8o brazenly made. “Here?"” asked Fayre. Th u kmt;xme‘h o aronhaeta 8 trap.
“No wine goes from this castle,” he “Here—to Robin Hood,” said the h 13 sac + 8t hangs on the barbican

thundered. “Not a drep. If Robin baron, his cumning oyes ghnting, “He uda :ho ‘T-m? nor, meall:{ bub hweo.d.

Hood wants wine, let him fetch it.” shall have his wine and chicken, after 204 ar ?“ chle.::n”wmt to shoot whoever
“But the irl, uncle,” protested Fayre all” goes to fetoh it.

gently. “8he is sigk,” Puzzled, but perturbed, Fayre went to  Robin Hood stroked his chin and
“And I am sick—sick of this rascal, do his bidding. She eould not believe langhed.

Robsin Hoqd,” snorted the baron, to the that the baron had changed his mind, *“Bo-ho! A trap! Well written Lady

mirth of Bir :Geoffrey. “Get you gone, and she feared that some cunning work Fayre! I'll vow the baron had a t‘mught

and let no more be szid-of this.” was being planned. she had sent some other message than
But es Fayre turned Sir Geoffrey whis- When she returned with the paper, this!* :
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The baron did indeed think so, and
wae now crouching on the wall rampart,
twaiting for Robin Hood fo claim the
sack from the barbican. o

Robin Hood, ever ready for sport, did
not turn away into the woods, but rallied
his men.

“From the eastern bank of the moat,”
he said, “we may watch the sack, too;
and when the baron puts up-his head to
ges if the bait is swallowed, there shall
be archery practice for us!”

Fully a hundred men lined the em-
brasures of the castle wall, and as the
news spread that a trap had been set for
Robin Hood, more assembled.

The guards on the uppermost hattle-
ments concentrated their attention on the
batbican, instead of keeping a watch
aver the Gelds; and thus it was that the
Lady Fayre, creeping down the castle
stairway, found the whole place prac-
tically deserted.

She was exceedingly glad to find it so,
tor she was dressed in the ahabby clothes
sha wore in the woods. No one would
have recognised her as the Lady Fagre,
not even her sunt the baroness. She
looked what she wanted to look—a
village maid. Yet hecause of that ques-
tions would have been asked if she had
been caught roaming the castle.

There miiht have been a quexg :
ing the basket on her arm—an what it
contained. ‘A flask of wine, a cold
chicken, and bread and butter were
there, covered with a dloth, and if all
went well, Fayre mi?t yet take them to
‘thi:e village without her uncle being the
wiser. T
Instead of pausing in the_ hall, Fayre

persévered down to the lonely dungeons,
which were at the moment free of
prisoners, and therefore unguarded.
Knawing every inch of the castle, she
erept to the secrel trapdoor which gave
on to the moat. Below the trap was a
simple boat, frail yet sufficiently strong
for its purpose—a ferry over the moat.
Dropping lightly into it, Fayre put
‘down %};r ix.sket. and paddled ao¥tly.
She was half-way across the moat when
a sentty on the battlements, chancing
look down, saw her, and raised the alarm.
Fafre heard his shout, and dipped her
paddle vigorously into the water, know-
ing that caution must be thrown to the
winds.
~ Crouching to make herself as small a
target as possible, Fayre ferventl
hoped that the sentry would not leng
down ah arrow,

He did not.
might;
hiél. urled it down. 3 .
Fayre was not expecting that, and
when the heavy ball of lead struck the
stern of the small craft, she sereamed.

Bo heavy was the impact that the
stern dipped into the water, while the
lead went clean through the bottom
boards. Water rushed it, and Fayre,
throwing her paddle away, flung her-
gelf into the water.

- Bhe struck ouf, swimming vigorously

in the cold water, more afraid of being

struck by an arrow than of drowning.
The precious basket, with its load of
twine and_chicken, went with the boat,

-gurgling beneath the surface. .

' At the battlements an archer took

aim. But his arrow did not fly; for

another came from the woods, knocking

-his bow from his grasp.

- Then & dozen arrows cut through the

.air, and the sentries on the battlements

felf back, Eel}ing for reinforcements.

“Robin Hood—'tis Robin Hood to the

‘attack I” they shouted. )
~ Robin Hoed, fleet of foot, ducking

low in the long grass and ,swérving 1o

gpoil the aim of any archer who might
‘“Gse him es n target, teached the edge

regard-

Instead, he took up a
ball of lead and, swinging it

to IDE.

of the moat as Fayre, clinging to the
grass, tried to scrambfe up.

But the banks of the moat had been
so cut that they provided no handhold
for swimmers, and had_it not been for
Robin Hood’s timely aid, Fayre might
have struggled in vain until exhausted.

Crawling through the grass, Robin
Hood found footholds, and then leaned
down, stretching out his hends.

«“Ahl Mystery Maid, so it is you il
he exclaimed.

Fayre took his strong hands, and
while the archers st the walls were
driven back by singin% arrows sent by
Robin Hood's band, she scrambled up
the stesp bank to safety.

“But the wine an
gone |* ghe gasped.

Robin Hood led her beyond arrow’s
range, and then Patted her check.

“Breve maid,” he said. “So you
robbed the baron, eh? You stole from
the castle the way I have done before
now, but with less fortune?”

Fayre, smiling wanly, brushed water
from her face, and smoothed it from her

the chicken—

ir.

“1 did try, but of no avail,” she said
sadly. “Didst get 'the Lady Fayre's
message, Robin Hood1” | .

He looked at her quizzieally, still
puzzled to know who she was,

“Indeed so,” he said slowly. “But
how comes it that you, a mmple village
maid, know so much of Lady Fayre!”
her maidservant,” said
Fayre guardedly. *It is her wish that
wine and chicken should be taken.”

Robin_Hood shrugged his shoulders
gnd shook his head, smiling sadly.

“Jt scoms an evil fate watches over
the wine,” he said.

“Jt does seem so,” admitted Fayre
ruefully. “ But the baron will give none.
and i%seema there is an ill-fate that will
not allow its being taken.”

“7Pis a wonder the wine does not
choke the baron,” ssid Robin Hood,
“when there aro so many have need of
it in sickness. Had he & conscience it
would turn sour in the mouth.”

“Yes, indeed,” agreod Fayre, frown-
“It is a pity the wine cannot be
turned into water.”

And then, as that thought struck her,
Fayre's' dismal smile waned.

JUS’I‘ as Fayre was wondering if
she would ever reach the
?ank,. R:hbin . Hood nwlf.‘
gnoring the singing arrows, he
flung himself full-length, grasged
her hands, and began to drag her
to safety |

Yi\.t 1._’ )

u‘\'("’
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“Why,” she exclaimed suddenly,
“Robin Hood, if you would give as-
sistance, there is a way yet of gotiing
the wine.” =

Robin Hood was eager, to help, reedy
far angt.hn]:ig that promised sadventure,
and when Fayre had uniolded her idea
he laughed merrily.

“’Tis daring .enough in all con-
science,” he agreed. “But we are
daring men. Aho there!” ho roared. .

d then, summoning his men with

“his hunting horn, he told them Fayre's

plan. .

T Eﬁa rlr:eg eg:l‘f_ v;ii:izd some mlulfmm'
ay ha sport shootin
arrows at the helmets that bobbed ug
now and again beyond the wall. How-
ever, there was adventure for them
merely in sitting end discussing—for
they sat barely a yard from the range
of the best-shot arrow, although near
enough to the castle walls to tempt

archers to iry their skill. :

By the time the plan was matured,
fully a hundred arrows were embedded
in the ground betweecn them and the
castle. = )

“ Half we shall keep—and half return,
as befits gentlomen of the woods,” sai
Robin Hood, his eyes glimmering.

And while Fayre watched, hgli the
arrows wera politely returned ‘to. the
castle by means of their bows, the other
half being retained as spare am-
mumtion. . .

“Ro that is how you get your splendid
arrows?"” asked Fa.y're; laughing.

“"Tia the lazy wvaﬁ;’ a,dmitteg Robin
Hood, laughing.  When we are short of
arrows, we come to the walls and pull
ugly faces at the archers, The ill-
trained fellows have poor aim but good
arrows.” *’ T y

The sudden appearance of one of his
watchers with warning that the haron
was assembling an army of eoldiers,
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to attack them

mounted and afoot,
that the time had

-warned Robin Hood
come to mMove On.
“ Remember,” breathed Fayre, as she
crept away. -
“T romember. 1 shall be waiting,”
said Robin Hood softly, .
Then, while he attracted the attention
of the sentries, Fayre took a long cource
through the bushes away from the
“castle. ; g

———

" Free Wine and Food!

T was half an hour later that Fayre,
clad in dry clothes, borrowed from
an old ‘eottager, entered the castle

- by the. drawbri%gr.x, claiming a
niission to the Lady Fayre, and show-
ing a piece of paper with writing on it
to the wardens. )

She changed into her own rich vel-
vet clothes and went along to the school-
room. The Venerable Brie had dozed
-off, and Fayre, taking care not to'awake
‘him, used the ink, pen, and paper to
write another message.

I “Beware {” she wrote in & hand that
was clear, but unlike her own. “Your
~¥ine has been poisoned.”

. At a suitable moment, Fayre crept
down to the banquet-hall, and when she
was sure that no one was watching,
dropped something into the baron’s
ﬂasE of wine and then placed the
message in a prominent position,

It was only just sffixed when the
Baron le Feuvre, returning from his
vain hunt of Robin Hood, stamped in,
in s furious temper. .

“Wine |” he rosred. “Wine!”

But he paused, sceing the notice,
glared at 1t and sent for the Lady
Fayre, who could not be found. How-
'ever, the Venerable Brie was located,
awakened, and brought down.

The Venerable Brie stared at the

message, and then read it aloud shakily.
" “Beware! Your wine has been
poisoned.” .
. The baron_stiffened, turned pale, and
‘gripped the hilt of his sword. In those
|days such things as poisoning food and
drink were fairly common, and there
\were many with s grievance against the
Baron le Feuvre.

“Poisoned ?** ho choked., “Who—who
wrote that message?”

But the Venerable Brie could not say.

“'T'was romeone who writes and
spells il.” he said. *The upstrokes are
too thin, and the down too weighty, for
good penmanship.” .

. *Bah! PenmanshiE! My wine is
poisoned, and you talk of penmanship,
dolt! Send for the wine-taster!”

T'rom her hiding-q‘!ace behind a thick
curtain, the Lady Fayre watched and
ilistened, and presently heard the wine-
taster being brought to the scene.

The latter, terrified, made & desperate
aftempt to escape his thankless task.

“My lord, 'twas but this morning I
resigned,” he said feebly, “and sought
a humbler position in your lordship’s
kitchen. ven though I am owed a
'month’s wages I do not seek them. My
'‘palate for wine is lost, and I doubt I
should know poison if I tasted it,
.whereby great’ evil might befall your
lordship.” -

The Em‘on drew his sword.

“Taste that wine!” he
“Are you safraid, coward?”

“No, no, no, m'lord!” gasped the
man miserably. “But wine upon an
cmP'ty stomach ill-suits my digestion!”

“If you're afraid of that wine 'tis
Eroof vou poisoned it!” snarled the

aron.

Proof in those days was rough and
ready. and trial went by ordeals, so the
wine-taster, turning even paler, poured

thundered.’

wine into the goblet, although such was
his state of agitation that he poured
even more over the floor.

He raised the goblet to his lips. Un-
prepared for the mustard, pepper, and
strong spices Fayre had mixed in it, he
skipped & foot in the air as the potent
ﬂuldptouched his lips.

Hurling down the gablet, he clutched
his mouth, and then, determined that

the test should end here and now, threw.

himself on to the floor.

Not a word was spoken. The baron,
pale, stood with folded arms.

“(arry him off,” he said thickly, “I
might well have been the victim.”

Sir Geoffrey sniffed_the goblet and
shook his head.

“Ah, ’tis but one gobletfull” he
shrugged. *“Mayhap the butt of Bux-
gundy is not affected.”

“Try it,” said the baron,

“Try it yourself, my lord.” said Sir
Geoffrey, adding hurriedly: “My taste
{;or wine is poor. I know not good from

ad.” £

The baron tolled the mighty hall bell,
and his steward appeared, looking
agitated.

“My lord rang?" he asked

“The post of wine-taster is vacant !
snarled the baron. “Let it be filled.”

It was then that Fayre chose to appear
on the scene. *

“Uncle—uncle,” she eried, “did 1
hear you say that the post of wine-taster
is now vacant?”’ :

“1 did I he growled,

Y Oh, then it may be that you can find
work for the hungry beggars at the
gates,” said Fayre. * Although maybe
they are too simple for such difficult
work as wine-tasting.”

The baron swung round,

“Bring the rascals in,” he com-
manded. e

Five minutes later four beggars were
urged into the hall by soldiers. They
were unkempt and their clothes were
ragged, and Fay herself had to look
twice to make quite sure that the tall
one with the beard was indeed Robin
Hood—as they had schemed.

“Now,” said the baron, “at the end
of the week you shall each have a gold
piece for your labours. You are to taste
my wine and give honest opinion of it.
But one at a time. Let three begone to
the smaller room beyond.”

Three of Robin Hood'sjmen were led
away, and Robin Hood himself chose to
remain, watching with great interest as
the large butt of wine from Burgundy,

THE SCHOOLGIRY

The baron.leaped forward.

" Blue spots?'’ he asked.

Then, with wide eyes, he stared at the
chicken, oddly marked with spots. It
did not occur to him that the spots wern
made with ink, end he fell back, horror-
stricken.

- “The food, too | he gasped.

Fayre cut a snicket from the chicken
and tasted it.

“Ugh!” she choked, staggering back.

It was enough. The baron tolled tho
bell and stormed at the servants.

“On to the fire with the chicken !” he
roared. *“Pour the butt of wine down
on to the grass, Whoover warned me
warned in time."”

Fayre, turning to him, held up =
beseeching hand.

“No, uncle, do not throw it away.”

-“What! Who would eat such food or
drink such wine?” he demanded. ‘Are
you crazy 1"

But Fayre smiled grimly.

“Robin Hood |” she cried. “Did he
not ask for wine and chicken?”

The baron stared at her, and then let
out a roar of laughter.

“Robin Hood by my. troth!|” he
shouted, * He asked for wine and shall
have it.”

“And the chicken, too,” Ilaughed
Fayre,
“A  sack!” the baron yelled.

“Hemmer up the butt of wine! Ho,
there, men! A present for Robin Hood !”

The Baron sat down on the nearest
chair and hooted with laughter at the
rich, delightful idea. Fayre giggled
merrily, and 8ir Geoffrey and the otﬁers
held their sides.

The butt was sealed, and the Verner-
able Brio was brought down to print a
message of love and good will from the
Baron to Robin Hood, which was
peinted in three cclours.

And just to complete the ceremony
men-at-aTms were to carry it to tho
woods, and heralds were to announce
the gift with a fanfare.

It took an hour all told, and Tayre
was allowed to ride behind her uncﬁa’s
charger and watch the ceremony.

“But the beggars who tasted the wino,
uncle?” she presently asked, * Where
are they?”

The baron made inquiry, and learned
that they had been carried to the road-.
way and deposited there. Apparently,:
not seriously ill, they had hurried away, '

For the rest of the day the baron
laughed, and Fayre laughed. Then news
came that ended his mirth. It trans-

}_ln 1Il"rtmce, was brought into the banguet /pired that there was merrymsaking in
al

“Drink. Say if vou think the wine
good of its kind,” said the baron.

Robin Hood picked up the golden
goblet, bowed, and smiled, while the
baron and his knights held their breath
in_suspense, .

Draining the goblet, Robin Heod
smiled and put it down.

“ Good wine !” he said.

And then, suddenly sagging, he
twisted com?letely round and collapsed.

The baron’s eyes bulged.

“Carry him out,” he
“Bring another.”

Another of the band entered, beamed,
and tried the wine, drinking it with
relish, emiling.
limp, twisted round three times before

muttered.

collapsing. )

The baron blanched. His scalp
twitched.

“Enough I” hLe said thickly. “TIt is
proof.”

The Lady Faryre, who had crossed to
the table at the side already arranged
for the meal, gave a sharp cry and
stepped back.’

“Uncle, what are these blue spots on
the cold chicken?” she asked.

Then, going suddenly:

the village because Robin Hood had sent
wine for the people. The odd thing was
that no one was taken ill. In fact, the
sick girl in the village grew better, and
enjoyed the chicken none the less be-
cause of the ink spots on the skin.

Fayre went to see her, and took more
delicacies smuggled from the castle; and.
since she was Just a ragged beggar-girl
herself she could afford to tell ﬁw story
of the " poisoned " wine, taking care not
to admit the part played by the Lady
Fayre. ] ;

Since laughter tends to cure, the sick
girl grew well even more rapidly than
before; and for a week at least there
was & long queue of applicants at the
castle applying for the post of wine-

. taster.

Even the Venerable Brie smiled when
the Lady Fayre, writing to dictation,
put: “’Tis an ill wine that bloweth no
man good.”

EKD OF THI§ WEEK'S BTORY.

ANOTHER topping COMPLETE stoty

featuring the young Lady Fayre:
and courageous Robin Hood in next.
Saturday’s issue.
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More fun and excitement for you—

FOR NEW READERS.
MAY JOLIPHANT, a cheery ish J}
“amd_her lesa Ja.rh:g chum APB%I.E'
ZSROUNY. vy 08 ik o st

[ ngland a 4]
most Llileable girl !‘,I%l BU.
in Su’s governess is apparently too 1 to

BCOO! ny the 1s.

adventires, they t! a mystery
woman wearing an emerald ring, who has
been scheming them, has had thelr
luggage sent. to A certaln house. They
m:ne servants at the house, and learn
Y girl whio {8 shut up in &
yoom that is at another

the mystery woman in a room. Bu
faxi starta OFf, Shall they chase after it and
lot the woman escape §

(Now read on.)

On Their Way ! .

APHNE did not hesitate between
staymng to gnard the woman
with the emerald ring, and
following their luggage, which

. was being driven away in & taxi. She

went_after the luggage; and Yin By,

?l‘mn% but & moment, decided to
ollow her.

May was left alone in the corridor of
the empty house—alone except that on
the other side of the locked door, a
prisoner of her own volition, was the
woman with the emerald ring,

They knew nothing about her except
that—that she wore dark clothes,
that on one hand was a remarkable
emerald ring, But whoever she wa
she had erossed their path; she h
stolen their' luggage from the station
and had brought it here; and for all
May could believe to the contrary, she
might do something similar again.

“Listen, please,” said May, rapping
on 'the panels. 41 want to know who
you are, and what Kou are domg with
our age, and why you keep gollow-
mﬁ. ue around 1" .

liere was no reply, and May rapped
the panels agsain.

Then, with but a faint hope of any
result, she turned the door handle and
pushed. There was no possibla reason
why the woman should unlock it, and
May did not expect to do anythin
more than demonstrate that she wan

_ the door opened.
It was a shook to her, therefore, when

luggage
put It on o taxi, then trap |
t the

the knob turned, and the door swung

wide.

But May did not immediately rush in.
She was impetuous, but not guite un-
wary; and the thought struck her that
this might easily be a trap.

The room was in darkness and that
fact gave her no chance to kmow where
the woman was. She might spring out
suddenly, rush from the room, and
ock May inl -

So May stepped in very guardedly,
keeping one hand on the
while she groped for the light switch
. With a great sense of relief she found
it, and turned the switch, It clicked,
but no light came.

“Qh, .you've taken the bulb out!”
said May. *That's it, is it?”

A reply came, but not fram inside
the room. It came from the gorridor
behind May.

oor kneb,”*

a1

It did not move; it did not reécede, and
May, with a sigh of relief, knew that
the cab wae standing still,

Rum_:ing snd trotting, she presently
u

saw Yin and Daphne when she was
within a dozen paces of the taxicab,
which they reached a moment later.

“What's happened!” panted Daphne
to the driver, .

‘*Happened, miss?” - '

“Why did you drive off?" asked

Daphmne, .

“Oht Well, a lady from the upstairs
room told me to; told me to drive along
to the house next door, and wait at
the ga_te&_ lif_ere 1115 il,]" said t.gm ta_nl;.
man, indicating the ldrge gates wit
his thumb,

May arrived at that moment, breath-
ing hard. N '

‘Take no notice,” she jerked out.
13 Dﬁve Dﬂ. !3’

The taximan eyed her

-

_Everything was going splendidly for May & Co. And
then—Yin Su tried on the costume of a gipsy princess!

“ Good-night 1”

A clatter of steps sounded on the
staircase, and May, swinging round,
rushed on to the landing. Bumping inte

and the wall, she knocked on the switch,

which had been turned off, and, lean-
ing over the banisters, saw nothing but
the closing of the front door.

“Well, my golly!” murmured May,
bewildered. :
*PBack she went to the room, and at
once saw the open communieating door,
leading t& another roem, by which the
prisoner had escaped.

“Gonel And, my gollg," quavered ’
May, in a tone mesr to despair, *the
luggage, too!”

'or it seemed utterly ineredible that
Yin Su and Daphne, chasing the taxi-
cab, could have caught it. The
that could be hoped for was that they
had seen in which direction it had gone.

May went down the stairs two at a
time, hurled open the r of the house,

| and rushed down the drive. = Reachin,

the gateway, she loocked alon
and saw the red light of

the x
e taxicab.

best -

manner; he had a simple, rubicund
face, divided almost in two by a lon;
horizonts] moustache, and, as they ha
already gathered, he was not a man
of 'a_lfkb.nf.iaﬂal_ligence. T

e~ fere, ‘inﬁss." he said, ]m an
t tone, “bow many people are
_orders shout this here taxi?”
mel” was May's rejoinder.
“You take orders from whoever is
going to pay you—and that’s ua here.”

“H'm! Well, where to?” he frowned,
when he hed digested that thought.

£F-

in stolid

May had to laugh; for, after all’

iate destina-
tion except perhaps Morsworth, where
they had to collect their further instrue-
tiona in the morning. . ;

But she bad a ready mind that did
not allow doubt to remain long., As the
mystery women might appear st any

——8————
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this, they had no immed:

4 3
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moment—and the taximan might then
iregard her as & more responsible person
‘whose orders should be taken in defer-
ence to those of May—the sooner they
‘moved off, the better.

. “To the village," said May. *“Take
us to a cottage where we can sleep the
night comfy ande have good food,

leased 3

The taxi-driver knew & cottage where
rooms were let, and drove them to it.
It was a clean, comfy little place, and
a plump, motherly woman, who was the
proprietor, cook, and maid-of-all-work
i one, welcomed them almosi effu-
sively.

A “roaripg fire blazed in the cosy
sitting-rootn, and she promised to get
them o hot meal at once. -Her idea was
sausages and mashed, and ¥in Bu
thought it would be most suitable.

“Y'm sorry I've got no chopsticks,
miss,” said Mrs, Jones & ologetically.
“But I've never had Chinese here
before; but I dare say my boy could
smooth down a couple of bits of fire-
wood, if it would make you feel more
at home.” :

#Most humble Chinese gir! gladly
use knife and fork,” said Yin Su.
“Please not trouble industrious son.”

May sank down in an armchair and
sighed bappily, as Mrs, Jones bustled
awsy. Daphne smoothed her hair
before the mirror, and Yin Su studied

the pictures on the walls.
“(irand !” sighed May. *“That
woman, Madame X, won't find us

here; and I shall sleep like a log.”
%1 shall dream of her, and the miss-
dng luggage,” said Daphne. “But don'y
.forglet, it's early to rise in the momn-
lng ” = ' = 1

And early to rise it was. Morsworth
was their destination, a journey of five
miles. It was not & great distance, snd
'Wh?l the morning proved to be bright
an sunng, they all agreed that a walk
was exactly what they wanted,

Mrs. Johes had awakened them with

hot water and tea, and breakfast was a

This is one of the
early adventures of
the celebrated
Chums of CIIff
- House School, and
is  simply - packed
with thrills  from
beginning to end.
But there's plenty of
typical Fourth Form
fun, as weth

delicious meal of crisp bacon, fried eggs,
and tomatoes. .
Then came the business of choosin
what they were to wear., As Morswor
was only five miles away, they could
return here if their instructions or change

of plans demanded it; so they decided
that the very best thing to do was to

wear thick, comfortable shoes, walkin
kit, coats, berets, and the rucsacks whi
May and Daphne had packed in case they
should have the luck to go mountain-
eering. .

““And now we'll show you English
scenery, Yin Su,” promised Daphne.
“There are some lovely hills between
here and Morsworth, so there'll be grand
views and everything.”

Having paid the bill, they set out with
Mrs. Jones' blessings, and the good
wishes of her son Alfred, who presented
Yin Su with what he thought were chop-
sticks—made like small wooden hatchets.

“We'ra off; we're on_our wayl’
cheered May when, s mile from the
cottage, they were in the o?en country,
with rolling hills and valleys before
them, and iere and there a spreading
forest or lovely wood.

All troubles seemed behind them now;
they were free from the woman with the
emerald ring; their lugﬂtge was safe,
and nt the post office at orsworth they
would receive further instructions from
the governess, and perhapa more money.

They climbed the hilly road, and did
not pause until they came to a fork in
the road and & gignpost which said
Morsworth on both arms.

. “Mountain road to the right,” said
M’)iy' “That's our way, 1 should say.”

wo miles farther on, with the road
narrowing, and climbing higher, May
began to have misgivings, for across the
sky drifted black clouds.

There was & stillness in the air, and
not a house was in_sight for milés, only
the heaving earth like a stormy eea that
had been suddenly petrified.

«] guppose this is the right road?”
ggked Daphne uneasily.
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Mag hoped so, but did not answer.
And then—down came the rain!
“Run—run, for goodness’
gnsgved May.

“Where to?"” gasped Daphne.

Yin Su's keen eyes had noted a lilile
settlement in a valley.

“ Houses,” she said.

They were not houses; they were gipsy
caravans, But, houses or caravans, they
would give shelter from the rein which,
carried by a newly risen wind, drove
straight at them

sake!”

“ Gipsies |? cried Daphne. “May—
ought we to go there?”
“(‘ome on,” answered May. “Do you

0

want to be drenched throug

A Gipsy Princess!

T was but a small gipsy encampment,
and thers was no one in sight when
the girls reached it, for the wise
gipsies were already under cover, in

tents or caravans.

When May was but a dozen yards from
the nearest caravan, a gaily peinted red
and green affair, she heard a voice hail
her, and a girl looked out.

“ Here—quick, here!” she cried.

She was a good-looking girl with dark
eyes, and sleek black hair that showed
heneath the coloured shaw! that was
wrapped about her shoulders.

With a welcoming smile, she held open
the caravan door, and the three girls
tumbled in, gasping.

“The lrain _lgame guickly,” said the
gipsy girl, smiling. . B

igky open—rain fall,” #aid Yin Sa

sa.vlvy. :
ell, this is true English weather,”
said M?iy. “And we said we'd show you
England—good, bad, and indifferent.”
Then she added to the gipsy girl:
* Awfyl cheek our butting in on you like
this; we were walking to a place called
Morsworth.”

The gipay girl seemed surprised, and
eyed them in a puzzled way. '

«Morsworth; but you go the wrong
way,” she demurred.

“ Wrong way !’ gasped Daphne. “Oh,
don’t say that, pleaae?"

“Tha signpost pointed this way,” pro-

thirty years

tested May. )
“] know, and twenty, ago
5 right,” said tga
en this road

it would have been a
gipsy. “They say that
went through to Morsworth. Not now.
Tha bridge 1s gone. There is a big gap,
which means you must walk five miles
till “there’s enother bridge, or elss go
back to the signpost and take the left-
hand turn.”

May looked at Daphne and blinked.

o golly ! What mutts we were ”

The gipsy girl laughed.

“What matters it? You will get there
some time.”

But that was not how they viewed it,
and Daphne, wringing out her scarf, and

.brushing rain from her coat, looked guite

dismal at the prospect of another five .
miles in this bad weather. Besides—

" Besides, we've got to get to the post
office this morning,” she pointed out.

«Qtill, this afternoon might do as
well,” May said.

Yin Su took stock of the caravam,
where flowers had been neatly stacked,
and of the bed on which was stretched a
frock of bright, gay colours, beautifully
embroidered. It made an instant appeal
to her Oriental mind, and she fingered
the material quite lovingly. '

“ Moast exquisite and neble frock fit for
fine princess,” she murmured.

The gipsy girl nodded her head
gravely.

“This afternoon it will be worn by the
new queen,” she said. o ‘
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“The new queen?” exclaimed Daphne

thrilled. - “ And who is she?” - d

The gipey girl hesitaled, laughed shyly,
and then tap her chest.

“1 am,” she said. " Although I am
young, yet because of tradition, 1 am the
queen  Yet I would rather anyone else
had the job.”

Daphne was stariled, almost shocked,
to hear such a thing.

i ;;Dh, but I'd love to be a queen,” she

“With enemies and quarrels and strife?
No, no,” said the gipsy girl “1 don't
want it. T wish anyone were queen but

a.

Yin 8u picked up the frock, which
had been seldom worn. Daphne and
May, who had always thougm gipsies
to poor, could hardly believe that
this rich garment was indeed & Eipsy
frock: for there were jewels on it
pearls, and the finest golden
embrordery. .

#], humble, unimportant person, Yin
8u,” said the Chinese girl, ¢ would

. esteemn il & great honoug.. to wear so

poble a frock.” . i
“Then try it on,” said the gipsy girl.
o Jsn’'t it uwnluckyi” asked Daphne,

and shuddered as a sudden roarin

burst of storm rocked the caravan, an

a fAash of lightning made the interior

for one moment a vivid blinding green.

“ Unlucky—no, no! It is lucky. Who
wears the frock of a gipsy queen shall
have luck aiways,” said the gipsy girl.

“Then let me try it on afterwards,”
begged Daphne. R

at Grst it was Yin Su’s turn, and
the gipsy girl, as soon as Yin Su bhad
removed her thick coat and frock,

alipped it on fo. her, i

t wae a tightly fastened frock, and
wi;lh it weni a headdress and a heavy
veil.

¥in Su, eyes gleaming, paced up and
down in graceful manncr, and felt her-
sel to be a queen. .

“Most noble, august, and high-born
queen,” she said, bringing both hands
to her forebead, “orders humble and
miserable subjects to kneel.”. -

“Meaning us?”  chuekled May.
“ You've got & hope[”

“ Command bring mighty queen bags
of gold and precious jewels,” satd Y
Su. “Command—"

"'But she waa interrupigd. by & knock

on the door. An old gipsy woman, a

shaw! wrapped about her head, looked

in, and the girl stepped out.

“y will be back 1 a minute,” she
said to the chums,

They saw her hurrying to another
caravan, and Yin Su swept up her
queenly hands.

«The great feast ehall commence,”
she said. clapping her hands. “Bring
in the roast oxen—for each person onc—
ulp,g many fruits—oranges and lemons
and—

Once again the.o was & rap on the

oor.

“Opent’ commanded ¥in Su; and
May humorously tugged the door wide.

A’ gir} looked in a girl rather older
than they, with blavk. angry eyes. She

lared at Yin Su, than suddenly, spring-
ing forward, seized her wrist &aD
dragged her through the door.

hfuy and Daphne were too overcome
with _ astonishment to protect their
friend for a moment, and Yin Su went
stumbling down the steps.

It was really not more than a few
geconds later that Mai jumped forward
to the door, which bhad been partly
closed, and grabbed the handle. But
5:2 and twist it though she did, the

r would not open wider.

“That girl's ding it shut!” she
eaid furiousty. “Tuf, Paphne 1

But aven s sha called “tug * she de-

liberately stepped aside, keeping the
oor-handle twisted. :

The girl outside, hearing May’s
shouted command to Daphne, tugged all

th: harder. Consequently, when May
suddenly released her grip the door
slammed shur.

The jerk was so great that May's ad-
vorsary lost her grip and her balance
on the steps, and went lurching back.

Pulling the door open wide, May
sprang out, heedless now of the rain.

“¥in Sul” she cried

In the pretty, princessly frock, over
which someone had thrown some oiled
rainproofed sheeting, Yin Su was being
hurried to & waiting horse and trap.’

The Kidnapping!

113 TOP !’ cried May desperately,
cupping her hands to her
mouth. “8he's mnot the
prineess; she’s a Chinese girl I

But a strong-armed man, waiting by
the trap, hoisted Vin Su into it and
quickly followed her,, helping up the
gir] who had anatcheé" Yin Su from the
caravan.

“Vin 8u 1” screamed Daphne, running
through the rain after May, shouting
and waving her arms.

But for Yin Su, sitting on the drivin
seat of the trap, between the man an
the girl, escape was imposaible.  Look-
ing back at her friends, as alarmed and
bewildered as they, she was carried at
spanking pace along & path over the
grass, . *

It was utterly useless for May and
Daphne to run in pursuit; they could
never hope to overtake the trap.

Breathing hard, May stopped and,

turned & white, amazed face to Daphne.

“Well, my goodness! What ever—"'
she said b]a.nily.

“Y¥in Su—where ever ara they taking
her?” Daphns wailed.  “May, we've
got to get her back. We'va got to
follow! Don't you see—they think she’s
the princess?”

May saw that clearly enough now, for
it was the-odnly possible explanation of
this strange kidnapping.

“We'll have to follow.them as long
“Come on,

as we can!” she gasped.
Daphae I

They ran past the line of caravans,
from the end one of which & gipsy girl

o ooxl
L "alarm.

Yin Sul Those people &re

By Elizabeth Chester 23

emerged, a long shawl wrapped about
her head and shoulders:

“Oh, thank goodness i cried May,
recognising her. “They've taken her—
and the frock. Our friend 1" -

The girl, whom theﬁ had met before,
realising that something was amiss,
ducked her head to the stinfing rain
and rap to them. Ber alarm was
almost greater than theirs when she
heard the startling story of the kidnap-
gjng; but not because she feared for

in Su's safety. L

“They have taken the wrong irl,
but they have the frock I she cried in
anger. “And without that there can
be no ceremony. Did 1 not say that it
would mean sirife, this coronation?
And already it has started }”

“(h, . hother the silly coronation!”
fretted May. “It’s our friend we're
worr’yi‘ng about. We’'ro in charge of
her.” ‘ J :

The trap was now, at least, o guarter
of a mile away, the horse keeping up-
a steady trot. ‘How on earth they
could eatch it, May did mot know; but-
the gipsy girl, with a keen, expression
in her eyes, took May’s arm. !

“You can ride borses?” she asked.

“V.yes,” said May hesitantly.

“Then it is our one hope of catch-
ing_them, and caich them we must,”
sald” the gipsy girl. “This way with

.

Daphne and May had both ridden,
but only steid borses, and their ex-

rience was net great, although they

ad taken a course in JUmpPing. -

But ene thing they. wert accustom:
to was saddles. The horses, tefher
on the leeward side of the caravans,
and sheltered with macintosh sheets,
were not saddled, mor wera saddles
available. . :

The gipsy girl, hurling off o macin-
tosh sheet, sprang at first horse
she untethered so that she was half-
across its back, and then swung herself
round, astride.

“Come on 1" she said.

May turned to Daphne.

“Can you manage?’’ she asked.

! Daphne had two_attem at jump-
ing on, but sueceeded y when May
clasped her hands as a foothold for
her, and gave her a Bnal, hoisting jerk.

Daphne  mounted, . May erself
scrambled en another horse. With only
rope halters as reins, Daphne looked

: o
kidnapping her | '* May cried in

“ Quick } After then }** She and Daphue sprang out
of the caravan and went tearing to the rescue of their chum. .

M
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as happy as if she had been
on a tiger; but she had grit.
the only way of saving Yin
she must not funk it.

“Come on1” called the gipsy girl,
and, slapping her horse, sent 1t trot-
ting forward. -
Daphne, May quickened

Following
gpeed to keep up- with their com-
piiniion;, and presently, bumped and

jolted, every minute expecting to slide
off, the two girls drew level with the
voung gipsy princess.’

“0Oh dear—oh dear!”
“71 know I'll come off

“Srick it!" urged May.

« -The rain cut down at them, seeming
_almost sharp, and the wind shricked,
fluttéring the horse’s manes, and wisp-
ing the steaming rain from their necks
and- flanks. .

So dense was the mist of rain that
they. could not now see the trap on
the path ahead. Dwé the path wound
only up to tht mountain, and there

was no turning. '
“Poor Yin -Su!  8he'll be scared
out of her wits,” chattered Daphne;
the words jerked from her at intervals
by the jolting movement of the horse.
Her legs hung limply, and she felt
at the horse's ercy without stirrups
or saddle to steady her,
“Thank goodness—no
gasped out May. .
The horses’ hoofs thudded the soft
turf as the gipsy girl took a course
beside the hard. path, and speed in-
creascd on a’stretch of level going.
Ahead, - the® horse pulling the trap
was feeling the grade of the mountain
road, and slowing. Soon he would be
going ai o walk. But, however slowly
he went, Y¥Yin.Su's fears ‘were not
lessened ; for, looking back ‘she saw
only mist and rain, and no sign of her
friends at all. ¢
For the hundrvedth time she tried to
speak and explain; but her words were
drowned by the tarpaulin, muffled about
her, and the roaring wind and hissing
rain. B g * e
Yin Su,

gasped Daphne.
B,

jumnps 1*

philosof)hic. taking life as
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it came, consoled herself with the
sublime thoughts of Chinese wise men.

“The goat in a leopard’s skin,’’ she
reminded herself, ‘“‘needs the tearing
claws of the leopard to defend himsélf
against tho merciless tiger, but has
them not; neither has he the use of his
own horns deadened in his *false
apparel.” ; :

Likewise, thought Yin Su, she who
is dressed as a' princess, and is kid-
napped as such, should have a prin-
cess’ royal Wauteur' to encourage her
against her enemies,

When she was lost in consideration
of the learned sayings of Lin Fu, she
hecame suddenly aware that the trap
had swung ' from the path, and was
bumping down a grassy slope into a
hollow that was ordinarily bidden from
VW,

In that hollow were more caravans,
{he air above then thick with smoke
that the downwind would not let
escape.  Horses whinnied, sheltered
fires crackled, and voices sounded.

Then two men and a gipsy woman
ran forward, shouting,

What they said ¥in Su did not know,
since” she had not learned Rowmany
talk. 8o when they presently addressed
her, she could only bow.

“8o0 the princess does
Romany 1"’ sneered the man.

Yin Su inclined her head gravely.

not speak

“Most miserable person, dressed in
princessly robes, very humble iusig-
nificant no-one,” she said softly. “Not
high-born clegant princess of royal

blood.”

The man sitting beside her gave a
startled exclamation, and whipped off
the tarpaulin.

“Qhe's not the princess!” he oricd.
“Not our queen!”

“Who is she? Why is she dressed
in those clothes? Let us see her face !V
cried the woman. angrily. .

Yin Su, bowing to the rain, rose,
wrapping the tarpaulin  about the
lo\mﬁ‘ frock to spare it from ruin.

Chinese girl,” she cxplained simply,
“who foolishly was so vain as to
assume garments of higher-born, more
noble person.”

“Chinese girl!”

A crowd of gipsies had gathered
about the trap now, and all were mut-
tering, whispering, pointing, arguing,
completely baflled by this unexpeeted
climax. . And of them all no one was
more astounded than the man who had
lifted Yin Su into tho trap, unless per-
haps it was the girl who had dragged
her from the caravan.

But they’ did not argue long. Yin
Su was lifted down, and taken to the
largest, most gorgeous caravan, in
whiclr sat a middle-aged woman, whose
dark eves fixed themselves with hatred
upon the frock as Yin Su was hustled
1

1.

8o, wmy rival, you're here?” sho
snid; and then saw Yin Bu's preity,
delicate, oval Chinese face.

Her eves blazed; she siormed; she
clenched her fists, raising them over
her head, and becoming so shaken with
passionate rage that Yin Su drew back,
quaking. ?

Knowing nothing of gipsies, she took
them to be bandits.

Yin Su clasped her hands in earnest
entreaty, and spoke in a most humble
and pathetics tone.

“ Olil, most elegant and noble lady,”
she -said, “the miserable, wicked
servant-girl, fetcher of water, scrubber
of floors, has done most evilly

to:
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assume the beautiful garment of a prin.
cess. Were her whole riches not e
miserable four pennies she would hap-
pily pay for the damage. But not even
her father, a mere herder of pigs, could
count more than three pennies by the
sale of all his worldly goods; and her
ill-natured relations would be happy
indeed to hear that she was captured by
bandits that they can be rid of her idle,
expensive, useless person.”

It was such a long, poetic speech com-
pared with what the gipsies usually
heard that they were awc-struek and
silent. The effect was quile different
from what Yin Su im(-n"(lied. Y

“ Here |” said a man at last, breaking
the silence. “Who is this Chinese girl?
Look at her soft hands—a drudge, is
she? Scrubber of floors M

The dark-eyed woman whose caravan
this was, after eyeing Yin Su's trem-
bling form, turned {o the others and
made a sweeping gesture of dismissal.

“Begone I” she exclaimed. “T will
speak to her alone—except for. you,
Rita,” she added to another woman.

The rest were hustled from the cara-
van, and the door closed. With folded
arms and stern expression, the woman
faced’ Yin Su, whose heart palpitated
with dread.

“Now rich Chinese girl,” she began,

“Not rich——" protested Yin Su.

“] say you are rich; and you shall
stay here! You shall stay here until
we get a reward for returning you Lo
your rich father. You shall »

But her words were interrupted by a
rapping on the caravan door, accom-
panied by a man’s voice rdised in an
excited shout.

“Three riders
mountain !”

Yin Su's eves sparkled.

“My friends! They come to save
me !’ sho exclaimed. ™ Oh," buf you can-
not keep me prisoner ‘now, " You——-"

The woman snatched her jrim; opencd
the caravan door, and almost hurled her
out, o

“We'll make sure they
you,” she said mockingly.
money’s paid as a reward |”

With a hand pressed over her mouth,
Yin Su could not shout. She could hear
the clomp of the approaching horses’
hoofs, but, completely helpless in the
grip of the gipsy woman, could not
give hor friends a warning.

A moment later, May, Daphne, and
the gipsy girl came level with the camp.

“Here 1s the rival camp; this ia
where they will have taken her,” said
the gipsy girl.

She  dismounted, and May, too,
slipped from her horse. But as they did
s0, there came the crack of a whip, the
clatter of a horse’s hoofs, the grinding
of wheels, and from the cutting that led
to the gipsy camp emerged the trap.

The man and the girl sat in it as
before; and between them

“Yin Su!” eried May

“There she is! Stop ! eried Daphne.

Bui the man and girl paid no heed,
nor did the girl who sat between them,
dressedin the gipsy princess’ frock, a
tarpanlin covering her almost com-
pletely, yet sufficiently open for the
frock io ba seen.

“After them!” eried May, flinging
herself on to her horse.

WILL May & Co. be able to rescue
their kidnapped chum, after all ?
On no account miss next week's instal-

are coming up the

don't get
“Not until

montha.
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