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“YOU SHAN'T N
EXPEL MARJORIE!”

A tense scene from t.hr's week’s
magnificent story of Barbara
Redfern & Co.
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A powerful Long Complete story of Barbara Redfern & Co. of CIHT House School,
in which the wonderful loyalty and unselfishness of
illustrated. =

H

As Brave As Ever, But— -
; “anﬂt IR, rbu’g
" H&éﬂm
with wa?” Bar
ba‘]:T\' Rediarn"md.
Oy 4
“Well, then we'd betiber
arrange to smedt
Mabel Lynn said. “What about

es, Ford 1™

3
the

aglow. *“We shall mack,
Teniow, &e;pkngm?g‘;emﬁ?

mediish 1™
“YWell, then, that’sotall right,” Clara

Tredlyn voted. “G money,
Marjie 1™

Marjorie Hezeldene smiled.

“1 think #0,”

“Would you like some from us?”
Janet Jordan questioned, * Marjorie,
I'm sure you can’t get all the stuff you
want for two pounds.”

“I ghall,” Marjorie said quietly, and ‘i
“That’s why I'm geing -

flushed a little.
to Middleton’s instead of Hollands’.
The stock’s not so good, of course, but it
is so much cheaper there.”

Her five chums from the Fourth
Form at Cliff Houmse Bchool stared at
her a little dubiously. Marjorie Hazel-
dene, daughter of a struggling Surrey
vicar who spent more money on his poor
parishioners than on himsefi, was Dot &

(Al rights of this publication are reserved
and réproduction is strictly forbidden.)

{ater,” Ch

rather—and
Bunter exclaimed, her Iat face-

ioh gisd sven thoug ttended sucl
phaboa it ik, <7 il O
Bunter—whe

saved "desperately hard since
was oomfident in her
to make her two pounds go as far as

They all knew what @ struggle it had

R /
HILDA RICHARDS

Itustrated by T. LAIDLER

noon, It was rathet a thrill, working
for that sale, to Babs & Co.; but for
Marjorie it had & most serious side.

For the sale of work, due to take
place at Friardale Boys’ School in a
week, was to_be & joint effort on behalf
of locel charities by both: the boys' and
the girls' schools. It had been promoted
in the first place by the Mayor of

- That zest had been given sdded

TBE SCHOOLGIRL

Marjorie Hazeldene is strikingly

Courtfeld, and both 'Bojj‘;b and girls were

working with 'a willing 'dest to -muke it

s suocess. . . 0 o o
fillip

by the governors of the tive echoeols ton-
cerned who, in order te ‘etharce the
valye of the articles to be offered, had
decided, on the day before the sade, to
sward prizes for the best bxhibit in
varions sections. Im the jmior givls'
soction that prize was to be ane of five

Marjorie wanted that five pounds—
wanted same new speing
: "t wish to call uipam her
the maney.

indead with the

" for a_gid of her age was
m;thm&nm:#;:ﬂ;ndmmfvdat.
“You'me sure,” Barbara pres “we
can't help, Marjie?™ preseed, .
“Quite, thanks, Babs!” Marjorie
e vightho! We'll get’ iotg
1] ’ sght-ho el et ¥ "
Janct Jordan said. “Meetgyonin the

I’
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mgl_c_) . American  afterwards, then,
rjie?”. .
Marjorie smiled again. Such a

happg. sweet, gentie smile it was, With
6 nod, she left her chums, hurrying on
towards Church Btreet, in which Mrs.
Middleton, whom Marjorie had
Eatromsed many times in the past, had

or shop. : .

Her eyes lighted up with pleasure as
ghe thought of the sensationally boauti-
ful bedspread clever old Babs had
designed.

That bedspread was to be her entry in
the junior eection of the sale of work.

It would be lovely. For if the design
was Dabs’, the idea for its decoration
was Marjorie's. On a ground of soft
blue linen Marjorie was to weave the
design in yellow-and-white tufted wool
in imitation of the famonus candlewick
work which was now all the vogue.
long job; to most girls a difficult job.
But not to Marjorie.

And if she won that first priz

Her heart leaped. Goodness knows,
she necded mew clothes,. and, goodness
knows, she could not ask her hard-up
father for more moncy How pleased
he would be if she won that first prize—
and how 1mmeusurabl§ Eroud to know
that she had equipped herself without
his assistance, :

Bhe laughed softly.

Dut now here was Middleton’s. And
what o fine stock of everything Mrs.
Middleton had in! For a moment she
pauscd outside the window, staring in
with cnvious eyes. What & marvellous
lot of Lthings she could make with all the
wools and other things displayed there!
And then suddenly she wheeled round
with n start as there sounded from up
the street a sudden hoarse, frightened
shout; the scream of a child; the sudden
shrieking of brakes.

“0Oh 1" Marjorie gasped.

Powerless to move, to do anything,
she watched. There was a small girl in
the middle of the busy street, innocently
stooping to pick up scnething she had
dropped. und the corner had
suddenly appeared a big car—was bear-
ing down upon the child. The car was

braking, but its momentum was carry-

ing it on. Another second—

And then, while m'erybod{ stood
rooted, something happened nto the
roadway dashked a b(g-—-—a boy wearing
the cap of Friardale Boys' School. One
swift swoop he gave.

At the very instant, it seemed to
Marjorie, that the car rushed on -the
child he had eaught the little ono up,
ﬂun%her aside, and, desperately throw-
ing himself after ber, fell with a crash
into the guster. For one horribls,
numbing instant Marﬂorie thought the
car would run over his L ut no!
With skill really superb in that moment
of erisis, the driver sharply twisted the
wheel.

“Oh, my goodnessl”
muttered. .

Her mission mmmediately forgotten
then, she rushed up the street in case
sho could be of some assistance. A
crowd had gathered round the boy and
the chuld, now blotting both out from
view. She reached it.

“0Oh, please,” the boy was saying,
“don’'t make B tuss!” "And Marjorie
started as she heard the voice. “Dash
it, 11 was nothing !”

“Ken!” almost shrieked Marjorie.

“Who called me?" the boy asked,
looking round

“Ken, 1 did. I did!” And Marjorie
broke through the ring. * Ken, it is
you—it is lZ:.:ul" she cried, and, facing
the boy, who stared at the sight of her,
she caught his arm “Ken, I saw that!
It—it was wonderful I sho said. “If it

Marjorie

hadn't been for you the child would
have been killed I’

“ Marjorie I’ Kenneth Warrington
exclaimed. “Well, fancy! But come
on, let’s get out of this,” he added
hastily. * Yow know how I hate being
fussed over, and in any case I've got
a rather urgent anointment. Please
make way there!” he added gruffly;
and the crowd, still hardly knowing
what to make of this, parted and let
them through. “Well, well!” Ken
Werrington grinned. “And faney
meeting you !”

“But, Ken,
here 7% )

“Take o peek ab my cap,” Ken
Warrington grinned. “Doesn't thst
tell you anything ?”

“Ken. you mean you're at Friar-

ale 7*

“That’s it 1"

“But—but why have vou left North-
ford ?” .

“(h, expelled I the boy said_ lightly.

“Ken!” Marjorie cried in con-
sternation.

But Ken Warrington only grinned—a
trifle twistedly arjorie shook her
head, E

“Ken, you—you're still the same?”
she said unsteadily.

what are you doing

Very, very happy was
Marjorie Hazeldene of the
Fourth Form to meet once
again her friend of long ago,
Kenneth Warrington, now a
scholar at Friardale Boys’
School. Always had golden-
hearted Marjorie liked him,
understood him. What a
shock then to discover that
he was looked upon as a waster,
a cad—by her own chums even.
Typical of Marjorie that she
remained loyal, sticking by
him through mounting trouble

" until—

“Leopards and spots—youn know the
old saying,” Warrington said, - with a
grimace.

“But how long have you been at
Friardale®” X

“QOh, four weeks! Surprised, eh?”
He chuckled. “Sorry I didn't get in
touch with you Fact is, T didn't think
it would be good for you to be associ-
ated with such an outsider as I'm sup-
posed to be, -so that's why I dido’t ad-
vertise my presepce. You see,” he
added, looking away, “my bad record
came wits me to Friardale, and so. ag
usual, I was condemned in advance.
And now,” he added suddenly, “I'm
bunking Good-bye I*

But he wasn’t *bunking.” For
Marjorie, her gentle face suddenly
determined, had caught him by tho arm.

“*Ken—no !” she cried. “Ken, you've
got tu tell me things first] How are
you qftbing on at Friardale?”

“0Oh, =as usuall” Ho
“Hated by everybody 1”

“Tven Jimmy Richmond and his
chums?’

“(lount them as among my worst
enemies!” Ken Warrington said lightly.

DespmrinFly Marjorie gazed at him.
The same old Ken—reckless, self-willed,
wayward. The same old don’t-care, care-
less-of-what-anyhody-thought boy ehe

laughed.

3

liad known ever since chtldhood deys in
the Surroy vicarage of her father. Still
that same old half-merry, half-scornful
expression on his rather too-handsoine
face; still the same half-laughing, half-
cynical gleam in thoso bluc eyes of his,
A waster, an outsider, a rotter, a cad—
those were but a few of the hurtful
names by which Ken Warrington was
known.

_But Marjorie saw him in & different
light. . Bhe know thase hidden sterling

ualities of Ken Warrington. - This was
the boy who had just saved a child’s
life; this was the boy who,. two years
ago, had dived through the ico ncar the
weir at her father’s vicarage to rescue &
helpless puppy; who, with .a sprained
ankle, had braved three miles of raging
blizzard to bring help to an exhausted
shepherd ; who had given his brand new
bicycle to a labourer who hed found a
job miles sv&a'f from home, ahd could
afford no railway fares, For years
Marjoric had known him, and had
known those, things about him.

. “Ken, I've got to tallk to you,” Mar-
jorie said. . :

“But. Marjie, T must go now!” he
cried. !

“Well, meet me afterwards—some-
where 1

“All right,” he grinned. “On your
own head be i, ect gou in half an
hour—where?” he asked.

“At the Anglo-American Cule, TI'm
sceing friends there, and I'd just loye to
introduce you.  But, Ken,” Marjoric
added anxiously, *you—you're not in
any scrape now !

“No more than usual,” he said, and
touched his cap. “Well, byebye,
Marjorie I”

He swung of down the street with
the athletic stride of a boy in a perfect
state of physical fitness. Marjorie
ﬁlnwed a little. What a boy! And

ow. proud, in spite of his old associa-
tions, she was to know him! But—an
enemy of. Jimmy Richmond!

She frowned a little, for Jimmy Rich-
mond, of the Fourth Form st Friardale,
and hiz chums were among her cldest
friends. Butﬂlperha s Ken Warringlon
was only bluffing, she thought.

She turned into Middleton’s.  Mrs.
Middleton came to greet her with a
gmile Marjorie, who know just what
she wanted, ordered her stuff, and Mrs.
Middleton produced it.

“¥Yes, Miss Hazeldens, that will be
one pound nineteen and soevenpence,”
she said. “Will you take it?”

“Yes, please!” Marjorie dimpled.
“I've got to start work almost at ence.
I—" And then she gave a little cry
as she peered into her handbag. “Ob,
my goodness, my money !” she eried.
“I—1 've brought the wrong purso with
me 33

“QOh, miss, that's bad luck!” Mrs
Middleton said sympathetically.

Marjorie locked at her, dismay
brimming in_her soft brown cyes.

“And—and I did so want to start
work at once I” ghe said, mentally kick-
ing herself for having made. such an
absurd mistake, “Oh dear! That
means I shall have to go back.”

Mrs, Middleton emiled. .

“Miss Hazeldene—no,” che said.
“Why should you! I know you, don’t
I? trust_you. Take the things. If
you'll promiee to pay mo by Saturday—

erhaps gou'l] be looking deown again

v Saturdsy1” . .
“0Oh. yes!” Marjorie cried, “I'm
bound to want some more things themn.
Thank {ou. Mrs. Middleton! ~It—it's
frightfu ly zood of you!”

“Bloss your heart, Miss Hazeldone,”
that good woman eaid, “it's o pleasure
to be able to do you a little favour.
And 1 hope—I do most heartily” hope—
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{en’ll win firet prize, A rare prett
hing that bedspread’ll be, from all
ou've told me &
‘Miss Hazeldene.”
Marjorie flushed and laughed, and,
gathering. the parcel which Mrs. Middle-
ton handed to her, she tripped out of
the shop. Well, here she was—all set.
now.: ¢ how. hard she’d have to work
to get this entry of hers ready in timel
Now, she’d just have to pog1 adross to
Rocks for some amall, e. oarpet
needlea. Good job ehe had abowt two

shillings in loose change in her bag.
her

Fo Rocks she went, lmg?m'
Erniuua reel, her mind div de5 now
etween he

ut it. Here we are,

r task and Ken Warrington,
Bhe purchased her needles, and, with a.

sensé of ar afternoon’s work well done,
made ber way, shop-gazing at intervals,
towarda the Ang]o‘Americsn Cafe.

Not the Reception She Expected!

“ ELL, well 17
W eried Barbara
Redfern.
“Look

here

“Fimmyt”
Clara. )
© “And Don!”

“ Apd Lister I”

The boys, shoj ]:ini at the handicraft
counter é’f Hollands” Stores, turned

with @ starl. As one three caps were
removed. And Jimmy Richmond, the
leader of the Friacdale boys' trio, which
consisted of bimself, Donald Haybury,
and Lisier Cattermole, came forward

“Jally 1” he said. “Fancy running
into you! Bhopping?”

“Shopped |” Janet Jordén teased.
“Wea've gginhed. What sre you doing 1”

“Geiting together a few odds-and-
ends for the old sale of work, you
know,” Richmend said, *Old Hay here
is malting: a wrought-iron fender with a
set of thing-a-jimmys to match, and

- Lister’s buying stuff for some leatherette
blotting-pads. My own ghare in all the
giddy turmoil,” he added, with a grin,
*is going to be a nifty bookcase—yours
truly doing the carpentry side of the
article, and Douglas Coutts, back at the
schog], the fre polishing. What are
you doing ¥ A "
“Well, 'm knitting a jumper, yot
know 1* Bessio said importantly, :

“And 1,” Clara grinned, “am making
rope frames.”

“And L* Janet added, “have bought
the dinkiest needlewark box— quite
plain, of course. I'm going to pad it
and ﬁ@ it out myself, though.”

“8ounds fine. What about you,

abs 1

Babs lsughed. ‘
' “Well, first of all, I've got to traee
the design for whdt Madrjorie’s making
—the loveliest bedspre

* who's
l}’

whooped

ad you ever saw.
After that T'm painting s few water
her r
dolls’
y entbr-

colours for Clara o put in
frames; and Mabs'is makin
clothes for two of the most sim
mous dolls you ‘ever saw [*

“ Jolly 1” Jimmy Richmond said.
“The ides’s caeght on. A lot of ‘chapi
at Friardale are working like iuz;t,‘;l;

I pllliould think overybody in the Fourth
wi]
sider, Ken Warrington.”

“Kon whoi” Babs asked. i

“New chap.” ‘ Richmond shrugged.
“Expeiled from his last school; joinéd-

o

ns four weeks ago. He'd never have got’

in at all if his guardian hadn't been a
pal of Dr. Barrymore, and I wish to
goodness he hadn1* One of thoso”
micropie spécimens, you know—emokes,
gambles, anid all that ort of thing !’ No:
end of a swanking bounder, too I’

Clara grinned.

have an exhibit except thﬂ;ﬁi}ﬁ;{j

“One perceiveb,” she said, “ke isn’t
exa_clig a friend of yomrs™ '

“Whieh,” Richmond retorted, “is a
compliment, No, he isn’t. 1 don’t mind
the, silly ass smoking if he feels that
way, and, 1 suppose, if he bets it's his
own giddy funeral. But a chap who fre-
quents .that awful Jay’s Club, acha)

‘who borrows another fellow’s “bicycle-

and then geta it smashed up, te mention
just two of the things this outsider bas
done—well, T ask you! But don’t talk
-about himi 1* he added distastefully. “I
say, what about a spot of tea?”

“At  the iglo-American?” Babe
cried.  *“Yes, rather! We've arranged
t% E&et oid Mull‘ljie there: -i;;‘a go:ic}
o opping on her own, you know.
you've n_isied_—"’ A )

The three boys had, as it happened.
Leaving a request for their purchases
to be sent on to the 'echool, they
sguntered out with the girls. They were
all most immensely glad to see each
other; all had =0 ‘much to talk about
that theéy were hudxls aware of the
_journey. But suddenly, nearing the
Anglo-American Cafe,, Richmond
paused,

“ Hallo I" he muitered.

They weore -nearly abreast of the
establishment  which was known a8
Jay’s Club. It was a fiashy, glittering
sort of plaee, and its reputation, as
everyone knew, was also flashy and glit-
tering. It was a hall in which billiards,
darts, and pin-table games could be
played, but it was no secret that those
activitles covered a multitude of secret
gambling;. also, Fred Jay, ita pro-
prietor, was suspected of running quite
a profitable little moneylending business
among his younger clients. :

Every decent fellow in Friardale
shunned it. And there was a strict rule
in forco that any Friardale scholar
found entering the club’s premises was
liable to expulsion, L

And now out of the door of that club,
a cigurette between his lipa, was saunter-
ing o boy—a boy wearing a Friardale

cap.
4 My hat, he’s %:)t nerve ” Clars
breathed “Who is hei” . ’
“Ken Warrington.” :
a“ Ol,‘-l" . i1 IR P
They stared with interest at Ken
Warrington, the - boy who obviously
thought so litile of rules that he ecould
saunter our ot this forbidden place in
broad daylight—eand, in defiance of all
the rules of his school, smoke a cigar-
ette in public. Fcrf a moment’the hoy
paused, thoughtfully . pu at his
cigarette, and then, as he turned, he saw
Jimmy Richmaond & Co. . He grinned.
“Well, well, well, my old and ancient
enemies |’ he said. “ How do, Jimmy?
Introduce me to the girl friends I
Richmond’'s face expressed his scorn.
“Thanks! I'm rather particular who
my friends meet !” he said curtly. |
“801" Warrington's eyes lifted in
moekm%mrprme. - He locked in no wise
taken aback. *“All the same, my dear
“old James, you ought not to walk about
dressed so untidi
>added, and bent forward to pluck a
jece of white cotton which, unneticed
.. Richmond, he had uired in
ihids” Btores. * You'll look so much

té¥ you know——*
lh'f’ﬁd there he broke off. For Rich-
tid, at daggers drawn with this bo
ldéady, was tensed at once. Jimmy di
*not_know of the existence of that piece
"¢f edtton, and neither had Bahs & Co.
seen it. Imagining that Warringion
'was "gbout to play fome “humiliatihg
little 'trick, ‘ he “smartly and sharply
-strijek the hand down. ' - -
" “Hands.off I he said curily. -
Warrington flushed. That blow had
hurt! Sudden anger lespt into his

[}

".staggerin,

fault.

{ Allow me!” he hou

THE SCHOOLGIRL

face. Instinetive the action he then'
took.” If Riohmond slapped his hand—
well, he was entitled to slwp his facel -
And he did—with a stinging foree that
brought an angry ory from Baba; with’
a force that rent Jimmy Richmond
‘ back & pace. ol
“Tit for tat!™ Warrington ‘eaid *
pleasantly. “How do you like that?® -
“Why, you rottee——" Clara Trevlyn
broke out. o

Riohmond’s eyes blazed. His voico

was rather thick when he spoke. .
*¥You can thank your %chy sthre,

Warrington, that ‘these gifls are '
present 1™ . . .
Warrington grinned scornfully.

T
“ Meaning,* ie asked,
to make mincemeat of me

o ry’:m’m afraid .

“Oh, ratsl Don't be a cad!” Babs
flamed. - g
“Meaning,” Jimmy Richmond said
measuredly, “that shall expect an

,ntpozogy for that! And if 1 don’t get
] P o B

“Well, you won't, old boy! 8o
whai ¥

“J=FH seo
muttered thickl{. ) ;

Warrington laughed.  Then, as the
girls md:ﬁm.ntly' Elarad. he'moeki‘ngls ’
swept off his n?lp. eeping it in his han.
unti! they had passed. Babs locked®

ry. .
“And so,” she s=aid, “ihat's Ken
Warrington 1* < )
% Th&(,”
rather grimly,

you at school Jhpmy

“ie a fair everyday

sample of him. Can you wonder they
be dis- |

. They "
Warrington’s -

don’t keep him at the schools
honounrs with his presence 1
.The girls looked at each other,
didn’t. " Deceived by Ken
ynical manner, none of thein had tho -
shghtest doubt that he had contemplated
eome sort of assauli on their boy ehum

in the first place. Théy were glad to °
Cer- ;

have done with Ken Warrin,
tainly they were all heartily hoping
they never saw him again. But per-
haps, had hey seen the very iliar
ax 1on on that boy's face as hus eyes.
followed them down the .road, ' they
would bave ch their minds,: '

“ Nice
“* Lk,
Co. t 3
he never will see when [k

irls
Elighters! Jimmy Richmond &
oor old Jimmy! - ;I wander why

leg . 0
%:Ie shrugged, turning away,
little fed-up with himself. . {t
fault, . of course—always it was his
3 And yet he liked and admired
Jimm,
have liked to be like Jimmy Richmond.
But there it wast . 3 *
Meantime the chums, with no further
thought for the boy who  was called |
the Outsider of Friardale, had reached
the Anglo-American cafe.

They marched in. The head ‘w"ni.ter,

'
i

Don _Haybury returned

'

an;

i Vgigxing'ton wis saying.
'm pulling his .
really & [

was his |

Richmond Secretly he would

.

beamed as he saw them, and condug

them to a table. . Jimmy Richmond

grinned. . i ;
“Our_treat,” he said. ' Menus for-'

ward.
se?
*“0Oh, farmhouse,
 Bessie, you?” i

Well, I-I'd Jike, both!”

Bessie said. “I mum.mean, of courss

’Devonshire tea, Babs—qr farm-

[

Babe—*1—T'11 h
first, . with—with = farmhouse’
follow, you know "

The boys, knowmg Bessia’s
ways, chuekled.  As Jimniy-Ridbiziond
was in funds, it ‘didn’t mattér, and, -
anyway, he wha just as anxiouh for the
plump duffer o enjoy herself' as Hb
was for thé others. ‘So Devonshire and .

haye  Devonshire ten

‘te:? ‘(:0‘

BT

'please 1" Babs said. |

—catching a  dagger-like 'glare from '

littls
siond

garmhouse teas were the order of tha-

ay. o g 2
“Bottor order Marjorie’s, too, if
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she's  comin Richmond said.
“ Demnchlre fgr her, Babs‘i}
“Oh, vyes, pleasel” abe  said,
“Marjorie loves creaig.’
* Although,” Janet Jordan laughed,

it never seems to muke her grow any
fatter I—hallo, here is Marjorie1”

Marjorie it was, pushing her we;
through the mmﬁ oors, The Ch
House girla beamed; as cne the Friar-
dalo  fellows to their feet.
Until—-

“ Hallo 1"
mond

For aft.er Marjorie came another
figure—a Eure at the sight of which
they all suffened. Ken Wnrrmgtont

““Marjorie|” Babs cried.

"“Hallo I” Marjorie laughed. *But
wait & moment I" ghe cried. * Oh, just
wait & moment! Babs, 1 want to
mtroduca you—to a friend of mine—
a very, very dear friend!” Marjorie
rushe ou. and by the sparkle in her
eyes and the Hush on her cheeks they
could all see that she was enormously
excited. *“Ken—" she crie

“Ken? You meap Kon Warring-
ton 1” Clara asked. “'Is he with Jout?

by, of course! Kon, this is—"

“Thanks {" Clara said, and Marjorio
started. “I don’t think you nced
trouble I she added curtly. “We've
siready met|”

The joy in Ma.rjones face fudad

“But you don't know Ken—" sho
cried. *“You don't know—""

It was Warrington himself who spoke

roso

muttered Jimmy Rich-

then.

“They do.” He nodded. “I mot
them with Jimmy & Co.—not long ago.
But [ didn't know then they wero the
friends you were speaking about,
Mm‘jn‘:. However,” ho added, with o
shrug, * m apparently I'm not wanted
here—""

Er But. Ken—not 1 asked you to
come ! Marjorie cried, and she herself
mtfened then, Baobs, whdi's

[:) nod?" she asked.

nothing 1” Babs said uccom-
fortaby

“And ycm ro aciing like this because
of nothing?”

“Well,  not—not exactly. He—he
smac!\ed Jimmy's facc!”

“Ker!" cricd Marjorie, wheeling
round.’

“It's night!” Ken Warrington
laughed. “X smacked his face because

he smacked my hand—tii-for-tat, you
know !’ Appar’enti{l Jimmy thought I
was going to punch him in the jaw or
something. Actually, all I was going to
do was to remme & picce of cotion
from his coat.”

“Oh rats! Don't tell lies about it!"”
Jimmy eaid scornfully.

“Is that the truth, Ken?'' Marjoric
asked steadily.

“The dead solemn truth, old Marjic!
Bat, of conrsc, Warrmgton said
oarrelessl ‘sou needn't believe it if
you don t want to. And I did tell you,
didn't I, to leave bad e cfgs alone? I
reall thlnk ? he added, scrutinising
the Qushed faces at the table, I should
make your young life decidedly moro
cheerful old Mame, if I faded out of

- Good-bye

He turned, raisin
second ' 'Mat;orle alted, ~'Then she
looked at her chums. The look had
something - of _ disgust : and—strango
quality for . Marjorie Hazeldene—
hittetness in it.

"K { Ken wait a mlnutal"
eried.  “I'm coming with .yoy!”
“But,” Marjorie |"” Clara exclmmed

alie

“Mnr: 18, you jdiot—" -
%& rjorie did not look’ bnek_ As .
K‘laﬂ Warrington swunf operi gor
nahgnt m +arm. ‘logether ey

his_cap. For one -

Then muftly, she also

passed through it, leaving a silence of
utter consternation among the Friar.
dale and the Cliff House group.

wr
Because of Marjorie’s Wish!

[13 ARJORIE, if you
were & boy, you
kn!cl)w what {"d
call you? n

q ass|”
Marjoric Hazeldone’s
steady brown eyos d:d not

falter

“And why?" sho asked.”

“For takmg uE with, sm:h an out-
gider as I am en Wnrrmgton smd
with a hint of bitterness in his tome.’

Mgrjorie shook Ler head. She and
Ken were in the quiet Corner Cafe not
far from the Anglo-American. Ken
himself had suggested this place, and
Marjorie had readily fallen in with
his whim; for Marjorie mcst desper-
ately wanted to talk to him.

Her brown eyes werc very gentle

“But you to mot an outsider "—she
pauscd—" Ken, we've always beon
chums——

ell 1

“And, Ken, you ha‘e said that yon d
do anythjpg you could to please me.

He looked st her curiously.

““Well, Marjie, that Stl“ stands. .
What do you want me to do?”

“I—1 want you to do something—
big.” Marjorie gazed at him seriously.
“Something for your own sake. Those
fello“s——J:mmy Richmond Co.—
they’re nice boys, Ken. They like me,
and 1 like them. Wo'vo always beew
good friends—you see?”

He looked et her kecnly.

“You mean, you want me to be like
them 1" he esked.

“Well, ro! -You never could be
oxactly like them, could you? I—I was
only thinking that you could try to sce
their powt of view. You know, Ken,
vou are diffieult to understand. You
always do show your worst side first,
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don't you? Ken, will you try—for my
saket” she added carnestly.

Ken Warrmgton shifted. Alore than
anyone clse in tha worlg had Marjorie
the power to exemlse m uence for good
over t.hn weyward lad

“Ken,' Marjoris  cried, “won't
yout” Worned.lly she eyed him, and
then, reading something of the thoughts
passing through his mind, touched his

hand. *“Ken, what is it7 Therc—thero
are dllﬁcultxes in the wuy, aren't
there "
Without speaking, he nodded.
"Ken. tell mo about them |”
h, Marjorie, I—I can't1” ~
“Ken, you canl Please!” And
" Gambling,

%{IE!‘]D[‘]O shook her head.

The half-bitter smile that crossed his
hps answered that questmn

? M t‘iOl'iO
id.
(11

No, no!” Ha sllool\ his  head.
“'\Iur orm, stop it1"” he said, almost
mu‘f I'm in a hole—yes. but—but

on't want you to help me out.
Never mind. I¥ t out of it some-
lmw But thnnks arjie !” T

‘Ken, you—you'll try? Promise ”

“0.IK. I” he said, with o wry ‘smile. -

“ Promisc.”

Marjorio’s face cleared. She felt shoe
l:iad made headway. In’ denimg with a
boy such as Ken Warrington, one
couldn’t hope for mu‘acles all at once.
But Ken would ‘that promise.
Oh, if only the otharu inew him as ghe
lnew Lim! If only Ken himself would
nllow that better side of his natwe to
be seen. But here was liope—noi,

“.t}]nd ‘}Ien :!l;a E%zd “vtr?i;'l do
anything and evarythi 431 can
to help you You Egow ptcimt on't
you? Oh, Ken, T do want to bo able
to feel proud of you—to find you chums
with Jimmy & Co. instead of ot loggor-
he&ds‘ And to-morrow,” she added,

“yowll come along to Cliff ITouse,
won't you? I'd love you to midét somo
of the other gu'ls and have u look' at
the things we've started on for the sale
of work. Ken, I don't want

wnn.a Babs. & Co, and their. boy -

disgustedl Marjorie dashed forward.
7, nh’aven'theen fighting? '* W

%t, me? N&t

chums moked at Ken Warring‘ton
“Ken | she cried -

grinned, -
1y! Itwas the dther Iellow who dld all the- ﬂghtihg ! wr 5
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3 _apy%.l:ing_. else,” she added, as the
wailross ‘;lpproached'. ’ ; B
“Right 1" ' Wartirigton eaid “Then
lét he havé” the 'hill, please!” And
when the' waitrest” handed- it to  him,
he pulled a face and flushed. “T—oh,
hum I” ke said, and awkwirdly dragged
gome eoins from his pocket. ¢ T—
Marjorie at once siw what wes the
matter. ‘ R T
'"Ken, haven't_you enongh on you 1
“Well—just sizpence short,” Ken
Warrington confessed with & flueh,
“ (Oh, Marjie 1”—this as Marjorie handed
him s shilling, “Thanks” he said
grutafu]lf. “Well, eall that a bob T
owé youl Here we are; waitress. “Keep
_the ohange!” ‘ . Sl
"« Qixpence | ' Marjorie cried, a8 'the
waitress, with ‘s smile, walked off.
“Well, dash it1” Ken said. - %
couldn’t give the Tgu-l & measly tup-
pence, could I? ese poople rely on
_ tips, you know; Thanks, ‘old thing, that
was frightfully decent of youl. Well
here we are |” And cheerily “he he}pe(i
Marjorie on with Her coat and collscted
lﬁ:r,_p&rcel. “To -morrow, then, at CLff
ouse.” v -
"4 VYes, Ken. .And—and you won't
forget your promise?” . -
iy oq know I won’t,” Ken said softly.

_ Marjorie fAushed.

halted near by, sho caught her parcel
and with s hasty wave of the hand
leapt on it. Ken Warrington, cap in
band, siood watching it until it was oub
b? ‘sight, a curidus mixture of emotions
on his_face. by

“Exit the good littlo fairy!” he
mttered. _ “Leavin, _behind the ogre!
Dear old Marjie—what a sport she ist
And what,” he added bitterly, “a nice
caddish pig I. am! Be like Jimm:
Richmond Co., ¢h? I dnly wish
could! 8till, Ken, you've got to try!
Can't let old Mariie downl”

"He thrust his hands into his pockets,
No, he couldn’t do that. And yet—what
a iess ho was in, still in the grip of
that fellow Fred Jayl It was his-own
silly reckless fault, of eoursa-—playmg
billiards and snooker for money an
haying to borrow that money from Jay
to see him through. Silly ass game, of
cdurse! But what was & fellow to, d'g
‘when he hadn't & single pal in his dw
gchool? . ‘ I
" “Before he had met Marjorie, Ken
Warrington hadn't cared a button what
others thought of him or whit scrapes
Lio got into; but that g;omlse had
wrought & changé in the boy who was
named the Outsider of Friardale,

Jay had him under his thumb. To
Joy he owed two pounds, and without
the faintest progpect of geiting two
pounds with which to pay it back, it
seemed that his good resolutions were
doomed from the beginning. Nobody
ho could borrow it from—of oourse.
Not & thing he had worth selling which
would fetoh that two pounds.

Down the street he drifted. From
foree of habit he pulied cut his leather
cigarette - case, then, thinking of
Marjorie, locked at the cigarettes it pon-
tained and shrugged. Rats! Being the
boy that Marjorie meant him w
didn’t mean smoking—a mug's game
anyway. Very deliberately he eioaeé
tho case; with. a half_cynical amile on
his face dropped it, cigarettes and all,
between the bars of the gutter man
above which -he had hesitated. ‘Well,
that was that, | .

But that two quid?

He strode on, racking his brains, w

allowing his feet to ca him where
they wotld. And présently ho came to
‘Thimesli with a stari, to find himself
jostling with the orowd that was pour-
_ing in and. pouring out of the
fairground and circus which that morn-

Then, as the bus .

uge ¥

in% had opened to.the CourtBeld publie.
or a moment he paused, -pulling a
as ‘he remembered "he hud no
ney. Then, with a jatnty shrug, he
strolled’ in. ‘Well,’ anything wasg " better
thap going back' to Friardsle ~before
necessary. . B P
- He paused s moment later among %
grinning throng  lobkipg up &t the
platform of o garish boxing booth. On
the platform, boxing gloves on’ his
hands; a gay *dressing-gown throuding

his supple form, stood &' young man,
very much ‘Hen's own . eight and
weight. Next'to him a fat gentleman.

in a check Euit was haranguing tho
crowd: T '

*And ‘now; gentlemen, 1 give a
challenge,” he said.' “Light-weight
Leonard, on my left, known in all the
centres of the hemisphere as the in-
vincible, will offer thre¢ pounds to any
oné® of * you young *opefuls who can
stand up to him for three minutes.

. Three minutes only; genslemen! Who'll

take it7”

Ken looked at the boxer. Ho thought
of Marjorie. He thought of the tweo

unds he owed Fred Jag.

«Y will1” he cried, and pushing his
way through the crowd, spra‘ng}alﬁ.hely
up the steps which led to the p tform.

—

Still His Champion!

113 ETTER ﬁo along
and see Marjorie,”
Clara Trevlyn
said uncertainly.
Bhe, Babs, Mabs, Bessise,
and Janet Jordan had ;]'inut

returned from Courtfield.
Al They were all in a rather
subdued and slightly apprehensive
mood. Thanks to the ineident at the
Anglo-Ametiean Cafe, tea with Jimmy
Richmond had been. a far.from hap?
meal—they all so hated to upset og
Marjorie. Apart from that, they were
all ‘rather . bewildered by Marjorio’s
championship of the cause of such an

cutsider.

“0Oh dear, I do hope she is still not
upset {* Mai)gﬂ Lyon, muttered.

But when they reached Study No. 7,
which - Marjorie shared with Clara
Trev!&n‘ and Janet Jordan, it was fo
find the same dear, gentle, and forgiv-
ing Marjorie already there, bearing no
trace whatever of either animosity or
resentment. - Rather was Marjoria
pleased, for Marjorie, standing in front
of the table, waa busily stitching her
lengths of linen together.

“Oh1” she exclaimed, iun_t aa if
nothing had happened.” “Oh, please
cti: giineminl Ba_l;, I wusljuat dymﬁ

ou. You see, I've got a
the matoriﬁ—-"

“Apd  jolly = nice, too 1”  Bahs
enthused. “1 like the colour,
Marjie 1”

“Ripfaing ? Janet Jordan beamed.

“But 1 say, Marjorie—"

“VYea, Janet?” Marjorie asked.
“Well, why—why did you. rush off
with that outsider Ken Warrington,

when—when we—we were expecting
ou to have tea?” Janet finished

ely.
- 'A ‘delicate flush came ta Marjorie's

cheeka.
“You don’t like Ken Warrington1”

-ghe asked.

“1 should
Clara snorted.

o—>*" )

“Thanks, Clara! Ploase, please
dor't let us querrel abeut it,” Mar-
jorie said, ratheér curtly. “Een is a
riend of mine. I can’t very well help
vou not liking my friends, but en the

gay we don’t!” blunt
“And blessed if

other hand Pm entitled to make what

‘one which was flawlessly "accom

Tur SCHOOLGIRL

frienda I like, gron't I? I knew Ken
long, long before I knew any of you,
and 1 know his worth. Bo pleass,”
Marjorie’ begged, yet with a %int of
firmness in her tones, “shall we leave
it like thav?” ;

" Clara: shrugged. -

“Well, as long as we don't see him,
I don't care what—"" she began, only
to break oft at a warning look from
Babs. “Wall, blow I” she added, turn-

ing red, . ; )

#hat's all right.” Marjorie emiled
and looked again at Babs. *“Barbara,
Lave you ¢ design ready?” she

DBES

_“Yes, rother! And I'va the draw.
ing-paper and everything,” Babs said,
“J—TI'll run along and get the design,
shall I, and trensfer it to the
materiaj with you? By the way, had
tea, Marjiel”

“Yes, thanks,” Marjorie said.

“What, with that rot—" Clara
eaid. “Wow! Babs, you clumsy
goof, you trod on mi toe 1”

“Then be quiet!” hissed Babs.

“But—— Oh rate! Why should I
be guleﬂ” Clara fiercely shook her
head. Clara might be all sorts of
untactful  blunderers, but she was
Marjorie's best chum at Cliff House,
and Clara could never be easy in her
mind until she had sot off her chest
the things she wanted to say. “Mar-
jorie,” she said shortly, “1 on't want
to row—you know that—"

_“Then, Clara -dear, please don’tl’
Marjorie pleaded, with o hint of dis-
tress in her voice.

“But I've got to say what I think,”
Clara went on. _“It's going to
pretty . plain, but I’'m edvising you for
your own ) Ws all know what 4
good-natured and gentle old idiot "you
aro. 1 dop’t want to bust up your
friondship with anybody simply because
I don’t happen to like him, but I'm
not going to see an outsider like Koo
Warrington hanging round you.”

“He's not an outsider! I don’t care
what you say, Clara—or any of you 1"
Marjorie added defiantly. ‘Ken
Warrington's my chum, and Fm
sticking to him I'"_ - Exr

That was fiat. It sounded firal. In
the. face of it, there coyld hardly-.be
any.t further argument—even on Clafn’s
part. g
Clara was silent; Babs, hastily step-
ping into the breach, made some
remark about getting on with it, and
rushed off .to Study No. 4 to collect
the design.

Marjorie looked at Clara, but the
look, as usual. was gentle and for-
giving, for if Marjorie understood Ken
Warrington, she did so understand her
Chff House chums, too.

“(lara,” she said, “wounld you mind
holding the ond of the material while
I cat?” -

“Qh, certainly!”
red-eared.

8pip, snip, went Marjorie’s scissors
until, just as she had finished, Babe
whooped in with tho design. Eager-
ness and excitement then—everybody -
willingly helping to stretch and tauten
the sheet while Babe busily transferred
the design to her  transparent
paper, which afterwards bad to
tacked on to the blue linen so that it
coeld be embroidered on bi Mar-
jorie herself. A skiliul job that, but
. 2 lished
and which, when accomplished, was
voted by everybody to be an sbaolutely
expert Job.

They = laughed and worked. Any
differences they might bave had were
utterly forgotten then. They all loved
old Marjorie so; thoy were all &

Clara muttered,
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keenly anxious to sce; her .got ‘that first

i%e. of five. pounds that they would
have done anything %o -help her. -

“1  mast tn.y,",-BMabel . f‘ynn eaid,
“that g’ola
-Mazjorie. ow much did all this
com to?” . .

rjorie smiled. 2 .
. “Just under two pounds, and—
Oh, my lgoodnesa, 1 mustn's _forget,
though t haven’t paid Mrs. Middle-
ton for them yet!”—and she sent: on
to tell them of Mrs. Middleton's kind-
ness in allowing her to bring them
awWay., e m

“You mean, yowve stil
money 7 Clara asked. E

“Yes; "of course.”

Clara nodded, . though
reason she frowned & little, She said
nothing else, however, leaving un-
spoken the thought that was in her
mind. And for the rest of that evening,
at any rate, Ken Warrington's name
was not mentioned again, and the
chums, all enthusiasm for their various
tasks, set to work witn a will. By the
time bed-time came they had sll made
appreciable progress.

“TI’ll have to work—and work hard,”
Marjorie said, with a little sigh, when
dormitory bell rang. “There’s a fear-
ful lot to do.” d

“But_you'll get through it,” Babs
consoled. .

They went to bed then, but Marjorie
was up before rising-bell next morning.
An hour and a half's work she man-

" aged to get in before lessons, and im-

mediately lessons were over stole an-
other ‘half an hour bLefore dinner.
" Afternoon classes camo and went, and
once again Marjorie retired to the
stedy, in company with Clara and
Janet. But hardly had they arrived
there than Clara, glancing through the
window, gave an exclamation,

got the

for some

boysi
" The—the boys!” Marjorie cried.
“Jimmy Richmond & Co. Didn’t we
tell you we esked them to come over
to tea! Come on, let’s go end meet
them.” .
Marjorie nodded—a little anxiously,
remembering that Ken was also due to
call this afternoon. Good-naturedly,
however, she put down her work, Out-
side in the corridor, they joined Babs
and Mabs who, spotting the arrival of
Jimmy & Co. from the window of Study
No. 4, were also on their way into the
quad. In the drive they met them.
“What-ho ¥ Jimmy beamed. “Here
we are, eh? Hallo, Marjie I” he added
jovially. ) i
“Hallo, Jimmy! Did—did you see
Ren?” Ma.rflorie asked,
A little cloud chased itself across
Jimmy Richmond’s features.

“Warrington,” he said, somewhat
briefly, “is in detention. He ecame
back to school late last night lookins
us if—well, never mind. e—" Ap
then he spun round &s a hail came
from the gates. “Oh, my hat, here he
is!” he cried.

Here Ken Warrington was, in all
truth—but what a sight! Jauntily he
came striding up the drive, one eye
completely black, a patch of sticking-
plaster on his chin. Marjorie saw him,
with & little cry rushed towards him,
while the chums, with Jimmy Rich-
mond, Don Haybury, and Lister Catter-
mole, frowned

“Ken,” Marjorie cried, “what’s the

matter? Ken, you—you baven’t been
fighting 7 )
“What, me?” Warrington grinned.

“Not likely! It was the other fellow
who did all the fighting! Scrry, old
girl, to turn up locking such a wreck,

t value for your money, -

“Hallo 1" she cricd. “Here come the
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but I did promise I’d come, didn't I,
and I'm afraid, to keep the promise, I
hed €o bring the black eye and-all the
Test o
niind—or would you like me to toddle
back 1" : ; -

“Ken, no! Siop!” Marjorie said;

but. she eyed him in some dizmay.
“Ken, what’s happened?”
' “Oh, nothing much! -An immovable
object—me—just met  an irresistible
whirlwind, you krow. But unfortun-
etely I wasn’t immovable. Tell me;
old M
gressing ?’’

“Oh, Ken, fine! There—there's
Babs & Co.,” she eaid. “Shall we
go and speak-to them?”
l_‘;]\t?fhy not?” Warrington countered
ightly, E=ion .

He laughed: With Marjorie at his
side, he walked ovér to the little
group, sweeping his cap from his head.
But the smile he centred upon Baba
and. her chums met with no response,
11“ Nice day,” he said conversation-
ally.

Richmond’s lips eurled. ,

“I must say,” he said deliberately,
“you've got & cheek. I should have
thought even you would. have had
more decency than to turn up here
with- the result of some brawl show-
ing all over your face,”

“Jimmy—"" Marjorie protested.

‘“Marjorie, thanks i eave this to
me.” Warrington smiled—a little
bitterly. #le was &s conscious of his
scars as Jimmy Richmond. Actually
he had thought very deliberately and
seriously himsclf about turning up, but
the fact that he had made that

romise to Marjorie, had persuaded

im just to give her a look in, and then
march out again..

For Marjorie’s sake he was trying
to control thai somewhat hasty temper
of his, but, in spite of limself, felt
it rising. .

“X really don't see,” he said rather
tartly, “that you've any right to con-
trol my acts, Jimmy Richmond.”

“I haven't,” Richmond returned
scornfully. At the same ‘time, there
aré things & fellow must protest
against, and coming te a girls’ schoo!
looking as if youve just come out of
a prize fight is one of them.”

“8B0%"” Warrington nodded. *And
do the girls feel that way about it?"

Babs & Co. flushed, but were silent.

“And while we’re about it, what
about the detention Soutar gave you?”
Richmond said. “I thought you were
sup%ased to be doing that?”

“Your business?” Warrington asked.

“Well, is it plnyin]g the gare ?”

“Pretty hot for playing tho game,
aren’t you?” Warrington said. He
could not repress the sneer tn his
voice. “It’s playing the game, too, I
suppose, never to give a fellow a
chance, to read into everything he
does or says something that's rotten
and wrong? I suppose you’'ve nover
broken bounds in your life, have you,
good little Jimmy? I suppose you've
never had a black eye?”

“1 never,” Richmond . rctorted con-
temptuously, “had a black eye be-
cause I'd been cmbroiled in some fight
in & place like Jay's Club—"

“Jimmy }” cried Marjorie.

Richmond

“Well, .isn’t it true?”
flamed.

“TIt is not1” Warrington said. “Be-
lieve it?"” :

*“No,” Richmond said bluntly.

Warrington eet his teeth. His hands

clenched, One stop. he took forward.
But Marjorie caught his arm,

“Ken, no—no I’ sho panted. *XKen,
come away! Don't row; don'i argue!

the wogks with me., Do you.

arjie—how’s the bedspread pro-

I¥s: obvious,” she: said, with' rather

4 bitter glasse at Jimmy Richmond &-

Co., “ihat these boys aren't willing
to vﬁive”ymt a chance, Gome with
me [ - - : .

“But, Marjorie——"" Babs cried.
“Ken!l”  Marjorie: i
fairly tuTgad him away.
“But look. here—"
“Marjorie, “you. idiot! . .You're not
wasting your time on that’ rotter—"
“My time,. Marjorie -ratorted, and
flashed round, real
angef in her face now, “is mine to
do as I like with. And this *rotter,’
as you cell him, ‘i§ my friend, who
came here becauee I invited him.
Now, ®en,- come!”. she ndded, end

leaving -the chums gasping, she -hurried -

him off down the drive.
. —

Ken Explains!
“ ARJIE_ TIm
sorry, old thing
—f rightully,
fearfully sorry,”

Ken Warrington  said.

) (B “Why not cut with me
o and have done with it?
Richmond’s_right. Outsiders like me

aro best left to_their own deviges:”

In Friardale Woods, near the school,
Marjorie faced her boy chum dis-
tractedly.

“Ken, listen!” ghe said. “I believe .

in you. I've faith in you.
know what's happened ! 3
beliove now, Ken, you'ra trf;mg to_go
straight. But, Ken, be frank with me.
Tell me the truth, Youw—you didn't
got that black eye in a fight at Jay’s,
did you?"” . : .
-“Honéstly, no, Marjie.”

“And, Ren, you—you don't go to

Jay's?” ] ; e
Ken was silent for a moment. He
lot‘)ked a'vxay.
g i

“You want the truth, Marjie?”

“Ken, yes."

“Well, I've got to own up, I do—
or, &t least, I have been going, Oh,
I know it was a rotten thing to do,
but—but I was caught up. There's no
harm in a fellow playing billiards, is
there? I've told you I've never had
a friend in Friardale, and 1 only went
there—well, because I was so' dashed
bored with my own company. I
hadn't any idea, bonestly, when I
first strolled into the club that it was
against the Friardale rules. You see,
I'd never troubled to read 'em. And
then—well, I just got caught up,” he
added. “5ay chal enged me to play
games for money— :

Marjorie bit her Dut
understood.

“And now, Ken}”

“Now,” Warrington said gloomily,

- jam. I owe Jay money.

lip, she

I'm in a
I suppose Jay thinks I'm such a good
customer that he’s holding that over
me—threatening to come up to the
school, and so on, which, of course,
means that I'd be expelled. And
know what that means,”” he added,
,with a shrug. *“My guardian, old man

Thomas, is so fed-up that he says, if )

I don’t make good at this school, he’ll
send me away to & correctional home.”

Marjorie was silent. Her whole
heart was in her eyes then. Co
“And, Ken, the—the black eye?”

she questioned.

“Well—" He shook his head. “I
was. in a fight,”” he confessed. “A
fight at the circus. I was moonin
around, trying to think where I coul
raise the cash to pay off Ja.‘v,_ and
accepted a “challenge at the fair to
keep on my feet against Light-weight

insisted, - ond

cried Clara.

and passionate .

But I do :

‘on’
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Leonard for three minutes at a. pound
a minute. Dear little Leonard put me
to sleep in twa and'a half.” :
“Oh, Kenl” |
the tears ecame to her eyes—tears of
affection, tears of - sympathy, .as she
vealised now what an earnest effort the
boy was making. - “ Ken, o
she said, “Ken, can—cen.I helnl”
Wearily’ ’he looked at her. - '

.

“Well, if—if I could raite the
» - B

m: H .
mmks, nol* He shook his bead.
“Not that, Marjie. I know your cir-
eumstances, Leave it to me. Ell-get
through all right. But I must go now,”
he added. “I've got to report to Soutar
when my detention’s finished, and it's
due to be finished any moment, Goed-
bye, Marjis. Andeand thanks,” be
said softly. “You're a brick.”

He turned away. . Marjorie, watch-
ing him, shock her head as his athletic
form disappeared through the trees.
Poor Ken! ~What a- fight he was
making of it| _What a misunderstood
boy he was! 'If enly-ch! If wonly
Jimmy Richmond & Co. would rally
round, . G

Meantime, Warrington was striding
on towards Friardale School, Withoug
incident he got back to the detention-
room.. Half his detention task was
there—already done. A - swift and
skilful werker when -he liked, War-
rington finished it on the. stroke of time
nmf, gothering the sheets, took himself
off to the room of Mr. Soutar, the un-
popujar master who was “ Duties * that
day. Ho knocked. There was no reply.
He walked in. The study was empty.

_ “Hum!” said Ken. .

' His instructions had been to ’wait.
With a shrug he peated himself in a
ahair, and then suddenly started as his
eyes fell upon the master’s desk. For
on that desk was a bundle of new one-
pound notes. .

“Crazy. ass, leaving money about like
that1* the boy muttered. * Wonder
-what he’s doing with such a wad?”

And -then he remembered. The
sports prizes! Soutar was tressurer of
t?m -pchool eports fund, -and Soutar had
ebviously cashed & cheque in order
to- buy. the prizes which were to be dis-
tributed among the winners next week.
. For some considerable time Ken sat
‘there, awaiting the absent master’s
return. Impatiently, he began to drum
his fingers on the desk. 'en minutes

one . Where c¢h earth was the
hellt:g? And then Ken turned as he
1ea

footsteps approaching along the
passage. - ;
The door opened. Mr. SBoutar came
in,. He frowned at the boy.
“Ha! Finished, Warrington? Let
me see¢ your papers.” And then he saw
the pile of notes, and hastily catching
them up, thrust them into the drawer
of his desk, which he locked. “Erl
Hem| Yes!” he said, frowning at the
detention task. “That is all in order,
I think. Thank you. You may go.
But, Warrmgton—" ;
+, " Yes, sir?¥ :
-« “Understand, any more of theee in-
“"tolerable escapades of yours and you
will probably be expelled.” . ..
“ Yes, sir,” Warrington said smoothly,
and with hig old eynieal grin guit the
study, But he leunged out, not with
the memory of .the master’s warning
ringing in his ears, but with the vision
of that pile of one-pound notes still in
his mind’s eye. It was odd to think
‘that two—just two—of thosé slips of
crisp paper would mske all the differ-
rence in-the world to him—would make
:flf;]gy that ripping Marjorie girl-friend
in. -

Mar‘t)ria gulped; and

I'm zorry,” &

Babs’ Plan Fails!
c_t oT Pkc‘l’z”yet?’!

_Barbara-  Red-

fern looked wor-
ried. 8o did the Test of
her chums. Tea in Stu
No. 7 was over.now, an
ten ‘minutes since Jimmy Richmond &
Co. had departed. ;An hour and s half
had Marjorie been missing.

* And ?nst,” Clara Trevlﬁ fumed
bitterly, © when she.ought to be getting
on with her bedspread, Every minute
she can spare- Marjorie’s got to put into
that—and here she is, wasting her time
being friends with that outsider. How
the ﬁi
to get finished?” ) .

Babs shook her head.  She, too,
looked worried. - 8he was concerned for
Marjorie—knowing what her work on
that bedspread might mean to her.

“Well,” she suggested, “suppesing we
help instead of étanding sbout gasemng?
We can do the more simple work—like
embroidering tha edges. In any case,”
she added, “she can’t be long now. It
will be gates in an hour’s time,” .

The others nodded. The euggestion
was & good one, 2

So the bedspread was unfolded.
Mabs, Janet, and Babs, being the moat
careful needlewonien, got to work on it,
while ' Clara alterndtively paced the
room and stared out of tl window
into the darkening grounds. They
were absorbed in the task when the
door opened and Marjorie, a little pale,
came in. 3

She saw at once what was happening.
The somewhat uncertain expression pn
her face melted sk once into one of
utter gratitude. i

“QOh, Babs—Mabs—Janet—how fright-
fully sweet of you!” she said. “But
houldn’t, you know 1"

Babs smiled. .

“Only trying to help, Marjorie.”

o ou, but—"  Marjorie
coloured. “I—I'm sorry I'm so late,”
she said. “But I didn’t want to coms
back while Jimmy & Co. were stiM here,

" Babs, can I take over now "

Willingly Babs & Co. surrendered the
work. They said nothing of Ken War-
rington, since Marjorie herself did not
bring the subject up. But Ken War-
rington, of course, was in all their
thoughts, and they were all, perhaps
naturally, connecting him with her
absence. _ )

“Well, perhaps we—we'd better get
on with our jobs,” Babs said hesitantly.
“You're sure YyYou cap manage,
Marjorie 1"

“VYea; and—and thank you agazin.”

Bahs and Mabs left, joining Bessie,
who was somewhat fretfully getting on
with her jumper in Study No, 4. Clara
and Janet, alone with Marjorie, got out
their own work.

For the mnext quarter of an hour
nobody spoke again, though Clara, from
time to time, glanced oddly at her

entle-faced chum, Bui it was obvious
rom the outset that Marjorie was not
concentrating on her work. Once or
twice she stopped. Once or twice, with
rather a distressed look in her eyes, she
sighed. Clara bit her lip.

* Marjorie, you're mot getting on very
well.” - . :
Marjorie coloured.

Another hali an hour passed. Clara,
still watching her, hreatﬁed hard.

“Marjorie, what is the matter 7 she
asked, “You're not concentrating a bit,
you know., What's on your mind ¥

“Nothing,” Marjorie gaid.

“Worrying about that rotter 7 Clara
ssked bluntly,

okena doos she think she's going -
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Marjorie fushed:

“Clara, if you are spesking about
Een War: y
. “Well, who else!® Ulara®asked, know-
ing she -was being unpleasant, hating
hersell for being unpleasant, but just
unable, for the life of her, to help being
unEleumt. “I do think, Marjerie—"

ut Marjorie di? not wait to hear

what Clara thought. With heightened
colour she rose to her feet, almost
angrily for her she snatched wp her
work, and with it ih her arms walked
to the door. JFanet sprang up:

“Clara, you clumsy jdiot1” she cried,
“Marjorte! Marjone, old thing—?"

“Ploase let me gol” Marjorie said
unsteadily. A

And there was such a look of deter-
mination in her face, such an unusual
fire in her eyes, that Janet, despite

herself, gave back, and Marjorie,
wrenching open the &oor, hurried out.

“Oh, Clara, why can’t you be quiet?”
Janet cried. “Now you've hurt her
again |

Clara was brick red. .

“Oh rats! I didn’t mean to hurt

her,” she said.  “Dash it, I was only
nag?ng her for her own good. Come
on, let’s go and find her.”

They went out together. To 8tudy
No. 4 they hurried, half hoping that
Marjorie had joined Babs & Co. But
when t.heﬂvI reached there” it was to find
Babs, abs, and Bessio quietly
engaged. They had seen no sign of
Marjorie. ) Lo

Bahs' brows came together when she
heard of the lateat development,

“H'm! Bothered if I know what to
make of it,” .she said.. “You know,
QOlara, it’s not like old Marjorie to stick
up so cbstinately for eomebody who’s
s thorough- outsider. * Per-perbaps,”
Babs suggested, “we have got hold of
the wrong end of the stick. Perhaps
he’s not ae black as be's painted. After
all, Marjorie has known him a good
many years——" .

u we,” Mabs put in, “only met
him yesterday. Apart frpm what we've
seen—I']! own that isn't very emcourag-
ing—we've onl; fOt Jimmy's word that
he’s the sort of fellow he's supposed to
be, Not,” Mahs added hastily, “that
I'm.doubting Jimmy's word; but boys
aren’t as understanding as girls, are
thoy? If Marjorie knew he was &
thordugh ocutsider, I should think he'd
be absolutely the last person she'd stick
up for.”

Clara: ﬁmscd. Havin,
Jimmy Richmond & Co., she hadn’t
thought of that aspect of the matter.

“But what—"" she persisted. .

“Babs,” Mabs ssid, “was just
making a suggestion as you came im,
The suggestion was that we should all
go over to Friardale to-morrow after-
noon, Never mind Jimmy & Co. We
won’t call on them, Once we reach
Friardale we'll ask old Marjorio to take
us to see Ken Warrington, and perhaps,
without Jimmy & Co. there—because
it's just possible, as Babs said,-that it's
the sight of Jimmy which gets his back
u ry to interest bim in doing some-
thing for the szsle of work. ithout
Jimmy we might see that bettor sido of
his nature. But don’'t let Marjorie
know that we’re using her a3 a sort of
decay, After all, let’s give 1the chap a
fair chance.”

. Again Clara paused. The idea had
its points, 8he nodded. -

“(LK., then. Say nothing, #h? Babs,
will you fix it up with Marjorie?”

“Tll try,” Babs promised. “ Better
leave it until the morning, though.”

In any caze, Babs had no opmumt_y
that night, for until call-over Marjorie
was not seen again. 8he Jooked a Jirtle
weary and rather anxious, DBabs

such faith in



EVERY SATURDAY

thought, when the chums bade her good-
night, but none of them knew what &
worried and fretful - night. Marjorie
spent, thinking first over Ken’s diffi-
cultics and the monumental task for the
sale of work with which she herself
waa_confronted. -

+ “Teeling all right, Marjorie?” Babs
asked sympathetically, after rising bell.
“Youw're not looking toe good.”

Marjorie smiled faintly,

“COh, I—I'm all right, Babs, thanks,”

she said. .
- “Like a blow this afterroon?” Babs
nskod casually. “We're strolling into
Courtficld, you know. Thought youn
might like to come with us. You've got
to sce Mrs. Middleton, haven't yout”

“Why, yes, but—> Marjorie began.

“You'll come, then?” Babs pressed.

Marjorie would—relieved and grate-
ful to find that her little friction had
made no difference in the chums’ atti-
tude to herself. Glad, too, of the oppor-
tunity to pay Mrs. Middleton that two
pounds she owed her.

Before breakfast she worked again
on the bedspread—such delicate and
painstaking work it was, however, that
there was little to show for her en-
deavours when she had - finished, and
after morning lessons she put in anether
hour, agd after dinner Babs, Mabs,
Beéssie, Clara, and Janet joined her,

Quite happy and all very merry and
bright thoy were For the time being
Marjorie’s chums had erased the bad

Ken Warrington from their minds,

-intent only on discovering the Ken

}Vurington of whom Marjorie was so °

ond. To sure, Marjorio Lknew
nothing of their ultimate intentions yet;
howgver, That suggestion was to- be
dropped carually by %abs & Co. after Mar-
jorie had been to pay Mrs, Middleton.

But thero & disap{nihtmcnt awaited

Mauarjorie. For both Marjorie and Babs
had forgotten that Wednesday was early
closing day in Courtfield, and Mrs.
Middleton’s shop had its shutters up.

“Tougl luck,” Babs sympathised.
“That means you’ll have ta wait unti!
Saturday, Marjorie. Never mind, I
dan't expect Mra, Middleton will worry.
Teoll you what,” she added ecasually,
“I've got an idea. Lei’s pop over to
Friardale and see Ken Warrington.”

“Kon |” Marjorie started,

“Why not?" Babs smiled. *“Ho might

like to meet us all—without Jimmy
Richtmond & Co. Jimmy & Co. won’t be
there, I know.”
- Marjorie flushed. Her eyes shone.
This was the opportunity she needed--—-
and wasn’t it just dear of Babs to think
of it1 Bhe nodded eagerly.

“Yes, let’s,” she said.

She was the first to step out, clated
now to,feel that Ken was to have a
chance to show the sort of boy he really
was, Then, all at once, there came an
exclamation from Clara,

“My hat—"

“Th1” Merjorie said.

“I don't think ™ Clara answered—
and her brows met in a frown—*that
ihere’s any need for us to go to Friar-
dale, after all. Look at that,”

And Marjorie, staring as Clara
pointed her finger, turned pale. For
aerose the road was Jay's Club, and. in
the act of walking into that club was—
Ken Warrington |

They Didn’t Understand !

HE _ chums halted,

locking 8t cach

' other in dismay.

: Marjorie  was the
£ first to recover herself.

“JI—I think, if you don’t

miud, that—that T'll not

come any farther,” she said unsteadily.

 Warrington flushed.

“Why 1" asked Clara bluntly.

“Nothing.” . - .

* Meaning,” Clara guessed, ‘' you're
going to wait Jor that outsider "

“No—yes! Oh, plesse, please don't
start all over again!” Marjorie cried
distractedly. . .

X Then,” Clara gaid grimly, “in that

case, we'll wait with you.”:

“But you won’t—you mustn’y!” Mar-
jorie  eried. “Clara--no, pleasel!
leaso go 1” : :

‘iBu " ¥

“Clara—yes!”®  Babs anxiously io-
truded. 8he could sep, in: the present
disturbed state of Merjorie’s mind, and
the truculent sttitude of Tomboy Clara,
that sparks were bound to fly. “Mair-
joric,” she added softly, “if yon ocare
to come along—afterwards—we'll meet
you at Bennett's fea-rooms ncar the
river. Now, Clara—please!” she
added, and threaded her arm through
that of the Tomboy’s.

Clara glowered.” But unwilling she
waont off with the chums. ‘

Marjorie, pacing restlessly on the
opposite pavement, waited until, ten
minutes later, Ken Warrington came
out again. Rather white Ken looked,
as if he had been going through some
trying ordeal, and not at all surprised
was he to sce her. ' Hes just smiled
twistedly, mechanically raised his cap,
and nodded.

“Marjorie, I—I want fo talk to you,”
he said, a little hoarsely. * You saw
me go in there 17

“VYes, Ken.”

“¥ou know what for

“Ken, no—what?"” . :

“To gee Jay.”” Warrington bit his
lip. *“This morning, Marjorie, I re-
ceived two letters--one from Jay, the
other from my guardian. Jay knows,
of course, that I want to break with
him. He’s doing kis utmost to make it
impossible. He wrote to me this morn-
ing saying that if he_ didn't get the
money I owed him within forty-eight
hours, he was coming to see Dr. Barry-
more. 'That, of course, means the
sack."” o

“0Oh, Ken | Marjorie quivered.

“ L EN, please take it ! '’ Marjorie, desperately anxious to help her chum,
-had nq thought of herself as she held out the two If:unds.

No, no! ' He couldn’t take itl
not . He could pay it it back, couldn't he ?

- bottom of her gentle heart.

Ken
d yet—why.

“The other letter was from old man
Thonmias himself. Heo said that, as ho
was passing - through Courtfield cu
Friday, he’d be popping in to see me.
Realise what that means, old girlt T
I can’'t get out of Jay’'s clutches, Jay
will be staging his show-down about tho
same time as old man Thomas arrives.
And then—" -

Hopelessly he shrugged.

“Oh, Ken!” Marjorie eried again,
and this time the cry was from the
“Ken, no!
It mustn't—it can’t happen! Ken, what
can we do?”

“Dashed if I know!” he answered.
and shook his head worriedly. “But
come in here, Let’s have a cup of tea.
Don’t stare. I've got tho money, old
thing; sold my footer boots yesterdav
for three bob—which reminds me,
owe you & bob out of it!”

Ken

They entcred the Corner Cafe.
the first empty table,

led the way to

removing a newspaper which some
previous customer had left behind. The
same waitress who- hed served them
yesterday came up, and, remembering
the boy, grected them with a smile.

Ken gave the order.

“ Wait until she gives us the toa; then
we can talk,” he said, and then abruptly
slopped. “Phew! My hat!” he
whistled, sudden excitement in his cyes.

“Ken, what is it?"” mystified Marjorio
asked.

But Warrington for the moment did
not reply. His eyes had fallen upon the

paper. That paper was folded at tha .

“®&mall Wants " adverts, and one para-
graph was suddenly loaping out. That
paragraph read: -

“Three pounds offered for volume of
Staley’s *Surrey,” 1789, in good condi-
fI:{on.d—.!iay’s Bookshop, Courtficld High

oad.

No wonder Ken whistled! For here

was & wonderful stroke of luck indeed! -

Among the belongings he had not
already disposed of was a copy of that

same volume, never greatly prized up .

e




ti]} now, becanse Ken himself had
cked it up along' with seversl other
Yolumes three years ago at & jumble
sale. But three pounds!

Heo'd go and get it now!_ But steady
on! Now wouldn's do. Hay’s Book-
sh()g. like every other shop imn Court-
field, would be closed this afterncon.
But_first thing to-morrow— .

“”Kcn,” Mariorio repested, “what is

To her amazement, Ken laughed,

“ Just something,” he said. “ Hoa
that?” He inted to the advert.
“Thrée quid, nrile! Three gmd--u
goad as il {our oid pal's hand! I've
got the book! Gosh, if 1 could only
Borrow that two quid now I'd rush
and smack it yight in Fred Ja] *s face I

“And—esnd then you wouldn’t have
o there any more 1* Marjorie asked.
* No. ' .

Marjorie gulped. Bhe thought of tha
two pounds in her bag. That money
was Mrs Middleten’s; but there would
be uo © Soﬂumta pow to repay it to
Mrs. Middleton before Saturday. Batur-
dny was three days away;, Ken's own
fata wes in the balance during the next
fortg ht bours ‘

ghould she? Should she? Was the
money hers to lend?

But if not hers, ihon whose? Absard

a moment like this.
could make Ken

. to have qualms in
Now at last she could
happy.. Now for ever, _with that two
pounds’ aid, could she wipe out the last
of his past associations! After all, was
it wrong? Wouldn't it be far, far more
callous of her, kmowing mow that it lay

to
Ll

in her power to bring appiness to this
aarne striving b‘og. not to let him

use that mmair What difference was

it going to make?! To-morrow it would

be biek in her purse. Ken might as

well use it as leave it in the drawer of

her desk. -

She leant forward.
“Ken, let me lend
“ Marjorie, no{”
“Ken, pleass, yeil” .
Laken the plunge now-=was determined
{0 press it home. ™It would make me
awiully pl And—and_ TI've got
two pounds,” slie added. “I've got it
here. 1 owe it to Mrs. Middleton, but
Mrs, ' Middleton won’t expect it till
Saturday,
take it ! ‘

The boy s face worked.

“Marjorie, it—it isn’t fair I” .

~But, Ken, where else are you going
to get 1t1*

«3—1 don't know I”

“Then, Ken, please!”

leaded. "But you'll let me have it
Eaek as soon as you’ve sold your book,
won’t youT”

And she held the two pound notes out
towards him, .

Ken Warrington hesitated. A flush of
shame overspread his face. No, nol
No, he couldn’t take it! And yet—why
not? He could dgay it back, couldn’t
het! Why shouldn’t he borrow it just
for a few hours? And Marjorie? Bhe
wanted to lend it. R

“Ken, please |” Marjorie pressed.

Her hands stretched across the table.
Warrington hesitated as he felt the two
pound notes crinkling withip his own

m. Then Marjorie, with a light
augh, sprang to her feeb.

“RKen, come on |” she said.

“ Marjorie—" he mumbled.

“Pm comipg with you 1 ghe cried,
her eyes shining. “Fm geing to see that
you get a receipt and averything! 1f
Fred Jay makes any objections I'm
going to talk to him* c

Ken Warrington burst out laughing.

«QOh, Marjorie, you brickl Im
dasbed ashained ! But, Marjorie, I'm
prond, too! ILat's go 1* he cried. with

you the money?”

Marjorie. had

M_arjori_e

.did not want to lose Ken

and—and—— Oh, Ken, do’

10 “They Called Her Friend ‘The Outsider’t”

a guen{' suddenly put on to revive his
own feelings. “Let us away to the ogre,
and for ever slaughter! him with the
sword of two pound potest Waitress,
the bill'1” he cried gsilﬁ .

Marjorie laughed. is silly Ken!
But didn’t he somehow make her feel—
oh, so frightfully proud in this ga.g
humour! The weitress was paid, wit
the usual lavish tip. Off together they
W!i!ll:. that hapg

: app
occur to M&rror"l!a
ing her own
Jay’s Club

moment it did not
that she was break-
school’s rules by entering
though she did frown at
the beetle-browed young man with the
face of a pugilist who accosted them

directly they entered .
“What, you?® he seowlod st Een,
“1, Mr. Jay. L” Ken said—"I

believe, M. Jay, ] am indebted to you
for the sum of two pounds?”
“Well, you know that |” Jay scowled.
“ Will gou ‘give me a receipt?”

“You haven't the money ¥
_ “I have. 'Tis bere. Ask not whence
it came! 'Tis bere!” Ken retorted
blandly. “Here is my witness, who will
testify to its payment! Receipt,
pleasa | :

Mr. .Jay coun g
“Mh ilzg’ you know, I don't

resfly want it. You know you've been
a good customer—" -
“Y have. But s %ood customer no
l.on%)ar shall I be!” Ken retorted.
_ “Ploase give him a receipt ¥ Mar-
jorie said coldly. .

Mr Jay glared. Obviously, Mr. Jay
N D srrington,
but, ]'Eiutkns obvmﬁs}y. ks
now of keeping is strange d upon
him: Surkly he returned B;o ‘his office
in five minutes was back again, waving
a slip of iaper.

“ Well. here’s
“Gimme the dopght

“Thanks! *Fis here1” Ken Warring-
ton laughed. “And may you lose it all
on your next billiards match, Freod!
Thanks for the memories! They've
been & lesson! Bye-bye! Come om,
Marjorie 1” .

Jn{‘fully he put the receipt away. He
led the way towards tha door.

_"Marjorie, you—you stunper I ha
said. “Oh, my hat, I'll never, never
be able to thank you for this!”

“But you can, Ken” Marjorie
answered. “Just drop doing things like
t{n; » And she cast a loock round the
club. .

“Marjorte, old thing, I'll drop every-
thing under the sun if you ask e "

“No, please, Ken, don’t joke! Butb
you—you'll pay me back to-fiiorrow in
_“To-morrow as ever was 1” Ken said
lightly i
Friardale Wood at midday, and the
money shall be refunded in full. But
here we are—the merry old street again.
And here— Oh, my hat! Marjio,
quick 1* -

Hurnedly he tugged at Marjorie’s
arm as they reached the door. Just a
moment too  late. For five girls,
sauntering up the street, halted, petri-
fied, at the sight of their best chum and
the outsider of Friardale. And then
Clara Trevlyn blazed out.

“'Ma:?or_le-— ou—in that place {* She
turned furiously upon Ken Warrington.

caddish outsider1” she
“Fancy taking a girl

So

thé”rcccipt.” he said.

“You awful,
cried vibrantly.
in here1”

Ken Warrington turned white,
did Marjorio. She caught Ken's arm.

“7 think,” she bit back, “that you
might make sure of your facts before
you shout them, Clara Trevilynt Ken
did not take me in here; I went of my
oWl . And I'll ask you—all of
you,” she added, with sudden anger
quite foreign tn the most gentle-natured

be had no means -

“Meet me under the oak im
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girl in the Fourth, “not to interfere
again iv_my affzirsl” _

And like some queen, in her new-
found fury, Marjorie clutched the boy’s
arm, and in front of her gaping chums
led him away. Ken set his teeth,

“ Marjorie, old thing—"

“Ken, good-bye,” Marjorie said,
“PBut don't forget, I'll see you to-
morrow in the woods.' 2

And there she left him, with strange
tumult of emotions at her heart and
tears in her cyes. to hurry back to CLff
Houge School, But there & fresh shock
awaited Marjorie. As she cntered her
gtudy a wemen rose to meet her. 1t was
Mrs. Middleton.

She smiled. .

“Oh, Misa Hazeldene, I—I didn’t
want to worry you, but—"

“Yes 1" arjorie said, feeling =

sudden dread st her heart.
il yo d you, Miss Hazel-
dene, possibly let me have the monay
it will

icm owe me now! I you can,
elp me ou of a big difficulty.”

———

Not Ken's Fault!

) &6 FARRINGTON'S
’ an outsider,
and Marjorie’s

a silly fooll”
Clara Treviyn. s
savagely. ‘“Bhe can’'t sce
where that crafty cad is

I'm not sorry for what
I said, and Marjorie bersel will realise
it’s trus before very long.” .

Babs sighed worriedly. Maba, Janet,
and Bessie Bunter looked glum, -

The five chums, on their way <back
from Conitfield, wen‘mﬁ‘ irolling up. the
drivedtqwax_'gh_.zﬁe school.- Not. &-bappy
gdrowd, in any, res "

“And if ngé io?l;dwél]-wants to hoar
it again,” Clara went on; “Tll repecat
it at rottér’s the absotute limit!”

“Halle!” murmured Babs.

“Hallo what 1"’

“ere's Mrs. Middleton.”

Clare looked up. The rather forlorn
figure coming oub of the schoal was
recognised af once. _Theg all paused
immediately, connecting ber prasence

with their chum. . .
Mrs. Middleton!

“Good-evening, M
Peen ta see Marjorie?” Babs asked

brli&-htly .
drs. Middleton looked uncertain.
“Y.yes,” she said.

“3he went to your shop this after-
noon—1 suppose she told you—to pay
you the money she owed you,” Dabs
resume: .

The woman looked at her curiously,

“Did she1”

leading her.

“Why yes,” Mabs said. “ Hasn't she
given it to you il
Mra. Middleton shook her head.

“Nono,” she stammered, ‘I—that in,
tha says she's had to use it. S8he—she’s
paying me to-morrow. I'm sorry.
——lyhope T'm not letting out any secret,
but~but I do want the money roally
badly: It—it will be all right, won't
it1* she added anxiomsly.

«Tf Marjorie says it will be all right,
it will be all right,” Clara said stoutly.
“ At the same time—>" And there her
lips came together. “Come om, I'm
going to see arjorie,” she said.

And leaving Baba & Co. to chat to
Mrs. Middleton, she hurried on up to
Study No. 7 .

She threw the door open. Marjorie
was there, gazing rather unepsily at the
bedspread which she had just spread
out. But it was obvious at ones, from
the look or Marjoric’s face, that she
had no appetits tor the work which that
bedspread presented. .

3he looked up as Clara enterrd. bit

\
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hor lips, and her delicate cheeks stained
with colour. 2

“0Oh 1" she said.

“Marjorie |"” Clara eried,

pause

“Marjorie, we—we've just secn Mrs.
Middleton,” Clwra went on.  “ She says
you still owe her that two pounds.”

“Does she?” Marjoric asked, in a
stifled voice.

“ Marjorie, vou had that two pounds
when you went out this afternoon—be-

fore you met that rot—before you met
Ken Warrington.” :
“Well?” Marjorie asked, with a

trace of resentment. .
“Marjorie, you haven't lent it to
him #*
Silence.
“Marjie—"
“ Wol[]?" Marjorie
defiance gleaming in

looked

up,
her

eyes TIOW.
“is it

“Supposing I have,” she cried,
any business of yours, Clara
“Steady on, old thing—steady onl”

BABS & Co. stared in amazement as they saw

their chum strolling out of the club with

‘¢ Marjorie—in that place | "

cried Clara, and she stepped furiously forward.
She meant to have this out with Ken, -

Ken Warrington.

Clara shook her head. * Marjorie, it is
my business, because I'm your chum,”
¢he said. “I hate being rough like
thisr but it’s just me, old thing. I
don't trust that Warrington worm.
Marjorie, why did you lend him that
wonsey ¥ L

“That doesn’t matter,” Marjorie said.
“ Anyway, he's paying me back to-
morrow."”

“Sure'?” Clara asked.

“ Positive I Marjorie retorted.

“All right, I hope he does,” Dut
('lara’s shake of the head implied what
she really thought. “If he doesn’t—-"
And she frowned in that grim way in
which only Clara could frown. “Mar-
jorie, I'm eorry if I seem & pig,” she
added, more gently, *but you do under-
stand, don’t you?” . .

“Thank you!” Marjorie eaid, in a
low voice.

And that was all she would say. "And
that, for ence controlling herself with
admirable restraint, was all Clara
Trevlyn said. She saw Marjorie was
worried; she saw she was anxious.
Rough and ready, untactful and
hlundetin% might be Clara’s ways, but
they =ll had as their inspiration only
the anxious desire to protect her ghum.
She did not trust, Warrington.  She
1hought, with Jimmy Richmond & Co..
that he was an out-and-out cad.

But Marjorie had no such féear. Ken
would not let her down'!

And Ken, in intention, did not let her
down, Immediately after breakfast next
morning he, risking being late {for
leszons, dashed off to Hay’s Buokshup
with the precious Staley's *Surrey”
under his arm. Almost boisterously he
sailed into the shop; with & confident
slam, planked the book on the counter,
Old Mr. Hay, through steel-rimmed
gpectacles, blinked up mildly.

“8taley,” Ken Warrington announced,
“the liitle joker yow're offering three
quidlets for.”

The old man shook his head.

“Sorry I he said. ‘ -

&% Eh? i ,

“Borry!” Again the shake. *Thanks
for bringing it, but you're too late. See
those.” = And, to Ken Warrington’s
ﬂabbe:;gasted dismay, he pointed to a
pile of similar volumes in the corner.
“Yours is the fifth this morning. The
advert brought a regular rush of them.
Don’t want any more.”

“ But—but———" Ken stuttered.

¥ Borry 1” old man Hay repeated.
Like a boy in a dream, Ken Warring-
ton dumbly picked up the book egain.
That there would be a rush of owners of
Btaley’s “Burrey ™ wes a fact which,
until now, he had never visualised.
Buoyant his step as he had breezeq im,
it was almost & totter as he left.
What luck—what beastly luck! And
that fine girl Marjic—how was he to
face her? b
He couldn’t—couldn’t! He’d got to
get that two pounds from somewhere?
But where—where ?

Let Down!

UARTER-PAST
TWELVIS!
Marjorie
dene, standing
under the old cok in Friar-
dale Wood, looked anxious.

Where was Ken?

Twenty past twelvel

By Hilda Richards T

. Marjoric bit her lip, She had faith
in Ken, He would turn up. But she
could not still that anxious qualm of
fear, she could not altogether dismiss
the reflection of what might happen if
Ken did not turn up with the money.
Mrs. Middleton—she had been so kind,
so brave, yet so desperately anxious.
No, no, Ken could not fail har! Ken
must pot | She had—just had—to Lkeep
her promise to let Mrs. Middleton have

‘her two pounds to-day.

- Five-and-twenty past twelve., Half-
past.

Despairingly Marjorie looked round.

here was he?

Then—how her heart bounded |—a
stumbling, weary-looking figure came
into the glade.

“Ken I” she eried, ;

Ken it was—but Ken looking breath-
less, dishevelled, utterly used up.
Ken who was badly limping.

“Ken," Marjorie gulped, ‘what—
what's happened 1

He shrugged. - .

“Oh, nothing!” he said. * Well, if

you must know, it was s pony!”

“A pony, Ken?”

“Yes.” He smiled bitterly. *One of
those fiery fellows from the New Forest,
A chapple offered me two quid if I
could break it in. I hadn't the faintest
idea of how to break a nag in, but I
tried, and—well, instead of breaking the
pony in it nearly broke me up! And the
two quid—" He laughed shortly.
“That, if you plense, is still in the
owner's pocket.” )
“But, Ken, your ankle.—-"

“Oh, a sprain, or something! I don’s

know. I.don’t care!” he added hastily.
“Marjorie, never mind me. I ought to
be broken up in little bits. I did this
to get the money, The hook stunt was
a flop 1"

" en l”

And then brokenly he told lier. Very
upright Marjorie stood, very shite,

“And that,” he said, averting his
face, *“is the story. Marjie, I'm sorry.
But I still think there's a chancei I—
T'll get it yet. Marjie, you don't want
it until Saturday, do you?”

Marjorie’s reply was characteristic.

“ Ken, take that shoe and sock off and
let' me see that ankle!” she ordered.

13 ARIORIE 1"
“Here she is!™.
“Marjorie I”
Just before dinner Babs, Mabg, and
Clara were standing at the steps of ClLff

(Continued on page [4)




E had a convalescent in our homo
for a few days recently.

Yes, you've guessed. It waas
my small brother with the long name—
Heatherington, or Heath for short.

“1 feel all funny, mummy,” he said
very plaintively one day last week in the
1mi of a %a.mo with his toya.

Tmmediately mother whisked him off to
bed, sending me to fill & hot-water bottle
and to telephone for the doctor. '

The doctor came along, as breezy aa
ll:.i;l;! like, and after saying we'd done the

b

things, had & look at hia young~

patient.

Some vary fecble ** ninety-nines ** issued
from Heath's throat and he was scarcely
amused whon the desctor * listened in * &t
his chest with a stethoscope.

® The Invalid

Even the thermemeter — which the
doctor placed under his armpit, nob in
his mouth—didn't seem to interest him.

Bo wo knew then he wasn't feeling at
all good. Then the doetor eaid, ** Feverish
eold. Boon be better.” :

Mother looked at least ten years youn%er
at once, while your Patricia heaved a big

slth- of o

'or when these young People in the
family really are unwell, *tis then you
roalise how very much they mean to you.

Young Heath was a model patient for
about two da.lys. He drank orange
juice and nibbled at his steamed eggs and
milk puddings.

Scon he was decidedly better. Then—
I'm afraid there is no other word for him
—he was a perfect little pest.

He wanted to be a Red Indian in bed,
unsing his sheet sa & wigwam, He wanted
to be s tram conductor; he wanted to
be a pirate with his sword for company.

In fact, he wanted to do everything
you ean imagine—except stop in bed.

It was as much as mother and I could
do to keep him looking at all neat and
respectable just for the doctor’s visita.

poor doctor was amazingly patient.
He was a * tram passenger,”” paying his
fare, & * squaw,” a ' rebel pirate,” and
a * gangster "—all in turn ot Heath's
request. y

But now the young urchin is better and
downatairs again, To-morrow he's going
into tho garden to play—so perhaps the
house will seem more like itself again,

@ Fregh Cake

Ove of you vel

kindly wrote to tell
me that if en app

is kept in the cake

THE SCHOOLGIRL

- QUT OF SCHOOL
HOURS

How keenly all schoolgirl readers look forward.

to PATRICIA'S weekly letter.

chummy and newsy—just as you like a letter
from a friend to be.

It is always so

tin Lthe cake will keep beauti-
fully fresh. I must certainly
try it. .
An apple kept in father's
tobacco jar ia also said to keep
the tobacco fresh. Or a potato
will do the trick equally well.

1 keep meaning to tell my
father this, for ile’s B heen
pipe-smoker.  But perheps it wouldn't
he much use, sfter all, for though he

has a large tobacco jar, I'm afraid it
seldomn contains any tobaeco.

® From a Cream Carlon

Yon can inake such a useful little
peneil and pen stand from an empty
cream carton, you know.

Clean out the
carton thoroughly.

{The family puss-
cat would like this
job !} Then eut a
cirele of eardboard
to fit in the top
tightly, if you
haven't saved the
lid. Cut or bore
holes in this, large
emmﬁ]; to take
pencils and pens,

Cut out letters from pieces of coloured
paper and glue these on to the front of
the carton, colouring the vest of the
carton with ergyons, if you like.

Does your mother play Bridge ! If
she :]laoe;. do - tell he:m:hsb ﬂl}gr Iatest

ncils for ing at this pop game
Bre Bat, mot rounded.

This is so that they won't roll off the
table and cause players to hunt desperately
between shoes while the game is in

progrees.

They only eost a ha'penny each, too.
So for threepence you could buy mother
six aa a little surprise gift. They look

nite “special ® and important when
t?hay have a wisp of matehing ribbon tied
around them.

@ Now Longer

Plain and  pat-
terned — patterned
and plain. This is
e very useful little
chant for all school.
girls to remember,
especially when
thinking ‘oif s.nyb:
thing to do wit
dress.

If you've got a
potterned dress,
you must always
trim it with plain
material. If you've
got & plain one,
you must trim it
with a patterned.

You can gee from

the sketch here how attractive a plain
trimming can be on & faney material.

I hope you do think it's pretty, for

now I'm going to try to eurErise you.
You see, this sugm in the pieture
is actually for altering a dress: for
lengthening it, in fact.
Aband of plain material at the hem ocan
“let & dress down™ a8 much as three
inches. But it won't have that * let.
down * look if you add matching bands
to the neckline and to the sleeves.

A belt of the same oolour belps tho
changed appearance, too—giving it an
tfntimly uew, instead of an “ altered,”
00X,

Have you ever heard mother grumbling
about the way net eurtains will stretch
when they are washed.

This i3 ome of my mother's littlo
¢« prumbles.” At least, it used to be, for
ours not only stretched, but went all sorts
of somio shapes.

Now we've discovered a secret. -

It's quite simple, Instead of hanging
them on the line to dry, after they are
washed you just wring them: tight and
then put them on the reils at the windows
agein. They dry in no.time—and in
perfect shape, too.

Something to remember now that spring-
cleaning is on the way, isn't it ?

@ New Things

1 expect you're beginning to think about
Easter now, aren’t you ?

Somehow, when Easter arrives, I always
feel that summer is just around the corner.

Not that it follows, of course. I don’t
remember it myself, but mﬁefather talks
of an Easter Monday that remembers
when snow fell solidly all day !

So let's hope that doean’t happen this
yEar.

. Most grown.ups foel they ounght alwaya
to have a new hat at Easter-time. A good
many echoolgirls do, too, for it's after
Easter holiday that you fish out your
“ gtraw " and pack away your felt or
« velour * for the summer, ian’t it ?

It always amazes e round about this
time of the how dark my ailk stock-
ings look. tho winter, somehow, they
look dead right, but for the lighter days,
they appear positively wrong.

So when I buy some new stockings, I
must ask for the new spring shades.

T wonder which is your favourite winter
vegetable 1 :
confess thet I'm mnot really keen on
any of them—I much fer summer
salad-stuff, and pess and but if ¥
did have to choose, I'd say just plain,
homely cabbage.
This question was put to schoolchildren
in America not so long ago—and guess
what they voted for—
Spinach !
Bye-bye now until next week, my pete.
Your friend, :
PATRICIA.

o
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A NEw COAT FOR SPRING
A o b .

YOU‘LL remember that the week before
last we chatted about buying &
new hat. Last wedk it was a new

8g.

To.dsy well talk sbout that very
important itern—a new ceas.

dyou are going to have & mew one

round about now—in timo for Eaater,
perhaps—then you're very lucky. It's
quite the best time of the year for buying.

The shops are well-stocked, all the
nowest jons are in, and sizes are
plentiful, so there should be no difficulty
in your being fitted * off the peg.”

Of course, if a now coat is to be yours,
on'll went it to be uF-to-tha-minuta in
anhion—aa that it will look smart egsin
noxt year and won't be **dated™ the
year after. For mew coats aro luxuries
that can't be bought with overy singlo
change of fashion.

“SWING" FOR SPRING

The good old ‘camel’ coat—with big
pockets, lapels and a belt—is_still a
ggpu.lar favourite. These are hard to

at if you want a sturdy country coat.
The same style can also be bought in the
most delightful tweeds, with &s many
colours in them 88 the rainbow.

For smarter gomgvplaces " wear, re-
member * swing.” Coats that go with &
“gwing " aro the latest. They euit ell
schoolgirls, tall and ghort, plump and thin.

We used to call them * swagger ' coats,
you remember; these wore nerally
three-quarter length.  But 6 new
" gwing ** woats are full-length—which T
think is more practical. With the
L8 rs,” we to worry over which
dress to woar underneath, becauso so
much of it would show, But with the full-
length this nesd ne longer bother us.

Before you actually set off with thother
to buy the new coat, I'm sure you will
both discuss ‘ materials,” and colour.

THE EVER-USEFUL TWEED
There are, of course, many materials to

choose from; bus I doubt if you would”

recognise them if I gave you all their
names.

Because if 8o, then may I suggest

DIﬁ BO!
' tha
things for
herself for this yrand turn-out of the year.

T'm eure if yon fish in mother's piece-

meone mention Spring-cleaning ?
]

these aprons are the very
the helpful achoolgirl to make

bag, you'll come aoross soveral oddments

of material.

imporlant—and
material and fit.

There are plain and fancy wool olo
nataral, or coloured camel hair.
there are tweods.

For eheer all-round usefulness, my own
vote goea to tweed. They can be irigx-
pensive, they can be obtained in asy ol
eolour, or combination of colours, and
they are made thick and bulky, or fine gnd
slinky—and they always manage to look
** just right.” :

At one time tweeds tended to be um-
coloutful. They wero considered “ safé M
in tones of beige and browns., But now
they can be os gay o8 gardens, and look
equelly woll for in-town or for rough
co Woar,

One that I saw the other day, for ex-
ample, was a speckled tweed, and woven
inta -it were no less than five colours.
There were royal biue, pale blug, yellow,
brown and clover red.

Imagine & coat made up of this material.
With, it you would wear & dress of almost
any colour, You could wear a brown hat
gnd shoes, blue hat and ehoee, or & chorry
red hat with black shoos. :

So look for tweeds if you want & really

hard-woaring, inexpensive and smar coat,

A PERFECT FIT
When it comes to tho actual trying on
of the coat, there are cne or two things to

note, 4

¥irst and foremost, does it feel good 7
If you feel comfy in it, then nearly alwa,
the coat fits perfectly. The sleaves might
be tod long, or the hom need teking up—
but they’re easily altered.

Next look at the fit across the shoulders.
If the slecves are inset, or raglan sleeves
(like those in the Bﬁiet.ura) there will be

ding on tho shoulders very likely.

ake cortain that this comes just on your

shoulder joint, to give yon extra width
there, which is smars and flastering.

If tho coat has the more ordinary inset
sleeves, then be certain the shoulder ssam
comes exactly at the shoulder, and not an
inch or so down your arm.

Study the fit at tho neck carefnil;
has a tiny collar. Be gure that the pels
lie flat and smooth if you choose a coab

of the * popular sporting ” type.

if it

ths,
And

Make cortain there is no drag over your
front when the buttons are fastoned. Fit

should always be rather loose there, other-
wize it spoils the whole set ef the coat.

THE BACK VIEW

Now turn and look at yourself in the
mirror. Baoks, by the way, are interesting
this Spring. Soms coats havea bloused ™
back. Bome have the Narfolk jacket t.ygi:
of back, with pleats above the waist-
(this is an American fashion—tho it
eame from England in the first 8).
Or, again, there are pleats in the skirt part.
{The coat in the picture shows an inverted
ploat for fullness and smartness.)

When gazing ot your back view, you
should partic y note the £t over tho
ghoulders. Here the cost should

smooth and flat—though not tight. Juat

under the arms thers should be a slight

extra fullness, This gives you arm-:com.

The waist can be olose-fitting, but

;.-l!_ae coat should fit looscly agein over the
1p8.

Thers now, ofter making certain that
the coat of your choice makes you look
prettier, I am certain you will bo thrilled
with it.

Tt should also give you years of wear,
g0 that eventually tiou”come to regard it
as an old friend with whom you'll bate to
part.

SUCH USEFUL APRONS

that gou can make yourself of slrips
of material from mother's piece-bag.

Sort thess out, ond have o good look at

them. Some. of Aowered cretonne

joined to. some pieces of plain material *
can 8god a large square of

.material.

When it mensures obout 27 inches
square, you will then be ready to muake
the apron.

If you moay uso mather’s machine, you
can machine all the strips together, and
machine down esch side and al the
battom. The top part must be gathered
1:\1; for fullness—by hand. Then, on to

is, you BewW & band that
your waist at the back.

will tic-round

A TINY “BIB™

If you find say other seraps of material
over that you feel you'd like to use up,
you ¢sn make & with them. Or you
can muke the tiny waist-bib, sugh aa the
gir) on the right of the pioture is wearing.

It is only s curved pisce of
gewn to the band, But it gives that
little bit of extra protection which. can
g0 often esva or prevent & frock fram
becoming spotted. .

If you have ever gob splashed right in
your middle when estanding at the eipk
weshing up, youll know just what I
mean, - . .




- It's not mins,”

ously,
"You mean,

S

14 *“They Called Her friend "The Outsider’l”

(Continued from page 1)

House, anxiously watching the drive.
Marjorie, .dead white, walking like
gome sutomaton, had just appeared.

“Marjorie, old gul!” Clara ex-
claimed. . L
"% Marjoric " Babs cricd. “Marjoric,
what's tiie matter?” .

But Marjorie did not repli. As if she
had not scen them, she walked straight
on, her face terribly white.* The chums
looked scared. .

My hat! She'silll”
“(ome on "

They followed her. Up to tho study
Marjorie went. Like a s pepwalker she
entered, like some sutomaton she
moved towards the pile of wools an
blue linen in the corner.
up, looked at it, and then -began to fold
it. 'The chums paused in the doorway.

“Marjorig,” Clara cried, *“what are
vou doing with that?” :

“I'm packing it”
without locking up.

“You mean—" .

“T'm returning it to Mrs, Middleton.
arjorie said. :
“Not—not yours?” Babs stutiered.

And

Clara muttered.

Marjorie eaid,

.“What on earth do you mean?”

then suddenly enlightenment burst upon
all three of them, *Marjorie,” Babs
faltered, *you—you don’t mean that—
that the money-—". . ) ’
Marjorio did not ,repl{; .
“Vou .mean,” Clara broke out furi-
that that cad has let you down?
you’re going to let him get
away with 1t?
tutping that stuff beoause
for it—because he hasn't
“I'm taking it back!”
tonelessly.
The -chums stared at each other.
Clara’s lips came together. i
“(Come outside,” ¢he eaid to Babs and
Mabs. And when they were in the
corridor: “That cad, that rotter,” she
flashed, “has done this! He's let her
down! Well'"—and she drew a deep
Lreath—"this, for once, is where pre-
cious Mr. Ken Warrington doesn’t get
away with it! _Because.” Clara said
grimly. “I'm going to Friardale, and
T'm going right now, and T'm going to
tell “him, and ' the whole se col, Af
uecessary, what I think of him ¥

you can't

rﬂj&id : youp?!’"

Clara in Action!

t LARA ™
S Clara Trevlyn,

hurrying through

the woods on her
tempestuous way to Friar-
dale Boys' hool  five
minutes later, halted and
turned as a gasping voice fell upon her
ears. She stood sill as she saw Mar-
jorie, at a stumbling run, hurrying aftor

er,

“Well?” she said.

“Clara, don't! You—you can't1*
Marjorie gasped, * Clara, pi'ease—-plen.se
don't! T heard what you eaid in_the
corridor. 1 know where you're going'
But it’s a mistake—a mistake ! It wash
Ken's fault!”

“Says you!” Clara sniffed. .

«Clara, I tell you—Clara, you can’t

e

1
t

iu theral I won't let you go there!”
larjorie cried distractedly. “You've
got to listen to me”

But Clara was listening to nobody.
Quiickly she looked round, and then, as
she eaw the old shack through the trees,
her, EBI(:S ghmmered. She caught Mar-
jorie by the arm,

“Comne_here I"" she said.

“But, Clara. you won't—"

“Look in there 1" Clars instructed, and
1s Marjorie, with a rather- bewildered

. glamly into

4 said scornfully.
Bhe picked it ¥

You mean, ‘you're re- . Mar
vy His face

arjorie said -

‘jorie’s

blink, peered through the open deor of
the shed. Clara, though she hated to do
it, pave her a push, quickly slammed
the door to, and dropped the outside
socket into place. ~ Then with Mar-
joric’s muffied wail of “Clara " ring-
ing in her ears, she Hew.

Ter minutes later she reached Friar-
dale School, and inquiring the number
of Ken Warrington’s study, immedi-
ately took herself in that direction. It
wa§ Warrington's own voice which bade
her enter. i

Thoughtfu! _worried, hands thrust
his pockets, ho started as
she came in.

% Why, Clara—this is_a pleasure 1”

“Cut out the compliments!” Clara
“I've come to tall to
gtraight! About Mar.

jorie——' . .

“QOh 1* Warrington bit his lip. “Bhe’s
told you?” . .

“No; I've guessed it. Nice, caddish
trick, to borrow her money, wasn’t it,
and then not pay it back? ~And, I sup-
pose, you knew sll tho time that she
owed that mgney?”

“Y knew—yes.” He gritted this teeth.
“But Mrs. Middleton won’t want it
beck until Saturdsy. I can find some

way—

‘yMrs. Middleton,” Clara bit out,
“wants it back—-now!” And Ken
started. ~ “ Marjorie hasn’t got it. so

ou—and tal
. »?

what Marjorig’s doing is returning the

goods she bought from her. And do
ou Enow what those goods mean to her
en Warrington?”
Wa.rri.ngton locked at ber gtrangely.
ad gone rather pale.
“No; tell me.” g N
And Clara_ did: tell him—bluntly,
strqightforwai:’ﬂiy. - ®ht explained Mar-
overty; how-ihe was hoping
to win first'prize 6o that she could buy
some new &nd necessary clothes. All
through the recital Ken Warringten
stareg at her, no expression betraying
itself on his_handsome face. but in-
wardly he reviled himsclf. What a cad.
what a selfish rotter he was!
all that for

Marjorie had sacrificed
im,
“Nol* heo cried suddenlfz. “No!
Clara, don't—don’t go on! I—I didn’t
know. Marjorie—she did that for me!”
Le breathed. “ She never told me!”

“She wouldn't tell you!” Clara an-
swered scornfully. < 8he’s not that sort.
She—"  And she paused, being
struck, even in her snger, at ihe dis-
tress ho could no longer disguise. Fer
the first time it occurred to Clara that
perhaps she had misjudged him a little.
It was so transparently obvious that ho
felt most keenly for Marjorie. But she
stuck to her guns. 5,

“Well, and what are you going to do
about it1”? she asked grimly. )

Yor a moment Ken shook his head.
Two pounds—two pounds! And then,
like an inspiration, came & memory. 1t
was the memory of a cerfain pile of
notes which he had seen on Mr. Soutar’s
desk—which Soutar had put eway in the
drawer of that desk. He drew a deep
breath.

If ho borrowed—just two of those
notes! Soutar would never know. On
Saturday his guardian would be here.
Lasy enough to get an advance allow-
ance of pocket money. He could put
the notes back—nobody would be any
the wiser But if he were caught—

He shuddered.

'I:;hen—cxpulsmn! Dare he? Dare

)

Tt was for Marjorie’s sake. His own
selfish skin did not matter now. He
looked at Clara. ‘

“T'|l be over at Cliff House in half an
hour—and I'll have the money with me.
I—I've got something I can sell,” he
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fibbed, telling the first story that caune
into hiz mind. “I'H got it.” |

“Bure?” Clara asked suspiciously.

“On my word of honour. But go now
—and—and if you see Marjorio, tell her
I'm coming.”

Clara looked &t him, wondering at tho
whiteness of his features, noting the
slight trembling of his hands. Dislike
him as she did, she felt strangely movod
in that moment. For once even her
fighting spirit was gquelled. Without
another word she turned.

Ken Warrington set his teeth.

* And now—for it !* he muttéred.

He hurried from the study. With a
hand that trembled & little he knocked
at Mr. Soutar's door. Receiving no
answer he darted in. Now! "And
fumblingly his_fingers caught at the
vital drawer. Was it Iockgﬁ? Neo.

Then the drawer was open, and thére
was the neat pile of one pound notes.

His face was suddenly bedowed with
perspiration as _he detached the top-
most two. Hastily he stuffed them into
his pocket. With one eye on the door
he closed the drawer of the desk again
and darted out. He almost ran down
the_corridor, hardly daring to Lreath
until ke rcached the end, where he

dropped into & normal walk. And then

he gave o start.

Tor up tlio staite a _girl was running
to meet him, The girl was Marjorie,
who, all unknown to Clara, had
escaped from the flimsy shack.

“Ken|"” she oried

“Marjorie!” He came towards her.
With a swift backward glance he pro-

duced the two pound notes. — “Mar-
jorie, old girl, I—[ wanted to sce
vou,” he gulped. “You see, I've

raised the wind. ‘Here, take them, old
thing, and thanks & million] Now go!”
Eée f'a.dded thickly, “I—I've got to
y1”

“But, Ken,” Marjorie cried, with
shining oyes. © where did you get it?"

“Tell vou later. Now 1" Lo said
feverishly “I've got to dash off "

And, unable to look .the girl in the
face pny longer he did dash off. liur
Marjorie, her face suffused with sud-
den wonderful. happiness, laughed.

“Qh, Ken! Dear Ken!"” she gulped.

She turned ' Not & minute longer
would she retain ssession of {his
money. Mrs. Middleton, fortunatuly.
had left her home address.. Down to
(Courtfield Marjorie sped. On that re-
lieved woman she presspd the two
poutd notes. Then back to school she
went, to be met by Clara. .

“Marjorie, I'm sorry for—=" Clara
began.

“Please don't be,” Marjorie radi-
antly laughed. “I don’t blame you.
But it's all rvight now. I’'ve paid Mrs.
Middleton You see,” she added
softly. “I saw Kon, and Ken gave me
the money.”

“My hat!” muttered Clara dazedly.

«“And so,” Marjorie said, “we're all
happy again, eren’t we? And now if
vou'll ask Babs & Co. to come along,
T'm going to work like anything on
that bedspread. Fetch them, Clara.”

Clara, still dazed, turned away.
Marjorie hummed a tune By-and-by
Babs & Co., relieved end pleased that
matters were tunning smoothly again,
came along, and for the rest of that
aftcrnoon there was a scene of happy
and pleasant industry in Stud{ No. T.
And Marjorie, back in her old form,
porformed wonders with the bedspread.
Tea came and wenot; then prep. It
wos in the middle of prep that Miss
Primrose sent for Marjorie.

Hor face was grave in’ the extreme
as she faced the wondering girl

“Marjorie,”” she said, “you gave
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-tho notes as usual.

‘Ken hadn’t stolen thoso notes.

EvERY SATURDAY

Mrs. Middleton iwo pound notes this
afternoon ?”

Marjorie nodded.

“Y want to know,” Miss Primrose
said deliberately, where you got those
notes, Marjorie? They were stolen
from Friardale School, and they have
been traced to you.” ;!

And Margorie. understanding then,
turned deathly white.

The Testing of Ken Warrington!

NFORTUNATE it

7o was that, back at

3 Frardale, the theft

of the mnotes had

alread been discovered.

) KEen zVan'in'gton had not

krown Mr. Soutar’s httlo habit of

counting those notes after lessons every

day; neither was he aware that this

preciso-minded master kept a careful

record of all their numbers. It re-

quired but two minutes to tell Mr.

Soutar exactly what had happened

when, that afterncon, he ran through
; And then—

Sensation at Friardale! The whola
schoo) was immediatoly simmoned.
Ken Warrington was nmonﬁ them.
But he said nothing when the nsme
of the culprit was demanded. After
all, he waen’t doing anybody any
barm by remaining silent.

But he wasn’t prepared—indeed, hn
never knew till later—that Mr. Soutar,
failing to find the Fuilty erty through
the special assembly, had immediately
phoned his loss, together with the
numbers of the two missing notes, to
the police.

And the police, acting with remark-
able promptitude, had traced those notes
almost at once to Mrs. Middleton, whio
hed put them in her account immedi-
ately Marjoric had hended them to
her. And had. as immediately, rung
up Miss Primrose, informing her what
had happened. R

“Marjorie, you understand?” Miss
Primrose said gravely.

Marjorie nodded. Her head was
recling then. 8he understogd, but srill
ghe clung with ferce faith to O;Km:f
he had, he had only done it for her
sake. She conldn’t—she wouldn't—
botray him.

“Marjorie, were you in Friardale
{his afternoon?”

Marjorie hesitated; then she nodded.

“What did you gﬁ there for?"”

% Nun-nothing,” Marjorie said.

“ Marjorie I” .

“Well, I went—I went——" Marjorie
foundered hopelessly. She was going
to esay, “1 went to stop Clara from
going for )
in time she realised that confession
would involve her two dearest chums.
“ Nothing,” she muttered sagain.

Miss Primrose’s oyes glimmered a
little. . .

“Marjorie, 1 do not think you realise
how serious this is,” she eaid. *“
your own admission you were in Friar-
dale somewhere about the time this
meney was stelen. You refuse to givae
any remson as to why you were there.
The police had discovered that you
were indebted for the sum of two
pounds to Mrs. Middleton. Mrs,
Middleton has also told them that when
she called at the echool this moming,
cxpecting you to pay that sum, you
had not got it. Marjorie, I cannot be-
lieve ill of you, knowing -the eort ef
girl you are, but you must realise what
a terrible responsibility you place upon
lng shoulders. ‘Will you please tell me
what you know about this?!™

Ken Warrington,” but just

But  Mayjorie stood,
though white-facedly, silent. '
“Very well.” g

came tegether. = “You realise, ar-
jorie, the only alternative you are giv-
ing me? In the eyes of the law, at
least, you are guilty of disposing of
money which could only have ien
stolan. They, at my reguest, will not
punish you, but I must. Marjoris, this

means expulsion I )
Marjorie winced. Whiter still her

face turned, but immovablo her lips re-

mained. o ‘
“T feol, Marjorie, that you can'ex.
plain  this,” iss Primrose went ob
patiently. “Knowing you for "e girl
of the most upright character, I am
going to give you a chance to cxplain it.
I am going to give you, Marjorie, from
now until assembly to-morrow morn-
ing. If—" Miss Primrose shook her

«[
F t2s

QUIETI.Y, her

that that cad has let you down ? *’ she cried.

stubbo rﬁly, )
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ton’s got eomeghing to do with this.
I vote we go and see him now!”
“Come on!” Ciara said grimly.

Na thought of sssembly then.” What
did that matter when their chum’s fate
lay in the balance? . Babs, Mabs,
Clara, and Janet Jordan foverishly
dressed end set off. They were almost
in sight of Friardale. Boye' School when
& car came rushing by.

“Hil1" yelled Clara. “Xcn, Ken!

Babs, Een was in that car—with a
manl® ¢/ o )
Koen was  His guardian, who had

called to see him that morning, and

' who had suggested popping over to seo

face white, Marjorie continued her packing of
wools and linen. And then Clara burst out angrily.

Marjorio, was with him. Ken War.
rington, knowwng nothing of what had
happened, was moody and thougbtfal,
wanting to see Marjorie again, but
dreading, sorehow, the ordeal the inter-
view weuld mean. The car sped on.

the precious
“ You mean
‘' You mean you're returning

that stuff because you can’t pmy for it—because he hasn't repaid you? i

head. “Marjorie, do not make it my
most horrible duty to expel you,” she
said. “Think over it."

Marjorie walked ont of the study.
Expulsion—for
Ken had taken that money for her
sake. Well, better she be expelled
than he. Better she suffer banishment
to her kindly home than he to the
harsh correctional institution in winch
his guardian would immedin.h;l? place
him. TFor Ken’s sake she would keep
silent. She must.

She did. E
The news got around. Babs & Co.
heard jt. Marjorie, in danger; Mar-

jarie threatened; Marjorie, accused of

eing a thief! No, nc, no! But in
vain they pleaded, :n vain they
coaxed. ;

Next morning a haggard Babs called
her chums together i

« Marjorie’s. letting it go.” she said.
“Marjorie will expelled! We've
got to do something—must do somo-
thing! I yon ask me,” Babs raid,
almost fiercoly, “that rotter Warring-

her—expulsion because B¥

“Ken!” shricked Clara again.

Ken turned, just in time to seo the
three girls frantically rupning down
the road. He touched his guardian’s

m.

“nele,” he cried, “wait! Friends

of Marjoric’s,” he added.

Mr Thomas looked round. He
Panting and

nodded and stoipad. o
0. hurried up.

breathless, Babs
“Kep!” Babs cried. “Xen, we

ware just coming to sce you! It—it’s
about Marjorie—"

‘Ken * started.

Baba nodded &nd blurted oub ihe

news. :

With the effect of & blow that news
came, '

For a moment Ken Warrington was
too taken aback to reply. The news
stunned him. Back at Friardale he
had been worried, but not anxioua
This afternoon, he had told himeelf,
while Mr. Scutar waa out, he would .
replace the two pounds,  Indeed, he
had that two pounds in his pocket now,
having already wheedled it ont of his
guardian. . .
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. Aware, like every other Friardale
fellow of the hubbub the discovery. of
the missing money had aroused, -he had
ot koown, until this moment, that
outar had been to the police. -

Now—this! Marjorie whom he had
risked . expulsion to save, was to be
x| 1Ilec.l ecause he had taken that
T18
~ No, no! ’

He couldn't, he wouldn’t, let her
suffer to this extent. Marjorie must
be *saved—and saved now! The only
wky he could.save her was to own up
himeelf * But the irony of it! The
bitter, bad luck that dogged him. In
o fow hours at most that money would
have been replaced—

Now | !
He'd got to go through with it -
Hic'd got to go—now—and face the

music And then—

Lven as he came to that decision, Ken
Warrington shrank What a prospeot |
Expulsion for himself—nothing more
certain than that—and with what &
future to'look forward to! Too well he
knew how his guardian would react.

But it was .his fault—his fault!
Better the grim future than always to
have upon hie conscience the knowledge
that he had betrayed the most loyal

friend. & boy éver had. He set his
teeth, : »
©  “Ken, do you know anything sbout

it?” Babs cried. “Ken, if yon do—-"
" “Heapal” Ken Warrington said
bitterly. “But no gassing now! We
must hurry 1. Ungle, will you get there
as BoOn &8 Poss:hlb?"

¥v.

. Certainly. But why?”
“You'll know—soon,” Ken gnswered
quistly.

‘Sharply his guardian gazed at him.
But thevo wae somethigg about the boy
then whi¢h prevented even him asking
fupther questions. .. -

Yery upright, very stiff_he sat as the
girls got into the car and they boiwled
on, his eyes burning in a face that was
as white ag chalk. .. . _

They reached Clif House, its grounds
desarted. Out of the car he secrambled,
followed by Babs & Co.

““Come on1” he muttered thickl¥.

“ Kenneth, where are you going?” his
guardian asked sharply.

“Won’t long,”  Warrington
answered. “Come on!” he repeated
impatiently.

Ige hurried on towards Big Hall,

leaving hie guardian pink-faced and
laring. His heart was sick, but his
getermination unguenchable. Now he
was running up the steps. Now he
had reached the big doors which gave
on to Big Hall. And for a moment his
heart fatled him.

The rustle and the muttering of over
two hundred girls fell upon his ears.
All the school was assembled, and all
the school's eyes were upon the plat-
form, on which a rather distressed-look-
ing Miss Primrose was at that moment
in the act of leading a girl.

And the girl-—

Ken Warrington’s breath came in a .

sharp gasp. ¢

Merjorie Hazeldene |

Ken paused, his hands clenching.

Miss Primrose was speaking now;
ennouncing in distressed =accents the
reason for Marjorie’s expulsion.

But Marjorie was not listening. She
had seen him—and with Ken,
& Co Ifor an instant a wild look of
alarm flamed in her eyes. She made
o frantic gesture with her hand.

But Ken stood his ground. Now Miss
Primrose's most dramatic words came.

‘“And, since Marjorio refuses to give
any word of explanation, it is my pain.
ful and most reluctant duty to r:lvec;l’are,

- Marjorie her debt.

Babs-

before the agsembled school. that she is
expelled—" :

Something scomed to suap m Ken
Warrington's brain. e jumped foi-
ward. : 5
“No1” he ringingly cried.- “Nol
Miss Primrose, you can't—you shan’t—
expel her 1

Ken I” shrieked Marjorie. “Ken,
go away !”

But while Miss Primrose paused in
amazement, while the school stared in
sudden Rabbergasted wonder, he, with
Babs & Co closely fol'owing, was
determinedly pushing his way forwapd.

“No. hesitation now; no thought for him-

self. Marjorie! It was Marjorie who
mattered ~ A gasp went up as boldly
he marched up the steps of tﬁe platform.

Miss Primrose’s eyés almost goggled.

“Boy, how dare you! Who are you?
Go away I” ‘

“T will go away,” Ken said levelly,
“when I have put this wrong right,
Mies Primrose. I said you can't expel
that gir]—

“Ken!" Marjaric cried, in agony.

“And you a'}mn’t expel her.” Ken
Warrington went on, * because she is
innocent ! If there ia any expelling to
be done, it should be done
Because,” he added simply,-“I am the
one. who stole those two pound notes !”

A gasp came from the school. Babs
gave a cry.

[T} Yo_u?”; 2

“Yes, me!"” . The boy smiled bittcr,lf'.
*] took them,”. he confessed, while
Marjorio looked on the verge of swoon-
ing, “because I ‘wanted fo repay
1 pever kriew until
a few minutes ago that Marjorie waa
oing to get it in the neck for what ¥'d

one—and - meant to undo this after-
noon. Well "—he tossed back his head
~=*that’s the trpth 1- Marjorie, old kid,
thanks {” he =aid huskily. “But you
didn’t thick, gon little chump, I was

going to let you do this for me? Well,

‘hero I am,” he added, while the school

burzed M I've confessed. Now, Miss
Primrose, what are you going to do
with me?” . )

“1 don’t think,” & rasping voice at
the door put in, and everybody turned
to ind Mr Thomas, his eyes blazing,
standing there, “that!s a question for
Miss Primrose to decide, young man,
T've heard all this, and a fine disgrace
vou are! You'ra coming with me.
You're coming back to Friardale.

‘And when,” ke added, “Dr. Barrymore

expels you there, I'll take charge. You
utter scoundrel, Kenneth !

Dramatic, indeed, are the events which i
take place at Cliff House School when
Lorna Millerchip, niece of Miss Bullivant,
deliberately sets out to smash the friend-

to me.’
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But Kenneth only shrugged. He had
saved his girl chuin  What elso
mattered 7

And Cliff House, realising that, Lroke
inte 8 chcer. Outsider Ken Warring-
ton might be, but be had all their
admiration at that moment

La'r!;a, 1IN Miszs Primrose’s study, to

which that egitated headmistress
suggested the leadmg actore in the
drama should all retire. passionately,
desperatety Marjorie pleaded with Mr.
Themas. To her pleadings were added
now those of Babs & Co., who, realising
at last the good in the outsider; were
anxious for him to have another chance,
Even Miss Primrose addad hor good
word.

Mr. Thomas weakened, though he was
still stern At Marjorie’s request he
allowed her to go back to TFriardale.
There at once hoe took his erring ward
to see Dr. Barrymore And Dr Barry-
more_ frowned ,

“Well, I am afaid, Warrington, that
I should have had to éxpeol you, but——"

“But what ?” Mirjorie cried. ;

“But for an incident which has jus
come to my notice.. The other day, in
Friardale High Road. a certain boy
belonging to thia school saved the life
of 'the little daughter of one of the
school governors, as that boy you?”

“It was{” Marjorie cried. .1 was

‘there! Dr. Barryniore, it was Ken|”

“Ken!” eried Mr.

1] BF
thunder |” ‘

Thomas.

“And so,” the dector smiled, “in the

ciroumstances I am going to say nothing
about this.

ive you one last chance—and only onc,
f hope, with the help of your very good
friends. you will mak?i the most of it.
Now go, pléase! Mr. Thomas, I should
be obliged if you would remain behind
and have a chat.”

And Marjople and Ken went. Out-
side, Marjorie took his hand, gazing at
him with shining eyes. o

“Ken, Ken,” she whispered, it—it’s
all ended as—as I said it would. Ken,
you'll make thie most of your new chance
now, won't you?™

His eyes werd misty as ho looked at
her. ‘

“Marjorie,” he answered, *however
could a chap do otherwise, when asked
by you? You—you little brick!” he
breathed. .

And Marjorie happily laughed.

END OF THIS WEEK’S STORY.

!

ship between little Marcelle Biquet, the French Fourth Former, and

her American studymate, Leila Carroll.

Dramatic events, yes,
involving Babs & Co. and other popular characters—but surprisin
events, too, with a big photographic competition as a background,

as you will see when you

Hilda Richards’ latest absorbing story

for yourselves. Order your SCHOOLGIRL now.

¥ am going, Warrington, fo
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Thrills and excitement galore await you— =

FOR NEW READERS.
MAY JOLIPHANT, a cheery Euglish gir
ard_her lees daring chum, PeN
I

arou

but most likeablo

¥in So’s governess is appa

to sccompany the girla,

ventures, they discover that a mystery
: eu;ng an emerald

hB}m. howover, was as perplexed os

they.

-1 eamnat understand why they did

not turn into the camp,’” she aaid.

“It’s puzzling.” ; .
“I’'m vot stopping until we catch up

woman W r o is e 3 Sade

seheniing agaimst thom. g0 & wi rap,’ ] t .
y camp, whers Yin 8n, on the glitnedl;. treps”. Mey  soid; doter

queen’s eun‘t.um& i mistaken for 2 i

her by rival gipsies and kidnapped I a _ Morsworth, their _destination, was

horse -trap. ma, “and the forgoiten. They did not know . the

real gipsy princess give on horse- {ime; they did not -know where they

back, wers, except on the mountainside,

(Now read on.)

TrickeJ 1
ritted teoth,

AY rodo  with
bumped auu sbaken ad her
-'horse cantered over the un-

o eéven ground. To ride bare-
backed was a mnovelty, but mnot a
pleasant one—and most unpleasant of
all for Daphne who, on another horse
behind May. could scarcely stay on.
But whether they ran a .risk of a
bad fall or not, there was nething for
them to do but ride on through the
mist in the hope of overtaki the
trap, which could be seen dimly ahead.
As the steepness of the slo in-
creased, however, their Lorses slowed,
and Daphné heaved a huge sigh of

relief as eho managed at last to sit
dpright.” . -
““Qh, May, where are they taking

her1* shb: oried. ¢

May "shook her head, terribly wor-
ried, ns her face showed. hera was
no trace of ‘the usually chegrful ex-
pression that her friends knew; she
looked haraseéd. - Rain streariied down
her cheeks; her hat -was gone, her
hair damp and lank - Daphne, who
usually prided nerself. upon her chic
appearance, felt now like a mnewly
bathed Pekingese, and did not lock
unlike one about the hair.

But neither. cared about her per-
sonal appearance. They were far too
worried for such a tmivislity. Even
to Daphne it seemed a thing of neo
consequence, ; ; )

“My golly! = Where can- they, be
tnltm%P hor?” asked May blankly, and
rode level with their gipsy girl escort.

riding wp to tho lofty peak, fifteen
hundred feet above sea lovel.

Since their horses ‘¢ould mnot be
forced on at greater speed up' the

slope, May. and Daphne had time to f#

think and t:i.lk'.: : ke o Badds et L
“May—May, I see. it £ll now ! sald

Dapbtie shakily. “It's all part of a

plot against' Yin Su. I'm sure it ia.

been carried ol apparenily . by a
genuine miatake,ﬂlmg.‘ause in the rf:ynl
gipsy dress she resembled the princess
who -was to-become the tribal queen.
But was that all bluff?

Whatever the metive, Yin Su was
kidna , B thes ssemed no nearer
her 'than they had been when they
started to give chase at-the Toot of the
mmountaip. 7 - . :
The rain’ was mere drifting mist
now; the wind was steadier, and less
savage.  Nevertheless, the mountain
was bleak and inhbspitable. The mere
thought of "having to, spend & ‘might
there made Daphne shiver. &+ - -
. “Qari you see the trap still, May 1" she
etted,” ¢ T :
May could not, ne? ‘coild the gipsy
girl. "80 ‘all thre¢ drew rein, listen-
g carefully. ! ' X
“Poor Yin 8u, ~he's cortainly secing

Cleverly, May and Daphne rescue Yin Su from the gipsy
kidnappers—only to run into frésh peril in a mountain.
mist!

And Madame X is behind it—ihat
awful woman with the emerald ring.”

“Behind this? How?!” asked May,
in surprise. “How could she know
that we'd go into the gipsy encamp-

ment? - How could she know that Yin.

84 would iry on ihe princess’ frock,
be taken”for the princess, end be kid-

,naBped?

aphne wes not quite sure, but she
was, nevertheless, still of the opimon
that the mystery woman who had so
strangel{) crossed their path before
was to blame for this,

“She knows our plans;” she shid
suddenly, as inspiration came. “Bhe
knew ‘we Wweore going “to Morsworth,
and .she bribed the gipsies to Lkidra
Yin Su. 'That's what the has wante
all along. It can’'t be us she's try-
ing to citch. We don’t matter. ,But
Yin Su’s someone of importance.”
~ May was sffent. Even though she
wazted to deny the possibility of such
a plot, she suddenly 'realised that
Da}&ne might be right. ¥in Su had

- s0ftly, "“Go carefully

England,” sighed May. *Right up in
the mountains, too, " Poor kid, do
‘hope she isn’t too Trightfully scared.”
ismounting, May suddenly stooped,
exgmining ‘the ground, and when she
looked up her eyes had a shine of
hope. R
“Look I she exclaimed, pdmtinqrto
the soft ground: *Wheel-marks! The
trap came this wav, and turned left.” -
The marks were not clear, yet easily
enough eecni whéh 1 close examinasion

‘was made. " They were unmistakable,

foo, and“the ‘gipey girl. -wheeled her
borse to follfow them. ‘
“No;. just a minute,’”” demurred May
They may he
hiding. ' If so, we ,an’trap them.”
May . thought equickly . and a plan
came t6 her—ome that' might mean

gt
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sucess if they could all osrry it out. In
s whisper she explained to Daphne
and the gipsy girl, whose name they
found was Zolla.

“Zalla, you and Daphne tske all
three horses,” said May. “I'm going
to follow these tracks on foot. You
go in tho other direstion, will you?"
- The mist was hiding them at the
moment; but onee’ they moved the
sound of the horses’ hoofs would give
away tho direction of, movement.
May’s soft footfalls would not be
heard, however, so that she could
hurry along in the wake of the trap.

On level ground the horses had
helped them.” But climbing up this
slope, May would have an advantage

over the trap. -
“You won't get lost, May?” Daphne
I I do it will

asked anxiously, :
“I'm not trying to.
be bad luck.’” answered May, with a

foint smile to encourage Daphne.
“But as I can always follow the
tracks back te here, ghall be all
right.” .

Then, creepin
slipping now an
the vanished trap.

If it had not been discovered that
Yin Su was not the gipsy gqueen-to-be,
there was etill a chance that May,
makinﬁ it clear .to her captors, .cuufd
have the Chinese girl freed.

up the grassy slope,

But her conjectures ended sudd‘enlilv,'-

and all her concentration was given to
listening, for ahead she heard voices,
and n dozen paces farther om saw the
trap- e ‘

The horse was grau‘nﬁ. and the man
and the gipsy girl steod beside it

“They have been fooled,"” the man
said, with a laugh can hear their
horses going away to the path.”

He had been listening at the ground;
but it was he who had been fcoled.

May looked now for the third figure,
Yin Bu, asnd presertly saw a girl
in the trap, her princessly

then, she set off after.

garb half-hidden under th‘u‘ tarpaulin

cag% ., .
e two gipsics were pear the eart,
and there was no sign of any bonds—
or anything at all to prevent the girl
in princessly clothes from getting up
and making at least an attempt at
escape. Yet she did not move. -
May, obscured by the mist, took B
devious course, and under cover of
serub, crept to within three or four
ards of the girl she thought was Yin

u.

The girl turned her head, stretched
her hands, and pulled the tarpaulin
more closely about her.

May drew back, startled, for—it was
not her chum at all.

“Not Yin Su *? murmured May,
half-aloud.

She could not believe her eyes at first,
and moved a little eloser; then, fearful
of revealing her presence, she turned
back.

-Far more quickly than she had
arrived, May went down the slope,
following the tracks of the trap. She
catled sofily to Daphne, who answercd
with an eager, relieved *cooce.”

“Well 7" asked Daphne, as she and
Zella rejoined May.

May told her news, and was a little
annoyed by Daphne's insistence that she
must have been mistaken.

#“Bosh |” said May bluntly. "I know
Yin Su when I see her, and I say that
gir! wasn’t Yin Bu.” ’

“Then what ever has happened to Yin
Su?” asked Daphne.

“That,” frowned May, really worried
now, “is the problem. What do you
think 7" she asked the gips girl.

The gipsy gir]l pointed down the
mountain to where, in the hollow, lay
the gipsy camp from which the trap
had departed. :

“There " she said. * She must be
thera. They found she was not me, the
one they wanted to kidnap, and have
made someone else wear the frock to

lead you on a false trail.”

- seemn afraid, *woul
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% You are going back to that spot now
to claim the frock?” May asked.

“No," seid the gipsy girl, a fash in
her eyes. “1 am going to my people.
1 will bring a score of men, snd wo
will show these rebels who is master!
They will rue this,” she ended, in ring-
mg tona, - i s 3

“Well, bring a score for ms, too,”
urged May, “ just in case we need them.
How on earth Daph 'end I can rescua
Yin Su if they mean to keep her
prisoner, I don’t know."” :

But somehow it had to be done.

"W " . 1]
~ “You Thief, Yin Sul .
IN ‘80U sat on a chair in the best
fitted of all the gipsy, caravans,
which, although not luxuriousliy
equipped,” was clean, colouriul,
and comfortable,

An old wrinkled gipsy woman, Leila, -
was there with the one who had shown
such anger, and whose name was Tara,
and who seemed to be the leader of this
camp, .

Yin Su was afraid, still convinced
that these peoplo were. the English
version of the Chinese bandit, even
though there was not that liberal show

of arms nor the same scrupulous
politeness,

“Who-are you'l” asked Leila. “Do
not lie.”

“To lie,” said Yin.Su, her voice a
little shaky, although sho tried not to
shame my honour-
able  ancestors, -miserable men of low
birth and humble origin though they
were,” sho added hurriedly.

“That ia & lie to start with,” said
Tara angrily. * You are rich. Your
people have money. Look at your
smooth, manicured ands, your careful
heirdressing. - Yes, you are rich,”: sho
ended, giﬂ;ndg a4 nod of satisfaction at
her own good judgment. * Your Peoplu
will pasv well to have you back.”

Yin Su quaked.

4 Poverty-strickon_father bent of back
secking simple fa_rthmgs on rich men’s
footsteps,” sho said. ° Sole of feet like
leather of shoes which he cannot afford
to buy,  This humble, despicable
Chinese girl scrub floors—" e g

“Rubbish1 Your hands wouldn’t le
gmooth if you did," said Tara, fixing
Yin Su with dark, brooding eyes ihat
seemed to pierco her mind.

Frail Yin Su sat with ler hands
clasped. .
“Jsed long stick to brush when
cleaning floors,” she said after thought.
“In China all girls forbidden to tonch
work with bare hands.”

Yin Su did not alter her story She
was poor, her people were poor, her
ancestors had been poor, the lowest of
the low A whip-round in the family
annually might in a year produce three-
pence. She herself was unwanted,
shunned.

For such was the story she would have
told Chinese bandits so that they would

, think she was not worth holding to

ransom.

The gipsies did not accept her stor{.
The moro she exaggerated her family
poverty, the surer they were that she
was a gir] of great importance and
wealth.

But they could not find out where she
lived, nor where she had come from.
She seemed to be gomg nowhere in
particular  For Yin Su's Orienta
wariness made her willing to mention
any destination but the real onc, Mors:
worth.

She did not consider that she was
tetling lies but merely being inteligent
in true Chinese manner.

«Bah1 FEither she is o stupid liar,
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or olse she has lost her memory,” said
Tara anxiously.” - :

Meanwhile, under -.cover® of . the
drifting mist, thickened by the smoke
from - the oamp, May Joliphant had
crept. down amongst the caravans.

From one to the other she went,
listening ~intently, - while Da hine kept
watch some yards sway, ready to give
a_soft whistle of warning if any of the
gipsies noticed May. L

Th ‘dus course May reached the
caravan where Yin Su was being
rjuestioned. Hearing her friend’s voice,
a thrill of excitement ran through her,
s0 great that she almast called out.

“Then you shall stay here!” she
heard the woman Tara say savagely.
“I1f you are just a working girl, you
shall work, and work hard. You s all
scrub, and your bare hands will touch
work, This isn’t China. You can go
o pretending you are poor. We know
better. But hard werk may loosen your

tongye.”
ay oropt away and rejoined
Daphne, but, did not speak until they
were out of earshot of the camp.
In a whisper then she told Daphne

what she had heard.
“They’ll _make poor Yin.Su work
hard!”  Daphne exclaimed, with
- genuine sympathy. ‘“Oh, Mayl We

1ust rescue her | And now, teo! Why,
ihey might take hor away agnin—where
we couldn’t find hor. If they think she
is rich, they'll hold her to ransom or
something.”

#1 know, I know,” muttered May,
biting her fip. “If we butt in, thou

wo may captured, too, and that
wouldn't help.” g

. “But. we mast buit in,” objected
Daphno, “We cau’t leave her. We

san’t even go for help, becsuse while
we're gone she might be taken some-
where else.” M .
May pressed her hand upon Daphne's
lineo, warning her to ha quieter, for
{here was more than a chance that their
voices might be heard, and as yet the
cnemy did not suspeot that their decep-
tion was kdown... . :

¥ There's only erie thing to de,” whis-
pored M%y_. T

es

“Use ounning,” May, said.  “¥in
Su’s pret.aqd,mgb'}'d ‘be"a humble. giri,
but they,de !'l}l. cligve her, If they go
oni thinking 1
to ransom; but if they think ghe is
poor—" } L A

“They’ll sat her free,” nodded
Daphne. “Then that's what we must

pretend. Let’s go and say she is peor.” ’

Daphne was never. spbtle, but May
fortunately realised that too obvious ds-
ception would be worse _than " none.
Caution was needed, and for several
rrnilrlmtes they discussed matters care-
ully. . :

As they talked a plan developed, and
May grew excited. To make sure that
Daphne would not fail, she coached her
carefully until she was word perfect,

ﬁ“d knéw just what had to be eaid and
one. . ;

Creeping away from the camp then,
they halt

when fifty yards from it and

boldly walked forward. )

“¥in Sul” called May.

“Yin 8a1" cried Daphne.

They both paw a g1psy man appear in

the ml:l_‘:a but they pretended not to see

him, and May turned to Daphne. . .

“Qh, where oan the little thief be?”

she exoleimed ‘orossly.

The mau turned back and they walked

on, calling the- Chinese girl by pame,

ankil; out of the mist, the man re-

suied by thetw&om_g;l.
» Apparen sur-

“Thank eﬁyﬁddhau T've found

S
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g is rich they’ll hold her.

someone ! _ Have
girl, pleagé®* =~

yom geen. 3 Chisese
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“Chinese girl—here!” she asked,
:‘.'_?,' strange place for a Chiice," isn't
"% Yes, it ig’ said May frownfully.
“But it's

that’s what she is.

ief 1 #id the w TP, .
“A thief ?” #aid the woman.. ° il ¢
“Yes, a thief,” cut in_ Da p",h_n%'i%ﬂig'.f"

bty B Lol B it e :

nantly. “A
washerwoman’s

be

come to the house—" '
“And then to go with
added May. * But the po ¥
her all right, the little thigh ¥
said you couldn’t trust thesé Chi
“And she was always gqod«?o
nothing, lettin
while sbe—-welﬁ
said Daphne, “with |

ands. 7
“Talks like 8 book, teo” ®Msdy
added. “But as she spends most: of hér

d:l.', reading that’s not to be wonderéd
:

The woman's face wore a heavy scowl.

“A thief, and the pelice after hert”
she said sharply.

“Yes. Maybe she i3 heing shelteréd
ople siding afd abetting "her,”
nodded May. *“ eghags she’s just one
of a ganﬁ. Woell, if the police do get
her they’ll get the lot.” -

The woman turned to the man and
muttered in Romany. Then she turned
back to May and Daphne, who had tried
not to exchange looks, but to peer about
them searchirgly.

“My friend seys he saw_a Chinese
girl loitering,” she said. “ Just there.”

She pointed into the mi;g; and told
the man to show the 1s where.
Beckoning them, he said he would do.
He walked forward, and May could
think of no alternative but to follow
him. It was not as she had planned
things, but if they wanted their “aot ~
io seem real they had to behave as they
would if it were so. To follow him was
all they could do.

“¥in Su!” they cried.

For a minute or two they roamed on,
calling, and théir hopes sank: hne
tried to whisper to May that the schems
had failed—that the woman had geen

A .
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g};;u%l;h!;a ,hué;gddgn_]_y g cry eams
: ] dered -‘|.-“1 vty ALy

“Here sh:‘,'l"fa POGRITE Wb gipsy
woman “I've got her! Hiding he%und
-the caravan, she was|”

"It ‘wastall the two girls could do te
represy: & shoutiof joy as they saw Yin

a likely place for a thlei. and Su béing “Whstled towards them; but

ih 'g‘;‘lqﬂt‘_sdﬁ-eontrol they managed
ot to 1 4d, May cried out an rgy:
Yoy listle ‘thief, Yin Su! gﬂzere
the paarlsf”
th’m'g dﬁpended upon Yin Sv's
she called out’in joy, as a
ibnd, the whole plan was ruinéd.

 Lost in ‘the Mountains!| |
UT . Yin Su, understanding, played

frawvells

t. :tell lice I she
ded! “Not -

im-
i, | “Not mean to take
grls.,: Bad gipsy people make

‘me sted]t!

© YUY alia 1” eried the gipsy woman.

“Wa know nothing of it I

- 4°Of course not. Bhe'd say anything,”
said May, putting on a black leck of
anger, - and snatching Yin B8u's right
arm.

Daphne teized hor loft, and together
they dragged Yin Su forward, while she
geemingly sought to get a resisting pur-
chase on the ground with her feet,

And_thus they went into the mist
down the mountainside, until, looking
back, they no longer saw. the gipey
woman.

“Quiet—don’t laughl”

May anxiously. -

Not until they reached the other gipsy
camp did they end their pretence of
espturing & thief. But there they
halted. - . s ; )

Yin Bu, without'a word, clasped Mey
and hugged her. Although she tried to
quaver a word or two, she was quite
voiceless with deep emotion, and the
cheek that she pressed to May's was
damp with tears. S

“Oh, Yin Sul” eaid May tenderly.
%We thovght you were gone for good.”

Tt was so terrifying 1" said Daphne,
with a sigh. N
- Xin 8u looked at May with shining
eyes, in which tears sparkled still: -

' “Clever, most wise and kind friend

murmured

« XFOU wicked girl, Yin Su | May cried, pretending to be angry and

¥S w;yngaf‘a:&mmhki; e i e Chinese gel ©What hete

gou dense with thode pearis ? ™ St Intig her' bl t would her
caplos be deseived by this cunhing suse P

s
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20 “On Tour With Yin Su!”

May—and Daphne,” she added, stretch-
ing out her lett hand to Daphne. *Bad
Yin Su steal pearls.”

She laughed then shakaly, and they
alf laughed, And she told them how
the woman had returned to the caravamn,
oalled her s thief, and told her that two
English girls, daughters of her washer-
woman mother’s employer, were seekin
her. Yin Su had been quick-witte
onough then to know who those girls
were, and fortunately she had played

up. .-
But before they could go more deeply
into the matter they became aware of

exoitement in the gipsy camp, of mut-

of many

tored words, aud thie clom
the mist,

horses’ hoofs. Then out o

havieg heard the voices, came the gipsy

prinoess, :

Whon she saw Yin Bu she was pleased,
and greoted her warmly. .

“Hq you arc found. Good 1” she said
simply “But now mt people will re-
oapture the stolen frock that matters so
much to us. And you,” she added to
Yin Su. “would do well to change from
those rags into your own clothes They
are in my caravan.' )

Yin 8u, delighted to find her own
clothes, almost purred with pleasure
when she changed into them.

“RBut we can't stay,” said May
briskly *We simply must get to
Morsworth.”

Tor ai Morsworth-they were to pick up
instructions at the post office from Miss
Vesey, the absent governess. A letter
wonld tell them where next to take ¥in
8u, and contain further money.

80, reluctart though they were to
loave. the warm cargvan, they bade fare-
well to the gipsy girl, who came to sce
that everything was all right.

Leaving the ig];l: camp, they made
for the road, lighthearted and bappy
again, even though still so far from

orsworth Post Oftice.

Just ahead was the road, and gwmte
suddenly they ‘saw tho_glow of car
tamps, and the dusky outline of the car
itself

“My golly,
“We can got &

'y car!” cricd May.

Lift——"

Tho ear's rear lamp showed now, for
it was being turned.

o.oo.oodooog-o-ooo--oooboob

Triumph
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“Call out—stop them!" pieaded
Daphne : :

But May halted, snatching Daphne
back and pushing Yin Bu away.

“Quiet, quiet] My. goodness| Don't
you realise who it is?” shy whispered,

woman stood by the ‘car, and
although they saw her but dimly, they
heard her voice quite elearly. x

“Wait here; I mayenot be long,”
she said.

Then she .. turned towards them,
slim, tall, clad in tweeds; and yet,
although differently attired now from
when they hed previously seen "her,
who shie was.

y fell back, and Daphne clutched
‘at May, whispering:
dadame X 17 . ‘

“Bhush |” warned May. A

And they all crouched back into the
mist. : - :

The woman, looking round at the
car, did not notice them, but walked
on townrds the. gipsy camp. whenco
there came sounds of commotion, shout-
ing, jingling of harness, and thump of
horses’ hoofs; sounds that so held her
attention that she did not glance side-
ways. . :

Only when she had. moved out of
sight did May speak. .

“She didn't see us—but it was the
woman with the emerald ring.
know ber walk—I know her build.”

“And the car,” nodded Daphne.
“The one she had when we saw it
before. Oh goodness! May, I was
right, you see. She planned this—"

“Never|” said May,
ringing comnviction. “How could sh
know we'd come herg—""' ‘

Daphne dragged at her hand,

“She mustn't know where we're
going. Come on—oversthe rosd, and
straight on,” she urged. ) =

And May. even though she had
planned that they should retrace their
steps to the fork road where they had
taken the turning, allowed herself to
be led in the opposite direction.

The mystery woman had had her
car turned so that it headed the way
she had come, the way Mai hed in-
tended to go. If they walked along
that road there was more than a slight
chance that she wonld overtake them
—and they had no wish for her to see
them K ’

“She may guess we went there—but
she shan't know where we are going,”
determined May. “The fork road. is
straight ahead over this hill in front,
and if we keep on we shall cut into
it—and well shead of the actual fork.”

In silence they climbed the hill
ahead, which seemed to rise stcadily.
To what height it rose they could not
guess, since its summit was shrouded
in mist; and they were beginning to
wonder if, like the other, its hecight
was mountainous wheu the ground
levelled. ‘

“Hurrah! And now we'll
going down,” satd May gladly. .

She halted for a breath, and they
locked about them. - )

The drifting mist, white and moist,
beyond s few
yards’ range, but they did “not mind
that. In fact, it suited their presant

start

o -well. " They wantéd to

e road,

ey tould not see t! 3
even tha

since now

safe. i
- & Beraight on, is it !’ asked Daphne.
May turned from her geneisl

a . BUIrVEY. '~

* Why—yes,” she said slowly.. -

5 ‘B . 3 . vh Y s B : 5 ) 7
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“Where's the road ?” she asked.

“Therc !” said Daphne, poinling to
her left.

“No, no. The road is there,” cor-
rected Yin Su, pounting half-right

“Both wrong,” exclaimed Mas.
“ Because—well, don't know,” s&he
ended uncertainly
 They were silent.  None dared to
voice the alarmed thought that came
to their minds.

“What fools we were to leave the
road.” murmured May., “Let’s gct
back to it.”

She walked to the right, and then,
drawing back, formed s plan.

“Listen 1”, she said. “Let's go in

three directions and call in turn, jou
first, Daph, then you, Yin Su—then
me. But don’t get out of earshot.
Understand?  And the -first to hear
sound of the gipsy camp yell *Yip,
viy yipt' " '
"It “seemed & good plan, snd they
separated, calling: in turn.as they went
farther and farther apart. But ne
one “yipped!” not even when their
voices -were faint and only just to be
heard.

May.

. Yin 8u answered, and moved in to
oin May; then both called for
aphne.

“['ve dropped my best hanky |” she
shoured. -

“Qh, bother!” exclaimed May, and
then added: “Oh, well, we might as
well go to lock for it as do anything

Ea "

together againl” yelled

And, rejoining Daphne, they epent
twenty minutes or more looking on the
ground, amongst bushes, in all diree-
tions, but in vain.

“No good,” said May. “Let'e get on.”

Thoy walked for an hour, and then
suddenly Daphne stooped. .

“There it 181" she’cried, poinfing to
the ground.

“There what is?” asked May. A
light—the camp—the road "

“ No—my lost hanky,” said Daphme,
and walking forward <three paces
picked up her handkerchief in tfiumph.
#*My goodness, fancy the wind's blow-
ing it all this way!”

Neither May nor Yin 8u spoke, but
their faces werc long and they could
not echo Daphne's joy. . ;

“Oh, Daphi Don't you seo!” said
May dismally. “We're baock where you
dropped it. We've been walking al!
this time in a circle. And here wc avc
—back again to the same spot—"

She broke off, biting her lip, and
Daphne suddenly slopped down. .

“Oh, May, I'm done! I—I can't go
on. My shoes hurt!” she said tear-
fully. ~“I've got a blister and—
and-—" ; .

She covered her face with her hands.

Yin Su, very pale, linked her fingers.

“With great calm await guidance of
Providence,"” she murmured.

“If only—"" May began, and then
broke off, listening intently. “Hark!”

<A dog,” said Yin 8u, turning her

ead. ‘ :

“Faintly there came to them the sound
of a doFa‘ howl, plaintive,” eerie, arcd
Mpy's iong [ace broadened into e
smile. i :

. “My golly, a'dog! ' And where a dog
is there's” a house—peop ome on
Daph, pull ypursel togéther! - we'll
help you—we must find that dog!”

DO the lost chums locate the unseen
dog? And does it lead them to

' sifety?- “There are thrills and surprises -

galofe in _stori; for you in next week's

- magnificent ¢ i, 50 be sure to
pir,’SQHm!

_ oider yoi

Rt‘nt once.
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“How Come You Here,
Wench ?” b

““ AYRE, Fayre, bring me my

: new dancing slippers |7

‘ The. young y
heart that command from
her sunt, the Baroness le Feuvre, ac-
companied by a handclap like a pistol-
shot, to obey, hurrying across
the large, straw-covered floar of the
boudoir to find the pretty red and gold
dancing slippers. .

There were six Iadies waiting on the
baroness, but shie could have found work
for twice that number, two of the party
nsually . being in tears in one part of
the room or onother. o

And this, Fayre reflested, was just a
Jdress rchearsal. 3 :

What ¢ would he like to-night, just
hicfore. the: Castle Lo glej:.b'ﬁ- defied
her imagination. iere -would be panig

then, uprosr, tears, even blows for those
ladies. who .were too slow.
Besides, to-night the baron would be

dressing in special party clothes of rich
velvet and gold lace, and: st least half
a dozen peaple would' be in the stock:
for incompetence, or any other reasocn
that came to his mind. f he could not
find his iillum;let.ﬂ--—bwaima he was sit-
ting on them—then the hosier went to
the stocks.

But Fayre was Iortunnt.eli not re-
uired to masist the barom, her uncle.
he“ aunt- was tho worst that afflicted

T
“ Fayre [” snapped the plain, strideni-
voiced 8. " Warm these slippers.
One day you will be old enough to go
to & ball You shall learn how things
should be done.” |

Fayre's eyes sparkled at the mere
thought of going to the ball, .

“Qhb, my lady!” she murmured. ¢Ii
only it could be to-night, But ther—I
am too young!” she smid with & state:,
ment ‘that she manpgtd to voico as &
guestion. : v

The baroness barked a reply.

* Taka_such idle thoughts . your
vacant mind, ohild. This is to'be no
childifi’ gee-party, but s ball, a grand -
affgit’ - Ear) Longwid “has-com® back.’
from the Grasade-with rich sl with -
golden ornaments and vessels, &nd they:

_ do say & Baracen maiden.”

.
- T

Fayre, i}

“ A gurld” asked Fayro eagerly. “¥d
like to sse & Saracen girl, sunt.

“Qilenca! You will ba abed and
asleep before the revelry iz half ecom-
menced. When you bave warmed the
slippers and fi them to my feet, hie
you to your own school-room to write.
the letter of welcome to Earl Longwin.”

Fayre fitted her aunt’s shoes, and
then, casting & sympathetic glanee at a
comely maid who had her ears soundly
boxed for speaki without being

. spoken to, went gladly out.

The bullying baron meant to

. have Robin Hood in his

_ dungeons. Instead, thanks to

Lady Fayre, Robin Hood was

at the baron’s banquet as

guest of honour—without the
baron suspecting!

8he did not hurry to her school-room,
but paused to take note of all the
wonderful happenings in the castle. . -
It: was » magnificent place, stropgly.
built to resist the most desperate and;
determined miege, (arrisoned by .a.
larie force of soldiers, it was equi '
wit its own dairies, workshops,
armoury, woodwork shops, smithies,
stables—in fact- it was a walled, com-
3. township ruled by the Barom le
euvre. -
The ball, held in the mighty . hall
would -be a magnificent aﬂ'a%r, “blessed
by .a bishop, with barons, earls, knights,
their ladies and entourage; while, as
guest of bonour, there was the Saxon

1
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By IDA MELBOURNE

Earl Longwin, a man of might;y valonr
who had earned King Richard’s praise
at the Crusade, and now was i
to summon more srms, blessings en:
money—especially money. &
From all parts of the mighty castle
came pounds of hammering, Jor tables,
the latest fashion, were being . m
stages were being run up, poles er
for pennants and bunting and bannerets.

Extra stocks and pillories had been
ordered for the occasion, and the
dungeons had been swept out, as Fayrs
remembered they had been cnce hefere
when she was a &mall girl and a French
nobleman had stayed in the castle, . -

In point of fact the Castle Igongley
belonged to the Lady Fayre, but the
baron had taken possession of it umtil
she came of age, and treated it as his
owh.

.Greatly excited by all tho gtepua-
tions, Fayro siole down to the banguets
ing hall, where long tables were-being
ranged, measired by mercera for the
fitting of cloths, a French fad the
baroness rather admired.

If I could but go to the
ball,” Fayre sighed.

All the olfnglates and goblets would
be arrayed, the castle jester weuld
add to the fun of all by eating.with
the aid of & queer, pron ed instrument,
instead of with his gers in
manner of noblomen.

Sighing, Fayre went up to the school-
room, where the Veuerable Brie, her
tutor, was drafting a suitablo message
of welcome to the Baxon earl.

It would be Fayre's task to copy out
that message with graceful writing,
snitgbly illuminated with artful, secref

aints, the compesition of which the

enerable Brie had learned from cer-
tain Irish monks

“Good sir,” said Fayre, 88 he looked
vp from the work, to which his r
sight, spectacles not having then been

.i invented, compelled him to bend until

his'mose shmost touched the parchment.
“Xood. sir,-pray tell me more of this
farabeq), paiden. - Is she black as ebony,
or is sHe brown? Does she wear snakes
as we in England wear s nechlet of
beads1* Mo

The Venerable Brie did not know,
but being-a learned -man was-able. to
be - evésive. In' sdtiie cases dotibtless
snakes were so worn; he said; in others
vet, “while - many Saracen maids wer
much darker skinped than others,” n
PR . L ]

gome less, ~ -0 . R
"1t often puzsled Fayre to know how
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he acguired his extensive, faultless
knowledge. '

“ And will she dance at the ball?” she
scked eagetly,

“ A1l will dance,” answered the Veser-
ablo Brie, “except those who prefer not
to do so, or who are prevenied from
doing so by physical infirmity, or b
the will of the baron. Why,” he ended,
giving onc of his rare smiles, “last year
gven the scrving wenches danced with
the pages.”

Feyre's cyes sparkled. .

“The serving wenches!” ghe. ex-

_elgimed. “Oh, that I conld be B
serving wench rather than the Lady
¥ayre. I could dance then; I eould
have fun! Ob, if only it could be!”

Her voico thrilled, but the Venerable
Brie, fuite shocked by such g sug-
gestion, wagged a reproving forcfinger
at her, ;

“(ome, come, it i5 mohlspnse you
rpeak. Ounce & lady, always a lady.
You cotild not be & serving wench1”

But Fayre’s eyes had s glimmering,
far-away look, She was thinking of the
ragged frock in the old wooden chest in
her room, of the shabby cloak; how
she had often worn them and escaped
from the castle ubrecognised, her true
identity unsuspected! And if she eould

¥our Editor’s address is:—
The BCHOOLGIRL Office, Fleatway House.
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

Y DEAR READERS,—With
almost every post 1 receive
there is generally at least one
letter written in rather plaimntive,
entreating terms such as these:

* Please, Mr. Editor, when are we
going to have another story
featuring So-and-so?  Bhe's my
special favourite at Cliff House, and
it scems ages and ages since she
played a big part in a story ”

And that is where we cneounter
one of those little problems which all
. Editors have to face now and again;
the problem of how to give every
reader what she wants, all the time |

I'm sure you know that i1f I had
my way I would feature every one
of the Cliff House favourites—from
Babs to Diana Royston-Clarke, from
little Dolores . Essendon of the
Second Form to Miss Valerie
Charmant—every single week of the
year. But, oty course, that's so
obviously impossible that it rather
makos you smile to imagine it, does
it not?

I do, however, try to do tho next
best tking, and that is to “star " all
your favourites in turn. In this way
every reader has her epecial heart’s
desire fulfilled from time to time,
and is able to look forward with
eager anticipation to the wext
“starring ” of her favourite.

And ['m sure that all tho Cliff
House stories enthral you, even if
those featuring your own pet char-
actor make an extra appea

8o to all those readers who often
wonder why Diana or Clara or Leila
Carroll or'Jemima Carstairs seem to
have been left out in the cold for

do that, why could sho not, on the night
of the ball, become & serving wench?

The more she thought of the idea the
more it gripped her, and five minutes
or so later, when the Venerable Bric
went in search of the baron to show
hitn the message of welcome to Earl
Longwin, Fayre hurried to ber bed-
chamber.

In a moment she changed from her
lovely rich red velvet frock into the
shabby frock of dark green and the
ragged cloak with its covering hood |

“ Yes, they will take me for a serving
wench,” she assured herself in shaky
excitement. “And, after all, I can go
to the ballt AH that I need now is

some dark stain for my face, such stain
as Robin Hood can make!”

Robin Hood, friend of the poor, was
her friend, too. Bhe knew his secret

hiding-place in the wood, and the idea
of her going to the ball would amuse
him e would help her. For Robin
Hood thought that she was just a poor
village gir] who roamed the woods,
Going - swiftly down the corridor,
Fayre made for the stone stairs. But
reaching them, she paused. Someone
was mounting them, heavy of tread,
with steps she knew -only too well.
“The baron!” she muttered.

rﬁthcr a long time, I would just say
this:

Hilda Richards hasn’t forgotten
your favourites; she will definitely
give them. a siory of their own just
a3 soon as it is their turn again.

And meanwhile, “both  Hilda
Richards and myself thank you, one
and all, for your most enthusiastic,
understanding, and—even in your
disappointment—delightfully friendly
letters.

But now 1 simply must deal with
next week’s fine story programme, or
there won't be any space left at all,

“THE SPLIT IN STUDY NO. 31"

is the title of the Cliff House story.

It features two very popular girls,
Marcells Biquet, the petite and
attractive French Fourth Former,
and her great chum, Leila Carroll,
of America

In Study No. 3 these two have
lived in perfect harmony for a very
long time, but the interventiop of
another girl, Lorna Millerchip, gﬁsa
Bullivant’s niece, disrupts that har-
mony in dramatio fashion.

Lorna is determined to break up
the friendship between Marcelle
and Leila: determined to take
Leila's place in Marcelle’s affec-
tions. Cleverly, she makes usarof the
faot that Leila has entered for a
photographic contest in which most
of the school is taking part. And
only too well does her plot succeed.

It seems on the surface that
Lorna's only desire is to bring about
a eplit in Study No. 3—but at the
end of the story there is a big sur-
prise which puts quite a different
complexion on everything.

Next Saturday’s issue will also
contain further fascinating chapters
of “On Tour with Yin 8u,” anather
delightful COMPLETE story of the
young Lady Fayre and gallant
Robin Hood, together with more. of
Patricia’s Chummy and Useful
Pages—so do order your copy well in
advance, won’t you?

With best wishes.

Your sincere friend,
THE EDITOR.

" made a fair man look dark.

‘'THE SCHOOLGIRL
The baron it was. He saw her; he
stared and halted.

“So-ho I” he exclaimed, glaring.
“And how come you here, & peasant-
girl? Bpeak, wenchi How come you in
my castle?”

Cause for Alarm!

AYRE'S heart went icy cold, |
Tho red-faced, burly baron, in
his magnificent purple cloak,
wrapped about a white, belted

robe, completely barred her way.
True, ks sight was_not too good, yet,
even so, was it possible that he could
fail to recognise her at such closo

quartera?
“What do you do here, wench?” he
repeated. * Who are you? Speak!”

*I—I1 but run an errand for—for the
Lady Fayre, my lord 'baron,” sad
Fayre in harsher tone than her own
normal voice. :

The baron leaned his bead forward,
narrowing his eyes as he stared at her
closeiir. and Fayre, terrified that she
would be recognised here and now, and
her plan ruined, pulled a face. She
twisted her fomtures, crossed her eyes,
and assumed such a hideous expression
that even sceing it but dimly the baron
winced with distaste.

“But you aro an ill-favoured wench,”
he grunted. “ Waste not your time ask-
ing my steward’s loave to attend at the
banguet. A face such as yours would
give ill-digestion to the best roast.”

Fayre giggled in a silly manner,
wriggling her shoulders, and the baren,
with a gesture of disdain, pointed to
the stairs.

Y Begone, idiot|” he commanded. -

Fayre scuttled forward as though he
were likely to cuff her in passing, and
she did nmot stop running, nor giggling,
until she was in the courtyard.

“ All the same, mayhap, he’ll sce me
waiting at the banquet, but with
comelior face,” she chuckled.

And ber heart was gay as she crossed
the courtyard, where there was a vast
confusion of shouting, of running to and
fro, of sawing and bhammering. Un-
challenged, she passed over the draw-
bridge, which_to-day was being Lopt
down, so many wers the wagons and
men and supplies passing to and fro
acroses it.

Dancing down the lane, the Lady
Fayre, now & mere village maid to out-
ward appearances, made for the woods,
wherein, hunted in vain by the sheriff
and the baron’s soldiers, lurked that
daring young outlaw, Robin Hood.

Robin Hood, who had need sometimes
of disguises to go into villages and
towns, knew the secret of ea that
ith such
a dye Fayre herseli might not be recog-
nised even by her own aunt!

It would be best of all to dance, but
next best it would be fun to be an extra
serviug wench, carrying pitchers of
water, agons of wine, loaves of bread,
and delicious honey. 2

Into the sunny, soft green wood she
went, where birds gaily sang and the
spirtt of sirmg made even the air
sparkle. There were wolves; but she
had & whistle, devised by Robin Hood,
with a shrillness that gent them snarling
away, ears twitching. And that
whistle also warned Robin Hood that
she was near.

An answering call came from a hunt-
ing-horn two minutes later, and into
view sprang the green-clad, smilmF
outlaw himself. ith & bow of wel-
come, he swept his pointed, feathered
cap from his head to the green. fresh

grass.
“Aha |” he smiled, his eycs twinkling
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with pleasure at sceing her, “‘Come,
coms, well met, sweet maid, for here
we are discussing what we shall wear at
the baren’s ball.” = = | '
. Fayre nearlyffell back. ‘

‘”ﬁ’ne baron's ball 1" she.'repeated.

“¥You have not heard of it?"” said
Robin Hood, amused. ’

“Heard of 11 said Fayre, who had
kept it always sedret from him who she
was. “ Why, ’tis my dearest wish to go,
Robin Hoos." L

. He smiled at her, and then tock her

.by the hand and.led her through the
trees to yvhere :the rest.of his merry,
green-clad band was gathered. - .

.. “I shall go' as the Baron Poof,” .said
- {8t Friar Tuck.

Wooi; the bishops are better. fed.”

“Hear them,” said :Rehin Hood,
llaufhgng. .“And you might think they
could go.” e e O : :

Fayro sighed sadly. . .. . ..

“¥You are not really going, then,
Robin Hood?™ she asked.

“With men-at-arms on guard,
every . face closely scanned?! Why,
’twould . be putting ourselves- in the
dungeons,” he:said, shaking his head.-

Fayre was silent, thoughiful,  And
suddenly a daring idea came into her
mind. % .

“I have it. The Earl Longwin !” she
cried. N

“The Earl Longwin ?” achoed Robin
Hood. “Rumeur has it he is returning
from the Crusade.” i -

“And the "baron has never seen him
face to face,” nodded Fayre, in excite-

. ment, '“Nor his knights and followers.
I—I have heard it from sound source—
from the Lady Fayre.”

“The Lady Fayre—you seem to speak
often with the Lady Fayre,” mnused
Robin Hood. ““And she does seem to
give you fair speech and warning of the
‘cagtle’s doings. But.this Eerl Longwin,
Es_-_l’ .

Fayre saw it all in 3 flash.

“The baron expects Earl Longwin,”
she said, speaking repidly. “How
should he know if it is Earl .Longwin

cor pot 7 ¢ :
“Ah) By his. rich clothes,"” said
Robin: Hoed. ! ..

.“And .can; only thin FKarl Longwin
wear- those .richiolothes !” asked Fayre.
“ Methinks ' they would fit Robin Hood
ag well: whils .the. Earl Longwin cooled
his heels in—in some other plase.. Per-
haps—perhaps in the ruined Castle of
Munworth.” ' « . ! i
-~ Robin Hogd did net speak, but stared
at her round-eyed ; then he gave a hearty

- roar.of 'laughter and slapﬁed:hie knees.

“Ear] Longwin from the Crusades—
. me |” he said, thumping his chest;

Fayre danced. i

“The Saracen maid with s hlack
skin—me 1" she said. “Ear] Longwin’s

- priest—Friar Tuek!” . :

Robin Hood gave a shout. of joy;.and
_his men, as they heard the grand idea,
cheered wildly.” For one and all had
thought with yearming of the grand
banquet, of the dancing and music and
the fun of the baron’s ball., -

“'Twill be done. I'll find the road
ihay must take. We'll waylay them,
lead them to the ruined  cas and

* take their place!” cried Robin Hood.
““And the mystery maid shall be the
Saracen charmer.” T

For twenty minutes or so they talked
-of it, and made Elans; then Fayre, fear-
ing that her absénce from castle
might be noted, returned there with
-great Speed,

In the confused eourtyard she passed
through unneticed and mounted-to her
rocom, where by the simple Erocess of
donning the rich red velvet frock, she
became again the Lady Fayro, and-not
Maid Marion of the Woods: -

“Ne, as the Bishop do

H

R

tutor.
was the tutor’s reply.

“ WHAT means“dle{army of soldiers ?
** "Twould seem the baron means to fight.”
‘“ He means fo fight the rascal Robin Hood ! '

)

| ,,,:?"‘p‘; l.2 i
" Fayre asked of her venerable
““ He does,”

Fayre's heart turned cold with horror.,

Then, from the school-room window,
she locked down as trumpets sounded,
“horsemen rode in with shining armour
and ants flying, and foot soldiers
marched with mighty stamping and the
jingling of chain-mail to take up posi-
tions,

“Why, gaod sir,” she said, turning
to her tutor, “it might be thought that
the baron expected an onslsught of the
castle, rather than visitors,”

The Venerable Brie stroked his beard,
and smiled slyly.

“The baren doth indecd expect an
onslaught,” he said.

“Of the castle?”
amazed.

“Nay, of his guest, the Earl Long-
win."” )

Fayre’s

asked Fayre,

quick mind guessed
ber ask the question.: .
~“Onslaught frYom whom ¥ 5
“From ‘that rascal Bobin Hood.”
"“And the soldiers are going to fight
Robin Hood ?* :gasped Fayre, her heart
leapmg. i s
“Yes. ‘A hundred soldiers: mounted,
a.rcherg,.!meq'-atdrms.” said the Vener-
able Brie, with velish. *If Robin Hood
has planned to attack the Earl Long-
win's retinue, he will have to reckon
with two armies. He will be attackod
front and rear——" '

“He—he might be killed?” gasped

Fayre in panie. .
he Venerable Brie's eyes glinted.
“¥es; for the haron has vowed that
to-night Robin Hood shall be the guest
of bonour, alive or dead " .

Such Revelry—for Fayre!
A’

tress.
KRy

Lady Fayre almost swooned.
“Oh, why did I not think of
this |”" she moaned in deep .dis:

ou? What bas it to do with
you?"” asked the Venerable Brie.

But Fayre did not apswer him. She
stood with clasped hands, staring wide-
eved Irom the window at the assembled
troops in the courtyard. . .. .

Her heart was heavy with despeir;
and she knew she would never forgive
herself if harm came now to Robin

the,
answer, ‘but the alarm’it gave her made.

she heard the dread words.,ihe’

Hood, as surely it must. For it had
been her suggestion that he should way-
lay the Earl Longwin; and if only she
Had given the matter fuller thought,
she would surely have known that an
escort would be sent to bring the earl
safely to the_castle.

“What can I do?” she whispered to
herself. “How car I save him 7"

Her mind was in &_whirl. -It was too
late to warn Robin Hood now.. Accord-
ing to their ]Ean, he was on the move
to encounter Earl. Eongwin; and in the
courtyard, the troops were assembling,
roared at by the red-faced barpn, whose
voice carried all but half a myilel

In & few minutes, they would be on

the march, the mounted -unit hurrying

forward, the foot soldiers in reserve.
If they left the castls, Robir, Hood
was doomed. - :

“ And all becanse I want to go to the
ball,” said Fayre miserably. * Oh,
poor Robin Hood! The soldiers moust
not leave ” - ¥ ® a

A desperate plan to lower: the draw-
bridge and drop the porteillis came to
her; but she knew that:it would be a
hopeless project. Quickly loweréd, both
could-be as speedily raised. -

And then, as she looked at the Vener-
able Brie, an idéa came. BShe walked
to her table, sat down, and, selecting
the dirtiest piece of paper, wrote on it.

Since she eould not warn Robin Hood,
the one thing she could do was to ensure
that the baron’s men did not go to the
earl's aid. :

Either they must be detained in the
castle, or else—sent on some fool's
errand. ;

So: now, taking care that the Vener
able Brie did not see what she wrote,
she sorawled a -message in disguised
handwriting, 2 plea for help from some
other guest. ) .

From the west, the direction oppo-
site that from which the earl would
arrive, & bichop was coming,

If -2 message were brought from him,
calling for:aid, then the baron would
surely ride to, his rescue! And if the
message claimed-that Robin Hood was
attacking him, then the baron would
no longer fear that the outlaw 'wqqld
be attacking the Earl Longwin'in qhite
another place! .
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fayre wrote her message :

“Send help, 1 beg; we are attacked
by the evil Robin Hood. We cannot
last much longer. We are five miles
from your ecastle on the Langfrey
road. (Signed) Wocax, Bishop.”

Folding the message, Fayre went into
the corridor, there 1o devise some means
of sending it off. .

It must appear to come from outside
the castle, otherwise the baron’ might
suspect that it was a hoax. Yet for her
to run outside and arrange for it to be

sent in would take time. "

With Robin Hoed in her mind, she
thought instantly of his own favourite
weapon—the arrow |

I'rom the castle battlements, an arrow
could be dispatched bearing the mess-
age. And since there was nothing to
distinguish a plain arrow used by a
castle archer from any other, the baron
would suppose that the arrow had been
sent from a messenger who had tried
to fire it into the castle itself. ;

All that remained now was to fire
that arrow from the battlements—ar
since the could not herself shoot such
a distance, to persuade some archer to
do ro. s

At top speed, holding up the long hem
of her rich red velvet frock, Fayre ran
up the stone staircase to the casile
battlements, where archers were posted
as sentries, having a magnificent view
of the spreading countryside.

A young archer saluted her, and
Fayre looked at the road, a hundred
and fifty yards away, where a pedlar
rode on his mule.

“Ab, "to think Robin Hood could
shaot an arrow to that man from such a
great distance as this,” she said.

" The young archer, a lit{le huffed,
spoke écoffingly of Robin Hood and the

“legends ‘about him, saying that to shoot

an arrow such a distance was a matter
of ease. And being doubted by Fayre,
he "became grim, and took an arrow
from his quiver. 4

“Don’t hit the pedlar, nor his mule!”
begged Fayre. ? ¥

The ' archer promised~ to drop his
arrow three yards in front of both.

“DBut wail—I must tie mf/ handker-

uck,” said
Fayre,

It was the message she affixed, the
archer being more concerned with
judging the distance and the wind than
whether it was paper or rag that was
tiedd to the arrow.

Taking careful aim, he let fly, and the
arrow. singing throngh the air, struck
the soft ground some four yards in front
of 1he alarmed and angry pedlar, who
stood np and shook both fists.

“0Oh, 'twas  wonderful — wonderful I”*
saidl Tayre with wide-eyed admiration
that made his cheeks redden. *You
musi indeed be the champion archer of

all the castle.”

And leaving the young archer proud
and happy, Fayre went down the stone
stairway at such speed that she nearly
knocked over Sir Geoffrey, who was on
a landing, secretly practising a gavolte

slep that he usnally blundered.

The baron was ‘alveady leading his
meu from the castle, and Fayre, hfting
the hem of her frock, chose not to hear
the bareness calling angrily in rebuke
from a window.

It would be only a matter of minutes
now- hefore,the baron saw the arrow in
the roadway; and he would be sure to

motice the message attached to it, As

he was unable to read, and his followers

were similarly handicapped, he would
need Fayre's aid, so she meant Lo be on
the spot.

The guard at the barbican had orders
not to let her pass from the castle, how-
ever, so with what patience she could
muster, Fayre had to wait.

It was hardly a minute she waited,
however, for a” horseman came clatler

ing back.

“The Lady Fayre! TFind the Lady
Fayre, or the Venerable Brie!” he
called. “There is writing to be vead!”

As he reined up his horse, I'ayre
stepped forward. . )

Y Writing 4 she said. ~“Where found
you this, Sir Giles?"—for it was a knight
who had brounght back the message.,

“In the road. ’Twas attached to an
arrow !” he exclaimed. * Ilere comes his
lordship.”

The baron, cantering
charger, shouted at Tayre. :

“Read to me what it .says! Tt may
indeed be urgent.” ;

Fayre, pretending to have some litile
difficulty in reading the wriling, fultered
it out slowly. ]

“8end help I beg: we are allacked
by the evil Robin Hood. We cannot
last much longer.
from your- castle on "the Langlrey
road.” o :

Then she added: % L
“It is signed, Wogan, bishop.”

up on his

“Bishop Wogan!” roared the baron, *

his face growing redder. “The rascal
Robin Hood has thought him richer
prize than Earl Longwiun, has he?  Five
miles! By my halidom, it will mean
hard galloping; but we'll get the rascal.
Dead or alive, he shall be my guest to-
night—in the dungeons!” o

Fayre's eyes sparkled.  The plot had
succeeded, and she wanted to cheer.

“Hurrah ! she eried. i

The baron, a little surprised, never-
;heIess gave approval as he wheeled his
10rse,

“Hah! You have at last come to know
he is evil. You are glad to know he is
to be my guest to-night, eh?"

“I am indeed, uncle,” said Fayre,
looking radiantly happy.

Then she cheered again as in a cloud
of dust, the baron and his mounted men
rode away, followed by the infantry at
the trot. ~ For il was to the west they
turned, not ‘to the ‘east. where Robin
Hood lay in wait for Earl Longwin!

“Emb LoNgwix "

The trumpets sounded in the
Castle Longley, and swords flashed in
sulute, all in honour of King Richard's
Courier and Emergency Tax Collector.

Dusk had fallen,” and flares were
alight all along the walls and marking
the broad drive to"the gateway of the
keep. o

In splendid sparkling chain mail, with
purple velvet. cloak and the ecrusade
cross of England, Robin. Hood rode
through the gateway on a black charger.

Cheers rose, and the Baron le Feuvre
yelled most loudly of all to welcome his
guest ‘of honour, while -the baroness
showered flowers down from her -hower
window., !

A long stream of men followed, the
foremost soldierly, the laller ~looking
more like villagers dressed up in uni
form.

In point of fact the men in armour
were Saxon® villagers. They had fourht
lustily for. .the ~right to -wear that
armour when . Earl Lengwin and his
men had been .led to the ruined castle.

We are five miles

THE SCHOOLGIRL

One at a time they had crossed the
drawbridge, specially ‘repaired, and ona
at a time had been seized and robbed of
arms and armour,

-Now, still in the ruined castle, with
the porteullis lowered and well guarded,
and the drawbridge raised, they wera
helpless prisoners.

In splendid fettle, light of heart, confi-
dent of their good arms should emer-
geney arise, Robin Hood and his men
and friends entered the castle.

And in the middle of the procession
was what the. baron regarded as the
piece de resistance, the Saracen maiden.

Carried by four men, who supported
the poles ‘that bore her litter: the
Saracen maiden, almost quile hlack,
lounged at her ease wearing about her
neck a harmless grass snake dyed ox-
citing colours, .

The Saracen maiden was the Lady
Fayre, heart thumping with anxiely as
she raltled her bangles and jewels, and
hoped that all \mulg be well.

The baron greeted her in friendly
manner; lhe baroness was rather more
distant, although relieved to f(ind the
Saracen maid was indeed black and not
comely. .

There was much saluting and shaking
of hands; and “Earl Longwin,” speak-
ing in a deep, gruff voice, requested
that as proof of friendship and peace, all
arms should for the night be stored in
the armoury. - -

The baron willingly agreed, and thuas
the great evening began. g

Other earls, harons, kuights, bisheps,
and noblemen had already arvived, and
the Lady Fayre, carried on her litter

“into the banqueting-hall, saw snch a

glittering array of wealth and colout
and beauty as made her hold her Lreath.

Robin Hood, gay and merry, his skin
dyed, had but little fear of being racog-
nised, .

The night wore on, the excitement
grew, the revelry increased. And with
it increased Fayre's happiness, too.

She danced with Robin Hood, with
the baron, Sir Geoffrey, even with somae
pages and a bishop, A
- But beyond midnight, when her eye
were sleepy,'she heard a sound of com.
motion and a violent, lien-like roar from

“the baron.

Standing close Lo the supposed Earl
Longwin, now without headdress, ha
pointed a shaking hand at him.

“Robin Hood! Robin Hood! His dye
is running down his face.* T know Lhe
rascal. I—*

A brand dropped by the portly priest
of “Earl Longwin "really Friar Tuck
—caused the straw on which the baron
was standing to flare into flame, and
such was the commotion and running to
and fro for water, that when it* had all
died down Robin Hood and his men had
gone.

Locking the door of the banqueting-
hall behirid them, they got free of the
castle before the news and warning of
the truth had spread

But the Saracen maiden did not wait
to see it all. She was in the Lady
Fayre’s bed-chamber, - scrubbing  her
face.  After that, in sheer exhausiion
and happiness, she fell upon her bed and
slept and dreamed of the most deliriously
happy evening of her life,

END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

MMEET the young Lady Fayre and
gallant, reckless Robin Hood, in

another enthralling complete Ida

Melbourne ‘story next week.,
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