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“STOP THAT!”

Babs to the rescue of the
tormented little new girl.

See this week’s grand story of the
famous chums.




THE bcnoot_c:m.

A Very Appea‘l‘ing Long Compiete story of the chums of Cliff House Schoot, featuring
lovable Dolores Essenden, and introducing a quaint little new girl.

The Amazing Lelty Grean!
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-House 8¢ itile "blaeeye
Dolores Essendon, the youngest amimr
of the Secoond i"orm., jooked at her
wonderingly.

For certaimly there was wwihing to

support Mabs' undue excitewwest, and,
43 iar as i ewn ears mmne&.
no unusual ssund to evoke that M&n
thrilled commull.
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where on the nrmm! road mear by came
the blaring hoot of some noisy motceish,
Nothing at all unusual in those so
however, at tgrﬂ‘. o’clock on a bri
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*“But listen to what ! asked puﬂi

Barbara Redfern, the Junior
captain,
“8hush! That bird I”

Babs blinked; Marjorie smiled.
Dolores, her pretty, doll-like face ag‘low
with the happiness =he found from being
in the company of her Fourth I'm*m
friends, but perhaps even more gpz
hecause those Fourth Form friends
just bought Ler a new pair of silver-and-
scarlet dancing-shaes, looked imgmiring.
In & group they stopped
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“Hear?” Mabs asked, a.nci her cyes
shone. ""ﬁte mﬂstmgn

Babs sta e llstened more in-
tently. A n hng-ale—-nt three o’clock
on & sunny afternmoon! But Mabs wes
right. recognise those

stroug, throaty notes. And a most ex-
qmml:,' singng nightingale it was.
Oh gorgeoua!”™ she breathed.
Clear, high, the noies shrilled omt.
& moment’s silence, during
Mubs, a Jover of music, drew a
mtmﬂm rapturs, And]then 1mther
¥, moest surprizingly, ano
wikistle broke out, so entirely different,
bt coming from precisely the same

By
MRDA RICHARDS

Muwctroned by T. LAIDLER

T'Ins tirme it was the chaffinch’'s
n'gl aay, hear that? blwe-cyod Babs
Mwreathed.

nelodmusTy trilling, ma thongh burst-
img itself with its song of Ilppmes; and
mg the bird lustlly pipad.
o

mewhere

sparrow &ohinped an
appreciation. Then
“0Oh, my hat! Just lx%!‘" Mabs
gasped

For once again the song had shanged,
and this time—mirocle of miraeles—it
was no English bird which samiant‘bher
was it a ripping, clear, chirp-chinp—~the
chirp of a canary.

The chums stared.

“My hat, that's some bird?” Babs
breathed. “And—whoops »

She laughed, for the piping ated the
» @hirping were forming a somg-—a song

but a song emch one
There wag no

It was the “ Lambeth

expertly whistled,
of them knew DLy heart.
mistake about it.
Walk.”

Dolores, who never conld resist dance

mus‘lﬁt}, Iﬁ.tuﬁy started
- m M§ to see
Mnbsear:

She darted hrwnd. Shrill, eclear,
even purer the bird-like notes arose,
guiding th!m to the wpot.

sbout,

Curious] , Babs md erjorle
wed t wm as she for-
ward, while lm'es excit ly hopped,
skappéd in a seriem of

and
u}&ghted nepa ind them. Bessio
p ed along well in tha rear. And
n, suddenly bursting imto the lane,
ﬂ:ev paused.
They had tracked dowa the origin of

the o:l! right. It was & girl. It
wWas B K1 & Dalores’ dressed
in full Clif House waiform, ::fi awus
sitting on a suitcase,
A rather &'le-fmd gu'l it was. Her
and ktn from b 1 E{Eteld
it was from her t the
m\;’:;sga betgu:"d E’ w:ts
soundi

She It;std not sec them at first, having
her back half-turned towards them.

“A ChHff House 1;m] 1 murmured
gentle Marjorie Hazeldene, in wonder.

“But what Cliff House girl?” Babs
asked. “T've never seen her before.
Looks,” she added, “as if she might be
in the Second Form. You've had no
newcomers t¢ your Form lately, have
you, Polores?”

“Oh, ne!” Dolores said. “I do_mot
know her at all. But she’s nice, isn’t
she ?"” she added. “ And she does whistle
50 beanhfuﬂy I'd love to danpece to that
whistla.”

“ My hat ! eried Mabs.
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“Oh, really, you've got your hat on,
essie protested.

“No, I don’t mean that. I mean "—
and Mabs' face suffused with sudden ex-
citement—*that's given me an idea!”
she cried. “A great—a glorious idea !
Dolores dancing. This kid, dressed up

« as a bird, sitting on the bough of a tree,

whistling the tunes she dances to. What
a stunt for the end-of-term concert 1”

“Phew " whistled Babs, and nodded
in quick appreciation. “Jolly good!
Only thing,” she said, “is to find out
first if she is really and truly a CILiff
House girl. I say!” she called.

The whistle ceased. The pale little
face betrayed alarm as its owner swung
round.

“Oh!” said the girl, and locked so
confused all at once that Babs had a
fleeting impression she was going to run
away. Then ghe saw Dolores, and
recognising in her a girl of her own age,

paused.  “Oh, ’ello!” she said hesi-
tantly. i
“Hallo!”  Plump Bessie DBunter

beamed good-naturedly. “I say, you
don’t belong to Cliff House, do you?”

“But I do,” the girl said. ~* Least-
ways, I'm going there. Mr. Tunbridge
said I was o go in the seccond standard,
you gee—I mean, the Second Form. Are
you from CULff ’Ouse?” she added,
gazing at their uniforms. “’'Cos if you
are, perhaps one of you's Miss 'Elen

nter.”

The chums looked at each other, and
then rather curiously regarded the little

irl, so rough, so uneducated, despite
Eer pretty face. Obviously she was a
new gitl, and obviously something
rather unusual for Cliff IHouse.

Babs smiled.

“T'm not Helen Hunter,” she said.
“Helen Hunter is a prefect in the Sixth
Form.” She did not add the thought
that flashed across her mind—that Helen
Hunter was a particularly unpleasant
type of prefeet into the bargain, “ Was
Helen supposed to meet you?”

“Well, Mr. Tunbridge said she would,
you sce,” the little girl said. “ My,
Tunbridge is the man what sent me
here.”

“And what is your name?” Babs
asked gently.

“Letty Green.”

“Hallo, Letty,”

shyly. .

“’Allo,” Letty replied, and blinked at
her; and then, seeing the friendly smile
upon Dolores’ face, grinned. “’Allo,”
she said more heartily.

“I heard you whistling,” Dolores
announced. i

“Did you?” Letty smiled, relieved,
obviously, to have someone of her own
age to talk to. “I like whistling. I'm
always whistling,” she said. “My dad
—'e's dead now, you see—my dad always
said_that if I went on whistling like I
do, I should go on the stage some day.
It’s because my dad’s dead, you see, that
Mr. Tunbridge is looking after me,” she
informed _the amazed Babs & Co. “My
dad was Mr. Tunbridge’s gardener, and
Mr. Tunbridge said I should have a
chance, and that’s why ’e’s sending me
to Cliff ’Ouse.” i

“Oh1” said Babs, and smiled, despite
her bewilderment.

Tor Babs, if she knew Helen Hunter,
did not know Mr. Tunbridge—had
never heard of him, indeed. But what
a little oddity this girl was,

“Well, T hope,” she said, “you have
a jolly good time. You'll be in Dolores’
orm—this 18 Dolores—and Dolores will
look after you, won’t you, Dolores?”

“Oh, yes!” Dolores said eagerly. “I
like you,” she added frankly. ~“But
flease whistle again so that I can dance,

love dancing.”

“And I love whistling, you see,”

Dolores  dimpled

Letty said, and looked mauivingly at
Babs. “Shall 17

“Go on!” eried Mabs eagerly.

And Letty, blowing out her checks,
whistled: Whatever she might lack in
other directions, her talent in that was
listle short of astonishing, Each note
wa3 pure, each perfect. And while she
whistled, Dolores breathlessly and
excitedly danced.

hat a picture that was!

Mabs glowed. She was full of
enthusiasm for her new-found idea now.

hat a stunt it would be, what a
glorious triamph for the Tourth,
Shutting ber eyes, she could see and
hear it all in, faney now—Dolores,
dressed as a little woodland nymph, with
Letty, prettily seated on the branch of
a “prop " tree, dressed in a colourful
feathered costumo

From that moment Mabs, always
looking for new theatrical excitements,
was completely preoccupied. But Babs,
torn betwecn her curiosity and the com-
passion which the little siranger aroused
within her, locked rather thoughtful.
Letty, obviously, was a poor girl. Letty,
obviously, was unused to the life now
before her.

Babs felt a sudden surge of indigna-
tion against Helen Hunter. She could
guess that snobbish Helen would not be
too keen to elaim acquaintance with
such a rough little diamond, but to leave
the child so completely stranded was
acting both cattizhly and caddishly.

3

know ! plump Bessie beamea. © Good
line that, isn’t it This is the {uck-
shop,” she added, as they passed that
bullding on their left. ©Aunty Jones
keeps it, and she makes ripping cream
buns, though she’s too measily mean te
let you have credit! Those are the
playing fields,” she added, with a wave
of one podgy hand.

“Oh1” Letty muttered again. She
drew a deep, awe-filled breath,

“Crumbs, it looks like one of the
places you see on the pictures, don't
1677 she asked.

Babs smiled and nodded. Dolores
gripped Letty's arm with greater
warmth, and Letty, perhaps assured by
that pressure, looked just a little less
apprehensive. While she stared about
her with great grey eyes, Babs led the
way into the quad.

“Now,” she said kindly, “wail here,
Letty. Dolores, you'll wait with her,
won't you? I'll go and tell Helen.”

“And 1,” Bessie chipped in, “will go
off and prepare tea, you know. Is
Letty coming to tea, Mabs?”

“8he is,” Mahs said, “and Dolores.
Come on, Marjie, we'll help Bessie.
Lock afier Letty, Dolores.”

Dolores needed no telling to do that.
She had taken little Letty Green,
uncouth or not, to her heart.

Babs marched into the school., Her
compassion for the little waif who had
just arrived was equal only to her indig.
nation against the callously neglectful

A very unusual new girl was little Letty Green. The
daughter of a gardener, her upbringing had been vastly
different from that of the average Cliff House girl. The
big school almost frightened her ; and thanks to the
snobbish dislike of two girls in particular, Letty saw little
but unhappiness ahead. But Barbara Redfern & Co. and
little Dolores Essendon, the youngest girl in the school,
rallied round Letty wonderfully, until ...

The whistle ended. Dolores, with a
gay and breathless twirl, came to a
standstill. Mabs clapped her hands.

“Oh, topping, topping!” she said.
“Lovely! Whoops, I'm just bursting
with ideas! Bess, I can even see some-
thing in this for you! Here, let's get
back to school. I'll carry your case,
Letty.”

Letty smiled hesitantly.

“And—and will you take me to sce
Miss 'Unter ?” she asked.

‘““Helen,” Baba corrected. * At Cliff
House no girl is ‘miss’ anything to
another girl. You just call her Helen.
Yes, we'll take you to see her all right,”
she added, with just a hint of grimness,
and mentally promised herself that
Helen should know what she was
thinking about her. “Come on.”

“Please  walk with me, Lotty,”
Dolores gaid shyly.

Letty grinned again,
little more sure now.

With Mabs gripping the case—not at
all a light article—they set off along the
Iane. Presently they reached the carved
gates of Cliff House School, with its
wide drive sweeping up to the ma.f'estic
old building. Letty gave it an almost
terrified blink.

“Oh cruinbs, what a place!” she
gasped. “Who does this belong to?"

“This,” Dolores told her, “is the
It's ever such a mnice school,

“Oh1” Letty said, and locked almost
scared. “And—and 'ave I got to live
3ere?l3

“Live here and learn here, you

She looked a

Helen ITunier. Surely Helen could not
have forgotten such an imporiant task
as meeting the little stranger?

Ielen hadn’t. Helen had never had
the slightest intention of mecting Letty
Green. Helen, unseen by Babs, was at
that moment staring = between the
curtains of her study window. That
window overlooked “the quad, and
Helen's haughty faco was bitter as she
glowered at Dolores and Letty. A
younger, unprepossessing, rather podgy-
faced girl by her side, scowled.

“Bo that's her 1” Eunice Hunter said
scornfully.  “That's Letty Green, is
i "!’,

Helen scowled. Eunice, her younger
sister, self-appointed leader ‘of the
Second Form, grinned ill-naturedly, as
though scenting fun ahead.

“Awful kid!"” Helen said bitterly.
“TFancy foisting her on Clif House.
Uncle Noah must have been out of his
mind, I should think. And that's the
kid ”—scornfully—* we've got to suffer
for!| That’s the kid we've got to keep
here—so that she can have her chance 1
Bhe clenched her hands. Then, with a
curious smouldering in her eyes, she
gazed * at per sister significantly.
“ Eunice, you know what you've got to
do?” she added.

“Don't T!” Eunico grinned again.
“Just leave it to me, gis! I'll put her
thmugh the hoop 1”

“It’s not just a matter of putting her
through the hoop,” Helen said vindic-
tively, “It's a matter of making her
life a misery to her! You've got to
make her so fed-up with Cliff House

o o wmr.‘..-..g.a'o...'-'...-a.ye.,‘4..-._.-_<.._,A-h-‘_...,..,_,...-_—..—.—“-.-w,«m-m._..ﬁ nri

T e

RIS R e St
el s e

X

st




- 7
e
p- 1
Er o
z
i
]
ik

4

B

j

1

.
o

1

1
= =
=¥y
5
g

¥
T
- ?

i i St e LIRE
1 e T e SN

4 “Not Wanted at Cliff House!"”

that she’ll run away—or if she doesn’t
jolly well run away, then we’ve got to
get her pitched out. While she’s here
the monoy Uncle Noah Tunbridge
should be spending on us will go to kee

her. While he thinks that awful kid’s
malking a success of things our noses will
be all out of joint ! She’s in your Form,
Runi(’ro; for ence you can do more than

“Leave it to me,” Bunice said again.
“ You back me up, though!” she added
warningly

“Don’t bo a fool 1 Of course I'll back
you up *

“All right, thenl We'll have her out
in a week!” FEunice grinned, and
looked so ill-naturedly delighted at the
prospect that for a moment even Helen
frowned, *“Just watch |” she gurgled.
“But I say,” she added, *“Barbara
Redfern & Co. were with her. Suppos-
ing they interfere? You know what
Barbara is!”’

“1'] deal with Barbara Redferni”
Helen said grimly.

And her face ¥ook on a harsh look.
Helen knew  Letty’s story, but it
awakened no kindliness in her heart—
only a scnse of exasperation,

Uncle Noah had written yesterday
explaining the state of affairs.

John Green, suddenly and tmgically
stricken down five weeks ago, had been
her uncle’s gardener. Jolin Green,
frightfully proud of his daughter’s
whistling” accomplishments, had always
had in mind the view that some day
that aceomplishment would bring Letty
Green both fame and fortune. It had
been his idea that she should be
cducated to fit her for the lifo her
musical accomplishments would win for
her, and, with that end in view, had
scraped and saved,

And then—

Then had come John Green’s sudden
tragic death. Unele Noah, as John’s
only friend, found that his gardener had
left all his money to him, beseeching
him to use it to give his liftle girl tho
odneation he so earnestly desired her
to have. 'The savings, of course, had
heen utterly inadequate; but gener-
ously, mnobly, Mr. Tunbridge, by no
means a rich man himself, had taken
the burden on his own shoulders.

“Tool, fool, fool!” Helen savagely
told herself.  “Silly, sentimental,
idiotic fool ¥

And now the fool had sent the gar-
dener’s girl to Clff House! Now,
ignoring the difference it would make
to his two nieces already at the school,
he was going to spend maney on her!

And she and Eunice—

Helen’s eyes flamed bitterly. She and
Funice—they could go to pot, of course !
Until now {Irjcle oah had been most
frightfully indulgent towards them.
Frequent had been his remittances;
lavish his presents; expensively generous
his treats when they were on holiday
together. As a bachelor with no
responsibilitics, Uncle Noah could
afford all that, of course. But now—

Now! Helen gritted her tecth as
tempestuously she thought on. Her
cyes glowed. Now Uncle Noah, in writ-
mg to sag he was carrying out his
gardener friend’s wishes, had already
hinted that his resources would be
taxed thereby; had more than hinted
that she and Eunice could expect fewer
favours from him in future.

“Fool |* Helen thought at this junc-
iure, utterly ignoring all Uncle Noah
had done for her in the past. * Oh,
well, come in|” she cried irritably, as
a knock sounded at the door; and she
turned to glare as that door opened and
Babs came in. “Well, what is it7” she
snapped.

“A young friend of yours—Letty

Green—has arrived,” Babs announeced,
steadily regarding her.

"Angthing to do with youi?” Helen
sneered.

“1 think so—yes! Bocause,” Babs
said levelly, “I1 helped to bring her
here. She’d been trying to find her way
from the station on her own, with a
heavy suitease, She said you were sap-
posed to meet her. You forgot, I
suppose I :

Helen’s eyes glimmered.

“Are you trying to be cheeky1” she
rapped.

“No. But, all the same,” Babs said,
with a touch of contempt, “1 think it’s
pretty mean to prommse to meet a new
kid, and then leave her stranded,
especially such & new kid as she is—
a stranger to the school, and a stranger
by the looks of it, to the very class o
girl she’s going to mix with! It’s not
exactly an example for a prefect io sct,
s it 77

Helen’s eyes blazed. Eunice looked
indignant.

“Here, 1 say, arc you going to stand
that, Helen 7 she cried shrilly.

“ Eunice, eut!” Helen said briefly,
and looked at her meaningly. And as
Kunice, with a grin, moved towards the
door, insolently pushing againat Babs
as she passed %mr, Helen turved upon
the captain of the Fourth. * 80 that,”
she said in measured accents, “is what
you think of it, Barbara Redfern? You
think I should have rushed my head off
to meet some slum kid just because she
happens to ho my uncle’s gardemer’s
daughter 7

Babs turned red.

“Well, I think—"

“Shut up! Who ecares what gou
{hink? Get out of here—get out] And
you can get out with a hundred lines |”
the raged. “Write o hundred times ° 1
must nob dictate to my superiors’!
Well, do you hear7” she glared. “Get

5

Babs looked at her contemptuously,
and then turned.

Poor, poor little Lotty Green, she was
thinking. What a life she was going
to lead with this ill-natured prefect to
sponsor her efforts at CHE House !

So Cruel of Them!

& ALLO! 1 suppose
you'ra Letty
Green 77
Funice, who
had just darted out of
her prefect sister’s study,
' greeted the two diminutive
girls at the end of the corridor with
that remark.

Dolores and Letty, talking eagerly
and earnestly together, turned to faco

er.

Dolores blinked. Dolores had not a
single cnemy in the world, but Ennice
could never have been said to be a
friend of hers. Dolores, like the rest
of the Second Form, held big Eunice in
something of awe, and Eunice, hating
Dolores for her sweetness, her winsome-
ness, her unbounded popularity with the
older girls of the school, had made
Dolores the chief target of her rather
cruel wit and her most ill-natured
jokes. She smiled, however, now.

“Yes, this is Letty,” she said. “ Letty,
this is Eunice, the sister of Helen
Hunter,”

“QOh, are you? 'Ow do you dol”
Letty said shyly. '

“’Ow what?” Eunice asked, staring.

“’Ow do you do1”

“My hat!”

Letty blinked.

“What's the matter 1

THE SCHOOLGIRL

“Haven’t you dropped somethingi”
Bunice asked, with an ill-natured.grin,
Letty, puzzled, looked at the floor.
“No; not that I knows of,” she said.
“Not an ‘h, for instance?” Bunice
eniggered. *“My hat, 1 must say you're
going to be a eredit to the Becond!

What slum were you brought up int”

Letty’s wide eyes regarded the new-
comer in shrinking dismay. Her pale
little face turned pink. But Dolores,
recognising the insult in the question,
first bit her lip, then flamed up in
angry indignation.  Her little hands
clenched.

“That’s nasty! That’s horrid I she
said quiveringly. “And don’t, see
that it matters where Lel.t{ was brought
up. Letty's my friend. Letty’s a mico
girl I she cried defiantly.

“Yah! You shut up, ery-baby!”
Eunice retorted. “I'm doing the talk:
ing here !” . v

And contemptuously she swung an
arm at Dolores, an(f Dolores, unpre-
pared for the blow, staggered back and
slipped.

“'Ere, you 'it her!” Letty cried, and
swiftly stooped. “Dolores, you ain's
‘urt, are you?” she added, as sho gave
her a hand to rise.

“Rats! Of course she isn’t hurt!”
Eunico jeered. “Go on, baby, cy!”
she taunted at Dolores.

“You leave ’er alonel” Letty cried,
fiushing indignantly,

“What !” The word came almost as a
yelp from Eunice. “Are you cheeking
me, slum kid 77 she shrilled.

“No; I ain't cheeking nobody,” Leotty
said. “But I don’t think it's fair to 'it
a girl like Dolores, when she’s so much
littler than youl”

“T’I1 pull your nose, you little eat1”

“No, you won’t!” Dolores cried
valiantly. ;

“Won't 17” And Eunice made a
step forward, while Letty quiveringly
stood still, wondering what she should
do now.

But perhaps fortunately, at that
moment, Babs came along.

“Hallo1” she said quickly. *I say,
what's this? FEunice, what do you
think you're going to do?”

“TI'm going,” Eunice breathed, “to
pull that slum kid’s nose! She sauced
me

“Well, I expect you deserved it,”
Babs said grimly. “Anyway, we're
having no scénes here! Buzz off I

“But I tell yoo—"

“Buzz off I Babs rchntod sharply.

Bunice scowled With a glare at tho
new Firl which seemed to promise re-

risals, she slouched away. A moment
ater Helen came up.

“Oh!” She stared at Letty, and
Babs saw the spasm of hate which
flitted across her face. “I suppose
you're Letty Green?” ghe said roughly.
“Im Helen Hunter.”

“VYes,” Letty said, and paused hesi-
tantly. “Mr Tunbridge told me—'

“Well, never mind Mr. Tunbridge !”
Helen said bad temperedly. “ You'!i
talk about him afterwards. Now 1
suppose you've got to sce Miss Prim-
rose, the headmistress. - Barbara, you
can gol”

“Yes; but——" Babs said.

“Go1” ‘rasped Helen.

And Babs, biting her lip, signed to
Dolores, and, with a little smile for the
once again nervous Letty, moved away.

“Now come on, you!” Helen said
roughly. “And remember, try to be-
have yourself. A nice thing,” she
added sourly, “having you foisted on
the school, 1sn’t it 7"

“But I—I didn’t ask to come,” Letty
blurted.

“Noi” IHelen looked bitter. “ Well,
who cares about you, anywayi Have
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LEVERY SATURDAY

vou met my sister Tunice?” she added
abruptly. Y

“Y-yes.

"ngl, remember this—she's the
leader of the Form you’re going into.
And don't forget, when she tells you
to do a thing, you do it. If you
don't,” Helen added grimly, “you'll
jolly well have me to reckon with! And
don’t forget I'm a prefect! A prefect
in this school can make your life a
joy, or make it a misery!”

Letty, with a gulp, nodded. She felt
afraid of Helen, scared of Eunice.
Funny, that both these sisters were so
borrid; funny that Helen should be
this sort of girl. Mr. Tunbridge had
told her, of course, that Helen was a
frightfully important girl at - Chil
House, but she had never expected
such a reception as this. He had told
her, indeed. that Helen would help
her.

Silently, . dismally, she padded along
the corridor after the bad-tempered
senior.

Was this Helen's idea of helping?
she wondered. Rich girls had such
different ideas of doing things from
poor girls.

“ Miss—Miss Oh, Ielen!” she
faltered.

“Shut up; we're nearly there!”
snapped  Helen, “Wretched little
pauper’s brat!” she was thinking bit-
terly. “Awful little slum kidl Well,
here wo arel!” she snarled at Letty,
as they halted outside the headmistress’
door, “Now fluff that hair of yours up,
vou untidy little brat!”

Letty quivered. She felt scared sud-
denly.” The closed mahogany door, its

surface broken only by a small ivory

panel which, in black letters, bore the
announcement, “Penelope Primrose,
Headmistress,” was frightening, some-
how. As Helen knocked she had a
sensation of being lost. As Helen
tugged her in, she had a sensation of
walling into the den «f some ogre.

But she blinked wlen she saw the
headmistress.

For Miss Primrose’ was far from
being an ogre. There was something
reassuring about her. She looked so
austere, so regal. so—so wise, somehow,
standing there, But her face had the
most lovely smile, and there was a
very kindly light in her grey eyes.

She came forward, led Letty to a
chair, and said quietly:

“My dear child, do sit down.”

Letty sat, her fears felt reassured at
once. A hot, warm glow of pleasure
suffused her pale cheeks.

“Well, Letty,”” Miss Primrose said,
“I hope you'll be very, very happy
here. Now let me see—what was your
last school 7’

“Leafordsleigh Council, miss. I—I
was in standard two,” Letty gulped.

“0h, yes!” Miss Primrose smiled
gently. *In this school, Letty, you

(&8

QUITE unaware that the
named ‘‘ The Bull,"”
blackboard.

call them Forms, vou
know. And what did you
learn there?”

“Well, reading, and—
and writing, and ’rithme-
tic”

“Yes, Letty. And
what else?”

Miss Primrose’s gaze was {ouched
with compassion.

“Well, games, you sec. Wo 'ad a
lot of games. And—and,”” Letty stut-
tered, “we 'ad a teacher what tried
to learn us play-acting.”

Miss Prunrose winced ever so
slightly.

“What did you do best, my dear?”

Letty flushed hotly.

“Well, T weren’t much good at any-
thing in class,” she confessed forlornly.
- Helen, near the door, hid a spiteful
grin.

“But surely, my dear, there is some-
thing you ean do better than anything
else?”’

“Oh dear, do I 'ave to?” Letty
asked, in deep dismay. “No, I'm not
good at nothing, vou know. But, yes,
I am!” she added, blinking up in sud-
den excitement. “I can whistle.”

“Whistle 7"’

“VYes 1 Letty cried proudly. *Like
this!”  And she inflated her cheeks,
and from her lips burst a full-throated
warble. “That's a jay,” she said.

By Hilda Richards 3

“This 13 a ¢'nary.” And she started
again.

“Oh golly!” gurgled Helen.

“Letty, my dear! Yes, thank you
very much!” Miss Primrose said
hastily. “’Hem| Delightful, I am
sure. But I would prefer you not to
whistle inside the school. Helen, my
dear, will you take Letty to tho Play-
rvoom, and introduce her to her Form-
mates?”’ .

* But—but——" Letty stuttercd.

“But what, my dear?”

“Qh, nothing!” Letty said, erimson-
ing in confusion.

For Letty had suddenly remembered
that Barbara Redfern—now she was a
nice girl, if you like—had said some-
thing about tea. But perhaps they
hadn't really meant her to come, and,
in any case, she had no more idea than
the man in the moon where the tea
was to be held.

mathematics mistress was nick-
Letty finished writing on the

Spiteful Eunice Hunter had told her to write
those words, and now—here was Miss Bullivant herself arriving

on the scene !

Out she went, Helen holding the
door open, and smiling in tolerant
sympathy as she met Miss Primrose’s
slightly troubled glance. She stepped
into the corridor. But when the door
was closed

“And so,” she mocked, “your great
big accomplishment is whistling. 1
must say that’s a nice sort of fish-and-
chips hobby to have. I suppose you
were the champion warbler of Slum
Alley 7™

Letty gazed at her, her groy cyes
full of wounded hurt. But she said
nothing, Helen Hunter terrified her
somehow,

Everything about this great school
vaguely terrified her.

Silently she followed Ilelen down-
stairs, looking round anxiously, and
almost hungrily for little Dolores
lssendon. The door of the Second
Form Common-room—more generally
known as the Play-room—was pushed
open, and Letty blinked at the
crowd of small girls gathered there.
There was no sign of Dolores, but she
saw Kunice Hunter instantly.

“Hurrah!  Here she is!” Kunice
gibed. “Come in, slum kid !’

“(o on!” Helen said, and gave the
little one a push.

Letty had no chance then. 8he
tottered into the room. Perhaps Helen
did not mecan to push so hard. bnt
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5 “Nof Wanted at Cliff House!”

Letty, staggering forward, collided with
Lunice. Eonice, immediately springing
back, s)ushed her on to Priscilla Pacey.
Priscilla passed her to Christine Wad-
hurst, and Christine pushed her back
to Bunice. “

Letty nearly flared up at that.

‘“Rre,” she ecried, “who're ' you
pushing 1

“Hee, hea ! Listen to the posh talk 1”
Eunice eried: “Ugh! Go away, slum
kid 7

She pushed again. But this time
Letty did not intend to be caught. She
twisted as Bunice's spiteful arm came
out, and Eunice, with a yell, went

* staggering past her, to:bang her head

against the blackboard. Fiercely she
spun round,

“Why, you—you—yon pushed me!”
she howled.

“Well,” Letty said, with breathless
defiance, “you pushed me!”

Lunice glared. The glare was fierce,
threatening. She was far bigger than
the next biggest girl there. She was
the beaviest, and by far the oldest
member of the Second Form. Had it
not heen for her dullness in class,
indeed, Eunice would have found her-
self in the Third Forn.

“Cheecky, eh?” she shrilled. “Say
yow're sorry, slum kid I

“No, I won't!”

“Well, supposing I pull your hair?”

“You try to touch my hair, and
I'll pull your nose!” Letty retorted
desperately realising that the one and
only means of defence was to_ stick up
for herself, and she clenched her small
fist and for a moment looked so defiant
that Eunice, coward and bully as she
was, paused. ’

“Well, perhaps I won't _pull your
hair,” Kunice conceded. © We're ladies,
I hope. Know what a lady is, glum
kid1”

“Yes, I do.
lady.”

“Really! Aren’t you getting clever
Funice sneered. ‘‘Can you spell, pro-
fossor 77

“Ha, ha, ha!” tittered the Second.

“T bet,” Letty retorted, “I ¢’n spell
as good as youl”

“807” Punice sncered. “Well, lot’s
sce,” she said. *Priscilla, clean that
blackboard. Here, slum kid, here’s a
picce of chalk, Get up on that chair.
Now, let's ses how you can spell.  Write
the word ‘ the,””

Letty hesitated. But, anyway, “the”
was easy cnough. Sho wrote:

THE. .

Eunice giggled. ’

“Well, all right. Now write under-
neath it ¢ Bull’”

Leity paused, racking her brain.
One “P” or two? Then she remem-
bered. . '

The Second gazed at Eunice ques-
tioningly. Fov the word Bull had only
one significance in the minds of the
Sccond, and that significance was by
no means connected with the animal of
that name. Jt was connected with Miss
DBullivant, the sour-tempered mathe-
matical mistress of the school, who
to-day was duty mistress.

And there was a glimmer of mischief
in Eunice's crafty eyes, and there was a
grin on her lips as she looked at the
cloek, Tor “the Bull,” otherwise Miss
Bullivant, was due on her afternoon
round of inspection now.

I]Ilaltingly Letty wrote the word

ull.

“Now *is.’” .. Bunice gibed; and
when that was accomplished: “Now
*an*—just two letters, ninny! Now
‘old >~naw *‘cat.’” Now read it,” she

Miss Primrose is a

o
I

“gibed. “Bet yon can’t1”

“Yes, I can,” Letty said heatedly,

pausing before finishing the word eat.
“¢The BuH is an old cat’ *

“Ha, ha, ha!” tittered the Second.

“Well, I don’t see that there’s any-
thing to laugh about!” Letty argued.
“Tt sounds silly to me! 'Ow ¢'n a bull
be a cat, I'd like to know? Bulls ’ave
nothing to do with cats—anybody knows
that 1”

She bent to finish the word “cat,”
and at that moment there was a sudden,
deathlike silenee in the Play-room.
The door had opened and Miss
Bullivant herself had entered!

“Ahal” Miss Bullivant said, and
gazed round suspiciously. “Oh, you are
the new girl1” she said, seeing Letty.
“I am glad # Her eyes fell upon
the blackboard and DMiss Bullivant
stiffened and froze, the smiloc she had
summoned for little Letty Green's
benefit abruptly vamishing. She was
well aware of her nickname. “Letty!
You wrote this?” she rapped

“0Oh dear |” Letty stuttered. “I ’ope
I ’aven't wrote it wrong!”

Miss Bullivant started.

“Dear me, what a child " she mur-

mured. “But you—you wrote this?

And why, may 1 ask?”

Letty ~looked amazed and failed
altogether to interpret the dagger-like
glare which Eunice threw at her.

“Well, Eunice told me to!” she
blurted.

“Qh, you—you sneak!” gasped
Funice.

“Eunice I’ And Miss Bullivant glared
as from all parts of the room went up
a ery of “S8neak, sneak!” *Girls,
silence, please!” she cried. “Eunice,
step forward 1” ‘

Kunice, quivering and furious, did so.

“1 presume,” Miss Bullivant said,
“this is a joke—a very ill-natured joke,
Funice, and onc for which you will
be punished. Take up the duster, miss;
wipe ont that offensive scrawl. Thank
vou, And now, Eunice, you may spend
vour cvening in writing fifty lines: *1
must not play jokes on new girls.,
Apart from that,” Miss Bullivant
rapped, “you will place a black mark
in your conduet book!” .

And Miss Bullivant went out.

And for a moment there was n
deathly eilence.

Leity stared. She knew then, for the
very first time, she had done something
wrong. Everybody was glaring at her.
Her face whitcne({

“You awful, rotten little sneak!”
cried .Eunice. ;

Letty’s lips quivered.

“But what ’ave I done?”

“You sneaked! You eneaked to Miss
Bullivant! You told her!” Eunice
said furiously. “You said that I'd_told
‘you to write that on the blackboard !”

“ But you did tell me to!*

“1 did—yos.” Eunice looked round for
supl’)ort, and for once she had it. “But
don't you know, slum kid, that at this
school sneaking isn’t dono? If some-
body bullied you like anything you’re
not supposed to say who did it. If some-
body half kills you, you've just got to
shuf up about it. When you tell tales
—that’s sneaking; and you've told tales
about me, so that's sneaking, too. Now
do you understand, Telltale?”

Letty’s grey eyes widened.

“But—but ‘ow was I to know?” she

“Well, you know now,” Eunice
shrilled.” ““And just so that you won't
forget, you're going to be punished.
Every girl who sneaks has to be
punished, so that she won’t sneak any

.nore, and you're not going to get out

of it ow're going to run the
gauntlet,” she declared. “We're going
to show you that we don’t want your
cort at Cliff House.”

o o e e S ot
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Was There a Conspiracy ?
o6 ONDER , whero
! W the Lkid's got

% to?” Barbara
o ’ Redfern asked.
“Mabs; old thing, would
you mind scouting round

“Oh, yes, lease,
Mabel 1”  Dolores Essendon pll;udcd.
“And can I come with you?”

Tea in Study No. 4 was ready. Tt
had been ready, in fact, for the last five
minutes, and Bessie, especially, was
becoming anxious for the fate of her
erumpets, which, nicely browned and
buttered, were iying in an appetising
pile on a plate on the hearth.

“Perhaps,” Mabs said, “she didn’t
properly understand that we'd invited
her. Anyway, she can't still be with
Primmy ~ Or perhaps —with a little
frown—" Helen still has her in tow.
Anyway, we’ll go and see Miss Primrose
first. Come along, Dolores.” |

Very eagerly and very willingly litile
Dolores went along. Dolores, perhaps,
was most anxious of them all. She had
taken an instant liking to the newcomey
from Leafordsleigh Council School

To Miss Primroso they went, That
kindly lady they found talking to Miss
Bullivant, both of them looking just a
little troubled about something. hen
Mabs made her inquiry:

“ Letty, I believe, is still in the Second
Form Room,” the Head replied.

“Qh. thank you, Miss Primrosc !”
Mabs said. :

She smiled. With Dolores in her wake
she hurried off towards the Play-room:.
But long before she reached that room it
was apparent that something unusual
was going on. Excited yells and shrill
eries were coming from behind its closed
door. and once Mabs thought she heard
a ery. She flung the door open.

Then she stood stock-still.

Something was “on” in the Play

. room—and something not particularly

nice. The excited Second were lined up
in two rows, facing ecach other, and
staggering down the aisle formed by
those two rows was little Letty Green,
who was receiving a elap on the back
from each girl as she passed, and being
pushed from one to the other. Letty’s
little face was white, her oyes gleaming
with unshed tears. Mabs gave a cry.

“Stop that! You—you wicked little
things " i

The Second wheeled. One or two of
them, abashed at the advent of an older
girl, fell out of the ranks. But Eunice
Hunter glared.

“You get ont!” she eried.

“My hat! This is a nice way to troas
a new girl!” Mabs cricd.  “Who's
responsible 7

Fuanice scowled.

“You mind your own business!” che
eried. “You haven’t got any right to
interfere! You're only a [Fourth
Former, not a prefect, like my sister
Helen. and we don’t take orders from
you! She’s running the gauntlet I she
said defiantly “And she’s running the
gauntlet because she's sneaked. Now
clear off '

But Mabs, striding forward, was
shielding the quivering little Letty with
a protecting arm. Her eyes flashed.

“Your work. 1 suppose,” she said
scornfully to Eunice, while Dolores
glowed in ndignation.

“Well, she sneaked !” shrilled Eunice.

“What did she sneak about?”

“She sneaked to Miss Bullivant "cos 1
made her write a notice on the board.
Misz Bullivant gave me fifty lines and
a black conduet mark !”

“I'm sorry] But—but ’ow was I
to know 1 defended Letty.
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EvERry SATURDAY

“Bosh! = Twverybody knows about
sneaking !” Eunice retorted.

But Mabs was nodding understand-
ingly. 5

“And you're sorry now that you did
sneak 7~ sho.asked Letty gently.

“Well, I'm sorry I told the mistress,”
Tetty conceded. “1 wouldn't 'ave done
it if I'd known.”

“My hat! The grammar!” tittered
Chrissie Wadhurst.

“Buat look here—" cried Eunice.

“Funice, you can shut up!” Mabs
said. “Letty has apologised. Letty,
you'll never sneak again, will you?”

“No,” Letty said, and she fiercely
meant that

“Well, then,” Mabs said, “that’s all
right.  Letty’s apologised. - Letty's
promised never to eneak again, so that
puts things right., Now give her a
chance.”

“That's all wvery well,” chrilled
Eunice, “But she's got to bo taught a
lesson, and you haven't any right——"

“And you,” littlo Dolores flared in-
dignantly, “haven’t any right to be so
nasty and cruel !*

“Dolores, please!” Mabs said.
“Letty, come on!l Tea is ready in
Study No. 4, and we've been looking
for you.”

“Tea!” Kunice flared. “You mean
you're taking that slum kid to tea?”

But Mabs silenced her with a look.
With one arm still round the slight
shoulders of the gardener’s daughter,
she went out. Letty looked up at her.

“Th-thank you!” she muttered
huskily. “I'm sorry! You see, I never
meant to sneak, and I didn't know that
they'd all be so wild. I won’t never
do it again—honest !”

“Well, then, forget it, shall we?”
Mabs lightly laughed. “Now—tea I

“A scrummy tea, Letty!” Dolores
cnthused. “ Cream buns, you know, and
ever such nice hot crumpets. I love
nice hot crumpets, don’t you !

Letty smiled uncertainly. But there
was love in her oyes as the fairy-like
Dolores took her arm. Then, at last,
they were in Study No. 4, with Bessie
beaming round the fire, Babs welcom-
ing the little one, and Marjorie bust-
ling around putting the chairs in their
places. Letty looked at the table, and
her cyes lighted up.

$“Oh, isn’t it good I’ she breathed.
“And we cat what we like ?”

“Just whatever you like,” Babs
smiled.

Letty’s eyes shone, though, to be sure,
some of her shyness and embarrass-
ment returned when, at little Dolores’
side, ghe found herself scated at the
table. Babs placed a cup of tea in front
of her. '

“Sugar, Letty?”

“Can—can I have threce lumps?”
Letty gulped.

“Rather "

Letty helped herself. She stirred her
tea, - Rather noisily she stirred, but
Babs & Co. affected not to notice. Letty
smiled again, nervously, hesitantly,
while Dolores helped her to a hot
crumpet, which Letty at first folded over
and picked up whole, and then,
seeing that Dolores was using a knife
and fork. for hers, crimson-facedly
dropped it, and in such terrific em-
barrassment started work with the
knife and fork that she shot the
crumpet, plate and all, on to the floor.

“Oh dear! I—I'm sorry!” she
stuttered.

“That's all right,” laughed Baba.
“There we are,” she said brightly, and,
having retrieved the plate, she put a
new crumpetb on it.

But Letty’s little faco was still
crimson. She felt conscious with every
mouthful she ate that she was commit-
ting some fresh mistake. But Letty was
quick to observe and quick to rearn.
She noticed, for instance, when Babs
and her friends stopped stirring their
tea they removed the spoon, She
noticed, too, that not one of them
thought of pouring the hot tea in the
saucer like she and that dear old dad
of hers had often done. )

The meal went on. Babs & Co.
chatted away brightly, and wisely let
Letty find her feet. And by-and-by
Letty became to feel more reassured.
When it came to the cake-eating stage
she was happy, and actually asked for
some more tea. She liked these girls.
They were fino. They didn’t ask her a
lot of silly and nosey-parker questions.

There was a sudden step in the
passage. A sharp knock at the door,
and then it flew open. Helen Hunter,
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By Hilda Richards 7

her eyes glittering, and followed by her
podgy little sister, came in.

The chums turned.

“All right, keep your seats,” Helen
said grimly. “I haven't come to see you
Fourth Formers. Letty—="

Letty’s face had turned a little white.

“Y.yes?”

“What have you done with Chrissie
Wadhurst's sweets 7"

“Sw-sweets?"” Letty stuttered.

“Don't repeat things! You know
what I mean! Who stole Chrissie's
sweets in the Play-room?”

Babs & Co. looked at each other.

“Well, I didn't. I never saw nobody’s
sweets [ Letty blurted.

“You fibber!” shrilled Eunice. “I
saw you take them!”

“0o, you didn't1” Leity's eyes were
Wi‘r‘]e np;iﬂ;mrriﬁed.

idr

“Perhaps,” Babs suggested quietly,
“there’s some mistake 7"

“Therc's no mistake—and please be
quiet 1" Helen Hunter snapped. “I'm
dealing with this. The value of the
sweets may be small, but the fact that
they were taken without permission con-
stitutes a theft, and thieving is a thing
that's got to be nipped in the bud at
once.  This kid may have thought
nothing o i

“But I never took the sweets " Letty
was almost frantic. “I never even saw
no sweets! Dolores, you know I
wouldn't steal!” she said desperately,
looking at her new chum, whose little
face was growing red. ‘Dolores, you
tell them !”

“She didn't, Helen,” Dolores said
fiercely.

“Yah, baby-face!” mocked Eunice.
“How do you know?”

“Well, I know she didn’t!” Dolores
insisted stubbornly. “ And it's not steal-
ing if she did. You're always taking
my sweets, Lunice!”

“Why, you—"

“8hut up ” roared Helen. “T haven't
come hero for a kids' row! Letty, get
up,” she said. “I'm going to take you

to your Form-mistress, Miss Gilbey."”

“Oh, but you can’t, Helen—" mur-
mured gentle Marjorie Hazeldene.

% Take fifty lines!”

“(Give the kid a chance,” Babs said
contemptuously.

i f
f

“ WWHAT have you done with Chrissie Wadhurst’s sweets ? ’ snapped Helen Hunter, ‘' Sw-sweets? "
stuttered little Letty. ‘' You know what I mean," accused the prefect spitefully. “* Who stole

Chrissie’s sweets ? "’
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In the doorway Eunice Hunter sneered triumphantly.
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B Nt Wanled ot Clilf House!”

“Pake fifiy lines yourself, too! Now !
Well, are you coming 1’ As Letty shot
a frightened look at the chums she
reached forward, catching her  hand.
*Come on 1" ‘

And with a most vicious tug she
yanked the scared youngster out of the
study.

“Rotten cat 1" cried Babs.

“ Beastly bully!” glowered Bessie.

“But she didn’t do it, you know!”
Dolores eried. “1 know she didn't do
it! How could she have stolen Chrissic’s
sweets when Eunice was making her run
the gauntleﬂ Eunice has made it all
up !’ ;

The four Fourth Formers looked at
each other. Not yet had they quite
decided what to make of Letty Green.

ty might have been guilty of taking
those sweets. Even so, it was the sort
of thing that was done by plenty of
Cliff House girls. No great crime in it.

But Dolores’ argument seemed to
shatter even that tolerant view.

- “You mean,” Marjorie asked, *“that
Eunice made a false charge?” :

“ Eunice and Helen have made it up
between them, you know!” Dolores
answered earnestly, “They don’t like
Letty.” -

Babs pursed her lips. She was
wondering. Was Dolorés right? If so,
what was the motive behind the con-
spiracy of the two Hunter sisters—those
‘msters who, above all others at CIliff
House, should have been the most hearty
in their welcome to the new girl who
had never had the same chances as the
others?

Goaded Once Too Often!

T was ten minutes
before Letty Green
returned. Tears wero
in. the youngster's

eyes. Dolores was the first

” to go forward to meet her.

*0h, Letty, how—how did you get
on1"? she asked hesitantly.

Letty gulped. -

“Ally right,” she mumbled.

“But what did Miss Gilbey say?”
Dolores asked.

“She—she was all right,” Letty
Eulped again. “DBut che didn’t really
clieve me, you sece,” she added.
could see she didn’t. - She—she sort of
gave me a talking to and then let me
go. But I never stole tho sweets |” she

declared.

“No, of eourse you didn’t,” Dolores
saxd  loyally. “We all kpnow you
didn’t. Horrid Eunice! 8he just made
that up to get you into a row, But
never mind unice! Letty, don’t
worry,” she added soothingly, and the
sight of the one little girl comforting
the other went straight to the hearts of
Mabs, Babs, Bessie, and . Marjorie.
“But look here,” she added, with bright
eagerness, “we’re going to have a
rehearsal now——"

“ Rehearsal 1

Letty looked blank.

“Just practico, you know. You
whistle, and I'm goin[ﬁ to dance,”
Dolores laughed. “Mabel has a lovely
idea for the school concert, and we're
gom%to do it now. you kpow, aren’t
we, Mabel? So come on,” she added
entreatingly. “ Don’t worry about nasty
Eunice and Helen”

Letty nodded, though she did not look
very eager. Truth to tell, she was feel-
ing disturbed, a little elarmed. How
could she be happy whenr she had a
prefect against her, and a girl like
Eunice Hunter?

Still, Dolores was mee. She really
loved Dolores, And these big girls,
Barbara Redfern & Co., they didn’t

look down on her just beeause she hadn’t
been brought up like themselves.
Cliff House were only full of Barbara
Redferns and Dolores Kssendons, she
thought, she really would enjoy it.

So Letty allowed herself to be led
along the corridor, and Mabs, with a

laugh, threw open the door of the music-

roomr. Then she gurgled.

“Oh, goodie, it's empty! Come in,
Letty 17 .

Letty went in, again eatching her
breath as she gazed round. What big
rooms there were in this school, and
how marvellous everything was kept!
Again she felt shy, nervous, almost
afraid. But Marjorie, as if sensing
those emotions, caught her arm.

“Here we are, Letty-——music-room,
she said. *This is where we do mest of
our rehearsing, you know. Nice room,
isn’t it 7”

“I1—1 think it's lovely!” Letty
breathed fervently. ~

“Well, now you get on the platform,
Letty,” Mabs said. *“Dolores, you here,
Now what shall we do? Oh, the
‘Lambeth Walk.” We'll try it first
without a piano accompaniment.”

Letty nodded. She climbed up on the
platform.  Dolores, excitedly elamber-
ing up after her, smoothed down her
dress and waited Mabs' signal to begin.
Mabs, with a pod. gave the signal, and
Letty, forgetting all nervousness tben,
pursed her lips. Shrill and clear the
whistle broke out.

“Oh, fne!” breathed Bals, and her
cyes shone. “Now, Dolores.”

But Dolores, eager to start, was
already swaying. Now she broke into
the dance—such 8 fairy-like little
creature that 1t was impossible, watch-
ing her, not to be moved. Mabs’ eyes
glowed

“0Oh, my hat! When they’'re dressed
for the part!” she murmured.

Enthralled :he chums watched. The
whistle changed. Now it was the swift,
chirping notes of a robin; now, again,
it shrilled to the clear, bell-like tones of
the nightingale. No doubt that the girl
had the most astonishing, wonderful gift
in that bird mimierv of hers. No doubt,
either, that her father had not been mis-
taken when he had seen in that gift
fame and fortune for. his daughter. It
was wonderful.

Then, crash! The door was flung
open. Helen Hunter, her face flushed
and bad-tempered, glared into the
room.

“Here, what’s all this awful din?”
she eried. “Letty Green, how dare
you 1

The whistle stopped. Letty stared
with frightened eyes.

“But ﬁ:ok here—-" Mabs protested,

“Did you put her up to this?” Helen
stormed. .

“Yes. I did1” Mabs said heatedly.

“Then take fifty lines for making a
noise.” ~

“But, Helen—" protested Babs.

“Shut up! You take fifty lines, too.
Dolores and Letty, get off that plat-
form !

Letty, with a dismayed glance, got
off it.

:T)

“1—I didn’t think I was doing no
harm,” she faltered.

“No?” Helen sneered., “ Well, you
can leave the thinking to your betters.
Now get back to your Common-room.”

“ But, Helen,” Babs said indignantly,
“it was our fault—?>

“That's enough from you!” Helen
snappea “Any more, and I'll give you
all detention. Letty, go! No, yon
needn’t go with her, Dolores: I've got a
job for you to do in my study.”

Dolores’ eyes filled with tears, while
forlornly, with a hesitant glance fo-
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wards her Fourth Form chums, Letty
drifted out of tte room.

At the end. of the corridor she pansed
uncertainly.  Letty, unfamiliar as yet
with the geography of the school, liad
only the vaguest idea as to which pas-
sage led back to the Second Form
quarters—though, to be sure, she hated
the thought of returning there. After a
moment’s hesitation she took the turn-
ing to her left,

_That corridor, had she only known it,
was the one which led back to Miss

Primrose’s study.

Letty went. on. Then suddenly she
stopped as she heard a sudden titter in
front of her, as she saw Eunice Hunter,
her face alive with malicious mischicf,
walking towards her.

“Hallo, sneak-thief 1"" she gibed,

Letty gulped. 8he did not speak, hut
made as if to pass.

‘“Here, where are you goingi?”
Ennice demanded,

“Leave me alone!” Letty muttered
thiekly. .

“0Oh, so so!"” Eunice laughed. “Run
away, would you, little eat? TLet's hear
vou whistle,” she jeered.

But Letty stood her ground.

“No, I ain’t going tol”

“Oh, ain’t you?” eneered Eunice.
“Not 1f T twist your arm ?”

“Let me alone ! Letty eried,

“All right, funky cat!” Eunice cried
scornfully  “I'm not—I mean I ain’t—
going to hurt you. Anyway, you ain’t
the only one who can whistle,” she =aid.
“Just listen to this!” And while Letty
stared she whipped a metal whistlo from
her pocket and blew a series of ‘'shyill
blasts. *Like that?” *i,

Letty stared at her in wonder,

“Or this?” Eunice asked,  with: n
grin, and blew onee again, looking back
along the corridor towards the door of
Miss Primrose’s study.

The door of Miss Primrose’s study
opened  In a flash Eunice had con-
cealed the whistle, Miss Primrose, very
annoyed, looked out. ]

“Really—dear me 1" sho eried. “Ah,

‘Letty Green! Letty, I thought you

understood that you were not to whistle
in the school 7

“Go on, sneak if you dare!” hissed
Euniee.

“J—I—I—" stuitered Letty eon-
fusedly, :

“Letty, did you not nnderstand 7

“Y-yes,” stuttered Letty, going hot
and cold by turns,

“Then why did you disobey ?”

“Oh  dear!” Tuaped Letty, and
glanced nppﬁalingky at Eunice. But
unice merely looked meek, “T—I'm
sorry 1" she stuttered.

“Very well. Then please rememhber
in future,” Miss Primrose said.

The door closed. Eunice grinned.

“He, he, he !’ sghe tittered.

Letty glared at her. She was
trembling then.

“J—T think you're horrid !I” she said.

“He, he, he!” tittered Eunice again.
“3till, yon didn’t sneak that time, did
von, thief? Why didn’t you sneak,
thief 7

Letty threw her a bitter look. She
sirode off. But Eunice, grinning, kept
up with her.

“Well, thief, why didn’t you sneak 7"
she gibed. = G 3
“Go away tty gaspe
Eunice was out for m{.::?xief. Passing
out of the eorrider, she whipped out
the whistle and blew on it again. 1t
was a whistle almest instantly answered
by the opening of a door, and this
time Miss Bullivant, her eyes gleam-
ing, came on the scene. Just in time
Eunice dropped the whistle into her

pocket.

“Why, goodness gracious —me,

b
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LEVERY SATURDAY

who—" began the mistress, and then
she saw Letty. “Oh!” she said, under-
standing coming into her face. “ Letty,
you know you are not supposed to
whistle in school.”

Letty, crimson-faced, halted. Eunice
hissed :

“Go on, sneak!”

But Letty stood still. Sho had
learned her lesson—a lesson that had
sunk in deeply. She could =ay
nothing.

“When orders are given in this
school,” Miss Bullivant said severely,
““they must be obeyed. The next time
1 catch you making such a noise in the
corridor 1 shall punish you.”

Eunico giggled beneath her breath.
Tetty stood, crimson and quivering now.
It wasn’t fair! It wasn’t fair! And
suddenly the sense of her wrongs, the
injustices she had met with boiled
within her.

In that moment sho forgot her fear
of Eunice, her nervousness, and as
Miss Bullivant retired ehe suddenly
whirled.

Iler hand came up and flashed cut,
and Eunico staggered back, holding her
cheek ns the flat of tho cnraged girl's

alm smacked against it. Then Letty,

iad fled
But as she fled she was sobbing as if
lher heart would break.

Loyal Even to Her Enemies!

6 ALLO, Dolores!
Come in. We
were just talk-
ing about you.”

Thus Barbara Redfern

. the following morning.

i L Iv was after breakfast at

Cliff House, and Babs, Mabs, and

Bessie had retired to their study to

read the letters which had come for

them by that morning's post.

They were in high spirits, for both
Mabs and Babs had received remit-
tances by that post, and Mabs, anxious
to be getting on with rehearsals, had
suggested that the chums should take a
picuic in_the woods that afterncon,
inviting little Dolores and Letty to go
with them.

And in the midst of that discussion
Dolores entered.

Rather worried, rather anxious,
Dolores looked, and it was obvious at
once that she had lost her usual bright
spirits. Babs looked at her quickly.

“Dolores, what is it?"

“Jt—it’s Letty, Barbara.”

“Letty? What—"

“ And—and Eunice, and the others.”
Dolores’ ips quivered a little. “ They're
being so horrid to her.”

“(Oh1” Babs said. “Well, what—"

“Last night—last night,” Dolores
said, *“ Eumece said that Letty smacked
her face. Eunice was going to rag her,
but Miss Gilbey came along and took
Letty off to talk to her, and so Eunice
had a Form trial in the dormitory. In
the middle of the trial, Letty ran out
of the dormitory and ran into Miss
Bullivant, you know, and Miss Bulli-
vant came back and gave all the Form
twenty hnes, and Eunice said Letty had
sneaked.”

Babs' brows came together.

“Go on, Dolores,” she said quietly.

“And after that, when Miss Bulli-
vant had gone they all started throw-
ing things at Letty in bed,” Dolores
went on chokingly. “1 tried to stop
them, but somebody threw a shoe at
me and hit me—here.” And she
pointed to her temple, where the skin
was discoloured  “Then Letty cried
and said she wished she’d never come

to Cliff. HMouse, and—and Eunice told
her that she could jolly well run away,
and this morning Letty says she’s going
to run away. Oh dear! She—she's
having a horrid time!” Dolores said,

trembling.  “Barbara, cun’'t you do
anything?”

Babs looked grimly at Mabs. Poor
Letty !

“Whero is she now, Dolores?”

“Please, Barbara, she's in the
dining-room. She won’t comeo out.
Oh, please, won’t you go and speak to
her 77

“Let me go,” Flump Bessio  said,
“snd I'll jolly well go and pinch that
little cat FEunice’s ear at the same
time !” she added, her eyes gleaming
indignantly behind her thick spec-
tacles.

“ Bessic—no|” Babs said, as Bessic
made & move towards the door.
“Peorhaps, in this case, one of us can
do more good than a erowd. Mabs,
you tell Dolores ebout the picnic.”

She nodded to her chums. Rather
grimly she walked out. Poor, poor
Letty! she thought. What a life she
was having!

Reaching the door of the dining-hall,
ghe opened it and peered in. And then
she caught her breath.

Little Letty Green was there, stand-
ing by the window. She had a hand-
kerchief in her hand and was twisting
it and untwisting it as, with red eyes,
she stared across the playing fields.
Such a small, forlorn figure she looked
in that great room, that Babs’ tender
heart was at once smitten. 8he
coughed.

Letty spun round as if she had been
ghot. [Iler white face swiftly erimsoned
as she saw her big friend from the
Fourth.

“Letty,” Babs said softly, and closed
the door and went into the room.
“TLetty, what has been happening?”
she asked. i

“ Nun-nothing,” Letty said, averting
her face.

“Letty, there has. I know. Tell
me, dear.” ‘

But stubbornly Letty shook her head.

«I—1 can’t tell you,” she said. “If
I told, that would be sneaking,
wouldn't it? 1 ain’t never going to
get anybody into a row any more
through sneaking.”

Babs felt a sudden quiver about the
curves of her own lips.

“That's right, in a way, Letty—but
telling your troubles to another girl is
not exactly sneaking, you know.
don’t like to see you looking so miser-
able. Cliff House 1sn't a bad place
when you get to know it, and there are
other girls than Eunice Hunter. You
do like Cliff House, don’t you, Letty?”

Letty hesitated.  Then she bit her
lip fiercely.

“Letty "

“Well, T do and I don’t.” The child
paused. “1 likes it now, talking to
you, and I likes it when I'm with
Dolores; but—but— Ch, I don’t
know ! 1 always thought rich girls
better than poor girls ’cos they ’ave
what they want. But they aren’t, are
they 2"

Babs gulped a little.

“But rich girls can be nice—and will
be nice,” she sald “If vou were in
another Forin, vou’d probably find out
so. But look here.,” she added eagerly,
“we've made some plans for this after-
noon. You and Dolores and Mabel and
Bessie and me—we’re all gomng for a
picnic in the woods and to do a little
more rehearsing. How would you like
that 77

Letty visibly brightened.

“0Oh, yes !” she agreed eagerly. “You
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mean you're going to make tea, and all
that £

“That’s the idea,” Babs smiled.

“QOo!1” Letty sighed. *That will be
lovely,” she gaid, her big grey eyes
fastened worshippingly on Eabs. “Can
I ’elp, too?™

“Yes, of course. But—" And Babs
laughed. “Let's go and talk it over,”
she suggested.

With Lecty in tow, she went back to
Study No. 4, to find Dolores all a-beam
once aga'n and dancing with delight at
the prospect of the treat of the after-
noon. Dear Dolores. What a loyal
little chum_sho was, and how pleasedly
she rushed at Letty, banishing any
nervousnes: the new girl might feel at
once more intruding upon her older
friends. And for once Letty really did
seem to forget her miseries and her
worries.

Presently came the bell for assembly,
and after assembly the bell for lessons.
Rather in dread was Letty looking for-
ward to those lessons, and rather
apprchensively fell into line with the
rest of th: Second Form when they were
marshalled into the Second Form class-
room. From Eunice Hunter came a
titter.

“Now,"” she said, “we’ll see how
much  sneak-thief knows!  Feeling
funky, sneak-thief?”

Letty made no reply.

With the others she went into the
Form-room, to be greeted by bright-
faced Miss Gilbey. Nothing terrifying
about Miss Gilbey, at all events; she
was as nice” as anyone could wish a
mistress to be. Very gently she took
little Letty’s arm and Bl'ed her to her
desk. And Letty, sitting down in con-
fusion, felt her ears burning as she
heard a titter behind her.

“Silence, please,” Miss Gilbey said.
“Letty, my dear, you will find new
books in your desk.”

Letty gulped. Again she heard that
hateful titter from Eunice; but Dolores
next to her, gave her an encouraging
gmile, and from that smile Letty seemed
to draw comfort. With a furtive eyo
upon Dolores, she opened her desk as
Dolores did, and took out the brand-new
exercise book which lay on the top of
other books. $he opened it.

And then she sat perfectly still

And suddenly a lot, crimson flame
stained her cheeks

For there, written on the very first
nice clean page of her exercise book,
was a message. The message, in a
gprawling hand, ran as follows:

“WE DON'T WANT SNEAK-THIET'S
AT CLIFF HOUSE. GET OUT.”

“}le, he he!” sniggered Eunice
behind her.

Dolores turned. In turning she saw
the insult written on the flyleaf of the
exercise book, and at once her little face
turned an indignant red. Immediately
she spun round

“ Eunice, you awful thing! You
wrote that!”

“Shut up, Baby-face!” Eunice hissed
scornfully

“] think you're nasty and horrid!”
Dolores went on.

“Polores!” Miss Gilbey’s tone was
sharp *“What are you talking about?
Dolores, look this way! Eumece—"
And then she paused, realising very well
from the excitement in that particular
corner of the class-room that something
was afoot “Letty, my dear, why are
you staring at your exercise book like
that ?”

“(Oh, nun-nothing!” Letty stuttered
hastily.

But Miss Gilbey frowned. A year's
experience of the Second Form had
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taught her to read signs and porteuts
fairly accuratoly. That dismayed stare
of Lerty, the indignation on the face
of Dolores the sneering grin on ‘the
features of Eunice told her a little story
of its own. Without warning  she
stepped forward and took the book
from Letty Her frown was fierce as it
fastened upon Eunice, whose grin now
changed to a look of alarm.

“ Bumee—" i ;

“j—I ddn’t do it, Miss: Gilbey 1
Punice squeaked. ) ;

1 fancy,” Miss Gilbey said angrily,
#] know the writing! What an unkind
girl you are! Eunice, you will at once
apologise to Letty.” .

Runice went red.

“Bur—but—"

“ Ay oncel”

Eunice gulped: Like most bullies, her
nerve completely crumbled  when
threatened by higher authority. She
mumbled :

“]—I'm sorry.’ .

“(Qh, that's all right,” Letiy said,
relieved ’

“Thank youn.” Miss Gilbey locked
sovere. I hope, Eunice, that you mean
it. Letty is:a new girk tty deserves
considerarg treatment. Please try to
cultivate a little kindness and good
nature,”

And leaving Eunice red-eared, she
took up Letty’s exerciso book, tore out
the oftending Page. and then rustled
back in frort of the clasa.

The morning went on. As it went on,
Letty’s dread vamished. Kindly Miss
Gilbey, understanding = very well her

osition, asked no questions of Letty,
eaving her to pick up what knowledge
she could frem the rest of the Form.
The order came prescml{ to dismiss,
and Dolores, clasping Letty’s arm,
rushed her off at once in order to avaoid
any reprisals the fuming Eunice might
have contemplated

Letty was almost happy then. After
the ordeal of her first morning in class,
she foli relieved. Class had lost many
of its visualised terrors for her, and a
comforting instinet told her that Miss
Gilbey woutd be tolerant and lenient
until she had found her feet.

Dinner came, and after dinner
Dolores excitedly marched her off to the
cycle shed the arrangement between her
and Babs being that they would all meet
in the woods at half-past two just in
case the spiteful Helen Hunter saw them
going oft together and invented some
excuse to break up the party. Helen
was full of little tricks like that.

“Here we arve!” Dolores cried buoy-
antly. “We are going to mect them
near the place where we met you yester-
daﬁ. Leotty. Where’s your bicyele?”

etty erimsoned.

“1—-1 haven’t got one.”

«Oh 1 Dolores blinked. Until that
moment it hadn’t occurred to her that
Letty might not be so favourahly
equipped for fravel as herself. ¢ Well,
T'll lend you mine,” she volunteered
nobly.

But Letty, flushing, shook her head.
“No: let's both walk,” she suggested.
«PBut we can’t, vou know,” Dolores

said “1 promised Mabel ever so faith-
fully that we’d be there by half-past
two. If we walk we can’t be there by
half-past two, can we? And they'll be
dreadfully worried, you know. You go
on and tell them.”

But again Letty fiercely shook her
head Truth to tell, Letty could not
ride a bicycle, though she had often
longed for one.

“No, you,” she urged. . “1 can find
my way. Please, Dolores I” she pleaded.

Dolores %la.nced at her doubtfully.
She didn’t like 'eaving her new chum.
At the same time, it was just so impos-
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sible to let down Babs & Co. after
promising to be on time that she had to
agree.

“ See you soon, then, Letty,” she said.

And off she went Letty gulped a
litthe as enviously she turned her head
back towards the cycle-shed. Whab 2
lor of lucky gwrls they were at Clifi
House! And what a really enormous
number of those oycles! If only she
could ride! 1f only she had a bicyele
like that! :

“Hallo!” a voice.said behind her.

And Letty, turning, flushed as she
found herself staring at her chief perse-
cutor 1 the Second Form—Eunico
Hunter. .

“ Hallo !” Eunice repeated, and actu-
ally smiled pleasantly. “Nice day for
a cycle ride, isn't it?” she asked
cordially. “You know, Letty, I've been
thinking.” ; :
_“"Ave yout” Letty asked wonder-

ingly.

“Ves. You and I—we ought to be
friends, you know. I told you I was
sorry about your exercise-hook. I am.
Have you got a bicycle?”

“No,” Letty confessed.

“Oh, that's a shame ” Eunice pouted.
Really for a gul of her age, Eunice
was acting remarkably well. “But you
can ride,” she said. “Of course you
can ride. 1 can.”

Letty gulped. She felt that she was
being offered some sort of a challenge.
In her secret heart Letty despised
Funice, and a challenge from Funiece
was not a thing to be lightly refused.
She couldn’t ride. She had never been
on a bicycle, i fact; but it looked
easy, and she was jolly sure that what
Eunice could do she could do. In any
case, there was no danger of riding
now, because she hadn't got a machine
to ride on. Bluffing, she said:

“0Of course I can ride!”

“Well, that's jolly !” was Eunice’s
comment; and she grinned. “In that
case, you know, 1 can lend you a
bicyele.” She looked up and down and
round, and then, wheeling out a rather
new machie, she indicated it, “You
can borrow this,” she offered. “Go on.”

Letty hesitated doubtfully. She was
sorry all at once for having taken that
foohsh challenge.

“Well, go on! Get on it!” Eunice
said impatiently.

There could be no turning back now.
Tmpossible to go back op her boast.
Rather hesitantly, and feeling much
loss confident in her powers, Letty
approached the machine, and, while
Eunice held the thing upright, took her
seat. The pedals felt rather far away,
and the thing wobbled alarmingly.
But—

“Ready 1”7 cried Eunice. “Gol”

And with all her force she gave the
bike a shove. TForward it shot, wob-
bling badly. Desperately Letty clung to
the handlebars. The handlebars turned
as the machine wobbled on. She felt
it heel over. Desperately she tried to
right it.

And then—

Crash! The machine was on its side,
and Letty sprawled off; in a moment
was upright again. And from Eunice
came a shriek of mirth.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Letty, erimson, turned.

“Thought you could ride!”
jeered.

Letty gulped.

« A fine biker you are, I must say!”
FEunice jeered. “He, he, he! ‘Ob, of
course 1 can ride! I'm ever so clever!’
And look at that bike!” she cried.
“Look at that pedal! That's Ida Jack-
son’s bike, you know, and won’t Ida be
just mad when she sees it!”

Letty’s hands clenched. Too late, she

Eunice
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realised the trick that had been played
on her.

She looked at the machine. Rather
apprehensively she picked it up. The
wheels were all right, but the pedal on
whieh the machine had fallen, and
which had taken the full force of the
fall, was twisted. She gazed at it in
dismay.

“Qh crumbs !’ she mumbled.

And then suddenly there fluttered on
to the scene a new figure—the bad-
tempered Ida Jackson of the Upper
Third. Her eyes flamed as she saw hor
machine.

“My bike!” she gasped. “ Who told
you to use this?”

“«]—]—I—" stuttered Letty, and,
remembering the code against sneaking,
gulped. “I didn’t know it was yours.”

“Didn’t you?” Ida_ furiousl glared
at her. “Well, you jolly well know
now! And look what you've done to
it1 Look at that pedal I”

- “I—I'm sorry I” :

“He, he, he I” tittered Eunice.

“«You'll jolly well be more than
sorry 1” Ida said angrily. * Sorrow isn't
cnough!  That's my bike yow've
damaged, and you'll jolly well pay for
the damage! If you don’t ».—her eyes
elittered—"I'll  report you to Miss
Primrose !” _

Letty gazed at her, her lips nivering.
She looked at Bunice,- shrieking her
head off now, and, with a feeling of
sick anger in her heart, ghe turned
away. What a school this wasl How
awful and mean, these rich girlsl

“Thief 1"

OR a long time after
that incident Letiy
Green could not he
cheered.

She was still downcasb
and rather dismal when
she met Babs & Co. and
Dolores, thinking now of
the damage to Ida’s machine and Ida’s
threat to report her if she did not pay
for the damage., But because of that
almost fierce decision not to snealk,
Letty would not tell the chums what had
happened.

During tea, however—a really lovely
tea, prepared by Bessie’s plump, expert
hands—she cheered up again, and after
tea, when she and Dolores rehearsed,
che had almost forgotten her latest
setback.

But she was reminded of it when they
returned to echool and went off, arm-
in-arm, to the Play-room with Dolores;
for in the corridor she met Ida Jackson.

“«Hi, you!” said Ida roughly.
waut to talk to youl I've taken my
bike to the eycle shop, and they say
i1l cost a shilling! You di the
damage! Give me that shilling 1”

“]—I ain’t got a shilling!” Letly
faltered.

“Well, then, jolly well get one—
quickly 1 Ida scowled. “I'm going to
fetch my bike to-morrow, and if you
haven’t got the shilling 'l shall go and
tell Miss Primrose !”

«Rh? What's that?” Eunice Funter
asked, coming up.

“She owes me a shilling for the
Jdamage she did to my bike!” Ida
announced, with a glare. “T've jusb
been telling her, if I dont get it I'm
going to tell Primmy about it, that's
all I .

«and hasn’t she got it?” Eunice
as}fed.

Yunice gazed at Letty. Her face
was thoughtful, Strangely enough, she
asked no more questions then, and
neither did she attempt to  jeer.
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EVERY SATURDAY

Instead, rather quickly she turned
away.

Casually she strolled to the end of
the corridor, but once she had got round
the corner she hroke into a breathless
run, which did not end until she had
reached her sister's study in the Sixth
TForm corridor. Irritably Helen glanced
round as she breathlessly burst in.

“Helen !” Eunice cried. i

Helen scowled. She had a letter in
her hand, and on tho table was a
folded ten-shilling note.

“QOh, you,” she said.
heard from Uncle Noah1”

**No; but—

“Well, 1 have!” Helen’s face was
bitter. “This is his letter. And therc "
—with a glarc at the ten-shilling note
—“is his remittance. Ten shillings!”
gshe choked. “Ten shillings—when
he’s never, never failed to send a pound
at least. This is because of that awful
pauper brat! This is his 1dea "of
making us help to bear the expense of
keeping her herel” she eried, while
Eunice scowled. “At this rate we
shall soon find ourselves with no pocket-
money at all!

“Have you

“Unless,” HRunico suggested, - “we’

jolly well get rid of her!”

“Unless that—yes.” Helen nodded
moodily. *“But how are we to get rid
of her? She doesn’t show signs of going
yet. And Babs & Co.—"

Funice broke into a snigger.

“1 don’t think,” she said spitefully,
“even Babs & Co. could help her if
she was found out to be a thief, could
they? And she’s already suspected, you
know. Remember that I boned
Christine’s sweets and blamed it on to
her? And there’s something else,”
Funice went on., -“Now she's funky
bhecause Ida Jackson says that if she
doesn't pay for her damaged bicycle
she’ll report her to the Head. Well,”
Funice went on eagerly, “Letty hasn’t
got the money.”

Helen’s eyes gleamed suddenly.

“T sce,” she said slowly. “HEunice”
—an unpleasant smile twisted her lips—
“] think weo've got something here.
Leave it to me!”

(14 NE HUNDRED and forty. One forty-

two, one forty-three,” Barbara
Redfern sighed. “Thank goodness I'm
nearly finished 1”

“And me,” Mabs said ungrammatic-
ally.

“And me,” Bessie said.

The three chums in Study No. 4 were
busy writing off the accumulation of
lines received from Helen Hunter.

They were anxious to get them
finished that evening. Mabs, dead
keen on her new stunt for the school
concert, had asked Dolores and Letty
to another rehearsal in fhe gym. Mabs
was enthusiastic about the new turn,
and particularly was she joyous aboub
the whistling ability of Letty. What a
find that girl was!

But suddenly there came an interrup-
tion. A knock sounded on the door,
and Dolores, her face pale and fright-
cned. looked in.

“(Oh, Barbaral”

“antla. Dolores, come in! What is

“Jt—it’s Letty again!” Dolores’ lips
quivered. “They’re going for her in
the Play-room, you know, and they're
calling ﬁs‘r a thief!”

“Oh |” Babs' eyes glimmered. “And
what is she supposed to have stolen
this time 2"

“ Priscilla Pacey’s bead bracelet.”
Dolores shook her head. “DBut she
didn’t. you know. I saw REunice take
the bracelet, and she put it in the pocket
of Letty’s blazer which Letty had

thrown on a desk when she came in. What's Letty supposed to have done?”

Kunice is just making it up,” Dolores
asserted, her face red with indignation.
“and when I told the other girls what
she'd done, Eunice just went for me,
too, and bundled me, out of the room.
Oh dear, I—I wish you could do some-
thing 1” she unhappily blurted.

Babs nodded. She rose. Significant
the look she flashed at Mabs and
Bessie.

“Come on!” Babs said.

“Little  cats!” Bessie eried indig-
nantly.

She rose. Mabs rose, too. Rather
grim-lipped, they went out of the study,
making their way to the Play-room with
Dolores apprehensively following in
their wake. Sounds of commotion told
them, before they opened the door,
that a row was in progress, and that
presentiment was more than justified
when Babs burst in.

By Hilda Richards **

“8he's a thief!” cried Nunice; and
there was a mutter from the Second.

“I'm not!” panted Letty.

“Yes, you are—you shut up!”
Funice violently cried.  “She stole
Priscilla’s bracelet, and I found it in
her pocket!”

“ After you jolly well put it there,
you mean!” Bessie glowered.

“Qol, listen to her!” shrieked
Eunice indignantly. “I didn't put it
there, so there, you—you big lard
barrel 1”

Bessie’s face turned red.

“What dud-did you call me?" she
stuttered furiously.

“Lard barrel, yah! You are a lard
barrel |” Eunice jeered, and glanced
round triumphantly at her followers, as
much as to say: “You see, I'm not
afraid of cheeking a big girl! You
keep your silly nose out of if, lard

OUD and shrili Tang out the whistle. This was one of Eunice’s most
spiteful little schemes, for she knew that Miss Bullivant would come
out of her study ; she knew that Letty would get the blame.

Letty, white-faced, was 1n one corner,
desperately facing a crowd of angry
Second Formers. In the front of them
was the podgy form of Eunice, and
Eunice was just in the aet of forcing a
erudely made dunce’s cap on Letty’s
head.  The cap bore the word
“THIETL.” :

“Thief — that’s shat you arel”
Eunice jecred. “You ought to be sent
to prison !”

“T tell you I didn’t take it!” Letty
panted, almost sobbing. “I never cven
sawed it1”

“Fibber!” eried Eunice.

“I tell you—" .

“All right, close the door!” Babs
gaid grimly; and at the sound of her
voice [unice flamed round. “What's
all this?”

Eunice’s eyes gleamed,

“Mind your own business, Fourth
Form !”

“It is our business!” snapped Babs,

snatching the dunce’s cap from Letty's

head and angrily crumpling it up.
“It’s any girl's business to prevent a
smaller girl being bullied by a crowd!

barrel 1”7 she cried offensively. “You
jolly well go back to Bunter Alley and
learn to epell coke! Yah! I—ow, ow,
ow!" Bunice broke off with a yell
“You hit me!”

Bessio had. Not usually was Bessie
a girl of action. Bessie had a slow
temper, not easy to rouse, but the in-
sufferable offensiveness of Eunice had
fanned it into quick flame. Almost
without thinking, Bessic had lunged
out, and though she did not hit Eunice
hard, her plump hand caught her a
resounding box on the ear.

“Well, jolly well serve you right
sho glowered. “Perhaps that will
teach you to treat your elders with
respect. Here—I say, don’t ery!” she
added in consternation, as Bunice, sec-
ing the door opening, suddenly burst
into tears. “I—I didn’t mean to hurt
you !” .

“Boo, hoo-hoo!” howled Eunice.

“Look . here—"

“Hallo !” said a voice.  “Oh, hallo!
What's this? Barbara, Mabel, Bessiel
Eunice, what are you blubbing for?”

There was a silence, The newcomer
was Helen Hunter

(Continued on page 14)
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VERY soon now you'll be breaking-up
f(;lr the If]aster ho!iclllaya. And some
of you, I expect will be breaking-u

for good.y 58 ilkd

1 always remember my last week ab
school. (It was at the end of the summer
torm.) Never in my life had I felt so
miserable.

The thought that I'd never be wearin,
my oh-so-short -tunie again depresse
mo terribly. 1 hated the idea of leaving
my well-worn desk for someone else to
work at.

1 hated leaving all the mistresses, and
I hated being parted from my school
friends.

Even the thought. of homework, which
I certainly hadn’t been keen on before,
seemned rather glamorous, now that I
wouldn't bave to do any more.

We weren't expected to do much work
that last week at school—which was
strange. 1 spent most of my time
persuading people to write something
nice and friendly in my autograph album.

1 collected tons of addresses and
tolephone pumbers, irom all and sundry,
and I also bouzht quite a number of little
*+ leaving presents ' for my friends.

Altogether a very strange time.

And a little bit frightening, too, if you
are going “ out to work ”* for the first
time.

But you so soon forget all the unhappi-
ness of parting with friends. you make
new ones, and you keep old ones. You
can stil' wear your school blazer for tennis,
and for hiking at week-ends, and @ small
sister will soon wear out your gym-tunic
and shoes.

So, best of luck, you who are leaving
school—and don’t forget to join the
“ Old Girls’ Asscciation,” if you want to
kcsgein touch with all the fricnds you
m there.

@® Where the Money Goes

That, 1 think, is quito enough serious
talk for one week, don’t you ?

Now, what about Easter ? Next weels,
by the way, I'l give you one or two
suggestions for tiny Easter gifts that you
can make for the family and your chums.
They won’t eost more than a few pennies,
go mind you save up.

Talking about saving, isn' it positively
amazing how the pocket.money vanishes,

There’s three ha'pence for a stamp here.
Twopence for the Guides. Fhreepenco
on bus fares. Bixpence for the pictures ;
twopence on gweets (or perhaps several
twopenees 1) ; twopence for the

THE SCHOOLGIRL

UT OF SCHOOL
HOURS

to you each week.

things 1o make—a
chummy w

PATRICIA is your very own friend, who wriles

She tells you of her own

doings ; of things to do, things to talk about and
Il in that light-hearted and
ay so typical of her.

SCHOOLGIRL ; a penny for some
hair grips ; & penny for a pocket

comb——

Tt isn’t till you come to think
about it that you realise where
the cash does go to, is it ?

80 what about keeping &
Pocket-money Record Book for
a few weeks, so that you can see exactly
what you do ‘spend. Then, if you want
to cut down on something in order to save,
you just turn up your book and decide
what you can do without.

(Mind you, even if you don’t decide to
economise, it's still interesting to see just
how you spend your money.)

To make this account book, you'll
want two pieces of card—posteards will
do—for the cover. Cut some sheets of
exercise paper to the same size as the
covers, and place these between them.

Now you can paste eoloured paper ovel
the covers, if you like, or you can leave
them plain if you prefer to.

Decorate the front with coins—pennies,
sixpences, and 8O
on. (Quite the
casiest way of
doing this, is to
borrow some coins
friom the .f-,milyi
place a piece O
thinhish paper over
each coin, and then
seribble over it. A
wonderfully clear
drawing will
the result. Then
you can ou t
around this, and stick it on to the cover,
go that the coins are life-size !)

Write * Money 1 Have Spent,” or
“ Poeket-money Record ’ on the front,
in your best lettering.

Punch two holes in the gide of the book
and thread ribbon or cord through.

In keeping your record, don't forget
to write * money received * on each left-
hand page, and ** money spent ™' on each
right-hand one. Youll socon hecome
quite an expert accountant then,

@ A Good ldea

One of the habits T have—and it’s a
bad one !—is always to bite the end of
cotton before attempting to thread a
needle.

Do you do this ? 1 know I shouldn’t,
but I find I simply can’t thread a needle
without.

Whether it's my fault, or whether it’s
that the eye of the needle is always too
small, T don’t know.

But now I've learned a new trick—which
won’t stop my biting the cotton, FPm
afraid. but whieh will make my needles
easior to thread.

You hold up the needle and then breathe
on it. d
This mekes tho shiny part of the needle

e T e e i A

dull, and so makes the *' eyo ? show up
more clearly. -

Tt really does work, 8o you try it next
time you'ro in difficulties with this needle-
threading business.

@ It's Lucky

Does your hair grow to a point in the
front, on your forehead ?

1f so, you're very lueky, for these
it eaka " are very much envied by those
who haven’t one.

All our family have them, including
vour Patricia. My mother always calls
them * cow’s licks,” for some extraordinary
reason. Though 1 have heard them called
« widow’s peaks,” haven't you ?

If you have a widow’s peak ™ (or
« sow's lick *’) you should eomb your hair
backwards from it, in order to show it.

For in Hollywood, apparently, it is not
at all unusual for film stars to have the
front of their hair shaved to make one !

@ Funny Flowers

Now that tulips are s0O plentifu! and o
cheap, I must tell you agnin—as T told
you last year—that these are very excep-
tional flowers. The don’t like being
« grranged ” in  their bowl. They like
to arrange themselves.

They don’t like having their water
changed—as all other flowers do.

And they do like money !

If you pop a farthing or a ha’penny into
{he ‘water in which they're standing,
they’ll keep fresh much longer. Bub
Jdon't forget to rescue the cash when you
do throw the water away, will you 2

® In Holiday Mood

Are you gomng to take your school hat-
band off your hat during the Easter
holidays 1 It's quite & good idea to do so,
-ou know, for then you can give it a rest
Tor a fortnight or so, and then clean it up
and press it to go back again—or on to
your sumier “ airaw,” for the new term.

While it's resting, you'll want to wear
your hat, of course. If yours is one of
ihose that has o plain black band on
already, it would be very easy to make two
little slots in the front of this. and to slip
a gaily eoloured feather through. Most
holidayfied, it would look.

Another notion is to make two cheery
bobbles and stiteh these lightly on to the
front of your hat.

Good-bye now, my pets, ontil next weelks

our friend,
PATRICIA:

w
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LVERY SATURDAY

People will judge you by the way you

stand, Are you nervous and em-

barrassed like the girl on the left, or

calm and confident like the one on
the right ?

DON'T you think it’s dreadful to bo
go shy that you're awkward and
nervy in other people’s presence ?

This is known as self-consciousness,
for it generally means that a girl is so
gonscious of herself that she just doesn’t
know what to do with her hands, her feet
—or anything. \

Self-consciousness isn’t the sameo as
conceit, of course. It just means that the
girl can't forget herael}.

If only the shy girl could learn to do
that, she’d be half way to conquering her
norvous mannerisms that make her fecl
so gawky and awkward.

“Think of others® sounds rather like
one of thoso texts that we were given
at Sunday School whon we were small,
doesn’t it ?

But, quite seriously, this maxim could
very well be the means of curing the too-
shy girl.

You see, when you are thinking of
others, you are then forgetting yourself.
And when youn forget yourself you won’t
stammer, stutter, blush or fidget in
embarrassment.

8o you shy and nervous ones, remember
that first, will you ?

Next time a mistress asks a question
in elass, and then pounces on you, saying :
* You tell me,” there’s no need for you to
go red, and stammer and stutter until the
answer to the question flies right out
ihrough the window.

Immediately you hear the question
asked, just concentrate on the answer,
Instead of worrying how you'll look as
you stand up, think instead of the
mistress’ jumper, of the writing on
the blackboard—of anything except
yourself.

You'll be surprised at how elearly
your reply will come—without even
a blush.

AN ORDEAL

But there are other occasions when
even the bravest of schoolgirls can feel
nervous. Take a wvisit to the head-
mistress, for example.

It can be an ordeal—I know,
Bo bere’s how to do it.

You walk, with your head up,
your shoulders down, and arms
swinging gently, along the corridor.

You tap on the door, not tco
softly, nor yet demandingly.

Then—while waiting for a “ come
in,” you take a deep breath. Then you
oren the door, enter with a smile, and
cloge it behind you, without turning.

| THE
|MPORTANCE
A

O
POISE

All schoolgirls who value their appear~
ance—and who doesn't >—will find
this article very helpful.

There, that sounds so easy, doesn’t it.
And you’'ll make a much better impression
on the Head than if you erawl around thoe
door furtively, like a small mouse who
knows she shouldn’t be there.

Of course, you should be there. And
your manner and whole way of standing
should suggest that. There’s no need to
look arrogant, or haughty about it—
but just try to look as if you've been
invited and you're welcome.

If the headmistress does not look up,
then you just stand there quietly.

When she does look at you, you should
smile and say “ Good-morning.”

Just smile—that does help your poise,
vou know. There’s no need to grin like o
Choshire cat, nor to chout your groeting.

Bus after this, you'll feel quite at home,
for your headmistress will most cortainly
smile back, and you won't he feeling nearly
g0 scared,

LITTLE HABITS

One of the biggest tragedies aboub
nervousness is that it can so easily make
you form funny little habits that aren’t
at, all attractive.

I don’t need to tell you that nail-
biting is one of these. And I know how
desperately you who do bite your nails try
to break yourselves of this. Well, overcome
your “ nerves” and you will succeed.

Screwing a hankie round and round into
a ball between your hands is another very
odd little habit that isn’t a bit charming.

One of the best ways of overcoming
schoolgirl nerves is, of all things—
breathing exercises.

SIMPLE EXERCISES

To stand m front of your open window
every single morning, and breathe in and
out ever so deeply is really wonderful
for this. (Incidentally, it improves your
voice and your complexion.)

And always when you feel you have a
particularly big ordeal in front of you,
take a very deep—though silent—breath.
You'll by astonished how steadying this
is, and how calm you’ll foel afterwards.

The way you sit can affect not only your aj -
ance, but also your good health, Soif the fauits
of the girl on the left are

yourself of them,

urs, do try to break

There’s a right and a wrong way to

enter a room, By looking at the

pictures above you can see for your-

selves which is the right way,
can't you?

At ono very famous school of deportment
where young and fashionablo debutantes
go to learn curtsymng before thoy are
presented at Court, they do this exercise
for hours at a time. They also bave to
say * mah » in a very deep voice.

And do you know what this docs?
It keeps the tummy flat !

SITTING PRETTY

But 1t’s not only when standing ihat
doportment is important.

The way you sit can make no end of a
difference both to your figuro and your
sell-eonfidence.

You can see how badly the girl on the
left in the picture below is sitting. It’s
exaggerated, of course, but lots of girla
do git very much like that.

To show her petti like that, just for a
start, isn’t attractive, (Even though
some of the new epring dresses have pettiy
made to show, hers isn’t.) B{ twisting
one foot round behind her loy, she’ll
certainly make her stockings grubby, for
another thing.

Resting her elbows on the table like
that is going to wear the sleoves of her
dress out.

It will also make her elbows red and
sorubby-looking. That won’t mattor
just now perhaps, but it will when the
summer daya come along, with pretty
short-sleeved dresses to be worn that show
up the elbows. She’ll be so sorry then.

But, most, important, just look at that
back. If she’s mot very carcful, she'll
get the moss horrid humptyshoulders—and

iight even epoil her pico straight

ine.

BpIrn::idenmllyr. bolieve me or nof,
it's much more comfy to sib lslump
on your* sit-upon ” as Mrs. Nature
intended yon should, with your
backbone in e line with the back of
tho chair,

You can coneentrate much better
that way, you'll find, and homework
won't seem nearly such a fag.  Alse
you'll be bmt.hinimuch more freely,
giviny your lungs thechance to expand
as they should (just look at that girlon
the left again—the bad personl) 80
that you won’t get tired so quickly.

Being sensible young schoolgirls, who
know value of a nice ** carriage "
—+0 use an old-fashioned word—you
will, 1 am sure, watch out for all these
figure faults.. But when I toll you that
bad posture can spoil your good looks
a3 well—then I'm quite sure you will,

For we're all buman enough to like
to be pretty, aren’t we ? ;
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14 “|ot Wanted at Cliff House!”

(Continued from page 11)

“Sle—she hit me!” howled Eunice,
pointing at Bessie.

" ¢f didn’t hurt her!” cried Bessie
“Qhe's only putting it on!”

“JIs she?”  Helen's amber eyes
glittered. *“Yon know you've no busi-
ness to hit a smaller girl!

“Well, she jolly well asked for it!”
Babs =aid.

“And if she hadn’t got it from
Bessie, she'd have got it from me!”
Mabs glowered.

“8g1” Helen looked grim. “So the
three of you were bullying?” she said.
“Right! ~ That's enough! You will
each be detained for the next half-
holiday. Now get out of this room "

The chums gazed at each other—
helpless. Letty's lips quivered.  But
Helen, as prefect, had the law on her
side—though, to be sure, she was exer-
cising her powers most unreasonably.
Primmy, of course, would be bound to
uphold” Helen’s authority.

They went out, followed by a hiss
from Funice which Helen made no
attempt to subdue, In Study No. 4
they faced each other angrily.

“It’s a ploy,” said Babs. “The
moro I think of it, the more I'm sure
of it. Helen and Eunice are just work-
ing hand in glove against that poor
kid. It was Kunice who fastened the
sweet-taking on to her—Helen who
backed her up. Helen's now backing
Ler up in this new charge.”

“But why,” asked Mabs, * should
;hoy want to make a dead-set against
ert”

“Why?" Dabs shook her head. *1
don’t know. But you can't say they’ve
been exactly friendly since she came
to the school, can you?”- she asked.
“There’s something more in all this
than just mere spite!"

The ehums stared at each other.
Tefore any of them could speak again,
however, there came a knock on the
door, and Dolores, her own face woe-
begone, came into the room, her arm
wrapped tenderly about the shoulder
of a white-faced Letty.

Their hearts touched, the three chums
gazed at the little omes,

Letty eyed them awkwardly.

“J—I've come to say——" she stut-
tered. “Oh dear! I—=I'm sorry for
getting you into trouble.”

“Don’t worry,” Babs said.

“But I do,” Letty gulped. “I don’t
seem to do anything but get you into
trouble !” she cried. = “An’—an’ it’s
not fair. 1 never ought to ’ave come
to this school. I'm not wanted 'ere!”’

“Letty, my dear—"" Babs cried.

“Well, I'm not! They're all against
me, except you and Dolores.  Eunice
says I oughter run away.”

Quick the look which passed between
the thrce chums.

“Meaning,” Babs guessed, “that
she'd be pleased if you did run away.
Well, never mind Kunice. Don’t take
any notice of her. We don't believe
what she says, anyway. and we're your
friends, Letty. Mabs, got the chairs,”
she added quickly “Let’s all sit down
now and have a nice little talk to-
gether, and forget all the worries of
Eunice, and her mean little jeers. We
won't worry about the rehearsal to-
night. Let's tell fairy tales.”

“Qh, yes!” Dolores eagerly cried.
“The one about Snow White. You
tell it, Barbara. You tell fairy tales
ever so nice.”

Letty gulped.

“And can we stop ‘ere—till bed-
time 1" she asked.

“Why, of course”

“QOh!” said Letty. and smiled. “Oh,
that will be lovely!” she whispered.

“I—T like being ’ere. I.don’t seem to
care some’ow, when I'm with you.”

Mabs smiled tenderly, while Babs
blushed, and Bessie, a suspicion of a
tear in her eye, turned away.

Bessie Keeps Her Ears Open!

. UT little Letty Green,
had she only known
- it, was not destined
to remain in Study

No. 4 until bed-time.

For events, not to
known until later, were
taking rapid shape in the

Play-room of the Second Form.

It was Eunice, of course, who set the
suggestion afoot—Eumce acting upon
the orders of her elder sister.

Using her authority in the Second
Form, she sent a round robin to Miss
Primrose, accusing Letty of theft. Her
sister Helen was sent for, and when
ghe cunningly supported the charges,
Letty herself was summoned.

Wondering, apprehensive Letty went
to the headmistress’ study. The
moment she noticee Helen there she
knew trouble was in store, even before
she saw Miss Primrose’s stern face.

“Letty, 1 am sorry to tell you that
it has come to my notice that you have
been guilty of stealing things in the
Second Form——" Miss Primrose
began.

“But I ain’t—I1 ain’t!”’ Letty burst
out.

“My dear child—please!” Miss
Primraose frowned. * You must not tell
stories, Letty.”

“But I'in not telling stories!” Letty
panted. “I ain’t done nothing wrong.”

Helen sighed as she looked at the
headmistress, shaking her head at the
same time. Letty, reading condemmna-
tion in the headmistress’ face, burst
into quivering tears

“Shush—shush | Miss  Primrose
looked a little upset. “Please don’t
cry,” she said. “I am not going to
punish you this time  But I do warn
you, most seriously Letty, that if any-
thing like this comes to my notice
again, 1 shall have no alternative but
to send for Mr. Tunbridge and ask
him to take you away. You under-
stand that?"”

“Yes; but I ’aven’t!” Letty choked.

“Never mind, my dear. You may
go. But let this be a lesson to you.”

Letty gulped.. She went out, leaving
Helen behind with Miss Primrose. It
wasn’t right. It wasn’t fair. Helen
had put Miss Primrose up to this. And
for Miss Primrose to send for Mr. Tun-
bridge—- :

Letty shuddered at thought of that.
No, no! 8he’d run away first!

“Hi, you!” said a sudden voice.
“XWhere's that shilling for my pedal?”

Letty spun round with a start. Ida
Jackson, scowling, bad-tempered, was
before her.

“Oh dear! I—I haven't got it!”

“Then when are you going to get
it?” Ida eried.

“J—I don’t know.”

“Don’t know?” Ida’s voice became
shrill,  “Don’t know?  Then what
about me? You broke the pedal—
vou've got to pay for it! You—"

And Ida broke off there, For the
door of Miss Primrose’s study opened,
and Miss Primrose. with Helen peerin
over her shoulder, exasperatedly looked
out.

“Really, what is all this?” she
asked. “Ida, why ave you shouting
And what is this about
Letty breaking something?”

Ida turned red.

s g b et A S g P
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«Well, she broke the pedal of my
bike. They want a shilling to mend
it, and they won’t let me have it until
1 pay the shilling.”

«“] gee.”” Miss Primrose frowned.
#Well, Letty, as you damaged the
pedal, it is certainly your duty to pay
for the repair. See that you do so as
soon as you can.”

Letty gulped. Dejectedly sho strolled
off. After her went IHelen—Helen now
with a strangely tnoughtful look upon
her. face, At the end of the corridor
she paused, frowning as she saw Bessie
Bunter rolling towards her. Sho called
sharply :

“ Bessie !”

“Th? Oh, yes!” DBessio blinked,
“What is it?”

“Go and tell Eunice I want her in
my study.”

Bessie grunted. Helen, with the air
of a queen who has given her orders,
rustled off. Bessie made a grimace at
her back and ambled off towards the
Play-room. Then suddenly her eyes
gleamed as she remembered what Babs
had said in Study No. 4. Eunice and
Helen were working some plot against
little Letty Green. Did this mean that
there was some new mischief afoot?

Bessie did not stop to think further
than that. From that point Bessie had
made up her mind to try to find out
what was going to happen at the inter-
view between Helen and her sister.
She went to the Play-room, and there,
finding Funice, she told her her sister
wanted her. Kunice at once went off,
and, at a respectful distance, Bessie
followed.

But when Kunice disappeared into
Helen's study, Bessie was outside. Very
suspiciously was Bessic’s ear near the
keyhole of Helen's door, though osten-
sibly Bessie was fiddling with her shoe-
lace. There was a murmur of voices
inside the room. Then suddenly came
Helen's tones, sharp and clear:

“J tell you, you've got to do it. If
anything is said, ninny, you've only got
to deny it. You know you will have
me to back you up. Fven Barbara
Redfern can’t do anything if you deny
it. It’s our only chance. Now buzz!”

And Bessie, taking that hint to her-
self, buzzed at once—very rapidly. In
Study No. 4, five minutes later, she was
breathlessly relating what she had heard
to Babs and Mabs. Mabs frowned, but
Babs looked keen.

“] don’t usually like you nosing
round, old Bess,” she said, “but it’s a
good job you did this time. Mabs,
what do you make of it?"” :

“Something’s going to happen,” Mabs
said, with rather a worried glance.

«“Something is. And that something,”
Babs prophesied. her eyes glimmering,
“is going to happen to Letty Green.
0.K., kiddies! We'll keep our eyes
sikinned.”

“I'm Going to Tell the Truth!”

&« ALLO, Letty!”

Letty  Green
> wheeled in
3 wonderment,

It was the following
morning, just after break-
fast, and Letty was climb-
ing the stairs from Big

Hall. In her hand was a letter which
had arrived by that morning’s post—a
letter from Mr. Noah Tunbridge, who
had written to tell her that he was
calling to see her that day. Rather
worried the frown on Letty’s brow, for
che was thinking with dread of what
Miss Primrose might have to say to him
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—and still thinkiog of thai unpaid debt
to Ida Jackson.

Then she stared now as she saw
Eunice—Eunice ecoming towards her
with a positively friendly smile upon
her face.

“Hallo I” she said again. .

“’Allo1” Letty said, and blinked.
“What’s the matter?” she asked,

“Matter? Oh, nothing.” Eunice
shrugged. “Well, there is,” she said.
“There—there’s something I want to
say. I suppose you know Uncle Noah
—Mr. Tunbridge—is coming to-day?
He ‘wrote to Helen this morning and
told her so, and—and ho said he hoped
we were all good friends, you know.
Well, I'm sorry,” Eunice said frankly.
“I know I've been a bit of a cat, but—
but—well, we don’t want Uncle Noah to
come and find us not good friends, do
we g7

Letty paunsed.

“No. said.

A Of—of course not,” she
“But I'm willing to be friends, if you

)

“Then that’s all right,” Eunice said.
“1 want to be friends—so does Helen.
And we’ve got an -idea, you know, of
how to be real friends, I suppose you
haven’t paid Ida yet?®

Letty’s face clouded.

“No.»
“Well, then, let me lend you the
money,” Tlunice suggested eagerly.

" Look ¥--and triumphantly she dived
her hand into her pocket, and with a
glance round produced a handful of new
pennies. “You can have those—all of
them,” she said generously, and Letty
caught her breath. “But only one
thing,” BEunice added warningly.

“Y-yes?” Letty said, her eyes on the
coins,

“You haven’t got to tell anyone I’ve
lent them to you, you know. If you
did, 1 should get into trouble, because
Miss Primrose doesn’t like girls borrow-
ing money. Promise?”

Letty gulped. She could not take her
eyes off those new pennies. They would
take her biggest worry off her mind.
And she was relieved—immeasurahly—

— i

to feel thal the friction between her and
Bunice was at an end.

“Oh, Eunice, it—it’s toppihg of you!”
she faltered.

“Oh, stuff I” Bunice said. “Here you
are—take them. But don’t forget—no
sneaking if you're asked where you got

them from,” she added warningly. 1
should go and pay Ida now, if I were
you.”

Letty gulped. In a moment all the
dislike she had ever felt for this pasty-
faced girl fell away from her. Almost
trembling with joyful eagerness, she
snatched the money, and hardly able to
stammer out. her thanks, hurried off
with it to the Third Form Common-
room. The first person she saw was Ida.

“Ida, 'ere,” she said.

“Whoops! My hat!” Ida cried in

astonishment, as the twelve new pennies
were poured into her hand.
did you get this?”

“YWhero

that voice.

“Never mind. There it is,” Leity
said, trembling in her relief. “Count
it,” she added anxiously.

Ida counted.

“All  right,” she said.
But——~"

But Letty did not wait to be ques-
tioned. With the sensation of a great
load being lifted from her shoulders,
she broke away. DBut as soon as she
arrived in the Play-room

Consternation then! Miss Gilbey was
there. 8o was Miss Primrose. Lunico
was there, no longer looking friendly,
but looking decidedly spiteful. In Miss
Primrose’s hand was a money-box, its
Iid broken open. It was the box to
which the Form contributed from time
to time towards the various charities
which Cliff House helped to support,.

Miss Primrose’s eyes immediately fell
upon Letty.

“Letty, 1 want to know!” sho ex-
claimed grimly. “Did you break open
this money-box and extract twelve
pennies this morning 7

Letty's eves went round She looked
towards Funice. But Eunice made a
threatening grimace. That grimace
said, as plainly as any words: “Yon
dare sneak |”

“Thanks.

e e e e e e ey o e b e ———

“] DIDN'T take the money. It was my
sister Eunice | »’
Second Form started in horror as she heard

By Hilda Richards 5

And then, at last, Letty understood,
and understanding, her heart felt like
a stone. Eunmice had fastened this on
her. Eunice had broken open that box,
and pretending to be her friend, had
lent her that stolen money The sheer
horror of the knowledge caused her face
to whiten.

“1—1 don’t know nothing about it1”
she stustered. !

Miss Primrose did not look convinced.

“Letty, a few moments ago you gave
Ida Jackson twelve new pennies. Where
did you get them ?”

“Why, I got—" Letty began, and

then, Aremembering the sacred ban of
eneaking, halted. “Nowhere,” she said,
Miss Primrose’s face hardened.
“Letty, I am sorry. 1 ean’t believo
you. warned you, my dear, wha
would happen next time you were
canght pilfering. This is enough,
Letty, you will go to my study. There

The bully of the
It seemed that her big sister was

confessing to the Head. She didn’t know that
plump Bessie Bunter was behind the screen,
that the chums were using Bessie’s ventrilg-
quial skill in an effort to save Letty Green.

you will remain until your gnardian
comes. And when he comes——"

“ Miss Primrose——" sobbed Dolgros.

“When he comes, 1 shall ask him to
take you away,” Miss Primroso said,
“Miss Gilbey, will you take her to my
study, [ilease?”

And Letty, looking almost as if sho
were going to fain%,' was grasped by
the mistresa.

& Qo Tmar’s it, eh?” Babs’ eyes
smouldered as she looked at the
tearful Dolores, who, bursting into
Study No. 4, had just broken the start-
ling news “That’s the plot, is it—and
a jolly clever one tool Helen's put
Eunice up to this, of course. EFunice is
banking on Letty not eneaking. If
Letty had sneaked they’d have denied
everything—just as Bessie heard them
planning to do yesterday.”

It was a quarter of an hour later.

“And now.” Mabs said worriedly,
“her guardian’s coming. Letty will be
taken away. Babs., we can’t let her go;
she shan’t be taken away!” ;

“But how,” Bahs c}ueat:onc-.!, “are
we going to prove it?”

_How? That cortainly was the ques-
tion.
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16 “Not Wanted at Cliff House!”

“Oh, Barbarn, please—please do
something I” Dolores quavered. “ Please,
Barbara, you can save her, and, oh”
—glancing through the window—
“Barbara, here—here is Mr. Tun-

‘bridge I

Babs set her teeth. In the quad-
rangle & tall, middle-aged man of mili-
tary bearing was in the act of step-
ping from a car. She watched him.
She saw a figure run out to meet him
and shake him by the hand.  The
figure was that of Helen Hunter.

There was a venversation.- Babs saw
the man start; saw Helen pointing to-
wards Miss Primrose's study window.
The man frowned, looking at her anxi-
ously. He shook his head. Then he
and Helen hurried into the school.

“The trap's set,” Babs said, “Helen’s
leading him off to the slaughter of the
lamb. But what can we do? What—
My hat!” she cried, in sudden excite-
ment. “I've got it1"

“Got what?”

“The idea. Bluff Eunice. Bluff her
into giving away Helen.”

“Bluff! But how?”

“By Bessie!"”

“Eh?” Bessie asked.

“Pessie—her ventriloquism ! Babs
spoke rapidly “Bessie, listen!” she
said eagerly. “You know the waiting-
room next to Primmy’s study?”

“Well, of kik-conrse 1"

“ff you were in there could you
imitate Miss Primrose’s and Helen's
voices, making it sound as if they were
coming from the study itself?”

“0Oh, yes!” Bessie said. R

“Right! Then here’s the idea! Go
up there—now. Hide behind the screen.
T'll go and find Eunice. When I bring
her in, you start the conversation be-
tween elen and Miss Primrose.
Helen's got to break down to Miss
Primrose. Ilelen’s got to blame every-
thing on to Eunice. You see-—""

“0h!” Bessie sard, and her eyes
lighted up. “I say, I was just going
to suggest that myself, you know !”

“Well, buzz!"” Babs said tersely.

Bessie buzzed at once. Babs, with
a nod to Mabs and Dolores, went out
after her. She went to the Play-room.

“Eunice,” she said, “Miss Primrose
wants you. We're to wait in the
waiting-room until she’s ready.”

Eunice licked her lips. She felt
nervous. But Helen would sce her
through, she told herself, and onee she
got into 1’rimmﬁ‘5 study, Helen would
be there.  With a grin, she followed
Babs. .

Babs led the way in silence. Would
the bluff succeed? Bupposing, after all,
they were all wrong?

It wae too late to worry about that,
however. The thing was to trick the
truth from Eunice. Into the waiting-
room next to headmistress’ study she
led the way, Eunice nervously following.
One swift glance Babs cast towards the
screen in il corner, but if Bessie was
there, she gave no sign. From the next
room there came a8 murmur of voices,
punctuated by a sob in a child’s voice.

And then

“But I tell you it wasn't my fault!”
Helen’s voice was startlingly plain, “I
didn't take the money., It was my
gister Funice !”

Ilunice’s eyes became suddenly as big
As saucers.

Then Miss Primrose’s voice sounded.

“Helen, do you realise this is a con-
fossion 7

“1 don't care!” Helen's voice said.
“I'm not going to be blamed for what
my little cat of a sister has done!
She hated Letty, while I've been trying
to protect her. It was FEunice who
stole Chrissie Wadhurst’s sweets. It

was Eunice who stole Priscilla Pacey's
bracelet, and thought of this scheme,
and carried it out. I don’t see why I
should be blamed for what she’s done !”

Eunice flushed crimson. If she had
been trembling before, sho was quiver-
ing now. But she was quivering with
indignation, with rage, with a pas-
sionate scnse of the wrong being done
to her. She looked at Babs grimly
now.

“It’'s a fib!” ghe shrilled. “I didn't
—I—I"'m going to tell the truth! She
thought of it all. She did it. She
broke open the money-box and gave me
the pennies!”

“Then,” Babs said, “go and tell
Miss Primrose. Go now!”

Eunice glared. She looked at the
door, and then, her face flaming, she
darted at it.

Quiveringly she hurled it open and
burst into the study next door. Miss
Primrose turned in amazement.

“ Eunice—"

“It's not true!” Eunice cried. “I
won’t be blamed for what Helen did!
Helen hated Letty because Letty was in
her way and was getting her pocket-
money stopped! It was Helen who
thought of all those things!™

“ Eunice,” Miss Primrose
“what are you talking about?”

“Well, I heard what she said about
me, and I'm sticking up for myself!”
Eunice cried. .“It was Helen’s idea
from the start. I did steal the sweets
and the bracelet, because she told me
to, but I didn’t steal the pennies,
because she did that herself and handed
them to me to give to Letty. She
wanted Letty kicked out of the school
in disgrace !”

“Eunice |" shrieked Helen. “ Funice,
you awful sneak |”

“Well, yow've sneaked against me!”
Funice cried. “It was your idea from
the start to finish. I only did what
you told me to! I »

And then she stopped as she found
Letty's eyes upon her, as she saw Miss
Primrose, & grim light of understand-
ing in her frown, as she saw the
shocked face of her guardian.

“¥You—you told them—-"

“I told nothing, you little” fool 1"
Helen raved. “Nothing! Have you
gone mad?”

cried,

Barbara Redfern in Disgrace—Believed
to be Slack and Incompetent as Captain
of the Fourth Form !

Jemima Carstairs, Babs” monocled chum,
Behaving in a Most Amazing Way,
Raising Strange Doubts in Babs’ Mind.

Fat, Dufferish Bessie Bunter on the
Track of a Gang of a Desperate Crooks
—who only Exist in her Imagination !

AND ALL THROUGH THE ACTIVITIES

OF SOMEONE WHO SEEMS DETER-

MINED TO BLACKEN BARBARA'S
GOOD NAME !

Don’t miss this superb Long Complete
Hilda Richards story, featuring all your
Cliff House favourites. It will appear
in next week's issue — on sale, you
know, two days earlier than usual;
that is, Thursday, the 6th, instead of
Saturday. Order your copy now,

THE SCHOOLGIRL

“Perhaps,” Miss Primrose suggested,
“it is a case of a guilty conscience,
Helen.”  Her face was grim and
severe in its outlines. “So this has
been a plot?” che said.

“It—it—" mumbled Helen, white to
the lips now. “I—I never—"

“T}E}ank you. I don’t think you
need try to deny it.” Miss Primrose's
tones were scornful. “I think 1 sece
now. A case of - dishonour among
thieves, eh?¥ Though 1 must say,” she
went on scathingly, “1 think you two
are worse than thieves! Mr. Tun-
bridge, I am sorry  But I am glad that
Eunice, at least,” had the courage to

own up before I committed a grave

injustice. Helen, you are suspended!”

“And,” Mr. Tunbnidge said, eyeing
her contemptuously, “as far as I am
concerned, you are both disowned! I
never, never thought it of you, and I
am heartily ashamed of you! Letty,
my dear "—and he took her hand gemt!
—“look at-me! I am going to telsi
you something!”

“Y-yes,” stuttered Letty.

“In future, my child, instead of my
ward, you will be my adopted daugh-
ter. As for you two—please go away.
I hope never to see you agasin.”

And Helen and Eunice, with a sick,
furious look at Letty, went, passing
Babs and Bessic in the corridor.
Bessie grinned.

“How was it?”

“ine—oh, fine!” breathed Babs.
“Bessie, I'll stand you a plateful of
jam tarts for this. Now let’s go down
to the tuckshop and get ready to give
Letty the warmest, the most glorious
reception she's ever had.  All's well
that ends well.”

And all was. But all was far from
well for the dejected Hunter sisters.

For many, many days, each be-

lieving the other the betrayer, they did
not speak, while Letty, their once des-
pised victim, was the heroine of the
school, and, with Dolores and her big
friends,. Babs, Mabs, and Bessie, cer-
tainly the happiest girl in the school.
The clouds which had marred her be-
ginning had, thanks to the Co —par-
ticularly to Bessie—rolled away, and a
serene future as the adopted daughter
gf Noah Tunbridge seemed assured for
er,

END OF THIS WEEK'S8 STORY.
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More fun and excitement

FOR NEW READERS.

MAY JOLIPHANT, a cheery English girl,
and her less daring chum, DAPHNE
YARDLEY, have the task of conducting
around England a ﬁgaint, high-spirited
but, most likeable Chinese girl, YIN 8U.
Yin Su’s governess Is apparently too ill
to accompany the girls, After various
adventures, they discover that a mystery
woman wearing an emerald ring, whom
they call MADAME X, is scheming
agalnst them. They join a daneing troupe
who are short of members. Yin Su's
Chinese dance will save the show, but
a note is delivered warning her not to
npptm;{. May believes the mystery woman
sent it,

{Now read on.)

How Could Yin Su Dance Now!

AY ran down the corridor to find
the eallboy who had delivered
the mysterious Chinese messago
to Yin SBu. She was convinced

. that Madame X, if she had not de-

livered it, had inspired it, and by quick
action there was yet a chance that the
person who had delivered it might be
seen,

Reaching the doorman’s small office,
May rushed past him and pushed wide
the doors. -~

But the stage door gave into a yard,
and there was no parking accommoda-
tion for cars there; so, turning back,
she confronted the doorman.

“Who delivéred the Chincse message,
please 1 she exclaimed.

He looked up over his glasses, and
stroked his white moustache.

“A Chinese lady.”

“ Chinese 7 echoed May, taken aback.
“Oh! How was she dressed 7"

“She had no hat, but a long brown

coat. And I could see the trailing hem

of a long yellow frock underneath.. ‘A
message,’ she said to me, ‘to Yin Su/’
she said ‘one of the dancing girls.” *

% And that was all 7 asked May, dis-
appointed.

“That was all, miss. Anything
wrong 7”7 he added keenly. Something
happened 7”

May shook her head worriedly.
Nothing had happened, except that if
Yin Su gere told that that message was
from a Chinese woman she would take
it seriously, and refuse to dance.

And if Yin Su did not dance, then

for you—

the Novelty Nine’s act would be
ruined. :

May turned, and, not guessing that
Yin Su had followed hard upon her
heels, almost bumped into the little
Chinese girl. ‘

“You heard 7 asked May anxiously.

Yin Su nodded.

“Unfortunate; most sad; nothing
Yin Su can do,” she murmured softly.

“0Oh! You—you can’t danee now ?”
asked May.

* ¥Yin Su shook her head, and gave a
little shiver.

“ IHustrious ancestors noan in SOITOW.
Ilustrious ancestors brought to shame
!;y lggmked Yin Sul Obh, unhappy Yin
Su l

A MASK, A TAXI-RIDE,

AND A PHONE CALL

TO A CHINESE
LAUNDRY

That was May’s plan to save
the Dancing Troupe

Daphne ecame hurrying down the
corridor, wondering what it was all
about, and May told her.

“The message that Yin Su was
given,” she gaid, “warned her that she
must not dance in public.”

Daphne gaped in astonishment.

“Why ever not? What is it fo do
with anyone else, for goodness’ sake?
Who forbids it?”

““ Her ancestors,” said May.

¥in 8u cast down her eyes.

“Most wise English girls understand
all things. Simple in Su, most
ignorant and stupid, must show great
respect to noble and illustrious ancestors
of hgh birth. Wicked Yin 8u to danco
before people without mask to cover
face.”

May and Daphne exchanged looks,
dismayed and perplexed They could
not doubt that Y Su was deeply
sincere or that the message had alarmed

her. But in their hearts they could
not believe that her dancing could dis-
turh her ancestors.

If there were peril, if there were any
threat to her gamnslly if she dapced,
then they could understand her dismay.

_But_they were sympathetic. Yin Su's

sincerity earned their  respeet, and
neither of them felt inclined to say any-
thing to persuade her to change her
mind. And yet—

From the doorway of the dressing-
room Miss Anderson looked out.

“Ah, there you are!” ‘she exclaimed.
“1 hope it was not bad news, Yin Sut?
I don’t want you to be distressed before
your wonderful dance.” ,

Vin 8u clasped her hands and locked
wretchedly miserable.

“It is bad news, Miss Anderson,”
murmured May. .

And then, knowing that the news had
to be broken, she explained just whak
the message was that had so changed
Yin Su,

Miss Anderson paled. Her thoughis
went at once to stage manager,
his praise of ¥in Bu’s dancing, and his
eagerness to see her at the matince.

“Oh dear I” was all she said, but there
was a wealth of deep emotion in the
words. . .

For Miss Anderson now the day was
ruined, and when the news was taken
to the rest of the troupe their laughter
would fade.

Without ¥in Su to do her speciality
dance they - were orly —six—a small
number—and the stage manager would
miss that Chinese dance is heart
being set on it, he would take mno
further interest in their act.

Miss Anderson looked suddenly much
older, and very grave.

“IJ—1 am sorry!” she eaid. “I—1T
suppose it wouldn’t be possible—"

May turned to Yin Su. .

“ Masked? Could you dance masked?”
she asked.

Yin Su hesitated, and it was clear
to May that she was f‘iﬁhring a battle
with herself. She wanted to please, but
her conscience was loaded by the thought
of her wrongdoing.

. BY
ELIZABETH CHESTER




T A TR e S R T R T

P
¥

18

Editor's address is:i—

Yomr
The SCHOOLGIRL Office, Fleetwa Houses,
arringdon Btreet. London, E.C.4.

MY DEAR READERS,—It isn't
only your Editor who receives
interesting letters from you—
or perhaps I should say exceptionally
interesting, for all your letters are
interesting in one way or another.
Hilda Richards does, too.

A short time ago our popular
author received a letter from one of
our Australian readers. The writer
had recently been appointed captain
of her Vorm, and her jubilation and
pride were slightly tempered, it
zimomed, by the difficulties she had to

ace.

There were new responsibilities for
her, a sense of duty, of courze, and
no end of pitfalls. ¥t was so easy for
her to be accused of favouritism, so
casy for girls to take umbrage when
{  they were left out of Form activities
| simply because, in the new captain’s
{ honest opinion, there were others
more capable or deserving.

Miss Richards’ correspondent was
just a tiny bit worried, we could see.
| She wanted advice. Well, she could
i{ not have gone to a better person for
it advice, codld she? Hilda Richards
sent her such a chatty, understanding
W letter that I'm sure our Australian
friend will soon be able to smooth
matters out for herself, o that she’ll
be able to enjoy to the full the fruits
of her honour.

And as for Miss Richards herself,
well, she profited, too, by the
problem, for it gave her an idea for
one of her Cliff House stories. Next

Saturday's story, in fact, which is
entitled :

«THE CAPTAIN'S UNKNOWN
ENEMY !

The captain, in this case, is
Barbara Redfern of the Fourth, and
the story deals chiefly with the duties
which Babs has to fulfil, the diffi-
culties she has to overcome, and the
trouble that comes to her when she
appears to shirk her responsibilities.

I'm sure I need not add that it
is certainly not Babs’ fault. It is, in
fact, through the activities of a
secret enemy that she is repeatedly
censured. Who is the person strik-
ing against her?

But that is not Babs’ only source
of wonderment and dismay, for dear
old demima Carstairs, the monocled
Fourth Former, decides to behave
in that weird and wonderful way of
hers which can completely baffle
even her closest chums—and in this
case leaves Babs filled with all sorts
of disturbing doubts.

There are, you see, three strong
themes to this story—Babs’ work as
captain of the Fourth; an unknown
enemy hitting against her; Jemima,
acting as only “Jimmy * can—oh,
and 1'd nearly forgotten! There’s
another theme, too; some really
delightful light relief supplied by
dear, dufferish Bessie Bunter, on the
track of imaginary crooks, whom
she is sure are lurking in the school !

Don’t miss this superb story, but
order your SCHOOLGIEL now. If you
do, you'll also make certain of our
other splendid features; another fas-
cinating COMPLETE story of the
Young Lady Fayre and gallant
Robin Hood; further exciting
chapters of “On Tour With Yin
Su,” and more of Patricia’s Bright
and Chummy Pages.

And now, bye-bye, all of you,
until next week.

With best wishes,

Your sincere friend,
THE EDITOR.

«Perhaps possible,” she said uneasily.
May looked at Miss Anderson.
“There's a chance it may be just a
trick, this message,” she said. “Don’t
give up hope yet.” :
', ¥in 8u took May's arm as the danc-
ing mistress turned away.
. “Not cross? Not think bad of Yin
Qu” she asked, with a flutter of lashes,
as she gave a tearful smile. “¥in Su
try. Yin Su—" 3

She swallowed hard.

“Dear, I'm not cross,” said May
gently. “Of course I'm not. 1 under-
stand. Ouly there is just a chance that
this is a trick to ruin things for us.
Tt may be Madame X, the woman with
the emerald ring.”

«Madame X?” murmured Daphne.
“(ood gracious! - Yes, of coursel!
Perhaps she came disguised as a
Chinese woman. But how did she know
we were here?”

“How did anyone know  asked May,
ghrugging “ Kxcept that when her car
drove past the charabanc, perhaps she
did see us, after all.”

And then May, struck by another
idea, snapped her fingers.

“V\Wait I she said. . “ Hang on! I've
thought of something1”

And; leaving them guessing, sho
turned and ran to the dressing-room.

Following her, a moment or two later,
they found her changing.

. She gave mo clue to what she had
in t.mlm'l, but, quickly dressing, hurried
out.

Yin Su looked across sadly at
Daphne. There was silence in the
dressing-room ; the others were looking
at her queerly, and some of the looks
were not as warm and amiable as
before.

Wretchedly Yin 8u clasped her hands.
If she could have done so she woul
have defied her ancestors. Yet, think-
ing of them, could she dance with
galety, spirvit, with ~anything but
restraint? And a poor dance it would
be then.

Daphne, genile, consoling, touched
Yin Su's arm.

“Leave it to May,” she urged.

A Home-made Proverb Does It!

AY had gone through the
theatre to the box-office, and,
in a state of excitement, she
was asking questions. . People

drifted in during the day to 'boolk
tickets, so that the clerk on duty had
seen a number of women.

“1 couldn’t remember one clearly
unless you described her face,”” he said,

Tur SCHOOLGIRL

shaking his head. “That's almost all
T see of them, you know.”

But as May could mnot describe
Madamo X's face, she could not help
in that. And then, as she turned away,
she almost laughed. > -

“<You seo their hands, too, when they
pay money?” she remarked. “And -
this svoman had an cmerald ring.”

The clerk started.

“An emerald ring? Yes, there was
one lady had one—quite noticenble it
was, too. I saw it as she opened her
handbag, and thought it looked &
spanker.”

May’s eyes shone with triumph.

“Did she go through to the front at
all? Did she see what was happen-
ing on the stage?” she asked.

He shook his head.

“Yt isn't allowed,” he said.

“People do things thoy aren't
allowed to,”” May pointed out. “And
she might have gone down tho cor-
ridor to the stalls, mightn’t she?”

The clerk had to admit that for any-
one with nerve and curiosity it was
dead easy, as he was not there for the
purpose of spying on people  who
entored the theatre,

May moved away, satisfied now that
her solution was the right one.
Madame X had recognised them in the
car, and a moment or two after they
had all entered the theatre, she had
come to book tickets for the perform-
ance.

Then, while the clerk’s attention was
distracted, perhaps by a friend of hers
asking a question at the desk that
necessitated the man turning from the
small hatch, she had slipped down the
corridor to the stalls, and witnessed tho
rehearsal.

After that?

“ After that,” May told herself, *“she
wrote the message in Chinese—or got
someone who knows Chinese writing to
do i’t for her—and had it sent to Yin

But May, thinking deeply as she
wandered back to the dressing-room,
still felt baffled. 8he just could not
imagine why Yin Su’s acting on tho
stage mattered to Madame X. What
che would lose by it, why she wanted
to prevent it.

But supposing she had a motive, then

she had acted with sound knowledge

of Yin Su’s character?

May stood still in a corridor, ponder-
ing. ~ Where the woman with the
emerald ring had succeeded, May her-
celf must not fail. She, too, knew Yin
Su’s character, and she must be as
artful as Madamo X.

Slowly she returned to tho dressing-
room, but before sho reached it Vere
Dillon came out, looking very anxious.

«“Can I have a word with you?"” she
asked.

«(f course,” said May, guessing
what was coming.

Vere looked grave.

“Tt may scem cheek, and that,” she
said, “but you don’t know how much
this show means to us girls. Of course,
Yin Su's nothing to do with us, and
we can't matter to her s_nossihly. We
only met you by luck in the first place.
All the samme—I—well you—"

May saw, and smiled,

“VYou want Yin Su to dance?”

“Po we not?” said Vere eagerly.
“QOh, my golly, she’d make the show!!
She would, really. Just that Chinese
dance—it would stand out, jump out,
hit them in the eye, and we'd go over
bang ! One of us could learn that dance
to carry on with, too, for the rest of
the booking.” 5

Her voice was thrilled and excited,
and May knew that sho was not speak-
ing for herself alone, but for the whole
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Novelty Nine, including thoso luckless
ones who were ill, dreading that they
had lost their jobs, and lost the book-
ing for their friends,

' “Vere,” said May, “Tll fix it
Whether I’'m doing right or wrong, 1
hardly know, but I think right, any-
way. Just do one thing, and I think
I can say she will dance.”

“ Anything, What is it?” j

“Find o Chinese in this town—
quickly,”” said May. “Or help me
to.”

Vere became alive and alert at once.

“Chinese? Laundry!” she said
promptly. “They drive down here
from the ports. A Chinese girl de-
livered laundry once to my digs here.
My word—yes! I'll find a Chinese for
vou. (olly, won’t 11 You want her
as a double?” she hazarded.

“Oh, no; a man will do—

Vero rushed to the porter’s office and
snatched up the trades telephone
directory, rushing through it to the
letter L. Then, snatching the phone,
she got busy, One, two, three calls,
and she winked at May

“Wun Fu?” she asked, into the
mouthpiece. “Just the mant! A small
job of work for him in what’s left of
his dinner-hour. Put him in a tax
and send him to the Theatre Royal
Wwe'll pay the fare, if it isn’t more

»

than two-and-six—about two bob.
Jam1”
She swung round to May and
langhed.
“PDone!l All setiled! Wun Fu velly

muchee Chinee gentlemans ab  your
sorvice.”’

“Then we meet him outside,” said
May. “Next thing—paper and ink.”

'wo minutes later May and Vere,
waiting on the pavement, saw a taxi
drive up, and, with glné hand-waves
they welcomed the polite Chinaman
who stepped from it.

“Wun Fu,” he said, in high-pitched,
sing-song voice, “velly please do any
ting. Plenty nice actor; most musicful
voice. Play bad man. as treo times
dead body in triller play. Not move
onece.’

May paid off the taxi, and smiled.

“We don’t want anything like that,
thank you,” she said. “All we want is
a polite letter, written in Chinese
characters, of the most highly cultured
kind.” )

Wun Tu bowed, and Vere, indicat-
ing a small cafe near the theatre, led
the way there.

Seated at & teble, given ¢offee and
biscuits, Wun Fu took fountain-pen and
paper, and Jn‘epnrcd to- write, while
May dictated.

“Oh, miserable and  tortured
ancestors”” May began. “Er—woe
that deep shamo should be brought
upon them. Loyalty uplifts even the
mean man, bent-backed in sordid toil.
Lot loyaity be your guide—loyalty to
vour friends Ilide shame by a mask.
and then will moaning ancestors be
stirred by pride.”

And then, with a ﬂm‘mg salutation,
the letter was rounded off.

Wun Fo wrote carefully, taking
pleasure in his work, and the char-
acters had a most pleasing, artistic
appearance,

“Well dene!” said May, delighted

He was given more coffee, and paid
his fee; but he was in no ireat hurry
to go, and stayed to tell them in his
ging-song veice the difference between
good writing and bad.

It remained then only for Wun Fu
to deliver the note to the doorman.
May and Vere watched him pesform
tbat last duty with grace, and. then
walked in themselves.

“ Another Ghinese note,” frowned the

doorman. “You have to read Chinese
upside down, but even then it don’t

make sensa. Hey, boy!” he called.
May and Vere went ahead of the

note. In the dressing-room Yin Su
looked the picture of misery and
shame, quite woebegone and crest-

fallen, conscious that she had lost her
popularity.

“Don’t take it to heart, dear,” said
May encouragingly. “ After all. that
letter was just what one Chinese
thought. T dare say another might give
a different opinion. After all—”

The call - boy rapped, and Miss
Anderson, opening the door, took the
note from him.  She studied it, and
then gave it to Yin Su.

“Gracious—another  note!”  said
Daphne anxiously. “ Another ticking
off, Yin Su#

Yin Su unfolded it, and read. As
she did so a touch of colour came to her
checks and May saw a eparkle in her
cyes, - ; :
“Wisdom has come to me,” said
Yin Su breathlessly. “For wisely it is
said that two minds are greater than
one, and second thoughts more matured
than first. T will dance !

Miss Aunderson gaped, and then
almost flung herself at the Chinese girl,
while the delighted troupe checred
spontaneously.

“0Oh, you darling ! said the dancing
mistress.

“ Masked ?” asked May.

“Yes, masked,” nodded Yin Su
“Loyalty uplifts even the mean man,
bent-backed in toil.”

May, recognising her own Chinese
proverb, made in England, chortled
but held her peace; for Yin Su was now
satisfied, her eonscience clear.

A mask was needed, but Miss
Anderson could be trusted to sce to
that; there was a well-stocked property-
room at the theatre, and a shop just
round the cornper.

“Oh., May. it’s really happening?”
breathed Daphne, in thrilled but quak-
ing tone  “We're really on the stage!
Ifdmoﬂ%:ar knew—if my Aunt Geraldine
did—

She shuddered.

“Who cares?” asked May.
woman with the emerald ring

But May’s words ended in a secret

= the

knew—

amile, for she had an idea that the

* NOW then—please write this,’’ May ordered, and while the Chinaman

By Elizabeth Chester ™

Madam X, who so mysteriously haunted
them, would know. She would be in
the audience when the curtain rose.

“B8o what 7" May asked herself.” '

“Lunch,” eaid Miss Anderson. “And
you girls are our guests. There’s a
nice little restaurant nearby, but we
must hurry.” * .

May turned to Daphne, pulling her
to one side. .

“Daph, take chaige of Yin Su. T'm
going to dash to the post office to get
that letter of instructions, and—I jolly
well hope—money ™

For from time to time they were dus
to receive letters from Yin Su's absent
governess, giving money and instruc-
tions

May, almosi dancing with glee at her
triumph, hurried from the theatre, and,
forgetting the expense, saved time by
hailing a taxi. i

——

When Two Wrongs Were One
Right!

AY gave her name at the Poste
Restante counter of the post
office, and, showing some other
letters in her handbag and the

name tag inside her hat, was accepted
as the May Joliphant to whom the
blue-enveloped letter was addressed.

There was something familiar about
the envelope’s shape, colour, and texture
of paper, but she did not pause to weigh
it up. It was addressed to her, and sho
opened it,

A crackling five-pound note was in-
side, and she smiled as she took it out.
Then, having put the note safely in her
handbag, May unfolded the letter.

“Dear May.” the letter ran, in
small. neat writing, “Miss Vaosey,
your governess, is dictating this to
me, being too ill to write herself. I
am her nurse. Millicent Fowler. As
ou should receive this not long after
{;makfnst, if you have followed in-
structions—"

May smiled. Tollowing instructions
when a governess was far away was
not important !

“——7VYou will have no difficulty in
obeying the next instruction,” she

laboriously copied in his’ native alphabet, and Vere looked on in -
astonishment, May dictated a really amazing letter for Yin Su to receive,

L L

X

ki
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read on. “Go to the railway station
and meet a Miss Simpson, who will
be waiting there for you. She will
be dressed in 8 light fawn camel-
haired coat, brown hat, stockings and
shoes. The train arrives at three
minutes past two Be sure to be
there on time. Miss Simpson is very
striet, and if you are late you will
regret it. Take orders from her as
vou would from me, for she is taking
my place.”

There was more, but May did not
read on. It was enough.

At three minutes past two they had
to be at the station! And if they were,
if they placed themsclves in Miss
Simpson’s charge——

“Oh, golly! The theatre’s off—the
dance is off 1’ May told herself in hor-
rified dismay. .

It was not imaginable that any
soverness, even one not striet, would
agree to their acting on the stage.

May crumpled the note, and, heavy of
heart, walked out to hail another taxi.
She could have kicked herself for col-
lecting that message. for now she could
not protend that she did not know.

In groaning despair she paid off the
taxi outside the little restaurant near
the theatre. and, undecided what to say,
she hesitated. y

But something had to be decided.
Tither they must obey—and desert the
Novelty Nine in their hour of need—or
else ignore the message, show open
defianco.

Tt was a hard decision to make alone,
vot she hesitated to give Daphne the
furden. And Yin Su had suffered
enough indecision about her dance.
Now her mind was made up, and to
malke her change it would be unfair.

“Ol, bother—bother1” sighed May.
“What am 1 to do?”

Daphne looking from a window of
the cafe. had seen her now, and came
running out.

“May, did you get it? Any money

“Five pounds!” said May.

“Oh, how _splendid!” _exclaimed
Daphne. “And what else? What have
we to do?”

“Oh, just—just carry out some in-
structions,” said May. “I say! I'm
Lhungry: 2

But Daphne had noticed her worried
manner.

“May, what is it?” she asked
anxiously.

el i

“Yes; there is something in the
letter you don’t like, or else—have you
scen Madame X again?”

“No, not a sign of her,” said May.

“Then what is it 7"

But May opened, the door of the
restaurant, walked in. and waved a
return greeting to her warm welcome.
She might have been a lifelong friend
of the Novelties, so warmly was she
cheered.

“Here's your place,” said Vere.
“Next to me. Get down, Binks!” she
added to her dog. “We've ordered you
stealk-and-kidney ud. Steak-and-
kidney pud,” she chanted, “is nearly
always good, unless the pie-crust’s wood,

922

~and then it isn’t food 1”

“All, well?7 Miss Anderson asked
May. “Did you get your letter?”

“Just,” said May, trying to shake off
gloom. “How far away 1s the station
from here?” .

“Station? There are two—Central

and West,” said the dancing mistress.

“Oh! Well, which one does the twao-
three arrive at?” May asked, surprised.
Miss Anderson opened her handbag

‘and found a time-table. Flicking the

pages, she announced :
“ Al the West.”

- May heaved a sigh of relief, and her
eves glimmered.

“Tra-la-la! What fun we're going to
have I” she murmured.

For Ma¥ had seen the simple way
out; and for the rest of the meal she
was as merry as the others, so that
Daphne thought that she had judged
wrongly in thinking that something
was amiss.

Someone told Yin Su that the pie-
crust was wood, and the Chinese girl
politely put it to one side. DBirds’ nests,
yes—wood, no.

“Only oak,” said Vere playfully.
“Nelson ate nothing but oak, you know.
Besides, it's a sort of label of goodness,
Ylou must have heard it at the flicks?

ke 7

“Very mnice, but Chinese girls not
good strong eaters,” said Yin Su
upoiogeticnlfv.

“Try just a splinter, T'll saw you off
a bit,” said playfu! Vere. “Or you
could have it french-polished to keep as
a souvenir,”

Peals of langhter came as Yin Sup,
with rounded eyes, watched May eat
quite a large picce of pie-crust; bub

JAPASPANS NSNS A SPAPPNNPASI NS AN

BRENDA’S MYSTERY
TASK IN HOLLYWOOD!

That is the title of one of
the enthralling stories you
will find in this week’s
number of our popular
companion paper. It is a
story that takes you be-
hind the scenes of the
world’s most famous Film
City. Don't miss it. The
name of the paper is—

GIRLS’ CRYSTAL

Six Fine Stories In Each Issue

zD. Every
Friday.
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Daphne’s kind heart melted, and she
explained how pastry was made.

“With a rolling-pin,” she said.

“With a pin?” asked Yin Su in
surprise.

“Well, it's called that, but it isn’t,”
said Daphne. “It's just wood.”

“0ak?” hazarded Yin Su.

“Don’t take any notice!” langhed
May. “It's made of flour!”

“Lilies7” said Yin Su, and realised
that she was being teased.

With Oriental calin she took the picce
of pie-crust to her mouth, and with
desperate  determination bit it right
through. It tasted good, wood or not,
and she ate some more.

They hurried through the meal, but
enjoyed it none the less for that. May,
although the last to arrive, arose first
from the table, and having the five-
pound note, insisted that she should be
allowed to pay. But Miss Anderson
claimed that the bill was already
settled.

“May——" said Daphne.

“Just off,” said May hurricdly.

“Where to?”

Tu
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“(entral Station.”

And, without further explanation,
May hurried from the restaurant, run-
ning as hard as she could go to get
away from Daphne and awhkward
questions. Boarding a bus, May locked
back Daphne stood on the pavernent,
arms waving, shouting almost hysteric-
ally, so May waved back.

Yin Su joined Daphne at the road
and asked what the trouble was, and
why May bhad hurried off; but Daphne,
unfortunately, knew little more than
she did.

“For some rcason or other, she has
to meet the two-three train,” she said
worriedly. “And Miss Anderson dis-
tinctly said it would arrive at the West
Station. May has gone to the Central.”

“ Perhaps train go one day to one
station another day to other,” said
Yin Su. “Perhaps also there is other
train at later hour.”

“Yes,” said Daphne worriedly. “Oh
dear, I know there’s something wrong !
But I ecan't think what. There was
something in the letter May got, and
she hasn't told us.”

Daphne turned back, still deeply
concerned about May’s going to the
wrong station.

“Perhaps I ought to go after her,”
she suggested.

Miss Anderson asked what the bother
was, and then consulted her little time-
table again.

“The two-three,” she murmured.
“Why—how stupid of me! It goes to
both stations, arriving at two-thrce at
the Central and two-seven at the West.”

Daphne heaved a sigh of relief.

“You had it wrong the first time,
then, Miss Anderson. You said it was
two-three at the West.”

“Did I?” eaid the dancing mistress
vaguely. “I can never read time-
tables. The traing I've missed—oh dear,
oh dear! 1It's just nobody's bvsiness!”

“Well, anyway,” smi{ed Daphne,
checking the times for heizelf, “what-
ever May's reason for going, she’s going
to the right station.”

May was smiling, too, for she had
arrived at the Central Station and had
four minutes to wait. In conscientious
mood she was determined to wait and
wait, until at least ten-past two. By
that time, she could comfortably return
to the theatre for the matinee.

At two o'clock she looked down the
line, smiling. For could a girl help
going to the wrong station when there
were two and the one intended had not
been mentioned by name? Of course
not !

At two-two she licard a distant rumble
on the line, and a moment later saw a
tramn. It arrived with sercech of
whistle and she steod back, thinking
that it was surely a through train.

At a sccond before two-three, the
train ground to a standstill, and doors
were hurled open.

“Qh (" said May, fecling hollow inside
with dismay.

The awful truth dawned on her then.
She had come to the right station!
This was the train she had to meet, and
at any moment strict Miss Simpson—-

A carriage door opened in front of
May, and a woman stepped down, a
fussy-looking woman dressed in a camel-
haired coat, brown stockings and shocs,
and hat—

She stepped down on the platform,
her bird-like face turned to May, and
fixed her with a keen, penetrating look.

FACE to face with the vety person she
wanted to avoid | No wonder May
is alarmed. What ever will she do? Be
sure not to miss next week's grand
chapters of this fascinating story.
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COMPLETE this week. Another delightful story of the Middie Ages.

The Page-boy Prankster!

HE young Lady Fayre looked at
the penny-piece in her hand and
frowned at it, displeased. The
reason for her displeasure was

that she had expected not a penny-piece,
but *a gold one as reward for writing
well done.

From the penny she looked across hor
school-room in
chancellor of her uncle’s treasure chest—
» man with smooth, deceptive smile and
exaggeratedly humble manner.

“ But, Mr. Chancellor,” she_protested,
frowning, “my lord uncle did say it
should he a gold piece!”

The chanceilor rubbed one harnd over
the other, and then shook his head, still
51]1]i!ing, although his eyes had quite a
ghnt.

“My lord baron docs not sguander
money,” he murmured. “He told me
it should be one penny-piece. And, my
lady, what purchases could be made
Wil.fl. a gold piece here !

‘Fayro said nothing. She could not
spend even a penny in the castle, it was
true. In the village there were shops,
pleasant places, where sweets were sold,
pretty ribbons, cakes; but, unfortun-
ately, Fayre was not allowed to go to
the village, as the chancellor knew well.

“Look after the pence, my good young
lady,” he eaid, with a touch of sneer
in his tone, “and the pounds will e’en
look after themselves. Good-morning,
my dear young lady!”

He backed through the heavy curtains
that guarded the archway of the room,
and almost immediately there came an
angry mutter, and a violent smacking
;t)itl’ld, as of & hand meeting a human
ace.

“Ow*” eamo a gasp.

Before Fayre had time to move for-
ward to investigate, the curtain parted,
and a page entered, rubbing his left ear
und frowning heavily.

“Ohl  What bhappened, Percy?”
asked Fayre sympathetically, but guess-
ing the answer.

“The chancellor—hit my ear!”
grimaced Perey. pinching it to make
sure it was shiﬁ tﬁere.

Fayre frowned ndignantly.

“The chancellor needs to be taught a
lesson,” she said. “ Anyone would think

ongley Castle to the -

Lo was baron of this eastle, instead of
my uncla!” It might be his gold,
instead of my uncle’s, too, the care he
takes of it!”

And Fayre held up a sheet of paper,
on which she had written so carefully
some sentences dictated to her by her
tutor, the aged, bearded Venerable
Brie.

Perey, the page, glanced at the sheet,
but as he could neither read nor write
it conveyed littlo to him,

- |SECRET HELPER
[7o ROBI®

would not do as writing fluid,” she
protested.

“’Tia for the chancellor,” Percy said,
with a wary glance at the back door.
“To wash his hair. He shall he
anointed like a bishop.”

Fayre caught her breath. All at once
she understood just why this mixture
was needed, for on a previous occasion
someone_had emptied a bucket contain-
ing a similar mixture over a visiting
earl.

“Have a care |” she warned anxiously.

“S-sh |” responded Percy, “Naver
mention this, my lady. The ink,
please 1”

Fayre shook her head, although her
cyes glimmered.

Percy might get into serious troubloe
if he were caught. He might be put
in the dungeons, in tho stocks. Te
might even be whipped.

‘*No, Percy!” she said ﬁrm]@

“No?” he said, surprised. “ Yon like
the chancellor?” ) '

Fayre looked at the penny-piece in
her hand, and then recalled how dis-
tinctly the baron had promised gold.
But he was away from the castle, and
the chancellor had been left to do the
rewarding.

“Dol ﬁke the chanecellor 1 she asked,

The young page was a victim of the baron’s thieving
chancellor—but Lady Fayre and Robin Hood soon altered
all that!

“Lady Fayre,” he said keenly, “you
have some fluid called ink. Is it dark?
It stains?”

“Ink? VYes,” said Fayre readily.
“The Venerable Brie makes ink. Red,
brown, green—"

Percy rubbed his hands, and a glint
of pleasure shone in his ecyes, chasing
away the brooding gloom.

“Ha! Meseems 1 am in good for-
tune 1” ho said. “In a moment T will
be with you again—""

And he hurried out of the room, to
return with a wooden bucket, in the
bottom of which was a quantity of soot,
and a yellowish, sticky substance.

“What ever’s thas?” asked Fayre,
with interest. 2 "

“Honey,” said Percy. “Honey and
soot Now, wherg is the ink, pray?
Red, green, brown—" -

Fayre laughed.

“Ink and honey? It will not mix, It

her brows knitting. “I do mot. I
think, after all, that ink, mayhap,
would do him good. In that jar yonder
is s0me strange fluid, and in the others,
too.

Percy found the fluids first, and,
smirking with pleasure, poured in some
red, some green, and some brown ink
into the bucket.

That dono, he stirred the mixture
with a stick, and, thanking Fayre,
winked and hurried away. Fayre had
meant to give him some advice about
taking care, but he had run on &80
quickly that he was soon out of sight.

Turning the penny-piece over in her
hand, Fayro looked out of the window
towards the pretty village, the thatched
roofs of which she could see in the
distance.

The money secmed to burn her hand.
A penny was not a vast sum, but in
those days, when Richard Lionheart
was on the throne, it was money

e
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enough to provide a normal girl with
pocket-money for a whole week.

- As Ludy I'ayre. she was not allowed
to leave the castle without permission,
yet she resolved to go to the village, all
the same. So, with light step, she
hurried to her bed-chamber.

There, peeling off her red frock, she
hid it, and took from the large chest
in the corner of her room another frock,
that was dark green, and shabby. With
the frock was a brown, ragged cloak—
such a cloak as no lady would ever
wear unless she wished to be mistaken
for a peasant girl.

That was just what Fayre did want to
happen; and with light heart and
dancing steps she dressed in the shabby
clothes, as she had often done before,

A minute or two later.she was trip-
ping down the stone steps of the castle
to freedom.

Reaching the second floor, however,
she paused, for a well-known cough was
heard—the chancellor’s.  Although her
disguise was good enough to allow her
to pass the guards, she was not quite
sure that the chancellor, who knew her
well, would be deceived Ly it. There
being no hurry, she could afford to wait.

In the shadow of n large buttress
ghe stood concealed as the coughing
chancellor drew nearer, and then, with
a suddenness that brought to her throat
a scroam she could barely stifle, there
came a commotion.

Clatter! Crash! A yelp from the
chancellor, muttering, and, from the
shadows of the staircase, a gurgle of
mirth.

Fayre, peeping out, eyes round, drew
in her breath sharply. In the archway
five yards from her stood someone whose
head wos obscured by a mass of soot,
ink, and honey. The same mixture
swamped him armost from head to foot.

Through the mixture fierce eyes
glared, fixed upon Fayre, who covered
the lower part of her face with the
brown cloak. '

But, wide-eyed, still she stared. Not
becauze of the strange mixture of red

This is one of the
early adventures of
the celebrated
Chums of Cliff
House School, and
is simply packed
with t?lri"s from
beginning to end.
But there's plenty of
typical \Fourth Form
fun, as well,

——ANOTHER SUPERB HILDA RICHARDS STORY——

and green and black that clung to the
victim and slowly trickled down him,
but because, although this person had a
cough like the chancellor, the un-
fortunate victim of the booby-trap was
dressed in a friarv’s rough, girdled cloak
and hood |

His face was bearded, too, which the
chancellor’s = was not. Amazed, per-
plexed, and sorry for this unwanted
victim, Fayre stood as in a trance,
staring. :

But not for long. The victim, glaring
at her, snarled and sprang forward !

Only Fayre Knew the Truth!

AYRE'S trance-like state ended at
the moment when the bearded
friar leaped forward, and with
the speed and agility of a

startled rabbit she dodged sideways as
he rushed.

“You—you, girl—stop!” he snarled.

Fayre, already three steps down the
stairway, did stop. She stopped because
the voice that came through the beard
was strangely like the chancellor’s,

“What are you doing here?” he
ground out menacingly. **Did you put
this trap here, wench 7"

If he had recognised her as the Lady
Fayre he would not have called her
wench. Fayre knew, to her relief, that
her disguise had dececived him. But
although he was deceived, she was not.

The white beard that jutted from his
face shifted now as honey stuck to it.
Then, despite the ¢oloured inks and soot
and honey, Fayre recognised him.

It was the chancellor, after alll

He pushed the beard back into place
and shook his fist; but Fayre did not
wait to hear his comments. She ran
down the stairs as fast as she could,
anxions to reach the barbican before he
could warn the guard to stop her.

And as she ran she muttered to
herseli: )

“The chancellor, disguised! What
can it meant” e

Like each of the
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She overtook the chortling page with-
out' even pausing, and ran into {he
courtyard. There she had to pursue her
way at more moderate pace for fear of
attracting too keen attention.

Looking back, however, she saw nro
sign of the chancellor, in his disgunise or
as himself. He did not call from a
window or in any other way signal to
the soldiers in the courtyard.

The porieullis was up, and the guard
who had seen Fayre in this disguise
before gave her a casual nod and
suffered her to cross the drawbridge.

“Disgunised,” mused TFayre, as she
strolled along the lane. “ Disguised as a
friar. I ‘wonder why, for goodness’
sake?”

At that moment she heard from the
woods the sound of a high-pitched, clear-
noted hunting horn, and her heart-
beats quickened,

“Robin Hood !” she murmured, her
eyes alight.

Robin Hood, outlaw, friend of the
poor, and in particalar a friend of
Fayre! With a glad cry, she danced
into the wood, blowing the whistle he
had given her, and it was but a matter
of moments before he crashed into view
through the undergrowth, smiling,
bowing.

“Ahal Mystery maid!” he ex-
claimed, with a laugh. “Were you
calling me, or were you frightening the
wolves with that whistle ?”

“Both,” smiled Fayre, who had never
let him know that she was not what she
scemed to be—just a peasant-girl.

“And what brings you here?” he
asked.  “Some poor person needing
aid?  Somcone hungry?  Someone
oppressed ? News of the bad baron, my
enemy ?”

“The bad baron,” answered Fayre,
“has tired of hunting Robin Hood; he
is hunting wild hart, which cannot shoot
arrows at him.” ;

“Ah, talking of errows, if you would
watch the fun come to the butts, where
we are having a tourney,” urged Robin
Hood.

Fayre went with him into the glade,
where targets had been fixed for the
outlaws’ practice, and was greeted
cheerily by fat Friar Tuck, Little John,
and others of the band she had met.

There, forgetting the money she had
to spend, and how long she had been
gone from the castle, Fayre watched
and applauded and laughed with the
rest.

But half an hour afier she had joined
the watchers an outlaw, springing
through the trces, gave & shout fo
Robin Hood : )

“A friar comes—a long-bearded friar
with dirty smock, marked with red and
green stains, Is he known?”

As Robin Hood swung round, Fayre,
filled with sudden alarm, jumped up.

“Take care, Robin Hood,” she ex-
claimed. “Be sure he is indeed a friar
and not—not a spy of the baron!”

Robin Hood laughed.

“No spy of the baron could feol
Robin Hood,” he said.

But Fayre, convinced that this friar
was the chancellor in his disguise,
followed the pay outlaw through the
undergrowth. The friar was approach-
ing slowly, bent-backed, carrying a
small sack and stabbing the path with
a long stick. His rough garment was,
as the scout had said, stained red and
green, while the beard that had been
white was now all black. But there was
no mistaking him. The chancellor.

Fayre moved swiftly aside as Robin
Hood halted and gave the friar a sign
to come no nearer.

“Well, and what is your business,
good friar?” asked the outlaw.
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F;n- reply the chancellor tossed down a

BBCK.

“Gold,” he said in low tone. “Gold
from the baron’s treasure chest, Open
it. Make certain I speak truly.”

Robin Hood, keeping his eyes warily
on the friar, pitked up the sack, un-
fastened the cord about its meck, and,
plunging in his hand, pulled it out
again clasping gold pieces that flashed
in the sunlight. .

Fayro held her breath, bewildered, un-
able to understand the chancellor’s

motive. But she was sure that in some
cunning way this was a plot {o trap
Robin Hood, and, but for attracting the

frinr’s attention to herself, she would
have gone openly forward and warned
her friend. R

But the chancellor might recognise
her as the girl he had seen in the castle.

“It iz gold,” agreed Raobin Hood.
“How canme you by this, good friar—or
ghould I say bad friar?”

The chancellor gave a grim chuckle.

“There is more,” he said, “and if yon
would have a thousand pieces of gold,
Robin Hood, I will be your aid. I have
means to steal the key of the baron’s
chest.”

Fayre stiffened in horror, and of a
sudden she knew that this was not a
plot to trap Robin Hood. It was, on
the comtrary, a treacherous scheme to
rob the baron.

“T sec,” mused Robin Hood thought-
fully. “We rob the baron’s chest for
the poor. But how can RobirrHood get
into the castla?”

‘The friar hesitated belore replying,
then he said:

“(ive first proof that the gold will
} ﬁn to the poor. When half the number

as been given to poor people, then will
¥ tell you how the rest may be stolen.
Enough! I have done my part. ’Tis
now for you——>"

He turned away, and Robin Hood and
Fayre both watched him intil he was
out of sight.

“Gold,” said Robin Hood te Fayre,
yet frowning in puzzlement.

Gold—yes. And know you who he
was?? Fayre asked tensely. “The
baron’s own treasure chancellor. I have

heen in the castle to—to do errands for
the Lady Fayre, I know well his voice,
The beard was false, but the voice his

own.”
Hood drew up, his

Robin
gleaming.

“A trap?! A trap of the baron’s to
lure me into the castle?”

“Maybe—yes,” said TFayre un-
eartainfy. o Sr else this rascal chancellor
has robbed the baron of twice what is in
that sack, and means to let the blame
fall on you.”

“ A traitor 1 exclaimed Robin Hood.
“1 like not traitors, nor sneak-thieves,
I rob after fair fight from barons who
have taken their gold hly force of arms
from the poor, but do not pick
pockets.”

Fayre now was anxious to return to
tha castle to find out what was being
planned there—to learn what story the
chancellor would tell the baron.

“Robin Hood, be on your guard,” she
warned him, turning away. “‘If such
thing 18 possible, will go inte the
castle, and what I learn of the baron’s
plans I will tell to you.”

Without pause, Fayre ran back to the
castle.

" The moment she set foot in the court-
‘vard she knew that trouble brewed,

oldiers were gathered in groups, and
servants came from other parts of the
castle grounds, from dalries, bake-
houses, smithies.

She was only half-way to the keep
when sha heard her uncle’s roaring
voice, and in a moment she saw him,

eyes

FIERCELY the young page slashed the baron free, while Robin Hood and

his men rushed to prevent him.
For this was all a plan of hers, though neither the page

Fayre hid a smile.

But they rushed very slowly, and

nor the baron realised it.

The baron rushed through the deorway,
pursuing a page, kicking at him, and
shouting in anger:

“Hold him | ]

Ag the nearest soldiers rushed to obey,
Fayre, with sinking horror, saw that the
page was Percy.

““Hold the. thief I” roared the baron.
“He shall be whipped; he shall go into
stocks: 2 )

Percy’s volee rose in horrified protest.

“My lord baron, the chancellor lies!
I did not rob- the treasure chest.
know nothing of it—not even that "twas
robbed 1”

Fayre ran forward, then checked her-
self, realising that she was apparently
but a village girl, and could not protest
on Percy's behalf. Vet the wicked
chancellor’s cunning plot was clear to
her, and to her alonc.

He had contrived to blame Perey for
the theft |

Clenching her hands, she fonght hard
to control %&er bursting desire to speak
as the baron snatched the terrified page
by the shoulder.

“The dungeons—a whipping{” he
snarled. ‘“And then you shall beécome
for evermore an outlaw, with every
man's hand against you!"”

Fayre could not stay to see this cruel -

injustice done. If she stayed she would
speak and betray her true identity, and
once that was done her power to help
Percy would be gone. .

With flying feet she hurried up the
stairs to her bed-chamber, and there
changed into her red velvet frock. But
she was slower 1n changing this time,

for her fingers trembled so with
agitation. R
Only she could save Percy from his

terrible fate; only she knew that the
chancellor was the thief.

Somehow the baron must be taught
the truth. He had to be convinced not
only of Percy’s innoccence, but of the
chancellor’s gnilt. And Fayre meant to
find the proof.

After she had changed she paced her
room, thinking deeply; then, an idea
dawning, she hurricd downstairs.

By this time the unfortunate page had
been taken to the dungeons, and thither
went Fayre, lifting the hem of her long
red frock.

Soldiers guarded the stairway to keep

back the crowd that would otherwise
have gone below; but Fayre, being
privileged, was allowed to pass through.
She hurried down to the dungeons, in
one of which the young page was being
strapped into tho stocks.
“A flogging first!” thundered the

baron,

Fayre walked past the leering
chancellor into the dungeon.

“Oh!” she gasped, drawing up.
“Why, prithee, uncle, *tis Percy
“Ves, 'tis Perey!” ho retorted,
scowling.

Favre turned then to the chancellon
and in her tone was well-assumed
compaskion. .

“Oh, Mr. Chancellor,” she said, “I
trust no scrious ill befell you through
the evil deings of this prank-player.”

The chancellor was taken aback, nof
knowing quite what to reply; but the
baron bursy out angrily.

“Prank-player1  You
prank 1" ;

“Why—why—=" faltered Fayre de-
murely. “’Tis surely a prank to make
a booby-trap for so worthy and trust-
worthy ~ an officer as the baron’s
chanceilor 1%

The chancellor’s eyes glinted.

“Hah! You havae proof of that,
m’lady! ’Twas he, then?”

“'Twasg indeed,” said Fayre, catching
a piteous lock of appeal from Percy, but
ignoring it.-

The baron had not heard of the booby-
trag,- and he was interested. He wanted
to hear more, and demanded to be told

call it a

it

- %Ink wes used—red and green,” said
Fayre, studying the chancellor’s face,
“Why, lookl ‘%he oor chancellor still
bears stains on his face !

Gruntng, the chancellor allowed the
baron to see the marks, and then, not
realising that Fayre had seen the trap
in action, admitted that e had been
its victimi.

“Honey and scot I saw in the
bucket,” said Fayre, in frowning dis-
-approval:

“Indeed, yes,” said the chancellor
fiercely. *I did mot speak of it, my
lord baroun, thinking the lad was to be
punished severely enough—"

" An extra five strokes of the whip 1"
roared the baron in fury. “Fayre,

B g
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this  rascal is a  thief! This
lad whom 1 have nursed, housed,
and trained in arms, has robbed me—
robbed my treasure chest!”
“0Oh, shame!” said Fayre. *“Why,
Robin Hood could do no more.”
“No, and like as not he's in league
with Robin Hood,” said the cunning
chancellor.  “Robin Hood doubtless
put the plot into the lad’s mind.”

* Robin Hood ?”  cried ~ Fayre
sharply. “Why—why, then here,
uncle, i1s the chance to trap this Robin

Hood.”
The gaoler with the whip paused as

Fayre signalled to him.

© “To trap Robin Hood?” asked the

baron eagerly
“Why, yes,

»

uncle—come with me,
said Fayre, beckoning him into the
corrvidor. * But, first, let the \\hlppmg
“alt or the plot cannot be tried.”

“Eh? Why not?” demanded
baron.

But Fayre did not answer until they
were in the corridor.

“Unecle,” she said then, “this page
may know the secret way fto Robin
Hood’s lair. If indeed he is in league
with him, he can lure Rohin llnod into
a trap. Set him free. Tell him he is
outlawed, and—why, he will go at once
to Robin Hood. You can follow him.”

The baron, his eyes gleaming, re-
turned to the dungeon, and Fayre,
heart thumping, listened.

“Page, you are outlawed!” thun-
dered the baron. .‘ Begone from this
castle and never return! Lash him
ont, gaoler, with your whip!”

The surprised Percy, set {ree, gasped
and yelped in pain as-the whip curled
about his legs; then he ran as fast as
he could, knowing that if he loitered
he might become- a ‘mark for arrows.
He was henceforth an outlaw, with
every man’'s hand against him—every
man's except a fellow-outlaw’s.

After him claitered the baron, to
mount his horse, ride ahead of the lad,
hide in the wood, and :then follow
him. And swift of foot, dressed in her
shabby frock and ragged cloak, went
Fayre. She was last to leave the castle,
but because she knew the way would

the

be the first to track down Robin Hood.

SECE.

ALY H
A Page of "“Valour”!
OBIN HOOD surveyed the pant-
ing, gasping mystery maid - as
she clung to his arm. She had
found him . with  her shrill
whistle, but she could not speak yet for
hard breathing after her noun-stop run
through the woods.

Then jerkily she told him what had
happened, save only that she had wit-
nessed it all herself.

Robin Hood, always on the side of
the oppressed, was at once filled with
symparhy for the page.

“By my best arrow, if I could get
that chancellor, I'd wipe the earth
with him '’ he exclaimed.

“You shall!” gasped Fayre. “Oh,
Robin  Hood,” she begged, “please
help this page. Let the baron I:'n'ow
the true culprit H

“Wait 1" exclaimed Robin Iood.

He  hurried  away, returning a
moment later with a bundle of cloth-
ing, a friar's hooded robe, and a dyed
false beard.

“The chancellors?

cried Fayre.

“Yes, I followed himn through the
woorl 1 saw him change, and knew
that you were not mistaken. By his

underneath

robes that he wore this
friar’s frock 1 knew him as the
chancellor,” said Rnhm Hood grimly.

“Thie is proof enough.”
And then he tumcd as he heard his
name called faintly in a boyish voice.

Percy, stumblmg through the wood,
was calling
“Robin Hood! Hoel p! Robin
ood—"

They saw him. & moment later, and
just behind him amongst the trees the
Hash of chainmail in the sunhght.

“The baron!” breathed Fayre.

“A brave man but a fool!” scoffed
Robin Hood.

“Don’t fight him alone,” said Fayre
quickly. % have a plan to save the
lad. Capture the baron rope him to a
tree, and then

She lowered her voice.

A moment later a dozen outlaws in
their green clothes, that made them
ditheult to sce, spread wide to encircle
the lurking baron.

Even as Percy came upon Robin
Hood, the baron’s angry shout was
heard, followed by the clash of arms.

But the clashing ended soon. Out-
numbered, the baron was easily cap-
tured.

Roped to a tree, a cloth fastened to
his mouth, he goggled in frenzy as he
saw Robin Hood.

“Who are you?’ demanded Robin
I[ood looking at the page.

“1 am a page from the castle, Rohin
Hood. They say I robbed the treasure

chest. It’s a lie. I did not. But I
am now outlawed. If they catch me
I'll be killed !

Robin Hood layghed.

“I want no boys here. Begone! I
have but one good friend at the past!e,
the chancellor who brought me a sack
of gold.”

“What? The chancellor?” eried the

page.
“The chancellor. See this robe?”
asked . Robin Hood, holding up the

friar's frock.

“Why—why, that's the frock of the
friar who was caught in my booby-
trap!” cried Percy, amazed. “And
his white whiskers., Why—why, it was
a disguise—"

“Ha, ha, ha! My boy, it was the
chancellor—Robin Homh friend,” said
Robin Hood. “He is my Lhanc‘ellm
with a key to the treasurc-chest.”

Fayre looked towards the baron, who
had heard every word, and saw that
his face was purple with rage as he
struggled at his bonds.

“Begone, feeble boy,” :aid Fayre.
“An outlaw indeed! You have not
the ‘heart of a rabbit! Why, there's

your baron—see?
mel not the. courage to fight to free

im

The startled page turned and then
ran to the baron.

“My lord, you here?” he gasped.

The baron g]aled at him and then at
the ground, trying io signal to the lad
that his drawn sword had been left in
the grass by his capfors; and presently
the page understood.

Byt instead of stooping. to snatch it
up, he shouted defiance at Rohm Hood
and ran.
s+ Fayre's face fell with dl\ﬂppolllt-
ment; for she had thought that at
least the page would fry to set. the
baron free. ~ But she had ‘misjudged
I'ercy's artfulness. Though he ran, the
moment ke was out of sight hé dropped
to hands and knees, and, obseured by
bushes, crept back to the sword:

A prisoner, ‘and you,

TuE ScHOOLGIRL

Picking it up. he slashed with the
sharp blade at the bonds. 1
He severed two of  the bonds and

wheeled as he heard Robin
Robin Ilood and two
quarter-staves, rushed at

then
Hood’s shout.
others, with
him.

Percy, gritting his teeth, faced them
sword in hand, and Fayre danced with
excitement, knowing that Robin Hood
intended to be beaten back.

Wielding the sword desperately,
Percy fought at his three assailants
and the sword clashed on the guarter-
staves. Robin Hood's fell, and the out-
law chicf staggered back as though
afraid, covering his head with his arm.

Anolhor lulched back,--groaning that
he was “done.” ~In -wild ‘excitement
Percy =laslwd at Lhe third, who tumed
and ran.

The page swung round to_ the bamn
slashed -the remaining boﬁdk and
severed the' pag.”

“Boy, well done!” ga:p(‘d the baron,
seizing the sword. “Noble' workd
Were you of age vou should be knighted
for this, Come!”

And Perey, leaving Tayre chuckling
merrily, went ‘reluctantly wifh+ the
baron, thirsting for further con-
queats.

F-\YHE IN her own frock again, ran
down to the dungeon. The stair-
way was crowded, and even her pleas
for passage were iguored
“There’s a whipping, my lady,”
an officer of the guard.
“Not the page ercy " gaid Fayr
fyught

sa.iﬂ

“Why, no—lhie's a herg. . He
Robin Hoeod and defeated. hun i he
saved the - baron,” said the qﬁiwr.

“'Tis the Qhancollur being Muppe&.

Fayre ‘tumed away  and’ tp]ruoat
bumped into Percy, who was beaming .
in pleastire until he saw her.

“Oh, well done, page!” smiled
Fayre.

“T little thought m'lady was a tell-
tale !” he answered coldly.

“Indecd?” said Fayre, her evos
twinkling. “But for the telltale you

would have been whipped. If not the
telltale’s, then whose suggestion was it
vou be freed and outlawed and pur-
sued by the baron ?”

Percy's eyes widened.

“Why, ves, 1 do think ’twas yours,
m'lady Fayre!” he exclaimed. “Bug
'twas a grave risk; the baron was
captured, and if his sword had not been

left, and I had not known the way to
lay abnul me, he might be yet a
prisoner.”

“Ah! But yvour valour smad him,"”
said Fayre. “Brave page "

Perey  the page blushed modestly,

and Fayre, laughing softly, tripped back
in gay mood to her chamber, whither
later the page. who had been rewarded,
with gold, sent a large paekdge of
sweets  and. eakes as -thanks; ¢ and
whither, too, the baron, having heard
of the chancellor's gift of a penny. when

a gold piece had been ordered, sent two
go]d pieces

For such was the depth of the baron’s
treasure-chest  that even a  thousand
pieces less made but little  difference.
And (|:m~|(h‘nng it was Fayre's own,
she was 'urepnnv charity from no one
but herself !

END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

BE sure to meet the young Lady

Fayre and gallant Robin Hood in
another delightful COMPLETE story
next Saturday.
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